
99 /iV THE LA'Xn OF DEATH.

^^•"''1' ''1 t I'"' '»t this (:atasii()[jhf, in Lire nf ilns

'"11 I'l li<M|)i'(| Willi ston.'s, wliirh livr d.ivs ,nr,,

'"' I'liril itlc \r| V spirit ol Ill^jorV, ll(»\\ lll.l\ uc hold
Ij.k k till- rasjf from our hiMrl> r'

Siidd.nly an ,it->r()pl,iii<' (Mn''rij[t's frnin the dark
sky. Swiff f.ird o! ()rry, its wiiii^s spi. ii| wide, it

ruslics upon th.' ruins Th«' air is rem It is a
ina'hini'-iriin v\hich, from on hii^h, is timiL,' upon
these Jrhris The bird swm-^'s round the hill. iii,ikfs

It- ol)seM\ati.iiis, and all at onctt dies into the kunls
and vanishes.

Books are scattered over the irround. W'h. nee
do thi-v eom.- ' From the cure's house thai ha;:

been l)!oAn up J Here, lorn to piect-s, are iji,-

sermons ol Uo>.uei, the Vernnes, seriiions, a novel
a cha[)tcr ol which be-in^ with th.-se words-
'' When Jeanne iauuhed, >li,. showed all her teeth,"
And here is i V^iriril, op.ai at the third book of the
.V.neid I In- |)oet is sp(Mkinif of Polv[)heinus :

Vli)ri>ui. ; 'nKrriidiun. lutorme, ingeiis, cui lumen
ailcir.|itiiin :

'rriiiii..i m.iniini piniis regit et vesiiijia tirm.it.

Let US be off ' Still they are flighting in the
depths ol tiiese woods. Where 1 he guns thunder, and
then become an indistinct murmur like that of a

crowd.

And once more we cross the ruined country', the
levellt;d villages. One has <lifficulty in breathing.
One asks oneself if one is still a man— if one is not
the victim of a nightmare. .And the scent of death,
of smoke, of rums under which the carcasses of
beasts are rotting makes one faint with nausea.


