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ACT I.

. BCENE I.~The Banks of the Loire. At the back of the stage an old ruined
Parapet, beyond which, and supposed to be on the other Side of the
River, is seon a Portion of the City of Nantes with- the Tower of the
Palace belonging to the Dukes of Britanny rising high above the Buildings
around it. A House of humble appearance at first entrance z. Ina
Niclie at the Corner of the House a small Statue of thie Virgin; over it
hangs an iron cresset, - Sunset, :

[ At the rising of the cartain a number of Crrzens and WoRx.

‘ PEOPLE, hile and female, are scattered about here and there.

Theéy -are all:looking off towards R. In front, 1., a group of

NoBLES, comprising the Coun® DE MoUvrac, the CoUNT DR

. S7. Borux, MESSIRES DE PLOEROHARTEY, DE COETQUEN,
and others, who, iikewise; are looliilig off towards R,

ProrLe, Our gentle sov’reign, virtuous as fair,
‘ Kneels at the Virgin’s shrine in grateful pray’e.
On this day was she born.  May years of bliss
Each herald it a day as bright ‘as this!
NOBLFS (aside)
A solemn mockery, forsooth, is pray’s,
For one as wayward as the slﬁff}iﬁg air
The rabble’s plaudits, on & day like this,
Will searce pass sooner than her fleeting bliss.
‘| Pro, Blithe and tripping, crown’d with gladness,
Pleasure visits us to day,
Melting, by her sunny presence,.
Sorrow’s ice and frost away.
Lose no time to do her honour ;
A
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Welcome her with dance and song ;
Seldom does she gladden labour ;
Never does she do so long !
For, although, like some kind angel,
Mirth and magic smiles she brings,
One sad truth, alas! is certain :
Like an angel, she has#wings !
Noz. (asids)
Bhthe and tripping, crown'd Wwith gladn“e@b
Pleasmre vules o'er a]l to day 5

16T ..ho,nour, if it please you ’
Welcome her with dance and fohg ;
Fickle is she, like a woman ;i
Never fond or constant long.
Though ’tis‘true that, like an angel,
Mirth and magic'smiles she brings,
- There’s'n bruth thatls quite as éérﬁmn :
“Like an angel, she hias wings’

] ’l‘hey then
n thomselves ina, lme acmss the stnge.. A march is!

‘ ' now hedrd in the’ chsbzmee, ., gxowmg g-radually louder and
'q .loudm s the followmg chorus is sung,

" And it Hotiags fresly-pay &
Ne'er'tiay sadness -
Dif her gle “ness

Or with ‘¢loud” o'ercast her day.
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(Nos. (wside) Smiles may greet lior
: Hothage mest her,
Bowing humbly *nesth het sway
. Boon shall sadness
Dim her gladness
b Dark'ning with its clouds her day.

[Enter Guirps; thon Yound GInts strewing ﬂdwers, and theii
Axny; DUonEss oF BrirTiNy, in a magnificent litter. She
s followed by PAGTS, LADIIS-IN-WATTING, SOLDIERS, &e,
On renching the centre of the stage, she alights, and the litter
is borne off.  She bows repeatedly as the PropLE sing the

subjoined chorus.

Pro. Hail to our Sov'reign! hail !

May Heaven's blessings oér her path be shed !
May Time, abtended by the rosy Hours,
Entwine a wrenth of sll Life’s choicest flow'rs,

And bind it, perfumedhden; round her head,

Hail to our Sov'reign | hail !

Nos, (aside) Wail! foolish woman ! wail !

Stern Fate will shortly strike thy fond hopes dead.
A storth ef soitow o’er thy future low'rs
To blight and wither Fortune’s gandy flow'rs,

And strew thy path with ¢ypress-wreaths instead.

Waill foolish woman ! wail !

Duec. Thanks for this welcome, iwhich we deatly prize,
As deeds niot words shall show. Ere daylight dies,
And-nabure monras its desth with téars of dew,
In her tun will your sov'reign welcbnie you.

For once, her ancient palace is your own,
And stats vesigns the scaptis and the tlirone.
' "’I‘o-mght we'll play the hostcsq—ﬂaplead the feagt—:
For those who poor are not in worth the least |
a2
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Pro. Hail to our sov'reign ! hail !
May Heav'n's blessings o’er her path be shed |
May Time, attended by the rosy Hours, |
Entwine a wreath of all Life's choicest flowers,
And bind it, perfume-laden, round her head,
Hail to our sov'reign | hail
Nos. (wside) Wail! foolish woman, wail !
Stern Fate will shortly strike thy fond hopes dead.
A storm of sorrow o’er thy future low’rs,
To blight and wither fortune’s gaudy flow’ Is,
And strew thy path with eypress wreaths mstead
Wail! foolish worman, wail !
Due. The boon*is ours, but ours, too, is the gain,
For sweet content to-night supreme shall reign,

It is not pomp, it is not state,
Though cireléd by a - Crown,
That best defies an adverse fate,

Or fortune's-wayward frown 3o
“The surest charm. 'gainst evivy’i

. ca m»éontelit. R T
‘Without content, of little worth
Avre dignity ind fame;
- An empty nothing, noble birth ;
And riches, bub & name; -
Yet let content dwell here below
And all looks clear and bright,
Asg diamonds sparkle, flash and glow,
‘When smiled upon by light.

. [The Dvoxxss, preceded by Youwa Ginrs strewmg flowers, and
by SorpIERs, and followed by ATTENDANTS and SoLDIERS,
exit T, as the PEoPLE and NOBLES resume the Chorns,
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- ['fhe CrowD go off 1..; the Nobles come down the front of the
' stnge. o '

Nos. (menacingly, and looking off L.)
" Gaily and swiftly,
Ploughing its way
Over the billows, ' o
Crested with spray,
Bounds the brave 'vessel,
Heedless of fear,
Bathed in the sunshine,
Golden and clear !
Tempest and whirlwind
Harmlessly sleep,
Searcely & Zephyr
‘Sports oer the deep !
But woe to the bark ! '
] - "What orash was that ? Hark |
| ' A quiver ! a shock !
.~ No more! and the rock,
That hardly conceal’d by the calm waters lay,
Has pierdd like a monster in ambush, its prey.
Beware ! oh, beware! .
Though 1dvely and fair
. The sunshine may gleam
And glint on life’s stream,
. The quiet placid tide
May oft, perchance, hide :
The shoals of dark ruin; the rocks of despair!
When fortune looks brightest, beware, oh | beware.

[During the last two lines, the BAB.OI'IA‘DE“V;.‘KI:LBFBANOEE_ has
" entered unperceived and come down the stage. P




Vi,

Dr M.

Vit,

Nos. -

Vi
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“When forbuis looks ;brig"h?;’és"t; beware, oh | beware ”

[The Nobles sta,rb and msbmctwely put their handg to their
awords, ' o

Vi

Start not, Messn'es for in me
One who'll aid your Cause you sec,

What do these strange w
Need T answer - oo -
4 88, »‘1'ep“1~y.

Grim treason stallss aroutitl-yoite Suzeraing’y throne !
\ y

Nos, (starting)

ViL

Grim treagon !
Yest (sammm 5 your wonder, I must own,

Becomes you well 3 'tis mattral ang true,

Seeing the treutors noble sirs, are~you !

DE M M de Vllleﬁanc“he

Puttmg his hand to his sword,

Vir. (calml;q/) : N ay, T smaply state

CWhAE T oan prove, if yo only wait,

“The Gernian Kaiger long has. Plotbed-planned —

On thiy faip Bmtbivﬂy to lay hig hand.

You, noble sixs, have et him word 4o say

You'll help 8 #lacs the land beneath hig sway,
And tear the srey vom. off your sov* reign’s brow,
Your letter I posséss——m) miather how !

[Movement among the Nosrrg,

That letter s treason ! IF it meet the ayé
Of Anne of B Brittany, you surely die !
Would - you betmy us ?

I betray you? No
For you and T redoubt the selfsame foe |




Noz.

Vi

Noe.

Vir.
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s Fabio Fabiani, Am I right?
You are! : :

You dread the evei-growing wight -

Of this adventurer—this atrant knave—

This Captain of Free Lances—this base dlave—-

Where born—whenes sprung—we none of us can tell ;
But round your Duchess he has cast & spell !

She seems to live—to govern, but for him-~- S
To be his slave—~fulfil his evlry whimn !

A woman’s heart, too, if I understand,

She may, ere long, confer on him her hand.

The day on which this man she weds
Will seal our fate ;

The glitt'ring axe will claim our heads,
To glut his hate !,

The day on which this man she weds,
Will sead your fate ;
The glitt'ring axe will claim your ‘henrs;
To glut his hate !
If you consent to lend your aid,
Tll save you yet.
For him, not you, the headsman’s blade,
Revenge ghall whet.
Of Charles the Bighth, your Duchess was the wife,
While girlhood still lam’d the dawn of life—
A dawn soon clouded by the widow'd gloom
Cast from the portals of & husband’s tomb.

T.ouis the X.IT, my prescnt lord and king,

Tn his turn woos her now. He fain would fling

The lilied mantle round her form once more,
And seat her on the throne she graced before.




Nos.
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But all his hopes are Vain,
Unless your aid I gain,

- Grant me that, and naught shall save

This proud minjon from & grave ;

Naught remain to mark hig fall,

Save a block, an axe, and pall,

Yes, we'll help you in the tagk |

Yes, we'll grant the aiq: you ask |

To our peril we've not blin d,

Always do wé bear in. mind :

The day the Duchegs this man wedg
Will seal our fate ; .

The glitt’ring axe will claim our heads
To glut his hate |

Help me, help me in the tagk |
Grant, O grant, the aid I agk |
To your peril bé not ihlingd 5

Always bear thiy trath i rird &

The day the Duchesg this man weds
Wil seal Your fate ; »

The glittring axe will claim your heads
To glut his hate !

retire with him up the stage. He then it
B., while the Nonzzg g0 off at baok,

Enter MARIE hurried ly f’tom House,

[M. Dr VILLEFRANOHE mukes 1 sign to the Nozxrg, and the
g ¥

at first entrance




Mar. (looking back at the howse)
Within those walls I cannot stay ;

They seem to weigh down ev'ry senso—
To choke the words when I would pray :
- Hence must 11 quickly, quickly, hence !
Vet whither shall I shape my flight*?
Where seek contentment for the mind ?
My thonghts ave gloomy as the night, -
And those I cann wve behind,

Oh, would that wy heart were & swift-pinion’d swallow,
"That comes with the blossoms and flowevs of spring ;
And, when summer guifs v, is able to follow,
Tre tempests have ruffled the down on it§ wing.
It then would 1ot wait till the ‘dew-drops of morning
Were frozen to ice neath cold winter's gaunt hand ;
But, while the green leaves were the earth still adorning,
Wold flit oler the seas to some far distant land.

- Yet, what though the summer should kiss vale and mountain,
© And Natuve for ever in sheen be airay'd, o
While sunshing to gold should turn streamleb and fountain,

Which ripple soft, musie thréugh ravine and glade. :

My heart has heen struck by a shaft dipp’d in anguish, = -
And hur?d by Reiorse with an aim bk too stve 5
Wherever it flies it will still pine and languish, '
. Nor summer not -sunshine its wonnd can e'er cure.

Tnter DaMt BerTmA from House, a8 PMaRTE is about rushing off.
. ‘ !

Daur B.  Stay, child, étay 5 . &
Max.- (stoppingy I":ni‘\ist; have air. My 1)ra,'if; iyon firee  Why
doss nob Raoul conte ¥ - : ) Sl
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Daue B. Did he not say he would nob retupn to-night? that
he is working on a poniard-hilt for a great and powerful lord~—the
Count de Beauvoir—who needs it by the dawn ?

Mar, I will go to himi ; T will tell him all 1

Daue B. Art thou mad'? He would kill thee !

Mar. T care not, for T have wronged him. :

Dame B. Wronged him ! Nongensge ! Raoul, it iy true, adopted
thee—brought thee up— :

Max. (@nterrupting fier) 'With whag care, what kindness, what
devotion ! ’ :

Dawz B. But ke is so much older than thou—he is poor, too.
Is it not natural thou shouldst love one younger, handsomer, and
richer? o :

Mazr. I love only Raoul. In a moment of folly, madness—and
misled by you, to whose care T have been confided—1I spoke to the
Chevalier de Coutras—I—I—whoin a few weeks was to be Raoul’s
bride. ‘T'was you who gave him access to our home !

Daur B. (aside) Heo paid me generously | -

Mar. 'Was that well done 1

Daue B, Perhaps not—perhaps not.. But the, evil will soon be
remedied. Thou hast written to say that Roaul is absent, and
that the Chevalier may speak to thee again to-night,

Mar. °Tis for that reason I will not remain,

Davm B. Nay — thou must, Wert thou not to do so, the
Chevalier might, as young gallants will, boast of the two interviews
thou hast already granted him,

Mar, I—I—granted ! They weve' forced on me, Oh! had I
only told Raoul at once, But I feared for you / [ foared that he
tuight drive you from the shelter of his roof—that he—

Daue B. Is not thy object at this interview to inform the
Chevalier thou wilt see him no more ? Do so; frankly, boldly !
Like a moble gentleman, he will respect your geruples, and-—
though, may be, with a breaking heart—vetiye, (432;616) If éhg
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be silent only for to-night, all will be well. The (hevalier has
the key, and may carry heroff. (dloud) Promise thou wilt say
nought to Raoul to-night. FEE

Mar. That T should: conceal aught from him (—But I promise,
though every moment of silence is a crime. B

Daug B, There ! there! And now let us in, my sweet. The
dew is falling fast,

Maxr. Leave me! Leave me awhile, and I will follow.

Daue B. (aside, as she is going wup towards house), Tn fruth,
I am sorry for her, pretty innocent, but the Chevalier pays
generously, and I have a duty to, perform to my own deax children.
Yes, the Chevalier ig rich. Alack! (looking buck . b Mariz) I
could almost wish he were not.

[Esxit into the House.

Maxr. Could I see Raoul "Qn,;ly for an ihstant;thou’gh I scarce
dare look upon his face, still I should gain fresh  courage.
(Looking round R.) Ah! gracious powers ; He's here !

Enter RAOUL R. He rushes up £0 MARIE.

Mar. (advancing towards him, and then suddenly stopping, dé y"

abashed)
Ah, Raoul!
Rao. Marie !
Maz. . "~ Welcome
Rao. Who can tell

" How great a charm in that one word doth dwell.
Onoe more pronounce it ,
MAR. - ‘Welcome !
Rao. Oh, how sweet
To hear thee, dear one, breathe it when we meet.




Manx.

Rao.

Man,
Rao.

" When my slnmt faints for ki i 1dnoss B

Strikes the rock, and floods of gladﬁéés "

TFor tyrant labour summons-me away,

O Raoul !
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Jaded, parcl’d, athirst, and drooping,
In the desert waste of life

Often would my sad heart falter,
Weary of the journey’s strife !

Then, oh, then, that one woid : Welcome,
Gives me back iny ‘strength again ;

"Tis the lonely palm-tree, shadmg ‘
One green. spot amid the plam

When e'en hope's cie11*

1ke the Plophet’s rod of yom,

Down the stony surface pom'

To do her blddmg through the silent night,

Marie! O my soul’s delight. ’ ”'

words can eor pourtyay ’ '
My bliss, my pride,

To know thouw’lt soon be mine |
My own, my bride!

(aside)  Ere this, could conscience slay, . i

H

I long had died ! .

Oh, ne'er can I be thiie—
Thy true, fond bride!

Say, Marie, dost thou love me ?

Speak |

Love thee, Raoul ? SRR ‘
- Ay!
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Mar. 1 owe thee all,

Rao. © Dost love me—
Dost love me, though ; reply !
Maxr. With gratitnde my bosom. .

Shall never cease to beat.
My place is there, before thee ;
To worship at thy feet!
Thy tender care—

Rao. Dost love me ?
MaAR. Thy kindness—
Rao. n I vequire

Notb thanks, but love ! Dost love me?
Love only, T desire!.
- 'Were all the earth’s vast treasures—
" All ocean’s stores—1imy own,
T'd give them, gladly givée them,
. . For love—her love—alone !
Mag. (aside) Shame, rob'd in crimson blushes,
Usurps pure Candour’s throne ;
I dare not say I love him,
Or call myself his own !

Rao. Oh, tell me thou dost lpve me.
Mar. (wside) I dare not meeb his eye ;

‘ T've basely, foully ‘wronge‘d him.
Rao. ‘Without thy love I die!

Man. (aside)
Oh, how shall T answer him §  What shali I say?
Remorse rules my heart with her pitiless sway.
Oh, hard, bitter task!

(Aloud) Why, why dost thou ask ?
Dost doubt ? ‘ :
Rao. Though thou mock me, and laugh me o seorn,

B
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Tl lay my soul bave |
‘What torture reigns there |
By jealousy, Marie, my bogom is torn,
MAR. (asids) Oh, merciful pow’ry |
Rao, The pale spectye, Fear,
Had bent o'er my ear,
And whisper'd, « Beware ;, she i3 lovely and young ”
But that t]iou»couid*at Heceiye ]
T will no more believe,
Nor suffer my bosom by doubt 6 be ‘Wrung.

Mar, O, Raoul, ]

Rao,  ang " But we mugt part.
Maxn, nd s68600.4 {( Aiside): Ok

Rao, tays with thi

Mag, Farewell | -

Ruo. Farewell! - My bliss, my oy,
' d, xoon, soon; t6 be my bride |
aRliTeR.

Usurps pure Candour’s throne !

I dare not #ay 1 love him,

Or call myself his own !
{Raovx le:;ds Magin towards the houge,

turng and kisses his hang 3 she then
ceeds slowly towards x,

On the threshold, ghe
8oes in, Raoyn pro.

' Enter  Jew,

EW. Slay ! Do you not recognise me ?

Rao. Yes. Forthe last fow days you have been. Inrking aboyy
. my house, »
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Jew. To speak to you—and alone.

Rao. Say on!

Jew. Sixteen years ago, Etienne, Count de Brissac, was shot in
the streets of Nantes, and his partisans hacked to pleces. The
bullets flew like hail across the Loire.

Rao. T recollect it well,

Jew. A young man, 13001 and 1abonous, was working in his
shop. Hearing some one knock, he opened the door, and per-
ceived a stranger ab the threshold, The stranger bore in his
arms a poor Lttle infant, who was sobbing bitterly. He laid it
down and said, ¢ This little innocent is fatherless and motherless.”
With these words he left. . The workman had himself neither
father nmor mother., Fe adopted the orphan. He tended—
cherished—Iloved—her. For her he forgot all else. The work-
man was yourself |  The infante— :

Rao, Marie! But wherefore do you tell me this? Would you
take her from me? ‘

Juw. You see T am acquainted with your affairs. Raoul, watch
well your house to-night,

Rao. Wherefore? Wherefore

JEw. Retwrn not to your work, Remain and watch, Now,
for your own sake, retire awhile. Should you hear me call, rush
to my aid. : '

Rao. (gomg oﬁ' R) Thw is most sbrange

[Exit.

Juw. All goes well. Th;s Raoul is brave. If needs be, he will
protect me, I thm; I hear the plash of oars and the sound of a

guitar. (He goes ugokto the parapet.) Yes; it ishe.

[The sound of a guitar is heard, and then @ voice, grndually
. growing londer and louder, and singing the following 1.

A flower is beauty, by fairy hands pla.nted ;
Few, fow things on earth with its charms can compa.re ;
B 2




JEw.

Jew,
Fan

Juw. (co
Fap

Juw.

JEW,

FAB.
JEW.

Fas.
JEW, .
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Tt holds ev'ry eye by its bright hues enchanted ;

It shames all the gems which a monarch can wear,
But soon, ah, too soon, do its glories decay ;.

Its perfume grows fainit, and its fair blossoms fade I
Then quick let us pluck it, n Life's sunny May,

Ere low in the dust its fresh verdure is Jaid.

He lands. He dismisses the boatman. He is here !

[Tmw comies™ dowsi. FABIS' FADIANT entors “enveloped . in-a

Targe cloaky and’protéeds townnls the lionse, .

Stay | One word!

(looking “at hamd) ~
~ Though yon créssst’s faekl ight, -
Struggling faintly through the: night,..:
TIs not quite as bright as day;
I, methinks; may: Boldlysay, .

From the form and yellow hue

Of thy cap, thou seem’st & Jew.

ot Jew Teties oo

Thy name.

(with malicious meanving) Suppose
‘Stead of mine, I thine disclose,
Gallant Count de Beauvoir !

: Hush !
Ay ! for rage, perhaps, might flush
" O’er yowr trusting sov’reign’s cheelk,
If she knew whom here you seek.! :
Whom T seek?- . .
Yest! I refer,
As you 're well aware, to her
Whom the arm’rer, Raoul, there

- [Pointing to heuse, z.
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. Gruards with fond and jealous cave.
‘Why you seek her, shall I say 1
Faz. "Tis because I love her.
JEW. Nay |
Love has not the least to do
With the reason why you woo,
Fae. By surprise I'm overcome
‘Were my conscience, friend, not dumb,
I should think it spoke, I ween,
"Neath a Jewish gabardine.

JEW, As your Conscience, then, forsooth,
I will speak, and speak the truth,
Fan, Ah! by the rood |

The joke is good ! ‘
My Conscience speak the truth ! No, no |
~ She never s should
" Ben though she would. -
The joke is splendid ! Ah!ah t—oh !
_JEW. ' . The joke is good !
That's understood !
His Conscience ne'er spake truth—No, no !
But, if she would,
Perhaps she could—
, Il teach her how it’s done! Oh! oh!
The Duchess loves you—as she’s amply shown
Would raise you, so_you hope, to share her throne—
Already has she made you Count de Beauvoir—
Faz. - Well—
Jrw. Count de Monléon—and still more to swell
Your list of dignities, there’s yet a third :
The Lordship of La Roche-Bernard, conferred
A few short days ago.  All this is much,
But not enough you think. " You ycatrn to clutch
More solid gifts within yowr grasping hand
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You long for wellbuils chiteaux—forests-land |

Not titles! When King Oharles the Eighth of ‘France
*Gaingt Brittany his armies hade advance,

The Count de Brissac brav’d the Frenchman'y sword,
And fell while battling #or his duke and lord.

His only child, a daughtér, on the night

The Count thus perish’d i ‘the gloriony Aglit,
Was either M1, or shrstéd off by Hteatth =

So people thought, * T Eoi
Reverted to the Crown, -
You've just accepté o1
FaB. Well | what of thati" R
JEw. : Bt wers tHe gis] alive |
The gift is valueless, should 4hé sirvive
She is alive, Jor spies have found
Fas. (imperatively) ‘
JEW. And all your riches felt atad ik
Some would have stably'd t e girl~bib you do worse :
You, for some object, would ei faiie asperse,
Fag. Insolent varlet— o
JEwW, "Tis your Conscience speaks,
Fas, Ah! by the rood !
The joke is good !
My Conscience speak the truth { No | no |
She neéver should,
Fen thongh she would.
The joke is splendid ! Ah! ah I_oh |
JEW. The joke is good !
That's understood |
His Congcience ne’ér spake truth! N ol no!
But, if she would,
Perhaps she could ;
Tl1 teach Lier how it’s done ! Oh oh!

oad landy éﬁd Wwealth
wealth==thésé ey
‘Hoversigh's hatidy, ©

“Speak low |

i

"
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Now, by my Halidom, the Jew lenows alll
T know enough to \bﬁng about your fall !
What would you have? ;
If anyone possessd
"The documents and papers which atbest
The birth, existence, and wndoubted claim
Of this young maiden to her father’s name.
And fair estates, farewell your cherish’d pelf; -
Youwd be as poor as even Job himself.
But no one has them!
There yowre wrong, I fear.
Who ig it ¢
’ It
o "Tig fale !
, Where are they ? ‘
(placing hds hands on Tia breasty Heve !
I-I must have them !
Pyhaps.  If you will pay
The price I coveb. ‘
There’s my purse, Jow.
. Nay!
Would you have mine, Qount
“What, my geld you spurn §
T+ is not meney ‘
Which will serve my tarn.
A certain parechment you must spare
‘Which always nexb yéu,r- heart you wear,
Tor in it, by a fearful oath ‘
The Duchess Anne. hag pledged her troth
To freely grant, denying naught,
Whatever boon ox grace is gought
By him who owns that precious scroll.
You're well inform’d upen my soul.
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Bus let me know your object—aim.
We'll play & frank and open game,
Your plans and schemes, you see, I've told
And mine, in turn, I'll now unfold,
My life, sir Count, was once preserv’d
By Marie's father, Thig deserv'd

Lts due Yequital, * Death I byav'd -
To pay the debt, and Marie sav'd,
Compell'd to seek the East, Hext day,
By pirates I wag bolie awsa \ :
And sixteen’ years 11 fottems pass'd;

I gain’d my liberty at lat,

The moment I wag free, I-came

T time to save the girl from shame,
Yau're jesting 1 S

]

-Mine's 1o jesting mood;
You're really charming, by the rood |
Your Duchess needs a_;h"éa,vy loan,
1f once the parchment seroll T own, .

To raise the loar—

(mockingly) And profit share;

Is’ not so; Jew 2— , .
Will be my care.

Cuuning and clever
-Is your intent,

Never, though, never,
Can I congent,

Aught but the seroll, J ow,
Freely I°11 give ;

That, on my soul, Jew,
Not while T live!

Were T to yield ye
That which you erave,
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Nothing might save me
From, p’rhaps, & grave.
‘While I retain it,
All T defy ;—
80 I obtain it,
Little care I!
To-morrow, I might be disgrac'd {
To me, that matters naught.
By that, and nothing else on earth,
The deeds I hold are bought.
Bage infidel | you've gain'd the day, :
The papers | ’
E'l‘nkes\parohment from his pocket.

Yes! when I peruse
The scroll, and view the writing there—
So just a wish you can’t refuse !
[They go up to the cresset. FaBranT, standing behind the JEW.
holds in his left hand the parchment for the latter’s perusal.
The JEW casts his eyes over the scroll.

(reading) - ‘
«'We, Anne of Brittany P
(Speaks) *Tis well.
You see I 'm wary, Count, like you.
Gainst ev'ry trick, or chance I ‘guard.

(drawing his dagger with his right hand, and stabbing the Jzw)

Save this—save this | accursed Jew |
Ah, traitor ! Ah! Help, help, for heaven’s sake |

[He falls. Tn falling, fie throws behind him in the shadew sealed
packet, which FABIANI does nob perceive. '

For shame ! thy cries the good folk near will wake.

[He stabs him again, and leans over the body.
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He's dead, T think | The papers— ;
» [He searches the body,
: " Thers are none !
The Jew | He would haveé #obb'd me, No, not one,
D've soil’d my blade for naught, I’y 8pilt his blood
Do vata ! LI fing his body i 6 floaq,
The boatman, if s6ill hers, shall Tend his aid,

[He goes wp 6 thebilk of and- disipiiéars behind the
parapet, SO B s

‘ . B Raovt, 5.
‘Raour, T heard g ery ) '
T e e {[Hepcl’celveﬂ the body on ‘tye ground beneath the. cresset,
oAbl Murdert.
JBW. (raising himsslf q, te) .- I'm betvay'd:s
- Thou com'st g0 Jat AT
- L

A.giui;,s_\,tgt;l_lﬂ lléﬁﬁper;ln‘é has thrown behind him,
‘Those paiiel's !
[Raowz picks up the pupéva.
, So ! they prove
That Marie—objeot of thy true, pure love—
Is heiress to the Oounis do Brissac—ay |
My mﬁrd’réi‘v—(}ount de Beauvoir—ah | T die,

e ‘ ) [Sii)ks on the ground,
Revenge thyself and me ! i
SR, _ [He dies.
Rao. Alas, he’s dead ! §

Revenge myself and him—fop 50 he gaid—
The Count de Beauvoir—Marie I—What dark plot
Is weaving round me ¢ Some one neais the 8pot,

Re-enter Pantawr from behind the Parapet,
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A man lies murder'd heve !
(mockinyly) " Aman? aJew!

‘Who—who is thé assassin ?

‘ T—=or you |

Wretch | Lt is you
(contemptuously) Well; and suppose it wers?
Tll give thee up to justice !

Have a cave !
That one of us has dealt the fatal blow
Is clear a8 day, but who shall ever know
‘Which one it was? 2y birth is low and base;
‘While 7 mid kings and princes take my place.
A noble slays a Jew, and pays a fine ;
To rabble-scum, like thee, the laws assign
Death as the punishment of sich a deed
Do I hear rightly ¢
: Cotne | My help you need

To Hling this Jewish carcase in the stream.
(m « bewildered tone, and spealking, t to himself)
No witness to the deed.! No proof 1—I dream—
T surely dream !

Come ! come ! thow'rt wasting time.

Refuse, and thee I charge—
Wlbh what 'E

This crime.
Whose word. the other’s, think’st thow, will cutweigh?

What must I do, ye heav'nly powers !
Obey !
Escape is hopeless |
) So I say.
And thersfore— -
Therefore ? -

(with despair) Tobey!
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Fis. A wise veply |

[Raoun takes the body by the head, and Famro by the feat,
In this way they throw it over the parapet,

FaB. (coming down the stage) At bresent, I scarce know

"Ruao,
Fag,
Rao,

Fam.

Rao.
Faz:
Rao.
Fag,

Ruo,

- They all grow pale b fore My charmer’s eye,

Which of us two dig really deal the blow,
And now, good night, my comrade,

[He progeeds towards $hie -house, but turng round on observing
that Raour, follows him.

| S "What | yet here |
Ab! I forgot, Of course—the reason's cleay,
Thou would’st be ‘paid, ' There's money,

[He offeis Lis purge,
o W, ‘itingi still ]

Wait there allnlght, if such should bethywxll, .

And count the stars in yonder dark blus sky H

. [He gqé§ up to the door, and seems about 4o open it,

Hold!. Say whither thou would's go !
Whither # -
Yes ! ‘ ‘
‘ "Tis late to roam ;
8o, ag. thou perforce will'st know,
Learn that T'm returning home !
Home ? o
Yes, home ! My words ave clear,
Dost assert yon house is thine ?
Worthy friend, thou'r deaf, T fear,
Yes! yon house, I say, is mine !
What strange suspicions darg
Across my brain,
And tear my throbbing heart
With fangs of pain |




FAEB Why. does he not depart,.
But here remain ?
‘What passion seems to start
Each swelling vein

Rao. Thou say’st yon house helongs to thee ?

Fas. To me-——or to my mistress | Ay !

Rao. What ! Marie! She thy rmistress ? She !
With scorn I fling thee back the Le.

Faz. "Tis something new for one so base,

To wag his tongue atb this rude pace,
And thus to brave my wrath !
(A side) Clold steel must cool his burning rage ;
Some trusty blade his hate assnage,
And strike him from my path !
Rao. Repeat thy words! Thou dost not dave !
Fas, Since 't is thy will, with pleasure.
I say the house thou seest there
Contains a gem, a treasure!
My nnstte,ss-—-Maue——somewha.t staid,
And coy in outward seeming, »
But still a charming, fond, >youn g maid,
With love and beauty teeming.
‘Rao.  And now hear mé - my answelf; villain, note !
I gay thou liest—1liest in thy throab |
T am her future husband v
Faz. ' T,

Messire de Cotitras !

Rao. Nay ! Again a lie !

: Thou art the Count de Beauvon' !

Fas, R . T must own
To night my name to ev'ry wretch seems known.

‘ (Astde) This man is dang’rous. - Hre to-morrow’s sun

Rige in the east, his earthly course is run- !

g,
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Rao.

Confess-.-confess that

thou hast; lied |
She’s not; thy mistriegs

Fin,

8Bince P'm thug defied,
Peruse that letter, -

[Takes n lettar

from hig pocket,
Rao. (balking the lotrer

and gives it ¢o Raovr,
and glancing ovey %)
o Can it really be !
This is, indeed, hey writing which T es |
(Reading) ¢ ‘To-night, T am alone, and
Despair and griof 1
Thou hast degraded
This hand shall o

( OMtenmmbéZﬂg/) L N
"Tis good ! st bravely g
Whers is thy swvord |

thou mey’st come |
tled pulses numi, !
&Il T hold most doay |

mite thes dead |

fe’s star

Fas,

j
See—(puts his hima 4, his ¢
Mine: is h’ere.
bter scorn !
The poor and 1o 1y born 1o
Daré wear no Weapon ready to theiy gr’été‘_p !
But never will T rest R
Till, pluck’d Friom;. out thy breast,
I clutch thy heart, ang watch ity dying gasp !
Fan. (aside) e tosmorrow's sun shall rige
. By the steel he surely dieg |
(dloud) There | be calm ! the girl is thine,
All my rights I here resign,
And, when thoy woulds
Thoy may’st need it—y,

O l'é g e!*

b seek her, éee--:
ake thig key |

[He throws 4 key down a Ruiovry foet,
asement knook

The door she'll 'soon unlock,
th favours T requite
Threats and menaces,

Or agaings the ¢
Thrice,

Thus wi

Good night |
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Not all thy blood shall e'er efface
The loathsome stain, the slimy trace,

That marks thy false tongue’s path.
No pow’r on earth shall e’er assuage
My bitter hate, my burning rage,

Or gereen thee from my wrath !
"Pig something new for one so base,
To wag his tongue ab this rude pace,

And thus to brave my wrath !
(Aside) Cold steel must cool his burning rage; .
Some trusty blade his hate assuage, l

And strike him from my path !

Fas.

, [Exit &b back, T.
Rao. (solus) Gone! gone! and I still live!
Relentless fate !
Oh! had I grasp'd a sword ! .
[He perceives on the ground the poniard with which FABrANI
has killed the Juw, He darts upon it with savage eagetness.
Thou com’st too late !
My fond, pure love betray'd!
My Marie lost!
Revenge! deep! bloody! swift!
Whate'er the cost ;
Ah! who will lend his aid,

My rage to slake;
And, in return, my life
Ag payment take.
[M, DE VILLEFRANCHE CcOIN6S slowly down the stage, and
approaches RA0vT steadily and silently.
ViL - I—I will!
Rao. Thou ?
ViL - Yes; I!
Rao. ‘Who art thou?
Vir He

Thou pray'd’st for, even now !




R ao0. And know’st thot me?

V1L Thou "t yon proud upstart’s fop—
The manT noed !
Rao. His death !
Vi, '[‘hy life: !
; Rao. «'Tis thine l
) Vi,
Rao,

e ‘VILLE}&ANGHE. At th
‘heard singing’ on the river,
AL alry hands planted ;
] ‘eatrth with its charms can compare ;
S () ho dy ev’ ry eye by its bright hues enchanted ;
i It shames all the gems which
Rao. & Vi, (starting)

Ah! °Tis he!

. Tas, Aﬂowerlqb"

A monarch can wear.

Vi , Let death avenge
‘ " Thy i in jured honour !

Rao. o Yes ! Revenge!

END OF AQT 1I.



: ACT 1L
SCENE L.—An Apavtinent in the Talace of the Duomness or Brir-
ANy, On ome side a Tall-stool, sulfmounted by a Crucifix- -
Doors B, and L. Lmrge Folding-doors at Back. A portion of
tho Back of the Apartment is hung with long Tapestry.
[At tho vising of the Curtain, the Noptss and TaDiss of {he
Court are grouped aboub the Stage. They are in hunting
costume, )
"NorrLes & LADIES,
To the forest, to the forest,
Dames and gallants, leb us. hie,
‘Where the antler'd sylvan monarchs
"Mid the tangled thickets'lie.
Though the buck perhaps escape us,
Not in vain will be the chase,
Sinee b s in the jocund: greenwood
Flealth, too, has her resting-place.
As we ride, :
By'ry stride
Leayes old limping Care behind;
" Tell us where
* Aught so rare
As the hunter's life we find |
[Enters:bh‘e’ Décrase and Fasrint, followed by ATTENDARTS.
Both the Drcrmuss and FABIANI are magnificently dressed,
Duyoa. Think us not wayward that our mind we change ;
‘ We shall not hunt to day; )
But in our palace stay.
The Count (pointing to Fanraxt) has promised something
“new and strange: )
Some dancers of the Gipseys’ nomad race
‘Would fain their gkill display.

o]
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To wile an hour away

We’ll gee them, and to-morrow seek the chase;
Then, as we dash. along, .
Well join you in your song

To the forest to the forest S

Though the buck perhaps escape ug,
Not' in'vain will be the chase,
Sinos ¢ i is in the jocund green-wood
Health too, has her resting- -place.
As we ride,
Every stride ’
Leaves old limping Care hehind 3 N
Tell ms where '
Anght 8o rare
Ax the hunter’s life we find |

[The N OBLES and Lianrmg bow lowly and exeunt at bk,

My gracious sov’ reign-—
Nay, cold words like these
Seem the warm cuvrent of my love to freoze,
Why should the coward tongue leave unexpress’d
The Jassion glowwg inmy fajthful breast 9
Vast as the ocean,
Boundless and free,
Is my devotion, "
Deavest, to thee |
Will it ne’ep alter,
Never decay ;
Wenken and falter ;
Tanguish away ¢
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Fas. My heart is closely link’d to thine,

: By fond affection’s chain.

Duc. But Time, perchance, may snap the bond
With ruthless hand in twain, #

Fas. Nay ; sooner shall he pluck the stars

Trom Heav'n'’s blue vault above,
Than tear from out my constant hearh
My pure and only love.
Vast as the ocean,
Boundless and free,
Is my devotion,
 Dearest, to thee!
Duc. . May it ne’er alter,
Never deony ;

Weaken and falb i s 5 -
Lanor\nsh away ! vt
Fan. Now, now as I love, will T love on for ever,
Oh! doubt not my words ! ,
Due. ' I would fondly believe }
Tas.  Ah! not even Death two fond lovers can sever,

For Heaven replaces the Earth which they leave.
Duc. & Fas. Love, if true, can neyer die!
Like the soul, tis not of earth.
Death but bids it s_ek on high

~ Those brlght pheres that saw its birth.
Duo. And now Wlthdmw. Affairs of state demand

An hour. ‘ ‘
Fas, An hour'! o ’ ‘ ‘
Duc. "~ Go! .
Fas. Harsh, unkind command
Duc. . Obey; and bring the Gipseyé’ merry train
: On thy return. '
Faz. Ah'| parting {3 such pain

Fen for a single hour!
o2
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Dug, ' "Twill s00n be past,
While—
As thou say'st—for aye doth true love Iagt |
FAB.&DUC.uLove, if true, can never die !
Like the soul, *tis not of earth,
Death but bids it seek on high
Those bright spheres which saw ity bivth,

¢ [Enter M, Dy VIrrnrnaNomy

Dvo.  Thou hast heard all? o
Vi " Hach Lying word he said, |
The trait’rous knave ! T,
Duo. The forfsit be his head,
* Is faith then plighted only to decéive,
And woman doom’d bt 311attér’ci"7110pes to grieve 7
Vi, Not till Time his glass shall shiver, ‘
Not till winds'shall cease to blow,
Not till ocean, stream, and river 4
On their course no more shall flow—.
Not till then shall trusting Beauty
- Oft enchain inconstant map ;
Life is short, but truth and duty .
Own a far, tar shorter span.
Are not bubbles quickly broken,
- Bursting e'en without a touch ¢
Lovers' vows are bubbles spoken—
Foolish Woman, deem them gych,
Bear in mind the light which flittery
O’er the fen with treach’roug ray |
Those who follow ‘where it glitters,
Find it falsely leads astray,
Duvo.  (who has been seated during ths above ballad, now rises and
says) -
But still the charge imay not he trye,
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Vir. I made it,and will prove i, too.
The girl awaits your pleasure,

Duc. (eagerly) ‘Where ?
Vie. Without.
Duo. T'll see her, All T'll dave.

To wreak my vengeance—glut my hate,
[Suddenly and fercely.
And he she wrong'd ?

ViL. ' K T bade him wait
~ Till summon’d. ~ o
Dud. Let him now appear.
ViL Your wish shall be obey’'d, Ile's here.
o [Bows and exit by side-door »
Duc. ‘ : ,
Pagsion’s black and murky night
Veils fair Pity from my sight ;.
Hides Remorse, as in a shroud,
Darker than a thunder-cloud,
One grim form alone the eye
Through the gloom can still desory
*Tis Revenge, whose lurid hand
Brandishes a flaming brand. .
Deeply, deeply, he shall rue
T was fond and he untrue!
-Enter from side-door, B., M. DE VILLEFRANCEE and RAOTL.

Rao. (fo M. pE VILLEFRANCHE, and pointing to the DUCHESS)
‘Who is this lady ?

Vi The Duchess !

Rao. The Duchess ! (Is about to kneel.)

Duc. Yes; T am the Duchess ; and you, Raoul, the armourer.
*Tis now mo time for empty homage. Listen. You have been
foully wronged, (RaoulL starts.) You seek _revenge—as I do-
Your revenge shall be deep, texrible, speedy; your dishonour shall
be wiped out with the blood of him who hag injured you, provided
tha%, without a question, you will obey my commands, however




strang they may appear ;
like him,
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Fabio shall die, if you will consent to die

Rao. Madame, T would ng longer die !
[The Duomzss and M. pg VILLERRANOHT start iy surprige.
Duc, This does net agree with what (looking at M, pm Viv-
LEFRANCHE) T have heen told, -
Rao. She is not guilty—Marie 13 not guilty !
[An expression of satisfaction stenls over the Mot of the Dvomrgg
3. she glances at M, pr VILLEFxANOHE,'who replias by an

ineredulong

gosture,

Rao. T heard a man boast he was hLer lover, Who shall say. he

did hiot lie? T gay a lett,
she wag not compeﬁed
through the long Weary
her twin-sister, Desptifi
the dawn. Mayie is idng

et in her handwriting, How do T know
o write that letter? Oh | Madam,
night did T batele with Suspicion, gnd
Buit doubts, likes sp (63, anished with
colit~<innosent | o

[The Duonsig feemnitigly mifsh falievad, ‘again exchanges
glances wifl ¥, Py VILEEPR AN Obem;

Vi Bug Supposing gh

e herself confessad her guilt, would you

.then do the Duchess’s bidding : woulq you then give your life in

exchange for Vengeande

Rao. Ayl on one condition,

VIL That con dition—

Dug, (intermqotz'ng him as though agasn Yielding to doupy, To
Raour) Yoy shall tell us latep, At present, conceal Yyourgelf

behind yondey hangings,

[Points to hangings at back of the stage, Raovz bows, 80es 1ip
to the hangings anq eonceals himself hehind them, fThe
Duonzgs thep makes a sign to M. pg VILILEJ?RANOHE, who

exit by door

L, whence Manrg issues, pale and. trembling,

the instant aftetwabds,

Doe, 4 bproach | Yoy know who I am ¢
Mar. (in g lo voice) Yes, Madam |

Ue. (lovking Sizedly of

Marim) At present you know, also, the

rea"l name and title of you gallant lover, the so-styled Ohevaliey
de Conbras | ‘
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Mag. 1 do, Madam.

Dud. (eagerly) Who ishe? (MARIE 148 silent) Do you not see
I await your reply, or are my wishes disregarded !

Maz. The Count de Beauvoir.

Duo. (aside) It is but too true ! (dloud) You informed him
he might visit you last night, methinks—and alone—

Mar., Ah! Madam—

Due. Answer! Isibnot sol

Mar. Spare me !

Mar Yes; I did.

Duo. Come, let me hear the pretty tale—when, Where, 1t was
you saw him first.

Maz. Tt was—(suddenly stopping, and flinging herself on her
Tenes before the Duceess) Oh, Madaw, if not as my sovereign, ab
least as & woman, spare me the recital of my shame——my folly.

Behold me, erush’d by sorrow,
Bow’d down by cruel fate ;

From thy lips, sov'reign lady,
My sentence I await.

Duc. From my lips! 'Tis another
Shall punish thee, not 1!
MAR. Whoe’er he be, oh, hear me ;

W1th one 1equest comply

There's one Who réar’d me—-—lov d me—
Liv'd, breath’d, for me alone ; -

Who fondly hop'd fo wed me,

" And clai e s his own.

Neer tell hint that I wrong'd him ;
Ne'er syllable my shame ;

Let }ﬁm, at leagt, niot curse me,
Nor shudder at my name |

Oh ! let the sun of gladness
One bright ray o’er me cast,

Ere, 'neath the waves of sadness,
Tt sinks, for ever past,

v
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A pure, bright, priceless ;iewel KRR
My heart was.desn’d by him;
O, let not dark suspicion
Its lustre ever dim .. R
Ne'er let him know ¢ was worthless ;
- Néler say thig. 8em; 90.rive,. ; .l
Shone but like frozen dewdrops
 'To melt away in air|
O, let the wun of gladnessy
Ove bright ray o’er me cast,
cwse o Bres Meaththe waves of mdnéss,
It stuks, for ever past,

. Dug, The man thou fear'st Lug heard,
o Believe me, ev’ry word !
Mar. Do 7 now hear aright !
Due, "Pis he shall Jjndge—and smite |

[Raoor advances from- behind thi: tapesbry. Muawrin, for 4 mo-.
ment, seems paralysed witl terror. A short pausc,

Manr, (aside) Sickly terrop, ghastly dread,
Crush me with a hand of lead
Beneath their grasp
I scarce ¢an gasp ;
Yet my heart is beating still,
Cannot shame and sorrow kill ¢
Dy, (aside) Retribution, deep and dread .
~ Nowshall strike this Fabio’s head,
Yon man’s firm grasp
The steel shall clagp,
Which, when guided by my. will,
Ruthless, pitiless, shall kil),

s

v
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“Rao. (aside) Tope, bliss, joy, all, all, have fled ;
. Desolation reigns instead.
Death’s hand I elasp
‘With eager grasp;
Let me bub my task fulfil,
Death may come whene'er he will.
Rao. My life is yours,
Duo. 'Tis wellt
Mar. (aside) His life! What would he imply ¢
Rao, On one condition—as I have alveady said.
Duc. Name it. -'Whatever it is, I grant it
Rao. A Noble of your Court has aided me—employed my skili
—and led me on the way to fame and fortune. ‘
Duc. Well 4 R
Rao. Before I die, I fain would malke hjs kindness some return,
Duc. Speak on ! R »
Mag. (asids) He speaks of others not of med - oo
Rao, This Noble wooes a maiden whom he deems of humble
birth, But ’tis not so. Sheis the long-lost .child -of one whose
father died to serve the cause of yours. coe e
Duc. His name! His name !
Rao. The Count de Brissac, Madam.
Duo. Why, his child is dead. - :
Rao. 'Twas thought so, but she lives ! : S
Duc. If this be true, condqcﬁ her to me, and a govereign’s care
shall partially replace & father's love. -
" Ruo. And would you restore her the wealth and lands you -
granted lately to the Count de Beauvoir ?
Duc. Ay, surely! — : o :
Rao. And you further pledge your word that  this same Noble,
who in secret wooes her, shall take her. for his wife? On this

) '

condition my life is yours. _ \
Due. All this I promise | i o Couet
Rao. You must swear it ! PR



42

Duc. By all that I révere; by the memory of my father; by thie
honour of my mother;. by all my hopes of merey; I swear to
grant what you agk. . e .

Rao. The compact is sealed: The Noble is the Count de
Beauvoir— ' o ‘

Mar. (aside) Gracious powers |

Dvuc. Beware! : e i

Rao. The Count de Brissac’s long-lost daughtet, yonder weébping .
“maiden there. ‘ ' ' ’

Mar. (aside): What do I hear!

Duo. Your words are false, 'What proofs have you ¢

Ruo: (produising the packet he veceived J¥om the Few) Thege |

Duc. (snatoking the papers from lim, dnid flinging them oh o
table near her) My—my rage is grdwing past control. - Supposing
e o yorider papers bear out your assertion, think ot they bind
me. Nought binds a sov'reign |— T

Rao. Bave her oath ! _

Duo: But—but—if the Coutit refuse to wed ber.,

Riko. Your power mush foree him to do her right-to veil with
his name the stain he has cast upon hers ! '

Mar, Oh, Raocul! No,no! Spare me this last pang. Spare—
spare me this | » ’

Rao. Bobeit, Restore her then her father’s wealth and tank,
and I am ready to do your bidding, ‘

- Duts Ydﬁ‘,'in your turn, must swear ! _

Rao. (placing his hand upon, the ertieifin) Most solemiﬂy Iswear!
Du¢, Enough! ' . l
[Takes the papers from tlie table on which they were flmg, and,
going up the stage, throws herself upon & couch. She opens

the packob of papers, and péruses them eagerly.
Maw. (aside) What mystery is- concealed in his oath! T fain
—fain would speak, but dare not ! Al | ‘

Rao. (aside) She faints—she—she weeps l-—yet what iy she
now to me? Naught! naught | Why does each fibre in my
body quiver thus.!
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Mag. The tear-drops dim your eyes. Speak to me, Radul,

gpeak
_Rao. I must not, dare not, listen ! )
Duc. (coming jorwanrd. To Marig) Retire awhile. I would

speak to this man alone,
’ ' [MARIz exit by door L.
c. (fo Raour) Have you a weapon—=a dagger

Rao. (taking FABIAN'S dagger from his bosom) Here is one,
Madam., ' ' ‘ : :
Duc. Keep it in thy hand. (She hastily clutches hold of his

arm, and, exclaims in « loud voice) M. de Villefranche ! Help !

help !
[ Enter furriedly M. Du Vinserixoms, M. D@ MouzTA0, and
GUARDR.

 Duo. Seize this man. He would have assassinated :'iitm, but I
stayed his arm i time ! !

F.ao. Madam! ‘ Lo :

" Duc. (aside to him) Have you alveady fordotten ot compact

(4loud) You are all witnesses that, Whet you enberéd, he had still
the dagger ‘in his land! Let the Headsimat be summoned. I

¢hall need Lim. (ONm or TEE GUARDS ewit at back). M. de

Moulac, is the Count de Beauvoir in the palace?-

Dr Movu. Together with the Court, he iy without. He awaits
your pleasure to introduce the Gipsey band of which he spoke.
Duo. (aside to M. & VirLerraxcus) He suspeots nothing ¢
V1. (aside to the Duonsss) Nothing. '

Duc. Admit the Count de Beauvoir and my Court.

[The Ducunss seats herself in front of the &tage, ®. M.DE
VIiuEFRANOHE gocs up to folding doors ab back. He
throws thein open, and FABIANI, with the NoBLES and LADIES
of the Court enter, followed by a troop of Gresrys, The-.
NosrEs and LapIns of the Court range themselves on each .
side of the stage. R
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Fap, Madam, yonder are the. Zingari, who would fain amuse
you with some of the wild dances of their people,
Dvuo. We will see them.

[FaBranT again bows, and mukes a sign-to the G1rsres.

BALLET. i
[EJ’(euﬁt’ GiIrEnys.
Duc. (fo. Fasraxi) Count, we thank you. (/n a low voice fo
Tim) I would speak with you." o
" . ‘ E -“[Advances to front of the stagc.
Fas. How sweet it is to listen once more to your voice after so
long an absence, An hour—an age.
Duc. Nay, you must not complain. I have done nougbt but
think of youw. e ' s
Fap. Tait possible ! Repeat, repeat those words,
Duo, I swear it ! for I love you—as you love me.
Fas. " What joy to listen as the sea
. ~ Wooes mournfully, at night, the shore ;
“What j joy to hear, from brake and tree,
.The birds their flood of music pour; .
 What joy to hearken as the breeze
‘Wafts whispers to us from above ;
‘But how muich greater still than these;,
‘The joy to hear thee say, I love!”

Dvc. E'en while thou wast away, each thought,

’ Dwelt but- with thee, with thee alone !

Faz, Oh, words with bliss ecstatic fraught,
Almost for absence you atone !

Duva., - T've plann'd a foolish, fond surprise ;
Some one is here thou knew'st of old !

Faz, Who is it 4 ‘

Duo. Canst thou not surmise
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Fiz. I cannot.
Due, No? She's there. Behold !
[Fanisxt turns ronnd and perceives MARIE on tha hhmshold ot
the door, L. He starts,
FaB. (aside) What do I'see ! T tremble
Duo. " Dost know yon girl ¢ k _
FaB. . Not 1.
Duo. (sarcastically) ’
T thought she might resemble
Thy lov’d one, Count.
(T'o MARIE) Draw nigh,
Lap. & Nos Whois the maiden theie
‘Whose cheek seems hlanch’d with care b
Duc. (o Fan) o e
Ari% sure tho
(T'o MARIE) " Dost ﬂzou know ot ?
Mar, : Ido. o ,
Duc. (7o Fas.) o
Thy sluggard mem'ry waken-— .
Faz. Her words are false.
Duc. ‘ They're true.
Lap. & Nos. (pomlmg to the DUCHESS)
‘ See, like lightning through the slnes,
Anger flashes from her eyes.
Dvo. Thou dost not Enow her, dasbard slave ?
 Tis false, "tis false, thou perjur'd knave.
Tap. &. Nosn. ‘What wild, strange words are these we hear !
[They ave: bn the poing of retiring when' the DucHESS stops

them.
Duc. One moment, pmthee All draw. near.
[The Tiaprng and NoBLES advance,
(pointing to Fas.)
Observe yon hanghty upsta,rt well
_ And note the tale I'll briefly tell— .

I lov'd him once.
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Lip. & Nos, - What.y
Duc, © Ah! you start,
But listen ! Yes, I gave my heart |
He trampled it benéath hik feet ;
His oaths were lies; his vows, deceit ;
While gwearing boundless love for me,
He wooed another! . ’
[Points to! M
This is she
He now declares he knows her not;,
He shall before he leaves the spot.
- He dpes not know her! I will spur
The truant mem’ry of the cur ;
Her rank, name; title, birth, unfold,
The Count de Brigsac’y child behold |
Lap. & Nos, The Count; de Brissac’s child |
Due. ' Nay, more |
Mar. (aside to the Duchess) '
OL ! let them still the Test jgnore,

Dvc © Yes, yes, she owns an honour’d name,
‘ But yet another she can claim, -
Dye, . "Tis that— ‘ S
" Lab. & Nos. Speak on ; we fain would know.
‘Dug, Of leman to Count Fabio,

Lap. & Nos. (aside), . :
’ What wild strange words arg those we hear ?

The mative of her rage is clegr. =

Magz. That name will echo in my ear:,., .
‘When oold and lifeless pn: my:bier.

Fan. (aside) = My seovet she has learnt, *tis clear,

Co Yot, courage |  What have T to fear?

MAR. (aside) My mouth s parched, my tongue iy wesk 3
But horror lends it strength t speak, .

[Aloud, to the Nopres and Laprzg of the Court,




Duc,

Fas.

-Duc,

Fas.
Lap.
FaB.
Duo.

47

Az you hope to merit
© Merocy from above,
Ne'er believe T foster'd
This man’s guilty love.
Though my giriish folly
Triumph’d for a while, -
Ghuilt, dark guilt, my, bosom .
Neler did yet defile.
Slander, like a serpent,
‘Wounds with poisondus tongue;
All it strikes—the noble,
Base-born, old, and young.
Pause, ere you condemn me ;

“be yots. -
No more ; thy guilt a,lrea,dy thou st confessd T o

(20 FABIANT)

Yield up your sword.

[FaBIANL nges hig sword to ong of t];e NQ:B‘LEB

Tig there ; but I protest.
What have I done —I never knew
That *twas a crime 4 maid to Wwoo.
Now, by my faith, I'm mock'd—defied.
To take my life you basely tried.
To take your life !

& Noz. Secure him straight.

The charge is prompted by your hate.

"Twas here, and that not long ago,

Your bribed assassin struck the blow, .
M. de Villefranche and De Moulac stay'd

His arm, and snatch’d the mard'rous blade

From out his grasp. : f
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Lap. & Nos. . Onr blood yuns cold.
T Duc. His steel was pointed with. your gold.
' Fag, I spurn the charge. - You have no. proof.
Where lurks the murdrer ? .
Duec. : ' - ’Neath this voof !
Fas. You do but joke ¥ TR
i Duc, ' . ) . If you would see

.
His features, do so.

[Raovr advances from behind the Guirns, who bave hitherto
‘concenled hini. - M. pB VitsrrRANCHE follows him,

Rao. .. Tamhe!
Lap, & Nos, His crime no more can he deny.
Stern justice willy it:  He must die! _
FAB. (wsids) Hate flashes wildly from her eye, .
' And gtabs me-with a bravo’s lie !
Duc. (aside) The charge in vain would he deny.
My vengeance wills it. He must die !
Vi (aside) ’Tis bravely plann’d. The end draws nigh,
To serve my purpose, he must dis !
Rao. (aside) The world I quit without a sigh.
My only wish is now to die.
MAR. (fo RAO ) A murd’rer, thou! Oh, quick deny
' -The monsirous charge, or see me die !

Fas. This man is p“bld

Rao. - Most true!
Tam; but 't 13 by you

Fas. By me’l

Rao. (taking from Ins bosom, the pwrse FABIANI -gane 7nm) -
Your purse behold !
You gave it fill'd with gold.
See here, your arms and crest.
Fap. (aside) Doubt—horror—fills my.breast | !
(dloud) I know thee not! Canst show i
The steel that struck the blow ?
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Tis all in vain, Aht bub this is folly! (Goes up o door, L., which
ke opens) Raoul !

[RA0UT appears at the door of the eell, and comes rapidly down
the stage,

Rao. (eagerly) Well, Pascal !

Pas. Tt is for Fabio. But your turn will come only too soon.
To-day, tis he ; to-morrow, *twill be you.

Rao. Of what do you speak ¢

Pas. Of the scaffold, building even now |

Rao. T care not for the scaffold.  "Twag of Ler—of Marie—that
I spoke! Need I again remind you of my doubts—my anguish ¢
Day by day, for a weary month, have T beheld her through the
grating of my cell. Day by day have I heheld 11@1', pale and
weeping at the foob of the old keep. But Fabiani iz g
captive like myself, For whom does sho come—ifor him or me
This, this it is that I wonld learn before T die, O, Pascal, my
doubts are killing me, Perhaps she is near us even now.  Good,
kind friend, seek her out, Ask, ask, if indeed she comes. for one’
who yet loves her hut too well,

Pas. 'Who yet loves her ¢ ‘

Rio. Fondly, doatingly | * Do not abtempt to reason with me,
but grémt me this last recuest. ‘

Pas. Well, so be it. T will leave you heve #ll my return.
Here, at least, you can breathe freely; while in youder cell—
ahl (Goes off humming) ' '

“ Jingle, jangle, clink, dank, clank.”
Rao. Ves, .my love for her is a portion of my heart itself,
Naught can ever tear it thence, . '

O, love, thow'rt like a veed, bent low,
When storms sweep o'er the plain ;

But rising*,vwhen storms cease fo blow,
Unhurt—unscath’d—again.*

Although betray’d, deceiv'd, beguil’d,
With ev’ry hope o’erthrown ;

I Jove her still, as when she smil’d, . .
And gaid, “ I’'m thine alone !” .




As teuder lenves und perfum’d flow’es
Burst forth to welcome spring,
While day, entranc’d, draws out the homs
To hear the sweet birds sing :
Again would bliss its buds unfold,
Ag once in times long flown,
 If she but whisper’d, as of old :
. “T'm thine! I'm thine alone!”
Re-enter Pascar.
Pas. T could 1ot see her. Butvetire ! some one approaches.
Rao. (going up to cell, 1.) Oh, Pascal! would my weary hfe

were o’er.
[Exit into cell.

Pas. (boltihg the door) Poor Raoul ! it will be so, ere long.

Pshaw !
[Exit at back, singing

Jingle, jangle, clink, clank, clank, -
Jingle, jangle, elink, clank !
‘Enter M. D VIrIerRaNons and M. DB KEREOULN.

Vin Ay ; ’tis strange. But the Duchess knows not her own
mind, Listen, M. De Kerkonén, we ave old friends. On you, as
the governor of the castle, I depend. If you are ordered
Mar their plan by delay. Let me but have two hours, and the
game is mine, while you, old'friend, will change the keys of the
castle at Nantes for those of ‘the Bastille, at Paris. You under-

stand,
KEr. I do. ‘ : ¢
Vi Some one approaches, (Aside, as ke is going of") The day

is mine.
[Exit.

KEr. {also, us is he going off’) Governor of the Bastille! The

prize ig worth the risk,
[Exit at back.

Enter cautiously a (uomm, followed by Magie, CountEss Dr Brissac,
Gao, This, Madam, is ‘the spot; and yonder doors (pointing fo
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daors of the two dungeons r. and L.) are tl
Mar. Tt is well.

Ga0. The premisd guerdon—
Maz. (
Take it |

Gao. T rely upon your

hose of their two dungeons.

Unclasping o bracelet Jrom her arm, and giving <t to Reimm)

word that you will not betray me,
[Exit,
Ley seem to shus
But I will see him despite of every obstacle, for I
confide in & higher power than that of man ! [Kneels
Oh! Heavenly Pow’,
At this sad hour,
"In thee alone I trust !
Thou—only thoy-—
_Canst aid me now
Or raise me from the dust !

Mar. These walls fill my soul with dvead | T
out hope !

When, tempest-tost,
Hope’s bark seems Iost
On Sorrow’s rock-bound shore,
With thee as guide,
It yeb shall ride
O'er joy's calm waves once mare !
ALl T hear footsteps | '

[She rvises and conceals herself hﬁsbily behind & pillar.
Enter the Duerrss and I, Dr VILLETRANCEE,
Duc. 8o, the change astonishes you?
my pleasure he should die,
Vin If he be not executed to-day,
against your throne, '

I vepeat ; Tt is not

the nobles will conspire

Due. Teb them. Mark mo well.  He shall noz die,
(taking o parchment Jrom her bosom)
T have sworn to grant him the boon ]
T*will respect my oath,

Here
i a parchment, in which

e may choose to ask, He
asks his life,
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Vi (asid)) The die is castl (dloud and bowing low.) 1
withdraw, Tt is your nobility who have just spoken by my
i lips.
Duc. I care not!
Vin (aside) At present, let me try the people.
[Bows again and exit,
Duc. (looking after him) His countenance wore a strange
" expression. He is capable of stirring the rabble up to a revolt.
But I will yet frustrate his plans. It must not be known that
*twas I who saved Fabio ! How-——mhow shall I—ah! who waits
withont ?
Enter M. D8 KEnxousx and PASOAT.

Duc, Ah} M. de Kerkouén, you and yonder man (pointing io
PAscArn) must 1nstantly f‘LClht&te the escape of the Count de
Beauvoir. :

Kaer, Madam

Duo. Nay, no teply—yotr hate hnn, I know—all, all hate him !
Even that gaoler, doubtless, hates him !

Pas. Madai, Tdo1

- Duc. (aside) Alas! ‘alas! whom ean I trust! (dloud) I
‘ there no one who will save Count Fabio ! '

Maz. (coming from behind the pillar)
Yes, Madam ! One ! She’s hele’
Pas. (aside) What ! Marie !
Duc. Al'! draw near !
"T'was not in vain to Heav'n I pray'd

To grant its succour—lend its aid.

Deserted, as I thought, by all,

-One friend, at least, obeys my call!
Kg, (uside)

‘Whate'er their plans, the mshed—for aid

" Until oo late shall be delayed.
Detested! hated! loath’d by all,
Shall Fabio on the scaffold fall!
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MAR. (aside) *T'was not in vain to Heav'n T pray’d
To grant its succour—Ilend it aid.
No more doth dread my soul enthrall |
Ill save him yet, or with him fal] 1
Pas. (aside) Most foully, Raoul, thow'rt betray’d—
May Heavn forgive thee, wretched maid,
Nor, in thy need, the fact recall,
"Twas thy hand work’d his blood-gtain’d pall.
Duc. (twrning to Marig) ’
Who art thon, who in my distress
Wouldst help me?

[MARIE removes her veil,

Con T trust my eyes ?
The Countess Mavie !

Mar. Madam, yes !

Duye, How cam’st thau hither Speak !

Max, (implariwglg/) ) Time flieg |
Dve. "Tis true.  No matter how thow’st gain’d

An entrance here—thou'rt come to save
Him who has both our loves obtain’d,
And snateh him from the headsman’s glaive,
Maz, Such s my purpose, ' -
Due. Bravely said !
I once abhorr’d thee—oh, forgive |
T bless thee Now-—my hate ig dead,
For Fabio, thanks to thee, shall live |
Dyoe. & Mar. Though all else may alter,
Love still is the same,
Ne'er, ne’er does if falter,
If _Worthy its name |

Due. (2o Magiz.)
In this, my hand must not appear,
(Aside) The Frenchman’s dark intrigues T fear,
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{(dloud to MARE)
Thou, Marie, canst do more than I
In thee I trust !
Mar. , On me rely !
Dva. (o M. Dr KERKOUEN and PAscAL)
Whate'er the Countess bids ye, do |
Or, by my faith, you both shall rue

Your disobedience !
Mazr. (Pointing ».)
. Here below
The waters of the river flow.
A secret iésué I’ve observ’d—
‘A boat there—and his life’s preserv’d !
. The boat shall bear him hence.
Duo; He's free |
. Thot'sav’d'st- niot ‘only him’ but me,

L [Kisses MARIR,
Dvuo. & Mar. Though all else may alter,

Love still is the same,
Ne'er, ne'er does it falter,
If worthy its name,
Due. ’Twas not in vain to Heav'n I pray’d
To grant its succour—Ilend itg aid.
Deserted, as I thought, by all,
One friend, at least, obeys my aall.
Mar. (astde) :
"Twas not in vain to Heav'n I pray'd,
To grant its succour—Ilend its aid—
No more doth dread my soul enthral,
T'll save him yet-—or with him fall |
KxR. (aside)
Their plan 'l mar ; the wished-for aid
Until too late shall be delayed.
Detested, hated, loath’d by all,
Shall Fabio on the scaffold fall !

A
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Pas. (aside)

Most foully, Raoul, thow'rt betrayed !

May Heaven forgive thee, wretched maid,
Nor in thy need the fact recall,

"T'was thy hand work'd his blood-stain’d pall,

[The Ducnnss again kissos Marrn and exit rapidly

Mar. (fo M. pn Krurroury.)

Kzr.

Maz,

Mar,
Pas,
Mar,

Pas,

Mar, _

Pas,

Magr.

Pas,

You heard the words the Duchess spoke !

A hoat ; (70 Pascar) thy keys ; (7 M. Dn Kerrovzy)
a hat and cloak |

An hour, at least, shall T require

To do, fair dame, as you-desire,

Employ all speed, for pity’s sale,

Your lifa, remember, iy ab stake.

[M. pE Kurxoury bows and exit, Mazrr looks ansiously affex
him. Pasoar goes up to Fasio's cell, and is about to
unlock the door.

What would'st thou ?
Your commands fulfit,
‘Who lingers theve ¢
(dside) Oh | heart, be gtill |
The Count de Beauvoir |
Quickly tell
Who *bis that pines in yonder cell,

: [Pointing to door .,
"Tis one too base-born, mean and low,

For dames so high as you to know.
A poor, deserted friendless knave |
"Tis be that T have come to save |
Unbar the door !

Have T been wrong |
And is she true? T ..

Bah | my song.
[Repeats, in a loy voice, n8 e turns to unfiston the door,
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Jingle, jangle, clink, clank, elank ;
That will smother sob and sigh
Stealing from the dungeon’s danlk,
Where the wretched. captives lie |
Jingle, jangle, clink, clank, elank ;
Jingle, jangle, olink, clank!

[He wndoes the door

Raoul !
[Raoux appeas sb the door.
Rao. Al, Marie, is b thou ! ’
Forgive me, thou'rt a Countess now.
Mar. T come to save thee!
Rao. ‘ : Bave.me !  What !
" Pas. (aside) Save him | What |
MaR. Oh, listen, Raoul, spurn me not. .-

Despise, condemn e, if thou wilt,
Believe (in a faltering vbiée) for ever:in my guil ;
But let me save thee. Ere to night ‘
Will all be ready for thy flight. .
Rao. Thanks, lady, thanks; bub kyoku; niust know
. T would not live. . o
Mar. Oh, say not so |
Rao. ‘What good is life, when you no more
Can love as once to love you swore.
Man.  Your words are like a ray of light,
Shot through the gloom of sorrow’s night ;
A gleam of hope from heav'n above !
Dost still carve, Raoul, for my love ?
Oh, if T dar’d
Believe you shar’d
Those feelings which I now must smother,
Here, at thy feet,
‘Would I repeat,
T never—never, lov’d another !

#
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My heart to you
Was alwagys true,
And sacred as your own, my honour |
Obh, Raoul, see
On bended knee
A. wretched girl | Have pity on her!
Thou lov'st me yet ?
Ah! more than aye!
If bliss could kill
I—I-—should die ! ‘
Flee—~flee—for here ‘ ¢
I suffocate ! ‘ i
But, Marie, dear— ‘
My joy ’s too great !
"Twill fade away ;
It cannot be !
Again I say
I love but thes !

Mazr. & Rao.

Rao.

Mag.

Once more m ¥ heart awakes to blisg !
Once more I feel hope's throbbing kiss,
Grief blighted not—it foster'd, cherish’d,
The joys T thought had long since perish’d,
As winter's cold, but kindly snow
Protects the flow'rets hid below!
Now, now, indeed, I yearn to live
For thow'lt be mine !

Alas ! forgive
My folly! T forgot that now
A coronet adorns your brow—
Forgot the noble name yoﬁ bear,

I know one, Raoul, still more fair —
More noble—holy !

*Tis the name
‘Which, as thx faithful wife, T claim !




61

Rao. & MAR.

Ongce moro my heart awakes to bliss,

Once more I feel hope's throbbing kiss !

Ghief blighted not—it foster'd, cherish’d,

The joys I thought had long since perish’d,

As winter’s cold, but kindly snow

Protects the flow’rets hid below !

[RacuL embraces her tenderly. ‘While he still clasps her to his
brenst, Pascat comes up silently, takes her hand and kisses
it,. MARI® looks round.

Pas. "Tis only Pascal, lady. I—I—I—dside) I—I think I
am changed to some old water-god.

Jingle, jangle, clink, clank, clank ;
Jingle, jangle, clink, clank.
[For the last fow minabes a confused murniur, a8 of a Jarge and
“tumalétious erowd, has been heard. It becomes louder and
Jouder. - The stage begins to grow dark,
o MAR (suddenly) What cries ave those?

Pro. (without, fainily at first) Death to Fabio !

Mar. What do they say ! They approach !

Pas. (going up to the window which commands @ wicw of the
city, and looking owt) 1 sec a wild, dense crowd. Ab, they bear
down the men-at-avms!

Mar. (clinging to Raour) Oh, lxeaveu they Would, pervhaps
plevenl. thy flight !

[M. De KERROUXEN, carrying in his hand a hat and cloak, and

followed by a BoaATMAN, -suddenly ° enters by a secret
door, R,

Ker Lose not a moment, Count. ~The people have learnt, I
know not how, that the Duchess would aid your escape.” This
boatman will guide you (suddenly perceiving RAoUL'S face). *Tis
not he, (70 Marig, who has taken the liat and cloak, and given
them to Raour) Fair Countess, is it thus you do the blddmg of
her H1ghness ? . .
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Mar. (clusping her hands) Oh, pity !
Kur. Good. I have said and witnessed naught. (dside) Thig
suits my plan.,

[Groes up to window overlooking the city,

Pas. (giving his keys to Raovr) Here ave the keys. Haste
‘hast;e, for you have twelve doors to open ere you are free.

Rao. (fo Marrg) Farewell,

Mar. (embracing him) Farewell.

Krr. (who has come down the stage again., Aside to Boararaw)
Remember my directions. For fear of accidents, be not too
hasty.

Rao. (tearing himself away from Marim) Farewell, farewell !

[Raouz and Boarman exeunt tlirough secret door, ®.

Mar. (sinking on her knees) Saved |

Yas. (after closing the door of cell 1., raises Manmm) Come.
Thank Heaven! All goes well.

[ Takes Mar1e’s hand and exit with her through secreb door T

3

Kxr. Deftly done ! Count Fabio is doomed,'a,nd I am Governor
of the Bastille ! There’s one point, though, which rather mars the
This joke may cost. me, perhaps, my head.

[The Duonnss and M. DE VILTErRANOIE enter rapidly at back,
followed by M. p2 Moutio and other Nozuzmex with

drawn swords, HERALDS; Mex-ar-ARMs, Pagws, with
torches, ete. . The tumult without has increased,

Duc. (¢o M. D Krrxouen) Has Count Fabio yet escaped !

Ker. (hesitating) Not yet ! L

KEg, (aside) The deuce! ,

Pro. (withous) Death, death to Fabio !

Vin (coming down from gallery at back) The People have
obtained possession of the Court-yard.

Pro. Down with the traitor! He must die !

Due. (fo M. De KerrovEN, and pointing to cell, .) open yonder
dungeon ! He shall yet escape ! oo
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Pro. (withowt) Death to Fablo‘
Vi, Choose, Madam ! (pointing to dungeon, ®.) His head or

your Crown |
Duc. Will-none of you (defend me, Mt,ssxres?
Movu. You Madam, yes ; . but Fabio, no.
Duc. (supporting h self on one of the Paces) Ah! mry courage

—whlte-hvered cx'avem' Not soldiers—nob
1t butehers !  Do-—do sw you will!

' ‘ks down aomn upon the Pagr’s shoulder. M. Dm
memmcnn ‘males A sign 6 two Fimirbs, He then
pratasds, followed by them, to tlie balcony. —Inimediately
he makes hig appearance on the latber, there is a profound
gilence among the ProrLE. .

V1o People of Nantes, the Duchess bids me tell you that
within an hour, Count Fabio Fabiani, covered with a fiuneral weil,
a gag of iron.in his mouth, and a lightéd torch in. his hand, shall
be publicly decapitated, in expiation of the attempt made; at. his
suggestion, upon your sovereign’s life,

Pro. Loung live the Duchess!

V1o The booming of & cannon ghall annouuce to all when he

abandons me |

mounts the scaffold ; a second will be heard when ke lays his head
upon the block ; and a third, when his head sha,ll be severad from
his trunk ! - !

Pro. TNluminate ! 11111mmftte !

Vix. This night the castle and city shall be illuminated in sign
of public rejoicing, Long live the Duchess !

Her. & Pro. Longlive the Duchess !

Pro. Death to Fabio !

[M. D VizierranceER comes forward, and is about to address
the Dwomrmss.  She makes a sign for him and all the other
persons present to leave her,  They do so. As M., DE
KrrEOUERN, lowever, is going ouf, she rushes up, and
seizing his arm brings him to the front of the stage.

Duc. You—gou have played me false!
Kar, (aside) Confound it! (Aloud.) I—
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Dvuo. Save Count Fabio, or, like him, you die !

Kzr, Save him, madam, it is nnpossuble !

Duo. (calmly) *Tis good !

Kzr. But—(dside) Her eye bodes evil! (floud) Naught
. will appease the people but a human Tife,

Dva.“T care not, so it be not his.

Ksr Ah! Ttis night ! The prisoner is concealed by a long
veil ! He is gagged ! ‘Wait madam, wait, (dside) . The boatman
may still bebelow.  (Euns wp to the window overlooking the Loire.)
Yeos, yes ! he is! (dside) Thank heaven! (He snatches wp one
of the iorches lefs by y the Paess, and waves it out of the window.
Aside) He replies to my signal ! He turns the boat back towards
the castle. It enters the old water gate. = (dloud) Madam, T will
angwer for Count Fabio,

Duc. (looking fizedly at him) Remember, I will keep my word.

[The DucE=ss exits at bac .

Kxr. Iam sorry, Messive de Villefranche, but theve is no help for
it. Count Fabio must take our friend the Armourer’s place in the
boat, and the Armourer, the Count’s place on the scaffold. The
Duches will keep her word! and IT—will keep my head.

v [M. Dr XERKOUEN exits B,

SOENE IL — Anothet Chamber in. the Castle. of Nantes. Af the back

of the stage a large archway, across which runs a gallery.  T'hat portion
of the archway, which is lower than the gallery is shut in by white
hangings. To the R. a second archway, throngh which is seen a
flight of stairs leading to the gallery. - To thé L., a third archway,
through which is visible a flight of stairs, leading fo the basement of the
building. A few dim -lamps re suspended from the roof, but that
which really illuminates the place is a reddish glare-—as though from
some immense furnace—piercing the white hangings at back.
[When the Scene opens, the shadow of the Ducmzss, perfectly
motionless, is perceived on the white drapery at back.
Pasoar, followed by MARTE, enters eautiously through small
: secret door, I,
Pas. Each outlet's clog’d. Here, lady, must we wait

Till all is over ; till the People’s hate
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Ts slak’d in Fabio’s blood. To make quite sure,
They wateh, with jealous care, each gate—each door.
Mar.  Unhappy man !
Pas, He wronged you
Maxr. He's forgiven—
By me, atleast ! Oh! may he be by Heaven'! '
[PAgoar looks at her, and is about to speak, ITe cheeks himself,
however, and, kissing her band, hmms ina low voice to
himgelf :
Pas. Jingle, jangle, clinlk, clanlk, clank ;
Jingle, jangle, clin, clank ! .
Mar. (startling with affright, ab seeing the shadow of the DucHEss
at baclk) '
Ye gracious Pow’rs! See, Pascal, see !

Pas, ush | "tis the lioness at bay !
1 Mar.  The Duchess?
‘ Pas. Silence ! Yes! "Iis she.
Man. What sounds are those which come this way !
[The following chorus of Monxs is heard indistincbly at fivst,
but gradually growing louder.

Pray for him now doom’'d to die !
Seek his pardon from on high !
Soon his soul shall pass away ;
Goom his form be lifeless clay !
Pray | pray ! pray !
[ A Truneral Procession appeats in the Gallery, . The Procession
descends the Hight of stairs,T ., and then that, L. The MoNKS
chant the chorus till it dies away as the Procession recedes

from view. MARIE gazes after it wibl an expression of horror,
Previously to this, M. DE VITLEFRANCER hias appeared in the

Gallery.

Vi, (aside) Strange doubbs within my bosom rise—
Ves | if I dare trust my eyes,
You prisner is not Fabio.
‘ I
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The Count is not go tall as he—
Or so, at least, it seems to me.
The truth, the truth, I'll quickly know.
Messire de Kerkouén, I fear
There 's something like deception here,

[He follows rapidly the Procession down the flight of stairs, 1.,

Pas. (coming down the stage with Marim)

The egress, now may, p rhaps, be ﬁee H
Wait, lady, 111 I go and see.

[(Bxit down flight' of stairs,

Mar. (looking towards the flight of stairs, R.)
Poor wretched man !
I see him now.
Thanle Heaven, Raoul,
"T'was not thou !

[The DvomEss draws the eurtain ab back partially aside, and
comes slowly down the stage, without perceiving MARIE.

Maz. The Duchess! Ob, if she suspect
The truth ! My heart beats high with fear,
Duc. . Who's there—the Countess Marie ?
Mar. Yes.
Dug, Thow'st naught to dread, poor girl. Look here.

[Bhe takes MARTE by the hand, and, advancing rapidly towards
the curtain at back, draws it aside violently, A balcony is
visible, and, beyond it, the town of Nantes brilliautly illu-
minated, the illumination completely lighting the stage,

Duec. Look down, look down,
On yon vile town,
Bath'd in a light like that of day.
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[An immense oubery resounds below, Contused gshoubs, * Death
to the traitor,” «Down with Fabjo? The hell of the
Cathedral is heard to toll, and eontinues to toll, ab intervals,
daring the remainder of the scene.

Dost hear their glee ¢
Laugh, laugh with me.
We've robl’d them, Maxie, of their prey.
_'Tis not for Fabio that yon bell is toll’d,
Although they think so. ‘

Mar. (aside) Ah, my blood vuns cold !
(4loud) TFor whom else, then t  Oh, speals !

Duc. » For whom ¢
MAR. (with increasing anxiety) '
Yes, Madam —

Duc. ' I forget his name.
‘But ’t is the other—

MAR. Dost thon mean——

Duc. The arm’rer,

Man. Raoul

Duc. “Yes, the same !

Maxn. Tt cannot be ;

1 saw him tlee!
Duc. Hast thou, too,sought to cheat, deceive me %
Was this thy aid ?
His flight was stayed—
"Pywas e beneath the veil, believe me !
MAR. "Twas he !
Duc. (steridy) Na move !
All now is oer.
Mar. Nob so! The people yet I'll waken
From out their dream

In which they deem
*Pis Fabiani they have taken !’
B2
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[She is about to rush up to the buck of tha gbnge, when the
Ducnzss grasps her by the Land.

Duc. I charge thee, as thou valu’st life,
Remain, nor dare to leave the spot !

MAR. Unhand me, madam 1

Duc. Fear my wrath |

Mar. Spare, spave your threats, I heed them not |
[She Lreaks nway, and is about to run up to the back of the
stage, when the report of u cannon is heard.
Mar. Great Heavens !
Dy, - . The seaffold he aseends!
. [A second camuon is heard,
He kueelsg—
Mar. He’s lost! I gasp for breath!
Stay |
:&h!
[Suddenly the curtain at back iy Hung aside, and M. Dp Virze-

FRANCHE appears, grasping Raovr by the hand, Manre
and Raowx rush into each other’s arms,

Maxz. "Tis Raoul!
Rao. : Dear Marie !
Dve. (o M. Dr ViLLerraxci)

[A third cannon is heard,

Fabio—speak |
ViL, Has paid the debt Guilt ow'd to Death L

Enter Novzes, Lavies op THE Covry, Hunarps, Pa GES, SOLDIEKRS,
MEN AND WoMEN oF 1wy Prorus, ete,
{On heaving the words of M., Dz VIILEPRANGEE, the DUCHEs,
talls into the arns of the LantEs round her.,
Rao. Marie, best-lov'd angel, wolcome !
Ne'er was joy like mine before!
"Tis a gem in sombre setting,
Shining through bast grief the more!




MAz.

t4

Wlcome, best-lov'd Raoul, weleome!

Naught shall ever part us more!
Mad with joy my heavt is beating,
Ay it never beat before,

V1w (aside, looking towards Manis @id RAOUL)

Pas.

Pro.

Man.

Tt them coo lke doves, and welcome,
Now that of my aim T'm sure.
[Tooking towards the DuouEss.
Hoon as (;),ueeu——-]ier griefs forgetbing—
Shall ghe visit France once more.
Teav'n be thank’d!  Oh, sight mosh welcome,
Al their troubles now are oer!
« Jingle, jangle’—pshaw ! P getting
Weaker even than beforel
Welcorne! honest Raoul, welcome!
Tyranny’s haysh reign is o'er!
May thy heart, the past forgetting,
" Kuow but gladness evermove!
Al | wildly and madly
Throbs my fond heart!
Kind Fate trom my bosom
Plucks sorrow’s dart.
Beloved one ! adored one
Bliss is now mine ;
The past is forgotien,
Thine am I—thine !

CURTAIN FALLS
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PO ALL WHO COURTE THIE
GAY & FESTIVE SCENES,

; The following ave indispensable.
ROWILANDS MACASSA®R OILL

Is a delightfully Fragrant and 'T'ransparent Preparation for the Hair, and asan

Invigorator and Beautifior beyond all precedent, In dressing the Hair nothing

ean equal its effect, rendering it so admirably soft that it willliein any direction,

and imparting a transeeudent lustre.  Price 8s. 6d., 7s., 10s. 6d., equal Lo fonr

gmall, and 2Ls. per bottle.

ROWILAINDS? KALYDOR.

TOR THE SKIN AND COMPLEXION,
This Royally patronised and Ladies’ cstecmed specifie, is unéqualled for its
rare and inestimable qualities, the radiant bloom it imparts to the cheek,
the softness and delicacy which ib induces of the hands and arms, its capability
of soothing irritation, and removing cubancous defects, discolorations, and
all uusightly appearances, render it indispensable to every toilet. Price 4s. 6d.
and 8s. 6d. per bottle. :

BRBOWILAINDS ODONTO,,
OR PEARL DENTIFRICE,
For preserving and beautifying the Teath, strengthening the Gums, and for
giving a pleasing Fragrance to the Breath, It eradicates Tartar from the
teeth, removes spots of incipient decay, and polishes and preserves the enamel,
to which it imparts a PEARL-LIKE WHITENESS. Price 2s. 94. per box,
Sold by A. ROWLAND & SONS, 20, Hatton Garden, and by Cliemists
and Perfumers.
i Ask for “ ROWLANDS' Articles.

EUROPEAN AND COLONIAL
WINE COMPANY.

123, PALL MALL, LONDON, S.W.

Hstablished 1868, for the purpose of supplying the Nobility, Gentry, aml
Privite families with PURE WINES of the highest character, at a saving of
at least 30 per ceunt.

ROYAL VICTORIA SHERRY, 27s. per doz.
(IR STANDARD OF EXCELLENCE.)
SPLENDID OLD PORT (ten years in the wood) 87s.
OLD PORT (from the wood) . . 20s. and-24s.
EXCELLENT DINNER SHERRY . 20s. and 24s.
PALE COGNAC BRANDY . . 48s. and 54s.

ST. JULIEN CLARET . . 18s., 20s. and 24ss.
SPARKLING EPERNAY CHAMPAGNE . 34s.
BEAUJOLAIS o . . 20s perdoz.

BOTTLES AND PACKAGES INCLUDED.

Six Dozen delivered free to any Rnilway Station in Tngland or Wales,
Terms cash, or reference. B ok Price Lists, containing thirty-two pages, sent
free on application, WILLTAM RRBID TIPPING, Manager.



House Furnishing Unequalled.
Inspect and compare before deciding élsevhere,
. THE LARGEST STOCK oW .
FURNISHING REQUISITES
IN LONDON,
Suitable for any Class of House, af prices over before offered, All Goods

Warranted, and delivered, Carringe I'vee, to any Railway Station. Mustrated
Priced Books of Furniture, and Bedstead gud Bedding Lists gratis per post,

W, WAINE’S
Gomplete  Bousy  Huynishing Tiyehonses,
3, 4 5, NEWINGTON BUTTS
Manufactory—Francis Street.

N.B—TWanted to purchase, for eash, secopd-hand Furnitupe, Jor

Stegpment,

=

30, LUDGATE HILL, LONDON, near ST, PAUL’S.
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R I MMEL’S
GHOICE PERFUMERY AND ELEGANT NOVELTIES

LIS SIWASON.

96, STRAND, 17, BOULEVARD
:.mn des ‘
24, CORNHILL, ITALIENS,
PARIS.

LONDON.

THE ALEXANDRA, PRINGE OF WALES,
ROYAL BRIDAL BOUQUE

2s. 6d. ench ; or the Three in a neat Box, With Photogmphs of the 'Titustrious Pair, Ts. 6d.

HE CASSOLETTE FAN,
Delightfully parfumed combining & Fan with a Smelling Bot tle, from §n, 8d.

THE GOLDEN TURKISH SCENTED CHARM,
An elegant ornament for the Watch-chain, containing an averlasting Perfume, 1s sent by
post on. receipt of Thirteen Stamps,

RIMMEL'S ALMANACK, 64,

By post for Seven Stamps.

RIMMEL’S PATENT
PERF UMK VAPORIZEIR.
As used at the Theatre Royal

places of Public Resort,
perfuming the atmosphere.

Covent Garden, and other
for purifying and

Drawing Room Size, from Six Shillings,

EUGENE RIMMEL,

PERFUMER TO HER MAJTHESTY,
96, Strand; and 24, Cornhill, Londoun.
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COOPER'S ANTISEPTICECARNATION TOOTH PASTE-

AT ATION
TOOTH PASTE
. " PREPARED BY 4

Possesses, in an extraordinary degree, the
power of Cleansing, Polishing, and Whitening
he Teeth, let them be ever go discoloured by
sickness or neglect, leaving upon them a
pleasing smoothness, - ,

i In Pots, 1s..13d. and 2s. 0d each.

PERSIAN PERFUME FOR
THE HANDKERCHIET,

Particularlyrecommended foritsfragrance and darability,
in Bottles, 2., 3s. 6d., 53, 9d,, & 7s. 6d. -

T anml ANIMAL OIL POMAD
?“,' ‘F’&Mfﬁ‘ . For the Huir, - .
‘Pi\'El;!,f\RlE‘l} ' Does not dry as is the case with Pomade made with
§||¥1COOF - Vegetable Oils, L

e : Iﬁ stobped Bottles, 1s. 6d. and 2. (‘)‘d.' each
- W. T. COOPER, 26, OXFORD STREET, W.

'West End Agent for Rowland’s Macassar, XKalydor, »
"~ and Odonto. B S

0D BLESS THE PRINCE OF WALES.—New National
Song, by BRINLEY RICHARDS. Poetry by GEORGE LINLEY,
3s. Ditto .nsn Four-part song, 2s. Ditto for the Piano, 4s. o
OD BLESS THE PRINCE OF WALES.—“Mr. SIMS
REEVES repeated last night at St. James’s Hall (according t0 previotsan.
nouncement), Brinley Richards’s new Natiohal Song. The enthusiasm with
which it was received by n densely crowded andience was unbounded. The gh: xing
of the great Tenor was magnificent, His declamation, especinlly in thé'sécond
verse, was a lesson to a musician——cvery word told with wondexful clearness
and thrilling effect throughout the immense hall. Mr, Sims Reeves was accom-
panied on the pianoforte by the composer of the song, Mr. Brinley Riehards,
who was himself honoured with a recal, after his song (now to be considered
truly a national song) had been twice sung amidst twmults of applause. "The
horus was most admirably sung by Mr. Benedict’s choir, and the multitudinous
caccompaniment of harps was singularly effective and powerful.”’— G'lobe, Feb. 6.
N.B.—Mr. SIMS REEVES will repeat this song at Mr Ransford’s Concert,
Marlch grd, and at Mr. Leslie’s Grand Concert, March 5th, both at St. James’s -
Hall, .
HE SLEEP OF JOY. Song. Music by W, VINCENT
. WALLACE. Poetry by J..B. CARPENTER. 2s.6d. The Sleep of
Sorrow, Song, Musicby W. VINCENT WALLACT, FPoetry by J. E,
CARPENTER, 2s. Gd.;and the Reading Girl, words and musio by ditto, 2s, 6d.
HE ALBERT EDWARD MARCH, for Piano, by BRIN-.
LEY RICHARDS; with portrait of H, R. H: ‘the Prince of Wales, 3s.-
“ Melodious, pretty, and easy .to_play2’~The Welshman, October 24, The
sqme for a Military Band, nrvanged by A. B, GODFREY, 10s. 6d. London:
RosEnT (Jooxs AND . Co.,. New. Burlington-street, and 4, Hanover-square,
publishers: to the Queen-and-the Emperor Napoleon ITT: . ‘
ONVENT STRAINS, —~BAGATELLE de SALON, for the

Pinioforte, by Gro, F. WisT; 38" London: Rosrrr Cockd a¥p (o.,
New Burlington-street, and of all booksellers. -
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