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DE LOTInilERE. Why, go 8o soon ? I have scarcely looked
at you,

Nor touched your haïr nor lifted your sweet hands.
My chalice has gone drained of you, its wine,
These three days. Love, I cannot leave you yet.

DoiujTm. But if he cornes...
DEc LOTBINmim. When will you to the forest,

My sweet witd dove ? I saw red tilles there
Burning in sun-bleached grass, and gentians spread
Beside a littie pool, lees blue than he,
The great kingfisher poised on the dead bough.
Black squirrels chirred against the quarrelling jays,
There came a ffight of emneratd humining-birds,
While through the wind-swayed walle of reed and vine
Laced the quick dragonflies. Sweet, will you corne?

DoRvim. I amn yours, my heart, wherever I may be.*,
Uet it content you.

Dz LoTrnNIEpE. I amrn ot content.

She leaves him, goes Io 11w Piéta, and standing bef ove if
speaks.

DoituTm. 0 Mother, tei hlm I cannot go.
E LoTBINIMRI Dorette.
Doiim. O Mother, hold me fast against bis, voice.
DE LOTBINiERE. Dorette.
Doiom.E O Virgin, hide me from his eyes.

Build from your sorrowing hands a little ark
Where that Storrn-driven bird, my sout, may rest
Till all its heaviness is overpast.
When wlll that be ? In the grave ? 1 think not ther.
Though Iny slight bones had tain for centuries
Bound over with the prlsoming forest roots,
And had no other feasting than the rain,
And known no other music than the wind,
I should yet go dllmbing upward every spring
When the whitethroat came and burgeoning grains put oui
To look for him.
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