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PREFACE.

A TraNsLATION of some of Lessing’s works has long heen
contemplated for ¢ Bohn’s Standard Library,’ and the
publishers are glad to be able to bring it out at a time
when an increased appreciation of this writer has become
manifest in this country.

The publication of Mr. Sime’s work on Lessing, and the
almost simultancaus appearance of Miss Helen Zimmern »
shorter but prebably more pppular biographical study,
will, withouts doubt, tend to spread amongst English-
speaking peop 0 a knewledge of a writer who is held in
peculiar revere, = %oy his own conutrymen; and there is
little, if anything, of what he wrote that does not appeal
in some way or other to the sympathies of Englishmen.

In this tramslation it is purposed to inclnde the most
popular of his works—the first two volumes comprising
all the finished dramatic pieces, whilst tho third will
contain the famous * Laokoon,” and a large portion of. the
‘Tamburg Dramaturgy ’ (here called ¢ Dramatic Notes’),
and some other smaller picees.

The arrangement of the plays is as follows :—The first
volume contains the threc tragedies and the “ dramatic
poem,” ¢ Nathan the Wise’ This last piece and ¢ Emilia
Galotti’ aro translated by Mr. R. Dillon Boylan, whose

' English versions of Schiller’s ‘Don Carlos,” Gocthe’s
2
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¢ Wilhelm Mecistor,’ &c., had previously distinguished him
in this path of literature.

The second volume will be found to consist entirely of
cowedies, arranged according to the date of composition ;
and as it happens that all thesc comedies, with the ex-
ception of the last and best,  Minna von Barnhelm,” were
written before he publishod any nore serious drumatic
composition, we have, by reversing the order of the first
two volumnes, an almost cxactly chronological view of
Lessing’s dramatic work. Thee later section of it has
heen placed at tho commencement of tho series, simply
becansoe it was moro convenient to inelude in it the intro-

duetory notice which Miss Zimmeorn kindly consented to
write.

YorRk STREET, COVENT G ARDEN.
® June 1876,
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LESSING.

—

o
Sixce Luther, Germany has produced no greater or hetter
man than Gotthold Ephraim Lessing; thesc two are
Germany’s pride and joy.

This is the witness of ITeine, and with Goethe in
memory, none would prononnce the statement too bold.
Luther and Lessing are Germany's representative men ;
cach inaugurates an cpuch the very cxistencqof which
would not have been possible withont him.  Nor is this
the only point of analogy. Lessing was the Luther of
the cighteensh centnry. Like Luther, Lessing is dis-
tinguished by earaestness, ardour, trne manliness, fierce
hatred of dissimulation, Jargendss of mind, breadth, and
profundity of thought. Like Luther, he stauds in history
a massive presence whereon the weak may lean.  Like
Luther, he led the vanguard of reform in every depart-
ment of human Jeurning into which he penetrated.  Like
Luther, he was true to every conviction, and did not shrink
from its expression. Like Luther, ho could have said,
“T was born to fight with devils and storms, and hence it
is that my writings aro so boisterous and stormy.” Like
Luther, he became the founder of a new religion and of
a new German literature.  And again, like Luther, his
life labours were not for Germany alone, but spread over
all Europe; and few of us know how much of our present
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culture we owe dircctly or indirectly to Lessing’s
influence.

In this country he has not been sufficiently known.
Up to the preseut, his name has been familiar to English-
men only as the author of the ¢Laokoon,” * Nathan the
Wise,” and, possibly also, of ¢Minna von Barnhelm.” In
knowing these, we certainly know tho names of some of
his masterpicees, but we cannot thence deduce the entire
causc of the man’s far-spreading influence.

Fully to understand Lessing’g influence, and fully to
understand the bearing of his works, some slight pro-
vios acquaintance with (ierman literature is absolutcly
vequisite. For unless we comprchend the source whenco
an author’s inspirations have sprung, we may often mis-
conceive his views. And Lessing’s writings, above all,
cssentially sprang from the ncods of his time. The subject
is a largo gne, and can only be bricfly mdmatul here; but
we venture to remark, for those whose ‘interest may bo
aroused in the subject of this volume, that the fuller their
knowledge of the man and the motive force' that evoked
his works, the keener will be their onjoyment of these
works themselves.

In naming Lessing, Goethe, and Schiller, we utter the
three greatest names that German literature can hoast.
And between tho three runs a connecting link of en-
deavour; the efforts of none can be conccived without
the cfforts of tho others; but Lessing was the leader.
He was the mental pathfinder who smoothed the way for
Goethe’s genius, and prepared the popular understanding
for Schiller, the poetical interpreter of Kant.

Lessing was born in the carly years of the eighteenth
century, at a time therefore when Germany may be said
practically to have had no literature. For tho revival of
learning, the interest in lotters that arose with the
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Reformation, and had been fostered by the cmancipating
spirit of Protestantism, had been blighted and extinguished
by the terrible wars that ravaged the country for thirty
years, impoverishing the people, dcstroying the home-
steads and farms, and utterly annihilating the mental
reposc ncedful to the growth and to the just appreciation
of literature. Books were destroyed as relentlessly in
those sad times as flourishing cornficlds were down-trodden
by the iron heel of the invader. It was a foarful period
of anarchy and retrogregsion, under the baneful effccts of
which Germany still labours. Peaco was at last restored
in 1648 by the Trealy of Westphalia, but it found the
nation broken in spirit and vigour, and where material
needs ontircly absorh the mental energics of a people the
Muses cannot flourish. And not only was the spirit of the
people broken by the war, their national feeling scemed
totally extinet. The bold fine langnage gvherewith
Luther had cndowed them was neglected and despised by
the butter classes, who deemed servile imitation of the
foreigner the true and only criterion of good taste. It
grew, at last, to be held quite a distinction for a German
to be unabloe to speak his own Mnguage correctly, and it
scems probable that but for the rcligious utterances of
the hymn-writers, who thus provided the poor oppressed
people with ideal consolations, the very essence of the
language, in all its purity, might have perished. It is
among these hymn-writers that we must seek and shall
find the finest, truest, and most national expressions of
that time. Shortly before Lessing’s birth there had
awakenced a sense of this national degradation, and some
princes and nobles formed thomselves into a society to
suppress the fashionable Gallicisms and reinstato the
people’s language. Their efforts met with some little
success, but their powers were too limited, and their
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attempts too artificial and jejunoe to exert any considerable
influence cither in the direction of conservation or of re-
form. It needed something stronger, bolder, to dispel the
apathy of a century. Still these associations, known as
the two Silesian schools, bore their part in sowing the
good sced, and though most of it fell on stony ground,
because there was little other gronnd for it wherean to
fall, still some fell on fruitful earth, and bronght forth in
duc scason. An cxcessive intercst in French literature
was opposed by an equal intercgt in English literature.
The adherents of these two factions forined what was
known as the Swiss and Leipzig schools. They waged a
ficrce paper warfare, that had the good effoct of onee more
attracting popular attention to the claims of lctters, as
well as showing the people that in French manners,
French langnage, and ¥rench literature, the Alpha and
Omega of gulture need not of necessity he sought. The
leader of the Leipzig faction, who stood Dy the French,
was Gottsched, a German professor of high pretensions
and small merits, who put his opponents one ‘their mettlo
by his pedantic and arrogant attacks. Je had instituted
himsclf a national dictatsr of good taste, and for a long
time it seemed probable that he and his party would
triumph.  Ilis uwlimate defeat was accomplished by
Lessing, whose early boyhood was contemporancous with
the fiercest encounters of these antagonists. It was he
who gave the death-blow to their factious dispuics, and
reforréd the nation back to itself and its own national
glery and power. Ile found Germany without original
literature, and, before his short lifo was ended, the
splendid goenins of Gocethe shed its light over the land.
Who and what was the man who effected so much ?
Gotthold Ephraim Lessing was born on the twenty-
second of January, 1729, at Camentz, a small town in
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Saxony, of which his father was head pastor. For several
generations Lessing’s ancestors had been distinguished for
their learning, and with few exceptions they had all held
ecclesiastical preferment. The father of Gotthold Ephraim
was a man of no inconsiderable talents and acquirements.
His upright principles, breadth of vision and scholarly
attaingnents, made him a venerated example to his son,
with whom he maintained through life the most cordial
relationship, though the son’s yet more enlightened stand-
point came to transcend the comprehension of the father.
Their first divergence occurred on the choice of a pro-
fession. 1t had been traditional among tho Lessings that
the eldest son should tuko orders, and accordingly Gott-
hold Eplraim was silently assumed to be training for the
ministry. IIc was sent for this end, first to the Grammar-
school of his native town, then to a public school at
Meissen, and finally to the University of Leipzig. At
Meirsen he distinguished himsclf in classical studics, and
attempdod some original German verses. lHe ontstripped
his compeers,“gnd before he had accomplished his curri-
culum, the rector gecommended his removal, inusmuch as
he had exhausted the resources of the school. At Leipzig
he appeared to turn his back on study. 1lle descerted the
class-roows of thie theologians und was the more constant
attendant instead at the theatre, at that time the béte noire
of all who affected respectability, and decried loudly by
the clergy as a very hotbed of vico. News of their son’s
haunts rcached the dismayed parents. They urged “him
to abandon his courses, that could only end in mental and
moral destruction. In vain the son represented to them
that ho had lived in rctirement too long, that he now
wished to become acquainted with the world and men,
and that he held the thcatre to be a popular educator.
In vain he represented that he did attend the philo-
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sophical courses of Professors Kaestner, Ernesti, and
Christ. He was a playgoer, and what war still worse,
he was a play-writer, for the directress of the Leipzig
Theatre, Frau Neuber, a woman of great i.se and in-
telligence, had put on the stage Lessing's juvenile effort,
¢The Young Scholar” Nay more, he associated with a
notorious freethinker, Mylius, and in concert with him
had contributed to various journals and periodicals. And
meanwhile the magistracy of Camentz was allowing
Lossing a stipend on condition of studying theology. It
was too much. His son was norrlectmn' the dic cur hic,
and to obviate this the father rcmll( d him home by a
stratagem, informing him that his mother was dying and
desired once more to sce her son. The ruse, intended also
as a test of Lessing’s filial obedience, succeeded in so far as
to prove that this was at least unshaken ; Lut Lis parents
urged in vain that he should abandon his cvil ways.
He once more expressed with great décision bLis disin-
clination towards a thcological career. But he was also
firmly resolved to be no longer a burden {8 his parents,
whose large family was a great drain_on their resources.
He determined to follow eylius, who had gone to Berlin
in the capacity of editor, convinced that a good brain
and steadfast will would force their own way in the
world.

Accordingly Lessing settled in Berlin in 1748, a youth
of barely twenty ycars, prepared to fizht a hand-to-hand
struggle for existence. Frederick the Great at that time
ruled in Prussia, and his capital was in ill repute as
a hotbed of frivolity and atheism. If anything could be
worse in the parents’ eyes than their son’s attendance
at the theatre, it was his prescnce at Berlin. They
urged his return home. He refused respectfully but
decidedly. He had found employment that remunerated
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him. Voss’s Gazeite had appointed him literary editor,
he wrote its critical feuilletons, and here he had the
first opportunity of attacking the Swiss and Leipzig
factions, and of exposing the absurditics of both schools.
He was ablo to teach himsclf Spanish and Italian, he
translated for the booksellers, he catalogned a library;
indirectly prosecuted his studies and enlarged his know-
ledge of literature and life. For at Berlin he was not
forced to associate only with books, he also came in
contact with intcllectual men, his views expanded, his
judgment became sare. A volume of minor poems that
he published in 1751 excited attention.

The essays he contributed to Voss's Gazefte gave him
notoricty on acconnt of their independent spirit, their
preguant flashes of originality and truth.  This unkuown
youth ventured alone and nusupported toattack Gottsched’s
meretricions writings, and so successfully that even the
vain dictatop trembled, and the rival schools asked each
other who was this Danicl that had come to jndgment?
With pitiless snb#lety he exposed the erndity, the infla-
tion of Klopstock’s ¢ Messiah,’ Which at that time one half
the world extolled, the other half abused, while he alone
could truly distingnish in what respects the poem fell
short of its pretensions to he a natiomal epic, and where
its naticnal importance and merit really lay.

For two years Lessing remained at Berling busy years,
in which he scattered these treatises teeming with dis-
cernment and genius.  Then at the end of that time he
folt himsclf exhausted, he craved seclusion, in which he
could once more live for himsclf and garmer up fresh
stores of knowledge. The city and his numerous friends
wore too distracting. 8o one day he stole away without
previous warning and installed himsclf in the quict
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university town of Wittenberg. At Wittenberg he spent
a year of quict study. The University library was freely
opened to him, and he could boast that it did not contain
a book he had not held in his hands. Wittenberg being
chicfly a theological university, Lessing’s attention was
principally attracted to that subject, and he here laid
the foundations of the accurate knowledge that Was in
after years to stand him in great stcad. When he had
exhausted all that Wittenberg could offer, he one day
(1752) reappeared at Berlin as sunexpectedly as he had
quitted it, and quickly resumed his old relations there,
which proved as busy and significant as before. Lessing
again maintained himsclf by authorship, but this time
his productions were riper. Ho published several volumes
of his writings. They contained treatiscs composed at
Wittenberg, Rehabilitations (Rettungen) of distinguished
men, whom he held the world had maligned, as well as
several plays, among which wcere the *¢Jews, ‘The
‘Woman-hater,” * The Frecthinker,” ¢ The Treagure,’ as well
as the fragmentary play ¢ Samuel Ienzi,’ a hovel attempt
to treat of modern historical incidents on the stage. A
somewhat savage attack, éntitled ¢ Vade mecum,’ in which
he criticised unsparingly a certain Pastor Lange’s render-
ing of * Horace,’ drew upon Lessing the attention of the
learned world, and since he was in the right in his stric-
tures, they regarded him with mingled fear and admira-
tion. His renewcd criticisms in Voss’s Gazette further
maintained his reputation as a redoubtable critic.

Theso were happy, hopeful years in Lessing’s life;
he enjoyed his work, and it brought him success. He
had, morcover, formed some of the warmest friendships
of his life with the bookseller Nicolai and tho philosopher
Moses Mcndelssohn. With the former he discoursed on
English literature, with the latter, on esthetic and meta-
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physical themes. Their frequent reunions were sources
of mental refreshment and invigoration to all three.
What cared Lessing that his resources were meagre, he
could live, and his father was growing more reconciled
now that men of cestablished repute lauded his son’s
works. Together with Mendelssohn, Lessing wrote an
essay pn a theme propounded by the Berlin Acadewny,
«Pope a Metaphysician ' that did not obtain the prize,
as it ridienled the learned body which had proposed a
ridiculous theme, but it attracted notice.

In the year 1755 Lcss‘mg wrote ¢ Miss Sara Sampson,’
a play that marks an cpoch in his life and in German
literature. 1t was the first German attempt at domestice
drama. and was, morcover, written in prose instead of in
the fushionable Alexandrines. The play was acted that
same year at Frankfurt-on-the-Oder, and Lessing went
to superintend in person. Its success was immense, and
revived Lessing’s love for the stage, which had rather
flagged at Berlin from want of a theatre there. Ile
accordingly résolved on this account to remove to Ledpzig
again, and disappearal from Berlin without announcing
his intention to his friends. .

At Leipzig he once more lived among the comedians,
and carricd on a lively correspondence with Mendelssohn
on the philosophical theories of the drama in general,
with especial referenee to Aristotle, A proposal to act
as travelling companion to a rich Lepzig merchant in-
terrupted this life.  The pair started carly in the “year
1756, intending a long absence that should include a visit
to England. The trip, however, did not extend heyond
Iollanud, as the Seven Years’ War broke out. DPrussian
troops were stationed at Leipzig, and this caused Les-
sing’s companion to desire return.  Return they accord-

. ingly did, Lessing wuiting all the winter for the resumption
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of their interrupted project. But as the prospects of
peace grew more distant, their contract was annulled,
much to Lessing’s regret, and also to his severe pecuniary
loss. He fonnd himself at Leipzig penniless, the theatre
closed by the war, and interest in letters deadened from
the same cause. Ho contrived, however, to maintain
himself by hack-work for the booksellers; but jt was
a dismal time, not devoid, however, of some redeeming
lights. The poct Von Kleist was then stationed at
Leipzig, and with him Lessing formed a friendship that
proved one of his warmest and tenderest. On tho re-
moval of Kleist to active service, Lessing determined to
quit Leipzig, which had grown distasteful to him in its
military hubbub. In May 1758 he once more appeared
at Berlin, and fell into his former niche. He worked at
his ¢ Fables,” wrote a play on the Greck models, ¢ Philotas,’
began a..life of Sophocles, and cdited and translated
several works of minor importance. Dut the chief labour
of the period was tho establishment of a journal dealing
with contemporary literature. It was to be yritten tersely,
as was suited to a time of war and general excitement ;
and to conncct it with 4dhe war, it was couched in the
form of letters purporting to be addressed to an officer
in the field, who wished to be kept acquainted with
current literature. Kleist was certainly in ILessing’s
mind when he began.  The letters were to be written by
Mendelssohn, Nicolai, and Lessing, Imt ncarly all the
earlfer ones aro from Lessing’s pen. The papers made a
great mark, from their bold strictures and independence.
They did not belong to cither of the recognised coteries,
plainly placing themsclves on a footing outside and above
them. Thongh they were issucd anonymously, Lessing was
now sufficiently known, and it was not long hefore they
were universally attributed to himn. Their peculiar merit
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wag that they did not mercly condemn the contemporary
productions, but showed the way to their improvement.
They are throughout written with dialectic brilliancy,
vigour, and lively wit, so that they are classics to this
day, although their immediate themes are long removed
from our interest. From theso ‘Letters Concerning Con-
temporary Literature’ our modern science of criticism
may be said to date. After this, works were no longer
merely judged by ancient standards, but by their applica-
tion to the demands of the age in which they were
written.

The news of Kleist’s death affected Lessing severely,
and so broke down hix cnergics that he felt the impera-
tive need of a change of scene. He thercfore accepted
an offer to act as secrctary to General Tauentzien, who
had been appointed Governor of Breslau. He followed
him to that city in 1760, hoping to find reneweds energies
in a fixed employment that gave him good emolument
and left him free time for self-culture.

Lessing rcimained at this post for nearly five years,
until the conclusior of the Seven Years’ War, and though
his letters of that period are ver} scanty, and though he
gained evil repute at Breslau as a gambler and a tavern
haunter, they wore really the busiest and most studious
years of his life. Here he read Spinoza and the Church
Fathers, studied wsthetics and Winckelmann’s newly
issued ¢ History of Art,” wrote his ¢ Minna von Barnhelm,’
and the ‘Laokoon.” Their publication did not oceur till
his return to Berlin after tho peace of Hubertsburg,
when Lessing threw up his appointment, greatly to the
dismay of his family, who had reckoned on it as a
permancnt rosource. But Lessing had had enough ot
soldiors and military life, he had exhausted all they could
teach him, and he craved to resume his studious and

VOL. L. b
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independent existence. He did not like it on resumption
so well as he had thought he should at a distance. Rest-
lessness seized him. He wanted to travel; to sce Italy.
His friends desived an appointment for him as royal
librarian. Ile applied for the post, and was kept for
some time in uncertainty. He failed, howover, owing to
Trederick’s disliko to German learned men, and it was in
vain that Lessing’s friends pleaded that he was anything
but the typical German pedant, uncouth, unkempt, who
was Frederick's béte noire.  'I'o yrove his efficiency for the
post, Lessing had published his ¢ Laockoon.” He published
it as a fragment, and, like too many of Lessing's works,
it never grew heyond that stage.

But torso as it is, its influcnce has heen far spreading.
The science of wsthetics was in its infancy when Lessing
wrote. Pedantic and conventional rules were laid down
regarding beauty, and tho greatest confusion of ideas
existed coucerning the provinces and Jimits of the re-
spective arts. Puctry and painting were treated 'as arts
identical in phivose and scope; indeed each was advised
to borrow aid from the resources of the other. Simonides’
dictum that *Painting is silent poetry, and pocﬁy
clogquent painting,” was regarded as an incontrovertible
axiom. Winckelmaun's lately published ¢ History of Art’
had supported this view of the matter; a point of view
that encouraged allegorical painting and didactic poetry.
The ¢ Laokoon’ strove to exposo the radical error of this
idea, as its sccond title, ‘or the houndaries of Poetry
and TPainting,” proves. The conclusions established by
the ¢ Laokoon’ have become to-day the very groundwork
of cultured art criticism, and though the somewhat
narrow scope of its asthetic theory has been extended,
the hasis remains untou~ued and unshaken. The book
is of.as much value now as upon its first appearance.
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Its luminous distinctions, its suggestive utterances, point
the way to exact truth, even where they do not define it.
Like the cclebhrated Torso of the Vatican, it can he made
an ohject of constant study, and every fresh investigation
will reveal ncew leanties, new subtle traits of artistic
comprehension hitherto overlooked.,

Thi#® work, so grand and nltimately fruitful. fell, never-
theless, very flat on its first issne, and only gradunally
assumed the position that was its due. It had indeed to
educate its public, so new averce the prineiples it enunciated.
Three years after its publication, Lessing told a fricud
that hardly any one scemed to know at what goal he had
aimed in his *Laokoon. Critics arose in plenty, Tut
their criticisin was of such a character that Lessing,
usually so combative, did not hold them worthy of «
reply.  Little wonder, therefore, that ¢ven the discerning
Frederick did not recogmise the value of its aushor, and
finally decided against Lessing’s appointment as royal
hbrarian. .

In Novemhe 1766 Lessing describes himself as staud-
ing idly in the market-place waiting for hire. Ile was
diseontented with his surrmunh'np;s, eager to find him-
self in a wider and more congenial mental atmosphere
than that of Berlin, uncertain whither to twrn, and
hampered by money difficnltics, private debts and family
demands. At this juncture an invitation frow Hamlbmrg
reached him, which at the first aspect seeraed to open
out a future peculiarly suited to Lessing’s tastes and
idiosyncrasics. An association of rich burghers had con-
ceived the idea of founding a national theatre, which,
liberally cndowed, and thus removed from the region of
pecuniary speculation, could devoto itself exclusively to
the cultivation of high art, and thus raise the national
standard of taste. A dramatic critic and adviser was to

b2
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belong to the establishment, and this post was offered to
Lessing with a salary of 800 thalers. He accepted with
alacrity, and repaired to Hamburg in the confidence of
having at last found a niche well suited to his capacity.
At the worst, he had nothing to lose and everything to
gain by this step, and he gladly turned his back on
Berlin, now distasteful to him. He hoped to throw him-
solf once more into dramatic labours, and to find himself
in contact with the living stage. Only too specdily his
hopes were destined to disappoiptment. He had not been
long at Hamburg before, notwithstanding all his power of
illusion, he could not disguise from himself the fact that
the project that sounded so noble and disinterested really
rested on no higher basis than that of miserable stage
cabals.

Before issuing the first number of his paper, the
‘Hamburger Dramaturgie,” a critical journal, which was
to accompany the art of the author and actor throughout
the representations, he already knew that the project be-
gun with such high hopes must end in a miserable fiasco.
Still he sot to work upon his journal undauntedly, deter-
mined that it should, as far as it lay in his power, scrve
the purposes of the drama and instruct the populace as
to the full import and aim of this noble art. The paper
was a weekly one, the criticisms, therefore, had the merit
of being thoroughly thought out and digested, not written
like our modern theatrical criticisms under the very glare
of the foot-lights. Lessing analysed the plays and their
performance; he pointed out not only where, but why actors
had erred; his sure perception and accurate knowledgc
of stage routine made him an invaluable guide to the per-
formers. His criticisms, had they been continued, would
have laid the basis of a science of histrionics, but un-
happily for the world, the wretched vanity of the artistes,
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some of whom he had ventured gently to condemn, caused
him to desist from this portion of his criticism. He
confined himself solely to the play performed. After
a while, however, even this did not suffice; bad manage-
ment, stage cabals, private jealousy, and clerical intrigues,
had undermined the slender popularity of the thcatre.
Beforos the end of its first year, the house saw itsclf
forced to close its doors, thanks to creditors and to the
rival and superior attractions of a company of French
comedians. 1t is true the German troupe returned in
the spring to make a final offort, but this also proved a
failure; the debts wero only increased, and the throng
of creditors who besieged the box-office was so great that
the public could not have entered if it had tried. In
November (1768) the theatre finally closed its doors.

Transeat cum cceleris erroribus, was Lessing’s comment or.
the event. Tlo was the poorer by another hope, and not
only poorer in spirit but in fact. The promlsul salary
had not been paid, the sale of his rich library would
not suffice for.his debts and nceds, and he had moreover
hampered himself with a printing-press that only helped
yet more to cripple his means. JHis position was a sorry
one. Literary work was once moro his only resource. 1t
happened that he had from the first been in arrears with
his journal, first advisedly, then from a tendency to pro-
crastination that hefell him whenever the first white heat
of intercst had been expended. He now determined to
continue it, employing it as a vehicle for his own opiuions
under the cover of criticisms of the national theatre,
which he still hoped against hope might not be utterly
defunct.

The ¢ Dramaturgy ’ is the permanent result of this ship-
wrecked undertaking, itself a fragment—for after a while
Lessing wearied of it, and piratical reprints robbed him
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of the slender profit—but a fragment like the ‘ Laokoon,’
full of suggestive truths and flashes of elucidation. As
an entire work it is not as homogeneous in design as the
¢ Laokoon’; no connected or definite thread of reasoning
pervades it, its perusal requires moro independent thought
from the reader, who must form his own conclusions, they
are not worked out hefore him as in the ¢ Laokoon.” But
in its ultimate results it is no less valuable, and has been
no less effective. It freed the German stage from bhondage
to Frenuch pseudo-clussicisms by its scornful exposure of
the perversions practised by the*Gallic anthors under the
cloak of Aristotelian laws. Lessing showed the divergenco
between real and absolute, and fanciful and perverted
rules. Ho pointed out how the threc unitics insisted on
by the French had been often violated by them in the
spirit if not in the letter. He demonstrated the real
meaning of Aristotle; and enabled, by his exact classical
knowledge, to place himsclf on the actual stand-point of
the ancients, he exposed the meretricious iwitations of
the French, that had been too long passed off as genuine.
He referred the Germans to Shakespeare as a far truer
follower of Sophocles than Voltaire or Corncille, and he
illustrated his conclusions by excerpts and digressions
remote from the subject presumed to be under treatment,
and which had first started this train of thought. Until
now the French had prescribed the sole standard of good
taste. Lessing wished to destroy this unthinking vene-
ratiun, and lead his nation back to the true sources of
inspiration, and he fought with an iconoclastic zeal
against all distortions, and all confusions of asthetic
boundarics. In a measure, indeed, the ¢ Dramaturgy’ sup-
plements the ¢ Laokoon, for in the latter work Lessing had
distinctly referred to the drama as the highest expression
of poetry, and he had placed poetry above the arts of design
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in its rosults and capacities. Once more he displays his
subtlety in discriminating between the various constituents
of the complex feclings produced by art, and his rare faculty
of combining wsthetic sensibility with Jogical criticism
constitutes one of his grand cluims to originality. The
* Dramaturgy’ must be regarded rather as a collection of
&ren grrepéevra, thun a systematic book. This remark
applies, indeed, to all Lessing’s prose writings.

The * Dramaturgy® was not the only work that occupied
Lessing at ITamburg. A certain Professor Klotz had been
for some time past attacking Lessing’s writings, and had
dono this in a spirit of arrogant superiority that roused
his ire. A remark that Lessing had been guilty of
“an unpardonable fault,” in an archwological matter,
wherein Klotz himsclf was plainly in crror, brought
matters to a crisis, and drew down on Klotz a series of
¢ Letters treating of Autiquarian Subjects,” that utterly
demolished both the man and his conclusions. *A private
feud gave occasion to this publication, but, like all that
Lessing wrote, it is full of matter of permanent worth.
Camens and engraved gems form the ground-work of the
controversy that was waged fagt and furiously for some
months, until at last Lessing silenced his adversary. The
archsological studics that it necessitated had awakened
afresh Lessing'’s artistic interests and provoked the charm-
ing little essay, *How the Ancionts represented Doath,’
that starting as a polemic against Klotz, ended in
becoming a finished and exquisite whole. .

About this time (1772) Lessing received encouragement
from Vienna to scttle in the Austrian dominions, but as
the offers concerned the theatre he declined compliance,
still focling sore from his late cxpericmees. Tho old
desire to visit Italy was once more uppermost, his rest-
less activity had exhausted the slender intellectual re-
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sources of Hamburg. But he was once more hampered
by money difficulties. He vacillated for a while between
remaining and leaving, and finally accepted an appoint-
ment at the Brunswick Court as librarian of the Wolfen-
biittel Library, with the proviso that this appointment
should not permanently intcrfere with his projected Italian
journey. His salary was to be 600 thalers, with an official
residence; his duties were undefined. The Duke, who
recognised Lessing’s eminence, wished to attach him to
his Court, and desired that Lessing should use the library
for his personal convenience rather than as its custodian.
The post promised well, though Lessing entered om it
with reluctance; his love of freedom causing him at any
time to shrink from any definite appointment. He loved,
as he himself expressed it, to be like the sparrow on the
housetops, but considerations hitherto unknown contri-
buted to induce him to seek a settled post and cstablish his
affairs on‘a more permancnt basis than herctofore. The
wish to marry had become awakened in him at the mature
age of forty; he had made the acquaintance’in ITamburg
of a Madame Koenig, a widow, the first woman who had
seriously roused his intepest. Business complications of
her lato husband’s and the charge of a family made union
impossible for some little time, but Lessing had not been
long at Wolfenbiittel before a formal engagement was
entercd upon whose ultimate fulfilment it was confidently
expected would not be too long deferred. It was deferred,
howewer, for the space of six ycars—jycars that were the
weariest and saddest in Lessing’s life, and mark the only
time when his healthful optimism, his sanguine cheerful-
ness broke into complaint and yielded to depression of
mind. Physical causes were at work as well as mental,
Wolfenbiittel was an old deserted capital, devoid of
society, and Lessing, who loved to mingle with his fellow-
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creatures, saw himself banished from any intelligent
human intercourse, unless he undertook the somewhat
expensive journey to Brunswick. At Hamburg he had
lived in an active and intellectual circle; here he found
himself thrown back upon himself and books. His heart
and thoughts were with Madame Koenig, her business
affuiree went badly; their rare meetings only further
strengthened his desire to claim as his own this the only
woman who understood him and felt with him. The
promised leave of absengp, too, for Italy, was constantly
deferred under futile pretexts, and thus depressed, dis-
pirited, Lessing could not feel within himself the capa-
bility of original production. At the same time he did
not feel it right or wise to neglect the resources placed
within his reach by the excellent library of which he
was custodian ; he ransacked its manuscript treasurcs, and
published some of them. Me also in a brief period of
renewed happiness and mental vigour, that followed a
vigit to Hamburg and a meeting with Madamo Koenig,
wrote his fameus tragedy ¢ Emilia Galotti.

This drama is gn illustration of the principles enun-
ciated by Lessing in his ¢ Dramasturgy ;’ its condensation
is a protest against ghe verbosity of the French, its form
an approach to Shakespeare; while its tendency is a
stricture on the abuses practised at petty Courts. The
latter was a bold innovation, considering that at the time
Lessing wrote and produced this play he was himself the
servant of a Court, enlightened and liberal it is true, but
libertine and despotic; and that parallels could not fail
to be drawn by the malevolent between Brunswick and
Guastalla. The story is a modernised version of that of
Virginia, but the catastrophe is not equally harmonious,
because not 8o absolutely necessitated by the conditions of
modern society as by thoso of the ancient world. Still
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the play is in many respects inimitable ; the manner in
which the story is developed and unravelled renders it a
model to young dramatists; nothing superfluous, nothing
obscure, no needless retrogressions, no violent transitions.
Lessing’s contemporaries were not slow to recognise that
he had presented themn with a master-picce. Ile himsolf
after its completion had sunk back into his former mood
of irritated depression, and he would not even be present
at tho first representation. This mood was in great part
physical, but was also the resnlt of circumstances. He was
anxious and uncasy. The hereliitary prince had held out
hopes to him, but their fulfilment was too long deferred ;
Madame Kocnig's affairs grew move and more involved,
the solitude of Wolfenbiittel more and more arid.

At last his restless spirit could brook this position no
longer. Ilcedless of Madame Koenig’s warning prayers not
to bring matters to an abrupt crisis, to have paticnce with
the Court whose financial position at the time was truly a
sorry one, Lessing one day broke away from Wolfenbiittel
and appeared at Berlin, whenco he applied for an extended
leave of absence to Vienna, where Madame Kocnig’s busi-
ness had lately required, her presence. Ile reassures her
that he has not burnt his ships behind him, and this was
true, but he wished to ascertain for himsclf how matters
stood with her, and also if there was any opening for him
in that capital. He arrived at Vienna in March 1775, and
found Madame Koenig’s aflairs so far advanced towards
settlement as to justify him in entertaining hopes of
a speedy union.

But the cvil fortune that scemed to run like a fatal
thread through Lossing’s life whenever he found himself
near the fulfilment of an ardent desire again asserted
itself. IIe had not been ten days in Vienna hefore one of
the younger princes of the house of Brunswick arrived
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there also on his way to Italy. He wished to have Lessing
as his travelling companion. Thus a long cherishod desiro
was to be realiscd at the moment when a far stronger one
had wusurped its place. Lessing debated for some time
what he should do, but on consideration with Madame
Koenig, it wass decided to be unwise to offend the prince
whosa earnest wish for Lessing’s companionship was sup-
ported by the Empress Maria Thoresa, and moreover the
projected journcy was only to extend over cight weeks;
consequently the p.lrtmﬂ‘ and delay would be brief, while
the ultimate ¢ ~mxs¢-quunwa of having obliged the ducal
house at personal inconvenience might o incalculable.
The journey extended to nine months, and was a period of
misery to Lessing.  1le never reccived a line from Madame
Koenig all this time, her letters having all miscarried,
thanks to the oflicious zeal of her Vieuna acquaintances,
and he tortnred himself with fears lest she were ill or dead.
Neither did he write to her, nor keep a diary, beyond the
very briefiest reconds of some discoveries in libraries.  Nuot
a word aboutethe art. the scenery of the land he had so
craved to see.  Lg perceived quickly enongh that it could
offer all, and more than he had anticipated, but, added
to his private anxicties, this tiavelling in the suite of a
prince was not propitions to the proper enjoyment of
Italy. Receptions, formal dinners, deputations, at all of
which Lessiug had to be present, engrossed the precious
time that should have been devoted to more intellectual
pursuits. .
Transeat cum cevteris erroribus, Lessing might again have
written when hie returned to Germany in December. He
hastened to Vienna to learn news of his beloved, and
there a whole packet of her letters were put into his
hands—those letters the want of which had preyed upon
his heart. He was now more fully determined than
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ever to bring matters to a crisis; if the Brunswick Court
would not improve his position he would seek employ-
ment elsewhere; at the very worst he could not fare
worse than he was at prescnt faring. His resolution
triumphed, his salary was raised, his position improved,
and on the 8th of October, 1776, he was at last united to
the woman of his choice.

Then followed a very heyday of happiness to Lessmg ;
he was at last content, at peace; his wife understood him
and felt with him; she was hig stay, his pride, his joy.
But once more the evil fate was at work, and could not
permit of ease to this poor victim she pursued so relent-
lessly. Early in January (1778) Lessing saw his wife
and baby boy laid in the grave. The brief sunshine
which had illumined his path had vanished for ever.

The letters written by him at the time are more
pathetic in their stoic brevity than folios of lamentations.
There were no further hopes of happiness for him on
earth; he must just resign himself and work on at his
appointed labour until he too should be laid to rest. He
turned with an ardour that was almost furious to en-
counter the assailants of his last literary publication.
Singe his appointment as Wolfenbiittel librarian Lessing
had from time to time published some of its manuscript
treasures, and among these he had inserted portions of a
work that had been intrusted to him, and which he
deemed ought not to be withheld from the light of day.
These were the famous Wolfenbiittel Fragments issued
anonymously by Lessing, but really the work of a
deceased Hamburger, Professor Reimarus. Their pub-
lication drew down upon Lessing a fury of rancorous
abuse, and involved him in a vortex of controversy that
lasted till his death. The chief and most vehement of
his opponents was Pastor J. M. Goeze, whose insulting
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polemic reached him by the bedside of his dying wife.
Its malignant and unjustifiod attacks roused Lessing'’s
energy. He assailed Goeze with all the strength of his
grief, for which he was thankful to find a safety-valve
in controversy. The work of Reimarus had advocated
rationalism; Lessing had distinctly placed himself in
position of editor, and pronounced that he did not of
necessity snbscribe to the opinions therein enunciated,
but he found in their rcasoning much food for thought,
and with his almost romantic passion for truth he
deemed that such matter should not bo withheld from
the world. Goeze choso to consider that Lessing was
sailing under false colours, that tho fragments were his
own composition, and that he was undermining the
national faith. Lessing replied to Goeze’s insults by a
series of fourteem letters, entitled ¢ Anti-Goeze,” which
actually silenced his opponent, who had ngver been
known hefore to allow an adversary the last word. They
are written in a scrio-comic tune, and for sparkling wit,
trenchant sascasm, and dramatic dialectics surpass any-
thing ever penned by Lessing. No less admirable is his
accurate theological knowledge and his large-minded com-
prehension of the purposes of religion.

The same noble spirit pervades his ¢ Nathan the Wise,’
which he wrote about this timo as a relief to his con-
troversial discnssions, and as another protest against the
narrow-minded assumptions of the professional theologians.
Lessing had ever contended that the stage might prove as
useful a pulpit as the church, and in ‘Nathan’he strove to
preach the universal brothorhood of mankind; its hero is a
Jew of ideal and pure morality. The whole purposo of the
drama was a stricture on class prejudices and an cnuncia-
tion of the innate truth that underlics all furms of creeds.
The play is too well known even in this country to require
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much comment ; it is a noble monument of toleration and
large-mindedness, and tho fact that he could produce it
under the load of a crushing sorrow speaks volumes for
the true earnest religious faith that dwelt in Lessing’s
nature. At the timo its pure tondencies were not under-
stood. Lessing had progressed beyond the comprehension
of his age, and the inevitable consequences ensued,—mis-
construction and mental loncliness. IIe began to be
regarded with suspicion ag a dangerous innovator; even
old friends held aloof in doukt. Meanwhile his only
comfort remained in his home, in the step-children, whom
his wife had brought thither. His step-danghter was
his tender and attentive companion, for since his wife’s
death Lessing’s health had declined, and he required care.
Though no trace of impaired vigour appears in his
writings of the period, which indecd are animated by an
exhilarating vitality, yet too cvident traces of inpaired
vigour appearcd in himself. 1o grew languid, an ex-
cessive inclination to sleep overpowered him; he suffered
from attacks of vertigo.  Yet as long as he'could hold a
pen he should write, he told his brother,—write in the
cause of what he firmly Held to be the truth.

A small pamphlet, consisting of a hundred propositions,
entitled ‘The Education of the ITuinan Race,” was his next
production, a work pregnant with thought that opens
out wide vistas of knowledge and progress to mankind.
Lessing indeed was the first man of his century to formu-
late the modern doctrine of progress; he preached a true
millennium of toleration, love, and knowledge; he dis-
tinctly proclaimed his faith in the immortality of the
soul. ‘The Education of the Human Race’ is a splendid
disavowal of his encmies’ calumnions assertions. It was
a glorious swan-song, wherewith he lulled himself into
eternal peace.
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On one of his official visits to Brunswick, Lessing was
overtaken by a paralytic stroke. On the 15th of February,
1781, he passed away. He died as he lived, nobly, in
a reverent assurance that he had fought a good fight on
carth in the canse of truth and enlightenment, progress
and humahity.

Tim¢} tho true ecriterion of human fame, has not only
left his glory undiminished, Tmt has angmented it, as
popular intelligence hug gradually arisen to the compre-
Thension of its many-sided gsignificance. Tt will be long
before we have outgrown Lessing. if indeed that time
can ever come.  And even if some things in his writings
may seem narrow or antiguated to onr vision, we may
readily pass them over to wrrive at matters cternally
1rue, exalted, sublime. Troath was the main purpose of
all he wrote, and truth is for all ages and all time.
Lessing was one of the truly great ones of thiv earth,
and petty cavillers should lay to heart the words of an-
other wise man, the anthor of * The Tmitation

“ All perfectfon in this world has sowe imperfection
coupled with it. and nene of our investigations are with-
out some obweurity.” *

HELEN ZIMMERN.






MISS SARA SAMPSON.

A TRAGEDY IN FIVE ACTS.

Miss Sara Sampson, the first of Lessing’s tragedies, was completed
in the year 1755, while Lessing was at Potslam. In the same year it
was represented ut Frankfort-on-the-Oder, and was very well received.
It was afterwards tranflated and acted gn France, where it also mrt
with success.

The present is the first English translution which has appeared.

VoL. L. B



DRAMATIS PERSONA.

Sir WiLLIAM SAMPSON.

Miss SArRA SaAMPSON, his daughtcr.
MELLEFONT.

MARWOOD, formerly MELLEFONT’S misiress.
ARABELLA, a ckild, daughter of M ARWOOD.
WAITWELL, an old servant of SIR WILLIA M.
NORTON, servant oj‘c MELLEFONT., *

BETTY, SARA'S maid.

HANNAHR, MARWOOD’s maid.

The INNKEEPER and others.



MISS SARA SAMPSON.

AcT 1L

Scexe I.—A room in an inn.
Sk WiLLiax SaursoN, WAITWELL.

SIR WILLIAM.
My daughter, here? Ilere in this wretched inn?
WAITWELL. y
No doubt, Mecllefont has purposcly selected the most
wrotched one in the town. The wicked always seek the
darkness, becamse they are wicked. But what would it
help thom, could they even hide themsclves from the
whole world? Conscience after all is more powerful than
the accusations of a world. Ab, you are weeping again,
again, Sir!'—Sir!
SIR WILLIAM.
Let me weep, my honest old servant! Or does she
not, do you think, deserve my tears?

WAITWELL. .
Alas! She deserves them, were they tears of blood.
SIR WILLIAM.
Woll, let me weop!
WAITWELL.

The best, the loveliest, the most innocent child that ever
lived beneath the sun, must thus be led astray! Oh, my
B2
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Sara, my little Sara! Ihave watched thee grow ; 2 hundred
times have I carried thee as a child in these arms, have ]
admired thy smiles, thy lispings. Fromn every childish
look beamed forth the dawn of an intelligence, a kindli-
ness, a——

SIR WILLIAM.

Ob, be silent! Does not the present rend my heart
enough? Will you make my tortures more infernal still
by recalling past happiness? Change your tone, if you will
do me a service. Reproach me, make of my tenderness a
crime, magnify my daughter’'s #ault; fill me with abhor-
rence of her, if you can ; stir up anew my revenge against
her cursed seducer; say, that Sara never was virtuous,
since she so lightly ceased to be so; say that she never
loved me, since she clandestinely forsovk me!

WAITWELL.

If 1 said that, I should utter a lie, a shameless, wicked
lie. It¢night come to me again on my death-bed, and I,
old wretch, would die in despair. No, little Sara has
loved her father; and doubtless, doubtless she loves him
yet. If you will only be convinced of this, I shall see her
again in your arms this very day. ‘

SIR WILLIAM.

Yes, Waitwell, of this alone I ask to be convinced. I
cannot any longer live without her; she is the support of
my age, and if she does not help to swecten the sad re-
maining days. of my life, who shall dv it? If she loves
me still, her error is forgotten. It was the error of a
tender-hearted maiden, and her flight was the result of
her remorse. Such errors are better than forced virtues.

" Yet I feel, Waitwell, T feel it, even were these errors real
crimes, premeditated vices—even then I should forgive
her. I would rather be loved by a wicked daughter, than
by none at all.

WAITWELL.

Dry your tears, dear sir! I hear some one, It will be
the landlord coming to welcome us.
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Scexe II.

The LaNDLORD, SIR WILLIAM SAMPSON, WAITWELL.
LANDLORD.

So early, gentlemen, so early? You are welcome;
welcome, Waitwell! You have doubtless been travelling
all night! Is that the gentleman, of whom you spoke to
me yesterday ?

WAITWELL.

Yes, it is he, and T hope that in accordance with what

we settled—— .
LANDLORD.

I am entircly at your service, my lord. What is it to
me, whether I know or not, what cause has brought yon
hither, and why you wish to live in scelusion in my house ¢
A landlord takes his money and lets his guests do as they
think best. Waitwell, it is true, has told me that you
wish to observe the stranger a little, who has heen stay-
ing here for a few wecks with his young wife, but 1
hope that you will not cause him any annoyance. You
would bring my housc into ill repute and certain people
would fear to gtop here.  Men like us must live on people
of all kinds.

SIR WILLISM.

Do not fear; only conduct me to the room which Wait-
well has ordered for me; I come here for an honourable
purpose.

LANDLORD.

T have no wish to know your secrcts, my lord! Curi-
osity is by no means a fault of mine. 1 might for instance
have known long ago, who the stranger is, on whonr you
want to keep a watch, but 1 have no wish to know. This
much however 1 have discovercd, that he must have
eloped with the young lady. The poor little wife—or
whatever she may be !l—remains the whole day long locked
up in her room, and cries.

SIR WILLIAM.
And cries?
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LANDLORD.

Yes, and cries; but, my lord, why do your tears fall?
The young lady must interest you deeply. Surely you
are not—-—

WAITWELL,

Do not detain him any longer!

LANDLORD.

Come, come! One wall only will separate you from
the lady in whom you are so much interested, and who
may be——

WAITWEL..
You mean then at any cost to know, who——
LANDLORD.
No, Waitwell! I have no wish to know anything.
WAITWELL,
Make haste, then, and take us to our rooms, before the
whole house begins to stir.

¢ LANDLORD.
Will you please follow me, then, my lord? (Ezeunt.)

Scexe IT1.—MELLEFONT'S room:
MELL%FONT, NorToN.
MELLEFONT (in drcssing-gown, sitting in an easy chair).
Another night, which I could not have spent more cruelly
on the rack !—(calls) Norton | —I must make haste to get
sight of a face or two. 1f I remained alone with my
thonghts any longer, they might carry me too far. Hey,
Norton! He is still asleep. But is not it cruel of me, not

to let the poor devil sleep? How happy he is! However,
I do not wish any one about me to be happy! Norton!
NORTON (coming).
Sir!
MELLEFONT.

Dress me !—Oh, no sour looks please! When I shall be
able to slecp longer myself I will let you do the same.
1f you wish to do your duty, at least have pity on me.
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NORTON.
Pity, sir! Pity on you? I know better where pity is
due.

MELLEFONT.
And where then?
NORTON.
Ah, let me dress you and don’t ask.
® MELLEFONT.

Confound it! Are your reproofs then to awaken together
with my conscience?  Iunderstand you; I know on whom
you expend your pity. But I will do justice to her and
to myself. Quite right, do not have any pity on me!
Curse me in your heart; but—curse yourself also!

NORTON.

Myself also?

MELLEFONT.

Yes, because you serve a miserable wretch, whom earth
ought not to bear, and because you have made yourself a
partaker in his crimes. .

NORTON.
I made myselfa partaker in your crimes? In what way?
L

MELLEFONT.
By keeping sileht about them,

NORTON.

Well, that is good! A word would have cost me my
neck in the heat of your passions. And, besides, did I not
find you already so bad, when T made your acquaintance,
that all hope of amendment was vain? What a life T
have seen you leading from the first moment! In the
lowest socicty of gamblers and vagrants—I call them
what they were without regard to their knightly titles
and such like—in this society you squandered a fortune
which might have made a way for you to an honourable
position. And your culpable intercourse with all sorts of
women, especially with the wicked Marwood——

MELLEFONT.
Restore me—restore me to that life. It was virtue
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cor;llpn.red with the present one. I spent my fortune;
well! The punishment follows, and I shall soon enough
feel all the severity and huniliation of want. I associated
with vicious women ; that may be. I was mysolf seduced
more often than I seduced others; and thoso whom I did
seduce wished it. But—I still had no ruined virtue npon
my conscience. I had carried off no Sara from the house
of a beloved father and forced her to follow a scoundrel,
who was no longer free. I had.. ... who comes so
early to me?

Scexe TY.
BEerTY, MELLEFONT, NORTON.

NORTON.
It is Betty.
MELLEFONT.
Up already, Betty? Tlow is your mistress?

BETTY.

How i8 she? (sobbing.) It was long after midnight
hefore I could persuade her to go to bed. She slept a
few moments ; but God, what a slecp that must have been!
She started suddenly, sprang up and fell into my arms, like
one pursued by a murderer. She trembled, and a cold
perspiration started on her pale face. 1 did all I could to
calm her, but up to this morning she has only answered
me with silent tears. At length she sent me several times
to your door to listen whether you were up. She wishes
to speak to you. You alone can comfort her. O do s,
dearest sir, do so! My heart will break, if she continues
to fret like this.

. MELLEFONT.
Go, Betty! Tell her, I shall be with her in a moment,
BETTY.
No, she wishes to come to you herself.
MELLEFONT.

Well, tell her, then, that I am awaiting her-
(Ezit BeTTY.)
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Scexe V.
MEzLLeroNT, NORTON,
NORTON.
0 God, the poor young lady!
. MELLEFONT,

Whose feclings is this cxclamation of yours meant to
rouse? See, the first tear which 1 have shed since my
childhood is running down my check. A bad preparation
for receiving ono who sceks comfort.  But why does she
seck it from me? Yect where else shall she seek it? I
must collect myself (drying his eyes). Where is the old
firmness with which 1 could see a heautiful eye in tears?
Where is the gift of dissimulation gone by which I could
be and conld say whatsoever 1 wished?  She will come
now and weep tears that hrook no resistance.  C'onfused and
ashamed 1 shall stand before her ; like a convicted criminal
1 shall stand before her. Counsel me, what shall I do?
What shall I say?

NORTON.

You shall do what she asks of you!

MELLEFONT,

I shall then perpetrate a fresh act of cruclty against
her. She is wrong to blame me for delaying a ceremony
which cannot be performed in this country without the
greatest injury to us.

NORTON.

Well, leave it, then.  Why do we delay? Why do you
let one day after the other pass, and one weck after. the
other? Just give me the order, and you will be safe on
hoard to-morrow! Perhaps her grief will not follow her
over the ocean: she may leave part of it Lehind, and in
another land may

MELLEFONT.

I hope that myself. Silence! She is coming! How
my heart throbs!
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Scexe VI

Sara, MELLEFONT, NORTON.
MELLEFONT (advancing towards her).
You have had a restless night, dearest Sara.

SARA.
Alas, Mellofont, if it were nothing but a restless night.

MELLEFONT (lo his servant).
Leave us!
NORTON (aside, in going).
I would not stay if I was paid in gold for every
moment,

Scexe VIIL.
SarA, MELLEFONT.

MELLEFONT.
You age faint, dearest Sara! You must sit down!

8ARA (sits down).
I trouble you very early! Will you forgive me that
with the morning I again begin my complaints?
MELLEFONT. .
Dearest Sara, ﬁou mehn to say that you cannot forgive
me, because another morning has dawned, and I have not
yet put an end to your complaints?

SARA.
‘What is there that I would not forgive you? You know
what I have already forgiven you. But the ninth week,
Mellefont! the ninth week begins to-day, and this
miserable house still sees me in just the same position as
on the first day.
MELLEFONT,
You doubt my love?
SARA.
I doubt your love? No, I feel my misery too much, too
mimh to wish to deprive myself of this last and only
solace. ;
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MELLEFONT.

How, then, can you be uneasy about the delay of a
ceremony ?

SARA.

Ah, Mellefont! Why is it that we think so differently
about this ceremony! Yield a little to the woman’s way
of thinking! I imagine in it a more direct conscnt from
Heavon. In‘vain did I try again, only yesterday, in the
long tedious evening, to adopt your ideas, and to banish
from my breast the doubt which just now—not for the
first time, you have deemed the result of my distrust. I
struggled with myself; I'was clever enough to deafen my
understanding ; but my heart and my feeling quickly
overthrew this toilsome structure of reason. Reproachful
voices roused me from my sleep, and my imagination united
with them to torment me. What pictures, what dreadful
pictures hovered about me! I would willingly believe
them to be dreams

MELLEFONT.

What? Could my sensible Sara believe them to be
anything clse? Dreams, my dearest, drcams '—How un-
happy is man !—Did not his Creator find tortures enough
for him in the realm of reality? Had he also to create in
Lim the still more spacious realm of imagination in order
tu increase them? *

sARra. *

Do not accuse Meaven! It has left the imagination in
our power. She is guided by our acts; and when these
are in accordance with our dutics and with virtue the
imagination serves vnly to increase our peace and happi-
ness. A single act, Mellefont, a single blessing bestowed
upon us by a messenger of peace, in the name of the
Eternal One, can restore my shattered imagination again.
Do you still hesitate to do a few days sooner for love of
me, what in any case you mean to do at some future
time? Have pity on me, and consider that, although by
this you may be freeing me only from torments of the
imagination, yct these imagined torments are torments,
and are real torments for her who feels them. Ah!
could I but tell you the terrors of the last night half as
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vividly as I have felt them. Wearied with crying and
grievinﬁ—my only occupations—I sank down on my bed
with half-closed eyes. My naturc wished to recover itself
a moment, to collect new tears. But hardly asleep yet, I
suddenly saw myself on the stecpest peak of a terrible
rock. You went on before, and I followed with tottering,
anxious steps, strengthcned now and then by a glance
which you threw back upon mo. Suddenly I, heard
behind me a gentle call, which bade me stop. It was my
father’s voice—I unhappy one, can I furget nothing which
is his? Alas if his memory renders him equally cruel
service ; if he too cannot forget e '—But he has forgotten
me. Comfort! cruel comfort for his Sara!—DBut, listen,
Mellefont! In turning round to this well-known voice,
my foot slipped ; I recled, and was on the point of falling
down the precipice, when just in time, T fclt mysclf held
back by one who resembled mysclf. I was just returning
her my passionate thanks, when she drew a dagger from
her bosom. I saved you,” she cried, “to ruin you!”
She lifted her armed hand—and—! T awoke with the
blow. Awake, I still felt all the pain which a mortal
stab must give, without tne pleasnre which it brings—the
hope for the end of grief in the end of life.

MELLEFONT.

Ah! dearest Sara, I promisc you the end of your grief,
without the end of your life, which would certainly be the
end of mine also. Forget the terrible tissue of a mean-
ingless dream !

SARA.

Ilook to you for the strength to be able to forget it.
Be it love or seduction, happiness or unhappiness which
threw meo into your arms, I am yours in my heart and will
remain so for ever. But I am not yet yours in the eyes
of that Judge, who has thrcatened to punish the smallest
transgressions of His law

MELLEFONT.
Then may all the punishment fall upon me alone !
BARA,
What can fall upon you, without touching me too?
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But do not misinterpret my urgent request! Another
woman, after having forfeited her honour by an error like
mine, might perhaps only seck to regain a part of it by a
legal union. I do not think of that, Mellefont, because I
do not wish to know of any other honour in this world
than that of loving you. T do not wish to be united to you
for the world’s sake but for my own. And I will willingly
bear the shame of not appearing to bhe so, when I am
united to you. You nced not then, if you do not wish,
acknowledge me to be your wife, you may call me what
you will! T will not hear your nume; you shall keep our
univn as sccret as you think good, and may I always be
unworthy of it, if I ever harbour the thought of drawing
any other advantage from it than the appeasing of my
conscience.
MELLEFONT.

Stop, Sara, or I shall dic before your eyes. How
wrutcgcd I am, that I have not the courage tv make you
more wretched still! Consider that yon have given your-
gelf up to my gnidance: consider that it is my duty to
look to onr futnre, and that I must at present be deaf to
your complaints, if T will not hear you utter more grievous
complaints throughout the rest of your hfe. Have you
then forgotter! what I have so often represented to you in
justification of my.conduct?

sars. *

I have not forgotten it, Mcllefont! You wish first to
secure a certain bequest.  You wish first to secure
temporal goods, and you let me forfeit eternal ones,
perhaps, through it.

MELLEFONT.

Ah, Sara! If you were as certain of all temporal goods

as your virtue is of the eternal ones
SARA.

My virtue? Do not say that word! Once it sounded
sweet to me, but now a terrible thunder rolls in it !

MELLEFONT.
What? Must he who is to be virtuous, never have
committed a trespass? Has a single error such fatal effect
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that it'can annihilate a whole course of blameless years?
If 80, no one is virtuous; virtue is then a chimera, which
disperses in the air, when one thinks that one grasps it
most firmly ; if so, there is no Wise Being who suits our
duties to our strength; if so, there 1s. . ... I am
frightened at the terrible conclusions in which your de-
spondency must involve you. No, Sara, you are still the
virtuous Sara that you were before your unfortunate
acquaintance with me. If you look upon yourself with
such cruel eyes, with what eyes must you regard me!

SARA.
With the eyes of love, Mellefunt !

MELLEFONT.

I implore you, then, on my knees I implore you for the
sake of this love, this generous love which overlooks all
my unworthiness, to calm yourself! Have patience for a
few days longer!

SARA.

A few,days! How long even a single day is!

MELLEFONT.

Cursed bequest! Cursed nonsense of a dying cousin,
who would only leave me his fortune on the condition that
I should give my hand to a relation who hates me as
much as I hate her! To you, inhuman tyrants of our
freedom, be imputed all the misfortune, all the sin, into
which your compulsion forces us. Could I but dispense
with this degrading inheritance. As long as my father’s
fortune sufficed for my maintenance, I always scorned it,
and did not even think it worthy of mentioning. But
now, now, when I should like to posscss all the treasures
of the world only to lay thom at the feet of my Sara, now,
when I must contrive at least to let hcr appear in the
world as befits her station, now I must have recourse
to it.

SARA.
‘Which probably will not be successful after all.

MELLEFONT.
You always forbode the worst. No, the lady whom this
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also concerns is not disinclined to enter into a sort of
agreement with me. The fortune is to be divided, and as
she cannot enjoy the whole with me, she is willing
to let me buy my liberty with half of it. I am eve
hour expecting the final intelligence, the delay of whi:{
alone has so prolonged our sojourn here. As soon as I
receive it, we shall not remain here one moment longer.
We will immediately cross to France, dearest Sara, where
you sHall find new friends, who already look forward to
the pleasure of seeing and loving you. And these new
friends shall be the witnesses of our union——

BARA,

They shall be the witnesses of our union? Cruel man,
our union, then, is not to be in my native land? 1 shall
leave my country as a criminal? And as such, you think,
1 should have the courage to trust myself to the ocean.
The heart of him must be caler or more impious than
mine, who, only for a moment, can see with indiffcrence
botween himself and destruction, nothing but a quivering
plank. Death would roar at me in every wave that struck
against the vessel, every wind would howl its curses after
me from my native shore, and the slightest storm would
secem a sentence of death pronounced upon me. No, Melle-
font, you cannot be so cruel to me! If I live to see the
completion of this agrecment, you must not grudge
another day, to be spent here. T his must be the day, on
which you shall teach me to forget the tortures of all
these tearful days. This must be the sacred day—alas!
which day will it be?

MELLEFONT.

But doyou consider, Sara, that our marriage here would

lack those ceremonies which are due to it? .

SARA.

A sacred act docs not acquire more force through
ceremonies.
MELLEFONT.
But—
SARA.

1 am astonished. You surely will not insist on such a
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trivial pretext? O Mellefont, Mellefont! had I not made
for myself an inviolable law, never to doubt the sincerit;
of your love, this circumstance might. . . . . But too muc
of this already, it might seem as if I had been doubting
it even now. :

MELLEFONT.

The first moment of your doubt would be the last
moment of my life! Alas, Sara, what have I dome, that
you should remind me even of the possibility of it? It is
true the confessions, which I have made to you without
fear, of my early exccsses cannot do me honour, but they
should at least awaken confidenée. A coquettish Marwood
held me in her meshes, because I felt for her that which
is so often taken for love which it so rarely is. I
should still bear her shameful fetters, had not Heaven,
which perhaps did not think my heart quite unworthy to
burn with better flames, taken pity on me. To see you,
dearest Sara, was to forget all Marwoods! But how
dearly have you paid for taking me out of such hands!
I had grown too familiar with vice, and you know it tuo
little——

SARA.

Let us think no more of it. .

Scexe VIIL

NorToN, MELLEFONT, SARA.

MELLEFONT.
What do you want?
NORTON.

‘While I was standing before the house, a servant gave
me this letter. It is directed to you, sir!
" MELLEFONT.

To me? Who knows my name here? (looking at the
letter). Good heavens!

SARA.
You are startled.
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MELLEFONT.
But without cause, Sara, as I now perccive. I was
mistaken in the handwriting.
SARA.
May the contents be as agrceable to you as you can

wish.
MELLEFONT.

"1 suspect that they will be of very little importance.

) SARA.

One is less constrained when one is alone, so allow me
to retire to my room agaif.
MELLEFONT.
You entertain suspicions, then, about it?
SARA.
Not at all, Mellefont.
MELLEFONT (going with her to the back of the stage).

I shall be with you in a moment, dearest Sara..

Scexe IX.
‘ MELLEFONT, NORTON.

MELLEFONT (8till looking at the letter),

Just Tleaven!
NORTON.
Woe to you, if it is only just!
MELLEFONT.

" Is it possiblo? Isce this cursed handwriting again and
am not chilled with terror? Isit she? Is it not sghe?
Why do I still doubt? It is she! Alas, friend, a letter
from Marwood! What fury, what demon has betrayed
my abode to her? What does she still want from me?
Go, make preparations immediately that we may get away
from here. Yet stop! Perhaps it is unnecessary ; perhaps
the contempt of my farewell letters has only caused Mar-
wood to reply with equal contompt. There, open the letter;
read it! fa,m afraid to do it myself.

VOL. L c
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NORTON (reads).

“If you will deign, Mecllefont, to glance at the name
which you will find at the bottom of the page, it will be
to me as though I had written you the longest of letters.”

MELLEFONT.

Curse the name! Wonld 1 had never heard it! Would

it could be erased from the book of the living!
NORTON (reads on).

“The labour of finding you out has been sweetened by

the love which helped me in my search.” :
MELLEFONT.

Love? Wanton creature! You profanc the words
which belong to virtue alone.

NORTON (continues).

“Love has done more still ”——

.

MELLEFONT.
I tremble——
- NORTON.
“It has brought me to you ”
MELLEFONT.

Traitor, what are you reading? (snatches the letter from
his hand and reads himself). I am here; and it rests with
you, whether you will await a visit from me, or whether
you will anticipate mine by one from yon. Marwood.”
What a thunderbolt! She is here! Where is she? She
shall atone for this audacity with her life!

NORTON.

With her life? One glance from her and you will be
again at hor fect. Take care what you do! You must
not speak with her, or the misfortunes of your poor young
lady will be complete.

MELLEFONT.

0, wretched man that I am! No, 1 must speak with
her! She wounld go even into Sara’s room in search of me,
and would vent all her rage on the innocent girl.

: NORTON.

But, sir—
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MELLEFONT.

Not a word! Let me see (looking at the letter) whether
she has given the address. Ilere itis! Come, show me
the way ! (Exeunt).

ACT IL

ScENE I.—me.oov's room in another inn.

Marwoon (in negligée), HaNNan.

MARWOOD.

I hope Belfort has delivered the letter at the right
address, Ilannah ?

HANNAIL
e has.

MARWOOD. .
To him himself?

HANNAIL
To his servant.

MARWOOD,

T am all impatifnee to see what cffect it will have. Do
I not seem a little uncasy to you, Ifannah?  And I am so.
The traitor! But gently! I must not on any account
give way to anger. Forbearance, love, entreaty are the
only weapons which I can use against him, if I rightly
understand his weak side.

HANNANL
But if he should harden himsclf against them?

MARWOOD,
If he should harden himsclf against them? Then 1
shall not be angry. 1 shall rave! 1 feel it, ITannah, and
I would rather do so to begin with.

HANNAH.

Calm yourself! Ile may come at any moment.
c2
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MARWOOD.

I only hope he may como; I only hope he has not
decided to await me on his own ground. But do you
know, Hannah, on what I chiefly found my hopes of
drawing away the faithless man from this new object of
his love? On our Bella!

HANNAH.

It is true, she is a little idol to him; and there eould
not have been a happicr idea than that of bringing her
with you.

MARWOOD.

Even if his heart should he deaf to an old love, the
language of blood will at least be audible to him. He
tore the child from my arms a short time ago under tho
pretext of wishing to give her an education such as she
could not have with me. It is only by an artifice that I
have been able to get her again from the lady who had
charge of her. Ie had paid more than a year in advance,
and had given strict orders the very day before his flight
that they 'should by no neans give admission to a certain
Marwood, who would perhaps come and give herself out as
mother of the child. From this order T see the distinction
which he draws between us. He regards Arabella as a
“precious portion of himself, and me as an unfortunate
creature, of whose charms he has grown weary.

HANNAH.

What ingratitude!

MARWOOD.

Ah, Hannah! Nothing more infallibly draws,down
ingratitude, than favours for which no gratitude would
be too great. Why have Ishown him these fatal favours?
Ouglit I not to have foreseen that they could not always
retain their value with him; that their value rested on
the difficulty in the way of their enjoyment, and that the
latter must disappear with the charm of our looks which
the hand of time imperceptibly but surely effaces?

HANNAH.

You, Madam, have not anything to fear for a long time
from this dangerous hand! Tomy mind your beauty isso
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far from having passed the point of its brightest bloom,
that it is rather advancing towards it, and would enchain
fresh hearts for you every day if you only would give it
the permission.

MARWOOD.

Be silent, Hannah! You flatter me on an occasion which
makes me suspicious of any flattery. It is nonsense to
speak of new conquests, if one has not even sufficient power
to retain possession of those which one has already made.

geexe 11
A Servant, Marwoop, HANNAIL
SERVANT.

Some one wishes to have the honour of speaking with

you.
MARWOOD,

Who is it ?

SERVANT. .

I supposo it is the gentleman to whom the letter was
addresscd. At least the servant to whom I delivered it
is with him. ,

MARWOOD,

Mellefont | —Quick, bring hign up! (Ezit SERVANT.)
Ah, Hannah! lle is here now! How shall I receive
him? What shall I say? What look shall 1 put on?
Is this calm enough? Just see!

HANNAH.
Anything but calm.
MARWOOD. .
This, then?
HANNAH,

Throw a little sweetness into it.

MARWOOD.
So, perhaps?
HANNAH,
Too sad.
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MARWOOD.
‘Would this smile do?
HANNAH.

Perfectly—only less constrained—He is coming.

Scexe III.

MeLLEroxT, MARWOOD, HANNAH.

MELLEFONT (entering with wild gesturcs).
Ha! Marwood

MARWOOD (running to meet him smiling, and with open arms).
Ah, Mollefont !

MELLEFONT (aside).
The murdercss! What a look!

MARWOOD.

I must embrace you, faithless, dear fugitive! Share
my joy with me! Why do you tcar yourself from my
caresscs !

MELLEFONT.

I cxpected, Marwood, that you would" receive me
differently. i
M ARWOOD.

Why differently? With more love, perhaps? With
more delight? Alas, how unhappy I am, that I cannot
express all that I feel! Do you not seo, Mellefont, do you
not sce that joy, too, has its tears? Here they fall, the
offspring of sweetest delight! But alas, vain tears! His
hand does not dry you!

. MELLEFONT.

Marwood, the time is gone, when such words would
have charmed me. You must speak now with me in
another tone. I come to hear your last reproaches and to
answer them. .

MARWOOD.

Reproaches? 'What reproaches should I have for you,

Mellefont? None!
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MELLEFONT.

Then yon might have spared yourself the journey, I
should think.

MARWOOD,

Dearest, capricious heart. Why will yon forcilly
compel me to recall a triflo which 1 forgave you the sume
moment 1 heard of it? Does a passing infidelity which
your gallantry, but not your heart, has caused, deserve
these reproaches?  Cowme, let us laugh at it ]

MELLEFONT.

You are mistaken; my heart is more concerned in it.
than it ever was in all our love affairs, upon which 1
cannot now look buck but with disgust.

MARWOOD,

Your heart, Mellefont, is a good little fool. 1t lets your
imagination persuade it to whatever it will. Believe me.
I know it better than you do yourself!  Were it not the
best, the most faithful of hearts, should T take such pains
to keep it? .

MELLEFONT.
To keep it?  You have never possessed it, T tell you
. MALWOOD,
And I tell you, that in reality I possess it still!
MELLEFOIT.

Marwood ! if' 1 knew that you still possessed one single
fibre of it, I would tear it out of my breast here before
your eycs.

MARWOOD,

You would sce that you were tearing mine out at the
samo time.  And then, then these hearts would ag Tast
attain that union which they have sought so often upou
our lips.

MELLEFONT (aside).

What a serpent! I'light will be the best thing here.—
Just tell me bLriefly, Marwood, why you have followed me.
and what you still desire of me! But tell it me without
this swmile, without this look, in which a whole hell of
seduction lurks and terrifies me.
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MARWOOD (insinuatingly).

Just listen, my dear Mellefont! 1 seo your position
now. Your desires and your taste are at present your
tyrants. Never mind, onc must let them wear themselves
out. It is folly to resist them. They are most safely
lulled to sleep, and at last even conquered, by giving
them free scope. They wear themselves away. Can you
accuse me, my fickle friend, of ¢ver having been jealous,
when more powerful charms than mine estranged you
from me for a time? I never grudged you the change, by
which I always won more thanI lost. Youreturned with
new ardour, with new passion tQ my arms, in which with
light bonds, and never with heavy fetters I encompassed
you. Have I not often even been your confidante though
you had nothing to confide but the favours which you
stole from me, in order to lavish them on others. Why
should you believe then, that I would now begin to dis-
play a capriciousness just when I am ceasing, or, perhaps
have already ceased, to be justified in it. If your ardour
for the pretty country girl has not yet cooled down, if you
are still ifl the first fever of your love for her; if you can-
not yet do without tho enjoyment she gives you; who
hinders you from devoting yourself to her, as long as yon
think good? But must you on that account make such rash
projects, and purpose to fly from the country with her?

MELLEFONT.

Marwood! You speak in perfect keeping with your
character, the wickedness of which I never understdod
s0 well as I do now, since, in the society of a virtuous
woman, I have learned to distinguish love from licen-
tiousness.

) MARWOOD.

Indeed! Your new mistress is then a girl of fine moral
sentiments, I suppose? You men surcly cunnot know
yourselves what you want. At one time you are pleased
with the most wanton talk and the most unchaste jests
from us, at another time we charm you, when we talk
nothing but virtue, and seem to have all the soven sages
on our lips. But the worst is, that you get tired of one
as much as the other. We may be foolish or reasonable,
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worldly or spiritual ; our efforts to make you constant are
lost either way. The turn will come to your beautiful
saint soon enough. Shall I give you a little sketch?
Just at present you are in the most passionate paroxysm
over her. I allow this two or at the most three days
more. To this will succeed a tolerably caln love ; for this
I allow a weck. The next weck you will only think
occasionally of this love. In the third week, you will
have to be reminded of it; and when you have got tired
of being thus reminded, you will so quickly see yourself
reduced to tho most utter indifference, that I can hardly
allow the fourth week for this final change. This would
be about a month altogethdr.  And this month, Mellefont,
I will overlook with the greatest pleasure; but you will
allow that I must not loso sight of you.
MELLEFONT.

You try all the weapons in vain which you remember
to have used successtully with me in bygone days. A
virtuous resolution securcs me against both your tender-
ness and your wit. However, I will not exposgp myself
longer to eithcr. I go, and have nothing more to tell you
but that in a few days you shall know that I am bound
in such a manner as will utterly destroy all your ho
of my ever returning into your sinful slauvery. You will
have learncd my jystification sufficiently from the letter
which 1 sent to you before my departure.

MARWOOD.

I$ is well that you mention this letter. Tell me, who
did you get to write it?

: MELLEFONT.

Did not I write it myself?

MARWOOD.

Imi)ossible ! The beginning of it, in which you reckoned
up—I do not know what sums—which you say you have
wasted with me, must have been writton by an innkeeper,
and the theological part at the end by a Quaker. I will
now give you a serious reply to it. As to the principal
Eoint, you well know that all the presents which you

ave made aro still in existence. I have ncver considered
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your cheques or your jewels as my property, and 1 have
brought them all with me to return them into the hands
which entrusted them to me.
. ” MELLEFONT.
Keep them all, Marwood !
MARWOOD.

I will not keep any of them. 'What right have Ito them
without you yourself? Although you do not love me any
more, you must at least do me justice and not tuke me for
one of those venal females, to whom it is a matter of in-
difference by whose booty they enrich themselves. Come,
Mecllefont, you shall this momeat be as rich again as you
perhaps might still be if you had not known me; and
perhaps, too, might not be.

MELLEFONT.

What demon intent upon my destruction speaks throngh

you now! Voluptuous Marwood does not think so nobly.

MARWOOD.

Do you call that noble? I call it only just. No, Sir,
no, I do not ask that you shall account the return of your
gifts as anything remarkable. It costs me nothing, and
I should even consider the slightest expression of thanks
on your part as an insult, which could have no other
meaning than this: *“Marwood, I thought you a base
doceiver; I am thankful that you have not wished to be
so towards me at least.”

MELLEFONT.

Enough, Madam, cnongh! 1 fly, since my unlucky
destiny threatens to involve me in a contest of generosity,
in which I should be most unwilling to succumb.

MARWOOD.

Fly, then! But take overything with you that could
remind me of you. TPoor, despised, without honour, and
without friends, I will then venture again to awaken your
pity. I will show you in the unfortunate Marwood only
a miserable woman, who has sacrificed to you her person,
her honour, her virtue, and her conscience. T will remind
you of the first day, when you saw and 18ved me; of the
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first, stammering, bashful confession of your love, which
you made me at my fect; of the first assurance of my
return of your love, which you forced from me; of the
tender looks, of the passionate embraces, which followed,
of the eloquent silence, when each with busy mind
divined the other’s most secret feelings, and read the
most hidden thoughts of the soul in the languishing
eye; of the trembling expectation of approaching gratifica-
tion ; of the intoxication of its joys; of the sweet relaxa-
tion after the fulness of enjoyment, in which the exhausted
spirits regained strength for fresh delights. I shall
remind you of all this, and _then embrace your knees, and
entreat withont ceasing for the only gift, which you
cannot deny me, and which I can accept without blushing
—for death from your hand.

MELLEFONT.

Cruel one! I would still give even my life for you.
Ask it, ask it, only do not any longer claim my love. I
must leave you, Marwood, or make myself an object of
loathing to the whole world. -I am culpable alweady in
that I only stand here and listen to you. Farewell,
farowell !

MARWOOD (holding him back).

You must leave me? And what, then, do you wish,
shall become of me? As I am now, I am your creaturc;
do, then, what becomes a crcator;” he may not withdraw
his hand from the work until he wishes to destroy it
utterly. Alas, Ilannah, I sec now, my entreatics alone
are too fecble. Go, bring my intereessor, who will now,
perhaps, return to me more than she ever received from
me. (Bzit HaNNAR).

MELLEFONT.

‘What intercessor, Marwood ?

MARWOOD.

Ah, an intercessor of whom youn would only too willingly
havo deprived me. Nature will take a shorter road to
your heart with her grievances.

v MELLEFONT.
You alarm me. Surcly you have not—-—



28 LESSING’S DRAMATIC WORKS. {Aor II

Scexe IV,
ARABELLA, HANNAH, MELLEFONT, MARWOOD,
MELLEFONT.
What do Isec? It is she! Marwood, how could you
dare to——
MARWOOD,
Am I not her mother? Come, my Bella, see, here is
our protector again, your friend, your . . .. Ah! his
iea.rt may tell him what more he can be to you than a
protector and a friend. o

MELLEFONT (furning away his face).
God, what shall I have to suffer here?

ARABELLA (advancing timidly towards lim).

Ah, Bir! Is it you? Are ycu our Mcllefont? No,
Madam, surely, surely it is not he! Would he not look
at me, if it were? Would he not hold me in his arms?
He used to doso. What an unhappy child I am! How
have I grieved him, this dear, dear man, who let meo call
him my father?

MARWOOD.

You are silent, Mellefout? You grudge the innocent
child a single look ?

MELLEFONT.

Ah!

ARABELLA.

Why, he sighs, Madam! What is the matter with
him? Cannot we help him? Cannot I? Nor you?
Then lot us sigh with him! Ah, now he looks at me!
No, he looks away again! Ho looks up to Heaven!
‘What does he want? What does ho ask from Heaven?
‘Would that Heaven would grant him everything, evea if
it refused me everything for it!

MARWOOD.

Go, my child, go, fall ut his feet! He wants to leave
us, to leave us for ever.



Bcexe IV.) MISS SARA SAMPSON. 26

ARABELLA (falling on her knees before him).

Here I am alrcady. You will lecave us? You will
leave us for cver? Have not we already been without
you for a little “for ever.” 8hall we have to lose you
again? You have said so often that you loved us. Does
one leave the people whom one loves? I cannot love you
then, I suppose, for I should wish never to leave you.
Never, and I never will leave you either.

MARWOOD.
T will help you in your entreaties, my child! And you
must help me too! Now, Mollefont, you see me too at
your feet. . . . .

MELLEFONT (stopping her, as she throws herself at his feet).
Marwood, dangerous Marwood! And you, tvo, my
dearest Bolla (raising her up), you too are the enemy of
your Mecllefont?
ARABELLA.
I your cnemy ? .
MARWOOD, .

What is your resolve?

) MELLEFONT.
What it" ought not to be, Marwood ; what it ought not

to be. .
MARWOOD (embractnd him).

Ah, I know that the honesty of your heart has always
overcome the obstinacy of your desires.

MELLEFONT.

Do not importune me any longer! I am already what
you wish to make me; a perjurcr, a seducer, a robber, a

murderer! .
MARWOOD.

You will be so in imagination for a fow days, and

after that you will see that I have provented you from

becoming so in reality. You will return with us, won't

you?

Oh yes, do!

ARABELLA (insinuatingly).
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MELLEFONT.
Return with you! How can I?

MARWOOD.
Nothing is easicr, if you only wish it.

MELLIFONT.
And my Sara—

MARWOOD.
And your Sara may look to herself.

MELLEFONT.

Ha! cruel Marwood, these words roveal tho very bottom
of your heart to me. And yet I, wretch, do not repent?

MARWOOD.

If you had seen the bottom of my heart, you would
have discovered that it has more trne pity for your Sara
than you yourself have. 1 say true pity; for your pity
is egotistic and weak. You have carried this love-affair
much #00 far. We might let it pass, that you as a man,
who by long intercourse with our sex has become mastor
in the art of seducing, used your superiority in dissimula-
tion and experience’against such a young maiden, and did
not rest until you had gained yourend. You can plead the
impetuosity of your passion as your ‘excusc. But, Melle-
font, you cannot justify yoursclf for having robbed an old
father of his only child, for having rendered to an honour-
able old man his few remaining steps to the grave harder
and more bitter, for having broken the strongest ties of
nature for the sake of your desires. Repair your error,
then, as far as it is possible to repair it. Give the old
man his support again, and send a credulous daughter
back to her home, which you need not render desolate
also, because you have dishonoured it.

MELLEFONT.

This only was still wanting—that you should call in
my conscience against me also. But even supposing what
you say were just, must I not be brazenfaced if I should
proposo it myself to the unhappy girl?
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MARWOOD.

Well, I will confess to you, that I have anticipated this
difficulty, and considered how to spare yon it. As soon
as I learned your address, I informed her old father
privately of it. Ile was beside himself with joy, and
wanted to start directly. I wonder he has not yet arrived.

MELLEFONT,

What do you say?

MARWOOD.

Just await his arrival quictly, and do not let the girl
notice anything. 1 myself will not detain you any
longer. Go to her again? she might grow suspicious.
But I trust that I shall sce you again to-day.

MELLEFONT.

Oh, Marwood! With what feelings did I come to yon,
and with what must I leavo you! A kiss, my dear
Bella.

ARABELLA.

That was for you, now one for me! But corge back

again soon, do!
(Ewit MELLEFONT).
> . Scexe V.
Manwoon, ARABELLA, HANNAmL
MARWOOD (drawing a decp breath).

Victory, Tlannah! but a hard victory! Give me a
chair, 1 feel quite exhausted (sitting down).  1le surrendered
only just in time, if he had hesitated another moment, 1
should have shown him quite a different Marwood.

HANNAML

Ah, Madam, what a woman you are! I should like to
see the man who could resist you.
MARWOOD.

He has resisted me already too long. And assuredly,
assuredly, I will not forgive him that he almost let mo go
down on my knees to him.
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ARABFELLA.

No, no! You must forgive him everything. He is so
good, 8o good——

MARWOOD.
Be silent, little silly!
HANNAH.

I do not know on what side you did not attack him!
But nothing, I think, touched him more, than the dis-
interestedness with which you offered to return all his
presents to him.

MARWuOD.

I believe so too. Ha! ha! ha! (contemptuously).

HANNAHL
Why do you laugh, Madam? You really risked a great
deal, 1f you were not in earnest about it. Suppose he
had taken you at your word?
) MARWOOD.
Oh, nonsense, one knows with whom ono has to deal.

HANNALL.
I quite admit that! But you too, my pretty Rella, did
your part excellently, excellently ! ’
T ~ ARABELLA.

How so? Could I do it, then, any other way? I had
not seen him for such a long time. I hope you are not
angry, Madam, that I love him so? Ilove you as much
as him, just as much. :

MARWOOD. ‘

Very well, I will pardon you this time that you do not
love me better than him.

ARABELLA (80bbing).
This time? ¢ )
MARWOOD.
‘Why, you are crying actually? What is it about?

ARABELLA,
Ah, no! Tam not crying. Do not get angry! I will
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love you both so mmch, so much, that it will be impossible
to love cither of you moro.

MARWOOD.
Very well. :

ARABELLA.
T am so unhappy.

MARWOOD. i
Now be quiet. but what is that? ’

Scest VI

MeLLeroNT, Marwosn, AraseLna, ITaNvam,

' MARWOOD,
Why do you come back again so soon, Mellefont?
(rising).
MELLEFONT (passionately).
Because I needed but a few moments to recover my
BCNSCS.

Well ?

MARWOOL,

MELLEFONT.

I was stunned, Marwood, but not moved! You have
had all Ivur tfouble in vain.  Aunother atmosphere than
this infections one »f yonr room has given me back my
courage aud my strength, to witltlraw my foot in time
from this dangerous snare.  Were the tricks of a Marwood
not sufficiently familiar to me, unworthy wretch that 1
am?

sarwoon (impatiently).

What language is that?

MELLEFONT. :

The language of truth and anger.

MARWOOD,
Goently, Mellefont! or 1 too shall speak in the same
language.
MELLEFONT.
I return only in order not to leave you one moment
VOL. L b
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longer under a delusion with regard to me, which must
make me despicable even in your eyes.

: ARABELLA (timidly).
Oh, Hannah'!
MELLEFONT.

Look at me as madly as you like. The more madly
the better! Was it possible that I could hesitate only
for one moment between a Marwood and a Sara, and
that 1 had well nigh decided for the former?

ARABELLA.
Oh, Mellefont !

MELLEFONT.
Do not tremble, Bella! TFor your sake too I camec
back. Give me your hand, and follow me without fear!
MARWOOD (stopping them).
‘Whom shall she follow, traitor?
MELLEFONT.

ITer father!
¢ MARWOOD.

Go, pitiable wretch, and learn first to know her mother.

MELLEFONT. . “
T know her. She is a disgrace to her sex.
¢ MARWOOD.
Take her away, Hannah !
MELLEFONT.
Remain here, Bella (attempting to stop her).
MARWOOD.

No force, Mellefont, or
(Exeunt HANNAD and ARABELLA).

Scene VII.

MELLEFONT, MARWOOD.
MARWOOD.

Now we are alone! Say now once more, whether you
are determined to sacrifice me for a foolish girl ?
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MELLEFONT (bitterly).

Sacrifico you? You recall to my mind that impure
animals were also sacrificed to the ancient gods.
MARWoOD (mockingly).
Express yourself without theso leurned allusions.
MELLEFONT,

I toll you, then, that I am firmly resolved never to
think of you again, but with the most fearful of curses.
Who are you? And who is Sara? You are a voluptuous,
egoistic, shameful strumpet, who certainly can scarcely
remember any longer thatshe ever was innocent. 1 have
nothing to reproach mysclf with but that 1 have enjoyed
with you that which otherwise you would perhaps have
lot the whole world enjoy. You have sought me, not 1
you, and if 1 now know who Marwood is, I have paid for
this knowledge dearly enough. It has cost me my fortune,
my honour, my happiness

ALARWOOD,

And T would that it might also cost you youm cternal
happiness. Monster!  1s the devil worse than you, when
he lures feeble mortals into crimes and himself accuses
them affgrwards for these erimes which are his own work!
What is 1thy inunocence to you? What does it matier to you
when and how I lost it. If I could not sacrifice my virtue,
T have at least staked my good naine for you. The former
is no more valuablo than the latter. What do I say?
More valuable? Without it the former is a silly fancy,
which brings one neither happiness nor guilt. The good
name alone gives it some value, and can exist quite well
without it. What did it matter what 1 was before T knew
you, you wrctch! It is enongh that in the eyes of the
world I was a woman withous reproach. Through you
only it has learned that I am not, so - solely through my
readiness to accept your heart, as I then thought, without
your hand.

MELLEFONT.
This very readiness condemns you, vile woman !
MARWOOD.

But do you remember to what base tricks you owed it ?
D 2
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Was I not persuaded by you, that you could not be
publicly united to me without forfeiting an inheritance
which you wished to share with me only? 1Is it timne now
to renounce it? And to renounce it, not for me but for
another!

MELLEFONT.

It is a real delight to me to be able to tell you that
this difficulty will soon be removed. Content yourself
therefore with having deprived me of my father’s inheri-
tance, and let me cnjoy a far smaller one with a more
worthy wife.

MARWOUD.

ITa! Now I sec what it is that makes you so perverse.
Well, 1 will lose no more words. Be it so! Be assured 1
shall do everything to forget you. And the first thing
that T will do to this end, shall be this. You will under-
stand me! Tremble for your Bella! Her life shall not
carry the memory of my despised love down to posterity ;
my cruelty shall do it. Behold in me a new Medea !

MELLEFONT (frightened).

Marwood '——

MARWOOD. ,

Or, if you know a moro cruel mother still, bihold her
cruelty doubled in me! Poison and dagger shall avenge
me. But no, poison and dagger are tools too merciful for
me! They would kill your child and mine too soon. I
will not see it dead. I will see it dying! T will seo each
feature of the face which sho has from you disfigured, dis-
torted, and oblitcrated by slow torture. With eager hand
will I part limb from limb, vein from vein, nerve from
nerve, and will not cease to cut and hurn the very smallest
of them, even when thers is nothing remaining but a
senseless carcass! I—I shall at lcast feel in it—how
sweet is rovenge !

MELLEFONT.

You are raving, Marwood——

MARWOOD.
You remind me th:at my ravings are not directed against
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the right person. The father must go first! e must
alrcady be in yonder world, when, through a thousand
woes the spirit of his daughter follows him (she advances
towards him with a dagger which she draws from her bosom).
So die, traitor!

MELLEFONT (8eizing her arm, and snatching the dagger from
).

Insane woman! What hinders me now from turning
the steel against you? But live, and your punishment
shall be left for a hand void of honour,

varwaoon (wringing her hands).
Heaven, what have I dofe?  Mellefont —
MELLEI'ONT.

Your grief shall not deceive me. I know well why
you are sorry—not that you wished to stab wme, but that
you failed to do so.

MALRWOOD.

Give me back the erring steel! Give it me back, and
you shall sce for whom it was sharpened!  For this breast
alone, which for long has been too narrow fur a heart
which will rather renounce life than your love.

. MELLEFONT.

H:mmm !

MARWOOD, ,
What ave you duing, Mcllefont ?

Scexe VIIL
Haxxan (in terror), Marwoon, MELLEFONT.
MELLEFONT.

Did you hear, Hannah, how ‘madly your mistress was
behaving? Remomber that I shall hold you responsible
for Arabella !

HANNAH.
Madam, how agitated yon aro!
MELLEFONT.
I will place the innocent child in safety immediately.
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Justice will doubtless be able to bind the murderous
hands of her cruel mother (going).

MARWOOD.

Whither, Mellefont? Is it astonishing that the violence
of my grief deprived me of my reason? Who forces mo
to such unnatural excess ?  Is 1t not you yourself? Whero
can Bella be safer than with me? My lips may rave,
but my heart still remains the heart of a mother. Oh,
Mellefont, forget my madness, and to excuse it think
only of its cause.

MELLEFONT.
There is only one thing which can induce me to forget it.

MARWOOD.
And that is?
MELLEFONT.
That you return immediatcly to London! I will send
Arabella there under another escort. You must by no
means have anything further to do with her.

) MARWOOD,
Very well! T submit to cverything; but grant me
one single request more.  Let me sce your Sara once.
MELLEFONT. ' ¢
And what for? .
<MARWOOD,

To read in her eyes my future fate. T will judge for
myself whether she is worthy of such a breach of faith as
yon commit againsgt me ; and whether I may cherish the
hope of receiving again, some duy at any rate, a portion
of your love.

MELLEFONT.

Vain hope! .

MARWOOD.

‘Who is 80 cruol as to grudge even hope to the unhappy?
I will not show myself to her as Marwood, but as a rcia-
tion of yours. Announce mo to her as such ; you shall he
present when 1 call upon her, and I promise you, by all
that is sacred, to say nothing that is in any way dis-
pleasing to her. Do not refusc my request, for otherwise
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I might ﬁerhaps do all that is in my power to show
myself to her in my true character.
MELLEFONT.

Marwood! This request——(after a moment’s reflection)
might be granted.—But will you then be sure to quit
this spot ?

MARWOOD.

Certainly ; yes I promisc yon. Even more, I will spare

you the visit from her father, if that is still possible.
MELLEFONT.

There is no need of that! T hope that he will include
me too in the pardon which he graunts to his daughter.
But if he will not pardon her, I too shall know how to
deal with him. T will go and announce you to my Sara.
Only keep your promise, Marwood. (Euwit.)

MARWOOD.

Alas, ITannah, that cur powers are not as great as our
courage. Cowe, help me to dress. I do not despair of
my scheme. 1f I could only make sure of bim first.
Come !

+ ACT IIL

Scexe L
(A room in the first inn.)

Siz WiLLiam SayrsoN, WAITWELL.
L

SIR WILLIAM SAMPSON.

There, Waitwell, take this letter to her! It is”the
letter of an affectionato father, who complains of nothing
but her absence. Tell her that I have sent you on before
with it, and that I only awuit her answer, to come myself
and fold her again in my arms.

WAITWELL.

I think you do well to prepure them for your arrival
in this way.
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SIR WILLIAM SAMPSON.

1 make sure of her intentions by this means, and give
her the opportunity of freeing herself from any shame or
sorrow which repentance might cause her, before she
speaks verbally with me. In a letter it will cost her
less embarrassment, and me, perhaps, fewer tears.

WAITWELL.
But may T ask, Sir, what you have resolved upon with
regard to Mellefont?

SIR WILLIAM SAMPSON,

Ah, Waitwell, if T could separate him from my danghter’s
lover, I should make some very harsh resolve. But as
this cannot he, you sec, he is saved from my anger. 1
myself am most to blame in this misfortune. But for me
Sara would never have made the acquaintance of this
dangerous man. I admitted him freely into my housc on
account of an ohligation under which 1 believed myself to
be to him. It was natural that the attention which in
gratitude I paid him, should win for him the esteem of
my daughter. And it was just as natnral, that a man of
his disposition should suffer himself to be tempted by this
esteem to something more. Ile had been clever enough
to transform it into love before I noticed anythiryg at all,
and before I had time to inquire into his former life.
The evil was done, and d should have done well, if I had
forgiven them everything immediately. I wished to be
inexorable towards him, and did not consider that I could
not be so towards him alone. If I had spared my
severity, which came too late, I would at least have
provented their flizht. But here I am now, Waitwell!
I must fetch them back myself and consider myself happy
if only I can make a son of a seducer. For who knows
whether he will give up’ his Marwoods and his other
creatures for the sake of a girl who has left nothing for
his desires to wish for and who undorstands so little the
bewitching arts of a coquette ?

WAITWELL.

‘Well, Sir, it cannot be possible, that a man could be so
wicked——
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SIR WILLIAM SAMPSON.

This doubt, good Waitwell, does honour to your virtue.
. at why, at the same time, is it true that the limits of
human wickedness extend much further still?  GGonow, and
do as I told you! Notice every look as she reads my letter.
In this short deviation from virtne she cannot yet have
learned the art of dissimulation, to the masks of which only
deep-rooted viee can have recourse.  You will read her whole
soul in her face. Donot let a look escape you which might
perhaps indicate indifference to me—disregard of her
father. For if you should unhappily discover this, and
if she loves me no more, g hope that I shall be able to
conquer myself and abandon her to her fate. I hope so,
Waitwell. Alas! wonld that there were no heart here, to
contradict this Lope. (Lweunt on different sides.)

Scexe 11,
Miss Sans, MELLEFONT.
(SarA’s room.)

MELLEFONT.
T havg done wrong, dearest Sara, to leave you in un-
easiness about the letter which came just now,

SARA.

Oh dear, no, Mellefont! 1 have not been in the least
uneasy about it. Conld you not love me even though
you still had scercts from me?

MELLEFONT.
You think| then, that it was a secret?
SARA,
L]

But not one which concerns me. And that must
suftice for me.

MELLEFONT.
You are only too good. Let me nevertheless reveal my
secret to you. The lotter contained a few lines from a
relative of mine, who has heard of my being here. She
passes through here on her way to London, and would like
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to sce mo. Sho has begged at the same time to be allowed
the honour of paying you a visit.
SARA.

It will always be a pleasure to me to, make the
acquaintance of the respected members of your family.
But consider for yourself, whether 1 can yet appear
before one of them without blushing,.

MELLEFONT.

‘Without blushing? And for what? For your love to
me? It is true, Sara, you could have given your love to
a nobler or a richer man. You must be ashamed that
you were content to give yowr heart for another heart
only, and that in this exchange you lost sight of your
happiness.

SARA.

You must know yourself how wrongly you interpret
my words.

MELLEFONT.

Pardon me, Sara; if my interpretation is wrong, they
can havt no meaning at all.

SARA.

What is the name of your relation ?

MELLEFONT. B

She is—TLady Solmes. You wil havo hcard me
mention the name before.

SARA.
I don’t remember.
MELLEFONT.
May 1 beg you to see her ?
SARA.
Beg me? You can command me to do so.
MELLEFONT.

What a word! No, Sara, she shall not have the happi-
ness of seeing you. She will regret it, but she must
submit to it. Sara has her reasons, which I respect
without knowing them.

SARA.

How hasty you are, Mellefont! I shall expect Lady
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Solmes, and do my best to show mysclf worthy of the
honour of her visit.  Are you content?

MELLEFONT.

Ab, Sara! let mo confess my ambition. I should like
to show you to the whole world! And were I not proud
of tho possession of such a heing, I should reproach
mysclf with not being able to appreciate her value. 1
will go and bring her to you at once. (Eurit.)

sArA (alone).

T hope sho will not be one of those proud women, who
are 8o tull of their own virfue that they believe themselves
above all failings. With one single lovk of contempt they
condemn us, and an equivocal shrug of the shoulders is all
the pity we seem to deserve in their eyes.

Scexe IIIL
WAITWELL, SARA.
BETTY (bekind the scenes). .

Just come in here, if yon must speak to her yourself!

- . sara (looking round).
Who thust speak to me? Whom do Isec? Is it pos-
siblo? You, Waitwell ?

WAITWELL.
ITow happy I am to sce our young lady again! .
SARA.

Good God, what do you bring mec? T hear already. I
hear already ; you bring me the news of my father’s death !
He is gone, the excellont man, the best of fathers! He is
gone, and I—1 am tho miscrable crcature who has
hastened his death.

Ah, Miss——

WAITWELL,

SARA.

Tell me, quick! tell me, that his last moments were
not cmbittered by the thought of me; that he had
forgotten me; that he died as peacefully as he used to
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hope to die in my arms; that he did not remember me
even in his last prayer—
WAITWELL.

Pray do not torment yourself with such false notions!
Your father is still alive! He is still alive, honest Sir
William |

SARA.

Is he still alive? Isit trune? Is he still alive? May he
live a long while yet, and live happily! Oh, would that
God would add the half of my years to his life! Half!
How ungrateful should I be, if I were not willing to buy
even a few moments for him with all the years, that may
yet be mine! But tcll me at least, Waitwell, that it is
not hard for him to live without me; that it was casy to
him to renounce a daughter who could so easily renounce
her virtue, that he is angry with me for my flight,
but not grieved ; that he curses me, but does not mourn
for me.

WAITWELL,

Ah! Sir William is still the samo fond father, as his

Sara is still the same fond daughter that she was.
SARA.

What do you say ? You are a messenger of evil, of the
most dreadful of all the cvils which my imaginttion has
ever pictured to me! Ileis still the.same fond father?
Then he loves me still? And he must mourn for me,
then! No no, he does not do so; he cannot do so? Do
you not see how infinitely each sigh which he wasted on
me would magnify my crime? Would not the justice of
heaven have to charge me with every tear which 1 forced
from hiny, as if with each one 1 repeated my vico and my
ingratitude? I grow chill at the thought. I cause him
tears ? Tears? And they, arc other tears than tears of
joy ? Contradict me, Waitwell! At most he has felt some
slight stirring of the blood on my account; somo transi-
tory emotion, calmed by a slight effort of reason. He did
not go so far as to shed tears, surely not to shed tears,
Waitwell ?

WAITWELL (wiping his eyes).

No, Miss, he did not go so far as that.
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SARA.
Alas! your lips say no, and your eyes say yes.
WAITWELL.
Take this letter Miss, it is from him himsclf
BARA.
From whom? From my father? To me?
WAITWELL.

Yes, take it! You can learn more from it, than I am
ablo to say. He ought to have given this to another to
do, not to me. I promised myself pleasure from it; but
you turn my joy into sudncss.

SARA.
Give it me, honest Waitwell! But no! 1 will not take
it before you tell mo what it contains.
WAITWELL.
What can it contain? Love aud forgiveness.
SARA.
Love? Forgiveness? .
WAITWELL.

And perhaps a real regret, that he used the rights of a
father's ppwer against a child, who should ouly have the
privileges of a father’s kinduess.

SARA.

Then keep your cruel letter.

WAITWELL.

Crnel? HMave no fear. Full liberty is granted you over

your heart and hand.

RARA.

And it is just this which 1 fear. To grieve a father
such as he, this'T have had the courage to do. But to sce
him forced by this very grief—Dby his love which I have
forfeited, to look with leniency on all the wrong into
which an unfortunate passion has led me ; this, Waitwell,
I could not bear. 1f his letter contained all the hard and
angry words which an exasperated father can wutter in
such a case, I should read it—with a shudder it is true—
put stull I should be able to read it. I should be able to
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produce a shadow of defence against his wrath, to make
him by this defence if possible more angry still. My con-
solation then would be this—that melancholy grief could
have no place with violent wrath and that the latter
would transform itself finally into bitter contempt. And
we grieve no moro for ono whom we despise. My father
would have grown calm again, and I would not have to
reproach myself with having made him unhappy for ever.

WAITWELL.

Alas, Miss! You will have to reproach yourself still
less for this if you now acegpt his love again, which
wishes only to furget everything.

SARA.

You are mistaken, Waitwell! His yearning for me
misleads him, perhaps, to give his consent to everything.
But no sooner would this desire be apprased a little, than
he would fecel ashamed before himself of his weakness.
Sullen anger would take possession of him, and he would
never bb able to look at me without silently accusing me
of all that I had dared to exact from him. Yes, if it were
in my power to spare him his bitterest grief, when on my
account he is laying the greatest restraint upoy dimself ;
if at a moment when he would grant me overything 1
could sacrifice all to him; then it would be quite a
different matter. I would take the letter from your hands
with pleasure, would admire in it the strength of the
fatherly love, and, not to abuse this love, I would throw
myself at his feet a repentant and obedient daughter.
But can 1 do that? I shall be obliged to make use of his

ermission, regardless of the price this permission has cost

im. And then, when I feel most happy, it will suddenly
occur to me that he onlyvwutwardly appears to share my
happiness and that inwardly he is sighing—in short, that
he has made me happy by the renunciation of his own
happiness. And to wish to be happy in this way,—do
you expect that of me, Waitwell ?

. WAITWELLL
I truly do not know what answer to give to that.
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SARA.

There is no answer to it. So take your letter back!
If my father must be unhuppy through me, I will my-
self remain unhappy also. To be quite alone in un-
happiness is that for which I now pray Heaven every
hour, but to be quite alone in my happincss—of that 1
will not hear.

WAITWELL (aside).

T really think I shall have to employ deception with

this good child to get her to read the letter.

SARA.

What are you saying to Fourself?

WAITWELL.

I was saying to myself that the idea T had hit on to get
you to read this letter all the gnicker was a very clumsy one.
SARA.

How so?

WAITWELL.

1 could not look far enough. Of course you sbe more
deeply into things than such as . 1 did not wish to
frighten you; the letter is perhaps only too hard; and
when T eajd that it contained nothing but love and for-
Z1Veness, f onght to have suid that T wished it might
not contain anything elsc.

SALA.

Is that truc? Give it me then! I will read it. If
one has been unfortunate envugh to deserve the anger of
one’s father, one should at least have enough respect for
it to submit to the expression of it on his part. To try
to frustrate it means to heap contempt on insult. 1
shall fuel his anger in all its strength.  You sed I
tremble alrcady. But I must tremble; and I will rather
tremble than weep (openg the letter). Now it is opened! I
sink! But what do i sce? (she reads) “ My only, dearest
daughter "—ah, you old decciver, is that the languagoe
of an angry father? Go, I shall rcad no more——

WAITWELL.
Ah, Miss! You will pardon an old servant! Yes,
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truly, I beliove it is the first time in my life that I have
intentionally deceived any one. He who deceives once,
Miss, and deceives for so good a purpose, is surely no
old deceiver on that account. That touches me deeply,
Miss! I know well that the good intention does not
always cxcuse one; but what else could I do? To return
his letter unread to such a good father? That certainly I
cannot do! Sooncr will I walk as far as my old legs will
carry me, and never again come into his presence.

SARA.

What? You too will leave him?

WAITWELL.

Shall I not be obliged to do so if you do not read the
letter? Read it, pray! Do not grudge a good result to
the first deceit with which I have to reproach mysclf.
You will forget it the sooner, and I shall the sooner be
able to forgive myself. 1 am a common, simple man, who
must not question the reansuns why you cannot and will
not read the letter. Whether they are true, I know not,
but at gny rate they do not appear to me to be natural. T
gshould think thus, Miss: a father, I should think, is after
all a father ; and a child may err for once, and remain a
good child in spite of it. 1f the father pardons the error,
the child may behave again in such a mannef that the
father may not even think of it any more. For who likes
to remember what he would rather had never happened ?
It seems, Miss, as if you thought only of your error, and
believed you atoned sufficiently in exaggerating it in
your imagination and tormenting yoursclf with these
exaggoerated ideas. But, 1 should think, you ought also to
consider how you could make up for what has happened.
And how will you make up for it, if you deprive yourself
of every opportunity of dsing so. Can it be hard for you
to take the second step, when such a good father has
already taken the first?

SARA.

‘What daggers pierce my heart in your simple words!
That he has to take the first step is just what I cannot
bear. Amnd, besides, is it only the first step which he
takes? He must doall! I cannot take a single one 1o
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meet him. As far as I have gone from him, so far must
he descend to me. If he pardons me, he must pardon the
whole crime, and in addition must bear the consequences
of it continnally before his eyes. Can one demand that
from a father ?

WAITWELL.

T do not know, Miss, whether I understand this quite
right. But it seccms to me, you mean to say that he would
have to forgive you too much, and as this could not but be
very difficult to him, you make a scruple of accepting his
forgivencss. If you mean that, tell me, pray, is not for-
giving a great happiness ¢0 a kind heart? I have not
been so fortunate in my life as to have felt this happiness
often. But I still remember with pleasure the few in-
stances when I have felt it. 1 felt something so sweet,
something so tranquillising, something so divine, that I
could not help thinking of the great insurpassable blessed-
ness of God, whose preservation of miserable mankind is a
perpetual forgiveness. I wished that I could be forgiving
continually, and was ashamed that T had only such trifles
to pardon. 'T'v forgive real painfnlinsults, deadly offences,
T said to myself, must be a bliss in which the whole soul
melts.  And now, Miss, will you grudge your father such
blisn? ® 4 .

. SARA.

Ah! Go on, Waitwell, go on!

WAITWELL.
I know well there are people who accept nothing less
willingly than forgiveness, and that because they have
never learned to grant it. They are proud, unbending
peuple, who will on no account confess that they have
done wrong. But you do not belong to this kind, Miss!
You have the most loving aAd tender of hearts that
the best of your sex can have. You confess your fault
too. Where then is the difficulty? But pardon e,
Miss! I am an old chattercr, and ought to have seen at
once that your refusal is only a praiseworthy solicitude,
only a virtuous timidity. Teople who can accept a great
benefit immediately without any hesitation are seldom
worthy of it. Those who deserve it most have always
VOL. 1. E
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the greatest mistrust of themselves. Yet mistrust must
not be pushed beyond limits !

SARA.
Dear old father! I believe you have persuaded me.

WAITWELL.
If T have been so fortunate as that it must have been
a good spirit that has helped me to plead. But mo,
Miss, my words have done no more than given you time
to reflect and to recover from the bewilderment of joy.
You will read the letter now, will you not ? Oh, read it
at once ! ’ .
SARA.
I will do so, Waitwell! What regrets, what pain shall
I feel !
WAITWELL.
Pain, Miss! but pleasant pain.

BARA.
Be sélent! (begins reading to herself).

WAITWELL (aside).
Oh! If he could see her himself!

BARA (after reading a few moments). . -

Ah, Waitwell, what a father! He calls my flight “an
absence.” How much more culpable it becomes through
this gentle word! (continues reading and interrupts herself
mgai'f§.e Listen | he flatters himself I shall love him still.
He flatters himself! Ho begs me—he begs me? A
father begs his daughter? his culpable daughter? And
what does he beg then? He begs me to forget his vver-
hasty soverity, and not to punish him any longer with
my absence. Over-hasty severity! To punish! More
still! Now he thanks the oven, and thanks me that I
have given him an opportunity of learning the whole
extent of paternal love. Unhappy opportunity ! Would
that he also said it had shown him at the same time the
extent of filial disobedience. No, ho does not say it! He
does not mention my crime with one single word. (Con-
tinues reading.) He will come himself and fetch his
children. His children, Waitwell! that surpasses cvery-
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thing! Have I read it rightly ? (reads again to herself)
I am overcome! He says, that he without whom he
could not possess a daughter deserves but too well to Le
his son. Oh that he had mever had this unfortunate
daughter! Go, Waitwell, leave me alone! He wants
an answer, and I will write it at once. Come again in
an hour! 1 thank you meanwhile for your trouble. Yun
are an honest man. Few servants are the friends of their
masters !
WAITWELL.

Do not make me blush, Miss! If all masters were
like Sir William, servant8 would be monsters, if they
would not give their lives for them. (Eait.)

Scexe IV.

SARA (8its down to write).

If they had told me a year ago that T should have to
answer such a letter! And under such circumstances!
Yes, 1 have tho pen in my hand.  But do I know ybt what
I shall write? What I think; what I feel. And what
then does one think when a thousand thoughts cross cach
other ingoge moement? And what does one feel, when the
heart is in a stupor from a thousand feelings. But 1
must write! I do not guide the pen for the first time.
After assisting me in so many a little act of politeness
and friendship, should its help fail e at the most
important office? (She pauses, and then writes a few lines.)
1t shall commence so? A very cold beginning! And
shall I then begin with his love? I must begin with my
crime. (She scraiches it out and writes again.) I must be
on my guard not to express myself too leniently. Shame
may be in its place anywhere else, but not in the con-
fession of our faults. Ineed not fear falling into exaggera-
tion, even though I employ the most dreadful terms. Ah,
am I to be intorrupted now ?
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SceEnE V.

Marwoop, MELLEFONT, SARA.
*MELLEFONT.

Dearest Sara, 1 have the honour of introducing Lady
Solmes to you; she is one of the members of my family to
whom I feel myself most indebted.

MARWOOD.

1 ust beg your pardon, Madam, for taking the liberty
of convincing myself with my own eyes of the happiness
of a cousin, for whom I should wish the most perfect of
women if the first moment had not at once convinced me,
that he has found her already in you.

SARA.

Your ladyship does me too much honour! Such a com-
pliment would have made me blush at any time, but now
I wonld almost tuke it as concealed reproach, if I did not
think that Lady Solmes is much too generous to let her
51_11)lerio‘rity in virtue and wisdom be felt by an unhappy
girl.

MARWOOD (coldly).

T should be inconsolable if you attributed to me any
but the most friendly feclings towarde you.. (Aside.)
She is good-looking.

MELLEFONT.

Would it be possible Madam, to remain indifferent to
such heauty, such modesty? People say, it is true, that
one charming woman rarely does another one justice, but
this is to be taken only of those who are over-vain of
their snperiority, and on the other hand of those who are
not conscious of possessing any superiority. How far arc
you hoth removed from this. (To Marwoob, who stands in
decp thought.) Ts it not' true, Madam, that my love has
been anything but partial ? Is it not true, that though I
have said much to you in praise of my Sara, T have not said
nearly so much as you yourself sce? But why so thought-
ful. (Aside to her.) You forget whom you represent.

MARWOOD,

May I say it? The admiration of your dear young

lady led me to the contemplation of her fate. It touched
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me, that she should not enjoy the fruits of her love in her
native land. I recollected that she had to leave a father,
and a very affectionate father as I have been told, in order
to become yours ; and I could not but wish for her recon-
ciliation with him.

SARA.

Ah, Madam! how much am I indebted to you for this
wish. It cncourages me to tell you the whole of my
happiness. You cannot yet know, Mecllefont, that this
wish was granted before Lady Sulmes had the kindness
to wish it.

MEIA.EFONT.

How do you mean, Sara ?

MARWOOD (aside).
How am 1 to interpret that ?
SARA.

T have just received a letter from my father. Waitwell
brought it to me. Ah, Mellefont, such a letter!

MELLEFONT.

Quick, relieve me from my uncertainty. What have 1
to fear? What have T to hupe? Is he still the father
from whém wo fled? And if he is, will Sara be the
daughter who loves me so tenderly as to fly again?
Alas, hud I but done as yon wished, dearest Sara, we
should now be united by a bond which no caprice could
dissolve. I feel now all the misfortune which the
discovery of our abode may bring upon me.—He will
come and tear you out of my arms. How I hate the cun-
temptible being who has betrayed us to him (with an
angry glance at MARWOOD).

SARA,

Dcarest Mellefont, how flattering to me is this uncasi-
ness! And how happy are we buth in that it is unncees-
sary. Read his letter! (To Marwoon, whilst MELLEFONT
reads the letter.) Tlo will be astonished at the love of my
futher. Of my father? Ah, he is kis now too.

MaRwooD (perplexed).
Is it possible ?
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SARA.

Yes, Madam, you have good cause to bo surprised at
this change. He forgiges us everything; we shall now
Jove each other before his eyes; he allows it, he commands
it. How has this kindness gone to my very soul! Well,
Mellefont? (who refurns the letter to her). You are silent?
Oh no, this tear which steals from your eye says far more
than your lips could say.

MARWOOD (aside).

How I have injured my own cause. Imprudent woman
that I was! .
SARA.

: Oh, let me kiss this tear from your cheek.

. MELLEFONT.

Ah, Sara, why was it our fate to grieve such a godlike
man? Yes, a godlikc man, for what is moro godlike than
to forgive?. Could we only have imagined such a happy °
issue possible, wo should not now owe it to such violent
means, we should owe it to our entreaties alone. What
happiness is in store for me! But how painful also will .
be the conviction, that I am so unworthy of this happiness !

MARWOOD (aside)., ' "

And I must be present to hear this.

SARA. o

How perfectly you justify my love by such thoughts.

MARWOOD (aside.)
What restraint must I put on myself!

SARA.

You too, Madam, must read my father’s letter. You
soem to take too great dn interest in our fate to be
indifferent to its contents.

MARWOOD.

Indifferent? (takes the letter).

BARA.
But, Madam, you still seem very thoughtful, very

sad—
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MARWOOD.
Thoughtful, but not sad !

MELLEFONT (aside).
Heavens! If she should betray horself!

SARA.
And why then thoughtful ?

MARWOOD.
I tremble for you both. Could not this unforescen
kindness of your fathcr be a dissimulation ? An artifice?

PARA.
Assuredly not, Madam, assuredly not. Only read and’
ou will admit it yourself. Dissimulation is always ¢old,
it is not capable of such tender words. (MarwooD reads.)
Do mot grow suspicious, Mellefont, I beg. I pledge
myself that iy father cannot condescend to an artifice.
He says nothing which he does not think, falseness is a
vice unknown to him.
MELLEFONT. e
Oh, of that I am thoroughly convinced, dearest Sara!
You must pardon Lady Solmes for this suspicion, since
she doemnpt know the man whom it concerns.
8ARA (whilst MaRWoOD returns the letter to her).
What do I se¢, my lady? Youare pale! You tremble!
What is the matter with you? ¢
MELLEFONT (aside).
What anxiety I suffer? Why did I bring her here?
MARWOOD.
It is nothing but a slight dizziness, which will pass

over. The night air on my jodtney must have disagreed
with me. o

MELLEFONT.
. You frighten me! Would you not like to go into the
air? You will recover sooner than in a close room.
. MARWOOD.
If you think so, give me your arm!
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SARA.
I will accompany your ladyship!

MARWOOD.
1 beg you will not trouble to doso! My faintness will
pass over immediately.
SARA.

I hope then, to see you again soon.

MARWOOD.
If you permit me (MeLLEFONT conducts her out).

SARA (akme).

Poor thing! She does not seem exactly tho most
friendly of people; but yet she does not appear to be cither
proud or ill-tempered. I am alone again. Can I employ
the few moments, while I remain so, better than by
finishing my answer? (Is about to sit down towrite.)

Scexe VI.

BeTTY, SARA.

BETTY.
That was indecd a very short visit. T e

. SARA. .

Yes, Betty! It was Lady Solmes, a relation of my
Mcllefont. She was suddenly taken faint. Where is she
now ?

BETTY.
Mellefont has accompanied her to the door.
_ SARA.
She is goue again, then *
. BEITY.

I suppose so. But the more I look at yon—you must
forgive my frocdom, Miss—the more you seem to mo to be
altered. There is somecthing calm, something contented
in your looks. Either Lady Solmes must have been a
very pleasant visitor, or the old man a very pleasant
messenger.
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SARA.

The latter, Betty, the latter! IIe came from my father.
What a tender letter I have for you to read! Your kind
heart has often wept with me, now it shall rejoice with
me, too. I shall be happy again, and be able to reward
you for your good services.

BETTY.
What services conld T render you in nine short weeks ?
SARA.

You could not have done more for me in all the rest of
my life, than in these nine gvecks.  They are over! But
come now with me, Betty., As Mellefont is probally
alone again, ] must speak to him. It just occurs to me
that it would be well if he wrote at the same time to my
father, to whom an expression of gratitude from him could
hardly come unexpectedly.  Come! (Ezeunt.)

Scexe VIL

Sk WiLLiaM SavesoN, WAITWELL.

(The drawing-room.)
*e ° SIR WILLIAM.

What balm you have poured on my wounded heart with
your words, Waitwell! I live again, and the prospect of
her return seems to carry me as far back to my youth as
her flight had brought me nearer to my grave. dhe loves
me still ?  What more do 1 wish! Go back to her soon,
Waitwell? I am impatient for the moment when I shall
fold her again in these arms, which T had stretched out so
lungingly to death!  How welcome wonld it have bheen to
me in the moments of my grief! And how terrible will
it be to me m my new happmess!  An old man, no doubt,
is to be blamed for drawing the bonds so tight again
which still unite him to the world. The final separation
becomes the more painful. But God who shows Himself
so merciful to me now, will also help me to go through
this. Would He, I ask, grant me a mercy in order to let
it become my ruin in the end? Would He give me back a
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daughter, that I should have to murmur when He calls me
from life? No, no! He gives her back to me that in
my last hour I may be anxious about myself alone.
Thanks to Theo, Eternal Father! How feeble is the
gratitude of mortal lips? But soon, soon I shall be able
to thank Him more worthily in an eternity devoted to
Him alone!
WAITWELL.

How it delights me, Sir, to know you happy again
before my death! Believe me, I have suffered almost as
much in your grief as you yoursclf. Almost as much, for
the grief of a father in such a%ase must be inexpressible.

. SIR WILLIAM,

Do not regard yoursclf as my servant any longer, my
good Waitwell. You have long deserved to enjoy a more
seemly old age. I will give it you, and you shall not be
worse off than I am while I am still in this world. I will
abolish all difference between us; in yonder world, you
well know, it will be done. For this once be the old
servant still, on whom I never relied in vain. Go, and
be sure to bring me her answer, as soon as it is ready.

WAITWELL.

I go, Sir! But such an errand is not a servive! It is a
reward which you grant me for my services. Yes, truly it
isso! (Exeunt on different sides of the stage.)

ACT IV.

SceNE I.—MELLEFONT’S room.

MELLEFONT, SARA.

MELLEFONT.
Yes, dearcst Sara, yes! ThatIwill do! That I must do.
SARA.
How happy you make me !
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MELLEFONT.

It is I who must take the whole crime upon myself.
I alone am guilty ; I alone must ask for forgiveness.

SARA.

No, Mellefont, do not take from me the greater share
which 1 have in our error! It is dear to me, however
wrong it is, for it must have convinced you that I love my
Mellefont above everything in this world. But is it, then,
really true, that I may henceforth combine this love with the
love of my futher? Or am 1in a pleasant dream ?  How
1 fear it will pass and I shall awaken in my old misery !
But no! I am not merely dreaming, I am really happier
than I ever dared hope to become ; happier than this short
life may perhaps allow.  But perhaps t&'xis beam of happi-
ness appears in the distance, and delusively seems to
approach only in order to melt away again into thick
darkness, and to leave me suddenly in & night whose
whale terror has only become perceeptible to me through
this short illumination.  What forcbodings tormegt me!
Are they really forebodings, Mellefont, or are they common
ficlings, which are inseparable from the expectation of an
undeserved happiness, and the fear of losing it? How
fast my dweart Invats, and how wildly it beats.  How loud
now, how quick ! Anld now how weak, how anxious, how
quivering!  Now it hurries again, as if these weroe its last
throbhings, which it would fain beat out rapidly. Poor
heart !

MELLEFONT.

The tumult of your blood, which a sudden surprise
caunot fail tu cause, will abate, Sara, and your heart will
continue its work more calmly. None of its throbs point
to aught that is in the future, and we are to blame—
forgive me, dearest Sara!—if "we make the mechanic
pressure of our blood into a prophet of evil. But I will
not leave anything undone which you yourself think good
to appeaso this littlo storm within your breast. I will
write at once, and I hope that Sir William will be
satisfied with the assurances of my repentance, with the
expressions of my stricken heart, and my vows of affec-
tionate obedience.
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SARA.

Bir William? Ah, Mellefont, you must begin now to
accustom yourself to a far more tender name. My father,
your father, Mellefont—-—

MELLEFONT.

Very well, Sara, our kind, our dear father! I was
very young when I last used this sweet name; very
young, when I had to unlearn the equally sweet name of
mother.

SARA.

You had to unlearn it, and; I—I was never so happy,
as to bo able to pronounce it at all. My life was her
death! O God, I was a guiltless matricide! And how
much was wanting—how little, how almost nothing was
wanting to my becoming a parricidetoo!  Not a guiltless,
but a voluntary parricide. And who knows, whether I am
not so alrcady ? The years, the days, the moments by
which he is nearer to his end than he would have been
without the grief 1 have caused him—of those 1 have
robbed him. However old and weary he may be when
Fate shall permit him to depart, my conscience will yct
be unable to escape the reproach that but for me he
might have lived yet longer. ~ A sad reproach wivh which
I doubtless should not need to charge myself, if a loving
mother had guided me in my youth. Throngh her
teaching and her cxample my heart would—you look
tenderly on me, Mellefont? You are right; a mother
would perhaps have been a tyrant for very love, and I
should not now belong to Mellefont. Why do I wish
then for that, which a wiser Fate denied me out of kind-
ness? TIts dispensations are always best. Let us only
make proper use of that which it gives us; a father who
never yet let me sigh for a mother; a father who will
aleo teach you to forget the parents you lost so soon.
What a flattering thought. I fall in love with it, and
forget almost, that in my innermost heart there is still
something which refuses to put faith in it. What is this
rebellious something ?

MELLEFONT.

"This something, dearest Sara, as you have alrcady said
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yourself, is the natural, timid incapability to realize a
great happiness.  Ah, your heart hesitated less to believe
itself unbappy than now, to its own torment, it hesitates
to believe in 1ts own happiness ! But as to one who has
become dizzy with quick movement, the external objects
still appear to move round when again he is sitting still.
80 tho heart which has been violently agitated cannot
suddenly become calm again; there remains often for a
long time, a quivering palpitation which we must suff
tn exhaust itself.
SARA.

I believe it, Mellefont, T Jiclieve it, becanse you say it.
becauwse I wish it.  But o not let us detain each other
any longer! 1 will go and finish my letter. And you
will 1et me read yours, will you not, after 1 have shown
you mine?

MELLEFONT.,

Each word shall be submitted to your judgment;
except what T mnst say in your defence, for T know you
do not think yourself so innocent as you are.  (4ecgmpanics
SARA to the buck of the stage.)

«, = Scexe IL i
MELLEFONT (after walking up and down several ftimes in
thouyht).

What a riddle I am to myself! What shall T think
myself? A fool? Or a knave? Heart, what a villain
thon art! I love the angel, however much of a devil 1
may beo T love her! Yes, certainly!  certainly I love
her. 1 feel T wonld sacrifice a thousand lives for her,
for her who saerificed her virtue for me; I would do so,—
this very moment without hesitation would I'do so.  And
yet, yet- -1 am afraid to say it to mysclf—and yet—how
shall 1 explain it? And yet I fear the moment which
will make her mine for ever hefore the world. 1t cannot
be avoided now, for her fathier is reconciled. Nor shall
I be able to put it off for long. The delay has already
drawn down painful reproaches enough upom me.  But
painful as they were, they were still more supportable to
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me than the melancholy thought of being fottered for
life. But am I not so already? Certainly,—and with
pleasure! Certainly I am already her prisoner. What is
1t I want, then? At present I am a prisoner, who is
allowed to go about on parole; that is flattering! Why
cannot the matter rest there? Why must I be put in
chains and thus lack even the pitiable shadow of freedom ?
In chains? Quite so! Sara Sampson, my beloved!
‘What bliss lies in these words! Sara Sampson, my wife !
The half of the bliss is gone! and the other half—will
go! Monster that I am! And with such thoughts shall
I write to her father? Yet thege are not my real thoughts,
they are fancies! Cursed fancies, which have become
natural to me through my dissolute life! I will free
myself from them, or live no more.

Scexe III.

NorroN, MELLEFONT.

. MELLEFONT.
You disturb me, Norton!
NORTON.
1 beg your pardon, Sir (withdrawing again). , o
MELLEFONT.
No, no! Stay! It is just as well that you should
disturb me. What do you want?
NORTON.
I have heard some very good news from Betty, and
have come to wish you happiness. .
MELLEFONT.

On the reconciliation with her father, I suppose you
mean? I thank you.

NORTON.
So Heaven still means to make you happy.
MELLEFONT.

If it means to do so,—you see, Norton, I am just
towards myself—it certainly does not mean it for my



Scene IIL) MISS SARA SAMPSON. 63

NORTON.
No, no; if you feel that, then it will be for your sake also.

MELLEFONT.

For my Sara’s sake alonc. Tf its vengeance, already
armed, could spare the whole of a sinful city for the sake
of a few just men, surely it can also bear with a sinner,
when a soul in which it finds delight, is the sharer of his
fute.

NORTON.

You speak with earnestness and feeling. But does not

joy express itself differently from this?
MELLEFONT.

Joy, Norton? (Looking sharply at him.) For me it is

gone now for cver.

NORTON,
May I speak candidly ?
MELLEFONT.
You may.
NORTON. \

The reproach which I had to hear this moming of
having made mysclf a participuator in your crimes, because
T had begn silent about them, may excuse me, if I am less
silent henceforth.

MELLEFONT.

Only do not furget who you are!

NORTOXN.

T will not forget that I am a servant, and a servant,
alas, who might be sowething better, if he had lived
for it. I am your servant, it is true, but not so far as
to wish to be damned along with you.

MELLEFONT.
With me? And why do you say that now?
NORTON.

Becaunse I am not a little astonished to find you different

from what I expected.
MELLEFONT.
Will you not inform me what you expected ?
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oL, ¢ NeBTOM, . - ‘
To find you all delight. = . e

R " MELLEFONT. ™ ‘

B is only. the conitaon herd who are beside themselves,
immediately when luck smiles on them for once.

¢ e

o v NORTON.

Perhaps, because the common herd still have the feglings
which among greater people are corrupted and weakened
by a thousand unnatural notions. But there is something
besides moderation to be read in your face—coldness,
itresolution, disinclination.

MELLEFONT.
And if so? Have you forgotten who is here besides
Sara? The presence of Marwood—

: NORTON.
Could make you anxious, 1 daresay, but not despondent.
Something else troubles you. And I shall be glad to be
mistaken in thinking you would rather that the father
were ot yet reconciled. The prospect of a position which
8o little suits your way of thinking

MELLEFONT. =
Norton, Norton! Either you must have béer, or still
must be, a dreadful villain, that you can thus guess my
thoughts. Since you have hit tge nail upon the head,
I will not deny it. It is true—so certain as it is that T
shall love my Sara for ever so little does it please me,
. that I dnust—mugt love her for ever! DBut do not féag;
I shall conquer this foolish fancy. Or do you think that
it is no fancy? Who bids me look at marriage as
compulsion? I certninly4do not wish to be freer than she
will permit me to be. ’
: NORTON.

Thege reflections dre @ll very well. But Marwood will
come to the aid of your ©ld "prejudices, and I fear, I
fear——

MELLEFONT.

That which will never happen! You shall see her go

back this very evening to London. And as I have con-
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fessod ‘my most secret—folly we will call it for the
preserit—I must not-conoeal from you either, that I have
put Marwood into such a fright that she will obey the
slightest hint from me. )

. . NORTON.

That sounds incredible to me.

) MELLEFONT. .

Look! I snatched this murderous stecl from her hand
(showing the dagger whick he taken from Marwood) when in
a fearful rage she was on the point of stabbing me to
the heart with it. Will you belicve now, that 1 offered
her a stout resistance? At first she well nigh succeeded .
in throwing her noose around my neck again. The
traitoress ! —She has Arabella with her.

NORTON.

Arabella?

MELLEFONT.

I have not yet heen able to fathom by what cunning
she got the child buck into her hands again. Enough,
the result did not fall out as she no doubt had expected.

NORTON.

Allow 1ge terejoie at your firmness, and to consider
your reformation half assured.  Yet,—as you wish me to
know all —what business had she here under the name of
Lady Solmes?

MELLEFONT.

Ske wanted of all things to see her rival. I grauted
her wish partly from kindness, partly from ‘rashness,
partly from the desire to humiliate her by the sight of
the beat of her sex. You shake your head, Norton ?

NORTON.
I should not have risked ‘that.
MELLEFONT. °

Risked ? I did mnot risk amything more, after all, than
what I should have had to risk if I had refused her.
She would have tried to obtain admittance as Marwood ;
and the worst that can be expected from her incognito
visit is not worse than that.

VOL. L F
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. NORT®N.
Thank Hoaven that it went off so quietly.
MELLEFONT. .

It is not quite over yet, Norton. A slight indisposition
came -over her and compelled her to go away without
taking leave. She wants to come again. Let her do so!
The wasp which has lost its sting (pointing to the dagger)
can,_do nothing worse than buzz. But buzzing too shall
cost her dear, if she grows too troublesome with it. Do
I not hear somebody coming? Leave me if it should he

she. Itisshe. Go! (Exit NorTON.)
Scexe IV.
MEeLLEFONT, MARWOOD.
MARWOOD.
No doubt you are little pleased to see me again.
MELLEFONT.

‘I am very pleased, Marwood, to see that your indispusi-
tion has had no further consequences. Yon are, better,
T hope ?

MARWOOD.
So, so.
MELLEFONT.
You have not done well, then, to trouble to come here
again,
MARWOOD.
I thank you, Mellefont, if you say this out of kindness
t0 me; and*I do not take it amiss, if you have another
meaning in it.

MELLEFONT.
I am pleased to see you so calm.
MARWOOD. .
The storm is over. Forget it, I beg you once more.
¢ MELLEFONT.

Only remember your promise, Marwomi, and 1 ,will
forget everything with pleasure. But if I knew that you
would not consider it an offence, I shquld like to ask——
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MARWOOD,
Ask on, Mellefont! You cannot offend me ‘any more.
What were you going to ask ?
-
MELLEFONT.
How you liked my Sara?

MARWOOD,

The question is natural. My answer will not scem. so
natural, but it is none the less true for that. 1 liked her
very much.

MELI £FONT.

Such impartiality delights me. Dut would it be
possible for him who knew how to appreciate the charias
of a Marwood to make a bad choice

MARWOUD.

You onght to have spared me this flattery, Melletunt.
if it is flattery. It is not in accordance with our intention
to forget cach other.

MELLEFONT. *

You surely do not wish me to fucilitate this intention
by rmdeness? - Do not let our separation be of an ordinary
nature. °Let us break with cach other as people of reason
who yield to necessity ; without bitterness, without anger,
and with the preservation of a certain degree of respect, as
behoves our former intimacy.

MARWOOD,

Former intimacy! 1 do not wish to be reminded of it.
No more of it. What must be, must, and¢it matters
little how. But one word more about Aralella. You
will not let me have her?

MELLEFONT.

No, Marwood !

MARWOOD.

It is cruel, since you can no longer e her father, to take.
her n:other also from her. '

MELLEFONT.

I can still he her father, and will Tie so.
F2
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MARWOOD.
‘ Prove it, then, now!

MELLEFONT.
How?

MARWOOD.

Permit Arabella to have the riches which I have in
keeping for you, as her father’s inheritance. As to her
mother’s inheritance I wish I could leave her a better one
than the shame of having been borne by me.

MELLEFONT.

Do not speak 80! 1 shall provide for Arabella without
cmbarrassing her mother’s property. If she wishes to
forget me, she must begin by forgetting that she possesscs
anything from me. I have obligations towards her, and
1 shall never forget that really—though against her will—
she has promoted my happiness. Yes, Marwood, in all
scriousness 1 thank you for betraying our retreat to a
father whose ignorance of it alone prevented him from
receiving us again.

MARWOOD.

Do not torture me with gratitude which I never wished
to deserve.  Sir Williaim is too good an old focl; he must
think differently from what 1 should have thought in his
place. I should have forgiven my daughter, but as to
her seducer I should have——

MELLEFONT.
Marwood !
- MARWOOD,

True; you yoursclf are the sdducer! I am silent.
Shall I be prescntly allowed to pay my farewell visit
to Miss Sampson ? ¢

MELLEFONT.

Sara could not be offended, even if you left without
secing her again.

MARWOOD.

Mellefont, I do not like playing my part by halves, and
I have no wish to be taken, even under an assumed name,
for a woman withqut breeding.
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MELLEFONT.
If you care for your bwn peace of mind yon ought to
avoid seeing a person again who must awaken certain
thonghts in you which.

MakwooD (8miling disdainfully).

You have a better opinion of yourself than of me. But
even if you believed that I should be inconsolable on
your account, you ought at least to helicve it in silence.—
Miss Sampson would awaken certain thonghts in me ? Cer-
tain thonghts! Oh yes; but none more certain than this —
that the best girl can often dove the most worthless man.

MELLEFONT.

Charnming, Matwood, perfectly charming. Now you are
as I have long wished to sce you; although I could
almost have wished, as I told you befure, that we could
have retained some respect for cach other.  But this may
perhaps como still when once your fermenting heart has
cooled down.  Excuse mo for a moment. 1 will fetch
Miss Sumpsen to see you. .

Scexe V.
., ~
Marwoop (lovking round).

Am ] alone? Can I take breath again unobserved, and
let the muscles of my face relax into their natural posi-
tion? I must just for a moment be the true Marwood in
all my features to bo able again to bear the restraint of
dissimulation! How I hate thee, base dissimulation!
Not because I love sincerity, but hecause thoun art the
most pitiable refugo of powerless revenge. 1 certainly
would not condescend to thee, i;‘ a tyrant would lend me
his power or Ieaven its thunderbolt.—Yet, if thou enly
servest my end! The beginning is promising, and
Mellefont seems disposed to grow more confident. If my
device succeeds and I can speak alone with his Sara;
then—yes, then, it is still very uncertain whether it will
be of any use to me. The truths about Mellefont will
perhaps be no novelty to her: the calumnies she will
perhaps not belicve, and the threats, perhaps, despise. But
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yet she shall hear truths, calumnies and threats. It wonld
be bad, if they did not leave any sting at all in her mind.
Silence; they are coming. J am no longer Marwood, 1
am a worthless outcast, who tries by little artful tricks
tp turn aside her shame,—a bruised worm, which turns
and fain would wound at least the heel of him who trod

upon it. .
- Scene VL.
SAraA, MELLEFONT, MARWOOD.
\ SARA.

I am happy, Madam, that my uncasiness on your
account has been unnecessary.
MARWOOD.
I thank you! The attack was so insignificant that
it need not have made you uneasy.

X MELLEFONT.
Lady Solmes wishes to take leave of you, dearest Sara !
" . SARA.
So soon, Madam ?
MARWOOD.

I cannot go soon enough for those -who desire my
presence in London. ¢

MELLEFONT.

You surely are not going to leave to-day?
MARWOOD.

To-morrow morning, first thing.
MELLEFONT.

Tgmorrow morning, first thing? I thought to-day.

SARA.

Our acquaintance, Mddam, commences hurriedly. I
hope to he honourcd with a more intimate intercourse
with you at some future time.

MARWOOD.
I solicit your friendship, Miss Sampson.
MELLEFONT.
I pledge myself, dearcst Sara, that this dosire of Lady

&
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Solmes is sincere, although I must tell you hefore-
hand that you will certainly not see each other again for
a long time. Lady Solmes will very rarely be able to live
wherc we are.
MARWOOD (aside).
How subtle!
SARA.

That is to deprive me of a very pleasant anticipation,
Mellefont !
MARWOOD.

I shall be the greatest loser! .

MELLEFONT.
But in reh.lity, Madam, do you not start before to-
morrow morning?
MARWOOD.
It may be souoner! (4side.) No one comes.
MELLEFONT.

We do not wish to rcmain much longer here either.
It will be well, will it not, Sara, to follow our ®answer
without delay? Sir William cannot be displeased with
our haste.

° -
. Scexe VII
Berty, MELLEFONT, SARA, MARWOOD.

MELLEFONT.
What is it, Betty ?
BETTY.
Somebody wishes to speak with you immediately.
MARWOOD (aside). .
Ha! now all depends on whesher——

MELLEFONT.
. Me? Immediately? I will come at once. Madam, is
it agreeable to you to shorten your visit ?
SARA.

Why so, Mellefont? Lady Solmes will be so kind as to
wait for your return.
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MARWOOD.,
Pardon me; I know my cousin Mellefont, and prefer
to depart with him.
BETTY.
The stranger, sir—he wishes only to say a word to you.
He says, that he has not 2 moment to lose.

MELLEFONT.

Go, please! I will be with him directly. I expect-it
will be some news at last about the agreement which I
mentioned to you. . (Euxit BETTy.)

MARWOOD (aside).

A good conjecture !
MELLEFONT.

But still, Madam——

MARWOOD.
If you order it, then, I must bid you—

SARA.

Oh no, Mellefuont; I am sure you will not grudge me
che pleasure of entertaining Lady Solmes during your
absence ?

MELLEFONT.

You wish it, Sara ?

SARA.

Do not stay now, decarest Mellefont, but come back
again soon! And come with a more joyful face, T will
wish! You doubtless expect an unpleasant answer.
Don'tpdet this disturb you. I am more desirous to sco
whether after all you can gracefully prefer me to an
inheritance, than I am fo know that you are in the
possession of one.

MELLEFONT.

I obey. (In a warning tone.) I shall be sure to come

back in a moment, Madam.
MARWOOD (aside).
Lucky so far. (Exit MELLEFONT.)
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Scexe VIIIL

Sara, Marwoop.
SARA.
My good Mellefont sometimes gives his polite phrases
quite a wrong accent. Do not you think so too, Madam ?
\ MARWOOD.
I am no doubt too much accustomed to his way already
to notice anything of that sort.
SARA.
Will you not take a seat, Madam ?
MARWOOD.

If you desire it. (Aside, whilst they are seating themselres.)
T must not let thix moment slip by unused.

SARA.
Tell me! Shall I not be the most enviable of women
with my Mellefont ? .
MARWOOD.

If Mellefont knows how to appreciate his happiness,
Miss Sampson“will make him the most enviable of men.
But—

SARA.
A “but,” and then a pause, Madam

MARWOOD.
I am frank, Miss Sampson.
SARA.
And for this reason infinitely more to be csteemed.
MARWOQD.
Frank—not scldom imprudently so. My “but” is a
proof of it. A very imprudent * but.”
SARA.

I do not think that my Lady Solmes can wish through
this evasion to make me more uneasy. It must be a cruel
mercy that only rouses suspicions of an evil which it might
disclose.
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MARWOOD.

Not at all, Miss Sampson! You attach far too much
importance to my “but.”” Mellefont is a relation of
mine—

SARA.

Then all the more important is the slightest charge
which yon have to make against him.

MARWOOD. .

But even were Mellefont my brother, I must tell you,
that I should unhesitatingly side with one of my own
sex against him, if I porceived that he did not act
quite honestly towards her. We women ought properly
to consider every insult shown to one of us as an insult
to the whole sex, and to make it a common affair, in
which even the sister and mother of the guilty one ought
not to hesitate to share.

SARA.

This remark——

‘ MARWOOD.

Has already been my guide now and then in doubtful
cases.

SARA.

And promises me—I tremble.

MARWOOD.

No, Miss Sampson, if you mean to tremble, let us speak
of something else——

SARA.

Cruel woman!

MARWOOD.

I am sorry to be misunderstood. I at least, if I place
myself in imagination in Miss Sampson’s position, would
regard as a favour any more exact information which one
might give me about the man with whose fate I was
about to unite my own for ever.

SARA.

What do you wish, Madam? Do T not know my
Mellefont already? Believe me I know him, as I do
my own soul, I know that he loves me——

-
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MARWOOD.

And others—

SARA.

Has loved others. That I know also. Was he to love
me, before he knew anything about me? Can I ask to
be the only one who has had charm enough to attract
him? Must 1 not confess it to myself, that I have
striven to please him? Is he not so lovable, that he
must have awakened this endeavour in many a breast?
And isu't it but natural, if several have been successful in
their endeavour?

MARWOOD.

You dcfend him with just the same ardour and almost
the same words with which 1 have often defended him
already. It is no crime to have loved ; much less still
s it a crime to have been loved. But fickleness is a
crime.

SARA.

Not always; for often, 1 believe, it is rendered excus-
able by the objects of one’s love, which seldom deservo to
be loved for ever.

MARWOOD,

Miss S&PII)RM\'S doctrine of morals does not secem to be
of the strictest.

SARA.

It is true; the one by which I judge those who them-
selves confess that they have taken to bad ways is not of
the strictest. Nor should it be so.  For here it is not a
question of fixing the limits which virtue marks out for
love, but merely of exceusing the human weakness that
has not remained within those limits and of judging the
conscquences arising therefrom by the rules of wisdom.
If, for example, a Mellofont loves a Marwood and eventually
abandons her; this abandonment is very praiseworthy in
comparison with the love itself. It would be a misfortune
if he had to luve a vicious person for ever because he once
had loved her.

MARWOOD.

But do you know this Marwood, whom you so vonfi-

dently call a vicious person ?
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SARA.
I know her from Mellefont’s description.

MARWOOD.

Mellefont's? Has it never occurred to you then that
Mellefont must be a very invalid witness in his own
affairs?

SARA. *

I see now, Madam, that you wish to put me to the test.
Mellefont will smile, when you repeat to him how earnestly
T have defended him. .

MARWQOD.

I beg your pardon, Miss Sampson, Mellefont must not
hear anything about this conversation. Youare of too noble
a mind to wish out of gratitude for a well-meant warning
to estrange from him a relation, who specaks against him
only because she looks upon his unworthy behaviour
towards more than one of the most amiable of her sex
as if she herself had suffzred from it.

. SARA.

I do not wish to estrange anyone, and would that others
wished it as little as I do.

MARWOOD. T
Shall I tell you the story of Marwood in a few words ?
SARA,

I do not know. But still—yes, Madam! but undet
the condition that you stop as soon as Mellefont returns.
He might think that I had inquired about it myself; and
I should not like him to think me capable of a curiosity se
prejudicial to him.

MARWOOD.

I should have asked the*same caution of Miss Sampson,
if sho had not anticipated me. He must not even be able
to suspect that Marwood has been our topic; and yom
will be so cautious as to act in accordance with this.
Hear now! Marwood is of good family. She was a
young widow, when Mellefont made her acquaintance at
the house of one of her friends. They say, that she lacked
neither beauty, nor the grace without which beauty would
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be nothing. Her good name was spotless. Ome single
thing was wanting. Money. Everything that she had
posscssed,—and sho is said to have had considerable wealth,
—she had sacrificed for the deliverance of a husband from
whom she thought it riﬁht to withhold nothing, after she
had willed to give him heart and hand.

SARA.

Truly a noble trait of character, which 1 wish could
sparkle in a better sctting !

MARWOOD.

In spite of her wunt of fortune she was sought by
persons, who wished nothing more than to make her
happy. Mellefimt appeared amongst her rich and dis-
tinguished admivers. Ilis offer was serions, and the
abundance in which he promised to pluce Marwood was
the least on which he relied. He knew, in their earliest
intimacy, that he had not to deal with an egoist, but with
a woman of refined feelings, who would have preferred
to live in a hut with one she loved, than in a palace
with one for whom she did not care. g

SARA.

Another tr.it which I grudge Miss Marwood. Do not
flatter her any mote, pray, Madam, or 1 might be led to
pity her at last.

MARWOOD,

Mecllefont was just about to unite himself with her
with due solemnity, when he received the news of the
death of a cousin who left him lis entire fortune on the
condition that he should marry a distant relation. As
Marwood had refused richer unions for his sake, he would
not now yicld to her in generosity. He intended to tell
her nothing of this inheritancey nntil he had forfeited it
through her.  That was genorously planned, was it not ?

SARA.
Oh, Madam, who knows better than I, that Mellefont
posscsses the most generous of hearts ?
MARWOOD.
But what did Marwood do? She heard late one cvening,
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through some friends, of Mellefont’s resotution. Mellefont
came in the morning to see her, and Marwoud was gone.

SARA.

Where to? Why?

MARWOOD.

He found nothing Lut a letter from her, in which she
told him that he must not expect ever to see her again.
She did not deny, though, that she loved him; hut for
this very reason she could not bring herself to be the
cause of an act, of which he must necessarily repent some
day. She released him from his promise, and begged
‘him by the consummation of the union, demanded by the
will, to enter without further delay into the possession of
a fortune, which an honourable man could employ for a
better purpose than the thoughtless flattery of a woman.

SARA.

But, Madam, why do you attribute such noble senti-
ments to Marwood? Lady Solmes may be capable of
such, I daresay, but not Marwood. Certainly not Marwood.

MARWOOD.

It is not surprising, that you are prejndiced against
her. Mellefont was almost distracted at Mar wood’s re-
solution. He sent people in all directions to search for
her, and at last found her.

SARA.
No doubt, becausc she wished to be found !

MARWOOD.

No bitter jests! They do not become a woman of such
gentle disposition. I say, he found her; and found her
inexorable. She wonld mnot accept his hand on any
account ; and the promise® to return to London was all
that he could get from her. They agreed to postpone
their marriage until his relative, tired of the long delay,
should be compelled to propose an arrangement. In the
meantimo Marwood could not well renounce the daily
visits from Mellefont, which for a long time were nothing
but the respectful visits of a suitor, who has been ordered
back within the bounds of friendship. But how im-
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possible is it for a passionate temper not to transgress
these bounds. Mellefont possesses everything which can
make a man dangerous to us. Nobody can be more con-
vinced of this than you yourself, Miss Sampson.

SARA.
Alas!

MARWOOD,
You sigh! Marwood too has sighed more than once
over her weakness, and sighs yet.

SARA.

Enough, Madam, enomgh! These words Ishould think,
are worso than the bitter jest which you were pleased to
forbid muo.

MARWOOD,

Its intention was not to offend yon, but only to show
you the unhappy Marwood in a light, in which you conld
most correctly judgeher. Tobo brief—love gave Mllefunt
the rights of a husband; and Mellefont did not any
longer cunsider it necessary to have them made valid by
thelaw.  How happy would Marwood be, if she, Melle-
font, and®*Heaven alone kuew of her shame!  Tlow happy
if a pitiable daughter did not reveal to the whole world
that which she would fain be able to hide from herself.

SARA.
What do yousay ? A daughter

MARWOOD.
Yes, through tho intervention of Sara Sampson, an
unhappy daughter loses all hope of ever being able to
name l}ljer parents without abhorrence.

SARA.
Terrible words! And Mellefont has concealed this
from me? Am 1 to believe it, Madam ?

MARWOOD.

You may assuredly believe that Mellefont has perhaps
concealed still more from you.
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SARA.

Still more? What more could he have concealed from
me?

MARWOOD,
This,—that he still loves Marwood, Lo
SARA.
You will kill me!
MARWOOD.

1t is incredible that a love which has lasted more than
ten years can die away so quickly. It may certainly
suffer a short eclipse, but nothing but a short one, from
which it breaks forth again with renewed brightness.
T could name to you a Miss Oclaff, a Miss Dorcas, a Miss
Moore, and several others, who one after another threat-
ened to alicnate from Marwood the man by whom they
eventually saw themsclves most cruclly deceived. Thero
is a certain point beyond which he cannot go, and as
soon as he gets face to face with it he draws suddenly
hack. « But suppose, Miss Sampson, you werc the one
fortunate woman in whose case all circumstances declared
themselves against him; suppose you succeeded in com-

1ling him to conquer the disgust of a formal fy(\ke which
has now become innate to him; do yon theén expect to
make sure of his heart in this way ?

SARA.
Miserable girl that T am! What must I hear?

MARWOQOD.

Nothing less than that! He would then hurry back
all the more into the arms of her who had not been so
jealous of his liberty. You would be called his wife and
she would be it. "

SARA.

Do not torment me longer with such dreadful pictures!
Advise me rather, Madam, I pray you, advise me what
to do. You must know him! You must know by what,
means it may still be possible to reconcile him with a
bond without which even the most sincere love remai. ns
an unholy passion.
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MARWOOD.

That one can catch a bird, I well know; but that one
can render its cage more pleasant than the open field,
I do not know. My advice, therefore, would be that
one should rather not catch it, and should spare onesclf
the ‘'vexation of the profitless tronble. Content yourself,
young lady, with the pleasure of having seen him very
near your net; und as you can foresee, that he would
certainly tear it if yon tempted him in altogether, spare
your net and do not tempt him in.

SARA.

I do not know whether 1 rightly understand your play-
ful parable

MARWOOU.

If you are vexed with it, yon have understood it.
In one word. Your own interest as well us that of
another—wisdom as well as justice, can, and must induce
Miss Samypson to renounce her claims to a man to whom
Marwood has the first and strongest claim. You ate still
in such a position with regurd to him that you can with-
draw, I will not say with much honour, bhut still without
public diggrace.s A short disappearance with a lover is a
stain, it is thuc; but still a stain which time effaces. In
some years all will be forgottem, and for a rich heivess
there are always men to be found, who are not so serun-
pulous. If Marwood were in such a position. and she
needed no hushand for her fading charms unor father
for her helpless danghter, I am sure she would act more
generously towards Miss Sampson than Miss Sampson
acts towards her when raising these dishonourable difii-
culties.

SARA (rising amgrily).

This is too much! Is that the language of a relative
of Mellefont's? How shamefully you are Iwtrayed,
Mellefont! Now I perceive, Madam, why he was so
unwilling to leave you alone with me. He knows already,
I daresay, how much one has to fear from your tongue.
A poisoned tongue! I speak boldly—for your unseemly
talk has continued long enough. How has Marwood been

VOL. I G
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able to enlist such a mediator; a mediator who summons,
all her ingenuity to force upon me a dazzling romance
about her; and employs every art to rouse my suspicion
against the loyalty of a man, who is & man but not a
monster? Was it only for this that I was told that
Marwood boasted of a daughter from him; only for this
that I was told of this and that forsaken girl—in order
that you might be enabled to hint to me in cruel
fashion that I should do well if I gave place to a
hardened strumpet !
MARWOOD.

Not so passionate, if you please, young lady! A
hardened strumpot? You are surely using words whose
full meaning you have not considered.

SARA.

Does she not appear such, even from Lady Solmes's de-
seription?  Well, Madam, you are her friend, perhaps
her intimate friend. I do not say this as a reproacpn.
for it may well be that it is hurdly possible in this
world to have virtuous friends only. Yet why should
I be so humiliated for the sake of this friendship of
yours? 1If I had had Marwood’s experience. I should
certainly not have committed the error whi-h places
me on such a humiliating level with her. But if 1
had committed it, I should certainly not have continned
in it for ten years. It is one thing to fall into vice from
ignorance; and another to grow intimate with it when
you know it. Alas, Madam, if you knew what regret,
what remorse, what anxiety my error has cost me! My
error, I say, for why shall I be so crnel to myself any
longer, and look npon it as a crime? Heaven itself ceases
to considcr it such; it withdraws my punishment, and
gives me back my fathef.—But I am frightened, Madam ;
how your features are suddenly transformed! They
glow—rage speaks from the fixed eye, and the quivering
movement of the mouth. Ah, if I have vexed you, Ma-
dam, I beg for pardon! I am a foolish, sensitive creature ;
what you have said was donbtless not meant so badly.
Forget my rashness! How can I pacify yon? How can
I also gain a friend in youn as Marwood has done? Let
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«me, let me entreat yon on my knees (falling down upon her
knees) for your friendship, and if I cannot have this, at
least for the justice not to place me and Marwood in one
and the same rank.

MARWOOD (proudly stepping back and leaving SARA on her
nees).

This position of Sara Sampson is too charming for
Marw to triumph in it unrecognised. In me, Miss
Sampson, hehold the Marwood with whom on your knees
you beg—Marwood herself—not to compare you.

SARA (springing up and drawing back in terror).

You Marwood? IIa! Now I recognise her—now I
recognise the murderous deliverer, to whose dagger a
warning dream exposed me. It is she!  Away, unhappy
Sara!  Save me, Mellefont: save your beloved! And
thou, sweet voice of my beloved father, call! Where
does it call?  Whither shall T hasten to it ?—here ?—
there >—Help, Mellefont!  Ielp, Betty! Now she ap-
proaches me with murderous hand! Help! (Euxit.

. Scese IX.
MARWOOD,

What does the excitable girl mean? Would that she
spake the truth, and that 1 approached her with murderons
hand! I ought to have spared the dagger until now, foul
that I was! What delight to be able to stab a rival at
one's feet in her voluntary humiliation! What now?
I am detected. Mellefont may be here this minute,
Shall I fly from him? Shall 1 await him? I will wait,
but not in idleness. Perhaps the cunning of mny servant
will detain him long enough? I%sce I am feared. Why
do I not follow her then? Why do 1 not try the last
expedient which I can use aguninst her? Threats are
pitiable weapons ; but despair despises no weapons, how-
ever pitiable they may be. A timid girl, who flies stupid
and terror-stricken from my mere name, can easily take
dreadful words for dreadful deeds. But Mellefont! Melle-
font will give her fresh courage, and teach her to scorn

G2
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my threats. He will! Porhaps he will not! Few things
would have been undertaken in this world, if men had
always looked to the end. And am I not prepared for
the most fatal end ? The dagger was for others, the drug
is for me! The drug for me! Long carried by me near
my heart, it hero awaits its sad service; here, where in
better times I hid the written flatteries of my lovers,—
poison for us equally sure if slower. Would it wore
not destined to rage in my veins only! Would that
a faithless one—why do I waste my time in wishing?
Away! I must not recover my reason nor she hers. He
will dare nothing, who wishes to dare in cold blood |

ACT V.
Scexe L.
’ SARrA’s room.

SARrA (reclining tn an armchair), BETTY,
BEITY.
Do you feel a little better, Miss ? !

SARA.

Better—I wish only that Mellefont would return!
You have sent for him, have you not ?

BETTY.

Norton and the landlord have gone for him.

SARA.

Norton is a good fellow, but he is rash. I do not want
him by any means to be-rude to his master on my account.
According to his story, Mellefont is innocent of all this.
She follows him; what can he do? She storms, she raves,
she tries to murder him. Do youn sec, Betty, I have
exposed him to this danger? Who else but me? And the
wicked Marwood at last insistcd on sceing me or she
would not return to London. Could he refuse her this
trifling request? Have not I too often been curivus to see
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«Marwood. Mellefont knows well that we are curious crea-
tures. And if I had not insisted myself that she should
remain with me until his re¢turn, he would have taken her
away with him. 1 should have scen her under a false
name, without knowing that I had scen her. And Ishould
perhaps have been pleased with this little deception at
some future time. Inshort, it is all my fault. Well, well,
T was frightened ; nothing more! The swoon was nothing.
You knuw, Betty, I am subject to such fits.

BETTY.
But I had never seen you in so deep a swoon before.
SARA. .

Do not tell me so, please! 1 must have caused yu

a great deal of trouble, my good girl,
BETTY.

Marwood herself seemed moved by your danger. In
spite of all T could do she would not leave the room, until
you had opened your eyes a little and 1 conld give you
the mediciue. .

SARA.

After all I must consider it fortunate that T swooned.
For why, knows what more T should have had to hear
from her!® She certaiuly can hardly have followed e
into my room without a purpose! You cannot imagine
how terrified T was.  The dreadful dream I had last night
recurred to me suddenly, and 1 tled, like an insane woman
who does not know why and whither she flies. But

" Mellefunt does not come. Ah!

BEITY.

What a sigh, Miss!  What convulsions!
SARA.

God! what scnsation was this—
BETTY.

What was that ?
SALA.

Nothing, Betty! A pain! Not one pain, a thousand
burning puins in one! But do not be uncasy; it is
over now |
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Scexe II.
Norroxn, Sara, Berry,
NORTON.
Mellefont will be here in & moment.
SARA.
That is well, Norton! But where did you find him?

NORTON.

A stranger had enticed him beyond the town gate,
where he said a gentleman waited for him, to speak with
him about matters of the greatest importance. After
taking him from place to place for a long time, the
swindler slunk away from him. It will be bad for him
if he lets himself be caught ; Mellefont is furious.

SARA.
Did you tell him what has happened ?
NORTON.
AllL.
SARA.

But in such a way !——

NORTON.

I could not think about the way. Enough! He knows
what anxiety his imprudence has again caused you.

SARA.
Not so0, Norton ; I have caused it myself.
NORTON.

Why may Mellefont never be in the wrong? Come in,
sir; love has already cxcused you.

Seexe III1.

MELLEFONT, NORTON, SARA, BETTY.
MELLEFONT.
Ah, Sara! If this love of yours were not—-

SARA.
Then I should certainly be the unhappier of the two.
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JIf nothing more vexatious has happened to you in your
absence than to me, I am happy.

MELLEFONT.
T have not deserved to be so kindly received.

SARA.

Let my weakness be my excuse, that I do not receive
you more tenderly. If only for your sake, I would that
I was well again.

MELLEFONT.

Ha! Marwood ! this treachery too! The scoundrel who
led me with a mysterious air from one street to another
can assurcdly have been a messenger of hér only! See,
dearcst Sara, she employed this artifice to get me away
from you. A clumsy artifice certainly, but just from its
very clumsiness, I wus far from taking it for one. She
shall have her reward for this treachery!  Quick, Norton,
go to her lodgings; do uot lose sight of her, and detain
her until I come !

SARA. R

What for, Mellefont? I intercede for Marwood.

. MELLEIONT.
Gol * ( Exit NoRTON.)
Scexke IV,
Sira, MEeLLEFONT, BETTY.

SARA.
Pray let the wearied enemy who has ventured the last
fruitless assault retive in peace! Without Marwood I
should be ignorant of much

1 ]
MELLEFONT.
Much? What is the “ much ?”

SARA.
What you would not have told me, Mellefont! You
start! Well, I will forget it again, since you do not wish
me to know it.
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MELLEFONT.

I hope that you will not believe any ill of me which
has no better foundation than the jealousy of an angry
slanderer.

SARA.

More of this another time! But why do you mot tell
me first of all about the danger in which your precious
life was placed? I, Mellefont, I should have been the
one who had sharpened the sword, with which Marwood
had stabbed you.

MELLEFONT.

The danger was not so great. Marwood was driven by
blind passion; and 1 was cool, so her attack could not but
fail. T only wish that she may not have been more suc-
cessful with another attack—upon Sara’s good opinion of
her Mellefont! I must almost fear it. No, dearest Sara,
do not conceal from me any longer what you have learned
from her.

SARA.

Well! If T had still had the least doubt of your love,
Mellefont, Marwood in her anger would have removed it.
She surely must feel that through me she has lost that
which is of the greatest value to her; for an uncertain loss
would have let her act more cautiously. v

MELLEFONT.

I shall soon learn to set some store by her bloodthirsty
jealousy, her impetuous insolence, her treacherous cun-
ning! But Sara! You wish again to evade my question
and not to reveal to me

SARA.

I will; and what I said was indeed a step towards it.
That Mellefont loves me, then, is undeniably certain. If
only I had not discovered that his love lacked a certain
confidence, which would be as flattering to me as his
love itself. In short, dearest Mcllefuont—Why does a
sudden anxiety make it so difficult for me to speak ?
—Well, I suppose I shall have to tell it without
seeking for the most prudent form in which to say
it. Marwood mentioned a pledge of love; and the talka-
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Jtive Norton—forgive him, pray—told me a name—a name,
Mellefont, which must ronse in you another tenderness
than that which you fuel fo - e,

MELLEFONT.

Is it possible? Has the shamcless woman confessed
her own disgrace? Alas, Sara, have pity on my confusion !
Since you already know all, why do you wish to hear it
again from my lips? She shall never come into your
sight,—the wmhappy child, who has no other fault than
that of having such a mother.

SARA.
You love her, then, in spite of all ?

MELLETONT.
Too much, Sara, too much tor me to deny it.

SARA.

Ah, Mellefont!  How 1 too love you, for this very
love’s sake ! Youn wonld have offended me deeply,®if you
had denied the sympathy of your blood for any scruples
on my account.  You have hurt me already in that you
have thrgatened me never to let her come into my sight.
No, Melleffut! That vou will never forsake Arabella
must be one of the promises which you vow to me in
presence of the Almighty ! In the hands of her mother she
18 in danger of hecoming unworthy of her father. Use
yonr authority over both, and let me tuke the place of
Marwood. Do not refuse me the happiness of bringing
up for myself o friend who owes her life to you—a Melle-
font of my own sex.  Iappy days, when my father, when
you, when Arabella will vie in your calls on my filial
respect, my confiding love, my watchful friendship.
Happy days! But, alas! They are still far distant in
the futurc. And perhaps even the future knows nothing
of them, perhaps they exist only in my own desire for
happiness !  Sensations, Mellefont, seusations which 1
never before experienced, turn my eyes to another
prospoct. A dark prospeet, with awful shadows! What
scnsations are these? (puts her hand before her face.)
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MELLEFONT,

‘What sudden change from exultation to terror! Hasten,
Betty! Bring help! What ails you, generous Sara!
Divine soul! Why does this jealous hand (moving it away)
hide these swect looks from me? Ah, they are looks
which unwillingly betray cruel pain. And yet this
hand is jealous to hide these looks from me. Shall I
not share your pain with you? Unhappy man, that I
can only share it—that T may not feel it alone | Hasten,
Betty!

BETTY.

Whither shall T hasten ?

MELLEFONT.
You see, and yet ask? For help!

SARA.

Stay. It passes over. I will not frighten you again,
Mellefont.
MELLEFONT.

What has happened to her, Betty ? These are not merely
the results of a swoon.

Scexe V.

NorToN, MELLEFONT, SARA, BETTY.

MELLEFONT.

You are back again already, Norton? That is well!
You will be of more use here.

NORTON.
Marwood is gone——

MELLEFONT.

And my curses follow her! She is gone? Whither?
May misfortune and death, and, were it possible, a whole
hell lie in her path! May Heaven thunder a consuming
fire upon her, may the earth burst open under her, and
swallow the greatest of female monsters |

_ NORTON.
As soon as she returned to her lodgings, she threw her-
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self into hor carriage, together with Arabella and her
“maid, and hurried away, at full gallop. This scaled note
was loft behind for you.
MELLEFONT (faking the note).
It is addressed to me. Shall I read it, Sara?
SARA.
When you are calmer, Mcllefont.
MELLEFONT.

Calmer? Can I be calmer, before I have revenged
myself on her, and before I know that you are out of
dangcr, dearest Sara ?

SARA. *

Let me not hear of revenge! Revenge is not ours.—
But you open the lotter?  Alas, Mellefunt!  Why are we
less prone to certain virtues with a healthy body, which
feels its strength, than with a sick and wearied one?
How hard are gentleness and moderation to you, and how
unnatural to me appears the impationt heat of passion!
Keep the contents for yourself alone. .

MELLEFONT.

What spirit is it that scems to compel me to disobey
you? Teopgmed it against my will, and against my will
1 must read it!

saRA (whilst MELLEFONT reads to himself).

How cunningly man can disnnite his nature, and make
of his passions another heing than himself, on whom he
can lay the blame for that which in cold blood he
disapproves.—The water, Betty! 1 fear another shock,
and shall need it. Do you see what effect the unlucky
note has on him? Mecllefont! You lose your senses,
Mellefont! God! he is stunned! Here, Betty. Hand
him the water! He needs it more than I.

MELLEFONT (pushing BETTY back).
Back, unhappy girl! Your medicines are poison !
SARA.

What do you say? Recover yourself! You do not
recognise her.
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BETTY.
I am Betty,—take it!
MELLEFONT.
Wish rather, unhappy girl, that you were not she!
Quick! Fly, before in default of the guiltier one you
become the guilty victim of my rage.

SARA.
What words! Mellefunt, dearest Mellofont——

MELLEFONT.

The last ¢ dearest Mcllefont” from these divine lips,
and then no,more for ever! At your feet, Sara. . . . .
(throwing himself down). But why at your feet? (springing
up again). Disclose it? I disclose it to you? Yes! I
will tell you, that you will hate me, that you must hate
me! You shall not hear the contents, no, not from me.
But you will hear them. You willl .. .. Why do
iou all stand here, stock still, doing nothing? Run,
vorton, bring all the doctors? Seck help, Betty! Let
your Lelp be as cffective as your error! No, stop here!
I will go mysclf-

SARA.
Whither, Mellefont? Ielp for what? Of what error
do you speak ?
MFELLEFONT.
Divine help, Sara! or inhuman revenge! You are lost,
dearcst Sara! I too am lost! Would the world wcre
lost with us!

Scexe VI

Sara, Norroxn, BEerTY.

SARA.

He is gone! I am lost? What docs he mean? Do
you understand him, Norton? I am ill, very ill; but
suppose the worst, that I must die, am I therefore lost?
And why docs he blame you, poor Betty? You wring

our hands? Do not grieve; you cannot have offended
Zim; he will bethink himself; Had he only done as I
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. wished, and not read the note! Ile could have known
that it must coutain the last puisoned words from
Marwood.

BETTY.
What terrible suspicion! No, it cannot be. I do not
beliove it!

NORTON (who has gone towards the back of the stage).
Your father’s old servant, Miss,

SALA.
Let him come in, Norton.

Scexe VIL
WartweLL, Sara, Berry, Nortox.

SARA.
L]
I suppose you are anxious for my answer, dear Wait-
well. 1t is ready except a few lines.  DBat why so
alarmed? They must have told you that I am ill.e

WAITWELL.

And more still.

» SARA.

Dangerously ill? I couclude so from Mellefont’s
passivnate anxiety more than from my own feelings.
Suppose, Waitwell, you should have to go with an un-
finished letter from your unhappy Sura to her still more
unhappy futher! Let us hope for the best! Will you
wait until to-morrow? Perhaps I shall find a few good
moments to finish oft the letter to your satisfaction. At
present, I cannot do so.  This hand hangs as if dead by
my benumbed side. If the whole body dies away as
casily as these limbs. . . . . youarean old man, Waitwell,
and cannot be far from the last scene.  Believe me, if that
which I feel is the approach of death, then the approach
of death is not so bitter. Ah! Do not mind this sigh!
Wholly without unpleasunt scnsation it cannot be.
Man could not be void of feeling; he must not be im-
patient. But, Betty, why are you so inconsolable?
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BETTY.
Permit me, Miss, permit me to leave you.
SARA.

Go; I well know it is not every one who can bea
to be with the dying. Waitwell shall remain with me
And you, Norten, will do me a favour, if you go and loo}
for your master. I long for his presence.

BETTY (going).

Alas, Norton, I took the medicine from Marwood’
hands !

Scene VIII.
WAITWELL, SARA.

SARA,

Waitwell, if you will do me the kindness to re-
main with me, you must ngt let me see such a mclan-
choly face. You are mute! Speak, I pray! And if I
may ask it, speak of my father! Repeat all the comfort-
ing werds which yor said to me a few hours ago. Repeat
them to me, and tell me too, that the Eternal Heavenly
Father cannot be less merciful. I can die with that assur-
ance, can I not? Had this befallen me before yoyr arrival,
how would I have fared? I should have despuired, Wait-
well. To leave this world burdened with the hatred of
him, who belies his nature when he is forced to hate—what
a thought! Tell him that I died with the feclings of the
deepest remorse, gratitude and love. Tell him—alas, that
I shall not tell him myself—how full my heart is of all the
benefits I owe to him. My life was the smallest amongst
them. Would that I could yield up at his feet the ebbing
portion yet remaining !

V'AITWELL.
Do you really wish to see him, Miss?
SARA.
Atlength you speak—to doubt my deepest, my last desire |
WAITWELL.

Where shall I find the words which I have so long
been vainly seeking? A sudden joy is as dangerous as a
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.sudden terror. I fearonly that the effect of his unexpected
appearance might bo too violent for so tender a heart!
SARA.
‘What do you mean? The unexpected appearance of

whom ?
WAITWELL.

Of the wished-for one! Compose yourself!

Scexe IX.

SiR WiLLiaM SamrsoN, Sara, WAITWELL,

SIR WILLIAM. °
You stay too long, Waitwell! I must see her!
SARA.

Whose voice

SIR WILLIAM.

Oh, my daughter!

SARA.

Oh, my father! Tlelp me to rise, Waitwell, help®me to
rise that I may throw mysclf at his fect. (she endeavours
to rise and falls back again into the arm-chair). Is it he, or
is it an apparition sent from heaven like the angel who
came to strengthen the Strong One?  DBless me, whoever
thou art, whether a messenger from the Highest in my
father’s form or my father himself'!

SIR WILLIAM.

God bless thee, my daughter! Keep quiet (she tries
again to throw herself at hig feet). Another time, when you
have regained your strength, I shall nut be displeased to
see you clasp my faltering knces.

SARA. ,

Now, my father, or nover! Soon I shall he no more!
1 shall ho only too happy if I still havo a few moments
to reveal my heart to you. But not moments—whole
days—another life, would be necessary to tell all that
a guilty, chastened and repentant duughter can say to an
injured but gencrous and loving father. My offence, and
your forgiveness——
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SIR WILLIAM. ~ ’

+ , Do not reproach yoursclt tor your weakness, nor give me
credit for that which is only my duty. When you remind
me of my pardon, you remind me also of my hesitation in

gunting it. Why did I not forgive you at once? Why

did I reduce you to the necessity of flying from me. And
this very day, when I had alrcady forgiven you, what was
it that forced mo to wait first for an answer front you? I
could already have enjoyed a whole day with yon if I
had hastencd at once to your arms. Some latent spleen
must still have lain in the innermost recesses of my dis-
appointed heart, that I wished first to he assured of the
continuance*of your lovo before I gave you mine again.
Ought a father to act so selfishly ? Ought we only to love
those who loveus? Chide e, dearest Sara! Chide me!

I thought more of my own joy in you than of you your-

self. And if I were now to Jose this joy ? DBut who, then,

says that I must lose it? You will live; you will still
live long. Banish all these black thoughts! Mcllefont
magnifies the danger. Ile put the whole house in an
uproar, and hurricd away himself to fetch the doctors,
whom he probably will not find in this miscrable place.

I saw his passionate anxiety, his hopeless gurrow, without

being seen by him. Now I know that he¢ loves you

sincerely ; now I do not grudge him you any longer. 1

will wait here for him and lay your hand in his. What I

would otherwise have done only by compulsion, I now do

willingly, since I sece how dear you are to him. Is it true
that it was Marwood herself who caused you this terror?

I could understand this much from your Betty's lamenta-

tions, but nothing more. But why do 1 inquire into the

causes of your illness, when I ought only to be thinking
how to remedy it. I see you growing fainter every

moment, I see it and stafid helplessly here. What shall 1

do, Waitwell ? Whither shall I run? What shall I give

her? My fortune? My life? Speak!

BARA

Dearest father! all help would be in vain! The dearest
help, purchased with your-life, would be of no avail.
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. Scexe X.

MELLEFONT, 8aRA, Sik WiLLiAM, WAITWELL.

MELLEFONT.

Do I dare to set my foot again in this room ? Isshe still
alive?

’ SARA.

Step nearcr, Mellefont !

MELLEFONT.

Am I to sece your face again? No, Sara; I return
without consclation, without help.  Despairealone brings
me back. DBut whom do 1 sce? You, Sir? Unhappy
father! You have come to a dreadful scene! Why did
you not come souner? You are too late to save your
daughter!  But, be comforted!  You shall not have come
too late to see yourself revenged.

SIR WILLIAM.

Do not remember in this moment, Mellefont, that we
have ever beon at e¢nmity! We are so no more, and we
shall never be so again.  Ounly keep my daughter for me,
and you shall keep a wife for yourself.

Y MELLEFONT.

Make me a god, and then repeat your prayer! I have
brought so many misfortunes to you already, Sara, that I
need not hesitate to announce the last one. You must
die! And do you know by whose hand you die ?

SARA.

I do not wish to know it—that I can suspect it is
already too much—

MELLEFONT.

You must know it, for who could be assured that you
did not suspect wrongly? Marwood writes thus: (he
reads) “When you read this lettor, Mellefont, your in-
fidelity will already bo punished in its cause. I had
made myself known to her and she had swooned with
terror. yi?»etty did her utmost to restore her to conscious-
ness. 1 saw her taking out a southing-powder, and the

voL. I H
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happy idea occurred to me of exchanging it for a poisonous
one. I feigned to bo moved, and anxious to help her, and
prepared the draught myself. I saw it given to her, and
went away triumphant. Revenge and rage have made me
a murderess ; but I will not be like a common murderess
who does not venture to boast of her deed. I am on my
way to Dover; you can pursue me, and let my own hand-
writing bear witness against me. If I reach tho harbour
unpursued I will leave Arabella hohind unhurt. Till then
I shall lvok upon her as a hostage, Marwood.” Now yon
know all, Sara! Ilere, Sir, preserve this paper! You
must bring the murderess to punishment, and for this it
is indispensable.—How motionless he stands!

SARA.

Give me this paper, Mellefont! I will convinee myself
with my own eyes (he hands it to her and she looks at it for
a moment). Shall I still have sufficient strength ? (tears it.)

MELLEFONT.
Whit are you doing, Sara!

SARA.

Marwood will not escape her fate; but neither you nor
my father shall be her accusers. I die, and forgive tho
hand through which God chastens me. Alas, my father,
what gloomy grief has taken hold of you? Ilove you still,
Mellefont, and if loving you is a crime, how guilty shall 1
enter yonder world ! Would I might hope, dearest father,
that you would reccive a son in place of a danghter! And
with him you will have a daughter too, if you will acknow-
ledge Arabella as such. Youmust fetch her back, Mellefont ;
her mother may escape. Sinco my father loves me, wh
should I not be allowed to deal with this love as wit
a legacy? 1 bequcath this fatherly love to you and
Arabella. Speak now and then to her of a friend from
whose example she may learn to be on her guard against
love. A last blessing, my father '—Who would venture
to judge the ways of the Highost >—Console your master,
Waitwell! But you too stand there in gricf and despair,
you who lose in me neither a lover nor a daughter?
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. SIR WILLIAM.

We ought tope giving you courage, and your dying cyes
are giving it to us. No more, my carthly daughter—half
angcl already ; of what avail can the blessing of a mourn-
ing father be to a spirit upon whom all the blessings of
heaven flow? Leave me a ray of the light which raises
you so far above everything human. Or pray to God,
who hears no prayer so surely as that of a pious and
departing soul—pray to Him that this day may be the last
of my life also!

SARA.

God mnst let the virtue which hus been tested remain
long in this world as an example; only the weak virtue
which wounld perhaps sucenmb to too many temptations
is quickly raised above the dangerons confines of the
carth. For whom do these tears flow, wy father? They
fall like ficry drops upon my heart: and yet—yet they
are less terrible to me than mute despair.  Conquer it,
Meclletont '---My c¢yes grow dim—That sigh was the last!
But where is Betty ~-Now I understand the wringing of
her hands.-- Poor girl —Let no one reproach her with
carelessuess, it is (xcused by a heart withont falschood,
and without shspicion of jt.—The moment is cowe!
Mellefont—1y father—(dics).

MELLEFONT.

She dies!  Ah, let mo kiss this cold hand once more
(throwing kimself at_her feet). No! I'will not venture to
touch her. The old saying that the body of the slain
bloeds at the tonch of the murderer, frightens me.  And
who is her murderer? Am 1 not he, more than Marwood ?

rises) She is dead now, Sir; she does not hear us any more.
&‘urso me now. Went your grief in well-deserved curses.
May none of them miss their nfark, and may the most
terrible bo fulfilled twofold! Why do you remain silent?
She is dead! She is certainly dead. Now, again, I am
nothing but Mellefont ! Lam nomore the lover of a tender
daughter, whom you would have reason to spare in him.
‘What is that? I do not want your compassionate looks !
This is your daughter! I am her seducer. Bethink
yourself, Sir! In what way can T rouse your ,angcr‘.’
H 2
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This budding beauty, who was yours alone, became my
prey! For my sake her innocent virtue was abandoned !
For my sake she toro herself from the arms of a beloved
father! For my sake she had to die! You make me im-
patient with your forbearance, Sir! Let me see that you
are a father!

SIR WILLIAM.

I am a father, Mellefont, and am too much a father not
to respect the last wish of my daughter. Let me embraco
you, my son, for whom I could not have paid a higher
price!

MELLEFONT.

Not so, Sir! This angel enjoined more than human
nature is capable of ! You cannot be my father. DBehold,
Sir (drawing the dagger from his bosom), this is the dagger
which Marwood drew upon me to-day. To my misfortune,
I disarmed her. Had I fallen a guilty victim of her
jealousy, Sara would still be living, You would have your
daughter still, and have her without Mellefont. It is not
for me to undo what is done—but to punish myself for it
is still in my power! (ke stabs himself and sinks down at
Sara's side.)

SIR WILLIAM. )

Hold him, Waitwell! What new blow upon my stricken
head! Oh, would that my vwn might make the third dying
heart here.

MELLEFONT (dying).

Ifeel it. I have not struck false. If now you will call
me your son and press my hand as such, I shall die in
peace. (Siz WiLLiaM embraces kim.) You have heard of
an Arabella, for whom Sara pleaded; I should also plead
for her ; hut she is Marwood’s child as well as mine. What
strange fceling seizes me ?  Mercy—O Creator, mcrcy !

SIR WILLIAM.

If the prayers of others are now of any avail, Waitwell,

let us help him to prai‘]' for this mercy ! He dics! Alas!
He was more to pity than o blame.
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Scexe XI.
NorToN, THE OTHERS.

NORTON.
Doctors, Sir!

SIR WILLIAM.

If they can work miracles, they may come in! Let me
no longer remain at this deadly spectacle! One grave
shll enclose both,  Come and make immediate prepara-
tions. and then let us think of Arabella.  Be she who the
may, she is a legacy of my daughter! (Exeunt.)







PHILOTAS.

A TRAGEDY IN ONE ACT.

Philotas was written at Berlin in the year 1759, It was never
represented, gl wis probably not intended for the stage. It is here
translated for th tirst tune into English.



DRAMATIS PERSON A

ARIDAUS, the King.
STrAaTO0, @ General of ARIDAUS.
PHILOTAS, a prisoner.

PARMENIO, a soldier.



PIIILOTAS.

Scese 1.
The scene 18 laid in a tent in the camp of ARIDiUS,

PHILOTAS.

Am I really a prisoner? A prisoner? A worthy com-
mencement this of my appreuticeship in war. O ye gods!
O my father! Mow gladly would I persuade myself that
all was but a dream! My carliest years have never dreamt
of anything bpt arms and camps, battles and assaults.
Could net,the youth too be dreaming now of loss and
defeat? Domnotdelude thyself thus, Philotas !—If I did not
sec, did not feel the wound through which the sword dropped
from my palsied hand.—-They have dressed it for me
against my will! O crucl mercy of a cunning foe! It is
not mortal,” said the surgeon, and thought to console me.
Wretch, it should be mortal!  And one wound only, only
one! Did I know that I should make it mortal by
tearing it open and dressing it and tearing it open again.—
1 rave, unhappy wretch,  And with what a scornful face
—1I now rwcal{ it—that aged watrior looked at me—who
snatched mo from my horse! 1le called me—child! His
king, too, must tako me for & child, a pampered child.
To what a tent ho has had me brought! Adormed and
provided with comforts of every sort! Tt must belong
to one of hisistresses! A disgusting place for a soldier!
And instead of being guarded, I am served. O mocking
civility !
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Scexe II.
StrATO. PHILOTAS.

STRATO.
Prince—
PHILOTAS.
Another visitor already? Old man, I like to be alone!

STRATO.
Prince! I come by order of the king.

PHILOTAS.

I understand you! Tt is true, I am the king’s prisoner,
and it rests with him how he will have me treated. But
listen: if you are the man whoso features you bear,—if

ou are an old and honest warrior, have pity on me, and

g the king to have me treated as a soldier, not as a
woman.

STRATO.

He will be with you directly ; I come to announce his
approach.

PHILOTAS.

The king with me? And you come to annompce him?
I do not wish that he should spare me one of the humilia-
tions to which a prisoner must submit. Come, lead me
to him! After the disgrace of having been disarmed,
nothing is disgraceful to me now.

STRATO.
Prince! Your countenance, so full of youthful graces,
bespeaks a softer heart !
PHILOTAS.
Mock not my countenauce! Your visage, full of scars,
is assuredly a more handsome face.
STRATO.

By the gods! A grand answer! I must admire and
love you.
PHILOTAS.

1 would not object if only you had feared me first.
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STRATO.

More and more heroic!  We have the most terrille of
enemics before us, if there are many like Philotas amongst
his youths.

PIILOTAS.

Do not flatter me! To hecome terrible to yon, they
must combine greater deeds with my thoughts. May I
know your name ?

STRATO.

Strato,

PHILOTAS.

Strato? The brave Strato, who defeated my father on
the Lyens ? °

STRATO.

Do not recall that donbtful vietory ! And how bloodily
did your father revenge himself in the plain of Methymna!
Such a father must needs have such a son.

PiRLOTAS,

To you, the worthiest of my father's enemies, I may
bewail my fate!  You only can fully understand me; you
tou, you too have heen consumed in your youth by the
ambition of the glory —the glory of bleeding for your
native Jand. *Wonlldl yon otherwise be what you are?
Ilow havé I not begged, fmplored, conjured him—my
father these seven days- for only seven days has the
manly toga covered me---conjured him seven times on
each of these seven days upon my kneces to grant me that
1 shonld not in vain have ontgrown my childhood,.—to
let me go with his warriors who had long cost me many a
tear of jealousy. Yesterday I prevailed on him, the best
of fathers, for Aristodem assisted my entreaties. You
know Aristodem; ho is my father's Strato—*Give me
this youth, my king, to go with me to-morrow,” spoke
Aristodem, ¢ J am going to scour the monntains, in order
to keep open tho way to Casena.”  “Would I could ac-
company you!" sighed my father. Ile still lies sick from
his wonnds. “But he it so!” and with these words he
embraced me. Ah, what did his happy son feel in that
embrace! And the night which followed! I did not
close my eyes; and yot dreams of glory and victory kept
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me on my couch until the second watch. Then I sprang.
up, threw on my new armour, pushed the uncurled hair
beneath the helmet, chose from amongst my father's
swords the one which matched my strength, mounted
my horse and had tired out one already before the silver
trumpet awakened the chosen band. They came, and I
- spoke with each of my companions, and many a brave
warrior there pressed me to his scarred breast. Only with
my father I did not speak; for I feared he might retract
his word, if he should see me again. Then we marched.
By the side of the immortal gods one cannot feel happier
than did I by the side of Aristodem. At every encourag-
ing glance frtm him I would have attacked a host alone,
and thrown myself on the certain death of the enemy’s
swords. In quiet determination I rejoiced at every hill,
from which I hoped to discern the cnemy in the plain
below, at every bend of the valley behind which I
flattered myself that we shogld come upon them. And
when at last I saw them rushimg down upon us from the
woody height,—showed them tu my companions with the
point of my sword,—flew up the mountain towards them,
recall, O rcnowned warriur, the happicst of your youthful
ecstasies, you could never have been happier. | But now, now
behold me, Strato; behold me ignominiously falken from
the summit of my lofty expectations! O how I shudder
to repeat this fall again in thought! I had rushed too
far in advance ; I was wounded, and—imprisoned! Poor
youth, thou hadst prepared thyself only for wounds, only
for death,—and thou art made a prisoner! Thus always
do the gods, in their severity, send only unforeseen ovils to
stultify our self-complacency. I wecp—I must weep,
although I fear to be despised for it by you. But despise
me not! You turn away?

STRATO,
I am vexed : you should not move me thus. I become
a child with you.
PHILOTAS,
No; hear why Iweep! It is no childish weeping which
you deign to accompany with your manly tears. %Vhat I
thought my greatest happiness, the tender love with which
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any father loves me, will now become my greatest misery.
I fear, I fear he loves me more than he loves his empire !
What will he not sacrifice, what will not your king exact
from him, to rescuc me from prison! Through me, wretched

routh, will he lose in one day more than he has gained
in three long toilsume years with the blood of his noble
warriors, with his own blood. With what face shall I
appear again before him? I, his worst enemy ! And my
father’s subjects—mine at some future day, if I had made
myself worthy to rule them. How will they be able to
endure the runsomed prince amongst them without con-
temptuons scorn.  And when 1 die for shaine, and creep un-
mourned to the shades below, how gloomy ar®fl proud will
pass by the souls of those heraes who for their king had
to purchase with their lives those gains, which. as a father,
he renounces for an unworthy son!  Oh, that is more than
a feeling heart can endure !

st To.

Be comforted, dear prinee! It ix the fault of youth
always to think itsclf more happy or less than it really is.
Your fate is not so cruel yet ;— the king approaches, you
will hear more consolation from his lips.

Scexe IIL
Kine Arinivs, Privoras, StraTo.

ARIDAUS.

The wars which kings are forced to wage together are
no personal quarrels. Let me embrace you, prince! Ah
what happy days your blooming youth recalls to me!
Thus bloomed your father’s youth! This was his open,
speaking eye; thesc his earnest. hionest features; this his
noble bearing! Let me embrace you again; in you I
embraco your younger father. Have you never heard
from him, prince, what good friends we were at your age?
That was the blessed age, when we could still abandon
ourselves to our feelings without restraint. But soon we
were both called to the throne, and the anxions king, the
jealous neighbour, stifled, alas, the willing friend.
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PHILOTAS, .

Pardon me, O king, if you find me too cold in my reply
to such sweet words. My youth has been taught to
think, but not to speak. What can it now aid me, that
you and my father once were friends? Were! so you

+gay yourself. Tho hatred which one grafts on an cx-
tinguished friendship bears the most deadly fruit of all;
or I still know the human heart too little. Do not, there-
fore, O king, do not prolong my despair. You have
spoken as the polished stautesman: speak now as the
monarch, who has the rival of his greatness completely in
his power.
STRATO.

O king, do not let him be tormented longer by the un-
certainty of his fate !

PHILOTAS.

I thank you, Strato! Yes, lIet me hear at once, T leg
you, how despicable you will render an unfortunate son
in his father's eyes. With what disgracefvl peace, with
how many lands shall he redoem him? How small and
contemptible shall he become, in urder to regain his child ?
O my father!

ARIDAUS. .o

This early, manly language too, prince, was your
father's! I {ikc to hear you speak thus.  And would that
my son, no less worthy of me, spoko thus before your
father now.

PHILOTAS.

‘What mean you by that ?

ARIDAUS.

The gods—I am convinced of it—watch over our virtue,
as they watch over our lives. To preserve both as long
as possible is their secret and cternal work. Where is
the mortal who knows how wicked he is at heart,—how
viciously ho would act, if they allowed free scope to each
treacherous induceinent to disgrace himself by little deeds !
Yes, prince! Perhaps I might be he, whom you think me;
perhaps I might not have sufficient nobleness of thought
to use with modesty the strange fortune of war, which



Soxxe II1.) PHILOTAS. 111

elivered you into my hands ; perhaps I might have tried
through you to exact that for which I would no longer
venture to contend by arms; perhaps—but fear nothing;
a higher power has forestalled this. Perhaps. I cannot
lot your father redeem his son more dearly than by—uwine.

PHILOTAS.
I am astounded! You give me to understand that—-—

ARIDAUS.
That my son is your father's prisoncer, as you are mine.
PHILOTAS.

Your son my father's prisoner?  Youy Polytimet?

Since when? How?  Where?
ARIDRUS.

Fate willed it thus! From equal scales it took equal
weights at the sawe time, and the scales are balanced
still. o
STRATO.

You wish to know more details.  Tolytimet led the
very squadron, towards which you rushed too rashly;
and when your soldiers saw that you were lost, rage aud
despair gave them superhuman strength. They broke
through the lines and all assailed the one in whom they
saw the compensation for their loss. The end you
know! Now aceept & word of advice from an old suldier:
The assault is not a race; not he who first, but he who
most surely meets the enemy, approaches victory.,  Note
this, too ardent prince! otherwise the future hero may be
stifled in his earliest bud.

ARIDATS,

Strato, you vex the prince with your warning, though

it be fricndly. How gloomily hesstands there!
PHILOTAS.

Not so. But dv not mind me. In deep adoration of
Providence—

ARIDXUS.

The best adoration, prince, is grateful joy ! Cheer up!
We fathers will not long withhold our sons from one
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another. My herald is now ready; he shall go and
hasten tho exchange. But you know that joyful tidings,
heard from the enemy alone, have the appearance of
snares. They might suspect that you, perchance, had
died from your wound. It will be necessary, therefore, for
you to send a trustworthy messcnger to your father
with the herald. Come with me! Choose among the
prisoners one whom you hold worthy of your confidence.

PHILOTAS.

You wish, then, that I shall detest myself a hundred-
fold? In each of tho prisoncrs I shall behold myself!
Spare me this ecmbarrassment !

ARIDIUS.
But—
PHILOTAS.
Parmenio must be among the prisoners. Send him to
me! I will despatch him.

ARIDAUS,

Well, be it so! Come, Strato! Prince, wo shall see
each other soun again!

Scexe IV.

PHILOTAS.

O God! the lightning could not have struck nearer
without destroying me entircly. Wondrous gods! The
flash returns! The vapour passes off, and 1 was only
stanned. My whole misery then was sccing how miser-
able I might have become—how miscrable my father
through me !—Now I may appear again before you, my
father! But still with eyes cast down ; though shame alone
will cast them down, and not the burning consciousness
of having drawn you down with mo to destruction. Now
I need fear nothing from you but a smiling reprimand ;
no silent grief; no curses stifled by the stronger power
of paternal love——

ut—yes, by Heavens! I am too indulgent towards
myself. May I forgive mysclf all the errors which
Providence seems to pardon me? Shall I not judge

'
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myself more severely than Providence and my father
judge mc ? All too indulgent judges! All other sad
results of my imprisonment the gods could annihilate;
one only they could not—the disgrace! It is true they
could wipe out that flecting shame, which falls from the
lips of the vulgar crowd: but not the true and lasting
disgrace, which the inner judge, my impartial self, pro-
nounces over me !

And how easily T delude myself! Doesmy father then
lose nothing through me?

The weight which the capture of Polytimet must throw
into the seale if 1T were not a prisoner—is that nothing ?
Only through me does it become nothing ! Fortune
wonld have declared for him for whom it should declare ;
—theright of my father would triumph, if Polytimet was
prisoner and not Philotas and Polvtimet !

And now—but what was that which I thought just now ?
Nay, which a god thonght within me—1 must follow
it up! Let me chain thee, fleeting thonght! Now 1
have it again! How it spreads, farther and farther:
and now it beams thronghout y soul !

What dild the king say 2 Why did he wish that T my-
self’ should send a trustworthy messenger to my father ?
In ordey that *my father should not suspect—yes, thus
ran his oW words——that 1 had already died, perchance,
from my wounds.  He thinks. then, that the affair would
take a different aspect, if 1T had died already from my
wound. Would it do 80? A thousand thanks for this
intelligence. A thousand thanks!  Of course it is so.
For my father would then have a prince as his prisoner,
for whom he could make any claim; and the king, his
enemy, would have the body of a captured prince, for
which he conld demand nothing; which he must have
buried or burned, if it should mot become an object of
disgust to him.

Good! 1 see that! Consequently, if 1, 1 the wretched
prisoner, will still turn the vietory into my father’s hands —
on what does it depend? on death?  On nothing more?
O truly the man is mightier than he thinks, the man
who knows how to die !

But I? 1, the germ, the bud of & man, do T know how

VOL. L I
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todie? Not the man, the grown man alone, knows how
to die; the youth also, the boy also; or he knows nothing
at all. He who has lived ten years has had ten years
time to learn to die; and what one does not learn in tén
years, one neither learns in twenty, in thirty, nor in
more. All that which I might have been, I must show b
what I already am. And what could I, what would
be? A hero! Who is a hero? O my excellent, my
absent father, be now wholly present in my soul! Have
{ou not taught me that a hero is a man who knows

igher goods than life? A man who has devoted his life
to the welfare of the state; himsclf, the single one, to the
welfare of thé many ? A hervisa man—aman? Then not
a youth, my father? Curious question! It is good that
my father did not hear it. e would have to think that
I should be pleased, if he answered “No” to it. How
old must the pine-tree be which has to serve as a mast?
How old ?—IJt must be tall enough, and must be strong
enough.

Each thing, said the sage who taught me, is perfect
if it can fulfil its end. 1 can fulfil my end, I can die
for the welfare of the state; I am therefore perfect, I am
aman, A man! although but a few days ago I was still
a boy. ) '

W}lrlat fire rages in my veius? What inspiration falls
on me? The breast becomes too narrow for the heart!
Patience, my heart! Soon will I give thee space! Soon
will 1 release thee from thy monotonous and tedious
task! Soon shalt thou rest, and rest for long!

Who comes? It is Parmenio! Quick! I must decide!
What must T say to him? What message must I send
my father through him?—Right! that I must say, that
message I must send.

L}
Scene V.
PARMENIO. PHILOTAS.

PHILOTAS.

Approach, Parmenio! Well? Why so shy—so full
of shame? Of whom are you ashamed? Of yourself or
of me?
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. PARMENIO,
Of both of us, prince !
. PHILOTAS.
Speak always as you think! Truly, Parmenio, neither
of us can be good for much, since we are here. Have
you already heard my story ?

PARMENIO,
Alas!

PHILOTAS,
And when you heard it ?

PARMENIO.

I pitied you, I admired you, T cursed yn.u; T do not

know myself what T did.
PHILOTAS,

Yes, yes! But now that yon have also learned, as I
suppose, that the misfortune is not so great since Poly-
timet immediately afterwards was

PARMENIO,

Yes, now; now I coulll almost laugh! T find that
Fate often stretches its ann to terrible length to deal
a trifling blow, One might think it wished to crush us,
and it has gfter all done nothing but killed a fly upon
our forchead.

PHILOTAS,

To the point. I am to send you to my father with the
king's herald.

PARMENIO,

Good! Your imprisonment will then plead for mine.
Without the good news which 1 shall bring him from
you, and which is well worth a friendly look, 1 should
have had to promise myself rathey a frosty one from him.

prufoTas.

No, honest Parmenio: in earnest now! My father
knows that the enemy carried you from the battle-fickl
bleeding and half dead. T.et him boast who will. Tle
whom approaching death has alrcady disarmed is easily
taken captive. How many wounds have you now, old
warrior ?

12
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) PARMENIO. .
O, I could.citc a long list of them once. But now I
have shortened it a good deal.

PHILOTAS.

How s0?

PARMENIO.

Ha! I do not any more count the limbs on which I
am wounded ; to save time and breath I count those which
still are whole Trifles after all! For what else has
one bones, but that the encmy’s iron should notch itself
upon them ?

’ PHILOTAS.

That is bold! But now—what will you say to my
father ?

PARMENIO,

What I seo: that you are well. For your wound, if I
have heard the truth——

PHILOTAS.
Is as good as none.
PARMENIO.

A sweet little keepsake. Such as an urdent maid nips
‘in our cheek. Is it not, prince?

THILOTAS.
What do I know of that ?
PARMENIO.

Well, well, time brings experience! Further I will
tell your father what I believe you wish

PHILOTAS.

And what is that ?
PARMENIO.

To be with him again’as sopn as possible. Your child-
like longing, your anxious impatienco—
PHILOTAS.
Why not home-sickness at once! Knave! Wait and
T will teach you to think differently.
PARMENIO.
By Hecavens you must not! My dear youthful hero,
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, let me tell you, you are still a child! Do not let the
rongh soldier so soon stifle in you the loving child! Or
else one might not put the best comstruction on your
heart; one might take your valour for inborn ferocity. 1
also am a father, father of an only son, who is but a little
(})llder than you, who with cqual ardour—But you know

im !

PHILOTAS.

I know him. Ho promises everything that his father
has accomplished.

PARMENIO.

But if I knew that the young rogue didynot leng fur
his father at every moment when service leaves him
free, and did not long for him as the lamb longs for
its dam, I should wish—you sce—that I had not be-
gotten him. At present he must love more than respect
me. I shall soon enough have to content myself with
the respect, when nature guides the stream of his affec-
tion in another channel; when he himself becomes a
father. Do not grow angry, prince !

PIIILOTAS.

Who can grow angry with you? You are right! Tell
my father cverything which you think a loving son
shonld say to him at such a time. Excuse my youthful
rashness, which hus almost brought him and his empire
to destruction. Beg him to forgive my fault. Assure him
that I shall never again remind him of it Ly a similar
fault ; that I will do everything that he too may be able
to forget it. Entreat him

PARMENIO.

Leave it to me! Such things we soldicrs can say well.
And better than a learned orafor, for we say it more
sincercly. Leavo it to me! 1 know it all already.
Farewell, prince! I hasten

PHILOTAS.

Stop!
PARMENIO.
Well? What means this serious air which you suddenly
assume ?
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: PHILOTAS.

The son hag done with you, but not yet the prinoce.
The one had to feel; the other has to think! How
willingly would the son be again with his father,—his
beloved father—this very moment—sooner than wero
possible; but the prince, the prince cannot.—Listen !

PARMENIO.
The prince cannot ?

PHILOTAS.
And will not!

! PARMENIO.

Will not?

PIHILOTAS,
Listen!

PARMENIO,
I am surprised !

PHILOTAS.

I say, you shall listen and not be surprised. Listen!

PARMENIO.

I am surprised, because I listen. It has lightened, and
I expect the thunderbolt. Speak!—But, young prince,
no second rashness ! !

PHILOTAS.

But, soldier, no subtilising! Listen! Ihave my reasons
for wishing not to be redeemed before to-morrow. Not
before to-morrow ! Do you hear? Therefore tell our king
that he shall not heed the haste of our enemy’s herald !
Tell him that a certain doubt, a certain plan compelled
Philotas to this delay. Iave you understood mo ?

\PARMENIO.
No!
PHILOTAS,
Not? Traitor!
PARMENIO.

Softly, prince! A parrot does not understand, but he
yet recollects what one says to him. Fear not! I will
repeat everything to your father that I hear from you.
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PIILOTAS.

Ha! I forbade you to subtilise ; and that puts you out
of humour. But how is it that you are so spoiled? Do
all your generals inform you of their reasons ?

PARMENIO,
All, princo !—Except the young ones.

PHILOTAS.
Excellent! Parmenio, if I were so sensitive as yon

PARMENIO.
And yet he only to whom experience has given two-
fold sight can command my blind vbedience.

PHILOTAS.

Then T shall soon have to ask your pardon. Well, [
agk yvour pardon, Parmenio! Do not grumble, old man'!
Be kind again, old father! You are indeed wiser than
Iam. But not the wisest only have the best ideas.  Gouwd
ideas are gifts of fortune, and good fortune. as yon well
know, often gives to the youth rather than to the old
man. For Fortune is blind. Blind, Parmenio!  Stone
blind to all moerit.  If it were not so, would you net have
been a deneral lung ago ?

PARMENIO,

How you know how to flatter, prince! But in con-
fidence, beloved prince, do you not wish to bribe me—to
bribe me with flatteries?

PHILOTAS,

I flatter? And bribe you? You are the man indeed
whom vno could bribe!

PARMENI,

If you continue thus, I may become so.  Already 1 no
longer thoroughly trust myself.

PHILOTAS.

What was it I was saying? Ono of those good ideas,
which fortune often throws into the silliest brain, I too
have scized—merely scized, not the slightest portion of
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itis my own. For if my reason,—my invention had some

art in it, should I not wish to consult with you about
1t? But this I cannot do; it vanishes, if 1 impart it; so
tender, so delicate is it, that I do not venture to clothe it
in words. I conceive it only, as tho philosopher has
taught me to conceive God, and at tho most I could only
tell yon what it is not. It is possible enough that it is in
reality a childish thought; a thought which I consider
happy, because I have not yct had a happicr. But let
that be; if it can do no good, it can at least do no harm.
That I know for certain ; it is the most harmless idea in
the world; as harmless as—as a prayer! Would you
cease to pray ‘vecause you are not quite certain whether
the prayer will be of use to you? Do not then spoil m
pleasure, Parmenio, honest Parmenio! I beg you,
embrace you. If you love me but a very little—will you?
Can I rely on you? Will you manage that I am not
exchanged before to-morrow? Will you?

PARMENIO.
Will? Must I not? Mnust I not? Listen, prince;
when you shall one day bo king, do not give commands,
To command is an unsure means of being obeyed. If you
have a heavy duty toim on anyone, do with hirg as you
have just now done with me; and if he then fefuses his
obedience—Impossible! He cannot refuse it to you. I
too must know what a man can refuse.

PHILOTAS.

What obedience? What has tho kindness which you
show me to do with obedience ? Will you, my friend

PARMENIO.

Stop! Stop! You have won me quite already. Yes!
1 will do everything. I will, I will tell your fat?]'er, that
he shall not exchange you until to-morrow. But why
only to-morrow? 1 do not know! That I need not
know. That he need not know either. Enough that I
know you wish it. And I wish everything that you wish.,
Do you wish nothing else? Is there nothing else that
Ishalldo? Shall I run through the fire for you? Shall
I cast myself from a rock for you? Command only, my
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dear young friend, command! I will do everything now
for you. Kven say a word and I will commit a crime, an
act of villainy for you! My blood, it is true, curdles; but
still, prince, if you wish, 1 will—I will

PHILOTAS.

O my best, my fiery friend! O how shall T call you?
You creator of my future fame! I swear to you by
everything that is sacred to me, by my father’s honour,
by the fortune of his arms, by the welfare of his land—I
swear to you never in my life to forget this your readi-
ness, your zeal! Would that I also could reward it
sufficiently ! Ifear, ye gods. my oath! Awd now, Par-
menio, swear too!  Swear to keep your promise faithfully !

PARMENI".
Iswear? 1am too old for swearing,

. PHILOTAS.

And I too young to trust you without an oath. Swear
tome! I have sworn to you by my futher, swear you by
{our son.  You love your son?  You love him from your
heart ?

. PARMENIN,

From t:lyt heart, as I love you! Yon wish it, and I
swear., I swear to yon by my only son, hy my blood
which flows in his veing, by the blood which I would
willingly have shed for your futher's sake, and which
he will also willingly shed some future day for yours—by
this bload I swear to you to keep my word. And if I do
not keep it, may my sou fall in his first battle, and never
live to sce the glorious days of your reign! llear, ye
gods, my oath!

PHILOTAS, o

Hear him not yot, ye gods ! You will make fun of me, old
man! To fall in the first battle—not to live to see my
reign ; is that a misfortune? Is it a misfortune to die
early ?

PARMENIO.

I do not say that. Yet only to seo you on the throme,

to serve you, I should like—what otherwise I should not
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wish at all—to become young again. Your father is
good ; but you will be better than he. ‘

PHILOTAS.

No praise that slights my father! Alter your oath!
Come, alter it liko this. If you do not keep your word,
let your son become a coward, a scoundrel; in the choice
between death and disgrace, let him chuose the latter; let
him live ninety years the laughing-stock of women, and
even die unwillingly in his ninetieth year.

PARMENIO.

I shudder, but Iswear. Let him do so. Hear the most

terrible of oaths, ye gods!
PHILOTAS.

Hear it! Well, you can go, Parmenio! We have
detained each other long cnough, and almost made too
much ado about a trifle. For is it not a very trifle to tell
my father—to persuade him not to exchange us until to-
morrow ? And if he should wish to know the reason—
well, then invent a reason on your way !

PARMENIO.
That, too, I'll do. Yet I have never, ¢hough I am so
old, devised a lie. But for your sake, prince—-Ltave it to
me. Wickedness may still be learned even in old age.
Farewell !
PHILOTAS,

Embrace me! Go!

Scexe VI.

PHILOTAS.

There are said to be se many rogues in the world, and

et deceiving is 8o hard, even when done with the best
intentions. Had I not to turn and twist myself! Only
see, good Parmenio, that my father does not exchange us
before to-morrow, and he shall not need to exchange us at
all. Now I have gained time enough! Time enough to
strengthen myself in my purpose—time enough to choose
the surest means. To strengthen myself in my purpose !
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Woe to me if I need that! Firmness of age, if thou art
" not mine, then obstinacy of youth, stand thou by me!

Yes, it is resolved ! It is firmly resolved! I feel that
I grow calm—]1 am calm! Thon who standest there,
Philotas (surveying himself)—Ia! It must be a glorious,
a grand sight; a youth stretched on the ground, the
sword in his breast! The sword? Gods! O unhappy
wretch that I am. And now only do T hecome aware of
it! I have nosword; I have not anything! It became
the booty of the warrior who made me prisoner.  Perhaps
he would have left it me, but the hilt was of gold.  Accursed
gold! art thon then always the ruin of virtue?

No sword? 1 no sword?  Gods, mercifill gods, grant
me this one thing! Mighty guds, ye who have created
heaven and earth, ye could not create a sword for me, if
ye wished to doso?  What is now my grand and glorious
design? I become a bitter cause of langhter to myself.

And there the king comes back already!  Stop!
Suppose T played the child?  This idea is promising.
Yes, perhaps I may suceeed.

Scexe VIIL
s . Arinits. Prinoras.
ALIDAUS.

The MCSSCNEers have now gone, my prince! T}my
have sturted on their swiftest horses, and your father's
camp is so near at hand, that we can receivo a reply in a
fow hours.

PHILOTAS.

You are then very impatient, king, to embrace your son

once more ? .

ARIDIUS.

Will your father be less 8o to press you to his heart
again ? But let me enjoy your company, dearest prince !
The time will speed more quickly in it, and perhaps in
rther respeets it may also have gowd results, if we become
more intimately acquainted with each other. Often
already have loving children been tho mediators of their



124 LESSING'S DRAMATIC WORKS, [Scene VIL

angry fathers. Follow me therefore to my tent, where
the greatest of my generals await you! They burn with
the desire to see you, and offer you their admiration.

PHILOTAS.

Men must not admire a child, king! Leave me here,
therefore, I pray! Shame and vexation wonld make me
play a very foolish part. And as to your conversation
with me, I do not see at all what good could come of it.
I know nothing else, but that you and my father are
involved in war; and the right—the right, 1 think, is on
my father’s side. This I believe, king ! and will believe,
even thougheyou could prove the reverse indisputably.
I am a son and a soldier, and have no other opinion than
that of my father and my general.

ARIDAUS,
Prince! it shows a great intelligence thus to deny
one's intelligence. Yet 1 am sorry that I shall not ever
be able to justify myself beforo you. Accursed war!

PHILOTAS.
Yes, truly, an accursed war! And woe to him who
caused it.
ARIDAUS. Lo
Prince! prince! remember that it was your father who
first drew the sword. I do not wish to juin in your curses.
He was rash, he was too suspicious.

PHILOTAS,

Well, my father drew the first sword. But does the
conflagration only take its rise when the bright flame
already breaks through the roof? Where is the patient,
quiet creature, devoid of all feeling, which cannot bo em-
bittered through incessant irritations ? Consider—fur you
compel me to speak of things of which I have no right to
speaie—oonsider what a proud and wcornful answer you
sent him when he—but you shall not compel me; I will
not speak of it! Our guilt and our innocence are liable
to endless misinterpretations, endless excuses. Only to
the undeceived eye of the gods do we appear as we
are; they alone can judge us. But the gods, you know
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.it, king, speak their verdict through the sword of the
bravest. Let us therefore wait to hear their bloody
sentence. Why shall we turn in cowardico from this
highest of judgments to a lower? Are our arms already
80 weary that the pliant tongue must take their place?

ARIDXUS.
I hear with astonishment——

PIILOTAS.
Ah'! a woman, too, may be listened to with astonishment.

ARIDIUS, .

With astonishment, prince, and not without gricf.
Fate has destined you for the throme! To you it will
contide the welfare of a mighty and noble nation ; to yon !
What dreadful future reveals itself to me! You will
averwhelm your people with laurels—and with misery.
You will count more victories than happy subjects.  Well
for me, that my days will not reach into yours! But
wor to my son, to my honest son! You will scareely
allow him to lay aside his armour

. . PHRILOTAS,
Comfort ghe father, O king! I shall allow your son far
more '—fur more !
ARIDAUS.
Far more?  Explain yoursclf,

PHILOTAS.

Iave I spoken a riddle? O do not ask, king, that a
youth, such as Lam. shall always speak with caution and
design, 1 only winhed to say the fruit is often very
different from what the blossom promises.  An effeminate
prinee, history has taught me, had often proved a warlike
king. Could not the reverse oceur with me?  Or perhaps
the meaning of what 1 said was that I had still a long
and dangerons way to the throne. Who knows if the
gods will allow me to accomplish it?  And do not let me
accomplish it, father of gods and men, if in the future
thou scest in me a waster of the most precious gitt which
thou hast entrusted to me,—the blood of my subje ts!
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ARIDXUS.

Yes, prince; what is a king, if he be not a father?
What is & hero void of human love? Now I recognise
this also in you, and am your friend again! But come,
come; we must not remain alone here! We are too
serious for one another. Follow me! .

PHILOTAS,
Pardon, king—
ARIDATS.
Do not refuse!
PHILOTAS.

Thus, as I‘am, shall I show mysclf to many eyes ?

ARIDAUS.
Why not ?
PHILOTAS.
I cannot, king, I cannot!

ARIDAUS,
And the reason?
PHILOTAS.
O, the reason! It would make you laugh.

ARIDAUS. ¢
So much the better,—let me hear it! I am a human
being, and like to laugh and cry.
PHILOTAS.

Well, laugh then! See, king, I have no sword, and
should not like to appear amongst soldiers without this
mark of the soldier.

ARIDXUS,

My lau hin§ turns to joy! I have thought of that
beforehang, and your wish will be gratified at once. Strato
has the order to get your sword again for you.

PHILOTAS.
Let us then await him hero!

ARIDXUS. .
And then you will accompany me ?
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PHILOTAS,
Then I will follow you immediately.

ARIDXUS.
As we willed it! Therc he comes! Well, Strato!

Scexe VIIL
StraTO (with a sword in his hand), ARIDXUS, PHrLoTas.

STRATO, *

King! T came to the soldier who had taken the prince
and demanded the prinee’s sword from him in your name,
But hear how nobly the soldier refused!  “The king,” he
said, “must not take the sword from me! It is a good
sword, and 1 shall use it in his service. I must also keep
a remembrance of this deed. By the gods, it was none
of my least! The prince is a young demon.  But perhaps
you wish only the precious hilt ©” - And on this, before I
could prevent it, his strong hamd had broken oftf the hilt,
and throwing it contemptuonsly before my feet—* There
it is,” he eontinued,  what care 1 for your gold 2

ARIDIUS.
O Strato, make good for me what this man has done!!

STRATO.
I have done 80. And here is one of your swords!

ARIDXUS.
Give it mo! Will you accept it, prince, instead of
yours?
PHILOTAS.

Let me sce! Ia! (aside.) DBe thanked, ye gods! (eye-
ing it long and earnestly). A sword!

STRATO.
Huve I not chosen well, prince ?
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ARIDXUS. d .

What do you find in it so worthy of your doep atten-
tion ? '

PHILOTAS. ..

That it isa sword !—(recovering himself.) And a beantifu}
sword! I shall not lose anything by this exchanges A
sword !

ARIDAUS.

You tremble, prince!

PILLOTAS,

With joy! It seems, however, a trifle short for me.
But why short? A step ncarer to the enemy roplaces
what is wanting in the steel.  Beloved sword! What a
beautiful thing is a sword.- to play with and to wee! 1
have never played with anything clse.

ARIDAUS (o SirRATO),
O the wondrous ¢ mbination of ¢hild and hero!

PHILOTAS (as'de).
Beloved sword! (‘ould I but he alone with thec ' But,
oourage!
ARIDAUS,
Now gird on the sword, prince, and follow me!

FHILOTAS,

Directly! Yet one must not know one’s friend and one’s
sword only ontwardly (ke drairs it, and Siea10 steps between
him and the king).

STRATO.

T uuderstand tho stecl hetter than the workmanship,
Believe me, prince, the steel is goml.  The king has cleft
smore than onc helmet with it since his youth.

PHILOTAS.

I shall never grow so strong as that! But—Do notgtop
80 near, Strato !
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’ STRATO.
* Why not?
. PHILOTAS.

So) (springing back and swinging the sword through the
@ir). It has the right swing,

ARIDAUS.

Prince, spare your wounded arm! You will excite your-
self!
PHILOTAS.

Of what do you remind me, king? Of my misfortune—
no, of my shame! I was wounded and mdde prisoner.
Yes, but I shall never bo 8o again! By this my sword, 1
shall never be 8o again! No, my father, no! To-day a
wonder spares you the shameful ransum of your son; his
death may spare it you in the future !'— His certain death,
when he shall see himself surronnded again ! Surrounded
again? Iorrible! I am so! Iam surrounded! What
now? Companions! Friends! Brothers! Where are
vou? Al 1{cnd? Enemies everywhere! Through here,
Philotas! Ha! That is for you, rash fellow '—And that
for you !-— And that for you! (striking around him.)

*
* STRATO.

Trinot ! what ails you® Calm yourself (approaches
him.)
PHILOTAS (8lepping away from him).

You too, Strato? You too? O, foe, be generous! Kill
me! Do not make me captive! No, I do not deliver my-
self up! Were you all, who surround me, Stratos, yet I
will defond mysclf against yon all- -against a world will
I defend myself! Do your best, my foes! But you will
not? You will not kill me, eruel men? You only wish
to have me alive? 1 laugh at you! To tuke me prisoner
alive? Meo? Sooner shall this sword—this sword—shall
pieroo this breast—sooner—before—(he stabs himself.)

Ad! Strato!

VOL. L K

ARIDAUS.
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. *

¥ STRATO.
King!
PHILOTAS.
I wished it thus! (sinking back.)
ARIDXUS.

Hold him, Strato! Help! help for the prince! Prince,

what raving anguish——
PHILOTAS.

Forgive me, king! 1 have dealt you a more deadly
blow than myself! ~ I die, and soon will peaceful lands
enjoy the fruit of my death. Your son, king, is a prisoner,
and the son of my father is free!

ARIDAUS.
What do I hear?
STRATO.
Then it was your purpose, prince ? But as our prisoner,
you had no right over yourself!

PHILOTAS.

Do not say that, Strato! Should a man be able to
fetter another’s liberty to die, the liberty which the gods
have left in all vicissitudes of life ? '

<

STRATO.
O king! Terror has paralyzed him! King!

ARIDAUS.
Who calls me ?

STRATO.
King !

ARIDAUS,
Be silent!

. STRATO.

The war is over, king!

ARIDXUS.

Over? You lie, Strato! The war is not over, prince!
Die! yes, die! But carry with you this tormenting
thought! You believed, as a true ignorant boy, that
fathers were all of one and the same mould,—all of the®oft,
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effeminato nature of your father. They are not all dike
Rim! I am not so! What do I care about my son?
And do you think that he cannot die as well for his
father as you did fur yours? Let him die! Let his death
too spare me the disgraceful ransom! Strato, T am bereft
now, I poor man! You have a son;—heshall be miue.
For a son one must have! Happy Strato!

PHILOTAS,
Your son too lives still, king ! And will live! I hearit!

ARIDAUS.

Does he live still? Then 1 must have him®*back. Bat
you—die! I will have him hack, let what will come
of it. And in exchango for you! Or I will have such
disgrace and dishonvur shown to your body—I will
have it

PHILOTAS.

The dead body !—If you will revenge yourself, king,
awaken it again!

ARIDAUS.

Ah! What do I say?

L}
.. PHILOTAS.

[ pity you! Farewell, Strato! There, where all
virtuous fricnds and all brave men are members of one
blessed statc—in Elysium we shall mect agauin!  We also,
king, shall mceet again.

ARIDXUS,

And reconciled ! Prince!

PHILOTAS,

O then, ye gods, receive my triumphant soul ; and thou,

goddess of peuce, thy offering !
ARIDAUS.

Hear me, prince!

STRATO.

He dies! Am I traitor, king, if T weep over your
enefy? I cannot restrain myself. A wondrous youth !
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ARIDAUS,

Weep over him, weep! And I too! Come! I must
have my son again. But do not oppose me, if I pay too
high a ransom for him! In vain have we shed our
streams of blood, in vain have we conquered lands. There
he departs with our booty, the greater victor —Come!
Get me my son! And when I have him, I will no more
be king. Do ye believe, ye men, that one does not grow
weary of it? (Bxeunt.)
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EMILIA GALOTTL

ACT L.

SceExE I.—The Prince’s Cabinet.

The Prixce, scated at a desk, which is corered with papers.

PRINCE.

Complaints; nothing but complaints! DPetitions; no-
thing but petitions! Wretched employment!. And yet
we are envied! T be sure, if we could relieve every one,
we might indeed be envied. Emilia? (opening a petition,
and lookigg at the signaturc.) An Emilia? Yes—but an
Emilia Brfneschi—mnot Galotti. Not Emilia Galotti.
What does she want, this Emilia Druneschi? (Reads) She
asks mnch—too much. DBut her name is Emilia. It is
granted (signs the paper, and rings).

Enter @ SERVANT.
PRINCE.
Aro any of the Councillors in the antechamber?
SERVANT. e
No, your Highness.
PRINCE.

I have begun the day too early. The morning is so
beautiful, I will take a drive. %"he Marquis Marinelli
shall accompany me. Lethim be called.  (Bzit SERVANT.)
I can attend to nothing more. I was so happy—delight-
ful thought! so happy—when all at once this wretcaed
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Bergneschl must be named Emilia. Now all my peace is
il
Re-enter the SERVART, bringing a note.
SERVANT.
TheMarquis has been sent for; and here is a letter from
the Countess Orsina.

PRINCE.
The Countess Orsina? Put it down.
.
SERVANT.
Her courier waits.
PRINCE.

I will send an answer if necessary. Where is she, in
town, or at her villa?
SERVANT.

She arrived in town yesterday.
PRINCE.

So much the worse—the better, I mean. There is less
reason for the messenger to wait. (Ezit SErvant.) My
dear Countess! (with sarcasm, as he takes up the leiter) as

ood as read (throwing it down again). Well, well, I fancied
f loved her—one may fancy anything. It may be that I
really did love her. But—I did.
Re-enter SERVANT.
SERVANT.
The painter Conti requests the honour——
PRINCE.

Conti? Good! admit him. That will change the
current of my thoughts (rising).

« Scexe II.

Conti, The PRINCE.
PRINCE.
Good morning, Conti. How goes it with you? How

does art thrive?
CONTI.

Axt is starving, Prince,
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PRINCE.

~ That must not—shall not be, within the limits of my

small dominions. But the artist must be willing to work.

CONTI.

Work! that is his happiness. But too much work may

ruin his claim to the title of artist.
PRINCE.

I do not mean that his works should be many, but hi
labour much: a little, but well done. But you do no
come empty-handed, Conti?

CONTL o

I have brought the portrait which your Highness
ordered ; and another which you did not order; but as it
is worthy of inspection

PRINCE.
That one, is it? And yet I do not well remember——
CONTL
The Countess Orsina.
PRINCE.

True. The commission, however, was given rather

long ago, .
o CONTI.

Our beauties are not cvery day at the artist’s command.
In three months, the Countess could only make up her
mind to sit once.

PRINCE.
Where are the pictures?
CONTIL.
In the antechamber. I will fetch them (ewit).

Scexe IIL
PRINCE.

Her portrait! Let it come; it is not herself. But per-
haps I may see in the picture what I can no longer find in
her person. But I have no wish to make such a discovery.
The importunate painter! I almost believe that she has
bribed him. But even were it so, if another picture
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which is pourtrayed in brighter colours and on a different
canvas, could be obliterated to make room for her once
more in my heart, I really think that I should be content.
When I loved the Countess, I was ever gay, sprightly,
and cheerful; now I am the reverse. But no, no, no;
happy or unhappy, it is better as it is.

Scene IV.

Prince, CoNTI, with the portraits ; he places one with the
Jace reversed against a chair, and prepares lo show the other.

CONTI. .

1 beg your Highness will bear in mind the limits of our
art ; much of the highest perfection of beauty lies altogether
beyond its limits. Look at it in this position.

PRINCE (after a bricf inspection).

Excellent! Conti, most excellent! It does credit to
your taste,—to your skill. But flattered, Conti—quite,
infinitely flattered !

COXNTI.

The original did not seem to be of your opinion. But, in
truth, she is not more flattered than art is bound to flatter.
It is the province of art to paint as plastic sature—if there
is such a thing—intended her original design, without
the defects which the unmanageable materials render in-
evitable, and free from the ravages which result from a
conflict with time.

PRINCE.

The intelligent artist has therefore double merit. But

the original, you say, notwithstanding all this——
CONTI.

Pardon me, Prince! The original is a person who
commands my respect. 1 did notintend to insinuate any-
thing to her disadvantage.

PRINCE.
As much as you please. But what said the original ?
CONTL

« ] am satisfied,” said the Countess, “if I am not plainer.”
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PRINCE.
Not plainer! The original herself!
CONTL

And she uttered this with an expression of which the

portrait affurds no trace, no idea.
PRINCE.

That is just what I meant; thercin lies your infinite
flattery.  Oh! 1 know well her proud, contemptuous look,
which wonld disfigure the face of one of the Graces. I
do not deny that a handsome mouth set off with a slight
curl of scorn, sometimes acquires therehy additional
beauty. But, observe, it must be only ali:»;})xt; the look
must not amount to grimace, as it dovs with this Countess.
The cyes, too, mmst keep control aver the disdainfal
charmer ; eyes which the worthy Countess decidedly does
not posscss. You du not even give them to her in the
picture.

CONTI.
Your Highness, I am perfeetly amazed.
. PRINCE.

And wherefore? All that conld be achieved by the re-
sonrces ef art out of the great prominent staring Medusa
ayex of thd Countess, you have honourally accomplished.
Honourably, I say, but less honourably would have been
more honest; for tell me yourself, Conti, is the character
of the individual expressed by this picture? yet it should
be. You have converted pride into dignity, disdain intoa
smile, and the gloom of discoutent into soft melancholy.

CONTI (somewhat vexed).

Ah! Prince, we painters expect that a portrait when
finished will find the lover as warm as when he ordered
it. We paint with eyes of love, And the eyoes of love alone
must judgo our works.

PRINCE.

"Tis true, Conti; but why did you not bring it a month

sooner? Lay it aside. What is the other?

CONTI (taking it up and holding it still reversed).
It is also a female portrait.
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PRINCE.

Then I had almost rather not see it; for the ideal
depioted here (pointing to his forehead), or rather here glay-
ing his hand upon his heart), it cannot equal. I should like,
Conti, to admire your art in other subjects.

CONTI.

There may be more admirable examples of art, but a

more admirable subject than this cannot exist.
PRINCE.

Then I'll lay a wager, Conti, that it is the portrait of the
artist’s own mjstress. (CoNTI furns the picture.) What do
I see? Your work, Conti, or the work of my fancy?
Emilia Galotti!

CONTI.
How, Prince! do you know this angel ?

PRINCE (endeavouring to compose himself, but unable to remove
his eyes from the picture).

A little; just enough to recognise her. A fow wecks
ago I met her with her mother at an assembly; since
then I have only seen her in sacred places, where staring
is unseemly. know her father also; he is not my
friend. He it was who most violently apposed .ny pre-
tensions to Sabionetta. He is a veteran, proud and
unpolished, but upright and brave.

CONTI.
You speak of the father, this is the daughter.

PRINCE.

By Heavens! you must have stolen the resemblance
from her mirror (with his eyes still rivetted on the picture).
Oh, you well know, Conti, that we praise the artist most
when we forget his merits in his works.

CONTI.

Yet I am extremely dissatisfied with this portrait, and
nevertheless I am satisfied with being dissatisfied with
myself. Alas! that we cannot paint directly with our
eyes!" On the long journey from the eye through the
arm to the pencil, how much is lost! But, as I have
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already said, though I know what is lost, and how and
swhy it is lost, I am as proud and prouder of this loss than
of what I have preserved. For by the former I perceive
more than by the latter, that I am a good painter, though
my hand is not always so. Or do you hold, Prince, that
Raffaelle would not have been the greatest of all artists
even had he unfortunately been born without hands?

PRINCE (furning his eyes a moment from the picture).
What do you say, Conti? What was your enquiry ?
CONTI.

Oh, nothing—nothing; mere idle observations! Your
soul, I observe, was wholly in your eyess 1 like such
souls and such eyes.

PRINCE (affecting coldness).

And so, Conti, you really consider Emilia Galotti

amongst the first beauties of our city.
CONTI.

Amongst them? Amongst the first? Thefirst of our
city? You jest, Prince, or your eyesight must have been
all this time ax insensible as your hearing,

PRINCE.

Dear Conti {again firing his eyes on the picture), how can
we uuinitiited trust our eyes? ~In fact, none but an artist
can judge of beauty.

CONTI.

And must tho feeling of every person wait for the
decision of a painter? To a cloister with him who would
learn from us what is beautiful! But this much I must
own to you, as a painter, Prince. It is one of the greatest
delights of any life that Emilia Galotti has sat to me.
This head, this countenance, this forchead, these eyes,
this nose, this mouth, this chia, this neck, this bosom,
this shape, this wholo form, are from the present time
forward my only model of female beauty. The original
pioture for which she sat, is in the possession of her
absent father. But this copy—

PRINCE (furning to him quickly).
‘Well, Conti—is not surely bespoke alrcady ?
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CONTI.
Is for you, Prince, if it affords you any pleasure. .
PRINCE.

Pleasure! (smiling.) How can I do better than make
your model of female beauty my own? There, take back
that other portrait, and order a frame for it.

CONTI.

Good.

PRINCE.

As rich and splendid as the carver can possibly make
it. It shall be placed in the gallery. But this must
remain here.e A study need not be treated with so much
ceremony ; one does not hang it up for display. It should
always be at hand. I thank you, Conti, cordially. And
as I said before, the arts shall never starve in my
dominions, as long as I have bread. Send to my trea-
surer, Conti, and let him pay your own price for both
pictures; as much as you please, Conti.

CONTI.

I must begin to fear, Prince, that you mean to reward

me for something else besides my art?
PRINCE. .

Oh the jealousy of an artist! No, no! But rémember,

Conti, as much as you please. (Exit ConT1.)

Scexe V.
The PrINcE.
PRINCE.

Yes, as much as he pleases. (Turning fo the }{n‘cture.)
Thou art mine, too cheap at any price. Oh, thou
enoha.ntl‘x:]f work of artt Do I then possess thee? But
who shall possess thyself, thou still more beautiful
masterpiece of nature? Claim what you will, honest old
mother; ask what you will, morose old father. Demand
any price. Yet, dear enchantress, I should be far more
happy to buy thee from thyself! This eye! how full of
love and modesty! This mouth! when it speaks, when it
smiles! This mouth!—Some one comes.—I am still too



Soexe VI.) EMILIA GALOTTI. 143

jealous of thee. (Turning the picture to the wall.) It is
arinelli. I wish I had not sent for him! What &

morning might I have had!

Scexe VI

MarixeLLy, The PrINCE.
MARINELLI.
Your Highness will pardon me; I was not prepared for

80 carly & summons.
PRINCE.

I felt an inclination to drive out, the morning was so
fine. But now it is almost over, and my inclination has
subsided. (After a short pause). Any news, Marinelli?

MARINELLL

Nothing of importance that I know. The Countess

Orsina arrived in town yesterday.
PRINCE.

Yes, here lies her morning salutation (pointing to the
letter), or whatever it may be. 1 am not inquisitive about
it. Tlave you scen her?

. MARINELLL

Am I nod unfortunately her confidant? But if ever I
am 8o again with a lady who takes it into her head to
love you desperately, Irince, may I

PRINCE.

No rash vows, Marinelli.

MARINELLL

Indeed, Prince! Js it possible? The Countess, then,

is not so utterly mistaken.
PRINCE.

Quite mistaken, certainly. My approaching union with
the Princess of Mussa compels me in the first place to
break off all such connections.

MARINELLL.

If that were all, the Countess would doubtless know as
well how to submit to her fate, as the Prince to his.
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PRINCE. "
* My fate is harder far than hers. My heart is sacrificed
to a miserable political consideration. She has but to take
back hers, and need not bestow it against her inclination.
MARINELLI.

Take it back! * Why take it back,” asks the Countess,

for a wife, whom policy and not love attaches to the

ince?” With a wife of that kind the mistress may
still hold her place. It is not, therefore, for a wife that
-she dreads being sacrificed, but——
PRINCE.
Perhaps amother mistress. What then? would you
e a crime of that, Marinelli?
MARINELLI,

1, Prince? Oh, confound me not with the foolish woman
whose cause I advocate—from pity! For yesterday I own
she greatly moved me. She wished not to mention her
attachment to you, and strove to appear cold and tranquil.
But in the midst of the most indifferent topics, some
expression, some allusion, escaped her, which betrayed
her tortured heart. With the most cheerful demeanour
she said the most melancholy things, and on the other
hand uttered the most laughable jests with an a’r of deep
distress. She has taken to books for refuge, which I fear
will be her ruin,

PRINCE.

Yes, for books gave the first blow to her poor under-
standing. And, Marinelli, you will scarcely employ for
the purpose of renewing my attachment, that which was
the chief cause of our separation. If love renders her
foolish, she would sooner or later have become so, even
without such influence. But enough of her! To some-
thing else. Is there nothing new in town?

‘ MARINELLL

Next to nothing; for that Count Appiani will be
married to-day is little better than nothing.

PRINCE. .
Count Appiani! To whom? I have not heard that he

is engaged.
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. MARINELLIL .

The affair has been kept a profound secret. And
indeed, there was not much to create a semsation. You
will smile, Prince; but it ever happens so with senti-
mental youths! Love always {Iluys the worst of tricks.
A girl without fortune or rank has managed to catch him
in her snares, withont any trouble, but with a little
display of virtue, sensibility, wit, and so forth.

PRINCE.

The man who can wholly resign himself to the impres-
sions which innocence and heauty make upon him is, in
my opinion, rather to be envied than derided.® And what
is the name of the happy fair one? For though I well
know, Marinelli, that you and Appiani dislike cach other,
he is nevertheless a very worthy young man, a handsome
man, a rich man, and an honourable man. I should like
to be able to attach him to myself.

MARINELLI.

If it be not too late; for, as far as I can learn, it is not
his intention to scek his fortune at court. He will retire
with his spouse to his native valleys of Piedmont, and
indulge himself in hunting chamois or training marmots
upon the Zlpg. What can he do better? Here his prospects
are blighted by the connection he has formed. The first
circles are closed against him.

PRINCE.

Tho first circles! What are they worth, mere resorts
of ceremony, restraint, ennui, and poverty? But how call
you tho fair being who is the cause of all these wondrous
sacrifices ?

MARINELLL
A certain—Emilia Galotti? *
PRINCE.
What! Marinelli! a certain—
MARINELLIL
Emilia Calotti.
PRINCE.

Emilia Galotti? Never |—
VoL 1.
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,  MARINELLI,

Assuredly, your Highness.

PRINCE.

But no,I say. Itis not,and it cannot be! You mistake
the name. The family of Galotti is numerous. It may
be a Galotti, but not Emilia Galotti!

' MARINELLL

Emilia—Emilia Galotti.

PRINCE.

There musy; be another who hears the same names. You
said, however, a certain Emilia Galotti,—a certain one.
Of the real Emilia, none but a fool could so speak.

MARINELLI.
Your Highness is excited. Do you know this Emilia?
PRINCE.

It is my place to question, not yours, Marinelli. Is she
the daughter of Colonel Galotti, who resides at Sabionetta ?

MARINELLL
The same.
PRINCE. : .
‘Who lives here in Guastalla with her mothur.
MARINELLL
The same.
PRINCE.
Near the church of All-Saints.
MARINELLL.
The same.
PRINCE.

In a word (twrning hostily to the porirait, and giving it to
MariNELLL)—there! i8 it this Emilia Galotti? Pronounce
again those damning words, “the same,” and plunge a

dagger in my heart.

The same.

MARINELLI.

PRINCE. _
Traitor! This? this Emilia Galotti—will to-day !
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. MARINELLL  »

The Countess Appiani. (The PRINCE seizes the portrait
Jrom the hands of MARINELLI, and flings it aside.)—The mar-
riage will be celebrated privately at her father’s villy, in
Sabionetta. About noon the mother and daughter, the
Count, and perhapsa few friends, will leave town together.

PRINCE (throwing himself in a state of desperation into a chair).

Then I am lost, and care no more for life.

MARINELLI.

What thus affects your Highness?

PRINCE (starting towards him again}.

Traitor! what affccts me thus? Yes, in truth, I love
her! 1 adore her! You may, perhaps, know it, may even
long have known it; all of yon who desire that T should
wear for ever the ignominious fetters of the proud Orsina.
That you, Marinelli, who have so often assured me of your
sincere friendship—bitt a Prince has no friend, can have
no friend—that you should act so treacherously, so deceit-
fully, as to conceal till this moment the peril which
threatened my love.—Ob, if ever 1 forgive you this, let no
sin of mine be pardoned !

® MARINELLI.

I could scarcely find words, Prince, to cxpress my as-
tonishment—even it you gave me the opportunity. You
love Emilia Galotti? Hear, then, my oath in reply to yours.
If I have ever known or suspected this attachment in the
slightest degrec, may the angels and saints abandon me!
I repeat the same imprecation for Orsina. Her suspicions
were directed to a wholly different quarter.

PRINCE.

Pardon me, then, Marinclli (throing himself into his arms),
and pity me.

MARINELLI.

Well, yes, Prince. There sce the consequence of your
reserve. ‘A prince hasno friends.” Andwhy? Because
he will have none. To-day you honour us with your
confidence, entrust to us your most secret wishes, open
your whole soul to us—and to-morrow we are as perfect

L2
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strangers to you, ag if you had never exchanged a word
with us.
PRINCE. .
Alas, Marinelli, how could I entrust a secret to you which

T would scarcely confess to myself?
MARINELLL

And, which you have, therefore, of course, not confessed

to the author of your uncasiness?
PRINCE.

To her!—All my endeavours have been fruitless to

speak with l«r a second time.
MARINELLL

And the first time—

PRINCE.

I spoke to her ;—Oh, my brain is turned, and must I
continue this conversation longer?_ You bchold me at the
mercy of the waves, and why ire how all this has
happened? Save me if you can, Wd then guestion me.

MARINELLIL *

Save you! Is there much to save? What your High-
ness has not confessed to Emilia Galotti, you will confess
to the Countess Appiani. Goods which cannot.be obtained
in their primitive perfection, must be bought at second
hand, and are often, on that account, bought at a cheaper
rate.

PRINCE.

Be scrious, Marinelli, or——

MARINELLL
To be sure, such articles are gencrally so much the
worse——
* PRINCE.
For shame, Marinelli.
MARINELLI. :
And the Count intends to leave this country too.
‘Well, we must devise some scheme——
PRINCE.
And what scheme? My best and dearest Marinelli,
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contrive something for me. What would you do, were
You in my situation?
. MARINELLL

Above all things, I should regard a trifle as a trifle—
and say to mysclf that 1 would not be what I am for
nothing—your Highness!

PRINCE.

Delude me not with a power of which I can, on this
occasion, make no use. To-day, said you?—This very
day?

MARINELLL

To-day it is to take place ;—but it is only hings which
Jave taken place that cannot be recalled.  (After a short
paure.) Prince, will you let me act as I please? Will
you approve all I do?

PRINCE.
Anything, Marinelli, which can avert this blow.

JARINELLI.

Then let us lose noj Youmust not remain in town,
but go to your pulace™®: Dosalo. The road to Sabionetta
passes it.  Should 1 not succeed in removing the Count, I
think— ycs, yes,.he will be canght in that snare without
doubt. Yoy wish to send an ambassador to Massa respect-
ing your marriage. Let the Count be ambassador, and
order him to depart this very day.

PRINCE.
Excellent !— Bring him to my palace.—Haste, haste | —
I will leave town instantly. (Exit MARINELLL)
Scene VIL

.
PRINCE.

Instantly, instantly. Where is it? (Turns to the
porirait) On the ground! That was too bad. (Takes it
up) But look! And yet I will look at thee no more
now. Why should I plunge the arrow decper into the
wound? (Lays it on the table). 1 havo suffored and sighed
long enough—longer than I ought, but done nothing, and
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my listless inactivity had nearly ruined all.—And may
not all yet be lost? May not Marinelli fail? Why should
I rely on him alone?—It occurs to me that at this hour
(lovks_at Lis watch) at this very hour, the pious girl daily
attends mass at the church of the Dominicans. How, if
1 attempted to address her there? But to-day—the day
of her marriage—her heart will be occupied with other
things than mass. Yet, who knows?—’tis but a step—
(rings, and whilst he hastily arranges the papers on the table)—

Enter SERVANT.
My carriage !=—Have none of the council arrived ?

SERVANT.
Jamillo Rota waits withont.
PRINCE.

Admithim. (EwizServanT). But he must not attempt
to detain me long. Not now—another time, I will attend
to his scrupulous investigations——There was a peti-
tion of one Emilia Bruneschi—here it is—but, good
Bruneschi, if your intercessor——

Scexe VIIL.
Enter CaviLLo RoTA. '

Come, Rota, come. There lie the papers which I have
opened this morning—not very consoling—you will sec
what is to be done. Take them with you.

CAMILLO.
T will attend to them.
PRINCE.

Here 18 a petition from one Emilia Galot—I mean
Bruneschi. I have already signed my consent to it—but
yot tho request is no trifle. You may defer the execution
of it—or not—as you please.

CAMILLO.

Not as I please, your Highness.

. PRINCE.
‘What more is there—anything to sign?
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CAMILLO.
* Sentence of death for your Highness’s signature.
PRINCE.
With all my heart!—Where is it? Quick!
CAMILLO (starts and gazes at the PRINCE).
I said a death-warrant.
PRINCE.
I understood you plain enough. It might have been
done by this. I am in haste.
caMiLLo (looking at kis papers).

I really belicve I have not brought ite I beg your
Highness's forgiveness. It can be deferred till to-morrow.
PRINCE.

Be it so. Just collect these papers together. I must
away. The rest to-morrow, Rota.
caMILLO (shaking his head, as he collects the papers).

“With all my heart!”—A death-warrant, with all my
heart! I would not have let him sign at such & moment,
had tho criminal murdered my own son.—** With all my
heart!” ¢ \With all my heart "—The cruel words pierce
my verysoul. (Exit.)

ACT 11
SceNE I.—A room in GALOTTI’S house.

Craupia Gavorti, Pinrko.

cLadbia.
Who dismounted just now in the court-yard ?
PIRRO.
My master, madam.
CLAUDIA.
My husband? Is it possible?
PIRRO.

Here he comes.
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CLAUDIA.
So unexpectedly ? (hastens towards him). My dearcst
lord! K&

Scene IL

OnoARDO, and the foregoing.

ODOARDO.

Good morning, my love. Does not my arrival surprise
you?

CLAUDIA.

Most agreeably. But is it intended as no more than a
surpriso?

‘ ODOARDO.

No more. Bo not alarmed. The happiness of to-day
awakened me early. The morning was so fine, and the ride
80 short, I fancied you would be so busy here to-day, and
thought you might perhaps forget something: ina word, I
am come to see you, and shall return immediately. Where
is Emilia? Occupied with her dress, 1 have no doubt?

CLAUDIA,

With her soul. She is gone to hear mass. “I have
noed,” she said, * to-day more than at any other time to
im];{lorc a blessing from above;” then leaving all else she
took her veil, and disappcared.

ODOARDO.
Alone!
CLAUDIA.
It is but a few steps——
ODOARDO.
One incautious step often leads to mischief.
cLAbDIA.

Be not angry; but come in and rest a moment, and, if
you please, take some reireshment.

ODOARDO.
Well, well, as you like. Dut she ought not to have
gone alone,
CLAUDIA.
Stay here, Pirro, in the antechamber, and excuse me to
all visitors. (Eweunt OpoArDO and CLAUDIA.)
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Scexe III. ‘
TirRo, and afterwards ANGEED,

PIRRO.

All inquisitive visitors. How I have heen questioned !
Who comes here? (Enter AXGELo, in a short mantle, with
which he conceals his face.)

ANGELO.
Pirro! Pirro!
PIRRO.
An acquaintance, it seems. (ANGELO throws back the
mantle). Ileavens! Angelo. You! .
ANGELO.

Yes, Angelo, as you perceive. I have been wandering
long enough round the house, in order to speak to you.
One word with you

PIRRO.
And darc you again appearin public? Don’t you know
that, in consequence of your last inurder, you are declared
an outlaw, a price has been put upon your head ?

ANGELO.
You dgn’t intend to claim it, I presume?
e PIRRO.

What do you want? Iimplore yon not to involve me
in misfortune.
ANGELO.
In this way, youmean? (Showing a purse). Take it; it
belongs to you.
PIRRO.
To me? '
ANGELO.
Have you forgotten? The German gentleman, your
last master——

Hush!

PIRRO.

ANGELO.

——Whom you led into our clutches on the road to
Pisg—
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PIRRO.
If any one should overhear us!

ANGELO.
-Had the kindness, you know, to bequeath us a valu-
‘ablering., Do you not remember? It was so valuable that
we could not immediately convert it into money without
suspicion. At length, however, I succeeded. I received a
hundred pistoles for it, and this is your share. Take it.
PIRRO.
No, no! You may keep it.

. ANGELO.

Well, with all my heart! If you don’t care at what
price you put your head in the market.

PIRRO,

Givo it me, then (fakes it). Andnow, what doyou want?
for I suppose you did not come in search of me merely for
that purpose.

ANGELO.

It secms to you not very credible. Rascal! what do
you think of us? That we are capable of withholding
any man’s carnings? That may be the way with honest
people; but we don’t follow their fashions. Iarewell!
(Affects to be_going, but turns at the door). One question I
must ask. Old Galotti has just come hurriedly into town
quite alone. What does he want?

PIRRO.

Nothing, merely a ride. His daughter is to be married
this evening, at his country house, whence he has come to
Count Appiani. He awaits the moment with impatience.

ANGELO.

Then he will return seon ?

PIRRO.
So soon, that if you remain any longer he will discover
%ou. But you surely have no thoughts of attacking him.
ake care. He is a man—
ANGELO.
Don’t I know him? Have I not served under him in
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thoe army; but nevertheless if one could only get much
from him! At what time do the young people follow
him ?

PIRRO.
Towards noon.
ANGELO.
With many attendants?
PIRRO.

A singlo carriage will contain the party—the mother,
the daughter, and the count. A fow friends from Sabionetta
attend as witnesscs.

ANGELO, .

And the sorvants?

PIRRO.

Only two besides mysclf. 1 shall ride bofore.

ANGELO,
Good. Another question. Is the carriage Galotti’s or
the Count’s ?
PIRRO.
The Count’s.
ANGELO.
That is unlueky: There is another outrider, besides a
courageotis driver. Howcever—

PIRRO.

I am amazed. What do you intend? The few orna-
ments which tho bride has will scarccly reward your
trouble.

ANGELO.
Then the bride herself shall be the reward.

PIKRO.
And you mean that I should bé your accomplice in this
crime?
ANGELO.
You ride before! Then ride, ride, and take no trouble
about the matter.
PIRRO.
Never!
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ANGELO.

What ?—I believe the follow means to play the consa-
entious—you rascal! I think you know me. If you
utter a syllable—if every circumstance be notas you have
describet{ it—

PIRRO.

But, Angelo, for Heaven's sake——
ANGELO.

Do what you cannot avoid. (Ezit.)
PIRRO.

Ha! let the devil hold thee by a single hair, and thou
art his for ever! Wretch that I am!

Scexe IV.
Onoarno and Craunia Gavorri, Pirro.
ODOARDO.
She stays too long.
CLAUDIA.

One moment more, Odoardo. It would distress her to
miss seeing you.

ODOARDO. . .

I must wait upon the Count, too. How eairer am I to
call this worthy man my son! His conduct enchants me,
and, above everything, his resolution to pass his days in
his native valleys.

CLAUDIA.

My heart almost breaks when I think of it. Must we

80 entirely lose our dear and only child !

ODOARDO.

Can you think you hgve lost her, when you know she
is in gxe arms of an affectionate husband? Does not
her happiness make your delight? You almost make me
again suspect that your motive for remaining with her in
town, far from an affectionate husband and father, was the
bustle and the dissipation of the world, and proximity of
the court, rather than the necessity of giving our daughter
a proper education. .
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CLAUDIA.

* How unjust, Odoardo! But to-day, I may be allowed
to speak somewhat in favour of town and court, though
both are so hateful to your strict virtue ; for here alone
could love have united a couple formed for each other;
here alone could the Count have found our Emilia, and he
has found her.

ODOARDO.

That T allow. But were you right, good Claudia,
because the result has been fortunate? It is well that
this court education has ended so happily. Let us not
affect to be wise, when we have only been fgrtunate. 1t
is well that it has cended so happily. They who were
destined for each other have found each other. Now let
them go where peace and innocence invite them. Why
should the Count remain here? o cringe—to fawn—to
flatter—to supplant the Marinellis—to make a fortune
which he does not want—to obtain a dignity, which he
does not value ?—DPirro!

Sir!

PIRRO.

ODOARDO.

Lead my horee to the Count’s door. T'll follow yon
anon, and mount it there. (Ezit Pirro).—Why should
the Count serve aere, when he may command elsewhere ?
Besides, you do not consider, Claudia, that, by his union
with my daughter, he is utterly ruined with the Prince?
The Prince hates me——

CLAUDIA.
Less, perhaps, than you fear.

ODOARDO.
Fear! Should I fear anythingso contemptible?

CLAUDIA.
Why, have I not already told you that the Prince has scen
our daughter ?
ODOARDO,
The Prince! Where?
CLAUDIA.
At the last assembly of the Chancellor Grimaldi, which
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he honoured with his presence. He conducted himself so
graciously towards her—
ODOARDO.
Graciously ?
CLAUDIA.
Yes. He conversed with her for some time.
ODOARDO.
Conversed with her?
CLAUDIA.
Appeared to be so delighted with her cheerfulness and
good sense——

Delighted ?

ODOARDO.

CLAUDIA.
Spoke of her elegance and beauty, in terms of such
admiration——
ODOARDO.
Admiration? And all this you relate to me in a tone of
rapture. Oh, Claudia! vain, foolish mother!

CLAUDIA.

Why so?

ODOARDO.

Well, well. This, too, has ended happily.~~Ha! when
I think—— That were exactly the point where a wound
would be to me most deadly.—A libertine, who admires,
and seduces—— Claudia! Claudia! The very thought

rouses my fury. You ought to have mentioned this to
me immediately.—But to-day I would not willingly say
anything to vex you. And I should (asshe takes him by the
hand), were 1 to stay longer. Therefore, let me begone.
God be with you, Claudia ; follow me in safety. (Eait.)

Scene V.
Craupia GALOTTI.

CLAUDIA.

What a man! What rigid virtue—if virtue that should
be called, to which everything seems suspicious and cul-
pable. If this be a knowledge of mankind, who would
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not wish to remain in ignorance? Why does Emilia stay
80 long ?——He dislikes tho father—consequently, if he
admire the daughter, he must mean to bring disgrace upon
him!

Scene VI.

Eminia and Craunia GALOTTI.

Eminia (rushing in, much alarmed.)

Heaven be praised! I am now in safety. Or has he
even followed mo hither? (Throwing back der veil and
espying her mother). Has he, my mother, has he?—No,
thank Heaven.

CLAUDIA.
What has happened to you, my daughter?
EMILIA.
Nothing—nothing.
CLAUDIA.

And yet you look wildly round, and tremble in every
Limb!

. EMILIA.

What Magoe I had to hecar?—And where have I been
forced to hear it?

CLAUDIA.

I thought you wereat church.

EMILIA.

I was. But what are churches and altars to'the vicious?

—Oh, my mother! (Throws herself into CLAUDIA'S arms.)
CLAUDIA.

Speak, my daughter, and remove my fears. What evil

can have happened to you in so holy a place?
EMILIA.

Never should my devotion have been more fervent and

sincere than on this day. Never was it less what it ought

to have been.
CLAUDIA.

Emilia we are all human. The faculty of praying fer-
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v
.

vently is not always in our power; but, in the eye of
Heaven, the wish to pray is accepted as prayer.

EMILIA.
And our wish to sin as sin.

CLAUDIA.
That my Emilia never wished.

EMILIA.

No, my mother. The grace of Heaven has preserved
me from falling so low. But, alas! that the vice of others
should render us accomplices in vice against our will!

CLAUDIA.
Compose yourself.—Collect your thoughts as well as you
can. Tell me at once what has happened to you.

EMILIA.

I had just sunk upon my knees, further from the altar
than usnal—for I arrived too late. I had just begun to
raise my thoughts towards Heaven—when some person
placed himself behind me—so close hehind me! I could
neither move forwards nor aside, however much T desired
it, in my fear lest the devotion of my neighbour might inter-
rupt my prayers. Devotion was the worst thi:zg which
I suspected. Butit wasnot long before I heard a deep sigh
close to my ear, and not the name of a saint—mno—the name
—do not be angry, dear mother —the name of your daugh-
ter.—My own name! Oh, that a peal of thunder had at
that moment made me deaf to the rest. The voice spoke
of beauty and of love—complained that this day, which
crowned my happiness (if such should prove the case)
scaled his misery for ever. He conjured me—all this I
was obliged to hear, but I did not look round. I wished
to seem as if I was not listening. 'What more could I do?
Nothing but pray that my guardian angel would strike me
with deafness—even with eternal deafness. This was m

rayer—the only prayer which I could utter. At 1eng1l
it was time to rise ; the service came toan end. I trembled
at the idea of being obliged to turn round—trembled at the
*idea of beholding him whose impiety had so much shocked
me—and when I turned—when I beheld him——
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CLAUDIA, ’
» Whom, my daughter ?
EMILIA.
Guess, dear mother, guess: I thought I should have
sunk into the earth. Himself!

CLAUDIA,
‘Whom do you mean ?

EMILIA.
The Prince !

CLAUDIA.

The Prince! Blest be your father's impatience! He
was here just now, and would not stay till you returned.

EMILIA.
My father hero—and not stay till I returned !

CLAUDIA.

If, in the midst of your confusion, you had told him
too.

EMILIA.

Well, dear mother—could he have found anything in

my conduct deserving of censure ?
. CLAUDIA.

No—as’lijtle as in mine. And yet, yet—you do not
know your father. When enraged, he would have mis-
taken the innocent for the guilty-—in his anger he would
have fancied me the cause of what I could neither prevent
nor foresee. But proceed, my daughter, proceed. When
you recognised the Prince, I trust that you were sufficiently
composed to convince him by your looks, of the contempt
which he deserved.

EMILIA.
That I was not. After the glange by which I recognised
him, I had not courage to cast a second. I fled.
‘ CLAUDIA.
And the Prince followed you ?
EMILIA,

I did not know it till I had reached the porch, where I
felt my hand seized—by him. Shame compelled me to

VOL. L M
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stop; as an effort to extricate myself would have attracted
the attention of every ome who was passing. This was
the only reflection of which I was capable, or which I at
present remember. e spoke, and I replied —but what he
said, or what I replied, I know not.—Should I recollect it,
my dear mother, you shall hear it. At present I remember
nothing further. My scnses had forsaken me.—In vain
do I endeavour to recollect how I got away from him, and
escaped from the porch. I found myself in the street—I
heard his steps behind me—1 heard him follow me into
the house, and pursue me up the stairs—

( CLAUDIA.

Fear has its peculiar faculty, my daughter. Never
shall T forget t}xe look with which you rushed into
this room!—No. He dared not follow you so far.—
Heavens! had your father known this I—Tlow angry was
he when I merely told him that the Prince had lately
beheld you with admiration! Be at ease, however, my
dear girl. Fancy what has happened to be a mere dream.
The result will be less, even, than a dream. You will be
assured to-day from all similar desigus.

EMILIA.

No, mother! The Count must know it—to him I must

rolate it. !
CLAUDIA,

Not for the world. Wherefore? Why? Do you wish
to make him uneasy without a cause? And granting
that he may not become so at present—know, my child,
the poison which does not operate immediately, is not on
that account less dangerous. That which has no effect
upon the lover, may produce a serious one upon the
husband. The lover might even be flattered at winning
the prize from so great % rival; but when he has won it—
alas, my dear Emilia, the lover often becomes quite another
being. Heaven preserve you from such experience !

EMILIA.
You know, dear mother, how willingly I ever submit to

your superior judgment. But should he learn from another
that the Prince spoke to me to-day, would not my silence
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sooner or later increase his uneasiness ?—1 think it \wuld
Be better not to conceal anything from him.

CLAUDIA.

Weakness—a fond weakness. No, on ne account, my
daughter! Tell him nothing. Let him observe nothing.
EMILIA.

I submit. I have mno will, dear mother, opposed to
rours.  Ah! (sighing deeply), 1 shall soon he well again.
%Vhat a silly, timid thing I am! am T not, muthcr'.' I
might have conducted myself otherwise, and should.
perhaps, have compromised myself just a litge.

CLAUDIA.

I would not say this, my daughter, till your own gond
sense had spoken, which I was sure would be as soom as
your alarm was at an cud.  The Priuce is a gallant.  You
are toolittle used to the unmeaning language of gallantry.
In your mind a civility becomes an emotion—a compliment.
a declaration—an idea, a wish—a wish,a design. A mere
nothing, in this language, sounds like everything, while
everything is in reality nothing.

EMILIA.

Dear mn)thor, my terror caunot hut appear ridiculous to
myself now.? But my kind Appiani shall know nothing of
it. He might, perhaps, think e more vain than virtuons
— Al there Lie comes himself.  That is his step.

Scexk VIIL

Enter Arriaxny, in deep meditation. Ilis cyes are cast down,
and he approaches without observing CLAtLIA and Exvria,
till the latter runs towards him.

APPIANL

Ha! My dearest! I did not expect to find yon in the
ante-room.

EMILIA,

I wish you to be cheerful, even where you do not expect
to see me. Why so grave and solemn ? Should not this
day inspire joyful emotions? 9

N
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APPIANIL,

It is of greater value to me than my whole life; but it
teems with so much bliss for me—perhaps it is this very
bliss which makes me so grave—so solemn, as you express
it (eafia CrLaupia). Ha! You toohere, dear madam. el‘hm
day I hope to ad you by a more familiar name.

CLAUDIA.
Which will be my greatest pride—How happy you are,
Emilial Why would not your father share our delight ?

APPIANL
But a few tuinutes have elapsed since I tore myself from
his arms—or rather he from mine.—What & man your
father is, my Emilia! A pattern of every manly virtue!
'With what sentiments does his presence inspire my soul !
Never is my resolution to continue just and good, so firm
as when I see or think of him. And‘l by what, but by ful-
filling this resolution, can I make myself worthy of the
honour to be called his son—to become your husband,
dear Emilia?
EMILIA.
And he would not wait for me!

APPIANI, !
Because, in my opinion, this brief interview with his
Emilia would have distressed him too much, too deeply
affected his soul.
CLAUDIA.
He expected to find you busy with your bridal orna-
ments, and heard——
APPIANL
What I have learnt from him with the tenderest
admiration. Right, my*Emilia. I shall be blessed with
a pious wife—and one who is not proud of her piety.

CLAUDIA,
But let us not, whilst we attend to one subject, forget
another, 1t is high time, Emilia, Go!

APPIANT,
Go! Why?
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CLAUDIA.
¢ Surely, my lord, you would not lead her to the altar in
her present attire.

APPIANI,

In truth, I was not, till you spoke, aware of that. Who
can behald Emilia, and take heed of her dress? Yet why
should I not lead her to the altar thus?

EMILIA.

No, dear Count, not exactly thus; yet in a dress not
much more gay. In a moment I shall be ready. I do not
mean to wear those costly jewels, which were the last pre-
sent of your prodigal generosity, no, nor anything suited
to such jeweYs. gﬁ,% could quarrel with those jewels
were they not your present—for thrice I've dreamt——

CLAUDIA.

Indeed! I know nothing of that.

EMILIA.

That while I wore them, cvery diamond changed
suddenly to a pearl—and pearls, you know, dear mother,
signify tears.

CLAUDIA.

Child, the interpretation is more visionary than the
dream. Wgre you not always more fond of pearls than
diamonds?

EMILIA.

I assuredly, dear mother—assuredly——

ArpiaNt (thoughtful and melancholy).

Signify tears!

EMILIA,
How! Does that affect you? You?
APPIANL.

It does, though I ought to be ashamed that such is the
case; yet when the fancy is once disposed to sad impres-
sions——

EMILIA.

But why should yours be so? Guess the subject of my
thoughts. What did I wear, and how did I look when I
first attracted your attention? Do you remember?
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APPIANL
Romember! I never see you in ilea but in that dress,
and I see you so, even when you uare not thus attired.

EMILIA.
T mean to wear ono of the same colour and form—flow-
ing and loose.

APPIANL
Excellent!

EMILIA,
And my hair——

APPIANI

In its own'dark beauty, in curls formed by the hand of
nature.

EMILIA.
Not forgetting the rose. Right! Have a little
patience, and you shall sec me thus. (Ezit.)

Scexe VIIL
Count AppiaNi, CLAUDIA GALOTTI.

Arp1aNt (looks after her with a downcast mien).

« Pearls signify tears!”—a little patience! . Yes! if we
could but defy time! If a minute on the clock were not
sometimes an age within us!

CLAUDIA.

Emnilia's remark was no less just than quick, Count.
You are to-day more grave than usual. And yet you are
but a step from the object of your wishes. Do you repent
that you have attained the wished-for goal ?

« APPIANI,
How could you, dear mother, suspect this of your son?
Butit is true. I am to-day unusually dejected and gloomy.
All that I have seen, heard or dreamt, has preached since
esterday, and before yesterday this doctrine to me—to
{e but one step from the goal, and not to have attained it,
is in reality the same. This one idea engrosses all my
thoughts. at can it mean? I understand it not.
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CLAUDIA.

* You make me uneasy, Count.
APPIANL.

One thought succeeds another. I am vexed—angry
with my friends and with myself.
CLAUDIA.
Why s0?
APPIANL
My friends absolutely require, that, before T solemnize
my marriage, I should acquaint the Prince with my
intentions, They allow I am not bound to do this, but
maintain that respect towards him demands it; and [
have been weak enough to consent. 1 have already
ordered my carriage for the purpose.
cLAGDIA (slarts).
To wait upon the Prince!

Serse IX.
Piero, afterwards Manixciul, CouNt Avriani, CLAUDIA.
Euter Priro.

* . ) PIRED,
My lady, the Marquis Marinelli is at the dvor, and
inquires for the Count.
APPLANI,
For me!
PIRRO.

Here his lordship comes.  (Opens the door and exit.)

Enter MAaRINELLLL
MARINELIA.

I ask pardon, madam. My lord Count, I called at your
house, and was infornied that I should find you here. I
have important business with you. Ouce more pardon,
madam. It will occupy but a few minutes.

CLAUDIA.
1 will not impede it. (Curtseys and exil.)

o)
%
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Sceve X. .

MARINELLI, APPIANL

APPIANIL.
Now, my lord ?
MARINELLL
I come from his Highness.

APPIANI.
‘What are his commands?

. MARINELLL
I am proud to be the bearer of this distinguished
favour; and if Count Apgiani will not wilfully mis-
understand one of his most devoted friends——

APPIANL
Proceed, I pray, without more ceremony.

MARINELLL
I will. The Prince is obliged to send an ambassador
immediately to the Duke of Massa respecting his marriage
with the Princess his daughter. He was long undeter-
mined whom to appoint, till his choice at last has fallen
upon you, my lord. ‘
APPIANL
Upon me?
' MARINELLI
Yes—and if friendship may be allowed to boast, I was
instrumental—
APPIANI.
Truly I am at a loss for thanks. I had long renounced
the hope of being noticed by the Prince.

MARINELLI
I am sure he only waited for a proper opportunity, and
if the present miss{on be not sufficiently w%lx)-tohy oftyCount
Appiani, I own my friendship has been too precipitate,
APPIANL.
Friendship, friendship! every third word. With whom
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am I speaking? The Marquis Marinelli’s friendship I
never dreamt of gaining.
MARINELLI

I acknowledge my fault, Count Appiani, my unpardon-
able fault in wishing to be your friend without your
permission. But what of that? The favour of his
Highness, and the dignity he offers, remain the same. I
do not doubt you will accept them with pleasure.

APPIANI (after some consideration).

Undoubtedly.
MARINELLI, °
Come, then, with me.
APPIANI,
Whither ?
MARINELLL

To the Prince’s palace at Dosalo. All is ready. You
must depart to-day.
APPIANIL

What say you? To-day?

MARINELLIL
Yes. Rathes now than an hour hence. The business
presses. * o
APPIANI.
Indeed! Then I am sorry I must decline the honour
which the Prince intended to confer upon me.

MARINELLI,
How?
APPIANL
I cannot depart to-day,—nor to-morrow—nor the next
day.

MARINELLL,
You are jesting, Count.
APPIANL
With you?
MARINELLI.

Incomparable! If with the Prince, the joke is so much
the merrier.—You cannot?
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APPIANL
No, my lord, no—and 1 trust that the Prince himself
will think my excuse sufficient.
MARINELLL
I am eager to hear it.

APPLANI.
Oh, it is a mere trifle. I mean to be married to-day.
MARINELLL
Indeed !—and what thon?
APPIANL

And what ¢hen ?—Your question shows a cursed sim-
plicity !
MARINELLIL
There are examples, Count, of marriages having been
deferred. 1 do not mean to infer that the delay was
pleasant to the bride and bridegroom. To them it was,
no doubt, a trial, yet the sovercign’s command
APPIANI.
Sovereign’s command? A sovcreign of my own option,
I am not so strictly bound to obey. I admit that you
owe the Prince absolute obedience, but nqt I. I came to
his court a volunteer. I wished to enjoy thp Kononr of
serving him, but not of being his slave. I am tho vassal
of a greater sovereign.
MARINELLIL.
Greater or smaller, a monarch is a monarch.

APPIANT.

Idle controversy! Enough! Tell the Prince what
you have heard. Toll him.I am sorry I cannot accept the
honour, as I to-day intend to solemnize an union which
will consummate my happiness.

MARINELLL
Will you not at the same time inform him with whom?
APPLANL

With Emilia Galotti.
MARINELLL
The daughter of this family ?
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APPIANL
v Yes.
MARINELLL
Humph!
APPIANL
What do you mean ?
MARINELLI,

I mean that there would be the less difficulty in
deferring the ceremony till your return.

APPIANI.

The cercmony ? -

MARINELLL
Yes. The worthy parcnts will not think much about it.

APPIANI.
The worthy parents?
MARINELLL
And Emilia will remain faithful to you, of course.

APPIANI.
You are an impertinent ape, with your

Of course?
« of course.”

o MARINELLI.
This to me, Count?
APPIANI.
Why not?
MARINELLL.

Heaven and hell! You shall hear from me.

APPIANL
Pshaw! The ape is malicioms, but——

MARINELL%
Death and damnation !'—Count, I demand satisfaction.

APPIANL
You shall have it.
MARINELLL
——And would insist upon it instantly—but that I should
not like to spoil the day for the loving bridegroom.
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APPIANT,
Good-natured creature ! —(seizes his arm). I own an eri-
bassy to Massa does not suit me, but still I have time
enough to take a walk with you. Come.

MARINELLI (extricates himself from the CoUNT's grasp).

Patience, my lord, patience ! (Est.)
Scexe XI.
ArpiaNi, CLAUDIA.
o APPIANI.

Go, worthless wretch——Ha! that does me good. My
blood circulates~——TI feel different and all the better.

cLAUDIA (hastily and alarmed).
Heavens! My lord—1I overheard an angry altercation.
Your cheek is flushed. What has happened ?

APPIANI.

Nothing, Madam, nothing. ‘The chamberlain Marinelli
has conferred a favour on me. He has saved me a visit to
the Prince.

Indeed !

CLAUDIA.

APPIANT.

We can therefore leave town earlier. I go to give
orders to my people, and shall return immediately.
Emilia will, in the meantime, get ready.

CLAUDIA.
May I feel quite at ease, jny lord ?
APPIANL
Perfectly so, dear Madtm. (Ezeunt severally.)
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ACT IIL

SCENE, an apartment in the PRINCE's country palace.
Scexe L

Enter PRINCE and MARINELLI.
MARINELLI.

In vain. He refused the proffered honour with the
greatest contempt.
PRINCE.
This ends all hope, then. Things take their course,
and Emilia will to-day be his.

MARINELLL

According to all appearances.

PRINCE.

I relied so firmly on your project—but who knows how
ridiculously you acted ? I ought to have recollected that
though a b{ockhead‘s counsel may be good, it requires a
clever man to execute it.

®

MARINELLL
A pretty reward, this!

PRINCE.
Why should you be rewarded ?

MARINELLI.

For having risked my life on the venture. Finding
that neither raillery nor reason could induce the Count to
sacrifice his love to honour, I tried to rouse his anger.
I said things to him which made him forget himself. He
used insulting expressions, and I demanded satisfaction
—yes, satisfaction on the spot. One of us must fall,
thought I. Should it be his fate, the field is ours—should
it be mine—why, he must fly, and the Prince will at least
gain time.

PRINCE.

Did you act thus, Marinelli ?
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MARINELLI.

Yes; he, who is ready to sacrifice his life for princes,
ougl,)l;t to learn beforehand how grateful they are likely
to be.

PRINCE.

And the Count? Report says that he is not the man to

wait till satisfaction is a second time demanded.

MARINELLL

No doubt, in ordinary cases. Who can blame him?
He said that he had then something of greater consequence
than a duel tp occupy his thonghts, and put me off till a
week after his marriage.

PRINCE,

With Emilia Galotti. The idea drives me to distrac-
tion Thus, then, the affair ended, and now you come
hither to boast that you risked your life in my behalf—
sacrificed yourself for me.

MARINELLI.
‘What more, my lord, would you have had me do?

PRINCE.
More? As if you had done anything! .

MARINELLL
May I be allowed to ask what your Highness has done
for yourself? You were so fortunatc as to sce her at
church. What is the result of your conference?

PRINCE (with a sneer).

You have curiosity enough—but I will satisfy it. All
happened as I wished. Youa need take no further trouble,
my most serviceable fricnd. She met my proposal more
than half way. I ouglit to have taken Eer with me
instantly. (In a cold and commanding tome.) Now you
have heard what you wished to know, and may depart.

MARINELLI.

And may depart! Yes, yes. Thus the song ends, and
so 'twould be were I to attempt the impossible. The im-
possible, did I say? No. Impossible it is not—only a
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daring attempt. Had wo the girl in our power, I wounld
apswer for it that no marriage should take place.
PRINCE.

Ay—you would answer for anything. I suppose, for
instance, you would like to take a troop of my guards, lie
in ambush by the highway, fall to the number of fifty
upon one carriage, and bear the girl in triumph to me.

MARINELLL

A girl has been carried off beforc now by force, though

there has been no appearance of force in thetransaction.
PRINCE.

If you were able to do this, you would noftalk so much
alout it.

MARINELLI.
——Dnt I cannot be answerable for the consequences.
Unforescen accidents may happen.
PRINCE.
Is it my custom to make people answerable for what
they cannot help?
MARINELLL
Therefore your Tlighness will—(a pistol is fired at a
distance). Hale What was that? Did not my cars deceive
me? Did not your Highuess also hear a shot.  And hark!
Another!

TRINCE.
What means this? What is the matter?
MARINELLL
How if I were more active than you deemed me?
PRINCE.
More active! Explain, then——
MARINELLI®
In short, what I mentioned is now taking place.
PRINCE.
Is it possible?
MARINELLI.

But forget not, Prince, what you just now promised.
You pledge your word that——
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. PRINCE. :
The necessary precautions I hope have been taken. #
MARINELLI.

Yes, as carefully as possible. The execution of my plan
is entrusted to peoYle on whom I can rely. The road, as
you know, runs close by {our park fence. There the
carriage will be attacked by a party, apparently to rob
the travellers. Another band (one of whom is my trusty
servant) will rush from the park as if to assist those who
are attacked. During the sham battle between the two
parties, my servant will seize Emilia, as if to rescue her,
and bring her through the %rk into the palace. This is
the plan. What says your Highness now ?

PRINCE.

You surprise me beyond measure. A fearful anxiety
comes o'er me. (MARINELLI walks to the window.) What
are you looking at?

MARINELLI.

That must be the scene of action—yes, and see, some
one in a mask has just leapt over the fence—doubtless to
acquaint me with the result. Withdraw awhile, your
Highness.

PRINCE.  t
Ah, Marinelli—
MARINELLI

‘Well—now, doubtless, I have done too much-—as I before
had done too little.
PRINCE.
Not so—not so—yet I cannot perceive——
MARINELLL

Perceive P—It is best done at one blow. Withdraw
quickly. You must not‘be seen here.
(EBxit PRINCE.)

Scexe II.

MARINELLI and presently ANGELO.
MARINELLI (goes again to the window).
The carriage is returning slowly to town. "So slowly ?
and at each door a servant? These appearances do not
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hey are driving some wounded person carefully, and he
i8 not dead. The fellow in the mask comes nearer. ’Tis
Angelo himself—foolhardy ! But he knows the windings
of this place. He beckons to me—he must know that he
has succecded.—Ha! ha! Count Appiani. You, who
refused an embassy to Massa, have been obliged to go a
longer journey. Who taught you to recognize apes so
well? °Tis true, they are malicious (walks towards the
door). Well, Angclo?

Enter AXGELO, with his mask in his hand.
[ )

gease me; thoy show the plot has only half suceceded.

ANGELO.
Be ready, my lord. She will be here directly.
MARINELLL
Iow did you succeed in other respects ?
ANGELO.
As you wished, I have no doubt.
MARINELLL
How is it with the Count?
ANGELO.

L]
So, so. 'IEt he must have had some suspicions, for he
was not quite unprepared.

MARINELLL,
Quick, tell me—is he dead ?
. ANGELO,
I am sorry for him, puor man.
MARINELLL
Thore! Take that for thy compassion (gives Lim a
purse). .
ANGELO.
And our poor Nicolo tvo, he has shared the same luck.
MARINELLIL
What! Loss on Loth sides ?
ANGELO.

Yes. I could ¢ry for the honest lad’s fato; though'I
VOL. L X
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come in for another quarter of this purse by it; for Iam
his heir, since I avenged him. This is a law among
us, and as good a law, methinks, as ‘ever was made for
fhe support of friendship and fidelity. This Nicolo, my
ord——

MARINELLL,

No more of your Nicolo! The Count—

ANGELO.

Zounds! The Count finished him, and I finished the
Count. He fell, and though he might be alive when
they put himvinto the coach, I'll answer for it that he
will never come alive out of it.

MARINELLL
Wero you but sure of this, Angelo—
’ ANGELO.

T'll forfeit your custom, if it be not true. Have you
any further commands? Yor I have a long journcy. We
must be across the frontier before sunset.

MARINELLL.
Go, then. ' '
ANGELO, !

Should anything else occur in my way, you know where
to inquire for me. What any other can venture to do
‘will be no magic for me, and my terms are lower than
any other’s. (Ezit.)

MARINELLL

"Tis well—yet not so well as it might have been. Shame
on thee, Angelo, to be such a niggard! Surely the Count
was worthy of a secondeshot. Now, he may die in agony ;
poor Count ! Shame, Angelo! It was a cruel and bungling

iece of work. The Prince must not know what has
s Eappened. He himself must discover how advantageous
this death is to him. Death! What would I not give to
be certain of it!
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- Scexe IIL
Tue PrincE, MARINELLI.
PRINCE.

Here she comes up the avenue. She flies before the
servants. Fear gives wings to her fect. She must not
suspect our design. She thinks she is escaping from
robbers.  How long will her mistake last ?

MARINELLI.

At least we have her here.

PRINCE.

But will not her mother come in scarch of her? Will
not the Count follow her? What can we do then? Iow
can I keep her from them?

MARINELLI.

To all this I confess I can make no reply. But we must
sec. Compose yoursclf, Prince. This first step was, at
all events, neccssary.

PRINCE.
Ilow so, if we are obliged to recede?

* MARINELLI
But porhaps we need not. There are a thousand things
on which we maymake further steps.  Have you forgotten
the chief one?
PRINCE.
How can I have forgotten that of which 1 mnever
thought? What mean you by the chief ono ?

MARINELLL

The art of pleasing and persuading—which in a prince
who loves can never fail. .

PRINCE.

Can never fail! True, except when it is most needed.

I have already made a poor attempt in this art to-day.

All my flattery, all my entreaties could not extract one

word from her. Mute, trembling, and abashed, she stood

before me like a criminal who fears the judge’s fatal

sentence. Her tbrror was infectious. I trembled alsv

N 2
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and concluded by imploring her forgiveness. Scarcely
dare I speak to her again—and, at all events, I dare ngt
be present when she arrives. You, Marinelli, must receive
her. I will listen to your conversation, and join you
when I am more collected.

Scexk IV.
MARINELLL, presently his servant BATTISTA, and EMILIA.

MARINELLI.

If she did not see him fall—and of course she could not,
as she fled inftantly—— But she comes, and I too do not
wish to be the first to meet her eye (withdraws to a corner
of the apartment).

Enter BaTTISTA and EMILIA.
BATTISTA.,
This way—this way—dear lady.

EMILIA (out of breath).

Oh! I thank you, my friend—I thank you. But,
Heavens! Where am I1? Quite alone, too! Where are
my mother, and the Count? They are surely coming?
Are they not close behind me? '

BATTISTA.

«

I suppose so.
EMILIA.
You suppose so? Are you not certain ? Have you not
seen them ? 'Were not pistols fired behind us?

BATTISTA.
Pistols? Wasitso? °
EMILIA.
Surely. Oh, Heavens! and the Count or my mother
is shot.
BATTISTA.
T'll go in search of them instantly.

EMILIA.

Not without me! T'll go with you! I mustgo with
you. Come, my friend. '
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MARINELLI (approaches as if he had just entered).

Ha! fair lady! What misfortune, or rather what good
ortunc—what fortunate misfortune has procured us the
honour——
EMILIA (astonished).

How !—You here, my lord!—This then is doubtless
our house. Pardon myintrusion. We havebeenattacked
iy robbers. Somo good people came to our assistance,—
and this honest man took me out of the carriage and con-
ducted me hither. But I am alarmed to find that I alone
am rescued. My mother must be still in danger. I heard
istols fired behind us. Perhaps she is de#t,—and yet I
ive. Pardon mec. I must away, I must return to the
place, which I ought not to have left.

MARINELLL

Compose yourself, dear lady. All iswell. The heloved
persons, for whom you feel this tender anxiety, will soon
be here.—Run, Battista; they may perhaps not know
where the lady is. Sce whether you can find them in
any of the lodges, and conduct them hither instantly.

(it BaTTISTA.)
. EMILIA.

Are you gure they are all safe? Has nothing happened
to them ?—Oh, what a day of terrors has this been to me!
But I ought not to remain here; I should hasten tv meet
them.

MARINELLL.

Why so, dear lady? You are already breathless and
exhausted. Compose yoursclf, and condescend to step
into this room, where you will find better accommodation
than here. I feel certain that the Prince has already
found your gracious mother, and js escorting her hither.

EMILIA.
‘Who do you say?

MARINELLI.
Our gracious Prince himself.

EMIL1A (extremely terrified).
The Prince! . (
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MARINELLL
He flew to your assistance at the first intelligence. HE
is highly incensed that such a crime should have bee
committed so near to his villa, nay, almost before his eyes.
He has sent in search of the villains, and if they be
seized, their punishment will be most severe.
EMILIA.
The Prince | —Where am I then?
MARINELLL
At Dosalo, the Prince’s villa.
“ EMILIA.
How strange'—And you think he will soon arrive ?—
But with my mcther too ?

MARINELLL
Here he is, already.

. Scene V.
The Prince, EMiLiA, and MARINELLL
PRINCE.

Whero is she? Where is she?—We have sought you
everywhere, dear lady.—You are well, I hope? Now, all
is well. The Count and your mother—— .

EMILIA. ‘
Oh, your Highness! Where are they? Where is my

mother?
PRINCE.

Not far off, close at hand.
EMILIA.

Heavens! In what a situation shall I perhaps find one
or other of them! For your Highness conceals from me
—1I perceive— .

PRINCE.

I conceal nothing, be assured. Lean on my arm, and

accompany me to them without fear.
EMILIA (irresolute).

But—if they be not wounded—if my suspicions be not
true—why are they not already here ? :
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PRINCE.
Hasten then, that all these sad apprchensions may at
ohoe be banished.
EMILIA.
What shall I do? (wrings her hands).

PRINCE.
How, dear lady! Can you harbour any suspicion
against me?
EMILIA (falls at his feet).
On my knees I entreat you
PRINCE (raising her).

I am quite ashamed.—Ycs, Emilia, I des®%e this mute
reproach. My conduct this morning cannot be justified,
or even excused. Pardon my weakness: I ought not to
have made you uneasy by an avowal, from which I could
expect no advantage. I was amply punished by the
speechless agitation with which you listened to it, or
rathor did not listen to it. And if T might be allowed to
think this accident tho signal of more fauvourable fortune
—tho most wondrous respite of my final sentence—this
accident, which allows me to bchold and speak to you
again before my hopes for ever vanish—this accident,
which gives me an opportunity of imploring your forgive-
ness—yef will I—do not tremble—yet will I rely only
and entirely on your looks. Not a sigh, not a syllable
shall offend you. Only wound me not with suspicions—do
not for a moment doubt the unbounded influence which you
possess over me—only imagine not that you need any pro-
tection against me. And now come—come where delights
more in harmony with your feclings, await you. (Leads
her away, not without opposition.), Follow us, Marinelli.

(Ereunt PriNcE and EMILIA.)
MARINELLA

Follow us! That mcans of course—Follow us not.
And why should I follow them? He will now find how
far ho can proceed with her, without witnesses. All that
I have to do is to prevent intrusion. From the Count I
no longer expect it—but from her mother. Wonderful,
indeed, would it be, were she to have departed quietly, leav-
ing her daughter unprotected. Well, Battista, what now ?
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Scexe VI.
BATTisTA and MARINELLI.

BATTISTA (in haste).
The mother, my lord chamberlain——

MARINELLIL
As T suspected. 'Wheore is she?

BATTISTA.

She will he here immediately, unless you prevent it.
When you qyjered me to pretend to look for her, 1 felt
little inclination to do so. But in the distance I heard
her shrieks. She is in search of her daughter, and will
discover tho whole plot. All the people who inhabit this
retired spot have gathered round her, and each vies with
his neighbour to show her the way. Whether she has
been told that you are here, or that the Prince is here, 1
know not. What is to be done?

MARINELLI

Lot us see (considering). Refuse her admittance when
she knows that her daughter is here? That will not do.
Sho will certainly open her eyes when she #finds her
lambkin in the clutches of the wolf. Eyes! ‘Theywould
be of little consequence; but Heaven have mercy on our
cars! Well, well. A woman’s lungs are not inexhaus-
tible. She will be silent, when she can shriek no longer.
Besides, the mother it is whom we should gain over to
our side—and if I be a judge of mothers—to be a sort of
prince’s step-mother would flatter most of them. Let her
come, Battista, let her come.

BATTISTA.
Hark, my lord !
CLAUDIA (twithin).
Enilia! Emilia! My child! Where are you?

MARINELLL
Go, Battista, and use your endeavours to dismiss her
inquisitive companions.
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Scexe VIIL,
CrLAUDIA, BATTISTA, MARINELLL
As BATTISTA 18 going, CLAUDIA meets him.
CLAUDIA.
Ia! You took her out of tho carriage. You led her
away. Iknow you again. Whero is she? Speak, wretch.
BATTISTA.

Arc these your thanks?
CLAUDIA.

Oh, if you merit thanks (in a mild tong) forgive me,
worthy man. Whero is she? Let me no longer he
deprived of her. 'Whore is sho?

BATTISTA.

She could not he more safe, were she in heaven.—My
master, here, will conduct youn to her. (Observes that some
people are beginning to follow CLaupia.) Back there! Be-
gone ! (E-it, driving them away.)

Scene VIII.
CLauD1A, MARINELLI
.. ' CLAUDIA.

Your master? (espies MARINELLL, and starts). Ha! Ts
this your master? You here, Sir—and my daughter
here—and you—you will conduct me to her?

MARINELLL

With great pleasure, madam.

CLAUDIA.

Hold! It just occurs to me.* It was you, I think, who
visited Count Appiani this morning at my house,—whom
I loft alone with him,—and with whom he afterwards
had a quarrel ?

MARINELLIL.

A quarrel? That I did not know. We had a trifling

dispute respecting affairs of state.
CLAUDIA.
And your name is Marinelli ?
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MARINELLL
Tl e Marquis Marinelli. (

CLAUDIA.

True. Hear, then, Marquis Marinelli. Your name,
accompanied with a curse——but no—I will not wrong
the noble man—the curse was inferred by myself —your
name was the last word uttered by the dying Count.

MARINELLL.

The dying Count? Count Appiani? You hear,
Madam, what most surprises me in this your strange
address—thg_dying Count?—What clse you mean to
imply, I know not.

CLAUDIA (with asperity, and in a deliberate tone).
Marinelli was the last word uttered by the dying Count.
—Do you understand me now? I myself did not at first
understand it, though it was spoken in a tone—a tone
which I still hear. Where were my senses that I could
not understand it instantly ?

MARINELLI.
Well, Madam, I was always the Count’s friend—his

intimate friend. If, therefore, he pronounced my name at
the hour of death—— A

q
CLAUDIA.

In that tone!—I cannot imitate—I cannot describe it
—but it signifietd——everything. What! Were we at-
tacked by robbers? No—by assassins—by hired assas-
sins: and Marinelli was the last word uttcred by the
dying Count, in such a tone—

MABINELLIL

In such a tone? Did any one ever hear that a tone of
voice used in a moment of terror could be a ground of
accusation against an honest man?

CLAUDIA.

Oh that I could appear before a tribunal of justice, and
imitate that tone? Yet, wretch that Iam! I forget m

daughter. Where is she—dead too? Was it my daughter’s

fault that Appiani was thy enemy?
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MARINELLL
I revere the mother’s fears, and therefore pardon youn.—
Cjmo, Madam. Your daughter is in an adjoining room,
}ﬁd I hope her alarms are by this time at an end. With
o tenderest solicitude is the Prince himself employed in
comforting her.

CLAUDIA.
Who?
MARINELLL
The Prince.
CLAUDIA.
The Prince! Do yourcally say the Princeg—our Prince?
MARINELLL
Who else should it be?
CLAUDIA.

‘Wretched mother that I am!—And her father, her father!
IIe will curse the day of her birth. He will curse me.

MARINELLL
For Heaven'’s sake, Madam, what possesses you ?

. CLAUDIA.

It is clear. To-day—at church—before the eyes of the
All-pure—in the presenco of the Eternal, this schemeo
of villainy,hegan. (To MariNkrL) Murderer! Mean,
cowardly murderer k. Thou wast not bold enough to meet
him face to face, but base enough to bribe assassins that
another might be gratified. Thou scum of murdorers!
honourable murderers would not endure thee in their com-
pany. Why may I not spit all my gall, all my rancour
into thy face, thou panderer?

MARINEJLL

You rave, good woman. Moderate your voice, at any

rate, and remember where you are.
CLAUDIA.

Where I am! Remember whero I am! What cares the
lioness, when robbed of her young, in whose forest she
roars?

EMILIA (within).
Ha! My mother! I hear my mother’s voice.



188 LESSING'S DRAMATIO WORKS. [Aocr IV,

CLAUDIA.

Her voice? ’'Tis she! She has heard me. Where are
you, my child?—I come, I come (rushes info the rooin,
Jollowed by MARINELLI). .

ACT IV.

SceNE I.—The same.
Tue PrINCE and MARINELLI.

Ty~

PRINCE.

Come, Marinelli, I must collect myself—I look to you
for explanation.

MARINELLI
Oh! maternal angor! Ha! ha! hal!
PRINCE,
You laugh?
MARINELLL

Had you, Prince, but secn her frantic conduct in this
room! You heard how she screamed; yet how tame she
became as soon as she beheld you! Hal ha! Yes—I
never yot knew the mother who scratched a prince’s eycs
out, because he thought her daughter handsome.

PRINCE.

You are a poor observer. The daughter fell senseless
into her mother’s arms. This made the mother forget her
rage. It was her daughter, not me, whom she spared,
when, in a low voice, she uttered—what I myself had
rather not have heard—ha@ rather not have understood.

MARINELLIL,
‘What means your Highness ?
PRINCE.
Why this dissimulation? Answer me. Is it true or
false?

And if it were true!

MARINELLI,
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PRINCE.
If it were! It is, then—he is doad (in a threatening
). Marinelli! Marinelli!

MARINELLIL

Well?

PRINCE.

By the God of justice I swear that I am innocent of this
blood. Had you previously told me that the Count's lifo
must be sacrificcd—God is my witness I would as soon

* have consented to lose my own.

MARINELLL e
Had I previously told you! As if the Count’s death
was part of my plan! I charged Angelo that on his soul
he should take care that no person suffered injury; and
this, too, would have been the case, had not the Count
begun tho fray, and shot the first assailant on the spot.

PRINCE.
Indeed! ho ought to have understood the joke better.

MARINELLL

So that Angelo was enraged, and instantly avenged his
comrade’sedeath—

«  PRINCE.

Well, that is certainly very natural.

MARINELLIL

I have reproved him for it.

PRINCE.

Reproved him! How good-naturcd! Advise him never to
appear again in my dominions ¢ for my reproof might not
be found so good-natured.

MARINELLI

Just as I foresaw! I and Angelo.—Design and aoci-

dent; all the same.—It was, however, agreed, and indeod
mised, that I should not be answerable for any acci-
S;:ts which might happen.

PRINCE.
Might happen, Bay you, or must ?
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MARINELLIL

Still better! Yet one word, your Highness, before ygu
say in harsh phrase what you think of me. The Count’s
death was far from being a matter of indifference to mé¢
I had challenged him. He left the world without giving
me satisfaction, and my honour, consequently, remains
tarnished. Allowing, therefore, what under other circum-
stances I deserved the suspicion you allude to, can I in
@}1’8? (with assumed anger.) He who can so suspect me——

PRINCE (yielding).

Well, well !
- MARINELLIL.

Oh that he were still alive! I would give all that I
possess—(with bitterness)—even the favour of my Prince—
even that trcasure, inwvaluable and never to be trifled with,
would I give.

PRINCE.

Well, well! I understand you. His death was acci-
dental, merely accidental—you assurec me that it was so,
and I believe it. But will any one else believe it? Will
Emilia—her mother—the world ?

MARINELLI (coldly).
Scarcely. L
PRINCE.

‘What, then, will they believe® You shrug your shoul-
ders. They will suppose Angelo the tool and me the
Trime mover.

MARINELLI (still more coldly).

Probable enough !

PRINCE.

Me! me, myself l—or from this hour I must resign all
hopes of Emilia. .

MARINELLI (in a tone of perfect indifference).

Which you must also have done, had the Count lived.

PRINCE (violently).

Marinelli I—(checking his warmth)}—But you shall not
rouse my anger. DBe it so. It isso. You mean to imply
that the Count’s death is fortunate for me;—the best
thing which could have happened—the only circumstance



Scene 1) EMILIA GALOTTI. 191

which could bring my passion to a happy issuc—and,
therefore, no matter how it happened. A Count more or
1¢8s in the world is of little consequence. Am I right?—
¥'am not alarmed at a little crime: but it must be a secret

* little crime, a serviceable little crime. But ours has not

r

been either secret or serviceable. 1t has opened a passage
only to close it again. Every one will lay it to our door.
And, after all, we have not perpetrated it at all. This can
only be the result of your wise and wonderful management,.

MARINELLL
If your Ilighness have it so
PRINCE.
Why not >—I want an explanation
MARINELLL
I am accused of more than 1 deserve.
PRINCE.
I want an explanation.
MARINELLI
Well then, what error in my plans has attached snch

obvious suspicion to the Prince? The fault lies in the
master-stroke which your Highness so graciously put to
my plans—uua,

S&  PRINCE.
I?
MARINELLL
Allow me to say that the step which you took at church

* this morning—with whatever circumspection it was done,

or however inevitable it might be—was not part of my
programume.

PRINCE.
How did that injure it? -
MARINELLIL
Not indeed tho whole plan, but its opportunencss.
PRINCE.
Do I understand you ?
MARINELLIL
To speak more intelligibly. When I undertook the

business, Emilia Enow nothing of the I’rince’s attachment.
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Her mother just as little. How if I formed my founda-
tion upon this circumstance, and in the meantime the
Prince was undermining my edifice ? %
PRINCE (striking his forehead). .
Damnation ! A
MARINELLL
How, if he himself betraycd his intentions?
PRINCE.
Cursed interposition !
MARINELLIL
For had-b- mnot so behaved himself I should like to
know what part of my plan could huve raised the last
suspicion in the mind of the mother or the daughter?

PRINCE.
You are right.
MARINELLI.

Arnd therein I certainly am very wrong.—Pardon me.

Scexk I1.
BarristA, Tur PriNck, MARINELLL,

Enter BATTISTA (haoﬁ’y}.'
The Countess is arrived.

PRINCE.
The Countess? What Countess?
BATISTA.
Orsina !
JRINCE.

Orsina ? Marineldi!
WMARINLLLL
I am as much astonished as yoursclf.

PRINGE (fo BATTISTA).
Go—run—Battista. She must not alight. I am not
here—not here to her. She must return this instant.
Go, go. (Ewzit Barrista). What does the silly woman
want? How dares sho take this liberty? How could
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she know that we wero here? Is sho come as a spy?
Can she have heard anything? Oh, Marinelli, speak,
apswer me. Is the man offended, who vows he is my
jiend——oﬁ'cndod by a paltry altercation? Shall I beg
pardon ?
: MARINELLI
Prince, as soon as you recover yourscelf, T am yours
again, with my whole soul. The arrival of Orsina is a»
much an enigma to me as to you. But she will not be
denied.  'What will you do?
PRINCE.
I will not speak to her. I will withdrawa: <=
MARINELLL
Right! Do so instantly; I will reccive her.
PRINCT,
But merely to dismiss her. No more.  We have other
business to perform.
MARINELLL
Not so, not so.  Our other things are done.  Summon
up resolntion and all defiviencies will be supplicd. But do
I not hear her?  Hasten, Prince. In that room (peinting
to an adjoining apartment, to which the PrINCE retires)—you
may, if 3ol glaase, listen to our conversation.  She comes,
1 fear, at an unproPe@ous moment for her.

Scene 111L
ToeE Countiss Onrsing, MariNiLirn
ORsINA (without perceiving MARINELLI).

What means this? No one comes to meet me, but a
shamoless servant, who endeavouts to obstruct my entrance.
Surely 1 am at Dosalo, where, on fogmer occasions, an army
of attendants rushed to reocive me— where love and cestisy
awaited me. Yes. The place is the same, but Ha'!
you here, Marinelli? I am glad the Prince has brought
you with him. Yet, no. My business withhis Highness
must be transacted with himself only. Where is Le?

MARINELLL

The Prince, Cougitess ?

VOL. L a




194 LESSING:S DRAMATIO WORKS. [Acr IV,

' ORSINA. .
Who else? "
MARINELLI.
You suppose that he is here, then,—or know it, &)erhap. .
He, however, does not expect a visit from your ladyship.

ORSINA.

Indeed! He has not then received my letter this
morning:

MARINELLIL

Your letter? But—yes. I remember he mentioned
that he had. received one.

ORSINA.

Well? Did I not in that letter request he would meet
me here to-day? I own he did not think proper to return
a written answer ; but I learnt that an hour afterwards
he drove from town to Dosalo. This I thought a sufficient
answer, and therefore I have come.

MARINELLD,
A strange accident !
ORSINA.
Accident!" It was an agreement—at least as good as an
agreement. On my part, the letter—on his, the deed. How
you stand staring, Marquis!" What surr_*..c you?

MARINELLIL

You seemed resolved yesterday never to appear before
the Prince again..

ORSINA.

Night is a good councillor. Where is he? Where
is he? Doubtless in the chamber, whence sighs and sobs
were issuing a8 I passed. I wished to enter, but the
impertinent servant' weuld not let me pass,

%

. MARINELLIL,
Dearest Countess——
ORSINA.
I heard a woman’s-shrick. What means this, Marinelli?
Tell me—if I be your dearest Countess—tellme. A curse
on these court slaves! Their tales! their lies! But
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what matters it whether you choose to tell me or not?
I will see for myself. ;
MARINELLI (holding her back). *
‘Whither would you go ?
ORSINA,

Where I onght to have gone long since. Is it proper,
think you, that I sheuld waste any time in idle conver-
sation with you in the ante-chamber, when the Prince
expects me in the saloon ?

MARINELLL

You are mistaken, Countess. The Biw®e does mnot

expect you here.  He cannot—will not see you.

ORSINA.
And yet is here, in consequence of my letter.

MARINELLL

Not in consequence of your letter,

ORSINA.

He received it, you say.

MARINELLI.

Yes, hut he did not read it.

R  OBSTNA ( violently).

Notreadit! (Lesstiolently.) Notreadit! (Sorrowfully.
and wiping away a tear.) Not even read it!

MARINELLL

From preoccupation, I am certain, not contempt.

orsINA (with pride).

Contempt! Who thought ¢f such a thing? To whom
do you use the term? Marinelli_your comfort is imperti-
nent. Contempt! Contempt! *To me! (In a milder
tone.) It is true that he no longer loves me. That is
certain. And in place of love something else has filled his

soul. It is natural. But why should this be contempt?
Indifference would be enough. Would it not, Marinelli ?

MARINELLIL
Certainly, certainly. .
02
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onsiNA (with a scornful look).

Certainly! What an oracle, who can be made to say
what'one pleases! Indifference in the place of love!—
That means nothing in the place of something. For.
learn, thou mimicking court-parrot, learn from a woman,
that indifference is but an empty word, a mere sound
which means nothing. The mind can only be indiffcrent
to objects of which it does not think ; to things which for
itself have no existence. Only indifferent for a thing
that is nothing—that is as much as saying not indifferent.
Is that meaning beyond thee, man?

w

MARINELLI (aside).

Alas! how prophetic were my feurs?

ORSINA.

What do you mutter?

MARINELLL

Mere admiration! Who doces not know, Countess, that
you are a philvsopler ?

ORSINA.

Am I not? True; I am a philosopher. But have [
oW shown it; ah, shame! If I have shown it, and have
Oftg_.;;\done 80, it were no wonder if the Prince, despised
me. How can man love a creaturc which . spite of him,
will think? A woman who thinks i€ as silly as a man
who uses paint. She ought to langh—do nothing but
laugh, that the mighty lords of the creation may be
kept in good humour——\Yhat makes me laugh now,
Marinelli? Why, the accidértal circumstance that I
should have written to ‘the Prince o come hither—that
he should not have read my letter and nevertheless have
come. Ha!l ha!ha! ’Tis an odd accident, very picesant
and amusing. Why dap’t you laugh, Marinelli? The
mighty lords of the creation may laugh, though we poor
creatures dare not think. (In a serious and commanding
tone.) Then lsugh, you!

N MARINELLL
Presently, Countess, presently. b
Y ORSINA.

Blockhead! while you speak the proper moment is for
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ever past. No. Do not laugh—for mark me, Marinelli,
(with emotion) that which makes me langh, has, like ever
thing in the world. its serious side. Accident! Could 1t
#be accidental that the Prince, who little thought that he
would see me licre, must see me?—Accident! DBelieve me,
Marinelli, the word accident is blasphemy. Nothing
under the sun is accidental, and least of all this, of which
the purpose is so evident.—Almighty and all-bounteous
Providence, pardon me that I joined this poor weak sinner
in giving the name of accident to what so plainly is Thy
work—yes, Thy immediate work. (In a hasty tone lo
MariseLLL) Dare not again to lead me #huseastray from
truth.
MARINELLI
This is going too far (aside)—DBut, Countess——
ORSINA.

Peace with your but—that word demands reflection, and
—my head, my head !—(Puts her hand to her forehead)—
Contrive that I may speak to the Prince immediately. or
T shall soon want strength to do so.  You sce, Marinelli,
that I must speak to him—that I am resolved to speak
to him.

°
°*

. Scexk IV.

‘-
Tuoe Prince, OnrsiNA, MARINELLL
PRINCE (aside, as he advauces).

I must come to his assistance.

ORSINA (espics him, byt remaing irresolute whether to approach
him or not).
Ha! There ho is.

rRINCE (walks straight across the voom towards the pther
apartments).

Ha! The fair Countess, as 1 live. How sorry I am,
Madam, that I can to-day so ill avail myself of the
honour of your visit. I am engaged. I am not alone.
Another time, déir Countess, another time. At present
stay no longer—no longer, I beg. And you, Marinelli
—1 want you. (Exit.)
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Scexe V.
ORsiNA, MARINELLL

MARINELLI.

Your ladyship has now heard, from himself, what you
would not believe from my lips, have you not?

ORSINA (as if petrified).
Have I? Have, I indeed?

MARINELLI,
Most certdinly.
orsINA (deeply affected.)
“] am engaged, I am not alone.” Is this all the excuse
I am worth? For whose dismissal would not these words
serve? For every importunate, for every beggar. Could
he not frame one little falsechood for me? Engaged! With
what? Not alone! Who can be with him? Marinelli,
dear Marinelli, be compassionate—tell me a falschood on
our own account. What can a falsehood cost you? What
Kas he to do? Who is with him? Tell me, tell me. Say
anything which first occurs to you, and I will go.

MARINELLI (aside). -
On this condition, I may tell her pagt --¥né truth.
ORSINA.

Quick, Marinelli, and I will go. He said, “ Another
time, dear Countess!” Did he not? That he may kee
his promise—that he may have no pretext to break it
—quick, then, Marinelli,—tell me a falsehood, and I
will go.

"

MARINELLL

The Prince, dear Countess, is really not alone. There
are persons with him, whom he cannot leave for & moment
—persons, who have just escaped imminent danger.
Count Appiani—

ORSINA.,

Is with him! What a pity that I kmow this to be
false! Quick, another! for Count Appiani, if you do not
know it, has just been assassinated by robhers. Imet the
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carriage, with his body in it, as I came from town. Or
did I not? Was it a dream ?

MARINELLI.

+* Alas, it was not a dream. But they who accompanicd
the Count were fortunately rescued, and are now in this
palace; namely, a lady to whom he was betrothed, and
whom, with her mother, he was conducting to Sabionetta,
to celebrate his nuptials.
ORSINA.
They are with the Prince! A lady and her mother!
Is the lady handsome ?
MARINELLL
The Prince is extremcly sorry for her situation.
ORSINA.

That he would be, I hope, cven if she were hideous—
for her fate is dreadful. Toor girl! at the moment he
was to become thinc for ever, he was torn for ever from
thee. Who is she? Do I know her? I have of late
been so much out of town, that I am ignorant of every
thing.

MARINELLI.
It is Etpilia. @alotti.
- ORSINA.

What? Emilia Qlotti? Oh, Marinelli, let me not
mistake this lie for truth.

MARINELLL
Why?
ORSINA,
Emilia Galotti?
MARINEBLI,
Yes. Whom you can scarcely know.
ORSINA.

I do know her—though our acquaintance only began
to-day. Emilia Galotti! Answer me seriously. Is
Emilia Galotti the unfortunate lady whom the Prince is
consoling ?

MARINELLI (aside).

Can I have diselosed too much?
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OR 3:1NA.

And Count Appiani was her destined bridegroom—
Count Appiani, who was shot to-day?

MARINELLL
Exactly.
ORrSINA (clapping her hands).
Bravo! Bravo! Bravo!
MARINELLL
‘What now ?
o ORSINA.
1 could kiss the devil that tempted him to do it.
MARINELLIL
Whom? Tempted? To do what?
ORSINA.

Yes, I could kiss him—oceven wert thou that devil,
Marinelli.

MARINELLL
Countess!
ORSINA.
Como hither. Look at me—steadfastly-—eye to eye.
MARINELLL .5 "
Well?
ORSINA.
Know you not my thoughts ?
MARINELLI,
How can I?
ORSINA.
Have you no concern in it?
c
MARINELLIL
In what?
ORSINA.

Swear. No, do not swear, for that might be another
crime. But yes—swear. One sin more or less is of no
consequence to & man who is already damned. Have you
no oconcern in it ? a
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MARINELLI.

You alarm me, Countess.
ORSINA.

Indeed! Now, Marinclli—has your good heart no
suspicion ?

MARINELLL

Suspicion? Of what?

ORSINA.

"Tis well. Then I will entrust you with a secret—a
secret, which will make each hair upon your head stand
on end. But here, so near the door, some one might over-
hear us. Come hero—(puts her finger to ho# mouth)—mark
me, it is a secret—a profound scerct.  (Places her mouth to
his ear, as if about to whisper, and shouts as loudly as she
can) The Prince is a murderer !

MARINELLI
Countess! Countess! Have you lost your senses?

ORSINA.

Senses? ITa! ha! ha! (laughing loudly). I have very
seldom, if ever, heen so satisfied with my understanding as
1 am at this mowment. Depend upon it, Marinelli—but it
is between ourselves—(in @ low voice)—the Prince is a
murdercs—the murderer of Count Appiani. The Count
was assasBinisic? not by robbers, but by the Prince’s
myrmidons, by the ¥rince himself.

MARINELLL

How can so horrid a suspicion fall from your lips, or
enter your imagination ?

ORSINA.

How? Very naturally. This Emilia Galotti, who is
now in the palace, and whose bridegroom was thus trundled
head over heels out of the world—this Emilia Galotti did
the Prince to-day accost in the Church of the Dominicans,
and held a lengthy conversation with her. That I know,
for my spies not only saw it, but heard what he said.
Now, sir, have I lost my senses? Methinks I connect the
attendant circumstances very tolerably together. Or has
all this happened, too, by accident? If so, Marinelli, you
have as little idea of the wickedness of man as you have
of prevision. *
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MARINELLIL,
Countess, you would talk your life into danger——
ORSINA,

‘Were Ito mention this to others? So much the better!
8o much the better! To-morrow I will repeat it aloud in
the market-place—and, if any one contradict me—if any
one contradict me, he was the murderer's accomplice.

Farewell. (As she s going, she meets ODOARDO entering
hastily,)

Scene VI
(poarpo, ORsINA, MARINELLL
ODOARDO.
Pardon me, gracious lady——
ORSINA.

I can grant no pardon here, for I can take no offence.
You must apply to this gentleman (pointing to Mari-
NELLI).

MARINELLI (aside).
The father! This completes the business.

ODOARDO. - .

Pardon a father, sir, who is in the ggpwi:&h Jmbarrass-

ment, for entering unannounced. -
ORSINA.

Father |—(turning round again)—Of Emilia, no doubt!

Ha! Thou art welcome. :
ODOARDO.

A servant came in haste to tell me that my family was
in danger near here. Iflew Lither, he mentioned, and found
that Count Appiani has been wounded—and carried back
to town—and tiat my wife and daughter have found refuge
in the palace. Where are they, sir, where are they?

MARINELLL

Be calm, Colonel. Your wife and daughter have sus-
tained no injury save from terror. They are both well.
The Prince is with them. I will immediately announce
you.
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ODOARDO.
Why announce? merely announce me?
MARINELLI.
For reasons—on account of—on account of—you know,
*sir, that you are not upon the most friendly terms with
the Prince. Gracious as may be his conduct towards
your wife and daughter—they are ladics—will your un-
expected appearance be welcome to him ?
ODOARDO.
You are right, my lord, you are right.

MARINELLL s
But, Countess, may I not first have the honour of hand-
ing you to your carriage ?
ORSINA.
By no means.

MARINELLI (faking her hand, not in the most gentle way).
Allow me to perform my duty.

ORSINA.

Softly 1—I excuse you, Marquis. Why do such as you
ever consider mere politeness a duty, and neglect as un-
important what i really an essential duty ? To announce
this worthy Ynan .. 'ru_gdiafcly is your duty.

MARINELLL.
Have you forgotten what the Prince himself com-
manded ?
ORSINA.
h.Let him come, and repeat his commands. Ishall expect
im.
MARINELLL (draws Oboarpo aside).

I am obliged to leave you, Colgpel, with a lady whose
intellect—you understand me, I mention this that you
may know in what way to treat her romarks, which are
sometimes singular. It were better not to enter into con-
versation with her.

ODOARDO,
Very well. Only make haste, my lord.
. (Exit MARINELLL)
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Scexe VIL ‘

Ogrsina, OpoArDo.
orsINA (afler a pause, during which she has surveyed ODOARDON,
with a look of compassion, while he has cast towards her a
glance of curiosity).
Alas! What did he say to you, unfortunate man?
opoArDO (half aside).
Unfortunate !
ORSINA.

[}
Truth it certainly was not—at least, not one of those
sad truths which await you.
ODOARDO.
Which await me? Do I, then, not know enough?
Madaw—but proceed, proceed.

ORSINA.
You know nothing?

ODOARDO.
Nothing.

ORSINA.,

Worthy father! What would I give .ydu were my
father! Pardon me. The unfortupe£ so willingly asso-
ciate together. I would faithfully share your sorrows—
and your anger.

ODOARDO.

Sorrows and anger? Madam—Dbut I forget—go on.

ORSINA.
Should she even be your only daughter—your only
child—but it matters not. An unfortunate child is ever

an only one. ¢
ODOARDO.

" Unfortunate?—Madam! But why do I attend to her?
And yet, by Heaven, no lunatic speaks thus.
ORSINA.

Lunatic? That, then, was the secret which he told you
of me. Well, well. It is perhaps not ¢ne of his greatest
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falsehoods. I feel that I am something like one; and
believe me, sir, they who, under certain circumstances, do
not lose their intellect, have none to lose.

ODOARDO,
. What must I think ?
ORSINA.

Treat me not with contempt, old man. You possess
strong sense. I know it by your resolute and reverend
mien. You also possess sound judgment, yet I need but
speak one word, and both these qualitics are fled for
ever. o

ODOARDO.

Oh, Madam, they will have fled before you speak that
word, unless you pronounce it soon. Speak, I conjure you ;
or it is not true that you are one of that good class of
lunatics who claim our pity and respect; you are naught
else than a common fool. You cannot have what you
never possessod.

ORSINA.

Mark my words, then.  'What do you know, who fancy
that you know enough? That Appiani is wounded?
Wounded pnly 7 He is dead.

]

e  ODOARDO.

Dead? Dead? Woman, you abide not by your promise.
You said you would rob me of my rcason, but you
break my heart.

ORSINA.

Thus much by the way. Now, let me proceed. The
bridegroom is dead, and the bgide, your daughter, worse
than dead.

ODOARDO. o

Worse? Worse than dead? Say that she too is dcad—

for I know but one thing worse.

ORSINA.

She is not dead ; no, good father, she is alive, and will
now just begin to live indced; the finest, merriest fool's
paradise of a life-2-as long as it lasts. '
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ODOARDO.
Say the word, Madam! The single word, which is to
deprive me of my reason! Out with it! Distil not thus
your poison drop by drop. That single word at once !

ORSINA. ’
You yourself shall put the letters of it together. This
morning the Prince spoke to your daughter at church;
this afternoon he has her at his——his summer-palace.

ODOARDO.
Spoke to her at church? The Prince to my daughter?

' ORSINA.

With such familiarity and such fervour. Their agree-
ment was about no trifling matter ; and if they did agree,
all the better : all the better if your daughter made this
her voluntary asylum. You understand—and in that case
this is no forcible seduction, but only a trifling—trifling
assassination.

ODOARDO.

Calumny! Infamous calumny! I know my daughter.
If there be murder here, there is seduction also. (Looks
wildly round, stamping and foaming.) Now, Claudia! Now,
fond mother! Have we not lived to sée a day of joy?
Oh, the gracious Prince! Oh, the n’gm Moliour !

ORSINA (aside).
Have I roused thee, old man ?

ODOARDO.

Here I stand before the robber’s cave. (Throws his
coat back on both sides, and perceives he has no weapon.) 'Tis
u marvel that,in my haste, I have not forgotten my hands
too. (Feeling n all his pockets.) Nothing, nothing.

ORSINA.

Ha! I understand,and can assist you. I have brought
one. (Producesadagger.) There! Take it, take it quickly,
ere any one observes us. I have something else, too—
%)oison—but that is for women, not for men. Take this

Jorcing the dagger upon him), take it.
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ODOARDO.

I thank thee. Dear child, whosoever again asserts thou

art a lunatic, he shall answer it to me.
ORSINA.

Conceal it, instantly. (OnoArpo hides the dagger.) The
opportunity for using it is denied to me. You will not fail
to find one, and you will scize the first that comes, if you
are a man. lam but a woman, yet I came hither resolute.
We, old man, can trust cach other, for we are both injured,
and by the same seducer. Ob, if you knew how prepos-
terously, how inexpressibly, how incomnprehensibly, I have
been injured by him, you would almost fogget his conduct
towards yourself. Do you know me? I am Orsina, the
deluded, forsaken Orsina—perhaps forsaken only fdr your
daughter. But how is she to blame? Soon she also will
be forsaken; then another, another, and another. Ha!
(A4sif inrapture) What a celestial thonght! When all who
have been victims of his arts shall form a band, and we shall
be converted into Meenads, into furies; what transport will
it be to tear him piecemeal, limb from limb, to wallow
through his entrails, and wrench from its seat the traitor’s
heart—that heart which he promised to bestow on each, and
gave to none, Ha! that indeed will be a glorious revelry !

[ ]

* . Scene VIIL
LY
CrAuDIA, OD0ARDO, ORSINA,
Enter CLAUDIA,

cLAuDIA (looks round, and as soon as she espies her husband,
runs lowards him.)

I was right. Our protector, our deliverer! Are you
really here? Do I indeed bshold you, Odoardo? From
their whisper and their manner I know it was tho case.
‘What shali I say to you, if you are still ignorant? What
shall I say to. you if you already know everything?
But we are innocent. I am innocent. Your daughter is
innocent. Innocent; wholly innocent.

0D0ARDO (who, on secing hie wife, has endeavoured to compose
himself).
"Tis well. Be calm, and answer me.—(To ORsiNA)—
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Not that I doubt your information, Madam. Is the Count
dead ? *.

He is.

CLAUDIA.

ODOARDO.
Is it true that tho Prince spoke this morning to Emilia,
at the church?
. CLAUDIA.
It is; but if you knew how much she was alarmed—
with what terror she rushed home.

ORSINA.
Now, was my, information false?

0p0ARDO (with a bitter laugh).
I would not that it were! For worlds I would not that
it were!
ORSINA.
Am I a lunatic?

opoArno (wildly pacing the apartment).
Oh !—nor as yet um L
CLAUDIA.
You commanded me to be calm, and T obeyed —My dcar
husband, may I—may I entreat

ODOARDO. o

What do you mcan? Am 1 not-Galm? Who can he

calmer than 1? (Pulting restraint upon himself.) Docs
Emilia know that Appiani is dead ?

CLAUDIA.

She cannot know it, but I fear that she suspects it,

because he does not appear.
ODCARDO.

And she weeps and sohs.
CLAUDIA.

No more. That is over, like her naturo, which you
know. She is the most timid, yct the most resolute of
her sex; incapable of governing her first emotions, but
upon the least reflection calm and prepared for all. She
keeps the Priuce at a distance—she speaks to him in a tone
——Let us, dear Odoardo, depart immediately.

[}
-
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ODOARDO.

I canté on horseback hither. What is to be done? You,
Madam, will probably return to town?

ORSINA.
Immediately.
ODOARDO.
May I request you to take my wife with you.
ORSINA.
‘With pleasure.
ODOARDA.

Claudia, this is the Countess Orsina, a®ady of sound
sense, my friend and benefactrcss. Accompany her to
town, and scnd our carriage hither instantly. Emilia
must not return to Guastalla. She shall go with me.

CLAUDIA.
But—if only—I am unwilling to part from the child.

ODOARDO.

Is not her father here? I shall be admitted at last.
Do not delay! Come, my lady. (Apart to her.) You shall
hear from me.—Come, Claudia. (Exeunt.)

ACT V.
SceNE 1.—As before.

THE PriNcE, MARINELLL

MARINELLL

From this window your Highness may observe him.
He is walking to and fro under thg arcade. Now he turns
this way. He comes; no, he turnsagain. e has not yet
altogether made up his mind; but is much calmer, or at
least appears so. To us this is unimportant. He will
scarcely dare utter the suspicions which these women huve
expressed ! Battista says that he desired his wife to send
the carriage hither as soon as she should reach the town,
for he came hither on horseback. Mark my words. When

VOL. I P
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he appears before your Highness, he will humbly return
thanll‘(s for the'gracious protection which you were pleased
to afford to his family, will recommend himself and his
daughter to your further favour, quietly take her to town,
and with perfect submission await the further interest
which your Highness may think proper to take in the
.welfare of his child.
PRINCE.

But should he not be so resigned—and I scarcely think
he will, I know him too well to expect it—he may,
perhaps, conceal his suspicions, and suppress his indig-
nation ; but instead of conducting Emilia to town, he may
take her away and keep her with himself, or placo her in
some cloister beyond my dominions. What then?

MARINELLEL.
Love’s fears are farsighted. But he will not.

PRINCE.

But, if he were to do it, what would the death of the
unfortunate Count avail us?

MARINELLI.

Why this gloomy supposition? “Forward!” shouts
the victor, and asks not who falls near him—friend or
foe. Yot if the old churl should act as you, fear, princo
—(After some consideration) 1 haye it. Ilis wish shall
prove the end of his success. T'll mar his plan. But we
must not lose sight of him. (Walks again to the window.)
Hehad almost surprised us. Hecomes. Let us withdraw
awhile, and in the meanwhile, Prince, you shall hear how
we can elude the evil you apprehend.

PRINCE (in @ threatening tone).

But, Marinelli—
‘MARINELLI.
The most innocent thing in the world. (Eweunt.)
Scexe II
Opoarpo.

Stillno one here? 'Tis well. They allow me time to get
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still cooler. A lucky chance. Nothing is more nnseemly
than a hoary-headed man transported with the rage of
youth. So I have often thought, yet I have suffered
myself to be aroused by whom? By a woman whom
jealousy had driven to distraction. What has injured virtue
to do with the revenge of vice? I have but to save the
former. And thy cause, my son—my son——1I could never
-weep, and will not learn the lesson now. There is another,
who will avenge thy cause. Sufficient for me that thy
murderer shall not enjoy the fruit of his crime. May this
torment him more than c¢ven the ecrime itself; and when at
length loathsome saticty shall drive him fom one excess
to another, may the recollection of having failed in this
poison the enjoyment of all! 1n every dreamn may the bride
appear to him, led to his Ledside by the murdered bride-
groom ; and when, in spite of this, he stretches forth his
sinful arms to seize the prize, may he suddenly hear the
derisive laughter of hell echo in his cars, and so awake.

Scexe 111,
MarINELLI, OROARDO,
& MARINELLIL
We have been looking for you, Sir.
OLOARDO,
Has my daughter been hiere?

MARINELLL

No; the Prince. R
ODOARDO.

I beg his pardon. I have been conducting the Countess
to her carriage.

Indeed.

MARINELLI.

ODOARTO.,
A goodlady! e
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MARINELLL
And where is your lady ?
ODOARDO.
She accompanied the Countess that she might send my

carriage hither. I would request the Prince to let me stay
@with my daughter till it arrives.

. MARINELLI .
Why this ceremony? The I'rince would have feolt

pleasure in conducting your daughter and her mother to
town. .
! ODOARDO.

My daughter at least would have been obliged to decline

that honounr.
MARINELLL
Why so?
ODOARDO.
She will not go to Guastalla again.

MARINELLIL
Indeed! Why not?
ODOARDO.
Count Appiani is dead. ,
MARINELLI. .
For that very reason—— -~
ODOARDO.
She must go with me.
MARINELLIL
With you?
ODOARDO.
With me.—I tell you the Count is dead—though she
may not know it. What thercfore has she to do in
Guastalla? She must go with me.

MARINELLI.

The future residence of the lady must certainly depend
upon her father—but at prescnt——

ODOARDO.
Well? What? .
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MARINELLI.

At present, sir, you will, I hope, allow her to be con
veyed to Guastalla.
OLOARDO.

My daughter, conveyed to Guastalla? Why so? ¢

MARINELLI,
Why! Consider—

0p0ARDO (incensed).

Consider! consider! consider that therg is nothing to
consider. She must and shall go with me.

MARINELLI.

We need have no contention on the subject, sir. 1 nay
be mistaken. What I think necessary may not be so.
The Prince is the hest judge—he, therefore, will decide.
1 go to bring him tov you.

Scexe IV,
. ODOARDO.
ODOARDO,

Tow? Never! Proscribe to me whether she shall go!
Withhold her from me! Who will do this?>—Who darcs
attempt it >—IIc, who dares here do anything he pleases?

s well, ’tis well.  Then shall he see how much
I, too, dare, and whether 1 have not already dared.
Short-sighted voluptuary! I defy thee.—He who regards
no law is as independent as he who is subject to no law.
Iknowest thou not this? Come on, come on——But
what am I saying? My temperf once more overpowers
my reason. What do I want? I should first know why
I rave. What will not a courticr assert? Better had I
allowed him to proceed. I should have heard his pretext
for conveying my daughter to Guastalla, and I could have
prepared a proper reply. But can I need a reply!—
Should one fail me—should——I hear footsteps. I will
be calm. *

a



214 * LESSING’S DRAMATIC WORKS. [AcT V.

Scene V.
Tue Prince, MARINELLI, (DOARDO,

PRINCE,
" My dear worthy Galotti. —Was such an accident neces-
sary to bring you to your Prince? Nothing less would
have sufficed—but I do not mean to reproach you.

ODOARDO.

Your Highness, I have ever thought it unbecoming to
press into tho presence of my Prince. He will send for
those whom he wants. Even now I ask your pardon

PRINCE.

Would that many, whom I know, possessed this modest
pride '—But to the subject. You are, doubtless, anxious
to see your daughter. She is again alarmned on account
of her dear mother's sndden departure. And why should
she have departed? I only waited till tho terrors of the
lovely Emilia were completely removed, and then I should
have conveyed both tho ladies in triumph to town. Your
arrival has diminished by half the pleasure of this
triumph ; but I will not entircly resign it.  *

ODOARDO.

Your Highness honours me too much. Allow me to
spare my unfortunate child the various mortifications,
which friendship and enmity, compassion and malicious
pleasure, propare for her in fown.

PRINCE.

Of the swect comforts, which the friendly and com-
passionate bestow, it wonld be cruelty to deprive her; but
against all the mortifications of enmity and malice, belicve
me, I will guard her, dear Galotti.

ODOARDO.

Prince, paternal love is jealous of its duties. I think I
know what alone suits my daughter in her present situa-
tion. Retirement from the world—a ¢loistcr as soon as
possiblo. .
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RINCE.
A cloister?
ODOARDO.

Till then, let her weep under the protection of her
father.
PRINCE.

Shall so much beauty wither in a cloister ?——
Should one disappointed hope embitter onc against the
world*—But as yon please. No one has a right to dictate
to a parent. Take your daughter wherever you think
proper, Galotti. s

0D0ARDO (fo MARINELLI).
Do you hear, my lord?
MARINELLL
Nay, if you call upon me to speak——
ODOARDO.
By no meaus, by no meaus,

PRINCE.
What has happened between you two ?
]

ODOARDO.
Nothing, your Highness, nothing. Weo were only set-
tling which of us had been deceived in your Highness.
PRINCE.
How so >—Speak, Marinelli.

MARINBLLI.

I am sorry to interfere with the condescension of my
Trince, but friendship commandd that I should make an
appeal to him as judge.

PRINCE.

What friendship ?

MARINELLL

Your Highness knows how sincerely I was attached to
Count Appiani—how our souls were interwoven——
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ODOARDO.

Does his Highness know that? Then you are indced
the only one who does know it.

MARINELLI.
Appointed his avenger by himself—

ODOARDO.
You?
MARINELLL
Ask your wife. The name of Marinelli was the last
word of the dying Count, and was uttered in such & tone
——Oh may that dreadful tone sound in my ears for
ever, if I do not strain every nerve to discover and to
punish his murderers!
PRINCE.
Rely upon my utmost aid.

ODOARDO.

And upon my most fervent wishes. All this is well.
But what further?
PRINCE.

That I, too, want to know, Marinclli.

MARINELLI.

It is suspected that thc Count “was not attacked by
robbers——

Indeed !

0D0ARDO (with a snecr).

MARINELLI.
But that a rival hired assassins to despatch him.

ODOARDO (bitterly).
Indced! Arival? o

MARINELLL
Exactly.
ODOARDO.
Well then—May damnation overtake the vile assassin |
MARINELLL

A rival—a favoured rival too. .
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ODOARDO.
How? Favoured? What say you?
MARINELLIL.
Nothing but what fame reports.

ODOARDO.
Favoured ? favoured by my daughter?

MARINELLL
Certainly not. That cannot be. Were you to say it I
would contradict it. But, on this account, your Highness,
though no prejudice, however well-grogpded, can be of
any weight in the scale of justice, it will, nevertheless, be
absolutely necessary that the unfortunate lady should be
examined.

PRINCE.
Truc—undoubtedly.
MARINELLL.
And where can this be done but in Guastalla ?
PRINCE.

There you are right, Marinelli, there you are right.—
This alters the affair, dcar Galotti. Is it not so. You
yourself must see—-

ODOARDO.
Yes! Iseo——wilat Isce. O God! O God!
PRINCE.
What now? Whatis the matter?
ODOARDO.

I am only angry with mysclf for not having foreseen
what I now perceive. Wellp then—she shall return to
Guastalla. I will take her to her mother, and till she
has been acquitted, after the ntst rigid examination, I
myself will not leave Guastalla. For who knows—(with
a bitter smile of trony)—who knows whether the court
of justice may not think it necessary to examine me?

MARINELLL
It is very possible. In such cascs justice rather does
too much than tpo little. I therefore even fear——
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PRINCE.
What? What do you fear?
MARINELLL
That the mother and daughter will not, at present, be
suffered to confer together.
ODOARDO.

Not confer together?
MARINELLL

It will be necessary to keep mother and daughter apart.
ODOARDO.
To kecp motlier and daughter apart?
MARINELLL

The mother, the daughter, and the father. The forms
of the court absolutely enjoin this caution ; and I assure
your Highness that it pains me that I must enforce the
necessity of at least placing Emilia in strict sccurity.

ODOARDO.

In strict security !—Oh, Prince, Prince!'—But yes—right!
—of course, of course! In strict security! Is it not so,
Prince? Oh! justice! oh justice is a fine thing! kx-
cellent! (Hastily puts his hand into the pocket in which he
had concealed the dagger.) !

PRINCE (in a soothing/ome).

Compose yourself, doar Galotti.
0p0ARDO (aside, drawing his hand, without the dagger, from

his pocket).

There spoke his gnardian angel.

PRINCE.

You are mistaken. You' do not understand him. You
think, perhaps, by security is meant a prison and a
dungeon. )

ODOARDO.

Let me think so, and I shall be at ease.
PRINCE. )

Not a word of imprisonment, Marinelli. The rigour of
the law may easily be combined with the respect due to
unblemished virtue. If Emilia must be.placed in proper
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custody, I know the most proper situation for her—my
chancellor’s house. No opposition, Marinelli. Thither I
will myself convoy her, and place her under the protection
of one of the worthiest of ladies, who shall be answerable
for her safety. You go too far, Marinelli, you go too far,
if you require more. Of conrse, Galotti, you know my
chancellor Grimaldi and his wifo?

ODOARDO.

Undoubtedly I do. T also know the amiable daughters
of this noble pair. Who dues not know them? (To
MariNeLLl).—No, my lord—do not agreegto this. Tf my
daughter must be confined, she ought to be confined in
tho deepest dungeon. Insist upon it, 1 heseech you.
Fool that I was to make any request.  Yes, the good
Sybil was right. “They, who under certuin circum-
stances, do not lose their intellect, have none to lose.”

PRINCE,

I do not understand you. Dear Galotti, what can I do
more? Besatisfied, I beseech you. She shall be conveyed to
the chancellor’s house. I myself will convey her thither;
and if she be not there treated with the utmost respect,
my word i8 ofs no valne. But fear nothing; it is settled.
You, Galotti, may do as you think proper. You may
follow us to Guastdla, or return to Sabionetta, as you
pleage. It would be ridienlous to dictate any conduct to
you. And now, farewell for the present, dear Galotti.—
Come, Marinelli. It grows late.

0n0ARIO (who has been standing in deep meditation).

—How! May I not even sce my daughter, then? May
I not even sec her hero? 4 submit to everything—I
approve of everything. A chancellor’s house is, of course,
a sanctuary of virtue. Take %ny daughter thither, I
boseoch your Highness—nowhere but thither. Yet I
would willingly have some previous conversation with
her. She is still ignorant of the Count’s death, and will
be unable to understand why she is soparated from her
parents. That I may apprise her gently of the one, and
console her for this parting I must see her, Prince, I
must see her. *
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PRINCE.
Come, then, with us.
ODOARDO,
Surely the daughter can come to her father. Let us
have a short conversation here, without witnesses. Send
her hither, I beg your Highness.

PRINCE.
That, too, shall be done. Oh, Galotti, if you would be
my friend, my guide, my father!
(EBxeunt PriNcE and MARINELLI).

<,

Scexe VI.
ODOARDO.

0D0ARDO (after a pause, during which his eyes follow the
PRrINCE).

Why not? Most willingly. Ha! ha! ha! (Looks
wildly around.) Who laughed? By Heaven 1 belicve it
was myself. ’'Tis well. I will be merry. The game is
near an end. Thus must it he, or thus. But—(panses)—
how if she were in league with him? How if this were
the usual deception? How if she were not worthy of
what I am ahout to do for her? (Pauses again.) And
what am I about to do for her? Have I a heart to name
it even to myself? A thought comé$ to me—a thonght
which can be but a thought. Horrible!—I will go. I
will not wait until she comes. (Raises his eyes towards
Heaven.) If she be innocent, lot Him who plunged her
into this abyss, extricate her from it. e needs not my
hand. I will away. (As he i3 going he espies Kwinia.)
Ha! °Tis too lato. My hand is required—Ue¢ requires it.

Sctxe VI
Ewmiia, Opoarbo.
Enter EmiL1A.
EMILIA.

How! You here, my father? And you alone—without
the Count—without my mother? So uneasy, too, my
father? .
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ODOARDO.
And you so much at case, my daughter?
EMILIA.

Why should I not be so, my father? Either all is lost,
or nothing. To bo able to be ut ease, and to be obliged
to he at ease, do they not come to the same thing !

ODOARDO,
But what do you supposo to be the case?
EMILIA.

That all is lost—therefore that we must be at caso, my

father. o
ODOARDO.

And you are at case, becauso necessity requires it?
Who are you? A girl; my daughter? Then should the
man and the father be ashamed of you. But let me hear.
What mecan you when you say that all is lost >—that
Count Appiani is dead ?

EMILIA.

And why is he dead? Why? Ha! It is, then, true,
wmy father—the horrible tale 1s true which I read in my
mother’s tearful and wild looks. Where is my mother?
Where hgs she gone ?

ODOARDO.
She is gone bofore ws—if we could but follow her.
EMILIA.

Oh, the sooncr the better. For if the Count be dead—
if he was doomed to die on that account—Ha! Why do
we stay liere? Let us fly, my father.

ODOARDO.

Fly! Where is the necessity? You are in the hands

of your ravisher, and will there rgmain.

EMILIA.
I remain in his hands ?
ODOARDO.
And alone—without your mother—without me.
EMILIA.

I remain alone in his hands? Never, my father—or
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yon are not my father. I rcmain alone in his hands?
Tis well. Leave me, lcave me. 1 will sec who can
detain me—who cun compel me. What human being can
compel another?

ODOARDO,

I thought, my child, you were tranquil.
EMILIA.

T am so. But what do you call tranquillity ?—To lay
my hands in my lag, and patiently bear what cunnot ho
borne, and suffer what should be suffered.

[% ODOARDO.

IIa! If such be thy thoughts, come to my arms, my
daughter. I have ever said, that Nature, when forming
woman, wished to form her master-piece. She erred in
that the clay she chose was too plastic. In every other
respect man is inferior to woman. Ha! If this be thy
composure, I recognize my daughter again. Come to my
arms. Now, mark me. Under the pretence of legal ex-
amination, the Prince—tears thee (the hellish fool’s play!)
tears thee from our arms, and places theo under the pro-
tection of Grimaldi.

EMILIA. ‘

Tears me from your arms? Takes me—would tear me
—take me—would—would——As ifeewe ourselves had no
will, father. '

ODOARDO.

So incensed was I, that I was on the point of drawing
forth this dagger (produces it), and plunging it into the
hearts of both the villains.

EVILIA.

Heaven forbid it! my father. This life is all the wicked
can enjoy. Give me, givé me the dagger.

ODOARDO,
Child, it is no bodkin.
EMILIA.
If it were, it would serve as a dagger. 'T'were the
sae.
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ODOARDO.
What! Isit come tothat? Not yet, not yet. Reflect.
You have but one life to lose, Emilia,

EMILIA,

And but ono innocence.

ODOARDO.
Which is proof against all force.
EMILIA.

But not against all scduction. Force! Force! What
is that? Who may not defy force? What you call force
is nothing. Seduction is the only rcalgturce. I have
blood, my father, as youthful aud as warm as that of
others. 1 have senscs tvo. I cannot pledge myself: I
guarantce nothing. I know tho house of Grimaldi. It is
a house of revelry—a single hour spent in that society,
under the protection of my mother, created such a tumult
in my soul, that 1l the rigid exercises of religion could
scarcely quell it in whole weeks. Religion! And what
religion? To avoid no worsc snares thousands have
leapt into the waves, und now are saints. Give me the
dagger, then, my father, give it to me.

. . ODOARDO.

And didst thon but know who armed me with this

dagger »

EMILIA.
That matters not. An unknown friend is not the less
a friecnd. Give me the dagger, father, I beseech you.

ODOARDO.

And if T were to givo it you?—what then? There!
(He presents it ) .
EMILIA.

And there! (She seizes it wit® ardour, and i about to
stab herself when ODOARDO wrests it from her.)
ODOARDO.
See how rash——No; it is not for thy hand.
EMILIA.
Tis true; then with this bodkin will I! (she searches
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Jor one in her hair, and feels the rose in her head). Art thou
still there? Down, down! thou shouldst not deck the
head of one, such as my father wishes me to be!

ODOARDO.

Oh! my daughter!

EMILIA.

Oh, my father! if I understand you. But no, you will
not do it, or why so long delayed. (In a bitter tone, while
she plucks the leaves of the rose.) In former days there was
a father, who, to save his daughter from dis plunged
the first deadly weapon which he saw, into his daughter’s
heart—and théieby gave her life, a second time. But
those were deeds of ancient times. Such fathers exist
not now.

ODOARDO.

They do, they do, my daughter (stabs her). God of
heaven! What have 1 done? (supports her in his arms as
she sinks.)

EMILIA.

Broken a rose before the storm had robbed it of its
bloom. Ob, let me kiss this kind parental hand.

Scene VIII, #
TrE PrINCE, MARINELLI, OD0ARDO, EMILIA.
PRINCE (entering).
What means this? Is Emilia not well?
ODQARDO.
Very well, very well.
PRINCE (Upproaching her.)
What do I see? Oh, horror!
*  MARINELLL

I am lost !
. PRINCE.

Cruel father, what hast thou done.
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ODOARDO.

Broken a rose before the storm had robled it of its
bloom. Said you not so, my daughter?

EMILIA.
Not you, my father. I, I myself——
ODOARDO,

Not thou my daughter—mot thou! Quit not this
world with falschood on thy lips. Not thon, my
daughter—thy father, thy unfortunate faher.

EMILIA.

Ah!—My fathcr——(Dies in his arms. He lays her
yently on the floor.)

ODOARDO,

Ascend on high!  There, rince!  Does she still charm
you? Does she still rouse your appetites ?—here, weltering
in her blood—which cries for vengeance against you.
(After @ pause)) Doubtless you wait to sce the end of
this. You expect, perhaps, that 1 shall turn the steel
against myself] and finish the deed like some wretched
tragedy. ®You are mistuken.  There!  (Thraws the dagyer
at his feet.) There lies the blood-stained witness of
my crime. T go to deitver myself into the hands of justice.
1 go to meet you as my judge: then 1 shall meet you in
anuther world. before the Judge of all. (Lixtt.)

priNce (after a pause, during which he surveys the body with a
look of horror and despair, turns to MARINELLI).

Here! Raise her. 1low! Dagt thou hesitate? Wretch!
Villain ! (lTeara the dagger from his grasp.) No. Thy
blood shall not be mixed with such as this. Go: hide
thyself for ever. Begone, 1 say. Oh God! Oh God!
Is it not enough for the misery of many that monarchs
are men? Must devils in disguise become their friends ?

VOL. L.
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NATIIAN THE WISE

¢ Introite, nam et heic Dii sunt.”
Apud GELLILM.

ACT I
SceNxe 1.—A Hall in Nathan's Ilouse.

NATIAN, returning from a journey ; DAJA, meeting Lim.

DAJA.

"I'is he! ’Tis Nathan! endless thanks to ITeaven
That you at last are happily rcturncd.

- . NATHAN.
Yes, Daja! thanks to Heaven! But why at last?
Was it my purpose—was it in my power
To come back sooner? Babylon from here,
As 1 was forced to take my devious way,
Is a long journey of two hundred leagues;
* And gathering in one’s debts is not—at best,
A task that expedites a traveller's steps.
DATAS
O Nathan! what a dire calamity
Had, in your absence, nigh befalleh us!
Your bouso—
NATHAN.
Took fire. I have already heard.
God grant I may have learnt the whole that chaxned!
DAJA.
Chance saved it, or it had been burnt to ashes.
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NATHAN,
Then, Daja! we had built another house,
And a far botter——
DAJA.

True—ay, true! but Recha
Was on the point of perishing amid
The flames——
NATHAN.
. Of perishing? Who saidst thou? Recha®
I had not heard of that. I should not then
Have needed any house. What! on the point
Of perishing? ¥Yay, nay; perchance she's dcad—
Is burnt alive. Speak, speak the dreadful truth.
Kill me, but do not agonize me thus.
Tell me at once she’s dead.

DAJA.

And if she were
Could you expect to hear it from these lips?

NATHAN.
Why then alarm me? Recha! O my Recha!l
DAJA.
Your Recha? Yours?
NATHAN.

And can it ever be
That I shall cease to call this child my own?

DAJA.
Is all you have yours by an equal title ?

NATHAN.
Nought by a better. What I else enjoy
Are Fortune’s gifts, or Nature’s. This alone—
This treasure (%; I owe to virtue.

DAJA.
How dearl t I for all o
ow dearly mus ay for all your goodness!
If goodness pra.ctiseg for an eng likegyours
Deserves the name. .
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NATHAR.
An end like mine! What mean you?

DAJA.
My conscience—
NATHAN.
Daja, let me tell you first—
DAJA.
I say my conscience—
NATHAN,

Oh, the gorgeous robe
That T have bought for you in Babylon
Costly it is and rarc. For Recha’s self
I have not bought a richer.

DAJA,
What of that?
My conscicnee can be silent now no more.

NATHAN,
I long to witness your delight, to see
The bracelets, carrings, and the golden chain
Which I.ﬁelected at Damascus for you.

DAJA.
"Tis always ro, you sftrfeit me with gifts.

NATHAN.
Accept them freely. as they are bestowed,
And silence!

DAJA.
Silence! Yeg But who can doubt

That you are generosity itself?
And yet—— ..

NATHAN.

I'm but a Jew! Daja, confess

That I have guessed your thought.

DAJA.
You know my thoughts
Far better. .
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NATHAN.

Well, be silent !
DAJA.
I am dumb.
And honceforth all the evil that may spring
From this, which I cannot avert, nor change,
Fall on your head.
NATHAN.
Lot it all fall on me!
But where is Recha? What detains her thus?
Are you deceiving me? Can she have heard
That I am hereé,
DAJA.
Yourself must answer that.
Terror still palpitates through cvery nerve,
And fancy mingles fire with all her thonghts.
In sleep her soul's awake; but when awake,
Is wrapt in slumber. Less than mortal now,
And now far more than angel, she appears.

NATIHAN.
Poor child! how frail a thing is Iimman nature !

DAJA.
She lay this morning with her eyeligs closed—
One would have thought her dead—when suddenly
She started from her couch, and cried, ** Hark, hark!
Here come my father’s camels, and I hear
His own sweet voice again I”  With that, her eyes
Once more she opened, and her arms’ support
Withdrawn, her head droop’d softly on her pillow.
Quickly T hastened forth, ar.d now behold,
I find you here. But marvel not at this.
Has not her every thought been long engrossed
With dreams of you and him ?

NATHAN.
Of him! What him?
DAJA.
Of him who from tho flames preserved her life.
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NATHAN,
And who was he? Where is he? Name the man
Who saved my Recha?
DAJA.
A young Templar he!
Brought hither captive lutely, and restored
To frcedom by the Sultun.

NATHAN.
How? A Templar?
A captive, too, and pardoned hy the Sultan ?
Could not my Recha's life have been pr«.?rvcd
By some less wondrous miracle? O God!

DAJA.
But for this stranger’s help, who risked afresh
The life so unexpeetedly restored,
Recha had surely perished.

NATHAN.
Where is he?
Where is this noble yonth?  Where is he, Daja?
Oh, lead me to his feet! Dut you already
Ilave surely lavished on him u?l the wealth
That I had left behind ; have given him all—
And promised more, uch more.

DAJA.
How could we, Nathan?

NATIIAN.
Why not ?
pATA;

ITe came we know not whenee, he went
We know not whither. To the lwuse a strunger,
And guided by his ear alone, he rushed
With fearless daring through the smoke and flame,
His mantle spread before him, till he reached
The spot whence issued piercing screams for help.
We thought him lost; when, bursting through the fire,
He stood before us, bearing in his arms
Her almost lifeless form. Unmoved and cold,
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Deaf to our cries of thanks, he left his prize,
Passed through the wondering crowd, and disappeared.

NATHAN,
But not for ever, Daja, I would hope.

DAJA.
For some days after, 'neath yon spreading palms,
Which wave above our blest Redeemer’s grave,
We saw him pacing thoughtful to and fro.
With transport I approached to speak my thanks.
I pleaded, begged, entreated that for once,
Once only, he wu1ld see the grateful maid,
Who longed to shed at her preserver’s foet
Her tears of gratitude.

NATHAN.
Well ?

DAJA.
All in vain!
Deaf to my warmest prayers, he poured on me
Such bitter taunts——

NATHAN,
That you withdrew dismayed.

DAJA.

Far otherwise. I sought to meet hif daily,

And daily heard his harsh insulting words.

Much have I borne, and would have borne still more;
But lately he has ceased his lonely walk

Beneath the spreading palms that shade the grave
Of Him who rose from death; and no man knows
‘Where he may now be fourd. You seem surprised.

(NATHAN.
I was considering how such a scene
Must work upon a mind like Recha’s. Scorned
By one whom she can never cease to prize ;
Repelled by one who still attracts her to him.
Her head and heart at strife! And long, full long
The contest may endure, without the power
To say if anger or regret shall triumph. .
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Should neither prove the victor, Fancy then
May mingle in the fray, and turn her brain.
Then Passion will assume fair Reason’s garb,
And Reason act like Passion. Fatal change!
Such, doubtless, if I know my Recha well,
Must be her fate ; her mind is now unhinged.

DAJA.
But her illusions are so sweet and holy.

NATHAN,
But yet she raves!
DAJA.
The thought she ﬁings to most,
Is that the Templar was no carthly form,
But her blest gnardian angel, such as she
From childhood fancied hovering o’er her path ;
Who from his veiling cloud, amid the fire
Rushed to her aid in her preserver’s form.
You smile incredulous. Who knows the truth ?
Permit her to indulge tho fond deceit,
‘Which Christian, Jew, and Mussulman alike
Agree to own. The illusion is so sweet !

. . NATHAN.
T love it too. But go, good Daja! go,
Sce what she does—id1 can speak with her.
This guardian angel, wilful and untamed,
I'll then seck out—and if he still is pleased
To sojourn here a while with us—or still
Is pleused to play the knight so boorishly,
T'll doubtless find him out and bring him here.

DAJA,
You are too daring, Nathan.
]

NATHAN.
Trust me, Daja!
If fond delusion yicld to sweeter truth—
For human beings ever to their kind
Are dearer after all than angels are—
You will not censure me, when you perceive
Our lov'd enthusjast’s mind again restored.
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DAJA.

You are so good, and so discerning, Nathan!
But see, behold! Yes, here she comes herself.

Scexe II.
RECHA, NATHAN, and DAJA.

RECHA.

And is it you! your very self, my father?

I thought you had but sent your voice before you,

Where aro you lingering still ? What mountains, streains,
Or deserts now diyide us? Here we are

Once more together, face to face, and yet

You do not hasten to embrace your Recha !

Poor Recha ! she was almost burnt alive!

Yet she escaped—~—DBut do not, do not shudder.

It were a dreadful death to die by fire!

NATHAN.
My child! my darling child!
RECHA.

Your journey lay
Across the Tigris, Jordan, and Fuphrates,
And many other rivers. ’Till that fire ¢
T trembled for your safety, but since then
Methinks it were a blessed, happy thing
To die by water. But you are not drowned,
Nor am I burnt alive. We will rejoice,
And thank our God, who bore you on the wings
Of unseen angels o'er the treacherous streams,
And bade my angel bear me visibly
On his white pinion through, the raging flames.

NATHAN (aside).
On his white pinion! Ha! I sce; she means
The broad white fluttering mantle of the Templar.
_RECHA, )
Yes, visibly he bore me through the flames,

O’ershadowed by his wings. Thus, face to face,
I have beheld an angel—my own angel.
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NATHAN.
Recha were worthy of so blest a sight.
And would net see in him a fairer form
Than he would see in her.

RECHA (#miling).
Whom would you flatter--
The angel, dearest father, or yourself ?

NATHAN.
And yet methinks, dear Recha, if a man—
Just such a man as Nature daily fashions—
Had rendered you this service, he had Wen
A very angel to you.

RECHA.

But he was
No angel of that stamp, but true and recal.
And have I not full often heard you say
"Tis possible that angels may exist?
And how God still works miracles for those
Who love Him? And I love Him dearly, father.

NATHAN.
And Ilesloves'you ; and 'tis for such as you
That He from all eternity has wrought
Such ceaseless wonddrs daily.

RECHA.
Ilow I love
To heaf you thus discourse !

NATHAN.
Vell, though it sound

A thing but natural and common-place
That you should by a Templar have been saved,
Is it the less & miracle for that?
The greatest of all miracles seems this:
That real wonders, genuine miracles,
(an seem and grow so commonplace to us.
Without this universal miracle,
Those others would scarce strike a thinking man,
Awaking wonder but in children’s minds,
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‘Who love to stare at strange, unusual things,
And hunt for novelty. Y
, DAJA.
Why will you thus *. 7
With airy subtleties perplex her mind, '
Already overheated ?
NATHAN.

Silence, Daja !
And was it then no miracle that Recha
Should be indebted for her life to one
‘Whom no small miracle preserved himself?
‘Who ever heard {=fore, that Saladin
Pardoned a Templar? that a Templar asked it—
Hoped it—or for his ransom offered more
Than his own sword-belt, or at most his dagger ?

RECHA.
That argues for me, father! All this proves
That my preserver was no Templar knight,
But only seemed so. If no captive Templar
Has e’er come hither but to meet his death,
And through Jerus’lem cannot wander free,
How could I find one, in the night, to save me?

NATHAN.
Ingenious, truly! Daja, you must speak.
Doubtless, you know still more about this knight ;
For *twas from you I learnt he was a prisoner.

. DAJA.
*Tis but report indeed, but it is said

That Saladin gave freedom to the knight,
Moved by the likeness whick his features bore
To a lost brother whom he dearly loved,
Though since his disappearance twenty years
Have now elapsed. He fell I know not where,
And e'en his very name's a mystery.

But the whole tale sounds so incredible,

It may be mere invention, pure romance,

NATHAN.
And why incredible? Would you reject "
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This story, Daja, a8 so oft is done,

To fix on something more incredible,

And credit that? Why should not Saladin,
To whom his race are all so dear, have loved
In early. youth a brother now no more?
Since when have features ceased to be alike ?
Is an impression lost because ’tis old ?

Will the same cause not work a like effect ?
‘What, then, is so incredible? My Daja,
This can to you be no great miracle;

Or does a wonder only claim belief

When it proceeds from you? ’
DAJA.
You mock me, Nathan !
NATHAN.

Nay, 'tis the very tone you use yourself.

And yct, dear Recha, your escape from death
Remains no less a miracle

Of Him who turns the proud resolves of kings;
To mockery, or guides them to their end

By the most slender threads.

. * RECHA.
O father, father!
My error is not wilfu} if I err.

NATHAN.
No, I have ever found you glad to learn.
Sec, then, a forehead vaulted thus or thus,
A nose of such a shape, and brows that shade
The eye with straighter or with sharper curve,
A spot, a mole, a wrinkle, or asline—
A nothing—in an European’s face,
And you are saved in Asia from the flames!
Is that no wonder, wonder-seeking folk ?
What need to summon angels to your aid?

DAJA.

But, Nathan, where’s the harm,—if I may spcak—
In thinking one was rescued by an angel
Rather than by a man? Are we not brought
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Thus nearer to the first mysterious cause
Of our life’s preservation ?

NATHAN. s
Pride, rank pride! .,

The iron pot would with a silver tongs *

Be lifted from the furnace, to believe

Itself a silver vase! Well! where’s the harm?

And “where’s the good ?” I well may ask in turn.

Your phrase, “ It brings you nearcr to the first

Mysterious cause!” is nonscnse—if 'tis not

Rank blasphemy :—it works a certain harm.

Attend to me. «To him who saved your life,

Whether he be an angel or a man,

You both—and you especially—should pay

Substantial services in just return.

Is not this true? Now, what great services

Have you the power to render to an angel !

To sing his praise—to pour forth sighs and prayers—

Dissolve in transports of devotion o’er him—

Fast on his vigil, and distribute alms?

Mere nethings ! for 'tis clear your neighbour gains

Far more than he by all this piety.

Not by your abstinence will he grow fat, ¢ ,

Nor by your alms will he be rendcred rich ;

Nor by your transports is his glory,raised,

Nor by your faith in him his power increased.

Say, is not all this true? But to a man

DAJA.

No doubt a man had furnished us with more
Occasions to be useful to himself;

God knows how willingly ive had seized them !
But he who saved her life demanded nought ;
He needed nothing—in himself complete

And self-sufficient—as the angels are;

RECIHA.
And when at last he vanished——
NATHAN.

" How was that?
Did he then vanish? ’'Neath yon spreading palms
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Has he not since been seen ? Or have you sought
Elsewhere to find him ?

4

DAJA.
No, in truth we've not.

. NATHAN.
Not sought him, Daja? Cold enthusiasts !
See now the harm : supposo your angel stretched
Upon a bed of sickness!

DAJA.
Sickness, what !
RECHA. ¢

A chill creeps over me. I shudder, Daja !

My forehead, which till now was warm, becomes

As cold as very ice; come, feel it, Daja. .
NATHAN.

He is a Frank, unused to this hot clime,

Young and unpractised in his order's rules,
In fastings and in watchings quite untrained.

RECHA.

Sick! sick!
. DAJA.

Your father means *twere possible.

L]
NATHAN.

Friendless and penniless, he may be lying
Without the means to purchase aid.

»

RECHA.
Alas!
NATHAN.
Without advice, or hope, or sympathy,
May lie a prey to agony and death®
] RECHA.
Where, where ?
NATHAN.
And yet for one he never knew—
Enough for him it was a human being—
L He plunged amid she flames and——
VOL. L. R
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DAJA.
Spare her, Nathan!
NATHAN.
He sought no more to know tho being whom
He rescued thus—he shunned her very thanks—

RECHA.
Oh, spare her!
NATHAN.
Did not wish to see her more,
Unless to save her for the second time—
Enough for hing ;that she was human !

DAJA.

Hold!
. NATHAN,

e may have nothing to console him dying,
Save the remembrance of his deed.

DAJA.
You kill her!
NATHAN.

And you kill him, or might have done at least.
"Tis med’cine that I give, not poison, Recha! .
But be of better cheer : he lives—perhaps
Ho is not ill. ‘

RECHA.

Indeed ? not dead—not il1?

NATHAN.

Assuredly not dead—-for God rewards

Good deeds done here below—rewaids them hero,
Then go, but ne'er forget how easier far

Devout enthusiasm is, than good dceds.

How soon our indolence contents itsell

With pious raptures, ignorant, perhaps,

Of their ulterior end, that we may be

Exempted from the toil of doing good.

RECHA.

O fathor! leave your child no more alone.—
But may he not have only, gone a journey ?
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NATHAN.

Perhaps. But who is yonder Mussulman,
Numbering with curious eye my laden camels?
Say, do you know him ?

DAJA.

Surely your own Dervise.
NATHAN.

‘Who?
DAJA.

Your Dervise—your old chess companion.
NATHAN. 4
Al-Hafi do you mean? What!—that Al-Hafi? .
DAJA.
No other: now the Sultan’s treasurer.
NATHAN.

‘What, old Al-HHafi? Do you drcam again ?
And yet 'tis he himsclf—he’s coming hither.
Quick, in with you! What am I now to hear?

Scene III.
* NatoAN and the DERVISE.
o DERVISE.
Ay, lift your eyes and wonder.
NATHAN.
Is it you?
" A Dervise so magnificent !
DERVISE.
Why not?
Can you make nothing of a Dervise, Nathan ?
NATHAN.
Ay, surely, but I've still been wont to think
A Dervise—I would say a thorough Dervise—
Will ne’er let anything be made of him.
DERVISE.

Well, Ly the Prophet ! though it may be trne
That I'm no thorotigh Dervise, yet one must-
R 2
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NATHAN.
Must, Hafi! You a Dervise! No man must——
And least of all a Dervise.

DERVISE.
Nay, he must,
When he is much implored and deems it right.
NATHAN.
Well spoken, Hafi | Let us now embrace.
You're still, I trust, my friend.

DERVISE.
ﬁ“

MWhat has been made of me?
NATHAN.
I take my chance,
In spite of all that has been made of you.
DERVISE.

May I not be a servant of the state
Whose friendship is no longer good for you ?

‘Why not ask first

NATHAN.

Itifrou but still possess your Dervise heart :
T'll run the risk of that. The stately robe
Is but your cloak. ‘

DERVISE.

And yet it claims some honour.

But, tell me truly, at a court of yours
What had been Hafi’s rank ?

NATHAN.

¢ A Dervise only—
Or, if aught else—perhaps my cook.

DERVISE.

Why yes!

That I might thus unlearn my native trade,

Your cook! why not your butler? But the Sultan—
He knows me better—I'm his treasurer.

NATHAN.
What, you ?—his treasurer? ¢
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DERVISE.
Mistake me not,
I only bear his lesser purse ; his father
Still manages the greater, and I am
The treasurer of his house.
NATHAN.
His house is large!
DERVISE.

Far larger than you think—all needy men

Are of his house.
NATIHAN.

Yet Saladin is such s

A foe to beggars!
DERVISE.

That he’d root them out,
Though he turned beggar in tho enterprise.

NATHAN.
Bravo! I meant as much.
DERVISE.
He’s one already.

His treagury at sunset every day
Is worse than empty ; and although the tide
Flowed high at morn, ’tis ebb before the noon.

NATHAN.

Because it flows through channels such as we
Can neither stop nor fill.
DERVISE.
You hit the truth.

NATHAN.
I know it well. ,

DERVISE.

Ah! ’tis an evil case

‘When kings are vultures amid carcases,
But ten times worse when they’re the carcases
Amid the vultures.

NATHAN.

, Dervise, 'tis not so.
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DERVISE.
Is that your thought? But, come, what will you give
If I resign my office in your favour?

NATHAN.
What are your profits ?

DERVISE.

Mine? not much; but you

Would soon grow rich ; for when, as oft occurs,
The Sultan’s treasury is at an ebb,
You might unlock your sluices, pour in gold,
And take in forn'l of interest what you please.

NATHAN.
And interest on the interest of the interest.

DERVISE.
Of course.

NATHAN.

Until my capital becomes

All interest,

DERVISE.

Well! is not the offer tempting ?
Farewell for ever to our friendship then,
For I had counted on you.
NATHAN.
How so, Hafi ?
DERVISE.
I thought you would have helped me to discharge
My task with credit; that I should have found
Your treasury ready. Ha! you shake your head.
NATHAN.
Let us explain. 'We must distingunish here.
To you, Dervise Al-Hafif all I have
Is welcome ; but to you, the Defterdar
Of Saladin—to that Al-Hafi, who——
DERVISE.
I guessed as much. You ever are as good

As you are wise and prudent. Only wait.
The two Al-Hafis you distinguish thus
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Will soon be parted. See, this robe of honour,
Which Saladin bestowed, before ’tis worn

To rags, and suited to a Dervise back,

Will in Jerusalem hang from a nail :

Whilst I, upon the Ganges’ scorching strand,
Barefoot amid my teachers will be found.

NATLAN.
That’s like yourself!
DERVISE.
Or playing chess with them.
NATHAN.
Your greatest bliss! ¢
DERVISE.

What do you think seduced me?
Hopes of escaping future penury,
The pride of acting the rich man to beggars,
‘Would this have metamorphosed all at once
The richest beggar to a poor rich man?

NATHAN.
No.
DERVISE.
Buit I yidlded to a sillicr whim.
For the first time I felt myself allured
By Saladin’s kind-he:yrted, flattering words.

NATHAN.
And what were they ?

DERVISE.

He said a beggar’s wants

Are known but to the poor alone ; that they
Alone can tell how want shoutd be relieved.
¢« Thy predecessor was too cold,” he said,
“ Too harsh, and when he gave, *twas with a frown.
He searched each case too strictly, not content
To find out want, he would explore the cause,
And thus he measured out his niggard alms,
Not so wilt thou bestow, and Saladin
'Will not appear so harshly kind in thee.
Thou art not likg that choked-up conduit-pipe,
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Whdnce in unequal #treams the water flows,
‘Which it receives imfspure and copious stores.
Al-Hafi thinks, Al-Hafi fecls like me.”

The fowler whistled, aid at last the quail
Ran to his net. Cheated, and by a cheat?

NATHAN.
Hush, Dervise, hush !

DERVISE.

What ! is it not a cheat

To grind mankind by hundred thousands thus!
Oppress them, plunder. butcher, and torment,
And singly play,the philanthropic part ?
Not cheating, to pretend to imitate
That heavenly bounty, which in even course
Descends alike on desert and on plain,
On good and bad in sunshine and in shower,
And not possess ths never empty hand
Of the Most High! Not cheating

NATHAN.

Dervise, ccase!
DERVISE.
Nay, let me speak of cheating of my own,
How now? Were it not cheating to scek out
The bright side of impostures such as these,
That under colour of this brighter side
I might take part in them? What say you now?

NATHAN.
Fly to your desert quickly. Amongst men
I fear you'll soon unlearn to be a man.

DERVISE.
I fear so too. Farowell |

NATHAN,
What, so abrupt ?
Stay, stay, Al-Hafi! Has the desert wings ¢
It will not fly away. Here, stay, Al-Hafi!
He's gone; he's gone. I would that I had asked
About that Templar; he must know the man.
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Scexe IV.
Dasa (rushing in), NATHAN.

DAJA.
O Nathan, Nathan !
NATHAN.
Well! what now ?

DAJA.
He’s there.
He shows himself once more.
NATHAN. P
Who, Daja—who ?
DAJA.
He—ho!
NATHAN.
Wheroe cannot ke bo found? But ke
You mean, is, 1 sappuse, the only He.
That should not bo, were he an angel’s self.

DATA.
Beneath the palms he wanders up and down,
And gathers dates.
NATHAN,
dnd cats them, I suppose,
Just as a Templar would.
DAJA.
You mock me, sir!
Her cager eye espied him long ago,
When scarcely secn amid the distant trees.
She watches him intently, agl implores
That you will go to him without delay.
Then go, and from the window she will mark
Which way his paces tend. Go, go; make haste!
NATHAN,
What! thus, as I alighted from my camel ?
Would that be scemly ? But do you accost him ;
Tell him of my return. I do not doubt
You'll find the ponest man forbore our house
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Because the host was absent, He'll accept
A father’s invitation.” Say I ask him,
I heartily request him,
DAJA.

All in vain
In short, he will not. visit any Jew.

NATHAN.
Then use your best endeavours to detain him,
Or, with unerring eye, observe his steps,
And mark him well. Go, I shall not {; long.

" (NATHAN enters the house. DAJA retires.)

Scexe V.

A Place of Palms. The TEMPLAR, walking to and fro; a
Friaw, following him at some distance, as if desirous of
addressing him.

TEMPLAR.

It cannot be for pastime that this man

Follows me thus. See how he eyes my hands!

Good brother—or, perhaps I should say, father!

FRIAR.
No, brother; a lay brother, at your service.

TEMPLAR. ¢

Well, brother, then, if I had anything—
But truly I have nothing——
FRIAR.
Thanks the same!

God will reward your purpose thousandfold.
The will and not the deed perfects the giver.
Nor was I sent to follow you for alms.
'TEMPLAR.
Sent?
FRIAR.

From the convent.
TEMPLAR.
Where I even now
‘Was hoping to partake a pilgrim’s fare.
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FRIAR.
*Tis meal-time now, the tables all are full;
But if it please you, we will turn together.
TEMPLAR.
No matter, though I have not tasted meat
For many days; these dates, you see, are ripe.
FRIAR.
Be sparing of that fruit, sir, for too much
Is hurtful, sours the blood, and makes one sad.
TEMPLAR.

s
And what if sadness suits me? ThougH, methinks,
'T'was not to give this warning that you came.

FRIAR.
Oh, no! my mission was to question you—
To feel your pulse a little.
TEMPLAR.
And you tell

This tale yourself?
FRIAR.

. ' Why not?
TEMPLAR.
’ An artful soul! (aside).
And has tho convent many more like you?
FRIAR.
I know not. Mere obedience is my duty.

TEMPLAR.
And you obey without much guestioning,.

FRIAR. o
Could it be rightly termed obedience else?

TEMPLAR.
The simple mind is ever in the right.—(aside).
But will you not inform me who it is
That wishes to know more of me? Not you,
1 dare be sworn.,
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FRIAR,
‘Would such a wish become
Or profit me?
TEMPLAR.
‘Whom would it then become
Or profit to be thus inquisitive ?

FRIAR.
Perha.ps the Patriarch—'twas he that sent.

TEMPLAR.

The Patriarch ? and does he know my badge
8o ill 2—The red vross on the snow-white robe.

FRIAR.
Why ? I know that.
TEMPLAR.
Well, brother, hear me out.

I am a Templar—and a prisoner now.
Made captive with some others at Tebnin,
‘Whose fortress we had almost ta’en by storm
Just as the truce expired. Our hopes had been
To threaten Sidon next. Of twenty knights
Made prisoners there together, I alone

rdoned by command of Saladin.
The atriarch now knows what he requu'es.
And more than he requires.

FRIAR.
And yet no more
Than he had learned already. He would ask
Why you, of all the captives doomed to die,
Alone were spared ?
TEMPLAR.

Can.I myself tell that?

Alrewdy with bare neck I had knelt down
n my mantle, to await the stroke,

ng‘zan Saladin with steadfast eye surveys me.
Nearer he draws—he makes a sign—they raise me—
I am unbound—I would express my thanks—
I mark the tear-drop glisten in his eye—
'We both stand mute—he turns and leavenr the spot——
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Istay. And now, how all this hangs together,
The Patriarch must explain.

FRIAR.
The Patriarch thinks
That Heaven preserved you for some mighty deed.

TEMPLAR.
Some mighty deed ? To rescue from the flames
A Jewish maid! To lead to Sinai’s monnt
Bands of inquiring pilgrims—and the like!

FRIAR.

The time may come for more important-'fasks:
Perhaps the Patriarch has already planned
Some mighty business for you.

TEMPLAR.
Think you so?
Has he alrcady given you a hint?
FRIAR.
Yes—but my task is first to sift a little,
To see if you are ono to undertako——

. TEMPLAR.
Well—sift away ? (We'll see how this man sifts).
»  FRIAR.

The better course will be to name at onoce
What is the Patriarch’s desire.
TEMPLAR.
It is—?
FRIAR.
To make you bearer of a lettér.
TEMPLAS.
Me?
I am no carrier. Is that the office
More meritorious than to save from death
A Jewish maid ?
FRIAR.
So, truly, it would seem.
The Patriarch says that this little note

253
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Involves the general weal of Christendom,

And that to bear it to its destined hand,

Bafely, will merit a peculiar crown

From Heaven—and of that crown, the Patriarch
Says none can worthier be than you.

TEMPLAR.
Than 1!
« FRIAR.

You have your liberty—can look around ;
You understand how cities may be stormed
And how defended, says the Patriarch ;
You know the strength and weakness of the towers,
And of the inner rampart lately reared
By Saladin, and you could Yomt out all
To the Lord’s champions f

TEYPLAR.
May I know
Exactly the contents of this-same letter ?

FRIAR.
Of that I am not quite informed myself.
"Tis to King Philip; and our Patriarch—
I often wonder how that holy man,
Whose every thought would secm absorbed by ch.ven,
Can stoop to earthly things, and hov his mind
Can be so deeply skilled in human loro——

TEMPLAR.
Well, then, your Patriarch——
FRIAR.
Exactly knows
From secret sources, how, and with what force,
And in what quarter, shotld the war break out,
The foe and Saladin will take the ficld.
TEMPLAR.
Knows he 8o much?
. FRIAR.

Ay, truly ! and he longs
To send the urgent txdmgl to King Philip,
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That he may better calculate if now

The danger be so great, as to demand

At every hazard that he should renew

The truce so boldly broken by the Templars.

TEMPLAR.
The noble Patriarch! He seeks in me
No common herald, but the meancst spy.
Therefore, good brother, tell your Patriarch,
That I am not—as far as you can sift—
Tho man to suit his ends. 1 hold mysclf
A captive still. I know a Templar's duty :
Ready to die, not live to play the spy. -

FRIAR.
I thought as much. Nor can I censure you
For your resolve. The best has still to come.
Our Patriarch has learnt the very fort,
Its name, its strength, its sitc on Lebanon,
Wherein those countless treasures are concealed,
Wherewith the Sultan’s prudent father pays
His troops, and all the heavy costs of war.
He knows that Saladin, from time to time,
Visits this fortress, by some seeret way,
‘With but a fow attendants.

‘Y TEWPLAR.
Well! what then ?

FRIAR.

*Twould be an casy task, methinks, to scize
The Sultan thus defenceless—and to end him.
You shudder, knight! Two monks who fear the Lord,
Are ready now to undertake the task,
And wait a leader. -

TEMPLAR.

And the Patriarch
Has pitched on ine to do this noble deed ?

FRIAR,
He thinks King Philip might from Ptolemais
Give aid in the design.
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' TEMPLAR.

itched on me!
On me {—8ay, brother, have yon never heard
The boundless debt I owe to Saladin?

FRIAR.
Truly I have.
TEMPLAR,
And yet——
FRIAR.
The Patriarch
Bays that is very, well ; but yet your order,
And vows to Go
TEMPLAR.
Change nothing; they command
No villainy.

FRIAR.
No. Rut the Patriarch
Says what seems villainy to human eyes,
May not appear so in the sight of God.

TEMPLAR.

Brother, I owe my life to Saladin,
And his shall my hand take ?

FRIAR, ¢
Oh, no !—But yet
The Patriarch maintains that Saladin,
‘Who is the common foe of Christendom,
Can never have a claim to be your friend.

TEMPLAR.
My friend ? forsooth! because I will not be
A thankless wretch to him!

FRIAR,

"Tis so |—But yet
The Patriarch thinks gratitude ig not
Before the eyes of God or man, a debt,
Unless, for our own sakes, some benefit
Has heen conferred ; and, says the Patriarch,
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It s affirmed the Sultan spared your life

Merely because your voice, your lovk, your air,

Awoke a recollection of his brother—

TEMPLAR.

He knows all this, and yet ? Ah, were it true!
®*And, Saladin, could Nature form in me

A single feature in thy brother's likeness,

With nothing in my soul to answer it ?

Or what does correspond, shall 1 belie

To please a Putriarch? No, surely Nuture
v Could never lic so basely! Nor, kind Gm‘l’:

Couldst thou so contradict Thysclf!  Gopbrother,

And do not rouse my anger.

FRIAE.
I withdraw
More gladly than 1 came.  And, pardon me:
A monk’s first duty, »sir, is to oluy.

Scexe VI.—The TrurLar and Dara.

(She has been waiching him from afur and now approaches. )

* DAJA.
Methinks ﬂw monk left him in no good mood,
Bat, spite of that, 1 mest my errand risk.
TEMPLAR.
This hits exactly.  As the pm\ub gous,

* Women and monks are ever Sutan’s tools,
And I to day am subject to them both,

DAJAe
Whom do I sce? Thank God, our noble knight.
Where have you been so loug" Nutill, 1 hope?

TEMPLAR.
) No.
DAJA,
In good health?
TEMPLAR.
o Yes.

voL. I,
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DAJA.
We have all been grieved
Lest somcthing should have ailed you. Have you been
Upon a journey ?
TEMPLAR.
Fairly guessed. -
DAJA.
Since when
Have you returned to us?
TEMPLAR.
Since yesterday.
DAJA.
Our Recha’s father, too, is just returned,
And now may Recha hope at last.
TEMPLAR.
For what?
DAJA.
For what she has so often asked in vain.
Her father pressingly invites you too.
He lately has arrived from Babylon
With twenty camels, bearing precious stones,
And stuffs and fragrant spices, which he sought
In India, Persia, Syria, and China.

. TEMPLAR.
1 am no merchant.
DAJA.

He is much estcemed
By all his nation—honoured as a prince—
And yet to hear how he is named by all
Nathan the Wise, and not the Rich, seems strange,
It often makes me wonger. .

TEMPLAR.

But to them
It may be, wise and rich—toth mean the same.

DATA.

It seems to me he should be called the Good,
8o rich a store of goodnens dwells in him.
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Since he has learned the weighty debt he owes
For service done to Recha there is nought
He would withhold from you.

TEMPLAR.
Well?
DAJA.
Try him, sir!
TEMPLAR.
What then? A moment passes soon away.

DAJA. K
I had not dwelt with him so many years
‘Were he less kind. I know a Christian’s worth,
And it was never o'cr my cradle sung
That I to Palestine should wend my way,
Following a husband’s steps, to educate
A Jewish maid. My husband was a page,
A noble page, in Emperor Frederick’s court——

TEMPLAR.
By birth a Swiss, who carned the sorry fame
Of drownjng in one river with his lord.
Woman ! how often have you told this tale ?
When will you cease to persccute e thus?

DAJA,
To persocute you!
TEMPLAR.
Ay, to persecute !
Now mark me. I will never see you more,
Hear you, nor be reminded of a deed
Performed gt random. 'When 1 think of it,
I wonder somewhat, though I ne®r repent.
But hcar me still. Should such a fatal chance
Again occur, you have yourself to blameo
If I proceed more calmly, question first.
And let what’s burning, burn.

DAJA.
Great God forbid!

s 2
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TEMPLAR.
And now I have a favour to implore.
Know me henceforth no more. Grant me this grace,
And save me from her father; for with me
A Jew’s a Jew ; a Swabian blunt am I.
The image of the maid is now erased )
Out of my soul—if it was ever there.
DAJA.
But yours remains with her.
TEMPLAR.
Well, and what then?
DAJA.
Who knows? Men are not always what they seem.

TEMPLAR.
They're seldom better. (Going.)
DAJA.

Stay a little while.
What need of haste?

TEMPLAR.

Woman ! forbear to make
These palm-trees odious: I have loved their shade.

DAJA.

Then go, thou German bear! Ye* I must follow him.
(8She followe him at a distance.)

ACT 1I.
ScENE 1.—The Sultan’s Palace.®
SALADIN and SrrTan (playing at chess).
SITTAH.

Whereare your thoughts? How ill you play, dear brother!

SALADIN.
Not well in truthb—and yet I thoughd—
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.
PA

SITTAH. '
Oh, yes!
You're playing well for me; take back that move.
BALADIN.
Why?
. BITTAH.
Don’t you sec you leave your knight exposed ?
SALADIN.
Ay, true !—then so.
SITTAH.
And now I take yopr pawn.
SALADIN. ¢
That’s true again, dear Sittah! Well, then, check!
SITTAH.

That will not help you—I protect my king,
And all is safe again.

SALADIN.

Well, out of this
Dilemma 'tis not easy to cscape.
I cannot savo the knight.

. SITTAH.
I pass him by ;
I will not take him. o
SALADIN.
Well, I uwe you nothing ;
The place you gain is better than the picce.
SITTAH.

Perhaps. .
SALABIN.

+ But reckon not withqut your host;
You did not sce that move.
SITTAH.
Not I, indeed ;
T did not think you weary of your queen.
BALADIK.
My queen ! .
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.SITTAH.
Well, well ! I see that I to-day
Shall win my thousand dinars and no more.
BALADIN.
Why so?
SITTAH. .

Why so? Because designedly
You lose the game! You vex me, Saladin!
I find no pleasure in a game like this.
And even when I lose, 1 come off well ;
For, to console me for the games you win,
You force me to.accept a double stake.

SALADIN.
In that case, then, it may be by design
That you have sometimes lost. Is that the trath?

SITTAH.

At least your generosity’s to blame
That I improve so little in my play.

BALADIN.
But we forget the game; comeo, finish it.

SITTAH.
Well, ’tis my move ; now, check te king and queen !

SALADIN.

Indeed ! I did not see the double check.
I Jose my queen.
SITTAH.

Let's sce! Can it be helped ?
SALADIN. )
No, take the queen—I have no luck with her.
SITTAH.
Only with her?
SALADIN,

Remove her from the board,
I shall not miss her. Now I am right again.
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SITTAN.
I know from lessons which yourself have taught
How courteously we should behave to queens.
(Offering to restore the piece.)

. SALADIN.

Take her or not, I shall not move her more.
SITTAML.

Why nced I take her? Check, and check!
SALADIN,

Go on.

SITTAH. .‘

Check, check, and check again!
SALADIN.

'Tis checkmate now.

SITTAM.

Hold !—no, not yet. You may advance the knight,
And ward the danger. But ‘twill be the sume.

SALADIN,

You are the winner, and Al-lIafi pays.

Let him, be called, Sittah! You were not wrong.

My thoughts were wandering—were not in the game,
But who gives us so oft these shapeless bits

Of wood ? which spefk of nanght—suggest no thought.
Was it with Iman that I've played—Well, well,
Ill-luck is ever wont to seck excuse.

Not the unmeaning squares or shapeless men

Have made me heodless ; your dexterity,

Your calm, sharp eye, dear Sittah!

siTRAH.
N What of that?
Is that to blunt the sting of your defeat?
Enough—your thoughts were wandering more than mine.
SALADIN.
Than yours? What subject could engage your thoughts?

SITTAH.
Far different cares than those which trouble you.
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But, Saladin, say, when shall we again
Resume this pleasant pastime ? .

SALADIN.

Dearest Sittah,
This interruption will but whet our zeal.
Your thoughts are on the war: well, let it come—
"T'was not mny arm that first unsheathed the sword ;
I would have willingly prolonged the truce,
And willingly have knit a tender bond,
For Sittah’s sake, with Richard’s noble brother.

“ SITTAH.
How pleased you are, can you but praise your Richard.

SALADIN.

If Richard’s sister had but been bestowed

Upon our brother Melek, what a house

Had then been ours! the best, the happiest

The carth could boast. You know I ain not slow
To praise myself: I'm worthy of my fricnds.
What men these unione would have given us!

SITTAH,

Did 1 not smile at once at your fine dreams ?
You do not, will not, know the Chrjgtian race.
1t is their pride not to be men, but Christians.
The virtue which their founder felt and taught,
The charity He mingled with their creed,

Is valued, not because it is humane,

And good, and lovely, but for this alone,

That it was Christ who taught it, Christ who did it.
'Tis well for them He was su good & man,

Well that they take His goodness all on trust,
And in His virtues put their faith. His virtues!
'T'is not His virtues, but His name alone

They wish to thrust upon us—His mere name,
Which they desire should overspread the world,
Should swallow up the name of all good men,
And put the reat to shame. ’Tis for His name
Alone they care. .
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SALADI.
Elso, Sitfah, as you say,
They would not have required that you and Melck
Should be called Christians, ere they suffered you
To feel for Christians the pure flame of love.

. SITTAIL

As if from Christians, and from them alone,
That love can be expected, which the hand
Of our Creator gives to man and wife,

SALADIN,

Christians believe such vain absurdities, |

That this may be among them. And ygf, Sittah,
The Templars, not the Christians, are in this

To blame. 'Tis they alone who thwart my plans;
"I'is they who still hold Acca, pledged to us

By treaty as the dower of Richard’s sister.

And, to maintain their order’s interests,

They use this cant—the nonsense of the monk.
Scarce would they wait until the truce expired
To fall upon us.  But, go on, good sirs!

Would that all else may thrive as well as this!

. SIITAH.
Why, what clse troubles you? What other care
Have yon to struggle with?
®  SALADIN.
That constant grief—
I've boen to Lebanon, and seen our father.
He's full of care.
SITTAH.
Alas!
SALADIN.
Ile must give way.
Straitened on every side, no aid#no help,
Nothing comes in.
SITTAIL
‘What ails him, Saladin ?
SALADIN,
The only thing that I am loth to name,
Which, when I have it, so suporfluous seems,
And, when I hdVe it not, so necessary.
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Where is Al-Hafi? Have they 'gone for him ?
Will no one go? Oh, fatal, cursed money !
Welcome, Al-Hafi! You are come at last.

Scexe II1.

The DervisE AL-HAr1, SALADIN, and SITTAH.
AL-HAFI,
The gold from Egypt, I suppose, is come.
Say, is it much?
SALADIN.
‘s What! have you heard of it?
AL-HAFL
Not I. I thought I should receive it here.
BALADIN (pacing thoughtfully to and fro).
Sittah has won a thousand dinars, pay them.
AL-HAFL
Pay without getting. That is worse than nothing!
And still to Sittah—once again for chess!
But let us see the board ; how stands the game?
SITTAH.
You grudge me my good fortune ?
AL-HAFI (examining the board).
Grudge you? When—
You know too well—
SITTAH (making signs to him).
Oh, hush! Al-Hafi, hush!
AL-HAFIL (8till examining the board).
Don't grudge it to yourself.
“siTTAH.

AlsHafi, hush!
AL-HAFL
And were the white men yours?
You gave the check?
EITTAH,
*Tis well he does not hear. .
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AL-HAFL
Tho move is his.
sITTAN (approaching nearer).
Then promise me that I shall have the money.
AL-HAFI (8till intent upon the board).
Yon shall receive it as you’ve always done.

SITTAH.

How ! are you mad?

AL-HAFI.

The game's not over yet.
You have not lost it, Saladin. .
SALADIN (paying no atfention),
Oh, yes;

Pay down the money.

AL-HAFL

Pay! here stands the queen.

SALADIN (still heedless).
She’s of no use; she's lost.
SITTAH.
Do say that I
May send and fetch the gold.
AL-HAFI (8till studying the game).
Oh, yes! of course.
But though the queen be lost, you are not mate.
SALADIN (dashing down the board).
1say I am. I will be mate.
AL-HAFI.
*If so,
Small pains, small gains, say I. ,So got, so spent.

SALADIN.
What is he muttering there?
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SITTAH (fo SALADIN, making a sign meanwhile to AL-Harr).

You know him well.
He likes entreaties—loves to be implored.
Who knows if he be not a little jealous?
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SALADIN,

Well, not of thee—not of my sister, surely.
What do I hear? Al-Hafi, are you jealous ?

AL-HAYL
Perhaps I am. I wish I had her head,
Or that I were as good as she.
SITTAH.
My brother,

He always pays me fairly, and to-day
He'll do the same. Let him alone. Now go!
Al-Hafi! go! I'li havo the money:

AL-HAFI.
No, not 1.
T'll act this farce no more. He must know soon.
SALADIN.
Who? what?
SITTAH.

Al-Hafi! say, is this your promise?

Is’t thus you keep your word?
AL-HAFI, .
Could I foresee

That it would come to this?

SALADIXN.
Well, tell mo all.

SITTAN.
Al-Hafi! I implore you, be discreet.

SALADIN.
'Tis very strange; and what can Sittah have
So earnestly to sue for, from a stranger—
A Dervise—rather than from me, her brother?
Al-Hafi, I command you. Dervise, speak.
SITTAH.
Let not a trifle touch my brother nearer
Than is becoming, for you know that 1
Have often won as much from you at chegs.
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But as I stand in little need of gold,
I've left the money in-Al-Hafi's chest,
‘Which is not over full ; but never fear,
It is not my intention to bestow

My wealth on cither of you.

AL-HAFI,
Were this all !l
SITTAIL

Some more such trifles are perhaps unclaimed :
My own allowance, which you set apart

Has lain some months untouched. .
®
AL-HAFI.
Nor is this all.
SALADIN.
Then tell the whole.
AL-HAFI.

Whilst we've been waiting for
The gold from Egypt, she—
SITTAH.
. Nay, hear him not.

AL-HAFIL
Not only has had ngthing,—-

SALADIN.
Dearest sistor |—
But also has been lending it to you?
AL-HAFL
Ay! at her sole expense ma.intainod your state.

SALADIN (embracing her).
So like my sister! e
SITTAH.
Who but you, my brother,
Could make me rich enough to have the powor?

AL-HAFL

And soon he’ll make her once again as poor
As he is now.*
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SALADIN.

T poor! her brother poor!
When had I more—when had I less than now?
A cloak, a horse, a sabre, and my God !
‘What need I else? and these ne'er can I lack.
And yet, Al-Hafi, I could scold you now.

SITTAH.

Nay, brother, do not scold. I would that I
Could thus also relieve our father’s cares!

SALADIN.

Ah! pow my joy has vanished all at once.

‘We can want nothing; but he’s destitute.

And whilst he wants, we all are poor indeed.
What shallI do? From Egypt we can hope

For nothing—though God only knows the cause.
"Tis general peace around, and as for me,

I could live sparingly, reduce, retrench,

If none else suffered ; but *twould not avail,
A cloak, a horse, a sword I ne’er can want.
As to my God, He is not to be bought.

He asks but little, only asks my heart.

I had relied, Al-Hafi, on your chest,

Upon the surplus there.

AL-HAFL

A surplus there!
Say, should I not have been impaled or hanged,
If I had been detected hoarding up
A surplus? Deficits I might have ventured.

BALADIN.

Well, but what next? €ould you have found out none
To borrow from, but Sittah?

SITTAH.
. And would I
Have borne it, had another been preferred ?
Iclaim that privilege. I am not yet
Quite beggared. ]
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SALADIN.
No, not quite. Dear Sittah, this
Alonc was wanting. But, Al-Hafi, go,
Inquire about, take where and what you can ;
Borrow on promise, contract, anyhow ;
* But, mark me, not from thoso I have enriched.
"T'would seem as if I wished to have it back.
Go to the covetous. They gladliest lend.
They know how well their money thrives with me.

AL-~HAFI,
I know of none.

SITTAML °
1 recollect just now,
I heard, Al-Hafi, of your fricnd’s return.
AL-HAFL (8tarting).
Friend! friend of mine! and who can that be, pray ?

SUTTAIL
Your boasted Jew.
AL-HAFL
A Jew! and praised by me!
. ¢ SITTAIL

On whom his God—1 think 1 recollect
The very words you gsed, as touching him—
On whom his God, of all the choicest goods
Of earth, in full abundance, has bestowed
The greatest and the least.
AL-HAFI
What could I mean
When 1 said so? .
SITTAMN.
The least of $ood things—wealth.
The greatest—wisdom !
AL-HAFIL,
How! and of a Jew
Did I say that?
SITTAH.
® Ay, that you did—of Nathan,
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3o AL-HAFI, #

O, true! of Nathan—yes! He did not now
Occur to me. But he's returned at last,

Then do not doubt that he’s well off. He's called
The Wise, the Rich, by all the Jewish folk.

SITTAH.
Now more than ever is he named the Rich.
The town resounds with news of costly stuffs
And priceless treasures he has brought with him.

AL-HAFL

Is he the Rich once more? Then, do not fear,
He'll be the Wisl again.

SITTAN.

‘What think you? Will
You visit him, Al-Hafi?

AL-HAFL

What, to borrow ?

You know him, surely! Think you he will lend?
His very wisdom lies in this—that he
‘Will lend to no one.

SITTAH.

Formerly you gave

A picture very different of him.

AL-HAFL ‘
In case of need he’ll lend you merchandise ;
But money—moncy—never! Ie's a Jew,
‘Who has not many equals ‘mongst his tribe.
He’s wise, knows how to live, can play at chess ;
Excels in evil, too, as well as good.
Rely not on him. To the poor, indeed,
He vies with Saladin himself in gifts;
And if not quite so muchi, he gives as freely,
To Jew, and Christian, and Mahometan—
To all alike,

SITTAH.

And such a man as this——

SALADIN.
How comes it, then, I never heard of him ?

[Aor IL
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4 SITTAH.
Can he refuse to lend to Saladin,
Who wants for others—never for himself.
AL-HAFI.
, Ay, there pecps out the Jew—the vulgar Jew:
Believe me, he is jealous, envious
Of generosity. It seems as though
T'o earn God’s favour were his special mission.
And that he may possess wherewith to give,
He never lends. 'The law he serves, commands
That he show mercy, but not complaisance.
Thus him has mercy made the rudest chyrl
In all the world. ’'Tis true [ have not been
This long time past on friendly terms with him
But do not think that I would do him wrong,
He's good in all things else, but not in that;
Therefore T'11 go and knock at other doors.
I recollect this instant an old Moor,
Who's rich and covetous: I'll go to him. (Ewit.)

SUTTAH.
Why in such haste, Al-Hafi?
. SALADIN.

* Let him go.

*Scexk 11L.
BITTAH, SALADIN.
SITTAH.

He speeds away, as though he would escape.
Whyso? Is he indeed himself doceived,
Or would ho now mislead me? *
SALADIN. o
Can I guess?

1 scarcely know the man of whom you speak,
And, for the first time, hear to-day of him.

’ SITTAH.
Can it be possible you know him not
Who, it is said, hys visited the tombs

VvoL.'1
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gf Solomon and David ; knows the spell
0 ope their marble lids, and thence obtain

The boundless stores that claim no lesser source.

SALADIN.
Were this man’s wealth by miracle procured,
'Tis not at Solomon’s or David’s tomb
That it is found. Mere mortal fools lie there.

SITTAH.
Or knaves !—But still his source of opulence
Is more productive, more exhaustless than
A cave of Mamnjon.
SALADIN.

For he trades, 'm told.

SITTAH.

His caravans through every desert toil,

His laden camels tl.rong the public roads,
His ships in every harbour furl their sails.
Al-Hafi long ago has told me this,

Adding, with pride, how Nathan gives away,
‘What he esteems it noble to have earned

By patient industry, for others’ wants; !

ow free from bias is his lofty soul,
His heart to every virtue how unlecked,
To every lovely feeling how allied !

SALADIN.
And yet Al-Hafi spoke with coldness of him.

BITTAH.
Not coldness, but unwillinfness, as if
He deemed it dangeroug to praise too much,
Yet knew not how to blame without a cause.
Or can it be, in truth, that e’en the best
Amongst a tribe can never quite escape
The foibles of their race, anttll that, in fact,
Al-Hafi has in this to blush for Nathan ?
But come what may, let him be Jew or not,
If he be rich, that 18 enough for me.

[Acr IL
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SALADIN.

You would not, sister, take his wealth by force?
SITTAH.

By force? What mean you? Fire and sword? Oh, no!
What force is necessary with the weak
But their own weakness? Come awhile with me,
Into my harem. I have bought a songstress
You have not heard—she came but yesterday.
Meanwhile I'll think upon a subtle plan
For this same Nathan. Follow, Saladin !

Scexe IV. .

The Place of Palms, near NATHAN’S house, from which REcna
and NATHAN are coming ; DAJA, meeting them.
RECHA.

Dear father! you have been so slow, that you
Will scarcely meet him now.

NATHAN.

Well, well, my child;
I1f not beneath, the palms, be sure that we

Shall me®t him somewhere else. Be satisfied.
Is not that Daja whom I see approaching?

RECHA.
She certainly has lost him.

NATHAN.

Wherefore so?

RECHA.
Her pace were quicker else.

NATHAN,

She has not seen us.

RECHA.
There, now she spies us.

NATHAN.

And her speed redoubles.

T2

Recha, be calm !
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RECHA.,
What! would you have your child
Be cold and unconcerned about his fate
To whom her life is due ?—a life to her
But dear because she owed it first to you.

NATHAN.
I would not wish you other than you are,
Fen if I knew that in your secret soul
Another and a different feeling throbas.

RECHA.
What means my: father?

NATHAN.

Do you ask of me—

So tremblingly of me? What passes now
Within your soul is innocence and nature.
Nay, fear not, for it gives me no alarm.
But promise, if the heart shall ever speak
A plainer language, you will not conceal
One single of your wishes from my love.

RECHA.
Ol, the bare thought that I should ever wish
To hide them from my father, makes me shudder.

NATHAN.
Recha, enough of this. Now, what says Daja?
DAJA.

He's still beneath the palins, and presently
He'll reach yon wall. See! here he comes at last.

RECHA.
He seems irresolute which*way to turn,
To left or right! N

DAJA.

His custom is to seek
The oonvent walls, so he will pass this way.
‘What will you wager? Yes, he comes to us.

RECHA.
Right! Did you speak to him? *How did he look?

-y
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DAJA.

As usual.
NATHAN.

Do not let him see you here.
Stand farther back, or to the house retire.

.
RECHA.

Just one look more. Ah! the trees hide him now.,

DAJA.
Come, come away! Recha, your father’s right.
Should he observe us he'll retire at once. .

RECHA. b

Alas! the trees——
NATHAN.

Now he emerges from them.
He can’t but see you. Hence! I beg of you.
DAJA.

Come, Recha, come! 1 know a window whence
We may observe him better.

RECHA.
. 4 Come, then, come.
(They both retire.)
.
Scexe V.

Natuax (who is presently joined by the TEMPLAR).
NATHAN.

I almost shrink from meeting this strange fellow—
Recoil from his rough virtuels That one man
should ever make another feel confused !
But see, he comes! he seems a néble vouth ;
Looks like a man. 1 like his daring eye,
His honest gait. Although the shell is bitter,
| The kernel may not be so. I have secn
One like him somewhere. Pardon, noble Frank —

TEMPLAR,
What would yous?
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NATHAN.
Pardon me—

TENPLAR.
What would you, Jew?

NATHAN.
The privilege of speaking to you.
TEMPLAR.

Well!
How can I helpit? Quick, then—what's your wish?

' NATHAN.

Patience! nor pass with such contempt and pride
One who must be your debtor evermore.

TEMPLAR.
How s0? Ialmost guess. No; are you then——

NATHAN.
My name is Nathan, father to the maid'
Your generous courage rescued from the flames.
1 come to——

TEMFLAR. .

If you come to render thanks, t

Spare them. I have already been compelled
To bear too many thanks for this snall act.
Besides, you owe me nothing. Could I know
The maiden was yoyr daughter? 1 was bound—
It is a Templar's duty—to assist
All who need succour; and my life just then
Was a mere burden. It was a relief
To risk it for another, even,thongh
The task were to preserve a Jewess’ life.

! NATHAN.
Great—great yet horrible—I understand
The turn. The modest greatness will assume
The hideous mask to ward off gratitude.
But though he may disdain our proffer’d thanks,
Is there no other tribute we can pay?
Sir Knight! if you were not a stranger here,
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And not a pris’ner, I were not so bold.
But, come, what service can I render you?
TEMPLAR.
You !—nothing.
NATHAN.
I am rich.
TEMPLAR.
The richer Jew
Was ne'er in my estecm the better Jew.
NATHAN.

Ls that a reason why you should not nseg
The better part of him—his wealth ?

*

TEMPLAR.
Well, well,

I'll not rofuse it wholly, for the sake
Of my poor mantle; when it is well worn,
And spite of darning will not hold together,
T'll come and borrow cloth or gold of you,
To make a new one. Nay, Sir, do not start ;
The danger is not pressing--"tis not. yet
Quite wyrthless; it is sound, and strong, and good.
Save in one corner, where an ugly spot
Is singed, and that is from a burn it got
When I bore off your &aughter from the fire.

NATHAN (taking hold of the mantle).
"Tis strunge, indced, that such a spot as this
Should bear far better witness to the man
Than his own lips. This spot! Oh, I conld kiss it.
Your pardon, Sir, in truth, I poant it not!

TEMPLAR.
What? ¢
NATHAN.
'"T'was a tear that fell.
TEMPLAR,
Well, ’tis no matter.
Tis not the firsf, (This Jew doth puzzle me.)
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NATHAN.
Would you but send this mantle to my daughter!
TEMPLAR.
Why?
NATHAN.

That she, too, may press it to her lips ;
For at her benefactor’s feet to fall
She now may hope in vain.
TEMPLAR.
But, Jew, your name ?

"Tis Nathan, is it not? You choose your words

With skill—I any confused. I did not think——
NATHAN.

Feign, Templar, and dissemble as you may,

I see the truth. I see your generous heart,

Too honest and too good to be polite.

A grateful girl, all feeling, and her maid

Swift to obey—a father far from home,

You valued her fair fame, and would not see her.

You scorned to tempt lest you should victor prove.

For this too I must tender you my thanks.

TEMPLAR. ' ‘
You know at least how Templars ought to feel.
NATHAN., ©

Why Templars only? and why ought to feel?

Is it because your rules and vows enjoin

These duties to your order? Sir, I know

How good men all should feel, and know as well
That every country can produce good men.

TEMPLAR.
You’ll make distinctions }
NATHAN.
Yes, in colour, form,
And dress, perhaps. ’
TEMPLAR.

Ay, and in number too—
Here more—there less. .
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NATHAN.
The difterence is not much.
»~Great men, like trees, have ever need of room;
Too many set together only serve
To crush each other’s boughs. The middling sort,
«Like us, are found in numbers, they abound ;
Only let not one scar and bruise the other,
Let not the gnarl be angry with the stump,
Let not the upper branch alone pretend
Not to have started from the common earth.

TEMPLAR.
Well said. And yet what nation was the first
To scatter discord 'mougst their fellow-men ?
To claim the title of * the chosen people
How now if I were not to hate them, but
To scorn this upstart nation, for their pride?
That pride which it bequeathed to Mussulman
And Christian, as if God were theirs alone.
You start to hear a Christian and a Templar
Talk thus. Jiut when and where has all this rage,
This pious rage, to win the better God,
And force thip better God on all the world,
Shown ftself more, or in a blacker form,
Than here, and now? Who here, who now retains
The blinding scales upon his eyes—and yet
Let him be blind who will l—forget my words,
And leave me (48 going).
NATHAN.
Templar! you but little know
How closer henceforth I shall cling to you.
We must, we must be friends Despise my people—
We did not choose a nation for ourselves.
Are we our nation’s? What thén is a nation?
, Were Jews or Christians such, ero they were men ?
Ah! would that I had found in you one man
To whom it were enough to be a man.

TEMPLAR.

Thou hast so, Nathan! Yes, by Heaven, thou hast.
Thy hand. I bdush to have mistaken thee.



LESSING’S DRAMATIC WORKS. [Aor IL

133
a0
v

NATHAN,
Now I feel proud. ’Tis only common souls
In whom we seldom err.
TEMPLAR.
Uncommon ones
‘We do not oft forget. Nathan, we must,

‘We must be friends.
NATHAN.

We are so. And my Recha
Will now rejoice. How bright the prospect grows
That dawns upon me! If you did but know her.
“ TEMPLAR.
I grow impatient, Nathan. DBut who now
Comes from your house? Methinks it is your Daja.
NATHAN.
Yes, and her look how full of care! God grant——
TEMPLAR.
That nothing may have chanced to our Rechal

Scene VI
Dasa (rushing in). .
DAJA.
Nathan, dear Nathan! .
NATHAN.
Well.
DAJA.
Forgive me, Knight,
That I must interrupt you.
NATHAN.
'  What has happened ?
DAJA.
The Sultan sends for you—commands you straight
To speak with him. Protect us, Heaven! the Sultan!
NATHAN.
The Sultan sends for me! He would inspect
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The goods—the precious wares that I have brought
From Persia. Say there’s nothing yet unpacked.

DAJA.
No, no; ’tis not to look at anything ;
He wants to speak to you in person, Nathan,
And orders you to come at once.

NATHAN.
I go.
Daja, return.
DAJA.
Knight, take it not amiss

We were alarmed for what the Sultan mYght
Require of Nathan.

NATHAN.

That I soon shall know. (Euwit Daja.)

Scexe VIL
NATHAN, the TEMPLAR.
TEMPLAR,
Are yousthen ‘not acquainted with him yet?
NATHAN.
Who, Saladin? Not yet. I've neither shunned
Nor sought to see him. And the public voice
Proclaims his fame so loud, that I could wish
f Rather to take its language upon trust,
Than sift the truth. And yet if it be true
That he has spared your life
TEMPLAR,
Yes, so it is.

The life I live, he gave.
NATHAN.
Then he bestows
A double, treble life on me. And thus
He flings a bond around me, which secures
My duty to his service; and henceforth
1 gurn to know his wishes. Now, for all
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T am prepared; and further, will confess
"Tis for your sake alone that I am thus.
TEMPLAR.
Often I've sought to meet him, but as yet
Have found no means to render him my thanks.
The impress which his mind received of me
Was transient, and ere now has disappeared.
Who knows if he may still remember me?
And yet once more at least he must recall
Me to his thoughts—to fix my future lot!
"I'is not enough that by his gracious will
I still have of lifo; I've yet to learn
According to whdse will I have to livo.
NATHAN.
Therefore *twere well 1 did not tarry now.
Perchance some happy word may give excuse
To speak of you. Now, pardon me, farewell |
I must away. When shall we meet again ?
TEMPLAR.
Whenever ’tis permitted.
NATHAN.
When you will.
TEMPLAR.
To-day, then. .
NATHAN.,
And your name?
TEMPLAR.
My name was—is—

Conrad of Stauffen.
NATHAN.

Conrad of Stauffen! Stauffen!
fEMPLAR.
What is there in my name to wonder at?
NATHAR.
There are more races of that name, no doubt.
TEMPLAR.
Yes, many of the name were here—rot hepe,
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My uncle even—I should say my father.
But wherefore is your eye so fixed on me?

NATHAN.
I know not; but I love to look on you.

. TEMPLAR.

Therefore I take my leave. The searching eye

Will oft discover more than it desires.

I fear it, Nathan; so, farewell. Let time,

Not curious prying, make us better known. (Exit.)

NATHAN (looking after him with astonishment).
“The searching eye will oft discover more
Than it desires.” As if he read ny soul!
That, too, may chance to be. ’Tis not alone
His walk, his stature, but his very voice!
Leonard so bore himselft—was even wont
To carry thus his sword upon his arm,
And thus to shade his eyebrow with his hand,
As if to hide the fire that fill'd his look.
So deeply graven images may secm
At times to lic asleep within the sonl,
When all at once a single word—a tone—
Calls thém to life again.  Of Stauffen—right—
Filnek and Stauffen—1I will soon know more.
But first to Saladin.  Ma! Daja here—
And on the watch! Come nearer, Daja, come.

Scexe VIIL
Dasa, NaTHAN.
NATHAN.

Well, both of you have something more at heart
Than to know what the Sultan wants with me.

DAJA.
And you can hardly blame her for it, sir.
You were beginning to converse with him
More trustingly yoursclf, when suddenly
The Sultan’s message drove us from the window.
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NATHAN.
Go tell her, Daja, she may soon expect
A visit from the Templar.
DAJA.
What! indeed!
NATHAN.
I think I may rely u{::n you, Daja.
Be on your guard, I beg, you’ll not repent it.
Your conscience shall at length be satisfied,
But do not mar my plans. Inquire, explain,
But with reserve; with fitting modesty.
(8
DAJA.

No need for such advice. I go, I go.
And you must follow; for, see, Hafi comes—
The Sultan sends a second messenger.

Scese IX.
NATHAN, AL-HAFL

AL-HAFI ‘

Ha! are you there? I have been seeking you.
NATHAN,

Why in such haste? What can he'want with me?
AL-HAFL

Who?
NATHAN.

Saladin. But I am coming quickly.

ALHAYL

To whom? To Saladin?
NATHAN.

Has he niot sent you?

AL-HAFL

Me? no—but has he sent already ?

NATHAN.
Yes.«



Bcexe I1X.] NATHAN THE WISE. 287

AL-HAFI.
Then it is so.
NATHAN.
What's s0?

AL-HAFIL
* That—— I'm not guilty,
God knows, I'm not to blame; ’tis not my fault.
I've done my best—belied, and slandered you—
To save you from it.

NATHAN.
Save me? and frqm what?
Be plain. °
AL-HAFI,

From being made his Defterdar.
I pity you—1I cannot stay to see it.
I fly this hour—you know the road I take.
Speak, then, if 1 can serve you; but your wants
Must snit a wretch that's wholly destitute.
Quick, what’s your pleasuro?

NATIIAN.
Recollect yourself—

Your werds are mystery. I know of nothing.

What do you mean?
AL-HAFI.

You'll take your money-bags ?

NATHAN.
My money-bags!
AL-HAFIL
Ay, brjng your treasures forth—
The treasures you must shower on Saladin.

NaTHAN,
And is that all?
AL-HAFI.
How. d byd haglhlshalllwitnessit,
ow, da; ay, he'll scoop and pare you down,
Till nothying butya, hollow, eglpty &Gen,y
A husk as light gs film, is left behind.
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Nathan, you've yet to learn how spendthrift waste

From prudent bounty’s never empty stores

Borrows and borrows, till there’s not a crumb

Left to keep rats from starving. Do not think

That he who wants your gold will heed advice.

When has the Sultan listened to a.dee?

Hear what befel me with him. )
NATHAN.

Well—go on.

AL-HAFL

He played just now at chess with Sittah. She

Is a keen player. I drew near and watched.

The game which Saladin supposed was lost,

Stood yet upon the board. He had given in,

I marked, and cried, *“The game’s not lost at all!”
NATHAN.

Oh! what a grand discovery for you.

AL-HAFL
He needed only to remove his king
Behind the castle—and the check was saved.
Could I but show you—-

NATHAN.

I believe it all!

AL-HAFI.
Then with the castle free, he must have won.
I saw it, and I called him to the board.
What do you think he did ?

NATHAN,

He doubted you.

ALfHAFl

Not only that—he would not hear a word—
And with contempt he overthrew the board.
NATHAN.
Indeed !
AL-HAFI,
Ho said he chose it—would be mate.
Is that to pluy the game?
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NATHAN.
: Most surely not.
"Twas rather playing with the game.

AL-HAFI.
And yet
I'he stakes were high.
NATHAN,
A trifle to the Sultan!
Money is nought to him. It is not that
Which galls, but not to hear Al-Hafi out—
Not to admire his comprehensive glance,
His eagle eye—’tis that demands revenga.
Say, am I right? ]
AL-HAFL
I only tell this tale
That you may know how mnch his head is worth.
But I am weary of him. All the day
I am running round to every wretched Moor
To borrow money for him—I who ne’er
Ask for myself, am now obliged to sne
For others—and, according to my creed,
I"To borrow is to beg, as, when you lend
Your mgpey wpon usury, you steal.
Among my Ghebers on the Ganges’ shores
1 shall necd neither; there I shall not be
The tool or pimp of an®; there alone
JUpon the Ganges honest men are found.
You, Nathan, you alone of all I sce
Are worthy on the Ganges’ banks to live.
Then come with me; leave him the wretched gold
That he would strip you of—'tis all he wants.
Little by little he will ruin you;
*Tis better to be quit of all at once;
Come, then, and I'll provide you ¥ith a staff.

NATHAN.
Nay, that resource will still remain for us
As a last refuge. But I'll think of it.
AL-HAFL
Nay, ponder not ypon a thing like this.
VOL. I v
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NATHAN,
Then stay till I have seen the Sultan. Stay
Till I have bid farewell.

AL-HAFL
The man who stays

To hunt for motives, to scarch reasons out,
‘Who cannot boldly and at once resolve
To live a free man’s life, must be the slave
Of others till his death. But as you pleasc.
Farewell! my path is here, and yours is thero!

, NATHAN.
But stay, Al-Haf#! till you have arranged
The state accounts.
AL-HAFL
Pah! Nathan, therc’s no need ;
The balance in the chest is quickly told,
And my account, Sittah, or you, will vouch.
Farewell ! : (Exit.)
NATHAN (looking after him).
Yes, I will vouch it, honest, wild—
How shall I call him? Ah! the real heggar
Is, after all, the only real king.  (Ewit at opposit- side.)

ACT III.

SceXE I.—A4 room in NATHAN'S house.

Recua, Daga.

RECHA.
Well, Daja, did my fathér really say
“That I might inatantly cxpect him here ?”
That surely meant that he would come at once,
And yet how many minutes have rolled by !
But IXH not dwell upon the moments gone,
T'll only live in those that are to come, -
That one which brings him here must cqme in time.
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DAJA.

But for the Sultan’s ill-timed messenger
Nathan had brought him hither.

RECHA.
. When he comes—
Oh! when this dearest of my inmost hopes
Shall be fulfillcd—what then—what then?

DAJA.
What then ?
Why then I trust the wish most dear to me
Will also be fulfilled. .
RECHA. hd

And in its place
‘What wish shall take possession of my breast?
Which now forgets to heave, unless it pant
With some fond wish?  Will nothing come? T shudder!

DAJA.

My wish shall then supplant the one fulfilled,
My wish to see you borne to Europe’s shores
By hands well worthy of you.
e RECHA.

You do err.
The very thought whigh makes you form this wish
Forbids it to be mine. Your native land
Attracts you, and has mine no charm for me?
Shall a remembrance of your cherished home,
Your absent kindred and your dearest friends,
Which years and distance have not yet cffaced,
Rule in your soul with softer, mightier sway
Than what I know, and hear, and feel of mine.

[ ]
DAJA.

"Tis vain to struggle, for the ways of Heaven
Are still the ways of Heaven. And who can say
If he who saved your life may not be doomed,
Through his God’s arm, for whom he nobly fights,
To lead you to that people—to that land
To which you shoulé belong by right of birth?

u 2
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RECHA.

What are you saying, Daja? dearest Daja!
Indeed you have some strange and curious thoughts.
“His God !” whose God? To whom can God belong,
And how can God belong to any man,
Or noeed a human arm to fight his battles ?
And who, among the scatttered clods of earth
Can say for which of them himself was born,
Ulnless for that on which he was produced ?
1f Nathan heard thee! How has Nathan sinned,
That Daja seeks to paint my happiness
So far romoved from his? What has he done,
That thus among#i the seeds of reason, which
He sowed unmixed and pure within my soul,
The hand of Daja must for ever seek
To plant the weeds, or flowers of her own land ?
He has no wish to see upon this soil
Such rank luxuriant blossoms. I myself
Must own I faint beneath the sour-sick odour;
Your head is stronger and is used to it.
I find no fault with those of stronger nerves
Who can support it—mine, alas! give way.
Your angel too, how near befool’d was I
Through him; I blush whene’er I see my father.

DAJA.
As if, dear Recha, you alone were wise.
Folly! If I might speak——

RECHA.

And may you not?
Have I not listened gladly to your tales
About the valiant heroes of your faith?
Have I not freely on their deeds bestowed
My admiration—to their,sufferings given
The tribute of my tears? Their faith, ’tis true,
Has never seemed to me their noblest boast,
But, therefore, Daja, I have only learnt
To find more consolation in the thought
That our devotion to the God of all
Depends not on our notions of that God.
My father has so often taught me this—
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You have so often to this point agreed,

How can it he that you wish now alone

T'o undermine what you have built together?
But this is no discourse with which to wait
The friend whom we expect—and yet for mo

’Tis of some moment whether he— But hark!
Iark! Some one comes this way.—-1f it were he!
Scexe I1.

THE TEMPLAR, Dasa, REcHa.
(A servant ushers in the TEMPLAR.)

This way, Sir Knight !— .
(ReEcHA starts, composes herself, and is a@bout to JSall at his
Seet.)
"T'is he! my rescuer. Ah!
TEMPLAR.

"T'was only to avoid this scene that I
So long pustponed my visit.

RECHA.

At the fect
Of this proud man, I will thank God alone,
And n8t the man. He does not want my thanks—
As little as the bucket does which proved
Itself so uscful at thafire, and lct
Itself be filled and emptied ; so this man,
He too was thrust by chance amid the flames;
I dropped by chance into his open arms,
By chance remained there, like a fluttering spark
Upon his mantle—till—I know not what
Expelled us from the flames, What room is here
For thanks ?—In Europe wine excites the men
To greater deeds—The Templax knows his duty,
Performs his task, as well-trained spaniels do,
Who fotch alike from water and from flames.

TEMPLAR (who has been surveying her with surprise and
uneasiness).
O Daja, Daja! if in hasty hours
Of care and grief, this unchecked tongue of mine
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Betrayed me into rudeness, why convey

To her edch idle word that leaves my lips?
This is indeed too galling a revenge!

Yet, if henceforth, you will interpret better——

DAJA.

I question if these little stings, Sir Knight,
Were so shot forth as to have done you wrong.

RECHA.

How! you had cares, and were more covetous
Of them than of your life.
! TEMPLAR.

Thou best of beings,
How is my soul with eye and ecar at strife?
No, ’twas not she I rescued from the fire,
For who could know her and forbear the deed ?
In truth, disguised hy terror——
(He gazes on her as if entranced.)

RECHA.
But to me
You still appear the same as then you seemed.
(4 pause, till she resumes in order to interrupt his reveric.)
Tell me, Sir Knight, where have you been so long?
And—I might almost ask—where aTe you now ?

TEMPLAR.
T am where I, perhaps, ought not to be.

And been, perhaps, where ydu should not have been.
That is not well. c
TEMPLAR.
I have been up the mountain—
‘What is the name?—ay! Sinai!

RECHA.
I am glad;
For, doubtless, you can tell me if 'tis trug———
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TEMPLAR.

If what is true? If holy people show
The spot where Moses stood before his God ?

RECHA.

Ol no; not that. Wherever Moses stood
It was before his God. I know enough
About such things already. Is it true—
1 wish to learn from you who have heen there—
If it is not by far less difficult
T'o climb than to descend the holy mount?
For with all other mountains that I kngw,
"Tis quite the contrary.  You turn awae !
Why do you turn, Sir Knight? Nay, look at me.

TEMPLAR.
1 wish to hear you rather.
RECHA,
I pereeive,
Because you do not wish that 1 should sce
You smile at my simplicity. You smile
That T have not some more important thing
To askgnbout the holy hill of hills.
Is it so?
TEMPLAR.
Must T mébt those cycs again?
And now you cast them down, and check your smile.
How can 1in those changeful featnres read
What I so plainly hear—the truth your words
So audibly declare, and yet would hide?
How truly did your father say to me,
“ If you but knew her!” ®
RECHA,

Who said that to you?
TEMPLAR.
Your father, and of you he spoke the words.

DAJA.
Have I not said it to yon many times?
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TEMPLAR.
Where is your father now? with Saladin?
RECIIA.
Doubtless he is.
TEMPLAR.

Still there! Oh, I forget. .
He cannot still be there. He waits for me,
As he appointed, near the cloister gate.
Forgive me, I must go in quest of him.

DAJA.
I will do that. YVait here, I'll bring him straight.
‘ TEMPLAR.

O no, O no! He is expecting me.

Besides, you cannot tell what may have chanced.
"Tis not unlikely he may be engaged

With Saladin—you do not know the Sultan—
In some unpleasant—— Danger may ensue

If I delay.
RECHA.

Danger! for whom ? for what?
TEMPLAR. .
Danger for me—for you—for him! unless
I go at once (Luit.)
Scexe 1IL ¢
RecHa, Dasa.
RECHA.

What is the matter, Daja?
So quick! what ails him—makes him fly from hence?

DAJA.

Let him alone. I think il no bad sign.
RECHA.

Sign! and of what?
DAJA,

That something vexes him.
It boils, but it must not boil over. Go,
’Tis your turn now. ) ‘
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RECHA,
My turn. You have become
Incomprehensible to me—like him.

DAJA.
Now you may pay him back with interest
*All the unrest he once occasioned you.
But be not too vindictive—too severe.

RECHA.
Well, Daja, you must know your meaning best.
DAJA. .

And are you then already calm once mdre?

RECHA.
In truth I am.
DAJA.
Confess at least, dear Recha,
That all this restlessness has brought you pleasure,
And that you have to thank his want of ease
For all the case that you yourself enjoy.

RECHA.

1 know®not that, but I must still confess

That to myself it scems a mystery

How in this bosom, stgh a pleasing calm

Can suddenly succeed so rude a storm.

His countenance, his speech, his manner have—

DAJA.
By this time satisfied you.
RECHA.
No, not that.
DAJA.®
Well, satisfied your more impatient want.
RECHA,
Well, well, if you must have it so.

DAJA.
Not It
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RECHA.

To me he must be ever dear. To me

He must remain more dear than life, although
My pulse no longer flutters at his name,

My heart no longer, when I think of him,
Beats with a fuller throb. What have 1 said?
Come, Daja, to the window once again

‘Which overlooks the palms.

DAJA.
1 sec ’tis not
Yet satisfied, that more impatient want.
‘ RECIIA.
{ Now, Ishall sce the palm-trees once again;
Not him alone amidst them.
DAJA,
) . Such a fit
” Of coldness speaks of fevers yet to come.
RECHA.
Nay, I'm not cold, in truth I do not see
Less gladly that which I do calmly sce.

Scene IV.
(The Hall of Audience in SalapixN’s Palace.)

SALADIN, SiTTAH.
SALADIN (giving directions).
Bring the Jew here, as soon as he arrives.
He seems in no great hasto. ,

SITTAH.
' Nay, Saladin,
Terhaps he was not found at home.
SALADIN.
Ah, sister!
SITTAH.
You look as if some contest were at hand.



Scexe IV.] NATHAN THE WISE. 299

SALADIN.

Ay! und with weapons I'm not used to wield.
Must I then play the hypocrite—and frame
Trecautions—lay a snare? Where learnt [ that?
Aud for what end? To seek for money—money !
«For money from a Jew? And to such arts

Must Saladin descend, that he may win

The most contemptible of paltry things?

SITTAH.
But paltry things, despised too much, are sure
To find sume method of revenge. .
SALADIN.

’Tis true!
What, if this Jew should prove an upright man,
Such as the Dervise painted him?

SITTAIL
W hy, then,
Your difficulty ceases; for a snare
Tinplivs an avaricious, cheating Jow,
And not an upright man. Then he is ours
Withont a share. "T'will give us joy to hear
How such a man will speak—with what stern strength
He'll tear the net, or with what cunning skill
Untanglo all its meslfes, one by one.

SALADIN.
True, Sittah! 'twill afford me rare delight.
SITTAIL

What, then, need trouble yoa? For if he be,
Like all his nation, a mere cozening Jew,
You need not blush, if you appear to him

No better than he deems all other men.

But if to him you wear a different look,
You'll be a fool—his dupe!

SALADIN.
So I must, then,
Do ill, lest bademen should think ill of me.
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. SITTAH.
Yes, brother, if you call it doing ill
To put a thing to its intended use.

SALADIN.

Well, there is nothing woman’s wit invents
It cannot palliate——

SITTAH.
How, palliate?

SALADIN,

Sittah, I fear suck fine-wrought filagree

Will break in my‘rude hand. It is for those

Who frame such plots to bring them into play.
- The execution needs the inventor’s skill.

Bat let it pass.—I'll dance as best I can—

Yet sooner would I do it ill than well.

SITTAH.
Oh, brother, have more courage in yourself !
Have but the will, I'll answer for the rest.
How strange that men like you are ever prone
To think it is their swords alone that raise them. |,
‘When with the fox the noble lion hunts,
"Tis of the fellowship he feels ashamed,
But of the cunning, never. «

SALADIN.
Well, ’tis strange
That women so delight to bring mankind
Down to their level. But, dear Sittah, go;
I think I know my lesson.

SITTAH.
‘ Must I go?
SALADIN.
You did not mean to stay ?
SITTAH.

No, not with you,
But in this neighb’ring chamber. .
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SALADIN. .

What! to listen?

Not so, my sister, if I shall succeed.

Away! the curtain rustles—he is come.

Beware of lingering! I'll be on the watch.

(W7u'le SiTTAH retives through ome door, NATHAX enters at
another, and SALADIN seats himself.)

Scexe V.
SarLADIN, NATHAN,

SALADIN. .
Draw nearer, Jew—yet nearer—close to'me!
Lay fear aside.
NATHAN.
Fear, Sultan, ’s for your foes.
SALADIN.
Your name is Nathan?
NATHAN.
Yes.
SALADIN. .
. ° Nathan the Wise.
NATHAN.
No. .
SALADIN.
But, at least the peoplo call you so.
NATHAN.
That may be true. The people!
SALADIN.
¢ Do not think
1 treat the people’s voice contemgptuously.
I have been wishing long to know the man
Whom it has called the Wise.

NATHAN.
What, if it named
Him so in scorn? If wise means prudent only—
And prudent, oge who knows his interest well ?



302 LESSING'S DRAMATIC WORKS. [Acr IIL

SALADIN.
‘Who knows his real interest, you mean.

NATHAN.

Then, Sultan, selfish men were the most prudent,
And wise, and prudent, then, would mean the same.

SALADIN.

You're proving what your speeches contradict.
You know the real intercsts of man:

The people know themn not—have never sought
To know them. That alone can make man wise.

<
“ NATHAY.
‘Which every man conceives himself to be.

SALADIN.

A truce to modesty ! To meet it ever,
When we are secking truth is wearisome (springs up).
So, let us to the point. Be candid, Jew,
Be frank and honest.
NATHAN.
I will serve you, prince,
And prove that I am worthy of your favour.”  +

SALADIN.
How will you serve me? !

NATHAN.
You shall have the best
Of all I have, and at the cheapest rate.

SALADIN.

What mean you? Not your wares ?—My sister, then,
Shall make the hargain with you. (That’s for the listener!)
I am not versed in mercahtile affairs,

And with a merchant’s craft I've nought to do.

NATHAN,
Doubtless you would inquire if I have marked

Upon my route the movements of the foe?
hether he's stirring? If I may presump——
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SALADIN.

Neither was that my object. On that point
I know enough. But hear me.

NATHANX.
1 obey.
. SALADIN,
It is another, a far different thing
On which 1 seck for wisdom ; .md since yon
Are called the Wise, tell me which faith or law
You deem the best.
NATIHAN.
Sultan, T am a Jev.

SALADIN.
And T a Mussulman.,  The Christian stands
Between us.  Here are three religions, then,
And of these three one only can be true.
A man like yon remains not where his birth
By accident has cast him : or if so,
Conviction, choice, or ground of preference,
Supports him. Let me, Nathan, hear from you,
In confidence, the reasons of your choice,
‘Which,I ]mve Iancked the leisure to examine.
It may be, Nathan, that 1 am the first
Sultan who has indunlged this strange caprice,
Which need not, therdfore, make a Sultan blush.
Am I the first? Nay, speak; or if you seek
A Trief delay to shape your scattered thoughts,
I yield it freely.  (Has she overheard ?
She will inform me it I've acted right.)
Reflect then, Nathan, 1 shall svon return. (Exit.)
°
Scexe VI
L]
NATHAN (alone).

Strange! how is this? What can the Sultan want?
I came prepared for cash—he asks for truth!
Truth! as if truth were cash! A coin disused—
Valued by weight! If so, "tweroe well, indeed !

But coin quite pew, not coin but for the die,
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To be flung down and on the counter told——
It is not that. Like gold tied up in bags,
Will truth lie hoardeg in the wise man’s head,
To be produced at need? Now, in this case,
Which of us plays the Jew? He asks for truth.
{Is truth what he requires? his aim, his end ?
{Or does he use it as a subtle snare?
That were tvo petty for his noble mind.
i Yet what is e’er too petty for the great?
' Did he not rush at once into the house,
{'Whilst, as a friend, he would have paused or knocked ?
; I must beware. Yet to repel him now
{ And act the stubborn Jew, is not the thing;
And wholly to fling off the Jew, still less.
For if no Jew, he might with justice ask,
Why not a Mussulman >—That thought may serve.—
Others than children may be quieted
With tales well told. But sce, he comes—he comes.

Scexe VIIL.
SALADIN, NATHAN.

SALADIN.
(4side) (The-coast is clear)—I am not come too soon?
Have you reflected on this matter, Nathan?

Speak ! no one hears. .
NATHAN.

Would all the world might hear!

SALADIN.
And are you of your cause so confident?
"T'is wise, indeed, of you to hide no truth,
For truth to hazard all, even life and goods.
MATHAN,
Ay, when necessity and profit bid.

SALADIN.

I hope that henceforth I shall rightly bear
One of my names, * Reformer of the world

And of the law!”
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NATHAN.
A noble title, truly;
But, Sultan, ere I quite explain myself,
Permit me to relate a tale.
SALADIN.
Why not?
Y ever was a friend of tales well told

NATHAN.
Well told! Ah, Sultan! that’s another thing.
SALADIN.
What! still so proudly modest? But begin.
NATILAN. .
In days of yore, there dwelt in Eastern lands
A man, who from a valued hand received N
A ring of priceless worth.  An opal stone
Shot from within an ever-changing hue, 7N
And held this virtue in its form concealed,
To render him of God and man heloved,
Who wore it in this fixed unchanging faith.
No wonder that its Eastern owner ne'er
Withdrew it from his finger, and resolved
That to his house the ring should be seeuted.
Therefore he thus lwquvuthcd it: first to him
Who was the most beloved of his sons,
Ordaining then that he should leave the ring
To the most dear among his children; then,
That without heceding birth, the tuv'rite son,
In virtue of the ring alone, should still
Belord of all the house. You hear we, Sultan?
SALADIN,
I understand.  Proceed. .
NATHAN.
Froift son to son,
The ring at length descended to a sire
Who had three sons, alike obedient to him,
And whom he loved with just and equal love.
The first, the sccond, and the third, in {urn,
According as they cach apart reeeived
Tho overflowingg of his Licart, appeared
VOL. 1. X

\
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Most worthy as his heir, to take the ring,

Which, witg ood-ngtured weakness, he in turn
Had promised privately to each; and thus

Things lasted for a while. But death approached,
The father now embarrassed, could not bear

To disappoint two sons, who trusted him.

‘What's to be done? In secret he commands

The jeweller to come, that from the form

Of the truc ring, he may bespeak two more.

Nor cost nor pains are to be spared, to make

The rings alike—quite like the true one. This
The artist managed. When the rings were brought
The father’s eye Pould not distinguish which

Had been the model. Overjoyed, he calls

His sons, takes leave of each apart—bestows

His blessing and his ring on each—and dies.

You hear me?

SALADIN (who has turned away in perplexity).
Ay! Ihear. Conclude the tale.

NATHAN.

'Tis ended, Sultan! All that follows next

May well be guessed. Scarce is the father dead,

‘When with his ring, each separatc son appears, '

And claims to be the lord of all the house.

Question arises, tumult and debate,—

But all in vain—the true ring could no more

Be then distinguished than——(after a pause, in which he
awaits the Sultan’s reply) the true faith now.

SALADIN.
1s that your answer to my question ?

NATHAN.

. Nol
But it may serve as my apology.
I cannot venture to decide between
Rings which the father had oxpressly made,
To bafle those who would distinguish them.

SALADIN.
Rings, Nathan! Come, a truce to this! . The creeds
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‘Which I have named have broad, distinctive marks,
Differing in raiment, food, and drink!

NATHAN.
"Tis true!
But then they differ not in their foundation.
*Are not all built on history alike,
Traditional or written? History
Must be received on trust. 1Is it not so?
In whom are we most likely to put trust?
In our own people? in those very men
‘Whose blood we are? who, from our carliest youth
Have proved their love for us, have ne'e} deceived,
Except in cases where 'twere better so?
Why should 1 credit my forefathers less
Than you do yours? or can I ask of you
To charge your ancestors with falschood, that
The praise of truth may be bestowed on mine ?
And so of Christians.
SALADIN.

By our Prophot’s faith,
The man is right. I have no more to say.

. o NATHAN.

Now let us to our rings once more return.

‘We said the sons complained ; each to the judge
Swore from his father’s hand immediately

To have received the ring—as was the case—

In virtue of a promise, that he should

One day enjoy the ring’s preroga.tive.

In this they spoke the truth. Then each maintained
1t was not possible that to himself

His father had been false. Each could not think
His father guilty of an act so bage.

Rather than that, reluctant as he was

To judge his brethren, he must yet declare

Some treach’rous act of falsechood had been done.

SALADIN.

Well! and the judge? I'm curious now to hear
What you will make him say. Go on, go on!
x2 .
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NATHAN.
The judge said: If the father is not brought
Before my seat, I cannot judge the case.
Am I to judge enigmas? Do you think
That the true ring will here unseal its lips?
But, hold! You tell me that the real ring
Enjoys the secrot power to make the man
Who wears it, both by God and man, beloved.
Let that decide. 'Who of the three is loved
Best by his brethren? Is there no reply?
‘What! do these love-exciting rings a{:)ne
Act inwardly? Have they no outward charm?
Does each one love himself alone? You're all
Deceived deceivers. All your rings are false.
The real ring, perchance, has disappeared ;
And so your father, to supply the loss,
Has caused three rings to ﬁlfthe place of one.

SALADIN.
0, charming, charming !
: NATHAN,
And,—the judge continued : -
If you insist on judgment, and refuse
My counsel, be it so. I recommend
That you consider how the matter stands.
Each from his father has received a ring:
Let each then think the real ring his own.
Your father, possibly, desired to free
His power from one ring’s tyrannous control.
He loved yon all with an impartial love,
gAnd equally, and had no inward wish
To prove the measure of his love for one
By pressing heavily upon tne rest.
Therefore, %et each one imitate this love;
So, free from prejudice, let each one ajm
To emulate his brethren in the strife
To prove the virtues of his several ring,
By offices of kindness and of love,
And trust in God. And if, in years to come,
The virtues of the ring shall reappear
Amongst your children’s children, then, .once more,
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Come to this judgment-seat. A greater far
Than I shall sit upon it, and decide.
So spake the modest judge.

SALADIN.
Oh God, O God!

NATIAN.
And if now, Saladin, you think you're he——

SALADIN.
(Approaches NaTHAN, and takes his hand, which he relains
to the end of the scene.)
This promised judge—I >—Dust! I?—eNought! oh Geod!
NATHAN,
What is tho matter, Sultan?
SALADIN.
Dearest Nathan!
That judge’s thousand years arc not yet past;

His judgment-seat is not for me. But go,
And still remain my friend.

NATIIAN. .

.« 1las Saladin
Aught else to say ?
SALADIN,
‘No.
NATIIAN.
Nothing?
BALADIN,
: Truly nothing.

But why this eagerness? ¢
NATHAN.
I could have wished
An opportunity to ask a boon.
SALADIN.
Wait not for opportunity. Speak now.

NATHAN.
I have been traV'lling, and am just returned
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From a long journey, from collocting debts.
Hard cash 18 troublesome these perilous times,

I know not where I may bestow it safely.

These coming wars need money ; and, perchanoe,
You can employ it for me, Saladin?

SALADIN (fizing his eyes upon NATHAN).
I ask not, Nathan, have you secn Al-Hafi ?
Nor if some shrewd suspicion of your own
Moves you to make this offer.

NATHAN.
What suspicion ?
v SALADIN.
I do not ask—forgive me,—it is just,
For what avails concealment ? I confess

T was about——
NATHAN.
To ask +his very thing?
SALADIN.
Yes!
NATHAN.

Then our objects are at once fulfilled,
And if I cannot send you all my store,
The Templar is to blame for that. You know
The man. I owe a heavy debt to htm.

SALADIN,
The Templar! Surely, Nathan, with your gold
You do not aid my direst foes?

NATHAN.

¢ I speak

Of him whose life was spared by Saladin.

SALADIN.
Of what do you remind me? I had quite
Forgot the youth. Where is he? Know you him?

NATHAN.

Have you not heard, then, how your clemency
Through him has flowed to me? How, at-the risk
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Of the cxistence which your mercy gave,
He saved my duughter from the raging flames?

SALADIN.
Ha! did he so? He looked like one that would !
My brother, too—his image—would have done it.
Is he still here? Bring him to me at once.
I have so often spoken to my sister
Of this same brother, whom she never knew,
That I must let her seo his counterfeit.
Go, fetch him. How a single noble deed,
Though but the offspring of the mercst whim,
Gives birth to other blessings! Bring him to me.

Natiax (loosing SaLavin’s land).
I'll go—the other matter then is settled. (Exit.)

SALADIN.
I wish I had but let my sister listen.
T'll go at once to her and tell it all.
(Exii on the opposite side.)

Scexe VIIL

The Place of Palms in the neighbourhooll of the Convent,
' where the TEMPLAR awaits NATHAN.

TEMPLAR (walking to and fro, in conflict with himself.)

The panting victim Here may rest awhile.

So far *tis well. I dare not ask mysclf

What change has sprung within me, nor inquire
“What yet may happen. Flight has proved in vain,

And, come what may, I could no more than flce,

The stroke was far too sudden to escape.

Long—much—I strove to k®ep aloof, in vain.

But once to see her, ¢'en againgt my will,

To see her, and to frame a firm resolve

Never to lose her. What, then, is resolve ?

Resolve is purpose—action, while—in truth—

I was but passive. But to see her once,

And feel tﬁat I was woven into her being,

Was then and still remains the self-same thing.

To live apart from her—oh, bitter thought |—
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Were death ; and after death—where’er we were—
"Twould there be death too. Say, then, is this love ?
And doth the Templar love? A Christian loves
A Jewish maiden! Well, and what of that?
This is the holy land ; holy to me,
And dear, because I have of late renounced
Full many a prejudice. What says my vow?
As Templar I am dead. I cease to live

. In the same hour that made me prisoner
To Saladin. The head he gave me back,
Was it the old one? No. I'm newly framed,
T know no fragment of the ancient forms
That bound me orjce. My brain is clearer now,
More fit for my paternal home above.
Now I can think as once my father thought,
If tales of him are not untruly told—
Tales that were ne'er so credible as now,
When I am stumbling where my father fell.
Fell! yet 'twere bettes far to fall with men |
Than stand with boys. His conduct guarantees
His approbation. And what need I more
Than Nathan’s approbation ? Of his praise
I cannot doubt. «Oh, what a Jew is he!
And yet he would appear the simple Jew.
But, see, he comes—ie comes in haste—delight
Beams from his eye. But who leavgs Saladin
With other looks? Ho! Nathan!

Scexe IX,
NATHAN, the TEMPLAR,

NATHAN.
Are you there?

TEVFPLAR.
Your visit to the Sultan has been long.

NATHAN.
Not over long. My audience was delayed.
But, Conrad, this man well supports his fame—
His fame is but his shadow. But I must
Without delay inform you that he would——
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TEMPLAR.
Say on.
NATHAN.
Would speak with you. So, come with me at once.
I have some bricf commands to give at home,
Jhen to the Sultan.
TEMPLAR.

Nathan, I will ne’er
Enter your door again—

NATHAN.
Then you've, been there
Alrcady—spoken with her. Tell me alk
How do you like my Recha ?
TEMPLAR,
Words would fail
To tell how much. I dare not trust myself

Alone with her again, unless you say
That I may gaze upon her furm for ever.

NATHAN.
What can this mean? .
TEMILAR (afler a short pause, embracing him suddenly).
My father!

® NATHAN.
How, young man ?
TEMPLAR (withdrawing himself as suddenly).
Call me your son! I do implore you, Nathan.

NATHAN.
Dear youth!

TEMPLA.

And not yourson! I 1%\my you, Nathan,

Conjure you, by the strongest tios of Nature,
Let it content you now to be a man:
Repel me not.

NATHAN.

« My dearest friend !
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»  TEMPLAR.
Say son!
Why not your son? What, if in Recha's heart
Mere gratitude had paved the way for love,
And it we both but waited your assent
To crown our union! You are silent, sir!

NATHAN.
I am astonished at your words, young Knight.

TEMPLAR.

Astonished! Do I then astonish you
With your own thoughts, although you know them not
When uttered by my lips. Astonished, Nathan ?

NATHAN.
Would that I knew what Stauffen was your father!

TEMPLAR.

What say you, Nathan? At a time like this,
Can you indulge such empty, curious thoughts?

NATHAN.
1 knew a Stauffet: once whose name was Conrad. |

TEMPLAR.
‘What, if my father bore that very pame?

NATHAN.
And did he s0?

TEMPLAR.

I bear my father’s name,

1 am called Conrad.

NATIIAN.

‘So! , And yet the man
1 knew was not your father, for, like you,
He was a Templar, and was never married.

TEMPLAR.

And what of that?

NATHAN,
How? ~ -
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TEMPLAR.
He might still have been
My father.
NATHAN,
Nay, you jest.
. TEMPLAR.
You're far too good.

What matters it? Does bastard wound your ear?
The race, good sir, is not to be despised.

But spare my pedigree, and I'll spare yours.

Great God! forbid my words should ever cast

The smallest doubt on your ancestral tree.

You can attest it backwards, leaf Ly leal,

To Abraham. And from that point—I know it well,
Myself—can even swear to it.

NATHAN.
Your words are bitter. Do I merit this?
What have I ¢’cr refused you? I have but
Forhorn assent at the first word you spoke.

No more!
TEMPLAR. .
* Oh! true, no more. Forgive me, Nathan.
NATHAN,
Well, come with me, ®me.
TEMPLAR.

Whither? to your house?
That will I not—it burns. TI’ll wait you here.
Farewell. If I'm to sce her once again,
1 then shall see her often ; al;xd if not,
I have already seen her too—too much.

: ]
Scene X.

The TEMPLAR, Daja,
TEMPLAR.

Too much, indeed! Strange that the human brain
So infinite of comprehension, should
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At times with a merégf*triﬁe be engrossed,

Suddenly filled, and all at once quite full,

No matter what it teems with. But the soul

Soon calms again, and the fermenting stnff

Makes itself room, restoring life and order.

And is this, then, the first time that I love?

And was the glow to which I gave that name

Not love at all? And is this love alone

‘Which now with burning flame consumes my heart?

DATA (who has crept up to his side).
Sir Knight! Sir Knight!
. TEMPLAR,
Who calls? What, Daja, you!

DAJA.
Yes, I am here; I managed to slip by him.
But he can sec us where we stand. ('ome nearer,
And place yourself with me behind this tree.

TEMPLAR.
Why so mysterious? What's the secret, Daja?
) DAJA. -

Yes, ’tis a secret which has brought me hither—
A twofold secret. Part is known to me,

The other part to you. Come, let us change:
First tell me yours, and then I'll tell you mine.

TEMPLAR,

Yes, willingly, when I have ascertained
What you call mine. But yours will throw a light
Upon the whole. Begin, theh.

*DAJA.
That's not fair;
‘You must begin, Sir Knight, and I will follow.
For be assured my secret 's néthing worth,
Unless I hear yours first. Then lose no time,
For if 1 guess it, you’ve not trusted me;
My secret, then, will be my own, and yours
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Worth no’chin;i;J But do you suppose; Sir Knight,
That you cau hide such secrets from a woman ?

TEMPLAR. .
Secrets we often are unconscious of.

. DAJA.

Perhaps. But I must prove myself your friend
And tell you all.  Confess how happened it
That you so suddenly took leave of us,

And that with Nathan you will not return?
Has Recha, then, mado no impression on you,
Or made too deep a one, perchance? Oh yes!
Too deep—too deep! You are a hapleas bird
Whose fluttering wing the fatal twig has limed,
Confess it, plainly, with a word, you love—
Love her to madness, and I'll tell you then——

TEMPLAR.
To madness? Ah! you understand it well.

DAJA.
Well, grant the love, the madness I'll resign.

. TEMPLAR.

L]
Because, of course, there is no doubt of it.
A Templar love a Jowess!

DAJA.

Why, it secms
Absurd. But often there’s more fitness in
Some things than wo can readily discern ;
And 'twould not be the first time that our Lord
Had drawn us to Him by a secret path
Which we had ne’er discovcted of ourselves,

TEMPLYR.
Solemnly spoken! (and if for our Lord
T substituted Providence, ’twere true).
You make me curious, fur beyond my wont.

. DAJA.
This is the lang of miracles!
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TEMPLAR.
Ay, true, &
Of miracles! Can it be otherwise,
When all the world flocks hither? Dearest Daja,
You have your wish ; so take it as confessed
That I do love her, nor can comprehend
How I can live without her.

DAJA.

Can this be ?
.. Then swear, Sir Knight, to make her yours—to save
I Her here on earth—to save her there for ever.

TEMPLAR.
How can I this? How can I swear to do
What stands not in my power.
DAJA.
"Tis in your power !
One single word brings it within your power.

TEMPLAR.
But will her father smile upon my suit?
DAJA.
Her father, truly! Ho shall be compelled.
TEMPLAR.

Compell’d! What, has he fallen arong thieves?
Compell’d !
DAJA.
Then hear me. Nathan will consent :
He must consent.
TEMPLAR.
Consent! and must! Oh, Daja!
I have already tried to touch that chord;
It vibrates not responsive®

DAJA. M
What ! reject you?
TEMPLAR.

He answered me in such discordnt tone
That I was hurt.
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DAJA.
+  What say you? Did you breathe
The shadow of a wish to marry Recha.
And did not Nathan leap for joy? Did he

Draw coldly back—raise obstacles? .
. TEMPLAR.
He did.
DAJA.

Then I'll deliberatc no moment more.

TEMPLAR (after a pause).

And yeot you are deliberating still, .
L]

DAJA.
Nathan in all things has been ever good.
I owe him much. Did he refuse to listen ?
God knows it grieves me to construin him thus.

TEMPLAR.
I pray you, Daja, now to terminato
This dire uncertainty.  But if you doubt
‘Whether the thing you would impart to me
Be right or yrong, worthy of shame or hunour,
Then téll it not, and henceforth I'll forget
You have a scerct it were well to hide.

®  pasa.

Your words but spur me on to tell you all.
Then learn that Recha is no Jewess—that
She is a Christian maid.
TEMPLAR (coldly).

I wish you joy!
At last the tedious labour’s at an end.
The birth-pangs have not hurt You. Still go on
With undiminished zeal, and people heaven
When you are fit no more to people carth.

DAJA.
How, Knight! and does tRe news I bring deserve
Such bitter taungs? Does it confer no joy
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On you to hear that Recha is a Christian,
On you, her lover, and a Christian knight?

TEMPLAR,
And more especially since Recha is
A Christian of your making ?
DAJA.
Think you so?

Then I would fain see him that may convert her.

It is her fate long since to have been that
‘Which she can now no more become.

TEMPLAR.
Explain,
Or leave me. .
DAJA.
Well! she is a Christian maid,
Of Christian parents born—and is baptised.

TEMPLAR (hastily).
And Nathan!
DAJA.
Xot her father.
TEMPLAR.

Nathan not
Her father? Are you sure of that"

DAJA.
Tam;
The truth has cost me tears of blood. Iic’s not.
TEMPLAR.

But as his daughter he has brought her up,
Brought up the Christian maiden as a Jewess ?

DATA.
Just so. R
TEMILAR.
And knows she aught alout her birth?
Has she not learnt from him that sho weg:born
A Cliristian and no Jewess ? 3 g %, Sipedy,

[Aor L.



Soene X.) NATHAN THE WISE. 321

DAJA.
Never yet.
TEMPLAR.
And he not only let the child grow up
In this mistaken notion, but he leaves
'ho woman in it.
DAJA.
Ay, alas!

JLMPLAR.

Oh, Nathan!
How can the wise, good Nathan lend higuself
To stifle Natures voice—to misdirect
The ycarnings of a heart in such a way
W Lich, to itself abandoned, would Lave formed
Another bias, Daju? Ay, in truth,
The seeret is of woment, and may have
Important issues.  But I feel perpleaed.
I know not how I ought to act.  But go.
Let me have breathing time.  He may approach,

He may surprise us suddenly.  Farewell!
L]
DAJA.

o L]
1 tremble with aftright.
TEMPLAR
And I can searce
Express iy thoughts. But go: and should you chance
To meet him, suy Le'll find me at the Sultan’s.
DAJA.
Let him not sce that you have any thing
Against him.  That "twere well to keep reserved,
To give the proper turn to things at last.
It may remove your scruples. tuiuhing Recha.
But if you take her baek tosEurope, Kuight,
You will not leave glo hyre?
TEMPLAR.
We'll see, now go!

VOL. 1.
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ACT IV,

Scexe 1.—The Clotsters of the Convent.
The Friar, and presently afterwards the TEMPLAR.
FRIAR

Ay, ay ! he must be right, the Patriarch!

And yet, of all his business, no great part

Has prospered in my hands. But why should he
Fntrust such tasks to me? T have no wish

To play the knave, to wheedle and persuade,

To worm out sccrets, and to thrust my hand

Into my neighbour’s busiuess. Not for this

Did I renounce the world, that I might be
Entangled with its cares for other men.

TEMPLAR (entcring abruptly ).

Good brother, are you here ? I've sought you long.

FRIAR.

L4

Me, sir?

TEMPLAR.
‘What, don’t you recollect me, then ?
FRIAR.

Ay! but, Sir Knight, I never thought to sce
Your face again—and so 1 hoped in God.

God knows how much I hated the proposal
Which I was bound to make you, and He knows
How little I desired you shquld assent,

How in my inmost soul I was rejoiced

‘When you refused, withant a moment’s thought,
To do what had been shameful in a Knight.

But have you thought the matter o’'er again ?

TEMPLAR.

You seem to know what object brings me here.

FRIAR.

Have you, Sir Knight, reflected by this téme,
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That our good Partiarch is not much deceived

In thinking gold and glory may be won

By his commission ? that a foe's a foe,

Were he our guardian angel seven times o’er?

Have you ’gainst flesh and hlood weighed all these things,
And are you come to strike a bargain now?

TEMPLAR.
My dear good man, be patient; not for this
Am T come hither; not for aught like this
Do I desire to sce the Patriarch.
On every point my thoughts remain nnchanged ;
Nor would I for the wealth of all this warld
Forfeit that good opinion, which 1 won
From such an upright, honest man as you.
I merely come to ask the Patriarch
For counsel.
FRIAR (looking round timidly).
Counsel from the Patriarch!
What, you! a knight to ask a priest’s advice !
TEMPLAR.
Mine is a priestly business. .
e FRIAR.
Yet the priests
Would scorn a knight'sedvice, were their affairs
Ever so knightly.
TEMPLAR.
Therefore they're allowed
“I'o err sometimes, a privilege which I,
For one, don’t greatly envy them; and yet,
If I were acting only for mysedf,
And were not bound to others, I should care
But little for advice. But in son® things
'T'were better to go wrong by others’ guidance
Than, by our own, go right. And I observe,
By this time, that religion ’s naught but party,
And he who in his own belief is most
Impartial, does but hold the standard up
Of his own creed, howe’er unconsciously.
Yet since 'tis'so, it must be right.
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FRIAR. .
I'm silent. -
In truth, I don’t quite comprehend. '

TEMPLAR.

And yet—
(Let me consider first what ’tis I want—
Decision or advice from sage or simple ?)
Thanks, brother; yes, I thaunk you for your hint.
What is a patria®h? Be thou for once
My patriarch ; for ’tis the Christian rather
Whom in the patgiarch T would consult,
Than in the Chrirtian the mere patriarch.
Y

FRIAR.
Hold, hold, Sir Knight! no more of this, I find
That you mistake me. He who hath learnt much
Must needs have many cares. 1 know but one
But hark, behold! here comes the very mun!
*Tis he, so stay ; he has perceived us both.

Scexk 1L

The PATRIARCH, after marching up one of the aisies with great
" * pomp, approaches.
TEMPLAR.
I'd rather shun him—he is not my man—
A round, red smiling prelate! And what state!
FRIAR. . -
But you should see himn at a festival,
-New he but comes from visiting the sick.
. TEMPLAR.
Great Saladin will then kave cause to blush.
PATRIARCH (coming forward, makes signs to the FrIAR).
Was that the Templar? What’s his business here ?
FRIAR.
T know not. »
PATRIAKCH (advancing, whilst the FRIAR am}' his train retire.)
Well, 8ir Knight, I'm truly glad
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To meet so brave a youth. So very young,
Something may come of him, if Heaven assist.

TEMPLAR.

Not more than has already come of him,
But rather less, my reverend father.

L]

PATRIARCH. ..
Well,
It is my prayer that so devout a Knight
May for the cause of Christendom and God
Be long preserved ; nor can it fail to be,
If valour will give ear to aged words.
Then say, how can I serve you, Sir?

' TEMPLAR.
With that
In which my youth’s deficient—sound advice.

PATRIARCH.
Most gladly, if you'll follow my advico.

TEMPLAR.
Not blindly, though.

. .
PATRIARCIL

Whose words are thggse? Indeed,
None should neglect # use the intellect
Bestowed by God, when it is suitable.
But is it always suitable? O no!
1f God, through one of the celestial choir—
That is, through one of the blest ministers
Of His mest sacred word—should condescend
To show some way by which the Church’s weal,
Or else the general good of Christendom,
Might be secured, what man would venture then
To weigh the laws of intellect against
His will, who fashioned intellect itself ?
Or measure the unchanged decrees of Heaven
By empty rules that suit this petty world ?
But of all this enough. Now tell me, Knight,
‘Wherefore you seek our counsel ?
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TEMPLAR.
Reverend father!

Suppose a Jew possessed an only child—
A girl—whom he with fond parental care
Trained to each virtue, treasured as his soul,
Whilst she, with love as ardent as his own,
Repaid his love,—suppose it ramoured then
That she was not the daughter of this Jew,
But a poor orphan, purchased in her youth,
Or stolen, or found—or anything, but still
Of Christian birth, and in her youth baptised,
And that the Jew had reared her in his faith,
Allowed her to be thought a Jewish maid,
And firmly to belitve herself his child,—
Say, reverend father, what should then be done?

PATRIARCH.
I shudder at the thought! But, worthy Sir,
Say, is this fact, or mere hypothesis?
That is, if your own head has framed the case,
Or has it happened—does it still exist?

TEMPLAR.

That's unimportant, and could not assist

Your reverence to°pronounce upon the point. =  »
PATRIARCH.

\Vhat! unimportant! See, Sir Knight, how apt

Proud reason is to err in sacred things.

"Tis of deep import; though, 'tis true, the case

May he the offspring of your sportive wit,

When we should straight dismiss it from our thoughts,

And I should then refer you to the stage

Where pros and cons like these are oft discussed

With loud applause. But if the object be,

By something better than a,sleight of hand,

To sound my judgment, if the thing be fact,

And may have happened in our diocese,

Hoere in our dear Jerusalem itself,

Why then——

TEMPLAR.
What then ?
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PATRIARCH.
Then were it well, Sir Knight,
To execute at once upon the Jew
The penalty provided for the case,
By Pa.{)a.l and Imperial laws, against

So foul a crime, such dire iniquity.
' TEMPLAR.
Indeed !
PATRIARCH.
The laws I mention have decreed
That if a Jew shall to apostasy .
Seduce a Christian, he shall die by fire, .
TEMPLAR. D)
Indeed !

PATRIARCH.
How much more when a Jew by foree
Tears from baptisinal bhonds a Christian child ?
For all that’s done to children is by foree,
Savo what the Church shall order and perform.
TEMPLAR.
What if the child were steeped in misery,
And ingist have died, but for this bounteous Jew?
PATRIARCH.
It matters not: the Jew shonld still be burnt.
*T'were better to expir® in wisery,
Than live to suffer never-ending pains.
The Jew moreover should not have forestalled
The hand of God, whom had He willed to save,
Could save without him.
TEMPLAR,
Make him happy too,
In spite of him. .
PATRIARCH.
It matters not, the Jew
Must still be burnt.
TEVPLAR.
That grieves me very much, ’
And all the more, as people say that he
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Has reared the child not in his own beleif;,
So much as in no faith at all, and taught
Her neither more nor less of God than is
By reason asked.
PATRIARCH.

It matters not. the Jew
Must still be burnt—and for this very cause
Would merit threefold deith. To rear a child
Withont a faith! Not even teach a child
The greatest of all duties —to believe !
"Tis heinous, and I'm rapt in wonder, Knight,
That you yoursulf

. TEMPLAR.
Oh, reverend Sir, the rest
In the confessional, if God allow. (18 going.)
PATRIARCH.

What, going ! and not await niy questioning!
Not name to me this infidel, this Jew !
Not find him out for me at once! But, hold!
A thought occurs. I'll to the Sultan straight.
According to the treaty we have sworn
With Saladin, he.must protect our creed
With all the privileges, all tho rights
That appertain to our most holy faith.
Thank (Egd ! we have retained the Jeed itself,
With seal and signature affixed, and we
Can readily convince him, make him feel
How full of peril for the state it is
Not to believe. All civil bonds are rent
Asunder, torn to pieces, Knight, when men
Have no belief. Away, away, for ever
‘With such impiety !
TEMPLAR.
I much deplore

That I want timo to relish this discourse,
‘This holy sermon. Saladin awaits
My coming.

. PATRIARCH.
Ah, indeed !
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TEMPLAR.
And T'll prepare
The Sultan for your presence, reverend Sir,
If you desire.
PATRIAKCH.
Why, yes! for I have heard
You have found favour in the Saltan’s sight.
1 heg to he remembered with respect.
Zcal in the cause of God impels me on,
And all excesses are performed for im.
Weigh that in kindness, then, most noble Sir |
Bnt, tell me. was your case abont the Jew
A problem merely ? .
TEMPLAR.
Problem! (He retires.)
PATRIARCH.
. (Of the facts,
I must have fuller knowledge. 1 must bo
Better informed : 'twill be another job
For brother Bonafides.)  Son, come hither!
(Speaks with the Friar as he retires.)

Y .
Scexe IIL
$ALADIN'S Palace.
(Slaves are employed in bringing bags of gold, and piling them
on the floor.)
SaLamiN, SITTAH.
SALADIN.
In truth, this weary businegs ne’er will end ;
Say, is it nearly dune?
A SLAWE.
One half is done.
SALADIN.
Then take the rest to Sittah? Where's Al-Hafi ?
He must take charge of what is here. But, hold,

Were it not best to send it to my father?
Here 'twill be quickly spent. I feel, in truth,
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That T am growing miserly. At last

He must be skilful who gets much from me,
And till from Egypt further treasure comes,
Our poverty must be content to struggle.

Yet, at the Holy Sepulchre, the cost

Of all the Christian pilgrims must be paid ;
They must, at least, not go with empty hands.

SITTAH.
Why, what is this? wherefore this gold to me?
SALADIN.
Recoup yourself with it, if aught is left,
Keep 1t in store.
SITTAH.
. Are Nathan and the Knight
Not yet arrived ?
SALADIN.
The former everywhere
Is secking him.
SITTAH.
Behold what I have found
In turning o’er my ornaments and jewels (showing a small
portrait), -
SALADIN.
Ha! what is here! a portrait! yes, my brother!
*Tis he—'tis he! Was he—was he, alas !
Oh dear, brave youth! so early lost to me!
With thee at hand what had I not achieved !
Give me the portrait, Sittah. I recall
This picture well. He gave it to his Lilla—
Your elder sister—when one summer morn
He tore himself away reluctantly.
She would not yield, but clasped him in her arms,
"Twas the last morning thaf he e’er rode forth,
And 1, alas! I let him ride alone.
Poor Lilla died of grief, and ne’er forgave
My error that I let him ride alone.
He ne'er returned.
SITTAH.

Poor brother! !
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SALADIN.
Say no more,

s\ few short years, and we shall ne’er return.
And then who knows? But ’tis not death alone
That blights the hopes and promises of youth,
They have far other foes, and oftentimes
+The strongest, like the weakest, is o’ercome.
But be that as it may, T must compare
This portrait with the Templar, that 1 mey
Observe how much my fancy cheated me.

SITTAH.
"Twas for that purpose that I brought it here.
But give it, and I'll tell thee if "tis likqg:
‘We women arc best judges of such things.
SALADIN (fo the doorkeeper who enters).
Who's there ? the Templar? Bid him come at once.
SITTAH.
Not to disturb you, or perplex him with
My curious questions, I'll retire awhile. (Throws herself
upon the sofa, and lets her veil fall.)
SALADIN, )
That'swelk. (And now his voico—will that be like ?
For Assad’s voice still slumbers in my soul!)

o
Scexe IV.
The TEMPLAR and SALADIN,

TEMPLAR.
I am your prisoner, Sultan.

SALADIN.

Yeu my prisoner!

Shall I refuse him liberty, whose life
I freely spared ?

TEMPLAR.

i It is my duty, Sire,

To hear, and not anticipate, your will.
Yet it but ill bgcomes my character
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And station, Sultan, to be thus profuse
Of gratitude because you've spared my life—
A life which henceforth is at your command.

SALADIN.
Only forbear to use it to my hurt.
Not that I grudge my mortal enemy
Another pair ofshands; but such a hoart
As yours I do not yicld himn willingly.
You valiant youth! I have not gauged you ill:
In soul and body, you are truly Assad.
I fain would learn where you have been so long
Concealed. In what dim cavern you have slept?
What spirit, in some region of the Dlest,
Has kept this beautcous flower so fresh in bloom ?
Methinks I could remind you of our sports
In days gone by; and I could chide you, too,
For having kept one secret from my ear,
For having dared one gallant deed alone.
I'm happy that so much of this deceit
At least 18 true, that in my sear of life
An Assud blooms for me once more. And you,
You too are happy, Knight!

TEMPLAR.
Whate’er you will-
Whatever be your thought—lics as a wish
-Within mine inmost soul.

SALADIN,
We'll prove you, then.
Will you abide with me ?—cling to my side,
Whet{er a8 Christian or as Mussulman,
In turban or white mantle? Choose your garb—
Choose for yourself. I never have desired
That the same bark should grow on every tree.

TEMPL4RB.
Else, Saladin, you never had become
The hero that yon are—who'd rather be
| The gardener of the Lord.
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SALADIN.
If thus you think
Of Saladin, we're half agreed, alreudy —-—
TEMPLAR.
Nay, quite!
) SALADIN (offering his hand).
One word ! ’
TEMPLAR (taking it).
One man ! and with this hand
Take more than you can c¢’er take back again.
Henceforth ' wholly yours. *
SALADIN.
This is tvo much—
For one day ’tis too much! Came he not with you?
TEMFLAR.

Who?.

Who? Nathan.
TEMPLAR.

No; T camg alone.

SALADIN,

SALADIN.
Oh, what a deed was thine! what happiness
That such a deed si®uld serve so good a man !

TEMPLAR.
"T'was nothing.
SALADIN.
Why so eold, O valiant youth!
When God makes man His minister of good,
He need not be so cold, nor modestly
Wish to appear so cold. .
TEMPLAR.
But in the world
All things have many sides, and who is he
Can comprehend how they may fit each other?

SALADIN,
Cling ever toswhat’s noble, and praise God !



334 LESSING’S DRAMATIO WORKS. [Acr IV.

He knows how all things fit. Bat if you are
So scrupulous, young man, I must beware.

I too have many sides, and some of them
May seem to you not always made to fit.

TEMPLAR.
That grieves me; for suspicion, at the least,"
Is not a sin of mine.

SALADIN.

Then, tell me, whom

Do you suspect? Not Nathan, surely? What!
Nathan suspected, and by you? *Explain—
Afford me this first proof of confidence.

TEMPLAR,
T’ve nothing against Nathan. I am vexed,
But with myself alone.

SALADIN.

Why so?

TEMPLAR.
For dreaming
That any Jew can think himself no Jew.
I dreamt this waking.
SALADIN.
Tell me all your dream.
TEMPLAR. !
You know that Nathan has a daughter, Sultan !
And what I did for her, I did—because
Idid it. Far too proud to reap the thanks
I had not sown, from day to day 1 shunned
The maiden’s sight. Her father was afar.
He comes, he hears, he secks me, give me thanks;
Wishes that she might please e, and he talks
Of dawning prospects. Well, I hear it all,
I listen to him, go and see the maid—
O! such a maiden, Sultan. But, I blush.

SALADIN.

Why blush? Blush that a Jewish maid should win
Your admiration? ’Tis a venial fault.
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TEMPLAR.
But oh! that, through her father’s sweet discourse,
To this impression my o’er-hasty heart
Sach weak resistance offered! Fool. I leaped
A second time into the flawne, and then
I wooed, and was denied.

SALADIN.

Denied >—denied ?

TEMPLAR.
The prudent father does not plainly say
No, to my suit—but ho must first inqujre—
He must reflect.  'Well, be it so.  Hadgl
Not done the same? T looked ahout, inquired—
Reflected—ere 1 plunged into the flames
Where she was shricking. Oh, by Heaven! it is
A splendid thing to be so circumspect !

SALADIN,
Nay, but you must concedo somewhat to age.
His doubts will pass away, nor will he wish
You to become a Jew.

TEMPLAR. .

Who knows ?

SALADIN.
° Who knows!
One why knows Nathan better than yourself.
TEMPLAR.
.} And yet the superstitions we have learned
From education, do not lose their power
When we have found them out; nor are all free
Whose judgment mocks the®galling chaius they wear.
SALADN.
'Tis wisely said ; but Nathan, surely Nathan——
TEMPLAR.
That superstition is the worst of all
Which thinks itself the easiest to be borne——
SALADIN.
"Tis possible. But Nathun
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< TENPLAR.
And tg trut
To it alone a blind humanity
Till it is used to truth’s more bnlhunt‘lurht
LI it alone—
SALADIX.

Well, well! But Nathan’s fate
Is not to be so weak-

TEMI'LAR.
I thought so oncé
But what if this bright pattern to mankind
‘Were such a thorongh Jew that he secks out
For Christian children to bring up as Jews ?
How then ?
SALADIN.
‘Who speaks 50 of him ?

TEMPLAR.
F'en the maid
For whom I'm so distressed, with hopes of whom
He seemed so glad to recompense the deed
He would not suffer me to do for naught.
This maid is not his daughter; no, she is
A kidnapped Christian child.

SALADIN,
‘Whom Nathan now

Refuses you !
TEMPLAR (earncstly).
Refuse or not refuse,
He is found out—the pratmg hypocrite
Is now found out; but on this gowwh wolf,
For all his hllOSOphl(..al sheep’s garb,
Dogs I canIl’ oosen who will tear his hide.

SALADIN (earnestly).
Peace, Christian !
- TEMPLAR.

What! peace, Christian ? Wherefore so?
Shal’ Jew and Mussulman be free to boast:
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Their creeds, and shall the Christian be ashamed
To own his faith?
" BALADIN (more earnestly).
Peace, Christian !

TEMPLAR (calmly).
* Yes, I feel
What weight of blame lies in your calm reproof—
In that one’word pronounced by Saladin.
Oh! that I knew what Assad would have done
Had he but fill'd my place!

SALADIN. :
He had not done

Much better ; nay, perhaps, had been more warm.
Where did you learn to brihe me with a word ?
And yet, in truth, if all has happened so
As you narrate, it is not much like Nathan.
But Nathan is my fricnd, and of my friends
One must not quarrel with the other. So
Take counsel, act with prudence. Do not loose
On him the fanatics among your race.
Keep silence.  All the clergy of your seet
Would call*to me for vengeance upon him
With far nore show of right thun I could wish.
Let not revenge impe] you to become
A Christian to the Jew or Mussulman.

TEMPLAR.

Thanks to the Patriarch’s bloudthirsty rage,
" Your counsel almost comes too late ; and I
Had nearly proved his cruel instrument.

L]
SALADIN.

How 80? and did you see the Patriarch
Before you came to me?

TEMPLAR.
Yes, in the storm

Of passion—in the whirl of doubt—— Forgive me.

1 fear you will no longer find in me
One feature of your Assad.
VOL. I.

837
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SALADIN. .
Yes, that fear
Is like him. But, methinks, I know full well
,The weaknesses from which our virtues spring:
“Attend to these—the former cannot hurt.
But go, seek Nathan, as he sought for you,
And bring him hither. Be but reconciled.
Are you in earnest, Knight, about this maid?
Be calm—she shall be yours. Nathan shall feel
That without swines-flesh he has dared to rear
A Christian child. Now, Templar, leave me. Go!
(Ezit the TeMPLAR. SITTAH leaves the sofa.)

ScexE V.
SALADIN and SITTAH.
SITTAH.
'Tis strange, indeed.
SALADIN.

What say you now, my Sittah >
Was not our Assad once a handsome youth ?

SITTAH.
If this were like him, and "twere not the knight
W ho had his portrait taken. But,'dear brother,.
How could you ever so forget yourself ‘
As not to make inquiry for his parents?

SALADIN,

And more especially about his mother ?-
That was your meaning—eh ?

SITTAH,
Yon are too quick..

SALADIN.
But nothing is more possible; for he,
My brother Assad, was so favoured
e Christian ladies—handsome Christian ladies—
That a report once spread—— But 'tis not right
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‘We should refer to that. We'll be content
That he is here again, with all his faults,
The faults and wildness of his gentle heart—
That he is here again. Oh, Nathan must
Give him the maid. What think you?

’ SITTAH.
What, to him ?
SALADIN.
Ay for what claim has Nathan to the girl
If be is not her father? 1Ie, who saved
Her life, may properly assume the rights
Of him who gave existence to the maid.e

SITTAH.

Then might not Saladin lay claim to her,
Withdrawing her from the unrightful owner?

SALADIN.
There is no necd of that.
SITTAH.
No actual need,
But female curiosity snggests . )

That cSunsél to me. There are certain men
Of whom I feel impatient till I know
‘What maidens they cap love.

. SALADIN.
) Well send for her.
r SITTAH,
Brother, may Ido that?
SALADIN.

Buf hurt not Nathan.
He must not think that we, by yiolence,
‘Would separate them.

SITTAH.
Fear it not.

SALADIN.
Farewell |
I must find out where this Al-Hafi is.
z2
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Scexe VI

The hall in NATHAN'S house, looking towards the palm-trees,
as in the first Act. Partof the merchandise and treasures
unpacked and displayed.

NATHAN and Daja.
DAJA.

O, how magnificent are all these things!

How rich ! they're such as none but you could give.
Where was this silver stuff with sprigs of gold
Woven? What might it cost ? ’g‘is what I call

A wedding garment. Is there any queen

Could wish aught richer?

NATHAN.
Why a wedding robe?

. DAJA.

In buying it, yoi never thought of that. T

But, Nathan, 1t must be so—it must, indeed—

'T'was made for that. See, here, the pure white ground,
Emblem of innocence; that brancling gold,

Covering the virgin white on every side, .
Emblem of wealth. Bay, is it not divine?

NATHAN.

Why all this ingenuity of speech ?
Ove¥ whose W dinthrese would you display
This learning? Have you found a lover, Daja?

DAJA.
What, I?

Who, then ?

NATHAN.

DAJA.
I, gracious Heawen ?
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NATHAN. ,
‘Who, then?
Whose wedding garment would you speak of, Daja ?
All this is yours, 'tis meant for no one else.

DAJA.
What, mipe! for me! I thought it was for Recha.

NATHAR.
No, what I hought for her is elsewhere packed ;
> "Tis in another bale. But, come, away
‘With all this rubbish. .
DAJA. ¢
Nathan, tempt me not,
For were these things the very costliest
In all the world, I'll touch not one of them
Till you have sworn to seize a happy chanoce
Which Heaven ne'er offers twice.

NATHAN,
What happy chance ?
What must I seize ? .
° - DAJA.
Nathan, feign not such ignorance.
But, in one word—thg Templar loves your Recha—
Give her to him, and then your sin, which I
Can hide’no longer, will for ever cease.
The maid will then once more resume her place
-»Amongst the Christians, will again become
~ What she was born to, and what once she was;
And you, whom we can never thank enonih
‘ For all your goodness, will nbt then have heaped
More burning coals of fire upon Jour head.

NATHAN.

Still harping on the same old string agai
New tuned, but neither to acoord nor

DAJA,
How so? ¢
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NATHAN.

The Templar pleases me ; ’tis true
I'd rather he, than any one, had Recha.
But patience.
DAJA.
Patience! and, say, is not that "
The string you always harp on?

NATHAN.
Still, have patience
But for a fow days longer. Ha! who comes?
A friar! Go ask him what his errand is.

DAJA (gotng).

What can he want?
NATHAN.

Give—give before he begs.

ggl)h, that I knew how I could sound the Knight
ithout betraying what my motive is!
For should I tell it, and my thoughts prove false,
I shall have staked the father’s rights in vain.)
What is the matter?
DAJA.

He would speak with you.

NATHAN,
Let him approach. - Leave us together, Daja.

Scexe VIL
NATHAN and the FRIAR,
NLTHAN.

(4side. Gladly I would continue Recha’s father!
And can I not be so, though I may cease

To bear the name? To her—at least to her—

I should be father still, if she but knew

How willingly I bore that title once.)

‘What can I do to serve you, pious brother ?
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Not much ; and yet it gives me pleasure, Nathan,

To see at least that you are still so well.

NATHAN.
You know me, then, it sceins?
L]

FRIAR.
Who knows you not?
You have impressed your name on many a hand—
It has been stamped on mine these many years.

NATHAN (feeling for his purse).
Come, brother, come ; hcre'’s to refresheit.

FRIAR.
Thanks.
That would be robbing poorer men. I will
Take nothing; but I beg of you, permit
That I refresh your memory with my name;
For I can boast of having formerly
Placed something in your hand you should not scorn.

NATHAN.
ExcuBe me—I'm ashamed—what was it? Say,
And then take for atonement sevenfolc
The value of the thing. .

®  FRAR
o Well, first of all,

Hear how this very day has brought to mind
The pledge 1 gave you.

NATHAN.

V!'hat! a pledge to me?

FRIAR.
Not long ago I led a hermit’s Yife

On Quarantana, near to Jericho.

Some Arab thieves came and attacked my cell ;
They robbed my oratory, forcing me

To follow them. But fortune favoured me.

I fled, came hither to the Patriarch,

And sought frem him another calm retreat,
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Till death should bless me.

¥, NATHAN.
Ah! TIam on thorns.
Be quick! What pledge did you entrust to me?

FRIAR.
Yes, Nathan, presently. The Patriarch
Has promised I shall have a hermitage
On Tabor, when 'tis vacant ; and meanwhile
Employs me in this convent as a brother,
And here I am at present. But I pine
For Tabor fifty tirt.es a day ; for here
He makes me toil at work which I detest.

NATHAN.
Be speedy, I beseech you.
FRIAR,
Well, it chanced
Some one has whispered in his ear to-day

That a Jew lives hard by, who educates
A Christian as his daughter.

NATHAN,
How?
‘

FRIAR.

Where I might serve my God in solitude
{3

: Nay, hear,
He has commissioned me, if possible,
To find this Jew out for him ; and he raves
Loudly and bitterly against the crime,
‘Which he pronounces as the actual sin
Against the Holy Ghost—that is, the sin
The greatest, which a sinner can commit.
But luckily we can’t exactly tell
Its nature. But my conscience all at once ’
‘Wes roused, and it ocourred to me that I
Had onoe, perhaps, been guilty of this sin.
Do you remember, eighteen years ago,
When a knight’s squire committed to your hands
A female infant but a few weeks old ? ¢
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NATHAN.

What say you? Well, in fact there was——
- FRIAR. w
Ay, look—

Look well at me—for I'm that squire : *twas l.

NATHAN.
What! you?

FRIAR.

And he from whom I brought the child
Was, if I recollect the matter right,
A Lord of Filneck—Wolf von Filnecks
[ ]

NATHAN.
Right.
FRIAR.
Because the mother died not long before ;
And he, the father, was obliged to fly
To Gaza suddenly. The helpless child
Could not accompany him, and therefore he
Committed it to you: that was my task,

I found you out at Daran.
' NATHAN.

Right, quite right.

FRIAR.

It werd no wonder had my memory
Deceived me. I have served so many lords,
The one who fled was not my master long,
Ho fell at Askalon. His heart was kind.

MATHAN.

Yes, yes, and I have much to.thank him for,
Not onve, but many times he saved my life.

FRIAR.
0, glorious ! then the ter joy for
Togeduoate his daughtg::“ soy xR

NATHAR.

o You say well.
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Where is she now? She is not dead, I hope.
Let me not hear, I pray, that she is dead. -
If no one else have found the secret out,
All is yet safe. .
NATHAN.
Indeed!
FRIAR.

‘Oh, Nathan, trust me.
This is my way of thinking: if the good
That I propose to do is intertwined
With mischief, then I let the good alone ;
For we know well tnough what mischief is,
But not what is the best. ’Twas natural,
If you intended to bring up the child
With care, that you should rear it as your own.
And to have done this lovingly and well,
And be thus recompensed, is pitcous.
It were perhaps more prudent, if the child
Had been brought up by some good Christian’s hand,
In her own faigh. ut then you had not loved
Your dear friend’s orphan child ; and children need
Love—were it but the affection of a brute— '
More at that age, than Christianity :
There’s always time enough for that: and if
The maiden had grown up before your eyes,
Healthy and pious, she had then remained '
The same as ever in her Maker's eyes.
For is not Christianity all built
Upon the Jewish creed ? Oh oft, too oft,
It vexes me and costs me bitter tears,
To think that Christians will o constantly
Forget that Christ our Sa.viour was a Jow,

NATHAN,

Good brother, you shall be my advocate,
‘When hate a.ng bigotry shall frown on me,
All for a deed—which yon alone shall hear—
But take it with you to the tomb. As yet
E'en vanity has never tempted me ‘
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To breathe it to a soul ; to you alone

It shall be told; for simple piety

Like yours can truly feel what man can do
‘Who places his full confidence in God.

FRIAR.
You're moved, and your eyes run o'er with tears.

NATHAN.
At Daran ’twas you met me with the child.
You had not heard that, a fow duys before,
The Christians murdered every Jew in Gath—
Woman and child. Amongst them wgs my wife—
Along with her, my seven hopeful sons.
All had sought shelter 'neath my brother’s roof,
And there were burnt alive.

FRIAR.
Just God!

NATHAN.
You came.
Three nights in dust and ashes I had lain
Befqre my God and wept ; and I at times
Arraigned my Maker, raged, and cursed myself
And tho whole world togethor, and I swore
Eternal hate to Chystianity.

. FRIAR.
‘Who can condemn you? I believe it well.

NATHAN.

But by degrees returning reason came,

And spoke with gentle acsent: * God is just!
And tgis was His dearee. Now exercise

The lesson thou so long hast*understood,
And which is surely not more difficult

To exercise than well to understand.”

I rose and cried to God, “ I will, I will!

Do Thou but aid my purpose.” And, behold,
Just at that moment you dismounted. You
Gave e theschild enfolded in your robe.
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The words we spoke occur not to me now.
This much I recollect: I took the child;
%lﬁ)omittonitybed; Ik]i‘ueditscgeel}:)ﬁed,
ung myself upon my knees, and so
“My 60(1, Thoupl(:ut restored me one of seven I”

FRIAR.
Nathan, you are a Christian. Yes, I swear
You are a Christian—better never lived.

NATHAN.
Indeed! the very thing that makes me seem
Christian to you, makes you a Jew to me.
But let us not distriss each other thus,
*Tis time to act, and though a sevenfold love
Had bound me to this strange, this lovely maid,
Though the mere thought distracts me, that in her
I lose my seven dear sons a second time,
If Providence require her at my hands
T'm ready to obey.
FRIAR,

- *Tis welll And thus
I thought to counsel you; but there's no need:
Your own good genius has forestalled my words,

NATHAN.
The first chance claimant must not telir her henoe.

FRIAR,
Most surely not.
NATHAN.,
And he who has no olaim
Stronger than mine—at least he ought to have
Those prior claims which——

FRIAR,

NATHAN.

Those olaims

‘Which are derived from nature and from blgod.
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FRIAR.

In my opinion, yes.

’

NATHAN.
Then name the man
As brother, or as uncle, bound to her,
I'll not withhold her from him ; she was made
* To be the ornament of any house,
The pride of any faith. I hope you know
More of your master and his creed than 1.

FRIAR,
On that point, Nathan, I'm but ill infgrmed,
I have alrcady told you that I spent ,
Only some moments with him.

NATHAN.
Can you tell
The mother’s name, at least? She was, 1 think,
A Stauffen ?
FRIAR.
Possibly ; nay, more—you're right.

. . NATHAN. >
Conrad of Stauffen was her brother’s name,
Ile was a Templar.

) FRIAR.
o Yes, I think he was:
But hold, I have a book that was my lord’s.
I drew it from his hosom when he lay
Dead, and we buried him at Askalon.

NATHAN,
Welll
FRMR.
There are prayers in it; ’tis what we call

A breviary. This, thought I, yet may serve
Some Christian man—not me, forsooth—for I
Can't read a word.

NATHARN,

o No matter—to the point.

849
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FRIAR.

The pages of this book are written all

In his own hand, and, as I'm told, contain
All that’s important touching him and her.

NATHAN,
Go, run and fetch the book : ’tis fortunate !
I1 pay tiou for it with its weight in gold.
And with a thousand thanks besides. Go! run!
FRIAR.
I go—but what he wrote is Arabiec. (Bait.)

¢ NATHAN.
No matter, fetch it. What, if from this book
I can find means to keep this precious girl,
And win, to boot, a son-in-law like him !
I hardly hope—fate must decide. But who
Has told the Patriarch this? I must not fail
To ascertain. It surely was not Daja?

Scexe VIII.
Daja and NATHAN.
DAJA. (rushing in in agitdtion).
Only think, Nathan !

NATHAN,
What?

DAJA,
*  Well—only think:
The child was frightened when the message came !

NATHAN.
From whom? The-Patriarch?

DAJA.
The Sultan’s sister,
The. Princess Sittah— .



Acr V.] NATHAN THE WISE. 851
¢

NATHAN.
Not the Patriarch ?

DAJA.

No, Sittah. Can’t you hear? The Princess sends,
~And wishes Recha to be brought to her.

NATHAN.

Wishes for Recha! Sittah wishes thus?
'Tis Sittah, then—and not the Patriarch?

DAJA,
Why do you speak of him ?

NATIHAN,

ITave you not heard
Some tidings of him lately? Mave vou seen
Nothing of him, and whispered nothing to him ?

DAJA.
How could Iso?
NATHAN,

Where are tho messéngers ?

DAJA.
They stand withouw
. NATHAN.
T'll speak to them myself—
*Tis prudent ; I shall see if nothing lurks

Behind this message, from the Patriarch. (Eait.)

PAIA,

Well, I have other fears. The only child,
As they suppose, of such a wealthy Jew,
Would for a Mussulman be no bad thing.
I'll wager that the Templar loses her,
Unless I risk a second step, and state
Plainly to Recha who she is. So, courage !’
And to do this 1 must at once employ

The fizet brief moments when we are alone.
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Chance serves : she waita for me, and on the way
An earnest hint will never prove amiss.
So now or never. Allwill soon be well. (Follows Nathan.)

ACT V.

SceNe I.—The room in SALADIN'S Palace, The treasure still
piled up.
(SALATIN, and several Mamelukes.)

SALADIN (as he enters).

There lies the gold—and no one yet has seen
The Dervise. He will probably {e found
Over the chess-board. Ii’lay can often make
A man forget himself. Then why not me?
But patience. What's the matter?

15T MAMELUKE.
° Oh, good news!
Joy, Sultan! joy. The Cairo caravan
Is safe arrived, and from the Nile it bnngs
The seven years’ tribute.

SALADIN.

Bravo, Ibrahim !
You always were a welcome messenger,
And now at length—accept my heartfelt thanks
For the good tidings.

st nmm.qu (waiting).
(Let me have them, then!) °

SALADIN,
What are you waiting for? Go.

18T MAMELUKE.
.Nothing taore
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s
For my good news?
SALADIN.

‘What further?

1ST MAMELUKE.
Messengers
Of good are paid. Am I to be the first
Whom Saladin has learnt to pay with words?
The first to whom he proves ungenerous ?

SALADIN.

-Go, take a purse.
1ST MAMELUKE. °

No, no—not no%. Not if
You'd give them all to me.

SALADIN.

All? Hold, young man !

Come hither. Take these purses—take these two.
What, going? And shall 1 be conquered thus
In generosity ? for surely ’tis
More difficult for this man to refuse
Than for the Sultan to bestow. Then, here
Here, Jorahjm! Shall I be tempted, just
Before my death, to be a different man ?
Shall Saladin not die like Saladin ?
Then wherefore has he lived like Saladin ?

. (Enter a second Mameluke.)

2ND MAMELUKE.

’ilail, Sultan !
SALADIN.

If you come #nd bring the news—

2ND MAMEPUKE.
That the Egyptian convoy is arrived.

SALADIN.

I know it.
2ND MAMELUKE,

Then I come too late.
VOL. L 24
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SALADIN.
Too late ?
Wherefore too late? There, for your tidings take
A purse or two.

2ND MAMELUKE.

Say three.
SALADIN.
You reckon well ;
But take them.
’ 2ND MAMELUKE.
: A third messenger will come
Ere long, if he begble.

SALADIN.
‘Wherefore so?

. 2ND MAMELUKE.
He may perhaps, ere this, have brok’n his neck.
We three, when we had heard of the approach
Of the rich caravan, mounted our steeds,
And galloped hitherward. The foremost fell,
Then I was first, and 1 continued so
Into the town ; bat that sly fellow there,
Who knew the streets—-—

SALADIN.
But where is he who fell ?

. L]

Go seek him out.
2ND MAMELUKE.

That T will quickly do, B
And if he lives, one half of this is his. (Exit))
SALADIN.

Oh, what a noble fellow | who can boast

Such Mamelukes as theso? And may I not,
Without conceit, imagine that my life

Has helped to make them so? Avaunt the thought!
That 1 should ever teach them otherwise.

JRD MAMELUKE.
Sultan !
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SALADIN.
Are you the man who fell ?
3RD MAMELUKE.
No, Sire.
I have to tell you that the Emir Mansor,
*Who led the caravan, is just arrived.

SALADIN.
Then bring him quickly.—There he is alrcady.

Scene 1II.

The Emir Mansor and SALADIN.
SALADIN,

Emir, you’re welcomo! . What has happened to you,
Mansor ? we have expected you for long.

MANSOR.
This letter will explain how, in Thebais,
Some discontents required the sabred hand
Of Abulkassen. But, since then, vur march
Has heen pressed forward. .

- SALADIN.
o I believe it all.
But take, good Mansor—take, without delay,
Another escort if you will proceed,
And take the treasure on to Lebanon:
. The greater part is destined for my father.

MANSOR.
Most willingly. .
SALADIN.
And let youT escort be
A strong and trusty one, for Lebanon
Is far from quiet, and the Templars there
Are on the stir again; be cautious, then
Cowe, I must see your troop, and order all.
(To a slave.) BSay I shall presently return to Sittah.

242
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Scexe IIL
(The palm-trees before NATHAN'S house.)
The TEMPLAR, walking up and down.

TEMPLAR.

Into this house I never enter more:

Hc'll come to me at last. Yet, formerly,

They used to watch for me with longing eyes’;
And now The time may come he'll send to beg,
Most civilly, that U will get me hence,

And not pace up amd down before his door!

No matter : though I feel a little hurt.

I know not what has thus embittered me:

He answered yes, and has refused me naught,

So far, and Sa{a.d.in has pledged himself

To bring him round. Say, does the Christian live
Deeper in me than the Jew lurks in him ?

Ah! who can truly estimate himself ?

How comes it else that 1 should grudge him so
The trifling hooty, which he took such pains

To rob the Chrisans of ? No trifling theft !

No less than such a creature ! And to whom
Docs she belong? Oh, surely not to him,

The thoughtless slave, who floated the mere block
On to life’s barren strand, then disappeared.
Rather to him, the artist, whose fine soul

Has from the block moulded this godlike form,
And graved it there. And yet in spite of him, g
The Christian, who begot this beauteous maid,
Recha’s true father must be gtill the Jew.

Were I to fancy her a Christian now,

Bereft of all the Jew has given to her—

W hich only such a Jew could have bestowed—
Speak out, my heart—where would have been her charm ?
It had been nothing—little; then her smile

Had been a pretty twisting of the mouth

And that which caused it were unworthy deemed
Of the enchantment blooming on her lips.

No: not her very smile! I've seen sweel smilea
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b‘qunndc'ared on pride, on foppery, on lies,

On flatterers, on wicked wooers spent :

And did they charm me then? Did they awake
The wish to flutter out existence in

Their sunshine? And I'm angry now with him
Who gave this higher value to the maid ?

*And wherefore so? Do I deserve the taunt

With which 1 was dismissed by Saladin ?

*T'was bad enough he should think thus of me.
How wicked, how contemptible, alas !

I must have seemed to him! And for a girl !
Conrad, this will not do. Avaunt such thoughts!
And what if Daja has been chattering

Of things not easy to be proved? But’sce,

He comes, engaged in converse ; and with whom ?
With him, the Friar. Then he knows all : perhaps
He has betrayed him to the Patriarch.

O Conrad! what vile mischief hast thou done!

O! that one spark of love, that wayward passion,
Should so inflame the brain! Bat, gnick! resolve;
What'’s to be done 2. Stay, step aside awhile ;
Perhaps the Friar will leave him. Let us see.

v Scexe,IV. )
Naguax and the Friar,
. NATHAN (approaching him).
Good brother, once more, thanks,
FRIAR,

The same to you.
NATHAN.
Why thanks from you? Because I'm wayward, and
Would force upon you what yeu cannot use ?
FRIAR.

The book you have did not belong to me,
1t is the maid’s, is all her property,
Her only patrimony——save yourself.
God grant you ne'er have reason to repent
Of what you've done for her !

357
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NATHAN,

Impossible!
That cannot be. Fear not.

FRIAR.

Alas! alas!
These Patriarchs and Templars——

NATHAN,

Cannot work
Such evil as to force me to repent.
But are you sure it is & Templar who
Urges the Patriarch?
FRIAR.
It is none else ;
A Templar talked with him just now, and all
I hear confirms the rumour.

NATHAN.

But there is
Only one Templar in Jerusalem,
And him I know. He is a friend of mine,
A noble, open-hearted youth.

FRIAR.

The ¢ame.
But what one is at heart, and what one must
Appear in active life, are not the same.

NATHAN.

Alas! tis true. And so let every one

Act as he will, and do his best, or worst.
With your book, brother, 1 dety them all!
I'm going straightway with it to the Sultan.

FRIAR.

Then God be with you! Here I take my leave.

NATHAN,

What ! without seeing her? But come again,
Come soon—ocome often. If the Patriarch .

[Acr V.
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To-day iea.rna nothing. Well! no matter now!
Tell him the whole to-day, or when you will.
FRIAR,

Not I. Farewelll . (Exit.)
NATHAN,

Do not forget us, brother!
O God ! I could sink down upon my knees,
Here on this spot! Behold, the knotted skein
Which has so often troubled me, at last
Untangles of itself. 1 feel at case,
Since henceforth nothing in this world remains
That I nced hide. Ilenceforth, I am a8 free
Before mankind, as in the sight of God®
Who only does not need to judge us men
By deeds, which oftentines are not our own.

Scexe V.
Narrax and the TEMPLAR,
(The latter advancing towards him from the side.)
o« . TEMPLAR. .
Hold, Nathan, hold! Take me along with you.

NATHAN.
Who calls? You, T?ampla.r! Where can yon have beeu
That ydu could not be met with at the Sultan’s?
. TEMPLAR.
‘We missed each other; do not be displeased.

NATHAN.
[ ]

Not I, but Saladin.
TEMPBAR,
You had just gone.

NATHAN.

Oh, then, you spoke with him. I'm satisfied.
TEMPLAR.

Yes; but he wants to talk with us together.



360 LESSING’'S DRAMATIO WORKS. [Aor V.
¢

NATHAN.
8o much the better. Come with me; I go
Direct to him.

TEMPLAR.

Say, Nathan, mby I ask
Who left you even now ?
NATHAN.
What! don’t you know ¢

TEMPLAR,
Was it that werthy fellow, the good friar,
‘Whom the old Patriarch employs at will
To work his ends?*
NATHAN.
The same—the very same.

TEMPLAR.
'Tis a prime hit to make simplicity
The workman of decert.
NATHAN.
Yes, if he use
The fool, and not the pious man.

TEMPLAR.
This last
The Patriarch ne’er trusts. [

. NATHAN.
Depend on this,
That man will not assist the Patriarch
To a wicked end. ,
TEMPLAR.
Well, so I think myself,
But has he told you aught of me ?

NATHAN,
Of you?
He scarcely knows your name,
TEMPLAR.
That’s like enough,
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NATHAN.
He spoke to me about a Templar, who——

TEMPLAR.
Who what?
NATHAN.
But then he never mentioned you.

TEMPLAR.
Who knows? Come tell me, Nathan, all he said.

NATHAN,
‘Who has accused me to the ’atriarch?

TEMPLAR. o
Accused you! With his leave, that is untrue.
No! Hear me, Nathan! I am not the man
F'er to deny my actions. What I've done
I've done—and there’s an end. Nor am I one
Who would maintain that all I've done is right.
But should one fault condemn me? Am I not
Resolved on better deeds for time to come?
And who is ignorant how much the man
‘Who wills it may improve? Then hear me, Nathan:
I amethe Jemplar talked of by the Friar,
Who has accused—you know what maddened me,
What set my blood on fire within my veins—
Fool that I was! 1&ad almost resolved
To fling myself both soul and body, straight
Into your arms. But how was I received ?
How did you meet me, Nathan? Cold—or worse.
Lukewarm—far worse than cold. With cautious words,
Well weighed and measured, Nathan, you took care
To put me off, and with cam questions, asked
About my parentage, and God knows what,
You sought to meet my suit.® I cannot now
Dwell on it and be patient. Hear me further.
While in this ferment, Daja suddenly
Drew near to me and whispered in my ear
A secret which cleared up the mystery.

NATHAN.
What was it
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«
TEMPLAR.

Hear me to the end. I thought
The treasure you had from the Christians stolen,
You would not promptly to a Christian yield ;
And so the project struck me, with good speed,
To bring you to extremities.
NATHAN.

Good speed ?
Good, good ? pray where's the good |
TEMPLAR.
But hear me out,
I own my error; you are free from guilt ;
That prating Daja knows not what she says.
She’s goatile to you, and she seeks to twine
A dangerous snare around you. Be it so.
I'm but a crazed enthusiast, doubly mad,
Aiming at far too much, or much too little.
That may be also true. Forgive me, Nathan.
NATHAN.
If you conceive thus of me——
TEMPLAR.
. Well, in short.
I saw the Patriarch—but named you not.
"T'was false to say so, for 1 only told ,
The case in general terms, to sound his mind.
And that I might have left undone,
For knew I not the Patriarch to be
An arrant, subtle knave? And might I not
As well have told you all the case at first?
Or was it right in me to risk the loss
Of such a father to the hapless'maid ?
But what has happened now? The Patriarch,
Ever consistent in his villainy,
Has all at once restored me to myself.
For hear me, Nathan, hear me! Were he now
To leatn your name, what more could then ocour?
He cannot seize the maid, if she belong
To some one else, and not to you alone,
*Tis from your house alone she can be dragged
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Into a%onvent: grant her, then, I pray,
Grant her to me! Then come the Eatria.rch!
He'll hardly dare to take my wife from me.
Oh! give her to me. Be she yours or not—
Your daughter—Christian—Jewcss—'tis all one—
Or be she nothing—I will ne’er inquire,
» Or in my lifetime ask you what she is,
'Tis all alike to me.
NATHAN.
Do yon then think
That to conceal tho truth I am compelled ?

TEMP'LAR. R
No matter. ®
NATHAN.

T have ne'er denied the truth
To you, or any one whom it concerned
To know the fact, that she’s of Christian birth,
And that the maid is my adopted child.
Why I have not informed her of the truth,
I need explain to none but to herself.

TEMPLAR.
Natgan ; no need of that, it were not well
That sho should see you in a different light;
Then spure her the discovery. As yet
She’s yours alone—ao other’'s—to bestow.
Then nt her to me, Nathan, I implore—
Grant her to me: 1 only, I alone,
Can rescue her a second time—and will.

NATHAN.

Yos, you could once have saved her, but alas!
"Tis now too late. °
TEMPLAR.

Too late] ah! say not so.
NATHAN.,
Thanks to the Patriarch,
TEMPLAR.

Why, thanks to him?
Why should we thank the Patriarch! For what?
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NATHAN. ¢

That now we know her relatives, and know
Into whose hands Recha may be restored.
TEMPLAR.

Let him give thanks who shall have better cause
To thank him.

NATHAN.
But you must receive her now
From other hands than mine.
TEMPLAR,
Alas, poor maid!

O hapless Recha ! what has chanced to thee,
That what to other orgl ns had appeared

A real blessing, is to thee a curse!

But, Nathan, where are these new relatives?

NATHAN.
‘Where are they?
TEMPLAR.

Ay, both where and who are they?
NATHAN.
Her brother is disocvered, and fo him .
You must address yourself.
TEMPLAR.

Her biother! Hal
And what is he—a soldier or a priest ? '
Tell me at once what I've to hope from him.

NATHAN.
I hear he’s neither—or he’s both. As yet
I do not know him thoroughly.
TEMPLAR.
‘ ‘What more ?
NATHAN.
Hoe is a gallant fellow, and with him
Recha may be content.
TEMPLAR.
But he’s & Christian,

At times 1 know not what to make of you. o
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Take i: not ill, good Nathan, that I ask,
Must she not henceforth play the Christian,
Associate with Christians, and at last
Become the character she long has played ?
Will not the tares at length grow up and choke
The pure wheat you have sown? And does not that
' Affect you? Yet you say she’ll be content
When with her brother.

NATHAN.

As 1 think and hope.

For should sho e’er have nced of anything,
Has she not you and me? .

TEMPLAR.
What can she need

‘When with her brother. Gladly he’ll provide
His dear new sister with a thousand robes,
With dainties, and with toys and finery.
And what could any sister wish for more—
Unless, perhaps, a husband? And him too,
Him too the brother, in due time, will find ;
And the more Christian he, the better !'—Nathan,
How sad,to think tho angel you have dormed,
Should now be marred by others!

NATHAN.
Be assured
He'll #flways prove deserving of our love.
TEMPLAR.

Nay speak not so; of my love, speak not so,
For it can brook no loss, however small,

Not e’en a name. But, held! Has she as yet
Any suspicion of thesc late events?

NATHAN.
*Tis possible, and yet I know not how.

TEMPLAR.
It matters not; she must, in either case,
First learn from me what fate is threat'ning her.
My purpose hot to speak with her again,
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And ne’er to see her more, till I should call
Your Recha mine, is gone. I take my leave.

NATHAN.
Nay, whither would you go?

TEMPLAR.
At once to her,
To learn if she be bold enough at heart,
To fix upon the only course that now
Is worthy of her.
NATHAN.
Name it.

*  TEMPLAR.

It is this:
That henceforth she should never carc to know
Aught of her brother or of you.

NATHAN.
‘What more ?
TEMPLAR.
To follow me—even if it were her fate
To wed a Mussulman.
NATHAN.

Stay, Templar, stay !
You will not find her. 8he’s with Sitvah now,
The Sultan’s sister.

TEMPLAR.

‘Wherefore, and since when?

NATHAN.
If iy:vlou desire to see her brother, come,
Follow me straight.
TEMTLAR.

[Acr V.

Her brother, say you? Whose?

Recha’s, or Sittah’s?
NATHAN.
Both—ay, both, perhaps.

But come this way, I pr:gI you. Come with me.

ATHAN leads the TrMPLAR away.)
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SceENE VI.—Sr1TTAR’S harem.

SitTAR and REcHA engaged in conversation.
SITTAH.
How I am }];leased with you, sweet girl. But, come,

Shake off these fears, and be no more alarmed,
Be happy, cheerful. Let me hear you talk.
RECHA.
Princess !
SITTAH.

Nay, child, not princess! , Call me fricnd,
Or Sittah—or your sister—or dear mother,
For I might well be so to you—so good,
So prudent, and so young! How much you know,
How much you must have read !

RECHA.
Read, Sittah! now

You're mocking me, for I can scarcely rcad.

SITTAH.
Scarc® read, you young deceiver! .

RECHA.

Yes, perhaps

My fatl.ler’s hand ; fthought you spoke og books.

SITTAH.
And so I did—of books.

RECHA.

They puzzle me
To read. °

SITTAH.
Indeed!
RECHA.
I speak, in veriest truth.

My father hates book-learning, which he says,
Makes an impression only on the brain
With lifeless Jotters.
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SITTAE.
Well, he's right in that.
And &0 the greater part of what you knpow——

I’ve learnt from his own ou\‘.h and I can tell
The when, the where, anz1 why he taught it me.

SITTAH.

So it clings closer, and the soul drinks in
The full instruction.

RECHA.

= -Yes, and Sittah, too,

Has not read much!

SITTAH.

How s0? 1 am not vain

Of having read, and yet why say you so?
Speak bo%dly Tell the reason..

RECHA.
She's so plain—
So free from artifice—so like herself.
- SITTAH. '
Well ! ,
RECHA.

And my father says ’tis rareky books
Work that effect. .

SITTAH.
Oh, what a man he is,
Dear Recha! R
RECHA. * '
Is he not ? "
SITAH.
He never fails
To hit the mark. #
¢ RECHA. ,
Yes, yes ; and yet this father—
. SITTAH.
What ails you, love? u
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1

RECHA.
This father———

SITTAH.
Oh my God!
You're weeping. o
. RECHA.
And this father—it must forth—
My heart wants room, wants room
(Throws herself in tears at SITTAN'S feet.)

SITTAH.
‘What ails you, Recha ?
RECHA. ®
Yes, I must lose this father!
SITTAH.

' Lose him—never !
Why so? Bo calm. Courage! it must not be.

RECHA.

Your offer to be friend and sister to me
‘Will now not be in,vain.

. . SITTAH. .
Yes, I am both.
Arise, arise, or I must call for help.
®  RECHA.

O pardon! I forgot, through agony,

With whom I speak. Tears, sobbing, and despair
‘:Are naught with Sittah. Reason, calm and cool,

Is over her alone omnipotent.

No other argument avails with her.

' sn’rm.
Well, then? °
RECHA.
My friend and sistér, suffer not
Another father to be forced on me.

SITTAH.
Another father to be forced on you!

Who can do thAt, or wish {o do it, love ?
VOL. L , ' 28
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‘ RECHA.

‘Who but my good, my evil genius, Daja ?
She can both wish it and perform the deed.
You do not know this good, this evil Daja.
May God forgive her, and reward her, too,
For she has done me good and evil, both.

SITTAH.
Evil? Then she has little goodness left.
RECHA.
Oh, she has much.
; . SITTAH.
¢ Who is she?
RECHA.

[Acr V.

‘Who? a Christian,

‘Who cared for me in childhood’s early years.
You cannot know how little she allowed
That I should miss &« mother’s tender cazes—
May God reward her for it !'—but she has
Worried and tortured me.

SITTAH.

RECHA.

Poor woman, she’s a Christian, and from love
Has tortured me: a warm enthusiast,

Who thinks she only knows the real road
That leads to God.

SITTAH.
I understand you now.

RECHA.
And one of those who feel in duty bound
To point it out to every one who strays
From the plain path, to lead, to drag them in.
And who can cehisure them ? for if the road
They travel is the only one that’s safe,
They cannot, withqut pain, behold their friends
Pursue a path that to endless woe,
Else, at the self-same time, 'twere possible’

Wherefore, and how ?
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To love and hate another. Nor does this
Alone compel me to complain aloud.
Her groans, her prayers, her warnings, and her threats
I could have borne much longer willingly.
They always called up good and wholesome thoughts.
Who is not flattered to be held s8 dear,
And precious by another, that the thought
Of parting pierces him with lasting pain ?

SITTAH.
This is most true.

RECHA.

And yet this goes tdo far,

And I have nothing to op{wsc to i%— e
Patience, reflection, nothing.

SITTAH.
How? to what?
RECHA.
To what she has disclosed to me.
SITTAH.
Say, when?
° . RECHA. o

" "Pis scarce an instant. Coming hither
We passed a Christian temple on our way ;
She all at once stood #till, seemed inly moved,
Raised her moist cyes to heaven, then looked on me.
“(‘ome,” she exclaimed at length, ““come straight on here,
Through this old fane.” She leads, I follow her.
‘My eyes with horror overrun the dim
And tottering ruin: all at once she stops
By a low ruined altar’s sunken steps.
0, how I felt, when thore, with streaming eyes
And wringing hands, down at ty feet she fell!

SITTAH.
" Good ohild !
RECHA.
And, by the Holy Virgin,-who had heard
So many suppliants’ prayexs, and had performed
\ Full many a wéhder there, she begged, implored
! 282

-
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With looks of heart-felt sympathy and love, -
That I would now take pity on myself,

And pardon her for daring to unfold

The nature of the Church’s claims on me.

SITTAH.

RECHA.
I'm born of Christian blood,
Have been baptised, and am not Nathan’s child !
Nathan is not my father! God, O God!
He'’s not my father, Sittah | Now, behold,
I'm once more proptrate at your feet.

SITTAH.

I guessed as much.

Arise !
Recha, arise! behold, my brother comes.

Scexe VII

SaraDIN, SiTTAH, and RkcHa.

SALADIN.
What is the matter, Sittah? !

SITTAH.
She hts swooned.

SALADIN. .
‘Who is she ?
SITTAH.

Don’t you know ?
. BALADIN.
‘ What ails her? v
SITTAH.
Look up, Recha! 'tis the Sultan.,
RECHA (crawling to Saladin’s feet).
No, I'll not rise—not rise, nor even look

Upon the Sultan’s countenance, nor wonder
At the bright lustre of unchanging truth *

'Tis Nathan’s child.
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And g8odness on his brow and in his eye,
Before—
SITTAH.
Rise, rise !
. RECHA.
Befere he promises —
SALADIN.
Come, come! I promise, whatsoc’er your prayer,
RECHA.
"Tis only this—to leave my father to me,
And me to him. As yet 1 cannot tell,
Who seeks to be my father : who it iy
Can harbour such a wish I'll ne’er inquire.
Does blood alone make fathers—blood alone?
SITTAH.
Who can have been so crucl as to raise
This dire suspicion in my Recha’s breast ?
Say, is it proved ? beyond all doubt made clear ?
RECHA,
*Tis proved, for Daja had it from my nurse,
Whese dying lips entrusted it to her.e
SALADIN.
Dying! she raved.  And even were it true,
A’ father is not made by blood alone;
Scarcely the father of a savage beast—
Blood only gives the right to earn the name.
Then fear no more, but hear me. If there be
Two fathers who contend for thee, leave both,
And claim a third! O! take me for your father!
Strran.,
Oh, do so, Recha, doso! o
SALADIN.
I will be
A good, kind father to you. But, in truth
A better thought occurs. Why should you need
T'wo fathers? They are mortal, and must die.
T'were ‘bettes, Recha, toslook out betimes

3
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{
For one to start with you on equal terms, ¢
And stake his life for thine. You understand ?

BITTAH.
You make her blush !
SALADIN.
‘Why that was half my scheme.
Blushing becomes plain features, and will make .

A beauteous cheek more beauteous. My commands
Are giv'n to bring your father, Nathan, here.
Another comes as well. You’ll guess his name ?
Hither they come! Will you allow it, Sittah ?
SITTAH.
Brother!! c
SALADIN.

And when he comes, maid, you must blush
To crimson.
RECHA.

Sittah! whereforé should I blush ?
SALADIN.

You young dissembler, you will else grow pale!
But as thou wilt and canst. (4 female slave enters, and
approaches S11TaH.) What, here so soon? *

SITTAH.
Well, let them enter. Brother, here ¢hey are!

Scexe VIII

NATHAN, the TEMPLAR, and the others. L
SALADIN.

Welcome, my dear good friends! Nathan, to you
I must first mention, you mpy send and fetch
Your moneys when you will.
NATHAN,
Sultan—
SALADIN.

€ And now
T'm at your servioe.
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NATHAN.
Sultan—
SALADIN.
For my gold
Is now arrived ; the caravan is safe:

,These many years I have not béen so rich.
Now, tell me what you wish for, to achieve
Some splendid speculation? You in trade,
Like us, have never too much ready cash.

: NATHAN.
Why speak about this trifle first? I sce
An eye in tears (going towards Recuy). My Recha, you
have wept.
What have you lost? Are you not still my child?

RECHA.

My father!

NATHAN.

That'’s enough! We’re understood

By one another! DBut look up—be calm,
Be cheerful ! If your heart is still your own,
Andif ng threateuned loss disturb your breast,
Your fatfwr is not lost to you! ¢

RECHA.
None, none!
TEMPLAR.

. None! Then I'm much deceived. What we don’t fear
To lose, we ne’er have loved, and ne’er have wished
To be possessed of. But *tis well, "tis well!
Nathan, this changes all!, At your command,
We come here, Sultan. You have been misled
By me, and I will trouble yeu no more!

SALADIN.
slash, headlong youth! Must every temper yield
To yours !'—and must we all thus guess your mind ?
TEMPLAR. :
But, Sultansyou have Ifeard and seen it all.
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SALADIN.
Well, truly, it was awkward to be thus
Uncertain of your cause! -
TEMPLAR.
I know my fate,

, SALADIN, L
Whoe’er presumes upon a service done,
Cancels the benefit. What you have saved
Is, therefore, not your own. Or else the thief,
Urgéd by mere avarice through flaming halls,
. Were like yourself a hero. (Advancing towards Recna to
lead her to the TempLAR.) Come, sweet majd !
Be not reserved towards him. Had he been so,
Were he less warm, less proud, he had held back,
And had not saved you. Weigh the former deed
Against the latter, and you'll make him blush !
Do what he should have done! confess your lovel
Make him your offer! and if he refuse,
Or e’er forget how infinitely more
You do for him than he has done for you—
For what, in fact, have been his services,
Save soiling his complexion? a mere sport—
Else has he nothing of my Assad in him,
But only wears his mask. Come, lovely maid.

SITTAH. s

Go, dearest, go! this step is not enough ¢
For gratitude; it is too little.

f [}

NATHAN.
Hold!
Hold, Saladin! hold, Sittah! ,
BALADIN.
‘What would you?
NATHAN.
It is the duty of another now
To speak.
SALADIN,

Who questions that? Beyondeall doubt
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A foster-father has a right to vote

First, if you will. You see I know the whole.
‘ " NATHAN.

Not quite. I speak not, Sultan, of myself.

There is another and a different man

Whom ] wust first confer with?® Saladin.

SALADIN.
And who is he?
NATHAN.

Her brother.
SALADIN, B
Reclwa’s brother?
NATHAN.

E'en so.
RECHA.

My brother! Have I then a brother?
TEMPLAR: (starting from his silent and sullen inattention).
Where is this brother? Not yet here! 'Twas here

I was to meet him.
NATHAN.

. Patience yot aghile.
TEMPLAR (bitterly).

He has imposed a father on the girl ;
He'll find a brother for her now!
[ ]

SALADIN.

Indeed,
That much was wanting. But this mean rebuke,
Christian, had ne’er escaped my Assad’s lips.
@ATHAN.

Forgive him: I forgive him readily.
‘Who knows what in his youth and in his place
We might ourselves have thought? (Approaching hkim in

a very friendly manner) Suspicion, knight,
Follows upon reserve. Had you at first
Vouchsafed to me your real name——

TEMPLAR.
How! what!
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NATHAN.
You are no Stauffen.
TEMPLAR.

Tell me who I am.

NATHAN.
Conrad of Stauffen, not. *
TEMPLAR.
Then what's my name?

NATHAN
Leo of Filneck.
: ‘ TEMPLAR.
‘ How?

NATHAN.
You start!
TEMPLAR.
With reason
But who says this?
NATHAN.

1, who can tell you more.
Meanwhile, observe; I tax you not with falsehood.

TEMPLAR.
Indeed ! .
NATHAN.
It may be both names fit you well.
TEMPLAR.
I think so. (Aside) God inspired him with that thought.
NATHAR.

Your mother was a Stauffen: and her brother

g%‘}l:e uncle to whose care yo were consigned,
en, by the rigour of the climate chased,

Your nts quitted Germany, to seek

This land once more) was Conrad. He, perhaps,

Adopted you as his own son and heir.

Is it long since you travelled hither with him?

Does he still live? 3 e
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[ 4
TEMPLAR.

‘What shall I answer him ?
Hoe speaks the truth. Nathan, 'tis so indeced ;
But ho himself is dead. I journeyed here,
With the last troops of knights, to reinforce
Our order. But inform me howe this tale
*Concerns your Recha’s brother.
NATHAN.
Well, your father——
TEMPLAR.
What! did you know him too? .
NATHAN. o
He was my friend.
TEMPLAR.
Your friend! Oh, Nathan, is it possible?
NATHAN.

Oluf of Filneck did he style himself;
But ho was not a German.

TEMPLAR.
.« You know, that?
NATHAN.

He had espoused a German, and he lived
For some time with®your mother there.

. TEMPLAR.
No more
+ Of this, I beg. But what of Recha’s brother?
NATHAN.
It is yourself.
TMrLAR.
‘What, 1? eam I her brother?
RECHA.
He, my brother?
SALADIN.

Are they so near akin?
RECHA (approaching the TEMPLAR).
My brother! o *



38( LESSING’'S DRAMATIC WORKS. [Aor V.

TEMPLAR (8tepping back). .
I, your brother?
RECHA (stopping and turning to Nathan).
No, in truth,

It cannot be. His heart makes no response.
O God! we are deceivers.e

SALADIN (fo the TEMPLAR). .

Say you so?
Is that your thought? All is deceit in you:
The voice, the gesture, and the countenance,
Nothing of these is yours. How! will you not
Acknowledge such a sister? Then begone!
TEMPLAR (approaching him humbly).
Oh! do not misinterpret my surprise.
Sultan, you never saw your Assad’s heart
At a.nl{ time like this. Then do not err,
Mistake not him and me. (Turning to NaTHAN.) You give
me much,

Nathan, and also you take much away,
And yet you give me more than you withdraw—
Ay, infinitely more. My sister, sister! (embraces REcia.)

( NATHAN.
Blanda of Filneck.
TEMPLAR.
Blanda, ha! not.Recha?
Your Recha now no more! Have you resigned
Your child? Give her her Christian name once more,
And for my sake discard her then. Oh, Nathan,
‘Why must she suffer for a fault of mine?
NATHAN.
‘What mean you, oh, my children, both of you ?
For sure my daughter’s brother is my child
‘Whenever he shall wish.,
( While they embrace NATHAN, SALADIN uneasily approaches
BrTTaAR.)
SALADIN.
What say you, sister?
SITTAH.
I'm deeply moved —— '
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° SALADIN.

And I half tremble when
I think of the emotion that must come:
Prepare yourself to bear it as you may.
SITTAH.
What! How! .
’ SALADIN.
Nathan, a word—one word with you.
(He joins NATHAN, while SiTTAH approaches the others to ex-
press her sympathy, and NATHAN and SALADIN converse in 6
low tone.)
Hear, hear me, Nathan. Said you noé just now
That ho— °
NATHAN.
That who?
SALADIN.
Her father was not born
In Gormany. You know then whence he came?
And what he was?
NATIHAN.

He never told me that.
* SALADIN. o
‘Was h¢ no Frank, nor from the Western land ?
. NATHAN.
He said as much. He spoke the Persian tongue.
* SALADIN.
+ The Persian! need I more? ’Tis he! ’twas he!

NATHAN.

‘Who?
SALADIN.

Assad, my brother Assad, beyond doubt.
NATHAN.
If you think so, then be assured from this:
Look in this book (handing him the breviary).
SALADIN,
Oh, 'tis his hand! once more
1 recognise it. ®
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‘ NATHAN.
. They know naught of this:
It rests with you to tell them all the truth.
BALADIN (iurning over the leaves of the breviary).
They are my brother’s chilélren. Shall I not
Acknowledge them and claim them? Or shall I
Abandon them to you? (Speaking aloud.) Sittah, they .are
The children of my brother and of yours. (Ruskes to em-
brace them.)

sitTAR (following his example).
What do I hear? Cpuld it be otherwise?
SALADIN (fo the TEMPLAR).

Proud youth! from this time forward you are bound
To love me. (To Recia.) And henceforth, without yonr

leave
Or with it, I am what I vowed to be.
) SITTAH.
And soam 1.

SALADIN (o the TEMPLAR).
My son! my Assad’s son !
TEMPLAR.
I of your blood! Then those were more than dreams
With which they used to lull my infancy—
(Falls at SULTAN's feet.)

BALADIN (raising him). )
There, mark the rascal! though he knew something
Of what has chanced, he was content that T
Should have become his murderer! Beware.

(The curtain falls whilst they repeatedly embrace each other in
silence.
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