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DOlRErrE. Yea, sure, a&,. if you foumd me de.,d but niow
And sawv my face.

JEAN. 1 sec a kind of death there.
Go, sit you in your Chair.

D)oIZE-E. Wherc is Shagonais?
J EA N. Liuigering to shoot at crows wvith lus great bw

More fit for war. IUe bas flesýhed an arrow tthrie
In carrion hearts, until the feather dripped
Blood, blood, and blood(x agalii. You shrink ? Byv bloo>d
Was the world saved, and what'ç es red ui it
Only by blood is turned wolwieagain).
What's that t'O ou, White rose? Go, Sit N'OU there.
1 would make you miore Madionna.

Donrrrp0 Ojean, flot nlow.
1 arn sick, I am weary.

JEA N. 'Do you pray to mec?
You should not. Y 1ouïrc Our Lady. You will tastne
The year-long incenise and the holy heat
0f candies; they will hail youi mystic rose,
&ae.-star, and vasew of honour. Sit yuu there.

D)oIETrE. 1 canno11t.
JEAN. Go.

DORETTE.You arc very harsh with me.
JEAN. 'Tis youi arc bard to pee.Ikim, you trmble;

1 speàtk, you are ]ni teara.
DoRETTEý. Whel(re is Shagonas?
JEAN. WithOUt, NNithou1t.

DoRrrE.1 have -Ln errind for hlm,.
JEAN. Ife will corne Ilri Fi%%ht Itheredi lo)k.

Uow your heart ba& You are feveoed, Sit. ote
Lift your face t'o the liiht,-% littie forWan, -
So, now. And dreanm you hold acrooeý your knee,

Wa'4dearest of your worId, and sl.-iii for you,
That bloo<J may waoh out sin.

D)ozuy.Tr. Ah, Christ!
JEAN. Of course,

Who lse ut V~tThat sants nie. Hohi your peace(.


