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Schiller’s Preface

A s prefized to the first edition of The Robbers, published in 1781,

Tuis play is to be regarded merely as a dramatic
narrative in which, for the purpose of tracing out the
innermost workings of the soul, advantage has been
taken cf the dramatic method, without otherwise con-
forming to the stringent rules of theatrical composition,
or seeking the dubious advantage of stage adaptation.
It must be admitted as somewhat inconsistent that
three very remarkable people, whose acts are dependent
on perhaps a thousand contingencies, should be com-
pletely developed within three hours, considering that
it would scarcely be possible, in the ordinary course of
events, that three such remafkable peop® should, even
in twenty-four hours, fully reveal their characters to
the most penetrating inquirer. A greater amount of
incident is here crowded together than it was possible
for we to confine within the narrow limits prescribed
by Aristotle and Batteux. . :

It is, however, not so much the bulk of my play as
its contents which banish it from the stage. Its
scheme and economy require that several cl?g,l‘acters
should appear who would offend the finer feelings of
virtue and shock the delicacy of our manners. Every
delineator of human character is placed in the same
dilemma if he proposes to give a faithful picture of the
world as it really is, and not an ideal phantasy, a mere
creation of his own. It is the course of mortal things
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that the good should be shadowed by the bad, and
virtue shine the brightest when contrasted with vice.
Whoever proposes to discourage vice and to vindicate
religion, morality, and social order against their ene-
mies, must unveil crime in all its deformity and place
it before the eyes of men in its colossal magnitude; he
must diligently explore its dark mazes, and make him-
self familiar with sentiments at the wickedness of
which his soul revolts.

Vice is here exposed in its innermost workings. In
Francis it resolves all the confused terrors of conscience
into wild abstractions, destroys virtuous sentiments by
dissecting them, and holds up the earnest voice of
religion to mockery and scorn. He who has goue so
far (a distinction by no means enviable) as to quicken
his understanding at the expense of his soul — to him
the holiest things are no longer holy; to him God and
man are alike indifferent, and both worlds are as
nothing. Of such a monster I have endeavoured to
sketch a striking and lifelike portrgit, to hold up to
abhorrence all the machinery of his scheme of vice, and
to test its strength by contrasting it with truth. How
far my narraffve is succ®sful in accomplishing these
objects the reader is left to judge. My conviction is
that I have painted nature to the life.

Next to this man (Francis) stands another who
woulde perhaps puzzle not a few of my readers. A
mind for which ¢he greatest crimes have only charms
through the glory which attaches to them, the energy
which their perpetration requires, and the dangers
which attend them. A remarkable and important
personage, abundantly endowed with the power of
becoming either a Brutus or a Catiline, according as
that power is directed. An unhappy conjunction of
circurnstances determines him to choose the latter for
his example, and it is only after a fearful straying that
he is recalled to emulate the former. Erroneous notions
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of activity and power, an exuberance of streagth which
bursts through all the barriers of law, must of necessity
couflict with the rules of social life. To these enthu-
siast dreams of greatness and efficiency it needed bnt a
sarcastic bitterness against the unpoetic spirit of the
age to complete the strange Don Quixote whom, in the
Robber Moor, we at once detest and love, admire and
pity. It is, I hope, unnecessary to remark that I no
more hold vp this picture as a warning exclusively to
robbers than the greatest Spanish satire was levelled
exclusively at knights errant.

1t is nowadays so much the fashion to be witty at
the expense of religion that a man will hardly pass for
a genius if he does not allow his impious satire to run
a tilt at its most sacred truths. The noble simplicity
of holy writ must needs be abused and turned into
ridicule at the daily assemblies of the so-called wits;
for what is there so holy and serious that will not raise
a laugh if a false sense be attached to it? Let me
hope that I shall ghave rendered no inconsiderable ser-
vice io the cause of true religion and morality in hold-
ing up these wanton misbelievers to the detestation of
society, under the form of tie most desPicable robbers.

But still more. 1 have made these said immoral
characters to stand out favourably in particular points,
and even in some measure to compensate by qualities
of the head for what they are deficient in thoso of the
heart. Herein I have done no more than literally copy
nature. Every man, even the most depraved, bears in
some degree the impress of the Almighty’s image, and
perhaps the greatest villain is not farther removed
from the most upright man than the petty offender;
for the moral forces keep even pace with the powers
of the mind, and the greater the capacity bestowed on
man, the greater and more enormous becomes his mis-
application of it ; the more responsible is he for his
€ITOrS.
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The « Adramelech ” of Klopstock (in his « Messiah ”3
awakens in us a feeling in which admiration igblende
with detestation. 'We follow Milton’s Satan with
shuddering wonder through the pathless realms of
chaos. The Medea of the old dramatists is, in spite of
all her crimes, a great and wondrous woman, and
Shakespeare’s Richard III. is sure to excite the
admiration of the reader, much as he would hate the
reality. If it is to be my task to portray men as they
are, I must at the same time include their good qual-
ities, of which even the most vicious are never totally
destitute. 1f I would warn mankind against the tiger,
I must not omit to describe his glossy, beaumfully
marked skin, lest, owing to this omission, the ferocious
animal should not be recognised till too late. Besides
this, a man who is so utterly depraved as to be without
a single redeeming point is no meet subject for art,
and would disgust rather than excite the interest of
the reader; who would turn over with impatience the
pages which concern him. A noblegsoul can no more
endure a succession of moral discords than the musical
ear the grating of knives upon glass.

And for th¥s reason I $hould have been ill-advised
in attempting to bring my drama on the stage. A cer-
tain strength of mind is required both on the part of
the poet and the reader; in the former that he may
not disguise vice, in the latter that he may not suffer
brilliant qumhtleg to beguile him into admiration of
what is essentially detestable Whether the author
has fulfilled his duty he leaves others to judge, that his
readers will perform theirs he by no means feels
assured. The vulgar — among whom I would not be
understood to mean merely the rabble — the vulgar I
say (between ourselves) extend their influence far
around, and unfortunately -—set the fashion. Too
short-mghted to reach my full meaning, too narrow-
minded to comprehend the largeness of my views, too
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disingenuous to admit my moral aim — they will, I
fear, almgst frustrate my good intentions, and pretend
to discover in my work an apology for the very vice
which it has been my object to condemn, and will per-
haps make the poor puet, to whom anything rather
than justice is usually accorded, responsible for his
simplicity.

Thus we have a Da capo of the old story of Democ-
ritus and the Abderitans! and our worthy Hippoc-
rates would needs exhaust whole plantations of
hellebore, were it proposed to remedy this mischief by
a healing decoction. Let as mauy friends of truth as
you will instruct their fellow citizens in the pulpit
and on the stage, the vulgar will never cease to be
vulgar, though the sun and moon may change their
course, and “heaven and earth wax oid as a garment.”
Perhups, in order to please tender-hearted people, I
might have been *less true to nature; but if a certain
beetle, of whom we have all heard, could extract filth
even from pearls, if we have examples that fire has
destroyed and water deluged, shall therefore pearls,
fire, and water be condemned ? In consequence of the
remarkable catastrophe whic® ends my®play, I may

1This alludes to the fable amusingly recorded by Wieland in
his ¢ Geschichte der Abderiten.”” The Abderitans, who were a
byword among the ancients for their extreme s.implicity, are said
to have sent express for Hippocrates to cure their great townsman
Democritus, whom they believed to be out of h#s genses, bocause
his sayings were beyond their comprehensioh. pocrates, on
conversing with Democritus, having at once discovered that the
cause lay with themselves, assembled the senate and principal
inhabitants in the market-place with the promise of instructing
them ir the cure of Democritus. He then banteringly adv1§ed
them to import six shiploads of hellebore of the very best quality,
and on its arrival to distribute it among the citizens, at least seven
pounds per head, but to the senators double that quantity, as they
were bound to have an extra supply of sense. By the time these
worthies discovered that they had been laughed at, Hippocrates
was out of their reach. The story in Wieland is infinitely more
amusing than this short quotation frome memory enables me to
show. H. G. B.
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justly claim for it a place among books of morality,
for crime meets at last with the punishmgnt it de-
serves ; the lost one enters again within the pale of the
law, and virtue is triumphant. Whoever will but be
courteous enough toward me to read my work through
with a desire to understand it, from him I may expect
—pot that he will admire the poet, but that he will
esteem the honest man.

SCHILLER.

Easter Fair, 1781,



Aavertisement to The Robbers

As communicated by Schiller to Dalberg in 1781, and supposed
to have been used as a prologue.

TuE picture of a great, misguided soul, endowed
with every gift of excellence, yet lost in spite of all its
gifts! Unbridled passions and bad companionship
corrupt his heart, urge him on from crime to crime,
until at last he stands at the head of a band of mur-
derers, heaps horror upon horror, and plunges from
precipice to precipice into the lowest depths of despair.
Great and majestic in misfortune, by misfortune re-
claimed, and led back to the paths of virtue. Such a
man shall you pity and hate, abhor yet love, in the
Robber Moor. You will likewise see a juggling, fiend-
ish knave unmasked and blown to atoms in his own
mines ; a fond, weak, and overindulgent father; the
sorrows of too enthusiastic Ieve, and t¥ tortures of
ungoverned passion. Here, too, you will witness, not
without a shudder, the interior economy of vice; and
from the stage be taught how all the tinsel of fortune
fails to smother the inward worm; and how terror,
anguish, remorse, and despair tread clode x; the foot-
steps of guilt. Let the spectator weep toMay at our
exhibition, and tremble, and learn to bend his passions
to the laws of religion and reason; let the youth be-
hold with alarm the consequences of unbridled excess;
nor let the man depart without imbibing the lesson
that the invisible hand of Providence makes even
villains the instruments of its designs and judgments,
and can marvellously unravel the most intricate per-
plexities of fate.

X



Preface to the Second Edition

THE eight hundred copies of the first edition of my
“ Robbers ” were exhausted before all the admirers of
the piece were supplied. A secopd was therefore
.undertaken, which has been improved by greater care
in printing, and by the omission of those equivocal
sentences which were offensive to the more fastidious
part of the public. Such an alteration, however, in
the construction of the play as should satisfy all the
wishes of my friends and critics has not been my
object.

In this second edition the several songs have been
arranged for the pianoforte, which will enhance its value
to the musical part of the public. I am indebted for
this to an ab’2 composer! who has performed his task
in so masterly a manner that the hearer is not unlikely
to forget the poet in the melody cf the musician.

Doc1or SCHILLER.

Stuttgart, Jan. 5, 1782.

L Alluding to his friend Zumsteeg. — Eb.

xiv
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The Robbers
A Tragedy

‘t Quee medicamenta non sanant, ferrum sanat ; que ferrum non
sanat, ignis sanat.”” — Hippocrates.
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The Robbers

ACT I
ScENE L. — Pranconia.
Apartment in the Castle of CouNT MOOR.
Francis, OLp MOOR.

Francis. But are you really well, father? You
look so pale.

OLp M. Quite well, my son — what have you to
tell me ? * M

Francis. The post is arrived — a letter from our
correspondent at Leipzig,

OLp M. (eagerly) Any tidings of my son Charles?

Francis. Hem! Hem!— Why, yes. ¢But I fear
— I know not — whether T dare ——.youx\health. —
Are you really quite well, father ?

OLp M. Asa fish in water.! Does he write of my
son? What means this anxiety about my health?
You have asked me that question twice.

Francis. If you are unwell —or are the least
apprehensive of being so — permit me to defer — I will

1This is equivalent to our English saying ¢ as sound as a
roach.”
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sfeak to you at a fitter season. (Half aside.) These
are no tidings for a feeble frame. .

OLp M. Gracious Heavens! what am ¢ doomed
to hear ?

Francis. First let me retire and shed a tear of
compassion for my lost brother. Would that my lips
might be for ever sealed — for he is your son! Would
that I could throw an eternal veil over his shame —
for he is my brother! But to obey you is my first,
though painful, duty — forgive me, therefore.

OLp M. Oh, Charles! Charles! Didst thou but
know what thorns thou plantest in thy father’s bosom !
That one gladdening report of thee would add ten
years to my life! yes, bring back my youth! whilst
now, alas, each fresh intelligence but hurries me a step
nearer to the grave!

Francis. Ts it so, old man, then, farewell! for even
this very day we might all have to tear our hair over
your cottin.!

Op M. Stay! There remains but one short step
more — let him have his will! (He sits down.) The
sins of the father shall be visited unto the third and
fourth genegation — let him fulfil the decree.

ERANCIS} (takes the letter out of his pocket) You
know our correspondent! See! I would give a finger
of my right hand might I pronounce him a liar— a
base and sjanderous liar! Compose yourself! Forgive
me if I df not let you read the letter yourself. You
cannot, 1 .st net, yet know all.

OLp M. Al all, my son. You will but spare me
crutches.?

FraNcis. (reads) « Leipzig, May 1. Were I not

1This idiom is very common in Germany, and is used to express
affliction.

2 Du ersparst mir die Kriicke ; meaning that the contents of the
letter can but shorten his declining years, and so spare him the
necessity of crutches. .
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bound by an inviolable promise to conceal nothing from
you, not &en the smallest particular, that T am able to
collect, respecting your brother’s career, never, my dear-
est friend, should my guiltless pen become an instru-
ment of torture to you. I can gather from a hundred
of your letters how tidings such as these must pierce
your fraternal heart. It seems to me as though 1 saw
thee, for the sake of this worthless, this detestable ”
— (OLp M. covers his face) Oh! my father, I am
only reading you the mildest passages — « this detest-
able man, shedding a thousand tears.” Alas! mine
flowed — ay, gushed in torrents over these pitying
cheeks. I already picture to myself your aged pious
father, pale as death.” Good Heavens! and so you
are, before you have heard anything.

O M. Goon! Goon!

Francis. «Pale as death, sinking down on his chair,
and cursing the day when his ear was first greeted
with ¢the lisping cry of ¢ Father!” I have not yet been
able to discover all, and of the little I do know I dare
tell you only a part. Your brother now seems to have
filled up the measure of his infamy. I, at least, can
imagine nothing beyond whaf® he has allgady accom-
plished ; but possibly his genius may soar above my
conceptions.  After having contracted debts to the
amount of forty thousand ducats,” — a good round suin
for pocket-money, father —“and having gishoneured
the daughter of a rich bauker, whose gftian®d lover, 4
gallant youth of rank, he mortally wounded$n a duel,
he yesterday, in the dead of night, took the desperate
resolution of absconding from the arm of justice, with
seven companions whom he had corrupted to his own
vicious courses.” Father! for heaven’s sake, father!
How do you feel ?

OLb M. ZEnough. No more, my son, no more!

Francis. I will spare your feelings. «The injured
cry aloud for satisfaction. Warrants have been issued
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for his apprehension — a price is set on his head — the
name of Moor” — No, these unhappy lips shhll not be
guilty of a father’s murder. (He tears the letter.) Believe
it not, my father, believe not a syllable.

OLp M. (weeps bitterly) My name — my unsullied
name !

FrANCIS. (throws himself on his meck) Infamous!
most infamous Charles! Oh, had 1 not my forebod-
ings, when, even as a boy, he would scamper after the
girls, and ramble about over hill and common with
ragamuffin boys and all the vilest rabble; when he
shunned the very sight of a church as a malefactor
shuns a gaol, and would throw the pence he had
wrung from your bounty into the hat of the first
beggar he met, whilst we at home were edifying our-
selves with devout prayers and pious homilies? Had
I not my misgivings when he gave himself up to read-
ing the adventures of Julius Cewsar, Alexander the
Great, and other benighted heathens, in preference to
the history of the penitent Tobias? A hundred times
over have I warned you-— for my brotherly affection
was ever kept in subjection to filial duty — that this
forward yojch would dhe day bring sorrow and dis-
grace on u® all. Oh that he bore not the name of
Moor! tha§f my heart beat less warmly for him! This
sinful affedjion, which I cannot overcome, will one day
rise wp agajnst me before the judgment-seat of heaven.
) Oh,! my prospects! my golden dreams!
Ay, well T knew it. Exactly what I al-
ways feared. That fiery spirit, you used to say, which
is kindling in the boy, and renders him so susceptible
to impressions of the beautiful and grand — the ingen-
uousness which reveals his whole soul in his eyes —
the tenderness of feeligg which melts him into weeping
sympathy at every tale of sorrow — the manly courage
which impels him to the summit of giant oaks, and
urges him over fosse and palisage and foaming torrents
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— that youthful thirst of honour — that unconguerable
resolution®,— all those resplendent virtues which in the
father’s darling gave such promise — would ripen into
the warm and sincere friend — the excellent citizen —
the hero— the great, the very great man! Now,
mark the result, father; the fiery spirit Zas developed
itself — expanded —and behold its precious frnits.
Observe this ingenuousness — how nicely it has
changed into effrontery ; — this tenderness of soul —
how it displays itself in dalliance with coquettes, in
susceptibility to the blandishments of a courtesan!
See this fiery geuius, how in six short years it hath
burnt out the oil of life. and reduced his body to a
living skeleton ; so that passing scoffers point at him
with a sneer and exclaim — « C’est lamour qui a fait
cela.” Behold this bold, enterprising spirit — how it
conceives and executes plans, compared to which the
deeds of a Cartouche or a Howard sink into insignifi-
cance. And presently, when these precious germs of
excellence shall ripen into full maturity, what may not
be expecied from the full development of such a boy-
hood ? Perhaps, father, you may yet live to see him
at the head of some gallant b#nd, which
the silent sanctuary of the forest, and kin

the weary traveller of his superfluous burden§ Perhaps
you may yet have the opportunity, before fou go to
your own tomb, of making a pilgrimage to ghe monu-

ment which he may erect for himself, som&here be-
tween earth and heaven! Perhaps,— oh,
father, look out for some other name, or
peddlers and street boys who have seen the effigy of
your worthy son exhibited in the market-place at
Leipzig will point at you with the finger of scorn!

OLp M. And thou, too, my Francis, thou too? Oh,
my children, how unerringly your shafts are levelled at
my heart.

Francis. You see that I too have a spirit; but my
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spirit bears the sting of a scorpion. And then it was
“the dry commonplace, the cold, the woodeg Francis,”
and all the pretty little epithets which the contrast
between us suggested to your fatherly affection, when
he was sitting on your knee, or playfully patting your
cheeks ? “He would die, forsooth, within the bound-
aries of his own domain, moulder away, and soon be
forgotten ;” while the fame of this universal genius
wauld spread from pole to pole! Ah! the cold, dull,
wooden Francis thanks thee, Heaven, with uplifted
hands, that he bears no resemblance to his brother.

Oub M. Forgive me, my child! Reproach not
thy unhappy father, whose fondest hopes have proved
visionary. The merciful God who, through Charles,
has sent these tears, will, through thee, my Francis,
wipe them from my eyes!

Francis.  Yes, father, we will wipe them from your
eyes. Your Francis will devote his life to prolong
yours. (Taking his hand with affected tenderness.)
Your life is the oracle which I will especially consult
on every undertaking — the mirror in which I will
contemplate everything. No duty so sacred but I am
ready to viflate it for the preservation of your precious
days. Yof believe me?

OLp My Great are the duties which devolve on
thee, my §n — Heaven bless thee for what thou has
been, and fvilt be to me.

Fraxcy.. Now tell me frankly, father. Should you
not be afiappy man, were you not obliged to call this
son your own ?

Op M. In mercy, spare me! When the nurse
first placed him in my arms, I held him up to Heaven
and exclaimed, “ Am I not truly blest 2”

Francis.  So you said then. Now, have you found
it so? You may envy the meanest peasant on your
estate in this, that he is not the father of such a son.
So long as you ‘call him yours you are wretched.
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Your misery will gtow with his years — it will lay you
in you}, grave.

OLp M. Oh! he has already reduced me to the
decrcpitude of fourscore.

Francis.  ‘Well, then — suppose you wereto disown
this son.

OLp M. (sturtled) Francis! Francis! what hast thou
said !

Francis.  Is not your love for him the source of all
your grief ¢ Root out this love, and he concerns you
no longer. But for this weak and reprehensible affec-
tion he would be dead to you;—as though he had
never been born. It is not flesh and blood, it is the
heart that makes us sons and fathers! Love him no
more, and this monster ceases to be your son, though
he were cut out of your flesh. He has till now been
the apple of your eye; but if thine eye offend you,
says Scripture, pluck it out. It is better to enter
heaven with one eye than hell with two! «It is prof-
itable for thee that one of thy members should perish,
and not that thy whole body should be cast into hell.”
These are the words of the Bible!

Owp M. Wouldst thou Rave me cul§e my son ?

FranNcis. By no means, father. GoQforbid! But
whom do you call your son? Him to wgom you have
given life, and who in return does his utugpst to shorten
yours,

Owp M. Oh, il is all too true! it iqa judgment
upon me. The Lord has chosen him a\his instru-
ment.

Francis.  See how filially your bosom child behaves.
He destroys you by your own excess of paternal sym-
pathy ; murders you by means of the very love you
bear him — has coiled round a father’s heart to crush
it. When you are laid beneath the turf he becomes
lord of your possessions, and master of his own will.
That barrier removed, and the torrent of his profligacy
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will rush on without control. Imagine yourself in his
place. How often he must wish his father under
ground —and how often, too, his brother — who so
unmercifully impede the free course of his excesses.
But call you this a requital of love? Is this filial
gratitude for a father’s tenderness? to sacrifice ten
years of your life to the lewd pleasures of an hour?
in one voluptuous moment to stake the honour of an
ancestry which has stood unspotted through seven
centuries ? Do you call this a son? Answer! Do
you call this your son ?

Orp M. An undutiful son! Alas! but still my
child! my child!

FraNcis. A most amiable and precious child —
whose constant study is to get.-rid of his father. Oh,
that you could learn to see clearly ! that the film might
be removed from your eyes’ But your indulgence
must confirm him in his vices! your assistance tend to
justify them. Doubtless you will avert the curse of
Heaven from his head, but on your own, father — on
yours — will it fall with twofold vengeance.

OLp M. Just! most just! Mine, mine be all the

guilt !
Francis. ¥oow many thousands who have drained
the voluptuouf bowl of pleasure to the dregs have been

reclaimed by psuffering! And is not the bodily pain
which follow§ every excess a manifest declaration of
the divine wift? And shall man dare to thwart this
by an impifas exercise of affection? Shall a father
ruin for evet the pledge committed to his charge? Con-
sider, father, if you abandon him for a time to the
pressure of want will not he be obliged to turn from
his wickedness and repent ? Otherwise, untaught even
in the great school of adversity, he must remain a con-
firmed reprobate ? And then — woe to the father who
by a culpable tenderness hath frustrated the ordinances
of a higher wisdom! ‘Well, father ?
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Op M. T will write to him that I withdraw my
protectign.

Francis.  That would be wise and prudent.

Our M. That he must never come into my sight
again —

Francis. 'Twill have a most salutary effect.

OLp M.  (tenderly) Until he reforms.

Francis. Right, quite right. But suppose that he
comes disguised in the hypocrite’s mask, implores your
compassion with tears, and wheedles from you a par-
don, then quits you again on the morrow, and jests at
your weakness in the arms of his harlot. No, my
father! He will return of his own accord, when his
conscience awakens him to repentance.

OLp M. I will write to him, on the spot, to that
effect.

Francis.  Stop, father, one word more. Your just
indignation might prompt reproaches too severe, words
which might break his heart — and then — do you not
think that your deigning to write with your own hand
might be construed. into an act of forgiveness? It
would be better, I think, that you should commit the
task to me?

Op M. Do it, my son. Ah! it Qould, indeed,
have broken my heart! Write to him§hat —

Francis. (quickly) That’s agreed, theg ?

OLp M. Say that he has caused me a tRousand bitter
tears — a thousand sleepless nights — bu§ oh! do not
drive my son to despair!

Fravcis. Had you not better retire to 1®st, father ?
This affects you too strongly. .

OLp M.  Write to him that a father’s heart — But
1 charge you, drive him not to despair.

[Exit in sadness.

FraNcis.  (looking after him with a chuckle) Make
thyself easy, old dotard! thou wilt never more press
thy darling to thy bosom — there is a gulf between
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thee and him impassable as heaven is from hell. He
was torn from thy arms before even thou coulgst have-
dreamed it possible to decree the separation. Why,
what a sorry bungler should I be had I not skill
enough to pluck a son from a father's heart; ay,
though he were riveted there with hooks of steel!!
I have drawn around thee a magic circle of curses
which he cannot overleap. Good speed to thee, Master
Francis. Papa’s darling is disposed of — the course is
clear. I must carefully pick up all the scraps of paper,
for how easily might my handwriting be recognised.
(He gathers the fragments of the letter.) And grief will
soon make an end of the old gentleman. And as for
her — 1 must tear this Charles from her heart, though
half her life come with him.

No small cause have 1 for being dissatisfied with
Dame Nature, and, by my honour, I will have amends!
Why did I not crawl the first from my mother’s womb ?
why not the only one ? why has she heaped on me this
burden of deformity ? on me cspecially ? Just as if she
had spawned me from her refuse? Why to me in par-
ticular this snub of the Laplander? these negro lips?
these Hottenfht eyes? ®n my word, the lady seems
to have colldted from all the race of mankind what-
ever was loagisome into a heap, and kneaded the mass
into my pafsicular person. Death and destruction !
who empowded her to deny to me what she accorded
to him ? uld 2 man pay his court to her before he
was born ? fir offend her before he existed 2 Why went
she to work in such a partial spirit ?

No! no! I do her injustice — she bestowed inventive
faculty, and set us naked and helpless on the shore of
this great ocean, the world — let those swim who can

1¢ Grapple them to thy soul with hooks of steel.”’ — Hamlet,
Act i. Sc. 3.
2 See ** Richard II1.,”* Act i. Sc. 1, line 17.
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— the heavy ! may sink. To me she gave naught else,
and how to make the best use of my endowment ic my
present Business. Men’s natural rights are equal ; claim
is met by claim, offort by effort, and force by force —
right is with the strongest — the limits of our powcr
constitute our laws.

It is true there are certain organised conventions,
which men have devised to keep up what is called the
social compact. Honour! truly a very convenient coin,
whicli those who know how to pass it may lay out with
great advantage? Conscience ! oh yes, a useful scare-
crow to frighten sparrows away from cherry-trees; it is
something like a fairly written bill of exchange with
which your bankrupt merchant staves off the evil day.

Well! these are all most admirable institutions for
keeping fools in awe, and holding the mob under foot,
that thie cunning may live the more at their ease. Rare
institutions, doubtless. They are something like the
fences my boors plant so closely to keep out the hares
— yes 1’ faith, not a hare can trespass on the enclosure,
but my lord claps spurs to his hunter, and away he
gallops over the teeming harvest!

Poor hare! thou playest ghut a soryg part in this
world’s drama, but your worshipful lo;& must needs
have hares!3

Then courage, and onward, Francis. e man who
fears nothing is as powerful as he whofs feared by
everybody. It is now the mode to we buckles on

1 Heavy is used in a double meaning; the Geljpan word is
plump, which means lumpish, clumsy, awkward.

2 So Falstaff, ¢ Hen. IV.,” Pt. 1., Act v. Sc. 1, * Honour is a
mere scutcheon.” .

8 This may help to illustrate a passage in Shakespeare which
puzzles the commentators — ‘‘ Cupid is a good hare-finder.”’ —
Much Ado, Act i. Sc. 1.

The hare, in Germany, is considered an emblem of abject
submission and cowardice. The word' may also be rendered
« Simpleton,” ‘“ Sawney,”’ or any other of the numerous epithets
which imply a soft condition.
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your small-clothes, that you may loosen or tighten
them at pleasure. I will be measured for a canscience
after the newest fashion, one that will streteh hand-
somely as occasion may require. Am I to blame? It
is the tailor’s affair! I have heard a great deal of
twaddle about the so-called ties of blood — enough to
make a sober man beside himself. He is your brother,
they say; which interpreted, means that he was manu-
factured in the same mould, and for that reason he
must needs be sacred in your eyes! To what absurd
conclusions must this notion of a sympathy of souls,
derived from the propinquity of bodies, inevitably
tend ? A common source of being is to produce com-
munity of sentiment; identity of matter, identity of
impulse! Then again,— he is thy father! He gave
thee life, thou art his flesh and blood — and therefore
he must be sacred to thee! Again a most inconsequen-
tial deduction! I should like to know why he begot
me ;! certainly not out of love for me—for I must
first have existed! Could he know me before I had
being, or did he think of me during my begetting ? or
did he wish for me at the moment? Did he know
what I should be? If sp I would not advise him to
acknowledggffit or I should pay him off for his feat.
Am I to befthankful to him that I am a man? As
little as I sKould have had a right to blame him if he
had made nf> a woman. Can I acknowledge an affec-
tion which F not based on any personal regard ? Could

personal rgfiard be present before the existence of its
object ? what, then, consists the sacredness of
paternity ? Is it in the act itself out of which exist-

ence arose? as though this were aught else than an
animal process to appease animal desires. Or does it
lie, perhaps, in the result of this act, which is nothing
more after all than one of iron necessity, and which men

1 The reader of Sterne will remember a very similar passage in
the first chapter of ** Tristram Shandy.”’
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would gladly dispense with, were it not at the cost of
flesh and blood? Do I then owe him thanks for his
affectio®? 'Why, what is it but a piece of vanity, the
besetting sin of the artist who admires his own works,
however hideous they may be? Look you, this is the
whole juggle, wirapped up in a mystic veil to work on
our fears. And shall I, too, be fooled like an infant ?
Up, theu! and to thy work manfully. I will root up
from my path whatever ohstructs my progress toward
becoming the master. Master I must be, that I may
extort by force what I cannot win by affection! [Euit.

SCENE II. — 4 Tarern on the Frontivr of Saxony.

CHARLES VON MOOR #ntent on @ book ; SPIEGELBERG
drinking at the taile.

CHARLES VON M. (lays the book aside) 1 am dis-
gusted with this age of puny scribblers when I read of
great men in my Plutarch.

SPIEGEL. (places a glass before him, and drinks)
Josephus is the book you should read.

CHArLES VON M. The glgwing sparkgof Prometheus
is burnt out, and now they substitute it the flash
of lycopodium,? a stage-fire which will§not so much
as light a pipe. The present generation may be com-
pared to rats crawling about the club of Hercules? A

1 This soliloquy in some parts resembles that o®\Richard, Duke
of Gloster, in Shakespeare’s ‘ Henry VL, Act v.}c. 6.
2 Lycopodium (in German Bdirlappen-mehl), vulggrly known as
the Devil’'s Puff-ball or Witchmeal, is used on the ®tage, as well
in England as on the Continent, to produce flashes of fire. It is
made of the pollen of common club moss, or wolf’s-claw (Lycopo-
dium clavatum), the.capsules of which contain a highly inflam-
mable powder. Translators have uniformly failed in rendering
this passage.
8 This simile brings to mind Shakespeare’s —
‘¢ We petty men
Waik under his huge legs, and peep about.”
— Julius Cesar, Act i. Sc. 2.
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Frénch abbé lays it down that Alexander was a pol-
troon; a phthisicky professor, holding at evezy word
a bottle of sal volatile to his nose, lectures on otrength.
Fellows who faint at the veriest trifle criticise the
tactics of Hannibal ; whimpering boys store themselves
with phrases out of the slaughter at Canne, and blub-
ber over the victories of Scipio, because they are
obliged to construe them.

SPIEGEL. Spouted in true Alexandrian style.

CHARrLES VON M. A brilliant reward. for your sweat
in the battle-field truly to have your existence per-
petuated in ¢ gymnasiums, and your immortality labori-
ously dragged about in a schoolboy’s satchel. A
precious recompense for your lavished blood to be
wrapped round gingerbread by some Nuremberg chand-
ler, or, if you have great luck, to be screwed upon
stilts by a French playwright, and be made to move
on wires! Ha, ha, ha!

SPIEGEL.  (drinks) Read Josephus, I tell you.

CunarrEs voN M. Fie! fie upon this weak, effemi-
nate age, fit for nothing but to ponder over the deeds
of former times, and torture the heroes of antiquity
with commentaries, or mangle them in tragedies. The
vigour of ity loins is dried up, and the propagation of
the human species has become dependent on potations
of malt liqu

SPIEGEL. pTea, brother! tea!

CHARLES A¢ON M. They curb honest nature with
absurd conentionalities; have scarcely the heart to
charge a /:lass, because they are tasked to drink a
health in it; fawn upon the lackey that he may put
in a word for them with his Grace, and bully the
unfortunate wight from whom they have nothing to
fear. They worship any one for a dinner, and are
just as ready to poison him should he chance to out-
bid them for a feather-bed at an auction. They damn
the Sadducee who fails to come regularly to church,
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although their own devotion consists in reckoning lfp
their usrious gains at the very altar. They cast
themselve® on their knees that they may have an
opportunity of displaying their mantles, and hardly
take their eyes off the parson from their anxiety to
see how his wig is frizzled. They swoon at the sight
of a bleeding goose, yet clap their hands with joy
when they see their rival driven bankrupt from the
Exchange. Warmly as I pressed their hands, — « Only
one more day.” In vain! To prison with the dog!
Entreaties! Vows! Tears! (Stamping the ground.)
Hell and the devil!

SpIEGEL. And all for a few thousand paltry ducats!

OHARLES VON M. No, I hate to think of it. Am
1 to squeeze my body into stays, and strait-lace my
will in the traminels of law? What might have risen
to ar eagle’s flight has been reduced to a snail’s pace
by law. Never yet has law formed a great man; ’tis
liberty that breeds giants and heroes. Oh! that the
spirit of Herman1 still glowed in his ashes! Set me
at the head of an army of fellows like myself, and out
of Germany shall spring a republic compared to which
Rome and Sparta will be but a nunnerieqq (Rises and
Jlings his sword wpon the table.)

SPIRGEL. (jumping up) Bravo ! Bravissilgo! you are
coming to the right key now. 1 have sofhething for
your ear, Moor, which has long been on my mind, and
you are the very man for it — drink, brotker, drink!
What if we turned Jews and brought the kidjgdom of
Jerusalem again on the tapis? But tell me®¥s it not
a clever scheme ? We send forth a manifesto to the
four quarters of the world, and summon to Palestine
all that do not eat swine-flesh. Then I prove by in-
contestable documents that Herod the Tetrarch was

1 Herman is the German for Armin or Arminius, the celebrated
deliverer of Germany from the Roman yoke. See Menzel’s His-
tory, vol. i. p. 85, etc.
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rhy direct ancestor, and so forth. There will be a
victory, my fine fellow, when they return® and are
restored to their lands, and are able to rebuild Jerusa-
lem. Then make a clean sweep of the Turks out of
Asia while the iron is hot, hew cedars in Lebanon,
build ships, and then the whole nation shall chaffer
with old clothes and old lace throughout the world.
Meanwhile —

CuarLes VON M.  (smales and takes him by the hand)
Comrade! There must be an end now of our fooleries.

SPIEGEL. (with surpris¢) Fie! you are not going
to play the prodigal son!—a fellow like you who
with his sword has scratched more hieroglyphics on
other men’s faces than three quill-drivers could in-
scribe in their day-books in a leap-year! Shall I tell
you the story of the great dog funeral? Ha! T must
just bring back your own picture to your mind; that
will kindle fire in your veins, if nothing else has power
to inspire you. Do you remember how the heads of
the college caused your dog’s leg to be shot off, and
you, by way of revenge, proclaimed a fast through the
whole town ? They fumed and fretted at your edict.
‘thout lositg time, ordered all the meat
Lt up in Leipzg, so that in the course of
eight houy there was not a bone left to pick all over
the place,{lnd even fish began to rise in price. The
magistratg: and the town council vowed vengeance.
But we sttidents turned out lustily, seventeen hundred
of us, wifh you at our head, and butchers and tailors
and hal®rdashers at our backs, besides publicans, bar-
bers, and rabble of all sorts, swearing that the town
should be sacked if a single hair of a student’s head
was injured. And so the affair went off like the
shooting at Hornberg! and they were obliged to be off

1The ¢ ghooting at Hornberg *? is a proverbial expression in Ger-
many for any expedition from which, through lack of courage,
the parties retire without firing a shot.
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with their tails between their legs. You sent for doc-
tors —a® whole posse of them-—and offered three
ducats to any one who would write a prescription for
your dog. We were afraid the gentlemen would
stand too much upon honour and refuse, and had
already made up our minds to use force. But this
was quite unnecessary ; the doctors got to fisticuffs for
the three ducats, and their competition brought down
the price to three groats; in the course of an hour a
dozen prescriptions were written, of which, of course,
the poor beast very soon died.

CHARLES VON M. The vile rascals.

SPIEGEL. The funeral procession was arranged with
all due pomp; odes for the dog were indited by the
gross; and at night we all turned out, near a thousand
of us, a lantern in one hand and our rapier in the
other, and so proceeded through the town, the bells
chiming and ringing, till the dog was entombed. Then
came a feed which lasted till broad daylight, when you
sent your acknowledgments to the college dons for
their kind sympathy, and ordered the meat to be sold
at half-price. Mort de ma vie, if we had not as great
a respect for you as a garrisonefor the coffyueror of a
fortress.

CHARLES VON M. And are you not dhamed to
boast of these things? Have you not shane enough
in you to blush even at the recollectiop of .such
pranks ? i

SpiEGEL. Come, come! You are no lepger the
same Moor. Do you remember how, a thousadd times,
bottle in hand, yon made game of the miserly old gov-
ernor, bidding him by all means rake and scrape
together as much as he could, for that you would swill
it all down your throat? Don’t you remember, eh 2 —
don’t you remember? O you good-for-nothing, misera-
ble braggart! that was speaking like a man, and a
gentleman, but —
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" CHARLES VON M. A curse on you for reminding
me of it! A curse on myself for what I sfid! But
it was done in the fumes of wine, and my feart knew
not what my tongue uttered.

SPIEGEL. (shakes his head) No,no! that cannot be!
Impossible, brother! You are not in earnest! Tell
me ! most sweet brother, is it not poverty which has
brought you to this mood ? Come! let me tell you a
little story of my youthful days. There was a ditch
close to my house, eight feet wide at the least, which
we boys were trying to leap over for a wager. But it was
no go. Splash! there you lay sprawling, amidst- hisses
and roars of laughter, and a relentless shower of snow-
balls. By the side of my house a hunter's dog was
lying chained, a savage beast, which would catch the
girls by their petticoats with a quickness of lightning
if they incautiously passed too near him. Now it was
my greatest delight to tease this brute in every possi-
ble way; and it was enough to make one burst with
laughing to see the beast fix his eyes on me with such
fierceness that he seemed ready to tear me to pieces if
he could but get at me. Well, what happened ? Once,
namusing myself in this manner, 1 hit him
11 in the ribs with a stone that in his fury
he broke foose and ran right upon me. I tore away
like light®ing, but — devil take it!— that confounded
ditch lay{right in my way. What was to be done?
The dog was close at my heels and quite furious; there
was no fime to deliberate. 1 took a spring and cleared
the ditéh. To that leap I was indebted for life and
limb ; the beast would have torn me to atoms.

CuHArRLES VON M. And to what does all this
tend ?

SriEGEL. To this —that you may be taught that
strength grows with the occasion. For which reason
I never despair even when things are the worst. Cour-
age grows with danger. Powers of resistance increase
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by pressure. It is evident by the obstacles che strews
in my path that Fate must have designed me for a
great man®

CHarLes voN M. (angrily) I am not aware of any-
thing for which we still require courage, and have not
already shown it.

SPIEGEL. Indeed! Awnd so you mean to let your
gifts go to waste? To bury your talent? Do you
think your paltry achievements at Leipzig amount to
the ne plus ultra of genius? Let us but once get to
the great world — Paris and London! where you get
your ears boxed if you salute a man as honest. It is
a real jubilee to practise one’s handicraft there on a
grand scale. How you will stare! How you will
open your eyes! to see signatures forged ; dice loaded ;
locks picked, and strong boxes gutted; all that you
shall learn of Spiegelberg! The rascal deserves to be
hanged on the first gallows that would rather starve
than manipulate with his fingers.

CHARLES VON M. (in a fit of absence) How now ?
I should not wonder if your proficiency went further
still.

SPIEGEL. I begin to think you mistruggme. Only
wait till I have grown warm at it; you shyil see won-
ders; your little brain shall whirl clean rognd in your
pericranium when my teeming wit is delifred. (He
rises excited.) How it clears up within fe! Great
thoughts are dawning in on my soul! Gighntic plans
are fermenting in my creative brain. Cursed lethargy
(striking his jforehead) which has hitherto e®chained
my faculties, cramped and fettered my prospects! I
awake; I feel what I am — and what I am to be!

CuarLrs voN M, You are a fool! The wine is
swaggering in your brain.

SPIEGEL. (more excited) Spiegelberg, they will say,
art thou a magician, Spiegelberg? ’Tis a pity, the
king will say, that thou wert not made a general,
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Spiegelberg, thou wouldst have thrust the Austrians
through a buttonhole. Yes, I hear the doctors lament-
ing, ’tis a crying shame that he was not bred to medi-
cine, he would have discovered the elizir vitee. Ay,
and that he did not take to financiering, the Sullys will
deplore in their cabinets, — he would have turned flints
into louis-d’or by his magic. And Spiegelberg will be
the word from east to west; then down into the dirt
with you, ye cowards, ye reptiles, while Spiegelberg
soars with outspread wings to the temple of everlasting
fame.

CuARLES vON M. A pleasant journey to you! 1
leave you to climb to the summit of glory on the pil-
lars of infamy. In the shade of my ancestral groves,
in the arms of my Amelia, a nobler joy awaits me. I
have already, last week, written to my father to
implorc his forgiveness, and have not concealed the
least circumstance from him; and where there is sin-
cerity there is compassion and help. Let us take leave
of each other, Moritz. After this day we shall meet
no more. The post has arrived. My father’s forgive-
ness must already be within the walls of this town.

i «“
Enter SCH{_;‘,ITZER, GRIMM, ROLLER, SCHUFTERLE, and
RAZMAN.

RQLLER.E Are you aware that they are on our
track ?

GriMM, That we are not for a moment safe from
being tal‘en ?

CuarLEs VON M. I don’t wonder at it. It must be
as it will! Have none of you seen Schwarz? Did he
say anything about having a letter for me ?

RoLLEr. He has been long in search of you on
some such errand, I suspect.

CHARLES VON M. Where is he ? where, where ? (Is
about to rush off in haste.)



THE ROBBERS 23
RoLLER. Stay! we have appointed him to come
here. Yeou tremble ? —
CHAri®s voN M. I do not tremble. Why should
I tremble? Comrades, this letter — rejoice with me !
I am the happiest man under the sun; why should I -
trembhle ?
Enter SCHWARZ.

CraxLes voN M. (rushes toward him) Brother,
brovher! the letter, the letter!

ScHw. (giwves him a letter, which he opens hastily)
What’s the matter? You have grown as pale as a
whitcwashed wall!

CHARLES voN M. My brother’s hand !

ScHw. What the deuce is Spiegelberg about there ?

GriMM.  The fellow’s mad. He jumps about as if
he had St. Vitus’ dance.

ScaurT. His wits are gone a wool gathering! He'’s
making verses, I'll be sworn !

Raz.  Spiegelberg! Ho! Spiegelberg! The brute
does not hear.

GrimM. (shakes him) Hallo! fellow! are you dream-
ing? or — "

SPIEGEL. (who has all this time beer@making ges-
tures i a corner of the room, as if worlfng out some
great project, jumps wp wildly) Your mofey or your
life! (He catches SCHWEITZER by the throfgt, who wvery
coolly flings him against the wall; Mook drops the
letter and rushes out. A general sensation.)

RoLLER.  (calling afier him) Moor! wherp are you
going ? What’s the matter ?

Grimm. What ails him? What has he been doing ?
He is as pale as death.

Scuw. He must have got strange news. Just let
us see!

ROLLER. (picks up the letter from the ground, and
reads) “ Unfortunate brother!” — a pleasant beginning
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—«1 have only briefly to inform you that you have
nothing more to hope for. You may go, your father
directs me to tell you, wherever your own vicious pro-
pensities lead. Nor are you to entertain, he says, any
hope of ever gaining pardon by weeping at his feet,
unless you are prepared to fare upon bread and water
in the lowest dungeon of his castle until your hair
shall outgrow eagles’ feathers! and your nails the
talons of a vulture. These are his very words. He
comnmands me to close the letter. Farewell for ever!
I pity you. Fraxcis voxn Moor.”

ScHw. A most amiable and loving brother, in good
truth! And the scoundrel’s name is Francis,

SPIEGEL. (slinking forward) Bread and water! Is
that it? A temperate diet! But I have made a bet-
ter provision for you. Did I not say that I should
have to think for you all at last?

ScuwEelT. What does the blockhead say? The
jackass is going to think for us all!

SpIEGEL. Cowards, cripples, lame dogs are ye all
if you have not courage enough to venture upon
something gpeat.

RoLrer. fgWell, of course, so we should be, you are
right ; but }vill your proposed scheme get us out of
this devil {f a scrape? eh?

SPIEGEL.) (with a proud laugh) Poor thing! Get
us out of this scrape? Ha, ha, ha! Get us out of the
scrape ! — and is that all your thimbleful of brain can
reach ? 4nd with that you trot your mare back to the
stable 22  Spiegelberg would have been a miserable
bungler indeed if that were the extent of his aim.
Heroes, I tell you, barons, princes, gods, it will make
of you.

1See Daniel, chap. iv. ver. 33.
20ur proverb, ‘“ A fool’s bolt is soon shot,’” is somewhat
parallel.
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Raz. That’s pretty well for one bout, truly! But
1o douBt it is some neck-breaking piece of business;
it will c0st a head or so at the least.

SPIEGEL. It wants nothing but courage; as to the
headwork, I take that entirely upon myself. Courage,
I say, Schweitzer! Courage, Roller! Grimm ! Razman !
Schufterle! Courage!

Scaw. Courage! If that is all, T have courage
enough to walk through hell barefoot.

ScHurFT. And T courage enough to fight the very
devil himself under the open gallows for the rescue of
any poor sinner.

SpieGEL. That's just what it should be! If ye
have courage, let any one of you step forward and say
he has still something to lose, and not everything to
gain ?

Scuw.  Verily, I should have a great deal to lose, if
I were to lose all that I have yet to win !

Raz. Yes, by Jove! and I much to win, if I could
win all that T have not got to lose.

Scrvrr.  Were I to lose what I carry on my back
on trust I should at any rate have nothing to lose on
the morrow. .

SrIEGEL.  Very well, then! (He takedghis place in
the middle of them, and says in solemn adjlgation.) — if
but a drop of the heroic blood of the ancight Gernans
still flow in your veins —come! We will fix our
abode in the Bohemian forests, draw together a band
of robbers, and — What are you gaping at? Has
your slender stock of courage oozed out already ?

RoLLEr. Yon are not the first rogue by many that
has defied the gallows;—and yet what other choice
have we?

SP1EGEL. Choice? You have no choice. Do you
want to lie rotting in the debtor’s jail and beat hemp
till you are bailed by the last trumpet? Would you
toil with pickaxe and spade for a morsel of dry bread ?
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or earn a pitiful alms by singing doleful ditties under
people’s windows ?  Or will you be sworn at the drum-
head — and then comes the question, whether anybody
would trust your hang-dog visages — and so under the
gsplenetic humour of some despotic sergeant serve your
time of purgatory in advance? Would you like to
run the gauntlet to the beat of the drum? or be
doomed to drag after you, like a galley slave, the
whole iron store of Vulcan? Behold your choice.
You have before you the complete catalogue of all
that you may choose from!

RoLLER. Spiegelberg is not altogether wrong! I,
too, have been concocting plans, but they come much
to the same thing. How would it be, thought I, were
we to club our wits together, and dish up a pocketbook,
or an almanac, or something of that sort, and write
reviews at a penny a line, as is now the fashion?

ScHUFT. The devil’s in you! you are pretty nearly
hitting on my own schemes. I have been thinking to
myself how would it answer were I to turn Methodist,
and hold weekly prayer-meetings ? '

GrimM. Capital! and, if that fails, turn atheist!
We might fafi; foul of tke four Gospels, get our book
burned by t¥': hangman, and then it would sell at a
prodigious rgye.

Raz. Or\we might take the field to cure a fashion-
able ailment. I know a quack doctor, who has built
himself a house with nothing but mercury, as the
motto over his door implies.

SCHWEIT. (rises and holds out his hand to Spiegel-
berg) Spiegelberg, thou art a great man! or else a blind
hog has by chance found an acorn.

Scaw. Excellent schemes! Honourable profes-
sions! How great minds sympathise! All that
seems wanting to complete the list is that we should
turn pimps and bawds. :

SpiEGET. Pooh! Pooh! Nonsense. And what is
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to prevent our combining most of these occupations in
one petson? My plan will exalt you the most, and it
holds it glory and immortality into the bargain.
Remember, too, ye sorry varlets, and it is a metter.
worthy of consideration: one’s fame hereafter — the
sweet thought of immortality —

RoLLER. And that av the very head of the muster-
roll of honourable names! You are a master of
eloquence, Spiegelberg, when the question is how to
convert an honest man into a scoundrel. But does
any one know what has become of Moor?

SpieckL.  Honest, say you? Do you think youll be
less honest then than vou are now ? What do you call
honest ¢ To relieve rich misers of half of those cares
which only scare golden sleep from their eyelids; to
force hoarded coin into circulation; to restore the
equalisation of property; in one word, to bring back
the golden age; to relieve Providence of many a bur-
densome pensioner, and to save it the trouble of send-
ing war, pestilence, famine, and, above all, doctors —
that is what I call honesty, d’ye see; that’s what I call
being a worthy instrument in the hand of Providence,
—and then, at every meal you eat, to Myve the sweet
reflection: this is what thy own ingen€ity, thy lion
boldness, thy night watchings, have Jgrocured for
thee — to command the respect both §f great and
small — o
" RoLLER. And at last to mount toward heaven in
the living body, and in spite of wind and storm, in
spite of the greedy maw of old father Time, to be
hovering beneath the sun and moon and all the stars
of the firmament, where even the unreasoning birds of
heaven, attracted by noble instinct, chant their seraphic
music, and angels with tails hold their most holy coun-
cils? Don’t you see? And, while monarchs and po-
tentates becowe a prey to moths and worms, to have
the honour of receiving visits from the royal bird of
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Jove. Moritz, Moritz, Moritz! beware of the three-
legged beast.! ‘

SpieGEL.  And does that fright thee, cravenheart 22
Has not many a universal genius, who might have re-
formed the world, rotted upon the gallows? And does
not the renown of such a man live for hundreds and
thousands of years, whereas many a king and elector
would be passed over in history, were not historians
obliged to give him a niche to complete the line of
succession, or that the mention of him did not swell
the volume a few octavo pages, for which he counts
upon hard cash from the publisher? And when the
wayfarer sees you swinging to and fro in the breeze he
will mutter to himself, “ That fellow’s brains had no
water in them, I'll warrant me,” and then groan over
the hardship ofethe times.

ScUWEIT. (slaps him on the shoulder) Well said,
Spiegelberg! Well said! Why the devil do we stand
here hesitating ?

Scuw. And suppose it is called disgrace — what
then? Cannot one, in case of need, always carry
a small powder about one, which quietly smooths
the weary trgf eller’s passage across the Styx, where
no cock-croying will disturb his rest? No, brother
Moritz! Yqar scheme is good; so at least says my
creed.

ScHwFT. Zounds! and mine too! Spiegelberg, I
am your recruit.

Raz.  Like a second Orpheus, Spiegelberg, you have
charmed to sleep that howling beast, conscience! Take
me as I stand, I am yours entirely !

GRIMM.  S% omnes consentiunt ego non dissentio ;3
mind, without a comma. There is an auction going
on in my head — Methodists — quack doctors — re-

. 1The gallows, which in Germany is formed of three posts.
2The German is Hasen-herz. See note at page 13.
8 The joke is explained by placing a comma after non.
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viewers — rogues ; — the highest bidder has me. Here
is my ﬁ@nd, Moritz!

RoLLkr. And you too, Schweitzer? (He gives his
righ. hand to SPIEGELBERG.) Thus I consign my soul.
%o the devil.

SPIEGEL. And your name to the stars! What does
it signify where the soul goes to? If crowds of avant-
couriers give notice of our descent that the devils may
put on their holiday gear, wipe the accumulated soot
of a thousand years from their eyelashes, and myriads
of horned heads pop up from the simoking mouth of
their sulphurous chimneys to welcome our arrival!
Up, comrades! (Lenping up.) Up! What in the
wotld is equal o this ecstasy of delight ? Come along,
comrades !

1oLIER.  Gently, gently! Where gare you going?
Every beast must have a head, boys !

SPIEGEL.  (with Ditterness) What is that incubus
preaching about? Was not the head already there
befors a single limb began to move? Follow me,
comrades !

RoLLER. Gently, I say! even liberty must have its
master. Rome and Spart® perished @pr want of a
chief.

SPIRGEL.  (¢n a wheedling manner) Yes, — stay —
Roller is right. And he must have aif eunlightened
head. Do you understand? A keen, politic head.
Yes! when T think what you were only an hour ago,
and what you are now, and that it is all owing to one
happy thought. Yes, of course, you must huve a chief,
and youwll own that he who struck out this idea may
claim to have an enlightened and politic head ?

RoLLER. If one could hope, if one could dream,
bat I fear he will not consent.

SpiEGEL. Whynot ? Speak out boldly, friend! Diffi-
cult as it mey be to steer a labouring vessel against
wind and tide, oppressive as may be the weight of a
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crown, speak your thought without hesitation, Roller!
Perhaps he may he prevailed upon after all! ¢
RoLLer. And if he does not the whole vessel will
be crazy enough. Without Moor we are a body with-
out a soul
SPIEGEL. (ftwrning angrily from him) Dolt! block-
head !

Enter CHARLES VON MOOR in violent agitation, stalking
backward and forward, and speaking to himself.

CHaRLES voN M. Man— man! false, perfidious
crocodile-brood !  Your eyes are all tears, but your
hearts steel! Kisses on your lips, but daggers couched
in your bosoms! Even lions and tigers nourish their
young. Raveng feast their brood on carrion, and he
—he! Malice T have learned to bear; and I can
smile when my fellest enemy drinks to me in my own
heart’s blood; but when kindred turn traitors, when
a father’s love becomes a fury’s hate; oh, then, let
manly resignation give place to raging fire! the gentle
lamb become a tiger! and every nerve strain itself to
vengeance any destructiom!

RoLLer. gdark ye, Moor! What think ye of it?
A robber’s 1§e is pleasanter, after all, than to lie rotting
on bread a}d water in the lowest dungeon of the
castle

CuARLES VON M. Why was not this spirit implanted
in a tiger which gluts its raging jaws with human
flesh? Is this a father’s tenderness? Is this love
for love? Would I were a bear to rouse all the bears
of the north against this murderous race! Repentance,
and no pardon! Oh, that I could poison the ocean
that men might drink death from every spring! Con-
trition, implicit reliance, and no pardon !

Rovper. But listen, Moor, — listen to what I am
telling you!
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CHARLES VON M. °Tis incredible! ’tis a dream —a
delusioh o Such earnest entreaty, such a vivid picture
of misery and tearful penitence — a savage beast would
have been melted to compassion! stones would have.
wept, and yet he —it would be thought a malicious
libel upon human nature were I to proclaim it — and
yet, yet -— oh, vLat I could sound the trumpet of rebel-
lion through all creation, and lead air, and earth, and
sea into battle array against this generation of hyenas!

GrimM. Hear me, only hear me! You are deaf
with raving.

CHARLEs VON M. Avaunt, avaunt! TIs not thy
name man? Art thon not born of woman? Out of
my sight, thou thing with human visage! T loved
him so unutterably ! — never son so loved a father;
I wonld have sacrificed a thousand lpves for him —
(Focming and stamping the ground.) Ha! where is
he that will put a sword into my hand that I may
strike this generation of vipers to the quick? Who
will tesch me how to reach their heart’s core, to
crush, to annihilate the whole race ?-— Such a man
shall be my friend, my angel, my god —him will I
worship ! ')

RorLEr. Such friends behold in usy be but ad-
vised !

Scaw. Come with us into the Boheljian forests !
We will form a band of robbers there, and you —
(Mooz: stares at him.)

ScawrlT.  You shall be our captain! you must be
our captain !

SPIEGEL.  (throws himself into a chair in a rage)
Slaves and cowards !

CHARLES VON M. Who inspired thee with that
thought ?  Hark, fellow! (Grasping ROLLER tightly.)
that human soul of thine did not produce it ; who sug-
gested it to thee ? Yes, by the thousand arms of death !
that’s what we will, and what we must do ! the thought’s
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divine. He who conceived it deserves to be canonised.
Robbers and murderers! As my soul lives, I 4m your
captain ! ¢

AvL.  (with tumultuous shouts) Hurrah! long live
our captain !

SPIEGEL.  (starting up, aside) Till I give him his
coup de grace !

CHARLES VON M. See, it falls like a film from my
eyes! What a fool was I to think of returning to be
caged! My soul’s athirst for deeds, my spirit pants
for freedom. Murderers, robbers! with these words I
trample the law underfoot — mankind threw off human-
ity when I appealed to it. Away, then, with human
sympathies and mercy! I no longer have a father, no
longer affections; blood and death shall teach me to
forget that anything was ever dear to me! Come!
come! Oh, I will recreate myself with some nost
fearful vengeance ;- ’tis resolved, I am your captain!
and success to him who shall spread firc and slaughter
the widest and most savagely —1 pledge myself he
shall be right royally rewarded. Stand around me,
all of you, and swear to me fealty and obedience unto
death! Sweg-r by this trusty right hand.

ALl (p Yee their hands in his) We swear to thee
fealty and ¢hedience unto death !

Cuarnes, voN M.  And, by this same trusty right
hand, I here swear to you to remain your captain, true
and faithful unto death! This arin shall make an
instant corpse of him who doubts, or fears, or retreats.
And may the same befall me from your hands if I
betray my oath! Are you content ?

[SPIERGELBERG runs up and down i a furious rage.
ALL.  (throwing wp their hats) We are content !
CHARLES vON M. Well, then, let us be gone! Fear

neither death nor danger, for an unalterable destiny
rules over us. Every man has his doom, be it to die
on the soft pillow of down, or in the field of blood, or
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on the scaffold, or the wheel! One or the other of
these must be our lot ! [Zzeunt.
SPiEGEI?  (looking after them afier a pause) Your
catalogue has a hole in it. You have omitted poison.
[Exit.

SceENE III. — Moor’s Castle. — AMELIA’S Chamber.
FRrANCIS, AMELIA.

I'rancis.  Your face is averted from me, Amelia?
Am I less worthy than he who is accursed of his
futher ?

AMmrLiA. Away! Ohiwhat a loving, compassionate
father, who abandous his son a prey to wolves and
nmonsters! In his own comfortable hume he pampers
himself with delicious wines and stretches his palsied
litnbs on down, while his noble son is starving, Shame
upon you, inhuman wretches! Shame upon you, ye
souls of dragons, ye blots on humanity !— his only
son !

Francis. T thought he had two.

AmrLIA.  Yes, he deserves {g have suckgsons as you
are. On his death-bed he will in vain str¥ch out his
withered hands for his Charles, and recoil w§th a shud-
der when he feels the ice-cold hand of b§s Francis.
Oh, it is sweet, deliciously sweet, to be cursed by such
a father! Tell me, Francis, dear brotherly soul — tell
me what must one do to be cursed by him ?

Francis. You are raving, dearest; you are to be
pitied. .

AMrELiA. Oh! indeed. Do you pity your brother?
No, monster, you hate him! I hope you hate me too.

Francis. I love you as dearly as I love myself,
Amelia !

AwmeLIA. If you love me you will not refuse me
one little request.
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Francis. None, none! if you ask no more than
my life. .

AMELIA.  Ob, if that is the case! then one request,
which you will so easily, so readily grant. (Zoftily.)
Hate me! T should perforce blush crimson if, whilst
thinking of Charles, it should for a moment enter my
mind that you do not hate me. You promise me this ?
Now go, and leave me; I so love to be alone!

Francis. Lovely enthusiast! how greatly I admire
your gentle, affectionate heart. Here, here, Charles
reigned sole monarch, like a god within his temple;
he stood before thee waking, he filled your imagina-
tion dreaming; the whole creation seemed to thee to
-centre in Charles, and to reflect him alone; it gave
thee no other echo but of him.

AMELIA.  (with emotion) Yes, verily, I own it.
Despite of you all, barbarians as you are, I will own it
before all the world. I love him! -

Fraxcis. Inhuman, cruel! So to requite a love
like this! To forget her —

AMELIA.  (starting) What! forget me?

Fraxcis. Did you not place a ring on his finger ?
—a diam¢ ud ring, the pledge of your love? To be
sure how s it possible for youth to resist the fascina-
tions of %wanton? ‘Who can blame him for it, since
he had nuthing else left to give away ? and of course
she repaid him with interest by her caresses and
embraces.

AMELIA.  (with indignation) My ring to a wanton ?

Francis. Fie, fie! it is disgraceful. 'Twould not
be much, however, if that* were all. A ring, be it ever
so costly, is, after all, a thing which one may always
buy of a Jew. Perhaps the fashion of it did not
please him, perhaps he exchanged it for one more
beautiful.

AMELIA. (with violence) But my ring, I say, my
ring ?

1
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Francis. Even yours, Amelia. Ha! such a bril-
liant, and ®on my finger; and from Amelia! Death
itself should not have plucked it hence. It is not the
costliness of the diamong, not the cunning of the pat-
tern — it is love which constitutes its value. Is it not
so, Amelia? Dearest child, you are weeping. Woe
be to him who causes such precious drops to flow from
those heavenly eyes; ah, and if you knew all, if you
could but see him yourself, see him under that form ?

AmELIA.  Monster! what do you mean? What
form do you speak of ?

Franvcis.  Hush, hush, gentle soul, press me no
further (as 1if soliloquising, yet aloud). If it had only
some veil, that horrid vice, under which it might
shroud itself from the eye of the worid! But there
it is, glaring horribly through the sallow, leaden eye;
proclaiming itself in the sunken, deathlike look ; ghastly
protruding bones; the faltering, hollow voice ; preach-
ing andibly from the shattered, shaking skeleton ; pierc-
ing to the most vital marrow of the bones, and sapping
the ‘manly strength of youth — faugh ! the idea sickens
me. Nose, eyes, ears shrink fgom it. Ygn saw that
miserable wretch, Amelia, in our hospital} who was
heavily breathing out his spirit ; modesty §eemed to
cast down her abashed eye as she passed fhim; you
criecd woe upon him. Recall that hideous imagg to
your mind, and your Charles stands before you. His
kisses are pestilence, his lips poison.

AMELIA.  (strikes him) Shameless liar!

Frawcis.  Does such a gpharles inspire you with
horror?  Does the mere picture fill you with disgust ?
Go, then ! gaze upon him yourself, your handsome, your
angelic, your divine Charles! Go, drink his balmy
breath, and revel in the ambrosial fumes which ascend
from his throat! The very exhalations of his body
will plunge .you into that dark and deathlike dizziness
which follfws the smell of a bursting carcase, or ivhe
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sight of a corpse-strewn battle-field. (AMELIA furns
away her face.) What sensations of love! ¢What rap-
ture in those embraces! But is it not unjust to con-
demn a man because of his diseased exterior? Even
in the most wretched lump of deformity a soul great
and worthy of love may beam forth brightly like a
pearl on a dunghill. (With a malignant smile.) Even
from lips of corruption love may— To be sure
if vice should undermine the very foundations of char-
acter, if with chastity virtue too should take her flight,
as the fragrance departs from the faded rose — if with
the body the soul too should be tainted and cor-
rupted —

AMELIA.  (rising joyfully) Ha! Charles! now 1
recognise thee again! Thou art whole, whole! Tt
was all a lie! Dost thou not know, miscreant, that it
would be impossible for Charles to be the being you
describe 2 (FRANCIS remains standing for some time,
lost in thought, then suddenly twrns around to go away.)
Whither are you going in such haste? Are you ﬁyiu"
from your own infamy ?

Francis, (hiding his face) Let me go, let me go!
to give fr: vent to ifly tears! tyranmcal father, thus
to abandgn the best of your sons to misery and dis-
every side! Let me go, Amelia! I will
throw myself at his feet, on my knees 1 will conjure
hinl to transfer to me the curse that he has pronounced,
to disinherit me, to bate me, my blood, my life, my all —

AMELIA.  (falls on his neck) Brother of my Charles !
Dearest, most excellent Erancis !

Francis. Oh, Ameli®! how I love you for this
unshaken constancy to my brother. Forgive me for
venturing to subject your love to so severe a trial!
How nobly yon have realised my wishes! By those
tears, those sighs, that divine indignation — and for
nee too, for me — our souls did so truly harmonise.

AmELIA. O, no! that they never did !

[
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Francis.  Alas! they harmonised so truiy that I
always thought we must be twins. And were it not
for that (nfortunate difference in person, to be twin-
like, which, it must be admitted, would be to tre
disadvantage of Charles, we should again and again
be mistaken for each other. Thou art, I often said
to myself, thou art the very Charles, his eche, his
counterpart.

AMrLIA.  (shakes her head) No, no! by that chaste
light of heaven! not an atom of him, not the least
spark of his soul.

Fraxcis.  Soentirely the same in our dispositions;
the rose was his favourite flower, and what flower do
I esteem above vhe rose? He loved music beyond
expression ; and ye are witnesses, ye stars! how often
you have listened to me playing on the harpsichord
in the dead silence of night, when all around lay buried
in darkness and slumber; and how is it possible for
you, Amelia, still to doubt ? if our love meets in one
perfection, and if it is the self-same love, how can its
fruits degenerate? (AMELIA looks at him with aston-
ishment) It was a calm, serenc evening, the last
befove his departure for Leiwwig, when @e took me
with him to the bower where you so often\a: together
in dreams of love,— we were long speechldss; at last
he seized my hand, and said, in a low voicé and with
tears in his eyes, 1 amn leaving Amelia; I know not,
but T have a sad presentiment that it is for ever ; forsake
her not, brother; be her friend, her Charles — if
Charles — should never — never return.” (fHe throws
himself down before her, arM iisscs her hand with jfer-
vour.) Never, never, never will he return ; and 1 stand
pledged by a sacred oath to fulfil his behest !

AMELIA.  (starting back) Traitor! Now thou art
unmasked! In that very bower he conjured me, if
he died, to admit no other love. Dost thou see how
impious, yaw execrable —  Quit my sight!
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- Francis. You know me not, Amelia; you do not
know me in the least !

AMELIA. Ob, yes, I know you; from henceforth I
know you; and you pretend to be like him? You
‘mean to say that he wept for me in your presence?
Yours? He would sooner have inscribed my name on
the pillory! Begone — this instant !

FrANcIiS. You insult me.

AMELIA. Go—1I say. You have robbed me of a
precious hour ; may it be deducted from your life.

Francis. You hate me then!

AMELIA. T despise you — away !

FRrANcCIS. (stamping with jfury) Only wait! you
shall learn to tremble before me!— To sacrifice me
for a beggar! [Exit in anger.

AMELIA. Go, thou base villain! Now, Charles, am
I again thine own. Beggar, did he say! then is the
world turned upside down, beggars are kings, and kings
are beggars! 1 would not change the rags he wears
for the imperial purple. The look with which he begs
must, indeed, be a noble, a royal look, a look that
withers into naught the glory, the pomp, the triumphs
of the rich and great! Into the dust with thee, glit-
tering baulpes! (She Bars her pearls from her neck.)
Let the ri¢h and the proud be condemned to bear the
burden of (gold, and silver, and jewels! Be they con-
demned to carouse at the tables of the voluptuous! To
pamper their limbs on the downy couch of luxury!
Charles! Charles! Thus am I worthy of thee!

[Eaiz.
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ACT IL

Scene I. Francis voN MOOR in his chamber — in
meditation.

FraNcis. It lasts too long —and the doctor even
says is recovering —an old man’s life is a very eter-
nity ! The course would be free and plain before me,
but for this troublesome, tough lump of flesh, which,
like the infernal demon-hound in ghost stories, bars the
way to my treasures.

Must, then, my projects bend to the iren yoke of
a mechanical system? Is my soaring spirit to be
chained down to the snail’s pace of matter? To blow
out a wick which is already flickering upon its last
drop of oii —’tis nothing more. And yet I would
rather not do it myself, on account of what the world
would say. I should not wish him to be killed, but
merely disposed of. I should like to do what your
clever physician does, only the reverse way — not
stop Nature’s course by running a bar across her
path, but only help her to spged a little faster. Are
we not able to prolong the conditions of e ? Why,
then, should we not also be able to shortelglem?

Philosophers and physiologists teach us hew close is
the sympathy between the emotions of the mind and
movements of the bodily machine. Convulsive sénsa-
tions are always accompanied by a disturbance of the
mechanical vibrations — passions injure the vital pow-
ers — an overburdened spirit bursts its shell. Well,
then — what if one knew how to smooth this unbeaten
path, for the easier entrance of death into the citadel
of life 2— to work the body’s destruction through the
mind — ha! an original device | — who can accomplish
this ? — a device without a parallel! Think upon it,
Moor! Tpat were an art worthy of thee for its in-
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ventor. Has not poisoning been raised almost to the
rank of a regular science, and Nature comypelled, by
the force of experiments, to define her limits, so that
one may now calculate the heart’s throbbings for years
in advance, and say to the beating pulse, « So far, and
no farther ” Why should not one try one’s skill in
this line 21 -
And how, then, must I, too, go to work to dissevér
that sweet and peaceful union of soul and body ?
What species of sensations should I seek to pro-
duce? Which would most fiercely assail the condition
of life? Anger ?— that ravenous wolf is too quickly
satiated. Care? — that worm gnaws far too slowly.
Grief ? —that viper creeps too lazily for me. Fear ?
— hope destroys its power.. What! and are these the
only executioners of man? is the armory of death so
soon exhausted ¢! (In deep thought.) How now! what !
ho! T have it! (Starting up.) Terror! What is
proof against terror? What powers have religion and
reason under that giant’s icy grasp? And yet —if he
should withstand even this assault? If he should!
Oh, then, come Anguish to my aid! and thou, gnawing
Repentance fo— furies of hell, burrowing snakes who
regorge yoﬁ' food, and feed upon your own excre-
ments; ye that are for ever destroying, and for
ever reproducing your poison! And thou, howling
Remerse, that desolatest thine own habitation, and
feedest upon thy mother. And come ye, too, gentle
Graces, to my aid ; even you, sweet smiling Mem-
ory, goddess of the past—and thou, with thy over-

1 A woman in Paris, by means of a regularly performed series
of experiments, carried the art of poisoning to such perfection
that she could predict almost to a certainty the day of death,
however remote. Fie upon our physicians, who should blush to
be outdone by a woman in their own province. Beckmann, in
his article on secret poisoning, has given a particular account of
this woman, the Marchioness de Brinvilliers. — See ‘¢ History
of Inventions,” Standard Library Edition, vol, i. pp\‘:7—63.
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flowing horn of plenty, blooming Puturity ; show him
in your pirror the joys of Paradise, while with fleet-
ing foot you elude his eager grasp. Thus will I
work .ny battery of death, stroke after stroke, upon his
fragile body, until the troop of furies close upon him
with Despair !  Triumph! triumph!— the plan is
complete - - difficult and masterly beyond compare —
sure — safe; for then (with a smeer) the dissecting
knife can find no trace of wound or of corrosive poison.

(Resolutely.) Be it so! (Enter HERMANN.) Ha!
Deus ex machind ! Hermann !

HERMANN. At your service, gracious sir!

FraNcis.  (shakes himn by the hand) You will not
find it that of an ungrateful master.

HErMANN. I have proofs of this.

Fraxcts.  Aud you shall have more soon — very
soon, Hermann ! — I have something to say to thee,
Hermann.

Hurmaxy. I am all attention.

Fraxcis. I know thee — thou art a resolute fellow
—a man of mettle. — To call thee smooth-tongued —
My father has greatly belied thee, Hermann.

HerMANN.  The devil take me if T fofget it !

Fraxcis. Spoken Lke a man! Ven?g%t;ce becomes
a manly heart! Thou art to my mind, Hermann. Take
this purse, Hermann. It should be heavier were I mas-
ter here. .

HerManN. That is my unceasing wish, most gracious
sir. 1 thank you~

Francis. Really, Hermann ! dost thou wish that I
were master ?  But my father has the marrow of a lion
in his bones, and I am but a younger son.

HermaNN. I wish you were the eldest son, and
that your father were as marrowless as a girl sinking
in a consumption.

Fraxcis. FEa! how that elder son would recom-
pense tiffe! How he would raise thee from this grov-
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elling condition, so ill suited to thy spirit and noble
birth, to be a light of the age!— Then shouldst thou
be covered with gold from head to foot, #nd dash
through the streets four in hand — verily thou shouldst !
— But I am losing sight of what I meant to say. —
Have you already forgotten the Lady Amelia, Her-
mann ?

HERMANN. A curse upon it! Why do you remind
me of her?

Francis. My brother has filched her away from you.

HerMANN. He shall rue it.

Francis. She gave you the sack. And, if I re-
member right, he kicked you down-stairs.

HerMANN.  For which I will kick him into hell.

Francis. He used to say, it was whispered abroad,
that your father could never look upon you without
smiting his breast and sighing, “ God be merciful to me
a sinner!” _

HERMANN.  (wildly) Thunder and lightning! No
more of this! .

Francis. He advised you to sell your patent of
nobility by auction, and to get your stockings mended
with the procgeds.

HERMANNf Byall the%devils in hell, 11 scratch out
his eyes witk my own nails!

Francis. What? you are growing angry ? What
signifies your anger? What harm can you do him?
‘What ‘can a mouse like you do to such a lion ? Your
rage only makes his triumph the sweeter. You can do
nothing more than gnash your teeth, and vent your
rage upon a dry crust.

HERMANN.  (stamping) T will grind him to powder!

Francis. (slapping his shoulder) Fie, Hermann!
You are a gentleman. You must not put up with
the affront. You must not give up the lady, no, not
for all the world, Hermann! By my soul, I would
move heaven and earth were I in your place.
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HEeRrmMANN. I will not rest till I have &ém, and him,
too, under ground.

Franas. Not so violent, Hermann! Come nearer
— you shall have Amelia. '

HexmanN.  That J must; despite the devil himself,
I will have her.

Francis. You shall have her, I tell you; and that
from my hand. Come closer, I say. — You don’t know,
perhaps, that Charles is as good as disinherited.

HurMANN.  (going closer to him) Incredible! The
first I have heard of it.

FraNcis. Be patient, and listen! Another time
you shall hear more.— Yes, 1 tell you, as good as
banished tliese eleven months. But the old man
already begins to lament the hasty step, which, how-
ever, I flatter myself (with a smile) i not entirely his
own. Ammelia, too, is incessantly pursuing him with
her tears and reproaches. Presently he will be having
him searched for in every quarter of the world; and if
he finds him — then it’s all over with you, Hermann.
You may perhaps have the honour of most obsequi-
ously holding the coach-door while he alights with the
lady to get married.

HermaNN. Tl strangle Hm at the a&)r first. -

Francis. His father will soon give his estates
to him, and live in retirement in his castle. Then the
proud roysterer will have the reins in his own hands,
and laugh his enemies to scorn;— and I, who Wwished
to make a great man of you —a man of consequence
— I myself, Hermann, shall have to make my humble
obeisance at his threshold —

HERMANN. (with fire) No, as sure as my name is
Hermann, that shall never be! If but the smallest
spark of wit glimmer in this brain of mine, that shall
never be!

Fravcis. Will you be able to prevent it? You,
too, my good Hermann, will be made to feel his lash.
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He will spit in your face when he meets you in the
streets; and woe be to you should you vepture to
shrug your shoulders or to make a wry mouth. Look,
my friend! this is all that your love-suit, your pros-
pects, and your mighty plans amount to.

HerMANN.  Tell me, what am I to do?

Francis. Well, then, listen, Hermann! You see
how I enter into your feelings, like a true friend. Go
— disguise yourself, so that no one may recognise you;
obtain audience of the old man; pretend to come
straight from Bohemia, to have been at the battle of
Prague along with my brother—to have seen him
breathe his last on the field of battle —

HrryManN.,  Will he believe me ?

Fraxcis. Ho!ho!let that be my care! Take this
packet. There you will find your cominission set
forth at large; and documents, to boot, which shall
convince the most incredulous. Only make haste to
get away unobserved. Slip through the back gate into
the yard, and then scale the garden wall. The dénoue-
ment of this tragi-comedy you may leave to me!

HrrmanN. That, I suppose, will be, “Long live
our new barop, Francis ven Moor!”

Fraxcis. [ (patting his checks) How cunning you
are! By this means, you see, we attain all our aims
at once and quickly. Amelia relinquishes all hope of
him, — the old man reproaches himself for the death
of his son, and — he sickens — a tottering editice needs
no earthquake to bring it down — he will not survive
the intelligence — then am I his only son,— Amelia
loses every support, and becomes the plaything of my
will, and you may easily guess —in short, all will go
as we wish — but you must not flinch from your word.

HerMANN. What do you say ? (Hzultingly.) Sooner
shall the ball turn back in its course, and bury itself
in the entrails of the marksman. Depend upon me!
Only let me to the work. Adieu! '



THE ROBBERS 45

FRrANCIS. (calling after him) The harvest is thine,
dear Hermann! (Alone.) When the ox has drawn
the corn’into the barn, he must put up with hay. A
dairy-maid for thee, and no Amelia !

ScENE 1I. —- OLp Moor’s Bedchamber.
OLD MooR asleep tn ar armchair ; AMELIA.

AMELIA.  (approaching him on tiptoc) Softly!
Softly ! he slumbers. (She places herself before him.)
How beautiful! how venerable!— veuerable as the
picture of a saint! No, I cannot be angry with thee,
thou hedd with the silver locks; I cannot ve angry
with thee! Slumber on gently, wake up cheerfully —
I alone will be the sufferer.

OLp M. (dreaming) My son! my son! my son!

AmMELIA.  (seizes his hand) Hark! Hark! his son is
in his dreams.

Oue M. Are you there? Are you really there!
Alas! how miserable you seem! Fix not on me that
mournful Jook! T am wretghed enougl\

AMELIA.  (awakens him abruptly) Rook up, dear
old man! ’'Twas but a dream. Collect yourself!

" OLp M. (half cwake) Was he not there? Did I
not press his hands? Cruel Francis! wilt thou tear
him even from my dreams ?

AMELIA. (aside) Ha! mark that, Amelia!

OLp M. (rousing himself) Where is he? Where?
Where am I? You here, Amelia ?

AMELIA. How do you find yourself? You have
had a refreshing slumber.

OLp M. I was dreaming about my son. Why did
I not dream on? Perhaps I might have obtained for-
giveness from his lips.

AmEpiA.  Angels bear no resentment — he forgives
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you. (Seizes his hand sorrowfully.) Father of my
Charles! 1, too, forgive you. P

OLp M. No, no, my child! That deathlike pale-
ness of thy cheek is the father’s condemnation. Poor
girl! I have robbed thee of the happiness of thy youth.
Oh, do not curse me!

AMELIA.  (affectionately kissing his hand) 1 curse
you?

OLp M. Dost thou know this portrait, my daughter ?

AMELIA. Charles!

OLp M. Such was he in his sixteenth year. But
now, alas! how changed. Oh, it is raging within me.
That gentleness is now indignation ; that smile despair.
It was his birthday, was it not, Amelia — in the jessa-
mine bower — when you drew this picture of him ?
Ob, my daughter! How happy was I in your loves.

AMELIA.  (with her eye still riveted upon the picture)
No, no, it is not he! By Heaven, that is not Charles !
Herg (pointing to her head and her heart), here he is
perfect; and how different. The feeble pencil avails
not to express that heavenly spirit which reigned in
his fiery eye. Away with it! This is a poor image,
an ordinary ffan'! I wada mere dauber.

OLp M. {that kind, that cheering look! Had that
been at my bedside, I should have lived in the midst
of death. Never, never should I have died !

AmeLIA. No, you would never, never have died.
It would have been but a leap, as we leap from one
thought to another and a better. That look would
have lighted you across the tomb-— that look would
have lifted you beyond the stars!

OLp M. It is hard! it is sad! I am dying, and
my son Charles is not here—1I am borne to my tomb,
and he weeps not over my grave. How sweet it is to
be lulled into the sleep of death by a son’s prayer —
that is the true requiem.

AMELIA.  (with enthusiasm) Yes, sweet it 13, heav-
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enly sweet, to be lulled into the sleep of death by the
song of the beloved. Perhaps our dreams continue in
the grave — a long, eternal, never-ending dream of
Charles — till the trumpet of resurrection sounds —
(vising in ecstasy) — and thenceforth and for ever in
his arms! (A4 pause; she goes to the piano and plays.)

ANDROMACHE.

Oh, Hector, wilt thou go for evermore,

When fierce Achilles, on the blood-stained shore,
Heaps countless victims o’er Patroclus’ grave ?

‘Who then thy hapless orphan boy will rear,

Teach him to praisc the gods and hurl the spear,
When thou art swallow’d up in Xanthus' wave ?

Onp M. A beautiful song, my daughter. You must
play that to me before I die.

AMELIA. It is the parting of Hector and Androm-
ache. Charles and I used often to sing it together
to the guitar. (She continues.)

HECT@R.

Beloved wife! stern duty calls to arm®—

Go, fetch my lance! and cease those vain alarms!
On me is cast the destiny of Troy !

Astyanax, my child, the Gods will shield,

Should Hector fall upon the battle-field ;
And in Elysium we shall meet with joy!

Enter DANIEL.

DanNier. There is a man without, who craves to be
admitted to your presence, and says he brings tidings
of importance.

Orp M. To me there is but one thing in this world
of impaftance; thou knowest it, Amelia. Perhaps it
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is' some unfortunate creat#re who seeks assistance ? He
shall not go hence in sorrow.
AmeLia.  If it is a beggar, let him come ub quickly.
OLp M. Amelia, Amelia! spare me!
AMELIA.  (continues to play and sing)

ANDROMACHE.

Thy martial tread no more will grace my hall —

Thine arms shall hang sad relics on the wall —
And Priam’s race of godlike heroes fade!

Oh, thou wilt go where Phebus sheds no light —

Where black Cocytus wails in endless night —

. Thy love will die in Lethe’s gloomy shade.

HECTOR.

Though I in Lethe’s darksome wave should sink,
And cease on other mortal ties to think,

Yet thy true love shall never be forgot !
Hark! on the walls I hear the battle roar —
Gird on my armour — and, oh, weep no more.

Thy Hector’s love in Lethe dieth not!

Enter ¥Paxcis, HERMANN on disguise, DANIEL.

Francis.  Here is the man. He says that he brings
terrible news. Can you bear the recital ?

Oup M. T know but one thing terrible to hear.
Come hither, friend, and spare me not! Hand him a
cup of wine !

HERMANN.  (in a feigned wvoice) Most gracious sir!
Let not a poor man be visited with your displeasure,
if against his will he lacerates your heart. I am a
stranger in these parts, but I know you well; you are
the father of Charles von Moor.

OLp M. How know you that ?

HermanN. T knew your son —
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AMELIA. (starting up) He lives then? He lives!
You know him? Where is he? Where? (dbout fo
rush out.)

OLp M. What know you about my son ?

HerManN. He was a student at the university of
Leipzig. From thence he travelled about, I know not
how far. He wandered all over Germany, and, as he
told me himself, barefoot and bareheaded, begging his
bread from door to door. After five months, the fatal
war between Prussia and Austria broke out afresh, and
as he had no hopes left in this world, the fame of
Frederick’s victorious banner drew him to Bohemia.
Permit me, said be to the great Schwerin, to die on the
bed of heroes, for I have no longer a father ! —

Owp M. O! Amelia! Look not on me!

HramaNN.  They gave him a pair of colours. With
the Prussians he flew on the wings of victory. We
chanced to lie together, in the same tent. He talked
much of his old father, and of happy days that were
iast —and of disappointed hopes — it brought the
tears into our eyes.

OLp M. (buries his face in his pillow) No more!
Oh, no more!

HEermaNN. A week after, the fierce battldof Prague
was fought — T can assure you your son behaved like
a brave soldier. He performed prodigies that day in
sight of the whole army. Five regiments were succes-
sively cut down by his side, and still he kept his
ground. Fiery shells fell right and left, and still your
son kept his ground. A ball shattered his right hand:
he seized the colours with his left,and stil he kept his
ground —

AMELIA.  (in transport) Hector, Hector! do you
hear? He kept his ground —

HERMANN. On the evening of the battle I found
him on the same spot. He had sunk down, amidst a
shower of dlissing balls: with his left hand he was
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stanching the blood that flowed from a fearful wound ;
his right he had buried in the earth. ¢Comrade!”
cried he, when he saw e, “there has been a report
through the ranks that the general fell an hour ago —”
« He is fallen,” I replied, “ and thou ? —” « Well, then,”
he cried, withdrawing his left hand from the wound,
«let every brave soldier follow his general!” Soon af-
ter he breathed out his noble soul, to join his heroic
leader.

FraNcIs. (feigning to rush wildly on HERMANN)
May death seal thy accursed lips! Art thou come
here to give the death-blow to our father? Father!
Amelia! Father!

HEerMANN. It was the last wish of my expiring com-
rade. “Take this sword,” faltered he, with his dying
breath, « deliver it to my aged father ; his son’s blood is
upon it — he is avenged — let him rejoice. Tell him
that his curse drove me into battle and into death;
that I fell in despair.” His last sigh was « Amelia.”

AMELIA.  (like one aroused from lethargy) His last
sigh — Amelia !

OLp M. (screaming horribly, and tearing his hair)
My cursej rove him ic.to death! He fell in despair!

FraNcts.  (pacing up and dotbn the room) Oh! what
have you done, father? My Charles! my brother!

HermMaANN. Here is the sword; and here, too, is a
picture which he drew from his breast at the same
time. Tt is the very image of this young lady. « This
for my brother Francis,” he said ; I know not what he
meant by it.

FraNcis. ( feigning astonishment) Forme? Amelia’s
picture ? For me — Charles — Amelia? For me?

AMELIA.  (rushing violently wpon HERMANN) Thou
venal, bribed impostor! (ZLays hold of him.)

HerMANN. T am no impostor, noble lady. See your-
self if it is not your picture. It may be that you
yourself gave it to him. ‘
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Fravcis. By heaven, Amelia! your picture! It is,
indeed.

AMELIA. (returns him the picture) My picture,
mine! Oh! heavens and earth!

Op M. (screaming and tearing his face) Woe,
woe! my curse drove him into death! He fell in
despair !

Francis. And he thought of me in the last and
parting hour — of me. Angelic soul! When the black
banner of death already waved over him he thought of
me!

OLp M. (stammering like an idiot) My curse drove
him into death. 1In despair my son perished.

HerMANN. This is more than I can bear! Fare-
well, old gentleman! (Aside to FrRaNCis.) How could
you have the heart to do this? [Ezit in haste.

AMELIA.  (rises and rushes after him) Stay! stay !
What were his last words ?

HERMANN. (calling back) His last sigh was
« Amelia.” [Eaxet.

AMEeLIA.  His last sigh was Amelia! No, thou art
no impostor. It is too true — true —he is dead —
dead! (staggering to and fro Rl she s@'nl@down)——
dead — Charles is dead ! ‘

Francis. What do I see? What is this line on
the sword ? — written with blood — Amelia !

AMELIA. By him?

Francis. Do I see clearly, or am I dreaming? Be-
hold, in characters of blood, « Francis, forsake not my
Amelia.” And on the other side, “ Amelia, all-power-
ful death has released thee from thy oath.” Now do
you see — do you see? With hand stiffening in death
he wrote it, with his 'warm life’s blood he wrote it —
wrote it on the solemn brink of eternity. His spirit
lingered in his flight to unite Francis and Amelia.

AMELIA. Gracious heaven! it is his own hand. He
never loved,me. [Rushes off.
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FrANCIS. (stamping the ground) Confusion! her
stubborn heart foils all mny cunning !

OLp Moor. Woe, woe! forsake me not’, my daugh-
ter! Francis, Francis! give me back my son!

Francis. Who was it that cursed him? Who was
it that drove his son into battle, and death, and de-
spair? Oh, he was an angel, a jewel of heaven! A
curse on his destroyers! A curse, a curse upon your-
self !

OLD MOOR. (strikes his breast and forehead with his
clenched fist) He was an angel, a jewel of heaven! A
curse, a curse, perdition, a curse on myself! I am
the father who slew his noble son! He loved me
even to death! To expiate my vengeance he rushed
into battle and into death!. Monster, monster that
Tam! (He rages against himself.)

Francis. He is gone. What avail these tardy
lamentations ? (with a satanic smeer) It is easier to
murder than to restore to life. You will never bring
him back from his grave.

OLp Moor. Never, never, never bring him back
from the grave! Gone! lost for ever! And you it
was that faguiled myéheart to curse him — you — you
— Give e back my son!

Francis. Rouse not my fury, lest 1 forsake you
even in the hour of death!

OLp MooRr. Monster! inhuman monster! Restore
my son to me. (Starts from the chair and attempts to
catch FRANCIS by the throat, who flings him back.)

Francis. Feeble old dotard! would you dare?
Die! despair! [Eaat.

OLp Moor. May the thunder of a thousand curses
light upon thee! thou hast robbed me of my son.
(Throwing himself about in his chair full of despair.)
Alas! alas! to despair and yet not die. They fly,
they forsake me in death; my guardian angels fly
from me; all the saints withdraw from the hoary



.THE ROBBERS 53

murderer. Oh, misery! will no one support this head,
no one relgase this struggling soul? No son, no
daughter, no friend, not one human being — will no
one? Alone —forsaken. Woe, woe! To despair,
yet not to die!

Enter AMELIA, her eyes red with weeping.

OLp Mookr. Amelia! messenger of heaven! Art
thou come to release my soul ?

AMELIA.  (in a gentle tone) You have lost a noble
son.

OLp Moor. Murdered him, you mean. With the
weight of this impeachment I shall present myself
before the judgment-seat of God.

Awmruia. Not so, old man! Our heavenly Father
has taken him to himself. We should have been too
bappy in this world. Above, above, beyond the stars,
we shall meet again.

OLp Moor. Meet again! Meet again! Oh! it
will pierce my soul like a sword — should I, a saint,
meet him among the saints. In the midst of heaven
the horrors of hell will strike through q@e!! The
remembrance of that ‘deed will crush me ir® the pres-
ence of the Eternal: T have murdered my son!

AMELIA.  Oh, his smiles will chase away the bitter
remembrauce from your soul! Cheer up, dear father !
I am quite cheerful. Has he not already sung the
name of Amelia to listening angels on seraphic harps,
and has not heaven’s choir sweetly echoed it? Was
not his last sigh, Amelia? And will not Amelia be
his first accent of joy?

1This may be illustrated by a parallel from Shakespeare :

‘ When we shall meet at compt,
This look of thine will hurl my soul from heaven,
And fiends will snatch at it.”
. — Othello, Act v. Sc. 2.
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OLp Moor. Heavenly consolation flows from your
lips! He will smile upon me, you say ? He will for-
give me? You must stay with me, beloved of my
Charles, when I die.

AMELIA. To die is to fly to his arms. Oh, how
happy and enviable is your lot! Would that my
bones were decayed!—that my hairs were gray!
Woe upon the vigour of youth! Welcome, decrepit
age, nearer to heaven and my Charles!

Enter FRANCIS.

OLp Moor. Come near, my son! Forgive me if
I spoke too harshly to you just now! I forgive you
all. I wish to yield up my spirit in peace.

Francis. Have you done weeping for your son?
For aught that I see you had but one.

OLp Moor. Jacob had twelve sons, but for his
Joseph he wept tears of blood.

Francis. Hum! :

OLp Moor. Bring the Bible, my daughter, and
read to me the story of Jacob and Joseph! Tt always
appeared (? me so towkehing, even before I myself be-
came a Jatob.

AMELIA. What part shall d read to you? (Zakes
the Bible and turns over the leaves.)

OLDp Moor. Read to me the grief of the bereaved
father when he found his Joseph no more among his
children ; — when he sought him in vain amidst his
eleven sons;—and his lamentation when he heard
that he was taken from him for ever.

AMFLIA. (reads) “And they took Joseph’s coat,
and killed a kid of the goats, and dipped the coat in
the blood; and they sent the coat of many colours,
and they brought it to their father, and said, ¢ This
have we found: know now whether it be thy son’s
coat or no’ (Exit FraNcis suddenly.) And he knew
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it and said, ‘It is my son’s coat; an evil beasi hath
devoured him; Joseph is without doubt rent in
pieces —’*

OLp Mook. (falls back wpon the pillow) An evil
beast hath devoured Joseph !

AMELIA.  (continues reading) “ And Jacob rent his
clothes, and put sackcloth upon his loins, and mourned
for his son many days. And all his sons and all his
daughters rose up to comfort him, but he refused to be
comforted, and ne said, ‘For 1 will go down into the
grave —’”

OLD Moor. TLeave off ! leave off. T feel very ill.

AMELIA.  (running toward him, lets fall the book)
Heaven help us!  What s this?

OLp Moog. It is death — darkness — is waving —
before my eyes — I pray thee — send for the minister
— that e may —give me — the Holy Communion.
Where 15— my son Francis?

AMELIA. Teis fled. God have mercy upon us!

OLp Moor. Fled — fled from his father’s death-bed ?
And is*that all — all — of two children full of promise
— thou last given — thou hast — taken away — thy
name be —

AMELIA.  (with o sudden &Fy) Dead ! Qoth dead !

[ Ezit in despair.

Enter FRANCIS, dancing with joy.

Francis. Dead, they cry, dead! Now am I master.
Through the whole castle it rings, dead ! but stay, per-
chance he only sleeps? To be sure, yes, to be sure!
that certainly is a sleep after which no « good-morrow ”
is ever said. Sleep and death are but twin-brothers.
We will for once change their names! Excellent, wel-
come sleep! We will call thee death! (He closes the
eyes of OLD Moor.) Who now will come forward and
dare to accuse me at the bar of justice, or tell me to
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my face, thou art a villain? Away, then, with this
troublesome mask of humility and virtuz! Now you
shall see Francis as he is, and tremble! My father
was overgentle in his demands, turned his domain into
a family circle, sat blandly smiling at the gate, and
saluted his peasants as brethren aud children. My
brows shall lower upon you like thunder-clouds; my
lordly name shall hover over you like a threatening
comet over the mountains; my forehead shall be your
weatherglass! He would caress and fondle the child
that lifted its stubborn head against him. But fon-
dling and caressing is not my mode. I will drive the
rowels of the spur into their flesh, and give the scourge
a trial. Under my rule it shall be brought to pass
that potatoes and small-beer shall be considered a
holiday treat; and woe to him who meets my eye
with the audacious front of health. Haggard want
and crouching fear are my insignia; and in this livery
I will clothe ye. [Buit.

ScENE III. — The Bolemien Woods.
SPIEG}LBERG, RAZﬁAN, a troop of ROBBERS.

Raz. Are you come? Is it really you? Oh, let
me squeeze thee into a jelly, my dear heart’s brother!
Welcome to the Bohewian forests! Why, you are
grown quite stout and jolly! You bave brought us
recruits in right earnest, a little army of them; you
are the very prince of crimps.

SPIEGEL. Eh, brother? Eh? And proper fellows
they are!  You must confess the blessing of Heaven is
visibly upon me; I was a poor, hungry wretch, and
had uvothing but this staff when I went over the Jor-
dan, and now there are eight and seventy of us, mostly
ruined shopkeepers, rejected masters of arts, and law-
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clerks from the Swabian provinces. They are a rare
set of fellows, brother, capital fellows, I promise you;
they will steal you the very buttons off each other’s
trousers in perfect security, althougl in the teeth of a
loaded musket,! and they live in clover and enjoy a
reputation for forty miles round, which is quite aston-
ishing. There is not a newspaper in which you will
not find some little feat or other of that cunning fellow,
Spiegelberg; I take in the papers for nothing else;
they have described me from head to foot; you would
think you saw me; they have not forgotten even my
coat-buttons. But we lead them gloriously by the
nose. The other day T went to the printing-office and
pretended that I had seen the famous Spiegelberg,
dictated to a penny-a-liner who was sitting there the
exact image of a quack doctor in the town; the matter
gets wind, the fellow is arrested, put to the rack, and
in his anguish and stupidity he confesses — the devil
take me if he does not — confesses that he is Spiegel-
berg. Fire and fury! I was on the point of giving
myself’ up to a magistrate rather than have my fair
fame marred by such a poltroon; however, within
three months he was hangeds 1 was olfged to stuff
a right good pinch of snuff into my nose ds some time
afterward I was passing the gibbet and saw the pseudo
Spiegelberg parading there in all his glory ; and, while
Spiegelberg’s representative is dangling by the neck,
the real Spiegelberg very quietly slips himself out of
the noose, and makes jolly long noses behind the backs
of these sagacious wiseacres of the law.

Raz. (laughing) You are still the same fellow you
always were.

SPIEGEL. Ay, sure! body and soul. But I must
tell you a bit of fun, my boy, which T had the other

1The acting edition reads, ¢ Hang your hat up in the sun, and
I'll take you a wager it’s gone the next minute, as clean out of
sight as if the devil himself had walked off with it.”
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day in the nunnery of St. Austin. We fell in with
the convent just about sunset; and as I had not fired
a single cartridge all day, — you know I hate the diem
perdidi as I hate death itself, — I was determined to
immortalise the night by some glorious exploit, even
though it should cost the devil one of his ears!! We
kept quite quiet till late in the night. At last all is as
still as a mouse — the lights are extinguished. We
fancy the nuns must be comfortably tucked up. So I
take brother Grimm along with me, and order the
others to wait at the gate till they hear my whistle —
1 secure the watchman, take the keys from him, creep
into the maid-servants’ dormitory, take away all their
clothes, and whisk the bundle out at the window.
We go on from cell to cell, take away the clothes of
one sister after another, and lastly those of the lady
abbess herself. Then I sound my whistle, and my
fellows outside begin to storm and halloo as if dooms-
day was at hand, and away they rush with the devil’s
own uproar into the cells of the sisters! Ha, ha, ha!
You should have seen the game — how the podr crea-
tures were groping about in the dark for their petti-
coats, and hg'w they togk on when they found they
were gone ; and we, in the meantime, at ’em like very
devils; and now, terrified and amazed, they wriggled
under their bedclothes, or cowered together like cats
bebind the stoves. There was such shrieking and
lamentation ; and then the old beldam of an abbess —
you know, brother, there is nothing in the world I
hate so much as a spider and an old woman — so you
may just fancy that wrinkled old hag standing naked
before me, conjuring me by her maiden modesty for-
sooth! Well, I was determined to make short work
of it; either, said T, out with your plate and your con-
vent jewels and all your shining dollars, or — my fel-

1 A saying equivalent to ‘‘at all hazards;' or, ‘ come what
will of it.”
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lows knew what I meant. The end of it was I brouvht
away more than a thousand dollars’ worth out of the
convent, to say nothing of the fun, which will tell its
own story in due time.

Raz.  (stamping on the ground) Hang it, that I
should be absent on such an occasion.

SPIEGEL. Do you see: Now tell me, is no% that
life? °'Tis that which keeps onc fresh and hale, and
braces the body so that it swells bourly like an abbot’s
paunch ; I don’t know, but I think 1 must be endowed
with some imagnetic property, which attracts all the
vagabonds on the face of the earth toward me like
steel and iron.

Raz. A precious magnet, indeed. But I should
like to know, I'll be hanged if I shouldn’t, what witch-
craft you use?

SpiEGEL.  Witcheraft? No need of witcheraft.
All it wants is a head — a certain practical capacity
which, of course, is not taken in with every spoonful
of barley meal; for you know I have always said that
an Honest man may be carved out of any willow
stump, but to make a rogue you must have brains;
besides which it requires a wational gex:‘zs——a certain
rascal-climate — so to speak.!

Raz.  Brother, I have heard Italy celebrated for its
artists.

SeiEGEL.  Yes, yes! Give the devil his due. Italy
makes a very noble figure; and if Germany goes on as
it has begun, and if the Bible gets fairly kicked out, of
which there is every prospect, Germany, toc, may in
time arrive at something respectable; but I should tell

1In the first (and suppressed) edition was added, ¢ Go to the
Grisons, for instance; that is what I call the thief’s Athens.”
This obnoxious passage has been carefully expunged from all the
subsequent editions. It gave mortal offense to the Grison magis-
trates, who made a formal complaint of the insult and caused
Schiller to be severely rebuked by the grand duke. This inci-
dent forms one of the epochs in our author’s history.
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you that climate does not, after all, do such a wonder-
ful deal; genius thrives everywhere; and as for the
rest, brother, a crab, you know, will never become a
pineapple, not even in Paradise. But to pursue our
subject, where did I leave off ?

Raz.  You were going to tell me about your strata-
gems.

SPIEGEL. Ah, yes! my stratagems. Well, when
you get into a town, the first thing is to fish out from
the beadles, watchmen, and turnkeys, who are their
best customers, and for these, accordingly, you must
look out; then ensconce yourself snugly in coffee-
houses, brothels, and beer-shops, and observe who ecry
out most against the cheapness of the times, the
reduced five per cents., and the-increasing nuisance of
police regulations; who rail the loudest against govern-
ment, or decry physiognomical science, and such like.
These are the richt sort of fellows, brother. Their
honesty is as loose as a hollow tooth; you have only
to apply your pincers. Or a shorter and even better
plan is to drop a full purse in the public highway’ con-
ceal yourself somewhere near, and mark who finds it.
Presently afte("you come eunning up, search, proclaim
your loss alotid, and ask him, as it were casually,
« Have you perchance picked up a purse, sir ?” If he
says “Yes,” why then the devil fails you. But if he
denies it, with a “ Pardon me, sir, I remember, I am
sorry, sir” (he gumps wup), then, brother, you've done
the trick. Extinguish your lantern, cunning Diogenes,
you have found your match.

Raz. You are an accomplished practitioner.

SPrIEGEL. My God! As if that had ever been
doubted. Well, then, when you have got your man
into the net, you must take great care to land him
cleverly. You see, my son, the way 1 have managed
is thus: as soon as I was oun the scent 1 stuck to my
candidate like a leech; I drank brotherhood with him,
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and, nota bene, you must always pay the sccre. That
costs a prelty perny, it is true, but never mind that.
You must go fuither; introduce him to gaming-houses
and brothels; eutangle him in bréils and rogueries till
he becomes bankrupt in health and strength, in purse,
couscience, and reputation ; for T must tell you, by the
way, that you will make nothing of it unless you ruin
both body and soul. Believe me, brother, and 1 have
experienced it more than fifty times in my cxtensive
practice, that when the honest man is once ousted from
his stronghold, the devil has it all his own way — the
transition is then as casy as from a whore to a devotee.
But hark ! What bang was that ?

I'az. Tt was thunder; go on.

SPIEGFL.  Or, there is a yet shorter and stiil better
way. You strip your man of all he has, even to his
very shirt, and then he will come to you of his own
accord ; you won't teach me tu suck eggs, brother;
ask that copper-faced fellow there. My eyes, how
neatly [ got him into iy meshes. I showed him forty
ducafs, which I promised to give him if he would bring
me an impression in wax of his master’s keys. Only
think, the stupid brute not gnly does tl'!s], but actually
brings me — T'll be hanged if he did Mot — the keys
themselves; and then thinks to get the money. <« Sir-
rah,” said I, “are you aware that I am going to carry
these keys straight to the lieutenant of police, and to
bespeak a place for you on the gibbet?” Dy the
powers! you should have seen how the simpleton
opened his eyes, and began Lo shake from head to foot
like a dripping poddle. «For heaven’s sake, sir, do
but consider. 1 will— will-——” <« What will you?
Will you at once cut your stick and go to the devil
with me ?2” < Oh, with all my heart, with great pleas-
ure.” Ha! ha! ha! my fine fellow; toasted cheese is
the thing to catch mice with; do have a good laugh at
him, Razman; ha! ha! ha!
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Raz. Yes, yes, T must confess. I shall inscribe
that lesson in letters of gold upon the tablet of my
brain. Satan must know his people right well to
have chosen you for his factor.

SpieGEL.  Eh, brother? Eh? And if I help him
to half a score of fellows he will, of course, let me off
scot-free — publishers, you know, always give one copy
in ten gratis to those who collect subscribers for them ;
why should the devil be more of a Jew? Razman, I
smell powder.

Raz. Zounds! I smelt it long ago. You may de-
pend upon it there has been something going forward
hereabouts. Yes, yes! I can tell you, Spicgelberg,
you will be welcome to our captain with your recruits;
he, too, has got hold of some brave fellows.

SPIEGEL. But look at mine! at mine here, bah!

Raz. Well, well! they may be tolerably expert in
the finger department, but, I tell you, the fame of our
captain has tempted even some honourable men to join
his staff. .

SPIRGEL.  So much the worse.

Raz. Without joking. And they are not ashamed
to serve undge such a lapder. He does not cowmit
murder as wé do for the sake of plunder; and as to
money, as soon as he had plenty of it at command, he
did not seem to care a straw for it; aund his third of
the booty, which belongs to him of right, he gives
away to orphans, or supports promising young men
with it at college. But should he happen to get a
country squire into his clutches who grinds down his
peasants like cattle, or some gold -laced villain, who
warps the law to his own purposes, and hoodwinks the
eyes of justice with his gold, or any chap of that kid-
ney ; then, my boy, he is in his element, and rages like
a very devil, as if every fibre in his body were a fury.

SPIEGEL. Humph!

Raz. The other day we were told at a tavern that

€
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a rich count from Ratisbon was about to pass through,
who had gained the day in a suit worth a million of
money by the craftiness of his lawyer. The captain
was just sitting down to a gam~ of backgammon.
“How many of us are there?” said he to me, rising
in haste. I saw him bite his nether lip, which he
never does except when he is very determined. “Not
more than tive,” T replied. + That’s enough,” he said;
threw his score on the table, left the wine he had
ordered untouched, and off we went. The whole time
he did not utter a syllable, but walked aloof and alone,
only asking us from time to time whether we heard
anything, and now and then desiring us to lay our ears
to the ground. At last the count came in sight, his
carriage heavily laden, the lawyer seated by his side,
an outrider in advance, and two horsemen riding be-
hind. Then you should have seen the man. With a
pistol in each hand he ran before us to the carriage, —
and the voice with which he thundered, « Halt!” The
coachian, who would not halt, was soon toppled from
his box - the count fired out of the carriage and missed
— the horseman fled. “Your money, rascal!” cried
Moor, with his stentorian vgce. The guut lay like
a bullock under the axe: “ And are you xe rogue who
turns justice into a venal prostitute?” The lawyer
shook till his teeth chattered again; and a dagger soon
stuck iu his body, like a stake in a vineyard. «T have
done my part,” cried the captain, turning proudly away ;
«the plunder is your affair.” And with this he van-
ished into the forest.

SP1sGEL. Hum! hum! Brother, what T told you
just now remains between ourselves; there is no occa-
sion for his knowing it. You understand me ?

Raz.  Yes, yes, I understand !

SPIEGEL. You know the man! He has his own
notions! You anderstand me ?

Az Oh, I quite understand.
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Enter SCHWARZ at full speed.

Who's there? What is the matter? Any travel-
lers in the forest ?

ScuwaRz.  Quick, quick! Where are the others?
Zounds ! there you stand gossiping! Don’t you know
— do you know nothing of it ?— that poor Roller —

Raz. What of him? What of him ?

Scnwarz. He’s hanged, that's all, and four others
with him —

Raz. Roller hanged? ’Sdeath! when? How do
you know ?

Scuwarz. He has been in limbo more than three
weeks, and we knew nothing of it. He was brought up
for examination three several days, and still we heard
nothing. They put him to the rack to make him tell
where the captain was to be found — but the brave
fellow would not slip. Yesterday he got his sentence,
and this morning was despatched express to the devil —

Raz. Confound it! Does the captain know ?

Scuwarz He heard of it only yesterday. He foamed
like a wild boar. You know that Roller was always
an especial fpvourite; agel then the rack! Ropes and
scaling-laddets were conveyed to the prison, but in vain.
Moor himself got access to him disguised as a Capuchin
monk, and proposed to change clothes with him; but
Roller absolutely refused ; whereupon the captain swore
an oath that made our very flesh creep. He vowed
that he would light a funeral pile for him, such as had
never yet graced the bier of royalty, one that should
burn them all to cinders. I fear for the city. He has
long owed it a grudge for its intolerable bigotry; and
you know, when he says «I'll do it,” the thing is as
good as done.

Raz. That is true! I know the captain. If he
had pledged his word to the devil to go to hell he
never would pray again, though half a paternoster
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would take him to heaven. Alas! poor Roller!-- poor
Roller !

SPIEGEL.  Memento mori! But it does not concern
me. (Hums a tune.) !

Should 1 heppen to pass the gallows stone,
1 shall just take a sight with oae eye,
And think to myself, you may dangle alone,

‘Who now sir, ’s the fool, you cr 1?

Raz.  (jumping up) Hark! a shot! (Firing and
noise s heard behind the scenes.)

SPIEGEL.  Anrother!

Raz  And another! The captain!

(Foires hehind the scenes are heard singing.)

The Niurnbergers deem it the wisest plan,
Never to hang till they've caught their man.
(Da capo.)

ScawrITZzER and ROLLER.  (behind the scenes) Holla,
ho! Holla, ho! ‘

Raz  Roller ! by all the dev®! Roller _

SCHWEITZER and ROLLER. (still behind the scenes)
Razman! Schwarz! Spiegelberg! Razman !

Raz. Roller! Schweitzer! Thunder and lightning!
Fire and fury! (Z%ey run toward him.)

Enter CHARLES VON MOOR (on horseback), SCHWEITZER,
ROLLER, GRIMM, SCHUFTERLE, and & troop of ROB-
BERS cuvered with dust and mud.

CHARLES (leaping from his horse) Liberty! Lib-
erty ! — Thou art on terra firma, Roller! Take my
horse, Schweitzer, and wash hiin with wine. (Throws
hamself on the ground.) That was hot work !
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Raz. (¢o RoLLER) Well, by the fires of Pluto! Art
thou risen from the wheel ?

ScHWARZ.  Art thou his ghost ? or am I a fool? or
art thou really the man ?

RoOLLER. (still breathless) The identical — alive —
whole. — Where do you think I come from ?

ScHwARzZ. It would puzzle a witch to tell! The
staff was already broken over you.

RoLLER. Ay, that it was, and more than that! I
come straightway from the gallows. Only let me get my
breath. Schweitzer will tell you all. Give me a glass
of brandy! You there too, Spiegelberg! 1 thought we
should have met again in another place. But give me
a glass of brandy! my bones are tumbling to pieces.
Oh, my captain! Where is my captain ?

Scuwarz. Have patience, man, have patience.
Just tell me — say — come, let’s hear — how did you
escape? In the name of wonder how came we to get
you back again? My brain is bewildered. From the
gallows, you say ?

RoLLeR.  (swallows a flask of brandy) Ab, that is
capital ! that warms the inside! Straight from the
gallows, i\ tell you. ¢ You stand there and stare as if
thar wad impossible. I can assure you, I was not
more than three paces from that blessed ladder, on
which I was to mount to Abraham’s bosoin -— so near,
so very near, that I was sold, skin and all, to the dis-
secting-room! The fee-simple of my life was not worth
a pinch of snuff. To the captain I am indebted for
breath, and liberty, and life.

ScuwkeITzER. It was a trick worth the telling.
We had heard the day before, through our spies, that
Roller was in the devil’'s own pickle; and unless the
vault of heaven fell in suddenly he would, on the
morrow — that is, to-day — go the way of all flesh.
Up! says the captain, and follow me —what is not a
friend worth ? Whether we save him or not, we will
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at least light him up a funeral pile such as never yet
honoured royalty; ope which shall burn them black
and blue. The whole troop was summoned. We sent
Roller a trusty messenger, who convey~d the notice to
him in a little billet, which he slipped into his por-
ridge —

RoLLer. T had but small hope of success.

Scuwerrzer. We waited till the thoroughfares were
clear. The whole town was out after the sight; eques-
trians, pedestrians, carriages, all pell-mell; the noise
and the gibbet-psalm sounded far and wide. Now, says
the captain, light up, light up! We all flew like darts ;
they set fire to the city in three and thirty places at
ouce; threw burning firebrands on the powder-maga-
zine, and into the churches and granaries. Morbiew !
in less than a quarter of an hour a northeaster, which,
like us, must have owed a grudge to the city, came
seascnably to our aid, and helped to lift the flames up
to the highest gables. Meanwhile we ran up and down
the streets like furies, crying, fire! ho! fire! ho! in
every dirdction  There was such howling — screaming
— tumult — fire-bells tolling. = And presently the
powder-magazine blew up into e air withgg crash as
if the earth were rent in twain, heaven burst %o shivers,
and hell sunk ten thousand fathoms deeper.

Rourrr. Now my gnards looked behind them —
there lay the city, like Sodom and Gomorrah — the
whole horizon was onc mass of fire, brimstone, and
smoke; and forty hills echoed and reflected the infernal
prank far and wide. A panic seized them all —1 take
advantage of the moment, and, quick as lightning — my
fetters had Leen taken off, so nearly was my time come
— while my guards were looking away petrified, like
Lot's wife, I shot off— tore through the crowd —
and away! After running some sixty paces I throw off
my clothes, plunge into the river,and swim along under
water till T think they have lost sight of me. My cap-
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tain stood ready, with horses and clothes — and here I
am. Moor! Moor! Tonly wishthat you may soon get
into just such another scrape that I may requite you in
like manner.

Raz. A Dbrutal wish, for which you deserve to be
hanged. It was a glorious prank, though.

RoLLeEr. It was help in need; you cannot judge of
it.  You should have marched, like me, with a rope
round your neck, travelling to your grave in the liv-
ing body, and seen their horrid sacramental forms and
hangman’s ceremonies —and then, at every reluctant
step, as the struggling feet were thrust forward, to see
the infernal machine, on which T was to be elevated,
glaring more and more hideously in the blaze of a
noonday sun — and the hangman’s rascallions watching
for their prey — and the ‘horrible psalm-singing — the
cursed twang still rings in my ears — and the screech-
ing hungry ravens, a whole flight of them, who were
hovering over the half-rotten carcass of my predecessor.
To see all this—ay, more, to have a foretaste of the
blessedness which was in store for me!® Brother,
brother! And then, all of a sudden, the signal of
deliverane=. It wascan explosion as if the vault of
heaven vg;e rent in twain. Hark ye, fellows! T tell
you, if a man were to leap out of a fiery furnace into a
freezing lake he could not feel the contrast half so
strongly as I did when I gained the opposite shore.

SPIEGEL.  (laughs) Poor wretch! Well, you have
got over it.  (Pledges him.) Here’s to a happy regen-
eration !

RoLLER. (flings «way his glass) No, by all the
treasures of Mammon, I should not like to go through
it a second time. Death is something more than a
harlequin’s leap, and its terrors are even worse than
death itself.

SPIEGEL. And the powder-magazine leaping into
the air! Don’t you see it now, Razman? That was
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the reason the air stunk so, for miles round, ot brim-
stone, as if the whole wardrobe of Moloch was being
aired under the open firmament. It was a master-
stroke, captain! I envy you for it.

ScriweIrzek. 1f the town makes it a holiday treat
to sec our comrade killed by a baited hog, why the
devil should we scruple to sacrifice the city for the
rescue of our comrade ?  And, by the way, our fellows
had the extra treat of being able to plander worse than
the old emperor. Tell me, what have you sacked ?

ONE oF THE Troor. I crept into St. Stephen’s
church during the hubbub, and tore the gold lace from
the altar-cloth. The patror saint, thought 1 to myself,
can make gold lace out of packthread.

ScuwEeITzER.  'Twas well done.  What is the use
of such mbbish in a church ? They offer it to the
Creator, who despises such trumpery, while they leave
his creatures to die of hunger. And you, Sprazeler —
where did you throw your net ?

A Secgyy. I and Brizal broke into a merchant’s
store, and j:ave brought stuffs enough with us to serve
fifty men.

A Tukp. T have filched tv® gold watBes and a
dozen silver spoons.

SCcHWENZER.  Well done, well done! And we have
lighted them a bonfire that will take a fortnight to put
out again. Aud, to get rid of the fire, they must ruin
the city with water. Do you know, Schufterle, how
many lives have been lost ?

Scuurt.  Eighty-three, they say. The powder-maga-
zine alone blew threescore to atoms.

CuArLES.  (very seriously) Roller, thou art dearly
bought.

Scinurr. Bah! bah! What of that ? If they had
but been men it would have been another matter —
but they were babves in swaddling-clothes, and shriv-
elled old nurses that kept the flies from them, aud



70 THE ROBBERS

dried-up stove-squatters who could not crawl to the
door — patients whining for the doctor, who, with his
stately gravity, was marching to the sport. All that
had the use of their legs had gone forth in the sight,
and npothing remained at home but the dregs of the
city.

Cuarpes.  Alas for the poor creatures ! Sick people,
sayest thou, old men and infants ?

ScHUFT. Ay, the devil go with them! And lying-in
women into the bargain ; and women far gone with child,
who were afraid of miscarrying under the gibbet; and
young mothers, who thought the sight might do them a
mischief, and mark the gallows upon the foreheads of
their unborn babes — poor poets, without a shoe, be-
cause their only pair had been sent to the cobbler to
mend — and other such vermin, not worth the trouble
of mentioning. As I chanced to pass by a coltage
I heard a great squalling inside. I looked in ; and,
when I came to examine, what do you think it was?
Why, an infant — a plump and ruddy urchin — lying
on the floor under a table which was just beginning to
burn. Poor little wretch! said I, you will be cold
there, andg-/ith that I¢hrew it into the flames —

Cnariel.  Indeed, Schufterle? Then may those
flames burn in thy bosom to all eternity! Avaunt,
monster! Never let me see thee again in my troop!
What! Do you murmur? Do you hesitate? Who
dares hesitate when I command? Away with him,
I say! And there are others among you ripe for
my vengeance. I know thee, Spiegelberg. But I
will step in among you ere long, and hold a fearful
muster-roll. [Exeunt, trembling.

CHARLES. (alone, walking up and down in greut
agitation) Hear them not, thou avenger in heaven'
How can T avert it? Art thou to blamne, great God,
if thy engines, pestilence, and famine, and floods, over-
whelm the just with the unjust? Who can stay the
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flame, which is kindled to destroy the hornet’s nest,
from extending to the blessed harvest? Oh! fie on
the slaughter of women, and children, and the sick!
How this ceed weighs me down! It has poisoned my
fairest achievements! There he stands, poor fool,
abashed and disgraced in the sight of heaven; the boy
that presumed to wicld Jove’s thunder, and overthrew
pigmies when he should have crushed Titans. Go,
go! ’tis not for thee, puny son of clay, to wield the
avenging sword of sovereign justice! Thou didst fail
at thy first essay. Here, then, I renounce the auda-
cious scheme. I go to hide myself in some deep cleft
of the earth, where no daylight will be witness of my
shame. (He s about to fly.)

Enter o ROBBER hurriedln.

RouBBER. Look out, captain! There is mischief in
the wind! Whole detachments of Bohemian cavalry
a-z scourjng the forests. That infernal bailiff must
have betrayed us.

Enter more ROWBERS.

SecoND RoBBER. Captain! captain! they have
tracked us! Some thousands of them are forming
a cordon round the middle forest.

Enter morc ROBBERS again.

THIRD RoBBER. Woe, woe, woe! we are all taken,
hanged, drawn, and quartered. Thousands of hussars,
dragoons, and chasseurs are mustering on the heights,
and guard all the passes.  [E£xi¢ CHARLES VON MOOR.

Enter ScHWEITZER, GRIMM, ROLLER, SCHWARZ, SCHUF-
TERLE, SPIEGELBERG, RAZMAN, and the whole troop.
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ScawrITZER. Ha! Have we routed them out of
their feather-beds at last? Come, be jolly, Roller!
I have long wished to have a bout with those knights
of the bread-basket. Where is the captain? Is the
whole troop assembled? 1 hope we have powder
enough ?

Raz. Powder, I believe you; but we are only
eighty in all and therefore scarcely one to twenty.

ScHWEITZER. So much the better! And though
there were fifty against my great toe-nail — fellows
who have waited till we lit the straw under their
very seats. Brother, brother, there is nothing to fear.
They sell their lives for tenpence; and are we not
fighting for our necks? We will pour into them like
a deluge, and fire volleys.upon their heads like crashes
of thunder. DBut where the devil is the captain.

SpieGEL. He forsakes uws in this extremity. Is
there no hope of escape? '

ScHWFRITZER. Escape ?

SPIEGEL.  Oh, that I bad tarried in Jerusalem !

Scnwrrrzer. I wish you were choked in a cess-
pool, you paltry coward! With defenceless nuns you
are a miQ‘tLy man; Mt at sight of a pair of fists a
confirmed” sneak! Now show your courage or you
shall be sewn up alive in an ass’s hide and baited to
death with dogs.

Raz. The captain! the captain !

Enier CHARLES (speaking slowly to himself).

Cuaries. I have allowed them to be hemmed in
on every side. Now they must fight with the energy
of despair. (4loud) Now my boys! now for it!
We must fight like wounded boars, or we are utterly
lost !

ScHwrrTzER. Ha! Tl rip them open with my
tusks, till their entrails protrude by the yard! Lead
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on, captain! we will follow you into the very jaws
of death.

Cuarres.  Charge all your arms! You've plenty
of powder, I hope?

SCHWEITZER.  (with energy) Powder ? ay, enough to
blow the eacth up to the moon.

Raz. Hvery one of us has tive brace of pistols,
ready loaded, and three carbines to boot.

CuarLes. Good! good! Now some of you must
climh up the trees, or conceal yourselves in the
thickets, and some fire upon them in ambush —

Scawkrrzer. That part will suit you, Spiegelberg.

CuarLks.  The rest will follow me, and fall upon
their flanks like furies.

ScHwRITZER.  There will T be!

Cragries. At the same time lct every man make
his whistle ring through the forest, and gallop about
in every direction, so that our numbers may appear
the more formidable. And let all the dogs be un-
chaingd, and set on upon their ranks, that they may
be Lroken and dispersed and run in the way of our
fire. We three, Roller, Schweitzer, and myself, will
tight wherever the fray is®hottest.

Scuwirrzer.  Masterly ! excellent!  We will so
bewilder them with balls that they shall not know
whence the salutes are coming. I have more than
once shot away a cherry from the mouth. Ouly let
them come on! (SCHUFTERLE ©s pulling SCIWEITZER ;
the latter takes the captain aside, and entreats him in
a low voice.)

Cuarnes.  Silence!

ScuwrITZER. 1 entreat you —

CuarLEs. Away! Let him have the benefit of
his disgrace; it has saved him. He shall not die
on the same field with myself, my Schweitzer, and
my Roller. Let him change his apparel, and I will
say hc is a traveller whom I have plundered. Make
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yourself easy, Schweitzer. Take my word for it he
will be hanged yet.

Enter FATHER DOMINIC.

FATHER DoM.  (f0 himself, starts) Is this the dragon’s
nest? With your leave, sirs! I am a servant of the
Church; and yonder are seventeen hundred men who
guard every hair of my head.

ScHWEITZER. Bravo! bravo! Well spoken to keep
his courage warm. 3

CHARLES. Silence, comrade! Will you tell us
briefly, good father, what is your errand here?

Faruer Dom. I am delegated by the high justices,
on whose sentence hangs life or death — ye thieves —
ye incendiaries — ye villains — ye venomous genera-
tion of vipers, crawling about in the dark, and stinging
in secret — ye refuse of humanity — brood of hell —
food for ravens and worms — colonists for the gallows
and the wheel — )

ScHwErITZER. Dog! a truce with your foul tongue!
or— (He holds the butt end of his gun before
FATHER DoMIjtiC’s face.)

CHARLES. Kie, fie, Schweitzer! You cut the thread
of his discourse. He has got his sermon so nicely by
heart. Pray go on, sir!— “for the gallows and the
wheel 7

Faruer Dom.  And thou, their precious captain ! —
commander-in-chief of cut-purses ! — king of sharpers !
— Grand Mogul of all the rogues under the sun!—
great prototype of that first hellish ringleader who
imbued a thousand legions of innocent angels with the
flame of rebellion, and drew them down with him into
the bottomless pit of damnation! The agonising cries
of bereaved mothers pursue thy footsteps! Thou
drinkest blood like water! and thy inurderous knife
holds men cheaper than air-bubbles!
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CHARLES. Very trre — exceedingly true! Pray
proceed, sir!

Fatnkr Dom.  What do you mean? Very true —
exceecingly true! Is thet an answer?

CuarLes. How, sir? You were not prepared for
that, it seem:s?  Go on— by all means go on. What
more were you guing to say ?

Farner DoM. (heated) Abominable wretch ! Avaunt !
Does not the blood of a murdered count of the em-
pire cling to thy accursed fingers? Hast thou not,
with sacrilegious hands, dared to break into the Lord’s
sanctuary, and carry off the consecrated vessels of
the sanctiseomum ? Hust thou not flung firebrands
into our godly city, and brought down the powder-
magazine upou the heads of devout Christians?
(Clasps his hands) Horrible, horrible wickedness!
that stinketh in the nostrils of Heaven, and provoketh
the day of judgment to burst upon you suddenly ! ripe
for retribution — rushing headlong to the last trump!

CuarsES. Masterly guesses thus far! But now,
sir, to the point! What is it that the right worship-
ful justices wish to convey to me through you?

Farper Dom.  What yo@are not wdghy to receive.
Look around you, incendiary ! As far as your eye can
reach you are environed by our horsemen — there is no
chance of escape. s surely as cherries grow on these
oaks, and peaches on these firs, so surely shall you
turn your backs upon these oaks and these firs in
safety.

CuaRLES. Do you hear that, Schweitzer? But go
on'!

Faturr Dom. Hear, then, what mercy and forbear-
ance justice shows toward such miscreants. If you
instantly prostrate yourselves in submission and sue
for mercy and forgiveness, then severity itself will
relent to compassion, and justice be to thee an indul-
gent mother. She will shut one eye upon your hor-




76 THE ROBBERS

rible crimes, and be satisfied — only think !—to let
you be broken on the wheel.

ScHWEITZER. Did you hear that, captain? Shall I
throttle this well-trained shepherd’s cur till the red
blood spurts from every pore ?

Rower. Captain! Fire and fury! Captain! How
he bites his lip! Shall I topple this fellow upside down
like a ninepin ?

SCcHWEITZER.  Mine, mine be the job! Let me
kneel to you, captain; let me implore you! I beseech
you to grant me the delight of pounding him to a
jelly ! (FaTHER DOMINIC screams.)

Cuarues. Touch him not! Let no one lay a finger
on bim!— (Zo FaTuer DoMINIC, drawing his sword.)
Hark ye, sir father! Here stand nine and seventy
men, of whom I am the captain, and not one of them
has been taught to trot at a signal, or learned to dance
to the music of artillery ; while yonder stand seventeen
hundred men grown gray under the musket. But now
listen! Thus says Moor, the captain of incendiaries.
It is true 1 have slain a count of the empire, burnt and
plundered the church of St. Dominic, flung firchrands
into your biggfed city, and brought down the powder-
magazine upon the heads of devout Christians. But
that is not all, —1 have done more. (e holds out his
right hand.) Do you observe these four costly rings,
one on each finger? Go and report puuctually to their
worships, on whose sentence hangs life or death, what
you shall hear and see. This ruby I drew from the
finger of a minister, whom I stretched at the feet of
his prince, during the chase. He had fawned himself up
from the lowest dregs, to be the first favourite ;— the
ruin of his neighbour was his ladder to greatness —
orphans’ tears helped him to mount it. This diamond
I took from a lord treasurer, who sold offices of
honour and trust to the highest bidder, and drove the
sorrowing patriot from his door. This opal I wear in
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honour of a priest of your cloth, whom I despatched
with my own hand, after he had publicly deplored in
his pulpit the waning power of the Inquisition. I
could tell you more storics about my rings, but that I
repent the words I have already wasted upon you —

Fataer Dom. O Pharaoh! Pharaoh!

CuarLes. Do you heur it? Did you mark that
sigh? Does he not stand there as if he were implor-
ing fire from heaven to descend and destroy this troop
of Korah? He pronounces judgment with a shrug of
the shoulders, and eternal damnation with a Christian
«Alas!” Is it possible for humanity to be so utterly
blind # He who has the hundred eyes =f Argus to spy
out the faults of his vrother — can he be so totally
blind to his own: They thunder forth from their
clouds about gentleness and forbearunce, while they
sacrifice human victims to the God of love as if he
were the fiery Moloch. They preach the love of one’s
neighbour, while they drive the aged and blind with
curses from their door. They rave against covetous-
ness ®* vet for the sake of gold they have depopulated
Peru, and yoked the natives, like cattle, to their char-
iots. They rack their braing in wondergto account for
the creation of a Judas Iscariot, yet th® best of them
would betray the whole Trinity for ten shekels. Out
upon you, Pharisees! ye falsifiers of truth! ye apes of
Deity! You are not ashamed to kneel before cruci-
tixes and altars; you lacerate your backs with thongs,
and mortify your flesh with fasting; and with these
pitiful mummeries you think, fools as you are, to veil
the eyes of Him whom, with the same breath, you
address as the Omniscient, just as the great are the
most bitterly mocked by those who flatter them while
they pretend to hate flatterers. You boast of your
honesty and your exemplary conduct ; but the Giod who
sees through your hcearts would be wroth with Him
that made you, were He not the same that had also
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created the monsters of the Nile. Away with him out
of my sight !

Faruer DoM. That such a miscreant should be so
proud !

CharLES. That’s not all. Now I will speak
proudly. Go and tell the right worshipful justices —
who set men’s lives upon the cast of a die—1 am not
one of those thieves who conspire with sleep and mid-
night, and play the hero and the lordling on a scaling-
ladder. What I have done I shall no doubt hereafter
be doomed to read in the register of heaven ; but with
his miserable ministers of earth I will waste no more
words. Tell your masters that my trade is retribution
— vengeance my occupation! (He turns his back upon
him.)

Faruer Dom. Then you despise mercy and forbear-
ance ?— Be it so, I have done with you. (Zurning fo
the troops.) Now then, sirs, you shall hear what the
high pewers direct me to make known to you ! — If you
will instantly deliver up to me this condemned male-
factor, bound hand and foot, you shall receive & full
pardon — your enormities shall be entirely blotted out,
even from memory The holy Church will receive
you, like lod! " sheep, vngh renewed love, into her
maternal bosom, and the road to honourable employ-
ment shall be open to you all. (With a triumphant
smale.) Now sir! how does your Majesty relish this?
Come on! bind him! and you are free!

CuarLEs. Do you hear that? Do you hear it?
What startles you? Why do you hesitate? They
offer you freedom — you that are already their prison-
ers. They grant you your lives, and that is no idle
pretence, for it is clear you are already condemned
felons. They promise you honour and emolument;
and, on the other hand, what can you hope for, even
should you be victorious to-day, but disgrace, and
curses, and persecution ? They ensure you the pardon
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of Heaven; you that are actually damned. There is
not a single hair on any of you that is not already
bespoke in hell. Do you still hesitate ? are you stag-
gered? Is it so difficult, then, to choose between
heaven and hell ?— Do put in a word, father!

Farner Dom. (aside) Is the fellow crazy ? (Aloud.)
Perhaps you are afraid that this is a trap to catch yow
alive ? Read it yourselves! Here is the general pardon
fully signed. (He hands ¢ paper to SCHWEITZER.)
Can you still doubt ?

CHARLES. Only see! only see! What more can
you require ? Signed with their own hands! It is mercy
beyond all bounds! Or are you afraid of their break-
ing their worq, because you have heard it said that no
faith need be kept with traitors? Dismiss tl.ai fear?
Policy alone would constrain them tc keep their word,
even though it should merely have been pledged to old
Nick. Who hereafter would believe them? How
could they trade with it a second time? I would take
my oath upon it that they mean it sincerely. They
know that I am the man who has goaded you on and
incited you; they believe you innocent. They look
upon your crimes as so mang juvenile eiors— exuber-
ances of rashness. It is T alone they Want. I must
pay the penalty. Is it not so, father?

Fatuer Dom. What devil incarnate is it that
speaks out of him? Of course it is so—of course.
The fellow turns my brain.

CHarLES. What! no answer yet? Do you think
it possible to cut your way through yon phalanx?
Only look round you! just look round! You surely
do not reckon upon that ; that were indeed a childish con-
ceit! Or do you flatter yourselves that you will fall
like heroes, because you saw that I rejoiced in the
prospect of the fight 2 Oh, do not console yourself
with the thought! You are not Moor. You are mis-
erable thieves! wretched tools of my great designs!
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despicable as the rope in the hand of the hangman!
No! no! Thieves do not fall like heroes. Life must
be the hope of thieves, for something fearful has to
follow. Thieves may well be allowed to quake at the
fear of death. Hark! Do you hear their horns echo-
ing through the forest ¢ See there! how their glitter-
ing sabres threaten! What! are you still irresolute ?
arg you mad ? are you insane ? It is unpardonable. Do
ygu imagine I shall thank you for my life? I disdain
yORr sacrifice !

FATHER DoM. (in utter amazement) I shall go mad !
I must be gone! Was the like ever heard of ¢

CuarrLes. Or are you afraid that I shall stab my-
self, and so by suicide put an end to the bargain, which
only holds good if I am given up alive? No, com-
rades! that is a vain fear. Here, I fling away my
dagger, and my pistols, and this phial of poison, which
might have been a treasure to me. I am so wretched
that I have lost the power even over my own life.
What! still in suspense? Or do you think, perhaps,
that I shall stand on my defence when you try to seize
me? See here! 1 bind my right hand to this oak
branch ; now J am quite ?lefenceless, a child may over-
power me. Who is the first to desert his captain in
the hour of need ?

ROLLER.  (with wild energy) And what though hell
encircle us with ninefold coils! (Brandishing his
sword.) Who is the coward that will betray his
captain ?

SCHUWEITZER.  (fears the pardon and flings the picces
into FATHER DOMINIC’S face) Pardon be in our bullets!
Away with thee, rascal! Tell your senate that you
could not find a single traitor in all Moor’s camp.
Huzza! Huzza! Save the captain!

ALL.  (shouting) Huzza! Save the captain! Save
him! Save our noble captain !

CHARLES. (releasing his hand from the tree, joy-
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Jully) Now we are free, comrades! T feel a lost in
this singlearm! Death or liberty ! At the least they
shall not take a man of us alive!

[They sound the signal for attack ; notse and tumull.
Exeunt with drawn swords.]

ACT IIL
Sceve 1.
AMELIA @0 the garden, playing the guttar.

Bright as an angel frora Walhalla’s hall,
More beautiful than aught of earth was; he!
Heaven-n.ild his look, as sunbeams when they fall,
Reflected from a calm cerulean sea.

His warm embrace — oh, ravishing delight !
With hoeart to heart the fiery pulses danced —
Our every sense wrap’d in ecstatic night —
Our souls in blissful harmony entranced.

His kisses — oh, what paradise of fecling!

E'en as two flames which round each other twine —
Or flood of seraph harp-tones gently stealing

In one soft swell, away to realms divine !

They rushed, commingled, melted, soul in soul!
Lips glued to lips, with burning tremor bound !

Cold earth dissolved, and love without control
Absorbed all sense of worldly things around !

He’s gone !-— for ever gone! Alas! in vain
My bleeding heart in bitter anguish sighs;
To me is left alone this world of pain,
And mortal life in hopeless sorrow dies.
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Enter FRANCIS.

Francis. Here again already, perverse enthusiast ?
You stole away from the festive banquet, and marred
the mirthful pleasures of my guests.

Awmzria. ‘Tis pity, truly, to mar such innocent
‘pleasures! Shame on them! The funeral knell that
tolled over your father’s grave must still be ringing in
your ears —

Francis. Wilt thou sorrow, then, for ever! Let the
dead sleep in peace, and do thou make the living
happy! I come—

AMELIA. And when do you go again?

Francis. Alas! Look not on me thus sorrowfully !
You wound me, Amelia. - I come to tell you —

AmELIA. To tell me, I suppose, that Francis von
Moor has become lord and master here.

Francis. Precisely so; that is the very subject on
which I wish to communicate with you. Maximilian
von Moor is gone to the tomb of his ancestors. I am
master. But I wish to be so in the fullest sense,
Amelia. " You know what you have been to our house;
a.lways rerarded as Mypor’s daughter, his love for you

1 survi¥e even death itself ; that, assuredly, you will
never forget ?

AMELIA. Never, never! Who could be so unfeel«
ing as to drown the memory of it in festive banqueting ?

Francis. It is your duty to repay the love of the
father to his sons; and Charles is dead. Ha! you are
struck with amazement ; dizzy with the thought! To
be sure ’tis a flattering and an elating prospect which
may well overpower the pride of a woman. Francis
tramples under foot the hopes of the noblest and the
richest, and offers his heart, his hand, and with them
all his gold, his castles, and his forests to a poor, and,
but for him, destitute orphan. Francis-— the feared
— voluntarily declares himself Amelia’s slave —
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AMELIA. Why does not a thunderbolt cleave the
impious tongue which utters the criminal proposal!
Thou hast murdered my beloved Charles; and shall
Amelia, his betrothed, call thee husbard? Thou ? —

Francis. Be not so violent, most gracious princess!
It is true that Francis does not come before you like a
whining Celadon — **is true he has not learned, like
a lovesick swain of Arcadia, to sigh forth his amorous
plaints to the echo of caves and rocks. Francis speaks
— and, when not answered, commands !

AmeLIA. Commands? thou reptile! Command me ?
And what if T laughed your command to scorn ? —

Francis. That you will hardly do. There are
means, too, which I know of, admirably adapted to
humble the pride of a capricious, stubborn girl —
cloisters and walls!

Avrria.  Excellent ! delightful! to be for ever secure
within cloisters and walls from thy basilisk look, and
to have abundant leisure to think and dream of Charles.
Welcome with your cloister | welcome your walls !

Franciz. Ha! Is that it? Beware! Now you
have taught me the art of tormenting you. The sight
of me shall, like a fiery-haired fgry, drive (Y of your
head these eternal fantasies of Charles. Francis shall
be the dread phantom ever lurking behind the image
of your beloved, like the fiend-dog that guards the sub-
terranean treasure. I will drag you to church by the
hair, and sword in hand wring the nuptial vow from
your soul. By main force will I ascend your virginal
couch, and storm your haughty modesty with still
greater haughtiness.

AMELIA. (gtves him a slap in the face) Then take
that first by way of dowry !

Fravcis. Ha! 1 will be tenfold, and twice tenfold
revenged for this! My wife! No, that honour you
shall never enjoy. You shall be my mistress, my
strumpet! The honest peasant’s wife shall point her
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finger at you as she passes you in the street. Ay, gnash
your teeth as fiercely as you please — scatter fire and
destruction from your eyes-—the fury of a woman
piques my fancy — it makes you more beautiful, more
tempting. Come, this resistance will garnish my tri-
umph, and your struggles give zest to my embraces.
Come, come to my chamber—1 burn with desire.
Come this instant. (Adttempts to drag her away.)

AMELIA.  (falls on his neck) Forgive me, Francis !
(As he isgubout to clasp her in his arms, she suddenly
draws the sword at his side, and hastily disengages her-
self.) Do you see nmow, miscreant, how I am able to
deal with you? I am only a woman, but a woman
enraged. Dare to approach, and this steel shall strike
your lascivious heart to the core— the spirit of my
uncle will guide my hand. Avaunt, this instant. (She
drives him away.)

Ah! how different T feel! Now I breathe again —
I feel strong as the snorting steed, ferocious as the
tigress when she springs upon the ruthless destroyer of
her cubs. To a cloister, did he say ? I thank thee for
the happy thought! Now has disappointed love found
a place of gefuge — thgysloister — the Redeemer’s bosom
is the sagztuary of gﬂppointed love. (She is on the

point of going.)!

11In the acting edition the following scene occurs between Her-
mann and Francis, immediately before that with Amelia. As
Schiller himself thought this among the happiest of his additions,
and regretted that it was ‘‘ entirely and very unfortunately over-
looked in the first editions,”” it seewns desirable to introduce it
here, as well as the soliloquy immediately following, which has
acquired some celebrity.

Scene VIIIL

Enter HERMANN.

Francis. Ha! Welcome, my Euryalus! My prompt and
trusty instrument !
lH;nmnm. (abruptly and peevishly) You sent for me, count —
why
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Enter HERVANN, timidly.

HERMANN. Lady Amelia! Lady Amelia!

AMELIA. Unhappy man! why dost thou disturb
‘me ?

HerMANN. T must throw this weight from my soul

Francis. That you might put the seal to your masterpiece.

Hurmany.  (gruffly) Indeed ?

Francis.  Give the picture its finishing touch.

Hermann., Poh! Poh! 5

Frawcis. (startled) Shall I call the carriage? We'll arrange
the business during the drive ?

HerMANN, (scornfully) No ceremony, sir, if yor please. For
any business we may have to arrauge there is room enough between
these four walls. At all events 1'll just say a few words to you
by way of preface, which may save your lungs some unnec.ssary
exertion.

Francis. (reservedly) Hum ! And what may those words be ?

HermaNN.  (with bitter irony) * You shall have Amelia — and
that from my band —

Frawcis., (with astonishment) Hermann !

HERMANN. (a8 before with his back turned on TFrawcis)
¢ Amelia will become the plaything of my will— and you may
.asily guegs the rest — in short, all will go as we wish.”” (Breaks
into an ind:gnant laugh, and then turns haughtily to Francis.)
Now, Count von Moor, what have you to say to me ?

Francis. (evasively) To thee ? Nothing. I had something to
say to Hermann.

HurmanN. No evasion. Why was I sent for hitfer ? Was it
to be your dupe a second time, and to hold the ladder for a thief
to mount ? to sell my soul for a hangman’s fee? What else did
you want with me ? .

Fravncie. (as if recollecting) Ha ! Tt just occurs to me! We
must not forget the main point. Did not my steward mention it
to you? I wanted to talk to you about the dowry.

Hermany., This is mere mockery, sir; or, if not mockery,
something worse. Moor, take care of yourself — beware how
you kindle my fary, Moor. We are alone! And I have still an
unsullied name to stake against yours! Trust not the devil,
although he be of your own raising.

Francis. (with dignily) Does this deportment become thee
towards thy sovereign and gracious master ? Tremble, slave !

HermaNN. (ironically) For fear of your displeasure, I sup-
pose ? What signifies your displeasure to a man who is at war
with himself ? Fie, Moor. I already abhor you as a villain ; let
me not despise you for a fool. I can open graves, and restore the
dead to life! Which of us now is the slave ?
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before it drags it down to hell. (Falls down before
her.) Pardon! pardon! I have grievously injured
you, Lady Amelia!

AMELIA.  Arise! depart! I will hear nothing.
(Going.)

HERMANN. (detaining her) No; stay! Inthe name

Fraxcis. (in @ conciliating tone) Come, my good friend, be
discreet, and do not prove faithless.

Hermang Pshaw! To expose a wretch like you is here the
best discretfh —to keep faith with you would be an utter want
of sense. Faith ? with whom ? Faith with the prince of liars ?
Oh, I shudder at the thought of such faith. A very little timely
faithlessness would have almost made a saint of me. But patience !
patience! Revenge is cunning in resources.

Frawcis. Ah, by the bye, I just remember. You lately lost a
purse with a hundred louis in it, in this apartinent. I had almost
forgotten it. Here, my good friend ! take back what belongs to
you. (Offers him a purse.)

HERMANN.  (throws it scornfully at his feet) A curse on your
Judas bribe! It is the earnest-money of hell. You once before
thought to make my poverty a pander to my conscience — but
you were mistaken, count ! egregiously mistaken. That purse of
gold came most opportunely — to maintain certain persons.

Francis. (terrified) Hermann! Hermann! Let me not sus-
pect certain things of you. Should you have done anything con-
trary to my instructions — you would be the vilest of traitors !

Hermaxny, (exultingly) Should I ? Should I really ? Well
then, count, 3t me give yd& a little piece of information! (Sig-
nificantly.) T will fatten up your infamy, and add fuel to your
doom. The book of your misdeeds shall ove day be served up as
a banquet, and all the world be invited to partake of it. (Con-
temptuously.) Do you understand me now, my most sovereign,
gracious, and excellent master ?

Francis. (starts up, losing all command of himself) Hal
Devil ! Deceitful impostor! (Striking his forehead.) To think
that I should stake my fortune on the caprice of an idiot! That
was madness! (Throws himself, in great excitement, on a couch.)

HerMANN.,  (whistles through his fingers) Wheugh ! the biter
bit | —

Francis. (biting his lip) But it is true, and ever will be true
— that there is no thread so feebly spun, or which snaps asunder
8o readily, as that which weaves the bands of guilt | —

HermanN. Gently ! Gently ! Are angels, then, superseded,
that devils turn moralists ?

Francs. (starts up abruptly ; to HermaNN with a malignant
laugh) And certain persons will no doubt acquire much honour
by making the discovery ?
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of Heaven! In the name of the Eternal! Youu must
know all!

AMELIA. Not another word. I forgive you. De-
part in peace. (In the act of going.)

HErMANN.  Only one word — listen ; it will restore
all your peace of mind.

HERMANN, (clapping his hands) Masterly ! Inimitable! You
play your part to admiration ! First you lure the credulous fool
into the slough, and then chuckle at the success of your malice,
and cry ‘‘ Woe be to you, sinner |’ (Laughing and clenching his
teeth.) Oh, how cleverly these imps of the de#l manceuvre.
But, count (clapping him on the shoulder), you bave not yet got
your lesson quite perfect — by heavens! You first learn what
the losing gamester will hazard. Set fire to the powder-magazine,
says the pirate, and blow all to hell — both friend and foe !

Frawncis. (runs to the wall, and takes down a pistol) Here is
treason | I must be resolute —

HerMANN. (draws a pistol as quickly from his pocket, and pre-
sents it at him) Don’t trouble yourself —one must be prepared
for everything with you.

Francis. (lets the pistol fall, and throws himself on the sofa in
great confusion) Only keep my counsel till —till 1 have collected
my thoughts —

Hermann. I suppose till you have hired a dozen assassins to
silence my tongue for ever! Is it not so? But (in his ear) the
secret is co:nmitted to paper, which my heirs will publish. [Ezit.

Scene I‘

Fraxcis, solus. .

Francis ! Francis! Francis! What is all this? Where was
thy courage ? where thy once so fertile wit? Woe! Woe! And
to be betrayed by thy own instruments! The pillars of my good
fortune are tottering to their fall, the fences are broken down,
and the raging enemy is already bursting in upon me. Well!
this calls for some bold and sudden resolve! What if I went in
person — and secretly plunged this sword in his body ? A wounded
man is but a child. Quick! I'll doit. (He walks with a resolute
step to the end of the stage, but stops suddenly as if overcome by
sensations of horror.) Who are these gliding behind me ? (Roll-
ing his eyes fearfully.) Faces such as I have never yet beheld.
What hideous yells do I hear! I feel that I have courage —
courage ! oh yes, to overflowing! But if a mirror should betray
me ? or my shadow ! or the whistling of the murderous stroke !
Ugh! Ugh! How my hair bristles! A shudder creeps through
my frame. (He lets a poignard fall from under his clothes.) I
am no coward — perhaps somewhat too tender-hearted. Yes!
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AMELIA.  (turning back and looking at him with as-
tonishment) How, friend ? Who in heaven or on earth
can restore my peace of mind ?

HErMANN. One word from my lips can do it.
Hear me!

AMELIA.  (seizing his hand with compassion) Good
gir! Can one word from thy lips burst asunder the
portals of eternity ?

HERMANN.  (rising) Charles lives!

"~ AMELIA.  (screaming) Wretch !

HerMANN. Even so. And one word more. Your
uncle —

AMELIA.  (rushing upon him) Thou liest!

HEerMaNN.  Your uncle —

AMELIA.  Charles lives ?

HERMANN. And your uncle —

AMELIA.  Charles lives?

HEerMANN. And your uncle too — betray me not !
(HERMANN runs off-)

AMELIA. (stands a long while like one petrified ; after
which she starts wp wildly, and rushes after HERMANN)
Charles lives!

SceNE II. — Country near the Danube.

THE ROBBERS (encamped on a rising ground, under
trees, their horses are grazing below).

CHARLES. Heremust I lie. (Zhrowing himself upon
the ground) I feel as if my limbs were all shattered.
My tongue is as dry as a potsherd. (SCHWEITZER disap-

that is it! These are the last struggles of expiring virtue. I
revere them. I should indeed be a monster were I to become the
murderer of my own brother. No! no! no! That thought be
far from me! Let me cherish this vestige of humanity. I will
not murder. Nature, thou hast conquered. I still feel something
here that seems like — affection. He shall live. [Exit.
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pears unperceived.) I vrould ask one of you to bring
me a handful of water from that stream, but you are
all tired to death.

ScHWARZ.  Our winé-flasks, too, are all empty.

CHARLES. See how beautiful the harvest looks! The
trees are breaking with the weight of their fruit.
The vines are full of promise.

GriMM. It is a fruitful year.

CHARLES. Do you think so? Then at least one
toil in the world will be repaid. One? Yet in
the night a hailstorm may come and destroy it all.

Scuwarz  That is very possible. It all may be
destroyed an hour beforc the reaping.

CHARLES. Just what I say. All will be destroyed.
Why should man presper in that which he has in
common with the ant, while he fails in that which
places him on a level with the gods? Or is this the
aim and limit of his destiny ?

Scitwarz. I know not.

CuagLES. Thou hast said well; and wilt have
done better, if thou never seekest to know. Brother,
I have looked on men, their insect cares and their
gilant projects, — their god-le plans afl mouse-like
occupations, their intensely eager race after happiness,
— one trusting to the fleetness of his horse, — another
to the nose of his ass, — a third to his own legs; this
checkered lottery of life, in which so many stake their
innocence and their heaven to snatch a prize, and, —
blanks are all they draw, — for they find, too late, that
there was no prize in the wheel. It is a drama, brother,
enough to bring tears into your eyes, while it shakes
your sides with laughter.

Scawarz. How gloriously the sun is setting
yonder!

CHARLES. (absorbed in the scene) So dies a hero!
Worthy of adoration !

ScawARz.  You seem deeply moved.
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CHARLES. When I was but a boy — it was my dar-
ling thought to live like him, like him to die — ( With
suppressed grief.) It was a boyish thought !

Grivm. It was, indeed.

CHARrLEs. There was a time — (Pressing his hat
doum upon his face.) 1 would be alone, comrades.

ScawARrz. Moor! Moor! Why, what the deuce!
How his colour changes.

GrIMM. By all the devils! What ails him? Is
he i1l ?

CHARLES. There was a time when I could not have
slept had I forgotten my evening prayers —

GrIMM. Are you beside yourself? Would you let
the remembrances of your boyish years school you now ?

CHARLES. (laymhis head upon the breast of GRIMM)
Brother! Brother !

GriMM. Come! Don't play the child —1 pray

ou — ]
Y CrAarLEs. Oh that I were—that I were again a
child !

GriMM. Fie! fie!

ScHWARZ. Cheer up! Behold this smiling land-
scape — this'.lelicious ey ning!

CHARLES. " Yes, friends, this world is very lovely —

ScHWARzZ. Come, now, that was well said.

CHARLEs. This earth so glorious!—

GrimM. Right — right — I love to hear you talk thus.

CHARLES. (sinking back) And T so hideous in this
lovely world — a monster on this glorious earth !

GriMM. Oh dear! oh dear!

CHARLES. My innocence! give me back my inno-
cence! Behold, every living thing is gone forth to
bask in the cheering rays of the vernal sun— why
must I alone inhale the torments of hell out of the
joys of heaven? All are so happy, all so united in
brotherly love, by the spirit of peace! The whole
world one family, and one Father above — but He not
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my father! I alone the outcast, I alone rejected from
the ranks of the blessed — the sweet name of child is
not for me — never for me the soul-thrilling glance of
her I love — never, never the bosom friend’s embrace
— (starting back wildly) — surrounded by murderers
— hemmed ia by hissing vipers — riveted to vice with
iron fetters — whirling headlong on the frail reed of
sin to the gulf of perdition — amid the blooming flowers
of a glad world, a howling Abaddon !

ScHWARZ.  (fo the others) How strange! I never
saw him thus before.

CHARLES.  (with melancholy) Oh, that T might re-
turn again to my mother's womb. That 1 might be
boru a beggar! I should desire no more,— no more,
oh heaven!—but that T might ¥ like one of those
poor labourers! Oh, I would toil till the blood streamed
down my temples — to buy myself the luxury of one
guiltless slumber — the blessedness of a single tear.

GRIMM. (o the others) A little patience — the par-
oxysm is nearly over.

CrARLES. There was a time when my tears flowed
so freely. Oh, those days of peace! Dear home of my
fathers — ye verdant halcyd® vales! Ofell ye Elysian
scenes of my childhood ! — will you never return?—
will your delicious breezes never cool my burning bosom ?
Mourn with me, Nature, mourn! They will never
return ! never will their delicious breezes cool my burn-
ing bosom! They are gone! gone! irrevocably gone !

Enter SCHWEITZER with water in his hat.

SCHWEITZER.  (offering him water in his hat) Drink,
captain ; here is plenty of water, and cold as ice.

ScawARrz.  You are bleeding! What have you been
doing ?

SCHWEITZER. A bit of a freak, you fool, which had
well-nigh cost me two legs and a neck. As I was
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frolicking along the steep sand-banks of the river, plump,
in a moment, the whole concern slid from under me,
and I after it, some ten fathoms deep; — there I lay,
and, as I was recovering my five senses, lo and behold,
the most sparkling water in the gravel! Not so much
amiss this time, said I to myself, for the caper I have
cut. The captain will be sure to relish a drink.

CHARLES. (returns him the hat and wipes his face)
But you are covered with mud, Schweitzer, and we
can’t see the scar which the Bohemian horseman marked
on your forehead — your water was good, Schweitzer
—and those scars become you well.

ScHwEITZER. Bah! There’s room for a score or
two more yet.

CHARLES. Yes, Boys —it was a hot day’s work —
and only one man lost. Poor Roller! he died a noble
death. A marble monument would be erected to his
memory had he died in any other cause than mine.
Let this suffice. (He wipes the tears from his eyes.)
How many, did you say, of the enemy were lgft on
the field ?

SCHWEITZER. A hundred and sixty huzzars, ninety-
three dragooy?, some foffy chasseurs—in all about
three hundred.

CuarLEs. Three hundred for one! Every one of
you has a claim upon this head. (He bares his head.)
By this uplifted dagger! As my soul liveth, I will
never forsake you !

SCHWEITZER. Swear not! You do not know but
you may yet be happy, and repent your oath.

CHARLES. By the ashes of my Roller! I will
never forsake you.

Enter KOSINSKY.

KOSINSKY. (aside) Hereabouts, they say, I shall
find him. Ha! What faces are these? Should they
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be — if these — they must be the men! Yes, 'tis they,
‘tis they ! I will accost them.

ScHWARZ.  Take heed! Who goes there ?

KosiNsky. Pardon, sirs. I know not whether I am
going right or wrong.

. CHARLES. Suppose right, whom do you take us to
e ?

Kosinsky., Men!

ScawrITzER. I wonder, captain, whether we have
given any proof of that ?

Kosinsky. I am in search of men who can look
death in the face, and let danger play around them
like a tamed snake; who prize liberty above life or
honour; whose very names, hailed by the poor and
the oppressed, appal the boldesf, and make tyrants
tremble.

SCHWEITZER. (fo the CAPTAIN) I like that fellow.
Hark ye, friend! You have found your men.

Kosinsky. So I should think, and I hope soon to
find them brothers. You can direct me to the man
I am®looking for. ’'Tis your captain, the great Count
von Moor.

SCHWEITZER.  (taking hgn wormlygby the hand)
There’s a good lad. You and I must bachums.

CHARLES. (coming mearer) Do you know the cap-
tain ?

KosiNsky. Thou art he!—in those features —
that air — who can look at thee, and doubt it ? (Zooks
earnestly at him for some time.) 1 have always wished
to see the man with the annihilating look, as he sat
on the ruins of Carthage.! That wish is realised.

SCHWEITZER. A mettlesome fellow !

CHARLES. And what brings you to me?

KosiNsky. Oh, captain! my more than cruel fate.
I have suffered shipwreck on the stormy ocean of
the world; I haye seen all my fondest hopes perish;

1 Alluding to Caius Marius.. See ‘‘ Plutarch’s Lives.”’
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and nought remains to me but a remembrance of the
bitter past, which would drive me to madness, were
I not to drown it by directing my energies to new
objects.

CHARLES. Another arraignment of the ways of
Providence! Proceed. ,

KosiNsky. 1 became a soldier. Misfortune still
followed me in the army. I made a venture to the
Indies, and my ship was shivered on the rocks — noth-
ing but frustrated hopes! At last, I heard tell far and
wide of your valiant deeds, incendiarisms, as they called
them, and 1 came straightway hither, a distance of
thirty leagues, firmly resolved to serve under you, if
you will deign to accept my services. I entreat thee,
noble captain, refuse me not !

SCHWEITZER. (with a leap into the wir) Hurrah !
Hurrah! Our Roller replaced ten hundredfold! An
out-and-out brother cutthroat for our troop.-

CHARLES. What is your name ?

Kosinsky. Kosinsky.

CHarLES. What? Kosinsky! Anddoyouknow that
you are but a thoughtless boy, and are embarking on
the most Wel%hty passage of your life as heedlessly as
a giddy girl 2 You will %ind' no playing at bowls or
ninepins here, as you probably imagine.

Kosinsky. I understand you, sir. I am, ’tis true,
but four and twenty years old, but [ have seen swords
glittering, and have heard balls whistling around me.

CHARLES. Indeed, young gentleman? And was it
for this that you took fencing lessons, to run poor
travellers through the body for the sake of a dollar, or
stab women in the back? Go!go! You have played
truant to your nurse because she shook the rod at you.

ScHWEITZER. Why, what the devil, captain! what
are you about? Do you mean to turn away such a
Hercules? Does he not look as if he could baste
Maréchal Saxe across the Ganges with a ladle?
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CHARLES.  Because your silly schemes miscarry, you
come here to turn rogue and assassin! Murder, boy,
do you know the meaning of that word? You may
have slumbered in peace after cropping a few poppy-
heads, but to have a murder on your soul —

KosiNsky. All the murders you bid me commit be
upon my head !

CHARLES. What! Are you so nimble-witted? Do
you take measure of a man to catch him by flattery ?
How do you know that I am not haunted by terrific
dreams, or that I shall not tremble on my death-bed ?
How much have you already done of which you have
considered the responsibility ?

Kosinsky. Very little, I must confess; excepting
this long journey to you, noble count —

CHARLES. Has your tutor let the story of Robin
Hood get into your hands? Such careless rascals
ought to be sent to the galleys. And has it heated
your childish fancy, and infected you with the mania
of becoming a hero? Are you thirsting for honour and
fame ?* Would you buy immortality by deeds of in-
cendiarism ? Mark me, ambitious youth! No laurel
blooms for the incendiary. gNo triumph awaits the
victories of the bandit — nothing but Mrses, danger,
death, disgrace. Do you see the gibbet yonder on the
hill ?

SPIEGEL. (going up and down indignantly) Oh, how
stupid ! How abominably, unpardonably stupid ! That’s
not the way. I went to work in a very different
manner.

KosiNnggy. What should he fear, who fears not
death ?

CHARLES. Bravo! Capital! You have made good
use of your time at school; you have got your Seneca
cleverly by heart. But, my good friend, you will not
be able with these fine phrases to cajole nature in the
hour of suffering ; they will never blunt the biting tooth
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of remorse. Ponder on it well, my son! (Zakes him by
the hand.) 1 advise you as a father. TFirst learn the
depth of the abyss before you plunge headlong into it.
If in this world you can catch a single glimpse of
happiness — moments may come when you — awake,
— and then — it may be too late. Here you step out
as it were beyond the pale of humanity — you must
either be more than human or a demon. Once more,
my son! if but a single spark of hope glimmer for you
elsewhere, fly this fearful compact, where nought but
despair enters,— unless a higher wisdom has so or-
dained it. You may deceive yourself — believe me,
it is possible to mistake that for strength of mind
which in reality is nothing more than despair. Take
my counsel! mine! and depart quickly.

Kosinsky. No: I will not stir. If my entreaties
fail to move you, hear but the story of my misfortunes.
And then you will force the dagger into.my hand as
eagerly as you now seek to withhold it. Seat your-
selves awhile on the grass and listen.

CuARrLES. I will hear your story. «

Kosinsky. Know, then, that I am a Bohemian
nobleman. fy the earlﬁdeath of my father I became
master of lange possessiois. The scene of my domain
was a paradise ; for it contained an angel —a maid
adorned with all the charms of blooming youth, and
chaste as the light of heaven. But to whom do I talk
of this? It falls unheeded on your ears— ye never
loved, ye were never beloved —

SCHWEITZER. Gently, gently! The captain grows
red as fire.

CHarLES. Nomore! I'll hear you some other time
— to-morrow, — or by and by, or — after I have seen
blood.

Kosinsky. Blood, blood! Only hear on! Blood
will fill your whole soul. She was of citizen birth, a
German — but her look dissolved all the prejudices of
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aristocracy. 'With blushing modesty she received the
bridal ring from my hand, and on the morrow I was
to have led my AMELIA to the altar. (CHARLES rises
suddenly ) In the midst of my intoricating dream of
happiness, and while our nuptials were preparing, an
express summoned me to court. I obeyed the sum-
mons. Letters were shown me which I was said to
have written, full of treasonable matter. T grew scarlet
with indignation at such malice; they deprived me of
my sword, thrust me into prison, and all my senses
forsook me.

SCHWEITZER. And in the meantime —go on! 1
already scent the game.

Kosinsky. There I lay a whole month, and knew
not what was taking place. I was full of anxiety for
my Amelia, who I was sure would suffer the pangs of
death every moment in apprehension of my fate. At
last the prime minister makes his appearance, — con-
gratulates me in honey-sweet words on the establish-
ment of my innocence, — reads to me a warrant of
discharge, — and returns me my sword. I flew in tri-
umph to my castle, to the arms of my Amelia, but she
had disappeared! She had igen carriedgoff, it was
said, at midnight, no one knew whither, and no eye
had beheld her since. A suspicion instantly flashed
across my mind. I rushed to the capital — I made
inquiries at court —all eyes were upon me,— no one
would give me information. At last I discovered her
through a grated window of the palace — she threw
me a small billet.

ScHwelTZER. Did I not say so ?

Kosinsky. Death and destruction! The contents
were these! They had given her the choice between
seeing me put to death, and becoming the mistress of
the prince. 1In the struggle between honour and love
she chose the laster, and (with « bitter smile) 1 was
saved.
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ScHWEITZER. And what did you do then?

Kosinsgy. Then I stood like one transfixed with a
thunderbolt! Blood was my first thought, blood my
last! Foaming at the mouth, I ran to my quarters,
armed myself with a two-edged sword, and, with all
haste, rushed to the minister’s house, for he — he alone
— had been the fiendish pander. They must have ob-
served me in the street, for, as I went up, I found
all the doors fastened. I searched, I inquired. He
was gone, they said, to the prince. I went straight
thither, but nobody there would know anything about
him. I return, force the doors, find the base wretch,
and was on the point — when five or six servants sud-
denly rushed on me from behind, and wrenched the
weapon from my hands.

SCHWEITZER. (stamping the ground) And so the
fellow got off clear, and you lost your labour ?

Kosinsky. I was arrested, accused, criminally prose-
cuted, degraded, and — mark this — transported beyond
the frontier, as a special favour. My estates were con-
fiscated to the minister, and Amelia remained in the
clutches of the tiger, where she weeps and mourns
away her clfe, while @y vengeance must keep a fast,
and crouch’ submissively to the yoke of despotism.

SCHWEITZER.  (rising and whetting his sword) That
is grist to our mill, captain! There is something here
for the incendiaries !

CHARLES. (who has been walling up and down in
violent agitation, with a sudden start to the ROBBERS) I
must see her. Up! collect your baggage — you’ll stay
with us, Kosinsky! Quick, pack up!

THE RoBBERS. Where to? What ?

CHARLES. Where to? Who asks that question?
(Fiercely to SCHWEITZER.) Traitor, wouldst thou keep
me back? DBut by the hope for heaven ! —

SCHWEITZER. I, a traitor? Lead on to hell and I
will follow you !
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CHARLES. (falling on his neck) Dear brother i thou
shalt follow me. She weeps, she mourns away her
life. Up! quickly! all of you! to Franconia! In a
week we must be there. [Exeunt.

ACT 1IV.

SCENE 1. — Rural scenery in the neighbourhood of
CHARLES VON MOOR’S castle.

CHARLES VON MOoor, KoSINSKY, at a distance.

CHARLES. Go forward, and announce me. You
remember what you have to say?

Kosinsky. You are Count Brand. you come from
Mecklenburg. I am your groom. Do not fear, 1
shall take care to play my part. Farewell! [Zzit.

CHarLES. Hail to thee, Earth of my Fatherland!
(kisses the earth.) Heaven of my Fatherland! Sun
of my Fatherland! Ye meadows and hills, ye streams
and woods! Hail, hail to ye all! How deliciously the
breezes are wafted from mymnative higds! What
streams of balmy perfume greet the poS8r fugitive!
Elysium! Realms of poetry! Stay, Moor, thy foot
has strayed into a holy temple. (Comes nearer.)

See there! the old swallow-nests in the castle yard !
—and the little garden gate ! —and this corner of the
fence where I so often watched in ambuscade to tease
old Towzer !—and down there in the green valley,
where, as the great Alexander, I led my Macedonians
to the battle of Arbela; and the grassy hillock yonder,
from which I hurled the Persian satrap—and then
waved on high my victorious banner! (He smiles.)
The golden age of boyhood lives again in the soul of
the outcast. I wss then so happy, so wholly, so cloud-
lessly happy — and now — behold all my prospects a
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wreck! Here should I have presided, a great, a noble,
an honoured man—here have lived over again the
years of boyhood in the blooming children of my
Amelia — here ! —here have been the idol of my
people — but the foul fiend opposed it! (Starting.)
Why am I here? To feel like the captive when the
clanking of his chains awakes him from his dream of
liberty. No, let me return to my wretchedness! The
captive had forgotten the light of day, but the dream
of liberty flashes past his eyes like a blaze of lightning
in the night, which leaves it darker than before. Fare-
well, ye native vales! once ye saw Charles as a boy,
and then Charles was happy. Now ye have seen the
man, his happiness turned to despair! (He moves rap-
dly toward the most distant point of the landscape,
where he suddenly stops and casts a melancholy look
across to the castle) Not to behold her! not even one
look!—and only a wall between me and Amelia!
No! see her I must!—and him too!—though it
crush me! (He turns back) Father! father! thy
son approaches. Away with thee, black, reeking gore !
Away with that grim, ghastly look of death! Oh, give
me but tir's one hougyfree! Amelia! Father! thy
Charles approaches! (He gocs quickly toward the
castle) Torment me when the morning dawns—
give me no rest with the coming night — beset me
in frightful dreams! But, oh! poison not this my
only hour of bliss! (He is standing at the gate.)
What is it T feel? What means this, Moor? Be a
man! These death-like shudders — foreboding terrors.

[Enters.
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SCENE IL!— Gallery in the Castle.
Enter CHARLES vON MOOR, AMELIA.

AMELIA. And are you sure that you should know
his portrait among these pictures ?

CHARLES. Oh, most certainly ! his image has always
been fresh in my memory. (Passing along the pictures.)
This is not it.

AMELIA. You are right! He was the first count,
and received his patent of nobility from Frederic Bar-
barossa, to whom he rendered some service against the
Ccorsairs.

CHARLES.  (still reviewing the pictures) Neither is it
this — nor this — nor that — it is not among these at all.

Amrrta. Nay! look more attentively! I thought
you knew him.

CHArLES. As well as my own father! This pic-
ture wants the sweet expression around the mouth,
which distinguished him from among a thousand. It
is not he.

AMELIA. You surprise megy What ! n‘ seen him
for eighteen years, and still —

CHARLES. (quickly with a hectic blush) Yes, this
is he! (He stands as if struck by lightning.)

AMELIA. An excellent man!

CHARLES. (absorbed in the contemplation of the pic-
turc) Father! father! forgive me! Yes, an excellent
man! (He wipes his eyes) A godlike man !

AMELIA.  You seem to take a deep interest in him.

CHARLES. Oh, an excellent man! And he is gone,
you say !

AMELIA. Gone! as our best joys perish. (Gently
taking him by the hand.) Dear sir, no happiness ripens
in this world.

1Tn some editions this is the third scene, and there is no secoi
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CHARLES. Most true, most true! And have you
already proved this truth by sad experience? You,
who can scarcely yet have seen your twenty-third

ear ?

d AMELIA. Yes, alas, I have proved it. Whatever
lives, lives to die in sorrow. We engage our hearts,
and grasp after the things of this world, only to
undergo the pang of losing them.

CHARLES. What can you have lost, and yet so
young ?

AMELIA. Nothing — everything — nothing.  Shall
we go on, count ?!

CHARLES. In such haste? Whose portrait is that
on the right ? There is an unhappy look about that
countenance, methinks.

AMELIA. That portrait on the left is the son of the
count, the present count. Come, let us pass on!

CHARLES. But this portrait on the right ?

AMELIA. Will you not continue your walk, sir ?

CHarLEs. But this portrait on the right hand?
You are in tears, Amelia ?

[Ezit AMELIA, in precipitation.

CHARLE§P She lovegfme, she loves me! Her whole
being begali to rebel, and the traitor tears rolled down
her cheeks. She loves me! Wretch, hast thou de-
served this at her hands? Stand I not here like a
condemned criminal before the fatal block ? Is this
the couch on which we so often sat — where I have
hung in rapture on her neck ? Are these my ancestral
halls ?  (Overcome by the sight of his father's portrait.)
Thou — thou — Flames of fire darting from thine eyes
-— His curse — His curse — He disowns me — Where

11In the acting edition is added :

‘“Moor. And would you learn forgetfulness in that holy garb
there ? (Pointing to a nun’s habit.)

AmeLia. To-morrow I hope to do so. Shall we continue
our walk, sir? "
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am I? My sight grows dim — Horrors of the living
God — 'Twas I, 'twas I that killed my father!
[He rushes off.

Enter FRANCIS VON MOOR, in deep thought.

Francis. Away with thut image! Away with it!
Craven heart! Why dost thou tremble, and before
whom ? Have I not felt, during the few hours that
the count has been within these walls, as if a spy from
hell were gliding at my heels? Methinks I should
know him! There is something so lofty, so familiar,
in his wild, sunburnt features which makegs me tremble.
Amelia, too, is not indifierent toward him! Does she
not dart eager, languishing looks at the fellow — looks
of which she is so chary to all the world beside ? Did
I not see her drop those stealthy tears into the wine,
which, behind my back, he quaffed so eagerly that he
seemed to swallow the very glass? Yes, I saw it —
I saw it in the mirror with my own eyes. Take care,
Francid! Look about you! Some destruction-brood-
ing monster is lurking beneath all this! (He stops,
with a searching look, before e portrait of CHARLES.)

His long, crane-like neck —* his black,§ire-sparkling
eyes — hem! hem!-—his dark, over-hanging, bushy
eyebrows. (Suddenly starting back.) Malicious hell!
dost thou send me this suspicion? It is Charles!
Yes, all his features are reviving before me. It is
be! despite his mask! it is he! Death and damna-
tion! (Goes up and down with agitated steps.) Is it
for this that I have sacrificed my nights — that I have
mowed down mountains and filled up chasms?  For
this that I have turned rebel against all the instincts
of humanity ? To have this vagabond outcast blunder
in at last, and destroy all my cunningly devised fabric ?
But gently ! gently! What remains to be done is but
child’s play. Have I not already waded up to my
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very ears in mortal sin? Seeing how far the shore
lies behind me, it would be madness to attempt to
swim back. To return is mow out of the question.
Grace itself would be beggared, and infinite mercy
become bankrupt, were they to be responsible for all
my liabilities. Then onward like a man. (He rings the
bell.) Let him be gathered to the spirit of his father,
and now come on! For the dead I care not! Daniel!
Ho! Daniel! Td wager a trifle they have already
inveigled him too into the plot against me! He looks
so full of mystery !

Enter DANIEL.

DaNIEL. What is your pleasure, my master ?

Frawcrs. Nothing. Go, fill this goblet with wine,
and quickly ! (Zaxdit DANIEL.) Wait a little, old man!
I shall find you out! I will fix my eye upon you so
keenly that your stricken conscience shall betray itself
through your mask! He shalldie! He is but a sorry
bungler who leaves his work half finished, anl then
looks on idly, trusting to chance for what may come
of it.
{Enter DAN&'L, with the wine.

Bring it here! Look me steadfastly in the face!
How your knees knock together! How you trem-
ble! Confess, old man! what have you been doing ?

DaNiEL.  Nothing, my honoured master, by heaven
and my poor soul !

Frawcis. Drink this wine! What? you hesitate ?
Out with it quickly! What have you put into the
wine ?

Danign. Heaven help me! What! 1 in the
wine ?

Francis. You have poisoned it! Are you not as
white as snow? Confess, confess! Who gave it
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you? The count? Isit notso? The count gave it
you ?

DaNieL.  The count? Jesu Maria! The counthag
not given me anything.

FraNcis. (grasping him tight) 1 will throttle you
till you are black in the face, you hoary-headed liar!
Nothing ?  Why. then, dre you so often closeted
together ? He, and you, and Amelia? And what are
you always whispering about ? Out with it! What
secrets, eh ? What secrets has he confided to you ?

DaNIEL. I call the Almighty to witness that he has
not confided any secrets to me.

Francis. Do you mean to deny it 2° 'What schemes
havé you been hatching to get rid of me? Am I to be
smothered in my sleep ? or is my throat to be cut in
shaving ? or am I to be poisoned in wine or chocolate ?
Eh ? Out with it, out with it! Or am I to have my
quietus administered in my soup? Out with it! I
know it all!

Danign. May Heaven so help me in the hour of need
as I not tell you the truth, and nothing but the pure,
unvarnished truth !

Fravcis. Well, this time ?will forgiye you. But
the money! he most certainly put mondy into your
purse ? And he pressed your hand more warmly than
is customary ? something in the manner of an old
acquaintance ?

DanNieL. Never, indeed, sir.

Francis. He told you, for instance, that he had
known you before 2 that you ought to know him ? that
the scales! would some day fall from your eyes?
that — what? Do you mean to say that he never
spoke thus to you ?

DanieL.  Not a word of the kind.

Francis. That certain circumstances restrained him

1Used in the sense of film. So in Secripture, Acts ix. ver. 18,
¢ there fell from his eyes as it had been scales.”
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— that one must sometimes wear a mask in order to
get at one’s enemies — that he would be revenged,
mogt terribly revenged ?

DanieL.  Not a syllable of all this.

Francis. What? Nothing at all? Recollect your-
self. That he knew the old count well —most inti-
mately — that he loved him — loved him exceedingly
— loved him like a son —

DaNIEL. Something of that sort I remember to
have heard him say.

FraNcIS? (turning pale) Did he say so? did he
really ? How ? let me hear! He said he was my
brother ?

DANIEL.  (astonished) What, my master ? He' did
not say that. But as Lady Amelia was conducting
him through the gallery — 1 was just dusting the
picture-frames — he suddenly stood still before the por-
trait of my late master, and seemed thunderstruck.
Lady Amelia pointed it out, and said, “ An excellent
man!” “Yes, a most excellent man!” he rephed,
wiping a tear from his eye.

Francis. Hark, Daniel! You know I have ever
been a kmd((}.uaster to yu; I have given you food and

raiment, and’ have spared you labour in consideration
of your advanced age.

DanieL.  For Which may Heaven reward you! and
1, on my part, have always served you faithfully.

Francis. That is just what I was going to say.
You have never in all your life contradicted me ; for
you know much too well that you owe me obedience
in all things, whatever I may require of you.

DanieL. In all things with all my heart, so it be
not against God and my conscience.

Francrs.  Stuff! nonsense! Are you not ashamed
of yourself? An old man, and believe that Christmas
tale! Go, Daniel! that was a stupid remark. You
know that I am your master. It is on me that God
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and conscience will be avenged, if, indeed, there be
a God and a conscience.

DANIEL.  (clasping his hands together) Merciful
Heaven !

Francis. By your obedience! Do you understand
that word? By your obedience, I command you.
With to-morrow’s dawn the count must no longer
be found among the living.

Danien. Merciful Heaver! and wherefore ?

Francis. By your blind obedience! I shall rely
upon you implicitly. °

DaniEr. On me? May the Blessed Virgin have
mercy on me! On me? What evil, tcen, have I, an
old man, done?

Francis. There is no time now for reilection ;
your fate is in my hands. Would you rather pine
away the remainder of your days in the deepest of
ray dungeons, where hunger shall compel you to
gnaw your own bones, and burning thirst make you
suck your own blood? Or would you rather eat
your bread in peace, and have rest in your old
age?

DaNiEL. What, my lord’ Peace aggl rest in my
old age? And T a murderer

FrANCIS. Answer my question !

DanieL. My gray hairs ! my gray hairs!

Frawncis. Yes or no!

DavteL. No! God have mercy upon me !

FrANCIS. (in the act of going) Very well! you
shall have need of it. (DANIEL detains him and falls
on his knees before him.)

DANIEL. Mercy, master! mercy !

Franois. Yes or no!

DaNIEL. Most gracious master! I am this day
seventy-one years of age! and have honoured my
father and my mother, and, to the best of my knowl-
edge, have mever in the whole course of my life
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defrauded any one to the value of a farthing,— and I
have adhered to my creed truly and honestly, and have
served in your house four and forty years, and am now
calmly awaiting a quiet, happy end. Oh, master!
master | (violently clasping his knees) and would you
deprive me of my only solace in death, that the gnaw-
ing worm of an evil conscience may cheat me of
my last prayer? that I ay go to my long home
an abomination in the sight of God and man? No,
no! my dearest, best, most excellent, most gracious
master ! you do not ask that of an old man turned
threescore and ten !

Francis. Yes or no! What is the use of all this
palaver ? #

Danien. I will serve you-from this day forward
more diligently than ever; I will wear out my old
bones in your service like a common day-labourer;
I will rise earlier and lie down later. Oh, and I
will remember you in my prayers night and morn-
ing; and God will not reject the prayer of an old
man.

Francis. Obedience is better than sacrifice. Did
you ever heayof the hangtan standing upon ceremony
when he wasttold to execute a sentence ?

DaxieL.  That is very true ; but to murder an inno-
cent man — one — .

Francis. Am I responsible to you? Ts the axe to
question the hangman why he strikes this way and
not that ¢ DBut see how forbearing T am. 1T offer you
a reward for performing what you owe me in virtue of
your allegiance.

DaNien. But, when I swore allegiance to you, I
at least hoped that I should be allowed to remain a
Christian. _

Francis. No contradiction! Look you! T give
you the whole day to think about it! Ponder well on
it. Happiness or misery. Do you hear—do you
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understand ? The extreme of happiness or the ex-
treme of misery! I can do wonders in the way of
torture.

DANIEL.  (after some reflection) T'll do it; I will do
*it to-morrow. [Eit.

Francis. The temptation is strong, and I should
think he was not born to die a martyr to his faith.
Have with you, sir count! According to all ordinary
calculations, you will sup to-morrow with old Beelze-
bub. In these matters all depends upon one’s view of
a thing; and be is a fool who takes any view that is
contrary to his own interest. A father quaffs perhaps
a bottle of wine more than ordinary — e is in a cer-
taig mood — the result is a human being, the last thing
that was thought of in the affair. Well, I, too, am in
a certain mood, — and the result is that a human being
perishes; and surely there is more of reason and pur-
pose in this than there was in his production. If the
birth of a man is the result of an animal paroxysm,
who should take it into his head to attach any import-
ance tb the negation of his birth? A curse upon the
folly of our nurses and teachers, who fill our imagina-
tions with frightful tales, andgimpress feagful images of
punishment upon the plastic Dfain of chimood, so that
involuntary shudders shake the limbs of the man with
icy fear, arrest his boldest resolutions, and chain his
awakening reason in the fetters of superstitious dark-
ness. Murder! What a hell full of furies hovers
around that word. Yet ’tis no more than if nature
forgets to bring forth one inan more — or the doctor
makes a mistake — and thus the whole phantasmagoria
vanishes. It was something, and it is nothing. Does
not this amount to exactly the same thing as though
it had been nothing, and came to nothing; and about
nothing it is hardly worth while to waste a word. Man
is made of filth, and for a time wades in filth, and
produces filth, and sinks back into filth, till at last he
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fouls the boots of his own posterity.! That is the bur-
den of the song — the filthy cycle of human fate; and
with that —a pleasant journey to you, sir brother! Con-
science, that splenetic, gouty moralist, may drive shriv-
elled old drones out of brothels, and torture usurers on-
their death-beds — with me it shall never more have
audience. ; [Eait.

ScENE IIL. — Another Room in the Castle.

CHARLES VON MOOR. enters from one side, DANIEL from
the other.

CHARLES. (hastily) Where is Lady Amelia ?

DanieL. Honoured sir! permit an old man to ask
you a favour.

CHARLES. It is granted. What is it you ask?

DaxieL. Not much, and yet all — but little, and
yet a great deal. Suffer me to kiss your hand!

CHARLEs. That I cannot permit, good ol man
(embraces him), from one whom I should like to call
my father. .

DANIEL. C)Y our hand,‘f’your hand! I beseech you.

CHarLES. That must not be.

DanieL. It must! (He takes hold of it, surveys it
quickly, and falls down before him.) Dear, dearest
Charles !

CHARLES. (startled; he composes himself, and says in
a distant tone) What mean you, my friend? I don’t
understand you.

DANIEL. Yes, you may deny it, you may dissemble
as much as you please! ’'Tis very well! very well
For all%hat you are my dearest, my excellent young

1¢To what base uses we may return, Horatio! Why, may
not imagination trace the noble dust of Alexa,nder, till we find it
stopping a bunghole ? ** — Hamlet, Act v. Sc. 1.
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master. Good Heaven! that I, poor old man should
live to have the joy — what a stupid blockhead was I
that I did not at & glance — oh, gracious powers! And
you are veally cowe back, and the dear old master is
‘underground, and here you are again! What a pur-
blind dolt I was, to be sure! (Striking his forehead.)
that I did not on the instant — Ob, dear me !— who
could have dreamt it — What I have so often prayed
for with tears — Oh, mercy me! There he stands again,
as large as life, in the old room !

CuarLES. What's all this oration about? Are you
in a fit of delirilum, and have escaped from your
keepers; or are you rehearsing a stage-player’s part
with me?

DanieL. Ob, fie! fie! It is not pretty of jyou to
make game of an old servant. That scar! Eh! do
you remember it ? Good Heaven! what a fright you
put me into — I always loved you so dearly; and what
misery you might have brought upon me. You were
sitting in my lap—do you remember? there in the
round "chamber. Has all that quite vanished from
your memory — and the cuckoo, too, that you were
so fond of listening to? Oy think! the cuckoo is
broken, broken all to shivers— old Susdh smashed it
in sweeping the room — yes, indeed, and there you sat
in my lap, and cried, « Cockhorse!” and I ran off to
fetch your wooden horse — mercy on me! what busi-
ness had I, thoughtless old fool, to leave you alone —
and how I felt as if I were in a boiling caldron when
I heard you screaming in the passage; and, when T
rushed in, there was your red blood gushing forth, and
you lying on the ground. Oh, by the Blessed Virgin!
did I not feel as if a bucket of icy cold water was
emptied all over me ?— but so it happens, unless one
keeps all one’s eyes upon children. Good Heaven! if
it had gone intc your eye! Unfortunately it happened
to be the right hand. « As long as I live,” said I, “ never
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again shall any child in my charge get hold of a knife
or scissors, or any other edge tool.” ‘Twas lucky for
me that both my master and mistress were gone on a
journey. « Yes, yes! this shall be a warning to me for
the rest of my life,” said T — Gemini, Gemini! I might
have lost my place, I might — God forgive you, you
naughty boy — but, thank Heaven! it healed fairly, all
but that ugly scar.

CuarLEs. I do not comprehend one word of all
that you are talking about.

Danign. Eh? eh? that was the time! was it not ?
How many a ginger-cake, and biscuit, and macaroon,
have I slipped into your hands— I was always so
fond of you. And do you recollect. what you said to
me down in the stable, when I put you upon old mas-
ter's hunter, and let you scamper round the great
meadow ? “Daniel!” said you, “only wait till 1 am
grown a big man, and you shall be my steward, and
ride in the coach with me” «Yes,” said I, laughing,
«if Heaven grants me life and health, and you are not
ashamed of the old man,” I said, «I shall ask®you to
let me have the little house down in the village, that
has stood ergpty so longw and then I will lay in a few
butts of go]ﬁ) wine, an® turn publican in my old age.”
Yes, you may laugh, you may laugh! Eh, young gen-
tleman, have you quite forgotten all that ? You do not
want to remember the old man, so you carry yourself
strange and loftily ;— but, you are my jewel of a
young master, for all that. You have, it is true, been
a little bit wild — don’t be angry ! — as young blood is
apt to be! All may be well yet in the end.

CHARLES.  (falls on his neck) Yes! Daniel! I will
no longer hide it from you! I am your Charles, your
lost Charles! And now tell me, how does my Amelia ?

DANIEL.  (begins to cry) That I, old sinner, should
live to have this happiness — and my late blessed mas-
ter wept so long in vain! Begone, begone, hoary old
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head! Ye weary bones, descend into the grave with
joy! My lord and master lives! my own eyes have
beheld him !

CHARI®s. And he will keep his promise to you.
Take that, honest graybeard, for the old hunter. (Forces
a heavy purse upon him.) I have not forgotten the
old man.

Danier. How? What are you doing? Too much!
You have made a mistake.

CHARLES. No mistake, Daniel! (DANIEL s about
to throw himself on his knees before him.) Rise! Tell
me, how does my Amelia ? ‘

Danirr. Heaven reward you !, Heaven reward you !
O gracious me! Your Amelia will never survive it,
she will die for joy!

CuaRLES. (eagerly) She has not forgotten me then ?

DanNien.  Forgotten you? How can you talk thus?
Forgotten you, indeed! You should have been there,
you should have seen how she took on, when the news
came of your death, which his honour caused to be
spread abroad —

CHARLES. What do you say ? my brother —

DaNIEL.  Yes, your brot“l; his hgpour, your
brother — another day I will P81l you m%ia about it,
when we have time -—and bow cleverly she sent him
about his hbusiness when he came a-wooing every
blessed day, and offered to make her his countess.
Oh, I must go; I must go and tell her; carry her the
news. (Is about to run off.)

CHARLES. Stay! stay! she must not know —
nobody must know, not even my brother —

Danten.  Your brother? No, on no account; he
must not know it! Certainly not! If he know not
already more than he ought to know. Oh, I can tell
you, there are wicked men, wicked brothers, wicked
masters; but I would not for all my master’s gold be
a wicked servant. His honour thought you were dead.
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CuARLES. Humph! What are you muttering
about ?

DANIEL. (in o half-suppressed wvoice) And to be
sure when a man rises from the dead thus uninvited
— your brother was the sole heir of our late master —

CHARLES. Old man! what is it you are muttering
between your teeth, as if some dreadful secret were
hovering on your tongue which you fear to utter, and
yet ought ? Out with it!

DANIEL. But I would rather gnaw my old bones
with hunger, and suck my own blood for thirst, than
gain a life of luxury by murder. [Exit hastily.

CHARLES.  (starting up, after a terrible pause)
Betrayed ! Betrayed! It flashes upon my soul like
lightning! A fiendish trick! A murderer and a rob-
ber through fiend-like machinations! Calumniated by
him! My letters falsified, suppressed! his heart full
of love! Oh, what a monstrous fool was I! His
fatherly heart full of love! oh, villainy, villainy! It
would bave cost me but once kneeling at his feet —
a tear would have done ite—oh blind, blind Yool that
I was! (Bunning up against the wall.) 1 might have
been happyy— oh villamy, villainy ! “Knavishly, yes,
knavishly {theated out”of all happiness in this life!
(He runs up and down in a rage) A murderer, a
robber, all through a knavish trick! He was not even
angry! Not a thought of cursing ever entered his
heart. Oh, miscreant! inconceivable, hypocritical,
abominable miscreant !

Enter KOSINSKY.

Kosinsky. Well, captain, where are you loitering ?
What is the matter? You are for staying here some
time longer, I perceive ?

CuarLes. Up! Saddle the horses! Before sunset
we must be over the frontier!
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Kosinsky. You are joking.

CHARLES. (in o commanding tone) Quick! quick!
delay not! leave everything behind! and let no eye
see you ! [Ezit KOSINSKY.

I fly from these walls. The least delay might drive
me raving mad ; and he my father's son! Brother!
brother ! thou hast made me the most miserable wretch
on earth; I never injured thee; this was not brotherly.
Reap the fruits of thy crime in quiet, my presence shall
no longer embitter thy enjoyment — but, surely, this
was not acting like a brother. May oblivion shroud
thy misdeed for ever, and death not bring it back to
light.

Enter KOSINSKY.

Kosinsky. The horses are ready saddled, you can
mount as soon as you please.

CHARLES. Why in such haste? Why so urgent?
Shall T see her no more ?

Kosipsky. I will take off the bridles again, if you
wish it ; you bade me hasten head over heels.

CHARLES. One more farewell! one more! I must
drain this poisoned cup of haffjiness to tRp dregs, and
then — Stay, Kosinsky ! Ten minutes mo#e — behind,
in the castle yard — and we gallop off.

SceNE IV, — In the Qarden.

AMEL1A.  “You are in tears, Amelia!” These were
his very words — and spoken with such expression —
guch a voice ! — Oh, it summoned up a thousand dear
remembrances ! — scenes of past delight, as in my
youthful days of happiness, my golden springtide of
love. The night.ngale sung with the same sweetness,
the flowers breathed the same delicious fragrance as
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when I used to hang enraptured on his neck! Ha!
falss, perfidious heart! And dost thou seek thus art-
fully to veil thy perjury? No, no! begone for ever
front my soul, thou sinful image! I have not broken
my oath, thou only one! Avaunt, from my soul, yé
treacherous impious wishes! In the heart where
Charles reigns no son of earth may dwell. But why,
my soul, dost thou thus constantly, thus obstinately
turn toward this stranger? Does he not cling to my
heart in the very image of my only one? Is he not
his inseparable companion in my thoughts? «You are
in tears, Amelia?” Ha! let me fly from him!—
fly { — never more shall my eyes behold this stranger !

[CHARLES opens the garden-gate.

AMELIA.  (starting) Hark! bark! did 1 not hear
the gate creak ? (She perceives CHARLES and starts
up.) He?— whither?— what? I am rooted to the
spot,— I cannot fly! Forsake me not, good Heaven!
No! thou shalt not tear me from my Charles! My
soul has no room for two deities, I am but g mortal
maid! (She draws the picture of CHARLES from her
bosom.) Thou, my Charles! be thou my guardian
angel agaiigst this str%er, this invader of our loves!
At thee wiM I look, at thee, nor turn away my eyes —
nor cast one sinful look toward him! (She sits silent,
her eyes fixed wpon the picture.)

CHARLES. You here, Lady Amelia?—and so sad ?
and a tear upon that picture ? (AMELIA gives him mo
answer.) And who is the happy man for whom these
silver drops fall from an angel’s eyes? May I be per-
mitted to look at — (He endeavours to look at the
picture.) :

AMELIA. No—yes—no!

1 Here, in the acting edition, is added, ¢ Assuredly, if the spirits
of the departed wander among the living, then must this stranger
be Charles’s angel !’
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CHARLES. (starting back) Ha — and does he deserve
to be so idolised ? Does he deserve it ?

AmEL1A. Had you but known him!

CHARuES. I should have envied him.

AMELIA.  Adored, you mean.

CHarres. Ha!

AwmELIA. Oh, you would so have loved bim!—
there was so much, so much in his face — in his eyes,
— in the tone of his voice, — which was so like yours
—that I love so dearly! (CHARLES casts his eyes down
to the ground.) Here, where you are standing, he has
stood a thousand times — and by his side, one who, by
his side, forgot heaven and earth. Here his cyes feasted
on nature’s most glorious panorama, — which, as if con-
scious of his approving glance, seemed to increase in
beauty under the approbation of her masterpiece.
Here ke held the audience of the air captive with his
heavenly music. Here, from this bush, he plucked
roses, and plucked those roses for me. Here, here, he
lay on my neck; here he imprinted burning kisses on
my lips; ond the flowers hung their heads with pleasure
beneath the foot-tread of the lovers.!

1Tn the acting edition the scene changes materialf§ at this point,
and the most sentimental part of the whole drama is transformed
intc the most voluptuous. The stage direction here is, — ¢ (They
give way to their transports without control, and mingle their
kisses. Moor hangs in ecstasy on her lips, while she sinks half
delirious on the couch.) O Charles ! now avenge thyself ; my vow
is brokeu.

Moor. (tearing himself away jfrom her, as if in frenzy) Can
this be hell that still pursues me! (Qazing on her.) I felt so
happy !

AMELIA.  (perceiving the ring upon her finger, starts up from
the couck) What! Art thou still there—on that guilty hand ?
Witness of my perjury. Away with thee. (She pulls the ring
from her finger and gives it to CmarLEs.) Take it —take it, be-
loved seducer ! and with it what I hold most sacred —take my
all —my Charles! (She falls back upon the couch.)

Moor. (changes colour) O thou Most High! was this thy
almighty will ? 1t is the very ring I gave her in the pledge of our
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CHARLES. He is no more?

AmEeLiA.  He sails on troubled seas — Amelia’s love
sails with him. He wanders through pathless, sandy
deserts — Amelia’s love clothes the burning sand with
verdure, and the barren shrubs with flowers. Southern:
suns scorch his bare head, northern snows pinch his
feet, tempestuous hail beats down on his temples, but
Amelia’s love lulls him to sleep in the midst of the
storm. Seas, and mountains, and skies, divide the
lovers — but their souls rise above this prison-house of
clay, and meet in the paradise of love. You appear
sad, count ! .

CHARLES. These words of love rekindle my love.

mutual faith. Hell be the grave of love! She has returned my
ring.

%\MELIA. (terrified) Heavens! What is the matter? Your
eyes roll wildly, and your lips are pale as death! Ah! woe is
me. And are the pleasures of thy crime so soon forgotten ?

Moor. (suppressing his emotion) 'Tis nothing! Nothing!
(Raising his eyes to heaven.) I am still a man! (He takes off his
own ring and puts it on AMELIA'S finger.) In return, take this !
sweet fury of my heart ! And with it what I hold most sacred
—take my all —my Amelia!

AMELIA. (Starting up) Your Amelia!

Moor. (mfurnfully) Ohfihe was such a lovely maiden, and
faithful as an {'ngel. Wherl*we parted we exchanged rings, and
vowed eternal tonstancy. She heard that T was dead —- believed
it — yet remained constant to the dead. She heard again that I
was living — yet became faithless to the living. I flew into her
arms — was happy as the blest in Paradise. Think what my
heart was doomed to feel, Amelia! She gave me back my ring
—sghe took her own.

AMELIA. (her eyes fized on the earth in amazement) 'Tis strange,
most strange ! ’Tis horrible |

Moor. Ay, strange and horrible! My child, there is much —
ay, much for man to learn ere his poor intellect can fathom the
decrees of Him who smiles at human vows and weeps at human
projects. My Amelia is an unfortunate maiden !

AmeLia. Unfortunate ! Because she rejected you ?

Mo(tim. Unfortunate. Because she embraced the man she be-
trayed. ' ’

AMELIA.  (with melancholy tenderness) Oh, then, she is indeed
unfortunate ! From my soul I pity her! She shall be my sister.
But there is another and a better world.”
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AMELIA. (pale) What? You love another? Alas!
what have I said ?

CHARLES. She believed me dead, and in my sup-
posed death she remained faithful tn me — she heard
again that I was alive, and she sacrificed for me the
crown of a saint. She knows that I am wandering in
deserts, and roaming aboul in misery, yet her love
follows me on wings through deserts and through
misery. Her name, too, like yours, is Amelia.

Amrria. How I envy your Amelia!

CHARLES. Oh, she is an unhappy maid. Her love
is fixed upon one who is lost —and it can never —
never be rewarded.

AMELIA. Say not so! It will be rewarded in
heaven. Is it not agreed that there is a better world,
where mourners rejoice, and where lovers meet again ?

CHARLES. Yes, a world where the veil is lifted —
where the phantom love will make terrible discoveries
— Eternity is its name. My Amelia is an unhappy
maid.

Amr2ia.  Unhappy, and loves you ?1

CrarLES. Unhappy, because she loves me! What
if T were a murderer? Hovg Lady Amelia, if your
lover could reckon you up a“lrder forﬂfvery one of
your kisses? Woe to my Amelia! Sh€ is an un-
happy maid.

AMEUIA.  (gasly rising) Ha! What a bappy maid

11n the acting edition the scene closes with a different dénoue-
ment. Amelia here says, ‘“ Are all unhappy who live with you,
and bear the name of Amelia ? "

CHARLES, Yes, all — when they think they embrace an angel,
and find iu their arms — a murderer. Alas, for my Amelia! She
is indeed unfortunate.

Averia.  (with an expression of deep gfftiction) Oh, I must
weep for her.

CHARLES. (grasping her hand and pointing to the ring) Weep
for thyself.

AMELIA. (recognising the ring) Charles! Charles ! O heaven
and earth | (She sinks fainting ; the scene closes.)
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am I! My only one is a reflection of Deity, and Deity
is mercy and compassion! He could not bear to see a
fly suffer. His soul is as far from every thought of
blood as the sun is from the moon. (CHARLES sud-
denly turns away into a thicket, and looks wildly out
into the landscape. AMELIA sings, playing the guitar.)

Oh ! Hector, wilt thou go for evermore,

Where fierce Achilles, on the blood-stained shore,
Heaps countless victims o’er Patroclus’ grave ? -

‘Who then thy hapless orphan boy will rear,

Teach him to praise the gods and hurl the spear,
When thou art swallowed up in Xanthus’ wave ?

CHARLES (stlently tunes the guitar, and plays).

Beloved wife ! — stern duty calls to arms —
Go, fetch my lance! and cease those vain alarms !
[He flings the guitar away, and rushes of.

ScENE V.— 4 neighbouring forest. Night. An old
rm'rtg castle itlthc centre of the scene.

The baml of ROBBERS encamped cn the ground.

The ROBBERS singing.

To rob, to kill, to wench, to fight,
Our pastime is, and daily sport ;
The gibbet claims us morn and night,

So let’s be jolly, time is short.

A merry life we lead, and free,

A life of endless fun;
Our couch is 'neath the greenwood tree,
Through wind and storm we gain our fee,



THE ROBBERS 121

The moon we mrke our sun.
Old Mercury is our patron true,
And a capital chap for helping us through.

To-day we make the abbot our host, -
The farmer rich to-morrow ;

And where we shall get our next day’s roast,
Gives us nor care nor SOITow.

And, when with Rhenish and rare Moselle
. Our throats we have been oiling,

Our courage burns with a fiercer swell,

And we're hand and glove with the Lord of Hell,
‘Who down in his flames is broiling.

For fathers slain the orphans’ cries,
The widowed mothers’ moan and wail,
Of brides bereaved the whimpering sighs,
Like music sweet, our ears regale.

PBeneath the axe to see them writhe,
Bellow like calves, fall dead like flies;

Such bonny sights, andaunds 80 b;;he,
With rapture fill our €drs and ey

And when at last our death-knell rings —
The devil take that hour!

Payment in full the hangman brings,
And off the stage we scour.

On the road a glass of good liquor or so,

Then hip! hip! hip ! and away we go!

ScawrITZER. The night is far advanced, and the
captain has not yet returned.

Raz. And yet he promised to be back before the
clock struck eight.

ScHWEITZER. Should any harm have befallen him,
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comrades, wouldn't we kindle fires! ay, and murder
sucking babes ?

SPIEGEL. (takes RAZMAN aside) A word in your ear,
Razman !

ScuwaRrz. (to GriMM) Should we not send out
scouts ?

GriMM. Let him alone. He no doubt has some
feat in hand that will put us to shame.

ScHWEITZER. Then you are out, by old Harry! He
did not part from us like one that had any master-
piece of roguery in view. Have you forgotten what he
said as he marched us across the heath? «The fellow
that takes so much as a turnip out of a field, if I know
it, leaves his head behind him, as true as my name is
Moor.” We dare not plunder.

Raz.  (aside to SPIEGELBERG) What are you driving
at? Speak plainer.

SPIEGEL. Hush! Hush! I know not what sort of
a notion you and I have of liberty, that we should toil
under the yoke like bullocks, while we are making
such wonderful fine speeches about independerce. I
like it not. i

SCHWEITZER. (Yo GrguM) What crotchet has that
swaggering tgoby got if®.ais numskull, T wonder ?

Raz.  (astde to SPIEGELBERG) Is it the captain you
mean ? —

SpieGEL. Hush! I tell you, hush! He has got
his eavesdroppers all around us. Captain, did you say ?
Who made him captain over us? Has he not, in fact,
usurped that title, which by right belongs to me?
What? Is it for this that we stake our lives — that
we endure all the splenetic caprices of fortunes — that
we may in the end congratulate ourselves upon being
the serfs of a slave? Serfs! When we might be
princes? By heaven! Razman, I could never brook it.

SCHWEITZER.  (overhearing him — to the others) Yes
— there’s a hero for you! He is just the man to do
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mighty execution upon frogs with stones, The very
breath of his nostrils, when he sneezes, would blow you
through the eye of a needle.

SPIECEL. (fo RAzMAN) Yes—and for years I have
been intent upon it. There must be an alteration,
Razman. If you are the man I always took you for
— Razman! He is missing — he is almost given up
*— Razmap — methinks his hour is come. What?
does not the colour so much as mount to your cheek
when you hear the chimes of liberty ringing in your
ears? Have you not courage enough to take the
hint ?

Raz. Ha! Satan! What bait art thou spreading for
my soul ?

SPIEGEL. Does it take? Good! then follow me!
I have marked in what direction he slunk off. Come
along! a brace of pistols seldom fails; and then — we
shall be the first to strangle sucking babes. (He en-
deavours to draw him off.)

SCHWEITZER. (enraged, draws his sword) Ha! cai-
tiff | 1°have overheard you! You remind me, at the
right moment, of the Bohemian forest ! Were not you
the coward that began to 1 when cry arose,
“t{he enemy is coming!” I t swore {)‘ my soul —
(They fight, SPIEGELBERG 15 killed) To tBe devil with
thee, assassin !

ROBRERS. (in  agitation) Murder! murder!—
Schweitzer ! — Spiegelberg ! — Part them !

SCHWEITZER.  (throwing the sword on the body) There
let him rot! Be still, my comrades! Don’t let such
a trifle disturb you. The brute has always been invet-
erate against the captain and has not a single scar on
his whole body. Once more, be still. Ha, the scoun-
drel! He would stab a man behind his back — skulk
and murder! Is it for this that the hot sweat has
poured down us in streams? that we may sneak out
of the world at last like contemptible wretches ? The
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brute! Is it for this that we have lived in fire and
brimstone ? To perish at last like rats ?

GriMM. But what the devil, comrade, were you
after? What were you quarrelling about? The cap-
tain will be furious. :

SCcHWEITZER. Be that on my head. And you,
wretch ! (fo RAzMAN) you were his accomplice, you!
Get out of my sight! Schufterle was another of your
kidney, but he has met his deserts in Switzerland —
has been hanged, as the captain prophesied. — (4 shot
18 heard.)

SCHWARzZ. (jumping up) Hark! a pistol shot! (An-
other shot is heard.) Another! Hallo! the captain!

GriMm. Patience! If it be he, there will be a third.
(The third shot is heard.)

ScawaRz. 'Tishe! 'Tis the captain! Absent your-
self awhile, Schweitzer —till we explain to him!

(They fire.)
Enter CHARLES VON Moor and KOSINSKY.

SCHWEITZER. (runmning to, meet them) Welcome, cap-
tain. I havgebeen somggwhat choleric in your absence.
(He conductalw’m to the®brpse.) Beyou judge between
him and meé He meant to waylay and assassinate
you.

ROBBERS. (én consternation) What ! the captain ?

CHARLES. (after fixing his eyes for some ttme upon
the corpse, with a sudden burst of feeling) Oh, incom-
prehensible finger of the avenging Nemesis! Was it
not he whose siren song seduced me to be what I am ?
Let this sword be consecrated to the dark goddess of
retribution! That was not ¢thy deed, Schweitzer.

SCHWEITZER. By heaven, it was mine, though ! and,
as the devil lives, it is not the worst deed I have done
in my time. (Turns away moodily.)

CHARLES. (absorbed in thought) 1 comprehend —
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Great Ruler in heaven — I comprehend. The leaves
fall from the trees, and my autumn is come. Remove
this object frodi my sight! (Zhe corpse of SPIEGELBERG
s carried out.) ‘

GrRIMM. Give us your orders, captain! What shall
we do next ?

CHARLES. Soon —-very soon —&all will be accom-
plished. Hand me my lute; I have lost myself since
T have been there. My lute, I say -—I must nurse up
my strength again. Leave me!

RosBrrs. 'Tis midnight, captain.

CHARLES. They were only stage tears after all.
Let me bring to memory the song of the old Roman,
that my slumbering genius may wake up again. Hand
me my lute. Midnight, say you?

ScuwaRrz.  Yes, and past, too! Our eyes are as
heavy as lead. For three days we have not slept a
wink.

CuarLEs. What? does balmy sleep visit the eyes
of murdercrs?  Why doth it flee mine? T never was
a coward, nor a villain. Lay yourselves to rest. At
daybreak we march. s

RoBBERS. Good night, cap@n. (Thegystretch them-
selves on the ground and foll aSleep.)

Profound silence. CHARLES VON MOOR takes up his
guitar, and plays.

Brutus.

Oh, be ye welcome, realms of peace and rest!
Receive the last of all the scns of Rome !
From dread Philippi’s field, where all the best
Fell bleeding in her cause, I wearied come.
Cassius, no more! And Rome now prostrate laid !
My brethren all lie weltering in their gore !
No refuge left but Hades’ gloomy shade;
No hope remains ! — No world for Brutus more !
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CESAR.

‘Who's he that, with a hero’s lofty bearing,
Comes striding o’er yon mountain’s rocky bed ?
Unless my eyes deceive, that noble daring
Bespeaks the Roman warrior’s fearless tread.
‘Whence, son of Tiber, do thy footsteps bend ?
Say, stands the seven-hilled city firmly yet?
No Caxsar there, to be the soldier’s friend !
Full oft has he that orphaned city wept.

Brutus.

Hag thou of three and twenty wounds! Avaunt!
Thou unblest shade, what calls thee back to light ?
Down with thee, down, to Pluto’s deepest haunt,
And shroud thy form in black, eternal night.
Proud mourner! triumph not to learn our fall !
Philippi’s altars reek with freedom’s blood !
The bier of Brutus is Rome’s funeral pall ;
He Minos seeks. Hence to thy Stygian flood !

CAESAR.

That death-groke, Brutgn, which thy weapon hurled !
" Thou, tooz.Brutus? hat thou shouldst be my foe !
Oh, son! IU was thy father! Son! The world

Was thine by heritage ! Now proudly go,
Well mayst thou claim to be the chief in glory,

"Twas thy fell sword that pierced thy father’s heart!
Now go — and at yon gates relate thy story —
Say Brutus claims to be the chief in glory, -

"Twas his fell sword that pierced his father’s heart!
Go — Now thou’rt told what stayed me on this shore,
Grim ferryman, push off, and swiftly ply thine oar.

BruTtus.

Stay, father, stay ! Within the whole bright round
Of Sol’s diurnal course I knew but one
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‘Who to compare with Casar could be found;

And that one, Ceesar, thou didst call thy son!
"Twas only Ceesar could destroy a Rome;

Brutus alone that Ceesar could withstand —
*Where Brutus lives, must Cesar die! Thy home

Be far from mine. Tl seek another land.

[He laye down his guitar, and walks to and
Jro in deep meditation.

Who will give me certainty! All is so dark —a
confused labyrinth —no outlet —no guiding star.
Were but all to end with this last gasp of breath. To
end, like an empty puppet-show. But why then #his
burning thirst after happiness ? Wherefore this ideal
of unattained perfection? This looking to an hereafter
for the fulfilment of our hopes? If the paltry pressure
of this paltry thing (putting a pistol io his head) makes
the wise man and the fool — the coward and the brave
— the noble and the villain equal ? — the harmony
which pervades the inanimate world is so divinely per-
fect — why, then, should there be such discord in the
intellectual? No! no! there must be something be-
youd, for I have not yet attaigd to happigess. .

Think ye that I will trembl®¥, spirits oy my slaugh-
tered victims? No, I will not tremble.” (Zrembling
violently.) The shrieks of your dying agonies— your
black, convulsive features — your ghastly, bleeding
wounds — what are they all but links of one indissolu-
ble chain of destiny, which hung upon the temperament
of my father, the life’s blood of my mother, the humours
of my nurses and tutors, and cven upon the holiday
pastimes of my childhood! (Shaking with horror)
Why has my Perillus made of me a brazen bull, whose
burning entrails yearn after human flesh ?  (He lifts the
pistol again to his head.) ,

Time and Eternity ! — linked together by a single
instant! Fearful key, which locks behind me the
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prison-house of life, and opens before me the habite-
tions of eternal night —tell me-—oh, tell me —
whither — whither wilt thou lead me? Strange,
unexplored land! Humanity is unnerved at the fear-
ful thought, the elasticity of our finite nature is para-
lysed, and fancy, that wanton ape of the senses, juggles
our credulity with appalling phantoms. No! no! a
man must be firm. Be what thou wilt, thou undefined
futurity, so I remain but true to myself. Be what thou
wilt, so I but take this inward self hence with me. Ex-
ternal forms are but the trappings of the man. My
heaven and my hell is within.

What if thou shouldst doom me to be sole inhabitant
of some burnt-out world which thou hast banished from
thy sight, where darkness-and never-ending desolation
were all my prospect; then would my creative brain
people the silent waste with its own images, and I
should have eternity for leisure to unravel the compli-
cated picture of universal wretchedness. Or wilt thou
make me pass through ever-repeated births and ever-
changing scenes of misery, stage by stage! — fo anni-
hilation? Can I not burst asunder the life-threads
woven for nge in anotlrlﬁt world as easily as T do these ?
Thou mayég reduce into nothing ; but thou canst
not take froth me this power. (He loads the pistol, and
then suddenly pauses.) And shall I then rush into death
from a coward fear of the ills of life? Shall I yield
to misery the palm of victory over myself? No! I
will endure it! (He flings the pistol away) Misery
shall blunt its edge against my pride! Be my destiny
fulfilled! (J¢ grows darker and darker.)

HERMANN.  (coming through the forest) Hark ! hark!
the owl screeches horribly — the village clock strikes

1This and other passages will remind the reader of Cato’s
soliloquy. ¢TIt must be so, Plato; thou reasonest well.”” But
the whole bears a strong resemblance to Hamlet’s ** To be or not
to be ;”* and some passages in Measure for Measure, Act iii. Sc. 1.
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twelve. Well, well — villniny is asleep — no listeners
in these wilds. (He goes to the castle and knocks.) Come
forth, thou man of sorrow ! tenant of the miserable dun-
geon! thy meal awaits thee.

* CEARLES. (stepping gently back, unperceived) What
means this ?

VoICE.  ( from within the castle) Who knocks ? Iy it
you, Hermann, my raven ?

HerMANN.  Yes, 'tis Hermann, your raven. Come to
the grating and eat. (Owls are screeching) Your night
companions make a horrid noise, old man! Do you
relish your repast ?

VOIGE. Yes—1I was very hungry. Thanks to th¥e,
thou merciful sender of ravens, for this thy bread in the
wilderness! And how is my dear child, Hermann ?

Hermany.  Hush ! — bhark ! — A noise like snoring!
Doyt you hear something ?

Vorcr. What? Do you hear anything ?

HermanN.  °Tis the whistling of the wind through
'he cranpies of the tower —a serenading which makes
one’s teeth chatter, and one’s nails turn blue. Hark!
’tis there again. I still fancy I hear snoring. You
have company, old man. Ugh@ugh! ugh

Voice. Do you see anything?

HermaNN. Farewell! farewell! this is a fearful
place. Go down into your hole, — thy deliverer, thy
avenger, is above. Oh! accursed son! (Is about to
My.)

CUARLES. (stepping forth with horror) Stand!

HERMANN.  (screaming) Oh, me !l

11n the acting edition I{ermann, instead of this, says :

“'Tis one of hisspies for certain, Thave lost all fear (draws his
sword). Villain, defend yourself ! You have a man before you.

Moor. I'll have an answer (strikes the sword out of his hand).
‘What boots this childish sword-play ? Didst thou not speak of
vengeance ? Vengeance belongs especially to me — of all men on
earth. Who dares interfere with my vocation ?

HEerMANN. (starts back in affright) By heaven ! That man was
not born of woman. His touch withers like the stroke of death.
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CrarLEs. Stand! I say.

HerMANN. Woe! woe! woe ! now all is discovered !

CHARLES. Speak! Who art thou? What brought
thee here ? Speak!

HerMANN. Mercy, mercy ! gracious sir! Hear but
one word before you kill me.

CHARLES. (drawing his sword) What am I to hear ?

HERMANN. ’Tis true, he forbade me at the peril of
‘my life—but I could not help it—1 dare not do
otherwise — a God in heaven — your own venerable
father there — pity for him overcame me. Xill me, if
you will!

- CHARLES. There’s some mystery here — Out with

it! Speak! T must know all

VoICE. (from the castley Woe! woe! Is it you,
Hermann, that are speaking? To whom are you
speaking, Hermann ? .

CHARLES. Some one else down there? What is the
meaning of all this? (Runs toward the castle.) It is

L[]

Voice. Alas! Hermann! to whom are you speaking ?

Moor. What! still those sounds ? What is going on there ?
(Runs towargd the tower.) Some horrible mystery, no doubt, lies
concealed iff hat tower. gais sword shall bring it to light.

HerMaN}  (comes forward trembling) Terrible stranger! art
thou the demon of this fearful desert — or perhaps one of the
ministers of that unfathomable retribution who make their circuit
in this lower world, and take account of all the deeds of darkness ?
Oh'! if thou art, be welcome to this tower of horrors !

Moor. Well guessed, wanderer of the night | You have divined
my function. Exterminating Angel is iny name; but I am flesh
and blood like thee. Is this some miserable wretch, cast out of
men, and buried in this dungeon ? I will loosen his chains. Once
more, speak ! thou voice of terror! Where is the door ?

HerMANN. As soou could Satan force the gates of heaven as
thou that door. Retire, thou man of might! The genius of the
wicked is beyond the ordinary powers of man.

Moor. Butnot the craft of robbers. (He takes some pass-keys
Jrom his pocket.) For once, I thank heaven I've learned that craft !
These keys would mock hell’s foresight. (He takes a key, and
opens the gate of the tower. An old man comes from below, emaci-
ated like a skeleton. Moor springs back with affright.) Horrible
spectre ! my father ! *’



THE ROBBERS 131

some prisoner whom mankind have cast off ! I will
loosen his chains. Voice! Speak! Where is the
door ?

HERMANN.  Ob, have mercy, sir — seek no further,
T entreat — for mercy’s sake desist! (He sfops his
way.)

CHARLES. Locks, boits, and bars, away! It must
come out. Now, for the first time, come to my aid,
thieferaft | (He opens the grated iron door with house-
breaking tools. An OLD MAN, reduced to a skeleton,
comes up from below.)

Tue OLp MAN.  Mercy on a poor wretch! Merey !

CHARLES.  (starts back i terror) That is my father’s
voice !

O1p Moor. I thank thee, merciful Heaven! The
hour of deliverance has arrived.

CaarLEs. Shade of the aged Moor ! what has dis-
turbed thee in thy grave ? Has thy soul left this earth
charged with some foul crime that bars the gates of
Taradise, against thee? Say?—1 will have masses
read, to send thy wandering spirit to its home. Hast
thou buried in the earth the gold of widows and or-
phans, that thou art driven to der howlfng through
the midnight hour?! I will sn#ftch the higden treas-
ure from the clutches of the infernal dragon, though
he should vomit a thousand red-hot flames upon me,
and gnash his sharp teeth against my sword. Or
comest thou, at my request, to reveal to me the mys-
teries‘ of eternity ? Speak, thou! speak! I am not
the man to blanch with fear!

OLp Moor. Igm uot a spirit. Touch me —1T live
—but oh! a life indeed of misery !

CHARLES. What! hast thou not been buried ?

1 ¢ Qr, if thou hast uphoarded in thy life
Extorted treasure in the womb of earth,
For which, chey say, you spirits oft walk in death.’?
- Hamlet, Act. i. Sc. 1.
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OLp Moor. I was buried — that is to say, a dead
dog lies in the vault of my ancestors, and I have been
pining for three long moons in this dark and loathsome
dungeon, where no sunbeam shines, no warm breeze
penetrates, where no friend is seen, where the hoarse
raven croaks and owls screech their midnight con-
cert —

CuarLEs. Heaven and earth! Who has done this ?

OLD Moor. Curse him not! ’'Tis my son, Francis,
who did this.

CoARrLEs. Francis ? Francis? Oh, eternal chaos!

OLp Moor. If thou art a man, and hast a human
heart — oh ! my unknown deliverer — then listen to
a father’s miseries which his own sons have heaped
upon him. For three long moons I have moaned my
pitiful tale to these flinty walls —but all my answer
was an empty echo, that seemed to mock my wailjngs.
Therefore, if thou art a man, and hast a human heart —

CHARLES. That appeal might move even wild beasts
to pity.

OLD Moor. I lay upon a sick bed, and had scarcely
begun to recover a little strength, after a dangerous
illness, wifyn a man g¥s brought to me, who pretended
that my fR st-born hafl fallen in battle. He brought a
sword stained with his blood, and his last farewell —
and said that my curse had driven him into battle, anc
death, and despair.

CHARLES. (turning away in wviolent agitation) The
light breaks in upon me!

OLp Moor. Hear me on! T fainted at the dread-
ful news. They must have thought me dead; for,
when I recovered my senses, I was already in my
coffin, shrouded like a corpse. I scratched against the
lid. Tt was opened —’twas in the dead of night — my
son Francis stood hefore me — « What !” said he, with
a tremendous voice, “ wilt thou then live for ever ?” —
and with this he slammed-to the lid of the coffin. The
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thunder of these words bereft me of my senses, when
I awoke again, I felt that the coffin was in motion, and
being borne on wheels. At last it was opened — I
found myself at the entrance of thi: dungeon — my
gon stood before me, and the man, too, who had brought
me the bloody sword from Charles. I fell at my son’s
feet, and ten times I embraced his knees, and wept,
and conjured, aud supplicated, — but the supplications
of a father reached not his flinty heart. «Down with
the old carcass!” said he, with a voice of thunder, « he
has lived too long;” — and I was thrust down without
mercy, and my son Francis closed the door upon me.

CHARLES. Tmpossible ! - -impossible! Your mem-
ory or senses deceive you.

OLp MooRr. Oh, that it were so! But hear me on,
and restrain your rage! There I lay for cwenty hours,
and, not a soul cared for my misery. No human foot-
step treads this solitary wild, for ’tis commonly be-
lieved that the ghosts of my ancestors drag clanking
hains through these ruins, and chant their funeral
dirge at the hour of midnight. At last I heard the
door creak again on gdts hinges; this man opened it,
and brought me breaﬁ and wm He told me that 1
had been condemned to die of IMhger, and Fhat his life
was in danger should it be discovered that he fed me.
Thus has my miserable existence been till now sus-
tained — but the unceasing cold — the foul air of my
filthy dungeon — my incurable grief — have exhausted
my strength, and reduced my body to a skeleton. A
thousand times have I implored Heaven, with tears, to
put an end to my sufferings — but doubtless the meas-
are of my punishment is not fulfilled, — or some hap-
piness raust be yet in store for me, for which he deigns
thus miraculously to preserve me. But I suffer justly
—my Charles! my Charles!—and before there was
even a gray hair ¢n his head !

CHARLES. Enough! Rise! yg stocks, ye lumps of
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ice! ye lazy unfeeling sleepers! Up! will none of
you awake? (He fires a pistol over their heads.)

. THE RoBBERS. (starting up) Ho! hallo! hallo! what
is the matter ?

CuarLEs. Has not that tale shaken you out of
your sleep? 'Tis enough to break the sleep eternal!
See here, see here! The laws of the world have be-
come mere dice-play; the bonds of nature are burst
asunder ; the Demon of Discord has broken loose, and
stalks abroad triumphant ! the Son has slain his Father !

Tue RosBERS. What does the captain say ?

CHARLES. Slain! did I say ? No, that is too mild
a term! A son has a thousandfold broken his own
father on the wheel, —impaled, racked, flayed him
alive ! —but all these words are too feeble to express
what would make sin itself blush and cannibals shud-
der. For ages, no devil ever conceived a deed so hor-
rible. His own father!—but see, see him! he has
fainted away! His own father — the son — into this
dungeon — cold — naked — hungry — athirst — Oh!
see, I pray you, see!—’tis my own father, in very
truth it is.

THE RORBERS. (a‘*,__: runniny and surround the old
man) Youg father? Wours?

SCHWEITZER.  (approaches him reverently, and falls
on his knees before him) Father of my captain ! let me
kiss thy feet ! My dagger is at thy command.

CHARLES. Revenge, revenge, revenge! thou horri-
bly injured, profaned old man! Thus, from this mo-
ment, and for ever, I rend in twain all ties of fraternity.
(He rends his garment from top to bottom.) Here, in
the face of heaven, I curse him — curse every drop of
blood which flows in his veins! Hear me, O moon
and stars! and thou black canopy of night, that look-
est down upon this horror! Hear me, thrice terrible
avenger. Thou who reignest above yon pallid orb, who
sittest an avenger agd a judge above the stars, and



THE ROBBERS ‘ 135

dartest thy fiery bolts through darkness on the head of
guilt! Behold me on my knees — behold me raise
this hand aloft in the gloom of night —and hear my
oath — and may Nature vomit me forth as some horri-
ble abortion from out the circle of her works if I break
that oath! Here I swear that I will never more greet
the light of day, till the blond of that foul parricide,
spilt upon this stone, reeks in misty vapour toward
beaven. (He rises.)

RosuERs. 'Tis a deed of hell! After this, who shall
call us villains? No! by all the dragons of darkness !
we never have done anything half so horrible.

CHaArLES. True! and by all the fearful groans of
those whom you. daggers have despatched — of those
who on that terrible day were consumed by fire, or
crushed by the falling tower — no thought of murder
or rapine shall be harboured in your breast, till every
meh among you has dyed his garments scarlet in this
monster’s blood. It never, I should think, entered
your dreams, that it would fall to your lot to execute
the great decrees of Heaven? The tangled web of our
destiny is unravelled! To-day, to-day, an invisible
power has ennobled @ur craft | Worship Him who has
called you to this high destin),ho has cdiducted you
hither, and deemed ye worthy to be the tdfrible angels
of his inscrutable judgments! Uncover your heads!
Bow down and kiss the dust, and rise up sanctified.
(They Eneel.)

ScHWEITZER. Now, captain, issue your commands !
‘What shall we do?

CHARLES. Rise, Schweitzer ! and touch these sacred
locks! (Leading him to his father, and putting a lock
of hair in his hand) Do you remember still, how
you cleft the skull of that Bohemian trooper, at the
moment his sabre was descending on my head, and I
had sunk down on my knees, breathless and exhausted ?
"Twas then I promised thee a reward that should be
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right royal. But to this hour I have never been able
to discharge that debt.

ScHWEITZER. You swore that much to me, ’tis true ;
but let me call you my debtor for ever !

CHARLES. No; now will I repay thee, Schweits
zer! No mortal has yet been honoured as thou shalt
be. I appoint thee avenger of my father’s wrongs!
(SCHWEITZER 7ises.)

ScHWEITZER. Mighty captain! This day you have,
for the first time, made me truly proud! Say, when,
where, how shall I smite him ?

CHARLES. The minutes are sacred. You must
hasten to the work. Choose the best of the band, and
lead them straight to the count’s castle! Drag him
from his bed, though he sleep, or lie folded in the arms
of pleasure! Drag him from the table, though he be
drunk! Tear him from the crucifix, though he lie on
his knees before it! But mark my words — I charge
thee, deliver him into my hands alive! I will hew
that man to pieces, and feed the hungry vultures with
his flesh, who dares but graze his skin, or ihjure a
single hair of his head! I must have him whole.
Bring him o me wholg and alive, and a million shall
be thy rewﬁd. Tl @¥nder kings at the risk of my
life, but th& shalt have it, and go free as air. Thou
hast my purpose — see it done!

ScuwErITziR. Enough, captain! here is my hand
upon it. You shall see both of us, or neither. Come,
Schweitzer’s destroying angels, follow me! (Zxzit with
a troop.)

CuARLES. The rest of you disperse in the forest —
I remain here.



THE ROBBERS 137

ACT V.
SeENE 1. — A4 wista of rooms. Dark night.
FEnter DANIEL, with a lantern and a bundle.

DaxieL.  Farewell, dear home! How many happy
days have I enjoyed within these walls, while my old
master lived. Tears to thy memory, thou whom the
grave has long since devoured! He deserves this trib-
ute from an old servant. His roof was the asylum of
orphans, the refuge of the destitute, but this son has.
made it a den or murderers. Farewell, thou dear floor!
How often has old Daniel scrubbed thee! Farewell,
dear stove, old Daniel takes a heavy leave of thee.
All things had grown so familiar to thee,— thou wilt
febl it sorely, old Eleazar. But Heaven preserve me
through grace from the wiles and assault of the tempter.
Empty I came hither — empty I will depart — but my
soul if*saved! (He is in the act of going out, when he
is met by FRANCIS, rushing in, in his dressing-gown.)
Heaven help me! Master! ¢ puts oug his lantern.)

Francis. Betrayed! betrayg ! Thekirits of the
dead are vomited from their graves. 'The realm of
death, shaken out of its eternal slumber, roars at me,
« Murderer ! murderer!” Who moves there ?

DANIEL.  (frightcned) Help, holy Virgin! help!
Is it you, my gracious master, whose shrieks echo
so terribly through the castle that every one is
aroused out of his sleep?

Francis. Sleep? And who gave thee leave to
sleep? Go, get lights! (Zxit DANIEL. Enter another
servant) No one shall sleep at this hour. Do you
hear ? All shall be awake —in arms — let the guns
be loaded! Did you not see them rushing through
yon vaulted passages?
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SERVANT. See whom, my lord ?

Francis. Whom ? you dolt, slave! And do you,
with a cold and vacant stare, ask me whom? Have
they not beset me almost to madness? Whom?
blockhead ! whom ? Ghosts and demons! How far
is the night advanced ?

SErRVANT. The watch has just called two.

Francis. What? will this eternal night last till
doomsday ? Did you hear no tumult near? no shout
of victory ? no trampling of horses ¢ Where is Char —
the count, I would say ?

SERVANT. I know not, my lord.

.+ Francis. You know not? And are you too one
of his gang? Tl tread your villain’s heart out
through your ribs for that. infernal «I know mnot!”
Begone, fetch the minister!

SERVANT. My lord !

Francis. What! Do you grumble? Do you de-
mur? (Exit servant hastily.) Do my very slaves
conspire against me? Heaven, earth, and hell —all
conspire against me! ‘

DANIEL.  (returns with a lighted candle) My lord!

Francis. gWho saige-I trembled? No!-—’twas
but a drealfl. The M still rest in their graves!
Tremble! or'pale? No,no! Iam calm— quite tran-
quil.

DANIEL.  You are as pale as death, my lord ; your
voice is weak and faltering.

Fravcis. I am somewhat feverish. When the
minister comes be sure you say I am in a fever. Say
that I intend to be bled in the morning.

DanieL.  Shall T give you some drops of the balsam
of life on sugar?

Fraxcis. Yes, balsam of life on sugar! The min-
ister will not be here just yet. My voice is weak
and faltering. Give me of the balsam of life on
sugar !
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DANIEL. Let ,me have the keys, I will go down
to the closet and get it.

Francis. No! po! no! Stay!—or I will go
with rou. You see I must not be left alone! How
easily T might, you see — faint — if I should be left
alone. Never mind, never mind! It will pass off
—you must not leave me.

Daniern.  Indeed, sir, you are ill, very ill.

Francis.  Yes, just so, just so, nothing more. And
illness, you know, bewilders the brain, and breeds
strange and maddening dreams. What signify dreams ?
Dreams come from the stomach and cannot signify
anything. Is it not so, Daniel? T had a very comical
dream just now. (He sinks down fainting.)

DaNIEL. Obh, merciful heaven! what 1s this?
George ! — Conrad! Sebastian! Mastin!  Give but
spme sign of life! (Shaking him.) Oh, the Blessed
Virgin! Oh, Joseph! Xeep but your reason! They
will say I have murdered him! Lord have mercy
upon me! )

Fraxcrs. (confused) Avaunt — avaunt!— why
dost thou glare upon me thus, thou horrible spectre ?1
The time for the resurrectiggy of the dgad is not yet
come.

DANIEL. Merciful heavens! he has 185t his senses.

YRANCIS.  (recovering himself gradually) Where am
I? You here, Daniel? What have I said? Heed it
not. I have told a lie, whatever 1 said. Come, help
me up! ’'Twas only a fit of delirium — because —
because — I have not finished my night’s rest.

DanteL.  If John were but here! I'll call for help
—-I'll send for the physician.

Francis. Stay! Seat yourself by my side on this
sofa! There. You are a sensible man, a good man.
Listen to my dream!

1The reader will remember something similar to this in the
banquet scene, ‘‘ Macbeth,'’ Act. iv. Sc. 3



140 THE ROBBERS

DaNIEL. Not now; another time! Let me lead
you to bed; you have great need of rest.

Fraxcis. No, no; I prythee, listen, Daniel, and
have a good laugh at me. You must know I fancied
that I held a princely banquet, my heart was merry,
and I lay stretched on the turf in the castle garden;
and all on a sudden — it was at midday —and all on
a sudden — but mind you have a good laugh at me!

DaNiEL.  All on a sudden.

Francis. All on a sudden a tremendous peal of
thunder struck upon my slumbering ear; I started up,
staggering and trembling; and lo, it seemed as if the
whole hemisphere had burst forth in one flaming sheet
of fire, and mountains, and cities, and forests melted
away like wax in the furnace; and then rose a howl-
ing whirlwind, which swept before it the earth, and
the sea, and heaven; then came a sound, as from
brazen trumpets, « Earth, give up thy dead: sea, give
up thy dead!” and the open plains began to heave,
and to cast up 8kulls, and ribs, and jaw-bones, and legs,
which drew together into human bodie®and then’ came
sweeping along in dense, interminable masses — a living
deluge!  Than I lookegnup, and lo! T stood at the
foot of the K}underin %Sinai, and above me was a
multitude, atd below me a multitude; and on the
summit of the mountain, on three smoking thrones,
sat three men, before whose gaze all creation trembled

Daxier.  Why, this is a living picture of the day
of judgment.

Fraxcis. Did I not tell you? Isit not ridiculous
stuff 2 And one stepped forth who, to look upon, was
like a starlight night ; he had in his hand a signet-ring
of iron, which he held up between the east and the
west, and said, « Eternal, holy, just, immutable! There

! Schiller has here evidently had in mind Ezekiel, chap. xxxvii.
vs. 1-12.  Other passages bear considerable resemblance to the
Revelations.
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is but one truth; there is but one virtue! Woe, woe,
woe! to the doubting sinner!” Then stepped forth
a second, who had in his hand a flashing mirror, which
he held up between the east and west, and said, « This
is the mirvor of truth; hypocrisy and deceit cannot
look on it.” Then was I terrified, and so were all, for
we saw the forms of snakes, and tigers, and leopards
reflected from that fearful mirror. Then stepped forth
a third, who bad in his hand a brazen balance, which
he held up between the east and the west, and said,
« Approach, ye sons of Adam! I weigh your thoughts
in the balance of my wrath! and your deeds with the
weight of my fury!”

DanierL.  The Lord have mercy upon me !

Francis. They all stood pale and trembling, and
every heart was panting with fearful expectation.

hen it seemed to me as if I heard my name called
the first from out the thunders of the mountain, and
the innermost marrow froze within my bones, and my
teeth chattered loudly. Presently the clang of the
balante was hérd, the rocks sent forth thunders, and
the hours glided by, one after the other, toward the
left scale, and each threw gmto it a rtal sin!

DaniEL.  Oh, may God fOg@ve you "1

Francis. He forgave me not! e left scale
grew mountains high, but the other, filled with the blood
of atonement, still outweighed it. At last came an
old man, heavily bowed down with grief, his arm
gnawed through with raging hunger. Every eye
turned away in horror from the sight. I knew the
man —he cut off a lock of his silver hair, and cast
it into the scale of my sins, when lo! in an instant,
it sank down to the abyss, and the scale of atonement
flew up on high. Then heard I a voice, issuing like
thunder from the bowels! of the mountain, “ Pardon,

1Some editions of the original read Rauch (smoke) some Bauch,
as translated.
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pardon to every sinner of the earth and of the deep!
Thou alone art rejected!” (4 profound pause.)
Well, why don’t you laugh?

DanieL. Can I laugh while my flesh creeps?
Dreams come from above.

Francis. Pshaw! pshaw! Say not so! Call me
a fool, an idiot, an absurd fool! Do, there’s a good
Daniel, I entreat of you; have a hearty laugh at me!

DaNIEL, Dreams come from God. I will pray for
you.

Francis. Thou liest, I tell thee. Go, this instant,
run! be quick! see where the minister tarries all this
time ; tell him to come quickly, instantly ! But, I tell
thee, thou liest !

Danien. Heaven have mercy upon you! [ Bt

Francis. Vulgar prejudice! mere superstltlon' It
has not yet been proved that the past is not past and
forgotten, or that there is an eye above this earth to
take account of what passes on it. Humph! humph!
But whence, then, this fearful whisper to my soul ? Is
there really an avenging judge above 8he stars? No,

no! Yes, yes! A fearful monitor within bears wit-
ness that there is One bove the stars who judgeth !
What! meetz the avu - above the stars this very
night ? !' T say.™ “All s empty, lonely, desolate,

beyond the stars. Miserable subterfuge, beneath which
thy cowardice seeks to hide itself. And if there should
be something in it after all? No! no! it cannot be.
I insist that it cannot be! But yet, if there should be!
Woe to thee if thy sins should all have been registered
above! —if they should be counted over to thee this
very night! Why creeps this shudder through my
frame? To die! Why does that word frighten me
thus? To give an account to the Avenger, there, above
the stars! and if he should be just — the wails of
orphans and widows, of the oppressed, the tormented,
ascending to his ears, and he be just? Why have
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they Been afflicted ? And why have I been permitted
to trample upon them ?

Enter PASTOR MOS®R.

MosEr. Your lordship sent for me! I am sur-
prised! The first time in my life! Is it to scoff at
religion, or does it begin to make you tremble ?

Francis. T may scoff or I may tremble, according
as you shall answer me. Listen to me, Moser, I will
prove that you are a fool, or wish to make fools of
others, and you shall answer me. Do you hear? At
the peril of your life you shall answer mec.

MoseR. 'Tis a higher Being whom you summon
before your tribunal. He will answer you hereafter.

Francis. I will be answered now, this instant, that
I, may not commit the contemptible folly of calling
upon the idol of the vulgar under the pressure of suf-
fering. I have often, in bumpers of Burgundy, taunt-
ingly pledged you in the toast, « There is no God!”
Now I :1ddress&nyself to you in earnest, and I tell you
there is nonme. You shall oppose me with all the
weapons in your power; by with the dreath of my
lips I will blow them awa&

MosEr. 'Twere well thdf® you co¥ld also blow
away the thunder which will alight upon your proud
soul with ten thousand times ten thousand tons’
weight! That omniscient God, whom you — fool and
miscreant — are denying in the midst of his creation,
needeth not to justify himself by the mouth of dust.
He is as great in your tyrannies as in the sweetest
smile of triumphant virtue.

Francis. Uncommonly well said, parson. Thus I
like you.

MosEeRr. I stand here as steward of a greater Mas-
ter, and am addressing one who, like myself, is a sinner
— one whom 1 care not to please. I must indeed be
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able to work miracles, to extort the acknowl®¥gment
from your obdurate wickedness — but if your convic-
tion is so firm, why have you sent for me in the middle
of the night ?

Francis. Because time hangs heavy on my hands,*
and the chess-board has ceased to have any attraction.
I wish to amuse myself in a tilt with the .parson.
Your empty terrors will not unman my courage. I am
well aware that those who have come off short in this
world look forward to eternity; but they will be sadly
disappointed. I have always read that our whole body
is nothing more than a blood-spring, and that, with its
last. drop, mind and thought dissolve into nothing.
They share all the infirmities of the body; why, then,
should they not cease with its dissolution? Why not
evaporate in its decomposition? Let a drop of water
stray into your brain, and life makes a sudden pause,
which borders on non-existence, and this pause con-
tinued is death. Sensation is the vibration of a few
chords, which, when the instrument is broken, cease to
sound. If I raze my seven castles—if I dash this
Venus to pieces — there is an end of their symmetry
and beauty. z Behold! s is it with your immortal
soul !

MosEr. %o says £ philosophy of your despair.
But your own heart, which knocks against your ribs
with terror even while you thus argue, gives your
tongue the lie. These cobwebs of systems are swept
away by the single word — « Thou must die!” I chal-
lenge you, and be this the test: If you maintain your
firmness in the hour of death; if your principles do
not then miserably desert you, you shall be admitted
to have the best of the argument. But if, in that dread
hour, the least shudder creeps over you, then woe be
to you! you have deceived yourself.

FraNcis. (disturbed) 1f in the hour of death a
shudder creeps over me?
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MoSPE. I have seen many such wretches before
now, who set truth at defiance up to that point; but
at the approach of death the illusion vanished. I will
stand at your bedside when you are Jying — I should
thuch like to see a tyrant die. I will stand by, and
look you steadfastly in the face when the physician
takes your cold, clammmy hand, and is scarcely able to
detect your expiring pulse; and when he looks up,
and, with a feerful shake of the head, says to you,
« All human aid is in vain !” Beware, at that moment,
beware, lest you look like Richard and Nero!!

Frawcis. No! no!

Moskr. Even that very « No” will then be turned
to a howling “ Yea!” An inward tribunal, which vou
can no longer cheat with skeptical delusions, will then
wake up and pass judgment upon you. But the wak-
ing, up will be like that of one buried alive in the
bowels of the churchyard; there will come remorse
like that of the suicide who has committed the fatal
1ct and repents it ; — ‘twill be a flash of lightning sud-
denly breaking in upon the midnight darkness of your
life! There will be one look, and, if you can sustain
that, T will admit that you ha on !

Francis.  (walking wp ond n rcstl’sly) Cant !
Priestly cant!

Mosgekr. Then, for the first time, will the sword of
eternity pass through your soul;—and then, for the
first tire, too late, the thought of God will wake up a
terrible monitor, whose name is Judge. Mark this,
Moor; a thousand lives hang upon your beck; and of
those thousand every nine hurdred and ninety-nine
nave been rendered miserable by you. You wanted
but the Roman empire to be a Nero, the kingdom of
Peru to be a Pizarro. Now do you really think that

1Schiller no doubt alludes to the tent scene in Shakespeare’s
Richard IIL., as there is no historical fact that would warrant the

allusion.
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the Almighty will suffer a worm like you t6 play the
tyrant in his world and to reverse all his ordinances?
Do you think the nine hundred and ninety-nine were
created only to be destroyed, only to serve as puppets
in your diabolical game ? Think it not! He will call
you to account for every minute of which you have
robbed them, every joy that you have poisoned, every
perfection that you have intercepted. Then, if you can
answer him — then, Moor, I will admit that you have
won.

Francis. No more, not another word! Am I to
be at the mercy of thy drivelling fancies?

‘Mosek. Beware! The different destinies of man-
kind are balanced with terrible nicety. The scale of
life which sinks here will rise there, and that which
rises here will sink there. What was here temporary
affliction will there be eternal triumph; and what
here was temporary triumph will there be eternal
despair.

Fraxcis. (rushing savagely wpon him) May the
thunder of heaven strike thee dumb, thou lying spirit !
I will tear thy venomed tongue out of thy mouth!

Moskr. } Do yougd ‘soon feel the weight of truth ?
Before I I\ ve bro forward one single word of evi-
dence? Let me first {roceed to the proofs —

Fravors. Silence! To hell with thee and thy
proofs! The soul is annihilated, I tell thee, and 1 will
not be gainsaid !

Mosger. That is what the spirits of the bottomless
pit are hourly moaning for; but heaven denies the
boon. Do you hope to escape from the Avenger’s arm
even in the solitary waste of nothingness? If you
climb up into heaven, he is there! if you make your
bed in hell, behold he is there also! If you say to the
night, « Hide me!” and to the darkness, « Cover me!”
even the night shall be light about you! and dark-

1See Psalm cxxxix. vs, 7-12.
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"ness W% upon your demned soul like a noonday
sun, .
Fravcis. But T do not wish to be immortal — let
them be so that like; I have no desiie to hinder them.
I will force him to annihilate me; I will so provoke
his fury that he may utterly destroy me. Tell me
which are the greatest sins — which excite him to he
most terrible wrath ? ‘

Moser. T know but two. But men do not commit
these, nor do men even dream of them.

Francis. What are they ?

MosEr.  (very significantly) Parricide is the name
of the one ; fratricide of th: other. Why do you turn
so suddenly pale ?

Francis. What, old man? Art thou in league with
heaven or with hell? Who told thee that ?

MosEr. Woe to him that hath them both upon his
soul! It were better for that man that he had never
been born! But be at peace; you have no longer
sither a father or a brother !

Franits. Ha! what! Do you know no greater
sin? Think again! Death, heaven, eternity, damna-
tion, hang upon thy lips. Notffge greater

Mosger. No, not one!

Fraxcis.  (falling back wn ma.ir) Afnihilation !
annihilation !

Mosgr. Rejoice, then, rejoice! Congratulate your-
self!  With all your abominations you are yet a saint
in comparison with a parricide. The curse that falls
upon you is a love ditty in comparison with the curse
that lies upon him. Retribution —

FraNcIS.  (starting wp) Away with thee! May the
graves open and swallow thee ten thousand fathorms
deep, thou bird of ill omen! Who bade thee come
here? Away, I tell thee, or I will run thee through
and through!

Mosgr. Can mere “priestly cant” excite a philoso-
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pher to such a pitch of frenzy? Why nd¥¥fow it

away with a breath of your lips? [Ezit.

[FRANCIS throws himself about in his chair in
terrible agitation. Profound stillness. .

Enter a SERVANT, hastily.

SERVANT. The Lady Amelia has fled. The count
has suddenly disappeared.

Enter DANIEL, ©n great alarm.

DanieL. My lord, a troop of furious horsemen are
galloping down the hill, shouting « murder! murder!”
The whole village is in alarin.

Francis. Quick! let all the bells be tolled — sum-
mon every one to the chapel —1let all fall on their
knees — pray for me. All prisoners shall be released
and forgiven — I will make two and threefold restitu-
tion to the poor —I will — why don’t you run? Do
call in the father confessor, that he may give me abso-
Iution for my sins. What! are you not gone yet?

(The uprogr becomes g e audible.)
Danienfy, He five mercy upon me, poor sinner !
Can I believe you Teyearnest, sir? You, who always

made a jest of religion? How many a Bible and
prayer-book have you flung at my head when by
chance you caught me at my devotions ?

Francis. No more of this. To die! think of it!
to die! It will be too late ! (Zhe voice of SCHWEITZER
18 heard, loud and furious.) Pray for me, Daniel!
Pray, I entreat you!

DanieL. T always told you,— «you hold prayer in
such contempt; but take heed! take heed! when the
fatal hour comes, when the waters are flowing in upon
your soul, you will be ready to give all the treasures of
the world for one little Christian prayer.” Do you see
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it now™ ™ What abuse you used to heap on me! Now
you feel it! Isit not so?

FraNcis.  (embracing him violently) Forgive me!
my dear precious jewel of a Daniel, fo,give me! I will
doths you from head to foot —do but pray. I will
make quite a bridegroom of you —1I will — only do
pray — I entreat ycu — on my knees, I conjure you.
In the devil's name, pray! why don’t you pray?
(Tumuldt in the streets, shouts and noises.)

SCHWEIT. (¢n the street) Storm the place! Kill
all before you! Force the gates! I see lights! He
must be there !

FrANCIS. (on his knee<) Listen to my prayer, O
God in heaven! It is the first time —it shall never
happen again. Hear me, God in heaven!

Danien. Mercy on me! What are you saying ?
What a wicked prayer !

Uproar of the PEOPLE, rushing in.

PEOPLE. Robbers! murderers! Who makes such a
dreadful noise at this midnight hour ?

SCHWEIT.  (still in the strec@Beat thengback, com-
rades! ’Tis the devil, come h r master.
Where is Schwarz! with his ?  Surround the
castle, Grimm ! Scale the walls!

GriMM. Bring the firebrands. Either we must up
or he must down. I will throw fire into his halls.

Francis. (praying) Obh, Lord! I have been mno
common murderer — I' have been guilty of no petty
crimes, gracious Lord —

DanieL. Heaven be merciful to us! His very
prayers are turned to sins. (Stones and firecbrands are
hurled wp from below; the windows fall in with a
crash ; the castle takes fire.)

1 Schwarz is the German for Black, or Blacky.
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Francis. I cannot pray. Here! and here ™®¥riking
his breast and his forchead) all is so void — so
barren! (Rises from his knees) No, I will not pray.
Heaven shall not have that triumph, nor hell that
pastime.

DaxieL. O holy Virgin! Help! save! The Whole
castle is in flames! ,

Francis. There, take this sword! Quick! Run it
right through my body, that these fiends may not be in
time to make holiday sport of me. (The fire increases.)

DanieL. Heaven forbid! Heaven forbid! I would
send no one before his time to heaven, much less to —
(He runs away.)

Francis. (following him with a ghastly stare, after a
pause) To hell, thou wouldst say. Indeed! I scent
something of the kind. (In delirium.) Are these
their triumphant yells? Do I hear you hissing, ye
serpents of the abyss? They force their way up—
they besiege the door! Why do I shrink from this
biting steel? The door cracks —it yields — there is
no escape! Ha! then do thou have mercy upon me!
(He tears away the golden cord jfrom his hat and
strangles hynself)?!

11n the acting edition, ®rancis attempts to throw himself into
the flames, but is prevented by the robbers, and taken alive.
He is then brought before his brother, in chains, for sentence.
Scawerrzer says, ‘I have fulfilled my word, and brought him
alive.” Grimm. ‘“ We tore him out of the flames, and the castle
is in ashes.”” After confronting Francis with his father, and a
reproachful interview between the brothers, Charles delegates the
judgment on Francis to Schweitzer and Kosinsky, but ¥or himself
forgives him in these words : ‘‘Thou hast robbed me of heaven’s
bliss | Be that sin blotted out ! Thy doom is sealed — perdition
is thy lot! But I forgive thee, brother.”” Upon this CHARLES
embraces and leaves him ; the RorBERS, however, thrust FraNcIs
into the dungeon where he had immured his father, laughing in a
savage manner.

Beyond this the fate of Francisis left undetermined. Schweitzer,
instead of killing himself, is made partaker, with Kosinsky, of
Moor’s estate. '
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" Enter SCHWEITZER and his band.

ScHWEITZER. Murderous wretch, where art thou?
Did you see how they fled? Has he so few friends?
Where has the beast crawled to ? ‘

GRIMM.  (stumbles over the corpse) Stay! what is
this lying in the way? Lights here!

ScawArz. He has been beforehand with us. Put
up your swords. There he lies sprawling like a dead
dog.

SCHWEITZER. Dead! What!dead? Dead without
me? °'Tis a lie, T say. Mark how quickly he will
spring upon his feet! (Shakes him.) Hello! up with
you ! There is a father to be murdered.

GriMM. Spare your pains. He is as dead as a log.

SCHWEITZER. .(steps uside from him) Yes, his game
isup! He is dead! dead! Go back and tell my cap-
tam he is dead as a log. Ile will not see me again.
(Blows his brains out.)

SCENE I1.-— The scene the same as the last scene of the
preceding Act.

OLD MOOR seated on a ston LES foN MoOR

opposite ; ROBBERS scatle ugh ®he wood.

CHARLES. He does not come! (Strikes his dagger
against o stone till the sparks fly.)

OLp Moor. Let pardon be his punishment — re-
doubled love my vengeance.

Cua®zrs. No! by my enraged soul that shall not
be! I will not permit it. He shall bear that enor-
mous load of crime with him into eternity ! — what
else should I kill him for ?

OLp Moor. (bursting into tears) Oh, my child !

CuarLEs. What! you weep for him? In sight of
this dungeon ?
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OLp MooR. Mercy! oh, mercy! (WrNGMET his
hands violently) . Now — now my son is brought to
judgment !

CHARLES. (starting) Which son ?

OLp Moor. Ha! what means that question ?

CrARLES. Nothing ! nothing!

OLp MoOR. Art thou come to make a mockery of
my grief ?

CHARLES. Treacherous conscience! Take no heed
of my words!

OLp Moor. Yes, I persecuted a son, and a son
persecutes me in return. It is the finger of God. Oh,
my Charles! my Charles! If thou dost hover around
me ‘in the realms of peace, forgive me! oh, forgive
me!

CHARLES.  (hastily) He forgives you! (Checking
himsclf.) 1f he is worthy to be called your son, he
must forgive you !

OLp Moor. Ha! he was too noble a son for me.
But I will go tohim with my tears, my sleepless nights,
my racking dreams. I will embrace his knees, 4nd cry
— cry aloud — “1 have sinned against heaven and be-
fore thee; I, am po lggger worthy to be called thy
father !” ]

Cuarers.t (in W / motion) Was he very dear to
you — that other son ?

OLp Moor. Heaven is my witness, how much I
loved him. Oh, why did I suffer myself to be beguiled
by the arts of a wicked son ? I was an envied father
among the fathers of the world — my children full of
promise, blooming by my side! But— oh, tat fatal
hour ! — the demon of envy entered into the heart of
my younger son — I listened to the serpent — and —
lost both my children! (Hides his countenance.)

CHARLES. (moves to a distance from him) Lost
for ever!

OLp Moor. Oh, deeply do I feel the words of
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Am®WW The spirit of vengeance spoke from her lips.
“In vain wilt thou stretch forth thy:dying hands after
a son, in vain fancy thou art grasping the warm hands
of thy Charles,—he will never more stand by thy
*bedside.” (CHARLES stretches out his hand to him with
averted face) Oh, that this were the hand of my
Charles! But he is laid far away in the narrow house
— he is sleeping the iron sleep — he hears not the voice
of my lamentation. Woe is me! to die in the arms of a
stranger! No son left—mno son left to close my
eyes |

CHARLES.  (in violent emotion) It must be so — the
moment has arrived. T.eave me — (fo ihe ROBBERs).
And yet — can I restore his son to him? Alas! No!
I cannot restore him that son! No! I will not think
of it. '

Oup Moor. Friend! what is that you were mutter-
ing?

CuanLes. Your son— yes, old man — (faltering)
your son — is — lost for ever !

O’ Moor. For ever?

CHARLES. (looking wup to heaven in bitter anguish)
Oh this once — keep my soudmromasinkigg — sustain
me but this once !

OLp Moor. For ever, did ?

CnarrLes. Ask no more! "X said for ever!

OLp Moor. Stranger, stranger ! why didst thou drag
me forth from the dungeon to remind me of my
S0ITOWS ?

CHARLES. And what if I were now to snatch his
blessing® — snatch it like a thief, and steal away with
the precious prize? A father’s blessing, they say, is
never lost.

OLp Moor. And is my Francis tog lost ?

CHARLES. (falling on his knees bejaye him) "Twas 1
who burst the bars of your dungeon. I crave thy
blessing !
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OLD MooR. (sorrowfully) Oh, that thouBMEIdst
destroy the son!— thou, the father’s deliverer! Be-
hold! Heaven’s mercy is untiring, and we pitiful
worms let the sun go down upon our wrath. (Zays his
hand upon the head of CHARLES.)) Be thou happy,-
even as thou shalt be merciful !

CHARLEs. (rising much affected) Oh!— where is
my manhood ? My sinews are unstrung — the sword
drops from my hand.

OLp Moor. How lovely a thing it is when brethren
dwell together in unity ; as the dewdrops of heaven
that fall upon the mountains of Zion.! Learn to de-
serve that happiness, young man, and the angels of
heaven will sun themselves in thy glory. Let thy
wisdom be the wisdom of gray hairs, but let thy heart
be the heart of innocent childhood.

CHARLES. Ob, for a foretaste of that happiness!
Kiss me, divine old man! : '

OLp Moor. (kissing him) Think it thy father’s
kiss ; and I will think I am kissing my son. Canst
thou too weep ? ¢

CHarLES. I felt as if it were my father’s kiss!
Woe unto me, wege thegeto bring him now!

[The ¢ np«W SCHWEITZER enter in a silent
arnd m ¢ wwirocession, hanging down their
heads and /Imny their faces.

CHARLES. Good heaven! (RBetreats horror-struck,
and seeks to hide himself. They pass by him.  His
Jace is averted. DProfound silence. They halt.)

GRIMM.  (in a subdued tone) My captain !

[CHARLES does not answer and steps farther back.

ScEWARZ. Dear captain !

[CHARLES retreats still farther.

GrivM. 'Tidhot our fault, captain !

CHARLES. @Rkithout looking at them) Who are ye?

1Psalm cxxxiii.
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OWME. You do not look at us! Your faithful
followers.

CHARLES. Woe to ye, if ye are faithful to me!

GrirM. The last farewell from your servant
Schweitzer ! —

CHARLES. (starting) Then ye have not found him?

ScuwARrz.  Fovnd him dead.

CHARLES. (leaping wp with joy) Thanks, O Sover-
eign Ruler of all things ! — Embrace me, my children!
— Mercy be henceforward our watchword ! — Now,
were that too surmounted, — all would be surmounted.!

Enter RORTPERS with AMELIA.

RoeBEES. Hurrah! hurrah! A vrize, a splendid
prize !

* AMELIA. (with hair dishevelled) The dead, they cry,
have arisen at his voice — My uncle alive —in this
wood — Whereishe? Charles! Uncle!—Ha? (She
rushes into the arms of OLD MOOR.)

OLpD Moor. Amelia! my daughter! Amelia!

(Holds her tightly grasped in his arms.)
CHARLES. (starting back)h’ , gs'his image be-
fore my eyes.

AMELIA.  (fearing herselfl rom the old man,
rushes upon CHARLES, and embraces him in an ecstosy
of delight)y 1 have him, O ye stars! I have him'!

CHARLES. (fearing himself away, to the ROBBERS)
Let us be gone, comrades! The arch fiend has be-
trayed me!

AMELIA. My bridegroom, my bridegroom! thou art
raving! Ha! 'Tis with delight! ‘&, then, am I so
cold, so unfeeling, in the midst of thftumult of hap-
piness?

) This exclamation is in keeping with that ‘age 126 :  Soon,
very soon, all will be accomplished,"’
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OLD MOOR.  (rousing himself ) Bridegroom 7WM#&gh-
ter! my daughter! Thy bridegroom ?1

AMFELIA. His for ever! He for ever, ever, mine!
Oh! ye heavenly powers! support me in this ecstasy
of bliss, lest I sink beneath its weight !

CHARLES. Tear her from my neck! Kill her! Kill
him! Kill me— yourselves — everybody! Let the
whole world perish! (Adbout to rush off.)

AMELIA. Whither ? what? Love! eternity! happi-
ness! never-ending joys! and thou wouldst fly ?

CHARLES. Away,away ! most unfortunate of brides !
See with thine own eyes; ask, and hear it with thine
own ears! Most miserable of fathers! Let me escape
hence for ever!

AMELIA. Support me! for heaven’s sake support
me! It is growing dark before my eyes! He flies!

CHARLES. Too late! In vain! Your curse, fathex; !
Ask me no more! I am—1 have —your curse —
your supposed curse! Who enticed me hither ? (Rush-
ing upon the ROBBERS with drawn sword) Which of
you enticed me hither, ye demons of the abyss?® Per-
ish, then, Amelia. Die, father! Die, for the third
time, throughyg me j.. Thage, thy deliverers, are Robbers
and Murder%! Mﬂes is their Captain! (OLD
MooR expires:

[AMELIA sta

Mind transfized like a statue.
The whole banglre mute. A fearful pause.

CHARLES. (rushing ogainst an oak) The souls of
those I have strangled in the intoxication of love —
of those whom I crushed to atoms in the sacredness of
sleep — of those whom — Ha! ha! ha! do you hear
the powder-mag?'ne bursting over the heads of women
in travail? Do fou see the flames creeping round the

Thy hand, Char} and thine, Amelia. Oh'! I never looked for
such happiness Wis side the grave. Here let me unite you

1Instead of me stage edition has, ‘‘ Come, my children !
for ever.”
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cra®®bf sucklings? That is our nuptial torch ; those
shrieks our wedding music! Oh! he forgetteth none
of these thirgs!—he knoweth how to counect the
links in the chain of life. Therefo.e do love’s delights
elude my grasp; therefore is love given me for a tor-
ment! Thie is retribution !

AMELIA  ‘Tig all true! Thou Rauler in heaven ! 'Tis
all true! What have I done, poor innocent lamb ? I
have loved this man!

Cuarpes. This is more than a man can endure.
Have I not heard death hissing at me from more
thousands of barrels, and uever yet moved a hair's
breadth out of its way ? And shall I now be taught to
tremble like a woman? tremble before a woman!
No! a woman shall not conquer my manly courage!
Blood! blood! 'tis but a fit of womanish feeling. I
rgust glut myself with blood ; and this will pass away.
(He is about to fly.)

AMELIA.  (sinking into his arms) Murderer! devil!
I canpot — angel — leave thee!

Cuanvns.  (thrusting her from hom) Away! insidi-
ous serpent! Thou wouldst make a mockery of my
frenzy; but I will bid defia = 19 rant destiny.
What! art thou weeping ? {fm'n:‘ss, malicious
stars! She pretends to -, any soul could
weep forme! (AMELIA far =~ 2 eck) Ha! what
means this?  She shuns me ﬁ;ﬂné spurns me not.
Amelia! hast thou then forguwen ? Dost thou remein-
ber whom thou art embracing, Amelia ?

AMELIA. My only one, mine, mine for ever!

CHARLES.  (recovering himsclf g an ecstosy of joy)

She forgives me, she loves me! en am I pure as
the ether of heaven, for she loves ! With tears I
thank thee, all-merciful Father! Salls on his
knecs, and bursts into a violent fit ceping.) The
peace of my soul is restored ; my s ngs are at an

end. Hell is no more! Behold! oh: 51d! the child
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of light weeps on the neck of a repentant‘ucinon!
(Rising and turning to the RoBBERS.) Why are ye
not weeping also? Weep, weep, ye are all so happy.
O Amelia! Amelia! Amelia! (He hangs on her neck,
they remain locked in a silent embrace.) ‘

A ROBBER. (stepping forward enraged) Hold, traitor !
This instant come from her arms! or I will speak a
word that shall make thy ears tingle, and thy teeth
chatter with horror! (He holds his sword between
them.)

AN AGED RoBBER. Remember the Bohemian forests !
Dost thou hear? dost thou tremble? Remember the
Bohemian forests, I tell thee! Faithless man! where
are thy oaths ? Are wounds so soon forgotten? Who
staked fortune, honour, life itself for thee? Who stood
by thee like walls, and like shields caught the blows
which were aimed at thy life? Didst not thou then
lift up thy hand and swear an iron oath never to for-
sake us, even as we forsook not thee ? Base, perfidious
wretch ! and wouldst thou now desert us at the whin-
ing of a harlot ?

A Tuirp ROBBER. Shame on thy perjury! The

spirit of the gmm-'ated oller, whom thou didst sum-
mon from th{ re Jeath to attest thy oath, will
blush at thy" co ~»q rise from his grave full
armed to chastiw ﬁ

THE ROBBERS. ™ g Oisordar, tearing open their

garments) See here ! @ Be-aére! Dost thou know these
scars ? Thou art olfs! With our heart’s blood we
have bought thee, and thou art ours bodily, even
though the Archatigel Michael should seek to wrest
thee out of the ;yrasp of the fiery Moloch! Now!
March with us!s Sacrifice for sacrifice, Amelia for the
band !

CHARLES. /  asing her hand) It is past! I would
arise and ret; jo my father; but Heaven has said,
“It shall not, (Coldly) Blind fool that I was!
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why uu..l,ld I wishit? Isit possible for a great sin-
ner to return? A great sinner never can returu.
That ought I long since to have known. Bestill! I
pray thee be stiil! ’'Tis all as it should be. When
*He sought me I would not; now that I seek Him, He
will not. 'What can be more just? Do not roll about
thine eyes so wildly. He has no need of me. Has
He not creatures in abundance? One He can easily
spare, and that one am I.  Ccme along, comrades!

AMELIA.  (pulling him back) Stay, I beseech you.
One blow! one deadly blow! Again forsaken! Draw
thy sword, and have mercy upon me!

CHarLES. Mercy has taken refuge among bears.
I will not kill thee!

AMELIA.  (e¢mbracing his knees) Oh, for lLeaven’s
sake! by all that is merciful! T ask no longer for love.
T know that our stars fly from each other in opposi-
tion. Death is all T ask. Forsaken, forsaken! Take
that word in all its dreadful import! Forsaken! I
cannot survive it! Thou knowest well that no woman
can sutvive that. All I ask is death. See, my hand
trembles! I have not courage to strike the blow. I
shrink from the gleaming e! al0 tee it is so
easy, so very easy,; thou art i murder —
draw thy sword, and makegne

CuarLEs. Wouldst tho jappy? Away
with thee! T will kill no + _ \

AmELIA. Ha! destroyer 43 o fcanst only kill the
happy ; they who are weary of esétence thou sparest!
(She glides toward the RoBsErs.) ‘Then do ye have
mercy on me, dlqmples of murdeN There lurks a
bloodthirsty pity in your looks tha} is consoling to
the wretched. Your master is boaster and a
coward.

CHARLES. Woman, what dost t. ‘say7 (The
ROBBERS turn wway.)

AMELIA. No friend? No; not, mmong these
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afriend? (She rises) Well, then, let Dido| .u me
how to die! (She is going ; & ROBBER takes avm at her.)

CHarLEs. Hold! dare it! Moor’s Amelia shall die
by no other hand than Moor’s. (He strikes her dead.)

Tue RoBBERS. Captain! captain! what hast thou:
done? Art thou raving ? '

CHARLES. (with his eyes fixed on the body) One
more pang and all will be over. She is immolated !
Now, look on! have you any farther demand? Ye
staked a life for me, a life which has ceased to be your
own — a life full of infamy and shame! I have sacri-
ficed an angel for you. Now look upon her! Are
you_content ?

GriMM. You have repaid your debt with usury.
You have done all that man could do for his honour,
and more. Now let’s away.

CHARLES. What say you? Is not the life of a
saint for the life of a felon more than an equal ex-
change? Oh! I say unto you if every one of you
were to mount the scaffold, and to have his flesh torn
from his bones piecemeal with red-hot pincers, through
eleven long summer days of torture, yet would it not
counterbalance these tesrs! (With a bitter laugh.)

The scars!/ he’ in forests! Yes, yes! they
must be repuid’ 1
ScHWARZ. | rself, captain! Come along
with us! this. .. v you. Lead us elsewhere!
CHARLES. Stay: _.  .rd more before we proceed

elsewhere. Mark ; ¢, ye malicious executioners of my
barbarous nod ! frgin this moment I cease to be your
captain! With sfame and horror I here lay down the
p ] Y
1The acting edlt on reads: ‘‘Banditti! we are quits. This

bleeding corpse ca’ els my bond to you for ever. From your
own I set you fre/  RomBErs. “* We are again your slaves till

death 1**  Cuay ‘“No, no, no! We have done with each
other. My ge vhispers me, ‘Go no further, Moor. Here is
the goal of hw r—and thine.” Take back this bloody plume.
(Throws it at | &) Let him who seeks to be your captain

take it up.””
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Ploou,, & under which you thought yourselves li-
censed to perpetrate your crimes and to defile the fair
light of heaven with deeds of darkness. Depart to the
right and to the left. We shall never more have aught
in common.

THE RoBBErs. Ha! coward! where are thy lofty
schemes ? were they but scap-bubbles, which disperse
at the breath of a woman ? '

CuarLES.! Oh! fool that T was, to fancy that I
could amend the world by misdeeds and maintain law
by lawlessness! I called it vengeance and equity.

1In lien of this soliloquy and what follows, to the end, the
acting edition has :

‘“R. Moor. Dare not to scrutinise the acts of Moor. That is
my last command. Now, draw near — form a circle around me, and
receive the last words of your dying captain. (He surveys them
attentively for some time). You have been devotedly faithful to
me, daithiful beyond example. Had virtue bound you together as
firmly as vice, you would have been heroes, and your names
recorded by mankind with admiration. Go and offer your ser-
vices to the state. Dedicate your talents to the cause of a mon-
arch who iz waging war in vindication of the rights of man.
With thid blessing I disband you. Schweitzer and Kosinsky, do
you stay. (The others disperse slowly, with signs of emotion.)

SceENg V]

R. Moor, ScHWEITZER 304
R. Moor. Give me thy right y — Schweitzer,
thy left. (He takes their hands, a n them ; to Ko-

8IN8KY.) Young man, thou art still

) ongst the guilty thou
alone art guiltless! (7' SCHWEIT/%‘

eply have 1 imbrued
is. With this cordial
i thou art purified!

thy hand in blood. *Tis I who have do:
grasp 1 take back mine own. Schweitz

here I restore them to thee. They will be
service than those who never fell. Of tift I feel assured.
(ScewEITZER and KosiNsky fall-on his neck %
now — not now, dear comrades. Spare my fe
hour. An earldom has this day fallen to my 1 ®%a rich domain
on which no malediction rests. Share it bet i
dren ; become good citizens ; and if for ten h
have destroyed you make but one happy,

may yet be
saved. Go—no farewell ! ™ In another worl”

meet again
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I presumed, O Providence! upon whetting out the
notches of thy sword and repairing thy partialities.
But, oh, vain trifling! here I stand on the brink of a
fearful life, and learn, with wailing and gnashing of
teeth, that two men like myself could ruin the whole
edifice of the moral world. Pardon — pardon the boy
who thought to forestall Thee; to Thee alone belongeth
vengeance ; Thou needest not the hand of man! But
it is not in my power to recall the past; that which is
ruined remains ruined ; what I have thrown down will
never more rise up again. Yet one thing is left me
whereby I may atone to the offended majesty of the
law and restore the order which I have violated. A
victim is required — a victim to declare before all man-
kind how inviolable that majesty is— that victim -
shall be myself. I will be the death-offering!

RosBErs. Take his sword from him — he will kill
himself. '

CuarLes. Fools that ye are! doomed to eternal
blindness! Think ye that one mortal sin wil] expiate
other mortal sins? Do you suppose that the harmony
of the world would be promoted by such an impious
discord ? [Th» -ms " ‘s arms at their feet.) He shall

have me a ve ) deliver myself into the hands
of justice. :

RoBBERS. 1 chains! he has lost his
senses !

CuarLEs. N oli aa. « have any doubt but that jus-

—or perhaps no m{';te. Away ! away ! ere my fortitude desert

me. [Exeunt both, with downcast countenances.
Scexe IX.

And I, too, = a goodcit,izen. Do I not fulfil the extremity of
the law ? Do ° honour the law ? Do I not uphold and defend
it? I remer speaking to a poor officer on my way hither,
who was toil a day-labourer, and has eleven living children.
A thousand ¢ ‘agve been offered to whoever shall deliver up

the great rob 4¢.That man shall be served, [Exzit.
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tice would find me speedily enough if the powers
above so ordained it. But she might surprise me in
sleep, or overtake me in flight, or seize me with vio-
lence and the sword, and then I should have lost the
only merit left me, that of making my death a free-
will atonemeny Why should I, like a thief, any
longer conceal a life, which in the councils of the
heavenly ministry has long been forfeited ?

RoBBERs. Let him go. He is infected with the
great-man mania; he means to offer up his life for
empty admiration.

CHARLES. I might, ’tis true, be admired for it.
(After a moment's reflection.) 1 remember, on my
way hither, talking to a poor creature, a day-labourer,
with eleven living children. A reward has been offered
of a thousand louis-d’ors to any one who shall deliver
up tie great robber alive. That man shall be served.

[Eit.
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or, The Genoese Conspiracy
A Tragedy






Author’s Preface

THE chief sources from which I have drawn the
history of this conspiracy are Cardinal de Retz's « Con-
juration du Comte Jean Louis de Fiesque,” the « His-
toire des Génes,” and the third volume of « Robertson’s
History of Charles the Fifth.”

The liberties which I have taken with the historical
facts will be excused, if I have succeeded in my at-
tempt ; and, if not, it is better that my failure should
appear in the effusions of fancy, than in the delineation
of truth. Some deviation from the real catastrophe of
the conspiracy (according to which the count actually
perished ! when his schemes were nearly ripe for exe-
cution)® was rendered necessary by the nature of the
drama, which does not allow the interposition either of
chance or of a particular Prgvidence. It would be

matter of surprise to me tha™' " “Woje® has never
been adopted by any tragic wr - ot¥the circum-
stances of its conclusion, s amatic repre-
sentation, afford a sufficien such neglect.

Beings of a superior nature g riminate the finest

links of that chain which contiect.fin individual action
with the system of the universefand may, perhaps,
behold them extended to the utm¥t limits of time,

ief objects of his
Ist hastening to
e harbour ; the
‘ectual, and he
y might have
dered it more

1Fijesco, after having succeeded in the
undertaking, happened to fall into the sea’
quell some disturbances on board of a vessel
weight of his armour rendered his struggle:
perished. The deviation from history in the
been carried farther, and would perhaps ha
suitable to dramatic representation. — Tran<
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past and future; but man seldom sees more than the
simple facts, divested of their various relations of cause
and effect. The writer, therefore, must adapt his per-
formance to the short-sightedness of human nature,
which he would enlighten ; and not to the penetration
of Omniscience, from which all intelligence is derived.

In my Tragedy of «“The Robbers” it was my object to
delineate the victim of an extravagant sensibility ; here
I endeavour to paint the reverse; a victim of art and
infrigue. But, however strongly marked in the page
of history the unfortunate project of Fiesco may ap-
pear, on the stage it may prove less interesting. If it
be true that sensibility alone awakens sensibility, we
may conclude that the political hero is the less calcu-
lated for dramatic representation, in proportion as it
becomes necessary to lay aside the feelings of a man in
order to become a political hero.

It was, therefore, impossible for me to breathe into
my fable that glowmﬂ life which animates the pure
productions of poetical inspiration; but, in order to
render the cold and sterile actions of the pdlitician
capable of affecting the human heart, I was obliged to

seek a clue to those actions in the human heart itself.
I was obhg{l t,/ © ogether the man and the poli-
tician, and - the refined intrigues of state
situations inter wanity. The relations which
I bear to socie._ s unfold to me more of the
heart than of the ; and, perhaps, this very

political defect may .ave become a poetical excellence.



DRAMATIS PERSONZAE

ANDREAS Doria, Duke of Genoa, a venerable old man,
eighty years of age, retaining the traces of a high
spirit : the chief features in this character are dignity
and a rigid brevity in command.

GIANETTINO DoRr1a, nephew of the former, and nretender
to the ducal power, twenty-six years of age, rough and
forbidding in his address, deportment, and manners,
with a vulgar pride and disgusting features.

Fuesco, Count of Lavagna, chief of the conspiracy, a tall,
handsome young man, twenty-three years of age; his
character is that of dignified pride and majestic affabil-
ity, with courtly complaisance and deceitfulness.

VERRINA, a determined republican, sixty years of age; grave,
austere, and inflexible : a marked character.

BouraoGgNINO, a conspirator, a youth of twenty; frank and
high-spirited, proud, hasty, ~~1 un ™" ‘s{uis?.

CavrcaGNoO, a conspirator, a wo. - Yauckee of thirty;
insinuating and enterprising -

Sacco, a conspirator, forty-f1, :, with no distin-
guishing trait of characte 3

LoMEeLLINO, in the confidenc ﬁpretender, a haggard
courtier. .

ZENTURIONE,

Z1Bo, % Malcontents.

ASSERATO, .

Romaxo, a painter, frank and simple,\with the pride of
genius.

Murey HassAN, a Moor of Tunis, an at Ndoned character,
with a physiognomy displaying an « ‘“pal mixture of

rascality and humour. ‘ . .
A GErMAN of the ducal body-guard, of ar st simplicity,
and steady bravery.
THREE SEDITIOUS CITIZENS.
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LEoNORA, the wife of Fiesco, eighteen ygars of age, of~gréat
sensibility ; her appearance pale and slender, engaging,
but not dazzling; her countenance marked with melan-
choly ; her dress black.

Juria, Countess dowager Imperiali, sister of the younger
Doria, aged twenty-five; a proud coquette, in person tall
and full, her beauty spoiled by affectation, with a sar-
castic maliciousness in her countenance ; her dress black.

BerTHA, daughter of Verrina, an innocent girl.

ﬁzi’;’m LA, } Maids of Leonora.

Several Nobles, Citizens, Germans, Soldiers, Thieves.

(ScENE — Genoa. TIME — the year 1547.)



Fiesco; on, the Genoese
Conspiracy

ACT L

SCENE 1. — A4 Saloon in FiEsco’s House. The distant
sound of dancing and music is heard.

LEONORA, masked, and attended by Rosa and ARABELLA,
enters hastily.

LEONORA. (tears off he: ‘Mnore! Not

another word! ’'Tis as clea rowing her-
self in @ chair.) This q S me —

ARABELLA. My lady!

LEONORA. (rising) W re my eyes! with a
notorious coquette! In présen. {of the whole nobility
of Genoa! (Strongly affected.) — Npsa! Arabella! and
before my weeping eyes !

Rosa.  Look upon it only as wigt it really was—
a piece of gallantry. It was nothin \more.

LreoNORrA. Gallantry! What! ir busy inter-
change of glances— the anxious tching of her
every motion —the long and ear  diss upon her
naked arm, impressed with a ferve b left in crim-
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son glow the very traces of his lips! Ha! and the
transport that enwrapped his soul, when, with fixed
eyes, he sate like painted ecstasy, as if the world
around him had dissolved, and nought remained in
the eternal void but he and Julia. Gallantry? Poor
thing! Thou hast never loved. Think not that thou
canst teach me to distinguish gallantry from love!

Rosa. No matter, signorale A husband lost is as
good as ten lovers gained.

LeEoNORA. Lost? Is then one little intermission of
the heart’s pulsations a proof that I have lost Fiesco ?
Go, malicious slanderer! Come no more into my pres-
ence! ’'Twas an innocent frolic— perhaps a mere
piece of gallantry. Say, my gentle Arabella, was it
not so? o

ARABELLA. Most certainly! There can be no
doubt of it! T

LEONORA. (4n a reverie) But does she then feel
herself sole mistress of his heart ? Does her name
lurk *in his every thought? —meet him in every
phase of nature? Can it be? Whither will “these
thoughts lead me? Is this beautiful and majestic
world to him /fut ~s one wrecious diamond, on which

her image — er, .one — is engraved ?  That
he should love } -~ Tqlia! Oh! Your arm
— support me, 4 { pause; music is again
heard.)

LEONORA. (startin . .x! Was not that Fiesco’s

voice, which from theé cumult penetrated even hither ?
Can he laugh while his Leonora weeps in solitude ?
Oh, no, my child, it was the coarse, loud voice of
Gianettino. '

ARABELLA. It was, signora—but let us retire to
another apartms -

LEONORA. change colour, Arabella — you are
false. In yot ks, in the looks of all the inhabit-
ants of Genc ‘4 a something —a something
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which — (kiding "her face) — oh, certainly these Geno-
ese know more than should reach a wife’s ear.

Rosa.  Ob, jealousy! thou magnifier of trifles !

LroNORA. (with ‘melancholy enthusiasm) When
he was still Fiesco; when in the orange-grove, where"
we damsels walked I saw him —a blooming Apollo,

- blending the manly beauty of Antinous! Such was
his noble and majestic deportment, as if the illustrious
state of Genoa rested alone uapon his youthful shoulders.
Our eyes stole trembling glances at him, and shrunk
back, as if with conscious guilt, whene’er they en-
countered the lightning of his looks. Ah, Arabella,
how we devoured those looks! with what anxious
envy did every one count those directed to her com-
panions! They fell among us like the golden apple
of discord — tender eyes burned fiercely -— soft bosoms
beat tumultuously — jealousy burst asunder all our

onds of friendship —

ARABELLA. I remember it well. ~All Genoa’s
female hearts were in rebellious ferment for so
enviable a prize!

LEONORA. (in rapture) And now to call him mine!
Giddy, wondrous fortune !--to call the pride of Genoa
mine ! —he who from th. ve&of )}-e exhaustless

, combining every

‘ect union. Hear

. #al it — hear me!

priously) — a thought !

h Fiesco,— when his

o daring for woman,

vhose hand now lies

! let no man hear

of his sex. “This,
re my feelings!

artist, Nature, sprang forth M

greatness of his sex in !

me, damsels! I can no

T confide to you someth:.

— when I stood at the altar .

hand lay in mine, — a thought,

rushed across me. «This Fiesco,

in thine — thy Fiesco” — but hw:

us boast how far he excels all othe;

thy Fiesco” — ah, could you bub

— «will free Genoa from its tyran' y
ARABELLA. (astonished) And cor  1is dream haunt

a woman’s mind even at the nur* i'me?
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LroNORA. Yes, my Arabella, — well mayest thou
be astonished — to the bride it came, even in the joy
of the bridal hour. (More animated.) I am a woman,
but I feel the nobleness of my blood. I cannot bear
to see these proud Dorias thus overtop our family.
The good old Andreas—it is a pleasure to esteem
him. He may indeed, unenvied, bear the ducal dig-
nity ; but Gianettino is his nephew — his heir — and
Gianettino has a proud and wicked heart. Genoa
trembles before him, and Fiesco (much affected) —
Fiesco— weep with me, damsels!—loves his sister.

ARABELLA. Alas, my wretched mistress!

LEONORA. Go now, and see this demigod of the
Genoese amid the shameless circles of debauchery and
lust! hear the vile jests and wanton ribaldry with
which he entertains his base companions! Z7hat 1s
Fiesco! Ah, damsels, not only has Genoa lost its
hero, but I have lost my husband!

RosA. Speak lower! some one is coming through
the gdllery. .

LeEoNORA.  (alarmed) Ha! ’Tis Fiesco — let us
hasten away — the sight of me might for a moment
interrupt his hfppiness. (" "¢ hastens into a side apart-
ment ; the madls _fbllq

L

GIANETTINO DORIA, m «sked, in a green cloak, and the
Moog, ¢'ater in conversatwn

GIANET. Thou }’ast understood me!

Moor. Well

GIANET. Th¢" nite mask —
Moor. Wel -
GIANET. I, he white mask —

Moor. We] T —well —
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GIANET. Dost thou mark me? Thou canst only
fail here! (Pointing to his heart.)

Moor. Give yourself no concern.

GIASET. ‘And be sure to strike home —

Moor. He shall have enough.

GIANET. (maliciously) That the poor count may
not have long to suffer.

Moor. With your -leave, sir, a word —at what
weight do you estimate his head ?

GiANET. What weight? A hundred sequins —

Moor. (blowing through his fingers) Poh! Light
as a feather!

GIANET. What art thou muttering ?

Moor. 1 was saying — it is light work.

GIANET. That is thy concern. He is the very
loadstone of sedition. Mark me, sirrah! let thy blow
ba sure.

Moor. But, sir,— I must fly to Venice immediately
after the deed.

GIANET. Then take my thanks beforehand. *(He
throws him a bank-note) In three days at farthest he
must be cold. [Ewit.

Moor. (picking up the - t¢) Well, ghis really is
what I call credit!—to trust ygimple Jvord of such
arogue as I am! [Bwit.

A SCENk..
CarcaaNo, behind him Sacco, b¥ in black cloaks.

CarcagNo. I perceive thou watclgest all my steps.

Sacco. And I observe thou woullist conceal them
from me. Attend, Calcagno! For weeks past T
have remarked the workings of thy cdks>nance. They
bespeak more than concerns the inte 'of our coun-
try. Brother, I should think tb-’ ht mutually
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exchange our confidence without loss on either side.
What sayest thou? Wilt thou be sincere ?

CaLcAGNO.  So truly, that thou shalt not need to
dive ‘into the recesses of my soul; my heart shall fly
half-way to meet thee on my tongue—1I love the
Countess of Fiesco. .

Sacco. (starts back with astonishment) That, at
least, I should not have discovered had I made all
posgibilities pass in review before me. My wits are
racked to comprehend thy choice, but I must have lost
them altogether if thou succeed.

Carcagro. They say she is a pattern of the strict-
est virtue.

Sacco. They lie. She is the whole volume on that
insipid text. Calcagno, thou must choose one or the
other — either to give up thy heart or thy profession.

CaLcaeNo. The count is faithless to her; and of
all the arts that may seduce a woman the subtlestis
jealousy. A plot against the Dorias will at the same
time occupy the count, and give me easy access to his
house. Thus, while the shepherd guards agaifst the
wolf, the fox shall make havoc of the poultry.

Sacco. Ipcomparable brother, receive my thanks!
A blush is n\"'lw super” 18, and I can tell thee openly
what just now J.we*  amed even to think. Iama
beggar if the g not soon overturned.

CaLcaGro. *.. .. 1y debts so great ?

Sacco. So imm;  ...s even one-tenth of them
would more than ¢ .allow ten times my income. A
convulsion of the f.ate will give me breath; and if it
do not cancel all*my debts, at least ’twill stop the
mouths of bawlinj creditors.

CarcagNo. I understand thee; and if then, per-
chance, Genoa should be freed, Sacco will be hailed
his country’s saviour. Let no one trick out to me the
threadbare tale Jf° honesty, if the fate of empires hang
on the banl”" - of a prodigal and the lust of a

...

N
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debauchee. By heaven, Sacco, I admire the wise de-
sign of Providence, that in us would heal the corrup-
tions in the heart of the state by the vile ulcers on its
limbs. Isthy design unfolded to Vcrrina ? B
* 84000. As far as it can be unfolded to‘a patriot.
Thou knowest his iron integrity, which ever tends to
that one point, his ~ountry. His hawk-like eye is now
fixed on Fiesco, and he has half-conceived a hope of
thee to join the bold conspiracy.

CarcagNo.  Ob, he has an excellent nose! Come,
let us seek him, and fan the flame of liberty in his
breast by our accordant spirit. [Bzeunt.

SceNE IV.

JULIA, agitated with anger, and FIESCO, in a white

. mask, following her.

JuLiA. Servants! footmen !

Fiesco. Countess, whither are you going? What
do you Intend ?

JuLia. Nothing — nothing at all. (7o the servants,
who enter and tmmediately wgre) Let gy carriage
draw up — v

Fiesco. Pardon me,it igush JeJ o are offended.

JuLia. Oh, by no mean:X % you tear my
dress to pieces. Offended. §™*here that can

offend me? Go, pray go. ¢ ..

Fiesco. (upon one knee) Not . § you tell me what
impertinent —

JULIA.  (stands still in a haughty. attitude) Fine!
Fine! Admirable! Oh, that the Countess of Lavagna
might be called to view this charming scene! How,
count, is this like a husband ? This posture would
better suit the chamber of your wife when she turns
over the journal of your caresses am}ﬁlnds a void in
the account. Rise, sir, and seek th~“f ywhom your
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overtures will prove more acceptable. Rise — unless
you think your gallantries will atone for your wife’s
impertinence.

Figsco. (jumping up) Impertinence! To you?

JuLiA. To break up! To push away her chair!
To turn her back upon the table — that table, count,
where I was sitting —

Fiesco. ’Tis inexcusable.

‘JULIA. And is that all? Out upon the jade! Am
I, then, to blame because the count makes use of his
eyes? (Smilingly admiring herself) ‘

Fiesco. ’Tis the fault of your beauty, madam, that
keeps them in such sweet slavery.

JULIA. Away with compliment where honour is
concerned. Count, I ingist on satisfaction. Where
shall I find it, in you, or in my uncle’s vengeance ?

Fiesco. Find it in the arms of love — of love that
would repair the offence of jealousy.

JuLia. Jealousy! Jealousy! Poor thing! What
would she wish for? (Admiring herself in the glass.)
Could she desire a higher compliment than were I to
declare her taste my own? (Haughtily.) Doria and
Fiesco! JVould not ‘he Countess of Lavagna have
reason to, feel hoo ed if Doria’s niece deigned to
envy her choice’  n - friendly tome, offering the
count her hand‘.;) ) 1 merely assume the possi-
bility of such a cg e, count.

Fiesco. (with 4matton) Cruel countess! Thus to
torment me. I ;now, divine Julia, that respect is all
I ought to feel for you. My reason bids me bend a
subject’s knee before the race of Doria; but my heart
adores the beauteous Julia. My love is criminal, but
‘tis also heroic, and dares o’erleap the boundaries of
rank, and soar toward the dazzling sun of majesty.

JuLiA. A great and courtly falsehood, paraded upon
stilts! While his tongue deifies me, his heart beats
beneath the § “~ve of another.
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Fiesco. Rather say it beats ind.ignantly against it,
and would shake off the odious burden. (Zaking the
picture of LEONORA, which s suspended by a sky-blue
ribbon from his breast, and delivering it to JULIA.)
‘Place your own image on that altar and you will
instantly annihilate this idol.

JULIA. (pleased, puts by the picture hastily) A
great sacrifice, by mine honour, and which deserves
my thanks. (Hangs her own picture about his neck.)
So, my slave, henceforth bear your badge of service.

' [Hait,

Fiesco. (with transport) Julia loves me! Julia! I
envy not even *he gods. (Ewulting.) Let this night
be a jubilee.  Joy shall attain its summit. Ho!
within there! (Servants come rumnning in.) Let the
floors swim with Cyprian nectar, soft strains of music
rowse midnight from her leaden slumber, and a thou-
sand burning lamps eclipse the morning sun. Pleasure
shall reign supreme, and the bacchanal dance so wildly
beat the ground that the dark kingdom of the shades
below shall tremble at the uproar!

[Exit hastily. A noisy allegro, during which the
back scene opens, and “discovers ofjgrand illu~
minated saloon, mas asks dBncing. At
the side, drinking . jaying tables, sur-
rounded with comp

ScENE V.

GIANETTINO, almost intoxicated, LOMELLINO, ZIBO, ZEN-
TURIONE, VERRINA, CALCAGNO, all masked. Several
other nobles and ladies.

GIANET. (boisterously) Bravo! Bravo! These wines
glide down charmingly. The dancerggperform & mer-
veille. Go, one of you, and pu**q@ it througlout
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Genoa that I am in good humour, and that every one
may enjoy himself. By my ruling star this shall be
marked as a red-letter day in the calendar, and under-
neath be written, —«This day was Prince Doria
merry.” (The guests lift their glasses to their mouths.
A general toast of « The Republic.” Sound of trumpets.)
The Republic? (Throwing his glass violently on the
ground.) There lie its fragments. (Zhree black masks
suddenly rise and collect about GIANETTINO.)

LoMEL. (supporting GIANEITINO on his arm) My
lord, you lately spoke of a young girl whom you saw
in the church of St. Lorenzo. .

GIANET. I did, my lad! and I must make her ac-
quaintance.

LomeL. That I can manage for your Grace.

GIANET. (with vehemence) Can you? Can you?
Lomellino, you were a candidate for the procurator-
ship. You shall have it. ‘

LomEeL. Gracious prince, it is the second dignity in
the state; more than threescore noblemen seek it,
and all of them more wealthy and honourable than
your Grace’s humble servant.

GIANETS (indignas'y) By the name of Doria! You
shall be plocurator” The three masks come forward.)
What talk you ¢  ‘bility in Genoa? Let them all
throw. their ancesy  «nd honours into the scale, one
hair from the white veard of my old uncle will make
it kick the beam. , Tt is my will that you be procura-
tor, and that is ta%xtamount to the votes of the whole
senate.

LoMEL. (in a low woice) The damsel is the only
daughter of one Verrina.

GIANET. The girl is pretty, and, in spite of all the
devils in hell, T must possess her.

LomeL. What, my lord! the only child of the most
obstinate of our republicans ?

GiaNgT. T¢ *-ll with your republicans! Shall my
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passion be thwarted by the anger of a vassal?  'Tis as
vain as to expect the tower should. fall when the boys
pelt it with mussel-shells. (The three black masks step
nearer, with great emotion.) What! Has the Duke
Andreas gained his scars in battle for their wives and
children, only that his nephew should court the favour
of these vagabond republicans! By the name of Doria
they shall swallow this fancy of mine, or I will plant a
gallows over the bones of my uncle, on which their
Genoese liberty shall kick itself to death. (Zhe three
masks step back in disgust.)

LomeL. The damsel is at this moment alone. Her
father is here, and one of those three masks.

GIANET. Excellent! Bring me instantly to her.

LoMEL. But you will seek in her a mistress, and
find a prude. /

GIANET. Force is the best rhetoric. Lead me to
her.. Would I could see that republican dog that
durst stand in the way of the bear Doria. (Going,
meets FIESCO at the door.) Where is the countess ?

SCENE V3
F1Esco and the_}

Fiesco. T have handed her t3ffer carriage. (Takes:
GIANETTINO'S hand, and presses it tg his breast.) Prince
T am now doubly your slave. To You I bow, as sovg
eign of Genoa—to your lovely sister, as mistress
my heart.

LomEL. Fiesco has become a mere votary of pleasur\
The great world has lost much in you. '

Fiesco. But Fiesco has lost nothing in giving up
the world. To live is to dream, and to dream pleasantly
is to be wise. Can this be done more certainly amid
the thunders of a throne, where the wheels of govern-



182 FIESCO

ment creak incessantly upon the tortured ear, than on
the heaving bosom of an enamoured woman? Let
Gianettino rule over Genoa ; Fiesco shall devote him-
self to love.

GIANET. Away, Lomellino! It is near midnight..
The time draws near — Lavagna, we thank thee for thy
entertainment — I have been satisfied.

Fiesco. That, prince, is all that I can wish.

GIANET. Then good night! To-morrow we have a
party at the palace, and Fiesco is invited. Come, pro-
curator !

Figsco. Ho! Lights there! Music!

GIANET. (haughtily, rushing through the three masks)
Make way there for Doria!

ONE oF THE THREE MASKS. (murmuring indig-
nantly) Make way ? In hell! Never in Genoa!

THE GUESTS. (in motion) The prince is going.
Good night, Lavagna! (They depart.)

Scexe VIL
The THREE, BLACK Masks and FiEsco. (4 pause)

Fiesco. I perce  some guests here who do not
ghare the pleasure  ‘he feast.

MasgS.  (murmur..g to each other with indignation)
No! Not one of us.

Fiesco. (courteonsly) Is it possible that my attention
should have been wanting to any one of my guests?
Quick, servants! Let the music be renewed, and fill
‘he goblets to the brim. I would not that my friends
should find the time hang heavy. Will you permit
me to amuse you with fireworks? Would you choose
to see the frolics of my harlequin ? Perhaps you would
be pleased to join the ladies. Or shall we sit down to
faro, and pass the time in play ?
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A Mask. We are accustomed to spend it in action.

Fiesco. A manly answer — such as bespeaks Ver-
rina.

VERRINA.  (unmasking) Fiesco is quicker to dlscover
bis friends beneath their masks than they to discover
him beneath his.

Fiesco. I understand you not. But what means
that crape of mourning around your arm? Can death
have robbed Verrina of a friend, and Fiesco not know
the loss ?

VERRINA. Mournful tales ill suit Fiesco’s joyful
feasts.

Fiesco. But if a friend — (Pressing his hand
warmly.) Friend of my soul! For whom must we
both mourn ?

VErRINA.  Both! both! Oh, tis but too true we both
should mourn — yet not all sons lament their mother.

FYesco. °Tis long since your mother was mingled
with the dust.

VERRINA.  (with an earnest look) 1 do remember
me that*Fiesco once called me brother, because we both
were sons of the same country !

Fi1esco. (jocosely) Oh, is it gnly that? ‘You meant
then but to jest? The mou dress anworn for
Genoa! True, she lies indeed in{§il last agdnies
thought is new and singular. Ggjifousin begins to be
a wit.

VERRINA. Fiesco! I spoke most seriously.

Fiesco. Certainly — certainly. - A jest loses its
point when he who makes it is the first to laugh.
But you! You looked like a mute at a funeral. Who
could have thought that the austere Verrina should in
his old age become such a wag!

Sacco. Come, Verrina. He never will be ours.

Fiesco. Be merry, brother. Let us act the part of the
cunning heir, who walks in the funeral procession with
loud lamentations, laughing to himself the while, under
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the cover of his handkerchief. ’'Tis true we may be
troubled with a harsh stepmother. Be it so — we will
let her scold, and follow our own pleasures.

VERRINA.  (with great emotion) Heaven and earth !
Shall we then do nothing? What is to become of you,-
Fiesco? Where am I to seek that ‘determined enemy
of tyrants? There was a time when but to see a crown
would have been torture to you. Oh, fallen son of the
republic! By heaven, if time could so debase my soul
I would spurn immortality.

Fiesco. O rigid censor! Let Doria put Genoa in
his pocket, or barter it with the robbers of Tunis.
Why should it trouble us? We will drown ourselves
in floods of Cyprian wine, and revel it in the sweet
caresses of our fair ones. .

VERRINA.  (looking at him with earnestness) Are
these indeed your serious thoughts?

Fiesco. Why should they not be, my friend?
Think you ’tis a pleasure to be the foot of that many-
legged monster, a republic? No —- thanks be to him
who gives it wings, and deprives the feet of their func-
tions! Let Gianettino be the duke, affairs of state shall
ne’er lie hegvy on our haads.

VERRINA? Fiesco} .isthat truly and seriously your
meaning ? ’

FiEsco. Andreaiy opts his nephew as a son, and
makes him heir to his estates; what madman will dis-
pute with him the inheritance of his power ?

VERRINA.  (with the utmost indignation) Away, then,
Genoese ! (Leaves F1EsSCO hastily, the rest follow.)

Fiesco. Verrina! Verrina! Oh, this republican is
as hard as steel!
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Scene VIIIL

Fresco. A MASK entering.

Mask. Have you a minute or two to spare, La-
vagna ?

Fiesco. (én an obliging manner) An hour if you
request it.

Masg. Then condescend to walk into the fields with
Ine.

Fiesco. It wants but ten minutes of midnight.

Masg. Walk with me, count, I pray.

Fiesco. I will order my carriage.

Mask. That is useless—1 shall send one horse:
we want no more, for only one of us, I hope, will
return.

JFIESCO.  (with surprise) What say you ?

Mask. A bloody answer will be demanded of you,
touching a certain tear.

Fiesco. What tear?

MasKk. A tear shed by the Countess of Lavagna. I
am acquainted with that lady, and demand to know
how she has merited to beggacrificed tg a worthless
woman ?

F1esco. T understand you YR ; but 166 me ask who
’tis that offers so strange a chigiige ?

Mask. It is the same that once adored the Lady
Zibo, and yielded her to Fiesco.

F1Esco. Scipio Bourgognino!

Boura. (ummasking) And who now stands here to
vindicate his honour, that yielded to a rival base enou gh
to tyraunise over innocence.

Fiesco. (embraces him with ardour) Noble youth !
thanks to the sufferings of my consort, which have
drawn forth the manly feelings of your soul; I admire
your generous indignation — but I refuse your chal-

lenge.
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Bourc. (stepping back) Does Fiesco tremble to
encounter the first efforts of my sword ?

Fiesco. No, Bourgognino! against a nation’s power
combined I would boldly venture, but not against you.
The fire of your valour is endeared to me by a most
lovely object — the will deserves a laurel, but the deed
would be childish.

BourG. (with emotion) Childish, count! women
can only weep at injuries. 'Tis for men to revenge
them.

Fiesco. Uncommonly well said — but fight T will
not.

Boure. (turning upon him contemptuously) Count,
I shall despise you.

Figsco. (with animation) By heaven, youth, that
thou shalt never do — not even if virtue fall in value,
shall T become a bankrupt. (Zaking him by the hand,
with a look of earnestness.) Did you ever feel for me =
what shall I say — respect ?

Bourg. Had I not thought you were the ﬁrst of
men I should not have yielded to you.

Fiesco. Then, my friend, be not so forward to de-
spise a man ?o once ¢ }ld merit your respect. It #
not for the eyf: of the yp” ful artist to comprehend at
once the master’s vast gn. Retire, Bourgognino, and
take time to weigh th( stives of Fiesco’s conduct !

| Fzit BOURGOGNINO, in silence.

Go! noble youth ! if spirits such as thine break out in
flames in thy country’s cause, let the Dorias see that
they stand fast !

SceNE IX.

F1esco. — The MOOR entering with an appearance of
timidity, and looking round cautiously.

FiEsco. (fizing his eye on him sharply) What
wouldst thou here? Who art thou?
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Moor. (as above) A slave of the republic.

* FiEsco.  (keeping his eye sharply wpon him) Slavery
is a wretched craft. What dost thou seek ?

Moor. Sir, I an an honest man.

Fiesco. Wear then that label on thy visage, it will
not be superfluous — but what wouldst thou have ?

Moor. (approaching him, FiEsco draws back) Sir,
I am no villain.

Fiesco. °'Tis well thou hast told me that — and yet
—’tis not well either. (Impatiently.) What dost thou
seek ?

Moor. (still approaching) Are you the Count La-
vagna ?

Fiesco. (haughtily) The blind in Genoa know my
steps — what wouldst thou with the count?

Moor. (close to him) Be on your guard, Lavagna!

FiEsco. (passing hastily to the other side) That,
indeed, I am.

Moor. (again approaching) Evil designs are formed
against you, count.

F1esco.  (retreating) That I perceive.

Moor. Beware of Doria!

®1Esco.  (approaching himgwith an airf confidence)
Perhaps my suspicions have ged thee‘ny friend —
Doria is indeed the name I drf

Moor. Avoid the man, the Can you read ?

Fiesco. A curious question! Thou hast known, it
seems, many of our cavaliers. What writing hast
thou ?

Moor. Your name is amongst other condemned
sinners. (Presents o paper, and draws close to FIESCO,
who s standing before a looking-glass and glancing over
the paper — the MOOR steals round him, draws a dag-
ger, and is going to stab.)

FiEsco. (turning round dexterously, and seizing the
Moor’s arm) Stop, scoundrel ! (Wrests the dagger from
him.)
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Moor. (stamps in a frantic manner) Daatmnatmnl
Your pardon — sire !

Fiesco. (seizing him, calls with a Joud wvoice) Ste-
phano! Drullo! Antonio! (Holding the MOOR by the
throat.) Stay, my friend!— what hellish villainy!
(Servants enter.) Stay, and answer — thou hast per-
formed thy task like a bungler. Who pays thy wages ?

MOOR. (after several fruitless attempts to escape)
You cannot hang me higher than the gallows are —

Fiesco. No — be comforted — not on the horns of
the moon, but higher than ever yet were gallows — yet
hold! Thy scheme was too politic to be of thy own
contrivance : speak, fellow! who hired thee ?

Moor. Think me a rascal, sir, but not a fool.

Fiesco. What, is the scoundrel proud ? Speak, sir-
rah! Who hired thee?

Moor. (aside) Shall I alone be called a fool? Who
hired me? ’Twas but a hundred miserable sequins.
Who hired me, did you ask? Prince Gianettino.

FiEsco. (walln’ng about in o passion) A hundred
sequins ? And is that all the value set upon Fiésco’s
head ? Shame on thee, Prince of Genoa! Here, fel-
low (taking money from /w escritoire), are a thousa®
for thee. Tql thy mag & he is a niggardly assassin.
(Moor looks at him '1, astonishment.) What dost
thou gaze at? (Mo )akes up the money — lays it
down — takes it up agam, and looks at FIESCO with
wncreased astonishment.) What dost thou mean ?

Moor. (throwing the money resolutely wpon the
table) Sir, that money I have not earned — I deserve
it not.

Fiesco. Blockhead, thou hast deserved the gallows;
but the offended elephant tramples on men, not on
worms. Were thy life worth but two words I would
have thee hanged.

Mook. (bowmq with an air of pleaswe at his
escape) Sir, you are too good —
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_ Fsco. Not toward thee! God forbid! No. I
am amused to think my humour can make or unmake
such a villain as vhou, therefore dost thou go scot-free
—undevstand me aright — I take thy failure as an
omen of my future greatness — ’tis this thought that
renders me indulgent, and preserves thy life.

Moor. (in a tone of confidence) Count, your hand !
honour for honour. If any man in this country has a
throat too much — command me, and T'll cut it —
gratis.

Fiesco. Obliging scoundrel! He would show his
gratitude by cutting throats wholesale !

Moor. Men like me, sir, receive no favour without
acknowledgment. We know what honour is.

Fiesco. The honour of cutthroats ?

Moor. Which is, perhaps, more to be relied on than
that of your men of character. They break their oaths
made iu the name of God. We keep ours pledged to
the devil.

Fiesco. Thou art an amusing villain.

Moor. I rejoice to meet your approbation. Try

; you will find in me a man who is a thorough
master of his profession. amine mey 1 can show
my testimonials of villainy every child of rogues
— from the lowest to the hig’

Fiesco. Indeed! (Seatin self.) There are laws
and systems then even among thieves. What canst
thou tell me of the lowest class ?

Moor. Oh, sir, they are petty villains, mere pick-
pockets. They are a miserable set. Their trade never
produces a man of genius; ’'tis confined to the whip
and workhouse —and at most can lead but to the
gallows.

Fiesco. A charming prospect! I should like to
hear something of a superior class.

Moor. The next are spies and informers — tools of
importance to the great, who from their secret informa-
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tion derive their own supposed omniscience. These
villains insinuate themselves into the souls of men like
leeches; they draw poison from the heart, and spit it
forth against the very source from whence it came.

Fiesco. I understand thee — go on —

Moor. Then come the conspirators, villains that
deal in poison, and bravoes that rush upon their vie-
tims from some secret covert. Cowards they often are,
but yet fellows that sell their souls to the devil as the
fees of their apprenticeship. The hand of justice binds
their limbs to the rack or plants their cunning heads
on spikes — this is the third class.

Fiesco. But tell me! When comes thy own?

Moor. Patience, my lord — that is the very point
TI'm coming to — I have already passed through all the
stages that I mentioned : my genius soon soared above
their limits. *Twas but last night I performed my
masterpiece in the third ; this evening I attempted the
fourth, and proved myself a bungler.

Fiesco. And how do you describe that class?

MOOR. (with energy) They are men who seek their
prey within four walls, cutting their way through every
danger. Thpy strike atgonce, and, by their first salute,
save him wKlom they # ¢roach the trouble of returning
thanks for a seconf 1 Between ourselves they are
called the express codd.rs of hell : and when Beelzebub
is hungry they want but a wink, and he gets his mutton
warm. ’

Fiesco. Thou art an hardened villain — such a tool
I want. Give me thy hand — thou shalt serve me.

Moor. Jest or earnest ?

Fiesco. In full earnest —and I'll pay thee yearly
a thousand sequins.

Moor. Done, Lavagna! Tam yours. Away with
common business — employ me in whate’er you will
Tll be your setter or your bloodhound — your fox,
your viper — your pimp, or gxecutioner. I'm prepared
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for all commissions — except honest ones; in those I
am as stupid as a block.

Fiesco. Feer not! I would not set the wolf to
guard tke lamb. Go thou through Genoa to-morrow
and sound the temper of the people. Narrowly inquire
what they thirk of the government, and of the house of
Doria — what of me, my debaucheries, and romantic
passion. Flood their brains with wine, until the senti-
ments of the heart flow over. Here’s money — lavish
it among the manufacturers —

Moor. Sir!

Fiesco. Be not afraid — no homuesty is in the case.
Go, collect what help thou canst. To-morrow I will
hear thy report. N

MooRr. (following) Rely on me. It is now four
o'clock in the morning, by eight to-morrow you shall
hgar as much news as twice seventy spies can furnish.

[Eit.

Scexe X.
An apartment in theggouse of VERRINA.

BERTHA on a couch, supporting' Yk head on her hand —
VERRINA enters with a0k of dejection.

BERTHA. (starts up frightened) Heavens! He is
here.

VERRINA.  (stops, looking at her with surprise) My
daughter affrighted at her father!

BerTHA. Fly! fly! or let me fly! Father, your
sight is dreadful to me!

VERRINA. Dreadful to my child ! — my only child !

BErTHA. (looking at him mournfully) Oh! you
must seek another. I am no more your daughter.

VERBINA. What, does.my tenderness distress you ?
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BertHA. It weighs me down to the earth.

VErrINA. How, my daughter! do you receive me
thus? Formerly, when I came home, my heart o’er-
burdened with sorrows, my Bertha came running
toward me, and chased them away with her smiles.
Come, embrace me, my daughter! Reclined upon thy
glowing bosom, my heart, when chilled by the suffer-
ings of my country, shall grow warm again. Oh, my
child ! this day I have closed my account with the joys
of this world, and thou alone (sighing heavily) remainest
to me.

BERTHA. (casting a long and earnest look at him)
Wretched father!

VERRINA.  (eagerly embracing her) Bertha! my only
child! ‘Bertha! my last remaining hope! The liberty
of Genoa is lost — Fiesco is lost —and thou (pressing
her more strongly, with o look of despaw) mayest be
dishonoured !

BERTHA. (tearing herself from him) Great God!
You know, then —

VERRINA.  (trembling) What ?

BErTHA. My virgin honour —

VERRINA. (mgmg)

BErTHA. (T Last nigl

VERRINA.  (furi

BerTHA. Force.
sofa.)

VERRINA.* (after a long pause, with o hollow wvoice)
One word more, my daughter — thy last! Who was
it?

BerTHA. Alas, what an angry deathlike paleness!
Great God, support me! How his words falter! His
whole frame trembles !

VERRINA. I cannot comprehend it. Tell me, my
daughter — who ?

BrrtHA. Compose yourself, my best, my dearest
father !
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VERRINA.  (ready to faint) For God’s sake — who?

BERTHA. A mask —

VERRINA.  (steps back, thoughtfully) No! That can-
not be!— the thought is idle — (Smiling to himself.)
What, a fool am I to think that all the poison of my
life can flow but from one source! (Firmly addressing
himself to BErRTHA.) What was his stature, less than
mine or taller ?

BrrTna. Taller,

VERRINA. (cagerly) His hair? Black, and curled ?

BrrTHA.  As black as jet, and curled.

VERRINA. (retiring from her in great emotion) O
God! my brain! my brain! His voice?

BerTHA. Was deep and harsh.

VERRINA. (¢mpetuously) What colour was— No!
I'll hear no more! His cloak! What cclour?

BerTna. [ think his cloak was green.

VERRINA.  (covering his face with his hands, falls
on the couch) No more. This can be nothing but a
dreamn !

BerTha.  (wringing her hands) Merciful heaven!
Is this my father ?

VERRINA. (affer a pause, witly a forced spile) Right |
It serves thee right — cowarderrina ! e villain
broke into the sanctuary of th§ews. This did not
rouse thee. Then he violated WP sanctuary of thy
honour (starting up). Quick! Nicolo! Bring balls and
powder — but stay — my sword were better. (70
BErTHA.) Say thy prayers! Ah! what am I going
to do?

BerTHA. Father, you make me tremble !

VERRINA. Come, sit by me, Bertha! (In a solemn
manner.) Tell me, Bertha, what did that hoary-headed
Roman, when his daughter —like you —how can I
speak it! fell a prey to ignominy? Tell me, Bertha,
what said Virginius to his dishonoured daughter ?

BERTHA. (shuddering) I know not.
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VERrINA. Foolish girl! He said nothing — but
(rising hastily and snatching up a sword) he seized an
instrument of death —

BERTHA. (ferrified, rushes into his arms) Great God !
What would you do, my father? .

VERRINA.  (throwing away the sword) Nol There
is still justice left in Genoa.

Sceye XL
SAacco, CALCAGNO, the fornier.

CarLocaGNO. Verrina, quick ! prepare ! to-day begins
the election week of the republic. Let us early to the
senate-house to choose the new senators. The streets
are full of people, you will undoubtedly accompany us
(dronically) to behold the triumph of our liberty. *

Sacco. (fo CaLcaGNO) But what do I see? A naked
sword! Verrina staring wildly! Bertha in tears!

CALcaGNO. By heavens, it is so. Sacto! some
strange event has happened here.

VERRINA. (placigg two chairs) Be seated.

Saccog Your loghly, Verrina, fill us with apprehen-
sion. ‘

Carcacro. 1 Myrer saw you thus before — Bertha
is in tears, or your grief would have seemed to presage
our country’s ruin.

VERRINA. Ruin! Pray sit down. (They both seat
themselves.)

CarLcagNo. My friend, I conjure you —

VERRINA. Listen to me.

CArcacNo.  (fo SAcco) I have sad misgivings.

VERRINA. Genoese! you both know the antiquity
of my family. Your ancestors were vassals to my own.
My forefathers fought the battles of the state, their
wives were patterns of virtue. Honour was our sole
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inheritance, descending unspotted from the father to
the son. Can any one deny it ?

Sacco. No.

CarLcaero.  No one, by the God of heaven!

* VERRINA. T am the last of my family. My wife
has long been dead. This daughter is all she left me.
You are witnesses, my friends, how I have brought her
up. Can any one accuse me of neglect ?

CarcacNo. No. Your daughter is a bright ex-
ample to her sex.

VERRINA. I am old, my friends. On this one
dgughter all my hopes were placed. Should I lose
her, my race becomes extinct. (After a passe, with a
solemn wvoiee) 1 have lost her. My family is dis-
honoured.

Sacco and CaLcacNo. FYorbid it, Heaven! (BERTHA
on the couch, appears much affected.)

VERRINA. No. Despair not, daughter! These men
are just and brave. If they feel thy wrongs they will
expiate them with blood. Be not astonished, friends!
He who®tramples upon Genoa may easily overcome
a helpless female.

Sacco and CALCAGNO. (stag¥ng up with emotion)
Gianettino Doria ! .

BERTHA. (with a shrick, seein, URGOGNINO enter)
Cover me, walls, beneath your ruil®! My Scipio!

- Scexe XIL
BOURGOGNINO — the former.

Boure. (with ardour) Rejoice, my love! I bring
good tidings. Noble Verrina, my heaven now depends
upon a word from you. I have long loved your
daughter, but never dared to ask her hand, because my
whole fortune was entrusted to the treacherous sea.
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My ships have just now reached the harbour, laden
with valuable cargoes. Now I am rich. Bestow your
Bertha on me — I will make her happy. (BERTHA hides
her face — a profound pause.)

VERRINA. What, youth! Wouldst thou mix thy
heart’s pure tide with a polluted stream ?

Boure. (clasps his hand to his sword, but suddenly
draws it back) 'Twas her father said it.

VERRINA. No — every rascal in Italy will say it.
Are you contented with the leavings of other men’s
repasts ?

Boura. Old man, do not make me desperate.

CaLcAGNo.  Bourgognino ! he speaks the truth.

Boura.  (enraged, rushing toward BERTHA) The
truth ? Has the girl then mocked me ?

CaLcaaNo. No! no! Bourgognino. The girl is
spotless as anbangel. .

BourG. (astonished) By my soul's” happiness, T
comprehend it not !  Spotless, yet dishonoured! They
look in silence on each other. Some horrid crime
hangs on their trembling tongues. I conjure you,
friends, mock not thus my reason. Is she pure? Is
she trulygo? Who gnswers for her?

VEerrifa. My cpfd is guiltless.

Bourc. What }f iolence! (Snatches the sword from
the ground.)) Be 3 the sins of earth upon my head if
<I avenge her not! Where is the spoiler ?

VERRINA. Seek him in the plunderer of Genoa!

Bouka. struck with astonishment — VERRINA walks up
and down the room in decp thought, then stops) 1f
rightly I can trace thy counsels, O eternal Providence !
it is thy will to make my daughter the instrument of
Genoa’s deliverance. (Approaching her slowly, takes the
mowurning crape from his arm, and proceeds in a
solemn manner.) Before the heart’s blood of Doria shall
wash away this foul stain from thy honour no beam
of daylight shall shine upon these cheeks. Till then
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(throwing the crape over her) be blind! (A4 pause- ~the
rest look upon him with silent astonishment ; he con-
tinues solemnly, his hand wpon BERTHA’S kead) Cursed
be the air that shall breathe on thee! Cursed the sleep”
that shall refresh thee! Cursed every human step that
shall come to sooth vhy misery! Down, into the
lowest vault bheneath my house! There whine, and
cry aloud ! (Pausing with inward horror.) Be thy life
painful as the tortures of the writhing worm — agonis-
ing as the stubborn conflict between existence and
annihilation. This curse lie on thee till Gianettino
shall have heaved forth his dying breath. If he escape
his punishment, then mayeqt thou drag thy load of
misery throughout the endliess circle of eternity !

[A deep silence — horror is marked on the counte-
nances of all present. VERRINA casts a scru-
tinasing look at each of them.

Boure. Inhuman father! What i$ it thou hast
done? Why ponr forth this horrible and monstrous
curse against thy guiltless daughter ?

Verrika  Youth, thou say’st true!—it is most
horrible. Now who among you will stand forth and
prate still of patience and delayg My daughter’s fate
is linked with that of Genoa. crifice thefgpffections
of a father to the duties of a citl Who among us
is so much a coward as to hesitat§®n the salvation of
his country, when this poor guiltless being must pay
for hig timidity with endless sufferings? By heavens,
twas not a madman’s speech! I have sworn an oath,
and till Doria lie in the agonies of death 1 will show
no merey to my child. No— not though, like an ex-
ecutianer, T should invent unheard-of torments for her,
or with my own hands rend her innocent frame piece-
meal on the barbarous rack. You shudder — you stare
at me with ghastly faces. Once more, Scipio — 1 keep
her as a hostage for the tyrant’s death. Upon this
precious thread do I suspend thy duty, my own, and
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yours (to Sacco and CALCAGNO). The tyrant of Genoa
falls, or Bertha must despair — I retract not.

BourG. (throwing himself at BERTHA’S feet) He
'shall fall —shall fall a victim to Genoa. I will as
surely sheathe this sword in Doria’s heart as upon thy
lips I will imprint the bridal kiss. (Zises.)

VERRINA. Ye couple, the first that ever owed their
union to the Furies, join hands! Thou wilt sheathe
thy sword in Doria’s heart ? Take her! she is thine!

CArLcAGNO.  (kneeling) Here kneels another citizen
of Genoa and lays his faithful sword before the feet of
innocence. As surely may Calcagno find the way to
heaven as this steel shall find its way to Gianettino’s
heart ! (Rises.)

Sacco. (kneeling) Last, but not less determined,
Raffaelle Sacco kneels. If this bright steel unlock not
the prison doors of Bertha, mayest thou, my Saviour,
shut thine ear #gainst my dying prayers! ([Rises.)

VERRINA. (with a calm look) Through me Genoa
thanks you. Now go, my daughter; rejoice to be the
mighty sacrifice for thy country ! .

BourG. (embracing her as she is departing) Go!
confide in God — ang, Bourgognino. The same day
shall gm{ freedom tqs sertha and to Genoa.

Ple, [BERTHA retires.
>

Scene XIIL
The former — without BERTHA.

CaLcAGNo. Genoese, before we take another step,
one word —

VERRINA. T guess what you would say.

Carcacrno.  'Will four patriots alone be sufficient to
destroy this mighty hydra? Shall we not stir up the
people to rebellion, or draw the nobles in to join our

party ?
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VERRINA. T understand you. Now hear my advice;
I have long engaged a painter who has been exerting
all his skill to paint the fall of Appius Claudius. Fiesco
is an adorer of the arts, and soon warmed by ennobling
scenes. We will send this picture to his house, and
will be present when he contemplates it. . Perhaps the
sight may rouse his dormant sgpirit. Perhaps —
Boure. No more of him. Increase the danger, not
the sharers in it. So valour bids. Long have I felt
a something within my breast that nothing would ap-
pease. What ’twas now bursts upon me (springing
up with enthusiasm); 'twas a tyrant!
[The scene closes.

ACT II.
ScENE L — An Antechamber in the Palace of FIESCO.
*
LEONORA and ARABELLA.

Araptrra. No, no, you were mistaken; your eyes
were blinded by jealousy.

LeoNorA. It was Julia to ghe life. Seek not to
persuade me otherwise. My W@oture was3Ysuspended
by a sky-blue ribbon; this wal me-cololired. My
doom is fixed irrevocably.

Scene IL
The former and JULIA.

JuLlA. (entering in an affected manner) The count
offered me his palace to see the procession to the
senate-house. The time will be tedious. You will en-
tertain me, madam, while the chocolate is preparing.

[ARABELLA goes out, and returns soon afterward.
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LroNorA. Do you wish that I should invite com-
pany to meet you? .

Juria. Ridiculous! As if T should come hither in
search of company. You will amuse me, madam (walk-
ing up and down, and admiring herself), if you are-
able, madam. At any rate, I shall lose nothing.

ARABELLA. (sarcastically) Your splendid dress alone
will be the loser. Only think how cruel it is to de-
prive the eager eyes of our young beaux of such a
treat! Ah! and the glitter of your sparkling jewels
on which it almost woands the sight to look. Good
heavens! You seem to have plundered the whole
ocean of its pearls.

JuLia.  (before a glass) You are not accustomed to
such things, miss! But hark ye, miss! pray, has your
mistress also hired your tongue? Madam, ’tis fine,
indeed, to permit your domestics thus to address your
guests.

LroNorA. 'Tis my misfortune, signora, that my
want of spirits prevents me from enjoying the pleasure
of your company.

JuriA.  An ugly fault that, to be dull and spiritless,
Be active, gprightly, witty! Yours is not the way to
attach you{ﬁmsband £ syou.

Lronork. I k but one way, countess. Let
yours ever be the sy_.pathetic medium.

JULIA.  (pretending not to mind her) How you dress,
madam! For shame! Pay more attention to your
personal appearance! Have recourse to art where
nature has been unkind. Put a little paint on those
cheeks, which look so pale with spleen. Poor crea-
ture! Your puny face will never find a bidder.

LEONORA. (in a liwely manner to ARABELLA) Con-
gratulate me, girl. It is impossible I can have lost
my Fiesco; or, if I have, the loss must be but trifling.
(The chocolate is brought, ARABELLA pours it out.)

JuLia. Do you talk of losing Fiesco? Good God}
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How could you ever conceive the ambitious idea of
possessing him? Why, my child, aspire to such a
height ? A height where you cannot but be seen, and’
must ~ome into comparison with others. Indeed, my
dear, he was a knave or a fool who joined you with
Fiesco. (Taking her hand with a look of compassion.)
Poor soul! The man who is received in the assem-
blies of fashionable life could never be a suitable
match for you. (She takes a dish of chocolate.)

LrONORA. (smiling at ARABELLA) If he were, he
would not wish to mix with such assemblies.

Juria. The count is handsome, fashionable, elegant..
He is so fortunate as to have formed councctions with
people of rank. He is lively and high-spirited. Now,
when be severs himself from these circles of elegance
and refinement, and returns home, warma with their im-
pressions, what does he meet? His wife receives him
with a commonplace tenderness; damps his fire with
an insipid, chilling kiss, and measures out her atten-
tions to him with a niggardly economy. Poor hus-
band? Here, a blooming beauty smiles upon him —
there, he is nauseated by a peevish sensibility. Si-
gnora, signora, for God’s sakg consider, if he have not
lost his understanding, whicNgaill he chcyse ?

LroNorA.  (offering her aXghp of chocolate) You,
madam —if he have lost it.

Junra.  Good! This sting shall return into your
own bosom. Tremble for your mockery! But before
you tremble — blush !

Leoxora. Do you then know what it is to blush,
signora ? But why not? ’Tis a toilet trick.

Juria. Oh, see! This poor creature must be pro-
voked if one would draw from her a spark of wit.
Well — let it pass this time. Madam, you were bitter.
Give me your hand in token of reconciliation.

LroNoRrA.  (offering her hand with o significant
look) Countess, my anger ne’er shall trouble you.
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JULIA. (offering her hand) Generous, indeed! Yet
may I not be so, too? (Maliciously) Countess, do
you not think I must love that person whose image I
bear constantly about me ?

LeoNoRA. (blushing and confused) What do you
say ? Let me hope the conclusion is too hasty.

Jurta. I think so, too. The heart waits not the
guidance of the senses —real sentiment needs no
breastwork of outward ornament.

LeoNorA. Heavens! Where did yow learn such a
truth ?

JuLia. 'Twas in mere compassion that I spoke it;
for observe, madam, the reverse is no less certain.
Such is Fiesco’s love for you. (Gives her the picture,
laughing maliciously.) .

LEONORA. (with extreme indignation) My picture!
Given to you! (Throws herself into a chavr, much
affected.) Cruel, Fiesco! ' '

JuLia. Have I retaliated ? Have I? Now, madam,
have you any other sting to wound me with? (Goes
to side scene.) My carriage! My object is gdined.
(Zo LEONORA, patting her cheek.) Be comforted, my
dear; he gavegte the pi(?ﬂ': in a fit of madness.

“zeunt JULIA and ARABELLA.

_
Scexe IIL
LEONORA, CALCAGNO enfering.

Carcacno. Did not the Countess Imperiali depart in
anger? You, too, so excited, madam ?

LEONORA. (violently agitated) No! This is un-
heard-of cruelty.

CarcaeNo. Heaven and earth! Do I behold you
in tears ?

LeoNorA. Thou art a friend of my inhuman —
Away, leave my sight!
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CarcaeNo. Whom do you call inhuman? You
affright me —

LeoNoiza. My husband. Is he not so?

CaLcaGNOo.  'What do T hear!

LeoNora. 'Tis but a piece of villainy common
enough among your sex!

CaLcaeNo.  (grasping her hand with vehemence)
Lady, I have a heart for weeping virtue.

LroNors. You are a man — your heart is not
for me.

Carcagno.  For you alone — yours only. Would
that you knew how much, how truly yours —

LroNora. Manp, thou art untrue. Thy words would
be refuted by thy actions —

Carcacro. T swear to you —

LeoNoRA. A false oath. Cease! The perjuries of
men are so innumerable ‘twould tire the pen of the
recording angel to write them down. If their violated
oaths were turned into as many devils they might
storm heaven itself, and lead away the angels of light
as cdptives.

CaLcagNo. Nay, madam, your anger makes you
unjust. Is the whole sexgto answer gfor the crime
of one?

LeoNorA. T tell thee in\at one was centred all
my affection for the sex. In“him I will detest them
all.

CaLcagNo.  Countess, — you once bestowed your
hand amiss. Would you again make trial, I know
one who would deserve it better.

LeonNora. The limits of creation cannot bound your
falsehoods. Tl hear no more.

CaLcaeNO. Oh, that you would retract this cruel
sentence in my arms!

LEONORA. (with astonishment) Speak out. In thy
arms !

CALcAGNO. In my arms, which open themselves to
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receive a forsaken woman, and to console her for the
love she has lost.

LEONORA.  (fizing her eyes on him) Love?

CALCAGNO.  (kneeling before her with ardour) Yes, I
have said it. Love, madam! Life and death hang on
your tongue. If my passion be criminal then let the
extremes of virtue and vice unite, and heaven and hell
be joined together in one perdition.

LEONORA. (steps back indignantly, with a look of
noble disdain) Ha! Hypocrite! Was that the object
of thy false compassion? This attitude at once pro-
claims thee a traitor to friendship and to love. Begone
for ever from my eyes! Detested sex! Till now I
thought the only victim of your snares was woman;
nor ever suspected that to each other you were so false
and faithless.

CaLcaGNo.  (rising, confounded) Countess !

LeoNorA. Was it not enough to break the sacred
seal of confidence ? but even on the unsullied mirror of
virtue does this hypocrite breathe pestilence, and would
seduce my innocence to perjury.

CALCAGNO.  (hustily) Perjury, madam, you cannot
be guilty of. ‘

LeoNorA. ( understagfythee — thou thoughtest my
wounded pride would pfff d in thy behalf. (Wih dig-
nity.) Thou didst not kRow that she who loves Fiesco
feels even the pang that rends her heart ennobling.
Begone! Fiesco’s perfidy will not make Calcagno rise
in my esteem — but — will lower humanity.

[Ezit hastily.

CaLcAGNo.  (stands as if thunderstruck, looks after
her, then striking his forchead) Fool that I am. [Ewzit.
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SceNE IV,
The Moor and FrIEsco.

Fresco. Who was it that just now departed ?

Moor. The Marquis Calcagno.

Fiesco. This handkerchief was left upon the sofa.
My wife has been here.

Moor. I met her this moment in great agitation.

Fiesco. This handkerchief is moist. (Puts it in his
pocket.) Calcagno here ? And Leonora agitated ? This
evening thou must learn what hag happened.

Moor. Miss Bella likes to hear that she is fair.
She will inform me.

Fiesco. Well — thirty hours are past. Hast thou
executed my conimission ?

Moor. To the letter, my lord.

Fiesco. (seating himself) Then tell me how they
talk of Doria, and of the government.

Moor.  Oh, most vilely. The very name of Doria
shafes them like an ague-fit. Gianettino is as hateful
to them as death itself — there’s nought but murmur-
ing. They say the Frengh have begn the rats of
Genoa, the cat Doria has oured thegm, and now is
going to feast upon the mice

Fiesco. That may perhap¥ be true. But do they
not kuow of any dog against that cat ?

Moor. (with an affected carelessness) The town was
murmuring much of a certain — poh — why, I have
actually forgotten the name.

Figsco. (rising) Blockhead! That name is as easy
to be remembered as ‘twas difficult to achieve. Has
Genoa more such names than one ?

Moor. No— it cannot have two Counts of Lavagna.

Fiesco. (seating himself) That is something. And
what do they ‘whisper about my gaicties ?

MooRr. (fizing his eyes upon him) Hear me, Count



206 FIESCO

of Lavagna! Genoa must think highly of you. They
cannot imagine why a2 descendant of the first family —
with such talents and genius — full of spirit and
popularity — master of four millions — his veins en-
riched with princely blood —a nobleman like Fiesco,
whom, at the first call, all hearts would fly to meet —

Fiesco. (turns away contemptuously) To hear such
things from such a scoundrel!

Moor. Many lamented that the chief of Genoa
should slumber over the ruin of his country. And
many sneered. Most men condemned you. All be-
wailed the state which thus had lost you. A Jesuit
pretended to have smelt out the fox that lay disguised
in sheep’s clothing.

Fiesco. One fox smells out another. What say
they to my passion for the Countess Imperiali?

Moor. What I would rather be excused from
repeating. ' )

Figsco. Out with it — the bolder the more wel-
come. What are their murmurings?

Moor. 'Tis not a murmur. At all the abffee-
houses, billiard-tables, hotels, and public walks —in
the market-p&ce, at thgy Exchange, they proclaim
aloud — y

F1Esco. at ? smmand thee!

MooRr. (retreating) %hat you are a fool !

Fiesco. Well, take this sequin for these tidings.
Now have I put on a fool’s cap that these Genoese
may have wherewith to rack their wits. Next I will
shave my head, that they may play Merry Andrew to
my Clown. How did the manufacturers receive my
presents ?

Moor. (humourously) Why, Mr. Fool, they looked
like poor knaves —

Fiesco. Fool? Fellow, art thou mad ?

Moor. Pardon! I had a mind for a few more
sequins.
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FiEsco. (laughing, gives him another sequin) Well,
“ Like poor knaves.”

Moor. Who receive pardon at the very block.
They ave yours both soul and body.

Fiesco. I'm glad of it. They turn the scale among
the populace of Genoa.

Moor. What a scene it was! Zounds! T almost
acquired a relish for benevolence. They caught me
round the neck like madmen. The very girls seemed
in love with my black visage, that's as ill-omened as
the moon in an eclipse. Gold, thought I, is omnipo-
tent: it makes even a Moor look fair.

Fiesco. That thought was better then the soil
which gave it birth. These words are favourable; but
do they bespeak actions of equal 1mport ?

Moor. Yes—as the murmuring of the distant
thunder foretells the approaching storm. The people
I1dy their heads together —they collect in parties —
break off their talk whenever a stranger passes by.
Throughout Genoa reigns a gloomy silence. This dis-
contelet hangs like a threatening tempest over the
republic. Come, wind, then hail and lightning will
burst forth. .

Fiesco. Hush!— hark! at is ‘jfat confused
noise ?

Moor. (going to the windoW) It is the tumult of
the crowd returning from the senate-house.

Fiesco. To-day is the election of a procurator.
Order my carriage! It is impossible that the sitting
should be over. Il go thither. It is impossible it
should be over if things went right. Bring me my
sword and cloak — where is my golden chain ?

Moor. Sir, I have stolen and pawned it.

Fiesco. That I am glad to hear.

Moor. But, how! Are there no more sequins for
me ?

Fiesco. No. You forgot the cloak.
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Moor. Ah! I was wrong in pointing out the thief.

Fiesco. The tumult comes nearer. Hark! 'Tis
not the sound of approbation. Quick! Unlock the
gates; T guess the matter. Doria has been rash. The
state balances upon a needle’s point. There has as-
suredly been some disturbance at the senate-house.

Moor. (at the window) What's here! They're
coming down the street of Balbi—a crowd of many
thousands — the halberds glitter — ah, swords too!
Halloo! Senators! They come this way.

Fiesco. Sedition is on foot. Hasten amongst them ;
mention my name; persuade them to come hither.
(EBxit MOOR hastily.) What reason, labouring like a
careful ant, with difficulty scrapes together, the wind
of accident collects in one short moment.

SCENE V,
F1ESCO, ZENTURIONE, ZI1BO, and ASSERATO, rushing in.

Z1o. Count, impute it to our anger that we’ enter
thus unannounced.

ZeNT. 1 have been 1
nephew in t}’e face of

AssERATO.  Doria ghys trampled on the golden book
of which each noble Gvnoese is a leaf.

ZENT. Thercfore come we hither. The whole no-
bility are insulted in me; the whole nobility must
share my vengeance. To avenge mine own honour
I should not need assistance.

Zmo. The whole nobility are outraged in his per-
son; the whole nobility must rise and vent their rage
in fire and flames.

AsSERATO. The rights of the nation are trodden
under foot; the liberty of the republic has received a
deadly blow.

Fiesco. You raise my expectation to the utmost.

rtally affronted by the duke’s
. whole senate.
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Z1o. He was the twenty-ninth among the electing
senators, and had drawn fortl. a golden ball to vote for
the procurator. Of the eight-and-twenty votes col-
lected, fourteen were for me, and as many for Lomel-
lino. His and Doria’s were still wanting —

Zent. Wanting! T gave my vote for Zibo. Doria
— think of the wound  inflicted on my honour —
Doria —

ASSERATO.  (interrupting him) Such a thing was
never heard of since the sea washed the walls of
Genoa.

ZENT. (continues, with great heat) Doria drew a
sword, which he had concealed under a scarlet cloak
— stuck it through my vote — called to the as-
sembly —

Z1B0. “Senators, 'tis good for nothmg— ‘tis pierced
through. Lomellino is procurator.”

ZwT. < Lomellino is procurator.” And threw his
sword upon the table.

AssEraTOor  And called out, « "Tis good for nothing !”
anu threw his sword upon the table.

Fresco. (after a pause) On what are you resolved ?

ZrNT. The republic is wounded to its very heart.

On what are we resolved ? ¢
Fiesco. Zenturione, rushes yield tolh breath,
but the cak requires a storm. I ¥k, on what are you

resolved ?

Z180. Methinks the question shall be, on what does
Genoa resolve ?

Fiksco. Genoa! Genoa! name it not. ’Tis rotten,
and crumbles wherever you touch it. Do you reckon
op the nobles? Perhaps because they put on grave
faces, look mysterious when state affairs are mentioned
—talk not of them! Their heroism is stifled among
the bales of their Levantine merchandise. Their souls
hover anxiously over their India fleet.

ZeNT. Learn to esteem our nobles more justly.
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Scarcely was Doria’s haughty action done when hun-
dreds of them rushed into the street tearing their
garments. The senate was dispersed —

Fiesco (sarcastically) Like fnghtened pigeons when
the vulture darts upon the dove-cot. .

ZENT. No! (fiercely) — like powder~barrels when a
match falls on them.

Z1Bo. The people are enraged. What may we not
expect from the fury of the wounded boar!

Fiesco. (laughing) The blind, unwieldy monster,
~which at first rattles its heavy bones, threatening, with
gaping jaws, to devour the high and low, the near and
digtant, at last stumbles at a thread — Genoese, ’tis in
vain! The epoch of the masters of the sea is past —
Genoa is sunk beneath the splendour of its name. Its
state is such as once was Rome’s, when, like a tennis-
ball, she leaped into the racket of young Octavius.
Genoa can be free no longer; Genoa must be fostered
by a monarch ; therefore do homage to the mad-brained
Gianettino. .

ZENT. (vehemently) Yes, when the contending ele-
ments are reconciled, and when the north pole meets
the south. Come, friends.

Frusch. Stay ! o W ! Upon what project are you
brooding, Zibo ? ¢

ZiBo. On notidhg.

Fiesco. (leading them to a statue) Look at this
figure.

ZENT. It is the Florentine Venus. ‘Why point to
her ?

Fiesco. At least she pleases you.

Z1Bo. Undoubtedly, or we should be but poor Ital-
ians. But why this question now ?

Fiesco. Travel through all the countries of the
globe, and among the most beautiful of living female
models seek one which shall unite all the charms of
this ideal Venus.
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Z180. And then take for our reward ?

Fimsco. Then your search will have convicted fancy
of deceit — -

ZENT. (impatiently) And what shail we have gained ¢

Fiesco. Gained? The descision of the long-pro-
tracted contest between art and nature.

ZENT. (eagerly) And what then?

Fiesco. Then, then? (Laughing.) Then your at-
tention will have been diverted from observing the fall
of Genoa’s liberty. [Ezeunt all but F1esco.

ScENE VI
F1esco alone. (The noise without increases.)

Fiesco. 'Tis well! ’tis well! The straw of the re-
public has caught fire — the flames have seized already
or? palaces and towers. Let it go on! May the blaze
be general! Let the tempestuous wind spread wide
the conflagration !

SceNe VIL
Fiesco, Moor, en&ng n has.g.

Moog. Crowds upon crowd ¥

Fiesco. Throw open wide the gates. Let all that
choose enter.

Moor. Republicans! Republicans, indeed! They
drag their liberty along, panting, like beasts of burden,
beneath the yoke of their magnificent nobility.

Fiesco. Fools! who believe that Fiesco of Lavagna
will carry on what Fiesco of Lavagna did not begin.
The tumult comes opportunely; but the conspiracy
must be my own. They arc rushing hither —

Moor. (going out) Halloo! halloo! You are very
obligingly battering the house down. (Zhe people rush
in ; the doors broken down.)
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Scene VIIL
FiEsco, twelve ARTISANS.

ArL ART. Vengeance on Doria! Vengeance on
Gianettino !

Fiesco. Gently! gently! my countrymen! Your
waiting thus upon me bespeaks the warmth of your
aﬁ'ectmn but I pray you have mercy on my ears!

ALL. ('wztk empetuosity) Down with the Dorias!
Down with them, uncle and nephew !

Figsco. (counting them with a smile) Twelve is a
mighty force !

SoME oF THEM. These Donas must away ! the state
must be reformed !

FirsT ART. To throw our magistrates down-stairs!
The magistrates!

StcoND ART. Think, Count Lavagna—down-stalrs'
because they opposed them in the election —

AL, It must not be endured! it shall nof be en-
dured !

Tuirp ART. To take a sword into the senate!

First ART. A swhyd!—the sign of war —into
the chamkr of pea

SEcOND ART. T&come into the senate dressed in
scarlet! Not like the other senators, in black.

First ARrT. To drive through our capital with
eight horses!

ALL. A tyrant! A traitor to the country and the
government !

SeEcoND ART. To hire two hundred Germans from
the emperor for his body-guard.

FirsT ART. To bring foreigners in arms against the
natives — Germans against Italians — soldiers against
laws!

ALL. ’'Tis treason! ’tis a plot against the liberty of
Genoa !
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Fmrst Art. To havc the arms of the republic
painted on his coach !

SEcoND ART. The statue of Andreas placed in the
centre of the senate-house!

ArL. Dash them to pieces — both the statue and
the man —

Fiesco. Citizens of Genoa, why this to me ?

First ART. You should not suffer it. You should
keep Lim down.

SECOND ART. You are a wise man, and should not
suffer it. You should direct us by your counsel.

FirsT ART. You are a better noblemap. You
should chastise them and curb their insolence.

Fiesco. Your confidence is flattering. Can T merit
it by deeds?

ALL.  (clamorously) Strike! Down with the ty-
rant ! Make us free! '

Firsco. Dut — will you hear me ?

SomE. Speak, count ! .

Figsco. (seating himself) Genoese, — the empire of
the animals was once thrown into confusion; parties
struggled with parties, till at last a bulldog seized the
throne. He, accustomed tq@drive the eattle to the
knife of the butcher, prowled \@savage memer through
the state. He barked, he bit, gnawed his subjects’
bones. The nation murmured; the boldest joined to-
gether and killed the princely monster. Now a gen-
eral assembly was held to decide upon the important
question, which form of government was best. There
were three different opinions. Genoese, what would
be your decision ?

First ART. For the people — everything in com-
mon —

Fiesco. The people gained it. The government
was democratical; each citizen had a vote, and every-
thing was submitted to a majority. But a few weeks
passed ere man declared war against the new repub-
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lic. The state assembled. Horse, lion, tiger, bear,
elephant, and rhinoceros stepped forth, and roared
aloud, “ To arms!” The rest were called upon to vote.
The lamb, the hare, the stag, the ass, the tribe of in-
sects, with the birds and timid fishes, cried for peace.
See, Genoese! The cowards were more numerous than
the brave, the foolish than the wise. Numbers pre-
vailed — the beasts laid down their arms, and man
exacted contributions from them. The democratic sys-
tem was abandoned. Genoese, what would you next
have chosen ?

FIrsT and SECOND ART. A select government!

Fiesco. That was adopted. The business of the
state was all arranged in separate departments. Wolves
were the financiers, foxes their secretaries, doves pre-
sided in the criminal courts, and tigers in the courts of
equity. The laws of chastity were regulated by goatr ;
hares were the soldiers ; lions and elephants had charge
of the baggage. The ass was the ambassador of the
empire, and the mole appointed inspector-general of
the whole administration. Genoese, what think you
of this wise distribution? Those whom the wolf did
oot devour tne fox pilfged; whoever escaped from
him was knfcked don‘} by the ass. The tiger mur-
dered innocents, whilskaobbers and assassins were par-
doned by the doves. And at the last, when each had
laid down his office, the mole declared that all were
well discharged. The animals rebelled. «Let us,”
they cried unanimously, “choose a monarch endowed
with strength and skill, and who has only one stomach
to appease.” And to one chief they all did homage.
Genoese — to one — but (rising and advancing majes-
¢ically)—- that one was — the lion !

ALL.  (shouting and throwing up their hats) Bravo!
Bravo! Well managed, Count Lavagna !

FirsT ART. And Genoa shall follow that example.
Genoa, also, has its lion !
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Fiesco. Tell me not of that lion, but go home and
think upon him. (Zhe ARTISANS depart tumultuously.)
It is as I would Lave it. The people and the senate
are alike enraged against Doria; the people and the
senate alike approve Fiesco. Hassan! Hassan! I
must take advautage of this favourable gale. Hoa!
Hassan! Hassan! I must augment their hatred — im-
prove my influence. Hassan! Come hither! Whore-
son of hell, come hither!

Scene IX.
Fiesco, Moor mteﬁng hastily.

Moor. My feet are quite on fire with running.
What is the matter now ?

Fsco. Hear my commands!

Moor. (submissirely) Whither shall I run first ?

Fiesco. I will excuse thy running this time. Thou
stalt be dragged. Prepare thyself. I intend to pub-
lish thy attempted assassination, and deliver thee up

.in chains to the criminal tribunal.

MOoR. (taking several steps ckward) Sif!— that’s
contrary to agreement.

Fiesco. Be not alarmed. ’N but a farce. At
this moment ’tis of the utmost consequence that Gia-
nettino’s attempt against my life should be made
public. Thou shalt be tried before the criminal tri-
bunal.

Moor. Must I confess it, or deny ?

Fiesco. Deny. They will put thee to the torture.
Thou must hold out against the first degree. This, by
the bye, will serve to expfiate thy real crime. At the
second thou mayest confess.

Moor. (shaking his head with a look of apprehen-
sion) The devil is a sly rogue. Their worships might
perhaps desire my company a little longer than I
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should wish; and,”for sheer farce sake, I may be
broken on the wheel.

Fiesco. Thou shalt escape unhurt, I give thee my
honour as a nobleman. I shall request, as satisfaction,
to have thy punishment left to me, and then pardon thee
before the whole republic.

Moor. Well —1 agree to it. They will draw out
my joints a little; but that will only make them the
more flexible.

Fiesco. Then scratch this arm with thy dagger, till
the blood flows. I will pretend that I have just now
seized thee in fact. 'Tis well. (Hallooing wviolently.)
Murder! Murder! Guard the passages! Make fast
the gates! (He drags the MOOR out by the throat ; ser-
vants run across the stage hastily.)

SceNE X,
LreoNorRA and Rosa enter hastily, alarmed.

LroNORA. Murder! they cried — murder! The
noise came this way.

RosA. , Surely tw bub a common tumult, such as
happens !’very day " Genoa.

LroNorA. Theyw'cried murder! and I distinctly
heard Fiesco’s name. In vain you would deceive me.
My heart discovers what is concealed from my eyes.
Quick ! Hasten after them. See! Tell me whither
they carry him.

Rosa.  Collect your spirits, madam. Arabella is
gone.

LroNorA. Arabella will catch his dying look. The
happy Arabella! Wretch that I am! ‘twas I that mur-
dered him. If T could have engaged his heart he would
not have plunged into the world, nor rushed upon the
daggers of assassing. Ay! she comes. Away! Ob,
Arabella, speak not to me!
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SceNE XL
The former, ARABELLA.

ArABELLA. The count is living and unhurt. I saw
him gallop through the city. Never did he appear
more handsome. The steed that bore him pranced
haugntily along, and with its proud hoof kept the
thronging multitude at a distance from its princely
rider. He saw me as I passed, and with a gracious
smile, pointing thither, thrice kissed his hand to me.
(Archly) Wkat can J Jo with those kisses, madam ?

LroNORA.  (highly pleased) Idle prattler! Restore
them to him.

I20sa. See now, how soon your colour has returned !

LeoNora. His heart he is ready to fling at every
wench, whilst I sigh in vain for a look! Oh woman !
woman ! [EBzeunt.

Scene XII.

The Palace @§f ANDREAS
)
GIANETTINO and LOMR.INO enter hastily.

GIANET. Let them roar for their liberty as a lioness
for her young. I am resolved.

LoMEL. But — most gracious prince!

GIANET. Away to hell with thy buts, thou three-
hours procurator! 1 will not yield a hair’s breadth !
Let Genoa’s towers shake their heads, and the hoarse
sea bellow No to it. I value not the rebellious multi-
tude !

LoMEL. The people are indeed the fuel; but the
nobility fan the flame. The whole republic is in a fer-
ment, people and patricians.
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GIANET. Then will J stand upon the mount like
Nero, and regale myself with looking upon the paltry
flames. ‘

LomeL. Till the whole mass of sedition falls into
the hands of some enterprising leader, who will take
advantage of the general devastation.

GIANET. Poh! Poh! I know but one who might
be dangerous, and he is taken care of.

Lomer. His Highness comes.

Enter ANDREAS — (both bow respectfully).

ANDREAS. Signor Lomellino, my niece wishes to
take the air. :
LomeL. I shall have the honour of attending her.
[Zzit LOMELLINO.

Scene XIII.

ANDREAS and GIANETTINO.

ou. L ;
Y GIANET. Grant me # .earing, most gracious uncle !

ANDREAS. That would I grant to the meanest beg-
gar in Genoa if he were worthy of it. Never to a
villain, though he were my nephew. It is sufficient
favour that I address thee as an uncle, not as a
sovereign !

GIANET. One word only, gracious sir!

ANDREAS. Hear first what thou hast done; then
answer me. Thou hast pulled down an edifice which
I have laboured for fifty years to raise — that which
should have been thy uncle’s mausoleum, his only
pyramid — the affections of his countrymen. This
rashness Andreas pardons thee —

ANDREAS. Nephew,) m much displeased with
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GIANET. My uncle and my sovereign —

ANDREAS. Interrupt me not. Thou hast injured
that most glorious work of mine, the constitution,
,which I brought: down from heaven for Genoa, which
cost me so many sleepless nights, so many dangers, and
so much blood. Before all Genoa thou hast cast a
stain upon my honour, in violating my institutions.
Who will hold them sacred if my own blood despise
them ? This folly thy uncle pardons thee.

GIANET. (offended) Sir, you educated me to be the
Duke of Genoa.

ANDRrEAS. Be silent. Thou art a traitor to the
state, and hast attacked its vital principle. Mark me,
boy! That principle is — subordination. Becausc the
shepherd retired in the evening from his labour, thought-
est thou the {lock deserted ? Because Andreas’ head is
white with age, thoughtest thou, like a villain, to tram-
ple on the laws?

GIANET. (insolently) Peace, duke! In my veins
a150 boils the blood of that Andreas before whom
France has trembled.

ANDREAS. Be silent! T command thee. When I
speak the sea itself is wont @) pay attenfion. Thou
hast insulted the majesty of jullkce in its vBry sanctu-
ary. Rebel! dost thou know vMat punishment that
crime demands? Now answer ! (GIANEITINO appears
struck, and fixes his eyes on the ground without speak-
ing.) Wretched Andreas! In thy own heart hast
thou fostered the canker of thy renown. I built up a
fabric for Genoa which should mock the lapse of ages,
and am myself the first to cast a firebrand into it.
Thank my gray head, which would be laid in the grave
by a relation’s hand — thank my unjust love that, on
the scaffold, I pour not oui thy rebellious blood to
satisfy the violated laws. [Eit.
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SceNe XIV.

GIANETTINO looks after the DUKE speechless with anger,
LOMELLINO entering, breathless and terrified.

LoMEL. What have I seen! What have I heard !
Fly, prince! Fly quickly! All is lost.

GIANET. (with wnward rage) What was there to
Jose ?

LoMEL. Genoa, prince: I come from the market-
place. The people were crowding round a Moor who
was dragged along bound with cords. The Count of
Lavagna, with above three hundred nobles, followed to
the criminal court. The Moor had been employed
to assassinate Fiesco, and in the attempt was seized.

GIANET. (stamping violently on the ground) What,
are all the devils of hell let loose at once ?

LoMeL. They questioned him most strictly concern-
ing his employer. The Moor confessed nothing, They
tried the first degree of torture. Still he confessed
nothing. They put him to the second. Then he
spoke — ha spoke. . gracious lord, how could you
trust your §ronour to gf:h a villain ?

GIANET. (fiercelyffs Ask me no question!

LomeL. Hear the rest! Scarcely was the word
Doria uttered — I would sooner have seen my name
inscribed in the infernal register than have heard yours
thus mentioned — scarcely was it uttered when Fiesco
showed himself to the people. You know the man —
how winningly he pleads — how he is wont to play the
usurer with the hearts of the multitude. The whole
assembly hung upon his looks, breathless with indigna-
tion. He spoke little, but bared his bleeding arm.
The crowd contended for the falling drops as if for
sacred relics. The Moor was given up to his disposal
—and Fiesco — a mortal blow for us! TFiesco par-
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doned him. Now the confined anger of the people
burst forth in one tumultuous clamour. Each breath
annihilated a Doria, and Fiesco was borne home amidst
a thousand joyful acclamations.

GIANET. (with a ferocicus laugh) Let the flood of
tumult swell up to my very throat. The emperor!
That sound alone shall strike them to the earth, so
that not a murmur shall be Leard in Genoa.

LomrL. Bohemia is far from hence. If the em-
peror come speedily he may perhaps be present at your
funeral feast.

GIANEY.  (drawing forth a letter with a great seal)
'Tis fortunate that he is here already. Ait thou sur-
prised at this? And didst thou think me mad enough
to brave the fury of enraged republicans had I not
known they were betrayed and sold ?

LOMEL.  (with astonishment) 1 know not what to
think !

G1ansT. But 1 have thought of something which
thou couldst not know. My plan is formed. Ere two
days dre past twelve senators must fall. Doria be-
comes sovereign, and the Emperor Charles protects
him. Thou seemst astonished —

LoMeL. Twelve senators ' My heart ?g too narrow
to comprehend a twelvefold ni¥@der.

G1aNer. Fool that thou #t! The throne will
absolve the deed. I consulted with the ministers of
Charles on the strong party which France still has in
Genoa, and by which she might a second time seize on
it unless they should be rooted out. This worked
upon the emperor — he approved my projects — and
thou shalt write what I will dictate to thee.

LomeL. I know not yet your purpose.

G1aNET. Sit down and write —

LomeL. But what am 1 to write? (Seats himself.)

. GIANET. The names of the twelve candidates for
death — Francis Zenturione.
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LoMEL. (writes) In gratitude for his vote he leads
the funeral procession.

GIANET. Cornelio Calva.

LoMeL. Calva.

GIANET. Michael Zibo. :

LoMEL. To cool him after his disappointment in
the procuratorship.

GIANET. Thomas Asserato and his three brothers —
(LOMELLINO stops.)

GIANET. (forcibly) And his three brothers —

LoMEL.  (writes) Go on.

GI1ANET. Fiesco of Lavagna.

LoMeEL. Have a care! Have a care! That black
stone will yet prove fatal to you.

GIANET. Scipio Bourgognino.

LoMeL. He may celebrate elsewhere his wedding —

GIANET. Ay, where I shall be director of the nup-
tials. Raphael Sacco. . ’

LomeL. I should intercede for his life until he
shall have paid my five thousand crowns. (Writes.)
Death strikes the balance. ‘

GIANET. Vincent Calcagno.

LomEeL. Calcagno. The twelfth I write at my own
risk, unless‘our mortal emy be overlooked.

G1aNET. Y The end/, owns all — Joseph Verrina.

LomeL. He is the very head of the viper that
threatens us. (Rises and presents the paper to GIANET-
TINO.) Two days hence death shall make a splendid
feast, at which twelve of the chief of Genoa’s nobles
will be present.

GIANET. (signs the paper) 'Tis done. Two days
hence will be the ducal election. When the senate
shall be assembled for that purpose these twelve shall,
on the signal of a handkerchief, be suddenly laid low.
My two hundred Germans will have surrounded the
senate-house. At that moment I enter and claim
homage as the duke. (Rings the bell.)
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LoMEL. And what of Andreas?

GIANET. (contemptuously) He is an old man. (Enter
a servant.) If the duke should ask for me say I am
gone to mass. (Ewit servant) I must conceal the
devil that’s within beneath a saintly garb.

LoMEL. But, my lord, the paper?

GIANET. Take it, and let, it be circulated among our
party. This letter must be despatched by express to:
Levanto. ’Tis to inform Spinola of our intended plan,
and bid him reach the capital early in the morning.
(Going.)

LomrL. Stop, prince. There is an error in our cal-
culation. Fiesco does not attend the serate.

GIANET.  (lcoking bask) Genoa will easily supply one
more assassin. I'll see to that.

[Exeunt different ways.

Scene XV,
An Antechamber in FiEsco’s Palace.
FiEsco, with papers before him, and MOOR.

Fiesco. Four galleys ‘ve entered® the harbour,
dost say ? B

Moor. Yes, they’re at andbr in the port.

Fiesco. That's well. Whence are these expresses ?

Moor. From Rome, Placentia, and France.

Fimsco. (opens the letters and runs over them)
Welcome! welcome news! (In high spirits.) Let the
messengers be treated in a princely manner.

Moor. Hem! (Going.)

Fiesco. Stop, stop! Here’'s work for thee in
plenty.

Moor. Command me. I am ready to act the
setter or the bloodhound.

Fiesco. I only want at present the voice of the
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decoy-bird. To-morrow early two thousand men will
enter the city in disguise to engage in my service.
Distribute thy assistants at the gates, and let them
keep a watchful eye upon the strangers that arrive.
Some will be dressed like pilgrims on their journey to
Loretto, others like mendicant friars, or Savoyards, or
actors ; some as peddlers and musicians; but the most
as disbanded soldiers coming to seek a livelihood in
Genoa. Let every one be asked where he takes up
his lodging. If he answer at the Golden Snake, let
him be treated as a friend and shown my habitation.
But remember, sirrah, I rely upon thy prudence.

Moor. Sir, as securely as upon my knavery. If a
single head escape me, pluck out my eyes and shoot
at sparrows with them. (Going.)

Fimsco. Stop! I've another piece of business for
thee. The arrival of the galleys will excite suspicion
in the city. If any one inquire of thee about ther,
say thou hast heard it rumoured that thy master in-
tends to cruise against the Turks. Dost thou under-
stand me ? .

Moor. Yes, yes — the beards of the Mussulmans at
the masthead, but the devil for a steersman. (Going.)

Fiesco. Cently —ong more precaution. Gianet-
tino has new reasons tg/d ate me and lay snares against
my life. Go—sound¥ ne fellows of thy trade; see if
thou canst not smell out some plot on foot against me.
Visit the brothels — Doria often frequents them., The
secrets of the cabinet are sometimes lodged within the
folds of a petticoat. Promise these ladies golden cus-
tomers. Promise them thy master. Let nothing be
too sacred to be used in gaining the desired informa-
tion.

Moor. Ha! luckily I am acquainted with one
Diana Buononi, whom I have served above a year as
procurer. The other day I saw the Signor Lomellino
coming out of her house.
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Fiesco. That suits my purpose well. This very

Lomellino is the key to all Doria’s follies. To-morrow
thou shalt go thither. Perhaps he is to-night the
Endymion of this chaste Diana.
* Moor. One more question, my lord. Suppose the
people ask me-—and that they will, I'll pawn my
soul upon it —-suppose they ask, “ What does Fiesco
think of Genoa ?” Would you still wear the mask ? —
or — how shall I answer them ?

Fizsco. Answer? Hum! The fruit is ripe. The
pains of labour announce the approaching birth. An-
swer that Genoa lies upon the block, and that thy
master’s name is — John Lcuis Fiesco —

Mook. (with an air of satisfaction) That, by my
rogue’s honour, shall be done to your heart’s content.
Now be wide awake, friend Hassan! First to a
tavegn! My feel have work enough cut out for them.
I must coax my stomach to intercede with my legs.
(Hastening away — returns) O, apropos! My chat-
te ing made me almost forget one circumstance. You
wished t0 ¥now what passed between Calcagno and
your wife. A refusal, sir — that’s all. [Buns of.

SCENE XV"

Fiesco alone.

Firsco. I pity thee, Calcagno. Didst thou think
I should, upon so delicate a point, have been thus care-
less had I not relied in perfect security on my wife’s
virtue and my own deserts? Yet I welcome this pas-
sion. Thou art a good soldier. It shall procure me
thy arm for the destruction of Doria. (Walking up
and down.) Now, Doria, to the scene of action! All
the machines are ready for the grand attempt— the
instruments are tuned for the terrific concert. Nought
is wanting but to throw off the mask, and show Fiescn
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to the patriots of Genoa. (Some persons are heard ap-
proaching) Ha! Visitors! Who can be coming to
disturb me ?

Fiesco, VERRINA, RomaNo, with a picture; Sacco,
BoOURGOGNINO, CALCAGNO.

FiEsco. (receiving them with great affability) Wel-
come, my worthy friends! What important business
brings you all hither? Are you, too, come, my dear
brother, Verrina ? I should almost have forgotten you,
had you not oftener been present to my thoughts than
to my sight. T think I have not seen you since my
last entertainment.

VERRINA. Do not count the hours, Fiesco! Heavy
burdens have in that interval weighed down my aged
head. But enough of this —

Fiesco. Not enoufrh to satisfy the anmety of
friendship. You must mform me farther when we are
alone. (Addressing BOURGOGNINO.) Welcome, bravd
youth! Our acquamtance is yet green; but* my affec-
tion for thee is already ripe. Has your esteem for me

improved® A
Boura. ’Tis on gz increase.
Fiesco. Verrinfy it is reported that this brave

young man is to be your sou-in-law. Receive my
warmest approbation of your choice. I have conversed
with him but once; and yet I should be proud to call
him my relation.

VERRINA. That judgment makes me of my daugh-
ter vain.

FiEsco. (fo the others) Sacco, Calcagno — all unfre-
quent visitors — I should fear the absence of Genoa’s
uoblest ornaments were a proof that I had been defi-
cient in hospitality. And here I greet a fifth guest,
unknown to me, indeed, but sufficiently recommended
by this worthy circle.
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Romano. He, my lord, is simply a painter, by
name Julio Romann, who lives by theft and counter-
feit of Nature's charms. His pencil is his only escutch-
eon; and he now comes hither (bowing profoundly)
to seek the manly outlines of a Brutus.

Fiksco.  Give me your hand, Romano! I love the
mistress of your soul with a holy fire.  Art is the right
hand of Nature. The latter only gave us leing, but
‘twas the former made us men.  What are the subjects
of your labour?

Romaxo.  Scenes from the hercic ages of antiquity.
At Fliorence is my dying Hercules, at Veni e my Cleo-
patra, the raging Ajax at l.ome, where, in the Vatican,
the heroes of former times rise again to light.

Fiusco  And what jusv now employs you ?

WmaN?.  Alus! my lord, I've thhown away my
peusil.  The lamp of genius burns quicker than the
lamp of life. Beyond a certain moment the flame
flickers and dies.  This is my last production.

Fiesep.  (tn « Zrvely monmo?) 1t could not come
more opportune. T feel to-lay a more than usual
cheerfulness. A sentiment of calm delight pervades
my lheing, and fits it to recfgve the impression of
Nature’s beanties.  Let us viewRgour pictur®. 1 shall
feast upon the sight. Come, fri%ads, we will devote
ouiselves entirely to the artist. Place your picture,

VERRINA.  (apart to the others) Now, Genoese, ob-
serve !

Lomaxo.  (placing the picture)y The light must fall
upon it thus. Draw up that cartain —Ilet fall the
other ——tight.  (Standing on one side)) It is the story
of Virginia and Appius Claudius. (A4 long pause; «ll
contemplate the pictwre.)

VERRINA.  (with enthusiasm) Strike, aged father!
Dost thou tremble, tyrant? How pale you stand
there, Romans! Imitate him, senscless Romans'!
The sword yet glitters! Tmitate me, senseless Genoes™
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Down with Doria! Down with him! (Striking at
the pictuwre.)

Fiisco.  (lo the painter, smiling) Could you desire
greater applause? Your art has transformed this old
man into a youthful euthusiast.

VERRINA.  (exhrusted) Where am 1?7  What has
become of them?  They vanished like bubbles. You
here, Fiesco! and the tyrant living!

Fresco. My friend, amidst this admiration you
have overlooked the parts most truly beauteous. Does
this Roman’s head thus strike you? Look there!
Observe that damse]l — what soft expression! What
feminine delicacy ! How sweetly touched are those
pale lips! How exquisite that dying look! Inimi-
table!  Divine, Romano! And that white, dazzling
breast, that Leaves with the last pulse of life. Draw
more such beauties, Romano, and T will give up Nature
to worship thy creative fancy.

joura.  Is it thus, Verrina, your hopes are an-
swered ? .

VerriNa.  Take courage, son!  The Almighty has
rejected the arm of Fiesco.  Upon ours he must rely.

Fiisco. ® (fo Romayh) Well —tis your lust work,
Romano. *Your powfss are exhausted. Tay down
your pencil.  Yet, wiilst I am admiring the artist, 1
forget to satiate on the work. 1 could stand gazing
on it, regardless of an earthquake. Take away your
picture — the wealth of Genoa would scarcely rveach
the value of this Virginia. Away with it.

Romano. Honour is the artist’s noblest reward. 1
present it to you.  (Offers to go away.)

Figsco.  Stay, Romano! (Hewalks majestically up
and down the room, seeming to reflect on sometling of
mportance.  Sometimes he casts a quick and penctrat-
iny glance at the others ; atlust he takes ROMANO by the
hand, and leads him to the picture) Come nearer,
painter.  (With dignified pride.) Proudly stand’st thou
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there because, upon the dead canvas, thou canst simn-
late life, and immortalise great deeds with small en-
deavour. Thou canst dilate with the poet’s fire on the
empty puppet-show of fancy, without heart and with-
out the nerve of life-inspiring deeds; depose tyrants
on cauvas, and be thyself & miserable slave! Thou
canst liberate repuklics with a dash of the pencil, yet
not break thy own chains! (In a lowd and command-
ing tone.d  Go! Thy work is a mere juggle.  Let the
semblance give place to reality ! (With haughtiness,
overlurning the picture.) 1 have donc what thou —
hast only painted. (AU struck with astonishment ;
ROMANO carries away the victure 1 confusion.)

Sceng X VIIL
The former, cxccpt ROMANO.

Fresco.  Did you suppose the liou slept because he
weased to voar? - Did your vain thoughts persuade you
that nduc bat you could feel the ch‘nnb of Genoa?

That pone but you durst hreak them ? Before you
knew their weight, Fiesco had already beoken them.
(Lo opens an escritoire, fakes o a parcel ofsletters, and
throws them on the table))  Th¥e bring soldiers from
Parma ; — these, French money ; — these, four galleys
from the Pope. What now is wanting to rouse the
tyrant in his laiv 2 Tell mwe, what think you wanting ?
(Al stand sitent with astowishment.) Republicans b you
waste your time in curses when vou should overihivow
the Lymnt (A bt NERRINA  throw themselres  af
FIsco’s feel.)

VERRINA.  Fiesco, my spirit bends to thine, but ny
knee cannot.  Thy soul is great; but — rise, Genoese!
(They rise.)

Fiesco.  All Genoa was indignant al the effeminate
Fiesco ; all Genoa cursed the profligate Fiesco.  Geno-
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ese! my amours have blinded the cunning despot.
My wild excesses served to guard my plans from the
danger of an imprudent confidence. Concealed beneath
the cloak of luxury the infant plot grew up. Enough
— I'io known sufficiently to Genoa in being known to
you. I have attained my utmost wish.

Bourg. (throwing himself indignantly into a chair)
Am I, then, nothing ?

Figsco. But let us turn from thought to action.
A1l the engines are prepared — I can storm the city by
sea and land. Rome, France, and Parma cover me;
the nobles are disaffected ; the hearts of the populace
are mine; I have lulled to sleep the tyrants; the state
is ripe for revolution. We are no longer in the hands
of Fortune. Nothing is wanting. Verrina is lost in
thought.

Boure. Patience! I have a word to say, which
will more quickly rouse him than the trumpet of ‘the
last day. (7o VERRINA — calls out to him emphati-
cally.) TFather! Awake! Thy Bertha will despair.

VERRINA. Who spoke those words? Genbese, to
arms !

F1rsco. « Think on gthe means of forwarding our
plan. Night has advgdced upon our discourse ; Geno.z
is wrapped in sleep Ae tyrant sinks exhausted be-
neath the sins of the day. Let us watch o’er both.

Bourc. Iet us, before we part, consecrate our
heroic union by an embrace! (They form a circle,
with joined arms.) Here unite five of the bravest
hearts in Genoa to decide their country’s fate. (A¥
embraoce cagerly.) When the universe shall fall asun-
der, and the eternal sentence shall cut in twain the
bonds of consanguity and love, then may this fivefold
band of heroes still remain entire! (Zhey separate.)

VERRINA. When shall we next assemble ?

Firsco. At noon to-morrow T'll hear your senti-
wents.
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VERRINA. ’'Tis well—at noon to-morrow. Good
night, Fiesco! Come, Bourgognino, you will hear some-
thing marvellous.

[Eweunt VERRINA and BOURGOGNINO.

Firsco. (¢o the others) Depart by the back gates,
that Doria’s spies may not suspect us.

[Ezewnt Sacce and CALCAGNO.

SceNe XIX.
Fiesco, alone.

Fiesco. (walkwng up and down tn meditation) What
a tumult is in my breast! What a concourse of dark,
uncertain images! Like guilty wretches stealing out
in sgeret to do some horrid deed, with trembling steps
and blushing faces bent toward the ground, these
flattering phantoms glide athwart my soul. Stay!
stay ! — let me examine you more closely. A virtuous
thought® strengthens the heart of man, and boldly
meets the day. Ha! I know you —robed in the
livery of Satan — avaunt ! pouse; g continues
with energy.)  Fiesco, the patfot! the Duke Fiesco!
Peace! On this steep precipNg the boundaries of
virtue terminate: here heaven and hell are separated.
Here have heroes stumbled, here have they fallen, and
left behind a name loaded with curses — here, too, have
heroes paused, here checked their course, and risen to
immortality. (More vehemently.) Toknow the hearts
of Genoa mine! To govern witk a master’s hagd this
formidable state! Oh, artifice of sin, that masks each
devil with an angel’s face! Fatal ambition! Everlast-
ing termpter! Won by thy charms, angels abandoned
heaven, and death sprung from thy embraces. (Shud-
dering.) Thy syren voice drew angels from their celes-
tial mansions —man thou ensnarest with beauty,
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riches, power. (dfter a pause, in a firm tone) To
gain a diadem is great — to reject it is divine! (Zeso-
lutely.) Perish the tyrant! Let Genoa be free —and
I (much affected) will be its happiest citizen.

ACT IIL
ScrnNg L
Midnight. A dreary wilderness.
VERRINA and BOURGOGNINO entering.

BourG. (stands stilly Whither are you leading me,
father? The heavy grief that hung upon your brow
when first you bade me follow you still seems to labour
in your panting breast. DBreak this dreadful silence!
Speak. I will go no further.

VERRINA. This is the place.

Bourc.  You could not choose a spot more awful.
Father, if the deed yoy purpose be like the place —
father — wy hair wiyiand on end with horror.

VERRINA.  And i 'tis cheerfulness itself to the
gloom that enwraps my soul. Follow me to yon
churchyard, where corruption preys on the mouldering
remnants of mortality, and death holds his fearful
banquet — where shricks of damned souls delight the
listening fiends, and sorrow weeps her fruitless tears
into the never-filling urn. Follow me, my son, to
where the condition of this world is changed; and
God throws off his attributes of mercy — there will
I speak to thee in agony, and thou shalt hear with
despair.

Boure. Hear! what? T conjure you, father.

VeRRINA.  Youth! I fear. Youth, thy blood is
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warm and crimson — thv heart is soft and tender
—such natures are alive to human kindness — this
warmth of feeling melts my obdurate wisdom. If the
frost of age or sorrow’s leaden pressure had chilled
the springtide vigour of thy spirits — if black congealed
blood had closed the avenues of thy heart against the
approaches of humwanity — then would thy mind be
attuned to the language of my grief, and thou wouldst
look with admiration on my project

Boura. I will hear it, and embrace it as my own.

VERRINA. Not so, my son — Verrina will not wound
thy heart with it. O Scipio, heavy burdens lie on me.
A thought more dark and horrible than night, too vast
to be contained within the breast of man! Mark me
—my hand alone shall execute the deed; but my
mind cannot alone support the weight of it. If I

- were proud, Scipio, I might say greatness unshared is
torture. It was a burden to the Deity himself, and
he created angels to partake his counsels. Hear,
Scipio !

Bovuc. My soul devours thy words.

VERRINA. Hear! But answer nothing — nothing,
young man! Observe me —gnot a word - Fiesco must
die.

Bourda.  (struck with astorggment) Die! Fiesco !

VERRINA. Die — I thank thee, God, tis out at last
— Fiesco must die. My son-—die by my hand.
Now, go. There are deeds too high for human judg-
ment.  They appeal alone to Heaven’s tribunul.  Such
a one is this. Go! I neither ask thy blame nor ap-
probation. I know my inward struggles, gud that’s
enough. But hear! These thoughts might weary out
thy mind even to madness. Hear! Didst thou ob-
serve yesterday with what pride he viewed his great-
ness reflected from our wondering countenances 2 The
man whose smiles deceived all Italy, will he endure
equals in Genoa? Go! ’Tis certain that Fiesco will
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overthrow the tyrant. ’Tis as certain he will become
a tyrant still more dangerous.
[Bit hastily. BOURGOGNINO looks after him with
speechless surprise, then follows slowly.

Scene IL

An apartment in FIESCO'S house. In the middle of the
back scene a glass door, through which s seen a
view of the sea and Genoa. Daybreak.

FIEsco at the window.

Fiesco. What do I see! The moon hath hid its
face. The morn is rising fiery from the sea. Wild
fancies have beset my sleep, and kept my soul con-
vulsed by one idea. Let me inhale the pure, refreshing
breeze. (He opens a window ; the city and ocean ap-
pear red with the tint of morning. FIBsco walking up
and down the room with encrgy.) 1 the greatest man
in Genoa! And should not lesser souls bow ‘down
before the greater? But is not this to trample upon
virtue ? (Myging.) Virtup ? The elevated mind is ex-
posed to other than orginary temptations-— shall it
then be governed by thffordinary rules of virtue? Is
the armour which encases the pigmy’s feeble frame
suited to the giant? (The suwn rises over Genoa.) This
majestic city mine! (Spreading out his arms as if to
embrace it.) To flame above it like the god of day! To
rule over it with a monarch mind! To hold in sub-
jection all the raging passions, all the insatiable desires
in this fathomless ocean! ’Tis certain, though the cun-
ning of the thief ennoble not the theft, yet doth the
prize ennoble the thief. Tt is base to filch a purse —
daring to embezzle a million, — but it is immeasurably
great to steal a diadem. As guilt extends its sphere,
the infamy decreaseth. (A4 pause, then with energy.)
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To obey! or to command! A fearful dizzying gulf —
that absorbs whate’er is precious in the eyes of men.
The trophies of the conqueror — the immortal works
of sciencs and of art — the voluptuous pleasures of the
epicure — the whole wealth encompassed by the seas.
To obey ! or tc command! To be, or not to be! The
space between is as wide as rrom the lowest depths of
hell to the throne of the Almighty. (In an elevated
tone.) From that awful height to look down securely
upon the impetuous whirlpool of mankind, where blind
fortune holds capricious sway! To quaff at the foun-
tainhead unlimited draughts from the rich cup of
pleasure! To hold that armed giant iaw beneath
ray feet in leading-strings, and see it struggle with
fruitless efforts against the sacred power of majesty!
To tame vhe stubborn passions of the people, and curb
them with a playful rein, as a skilful horseman guides
the fiery steed! With a breath — one single hreath —
to quell the rising pride of vassals, whilst the prince,
with the motion cf his sceptre, can embody even his
wildet dreams of fancy! Ah! What thoughts are
these which transport the astounded mind bheyond its
boundaries! Prince! To bg for one mgment prince
comprises the essence of a Me existence. 'Tis not
the mere stage of life — but e part we play on it
that gives the value. The murmurs which compose
the thunder’s roar might singly lull an infant to re-
pose — but united their crash can shake the eternal
vault of heaven. I am resolved. (Walking up and
down magestically.)

Scene IIL
F1Esco; LEONORA, entering with a look of anxiety.

LronorA. Pacrdon me, count. T fear I interrupt
your morning rest.
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Fiesco. (steps back with astonishment) Indeed,
madam, you do surprise me not a little.

Lzoxora. That never happens to those who love.

Fiesco. Charming countess, you expose your beauty
to the rude breath of morning.

LeoNorA. 1 know not why I should preserve its
small remains for grief to feed on.

Fiesco. Grief, my love? I thought that to be free
from cares of state was happiness —

LeoNora. It may be so. Yet do I feel that my
weak heart is breaking amidst this happiness. I come,
sir, to trouble you with a trifling request, if you can
spare a wmowment’s time to hear me. These seven
months past I have indulged the pleasing dream of
being Countess of Lavagna. .Tt now has passed away
and left a painful weight upon my mind. Amid the
pleasures of my innocent childhood I must seek relief
to my disordered spirits. Permit me, therefore, to Te-
turn to the arms of my beloved mother —

Figsco.  (with astonishment) Countess!

LroNora. My heart is a poor trembling thing which
you should pity. Even the least remembrance of my
visionary joy might wouynd my sickly fancy. 1 there-
fore restore the last }%monals of your kindness to
their rightful owner. / OShe lays some trinkets on the
table) This, too, that like a dageer struck iy heart.
( Lresenting a letter.) This, too (going to rush out of the
door in tears), and 1 will retain nothing but the wound.

Fiusco.  (agitated, hastens after and detains her)
Leonora! For God’s sake, stay !

LroNora.  (falls into his arms exhausted) To be
your wife was more than I deserved. But she who
was your wife deserved at least respect. How bitter
is the tongue of calumny. How the wives and maidens
of Genoa now look down upon me! ¢« See,” they say,
“how droops the haughty one whose vanity aspired to
Fiesco!” Cruel punishment of my pride! I triumnphed
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over my whole sex when Fiesco led me to the
altar —

Fiesco. Really, Madonna! All this is most sur-
prising —

LeONORA.  (uside) Ah! he changes colour — now I
revive.

F1esco. Wait only two days, countess — then judge
my conduct —

Leoyora.  To be sacrificed! Let me not speak it in
thy chaste presence, oh, thou virgin day! To be sacri-
ficed to a shameless wanton! Look on me, my husband !
Ah, surely those eyes that make all Genoa tremble, must
hide themselves before a weeping woman —

Fiesco.  (extremely confused) No more, signora! No
more —-

LroNorA.  (with a melancholy look of reproach) To
repd the heart of a poor belpless woman! Oh, it is
so worthy of the manly sex. Into his arms 1 threw
myself, and on his strength confidingly reposed my
feminine weakness. To him I trusted the heaven of

[ .
my hopes.  The generous man bestowed it on a —

Fiesco.  (¢aterrupting her, with vehemence) No, my
Leonora! No! R

LroNorA. My Leonora! §Heaven, T thank thee!
These were the angelic sound®gof love once more. I
ought to hate thee, faithless man! And yet I fondly
grasp the shadow of thy tenderness. Hate! said 1?
Hate Fiesco? Oh, believe it not! Thy perfidy may
bid me die, but cannot bid me hate thee. 1 did not
know my heart — (Zhe Moor s heard approaching.)

Fixsco.  Leonora! grant me one trifling favour.

Lroxora. Everything, Fiesco — but indifference.

Firsco. Well, well. (Significantly.) Till Genoa be
two days older, inquire not ! condemn me not! (ZLeads
her politely to another apariment.)
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SceNe IV.
F1esco; the MOOR, entering hastily.

Fiesco. Whence come you thus out of breath ?

Moor. Quick, my lord !

Fiesco. Has anything run into the net ?

Moor. Read this letter. Am I really here? Me-
thinks Genoa is become shorter by twelve streets, or
else my legs have grown that much longer! You
change colour? Yes, yes—they play at cards for
heads, and yours is the chief stake. How do you
like it ?

FiEsco. (throws the letter on the table with horror)
Thou woolly-pated rascal! How camest thou by that
letter ¢

Mook. Much in the same way as your Grace wjill
come by the republic. An express was sent with it
toward Levanto. 1 smelt out the game; waylaid the
fellow in a narrow pass, despatched the fox and
brought the poultry hither —

Fissco. His blood be on thy head! As for the
letter, ’tis not to be paig with gold

Moor. Yet I will by content with silver for it —
(Seriously, and with afook of importanse.y Count of
Lavagna! ’twas but the other day I sought your life.
To—day ( pointing to the letter) 1 have preserved it.
Now I think his lordship and the scoundrel are even.
My further service is an act of friendship — ( presents
another letter) number two!

Frrsco. (receives it with astonishment) Art thou
mad ?

Moor. Number two-— (with an arrogant air—
fis arms akimbo) the lion has not acted foolishly in
pardoning the mouse. Ah! ’twas a deed of policy.
Who else could e’er have gnawed the net with which
he was surrounded ? Now, sir, how like you that ?
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Figsco. Fellow, how many devils hast thou in pay ?

Moor. But one, sir, at your service; and he is in
your Grace's keeping.

Fiesco. What! Doria’s own signature! Whence
dost thou bring this paper ?

Moor. Fresh from the hands of my Diana. I
went to her last right, tempted her with your charm-
ing words, and still more charming sequins. The last
prevailed. She bade me call early in the morning.
Lomellino had been there as you predicted, and paid
the toll tc his contraband heaven with this deposit.

Fimsco. (indignuntly) O, these despicable woman-
slaves! They would govern kingdoms, and cannot
keep a secret from a harlot. By these papers I learn
that Doria and his party have formed a plot to murder
me, with eleven senators, and to place Gianettino on
the throne.

Mook. Even so—and that upon the morning of
the ducal election, the third of this month.

FIEbm (vehemently) The night of our enterprise
shall *smother that morning in its very birth. Speed
thee, Hassan. My affairs are ripe. Collect our fellows.
We will take bloody lead of gur adversarigs. Be active,
Hassan !

Moor. I have a budget f‘ of news beside. Two
thousand soldiers arc safely smuggled into the city.
Ive lodged them with the Capuchins, where not even
a prying sunbeam can espy them. They burn with
eagerness to see their leader. They are fine fellows.

Fiesco. Each head of them shall yield thee a
ducat. [Is there no talk aboat my galleys?

Moor. Oh, I've a pleasant story of them, my lord.
Above four hundred adventurers, whom the peace
‘twixt France and Spain has left without employ,
besought my people to recommend them to your Grace
to fight against the infidels. I bhave appointed them
to meet this evening in the palace court.
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Fiesco. (pleased) I could almost- embrace thee,
rascal. A masterly stroke! Four hundred, said’st
thou? Genoa is in my power. Kour hundred crowns
are thine —

Moor. (with an air of confidence) Eh, Fiesco? We
two will pull the state in pieces, and sweep away the
laws as with a besom. You know not how many
hearty fellows I have among the garrison — lads that
I can reckon on as surely as on a trip to hell. Now I've
so laid my plans that at each gate we have among the
guard at least six of our creatures, who will be enough
to overcome the others by persuasion or by wine. If
you wish to risk a blow to-night, you’ll find the sentinels
all drenched with liquor.

Fiesco. Peace, fellow! Hitherto I have moved the
vast machine alone; shall I now, at the very goal,
be put to shame by the greatest rascal under the
sun? Here’'s my hand upon it, fellow — whate'er
the count remains indebted to thee, the duke shall
pay. 4
Moor. And here, too, is a note from the Colntess
Imperiali. She beckoned to me from her window,
when 1 went yp received gue graciously, and asked me
ironically if the Counteg® of Lavagna had not been
lately troubled with t¥”/ spleen. Does your Grace,
said I, inquire but for one person?

Firsco. (having read the letter throws it aside) Well
said. 'What answer made she ?

Moor. She answered that she still lamented the
fate of the poor bercaved widow — that she was will-
ing to give her satisfaction, and meant to forbid your
Grace’s attentions.

Fiesco. (with a sneer) Which of themselves may
possibly cease sometime before the day of judgment.
Is that all thy business, Hassan ?

Moor.  (ironically) My lord, the affairs of the ladies
are next to those of state.
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Fiesco. Without a doubt, and these especially. But
for what purposes are these papers ?

Moor. To remove one plague by another. These
powders the signora gave me, to mir one every day
with your wife’s chocolate.

Fiesco. (starting) Gave thee?

Mooz. Donna Julia, Councess Imperiali.

Fiesco. (snaiching them from him eagerly) If thou
liest, rascal, I'll hang thee up alive in irons at the
weathercock of the Lorenzo tower, where the wind
shall whirl thee nine times round with every blast.
The powders ?

Moor. (impatiently) I am to give your wife mixed
with her chocolate. Such were the orders of Donna
Julia Imperiali. .

Firsco. (enraged) Monster ! monster! This lovely
creature! Is there room for so much hell within a
fenfhle bosom ?  And I forgot to thank thee, heavenly
Providence, that has rendered it abortive — abortive
through a greater devil Wondrous are thy ways!
(To thesMoor.) Swear to me to obey, and keep this
secret.

Moor. Very well. The latter T can afford — she
paid me ready money. .

Firsco. This note invites to her. - T'll be with
you, madam ! — and find means To lure you hither, too.
Now haste thee, with all thy speed, and call together
the conspirators.

Moor. This order I anticipated, and therefore at
my own risk appointed every one to come at ten o’clock
precisely.

Fiesco. I hear the sound of footsteps. They are
here. Fellow, thy villainy deserves a gallows of its
own, on which no son of Adam was ever yet sus-
pended. Wait in the antechamber till T call for thee.

Moor. The Moor has done his work — the Moor
may go. [Eit.
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SceNE V.
Fiesco, VERRINA, BoUurRGoGNINO, CALCAGNO, SAcCo.

Fiesco. (meeting them) The tempest is approach-
ing: the clouds rush together. Advance with caution.
Let all the doors be locked.

VERRINA.  Eight chambers have T made fast behind.
Suspicion cannot come within a hundred steps of us.

Bourc. Here is no traitor, unless our fear become
one.

Fiesco. Fear cannot pass my threshold. Welcome
he whose mind remains the same as yesterday. Be
seated. (They seat themselves.)

Boure.  (walking up and down) 1 care not to sit in
cold deliberation when action calls upon me.

FiEsco. Genoese, this hour is eventful.

VERRINA. Thou hast challenged us to consider a
plan for dethroning the tyrant. Demand of us — we
are here to answer thee. ‘

Fiesco. First, then, a question which, as it comes
so late, yoy may thmk stranoe Who is to fall? (4
pause.)

Boure. (leaning @lr FIESCO'S chatr, with an expres-
stwe look) The tyrants.

Fiesco. Well spoken. The tyrants. I entreat you
weigh well the importance of the word. Is he who
threatens the overthrow of liberty — or he who has it
in his power — the greater tyrant ?

VERRINA. The first I hate, I fear the latter. Let
Andreas Doria fall!

CarcaaNo.  (with emotion) Andreas? The old An-
dreas! who perhaps to-morrow may pay the debt of
nature —

Sacco. Andreas? That mild old man!

Fiesco. Formidable is that old man’s mildness, O
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my friend — the brutality of Gianettino only deserves
contempt. “Let Andreas fall!” There spoke thy
wisdom, Verrina.

BourG. The chain of iron, and the cord of silk,
alike are bonds. Let Andreas perish !

Figsco. (going to the table) The sentence, then, is
passed upon the uncle and the nephew. Sign it! (Zhey
all sign.) The question who is settled. How must be
ncxt determined. Speak first, Calcagno.

CarcacNo. We must execute it either as soldiers or
assassins. The first is dangerous, because we must
have many confidants. 'Tis also doubtful, because the
peoples’ hearts are not all with us. To act the second
our five good daggers are sufficient. Two days hence
high mass will be performed in the Lorenzo Church —
both the Dorias will be present. In the house of God
even a tyrant’s cares are lulled to sleep. 1 have done.

Fiesco. (turning away) Calcagno, your plan is
politic, but ’tis detestable. Raphael Sacco, yours ?

Sacco.  Calcagno’s reasons please me, but the means
he chodses my mind revolts at. Better were it that
Fiesco should invite both the uncle and nephew to a
feast, where, pressed on all siges by the wengeance of
the republic, they must swalloW§ death at the dagger’s
point, or in a bumper of good Qprian. This method
is at least counvenient.

Fiesco. (with horror) Ah, Sacco! What if the
wine their dying tongues shall taste become for us
torments of burning pitch in hell! Away with this
advice! Speak thou, Verrina.

VERRINA.  An open heart shows a bold front. As-
sassination degrades us to banditti. The hero advances
sword in hand. T propose to give aloud the signal of
revolt, and boldly rouse the patriots of Genoa to ven-
geance. (He starts from his scat, the others do the
same.)

Boure. (embracing him) And with armed hand
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wrest Fortune's favours from her. This is the voice of
honour, and is mine.

Fiesco. And mine. Shame on you, Genoese! (70
Sacco and CaLcAGNO.) Fortune has already done too
much for us, let something be our own. Therefore
open revolt! And that, Genoese, this very night —
(VERRINA and BOURGOGNINO astonished — the others
terrified.)

CarcaGgNo. What! To-night! The tyrants are yet
too powerful, our force too small.

Sacco. To-night! And nought prepared? The
day is fast declining.

Fiesco. Your doubts are reasonable, but read these
papers.  (He gives them GIANETTINO'S papers, and
walks wp and down with. a look of satisfaction, whilst
they read them cagerly) Now, farewell, thou proud
and haughty star of Genoa, that didst seem to fill the
whole horizon with thy brightness. Knowest thou
not that the majestic sun himself must quit the
heavens, and yield his sceptre to the radiant moon?
Farewell, Doria, beauteous star !

Patroclus tp the shades is gone,
And he w§. more than thou.

BourG. (after re&diny the papers) This is horrible.

CaLcacNo. Twelve vietims at a blow!

VERRINA. To-morrow in the senate-house.

Boura. Give me these papers, and I will ride with
them through Genoa, holding them up to view. The
very stones will rise in mutiny, and even the dogs will
howl against the tyrant.

Arn. Revenge! Revenge! Revenge! This very
night !

Fiesco. Now you have reached the point. At sun-
set T will invite hither the principal malcontents —
those that stand upon the bloody list of Gianettino!
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Besides the Sauli, the Gentili, Vivaldi, Vesodimari, all
mortal enemies of the house of Doria; but whom the
tyrant forgot to fear. They, doubtless, will embrace
my plan -vith eagerness.

Bograg. 1 doubt it not.

Fiesco. Above all things, we must render ourselves
masters of the sea. (Galleys and seamen I have ready.
The twenty vessels of the Dorias are dismantled, and
may be easily surprised. The entrauce of the inner
harbour must be blucked up, all hope of flight cut off.
If we secure this point, all Genca is in our power.

VERRINA. Doubtless.

Fiesco. Then we must seize the strongest posts in
the city, especially the gate of St. Thomas, which, lead-
ing to the harbour, connects our land and naval forces.
Both the Dorias must be surprised within their palaces,
and killed. The bells must toll4he citizens be called
upon to side with us, and vindicate the liberties of
Genoa. If Fortune favour us you shall hear the rest

ju the senate.

VERRINA.  The plan is good. Now for the distribu-
tion of our parts.

Fiesco. (significantly) Gegoese, you chose me, of
your own accord, as chief of tlig conspiracy. Will you
obey my further orders?

VERRINA. As certainly as they shall be the best.

Fiesco. Verrina, dost thou know the principle of
all warlike enterprise ? Instruct him, Genoese. It is
subordination. If your will be not subjected to mine
— observe me well —if I be not the head of the con-
spiracy, I am no more a member.

VERRINA. A life of freedom is well worth some
hours of slavery. We obey.

Fiesco. Then leave me now. Let one of you recon-
noitre the city and inform me of the strength or weak-
ness of the several posts. Let another find out the
watchword. A third must see that the galleys are in
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readiness. A fourth conduct the two thousand sol-
diers into my palace court. I myself will make all
preparations here for the evening, and pass the interval
perhaps in play. At nine precisely let all be at my
palace to hear my final orders. (Rings the bell.)

VERRINA. I take the harbour.

Boura. I the soldiers.

CarcagNo. I will learn the watchword.

Sacco. I will reconnoitre Genoa. [Ezeunt.

Scene VL
Firsco, MoOR. '

F1Esco. (seated at a desk, and writing) Did they not
struggle against the word subordination as the worm
against the needle which transfixes it? But ’tis ‘too
late, republicans.

Moor. (entering) My lord —

FiEsco. (giving him a paper) Invite all thos¢ whose
names are written here to see a play this evening at my
palace. .

Moor. Perhaps to gt a part, and pay the admit-
tance with their head

Fiesco. (in a haughty and contemptuous manner)
When that is over I will no longer detain thee here
in Genoa. (Going, throws him a purse) This is thy
last employment. [Zeit.

Scene VIL
Moogr, alone.

Moor. (taking up the purse slowly, and looking after
Fisco with surprise) Are we, then, on these terms?



FIESCO 247

«I will detain thee in Genoa no longer.” Thet is to
say, translated from the Christian language into my
heather tongue, “ When I am duke I shall hang up my
friend thr Moor upon a Genoese gallows.” Hum! He
fears, because I know his tricks, my tongue may bring
his honour into danger when he is duke. When he is
duke? Hold, master count! That event remains to
be considered. Ah! old Doria, thy life is in my hands.
Thou art lost unless I warn thee of thy danger. Now,
if T go to him and discover the plot, I save the Duke
of Genoa no less than his existence and his dukedom,
and gain at least this hatful of gold for my reward.
(Going, stops suddenly.) Put stay, friend rlassan, thou
art going on a foolish errand. Suppose this scene of
riot is prevented, and nothing but good is the result.
Pshaw! what a cursed trick my avarice would then
haye played me! Come, devil, help me to make out
what promises the greatest mischief; to cheat Fiesco,
or to give up Doria to the dagger. If Fiesco su(,ceed
then Genoa may prosper. Away! That must not be.
If this® Daria escape, then all remains as it was before,
and Genoa is quiet. That's still worse! Ay, but to
see these rebels’ heads upon the block! Hum! On
the other hand twould be amfsing to behdld the illus-
trious Dorias in this evening’sWgassacre the victims of
arascally Moor. No. This dolibtful question a Chris-
tian might perhaps resolve, but ’tis too deep a riddle for
my Moorish brains. T'll go propose it to some learned
man. [Eit.

SceENE VIIIL

An apartment in the house of the COUNTESS IMPERIALL
JuL1A in dishabille. (IANETTINO enters, agitated.

" GIANET. Good evening, sister.
JuLiA.  (rising) It must be something extraordinary
which brings the crown prince of Genoa to his sister!
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GIANET. Sister, you are continually surrounded by
butterflies and I by wasps. How is it possible that we
should meet ? Let’s be seated.

Juria. You almost excite my curiosity.

G1aNET. When did Fiesco visit you last ?

JuLia. A strange question. As if I burdened my
memory with such trifles!

GIANET. I must know — positively.

Juria. Well, then, he was here yesterday.

GIANET. And behaved without reserve ?

JULIA.  As usual

GIANET. As much a coxcomb as ever.

JULIA.  (offendcd) Brother!

GIANET.  (more vehemently) 1 say — as much a cox-
comb — .

JULIA.  (rises, with indignation) Sir! What do you
take me for ?

GIANET.  (keeps lvis seat — sarcastically) For a mere
piece of woman-flesh, wrapped up in a great — great
patent of nobility. This between ourselves — there is
no one by to hear us. ¢

JULIA, (enraged) Between ourselves — you are an
impertinent jackanapes, and presume upon the credit
of your uncle. - No one py to hear us, indeed !

GIANET. Sister! sigfor ! dou’t be angry. I'm only
merry because Fiesco is still as much a coxcomb as
ever. That’s all 1 wanted to know. Your servant —

(Going.)
Sceve IX.
The former, LOMELLINO, entering.

LomEL.  (fo JuLia, respectfully) Pardon my bold-
ness, gracious lady. (7o GiaNETTINO.)  Certain affairs
which cannot be delayed — (GIANETTINO takes him
aside ; JULIA sits down angrily at the pianoforte and
plays an allegro.)
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GIANET. (fo LoMELLIND) Is everything prepared for
to-morrow ?

LoMEL. Everything, prince — but the courier, who
was despatched this morning to Levanto, is not yet
returned, nor is Spinola arrived. Should he be inter-
cepted! I'm much alarmed —

GIANET. Fear nothing. You have that list at
hand ?

LoMtL. (emharrassed) My lord —the list? I do
not know — I must have left it at home in my other
pocket.

GIANET. 1t does not signify — would that Spinola
were but here. Fiesco will be found dead in his bed.
1 have taken measures for it.

LomEern. But it will cuuse great consternation.

GiaNgT.  In that lies our security. Common crimes
bud move the blood and stir it to revenge: atrocious
deeds freeze it with terror, and annihilate the faculties
of man. You know the fabled power of Medusa’s head
— they who but looked on it were turned to stone.
What may not be done, my boy, before stones are
warmed to animation ?

LomrL.  Have you given ghe countess any intima-
tion of it ? . .

Giaxer. That would neveMydo! We must deal
more cautiously with her attachmeni to Fiesco.
When she shares the sweets, the cost will soon be
forgotten. Come, 1 expect troops this evening from
Milan, and must give orders at the gates for their re-
ception. (7o Juria) Well, sister, have you almost
thrummed away your auger?

JuLia. Go! You're a rude, unmannered creature.

(GIANET., going, meets FIESCO.)
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SceENE X.
The former ; F1Esco.

GIANET. (stepping back) Ha!

Fiesco. (with politeness) Prince, you spare me a
visit which I was just now about to pay.

GIANET. And I, too, count, am pleased to meet you
here.

Fiesco. (approaching JULIA courteously) Your
charms, signora, always surpass expectation.

Juria. Fie! that in another would sound ambigu-
ous — but I'm shocked at my dishabille — excuse me,
count — (Going.)

FiEsco. Stay, my beauteous lady. Woman’s beauty
is ne’er so charming as when in the toilet’s simplest
garb. (Laughingly) An undress is her surest robe, of
conquest. Permit me to loosen these tresses —

JULIA. Oh, how ready are you men to cause con-
fusion !

FIEsco. (with a smile to GIANET.) In dress, as'in the
state —1is it mot so? (7o Juria.) This ribbon, too,
is awkwardly put on. §t down, fair countess — your
Laura’s skill may strikefthe eye, but cannot reach the
heart. Let me play tiff chambermaid for once. (She
sits down, he arranges her dress.)

GIANET. (aside to LoMEL.) Poor frivolous fellow !

Fi1esco. (engaged about her bosom) Now see — this
I prudently conceal. The senses should always be
blind messengers, and not know the secret compact
between nature and fancy.

JULIA. That is trifling.

Fiesco. Not at all; for, consider, the prettiest
novelty loses all its zest when once become familiar.
Our senses are but the rabble of our inward republic.
The noble live by them, but elevate themselves above
their low, degenerate tastes. (Having adjusted her



FIESCO 251

toilet he leads her to a gluss) Now by my honour!
this must on the morrow be Genoa’s fashion— ( politely)
— may I have the honour of leading you so abroad,
countess ¢

JuLiA. The cunning flatterer! How artfully he
lays his plans to ensnare me. No! I have a tooth-
ache, and will stay at home.

Fizsco. Pardon me, countess. You may be so
cruel, but surely you will not. To-day a company of
Florentine comedians arrive at my palace. Most of
the Genoese ladies will be present this evening at their
performance, and 1 am uncertain whom te place in the
chief box without offending others. There is but one
expedient. (Making o. low bow.) If you would conde-
scend, signora —

JULIA.  (blushing, retires to a side apartment)
Laara !

GIANET. (approaching FiEsco) Count, you remeni-
ber an unpleasant circumstance —

Fiegco. (interrupting him) 'Tis my wish, prince,
we should both forget it. The actions of men are
regulated by their knowledge of each other. It is my
fault that you knew me so indperfectly.

GIANET. I shall never tlnn& of it without craving
your pardon from my inmost s3] —

Figsco. Nor I without forgiving you from my
heart’s core. (JULIA returns, her dress a little altered.)

GIANET. Count, I just now recollect that you are
going to cruise against the Turks —

Fiesco. This evening we weigh anchor. On that
account I had some apprehensions from which my
friend Doria’s kindness may deliver me.

GIANET. (obsequiously) Most willingly. Command
my utmost influence !

Fiesco. The circumstance might cause a concourse
toward the harbour, and about my palace, which the
duke your uncle might misinterpret.
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GIANET. (in a friendly manner) P11 manage that
for you. Continue your preparations, and may success
attend your enterprise !

FiEsco. (with a smile) I'm much obliged to you.

SceNe XI.
The former — A GERMAN of the body-guard.

GIANET. What now?

GERMAN. Passing by the gate of St. Thomas I ob-
served a great number of armed soldiers hastening
toward the harbour. The galleys of the Count Fiesco
were preparing for sea. .

GIANET. Is that all? Report it no further.

GeErMAN. Very well.  From the convent of the
Capuchins, too, suspicious rabble are pouring, and steal
toward the market-place. From their gait and appear-
ance I should suppose them soldiers.

GIANET. (angrily) Out upon this fool’s zeal?! (Zo
LoMEL., aside.) These are undoubtedly my Milanese.

GERMAN. ¢ Does yourgp Grace command that they
should be arrested ?

GIANET. (aloud to f.0MEL) Look to them, Lomel-
lino. (Zo the GERMAN.) Begone! ’Tisall well. (Aside
to LoMEL) Bid that German beast be silent.

[Ezeunt LOMEL. and GERMAN.

Fiesco. (in another part of the room with JULIA —
looks toward GIANET.) Our friend Doria seems dis-
pleased. May I inquire the reason ?

GIANET. No wonder. These eternal messages.

[ Ezit hastily.

Fiesco. The play awaits us, too, signora. May 1
offer you my hand ?

JULIA. Stay,let me take my cloak. ’Tis no tragedy
I hope, count ? It would haunt me in my dreams.
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FiEsco. (sarcastically) 'Twill excite immoderate
laughter. [He hands her out — the curtain falls.

ACT 1IV.
Scene I

Night. The court of Fiesco’s palace. The lamps
lighted. Persons carrying in arms. A wing of the
palace dluminated. A heap of arms on one side
of the stage.

BOURGOGNINO, leading a band of soldiers.

Boura. Halt! Let four sentinels be stationed at
the great gate. Two at every door of the palace. (Zhe
sehiinels take their posts) Let every one that chooses
enter, but noue depart. If any one attempts to force
his way run him through. (Goes with the rest into the
palace.  The sentinels walk wp and down. A pause.)

SCENE‘[I.
ZENTURIONE Mteming.

SENTINELS AT THE GATE. (call out) Who goes
there ?

ZENT. A friend of Lavagna. (Goes across the court
to the palace on the right.)

SENTINEL THERE. Back! (ZENT. starts, and goes to
the dvor on the left.)

SENTINEL ON THE LEFT. Back!

ZENT. (stands still with surprise. A pouse. Then
to the SENTINEL on the left) Friend, which is the way to
the theatre ?



254 FIESCO

SENTINEL. Don’t know.

ZENT. (walks up and down with increasing surprise
— then to the SENTINEL on the right) Friend, when does
the play begin ?

SENTINEL. Don’t know.

ZENT.  (astonished, walks up and down. FPerceives
the weapons; alarmed) Friend, what mean these?

SENTINEL. Don’t know.

ZENT. (wraps himself wp in his cloak, alarmed)
Strange !

SENTINELS AT THE GATE. (calling out) Who goes
there ?

Scene III.
The former, Z1BO entering.

ZiBo. A friend of Lavagna.

ZENT. Zibo, where are we ?

Z1B0. What mean you ?

ZENT. Look around you, Zibo.

Zieo. Where? What?

Zext.  All the doors are guarded !

Ziso. Here are armgf —

ZEXT. No one that/fvill answer —

Z1po. ’Tis strange?

ZENT. 'What is it o’clock ?

ZiBo. Past eight.

ZENT. How bitter cold it is!

Ziso. Eight was the hour appointed.

ZENT. (shaking his head) 'Tis not all as it should
be here.

Ziso. Fiesco means to jest with us —

ZENT.' To-morrow will be the ducal election. Zibo,
all’s not right here, depend upon it.

Z1o. Hush! hush!

ZENT. The right wing of the palace is full of lights.
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Z1Bo. Do you hear nothing ?

ZENT. A confused murmuring within — and —

Z1so. The sound of clattering arms —

ZexT. Horrible ! horrible !

Z:80. A carriage — it stops at the gate!

SENTINELS AT THE GATE. (calling out) Who goes
there ?

i

Scexg IV.
The former, four of the ASSERATO family.

ASSERATO. (enfering) A friend of Fiesco.

Ziso. They are the four Asserati.

ZENT. Good eveniug, friends!

AsseraTo. We are going to the play.

Z1B0. A pleasant journey to you!

ASSEEATO. Are you not going also?

ZENT. Walk on. We'll just take a breath of air
first.

AssyraTo. 'Twill soon begin. Come. (Going.)

SENTINEL. Back!

AssERATO. What can this_mean ? o

ZeNT.  (lawughing) To keepyou from the palace.

AsseraTo.  Here’s some ke —

Zipo. That’s plain enough. “(Music is heard in the
right wing.)

AssEraTo. Do you hear the symphony? The
comedy is going to begin.

ZexNT. I think it has begun, and we are acting our
parts as fools.

Z1B0. I'm not over warm — I'll return home.

ASSERATO. Arms here, too ?

ZiBo. Poh! Mere playhouse articles.

ZeNT. Shall we stand waiting, like ghosts upon the
banks of Acheron? Come, let us to a tavern! (A7
six go toward the gate.)
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SENTINELS. (calling loudly) Back! Back!

ZENT. Death and the devil! We are caught.

Zigo. My sword shall open a passage!

AssEraTo. Put it up! The count’s a man of
honour.

ZiBo. We are sold! betrayed! The comedy was
a bait, and we’re caught in a trap.

AssgraTo. Heaven forbid! And yet I tremble for
the event.

SCENE V.
. The former — VERRINA, SACCO, and NOBLES.

SENTINELS. Who goes there ?

VERRINA.  Friends of the house. (Seven NOBLES
enter with him.)

Z1Bo. These are his confidants. Now all will be
explained.

Sacco. (i comversation with VERRINA) 'Tis as I
told you; Lascaro is on guard at the St. Thomeas’ gate,
the best officer of Doria, and blindly devoted to him.

VerrINA. I'm glad of it.

Z1B0. (fo VERRINA)/Verrina, you come opportunely
to clear up the myster*.

VerriNA. How sd¢ What mean you?

ZeNT. We are invited to a comedy.

VErrINA. Then we are going the same way.

ZENT. (impotiently) Yes—the way of all flesh.
You see the doors are guarded. Why guard the doors ?

Z1Bo. Why these sentinels?

ZeNT. We stand here like criminals beneath the
gallows.

VERRINA.  The count will come himself.

ZeNT. ’Twere well if he came a little faster. My
patience begins to fail. (AU the NoBLES walk up and
down in the background.)
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Boura. (coming out of the palace, to VERRINA) How
goes it in the harbour ?

VERRINA. They’ve all safe on board.

Boura. The palace is full of soldiers.

VEERRINA. ’Tis almost nine.

Bourg. The count is long in coming.

VERRINA. And yvet too quick to gain his wishes.
Bourgognino! There is a thought that freezes me.

Boure.  Father, be not too hasty.

VERRINA. It is impossible to be too hasty where
delay is fatal. I must commit a second murder to
justify the first.

BourG. But — when must Fiesco fall?

VERKINA.  When Genou is free Fiesco dies!

SENTINELS. Who goes there ?

SceNe VL
The former, FIEsCO.

Figsco. A friend! (7%he NoBLES bow — the SENTI-
NELS present their arms.) Welcome, my worthy guests !
You must have heen displeas®l at my lofg absence.
Pardon me. (In a low voice to GERRINA)  Ready ?

VERRINA. (i the swme mann®®) As you wish.

Fiesco. (to BourcosNINO) And you ?

Boure. Quite prepared.

Fiesco. (t0 Sacco) And you?

Sacco.  All's right.

Fiesco.  And Caleagno?

Bourg. Is not yet arrived.

Fiesco. (aloud to the SENTINELS) Make fast the
gates! (He takes off his hat, and steps forward with
dignity toward the assembly) My friends—1I have
invited you hither to a play — not as spectators, but
to allot to each a part therein.
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Long enough have we borne the insolence of Gianet-
tino Doria, and the usurpation of Andreas. My friends,
if we would deliver Genoa, no time is to be lost. For
what purpose, think you, are those twenty galleys
which beset our harbour ? For what purpose the alli-:
ances which the Dorias have of late concluded? For
what purpose the foreign forces which they have col-
lected even in the heart of Genoa? Murmurs and
execrations avail no longer. To save all we must dare
all. A desperate disease requires a desperate remedy.
Is there one base enough in this assembly to own an
equal for his master ? (Murmurs.) Here is not one whose
ancestors did not watch around the cradle of infant
Genoa. What!—in Heaven’s name!— what, I ask
you, have these two citizens to boast of that they could
urge their daring flight so far above our head ? (In-
creasing murmurs) Every one of you is loudly called
upon to fight for the cause of Genoa against its tyfants.
No one can surrender a hair’s breadth of his rights
without betraying the soul of the whole state. (Inter-
rupted by violent commotions he proceeds.) .

You feel your wrongs — then everything is gained.
I have already paved your way to glory — Genoese,
will you follow? I prepared to lead you. Those
signs of war which #ou just now beheld with horror
should awaken yout heroism. Your anxious shudder-
ing must warm into a glorious zeal that you may unite
your efforts with this patriotic band to overthrow the
tyrant. Success will crown the enterprise, for all our
preparations are well arranged. The cause is just, for
Genoa suffers. The attempt will render us immortal,
for it is vast and glorious —

ZENT.  (vehemently, and agitated) Enough! Genoa
shall be free! Be this our shout of onset against hell
itself !

Z1Bo. And may he who is not roused by it pant at
the slavish oar till the last trumpet break his chains —
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Figsco. Spoken like rien. Now you deserve to
know the danger that hung over yourselves and Genoa.
(Gives them the papers of the Mcor.) Lights, soldiers !
(The mobues crowd about the lights, and read — FIESCO
aside to VERKINA.) Friend, it went as I could wish.

VERRINA. DBe not too certain. Upon the left T saw
countenances that grew pale, and knees that tottered.

ZENT. (enraged) Twelve senators! Infernal vil-
lainy ! Seize each a sword! (Al except two, eagerly
take wp the weapons that lic in readiness.)

Ziso. Thy name, too, Bourgognino, is written there.

Boura. Ay, and if Heaven permit, it shall be writ-
ten to-day upon the throat of Gianettino.

ZenT. Two swords remain —

ZiBo. Ah! What sayest thou ?

ZENT. Two amongst us have not token swords.

AssExaTo. My brothers cannot bear the sight of
blood — pray spare them!

ZENT. (vehemently) What! Not a tyrant's blood !
Tear them to pieces — cowards! Let such bastards be
driven rom the republic! (Some of the assembly attack
the two ASSERATL)

FiEsco.  (restraining them)gCease! Shadl Genoa owe
its liberty to slaves? Shall of pure gold be debased
by this alloy ? (He disengages Wggm.) (Gentlemen, you
must be content to tuke up your abode within my
palace uutil our business be decided. (7o the SENTI-
NELS.) These are your prisoners; you answer for their
safety! Guard them with loaded arms. (They are
led off — a knocking heard at the gate.)

SENTINEL.  Who is there ?

CarcagNo.  (without, eagerly) Open the gate! A
friend! for God’s sake, open ! ,

Bourg. It is Calcagno —-heavens! What can this
mean ?

Fresco. Open the gate, soldiers.
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SceNxe VIL
The jformer — CALCAGNO, out of breath.

Carcacyo. Allislost! all is lost! Fly, every one
that can!

Boure. What's lost? Have they flesh of brass?
Are our swords made of rushes?

Fiesco. Consider, Calcagno! An error now is fatal!

CarcaeNo. We are betrayed! Your Moor, La-
vagna, is the rascal! I come from the senate-house.
He had an audience of the duke.

VERRINA.  (with a resolule tone, to the SENTINELS)
Soldiers ! let me rush upon your halberds! I will not
perish by the hangman’s hands. (The assembly show
marks of confusion.) .

Fiesco. (wilh firmness) What are you about?
’Sdeath, Calcagno! Friends, ’tis a false alarm. (o
CALCAGNO, aside.) Woman that thou art to tell these
boys this tale. Thou, too, Verrina? and thot, Bour-
gognino ?  ‘Whither wouldst thou go?

Boure. “Home — tof 'kill my Bertha —and then
return to fall with the

Firsco.  (burstin, “nto « loud laugh) Stay! stay!
Is this the valour that should punish tyrants? Well:
didst thou play thy part, Calcagno. Did none of you
perceive that this alarm was my contrivance? Speak,
Calcagno! Was it not my order that you should put
these Romans to this trial ?

VerriNA.  Well, if you can laugh I'll believe you
—or never more think you man.

Fiesco. Shame on you, men! to fail in such a boy-
ish trial! Resume your arms — you must fight like
lions to atone for this disgrace. (Aside to CALCAGNO.)
Were you there yourself ?

Carcacyo.  (fow) I made my way among the
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guards to hear, as was my business, the walchword
from the duke. As I was returning the Moor was
brought —

Fresor.  (aloud) So the old man is gone to bed —
we'll drum him out of his feathers. (Zow.) Did he
talk long with the duke? ’

CarcaeNo.  (low) My sudden flight and your im-
pending danger drove me away in haste —

¥iesco. (aloud) See how our countrymen still
tremble.

CarcagNo.  (aloud) You should have carried on
the jest. (Zow.) For God’s sake, friend, what will
this artifice avail us?

Fiesco. 'Twill gain us time, and dissipate the first
panic. (Aloud) Ho, bring wine here! (Zow.) Did
the duke turn pale ? (4loud) Well, brothers, let us
drink euccess to this night’s entertainment. (Zow.)
Didl the duke turn pale?

CarLcacNo. The Moor’s first word must have been
conspiracy ; for the old man started back as pale as
ashes. *

Yiesco. (confused) Hum! the devil is an artful
counseller. Calcagno — the Moor was gunning, he
betrayed nothing till the Mife was at his throat.
Now he is indeed their saviQr. (Wine s brought,
he drinks to the assembly.) mrades, success! (1
knocking is heard.)

SENTINELS. Who is without ?

A Voice. The guard of the duke’s. (Z%he NoBLES
rush about the court in despair.)

Fresco.  (stepping forward) Oh, my friends! Be
not alarmed! I am here — quick, remove these arms
— be men. T entreat you — this visit makes me hope
that Andreas still doubts our plot. Retire into the
palace: recall your spirits. Soldiers, throw open the
gate! (They retire, the gates arc opened.)
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Scene VIIL

FiEsco (as if coming from the palace.) Three GERMAN
SOLDIERS bringing the MOOR, bound.

Fiesco. Who calls me?

GERMANS. Bring us to the count !

Fiesco. The count is here, who wants me ?

GERMAN. (presenting his arms) Greeting from the
duke!—he delivers up to your Grace this Moor in
chains, who had basely slandered you: the rest this
note will tell.

F1Esco. (takes it with an air of indifference) Have
I not threatened thee already with the galleys? (70
the GERMAN.) Very well, my friend, my respects to
the duke.

Moor. (hallooing after them) Mine, too— and tell
the duke had he not employed an ass for his messenger
he would have learned that two thousand soldiers are
concealed within these palace walls. .

[Exeunt GERMANS, the NOBLES return.

%ENE IX.

F1Esco, the CONSPIRATORS, MOOR (looking at them
unconcerned).

THE CONSPIRATORS. (shuddering at the sight of the
Moor) Ha! what means this?

Fiesco. (after reading the note with suppressed
anger) Genoese, the danger is past — but the conspir-
acy is likewise at an end —

VERRINA.  (astonished) What! Are the Dorias
dead ?

Fiesco. (violently ayitoted) By heavens! T was
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" prepared to encounter the whole force of the republic,
but not this blow. This old nerveless man, with his
pen, annihilates three thousand soldiers. (His hands
sink down.\ Doria overcomes Fiesco!

Bouvra.  Speak, count, we are amazed !

Fiesco. (reading) «Lavagna, your fate resembles
mine; benevolence is rewarded with ingratitude. The
Moor informs me of a plot: I send him back to you
in chains, and shall sleep to-night without a guard.”
(He drops the paper — the rest look at each other.)

VERRINA. Well, Fiesco ?

Fresco.  (with dignity) Shall Doria surpass me in
magnanimity ? Shall the race of Fiesco want this
one virtue? No, by my honour — disperse — I'll go
and own the whole —

VERRINA.  (stopping him) Art thou mad? Was,
then, our enterprise some thievish act of villainy ?
Wag it not our country’s cause? Was Andreas the
object of thy hatred, and not the tyrant? Stay! I
arrest thee as a traitor to thy country.

ConsprraToRs. Bind him! throw him down !

Figsco. (snatching up his sword, and making way
through them) Gently ! Who will be the first to throw
the cord around the tiger? e, Genoese?— I stand
here at liberty, and might folge my way with ease,
had I the will—but I will
thoughts —

Boura. Are they thoughts of duty ?

Fiesco. (haughtily) Ha! boy! learn first to know
thy own —and toward me restrain that tongue! Be
appeased, Gtenoese, — our plans remain unaltered. (7o
te MOOR, whose cords he cuts with a sword.) Thou
hast the merit of causing a noble act —fly ! —

CALCAGNO. . (enraged) What?  Shall that scoundrel
live,— he who has betrayed us all ?

Fiesco. Live, though he has frightened you all
Rascal, begone! See that thou turn thy back quickly

ay — 1 have other
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on Genoa; lest some one immolate thee to the manes
of his courage.

Moor. So, then, the devil does not forsake his
friends. Your servant, gentlemen! I see that Italy
does not produce my halter; I must seek it elsewhere.

[Ezit laughing.

ScENE X,
F1Esco, CONSPIRATORS. Enter SERVANT.

SERVANT. The Countess Imperiali has already asked
three times for your Grace.

Fiesco. Ha! then the comedy must indeed begin !
Tell her I come directly. Desire my wife to hasten to
the concert-room, and there remain concealed behind
the tapestry. (Zzit SERVANT.) In these papers your
several stations are appointed: let each but act his
part, the plan is perfect. Verrina will lead the forces
to the harbour, and when the ships are seized will fire
a shot as a signal for the general attack. 1 néw leave
you upon important business ; when you hear the bell
come all together to ,my concert-room. Meanwhile
enjoy my Cyprian wing within. (Z%ey depart into the
palace.)

SceneE XI.
LEONORA, ARABELLA, and RoOSA.

LeoNorA. Fiesco promised to meet me here, and
comes not. 'Tis past eleven. The sound of arms
and men rings frightfully through the palace, and no
Fiesco comes.

RosA.  You are to conceal yourself behind the tapes-
try — what can the count intend ?

LeoNora. He directs and I obey. Why should I
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fear? And yet I tremble, Arabella, and my heart
beats fearfully with apprehension. For heaven’s sake,
damsels, do not leave me. '

ARALELLA. Fear nothing; our timidity subdues
our curiosity.

LeoNOorRA. Where'er I turn my eyes strange shapes
appear with hollow and distracted countenances. Whom-
soever I address trembles like a eriminal, and with-
draws into the thickest gloom of night, that fearful
refuge of a guilty conscience. Whate’er they answer
falls from the trembling tongue in doubtful accents.
Oh, Fiesco! what horrid business dost thou meditate ?
Ye heavenly powers! walch over my Fiesco!

RosA.  (alarmed) Oh, heavens! what noise is that
without ?

ArAverLra. It is the soldier who stands there as
scntinel.  (Z%e SENTINEL without calls, “ Who goes
there?”)

LEONORA. Some one approaches. Quick! behind
the curtain. (ZThey conceal themselves.)

SCENE i(II.
JuLia and Firsco,Wg conversation.

JuLia.  (much agitated) Forbear, count! Your
passion meets no longer an indifferent ear, but fires
the raging blood — where am I? Naught but seducing
night is here! Whither has your artful tongue lured
my unguarded heart ? .

Fresco. . To this spot where timid love grows bold,
and where emotions mingle unrestrained.

JiLia. Hold, Fiesco! For Heaven’s sake no more!
'Tis the thick veil of night alone which covers the
burning blushes on my cheeks, else wouldst thou
pity me.



266 FIESCO

Fiesco. Rather, Julia, thy blushes would in:
my passions, and urge them to their utmost hei
(Ksses her hand eagerly.)

Juria. Thy countenance is glowing as thy words!
Ah! and my own, too, burns with guilty fire. Hence,
I entreat thee, hence —let us seek the light!- The
tempting darkness might lead astray the excited senses,
and in the absence of the modest day might stir them
to rebellion. Haste, I conjure thee, leave this solitude !

Fiesco. (more pressing) Why so alarmed, my.
love? Shall the mistress fear her slave?

JULIA. O man, eternal paradox ! then are you truly
conquerors, when you bow as captives before our self-
conceit. Shall I confess, Fiesco? It was my vice
alone that could protect my virtue — my pride alone
defied your artifices— thus far, my principles pre-
vailed, and all your arts were foiled — but in despalr
of every other suit you made appeal to Julia’s passion
— and here my principles deserted me —

FiEsco. (with levity) And what loss was that ?

JULIA. (with emotion) If T betray the safeguards of
my honour, that thou mayest cover me with shame at
will, what have I less to Jose than all ? Wouldst thou
know more, scoffer? Shhll I confess that the whole
secret wisdom of our se# is but a soxry precaution for
the defence of this weuk fortress, which in the end is
the sole object of assault by all your vows and protesta-
tions, and which (I blush to own it) is so willingly
surrendered — so often betrayed to the enemy upon
the first wavering of virtue ? That woman’s whole art
is. enlisted in fortifying a defenceless position, just as
in chess the pieces move and form a breastwork round
the defenceless king ? — surprise the latter — check-
mate! and the whole board is thrown into confusion.
(After a pause — with earnestness), behold the picture
of our boasting weakness. Be generous, Fiesco !

Fiesco. And yet, my Julia — where couldst thou
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is treasure better than on my endless pas-

7
LIA. Certainly, nowhere better, and nowhere
worse? Tell me, Fiesco, how long will this endless
passion endure? But, alas! I've risked too much
already now to hesitate at staking my last I trusted
boldly to my charms to captivate thee — to prese:ve
~ thy love, I fear they’ll prove too weak. Fie upon me!
—- what amn T utbering ? (Hides her face with her hands.)
Fieseo. Two sins in one breath. Mistrust in my
taste, and treason against the sovereignty of your
charms? Which of the two is the most difficult to
forgive ?

JULIA. (in a tremulous, imploring tone) Falsehood
is the armory of hell! Fiesco needs not this to gain
his Julia. (She sinks exhausted on a sofn : after a pause
— gneryctically.) Hear, Fiesco! One word more. When
we know our virtue to be in safety, we are heroines;
in its defence, no more than children; (fizing her eyes
' kim wildly) — furies, when we avenge it. Hear
me! Shouldst thou strike me to the heart with
coldness —

Fiusco. (assuming an anggy tone) Colgness? cold-
ness? Heavens! What doefthe insatiable vanity of
woman look for, if she even bt the man who lies
prostrate at her feet? Ha! my spirit is awakened;
my eyes at length are opened. (With an air of cold-
ness.) What was this mighty sacrifice? Man dearly
purchases a woman’s highest favours by the slightest
degradation! (Bowtng cercmondously.) Take courage,
madam! you are safe.

JULIA.  (with astonishment) Count! what sudden
change is this?

Fiesco. (with great indifference) True, madam !
You judge most rightly; we both have risked our
honour.  (Bowing ceremoniously.) 1 will await the
pleasure of your company among my guests. (Gotng.)
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JULIA.  (stops hvm) Stay! art thou mad?
then, declare a passion which the whole race o
upon their knees, should not extort from my inflex
pride? Alas! in vain the darkness strives to hide the
blushes which betray my guilt. Fiesco— I wound
the pride of all my sex — my sex will all detest me —
Fiesco — I adore thee —  (Falls at his feet.)

FiEsco. (steps back without raising her, laughing
with exultation) That I am sorry for, signora. (Rings
the bell — draws the tapestry, and discovers LEONORA.)
Here is my wife — an angel of a woman ! (Embracing
her.)

JULIA. (with a shrick) Unheard-of treachery !

Sceve XIIL

The CONSPIRATORS, entering in a body— LADIES on
the other side — F1EsCO, JULIA, and LEONORA.

LeEoNORA.  Oh, my husband, that was too cruel!

Fiesco. A wicked heart deserved no less. °T owed
this satisfaction to your tears. (Zo the company.) No,
my friends e— I am notgwvont on every slight occasion
to kindle into passion. \'The follies of mankind amuse
me long ere they exfie my anger; but this woman
merits mny whole resentment. DBehold the poison which
she had mingled for my beloved Leonora. (Shows the
poison to the company — they start with horror.)

JULIA.  (biting her lips with rage) Good! Good !
Very good, sir! (Qoing.)

Fiesco. (leads her back by the arm) You must have
patience, madam ; something else remains. My friends,
perhaps, would gladly learn why I debased my reason
with the farce of love for Genoa’s silliest coquette.

JULIA. (starting wp) It is not to be borne. But
tremble! Doria rules in Genoa, and I am Doria’s
sister —
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. Poor, indeed, i{ that be your only sting!
hat Fiesco of Lavagna has changed the diadem
our illustrious brother for a halter, and means this
night to Liang the thief of the republic. (She ds struck
with terror — he continues with o sarcastic laugh.) Ha!
that was unexpected. And do you see, madam, ‘twas
for this purpose tlat I tried to blind the eyes of the
Dorias. For this I assumed a mock passion — (Pointing
to Juria) For this I cast away this precious jewel —
(pointing to LEONORA); and by shining bait ensnared
ry prey. I thank you for your complzusance signora
— (fo JULIA) ; and resign the trappings of my assumed
character.  (Delivers her Ple miniature with bow.)

LEoNORA.  (fo F1ESCO, in a supplicating tone) She
weeps, my Lodovico. May your Leonora, trembling,
entreat you’

JULIA.  (enraged, to LroNora) Silence, detested
worman !

FiEsco. (fo @ SERVANT) Be polite to my friend ;
escort this lady. She has a mind to see my prison-
chamblr — tuke care that none approach to incom-
mode her. The night air is blowing somewhat keenly,
the storm which rives the hguse of Doga may, per-
chance, ruffle the lady’s head

Juria. Curses on thee, bIfgk, detested hypocrite !
(Enraged, to LEONORA) Rejoice not at thy triumph!
He will destroy thee also, and himself —and then
despair! (Bushing out.)

Fiesco. (to the guests) You were witnesses; let
your report in Genoa preserve my honour. (7o the
ConsPIRATORS.) Call on me as soon as the cannon
gives the signal. (AU the guests retire.)
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SceNe XIV.
LEONORA and FIEsCO.

LEONORA.  (approaching with anziety) Fiesco!
Fiesco! I understand but half your meaning; yet I
begin to tremble.

Frrsco.  (significanily) Leonora! I once saw you
yield the place of honour to another. I saw you, in
the presence of the nobles, receive the second compli-
ment. Leonora, that sight tormented me. I resolved
it should be so no longer. Henceforth it ceases. Do
you hear the warlike noise which echoes through my
palace? What you suspect is true. Retire to rest,
countess, to-morrow you shall awake Duchess of
Genoa.

LEONORA.  (clasping her hands together, and throwgng
herself wnto @ chair) O God! My very fears! I am
undone !

F1esco.  (seriously, and with dignity) Let me speak
out, my love. Two of my ancestors wore the triple
crown. The blood of the Fiescos flows not pure unless
beneath the, purple. Shall your husband only reflect
a borrowed splendour ?/ (In a more energetic manner.)
What! shall he owe his rank alone to capricious
chance, which, from tne ashes of mouldering greatness,
has patched together a John Louis Ficsco ? No,
Leonora, I am too proud to accept from others what
my own powers may achieve. This night the heredi-
tary titles of my ancestors shall return to deck their
tombs — Lavagna’s count ex1sts no longer — a race of
princes shall begin.

LEONORA.  (mournfully and giving way to imagina-
tion) I see my husband fall, transfixed by deadly
wounds. (In a hollow woice) I see them bear my
husband’s mangled corpse toward me. (Starting up.)
The first — the only ball has pierced Fiesco’s heart.



FIESCO 271

0. (tenderly seizing her hand) Be cplm, my
“The ouly ball will not strike me.

LEONORA (looking steadfastly at him) Does Fiesco
~€c’> confidently challenge heaven? If, in the scope of
countless possibilities, one chance alone were adverse,
that one might happen, and T should lose my husband.
Think that thou venturest Heaven, Fiesco; and though
a million chances were in thy favour, wouldst thou
dare tempt the Almighty by risking on a cast thy
hopes of everlasting happiness? No, my husband!
When thy whole being is at stake each throw is
blasphemy.

Fiesco. Be not alarmed. Fortune and I are better
friends.

LeoNora. Ah! say you so, Fiesco? You, who
have watched the soul-convulsing game, which some
call pastime? Have you not seen the sly deceiver,
Fortune, how she leads on her votary with gradual
favours, till, heated with success, he rushes headlong
and stakes his all upon a single cast? Then in the
decisiwvé moment she forsakes him, a victim of his
rashness —and stood you then unmoved? Oh, my
husband, think not that thoy hast but tq show thyself
among the people to be adoipd. ’Tis no slight task to
rouse republicans from thei§slumber and turn them
loose, like the unbridled stee® just conscious of his
hoofs. Trust not those traitors. They among them
who are most discerning, even while they instigate thy
valour, fear it ; the vulgar worship thee with senseless
and unprofitable adoration. Whichever way I look
Fiesco is undone. '

Figsco. (pacing the room in great emotion) To be
irresolute is the most certain danger. He that aspires
to greatness must be daring. .

LreoNorA.  Greatness, Fiesco! Alas! thy towering
spirit ill accords with the fond wishes of my heart.
Should fortune favour thy attempt— shouldst thou
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obtain dominion —alas! I then shall be but:.
wretched. Condemned to misery shouldst thou .

if thou succeed, to misery still greater. Here is
choice but evil. Unless he gain the ducal powe,
Fiesco perishes—if I embrace the dike I lose my
husband.

Fiksco. I understand you not. :

LeoNora. Ah! my Fiesco, in the stormy’ atmos-
phere that surroinds a throne the tender platit of love
nwst perish. The heart of man, e'en were that heart
Fiesco’s, is not vast enough for two all-powerful idols
—idols so hostile to each other. Love has tears, and
can sympathise with tears. Ambition has eyes of
stone, from which no drop of tenderness can e’er distil.
Love has but ome favoured object, and is indifferent to
all the world beside. Ambition, with insatiable hunger,
rages amid the spoil of nature, and changes the im-
mense world into one dark and horrid prison-house.
Love paints in every desert an Elysium. And when
thou wouldst recline upon my bosom, the cares of
empires, or rebellious vassals, would fright away re-
pose. If 1 should throw myself into thine arms, thy
despot fears.would hear a murderer rushing forth to
strike thee, and urge thff trembling flight through all
the palace. Nay, black” suspicion would at last o’er-
whelm domestic conco.u. Tf thy Leonora’s tenderness
should offer thee a refreshing draught, thou wouldst
with horror push away the goblet, and call it poison —

Firsco.  (starting) Leonora, cease! These thoughts
are dreadful.

LroNorA.  And yet the picture is not finithed. Let
love be sacrificed to greatness—and even peace of
mind — if Fiesco but remained unchanged. O God!
that thought is racking torture. Seldom “de angels
ascend the throne — still seldomer do they descend it
such. Can he know pity who is raised abowe. the com-
mon fears of man? Will he speak the accents of
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t every wish can launch a bolt
force it? (She stops, then timidly
es his hand with a look of temder
, Fiesco— these atortions of am-
s — who presume to sit in judgment
and mortality. Wicked servants

ng . about much agitated) Leonora,
b is’ raised behind me —=
F a look of tenderness) And why, my
"alone are irrevocable. Thou once
[ly clinging to him, and somewhat
thy projects vanished before my
st foresworn thyself, dissembler —
k bave prematurely withered. Ask
bre lies the blame ? (More ardently,
yrms around him.) Return, Fiesco!
Renounce! Love shall indemnify
my heart cannot appease thy in-
e diadem will be found still poorer.
e inmost wishes of this soul. I will
of love all the charms of nature, to
hese heavenly bonds the illustrious
eart is infinfe, so shall De my pas-
urce of hapfuess to a being who
en in thee, Fie®0? Ought that to
y heart ?
reat emotion) Leonora — what hast
alls, overcome, on her neck.) I shall
meet the eyes of Genoa’s citizens.
lively expression) Let us fly, Fiesco!
ject these gaudy nothings, and pass
nly in the retreats of love! (She~
breast with rapture) Our souls;
clouded sky, shall nevermore be
isonous breath of sorrow ; our lives
usly as the music of the murmuring
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brook. (A4 cannon-shot is heard — ]
himself — all the CONSPIRATORS enter#

SceNE XV.

CoNsPIRATORS. The hour is come.

Fiesco. (to LEONORA, firmly) Fe
—unless Genoa to-morrow be laid
feet. (Going to rush out.)

BouRG. (cries out) The countess
m a swoon — all run to support her.

Figsco. (kneeling before her, in E

Leonora! Save her! For heaven’s,
(RosA and ARABELIA run to her assis
— she opens her eyes. (Jumps upj
to close Doria’s! (CONSPIRATORS 7%

ACT V.

SceNe L.

lamps, which grfdually become
the background ¥ seen the Gate of
18 shut. Ment pass over the st
The patrol go their round. Af
s quiet except the waves of the se
at a distance, rather tempestuou

After mignight. Th’dgreat street ¢

Fisco (armed, before the Doria Pola

Fiesco. The old man has kept
lights are all extinguished in the pq
dismissed —T'll ring. (Rings ati
Halloo! Awake, Doria! Thou art j
Halloo! Halloo!



*a feigned voice) Ask not, but follow
7 star has set ; Genoa is in arms against
cupioners are near, and canst thou sleep,

wigh dignity) I remember when the
ended with my gallant vessel — when
d. and the wind split her topmast. Yet
then slept soundly. Who sends these

man more terrible than your raging sea
Fiesco.

(laughs) You jest,®my friend. Come in
' play your tricks. Midnight suits them

)8t thou then despise thy monitor ?
I thank him and retire to rest. Fiesco,
his rioting, sleeps, and has no time to

retched old man! Trust not the artful
sack is decked with beauteous colours;
would approachgo view it ygu are sud-
[ within its deadfy folds. You despised
Moor. Do not ise the counsels of a
rse stands ready saddled for you; fly,
i time !

gesco has a noble mind. I never in-

e will not betray me.

ssco has a noble mind and yet betrays
s thee proof of both. ‘

There is a guard, which would defy
; unless he led against them legions of

wrnfully) That guard T should be glad
teh it with a message for eternity.
(in an elevated manner) Vain scoffer!
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Knowest thou not that Andreas has
year, and that Genoa beneath h
(Leaves the balcony.)

Fiesco. (looks after him with a
T then destroy this man before I ha
cult it is to equal him? (He w
some time in meditation.) 'Tis past,
repaid the debt of greatness. Des
course! (He hastens into a remote s
heard on all sides. A hot engag
Thomas Gute. The gate is foreed, a
pect n the harbour, in which lie s
lights on board.)

ScenNg II.

GIANETTINO (in a scarlet mantle), 1.
vants going before them wit

GIANET. (stops) Who was it that
alarm to be beat ?

LoMEL. A cannon was fired on N
galleys.

GIANETS The slave’ perhaps have
(Firing heard at the g te of St. Thoma

LomeL. Hark! - . shot!

G1ANET. The gate is open. The g}l
fusion. (7o the servants) Quick, ras
to the harbour. (Proceeding hastily to

Scent ITI1

The former ; BOURGOGNINO, with som
coming from the gate of St.

Bourac.  Sebastian Lascaro was a b
ZENT. He defended himself like a
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Bps back startled) What do I hear?
. Stop!

oes there with torches ?

ANET.) Prince, they are enemies. Turn

§t/ls to them pcremptorily) Who goes there

p oy bride! (7o the CONSPIRATORS, rush-
INET.) Brothers, this shortens our labour.

mSelves deliver h@m into our hands —

SERVANTS. (Aying) Help! Murder!

hllooing with vehemence) Doria is down.
it Lomellino! (LOMEL. ¢s taken.)
eneeling) Spare but my life, I'll join your

:oking at Giane® Is this monster yet
he coward fly. (IQMEL. escapes.)

Thomas’ gate oul own! Gianettino
: ,..;some of you and tell Fiesco.

(heaving himself from the ground in
20! Damnation! (Dies.)

‘pulling the sword out of GIANET.S body)
f'Genoa, and to my Bertha. Your sword,
“Take to my bride this bloody weapon —
ig thrown open. T'll follow thee, and
dal kiss. (They separate through different
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SceNe IV,
ANDREAS DoRIA, GER _

GERMAN. The storm drove that
horse, duke !

ANDREAS. Let me cast a partin;
towers! No; it is not a dream.
trayed.

GERMAN. The enemy is all arq
Fly! Beyond the boundaries! %
ANDREAS.  (throwing himself wpo
his nephew) Here willl die. Let no'y
Here lies the prop of my old agea
ended. (CALCAGNO appears at a du

SPIRATORS.)

GErMAN. Danger is near. Fly,
beat.)

ANDREAS. Hark, Germans, hark
Genoese whose chains I broke. (
Do your countrymen thus recom
factors?

GEEMAN. Away! ,&way! while
potch their swords vw.on our Germ
CAGNO comes nearer.;

ANDREAS. Save yourselves! L
declare the horrid story to the shudd
Genoa slew its father —

GERMAN. Slew! ’'Sdeath, that shi
rades, stand firm! Surround the dy|
thetr swords)) Teach these Italian (
his gray head —

CaLcaGNoO.  (calls outy Who go
have we here?

GERMAN. German blows — (Re
carry off the body of GIANET.)
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SCI;NE V.

lc attire, ARABELLA Jfollowing — they
b walk along timidly.

: me, my lady, pray let us hasten on-

his way the tumuit rages — hark ! was
groan? Ah, they surround him!
t they point their fatal muskets —at
' point them. Hold! hold! It is my
ows her arms up n dgony.)

or heaven’s sakepmy lady !

ith wild enthusiasm calling on all sides)
y Fiesco! His firmest friends desert
of rebels is unsteady. (Shuddering.)
? Is Fiesco, then, a chief of rebels?
o, signora. He is the great deliverer

phatically) Ha! that would indeed be
shall Leonora tremble ?— shall the
n be wedded to the most timid
Arabella ! *n men cdhtend for
woman’s soul rfay kindle into valour.
ard.) T'll rush aMpng the combatants.
clasping her hands together) All gra-

ftly !| What strikes my foot ? Here is
a mantle! A sword, too! (she lifts
sword, my Arabella; but I can carry
shall not disgrace its bearer. (7%e

'ark! hark! How terrible it sounds
tower of the Dominicans! God have

nthusiastically) Rather say, how de-
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lightful! TIn the majestic sound of
Fiesco speaks to Genoa. (Drums
Ha! did flutes so sweetly strike my
drums are animated by Fiesco. My |
All Genoa is roused ; the very merd
name with transport — and shall h
(Alarm bells from three other towers.|
shall embrace a heroine. My Brutu
arms a Roman wife. I'll be his Po|
GIANETTINO'S hat and throwing his scd
her.)
ArABELLA. My gracious lady, hd
rave. (Alarm bells and drums are
LeoNora.  Cold-blooded wretch ; c§
hear all this, and yet not rave? Thif
ready to weep that they have not feety
Fiesco. These palaces upbraid the i
laid their foundations so firmly in theg
cannot fly to join Fiesco. The very d
able, would forsake their office in ord
glorious Dbanner, though by so doing |
Genoa to the mercy of the ocean.
death himself out of his leaden sleep
L
to rouse thy courag}‘? Away! T
alone. N
ARABELLA. Gred. God! You wil
madly ?
LeoNoraA.  (with heroic haughtiness)
will.  (With great animation.) Wh
rages the most fiercely. Where Fieso
on the combat. Methinks T hear ther
Lavagna, the unconquered hero, who
decides the fate of Genoa? Is that L4
I will say; yes, Genoese, that is La,v,
Lavagna is my husband ! v
SACCO.  (entering with CONSPIRATO]
there — Doria or Ficsco ? o




FIESCO 281

another street. A tumult, ARABELLA lost

_(with entlusiasm) Fiesco and liberty.
E)

SceNE VI

-a number of followers. CALCAGNO meeting
him with others.

5. Andreas has escaped.
nwelcome tidings to Fiesco.
Those Germans fight like furies! They
selves around the old man like rocks. I
en get a glimpse 6f him. Nine of rur men
; I myself was slightly wounded. Zounds!

serve a foreign tyrant, how will they guard
f their country ?

umbers have flocked already to our stand-
he gates are ours.

1 hear they still are fighting desperately

ourgognino is amongst them. Where is

He guards, k: Cerberus, the passage
oa and the —an anchovy could
him.
1 rouse the suburbs —

I'll away to the market-place. Drum-
P! (Zhey march off, drums beating.)

SceNe VIL
7oop of THIEVES, with lighted matches.

w I'll let you into a secret, my boys;
oked this soup, but the devil a spoonful
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do they give me. Well, I care not. 13
just to my taste. We'll set about bu
dering. While they are squabbling fq
we'll make a bonfire in the churches thi
the frozen apostles. (They disperse thei
the neighbouring houses.)

Scexe VIIL
BOURGOGNINO — BERTHA, disguised

BourG. Rest here, dear youth; thou
Dost thou bleed ?

BERTHA.  (in a feigned voice) No; notg
BourG. (with emergy) Rise, then, T
where thou mayst gain wounds for Genf
beautiful like these. (Uncovering his s

BerTHA.  (starting) Heavens!

Boukg. Art thou frightened, youth?%
didst thou put on the man. What age

BrrrHA. Fifteen years. T

Boura. That is unfortypate! For thi
ness thou art five years t(yJ young. Who

BerTHA. The truest ~4jizen in Genoa.

Bougrg. Gently, boy%: That name bel
the father of my betrothed bride. Dost ¢
house of Verrina?

BerTHA. 1 should think so.

BourG. (eagerly) And knowest thm'
daughter 2

BerTHA. Her name is Bertha.

Boure. Go, quickly! Carry her this '
shall be our wedding-ring; and tell her t
fights bravely. Now farewell! I must hi
The danger is not yet over. (Some houst

Jire)
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- (tn a s0ft voice) Scipio!
(struck with astonishment) By my sword | I
oice. ‘

(falling upon kis neck) By my heart ! I am
here.
‘Bertha! (Alarm bells sound in the suburbs
-— BOURGOGNINO and BERTHA embrace, and
fre crowd.)!

this scene Schiller substituted the following, during
ipzig in 1785, for the use of the theatre there :

ban vault, lighted by a single lamp. The background
puite dark. BErTHA i3 discovered silting on a stome
eground ; a black veil covers her face. After a pause
ind walks to and fro.

Still no sound? No sign of human footstep? No
imy deliverers. Horrible suspense! Fearful and
jat of one buried alive beneath the sod of the church-
or what dost thou wait, poor deceived one? An
h immures thee in this dungeon. Gianettino Doria
Genoa be freed, or Bertha left to pine away her
tence — such was my father’s oath. Fearful prison-
ph there is no key but the death-groan of: a well-
pt. (Looking round the vault.) How awful is this
ble as the silence of the grave! How fearfully the
lps from yonder vaults! My lamp, too, is flickering
(Walking up and n energetically.) Oh, come,
bved, 'tis horrible to @ie here. (4 pause —ihen she
ushes to and fro, wriling her hands in deep despair.)
en me. He has brok is oath. He has forgotten
[he living think not of the dead, and this vault is my
no more, wretched one. Hope flourishes only where
o - Almighty pervades —into this dungeon it never
(Again a pause ; she becomes still more alarmed.)
y ;geliverers perished ? Perchance the bold attempt
i danger has overwhelmed the courageous youth. O
. perhaps even now their ghosts are wandering
aults, and weep over thy vain hopes. (Shudder-
if they are dead I am irrevocably lost, irrevocably
orrible death. (Leans against the wall for sup-
ause she continues despondingly.) And if my be-
— if he should return to keep his word, to fetch
triumph, and find all here lonely and silent, and
rpse no longer sensible to his transports — when
shall in vain endeavour to restore the life which
e lips, and his tears flow on me hopelessly —
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Scene IX.

FiEsco and Z1BO from different sides. T

Fiesco. (in great anger) Who se
houses ?

Ziso. The citadel is taken. o

Fiesco. 'Who set those houses on fire

when my father shall sink weeping on the body¥kf
and the voice of his lamentations echo through bk
prison-house. Oh, then repeat not to them gy +
walls ! Tell them that I suffered like a heroine; an
sigh was forgiveness. (Sinks exhausted on the st
a confused sound of drums and bells is heard from b
in various directions. BrrTHA Starts to her feet.)
means this? Am I awake, or do 1 dream ? FHow
bells clang! That is no sound of ringing to @
noise comes nearer and increases; she rushes to ang
Louder and louder yet ! Heavens, they are alarmi.
alarm bells! Have enemies surprised the city

What’s that ?  (Some one knocks loudly at the doo¥
this way — they draw the bolts — (rushing toward.
Men! Men! Liberty! Deliverance! (Boua
hastily with a drawn sword, followed by scveral
Bourc. (caling out loudpy) Thou art fr
tyrant is dead ! This sword hf s passed throug
BerTHA. (running into hf. arms) My dell
Boure. Dost thou hege’he alarm bells, af
drums ? Fiesco has conquiered, Genoa is free
curse aunihilated.
Berrna. Oh, heavens! This dreadful up
bells, then, were for me ? i
Boura. For thee, Bertha! They are oury
Leave this horrid dungeon and follow me to the
Berrna. To the altar, Bourgognino ? Nov
hour ? While this awful tumult is raging as
globe were crushing to atoms ! (VERRINA ente
remains standing silently at the entrance.)
Boura.  In this beautiful, glorious night, i
celebrates its freedom, as a bond of love, thisg
with the tyrant’s blood, shall be my wedding
still warm from the heroic deed, the priest
Fear not, my love, and follow me to the churg
proaches, steps between both, and embraces them
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bo the attendanis) Despatch a guard to appre-
Beins.  (Some soldiers go.)

'Will they make me an incendiary ¢ Hasten
jgines | (Attendants go) But are you sure
tino has fallen ?

0 they say.

A{wildiy) They say so only! Who say?
pon your honour, has he escaped ?

Youbifully) If 1 may trust my eyes against
h of a nobleman, then — Gianettino lives.

God bless you, my children !

d Bourc. (falling at his feet) O my father!

(lays his hands on them both— a pause— then he
to BourGoeNino) Never forget how dearly thou hast
ver forget that thy marriage dates from the day of
gom. (Turning towdrd BErRTHA in a grave and
per.) Thou art the daughter of Verrina, and ’twas
Bew the tyrant. (After a pause he beckons them to
Roith suppressed emotion.) The priest awaits you.

¥l Boura. (together) How, my father ? Will you
) us thither ?

jall accompany you. (Drums and trumpets inter-
Bamations are heard in the distance.) What means

gey are proclaiming Fiesco duke. The populace
| with eager acclam®ions brought Bim the purple;
ked on with dismdk, but dared not refuse their

Jaughs bitterly) You

my son, I must away with
st to tender the oal

of allegiance to the new
ds him back alarmed) What is your purpose! I'll

anging anxiously on Bourcocnino) Heavens !
, Bourgognino ?  What is my father meditating ?
y son, I have converted all my possessions into
onveyed it on board thy ship. Take thy bride
out delay. Perhaps I shall soon follow, perhaps
o Marseilles, and (embracing them with emotion)

prminedly) Verrina, I must stay ; the danger is
£l
pading him toward BerTHA) Look to thy bride,

ptiable one. Thou hast despatched thy tyrant,
with mine. [Exeunt.”
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Figsco. (starting) Zibo, your eyes
head — '

Ziso. 'Tis but eight minutes since
the crowd dressed in his scarlet cloa
plume.

Fiesco. (wildly) Heaven and hell! Z
gnino shall answer for it with his head.
secure the barriers. Sink all the boats
not escape by sea. This diamond, Zibo?#
in all Ttaly — this diamond shall reward]
brings me tidings of Gianettino’s death.
away.) Fly, Zibo'!

SceNe X.

Fimsco, Sacco, the MOOR, SOLm!%

¥

Sacco. We found this Moor throwiy
match into the convent of the Jesuits.
Figsco. Thy treachery was overlo
concerned myself alone. The halter &
cendiary. Jake him gway and hang
church-door. ‘
Moor. Plague on !
business. Is there né
Fiesco. No. M
Moor. Send me awhile to the galleyss
Fiesco. (beckoning to the attendants)}
lows. k
Moor. (impudently) Then I'll turn ¢
Fresco. The Church refuses the dregs
Mook. (in an insinuating manner)
me drunk into eternity !
Fimsco. Sober.
Moor. Don’t hang me up, however, IE
tian church !
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'A man of houour keeps his word. I prom-
lows of thy own.

No more prating, heathen! we've busmess
Sequence.

ut, stay ! Perhaps the rope may break ?
(fo Sacco) Let it be double.

ell, if it must be so, the devil may make
extra guest. (Soldiers lead him off, and
a little distance.)

Scene XI.

LEONORA appearing at a distance, in the
| scarlet cloak gf GIANETTINO.

(perceiving her, rushes forward — then

know that crest and mantle? (Rushes
) Yes, I know them. (Zuns her through
ord.) If thou hast three lives then rise
ONORA falls with a hollow groan, the march
heard, with drums, horns, and hawutboys.)

Scene §lI

ALCAGNO, ZENTURIONE, ZIBO: SOLDIERS,
with drums and colours.

(advancing toward them in triumph) Gen-
ie is cast. Here lies the viper of my soul,
d food of my resentment. Lift high your
ianettino is no more !

0. And I come to inform you that two-
noa have declared for our party, and swear
Fiesco’s standard.

y me Verrina sends his greeting to you
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from the admiral’s galley, with the do 'W
sea. P

ZeNT. By me the governor of the 01
keys and staff of office.

Sacco. And in me (kneeling) the less ‘
senate of the republic kneel down before
and supplicate for favour and protection.

CArcacNO. Let me be the first to wi
illustrious conqueror within the walls. Bo
ours! Hail, Duke of Genoa! ,

ALL.  (taking off their hats) Hail! Ha
Genoa! (March of triumph — FIESCO stan
time with his head sunk upon his breast, ¢
ing posture.)

CarcacNo. The people and the senate’
their gracious sovereign invested in the rg
nity. Great duke, permit us to follow you
to the senate-house. i

Frusco.  First allow me to listen to the:
my heart. I was obliged to leave a most ¢
in anxious apprehension — a person who
with me the glory of this night. (7o the
Will you, gy friends, gttend me to yol
duchess?  (Going.) i'

CarcAgNo.  Shall ¢hh murderous villai
and hide his infamy #sobscurity ? (

ZeNT. Plant his head upon a halberd.

Ziso. Let his mangled carcass sweep
(They Lold lights toward the body.) !

CALCAGNO.  (terrified and wn a low voice);
oese! By heavens, this is not the face of .
(A1l look at the body.)

Fiesco. (fiwes his eyes upon it with an’
which he withdraws slowly — then, with cony
ness cxclaims) No! ye devils! That is not.
Gianettino — Oh, malicious fiend! Genoa #
you? Mine? (Rushing forward with a
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rickery of hell! It is my wife! (He
roupd in agony — The CONSPIRATORS
i groups, shuddering — o dead silence.)
wsing heomself exhausted —in o faint
me truly, Genoese, have I indeed slain
conjure you look not so ghastly upon
| Heaven be praised! there are fates
as not to fear, because he is but man.

one of them. He who is denied the
o can scarce be doomed to bear the pains

3 dread infliction would be even more.
ti! It must be so. And this is naught
ra of a disordered brain.

ScenE XIII.
"owncr — ARABELLA enters weeping.

Let them kill me! What have I now
ave pity on me, Genoese. ’Twas here I
est mistress, and gowhere canel find her.
(approaching herQ— with a low and trem-
as Leonora thy M@atress ?

(with pleasire) you there, my most
dear good lord ¢ Be not displeased with
ald no longer restrain her.

- (an alarm) Restrain her! Wretch! From

. From following — .

(violently) Ha ! From following what ?
The tumult —

" 'What was her dress?

A. A scarlet mantle.

(in a transport of rage) Get thee to the

1! The mantle?
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ARABELLA. Lay here upon the grount

SomE OF THE CONSPIRATORS. (talking
here that Gianettino was killed.

Fiesco. (ready to faint, to ARABELY
tress is found — (ARABELLA advances ]
Frusco casts his eyes round the whole |
with a faltering voice) — 'Tis true — "Tit
I am the instrument of this horrid de
Back! back! ye huaman forms! Oh!
teeth wildly, and looking up toward he
but this created orb between my teeth
though I could tear the universe to frag
ture’s face was hideous as the pain th
soul! (Zo the others, that stand arou
See, how they stand aghast there, misera
blessing themselves and rejoicing that th
I am. I alone feel the blow. (Wildly.
I1? Why not these as well? Why i
denied the balm of being shared with of

CaLcaGNO. (témidly) Most gracious d

Finsco.  (rushes on him with a look of
Ha! Welcome! Here, Heaven be tha
whom thecsame thunderbolt has struck
CarcAGNO furiously of; his arms.) Br
sorrows! Welcome g3 sour share of destru
dead. Didst thou %ot also love her? (
toward the dead body.) Behold her and de
dead. (Fixing his eyes earnestly on one
stage.) Oh, that I could stand upon the |
infernal gulf, and view below all hell’s s
ments!— could hear the horrid shneks.
souls! (4 ppmack%’ny the body, trembling.
my murdered wife.© Nay — that says too
wife that 1 myself have murdered. Oh!
ningest of hell’'s devices —first I was all
topmost pinnacle of joy —to the very |
heaven — then —in an instant hurled hes

L
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Joh, that my breath could send a pesti-
iAnd then was made the murderer of my
t I was to trust two crring eyes! Oh,
our masterpiece of torture! (AU the
ean upon their swords much ajflicted —

bausted, and looking mouwrnfully round
thy heavens! They who feared not to
brds against their prince are shedding
{ dejection.) Speak! Do you weep
¢ caused by treacherous death, or do
f fall of your leader’s spirit? (Zurning
body in an affecting posture.) Where
rriors were melted into tears, Fiesco
iprecations of despair. (Kneels down,
. side.) Pardon me, Leonora — the de-
1 are immutable ; they yield not to mor-
M7 o melancholy tenderness.) O Leonora,
ancy painted that triumphant hour
Wl present thee to Genoa as her duchess
T saw the lovely blush that tinged thy
~— the timid heaving of thy beauteous
‘the snowy gauge — I heard the gentle
’ i 1ed away in rapture!
g to my soul were
' ) ple' How did my
jee its triumph marked in the sinking
s! Leonora! The hour which should
pes is come. Thy Fiesco is Duke of
t the meanest beggar would not ex-
y for my greatness and my sufferings.
He has a wife %0 share his troubles
n I share my splendour ? (He weeps
ws himself on the dead body. Compas-
the countenances of all.)

he was, indeed, a most excellent lady.
ent must be concealed from the peo-
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ple. 'Twould damp the ardour of our p
the enemy with hope.

Fresco. (rises, collected and firm) He
Providence, if rightly I interpret its des
me with this wound only to try my'
approaching greatness. The blow was
I have felt it, I fear neither torture
Come! Genoa, you say, awaits me —
Genoa a prince more truly great than Ey
Away ! —for this unhappy princess I
funeral so splendid that life shall lose i
cold corruptlon glitter like a bride. Foll

[Exeunt, with mu,

Scexe XIV.
ANDREAS, LOMELLINO.

ANDREAS. Yonder they go, with shouj
tion.

LomeL. They are intoxicated with 4§
gates are deserted and all are hastening
senate-houg=.

AxprEas. It was iy nephew only #
could not brook. QFs mephew is no
Lomellino ! el :

LomeL.  What, duke — still — do you §

ANDREAS.  (sternly) And dost thou tre]
life, and mock me with the name of duk
thou wouldst forbid me hope ?

LomeL. My gracious lord, a ragmg
Fiesco’s scale ; what counterpoise in yours §

ANDREAS.  (wilh dignity and animation

LomeL.  (shrugging up his shoulders) T¥
past, my lord, when armies fought under f
of celestial leaders. Since gunpowder ¥
angels have ceased to fight.
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tetch that thou art! Wouldst thou
“head of its support, its God ? (In an
vmanding tone.) Go! Make it known
noa that Andreas Dona is still alive.
eas entreats the citizens, his children,
im, in his old age, to dwell with for-
e’er would pardon the exalted state to
his country. Say this—and further
begs but so much ground within his

ay contain his bones. ,
bey ; but I despair of success. (Going.)
Stay ; take with thee this snowy lock,
the last upon my head. Say that I
‘that night when ungrateful Genoa tore
heart. For fourscore years it hung upon
d now has left my bald head, chilled
gr of age. The lock is weak, but ’twill
in the purple on that young usurper.
LOMELLINO hastens tnto another strect —
s are heard, with trumpets and drums.

ScENE XV.

Iomz’ng Jrom the h&%rbow), BERTHA, and
BOURGOGNIYJ’_”

What mean these shouts ?

ey proclaim Fiesco duke.
to BOURGOGNINO, timidly) Scipio! My
are dreadful —

Leave me, my children. O Genoa!

e populace adore him, and with trans-
him as their duke. The nobles looked
or, but dared not oppose it.

My son, T have converted all my posses-
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sions into gold, and conveyed it on w
Take thy wife with thee, and set s
Perhaps I soon shall follow. Perhaps.
Hasten to Marseilles, and — (embracing
Sully and with energy) — may the Al
ou. !
y BerTHA. I beseech thee, say, on W
project does my father brood ? i
Boure. Didst thou understand thy fa
BerTHA. He bade us fly. Merciful B;
on our bridal day! 4
Boure. He spoke it, and we must obe
[Bxeunt toward

SCENE XVI.
VERRINA, and FIESCO (in the ducal hab

Fiesco. Welcome, Verrina! I was anj
thee. ’
VERRINA. T also sought Fiesco. _
Fresco. Does Verrina perceive no alts
friend? ¢
VERRINA. (with regf~ve) 1 wish for no:
Fiesco. But dogff% see none? <
VERRINA.  (withdut looking at him) I
not !
Fiesco. I ask, do you perceive none ?:
VERRINA.  (after a slight glance) None
Fiesco. See, then, how idle is the obt
power makes a tyrant. Since we parted
the Duke of Genoa, and yet Verrina (pr
his bosom) finds my embrace still glowing
VERRINA. I grieve that T must retugp it
sight of majesty falls like a keen-edged
ting off all affection between the duke {
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sco belonged the territory of my heart.
quered Genoa I resume that poor pos-

astonishment) Forbid it, Heaven ! That
mous even for a dukedom.

attering) Hum! Is liberty then out
republics are so lightly thrown away
at offers himself ?
es his ltps) Verrina, say this to no one

h, of course! Great indeed must be
h can hear the voice of truth without
las ! the cunning gamester has failed in
d. He calculated all the chances of
ion, but unfortunately overlooked one
e patriot — (Very significantly.) But
ressor of liberty has still in store some
ishing patriotic virtue. I swear by the
t posterity shall sooner collect my
es from off the wheel than from a
n that country which is governed by

ing him tenderly by the hand) Not even
e is thy brother? Not }f he should
pality the tregjury of that benevolence
stic poverty ¢ Not

o—mnot even then' We pardon not
use he made gifts of his plunder, nor
osity suit Verrina. I might permit my
to confer a benefit on me — because I
me day to make them an adequate re-
ich a prince confers is bounty; but
ed I would receive alone from God.
grily) It were as easy to tear Italy
of the ocean as to shake this stubborn
his prejudices.
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VERRINA. Well mayst thou talk of %
hast torn the republic from Doria, as a 14
jaws of the wolf, only that thou might§
thyself. But enough of this— just. te}
what crime the poor wretch committed
ordered to be hung up at the church of tH

Fiesco. The scoundrel set fire to the ¢

VERRINA. Yet the scoundrel left the law

Figsco. Verrina presumes upon my frif

VERRINA. Away with friendship! I Y
longer love thee. T swear to thee that T hate]
thee like the serpent of Paradise, that fir
the happiness of creation, and brought upon
bounded sorrow. Hear me, Fiesco, I speakt
a subject to his master, not as a friend to hj
as man to man. (With bitterness and vehemy
hast committed a crime against the majf
eternal God in permitting virtue to lead t
wickedness, and in suffering the patriots #
violate their country. Fiesco, had thy villaj
me also ! — Fiesco, by all the horrors of et
my own hands I would have strangled mj
thy head spurted the venom of my departn;
princely crinse may brealg the scale of hun
but thou hast insulted HPaven, and the 1
will decide the causeg#%i IESCO remains s;
ing at him with as g
answer me. Now we have done. (4fter
times up and down.) Duke of Genoa, in
yesterday’s tyrant, I have seen a miserajl ;
at every stroke of their oars, ruminate upon
expiated guilt, and weep their tears integ
which, like a rich man, is too proud tq‘é‘.e
A oood prince begins his reign with a
Wilt thou release the galley-slaves ?

Fiesco. (sharply) Let them be the fi
tyranny. Go, and announce to them th
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" will enjoy but half the pleasure
their happiness. Perform this deed
at are seldom witnesses of the evils
. And shall they, too, do good by
scurity ? Methinks the duke is not

thou art dreadful; yet I know not
thee. (Both go toward the sea.)

s, much affecied) But once more em-
Here is no one by to see Verrina
a prince give way to feeling. (He
rly.) Surely never beat two greater
we loved each other so fraternally.
on FiEsco’s neck.) Fiesco! Fiesco!
id in my bosom which all mankind,
bould not fill up.

affected) Be still, my friend.

ow off this hateful purple, and I will
rince was a murderer, and assumed
e the bloody stains of his detested
Fiesco! I am a warrior, little used
sco — these are my first tears —
ple !

¢ vehementl @ Fiesco, place on the
onours of t eat globe, on the
s ; they shoul®hot make me kneel
Fiesco (falling on his knee), this is
my knee — throw cff this purple!
nd no longer irritate me !

determined tone) I rise then, and
ate thee. (They stand on a board
) The prince must take precedence.
o you pull my cloak? It falls —
L bitter rony) If the purple falls
fter it. (He pushes him into the
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Figsco. (calls out of the waves) Hel%
Help thy duke! (Sinks.) :

SceNE XVIL

CALcAGNO, SACCO, ZIBO, ZENTURIONE,
People.

CarcagNo.  (erying out) Fiesco! F
is returned — half Genoa joins Andr
Fiesco ?

VERRINA.  (in a firm tone) Drownin

ZENT.  Does hell or madness prompt]

VERRINA.  Drowned —if that soung
to join Andreas. (Zhe CONSPIRATORS s
astonished. The curtain falls.)
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e and Intrigue

ACT 1.
SceNeE L
TILLER — MRS. MILLER.

ing quickly up and down the room)
The affair is becoming serious. My
e baron will soon be the town talk —
its character — the president will get
— the short and long of the matter is,
anker the dogr.

F(ou did not

tice him to your house
your daugh on him !

entice him my house — didn’t
upon him! Wholl believe me? I
y own house. I ought to have taken
daughter. I should have bundled the
e, or have gone straight to his Excel-
and disclosed all. The young baron
y with a snubbing, I know that well
e blame will fall upon the fiddler.
stpping her coffee) Pooh! nonsense!

on you? What have people to do
follow your profession, and plck up

u can find them.

301
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will be the upshot of the whole affaif
marry the girl — marriage is out of the i
to make her his—God help us! “G
No, no — when such a sprig of noblhty
bling here and there and everywhere, &

be a relish to my young gentleman to g »
of sweet water. Take heed! Take heed!]
dotted with eyes and could place a sent"'

the glrl’s ruined for life, left in the lurch
once tasted the trade, will carry it on.
Sforehead.) Oh, horrible thought ! Ny

Mgs. MiLL.  God in his mercy protect 3

ML, We shall want his protection.
well say that. What other object can sy
grace have 2 The girl is handsome — Well-.i
show a pretty foot How the upper stor, 4
matters little. That’s blinked in you worg
has not played the niggard in other respect
harum-scarwen but turnpover this chapteg
his eyes will glisten likd Rodney’s when &
of a French frigate g0 up with all s
and I don’t blame §8*. for it — flesh is
that very well.

Mges. MiLL. You should only read
billy-doux which the baron writes to
Gracious me! Why it’s as clear as the s
that he loves her purely for her virtuous 1

Miit. That’s the right strain! We I8
but mean the ass’s back. He who wishs
respects to the flesh needs only a kind “hey
between. What did I myself? When;
far cleared the ground that the affec
slap! the bodies follow their examplegaif
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hd the silver moon kindly plays the

nd then only think of the beautiful
major has sent us. Your daughter
of them.

es) Prays! You've hit the mark. The
of nature is much too raw and indi-
maccaroni gentleman’s stomach. It
or him artificially in the infernal pes-
of your novel-writers. Into the fire
! I shall bave the girl taking up with
at all — about heavenly fvoleries that
blood, like Spanish flies, and scatter
handful of Christianity that cost her
rouble to keep together. Into the fire
! The girl will take the devil’s own
or head; amidst the dreams of her
| she’ll not know her own home,
| feel ashamed of her father, the
d, lastly, I shall lose a worthy, hon-
o might have nestled himself so snugly
ns. No! damn it! (Jumps upin a
eak the mneclg of it at omce, and the
, the major Wshall be shown where
de the door. g

e civil, Miller ow many a bright
presents —

back, and goes up to her) The blood-
ghter ? To Beelzebub with thee, thou
Sooner will I vagabondise with my
for a bit of bread — sooner will I
y instrument and carry dung on the
han taste a mouthful earned by my
 price of her soul and future happi-
our cursed coffee and snuff-taking,
e no need to carry your daughter’s
I have always had my bellyful and a
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good shirt to my back before this co
put his nose into my erib.

Mgs. M. Now don’t be so rea
house out of window. How you fls
sudden. I only meant to say that we
the major, because he is the son of the

MiLL. There lies the root of the
that reason — for that very reason —t}
put a stop to this very day! The pres
just and upright father, will give me h
must brush up my red plush, and I wi
his Excellency. T shall say to him,-
lency’s son has an eye to my daughter;
not good enough to be your Excellericy
too good to be your Excelléncy’s son
there’s an end of the matter. My nani;

Scene IL
Enter SECRETARY WORY

Mrs. MgLL. Ah! od morning,
Have we indeed the p%sure of seéin
WorM. All onge=¥side — on my
ler! Where a hidf {%rn cavalier’s
mine can be of no account whatever.
MeRs. MiL. How can you think so
- His lordship the baron, Major Ferdina
us the honour to look in now and t
that, we don’t undervalue others.
MiLL.  (vexed) A chair, wife, fo
Be seated, kinsman.
© WorM. (lays aside hat and stick,
Well, well — and how then is my fu
bride? 1 hope shell not be —
honour of seeing — Miss Louisa ?
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Mg8. MrLL. Thanks for inquiries, Mr. Seckertary,
hut my daughter is not at all proud.
MiLL.  (angry, jogs her with his elbow) Woman !
Mzs, M. Sorry she can’t have the honour, Mr.
.oSeckertary. My daughter is now at mass.
WorM. I am glad to hear it, — glad to hear it. I
shall have in her a pious, Christian wife !
Mgs. Mz, (smeling in a stupidly affected manner)
Yes — but, Mr. Seckertary —
M.  (yreatly incensed, pulls her ears) Woman !
Mzs. MiLL. If our family can serve you in any
other way — with the greatest pleasure. Mr. Secker-
tary —
Worm.  (frowning angrily) In any other way?
Much obliged ! much obliged! —h'm! h'm! h'm!
MRs. MiLL. Byt, as you yourself must see, Mr.
Seckertary —
MiLL.  (in o rage, shaking his fist at her) Woman !
Mrs. Mill. Good is good, and better is better, and
one does not like to stand between fortune and one’s
only chjld. (With vulgar pride) You understand me,
Mr. Seckertary ?
WormM. Understand. Not exac— Oh, , yes. But
what do you really mean ?
Mgzs. MitL. Why — why only think — I me4n
— (Coughs.) Since then Provide as determined to
make a great lady of my daughte
WorM.  (jumping from his chair) What's that you
say ? what?
MiLn. Keep your seat, keep your seat, Mr. Secre-
fary!  The woman’s an out-and-out fool! Where’s
. /the @ y-to come from? How you show your
s donkay §"8ard by talking such stuff!
as long as you will. T know
at the major said, he said.
his fiddle n anger) Will you
hall I throw my fiddle at your
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head? What can you know? What can he have
said ? Take no notice of her clack, kinsman! Away
with you to your kitchen! You'll not think me first
cousin of a fool, and that I'm looking out so high for
the girl? Youwll not think that of me, Mr. Secretary &

WorM. Nor have I deserved it of you, Mr. Miller!
You have always shown yourself & man of your word,
and my contract to your daughter was as good as
signed. I hold an office that will maintain a thrifty
manager ; the president befriends me; the door to
advancement is open to me whenever I may choose
to take advantage of it. You see that my intentions
toward Miss Louisa are serious; if you have been won
over by a fop of rank —

Mrs. MiLL. Mr. Seckertary ! more respect, I beg —

MiL. Hold your tongue, I say. Never mind her,
kinsman. Things remain as they were. The answer
I gave you last harvest, I repeat to-day. I'll not Yorce
my daughter. If you suit her, well and good; then
it’s for her to see that she can be happy with you.
If she shakes her head — still better —be jt so, I
should say——then you must be content to pocket the
refusal, and part in good fellowshlp over a bottle with
her father.” ’Tis the who is to live with you — not
I. Why should I, _osf of sheer caprice, fasten a hus-
band upon the gifl:" r whom she has no inclination ?
That the evil on ay haunt me down like a wild
beast in my old age — that in every drop I drink —
in every bit of bread I bite, I might swallow the bitter
reproach: Thou art the villain who destroyed his
child’s happiness !

Mrs. MiLL. The short a
refuse my consent downright
for a lofty station, and T'll go
going to be talked over.

ML Shall T break ever
millclack ?
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WORM. (to MILLER) Paternal advice goes a great
way with the daughter, and I hope you know me, Mr.
Miller.

MiLL. Plague take you! ’Tis the girl must know
you. What an old crabstick like me can see in you is
just the very last thing that a dainty young girl wants.
I'll tell you to a hair if you're the man for an orchestra
—but a woman’s heart is far too deep for a music-
master. And then, to be'frank with you — you know
that I'm a blunt, straightforward fellow — you'll not
give thank’ye for my advice. T'11 persuade my daughter
to no one — but from you Mr. Sec— I would dissuade
her! A lover who calls upon the father for help —
with permlssmn—ls not worth a pinch of snuwf. If
he has anything in him, he'll be ashamed to take that
old-fashioned way of making his deserts known to his
sweetheart If he hasn’t the courage, why he's a milk-
sop, and no Louisas were born for the like of him.
No! he must carry on his commerce with the daughter
hehind the father’s back. He must manage so to win
her hean, that she would rather wish both father and
mother at Old Harry than give him up— or that she
come herself, fall at her father’s feet, and impjore either
for death on the rack, or the &ly one of her heart.
That’s the fellow for me! that I ove! and he who
can’t bring matters to that pitch a petticoat may
— stick the goose feather in his ca

WORM.  (setzes hat and stick and hurries out of the
room) Much obliged, Mr. Miller!

MiLL.  (going after him slowly) For what? for
what ?  You haven’t taken anything, Mr. Secretary!
(Comes back.) He won't hear, and off he’s gone. The
Bl ALl 1 “~qriver is like poison “and brim-

7, contraband knave, smuggled
ne lewd prank of the devil —
3 pig’s eyes, foxy hair, and nut-
if Nature, enraged at such a
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bungled piece of goods, had seized the ugly monster
by it, and flung him aside. No! rather than throw
away my daughter on a vagabond like him, she may —
God forgive me! .

Mgs. MiLL. The wretch !— but you’ll be made to
keep a clean tongue in your head !

MiLL. Ay, and you too, with your pestilential
baron — you, too, must ‘put my bristles up. You're
never more stupid than when you have the most occa-
sion to show a little sense. What's the meaning of all
that trash about your daughter being a great lady?
If it’s to be cried out about the town to-morrow, you
need only let that fellow get scent of it. He is one
of your worthies who go sniffing about into people’s
houses, dispute upon everything, and, if a slip of
the tongue happen to you, skurry with it straight to
the prince, mistress, and minister, and then there’s the
devil to pay. ‘ )

Scexe IIL

Enter Louisa with a book in her hanof.

¢

Lovisa. Good mo,

MiLL.  (affecty
rejoice to see t
to thy Creator.
port thee.

Louisa. Oh! I am a great sinner, father! Was
he not here, mother ?

Mgs. MiL.. Who, my child ?

Loutsa. Ah'! T forgot that there are others in the

ing, dear father!

) Bless thee, my Louisa! I
oughts are turned so diligently
ntinue so, and his arm will sup-

world besides him — my heac

not here?  Ferdinand ? ‘
MiiL.  (with melancholy, st

my Louisa had forgotten that
Lovisa. (after looking at hi
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tome) 1 understand you, father. I feel the kuife
which stabs my conscience; but it comes too late.
I can no longe: pray, father. Heaven and Ferdinand
divide w1y bleeding soul, and I fear — I fear — (4 fte.
‘@ pause) Yet no, no, good father. The painter is
best praised when we forget him in the contemplation
of his picture. When in the contémplation of his
masterpiece, my delight makes me forget the Creator,
~— is not that, father, the true praise of God ?

ML (throws himself in displeasure on a chair)
There we have it! Those are the fruits of your un-
godly reading.

LoulisA.  (imeasy, goes to the window) Where can
he be now? Ah! the high-born ladies who see him
—listen to him—1 am a poor forgotten maiden.
(Startles at that word, and rushes to her father.)) But
nu, no! forgive me. I do not repine at my lot. I ask
but little — to think on him — that can harm no one.
Ah'! that T might breathe out this little spark of life
in, one soft, fondling zephyr to cool his cheek! That
this fragile floweret, youth, were a violet, on which he
might tread, and I die modestly beneath his feet! I
ask no more, father! Can the proud, majestic day-star
punish the gnat for basking in§s rays ?

MirL.  (deeply affected, leans ¢ arm of his chatr,
and covers his face) My child, m d, with joy would
I sacrifice the remnant of my hadst thou never
seen the major.

Louisa.  (ferrified) How! How! What did you
say ? No, no! that could not be your meaning, good
father. You know not that Ferdinand is mine! You
know not that God created him for me, and for my
delight alone! (After a pause of recollection.) The

t I bebeld him—and the blood
A&lowmg cheeks — every pulse beat
jthrob told me, every breath whis-
¥ And my heart, recognising the
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long-desired one, repeated «“'Tis he!” And the whole
world was as oue melodious echo of my delight! Then
—oh! then was the first dawning of my soul! A
thousand new sentiments arose in my bosom, as flowers
arise from the earth when spring approaches. I for-
got there was a world, yet never had I felt that world
so dear to me! I forgot there was a God, yet never
had I so loved him!

MiLL. (runs to her and clasps her to his bosom)
Louisa ! my beloved, my admirable child! Do what
thou wilt. Take all —all — my life — the baron —
God is my witness —him I can never give thee!

[Ewit.

LouisA. Nor would I have him now, father! Time
on earth is but a stinted dewdrop in the ocean of eter-
nity. ’Twill swiftly glide in one delicious dream ‘of
Ferdinwnd. I renounce him for this life! But then,
mother — then when the bounds of separation' are
removed — when the hated distinctions of rank no
Jonger part us— when men will be only men—1
shall bring nothing with me save my innocence! Yet
often has my father told me that at the Almighty’s
coming righes and titles will be worthless; and that
hearts alone will be bgfrond all price. Oh! then shall
I be rich! There, s will be reckoned for triumphs,
and purity of so preferred to an illustrious ances-
try. Then, then, er, shall I be noble! In what
will he then be superior to the girl of his heart ?

Mges. MiLL. (starts from her seat) Louisa! the
baron! He is jumping over the fence! Where shall
I hide myself ?

Loutsa.  (begins to tremble) Oh! do not leave me,
mother !

Mgrs. M. Mercy! What a figure I am. I am
quite ashamed! T cannot let his lordghinedi-
this state !
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Scene 1V.

LouisA — FERDINAND. (He jlies towurd her — she falls

‘ back into her chair, pale and trembling. He re-
mains staonding before her — they look at each
other for some moments in silence. A pawuse.)

FEerp. So pale, Louisa ?

LouisA.  (rising, and embracing him) It is nothing
— nothing now that you are here — it is over.

FErp. (takes her hand and raises it fo his lips)
And does my Louisa still love me? My heart is yes-
terday’s; is thine the same? I flew hither to see if
thou wert happy, that I might return and be so too.
But I find thee whelmed in sorrow !

Louisa. Not so, my beloved, not so!

Ferp. Confess, Louisa! you are not happy. I see
through your soul as clearly as through the transpar-
ent lustre of this brilliant. No spot can harbour here
unmanked by me-—no thought can cloud your brow
that does not reach your lover’s heart. Whence comes
this grief? Tell me, I beseech you! Ah! could I feel
assured this mirror still renfgined unsuﬂied, there’d
seem to me no cloud in all iverse! Tell me,
dear Louisa, what afflicts you ?

Loutsa. (looking at him wNPanxicty for a few
moments) Ferdinand ! couldst thou but know how such
discourse exalts the tradesman’s daughter —

FERD. (surprised) What say’st thou? Tell me,
girl! how camest thou by that thought? Thou art
my Louisa! who told thee thou couldst be aught else ?
See, false one, see, for what coldness I must chide

7 jmdeed thy whole soul absorbed by love
“gdst thou found time to draw compari-

- am with thee, my prudence is lost in

‘thine eyes: when I am absent in a
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dream of thee! But thou— thou canst harbour pru-
dence in the same breast with love! Fie on thee!
Every moment bestowed on this sorrow was a robbery
from affection and from me!

Loutsa.  (pressing his hand and shaking her head
with a melancholy air) Ferdinand, you would lull
my apprehensions to sleep; you would divert my eyes
from the precipice into which I am falling. I can see
the future! The voice of honour— your prospects,
your father’s anger — my nothingness. (Shuddering
and suddenly drops his hands.) Ferdinand! a sword
hangs over us! They would separate us !

FErp. (Jumps up) Separate us! Whence these
apprehensions, Louisa? Who can rend the bonds that
bind two hearts, or separate. the tones of one accord ?
True, I am a nobleman— but show me that my pateift
of nobility is older than the eternal laws of the uni-
verse — or my escutcheon more valid than the hand-
writing of heaven in my Louisa’s eyes? «This woman
is for this man?” I am son of the prime minister.
For that very reason, what but love can soften the
curses which my father’s extortions from the country
will entail ypon me ?

Louisa. Oh! how

Ferp. 1Ifearn

tear that father !

J:— nothing but that your affec-
tion should know s. Let obstacles rise between
us, huge as moun , I will look upon them as a
ladder by which to fly into the arms of my Louisa !
The tempest of opposing fate shall but fan the flame
of my affection : dangers will only serve to make Louisa
yet more charming. Then speak no more of terrors,
my love! I myself —1I will watch over thee carefully
as the enchanter’s dragon watches over buried gold.

Trust thyself to me! Thou shalt need, thon o male
I will throw myself between thee a

receive each wound. For thee will

distilled from the cup of joy,tand
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bowl of love. (Zmbracing her affectionately.) This
arm shall support my Louisa through life. Fairer
than it dismissed thee, shall heaven receive thee back,
and confess with delight that love alone can give per-
fection to the soul.

LoutsA. (disengaging Lerself from him, greatly agi-
tated) No more! I beseech thee, Ferdinand! no more!
Couldst thou know! Oh! leave me, leave me! Little
dost thon feel how these hopes rend my heart in
pieces like fiends! (Going.)

Fern.  (detaining her) Stay, Louisa! stay! Why
this agitation ? Why those anxious looks?

Louisa. 1 had foigotten these dreams, and was
happy. Now — now — from this day is the tranquil-
lity of my heart no more. Wild iinpetuous wishes
‘will torment my bosom! Go! God forgive thee!
Thou hast hurled a firebrand into my young peaceful
heart which nothing can extinguish! (She breaks
Jrom him, and rushes from the apartment, followed
Jy FERDINAND.)

ScENE V.
A Chamber in the AESTDEN’I"S House.

The PRESIDENT, with the g'rcmwr of the cross about
his neck, and a star at reast — SECRETARY
Worm.

PrES. A serious attachment, say you? No, no,
‘Worm ; that I never can believe.
WorM. If your Excellency pleases, I will bring
amagiswf my assertions.
Zhat he has a fancy for the wench — flatters
f you will, pretends to love her — all this
ible — nay — excusable — but — and the
a musiciah, you say ?
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‘WorM. Of Miller, the music-master.

Prres. Handsome? But that, of course.

WorM. (with warmth) A most captivating and
lovely blondine, who, without saying too much, might
figure advantageously beside the greatest beauties of
the court.

Pres. (laughs) It's very plain, Worm, that you
have an eye upon the jade yourself —1I see that. But
listen, Worm. That my son has a passion for the fair
sex gives me hope that he will find favour with the
ladies. He may make his way at court. The girl is
handsome, you say; I am glad to think my son has
taste. - Can he deceive the silly wench by holding out
honourable intentions — still better ; it will show that
he is shrewd enough to play the hypocrite when it
serves his purpose. He may become prime minister —
if he accomplishes his purpose! Admirable! that will
prove to me that fortune favours him. Should the
farce end with a chubby grandchild — incomparable !
I will drink an extra bottle of Malaga to the prospects
of my pedigree, and cheerfully pay the wench’s lying-in
expenses.

Worm. All T wish j
not have to drink that

PrEs.  (sternly

» that your Excellency may
tle to drown your sorrow.
Fm! remember that what I
once believe, I beli #ostinately — that I am furious
when angered. I al¥ willing to pass over as a joke
this attempt to stir my blood. That you are desirous
of getting rid of your rival, I can very well comprehend,
and that, because you might have some difficulty in
supplanting the son, you endeavour to make a catspaw
of the father, I can also understand — I am even de-
lighted to find that you are master of such excellent
qualifications in the way of roguery. B
“Worm, pray don’t make me, too, the
knavery. Understand me, have a care ti
ning trench not upon my plans.‘* .
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WorM. Pardon me, your Excellency ! If even —
as you suspect — jealousy is concerned, it is only with
the eye, and not with the tongue.

Pres. It would be better to dispense with it alto-
gether. 'What can it matter to you, simpleton, whether
you get your coin fresh from the mint, or it comes
through a banker? Console yourself with the example
of our nobility. Whether known to the bridegroom
or not, I can assure you that, amongst us of rank,
scarcely a marwiage takes place but what at least
half a dozen of the guests —or the footmen— can
state the geometrical area gffthe bridegroom’s paradise.

Worm. (lowing) My lord! Upon this head I
confess myself a plcbeian.

- Pres. And, besides, you may soon have the satis-
faction of turning the laugh most handsomely against
yeur rival. At this very moment it is under considera-
tion in the cabinet, that, upon the arrival of the new
duchess, Lady Milford shall apparently be discarded,
+and, to complete the deception, form an alliance. You
know, Worm, how greatly my influence depends upon
this lady — how my wmightiest prospects hang upon
the passions of the prince. ¢ The duke i® now seeking
a partner for Lady Milford. §Some one else may step
in — conclude the bargain ladyship, win the
confidence of the prince, and e himself indispen-
sable, to my cost. Now, to ré8in the prince in the
meshes of my family, I have resolved that my Ferdi-
nand shall marry Lady Milford. Is that clear to you?

WorM. Quite dazzling! Your Excellency has at
least convinced me that, compared with the president,
the father is but a novice. Should the major prove as
obedient, n as you show yourself a tender father,

may chance to be returned with a pro-

unately gI have never yet had to fear
my wilf when once I have pronouuced,
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«It shall be so!” But now, Worm, that brings us
back to our former subject! 1 will propose Lady
Milford to my son this very day. The face which he
puts upon it shall either confirm your suspicions or
entirely confute them.

WorM. Pardon me, my lord! The sullen face
which he most assuredly will put upon it may be
placed equally to the account of the bride you offer to
him as of her from whom you wish to separate him.
I would beg of you a more positive test! Propose to
him some perfectly unexceptionable woman. Then,
if he consents, let Secretary Worm break stones on
the highway for the next three years.

PrEs.  (biteng his lips) The devil !

‘WorM. Such is the case, you may rest assured!
The mother — stupidity itself — has, in her simplicity,’
betrayed all to me.

PrES. (pacing the room, and trying to repress s
rage) Good ! this very morning, then !

Worm. Yet, let me entreat your Excellency.
not to forget that the major —is my master’s
son —

PreEs. Necharm shall gome to him, Worm.

Worm.  And that myfservice in ridding you of an
unwelcome daught W o—

Pres. Should hg#®arded by me helping you to
a wife 2 That too, ' !

WoRrM.  (bowing with delight) Eternally your lord-
ship’s slave. (Going.)

Pres. (¢hreatening him) As to what I have confided
to you, Worm! If you dare but to whisper a sylla-
ble —

WorM. (laughs) Then your Excellency viikhdauibaibt,
expose my forgeries !

PRES.  Yes, yes, you are safe enough!
in the fetters of your own knawery, like a
hook !
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En'er SERVANT.

SERVANT. Marshal Kalb.—
Pras. The very man I wished to see. Introduce
him. [Exit SERVANT.

ScENE VI

MarsHAL KALB, in a rich but tasteless court-dress, with
chamberlavw's keys, two watches, sword, three-cor-
nered hat, and hair dressed & la Herisson. He
bustles wp to the PRESIDENT, and Jiffuses a strong
scent cf musk through the whole theatre — PRESI-
DENT.

MarsnaL. Ah!good morning, my dear baron! Quite
delighted to see you again — pray forgive my not hav-
ing paid my respects to you at an earlier hour — the
most pressing business — the duke’s bill of fare —in-
vitation cards — arrangements for the sledge party
to-day — ah ! — besides it was necessary for me to be
at the levee, to inform his Highness of the state of the
weather.

Pres. True, marshal ! Slkh weighty concerns were
not to be neglected !

MarsHAL  Then a rascyailor, too, kept me
waiting for him !

PrES. And yet ready to the moment ?

MarsHAL. Noristhatall! One misfortune follows
at the heels of the other to-day! Only hear me!

Pres.  (absent) Can it be possible ?

MarsHAL.  Just listen! Scarce had I quitted my
pe, when the horses became restive, and began
inge and rear — ouly imagine!— splashed my
es all over with mud! What was to be done?
, my dear baroy, 'just fancy yourself for a mo-
{in my predicgfhent! There I stood! the hour
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was late! a day’s journey to return — yet to appear
before his Highness in this— good heavens! What
did I bethink me of ? I pretended to faint! They
bundle me into my carriage! I drive home like mad
—- change my dress — hasten back —and only think!
—in spite of all this I was the first person in the
antechamber! What say you to that ?

PrEs. A most admirable impromptu of mortal wit
— but tell me, Kalb, did you speak to the duke ?

MARSHAL.  (vmportantly) Full twenty minutes and
a half.

Pres. Indeed ? Then doubtless you have important
news to impart to me ?

MARSHAL.  (seriously, after a pause of reflecton) His
Highness wears a Merde d’Oye beaver to-day.

PrEs. God bless me!— and yet, marshal, I have"
even greater news to tell you. Lady Milford will soon
become my daughter-in-law. That, I think, will be new

to you?
MarsHAL  Is it possible! And is it already agreed
upon ? e

Prigs. It is settled, marshal — and you would oblige
me by forthwith waiting upon her ladyship, and pre-
paring her to receive Ferdfnand’s visit. You have full
liberty, also, to cir the news of my son’s ap-
proaching nuptials.

MAgrsHAL. My &% friend! With consummate
pleasure! What can T desire more? I fly to the
baroness this moment. Adieu! (Embracing him.) In
less than three-quarters of an hour it shall be known
throughout the town. [Skips off-

PrEs.  (smiling contemptuously) How can i
say that such creatures are of no use in the world
then, Master Ferdinand must either consent
the whole town the lie. (Rings — WORM enters.
my son hither. (WORM retiresy the PRESIDEN
up and down, full of thought.)
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SceNE VII.
PRESIDENT — FERDINAND.

FErD. 1n obedience to your commands, sir —

Pres. Ay, if I desire the presence of my son, I
must command it — Ferdinand, I have observed you
for some time past, and find no longer that open vi-
vacity of youvh which once so delighted me. An
unusual sorrow broods upon your features; you shun
your father ; you shun society. For shame, Ferdinand !
At your age a thousand irregularities ure easier for-
given than one instant of idle melancholy. Leave this
to me, my son! Leave the care of your future happi-
mess to my direction, and study only te codperate with

designs — come, Ferdinand, embrace me !
ERD. You are most gracious to-day, father !

Pres. «To-day,” you rogue? and your “to-day”
with such a vinegar look? (Seriously.) Ferdinand!
For whose sake have I trod that dangerous path which
leads to the affections of the prince? For whose sake
have I for ever destroyed my peace with Heaven and
my conscience?! Hear me, Rerdinand — I am speak-
ing to my son. For whom hi aved the way by
the removal of my predecessor ed which the more
deeply gores my inward feelin e more carefully I
conceal the dagger from the world! Tell me, Ferdi-
nand, for whose sake have I done all this ?

FERD. (recoiling with horror) Surely not for mine,
father, not for mine? Surely not on me can fall the
hbaags reflection of this murder? By my Almighty
fr, it were better never to have been born than to
pretext for such a crime!
ges. What sayest thou? How? But I will
bute these strange potions to thy romantic brain,
nand ; let me noff lose my temper — ungrateful
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boy! Thus dost thou repay me for my sleepless
nights 2 Thus for my restless anxiety to promote thy
good ? Thus for the never-dying scorpion of my con-
science ? Upon me must fall the burden of respon-
sibility ; upon me the curse, the thunderbolt of the
Judge. Thou receivest thy fortune from another’s
hand — the crime is not attached to the inheritance.

FERD. (egtending his right hand toward heaven)
Here I solemnly abjure an inheritance which must ever
remind me of a parent’s guilt !

Pres. Hear me, sirrah! and do not incense me»t
Were you left to your own direction you would crawl

_through life in the dust.

Ferp. Oh! better, father, far, far better, than to
crawl about a throne!

PrEs.  (repressing his anger) So! Then compulsion
must make you sensible of your good fortune! To
that point, which, with the utinost striving a thousdnd
others fail to reach, you have been exalted in your
very sleep. At twelve you received a commission; at
twenty a command. I have succeeded in obtammg for
you the duke’s patronage. He bids you lay aside your
uniform, and share with me his favour and his con-
fidence. Hé spoke of titfes — embassies — of honours
bestowed but upo A glorious prospect spreads
itself before you! tdirect .path to the place next
the throne lies opeXgs you! Nay, to the throne itself,
if the actual power of ruling is equivalent to the mere
symbol. Does not that idea awaken your ambition ?

Ferp. No! My ideas of greatness and happiness
differ widely from yours. Your happiness is but sel-
dom known, except by the misery of others. Envy,
terror, hatred are the melancholy mirrors in which the
smiles of princes are reflected. Tears, curses, g4
wailings of despair, the horrid banquet that fedf
supposed elect of fortune; intjpxicated with th
rush headleng into eternity, stdwgering to the
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judgment. My ideas of happiness teach me to look for
its fountain in myself! All my wishes lie centred in
my heart !

PrEs. Masterly ! Inimitable!' Admirable! The first
schooling I have received these thirty years! Pity that
the brain at tifty should be so dull at learning! But
— that such talent may not rust, I will place one by
your side on whom you can practise your harlequinade
follies at pleasure. You will resolve — resolve this
very day — to tuke a wife.

FERD. (starting back amazed) Father!

Pres. Answer me not. I have made proposals, in
your name, to Lady Milford. You will instantly deter-
mine upon gcing to her, and declaring yourself her
bridegroom.

»Ferp.,  Lady Milford ! father ?

Pres. T presume she is not unknown to you!

PerD.  (passionately) To what brothel is she un-
known through the dukedom ? But pardon me, dearest
father! It is nidiculous to imagine that your proposal
can be gerious. Would you call yourself father of that
infamous son who married a licensed prostitute ?

Pres. Nay, more. I would ask her hand myself,
if she would take a man of fi Would fot you call
yourself that infamous father’s

Frrn. No! as God lives! ¢

PrEs.  An audacity, by my h
for its excessive singularity.

Ferp. 1 entreat you, father, release me from a
demand which would render it insupportable to call
myself your son.

PrEs. Are you distracted, boy? What reasonable
man would not thirst after a distinction which makes
him, as.one of a trio, the equal and co-partner of his
.sovereign ?

- FErp, Youare quit;yn enigma to me, father! «A
distinction,” do you calf it? A distinction to share

! which I pardon
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that with a prince, wherein he places himself on a level
with the meanest of his subjects? (7The PRESIDENT
bursts into a loud laugh.) You may scoff —I must
subwmit to it in a father. With what countenance
should I support the gaze of the meanest labourer, who
at least receives an undivided person as the portion of
his bride? With what countenance should I present
myself before the world? before the prince? nay,
before the harlot herself, who seeks to wash out in my
shame the brand-marks of her honour ?

Pres. Where in the world couldst thou collect such
notions, boy ?

Ferp. I implore you, father, by heaven and earth!
By thus sacrificing your only son you can never become
so happy as you will make him miserable! If my
life can be a step to your advancement, dispose of it.
My life you gave me; and I will never hesitate a mo-
ment to sacrifice it wholly to your welfare. But my
honour, father! If you deprive me of this, the giving
me life was a mere trick of wanton cruelty, and I must
equally curse the parent and the pander.

PrES. (tapping him on the shoulder in a frwndly
manner) That's as it _should be, my dear boy! Now
1 see that you are a brave and noble fellow, and worthy
of the first wo v; the dukedom. You shall have
her. This very ;ou shall be affianced to the Count-
ess of Ostheim. y

FERD.  (in new dzsomler) Is this, then, destined to
be the hour of my destruction ?

PrES.  (regarding him with an eye of suspicion) In
this union, I imagine, you can have no objection on
the score of honour ?

FErD. None, father, none whatever. Frederica of
Ostheim would make any other the happiest of men.
(Aside, in the greatest agit ion.) His kindness rends in
pieces that remnant of my\jeart which his cruelty left
unwounded.
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PrEs. (his eye still fixed upon him) I expect your
gratitude, Ferdinand !

FerD. (rushes toward him and kisses his hands)
Father, your goodness awakens every spark of senti-
oent in my bosom. Father! receive my warmest
thanks for your kind intentions. Your choice is unex-
ceptionable! But I cannot — I dare not— pity 1ne,
father, I never can love the countess.

PrES. (draws back) Ha! ha: now I've caught you,
young gentleman! The cunning fox has tumbled into
the trap. Ob, you artful hypocrite! It was not then
honour which made you refuse Lady Milford ? It was
not the woman. but the nuptials which alarmed you'!
(FERDINAND stands petrified for a moment ; then recovers
hingself and prepares to quit the chamber hastily.)
Whither now? Stay, sir. Is this the respect due to
yourefather ? (FERDINAND returns slowly.) Her lady-
ship expects you. The duke has my promise! Both
court and city believe all is settled. If thou makest
me appear a liar, boy ! If, before the duke — the lady
— the cburt and city — thou shouldst make me appear
a liar! — tremble, boy ! — or when I have gained in-
formation of certain circumstanses — how now? Why
does the colour so suddenly forsdke your cheeks ?

FERD. (pale and trembling) What ? Noth-
ing — it is nothing, my father!

PrES.  (casting upon him a dMul look) Should
there be cause. If I should discover the source whence
this obstinacy proceeds! Boy ! boy! the very suspicion
drives me distracted! Leave me this moment. ’Tis
now the hour of parade. As soon as the word is given,
go thou to her ladyship. At my nod a dukedom
trembles ; we shall see whether a disobedient son dare
dispute my will!  (Going, returns) Remember, sir!
fail not to wait on Lady ﬁllford, or dread my anger!

[Exit.

FERD. (awakens, as lfmm a dream) Is he gone?



324 LOVE AND INTRIQJE

Was that a father’s voice ?  Yes, I wm g0 — I will see
her — I will say such things to her —hold such a
mirror before her eyes. Then, base woman, shouldst
thou still demand my hand — in the presence of the
assembled nobles, the military, and the people — gird
thyself with all the pride of thy native Britain—1, a
German youth, will spurn thee ! [Exit.

ACT 1L
SceNE I

A room in LADY MILFORD'S house. On the right of the
stage stands a sofn, on the left a pianoforte.

LADY MILFORD, in « loose but clegant négligbe, is ‘run-
ning her hand over the keys of the pianoferte as
Soruy advances from the window.

SorHY. The parade is over, and the officers: are
separating, but I see no signs of the major.

Lapy M. (rises and walks wp and down the room
in visthle agitation) T know not what ails me to-day,
Sophy ! I never fj so before — you say you do not
see him! It 1& et enough that he is by no means
impatient for tigyo' aetmg—— my heart feels oppressed
as if by someM&.avy crime. Go! Sophy, order the
most spirited horse in the stable to be,saddled for me
—1I must away into the open air where I may look on
the blue sky and hear the busy hum of man. I must
dispel this gloominess by change and motion.

Sorny. If you feel out of spirits, my lady, why not
invite company ? Let the prince give an entertainmrent
here, or have the ombre table brought to you. If the
prince and all his court vere at my beck and call 1
would let no whim or fand~ trouble me !

Lapy M. (throwing hQ self on the couch) Pray,
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spare me. I wpdld gladly give a jewel in exchange for
every hour’s #espite from the infliction of such com-
pany! I always have my rooms tapestried with these
creatures ! Narrow-minded, miserable beings, who are
quite shocked if by chance a candid and heartfelt word
should escape one’s lips! and stand aghast as though
they saw an apparition; slaves, moved by a single
puppet-wire, which I can govern as easily as the threads
of my embroidery! What can I have in common
with such insipid wretches, whose souls, like their
watches, are regulated by machinery? What pleasure
can I have in the society of people whose answers to
my questions 1 know beforehand? How can I hold
communion with men who dare not venture on an
opinion of their own lest it should differ from mine!
Away with them — I care not to ride a horse that has
not spirit enough to champ the bit! (Goes to the win-
dow

SopHY. But surely, my lady, you except the prince,
the handsomest, the wittiest, and the most gallant man
iu all hjs duchy. '

Lapy M. (returning) Yes, in hus duchy, that was
well said —and it is only a royal duchy, Sophy, that
could in the least excuse my ®%eakness. Ylou say the
world envies me! Poor thing 'R It should rather pity
me! Believe me, of all who f the streams of
royal bounty there is none m iserable than the
sovereign’s favourite, for he who ¥ great and mighty
in the eyes of others comes to Zer but as the humble
suppliant! It is true that by the talisman of bis
greatness he can realise every wish of my heart as
readily as the magician calls forth the fairy palace
from the depths of the earth! He can place the
luxuries of both Indies upon my table, turn the barren
wilderness to a paradise, fan bid the broad rivers of
his land play in triumphgl arches over my path, or ex-
peud all the hard-ear gains of his subjects in a
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single feu-de-joie to my honour. B can he school
his heart to respond to one great or ar®ent emotion ?
Can he extort one noble thought from his weak and
indigent brain? Alas! my heart is thirsting amid
all this ocean of splendour; what avail, then, a thou-.
sand virtuous sentiments when I am only permitted
to indulge in the pleasures of the senses?

SopHY. (regarding her with surprise) Dear lady,
you amaze me! how long is it since I entered your
service ? '

Lapy M. Do you ask because this is the first day
on which you have learnt to know me? I have sold
my honour to the prince, it is true, but my beart is
still my own — a heart, dear Sophy, which even yet
may be worth the acceptance of an honourable man —
a heart over which the pestilential blast of courtly cor-
ruption has passed as the breath which for a moment
dims the mirror’s lustre. Believe me, my spirit would
long since have revolted against this miserable thraldom
could my ambition have submitted to see another
advanced to my place.

Sopny. And could a heart like yours so readily sur-
render itself to mere ambition ?

Lapy M. (with endrgy) Has it not already been

avenged ? nay, is it u{ob even at this very moment

making me pay al "% atonement ? (With emphagis
laying her hand @79 °0PRY'S shoulder.) Believe mé,
Sophy, woman ha¥%«$dt to choese between ruling and
serving, but the utmost joy of power is a worthless
possession if the mightier joy of being slave to the
man we love be denied us.

SopHY. A truth, dear lady, which I could least of
all have expected to hear from your lips!

Lapy M. And wherefore, Sophy ? Does not woman
show, by her childish mode\{ swaying the sceptre of
power, that she is only fit{to go in leading-strings?

Have not my fickle humour|— my eager pursuit of
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wild dissipatiopf— betrayed to you that I sought in
these to sti#€ the still wilder throbbings of my
heart ?

Sopuy. (starting back with surprise) This from you,
smy lady ?

Lavy M. (continuing with increasing energy) Ap-
pease these throbbings. Give me the man in whom
my thoughts are centred — the man I adore, without
whom life were worse than death. Let me but hear
from Ads lips that the tears of love with which my
eyes are bedewed outvie the gems that sparkle in my
huir, and I will throw at the feet of the prince his
heart and his dukedom, and flee to the uttermost parts
of the earth with the man of my love !

Sorny. (looking at her in alarm) Heavens! my
la#y ! control your emotion —

Lapy M. (én surprise) You change colour! To
whdt have I given utterance ? Yet, since I have said
thus much, let me say still more — let my confidence
bg a pledge of your fidelity, — I will tell you all.

Sopgy. (looking anxiously around) I fear, my lady
— I dread it — I have heard enough !

Lapy M. This alliance with the major — you, like
the rest of the world, believ® to be the %esult of a
court intrigue — Sophy, blush ot — be not ashamed
of me — it. is the work of — m

Sopny. Heavens! As] su !

Lapy M. Yes, Sophy, they 1 deceived. The
weak prince — the diplomatic baron — the silly mar-
shal — each and all of these are firmly convinced that
this marriage is a most infallible means of preserving
me to the prince, and of uniting us still more firmly !
But this will prove the very means of separating us
for ever, and bursting asupder these execrable bonds.
The cheater cheated — offtwitted by a weak woman.
Ye yourselves are leading/ me to the man of my heart
— this was all I sought§ Let him but once be mine —
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be but mine — then, oh, then, a long\'igewell to all
this despicable pomp !

Scene I1.

An old valet of the DUKE'S with a casket of jewels.
The former.

VaLEr. His Serene Highness begs your ladyship’s
acceptance of these jewels as a nuptial present. They
have just arrived from Venice.

Lapy M. (opens the casket and starts back in aston-
4shment) What did these jewels cost the duke ?

"VALET. Nothing!

Lapy M.  Nothing ! Are you beside yourself ? (Re-
treating a step or two.) ~ Old man! you fix on me"a
look as though you would pierce me through. Iid
you say these precious jewels cost nothing ?

VALET. Yesterday seven thousand children of the
land left their homes to go to America— they pay
for all. S
Lapy M. (sets the casket suddenly down, and paces
up and down the room ; after a pause, to the VALET)
What distresses you, ol “man ? you are weeping !

VALET (wiping Cs, and trembling violently) Yes,
for these jewels. ’nro sons are among the number.

Lany M. But . went not by compulsion ?

VALET.  (laughiy bitterly) Oh! dear no! they
were all volunteers! There were certainly some few
forward lads who pushed to the front of the ranks and
inquired of the colonel at what price the prince sold
his subjects per yoke, upgn which our gracious ruler
ordered the regiments tofge marched to the parade,
and the malcontents to be %ot. We heard the report
of the muskets, and saw btiins and blood spurting
about us, while the whole biund shouted — « Hurrah
for America !”
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Lapy VAnd 1 heard nothing of all ihis! saw
nothing !

VALET. No, most gracious lady, because you rode
off to the bear-hunt with his Highness just at the
moment the drum was beating for the march. Tis a
pity your ladyship missed the pleasure of the sight —
here, crying children might be seen following their
wretched father — there, a mother distracted with
grief was rushing forward to throw her tender infant
among the bristling bayonets — here, a bride and bride-
groom were separated with the sabre’s stroke — and
there, graybeards were seen to stand in despair, and
fling their very crutches after their sons in the New
‘World — and, in the midst of all this, the drums were
beating loudly, that the prayers and lamentations
thight not reach the Almighty ear.

LADY M. (rising in violent emotion) Away with
these jewels — their rays pierce my bosom like the
flames of hell. Moderate your grief, old man. Your
ehildren shall be restored to you. You shall again
clasp sthem to your bosom.

VALET.  (with warmth) Yes, Heaven knows! We
shall meet again! - As they massed the city gates they
turned round and cried aloudg “God bless our wives
and children — long life to ou gdous sovereign. At
the day of judgment we shall et again!”

Lapy M. (walks up and the room in great
agitation) Horrible! most horrible! — and they would
persuade me that I had dried up all the tears in the
land. Now, indeed, my eyes are fearfully opened!
Go — tell the prince that I will thank him in person !
(As the valet is going she digs the purse into his hat.)
And take this as a recompglfse for the truth you have
revealed to me.

VALET. (throws the Jourse with contempt on the
table) Keep it, with youf other treasures, [Bait.

Lavy M. (looking@after him in astonishment)
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Sophy, follow him, and inquire his nam¥¢ His sons
shall be restored to him. (SoPHY goes. DY MiL-
FORD becomes absorbed in thought. Pause. Then to
SopaY as she returns.) Was there not a report that
some town on the frontier had been destroyed by fire,
and four hundred families reduced to beggary? (She
79N98.)

Sopry. What has made your ladyship just think
of that ? Yes— such was certainly the fact, and most
of these poor creatures are either compelled to serve
their creditors as bondsmen, or are dragging out their
miserable days in the depths of the royal silver mines.

Enter o SERVANT. What are your ladyship’s com-
mands ?

Lapy M. (giwving him the case of jewels) Carry
this to my treasurer without delay. Let the jewels be
sold and the money distributed among the four hundred
families who were ruined by the fire. ’

SorHY. Consider, my lady, the risk you run of dis-
pleasing his Highness. .

Lapy M. (with dignity) Should I encircle my
brows with the curses of his subjects 2 (Makes a sign
to the servapt, who goes, away with the jewel-case.)
Wouldst thou have me .éragged to the earth by the
dreadful weight of &he if&lrs of misery? Nay! So‘ph‘y,
it is better far to wegfg\Mse jewels on the brow, and to
have the consciouggy; W of a good deed within the
breast !

Sorny. But diamonds of such value! Why not
rather give some that are less precious? Truly, my
lady, it is an unpardonable act.

Lapy M. Foolish gir¥® For this deed more bril-
liants and pearls will flowor me in one moment than
kings ever wore in their rthest diadems! Ay, and
infinitely more beautiful !

SERVANT enters. Major voN.Walter !

Sopuy. (rumming hastily toYhe help of LADY MiL-
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FORD, wl(w/ems JSainting) Heavens, my iady, you
change cdfour!

Lapy M. The first man who ever made me trem-
ble. (7Zo the SERVANT.) T am not well — but stay —
what said the major ?—how?—O Sophy! I look
sadly ill, do I not ?

Sopuy. I entreat you, my lady, compose yourself.

SERVANT. Is it your ladyship’s wish that I should
deny you to the major ?

Lavy M. (hesitating) Tell him — I shall be happy
to see him. (Zwit SERVANT.) What shell I say to him,
Sophy ? how shall I receive him? I will be silent —
alag! T fear he will despise my weakness. He will
—ah, me! what sad forebodings oppress my heart!
You are going, Sophy! stay, yet — no, no — he comes
L~ yes, stay, stay with me —

Sopny. Collect yourself, my lady, the major —

SceNe IIT.
FERDINAND VvON WALTER. The former.

FERD. (with a slight bow)y, I hope I do not inter-
rupt your ladyship ?

LapY M.  (with visible emJig) Not at all, baron
— not in the least.

Ferp. I wait on your ladySHy, at the command of
my father. :

Lavy M. Therein I am his debtor.

FErp. And I am charged to announce to you that
our marriage is determine Thus far I fulfil the
commission of my father.

Lapy M. (changing ¢
of your own heart ?

Ferp. Ministers angf panders have no concern with
hearts.
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LapY M. (almost speechless with emotiokAnd you
yourself — have you nothing to add ? .

Ferp. (looking at SopHY) Much ! my lady, much !

Lapy M. (motions to SOPHY to withdraw) May I
beg you to take a seat by my side ?

Ferp. I will be brief, lady.

Lapy M. Well!

Ferp. I am a man of honour!

Lapy M. Whose worth I know how to appreciate.

Ferp. I am of noble birth !

Lapy M. Noble as any in the land !

FERD. A soldier!

LapY M. (in a soft, affectionate manner) Thus far
you have only enumerated advantages which you share
in common with many others. Why are you so silent
regarding those noble qualities which are peculiarly’
your own?

FErD. (coldly) Here they would be out of place.

Lapy M.  (with increasing agitation) In what light
am I to understand this prelude ?

FErD. (slowly, and with emphasis) As the pretest
of the voice of honour — should you think proper to
enforce the pessession of gy hand !

Laoy M. (starting
Walter! What languag

FErD. (calmly) 3
unspotted name — sy

Lapy M. Your W%
Pprince. .

Ferp. ’'Twas the state which gave it, by the hands
of the prince. God bestoged on me an honest heart.
My nobility is derived fr‘a line of ancestry extend-
ing through centuries.

Lapy M. But the authorNy of the prince —

Frep.  (with warmth) Cankhe subvert the laws of
humanity, or stamp glory on ot actions as easily as he
stamps value on the coin of his k2alm ? He himself is

dnguage of my heart — of my
% this true sword.
d was given to you by the
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not raisedgMoove the laws of honour, although he may
stifle its®whispers with gold — and shroud his infamy
in robes of ermine ! But enough of this, lady ! — it is
too late now to talk of blasted prospects — or of the
desecration of ancestry — or of that nice sense of
honour — girded on with my sword —or of the
world’s opinion. All these I am ready to trample
under foot as soon as you have proved to me that the
reward is not inferior to the sacrifice.

Lapy M. (in extreme distress turning away) Major !
I have not deserved this!

TEeD. (taking her hand) Pardon me, lady — we are
without witnesses. The circumstance which brings us
together to-day -— and only to-day — justifies me, nay,
compels 1me, to reveal to you my most secret feelings.
I cannot comprehend, lady, how a being gifted with so

Jnuch beauty and spirit — qualities which a man can-
not fail to admire — could throw herself away on a
prince incapable of valuing aught beyond her mere
person —and yet not feel some visitings of shame,
when she steps forth to offer her heart to a man of
honour !

Laoy M. (looking at higy with an aig of pride) Say
on, sir, without reserve.

Frrp.  You call yoursels
don me, lady, I can hardly
daugbter of the freest peo
too proud to imitate eve eign virtues — would
surely never have sold h to foreign vices! It
is not possible, lady, that "you should be a native of
Britain, unless indeed % heart be as much below

n Englishwoman — par-
ve you. The free-born
er heaven — a people

as the sons of Britanniagfunt theirs to be above all
others !

Lapy M. Have yoyFdone, sir?

FErp. Womanly ynity — passions — temperament
— a natural appetityf for pleasure — all these might,
perhaps, be pleadedffin extenuation — for virtue often
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survives honour — and many who once t&phe paths
of infamy have subsequently reconciled themselves to
society by the performance of noble deeds, and have
thus thrown a halo of glory round their evil doings —
but if this were so, whence comes the monstrous ex-
tortion that now oppresses the people with a weight
never before known ? This I would ask in the name
of my fatherland — and now, lady, I have done!

Lapy M. (with gentleness and dignity) This is the
first time, Baron von Walter, that words such as these
have been addressed to me—and you are the only
man to whom I would in return have vouchsafed an
answer. Your rejection of my hand commands my
esteem. Your invectives against my heart have my
full forgiveness, for I will not believe you sincere,
since he who dares hold such language to a woman
that could ruin him in an instant — must either bg-
lieve that she possesses a great and noble- heart — or
must be the most desperate of madmen. That you
ascribe the misery of this land to me may He forgive,
before whose throne you, and I, and the prince ¢hall
one day meet! But, as in my person you have in-
sulted the dagyghter of Brifain, so in vindication of my
country’s honour you mugt hear my exculpation.

FErD.  (leaning on i sword) Lady, T listen with
interest.

Lapy M. Hear, § u«Rdat which I have never yet
breathed to mortal, #fhich none but yourself will
ever learn from my li} am not the low adventurer
you suppose me, sir! T3B! did I listen to the voice
of pride, I might even st myself to be of royal
birth; I am descended §m the unhappy Thomas
Norfolk, who paid the p®alty of his adherence to
the cause of Mary, Queen oNScots, by a bloody death
on the scaffold. My father, wi\p, as royal chamberlain,
had once enjoyed his sovereigKs confidence, was ac-
cused of maintaining treasonablelzelations with France,
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and was Wemned and executed by a decree of the
ParliameM of Great Britain. Our estates were con-
fiscated, and our family banished from their native soil.
My mother died on the day of my father’s execution,
and I—then a girl of fourteen —fled to Germany
with one faithful attendant. A casket of jewels, and
this crucifix, placed in my bosom by my dying mother,
were all my fortune!
[FERD., absorbed in thought, surveys LADY MILFORD
with looks of compassion and sympathy.
Lapy M. (continwing with increased emotion) With-
out a name — without protection or property —a for-
eigner and an orphan, T reached Hamburg. I had
learnt nothing but a little French, and to run my
fingers over the ewbroidery-frame, or the keys of
*my harpsichord. But, though I was ignorant of all
seful arts, I had learnt full well to feast off gold and
silver, to sleep beneath silken hangings, to bid attend-
ant pages obey my voice, and to listen to the honeyed
words of flatterv and adulation. Six years passed
away in sorrow and in sadness — the remnant of my
scanty means was fast melting away — my old and
faithful nurse was no moreg— and — ang then it was
that fate brought your sovereign to Hamburg. I was
walking beside the shores of #he Elbe, wondering, as I
gazed on its waters, whether Sl or my sorrows were
the deeper, when the duke a8 my path. He fol-
lowed me, traced me to my e abode, and, casting
himself at my feet, vowed he loved me. (She
pauses, and after strugglinggilh her emotion, continues
All the images of my
¢ilFed in hues of delusive
brightness — while the fuf§fe lowered before me black
as the grave. My hearypanted for communion with
another — and I sank iffto the arms opened to receive
me! (Turning away} And now you condemn me!
FERD. (greatly adftated, follows her and leads her
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back) Lady! heavens! what do I hea , What have
I done? The guilt of my conduct is unveiled in all
its deformity ! It is impossible you should forgive me.
Lapy M. (endeavouring to overcome her emotion)
Hear me on! The prince, it is true, overcame my
unprotected youth, but the blood of the Howards still
glowed within my veins, and never ceased to reproach
me; that I, the descendant of royal ancestors, should
stoop to be a prince’s paramour! Pride and destiny
still contended in my bosom, when the duke brought
me hither, where scenes the most revolting burst upon
my sight! The voluptuousness of the great is an
insatiable hyena — the craving of whose appetite de-
mands perpetual victims. Fearfully had it laid this
country waste — separating bridegroom and bride —
and tearing asunder even the holy bonds of marriage.
Here it had destroyed the tranquil happiness of a
whole family — there the blighting pest had seized
on a young and inexperienced heart, and expiring
victims called down bitter imprecations on the heads
of the undoers. It was then ‘that I stepped, forth
between the lamb and the tiger, and, in a moment
of dalliance, extorted from the duke his royal promise
that this revolting licentfousness should cease.
FERrD. (pacing the/émom . violent agitation) No
more, lady ! No mos '
Lapy M. Thig my period was succeeded by
one still more gl§ghicsx The court swarmed with
French and Italia 1 agnturers — the royal sceptre
nik®! & Parisian harlots, and the
Mstbeneath their capricious rule.
Each had her day. I \mv them sink before me, one
by one, for I was the mddgyskilful coquette of all! It
was then that I seized and\ggielded the tyrant’s sceptre
whilst he slumbered volupfigously in my embrace —
then, Walter, thy country, fo\, the first time, felt the
hand of humanity, and reposy] in confidence on my
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bosom. (A4 gWuse, during which she gazes wpon him
with tenderness) Obh! that the man, by whom, of all
others, I least wish to be misunderstood, should com-
pel me tn turn braggart and parade my unobtrusive
virtues to the glare of admiration! Walter, I have
burst open the doors of prisons —1I have cancelled
death-warrants and shortenea many a frightful eter-
nity uvpon the galleys. Into wounds beyond my power
to heal T have at least pourea soothing balsam. I
have hurled mighty villains to the earth, and oft with
the tears of a harlot saved the cause of innocence from
impending ruin. Ah! young man, how sweet were
then my feelings! How proudly did these actions
teach my heart to support the reproaches of my noble
blgod ! And now comes the man who alone can repay
mé for all that I have suffered — the man, whom per-
haps my relenting destiny created as a compensation
for former sorrows — the man, whom with ardent affec-
tion, I alveady clasped in my dreams.

*Ferp. (interrupting her) Hold, lady, hold! You
exceed ¢he bounds of our conference! You undertook
to clear yourself from reproach, and you make me a
criminal ! Spare me, I beseegh you! Spare a heart
already overwhelmed by confusign and remorse !

Lapy M. (grasping his ha ‘\
Walter ! hear me now or never. 2
heroine sustained me; now wy@EEEt fecl the whole
weight of these tears! %
unfortunate — impetuously, ir
you — clasp you to her bosom 3
tinguishable love — should tkjf unfortunate — bowed
down with the consciousne{flfof shame— disgusted
with vicious pleasures — hiffoically exalted by the
inspiration of virtue — thrgv herself — thus into your
arms (embracing him in anfeager and supplicating man-
ner) ; should she d» thigfand you still pronounce the
freezing word « Honoyf!” Should she pray that

i0ly attracted toward
i of unutterable, inex-
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through you she might be saved~tMthrough you
she might be restored to her hopes of heaven! (ZTurn-
ing away her head, and speaking in a hollow, faltering
woice.) Or should she, her prayer refused, listen to
the voice of despair, and to escape from your image*
plunge herself into yet more fearful depths of infamy
and vice —

FERD. (breaking from her in great emotion) No, by
heaven! This is more than I can endure! Tady, I
am compelled — Heaven and earth compel me — to
make the honest avowal of my sentiments and situa-
tion.

Lavpy M. (hastening from him) Oh! not now! By
all "that is holy I entreat you—spare me in this
dreadful moment when my lacerated heart bleeds
from a thousand wounds. Be your decision life” or
death — I dare not — I will not hear it !

FErp. Ientreat you,lady! Iinsist! WhatIhave
to say will mitigate my offence, and warmly plead your
forgiveness for the past. I have been deceived in yeu,
lady. I expected — nay, I wished to find yow deserv-
ing my contempt. I came determined to insult you,
and to make myself the object of your hate. Happy
would it have been for us both had i:uy purpose suc-
ceeded! (He pausgf ' then proceeds in a gentle and
Jaltering voice.) 4 I love!—T love a maid of
humble birth — Q& -Mxller is her name, the daugh-
ter of a music-maANERR LADY M. turns away pale and
greatly agitated.) ‘ ZW into what an abyss I plunge

!

myself; but, thoug ‘. dence bids me conceal my pas-
sion, honour overpowiawits precepts. I am the crimi-
dthe golden calm of Louisa’s
' heart with aspiring hopes,
and surrendered it, like aNgetrayer, a prey to the wild-
est of passions. You will bid me remember my rank
—my birth — —my father —schemes of aggrandise-
ment. Butin vain—1T lovefe My hopes become more
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fervent as tMreach widens between nature and the
mere conventions of society — between my resolution
and worldly prejudices! We shall see whether love
or interest is victorious. (LADY M. during this has
retired to the extreme end of the apartment, and covers
her face with both hands. FERDINAND approaches her.)
Have you aught to answer, lady ?

Lapy M. (in a tone of intense suffering) Nothing !
Nothing ! but that you destroy yourself and me —and,
with us, yet a third.

Ferp. A third ? ,

Lapy M. Never can you marry Louisa; never can
you be happy with me. We shall all be the victims
of your father’s rashness. I can never hope to pnssess
the heart of a husband who has been forced to give me
his hand.

Faerp.  Forced, lady ? Forced? And yet given?
Will you enforce a hand without a heart? Will you
tear from a maiden a man who is the whole world to
her? Will you tear a maiden from a man who has
centredeail his hopes of happiness on her alone? Will
you do this, lady ? you who but a moment before were
the lofty, noble-minded daughteér of Britain @

Lapy M. I will because must. (Earnestly
and firmly) My passions, \jJelter, overcome my
tenderness for you. My hono #EMies no alternative.
Our union is the talk of (EEble city. Every

should a subject of the prince) .' ect my hand! Ap-

¥he power! Defend

yuurself as you best may! ¥ resolution is taken.

The mine is fired and I abidey

[Exzit. FERDINAND regfains in speechless astomsh-
ment for some

bments ; then rushes wildly
out,
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SceNe IV.
Millers House.
MILLER meeting Louisa and Mrs. MILLER.

Miiier. Ay! ay! I told you how it would be!

LouisA. (hastening to him with anxiety) What,
father? What ?

MILLER. (running up and down the room) My cloak,
there! Quick, quick! I must be beforehand with him.
My cloak, T say! Yes, yes! this was just what I
expected !

Louisa. For God’s sake, father! tell me ?

Mrs. M. What is the matter, Miller ? What alarms

ou? *
Y MILLER. (throwing down his wig) Let that go to the
frisear. What is the matter, indeed ? And my beard,
too, is nearly half an inch long. What’s the mattér?
‘What do you think, you old carrion? The devil has
broken loose, and you may look out for squalls.

Mgzs. M. There, notw, that’s just the way! When
anything goes wrong ft is always my fault.

MiLLer. Your f£ 167 Yes, you brimstone fagot !
and whose else &d it be? This very morning,
when you were 1s forth about that confounded
en what would be the conse-
q e]Vorm, has blabbed.
ijtheavens! But how do you
t;hi:s:now? Look yonder! a mes-
ready at the door inquiring

MitLer. How do
senger of the minister 1
for the fiddler.

LoutsA.  (turning pale,
T am in agony!

MiLLER.  And you, too,

\nd sitting down) Oh! God !

th that languishing air?
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(Zawghs bitter]gh But,right! Right! There is an old
saying that %here the devil keeps a breeding-cage he
is sure to hatch a handsome daughter.

"Mges. M. But how do you know that Louisa is in
question? You may have been recommended to the
duke ; he may want you in his orchestra.

MILLER. (rumping up and seizing his fiddlestick)
May the sulphiurous rain of hell consume thee! Or-
chestra, indeed! Ay, where you, you old procuress,
shall howl the treble whilst my smarting back groans
the bass. (Throwing himself upon a chair.) Oh!
God in heaven!

Louisa. (sinks on the sofa, pale as deach) Father!
Mother! Oh! my heart sinks within me.

MILLER. (starting up with anger) But let me only
lay hands on that infernal quill-driver! Il make him
skip — be it in this world or the next; if I don’t pound
him’to a jelly, body and soul; if I don’t write all the
Ten Commandments, the seven Penitential Psalms, the
five books of Moses, and the whole of the prophets
upon hjs rascally hide so distinctly that the blue hiero-
glyphics shall be legible at the day of judgment —if I
don’t, may I —

Mgs. M. Yes, yes, curse and swear your hardest !
That’s the way to frighten the Cgvil! Oh, dear! Obh,
dear! Obh, gracious heavens!! at shall we do?
Who can advise us? Speak, Mg eak ; this silence
distracts me! (She runs scr¢ p and down the
700M.) ,

MirLer. I will instantly ¥
open my mouth' boldly, and te}
to end. You knew it beforsfihe, and ought to have
given me a hint of what going on! The girl
might yet have been advifed. It might still have
been time to save her! jSut, no! There was some-
thing for your meddlingfand making, and you must
needs add fuel to the fiy/ Now you have made your

minister! I will
m all from beginning
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bed you may lie on it. As you have \; sewed so may
you drink; I shall take my daughter utder my arm
and be off with her over the borders. -

SceNe V.
MiLLER, MRs. MILLER, Louisa, FERDINAND.

FERD. (rushes 1in, terrified, and out of)
breath) Has my father been here ?

LouisA.  (starts back in horror) His father ?
Gracious heaven !

Mzs. M. (wringing her hands) The minister
here? Then it’s all over with us!

MILLER. (laughs bitterly) Thank God ! Thank
God! Now comes our benefit ! J

FERD. (rushing toward Loutsa, and clasping her in
Tvis arms) Mine thou art, though heaven and hell Were
placed between us!

Louisa. I am doomed! Speak, Ferdinand! Did
you not utter that dreaded name? Your father?

FERD. Be not alarmed! the danger has passed! I
have thee again! again thou hast me! Let me regain
my breath’ on thy dea% bosom. It was a dreadful
hour!

Louisa. What
Ferdinand! I dj

Y
woyab0p
burywads 1y

'a dreadful hour? Answer me,
@3“ apprehension !

FErD.  (drowr "L; gazing upon her earnestly,
then in a solemn t wi { hour, Louisa, when another’s
form stepped betw de]ly heart and thee — an hour
in which my love t' pale before my conscience —

then turns away from heX suddenly and exclaims)

(FERDINAND stands before Ner in speechless agitation,
Never, never! Baroness, *tis\impossible! you ask too
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much! Nevegfcan I sacrifice this innocence at your
shrine. Neby the eternul God! I cannot recall my
oath, which speaks to me from thy soul-thrilling eyes
louder than the thunders of heaven! Behold, lady!
Inhuman father, look on this! Would you have me
destroy this angel? Shall my perfidy kindle a hell in
this heavenly bosom ? (Turning toward her with firm~
ness) No! I will bear her to thy throne, Almighty
Judge! Thy voice shall declare if my affection be a
crime. (He grasps her hand and raises her from the
sofa) Courage, my beloved!--thou hast conquered
-—and T come forth a victor from the terrible conflict !

Louisa. No, no, Ferdinand, conceal nothing from
me! Declare boldly the dreadful decree! You named
your father! You spnke of the baroness! The shiver-
ing of death seizes my heart! ’Tis said she is about
to be married !

YERD. (quite overcome, throws himself at her feet)
Yes, and to me, dear unfortunate. Such is my father’s
will! .
" LoumsA. (after a deep pause, in a tremulous voice,
but with ussumed resignation) Well! Why am I thus
affrighted ? Has not my dear father often told me
that you never could be mift? But I whs obstinate,
and believed him not. (4 geond pause; she falls
weeping into her father's armsPy Father, thy daughter
is thine own again! Father gSE¥s
your child’s fault that the [
the waking so terrible!

MiLuER.  Louisa! Louisa
has lost her senses! My dfg
Curses upon thy seducer!
mother who threw thee in ¥/ way!

Mgs. M. (weeping on JOUISA’S neck) Daughter, do
I deserve this curse? Ggi forgive you, major! What
has this poor lamb doge that you bring this misery
upon her ?

merciful heaven ! she
Pter! My poor child!
fses upon the pandering
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Freo.  (with resolution) T will unrWgl the meshes
of these intrigues. I will burst asunde® these iron
chains of prejudice. As a free-born man will I make
my choice, and crush these insect souls with the colos-
sal force of my love! [Going.

Loutsa. (rises trembling from the sofa, and attempts
to follow him) Stay, oh, stay ! Whither are you going ?
Father! Mother! He deserts us in this fearful hour!

Mzs. M. (hastens toward him and detains him)
The president is coming hither? He will ill-use my
child! He will ill-use us all,—and yet, major, you
are going to leave us.

MiLLER.  (laughs hysterically) Leave us. Of course
he is! What should hinder himm ? The girl has given
him all she had. (Grasping FERDINAND with one hand,
and Loutsa with the other) Listen to me, yourg
gentleman. The only way out of my house is over
my daughter’s body. If you possess one single spirk
of honour await your father’s coming; tell him, de-
ceiver, how you stole her young and inexperienced
heart; or, by the God" who made me! (thrusting
Lovisa toward him with violence and passion) you
shall crush before my eyes this trembling worm whom
love for yod has brought®o shame and infamy !

FErD.  (returns, agd walks to and fro in deep
thought) ’Tis true, th¥, president’s power is great —
parental authority, A.mighty word — even crimes
claim respect wh tL.;aled within its folds. He
may push that au "wlf far — very far! But love
goes beyond it. He¥!ide) Louisa; give me thy hand!
(Clasping it firmly.) Wgitsurely as I hope for Heaven’s
mercy in my dying h¥tk I swear that the moment
which separates these M ids shall also rend asunder
the thread that binds meWo existence!

Louisa.  You terrify mey Turn from me! Your
lips tremble! Your eyes roll fearfully !

Frrn. Nay, Louisa! fear nything! It is not mad-
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ness which pf¥mpts my oath! ‘tis the choicost gift of
Heaven, d®ision, sent to my aid at that critical mo-
ment, when an oppressed bosom can only find relief in
some desperate remedy. ] love thee, Louisa! Thou
shalt’ be mine! 'Tis resolved! And now for my
father!  [He rushes out, and is met by the PRESIDENT.

SceNE VI

MILLER, MRS. MILLER, Louiss, FERDINAND, PRESIDENT,
with SERVANTS.

PrEs. (as ke entersy So! here heis! (Al start in
terror)
© FERD. (retiring a few paces) In the house of inno-
ce‘nce!

PrEs. Where a son learns obedience to his father!

Fzrp. Permit me to —
. Pres.  (interrupting him, turns to MILLER) The
father, 1 presume ?

.MiLLkr. I am Miller, the musician.

PrEs.  (fo MRs. MILLER) And you, the mother?

Mzs. M. Yes, alas! her fnfortunate Mother!

FERD. (fo MILLER) Fathgr, take Louisa to her
chamber — she is fainting. |

Pres. An unnecessary ggion! I will soon,
arouse her. (7o LouisA.) B ong have you been:
acquainted with the preside e

Loutsa.  (with timidity) Gt
have never thought. Ferdigd von Walter has paid
his addresses to me since FZmber last.

Ferp.  And he adores A

Pres. (to Louisa) Hgffhe given you any assurance
of his love?

Ferp. But 2 few minutes since, the most solemn,
and God was my witfess.
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‘PrES. (fo his son angrily) Silence ! shall have
opportunity enough of confessing your Tblly. (7o
Louisa.) I await your answer.

Louisa. He swore eternal love to me.

Ferp. And I will keep fy oath.

Pres. (o FERDINAND) Must I command your
silence ? (7o LouisA.) Did you accept his rash vows ?

LoutsA. (with tenderness) I did, and gave him mine
in exchange.

FERD.  (resolutely) The bond is irrevocable —

PrEs. (fo FERDINAND) If you dare to interrupt me
again I'll teach you better manners. (7o Louisa, sneer-
ingly.) And he paid handsomely every time, no doubt ?

Louisa. I do not understand your question.

PrEs.  (with an insulting laugh) Oh, indeed! Well,
I only meant to hint that — as everything has its price
— I hope you have been more provident than to bestow
your favours gratis—or perhaps you were satisfied
with merely participating in the pleasure? Eh? how
was it ? .

Ferp. (infuriated) Hell and confusion! What
does this mean ?

Loutss. (to FERDINAND, with dignity and emotion)
Baron von Walter, now you are free !

Ferp. Father! virtyp though clothed in a beggar's
garb commands res

PrEs. (laughing
father is commande

Louisa. Oh! He
a swoon.)

FErD. (drasémy h®givord) Father, you gave me
life, and, till now, I acMytrwledged your claim on it.
That debt is cancelled. \{Rcplaces his sword in the
scabbard, and points to LooxgA.) There lies the bond
of filial duty torn to atoms!

MILLER.  (who has stood apart trembling, now comes
Jorward, by turns gnashing his t&th in rage, and shrink-

. A most excellent joke! The
L¥our his son’s strumpet !
wwnd earth! (Sinks down in
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tng back z;g!ror) Your Excellency, the child is the
father’s sec¥nd self. Nu offence, I hope! Who sirikes
the child hits the father — blow for blow — that’s our
rule here. No offence, I hope!

Mrs. M. God have mercy on us! Now the cld
man has begun — we shall all catch it with a vengeance !

PrES. (who has not wnderstood what MILLER said)
What ? is the old pander stirred up? We shall have
something to settle together presently, Mr. Panderd

MitLER. You mistake me, my lord. My name is
Miller, at your service for an adagio — but, as to lady-
birds, I cannot serve you. As long as there is such an
assortment at court, we poor citizens can’t afford to lay
in stock ! No offence, i hope!

Mrs. M. For Heaven’s sake, man, hold your tungue !
would you ruin both wife and child ?

I'ERD. (b0 his father) You play but a sorry part
h&re, 1ny lord, and might well have dispensed with these
witnesses.

. MuLLER.  (coming nearer, with increasing confidence)
To be plain and above board — No offence, T hope —
your*Exccllency may have it all your own way in the

abinet — but this is my house. I’'m your most obedi-
ent, very humble servant whtn T wait uffon you with
a petition, but the rude, un
the right to bundle out — no

Pres.  (pale with anger, 48
What ¢ What's that you 8

MILLER.  (retreating o /&F
my 1wind, sir — no offence, £y

Pres.  (furiously) Insul
nence shall procure you a g@feing in prison. (7o hus
servants)) Call in the offfers of justice! Away!
(Some of the attendants go out. The PRESIDENT paces
the stage with a furious air)) The father shall to
prison; the mother and her strumpet daughter to the
pillory! Justice shall lend her sword to my rage! For

(Lh .
yvillain ! Your imperti-
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this insult will I have ample amends. g\\\all such con-
temptible creatures thwart my plans, and set father and
son against each other with impunity ? Tremble, mis-
creants ! I will glut my hate in your destruction —
the whole brood of you — father, mother, and daughter
shall be sacrificed to my vengeance !

Ferp. (fo MILLER, in a collected and firm manner)
Oh! not so! Fear not, friends! I am your protector.
(Tumning to the PRESIDENT, with dcference.) Be notb
so rash, father! For your own sake let me beg of you
no violence. There is a corner of my heart where the
name of father has never yet been heard. Oh! press
not into that ! .

Pres.  Silence, unworthy boy! Rouse not my
anger to greater fury! .

MILLER. (recovering jfrom a stupor) Wife, look yox
to your daughter! 1 ily to the duke. His Highness’
tailor — God be praised for reminding me of it at this
moment — learns the flute of me—1 cannot fail of
success.  (Ls hastenwiuy off) .

Pres.  To the duke, will you? Have you forgotten
that T am the threshold over which you must pa%s, or
failing, perish 2 To the duke, you fool? Try to reach
him with yofir lamentatiohs, when, reduced to a living
skeleton, you lie buried ip a dungeon five fathoms deep,
where light and sound’.never enter; where darkness
goggles at hell with 4%, ing eyes! There gnash thy
teeth in anguish; ttle thy chains in despair,
and groan, “ Woe . This is beyond human
endurance !”
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SceNe VIL
Officers of Justioe — the Jormer.

FerD.  (flies to Loulsa, who, overcome with fear,
Jaints in his arms) Louisa ! — Help, for God’s sake‘
Terror overpowers her !

[MILLER, catching up his cane and puiting on his
hat, prepares for defence.  MRrs. MILLER
throws herself on her knccs before the PRESI-
DENT.

PrES.  (to the officers, showing his star) Arrest these
Offenders in the duke’s name. Doy, let go that strum-
pet!  Fainting or not — when once her neck is fitted
with the iron collar, the mob will pelt her till she
revives.

Mprs. MiLLErR.  Mercy, your Excellency! Mercy!

« mercey !

Mivner.  (snatching her from ithe ground with wvio-
lence) Kneel to God, you howling fool, and not to —
villains -— since I must to grison anywag !

Pres.  (biting his lips) You may be out in your
reckoning, scoundrel ! Thergare still gallows to spare!
(To the officers.)  Must 1T refiat my orders?

[They approach Loulsy
sclf before her. (@

FrrD.  (fiercely) Touchigh ’,\’ ho dare! (He draws
Ris sword and flourishes Let no one presume to
lay a finger on her, whose is not well insured. (7o
the PRESIDENT.) As you ¥iffue your own safety, father,
urge me no further!

PrEs.  (fo the officers, in a threatening voice) At your
peril, cowards! (They agoin ottempt to seize TOUISAL)

Ferp. Hell and furies! DBack, I say! (Driving
them away.) Once more, father, I warn you — have
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some thought for your own safety ! Dile me not to
extremity !

Prus.  (enraged, to the officers) Scoundrels! Is this
your obedience ?  (The officers renew their efforts.)

ErD.  Well, if it must be so (attacking and wound-
ing scveral of them), Justice forgive me!

PrEs.  (ewasperated to the wtmost) Let me see
whether I, too, must feel your weapon! (He sewzes
Louisa and delivers her to an officer.)

FerD.  (laughing bitterly) Father! father! Your
conduct is a galling satire upon Providence, who has so
ill understood her people as to make bad statesmen of
excellent executioners !

Pres.  (fo the officers) Away with her!

Frrp.  Father, if I cannot prevent it, she must stand
in the pillory — but by her side will also stand the son
of the president. 1o you still insist ?

Pres.  The more entertaining will be the exhlbltlon
Away with her!

Frrp. I will pledge the honour of an officer’s sword
for her. Do you still insist ?

PrEs.  Your sword is already familiar with disgrace.
Away! away! Youknow my will.

Frgrp.  (wrests Lovisa from the officer and holds her
with one arm, with the ether points his sword at her
bosom) Father, rather th=6 tamely see my wife branded
with infamy I will ythis sword into her bosom.
Do you stiil insist ? it

Pres. Do it, if th ¢ 5 be sharp enough!

Fern.  (releases Lo , and looks wildly y  toward
heaven) Be thou witnesy Almighty God, that 1 have
left no human means unt\ :d to save her! Forgive me
now if I have recourse to hellish means. While you
are leading her to the pillory (spealing loudly in the
PrESIDENT'S ear), T will publish throughout the town a
pleasant history of how a president’s chair may be
gained ! [Exit.




~LOVE AND INTRIGUE 351

Pres. (as’f thunderstruck) How? What said he ?
Ferdinand! Release her .nstantly! (Rushes after his
son.)

ACT III.
ScENE 1.

Room at the PRESIDENTS. ZEnter PRESIDENT and
WorMm.

Pres. That was an infernal piece of business!

WorM. Just what I feared, your Excellency. Oppo-
+gition may inflame the enthusiast, but never converts
him.

Pres. 1 had placed my whole reliance upon the
$uccess of this attempt. I made no doubt but if the
girl were once publicly disgraced, he would be obliged
as an officer and a gentleman to resign her.

WorM.  An admirable idea!— had you but suc-
weeded in disgracing her.

Pges. And yet — when I reflect on the matter
coolly — I ought not to have suffered myself to be
overawed. It was a threat which he never could have
meant seriously.

WorM. Be not too certaigp of that! There is no
folly too gross for excited paggion! You say that the
baron has always looked upg@#ernment with an eye
of disapprobation. I can rig, f#sdelieve it. The prin-
ciples which he brought wiffJgs %1 from college are ill-
suited to our atmosphere. ¥ @7 uat have the fantastic
visions of personal nobility g greatness of soul to do
in court, where ’tis the pdjfection of wisdom to be
great and little by turns, as occasion demands? The
baron is too young and too fiery to take pleasure in the
slow and crooked paths of intrigue. That alone can
give impulse to his ambition which seems glorious and
romantic!
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PrES. (impatiently) But how will Yaese sagacious
remarks advance our affairs ?

WorM. They will point out to your Excellency
Wl the wound lies, and so, perhaps, help you to
fin®a remedy. Such a character — pardon the obser-
vation — ought never to have been made a confidant,
or should never have been roused to enmity. He detests
the means by which you have risen to power! Per-
haps it is only the son that has hitherto sealed the lips
of the betrayer! Give him but a fair opportunity for
throwing off the bonds imposed upon him by nature!
only convince him, by unrelenting opposition to his
passion, that you are no longer an affectionate father,
and that moment the duties of a patriot will rush upon
him with irresistible force! Nay, the high-wrought
idea of offering so unparalleled a sacrifice at the shrite
of justice might of itself alone have charms sufficignt
to reconcile him to the ruin of a parent!

Pres. Worm! Worm ! To what a h3rrible abyss
do you lead me! :

WorM. Never fear, my lord, I will lead. you, back
in safety! May I speak without restraint ?

PrEs.  (t)rowing himsplf into a seat) Freely, as felon
with felon. '

WorM. Forgive me, then. It seems to me that you
have to ascribe all you,i influence as president to the
courtly art of intrig:Rewhy not resort to the same
means for attaining your ends as a father? T well
remember with what sdeming frankness you invited
your predecessor to a game at piquet, and caroused
half the night with hix wver bumpers of Burgundy;
and yet it was the same\dght on which the great mine
you had planned to annihilate him was to explode.
Why did you make a public exhibition of enmity
to the major ?  You should by no means have let it
appear that you knew anything of his love-affair. You
should have made the girl the object of your attacks
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and have preserfBd the affection of your son; like the
prudent general who does not engage the prime of
the enemy’s force bui creates disaffection among the
ranks. .

PreEs. How could this have been eifected ?

WoiM. In the simplest manner — even now the
game is not entirely lost! XYorget for a time that you
are a father. Do not contend against a passion which
opposition only renders more formidable. Leave me to
hatch, from the heat of their own passions, the basilisk
which shall destroy them.

Pres. I am all attention.

JWorM. Either my knowledge of human character
is very small, or the major is as impetuous in jealousy
as in love. Make him suspect the girl’s constancy, —
whether probable or not does not signify. One grain
of leaven will be enough to ferment the whole mass.

PkEs. But where shall we find that grain?

WorM. Ndw, then, I come to the point. But first
explain to me how much depends upon the major’s
cempliance. How far is it of consequence that the
romancd with the music-master’s daughter should be
brought to a conclusion and the marriage with Lady
Milford effected ?

Pres. How can you ask me, Worm ? If the match
with Lady Milford is broken off I stand a fair chance
of losing my whole influence; of¢he other hand, if I
force the major's consent, of losing my head.

WorM.  (with animation) Npw have the kindness
to listen to me. The major myst be entangled in a
web.  Your whole power musf,be employed against
his mistress. We must make@ffer write a love-letter,
address it to a third party, and contrive to drop it
cleverly in the way of the major.

PrEs. Absurd proposal! As if she would consent
to sign her own death-warrant.

WorM. She must do so if you will but let me fol-
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low my own plan. I know her Qatle heart thor-
oughly; she has but two vulnerable sides by which
her conscience can be attacked; they are her father
and the major. The latter is entn‘ely out of the ques-

on; we must, therefore, make the most of the
musician.

Pres. In what way?

WorM. From the description your Excellency gave
me of what passed in his house, nothing can be easier
than to terrify the father with the threat of a criminal
process. The person of his favourite, and of the keeper
of the seals, is in some degree the representative of the
duke himself, and he who offends the former is guilty
‘of treason toward the latter. At any rate I will engage
with these pretences to conjure up such a phantom as
shall scare the poor devil out of his seven senses. «

Pres. But recollect, Worm, the affair must not be
carried so far as to become serious.

WorM. Nor shall it. It shall be catried no further
than is necessary to frighten the family into our toils.
The musician, therefore, must be quietly arrested. To
make the necessity yet more urgent, we may also take
posqesswn of the mother ,—and then we begin to talk
of criminal process, of the scaffold, and of imprison-
;ment for life, and make the daughter’s letter the sole
condition of the par?:t s release.

Pres.  Excellent!
understand you !

WorM. Louisa loves her father — I might say even
to adoration! The danger which threatens his life, or
at least his freedom — the reproaches of her conscience
for being the cause & his misfortunes — the impossi-
bility of ever becoming the major’s wife — the confu-
sion of her brain, which I take upon myself to produce
—all these considerations make our plan certain of
success. She must be caught in the snare.

Pres. But my son— will he not instantly get

Excellent! Now I begin to
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scent of it? W it not make him yet more des-
perate ?

WoRrM. Leave that to me, your Excellency! The
old folks shall not be set at lberty till they and theip
daughter have token the most solemn oath to keep
the whole transaction secret, and never to confess the
deception.

PrEs. An oath! Ridiculous! What restraint can
an oath be?

WorM. None upon us, my lord, but the most bind-
ing upon people of their stamp. Observe how dexter-
ousiy by this measure we shall both reach the goal of
our desires. The girl loses at once the affeciion of her
lover, and her good name; the parents will lower their
tone, and, thoroughly humbled by misfortune, will
este®m it an act of mercy, if, by giving her my hand,
I reégtablish their daughter’s reputation.

PrEs. (s‘hakmg his head and smiling) Artful vil-
lain! T confess’ myself outdone —no devil could spin
a finer snare! The scholar excels his master. The
next qugstion is, to whom must the letter be addressed
— with whom to accuse her of having an intrigue ?

WorM. It must necessarily jbe some ong who has
all to gain or all to lose by your son’s decision in this
affair.

PrEs.  (after a moment's ¢qfle‘wn) I can think of
no oné but the marshal.

WoRM.  (shrugs his shoulders) The marshal! He
would certainly not be my choice were I Loulsa
Miller.

PrEs. And why not? Whgt a strange notion!
A man who dresses in the height of fashion — who
carries with him an atmosphere of eau de mille fleurs
and musk — who can garnish every silly speech with
a handful of ducats — could all this possibly fail to
overcome the delicacy of a tradesman’s daughter? No,
no, my good friend, jealousy is not quite so hard of
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belief. I shall send for the mard¥al immediately.
(Bings.)

WorM. While your Excellency takes care of him,
and of the fiddler's arrest, I will go and indite the
aforesaid letter.

PrEs.  (scats himself at his writing-tabley Do so;
and, as soon as it is ready, bring it hither for my
perusal. [Ezit WoRM.

[The PRESIDENT, having written, rises and hands
the paper to a servant who enters.

See this arrest executed without a moment’s delay,
and let Marshal von Kalb be informed that T wish to
“see him immediately.

SErv. The marshal’s carriage has just stopped at
your lordship’s door.

Pres. So much the better — as for the arrest, let
it be managed with such precaution that no disturbance
arise.

Srrv. I will take care, my lord.

Prrs.  You understand me? The business must: be
kept quite secret.

SERV. Your Excellency shall be obeyed

[Zzit SERVANT.

Scene IL
The PRESIDENT — MARrsHAL KALB.

MARSHAL.  (hastily) I have just looked in, en
passant, my dear friend! How are you? How do
you get on? We are to have the grand opera Dido
to-night! Such a conflagration!—a whole town will
be in flames!— you will come to the blaze of course
—eh?

Pres. T have conflagration enough in my own house,
one that threatens the destruction of all T possess.
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Be seated, my &ar marshal  You arrive very oppor-
tunely to give me your advice and assistance in a cer-
tain business which will either advance our fortunes
or utterly ruin us both!

MazsHaL,  Don’t alarm me so, my dear friend !

Pres. As I said before, it must exalt or ruin us
entirely ! You know my project respecting the major
and Lady Milford — you are not ignorant how neces-
sary this union is to secure both our fortunes! Mar-
shal, our plans threaten to come to naught. My son
refuses to marry her.

MarsnaL. Refuses! Refuses to marry her? But,
m¥ goodness! 1 have published the news through
the whole town. The uuon is the general topic of
conversation.

Pres.  Then you will be talked of by all the town
as g spreader of false reports, — in short, Ferdinand
loves another.

MagrsnaL.  Pooh! you are joking! As if that were
aneobstacle !

Pres, With such an enthusiast a most insurmount-
able one!

MarsuaL.  Can he be mag enough togspurn his
good fortune? Eh?

Prrs. Ask him yourself ani you'll hear what he
will answer.

MAaRsHAL.  But, mon Diew ! what can he answer ?

Pres. That he will publish to the world the crime
by which we rose to power — that he will denounce
our forged letters and receipts -— that he will send us
both to the scaffold. That is what he can answer.

MarsHAL  Are you out of your mind ?

Pres. Nay, that is what he has already answered !
He was actually on the point of putting these threats
into execution ; and it was only by the most abject
submission that I could persuade him to abandon his
design. 'What say you to this, marshal ?
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MARSHAL, (with a look of bewild¥red stupidity) 1
am at my wit's end !

PrEs. That might have blown over. But my spies
have just brought me notice that the grand cupbearer,
Von Bock, is on the point of offering himself as a
suitor to her ladyship.

MARrsHAL.  You drive me distracted! Whom did
you say ¢ Von Bock? Don’t you know that we are
mortal enemies? And don’t you know why?

Pres. The first word that I ever heard of it!

MarsHAL. My dear count! You shall hear — your
hair will stand on end! You must remember the
famous court ball —it is now just twenty years ago.
‘It was the first time that English country-dances were
introduced — you remember how the hot wax trickled
from the great chandelier on Count Meerschaum’s blue
and silver domino. Surely, you cannot have forgptten
that affair ! :

Pres. Who could forget so remarkable a circum-
stance ! .

MarsHAL. ~ Well, then, in the heat of thg dance
Princess Amelia lost her garter. The whole ball, as
you may jmagine, was jnstantly thrown into confusion.
Von Bock and myself — we were then fellow pages —
crept through the whele saloon in search of the garter.
At length I discoveied it. Von Bock perceives my
good fortune —rushes forward — tears it from my
hands, and, just fancy — presents it to the princess,
and so cheated me of the honour I had so fortunately
earned. What do you think of that ?

Pres. ’Twas most insolent !

MarsHAL. T thought I should have fainted upon
the spot. A trick so malicious was beyond the powers
of mortal endurance. At length I recovered myself;
and, approaching the princess, said, —« Von Bock,
‘tis true, was fortunate enough to present the garter
to your Highness; but he who first discovered
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that treasure fiids his reward in silence, and is
dumb !”

Pres. Bravo, marshal! Admirably said! Most
admirable !

MarsHAL.  And is dumb! But till the ‘day of
judgment will 1 remember his conduct — the mean,
sneaking sycophant! -And as if that were not aggra-
vation enough, he actually, as we were struggling on
the ground for the garter, rubbed all the powder from
one side of my peruke with hia. sleeve, and ruined me
for the rest offthe evening.

Pres. This is the man who will marry Lady Mil-
ford, and vonsequently svon take the lead at court.

MaRrsHAL.  You plunge a dagger in my heart! But
Wh must he? Why should he marry her? Why he?

ere is the necessity ?

PBES Because Ferdinand refuses her, and there
is no other candidate.

MaxsHaL. But is there no possible method of ob-
taning your son’s cousent ? Let the measure be ever
80 extrgvagant or desperate — there is nothing to which
I should not willingly consent in order to supplant the
hated Von Bock.

Pres. T know but one means of accomphshmg this,
and that rests entirely with you

MarsHAL. With me? r& it, my dear count,
name it!

Pres. You must set Ferdinand and his mistress
against each other.

MARSHAL. Against each other? How do you
mean ? — and how would that he possible ?

Pres. Everything is ours could we make him sus-
pect the girl.

MarsuAL.  Ab, of theft, you mean ?

Pres. Pshaw!—he would never believe that!
No, no— I mean that she is carrying on an intrigue
with another.
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MarsHAL  And this other, who is‘he to be ?

Pres. Yourself!

MagrsHAL. How? Must I be her lover? Is she
of noble birth ?

Pres. What signifies that? What an idea!—she*
is the daughter of a musician.

MAkSHAL. A plebeian 2 — that will never do !

Pres. What will never do? Nonsense, man!
Who in the name of wonder would think of asking
a pair of rosy cheeks for their owner’s pedigree ?

MAaRrsHAL.  But consider, my dear count, a married
man! And my reputation at court !

Pres. Oh! that's quite another thing! I begra
thousand pardons, marshal; I was not aware that a
man of unblemished morals held a higher place in
your estimation than a man of power! Let us break
up our conference. ‘

MarsuAL  Be not so hasty, count. I did not mean
to say that.

Pres.  (coldly) No—mno! You are perfectly right.
I, too, am weary of office. I shall throw ap the
game, tender my resignation to the duke, and con-
gratulate Yon Bock og his accession to the premier-
ship. This duchy is not all the world.

MarsHAL.  And what am I to do? It is very fine
for you to talk thust You are a man of learning!
But I —mon Diew! What shall T be if his Highness
dismisses me ?

Pres. A stale jest ! — a thing out of fashion !

MagrsHAL I implore you, my dearest, my most
valued friend. Abandon those thoughts. I will con-
sent to everything !

Pres. Will you lend your name to an assignation to
which this Louisa Miller shall invite you in writing ?

MarsHaL.  Well, in God’s name lef it be so !

Pres.  And drop the letter where the major cannot
fail to find it.
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MarsHAL ™ For instance, on the parade, where I
can let it fall, as if accidentally, in drawing out my
handkerchief.

PrEs. And wken the baron questions you will you
assume the character of a favoured rival ?

MagrsHAL.  Mort de ma vie! Tl teach him man-
ners! I'll cure him of interfering in my amours!

Pres. Good! Now you speak in the right key.
The letter shall be written immediately! Come in the
evening to receive it, and we will talk over the part
you are to“play.

MarsHAL. I will be with you the instant I have
paid sixteen visits of the very highes. importance.
Permit me, therefore, to take my leave without delay.
§Going.)

PrEs, (rings) I reckon upon your discretion, mar-

al.

MARSHAL. (calls backs) Ah, mon Diew. ! you know
me ! [Hait MARSHAL.

Scene IIT.
The PRESIDENG and WORM

WorMm. The music-masten and his wife have been
arrested without the least Wisturbance. Will your
Excellency read this letter ?

PrEs. (hawving reud it) Excellent! Excellent, my
dear secretary ! poison like this would convert health
itself into jaundiced leprosy. The marshal, too, has
taken the bait. Now, then, away with my proposals to
the father, and then lose no time with the daughter.

[Ezeunt on different sides.
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Scene IV.
Room in MILLER'S House.
C
Louisa AND FERDINAND.

LovuisA. Cease, I implore you! I expect no more
days of happiness. All my hopes are levelled with
the dust.

Ferp. All mine are exalted to heaven! My father’s
passions are roused ! He will direct his whole artillery
against us! He will force me to become an unnatural
son. I will not answer for my filial duty. Rage and
despair will wring from me the dark secret that my
father is an assassin! The son will deliver the parent
into the hands of the cxecutioner. This is a moment of
extreme danger, and extreme danger alone could prompt
my love to take so daring a leap! Hear me, Louisa !
A thought, vast and immeasurable as my love, has
arisen in my soul — Z%howu, Louisa, and I, and Zove !
Lies not a whole heaven within this circle? Or dost
thou feel that there is still something wanting ?

Louisa. @h!cease! Nomore! I trembleto think
what you would say.

Ferp. If we have no ‘longer a claim upon the world,
why should we seek its! approbation? Why venture
where nothing can be gained and all may be lost?
Will thine eyes sparkle less brightly reflected by the
Baltic waves than by the waters of the Rhine or the
Elbe? Where Louisa loves me there is my native
land! Thy footsteps will make the wild and sandy
desert far more attractive than the marble halls of my
ancestors. Shall we miss the pomp of cities? Be we
where we may, Louisa, a sun will rise and a sun will
set — scenes before which the most glorious achieve-
ments of art grow pale and dim! Though we serve
God no more in his consecrated churches, yet the night
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shall spread her solemn shadows round us; the chang-
ing moon shall hear our confession, and a glorious
congregation of etars join in our prayers! Think you
our talk of love can ever be exhausted? Oh,no! One
smile from Louisa were a theme for centuries— the
dream of life will be over ere I can exhaust the charms
of a single tear.

Louisa. And hast thou no duty save that of love ?

FERD. (embracing her) None so sacred as thy peace
of mind!

Louisa.  (wery seriously) Cease, then, and leave me.
I have a father who possesses no treasure save one
only daughter. To-morrow he will be .ixty years old
—that he will fall a victim to the vengeance of the
president is most certain !

FErv.  (énterrupting her) He shall accompany us.
Jdherefore no more objections, my beloved. I will go
and convert my valuables into gold, and raise money
on my father’s credit! It is lawful to plunder a robber,
and are not his treasures the price for which he has
sold his country ? This night, when the clock strikes
one, a carriage will stop at your door — throw yourself
into it, and we fly ! ) i

Loursa. Pursued by your father’s curse! a curse,
unthinking one, which is nevgr pronounced in vain even
by murderers — which the a¥enging angel hears when
uttered by a malefactor in his last agony — which, like
a fury, will fearfully pursue the fugitives from shore
to shore! No, my beloved! If nought but a crime
can preserve you to me, I still have courage to resign

ou!
d FERD.  (mutters gloomily) Indeed !

Louisa. Resign you? Oh! horrible beyond all
measure is the thought. Horrible enough to pierce
the immortal spirit and pale the glowing cheeks of
joy! TFerdinand! To resign you! Yet how can one
resign what one never possessed? Your heart is the
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property of your station. My claim was sacrilege, and,
shuddering, I withdraw it!

Ferp.  (with convulsed features, and biting his
under lip) You withdraw it e

Loursa. Nay! look upon me, dearest Ferdinand.
Gnash not your teeth so bitterly! Come, let my ex-
ample rouse your slumbering courage. Let me be the
heroine of this moment. Let me restore to a father
his lost son. I will renounce a union which would
sever the bonds by which society is held together, and
overthrow the landmarks of social order. I am the
criminal. My bosom has nourished proud and foolish
wishes, and my present misery is a just punishment.
Oh! leave me then the sweet, the consoling idea that
mine is the sacrifice. Canst thou deny me this last
satisfaction ? (FERDINAND, stupefied with agitation and
anger, seizes a violin and strikes a few notes upon itg
and then tears away the strings, dashes the tnstrument
upon the ground, and, stamping it to picces, bursts tnto
a loud laugh.) Walter! God in heaven! What-
mean you? Be not thus unmanned! This houy re-
quires fortitude; it is the hour of separation! You
have a heart, dear Walter ;I know that heart — warm
as life is your love — boundless and immeasurable —
bestow it on one more ngble, more worthy — she need
not envy the most fortdnate of her sex! (Striving
to repress her tears)  You shall see me no more!
Leave the vain, disappointed girl to bewail her sorrow
in sad and lonely seclusion ; where her tears will flow
unheeded. Dead and gone are all my hopes of hap-
piness.in this world ; yet still shall I inhale ever and
anon the perfumes of the faded wreath! (Giving him
her trembling hand, while her face is turned away.)
Baron Walter, farewell!

FerD.  (recovering from the stupor in which ke was
plunged) Louisa, I fly! Do you indeed refuse to
follow me ?
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Lovisa. ®who has retreated to the farther end of
the apartment, conceals her countenance with her hands)
My duty bids me stay, and suffer.

FErD.  Serpent! thou, liest — some other motive
chains thee here !

Louisa. (i a tone of the most heartfelt sorrow)
Encourage thut belief. Haply it may make our parting
more supportable.

¥erp. What? Oppose freezing duty to fiery love!
And dost thou think to cheat me with that delusion ?
Some rival detains thee here, and woe be to thee and
him should my suspicions be confirmed ! [Eit.

SCENE V.

LouisA.  (she remains for some fime motionless in
the seat upon which she has thrown herself. At lenyln
she rises, comes forward, and looks timidly around)
Where can my parents be? My father promised to
return in a few minutes; yet full five dreadful hours
have passed since his departure. Should any accident
—good Heavens! What is come over me? Why
does my heart palpitate & violently ?® (Here WoRM
enters, and remnins standing unobserved in the back-
ground.) 1t can be nothingfeal. ’'Tis but the terrible
delusion of my overheated blood. When once the
soul is wrapped in terror the eye behold spectres in
every shadow.

Scene VI
Lovuisa and WORM.
WorM.  (approaches her) Good evening, miss.

Loursa. Heavens! who speaks! (Percetves him,
and starts back wn terror) Ha! Dreadful! dreadful!
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I fear some dire misfortune is even now\realising the
forebodings of my soul! (Zo WORM, with a look of
disdain.) Do you seek the president? He is no
longer bere.

Worm. 'Tis you I seek, miss !

Louisa. I wonder, then, that you did not dlrect
your steps toward the market-place.

WorM. What should I do there?

Louisa. Release your betrothed from the pillory.

WorM. Louisa, you cherish some false suspicion —

Louisa. (sharply interrupting him) What is your
business with me ¢

WorM. I come with a message from your father.

Louisa. (agitated) From my father? Oh! Where
is my father?

WorM. Where he would fain not be!

Loutsa. Quick, quick, for God’s sake! Oh! my
foreboding heart! Where is my father ?.

Worm. In prison, if you needs must know !

Louisa. (with a look toward heaven) This, too!
This, too! In prison, said you? And why in prison ?

Worm. It is the duke’s order.

Loursa.  The duke’s?

WorM. Who thinking Iiis own dignity offended by
the insults offered to the person of his representative —

Louisa. How? Hovzr'f‘é?3 Oh ye Almighty Powers!

WokM. Has resolved to inflict the most exemplary
punishment.

Louisa. This was still wanting! This! Yes, in
truth. I now feel that my heart does love another
besides Ferdinand! That could not be allowed to
escape! The prince’s dignity offended? Heavenly
Providence! Save, oh! save my sinking faith! (4fter
@ moment’s pause, she turns to WorM.) And Ferdinand ?

WorM. Must choose between Lady Milford’s hand
and his father’s curse and disinheritance.

Lovisa. Terrible choice ! — and yet — yet is he the
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happier of th® two. He has no father to lose —and
yet-to have none is miser; enough! My father impris-
oned for treason — my Ferdinand compelled to choose
between Lady Milford’s hand or a parent’s curse and
disinhenitance ! Truly admirable! fur even villainy so
perfect is perfection! Perfection? No! something is
still wanting to complete that. Where is my mother ?

WorM. Tn the house of correction.

Louisa. (with a smile of despair) Now the measure
is full! It is full, and T am free — released from all
duties — all sorrows—all joys! Released even from
Providence! I have nothing more to do with it! (4
dreadful pause.) Have you aught else to communi-
cate ? Speak freely —nuw I can hear anything with
indifference.

WorM. All that has happened you already
know.

Louisa. But not that which is yet to happen!
(Another pause, during which she surveys WORM from

Jhead to foot) Unfortunate man! you have entered
on a melancholy employment, which can never lead
you' to happiness. To cause misery to others is sad
enough — but to be the messenger of evil is horrible
indeed —to be the first ® shriek the screech-owl’s
song, to stand by when the blecding heart trembles
upon the iron shaft of nedssity, and the Christian
doubts the existence of a God — Heaven protect me!
Wert thou paid a ton of gold for every tear of anguish
which thou must witness, I would not be a wretch
like thee! What is there yet to happen ?

Worm. I know not.

Louisa. You pretend not to know? This light-
shunning embassy trembles at the sound of words, but
the spectre betrays itself in your ghastly visage. What
is there yet to happen? You said the duke will inflict
upon him a most exemplary punishment. What call
you exemplary ?
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WorM. Ask me no more.

Louisa. Terrible man! Some hangman must have
schooled thee! Else thou hadst not so well learned to
prolong the torture of thy victim before giving the
finishing stroke to the agonised heart! Speak! What
fate awaits my father ? Death thou canst announce
with a laughing sneer — what then must that be which
thou dost hesitate to disclose? Speak out! Let me
at once receive the overwhelming weight of thy tid-
ings! What fate awaits my father?

WoRM. A criminal process.

Louisa. But what is that? I am an ignorant,
innocent girl, and understand but little of your fearful
terms of law. What mean you by a criminal process?

WorM. Judgment upon life or death.

Louisa.  (firmly) Ah!'1 thank you.

[ Bt hast@ly by a side door

Worwm.  (alarmed) What means this? Should the
simpleton perchance — confusion! Surely she will
not — I must follow her. I am answerable for  her
life. (As he is going toward the door, LOUISA 7'etufrns
wrapped in o cloak.)

Louisa.  Your pardotfiy Mr. Secretary, I must lock
the door.  © €

WorM. Whither in such haste ?

Lovutsa. . (passing hif) To the duke.

WorM.  (alarmed, detains her) How? Whither ?

Louisa. To the duke. Do you not hear? Even to
that very duke whose will is to decide upon my father’s
life or death. Yet no!—tis not his will that decides,
but the will of wicked men who surround his throne.
He lends nought to this process, save the shadow of
his majesty, and his royal signature.

WorMm.  (with a burst of laughter) To the duke!

Louiss. I know the meaning of that sneering
laugh — you would tell me that T shall find no com-
passion there. But though I may meet (God preserve
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me!) with nothing but scorn — scorn at my sorrows
—yet will T to the duke. I have been told that the
great never know what misery is; that they fly from
the knowledge of it. But I wil! teach the duke what
misery is; I will paint to him, in all the writhing
agonies of death, what- misery is; I will cry aloud, in
wailings that shall creep through the very marrow of
his bones, what misery is; and, while at my picture
his hairs shall stand on end like quills upon the porcu-
pine, will .I shriek into his affrighted ear, that in the
hour of death the sinews of these mighty gods of earth
snall shrivel and shrink, and that at the day of judg-
ment beggars and kings shall be weighec together in
the same balance. (Going.)

WorM. (¢ronicallyy; By all means go to the duke!
Ybu can really do nothing more prudent; I advise you
hegrtily Lo the step. Only go, and I give you my word
that the duke will grant your suit.

Lovisa.  (stopping suddenly) What said you? Do
you yourself advise the step? (Returns hastily.) What
am I abont to do? Something wicked surely, since
this man approves it — how know you that the prince
will grant my suit ? .

WorMm. Because he will’ not have to grant it
unrewarded.

Loursa. Not unrewarded ? .And what price does
he set on his humanity ?

WorM. The person of the fair suppliant will be
payment enough !

LouisA. (stopping for a moment in mute dismay —
in a feeble voice) Almighty God!

WorM. And I trust that you will not think your
father’s life overvalued, when ’tis purchased at so gra-
cious a price. .

LouisA. (with great indignation) True, oh! true!
The great are entrenched from truth behind their own
vices, safely as behind the swords of cherubims. The
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Almighty protect thee, father! Your*child can die —
but not sin for thee.

WorM. This will be agreeable news for the poor
disconsolate old man. “My Louisa,” says he, “has
bowed me down to the earth; but my Louisa will
raise me up again.” I hasten to him with your an-
swer. (Affects to be about to depart.)

LouisA.  (flies after him and holds him back) Stay !
stay ! one moment’s patience ! How nimble this Satan
is, when his business is to drive humanity distracted !
I have bowed him to the earth! I must raise him up
again! Speak to me! Counsel me! What can I,
what must I, do ?

" WorM. There is but one means of saving him!

LoursA. What is that means ?

WorM. And your father approves of it —

Louisa. My father? Oh! name that means.

WorM. Tt is easy for you to execute.

Louisa. I know of nothing harder than infamy !

WorM. Suppose you were to release the major from
his engagement ? _

Louisa. Release him! Do you mock mé? Do
you call that a choice to which force compelled
me ? ' ‘

WorM. You mistake me, dear girl! The major
must resign you willfngly, and be the first to retract
his engagement.

LouisA. That he will never do.

WorM. So it appears. Should we, do you think,
have had recourse to you were it not that you alone
are able to help us?

LoursA. I cannot compel him to hate me.

WorMm. We will try! Be seated.

LouisA. (drawing back) Man! What is brooding
in thy artful brain ?

WorM. Be seated. Here are paper, pens, and ink.
Write what I dictate.
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LouisA. (sitting down in the greatest umeasiness)
What must I write? To wnom must I write?

WorM.  To your father’s executioner.

Louisa. Ah! How welkthou knowest to torture
-souls to thy purpose. (Zakes a pen.)

WorM. (dictating tv her) « My dear Sir. (Lovulsa
writes with a trembling hand.) Three days, three insup-
portable days, have already passed — already passed —
since last we met.”

LouisA.  (starts, and lays down her pen) To whom
is the letter ?

WorM. To your father’s executioner.

oLouisa. Oh! my God!

Worm.  «But for this you must blame the major —
the major — who watches me all day with the vigilance
of &n Argus.”

Lguisa.  (starting up) Villainy ! Villainy beyond all
precedent! To whom is the letter ?

WorM. To your father’s executioner.

Louisa.  (paces to and fro, wringing her hands) No,
no, no!, This is tyrannical! Oh, Heaven! If mortals
provoke thee, punish them like mortals ; but wherefore
must I be placed between two ﬁ ecxplceq? P herefore
am 1 hurled by turns from death to infamy, from
infamy to death? Wherefore iy my neck made the
footsteol of this blood-sucking ®end? Noj; do what
thou wilt, I will never write that !

WoRrM.  (seizing his hat) As you please, miss! It
rests entirely on your own pleasure !

LouisA. Pleasure, say’st thou? On my own pleas-
ure? Go, barbarian! Suspend some unfortunate over
the pit of hell; then make your demands, and ask your
victim if it be his pleasure to grant your request! Oh'!
Thou knowest but too well that the bonds of nature
bind our hearts as firmly as chains! But all is now
alike indifferent. Dictate! I cease tothink! Artifices
of hell, I yield to ye! (She resumes her seat at the table.)
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WorM. «With the vigilance of an Argus.” Have
you written it ?

Louisa. Proceed, proceed !

WorM. “The president was here yesterday. It
was amusing to see how warm the poor major was ine
defence of my honour.”

Loutsa. Excellent! Excellent! Oh! Admirable!
Quick ! quick, go on!

Worm. “I had recqurse to a §woon — a swoon —
that I might not laugh aloud —

Louisa. Oh, Heavens !

WorM. «But the mask which I have worn so long

_is becoming insupportable — insupportable. Oh! if 1
could but rid myself of him.”

LoulisaA.  (rises, and walks a few turns with her head
bent down, as if she sought something upon the foor :
then returns to her place and continues to write), « Rid
myself of him.”

WorM. «He will be on duty to—morrow——observe
when he leaves me, and hasten to the usual place.”
Have you written « the usual place ?”

Louisa.  Everything, everything!

Wory, “To the usual place, to meet your de-
votedly attached Louisa.”

Louisa. Now thgn, the address ?

Worm.  “To Ma¥shal von Kalb.”

Louisa. Eternal Providence! A name as foreign
to my ear as these scandalous lines are to my heart!
(She rises, and for some moments surveys the writing
with a vacant gaze. At length she hands it to WORM,
speaking in a voice trembling and exhausted.) Take it,
sir! What I now put into your hands is my good
name. It is Ferdinand —it is the whole joy of my
life! You have it, and now I am a beggar —

WorM. Oh! Not so! Despair not, dear girl!
You inspire me with the most heartfelt pity ! Perhaps
— who knows? I might even now overlook certain
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parts of your conduct — yes! Heaven is my witress,
how deeply I compassionate your sorrows !

Lousa.  (giving him a piercing look) Do not explain
yourself! Vou are on the peint of asking something

*more terrible than all

WorM. (attempting to kiss her hand) What if I
asked this little hand? Woald that be terrible,
Louisa ?

LovsA.  (with great indigngtion) Yes! for I should
strangle you on the bridal night.: and for such a deed
I would joyfully yield my body to be torn on the rack!
(She 1is going, bt comes hurriedly back.) Is all settled
between us, sir? May the dove be released ?

WorM. A trifle yet remains, maiden! You must
swear, by the holy sacrament, to acknowledge tuis
letter for your free and voluntary act.

Loyisa. Oh, God! Oh, God! And wilt thou grant
thine ~wn seal to confirm the works of hell ? (WoRrM
leads her away.)

ACT 1V.
ScENE T,
Saloon in the PRESIDEN‘T’S House.

FERDINAND VON WALTER enfers i greal excitement with
an open lelter in his hand, and is met by a SERVANT.

Frrp. Is the marshal here?

Serv. My lord, his Highness the president is in-
quiring for you.

Ferp. Fire and fury! I ask is the marshal here ?

Serv. His Honour is engaged at the faro-table, above
stairs.

Ferp. Tell his Honour, in the name of all the devils
in hell, to make his appearance this instant !

[Exit SERVANT.
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SceneE IL

Forp. (hastily reading the lctter, at one moment
seeming petrified with astowishment, at the next pacing
the room with fury) Impossible! quite impossible !
A form so heavenly cannot hide so devilish a heart.
And yet ! —and yet! Though all the angels of heaven
should descend on earth, and proclaim her innocence
—though heaven and earth, the Creator and the
created, should, with one accord, vouch for her inno-
cence — it is her hand, her own hand! Treachery,
monstrous, infernal treachery, such as humanity never
before witnessed! This, then, was the reason she so
resolutely opposed our flight! This it was — Oh, God!
Now I awake from my dream! Now the veil is lifted!
This, then, is why she surrendered with so much spem-
ing heroism her claims on my affection, and all but
cheated me with her saint-like demeanour ! (He traverses
the chamber rapidly, and then remains for some momeats
wn deep thought.) To fathom my heart to its very core!
To reciprocate every lofty sentiment, every gentle emo-
tion, every fiery ebullition! To sympathise with every
secret breathing of my soul! To study me even in her
tears! To mount with me to the sublimest heights of
passion — to brave w&th me, undaunted, each fearful
precipice! God of heaven! And was all this deceit ?
mere grimace? Oh, if falsehood can assume so lovely
an appearance of truth, why has no devil yet lied him-
self back into heaven ?

When I unfolded to her the dangers which threat-
ened our affection, with what convincing artifice did
the false one turn pale! With what overpowering dig-
nity did she repulse my father’s licentious scoffs! yet
at that very moment the deceiver was conscious of her
guilt! Nay, did she not even undergo the fiery ordeal
of truth? Forsooth, the hypocrite fainted! What
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must now be thy language, sensibility, since coquettes
faint? How wilt thou vindicate thyself, innocence ?
— for even strumpets faint ?

She knows her power sover me-—she has seen
through my very heart! My soul shone conspicuous
in my eyes at the blush of her first kiss. And that
she should have felt nothing ! or perhaps felt only the
triumph of her art; whilst my happy delirium fancied
that in her I embraced a whole heaven, my wildest
wishes were hushed! No thought but of her and
eternity was present to my mind. Oh, God! and yet
she felt nothing? Nothing ? but that her artifice had
wiumphed! That her charms were flattertad! Death
and vengeance ! Nothing, but that I was betrayed !

Scenrk III.
FERDINAND, the MARSHAL.

MARSHAL.  (tripping into the room) I am told, my
dear baron, that you have expressed a wish —

FERD. (muttering to himglf) To break your ras-
cally neck. (Aloud.) Marshal, this letter must have
dropped out of your pocket on parade. (With a mali-
cious smile.) And I have been®he fortunate finder.

MarsHAL.  You?

FEerp. By a singular coincidence! Now, balance
thy account with heaven !

MarsHAL.  You quite alarm me, baron!

FErD. Read it, sir, read it! (Turning from him.)
If T am not good enough for a lover, perhaps I may do
for a pimp. (While the MARSHAL reads, FERDINAND
goes to the wall and takes down the pistols.)

KaLB. (throws the letter upon the table and rushes
off) Confusion !

FErD. (leads him back by the arm) Wait a little, my
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dear marshal! The intelligence contained in that
letter appears to be agreeable! The finder must have
his reward. (Showing him the pistols.)

MARSHAL.  (starts back gn alarm) Have you lost
your senses, baron ?

FERD. (in a terrible voice) 1 have more than enough
left to rid the world of such a scoundrel as you!
Choose one of these instantly ! (He forces a pistol into
the MARSHAL'S hand, and then draws out his handker-
chief) And now take the other end of this handker-
chief! It was given me by the strumpet herself !

MARSHAL. What, shoot over the handkerchief ?
Baron, are you mad ¢ What can you be thinking of ? ,,

Ferp. Lay hold of it, I say ! or you will be sure to
miss your aim, coward! How the coward trembles!
You should thank God, you pitiful coward, that ydu
have a chance for once of getting something in your
empty brain-box. (Zhe MARSHAL takes to his heels.)
Gently, gently ! T'll take care of that. (Overtakes him
and bolts the door.) .

MarsHAL.  Surely you will not fight in the cham-
ber?

FErp. As if you were worth the trouble of a walk
beyond the Youndaries! “The report, my dear fellow,
will be louder, and, for the first time, you will make
some noise in the worldt Now, then, take hold !

MARSHAL.  (wiping his forchead) Yet consider, I
entreat. Would you risk your precious life, young and
promising as you are, in this desperate manner ?

Ferp. Take hold, I say! I have nothing more to
do in this world !

MARrsHAL.  But I have much, my dearest, most ex-
cellent friend !

FErD. Thou, wretch — thou? What hast thou to
do, but to play the stop-gap, where honest men keep
aloof ! To stretch or shrink seven times in an instant,
like the butterfly on a pin? To be privy registrar in
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chief and clerk of the jordan? To be the cap-and-bell
buffoon on which your mascer sharpens his wit ?  Well,
well, let it be so. I will carry you about with me, as
I would a marmot of rares training. You shall skip
and dance, like a tamed monkey, to the howling of
the damned ; fetch, carry, and serve; and with your
courtly arts enliven the weilings of everlasting de-
spair ! : .
MARSHAL. - Anything you please, dear major!
Whatever you please! Only take away the pistols !

Frrp. How he stands there, poor trembling wretch !
There he sfgands, a blot on the sixth day of creation.
He looks as if he were a piratical counterfeit of the
Almighty original.  Pity, eternal pity! that an atom
of brains should lie wasting in so barren a skull!
That single atom bestowed upon a baboon might have
magle him a perfect man, whereas it is now a mere use-
less fragment. And that she should share her heart
with & thing like this! Monstrous! Incredible! A
wretch more formed to wean from sin than to excite
it!

MARsHAL Praised be Heaven! he is getting witty.

Ferp. T will let him lived That tolegation which
spares the caterpillar shall be extended toﬁim! Men
shall look on him in wonder, ai, shrugging their shoul-
ders, admire the wise dispeMkation of Providence,
which can feed its creatures with husks and scourings;
which spreads the table for the raven on the gallows,
and for the courtier in the slime of majesty. We
wonder at the wisdom of Providence, which even in
the world of spirits maintains its staff of venomous
reptiles for the dissemination of poison. (Relapsing
wnto raye.) But such vermin shall not pollute my
rose; sooner will I crush to atoms (seizing the MAR-
SHAL and shaking him roughly), thus — and thus—
and thus —

MarsHAL.  Oh! God, that I were away from here!
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hundreds of miles away in the asylum for maniacs at
Paris! Anywhere but near this man!

Ferp. Villain! If she be no longer pure! Villain!
If thou hast profaned whererI worshipped! (With in-
creased fury.) If thou hast polluted, where I believed
myself the god! (Pausing suddenly ; then in a solemn
terrible voice.) It were better for thee, villain, to flee
to hell, than to encounter my wrath in heaven! Con-
fess! To what extent has your unhallowed love pro-
ceeded ?

MarsHAL.  Let me go! T will confess everything.

Ferp. Oh! it must be more rapturous, even to be
her licentious paramour than to burn with the purest-
flame for any other! Would she surrender her charms
to unlicensed pleasure she might dissolve the ~soul
itself to sin, and make voluptuousness pass for virtue.
(Pressing his pistol against the MARSHAL'S breast.) To
what extremities have you proceeded? Confess this
instant or I fire!

MagrsHAL.  There is nothing at all in it, I assure
you! There is not a syllable of truth in the whole
business! Have but a moment’s patience! You are
deceived, indped you are!

FErD. (furiously) And dare you remind me of
that, villain? To whatl extremities have you pro-
ceeded ? Confess, or yot. are a dead man !

MarsHaL. Mon Diew! My God! You mistake
my words! Only listen for a moment. When a
father —

Ferp. (still more enraged) No doubt! He threw
his daughter into your arms? And how far have you
proceeded ? Confess, or I will murder you!

MARrsHAL. You rave! You will not listen! I
never saw her! T don’t know her! I know nothing
at all about her!

FERD. (drawing back) You never saw her? You
don’t know her? Know nothing at all about her?
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Louisa is lost to me for ever on thy account, and yet in
one breath hast thou denied her thrice. Go, wretch,
go (ke gives him a blow with the pistol and thrusts him
out of the chamber); powvder were thrown away on
such a miscreant. [Zit MARSHAL.

Scexz IV.

FERD. (after a long silence, during which his coun-
tenance declares him to be agitated by some dreadful
tdea) For ever lost? Yes, false unfortunate, both are
lost! Ay, by the Almighty God! if I am lost, thou
art so tvo. Judge of the world, ask her not from me!
She is mine. For her sake I renounced the whole
world — abandoned all thy glorious creation. Leave me
the maid, great Judge of the world! Millions of souls
pour out their plaints to thee — turn on them thine
eye of compassion, but leave me, Almighty Judge —
leave me to myself. (Clasping his hands in agony.)
»Can the bountiful, the munificent, Creator be covetous
of qne miserable soul, and that soul the worst of his
creation ? The maiden is mine! Once I was her god,
but now I am her devil! Fizes his eygs with terrible
expression.) An eternity passed with her upon the
rack of everlasting perditiong! Her melting eyeballs
riveted on mine! Our blazin® locks entwined together !
Our shrieks of agony dissolving into one! And then to
renew to her my vows of love, and chant unceasingly
her broken oaths! God! God! The union is dread-
ful —and eternal! (d4s ke is about to rush off, the
PRESIDENT meets him.)
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SCENE V.
FERDINAND, the PRESIDENT.
el

FERD. (starting back) Ha! my father!

Pres. I am glad to meet with you, Ferdinand! I
come to bring you some pleasant news— something
that will certainly surprise.you, my dear son. Shall
we be seated ?

FERD. (after gazing upon him for some time with a
vacant starc) My father! (Going to him with emotion,
and grasping his hand.) My father! (Kissing it, and
Jalling at his feet) Oh, father!

Pres. 'What is the matter? Rise, my son. Your
hand burns and trembles!

FErp. (wildly) Forgive my ingratitude, father! I
am a lost man! I have misinterpreted your kind-
ness! Your meaning was so truly — truly paternal!
Oh! you had a prophetic soul! Now it is too late!
Pardon ! pardon! Your blessing, my dear father!

PRrEs. (feigning astonishment) Arise, my son! Rec-
oliect that your words to me are riddles!

Ferp. ThigLouisa, dearfather! Oh! You under-
stand mankind! Your anger was so just, so noble, so
truly the zeal of a father! had not its very earnestness
led you to mistake the wag.". This Louisa!

Pres.  Spare me, dear boy! Curses on my severity!
I come to entreat your forgiveness —

Frrp. Forgiveness from me! Curse me rather.
Your disapproval was wisdom! Your severity was
heavenly mercy! This Louisa, father —

Pres. Is a noble, a lovely girl! T recall my too
rash suspicions! She has won my entire esteem !

FErD.  (starting wp) What? You, too? Father,
even you? And is she not, father, the very personifi-
cation of innocence ? And is it not so natural to love
this maiden ? '
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PrES. Say, rather, ‘twere a crime not to love her.

Ferp. Incredible! wonderful ! And you, too, who
can so thoroughly see through the heart! And you,
who saw her faults wigh the eyes of hatred! Oh,
unexampled hypocrisy! This Louisa, father!

Pres. Is worthy to be my daughter! Her virtues
supply the want of ancestry, her beauty the want of
fortune. My prudential maxims yield to the force
of your attachment. Louisa shall be yours!

Ferp. Nought but this wanting! Father, farewell !
(Rushes out of the apartment.)

Prrs.  (following him) Stay, my son, stay! Whither
do yor fly ?

ScENE VL
A magnificent Saloon vn LADY MILFORD’S House.
Enter LADY MILFORD and SOPHIA.

Lapy M. You have seen her then? Will she
come ?

Sormia.  Yes, in a monfent! She wis in dishabille,
and only requested time to change her dress.

Lapy M. Speak not offher. Silence! I tremble
like a criminal at the prospect of beholding that fortu-
pate woman whose heart sympathises thus cruelly
with my own. And how did she receive my in-
vitation ?

SopHIA.  She seemed surprised, became thoughtful,
fixed her eyes on me steadfastly, and for awhile re-
mained silent. I was already prepared for her excuses,
when she returned me this answer, with a look that
quite astonished me: «Tell your mistress that she
commands what T myself intended to request to-
morrow.”
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Lapy M. Leave me, Sophia! Pity me! I must
blush if she is but an ordinary woman — despair if she
is more!

SopHIA. But, my lady! if is not in this spirit that
a rival should be received! Remember who you are!
Summon to your aid your birth, your rank, your power!
A prouder soul should heighten the gorgeous splendour
of your appearance.

Lapy M. (¢n a fit of absence) What is the sim-
pleton babbling about ?

SoPHIA.  (maliciously) Or, is it, perhaps, by chance
that to-day, in particular, you are adorned with your
most costly brilliants ? by chance that you are to-day
arrayed in your most sumptuous robes? that your
antechamber is crowded with guards and pages; and
that the tradesman’s daughter is to be received in the
most stately apartment of the palace ?

Lapy M. (angry and nettled) This is outrageous !
Insupportable! Oh, that woman should have such
argus-eyes for woman’s weakness! How low, how
irretrievably low, must I have fallen when such a crea-
ture has power to fathom me! ‘

Lap¥ MILForD, SOPHIA, @ SERVANT.

SERVANT. (entering) ]Ila'mselle Miller waits.

Lapy M.  (fo SorHIA) Hence with you! Leave the
room instantly ! (Imperiously, as the latter hesitates.)
Must I repeat my orders? (SOPHIA retires — LADY
MILFORD takes a few turns hastily.) So; ’tis well that
I have been excited! I am in the fitter mood for this
meeting. (7o the SERVANT.) Let her approach.

. [Exit SERVANT. LADY MILFORD throws herself

upon the sofa, and assumes a negligent but
studied attitude.
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Scexe VIL
Lapy MILFGRD, LOUIsA.

LovisA enters timidly, and remains standing at a
great distance jfrom LADY MILFORD, who has
turned her back toward her, and for some time
watches her attentively in the opposite looking-glass.
After a pause —

LouisA. Noble lady, I await your corrmands.

Lapy M. (tvrning toward Louisa and making a
slight and distant motion with her head) Oh'! Are
you there? T presume the young lady —a certain
— Pray what is your name ?

*LoulsA.  (somewhat sensitively) My father’s name
is Miller. Your ladyship expressed a wish to see his
daughter.

Lapy M. True, true! I remember. The poor
musitian’s daughter, of whom we were speaking the
other day. (Aside, after a pause) Very interesting,
but no beauty! (7o Louis®) Come neaftr, my child.
(Again aside.) Eyes well practised in weeping. Oh!
How I love those eyes! (floud.) Nearer — come
nearer! Quite close! I really think, my good child,
that you are afraid of me !

LovisA. (with firmness and dignity) No, my lady
— T despise the opinion of the multitude!.

Lapy M. (aside) Well, to be sure! She has learnt
this boldness from him. (Z% LovuisA.) You have been
recommended to me, miss! I am told that you have
been decently educated, and are well disposed. I can
readily believe it; besides, I would not, for the world,
doubt the word of so warm an advocate.

Louisa. And yet I remember no one, my lady, who
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would be at the trouble to seek your ladyship’s patron-
age for me!

Lapy M. (significantly) Does that imply my un-
worthiness, or your humility ? _

Lovisa. Your words are beyond my comprehension,
lady.

gADY M. More cunning than I should have ex-
pected from that open countenance. (7o Louisa.)
Your name is Louisa, I believe? May I inquire your
age?

Louisa. Sixteen, just turned.

Lapy M. (starting wp) Ha! There it is! Sixteen!
The first pulsation of love! The first sweet vibration
upon the yet unsounded harp! Nothing is more fas-
cinating. (7o Louisa.) Be seated, lovely girl —1 am
anxious about you. (7o herself) And he, too, lowas
for the first time! What wonder, if the ruddy morn-
ing beams should meet and blend ? . (70 Louisa, lak-
ing her hand affectionately.) ’Tis settled: I will make
your fortune. (7o herself) Oh! there is nothing in
it: nothing but the sweet transient vision of youth!
(To Louisa, patting her on the cheek.) My Sophy is on
the point of leaving me to be married: you shall have
her place. ‘But just sixtten? Oh! it can never last.

Loutsa.  (kissing her hand respectfully) Receive my
thanks, lady, for your fhtended favours, and believe me
not the less grateful though I may decline to accept
them.

Lapy M. (relapsing into disdain and anger) Only
hear the great lady! Girls of your station generally
think themselves fortunate to obtain such promotion.
What is your dependence, my dainty one? Are these
fingers too delicate for work ?— or is it your pretty
baby-face that makes you give yourself these airs ?

Louisa. My face, lady, is as little of my own
choice as my station!

Lapy M. Perhaps you believe that your beauty
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will last for ever? Poor creature! Whoever put that
into your head — be he 1/ho he may — has deceived
both you and himself! The colours of those cheeks
are not burnt in with fire: what your mirror passes off
upon you as solid and endilring is but a slight tinsel-
ling, which, sooner or later, will rub off in the hands
of the purchaser. "What then will you do?

Louisa. Pity the purchaser, lady, who bought a
diamond because it appeared to be set in gold.

Lapy M. (uffecting not to hear her) A damsel
of your age has ever two mirrors, the real one, and
Ler adwirer. The flattering complaisance of the lat-
ter counterbalances the rough honesty of the former.

hat the ore proclaims frightful pock-marks, the
other declares to be dimples that would adorn the
Owuces. The credulous maid believes only so much
of the former as is confirmed by the latter, and hies
frdin one to the other till she confounds their testi-
monies, and concludes by fancying them to be both of
ope opinion. Why do you stare at me so?

Louisa. Pardon me, lady! I was just then pity-
ing those gorgeous sparkling brilliants, which are un-
conscious that their possessor is so strenuous a foe to
vanity. .

LApY M. (reddening) No evasion, miss. Were it
not that you depend upon persgnal attractions, what in
the world could induce you to reject a situation, the
only one where you can acquire polish of manners, and
divest yourself of your plebeian prejudices ?

LouisA. And with them, I presume, my plebeian
innocence !

Lapy M. Preposterous objection! The most disso-
lute libertine dares rot to disrespect our sex, unless we
ourselves encourage him by advances. Prove what
you are; make manifest your virtue and honour, and
I will guarantee your innocence from danger.

Loursa. Of that, lady, permit me to entertain a
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doubt! The palaces of certain ladies are but too often
made a theatre for the most unbridled licentiousness,
‘Who will believe that a poor musician’s daughter could
have the heroism to plunge into the midst of contagion
and yet preserve herself untainted ? 'Who will believe
that Lady Milford would perpetually hold a scorpion
to her breast, and lavish her wealth to purchase the
advantage of every moment feeling her cheeks dyed
with the crimson blush of shame? 1 will be frank,
lady ! — while I adorned you for some assignation,
could you meet my eye unabashed? Could you en-
dure my glance when you returned ? Oh! better, far
better, would it be that oceans should roll between us
—that we should inhabit different climes! Beware,
my lady ! — hours of temperance, moments of satiety,
might intrude; the gnawing worm of remorse might
plant its sting in your bosom, and then — what a tor-
ment would it be for you to read in the countenguce
of your handmaid that calm serenity with which virtue
ever rewards an uncorrupted heart! (Retiring a few
steps.)  Once more, gracious lady, I entreat your
pardon ! ‘

Lapy M.  (extremely agitated) Insupportable, that
she shouldtell me thi%! Still more insupportable,
that what she tells is true! (Zwrning to Louisa,
and looking at her steqifastly.) Girl! girl! this arti-
fice does not blind me. Mere opinions do not speak
out so warmly. Beneath the cloak of these sentiments
lurks some far dearer interest. ’Tis that which makes
my service particularly distasteful — which gives such
energy to your language. (In a threatewing wvoice.)
What it is T am determined to discover.

Loutsa.  (with calin dignity) And what if you do
discover it? Suppose the contemptuous trampling of
your foot should rouse the injured worm, which its
Creator has furnished with a sting to protect it against
misusage. I fear not your vengeance, lady! The poor
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criminal extended on the rack can look unavpalled
even on the dissolution or the world. My misery is
8o exquisite that even sincerity cannot draw down
upon me any further inflition! (After a pause.)
You say that you would raise me from the obscurity
of my station. I will not examine the motives of
this suspicious favour. I will only ask, what could
induce you to think me so foolish as to blush at my
station? 'What could induce ynu to become the archi-
tect of my happiness, before you knew whether I was
willing to receive that happiness at your hands? I
had for ever renounced all claims upon the pleasures
qf the world. I had forgiven Fortune that she had
dealt with me so niggardly. Ah! why do you remind
me of all this? If the Almighty himself hides his
ghry from the eyes of his creatures, lest the highest
seraph should be overwhelmed by a sense of his own
insignificance, why should mortals be so cruelly com-
passionate ? Lady, lady! why is your vaunted happi-
ness so anxious to excite the envy and wonder of the
wretched ?  Does your bliss stand in need of the exhi-
bition" of despair for entertainment? Oh! rather grant
me that blindness which alone can reconcile me to my
barbarous lot! The insect feels itself as happy in a
drop of water as though that drop was a paradise: so
happy, and so contented! till §ome one tells it of a
world of water, where navies ride and whales disport
themselves! But you wish to make me happy, say
you? (After a pause, she advances toward LADY MIL-
FORD, and asks her suddenly.) Arc you happy, lady ?
(Lapy MILFORD turns from her hastidy, and overpow-
ered. LoUISA jfollows her, and lays her hand wpon her
bosom.) Does this heart wear the smile of its station ?
Could we now exchange breast for breast, and fate for
fate — were I, in childlike innocence, to ask you on
your conscience — were I to ask you as a mother —
would you really counsel me to make the exchange ?
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Lapy M. (greatly excited, throwing herself on the
sofa) Intolerable! Incomprehensible! No, Louisa, no!
This greatness of thought is not your own, and your
conceptions are too fiery, too full of youth, to be
inspired by your father. Deceive me not! I detect
another teacher —

LouisA.  (looking priercingly at her) 1 cannot but
wonder, my lady, that you should have only just dis-
covered that other teacher, and yet have previously
shown so much anxiety to patronise me!

Lapy M. (starting up) "Tis not to be borne! Well,
then, since T cannot escape you, I know him — know
everything — know more than I wish to know! (Sud-
denly wstraining herself, then continuing with” a violence
which by degrees increases to frenzy.) But dare, unhappy
one!— dare but still to love, or be beloved by him!
What did T say ? Dare but to think of him, or to be
one of his thoughts! I am powerful, unhappy &ne!
—dreadful in my vengeance! As sure as there is a
God in heaven thou art lost for ever!

Loutsa. (undaunted) Past all redemption, my lady,
the moment you succeed in compelling him to love
you'! ¢
Lapy l\f I understand you — but I care not for
his love! I will conquer this disgraceful passion. 1
will torture my own Iart; but thine will T crush to
atoms! Rocks and chasms will T hurl between you.
I will rush, like a fury, into the heaven of your joys.
My name shall affright your loves as a spectre scares
an assassin. That young and blooming form in his
embrace shall wither to a skeleton. I cannot be blessed
with him — neither shalt thou. Know, wretched girl,
that to blast the happiness of others is in itself a
happiness !

LoutsA. A happiness, my lady, which is already
beyond your reach! Seek not to deceive your own
heart! You are incapable of executing what you
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threaten! You are incapable of torturing a being who
has done you no wrong — but whose misfortune it is
that her feelings have been sensible to impressions like
your owr. But I love yan for these transports, my
lady !

Lapy M. (recovering herself) Where am 1? What
have I done? What seutiments have I betrayed ? To
whora have I betrayed them? Oh, Louisa, noble,
great, divine soul, forgive the ravings of a maniac!
Fear not, my child! I will not injure a hair of thy
head! Name thy wishes! Ask what thou wilt! I
will serve thee with all my power; I will be thy
friend — Jhy sister! Thou art poor; look (taking off
her brilliants), I will sell ihese jewels — sell my ward-~
robe — my carriages aud horses — all shall be thine —
glant me but Ferdinand !

JLouisa.  (draws back indignantly) Does she mock
my despair ?— or is she really innocent of participation
in that cruel deed? Ha! then I may yet assume the
ireroine, and make my surrender of him pass for a
sacrifice ! (Remains for awhile absorbed in thought, then
approaches LADY MILFORD, seizes her hand, and gazes on
her with a fized and significgut look)) Takg him, lady !
I here voluntarily resign the man whom hellish arts
have torn from my bleeding bosom! Perchance you
know it not, my lady! but ’ou have destroyed the
paradise of two lovers; you have torn asunder two
hearts which God had linked together; you have
crushed a creature not less dear to him than yourself,
and no legs created for happiness; one by whom he
was worshipped as sincerely as by you; but who,
henceforth, will worship him no more. But the
Almighty is ever open to receive the last groan of
the trampled worm. He will not look on with indif-
ference when creatures in his keeping are murdered.
Now Ferdinand is yours. Take him, lady, take him!
Rush into his arms! Drag him with you to the altar!
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But forget not that the spectre of a suicide will rush
between you and the bridal kiss. God be merciful !
No choice is left me! (Rushes out of the chamber.)

SceNE VIIL

LApy MILFORD alone, in cxtreme agitation, gazing on
the door by which LoulsA left. At length she
recovers from her stupor.

Lapy M. What was that? What preys so on my
heart ? What said the unhappy one ? Still, O Heaven,
the dreadful, damning words ring in my ears! «Take
him! Take him!” What should I take, unfortunate?
the bequest of your dying groan — the fearful legacy
of your despair ? Gracious Heaven! am I then falien
so low? Am I so suddenly hurled from the towering
throne of my pride that I greedily await what a beg-
gar’s generosity may throw me in the last struggle of
death? «Take him! Take him!” And with what a
tone was it uttered!— with what a look! What!
Amelia! is t for this thoa hast overleaped the bounds
of thy sex? For this didst thou vaunt the glorious
title of a free-born Br{ion, that thy boasted edifice of
honour might sink before the nobler soul of a despised
and lowly maiden? No, proud unfortunate! No!
Amelia Milford may blush for shame,— but shall
never be despised. I, too, have courage to resign. (She
walks a few paces with a magestic gait.) Hide thyself,
weak, suffering woman! Hence, ye sweet and golden
dreams of love! Magnanimity alone be now my guide.
These lovers are lost, or Amelia must withdraw her
claim, and renounce the prince’s heart. (After a pause,
with animation.) It is determined! The dreadful
obstacle is removed — broken are the bonds which
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bound me to the duke —torn from my bosom this
raging passion. Virtue, inco thy arms I throw myself.
Receive thy repentant daughter Ha! how happy do
I feel! How suddenly relievec my heart, and how
exalted. Glorious as the setting sun, will I this day
descend from the pinnacle of my greatness ; my grandeur
shall expire with my love, and my own heart be the
only sharer of my proud exile! (Going to her writing-
table with o determined air.)) It must be done at once
—now, on the spot — before the recollection of Fer-
dinand renews the cruel conflict in my bosom! (She
seats herself, and begins to write.)

SceNeE IX.

Laby MILFORD, an ATTENDANT, SOPHIA, afterward the
MARSHAL, and then SERVANTS.

SERVANT. Marshal von Kalb is in the antechamber,
and Brings a message from his Highness.

Lapy M. (not hearmg imm in the eagerness of
writing) How the illustrious® puppet will%tare! The
idea is singular enough, I own, the presuming to
astonish his serene numskull. § In what confusion will
his court be thrown! The whole country will be in a
ferment.

SERVANT and SopHIA. Marshal von Kalb, my lady !

Lapy M.  (twrning round) Who? the marshal ? So
much the better! Such creatures were designed by
nature to carry the ass’ panniers. [£xit SERVANT.

SoPHIA.  (approaching anwiously) If I were not
fearful, my lady, that you would think it presumption !
(LapY MILFORD continuing to write eagerly.) Louisa
Miller rushed madly to the hall — you are agitated —
you speak to yourself. (LaDY MILFORD continues
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writing) 1 am quite alarmed. What can have
happened ?

(The MARSHAL enters, making repeated bows at
LapYy MILFORD’S hack ; as she takes no notice
of him, he comes nearer, stands behind her
chair, touches the hem of her dress, and vm-~
prints o kiss on i, saying tn a tremulous
voice.)

His Serene Highness —

Lapy M. (while she peruses hastily what she has
written) He will tax me with black ingratitude! «I
was poor and forsaken! He raised me from misery!
From misery.” Detestable exchange! Annul my bond,
seducer! The blush of my eternal shame repays my
debt with interest. .

MARSHAL.  (after endeavouring in vain to catch hér
eye) Your ladyship seems somewhat absent. 1 take
the liberty of permitting myself the boldness (very Zoufl)
— his Serene Highness, my lady, has sent me to inquire
whether you mean to honour this evening’s gala with
your presence, or the theatre ?

Lany M. (rising, with a laugh) One or the ther,
sweet sir. In the meanjime take this paper to your
duke for hi§ dessert. (7o Sornia) Do you, Sophia,
give directions to have my carriage brought to the door
without delay, and callfmy whole household together
in this saloon.

SoPHIA. (goes out in great astonishment) Heavens!
What do I forebode ? What will this end in?

MarsuAL.  You seem excited, my lady !

Lapy M. The greater the chance of my letting you
into a little truth. Rejoice, my lord marshal! There
is a place vacant at court. A fine time for panders.
(As the MARSHAL throws a look of suspicion upon the
paper.) Read it, readit! ’Tis my desirc that the con-
tents should be made public. (Wlwle he reads it, the
domestics enter, and range themselves in the background.)
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MARSHAL.  (reading) «Your Highness — an en-
gagement, broken by you so lightly, can no longer
be binding on me. The happiness of your subjects was
the condition of my love. e For three years the decep-
tion has lasted. The veil at length falls from my eyes !
I look with disgust on favours which are stained with
the tears of your subjects. Bestow the love which I
can no longer accept upon your weeping country, and
learn from a British princess compassion to your
German people. Within an hour I shall have quitted
your dominions.

“ JoANNA NORFOLK.”

SERVANTS. (exclavming to each other in astonishment)
Quitted the dominions !

MARSHAL.  (replaces the letter upon the table in

tegror) God forbid, my dear and most excellent lady!
The bearer of such a letter would be as mad as the
writer!
» Lapy M. That is your concern, you pink of a court-
ier! , Alas!' T am sorry to know that you, and such
as you, would choke even in the utterance of what
others dare to do. My adgice is that ypu bake the
letter in a venison pasty, so that his most Serene
Highness may find it on his plate!

MArsHAL.  God preserve mk! What presumption!
Ponder well, T entreat you. Reflect on the disgrace
which you will bring down upon yourself, my lady!

Lapy M. (furning to the assembled domestics, and
addressing them in the decpest cmotion) You seem
amazed, good people; and anxiously awaiting the
solution of this riddle? Draw nearer, my friends!
You have served me truly and affectionately; have
looked into my eyes rather than my purse. My
pleasure was your study, my approbation your pride!
Woe is me, that the remembrance of your fidelity
must be the record of my unworthiness! Unhappy
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fate, that the darkest season of my life should have
been the brightest of yours! (Her eyes suffused with
tears) We must part, my children. Lady Milford
has ceased to exist, and Joarna of Norfolk is too poor
to repay your love. What little wealth I have my
treasurer will share among you. This palace belongs
to the duke. The poorest of you will quit it far richer
than his mistress! Farewell, my children! (She ex-
tends her hand which they all in turn kiss with marks
of sorrow and affection.) I understand youw, my good
people!  Farewell! for ever farewell! (Struggling
with her feelings) I hear the carriage at the door.
(She tears herself away, and is hurrying out when the.
MARSHAL arrests her progress) How, now? Pitiful
creature, art thou still there ?

MARSHAL. (who all this while has been gazing
vacant astonishment at the letter) And must I be the
person to put this letter into the most august hands of
his most Serene Highness ?

Lapy M. Pitiful creature, even thou! Thou must
deliver into his most august hands, and convey to his
most august ears, that, as I cannot go barefoot to
Lovetto, I will support gmyself by the labour of my
hands, thatwi may be purified from the disgrace of
having condescended to rule him. (She hurries off —
the rest silently disperse.
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ACT V.
Sce¥e I
Tunlight ; a room in MILLER'S house.

Louisa sits silent and motionless in a dark corner of
the room, her head reclining wpon her hand. After
a long pause, MILLER enters with a lantern, the
light of wiich he casts anxiously around the cham-
ber, without observing LoUIsA, he then puts his hat
on the table and sets down the lanter~.

Lovuisa, MILLER.

MiLL. She is not here either. No, she is not here!
T have wandered through every street; I have sought
her with every acquaintance; I have inquired at every
door! No one has seen my child! (4 silence of some
momgnts.) Patience, poor unhappy father! Patience
till morning; then perhaps the corpse of your only one
may come floating to shorg. Oh, Godg in heaven!
What though my heart has hung too idolatrously upon
this daughter, yet surely the punishment is severe!
Heavenly Father! Surely it ¥is severe! T will not
murmur, Heavenly Father; but the punishment is
indeed severe! (Throws himself sorrowfully into a
chaar.)

Louisa.  (without moving from her seat) Thou dost
well, wretched old man! Learn betimes to lose.

MiLL.  (starts up eagerly) Ah! art thou there, my
child? Art thou there? But wherefore thus alone,
and without a light?

Louisa. Yet am I not alone. When all things
around me are dark and gloomy then have I the
companionship which most I love.
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MirL. God defend thee, my child! The worm of
conscience alone wakes and watches with the owl;
none shun the light but criminals and evil spirits.

LouisA. And eternity, father, which speaks to the
soul in solitude!,

MiLL. Louisa, my child! What words are these ?

Louisa.  (rises, and comes forward) 1 have fought
a hard fight — you know it, father! but God gave me
the strength! The fight is over! Father, our sex is
called timid and weak; believe it no more! ~We
tremble at a spider, but the black monster, corrup-
tion, we hug to our arms in sport! This for your
edification, father. Your Louisa is merry. ‘

MiiL. T had rather you wept. It would please me
better. )

Louisa. How I will outwit him, father! How
shall cheat the tyrant! Love is more crafty than
malice, 'and bolder — he knew not that, the man of
the unlucky star! Oh! they are cunning so long as
they have but to do with the head; but when they
have to grapple with the heart the villains are at fault.
He thought to scal his treachery with an oath!
Oaths, fatheg\ may bind the living, but death dissolves
even the iron bonds of the sacrament! Ferdinand will
learn to know his Louisa. Father, will you deliver
this letter for me? Wl you do me the kindness?

MiL. To whom, my child ?

Loursa. Strange question! Infinitude and my
heart together had not space enough for a single
thought but of him. To whom else should I write ?

MiLL.  (anxiously) Hear me, Louisa! I must read
this letter!

Loutsa.  As you please, father! but you will not
understand it. The characters lie there Like inanimate
corpses, and live but for the eye of love.

ML, (reading) “You are betrayed, Ferdinand!
An unparalleled piece of villainy has dissolved the
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union of our hearts; but a dreadful vow binds my
tongue, and your father hus $pies stationed upon every
side. But, if thou hast courage, my beloved, I know
a place where oaths no longer bind, and where spies
cannot enter.” (MILLER stops short, und gazes upon he~
steadfastly.)

Loutsa. Why that earnest look, father? Read
what follows.

MirL.  «But thou must be fearless enough to wander
through a gloomy path with no other guides than God
and thy Louisa. Thou must kave no companion but
love ; leave behind all thy hopes, all thy tumultuous
ywishes --- thou wilt need nothing on this journey but
thy heart. Darest thou come; then set out as the
bell tolls twelve from the Carmelite Tower. Dost
fhou fear; then erase from the vocabulary of thy
sex’s virtues the word courage, for a maiden will have
put thee to shame.” (MILLER lays down the letter and
JSiwes his eyes upon the ground in deep sorrow. At
length he turns to LoUlsa, and says, in o low, broken
voice) Daughter, where is that place?

Louisa. Don’t you know it, father ? Do you really
., not know it? ’Tis strangel I have degeribed it un-
mistakably! Ferdinand will not fail to fad it.

MiiL. Pray speak plainer!

Louisa. T can think of ndfpleasing name for it just
now! You must not be alarmed, father, if the name
I give it has a terrible sound. That place, — oh! why
has no lover invented a name for it! He would have
chosen the softest, the sweetest — that place, my dear
father — but you must not interrupt me — that place is
—the grave!

MiLL.  (staggering to a seat) Oh, God!

LouisA.  (hastens to him, and supports him) Nay,
father, be not alarmed! These are but terrors which
hover round an ewmpty word! Take away the name,
and the grave will seem to be a bridal-bed over which
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Aurora spreads her golden canopy and spring strews
her fairest flowers. None but a groaning sinner pic-
tures death as a skeleton ; to others he is a gentle, smil-
ing boy, blooming as the gqd of love, but not so false
— a silent, minigtering spirit who guides the exhausted
pilgrim through ‘the desert of eternity, unlocks for him
the fairy palace of everlasting joy, invites him in with
friendly smiles, and vanishes for ever!

MiLL. What meanest thou, my child ? Surely thou
wilt not lay guilty hands on thine own life ?

Louisa. Speak not thus, father! To quit a com-
munity from which I am already rejected, to fly volun-
tarily to a place from which I cannot much longer be
absent, is that a sin ?

MiLL. Suicide is the most horrible of sins, my
child. °’Tis the only one that can never be repente§,
since death arrives at the moment the crime is comn-
mitted. ‘

Louiss. (stands motionless with horror) That is
dreadful! But my death will not be so sudden, father.
I will spring into the river, and while the waters are
closing over me, cry to the Almighty for mercy and
forgiveness ! \

M. That is to say,'you will repent the theft as
soon as the treasure is secure! Daughter! Daughter!
beware how you mock four God when you most need
his help! Ob! you have gone far, far astray! You
have forgotten the worship of your Creator, and he has
withdrawn his protecting hand from you !

Louisa. Is it, then, a crime to love, father ?

MiLL.  So long as thou lovest God thou wilt never
love man to idolatry. Thou hast bowed me down low,
my only one! low! very low! perhaps to the grave!
Yet will T not increase the sadness of thy heart.
Daughter! I gave vent to my feelings as I entered.
I thought myself alone! Thou hast overheard me!
and why should I longer conceal the truth? Thou
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wert my idol! Hear me, Louisa, if there is yet room
in thy heart for a father’s “eelings. Thou wert my all!
Of thine own thou hast nothing more to lose, but I
have my all at stake! My life depends on thee! My
hairs are turning gray, Louisa; they show that the
time is drawing nigh with me when fithers look for a
return of the capital invested in the hearts of their
children. Wilt thou defraud me of ihis, Louisa ? Wilt
thou away and bear with thee all the wealth of thy
father ?

Lovisa.  (kissing his hand in the deepest emotion)
No, father, no! I go from this world deeply in your
debt, and will repay you with usury in the world to
come.

MicL. Beware, my child, lest thy reckoning should
ke false! (Very earnestly and solemnly.) Art thou
certain that we shall meet in that world to come ?
Le! how the colour fades from thy cheek! My child
must feel that I can scarcely overtake her in that other
world if she hurries there before me. (Loulsa throws
Rerself shuddering into his arms, he clasps her warmly
to his bosom, and continues in a tone of fervent ad-
Juration.) Oh! Louisa! Louisa! Fallen, perhaps
already lost, daughter! Tfeasure in tWy heart the
solemn counsels of a father! I cannot eternally watch
over thee! I may snatch the &agger from thy hands;
but thou canst let out life with a bodkin. I may re-
move poison from thy reach; but thou canst strangle
thyself with a necklace. Louisa! Louisa! I can only
warn thee. Wilt thou rush boldly forward till the
perfidious phantom which lured thee on vanishes at
the awful brink of eternity ? Wilt thou dare approach
the throne of the Omniscient with the lie on thy lips?
« At thy call am I here, Creator ! ” while thy guilty eyes
are in search only of their mortal idol! And when
thou shalt see this perishable god of thine own creation,
a worm like thee, writhing at the Almighty’s feet;
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when thou shalt hear him in the awful moment give
the lie to thy guilty daring, and blast thy delusive
hopes of eternal mercy, which the wretch implores in
vain for himself; what then? (Zouder and more fer-
vently.) What then, unhappy one? (He clasps her
still closer to has bosom, and gazes upon her with wild
and piercing looks ; then suddenly disengages himself.)
1 can do no more! (Raising his right hand toward
heaven.) Immortal Judge, I can do no more to save
this soul from ruin! Louisa, do what thou wilt. Offer
up a sacrifice at the altar of this idolised youth that
shall make thy evil genius howl for transport and thy
good angels forsake thee in despair. Go on! Hea

sin upon sin,—add to them this, the last, the heavi-
est, — and, if the scale be still too light, throw in my
curse to complete the measure. Here is a knife; pieree
thy own heart, and (weeping aloud and rushing awu 9,
and with it, thy father’s!

Loutsa.  (following and datmmmq him) Stay ! stdy'
Oh! father, father! —to think that affection should
wound more cruelly than a tyrant’s rage ! What shall
I?—T cannot ! — what must I do?

Mirn. If thy lover’s kisses burn hott;(,r than thy
tather’s tea — then die ¢

LoutsA.  (after a wiolent internal struggle, firmly)
Father! Here is myghand! I will— God! God!
what am I doing! What would 1?-— father, I swear.
Woe is me! Criminal that I am where'er I turn!
Father, be it so! Ferdinand! God, look down upon
the act! Thus I destroy the last memorial of him.
(Learing the letter.)

MiLL.  (throwing himself in ecstasy wpon her neck)
There spoke my daughter! Look up, my child! Thou
hast lost a lover, but thou hast made a father happy.
(Embracing her, and alternately laughing and crying.)
My child! my child! T was not worthy to live so blest
a moment! God knows how I, poor miserable sinner,
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became possessed of such an angel! My Louisa! My
paradise! Oh! I know but little of love; but that to
rend its bonds must be a bitter grief I can well believe !

Louisa. But let us hasfen from this place, my
father! Let us fly from the city, where my compan-
ions scoff at me, and my good name is fost for ever —
let us away, far away, from a spot where every object
tells of my ruined happiness, — let us tly if it be pos-
sible!

MiL. Whither thou wilt, my daughter! The
bread of the Lord grows everywhere, and he will
grant ears to listen to my music. Yes! we will fly
apd leave «ll behind. T will set the story of your sor-
rows to the lute, and sing of the daughter who rent
her own heart to preserve her father’s. .We will beg
with the ballad from door to door, and sweet will be
the alms bestowed by the hand of weeping sympathy !

Scene IL
The former ; FERDINAND.

Lovisa. (who perceives him Jirst, thrBos herself
shrieking into MILLER'S arms) God! There he is! I
am lost!

M. Who? Where?

LouisA.  (points, with averted foce, to the MAJOR, and
presses closer 1o her father) 'Tis he! 'Tis he! himself!
Look round, father, look round ! — he comes to murder
me !

MiLL.  (perceives him and starts back) How, baron ?
You here ?

FERD.  (approaches slowly, stands opposite to LOUIsA,
and fizes o stern and piercing look wpon her. After a
pause, he says) Stricken conscience, I thank thee! Thy
confession is dreadful, but swift and true, and spares



402 LOVE AND INTRIGUE

me the torment of an explanation! Good evening,
Miller! :

Mii. For God’s sake! baron, what seek you?
What brings you hither ?, What means this surprise ?

Ferp. I knew a time when the day was divided
into seconds, ‘when eagerness for my presence hung
upon the weights of the tardy clock, and when every
pulse-throb was counted until the moment of my com-
ing. How is it that I now surprise ?

MiLL. Oh, leave us, leave us, baron! If but one
spark of humanity still linger in your bosom ; — if you
seek not utterly to destroy her whom you profess to
love, fly from this house, stay not one moment longer.
The blessing of God deserted us when your foot first
crossed its threshold. You have brought misery under
a roof where all before was joy and happiness. Are
you not yet content? Do you seek to deepen the
wound which your fatal passion has planted in the
heart of my only child?

FERrD. Strange father, I have come to bnng joyful
tidings to your dauohter

MILL Perchance fresh hopes, to add to her despair.
Away, awz‘y, thou messenger of ill! Thy looks belie
thy words.

FErp. At length the goal of my hopes appears in
view! Lady Milfordfthe most fearful obstacle to our
love, has this moment fled the land. My father sanc-
tions my choice. Fate grows weary of persecuting us,
and our propitious stars now blaze in the ascendant —
I am come to fulfil my plighted troth, and to lead my
bride to the altar.

MirL.  Dost thou hear him, my child? Dost thou
hear him mock at thy cheated hopes? Oh, truly, baron !
It is so worthy of the deceiver to make a jest of his own
crime !

FerD. You think I am jesting? By my honour I
am not! My protestations are as true as the love of



IOVE AND INTRIGUE 403

my Louisa, and I will keep them as sacred as she has
kept her oaths. Nothing to me is more sacred. Can
you still doubt ? Still no joyful blush upon the cheek
of my fair bride? "Tis strange! Falsehood must needs
be here the current coin, since truth finds so little credit.
You mistrust my words, it seems? Then read this
written testimony. {He throws Loulsa her letter to the
MARrsHAL.  She opens it, and sinks upon the floor pale as
death.)

MiLL.  (not observing this) What can this mean,
baron? I do not understand you.

FErD. (leads him to Lovuisa) But your daughter
has understood me well.

MiLL.  (throws himself on his knees beside her) Oh,
God! my child!

*FErD. Pale as a corpse! ’Tis thus your daughter
plegses me the best. Your demure and virtuous
daughter was never half so lovely as with that death-
like paleness. The blast of the day of judgment,
which strips the varnish from every lie, has wafted
the pgiuted colours from her cheek, or the juggler
might have cheated even the angels of light. This is
her fairest coupbemance. Now for the firsg time do I
see it in its truth. Let me kiss it. (He approaches
her.

l\é)hLL. Back! Away, boy. Trifle not with a
father’s feelings. I could not defend her from your
caresses, but I can from your insults.

FErp. What wouldst thou, old man? With thee
I have naught to do. Engage not in a game sc irrev-
ocably lost. Or hast thou, teo, been wiser than 1
thought ? Hast thou employed the wisdom of thy
sixty years in pandering to thy daughter’s amours, and
disgraced those hoary locks with the office of a pimp?
Oh'! if it be not so, wretched old man, then lay thyself
down and die. There is still time. Thou wmayest
breathe thy last in the sweet delusion, “ 1 was a happy



404 LOVE AND INTRIGHE

father!” Wait but a moment longer and thine own
hand will dash to her infernal home this poisonous
viper; thou wilt curse the gift, and Him who gave it,
and sink to the grave in Biasphemy and despair. (7o
Louisa.)  Speak, wretched one, speak! Didst thou
write this letter?

MiLL. (to Louisa, émpressively) For God’s sake,
daughter, forget not! forget not!

Louisa. Oh, father — that letter!

Frrv. Oh! that it should have fallen into the
wrong hands. Now blessed be the accident! It has
effected more than the most consummate prudence,
and will at the day of judgment avail more than tle
united wisdom of sages. Accident, did I say? Oh!
Providence directs when a sparrow falls, why pot
when a devil is unmasked ? But 1 will be answered !
Didst thou write that letter ?

MiLL. (to Louisa, in a tone of entreaty) Be ﬁrm
my child, be firm! But a single « Yes,” and all will be
over. :

FErD. Excellent! excellent! The father, &oo, is
deceived! All, all are deceived by her! Look, how
the perfidbus one statids there;™Even her tongue
refuses participation in her last lie. I adjure thee by
that God so terrible aFd true — didst thou write that
letter ? :

Loutsa. (after a painful struggle, with firmness and
decision) 1 did!

FErD. (stands aghasty No! As my soul liveth,
thou hast lied. Even innocence itself, when extended
on the rack, confesses crime which it never committed
— T ask too passionately. Is it not so, Louisa? Thou
didst but confess, because I asked passionately ?

Louisa. I confessed the truth!

FErD. No, I tell thee! No! no! Thou didst not
write that letter! It is not like thy hand! And, even
though it were, why should it bc more difficult to
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counterfeit a writing than to undo a heart? Tell me
truly, Louisa! Yet no, nu, do not! Thou mightest
say yes again, and then I were lost for ever. A lie,
Louisa! A lie! Oh! if thou didst but know one
now — if thou wouldst ntter it with vhat open angelic
mien — if thou wouldst but persuad®® mine ear and
eye, though it should deceive my heart ever so mon-
strously ! On, Louisa! Then might truth depart in
the same breath — depart from our creation, and the
sacred cause itself henceforth bow her stiff neck to the
courtly arts of deception.

LouisA. By the Almighty God! by him who is so
terrible and true! T did!

FERD. (afier a pausc, with the expression of the
most heartfelt sorrow) Woman! Woman! With what
asface thou standest now before me! Offer Paradise
with that look, and even in the regions of the damned
thot wilt find no purchaser. Didst thou know what
thou wert to me, Louisa? Impossible! No! thou
knewest not that thou wert my all —all! ’Tis a poor
insignificant word ! but eternity itself can scarcely cir-
cums@ribe it. Within it systems of worlds can roll
their mighty orbg, All! and to sport with it so wick-
edly. Oh, 'tigforrible.

Louisa. Daron von Walter, you have heard my
confession! I have pronounggd my own condemna-
tion! Now go! Fly from a house where you have
been so unhappy.

FrrDp. 'Tis well! ’tis well! You see I am calm;
calm, (oo, they say, is the shuddering land through
which the plague has swept. I am calm. Yet ere 1
go, Louisa, one more request! It shall be my last.
My brain burns with fever! I need refreshment! Will
you make me some lemonade ? [Exzit Louisa.
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Scexe III
FERDINAND and MILLER.

They both pace up and down without speaking, om
opposite sides of the room.

MiLL.  (standing still at length, and regarding the
MaJor with a sorrowful air) Dear baron, perhaps it
may alleviate your distress to say that I feel for you
most deeply.

. Ferp. Enough of this, Miller. (Sence again for
some moments.) Miller, I forget what first brought
me to your house. What was the occasion of it?

MiL.. How, baron? Don’t you remember? Yeu
came to take lessons on the flute.

FErD. (suddenly) And I beheld his daughter! (4n-
other pause.) You have not kept your faith with me,
friend! You were to provide me with repose for my
leisure hours; but you betrayed me and sold me scor-
pions. (Observing MILLER'S agitation.) Tremble not,
good old man'! ( falling decply affecied, on his meck) —
the fault was none of thine!

MiL.  (wiping kis eyes) Heaven knows, it was not !

FErp.  (traversing ghe room, plunged in the most
gloomy meditation) Strange! Oh! beyond conception
strange, are the Almighty’s dealings with us! How
often do terrific weights hang upon slender, almost
invisible threads! Did man but know that he should
eat death in a particular apple! Hem! Could he but
know that! (He walls a few more turns; then stops
suddenly, and grasps MILLER'S hand with strong emo-
tion.) Friend, I have paid dearly for thy lessons — and
thou, too, hast been no gainer — perhaps mayst even
lose thy all. (Quitting him dejectedly.) Unhappy
flute-playing, would that it never entered my brain!



LOVE AND INTRIGUE 407

MiLL.  (striving fo repress his feelings) The lemon-
ade is long in coming. I will inquire after it, if you
will excuse rue.

Ferp. No hurry, dear Miller! (Muttering to him-
self.) At least to her father there is none. Stay here a
moment. What was T about to ask you? Ay, I re-
member! Is Louisa your orly daughter? Have you
no other child ?

MiL.. (warmly) 1 have no other, baron, and I
wish for no other. That child is my only solace in
this world, and on her have I embarked my whole
stock of affection.

, YERD. (much agitated) Ha! Pray see for the
drink, good Miller! [Zart MILLER.

Scene IV.
FERDINAND alone.

Ferp. His only child! Dost thou feel that, mur-
derer? His only one! Murderer, didst thou hear, his
only one? The ggan has nothing in God’s wide world
but his instrufient and that chly daughterd And wilt
thou rob him of her?

Rob him? Rob a beggar of Ijis last pittance ? Break
the lame man’s crutch, and cast the fragments at his
feet ? How? Have I the heart to do this? And
when he hastens home, impatient to reckon in his
daughter’s smiles the whole sum of his happiness; and
when he enters the chamber, and there lies the rose —
withered — dead — crushed — his last, his only, his
sustaining hope. Ha! And when he stands before
her, and all nature looks on in breathless horror, while
his vacant eye wanders hopelessly through the gloom
of futurity, and seeks God, but finds him nowhere, and
then returns disappointed and despairing! Great God!
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and has not my father, too, an only son ? an only child,
but not his only treasure. (After a pause) Yet stay!
‘What will the old man lose? She who could wantonly
jest with the most sacred feelings of love, will she
make a father, happy ? She cannot! She will not!
And T deserve thanks for crushing this viper ere the
parent feels its sting.

ScENE V.
MILLER returning, and FERDINAND.

- ¢

M. You shall be served instantly, baron! The
poor thing is sitting without, weeping as though her
heart would break! Your drink will be mingled with
her tears.

Ferp. 'Twere well for her were it only with téars!
We were speaking of my lessons, Miller. (Zaking out
a purse.) I remember that I am still in your debt. .

MiL.. How? What? Go along with you, baron !
‘What do you take me for? There is time enough for
payment. ¢Do not put guch an aff: on me; we are
not togeth& for the last time, please God.

Ferp.  Who can tell 2 Take your money. 1t is for
life or death. ¢

MiLL.  (laughing) Oh! for the matter of that, baron !
As regards that I don’t think I should run much risk
with you'! )

Fero. You would run the greatest. Have you
never heard that youths have died. That damsels and
youths have died, the children of hope, the airy castles
of their disappointed parents? What is safe from age
and worms has often perished by a thunderbolt. Even
your Louisa is not immortal.

MiLL.  God gave her to me.

Feep. Hear me! I say to you your Louisa is not
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immortal. That daughter is the apple of your eye;
you hang upon her witli your whole heart and soul.
Be prudent, Miller! None but a desperate gamester
stakes his all upon a singke cast. The merchant would
be called a madman who embarkea his whole forture
in one ship. Think upon this, and remember that I
warned you. DBut why do you not take your money ?

ML, How, baron, how? All that enormous
purse? What can you be thinking of ?

Ferp. Upon my debt! There! (Zhrows a heavy
purse on the table; some gold drops owt.) 1 cannot
hold the dross to eternity.

MiLu.  (astonished) Mercy on us! what is this? The

sound was not of silver! (Goes to the table and cries
Jout in astonishment.) In heaven’s name, baron, what
means this? What are you about ? You must be out
of your mind! (Clasping his hands.). There it lies!
or I am bewitched. 'Tis damnable! T feel it now;
the beauteous, shining, glorious heap of gold! No,
+Satan, thou shalt not catch my soul with this!

Kern. Have you drunk old wine, or new, Miller ?

ML, (violently) Death and furies! Look your-
self, then., Jiewi gold!

Ferp. And what of that ?

MiL.. Let me implore you, baron! In the name
of all the saints in heaven, I#entreat you! Tt is gold!

Ferp. An extraordinary thing, it must be admitted.

MiLL.  (after a pause; addressing him with emo-
tion) Noble sir, I am a plain, straightforward man —
do you wish to tempt me to some piece of knavery?
— for, Heaven knows that so much gold cannot be got
honestly !

FerD. (moved) Make yourself quite easy, dear
Miller! You have well earned the money. God for-
bid that I should use it to the corruption of your
conscience !

ML (jumping about like a madman) It is mine,
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then! Mine indeed! Mine with the knowledge and
consent of God! (Hastening to the door.) Daughter,
wife, hurrah, come hither! (Returning.) But, for
heaven’s sake, how have I all at once deserved this
awful treasure? How am I to earn it? How repay
it, eh ?

FErp. Not by your music lessons, Miller! With
this gold do I pay you for (stops suddenly, and shudders)
— 1 pay you — (after a pause, with emotion) — for my
three months’ unhappy dream of your daughter!

MiLL.  (taking his hand and pressing it ajfection-
ately) Most gracious sir! were you some poor and
low-born citizen, and my daughter refused your love, I
would pierce her heart with my own hands. (Return-
ing to the gold in e sorrowful tone.) But then I shall
have all, and you nothing—-—and I should have to give*
up all this glorious heap again, eh ?

Frrp. Let not that thought distress you, friend. ‘I
am about to quit this country, and in that to which I
am journeying such coin is not current.

MiLL.  (still fizing his eyes in transport on the mone J)
Mine, then, it remains? Mine? Yet it grieves ' me
that you are izomg to leavems.  Onlyeyagh wait a little
and you shall'see how I'll come out! Il hold up my
head with the best of them. (Puts on his hat with an
air, and struts up and ®wn the room.) Tl give my
lessons in the great concert-room, and wont I smoke
away at the best puyke varinas — and, when you catch
me again fiddling at the penny-hop, may the devil take
me !

FErp. Stay, Miller! Be silent, and gather up your
gold. (Mysteriously.) Keep silence only for this one
evening, and do me the favour henceforward to give
no more music lessons.

MiLL.  (still more vehemently grasping his hand, full
of tnward joy) And my daughter, baron! my daughter !
(Letting go.y No,no! Money does not make the man
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— whether I feed on vegetables or on partridges,
enough is enough, and this coat will do very well as
long as the sunbeams don’t peep in at the elbows. To
me money is mere dross.  But my girl shall benefit by
the blessmg, whatever wish I can read in her eyes
shali be gratified.

FErD.  (suddenly interrupting him) Oh! silence!
silence!

MirL.  (still more warmly) And she shall learn to
speak French like a born native, and to dance minuets,
and to sing, so that people shall read of her in the
newspapers; and she shall wear a cap like the judge’s
,daughter. and a kidebarri! as they call it; and the
*fiddler's daughter shall he talked of for twenty miles
round.

FERD. (seizing his hand in extreme agitation) No
more! no more! For God’s sake be silent! Be silent
bt for this one night; ’tis the only favour I ask of
you.

SceNe VL
Louisa W glass of ‘lemonacle 5 tk‘ JSormer.

Lovisa.  (her eyes swelled with weeping, and trem-
bling wvoice, while she presentsythe glass to FERDINAND)
Tell me, if it be not to your taste.

FERD.  (takes the glass, places it on the table, and
turns to MILLER) Oh! I had almost forgotten! Good
Miller, T have a request to make. Will you do me a
little favour ?

MiLt. A thousand with pleasure! What are your
commands ?

FErp. My father will expect me at table. Unfor-
tunately I am in very ill humour. ‘Twould be insup-

1Meaning, no doubt, Cul de Paris, a bustle.
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portable to me just now to mix in society. Will you
go to my father and excuse my absence ?

LousA.  (terrified, interrupts him hastily) Oh, let
me go!

MiiL. Am I to see the president himself ?

Ferp. Not himself. Give your message to one of
the servants in the antechamber. Here is my watch
as a credential that I sent you. T shall be here when
you return. You will wait for an answer.

Louisa. (very anwiously) Cannot I be the bearer
of your message ?

FERD.  (fo MILLER, who is going) Stay — one thing
more! Here is a letter to my father, which I received,
this evening enclosed in one to myself. Perhaps on
business of importance. You may as well deliver it at
the same time.

MiLL. (going) Very well, baron!

Loutsa.  (stopping him, and speaking in a tonc 8f
the most exquisite terror) But dear father, I could do
all this very well! Pray let me go!

ML, It is night, my child ! and you must not
venture out alone! [Lit.

Ferp. Light your father down, isa. (Louisa
takes a candle and follows MILLER. FERDINAND in the
meantime approaches the table and throws poison vnto
the lemonade). Yes! phe must die! The higher
powers look down, and nod their terrible assent. The
vengeance of Heaven subscribes to my decree. Her
good angels forsake her, and leave her to her fate !
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Scene VII.
FERDINANDe and LOUISA.

»

Lovuisa re-enters slowly with the light, places it on the
table, and stows on the opposite side of the room,
her eyes fized on the ground, except when she raises
them to him with timid, stolen glances. He stands
opposite, looking steudfastly on the earth — a long
and decp silence.

Loutsa. If you will accompany me, Baron von
Walter, I will try a picce on the harpsichord ! (She
opens the instrument. FERDINAND makes no answer.
A pause.)

, Louiss. You owe me a revenge at chess. Will
you play a game with me, Baron von Walter ? (4n-
other pause.)

+ Loursa. T have begun the pocketbook, baron, which
I promised to embroider for you. Will you look at
the design? (Still a pause.)

Louisa. Qhde~ T am veqy wretched ! !

¥ErD. (without changing his attitude) That may
well be!

Loumsa. It is not my faudt, Baron von Walter, that
you are so badly entertained !

YERD. (with an insulting laugh) You are not to
blame for my bashful modesty —

Lovisa. I am quite aware that we are no longer
fit companions. I confess that 1 was terrified when
you sent away my father. I believe, Baron von Wal-
ter, that this moment is equally insupportable to us
both. Permit me to ask some of my acquaintances to
join us.

Ferp. Yes, pray do so! And I too will go and
invite some of mine.
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Louvisa. (looking at him with surprise) Baron von
Walter !

FErD. (very spitefully) By my honour, the most
fortunate idea that in our gituation could ever enter
mortal brain! Tet us change this wearisome duet
into sport and merriment, and, by the aid of certain
gallantries, revenge ourselves on the caprices of love.

Louisa. You are merry, Baron von Walter!

Ferp. Oh! wonderfully so! The very street-boys
would hunt me through the market-place for a merry-
andrew! In fact, Louisa, your example has inspired
me — you shall be my teacher. They are fools who
prate of endless affection — never-ending sameness,
grows flat and insipid — variety alone gives zest to
pleasure. Have with you, Louisa, we are now of one
mind. We will skip from amour to amour, whirl frorh
vice to vice; you in one direction, I in another. Per-
haps I may recover my lost tranquillity in sotne
brothel. Perhaps, when our merry race is run, and
we become two mouldering skeletons, chance again
may bring us together with the most pleasing surprise,
and we may, as in a melodrama, recognise each other
by a commog feature of disgase +— other whom
ber children” can never disavow. Then, perhaps, dis-
gust and shame may create that union between us
which could not be effqrted by the most tender love.

Lovursa.  Oh, Walter! Walter! Thou art already
unhappy — wilt thou deserve to be so ?

FERD.  (muttering passionately through his teeth)
Unhappy ? Who told thee so? Woman, thou art too
vile to have any feelings of thine own; how, then,
canst thou judge of the feelings of others? Unhappy,
did she say ?—ha! that word would call my anger
from the grave! She knew that I must become un-
happy. Death and damnation! she knew it, and yet
betrayed me! Look to it, serpent! That was thy only
chance of forgiveness. This confession has condemned
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thee. Till now I thought to palliate thy crime with
thy simplicity, and in n.y contempt thou hadst well-
nigh escaped my vengeance. (Seiwzing the glass has-
tily.) Thou wert not thoyghtless, then —thou wert not
sireple — thou wert nor ore nor less than a devil!
(He drinks) The drink is bad, like thy soul! Taste
it!

Louisa. Oh, heavens! ’Twas not without reason
that I dreaded this meeting.

Ferp. (imperiously) Drink! T say.

[Lovuisa, offended, takes the glass and drinks. The
moment she raises the cup to her lips, FERDI-
NAND turns away with a sudden paleness,
and recedes o the farther corner of the
chamber.

Louisa. The lemonade is good.

FErp. (his face averted and shuddering) Much
g8od may it do thee!

LouisA. (sets down the glass) Oh! could you but
know, Walter, how cruelly you wrong me!

Ferp.  Indeed!

Lbuisa. A time will come, Walter —

Ferp. (adu ) Obdgwe have donggwith time.

Loursa. hen the remembrance of ®this evening
will lie heavy on your heart!

Ferp.  (begins to walk to gnd fro more vehemently,
and to become more agitated ; he throws away his sosh
and sword) Farewell the prince’s service !

Louisae. My God! what mean you !

Ferp. Tam hot, and oppressed. I would be more
at ease.

LoursA. Drink! drink! it will cool you.

Ferp. That it will, most effectually. The strumpet
though, is kind-hearted ! Ay, ay, so are they all!

LOUISA. (rushing into his arms with the deepest
expression of love) That to thy Louisa, Ferdinand ?

FERD. (thrusting her from him) Away! away!



416 LOVE AND INTRIGUE

Hence with those soft and melting eyes'! they subdue
me. Come to me, snake, in all thy monstrous terrors!
Spring upon me, scorpion! Display thy hideous folds,
and rear thy proud coils to heaven! Stand before my
eyes, hateful as the abyss of hell e’er saw thee! but
not in that angel form! Take any shape but that!
'Tis too late! I must crush thee like a viper, or
despair! Mercy on thy soul!

Loutsa. Oh! that it should come to this!

FERD. (gazing on her) So fair a work of the heav-
enly artist! Who would believe it ? Who can believe
it? (Taking her hand and elevating 4t) 1 will not
arraign thy ordinations, oh! incomprehensible Creator !,
Yet wherefore didst thou pour thy poison into such
beautevus vessels ? Can crime inhabit so fair a region ?
Oh'! ’tis strange! ’tis passing strange ! «

Lovisa. To hear this, and yet be compelled to
silence ! ‘ ‘

FerD. And that soft, melodious voice! How can
broken chords discourse such harmony ? (Gazing rap;
turously wpon her figure) All so lovely! so full of
symmetry ! so divinely perfect! Throughout the whole
such signs ﬁlat ‘twas the fayouri of God! By
heaven, as though all mankind had been“created but
to practise the Creator, ere he modelled this his mas-
terpiece! And that the Almighty should have failed
in the soul alone! Is it possible that this monstrous
abortion of nature should have escaped as perfect?
(Quitting her hastily) Or did God see an angel’s form
rising beneath his chisel, and balance the error by
giving her a heart wicked in proportion ?

Loursa.  Alas for this criminal wilfulness! Rather
than confess his own rashness, he accuses the wisdom
of Heaven'!

Fern.  (falls upon her meck, weepmg bitterly) Yet
once more, my Louisa! Yet once again, as on the day
of our first kiss, when you faltered forth the name of
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Ferdinand, and the first endearing « Thou!” trembled
on thy burning lips. Oh' a harvest of endless and
unutterable joys seemed to me at that moment to be
budding forth. There lay etermty like a bright May-
day before our eyes; thoushnds of golden years, fair
as brides, danced around our souls. Then was I so
happy! Oh! Louisa! Louisa! Louisa! Why hast
thou used me thus

Louisa. Weep, Walter, weep! Your compassion
will be more just toward me than your wrath.

Ferp. You deceive yourself. These are not nature’s
tears! not that warm delicious dew which flows like
balsamm on the wounded soul, and drives the chilled
curent of feeling swiftly ulong its course. They are
solitary ice-cold Wrops! the awful, eternal farewell of
my lovel (With fearful solemwity, laying his hand
on her head) They are tears for thy soul, Louisa!
teams for the Deity, whose inexhaustible beneficence
has here missed its aim, and whose noblest work is
casl away thus wantonly. Oh! methinks the whole
aniverse should clothe itself in black, and weep at the
fearfud example now passing in its centre. ’'Tis but a
COMION SOrrow when myortals fall and Paradgse is lost ;
but, when t gue exténdd its ravaged to angels
then should there be wailing throughout the whole
creation !

Loursa. Drive me not to gxtremities, Walter. 1
have fortitude equal to most, but it must not be tried
by a more than human test. Walter! one word, and
then — we part for ever. A dreadful fatality has de-
ranged the language of our hearts. Dared I unclose
these lips, Walter, I could tell thee things! I could
— But cruel fate has alike fettered my tongue and my
heart, and I must endure in silence, even though you
revile me as a common strumpet.

Frrp. Dost thou feel well, Louisa ?

Louisa. Why that question ?
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Ferp. It would grieve me shouldst thou be called
hence with a lie upon thy lips.

Louisa. I implore you, Walter —

FERD. (in violent agitation) No!no! That revenge
were too satanic! No! ‘God forbid! I will not ex-
tend my anger‘beyond the grave! Louisa, didst thou
love the marshal? Thou wilt leave this room no
more ! ‘

LovulsA. (sitting down) Ask what you will. I shall
give no answer.

FERD. (in a solemn voice) Take heed for thy im-
mortal soul! Louisa! Didst thou love the marshal ?
Thou wilt leave this room no more!

Loursa. I shall give no answer.

Fewp. (throwing himself on his Enees before her in
the deepest emotion) Louisa! Didst thou love the
marshal ? Before this light burns out — thou wilt
stand — before the throne of God! - !

Loutsa. (starting from her seat in terror) Merciful
Jesus! what was that ? And I feel so ill! (Ske falls
back into her chair.) '

Ferp. Already? Oh, woman, thou eternab para-
dox ! thygdelicate nerves ca ort with crimes at
which macod tremble!ﬁetnc:ﬁappm-gﬂn of arsenic
destroys them utterly !

Louisa. Poison! ppison! Oh ! Almighty God!

Ferp. 1 fearitis so! Thy lemonade was seasoned
in hell! Thou hast pledged death in the draught!

Louisa. To die! To die! All-merciful God! Poison
in my drink! And to die! Oh! have mercy on my
soul, thou Father in heaven!

Frrp. Ay, be that thy chief concern: I will join
thee in that prayer.

Louiss. And my mother! My father, too! Saviour
of the world! My poor forlorn father! Isthere then
no hope? And I so young, and yet no hope? And
must T die so soon ?
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Ferp. There is no hope! None!— you are already
doomed! But be calm. "We shall journey together.

Louisa. Thoutoo, Ferdinand ? Poison, Ferdinand !
From thee! Oh! God forgive him! God of mercy,
lay rot this crime on him!

Ferp. Look to your own account. °I fear it stands
but ill. '

LouisA. Ferdinand! Ferdinand! Oh! I can be
no longer silent. Death — death absolves all oaths
Ferdinand! Heaven and earth contain nothing more
unfortunate than thou! I die innocent, Ferdinand !

FERD. (terrified) Ah! What do I hear? Would
she rush into the presence of her Maker with a lie on
her lips ?

Lovisa. I lié not! I do not Lie! In my whole
life I never lied but once! Ugh! what an icy shiver-
ing creeps through my veins! Wken I wrote that
lett®er to the marshal

Ferp. Ha! That letter! Blessed be God! Now I
amp myself again!

Loutsa.  (her wotce every moment becomes more in-
distintt.  Her finggrs tremble with a convulsive motion)
That letter! Pre urself for a terriblegdisclosure !
My handm n”i?‘"’heart abhorrdl. It was
dictated by your father! (Zerdinand stands like a
statue -petrified with horror. After a long silence, he
Jalls wpon the floor as if strick by lightning.) Oh!
that sorrowful act !— Ferdinand — I was compelled —
forgive me — thy Louisa would have preferred death
~—but my father — his life in danger! They were so
crafty in their villainy.

FERD.  (starting furiously from the ground) God
be thanked! The poison spares me yet! (He seizes
his sword.)

Loutsa. (growing weaker by degrecs) Alas! what
would you? He is thy father!

FERD. (in the most wngovernable fury) A mur-
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derer — the murderer of his son; he must along with
us that the Judge of the world may pour his wrath on
the guilty alone. (Hastening away.)

Louisa. My dying Redeemer pardoned his mur-
derers, — may God pardon thee and thy father! (She
dies.) °

FErp. (turns quickly round, and perceives her in
the convulsions of death, throws himself distractedly on
the body) Stay! stay! Fly not from me, angel of
light ! (Takes her hand, but lets it fall again instantly.)
Cold! cold and damp! her soul has flown! (Starting
up suddenly) God of my Louisa! Mercy! Mercy
for the most accursed of murderers! Such was her
dying prayer! How fair, how lovely even in death'!
The pitying destroyer has touched gently on those
heavenly featurcs. That sweetness was no mask ~—
the hand of death gven has not removed it! (After a
pause.) But how is this? why do I feel nothing ? Will
the vigour of my youth save me? Thankless care!
That shall it not. (He seizes the glass.)

Scene V]II.

FERDINAND, the PRESIDENT, WORM, and SERVANTS, who
all rush in alarm into the room. Afterwazd MiL-
LER, with a crowl, and Officers of Justice, who
assemble in the background.

PrES.  (an open letter in his hand) My son! what
means this? I never can believe —

FERD. (throwing the glass at his jfeet) Convince
thyself, murderer ! (Z%¢ PRESIDENT staggers back. All
stand speechless. A dreadful pause.)

Pres. My son! Why hast thou done this?

FrrDp.  (without looking at him) Why, to be sure!
I ought first to have asked the statesman whether the
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trick suited his cards. Admirably fine and skilful, I
confess, was the scheme of jealousy to break thc bond
of our hearts! The calculation shows a master-mind ;
‘twas pity only that indignant love would not move on
wires like thy wooden puppeis. .

PrEs. (looking round the circle ith rolling eyes)
Is theré no one here who weeps for a despairing
father ?

MiLL.  (calling behind the scenes) Let me in! For
God’s sake, let me in! .

Ferp. Sheis now a saint in heaven! Her cause
is in the hands of another! (He opens the door for
MILLR, who rushes in, followed by Oficers of Justice

" and a crowd of peoplr.)

MiLL.  (in the most dreadful alarm) My child!
My child! Poison, they cry — poison has been here !
My daughter! Where art thou ?.

o FirD.  (leading him between the PRESIDENT and
Loutsa’s corpse) I am innocent. Thank this man for
the deed.

' MiuL.  (throwing himself on the body) Oh, Jesus!

Ferp. In few words, father! — they begin to be
precmuMbeen robbed ¢f my life by
villainous-=zeTice — rabbeq of it by you!! How I may
stagps with God T tremble to think, but a deliberate
villa#a I have never been! Be my final judgment
what it will, may it not ,fall on bhee! But T have
committed murder! (In a loud and fearful voice). A
murder whose weight thou canst not hope that 1 should
drag alone before the judgment-seat of God. Here T
solemnly bequeath to thee the heaviest, the bloodiest,
part ; how thou mayst answer it be that thy care!
(Leading him to LouisA.) Here, barbarian! Feast thine
eyes on the terrible fruits of thy intrigues! Upon
this face thy name is inscribed in the convulsions of
death, and will be registered by the destroying angel !
May a form like this draw thy curtain when thou
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sleepest, and grasp thee with its clay-cold hand! May
a form like this flit before thy soul when thou diest,
and drive away thy expiring prayer for mercy! May
a form like this stand by thy grave at the resurrection,
and before the throne of God when he pronounces thy
doom! (He faihts, the servants receive him in their
arms.) :

PrES.  (extending his arms convulsively toward
heaven.) Not from me, Judge of the world. Ask not
.these souls from me, but from him! (Pointing to
Worm,)

WorM. (starting) From me ?

PrEs. Accursed villain, from thee! From thee,
Satan! Thou gavest the serpent’s counsel! thine be
the responsibility ; their blood be not on my head, but
on thine! ) -

WorM. On mine! on mine ! (Laughing hysterically.)
Oh! Excellent! Now I understand the gratitude &f
devils. On mine, thou senseless villain! Was he my
son? Was [ thy master? Mine the responsibility ?
Ha! by this sight which freezes the very marrow in
my bones! Mine it shall be! I will brave destruc-
tion, but thor shalt perish withcryy Away! Away!
Cry murder la the streets’ Awaken Jusvica!  Bind
me, officers! Lead me hence! I will discovex%nt.s
which shall make the heager’s blood run cold. (Geing.)

Pres.  (detaining him) Surely, madman, thou wilt
not dare ?

WorM.  (tapping him on the shoulder) 1 will,
though, comrade, I will! 1 am mad, ’tis true ; but my
madness is thy work, and now I will act like a mad-
man! Arm in arm with thee will I to the scaffold!
Arm in arm with thee to hell! Oh! how it tickles
my fancy, villain, to be dammned with thee! (Zhe
Officers carry him off’)

MiLL.  (who has loin upon LOUISA’S corpse in silent
anguish, starts suddenly wp, and throws the purse be-
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Jore the MAJOR’S feet) Poisoner, take back thy ac-
cursed gold! Didst thou think to purchase my child:
with it? (Rushes distractedly out of the chamber.)

FERD. (in o woice scarcely audibley Follow him!
He is desperate. The gcld must be taken care of for
his use; 'tis the dreadful acknowled@ment of my debt
to him. *Louisa, I come! Farewell! On this altar let me
breathe my last.

PrEs.  (recovering from his stupor) Ferdinand!
my son! INot one last look for a despairing father?
(FERDINAND s laid by the side of LoUIsA.)

Ferp. My last must sue to God for mercy on my-

self.
" PrES. (folling down before him in the most dread-
Jul agony)  The Creator and the created abandon me!
aNot one last look to cheer me in the hour of death !
(FERDINAND stretches out his trembling hand to him,
amd cxpires.)

PrEs.  (springing up) He forgave me! (7o the
Qfficers) Now, lead on, sirs! I am your prisoner.

{Exit, followed by the Officers ; the curtain falls.

THE END









