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PREFACE.

It was my inteution to have prefixed a Lafe of Wallen-
stein to this translation ; but I found that it must either
have occupied a space wholly disproportionate to the
nature of the publication, or have been merely a meagre
catalogue of events narrated not more fully than they
already are in the Play itsclf. The reeent translation,
likewise, of Schiller’s History of the Thirty Years’ War
diminished the motives thercto. 1n the translation I
endeavoured to render my author literally wherever I was
not prevented by absolate differences of idiom ; but 1
am conscious, that m two or three short passages I have
been guilty of dilating ti:e original; and, from anxiety
to give the full meaning, have weakened the force. In
the metre 1 have avaled myself of no other liberties
than those which Schiller had permitted to himself, ex-
cept the occasioval breaking up of the Iinc by the sub-
stitution of a trochee for an iambic; of which liberty,
so frequent in our tragedies, 1 find no mstance in these
dramas,
S T CoLERIDGE.



DRAMATIS PERSON

WALLENS1 51N, Duke of Friedland, Generalissimo of the
Impewal forces in the Thirty-years’ War,

Ducness or Friroiano, Wife of Wallenstein.

TreKLA, her Daughter, Princess of Friedland.

Counress Trrrsky, Sister of the Duchess.

Court lsorLANt.

Ocravio Piccoromini, Licutenant-General.

Max. Piccoromint, his Son, Colonel of a Regiment of
Cuirasswers.

Counr Trwrsny, the Commander of several Regiments,
awd Brother-in-law of TWallenstern.

QUESTENDBERG, Chamberlain and Waer Commissioner of
the Emperor.

Iro, Field Marshal, Wallenstein's Confidant.

BurLer, an Irishman, Commander of a« Regiment of
Dragoons.

Maranas,

Gogrz,

TieressacH,

Kovratro,

Gorvon, Gorernor of Fora.

WRANGEL, a Swedish General .

Neumann, Captain of Cavalry, Aid-de-camp to Tertshy.

SEN1, an JAstrologer.

Master oF THE CELLAR.

S8ERrvaNTY, &c.

S Generals in the Imperial Army.
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THE PICCOLOMINI, ET&Y

ACT 1.

SceNe L—dn old Gothic Chamber in the Council-
House at Pilsen, decorated with Colours and other
Hur Insignia.

1llo with Butler and Isolani.
Hlo. Yo have come late—but ye are come! The
distance,

Count Isolan, excuses your delay.

Isol. Add this too, that we come not empty-handed.

At Donauwert! it was reported to us,

A Swedish caravan was on its way

‘Trunsporting a rich cargo of provision,

Almost six hundred wagons.  "This my Croats

Plunged down upon and scized, this weighty prize !—

‘We bring it hither.

Tllo. Just in time to banquet

The illustrious company assembled here. .
But. ’Tis all alive! a stirring scene here!
Isol. Ay!

The very churches are all full of soldiers.
[casts has eye around.
And in the council-house too, T observe,

4 A town about twelve German miles N. E. of Ulm.
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You'kgettled, quite at home! Well, well! we soldiers
Must shity and suit us in what way we can.

* Illo, We have the colonels here of thirty re giments. -~
You'll find Count Tertsky here, and Ticfenbach,
Kolatto, Goetz, Maradas, Hinnersam,

The Piccolomini, both son and futher——

You’ll mect with inany an unexpected greeting
From many an old friend and acquaintance. Only
Galas is wanting still, and Altringer.

But. Expect not Galas,

Iilo. (hesilating.) How so? Do you know—o

Isol. (interrupting him.) Max. Piceolomini here 7—

O bring me to him.

I see him yet (tis now ten years ago,

We were engaged with Mansfeld hard by Dessau,)
T see the youth, m my mind’s eye I see him,

Leap his black war -horse from the bridge adown,
And vward his father, then in extreme peril,

Beat up against the strong tide of the Elbe.

The down was scarce upon his chin! T hear

He has made good the promise of his youth,

And the full hero now is finished in him.

Illo. You'll see him yet ere cvening. He conducts

«The Duchess Friedland hither, and the princess’
Irom Carnthen. We expect them here at noon.

But. Both wifi: and daughter does the duke call

hither!

! The dukes in Germany being always reigning
powers, their sons and daughters are entitled princes
and princesses.
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He crowds in visitants from all sides.
Isol. Hm! ,
So much the better! 1 had framed my mintl
T'o hedr of naught, but warlike circumstgnce,
Of marches, and attacks, and batterics: °
And lo! the duke provides, that soinething too
Of'gentler sort, and lovely, should be present
To feast our cyces.
Tllv. (who has been standing in the atiilude of medita-
tion, to Budler,whom he leads a little on one side.)
And how came you to know
That the Count Galas joins us not ?
But. Because
He importuned me to remain behind.
Llo. (with warmth.) And you?—You hold out
firmly ? [grasping his hand with affection.
Noble Butler!
But. After the obligation which the duke
Had laid 8o newly on me
Illo. I had forgotten
A pleasant duty—major-general,
I wish you joy!
Isol. What, you mean, of his regiment?
I hear, too, that to mnake the gift still sweeter,
The duke has given him the very same
In which he first saw service, and since then,
Work’d himself, step by step, through cach prefer-
ment,
From the ranks upwards. And verily, it gives
A precedent of hope, a spur of action
To the whole corps, if once in their remembrance |
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An olé deserving soldier makes his way.
But.“ J am perplex’d and doubtful, whether or no
oJ darc aaept this your congratulation.
The emperor has not yet confirm’d the appomtmem.
Isol. Seize it, friend! seize it! The hand which
in that post
Placed you, is strong enough to keep you there,
Spite of the emperor and his ministers ?
Illo. Ay, if we would but so consider it!—
If we would all of us consider it so !
The emperor gives us nothing; from the duke
Comes all—whatc’er we hope, whate’er we have.
Isol. (lo 1llo.) My noble brother! did I tell you how
The duke will satisfy my creditors?
Will be himself my banker for the future,
Make me once ore a creditable man !'—
And this is now the third time, think of that!
This kingly-mninded man bhas rescued me
From absolute ruin, aud restored my honour.
Ille. O that his power but kept pace with his
wishes! [diers.
Why, friend! he’d give the whole world to his sol-
But at Vienna, brother !'—here’s the grievance '—
lemt politic schemes do they not lay to shorten
His arm, and where they can, to clip Lis pinions.
Then these new dainty requisitions! these,
Which this same Questenberg brings hither '—
But. Ay!
These requisitions of the emperor,—
I too have heard about them ; but I hope
The duke will not draw back a single inch!
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Ille* Not from his right most surely, unless first
—From office ! '
Bul. (shocked and confused.) Know yau aught .
‘then? You alarm me.
Isol. (at the same time with Buller, and i m a hurn/mg
voice.) We should be ruin’d every one of us!
Illo. No more!
Youder I sec owr worthy friend® approaching
With the licutenaut-general, Piceolomini.
But. (shaking his head significantly.) I fear we shall
not go hence as we came.

Scenk IL—Enter Oclavio Liccolomini and Queslen-
berg.

Ocla. (still in the distunce.) Ay, ay! more still!
Still more new visiters!
Acknowledge, friend ! that never was a camp,
Which held st onee o many heads of heroes.
[approaching nearer.
Welcome, Count Isolani!
Isol. My noble brother,
Even now amn I arrived ; it had been else my duty—
Octa. And colonel Butler—trust e, I rejoice
Thus to renew acquaintance with a man
Whose worth and services 1 kuow and honour.
Sce, sce, my friend!
There might wve place at once before our cyes

1 Spoken with a sneer.
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The sum of war’s whole trade and mystery—
[To QuAtenberg, presenting Butler and Isolani at the
. < safhe time to him.
These two the total sum—Strength and Despatch.
Quest. (to Octavio.) And lo! betwixt them both
experienced Prudence!
Ocla. (presenting Questenberg to Butler and Isolani.)
The chamberlain and war-commissioner Questen-
berg.
The bearer of the emperor’s hehests,
The long-tried fiiend and patron of all soldiers,
We honour in this noble visiter. [ Universal silence.
lilo. (moving towards Quest.) *Tis not the first time,
noble minister,
You have shown our camp this honour.
Quest. . Once before,
I stood before these colours,
Illo. Perchance too you remember where that was.
It was at Zniim’ in Moravia, where
You did present yourself upon the part
Of the emperor, to supplicate our duke
That he would straight assume the chief comminand.
Quest. To supplicate? Nay, noble general!
So far extended neither my commission
(At least to my own knowledge) nor my zcal.
Ille. Well, well, then—to compel him, if you
choose.
I can remcmber me right well, Count Tilly

»

1 A town not far from the Mine-Mountains, on the
high road from Vienna to Prague.
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Had sfffered total rout upon the Lech.

Bavaria lay all open to the enemy,

Whom there was nothing to delay from préssing

Onwarils into the very heart of Austria.

At that time you and Werdenberg appeal

Before our gencral, storming him with prayers,

And menacing the emperor’s displeasure,

Unless he took compassion on this wretchedness.
Isol. (steps up 1o them.) Yes, yes, tis comprehen-

sible enough,

‘Wherefore with your commission of to-day

You were not all too willing to remember

Your former one.
Quest. Why not, Count Isolan?

No contradiction sure cxists between them.

It was the urgent business of that time

To snatch Bavaria from her enemy’s hand

And my commission of to-day instructs me

To frec her from her good friends and protectors.
Illo. A worthy office! After with our blood

We have wrested this Bohcmia from the Saxon,

To be swept out of it is all our thanks,

The sole reward of all our hard-won victories.
Quest. Unless that wretched land he doomed to |

Only a change of cvils, it must be [suffer

Freed from the scourge alike of friend and foe.
Itlo. Whet? *Twas a favourable year; the boors

Can answer fresh demands already.
Quest. Nay,

If you discourse of herds and meadow-grounds—
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Isol. The war maintains the war. Are the boors
ryn’d,

‘The emperor gains so many more new soldiers.
Quest. And is the poorer by even so imany subjects.
Iol. ¥oh! We are all his sufjects.

Quest. Yet with a diffcrence, general! The ope fills
Nith profitable industry the purse,
The others” ar¢ well skill'd to empty it.
I’I"h(, sword has made the cmperor poor; the p]ough
Must reinvigorate his resoure:
Isol. Sure!

Times are not yet so bad. Methinks I sce

[examining with his cye the dress and ornaments of
Questenberg.

Good store of gold that still remaing uncoin’d.

Quest.  Thank heaven! that means have been
found out o hide

Some little fiom the fingers of the Crouats.

Illo. 'There! The Stawata and the Martintz,

On whom the emperor heaps his gifts and graces,

To the hggrt-burning of all goud Bohemians—

Those minions of court favour, those court harpies,

‘Who fatten on the wreeks of citizens

, Driven from their house and home—who reap no

harvests
Save in the general calamity—
Who now, with kingly pomp, insult and mock
The desolation of their country—these,
Let these, and such as these support the war,
‘The fatal war, which they alone enkindled!
 Bul. And thosc state-parasites, who have their feet



THE PICCOLOMINJ. - 13 °

So costantly bencath tmmperor’s table,
Who cannot let a benefice fall, but they
Snap at it with dog’s hunger—they, forsooth,
Woull pare the soldier’s bread and ¢ is
reckaying!
Isol. My life long will it :mg«-l me t(ﬂxw ’
Ilow when I went to court seven years ago,
To sce about new horses for our regiment,
How from one antechamber to another
ey dragg’d me on, and left me by the bhour
F’!&ck_ my heels among a crowd of simpering *
Feast-fatten’d slaves, as if’ I had come thither
A mendicant suitor for the erumbs of favour
That full bencath their tables. And, at last,
‘Whom should they send e but a capuchin! -
Straight I hegan to muster up my sins
For absolution—but no such Juck for me !
T'his was the man, this capuchin, with whom
I was to treat concerning the army horses:
And I was forced at last to quit the field,
The business unaccomplish’d.  Afterwards
The duke procured me, in three days, what I
Could not obtain in thirty at Vienna.
Quest. Yes, yes! your travelling bills soon found
their way to us:
Too well I know we have still accounts to settle.
Illo. 'War is a violent trade ; one cannot always
Finish one’s work by soft means; every trifle
Must not be blacken’d into sacrilege.
If we should wait till you, in solemn council,
With due deliberation had selected
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The smallest out of four-and-twenty evils,

I’ faith we should wait long.—-
*Dagh! snd through with it!”—That’s the better

watchword.
Thcn%mavlw "Tis zgan’s nature
¢ the best of’ a bad thind once past.

A bitter and perplex’d “ what shall I do?”
Is worse to man than worst necessity.
Quest. Ay, doubtless, it is truc: the duke does
spare us
The troublesome task of choosing.

But. Yes, the duke
Cares with a father’s feelings for his troops;;

But how the emperor feels for us, we see.

Quest. His cares and feelings all ranks share alike,
Nor will he ofter one up to unother.

Isol. And therefore thrusts he us into the deserts
As beasts of prey, that so he may preserve
His dcar sheep fattening in his fields at home,

Quest. (with a sneer.) Count! this comparison

you mauke, not I.

But. 'Why, were we all the court supposes us,
"Twere dangerous, sure, to give us liberty.

Quest. You have taken liberty—it was not given
And thercfore it becomes an urgent duty [you.
To rein it in with curbs,

Ocla. (interposing and addressing Questenberg.) My

noble friend,
This is no more than a remembrancing
That you are now in camp, and among warriors.

]
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"The seldier’s boldness constitutes his freedom.,
Could e act daringly, uniess o dared
Talk even so? One runs into the other. +  * .
The boldness of this worthy officer, .
[pointing lo Butler.
Which now has but mistaken in its mark, [it,
Preserved, when naught but boldness could preserve
To the emperor his capital city, Prague,
In a most formidable mutiny
Of the whole garrison. [military music at a distance.
Hah! here they come!
Illo.  'The sentrics are saluting them: this signal
Announces the arrival of the duchess.
Ocla. (to Questenberg.) Then my son Max. too has
returned.  Twaus he
Fetel’d and attended them from Carnthen lither.
Isol. (lo Illo.) Shall we not go in company to greet
them?
ll. Well, let us go.—Ho! colonel Butler, come.
[to Octavio.
Youll not forget, that yet ere noon we meet
The noble envoy at the general’s palace.
[Ereunt all but Questenberg and Oclavio.

“ceNE 11I.— Questenberg und Octavio.

Quest. (with signs of aversion and astonishment.)
What have I not been forced to hear, Octavio !
What sentiments! what fierce, uncurb’d defiance!
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And were this spirit universal— '
Ocla. Hm!
*You'are now acquainted with three fourths of the
uy. | host
Quest “Where must we seek then for a sccond
To have the custody of this? 'That lllo
Thinks worse, I fcar me, than he gpeaks. And then
This Butler too—he cannot even conceal
The passionatc workings of s 11] intentigps.
Octa.  Quickness of femper—irritated pride:
*T'was nothing more. I caunot give up Butler.
I know a spell that will soon dispossess
The evil spirit in him.
Quest.  (walking up and down in evident disquiel.)
Friend, friend!
0! this is worse, far worse, than we had suffered
Ourselves to dream of at Vienna. There
We saw it only with a courtier’s eyes,
Eyes dazzled by the splendour of the throne.
We had not seen the war-chief] the commander,
The man all-powerful in his camp. ere, here,
*Tis quite another thing.
Here is no emperor more—the duke is emperor.
Alas, my friend ! alas, iny noble friend!
This walk which you have ta’en e through the camnp
Strikes my hopes prostrate.
Octa. Now you see yourself
Of what a perilous kind the office is,
Which you deliver to me from the court.
The least suspicion of the general



THE PICCOLOMINI. 17

Costs me my freedom and my life, and would
But hasten his most desperate enterprise.

Quest. 'Where was our reason sleeping whea we *

trusted .o

This madman with the sword, and placed such power
In such a band ? I tell you, he ’ll refuse,
Flatly refuse, to obey the Imperial orders.
Friend, he can do’t, and what he can, he will.
And then the irnpunity of his defiance—
Ol! what a proclamation of our weukness!

Octa. 1ye think too, he has brought his wife and

daughter

Without a purpose hither? Iere in camp !
And at the very point of time, in which
We're arming for the war?  That he has taken
'These, the last pledges of his loyalty,
Away from out the emperor’s domains—
This is no doubtful token of the nearncss
Of some cruption'

Quest. Ilow shall we hold footing
Bencath this tempest, which collects itself
And threats us from all quarters?  The eneiny
Of the empire on our horders, now already
The master of the Danube, and still farther,
And further still, extending every hour!
In our interior the alarum-bells
Of' insurrection—peasantry in arms—
All orders discontented—and the army,
Just in the noment of our expeetation
Of aidance from it—lo! this very army |
Seduced, run wild, lost to all discipline,

voL. 1L 2
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Loosen’d, and rent asunder from the state

And from their sovereign, the blind instrument
" Of the most daring of mankind, a weapon

Of fearfnl power, which at his will ke wields.

Octa. Nay, nay, friend! let us not despair too soon.
Men’s words are ever bolder than their deeds:
And many a resolute, who now appcars
Made up to all extremes, will, on a sudden
Find in his breast a heart he wot not of]

Let but a single honest man speak out

The true name of his crime! Remember, too,
‘We stand not yet so wholly unprotected.
Counts Altringer and Galas have maintain’d
Their little army faithtul to its duty,

And daily it becomes more pumerous.

Nor can he take us by surprise : you know

I hold him all encompass’d by my listeners.
Whate’er he does, is mine, even while *tis doing—
No step so small, but instantly [ Lear it;

Yea, Lis own mouth discloses it.

Quest. *Tis quite
Incomprehensible, that he detects not
The foe 80 near!

Ocla. Beware, you do not thiuk,
That I, by lying arts, and complaisant
Hypocrisy, have skulked into his graces:

Or with the sustenance of smooth professions
Nourish his all-confiding friendship! No—
Compcll’d alike by prudence, and that duty

Which we all owe our country, and our sovereign.
To hide 1y genuine feelings from him, yet
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Ne’eastiave 1 duped him with basc counterfeits!
Quest. It is the visible ordinance of heaven.
Octa. 1 know not what it is that so attracts

And links him both to me and to my son:

Comrades and friends we slways were—long habit,

Adventurous deeds perform’d in company,

And all those many and various incidents

Which store a soldier’s memory with affections,

Had bound us long and early to each other—

Yet I can name the day, when all at once

His heart rose on me, and his confidence

Shot out in sudden growth. It was the morning

Before the memorable fight at Lutzner.

Urged by an ugly dream, I sought him out,

To press him to accept another charger.

At distunee from the teuts, beneath a trec,

1 found him in a sleep. When I had wuked him

And had related all my bodings to him,

Long time he stared upon me, like a man

Astounded ; thereon fell upon my neck,

And maunifested to me an emotion

That far outstripp’d the worth of that small service.

Since then his confidence has follow’d me

With the same pace that mine has fled from him.
Quest. You lead your son into the secret ?

Octa. No!
Quest. What! and not warn him either what bad

His lot has placed bim in ? [hands
Ocla. I must perforce

Leave him in wardship to his innocence.

His young and open soul—dissimulation
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Is foreign to its habits! Ignorance
Alone can keep alive the cheerful air,
The'unembarrass’d sense and light free spirit,
That make-the duke secure.
Quest. (dnxiously.) My honour’d friend! most
highly do T deem
Of Coloncl Piccolomini—yet—if——
Reflect a little—
Ocla. I must venture it.
Hush !—There he comes!

ScENE IV.—Maux. Piccolomini, Octavio Piccoloming,
Questenberg.

Mux. 1a! there be is himself. Welcome my

futher!

[He embraces his father. s he turns round, he
observes Questenberg, and draws back wilh «
cold and reserved air.

You are engaged, I see. Dl not disturh you.

Octa. How, Max.? Look closer at this visiter.
Attention, Max., an old friend merits ~ reverence
Belongs of right to the envoy of your sovercign.

Mazx. (drily.) Von Questenberg'!'—welcome—if’

you bring with you
Aught good to our head-quarters.

Quest. (seizing his hand.) Nay, draw not
Your hand away, Count Piccolomini!

Not on mine own account alone I seized it,
And nothing common will I say therewith.
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[taking the hW both.
Octavio—Max. Piccolomini!

O saviowr names, and full of happy omen!
Ne'er will her prosperous genius turn from. Austria
Wlile two such stars, with blessed influences
Beaming protection, shine above her hosts.
Maz. Hech'!—noble minister! You miss your
part.
You came not here to act a panegyric.
You're sent, I know, to find fault and to scold us—
I must not be beforehand with my comrades.
Ocla. (lo Mazx.) Hc comes from court, where people
are not quite
So well contented with the duke, as here.
Maz. What now have they contrived to find out
in him?
That he alone determines for hi
‘What he himself alone doth ynd
\Vﬁ,‘nemin w does right, and w1 sist in't.
Heaven never meant him for that passive thing
That.can be struck and hammer’d out to suit
Another’s taste and fancy. He’ll not dance
To every tune of every minister:
It goes against his naturc—he can’t do it.
He is possessed by a commanding spirit,
And his too is the station of command.
And well for us it isso! There exist
Few fit to rule themselves, but few that use
Their intellects intelligently.—Then
Well for the whole, if there be found a man,
Who makes himself what pature destined him

.
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The p@e— central point to thousand thous.. 15—
Stands fix'd and stately, like a firm-built column,
Where all may press with joy and confidence.

Now sueh 4 man is Wallenstein ; and if

Another better suits the court—no other

But such a one as he can serve the army.

Quest. The army? doubtless!

Octa. (to Questenberg.) Hush! suppress it, friend !
Unless some end were answered by the utterance.—
Of himn there you’ll make nothing.

Mazx. (continuing.) In their distress
They call a spirit up, and when he comes,
Straight their flesh creeps and quivers, and they

dread him

More than the ills for which they call’d him up.

The uncommon, the sublime, must seem and he
tery day.—But in the field,

ing makes itself felt.

ommand, the acgal eye |

Examine. to be the chieftain asks

All that is great in nature, let it be

Likewise his privilege to move and act

In all the correspondences of greatness.

The oracle within him, that which lives,

He must invoke and question—not dead books,

Not ordinances, not mould-rotted papers.

Octa. My son! of those old narrow ordinances
Let us not hold too lightly. They are weights
Of priceless value, which oppress’d mankind
Tied to the volatile will of their oppressors.

For always formidable was the league
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Anyl martnership of free power with free will.
The way of ancient ordinance, though it winds,
Is yet no devious way. Straight-forward goes
The lightning’s path, and straight the fearful path
Of the cannon-ball. Direct it flies and rapid,
Shattering that it may reach, and shattering what it
reaches.

My son! the road, the human being travels,
That, on which BLEssING comes and gocs, doth follow
The river’s course, the valley’s playful windings,
Curves round the corn-field and the hill of vines,
Honouring the holy bounds of property!
Aud thus secure, though late, lcads to its end.

Quest. O hear your father, noble youth! hear him,
Who is at once the hero and the man.

Octa. My son, the nursling of the camp spoke in

thee!

A war of fificen yecars
Hath been thy education and thy school.
Peoace hast thou never witness’d! There exists
A higher than the warrior’s excellence.
In war itself war is no ultimate purpose.
The vast and sudden deeds of violence,
Adventures wild, and wonders of the moment,
These are not they, my son, that generate
The Calm, the Blissful, and the enduring Mighty!
Lo there! the soldier, rapid architect !
Builds his light town of canvas, and at once
The whole scene moves and bustles momently,
With arms, and neighing steeds, and mirth and quarrel.
The motley market fills; the roads, the streams
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Are crowded with new fieights, trade stirs and . ~ier!
But on some morrow morn, all suddenly,
‘The tents drop down, the horde renews its march.
Dreary, and solitary as a church-yard

The meadow and down-trodden seed-plot lie,

And the year’s harvest is gone utterly.

Max. O let the emperor make peace, my father!
Most gladly would I give the blood-stained laurel
For the first violet* of the leafless spring,

Pluck’d in those quiet ficlds where I have journey’d !

Octa. What ails thee? What so moves thee all

at once ?

Mar. Peace have I ne’er beheld ? 1 have beheld it.
From thence am I come hither: O! that sight,
1t glimwers still before me, like some landscape
Lett in the distance,—some delicious landscape !

My road conducted me through countries where
The war has not yet reach’d.  Life, life, my fathcr—
My venerable father, life bas charms
Which we have ne’cr experienced. We have been
But voyaging along its barren coasts,
Like some poor ever-roaming horde of pirates,
That, crowded in the rank and narrow ship,

» House on the wild sea with wild usages,
Nor know aught of the main land, but the bays

! In the original,
Den blut’'gen Lorbeer geb ich hin mit Freuden
Furs erste Veilchen, das der Merz uns bringt,
Das durftige Pfand der neuverjungten Erde.
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Wh._J safeliest they may venture a thieves’ landing.
Whate’er in the inland dales the land conceals
Of fair and exquisite, O! nothing, nothing,
Do we behold of that in our rude voyage.
Octa. (altentive, with an appearance of uncasiness.)
And so your journey has reveal’d this to you ?
Mazx. "Twas the first leisure of my life. O tell me,
What is the meed and purpose of the toil,
The painful toil, which robk’d me of my youth,
Left me a heart unsoul’d and solitary,
A spirit uninformed, unornamented ?
For the camp’s stir and crowd and ceaseless larum,
The neighing war-horse, the air-shattering trumpet,
The unvaried, still returning hour of duty,
Word of command, and exercise of arns—
There’s nothing here, there’s nothing in all this
To satisty the heart, the gasping heart!
Mere bustling nothingness, where the soul is not—
This cannot be the sole felicity,
These cannot be man’s hest and only pleasures!
Octa. Much hast thou learnt, iy son, in this short
journey.
Maz. O! day thrice lovely! when at length the
soldier
Returns home into life: ; when he becomes
A fellow-man among his fellow-men.
The colours are unfurl’d, the cavelcade
Marshals, and now the buzz is hush’d, and hark!
Now the soft peace-march beats, home, brothers,
home!
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The caps and helmets are all garlanded LV
With green boughs, the last plundering of the fields.
- The city gates fly open of themselves,
They need 'no longer the petard to tear them:
The ramparts are all fill’d with men and women,
With peaceful men and women, that send onwards
Kisses and welcomings upon the air,
Which they make breezy with affectionate gestures.
+ From all the towers rings out the merry peal,
The joyous vespers of a bloody day.
O happy man, O fortunate ! for whom .
The well-known door, the faithful arms are open,
The faithful tender arms with mute embracing.
Quest. (apparently much affected.) O! that you
should speak
Of such a distant, distant time, and not
Of the to-morrow, not of this to-day.
Maz. (turning round to him quick and vehement.)
Where lies the fault but on you in Vienna!
I will deal openly with you, Questenherg.
Just now, as first I saw you standing here,
(P’Il own it to you freely) indignation
Crowded and press’d my inmost soul together.
. 'Tis ye that hinder peace, ye !—and the warrior,
It is the warrior that must force it from you.
Ye fret the general’s life out, blacken him,
Hold him up as a rebel, and heaven knows
What else still worse, because he spares the Saxons,
And tries to awaken confidence in the enemy ;
Which yet’s the only way to peace: for if
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War Latermit not during war, how then

And whence can peace come ?—Your own plagues
fall on you!

Even as 1 love what’s virtuous, hate I you.

And here make I this vow, here pledge myself ;

My blood shall spurt out for this Wallenstien,

And my heart drain off; drop by drop, cre ye

Shall revel and dance jubilee o’er his ruin. [ Ezit.

ScENE V.—Questenberg, Oclavio Piccolomini.

Quest. Alas, alas! and stands it so ?
[then in pressing and impatient lones.

What, friend ! and do we let him go away
In this delusion—let him go away ?
Not call him back immediately, not open
His eyes upon the spot ?

Octa. (recovering himself out of a deep study.) He

has now opened mine,

And T see morc than pleases me.

Quest. What is it?
Octa. Curse on this journey !
Quest. But why so? What is it ?

Octa. Come, come along, friend ! I must follow up
The ominous track immediately. Mine cyes
Are open’d now, and I must use them. Coine!
[Draws Questenberg on with him.
Quest. What now ?  Where go you then ?
Octa. To her herself.
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Quest. To—
Octa. (interrupting him, and correcting himself.)
*To the duke. Come, let us go—"Tis done, *tis done,
1 see the nét that is thrown over him, '
Oh'! he returns not to me as he went.

Quest. Nay, but explain yourself.

Ocla. And that 1 should not
Foresec it, not prevent this journey ! Wherefore
Did I keep it from hitm >—You were in the right.

I should have warn’d him! Now it is too late,

Quest. But what ’s too late 7 Bethink yourself, my

friend,
That you are talking absolute riddles to me.

Octa. (more collecled.) Come! to the duke’s. 'Tis

close upon the hour,
Which he appointed you for audience. Come!
A curse, a threefold curse, upon this journey !
[He leuds Questenberg off.

SceNeE VI.—Changes to a spacious chamber in the
house of the Duke of Friedland.—Servants employed
i putling the tables and chairs in order: During
this enters Seni, like an old Italian doctor, in black
and clothed somewhat fantastically. He carries a
white staff, with which he marks out the quarters of
the heaven.

1st. Servant. Come—to it, lads, to it! Make an
end of it. I hear the sentry call out, “ Stand to your
arms!”  They will be there in a minute.
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_2nd. Serv. Why were we not told before that the
aadience would be held here? Nothing prepared—
no orders—no instructions—

3rd. Serv. Ay, and why was the balcony-chamber
counterinanded, that with the great worked carpet ?
—there ong can _look about one.

1st. Sere® Nay, that you must ask the mathema-
tician there.  He says it is an unlucky chamber.

2nd. Serv. Poh! stuff'and nonsense! That’s what
I call a Aium. A chamber is a chamber ; what much
can the place signify in the affair ?

Send. (with gravity.) My son there’s nothing insig-

nificant,
Nothing ! But yet in every earthly thing
First and most principal is place and time.

Ist. Serv. (to the second.) Say nothing to him,
Nat. The duke himself must let him have his own
will.

Seni. (counts the chairs, half in a loud, half in a low

votce, lill he comes to eleven, which he repeats.)
Eleven! an cvil number! Set twelve chairs,
Twelve! twelve signs hath the zodiac: five and seven,
The holy numbers, include themselves in twelve.
2d. Serv. And what may you have to object against
eleven ?
I should like to know that now.

Seni. Eleven is transgression ; eleven oversteps
The ten commandments.

2d. Serv. 'That’s good! and why do you call five
a holy number ?
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Seni. Five is the soul of man: for cven as man
Is mingled up of good and evil, so
* The five is the first number that’s made up
Of even and odd.
2. Sz:) foolish old coxcomb !

*let him alone thouglyy I like to
hear him; there is more in his words than can be
seen at first sight.

3rd. Serv. Off, they come.
2nd. Serv. There! out at the side-door.
[They hurry oft. Seni follows slowly. A Page
brings the staff of command on a red cushion,
and places it on the table near the duke’s chair.

They are announced from withoul, and the wings
of the door fly open.

Scexe VIL—Walienstein, Duchess.
Wal. You went then through Vienna, were pre-

sented
To the quecn of Hungary ?
Duch. Yes; and to the enipress too,

And by both majesties were we admitted
To kiss the hand.

Wal. And how was it received,
That I had sent for wife and daughter hither
To the camp in wiuter time ?

Duch. I did even that
Which you commission’d me to do. I told them,
You had determined on our daughter's marriage,
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3 And wish’d, ere yet you went into the field,
To show the elected husband his betrothed.
Wal. And did they guess the choice which I had
made ? '
Duch. They only hoped and wish’d it may have
fallen
Upon no foreign nor yet Lutheran noble.
Wal. And you—what do you wish Elizabeth ?
Duch. Your will, you know, was always mine.
Wal. (after a pause.) Well then?
And in all else, of what kind and complexion
Was your reception at the court ?
[The duchess casts her eyes on the ground, and
remains silen.
Hide nothing from me. How were you received ?
Duch. O! my dear lord, all is not what it was.
A canker-worm, my lord, a canker-worm
1as stolen into the bud.
Wal. Ay!isitso?
Wlhat, they were lax ? they fail’d of the old respect ?
Durh. Not of respect. No honours were omitted,
No outward courtesy ? but in the place
Of condescending, confidential kindness,
Familiar and endearing, there were given me
Only these honours and that solemn courtesy.
Ah! and the tenderness which was put on,
It was the guise of pity, not of favour.
No! Albrecht’s wife, Duke Albrecht’s princely wife,
Count Harrach’s noble daughter, should not so—
Not whelly so should she have been received.
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Wal. Yecs, yes; they have ta’en offence. My
latest conduct,
* They rail’d at it, no doubt.

Duch. - O that they had !
I have been long accustomed to defend yon,
To heal and pacify distemper’d spirits.
No; no one rail’d at you. They wrapp’d them up,
O heaven! in such oppressive, solerun silence '—
Here is no every-day misunderstanding,
No transient pique, no cloud that passes over:
Something most luckless, most unhealable,
Has taken place. The queen of Hungary
Used formerly to call me her dear aunt,
And ever at departure to cmbrace me—

Wal. Now she omitted it ?

Duch. (wiping away her tears, after a pause.)

She did embrace e,

But then first when I had already taken
My formal lcave, and when the door already
Had closed upon me, then did she come out
In haste, ag she had suddenly bethought herself,
And press’d me to her hosom, more with anguish
Than tenderuvess.

Wal. (seizes her hand soothingly.) Nay, now collect

yourself.

And what of Eggenberg and Lichtenstein,
And of our other friends there ?

Duch. (shaking her head.) 1 saw none.

Wel. The ambassador from Spain, who once was

wont
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' To plcad so warmly for me >—
Duch. Silent, silent!
Wal. These suns then are eclipsed for us.  Hence- .
forward .
Must we roll on, our own fire, our own light.

Duch. And were it—were it, my dear lord, in that
Which moved about the court in buzz and whisper,
But in the country let itself be heard
Aloud—in that which father Lamormain
In sundry hints and—-—

Wdl. (eagerly.) Lamormain! what suid he ?

Duch. 'That you're accused of having daringly
O’erstepp’d the powers intrusted to you, charged
With traitorous contempt of the emperor
And his supreme behests.  The proud Bavarian,

He and the Spaniards stand up your accusers—
That there’s a storm colleeting over you

Of far more fearful menace than that former one
Which whirl’d you headlong down at Regensburg.

And people talk, said he, of——Ah!—
[Stfting extreme emotion.
Wal. Proceed!
Duch. I cannot utter it!
Wal. ~ Proceed!
Duch, They talk—
Wal. Well!
Duch. Of a second——(calches her voice and
hesilales.)
Wadl. Sccond—

VOL. 1L 3
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Duch. More disgraceful
——Dismission.

Wal. Talk they ?

[strides across the chamber in vehement agilation.
O they force, they thrust me

With violence against my own will, onward !

Duch. (presses near to kim, in entreaty.) O if there

yet be time, my husband! if

By giving way and by submission, this
Can be averted—my dear lord, give way !
Win down your proud heart to it! Tell that heart,
It is your sovereigu lord, your emperor,
Before whom you retreat. O let no longer
Low tricking malice blacken your good meaning
With abhorred venomous glosses.  Staud you up
Shiclded and hel’d and weapon’d with the truth,
And drive before you into uttermost shame
These slanderous liars!  Tew firm friends have we—
You know it!—The swift growth of our good fortune
It hath but et us up a mark for hatred.
What are we, if’ the sovercign’s grace and fuvour
Stand not hefore us?

Scese VIIL— Enler the Countess Tertsky, leading in
her hand the Princess Thekla, richly adorned with
brilliants.

Countess, Thekla, Wallenstein, Duchess.
Coun. How,sister! What, already upon business!
[observing the countenance of the duchess.
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And business of no pleasing kind 1 see,

Ere he has gladden’d at his child. 'The first
Moment belongs to joy. Here, Friedland ! father!
This is thy daughter.

[Thekla approaches with « shy and timid air, and
bends herself as about to kiss his hand. He
recetves her in his arms, and remains standing

Jor some time lost in the feeling of her presence.
Wal. Yes! pureand lovely hath hope risen onme:
1 take her as the pledge of greater fortune.
Duch. Twas but alittle child when you departed
To raise up that great ariny for the emperor :
And after, at the close of the campaign,
When you return’d home out of Pomerania,
Your daughter was already in the convent,
Wherein she has remain’d till now.
Wal. . The while
We in the field here gave our cares and toils
To make her great, and fight her a free way
To the loftiest earthly good ; lo! mother Nature
Within the peaceful silent convent walls
Has done her part, and out of her free grace
Hath she bestow’d on the beloved child
The godlike ; and eads her thus adorn’d
To meet her splendid fortune, and my hope.
Duch. (lo Thekla.) Thou wouldst not have recog-
nised thy father,
Wouldst thou, my child? She counted scarce eight
years,
When last she saw your face.
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Thek. O yes, yes, mother!
At the first glance '—my father is not alter’d.
" The form that stands before me falsifies
No feature of the image that hath lived
So long within me!
Wal. The voice of my child!
[then after a pause.
T was indignant at my destiny,
That it denied me a man-child to be
Heir of my name and of my prosperous fortunc,
And re-illume my soon extinguish’d being
In a proud line of pMuces.
1 wrong’d my destiny. 1{ere upon this head,
So lovely in its maiden bloom, will I
Let fall the garland of a life of war,
Nor deein it lost, if only 1 can wreath it,
Transmitted to a regal ornament,
Around these beauteous brows.,
[He clasps her in his arms as Piccolomini enters.

Scene IX.—Enter Max. Piccolomini, and some time
aiicr Count Tertsky, the others remaining as before.
oun.

There comes the Lglalin who protected us.
Wal. Max.! Welcome, cver welcome! Always
wert thou
The morning-star of my best joys!
Maz. My general—
Wal. Till now it was the emperor who rewarded
thee,
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1 but the instrument. This day thoun hast hound
The father to thee, Max. ! the fortunate father,
And this debt Friedland’s self must pay.
Max. My prince!
You made no common hurry to transfer it.
1 conie with shame: yca, not without a pang!
Ior scarce have I arrived here, scarce delivered
The mother and the daughter to your arms,
But there is brought to me from your equerry
A splendid richly-plated hunting-dress
So 1o remuncrate me for my troubles——
Yes, yes, remunerate me!  Since a trouble
1t must be, 2 mere oflice, not a favour
Which I leapt forward to receive, and which
1 came already with full heart to thauk you for.
No! ’twas not so iutended, that my business
Should be my highest best good fortune!
[Tertsky enters, and delivers letlers lo the duke,
which he Meaks open hurryingly.
Coun. (to Mar.) Remunerate your trouble! For
Lis joy
He makes you recompense. *Tis not unfitting
For you, Count Piccolomini, to feel
8o tenderly—my brother it besecins
To show himself for cver great and princely.
Thek. Then I too must have scruples of his love
For his munificem hands did ormament me
Ere yet the father’s heart had spoken to me.
Mazx. Yes; ’tis his nature ever to be giving
And making happy.
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[He grasps the hand of the duchess with still in-
creasing warmth.
) Ifow my heart pours out
Its all of thanks to him! O! how I secin
To utter all things in the dear name Friedland.
While T shall live, so long will T remain
The captive of this name: in it shall bloom
My cvery fortune, every lovely hope.
Inextricably as in some magic ring
In this name hath iy destiny charm-bound me!
Coun. (who during this time has been anxiously watch-
ing the duke, and remarks that he is lost in thought
over the lelters.)
My brother wishes us to leave him.  Come.
Wal. (turns himself round quick, collecls himself, and
speaks with cheerfulress to the duchess.)
Once more I bid thee welcome to the eanp.
Thou art the hostess of this court.  You, Max,,
Will now again administer your old®flice,
While we perform the sovercign’s business here.
Mazx. Piccolomint offers the duchess his arm ; the
countess accompnnies the princess.
Tert. (calling after him.) Max., we depend on see-
ing you at the mnceting.

Scene X.-—Wallenstein, Count Tertsky.

Wal. (in deep thoughi to himself.) She hath seen all
things as they are—TIt is so,
And squares completely with my other notices.
They have determined finally in Vienna,
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Have given me my successor already ;
It is the king of Hungary, Ferdinand, R
The emperor’s delicate son! he’s now their saviour,
He’s the new star that’s rising now!  Of us
They think themsclves already fairly rid,
And as we were deceased, the heir already
Is entering on possession—therefore—dispateh !
[as he turns round he observes Terisky, and gives
him a leller.

Count Altringer will have himself excused,
And Galas too—T Jike not this!

Tert. And if
Thou loiterest longer, all will fall away,
One following the other.

Wal. Altringer
Is master of the Tyrol pusses. 1 must forthwith
Send some vne to him, that he let not in
The Spaniards on me from the Milancse,
Well, and the old Sesin, that ancient trader
In contraband negotiations, he
Has shown himself again of lute.  What brings he
From the Count Thur?

Terl. The count communicates,
He has found out the Swedish chancellor
At Halberstadt, where the convention’s Leld,
Who says, you’ve tired him out, and that he’ll have
No further dealings with you.

Wal. And why so?

Tert. 1o says, you are never in earnest in your

speeches ;
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That you decoy the Swedes—to make fools of them ;
_Will league yourself with Saxony against them,
And at last muke yourself a riddance of them
With a paltry sumn of money.

wdl. So then, doubtlcss,
¥Yes, doubtless, this same modest Swedc expects
That 1 shall yield him some fair German tract
For his prey and hooty, that ourselves at last
On our own soil and native territory,
May be no longer our own lords and masters!
An excellent schieme! Noy,no! They must be off]
Off; off! away! we want no such neighbours.

Terl. Nay, yicld them up that dot, that speck of

land—

1t goes not from your portion. If you win
The gane, what matters it to you who pays it ?

Wal. Off with them, off! Thou understand’st

not this.

Never shall it be said of me, T parcell’d
My native land away, dismember’d Germany,
Betray’d it to a forcigner, in order
To come with stealthy tread, and fileh away
My own share of the plunder—Never! never!
No forcign power shall strike root in the empire,
And least of all, these Goths! these hunger-wolves!
‘Who send such envious, hot and greedy glances
Towards the rich blessings of our German lands!
T’ll have their aid to cast and draw my nets,
But not a single fish of all the draught
Shall they come in for.
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Tert. You will deal, however,
More fairly with the Saxons? They lose patience
While you shift ground and mahe so many curves.
Say, to What purpose all these masks?  Your friends
Are plunged in doubts, batled, and led astray in you.
There’s Oxenstein, there’s Arnheim—neither knows
What lic should think of your procrastinations,

And in the end I prove the liar; all
Passes through me. T have not even your hand-
writing.

Wal. Inever giveny handwriting ; thou knowest it.

Tert.  But how can it be known that you’re in car-

nest,
If the act follows not upon the word ?
You must yoursel” acknowledge, that in all

You might have donggith safety all you liave done.
Had you meant nothing further than to gull him
For the emperor’s service.

Wul.\after a pause, during which he looks narrowly
on Tertsky.) And from whence dost thou know
That I'm not gulling him for the emperor’s service ?
Whenee knowest thon that I’'m not gulling all of you?
Dost thou know me so well?  When made I thee
The intendant of my sccret purposes ?

I am not conscious that I ever open’d

My immost thoughts to thee. The emperor, it is true
Hath dealt with mc amiss ; and if’ I would,

I could repay him with usurious interest

For the evil he hath done me. It delights me
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To know my power ; hut whether T shall use it,
Of that, I should have thought that thou couldst speak
No wisclier than thy fellows.
Tert. So hastthou always play’d thy game with us.
[ Enter lo.

ScENE XL—TIlo, Wallenstein, Tertsky.
al. How stand aflairs without ¢ Are they pre-
pared ?
Tilo.  Youll find them in the very mood you wish,
They know about the emperor’s requisitions,
And are tumulinous.

Wal. How hath Isolan
Declared himself'?
llo. 11cs yonrs, both soul and body.

Since you built up again his l“um-bunk.
\ al. And which way doth Kolatto hend * - Tlast
" thou
Made sure of Tiefenbach and Deodate ?
Hlo.  What Piccolomini does, that they do too.

Wdl. You mean, theny Tmay venture somewhat
with them?

Llo. —1t youare assured of the Piccolomini.
Hal. Not more assured of mine own self]
Tert. And yet

1 would you trusted not so mnceh to Octavio,
The fox!

Wal. Thou teachest me to know my man ?
Sixteen campaigns I have made with that old warrior,
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Besides, I have his horoscope :
We both are born beneath like stars—in short,
[awith an air of mystery.

To this belongs it own particular aspect,
If therefore thon canst warrant me the rest

Jllo. 'There is among them all but this one voice,
You must not lay down the command. T hear
They mean to send a deputation to you.

Fal.  1If Pm in aught to bind mysclf” to them,
They 100 must bind thiemselves to me.

1ilo. Of course.
Wal. Their words of honour they must give, their
oaths,

Give them in writing to me, pronmising
Devotion to my serviee unconditional.

Tilo. Why not?

Terl. Devotion unconditional 2
The exception of therr duties towards Austria
They’ll always place among the premises,
With this reserve—

Wal. (shaking his head.) Al unconditional !
No prenmises, No reserves,

1ilo. A thought has struck me.
Does not Count Tertsky give us a set banquet
This cvening ?

Tert. Yes; and all the generals
IIave heen invited,
Tilo. (to Wallenstein.) Say, will you here fully

Commission me to use my own diseretion ?
Pl gain for you the generals’ words of hounour,
Even as you wish.
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Wal. Gain me their signatures !
How you come by them, that is your concern.
Zllo. And if I bring it to you, black on white,
That all the leaders who are present here
Give themselves up to you, without condition ;
Say, will you then—then will you show yourself
In earnest, and with some decisive action
Make trial of your luck ?

Wal. The signatures !
Gain me the signatures.
1lo. Seize, seize the hour,

Erec it slips from you. Seldom comes the moinent

In life, which is indeed sublime and weighty.

To make a great decision possible,

O! many things, all transient and all rapid,

Must meet at once : ad, haply, they thus met

May by that confluence be enforced to pause

Time long enough for wisdom, though too short,

Far, far too short a time for doubt and scruple!

This is that moment. Sec, our army chicftains,

Our best, our noblest, are assembled around you,

Their king-like leader! On your nod they wait.

The single threads, which here your prosperous
fortune

Hath woven together in one potent web

Instinct with destiny, O let them not

Unravel of themselves. If you permit

These chiefs to separate, so unanimous

Bring you them not a second time together.

"Tis the high tide that heaves the stranded ship,
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And every individual’s spirit waxcs
In the great stream of multitudes. Behold
They are still here, here still! But soon the war
Bursts them once more asunder, and in sinall
Pagticular anxieties and interests
8 their spirit, and the sympathy
Tdch ma®with the whole. He who to-day
‘gets himsclf, forced onward with the stream,
ij} becone sober, seeing but himself;
Feel only his own weakness, and with speed
Will face about, and march on in the old
High road of duty, the old broad trodden road,
And seck but to make shelter in good plight.
Wal. The time is not yet cowme.

Tert. So you say always.
But when will it be time ?
Wal. When I shall say it.

Iilo.  You’ll wait upon the stars, and on their hours,
Till the earthly hour escapes you. O, believe me,
In your own bosom are your destiny’s stars.
Confidence in yourself, prompt resolution,

This is your Venus! and the soul malignant,
The only oue that harmeth you, is Doubt.

Wal. Thou speakest as thou understand’st. 1low oft
And many a time Ive told thee, Jupiter,

."That lustrous god, was setting at thy birth. ... .
Thy visual power subdues no mysteries ;
le-eyed, thou mayest but burrow in the earth.

ind as that gybte: gl who with wan,
Lead-colour’d shine lighted thee into life.
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The common, the terrestrial, thou mayest see,
With serviceable cunning knit together
The nearest with the nearest ; and therein
I trust thee and belicve thee! but whate’er
Full of mysterious import Nature weaves
And fashions in the depths—the spirit’s ladder,
. . [ 4
That from this gross and visible world of dust
Even to the starry world, with thousand rounds}
Builds itself up; on which the unseen powers,
Move up and down on heavenly ministries—
The circles in the circles, that approach
The central sun with ever-narrowing orbit—
These see the glance alone, the unsealed eye,
Of Jupiter’s glad children born in Justre.
[He walks accross the chamber, then returns, and
standing still, proceeds.

The heavenly constellations make not merely
The day and nights, summer and spring, not merely
Signify to the hasbandman the seasons :
Of sowing and of harvest. Human action,
That is the sced too of contingencies,
Strew’d on the dark land of futurity
In hopes to reconcile the powers of fate.
‘Whence it behooves us to seek out the sced-time,
To watch the stars, sclect their proper hours,
And trace with scarching eye the heavenly houses,
Whether the enemy of growth and thriving

ide himself not, malignant, in his corner.

“Iréore permit me my jiiic.aghleanwhite
Do you your part. As yet 1 cannot say *
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What I'shall do—only, give way I will not.
Depose me too they shall not. On these points
You may rely.
Page. (entering.) My lords, the generals.
Wal. Let them come in.

Scene XI1L—Wallenstein, Tertsky, Illo.—To them en-
ter Questenberg, Octavio and Max. Piccolomini,
Butler, Isolani, Maradas, and three other generals.

* Wallenstetn motions Questenberg, who in consequence
takes the chair directly opposite to him; the others
Jollow, arranging themsclves according lo their rank.
T'here reigns ¢ momenlary silence.

Wal. 1 have understood, ’tis true, the sum and
import
Of your instructions, Questenberg; have weigh’d
them,
pdaiform’d my final, absolute resolve::
s fitting, that the gencrals
Should hear the will of the empcror from your
mouth.
May’t please you then to open your commission
Before these noble chieftains ?
" Quest. I am ready
To obey you ; but will first entreat your highness,
And oll these noble chieftains, to consider,
The imperial dignity and sovereign right
Speaks from my mouth, and not my own presumption.’
Wal. We excuse all preface.
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Quest. When his majesty
The emperor to his courageous armies
Presented in the person of Duke Friedland
A most experienced and renown’d commander,
He did it in glad hope and confidence
To give thereby to the fortune of the war
A rapid and auspicious chunge. 'The onset
Was favourable to his royal wishes.
Bohemia was deliver’d frora the Saxons,
The Swede’s carcer of conquest cheek’d!  These

lands

Began to draw breath freely, as Duke Friedland
From all the streans of Germany forced hither
The scatter’d armices of the enemy ;
Hither invoked as round one magic circle
The Rhinegrave, Bernhard, Banner, Oxenstein,
Yeca, and that never-conquer’d King himself’;
Here finally, hefore the eye of Nurnberg.
The fearful gawe of battle to decide.

Wal. May’t please you, to the point.

Quest.  In Nurnberg’s camyp the Swedisli monarch

left - T

His fame—in Lutzen’s plains his life.  But who
Stood not astounded, when victorious I'ricdland
After this day of triumph, this proud day,
March’d toward Bohemia with the speed of flight,
And vanish’d from the theatre of war;
While the young Weimar hero forced his way
Into Franconia, to the Danube, like
Somec delving winter-stream, which, where it rushes,

-,
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Makes its own channel ; with such sudden speed
He march’d, and now at once fore Regensburg
Stood to the affright of all good Catholic christians.
Then did Bavaria’s well-deserving prince
Entreat swift aidance in his extreme need ;
The emperor sends seven horsemen to Duke Fried-
land,

Seven horsemen couriers sends he with the entreaty :
He superadds his own, and supplicates
Where as the sovereign lord he can command.
In vain his supplication! At this moment
The duke hears only his old hate and grudge,
Barters the general good to gratify
Private revenge—and so falls Regensburg.

Wal. Max., to what period of the war alludes he ?
My recollection fails me here!

Maz. He neans
When we were in Silesia.

Wal. Ay! isitso?
But what had we to do there 2

Max. . To beat out
The Swedes and Saxons from the province.

Wal. True; -

In that description which the minister gave
I seem’d to have forgotten the whole war.
[To Questenberg.
Well, but proceed a little.
Quest. Yes; at length
Beside the river Oder did the duke

Assert his ancient fame. Upon the fields
©==bL. I 4
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Of Steinau did the Swedes lay down their arms,
Subdued without a blow. And here, with others,
The righteousness of hecaven to his avenger
Deliver'd that long-practised stirrer-up

Of insurrection, that curse-laden torch

And kindler of this war, Matthias Thur.

But he had fallen into magnanimous hands;
Instead of punishment he found reward,

And with rich presents did the duke dismiss’
The arch-foe of his empcror.

Wal. (laughs.) T know,
I know you had already in Vienna
Your windows and balconies all forestall’d
To sec himn on the exccutioner’s cart.

I might have lost the battle, lost it too

‘With infamy, and still retain’d your graces—
But, to have cheated them of a spectacle,
Oh! that the good folks of Vienna never,
No, never can forgive me!

Quest. So Silesia
‘Was freed, and all things loudly call’d the duke
Into Bavaria, now press’d hard on all sides.

And he did put his troops in motion: slowly,
Quite at his ease, and by the longest road

He traverses Bolhiemia ; but ere ever

He hath once seen the enemy, faces round,
Breaks up the march, and takes to winter-quarters

Wal. The troops were pitiably destitute
Of every necessary, every comfort.

The winter came. What thinks his majesty
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His troops are made of ? An’t we men ? subjected

Like other men to wet, and cold, and all

The circumstances of necessity ?

O miserable lot of the poor soldier !

Wherever he comes in, all flee before him,

And when he goes away, the general curse

Follows him on his route. All must be seized,
igiven him; and compell’d to seize

| he’s every man’Muce.

Kold, here stand my generals. !
Count Deodate! Butler! Tell this man
How long the soldiers’ pay is in arrears.

But. Already a full year.

Wal. And ’iis the hire
That constitutes the hireling’s name and duties;
The soldier’s pay is the soldier’s covenant.'

Quest. Ah! this is a far other tone from that,
In which the duke spoke eight, nine years ago.

Wal. Yes! ’tis my fault, I know it: I myself
Have spoilt the emperor by indulging him.

Nine years ago, during the Danish war,
I raised him up a force, a mighty force,

! The original is not translatable into English ;
Und sein sold
Muse dem soldaten werden, darnach heisst er.
It might perhaps have been thus rendered :
And that for which he sold his services,
The soldier must receive.
But a false or doubtful etymology is no more than a

, whsallozmen.
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Forty or fifty thousand men, that cost him
Of his own purse no doit. Through Saxony
The fury goddess of the war march’d on,
E’en to the surf-rocks of the Baltic, bearing
The terrors of his name. That was a thne!
In the whole imperial realm no name like mine
Honour’d with festival and celebration—
And Albrecht Wallenstein, it was the titlg
Of the t%t in his crown!
But at the en the princes met
At Regensburg, there, there the whole broke out,
There ’t was laid open, there it was made known,
Out of what money-bag I had paid the host.
And what was now my thank, what had I now,
That 1, a faithful servant of the sovereign,
Had loaded on myself the people’s curses,
And let the princes of the empire pay
The cxpenses of this war, that aggrandizes
The emperor alone—What thanks had I ?
What ? I was offer’d up to their complaints,
Dismiss’d degraded!

Quest. But your highness knows
What little freedom he possess’d of action
In that disastrous diet.

Wal. Death and hell!
I had that which could bave procured him freedom.
No! since ’t was proved so inauspicious to me
To serve the emperor at the empire’s cost,
1 have been taught far other trains of thinking
Of the empire, and the diet of the empire.
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From the emperor, doubtless, I received this staff,
But now I hold it as the empire’s general—
For the common weal, the universal interest,
And no more for that onc man’s aggrandizement!
But to the point. 'What is it that’s desired of me?

Quest. First, his imperial majesty hath will’d
That without pretexts of delay the army
Evacua Bohemm

Pal. In this season ?

ﬁn to what quarter wills the emperol:«' "
That we direct our course ?

Quest. To the enemy.
His majesty resolves, that Regensburg
Be purified from the enemy ere Easter,
That Lutheranism may be no longer preach’d
In that cathedral, nor heretical
Defilement desecrate the celebration

Of that pure festival.

Wal. My generals,
Can this be realized ?

Lllo. Tis not possible.

But. It can’t be realized.
The emperor

Already hath commanded colonel Suys
To advance toward Bayaria,

Wal. What did Suys?

Quest. That which his duty prompted. He ad-

vanced !

Wal, What! he advanced? And I, his general,

Had given him orders, peremptory orders,
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Not to desert his station! Stands it thus

With my authority ? Is this the obedience
Due to my office, which being thrown aside,
No war can be conducted ? Chieftains, speak.
You be the judges, generals! What deserves
That officer, who of his oath neglectful

Is guilty of contempt of orders ?

Elo. Death.

Wal. (raising his voice, as all, but Illo, had remained
silent, and seemingly scrupulous.) Count Pic-
colomini! what has he deserved ?

Maz. Pic. (after a long pause.) According to the
letter of the law,

Death.
Isol. Death.
But. Death, by the laws of war.

[ Questenberg rises from has seat, Wallenstein fol-
lows ; all the rest rise.
Wal. To this the law condemns him, and not I;
And if I show him favour, ’t will arise
From the reverence that } owe my emperor.
Quest. If so0, I can say nothing further—here !
Wal. I accepted the command but on conditions :
And this the first, that to the diminution
Of my authority no human being,
Not even the emperor’s sclf, should be entitled
'To do aught or to say aught, with the army.
If I stand warranter of the event,
Placing my honour and my head in pledge,
Needs must I have full mestery in all
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The means thereto. What render'd this Gustavus
Resistless and unconquer’d upon earth ?
This—that he was the monarch in his army !
A monarch, one who is indeed a monarch,
Was never yet subdued but by his equal.
But to the point! The best is yet to come.
Attend now, generals !

Quest. The Prince Cardinal
Begins his route at the approach of spring
From the Milanese ; and leads a Spanish army
Through Germany into the Netherlands.
That he may march secure and unimpeded,
*Tis the emperor’s will you grant him a detachment
Of eight horse regiments from the army here.

Wal. Yes, yes! I understand !—eight regiments!

Well,

Right well concerted, father Lamormain!
Eight thousand horse! yes, yes! ’tis ag it should be!
I see it coming.

Quest. There is nothing coming.

All stands in front: the counsel of state-prudence,
'The dictate of necessity !
Wal. What then ?

What, my Lord Envoy? May T not be suffer'd
To understand, that folks are tired of seeing

The sword’s hilt in my grasp : and that your court
Snatch eagerly at this pretence, and use

The Spanish title to drain off my forces,

To lead into the empire a now army

Unsubjected to my control? To throw me




56 THE PICCOLOMINI.

Plumply aside,—I am still too powerful for you
To venture that. My stipulation runs,
* That all the imperial forces shall obey me
‘Where'er the German is the native language.
Of Spanish troops and of Prince Cardinals
That take their route, as visiters, through the cmpire,
There stands no syllable in my stipulation.
No syllable! And so the politic court
Steals in a tiptoe, and creeps round behind it ;
First inakes me weaker, then to be dispensed with,
Till it dares strike at length a bolder blow
And make short work with me.
What need of all these crooked ways, Lord Envoy ?
Straight forward, man! his compact with me pinches
The emperor. He would that I moved off '—
Well !—I will gratify him!
[Here there commences an agitation among the
generals, which increases continually.
It grieves me for my noble officers’ sakes !
I see not yet, by what mcans thcy will come at
The moneys they have advanced, or how obtain
The recompense their services demand.
Still a new leader brings new claimants forward,
And prior merit superannuates quickly.
There serve here many foreigners in the army,
And were the man in all else brave and gallant-
I was not wont to make nice scrutiny
After his pedigree or catechism. p ww""
This will be otherwise, i’ the time to come.
Well—me no longer it concerns.

1

[ He seats himis.,\
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Mazx. Pic. Forbid it heaven, that it should come
to this!
Our troops will swell in dreadful ferinentation—
The emperor is abused—it cannot be.
Isol. It cannot be ; all goes to instant wreck.
Wal. Thou hast said truly, faithful Isolani!
What we with toil and foresight have built up,
Will go to wreck—all go to instant wreck.
What then ? another chieftain is soon found,
Another army likewise (who dares doubt it ?)
Will flock from all sides to the emperor,
At the first beat of his recruiting drum.
[During this speech, Isolani, Tertsky, llo, and
Maradas talk confusedly with great agilation.
Maz. Pic. [busily and passionately going from one to
another, and soothing them.
Hear, my commander! Hear me, generals!
Let me conjure you, duke! determine nothing
Till we have inet and represented to you
Our joint remonstrances.—Nay, calmer! friends!
I hope all may be yet set right again.
Tert. Away! let us away ! in the antechamber
Find we the others. [They go.
But. (to Questenberg.) If good counsel gain
Due audience from your wisdom, my Lord Envoy !
You will be cautious how you show yourself
In public for some hours to come—or hardly
Will that gol“ey protect you from maltreatment.
[ Commeotions heard from without.
Wal., A salutary counsel—Thou, Octavio !
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Wilt answer for the safety of our guest.
Farewell, Von Questenberg !
' [ Questenberg is about to speak.
Nay, not a word.
Not one word more of that detested subject !
You have performed your duty—we know how °
T'o scparate the office from the man.

[As Questenberg is going off with Octavio, Goetz,
Thefenbach, Kolatto, press in ; several other
generals following them.

Goetz. Where’s he who means to rob us of our
general ?

Tief. (at the same time.) What are we forced 1o
hear? That thou wilt leave us?

Kol. (at the same time.) We will live with thee, we
will die witt. thee.

Wal. (with stateliness and pointing to Ililo.) There!
the field-mnarshai knows our will. [Ezat.

[ While all are going off the slage the curtain drops.
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ACT. II.

ScENE L—A small chamber. Illo and Tertsky.

59

Tert. Now for this evening’s business! How

intend you

To manage with the generals at the banquet ?

lllo. Attend! We frame a formal declaration,
Wherein we to the duke consign ourselves
Collectively, to be and to remain
His both with life and limb, and not to spare
The last drop of our blood for him, provided
So doing we infringe no oath or duty,
‘We may be under to the emperor.—Mark !
This rescrvation we expressly make
In a particular clause, and save the conscience.
Now hear! This formula so framned and worded
Will be presented to them for perusal
Before the banquet. No one will find in it
Cause of offence or scruple. Hear now further!
After the feast, when now the vap’ring wine
Opens the heart, and shuts the cyes, we let
A counterfeited paper, in the which
This one particular clause has heen left out,
Go round for signatures.

Tert. How ! think you then
That they’ll believe themselves bound by an oath,
Which we had trick’d them into by a juggle ?
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Itlo. 'We shall have caught and caged them! Let
them then
"Beat their wings bare against the wires, and rave
Loud as they may against our treachery ;
At court their siguatures will be believed
Far more than their most holy affirmations.
Traitors they are, and must be ; therefore wisely
Will make a virtue of necessity.
Tert. Well, well, it shall content me ; let but
something
Be done, let only some decisive blow
Set us in motion.

Tllo. Besides, ’tis of subordinate importance
How, or how far, we may thereby propel "
The generals. ’Tis enough that we persuade
The duke that they are his—Ilet him but act
In his determined mood, as if he had thern,
And he will have them. Where he plunges in,
He makes a whirlpool, and all stream down to it.

Tert. His poliey is such a labyrinth,

That many a time when I have thought myself
Close at his side, he’s gone at once and left me
Ignorant of the ground where I was standing.
He lends the enemy his ear, permits me

To write to them, to Arnheim ; to Sesina
Himself comes forward blank and undisguised ;
Talks with us by the hour about his plans,

And when 1 think I have him—off at once——
He has slipped from me, and appears as if

He had no scheme, but to retain his place,
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Io. Hegives up hisold plans! T'll tell you, friend !
His soul is occupied with nothing else,
Even in his sleep—they are his thoughts, his dreams,”
That day by day he questions for this purpose
The motions of the planets—

Tert. Ay, you know
This night, that is now coming, he with Seni
Shuts himself up in the astrological tower
To make joint ohservations—for I hear,
It is to be a night of weight and crisis ;
And something great, and of long expectation,
Is to make its procession in the heaven.

Illo. Come! be we bold and make despatch. The

work
In this next day or two must thrive and grow
More than it has for years. And let but only
Things first turn up auspicious here below——
Mark what I say—the right stars too will show them-
selves.

Come, to the general’s.  All is in the glow,
And must be beaten while ’tis malleable.

Tert. Do you go thither, Illo. I must stay,
And wait here for the Countess Tertsky. Know,
That we too are not idle. Break one string,
A second is in readiness.

lilo. Yes! yes!
1 saw your lady smile with such sly meaning,
What’s in the wind ? )

Teert. A sectet, Hush! she comes,

[Exit Dlo.
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SceNe 1L.—(The Countess steps out from a closet.)
Count and Countess Tertsky.

Tert. Well—is she coming P—I can keep him back
No longer.

Coun. She will be there instantly,
You only send him.
Tert. I am not quite certain,

I must confess it, countess, whether or not
We are earning the duke’s thanks hereby. You know,
No ray has broke out from him on this point.
You have o’errul’d me, and yourself know best
How far you dare proceed.

Coun. I take it on me.

[talking to herself while she s advancing.

Here’s no need of full powers and commissions—
My cloudy duke! we understand each other—
And without words. What, could I not uuriddle,
‘Wherefore the daughter should be sent for hither ?
‘Why first ke, and no other, should be chosen
To fetch her hither? This sham of betrothing her
To a bridegroom,! when no one knows—No !—no!—
This may blind others! I see through thee, brother!
But it beseems thee not, to draw a card

! In Germany, after honourable addresses have been
paid and formally accepted, the lovers are called bride
and bridegroom, even though the marriage should not
take place till years afterwards.
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At such a game. Not yet!—It all remains
Mutely delivered up to my finessing—— 4~ feior?
Well—thou shalt not have been deceived, Duke
Friedland !
In her who is thy sister.
Serv. (enters.) The commanders !
Tert. (to the countess.) Take care you heat his
fancy and affections—
Possess him with a reverie, and send him,
Absent and dreaming, to the banquet ; that
He may not boggle at the signature.

Coun. Take you care of your guests'—Go, send
bim hither.
Tert. All rests upon his undersigning.
Coun. (inierrupting him.) Go to your guests!
Go—
Hlo. (comes back.) ~ Where art staying, Tertsky ?
The Louse is full, and all expecting you.
Tert. Instantly! Instantly! [to the Countess.
And let him not
Stay here too long. It might awake suspicion
In the old man—
Coun. A truce with your precautions!
[Exeunt Tertsky and Ilo.

Scene IH.—Countess, Max. Piccolomini,
Mazx. (peeping in on the stage shyly.) Aunt Tert-
sky! may I venture!

[advances to the middle of the stage, and looks
arouni lim with uneasiness.
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She’s not here!

Where is she P

Coun. Look but somewhat narrowly
In yonder corner, lest perhaps she lie
Conceal’d behind that screen.

Maz. There lie her gloves!

[snatches at them, but the countess lakes them
herself.

You unkind lady! You refuse mc this—

You make it an amusemnent to torment mne.
Coun. Aund this the thank you give me for my

trouble ?

Maz. O, if you felt the oppression at iy heart!
Since we’ve been here, 80 to constrain myself—
‘With such poor stealth to hazard words and glances—
These, these are not my habits !

Coun. o You have still
Many new habits to acquire, young friend !

But on this proof of your obedient temper
I must continue 1o insist; and anly

On this condition can I play the agent
For your concerns.

Mazx. But wherefore comes she not ?
‘Where is she ?
Coun. Into my hands you must place it

Whole and entire. Whom could you find, indeed,
More zealously affected to your interest ?
No soul on earth must know it—not your father.
He must not, above all.

Maz. Alas! what danger?
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Here is no fuce on which I might concentre
All the enraptured soul stirs up within me.
O lady ! tell me. Is all changed around me?
Orisitonly I?
I find inyself,
As among strangers! Not a trace is left
Of all my former wishes, former joys.
Where has it vanish’d to? There was a time
‘When even, methought, with such a world as this
I was not discontented. Now, how flat!
How stale!  No life, no bloom, no flavour in it!
My comrades are intolerable to me.
My father—Even to him I can say nothing.
My arwns, my military duties—O'!
They are such wearying toys!
Coun. But, gentle friend !
I must entreat it of your condescension,
You would be pleased to sink your eye, and favour
With one short glance or two this poor stale world,
‘Where even now much, and of much moment,
Is on the eve of its completion.
Mav. Something,
I can’t but know, is going forward round me.
I sec it gathering, crowding, driving on,
In wild uncustomnary movements.  'Well,
In due tiine, doubtless, it will reach even me,
Where think you I have been, dear lady ? Nay,
No raillery. The turmoil of the camp,
The spring-tide of acquaintance rolling in,
The pointless jest, the empty conversation,
VOL. NT. D
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Oppress'd and stiffen’d me. I gasp’d for air—

I could not breathe—I was constrain’d to fly,

To seek a silence out for my full heart;

And a pure spot wherein to feel my happiness.

No smiling, countess! In the church was 1.

There is a cloister here to the heaven’s gate,?

Thither I went, there found myself alone.

Over the altar hung a holy mother;

A wretched painting ’twas, yet twas the friend

That I was seeking in this moment.  Ah,

How oft have I beheld that glorious form

In splendour, “mid ecstatic worshipers;

Yet, still it noved me not! and now at once

Was my devotion cloudless us my love.

Coun. Emnjoy your fortune and felicity !

Forget the world around you. Meantime, friendship

Shall keep strict vigils for you, anxious, active.

Only be manageable when that friendship

Points you the road to full accomplishment.

How long may it be since yon declared your passion ?
Mazx. This morning did I hazard the first word.
Coun. This morning the first time in twenty days ?
Marx. ’Twas at that hunting-castle, betwixt here

And Nepomuck, where you had join’d us, and—

1 [ am doubtful whether this be the dedication of the
cloister, or the name of one of the ¢ity gates, near which
it stood. I have translated it in the former sense; but
fearful of having made somne blunder, I add the original.
—Es ist ein Kloster luer zur Himmelspforte.
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)

That was the last relay of the whole journey! *
In a balcony we were standing mute,

And gazing out upon the dreary ficld:

Before us the dragoons were riding onward,

The safeguard which the duke had sent us—heavy
The inquictude of parting lay upon me,

And, trembling, ventured I at length these words:

« This all reminds me, noble maiden, that

To-day I must take leave of my good fortune.

A few hours more, and you will find a father,

Will see yourself surrounded by new friends,

And I henceforth shall be but as a stranger,

Lost in the many”——¢8peak with my aunt Tertsky!”
With hurrying voice she interrupted me.

She falter’d. I beheld a glowing red

Possess her beautiful cheeks, and from the ground
Raised slowly up, her eye met mine—no longer

Did I control mysclf.

[The Princess Thekla appears at the door, and
remains standing, observed by the Countess, bul
not by Piccolomini.

With instant boldness

I caught her in my arms, my mouth touch’d her’s;
There was a rustling in the room close by ;
It parted us—"Twas you. What since has happen’d
You know.

Coun. (after a pause, with a stolen glance at Thekla.)

And is it your cxcess of modesty ;

Or are you so incurious, that you do not
Ask me too of my sccret?
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Mazx. Of your secret ?

Coun. Why,yes! When in the instant after you
1 stepp’d into the room, and found my niece there,
What she in this first moment of the heart
Ta’en with surprise—

Maz. (with eagerness.) Well ?

SceNE IV.—Thekla (hurries forward), Countess, Maz.
Piccolomina.

Thek. (to the Countess.) Spare yoursclf the trouble : )
That hears he better from mysclf.

Maz. (stepping backward.) " My princess
What have you let her hear me say, annt Tertsky ?

Thek. (to the Countess.) 1las he been here long?

Coun. Yes; and soon must go.
Where have you stay’d so long ?
Thek. Alas! my mother

Wept so again! and I—1I see her suffer,
Yet cannot keep myself from being happy. [you.
Max. Now once again I have courage to look on
To-day at noon I could not.
The dazzle of the jewecls that play’d round you
Hid the beloved from me.
Thek. Then you saw me
With your eye only—and not with your heart?
Maz. This morning, when I found you in the
Of all your kindred, in your father’s arms,  [circle
Beheld myself an alicn in this circle,
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©O! what an impulse felt I in that moment
To fall upon his neck, to call him father !
But his stern eye o’crpower’d the swelling passion—
It dared not but be silent. And those brilliants,
That like a crown of stars enwreathed your brows,
They scared me too! O wherefore, wherefore should
At the first meeting spread as ’twere the ban [he
Of excommunication round you,—wherefore
Dress up the angel as for sacrifice,
And cast upon the light and joyous heart
#le mournful burthen of his station? Fitly
ay | e woo for love ; but such a splendour
Might nonc pait monarchs venture to approach.
Thek. 1! not a word more of this mummery ;
You sce how svon the burthen is thrown off.
[to the Countess.
e is not in spirits. ' Whercfore is he not?
’Tis you, aunt, that have made him all so gloomy!
He had quite another nature on the journey—
So calm, so bright, so joyous eloquent.
[to Max.
It was my wish to see you always so,
And never otherwise !
Maz. You find yourself
In your great father’s arms, beloved lady !
All in a new world, which does homage to you,
And which, were’t only by its novelty,
Delights your eye.
Thek. Yes; I confess to you
That many things delight me here : this camp,
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This motley stage of warriors, which renews
So manifold the image of my fancy,
And binds to life, binds to reality,
What hitherto had but been present to me
As a sweet dream !
Maz. Alas! not so to me.
It makes a dream of my reality.
Upon some island in the ethercal heights
Pve lived for these last days.  This mass of men
Forces me down to carth. It is a bridge
That, reconducting to iy former life,

Divides me and my heaven. L 4
Thek. The gﬂﬁe of lite
Looks cheerful, when one carries in offits heart

The unalienable treasure. ’Tis a game,
Which having orce review’d, I turn more joyous
Back to iy deeper and appropriate bliss,

[breaking off, and in a sportive tone.
In this short time that I’ve heen present here,
What new unheard-of things have I not seen!
And yet they all must give place to the wonder
Which this mysterious castle guards.

Coun. (recollecting.) And what
Can this be then? Mcthought 1 was acquainted
With all the dusky corners of this house.

Thek. (smiling.) Ay, butthe road thereto is watched

by spirits :
Two griffins still stand sentry at the door.

Coun. (laughs.) 'The astrological tower !—How

happens it
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That this sume sanctuary, whose access
Is to all others so impracticable,
Opens before you even at your approach ?

Thek. A dwarfish old man with a friendly face
And snow-white hairs, whose gracious services
Were mine at first sight, open’d mic the doors.

Mux. 'That is the duke’s astrologer, old Seni.

Thek.  He question’d me on many points; for

instance,
When I was born, what month, and on what day,
Whether by day or in the night.

Coun. He wisl’d
To erect a figure for your horoscope.

Thek. My hand too he examined, shook lis head
With much sad meaning, and the lines, methought,
Did not square over-truly with his wishes.

Coun. Well princess, and what found you in this

tower ?
My highest privilege has been to snatch
A side-glance and away !

Thek. It was a strange
Sensation that came o’er me, when at first
I'romi the broad sunshine 1 stepp’d in ; and now
The narrowing line of daylight, that ran after
The closing door, was gone ; and all about me
*Twas pale and dusky night, with many shadows
Fantastically cast. Here six or seven
Colossal statues, and all kings, stood round me
In a half-circle. Each onc in his hand
A sceptre bore, and on his head a star ;
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And in the tower no other light was there
But from these stars : all scem'd to come from them.
* % These are the planets,” raid that low old man,
“They govern wordly fates, and for that cause
Arc imaged hiere as kings.  He farthest from you,
Spiteful, and cold, an old man melancholy,
With bent and yellow forebead, he is Saturn.
He opposite, the king with the red light,
Au armed man for the battle, that is Mars :
And both these bring but little Iuck to man.”
But at his side a lovely lady stood,
The star upon her head was soft and bright,
And that was Venus, the bright star of joy.
On the left hand, lo! Mercury, with wings.
Quite in the middle glitter’d silver bright
A cheerful man, and with a monarel’s mien ;
Aund this was Jupiter, my father’s star;
And at his side I saw the Sun and Moon.
Mur. O never rudely will I blame his faith
1u the might of stars and angels. Tis not merely
The human being’s pride that peoples space
With life and mystical predominance :
Sinee likewise for the stricken heart of Love
This visible nature, and this commmon world,
Iy all too narrow: yea, a decper import
Lurks in the legend told my infant years
Than lies upon that truth, we live to learn.
For fable is love’s world, his home, his birth-place :
Delightedly dwells he ’mong fays and tulismans, -
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And spirits ; and delightedly believes
Divinities, being himself divine.
The intelligible forins of ancient poets,
The fair humanities of old religion,
The power, the beauty, and the majesty,
That Liad her haunts in dale, or piny rmountain,
Or forest by slow stream, or pebbly spring,
Or chasins and wat’ry depths; all these have vanish’d.
They live no longer in the faith of reason!
But still the heart doth need a language, still
Doth the old instinet bring back the old names,
And to yon starry world they now are gone,
Spirits or gods, that used to share this earth
With man as with their fricnd ;' and to the lover
Yonder they move, from yonder visible sky
Shoot influence down: and even ar this day
Tis Jupiter who brings whate’er is great,
And Venus who brings every thing that’s fair !
Thek. And if this be the scicuce of the stars,
1 100, with glad and zeulous industry,
Will learn acquaintance with this cheerful faith.
It is a gentle and affectionate thought,
That in immeasurable heights above us,
At our first birth, the wreath of love was woven,
With sparkling stars for flowers.
Coun. Not only roses,

! No more of talk, where god or angel gucst
With man, as with his friend famihar, used
To sit indulgent. Paradise Lost, B. 1X,
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But thorns too hath the heaven ; and well for you
Leave they your wreath of love inviolate:

What Venus twined, the bearer of glad fortune,
The sullen orb of Mars soon tears to picees.

Muz. Soon will his gloomy empire reach its close.
Blest be the general’s zeal: into the laurcl
Will he inweave the olive branch, presenting
Peace to the shouting nations. Then no wish
Will have remained for his great heart!  Enough
Has he perform’d for glory, and can now
Live for himself and his. T'o his domains
Will he retire ; he has a stately seat
Of fairest view at Gitschin ; Reichenberg,

And Friedland Castle, both lic pleasantly—

Even to the foot of the huge mountains here
Stretches the chase and covers of his forests:

Ilis ruling passion, to create the splendid,

He can indulge without restraint : can give

A princely patronage to every art,

Aud to all worth a sovereign’s protection.

Can build, ean plant, can watch the starry courses—

Coun. Yect 1 would have you look, and look again,
Before you lay aside your arms, young fricnd !

A gentle bride, as she is, is well worth it,
That you should woo and win her with the sword.

Mazx. O, that the sword could win her!

Coun. What was that?
Did you hear nothing? Seem’d, as if 1 heard
Tumult and larum in the banquet-room.

[ Exit Counitess.
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SceNe V.—Thekle and Max. Piccolomini.

Thek. (as soon as the Countess is out of sight, in a
quick low voice lo Piccolomint.)
Don’t trust themy! They are false !

Maz. Impossible !

Thek. Trust no one here but me. 1 saw at once,
They had a purpose.

Mazx. Purposc ! but what purpose ?
Aund how can we be instrumental to it ?

Thek. 1 know no more than you ; but yet believe

me:
There’s some design in this!  To muke us happy,
To realize our union—trust me, love!
They but pretend to wish it.

Mazx. But these Tertskys——
Why usc we them at all?  Why not your mother ?
Excellent creature! she deserves from us
A full and filial confidence.

Thek. She doth love you.
Doth rate you high before all others—but—

But such a secret—she would never bave
The courage to conceal it from my father.
For her own peace of mind we must preserve it
A secret from her too.
Mazx. Why any secret?
I love not seerets.  Mark, what I will do.
P’ll throw me at your father’s feet—let him
Decide upon my fortunes!—He is true,
He wears no mask—he hates all crooked ways—
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He is so good, so noble!
Thek. (falls on his neck.) That are you!
Mazx. You knew him only since this morn, but 1
Mave lived ten years already in his presence.
And who knows whether in this very moment
He is not mercly waiting for us both
"To own our loves, in order to unite us ?
You are silent ?
You look at me with such a hopelessness !
‘What have you to object against your father ?
Thek. 17 Nothing. Only he’s so occupied—
He has no leisure time to think about
The happiness of us two. [Tuking his hand tenderly.
Follow me!
Let us not place too great a faith in men.
These Tertskys-—we will still be grateful to them
For every kindness, but not trust them further
Than they deserve j-—and in all clse rely—
On our own hearts!

Mazx. O'! shall we ¢’er be happy P
Thek. Arc we not happy now? Art thou not
miue ?

Am I not thine? Therc lives within my soul

A lofty courage—tis love gives it me!

T ought to be less open—ought to hide

My heart more from thee—so decorum dictates :
But where in this place couldst thou scek for truth,
¥f in my mouth thou didst not find it ?
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SceNe VI.—T0 them enters the Countess Tertsky.

Coun. (in a pressing manncr.) Come !
My husband sends me for you—it is now
The htest moment.

[They not appearing to attend lo what she says,

she steps between them.
Part you!

Thek. O, not yet!
It has been scarce a nioment.
Coun. Ay! then time

Flies swiftly with your highness, princess nicee !
Mazx. 'There is no hurry, aunt.
Coun. Away ! away !
The folks begin to miss you. Twice already
Ilis father has asked for hun.

Thek. Ha! his father!
Coun. You understand that, niece !
Thek. Why needs he

To go at all to that society ?

*T'is not his proper comnpany. They may

Be worthy men, but he’s too young for them.
In brief, he suits not such society.

Coun. You mean, you’d rather keep him wholly

here ?

Thek. (with energy.) Yes! you have hit it, aunt!

That is my meaning.
Leave him bere wholly ! Tell the company—

Coun. What? have you lost your senses, niece >—
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Count, you remember the conditions. Come!
Muaz. (to Thekla.) Lady, I must obey. Farewell,
dear lady !
[ Thekla turns away from him with a quick motion.
What say you then, dear lady ?
Thek. (without looking at him.) Nothing. Go!
Maz. Can I, when you are angry.
[He draws up lo her, their eyes meet, she stands
silent @ moment, then throws herself inlo his
arms ; he presses her fust lo his heart.
Coun. Off! hcavens! if any one should come!
Hark! What’s that noise! it comnes this way——OfF!
[Macr. lears himself away out of her arms, and
goes.  The countess accompanies him. Thekla
Sollows him wilh her eyes at first, walks rest-
lessly across the room, then stops, and remains
standing, lost in thought. A guitar lies on the
table, she serzes it as by a sudden emolion, and
#she has played a while an irregular and
melancholy symphony, she falls gradually into
the music, and sings.

Thekla (plays and sings.)
The cloud doth gather, the greenwood roar,
The damsel paces along the shore
The billows they tumble with might, with might ;
And she flings out her voice to the darksome night ;
Her bosom is swelling with sorrow ;
The world it is empty, the heart will die,
There’s nothing to wish for beneath the sky :
Thou Holy One, call thy child away !
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I’ve lived and loved, and that was to-day—
Make ready my grave-clothes to-morrow.!

! 1 found it not in my power to translatc this song
with literal fidelity, preserving at the same time the
Alcai¢ movement; and have therefore added the original,
with a prose translation. Some of my readers may be
more fortunate.

Thekla (spiclt und singt.)

Der Eichwald brauset, dic Wolken ziehn,

Das Mwgdlein wandelt an Ufers Grun,

Es bricht sich dic Welle mit Macht, mit Macht,

Und sie singt hinaus in dic finstre Nacht,

Das Auge von Wemen getitibet :

Das Herz ist gestorben, die Welt ist leer,

Und weiter gicbt sic dem Wunsche nichts mehr.

Du Heilige, rufe dein Kimd zuraock,

Ich habe genossen das irdische Glack,

leh habe gelebt und geliebet.

[ITERAL TRANSLATION.
Thekla (plays and sings.)

The oak-forest bellows, the clouds gather, the dainsel
walks to and fro on the green of the shore; the wave
breaks with might, with might, and she sings out into
the dark night, her eye discoloured with weeping : the
heart is dead, the world is empty, and farther gives it
nothing more to the wish. Thou Holy One, call thy
child home. I have enjoyed the happiness of this world,
I have lived and have loved.

I cannot but add here an imitation of this song, with
which the author of ¢ The Tale of Rosamund Gray and
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SceNE VIL—Countess (returns,) Thekla.

Coun. Fie, lady nicce! to throw yoursclf upon him,
Like a poor gift to one who cares not for it,
And so must be flung after him! For you,
Duke Friedland’s only child, 1 should have thought,
1t had been more beseeming to have shown yourself
More chary of your person.

Thek. (rising.) And what mean you?
Coun. 1 mean, niece, that you should not have
forgotten

Who you are, and who he is. But perchance
That never once occurr’d to you.
Thek. What then ?
Coun. That you're the daughter of the prince,
Duke Fricdland.

Blind Margarct” has favoured me, and which appears
to me to have caught the happiest manner of our old
ballads.
The clouds are blackening, the storms threat'ning,
The cavern doth mutter, the greenwood moan
Billows are breaking, the damscl’s heart aching,
Thus in the dark night she singeth alone,
Her eye upward roving :
The world is empty, the heart is dead surely,
In this world plainly all scemetlh amiss;
To thy heaven, Holy One, take home thy little one.
I have partaken of all earth’s bliss,
Both living and loving.
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Thek. Well—and what farther ?
Coun. ‘What? a pretty question'
Thek. He was born that which we have but become.

He’s of an ancient Lombard family,

Son of a rcigning princess.

Coun. Are you drcaming ?

Talking in sleep? An excellent jest, forsooth !

We shall no doubt right courteously entrcat him

"To houour with his band the richest heiress

In Europe.

Thek. That will not be necessary.

Coun. Methinks twere well though not to run
the hazard.

Thek. His father loves him: Count Octavio

Will interpose no difficalty——

Coun. 1lis!

His futher! ILis! but yours, niece, what of yours?
Thek.  Why I hegin to think you fear his father,

So anxiously you hide it from the man!

His father, his, T mean. [ fulse.
Coun. (looks at her as scrutinizing.) Niece you are
Thek.  Arc you then wounded? O, be fricnds

with me! [not
Coun. You Lold your game for won already. Do

Triumph too soon !—

Thek. (interrupting her, and allempling to soothe

her.) Nuy, now, he friends with me.
Coun. Tt is not yet so far gone.
Thek. I believe you.

Coun. Did you supposc your father had laid out
VOL. IIL. 6
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His most important life in toils of war,

Denied himself each quict carthly bliss,

Had banisly’d slumber from his tent, devoted

His noble head to care, and for this ouly,

To make a happy pair of you? At length

To draw you from your convent, and conduct

In easy triumph to your arms the man

That chanced to please your eyes! All this, methinks,

He might have purchased at a cheaper rate. [yet
Thek. That which e did not plant for me might

Bear me fair fruitage of its own accord.

Aud if my friendly and affectionare fate,

Out of his fearful and enormous being,

, Will but prepare the joys of life for me—

" Coun. 'T'hou see’st it with a lovelorn maiden’s eyes.
Cast thine eye round, hethink thee who thou art.
Into no house of joyance hast thou stepp’d,

Tor no espousuls dost thou find the walls

Deck’d out, no guests the nuptial garland wearing.
1lerc is no splendour but of arms. Or think’st thou
That all these thousauds are here congregated

To lead up the long dances at thy wedding !
Thou see’st thy father’s forehead full of thought,
Thy mother’s eye in tears: upon the balance

Lies the great destiny of all our house.

Lcave now the puny wish, the girlish foeling,

O thrust it far behind thee!  Give thou proof,
Thou’rt the daughter of the mighty—his

Who where he moves creates the wonderful.

Not to herself the woman must belong,
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Annex’d and bound to alien destinics:
But she performs the best part, she the wisest,
‘Who can transmute the alien into self,
Mecet and disarm nccessity by choice ;
And what must be, take freely to her heart,
And bear and foster it with 1nother’s love.
Thek. Such ever was my lesson in the convent.
1 had no loves, no wishes, knew myself
Only as his—his daughter, his, the mighty!
11is faine, the echo of’ whose blast drove to me
From the fur distance, waken’d in my soul
No other thought than this—I am appointed
To offer up myself in passiveness to him. [to it.
Coun. 'That 1s thy fate. Mould thou thy wishes
I and thy mother gave thee the example.
Thek. My fate bath shown me him, to whom be-
hooves it
That T should offer up myself. In gladness
1Fm will 1 follow.
Coun. Not thy fate hath shown him!
Thy heart, say rather—’twas thy heart, my child !
Thek. Tate bath no voice but the heart’s impulses.
I am all his! His present—his alone
Is this new life, which lives in me. He hath
A right to his own creature. 'What was I
Ere his fair love infused a soul into me?
Coun. Thou wouldst oppose thy father then,
should he
Have otherwise determined with thy person ?
[Thekla remains silent. The Countess continues.
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Thou mean’st to force him to thy liking >—Child,
His name is Friedland.
Thek. My name too is Friedland.
He shall have found a genuine daughter in me.
Coun. What! he has vanquish’d all impediment,
And in the wilful mood of his own daughter
Shall a new struggle rise for him? Child! child!
As yet thou hast seen thy father’s smiles alone;
The eye of his rage thou hast not secn.  Dear child,
I will not frighten thee.  To that extreme,
1 trust, it ne’er shall come. Iis will is yet
Unknown to me: ’tis possible his aims
May have the same direction as thy wish.
But this can never, never be his will
That thon, the daughter of his haughty fortuncs,
Should’st e’er demean thee as a love-sick maiden;
And like some poor cost-nothing, fling thyself
Toward the man, who, if that high prize ever
Be destined to await him, yet, with sacrifices
The highest love can bring, must pay for it.
[Exit Countess.
Thek. (who during the last speech had been standing
evidently lost in her reflections.) 1 thank thee
for the hint, It turns
My sad presentiment to certainty.
And it is so!—Not one friend have we here,
Not one true heart! we’ve nothing but ourselves!
O she said rightly—no auspicious signs
Beam on this covenant of our affections.
This is no theatre, where hope abides:



THE PICCOLOMINY &5

The dull thick noise of war alone stirs here;
And Love himself, as Ije were arny’d in steel,
Steps forth, and girds him for the strife of death.
[Music from the banquet-room is heard.
There’s a dark spirit walking in our house,
And swifily will the destiny close on us.
It drove me hither from my calin agylum,
It mocks my soul with charming witchery,
1t lures me forward in a seraph’s shape ;
1 see it near, I see it nearer floating,
1t draws, it pulls me with a godlike power—
And lo! the abyss—and thither am I moving—
I have no power within me not to move!
[The music from the banquct-room becomes louder.
O when a house is doonr’d in fire to perish,
Many and dark, heaven drives his clouds together,
Yea, shoots his lightnings down from sunny heights,
Flames burst from out the subterrancous chasms,
'And fiends and angels mingling in their fury,
Sling fire-brands at the burning edifice.
[ Exit Thekla.

! There are few, who will not have taste enough to
laugh at the two concluding lincs of this soliloquy ; and

" still fewer, 1 would fain hope, who would not have becn

more disposed to shudder, had 1 given a faithful transla-
tion. For the readers of German I have added the ori-
ginal:
Blind-wathend schleudert selbst der Gott der Freude
Den Pechkranz in das brennende Gebaude.



86 THE PICCOLOMINI.

Scene VIIL.—A large saloon lighted up with festal
splendour; in the midst of il, and in the centre of
the stage, a table richly sct oul, af which eight gen-
erals are sitling, among whom are Octavio Picco-
lomini, Tertsky, and Maradas. Right and left of
this, but farther back, two other lables, at each of
which sir persons are placed. The middle door,
which is standing open, gives to the prospect a_fourth
table, with the same number of persons. More for-
ward stands the sideboard. The whole front of the
stage i3 kept open for the pages and servants in
waiting. Al is in motion. The band of music
belonging to Tertsky’s regiment march across the
stage, and draw up round the tables. Before they
are quite off from the front of the stage, Mur. Pic-
colomini appears, Tertsky advances towards him
with a paper, Isolani comes up to meet him with o
beaker or service-cup.

Tertsky, Isolani, Max. Piccolomini.

Isol. Here brother, what we love! Why, where
hast been ?
Off to thy place—quick! Tertsky here has given
The mother’s holiday wine up to firee booty.
Here it goes on as at the Heidelberg castle.
Already hast thou lost the best.  They’re giving
At yonder table ducal crowns in shares;
There Sternberg’s lands and chattels are put up,
With Eggenberg’s, Stawata’s, Lichtenstein’s,
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And all the great Bohemian feodalitics.
Be nimble, lad! and something may turn up
For thee—who knows? oft—to thy place! quick!
march!
Thcfenbach and Goetz (call out from lhe second and
third tables.) Count Piccolomini!

Tert. Stop, ye shall have him in an instant.—Read
‘This oath here, whethier as ’tis here set forth,
The wording satisfics you. They’ve all read it,
Each in lus turn, and cach onc will subseribe
lis individual signature.

Muaz. (reads.) “Ingratis servirc nefas.”

Isol. 'That sounds to my ears very much like Latin,
And being interpreted, pray what may’t mean ?

Tert. No honest man will serve a thankless master.

Maz. “Inasmuch as our supreme conunander, the
illustrious Duke of Fricdland, in consequence of the
manifold aftronts and grievances which he bas re-
ecived, had expressed his determination to quit the
empcror, but on our unanimnous cntreaty has gra-
ciously consented to remain still with the army, and
not to part fromn us without our approbation thereof,
80 we, collectively and each in particular, in the stcad
of an oath personally taken, do hereby oblige our-
selves—likewise by him honourably and faithfully to
hold, and in nowisc whatsoever from him to part, and
to be ready to shed for his interests the last drop of
our blood, so far, namely, as our oath to the emperor
will permit. (These last words are repeated by Iso-
lani.) In testimony of which we subscribe our
names,”



88 THE PICCOLOMINI.

Tert. Now!—are you willing to subscribe this
paper?
Isol. Why should henot? All officers of honour
Can do it, ay, must do it.—Pen and ink here!
Tert. Nay, let it rest till after meal,
Isol. (drawing Muzx. along.) Come, Max.
[Both seat themselves at their table.

Scene IX.—Tertsky, Neumann.

Terl. (beckons to Newmann who is wailing af the side-
table, and steps forward with him lo the edge of
the stage.) 1lave you the copy with you, Neu-
mann? Give it

1t may be changed for the other!
Neu. T have copied it
Letter by letter, line by line ; no cye
Would e’er discover other difference,
Save only the omission of that clause,
According to your excellency’s order.
Tert. Right! lay it yonder, and away with this—
Tt has perform’d its business—to the fire with it—
[Neumann lays the copy on the tuble, and steps
back again to the side-table.

SceNe X.—lIllo, (comes out from the second chamber)
Tertsky.

Iilo. How goes it with young Piccolomini?
Tert. All right, I think., He has started no ob-
jection.
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Iilo. He is the only one I fear about—
He and his father. Have an eyc on both !

Tert. How louks it at your table ? you forget not
To keep them warm and stirring ?

Illo. O, quite cordial,
They are quite cordial in the scheme. We have them.
And 'tis as I predicted too.  Already
1t is the talk, not merely to maintain
The duke iv station. “Since we're once for all
Together and unanimous, why not,”

Says Montecuculi, “ay, why not onward,
Aund make conditions with the emperor
There in his own Vienna z” Trust e, count,
Were it not for these said Piccolomini,

We might have spared ourselves the cheat.

Tert. And Butler?
How gocs it there? Hush!

SceENE. XL—To them enter Butler from the sccond
lable.

But. Don’t disturh yoursclves.
. Field-marshal, T have understood you perfeetly.
, Good luck be to the schieme ; and as for me,
[with an air of mystery.
You may depend upon mie.
Illo. (with vivacily.) May we, Butler ?
But. With or without the clause, all one to me!
You understand me ? My fidelity
The duke may put to any proof—I’m with him!
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Tell him so! I’'m the emperor’s officer,
As long as ’tis his pleasure to remain
The emperor’s general! and Friedland’s servant,
As soon as it shall please him to become
His own lord.
Tert. You would muke a good exchange.
No stern economist, no Ferdinand,
Is he to whom you plight your scrvices.
But. (with a haughly look.) 1 do not put up my
fidelity
To sale, Count Tertsky! IIalf’a year ago
I would not have advised you to bave made me
An overture to that, to which I now
Offer myself of my own frec accord.—
But that is past! and to the duke, ficld-inarshal,
I bring myself together with iy regiment.
And mark you, ’tis my Lumnor to helicve,
The example which T give will not remain
Without an influence.
1llo. ‘Who is ignorant,
That the whole army look to colouel Butler,
As to a light that moves before them ?
But. Ey?
Then I repent me not of that fidelity
‘Which for the length of forty years I held,
If in my sixtieth ycar my old good name
Can purchase for me a revenge so full.
Start not at what I say, sir generals!
My real motives—they concern not you.
And you yourselves, I trust, could not expect
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That this your game had crook’d my judgment—or
That fickleness, quick blood, or such like cause,
Has driven the old man from the track of honour,
Which he so long had trodden.—Cowme, my fricnds!
I’m not thereto determined with less firnness,
Because I know and have look’d steadily
At that on which T have determmed.
Lllo. Say,
And speak roundly, what are we to decin you?
But. Afriend! I give you here my hand! I'm
your’s
With all T have.  Not only men, but money
Will the duke want.—Go, tell hin, sirs!
Pve car’d and Tuid up somewhat in his service.
I lend it hitn and is he my survivor,
It has been alrcady long ago bequeath’d him.
He is iy heir. For me, 1 stand alone
Iere in the world ; naught know I of the feeling
That binds the hushand to a wife and children.
My name dies with me, my existence ends.
Illo. ’Tis not your moncy that he needs—a heart
Like yours weighs tons of gold down, weighs down
millions!
But. T came a simple soldier’s boy from Ireland
"To Praguc—and with a master, whom I buried.
From lowest stable duty I climl’d up,
Such was the fate of war, to this high r#fk,
The plaything of a whimsical good fortune.
And Wallenstein too is a child of Juck;
T love a fortune that is like my own,

.
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Illo. AN powerful souls have kindred with cach

other.

But. This is an awful moment! to the brave,
To the determined, an auspicious moment.

The prince of Weimar arms, upon the Maine

To found a mighty dukedom. He of Halberstadt,
That Mansfeld, wanted but a longer life

To have inark’d ont with his good sword a lordship
That should reward his courage. Who of these
Fquals our Friedland? there is nothing, nothing
So high, but he may set the ladder to it!

Tert. That’s spoken like a man!

But. Do you secure the Spaniard and Italian—
I'll be your warrant for the Scotchunan Lesly.
Come, to the company!

Tert.  Where is the master of the cellar?  Ho!
Let the best wines come up. 1Io! cheerly, boy!
Luck comes to-day, so give her hearty weleome,

[Ereunt, each to his table.

Scenxe X1L—The Master of the Cellar advancing
with Newmann, servants passing backwards and for-
wards.

Mus. of the Cel. The best wine! O: if my old
mistress, Idg lady mother, could but see these wild
goings on, she would turn herself round in her grave.
Yes, yes, sir officer! ’tis all down the Lill with this
noble house! no end, no moderation! And this mar-
riage with the duke’s sister, a splendid connexion, &
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very splendid connexion! but I will tell you, sir offi-
cer, it looks no good.

New. Heaven forbid! Why, at this very nioment
the whole prospect is in bud and blossom!

Muas. of the Cd. You think so?—Well, well!
much may be said on that head.

Lst. Scrv. (comes.) Burgundy for the fourth table.

Mus. of the Cel. Now, sir licutenant, if this an’t
the seventieth flask—

1st. Serv. Why, the rcason is, that German lord,
Tietenbach, sits at that table,

Mus. of the Cel. (continuing his discourse to Neu-
mann.) They are soaring too high. They would
rival kings and clectors in their pomp and splendour g
and wherever the duke leaps, not a minute does my
gracious master, the count, loiter on the brink——(to
the servants.)—What do you stand there listening for?
Iwill let you know you have legs presently. Oft!
sce to the tables, sce to the flasks!  Look there!
Count Palfi has an empty glass before him!

Runner. (comes.) The great service-cup is wanted,
sir; that rich gold cup with the Bohemian arms on
it.  The count says you know which it is.

Mas. of the Cel. Ay! that was made for Fred-

- erick’s coronation by the artist William—there was

not such another prize in the whole booty at Prague.
Run. The same ! —a health is to go round in bim.
Mas. of the Cel. (shaking is head while he fetches
and rinses the cups.) This will be something for the
tale-bearers—this goes to Vienna.
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Neuw. Permit me to look at it.—Well, this is a cup
indecd! How heavy! as well as it may be, being all
gold.—And what neat things are cmbossed on it!
how natural and elegant they look '—There, on that
first quarter, let me sec. That proud Amazon there
on horseback, she that is taking a leap over the cro-
sier and mitres, and carries on a wand a hat together
with a banner, on which there’s a goblet represented.
Can you tell e what all this signifies ?

Mas. of the Cel. The woman whom you see here
on horseback, is the Free Eleetion of the Bohemian
Crown. That is signified by the round hat, and by
that fiery steed on which she is riding.  The hat is
the pride of man; for he who eannot keep his hat on
before kings and emperors is no free man.

Neu. Bui what is the cup there on the banner ?

Mas. of the Cel. 'The cup signifies the freedom of
the Bohemian Church, as it was in our forefathers’
times. Our forcfathers in the wars of the Ilussites
forced from the pope this noble privilege: for the
pope, you know, will not grant the cup to any lay-
man. Your truc Moravian values nothing beyond
the cup; it is his costly jewel, and has cost the Bo-
hemians their precious blood in many and many a
battle.

MNeu. And what says that chart that hangs in the
air there, over it all.

Mas. of the Cel. That signifizs the Boliémian
letter-royal, which we forced from the Emperor Ru-
dolph—a precious, never-to-be-enough valued parch-
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ment, that secures to the new chureh the old privi- E
leges of free ringing and open psalmody. But since '
he of Steirmark has ruled over us, that is at an end ;
and after the battle at Prague, in which Count Pala-*
tine I'rederick lost crown and empire, our fuith hangs
upon the pulpit and the altar—and our brethren look
at their homes over their shoulders ; but the letter-
royal the emperor himself cut to pieces with his
scissors.

Neu. Why, my good master of the cellar! you
are deep read in the chronicles of your country!

Mas. of the Cel. So were my forefathers, and for
that rcason werc the minstrels, and served under
Procopius and Ziska. TPeace be with their ashes!
Well, well! they fought for a good cause though—
There! carry it up!

Neu. Stay! let me but look at this second quar-
ter. Look there! That is, when at Prague Castle
the imperial counscllors, Martinitz and Stawata,
were hurled down head over heels. *Tis even so!
there stauds Count Thur, who commands it.

[ Runner takes the service-cup and goes off with it.

Mas. of the Cel. O let me never more hear of that
day. It was the threc-and-twentieth of May, in the
year of our Lord one thousand six hundred and eigh-
teen. It seems to inc as it were but yesterdny—{from
that unlucky day it all began, all the heart-aches of
the country. Siyce that day it is now sixtcen years,
and there has never once been peace on the earth.

[Health drunk aloud at the second table.
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The Prince of Weimar! urra!
[at the third and fourth table.

Long live Prince Williami ! Long live Duke Ber-
nard. Hurra! [music strikes up.

1st Serv. Hear em! Hear ’em! What an up-
roar!

2d Serv. (comes in running.) Did you hear? They
have drunk the prinee of Weimar’s health. '

34 Serv.  'The Swedish chiel’ conmmander!

Ist Serv. (speaking at the same time.) The Ln-
theran !

24 Serv. Just before, when Count Deodate gave
out the emperor’s health, they were all as mum as a
nibbling mouse.

Mas.of the Cel.  Po,po!  When the wine goes in,
strange things come out. A good servant hears and
hears not! You should be nothing but eyes and feet,
except when you are called to.

2d Serv. (lo the Runner, to whom ke gives secrelly a
Slask of wine, keeping his eye on the Master of the
Cellar, standing between him and the Runner.) Quick
Thomas! before the Master of the Cellar runs this
way—tis a flask of Frontignac!—Snapped it up at
the third table—Canst go off with it ?

Run. (hides it in his pocket.) Al right!

[Exit the 2d Servant.

3d Serv. (aside to the 1st.) Be on the hark, Jack !

that we may havo right plenty tortell to father Qui-

vogu—he will give us right plenty of absolution in
return for it.
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1st Serv. For that very purpose I am always
having something to do behind Hlo’s chair.—He is
the man for speeches to make you stare with!

Mas. of the Cel. (to Neumann.) Who, pray, may
that swarthy man be, he with the cross, that is chat-
ting so confidentially with Iisterhats ?

Neu. Ay! he too is onc of those to whom they
confide too much. He ealls himselt’ Maradas, a
Spaniard is Le.

Mas. of the Cel. (impatienily.) Spaniard! Spaniard !
—1 tell you, friend, nothing good comes of those
Spaniards.  All these outlandish* fellows are little
better than rogues!

New. Ty, fy! you should not say so, frieud,
There are among them our very best generals, and
those on whom the duke at this moment relics the
most.

Mus. of the Cel. (taking the flask out of the Run-
ner’s pocket.) My son, it will be broken to picees in
your pocket.

| Tertsky hurries in, fetches away the paper, and
calls to a servant for pen and ink, and gocs to
the back of the stage.

! There is o humor in the original which cannot be
given in the translation. < Die Helschen alle,”’ cte.
whiclh word in classical German means the Itala.s
alone ; but i its ﬁr’t sense, and at present in the vulgaer
use of the word, signifies forcigners in general. Our
word walnuts, 1 suppose, means outlandish nuts.—Walle
nuces, in German * Welsche Nusse.” T.

})L. Ir. 7
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Mas. of tle Cel. (lo the servants.) The lieutenant-
generul stands up—Be on the watch.—Now! They
break up.—Off, and move bhack the forms.

[They rise at all the tables, the servants hurry off
the front of the stage to the tublcs; part of the
guests come forward.

Scene XIITL.—Octavio Piccolomini enlers into con-
versation with Maradas, and both place themselves
quite on the edge of the stage on one side of the pro-
scentum. On the side directly opposite, Max. Pic-
colomind, by himself, lost in thought, and taking no
part in any lhing that is going forwurd. The
middle space between both, but rather more distant
Srom the «dge of the stage, is filled up by Bufler,
Isolani, Goetz, Thefenbach, and Kolatto.

Isol. (while the company s coming forward.) Good
night, good night, Kolatto! Good night, lieutenant-
gencral '—I should rather say, good morning.

Goelz. (to Tiefenbach.) Noble brother! (making
the usual compliment after meals.)

Tief. Ay! ’twas a royal feast indeed.

Goelz. Yes, my lady countess understands these’
matters. Her mother-in-law, heaven rest her soul,
taught her!—Ah! that was a housewife for you!

Thef. 'There was not her like in all Bohemia for
setting out a table. t

Oct. (aside to Maradas.) Do me the favour to talk
to me—talk of what you will—or of nothing. Only
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preserve the appearance at least of talking. I would
not wish to stand by myself, and yet I conjecture that
there will be goings on here worthy of our attentive
observation. (He continues o fix his eye on the whole
Jollowing scene.)

Isol. (on the point of going.) Lights! lights!

Tert. (advancing with the paper to Isolani) Noble
brother; two minutes longer !'—Here is something to
subscribe.

Isol. Subscribe as much as you like—but you
must excuse me from reading it.

Tert. There is no need. It is the oath which
you have alrcady rcad.—Only a few marks of your
pen!

[Isolant hands over the paper to Octavio respect-
Sully.

Tert. Nay, nay, first come first served. There is
no precedence here. (Octavio runs over the paper
with apparent indifference. Tertsky watches him at
some distance.)

Goelz. (lo Tertsky.) Noble count! with your per-
mission—Good night.

Tert. Where's the hurry? Come, one other
composing draught. ({o the servants.)—Ho!

Goetz. Excuse me—an’t able.

Tert. A thimble-full !

Goelz. Excuse me.

Tief. (sits doln. ) Pardon me, nobles!—This
standing does not agree with me. [eral!

Tert. Consult only your own convenience, gen-
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Tvef. Clear at head, sound in stomach—only my
legs won’t carry me any longer.

Isol. (pointing at his corpulence.) Poor legs! how
should they? such an ummerciful load! (Octavio
subscribes his name, and reaches over the paper lo
Tertsky, who gives it to Isolani; and he goes to the
table to sign his name.)

Tief. ’Twas that war in Pomerania that first
brought it on. Out in all weathers—ice and snow—
no help for it.—I shall never get the better of it all
the days of my life.

Goetz. 'Why, in simple verity, your Swede makes
no nice inquiries about the scason.

Tert. (Observing Isolani, whose hand {ggmbles ex-
cessively, so that he can scarce direct lis pen.) Have
you had that ugly complaint long, noble brother ?
Despateh it.

Isol. The sins of youth! 1 have already wried the
chalybeate waters. Well—I must bear it.

" [Tertsky gives the paper to Maradas ; he steps to

the teble to subscribe.

Ocla. (advancing to Buller.) You are not over-
fond of the orgics of Baechus, colonel! I have ob-
served it.  You would, I think, find yourself more to
your liking in the uproar of a battle, than of a feast.

But. I must confess, ’tis not in my way.

Octa. (stepping nearcr to him friendlily.) Nor in
mine cither, I can assure you; a.d I am not a little
glad, my much-honoured colonel Butler, that we
agree so well in our opinions. A half-dozen good
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fricnds at most, at a small round table, a glass of
genuine Tokay, open hearts, and a rational conversa-
sation—that’s my taste ! )

But. And mine too, when it can be had.

[The paper comes to Ticfenbach, who glances
over it at the same time with Goetz and Kolatlo.
Maradas in the mean time rcturns to Octavio.
All this takes place, the conversation with But-
ler proceeding uninterrupted.

Octa. (introducing Maradas o Butler.) Don Bal-
thasar Maradas! likewise a nan of our stamp, and
fong ago your admirer. [Butler bows.

Octa. (conlinuing.) You are a stranger here—
’twas but yesterday you arrived—you are ignorant of
the ways and means here.  "Tis o wretched place—1
know, at our age, one loves 1o be snug and quiet—
What if you moved your lodgings >—Come, be my
visiter.  (Buller makes « low bow.) Nay, without
compliment!—¥or a friend like you, I have still a
corner remaining.

Bul. (coldly.) Your obliged humble servant, my
lord lieutenant-general !

[ The paper comes to Butler, who goes to the table
to subscribe it. The front of the stage is vacant,
80 that both the Piccolominis, each on the side
where he had been from the commencement of the
scene, remain alone.

Octa. (after hjn'ng some time waltched his son tn si-
lence, advances somewhat nearer to him.) You were long
absent from us, friend !
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Max. I——urgent business detained me.

Ocla. And, I observe, you are still absent !

Mazx. You know this crowd and bustle always
makes me silent.

Octa. (advancing still nearer.) May I be permitted
to ask what the business was that detained you ?
Tertsky knows it without asking!

Maz. What docs Tertsky know ?

Octa. He was the only one who did not miss you.

Isol. (who has been atlending to them from some dis-
tance, steps up.) Well donc, father! Rout out his
baggage! Beat up his quarters! there is something
there that should not be.

Tert. (with the paper.) 1s there none wanting ?
Have the whole subscribed ?

Octa. All

Tert. (calling aloud.) Ho! who subscribes?

But. (to Tertsky.) Countthenames. There ought
to be just thirty.

Tert. Here is a cross.

Tvef. That’s my mark.

Isol. Tle cunnot write; but his cross is a good
cross, and is honoured by Jews as well as Christians.

Octa. (presses on to Max.) Come, gencral! let us '
go. It is late.

Tert. One Piccolomini only has signed.

Isol. (pointing to Mar.) Look! that is your man,
that statue there, who has had neitier eye, ear, nor
tongue for us the whole evening. (Max. receives the
paper from Tertsky, which he looks upon vacantly.)
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SceNe XTV.—T% these enter o from the inner room.
He has in his hand the golden service-cup, and is ex-
tremely distempered with drinking : Goetz and Buller

Jollow him, endeavouring to keep him back.

Illo. What do you want? Let me go.

Goetz and Bul. Drink no more, Illo! For hea-
ven’s sake, drink no more.

Hlo. (goes up to Octavio, and shakes him cordially by
the hand, and then drinks.) Octavio! I bring this to
you! Let all grudge be drowned in this friendly
bowl! Iknow well cnough, ye never loved me—
devil take me !'—and T never loved you !—l am always
even with people in that way '—Let what's past be
past—that is, you understand—forgotten! 1 csteem
you infivitely.  (Embracing him repeatedly.) You
have not a dearer friend on carth than 1—but that
you know. 'The fellow that eries rogue to you calls
me villain—and Il strangle bim '—my dear friend!

Tert. (whispering o him.) Art in thy senses ? For
heaven’s suke, Illo, think where you arc!

Ilo. (aloud.) What do you mecan >—There are
none but friends here, are there?  (Looks round the
whole circle with a jolly and triumphant air.) Not a
sneaker among ps, thank heaven!

Tert. (fo Buijer, eagerly.) 'Take him off with you,
force him off, I entreat you, Butler !
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But. (to llle.) Lield-marshal! a word with you.
(Leads him to the sideboard.)

Lilo. (cordially.) A thousand for one; fill—fll it
once more up to the brim—To this gallant man’s
health!

Isol. (to Max., who all the while has been staring on
the paper with fived but vacant eyes)) Slow and sure
my noble brother P—Hast parsed it all yet >—Some
words yet to go through P—Ila!

Mar. (waking as from adream.) WhatamItodo?

Tert. (and al the same time Tsol.) Sign your name.
(Ortario directs his eyes on him with intense anxiely.)

Ma.. (returns the paper.)  Let it stay till to-iorrow.
It is husiness—to-day T am not sufliciently colleeted.
Send it to me to-morrow.

Terl.  Nay, collect yourself a littie.

Isol. Awuke,man ! awake '—Come, thy signature,
and have done with it! What? "Thou art the
youngest in the whole company, aud wonldst be
wiscr than all of us together?  Look there! thy
father has signed—we have all signed.

Tert. (lo Octavio.) Use your influence.  Instruct
Lim.

Octa. My son is at the age of diseretion.

Tlo. (leaves the service-cup on the side-board.) What's
the dispute ?

Tert. 1le declines subseribing the paper.

Mazx. 1 say, it may as well stay lilll tO-1orrow.

Qllo. It cannot stay. We have &l subscribed to
it—and so must you.—You must subscribe.

Mazx. 1llo, good night!
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Illo. No! You come not ojj' so! The duke
shall learn who arc his friends. (Al collect round 1llo
and Maz.)

Mazx. What my sentiments arc towards the duke,
the duke knows, every one knows—what need of this
wild stuft’?

dllo.  'This is the thanks the duke gets for his par-
tiality to Ttalians and forcigners.—Us Boliemians he
holds for little better than dullards—nothing pleases
him but what’s outlundish,

Tert. (in extreme embarrassinent, to the commanders,
who at 1o’s words give a sudden sturl, as preparing to
regent them.) 1t is the wine that speaks, and not his
reason. Attend not to i, I entreat you.

Isol. (with a bitter lough.) Wme invents nothing:
it only fatlles.

Ilo. He who is not with me isagainst me.  Your
tender consciences!  Unless they can slip out by a
back-door, by a puny proviso

Tert. (interrupting him.) e is stark mad—don’t
listen to him'!

L. (raising his voice fo the highest pitrh.) 1nless
they can slip out by a proviso.—W hat of the proviso ?
The devil tuke this proviso!

Mazr. (has his attention roused, and looks again into
the paper.) What is there here then of such perilous
import? You make me curious— I must look closer
at it. v

Tert. (in a low4oice to fllo.) What are you doing,
Illo? You,are ruimng us.
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T¥ef. (to Kolaltd.) Ay,ay' I observed, that before
we sat down to supper, it was read differently.

Goelz.  'Why, I seemed to think so too.

Isol. What do I care for that? Where there
stand other names, mine can stand too.

Tief. Before supper there was a certain proviso
therein, or short clause concerning our dutics to the
emperor.

But. (to one of the commanders.) For shame, for
shame! Bethink you. What is the main business
here? The question now is, whether we shall keep
our general, or let him retire. One must not take
these things too nicely and over-scrupulously.

Isol. (to one of the generals.) Did the duke make
any of these provisoes when he gave you your regi-
ment ?

Tert. (o Goelz.) Or when he gave you the office
of army-purveyancer, which brings you in yearly a
thousand pistoles!

lllo. He is a rascal who makes us out to be rogues.
If there be any one that wants satisfuction, let him
say so,-—J] am his man,

Tuef. Softly, softly! *Twas but a word or two.

Maz. (having read the paper, gives il back.) Till to
morrow, therefore !

Tllo. (stammering with rage and fury, loses all com-

mand over himself, and presents the paper to Max. with
one hand, and Mis sword in the bther) Subscribe—
Judas!
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Isol. Out upon you, Illo!
Octa. Tert. Bul. (all together.) Down with the
sword !
Maz. (rushes on him suddenly and disarms him, then
to Count Terlsky.) Tuke him off to bed.
[Maz. leaves the stage, llo, cursing and raving, is
held back by some of the officers, and amidst a
universal confusion the curtain drops.

ACT IIL

ScENE 1.— chamber in Piccolomind’s mansion.—1t i3
t night.

Octavio Piccolomini. A Valet de Chambre, with lights.

Octa. And when my son comes in, conduct
him hither,
What is the hour? '
Valet. ’T's on the point of morning.
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Octa. Set dow)'n_ the light. We mean not to un-
dress.
You may retire to sleep.

[Exit Valet.  Octavio paces, musing, across the
chamber ; Max. Piccolomini enters unobserved,
and looks al Iis fulher for some moments in si-
lence.

Max. Art thou offended with me ? Heaven knows
That odious husiness was no fault of mine.
*Tis true, indeed, I saw thy signature.
What thou hadst sanction’d, should not, it might seem,
Have come amiss to me.  But—tis my nature—
Thou know’st that in such matters I must follow
My own light, not another’s.

Ocla. (gors up to him, and embraces him.) TFollow

it,

O follow it still further, my best son !
To-night, dear boy ! it hath more faithfully
Guided thee than the example of thy father.

Mar. Declare thysclf less darkly.

Octa. I will do so,
For after what has taken place this night,
There must remain no scerets *twixt us two.

[ Both seat themselves.

Max. Piccolomini! what thinkest thou of
The oath that was sent round for signatures ?

Maz. 1 hold it for a thing of harmless import,
Although I love not these set declarations.

Octa. And on no other ground nast thou refused
The signature they fain had wrested fro. thee ?
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Muz., It was a serious busine T was absent—
The affair itself’ seemed not so urgent to me.

Octa. Be open, Max. Thou hadst then no sus-

picion ?

Mur. Suspicion! what suspicion ? Not the least.

Ocla. '"Thank thy good angel, Piccolomini :

He drew thee back unconscious from the abyss.

Mazx. T know not what thou meanest.

Octa. 1 will tell thee.

Fain would they have extorted from thee, son,
The sanction of thy name to villany ;
Yea, with a single flourish of thy pen,
Made thee renounce thy duty and thy honour !

Mazr. (rises.) Octavio !

Ocla. Patience! seat yoursclf. Much yet
Hast thou to hear from me, fricnd !—hast tor years
Lived in incowprehensible illusion.

Before thine eyes is treason drawing out

As black a web as e’er was spun for venom :
A power of hell o’crelouds thy understanding.
1 dare no longer stand in silence—dare

No longer see thee wandering on in darkness,
Nor pluck the bandage from thine cyes.

Maxr. My father!

Yet, ere thou speakest, 2 moment’s pause of thought !
1f your disclosures should appear to be
Conjcctures only—and alinost I fear
They will be vothing further—spare them! I
Am not in that coflected mood at present,
That I couldMsten to them quietly.
Octa.  The deeper cause thou hast to hate this light,
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The more impati¢ nt cause have I, my son,
To force it on thee. To the innocence
And wisdom of thy heart I could have trusted thee
With calm assurance—but I sce the net
Preparing—and it is thy heart itself
Alarms me for thine innocence—that secret,
[ fixing his eye steadfasily on his son’s fuce.
Which thou concealest, forces mine from me.
[Maz. allempts to answer, but hesitales, and casls
his eyes to the ground embarrassed.
Octa. (after a pause.) Know, then, they are duping
thee !—a most foul game
With thee and with us all—nay, hear me calinly—
The duke even now is playing. e assumes
The mask, as if he would forsake the army ;
And in this moment makes he preparations
That army from the emperor to steal,
And carry it over to the encmy !
Mar. That low pricst’s legend I know well, but

did not
Expcet to hear it from thy mouth.
Octa. That mouth

From which thou hearest it at this present moment,

Doth warrant thee, that it is no priest’s legend.
Maz. How mere a maniac they supposed the duke!

What, he can meditate >—the duke >—can dream

That he can lure away full thirty thousand

Tried troops and true, all honourable soldiers,

More than a thousand noblemen atnong them,

From oaths, from duty, from their hop.ur lure them,
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And make them all unanimous to (o
A deed that brands them scoundrels ?
Octa. Such a deed,
With such a front of infamy, the duke
Noways desires—what he requires of' us
Bears a far gentler appellation. Nothing
He wishes, but to give the empire peace.
And so because the cinperor hates this peace,
Thercfore the duke—the duke will force him to it.
All parts of the empire will he pacify,
And for his trouble will retain in payment
(What he has already in his gripe)—Bohemia!
Mar. Has he, Octavio, merited of us,
That we—that we should think so vilely of him ?
Octa. What we would think is not the question here,
The affair speaks for itsclf—and clearest proofis ?
Hear me, my son—tis not unknown to thee,
In what ill credit with the court we stand.
But little dost thou know, or gucss, what tricks,
What base intrigucs, what lying artifices,
Have been employ’d—for this sole end—to sow
Mutiny in the camp! All bands are loosed—
Loosed all the bands, that link the officer
'To his licge emperor, all that bind the soldier
Affectionately to the citizen.
Lawless he stands, and threateningly beleaguers
The state he’s bound to guard. To such a height
"Tis swoln, that at this hour the emperor
Before his armie#—~his own armies—trembles ;
Yea, in higﬁiml, his palace, fears
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The traitors’ poniards, and is meditating

To hurry off and hide his tender offspring——

Not from the Swedes, not from the Lutherans—

No! from his own troops hide and hurry them!
Mar. Cease, ccase ! thou torturest, shatterest me.

1 know

That oft we tremble at an empty terror ;

But the false phantasm brings a real isery.

Ocla. 1t is no phantasm.  An intestine war,

Of all the most unnatural and cruel,

Will burst out into flames, if’ instautly

We do not fly and stifle it. The generals
Are many of themn long ago won over;
The subalterns are vacillating—whole
Regiments and garrisons are vacillating,
To forcigners our strong holds are entrusted ;
To that suspected Schafgoteh is the whole
Foree of Silesia given up: to Tertsky
Five regiments, foot and horse—to Isolani,
To Illo, Kinsky, Butler, the best troops.

Mazx. Likewise to both of us,

Octa. Because the duke
Believes he has secured us—means to lure us
Still further on by splendid promises.

To me he portions forth the princedoms, Glatz
And Sagan ; and too plain I see the angel
With which he doubts not to catch thee. ~
Mazx. No! no!
I tell thee—no! .
Octa. O open yet tirme eyes!
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And to what purpose think’st thou he has call’d us
Hither to Pilsen ? to avail himself !

Of our advice P —O when did Friedland ever
Need our advice P—Be calin, and listen to me.

To scll ourselves are we called hither, and

Decline we that—to be his hostages.

Therefore doth noble Galas stand aloof';

Thy father, too, thou wouldst not have seen here,
If higher duties had not held him fetter’d.

Mux. Ile makes no seeret of it—needs make none—
That we are calPd hither tor his sake—he owns it.
He needs our addance to maintain himself—

He did so mch for us; and ’tis but fiir

That we too should do soinewhat now for him,
Octa.  Aund know’st thou what it is which we

must do ?

That Ilo’s drunken mood betray’d it to thee.

Bethink thyself—what Last thou heard, what seen ?

The counterfeited paper—the omission

Of that particular elause, so full of mmeaning,

Docs it not prove, that they would bind us down

To nothing good ?

Ma. That counterfeited paper
‘Appears to me no other than a trick
Of Tllo’s own device. These underhand
Traders in great men’s interests ever nse
To urge aud hurry all things to the extreme.
They see the duke at varinnee with the court,
And fondly thinkto serve him, when they widen
The brcacﬂlyxﬁparably. Trust me, father,

8

VoL. fi1.
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The duke knows nothing of all this.
Octa. ’ Tv grieves me

That 1 must dash to earth, that 1 must shatter

A faith so specious! but 1 inay not sparc thee !

For this is not a time for tenderness,

Thou must tnke measures, speedy ones—must act.

1 therefore will confess to thee, that all

Which P've entrusted to thee now—that all

Which secems to thee so unbelicvable,

That—yes, T will tell thee—(a pause)—Max.! 1 had

it all

From his own mouth—from the duke’s mouth I had it.
Macr. (in excessive agitation.) No'—no!—never!
Ocla. 1limself coufided to me

What I, ’tis true, had long before discovered

By other means—himselt” confided to me,

That 'twas his settled plan to join the Swedes ;

And, at the head of the united armies,

Compel the emperor——
Mcr. He is passionate :

The court has stung him—e is sore all over

With injuries and aftronts ; and in a moment

Of irritation, what if he, for once,

Forgot himself ? He’s an impetuous man. !
Ocla. Nay, in cold blond he did eonfess this to me :

And having construed my astonishment

Into scruple of his power, he showed me

His written evidences—showed me letters,

Both from the Saxon and the Swed«, that gave

Promise of aidance, and defined the amgunt.
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Mazx. It cannot be!—can not be '—can not be!
Dost thou not see, it cannot ? '

Thou wouldst of necessity have shown him
Such horror, such deep lothing—that or he

Had taken thee for his better genius, or

Thou stood’st not now a living man before me—

Octa. T have laid open my objections to him,

Dissuaded him with pressing earnestness ;

But my abhorrence, the full sentiment

Of my whole heart—that 1 have still kept sacred
To niy own consciousness.

Mu. And thou hast been
So treacherous ? That looks not like my father!
I trusted not thy words, when thou didst tell me
Evil of him! much less can I now do it,

That thou calumniatest thy own self.

Octe. I did not thrust myself into his secresy.

Mar. Uprightness merited his confidence.

Octa. He was no longer worthy of sincerity.

Mar. Dissimulation, sure, was still less worthy
Of thee, Octavio !

Octa. Gave 1 him a cause
To entertuin a scruple of my honour ?

* Mar. That he did not, evinced his confidence.

Octa. Dear son, it is not always possible
Still to prescrve that infant purity
Which the ~oice teaches in our immost heart,
Still in alarumn, for ever on the watch
Against the wilegpof wicked men: e’en Virtue
Will sometiyj car away her outward robes

e
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Soiled in the wrestle with Iniquity.
This is the curse of cvery evil deed,
That, propagating still, it brings forth evil.
1 do not cheat my better soul with sophisms :
I but perforin my orders; the emperor
Prescribes my conduct to me. Dearest boy,
Far better were it, doubtless, if we all
Obey’d the heart at all times ; but so doing
In this our present sojourn with bad men,
‘We must ahandon many an honest abject.
"Tis now our call to scrve the emiperor
By what means he can best be served—the heart
May whisper what it will—this is our call !
Mazx. It secmns a thing appointed, that to-day
I should r:ot comprehend, not understand thee.
The duke, thou say’st, did honestly pour out
His beart to tiiee, but for an evil purpose;
And thou dishonestly hast cheated him
For a good purpose! Silence, 1 entreat thee—
My friend, thou stealest not from me—
Let me not lose my father!
Ocla. (suppressing rescniment.) As yetihon know’st
not all, my son. I have
Yet somewhat to disclose to thee,  [After a pausé.
Duke Friedland
Hath made his preparations. e relies
Upon his stars. e decms us unprovided,
And thinks to fall upon us by surprise.
Yea, in his dream of hope, he grass alrcady
The golden circle in his hand. He éfi=.
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We too have been in action—he but grasps
His evil fate, most evil, most mystérious!

Mazx. O nothing rash, my sire! By all that’s good
Let me invoke thee—no precipitation !

Octa. With light tread stole he on his evil way,
Aud light tread hath Vengeanee stole on after him.
Unscen she stands already, dark behind him—

But one step more—he shudders in her grasp !
Thou hast scen Questenberg with me.  As yet
Thou know’st hut his ostensible connnission
e brought with him a private one, my son!
And that was for me only.
Maz. May T know it?
Ncla. (seizes the patent). Max. !
{2 pause.
——1In this disclosure place 1 in thy hands
T'he empire’s weltare and thy {ather’s life.
Dear to thy inmost heart is Wallenstein :
A powerful tie of love, of veneration,
Hath knit thee to him from thy carlicst youth.
Thou nourishest the wish.—O let me still
Anticipate thy loitering confidence!
. The hope thou nourishest to knit th) self
"Yet closer to him

Maz. Father——

Octa. O my son!
I trust thy heart undoubtingly. But am 1
Equally sure of thy collecteduess ?

Wilt thou b(ye, with calin countenance,
To enter thif man’s presence, when that I
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Have trusted to thec his whole fate ?
Max. ' According
As thou dost trust me, father, with his erime.
[Oclavio takes @ paper out of his ecscrituire, and
gives it {o him.
What? how ? a full imperial patent !

Octa. Read it.

Maz. (just glances on 1t.) Duke Fricdland senten-
ced and condemn’d !

Octa. Even so.

Maz. (throws down the paper.) O this is too much'!

O unhappy error!

Octa. Read on.  Colleet thyself.

Muz. (after he has read further, with o look of affight
and astonishment on his father.)  How! what!
Thou! thou!

Octa. But for the present moment, till the king

Of Hungary may safely join the army,
Is the command assign’d to ine.

Maz. And think’st thou,
Dost thou believe, that thou wilt tear it from him ?
O never hope it'—Father! father! father!

An inauspicious office is enjoin’d thee.

This paper here—this! and wilt thon enforce it ?

The mighty in the middle of his host,

Surrounded by his thousands, him wouldst thou

Disarm—degrade! Thou art lost, both thou and all
of us.

Octa. 'What hazard T incur theré-y, I know.

In the great hand of God I stand. Th& Almighty
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Will cover with his shield the imperial house,
And shatter, in hix wrath, the work ot darkness.
XThe emperor hath true servants still 3 and even
Here in the camp, there are enough brave men
Who for the good cause will fight gallantly,
The taithful have been warn’d—the dangerous
Are elosely wateh'd. I wait but the first step,
And then immediately

Mar. What! on suspicion ?
Immediately ?
Ocla. The emperor is no tyrant.

The deed alone he’ll punish, not the wish.

The duke hath yet his destiny in his power.
Let hiim but leave the treason uncompleted,

He will be silently displaced from office,

And make way to his emperor’s royal son.

An honourable exile to his castles

Will be a benefaction to him rather

Than punishinent.  But the first open step—

119

Muxr. What callest thou such a step? A wicked

step
Neer will he take ; bat thou mightest casily,

Yea, thou hast done it, misinterpret him.

" Octa. Nay, howsocver punishable were
Duke Friedland’s purposes, yet still the steps
Which he hath taken openly, permit
A mild construction. 1t is my intention
"T'o leave this paper wholly unenforced
Till some nct 15/;01nuutte(l which convicts him
Ofa lngh trcason, without doubt or plea,

e
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And that shall sentence him.
Maz. But who the judge ?
Octa. Thyself.
Maz. For ever, then, this paper will lie idle.
Octa. ‘Too soon, I fear, its powers must all be
proved.
After the counter-promise of this evening,
It cannot he but he must deerm himself
Secure of the majority with us;
And of the army’s general sentunent
e hath a pleasing proof in that petition
Which thou deliveredst to him from the regiinents.
Add this 100—T have letters that the Rhinegrave
Hath changed hisroute, and travels by forced marches
To the Bohemian forests.  What this purports,
Remains unknovin ; and, to confirm suspicion,
This night a Swedish nobleman arrived here.
Mazx. T have thy word. 'Thow’lt not proceed to
action
Before thou hast convineed me—me myself.
Octa. Is it possible? Still, after all thou know’st,
Canst thou believe still in his innocence?
Moz, (with enthusiasm.) Thy judgment may mis-
take ; my heart can not.
[Moderates his voice and manner.
These reasons might expound thy spirit or mine ;
But they expound not Fricdland—1 have faith:
For as he kuits his fortunes to the stars,
Even so doth he resemble them in sugret, i
Wonderful, still inexplicable courses! ™ e
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Trust me, they do him wrong.  All will be solved.
These smokes at once will kindle into flame—
¥The edges of this black and storny cloud
Will brighten suddenly, and we shall view
The unapproachable glide out in splendour.
Octa. 1 will await it.

SceNE I1—Octario and Max. as before.  To them the
Valet of the Chamber.

Octa. 1low now then?
Falet. A despateh is at the door.
Octa.  So carly? Fromn whom comes he then ?
Who is it?
Valet. That he refused to tell me.
Ocla. Lead him in:
And, hark you—let it not transpire. ée- o0t
[Erit Valet; the Cornel steps in.
Octa. Ha! cornet—is it you? uand from Count
Galas?
Give me your letters.

Cor. The lieutenant-general
. Trusted it not to letters.
Octa. And what is it ?
Cornet. He bade mie tell you—Dare I speak openly
here?
Octa. My son knows all.
Cor. We have him.
Octa. 4 Whom !
Cor. Sesina,

s



122 THE PICCOLOMINI.

The old negotiator.
Ocla. (eagerly.) And you have him?
Cor. In the Bohemian forest captain Mohrbrand
Found and sceured him yester-morning early :
He was proceeding then to Regensburg,
And on him were despatehes for the Swede.
Octa. And the despatches——
Cor. The leutenant-general
Sent them that instant to Vienna, and
The prisoner with then.
Octa. This is, indeed, a tiding!
That fellow is a precious casket to us,
Inclosing weighty things.—Was much found on him ?
Cor. 1 think, six packets, with Count Tertsky’s

arms.
Octa. None 1w the duke’s own hand ?
Cor. Not that T kuow.
Octa. And old Scxina ?
Cor. He was sorely frighten’d,

When it was told him lie must to Vienna,
But the Count Altringer bade him take heart,
Would he but make a full and free confession,

Octa.  Is Altringer then with your lord ? 1 heard
That he lay sick at Linz.

Cor. These three days past
He’s with my master, the licutenant-general,
At Frauenberg. Already have they sixty
Small companies together, chosen men ;
Respectfully they greet you with assarances,
That they are only waiting your commands.
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Octa. In a few days may great events take place.
And when must you return ? ‘
+ Cor. I wait your orders.
Octa. Remain till evening.
[Cornet signifies his assent and obeisance, and is

going.
No one saw you—ha ? [wicket
Cor. No living creature. Through the cloister
The capuchins, as usual, let me in. [ceald.

Octa.  Go, rest your limbs, and keep yourself con-
1 hold it probable, that yet ere evening )
I shall despateh you.  The development
Of this affnir approaches: ere the day,
That even now is dawning in the heaven,
Ere this eveutful day hath set, the lot
That must decide our fortunes will be drawn.
[Evit Cornet.

’

ScenE I1I.—Oclavio and Max. Piccolomini,

Octa. Well—and what now, son? All will soon

be clear;
“For all, I1n certain, went through that Sesina.

Maz. (who through the whole of the foregoing scene
has been in a violent and visible struggle of
JSeelings, at length starts as one resolved.) Iwill
procure me light a shorter way.

Farewell, s
Octa.  Where now >—Remain here.



124 THE PICCOLOMINI.

Mar. To the duke.
Octa. (alarmed.) What— [act
Mazx. (returning.) If thou Last believed that I shall
A part in this thy play—
Thou hast miscalculated on me grievously.
My way must be straight on.  True with the tongue,
False with the heart—I may not, cannot be:
Nor can I sutler that a man should trust me—
As his friend trust me—and then lull my conscience
With such low pleas as these :—¢ T ask’d him not—
He did it all at his own hazard—and
My mouth has never lied to him.”—No, no'!
What a friend tukes me for, that I must be.
—7Dll to the duke 5 ere yet this day is ended,
Will I demand of him that he do save
His good name from the world, and with one stride
Break through and rend this fine-<pun web of yours.
He can, he will!—7 still am his believer.
Yot Ill not pledge myself; but that those letters
May furnish you, perchance, with proofs against him.
How fur may not this Tertsky have proceeded—
What may not he himself too have permitted
Himself to do, to snare the cnemy,
The laws of war excusing? Nothing, save
His own mouth, shall convict him—uothing less!
And face to face will 1 go question him.
Octa. Thou wilt?
Max. I will, as sure as this heart beats.
Octa. 1 have, indeed, miscalculated on thee,
I calculated on a prudent son,
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‘Who would have blest the hand beneficent

That pluck’d him back from the abyss—and lo!
WA fascinated being I discover,

Whom his two eyes befool, whom passion wilders,

‘Whom uot the broadest light of noon can heal.

Go, question him !—Be mad cnough, T pray thee.

The purpose of thy father, ot thy cmperor,

Go, givestt up free booty :—Force me, drive me

To an open breach before the time.  And now,

Now that a miracle of heaven had guarded

My seeret purpose even to this hour,

And Jaid to sleep Suspicion’s piercing eyes,

Let e have lived to sce that mine own son,

With frantic enterprise, annibilates

My toilsome labours and state-policy.

Mar. Ay—ihis state-poliey ! O how I curse it!
You will, some time, with your state-policy
Compel hii to the measure: it may happen,
Because you are determined that he is guilty,
Guilty yo'll make him.  All retreat cut off]

You close up every outlet, hem him in
Narrower and narrower, till at length ye foree him,
Yes, ye,—ye force him, in his desperation,
* To set fire to his prison. Father! father!
That never can end well—it cannot—will not!
And let it be decided as it may,
I sec with boding heart the near approach
Of an ill-starr’d, unblest catastrophe.
For this great p,nmmr(:h-spirit, if’ he full,
Will drag a world into the ruin with him.
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And as a ship (that midway on the ocean

Taukes fire) at once, and with a thunder-burst

Explodes, and with itself shoots out its crew

In smoke and ruin betwixt sea and heaven ;

So will he, falling, draw down in his fall

All us, who’re fixed and mortised to bis fortune.

Decem of it what thou wilt; but pardon me,

That I must bear me on in my own way.

All 1nust remain pure betwixt him and me ;

And, erec the day-light dawns, it must be known

‘Which I must lose—my father, or my friend.
[During his exit the curtain drops,
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ACT 1V.

Scene L—A room fitted up _[wtrological labours,
and provided with ce'cstial charts, with globes, tele-
scopes, quadrants, and othcr mathematical instru-

© mente=m=Siven colossul firures, represenling the
plancls, cach with « transpurent star of a different
colour on s head, stand in a semicircle 1n the back-
ground, so that Mars and Saturn are nearest the
eye.—The remainder of the scene, and ils disposi-
tion, 1s given in the fourth scene of the second act.—
T'here must be a curtain ovir the figures, which may
be dropped, and conceal themn on occasions.

In the fifth scene of this acl it must be dropped ; but
i the seventh scene, it must be again draun up
wholly or in part.]

Wallenslein at a black table, on which a speculum
astroloicum is described with chalk, Sent is laking
observations through a window.

« Wal. All well—and now let it be ended, Seni—

omne,
'ﬂle (H& commences, and Mars rules the hourf®
We must give w8 iion. Come,
We know enough.
Sent. Your highness must permit me
Just to contemplate Venus.  She’s now rising:
Like as a sun, so shines she in the east.
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Wal. She is at present in her perigee,

And shoots down now her strongest influences.
[Contemplating the figure on the table

Auspicious aspeet! fateful in conjunction,

At length the migh'* three corradiate ;

And the two swars of blessing, Jupiter

And Venus, tuke between them the malignant

Slyly-malicious Mars, and thus compel

Into my service that old mischief-founder:

For long he view’d 1ne hostilely, and ever

With beam obligue, or perpendicular,

Now in the Quartile, now in the Secundan,

Shot his red lightuings at my stars, disturbing

Their blessed influences and sweet aspects,

Now they have conquer’d the old enery,

And bring him 1 the heavens a prisoner to me.

Seni. (who has come dvwn from the window.) And

iu a corner house, your highness—think of that!
That makes each influence of double strength.

Wal. And sun and moon, too, in the Sextile aspeet,
The soft light with the vehement—so 1 love it.

Sol is the heart, Luna the head of heaven,
Bold be the plan, fiery the execution.

Seni.  And both the mighty Lumina by no
Magleficus affronted.  Lo! Saturnus, ‘.ﬂ
Innocuous, powcerless, ino.

Wal. 'The empire of Saturnus’is gone hy;

Lord of the secret birth of things is he;
Within the lap of earth, and in the depths
Of the imagination dominates ;
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And his are all things that eschew the light. aso <>
The time is o'er of brooding and cuntrivance,
For Jupiter, the lustrous, lordeth now,
And the dark work, complete of preparation,
He draws by force into the reahn of light.
Now must we hasten on to action, ere
The scheine, and most auspicious posture
earts omesey*Ntad, and tukes once more its flight
For the heavens journey stilly and sojourn not.
[T'here are knocks at the door.
There’s some one knocking there.  See who it is.
Tert. (from without.) Open, and let me in.
Wal. Ay—"iis 'Tertsky.
What is there of such urgence?  Wé are busy.
Tert. (from withoul.) Lay all aside at present, 1
entreat you.
It suffers o delaying.
I¥al. Open, Seni!
[While Sent opens the door for Tertsky, Hallen-
stetn draws the curtain over the figures.
Tert. (enters.) Hast thou already heard it?  1le is
taken.
Galas has given him up to the emperor.
) [Senz draws off" the black table and exil.

Scene Il.—Wallenstein, Count Tertsky.

Wal. (to Ter!sky.) Who has been taken >—Who

is given up? [every

Tert. The man who knows our seerets, who knows
VOL. 1L 9
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Negotiation with the Swede and Saxon,
Through whose Imands all and everything has pass’d—
Wal. (drawing back.) Nay, not Sesina ?—Say, No/}
1 entreat thee.
Tert. All on his road for Regensburg to the Swede
He was plunged down upon by Galas’ agent,
Who had been long in ambush lurking for him.
There must have been found on himny .1 ¥ puacnet
To Thur, to Kinsky, to Oxenstiern, to Arnheim:
All this is in their hands; they have now an insight
Into the whole—our measures, and our motives.

SceNE 111.—To them enters Llo.

Illo. (lo Terisky.) Has he heard it?
Tert. He has heard it.
Illo. (to Wallensteir.) Thinkest thou stilt
To make thy peace with the empceror, to regain
His confidence ?—F’en were it now thy wish
To abandon all thy plans, yet still they know
‘What thou hast wish’d; tlien forwards thou must
press;
‘Retreat is now no longer in thy power. [hands,
Tert. They have documents against us, and in
Which show beyond all power of contradiction—
Wal. Of my hand-writing—no iota. Thee
1 punish for thy lies. -
Illo. And thou believest,
That what this man, that what thy sister’s husband,

i

1
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Did in thy name, will not stand on thy reck’ning ?
His word must pass for thy word with the Swede,
And not with those that hate thee at Vienna. [thee,
Tert. In writing thou gavest nothing—But bethink
How far thou venturcdst by word of mouth
With this Sesina! And will he be silent ?
. If he can save himself' by yielding up
TNy Sowws; ff0ses, will he retain them ?
Illo. Thyself dost not conceive it possible;
And since they now have evidence authentic
How far thou hast already gone, speak !'—tell us,
What art thou waiting for? thou canst no longer
Keep thy command ; and beyond hope of rescue
Thou'rt lost, if thou resign’st it.
Wal. In the army
Lies my security. The army will not
Abandon me. Whatever they may know,
The power is mine, and they mnust it dow .
power i » and they w !!;,
And substitute I caution for my feally,
They must be satisfied, at lcust appear so.
Illo. The army, duke, is thine now—for this mo-
ment—
*Tis thine: but think with terror on the slow,
The quict power of time. From' open violence
The attachment of thy soldiery secures thee
To-day—to-morrow ; but grant’st thou them a respite,
Unheard, unseen, they’ll undermine that love
On which thou now dost feel so firm a footing,
With wily theft will draw away from thee
One after the other—
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Wal, "Tis a cursed accident!
Hlo. Oh! I will call it & most blessed one,

If it work on thece as it ought to do,

Hurry thee on to action—to decision—

The Swedish general

Wal. He’s arrived !  Know’st thot
‘What his commission is——
Iilo. To ittt nae:

‘Will he entrust the purpose of his coming.
Wal. A cursed, cursed aceident!  Yes, yes,

Sesina knows too much, and won’t be silent.
Tert. He’s a Behemian fugitive and rebel.

His neck is forfeit.  Can he save himself

At thy cost, think you he will scruple it?

And if they put him to the torture, will he,

‘Will ke, that dastardling, have strength cnough
T¥al. (lost in thought.) 'Their confidence is lost—

* irrepm“iy!
X.ﬂ 1 may act'what way T will, 1 shall

Be’and renain for ever in their thought

A traitor to my country. low sincercly

Soever I return back to my duty,

1t will no longer help me
1o, Ruin thee,

That it will do! Not thy fidelity.

Thy weakness will be deemed the sole occasion—
Wal. (pacing up and down in extreme agitation.)

What! I must realize it now in earnest,

Because I toy’d too freely with the thought ?

Accursed he who dallies with a devil !
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And must I—T must realize it now—
Now, while I have the power, it must take place !
,Ilv. Now—now—ere they can ward and parry it!
Wal. (looking at the paper of signatures.) T have
the gencraPs word—a written promise !
“Max. Piccolomini stands ot here—how’s that ?
o Tert. Tt was—he fancied
i, wns v 7 Mere self-willedness.
‘T'here needed no such thing ’twixt him and you.
Wal. Tle is quite right—there needeth no such thing.
‘The regiments, too, deny to march for Flanders—
Have sent me in a paper of remounstrance,
And openly resist the imperial orders.
The first step to revol’s already tuken.
lllo. Belicve me, thou wilt find it far more casy
To lead them over to the enemy
Than to the Spaniard.
Wal. I will hear, however,
What the Swede has to say to me.
Htio. (eagerly to Terisky.) Go, call him!
He stands without the door in waiting.
Wal. Stay!
Stay yet a little. Tt hath taken me
All by surprise,—it came too quick upon me;
*Tis wholly novel, that an accident,
With its dark lordship, and blind agency,
Should force me on with it.
Hilo. First hear him only,
And after weigh it, [Ezeunt Tertsky and Iilo.




134 THE PICCOLOMINI.

Scene IV:— Wallenstein, (in soliloquy.)

Is it possible ?
1t s0 ? 1 can no longer what 1 would ?
No longer draw back at my liking? T
Must do the decd, because 1 thought of it
And fed this heart here with a dreas. < 3rgger
I did not scowl temptation from my presence,
Dallied with thoughts of possible fulfilhnent,
Commenced no movement, Ieft all e uncertain,
And only kept the road, the access open ?
By the great God of heaven! It was not
My serious meaning, it was uce’er resolve.
I but amused myself with thinking of it.
The free-will tempted e, the power to do
Or not to do it.—Was it criminal
To make the fancy minister to hope,
To fill the air with pretty toys of air,
And clutch fantastic sceptres moving Uward me!
Was not the world kept free ?  Beheld T not
The road of duty elose beside me—but
One little step, and once more I was in it!
Where amI? Whither have T been transporied #
No road, no track behind e, but a wall,
Impenetrable, insurmountable,
Rises obedient to the spells I mutter’d
And meant not—my own doings tower behind me.
[Pauses and remains in deep thought.
A punishable man 1 seem ; the guilt,
Try what I will, 1 cannot roll off {rom me;
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‘The equivocal demcanour of my life

Bears witness on my prosecutor’s party.

And cven my purest acts from purest motives
uspicion poisons with malicious gloss.

Were I that thing for which 1 pass, that traitor,

A goodly outside I had sure reserved,

Had drawn the coverings thick and double round me,

Bl o & fary of my utterance

But being conscious of the innocence

Of my intent, my uncorrupted will,

I gave way to my humors, to my passion :

Bold were my words, because my deeds were not.

Now every planless measure, chance cvent,

The threat of rage, the vaunt of joy and triumph,

And all the May-games of a heart o’erflowing,

Will they connect, and weave them all together

Into one web of treason ; all will be plan,

My eyc ne’er absent from the far-off mark,

Step tracing step, cach step a politic progress;

And out of all they’ll fabricate a charge

So specious, that T must myself stand dumb,

I am caught in my own net, and only force,

Naught but a sudden rent can liberate me.

' [Pauses again.

How elsc! since that the heart’s unbias’d instinet

Impell’d me to the daring deed, which now

Nceessity, sclf-preservation, orders.

Stern is the ()#-lgok of Necessity s

Not without shudder may a human hand

Grasp the mysterious urn of destiny.
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My deed was mine, remaining in my bosom:
Onece sufter’d to escape from its safe corner
Within the heart, its nursery and bivth-place,
Sent forth iuto the foreign, it belongs
For ever to those sly malicious powers
Whom never art of man conciliated.
[Paces in agitation through the chamber, then pau
ses, and, afler the pause, brean. s 2y gger= . °
audible soliloquy.
What is thy enterprise ? thy aim ? thy object?
Hast honestly confess™d it to thyselt’s
Power scated on a quiet throuce thouw’dst shuke,
Power on an ancient consecrated throne,
Strong in possession, founded in old eustom;
Power by a thousand tough and stringy roots
Fix’d to the people’s pious nursery-faith,
This, this will be no strite: of strength with strength
That fear’d T not. I brave cach combatant,
Whomni I can look on, fixing ey e to eye,
Who, full himself of courage, kindles courage
In me teo. ’Tis a foe invisible,
The which I fear—a fearful enemy,
Which in the human heart opposes e,
By its coward fear alone made fearful to me.
Not that, which full of lifi:, instinet with power,
Makes known its present being; that is not
The true, the perilously formidable.
(0] Mm common, the quite.cmsmon,
The thing of an eternal yesterday,
What ever was, and evermore returns,
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Stﬂing to-morrow, for to-day ’twas sterling!
For of the wholly common is mar made,
.And custom is his nmrse! Woe then to then,
‘Who lay irreverent hands upon his old
House furniture, the dear inheritanee
“*From his forefuthers! For time consecrates ;
., And what is gray with age becomes religion.
e .-.:14')5\:‘:“::..nu,’aml thou bast the right,
And sacred will the many guard it for thee!
[T the page who here enters.
The Swedish oflicer >—Well, let him enter.
[The page evit, Wallenstein fives his cye in deep
thought on the door.
Yet is it pure—as yet! the erime has come
Not o’er this threshold y et—so slender is
The boundary that divideth life’s two paths.

Scene Vo—Wallensiein and Wrangel.

Wal. (afier having fived a searching look on hLim.)
Your name is Wrangel ?

Wran. Gustave Wrangel, general
VOf the Sadermanian Blues,
Wal. It was a Wrangel

Who injured me materially at Stralsund,
And by his brave resistance was the cause
Of the opposition which that scaport made.
Wran. Tt was the doing of the element
With which you fought, ny lord! and not my merit.
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The Baltic Neptune did asert his freedom :
The sea and land, it seem’d, were not to serve
One and the same.

Wal. (makes the motion for him to lake a seal, and
seals himself.)  And where are your credentials ?
Come you provided with full powers, sir general ?

Wran. There are 8o many scruples yet to solve

Wal. (having read the credentials.)  iheldauls? =i~

Ay—he is a prudent

Intelligent master, whomn you serve, sir general!

The chancellor writes me, that he but fultils

s late departed rovereign’s own iden

In helping me to the Bohemian crown.

Wran. e says the truth.  Our great king, now

in heaven,

Did cver deerm most highly of your grace’s

Pre-ciinent serse and nulitary genius;

And always the eccmmanding intelleet,

He said, hould have command, and be the king.

Wal. Yes, he might say it safely.—General Wran-

gel, [taking his hand affectionately.
Come, fair and open.—"Trust me, T was always
A Swede at heart.  Ey! that did you experience
Both in Silesia and at Nuremburg ;
I had you often in my power, and let you
Always slip out by rome hack-door or other.
"Tis this for which the court can ne’er forgive me,
Which drives me to this present step : and since
Our interests 8o run in onc direetion,
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E’en let us have a thorough confidence
Each in the other. .
, Wran. Confidence will come
Has each but only first security.
Wal. The chancellor still, T see, does not quite
trust me,
. And, I confess—the game does not lie wholly
*aongeed. amage.  Without doubt he thinks,
If T can play false with the emperor,
Who is my sov’reign, I can do the like
With the enemy, and that the one too were
Sooner to he forgiven me than the other.
Is not this your opinion too, sir general ?
Wran. 1 have herc an office merely, no opinion.
Wal. The emperor hath urged e to the uttermost :
I can no longer honourably serve him.
For my security, iu self-defence,
I take this hard step, which my conscience blames.
Wran. 'That I believe.  So far would no one go
Who was not foreed to it. [Afler a pause.
What may have impell’d
Your princely highness in this wise to act
Toward your sovereign lord and emperor,
" Beseems not us to expound or criticise.
The Swede is fighting for his good old cause,
With his good sword and conscience. This concur-
rence,
'This opportunity, is in our favour,
And all advantages in war are lawful.
We take what offers without questioning ;
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And if’ all have its due and just proportions—
Wal. Of what then arc ye doubting? Of my will!
Or of my power? 1 pledged me to the chancellor,
Would he trust me with sixteen thousand men,
That 1 would instantly go over to them
With eightcen thousand of the emperor’s troops.
Wran. Your grace is known to be o mighty war-
chiicf, i 7
To be a second Attila and Pyrrhus.
’Tis talked of still with fresh astonishment,
How some years past, beyond all husan faith,
You call'd an army forth, like a ereation :
But yet—
Wal. But yet?
Wran, Bat still the chancellor thinks,
It might yet Le an easier thing from nothing
To call forth sixty thousand men of hattle,
Than to persuade one sixtieth part of them—
Wal. What now? Out with it, friend ?
Wran. To break their oaths,
Wal. Andhe thinks so 2—lHe judges like a Swede,
And like a Protestant.  Yon Lutherans
Fight for your Bible. You are interested
About the cause ; and with your hearls you follow
Your banners.—Among you, whoe’er deserts
To the enemy, hath broken covenant
With two lords at one time.—~Wc¢'ve no such fancies.
Wran. Great (God in heaven! Have then the
people here
No house and home, no fire-side, no altar ?
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Wal. I will explain that to you, how it stands:—
The Austrian has a country, ay, and loves it,
And has good cause to love it—but this army,
That calls itselt’ the imperial, this that houses
Here in Bohemia, this has none—no country ;
This is an outecast of all foreign lands,
Unclain’d by town or tribe, to whom belongs
LNULARE, “act pt the universal sun.

Wran. But then the nobles and the officers ?
Such a desertion, such a felony,
It is without example, my lord duke,
In the world’s history.

Hal. They are all mine—
Mine unconditionally—inine on all terms.
Not me, your own eyes you must trust.

[He gives him the paper containing the writlen
oath. TWrangel reads it through, and, having
read it, lays 1t on the lable, remaining silent.

So then ?

Now comprehend you ?

Wran. Comprehend who can!
My lord duke; I will Jet the mask drop—yes!
D’ve full powers for a final settlement.
The Rhinegrave stands but four days’ march from

here

With fiftcen thousand nien, and only waits
Tor orders to proceed and join your army.
Those orders I give out, immediately
We're compromised.

Wal. What asks the chancellor ?
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Wran. (considerately.) 'Twelve regiments, every
man a Swedc—my head
The warranty—and all might prove at last
Only false play
Wal. (starting.) Sir Swede!
Wran. (calmly proceeding.) Am therefore forced
T” insist thereon, that he do formally,
Irrevocably break with the emperor,™ a——
Else not a Swede is trusted to Duke Friedland.
Wul. Come,briefand open! Whatis the demand ?
Wran. That he forthwith disarm the Spanish
regiments
Attach’d to the emperor, that he seize Prague,
And to the Swedes give up that city, with
The strong pass Ligra.
Wal. That is much indeed!
Prague !—Fgra’s granted—But—but Prague !—
"Twont do.
1 give you every security
Which you may ask of me in common reason—
But Prague—Bohemia—these, sir gencral,
I can myself protect.
Wran. We doubt it not.
But ’tis not the protection that is now
Our sole concern. 'We want security,
That we shall not expend our men and money
All to no purpose.
Wal. Tis but reasonable.
Wran. And till we are indemnificd, so long
Stays Prague in pledge.
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Wal. Then trust you us so little ?
ran. (rising.) The Swede, if he would treat well
. with the German,
Must keep a sharp look-out.  We have been call’d
Over the Baltie, we have saved the empire
From ruin—with our hest blood have we seal’d
The liberty of fiyith, and gospel truth.
“oput now alreaay is the benefaction
No longer felt, the load alone is felt,——
Ye look askanee with evil eye upon us,
As forcigners, intruders in the_empire,
And would fain send us, with some paltry sum
Of money, home again to our old forests,
No, no! my lord duke! no!—it never was
For Judas’ puy, for chinking gold and silver,
That we did leave our king by the great stone.*
No, not for gold and silver have there bled
So many of our Swedish nobles—neither
Will we, with empty laurels for our payment,
Hoist sail for our owu country.  Cilizens
Will we remain upon the soil, the which
Our monarch conquered for himself, and died.
Wal. 1eclp to keep down the common enemy,
* And the fair border-land must needs be yours.
Wran. But when the eommon enemy lies van-
quish’d,

1 A great stone near Ldtzen, since called the Swede’s
Stoue, the body of their great king having been found
at the foot of it, after the battle in which he lost his
life.
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Who knits together our new friendship then ?
We know, Duke I'riedland ! though perhaps the
Swede
Ought not 1’ have known it, that you carry on
Secret negotiations with the Saxous.
‘Who is our warranty, that we are not
The sacrifices in those articles
Which ’tis thought needful to concear from us? ~
Wal. (rises.) 'Think you of something better, Gus-
tuve Wrangel !
Of Prague no more.
Hran. Here my connuission ends.
I¥al. Sarrender up to you my capital!
Far liever would 1 face about, aud step
Back to 1y emperor.
Wran. I time yet permits—
Wal. 'Thart lics with me, even now, at any hour.
Wran. Sowme days ago, perhaps.  To-day, no
longer ;
No longer since Sesina’s heen a prisoner.
[ W allenstcin is shuck, and silenced.
My lord duke, hiear me—We believe that you
At present do mean honourably by us.
Since yeslerday we're sure of that—and now
This paper warrants for the troops, there’s nothing
Stands in the way of our full confidence.
Prague shall not part us. Hear! The chancellor
Contents himself with Albstadt; to your grace
He gives up Ratschin and the narrow side.
But Egra above all must open to us,
Ere we can think of any junction.
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Wal. You,
You therefore must I trust, and you not me ?

I will consider of your proposition.

Wran. 1 must entreat, that your consideration
Occupy not too long a time. Already
Has this negotiation, my lord duke!

Crept on into the gecond year. If nothing
is settled this time, will the chancellor
Consider it as broken off for ever.

Wal. Ye press mne hard. A measure, such as this,
Ought to be thought of.

Wran. Ay ! but think of this too,
That sudden action only can procure it
Suceess—think first of this, your highness.

[Erit Wrangel.

Scene VI.—HWullenstein, Terlsky, and Illo, (re-enler.)

Iilo. Is'tall right?

Tert. Are you compromised ?

Tilo. This Swede
Went smiling from you. Yes! you're compromised.

Wal. Asyetisnothing scttled: and (well weigh’d)
I feel mysclf’ inclined to leave it so.

Tert. How? What was that?

Wal. Come on me what may come,
The doing evil to avoid an evil
Can not be good!

VOL. 1. 10
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Tert. Nay, but bethink you, duke.

Wal. 'To live upon the merey of these Swedes!
Of these proud-hearted Swedes!'—I eould not bear it.

Tilo.  Goest thou as tugitive, as mendjcant ?
Bringest thou not more to themn than thou receivest ?

Scean VIL—"7% these enler the Counless Tertsky.

Tral. Who sentfor you ? There is no business here
For women.
Joun. I am comwe to bid you joy.
Jal. Use thy authority, Tertshy 5 bid her go.
Coun.  Cowe [ perhaps too early ¥ 1 hope not.
Jul. Set not thix tongue upon me, 1 entreat you:
You know it s the weapon that destroys me.
I am roated, i a woman but attack me :
I cannot trattic m the vade of words
With that unrcaroning sex.

Coun. T had aleeady
Given the Bohemians a hing.
Wal. (sarcastically.) T'hey have one,

In consequeunce, no doubt,
Coun. (to the olhers.) Ia! what new seruple
Tert.  'The duke will now,
Coun. e will not what he must !
Illo. Ttlies with younow. Try; for I am silenced,
When folks begin to talk to me of conscience,
And of fidelity.,
Coun. Ilow ? then, when all
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Lay in the far-off distance, when the road
Streteh’d out hefore thine eyes intérminably,
‘Then hadst thou courage and resolve ; and now,
Now that the dream is being realized,
The purpose ripe, the issue ascertain’d,
Dost thou begin to play the dastard now ?
Plann’d merely, ’tis 2 common felony ;
Accomplish’d, an immortal undertaking :
And with success comes pardon hand in hand;
For all event is God’s arbitrement.
Sere. (enters.) The colonel Piccolomiui.
Coun. (hastily.) —Must wait.
Jal. 1 cannot sce him now. Another time,
Serv. But for two minutes he entreats an audience:
Of the most urgent natore is his business,
Val. Who knows what he may bring us! T will
hear him.
Coun. (laughs.) Urgent for him, no doubt; but
thou nayest wait.
ul. Whatis it?

Coun. Thou shalt be inform’d hereafter.
First let the Swede and thee be compromised.
. [ Exit Servant.

J¥al. 1f there were yet a choice! if yet some milder
Way of cscape were possible—1I still
Will choose it, and avoid the last extre:ne.

Coun. Desirest thou nothing further ? Such a way
Lics still before thee.  Send this Wrangel ofl;
Forget thou thy old hopes, cast far away
All thy past life; determine to commence
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A new one. Virtue hath her heroes too,
As well as Fame and Fortune.—To Vienna—
Hence—to the emperor—kneel before the throne ;
Take & full coffer with thee—say aloud,
Thou didst but wish to prove thy fealty ;
Thy whole intention but to dupe the Swede.
Illo. For that too ’tis too latc. They know too
much:
He would but bear his own head to the block.
Coun. 1 fear not that. 'They have not evidence
To attaint him legally, and they avoid
The avowal of an arbitrary power.
They’ll let the duke resign without disturbance.
I see how all will end. The king of Hungary
Makes his appearance, and ’twill of itself
Be undersiood, that then the duke retires,
There will not want a formal declaration :
The young king will adiminister the oath
To the whole army ; and so all returns
To the old position. On soine morrow morning
The duke deparis; and now ’tis stir and bustle
Within his castles.  [Te will hunt, and build;
Superintend his horses’ pedigrecs,
Creates himsclf a court, gives golden keys,
And introduccth strictest ceremony
In fine proportions, and nice etiguette ;
Keeps open table with high cheer; in brief,
Commenceth mighty king—in miniature.
And while he prudently demeans himself,
And gives himself no actual importance,
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He will be let appear whate’er he likes:
And who dares doubt, that Friedland will appear
A mighty prince to his last dying hour?
Well now, what then? Duke Friedland is as others,
A fire-new noble, whom the war hath raised
To price and currency, a Jonah’s gourd,
An over-night creation of court-favour, n.sit fegens 2
Which with an undistinguishable ease ‘
Makes barou or inakes prince.
Wal. (in ertreme agitation.) Take her away.
Let in the young Count Piccolomini. [thou
Coun. Art thou in carnest? I entreat thee! Canst
Conseut to bear thyself to thy own grave
So ignominiously to be dried up?
Thy life, that arrogated such a height,
To end in such a nothing! To be nothing,
When onc was always nothing, is an evil
That asks no stretch of patience, a light evil ;
But to become a nothing, having been——
Wal. (starts up in violent agilation.) Show me a
way out of this stifling crowd,
Ye powers of aidance! Show me such a way
«As I am capable of going.—I
Am no tongue-hero, no fine virtue-prattler ;
I cannot warm by thinking; cannot say
To the good luck that turns her back upon 1ne,
Magnanimously : “Go; I need thee not.”
Cease I to work, I am annihilated.
Dangers nor sacrifices will 1 shun,
If so I may avoid the last extreme;
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But cre I sink down into nothingness,
Leave off so little; who began so great,
Ere that the world confuses me with those
Poor wretchics, whom a day ercates and erumbles,
This age and after ages?® speuk my name
With hate and dread ; and Friedland be redemption
TPor each accursed deed! .
Coun. What is there here, then,
So against nature ? - Help me to perecive it!
O let not Superstition’s nightly goblins
Subdue thy clear bright spirit!  Art thou bid
To murder 7—with ahhor’d uceursed poniard,
To violate the breasts that nourisli’d thee ?
That were against our nature, that might aptly
Make thy flesh shudder, and thy whole heart sicken.”
Yet not a few, and for a meaner object,
Have ventured even this, ay, and perform’d it
What is there in thy case so black and monstrous ?
Thou art accused of treason—whether with
Or without justice is not now the question—

} Could [ have hazarded such a Germanism, as the
use of the word after-world, for posterity,—¢ s spreche
Welt und Nuchwelt meinen Namen ”—might have been
rendcred with more literal fidelity :—Let world and
after-world speak out my name, etc.

2 | have not ventured to affront the fastidious delicacy
of our age with the literal translation of this line,

werth
Die Eingeweide schaudernd aufzuregen.
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Thou art lost if thou dost not avail thee quickly
Of the power which thou possessest—Iriedland !
duke!

Tell me, where lives that thing so meck and tame,
That doth not all his living faculties

Put forth in preservation of his life!

What deed so daging, which necessity

And desperation will not sanctily ?

Wal. Oncc was this PPerdinand so gracious to me:

He loved me; he esteen’d me; I was placed

The nearest to his heart. . Full many a time

We, like (amiliar friends, both at one table,

Have banqueted together.  He and I—

And the young kings themselves held me the basin
Wiherewith to wash me—and st come to this?

Coun. So faithfully preservest thou ecach small

And hast no memory for contumelics? [favour,
Must I remind thee, how at Regensburg

This man repaid thy faithful services?

All ranks and all conditions in the empire

Thou hadst wrong’d, to muke him great—hadst load-

ed on thee,

. On ihee, the hate, the curse of the whole world.

No friend existed for thee in all Germany,

And why! because thou hadst existed only

For the cmperor.  To the emperor alone [him
Clung Friedland in that storm which gather’d round
At Regensburg in the diet—and e dropp’d thee!
Ho let thee full! e let thee fall a vietim

To the Bavarian, to that insolent!
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Deposed, stript bare of all thy dignity
And power, amid the taunting of thy foes,
Thou wert let drop into obscurity.—
Say not, the restoration of thy honour
Has made atonement for that first injustice.
No honest good will was it that replaced thee;
The law of hard necessity replaced thee,
Which they bad fain opposed, but that they could not.
Wal. Not to their good wishes, that is certain,
Nor yet to his affection, ’m indebted
For this high effice ; and if 1 abuse it,
1 shall therein abuse no confidence.
Coun. Affection! confidence'!—They needed thee.
Necessity, impetuous remonstrant !
Who not with empty names, or shows of proxy,
Is served, who'll have the thing and not the symbol,
Ever secks out the greatest and the best,
And at the rudder places htin, ¢’en though
She had been forced to take him from the rabble—
She, this Necessity, it was that placed thee
In this high office; it was she that gave thee
Thy letters-patent of inauguration.
For, to the utterinost moment that they can,
This race still help themselves at cheapest rate
With slavish souls, with puppets! At the approach
Of extreme peril, when a hollow image
Is found a hollow image and no more,
Then falls the power into the mighty hands
Of Nature, of the spirit giant-born,
Who listens only to hiinself, knows nothing
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Of stipulations, duties, reverences,
And, like the emancipated force of fire,

i Unmaster’d scorches, ere it reaches them,

"Their fine-spun webs, their artificial policy.

Wal. ’Tis true! they saw me always as I am—
Always! I did not cheat them in the bargain.
I never held it worth my pains to hide
The bold all-grasping habit of my soul.
Coun. Nay rather—thou hast ever shown thyself

A formidable nan, without resiraint;
Iast exercised the tull prerogatives
Of thy impetuous nature, which had been
Once granted to thee. Therefore, duke, not thou,
Who hast still remain’d consistent with thyself]
But they are in the wrong, who fearing thee,
Intrusted such a power in hands they fear'd.
For, by the laws of spirit, in the right
Is every individual character
That acts in strict consistence with itself.
Self-contradictiou is the only wrong.
Wert thou another being, then, when thou
Eight years ago pursuedst thy march with fire
And sword, and desolation, through the circles
Of Germany, the universal scourge,
Didst mock all ordinances of the empire,
The fearful rights of strength alone exertedsr,
Trampledst to earth each rank, each magistracy,
All to extend thy sultan’s domination ?
Then was the time to break thee in, to curb
Thy haughty will, to teach thee ordinance.
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But no, the emperor felt no touch: of conscience :
What served him pleased him, and without a murmur
e stamp’d his broad seal on these lawless deeds.
What at that time was right, because thou didst it
For him, to-day is all at once hecome
Opprobrious, foul, because it is directed
Against him.—O most flimsy supergtition !
Wal. (rising.) | never saw it in this light before.
"Tis even so.  The emperor perpetrated
Decds through my arm, deeds most unorderly.
And even this prince’s mautle, which 1 wear,
I owe to what were services to hin,
But most bigh misdemeanors ’gainst the enipire,
Coun. ‘Then betwixt thee and him (confoss it,
Friedland!)
The point cur be no more of right and duty,
Only of power and the opportunity.
That opportunity, lo! it comes youder
Approaching with swilt steeds ; then with a swing
Throw thyself up iuto the chariot-seat,
Seize with finn hand the rcing, ere thy opponent
Anticipate thee, and himsell’ make conquest
Of the now empty seat.  'The moment comes;
It is already here, when thou must write
The absolute total of thy life’s vast sum.
The constellations stund victorious o’er thee,
The planets shoot good fortune in fair junctions,
And tell thee, “Now’s the time!”  The starry courses
Hast thou thy life-long measured to no purpose?
The quadrant and the circle, were they playthings?
[ pointing to the different objects in the room.
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The zodiacs, the rolling orbs of heaven,

Hast pictured on these walls, andeall around thee
In dumb, foreboding symbols hast thou placed
These seven presiding lovds of destiny—

For toys? T all this preparation nothing ?

Is there no marrow in this hollow art,

That even to thygelf it doth avail

Nothing, aud has no influence over thee

In the great moment of deeision 2—

Wallenstein (during this last speech walks up and
down with imward struggles, labouring with
passion ; slops suddenly, stands still, then inder-
rupling the countess.)

Send Wrangel to me—I will instantly

Despateh three couriers
Hllo. (hurrying oud.) God in heaven be praised !
Wal. Ttis lis evil genins and mine.

Our cvil genius! It chastises him

Through me, the instrument of his wmnbition ;

And 1 expect no less, than that Revenge

E’en now is whetting for my breast the poniard.-

‘Who sows the serpent’s teeth, let him not hope

, To reap a joyous harvest. FEvery eriine

Has, in the moment of its perpetration,

Its own avenging angel—dark misgiving,

An ominous sinking at the inmost heart.

He can no longer trust mne—Then no longer

Can I rewrcat—so come that which must come.—

Still Destiny preserves its duc relations:

The heart within us is its absolute
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Vicegerent. [To Tertsky.
Go conduct you Gustave Wrangel

To my state-cabinet.—Myself will speak to
The couriers.—And despatch immediately
A servant for Octavio Piccolomini.

[To the Countess, who cannot conceal her triumph.
No exultation! woman, triumph nog!
For jealous are the powers of destiny.
Joy premature, and shouts ere victory,
Encroach upon their rights and privileges.
We sow the seed, and they the growth determine.

[ W hile he is making his exit, the curtain drops.
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ACT V.

Scese L—Scene, as in the preceding act.
Wallenglein, Octavio Priccoloming.

Wal. (coming forward in conversalion.) He sends

me word from Linz, that he lies sick ;
But I have sure intelligenee, that he
Sceretes himself at Fraucnberg with Galas.
Secure them both, and send them to me hither.
Remember, thou tukest on thee the command
Of thosc same Spanish regiments,—constantly
Make preparation, and be never ready ;
And if they urge thee to draw out against me,
Still answer ves, and stand as thou wert fetter’d.
I know, that it is doing thee a scrvice
To keep thee out of action in this business.
Thou lovest to linger ou in fair appearances ;

?f (%mity arc not thy«mgyince,
i Jore Tve 1 sought oygythis part for thee.
Thou wilt this time be of most service to me
By thy inertness. The mean time, if fortune
Declare itself on my side, thou wilt know
What is to do.

Enter Maz. Piccolomini.  waw
Now go, Octavio.

This night must thou be off': take my own horses:
Him here T kcep with me—make short farewell—
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Trust me, I think we all shall meet again
In joy and thriving fortunes.

Octa. (to his son.) I shall scc you
Yet ere J go.

Scese —Tiallenstein, Max. Piccolomini.
L

Mur. {(advances to him.) My general!

Wal. That am 1 no longer, if
Thou stylest thyself the eperor’s officer.

Mar. Then thou wilt leave the army, general!

Wal. Thave renounced the service of the emperor.

Mur.  Aud thou wilt leave the army ?

. Rather hope 1
To hind it tearer still and faster to e,

[ He seats himself.
Yes, Max., [ Lave delay’d to open it to thee,
Even till the hour of acting ’gins to strike.
Youtly’s fortnnate fecling doth seize casily
4 solute right, yea, and a joy it is
réise the sigele apprehension

:Where the sumsmru in proof’
But where it happens, tﬁt of two sure evils
One must be taken, where the heart not wholly
Brings itself back from out the strift of duties,
There *tis a blessing to have no clection,
And b uecessity is grace and fuvour.
—This 15 now present: do not look behind theey—
It can no more avail thee. Look thou forwards!
Think not! judge not! prepare thyself to act!
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The court—it hath deterrined on my ruin,
Therefore T will to be beforchaud with them.
 Welll join the Swedes—right gallunt fellows are they,
And our good friends.
[He stops hamself, expecting Piccolomind’s answer.
I have ta’en thee by surprise.  Answer me not.
1 grant thee time,to recollect thyself.

[He rises, and retires to the back of the stage. Maz.
remains for a long time motionless, in a trance
of crcessive anguish. At his first motion Wal-
lenstern: redurns, and places himself* before him.

Mar. My general, this day thou makest me
Of age to speak in iy own right and person,
For till this day 1 have been spared the trouble
To find out my own road.  Thee have 1 follow’d
With most implicit unconditional fauh,
Sare of the right patluif T followed thee.
To-day, for the first time, dost thon refer
Me to myself; and foreest me to make
Fleetion between thee and my own heart.

Haul. Soft cradled thee thy fortune till to-day ;
Thy duties thou couldst exereise in sport,

» Indulge all lovely instinets, act for ever

With undivided heart. It can remain
No longer thus.  Like enemies, the roads
Start from each other.  Duties strive with duties.
Thou must needs choose thy party in the war
Which i+ now kindling ’twixt thy friend and him
Who is thy emperor.

Maox. War! is that the name ?
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War is as frightful as heaven’s pestilence.
Yet it is good, is it heaven’s will as that is.
Is that a good war, which against the emperor
Thou wagest with the enperor’s own army ?
O God of heaven! what a change is this!
Bescems it me to ofter such persuasion
To thee, who like the fix’d star of the pole
Wert all I gazed at on life’s trackless ocean ?
O! what a rent thou makest in my heart!
The ingrain’d instinct of old reverence,
The holy Labit of obedicney,
Must 1 pluck live asunder from thy name?
Nay, do not turn thy countenance upon me—
It always was as a god looking at me!
Duke Wallenstein, its power is not departed :
The senses still are in thy honds, although,
Bleeding, the soul hath freed itself.

Wal. Max., hear me.

Mazr. O! do it not, 1 pray thee, do it not!
There is a pure and noble soul within thece,
Knows not of this unblest, unlucky doing.
Thy will is chaste, it is thy faney only
Which hath polluted thee—and innocence,
It will not let itself be driven away
From that world-awing aspect. Thou wilt net,
Thou canst not, end in this. It would reduce
All human creatures to disloyalty
Against the noblencss of their own nature.
"Twill justify the vulgar misbelief,
Which holdeth nothing noble in free-will,
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And trusts itself’ to impotence alone,
Made powertul only in an unknown power.

Wal. The world will judge me sternly, I expect it.
Already have I suid to my own sclf
All thou canst say to me.  Who hut avoids
The extreme, can he by going round avoid it ?
But here there is uo choice.  Yes—I must use
Or sufier violenee—so stands the case,
There remains nothing possible but that.

Mar. O that is never possible for thee!
'Tis the last desperate resource of those
Cheap souls, to whom their honour, their good name
Is their poor saving, thew last worthless keep,
Which having staked and lost, they stuke themselves
In the mad rage of gaming.  Thou art rich,
And glorious; with an unpoliuted heart
Thou canst make conguest of whate’er seems highest !
But he, who onee hath acted infamy,
Does nothing more in this world.

Wal. (grasps his hand.) Calmly, Max. !
Much that ix great und exeellent will we
Pertorm together yet.  And if’ we only
Stand on the height with dignity, *tis soon
Forgotten, Max,, by what road we ascended.
Believe me, many a crown shines spotless now,
That yet was deeply sullied in the winning.
To the cvil spirit doth the carth belong,
Not to the good. All, that the powers divine
Send from above, are universal blessings:
Their light rejoices us, their air refreshes,

VOL. IIL 11
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But never yet was man enrich’d by them :
In their eternal realms no property
Is to be struggled for—all there is general.
The jewcl, the all-valued gold we win
From the decciving Powcers, depraved in nature,
That dwell beneath the day and blessed sun-light.
Not without sacrifices are they rengder’d
Propitious, and there lives no sout on carth
That ¢’er retired unsullied from their serviee,

Max. ‘Whate’er is human, to the human being
Do I allow—and to the vehement
And striving spirit readily I pardon
The excess of action ; but to thee, my general!
Above all others make I large concession.
For thou must move a world, and be the master—
He kills thee, who condemns thee to inaction.
So be it then ! mnintain thee in thy post
By violence. Resist the emperor,
And if it must be, foree with force repel :
1 will not praise it, yet I can forgive it.
But not—not to the {raitor—ycs !'—the word
Is spoken out
Not to the traitor can I yicld a pardon.
That is no niere excess ! that is no error
Of human nature—that is wholly different,
O that is black, black as the pit of hell!

[ Wallenstein betrays ¢ sudden agitation.

Thou canst not hear it named, and wilt thou do it
O turn hack to thy duty. That thou canst,
1 hold it certain. Send me to Vienna:
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Pll make thy peacc for thee with the emperor,
He knows thee not.  But I do know thee. He
Shall sec thee, duke! with my unclouded cye,
"And I bring back his confidence to thee.

Wal. 1tistoo late. Thou knowest not what has

happen’d.

Mazx. Were it {oo late, and were things gone so far,
That a crime only could prevent thy fall,
Then—fall! fall honourably, even as thou stood’st.
Losc the command:  Go from the stage of war.
Thou canst with splendour do it—do it too
With innocence.  Thou hast lived much for others,
At length live thou for thy own self. I follow thee.
My destiny I never part from thine,

Wal. Ttistoo late! Iiven now, while thou art losing
Thy words, one after the other are the mile-stones
Left fust behind by my post couricers,

Who bear the order on to Prague and Fgra.
[Muz. stands as convulsed, with a gesture and
counlenance expressing the most intense anguish.
Yield yourself to it. We act as we are forced.
I cannot give assent to my own shame
And ruin. Thou—no—thou canst not forsake me!
So let us do, what must be done, with dignity,
With a firm step. 'What am I doing worse
Than did famed Caesar at the Rubicon,
When he the legions led against his country,
The which his country had deliver'd to him?
Had he thrown down the sword, he had been lost,
As I were, if I but disarm’d myself.
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1 trace out something in me of his spirit ;
Give me his luck, the other thing Tl bear.
[Maz. quits him abruptly. Wallenstein, startled
and overpowered, conlinues looking after him,
and s still in this posture when Tertsky enlers.

Scene 1IL.—Wallenstein, Tertsky.

Tert. Max. Piccolomini just left you?

Wal. Where is Wrangel ?
Tert. 1le is already gone.
Wal. In such a hurry?

Tert. It is as if the earth had swallow’d him.
He had scarce lceft thee, when 1 went to scek him.
T wish'd som» words with him—but he was gone.
How, when, and where, could no one tell me. Nay,
1 half believe it was the devil himself;
A human creature could not so at once
Have vanish’d
Hilo. (enters.) Is it true that thou wilt send
Octavio ?
Tert. How, Octavio! Whither send him ?
Wal. He goes to Frauenberg, and will lead hither
The Spanish and Italian regiments.

Illo. No!
Nay, heaven forbid ?
Wal. And why should heaven forbid ?

Illo. Him!—that deceiver! Wouldst thou trust
to him
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The soldiery? Him wilt thou let slip from thee,
Now, in the very instunt that decides us——  [no!
Tert. Thou wilt not do this!—No! I pray thee,
' Wal. Ycare whimsical.
Illo. O Dbut for this time, duke,
Yield to our warning! Let him not depart.
Wal. And why should I not trust him only this
time,
Who Lave always trusted him? What, then, has
happen’d,
That I should lose my good opinion of him ?
In complaisance to your whiins, not my own,
I must, forsooth, give up a rooted judgment.
Think not I am a woman. Tlaving trusted him
E’en till to-day, to-day too will I trust him.
Tert. Must it be he—he only ?  Send another.
Wal. It must be he, whom T inyselt’ have chosen ;
I1e is well fitted for the business. Therefore
1 gave it him.
Hlo. Beeause he’s an Ttalian—
Therefore is he well fitted for the business!
Wal. 1 know you love them not—nor sire nor
son—

" Because that T esteem them, love them—visibly
Esteem thiem, love them more than you and others,
E’en as they merit. Theretore are they eye-blights,
Thorns in your foot-path. But your jealous:

In what affect they me or my concerns?
Are they the worse to me because you hate them ?
Love or hate one another as you will,
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1 leave to each man his own moods and likings ;

Yet know the worth of each of you to me.
Illo. Von Questenberg, while he was here, was

always

Lurking about with this Octavio. [mission.
Wal. It happen’d with my knowledge and per-
Hlo. Tknow that secret inessengers came to him

From Galus——

Wal. That’s not true.

1o O thou art blind,
With thy deep-seeing eyes!

Wal. Thou wilt not shake

My faith for me—my faith, which founds itself

On the profoundest science. If ’tis false,

Then the whole science of the stars is false ;

For know, 1 have a pledge from Fate itself,

That he is the most faithful of my friends.  [false?
Illo. Hast thou a pledge, that this pledge is not
Wal. There exist moments in the life of man,

‘When he is nearer the great Soul of the world

Than is man’s custom, and possesses frecly

The power of questioning his destiny :

And such a moment ’twas, when in the night

Before the action in the plains of Lutzen,

Leaning against a tree, thoughts crowding thoughts,

I lowout far upon the ominous plain.

My Whole life, past and future, in this moment

Before my mind’s eye glided in procession,

And to the destiny of the next morning

The spirit, fill’'d with anxious presentiment,
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Did knit the most removed futurity.
Then said I also to myself; “ So many
Dost thou command. They follow all thy stars,
*And as on some great nuuber set their AN
Upon thy single head, and only man
The vessel of thy fortune.  Yet a day
Will coine, wheu .] Jestiny shall once more scatter
All these in many a several direetion @
Few be they who will stand out faithful to thee.”
I yearn’d to know which one was faithfulest
Of all, this camp included.  Great Destiny,
Give me a sign!  And Le shall be the man,
Who, on the approaching morning, comes the first
To meet me with a token of his love:
And thiuking this, 1 fell into a slumber.
Then midnost iu the battle was 1 led
In spirit.  Great the pressure and the tumult!
Then was my horse kill’d under me: I sank;
And over me away all unconecernedly,
Drove horse and rider—and thus trod to pieces
I lay, and panted like a dying manj;
Then scized me suddenly a saviour arm :
It was Octavio’s—I1 awoke at once,
"*Twas broad day, and Oclavio stood before me.
“My brother,” said he, ¢ do not ride to-day
The dapple, as you’re wont ; but mount the horse
‘Whieh I have chosen for thee. Do it, brother!
In love to me. A strong dream warn’d me so,”
It was the swifiness of* this horse that snatch’d me
From the hot pursuit of Bannier’s dragoons,



168 THE PICCOLOMINI.

My cousin rode the dapple on that day,
And never more saw I or horse or rider.
Illo. 'That was a chance.
Wal. (significantly.)  There’s no such thing as
chance.
In brief; ’tis sign’d and seal’d that this Octavio
Is my good augel—and now no word more.
[He is retiring.
Tert. 'This is my comfort—Max. remains our
hostage.
Iilo. And he shall never stir from here alive.
Wal. (stops and turns himself round.) Are ye not
like the women, who for ever
Only recur to their first word, although
One had been tulking reason by the hour!
Know, that the human being’s thoughts and deeds
Are not, like oreau Inllows, blindly moved. o
The inner world, his microcosmus, s, '
The decp shaft, out of which they spring eternally.
They grow by certain laws, like the tree’s fruit—
No juggling chance can metamorphose them.
Iave I the human kernel first examined ?
Then I know, too, the future will and action.
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ScenE IV.—d chamber in Piccolomini’s dwelling-
house.

Octavio Piccolomint, Isolunt, entering.

Isol. Ilerc am I—Well! who comes yet of the

others?

Ocla. (with an air of mystery.) But, first a word

with you, Count Ixolani.

Isol. (assuming the same air of mystery.) Will it

explode, ha P—Is the duke about
To make the attempt ? - 1 me, friend, you may place
Trull confidence.—Nuay, put e to the proof.

Octa. That may happen.

Isol. Noble brother, T am
Not one of those men who in words are valiant,
And when it comes to action skulk away.

The duke has acted towards me as a friend.
God knows it is so; and I owe him all—
Ile may rely on my fidelity.

Octa. That will be secen hercafter.

Isol. Be on your guard.
All think not as T think ; and there are many
‘Who still hold with the court—yes, and they say
That those stolen signatures bind them to nothing.

Octa. 1 am rejoiced to hear it.

Isol. You rejoice !

Octa. That the emperor has yet such gallant

servants,
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And loving friends.
Isol. Nay, jeer not, T entreat you.
They are no such worthless fellows, I assure you.
Octa. 1 am assured already. God forbid
That I should jest!—In very serious earnest,
I am rejoiced to see an honest cause
So strong.
Isol. 'The devil'—what '—why, what means this?
Are you not, then——For what, then, am I here?
Octa. That you may make full declaration, whether
You will be eall’'d the friend or enemy
Of the emperor. [friend,
Isol. (with an air of defiance.) That declaration,
P’ll make to Lim in whom a right is placed
To put that question to me.
Octa. Whether, count,
That right is mine, this paper may instruct you.
Isol. (stammering.) Why—why—what! thisis the
emperor’s hand and scal! [Reads.
¢ Whereas, the officers collectively
Throughout our army will obey the orders
Of the lieutenant-general Piccolomini. [yes!—
As from oursclves”—Hem !—Yes ! so!—Yes!
I—I give you joy, lieutenant-general !
Octa. And you submit you to the order ?
Isol. T—
But you have taken me so by surprise—
Time for reflection one must have——
Octa. Two minutes.
Isol. My God! But then the case is——
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Octa. Plain and simple. *
You must declare you, whether you determine
"To act a treason ’gainst your lord and sovereign.
Or whether you will serve him faithfully.
Iol.  Treason!—My God '—But who talks then of
treason ?
Octa. That is the case. The prince-duke is a
traitor—
Means to lead over to the enemy
The emperor’s army.—Now, count !'—brief and full—
Say, will you break your oath to the emnperor ?
Sell yourself to the enemy ?— Say, will you ?
Isol. What mnean you? I—I break my oath, d’ye
say,
To his imperial majesty ?
Did 1 suy so >—When, when have I said that ?
Octa. You have not said it yet—not yet. This
instant
I wait to hicar, count, whether you will say it
Isol. Ay! that delights e now, that you yourself
Bear witness for me that I never said so.
Octae. And you renounce the duke, then?
Isol. If he’s planning
* Treasou—why, treason breaks all bonds asunder.
Octe. And are deterniined, too, to fight against
him? -
Isol. 1le has done me service—but if he’s a vil-
lain,
Perdition scize him !—All scores are rubl’d off.
Octa. 1 am rejoiced that you're so well-disposed.
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This night break off’ in the utmost socrecy
With all the light-armed troops—it must appear
As came the order from the duke himself.
At Frauenberg’s the place of rendezvous ;
There will Count (Galas give you further orders.
Isol. Itshall be done. But yow’ll remember me
With the emperor—how well-disposed you found 1ne.
Octa. 1 will not fail to mention it ionourably.
[Exit Tsolani. A scrvant enlers.
What, Colonel Butler '—Show him up.
Isol. (relurning.) Forgive me too my bearish ways,
old father!
Lord God! how should I know, then, what a great
Person I had before me?
Octa. No excuses!
Isol. Y am a merry lad, and if at tiie
A rash word might eseape me gainst the court
Amidst my wine—you know no harm was meant.
[ Eait.
Octe.  You need not be uneasy on that score.
That has succeeded.  Fortune favour us
With all the others only but as much!

SceNe V.—Oclavio Piccolomini, Butler.

But. At your cormmnand, lieutenant-general.

Octa. Welcomne, as honour’d friend and visiter.

But. You do me too much honour.

Octa. (afler both have seated themselves.) You have
not
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Return’d the advances which I made you yesterday—
Misunderstood theny as mere empty forms.
That wish procceded trom my heart—I was
1o carnest with you—for ’tis now a time
In which the honest should uuite most closely.
Bul. ’Tis only the like-iminded can unite,
Octa. True! apd 1 name all honest men like-
minded.
I never charge a man but with those acts
To which Ins character deliberately
Impels hin: for alas! the violence
Of blind misunderstandings often thrusts
The very best of us fromn the right track.
You came through Franenberg.  Did the Count Galas
Say nothing 1o you? Tecll me. He's my friend.

But.  1is words were lost on me.

Octa. It gricves me sorely,
To hear it: for his counsel was most wise.

I had mysclt’ the like to offer.

But. Spare
Yourself the trouble—me th’ embarrassment,

To have deserved so ill your good opinion.

Octa. 'The time is precious—Ilet us talk openly.
You know how matters stand here. Wallenstein
Meditates treason—1I can tell you further—

He has committed treason ; but few hours
Have past, since he a covenant concluded
With the enemy. The messengers arc now
Full on their way to Lgra and to Prague.
To-morrow he intends to Jead us over
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To the enemy. But he deceives himself';

For Prudence wakes—the emperor has still
Many and faithful friends hiere, and they stand

In closest union, mighty though unscen,

This manifesto sentences the duke—

Recalls the obedienee of the army from him,
And summons all the loyal, all the honest,

To join and recognise in e their leader,
Choose—will you share with us an honest cause ?
Or with the evil share an evil lot.

Bud. (rises.) Uislot is mine.

Octa. Is that your last resolve ?

But. Ttis.

Octa. Nay, but bethink you, colonel Butler !
As yet you have time. ' Within iny faithful breast
That rashly-utter’d word remains interr’d.

Recall it, Butier! choose a better party :
You have not chosen the right one.

But. (going.) Any other
Commands for me, lieutenant-gencral ?

Octa. See your white hairs! Recall that word!

But. Farewell !

Octu. What? Would you draw this good and,

gallant sword
In such a cause?  Into a curse would you
Transtorin the gratitude which you have earn’d
By forty year# fidelity from Austria ?

Bul. (laugling with bitterness.) Gratitude from the

house of Austria! [He is going.
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Octa. (permits him o go as far as the door, then calls
after hum.)  Butler!
But. ‘What wish you?
° Octa. How wax’t with the count ?
But. Count? what?
Octa. (coldly.) 'The title that you wish’d, T mean.
But. (starts in sudden passion.) Hell und damua-
tion!
Ocla. (coldly.) You petition’d for it—
And your petition was repel’d—Was it so ?
But. Your insolent scoff shall not go by unpun-
ish’d.
Draw !
Octa. Nay! your sword to’ts sheath! and tell me
calinly
How all that happen’d. T will not refuse you
Your satisfaction afterwards—Calmly, Butler !
But. Be the whole world acquainted with the
weakness
For which 1 never can forgive mnyself ;
Licutenant-general ! 'Yes—I have ambition.
Ne’er was I able to endure contempt.
It stung me to the quick, that birth and title
Should have more weight than merit has in the army.
I would fain not be meaner than iy equal.
So in an cvil hour I let myself
Be tempted to that measure. It was folly!
But yet so hard a penance it deserved not.
It might have been refused ; but wherefore barb
And venom the refusal with conterapt ?
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Why dash to earth and crush with heaviest scorn
The gray-hair’d man, the faithtul veteran ?
Why to the bascness of his parentage
Refer himn with such eruel roughiness, only
Because he had a weak hour and forgot himself?
But Nature gives asting ¢’en to the worm
Which wanton Power treads on in sport and insult.
Octa. You must have been calumniated.  Guess
you
The encmy, who did you this ill service?
Bul. Bet who it will—a most Jow-hearted
scoundrel,
Some vile court-minion must it be, some Spaniard,
Some young squire of some ancient funily,
In whose light T may stand, some envious knave,
Stung to the soul by my fair self-carn’d honours!
Ocia. But tell me!  Did the duke approve that
measure ?
But. Himsel{'impell’d me to it, used his interest
In my behalf with all the warmth of friendship.
Octa. Ay? are you sure of that?

But. 1 read the letter,
Octa. And so did I—but the contents were differ-
ent. [ Buller is suddenly struck.

By chance ' in possession of that letter—
Can leave it to your own eyes to convince you.
| He gives hum the letler.
But. Ha! what is this ?
Ocla. I fear me, colonel Butler,
An infumous game have they been playing with you.
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The duke, you say, impell’d you to this measure ?
Now, in this letter talks he in contempt
Concerning you, counsels the minister
To give sound chastisement to your conceit,
For so he calls it.
[Butler reads through the letler, his knees tremble,
he seizes a chair, and sinks down in it
You have no enemy, no persecutor ;
There’s no one wishes ill to you. Ascribe
The insult you received to the duke only.
His aim ix clear and palpable. e wish’d
To tear you from your emperor—he hoped
To gain from your revenge what he well knew
(What your long-tried fidelity convinced him)
Ile ne’er could dare expeet from your calm reason.
A blind tool would he inuke you, in contempt
Use you, as means of most abandon’d ends.
e has gain’d his point. Too well has he succeeded
In luring you away from that good path
On which you had been journeying forty years!
Bul. (his voice trembling.) Can e’er the emperor’s
majesty forgive me ?
« Octe. More than forgive you; he would fain
compensate
For that aflront, and most unmerited gricvance
Sustain'd by a deserving, gallant veteran.
From his trce iimpulse he confirms the present,
Which the duke made you for a wicked purpose.
The reginent, which you now command, is your’s.
[Butler altempts to rise, sinks down again. He
VOL. 1IL 12
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labours tnwardly wnth violent cmotions ; tries fo
speak, and cannot. At length helakes his sword
Srom the belt, and offers it to Piccolomant.

Octa. What wish you? Recollect yourself] friend.

But. Take it.
Octa. But to what purpose? Calm yourselfl
But. . . O take it!

T am no longer worthy of this sword.
Octa. Receive it then anew from my hands—and
Wear it with honour for the right cause ever.
But. ——DPerjure mysclf to such a gracious sove-
reign !
Octa. You’ll make amends. Quick! break off
from the duke!
But. Break off’ {rom him'!
Octa. What now? Bethink thyself.
But. (no longer governing his emotion.) Ounly break
oft’ from him! he dies! he dies!
Octa. Come aficr me to Frauenberg, where now
All who are loyal, are assembling under
Counts Altringer and Galas.  Many others
Pve brought to a remembrance of their duty.
This night be sure that you escape from Pilsen.
But. (strides up and down in excessive agilation, then
sleps up to Octavio with resolved counenance.)
Count Piccolomini! Dare that man speak
Of honour to you, who once broke his troth ?
Octa. He who repents so deeply of it, dares.
But. Then leave me here, upon my word of honour!
Octa. 'What’s your design ?
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But. Leave me and my regiment.
Octa. T have full confidence in you. But tell me
What are you brooding ?
But. That the deed will tell you.
Ask me no more at present. 'T'rust to me.
Ye may trust safely. By the living God
Ye give him over, sot to his good angel!
Farewell. [ Exit Buller.
Servant (enlers with o billet.) A stranger left it, and
is gone.
The prince-duke’s horses wait for you helow.
[ Exit servant.
Octa. (reads). “Be surc make haste! Your faith-
ful Isolan.”
—O that I bad but left this town beliind me,
To split upon a rock so near the haven !'—
Away! This is no longer a safe place for me!
Where can iny son be tarrying?

Scene VI.—Octavio and Mar. Piccolomint.

(Muzx. enters almost in a statc of derangement from
cxlreme agitation, his c¢yes roll wildly, his walk s

’ unsteady, and he appears not to observe his father,
who stends al a distance, and gazes at kim with a
countenance erpressive of compassion. He paces
with long strides through the chamber, then stands
still again, and at last throws himself inlo a chair,
staring vacantly at the object directly before him.)

Octa. (advances lo him.) T am going off my son.
[ Receiving no answer, he takes his hand.
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My son, farewell.
Mar. Farewell.
Octe. Thou wilt soon follow me ? \
Maxr. I follow thee?
Thy way is crooked—it is not my way.
[ Octavio drops his hand, and starls back.

O, hadst thou heen but simple and sineere,
N¢er had it come to this—all bad stood otherwise.
He had not done that foul and horrible deed :
The virtuous had retain’d their influence o’er him:
1lc had not fallen into the snares of villains.
Whercfore so like a thief; and thief’s accomplice,
Didst ereep behind him—lurking for thy prey ?
O, unblest falsehood! mother of all evil!
Thou misery-making demon, it is thou
That sink’st us in perdition.  Simple truth,
Sustainer of the world, had saved us all!
Father, I will not, 1 can not excuse thee!
Wallenstein has deeeived me—0, most foully!
But thou hast acted not wuch beteer.

Ocla. Son!
My son, ah! I forgive thy agony!

Ma.. (rises and conlemplates his father with looks of
suspicion.) Waus’t possible? hadst thou the
heart, my father,

Hadst thou the heart to drive it to such lengths,
With cold premeditated purpose ? Thou—
Hadst thou the heart, to wish to sce him guilty,
Rather than saved ? Thou risest by his fall.
Octavio, ’twill not please me.
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Ocla. God in heaven'
Mar. O, woe is me! sure I have changed my
nature.

1low comes suspicion here—in the free soul?
Hope, confidence, belief, are gone ; for all
Lied to me, all that T ¢’er loved or honour’d.
No! no! not all! $She—she yet lives for me,
And she is true, and open as the heavens !
Deceit is every where, hypoerisy,

Murder, and poisoning, treason, perjury :
The single holy spot is our love,

The only unprofaned in human nature.

Ocla. Max.! we will go together. *Twill be better.
Mar. What? cre 've taken a last parting leave,
The very last—no, never!
Ocla. Spare thyself
The pang of necessary separation.
Come with me! Come, my son!
[Attempts to take him with him.
Mazx. No! as sure as God lives, no!
Octa. (more urgently.) Come with me, 1 command
thee! I, thy father.

, Muzx. Command me what is human. Istay here.
Ocfa. Max.! in the emperor’s nune I bid thee come.
Mazx. No emperor has power to preseribe

Laws to the heart; and wouldst thou wish to rob me
Of the solc blessing which my fate hus left me,

Her sympathy ?  Must then a eruel deed

Be done with cruelty ? The unalterable

Shall I perform ignobly—stcul away,
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With stealthy coward flight forsake her?  No!
She shall behold my sutlering, my sore anguish,
Hear the complaints of the disparted soul,
And weep tears o’cr me.  Oh! the human race
Have steely souls—but she is as an angel.
From the black deadly madness of despair
Will she redeem my soul, and in goft words
Of comfort, plaining, loose this pang of death!
Octa. Thou wilt not tear thyselt’ away ; thou canst
not.
O, come, my son! I bid thee save thy virtue,
Mar. Squander not thou thy words in vain.
The heart I follow, for 1 dare trust to it.
Ocla. (trembling and losing: all self-command.) Max.!
Max.! if that most damned thing could be,
If thou—my son—my own blood—(darc T think it ?)
Do sell thyself to him, the infamous,
Do stamp this brend upon our noble house,
Then shall the world behold the horrible deed,
And in unnatural combat shall the steel
Of the son trickle with the father’s blood.

Maz. O hadst thou always better thought of men.
Thou hadst then acted better.  Curst suspicion !
Unboly, miserable doubt! To him
Nothing on carth remains unwrenel’d and firm, ¢’ ’
Who has no faith,

Octa. And if I trust thy heart,
Will it be always in thy power to follow it ?

Mazx. The heart’s voice thou hast not o’erpower’d—

as little
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Will Wallenstein be able to o’erpower it.
Octa. O, Max.! 1 sec thee never more again !
Mar. Unworthy of thec wilt thou never see me.
* Octa. 1 go to Frauenberg—the Pappenheimers
I leave thee here, the Lothrings too ; Toskana
And Tiefeubach remain here to proteet thee.
They love thee, and are faithful to their oath,
And will far rather fall in gallant contest
Than leave their rightful leader, and their honour.
Mar. Rely on this, I cither leave my lite
In the struggle, or conduct them out of Pilsen.
Ocla. Farcwell, mmy son!
Mar. Tarewell!
Octa. How ! not onc look
Of filial love! No grasp of the hand at parting ?
It is a bloody war to which we are going,
And the event uneertain and in darkness.
So used we not to part—it was not so!
Is it then true? I have a son no Jonger?
[Maux. fulls indo his arms, they hold each other for
a long lime in a speechless embrace, then go
away at different sides.  (The curtain drops.)






THE DEATH OF WALLENSTEIN ;

A TRAGEDY, IN FIVE ACTS.






PREIFACE.

Tue two Dramag, Piccorominy, or the first part of
Warrnnstran, and WaLLENsTEIN, are introduced in
the oniginal manuscript by a Prelude 1n one Act, entitled
Wartenstean’s Cane.  This is written in rhyme, and
in nine-syllable verse, in the same Ilting metre (f that
expression may be permitted) with the second Eclogue
of Spencer’s Shepherd’s Calendar.

This Prelude possesses a sort of broad humor, and is
not deficient in character ; but to have translated it into
prose, or into any other metre than that of the original,
would have given a false idea both of 1ts style and pur-
port; to have translated it into the same metre would
have becn incompatible with a faithful adherence to the
sense of the German, from the comparative poverty of
our language in rhymes; and 1t would have becn unad-
visable, from the incongruity of those lax verses with
the present taste of the English public. Scluller’s in-
tention scems to have been merely to have prepared his
reader for the Tragedies by a lively picture of the laxity
of discipline, and the mutinous dispositions of Wallen-
stein’s soldiery. 1t is not necessary as a preliminary
explanation. For thesc reasons it has been thought
expedient not to translate it.

The admirers of Schiller, who have abstracted their
idea of that author from the Robbers, and the Cabal and
Love, plays in which the main interest is produced by
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the cxcitement of curiosity, and in which the curiosity
is excited by terrible and extraordinary incident, will
not have perused, without some portion of disappoint-
ment, the Dramas, which it has been my employment to
translate. They should, howevd}, feflect that these are
Historical Drainas, taken from a popular German His-
tory ; that we must therefore judge of them in some
measure with the feelings of Germaus; or by analogy,
with the interest excited in us by similar dramas in our
own language. Few, I trust, would be rash or ignorant
cnough to compare Schiller with Shakspeare; yet,
merely as illustration, I would say that we should pro-
ceed to the perusal of Wallenstemn, not from Lear or
Othello, but from Richard the Second, or the three parts
of Henry the Sixth. We scarcely expect rapidity in an
Historical Drama ; and many prolix specches are par-
doned from characters, whose names and actions have
formed the most amusing tales of our early life. On
the other hand, there exist in these plays more individual
beauties, more passages whose excellence will bear re-
flection, than in the former productions of Schiller.
The description of the Astrological Tower, and the re-
flections of the Young Lover, which follow it, form in
the original a fine poem ; and my translation must have
becn wretched indeed, if it can have wholly overclouded
the beauties of the scene in the first Act of the first Play
between Questenberg, Max., and Octavio Piccolomini.
If we except the scene of the setting sun in the Robbers,
I know of no part in Schiller’s Plays which equals the
whole of the first scenc of the fifth Act of the concluding
Play. It would be unbecoming in me to be more diffuse
on this subject. A translator stands connected with the
original author by a certain law of subordination, which



PREFACE, 189

makes it more decorous to point out excellencies than
defects - indced he is not likely to be a fur judge of
either. The pleasure or disgust from his own labour
*will mingle with the feelings that arise from an after-
view of the original. Even 1in the first perusal of a
work in any forcign language which we understand, we
are\ipt to attribute to it more excellence than it really
possesses, from ouf own pleasurable sense of difficulty
overcome without effort.  Translation of poetry into
poctry is difficult, because the translator must give a
brilliancy to lus lJanguage without that warmth of original
conception, from which such brilliancy would follow of
its own accord. But the translator of a living author
is encumbered with additional inconvemiences. If he
render his original faithfully, as to the sense of cach
passage, he must necessarily destroy a considerable por-
twon of the spird ; if he endeavour to give a work ex-
ccuted according to laws of compensalion, he subjects
himself to imputations of vanity, or misrepresentation.
I have thought it my duty to remain bound by the sense
of my original, with as few exccptions as the nature of
the lunguages rendered possible.
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THE DEATIH OF WALLENSTEIN.

ACT 1

SceNE L.—2 Chamber in the House of” the Duchess of
Friedland.

Countess Terisky, Thekla, Lady Neubrunn, (the two
lalter sit al the same table at work.

Coun. (watching them from the opposite side.) So
you have nothing to ask me—nothing ?

I have been waiting for a word from you.

And could you then endure in all this time

Not once to speak his name ?

[T'hekla remaining silent, the Counless rises and
advances to her.
Why, how comes this?

Perhaps 1 am already grown superfluous,

And other ways cxist, besides through me ?

Confess it to me, Thekla ; have you seen him ?
Thek. 'To-day and yesterday I have not seen him.
Coun. And not heard from him, either? Come,

be open.
Thek. No syllable.
Coun. And still you are so calm ?
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Thek. T am.
Coun. May’t please you, leave us, Lady Neubrunn.
[Exit Lady Nevbrunn.

SceNE 11.—The Counless, Thekla.

Coun. It does not please me, princess, that he holds
Himselt’ so still, exactly at this time.
Thek, Exactly at this time ?
Coun. He now knows all :
"Twere now the moment to declare himself.
Thek. 1f T’m 1o understand you, speak less darkly.
Coun. ’Twas for that purposc that I bade her
leave us,
Thekla, yon are no more a child.  Your heart
1s now no more in nonage: for you love,
And boldness dwells with love—that you have proved.
Your nature moulds itself upon your father’s
More than your mother’s spirit. Therefore may you
Hear, what were too much for her fortitude.
Thek. Y.nough: no further preface, I entreat you.
At once, out with it!  Be it what it may,
It is not possible that it should torture me
e"lore than this introduction. What have you
o say to me? Tell me the whole, and bricfly !
Courn. You'll not be frighten’d——
Thek. Narne it, I entreat you.
Coun. It lies within your power to do your father
A weighty service—
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Thek. Lies within my power ?
Coun. Max. Piccolomini loves you. You can
link him
Indissolubly to your futher.
Thek. I?
What need of mc for that¥  And is he not
Al;undy link’d to Lim ?
Coun. He was.
Thek. And whercfore
Should he not he so now—not be so always ?
Cuun. He cleaves to the emperor too.

T'hek. Not more than duty
And honour may demand of him
Coun. We ask

Proofs of his love, and not proofs of his honour.
Duty and honour!
Those are ambiguous words with many meanings.
You should interpret them for him : his love
Should be the sole definer of his honour.
Thek. How?
Coun. The empcror or you must he renounce.
Thek. He will accompuny my father gladly
In his retirement.  From himself you heard,
How much he wish'd to lay aside the sword.
Coun. ITc must not lay the sword aside, we mean ;
He must unsheathe it in your father’s cause.
Thek. He'll spend with gladness and alacrity
is life, his heart’s-blood in my father’s cause,
If' shame or injury be inteuded him. [then :—
Coun. You will not understand me. Well, hear
VOL. III. 13
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Your futher has fallen oft’ from the emperor,

And is about to join the encmy

With the whole soldiery—-
Thek. Alas, my mother!
Coun. 'There needs a great example to draw on

The army after him. T'he Piccolomini

Possess the love and reverenee of the troops;

They govern all opinions, and wherever

They lead the way, none hesitate to follow.

The son sceures the father to onr interests—

You've much in your hands at this moment.
Thek. Ab,

My miscruble mother! what a death-stroke

Awaits thee ! —No ! she never will survive it.
Coun. She will accomnmodate her soul to that

Which is and must be. I do hnow your mother.

The far-off furare weighs upon her heart

With torture of anxiety ; hut is it

Unalterably, actually present,

She svon resigns herself; aud bears it calmly.
Thek. O my forcboding hosom! Fven now,

f’en now 'tis here, that icy hand of horror!

And my young hope Jies shuddering in its grasp ;

I knew it well—no sooner had I enter’d,

A heavy ominons presentiment

Reveal’d to me, that spirits of death were hovering

Over my happy fortune. Bt why think I

First of myselt? My mother! O my mother!
Coun. Culm yourself! Break not out in vain

lamenting !
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Preserve you for your father the firm friend,
And for yoursclf the lover, all will yet
Prove good and fortunate.

Thek. Prove good! What good?
Must we not part >—part nc’er to meet again ?

Coun. He parts not from you! lle cannot part

' from you. e

Thek.  Alas for his sore anguish! Tt will rend
His heart asunder.

Coun. If indeed he loves you,
His resolution will be speedily taken.

Thek. His resolution will be speedily taken—
O do not doubt of that! A resolution!
Does there remnain one to be taken ?

Coun. Hush!
Collect yourself! T hear your mother coming.

T'hek. Iow shall 1 bear to sce her?

Coun. Collect yourself.

SceNE I1L—T% them enter the Duchess.

Duch. (to the Counless.) Who was here, sister?
I heard some one talking,
And pussionately too.

Coun. Nay! There was no one.
Duch. I am grown so timorous, every trifling
noiso

Scatters my spirits, and announces to me
The footstep of some messenger of evil,
And you can tclt me, sister, what the event is?
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Will he agree to do the emperor’s pleasure,
And send the horse-regiments to the cardinal ?
Tell me, has he dismiss’d Von Questenberg
With a favourable answer?
Coun. No, hie has not.
Duch. Alas! then all is lost ! 1 see it coming
The worst that can come! Yoo, they will depose
him;
The accursed business of the Regensburg diet
Will all be acted o’er again !
Joun. No! never!
Make your heart casy, sister, as to that.
[T'hekla, 1n extreme agilation, threws herself upen
her mother, and enfolds ker in her arms, weeping.
Duch. Yes, my poor child!
Thou too hast lost a most aflectionate godmother
In the empress. O that stern uubending man'!
In this unhappy marringe what have 1
Not suffered, not endured?  For even as if’
I had been link’d on to some wheel of fire
That restless, ceascless, whirls impetuous onwani,
I have pased a life of frights and horrors with him,
And cver to the brink of some abyss 4
With dizzy headlong violence he whirls me.
Nay, do not weep, my child!  Let not my sufferings
Presignify unhappiness to thee,
Nor blacken with their shade the fate that waits thee.
There lives no sccond Friedland : thou, my child,
Hast not to fear thy mother’s destiny.
Thek. O let us supplicate him, dearest mother!
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Quick! quick! here’s no abiding-place for us.
Here every coming hour broods into life
Some new aflrightful monster.
* Duch. Thou wilt share
An easicr, calner lot, my child!  We too,
1 :m(l thy father, witness’d happy days.
Stilt think I with delight of those first years,
When he was nmkmg progress with glad cffort,
When his ambition was a genial fire,
Not that consuming flune which now it ix.
The cmperor loved him, trusted him: and all
He undertook could not but be suceessful.
But siuce that ill-starred day at Regensburg,
Which plunged him headlong from his dignity,
A gloomy uncompanionable spirit,
Unsteady and suspicious, has possess’d him.
His quiet mind forsook him, and no longer
Did he yield up himself in joy and faith
T'o his old luck and individual power;
But thenceforth turn’d his heart and best affections
All to those clondy seiences, which never
Tave yet made happy him who follow’d them.
Coun. You sceit, sister! as your cyes permit you,
But surely this is not the couversation
To pass the time in which we are waiting for him.
You know he will be soon here.  Would you have
him
Find her in this condition ?
Duch. Come, my child!
Come wipe away thy tears, and show thy father
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A cheerful countenance. See, the tic-knot here
Is off—this hair must not hang so dishevell’d.
Come, dearest! dry thy tears up. They deform
Thy gentle eye.—Well now—what was I saying?
Yes, in good truth, this Piccolomini
Is a most noble and deserving gentleman.

Coun. That is he, sister! ‘

Thek. (to the Countess, with marks of grenl oppression
of spirils.) Aunt, you will excuse me? (Is going.)
Coun. But whither? Sec, your father comes.

Thek. T caunot see him now.

Coun. Nay, but bethink you.

Thek. Believe me, I cannot sustain his presence.
Coun. But he will miss you, will ask after you.
Duch. What now? Why is she going?

Coun. She’s not well.
Duch. (anziously.) What ails then my beloved
child?

[Both follow the princess, and endeavour to detain
her.  During this Wallenslein appears, engaged
in conversation with Illo.

Scene 1V.—Wullenstein, llo, Countess, Duchess,
Thekla.

Wal. Al quiet in the camp?
Tllo. 1tis all quiet. |
Wal. Ina few hours may couriers come from
" Prague
With tidings, that this capital is ours.
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Then we may drop the mask, and to the troops
Assembled in this town make known the mcasure
And its result together.  In such cases
Example does the whole.  Whoever is foremost
Still leads the herd.  An imitative creature
Isman.  The troops at Praguc conceive no other,
Than that the Pilsen army has goue through
The forms of’ homage to us; and in Pilsen
They shall swear fealty to us, because
'The example has been given then by Prague.
Butler, you tell me, has deelared himself'?

Tllo. At his own bidding, unsolicited,
He came to offer you himsell” and regiment.

Wal. 1ind we must not give implicit credence
To every warning voice that makes itse '
Be listen’d 10 in the heart.  To hold us back,
Oft docs the lying spirit counterfeit
The voice of Truth and inward Revelation,
Scattering false oracles.  And thus have 1
To entreat forgiveness, for that seeretly
I’ve wronged this honourable gallant nan,
This Butler : for a fecling, of the which

. I am not master, (fear T would not call it,)

Creeps o’er me instantly, with sense of shuddering,
At his approach, and stops love’s joyous motion.
And this same nan, against whom I ain warn’d,
This honest man is he, who reaches to me
The first pledge of my fortune.

o, And doubt not
That his example will win over to you
The best men in the army.
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Wal. Go and send
Isolani hither. Send him immediately.
He is under recent obligations to me:
With Lim will I commence the trial.  Go.
[Exit Ho.
Wal. (turns himself round to the females.) Lo, there
the mother with the darling daughter:
For once we'll have an interval of rest—
Come! tny heart yearns to live a clondless hour
In the beloved cirele of my family.
Coun. ’Tis long sinee we've been thus together,
brother.
Hal. (lo the Countess, aside.) Can she sustain the
news?  Is she prepared 2
Coun. Not yet.
Wal. Come here,my sweet girl ! Seat thee by me,
For there is a good spirit on thy lips.
Thy mother praised to me thy ready skill:
She says a voice of melody dwells in thee,
Which doth enchiant the soul.  Now such a voice
Will drive away fromn me the evil demon
That heats his black wings close above my head.
Duch. Wliere is thy lute, my daughter? Let thy

fathier
Hear some small trial of thy skill.
Thek. My mother!
I—
Duch. Trembling? come, collect thyself. Go, cheer
Thy father.

Thek. O my mother! 1—I cannot.
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Coun. 1ow, what is that, niece ?
Thek. (to the Countess.) () sparc me—sing—now—
in this sore anxiety

*Of the o’erburthen’d soul—to sing 1o him,
Who is thrusting, even now, my mother headlong
Iyto her grave,

Duch. o How, Thekla! Humorsome ?
What! shall thy father have express’d a wish
In vain?

Coun. Here is the Tuate,

Thek. My God! liow can [—

[The orchestra plays.  During the ritornello Thek-

la cvpresses in her gestures and countensmee the ™

struggle of her feclings : and at the moment that
she should begin to sing, condracls herself to-
gelhery as one shuddering, throws the nstrument
down, and relires abruptly.

Duch. My e¢hild! O she is ill—

Wal. What ails the maiden ?
Say, is she ofien so ?
Coun. Since then herself

Has now betray’d it, 1 too must no longer
. Conceal it.

Hal. What ?
Coun. She loves him'!
Wal. T.oves him! Whom?

Coun. Max. does she love! Max. Piccolomini.
Hast thou ne’er noticed it?  Nor yet iy sister?

Duch. Was it this that Iny so heavy on her heart ?
God’s blessing on thee, my sweet child thou need’st

«

.
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Never take shame upon thee for thy choice.
Coun. This journey, if “twere not thy aim, as-
cribe it [other
To thine own self. Thou shouldst have chosen an-
To have attended her.

Wal. And does he know it?
Coun. Yes, and he hopes to winy her.
Wal. Hopes to win her!
Is the hoy mad ?
Joun. Welly hear it from themselves.
Wal. He thinks to carry off’ Duke T'riedland’s
daughter!

Ay? the thought pleases me,
The young man has no grovelling spirit.
Coun. Since
Such and such constant favour you have shown him.
Wal. e chooses finally to be my heir.
And true it is, 1 love the youth ; yea, honour him.
But must he therefore be my daughter’s husband ?
Ts it daughters only 2 Is it only children
That we must show our favour by ?
Duch. Ilis noble disposition and his manners—
Wal. Win hiin my heart, but not my daughter.

Duch. Then
His rank, his ancestors—
Wal. Ancestors! What?

He is a subject, and my son-in-law
I will seek out upon the thrones of Furope.

Duch. O dearest Albreeht! Climb we not too high,
Lest we should fall too low.
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Wal. What? have I paid
A price so heavy to ascend this cminence,
And jut out high above the common herd,
Only 10 close the mighty part I play
In Life’s great drama, with a commeon kinsman ?
Flave I for this—
[Stops suddenly, repressing himself.
She is the only thing
That will remain behind of me on earth;
And I will see a crown around her head,
Or die in the attempt to place it there.
T hazard all—all! and for this alone,
To lift her into greatness—
Yea, in this moment, in the which we are speaking—
[ He recollects himself.
And 1 must now, like a soft-hearted {ather,
Couple together in good peasant-fashion
The pair, that chance to suit each other’s liking—
And I must do it now, even now, when I
Am stretching out the wreath that is to twine
My full accomplished work—no! she is the jowel,
Which T have treasured long, my last, my noblest,
And ’tis my purpose not to let her from me
For less than a king’s sceptre.
Duch. O my husband!
You're ever building, building to the clouds,
Still building higher, and still higher building,
And ne’er rvefleet, that the poor narrow basis
Cannot sustain the giddy tottering colunn.
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Wal. (to the Countess.) Tlave you announced the
place of residence
Which I have destined for her?
Coun. No! not yet.
"Twere better you yoursclf disclosed it to her.
Duch. 1low? Do we not return to Karn then?
Wl ) No.
Duch.  And to no other of your lands or scats ?
Wal. You would not be seeure there.
Duch. Not secure
1n the emperor’s realing, beneath the enmiperor’s
Protection ?

Wal. Fricdland’s wife may be permitted
No longer to hope thal.

Duch. O God in heaven'!
And have you brought it even to this!

Wl In lolland
You'll find protection.

Duch. In a Lutheran country?

What? And you send us into Lutheran countries ?
Wul. Duke Franz of Lauenburg conducts you
thither.
Duch. Duke Franz of Lauenburg ?
The ally of Sweden, the emperor’s enemy.
Wal. The empceror’s enemics are mine no longer.
Duch. (casting a look of terror on the Duke and the
Countess.) Is it then true? Ttis. You are
degraded ?
Deposed from the command ? O God in heaven!
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Coun. (aside to the Duke.) Leave her in this belief.
Thou scest xhe cannot
Support the real truth.

o SceENe V.—T0o them enter Count Terlsky.

Coun. . —Tertsky !
What ails him?  'What an image of affright!
He looks as he had seen a ghost.
Terl. (lrading Wallenstein aside.) 1s it thy cow-
mand that all the Croats— a / +éie , « ve "

Wal. Mine!
Tert. We are betray’d.

Wal. What!

Tert. They are off!  This night

The Jigers likewise—all the villages
In the whole round are empty.

Wal. Isolani ?
Tert. Ilim thou hast sent away.  Yes, surely.
Wal. 1?

Tert. No! Hast thou not sent him off?  Nor
Deodate ?
They sre vanish’d both of them.

Scexe VIL—T0o them enter llo.

Hile. 1as Tertsky told thee?
Tert. He knows all.
Illo. And likewise
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That Esterhatzy, Goetz, Maradas, Kaunitz,
Kolatto, Palfi, have forsaken thee.

Tert. Damnation!

Wal. (winks at them.) THush!

Coun. (who has becn watching them anziously from
the distance, and now advances to them.) Tert-
sky! heaven! what is it? what has hap-
pened?

Wal. (scarcely suppressing his emolion.) Nothing!
let us be gone!

Tert. (following him.) Theresy, it is nothing.

Coun. (holding him back.) Noghing? Do I not
sce, that all the life-blood

Has left your checks—look you not like a ghost ?
That even my brother but affects a calminess ?

Page. (enters.) An aid-de-camnp inquires for the
Count Yertsky.

[Tertsky follows the page.

Wal. Go, hear his business.

(to Illo )
This could not have happen’d
So unsuspected without mutiny.
Who was on guard at the gates ?
1llo. "T'was Tiefcnbach.
Wal. Let Ticfenbach leave guard without delay,
And Tertsky’s grenadiers relieve him.,
(Itlo 18 going.)
Stop !
Hast thou heard aught of Butler?
Iito. Him I met:
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He will be here himself immediately.

Butler remaing unshaken.

[filo exit. Wallenstein is following him.
Coun. Let hitn not leave thee, sister! go, detain
himn!

Fhere’s some misfortune. [isit?
Duch. (clinging to him.) Gracious heaven! what
Wal. Be tranquil! leave me, sister! dearest wife!

We are in camp, and this is naught unusual ;

Here storm and sunshine follow one another

With rapid interchanges. These fierce spirits

Chanmp the curb angrily, and never yet

Did quict bless the temples of the leader.

If I am to stay, go you. The plaints of women

11l suit the scenes where men must act.

[He is govng : Tertsky returns.
Tert. Remain here.  I'rom this window must we

see it.
Wal. (to the Countess.) Sister, retire!
Coun. No—never.
Wal. *Tis my will.

Tert. (leads the Countess aside, and drawing her
atlention to the Duchess.) Thercsa!
Duch. Sister, come! since he commands it.

SceNE VIL—Wallenstein, Terisky.

Wal. (stepping lo the window.) What now, then ?
Tert. 'There arc strange movements among all
the troops,
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And no one knows the cause. Mysteriously,
With gloomy silence, the several corps
Marshal themselves, each under its own banners.
Tiefenbach’s corps make threat’ning movements;
The Pappenheimers still remain aloof [only
In their own quarters, and let no one enter.
Wal. Does Piccolomini appear among themn?
Tert. We are secking him: he is nowhere to be
met with.
Wal. What did the aid-de-camp dehiver to you ?
Tert. My regiments had despatcl’d himj yet
once more
They swear fidelity to thee, and wait
The shout for onset, all prepared and cager.
Wal. But whence arose this larum in the camp
Tt should have been kept seeret from the army,
Till fortune had decided for us at Prague,
Tert. O that thou hadst believed me!  Yester-
evening
Did we conjure thee not to let that skulker,
That fox, Octavio, pass the gates of Palsen.
Thou gavest him thine own horses to flee from thee.
Wal. 'The old tune still! Now, once for all no
Of this suspicion—it is doating folly. [more
Terl. Thou didst confide in Isolani oo
And lo! he was the first that did dcsert thee,
Wal. It was but yesterday I rescued him
From abject wretchedness,  Let that go by ;
I never reckon’d yet on gratitude.
And wherein doth he wrong in going from me?
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He follows still the god whom all his life
I1¢ has worship’d at the guning table,  With
My fortune, and iy seeming destiny,
‘He made the bond, and broke it not with me.
T am but the ship in which his hopes were stow’d,
Aad with the which well-pleased and confident
He traversed the qpen sea ; now he beholds it
In imminent jeopardy among the coast-rocks,
And hurries to preserve his wares.  As light
As the free bird from the hospitable twig
Where it had nested, be flies oft’ from me:
No human tie iy snapp’d betwist us two. 4~ ¢ Yeae.
Yeu, hie deserves to find himself” deceived
Who secks a heart in the unthinking man.
i Like shadows on a stream, the fnms of life
' Tmpress their characters on the smooth forchead,

}
1

i Naught sinks into the bosom’s silent depth :
Quick sensibility of pain and pleasure
) Moves the lig fluids Ii@tly but no soul
Warmeth thénner frame,
Tert. Yet, would 1 rather
Trust the smooth brow than that deep-furrow’d one.

Scene VIIL.—HWullensicin, Tertsky, Llo.

Hlo. {who enters agitated with rage.) Treason and
mutiny !
Tert. And what further now ?
Illo. Ticfenbacly’s soldicrs, when I gave the orders
VOL. 1IL 14
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To go ofl’ guard.—Mutinous villains !

Tert. Well!
Wal. What followed ?
Hio. They rcfused obedicnce to them.

Tert. Fire on thewm instantly ! Give out the order.

Hal. Gently! what causc did they assign ?

Ho. . No other,
They said, had right to issue orders but
Licutenant-general Piecolomina,

Wul. (in a convulsion of agony.) What? Tlow is

that?

Lilo. 1l takes that office on him by commission,
Under sign-mnanual of the emperor,

Tert. From the emperor—hear’st thou, duke?

e At his incitement
The genersls made that stealthy flight-—
Tert. Duke! hear’st thou?
llo. Caraffa too, and Montecuculi,
ing, with six ogicr generals,
All whom ke had indaced to follow hilfi.
This plot he has long had in writing by hin
From the emperor ; but ’twas finally concluded
‘With all the detail of the operation
Some days ago with the envoy Questenberg,
[Wallenstein sinks down inlo o chair, and covers
s face.
Tert. O hadst thou but believed me!
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SceNE 1X.— T them center the Countess.

» Coun. This suspense,

This horrid fear—I can no longer bear it.

For heaven’s sake, tell me, what has taken place ?
Illo. 'The regiments arc all falling off from us.
Tert. Octavio Piccolomini is a traitor.

Coun, O my foreboding!
[ Rushes out of the room,
Tert. Hadst theu but believed me!

Now seest thou how the stars have lied to thee.

Wal. The stars lic not; but we have here a work

Wrought counter to the stars and destiny.

The seienee is still honest: this false heart

IPorces a lie on the truth-telling heaven.

On a divine law divination rests;

Where Nature devintes from that law, and stumbles

Out of her limits, there all scicnce errs.

True, 1 did not suspect! Were it superstition

Never by such suspicion 1* have affronted

The human form, O may that time ne’er come

, In which I shame me of the infirmity.

The wildest savage drinks not with the vietim,

Into whose breast he means to plunge the sword.

This, this, Octavio, was no hero’s deed:

"Twas not thy prudence that did conquer mine;

A bad heart triumph’d o’cr an honest one.

No shicld received the assassin-stroke ; thou plungest

Thy weapon on an unprotected breast—

Against such weapons I am but a child.
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ScENE X.— T these enter Buller.

Tert. (meeting him.) O look there! Batler! Here
we've still a friend!

Wal. (meets him with outspread armns, and embraces
ham with warmth.) Come to my heart, old
comrade! Not the sun

Looks out upon us more revivingly
In the earlicst month of spring,
Than a friend’s countenance in such an hour.

DBut. My gencral: 1 come—

Wal. (leaning on DBuller’s shoulders.) Know’st
thou alrendy ?

That old man has betray’d me to the emperor.
What say’st thou? Thirty years have we together
Lived out, and held out, sharing joy and hardship.
We have slept in one camp-bed, drunk from one glass.
One morsel shared! 1 leaw’d myself on him,
As now I lean me on thy faithful shoulder.
And now in the very moment, when, all love,
All confidence, my hosom beat to his,
He sees aud takes the advantage, stabs the knife
Slowly into my hcart.

[ He hides his fuce on But'er’s breast.

But. Forget the falsc one.
What is your prescut purpose ?
Wal. Well remember’d!

Courage, my soul! I am still rich in friends,
Still loved by Destiny ; for in the moment,
That it unmasks the plotting hypocrite,
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1t sends and proves to me one faithful heart.
Of the hypocrite no more!  Think not, his loss
Was that which struck the pang: O no! his treason
* Is that which strikes this pang! No more of him!
Dear to my heart, and honour’d were they both,
And the young man—yes—he did truly love me,
He—he—has notsdeceived me.  But enough,
Enough of thi>—Swift counsel now beseeins us,
The courier, whom Count Kiusky sent from Prague,
I expecet him every moment: and whatever
He may bring with him, we must take good care
T'o keep it from the mutineers.  Quick, then!
Despateh soime messenger you can rely on
‘To meet him, and econduet him to me.
(Mo is going.
Bul. (detaining kim.) My general, whom expect
you then?

Wal. The courier
Who brings me word of the cvent at Prague.

Bul. (hesitaling.) Hem!

Wal. And what now?
But. You do not know it?
* Wl ‘Well ?

But. From what that larumn in the camp arose ?
Wal. From what?

Bul. That courier
Wal. (with eager cxpectalion.) Well ?
Bul. Iy already here.

Tert. and Lllo. (at the same time.) Already here?
Wal. My courier ?
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But. For some hours.
Wal. And I not know it?
But. The sentinels detain him

In custody.

Hllo. (stamping wilh his foot.) Damnation !

But. And his lettex
‘Was broken open, and is circulated,
Through the whole camp.

Wal. You know what it contains
But. Question me not!
Tert. Illo! alas for us.

Wal. Hide nothing from me—I can hear the worst.
Prague then is lost. It is.  Confess it freely.
But. Yes! Prague is lost. And all the several
regiments
At Budweciss, Tabor, Brannau, Konigingratz,
At Brun and Znaym, have forsaken you,
And ta’en the oaths of fealty ancw
To the emperor. Yourself, with Kinsky, Tertsky,
And Illo have been sentenced.
[Tertsky and Hlo express alarm and fury. Wal-
lenstein remains firm and collecled.
Wal. "Tis decided!
"Tis well! T have reccived a sudden cure
Fromn all the pangs of doubt: with steady stream
Or.ce more my life-blood flows! My soul’s secure!
In the night only I'riedland’s stars can beam.
Lingering irresolute, with fitful fears
T drew the sword—’twas with an inward strife,
While yet the choice was mine. The murderous
knife
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1s lifted for my heart! Doubt disappears!
1 fight now for my head and for my life.
[Exit Wallenstein ; the others follow him.

Scene X1

Coun. Terl. (exlers from a side-room.) 1 can en-
dure no longer. No! [Looks around her.
Where are they ?
No one is here.  They leave me all alone,
Alone in this sore anguish of suspense.
Aud 1 must wear the outward show of calmness
Before my sister, and shut in within me
The pangs and agonies of my crowded bosom.
It is not to be borne.~I1f all should fail ;
1—if he must go over to the Swedes,
An empty-handed fugitive, and not
As an ally, a covenanted equal,
A proud commander with his army following ;
If we must wander on from land to land,
Like the Count Palatine, of fallen greatness
An ignomiuious monument—But no!
That day I will not see! And could himself
Endure to sink so low, I would not bear
To sce him so low sunken.

SceNE XIL—Countess, Duchess, Thekla.

Thek. (endeavouring to hold back the Duchess.)
Dear mother, do stay here!
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Duch. No! Here is yet
Some trightful mystery that is hidden from me.
Why does my sister shun me?  Dow’t I see her
Tull of suspensc and anguish roam abont
From roomn to room ?—Art thou not full of terror?
Aund what umport these silent nods and gestures
Which stealthwise thou exchangest with her ?

Thek. Nothing:
Nothing, dcar mother!

Duch. (to the Countess.) Sister, I will know.

Coun. What boots it now to hide it from her?

Sooner
Or later she amust learn to hear and bear it
*Tis not the time now to indulge intirnity 3
Courage beseems us now, a heart collect,
And exercise and previous discipline
Of fortitude. One word, and over with it!
Sister, you are deluded.  You believe
The duke has been deposed—The duke is not
Deposed—he is

Thek. (going lo the Couniess.) What? do you

wish to kill her?

Coun. The duke is

Thek. (throwing her arms around her mother.) O

stand firm! stand firm, my mother!

LCoun. Revolted is the duke; he is preparing
To join the encmy; the army leave him,

And all has fail’d.
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ACT 1L

ScEnE I.—.1 spacious room in the Dule of Friedland’s
. Palace.

Wal. (in armodr.) Thou hast gain’d thy point,
Octavio! Onec more am I

Almost as friendless as at Regensburg.

There 1 bad nothing left me, but myself—

But what one man ean do, you have now experience.
The twigs have you hew’d ofl; and here I stand

A leafless trunk.  But in the sap within

Lives the ereating power, and & new world

May sprout forth from it.  Once already have I
Proved mysclf worth an army to you—1 alone!
Before the Swedish strength your troops had melted
Beside the Lech sunk Tilly, your Just hope:

Into Buvaria, like a winter torrent,

Did that Gustavus pour, and at Vienna

In his own palace did the emperor tremble.

Soldicrs were scarce, for still the multitude
" Follow the luck : all eyes were turn’d on me,

Their helper in distress : the emperor’s pride

Bowed itself down hefore the man be bad injured.
*Twas I must rise, and with creative word

Assemble forces in the desolate camps.

I did it. Like a god of war, my name

Went through the world. The drum wasbeat—andlo!
“The plow, the work-shop is forsaken, all
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Swarm to the old fumiliar long-loved banners
And ag the wood-choir rich in melody
Asscmble quick around the iigl gf wonder,
When first his throat swells With his magic song,
So did the warlike youth of Germany
Crowd in around the image of’ my cagle. .
I feel myscelf the being that T was.,
It is the soul that builds itself’ a body,
And Friedland’s camp will not remain unfill’d.
Lead then your thousands out to meet me—true!
They are accustom’d under me to conqguer,
But not against me. I the Tiead and limbs
Separate from cach other, ’twill be soon
Made manifest, in which the soul abode.

(Illo and Tertsky enter.)
Courage, friends! courage! We are still nnvan-

quish’d 3

1 feel wy footing firm ; five regiments, Tertsky,
Are still our own, and Butler’s gallant troops ;
And a host of siateen thousand Swedes to-morrow.
T was not stronger, when nine years ago
1 mareh’d forth, with glad heart and high of hope,
To conquer Germany for the emperor.

ScenE IT.— ”allemtmn, Hllo, Tertsky. (Tothem ender

Neumann, who leads Terisky aside, and talks with
him.)

Tert. What do they want?
Wal. ‘What now ?
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Tert. Ton cuirassiers
From Pllpp(‘ll]l(&%ln request leave to address you
In the name of the regiment.
° Wal. (hastily to Neumann.) Let them enter.
[Exit Newmann,
" This
May end in sometying. Mark you. They are still
Doubtful, and may be won.

Scene HI.—Wallensicin, Tertsky, llo, len cuirassiers,
(led by an anspessade,’ march up and arrange them-
selves, after the word of command, tn once frond before
the duke, and make their obeisance.  He takes his hat
off, und immedialely covers himself again.)

Ansp. Halt! Front! Present!

Wal. (after he has run through them with his eye, to
the anspessade.) 1 know thee well.  Thou art out of
Bruggin in Flanders : thy name is Mercy.

JInsp. Henry Mercey.

Wal. Thou wert cut oft on the march, surrounded
by the Hessians, and didst fight thy way with a hun-
‘dred and eighty men through their thousand.

Ansp. "T'was even so, general !

Wal. What reward hadst thou for this gallant ex-
ploit?

! Anspessade, in German, gefreiter, a soldier inferior
to a corporal, but above the sentinels. The German
name implies that he is exempt from mounting guard.



220 THE DEATH OF WALLENSTEIN.

Jnsp. That which Iasked for: the honour toserve
in this corps.

Wal. (turning to a second.) Thou wert umnong the
volunteers that scized and made booty of the Swedish
battery at Altenburg.

2d Cuir. Yecs, general! '

Wal. 1 {orget no one with whor I have exchanged
words. (A4 pause.) Who sends you ?

JAnsp,  Your noble regiment, the Cuirassicrs of
Piccolomini.

Wal. Why does not your colonel deliver in your
request, according to the custom of service ¥

Jnsp.  Because we would first know whom we
serve.

Wal. Begin your address.

Ansp. (giving the word of command.) Shoulder
your arms.

Wal. (turning to a third.) Thy name is Risbeck ;
Cologne is thy birth-place,

3d Cuir. Risbeck of Cologne.

Wal. Tt was thou that broughtest in the Swedish
colonel Diebald, prisoner, in the camp at Naremberg,

3d Cwir. It was not I, general !

Wal. Perfectly right! Tt was thy clder brother:
thou hadst a younger brether too : where did he stay ?
. Bd Cuir. e is stationed at Olmiitz with the impe-
rial urmy.

Wal. (to the anspessade.) Now then—begin.

JAnsp. There came to hand a letter from the em-

peror,
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Commanding us
Wal. (interrupting him.) Who chosc you ?
Ansp. Every company
Drew its own man by lot.
Wl Now! to the husiness.
«Ansp. 'There came to band a letter from the ewm-
peror, 1
Commanding us collectively, from thee
All duties of obedience to withdraw,
Because thou wert an enewmy and traitor,
al. And what did you determine ?
Ansp. All our comrades
At Braunau, Budweiss, Prague and Olmiitz, have
Obey’d already 5 and the regiments here,
Tiefenbach and Toscano, instantly
Did follow their example. But—but we
Do not believe that thou art an encmy
And traitor to thy country, hold it merely
For lic and trick, and a trump’d-up Spanish story ? ..
i [ With warmth.
Thyself shalt tell us what thy purpose is,
For we have found thee still sincere and true :
No mouth shall interpose itsclf betwixt
The gallant general aud the gallant troops.
Wal. Thercin I recognise iny Pappenheimers.
Ansp. And this proposal mnakes thy regiment to
thee:
Is it thy purpose merely to preserve
1n thy own bands this military sceptre,
Which so becomes thee, which the emperor
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Made overto thee by a covenant? 2

Is it thy purpose merely to remain

Supreme commander of the Austrian armies ?—
We will stand by thee, general ! and gunarantee
Thy honest rights aguinst all opposition.

And should it chance, that all the other regiments »
Turn from thee, by ourselves willeve stand forth
Thy faithful soldiers, and, as is our duty,

Far rather let ourselves be cut to picees,

Than sufler thee to fall. Bat if it be

As the emperor’s letter says, if it be true,

That thou in traitorous wise will lead us over
To the enemy, which God in Licaven forbid !
Then we oo will forsake thee, and obey

That letter——

Wal. Hear me, children!

Ansp. Yes, or no!
There needs no other answer,

Hal. Yicld attention.

Youw’re men of sense, examine for yoursclves ;

Ye thiuk, and do not follow with the herd :

And therefore have I always shown you honour

Abhove all others, suffer’d you to reason ;

Ha e treated you as free men, and my orders

Were but the cchoes of your prior suffrage.—

' “nsp. Most fair and noble has thy conduct been

To us, my general!  With thy confidence

Thou hast honour’d us, and shown us grace and
favour

Beyond all other regiments ; and thou see’st
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We follow not the common herd.  We will
Stand hy thee fuithfully. Speak but one word—
Thy word shall satisfy us that it is not
A treason which thou meditatest—that
Thou meancst not to lead the army over
To the encmy ; nor e’er betray thy country.

Wal. Me, me ave they betraying.  The emperor
Hath sacrificed me to my cnemies,
And I must fall, unless iy gallant troops
Will rescuc me. Sce! I confide in you.
And be your hearts my strong-hold! At this breast
The aim is taken, at this hoary head.
This is your Spanish gratitude, this is our
Requital for that murderous fight at Lutzen !
For this wo threw the naked breast against
The halbert, made for this the frozen earth
Our bed, and the hard stene our pillow ! never stream
Too rapid for us, nor wood too impervious:
With cheerful spirit we pursued that Mansfield
Through all the turns and windings of his flight ;
Yeca, our whole lifc was but one restless march ;
And homeless as the stirring wind, we travell’d
OQ’cr the war-wasted earth.  And now, even now,
That we have well-nigh finish’d the hard toil,
The unthankful, the curse-laden toil of weapons.
With faithful indefatigable arin
Have roll’d the heavy war-load up the hill,
Behold! this boy of the emperor’s bears away
The honours of the peace, an easy prize!
')l weave, forsooth, into his flaxen locks
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The olive branch, the hard-earned orpament
Of this gray head, grown gray beneath the helmet.

Ansp.  'That shall he not, while we can hinder it
No one, but thou, who hast conducted it
‘With fame, shall end this war, this frightful war,
Thou ledd’st us ont into the bloody ficld -
Of death 5 thou and no other shallgeondunet us home,
Rejoicing to the lovely plains of peace—
Shalt share with us the fruits of the long toil—

Wal. What? 'Think you then at length in late

old age

To enjoy the fruits of toil 7 Believe it not.
Never, no never, will you see the end
Of the contest! you and me, and all of us,
This war will swallow up!  War, war, not peace,
Is Austrin’s wish ; und therefore, because I
Endeavour’d after peace, therefore I full.
For what cares Austria low Jong the war
Wears out the armies and lays waste the world #
She will but wax and grow amid the ruin,
And still win new domains.

[The Cuirassiers eaxpress agitation by their gestures.

Ye're moved—I sce

A noble rage flash from your eyes, ye warriors!
,Ob that my spirit might possess you now
Daring as ouce it led you to the battle !
Ye would stand by me with your veteran arms,
Protect me in my rights; and this is noble!
But think not that you can accomplish it,
Your scanty number! to no purpose will you
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Have sacrificed !you for your general.
[ Confidentially.

No! let us tread securely, scek for friends!
The Swedes have proffer’d us assistance, let us
Wear for a while the appearance of good will,
And use them for your profit, ull we hoth
Carry the fate of Durope in our hands,
And from our camp to the glad jubilant world
Lead Pcace forth with the garland on her head !

JAnsp. Tis then but mere appearances which thou
Dost put on with the Swede ?  Thou’lt not betray
The emperor? Wilt not turn us into Swedes ?
This is the only thing which we desire
To learn fiom thee.

Wal. What care I for the Swedes?
I hate them as 1 hate the pit of hell,
Aud under Providence T trust right soon
To chase them to their homes across the Baltic.
My cares are only for the whole: I have
A heart—it bleeds within me for the miseries
And piteous groaning of my fellow Germans.
Ye are but common men, but yet ye¢ think
With minds not common ; y¢ appcar to me
‘Worthy before all others, that I whisper ye
A little word or two in confidence !
See now! already for full fiftecn years
The war-torch has continued burning, yet
No rest, no pause of conflict. Swedc and German,
Papist and Lutheran! neither will give way

VOL. JIL 15
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To the other, every hand’s against the, other.

Lach one is party, and no one a judge.

Where shall this end? Where’s he that will unravel
This tangle, ever tangling more and more.

It wmust be cut asunder.

1 fecl that I am the Man of Destiny,

And wust, with your assistancc, to accomplish it.

SceNE 1V.—To these enler Butler.

Bul. (passionalcly.) General! this is not right!
Hal, What is not right?
Bul. It must needs inyure us with all honest men.
Wal. But what?
But. It is an open proclamation
Of iusurrection.
Wal. Well, well—but what is it ?
Bui. Count Tertsky’s regiments tear the imperial
cagle
From off the banners, and instead of it,
Have rear’d aloft thy arms.
JAnsp. (abruptly to the cuirassiers.) Right about!
march ! [gave it!
Wal. Cursed be this counsel, and accursed who
. [To the cuirassiers, who are retiring.
Halt, children, halt! There’s some mistake in this;
Hark !—I will punish it severely. Stop!
They do not hear. (7% Illo.) Go after them, assure
them,

b
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And bring therj back to me, cost what it may.
[dllo hurries out.
This hurls us headlong. Butler! Butler!
+You are my evil genius: wherefore must you
Announce it in their presence ? It was all
Jn a fair way. They were half won, those madmen
With their improyident over-readiness—
A cruel game is Fortune playing with me,
The zeal of frieuds it is that razes me, V&1 ¢
And not the hate of encmies.

Scexe V.—T0 these enter the Duchess, who rushes into
the chamber. Thekla and the Countess fullow her.

Duch. O Albrecht!
What hast thou done?
Wal. And now comes this beside.
Coun. Forgive me, brother! It was not in my
power.
They know all.
Duch. What hast thou done?
Coun. (to Tertsky.) Is there no hopo? Is all lost
utterly ? [or’s hands,

Teri. AM lost. No hope. Prague in the emper-
The soldiery have ta’en their oaths anew.

Coun. That lurking hypocrite, Octavio!
Count Max. is off too ?

Tert. Where can he be? He'’s
Gone over to the emperor with his father.
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[Thekla rushes out into the arm{ of her mother,
hiding her face in her bosom.
Duch. (infolding her in her arms.) Unhappy child!
and more unhappy mother! :
Wal. (aside to Tertsky.) Quick! Let a carriage
stand in readincss '
In the court behind the palace. Scherfenberg
Be their attendant; he is faithful to us;
To Egra he'll conduct them, and we follow.
[To Illo, who returns.
Thou hast not brought them back ?
lito. Hear’st thou the uproar ?
The whole corps of the Pappenheimers is
Drawn out: the younger Piccolominj,
Their colonel, they require: for they affirm,
That he is in the palace here, a prisoner;
And if thou dost not instantly deliver him,
They will find means to free him with the sword.

[Alt stand amazed.
Tert. What shall we make of this?
Wal. Said I not so?

O oy prophetic heart! he is still here.
He has not betray’d me—he could not betray me.
T never doubted of it.
~ Coun. If he be
#till here, then all goes well ; for 1 know what
[Embracing Thekla.
Will keep him here for ever.
Tert. It can’t be.
His father has betray’d us, is gone over
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To the cmper«'r—the son could not have ventured
To stay behind.
Thek. (her eye fired on the door.)  There he is!

SceENE VI.—Tb these enter Max. Piccolomind.

Maz. Yes! here he is! T can endure no longer
To creep on tiptoc round this house, and lurk
In ambush for a favourable moment:
This loitering, this suspense exceeds my powers.
[Advancing to Thekla, who has thrown herself into
her mother’s arms.
Turn not thine eycs away. O look upon me'!
Confess it freely before all.  Fear no one.
Let who will, hcar that we both love each other.
Wherefore continue to conceal it? Secrecy
Is for the happy—misery, hopeless misery,
Needeth no veil! Bencath a thousand suns
It dares act openly.
[ He observes the Counless looking on Thekla with
expressions of triumph.
No, lady ! no!
* Expect not, hope it not. I am not come
To stay : to bid farewell, farewell for ever,
For this I come! "Tis over! I must leave thee!
Thekla, I must-—must leave thee! Yet thy hatred
Let me not take with me. I pray thee, grant me
One look of sympathy, only one look.
Say that thou dost not hatc me. Say it to me,
Thekla! [ Grasps her hand,
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O God! I cannot leave this spot—1 cdnnot !
Cannot let go this hand. O tell me, Thekla!
That thou dost suffer with me, art convinced
That 1 can not act otherwise.

[Thekla, avoiding his look, points with her hand to
her father. Maz. turns round to the Duke, whom
he had not till then percetved.

Thou here ? It was not thou, whom here I sought.
I trusted never more to have beheld thee.
My business is with her alone. Here will 1
Receive a full acquittal frown this heart—
For any other I am no more concern’d. [go,

Wal. 'Think’st thou, that, fool-like, I shall let thee
And act the mock-magnanimous with thee ?
Thy father is become a villain to me ;
T hold thee for his son, and nothing more :
Nor to no purpose shalt thou have been given
Into my power. Think not, that T will honour
That ancient love, which so remorselessly
He mangled. They are now past by, those hours
Of friendship and forgiveness. llate and vengeance
Succeed—’tis now their turn—I too can throw
All feelings of the man aside—can prove
Myself as much a monster as thy father!

,Mar. (calmly.) Thou wilt proceed with me, as

" thou hast power;
Thou know’st, I neither brave nor fear thy rage.
What has detain’d me here, that too thou know’st.
. [Taking Thekla by the hand.

Sce, duke! All—all would I have owed to thee,
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Would have rgccived from thy paternal hand

The lot of blessed spirits. This hast thou

Laid waste for cver—that concerns not thee.

Indifferent thou tramplest in the dust

Their happiness, who most are thine. The god
* Whom thou dost serve, is no beuignant deity.

Like as the blin®irreconcilable

Ficree ¢lement, incapable of compact,

Thy heart’s wild impulse only dost thou follow.!

'T have here ventured to omit a considerable number
of lines. I fear that I shou!d not have done amiss, had T
taken this liberty more frequently. It is, however, in-
cumbent on me to give the original with a literal trans-
lation.

Wech denen, dic auf Dich vcrtt't;un, an Dich
Die sichere Hittte ihres Gliickes lehnen,
Gelockt von Deiner gastlichen Gestalt,
Schnell unverhofit, bei nichtlich stiller Weile
Gihrts in dem tackschen Feuerschlunde, ladet
Sich aus mit tobender Gewall, und weg
Treibt ther alle Pflanzangen der Menschen
Der wilde Strom in grausender Zcrstérung.

Wal. Du schilderst Deines Vaters Herz. Wie Du's
Beschreibst, so ist's in scinem Eingeweide,
In dieser schwarzen Heuchlers Brust gestaltet.
0, mich hat Héllenkunst getduscht ! Mir sandte
Der Abgrund den verflecktesten der Geister,
Den Lugenkundigsten herauf, und stellt’ ihn
Als Freund an meine Seite. Wer vermag
Der Holle Macht zu widerstehn ! Ich zog
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Wal. Thou art describing thy own father’s heart.
The adder! O, the charms of hell o’erpower’d me.

Den Basilisken auf an mcinem Busen,

Mt meinem Herzblut nahrt ich 1hn, er sog
Sich schwelgend voll an meiner Licbe Brusten,
Ich hatte nimmer Arges gegen ihn,

Weit offen liess ich des Gedunkens Thore,
Und warf die Schlussel weiser Vorsicht weg,
Am Sternenhimmel, ete.

LITERAL TRANSLATION.

Alas! for those who place their confidence on thee,
against thee lean the secure hut of their fortune, allured
by thy hospitable form. Suddenly, unexpectedly, in a
moment still as nj there is a fermentation in the
treacherous gulf of%‘it discharges itself with raging
force, and away over all the plantations of men drives
the wild stream in frightful devastation. Wallenstein.
Thou art portraying thy father’s heart; as thou describ-
est, even so is 1t shaped in his entrails, in this black
hypocrite's breast. O, the art of hell has deceived me!
The abyss sent up to mc the most spotted of the spirits,
the most skilful in lies, and placed him as a friend by my
side. Who may withstand the power of hell? 1 took
the basilisk to my bosom, with my heart’s blood I nour-
igh’d him ; he suck’'d himself glutful at the breasts of
iy love. I never harboured evil towards him; wide
open did I leave the door of my thoughts; I threw away
the key of wise foresight. In the starry heaven, ete.—
We find a difficulty in believing this to have been writ-
ten by Schiller.
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He dwelt within me, to my inmost soul
Siill to and fro he pass’d, suspected never!
On the wide ocean, in the starry heaven
* Did mine eyes seek the enemy, whom 1
In my hemrt’s heart had folded! Had I been
*To Ferdinand what Octavio was to me,
War had I né’er genounced against him. No,
I never could have done it.  ‘I'he emperor was
My austere master only, not my friend.
There was already war ’twixt him and me
When he deliver’d the commander’s staff
Into my hands; for there’s a natural
Unceasing war ’twixt cunning and suspicion ;
Peace exists only betwixt confidence
And faith.  'Who poisons copfidgngce. he murdegs oo
s The future generations. )
Maz. I will not
Defend my father.  Woe is e, I cannot!
Hard deeds and luckless have ta’en place ; one crime
Drags after it the other in close link.
But we are innocent: how have we fallen
Into this circle of mishap and guilt ?
« To whom have we been faithless?  'Wherefore must
The cvil deeds and guilt reciprocal
Of our two fathers twine like serpents round us?
Why must our fathers’
Unconquerable hate rend us asunder
‘Who love each other?
Wal, Max., remain with me.
Go you not from me, Max.! Hark! I will tell thee—
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How when at Prague, our winter-quarters, thou
Wert brought into my tent a tender boy,

Not yet accustom’d to the German winters ;

Thy hand was frozen to the heavy colours;

Thou wouldst not let them go,—

At that time did I take thce in my arms,

And with my mantle did I cover thce;

1 was thy nurse, no woman could have heen

A kinder to thee ; I was not ashamed

To do for thee all little offices,

However strange to me; I tended thee

Till life return’d; and when thine eyes first open’d,
1 had thee in my arms. Since then, when have 1
Alter’d my feclings towards thee? Many thousands

Haye Imade ri nted them with lands;
“‘ gnities and honours ; 4

Thee have I loved : my heart, myself; I gave

To thee! they all were aliens: Trou wert [me;

Our child and inmate.! Max.! Thou canst not leave
It cannot be; I may not, will not think
That Max. can leave me.
Maz. O my God!
Wal. I have
Held and sustain’d thee from thy tottering childhood.
" 1 This is a poor and inadequate translation of the af-
fectionate simplicity of the original—
Sie alle waren Fremdlinge, Du warst
Das Kind des Hauses.
Indeed the whole speech is in the best style of Mas-
singer. O si sic omnia!
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What holy bond is there of natural love ?
What human tie, that does not knit thee to me ?
I love thee, Max.! What did thy father for thee,
* Which I too have not donc, to the height of duty ?
Go hence, forsake me, serve thy emperor ;
d1e will reward thee with a pretty chain
Of gold ; with hig ragg’s flecce will he reward thee ;
For that the friend, the father of thy youth,
For that the holiest feeling of humanity,
Was nothing worth to thee.

Maz. O God! how can 1
Do otherwise? Am I not forced to do it,

My oath—my duty—honor—

Wal. How? Thy duty?
Duty to whom ? who art thou? Max.! bethipk thee
What duties mnayst thou have M T acting
A criminal part toward the emperor,

It is my crime, not thine. Dost thou belong

To thinc own self ? Art thou thine own commander ?
Stand’st thou, like me, a freeman in the world,

That in thy actions thou shouldst plead free agency ?
On me thou’rt planted, I am thy emperor ;
To obey me, to belong to me, this is

Thy honour, this a law of nature to thee!

And if the planet, on the which thou livest

Aund hast thy dwelling, from its orhit starts,

It is not in thy choice, whether or no

Thou’lt follow it. Unfelt it whirls thee onward
Together with his ring and all his moons.

With little guilt stepp’st thou into this contest ;
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Theo will the world not censure, it will praise thee,
For that thou held’st thy friend more worth to thee
Than names and influences more removed.
For justice is the virtue of the ruler,
Affection and fidelity the subject’s.

Not every one doth it beseem to question
The far-off high Arcturus. *ost wecurely
Wilt thou pursue the nearest"duty—let .
The pilot fix his eye upon the pole-star.

Y

SceNE VIL—TY these enter Neumann.

Wal. What now!
Neu. The Pappenheimers are dismounted,
And ure advancing now on foot, determined
With sword in han&‘to storm the house, and free
The count, their colnnel.
Hal. (to Tertsky.) Have the cannon planted.
T will reccive them with chain-shot.
[Exit Tertsky.
Prescribe to me with sword in hand! Go, Neumann !
*Tis iy command that they retreat this moment,
And in their ranks in silence wait my pleasure.
[Neumann exit. Illo steps to the window.
Coun. Let him go, I entreat thee, let him go.
Illo (at the window.) Hell and perdition !
Wal. What is it ? [coverd:
Hlo. They scale the council-house, the roof’s un-
They level at this house the cannon——
Maz. Madmen !
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Illo. They are making preparations now to fire
on us.
Duch. and Coun. Merciful heaven!
+ Max. (lo Wallenslein.) Let me go to them!
Wal. Not a step !
o Mazx. (pointing to Thekla and the Duchess.) But
their life! ghine!
Wal. What tidings bring’st thou, Tertsky ?

Scene VIII.—T0o these Tertsky (refurning.)

Tert. Message and greeting from our faithful reg-
iments.
Their ardour may no longer be curb’d in.
They entreat permission to commence the attuck,
And if thou wouldst but give the word of onset,
They could now charge the enemy in rear,

Into the city wedge them, and with ease & »i- v« 4
O’erpower them in the narrow streets.
Hlo. O come!

Let not their ardour cool. The soldiery
Of Butler’s corps stand by us faithfully ;
We are the greater number. Let us charge them,
And finish here in Pilsen the revolt.
Wal. What? shall this town become a field of
slaughter,
And brother-hilling Discord, fire-eyed,
Be let loose through its streets to roamn and rage ?
Shall the decision be deliver’d over
To deaf remorseless Rage, that hears no leader ?
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Here is not room for battle, only for butchery.
Well, let it be! I have long thought of it,
So let it burst then!
[Twrns to Mazx.
Well, how is it with thee?
‘Wilt thou attempt a heat with me? Away!
Thou art free 1o go.  Oppose thyself to me,
Front against front, and lead them to the battle ;
Thou’rt skilled in war, thou hast learn’d somewhat
under me,
I nced not be ashamed of my opponent,
And never hadst thou fairer opportunity
To pay me for thy schooling.
Coun. Is it then,
Can it have come to this P—What! cousin, cousin !
Ilave you the heart?
Mar. The regiments that are trusted to my care
1 have pledged my troth to bring away from Pilsen
Truc to the emperor, and this promise will T
Make good, or perish. More than this no duty
Requires of me. 1 will not fight aguinst thee,
Unless compell’d ; for though an enemy,
Thy head is holy to me still. ,
[Two reports of cannon. Mo and Terisky hurry

. to the window.
' Wal. What’s that ?
Tert, He falls.
Wal. Falls! Who?
Hlo. Tiefenbach’s corps

Discharged the ordnance.
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Wal. * Upon whom?
Tilo. On Neumann,
Your messenger.
. Wal. (starting up.) Ha! death and hell! I will—
Tert. Expose thyself to their blind frenzy ?

« Duch. and Coun. No.
For God’s sake, ng!

Iilo. Not yet, my general !

Coun. O, hold him! hold bim!

Wal. Lcave me——

Max, Do it not;

Noryet! This rush and bloody deed has thrown them
Into a frenzy-fit—allow themn time——
‘al. Away! too long alrcady have I loiter'd.

They are embolden’d to these outrages,
Bcholding not my face. They shall behold
My countenaucc, shall hear my voice——
Are thicy not my troops? Am I not their general,
And their long-fear’d commander ? Let me see,
‘Whether indeed they do no longer know
That countcnance, which was their sun in battle !
From the balcony (mark!) I show myself
To these rebellious forces, and at once
Revolt is mounded, and the high-swoln current f ol
Shrinks back into the old bed of obedience.

[Exit Wallenstein ; Illo, Tertsky, and Butler follow.

Scene IX.—Countess, Duchess, Max. and Thekla.

Coun. (o the Duchess.) Let them but see him—
there is hope still, sister.
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Duch. Hope! I have none!

Maz. (who during the last scene has been standing
at a distance in a visible siruggle of feelings,
advances.) This can I not endure.

With most determined soul did I come hither.
My purposed action seem’d unblamable

To my own conscience—and I mugt stand here
Like one abhorr’d, a hard inhuman being ;
Yea, loaded with the curse of all [ love!

Must sec ull whom 1 love in this sore anguish,
‘Whom I with one word can make happy—O!
My heart revolts within me, and two voices
Mauke themsclves audible within my bosom.

My soul’s benighted ; I no longer can
Distinguish the right track. O, well and truly
Didst thou say, father, I relied too much

On my own heart. My mind moves to and fro—
I know not what to do.

Coun. What! you know not ?

Docs not your own heart tell you? O! then 1
Will tell it you. Your father is a traitor,

A frightful traitor to us—he has plotted

Against our general’s life, has plunged us all

In misery—and you’re his son! *Tis your’s

To make the amends—Make you the son’s fidelity

. Oulweigh the father’s treason, that the name

Of Piccolomini be not a proverb

Of infamy, a common form of cursing

To the posterity of Wallenstein. [follow ?

Mazx. Where is that voice of truth which I dare
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It speaks no loxfger in my heart. We all
But utter what our passionate wishes dictate :
O that an angel would descend from heaven,
*And scoop for me the right, the uncorrupted,
With a pure hand from the pure Fount of Light.
. [his eyes glance on Thekla;
‘What other angelgeek 1?7 To this heart,
To this unerring heart, will I submit it ;
Will ask thy love, which has the power to bless
The happy man alone, averted ever
From the disquieted and guilty—canst thou
Still love me, if I stay ? Suy that thou canst,
And I am the Duke’s—
Coun. Think, niece——
Maz. Think nothing, Thekla!
Speak what thou feclest.
Coun. Think upon your father.
Maz. 1 did not question thee, as Friedland’s
daughter.
Thee, the beloved and the unerring god
Within thy heart, I question. What’s at stake ?
Not whether diadem of royalty
Be to be won or not—that might’st thou think on.
Thy friend, and his soul’s quiet, arc at stake ;
The fortune of a thousand gallant men,
‘Who will all follow me ; shall I forswear
My oath and duty to the emperor?
Say, shall I send into Octavio’s camp
The parricidal ball 7 For when the ball
Has left its cannon, and is on its flight,
voL. 1. 16
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It i< no longer a dread instrument !
It lives, a spirit passes into it,
The avenging furies seize possession of it,
And with sure malice guide it the worst way.
Thek. O! Max.—
Muzx. (interrupting her). Nay, not precipitately
cither, Thekla. '
I understand thee. To thy noble heart
The hardest duty might appear the highest.
The human, not the great part, would I act.
Even from my childhood to this present hour, [me,
Think what the duke has done for me, how loved
And think too, how my father has repaid him.
O likewise the free lovely impulses
Of hospitality, the pious friend’s
Faithful attachment, these too are a holy
Religion to the heart ; and heavily
The shudderings of nature do avenge
Themselves on the barbarian that insults them.
Lay all upon the balance, all—then speak,
And let thy heart decide it.
Thek. O, thy own
Ilath long ago decided. Follow thou
Thy heart’s first feeling——
Coun. Oh! ill fated woman !
Thek. 1s it possible, that that can be the right,
The which thy tender heart did not at first
Detect and seize with instant impulse ?  Go,
Fulfil thy duty! 1 should ever love thee.
Whate’er thou hadst chosen, thou wouldst still have
acted
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y Nobly and worthy of thee—but repentance
Shall ne’er disturb thy soul’s fair peace.

Mazx. Then 1
Must leave thee, must part from thee !
Thek. Being faithful

"o thine own self, thou art faithful too to me:
If our fates part, owr hearts remain united.

A bloody hatred will divide for ever

The houses Piccolomini and Friedland ;

But we belong not to our houses—Go!
Quick! quick! and scparate thy righteous cause
From our unholy and unblessed one !

The curse of heaven lies upon our head:
’Tis dedicate to ruin. - Even e

My father’s guilt drags with it to perdition.
Mourn not for me:

My destiny will quickly be decided.

[Mar. clasps her in his arms in extreme cmotion.
There 1s heard from behind the scene a loud, unld,
long-continued cry, Vivat Ferdinandus, accompa-
nied by warlike instruments. Maz. and Thekla
remain withoul motion in each other’s embraces.

Scene X.—T0 these cnler Tertsky.

Coun. (meeting him.) What mcant that ery ? What
was it!

Tert. All is lost!

Coun. What! they regarded not his countenance ?

Tert. Twas all in vain.
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Duch. They shouted Vivat !

Tert. To the emperor.
Coun. The traitors!

Tert. Nay, he was not once permitted

Even to address them. Soon as he began,
With deafening noise of warlike instruments '
They drown’d his words. But here he comes.

SceNe X1.—To these enter Wallenstein, accompanied

by Illo and Buller.

Wal. (as ke enters.) Tertsky !

Tert. My general ?

Wal. Let our regiments hold themselves
In readiness to march ; for we shall leave
Pilsen ere evening. [Exit Tertsky.

Butler!
But. Yes, my general.

Wal. The governor at Egra is your friend
And countryman. Write to him instantly
By a post-courier. He must be advised,
That we are with him early on the morrow.
You follow us yourself; your regiment with you.
But. It shall be done, my gcneral !
Wal. (steps between Mazr. and Thekla, who have
remained during this time in each other's arms.)
Part!
Maz. O God!
[Cuirassiers enter with drawn swords, and assemble
in the back-ground. Jt the same time there are
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heard from ‘below some spirited passages out of
the Pappenheim March, which seem to address Maz.

Wal. (to the Cuirassiers.) Here he is, he is at lib-

. ertyf@l kep him

No longer.

v [He turns away, and stands so that Max. cannot pass
by him nor apgroach the Princess.

Mazx. Thou know’st that I have not yet learnt to

live
Without thee! I go forth into a desert,
Leaving my all behind me. O do not turn
Thine eyes away from me! O once more show me
Thy ever dear and honoured countenance.

Max. attempts to take his hand, but is repelled; he
turns to the Countess.

Is there no eye that has a look of pity for me ?

[The Countess lurns away from him ; he turns to
the Duchess.

My mother!
Duch. Go where duty calls you. Haply
The time may come, when you may prove to us
A true friend, a good angel at the throne
Of the empcror.
Maz. You give me hope; you would not
Suffer me wholly to despair. No! no!
Mine is a certain misery—Thanks to heaven
That offers me a means of ending it.

{The military music begins again. The stage fills
more and more with armed men. Maax. sees Butler,
and addresses him.

And you here, colonel Butler—and will you
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Not follow me? Well, then! remain more faithful
To your new lord, than you have proved yourself
To the emperor.  Come, Butler! promise me,
Give me your hand upon it, that Yl §
The guardian of his life, its shield, its watchman.
He is attainted, and his princely head
Fair booty for each slave that trades in murder.
Now he doth necd the faithful eye of friendship,
And those whon here T see—

[Casting suspicious looks on fllo and Butler.

Iilo. Go—seck for traitors

In Galag’, in your father’s quarters. Here
Is only one. Away! away! and frec us
From his detested sight! Away!

[Maz. atiempts once more to approach Thekla. Wal-
lenstein precents him. Mar. stunds irresolule and
in apparent anguish. In the mean time the stage

Jills more and more; and the horns sound from
below louder and louder, and each time afier a
shorter interval.

Mazx. Blow, blow! O were it but the Swedish

trumpets,

And all the naked swords, which 1 see here,
Were plunged into my breast! What purpose you ?
You come to tear me from this place! Beware,
Ye drive me not to desperation.—Do it not!
Ye may repent it!

[The stage is entirely filled with armed men.
Yet more! weight upon weight to drag me down !
Think what yc're doing. It is not well done
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To choose a mahn despairing {or your lcader;

You tear me froin iy happiness. Well, then,

1 dedicate your wouls to vengeance. Mark !

-For your own ruin you have chosen me:

Who goes with me, must be prepared to perish.

o [He turns to the back-ground, there ensues a sudden
and violent mgvement among the Cuirassiers ; they
surround himn, and carry him off n wild tumult.
Wallenstein remains tmmnovable.  Thekla sinks
into her mother’s arms. The curtain fulls. The
music becomes loud and overpowering, and passes
inlo a complete war-murch—ihe orchestra joins it
and conlinues during the interval belwecn the se-
cond and third acts.
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ACT I(II.

SceNe I.—The Burgomaster’s House at Egra.

But. (just urrived.) Here then he is, by his destiny
conducted. '
Here, Friedland! and no farther! From Bohemia
Thy meteor rose, traversed the sky awhile,
And here upon the borders of Bohemia
Must sink.
Thou hast forsworn the ancient colours,

Blind man! yet trustest to thy ancient fortunes.
Profaner of the altar and the hcarth,
Against thy emveror and fellow-citizens
Thou mean’st to wage the war. Friedland, beware—
The evil spirit of revenge impels thee—
Beware thou, that rcvenge destroy thee not!

ScENE I1.—Butler and Gordon.

Gor. Is it you?
How my heart sinks! The duke a fugitive traitor!
His princely head attainted! O my God!

But. You have reccived a letter which I sent you
By a post-courier ?

Gor. Yes: and in obedience to it
Open’d the strong-hold to him without scruple,

For an imperial letter orders me
To follow your commands implicitly.
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But yet forgiw:e me; when even now I saw
The duke himself, iny seruples recommenced.
For truly, not like an attainted man,
Into this town did Friedland make his entrance;
His wonted majesty beam’d from his brow,
And calm, as in the days when all was right,
Did he receive ffom me thie accounts of office.
"Tis said, that fallen pride lcarns condescension :
But sparing and with dignity the duke
Weigh’d every syllable of approbation,
As masters praise a scrvant who has done
His duty, und no more.

But. *Tis all preciscly
As 1 related in my letter. Friedland
Has sold the army to the enemy,
And pledged himself to give up Prague and Egra.
On this report the regimeuts all forsook him,
The five excepted that belong to Tertsky,
And which have follow’d himn, as thou hast seen.
The sentence of attainder is pass’d on him,
And cvery loyal subject is required
To give him in to justice, dead or living.

Gor. A traitor to the emperor—Such a noble!
Of such high talents! What is human greatness ?
I often said, this can’t end happily.

His might, his greatness, and this obscure power
Are but a cover’d pit-fall.  The human being

May not be trusted to self-government.

The clear and written law, the deep-trod foot-marks
Of ancient custom, arc all necessary
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To keep him in the road of faith and duty.
The authority intrusted to this man
Was unexampled and unnatural,
It placed him on a level with his cmperor,
Till the proud soul unlearn’d submission. Woe is me;
I mourn for him ! for where he fll, T deem
Might none stand firm. Alas! dear general,
We in our lucky wedioerity
Have ne’er experienced, cannot caleulate,
What dangerous wishes such a height may breed
In the heart of such a man.

But. Spare your laments
Till he need sympathy ; for at this present
He is still mighty, and still formidable.
The Swedes advance to Fgra by forced marches,
And quickly will the junction be accomplish’d.
This must not be! The duke must never leave
This strong-hold on free footing ; for I have
Pledged life and honour here to Lold him prisoner,
And your assistunce ’tis on which 1 calculate.

Gor. O that I had not lived to sec this day !
From his hand I received this dignity,
He did himself intrust this strong-hold to e,
Which I am now required to make his dungeon.
We subalterns have no will of our own :
The frce, the mighty man alone may listen
To the fair impulse of his human nature.
Ah! we are but the poor tools of the law,
Obedience the sole virtue we dure aim at!

Buf. Nay! let it not afflict you, that your power
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Is circumseribed.  Much liberty, much error !
The narrow path of duty is sceurest.

Gor. And all then have deserted him, you say ?
He has built up the luck of many thousands;
For kingly was his spirit : his full hand
Was ever open!  Many a oue from dust

. [with a sly glance on Butler—

Hath he selected, from the very dust
Hath raised him into dignity and honour.
And yet no friend, not one friend hath he purchased,
Whose heart beats true to him in the evil hour.

Bul. Here’s one, 1 sce.

Gor. I have enjoyed from him
No grace or favour. 1 could almost doubt,
If ever in his greatness he once thought on
An old friend of his youth., For still my oflice
Kept me at distance from him ; and when first
He to this citadel appointed me,
He was sineere and serious in his duty.
I do not then abuse his confidence,
If I preserve my fealty in that
Which to my fealty was first deliver'd,

But. Say, then, will you fulfil the attainder on

him?

Gor. (pauses reflecting—then as in deep dejection.)
If it be so—if all be as you say—
If he've betray’d the emperor, his master,
Have sold the troops, have purposed to deliver
The strong-holds of the country to the cnemy-—
Yea, truly !—there is no redemption for him!
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Yet it is hard, that me the lot should destine
To be the instrument of his perdition ;

For we were pages at the court of Berguu
At the same period ; but I was the senior.

But. 1 have heurd so—

Gor. *Tis full thirty years since then.
A youth who scarce had seen his twgnticth year
Was Wallenstein, when he and I were friends :

Yet even then he had a daring soul :

His frame of mind was serious and severe
Beyond his years: his dreams were of great objects.
He walk’d amidst us of a silent spirit,
Communing with himself; yet I have known him
Transported on a sudden into utterance

Of strange couceptions ; kindling into splendour
His soul reveal'd itself, and he spake so

That we look’d round perplex’d upon each other,
Not knowing whether it were craziness,

Or whether it were a god that spoke in him.

But. But was it where he fell two story high
From a window-ledge, on which he had fallen asleep ;
And rose up fiee from injury ? From this day
(It is reported) he betray’d clear marks
Of a distempered fancy.

Gor. He became
Doubtless more self-enwrapt and melancholy ;

He made himself a Catholic. Marvellously

His marvellous preservation had transform’d him.,
Thenceforth he held himself for an exempted
And privileged being, and, as if he were
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Incapable of dizziness or fall,

He ran along the unsteady rope of life.
But now our destinics drove us asunder ;
He paced with rapid step the way of greatness,
‘Was Count, and Prince, Duke-regent, and Dictator.
And now is all, all this too little for him ;
He stretches forth his hands for a king’s crown,
And plunges in unfathomable ruin.

But. No more, he comes.

SceNE 1I1.—T% these enter Wallenstein, in conversation
with the Burgomaster of Egra. ..

Wal. You were at one time a free town. 1 see,
Ye bear the half eagle in your city arms.

Why the half eagle only ?

Bur. We were free,

But for these last two hundred years has Egra
Remuain’d in pledge to the Bohemian crown ;
Therefore we bear the half cagle, the other balf
Being cancell’d till the empire ransom us,

If ever that ghould be.

Wal. Ye merit freedom.
Only be firm and dauntless. Lend your ears
To no designing whispering court-minions.
‘What may your imposts be ?

Bur. So heavy that
We totter under them. The garrison
Lives at our costs.

Wal. 1 will relicve you. Tell me,
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There are some Protestants among you still ?
[The Burgomaster hesitates.
Yes, yes; I know it. Many lie conceal’d
Within these walls—Confess now—you yourself—
[Fixes his eye on him. The Burgomaster alarmed.
Be not alarm’d. T hate the Jesuits.
Could my will have determined it, thzy had
Been Jong ago expell’d the empire.  Trust me—
Mass-book or Bible—tis all one¢ to me.
Of that the world has had sufficient proof.
I built a church for the reform’d in Glogau
At my own instance. Harkye, Burgomaster!
What is your name ?
Bur. Pachhalbel, may it please you.
al. Harkye!—
But let it go no further, what I now
Disclose to you in confidence,
[Laying his hand on the Burgomaster's shoulder with
a certain solemnity.
The times
Draw near to their fulfilment, Burgomaster!
The high will fall, the low will be exalted.
Harkye ! but keep it to yourself!  The end
Approaches of the Spanish double monarchy—
A new arrangement is at hand. You saw
The three moons that appear’d at once in the heaven.

Bur. With wonder and affright!

Wal. Whereof did two
Strangely transform themselves to bloody daggers.
And only one, the middle moon, remain’d
Steady aund clear.
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Bur. We applied it to the Turks.
Wal. The Turks! That all>—1 tell you that two
cmpires
Will set in blood, in the East and in the West,
And Luth’ranism alone remain.
[ Observing Gordon and Butler.
. I’ faith,
"T'was a smart cannonading that we heard
This evening, as we journey’d hitherward ;
"T'was on our left hand. Did you hear it here ?
Gor. Distinctly. "The wind brought it from the
south.
But. It scem’d to come from Weiden or from
Neustadt.
Wal. 'Tis likely. That’s the route the Swedes
are taking.
How strong is the garricon?
Gor. Not quite two hundred
Competent men, the rest are invalids.
Pal. Good! Aund how many in the vale of
Jochim?
Gor. Two hundred arquebussiers have I sent
thither,
To fortify the posts against the Swedes.
Wal. Good! 1 commend your foresight. At the
works too
You have donc somewhat ?
Gor. Two additional battcries
I causcd to be run up. They were needed.
The Rhincgrave presses hard upon us, general!
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Wdl. You have been watchful in your emperor’s
service.
I am content with you, licutenant-colonel.
[To Buler.
Release the outposts in the vale of Jochim
With all the stations in the enemy’s route.
v [To Gordon.
Governor, in your faithful hands 1 leave
My wife, my daughter, and my sister. 1
Shall muke no stay here, and wuit but the arrival
Of letters to take leave of you, together
With all the regiments.

ScrNE [V.—T% these enter Count Tertsky.

Tert. Joy, general; joy! I bring you welcoma
tidings.
Wal. And what may they be?
Tert. There has been an engagement
At Neustadt ; the Swedes gain’d the victory.
Wal. From whence did you receive the intelli-
gener ?
Tert. A countryman from Tirschenseil convey’d it.
Soon after sunrise did the fight begin!
A troop of the imperialists from Fachau
Had forced their way into the Swedish camp
The cannonade continued full two hours ;
There were left dead upon the field a thousand
Imperialists, together with their colonel ;
Further than this he did not know.
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Wal. How came
Imperial troops at Neustadt?  Alwringer,
But yesterday, stood sixty miles fromn there.
» Count Galas’ force collects at Frauenberg,
And have not the full complement.  Is it possible,
* That Suys perchance Lad ventured so far onward ?
It cannot be. N
Tert. We shall soon know the whole,
For here comes Illo, full of haste, and joyous.

SceNE V.—T0o these enler Illo.

llo. (o Wallenstein.) A courier, duke! he wishes

to speak with thee.

Tert. (eagerly.) Does he bring confirmation of the

victory ?

I¥al. (at the same time.) What does he bring?

Wheunce comes he?

1llo. From the Rhinegrave.
And what he brings I can announce to you
Beforehand. Seven leagues distant are the Swedes;
At Neustadt did Max. Piccolomini

“Throw himself on them with the cavalry ;
A murderous fight took place! o’erpower’d by numbers
The Pappenbeimers all, with Max. their leader,
[ Wallenstein shudders and turns pale.
Were left dead on the field.
Wal. (after a pause, in a low voice.) Where is the
messenger 7 Conduct mie to him.
[ Wallenstein is going, when Lady Neubrunn rushes
VOL. 1L 17
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into the room.  Some servants follow her, and run
across the stage.
Lady N. Tlelp! Help!
o and Tert. (at the same time.) What now ?
Lady N. The princess!
Wal. and Tert. Doces she know it ?
Lady N. (at the same time with then.) She is dying !
[Hurries off the stuge, when ¥ allenstein and Tert-
sky follow her.

Scene VL.—DBuller and Gordon.

Gor. What's this ?

But. She has lost the man she loved—
Young Picenlomini, who fell in the battle,

Gor.  Unfortunate lady!

But. You have heard what Illo
Reporteth, that the Swedes are conquerors,
And marching hitherward.

Gor. Too well I heard it.

But. They arc twelve regiments strong, and there

are five

Closc by us to protect the duke.  We have
Only my single regiment ; and the garrison
Is not two hundred strong.

Gor. ’Tis even so.

But. Tt is not possible with such small force
To hold in custody a man like him.

Gor. 1 grant it.

But. Soon the numbers would disarm us,
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And liberate him.
Gor. It were to be fear’d.
But. (after a pause.) Know,I am warranty for the
event ;
With my head have T pledged myself for his,
Must make my word good, cost it what it will,
And if alive we gannot hold him prisoner,
Why—death makes all things certain!
Gor. Buter! What?
Do 1 understand you ? gracious God! you could—
But. 1lc must not live.
Gor. And you can do the deed !
But. Either you or I This morning was his last.
Gor. You would assassinate hin,
Bul. "T'is my purpose.
Gor. 'Who lcans with his whole confidence upon
you!
Bul. Such is his evil destiny !
Gor. Your general!
The sacred person of your generalt
But. My gencral he has been.
Gor. That *tis only
An “has been” washes out no villany.
And without judgment pass'd ?

But. The exccution
Is here instead of judgment.
Gor. This were murder,

Not justice. The most guilty should be heard.
But. 1lis guilt is clear, the emperor has pass’d
judgment,
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And we but execute his will.
Gor. * We should not
Hurry to realize a bloody sentence.
A word may be recall’d, a life cap never be.
But. Despatch in service pleases sovereigns.
Gor. No honest man’s ambitious to press forward
To the hangman’s service. .
But. And no brave man loses
His colour at a daring enterprisc.
Gor. A brave man hazards life, but not his con-
science.
But. Whatthen? shall he go forth, anew to kindle
The unextinguishable flame of war?
Gor. Scize him, and hold him prisoner—do not
kill him!
But. Had not the emperor’s ariny been defeated,
T might bave done so.—But ’tis now past by.
Gor. O, wherefore open’d I the strong-hold to him ?
But. His destiny and not the place destroys him.
Gor. Upon these ramparts, as bescem’d a soldier,
1 had fallen, defending the emperor’s citadel !
But. Yes! and a thousand gallant men have per-
ish’d !
Gor. Doing their duty—that adorns the man!
But murder’s a black deed, and nature curses it.
Bult. (brings out a paper.) Here is the manifesto
which commands us
To guin possession of his person. See—
It is address’d to you as well as mo.
Are you content to take the consequencces,
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“f through our fault he escape to the encmy ?
Gor. 1? gracious God!
But. Take it on yourself’;
Come of it what may, on you I lay it.
Gor. O God in heaven !
But. Can you advise aught else
Wherewith to exgeute the emperor’s purpose ?
Say if you can. For I desire his fall,
Not his destruction.
Gor. Merciful heaven! what must be
1 sce as clear as you. Yet still the heart
Within my bosom beats with other feelings!
But. Minc is of harder stuff! Necessity
In her rough school hath steel’d me. And this Illo
And Tertsky likewise, they must not survive him.
Gor. 1 {eel no pang for these. Their own bad
hearts
Impell’d them, not the influence of the stars,
"T'was they who strew’d the seeds of cvil passions
In his calm breast, and with officious villany
Water’d and nurs’d the pois'nous plants. May they
Receive their carnests to the uttermost mite !
But. And their death shall precede his!
We meant to have taken them alive this evening
Amid the merry-making of a feast,
And keep them prisoncrs in the citadels;
But this makes shorter work, I go this instant
To give the necessary orders.
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SceNE VIL—T' these enter Hilo and Terlsky.

Tert. Our luck is on the turn.  To-morrow come
The Swedes—twelve thousand gallant warriors, Ilo!
Then straightways for Vieuna. Chevrily, fricud!
What! meet sueh news with such g moody face ?

Tilo. It lics with us at present to prescribe
Laws, and take vengeance on those worthless traitors,
Those skulking eowards that deserted us;

One has already done his bitter penanee,

The Piccolomini : be his the fate

Of all who wish us evil! This flics sure

To the old man’s heart; he has his whole life long
Fretted and toil'd to raisc his ancient house

From a count’s title to the name of prince ;

And now must seck a grave for his only son.

But. "Twas pity, though! A youth of such heroic
And gentle temperament!  The duke himself,
*T'was casily seen, how near it went to his heart.

Ilo. Hark ye, old friend! That is the very point
That never pleased me in our general—

He ever gave the preference to the Ttalians.
Yea, at this very moment, by my soul!
He'd gladly sce us all dead ten times over,
Could he thereby recall his friend to life.
Tert. ush, hush! let the dead rest! 'This eve-
ning’s business
Is, who cau fuirly drink the other down—
Your regiment, 1llo! gives the entertainment ;
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"Come! we will keep a merry carnival—
The night for once be day, and "mid full glasses
Will we expeet the Swedish avant-garde.

o, Yes, let us be of good cheer for to-day,
For there’s ot work hefore ns, fiiends! This sword
Shall have no rest, till it be bathed to the hilt
1n Austrian blogl.

Gor. Shame, shame ! what talk is this,
My lord ficld-muarshal?  Wherefore foam you so
Agaiust your emperor ?

But. Tlope not too much
From this first vietory.  Bethiuk you, sirs!

How rapidly the whecl of fortune turns;
The emperor still is formidably strong.

Hllo. 'The emperor has soldicrs, no commander,
Yor this king Ferdinand of Tlungary
Is but a tyro.  Galas? he’s no luek, « Later y oo
And was of old the ruiner of armics.

And then this viper, this Octavio,
Is excellent at stabbing in the back,
But ne’er meets Friedland in the open field.

Tert. Trust me, niy friends, it cannot but succeed ;
Fortune, we know, can neer forsake the duke!
And only under Wallenstein can Austria
Be conqucror.

Illo. The duke will soon assensble
A mighty army: all comes crowding, streaming
To bamners, dedicate by destiny,

T'o fame, and prosperous fortune. I hehold
0ld times come back again! he will become
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Onee more the mighty lord which he has been.
How will the fools, who’ve now deserted bim,
Look then? I can’t but laugh to think of then,
For lands will he present to all his friends, .
And like a king aud emperor reward
True services; but we've the nearest claims.
[To Gordon.

You will not be forgotten, governor!
He'll tuke you from this nest, and bid you shine
In higher station: your fidelity
Well werits it.

Gor. I am content already,
And wish to climb no higher; where great height is,
The fall must needs be great. “Great height, great

< depth.” [row

Iilo. Here you have no more business, for to-mor-
The Swedes will take possession of the citadel.
Come, Tertsky, it is supper time.  What think you?
Nay, shall we have the State Jluminated
In honour of the Swede? And who refuses

To do it is a Spaniard and a traitor. T
Tert. Nay! nay! not that, it will not please the
duke— [dare .

Hlo. What! we arc masters here ; uo soul shall
Avow himsclt’ imperial where we've the rule.
Gordon! good night, and for the last time, take
A fair leave of the place. Send out patrols
To make secure ; the watch-word may be alter’d
At the stroke of ten; deliver in the keys
To the duke himself, and then you’ve quit for ever
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Your wardshi]; of the gates, for on to-morrow
The Swedes will tuke possession of the citadel.
Tert. (as hes going, to Builer.) You come, though,

to the castle ?
But. At the right time.

[Exeunt Tertsky and llo.

Scene VIIL—Gordon and Butler.

Gor. (looking afler them.) Unhappy men! How
free from all foreboding!
They rush into the outspread net of murder,
In the blind drunkenness of vietory ;
1 have no pity for their tate. This Ilo,
'This overflowing and foolhardy villain,
That would fuin bathe hiwself in his emperor’s
blood.—
But. Do as he order’d you. Send round patrols,
Take measures for the citadel’s security ;
When they are within, 1 close the castle-gate
That nothing may trauspire,

Gor. (with earnest anricty.)  Oh! haste not so!
Nay, stop; first tell me
But. You bave heard already,

To-morrow to the Swedes belongs.  This night
Alone is ours.  They make good expedition.
But we will make still greater.  Fare you well.
Gor. Ah! your looks tell ine nothing good. Nay,
Butler,
I pray you, promise me !
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But. The sun has set ;
A fateful evening doth descend upon us,
And brings on their long night!  Their evil stars
Deliver them unarny’d into our hands,
And from their drunken dream of golden fortunes
The dagger at their heart shall rouse them.  Well,
The duke was ever a great caleulator
His fellow-men were figures on his chess-hoard,
To move and station, as his game required.
Other men’s honour, diguity, good name,
Did he shift like pawns, and made no conscience of it :
Still calealating, caleulating still ;
And yet at last his calculation proves
Erroncous; the whele game is lost; and lo!
His own life will be found among the forfeits.

Gor. O think not of his errors now ; remember
His greatness, his munificence, think on all
The lovely features of his charaeter,
On all the noble exploits of his life,
And let them, like an angel’s arm, unseen
Arrest the lifted sword.

But. It is too late.
I suffer not imyself to feel compassion,
Dark thoughts and bloody are my duly now:

[ Grasping Gordon’s hand.

Gordon! ’tis not my hatred (I pretend not
To love the duke, and bave no cause to love him,)
Yet ’tis not now my hatred that impels me
To be his murderer. 'Tis his evil fate,
Hostile coucurrences of many cvents
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Control and subjugate me to the office.
In vain the human being meditates
Free action. e is but the wire-work’d* puppet
Of the blind Power, whicl out of his own choice
Creates for him a dread necessity.
What too wounld it avail him, if’ there were
A something pleading for him in my heart—
Still T must kill Lin.
Gor. If your heart speak to you,
Follow its impulse.  "Ts the voice of God.
Think you yowur fortunes will grow prosperous
Bedew’d with blood—his blood ? - Believe it not ?
But. You know not. Ask not! Wherefore should
it happen,
That the Swedes gain’d the vietory, and hasten
With such foreed marches hitherward ? ¥ain would 1
Have given him to the emperor’s merey.—Gordon !
I do not wish his blood.—But I must ransom
The honour of my word,—it lies in pledge—
And he must die, or
[Passtonalely grasping Gordow's hand
Listen then, uud know !
T am dishonour’d if the duke excape us,
Gor. 0! to suve such a nan
Bud. What ?
Gor. It is worth
A sacrifice.—Come, friend ! be noble-miunded!

! We doubt the propriety of putting so blasphemous a
sentiment in the mouth of any character. T.
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Our own heart, and not other men’s opinions,
Forms our true honour.

But. (with a cold and haughty air.) He is a great

lord, .

This duke—and I am but of mean importance.
This is what you would suy ? Wherein concerns it *
The world at large, you mean to hint to me,
Whether the man of low extraction keeps
Or blemishes his honour—
So that the man of princely rank be saved ?
We all do stamp our value on ourselves.
The price we challenge for ourselves is given us.
There does not live on earth the man so station’d,
That I despise myself' compared with him.
Man is made great or little by his own will ;
Because 1 am ivue to mine, therefore he dies.

Gor. T ain endeavouring to move a rock.
Thou hadst a mother, yet no human feelings.
I cannot hinder you, but may sowme god
Rescue him from you! [Ezit Gordon.

Scene IX.

But. (alone.) 1 treasured my good name all my life
long;
The duke has cheated me of life’s best jewel,
So that T blush before this poor weak Gordon'!
He prizes above all his fealty ;
His conscious soul accuses him of nothing ;
In opposition to his own soft heart
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ife subjugates himself to an iron duty.

Me in a weaker moment passion warp’d :

[ stand beside him, and must feel myself”

The worse man of the two. What, though the world
[s ignorant of my purposcd treason, yet

One man docs know it, and can prove it too—
High-minded Picgolomini !

There jves the man who can dishonour me!

This ignominy, blood alone can cleanse !

Duke Friedland, thou or 1—Into my own hands
Fortune delivers me—"The dearest thing a man has is

himself.
(The curtain drops.)
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ACT 1V.

Scene L.—Butler’s Chamber.
Butler, Major and Geraldin.

But. Find me twelve strong dragoons, arm them
with pikes,
For there must be no firing—
Conceal them somewhere near the banquet-room,
And soon as the dessert is served up, rush all in
And ery—Who is loyal to the emperor ?
I will overturn the table—while you artack
Illo and Tertshy, and despateh them hoth.
The castle-palace is well bare’d and guarded,
That no intelligence of thix proceeding
May make its way to the duke—Go instantly ;
Have you yet sent for eaptain Devercux
And the Macdonald 2——
Ger, They'll be here anon.
[Exit Geraldin.
But.  Here’s no room for delay.  'The citizens
Declare for him ; a dizzy drunken spirit
Possesses the whole town.  They sec in the duke
A prince of peace, a founder of new ages
And golden times.  Arms too have been given out
By the town-council, and a hundred citizens
Have volunteer’d themselves to stand on guard.
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Despatch, then, be the word.  1or enemies
Threaten us from without and from within,

SceNe IL— Butler, Captain Devereur, and Macdonald.

Mac. Here we are, general.

Dev. ~ What’s to be the watch-word ?
But. Long live the emperor !

Bolh. (recoiling.) How ?

But. Live the house of Austria!

Dev. Have we not sworn fidelity to Friedland ?
Mar. Have we not march’d to this place to pro-
teet him ?
But. Proteet a traitor, and his country’s enemy !
Dev. Why, yes! in his name you administer’d
Our oath.
Muc. And followed him yourself to Egra.
But. 1 did it the more surely to destroy him.
Dev. So then!
Mac. An alter’d case!
But. (to Devereur.) Thou wretched man!
So casily leavest thou thy oath and colours ?
* Dev. The devil '—] but follow’d your example.
If you could prove a villain, why not we ?
Mac. We've naught to do with thinking—that’s
your husiness.
You are our general, and give out the orders;
We follow you, though the track lead to hell.
But. (appeased.) Good then! we know each other.
Mac. I should hope so.
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Dev. Soldiers of fortune are we—who bids most,
He has us. .

Mac. ’Tis e’en so !

But. Well, for the present
Ye must remain honest and faithful soldiers.

Dev. We wish no other.

But. Ay, and make your fortunes.
Mac. That is still better.

But. Listen!

Both. We attend.

But. 1t is the emperor’s will and ordinance
To scize the person of the prince-duke Friedland,
Alive or dead.
Dev. Tt runs so in the letter,
Mac. Alive or dend—these were the very words.
But. And he shall be rewarded from the state
In land and gold who proflers aid thereto.
Dev. Ay! that sounds well. The words sound
always well
That travel hither from the court. Yes! yes!
‘We know already what court words import.
A golden chain perhaps in sign of favour,
Or an old charger, or a parchment patent,
And such like.—The princc-duke pays better.

Mac. Yes,
The duke’s a splendid paymaster.
Bui. All over

With that, my friends! His lucky stars are set.
Mac. And is that certain ?
But. You have my word for it.
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Dev. His lucky fortunes all past by ?
But. For ever.
He is as poor as we.
Mac. As poor as we ?
Dev. Macdonald, we'll descrt him.
' Bul We'll desert him ?
Full twenty thousand bave done that already ;
We must do more, mmy countrymen! In short—
We—wo must kill him.

DBoth. (starting back.) Kill him!
But. Yes! must kill him ;
And for that purpose have I chosen you.
Both. Us!

But. You, captain Devereux, and thee, Macdonald.
Dev. (after a pause.) Choose you some other.
But. What ? art dastardly ?
Thou with full thirty lives to answer for—
Thou conscientious of a sudden ?
Dev. Nay,
'To assassinate our lord and general—
Mae. 'To whom we've sworn a soldier's oath —
But. The oath
IS null, for Friedland is a traitor.
Dev. No, no! it is too bad!
Mac. Yes, by my soul !
It is too bad. One has a conscicnee too—
Dev. If it were not our chieftain, who so long
Has issued the commands, and clainyd our duty.
But. Is that the objection ?
Dev. Were it my own father,
VOL. Il 18
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And the emperor’s service should demand it of me,
It might be done, perhaps—but we are soldiers,
And to assassinate our chief comnmander,
That is a sin, a foul abomiuation,
From which no monk or confessor absolves us.
But. T am your pope, and give you absolution.
Deterinine quickly ! .
Dev. "T'will not do.
Mac. "Twont do!
But. Well, off then! and—send Pestalutz to me.
Dev. (hesitates.) The Pestalutz—
Mac. What may you want with him ?
But. If you reject it, we can find enough—
Dev. Nay, if he must fall, we may earn the bounty
As well as any other. What think you,
Brother Macdonald ?
Mac. Why, if he must fall,
And will full, and it can’t be othcrwise,
One would not give place to this Pestalutz.
Dev. (after some reflection.) When do you propose
he should fall ?
But. This night.
To-morrow will the Swedes be at our gates. .
Dev. You take upon you all the consequences ?
But. 1 take the whole upon me.
Dev. And it is
The emperor’s will, his express absolute will ?
For we have instances, that folks may like
The murder, and yet hang the murderer.
But. The manifesto says—alive or dead.
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Alive—tis not possible—you see it is not.
Dev. Well, dead then! dead! But how can we
come at him?
The town is filled with Tertsky’s soldiery.

Mac. Ay! and then Tertsky still renains, and
' Ilfo— [me?

But. With thesp you shall begin—you understand

Dev. How? And must they too perish?

But. They the first.

Mace. Tlear, Devereux! A bloody evening this.

Dev. Have yonaman for that ? Commission me—

Buf. ’Tis given in trust to major Geraldin ;

This is a carnival night, and there’s a feast

Given at the castle—there we shall surprise them,
And hew them down.  The Pestalutz, and Lesley
Have that commission—soon as that is finish’d—

Dev. Hear, general! It will be all one to you—
Harkye, let me exchange with Geraldin,

But. ’Twill be the lesscr danger with the duke,

Dev. Danger! the devil! What do you think

me, g neral?
"Tis the duke’s eye, and not his sword, I fear.

‘But. What can his eye do to thee ?

Dev. Death and hell !
Thou know’st that I'm no milk-sop, general!
But ’tis not eight days since the duke did send me
Twenty gold pieces for this good warm coat
Which 1 have ou! and then for him to see me
Btanding before him with the pike, his murderer,
That eye of his looking upon this coat—
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Why—why—the devil fetch me! I'm no milk-sop!
But. The duke presented thee this good warm coat,

And thou, a needy wight, hast pangs of conscience

To run him through the body in return,

A coat that is far better and far warmer

Did the emperor give to him, the prince’s mantle.

How doth he thank the emperor?  With revolt,

And treason.

Dev. That is true. The devil take
Such thankers. D'l despatch him.
But. And wouldst quict

Thy conscience, thou hast naught to do but simply
Pull off the coat; so canst thou do the deed
Witli light heart and good spirits.

Dev. You are right.
That did not strike me. T’ll pull off the ceat—
So there’s an end of it.

Mac. Yes, but therc’s another
Point to be thought of.
But. And what’s that, Macdonald ?

Mace. What avails sword or dagger against him ?
He is not to be wounded—he is—

But. (starting up.) What ?
Muac, Safe against shot, and stab and flash! Hard
frozen,

Secured, and warranted by the black art!
His body is impenetrable, I tell you.
Dev.  In Inglestadt there was just such another:
T1is whole skin was the samec as steel ; at last
We were obliged to beat him down with gunstocks.
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Mac. Hear what I'll do.
Dev. Well?
Mac. In the cloister here
“There's a Dominican, iy countryman.
I'll make him dip my sword and pike for me
*In holy watcr, and say over them
One of his stronggst blessings. That’s probatum! 7
Nothing can stand ’gainst that. ‘
But. So do, Macdonald !
But now go and select from out the regiment
Twenty or thirty able-hodied fellows,

. And let them take the oaths to the emperor.

Then when it strikes eleven, when the first rounds
Are pass’d, conduct them silently as may be
To the house—I will myself be not far off.
Dev. But how do we get through Hartschier and
Gordon,
That stand on guard there in the inner chamber ?
But. I have made myself acquainted with the
place.
1 lead you through a back-door that’s defended
By one man only. Me my rank and office
Give access to the duke at every hour,
Pll go before you—with one poniard stroke
Cut Hartschier’s windpipe, and make way for you.
Dev. And when we arc there, by what means
ghall we gain
The duke’s bed-chamber, without his alarming
The servants of the court ; for he has here
A numerous company of followers ?
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But. The attendants fill the right wing; he hates
bustle,
And lodges in the left wing quite alone.
Dev. Were it well over—hey, Macdonald? I
Feel queerly on the occasion, devil knows!
Mac. And I too. ’Tis too great a personage.
People will hold us for a brace of villains.
Buf. 1In plenty, honor, splendor—You may safely
Laugh at the people’s bubble.
Dev. If the business
Squares with one’s honor—if that be quite certain—
But. Set your hearts quite at ease. Ye save for
Ferdinand
His crown and empire. The reward can be
No small one. [ror?
Dev. And ’tis his purpose to dethrone the empe-
But. Yes,—Yes!—to rob him of his crown and
life.
Dev. And he must fall by the executioner’s hands,
Should we deliver him up to the emperor
Alive ?
But. It were his certain destiny.
Dev. Well! Well! Come then, Macdonald, he
shall not
Lie long in pain.
[Exeunt, Butler through one door, Macdonald and
Devereuz through the other.

ScenE III.—A Gotkic and gloomy apartment ot the
Duchess Friedland’s. Thekla on a scat, pale, her
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eyes closed. 'The Duchess and Lady Neubrunn
busied about her. Wallenstein and the Counless
in conversalion.

Wal. How kuew she it so soon ?
Coun. She seems to have
Foreboded some misfortune. The report
Of an engagement, in the which had fallen
A colonel of the imperial army, frighten’d her.
I saw it instantly. She flew to meet
The Swedish courier, and with sudden questioning,
Soon wrested from him the disastrous secret.
Too late we miss’d her, hastened after her,
We found her lying in his arms, all pale
And in a swoon.
Wal. A hcavy, heavy blow!
And she so unprepared! poor child! how is it?
[ Turning to the Duchess.
Is she coming to herself ?
Duch. Her eyes are opening.
Coun. She lives,
Thek. (looking around her.) Where am I?
Wal. (steps to her, raising her up in his arms.)
Come, checrly, Thekla! be my own brave girl!
See, there’s thy loving mother. Thou art in
Thy father’s arms. .
Thek. (standing up.) Where is he? Ts he gone?
Duch. Who gone, my daughter?

Thek. He—the man who utterd
That word of misery.
Duch. O! think not of it,

My Thekla!
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Wal. Give her sorrow leave to talk !

Let her complain—mingle your tears with hers,
For she hath suffer’d a deep anguish ; but
She’ll rise superior to it, for my Thekla

Hath all her father’s unsubdued heart.

Thek. 1am notill. See, I have power to stand.
Why does my mother weep? Have I alarm’d her ?
Tt is gone by—TI recollect myself—

[She casts her eyes round the room as seeking some

one.
Where is he? please you, do not hide him from me.
You see I have strength enough : now I will hear him.

Duch. No, never shall this messenger of evil
Enter again into thy presence, 'Thekla!

Thek. My father—

Wal. Dearest daughter!

Thek. I am not weak—
Shortly I shall be quite myself again.

You’ll grant me one request ?

Wal. Name it, my daughter.

Thek. TPermit the stranger to be calPd to me,
And grant me leave, that by mysclf 1 may
Hear his report and questien him. .

Duch. No, never!

Coun. ’Tis not advisable—assent not to it.

Wal. Hush! Wherefore wouldst thou speak with

him, my daughter!

Thek. Knowing the whole, I shall be more

collected :
I will not be deceived. My mother wishes
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Only to spare'me. I will not be spared,
The worst is said already : I can hear
Nothing of deeper anguish!

Duch. and Coun. Do it not.

Thek. 'The horror overpower’d me by surprise.
My heart betray’d me in the stranger’s presence ;
He was a witness of my weakness, yea,

I sank into bis ﬁrms; and that has shamed me.
I must replace myself in his esteem,

And I must speak with him, perforce, that he,
The stranger, may not think ungently of me.

Wal. 1 sce she is in the right, and am inclined
To grant her this request of hers, Go, call him.

( Lady Neubrunn goces to call kim.)

Duch. But I, thy mother, will be present—

Thek. "Twere
More pleasing to me, if alone I saw him :

Trust me, I shall behave myself the more
Collectedly.
Wal. Permit her her own will,
Leave her ulone with him: for there are sorrows,
Where of necessity the soul must be
+Its own support. A strong heart will rely
On its own strength alone, In her own bosom,
Not in her mother’s arins, must she collect
The strength to risc superior to this blow.
1t is mine own brave girl. Il have her treated
Not as the woman, but the heroine. [ Going.

Coun. (delaining lim.) Where art thou going ? I

heard Tertsky say
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That ’tis thy purpose to depart from hence
To-morrow early, but to leave us here. [tion
Wal. Yes, ye stay here, placed under the protec-
Of gallant men. i
Coun. O take us with you, brother!
Leave us not in this gloomy solitude
To brood o’cr anxious thoughts. The mists of doubt
Magnify evils to a shape of horror.
Wal. Who speaks of evil? I entreat you, sister,
Use words of better omen.
Coun. Then take us with you.
O leave us not behind you in a place
That forces us to such sad omens. Heavy
And sick within me is my heart—
These walls breathe on me, like a church-yard vault,
I cannot tell you, brother, how this place
Doth go against my nature. Take us with you.
Come, sister, join you your entreaty !—niece,
Yours too. We all entreat you take us with you!
Wal. The place’s evil omens will I change,
Making it that which shields and shelters for me
My best beloved.
Lady N. (returning.) The Swedish officer.
Wal. Leave her alone with me. [Exit.
Duch. (to Thekla, who starts and shivers.) There—
pale as death !—child, ’tis impossible
That thou shouldst speak with him. Follow thy
mother. [me.
Thek. The Lady Neubrunn then may stay with
[Exeunt Duchess and Countess.



THE DEATH OF WALLENSTEIN. 283

Scexe IV.—Thekla, the Swedish Caplain, Lady
Neubrunn.
Cap. (respectfully approaching her.) Princess—I
must entreat your gentle pardon—
My inconsiderate rash speech—how could I—
Thek. (with dignity.) You have beheld me in my
agony. ,
A most distressful accident occasion’d
You from a stranger to become at once
My confidant.
Cap. I fear you hate my presence,
For my tongue spake a melancholy word.
Thek. The fault is mine. Myself did wrest it
from you.
The horror which came o’er me interrupted
Your tale at its commencement. May it please you,
Continue it to the end.

Cap. Princess, "twill
Renew your anguish.
Thek. Iam firm

I will be firm. Well—how began the engagement ?
Cap. We lay, expecting no attack, at Neustadt,

Intrenched but insecurely in our camp,

When towards evening rose a cloud of dust

From the wood thitherward ; our vanguard fled

Into the camp, aud sounded the alarm.

Scarce had we mounted, ere the Pappenheimers,

Their horses at full speed, broke through the lines,

And leaped the trenches; but their heedless courage

Had borne them onward far before the others—
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The infantry were still at distance, only
The Pappenheimers follow’d daringly
Their daring leader—

[Thekla betrays agitation in her gestures. The officer
pauses Uil she makes a sign lo him to proceed.
Cap. Both in van and flanks

With our whole cavalry we now received them;
Back to the trenches drove them, where the foot
Stretch’d out a solid ridge of pikes to meet them.
They ncither could advance, nor yet retreat ;
And as they stood on every side wedged in,
The Rhinegrave to their leader call’d aloud,
Inviting a surrender; but their leader,
Young Piccolomivi—
[Thekla, as giddy, grasps a chair.
Known by his pluine,
And his long hair, gave signal for the trenches;
Himself leaped first, the regiment all plunged after.
His charger, by a halbert gored, rear’d up,
Flung him with violence off, and over him
The horses, now no longer to be curb'd,
[Thekla who has accompanied the last speech with all
the marks of tincreasing agony, trembles through
her whole frame, and is falling. The Lady
Neubrunn runs to her, and receives her in her

arms.

Lady N. My dearest lady

Cap. I retire.

Thek. "Tis over.

Proceed to the conclusjon.
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Cap. ' Wild despair
Inspired the troops with phrensy when they saw
Their leader perish ; every thought of rescue
Was spurned ; they fought like wounded tigers ; their
Frantic resistance roused our soldiery ;
A murderous fight took place, nor was the contest
Finished beforg their last man fell.

Thek. (faltering.) And where—
Whure is—you bave not told me all.
Cap. (after a pause.) This morning

We buried him. Twelve youths of noblest birth
Did bear him to interment 5 the whole army
Follow'd the bier. A laurel deck’d his coffin;
The sword of the deceased was placed upon it,
In mark of houour, by the Rhinegrave’s self.
Nor tears were wanting ; for there are among us
Many, who had themselves experienced
The greatness of his mind, and gentle manncrs;
All were affected at his fate.  The Rhinegrave
Would willingly have saved him; but himself
Made vain the attempt—tis said he wished to die,
Lady N. (to Thekla who has hidden her counte-
nance.) Look up my dearest lady——
Thek. Where is his grave ?
Cap. At Neustadt, lady ; in a cloister church
Are his remains deposited, until
We can receive directions from his father.
Thek. What is the cloister's name ?
Cap. Saint Catharine’s.
Thek. And how far is it thither?
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Cap. Near twelve leagues.
Thek. And which the way ?
Cap. You go by Tirschenreit
And Falkenberg, through our advanced posts.
Thek. Who
Is their commander ?
Cap. Colonel Seckendorf.
[Thekla steps to the table, and takes a ring from a
casket.
Thek. You have beheld me in my agony,
And shown a feeling heart.  Please you, accept
[ Giving him the ring.
A small memorial of this hour. Now go!
Cap. (confused.) Princess
[Thekla silendly makes signs to him lo go, and turns
Jrom him. The Captain lingers, and is about to
speak. Lady Neubrunn repeats the signal, and
he retires.

SceNE V—Thekla, Lady Neubrunn.

Thek. (falls on Lady Neubrunn’s neck.) Now,gen-
tle Neubrunu, show me the affection
Which thou hast ever promised—prove thyself
My own true friend and faithful fellow-pilgrim.
This night we must away !

Lady N. Away! and whither ?
Thek. Whither! There is but one place in the
world.

Thither where he lies buried! To his coffin!
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Lady N. {Vhat would you do there ?

Thek. What do there?
That wouldst thou not have ask’d, hadst thou e’er
loved.

There, there is all that still remains of him.
That single spot is the whole carth to me.
Lady N. That place of dcath
Thek. Is now the only place,
Where life yet dwells for me : detain me not!
Come and make preparations : let us think
Of mcuns to fly from henee.
Lady N. Your futher’s rage—
Thek. That time is past
And now T fear no hwnan being’s rage.
Lady N. The sentence of the world! The
tongue of calumny !
Thek. Whom ain I secking? Him who is no

more.
Am I then hastening to the arms——0 God!
I haste but to the grave of the beloved. [men!

Lady N.  And we alone, two helpless feeble wo-

Thek. We will tuke weapons : my arm shall pro-
* tect thee.

Lady N. In the dark night-time!

Thek. Darkness will conceal us.

Lady N. 'This rough tempestuous night—-—

Thek. Had he a soft bed
Under the hoofs of his war-horses ?

Lady N. Heaven!

And then the many posts of the enemy !
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Thek. They arc human beings. Misery travels

free
Through the whole earth.
Lady N. The journey’s weary length—

Thek. The pilgrim, travelling to a distant shrine
Of hope and healing, doth not count the leagues.
Lady N. How can we pass the gates ?

Thek. Gold opens them.
Go, do but go.
Lady N. Should we be recognised—

Thek. In a despairing woman, a poor fugitive,
Will no one seck the daughter of Duke Friedland.
Lady N. And where procure we horses for our

flight ?

Thek. My cquerry procures them.  Go and feteh
him.

Lady N. Dares he, without the knowledge of his
lord?

Thek. He will. Go, only go. Delay no longer.

Lady N. Dear lady! and your mother ?

Thek. Oh'! my mother!

Lady N. So much as she has sufter’d too already ;
Your tender mother—Ah! how ill prepared ‘
For this last anguish!

Thek. : Woe is me! my mother!

[Pauses.

Go instantly.

Lady N. But think what you are doing !

Thek. What can be thought, alrendy has been

thought.
Lady N. And being there, what purpose you to do ?



L)
THE DEATH OF WALLENSTEIN. 289

Thek. There a Divinity will prompt my soul.

Lady N. Your heart, dear lady, is disquieted !
And this is not the way that leads to quiet.

Thek. 'To a deep quiet, such as he has found,
It draws mc on, I know not what to name it,
Resistless does it draw me to his grave.
There will my hgart be eased, my tears will flow.
O hasten, make no further questioning !
There is no rest for me till I have left
These walls—they fall in on me—a dim power
Drives me from hence—O merey ! what a fecling !
What pale and hollow forms are those! they fill,
They crowd the place! T have no longer room here!
Mercy ! still more! more still! the hideous swarm !
They press on me; they chase e from these walls—
Those hollow, bodiless fortns of living men!

Lady N. You frighten me so, lady, that no longer
I dare stay here myself. I go and call
Rosenberg instantly. [Exit Lady Neubrunn.

Scexe VI.

Thek. His spirit ’tis that calls me: ’tis the troop
Of his true followers, who offer’d up
Themselves to avenge his death : and they accuse me
Of an igncble loitering—they would not
Forsake their leader even in his death—ihey died for
him!
And shall I live ?—
VOL. 1L 19
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Tor me too was that laurel-garland twined

That decks his bier. Life is an empty casket:

I throw it from me. O! my-only hope ;—

To die beneath the hoofs of trampling steeds—

That is the lot of heroes upon earth! [Ezxit Thekla.!
(Thg curtain drops.)

1The soliloquy of Thekla consists in the original of
six-and-twenty lines, twenty of which are in rhymes of
iregular recurrence. 1 thought it prudent to abridge
it. Indeed the whole scene between Thekla and Lady
Neubrunn might, perhaps, have been omitted without
injury to the play.
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ACT V.

S8ceNE 1.—4 saloon, terminated by a gallery which ex-
tends for into the back-ground.— Wallenstein (sitling
at a table.y—The Swedish Captain (standing before
him.)

Wal. Commend me to your lord. I sympathize
In his good fortune ; and if you have seen me
Deficient in the expressions of that joy,

Which such a victory might well demand,
Attribute it to no lack of good-will,

For henceforth are our fortunes one. Farewell,
And for your trouble take my thanks. To-morrow
The citadel shall be surrender’d to you

On your arrival.

[The Swedish Caplain retires. Wallenstein sils
lost in thought, his eyes fixed vacanily, and his
head sustained by his hand. The Countess
Tertsky enters, stands before him awhile, unob-

, served by him; at length he siarts, sees her and
recollects himself.

Wal. Comest thou from her? Is she restored ?

How is she ?

Coun. My sister tells me, she was more collected
After her conversation with the Swede.
8he has now retired to rest.

Wal. The pang will soften.
She will shed tears.
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Coun. 1 find thee alter’d too,
My brother! After such a victory
1 had expected to have found in thee
A cheerful spirit. O remain thou firm!
Sustain, uphold us! For our light thou art,
Our sun. b
Wal. Be quiet. I ail nothing. Where’s
Thy husband ?
Coun. At a banquet—he and Ilio.
Wal. (rises and strides across the saloon.) The
night’s far spent.  Betake thee to thy chamber.
Coun. Bid me not go, O let me stay with thee!
Wal. (moves to the window.) Therce is a busy mo-
tion in the hecaven,
The wind doth chase the flag upon the tower,
Fast sweep the clouds, the sickle! of the moon,

! These four lines are expressed in the original with
exquisite felicity.
Am Himmel ist gescheflige Bewegung,
Des Thurmes Fahne jagt der Wind, schnell geht
Der Wolken Zug, die Mondes-Sichel wankt,
Und durch die Nacht zuckt ungewisse Helle.

The word ¢ moon-sickle,” reminds me of a passage
in Harris, as quoted by Johnson, under the word ¢ fal- “\:
cated.” ‘The cnlightened part of the moon appears
in the form of a sickle or reaping-hook, which is while
she is moving from the conjunction to the opposition, or
from the ncw moon to the full : but from full to a new
again, the enlightened part appears gibbous, and the
dark falcated.””
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Struggling, darts snatches of uncertain light.
No form of star is visible! That one
White stain of light, that single glimmering yonder,
1s"from Cassiopeia, and therein
Is Jupiter. (A pause.) But now
The blackness of the troubled element hides him!
[ He sinks info profound melancholy, and looks va-
cantly into the distance.
Coun. (looks on him mournfully, then grasps his hand.)
What art thou brooding on ?
Wal. Methinks,
If 1 but saw him, ’twould be well with me.
He is the star of my nativity,
And often marvellously hath his aspect
Shot strength into my heart.
Coun. Thow’lt see him again.
Wal. (remains for a while with absent mind, then
assumes a livelier manner, and turns suddenly
to the Countess.) See him again? O never,

never again
Coun. How?
Wal. He is gone—is dust.
> Coun., ‘Whom meanest thou then ?

Wal. He the morc fortunate! yea, he hath finish’d!

The words ¢ wanken™ and ¢ schweben'’ are not
easily translated. The English words, by which we
attempt to render them, are either vulgar or pedantic,
or not of sufficient general application. So ¢ der Wol-
ken Zug "—The draft, the procession of clouds.—The
Masses of the Clouds sweep onward in swift stream.



204 THE DEATH OF WALLENSTEIN.

For him there is no longer any future,
His life is bright—bright without spot it was,
And cannot ccase to be. No ominous hour
Knocks at his door with tidings of mishap.
Far off is he, above desire and fear;
No more submitted to the change and chance
Of the unsteady planets. O ’tis well
With him ! but who knows what the coming hour
Veild in thick darkness brings for us?
Coun. Thou speakest
Of Piccolomini. What was his death?
The courier had just left thee as I came.
[ Wallenstein by a motion of his hand makes signs
to her to be silent.
Turn not thine eyes upon the backward view,
Let us Jook forward into sunny days.
Welcome with joyous heart the victory,
Forget what it has cost thee. Not to-day,
For the first time, thy friend was to thee dead ;
To thee he died when first he parted from thee.
Wal. This anguish will be wearied down,* 1
know ;
What pang is permanent with man? From the

highest,

' A very inadequate translation of the original.
Verschmerzen werd’ ich diesen Schlag, das weiss ich,
Denn was verschmerzte nicht der Mensch !

LITERALLY.
I shall grieve down this blow, of that I’m conscious :
What does not man grieve down ?
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As from the vilest thing of every day
He learns to wean himself : for the strong hours
Conquer him ; yet I feel what I have lost
¥# him. The bloom is vanish’d from my life.
For O! he stood beside me, like my youth,
Transform’d for me the real to a dream,
Clothing the palpable and the familiar
With golden exhalations of the dawn.
Whatever fortunes wait my future toils,
The beautifid is vanish’d—and returns not.
Coun. O be not treacherous to thy own power.
‘Thy heart is rich enough to vivify
Itself. Thou lovest and prizest virtues in him,
The which thyself didst plant, thyself unfold.
Wal. (stepping to the door.) Who interrupts us
now at this late hour ?
It is the governor. He brings the keys
Of the citadel. ’Tis midnight. Leave me, sister!
Coun. O ’tis so hard to me this night to leave

thee—
A boding fear possesses me!
Wal. Fear? Whercfore?
- Coun. Shouldst thou depart this night, and we at
waking
Never more find thee!
Wal. Fancies!
Coun. O my soul
Has long been weigh’d down by:these dark forebo-
dings,

And if I combat and repel them waking,



206 THE DEATH OF WALLENSTEIN.

They still rush down upon my heart in dreams.
I saw thee yester-night with thy first wife
Sit at a banquet gorgeously attired.
Wal. This was a dream of favourable omen,
That marriage being the founder of my fortunes.
Coun. To-day I dreampt that I was seeking thee
In thy own chamber. As I enter’d,lo!
It was no more a chamber: the Chdrtreuse
At Gitschin ’twas which theu thyself hadst founded,
And where it is thy will that thou shouldst be
Interr’d.
Wal. Thy soul is busy with these thoughts.
Coun. What! dost thou not helieve that oft in
dreams
A voice of warning speaks prophetic to us? [voices.
Wal. There is no doubt that there exist such
Yet I would not call them
Voiees of warning that announce to us
Only the inevitable. As the sun,
Ere it is risen, sometimes paints its image
In the atmosphere, so often do the spirits
Of great events stride on before the events,
And in to-day already walks to-morrow. .
That which we read of the fourth Henry’s death
Did ever vex and haunt me like a tale
Of my own future destiny. The king
Felt in his breast the phantom of the knife,
Long ere Ravaillac arm'd himself therewith.
His quiet mind forsook him : the phantasma
Started him in his Louvre, chased him forth
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Into the open air: like funeral knells

Sounded that coronation festival ;

And still with boding sense he heard the tread
Of those feet that even then were seeking him
Throughout the streets of Paris.

Coun. And to thee
The voice within thy soul bodes nothing ?
al. * Nothing.
Be wholly tranquil.
Coun. And another time

I hasten’d after thee, and thou ran’st from me
Through a long suite, through many a spacious hall,
There scen’’d no end of it: doors ereak’d and clapp’d ;
I follow’d panting, but could not o’ertake thee;
When on a sudden did I feel myself
Grasp’d from behind—the hand was cold, that
grasp’d me—
*Twas thou, and thou didst kiss me, and there seem’d
A crimson covering to envelop us.
Wal. That is the crimson tapestry of my chamber.
Coun. (gazing on him.) 1If it should come to that—
if I should see thee,
‘Who standest now before me in the fullness

Of life— [She fulls on his breast and weeps.
Wal. 'The emperor's proclamation weighs upon
thee—

Alphabets weund not—and he finds no hands.
Coun. If he should find them, my resolve is
taken—
I bear about me my support and refuge.
[Exit Countess.
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Scene IL.—Wallenstein, Gordon.

Wal. All quiet in the town ?
Gor. The town is quiet.
Wal. 1 hear a boisterous music! and the castle
Is lighted up. Who are the revellers?
Gor. There is a banquet given at ¢he castle
To the Count Tertsky, and field-marshal 1llo.
Wdl. In honour of the victory—This tribe
Can show their joy in nothing else but feasting.
[Rings. The groom of the chamber enters.
Unrobe me. [ will lay me down to sleep.
[Wallenstein takes the keys from Gordon.
So we are guarded from all enemies,
And shut in with sure friends.
For all must cheat me, or a face like this

[Fixing his eye on Gordon.
Was ne’er a hypocrite’s mask.

[The groom of the chamber takes off his mantle,
collar, and scarf.
Wal. Take care—what is that ?
Groom. The golden chaiu is snapped in two. &~
Wal. Well, it has lasted long cnough. Here—'
give it.
[ He takes and looks at the chuin.
*T'was the first present of the emperor.
He bung it round me in the war of Friule,
He being then Archduke; and I have worn it
Till now from habit—
From superstition, if you will. Belike,
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It was to be a talisman to me;

And while I wore it on my neck in faith,

It was to chain to me all my life long
“The volatile fortune, whose first pledge it was.
Well,be it so! Henceforward a new fortune
Must spring up for me; for the potency

Of this charm is dissolved.

[ Groom of the chamber retires with the vestments.
Wallenstein rises, takes a slride across the room,
and stands at last before Gordon in a posture of
meditation.

How the old time returns upon me! I
Behold myself once more at Burgau, where
‘We two were pages of the court together.
‘We oftentimes disputed : thy intention
Was ever good ; but thou wert wont to play
The moralist and preacher, and wouldst rail at me,
That I strove after things too high for me,
Giving my faith to bold unlawful dreams,
And still extol to me the golden mean.
—Thy wisdom hath been proved a thriftless friend
To thy own self. See, it has made theo early
- A superannuated man, and (but
That my munificent stars will intervene)
Would let thee in some miserahle corner
Go out like an untended lamp.

Gor. My prince!
With light heart the poor fisher moors his boat,
And watches from the shore the lofty ship
Stranded amid the storm.

Wadl. Art thou already
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In harbour, then, old man? Well! Tam not.
The unconquer’d spirit drives me o’er life’s billows ;
My planks still firm, my canvass swelling proudly.
Hope is my goddess still, and Youth my inmate; -
And while we stand thus front to front, almost
I might presume to say, that the swift years
Have pass’d by powerless o’cr my unblanch’d hair.
[ He moves wilh long strides across the saloon, and
remains on the opposite side over against Gordon.
Who now persists in calling Fortune false?
To me she has proved faithful, with fond love
Took me firom out the common ranks of men,
And like a mother goddess, with strong arm
Carried me swiftly up the steps of life.
Nothing is common in my destiny,
Nor in the furrows of my hand. Who dares
Interpret then my life for me as ’twere
One of the undistinguishable many ?
True, in this present moment I appear
Fallen low indeed ; but I shall rise again.
The high flood will soon follow on this ebb;
The fountain of my fortune, which now stops
Repress’d and bound by some malicious star,
Will soon in joy play forth from all its pipes.
Gor. And yet remember I the good old proverb,
“Let the night come before we praise the day.”
I would be slow from long-continued fortune
To gather hope : for Hope is the companion
Given to the unfortunate by pitying heaven ;
Feur hovers round the head of prosperous men:
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For still unstcady are the scales of fate.

Wul. (smiling.) I hear the very Gordon that of old
Was wont to preach to ine, now once more preaching :
*® know well, that all sublunary things
Are still the vassals of vicissitude.

The unpropitious gods demand their tribute.
This long ago the ancient pagans knew ;
And thercfore of their own accord they offer’d
To themsclves injuries, so to atonc
The jealousy of their divinitics :
And human sacrifices bled. to Typhon.
[After a pause, serious, and in a more subdued
manner.
I too have sacriticed to hitn—For me
There fell the dearest friend, and through my fault
He fell! No joy from favourable fortune
Can overwcigh the anguish of this stroke.
The envy of my destiny is glutted :
Life pays fur lifc.  On his pure head the lightning
Was drawn off which would clse have shatter’d me.

: Scene 11L.—To these enter Sens.

Wal. Is not that Scni? and beside himself]
If one may trust his looks? What brings thee hither
At this late Lour, Baptista ?

Send. Terror, duke!
On thy account.

Wal. What now ?
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Sen. Flee ere the day-break !
Trust not thy person to the Swedes !

Wal. What now
Is in thy thoughts?

Sent. (with louder voice.) Trust not thy person to

these Swedes.

Wal. Whay, is it then?

Seni. (still more urgently.) O wait not the arrival

of these Swedes!
An evil near at hand is threatening thee
From false friends. All the signs stand full of horror!
Near, near at hand the net-work of perdition—
Yea, even now ’tis being cast around thee !

Wal. Baptista, thou art dreaming !—Fear befools

thee.

Sent. Believe not that an empty fear deludes me.
Come, read it in the planetary aspects;

Read it thyself] that ruin threatens thee
From false friends!

Wal. From the falseness of my friends
Has risen the whole of my unprosperous fortunes.
The warning should have come hefore. At present
I need no revelation from the stars '
To know that.

Sent. Come and see! trust thine own eyes!
A fearful sign stands in the house of life—

An enemy ; a fiend lurks close behind
The radiance of thy planet.—O be warn’d !
Deliver not thyself up to these heathens,
To wage a war against our holy church.
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Wal. (laughing gently.) The oracle rails that way !
Yes, yes! now
Irecollect. This junction with the Swedes
Bid never please thee—lay thyself to sleep,
Baptista! Signs like these I do not fear.
Gor. (who during the whole of this dialogue has
shown mqrks of extreme agitation, and now turns
to Wallenstein.) My duke and general! May

I dare presume?
Wal. Speak freely.
Gor. ‘What if ’twere no mere creation

Of fear, if God’s high providence vouchsafed
To interpose its aid for your deliverance,
And made that mouth its organ?

Wal. Ye're both feverish!
How can mishap come to me from these Swedes ?
They sought this junction with me—'tis their in-

terest.

Gor. (with difficully suppressing his emotion.) But

what if the arrival of these Swedes—
What if this were the very thing that wing’d
Tlne ruin that is flying to your temples ?
[Flings himself at his feet.
There is yet time, my prince.
Sent. O hear himn! hear him!
Gor. (rises.) The Rhinegrave’s still far off. Give
but the orders,
This citadel shall close its gates upon him.
If then he will besiege us, let him try it.
But this I say ; he’ll find his own destruction
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With his whole force before these ramparts, sooner
Than weary down the valour of our spirit.

He shall experience what a band of heroes,
Inspirited by an heroic leader,

Is able to perform.  And if indeed

It be thy serious wish to make amend

For that which thou hast done amiss—this, this
Will touch and reconcile the emperor

Who gladly turns his heart to thoughts of merey,
And Friedlund, who returns repentant to him,
‘Will stand yet higher in his emperor’s favour,
Than é’er he stood when he had never fallen.

Wal, (contemplates him with surprise, remaing silent
awhile, betraying strong emotion.) Gordon—
your zeal and fervour lead you far.

Well, well—an old friend has a privilege.
Blood, Gordon, has been flowing. Never, never
Can the emperor pardon me: and if’ he could,
Yet I—I ne’er could let myself be pardond,
Had I foreknown what now has taken place,
That he, my dearest friend, would fall for me,
My first death-offering 5 and had the beart
Bpoken to me, as now it has done—Gordon,
It may be, I might have bethought myself.
It may be too, 1 might not. Might or might not,
Is now an idle question. All too seriously
Has it begun, to end in nothing, Gordon !
Let it then have its course,

[Stepping to the windorw.
All dark and silent—at the castle too
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All is now hush’d—Light me, chamberlain!

[The Groom of the Chamber, who had entered dur-
ing the last dialogue, and had been standing at
a distance, and listening lo it with visible ex-
pressions of the deepest inlerest, advances in
extreme agilation, and throws himself at the
Duke’s fsct.

And thou too! But T know why thou dost wish
My reconcilement with the emperor.,

Poor man! he hath a siall estate in Ceerntlien,
And fears it will be forfeited because

He’s in my service. A I then so poor,

That 1 no longer can indeummify

My servants 7 Well! to no one I employ

Means of compulsion. 1If ’tiz thy belief

That fortune has fled fiom me, go! forsake me.
This night for the last time mayst thou uurobe me,
And then go over to thy emperor.

Gordon, good night! I think to make a long

Sleep of it: for the stroggle and the turmoil

Of this last day or two was great. May’t please you!
Take carc that they awake me not too early.

[Erit Wallenstein, the Groom of the Chamber
lighting him. Sent follows, Gordon remnains on
the darkened stage, foll.wing the Duke with his
eye, Ull he disappears at the farther end of the
gallery : then by his gestures the old man ex-
presses the depth of his anguish, and stands
leaning against a pillar.

voL. 111, 20
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ScesE 1V.—Gordon, Buller, (ol first behind the scenes.)

But. (not yet come into view of the stage.) Here stand
in silence till I give the signal.
Gor. (starts up.) 'Tis he, he has already brought
the murderers.
But. The lights are out. All lies in profound
sleep. [him ?
Gor. What shall I do? Shall I attempt to save
Shall T call up the house—alarm the guards ?
But. (appenrs, but scarcely on the stage.) A light
gleams hither from the corridor :
It leads directly to the duke’s bed-chamber.
Gor. Baut then I break my oath to the emperor;
If he escape and sirengthen the enemy,
Do 1 not hereby call down upon my head
All the dread consequences ?
But. (stepping forward.) Hark ! Who speaks there?
Gor. 'Tis better, I resign it to the hands
Of Providence. For what am 1, that 1
Should take upon myself so great a deed ?
I have not murder’d him, if he be murder'd ;
But all his rescue were my act and deed ;
Mine—and whatever be the consequences,
I must sustain them.
But. (advances.) I should know that voice.
Gor. Butler!
But. ’Tis Gordon. What do you wunt here ?
‘Was it so lute then, when the duke disiniss’d you ?
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Gor. Your hand bound up and in a scarf?
But. . *Tis wounded.
. That Hlo fought as he were frantic, till
A last we threw him on the ground.
Gor. (shuddering.) Both dead ?
Bul. Ishe in bed?

Gor. . Ab, Butler!

But. Is he? Speak,

Gor. He shall not perish ! Not through you! The
heaven

Refuses your arm.  See—'tis wounded !—
But. 'There isgio need of my arm.
Gor. The most guilty
Have perish’d, and enough is given to justice.

[The Groom of the Chamber advances from the
gallery with his finger on his mouth, command-
ing silence.

Gor. He slecps! O murder not the holy sleep !
But. No! he shall die awake. [Is going.
Gor. His heart still cleaves

To earthly things: he’s not prepared to step

Into the presence of his God!

" Bul. (going.) God’s merciful !
Gor. (holds him.) Grant him but this night’s respite.
But. (hurrying off.) The next moment

May ruin all.
Gor. (holds fim still.) One hour —
. But. Unhold me! What
Can that short respite profit him?
Gor. O—time
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Works miracles. In one hour many thousands

Of grains of sand run out ; and quick as they,
Thought follows thought within the human soul.
Only one hour! Your heart may change its purpode,
His heart may change its purpose—some new tidings
May conie ; some fortunate event, decisive,

May fall fiom heaven, and rescue him. O what
May not one hour achieve!

But. You but remind me,
How precious every minute is!
[He stamps on the floor.

ScEnNE V.—T0 these enter Macdonald end Devereux,
wilth the Halberdiers.

Gor. (throwing himself between him and them.) No,
monster !
First over my dead body thou shalt tread.
I will not live to see the accursed deed !
Bul. (forcing him out of the way.) Weuk-hearted
dotard !  [Trumpets are heard in the dislance.
Dev. and Mac. Hark! the Swedish trumpets!
The Swedcs before the ramparts!  Let us hasten!
Gor. (1ushes ow'.) O, God of Merey!
Bul. (cal'ing aftir im.)  Governor, to your post!
Groom. (hurries in.) Who dares make larum here ?
Hush! the duke sleeps.
Dev. (with a loud harsh voice.) Friend, it is time
now to make larum.
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Groom. Help!
Murder!
But. Down with him!
Groom. (run through the body by Devereuz, fulls at
the entrance of the gallery.) Jesus Maria!

But.  Burst the doors open.

[(They rush,over the body into the gallery—two
doors are heard to crash one afler the other—
v)ices deadened by the distance—clash of arms—
then all at once a profound silence.

Scene VI

Coun. (with a light.) Ier bed-chamber is empty ;
she herself

Is nowhere to be found!  The Neubrunn too,

Who watel’d by her, is missing.  If she should

Be flown But whither lown? We must call up
gyery soul in the house. How will the duke
Bear up against these worst bad tidings? O

If that iny husband now were but return’d

Home from the banquet!—Jlark! 1 wonder whether
The duke is still awake ? T thought 1 heard

Voices and tread of feet here! I will go

And listen at the door. Hark ! what is that?

*Tis hastening up the steps !

Scene VII.—Countess, Gordon.
Gor. (rushes in oul of breath.) ’Tis a mistake!
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"Tis not the Swedes—Ye must proceed no further—
Butler!—O God! where is he?
[observing the Countess. .
Countess! say— '
Coun. You are come then from the castle ? Where's
my husband ?
Gor. (in an agony of affright.) Your hushand!'—
Ask not!—To the duke—

Coun. Not till
You have discover’d to me—

Gor. On this moment
Does the world hang. For God’s suke! to the duke.
While we are speaking— [ Calling loudly.

Butler! Butler! God!
Coun. 'Why, he is at the castle with my husband.
[ Butler comes from the gallery.
Gor. ’Twas a mistake—"tis not the Swedes—it is
The imperialist’s lieutenant-general
Has sent me hither—will be here himself
Instantly.—You must not proceed.

But. Tic coines

Too late.  [Gordon dushes himself against the wall,
Gor. O God of mercy!
Coun. What too late ?

Who will be here himself? Octavio
In Egra? Treason! Treuson ' —Where’s the duke?
[ She rushes to the gallery.
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SceneE VIIL.—Servants run across the stage full of
terror. The whole scene must be spoken entirely with-
* Sut pauses.

Seni. (from the gallery.) O bloody frightful deed !

Coun. What is it, Seni ?

Page. (from #he gallery.) O pitcous sight !

[ Other servants hasten in with torches.

Coun. What is it! for God’s sake!

Sent. And do you ask ?
Within the duke lies murder’d—and your husband
Assassinated at the castle.

[The Countess stands motionless.

Female Serv. (rushing across the stage.) Help! help!

the duchess!

Burgomasler. (enlers.) 'What mean these confused
Loud cries, that wuke the sleepers of this house ?

Gor. Your housc is cursed to all eternity.

your house doth the duke lie murder'd !
Bur. (Jughing out.) Heaven forbid!
1T Serv. Fly! fly! they murder us all!
v d Serv. (carrying silver plute) That way! the
lower '
Passages are block’d up.
Voice ( from behind the scene.) Make room for the
lieutenant-general !
[t these words the Countess starts from her stupor,
collects herself, and retires suddenly.

Voice (from behind the scene.) Keep back the peo-

ple! Guard the door!



312 THE DEATT. OF WALLENSTEIN.

Scene 1X.—To these enters Octavio Piccolomini with
all his train. At the same lime Dev. revr and Mac-,
donald enter from the corridor wwith the Hulberdiers.
—Wallenstein’s dend body 1s carried over the back
part of the stage, wrapped in a piece of crimson ta-

pestry. .

Octa. (enfering abruptly.) Tt must not be! Tt is not
poss.ble!
Butler! Gordon!
Pl not believe it.  Say, No!

[ Gordon, withow! answering, points with his hand
to the body of Wallenstein as it is carried over
the back of the stage. O.lavio looks that way,
and standz overpuwered with horror.

Dev. (lo Butler.) Here is the golden flecce—the
duke’s sword—
Mac. 1Is it your order— [now
But. (pointing to Oclavio.) Ilere stands he whot
Hath the sole power 10 issue orders. -

[Devereur and Macdonald relire with marks of
obeisance. One drops away after the other, till
only Butler, Oclavio, and Gordon remain on the
slage.

Octa. (lurning to Buller.) Was that my purpose,
Butler, when we parted ?
0 God of Justice!
To thee I lift my hand! 1 am not guilty
Of this foul deed.
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But. Your hand is pure. You have
Avail'd yourself of mine.
Octa. Merciless man !

Thus to abuse the orders of thy lord—
And stain thy emperor’s holy name with murder,
With bloody, most accursed assassination !
But. (calmly.), T've but fulfilled the emperor’s own
senteuce.
Octa. O curse of kings,
Infusing a dread lifo into their words,
And linking to the sudden transient thought
The unchangeable irrevocable deed.
Was there necessity for such an eager
Despatch ? - Couldst thou not grant the méreiful
A time for mercy ?  Time is man’s good angel.
To leave no interval hetween the sentence,
And the fulfilment of it, doth beseem
God only, the inmutable !

But. For what
il you agdinst me? What is my offence ?
h ¢ from a fearful enemy

fave I delivered, and expect reward.
'he single difference betwixt you and e
Is this : you placed the arrow in the how ;
I pull’d the string. You sow’d blood, and yet stand
Astonish’d that blood is come up. I always
Knew what I did, and therefore no result
Hath power to frighten or surprise my spirit.
Have you aught else to order? for this instant
I make my best speed to Vienna; place
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My bleeding sword before my emperor’s throne,

And hope to gain the applause which undelaying
And punctual obedience may demand .
From a just judge. [Exit Butler.

ScENe X.—Tb these enter the Countess Terlsky, pale
and disordered. Her utlerance is slow and feeble,
and unimpassioned.

Octa. (meeting her.) O Countess Tertsky! These
are the results

Of luckless unblest deeds.

Coun. They are the fruits
Of your contrivances. The duke is dead,
My husband too is dead, the duchess struggles
In the pangs of death, my niece has disappeared. <!
This house of splendour, and of princely glory, !
Doth now stand desolated : the affrighted servants
Rush forth through all its doors. T am the Jast
Therein ; 1 shut it up, and here deliver
The keys.

Octa. (with a deep anguish.) O countess! my housg

too is desolate.

Coun. 'Who next is to be murder’d ? Who is next
To be maltreated ? Lo! the duke iz dead.
The emperor’s vengeance may be pacified !
Spare the old servants ; let not their fidelity
Be imputed to the faithful as a erime—
The evil destiny surprised my brother
Too suddenly: he could not think on them.
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Octa. Speak not of ve'n‘gennce ! speak not of mal-
treatment !
The emperor is appcased ; the heavy fault
“Mith heavily been expiated—nothing
Descended from the father to the daughter,
Except his glory and his services,
The empress honours your adversity,
Takes part in your afflictions, opens to you
Her motherly arms!  Thercfore no further fears;
Yield yourself up in hope and confidence
To the imperial grace!
Coun. (with her eyc raised to heaven.) To the grace
and merey of a greater Master
Do I yield up myself. Wlhere shall the body
Of the duke have its place of final rest?
I the Chartreuse, which be himself did found
A Gitschin, rests the Countess Wallenstein;
And by her side, to whom he was indebted
For Lis first fortunes, gratefully he wish’d
ﬂe might sometime repose in death! O Jet him
Be L ere. And likewise, for my husband’s
" 'mains, I ask the like grace. The emperor
'8 now proprietor of all our castles.
This sure may well be granted ns—one sepulchre
Beside the sepulchres of our forefuthers!
Ocia. Countess, you tremnble, you turn pale!
Coun. (reassembles all her powers, and speaks with
energy and dignity.) You think
More worthily of me, than to believe
I would survive the downfall of my house.
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We did not hold ourselves too mean to grasp
After & monarch’s crown—the crown did Fate
Deny, but not the feeling and the spirit
That to the crown belong! We deem a
Courageous death more worthy of our free station
Than a dishonour’d life.—I have taken poison.
Octa. Help! help! support her! |
Coun. Nay, it is too late.
In a few moments is my fate accomplish’d.
[ Exit Countess.
Gor. O house of death and horrors!

{An aofficer enters, and brings a letter with the greal
seal.

Gor, (steps forward and meels him.) What is thir?
It is the imperial seal.

[He reads the address, and delivers the letter to
Octavio, with a look of reproach, and with an
emphasis on the word.

To the Prince Piccolomini.

[Octavro, with his whole frame erpressive of sud

den anguish, raises his eyes to heaveti.~ =~

(The curtain drops.) :

END OF VOL. III.


















