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You will not find peace through • th«lt of
Sheol.

Saul. If you have pity on my trouNed muI,
Call Samuel! aye, from the doors of death!
[LortAamah bendt at the feet of the ttatue a$m liUnt prayer, Savl watching her. Doeg

reveal* a tente and itrammg curio$Uy, Ah-
ner w reitleii and fearful.}

LoauHAMAH. Out of the vast of the invi.ible,
O Mother Ashtoreth, lend Samuel

!

[The light of the lamp, diet down and a ehadow
faUi on the floor of the cave.}

Abnes \to Doeg\.

My blood is touched with chiU of icy death!
LoacHAMAH. By all the unlit altars of the god.Who shrink from dread Jehovah, I command
The shade of Samuel

!

[The Ughtt flicker and go oM. A moaning ofmnd it heard.]

Abnee [to Saul].

Hence from the peril!
LoauHAMAH. Lift up thy hand, O Mother Ash-

toreth,

And open wide the gates of Sheol!
[Muttering of thunder with gleam of Ughf.

ning.]
^

MicHAL [appearing from behind the ttatue],

IShe fallt iwoonmg to the floor.]
LoEUHAMAH [xeith a loud cry].


