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So the Iight takes the cbeek. Baise the calm hand
ClMsping the hand. Set the door wide, and go.
Now, now my Virgin's perfect! Quick, my tools.
O, Mater DoIoroea. O, Dorette.

AUl i. uient, ezoept for the distant tinkie of a bell ringing to
ve8peTs, and a fainit sound of chanting.

Salve, Regina, Mater misericordiae,
Vita, dulcedo, et spes noutra, salve.
0 clemena, 0 pia, 0 dlcia Virgo Maria.

Ju&zt Will the light hold until they corne for me?
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