
A FLORENTINE TRAGEDY

We wUl away to hills, red roses clothe,

lid tt^ugh Uie persons who did haunt that dre«n

Uve «!, they shaU by distance dwindled, seem

No bigger than the smallest ear of com.

That cowers at the passmg of a bird.

And silent shall they seem, out of ear-s*^^*' _.
Those voices that ccfuld jar, whUe we ga^ back

From rosy caves upon the hill-brow open.

And ask ourselves if what we see is not

^picture merely.-if dusty, dmgy ^^^^
Continue there to choke them^v^withmah^.

Wilt thou not come. Bianca^
^Xtheitair,^

OUTDO

"^^he 'd^ open., they .eparate guimy. and tie

husband enter9.^
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