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Nay, stretchi ry length before you, in thle dust
Darken the hair you praise, wvith very deatb
Entreat, beweeh you, onty that you go.

DE LOTr1INIFIuE. There, lest my heart break. There, poux-r
child, l'Il go.

DoiRrixE Now? Now?
DE LOTBINIERE. Now, now. Whyv, you wilI miake mne laiugh

At these so tender terrors. I will slip
Into the berried elder-brâke that throws
Shade on your 8111, and wait tili be's withi
And the door shut.

DoitirirE. Go, go!

DE, LOTBINIERE Slips fromý Ow, door, wvhich he le<tw open,
and hides in the thicet Ehat throtcs leaf-ahadowrs uport
il throughoui thse «fit-rnooni. Dotrmi aigaini knewels
bef are the Pieta.

DowEmE Keep open door,
0 Saviour, of Your mnercy. Blot imn out
In soft leaf-shadows like a little deat.
Close Tbou bis eyoei witb webe, bis breatb with budsq,
Shadow bis life witb slumber. 'Strew Thou me
Quick on the wind to blind thein so they se not,
Nor bear. Ah!

JEANÇ isheurd uingiiu os he approach. thse houa..-

JEAN. Three kinga rode toBehhm
By the snd and tbefosm.
Three kings rode to Bethilbemn,
Only two rode home.

0, bie bath .tayed to watch bier face
And make his prayer thereto,
And to lay down, for his soul's prace,
The straw beneath bier sboe.


