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DE LOTBINIERE. Sweet, losing you
I should go unkinged for ever, since my kingdomn
Rests but in this.

DORETTm. You need not fear to, lose me,
Save as the strong tree loses the dead leaf,
Or the full tide one star. Though I should die
Now, and be set behind you like a song
Heard once between the midnight and the dawn
And then forgotten, yet ail I was, looked, said,
Shc>uld still be yours, warmn night ho full of me,
And rnorning corne for ever withi my face,
Who have given you yc>ur first love.

DE LoTBiNinE First love', and last.
DoOREmr. And last, And last. Go now.

0 Christ, toc> late!
DE LIo~NiIoER. To> late ?
DORErrE. They are coming upward from the river,

Jean and his Indian boy.
DE LoTi~NiEiR. So soon returned?
DoRlr3m. He ie walking very fast. I think ho 1
DE LoTBiNiERE. I)oeshe, et Itt?
DoRETm. ?orhaps Shagonas tc>ld hlm,

Perhaps the dumb earth lightened into speech,
As oftentixnes tc>fl s ,or the blank air
Took colour in our lkns. Why, you wait.
O, 1 amn going mad. Have you no limbs,
No breath, no naturel motion? Would you bide
Thue, thus the Ioosening rock, the falling tree,

DE LTIIR. Is your Jeannot so much ?
LUt him find me here beside you.

DoimE. If ho Ioe
I ehail go mad indeed. Have I no li?
Have you no pity for me ? Ie yourlo>ve
0f such a bitter substance that MY teare
Can wring no answer from it, nor my hands
Avail against your pride ? See, see, ll kucel,


