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he prays tor pity. wiU he find respite What a

r^uufwhat a gathering of feet is there! to

riadea where the wild deer ahould ran, arauea

fnTnations are assembling. . . . There » he

Bishop of Beauvais. eUnging to the shelter of the

*"*W hnilding Is that yl^*i»?fWiU^hly
are rwsingt Is it a martyr's »<»ff»l^ 1 ^lU toey

bnrn the Child of Domremy a second tamel No
,

u

U a tribunal that rises to the clouds -jnd^e na-

tions stand around it waiting for a tnal. Sh^my

Lord of Beauvais sit again upon the judgment

^at and again number the hours for the .nno-

oentt Ah! no: he is the prisoner at the bar. . .
.

Sy Lrd, have you no counsel. 'Counsel I have

Bone: in heaven above, ^"V on .^vtYMO^ l^

it indeed come to this! Alas! the time is short,

aie tumult is wondrous, the crowd stretches away

to infinity, but yet I will search in it for somebody

to dead your cause : 1 1 ."W of somebody who will

be your counsel. Ah! Wio .r, this that come h

f om Domrcmyt Wio i. "^-^ '^at cometti in

bloody coronation robes from Bheims! Who is

sirwho cometh with blackened fiesh, from walk-

„g the furnace of Eouen! This is she, the shep-

herd girl, counselor that had none for herself,

thom'l choose. Bishop, for yours. It is she that

will take my Lord's explanations. She it is.

Bishop, who would plead for you: yes. Bishop,

she,—when heaven and earth are silentl

^".''Hf-


