
THE WOOD CAVR~WWEF

Sec, Lomuis, 8he wvill flot hear nie.
Shec is not Our Lady, for she ha.s my face.
Whiat wasi that S~ound?'

DE 1ornIEu heard none.

The twang of a stretchetI bow this siethe riVvr
Beyonid the fields. Lt hiat a souid cf devath.

DE Lo¶rrnNIEIuEx Iovelies,,t, Nvhat frighits you ? L'ife i>s al

for us.
The fulness andi fruition cf the year$
Are on our side, deep rose andi darkenilig grape
Are with iis, and the ýstrong bird fligei to fly,
Forgetful of the ne-st.

Inr thle deeýp woodis
1 founid white fwrsbeside a liftie steami,
Of three waxed petats round a cre of golti.
1 wvould liave broughit themr to you, but I thought.
To crown youi with themn there, whcre b.alsam bougbs4
Strain the sweet Suri, andi vvery hQour is Stayeti,
On silence, andi but. the stream ruris into »ong.

]DoloerTrE. If you owe me any favour, any gruce
Of a promise 1 once kept, 1 pray you,* go.

DuE LO'rBîwtuIw. Are you tireti of Ioving me?
DoREmrr. 1tired ? O Christi

I would lay my body for your feet to walk on,
Andi make a carpet of my hair for you,
Bc. the unsenseti wood, the stonie, the. dust you troti,
So that yau troti to safety.

DE LOTBINIERE. Dear, l'Il go,
But is. me firet.

DoRmruE. Ah, LJouis, 1 will "a you
With a charm of sevenfold kimm againt wrong,
Rere, here, and her., on han&, ohoele, Iip@, and hewd.
When first I saw you, back in Amniens,
Go riding with the. grt fol&k pa8t our door,
I thought that hes a£igs


