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SYNOPSIS

or

ADRIENNE LECOUVREUR.

HE opera of ApRIENNE LECOUVREUR was produced exactly two years ago
at the Teatro Lirico in Milan ; and it has since met with unqualified
success at all the principal theatres of Italy. The music is by Francesco

Cilta, a young Calabrian who by this work Las established his right to rank with
Puceini, Giordano, Mascagni, and Leoncavallo ag a representative of the modern
Ttalian school. As regards the story of Adrienne Lecouvreur, the famous French
actress, it must surely be accounted one of the most touching and tragic that was
ever woven by the eternal looms of Destiny and Time. Mystery shrouds most
of it; fact and fable are strangely blended thercin; and if it still succeed in
rousing human gympathy in an Age of Brass, that is mainly owing to the
masterly drama of Scribe and Legouvé on which the present libretto is based.
‘With commendable tact the Italian anthor has kept closely to the lines of the
famous play, altering only the sequence of the scenes, and, by compression,
heightening their effect to meet the demands of musical drama.

Thus the opera opens with the seene in the foyer of the Comédie Francaise,
where several members of the company are dressing for & performance of Racine's
Bajazet,  Michonnet, the stage-manager, finds his task sn irksome one, its sole
advantage being that it keeps him near the famous and fascinating Adrienne
Leconvrenr, for whom he has long felt a deep affection that, so far, he has never
dared to reveal. The Prince de Bouillon and the Abbé de Chazeuil enter, to
compliment the actresses. The Prince has a decided taste for chemistry, which,
however, does not prevent his being enamoured of Mlle. Duclos, an actress whose
talent by some i considered superior to that of Mlle. Lecouvreur. That the two
famous artistes are to appear on this particular evening in the same piece is
enongh to excite the interest not only of the Prince and his friends, but of all
Paris, The Abb¢ is as frivolous and werldly as any other hare-brained Abbé
of the period, and his gossip is interrupted by the entrance of Adrienue,
dressed for the part of JKoxane, and relearsing this, book in hand. Left for
a moment alone with her, Michonnet nearly tells her of his hopeless love,
but eventuslly his courage fails him. Maurice do Saxe now appears, a
young officer whom Adieune loves, and who loves her. She believes him
to be a simple Meutenant in thie service of the Cmte de Saxe, when in reality he
himsell is the valiant hero, renowned for hisconquests, in the field asin the bondotr,
In their hasty interview—for the curtain is up and Adrienne must immediatoly
appear on the stage— Manrice promises to meet her after the play is over, and
she. as they part, gives him a little bunch of violets, a token of her love. Maurice
goes back to his box, and the Abbé and the Prince re-enter to examine a letter
intercepted Ly the Abbé and written to Maurice by Mlle. Duclos. The Prince in
his jealousy thinks she s carrying on an intrigue with the young officer, whereas
in reality Mlle Duclos is only helping his own wile. the Princess d¢ Bouillon, to

“doso.  Mle, Duclos, writing anonymonsly, makes an appointment at her villa,
La Crange Bateliére, not far from Paris, an appointment which, of course,
Madame de Bouillon will keep.  Mauvice is to mest her there at eleven
o'clock that mnight.  Polities form the pretext; but shameless passion
constitutes the real motive for the despateh of this strange letter. The Prince,
believing himself betrayed by La Duclos, agrees to let Maurice veceive the lettor,
and determines to surprise the guilty parties at the villa that very night. This
invitation interferes with Maurice's plan to - meet Adrienue, but by writing on a
seroll used in the play, and subsequently handed to Adrienne on the stage, he is
able to excuse his absence  Adrienne re.epters the greeu-room, pale and
trembling, when the Prince invites her to join his supper-party at Le Grangoe
Batelidre, where the famons Comte de Saxe is to be present. Adrienne is anxions
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to meet the Comte de Saxe, hoping, in her ignorance, to interest him on behalf
of her lover. So she accepts the Prince’s invitation as the act closes.

The second act takes place at the villa, La Grange Batelitre, where the
Princess awaits the coming of Maurice. Ho has never folt the slightest affection
for her, but has found it expedient to make use of her help. She reproaches
him with his coldness, and the sight of the bunch of violets on his coat provokes
a storm of jealousy. He diplomatically offers it to her, but this does not suffice
to allay her suspicions that he loves another woman, The sound of carriage
wheels is heard without ; and the guilty Princess, terrified at being found by
her husband, hides in one of the rooms. The Prince and the Abbé, who, on
entering, catch a glimpse of the fugitive lad%r, believe that it is. La Duclos, and
are determined to keep their victim in the trap until the right moment.
Adrienne arrives, and is introdnced to the Comte de Saxe, who, to her swrprise
and delight, is the Maurice she so fondiy loves, e tells Adrienne that for
political reasons he was obliged to meet a lady at the villa that night, and that
ghe is now hiding in an adjoining room.  He assuves her that it is not La Duclos,
and implores Advienne to gnard the door, to prevent any one from entering. and
to enable the fair unknown to escape unseen. Michounet, who had aceompanied
Adrienne to the villa, has already gone into the dark room and hag discovered
that the lady hiding there is not La Duclos. Adrienne now knocks at the door,
and suceeeds in saving the Princess. The two women discover that they both
love the same man, thongh neither knows who the other is. In the dark,
Adrienne gives her rival the key of her garden gate, which is close by, and in
the name of *‘ Maurice” urges her to flee. Furiously jealous, the Princess
{inally escapes by a secret panel. The Abbé consoles the Prince by proving to
him that the lady was not La Duclos; and Michonnet gives to Adrienne a
bracelet dropped by the Princess in her fight. On hearing that Maurice had
joined her, Adrienne is overcome with grief, while the others merrily go down to .
supper, as the curtain fails,

The third act shows the salon of the Princess de Bouillon, who is giving a
grand reception. A flirtation secene between the Abbé and the Princess is inter-
rupted by the coming of the Prince.- The Princess asks the Abbé for some
powder, who in mistake offers her o box which, as the Prince explains, contains
a deadly poison. The Princess shows unusual interest in the account. of its
terrible qualities, She fries to get the Abbé to find out who the lady is who
commands the affections of Maurice, and in a scene between Michonnet and the
Prince we learn that the Comte de Saxe, fmprisoned for debt, has been released
by the generosity of Adrienne, who pledged her jewels to raise the requisite
money, Adrienne, who has been iuvited to recite, meets Maurice at this
reception. - Madame de Bouillon recognizes Adrienne hy her voice as the unseen
rival who saved her from detection, while Adrienne discovers in the Piincess the
owner of the lost bracelet. A remarkable scene ensues between the two women,
and Adrienne, when asked to recite, chooses the great speech from ‘¢ Phedre,” in
which she vehemently denounces her hostess.  For Adiienne this proves a
momentary trinmgph, but the Princess will not be slow to obtain her revenge,

In the fourth act we find Advienne disconsolate at Mauries's neglect,
Michonnet endeavours to cousole her, and she is visited by members o the
Comédie Frangaise, who bring her presents to cheer her on her 782 day.  Adrienne
has renouneed the stage ; but her fellow artistes suceced in making her promise
to retirn fo the boards.  Michounet keeps his present to the last. He restores
to Adrienne the diamonds that she bad pledged to help her lover. He was alle
to redeein them by using all the money left to him by a relative, A casket is
now brought in.  On opening it Advienne finds the faded bunch of violets that.
she gave Maurice. Imagining this gift to mean that their love was at an end,
Adrienne covers the fowers with tears and kisses and thus inbales the subtle
poison with which they had leen impregnated Ly the Princess. Maunrice arrives
to explain the cause of his absence and to renew the vows of his unalterable
love; bot the fearful poison does its work; and, in a seene that moves the
spectator to terror and pity, Adrienne dies in her lover’s arms.

PERCY PINKERTON.
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MAURICE, COMTE DE SAXE..
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The action takes place at Pavis, in March, 1730.



ATTO PRIMO.

SCENA T
Sorna—I1 foyer della Commedia Francese.

La JouveNor, Michonnet, della biacea !

Poissow. Michonnet, del rosgetto !
MicroNNET, L sopra, signorina... L dentro, nel tiretto...
LA Dangevirnm, Michonnet, la mia véntola |
QUINAULT, Michonnet, il mio manto !...
MICHONNET, Eecco qua, miel signori...
Lw Dur Dorxnm. Spicciatevi!
MICHONNET, Ho soltanto
due mani l...
QUINATLT. B quattro gambe...

La Danervicne, Le wmie pasticche 1...
La Jouvenor. Un néol...
QuINAULT, La mia spadal...
Porssox. La cintola l...
Torrr & QUATTRO. . v
Presto, dunque, Morfeo !...
MicHoNNET, Michonnet, su !
Michonnet, git!
Auff ! non ne posso pit...
A me tutti gl’ incarichi, tutti i fastid! a me...
Un diretfor di scena
sta peggio d’ un laceheé...
In mezzo a tanti re
di cartapesta,
¢’ & da perder la lena,
¢’ & da lasciar la testa...
Seguir le chiacchiere,
moleer le invidie,
placar le collere,
romper le cabale,
sventar le insidie
delle pettiegole
mattino e vespro, vespro e mattin,
senza mai fin ..,
Ah| se non fosse il posto sospirato
di socio proprietario,
per sbarcare il lunario
e starle sempre allato...



ACT 1.

SCENE I.

SopNE.~—The green room at the Comédie Frangaise, JOUVENOT,
DANGEVILLE, QUINAULT, and Porsson dressing for their parts, while
MICHONNET waits on all,

Jou. Michonnet, I want some paint !

Por. Michonnet, I want some rouge !

Mice. On that shelf thers! In that drawer there!
Daw, Michonnet, T want my fan !

Quin.  Michonnet, I want my cloak !

Micr, IHere you are, sir! Here you are, madam !
Jou. and DAN. Come, do make haste !

Mice. I've only one pair of hands!

Quin.  And two pair of feet !

Daw. My pastilles|

Jou. My patches !

Quivy. My sword!

Por. And my belt !

ArrL, Come, do be quick, for goodness’ sake !

Mice., Michonnet, here! Michonnet, there !
Ob, it's more than I can bear !
For all responsibility and bother falls on me.
A lackey’s life is bebter than a manager’s, I see,
Midst all these papier mdohé kings
One's fairly out of breath. ;
They worry one to death-—
Hearing their gossip,
Calming their hatred,
Soothing their fury,
Thiwarting their plots,
Contradicting their scandal,—
Why, from morning to night,
And from night unto morning,
"Tis a toil without end !
Were it not for the coveted post of sociztaire,
‘Which, if T got, would always keep me near her—
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Porsson. Che mai borbobti?...
MricuoNNET, Nulla...

La Davegmvinne. Che noia, Paspettare |...
QUINATLT. “ Trema, codardo!” Scusa...
MroEoNNET, Fate pur...

Poisson. Che ti pare?

MICHONNET. Magnifico ! un Narciso,.,.

La JouvenoT. Ancora un néo mi manca...
LA DawgaviLnE. Solamente ?

La Jouvexor. Sfacciata !

Lia DaxgeEvILLE. Superba !
L Jouvenor.  Sono stanca l...
La Davcerevinne. HEd io nauseata |

La Jouvenor. = Marchesa morganatics !
La Daxeevinne, Principessa di Picchel
Porssow. Badate alla grammatica !
LA Jouvewor.,  Ah! tu mi fai sorridere...
LA DaneeEvicre. B tu mi fal pieti...
MICHONNET, Signore, si va in scena !
QUINAUTT, Moliére v'ascolta... 1a...
MicrONNET. Zitte!... Vien gente...
SCENA II
Il PrINCIPE entra solennemente, sequito da CHAZEUIL:
MicaoNNET. Il principe di Bouillon... e Iabate
diChazeuil... Che fortuna l..
QuiNAULT. (Colui ?)
Porsson. (Il mecenate
della Duclos... di chimica diletante
d’amore...)
(QUINAULT. (T abatino ?)
Porsson. (I1 ninnolo della moglie...)
I/ Apars. Che odove!
MIcEONNET, Odor di palcoseenico...
Ir, PRINCIPE. Delle Grazie ¢ il respir...
Porsson. Principe !
Ir. PriNcIPE, Caro, caro..,

QuiNaULT, Abate!...
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Por. What's that you're mutbering ?
MicH,... Nothing!

Danw, How tiresome this waiting is!

Quin,  #Tremble, thou traitor !” Pardon!
Micr. Don’t mention if!

Por How do I look now?

Mica. Splendid! A perfeet Narcissus |
Jou. I still want just one pateh!

Dax. Are you sure that’s all ?

Jou. ‘What impertinence !

Dan. How proud we are!

Jou. I am thoroughly bored !
Dan, I am wholly disgusted !

Jou.-  Madame la, Marquise morgenatique!
Danw. Madame la Princesse |

Por. Be careful about the exact bitles !
Jou. You make me laugh !

Danw. You make me cry !

Mren, Ladies, the stage waits |
QuiN,  Moliére is listening to you—yonder !
Mrica. Hush! some one is coming !
SCENE II.
Enter the PRINCE DE BoUILLON and the ABBE DE CHAZEUIL.
Mrcm. Prince de 'Bouillo‘n and the Abbé de Chazeunil! How

fortunate |
Quiy. Who is he ?
Por. The Mmcenas of la Duclos—a devotee of chemistry

and of love!

, Quin.  And the Abbé, who's he ?

Por. His wife’s tame cat !

AsBf, What an odour !

Mior. The fragrance of the footlights !
Privom. A perfume of the Graces !

Por. = Monsieur le Prince !

PrincE. My dear fellow !

Qumv.  Monsieur ’Abbé !
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T/ABATE, Gran Visir !
Porsson. Biccellenza, ecco il celebre Quinault....
(sottovoce) (cane arrabbiato f)
QUINAULT. Ed ecco Poisson, l'insigne attor..,
( pite piono) (fischiato !)
In PriNcIPE. Madamigella, come vi chiamerem stasera ?
L4 JouveNoT. « Zatima ...
L’ABaTE. B voi?
L Danemvicos, ‘‘ Lisetta ...
Ir PrivcIPE. Somigliate una vera
sultana del Serraglio...
I ABATE. E voi la Primavera...
La Jouvenor. Prineipe, questo néo...
I PrivcIpE. D’Amor parmi un bersaglio...
I’ABarE, Ardo in guardarvi...
1A Danemvizne. Abate, eccovi il mio ventaglio...
lr Privcrp, I’ ABaTm,
Fior d’Amore, arma di Venere, Dell'augel di Lieda eburneo
dolee néo, che splendi al seno,  vaga piuma, ondoleggiante
come un astro nel sereno, sovra un petto d'adamente,
per le vie d'un bianco mar, che d’Artemide ¢éValtar,
verso il porto dell'oblio, se I'ardor ne ammorzi un poco,
Argonauti del deslo, d’altri mille i1 chiuso foco
fai gli sguardi navigar... fai repente divampar...
L’ ApaTu, E ia Duclos?
I Princies. Infatti, e la Duclos ?
MicHONNET. 81 veste...

La Jouvewor.  Volete dir: si spoglia...
Lia Daxemvizre. Per sembrar pilt celeste ...

I Princres. Ma quando si prineipia ?
MioHONNET. Bujuzet fra, un istante ;
poi le Follie damore. ..
I/ ABaTE. La sala é ribocecante...
MicEONNET, Lo credo ben... Stasera la Duclos e Adriana
nella stessa tragedia |...
IL Prrxorreg, La Duclos & sovrana l...
MicHONNET, La Lecouvreur, diving, !
La Jouvenor,  In ciel non & rimasta !...
I’ABATE. Scandisce bene i versi...
L4 Daxemvicie, Per caso... ’

MIicHONNET, Eecola... basta |-



ABBA.
Por.

Qui.

Prince.

Jou.
ABBE,
Dan.

Privce.

ABBEL.
Jou.

PrINCE.

Assg.
Dan.
PriNcE

ABsn,

Prince,

Mrcm.
Jou,
Dan.

Privoe.

Mrzcm.

ABBi.
Mrcw.

Prince.

MrcH.
Jou.
ABBE,.
DaAnN,
MrcH.
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Well, Grand Vizier !

Your Excellency, the famous Quinault.
(aside) An absolute fool !

This is Poisson, the dlstlnoulshed actor !
(asule) A horrible stick i

Mademoiselle, what is your name this evening ?
¢ Zatime 17

And your name is— ?

¢ Lisette.”

A veritable queen of the Seraglio !

The incarnation of Spring !

Prince, this patich-—

Is surely Love’s target?

I burn at the sight of you !

Here, Abbé, take my fan !

and ABBf.

Flower of Love and weapon of Venus,

Fortunate patch on her hosom that lies,
F'en as a star that ever trembles,

Set in the tranquil summer skies,
Luring the ardent voyager

On to Love’s haven of ecstasies!

And la Duclos ? Where is she ?
Yes, by the wayy, where is la Duclos ?
She is dressing.

You mean to say, undressmg !

In order to appear more seraphie.
But when do you begin ?

~We shall begin in a moment with Bajazet, and then

there’s the Follies of Love.
The hotuse is packed.

Of course it is. Why, Duclos and Adrienne are to
appear in the same piece !

Lia Duclos is supreme !

Lia Liscouvreur is divine !

And yet in heav’'n she did not stay.
Her elocution is fine—

At times— ‘

Ah! here she comes !



SCENA. II1.
Apgrana. ¢ Del sultano Amuratte m’arrendo all'imper...
« Tutti useite | e ogni soglia sia chiusa all’audace... ”
No, cosl non va bene!...
“ Tatti uscite! e ogni soglia sia chiusa all’audace,
¢« E ritorni al Berraglio I'augusta sua pace... "
In Privorre, Splendida !
I/ ABATE. Portentoga !
Iz Princies. Musa |
I/ABATE. Diva, |
It Privorrm. Sirena l...
Apriana. Troppo, signori... troppo! Keeo: respiro appena...
Io son Pumile ancella del Genio creator :
el m’offre la favella, io la diffondo ai cuor...
Del verso io son T'accento, l’eco del dramma uman,
il fragile strumento vassallo della man...
Mite, gioconda, atroce, mi chiamo Fedelts :
un soffio & la mia voce, che al nuovo dl morri...
I PrivcIPE. Il che cercate ancora ?
ADRIANA. La veritd...
L’ABarE. Temprata
foste da insigni artisti...
Apriana. No, da nessuno... Ingrata!
Umlie cor devoto, forte ingegno modesto,
il eonsiglier mio solo, il solo amico, & questo...
Michonnet...
MicrONNET. Adriana... tu scherzi, figlia mia...
Fai male... vedi,,. soffoco ...
La JouveNor. Che smorfie l...
La Daveevicre. Ipoorisia !
MicHONNET. Signori, sono pronti?...
La Jouvenor. Non sono & punto ancora !...
Lia Danervicre. o neppure...
ADRIANA. Io lo sono...
Ir Privcies ¢ I'ABare., T la Duclos?
Mi1cHONNET. Or Ora
nel eamerino stava serivendo in fretta...
In Privcirm, A chi?
Lia Jouvexor. A voi no, certamente...

12

La Davervirne. Sa che attendete qui...

QuivavLT,

Scacco al re !
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SCENE ITL

ADRIENNE enters, dressed for the part of * Rovane” She is
rehearsing her lines in an undertone,

ADR.

ABBI.

PrinoE.

ABzi,

PrincE.

Apm.

PRINCE.

ADE.
Asss,
ADR.

Mrom,

Jou.
Dan.
Mios,
Jou.
Daxw.
ADR.

¢« Of Sultan Amurat I recognize the sway.
“ Go forth! the harem ga,tes I bid ye close ; 3
¢ Liet order reign therein, and calm repose

No, that is not right !

“ Go forth,” &e.
Princa.

Splendid !
Prodigious !
Muse !
Goddess |

Siren!

Nay, "tis too much, sirs—too much !

See! I can scarcely breathe !

The humble handmaid I of glorious art,

That gives the flame wherewith I touch the heaxrt.

Of verseam I the accent, the echoof the human drama—
The fragile instrument that doth express

Of poetry the joy, the sorrow, the distress.

. My name, Sincerity; my voice, a sigh,

A very whisper that shall swiftly die !

What more yeb would you seek ?

Truth ! .
Aided by such distingnighed colleagues—

No ; aided by none |—

Nay, I'm ungrateful |

This humble devoted heart, ag modest ag he ig falented—
My one friend and coungellor is he—
Michonnet !

Adrienne, you're jesting, my girl;

You must not speak thus! Ses, these tears |
‘What affectation !

‘What hypoerigy !

Gentlemen, they’re ready |

But I am not!

Nor am I'!

I am ready !

PRrINCE and ABBE. And where's la Duclos ?

MicH.
Prinom.
Jou.
Dan.
Quin.

In her dressing-room, hastily writing a note.
To whom ?

Not to you, be sure ) of that !

She knows you're waiting here !

Check to the king |
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Porsson. Secacco matto |
Qumvavrr.  Matto sarete voi...
‘Porsson. A me del “voi” ?... Mi manchi d’ogni riguardo...

Quivavrr, Fipoi?

MicuosNET. Signor, sincomineis !
Ir, Princiee. Abate, quel viglietto,
L’ABATE. Della Dueclos ?

In Privorer, Lo voglio ! ‘

L’ ABaTE: Ma come fare ?

I Princree, Ho detto !

SCENA IV,

MiceonyET., Fecoci soli, alfin f... per un minuto...
Son cingue anni che I'amo, e che sospiro...
e resto muto...
o dentro mi martiro !...
Che giova? E tanto giovane...
mentre il mio maggio fu !
Devo o non devo dirglielo ?
Meglio domani.,..
ma doman sard vecchio anche di pit...
Shigottimenti vani !
Dunque, si parli, orsttl... Adrianal...

ADRIANA, Che 6’8 2...
Microxyer. Una notizia...
ADRIANA, Buona

o cattiva?

- MioroxNET., Secondo... Lo zio di Carcassona...
il farmacista...

ADRIANA. E poi?
MicronNer, B morto...
Apriana. ' -Male!

MiceonNET. Ma... :

mi lageia dieci mila lire in eredity...
ADRIANA, Bene ! v .
Microwngr. Che devo farne ? Eecomi imbarazzato...
ADRIANA, Tanto peggio ! :
MicuonymT, Non tanto... perché m'hanno ispirato

un’ idea...
Apriana, . Un’ idea ?
MicroNNET, Strana, bizzarra...
ADRIANA, Quale?

MiceonneT, Un matrimonio...



Por.
Quin,
Por.
QUIN.
MiocH.
PRINCE.
Appi.

PrINcE.

ABBE,

PRINCE.

Mics.

ADR.
Micw.
ADR.
MicH.
Apm.
Micn.
Apg.
- MicH,
Apg.
Micm,
ApDR,
Miom,

ADR.
MicH,
ADR,
Mioxn.
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Checkmate !

Nonsense, fool !

Tool? to me? How dare you presume to—-
Presume to—what, sir ?

Gentlemen, the curbain’s up !

Abbé, that letber—

That la Duclos was writing ?

I must have it ! ‘

But how am I to get it ?"

You hear what I say!

SCENE IV.

- Ah! for a moment we are alone, at last!

For five years I have loved her, sighed for her,
Keeping silence, and suffering torture within.
What use to gigh? She's in the flush of youth;.
But the Maytime of my life is past!

Shall T tell her, or shall I not ?

"Twill be better to-morrow !

But then I shall be older by a day! ‘

Vain scruples! I must speak, and will !
Adrienne !

‘What is it?

I've news for you.

Good or bad ?
That depends. My uncle at Carcassonne—the chemist—-
Well?

He's dead.

That’s bad !

Bust he has left me a legacy of ten thousand pounds
That’s good !

‘What am I to do with it? It’s quite embarrassing.
Ah! that'sworse! :

Well, not altogether, for it has put an idea into mys
head. -

Anidea? ..

A gtrange, an extla,mdmmy one.
And what’s that?

To get married.



ADRIANA.
MIcHONNET,

ADRIANA,
MicEONNET.
ADRIANA,
‘MICHONNET.

ADRIANA,
MricHONNET.
ADRIANA.
MIcEONNET.

ADRIANA.,

MicaONNBT,
ADRIANA.
MicHORNET,
ADRIANA,
MicHONNET.
ADRIANA,

MicHONNET.
ADRIANA,
MriocEONNET.
ADRIANA.
MicmoxyeT.
ADRIANA,

MrcmoNNET.
ADRIANA,
MICHONNET,
ADnrana.
MicHONNET.
ADRIANA,
MriceoNNET,
ADRIANA,
MicHONNET.
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Tanto meglio |
Che | naturale
i sembra ?

Certamente... Ah, ge potessi anch’io!l
Come! anche tu ?

Ci penso... un poco...

(Immenso Iddio!

Allora, glielo dico...)

L’ingegno mio ¢ mutato !..
Cresciuto, vorrai dire!..

Jersera ?...

Hai recitato

Fedra come Melpomene stessa...

Correa lavoce

d'una battaglia...
atrocel...

Era forge ferito !...

Chi?

Il mio salvatore...

Un salvator ?

Ma oggi...

Oggi ?

Grazie al Signore,

& ritornato!

E Pami?

Se I'amo I.

(Io casco gm )

Per voi non ho mlsten

(Non glielo dico piti!)

Ira un semplice alfiere del conte di Sassonm,

Ieroico pretendente figlio al re di Polonia..

Parti eol suo signore per la guerra.. la,ggil‘t

nelle inospiti lande di Curlandis... né piu

ebbi di lui novella... Ma la rampogna e vang ...

Ter 1o rividi...

Lui ?

Id oggi udrd ¢ Rossana...’

{(Michonnet, sel servito !...)

Oh, come son felice !

Raga,zza mia, pa,venta la gioia tent&trlce

Non ho paura... Grazie!l.. E quel vostro ideale?

Non capisco.

Lie nozze ?

C’ & tempo !

Eecoo il segnale...

Niuna notizia!... un'ansia



ADR,

Miomn.

ADR,

MioH.

ADR.

MicH.

ADR.

Micx.

Aopg,

MricH.
Apz.

Micm.

Apr,

Mics.

Apg,

Mics.

ADR,

Mics.

ADR.

MaicH.

_ADR.

- MicH.

Excellent )

Why, you seem to think it only natural, then ?

Of course Ido. Ah! T wish I coltild get married, too !
No, really, do you? .

Well, I've thought about it.

Great Heaven! Then I will tell her!

My talent seems changed.

It is greater than ever it was, you mean ?

Ah| but last night !

Last night you played Phidre like Melpomene herself !

This ‘report of a battle! . No news! I was terribly
anxious. [ thought he might be wounded !

Who?

My beloved one !

Your beloved one ?

But to-day—

But to-day—?-

Praised be Heaven |- He has returned.
Do you love him ?

Do I love him? -

Oh! Heavens | :

T've no secrets to keep from you—
(aside) T shall not tell her now !

Apr. He was merely a lieutenant of the Comte de Saxe, son
of the King of Poland, and with his master he set out for the
war in Courland, and Tor long past I had no news of him, . But
yesterday I saw him again |

MicH.

ADR.

MicH.

ADR.

MicH.

ADR.

Mron. |
ADR. .
Micm.

Ah !l ig it he? :

To-night he'll see me play Ro'mme

Michonnet, now you've got it!

Ah! how happy I am !

My child, joy sometimes’ deceives,

I have no fear. Merei! And what of you, and your
ideal? o ‘

I don’t understand-—

What of the wedding?

Time enough for that. Ah! there’s the signal!



MAurizIo,
ADRIANA,
MAauRrizIO.
ADRIANA,
M AURIZIO.

ADRIANA.,
Maurizro.

ADRIANA.
Maurizio.
ADRIANA,
MAug1ZIO.
ADRIANA,
Maugrizio.

ADRIANA.
Maurrzio.
ADRIANA.

Maurzzio,
ADRIANA.
MauRrIZIO,
ADRIANA,
Maurizio.
ADRIANA.

Mavurizro.
ADRIANA,
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SCENA V.
Adriana!
Maurizio !
Regina mia !
Voi qua?
Oh ! tardavate tanto... Vedo una scala, la...
Vogliono opporsi...
Incauto!
Perché? Sincero amor
non soffre divieto, non conosce rossor...
La dolcissima effigie sorridente
in te rivedo della madre cara;
nel $uo sen della mia patria preclara
Paura ribevo, che m’apri la mente...
Bella tu sei, come la mia bandiera,
delle pugne fiammante entro i vapor ;
tu sei gioconda, come Ia chimera
della Gloria, promessa al vincitor...
Ciel | quante belle frasi...
Amor mi fa poeta...
B il vostro avanzamento ?
Parliam di cosa lieta,,.
Ed il minigtro? E il conte di Sassonia ?
Ho tentato... .
promette, e non mantiene ... X troppo innamorato!. .
Veramente ? 1 di chi?... Conoscerlo vorrei...
Perché ? '
Senza tradirmi, piegarlo io ben saprei
in favor vostro..,
Grazie!... T un uom pericoloso...
Lo so: tutte le donne I'amano...
To son geloso...
Tanciullo !
LEbben, di me parlategli...
Che fate ?
Entrar debbo in iscena...
Crudel, mi discacciate !...
Per voi, per voi soltanto, reciterd stasera...
E beverd nei tuoi sguardi 'anima intera,
e sard forte, e ardente, e pia, come non mai...
e ti fard pianger, forse, se tu m’ascolterai...



Mav.
ApRr.
Maw.
ADR.

Mav.

ADR.

Mawv.
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SCENE V.
Enter Mavrice,

Adrienne !

Maurice |

My queen !

You here?

Oh ! you kept me waiting so long! T spied a staircase,

there . . . . they tried to stop me.

Reckless one !
Why reckless ? For true love there are no laws; it

knows not shame, In your sweet smiling face my dearesf
mother’s face again I see, and breathe again, when you are beside
me, the soul-inspiring air of my fatherland. For me you are as
the bright banner leading to war, beauteous as the mystic
crown of glory that rewards the victor.

ADR.

Mau,

AbpRr.

Mauv.

ADR.

Mau.

ADR.

Mavu.

ADR,

Maw.

ADR.

Mav.
ADR.
Mav.

ADR,

MAuv.

ADR,

Oh, Heavens ! what fine phrases |
Love makes me a poet !

And what of your promotion ?

Nay, let us talk of something pleasant.

But what of the minister? And the Comte de Saxe?

Well, I tried—but he promises, yet does not keep his
word. He's too deeply in love!

Really? Inlove with whom? I should like to know him.
Why ?

Without betraying myself I should soon contrive to

influence him in your favour.

Ah, no! He is a dangerous man.

I know—and beloved by all women.

I am jealous! B

Foolish boy ! ,

‘Well, speak to him, then, about me.

‘What are you doing? It's time for me to go on the
stage.

Ah! cruel one! Then, you would drive me away ?
For you, aud you alone, I shall act to-night. Through

your gaze I shall draw out to me your soul. I shall be powerful,
passionate, tender as never before. And, maybe, if you but



Maurizro.

ADRIANA.
MavrizIo.
ADRIANA.
Maugrizro,
ADRIANA,

Maugrzio,
ADRIANA.

I PRINCIPE.
I/ AnaTe,
It Prinorem.
L'ABaTE.
I Privorem.
I’ Asare,

I Princips.

I ABanE,

- In PRincire.

I ABATE.

It Privcies.

I’AsaTh.

Ir. Princirs.

I’ABaTE,

I Privcrrs.
I’ABATE.

It Princrpe.
L’ABATE,
It PrinoIPE,
I’ ABATE,
Tn PRINCIPE.

" Attendimi all’usecita...
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Che 1mporta, a me dei plausi, dei doni e degl
omaggi ?

Cerco golo ituoi fremiti, chieggo solo i tuoi raggi...

Ah1 della Francia tutti non valgono i tesor

una tua pura lagrima, diamante d’amor..

T ascolters, Adriana, come un devoto ascolta
la parola divina...

Dove sarai stavolta ?

Nel terzo palco a destra...

Lasciami ...

E poi?

Non qua...
Un pegno...

Grazie ! :

Val

SCENA VI

Or dunque, Abate ?

Corpus delicti...

Come? .

Penelope...

La cameriera ?

Cento luigi !...

Caro l... La cera
& molle...
Megliol Son suoi caratteri?

Ma contraffabti. ..
Pessimo segno !
Leggi... M'offuseca gli occhi lo sdeguo

Stasera alle wndici, laggit, nel solito
villino, presso lo Senna...

I1 mio!

o per un affare d'olta politica. ..
Ah graziosissima, !

Lo so ben iol...

...utteso siete... Fede e silenzio. ..
Panto...

E la firma ?

Costanza. ..

Perfida ! ‘
11 suo pseudonimo ?
Da me trovato !



a1

hear me, you shall weep. What care I for plaudits, gifts,
homage? All I seek is to thrill you to tears, and all the treasures
of France are as nought compared to one tear, love's diamond,
that trembles in your eys. '

Mavu. I will listen to you, Adrienne, ag a worshipper listens
to a voice divine ! ‘

ADR. Where shall you be this time ?
Mav. - In the third box on the right
Apr.  Let me go!
Mav. But when— S ‘
ADR. Not here! Wait for me at the stage-door! A token |
Mav. Ah! thank you.
ADR. Go!
SCENE VI

Iinter PRINOE and ABBE.
Privce, Well, Abbé?
Anpk. Here's the corpus delicti !
Prixom Why, how did—?
ApBt.  Penelope !
Prince. The chamber-maid ?
AsBt. A hundred louis !
Privce. Rather dear! The wax is soft.
Aspg,  All the better | Is that her writing?
Privoe. Yes, but disguised. .
Apsf. That's a bad sign,
Privom. You read it; I can hardly see for rage.

Assi.  “To night, at eleven, as usual, at the.villa, near the
Seine '—-

_Privce. My villa !

Aspt,  “ For o political matter of the highest importance.”
~Delightful, upon my word !

Prmvoe, You're right.

Aspt, ¢ You are awaited! Loyalty and silence.” Full stop—

Privce. And the signature ?

Apnt.- ¢ Constancy.”

Prince. Perfidious one !

Aspt. Her pseudonym, I suppose ?

Prixvce. Which I invented.



I/ ABATE.

Ir. Privcrer.

292

O donna immemore !
O cuore ingrato !

L[ ABATE, Costanza ironica !

Ir. Priveree. TFede istrionica ...
_ Ed il recapito ?

L’ApaTs. Terzo palchetto

I Prixcipe,

I/ABATE.

In Principrm,

1’ABATE.

Ir. PrixcIpE.

o destra... Diavolo !... Quale sospetto!...
Conosei il complice !

Forge... Maurizio...

Il Conte?... ,

Entrare I ho visto ...

1, dunque, ui?

I’ ABaTE. Dubbio non v’ ha...
I Privciee, Che fare?

L’ABATE. Che fare?

Iv Princrem, Tiaggit...

I’ABATE.

Nel villino ?

I, Princirm.

Un gaio festino...

Ti piace il disegno?

Di guerra partito...
Cogliamo 1 due tortori...
e il dolee duetto...

Di Marte e di Venere...
ma tende la rete...

e tubba Parigi...

dell’ ilare festa...

Gia ridoneo ineauti...
ma, ridera bene...

Ir. Priverer (al servo).

L'Asarm,

offerto agli attor?...
Mirabile! ardito !
tranello d’amor...
senz’ altro sospetto...
rimetter dovran... -
Perror si ripete...
loffeso Vulean...
appena ridesta...

‘Yintento sapra...

Amore ed Imense...
chi poi ridera...

Questo al numero tre, a destra... con . mister...
Non sgoltanto dei Numi...

L’ ABATE. La vendetta & piacer!...
SCENA VIL

La Jouvenon.
Quanto é burlevole!

La DaANGEVILLE.
Quanto & piacevole !

L’arzillo Principe...
& protettore...
della Duclos...

maturo satiro...
a tutte Pore...
detta Rondo...
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Appg.  Oh! ungrateful woman !

Prmvce, Oh! heartless one!

ABpE. Strange “ constancy” !

Privcr. Fidelity of the footlights ! But the address?

Ansi.,  “The third box on the right.” Heavens! T've a
suspicion |

Prmvce. Do you know her accomplice ?

Aspf. It might be—Maurice !

Prince, The Comte de Saxe !

Asst. I saw him going in there.

Prince. Then, of ecourse, it is he!

Aspf. Not a doubt aboust it

Prince. What is to be done?

Asst,  What is to be done?

Pringe, Down there !

Asnt. At the villa?

Prince. ABBE.
A merry supper party, in honour of the actor?
You like the idea "Tis & wonderful one !
He returns from the war, and is caught in Love's snare,
‘We shall trap the two turtle doves; no doubt about that !
And the charming duet they will have to postpone,
Of Mars and of Venus, whose fate they will shavre,
Since Vulean the injured the net doth prepare.
All Paris the scandal will hail with surprise,
When this be unmaskéd, ‘neath everyone’s eyes.
Some scoffers there are; yes, it must be confessed ;
But the man that laughs last 1s the man that laughs best.

Prmvcm (calls servant). Take this to Box 3 on the right—
private, you understand !

Prvoe. "Tis not the gods alone—
ApBt. Who find revenge is sweet.

SCENE VII.
Jouveror, DANGEVILLE, QUINAULT, and PoIssox.

Jou. Dan.
How ridiculous ! "Tis most diverting !
The energetic Prince, the aged satyr,
Is the protector by day or night-time

Of 1a Duclos, nicknamed Rondd,



MicroNNET.

L Jouvenor.

Qumwaure,
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Ma la fraschetta...
per buong, sorte...
una spagnuola. ..
Dunque, un terzetto...
poi che ¢’ é un altro...
Ohibd ! cereate...
Sicuramente...

II vecchio ardente
un verde nido...
fuor delle mura...
schiuse alla bella,..
di greca fede...
spesso alla moglie
Senza rO8sor. ..

Ma gid una letbera...
certo, un invito...

al generoso...

vend$ stasera...

e il vecchio bello...
sulla eivetta...

Or si domanda...
L’appuntamento...
val per la sposa ?
Dilemma fier I...

QUINAULT,

Perché ridete ?

Chi non lo sa ?
Nobile cuor!

Per 1a Duelos ?
Sicchd, lei stessa ?
Che bel bistiecio !
Intrigo amen...

Nel veechio Adon...
E la commedia...
Aspro quesito I...

& pur protetta...
dalla consorte...
che si consola...
anzi, un quartetto...
ed & il pit sealtro...
indovinate...
naturalmente..,
molto prudente..,
degno di Gnido... .
tutto natura...

Ma la monella,..

la chiave cede

che poi v'accoglie...
1’altro amator...

di quella... eccetera...
nel dolee sito...
Principe ombroso...
la cameriera. ..
Vulean novello...
ginrd vendetta...

c¢hi va ? chi manda?...

in tal momento...
o I'amorosa ?
denso mister !...

Porssow.

Che grilli avete ?
Ciascun lo sa...
Senzg, Tancor...
Detita. Rondo ?

La Principessa ?

Che gran pasticcio |
di Lafontaine!...
spunta Atteon...
volge in tragedial,.. -
Problema ardito !

Signori, tocea a voi !

LA DanvcmviiLe ¢ PoissoN, Per me ¢’ & tempn...

Tosto... - .
MicHONNET.

La JouveNor. Che importa ?

Perdete la battuta !...

Al vostro posto |...



But she, the hussy,

As luck will have it,

And, being Spanish,

So fhere's a trio,

For there’s another,

Who's that ? confess it! .
P'm sure is easy ; '

The aged lover,

A nest provided

A nest all verdure,.

Here he concealed her;
Being Greek and treach’rous,
Unto the Princess, .
All unashaméd, ‘

It seems a letter

An invitation

Her maid has sold

QUIN.

Why laugh you thus?
Come, don’t you know ?
A noble heart, -

What ? for Duclos?
Yes, that’s a fact, sir,
‘Why, what a muddle !
An amorous swain,
The aged Adonis

And the comedy
Dilemma strange !

Jou.

And he, like Vulean,
The question is, .
The said appointment,
Dilemma strange |

- ig well “protected,”
" from her old consort ;

is soon consoled,
a quartette, even,

~ who's the most crafty.
"Come, can't you guess it ?

of course, quite easy !
being very prudent,

for hig beloved ;

all natural beauty.

but she, the falge one,
the key makes over

‘who there doth welcome,
her gallant lover.

from her, the Princess,

to this fair refuge,

. unto the Prince.

[Bzeunt PrRINGE and ABBE,

Po1.

What fun’s afoot ?

Of course, we do !

quite free from spite.
Nicknamed Rondd ?

tis the Princess, sir!

A pretty muddle !

in the style of Lafontaine,
becomes Actaon,

turns to tragedy.
Mysterious ploti !

Dan.
is vowing vengeance ;
‘Who makes, who keeps
at the said villa?
Mysterious plot !

Enter MICHONNET.

MicH,

Birs, it is time to go on |

Dawn. and Por, Time enough yet for me !

[ Exeunt,

Jou, In a moment!

Mrcu.  You'll miss the cue |

Jou, What matters that ?
Quin.  Go on,-get to your places!



MICHONNET.

Maurizro,

MicEONNRT,
Maurizio.

MicHONNET.

Mavnizio.

MricHONNET,
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SCENA VIIL

Eeco il monologo...
Silenzio sepoleral !... grave momento !
Strugger di gioia e di timor mi senbo
ene ! benissimo !.
perd, non tanto presto, Adrlana,
Cosl... cosl... Che faseino ! che accento |
qua.nta semplicitd !
Com’ & profonda e umana !
Men sincera 