
108 THE WITCH OP ENDOR

Prophet of Iirael, appear!

lA uUit btgim to gathtr ntar th« statu* ami

out of tht m$t the form of a mam whit*

and wavering,']

Doio [thaken for a M«iii«nt].

Basil

AaNU. Jehovah! . . . It ii Samuel!

[He ct/vere hit face with Ut handt and ditap-

pear*."]

ISaul etaret at the apparition, then kneel* in

awe, hiding hit face in the foldt of hit cloak.]

Saul. Priestewl

What do you (ee?

LoBUHAMAK. An old man!

Savl. Samuel I

Samdxi. [m from a dittemee].

Saul!

Saul. O my father!

Samuel. Why hast thou disturbed

My rest?

Saul. The Oracle will speak no more,

And all my days are dumb with agony

!

Jehovah hides his face from me in wrath

;

Madness consumes my spirit; and the dark

Hath opened wide its mouth to swallow me!

Give back the vision to these empty eyes,

And in my heart re-light the ancient fire

That burned of old to deeds of bravery

;

For I am like a tree without the sap

—

A brook cut off from all its upper springs

—


