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to bed, ex haust ed eyes. Strange ness grew, the loose film grayed. Shak ing wa gons, wa ter falls of
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piu placido e dolce

tin

3

guished the dress er, the white walls. Bird called, ten ta tive ly whis tled and called

3 3

melt

3

ing the

poco

air, lift

3

ing the half

3

co

poco

vered chair, kind
3
ling the look ing glass, dis

sotto voce dolce

6

hooves, loud er andnearer. A car coughed soft ly. Morn
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un for giv en.
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