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ZARAGUETA®*

A COMEDY IN TWO ACTS

By MicueL Ramos CarriON anND VitTaL Aza

Translated from the Spanish by Stephen Scatori and Roy Temple
House

DramaTis PERSONAE

Don INpaLecio RuiPEREzZ, a wealthy farmer of the province of
Salamanca

CARLOS, his nephew

Don Saturio, a village doctor

HEeRMOGENES ZARAGUETA, a@ money-lender from Madrid

Pio, son of DoNA BLasaA, whose ambition is to be a priest

Peri1coO, a servant

AMBROSIO, a cab-driver

Do#a DoLorEs, wife of INDALECIO

MARUJA, her niece who lives with her

Do#a BLasa, sister of the village priest

GREGORIA, maid-servant

Time, the present.
Place, Don INDALECIO’S home.

_ACT 1

Sitting room of a house in a village. Decent, proper furniture.
A large door rear, to the right of the actors, thru which a garden is
visible. Center rear, a window. Left rear, kitchen door. Right
front, a door leading to the study and rooms of DoN INDALECIO.
Right up stage, the rough door of the wood room, with a movable tran-
som. Left front, exit to the back yard. Left, up stage, the stairway
to the main floor. Three or four of the lower steps are visible. Pro-
scenium right, the entrance to the wine-cellar, with its movable trap-
door. Between the door to the stairway and that to the backyard, a
cupboard. Hanging in the corner left, a shot-gun, a game-bag and a
cartridge-belt.

*Copyright 1922 by the Poet Lore Company



2 ZARAGUETA
Scene 1

GREGORIA, then DoNA DoLores. Later, PErico. Later
still, MARUJA. When the curtain rises the stage is deserted. The
bell is heard calling to prayers. Then GREGORIA comes out of the
kitchen, goes to the wine-cellar and opens the trap-door.

Gregoria—Perico! Perico! (Sitting on her heels and looking
thru the trap-door.)

Perico (Below and at a distance). —Well?

Gregoria.—When you finish sweeping the cellar, bring up a
bottle of vinegar.

Perico.—From which barrel?

Gregoria.—From the one under the cellar window.

Perico (Below).—All right! (GREGORIA leaves the trap-door
and goes to the kitchen.) ’

Doria Dolores (Comes out of the first door right, bringing sheets,
pillows and knitted spreads).—Come here. Here’s all the linen for
one bed. (She puts the linen down on the table and examines it care-
fully.) My! how yellow these trimmings are! Of course, you
expect that! We never use the fine linen except when we have
guests.

Gregoria.—You can be pretty sure that young man never
had as good a bed as the one we’re getting ready for him.

Dolores.—What could you expect the poor fellow to have in a
rooming-house?

Gregoria.—Four brand-new mattresses as soft as soft can be!
He ought to sleep well to-night! ,

Dolores—We’ll hope so! But he won’t! The poor boy is so
ill—

Gregoria.—Is it true that he is so bad?

Dolores—Very ill, my dear, very ill. But with his uncle and
his aunt to look after him, he’ll get well soon. God has given me
good hands to nurse sick people with. I like to do it, too. No, I
can’t say I exactly like it, either, but—

Gregoria.—To be sure! Why, you know more about medicine
than don Saturio does.

Dolores.—No, my dear, not as much as that; but the truth is
that there is no one in the world can make a drink for a sick person
better than I can, or put on a mustard plaster better, or do a better
bit of massaging. (PERICO comes out of the cellar with a bottle, lets
door fall suddenly. Dofa DoLores, who has her back turned,
starts with fright.) Oh!
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Perico.—Don’t be afraid. It’s me.

Dolores.—What a brute!

Perico.—Here’s the vinegar. (70 GREGORIA)

.Gregoria.—Leave it in the kitchen.

Perico.  All right! (Starts to go, but comes back.)

Gregoria.—Perico!

Perico—What?

Gregoria.—Go and get me a good load of wood, I have only a
few twigs.

Perico—Yes’'m. T’ll get some right away from the wood
room. (He goes to the kitchen and leaves the bottle of vinegar, then
returns with a large basket. A little later he comes out of the wood
room with the basket on his shoulder and enters the kitchen. He
crosses the stage and goes out into the garden.)

Dolores (To MARUJA who comes down-stairs singing and goes
to a chest at the back of the stage).—Maruja, my dear, how can you
want to sing, to-day of all days?

Maruja.—Ah, that’s true. I had forgotten. Forglve me,
dear aunt. (Aﬂ'ectionately.)

Dolores.—It’s a pleasure to have such a gay disposition as
yours! Take these pillow-cases (7o GREGORIA) and carry all of
this to the room upstairs. (GREGORIA goes out, second left, coming
down a little later to the kitchen.)

Maruja (Measuring the wheat which she takes out of the chest
with a cup and pours into a small basket).—One . . . two

. three . . . four . . . (She closes the chest.)

Dolores.—What does this mean? Are you going to feed the
chickens?

Maruja.—Yes ma’am.

Dolores.—And you’re taking a bushel of wheat, just as you
always do!

Maruja.—A bushel! Dear aunt, I never take more than four
cups.

Dolores.—Precisely, four now and four more at noon and four
more in the morning. Those little creatures ought to be fat
enough to burst.

Maruja.—They are! There’s a feather-legged hen especially,
and a crested-hen that are getting as big as turkeys. It’s a pleas-
ure to see them.

Dolores.—They will make a fine broth.

Maruja.—What!? Are you thinking of killing them?
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Dolores.—Of course. Now that your cousin will need a good
nutritious broth . :

Maruja—You are right. If it will help poor Carlos, I’m
willing to sacrifice Top-Knot or even Feather-Legs. Now I'll go
and feed them. I’m sure they are getting impatient waiting for
me.

Dolores.—You are fortunate to have nothing more to worry
about than your chickens.

Maruja.—And what do you want me to worry about?
Young fellows are scarce in the village, and I have to be satisfied
with these young fellows out in the yard.

Dolores.—Go on, chatter-box.

Maruja.—Good-bye. (She enters the kitchen, evidently on her
way to the poultry~yard to the right.)

Scene II

Do#a DoLoRrEs, then DoN INDALECIO, who comes out from the
first right with a newspaper in his hand.

Dolores—What a cheerful little girl she is! No one would
dream that she has been educated in a convent. She is as gay as
a lark all day long. (The chickens are heard cackling in the yard.)
There now, they’re all stirred up, those hens. (Looking thru the
the window.) They’re picking and flopping around and cramming
themselves with wheat. Look, Maruja, that one coming up to the
drinking pan is the one we must kill. Kick that duck away, he
won’t let the little chickens eat. (The last peal of the church bell is
heard in the distance. PERICO comes out of the kitchen and goes
toward the door rear right.)

Indalecio (Coming out).—Why, what does this mean? Aren’t
you going to church. That’s the last bell.

Dolores.—1 am not going this afternoon. I want to go with
you to the station to meet Carlos.

Indalecio.—All right, if you want to. Ambrosio, the cab-
man, will come and get us. I sent him word by Perico.

Dolores—Goodness, can’t you walk half a mile, when you
know it’s the best thing for you? You remember what don Satu-
rio is always advising you. Exercise, lots of excercise. And you
won’t take any; you sit around and do nothing all day long. .

Indalecio.—Very well. T’ll take some exercise. We will _
walk to the station.
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Dolores.—Then let Ambrosio go to the station to bring us
back, because Carlos won’t be in condition to take such a long
walk. You and I will take our time and take the short cut, and
that will give us a nice little walk.

Indalecio.—The short cut? It makes me perspire just to
think of it. Well, just as you say; we’ll take the short cut.

Dolores.—1It will do you good, you’ll see it will.

Indalecio.—Very well; but listen. You must take a few buns
and cookies along for us to eat at the Obispo Fountain.

Dolores.—What? Aren’t you going to take any chocolate
this afternoon?

Indalecio.—Yes, my dear, yes. We’ll have our chocolate
just the same. The cakes are for later on. We’ll take the choco-
late before we start. Please have it made right now. (He sits
down in the arm-chair.)

Dolores.—We have plenty of time. For several days the
train has been more than an hour late every day.

Indalecio.—It will be on time to-day, because I just read in
“The Chronicle”, that the bridge at Valdeterrones has been re-
paired.

Dolores.—I1f that’s the case, I must tell the maid. (From the
kitchen door.) Gregoria! Make the chocolate and bring it at
once.

Gregoria (From within).—Yes’'m, I will.

Indalecio.—Listen, Dolores. Is all that cake eaten up that
the Capuchin nuns sent us from Salamanca?

Dolores.—Why, you ate it all in two days.

Indalecio—That’s so. Too bad. There are some cakes
that ought to last forever.

Dolores—May the Lord preserve that appetite of yours!

Indalecio.—Amen. The day this eating apparatus of mine
gets out of order, goodbye Indalecio.

Scene 111

The same and PERicoO at rear right with a force pump and gar-
den hose in his hand.

Perico—Senor Indalecio!

Indalecio—What is it?

Perico—Here’s the pump. The blacksmith has fixed it up
like new.

Indalecio.—Did you try it?
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Perico.—Yes, sir, just now at the forge; and the water came
this side of the veterinary’s house. I tell you it’s strong

Dolores—How much did he charge?

Perico—He says he’ll come around and collect later.

Dolores—All right, then go and water the endives first.
‘They need it badly.

Perico—Dll go right off (He starts for the garden.)

Dolores.—That blessed pump is costing us a fortune.

Perico (Rear).—Yes sir, come in!

Indalecio—Who is it?

Perico.—The doctor (Exit PErico.)

Scene IV

The same and DoN SATURIO, rear right

Dolores—Ah, don Saturio!

Saturio.—Good afternoon

Indalecio—Good afternoon!

Saturio.—They just told me at home that you sent for me.
Is some one sick?

Dolores—Yes, sir.

Saturio.—One of those stomach attacks of yours, I suppose.
(To Don InpaLEcIO) I’ve always told you you eat too much.

Indalecio.—I1 eat what I need, and I digest it well.

Dolores.—No, he isn’t the one that’s sick.

Saturio.—Is it little Maruja?

Dolores.—No, she isn’t, either. It’s my nephew.

Saturio.—What nephew?

Dolores.—Carlos, the one who is studying in Madrid.

Saturio.—Why, when did ke come? I didn’t know he was
here.

Dolores.—He hasn’t come yet. He will get in this afternoon
on the mail-train; but we wanted to talk to you before he came.

Saturio.—All right, I’m ready to talk.

Dolores.—You will have some chocolate with us, won’t you?

Saturio.—Yes ma’am, with pleasure. InfactIshan’t be able
to have any at home today, because I have to go to Villarejo this
afternoon.

Indalecio—Have a chair, don Saturio. (DoNA DoLoREs
goes out to the kitchen and comes out at once.)

Saturio.—Tell me what’s the matter with the young man.
(They sit down at the table.
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Indalecio.—Yes. T’ll read you a startling letter we got from
him yesterday.

Dolores.—We are very much troubled about it. (Seating
herself.)

Indalecio.—All broken up.

Saturio.—Let’s hear it.

Indalecio (Reading).—“Madrid, Sept. 5. Dearest uncle and
aunt.”

Dolores (Moved).—How affectionate he is!

Indalecio.—*“Dearest uncle and aunt:—My silence, which
has surprised you so much, is not due, as you suppose, to any
lack of affection, or forgetfulness, of ingratitude.”

Dolores.—He loves us so much!

i Indalecio.—*“In order not to alarm you, I haven’t written to
you about the state of my health.”

Dolores.—Poor boy!

Indalecio.—*But in view of the serious turn that the sickness
has taken, I think it is my duty to tell you the whole truth.”

Saturio.—The deuce!

Dolores.—He must be awfully sick!

Saturio.—Go on, don Indalecio.

Indalecio.—*1 have consulted the most eminent physicians
in Madrid and they all agree that I am suffering with stomach,
liver, spleen and kidney troubles.”

Saturio.—Great guns!

Indalecio.—Seems to be out of order all over.

Saturio.—Well, it may not be as bad as it sounds. Go on.
(GREGORIA comes out of the kitchen carrying a tray with three cups
of chocolate and three little dishes with cookies which she sets on the
table in front of each person. She goes out and comes back again
bringing another tray with three glasses of water and does as before.)

Indalecio.—“The sacrifices which you have made so that I
could continue my studies; the great favors that I owe you; the
truly paternal kindness with which you treat me, have made me
hesitate before causing you this sorrow.” You read the rest,
Dolores; my chocolate will get cold.

Dolores.—Give it here. (Studying the letter.) Where were you?

Indalecio.—I had got as far as sorrow. (At this point GREG-
ORIA takes away the glasses of water.)

Dolores.—Yes, I’ve found sorrow. “But I can’t conceal the
truth any longer; I must speak plainly. According to the opin-
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ion of all the doctors I have consulted, my recovery is impossible
in Madrid.”

Saturio.—Of course. He must come back to the village.
What those ydung men need is fresh air, pure country air B

Dolores—No, sir, that isn’t what he wants. Listen: “They
all consider it indispensable that I should leave at once for Paris,
the only place where they can perform the operation I need.” '

Saturio.—Operation? 1 don’t understand.

Dolores.—That’s what he says!

Saturio.—Well, what else?

Dolores.—He goes on that he hopes we will make this new
sacrifice for him and that he is coming home to start for Paris from
here.

Saturio.—From the data he gives it is not easy to make a
diagnosis. We will see him and then . . . who knows?
Perhaps he won’t need to go to France. This idea that they can
cure everything in foreign countries makes me lose my patience.
You’d think we Spanish doctors were a lot of ignoramuses . .

No sir; right here, without going any farther, here I am, a
poor country doctor, it is true, but I’m up on all the scientific
discoveries. I’m no old fogy. If there’s a new system, I study
it. If it’s good, I use it. I’m just as up to date as the best of
them. I use with my patients, hydrotherapy, electrotherapy and
aerotherapy.

Indalecio.—All the therapies.

Saturio.—Hydrotherapy, especially, and most of all, shower--
baths in all their applications, have always given excellcnt results.
(When Don INDALECIO finishes eating his cookies, while DoRa
DOLORES reads the letter, he exchanges his cake-dish for hers and
continues to eat.)

Dolores.—Strange! That girl didn’t bring me any cookies.

Saturio.—Here are some, help yourself.

Dolores.—Thanks. I’m not hungry. DIl just sip a little
chocolate.

Saturio.—I’m sorry that I must make my visits very short
today, since I must be in Villarejo before dark. I’ll come around
this way if it’s only for a moment. (Rising.)

Indalecio.—1’m sure you will do us a favor in Villarejo. You
will probably see old Celedonio there.

Saturio.—To be sure.
Indalecio.—I should like to have you collect from him the:
four thousand pesetas he owes me for the wheat he sold for me.
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Saturio.—Glad to do it for you.

Indalecio.—Pardon me for troubling you, but

Saturio.—No excuses needed. No trouble at all.

Maruja (Coming out of the kitchen with her little basket, which
she puts away in the chest).—Good afternoon, don Saturio.

Saturio.—Why, there’s little Maruja! How fine the girl is
looking! (GREGORIA comes out of the kitchen with a large tray, she
gathers up the chocolate-service and takes it with her.)

Maruja.—Yes, I am very well, I am glad to say.

Saturio.—Of course. And you’re sweet as a rosebud, too!
Well, good-bye everybody.

Dolores.—Don’t fail to come around.

Saturio.—TI’ll be here, I'll be here.

Indalecio—We'll see you later, then!

Dolores.—Good luck to you.

Maruja.—Good-bye, don Saturio. (DoN SATURIO goes out,
rear, right.)

Scene ¥ /..

The same, without DoN SATURIO.

Dolores.—Come, Indalecio, Let’s go to the station; it’s almost
time. (70 Maruja) Get me my mantilla. (MARU]JA goes to the first
door right and comes out with the mantilla for Dofa DoLoRES.)
If I walk with you we must give ourselves plenty of time.

Indalecio—We’ll go, dear, we’ll go when you’re ready. Ah,
don’t forget the cookies.

Dolores.—Can you be hungry already?

Indalecio.—Yes, I think I’ll feel weak in a short time. The
Lord has given me such an active stomach! Before we get to the
Obispo Fountain I know the chocolate will be clear down in my
heels. (He goes thru the first door right for his hat. MARUJA, who
has by this time brought the mantilla, helps her aunt to put it on.
Dora DoLoREs goes to the cupboard, opens 1t, takes the cookies and
wraps them up in the newspaper which DoN INDALECIO has left on
the arm-chair.) .

Dolores (To Maruja).—Hurry, go upstairs and make his bed
and put everything in order. Poor Carlos will be all tired out
when he gets here; he will have to go to bed as soon as he comes.
(Don INDALECIO comes out first right, putting on his hat.)

Maruja.—Well, good-bye.

Indalecio.—Good-bye, Maruja. (Exit MARUJA, second left.)
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Scene VI

The same, without MARUJA; then DoNA BrLasA and Pio rear
right.

Dolores.—Let’s start, goodness, let’s start or we’ll never get
off.

(She gives him the cookies.)

Indalecio.—All right, let’s start.

Blasa (Within).—Well, we didn’t know a word about it.

Indalecio.—Who’s that?

Dolores—Dona Blasa and her son.—Come in, Doiia Blasa.

Blasa.—Good afternoon. Don’t stop for us, we don’t want
to trouble you. We were surprised not to see you at the services
so we dropped in to see if anything had happened. The servant
just told us about poor Carlos, and said that you were starting
for the station to meet him.

Dolores.—Yes, we were just leaving. (Do~ INpALEcIO
begins to eat the cookies.)

Blasa.—Yes, go right along; don’t let us detain you. I’m
sure it isn’t as bad about Carlos as you think. You remember the
fright this son of mine gave us two years ago when he was in the
seminary. We thought surely he was going to die. As soon as he
got home and I took him under my charge I made a new boy out
of him, with a gentian tea, a snail sirup and a little white wine
to warm up the pit of his stomach. Here he is now, as healthy
and as robust as anybody could wish.

Dolores.—Yes, yes . . . Well you'll excuse us, Dona
Blasa.

Blasa.—Yes, yes, go on. Don’t stand on ceremony with us.
Maruja will entertain us. Where is she?

Dolores.—She’s upstairs; call her, Indalecio.

Indalecio (With his mouth full). Hum! (He swallows hard)
I thought I was going to choke.

Blasa.—Never mind. She is probably busy. We’'ll wait for
her here. '

Dolores.—Well, we’ll see you some other time. Kindest re-
gards to His Reverence.

Blasa.—Many thanks. Good-bye.

Indalecio.—We've been delayed so long, we shan’t have time
to take lunch at the Obispo Fountain. (Exeunt, rear, right.)
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Scene VII
Do#%a Brasa and Pio.

Blasa.—Oh how stupid you are, my dear! You make my
blood boil. Nobody can get a word out of you. (Pio tries to
speak.) Yes I know what you are going to say. You’re going
to say that it can’t be helped, that you are that way naturally.
But you mustn’t let yourself get that way. With such a disposi-
tion you won’t get anywhere. I don’t know what they give you
boys in the seminary that seems to take the spirit out of you.
(Pio tries to speak.) You needn’t say they don’t. And people
can’t live in this world when they are so shy. And you must live
in this world. You can be sure it wouldn’t be good for you to be a
priest. The example of your uncle, my poor brother, ought to be
enough to prove that. You see how it is; if I wasn’t a very econo-
mical woman, and if he wasn’t a man of few wants, I don’t know
how we’d live. A priest isn’t paid much and I don’t suppose you
expect to come out of the seminary and get to be a canon right
away (Pfo tries to speak.) Don’t say a word; that call from
Heaven you talk about is all foolishness. We must think of the
future. Your uncle, who is now our only support, is very old;
he may die any moment. Just suppose he dies; all right,
he’s dead. What will we do then? That’s what I want
you to think about: when a young man gets to be twenty-
one, he ought to be thinking of other things than you do. You
must make yourself a future by marrying a girl of good standing.
And who could be better than Maruja? She’s a pretty girl, well-

bred and good, and her uncle Don Indalecio is the richest farmer in
the village. He hasn’t any heirs but the girl and his nephew.
and you’ve heard that the nephew is coming from Madrid very
sick. He might even die. Suppose he dies; all right, he’s dead.
That leaves her the only heir. You marry her, you live here, the
two of you, with your uncle and aunt, happy and contented. You
know how don Indalecio is,—fat as a pig. With the life he leads
and the way he eats, he will drop off one of these days. Suppose
he drops off; all right, he’s dropped off. Now your wife has all
this fortune, and you have an easy time of it and get to be a prom-
inent citizen. Don’t deceive yourself, Pio; it’s right in this house
that you’ll do better than any priests do.
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Scene VIII
The same and MARuJA, second left.

Maruja—Ah! You were here. I didn’t know you were.

Blasa.—Good afternoon, Maruja! You uncle and aunt told
us you were busy upstairs and we didn’t want to call you.

Maruja.—Yes, ma’am, I was getting the room ready for my
poor cousin.

Blasa.—Alwas so faithful and industrious. You’re a jewel!

Maruja.—You're flattering me.

Blasa.—No my dear, I’m telling the simple truth. Iwasjust
saying that to Pio when you came in—Maruja will make any man
happy, I said to him. You’d be lucky to find a woman as good as
she is.

Maruja.—Gracious! Dofia Blasa. I think I am too young
to be housekeeper for a priest.

Blasa.—Whatdo you mean by housekeeper? I'm not talking
about housekeepers. Don’t you know he’s given up the idea of
being a priest?

Maruja.—1Is it possible?

Blasa.—That’s what he’s done. He refuses to go back to the
seminary.

Maruja.—What are you telling me?

Blasa.—He doesn’t want to be a priest any more. Of course
it’s hard on me (Pio fans himself with his hat) but I don’t want
to cross his will, of course.

Maruja.—Why, Pio!

Blast.—And I can see thru it all right. What it means is
the boy’s in love. (Pfo fans himself.)

Maruja.—And with whom?

Blasa.—I don’t know. You know how shy he is; there’s no
getting a word out of him. (You might scheme around and try
to find out.) Well, Maruja, I’'m going. It’s getting late.

Pio.—Yes, let’s go, let’s go!

Blasa.—No, not you. You stay here and wait for Carlos.
After all, the two of you have grown up together. (Don’t be
foolish. This is the best chance you’ll have. Take advantage of
it.) Good-bye, Maruja dear.

Maruja.—Good-bye, Dona Blasa.

Blasa.—Never mind. Don’t trouble yourself. Good-bye, my
dear I’ll see you later; I hope everything will turn out all right.
(Exit rear right.)
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SCENE \IX
P10 and Maruja.

Pio.—(Holy Virgin, what a time I’'m having with my mother!
She won’t be convinced that I was born to be a priest, and noth-
ing but a priest!)

Maruja.—All right, sefior don Pfo, all right. So, that’s what
you’re up to! Who would have guessed it?

Pio.—Why I don’t .

Maruja.—Don’t come to me with your hypocritical phrases.
The men that are always studying the floor are the worst. When
your mother is certain that you are in love, she must have her
reasons. If you are not in love, why are you givingup the priest-
hood, tell me that!

Pw ~—~Why, I don’t . :

Maru]a —Come, don’t be bashful w1th me. I’m curious to
know who is the lady of your thoughts.

Pio.—But, I don’t . .

Maruja.—I1 know; it’s Manolxta, the apothecary’s niece.

Pio.—Good gracnous'

Maruja.—She’s not the one? Well then, it’s Nicanora.

Pio.—Good Heavens!

Maruja.—It isn’t Nicanora, either? I'll guess it this time.
You are in love with Mary.

Pio.—Holy Mary!

Maruja.—Well, I’ve named the only marriageable girls in the
village. I mean, I don’t remember any other. Except ..
(there is another one . . . I’'m another one myself! I'll bet
the boy’s in love with me.) Listen, Pio do you think of any others?

Pio.—I don’t .

Maruja.—(He’s so shy . . . Perhaps he doesn’t dare to
propose. And when you look at him close, he isn’t bad-looking.
Bad-looking? I should say not. If he would only dress different-
ly and let his beard grow . . . ) Listen Pfo, why don’t you
let your beard grow?

Pio.—Let my beard grow? By the beard of St. Joseph!

Maruja.—1 don’t see why you shouldn’t since you’ve given
up being a priest . .

Pio.—Listen, Maruj a, let me tell you the truth.

Maruja.—Yes, tell me. (He’s going to propose to me.)

Pio.—You’re so kind that I’m sure you will forgive me.
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Maruja—Of course 1 will. Consider yourself forgiven.

Pio.—Well, then, my mother is the one who . . . I
don’t know how to tell you . . . of course, my respect for
her . . . ButI can’t help it, my inclination

Maruja.—No, you mustn’t do violence to your inclination.
If you feel as if you must do a certain thing, do it.

Pio.—Oh, you don’t understand!

Maruja—(How his face brightens! He looks like another
person.) Go on, go on.

Pio.—I’ve made up my mind.

Maruja.—That’s right. When you’ve decided on what
you’re sure is right, nobody must block your way.

Pio.—Yes, I think so too. (The sound of donkey bells is heard
within.)

Maruja.—Have you made up your mind? Well then, don’t
hesitate or quibble. Have it out as soon as possible, and go right
to the altar with ..

Pio.—That’sit, to the altar. I can see myself before the altar,
with my chasuble on, saying to the faithful: Dominus vobiscum!

Maruja—(Good Heavens! So what he wants to do is to say
mass! I’ve come very near making myself ridiculous. If I'd
gone a little farther, I’d have been in it bad.)

Scene X

The same, PERICO, who comes out, rear right. GREGORIA, from
the kitchen at the same time. Then CARrLos and AMBROSIO rear
right, the latter with a valise and traveling-bag.

Perico—Senorita!

Gregoria.—Senorita!

Maruja.—What is it?

Perico—Old Ambrosio’s cab has stopped at the door.

Gregoria (From rear).—And a young man has got out. He
must be your cousin.

Maruja.—Let me look. (Going to the door at rear.) Yes,
it’s Carlos. And my uncle and aunt have taken the short cut to
the station! Go quick and see if you can’t catch them and bring
them back.

Perico.—I’m going to put on my jacket. (He goes to the
kitchen and comes out a little later.)

Gregoria (To Pio) Poor fellow! How bad he looks!
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Maruja.—Carlos!

Carlos—Maruja! (They embrace. When he reaches the
middle of the stage, CARLIS pretends to faint and falls on MARUJA’S
shoulder.)

Maruja.—He’s fainted. Help me! (Pio and GREGORIA
help support him.)

Pio.—Poor Carlos!

Maruja.—Let’s put him down here. (They seat him in the
arm-chair in the middle of the stage) Come now, cousin, cheer
up. You’re back home again, and we’ll take care of you.

Pio.—Yes, cheer up, cheer up!

Gregoria.—At least, you will have the pleasure of dying
among your family.

Carlos.—(The old fooll)

Perico.—Oh, how sick the poor boy is!

Maruja.—Go, Perico, hurry. (Exit PEricO rear right.)

Ambrosio (Coming out with a valise and a traveling-bag).—
Where shall I put this?

Maruja.—Gregoria! Take it upstairs to his room! (Gre-
goria takes the traveling-bag and the valise, and goes with them thru
the second door left, coming down again in a little while, and going to
the kitchen.)

Carlos—Pay that man . . . I . . . I have no

no strength even to take out my money.

Maruja.—Go on, Ambrosio, we’ll see that you are paid later.

Ambrosio.—Very well, sefiorita. Good afternoon. (Coming
near CARLOS, from behind, and shouting in his ear.) Hope you’ll
get better!

Carlos.—Oh, thanks! (Exit AMBROSIO rear right, and in a
little while the donkey-bells ring again, indicating that the cabman 1is
driving off) Oh Pio! Oh, Maruja! I’m a very sick man.

Maruja.—Come now, you mustn’t be discouraged.

Pio.—The first thing you need is rest. And since I have had
the pleasure of seeing you so well . . . I mean since I have
had the pleasure of seeing yousoill . . . Well, I am going to
the church to pray St. Anthony to give you what you need.

Carlos.—Yes, pray him to give me what I need. Pray with
all your might.

Pio.—I hope you’ll rest well. Good-bye Maruja.

Maruja.—Good-bye, Pio. (She accompanies Pio to the back
of the stage and both make gestures indicating the invalid’s serious
condition. Exit Pfo.) '
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Sceve XI
Caxins and Maruja.

Carlos.—Oh! )

Maruja.—Do you want anything? Do you need anything?

Carlos (Faintly).—What about uncle and aunt? Where are
they?

Maruja.—They went by the short cut to the station.

Carlos.—Aren’t they at home, then?

Maruja.—No, I'm alone.

Carlos.—-Alone?

Maruja.—Yes.

Carlys.—Close that door.  (MARUJA closes the one first right.)
Close that other one.  (She closes the one first left.) Close all of
them. (She closes the one to the kitchen.)

Maruja.—Arc you afraid of a draught?

Carlos.—No, it’s something else I'm afraid of.

Maruja (He's delirious, poor boy!).—What is it you’re afraid
of?

Carlos.—Isn’t there someone outside?

Maruja.—No one.

Carlos (Getting up).—Then listen to me, Maruja.

Maruja.—Oh, Dear me!

Carlos.—Don’t be frightened. You have always loved me
like a sister.

Maruja.—And 1 love you still.

Carlos.—1 know that. You are very good, very affectionate,
and best of all, you’re very discreet.

Maruja.—Yes, but

Carlos.—I nced your help.

Maruja.—Well, I’ll help you. (Offering him her arm.)

Carlos.—-No, I don’t mcan that. It’s your moral support I
need. .
Maruja.-~-What do you mean?

Carlos.—Maruja, little Maruja, my dearest cousin, if I were
to tell you a sceret, would you be able to keep it?

Maruja.---Of course!

Carlos-~-You’re the only person I dare trust. I need some-
one to help me. I'm in a very serious situation, Maruja.

Maruja.—Oh, I know it isn’t so bad. You’re not as ill as
you think.
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Carlos.—Ill? T’m notill at all.

Maruja.—What!!

Carlos.—I’m as sound as a stone wall.

Maruja.—What do you mean? (Greatly surprised.)

Carlos.—That’s my secret. '

Maruja.—What?

Carlos.—I say, that’s my secret.

Maruja.—I’m speechless. You say you’re well?

Carlos.—Very well, thanks; how are you?

Maruja.—1 don’t understand you. Explain yourself at once,
for Heaven’s sake; don’t keep me in suspense.

Carlos.—I’ll be very brief, because I want you to know every-
thing before uncle and aunt come back. (MARuUjA goes to rear of
stage and comes forward at once.)

Maruja—Now tell me.

Carlos.—Listen to the list which I have been making on the
train, the sad list of my misfortunes. (He takes a paper out of his
pocket and reads.) “To the landlady

Maruja—To the . .

Carlos.—*“To the landlady, four months rent at 8o pesetas,
320; to the shoemaker: half-boots, shoes and slippers, 100; to the
‘tailor; two threes and a two

Maruja—What?

Carlos.—Trousers and vest, 560; to the waiter of the Oriental
chocolates and tips, 85; to the night-watchman, three months
pay and four pesetas he lent me one night, 10; to don Herm&genes
Zaragieta: and here’s the climax! For two I. O. U.’S and interest
3000. Total sum, get ready! Four thousand and sixty-five pese-
tas. That’s what I owe in Madrid.

Maruja.—Holy Heavens! Oh Heavens! Oh Heavens!
But how do you come to owe all that?

Carlos.—Because 1 haven’t paid it.

Maruja.—And without uncle and aunt knowing anything!

Carlos—That’s just the point. They mustn’t know any-
thing. Do you think that if I had written them and told them
that I am strong as an ox, but that I owe four thousand pesetas,
they would have sent me the money?

Maruja.—Of course they wouldn’t

Carlos.—Well, I’ve got to have that money, some way. For
two months I haven’t been able to leave the house. My creditors
lie in ambush for me. Even the night-watchman refused to open
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the door for me, and one night I had to sleep in the park between
Recaredo’s statue and Chindasvinto’s monument.

Maruja.—Poor Carlos!

Carlos.—Have you any idea what it means to live in a house
with a landlady you owe four months room-rent to? It’s a terrible
thing, Maruja. It begins when you wake in the morning. Here’s
your chocolate! (With exaggerated brusquemess) At luncheon:
Here are your fried eggs. And at dinner: Take your soup. And
so it goes every day until finally you say to yourself: It’s either
jump in the river or deceive my uncle and aunt. There’s no other
solution.

Maruja.—And you .

Carlos.—And I’ve decided for the second. You don’t think
I ought to have killed myself, do you?

Maruja.—Good Heavens, no.

Carlos.—Well, to make a long story short. I’m pretending
to be very sick. That was the only thing I could think of. I
admit that it isn’t a noble thing to do, but I’ve got to doit. They
are a good hearted old couple and they think a lot of me.

Maruja.—Of course; you owe everything to them.

Carlos.—Yes, everything. That’s why I want to owe them
the four thousand pesetas, too. You understand that a trip to
Paris and a surgical operation can’t cost a penny less.

Maruja.—But if you aren’t sick, what are you going to Paris
for?

Carlos.—Hush, you foolish girl! Where I’m going with the
money, if I can get hold of it, is to Madrid. I'll pay all my credi-
tors, every cent I owe, and then I'll be able to walk the streets
with my head up, no matter who comes by. I’ll talk up to the
landlady good and proper. T’ll tell the nightwatchman where to
get off. And old Zaragiieta—I’ll punch his head for him.

Maruja.—Yes, and then you’ll go back to living just as you
did before, and .

Carlos—No, I won’t. I’ve repented, really. Those two
months shut up in the rooming-house have taught me a lot. I’ve
made up my mind to study, to finish my course and pay uncle and
aunt for their sacrifices.

Maruja.—That’s all very noble; but Carlos, you have no
right to play such an absurd trick on them.

Carlos.—1It isn’t a trick. It’s an expedient. It was reading
the history of the popes that made me think of it.

Maruja—What?
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Carlos.—Have you ever heard of Sixtus V?

Maruja.—1? No.

Carlos.—Well, he pretended to be sick and feeble and decreipt
so that even his opponents would vote for him in the election for
Pope, thinking that he would live only a short time. As soon as
he was elected, he threw away the staff he was leaning on, stood up
straight and looked at his enemies and said: I’m well and sound.
You’ll have a pope for some time.

Maruja.—But is all that true?

Carlos.—Absolutely historic. So, if no less a person than a
pope deceives a whole conclave that way, why shouldn’t a poor
student full of debts and troubles deceive his uncle and aunt? 1
tell you my situation is desperate. The landlady, the tailor and
even the nightwatchman can wait; but don Hermogenes.

Maruja.—Who’s don Hermoégenes?

Carlos.—Zaragiieta. That fellow won’t wait for anybody.
He’s found out that my uncle and aunt live here, and that they
are rich, and he’s threatened to write them a letter and ask them
for what I owe him before he takes the case to the courts. That
fellow’s a robber, that’s what he is!

Maruja.—I don’t think he’ll do that.

Carlos.—You don’t know Zaragiieta. He’s a very polite and
smooth little old man, but for all his politeness and courtesy he’d
just as soon send a fellow to jailas . . . And it’s useless to
argue with him. Whenever you try to argue he pretends he’s
deaf; that is to say, he doesn’t pretend to be because he is.

Maruja.—Is he deaf?

Carlos.—Deaf as a post, but I’'m here to tell you that, if
uncle and aunt give me that money, he’ll hear what I have to say
to him.

Maruja.—Bless me!

Carlos.—Of course you understand that I can’t wait until he
takes a notion to write to them and tell the whole story.

Maruja.—You’re right. Listen, I can help you a little with
my savings.

Carlos.—How’s that?

Maruja.—I have a money-box with three thousand and some
reales.

Carlos.—Three thousand and some? T’ll take the three
thousand, but I wouldn’t think of taking the some under any cir-
cumstances. I don’t want to impose on your generosity.

Maruja.—Don’t say that!
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Carlos.—The important thing is to prove to uncle and aunt
that I absolutely must go to Paris, so that they will give me what
I need to pay that infamous money-lender. If they hesitate, you
could help me convince them. Tell them that I’m very sick—
that they must send me to France at once.

Maruja.—Yes—but I—well, if you promise to change your
conduct completely—

Carlos.—1 promise you. I swear I will. And now, for
Heaven’s sake, give me something to eat; I’m so weak I can scarce-
ly stand on my legs. I've been seventeen hours without eating.

Maruja—You have?

Carlos.—All I’ve had were a few chocolates I bought in Vill-
aba. I hadn’t any money to spare and I couldn’t buy a meal
anywhere.

Maruja.—Poor boy!

Carlos.—So that I'm as hungry as a dog.

Maruja.—T’ll get you something right away.

Indalecio and Dolores (Within).—Where is he? Where is he?

Maruja—Uncle and aunt!

Carlos.—Well, here goes for the arm-chair! You won’t
abandon me, will you? (He drops into the chair in a state of com-
plete collapse.)

Scene XII
The same, DoN INDALECIO and DoNA DOLORES rear right.

Indalecio.—Carlos!

Dolores.—Dear Carlos! (They embrace and kiss him.)

Carlos.—Uncle! Aunt!

Indalecio.—At last you are with us!

Dolores—How we wanted to see you!

Indalecio (Behind CarLos and aside to DokA DOLORES).—
(How bad he looks! But we must cheer him up.) You’re look-
ing very well.

Dolores—No one would think you’re sick.

Carlos—But I am—awfully sick!

Indalecio—Well, well! You’ll get over it!

Dolores—You’ll get well here.

Carlos.—No ma’am, I won’t. I must go to Paris.

Indalecio.—To Paris? Nonsense!
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Carlos.—Yes, uncle, yes; I am very ill. Just ask Maruja;
when I got here I had a fainting-spell. Isn’t that so?

Maruja.—Yes—it’s true.

Carlos.—1 often have fainting-spells.

Dolores.—Well, you’ll get over them.

Indalecio—Here, with us, with rest and good cutlets and
good wine

Carlos—Those things wouldn’t do me any harm.

Dolores—But you must be careful with your eating. In
your condition . .

Indalecio.—Good food won’t hurt anybody. Let me feel
your pulse. (He does s0) I don’t know anything about such things
but I think he’s very weak.

Carlos.—Very, yes sir.

Indalecio.—The first thing to do is to get him a good supper.
(To Maruja.)

Dolores.—Goodness, Indalecio!

Indalecio.—A little light soup with eggs, a rasher of bacon
with tomatoes and a roast chicken.

Carlos.—Yes, sir, yes. :

Indalecio.—Do you see? (To DoNa DoLores) Just hearing
about it makes him better.

Dolores.—Indalecio! Good gracious!

Maruja—Uncle is right. A little food can’t do him any
harm.

Carlos.—I’m sure it won’t.

Dolores.—Are you hungry?

Carlos. —Very That is to say . . .I don’t know
whether it’s hunger or sickness, or faintness

Indalecio—Weakness, weakness, weakness! Half the people
that die, die of that—Go and order a supper for him.

Maruja.—1’m going. (She goes to the kitchen.)

Scene XIII

The same without MARUJA.

Carlos (Heaving a great sigh).—Ah!

Indalecio.—What’s the trouble? (Bringing up a chair.)

Dolores.—Do you feel worse? (Sitting down at Carvros’
side.)
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Carlos.—]1 am in a very serious condition, I must tell you..
that. DI’ll die if I don’t go to Paris to-morrow at the latest.

Indalecio.—But let’s see. (Sitting down) When did you
first begin to feel sick? You never told us anything about it till
a week ago.

Carlos.—1 didn’t want to alarm you, but this began—ah!—
during Carnival.

Dolores.—So long ago as that?

Carlos.—Yes, ma’am, and then during Lent I got worse.

Indalecio.—Of course. Those Lenten-meals. That spinach
people eat then is poison.

Carlos.—First I began to notice some strange symptoms.
At times I'd be hot—and at other times cold; and other times—
neither hot nor cold.

Dolores.—And what else?

Carlos.—Well, pains everywhere.

Indalecio.—Pains? Sharp pains, eh?

Carlos.—Very sharp. And strange, empty feelings. First
they would settle in one place . . . and then in another
. but mainly here, in the two sides. (Placing his hands over
pockets of his vest.)

Indalecio.—Empty feelings in the sides?

Carlos.—Completely empty.

Indalecio.—Great Scott! And we never knew a word about
it!

Dolores.—And you suffering like that!

Carlos—Yes, 1 suffered a good deal. For two months I
wasn’t able to leave the rooming-house.

Indalecio.—Two months!

Carlos.—Yes, sir. 1 was so bad I didn’t dare go thru the
streets.

~ Indalecio.—How horrible!

Carlos.—Why, one night I had to sleep on a bench in the
park.

Dolores.—Dear me!

Indalecio—How terrible! And wasn’t the night air bad for
you?

Carlos—Not as bad as don Hermogenes.

Indalecio.—What?

Carlos—I mean . . . ah! (Groaning very loud.)

Dolores.—Poor boy!

Indalecio—What’s the matter?
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Carlos.—These pains that never leave me.

Dolores.—Try to throw it off dear, don’t take it so hard.

Carlos.—1 can’t throw it off, I can’t. I feel a depression
that is wearing me out, a horrible melancholy, an impulse to cry
—(He weeps.)

Dolores.—Poor dear boy! (Weeping and rising.)

Indalecio.—Poor Carlos! (Idem. Idem.)

Carlos—Yes, aunt, yes. Yes, uncle, yes. I must go to
Paris at once.

Scene XIV

The same and MARUJA bringing a tray with a set of dishes for
one person.

Maruja.—Your supper will be ready at once; but I don’t
want to keep you waiting, so I'll go set the table myself. But
what has happemed? Have you all been crying?

Indalecio.—He told us all about his sickness, and it was so sad
we couldn’t help crying.

Maruja.—(What a rascal!)

Dolores—(He is very ill.) (To Maruja.)

Indalecio.—(He is very weak.) (Idem.)

Maruja.—When he has had something to eat he will feel
stronger. You will see he will feel better, for a time at least.
Won’t you Carlos?

Carlos.—I think so; I feel horribly weak. (Heavens! I
still have two chocolate bonbons here!) (He eats them. Dona
DoLoREs helps MARUJA set the table.)

Scene XV
The same and DoN SATURIO, rear left.

Saturio.—Well, well! So the traveler has arrived!

Dolores.—Don Saturio!

Carlos.—(The doctor! I didn’t count on this.)

Dolores (In a low tone to don Saturio).—(I don’t like his looks
at all.)

Saturio.—(We’ll see in a moment) How do you do, Carlos?

Carlos.—How do you do, don Saturio? (In a very weak tone.)

Indalecio.—Have a seat.
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Saturio.—No, this must be a purely professional visit. They-
’ve sent an urgent call for me from Villarejo, and they are probably
waiting for me there with a cab. So let’s get to work. How did
you stand the trip?
Carlos—Very badly, very badly.
. Saturio.—(He looks as if he were in pain) (2o Dofa DoLoRrEs).
Let me see your hand. (He feels the pulse) The temperature is
normal. The pulse is somewhat weak, it’s true . . . How
long is it since you have taken any food?
Carlos.—A long time; since before I left Madrid.
Saturio.—Then this weakness doesn’t surprise me; so long
without eating anything . . .
Indalecio—Horrible! Just what I was saying!
Saturio.—The pulse, however, doesn’t show anything alarm-
ing.
Carlos.—But 1 feel very bad, very bad.
Saturio.—Let me see your tongue. (CarLos shows 1t) (Bad)
(To Dofa DoLoREs.)
Dolores.—What?
Saturio.—(Chocolate color. I don’t like that sympton) Well,
well; to-morrow we will make a more.thoro examination.

SceNE XV 1.

The same and GREGORIA, who comes out of the kitchen, bring-
ing a soup-tureen and a platter with chicken, then PERICO rear right.

Gregoria (Coming out).—Here’s his supper.

Indalecio—That’s what he needs. Come, my boy, come!
(CaArLOS rises.)

Saturio.—What? Supper! By no means. Strict diet.

Carlos.—(Good Heavens!)

Saturio.—Now, go to bed and rest.

Dolores.—You are right. We’ll put you to bed, my dear boy.
(Leading him towards second left.)

Carlos.—But can’t 1 eat something?—(70 Don SaTurio.)

Saturio.—Water with sugar; nothing else.

Carlos—But . . . (Looking at the table.)

Dolores—Rest easy; I’ll see to it that he eats nothing.

Carlos.—Aunt!

Dolores.—You must go to bed.
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Perico.—Don Saturio, they are waiting for you. (Exit
(PErICO.)

Saturio.—I’m coming. Good afternoon, God be with you.

Indalecio.—Good-bye!

Maruja.—Good-bye, don Saturio.

Dolores.—Come, my boy, come. (Going up the stairs. CARr-
LOS gazes fixedly at the table.)

Maruja.—Poor Carlos! (To Don INpALEcIO.)

Indalecio.—They’re going to starve the boy to death. (7o
Maruja.)

Maruja.—I’m afraid so.

Gregoria—Shall 1 take this away?

Indalecio.—No, leave it. TI’ll eat it. (Seating himself and
removing the lid from the soup-tureen.)

ACTII
The same stage-setting as the preceding.
Scene I
GREGORIA, MARUJA then Pio.

Gregoria.—(Singing very loud and cleaning the furniture by
slapping it vigorously with a duster.)

Maruja (Coming down the stairs).—Gregoria! Gregoria!l

Gregoria—Yes ma’am!

Maruja—My dear, don’t bawl so and beat the furniture so
loud. Remember there’s a sick man upstairs and that my uncle
is still asleep.

Gregoria.—Don’t worry about your uncle! He wouldn’t
wake up if the house fell in. This morning when I took in his
chocolate I almost had to beat him to wake him up.

Maruja.—Well, well; go to the kitchen. I’ll finish the clean-
ing. (Exit GReEGor1a) Oh, dear, I don’t know how we’ll get
out of this. Poor Carlos is getting himself into a terrible pickle.

Pio.—Good morning, Maruja!

Maruja.—Why, good morning Pio! How early you get up!
(She continues dusting the furniture during the conversation.)

Pio.—It’s a habit I learned at the seminary. I always hear
early mass.

Maruja.—And what brings you around here?
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Pio—Well . . . The first thing, to ask how Carlos
spent the night.

Maruja.—Very badly.

Pio.—Is that so?

Maruja.—Of course. He hasn’t had a bite to eat since he
left Madrid.

Pio.—But haven’t they given him some broth, at least?

Maruja.—No, indeed. Don Saturio has put him on a strict
diet, and my aunt, who has been watching him all night, hasn’t let
him have anything but sugared water.

Pio.—Good gracious! Good gracious! So much for that.
Well, the second thing

Mam]a —What second thmgP

Pio.—The second thing I came for.

Maruja.—Oh, I remember!

Pio.—It’s to speak to you of a very serious affair.

Maruja.—What’s the matter?

Pio.—D’ll tell you: yesterday I didn’t dare tell you the truth,
I thought I shouldn’t have to; but there’s no way out of it now.

Maruja.—Well, tell me then. (Stops cleaning.)

Pio.—May the Lord forgive me for saying it, but my mother
is making it hot for me.

Maruja.—How?

Pio.—She’s determined I shan’t be a priest.

Maruja.—She is! Why, yesterday she told me herself that
she regretted very much that you had decided not to go into the
Church.

Pio.—Pshaw!

Maruja.—And that she didn’t want to influence you.

Pio.—Fiddlesticks!

Maruja.—And that you were secretly in love.

Pio.—Foolishness!

Maruja.—Then I don’t understand .

Pio.—Well, I am coming to that. DI’ll tell you how itis. My
mother insists that I should marry.

Maruja.—She does? And whom?

Pio (After a moment of hesitation)—You.

Maruja—Me? So it was her idea?

Pio.—Entirely hers. You don’t think I would have had
such a foolish notion!

Maruja.—Many thanks for the compliment!
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Pio.—No, I am not saying it to offend you, but God has called
me to a different vocation.

Maruja—He has? Well go into your vocation, and the
Lord go with you. But I don’t understand why you tell me all
this.

Pio.—Because you are the only person who can get me out of
my scrape.

Maruja.—There now! It looks as if it were my business in
life to get people out of scrapes.

Pio.—I don’t seem to have any courage. Yesterday I didn’t
dare tell you what was the matter with me, and afterwards I didn’t
dare confess to my mother that I had not said a word to you.
You know how she is; she does all the talking, and you know how
I am: I don’t say anything. So that at this moment she believes
firmly that you and I have come to an understanding.

Maruja.—She’s funny! Well, we have not come to an under-
standing. And you will please tell her that we haven’t.

Pio.—Good Heavens! Don’t be annoyed. I've an idea
that will solve everything. '

Maruja.—What is it?

Pio.—You will tell Mother that you are engaged to someone
else.

Maruja.—To whom?

Pio.—Oh, anybody! Carlos, for instance.

Maruja.—What nonsense!

Pio.—But that’s the only solution: if you were engaged, I
would be out of it.

Maruja.—Come, come! Don’t get me mixed up in this
affair. I have troubles enough without it. Arrange it the best
way you can and leave me in peace. (Going toward rear.)

Pio.—(No, I am not going tell my mother a word, because
with that disposition of hers, she would beat me. I’m convinced
she would beat me.)

Scene 11

The same and Doia DoLores, then Don SaTurio and Don
INpaLECIO.

Pio.—Oh! Doiia Dolores!
Dolores.—Good-day, Pio, good-day. (Second left.)
Pio.—How are you?
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Dolores.—Exhausted, my boy. I spent the whole night at
the bedside of poor Carlos.

Pio.—And how is he getting along?

Dolores.—He is sleeping fairly well, now.

Pio.—I’m glad to hear it.

Dolores.—And your uncle? (To Maruja.)

Maruja—He isn’t up yet.

Dolores.—Call him, good Heavens, call him! With so much
eating and so much sleep, he’ll die one of these days!

Pio.—That’s what my mother says. (Exit Maruja first
right.)

Dolores—What?

Pio.—That it isn’t good for a person to sleep so much.

Dolores—No indeed, I know it isn’t.

Saturio (Rear right)—Good day sefiora

Dolores—Well, don Saturio!

Pi0.—Good morning, don Saturio.

Maruja (First right)—Uncle is commg down now. Good
day, don Saturio.

Saturio.—Good morning, Maruja.

Indalecio (First right).—Good morning everybody!

Dolores (Seeing Don InpaLECI0).—Thank the Lord, here he
is at last.
k¢ Indalecio—My dear, you must remember that I sat up all
night with Carlos.

Dolores.—Why, you went to bed a little after one, and you’d
been dozing since ten.

Indalecio.—That’s true; I can’t get along without sleep,
that’s the only thing that hurts me.

Saturio.—How goes it? How did the sick man get thru the
night? (7o Do&Aa DoLORES.)

Dolores.—He was very restless. He sighed a great deal and
yawned a great deal.

Maruja.—(Of course. People do that way when they are
hungry.)

Saturio.—Nervousness, that’s simply nervousness.

Dolores.—At daybreak he fell asleep; but he must have had
nightmare because he did nothing but jump around in the bed and
cry out every few minutes: Zaragilieta! Zaragiieta!

Maruja.—(Oh, good Heavens!)

Saturio.—What a strange thing to say!

Indalecio.—Zaragieta Who can this Zaragiieta be?
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Pio.—Maybe it’s the husband of the widow who owns the
match factory . . .

Dolores.—Of course, it’s not.

Indalecio.—Then we will ask him about it?

Maruja.—1 know who it is.

Indalecio—Who?

Maruja—Carlos told me, yesterday. Zaraglieta is—Don
Hermogenes Zaragieta— (After thinking an instant) One of the
doctors who attended him in Madrid.

Saturio.—The head-doctor, perhaps?

Maruja.—Yes, sir; the head-doctor. Carlos is very fond of
him; he is very grateful to him. I suppose that’s the reason he
dreamed about him.

Saturio.—Zaraglieta! I don’t know him. Come, let’s go
and see the sick boy.

Indalecio.—Yes, let’s go.

Saturio.—I will make a more thoro examination and we will
find out what’s the trouble.

Maruja—(Heaven grant he doesn’t find out what’s the
trouble!)

Indalecio (On the stairway).—After you, don Saturio.

Saturio.—No, after you!

Indalecio—Go on, go on! (The two go out.)

Scene III
The same, except DoN Saturio and Don INDALECIO.

Dolores.—Maruja, go to the kitchen and tell them to put on
the meat, in case it is necessary to give poor Carlos some broth.

Maruja.—(Broth! Cutlets are what he needs.)

Dolores.—Ah! Listen, where did you put my cook-book?
I may need the recipe for gelatine with beef extract.

Maruja.—1 think I saw it upstairs in that cupboard in the
loggia. (Exit rear left.)

Dolores.—Yes, I left it there the other day. I’ll go get it.
(Goes to statrway.)

Scene IV
Pio, then PERICO and Don HERMOGENES rear right.

Pio.—Yes, indeed I should like very much to go to the ten
o’clock mass; but my mother insists that I stay here as long as
possible . . . Oh, how stubborn she is!
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Perico (Within).—Yes, sir; yes, sir, come in.

Pio.—Eh?

Perico—Here’s a gentleman who wants to see the master and
mistress. (Exit rear.)

Herm.—Good morning, sir.

Pio.—Good morning. (He’s a stranger.)

Herm.—Do seiior and seiiora de Ruipérez live here?

Pio.—Yes sir, they live here.

Herm.—They told me down town that this was the place,
but I wasn’t sure. I don’t know this town, you see.

Pio.—Be seated.

Herm.—What?

Pio (Offering him a chair).—Have a chair.

Herm.—Oh! (Sits down in the arm-chair.)

Pio.—1 will call them. Excuse me, sir (Goes out by stairway.)

Herm.—Oh! He must have told me to wait. I’ll wait.

Scr-:mf-; V.

Don Hermigenes—Well, here I am. I wonder how they will
receive me. They won’t want to see me, they never do anywhere;
but I can’t help that. If I don’t put this thing thru I’ll lose the
money and it’s too much to lose. (Taking out the notes) Here are
the notes, which with the interest, amount to three thousand
pesetas. Yes, those are the ones. “I promise to pay to don
Hermégenes . . .” TIll bet you he’ll pay me. That is, he
won’t, his uncle and aunt will. (He rises.) Now what’s coming?
I wonder if they will insult me? It won’t worry me if they do.
Insults go in one of my ears and out the other—or rather they
don’t go in at all; that’s one of the advantages of being deaf.
For my business it’s very convenient.—They can call me this
thing, or that thing or something else—I don’t hear it. They can
ask me for money when it isn’t wise to let them have it—they’re
wasteing their breath. They may come around and groan and
lament—I"m as deaf as post. No sir, I never hear more than is
best for me. That’s my favorite proverb; ‘“None so deaf as
those who will not hear.”

Scene VI
The same, Doka DoLorEs and Pio.

Dolores.—Sir—
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Pio.—Here is dofia Dolores.

Herm.—Eh? Oh! Is this sefiora de Ruipérez whom I have
the honor of greeting?

Dolores—At your service, sir.

Herm.—1 am so glad to—I have just come to town—

Dolores.—My husband can’t come just now. It’s a pity.

Herm.—Pretty? Yes, it is a very pleasant little town!

Dolores (To Pio).—(What’s he talking about?)

Pio.—(I think he’s deaf.)

Dolores.—(He must be) Whom have I the pleasure of?—

Herm.—Isn’t sefior de Ruipérez at home?

Dolores.—Yes, sir, but he is busy just now.

Herm.—What? You see I’m just a little—

Dolores.—Yes, yes! My husband is busy! (Very loud.)

Herm —Eh?

Pio.—Busy. (Idem.)

Herm.—Oh! Then I’ll come back later.

Dolores—As you please. If you’ll give me your name I'll
tell him you called.

Herm.—No, he doesn’t know me. I’ll be back, I’ll be back
after a while.

Dolores.—Well, good morning, then.

Herm—Good morning. (Turning around suddenly) What
did you say?

Dolores.—Nothing.

Pio (Very loud).—Nothing!

Herm.—Oh, I thought that—Good morning. Glad to have
met you, sir. (7o Pio exit HErRM rear right.)

Scene VII
Do&a Dovrors and Pio.

Dolores.—1 wonder who that gentleman is?

Pio.—Poor fellow! He is as deaf as a log.

Dolores.—I’ll see if I cant find that gelatine recipe. (She
sits down, opens the book and turns the pages.) ‘

Pio.—Dona Dolores, I hope I’m not disturbing you—

Dolores.—Why no, my dear boy, you are not disturbing me at
all. (Reading) “Duck with peas.”

' Pio (Sitting down).—Then I’ll wait and see what don Saturio

says. I’d like to know what he thinks about Carlos’ illness.
What can be the matter with the poor boy?
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Dolores (Reading).—“Hashed liver.”

Pio—Eh?

Dolores.—1 was just reading.

Pio.—Oh! I thought you were saying that he had his liver
hashed; that would certainly be very serious.

Dolores.—1 should say so. (Don INpaLEcIO and Don Satu-
RIO who are coming downstairs, are heard talking) Ah! They are
coming now.

Scene VIII

The same, DoN SaTurio and DonN INDALECIO, come down
by the stairway, and MARUJA comes out of the kitchen.

Dolores.—What is it, don Saturio? How is he?

Saturio.—Well madam, I will tell you what I have just told
don Indalecio. With all due respect for the opinions of my col-
leagues of Madrid, I can’t find anything particular the matter
with the boy.

Maruja.—(He is going to find it all out!)

Saturio.—I have examined him thoroly.

Indalecio.—Very thoroly. Oh, what a pounding he gave
him!

Saturio.—And I assure you that there is no lesion in any im-
portant organ. The temperature is normal; the tongue could
not be cleaner—

Maruja.—(I should say so!)

Saturio.—The stomach is in good condition; the liver also;
the spleen, the same—

Indalecio.—And the kidneys in their place.

Saturio.—In a word, I think all that is the matter with him is
pure nervousness.

Dolores.—Yes, yes, but is it serious?

Indalecio.—Perhaps.

Maruja.—(Thank the Lord he hasn’t found it out after all.)

Saturio.—These nervous disturbances sometimes have serious
consequences. He says he feels some very queer sensations—
says he has fainted several times.

Maruja.—Yes sir, he has.

Pio.—That’s true.

Saturio.—He says that in Madrid he had several attacks—
and all of this makes it possible that a fit may come on him at any
time. This trouble sometimes even brings on insanity.
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Indalecio.—Good Lord!

Dolores.—Gracious!

Pio.—Poor Carlos!

Saturio.—Oh, you mustn’t be alarmed. The best treatment
for this kind of thing is the water cure, especially shower-baths.
Shower-baths have a wonderful therapeutic value. I think I
can cure him with this and with the active life of the country,
exercise, hunting—and a moderate, strengthening diet.

Indalecio.—That’s it, that’s it: good meat and good wine.

Saturio.—No, we mustn’t overload the stomach. We will
begin with milk. You may give him as much as he wants, but
no other food.

Dolores.—Don’t worry, we will do just as you say.

Saturio.—And give him two spoonfuls a day of that prescrip-
tion I am leaving. (He points to a scrap of paper which Don
INDALECIO hkolds in his hand.)

Dolores.—Very well.

Saturio.—And now I must go on.

Indalecio—We’ll see you this afternoon, don Saturio.

Dolores.—Good-bye, don Saturio. (Giving him his hat.)

Pio.—TI’ll go along with you.

Saturio.—Oh! What a memory I have! I was going with-
out giving you (7o Don INDALECIO) what they gave me yester-
day at Villarejo. Here are your four thousand pesetas for the
wheat. (Giving him the notes.)

Indalecio.—Many thanks.

Pio.—(That wheat is what interests my mother.)

Saturio.—Well, good-bye.

Pio.—Good morning, everybody.

Indalecio.—Good day.

Dolores.—Good-bye. (Exeunt SATURIO and Pio rear right.)

Scene IX
Dofa DoLorgs, Don INDALECIO and MARUJA, then GREGORIA

Indalecio.—~1 feel much easier. Don Saturio’s opinion has
relieved me.

Dolores.—It hasn’t relieved me.

Maruja.—Nor me either.

Indalecio.—Why?

Dolores.—You noticed he didn’t say a word about that opera-
tion the doctors of Madrid consider necessary.
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Maruja.—Not a word.

Indalecio.—That’s true.

Dolores.—And it seems to me that if poor Carlos is not better
within a few days, we ought to make a sacrifice and send him to
Paris.

Maruja.—I think so too.

Indalecio.—To Paris! That costs money.

Maruja.—No, uncle; Carlos says that four thousand pesetas
will be enough.

Indalecio.—And how does he know?

Maruja.—]1 don’t know—He said—

Indalecio.—Very well, very well; of course if it becomes
necessary, there’s only one thing to do . . . He shall have
the four thousand pesetas. We will just figure that the wheat
crop was lost.

Dolores.—Well, T am going to doiia Rita’s. She has some
very fine goats and I'll see if she can supply us with the milk we’ll
need. Gregoria! (7o Maruja) Give me my mantilla! (Maruja
helps her put it on) Gregoria!

Gregoria (Coming out).—Were you calling?

Dolores.—Yes, you must go with me on an errand. Fetch the
large pitcher. (GREGORIA goes away and returns immediately
with a pitcher. To Don INpALEcIO) Give me that prescription,
and I will leave it at the druggist’s as I pass.

Indalecio—No, 1 want to take it myself. I have to order a
bottle of that wine of quina, that agreed with me so well two years
ago. You remember how it improved my appetite.

Dolores.—Good gracious!

Indalecio—Yes, my dear, with these troubles we’re having
I am not in normal condition. This morning when I drank my
chocolate, I couldn’t finish the second roll. It’s a fact.

Dolores.—Be listening, in case Carlos calls.

Maruja.—Yes I will. (Exeunt Don INpaLEcIO, Dofa Do-
LORES and GREGORIA, rear right.)

Scene X
Maruja then Carros
Maruja—Thank the Lord they’re gone! Poor Carlos must

be exhausted. I’ll take him some cold meat. (She opens the cup-
board) Half a chicken! Fine! Boiled ham! He will like that.
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Let’s see if there is anything else. Pickled trout. Of course he
must be dreadfully hungry. Now some bread and a small bottle
of wine. (She has set it all out on the table.)

Carlos (Comes down. Seems very weak. Supports himself on
the baluster of the statrs) Oh! . My legs are giving away. Maru-
ja!

Maruja.—Carlos!

Carlos.—I looked out of the upstairs window and saw uncle
and aunt go out, and I am coming to get something to eat. 1
can’t stand this any longer.

Maruja.—I1 was just in the act of bringing all of this up to
you.

Carlos.—Oh, joy! Bless you, Maruja, darling of my heart.
(He sits down and begins fo eat voraciously) Chicken, ham, trout!
A feast for a king! I dreamed of this last night.

Maruja.—No, what you dreamed of was something else.

Carlos.—What?

Maruja.—That money-lender in Madrld

Carlos.—Eh?
Maruja.—Aunt heard you say over and over in your dreams:
Zaragiieta!

Carlos.—]Julius Caesar!

Maruja.—No, Zaragieta.

Carlos.—Yes, I know! So I’ve let the cat out of the bag.

Maruja.—No, it’s all right. I made uncle and aunt believe
that Zaragueta is the name of the head-doctor who has been
attending you in Madrid.

Carlos.—Thanks. What a good cousin—and what delicious
chicken!

Maruja.—Eat slowly or you’ll choke. Uncle and aunt won’t
be back for some time. I’ll watch for them. (She goes to the
door, rear right.)

Carlos.—And what do they say, what do uncle and aunt say?
Do you think they’ll give me the money?

Maruja.—It’s very possible. They seem to be on the road
to doing it. (Coming near CarLos.)

Carlos.—Well then, I hope I’ll be on the road to Paris shortly

Maruja.—Oh, you rascal!

Carlos.—Oh, you ham! And how about don Saturio? What
does that imbecile of a don Saturio say? I am still aching from
that examination of his.
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Maruja.—He’s not such an imbecile as you think; the proof
is that he says you’re not sick.

Carlos.—Did he say that? (Frightened.)

Maruja.—Yes, but don’t be alarmed. He believes all you
tell him about your strange sensations, and so the good old man
has concluded that you are suffering from a nervous disease.

Carlos.—That’s good. And so’s this. I’ll start in on the
trout now. (MARUJA returns to the door at rear to watch.) I'm
beginning to revive. Fine, fine. With this vinegar sauce they
are delicious!

Maruja.—Oh!

Carlos—Eh! (Getting up.)

Maruja.—What’s the matter with you?

Carlos.—I1 thought they were coming.

Maruja.—No, don’t be afraid. How nervous you are!
(CaRrLos sits down and continues to eat.)

Carlos.—Of course! Didn’t don Saturio say that’s what’s
the matter with me? Well then, when I heard you say: “Oh”
of course I—

Maruja.—1 said “Oh” because I forget to tell you what Pio
told me.

Carlos.—What did Pio tell you? ‘

Maruja.—The poor fellow confessed to me that his mother is
trying to make him give up the priesthood and marry me (Laugh-
ing.)

Carlos.—That woman’s a schemer. She’s bright, too!
What more could she want than a daughter-in-law like you!

Maruja (Leaning on the back of the chair across the table from
Carros).—But the boy doesn’t want to marry me.

Carlos.—What a fool he is!

Maruja.—And to get out of the awkward situation his moth-
er has got him into, what do you think he suggested to me?

Carlos.—I1 can’t imagine. Some foolishness, of course.

Maruja.—He wanted me to tell dona Blasa that I cannot re-
ceive attentions from her son, because I am engaged to you—
(Laughing.)

Carlos (Stops eating suddenly).—Well now, I don’t see any
foolishness in that.

Maruja.—Hush, Carlos, for Heaven’s sake!

Carlos.—What would there be strange about that? (Rising)
You are young. I am young too; you are pretty, I am not so bad-
looking, that is I don’t think I am.

—_— —y
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Maruja.—Bad looking? I should say you’re not.

Carlos.—I1 don’t believe I’m a fool. I make a pretty good
appearance, and as to my character—well, we won’t say anything
about that.

Maruja—No, we won’t say anything about your character.

Carlos.—Well, my dear, you know I’ve repented in sackcloth
and ashes and of such is the kingdom of heaven. And I’m not far
from the kingdom of heaven when I’m near that pretty face—

Maruja.—Don’t, don’t—

Carlos.—And those eyes—and that mouth—and that slender
figure—(Putting his arm around her) No, my dear little girl, I don’t
think what Pfo said was foolishness at all.

Maruja.—Yes, yes; but how am I to believe a word you say?
To be sure, from the way you’ve been living in Madrid, you are
not likely to be tied up with any one there.

Carlos.—In Madrid? 1 swear to you that I’m not tied up
with anyone there except Zaragiieta, and I don’t think you will be
jealous of him. (His arm is still around MARuJA.)

Maruja.—Come now, stop your foolishness and go on eating.
(Pushing him back gently.)

Carlos.—No, I can’t eat any more. I have eaten like a vul-
ture. I feel like a new man now. With my stomach full of food
and my heart full of hopes!

Maruja (Has returned to the door at rear).—Ah, here comes
aunt. Let’s gather up all of this; so that she won’t know you have
eaten anything. (Between the two they succeed in shoving into the
cupboard all the things on the table, except the two glasses and the
water bottle, which have been there from the beginning of the act.)

Carlos.—TI’ll relapse into my state of prostration. (He drops
into the arm-chair.)

Scene XI

The same, Dofa DoLorEs and GREGORIA, who takes a glass
from the table.

Dolores.—Has anything happened? (7o Maruja who has
gone to rear.)

Maruja.—No ma’am. Here is the patient.

Dolores.—Well, how are you?

Carlos.—Very well, I mean—no worse. I am never well.

Oh! (Sighing.)
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Gregoria.—He certainly looks better to-day. Yesterday
when you came, he seemed just about gone.

Dolores.—Don’t be foolish! Give me the pitcher (Taking
it.) I am bringing you some very fine milk. Just milked. You
must drink a little. (Filling the glass with milk.)

Carlos.—No, now I can’t hold any more.

Dolores.—Eh?

Maruja —He refuses to take a mouthful of anything. I
wanted to give him some cookies with wine

Dolores.—No, you mustn’t do that. You know what don
Saturio said. Milk and nothing but milk. Drink, drink. (Forc-
ing him.)

Carlos.—Not on top of the vinegar . . . (Pushing aside
the glass.)

Dolores.—What?

Maruja.—He says his stomach is as sour as vinegar.

Dolores.—This will help it; you must take some nourishment.
Come, dear, come on.

Maruja (To Carros).—Drink, Carlos, drink.

Carlos.—(There’s no way out of it) (He drinks in three gulps
the entire contents of the glass, with visible repugnance. When he has
finished it DoNA DOLORES encourages him.)

Dolores.—Ha! Ha! It will do you good, you’ll see it will!
With this good milk and plenty of exercise you’ll soon get well.
(GREGORIA leaves the pitcher and the glass on the table and goes to
the kitchen.)

Carlos.—No, aunt, no. I must go to Paris.

Dolores.—Well, if there’s nothing else to do, you shall go.

Carlos.—There’s nothing else to do, I’m sure of that.

Dolores.—Cheer up, child; you try to cheer him up, Maruja.

Carlos.—Oh, she cheers me, all right.

Maruja.—Yes, ma’am; I'll try to help him.

Dolores.—What you need above all is not to get discouraged.
You must keep a grip on your nerves. At your age sicknesses,
no matter how serious they may be, are eas:ly cured.

Carlos.—Oh! (He is now suffering in good earnmest.) Puts
his hand on his stomach) The trout!

Dolores (Poor boy. His face shows he’s in pain). (A4side to
Maruja.) Oh, I can see that don Saturio doesn’t know what’s the
matter with the boy.)

Maruja.—(No ma’am, he doesn’t) (Exit Do¥a DoLoREs,
first right.)
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Scene XII

The same, except Doxa DoLOREs.

Carlos (Rising).—Oh, what torment, oh!

Maruja.—Hush, for Heaven’s make, don’t make such a fuss;
aunt’s gone.

Carlos.—I’m not pretending. I’m in agony I tell you.

Maruja.—What?

Carlos.—Milk and vinegar; just what I was afraid of. Good
Lord, how it hurts!

Maruja.—Of course. You ate so fast; it’s no wonder it didn’t
agree with you.

Carlos.—No, what I ate agreed with me perfectly; but that
little glass of milk was like sticking a knife into me. Oh! There
it goes again!

Maruja.—I’'ll make you a cup of tea.

Carlos.—Yes, for Heaven’s sake, make me something!
(MARuUJA goes to the kitchen.)

Scene XIII
CaRrLos, then DoN INDALECIO.

Carlos.—Good Lord, good Lord! Now I know there’s a God.
This is a judgment for my meanness. (Sitting down by the table.)
Indalecio.—Well! You here? How are your spirits now?

Carlos.—Very bad, uncle, very bad.

Indalecio.—Just idle fears, my boy.

Carlos.—No, they’re not idle now. '

Indalecio.—Well, let’s see. What appears to be the matter?

Carlos.—Well, I feel—horrible pains here.

Indalecio.—In your stomach?

Carlos.—Yes, sir.

Indalecio.—Just what I've said from the start: weakness and
nothing else but weakness. (Looking into the pitcher.) Oh!
They’re brought the milk. You must drink a little glassful.

Carlos.—No, for heaven’s sake! (Getting up) They’ve given
me one already.

Indalecio.—You must take another. Don Saturio says that
you may drink all you want. (Following him with the pitcher.)

Carlos.—But I don’t want any.
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Indalecio.—TIs it possible! This milk is so rich, so creamy.
Just see what cream it has! Good enough to drink just as it is!
(He drinks from the pitcher.)

Scene X1V
The same and Dofa DoOLORES.

Dolores.—Indalecio, you’re drinking the milk!

Indalecio.—1 did it to encourage him, my dear.

Dolores (Taking the pitcher away from him and setting it on the
table).—What you ought to encourage him to do is not to stay shut
up in the house. He ought to be walking, exercising

Indalecio.—Your aunt is right. Why don’t you go and take
a walk down town?

Carlos.—No, it annoys me to go around and talk with people.
(He is still suffering severely from his stomach.)

Indalecio.—Then go out that way thru the yard (front left)
to the bank of the river, and take a stroll as far as Oregano Hill.

Dolores.—It’s a beautiful day. Take the shot-gun and shoot
some birds. (Giving him the gun, the game bag and the cartridge
box.)

Indalecio.—Yes, go on. We’ll cook them with rice, they’re
fine like that.

Carlos.—Yes, sir, yes, sir, I’ll go to Oregano Hill. (He runs
out, first left.)

Scene XV
Do&a Dorores and DoN INpALECIO. Then MaRuJA.

Dolores.—Why don’t you go with him? )

Indalecio.—Because I have something else to do now. I am
going to take care of the pigeons.

Maruja.—Here is the tea. Oh, where’s Carlos? Did he go
upstairs?

Dolores.—No; he has gone to take a walk. What’s this?

Maruja—A cup of tea; he was complaining about his
stomach .

Dolores —Well he’s gone; it’s not needed any more, .0 take i*
away.

Indalecio.—No! Bring it here. T’ll drink it myself.

- —m—— TN ————— T ——— — —
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Dolores.—Indalecio!

Indalecio.—Tea is an excellent appetizer. (He drinks it.)

Dolores.—Heavens! What a man—Maruja, go to Carlos’
room and put things in order.

Maruja.—Yes, ma’am. (Goes up stairway.)

Indalecio.—Well, I’'m going to feed my squabs.

Dolores.—How fond you are of those birds.

Indalecio.—I should say so. Yesterday I discovered there
were four fine new ones. They’ll be fine with tomato sauce.
(Goes as far as the stairway.)

Scene XVI

The same and DoN HERMOGENES.

Herm—May 1 come in?

Indalecio.—Who’s this man?

Dolores.—1 had forgotten to tell you that this stranger was
here before to see you.

Indalecio.—Come in!

Dolores.—You’ll have to shout at him.

Indalecio.—Shout at him? What for? What has he done?

Dolores—Nothing; he’s deaf.

Indalecio.—Oh! Come in! (Loud.)

Herm.—Are you don Indalecio Ruipérez?

Indalecio—At your service.

Herm.—I am delighted to make your acquaintance. How
are you! I am very glad to know you. The family? Well,
hope. It’s a real pleasure—

Indalecio.—(Seems he’s ready to do all the talking— Have
a seat.

Herm.—Hey?

Both (Loud).—Have a seat! (Offering him a small chair to
the right of the large arm-chair.)

Herm.—Oh, thank you! (The three sit down. DoN INDALECIO
in the arm-chair and at his left Doka DOLORES.)

Indalecio.—(Who can the old fellow be?) (7o Dofa Do-
LORES.)

Herm.—You will wonder at my visit, and I must explain to
you why?I came.

Dolores.—He is going to tell you who he is (70 DoN INDa-
LECIO.)
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Herm.—1 had to come to Salamanca, where I arrived early
this morning. A cousin of mine who lived there was seriously ill.
I’m glad to say he’s better now.

Dolores.—We’re glad to hear that.

Herm.—Hey?

Both.—We’re glad to hear that! (Loud.)

Herm.—Oh, thank you. I found out there that this village
was very close by and I said to myself: I’ll take advantage of the
opportunity and give myself the pleasure of calling on senor de
Ruipérez and his wife.

Indalecio.—(What on earth does he want to call on us for?)
(To Doxa DoLORES.)

Dolores—We’ll find out presently, my dear.)

Herm.—Hey?

Dolores.—Nothing.

Indalecio.—Nothing! (Loud.)

Herm.—Yesterday, before I left Madrid, I went to see your

nephew—
Dolores.—Oh, you know our Carlos?
Herm.—Hey?

Indalecio (Very loud).—Our Carlos!

Herm.—Yes, Carlos, Carlos! His landlady told me that he
left on the Northern express. This surprised me, because to tell
the truth, I did not think he was capable of leaving like that, with-
out telling me a word. That wasn’t fair to me.

Indalecio.—Not fair to you, why?

Herm (Not hearing him).—I must say that I think he has be-
haved very unhandsomely, very unhandsomely.

Dolores—Unhandsomely? Unhandsomely—why?

Indalecio—Who are you?

Herm.—Hey?

Both.—Who are you? (Loud.)

Herm.—I1 suppose you don’t know my name. Your nephew

Your nephew has probably not spoken to you about me.
My name is Hermégenes Zaragilieta.

Dolores.—What? (Rising.)

Indalecio.—That’s who you are? (Rising.)

Dolores.—Carlos’ doctor! (To Don INpALECIO.)

Indalecio—Seinior de Zaragleta! (The three are standing.
Don InpaLecio and Doka DoLorEs embrace Don HERMOGENES
affectionately.) v

Dolores.—How glad we are to see you!
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Herm.—Hey? (Surprised.)

Both.—We are very glad to see you!

Herm.—(What an affectionate reception!) But—you know
who I am? (With a certain suspicion.)

Dolores.—Yes sir.

Indalecio.—I1 should say we do know who you are! (Forcing
him to sit down in the arm-chair.)

Dolores—We know all about how much our nephew is in-
debted to you.

Herm.—Hey?

Indalecio (Louder).—How much our nephew is indebted to
you!

Herm.—Oh, not so much. (The three sit down.)

Dolores.—Yes sir, yes sir. It was unpardonable for him to
leave Madrid without saying good-bye to you.

Herm.—It surprised me because in general he’s a very delicate
young man . . .

Dolores.—Awfully delicate, poor boy!

Indalecio.—And being so delicate it was risky to leave with-
out telling you.

Dolores.—We will all scold him for it later.

Herm—Why later? Isn’t he here now?

Indalecio,—Yes, sir.

Dolores.—He arrived late yesterday afternoon, but he’s gone
out to take a walk.

Herm.—1 had no idea he was coming. I am very glad that
he has decided, finally, to ask you for help. I advised him to do
so several times; but he didn’t want to cause you sorrow.

Dolores.—Poor thing!

Indalecio.—He’s very fond of us!

Herm.—Well, as the landlady did not tell me where he had
gone, I took advantage of my coming to Salamanca to see you and
to inform you of the boy’s real situation, supposing that you did
not understand it.

Dolores—Yes, we know all about it. (Very loud.)

Indalecio.—And now, tell me frankly, since he isn’t here to
hear us, what do you think of Carlos?

Herm.—You mustn’t be alarmed; in a young man those things
don’t signify anything. I beleve he will get over it.

Dolores.—God grant it!

Herm.—If you knew some of the other cases I have in Madrid
—This case of Carlos’ is very unimportant compared to them.
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Dolores.—The physician here says he’s nervous.

Herm.—Hey?

Indalecio.—Doctor here says he’s nervous! (Fery loud.)

Herm—Very nervous, very. I noticed it the first day he
came to see me. The poor fellow was miserable, he was horribly
frightened, but I told him: There’s nothing to worry about; keep
up your spirits. I’ll save you. I have saved so many.

Dolores.—We know you have.

Herm.—And if you saw what little gratitude some of them
show me!

Dolores.—Oh, we’re very, very grateful!

Indalecio.—And we’ll pay you well for what you’ve done.

Herm.—Thanks, thanks. (Of course I knew they’d pay me.)

Indalecio.—And you don’t think it’s necessary to send Carlos
to Paris? _

Herm.—To Paris? I see no objection; but, that’s your affair
not mine. (They can send him to Jericho, for all I care.)

Indalecio (Absent-mindedly, speaking very loud to ZARAGUETA)
My dear, do you think that—?

Herm.—What?

Indalecio—Nothing, nothing. (In an ordinary tone to DoRa
Dovrores) Do you think we ought to invite him to dinner?

Dolores—(Yes, to be sure; it’s only right.)

Indalecio.—You don’t expect to goback toSalamanca to-day?

Herm.—Yes sir; if it’s possible, I’d like to leave this afternoon.

Indalecio—But you don’t need to hurry so, do you?

Herm.—No, there’s no tremendous hurry -

Dolores.—Well then, you must stay with us till to-morrow.
(The three rise.)

Indalecio.—Of course you must.

Dolores.—You must see the town and the country around
here. It’s very pretty!

Indalecio.—And the church. They say it’s Byzantine,—
whatever that is!

Herm.—Hey?

Both.—Byzantine! (Raising their voices more and more.)

Dolores.—And you will hear the organ.

Indalecio—(How do you expect him to hear the organ?)

Herm.—Very well, very well; since you insist, I’ll stay here
to-day; but you must let me write a few lines to my sister, who is
looking for me to-night.

Indalecio.—Yes sir, just go into my study in here.
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Dolores (Who has gone to rear and looks thru the door).—Oh!

There goes don Saturio.

Indalecio.—Call him, call him!

Herm.—Hey?

Indalecio—We are going to introduce you to our town doctor.

Herm.—All right! (Shrugging his shoulders.)

Dolores.—Don Saturio! Don Saturio!

Indalecio.—Hurrah for senor de Zaragiieta! (Giving him an
affectionate slap or two on the shoulder.)

Herm.—He! He! He! (Don INDALECIO goes to rear)
(What an affectionate family it is! If I had known all this I'd
have tacked on a per cent or two.)

Scene XVII
The same and Donx SaTurio.

Saturio.—What’s the matter? Is the patient worse?

Indalecio.—No sir; we called you to introduce you to a col-
league.

Dolores.—Carlos’ physician.

Indalecio.—Doctor Zaragiieta came to Salamanca to see a
sick person and has honored us with a visit.

Saturio.—Well, what a coincidence! (Approaching) 1 am
very much pleased to make your acquaintance.

Herm.—It’s mutual sir.

Indalecio (To Doxa Dorores).—(Is the study in order?)

Dolores.—1 don’t know; I’ll go and see.

Indalecio—(I’ll go too and get the paper) You gentlemen
just wait. (They go out first right.)

Scene XVIII

Don Saturio and Don HERMOGENES, then DoN INDALECIO
and DofAa DoLoREs.

Saturio.—What a piece of good luck to meet you here! (He
offers him the arm chair. RARAGUETA sits down. Pause. Don
Saturio offers him a cigarette.)

Herm.—(This meeting people is a great bore. What do 1
care about the town doctor?)
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Saturio.—(Now the big city doctor will see what we country
doctors amount to.) A cigarette?

Herm.—Thanks.

Saturio.—It’s a real pleasure to make your acquaintance. I
have seen your name mentioned approvingly in the professional
periodicals, and I am glad to have the opportunity of speaking
with you, to tell you my opinion about the caseof your patient
here and to learn whether your diagnosis corresponds with mine.
You understand I have never heard what your opinion is.

Herm.—(I wonder what the man is talking about!) (Puffing
mouthfuls of smoke and making no effort to listen.)

Saturio.—After having put the patient thru an examination
of ausculation and percussion, with the greatest thoroness, I have
become convinced that the important viscera are in perfect physio-
logical condition; that there is no noticeable lesion in any one of
them, and that, as I conceive of it, the malady centers solely and
exclusively in the nervous centers as much in the voluntary system
as in the involuntary. It is a case, then, in my humble opinion,
of simple nervous exhaustion, of neurasthenia, and consequently
the whole therapeutic plan should be directed toward an equili-
brium between the two systems. Do you agree with me?

Herm.—Hey?

Saturio.—1 asked if we agreed in diagnosis?

Herm (Cheerfully).—I haven’t understood a single word
you’ve said.

Saturio (Piqued).—Well, 1 flatter myself that I’ve made
myself clear. I said it’s a case of neurasthenia. Everybody
knows what neurasthenia is! (Raising his voice.)

Herm.—Oh, yes, tenia. That’s high-brow for tapeworm.
Have you got a tapeworm? (Enter Dofa DoLorEs and Don
INDALECIO.)

Saturio.—What’s the fellow talking about? (Rising.)

Dolores.—Did you notice how deaf he is!

Saturio.—Oh, is he deaf?

Indalecio.—Absolutely.

Saturio.—Why didn’t you tell me before? So you—(Indi-
cating his ear.)

Herm.—Yes sir, yes sir; I hear a little out of this one, and not
at all out of this one.

Saturio.—Great Scott, man, great Scott!

Herm.—Hey?

Saturio (Shouting in his ear).—Great Scott!
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Indalecio (Loud to DoN SATURIO thinking that he is speaking
with ZARAGUETA).—You must come to-day—Oh, I got my doctors
mixed. (Laughing) You must come and dine with us to-day,
Serior Zaragiieta will not leave town till tomorrow—

Saturio.—Oh! Then we’ll have a chance to talk things over
at our leisure. (7o ZARAGUETA.)

Herm—Hey?

Saturio.—We will talk the case over later! (Loud.)

Herm.—All right! (What a quack this doctor is!) May I go
in now and write that little note? (To Dona DoLoREs.)

Dolores.—Whenever you wish.

Herm.—Excuse me, sir. (To Don SaTurio.)

Saturio and Herm.—Pleased to have made your acquaint-
ance—(Both at the same time.)

Herm.—DT’ll see you shortly again. (Exit first right.)

Saturio.—Well, I'm going. Dinner at twelve, eh?

Indalecio.—Yes, at twelve sharp.

Saturio.—I’ll be there without fail. You will see how well
doctor Zaragiieta agrees with me about what ails Carlos: nervous-
ness, nothing but nervousness, nothing but nervousness: shower-
baths, nothing but shower-baths. (Exit rear.)

Scene XIX
Doxa Dovrores, Don INDALECIO, then MARUJA.

Indalecio—Hurry, Dolores, and get the dinner ready right
away. It must be a real banquet. We’re entertaining a man
who is no doubt used to good eating in Madrid.

Dolores.—And we’re entertaining you, who are always ready
to eat.

Indalecio.—1 won’t deny it. (MARUJA comes down the stair-
way.)

Dolores.—Oh, Maruja, tell Gregoria to go post-haste to the
butcher for a leg of mutton and to take down one of the hams in
the pantry.

Maruja.—Why are you doing so much?

Indalecio.—We have an important guest.

Maruja.—A guest? Who?

Dolores—You’d never guess it. Carlos’ doctor.

Maruja.—Don Saturio?

Dolores.—No, the one from Madrid.
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Indalecio.—The one he dreamed about last night.

Dolores.—Doctor Zaragieta.

Maruja.—It isn’t possible!

Dolores.—Yes, he arrived a moment ago. He’s there in the
study writing a letter.

Maruja—(Oh Heavens!) (Greatly frightened.)

Indalecio.—A very likeable gentleman. (He opens the trap-
door of the cellar.)

Dolores.—It’s a pity he’s so deaf.

Maruja.—(That’s Zaragiieta) But, why did he come?

Dolores.—Don’t get excited; he just came to have the pleasure
of making our acquaintance.

Maruja.—(They don’t know anything) And Carlos? Has
he seen him yet?

Dolores.—No, he hasn’t come back from his walk yet.

Indalecio.—Dolores, let’s go down cellar.

Dolores.—What for?

Indalecio.—To open the barrel of sherry wine.

Dolores.—Let Perico go down for it.

Indalecio.—He’s so stupid. Remember what happened to
the Carthusian wine. He left the spigot open and nearly half of it
ran out. We bottled it ourselves. Come! Come!

Dolores.—Very welll—Maruja, you get out the silver and see
that the good dishes are cleaned.

Maruja.—Yes, ma’am.

Indalecio (Who has already descended two steps).—Good wines
are for special occasions, and I know this sherry is delicious. Itis
fifty-four years old, just as old as you are. I tell you that’s old!

Dolores.—Hurry, Indalecio, hurry!

Indalecio—Take care you don’t fall. (They descend into
the cellar.)

SceneE XX
Maruja then Carros.

Maruja.—Poor Carlos! What a scene there’ll be when uncle
and aunt find it all out! I don’t know what to do!

Indalecio (From below).—Maruja!

Maruja (Crouching down and looking into the cellar).—What

do you want?
Indalecio—Make a sweet dessert: pudding, custard, what-

ever you please.
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Maruja.—All right, uncle.—I’m in a pretty state of mind to
make a nice dessert. To think that that man’s right here in this
house! (Looking thru the key-hole front right) Yes, he’s there writ-
ing. What can he be writing, good Heavens!

Carlos (First left).—What’s that, what are you looking at?

Maruja.—Oh, Carlos, come here, for Heaven’s sake!

Carlos.—What’s the matter?

Maruja.—Look who’s in here.

Carlos.—Who? (Leaving the gun, the game-bag and the cart-
ridge box on the chest.)

Maruja.—Just look and see.

Carlos (Looks thru the key-hole).—Za—Za—Zaragiieta! (Fall-
ing back from the door in dismay.)

Maruja.—Zaragiieta himself.

Carlos.—That fellow here! When did he come?

Maruja.—Just a little while ago.

Carlos.—Have uncle and aunt seen him?

Maruja.—Yes.

Carlos.—I’m done for, then!

Maruja.—No, not yet. " You know I told them this Zaragiieta
was your doctor, so they’ve taken him for a doctor, and he’s so
deaf they haven’t learned anything different.

Carlos.—But are you absolutely sure that uncle and aunt
don’t suspect anything?

Maruja.—Not a thing. Why, they’ve even invited him to
dinner. They are down cellar now, bottling wine to do him honor.
(A4l of this scene should move very rapidly.)

Carlos.—Oh, Maruja, my darling! I’'m ruined! What shall
I do?

Maruja.—I don’t know what to advise you.

Carlos.—The only thing I can do is run away. I'll go. I’ll
go right now.

Maruja.—But where can you go?

Carlos.—I don’t know. To Madrid, anywhere. From there
I’ll write to uncle and aunt and tell them the whole truth; I’ll ask
them to forgive me, and if they do, I’ll come back—and if they
don’t, good-bye forever, my dear, dear cousin!

Maruja.—Carlos! .

Carlos.—There’s no other way. Good-bye, good-bye. (At
rear) But where am I going when I haven’t a penny? (Stopping.)

Maruja.—Oh, you can go all right. T’ll give you what’s in
my money-box.
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Carlos.—1 don’t know whether I ought to—yes, I ought to.
Give me whatever you want to.

Maruja.—UL’ll give you all I have.

Carlos.—No, not all. Twenty duros is enough.

Maruja.—Dll run right upstairs. (Exit running up the stair-

way.)
Scene XXI

CARrLOS, then Don HERMOGENES, afterwards Perico, GREG-
oRri1a and Pio.

Carlos.—Good Lord!—here this creature rolls into town and
spoils all of my plans! And I've got to sneak off like a thief!
But why should I sneak off? He’s the one that ought to go away—
Yes, and I’ll make him go away. Uncle and aunt are down cellar;
here’s my chance. (He closes the trap-door of the cellar) Here’s
where I need you Mr. Gun (He takes the gun) It isn’t loaded; but
it’ll serve to scare him with. There’s no time to lose. (Approach-
ing the first door right) Ah! There he comes now! (Holds his
gun ready.)

Herm (From first right, sticking a stamp on the envelope).—
What pleasant people! They even had the stamp ready for me!

Carlos.—You get out of here double quick! (Aiming at him.)

Herm (Frightened).—Carlos! Carlos, my good friend!

Carlos (Aiming).—You’ll go or I’ll kill you!

Herm.—Help! Help! (Backing till he is stopped by the wall
between the door of the study and that of the wood room.)

Carlos.—Get out, I tell you!

Herm.—They’re killing me!  (Pio appears at rear and PErICO
and GREGORIA from the kitchen-door. DoN HERMOGENES enters
rapidly first right, closing the door behind him.)

Gregoria—Good Heavens!

Perico.—Carlos, what are you doing?

Pio.—Hold him! Hold him! He’s gone crazy. That was
what don Saturio was afraid of. (PErico and Pio seize CarLOs
by the arms; he resists.)

Carlos.—Let me go, let me go! That fellow’s a scoundrel.

Pio.—Raving crazy!

Perico—Sefior Carlos, for Heaven’s sake!

Carlos.—Let me go, let me go!

Pio.—Lock him up, lock him up! (Al of this almost at the
same time and very quickly spoken.)
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Perico.—Where?

Gregoria—Here in the wood room. (Opening the door of the
wood room. She helps PERICO and Pio and by their united efforts
they force CARLOS into the wood room and shut the door.)

Pio and Gregoria—In with you!

Pio.—Crazy! Raving crazy!

Scene XXII

The same except CarLos and DoNn HERMOGENES, afterwards
Dosa Dorores and DonN INDALECIO from the cellar; soon after
Maruja.

Perico.—Now he’s safe enough. (Turning the key.)

Pio.—Dear me, what a terrible thing!

Gregoria.—How he frightened me!

Carlos (Within).—Let me out! Let me out! (Pounding on
the trap-door. The three who are standing on it are frightened and
jump.)

Three.—Oh!

Indalecio (Below).—Gregoria!

Dolores (Idem).—Perico!

Gregoria.—Master and mistress! a-

Both.—Lift the door, lift the door! (PERICO rises the trap-
door and the two come up hastily.) ~

Dolores.—Who dropped that door?

Indalecio.—What’s the matter?

Dolores.—Who'’s that shrieking so?

Maruja (Coming from the stairway).—(Good gracious! I
wonder what has happemed now!)

Perico.—Oh! Sefior!

Gregoria.—Oh! Senora!

Pio.—Oh! Don Indalecio! Oh! Dona Dolores!

Indalecio.—What’s the matter? Tell me!

Carlos (Within).—Open the door!

Dolores.—Carlos in there?

Pio.—We locked him up.

Indalecio—Why?

Pio.—He’s gone mad!

Maruja, Dolores and Indalecio.—Eh?

Pio.—He tried to shoot that stranger.

Indalecio and Dolores.—Good Heavens!
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Maruja.—Horrors!

Pio.—He had a fit just as don Saturio said he would.

Carlos (Within).—It’s alie! I’'m notcrazy. Senor Zaragiieta
is a rascal ! :

Dolores.—Good gracious! To call such a kind gentleman a
rascal!

Indalecio—There’s no doubt of it; he’s gone crazy.

Dolores—Where is the gentleman?

Pio.—He’s there in the study.

Indalecio.—Senor Zaragiieta!—(Calling.)

Dolores—Come out; there’s nothing to be afraid of now. -

Indalecio.—He’s locked himself in.

Pio.—Yes, he was terribly frightened.

Dolores—And he won’t answer.

Indalecio—Of course he won’t. He can’t hear. Let him
alone; he’ll come out pretty soon.

Dolores.—We must have a doctor.

Pig.—Call don Saturio.

Indalecio—T’ll go post-haste to his house. (Exit running
rear.)

Pio.—TI'll go to the drug-store to see if he’s there. (Idem.)

Carlos (Within).—Let me out, or I’ll break the door down!

Dolores (Frightened).—Gracious! Gracious! (Going away
from the door.)

Pio.—Don’t worry, the door is good and strong (Exit rear
right.)

Dolores.—Good gracious, what a disaster! My poor nephew!

Maruja—You’re excited, aunt. Gregoria, make her some
tea. Now auntie go and drink it. (Pushing her gently toward
the kitchen) I’ll stay here. (In a very loud voice so that CARLOS can
hear 1t.)

Gregoria.—Now, sefiora, don’t take it to heart so.

Dolores.—Poor little Carlos! (Exit GREGORIA to kitchen.)
My poor nephew!

Maruja.—Tea! Tea! (She closes the kitchen-door.)

Scene XXIII

Maruja then CarLos.

Maruja—He must go away now, there’s nothing else to do.
(She opens the door and leaves it wide open.)

Carlos.—Oh! Maruja, darling!
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Maruja.—What have you done now?

Carlos.—Yes, I spoiled it all, I know. I wanted to frighten
him—I’m going away, I’m going away this minute.

Maruja.—Take the money. Three thousand two hundred
reales.

Carlos.—All of it? How good you are! Thanks, a thousand
thanks! (Kissing her hand) Good-bye, good-bye, Maruja! I’ll
try to catch the first train.

Maruja.—But are you going to leave your valise behind?

Carlos.—Don’t talk to me about valises. Throw me my over
.coat—and a kiss or two from the window. (MARUJA runs up the
stairway and CARLOS goes out rear right.)

Scene XXIV
DoN HerMOGENES, then CARLOS.

Herm (Opening the door cautiously).—I don’t believe there’s
anyone here; at least I don’t hear anything. Deafness has its
inconveniences attimes. No, nobody. [I’ll get out of here. After
all, I went in of my own free will. (Starts out rear and returns
immediately) Oh! Carlos again! He saw me! He’s going to
kil me. Lord help me! (He runs into the wood room and closes
1t.)

Carlos.—Listen! Listen! Oh! You’ve shut yourself up in
there, have you? Well, you’ll stay there a while. (Turning the
key and putting it in his pocket— Now I can go with an easier mind.
(Reaches rear of stage. He hears DoN INDALECIO and DoN SaTURIO
speaking. Returning) Good Heavens! My uncle and don Satu-
rio. What shall I do? TI’ll go thru the back yard. (Gotng to the
first door left.)

Dolores.—Let me alone; I don’t want anything. (In the
kitchen.) .

Carlos.—My aunt! She mustn’t see me (Returns and goes
to the first door right, which he closes.)

Scene XXV
GRrEGORIA and DoXa DoLOREs from the kitchen, DoN INDA-
LEC10, DoN Saturio and Pio rear right.

Gregoria.—But sefiora—
Dolores.—1 don’t want to do anything but cry.
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Saturio (Appearing, followed by Don INDALECIO and Pio).—
Keep calm, keep calm.

Dolores.—Oh, don Saturio!—

Saturio.—Keep calm; I was afraid of this; but there’s a
remedy for everything. Carlos is in the wood room, eh?

Dolores.—Yes sir.

Saturio.—Well, we’ll open it—(Approaching.)

Pio.—Be careful, he was raving.

Saturio.—Oh, he won’t hurt me.

Pio.—But you know he has the gun.

Saturio.—Oh! That’s a different matter. (Stopping.)

Dolores—Why he wanted to shoot his own doctor! (Don
SATURIO retreats.)

Saturio.—Does he have it in for doctors? Well then, we must
be cautious, I don’t trust crazy people, especially when they have
guns. Where’s the doctor?

Dolores.—He locked himself in there, in the study. (After
trying the door) He’s still locked in.

Saturio.—Call him. I must consult him—

Dolores (Very loud).—Senor de Zaragiieta! Sefor de Zara-
gleta!

Indalecio.—Yes, yes, you’re wasting your breath.

Saturio.—How so?

Indalecio.—He can’t hear you. You remember how deaf he
is.

Saturio.—That’s so! Well, no matter, I’m sure he’ll approve
my plan! Where’s that lazy Perico? Tell him to bring the thing
at once. (7o GREGORIO, who goes to rear right.)

Pio.—He seems to be quieter now; I don’t hear him. Car-
los!

Dolores.—Carlos, dear! (At the wood room.)

Indalecio.—I wonder if he’s dead?

Saturio.—No. Just a fainting-spell, I'm sure. There’s no
time to lose. Oh! here they are at last!

SceNeE XXVI

The same, GREGORIA with a large pail full of water, and PEr1CO
with the force pump and hose and a step-ladder.

Dolores.—Oh, what are you going to do? (Frightened.)

Saturio.—Hydrotherapy, madam; give him a shower-bath.
That will calm him.
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Dolores—But if he’s fainted?

Saturio.—It will bring him to. (They have set the pail near
the door) Let me see; bring that ladder here. (He leans it against
the transom of the wood-room) Is the water cold enough? (He puts
his hand into 1t) Yes.

Dolores.—But, don Saturio.

Indalecio.—Let him alone; he knows what he’s dong. (He
drinks from the milk pitcher when they are not looking at him.)

Saturio.—The apparatus isn’t very good for this purpose, but
it’s all we have—Give me the hose. (Beginning to climb the
ladder. Stopping and coming down.) (No, he has the gun.) Perico
take this; you goup. Pio work the pump. (To PeErico) Now,
look thru the transom and be careful. Do you see him?

Perico (From the ladder).—Yes, I can see something on the
fire wood.

Saturio.—Well, aim so we’ll be sure to hit him. (70 Pio)
And you pump with all your might. (70 Perico) Now put it
straight at his head. (Noise of water.)

Herm (Very loud within).—Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!

Saturio.—He’s come to now! Steady! Steady!

Herm (Within).—Oh, murder! Help, murder!

Scene XXVII
The same, MARUJA, then CARLOS.

Maruja.—Oh, what is it now?

Carlos (Coming out).—Well, this thing has gone far enough.
(General astonishment. Tableau.)

Saturio.—Carlos!

Dolores and Indalecio.—It’s you!

Pio.—It’s he!

Saturio.—Who’s in there, then?

Carlos.—That rascal Zaragiieta! I locked him in There’s
the key. (DoN SaTURIO picks it up and unlocks the door.)

Dolores.—Why, Carlos!

Indalecio.—Why, my dear Carlos'

Scene XXVIII

The same, and DoN HERMOGENES, from the wood room.
Saturio (To DoNn HERMOGENES as he comes out).—I hope
you’ll pardon my blunder.
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Herm (Coming out completely soaked and emptying the water
out of his hat on the stage).—That was a mighty poor joke! Hand
over my three thousand pesetas! (Shivering.)

Indalecio.—What’s that?

Dolores.—Eh?

Carlos.—Yes uncle, it’s a fact. This man isn’t what you
think he is; he came here just because I owe him that amount.

Indalecio (To Carros).—Three thousand pesetas for profes-
sional services! (In a very loud voice to ZARAGUETA) Three thou-
sand pesetas?

Herm.—Yes sir, three thousand pesetas.

Saturio.—That’s a good, stiff bill! (7o Don INDALEcIO)

Indalecio.—It’s an outrage, I tell you.

Herm.—Come now, produce the money or I’ll have him
arrested.

Indalecio.—This poor boy arrested? Here take your money
—and good-bye, the Lord go with you. (He hands him the money
in bills.)

Herm. (Taking out the notes).—Here are the papers .

Carlos (Snatching them from him).—Let me have them.
They’re no good any more. (He tears them and throws them into
the waste-basket.)

Herm.—All right.  Good-bye and good luck to you. (Exit
running, rear right.) ,

Indalecio.—Go to the devill—He didn|t hear me. (Running
to the rear of the stage and very loud) Go to the devil!

Saturio.—Three thousand pesetas! That’s the way Madrid
doctors get rich!

Carlos.—Oh, my dear uncle! Oh, my dear aunt! I'm all
right now. Do you know what was the matter with me? It was
that doctor. (Embracing his uncle and aunt.)

Dolores.—Well, we’ll send you to Paris anyway.

Carlos.—No, now I’ll stay here with you. I’ll go to Paris
when you send me there on my honey-moon with Maruja.

Indalecio and Dolores.—What’s that? (Joyfully.)

Carlos.—If she’s willing .

Maruja.—Tll give you my answer when I’m convinced that
you’ve completely recovered. (Significantly.)

Indalecio—You go with her. (7o Carvros.)

Pio.—Oh, what a weight has been taken off my back! I’ll
tell my mother that you and she are going to get married and
that leaves me free.
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Carlos.—You get yourself made a priest in a hurry and we’ll
have you marry us.

Pio.—T’ll be delighted to.

Dolores.—1 just can’t get over it. What a trick Doctor
Zaragieta played on us!—

Indalecio.—And we were inviting him to dinner! Well, I’ll
punish him by eating his share. Tell them to set the table! (7o
the audience.)

Now comes the part I dread the most,
As I'm a living sinner.

Applaud a bit, kind friends, 1 pray,
Then I’ll enjoy my dinner.

Curtain

DISTANCE
By HazevL HaLL

Somewhere there is a hill that’s green;
Somewhere there is the sea;

And though the miles yawn in between

It is the same to me. '

There may be desert-sands and downs,
Or rearing cataracts;

There may be swarms of huddled towns
With hungry chimney-stacks.

There may be dusty roads and ways
A pilgrim cannot pass

Unless he lays him down and prays
For foot-feel of the grass.

I know not what lies in between;

It is the same to me;

Somewhere there is a hill that's green
Somewhere there is the sea!



THE BALLAD IMITATIONS
OF SWINBURNE

By Constance Rummons

I

WINBURNE?’S probably is not a name which would oc-
cur to the general reader in connection with imitations
of the border ballads. To one who happened never to
have read one of his ballads,—who knew him only by
Atalanta in Calydon, the Hymn to Froserpine or The
Deserted Garden,—it would seem almost preposterous

that he could have written what Mr. Gosse praises as ‘““‘rugged
pieces . . . in which the aboriginal Northumbrian accent is
more closely reproduced than in any other ‘imitation’ border
ballad.” Certainly there is nothing in the great mass of his work
to suggest that the popular ballads exerted any influence upon it.
This study will be confined to that part of it upon which their in-
fluence is, so to speak, concentrated.

In this respect, there is a marked difference between his
poetry and that of Sir Walter Scott, in which the traces of ballad
influence are everywhere visible. Yet it is only to Scott’s that we
can compare Swinburne’s ballads, for fidelity to the ballad spirit
and language. The work of these two, the earliest and the latest
ballad imitators, is more alike, and more like the originals, than
that of any others of the numerous poets of the nineteenth cen-
tury who sought inspiration at the same source. In this compar-
ison, however, we are somewhat hampered by the fact that most
of Scott’s best imitation of the ballad style consists undoubtedly
in his emendation and revision of the mutilated originals of bal-
lads published in the Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border, and is now
extremely difficult to separate from the context. For it is pretty
certain that he was guilty of doing what William Morris declared
Swinburne capable of,—“writing in verses that no one would be
able to tell from the original stuff.” Certainly none of Scott’s
avowed ballad imitations would be mistaken for a traditional bal-
lad, but many of Swinburne’s stanzas, though perhaps none of his
ballads in its entirety, might easily be so mistaken.

58
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The difference is due to a difference in their attitudes rather
than in their powers, and this again is a matter of the periods in
which they lived. Scott’s age, while antiquarian in spirit, was
not scientifically but romantically antiquarian; it was interested
in traditional poetry for its intrinsic merit, and did not care to
preserve inferior or mutilated pieces merely because they were
traditional. Scott, therefore, saw no harm in filling in the gaps of
a narrative, or in rewriting a poor stanza, and in doing this he
naturally sought to reproduce the style of the original so closely
that the patching would not be obvious,—and succeeded so well
that he is the despair of the modern researcher. On the other
hand, Scott’s age was one of originality, and when it suited him to /
use the ballad form he used it with as much freedom as Colerldge
or any other of his contemporaries. :

Swinburne’s period, the decadence of the Victorian age, was
less original and more stylistic,—and therefore more inclined to
exactness in its imitations of the mediaeval models to which, far
more than the Romantic period, it returned. Swinburne, particu-
larly, was a facile imitator of styles and languages not his own.
He wrote French verse, and Greek verse, and in both was highly
successful, as is well known. Probably his ballad-imitations may
be considered as similar tours de force, compositions in a rugged
language and meter, almost, if not quite, as alien to him as French.
It was said of his French verse that, in spite of its excellence, it
would never be mistaken for verse written by a Frenchman; and
in the same way it may be said that, with one or two possible ex-
ceptions, none of his ballads could be mistaken for genuine tradi-
tional ballads by any student of the latter.

In view of the well-known interest which Swinburne’s pre-
Raphaelite friends took in all types of mediaeval poetry, it would,
perhaps, seem hardly necessary to seek farther for the source of
his interest in the border ballads. If an additional reason be
needed, however, it is to be found in the pride and interest which
he always took in his Northumbrian ancestors. Like Scott, he de-
lighted to imagine them participating in the raids and forays
which afford the subject-matter for so many of the ballads. This
personal element gave a special point, in his case, to the general
pre-Raphaelite interest in them which he shared with Morris and
Rossetti.

His earliest interest in the ballads was roused by The Min-
strelsy of the Scottish Border, which he took delight in as a boy.
It would seem probable, however, considering how much the bal-

-
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lads were “in the air” during the nineteenth century, that he had
studied some of the many later collections.

Through much of Swineburne’s ballad work, another impor-
tant influence may be traced, besides that of the traditional bal-
lads. This is the influence of the pre-Raphaelite school of poets,
with whom Swinburne was very intimate at the period when his
ballads were composed. This shows itself in an elaboration of de-
tail, an exotic richness of coloring, which was unknown to the
simple bards of the ballagds. Seldom in these do we find descrip-
tive details given, and where we do they are sure to be conven-
tional ballad terms: color is used occasionally in vivid splashes,
but it is likewise conventional. The ballad author, for example,
might speak of “gowns of goodly green,” but he could never give
us such a description as Swinburne’s of Lady Scales’ bower
maidens,

In their sma’ coats green and white;

With a red rose wrought for the left breast,
And a red wrought for the right.

It is sufficient here to give one example of pre-Raphaelite in-
fluence in Swinburne’s ballads. Throughout this study this in-
fluence will be traced, as well as that of the tradional ballads.

Swinburne’s ballad-imitations are nineteen in all, of which
four appeared in Poems and Ballads, First Series, 1866, three in
Poems and Ballads, Third Series, 1889, one in Astrophel and Other
Poems, 1894, and eleven posthumously, in the volume edited by
Mr. Gosse and Mr. Wise. Besides the nineteen ballads proper,
there are about eleven other poems, which while they show the
ballad influence strongly, for one reason or another cannot be
classed as ballads.

Of the four ballads in the Poems and Ballads, First Series,
two, May Janet and The Bloody Son, are adaptations of traditional
ballads from other languages,—the first from the Breton, the sec-
ond from the Finnish. The Breton ballad apparently has no par-
allel in English. In Swinburne’s version, it is an excellent ballad,
with swift movement and clear narrative, merits not always to be
found in Swinburne’s original ballads. As a whole, it is not highly
successful in preserving the ballad tone; but this is caught finely in
the fourth stanza:

“But I shall have her by land,” he said,
“Or I shall have her by sea,

Or I shall have her by strong treason
And no grace go with me.”



CONSTANCE RUMMONS 61

The Finnish original of The Bloody Son is related to the well-
known ballad, Edward, first published in Percy’s Religues, and
Swinburne’s rendering of it obviously owes much to the latter. It
is a very spirited rendering, and comes very close indeed, perhaps
closer than any of his original ballads, to reproducing the genuine
ballad style.

The warldis way, to the warldis end,

bears comparison with the finest lines in traditional ballad poetry.
In one point, however, his poetic taste has conquered his desire to
imitate the Border dialect, and he writes in the refrain:

And wot I hae not anither,

where strict observance of dialectical usage would require the awk-
ward line,

And I wot I hae nae anither.

The other two ballads in this volume, The King’s Daughter
and The Sea-Swallows, are less strictly imitative, and are strongly
pre-Raphaelite in coloring. One need but note the intricately
beautiful variations in the refrain of The King’s Daughter, to see
the difference between this and a traditional ballad. But the re-
frain itself is, of course, a ballad element, and there are many points
about the poem which suggest various individual ballads to parts
of which there is a resemblance. The opening stanza, for example

We were ten maidens in the green corn,
Small red leaves in the mill-water:
Fairer maidens never were born,
Apples of gold for the king’s daughter.

is strongly reminiscent of the opening stanzas of several ballads,
and particularly of this stanza from Gil Brenton:

We were sisters, sisters seven,
We were the fairest under heaven.

The repetition of the thought of the opening stanza in slight-
ly different phrasing, in stanzas 2 and 7, is worth noting, as highly
characteristic of Swinburne’s ballad method. It is borrowed, of
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course, from the ballad device of incremental repetition, but while
it is very beautifully handled, this is not incremental, and is quite
unessential to the story, and therefore un-ballad-like. True incre-
mental repetition he uses in stanzas 3-6, which have their counter-
parts in such traditional ballads as The Unco Knight’s Wooing and
The Cruel Brother, and again in stanzas 10-13, which might have
been suggested by the second and third stanzasof The Twa Sisters.
From the ballad point of view, which is that of the story, ten is an
unnecessarily large number of sisters (besides not being a magic
number) and four stanzas rather too much to devote to their des-
cription. But it is so exquisitely done, and the whole is so fine a
piece of pre-Raphaelite art, that one cannot but be glad that, in
this instance, he elected not to follow the ballad model strictly.
The Sea-Swallows is less open to the criticism of over-extended
use of incremental repetition. The most striking and the most
pre-Raphaelite feature of this poem is the colorful refrain line,

 Red rose leaves will never make wine.

[

The second refrain line is quite a typical ballad refrain,

The ways are sair from the Till to the Tyne,

and the poem on the whole has more of the ballad style than the
other. Thestoryisnotatall clear. The last stanza seems meant
to explain it,—but then who were the “two lovers” of stanza 2?
1 It would appear from this and others of his ballads that Swin-
burne considered gaps in the narrative a ballad characteristic,
whereas these only occur because the ballads have been mutilated
in oral transmission through generations. At any rate, the story
of the The Sea-Swallows is puzzling and unsatisfactory.

The Weary Wedding, the first of the ballads in Poems and
Ballads, Third Series, exemplifies Swinburne’s tendency (shown, I
think, not only in his ballads,) to allow his powers of versification
to run away with him, increasing the length of a poem out of all
proportion to the subject matter. He possessed very strikingly
the power of ringing many changes of the same thought, as in the
continually varied refrain of The King’s Daughter. In discussing
that poem, I mentioned that he there came perilously near over-
doing the use of the stock ballad device of incremental repetition.
In The Weary Wedding he quite oversteps the bound of restraint
in this respect. For example, instead of the usual three or five
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bequests of the dying bride, (in The Cruel Brother, they are to the
father, mother, sister, brother and brother’s wife,) he gives us
eleven, including bequests to three sisters, three brothers, the
bridegroom, best man, and bridesmaid. In the same way the
poem is lengthened in every part, until the whole amounts to fifty-
nine stanzas. The dreary refrain lines,

One with another,
and
Mother, my mother,

do nothing to save it from monotony.

Itis not intended to imply that the poem as a whole is devoid
of beauty, in spite of the somewhat wearisome impression it makes
There are remarkably melodious stanzas, like the third,

Too long have your tears run down like rain,
One with another.

For a long love lost and a sweet love slain,
Mother, my mother,

quite in Swinburne’s best manner. But it seems to me that the
piece would have been vastly improved by a stricter adherence to
the ballad ideal of simplicity.

From this we turn to The Witch Mother. This is a striking
piece, comparable for tragic quality to the finest of the traditional
ballads. The story is thatof Medea, with the added horror of the
children’s flesh being served to the faithless lover at his bridal
feast. The ballad idiom is admirably imitated, the language at-
taining in some places a high distinction:

And the rain is sair upon my face,
And sair upon my hair;

And the wind upon my weary mouth,
That never may man kiss mair.

The narrative moves swiftly to its impressive close,

And there were twae mair sangs in heaven,
And twae mair sauls in hell.

The next ballad is The Bride’s Tragedy, which has the striking
and ballad-like refrain,
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In, in, out and in,
Blaws the wind and whirls the whin.

The theme of this poem is worth particular notice for the resem-
blance it bears to those of several of the traditional ballads. Brief-
ly, it is this: A young man is restrained by his mother from
keeping tryst with his sweetheart, and goes the next day, only to
meet her as she comes from her wedding to another man. He
seizes her horse’s rein, and they ride away, pursued by the bridal
party. They come to a ford which is swollen by a flood. Rather
than return to her bridegroom, she chooses to “ride yon fell water,”
and they are drowned. The first and last parts of the narrative
are reminiscent of The Mother’s Malison, where the mother, un-
able to persuade her son to stay with her, curses him, and he is
drowned on his return. The elopement reminds one of Katherine
Jafferay, which suggested Lochinvar to Scott.

Not in the theme and refrain alone does the poem resemble
traditional ballads. The phraseology is distinctly ballad-like,
and there are some lines at whose particular origin we may guess.

Weel may ye get a light love yet,
But never a mither mair,

was surely suggested by the lines in The Douglas Tragedy,

True lovers I can get many a ane,
But a father can never get mair,

and it is worth while to note, in passing, how Swinburne
has smoothed the rough phrase of the ballad, without detracting
from its strength. There are other lines, more his own, which
strike the ballad note equally well, as, for example, the seventh
stanza:

When cocks were crawing and day was dawing,
He’s boun’ him forth to ride:
And the ae first may he’s met that day
Was fause Earl Robert’s bride.
In, in, out and in,
Blaws the wind and whirls the whin.

He uses internal rime throughout the poem. This is common
in ballads, though never so consistently used.
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Altogether, this is a very fine and spirited piece, to be placed
with The Witch Mother, among the best of Swinburne’s ballad-
imitations.

The last poem which we can strictly class as a ballad-imita-
tion, which was published in Swinburne’s lifetime, is The Brothers,
which appeared in Astrophel and Other Poems (1894). The theme
as in The Bloody Son, is the murder of one brother by another; but
the treatment has nothing in common with that of the latter, nor
has it much resemblance to the traditional ballad of The Twa
Brothers. The murderer, as in Edward and The Bloody Son, makes
a pilgrimage overseas in penance; after burying his victim:

Between the birk and the aik and the thorn,

but he returns after fifty years. He has the body exhumed and at
his touch blood gushes from the bones, which he takes for a sign
that his expiation is ended and death is about to release him. The
psychology of the piece is perhaps rather too subtle for a ballad,
but in other respects it is quite successful in catching the ballad
note. It has a fine double refrain,

Sweet fruits are sair to gather,

and
The wind wears owre the heather,

which adds to the melancholy effect of the piece.

Among the poems which I have classed as allied pieces show-
ing the influence of the ballads, the first is After Death in Poems
and Ballads, First Series. 'This very impressive poem is not strict-
ly of the ballad-type, but it owes much to the ballad in form and it
also bears some relationship, in its cynicism, to the Scottish ballad
of The Twa Corbies. The influence of the ballad upon its form is
shown in the device, which is not, strictly speaking, incremental
repetition, of giving a series of parallel phrases, each varying from
the last but all of similar import.

I had fair coins red and white,
And my name was as great light;

I had fair clothes white and red,
And strong gold bound round my head.

This device is used throughout the poem.
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Closely related to this piece ia 4 Lyke-Wake Song, in the vol-
ume of 1889. This might have been called a ballad, since Pro-
fessor Child has included a lyke-wake dirge in his collection, but
it seems better to restrict the term “ballad” to poems in which
the narrative element is more important. Swinburne, in his
Lyke-Wake Song, follows the ballad idiom more closely than' in
After Death, but otherwise this poem is much like the other. The
same parallelism is made use of:

Ye set scorn by the silken stuff
Now the grave is clean enough.

Ye set scorn by the rubis ring:
Now the worm is a saft sweet thing,

This, like the other, is a grim piece, with a harsh severity
that verges on the horrible.

A Reiver’s Neck-Verse is a lyrical piece, which hints at a story,
but can hardly be called narrative. The language is that of the
ballads. - There is a recklessness about the very swing of it that
suggests the godless spirit of the old freebooters. The first stanza
will be sufficient to illustrate its character:

Some die singing, and some die swinging,
And weel not a’ they be:

Some die playing, and some die praying,
And ? wot sae winna we, my dear,
And I wot sae winna we,

Very different is the spirit of 4 Jacobite’s Farewell. This

exhibits a tenderness quite unlike the hardened cynicism of the
Neck-Verse. ,

There’s nae mair lands to tyne, my dear,
And nae mair lives to gie:

Tho a man think sair to live nae mair,
There’s but one day to die.

*® * * * * * * *

O lands are lost and life’s losing,
And what were they to gie?

Fu’ mony a man gives all he can,
But nae man else gives ye.
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Only in the language and stanza form does this piece resemble
the ballads.

The same is true of 4 Jacobite’s Exile. This is a very fine
piece in its way, describing in a touching manner the nostalgia of
the Northumbrian in France.

On Aikenshaw the sun blinks braw,
The burn rins blithe and fain:

There’s naught wi’ me I wadna gie
To look thereon again.

One thing which particularly distinguishes the last three
pieces from the ballad type is their personal tone. Two other
pieces in this volume must be removed from the ballad classifica-
tion on that account. The first is The Winds, which is taken out
of its proper order for the better comparison with the similar poem
The Tyneside Widow. Both are laments in ballad style. The
former poem consists of but four stanzas and is most touching in
its simplicity and artistic restraint. It is one of the best of Swin-
burne’s poems in this style, but the lack of the epic impersonality
which must characterize the true ballad prevents its being so
classed. The subject and phrasing are such as we find in the best
traditional ballads. As an example of the closeness with which
it parallels ballad phraseology, compare the last two lines,

It might hae taken an hundred men,
And let my ae love be,

with such traditional lines as these from Barbara Livingston,

Thou micht hae taken anither woman,
And lat my lady be.

The Tyneside Widow is a lament of the same type, but less
effective because of its greater length. It has several very fine
and impressive stanzas, as for instance the ninth, the tenth, and
the last; but the effect of these is weakened by over-elaboration
and undue repetition in the rest of the poem,—for example, in the
seven introductory stanzas (in a poem of only fifteen stanzas!)
The language is the ballad-idiom, but in some places the thought
is on a different plane. One could scarcely imagine finding in a
ballad such lines as these

My life is sealed with a seal of love,
And locked with love for a key.
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Perhaps the best thing about the whole is the pathos of the
last stanza:

We were nane ower mony to sleep, my dear,
I wot we were but three;

And never a bed in the weary world
For my bairn and my dear and me, my love,
For my bairn and my dear and me.

The ballad influence is strongly shown in the song from Mary
Stuart “ And ye maun braid your yellow hair.” The language is
that of the ballads, and the stanza is the ballad-stanza lengthened
by two lines —a form often used in the ballads. There is more
than a hint in it of a sad story, and a reminiscence of the open-
ing stanzas of The Weary Wedding. It seems most like a snatch of
a ballad.

The Ballad of Dead Men’s Bay has very little to do with the
traditional ballads, but here and there the language is borrowed
from them. - Especially is this true of the opening stanza:

The seas wings owre the slants of sand,
All white with winds that drive;

The sea swirls up to the still dim strand,
Where nae man comes alive.

But this is not at all consistently followed out. For instance, in
the sixth Stanza, Swinburne has

For as day’s waesome span,

but in the very next stanza he writes “woe” instead of “wae,”
because it chances to suit the rime. In subject-matter, this mys-
tical piece has no relationship to the ballads.

II

We come now to what is perhaps, the hardest part of this
study, the discussion of the ballads published in the Posthumous
Poems. These eleven poems were placed first by the editors,
Edmund Gosse and Thomas James Wise, and form, in bulk, rath-
er more than a third of the whole volume. They were found
“among MSS. of the years 1862 and 1865 . . . With them
were found several of the ballads published at last in the Third
Series of Poems and Ballads (1889) but provisionally set up in type
in 1877.”
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Naturally, it is an interesting subject for conjecture why
Swinburne allowed so large a body of his ballad poetry to remain
unpublished. Mr. Gosse, in his preface to the Posthumous Poems,
attempts to explain the fact on the ground that these ballads were
censored by Rossetti, whose influence with Swinburne was very
great at the period when they were written, “as too rough and bare
for publication, and that only such as possessed a pre-Raphaelite
coloring or costume were permitted to pass the ordeal. But Swin-
burne persisted in his private conviction that a kind of poetry
much closer to the old rievers’ and freebooters’ loosely-jointed and
rambling folk-poems might be attempted, and he carefully pre-
served the ballads” published in the Posthumous Poems.

For various reasons, this explanation of Mr. Gosse’s fails to
satisfy. Rossetti’s criticism may have prevented Swinburne from
publishing most of his ballads in 1866, but when he finally decided
to include more of them in the volume of 1889, why did he select
a part of them and suppress the remainder? Did the hand of
Rossetti, then dead for seven years, reach out from the grave to
prevent his giving Lord Soulis and the rest to the world? And
why did not Rossetti rule out The Bloody Son, which is certainly
rugged enough, from the first volume? It seems to me that Mr.
Gosse’s hypothesis involves us in more difficulties than it clears up.

Before a more satisfactory theory can be framed, we must ex-
amine the suppressed ballads. Let us then proceed to the study
of them with that end in view.

The first of them is Lord Soulis, a rather long ballad (280
lines), whose subject-matter, as related by Mr. Gosse in the pre-
face, is in part traditional. There was a historical Lord Soulis,
and a wide-spread, though unfounded, tradition ‘““that he had
been boiled to death within the Druid circle of Nine-Stone-Rig,
which overlooks and slopes down to the Water of Hermitage.”
This cruel fate was supposed to have been accorded him for prac-
ticing witchcraft.

The ballad represents him as having created by his art three
castles, “Estness,” “Westness,” and Hermitage.

The twain to fall at his life’s ending,
The third always to stand.

In these he keeps prisoner three maidens, and his capture and
death are brought about by the father, brother, and lover, respect-
ively, of Annet, Janet, and Marjorie with the counsel of the “foul
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Borolallie.” The story, however, is unsatisfactory as it gives no
account of the fate of the three “mays” and their would-be res-
cuers. It is also contradictory, for, though Burd Annet’s father
says

Ye'll speir at Estness, ye’ll speir at Westness
But no at Hermitage,

they do “speir” at Hermitage.
The language is frequently vigorous and effective, in spite
of its wilful ruggedness, as in the following,

Gin I wist where I might be wroken of him,
Betwixen dark and day,

I wad give baith my soul and body
To hell to fetch away.

Again, in some places it has the true Swinburnian ring:

O ye’ll gang down to me, Janet,

For God’s sweet mercy and mine;

For I have sought ye the lang lands ower,
Those eight months wearing nine.

But there are many more places in which the ruggedness be-
comes awkwardness, and the effect is marred. For example,

Between the wa’s and the Hermitage Water,
In ways that were waxen red

There was cleaving of caps and shearing of jack,
And many a good man was there dead.

Here the length of the last line spoils the whole stanza.
There are few places where the language seems directly in-
fluenced by that of particular ballads. The lines,

The first of Estness, the last of Westness,
The middle of Hermitage,

bear some resemblance to

The Eastmuir king, and the Westmuir king,
And the king of Onorie,

in one of the versions of Fause Foodrage.

Pull off the green, and the goodly green,
Put on the black, the black,

also has a reminiscent ring.
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The “foul Borolallie,” who starts up to give advice when
needed, has his prototype in the familiar ballad fiend, the “Belly
Blin,” who counsels Burd Isbel in Young Bekie, and appears in
several other ballads, notably in King Arthur and King Cornwall,
where he is slightly disguised as the “ Burlow Beanie.”

Mr. Gosse, thinks it necessary to point out that Lord Scales
“has nothing to do with the universal poison-ballad of Lord Ran-
dal,” because the latter name is given to the hero. The most
casual perusal of the piece shows that it bears a close relation to an
entirely different ballad, that of Little Musgrave and the Lady
Barnard. In this ballad, the lady makes an assignation with
Little Musgrave, which is betrayed by a “little foot-page.” Lord
Barnard finds them and offers Little Musgrave a chance to defend
himself, but kills him and also his lady. In Swinburne’s ballad,
Lord Randal is freed from prison by Lord Scales’ wife, Lady Helen
who takes him to her chamber. Lord Scales comes, though it is
not clear how he has been warned; but, contrary to the ballad
story, it is he who is slain by Lord Randal, who attacks him with
the lady’s “girdle knife” and is victorious in a combat which is
rather unequal, as Lord Scales has on a “goodly coat,” “a’ bound
wi’ steel thickly,” while Lord Randal has “but a little shirt.”

Not only does the story resemble that of the ballad, but there
are close parallels in the language.

I hear a mouse rin by the straw,
And a bird rin by the coen,
is only a variation on the lines,

Me thinks I hear the throstle-cock,
Methinks I hear the jay,
of the traditional ballad. Again, we have
The first good straik Lord Randal strak,
The red blood sprang upon his face,
and in the other,

The first stoke that little Musgrave stroke
He hurt Lord Barnard sore '

The lines,

Wake ye or sleep ye now, madame,
Ye’se gar make room for me,

resemble these, from Willie and Lady Maisry, where the father
surprises the lovers,

Ye sleep ye, wake ye, daughter Maisry,
Ye’ll open, lat me come in.
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On the other hand, though the language has so many ballad
elements, there are also a great many pre-Raphaelite features
about this piece. Such lines as the fifteenth stanza,

The insides of her bed curtains,
The gold was gone them thru;

The outsides of her bed curtains,
They were full merry and blue.

the twenty-seventh,

The small tears fell about her face
Between her lips and his;

From side to side of her gold hair
Her face was full sad to kiss,

and the description of the bower-maidens in the thrity-eighth,

In their sma’ coats green and white;
With a red rose wrought for the left breast,
And a rose wrought for the right,

have no affinity with anything in the traditional ballads. Yet
Swinburne has not made of this a purely pre-Raphaelite piece,
like The King’s Daughter, any more than he has taken care to pre-
serve the ballad tone thoughout, as in The Bride’s Tragedy. Itis
this mingling of somewhat incongruous elements which prevents
Lord Scales from being as effective as these undoubtedly are.

Burd Margaret is the story of a maiden who believes herself
betrayed and forsaken by her lover. He returns, however, and
bears her off. Her brothers jeer at her, and he kills them. Inits
main outlines, the plot is not very different from that of The Broom
of the Cowdenknowes, though in the latter the heroine is of low de-
gree.

The first stanza,

O wha will get me wheaten bread,
And wha will get me wine?
And wha will build me a gold cradle
To rock this child of mine?

resembles the opening stanzas of Annie of Roch Royal,
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O wha will shoe my fu’ fair foot?
An’ wha will glove my han’?

An’ wha will lace my middle jimp
Wi’ the new-made London ban’?

Or wha will kemb my yallow hair,
Wi’ the new-made silver kemb?
Or wha’ll be father to my young bairn,
Till Love Gregor come hame?

The stanzas,

The first of them had fair Milan coats,
The second had but likes and jacks;
The third had coats of fair scarlet,
. And gold across their caps;

There were three and three wi’ bits of steel
And three and three with siller fine,

And three and three wi’ bits of gold,
Was red as fair new wine,

might have been suggested by the stanzas in Kinmont Willie,

There were five and five before them a’,

Wi’ hunting-horns and bugles bright;
And five and five came wi’ Buccleugh,

Like Warden’s men arrayed for fight; etc

Besides these, there are no places where the language resem-
bles that of any particular traditional ballad. It does not in any
place reach a high level of distinction. There are some lines which
while contrary to the ballad type, and pre-Raphaelite in tendency,
are not, on the other hand, of very high quality from the latter
point of view. Such, for example, is the sixth stanza,

The tears ran thru her fair sma’ mouth;
(one is inclined to wonder how this is physically possible!)

The white bones small and thin
Were waxen sharper in her lang throat,
And in her wrists and chin.

On the whole, it is impossible to assign any great merit to
this piece.
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The Worm of Spindlestonheugh is a ballad whose source has
peculiar interest. There is supposed to have been a traditional
ballad of that title, of which The Hagg Worm is a surviving ver-
sion, and a forged ballad on the same legend was published in 1776.
The story is of a magical transformation, of the type familiar to
ballad readers in Kemp Owyne, Allison Gross, and The Laidley Worm
and the Machrel of the Sea. As in Kemp Owyne, the malice of a
wicked stepmother transforms the heroine (in the other two bal-
lads it is the hero) to the shape of a “laidley worm,” or dragon.
Her brother, like Kemp Owyne, hears of this in a foreign land
where he is, and comes over the sea, fearing some harm has come
to his sister. Again like Kemp Owyne, he releases her by kissing
her thrice, and takes vengeance on her wicked stepmother.

Such transformation-stories were the common property of
myth and legend all over Euope, and the usual method of break-
ing the spell was by a kiss, or, as here, three kisses. Morris has
given us a story on this theme in The Earthly Paradise. The
Northumbrian form of the legend, upon which Swinburne has
founded his ballad, is highly localized. The heroine’s father is
Ida, king of Northumbria, and his castle is Bamborough Castle,
where the wicked queen, metamorphosed into a toad, is still sup-
posed to dwell. The neighboring locality of Spindlestonheugh is
the scene of the “worm’s” devastations.

Swinburne has followed the traditional story with consid-
erable fidelity. He begins, as does The Hagg Worm, with the
heroine, Lady Helen, left at home to keep her father’s house.
Word is brought to her that her father has taken a new wife, and
she goes to meet her. Then Swinburne interpolates an account
of the hardships suffered by her at her stepmother’s hands:

And she’s ate of the foul swine’s meat
With her saft lips and fine;

She’s put her mouth to the rank water
Was poured amang the swine.

After a while the stepmother apparently tires of this sort of
cruelty, and

She’s witched her body to a laidley worm,
A laidley worm to be.

The duration which she pronounces for this spell is inconsistent
with the denouement:
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The red fruit shall grow in green river water,
And green grass in the wet sea,

Ere ye shall come to a fair woman,
A fair woman to be.

Word is brought to her mother,—whom Swinburne names Lord
Richard instead of Child o’ Wynd,—of the devastation caused by
the “worm’’ and of the disa.ppeant;‘i;:l of his sister. He apparent-
ly suspects the witchcraft of his stepmother, for he has a ship built
“a’ of the rowan tree,”’—supposedly a protection against spells. «
This circumstance is taken from the traditional ballad, as is the
difficulty which they have in landing, which in Swinburne’s ver-
sion is overcome by the magic virtue of vervein. He frees his sis-
ter in the traditional manner, and vows vengeance on the witch,
though the manner in which he takes it is left in doubt.

The anguage in one or two places bears a close resemblance to
that of The Hagg Worm. In the latter we read,

For seven miles east and seven miles west,
And seven miles north and south

Nae blade of grass or corn will grow
For the venom of her mouth,

and in Swinburne’s piece

For nine miles out of Spindlestonheugh
Of grass and rye there is nae routh;

There is sma’ routh of the good red corn,
For the breath of her rank mouth.

In general, however, the resemblance is in the circumstances
rather than in the diction. The mention of the keys at the open-
ing of the poem is an instance.f In the ballad we have

She’s knotted the keys upon a string,
And with her she has them taen;

She cast them o’er her left shoulder
And to the gates is gaen.

Swinburne has

She’s taen the keys intil her hands
Between the red sun and the moon;

The rain ran down upon the grass
And stained in her silk shoon.
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She’s taen the keys to her girdle-tie
Between the warm sun and the weet;
The rain that was between the grass and rye
Ran down upon her feet.

These stanzas will serve to show us wherein, in general,
Swinburne’s poem differs from the traditional ballad. The lan-
guage, it will be noted, is more archaic, less commonplace. But
at the same time elements are introduced that do not belong to the
ballad style, but are distinctly of the pre-Raphaelite school. The
last three lines in each stanza illustrate this. They are also partic-
ularly characteristic of Swinburne’s ballad-manner, for he is no-
tably fond of water in all forms, and seems to delight in descrip-
tions of rain or tears “running down.” There are other instances
of pre-Raphaelite tendencies in this poem: for example, the second
stanza,

Lady Helen sat in Spindlestonheugh
With gold upon her head;
The green gown on her fair body
. Was woven with golden thread.

A green gown, “woven with golden thread,” is a refinement which
would not have occurred to a ballad-author,—it is one of those
subtly rich sense appeals which are the distinctive property of the
pre-Raphaelites.

In this poem, then, as in Lord Scales, we find a mingling of
traditional and pre-Raphaelite elements which detracts from the
consistency, and therefore from the effectivenss of the piece.

The next poem is Duriesdyke, in connection with which it is
expedient to consider Lady Maisie’s Bairn, although the latter
is removed from it in order. The former begins, in the manner of
Tam Lin and The Broomfield Hill, with a prohibition to maidens
to go to get broom at Duriesdyke. The heroine disregards this,
and meets there Lord John, who has long wooed her. She yields
to him, and he asks her to sail with him. She refuses because her
mother needs her attendance, and he sails without her. Later,
however, she regrets her decision, for

It fell upon the midwinter,
She gat mickle scathe and blame;
She’s bowed herself by the white water
To see his ships come hame.
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The end of the piece leaves her still waiting for him: the final stan-
zd is

O stir not for this nied, baby,

O stir not at my side;
Ye’ll have the better birth, baby,
Gin ye wad but a little abide.

The second piece, Lady Maisie’s Bairn, begins with the birth
of a child on a ship during a storm; the father and mother seem to
be quarrelling. The ship is overwhelmed in the sea:

Lord John was happed wi’ saut sea-faem,
Lady Maisie w1’ sea-sand;

And the little bairn between them twa
That was to her right hand.

Now, my conjecture concerning these pieces is that the sec-
ond was intended for the conclusion of the first, the intermediate
part never having been written. Of course, this judgment is
based merely upon the internal evidence of the ballads as printed;
an examination of the manuscripts might invalidate it. But the
internal evidence is certainly strong. It is true, indeed, that
the heroine’s name, which is Maisry in the first, is changed to
Maisie in the second. But if we suppose that the author, having
composed the first nineteen stanzas, left the ballad unfinished,
and that later, after a lapse of time, he jotted down the conclusion
as it occurred to him, it is quite conceivable that he made a mis-
take in the name, and, as he never took the trouble to complete
the poem, never corrected it. As for other evidence, the relation
of the incident narrated in the second piece to those narrated in the
first is sufficiently obvious. The hero’s name is the same in both.
But almost incontrovertible proof is found in the return of the
last stanza of Lady Maisie’s Bairn to the opening of Duriesdyke.
The latter begins

The rain rains sair in Duriesdyke,
Both the winter thru and the spring;

and the first lines of the last stanza of the second poem read

The rain rains sair on Duriesdyke
To the land side and the sea.
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The recurrence of the place-name and the repetition of the same
line surely show that the second poem was intended as a conclu-
sion to the first.

The language of this piece is throughout the language of
the ballads. There are few pre-Raphaelite touches. The story
seems to bear no particular relation to that of any of the ballads.
It approaches most nearly that of Bonny Anniein which a knight
having beguiled a young girl, carries her off with him in a ship.
The ship being endangered by a storm, they cast lots to see who is
the unlucky person; the lot falls on her and she is cast overboard.
The resemblance, as may be seen, is remote. It may be remarked
that Lady Maisry’s solicitude for her mother is hardly character-
istic of ballad heroines in general.

The next piece, Westland Well, has a rather peculiar story.
The heroine bargains with her lover for a scarlet gown, “sewn wi’
a golden needle,” and he rebukes her for her pride:

There’s mony a better face then yours
Would fain lie neist my side.

She answers him that

There is not a maid that wons in heaven
Wi’ sic a face as mine.

Apparently it is nemesis for this sinful pride that her lover deserts
her. When her mother questions her about her condition, she
invents a fantastic story of having been bitten in the back by her
mother’s bloodhound while washing a sheet in the westland well.
As one would imagine, this does not deceive the mother. The end
of the story is that she dies, breathing maledictions against her
recreant lover. The narrative seems to have no traditional paral-
lel.

Neither does the language resemble that of any particular bal-
lad, except in the stanza,

O ye’ll make me a bonny bed
Ye’ll make it warm and sweet,
Ye'll set a pillow to my head, mither,
And a pillow to my feet.

This suggests the similar stanzas in Barbara Allan, The Dougla.r
Tragedy, and other traditional ballads. Elsewhere the diction is
original. The last stanza is one of the best:
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Iil be in your bed, Lord John,
And ill be in your way,

Gin ye had been hangit a year agone,
I had been the merrier May.

The story of Earl Robert is, in essentials much§the same as
that of the traditional ballad of #illie and Lady Maisry. This is
one of the best of Swinburne’s posthumous ballads, but, even so,
the quality of the diction is uneven. Some of the best stanzas
are admirably spirited, as the first,

O some ride east and some ride north,
And some ride west and south;

But the ae best gate that ever I rade
Was a’ for her red mouth.

But in other places the lines seem somewhat forced, as the last in
the fourth stanza,

O then he came by waterswa’,
The rain was sair and strang;
Fair Annie sat in a bower window,
And her gold hair was grown lang.

The tenth stanza, which Mr. Gosse thinks the author intended to
delete, would certainly be better omitted.
Probably the best thing in the whole is the last two lines,

For a’ that was between us two
I think it’s a’ weel done.

But it is to be doubted whether a genuine ballad heroine could
ever give expression to so much philosophy.

The King’s Ae Son is a piece in the style of The Three Ravens
and The Twa Corbies, It is in the form of a dialogue:

Quo’ the bracken-bush to the wan well-head,
“O whatten a man is this man dead?”’

“O this is the king’s ae son,” quo’ she,
“That lies here dead upon my knee.”

The bracken-bush goes on to inquire concerning the fate of the
slain man’s body, and finally concerning that of his parents, end-

ing
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““What to his leman, that garred him be slain?”
“Hell’s pit and Hell’s pain.”

The tone of this piece is uniformly good.

Wearieswa’, the next ballad, narrates a story that would be
interesting were it not burdened and made obscure by the too pro-
fuse use of incremental repetition. A spell has been laid upon the
lady of Wearieswa’:

He that shall kiss her mouth for love,
Of his life he is fordone.

Lord Robert rides by the castle, sees the lady, and falls in love
with her. She informs him how, by making a perilous voyage,
he may free her from the spell. They arrange tokens by which
they may know each other. He makes the voyage, but comes
back lame, and forgets the hood,

To hang down at his back,

which was to be one of his tokens to her. She fails to recognize
him, and has him cast out. He sets sail, but a storm comes up,
and he has himself cast overboard as a “Jonah.” His body fol-
lows the ship and informs them that the storm will not slack till
they bring the lady and throw her in also, which is done and the
story ends.

The over-use of incremental repetition, which was mentioned
above, is shown in several places. The description of the castle is
the first instance, but the most striking one is in the description
of the voyage he must undertake:

The first water ye’ll sail upon
Men call it Wearieswyte;

Whoso cometh to that water
He shall have little delight.

The neist water ye’ll sail upon
Men call it Wearieswan;

Whoso cometh to that water
He is nae sicker man.

So it goes on for seven stanzas, until the reader is almost as weary
of it as the voyager probably was.

P9 There are several points about this ballad which seem to indi-
cate that it was never revised or carefully finished. Throughout
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most of the poem, no quotation marks are used, but we find them
in stanzas §3, 54, and §7. Commas seem to have been omitted
after the first lines in the stanzas quoted above. In stanza 43,
“fair” is written for “fain,” and in stanza 47, “hae” for “has.”
These last are perhaps misprints, but as they occur in the Ameri-
can edition, which is later than the English one, it would seem
probable that typographical errors have been corrected.

In spite of the apparent haste of composition, the language is
frequently excellent. For instance,

O whatten a weird is this, Hynd Robert,
That is of your body,

To fleet out ower in the easterin’ wind
That thraws upon the sea?

The wind shall blaw in the wan water,
It shall never slack for me,

Till ye bring my lady to yon sea-sand,
Cast her body in the sea.

The Earl of Mar’s Daughter is not an original ballad of Swin-
burne’s, but an effort to recompose the traditional ballad of the
same title “in language more severely archaic.” This is one of
Buchan’s ballads, which are supposed by Child to have suffered
revision at the hands of the blind beggar whom he employed to
collect for him. Nearly all of Buchan’s ballads may be recog-
nized by their smooth and simpering quality, well illustrated by
the fearful anti-climax in the last stanza of the piece in quotation:

When that Earl Mar he came to know
Where his dochter did stay,

He signed a bond o’ unity
And visits now they pay.

This would seem to have irritated Swinburne to such an ex-
tent that he undertook to rewrite the piece in language better
corresponding to the usual ballad phraseology. He did not com-
plete his version, however, but only wrote twenty-three stanzas,
carrying the narrative down to the twenty-fourth stanza of the
original version.

The correspondence of the language is naturally very close,
and it would be impossible here to make a detailed comparison.
It will suffice to give one or two instances where the contrast, in
tone and quality, is striking. Let us take, for example, stanza 8.
the Buchan version has

i
!
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“From whence come ye, young man?” she said;
“That does surprise me sair;

My door was bolted right secure,
What way hae ye come here?”

Swinburne gives us

How cam ye in my bower-chamber,
For sair it marvels me,

For the bolts are made o’ the good red gowd
And the door-shafts of a good tree.

Stanza 10 affords another contrast:

“QO tell me mair, young man, ”’ she said,
““This does surprise me now;

What country hae ye come frae?
What pedigree are you?”

Swinburne expands this to two stanzas:

“O whatten a man are ye,” she said,

“Fu’ sair this marvels me;

I doubt ye are some keen warlock
That wons out ower the sea.

“O come ye here for ills?” she says
“Or come ye here for good

I doubt ye are some strong warlock
That wons out ower the flood.”

I11

Having completed our individual study of the posthumous
ballads, let us return to the reasons for their not having been in-
cluded among those published by Swinburne. Notwithstanding
Mr. Gosse’s opinion, previously cited, I incline to consider that
the distinction between Swinburne’s posthumous ballads and
those published in his life-time is, in the main, one of literary qual-
ity. As was said in the beginning, these ballad-imitations are
really only tours de force, as all conscious imitations must be.
No author who has so much that is original to give the public as
Swinburne had is likely to publish such imitative pieces unless
they have some special distinction.
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Now, we find, on examination of the ballads in the volumes of
1866 and 1889, that each of them stands out, for one reason or
another, as a piece of considerable intrinsic merit. We found
most to criticize in The Weary Wedding, but in spite of its some-
what monotonous effect it is redeemed by many lines of surpass-
ing melody.

On the other hand, if we turn to the posthumous ballads,
what do we find? In most of them the irregularities of style are
noticeable. ‘Two, Earl Robert and The Worm of Spindlestonheugh,
are versions of traditional ballad-stories, One, Duriesdyke, is in a
fragmentary condition, and another, Wearieswa’, seems to need
revision. Lord Scales and Burd Margaret fall short of the distinc-
tion of The Witch Mother, for example, because they are not tragic.
Lord Soulis and Westland Well are indeed both tragic pieces, but
the former is inordinately long, and the latter has a story too
fantastic to be really effective. The King’s Ae Son is the best
piece of all, but it may have been excluded because of its general
similarity in manner to After Death, published in 1866.

On the whole, it seems justifiable to suppose that it was Swin-
burne’s own taste, rather than Rossetti’s, which dictated the sup-
pression of this part of his ballad poetry. Swinburne seems, in
1862-3 to have been greatly interested in the ballads and to have
taken delight in imitating them. That the greater part of his
imitations were not written with publication in view would appear
from the small number included in Poems and Ballads, First Series.
Later he evidently decided to publish them, and for this purpose
very wisely selected only: those of greatest merit and interest to
to the public, withholding the rest,'—which, however, are of great
interest to a study like the present, as throwing more light upon
the influence of the traditional ballads on his genius.

We have found this influence to have been a powerful one,
though confined to a small part of his work. Nevertheless, this
throws an interesting light upon the character of Swinburne’s
genius and time. A master of form, all styles were easy to him.
And he belonged to a period essentially imitative. The ideas of
Romanticism were in their decadence; the tide of originality was
receding. And so it is that the Romantic Age, whose very birth
seems dated by Percy’s Religues of Ancient English Poetry, whose

1This conclusion is based on the internal evidence of the ballads themselves: of course,
in the insight into the poet’s possible motives which personal acquaintance might be ex-
pected to give, an American is at a great disadvantage compared to Mr. Gosse.
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infancy was charmed by Scott’s Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border,
finds in the last of its great men its most facile imitator of the tra-
ditional ballads, and thus rounds its life to a fitting close.

MONSIEUR BEAUCAIRE

-

By RoBerT WiLsoN McKniGHT

Je vous salue, Monsieur Beaucaire,
Gay, polite, and debonair,

Brave with the courage of high birth,
Half bravado, and half high pride,
Breathing a bravery of mirth

To hide the searching thought inside,
Je vous salue, Monsieur Beaucaire!

‘““Ah, but it is ze great, great fear
(With a trill most pleasing to our ear)
Which gives to life its ’ighest zest!
Ah, many times I’m much afraid,
But, my good frien’, be’ind a jest
To ’ide zat I am so dismayed,

Zat I have such a great, great fear,
Zat t’ing I learned when very young!”
So bravery from fear is sprung.
Mais out, nous avons souvent peur!
Most courage where there is most fear,
Only does a brave man err

When spectres in his mirth appear,
That, too, I learned when very young!



e ]

THE PRINCE OF SEMBERIA

By Branisrav NoosHIcH

Translated by Luka Djurichich and Bertha W. Clark

CHARACTERS

PrincE Evo, Prince of Semberia.
PeTRONIA SHEESHO, messenger of Evo
Mivrrcn, servant of Evo

KuLin KariTan

Boya, mother of Evo

STANKA, captive from Jadar

FirsT ELDER

Seconp ELDER

THirp ELDER

FirsT OLp MaN

Seconp OLp MaN

ELDERs, TURKS, SERVANTS AND MESSENGERS OF KuLIN, CAPTIVES

The events portrayed in this drama occurred in the beginning of
the mineteenth century, in the village of Popovo in the district
of Beyelyina, in the province of Semberia.

Place: The enclosure before Prince Evo’s house. In the back-
ground beautiful great palaces, approached by stone steps. At the
left is a drinking fountain. At the right is a great gate.

FirsT ScENE

Bovya and from ten to twenty village ELDERS.

Bova 1is standing before the steps of a house. The ELDERS are
standing or sitting near her, some with legs crossed, Turkish fashion.
One is speaking with her. Others form a separate group on the op-
posite side of the stage. Others still are sitting on the steps. Most
of them are dressed unostentatiously, after the style of the Serbo-Bos-
nian times. Their fezes are wound about with turbans, and their
legs are wound with red cloth. They are smoking short pipes.

Boya.—What have you heard, good folks?

85
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First Elder—What should we hear? Do you think there is
anything of good for us to hear, Mother?

Second Elder.—With us it is bad; and across the Drina, God
help them! But there at least they have definite information:—
but again the information is only of evil.

Third Elder.—The Turks are very powerful; and what can
Veetchenteya and Luke from Podrina do? I say it would be bet-
ter if they did not attempt to do anything.

Second Elder.—You say well; but when one is under torture
he has little choice as to what he should do.

Third Elder.—But we too are undergoing the same torture.
Is it not so?

Second Elder.—Yes, but mark you, we do not quit ourselves
like those men across the Drina.

First Elder.—And in what way do we not?

Second Elder.—We are indeed not like them. Search through-
out the district of Beljelina, and throughout this our Semberia,
and you will not find such men as they, except in Prince Evo.
Look at him! What wisdom he has, and what fine self-mastery!
We have his white hair, but not his prudence. Beg Veedahjitch
from Bosnia has been his guest, and even Toozlagitch will do
nothing against him. Where in Bosnia would you find such men
as Prince Evo?

Third Elder.—All our bravest men have gone over to the
other faith.

Boya.—But what would Evo do without you and your sup-
port, good folks?

First Elder—1t is easy to obey if one has a wise leader.

Boya.—And difficult to give wise orders if one’s followers are
not obedient. Our Evo does all he can; but, for all he does, his
arm cannot reach everywhere. Listen! But yesterday he learn-
ed that Kulin crossed the Drina some days ago, striking terror and
and awe; that he burned many villages and carried away as slaves
the people of Jadar and Podrina. Some say that he took one
hundred eleven captives; others say there were more—even three
hundred and three. And because of this Evo cannot eat or drink
orsleep. He thinks only of how he can ransom them. He sent
Petronia to confer with Kulin, and Petronia has returned, and is
now in the house with Evo rendering the report from Kulin.

First Elder.—Perhaps it is for this that Prince Evo has called
us hither?

Second Elder.—What other reason could there be?
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Third Elder.—If he hopes to gather money from us, there is
little to count on. There is nothing you can squeeze from rock
" but rock.

Boya.—I1 do not know for what purpose he has summoned
you. He said nothing to me about any misfortune. He is shield-
ing me because I am old. Till yesterday I was counting the days
but now I am counting the hours. I think there must have been
some misfortune since he said nothing at all to me.

SEcOND ScENE
Prince Evo, PeETroNIA SHEESHO, THE ELDERS

PrincE Evo comes out of the house followed by PETRONIA
SuegesHo. The prince wears coarse blue linen trousers, and a vest
embroidered all in gold. In his girdle are two pistols and a long
knife; and at his side a rich sabre. He wears red boots and has a
mantle thrown across his shoulders.

Prince Evo.—Welcome, Elders!

Elders.—We are glad to see you well, Prince!

Prince Evo.—Are you so few?

Third Elder.—We were overwhelmed with work; therefore
we are few. But others will yet come.

First Elder.—Can any disobey your order?

Sheesho.—Whoever is late is disobedient.

Prince Evo.—You are good, as many as you are. (Turning
to his mother.) Mother, go into the house. I must speak with the
elders. ‘ :

Boya.—Immediately, Evo, immediately. I will go and burn
incense before the icon, for your countenance seems sad to me.
(She goes 1n.)

THIRD SceENE

The same, without Boya
Prince Evo.—It is known to you, Elders, as it is to all the
people of our district, that Kulin Kapitan has come with a large
army and has crossed the Drina. Petsa of Klubatsa came to me
some days ago and brought the report that Kulin had taken cap-
tive the people of Jadar and Podrina, over-running the prairies
and ploughed land and burning the villages; and that he is return-
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ing with many captives whom he will conduct through our coun-
try. These captives, elders, are our brothers and sisters. The
people of Shumadia have risen in revolt and are engaged in terrible
battle with the Turks: but we sit here with folded arms, as if the
Drina were a great mountain that cut off their cries and their
suffering; that we should not hear them; as if the Drina were a
thick wall such as separates two hostile houses; as if the Drina
were a book of the law which separates two rival faiths. And so
we sit and hear what is happening there; and shall we watch them
lead their captives through our roads? See! even now Kulin is
bringing three hundred and three captives; and he will surely pass
through our country: and doubtless he will reach Popovo soon.
And those three hundred and three captives are our brothers and
sisters, the sons and daughters of those brave Serbians who hid
their families in the mountains, went forth from their homes, and
gave their lives for us all. If they cross Semberia and go past my
palace, should we not lose countenance and soul? I cannot allow
it, nor can you elders. I do not say that we should do what is im-
possible. I do not say that we should rise in revolt against the
Turks: but I do say that we should do at least what we are able.
And so, I, this morning, sent Petronia to confer with Kulin and to
ask him to sell us the captives, that is, to set them free when they
arrive in Semberia. What Kulin answered Petronia, himself,
shall tell you.

Sheesho.—But what shall I tell, since there is nothing of good ?
Kulin demands three thousand rushpeye for freeing the captives.

First Elder—Too much!

Sheesho.—He said that he was not leading away a band of
cripples, old people, and weaklings, but that all are young and
sound, and that he can sell them for even a higher price.

Prince Evo.—And he will doso. Listen, Elders! Our blood,
our brothers and sisters will be sold and scattered in distant, un-
known lands, while their fathers and brothers are fighting over
there and shedding their blood for liberty. Can I allow, can you
allow, these things to be heard and seen while we keep silence?
See, it is for this that I have summoned you, that we might ar-
range to collect the ransom and free your brothers.

Third Elder.—But three thousand rushpeye!
Sheesho.—Kulin will accept no less.

First Elder—If all Semberia should give to its last penny,
the sum would not amount to so much as that.
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Prince Evo.—But I demand more than the last penny. The
People there in Shumadia have given all—their goods, their cap-
tives, their houses, their lives; but we stop and think about the
last penny.

Second Elder—Hear me, Prince. In wisdom and in speech
you stand without an equal. You sprang from among us, but as
the poplar is taller than the willows, so you surpassed us in repu-
tation and in prudence. When you were but a stripling of twenty
years, we elders gave heed to your words. Some said that you
were inspired, and we believed in you so. In those days only
aged princes ruled in Semberia, but you, though a child, were more
sagacious than they, and we accepted you without a question and
said, “Evo shall be our prince from now on, and we elders will
follow him,” and you know that we did so. Do not take it ill if
now for the first time I express my thoughts. God grant it may
be only I who hold this opinion, and that it may be expressed by
me alone. Again I beg you, do not be angry. The misfortune
of our brothers is great, but ours also is not small. We, too, are
poor; and how can those who are barefooted give shoes to the
barefooted? If you, Prince, shall demand it, we must give, and
give to the last penny. But tell me, upon your soul, what shall
we have accomplished? We shall have spared those captives,
and brought others into captivity. We shall have wiped away
their tears, and caused that others shall weep. We shall have
freed the slaves whom Kulin leads away, and enslaved ourselves.

Prince Evo.—Do you feel thus, brothers?

Elders.—Prince, we are poor!

Second Elder.—I1f each must give what he is able, not a single
one will hold back.

Prince Evo.—I ask not that I may impoverish you, my poor
orphaned children, but I ask in order that I may save you from sin
and shame. If Kulin with his captives had gone by another road,
it would have been easier for us to hear of it than it is now for us
to see it. But I, as Prince, and you, as Elders, cannot survive
and let Kulin lead Serbian captives through our country. (He
takes off his mantle and spreads it on the ground.) Children, breth-
ren, in the name of God, who will not forget you in your poverty,
bring each one of you as much as you are able, and as much as
you will, that we may gather the ransom for those poor captives.
(Far in the distance is heard the sound of zurle and of drums.)

First Elder (Taking out his purse nd pouring out its contents).—
Then let me be first, Prince! (Throwing the money on the mantle.)
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Here are three rushpeye and some grosschens. They are from
me and from my village. I had gathered the money to pay a tax
to the Turks, but I give it toward the ransom, and for the tax we
shall collect another sum.

Second Elder (Taking money from a purse and throwing it
down).—Here are four rushpeye from my village, and here are two
out of my own poverty. (He throws them down also.)

Third Elder.—I1 have only this one rushpeya, my own. Here
itis (Throwing it down) and I will go to my village and collect
as much as I am able. '

Some other elders come forward and throw down their money
saying nothing.

First old man.—My daughter was to be married into the house
of Myrvesheetsh, and I had saved ten rushpeye for her dowry; but
I give it all in this good cause. (He throws down the money.)
She can remain a virgin, if it will save other lives from danger.

Prince Evo (With emotion).—Old man, (He stoops down and
takes up the purse) take back the money. I will give the ten
rushpeye for you.

First old man.—No, Prince, you will give more than we all.
Let me do this!

Prince Evo (Putting the purse back).—Very well, old man, but
I shall give the dowry for your daughter. 1 want to present her
with the ten rushpeye.

Second old man.—Prince, his daughter is to marry my son,
and my son will marry her without a dowry. Let your money re-
main. .
Sheesho (Bending and counting the money).—Twenty-four
rushpeye and some grosschens. ' _

Prince Evo.—And Kulin demands three thousand rushpeye!
Oh, my poor people! You wish to do, and you cannot. Evo will
not enslave his country, nor cause slaves to ransom slaves. If
you are left penniless, with what shall I ransom you from the
Turks? Take back the money.

First Elder—No, Prince.

Prince Evo.—Take it!

Second Elder.—We have given willingly, and we will not take
back. (Outside is heard the sound of zurle and of drums, mingled
with the murmur of peoples’ voices, with a sudden cry at intervals, or
the firing of a gun. The sound grows ever louder.)
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FourTH SCENE
MIiLiTCH, and the previous characters

Militch (Entering from without).—Master, Kulin Kapitan
comes upon our road; and there is great uproar in that direction.

Prince Evo.—1 hear it. Good folks, take your money.

All—We cannot, Prince. God forbid it!

Prince Evo.—Take it back, and if I need it I will ask it of you.
(No one comes to take it.  The trumpeting and shouting sound nearer
and nearer.)

Sheesho.—He comes with zurle and drums as if he were con
ducting a wedding party.

Prince Evo.—Yes, Petronia, they are the wedding guests and
it is we who are providing the dowry.

Militch (Watching at the gate).—Prince, they are here!

FirtH ScENE

Trumpets Sound. The ELDERS clear the way for KuLin, but
Evo gives no heed, sitting with bowed head in thought. Servants of
KuLIN enter first, and then KULIN accompanied by some Turks.

Kulin.—Are guests welcome, Prince Evo?

Prince Evo.—Good guests are always welcome.

Kulin (To one of the elders).—Go there into the yard, and
with you two or three others, and exercise the horses.

Prince Evo.—Kulin, I have servants for such tasks. These
men are elders. The elders of Semberia have not, since I became
Prince, attended men’s horses.

Kulin—For others they have not done so, perhaps; but for
Kulin they must.

Prince Evo.—If Kulin demands it, they will do it; but Kulin
will not permit the elders of Evo to care for his horses.

Kulin.—It is better that we should not quarrel, Evo. I love
you, and we are friends, and you can say to me what no one else
might say.

Prince Evo.—TIt is so.

MiviTcH has meanwhile brought the carpets and spread them
out, and brought pillows for reclining.

Prince Evo.—Be seated, Beg, and rest: you have travelled far.

Kulin (After seating himself and rubbing his hands).—Aha!
(A servant of KULIN brings his pipe, fills it with tobacco, gives it to
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KULIN, then runs to the house and brings a coal of fire which he puts
in the pipe, holding his left hand to his breast.)

Kulin.—The journey has been long, and it is hot, and we are
weary. But this morning, after we had crossed the Drina, your
man came to me, he who stands behind you, bringing your mes-
sage, and asking that I should not conduct my captives through
Semberia, but dismiss them to their homes, and desiring me to
say what sum would be acceptable for their ransom.

Prince Evo.—I sent him thus. Till now I think we have been
friends, and I think you will not demand so much that I cannot
secure it from my poor people. See, (pointing to the mantle on
the ground, on which the money lies.) This is the tribute my poor
people have brought; and I too will give as much as I can for the
ransom of my brothers and sisters. If you had not come this way
it would have been easier for me; but I cannot let my district
Semberia shed the tears of brothers and sisters. Tears like that
would burn our acres, parch the ground, and blight all good. The
land that causes tears to flow shall have no fruitfulness. My land
shall not cause tears while I am Prince.

Kulin—You speak well, Evo. Only pay what I demand,
and the captives shall be freed. (MiLiTCH serves coffee to KuLin
in a cup without using a tray.)

Prince Evo.—You demand much.

Kulin.—Three hundred and three captives!

Prince Evo—Much! Much, you demand. So much that I
cannot pay it.

Kulin.—TI lost twenty of my best men. The Serbians killed
them, and I must have recompense for their blood. And I have
not mentioned the ten or fifteen who were wounded.

Prince Evo (Pointing to the mantle).—See, I have demanded
from my poor pelple all that I could. I have wrung them; and
everyone has given what he could, and as for the rest, I will give
what I have; but all will not be so much as you demand.

Kulin.—Evo, in a hard walnut there is one drop of oil, but
only he who is skilful can squeeze it out. Give as much yourself
as you purpose to give, and all will see. Then do you require of
them, and they will give more than you think.

Prince Evo.—Shall I give then as I have purposed? I have
purposed to give all that I have. Not one penny am I witholding.
He enters the house.
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S1xTH SCENE
The same, without Evo

Kulin.—So, so, Evo! (To the ELpErs) But why are you
so niggardly, heh? Do you also give what you have, as Evo is
doing, and then I will deliver the captives to you.

Elders—We are poor, Beg: we have not.

Kulin.—Fie! I understand your poverty. Evo does not
know how to do things. If he did, he would have squeezed out of
you at the first as much as I demanded.

SEVENTH SCENE
Evo, Boya, and the previous characters

PriNcE Evo comes out of the house carrying three purses. Boya
follows, but remains standing on the stairs.

Prince Evo.—See, here is all my wealth, Kulin. My father
and this aged woman earned it  (Pointing to Boya.) Hereis the
first purse. (He throws it on the mantle.) Here is another one,
Beg. (He throws 1t down.) And here is the last one, Beg. 1
have given all that I have. I have given all that my father and
grandfather had. In my house nothing remains. Besides that
here are some twenty rushpeye and some grosschens, money
which the elders have collected from poor people. Is it enough,
Beg?

Kulin.—Do you know, my poor fellow, what sort of captives
I have here? They are not crippled and maimed. They are not
old and feeble. They are sound and young. You know what
sort of people are born in Jadar and drink the water of the Drina.
I shall sell them as I have never sold captives before. There are
less than a thousand rushpeye here? Evo, if you should see but
one girl that I took from Dobretcha! any harem would give as
much for her as for all the others together. Do you wish the cap-
tives to come that you may inspect them?

Prince Evo.—No, I do not wish it. I am not buying them,
but ransoming them.

Kulin (To his servant).—Go and bring that girl. (The ser-
vant goes out.)

Prince Evo.—I have given all that I have. In my house I
have not left a penny; and if I had, I would give it willingly.
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Boya (Descending the stairs).—You have left one, my son.
(She draws something from her bosom.) Here are eight strings of
rushpeye with which I have adorned myself in times gone by.
(She throws them on the mantle.) Son, they have lain in the bottom
of my chest. I have been keeping them to adorn the wife of my
son.

Prince Evo.—Thank you, mother. Is it enough, Beg?

Kulin.—It is too little, Evo. Where are the three thousand
rushpeye? What is this toward such a sum?

Prince Evo (Thinking deeply).—Beg, you know the two acres
of mine which lie adjoining each other?

Kulin.—I know them. They are good.

Prince Evo.—They also lie there upon the mantle.

First Elder.—Honor to you, Prince,—But what will you do
in the years to come?

Prince Evo.—And what will those poor people do?
EicHTH ScENE

The previous characters; and a servant leading in five or six
captives bound together: two small girls, one boy, one youth, and STAN-
KA.

Kulin.—See, Evo, this Stanka alone is worth three thousand
rushpeye; the rest are thrown in free.

Prince Evo (Shuddering).—My brothers! My poor people!
Beg, see here my palaces and all that surrounds them. For a
hundred years the princes, my ancestors, have ruled here, and
have fashioned here their nest. Here my fathers were born and
here they died. Everything in these buildings is sacred to me.
Here they are, Beg. These palaces, too, are yours. If you desir-
ed to make me poor, you have done so. Is it enough, Beg?

Kulin.—Ah, when you wish, you can speak well. (Then to
the servant who brought in the captives.) Unbind the captives, but
separate Stanka. For another man I would not do this: only for
you. Three hundred and two captives you have ransomed: but
the three hundred and third one, this Stanka, shall be mine. Do
you consent?

Stanka (Now unbound, approaches Evo).—In the name of
God; brother, you have given all that you have. Let me help you.

See, I give myself to the Beg; so the rest of the captives shall be
free.
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Prince Evo (To Stanka).—Poor child! No, no, sister, Evo
has yet that he can give. (He draws out his ornamented silver pis-
tols and knife, and unfastens the girdle with his sabre, which having
first kissed he lays upon the mantle.) Beg, you know the value of
these weapons of mine—the weapons of Prince Evo. Perhaps
they will make my offering seem large enough?

KULIN smiles contentedly but makes no reply. Turning aside he
begins to count the money.

Prince Evo—You are silent, Beg. Is it still not enough?
Yet—Evo has yet more. (He takes off his waist-coat and tunic and
girdle, and layys them upon the mantle.) Beg, they are of pure gold,
such as a Prince has ever worn. What more do you demand?

Kulin.—But Stanka is also pure gold, Evo.

Prince Evo (Pondering).—Ah! (He goes into the house.)

'NINTH ScENE
Previous characters, without Evo

Boya.—Kapitan, Beg! I would not hinder Evo from giving
more. I could not prevent him if I could. I would help him.
But how can I? With what? Do you not see that he has given
all? That he has impoverished himself? What more do you de-
mand of him? Have you not a mother, Kapitan? If so, you
know a mother’s tears. Here, Beg, I bring that offering—the
offering of a mother’s tears and add them to all that Evo has
given before. (She weeps.) Is your heart so hard that you can
feel no softening influence, that still you cannot say, “Enough?”

Kulin.—Touched by this he rises and turns away his face, mo-
tioning her away.

TENTH ScENE
Prince Evo and the previous characters

PrincE Evo comes out of the house with uncovered head. He
carries a silver candle-stick and a richly ornamented icon, framed in
stlver.

Prince Evo.—See, Beg, I have still this silver candle-stick,
which till just now has burned in my house; and this icon framed
in silver,—my patron saint. (First he lays the candle-stick down;
then crossing himself and kissing the icon he stoops and lays it gently
on the mantle.)



96 THE PRINCE OF SEMBERIA

Boya (With a piercing cry and sob).—Evo, my child! my own!
our patron saint! Our Slava! Will you destroy our house to its
very foundation?—our patron saint! Evo! (Stumbling forward
she falls upon her knees, begins to cross herself the three times, chokes,
and kisses the icon, after which she does not raise her head again.

PrINCE Evo weeps and turns aside to wipe away the tears. KuL-
IN is moved at the sight.

Prince Evo (Putting his hand on his mother).—Enough mother!
(He triesto raise her up, but finds that she is dead.) Mother!
Mother! (He sobs heavily and embraces her.)

Stanka (Crying out).—Dead? Mother! (She comes near and
helps Evo to place Boya’s body in his lap.)

Elders (Removing their caps).—God be merciful to her!

Prince Evo kisses his dead mother. Becoming conscious of
those around him he raises his head peacefully.

Prince Evo.—Beg, 1 have given you my greatest treasure.
I have given the life of my mother. Is it enough, Beg? Is it at
last enough?

Kulin—Allah rachmet ehlen! It is enough, Evo, enough,
enough! (He turns away his face to avoid the sight.) 'The captives
are yours. They have been ransomed. (He goes away.)

.

RIMAS, NUMERO LXII

By Gustavo BEccUER
Translated by Marion Lee Reynolds

Dawn, but a wavering whiteness, rises dimly,
Swording with fluctuant ray the enshadowed sea;
Flakes into fire, runs ribboning wide to splendour,
Shatters to glory—and the day stands free.

One with the conquering light is conquering gladness;

Sorrow and shadow in one failure flee:

Dawn, through my darkness—will it never lighten?
Day—never break for me?



BUDDHISM AND SOME
BUDDHIST POETRY

By MirLprep DovutHitr HiERS

N 1909 and 1913 the Pali Text Society published Mrs. C. A,

F. Rhys Davids’ translations of the Thera-theri-gatha, i. e.,

verses of the Elders, Brethren and Sisters. They appear

under the title Psalms of the Early Buddhists, the first vol-

ume comprising the 73 gathas of the Elder Sisters, and the

other the 264 of the Elder Brethren. The Pali writings of

Buddhism furnish its most authoritative sources, although little

has been known of them occidentally until recently.! They have

been deciphered from the palm leaf manuscripts which Ceylon,

Burma, and Siam have given preservation since the days of early

and Hinayana Buddhism. Like the rest of Buddhist canonical
material, however, these were composed in India.

Indian poetry is characteristically ornate. Its imagery is
delicate and detailed like Indian line drawing, so that its fineness
and subtle perfection suggest a careful and restrained artistry.
Its thought is an intricacy and in the ancient writings, a confusion;
half mythical thinking and meaningless polytheism cling to the
noblest speculations of the latter, undistinguished and undistin-
guishable. About all that the novice is sure of after going through
the Brahmanic writings, is that he has looked upon a strange, un-
intelligible landscape, and that it must have been of India. That
is not the case with these simple, “universally infectious” verses
of the Brethren and Sisters. One may not agree, but still he under-
stands.

The Gathas are the utterances of those Buddhist recluse
saints who, during the first few generations after Gotama’s life-
time, attained to experiences undeniably genuine and lofty. Al- -
though the poems were transmitted through years before they
were written down, the MS. forms carry the impress of the spirit
of those men and women. At least, the frame of mind which pre-
served them is an historic fact. The metre may have been lacking

1The Pali Text Society exists with the purpose of editing in Pali or translating into
English all such extant writings.
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originally, but probably in that age when writing was little used,
the verse form was soon supplied by those who recognized the
worth of such memorialization.? Prose explanations or stage set-
tings traveled about with the verses, and remained unwritten un-
til the 5th or 6th century A. D. when Dhammapala wrote his com-
mentaries. Mrs. Rhys Davids is the first to use these in their
entirety.

She has called the Gathas Psalms, in the sense of “spiritual
songs,”’ and the only collection of poetry to which this anthology
may be compared is, indeed, the Hebrew Psalms. With some of
the latter these, moreover, may be contemporary. As do the He-
brew, the Buddhist poems at once express feelings common to all
men, and are still distinctively the fruit of a peculiar religion.

The Gathas are intensely unified around the Buddhist idea.
Since men, women and youths from every class,—Brahmin, mer-
chant, craftsman, caravan guide, peasant, princess, public woman,
learned, illiterate,—have contributed, motley bits of personality
and background of circumstance are revealed, but the same world
of aspiration or realization is the meeting place of all their thought.
““ As the only flavor of the sea is salt, so is Salvation the only flavor
of my doctrine,” said the Buddha, and surely no foreign flavor is
here in the confidings of his followers. There are no pleasantries,
no irrelevancies, no affectings of feeling or speech. Solemnly each
tells the tale of the grave joy, the “coolness” of Nibbana’s peace.
The Hebrew psalms carry likewise the one burden of trouble and
its relief, but their God manifests himself in many ways, and the
ecstacy of relief is colorful and variant. We may criticize the
Buddhist greyness, and hold with right that religious attainment
of a higher order is possible, but we must not presume to under-
estimate the spirit at work when we cannot analyze it too surely.
Like all worthy achievement, “great” was “the Good,”

deep and hard to see,
Subtle and delicately fine, to which
The wise and brave do penetrate, e’en they
Who strenuous live and lofty vision gain.3

In general the Gathas are lyrical in the sense that they are
personal, but those of the Brethren have the freer, richer, emotion-
al drive. No wonder that the sisters, newly loosed from fetters to

3Cf. Mrs. Rhys Davids’ Introduction to the Psalms of the Sisters.
8Psalms of the Brethren, Canto I. Punna of the Mountains.
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soul, mind and body, lacked vehicle for expression. Their songs
are chiefly narrative, retrospective of the thraldom which has now
given way to liberty. Both volumes include exhortations and
sermons, and touch here and there that which makes the reader
feel himself to be in the presence of wisdom and truth, even though
they be set in a realm of thought which has little power to stir his
heart.

In the midst of the seriousness there is, however, one gleam
of warm life. This is evidenced in an unashamed nature love.
There has been a breaking away from the weight of those religious
doctrines which seem to make the interpretation of life a thing
more burdensome than are the facts of life themselves, and in
such release there springs from some hearts a strain of carefree,
innocent paganism. This is like the untheistic tone of Shelley and
much else of modern poetry and experience. It might be called
pantheistic as Shelley has been called pantheistic, but against the
intense speculation of Brahmanism, the simpler term, pagan, sug-
gested by Mrs. Rhys Davids, is by all means more fitting.

The appearance of such bits of verse from that time and place
is surprising. Of course Buddhism cannot claim all the nature
poetry of the time, but in the Gathas, the simple impression is not
apperceived in pantheist scope, and the freshness of experience is
not lost in artificialities of form. The pagan detachment is not so
very peculiar, even though the modern age believe the attitude to
be its own, for Buddhism is, in one sense, essentially agnostic.
On the surface, there may not appear the most striking thing of all
which is, that a love of nature should come out of this religion.
Logically, perhaps not humanly speaking, there is an anomaly be-
tween its presence and the letter of the law of the Buddha.

Something similar is manifest in Buddhist and Puritan de-
preciation of the outward, though their philosophies on ultimate
questions be never so far apart. Puritanism, beginning in literal-
mindedness, developed the analytical attitude of scientific men.
Buddhism, beginning in analysis, might be expected to end in lit-
eral-mindedness. In placing the world of things in the category
of evils, the two seem to have placed a barrier between themselves
and certain appreciations. Whatever ultimate expression may
have resulted from a deepened inner life through Puritanism, we
know that the Puritan age itself, did not coincide with an age of
art. Of Buddhism, apparently, still less could be expected.

We are acquainted with the Puritan’s mistrust of whatever
placed emphasis on anything but righteousness; for the Buddhist,
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the external is not only divorced from spiritual significance, but
is intrinsically evil. The starting point for every candidate for
arahatship in Early Buddhism* was the recognition of the Funda-
mental Truths: that all the constituents of life are transitory, evil,
and without substantive reality. Reflection on these truths was
an essential part of the discipline, and was calculated to draw the
attention of the monk or sister from the wholeness and permanence
of a thing to the colorless, sometimes repulsive elements of its be-
ing. Thereby passivity to all objects of sensation was to be gain-
ed, and ego-consciousness, subjective and objective, was to be
destroyed. In expounding the illusion of self to the emperor,
Milinda, the sage, Nagasena, said,

In respect of me, Nagasena is but a way of counting, term, appella-
tion, convenient designation, mere name, for the hair of my head, hair of
my body, kidneys, heart, liver, pleura, spleen, lungs, intestines, mesen-
tery, stomach, faeces, bile, phlegm, pus, Elood, sweat, fat, tears, lymph,
saliva, snot, synovial fluid, urine, brain of the head, form, sensation, per-
ception, the predispositions, and consciousness. But in the absolute
sense, there is no Ego here to be found.5

Exhaustive analyses of the elements of being are given and
prescribed for reflection, and include not only the body, but inan-
imate nature. In the Visuddhi Magga a model reflection, on the
buds of the Asoka tree, is expounded for the monk in some 350
words, with the conclusion that the buds are transitory, evil, and
without substantive reality. ‘“And, having thus applied the
Three Characteristics in this particular, he then in the same way
reflects on all other forms of nature.”” Not conducive to aesthet-
ic sensitiveness!

The normal attitude toward inanimate things is illustrated
by the rebuke of a young Sister to an admirer and would-be lover:

Oh! T have seen it—a puppet well painted, with
new wooden spindles

Cunningly fastened with strings and with pins, and
diversely dancing.

But if the strings and the pins be all drawn out
and loosened and scattered,

So that the puppet be made non-existent and broken
in pieces,

4Something like an apostolic Buddhism is represented today in the southern countries,
Ceylon, Burma and Siam; Northern Buddhism, as that of China and Japan, is of the Ma-
hayana faith, which is a widely different development.

*From the Milindapanha, translated in Warren’s Buddhism in Translation,page133.
¢From the Visuddhi-Magga, chap. XX, Warren, page 165.
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Which of the parts wilt thou choose and appoint for thy
heart’s rest and solace”

Similarly a hermit’s response to the beauty of a woman whom
he met on the road, was only

Was it a woman, or 2 man,

That passed this way? I cannot tell.
But this I know, a set of bones

Is traveling on upon this road.?

There is no exception to the scorning of the human form, but
when the beauties of the wild are thought on, consider this:

Oh (thou wilt love the life), be’t on the crest

Of caverned cliffs, where herd boar and gazelle,
Or in fair open glade, or in the depths

Of forest freshened by new rain—tis there

Lies joy for thee to cavern-cottage gone.
Fair-plumed, fair-crested passengers of air
With deep blue throats and many-hued of wing,
Give greeting to the muttering thundercloud
With cries melodious, manifold; ’tis they

Will give thee joy whiles thou art musing there.?

And Kassapa, who as an old man, preferred mountain jungle
to more accessible scene of meditation, defended himself thus:

Like serried battlements of blue-black cloud,
Like pinnacles on stately castle built,
Re-echoing to the cries of jungle folk:

Those are the braes wherein my soul delights.
Fair uplands rain-refreshed, and resonant
With crested creatures’ cries antiphonal

blad -with the a.zure bloom of ﬂ;x, bl'ue-ﬂe-cked.
As sky in autumn; quick with crowds
Of all their varied winged populace:

Crags where clear waters lie, a rocky world,
Haunted by black-faced apes and timid deer,
Where ’neath bright blossoms run the silver streams.
Such are the braes wherein my soul delights.10

"Psalms of the Sisters, Canto XIV. Subha of Jivaka’s Mango-grove.

$From the Visuddhi-Magga, Chap. 1. Translation in Warren, page 298.

?Psalms of the Brethren, Canto XIX. Talaputa.

1°Psalms of the Brethren, Canto XVIII. Kassapa the Great.
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Such colorful, rapidly painted pictures occur often in the
verses of the Brethren. The powers of appreciation, to be sure, do
not seem to have been subtracted from Gotama himself. The
Dhammapada, which is a part of the same Pitaka of the canon
as the Gathas, is a collection of ethical sayings attributed to
Gotama, and these, even in their common sense, savor of artist

imagery:

Temperate ones whose goal is the free-
dom which comes of realizing that life is
empty and impermanent: their steps are
hard to track as the flight of birds through
the sky.l!

Be silent as a broken gong: so wilt thou
reach peace e e e .12

They who have not lived purely nor stored
up riches in their youth, these ruefully
pom}:r, as old herons by a lake without
fish.

No reaction against poetic appreciations is recorded in Budd-
hist history. Dhammapala did not seem to be disturbed by such,
except in the one case of Sabbaka’s poem. Sabbaka, so far as his
creed is here indicated, might have been a very Hedonist, and since
with this utterance the mental flash constituting release occurred,
it does become incumbent upon the commentator to reconcile this
frame of mind with orthodox Buddhism:

Whene’er I see the crane, her clear bright wings
Outstretched in fear to flee the black stormcloud,
A shelter seeking, to safe shelter borne,
Then doth the river Ajakarani

Give joy to me.

Whene’er I see the crane, her plumage pale
And silver white outstretched in fear to flee
The black stormcloud, seeing no refuge nigh,
The refuge seeking of ti:e rocky cave,
Then doth the river Ajakarani

Give joy to me.

11Dhammapada, verse 92. Translation in Saunder’s The Buddha’s “Way of Virtue.”
19]bid., verse 134.
18]bid., verse 155.
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Who doth not love to see on either bank
Clustered rose-apple trees in fair array

Behind the great cave (of my hermitage),

Or hear the soft croak of the frogs, well rid

Of their undying mortal foes proclaim:

“Not from the mountain-streams is’t time today
To flit. Safe is the Ajakarani.

She brings us luck. Here is it good to be.”14

Dhammapala’s language “has a touch of apology in it that is
delightful:—‘and because he showed herein his delight in empty
places, this became the Thera’s confession of anna.’ '

Neither many of his disciples nor the Buddha himself showed
a predilection for a prescribed “emptiness” of scene for meditation
such, for instance, as that required for the Earth Kasina.!® Rath-
er, the solitude of grove, of jungle, and of lone mountain height
has been sought out by the monks through history. The instinct
for beauty evidenced by the early poets of Buddhism, in some way
carried over with the faith into China also, for today every beauty
spot over the ancient country enshrines some temple or monas-
tery of Buddhism.

If Gotama and unnumbered followers found themselves to be
children of the great synthetic nature for which the Doctrine
taught detachment, we have no inclination to chide these votaries.
The attendant phenomenal appearance of lyrists, the most person-
al of poets, among those who were attempting to lose personality,
may, indeed be a fulfilment of the finding of self in willingness to
lose it. The beginning of error may have been in the confusion
arising from an attempt to demonstrate this truth by laboratory
method; in his reliance for enlightenment on the intellect alone,
Gotama sought to persuade man from himself by proving that self
does not exist. If some followers were inconsistent then, it is less
of sin than virtue.

In justice to the Gathas and to their translator, the latter’s
considerations of her task should be noted: ‘“Where the English
limps lamely (I pass over the lack in the translator of poetic gift or
training,) this is in part due to a desire to put in no religious tropes
and figures from Western traditions. Where they have intruded
notice of the exotic element is given. Some day the Paligathas
will find their William Morris, their Gilbert Murray. In this

14Psalms of the Brethren, Canto IV. Sabbaka.
18Mrs. Rhys Davids in the Introduction to the Psalms of the Brethren.
16See “The Earth-Kasina,” Visuddhi-Magga, chap. IV, in Warren’s
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makeshift venture, I have striven to make the translation such
that the English reader, mindful as he goes of wayside warnings in
footnotes, might feel confident that the lines before him do not
omit subject matter that is in the original, nor add subject matter
thatis not.”” In metre also, Mrs. Rhys Davids has attempted in
the English to retain the rythmic feeling, and when one adds to
her verses the inalienable genius of an original language, and the
musical qualities of the Pali, he gets a suggestion of the literary
merit of the Gathas. As to their historical value these poems and
similar translations of the Pali Text Society,'® with their unblem-
ished messages recorded in their present form no later than 250
B. C., are of such worth as an open door into the actual minds of
folk living in what we still consider the beginnings of history.

Acknowledgment for use of materials quoted above, is made to:
Oxford University Press, publishers for the Pali ‘Text Society, of Psalms of the
Early Buddhists, 1, Psalms of the Sisters (1909), and 11, Psalms of the Brethren
(1913), translated from the Pali into verse form by Mrs. C. A. F. Rhys Davids.

Harvard University Press, Cambridge, Mass., publisher Buddhism In Trans-
lations (1915), a translation from the Pali into English by Henry Clarke Warren
and occurring in the Harvard Oriental Series, edited by (.y R. Lanman.

John Murray, Albemarle St. W., London, publishers The Buddha’s * Way of Vir-
tue” (1912), a translation of the Dhammapada from the Pali text, b €V.-D C
Wagiswara and K. J. Saunders, and occurring in the Wisdom of the Eya
edited by L. Cranmer-Byng and S. A. Kapadia.

st Series

17Introduction to the Psalms of the Sisters.

18The Book of the Kindred Sayings, I, 1917, the “ cum-verse” portion of the Samyutta
Nikaya, and parts 2 and 3 of The Dialogues of the Buddha, 1910 and 21, both Oxford Uni-
versity Press, are more recent translations by Mrs. Rhys Davids of Buddhist verse.



TEARS OF DAWN

A MEDIEVAL PHANTASY IN ONE ACT
By Faite VAN VALKENBURGH ViLas

PERrsoNs
SainT DeEorA
SAINT ANNE
A PrIgsT
AN ABBOT

TiMe—The Middle Ages.

PLACE—A mountain pass just before dawn in the month of May.
The niches of two saints are seen; ST. DEORA stands in her niche
extreme R. ST. ANNE on a little higher level extreme L. Her niche
is back to the audience and she cannot be seen. St. DEORA is rather
young; at her feet are several little bunches of flowers in different de-
grees of freshness. St. ANNE is an clderly, placid, comely saint
in the habit of a nun. During the scene dawn progresses.

St Deora (Moving in her niche and lowering her hands from their

attitude of prayer).—

St. Anne, St. Anne, Oh can’t you hear me call?
(She steps down from her niche.)

St. Anne, dear saint, alas what shall I do?

No longer can I hold within my heart

Its aching secret. Pray come down to me,

And with your gentle ministering hand

Turn the swift key and open wide my soul

That I may bare to you its hidden depths.
St. Anne (Coming down C).—

Why my dear child what can the matter be?
St. Deora.—

St. Anne, I am so young to be a saint.

Not young in years, but in experience.

I did not wish to die—death came by force

And loosed my unsuspecting maiden soul.

My new-made halo seems to weigh like lead
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Upon my brow, and when I stand all day
And listen to their prayers, my untried heart
Is filled with fears of its unworthiness.
St Anne.—
Dear child we all of us feel so at times,
But as the hours lengthen into years
We grow more perfectly in tune with God.
St. Deora.—
But, Oh St. Anne, I am so very sure
I am not worthy of my holy niche.
St. Anne—
St. Deora it is the long deep nights
Have made you feel unfathomed loneliness.
But keep your eyes forever on the stars,
His altar candles, see how bright they shine
Just before day-break? When the night has passed
You will feel calmer.
St. Deora.—
No it is not that
I am not lonely—would to God I were!
St. Anne—
What do you mean? You speak in mysteries.
St. Deora.—
Listen, dear saint, I must confess it all.
Let me unbind my aching, bursting heart
And lay its contents at your gentle feet.
St. Anne (Sits on stone by roadside, ST. DEORA at her feet).—
What is it child? Speak on.
St. Deora.—
Alas, I love.
St. Anne.—
So do we all—we saints—our hearts are filled
With tender love that we pass on to men,
Maternal love, enfolding, pitiful,
With which we try to ease their bitter lot,
And lift their minds to thoughts of heavenly things.
St. Deora.—
You do not understand the words I speak.
My love is not maternal, is not calm,
It is, I fear me, an unholy love.
St. Anne (Shocked).—
Unholy love? What words are these you speak?
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St. Deora.—
Oh do not draw your hand away from mine,
I need your pity and your gentle calm,
I love—St. Anne, I fear, as mortals love.
St. Anne.—
What do you say? You who have late become
One of the Lord’s annointed saints, Alas!

St. Deora.—
Listen to me dear saint, oh let me pour
Into your ears the fulness of my grief.
While on the earth I lived so much alone
All the long day my weary fingers sped
The nervous shuttle through the dismal loom.
Always for him, my father, poor, and old,
That he might have a place to lay his head
And bread and porridge for his simple meal.
Never for me the laughter and the joy,
Never for me the music and the dance,
Never companions, never should I know
What other maidens felt when lovers came to woo.
Never for me the little homely gifts,
The flowers tied, the bit of ribbon gay
To weave into my hair before my glass,
The while I sat and dreamed long girlish dreams,
Nothing for me, but ever back and forth,
The restless shuttle in the hungry loom,
Till death released me suddenly, at last,
Sainted for service, they then put me here.

St. Anne.—
Oh my poor child! Still you must not forget
Your great reward. Among the saints you stand.

St. Deora.—
*Tis not for long, they soon will cast me out
When they have learned—when they have heard my sin.
Alas, I love—
St. Anne (Rising).—
~But whom and when and how?
St. Deora.—
You must have seen him—just at dawn he comes
Each day, across this path with firm fast stride,
On to the church that nestles ’mid the fields
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Behind that mountain whose brave curve we know.
Each dawn he stops a moment at my shrine.
(She goes to shrine and lovingly brings a bunch of faded flowers.)
See, these are his of Friday last, he lays
Them close beside my feet whence they do lift
Their tiny hearts in perfume to my soul.
I try, but try in vain, to look on him
As on a tender son, but I cannot.
I have not long enough been dead. It seems
All of the stillness of my lonely life
Breaks into music as his foot-steps call,
I was so starved for just a little love.
St. Anne.—
Child this is awful! It is blasphemous!
Love such as this is not for saints to know.
You must refrain from such wild thoughts as these.
St. Deora.—
St. Anne, St. Anne, there is yet more to tell,
Do let me speak it quickly while I dare.
Deep in the night I’ve thought when all is still
If only once his warm lips could touch mine.
St. Anne.—
Stop. What you say is sin. Refrain from speech.
(She crosses herself.)
St. Deora.—
Then maybe I would better understand
The troubled souls that come to me for aid,
Feel less unworthy if I knew the touch,
The miracle, the grace of human love
Through just one kiss, one little earthly kiss.
He is a holy man, he is a Priest.
St. Anne.—
He is a priest you say! A priest, a priest?
Oh this is awful! that my ears should hear
Of such a black unpardonable sin.
St. Deora.—
This is not all. Do let me loose the words.
That crowd and crowd within my tortured mind.
Yesterday noon a group of peasants came
On their way down to market, and they told
How every fifty years for a whole day
Each saint could have some dearest wish fulfilled.



FAITH VAN VALKENBURGH VILAS 109

Today’s the day—since midnight I have wished

With all my heart that he would come to me

With lips of flame and just for a brief breath

That I might feel his kiss upon my mouth.

Just for one little moment. Passing years

Could never rob me of my memory,

My one sweet second.

St. Anne.—

Oh this awful sin,

This sin unspeakable. Take back that wish.

St. Deora.—No, no, St. Anne, I will not take it back.

(St. ANNE shakes St. DEORA by the shoulder.)

St. Anne—

Quick, take it back before it is too late.

The cock crows. Dawn is rimming the East with crimson.
The two saints mutely return each to her niche; as ST. DEORA stands
motionless in place, dawn breaks in its full beauty. Enter L a ton-
sured priest in flowing garments carrying a nosegay of spring flowers.
He is evidently much perturbed and comes to a full stop looking about

~him. Then goes directly to St. DEORA’S miche, places flowers at
her feet, sinks upon his knees, his shoulders moving with emotion.
Suddenly and madly he lifts his arms high to St. DEORA.
Priest.—

Fairest of saints. Have pity on my soul.

All through the sleepless night your lips have called

All through the night your eyes have beckoned me.

(Starts)

God! What is this my wayward lips repeat?

Oh gentle saint, I think I shall go mad,

For in my heart I hear the muttered roar

Of flames that leap and would consume me quite.

Pray holy saint, have pity on my soul.

(His arms embrace her knees; she timidly puts her hand upon
his head.)

Your tender hand strays lightly through my hair.

Oh, let me reach those lips that bloom so high.

(ST. DEORA steps slowly down from her niche. The priest rises
overcome with emotion, staggers back with arms outstretched, St.
DEoRra holds out her arms to him and follows C. He falls on his
knees before her, his arms about her waist. All unseen by them a°
frgure dressed like DEORA takes her place in the niche with folded
hands.)
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Oh holy one, what miracle is this?

St. Deora (Touching his eye-lids gently with finger tips).—

Lift up those lids and let our two souls rush

From out our eyes to meet in one slow glance

That makes earth tremble and the heavens reel.
Priest.—

St. Deora I lift my heavy eyes

Weighed down with love to meet your holy smile,

Oh that I dared to tell you all I feel.

How I am mad with thoughts of love and you.

St. Deora.—

Tell me your love, then ever as I stand

Within my niche the fragrance of your words

Will compass me like lilies in the night.

That send their perfume to the watching stars.
Priest—

Let my lips give you other things than words,

Oh let them melt with yours in one sweet draught

One kiss that shall appease our thirsting souls

And live forever in your memory.

(She helps him rise. He embraces her and their lips meet in a
kiss.
Enter from right an old abbot, who stands petrified as he beholds the
couple.)
Abbot.—

What do I see? Can these mine eyes believe?

(The couple separate.)
That you oh Father Clement could so far
Forget your holy cloth and all your vows
To openly transgress and like a churl
Here with this wanton boldly to embrace.
You shall be punished; you shall be unfrocked.

(Priest falls pleadingly on his knees. St. DEORA moves out of
ABBoT’s vision.)

This is your sentence, mark you well my words:

Today and here to excommunico.

(He makes a sign and stamps off R. The priest lifts a tortured
miserable face towards Heaven.)
Priest.—

Oh God forgive and Jesus pity me.

Oh mea culpa, see what I have done.
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In one brief moment blotted out the years

Of holy consecration and of prayer.

St. Deora (approaching him, great tears in her eyes).—

I am to blame, ’twas I that tempted you.

(She leans over him lifting his head between her hands; she
looks long into his unhappy face.)

Oh God what misery for one brief kiss.

(Priest sinks on ground covering face with arms.)

What shall I do? Whatever shall I do?

(She goes slowly towards the miche; discovers it occupied; recoils.)

Oh Jesu Mary, mercy on my soul.

(She rushes across the stage to ST. ANNE’s niche, throws herself
on her knees so that she is visible to the audience; addresses St.
ANNE.)

Oh sweet, kind saint tell me what I can do,

How I may right this bitter grievous wrong?

You are so wise, so many years have stood

Here on this mountain path to guide lost souls.

I am so new, is there no hope for me?

Hope of forgiveness, though I know full well

My sin looms black as Satan’s hordes in Hell.
St. Anne (Calmly).—

Your sin is black, there is but one redress.

Your sinful moment you must now unlive.

It must be washed like soil from your soul.

Else will you both pay long and bitter toll.

St. Deora (Rising).—

Sweet saint, you cannot mean I must

Forego at once the memory of this—

May I not keep the fragrance of his kiss?

St. Anne—

There is one way, my daughter, only one;

Your mind and his must be forever blank.

Clear as a page on which no word is set,

It is God’s will that you should both forget.

St. Deora.—

Oh dearest saint it cannot be His will,

I have been poor and thirsty and alone,

Surely my plight would touch a heart of stone.
St. Anne.— .

If you your memory keep, my daughter, then

He that you love will walk accursed of men.
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St. Deora.—
This must not be, for if my act should bring
This hideous grief to him I love so well
My feet would tread the lowest paths of Hell.
St. Anne.—
Then your brief happiness both must forget;
And you must make the willing sacrifice
To buy your sainthood at your memory’s price.
St. Deora.—
Yes, yes, but how since, graven by his kiss,
My burning lips must bear his brand of bliss?

St. Anne—
I have my wish, my wish that will come true,
And for Christ’s sake I give it unto you.
Down on your knees and speak the words and I
Wish their fulfillment come from the most High.
. St. Deora (Kneeling C. looking devoutly up).—
Oh wash my lips of their dark stain of sin,
Oh let all be as though it had not been.
(Figure withdraws from niche and soft music till curtain.)

St. Anne.—

Now as your prayer your memory doth efface

From out your soul with spiritual grace

In winding circles to His throne on high

Your sacrificial incense seeks the sky.

And here on earth remembered you shall be

For as each dawn breaks over land and sea,

Your shining tears, bright dew-drops on the grass,

Shall tell your sacrifice to all who pass.
St Deora (Still kneeling).—

Now as my prayer my memory doth efface

From out my soul with spiritual grace

My sacrificial incense seeks the sky

In winding circles to His throne on high.

And here on earth forgot I shall not be,

For as each dawn breaks over land and sea,

My shining tears, bright dew-drops on the grass,

Shall tell my sacrifice to all who pass.

Music. St. DEORA rises, her face calm and serene, and turns
to her niche which she finds empty. She slips quietly in, faces the
audience, and resumes her pose. After a moment the priest rises
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slowly, dazed for a second, he dusts off his garments and goes per-
functorily to ST. DEORA’S niche, making the sign of the cross and
bending his knee. Then he passes deliberately down the mountain.

CuURTAIN

THE VISITOR AT THE TEMPLE

A CHINESE IDYL
By A. H. Ware

At dark of night the drum
Sobs through the temple courts. I, half awake,
Watch drowsily the candle beams that shake
Through cracks around my door. The tidal hum
Of priests at midnight vespers for the sake
Of such poor souls as mine comes to my ears.
The new-lit incense like a finger feels
My sleepy senses. Through my mind there steals
Old, half-remembered poems and flights of song
Such as Po Chui sang in days departed long.
I listen, dreaming, while the nightjar tells
Its measured sorrows to the infant moon
That ivories my latticed oyster shells.
The chants sink to a murmurous, soothing croon.
Kuan Yin be thanked I am no shaven priest,
And in this life at least
Can live and love without remorse or fears.
“Pray, gentle monks, and save my soul from sin,”
I say with sleepy yawn, and tuck my shoulders in,
And draw my padded pukai closer round my chin.



GHOSTS AT FIRST NIGHTS
IN ITALY

By WINIFRED SmiTH

HE Italians are accused by one of their own chief phi-
losophers, Giovanni Papini, of being so intent onjthe
bult of “passatismo” that most of them, artists,
artisans, intellectuals and men in the street, havefno
understanding of modern life and thought. How-
ever wrong the accusation may be and undoubtedly

is when applied to economic movements in Italy, it is certainly to
large degree justified by the present day drama there. Old ma-
terial is used for nine out of ten of the most popular new plays and
old methods are generally taken in the productions. A New
Yorker, familiar with the experiments of the Theater Guild, the
Provincetown Players and other such organizations, finds a good
deal of boredom in Italian theaters just now.

For instance, what is Mascagni’s Il Piccolo Marat, the sen-
sation of the Spring operatic season in Rome? Itis a story written
obviously, in spite of the author’s former connection with the
socialist party, as a piece of “anti-red” propaganda: the scene,
Nantes toward the end of the eighteenth century; the villain, a
red-haired monster recalling in looks and deeds the Judas of the
Mystery Plays; the hero, a handsome young aristocrat disguised as
a “citizen” for the purpose of rescuing his beautiful lady mother
from the prison to which her noble virtues and birth have condemn-
ed her and whence at any minute she may be taken with her friend
to one of the famous 7noyades or drowning parties invented by the
powerful villain for the destruction of the ancient regime. The
plot with its prisons, its horrors, its murders and hairbreadth es-
capes, its filial devotion and young love’s dream, derives from such
romances as the Chartreuse de Parme; the treatment of it is in-
spired by love of old established order—typified by the black cos-
tume of the Marquise and by her son’s reverent adoration of her—
and it is equally inspired by fear of change—expressed in the ani-
mated bogies in liberty caps who form a menacing chorus of blood-
thirsty citizens. The music is faithful to the spirit of the libretto,
not quite so antiquated in form as that of Cavelleria Rusticana but
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highly reminiscent in tone, echoing Mascagni’s own past work and
that of Verdi and of early Wagner. The staging is adequate,
granted the legitimacy of the demands made by the piece for a
typical village square, a sordid inn and finally a gorgeous chamber,
through the window of which streams the dawn as the wounded
hero, after murdering the villain, is carried off on the back of a
faithful retainer to follow his sweetheart and his temporarily res-
cued mother to a dubious safety. “Full of sound and fury, signi-
fying nothing!” Yet the critics on the whole have been kind,
perhaps because everyone loves Mascagni, who conducted the
first few performances with a good deal of verve and evident pleas-
ure in his work.

Sly, Forzano’s poetic drama, which was put on in Florence
in May just after I/ Piccolo Marat was produced in Rome and now
being acted in London by Matheson Lang, is a more interesting
though hardly a more vital work. It attracts Anglo-Saxons for
a pure reason of curiosity, since the hero, Cristofero Sly, is no
other than the drunken tinker whom Shakspere brought from the
old shrew play into the induction of his Taming of the Shrew.
This Italian Sly, however, would never be recognized by Shaks-
pere; he has much stronger affiliations with the Villon of Grin-
goire. He is a genius of lowly birth, thirsty for love, always seek-
ing his ideal and, because always unsuccessful a prey to a melan-
choly which drives him to drink. His fellows recognize his genius
and talk of him with affection in the lively Elizabethan tavern
scene that opens the piece, they even beg a Lord and his beautiful
mistress, strayed to the inn by mistake, to watch from the gallery,
Sly’s improvised dances and verses and his gradual comic intoxi-
cation. He comes in and entertains everyone so well that when he
falls asleep at the end of his antics the Lord takes him home and
follows Shakspere’s directions—enlarging on them—for the first
half of the second act.

But alas for the farce which in The Shrew is tactfully left
unfinished! Forzano’s hero promptly falls in love, oh, but real
love! and into tragedy at the end of the second act, for Dolly, the
Lord’s lovely mistress, comes to tempt him, leads him on until she
herself is a little caught in the net of his fascination and is mocked
with him when, at the moment he kisses her, the curtains around
the room are drawn and a chorus of laughing observers is revealed.
Quickly the deceived lad is stripped of his costly trappings and
flung into the dark prison where the final act passes; a long mono-
log of bitterness leads there to his suicide in the only way possible
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to him, through cutting the veins of his wrists with a bit of broken
glass. The shadows of Romeo and Juliet seem to be cast on the
stage when Dolly throws herself into Sly’s arms, too late, with the
assurance that she had not been a party to the cruel jest and that
she will prove love to be truth.

There is more sincerity of feeling and freshness of expression
in Sly than in the opera, at least there is the realization of a charac-
ter not new but always appealing. Moreover, in spite of the al-
most intolerable sentimentality and theatricality of all of the
situations and of much of the language, there are passages of real
poetic beauty expressing a sensitiveness of pity incapable of feel-
ing anything but the cruelty of the rough sixteenth century jest.
In fact this pity made itself so poignant that at the end of the
second act there were tears in many eyes and on many lips such
scandalized and uncritical comments as, “Qutrageous! They
have no hearts, these English!”

One wonders if it is Italian excess of heart that accounts for
the pity in Sly and in Luigi Morselli’s Glauco, which has just been
performed in Florence, Rome, Milan and elsewhere as a tribute of
honor to its young author so prematurely and recently dead.
Italians, like other races, have both hearts and brains, neither
organ is distinctive or even predominant in the race as a whole.
What is distinctive, apparently, is their peculiarly quick and
imaginative response to old stories, with a consequent realization
of the human quality in them and a power to reanimate them that
is lacking in us. As Morselli retells the ancient myth of Glaucus
and Sylla, he fills it with beauty and tenderness and makes it a
symbol of faithful, ideal love such as he himself is said to have
known, ending tragically and too soon the young lives in his fable
through the malice of the goddess Circe and her handmaidens, the
Fates. The play would make a lovely opera if Riccardo Zan-
donai, who has set to music D’Annunzio’s Francesca di Rimini
would use it for a libretto.

Probably D’Annunzio’s influence rather than Italian nature
largely determines the literary inspiration of the present Italian
theater. His most important works are soaked in classical matter
and pseudo-classical spirit, they glorify tradition of any sort, ar-
tistic or political, as their author calls on “his people” to look to
their ancestors for examples of living. Yet the spirit of neither
Sly nor Glauco is his; these young men’s creations, full of humanity
and of pain, are born of war torture and of a wish to make men feel
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and hate pain. If this spirit can be carried over into more modern
subject-matter, Papini will soon have to cease his Cassandra-like
denunciations of Italians as half dead “passatisti.”

WIND OF APRIL

By Frances Dickenson PiNDER

The day is April’s, and the wind
Is piping soft and low

Upon the pipes that Pan beguiled
In Aprils long ago:

Soft notes that whisper to the heart
Of half-remembered things—
Ancient lore of earth’s re-birth
Through countless wistful springs;

Quaint flutings that beguile the mind
To dreaming and surprise

As exquisite as children know

That stalk a fay’s disguise.

A fleeting shadow is a faun!—
The green sun-smitten shade,
Enchanted, whispers of a nymph,
A dryad, unafraid!

O Wind of April, piping low

By glade and grove and rill,

The pagan heart forgets and dreams
That Pan is piping still!



COCKCROW

A PLAY IN ONE ACT
Based on the old Scottish Ballad, “Clerk Saunders”

By L. M. TayvLor
Cast oF CHARACTERS

Epwarp

GERARD Four Brothers
HEenrY

GILES, a half-wit

A woman’s voice

“Out and speaks the first of them

‘A wat they hae been lovers dear;’

Out and speaks the next of them,

“They hae been in love this many a year.’

Out and speaks the third of them,

‘It wear great sin this twa to twaine;

Out and speaks the fourth of them,

‘It wear a sin to kill a sleeping man.”
—“Clerk Saunders,” stanzas 11, 12.

SceNE

A large massive hall 1n a castle of 14th century Europe.  The
cetling and doorways, arched and of gray stone, are high, and there is
a suggestion of rugged grandeur in the place, if only from the small
part of it made visible by the burning brazier near the stairs. It is
midnight. Through an arched doorway, right, a fltght of shallow
stone steps winds and disappears in a curve. There is a narrow
high window, barred, at the back, right, and near it the great doors
of the castle are dimly outlined in the gloom. To the right of the
stairs, EDWARD is sitting leaning on his naked sword, which catches
the light from the brazier and gleams like a shaft of arrested lightning.
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GILES having climbed up on the settle beneath the window, is
looking out, craning his neck.

Giles (Starting and glancing back).—What was that? Are
you there, Edward?

Edward—Keep a quiet tongue in your head. (Silence.)

Giles.—How still it is. You would think no soul stirred in
the house.

Edward.—They sleep well before waking to damnation.

Giles.—I cannot see the moon any longer.

Edward.—Good.

Giles.—Blood looks black in moonlight, doesn’t it, brother?

Edward—When God forgot your wits, would he had forgot
your tongue, too.

Giles (Jumping down and running to him in a panic of fear).—
Oh, oh, poor Giles, poor Giles! God does not forget him. God
forgets only those who sin. Do not hurt me, brother.

Edward—Get up. I am not going to hurt you.

Giles (On the settle again).—Hark. (They both listen.)

Giles.—It was a night bird under the eaves. It has flown
away. (Pause.) Brother!

Edward (Between clenched teeth).—Must 1 tear your tongue
out? (Silence.)

Giles (Beginning in a low voice).—When Henry and Gerard
have killed his groom, will they come back here?

Edward.—For the quarry upstairs.

Giles (With suppressed glee).—Hum, it is queer. He set the
groom to watch for him, and for all his watching, the groom will
be dead first. But he, he will come down this way, won’t he?
Just think, he will come down quite slowly, happy—and a little
drowsy perhaps.

Edward.—Well?

Giles.—I was speaking of clerk Saunders, Edward. He will
steal out this way. So I heard him tell our sister.

Edward.—May her soul rot, putting eternal shame upon our
house and the burden of two murders upon her brothers tonight.

Giles—Two! You will not kill her, Edward?

Edward.—The grocm, and him that warps our honor.

Giles.—Ah, it seems queer, though. He will come down
slowly, carefully, brother, with his shadow following him along the
wall. There may be great exaltation in his heart, and all he hears,
perhaps, will be the dip of his velvets, trailing like a sigh from step
to step, and all he feels, sleep drawing her fingers over his eyelids,
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and all he thinks of—a ride in the dawn, across the moors to his
own house. Not eye, nor ear, nor thought for us, though. His
breath will be warm, and his pulses beating quick, and his strides
long and straight. And then, in a flash, three brown blades
cutting the shadow, will make of him only a pool of black blood—
in the moonlight. Perhaps because he thought simple Giles no
better than a spaniel my sister kept about her when she walked
over the moors.

Edward.—Be still, idiot.

Giles (Whimpering).—Idiot! Because I cannot swing a
sword like you and Henry and Gerard you abuse me so. Yet you
will do well to remember it 'was I who told you of this, how they
planned meeting, and it was I who let her know that tonight you
would all sleep abroad, with no one but servants on the place.
And no credit you give me for all that.

Edward (Gloomily).—A credit to no one is this night.

Giles (At the window).—The stars are becoming pale. The

moat water has a gray film over it. (Jumps down and walks -

stealthily over to the stairs.) Not a sound, not a sound, and the
time so close on dawn. What, Edward, I say, would it be
strange if he should not take this way down, if he should clamber
down her window on his hands and knees, and we wait here for
nothing at all, Edward?

Edward (Starts a little, then).—One day more of life will
better him little.

Giles.—1 hear a step.

Edward.—Where!

Giles.—Outside.

Edward (Relieved).—Ah.

Giles (Leaping up lightly on the settle).—It is Henry and
Gerard.

Edward.—Quiet!

Giles.—They are coming across the bridge. They have their
swords drawn. How black they are. I have seen bats look
black like that, but never bats so huge and terrible. Edward!

Edward.—God, will you have me choke you?

Giles.—They have killed the groom. They must have killed
him. Only things with blood on them look black like that! The
groom’s blood has turned them black, as death turns a man black.
But how is that? They are death, aren’t they? Edward, Ed-
ward, twin deaths are coming toward this house!

Edward.—Open to them, noiselessly.
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Giles (Starts for the door, but cowers back).—I am afraid, I am
afraid.

Edward (Getting up and flinging him aside).—Ah! (He opens
the doors cautiously. HENRY and GERARD enter with their swords
drawn. They are both tall, HENRY the younger, being bull-necked
and blond, GERARD, slim and dark.)

Gerard.—Not yet?

Edward.—No. You found his man? _

Henry (With satisfaction).—Our hands are full of him.

Giles (Squealing).—Oh!

Henry.—What was that?

Edward—The idiot is terrorstruck.

Gerard (Goes over to where GILES s crouching and puts his
hand on his shoulder).—Be still.

Giles.—Ah, so you are Gerard. You are not death with the
hollow jawbone at all. You are wet all over though.

Gerard.—Do not fear.

Giles—1 am not afraid any more. Ugh, my hand slid in
your cloak, in something—warm. It is safe to feel a man’s blood,
knowing he is dead, eh, brother?

Gerard—Be still.  (He turns away, passing his hand over his
eyes as if to wipe out a horrid sight.)

Henry.—Ah, let me gag the idot and stow him away until
afterward.

Gerard.—Let him be. He does not understand.

Giles.—]1 do understand, I do understand. I see more than
you. I see death standing over there in the corner. I see two
deaths waiting over there in the corner. Go away, go away,
deaths!

(He makes a few uncertain steps toward the stair, waving his
arm, reels, turns on himself and falls in a heap beside the brazier,
near the settle. The three brothers watch him, until his wriggling
body straightens out.)

Edward.—He will be quiet now. (There is a pause, during
which the three take up their places of watching, EDWARD on the
settle, HENRY at the extreme left in the shadow and GERARD at the
extreme right, by the stairs. They stare gloomily before them.)

Henry.—How cold it is.

Gerard.—Not more cold than is my soul knowing the thing it
has done and the thing it is about to do.

Henry.—Hear him, Edward. It has been with him like that
ever since we set foot out the door.
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Edward.—How?

Henry (Venomously).—He has become delicate like the idiot
to the smell of blood, it seems. It was with difficulty I had him
get the stone bound tight to the groom outside that should fasten
him well under water for safety’s sake. He—he would sit back
and be at ease, I think, to hear a miserable clerk boast how he—

(EDWARD rises menacingly.)

Henry (In a lower tone).—Well. The fellow outside could
give a good account of his master.

Edward.—What is this?

Gerard.—1f there is to be killing, for God’s sake, let there be
killing and not talking.

Henry.—It would please you to shield him, perhaps.

Edward (Imperatively).—Plain speech!

Henry.—As I would have, brother. (Goes over to the stairs,
then turns about fiercely.) This is not the first time clerk Saunders
has been here.

Edward (Unmoved).—No.

Gerard.—Would you take the word of that crazed groom who
knew he was about to be split open, for truth?

Henry—When our house’s honor is in question—

Gerard (Stung).—You are not before me when it comes to
defending that!

Henry (His voice rising).—It is needful for you to say that!

Edward.—Will you wake the idiot?

Henry (Fuming).—It makes me mad.

Edward—Madden yourself against the despoiler, not one
another.

Gerard (With suppressed feeling).—He was my friend. Do
you think it strange then that from time past should stretch out a
hundred dead hands to pluck me by the sleeve from this? What
has happened is indeed beyond my understanding of the man.
(With sudden vehemence.) There has been cutting of quivering
flesh enough for one night!

Henry.—No son of my father spat out words like that.
(Plunges toward the stairs.) Is this thing, then, to live?

Edward (Blocking the way).—Go break your sword in two,
before you have killed a man unarmed. (HENRY comes back
slowly.)

Edward.—Get to your places. It is almost light.
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Gerard.—The east is paling— God, like the face of a boy
blenching under gray water, or the hands of a boy clutching
through gray water.

Henry.—Faugh.

Gerard—Edward, are you resolved on this?

Edward.—As you will be resolved.

Henry (Cocking his head).—Listen.

Gerard.—What!
Henry.—I hear a door opening.
Gerard.—No.

Henry.—Footsteps.

Gerard.—My God! (Pause. The three listen.)

Edward.—It was nothing.

Gerard.—Tapestries in the wind.

Edward.—Gerard.

Gerard.—Well?

Edward.—To your place.

Gerard.—No!

Edward.—What?

Gerard.—I cannot.

Edward.—Cannot what?

Gerard.—I1 cannot—kill him.

Edward (Going to him and speaking rapidly).—If fear has you
in the knees, go quickly and put no further shame upon this house
by adding cowardice.

Henry.—There is a place there by the idiot, quite sheltered.

Gerard (Fiercely).—1 am not afraid.

Edward.—Go to your place.

Gerard.—I1 cannot kill him, I tell you. I cannot, remem-
bering his eyes.

Henry.—Turn your eyes upon our blackened name.

Gerard—Black with guiltless blood shed by you and me
tonight—

Henry.—Say rather with shame spewed upon us by one who
dies tonight.

Gerard.—1 am finished, I tell you.

Henry.—He took counsel with you how this might be done?
You were perhaps their go-between?

Edward.—Spend your word prowess elsewhere. I shall meet
him alone. Both of you, go.

Henry.—What, do you think there are two bastards here?

Gerard.—Ah!
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Henry.—You shall not cheat me of my part in him.

Gerard.—You named me bastard then?

Henry.—It was plain.

Gerard.—Take care.

Henry.—Of what?

Gerard.—There is a sword here at my side.

Henry.—What use has a purveyor for a sword?

Gerard.—Purveyor!

Henry.—Indeed, I cannot follow in your school of knight-
hood.
Gerard (With quiet fury).—Liar.

Henry.—Better for you that name!

Gerard—Ah! (The two’ brothers grapple. GERArRD flings
HENRY to the floor.)

Edward (Parting them).—Are you mad? (GERARD turns
away, walks to the back of the stage and stands there, facing back.
HENRY picks himself up sullenly.)

Edward (Opens the door and stands there).—Begone, I have
said already. What are you who are battling love and hate?
It was required of you to strike only as the sword strikes. Go.
(He goes back slowly to his place and sits down. Through the open
door, the gray morning is visible. Pause.)

Henry (Leering at GERARD).—Traitor. (A spasm crosses
GERARD.)

Gerard (Without turning around).—Unsay that.

Henry.—Can a man unsay truth?

Gerard (Turns about as if to rush upon HENRY, when suddenly
his resolve crumbles and he stands at bay, a trembling black figure
aginst the gray sky of the open doors).—The truth, the truth! God,
that it should be you who could make the truth my damnation.
That of the many million, you should find that one word which
can seal peace from me forever. You are not men, but night-
mares. (With a quick movement, he shuts the doors behind him, and
turns to the two men.) Stand off.

Henry.—What now?

Gerard.—Look then. Traitor, you have called me, and it
appears I must be that either to our house or to him. Therefore
I choose. You may plummet your reproach to hell. For you
shall have blood, blood as my ransom. Do you hear? I am
going upstairs. I am going up with my sword drawn. Do you
understand? You had better not hinder me.

Edward.—Stop.
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Gerard (Edging toward the stairs).—Ah Edward, you were
made of granite, I think, not flesh. (7o Henry.) And you, no
doubt you envy me this blood-letting? But console yourself.
To kill a sleeping man is only dull sport. For what does he do?
Squirm a little in his limbs, spurt a little blood, and turning, sink
into a deeper sleep.

Edward.—Stay where you are.

Gerard.—I shall not be long.

Edward.—You cannot kill a sleeping man.

Gerard.—Would you have me kill him, meeting him face to
face, with a smile?

Edward (Barring the stairs with his sword).—I say you shall
not do it.

Henry (Crossing his sword).—And 1.

Gerard (Draws his sword, and with a swift lunge, parts the two
swords and leaps to the stairs).—Already you have said too much,
both of you. What should I be indeed, if I were to brook your
words tonight, simply because I am not idiot like Giles, passion-
less like you, Edward, or like you, Henry, a monster—but a man-
suddenly aghast, finding himself a slaughterer. What, have you
had friends? Have you laughed splendidly with a man, ridden
with him, sat long talking together in the brown light of evening?
Yet in these things were we two companions. Is it easy then,
do you think, with hauntings of a familiar voice and well-known
turn of the head and the eye’s glancing, to get ready cold steel?

Henry.—Do you forget? Do you forget?

- Gerard.—No, I do not forget. What to do, then? Why,
kill him—which I shall do, now and alone. And give to all of us—
peace!

Edward.—Come down.

Gerard—When I have found it, yes!

Edward.—Come down.

Gerard.—Stand off. 1 am going to purge you of this infamy:.
I will purge you. I will purge you! Stand off.

(He levels his sword at the two men standing below and begins
ascending the stairs, watching them over his shoulder. Reaching
the curve, he pauses, menacing them once more. He disappears into
the shadow. EpwarD and HENRY remain motionless for a time,
staring after him.)

Henry (Petulantly).—You would not let me go.

Edward.—He had his own honor to restore.

Henry.—He may play us foul.
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Edward.—Not so foul as he plays the clerk.

Henry.—Ah! What was that?

Edward.—Cocks crowing.

Henry (Forcing a laugh).—For a passing soul, for a passing
soul.

Edward.—So be it. (Pause.)

Edward (As if thinking aloud).—What shall be done with her?

Henry.—Her?

Edward.—Yes.

Henry.—What does that matter? This is a man’s business.
There will be days for her swept clean for prayers.

Edward—Will prayers come easily, I wonder, to one waking
warm between dead arms?

Henry (Shrugs).—What else?

Edward.—Nothing else.

Henry.—You are right. Nothing matters once his blood
washes clean our name.

Edward.—No.

Henry.—Ha, he was dainty in life. It would have irked him
that his linen should be spattered.

Edward.—Stop babbling. (GILES groans in his sleep.)

Henry.—The idiot is dreaming.

Edward.—Do not wake him. (There is the clatter of a sword
falling above stairs. The two brothers come swiftly to the foot.
GERARD appears emerging from the shadow, empty-handed, backing
down slowly. He does not seem to be aware of the two men below,
until gradually descending, his hand comes in contact with EDWARD’s,
outstretched. He shudders, emits a low cry and turns about.)

Gerard (Looking from one to the other).—Let us go.

Edward.—Your sword?

Gerard.—It has found its sheath. Let us go.

Henry.—What of her?

Gerard.—She—did not wake. Come.

Edward.—There is a storm outside.

Gerard—Thank God, thank God!

Edward.—What?

Gerard.—I could not look upon the sun. (He crosses to the door
with uncertainty and staggers out. A gray drizzle splashes 1in.)

Edward (After a pause).—So. She will want composure.
We will come back tomorrow.

Henry.—The idiot is stirring.

Edward—Come. You had better draw the outer bolt.
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(They go out. The shoving-into-place of the bolt is heard.)

Giles (Sleepily).—Who is penning me in? Gerard, Edward?
(He gets up, rubbing his eyes, and comes forward) Where are you,
brothers? Did you notice it, I must have dozed off for a moment,
like a kitten, a very kitten. Eh, eh, well—you haven’t done it
yet? It sounds though as if might be raining blood under your
cloak, eh, Gerard? (He gropes around a little less confident.)
Where are you anyway? (He goes to the window and jumps on the
settle) Ah! (He sees it is day, and a mystified expression crosses his
face. The fragment of a laugh, soft as a ripple, breaks the stillness.
GILES cocks his head, jumps down from the settle, and comes noise-
lessly to the stairs. At first surprised, he indicates uneasiness which
swiftly develops into terror. He looks over his shoulder with sagging
mouth.) Why, is she laughing? Edward, Gerard—Henry!
Where are you? (The laughs peals out again, louder.) She should
not be laughing!

(He stops, frightened. The laughter, now harsh, metallic,
terrible, rings out again. GILES retreats to the door, backing against
it.) Edward, I say, Edward, what is that? Are you up there?

(Cautiously he moves over to the stairs. The laughter subsides
into an eerie ripple again. GILES gains courage, and begins creeping
upstairs. He pauses at the turn.) Edward!

(As there is no answer, he continues his way and disappears.
Silence. A prolonged scream in a woman’s voice, followed by a
clatter of laughter, breaks out. GILES, his face ghastly, swings
suddenly around the curve and stumbles downstairs, while the laugh-
ter, harsher than ever, brokem at times by wunintelligible words,
continues.)

Giles (Rushing to the door).—Let me out, let me out! (He
discovers it is locked from without.) Ah, you have penned me in!
You were penning me in. I knew it. You have done it—you
have done it while I slept—while he slept. For God’s love, let me
out! (He pounds on the door.) Do you hear her? She shouldn’t
be laughing, but she is. Do you hear her, do you hear her?
She didn’t know me, I tell you—let me out—she glared at me
and grinned. Upstairs they went—the twin deaths. Death of
body, death of soul. I saw them, but you didn’t. One is still,
and one is mowing! Oh, let me out, let out, let me out!

(He continues pounding on the door in a fremzy, his own
laughter suddenly bursting forth and mingling, rising and falling
with the hideous sound from upstairs.)

CuRrTAIN



THE SPIRITUAL HISTORY
OF MODERN DRAMA

By CrarenpoN Ross

F there ever was an uninspired and shallow period of drama,

it is the period that lies roughly between the years 1860 and

1880. During this period, the social themes got into drama,

but they did not sink in. They floated on the surface.

The dimly-outlined idea of social guilt had as yet created

no conscience for itself; and having created no conscience

for itself, it had no spiritual depth; and having no spiritual depth,
it had no depth at all. This is the period of drama that lies be-
tween the stagnant backwash of romanticism and the modern
realism imbued with the scientific spirit. It is the period of the
disciples of Scribe. It is the period of the “well-made” play.
The social themes made their entrance into drama; but the drama-
tist had no conception of their significance for life and society.
They were merely “played with:” they were hailed as something
novel for the fabrication of “intrigue” (the art of drama, in this
generation which had nothing to say, being equivalent to “strata-
gem,” “strategic architecture,” terms which, by the way, are the
cant of the academic and the popular treatises on “playmaking”
at-the present time.) Drama, according to the school of Scribe,
consisted in adroitness in plotting for plot’s sake. It is a melan-
choly task to read these plays. Even that most artificial drama of
the Restoration is a revelation of the life of the times; but the
drama of the Scribe school is a revelation of nothing. There is
nothing to be said about it, because it says nothing. It is im-
possible to discuss it, because it does not discuss anything. There
is no “pulse” in the “machine.” There is no spirituality—the
doleful deficiency in “well-made” plays of all time (‘“ well-made”
plays, of course, have always been written; they are being written
now in great shoals with the connivance of the guide-books; and
they will always be written, because the number of those who can
make a mechanical contrivance is infinitely larger than the num-
ber of those who have something to say.) The social themes, in
the school of Scribe, get no spiritual emphasis. They are in the
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plays, but they are merely the vehicles for scaffolding the plot and
manufacturing suspense; and the final scene—wherein the most
superficial dramatist of ancient times considered it good manners
to bow to an idea in the vocabulary of a moral—is just a windup
of the intrigue As there is nothing so dangerous to an idea as a

Well-made play, so there is nothmg so dangerous to a “well-
made” play as an idea.

After the social themes had been “played with” by the dis-
ciples of Scribe for about a generation, they began to receive con-
scientious treatment at the hands of those who are now recognized
as the true pioneers of modern drama—such men as Ibsen and
Bjoérnson in Norway, Becque in France, and Echegaray in Spain.
Of these, Ibsen—by priority in time, by the remarkable rapidity
of his development, by his decisive grasp of the new ethical view,
by his power as a creative technician to shape a new form for the
new view, and by his transference of the social themes from the
plane of intrigue to the plane of spirituality—became the chief
force in the directing of modern drama. Doubtless several later
dramatists surpass Ibsen as a thinker; but there can be no doubt
about Ibsen’s fundamental historic position, nor any doubt about
his influence, which will maintain until the day when a new ethi-
cal view is born, and a new technique is created to fit it.

Ibsen’s fellow pioneers were all deficient in one or more of the
powers which he shortly possessed as a complete arsenal. Bjorn-
son, keenly alive to social problems, could not keep his earlier
plays to the spiritual plane—cluld not end them otherwise than if
he were ending the “intrigue” instead of sharpening the inner
spiritual drama (see Leonarda and A Gauntlet); and to the last,
his plays are marred by the technical artificialities of the Scnbe
school. Becque, a demolisher of the technical artificiality of the
Scribe school and a prophet of the new moral view, was not deep
enough as a thinker to lay hold of social themes of any great spirit-
ual significance (see The Vultures and The Woman of Paris.) In
Echegaray, from the beginning to the end of his long and prolific
career, spirituality and theatricality are inseparably twined. Some-
what like the antagonistic poles of pain and boredom in the Scho-
penhauerian world, the nearer you approach one the farther you
are from the other; but Echegaray never got so near “pulse” that
he lost sight of “machine.” In the earlier plays, an intense spirit-
uality is defeated by just one thing—a glaring theatricality (see
Madness or Saintliness? and The Great Galeoto;) and the lessons
of the master Ibsen availed him little (compare Ghosts and The
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Son of Don Juan.) In the fully-developed Ibsen, the quality of
spirituality, a firmly-anchored ethical view, and an unartificial
technique are all complementary—are all inseparably twined.
These three complements of the Ibsenesque whole were not de-
veloped simultaneously, though all were developed with astound-
ing rapidity within the short sequence of three plays in four years.
Of these three powers, thefirst to be fully attained was spirituality
and the place wherein Ibsen attained it was the final scene of 4
DolPs House.

 Pillars of Society (1877)—the first of Ibsen’s plays after he
had begun to devote himself exclusively to social themes—cannot
critically be said to mark any advance over the Scribe school; at
best, it is not as good as Bjornson in 4 Gauntlet. The theme is
just a vehicle for intrigue; the final scene, resting—with the dead
weight of a drowning man—on the long arm of coincidence, is just
a wind-up of the intrigue; and the final ““moral” speech—directed
to the audience—carries no spiritual emphasis whatever, seeing
that all the rest of the play carries none. The final speech is the
grating of a door closing upon a thoroughly‘ ‘well-made” play.
Nor do the first two acts, and more, of 4 Doll’s House (1879)—
with their stage-villain flourishing the forged papers, the coinci-
dence-born confidante, the sentimental doctor-friend-of-the-family
the plot-carrying soliloquies, and the deadly letter-box—mark
any real spiritual advance over Pillars of Society. 1t is only when
the theatrical tarantella is over, and the letter-box has done all it
can do, and Nora and Helmer sit down to talk things over, that
something begins which is like the beginning of another play, so
different it is in tone from all that has preceded. The measure of
the difference in tone is the measure of spirituality. Let one read
as widely as he will among the disciples of Scribe, he will find
nothing like this. What Ibsen did in this final scene was to lift
the theme clean out of the shackles of intrigue and place it com-
pletely on the spiritual plane. The emphasis is solely on spiritual
values. The final scene of 4 Doll’s House was a spiritual triumph
over the contemporary ‘“well-made” social play.

That this final scene was at the same time spiritually the germ
of succeeding social drama is’also matter of history. There is no
dramatist grown to power since the year 1879 who has lost sight
of the quality of that talk between Nora and Helmer. A4 Doll’s
House—the pioneer play with an everlasting vitality, and certain-
ly the most widely known, and by dramatists themselves perhaps
the most revered, modern play—contained the germ of a new
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drama. Henceforth spirituality was to be sought throughout a
play; henceforth not patent stage devices but the struggles of the
mind and heart were to form the entirety; henceforth the “story”
the “narrative,” was to be but a shell for the true drama existing
within. And how well drama since 1879 has followed this ideal
may be seen by the fact that the acknowledged major modern
dramatists are not much referred to in popular and academic
treatises on the art of “playmaking.”

It may be briefly added—not with reference to the present
topic but with reference to Ibsen’s rapid development which it was
necessary to mention above—that Ibsen’s next play, Ghosts (1881)
was a full-grown social play on exactly three scores: it was—with
what happened to Mrs. Alving after she hearkened to Pastor Man-
ders on “duty”—a clear-cut study in social guilt; it has a fully-
developed technique—no more of the plot-carrying soliloquies,
the coincidence-born characters, and the paraphernalia attaching
to intrigue; and in it the emphasis was on spiritual values all the
way through.

PORTRAITS

By Tuomas HorNsBY FERRIL

I, as a boy in school—a wondering child,
An hour from her and home, behind my book
Would think and think—how was it that she smiled:
My mother’s eyes—I can’t tell how they look.

And you, my lover, in this portrait here,
I see your features framed in pleasant grace,
Yet hours and miles have made you far, my dear;
Your picture, yes—but I know not your face.



FAITH
A ONE-ACT SKETCH

By MarcGarer Evans

It is5 five-thirty in the evening of Armistice Day, 1921.

Through a narrow window on the left side of the room, a dull
gray evening presses toward the light; but in the rough plastered little
kitchen the day is ending in a splash of soft warm color. In a corner
near the window is a large coal range, cracked in two or three places,
through which the deep red of the coals throws out rays. A row of
shelves crowded with dishes, pans and cans adds to the sense of utility; .
this is the note of the room. At the back stands a small table with a
tin pitcher and basin. Several chairs—one of them a calico-draped
old rocker—are about the room. In the center is a larger table, cover-
ed with a bright red-patterned cloth. The table 1s set for supper, very
charming in the soft light which the lamp in the center throws around
1.

Lissa CrAVENS, a colored girl of twenty or thereabouts, 15 put-
ting the last touches to the table. It is delightful to see her stirring
about the red covered table, with her fine brown skin and quite regular
features accentuated in the lamp light. ANNIE CrRAVENsS—Lissa’s
mother—a stout old colored woman with fat wrinkled cheeks, is frying
batter cakes on a flat griddle and appears flustered and hot.

Lissa.—You want me to put on the sorghum molassas, mo-
thah?

Annie (Turning a cake and glancing up rather absent-mindedly)
—Naw, Lissa. Ah’m goin’ make sugah ’lassas tanight. Youh
fathah don’ think they ain’t nothin’ like sugah ’lassas, an’ Ah
suah is goin’ giv’ him as good’s Ah kin tanight. Ah bets that ole
niggah’ll be all tuck’t out tanight! .

Lissa—Pooh fathah! He’s been worrying an awful lot!
I’'m mighty glad he’s got a job at last!

Annie.—They’s one thing suah, ef he don’t stop worretin’
foah long, Ah’ll be in mah grav’; that’s whe’h Ah’ll be! Youh
fathah suah has got me goin’ on this las’ few weeks!
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Lissa—You mean ’bout fathah’s acting so queer lately,
mothah? Pooh fathah! He’s been scared to death we’d stahv
because he wasn’t getting any work. As if we’d stahv as long’s
I’m able to teach! That was what you-all sent me to Fisk foah,
so I could always make a decent living!

Annie (Turning full around from the stove with the pancake
turner in her hand, facing Lissa).—Youh kin say it like that ef
youh wants to, ’bout youh fathah, Lissa. Ah don’ say what Ah
knows itis. Ah don’ tole youh to’othah day. Tain’t no worretin
’bout no wo’k; not with youh fathah! (She turns back to her frying
with a triumphant air.)

Lissa—You’re being superstitious, mothah! I was talking
with Doctah Burns just yesterday. ‘“Youh fathah’s in a bad
shape, Lissa,” he said. “He’s brooding too much about not
working.” And that’s just exactly it, mothah. I declaih, the
way they won’t let a man work when he tries to as hahd as fathah!
And I saw in the papah where old Mistah Shelby is spending the
wintah in Egypt, now he’s got his factories shut down. Doctah
Burns says theah’s lots of things we have to learn to take, but I
declaih, I'd rathah fight, mothah!

Annie (Sharply).—Don’t youh go talkin’ like white folks,
Lissa. Youh a niggah. Youh don’ lea’n’d youh place.

There 1s a short silence. ANNIE concentrates on her work at
the stove. Lissa stares off into space through the soft tinted table

and is evidently in a world of her own, which 1s not shared with her
mother.

Annie (Breaking the pause).—Doctah Buhns kin say it like
that ef he want to, ’bout youh fathah. Ah don’ knows bettah.
Doctah Buhns don’t sleep with youh fathah, an’ Ah does. An’
Ah knows that every night foah three weeks naw, youh fathah don
set straight up in ouh bed jes when that ole clock don’ struck
twelve, an’ what he see, Lissa—tain’t no ole wo’k—it’s hants!
“Look theah, Annie,” he say, an’ his eyes jes ’bout comes outn
his haid, “Look theah, Annie! Don’t yuh see Jim settin’ theah on
that theah chaih?” Youh fathah he do see Jim settin’ theah, an’
he talk to him every night, sayin’ the same thing, ovah an’ ovah.

Lissa (Breathless and tense).—What does he say, mothah?

Annie (Swaying a little on her broad feet and swinging her
voice into a suggestion of a chant).—Youh fathah say to him.ovah
an’ ovah, ‘“Why ain’t they don’ sent youh back heah, son, so’s
you kin be buried decent heah with us? Cou’se youh kain’t res’
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quiet ovah theah in that ole strange country, boy! Ah don’t
say Ah’m evah blamin’ youh foah comin’ back heah so worreted
like. Ole pappy want his boy res’ quiet like, not hav’ be no ole
hants!” (She breaks off in a little crying wail.)

Lissa.—Don’t cry, mothah! You know Jim’s happy now,
being as it says in the Bible. Why, mothah! You know theah
isn’t any such thing as hants! Don’t you remembah, I told you
that the first time I came back from Fisk!

Annie.—Ef they ain’t no hants, then, Lissa, they’s what youh
remembahs. An’ that hu’ts as bad as hants. Ah kin clos’ mah
eyes righ naw, an’ see mah boy in his fine unifawm, laughin’ fit
ta kill an’ ready t’knock the lights outn them ole Gu’mans.
Ah kin see him goin’ ta the train that las’ night, cakewalkin’ with
his rejimen’ dawn Ma’ket Street, jes laughin’ fit ta kill. An’
when Ah 'membahs them things, an’ ‘membahs he nevah kin come
back heah—that do hu’t, Lissa.

Lissa (Going off again into the world which her mother does
not know, and deeply touched).—Oh, mothah! I wish I hadn’t
been at Fisk when Jim went off! But it must have been wonder-
ful to see them going off!

Annie (Who has been crouching a little over the stove, stands sud-
denly erect).—Lissen! They’s youh fathah, comin’ up the walk.
Is everything don’ got on the table? Han’ me that theah little
ole bowl foah this sugah ’lassas. Don’t youh let youh fathah see
youh bin cryin’, gu’l!

An outside door bangs, the shuffling sound of feet is heard along
the hallway, then the door at the right into the kitchen opens and PETE
CRAVENS enters. He is a tall old Negro, with a deeply lined face
and bent shoulders. But his eyes—deepset and habitually sad—are
lighted up this evening with an inward excitement. He is smiling
broadly.

Pete.—Ah swan! Ole battah cakes an’ sugah ’lassas! What
youh mean, havin’ a feas’ like this foah an ole niggah, mammy?
(He goes over and kisses the old woman, pinching the girl’s brown
cheek as he passes her. He pours some water into the basin, washes
his hands, carefully putting down the newvspaper which he brought in
with him) This ole man’s jes ’bout stavh ta death! He ain’t
use t'no wo’kin’ like this; lazy ole niggah! (He sits down at the
table and ANNIE falls heavily into a chair opposite him, placing
a big plate of the hot cakes by PETE’S place. Lissa sits down grace-
fully. PETE folds his hands over his plate and all three bow their
heads solemnly over the soft red covered table.) Oh Lawd, we thank
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thee foah this heah bountiful repas’ youh don’ provide foah us, an’
we asks youh t’bless it foah us fo’ we don’ et. We thanks thee
foah thy goodness, Lawd, in gettin’ me mah new job, and foah
thy grace in unitin’ us heah ’roun’ thy table, t'wo’ ship thee. An’
naw, Lawd, we thanks thee from the bottum of ouh hea’ts that
youh don’ let the great ones of this ea’th bring Jim ta his own
soil t’res’, an’ won’t hav’ t’be no ole hant no moah. Amen.

Annie (Stealing a look at Lissa, bites her lips to keep back the
trembling and hands PETE a big cake).—Theah, theah, fathah!
Don’t youh go thinkin’ on like that no moah! Lissa, giv’ youh
fathah that theah sugah ’lassas. Youh jes git sta’ted on these
heah battah cakes, Pete.

Lissa (Patting her father’s arm as she gives him the bowl).—
You don’t need to go worrying any more, fathah! Now you’ve
got a fine steady job and I’ve got a fine steady job, we ought to get
along fine now!

Pete—Ah ain’t got nothin’ t’go worretin’ ’bout naw, Lissa,
naw Jim’s done brung back home.

Annie.—Theah, theah, fathah! Youh jes eat youh cakes!
The Lawd don’t want us grievin’ foah the blessed, fathah!

Pete (Looking up sharply).—How come youh all time thinkin’
Ah’m grievin’ foah? Ah’m not grievin’ foah Jim! Ah’m prowd
of him! (Pausing, he stares off at the other side of the room with
reminiscent eyes.) Youh ’membahs that time Jim say he goin’
make all the coloh’d people prowd o’his name? That was the
time he don’ come back from Fisk an’ youh yes ’bout licked him
good foah all that uppishness. (Chuckling.) May be Jim know
betta’n we don’, what he were goin’ t’do! (He pushes back his
chair and looks at his wife with a bent, searching stare.) Youh seen
this heah “News” t’day?

Annie.—Theah, theah, fathah! Don’t youh like this heah
sugah ’lassas? Ah don’ made it pu’pos’ly foah youh.

Pe:o(Ignoring her, takes the paper from a chair and reads slowly
with difficulty).—Youh jes lissen t’this, Annie! “Nation Joins
in Doin’ Rev’h’nt Honah t'Unknown Sol’ja.”” What youh think
of that, mammy? (Lifting his voice.) Youh jes lissen t’this!
“Body of Unknown Hero Laid in it’s Final Restin’ Plac’ in Beau’-
ful Ahlin’ton Cem’tary.” What youh think of that, mammy?
Youh nevah think of that, when youh ussa heah Jim braggin’
like he done!

Lissa (Startled, glances at her mother).—Give me the papah,
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fathah. You’re all ti’ad out with working, and you mustn’t
think about things like this.

Annie (With a touch of fright in her voice).—What youh talk-
in’ ’bout, Pete? Youh eat youh battah cakes. Ah made ’em
pu’pos’ly foah youh.

Pete (So excited that he begins to sound angry).—How youh
think Ah’m goin’ eat when Ah ain’t don’ tole youh ’bout Jim yet?
Ah tells youh Ah nevah did e’sep’t nothin like this. Ah was
workin’ theah in that fu’nance room, an’ all at once Ah know
Jim’s theah too. He’s standin’ right ovah theah by one of them
I’le windows. jes like he might be standin’ ovah theah by that
window, an’ he has on his unifawm an’ the li’le cap he don wore
when he went away. He lean his ahm up on the window la’j,
an’ he say, “Fathah, youh don’ hu’d what them newsboys is
shoutin?” Ah lissens, an’ shuh ’nough they’s some boys out
theah shoutin’ this heah ’bout the unknown sol’ja. “Fathah,”
Jim say, “youh don’t need t’go worretin’ ’bout me no moah.
That’s me they don’ shouted ’bout! It’s me they don’ brung
back from France.” Aftah he don’ say that, everything got
black in the fu’nace room, an’ when Ah looked ovah at Jim aga’n,
he’d went, an’ Ah jes seen that li’tle ole window aga’n . . .
Rekan he hed t’go back ta his ceh’mony. It suah be a grand
way foah a black niggah’s boy be brung back home! (He leans
back in his chair, relaxed and smiling, but his excitement is focused
on ANNIE.)

Annie (Clearly frightened).—Whata mattah with youh, Pete?
Kain’t youh eat these heah battah cakes Ah don’ make pu’pos’ly
foah youh?

Pete (Angrily).—Ah tells youh Ah ain’t goin’ eat no ole bat-
tah cakes! Ah tells youh Jim’s don’ brung back home! Whata
mattah with youh, Annie!? Ain’t youh prowd o’youh boy?
(Turning sharply to Lissa.) Lissa, ain’t youh prowd o’youh
brothah? (There is a heavy silence, into which PETE cuts againin a
low sing-song.) Ah don’ look up an’ theah stands Jim, jes like
he’d be standin’ by that window theah . . . (He breaks off
and stares immovable at the space to the side of the little window. His
eyes are deep and sad again. Lissa and ANNIE follow his gaze as
as if hypnotized.) Look theah, Annie! Don’t youh see Jim stand
in’ theah by the window? (His voice falls into a low and tragic
chant.) How come youh kain’t res’ quiet like in youh fine grav’,
boy? Ole pappy want his boy res’ quiet like, not have be no ole
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hant. He say don’t his mammy know he kain’t res’ quiet like so
long’s she ain’t prowd o’huh boy?

Annie (Falling to her knees, stares fascinated at the space by
the window. She is crying in a low minor wail).—Ah does know it,
Pete! Ah believes youh, Jim! Ah’s prowd o’'mah boy!

Lissa has remained in her chair, frightened and trembling.
She stands up now, her eyes fixed on the space at the window, and goes
over to her father. She puts her hand over his eyes).—Don’t cry,
fathah! It isn’t Jim; you’h just ti’ad out tonight! (She turns
to her mother, and suddenly stands erect and confident.) What ah
you crying ’bout, mothah? Fathah’s all ti’ad out! Why, mo-
thah! Don’t you remembah, I told you a long time ago there
wasn’t any such thing as hants!

THE SOWERS
THE SOWERS
By GaBrieLE D’ANNUNzZIO
Translated from the Italian by Rudolph Altrocchi

The sturdy peasants plod across the field
Leading the oxen, slow and placid-faced;
Behind them smokes the furrow, iron-traced,
And open for the coming season’s yield.

Then with a widespread gesture of the hand
The sower casts the grain; the aged seem

To lift to heaven all their prayers and dream
Of copious harvests—if the Lord command.
Almost a pious human gratitude

Today honors the earth. In the faint light
Of dusk the temples of the hills, snow-white,
Arise at vespers, while men lift a crude

Plain chant on high, and there is in their mien
A sacerdotal majesty serene.



AS TO FOREIGN CRITICISM
By May Harris

HERE is something touching if no worse—in the way we
Americans invite criticism. It is the addition to our
welcome of almost any foreigner to our shores, and
the response of the foreigner is always instant and
ready! He presents uswith there verse of the medal—
in politics, in manners, and in literature. Especially

literature. Qur newness is our incontestable flaw and the im-
measurable superiority of the visiting European in the matter of
centuries, becomes emphatic when we ask his opinion.

A great many very great people of both the English and the
French nations have recently been our guests, and our magazines
—not to speak of our newspapers—have supplemented their
platform lectures in offering us a summary of our state. This
state is very bad; the expert gentlemen who take our fee for con-
sultation, are at one about that. Climate, government, society,
—they are regretful but firm. None of these is, or possibly, can
be, what they are accustomed to. The atmosphere of art and cul-
ture—likewise the atmosphere of class—is lacking. The crass,
outstanding fact of millions—even when used for tribute and not
defence—strikes on their consciousness

This is not, a priori, a return criticism of thelr attitude; nor
is it a defense of what may be quite as indefensible as they suggest.
It is more nearly an effort to reason with the determined American
desire to battle with an untempered wind. It would seem that we
positively long to be flayed alive! And the amused, if not con-
temptuous, attitude of the visitor is not surprising. Each man—
or woman—who comes over, holds up the mirror of his reflections
which we receive with cheerful complaisance in the total of our
deficiencies. Our air as we do so, is quite as if we said—as a foot-
note to the rulings of opinion: “About what I expected! Hope-
lessly below the old standards . . . But—.” This “but”,
is the echo of the gracious postscript to foreign comment
which our visitors usually give in anti-climax—like the tail
of a comet! It means, if one can visualize the visiting mind, that
close attention to details of mental diet and stimulating culture
may, in time, result in making us on a possible par with other
people. Their people, for choice!
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We should really have no quarrel with this spirit on the part
of our critics. - It is a good spirit—for it means that their con-
sciousness is first of all national; that it has the backbone of in-
dividual satisfaction with its conditions; that it is in fact, and in
essence, secure. Security is a very profound and splendid thing,
and certain great names, immortally bonded for that security,
add justification for their faith. It is not possible to imagine an
American visitor in London, or Paris, or Rome, besieged by eaget
citizens for opinions of their works and ways—their old ruins, their
new factories, their famous people. They don’t care the smallest
fraction of their countries’ currency what our opinion is! The
most optimistic of Americans will see centuries of striving before
he can hope to reach this self-respecting Nirvana.

For the sensitive person is not the type to build the things
whose concrete word with Englishmen is “Home.” American
self-expression is timid in the presence of what Europe has evolved
in art and literature during twenty patient centuries. The Amer-
ican centuries are few, and they have been impatient, and crowded
with the pioneer toil for material growth which has left its mark
on later generations. We receive the full inheritance of strained
nerves from our hard-working ancestors, and we cultivate the in-
heritance! We are nervous in almost any direction about what
people may think about us, and we are especially nervous about
our cultivation.

This product is the one most largely in question with our
critics. The habit of their vigorously criticising our lack of it, is
not more perfectly formed, than is our way of treating our possible
possession of it, as a garment to be cut in a certain fashion—brougt
up, so to say, to the standard of some great atelier whose label is
the most expensive and desirable.

Culture, one must hasten to acknowledge, is, of course, a
product of civilization, and its special flowering has been more
fortunate in some lands than in others. But even in those lands
it is, for all the wealth of tradition, of ““atmosphere,” of old things,
a relative condition. It belongs, in all countries, to the few—not
the many; and it is forever beyond the aggressions of Bolshevism.
Culture, it may be advanced, is less a question of atmosphere and
learning, than it is of a certain class of mind to which it belongs
like fragrance to a flower . . . Itis the rare essence of es-
sential things, clarified to individual excellence—or second nature.
Arrogance is as far from its content of purpose, as humility. It
can’t ever be ordinary—though its best is simplicity’s self.
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Criticism, it may be urged, is one of the most potent factors
of culture. Very true. But criticism to be of specific value, must
be self-criticism. Experience has its unswerving place in
education, it is the bolt that rivets our structure of living.

We would be selective to our visitors if we could—in our
passionate desire to show our best. If possible, we would colonize
our intellects with our manners and our millions, to make a good
impression. But the critic who takes notes at our expense for
our improvement, is quite honest in refusing to be influenced by
special pleading. He sees the country—not quite steadily, (he
is too beset by our cries for help!)—nor does he see it as a whole;
but he sees, nevertheless, too much!

We, who are never asked our opinions, when we go abroad,
see what has been mapped out for us by a tourist agency, or by our
own inclinations. Beauty and tradition leave us little time to con-
sider the weak points of the English temperament, or the invisible
morals of the French. We are ““on business of Egypt” for the good
of our own souls; and besides, we have no comparisons to offer for
the dome of St. Paul’s, for Ely cathedral, for Shakespeare’s name,
for Westminster’s dead. The less hurried traveller, who by let-
ters, or prestige of his own, meets interesting people of other coun-
tries, is more handicapped still in his judgment. He realizes, if
he is just, that to speak accurately of things, one must know them;
and if he is a man of intelligence, he knows that his judgment in
any case, must have its confusion of values. No matter how En-
glish he may be by blood and tradition, he is not an Englishman!
His allegiance belongs to another government. And this points
the fact, does it not, that where one’s political fealty lies, is where

-one’s traditions should be nurtured. The greatest difficulty with
us in inculcating the most magnificent English trait—the love of
country as of home—has been literature. Always, the boundless
sweep of the English language, which is also ours, has made us feel
that the landmarks of their literature could be claimed by us as
well as by them. Our literary efforts, in effect, merge into the, -
parent stem, and are a part of the same great growth. We feel,
in a special sense, that we are right in this—for language has its
own empire; but it is easy to see that English resentment has
crept in through this channel. OQur literature, on its own merits,
would receive more impartial judgment than when considered as
a portion of England’s. No American one ever heard of, lays
claim to Nelson, or Wellington, or Pitt, or Burke, because of the
bond of English blood and speech. These are England’s heroes—
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as Washington, and Lee, and Lincoln are ours! But in the matter
of their great writers, we will not let England alone! We con-
found in our appreciation of great things, the spiritual claim which
belongs to the intelligence of the world, with the pride of posses-
sion—which can only belong to the land of birth.

If this paper were written in the spirit of defence or of defiance
it would be easy for any able minded person to lay it low. It
tries on the contrary, to make a simple statement of a simple case
—that the growth of a literature is one with the growth of a people
and that the spirit of leisure and self-criticism—the fusion of a
national spirit with an individual ideal-—will do more to foster the
cultivation of that literature, than the detached, and in some cases
tolerantly amused criticism of our visiting friends.

SUNSET

By BarBara HoLLis

Twilight is falling; in the west

Its soul dispels the waiting grey—
The synonym of peace and rest—
The swan song of the dying day.

A flood of rainbows interlaced

With storms and sun and warming showers;
With Nature’s brush of colors traced,

The soul kiss of her dying flowers.

The color music of one day

In concentrated glory lies
Above, below, beyond, away—
Reflected, echoed in the skies.



THE GRECIAN URN

By Artonur H. NETHERCOT

DramaTis PeRsSONAE

Tue UrN-MAKER
THE APPRENTICE
THE DREAMER
TuE BoLp LovEr
CryTO

Tue PriEST
VILLAGERS, ¢ic.

A beautiful wooded spot. In an open spot stands a small altar
of white stone, outlined against the green and brown of the trees.  The
classicist will recognize it immediately as lying in the valley of Tempe,
altho even he would be puszled to tell you in just what part. The
sward is smooth and green.

The URN-MAKER and his APPRENTICE approach along a path
from the right and pause on the edge of the woods. The former is
white-haired and bent, but his eyes shine as if in an ever-ending quest,
the latter is still a lad, eager, with expressive hands. He seems in-
terested in what is taking place around him, and his eyes do not shine
in quite the same way as do his master’s.

Urn-Maker.—
Why have you brought me here? It isin vain
That we should seek a fitting pattern here.
I will not stay! Return! These Gods—
Apprentice (Holding him pleadingly by his cloak as he turns to go).—
But Oh!
My master, where should better chance be given
Than here, in Tempe, at a sacrifice, -
When all the village, lassies, lads, and priests,
The young, the old, and €’en the Gods themselves
Perhaps—
Urn-Maker (Interrupting, almost as if he had put his hands
to his ears).—
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Again you say “the Gods!” In truth,

You speak as if you had not lived with me

A single hour, and had not learned to think

In higher terms than oracles and priests.

And in your urns the same: you have the skill,

But in your folly look at what you carve—

A chubby babe that looks as tho it lived!

You see the earth and nothing more; you live

In Tempe, and you fetter here your mind;

You will not learn that life is but a sign,

A symbol of what art must make it be.—
Apprentice.—

Ah, master! Could I only make you see

My side!

Urn-Maker (Pays no heed, but speaks scornfully; he has forgotten
that the APPRENTICE has heard much the same things many times
before, and he addresses an imaginary audience of Philistines).—

You prate of Gods as persons one may see

If one is favored—and gives sacrifice.

A comfortable doctrine, yes, ’tis true,

And easier far than knowing the Abstract

In worthy ways. You would not see beyond

The outside of an urn; you would not see

The beauty of the inner polished shape,

All smooth and lovely in its simple curves.

You’d leave it rough—

Apprentice (Throws out his hands in protest).—

No, master, no! You do

Not mean, you cannot think that I would so—
Urn-Maker (Recalled to himself).—

Ah, pardon, boy! I did forget myself.

I go too far when once I start to preach—

And you have been a ready pupil swift

In all but insight into truth itself,

Which dwells above the earth whereon we live.

But tell me now in turn what you believe

To be the highest good of all our craft,

And I shall listen, be it ne’er so false!
Apprentice.—

Thanks, master, for your love. I need not speak

However, for you know my creed. But if

You would perceive it where I learned myself,
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Remain and watch the people’s gathering.

Who knows but if the Gods will not be good

And give you inspiration for your task,

Your master-work, your greatest urn of all?

The URN-MAKER bows his head in acquiescence, and the two
seat themselves at the side while the procession files in. It 15 just as
the young Keats described it, except that he did not understand the
time-order of the two scenes. First comes the Priest in charge of the
altar, leading a heifer garlanded with flowers. After him comes a
crowd of villagers. Prominent among these is CLYTO, pressed on one
side by the BoLp LOVER and on the other by the DREAMER, who carries
a flute and reminds one of Horace’s “gracilis puer.” CLYTO seems
distracted, turning now to one and mow to the other, but answering
only in short phrases. The three speak while the people group them-
selves about the altar, and the PRIEST prepares for his office.
Dreamer —

the trees around in budding green,

The fragrant grass beneath our feet,

The fondling of the breeze, the beat

Of forest orchestras, unseen—

Ah, Clyto! might I only pass

My life without a change from this

I should such gold of love amass

That none could value it but by thy kiss!

Bold Lover (Rudely; he is much like what Sybaris must have been
before Lydia got him into her toils).—

Go play your flute! Why are you here?

Go sing and love your lady while you dream

If thus you love! You need not fear

E’en if the sign from Artemis should seem

To call our Clyto for her priestess dear.

You’d find a new

And worship her afar as now you do.

But I—well, if the Gods decide

Against me, will I then abide

Their judgment? Nay, I’ll pluck—

He is about to anticipate Hotspur in plucking the thing nearest
his heart from the pale-faced moon, when CLYTO interrupts.

Clyto (In terror at his blasphemy places her hand over his mouth.
Nevertheless, she is not greatly angered, but rather happy, at this
defiance of heaven for her sake).—

. .. Oh hush!
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Have you no fear? Can you not blush

At such a boaster’s words? Be still!

Bold Lover (Meekly,—but he brushes her hand with his lips before
she can draw it away).—

I hear and bow, until—!

But all is now ready for the ceremony, and the old PrRiEST ap-
proaches to consult the principals before he begins. The URN-MAK-
ER grows restless, but the APPRENTICE pacifies him.

Priest.— '

Artemis will deign to answer

If in honesty you come,

Seek to know if by good chance her

Will would have you leave your home.

If you wish to be her maiden

Now again you must assure

Me that your desire is pure,

Nor by heavy doubts is laden.

Clyto.—

Sacred server of Olympus,

But a simple maid am I;

So upon the lap of heaven

Do I throw my fate, and cry

That my doubtings will be ended

By the Goddess’s reply.

Dreamer.—

But if there should come an omen

Leaving her no votaress,

But a song-inspiring woman

Ask a sign which then will bless

Him—or me.

Bold Lover (Quickly).~—

Nay, I’ll caress

Clyto spite of all your wonders.

She is mine, shall answer “Yes!”

E’en tho Jove in fury thunders!

The people, shocked at the impiety, look expectantly for an aveng-
ing thunderbolt, altho the sky is clear. As nothing is heard, however,
but the song of a thrush; they surge about the defier of heaven threat-
eningly; but CLYTO throws herself between them, and the sacrifice
proceeds.

The heifer 1s placed bleating on the altar, and the PRIEST raises
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the knife. But his arm is old and his stroke is deflected, clashing
harmlessly on the stone. Satisfied, he turns to the suppliant.
Priest—

The Goddess has spoken; my office is done;

Her will is apparent; she will not receive

The sacrifice offered in duty by one

Who yet wavers, uncertain,—who does not believe

That the call in her heart was in heaven begun.

Let the wooers then strive for the prize,

Contend for her under our eyes.

Urn-Maker (Aside to APPRENTICE).—
Come, come! We waste our time in lingering here.
There’s no suggestion here for a design
Which would befit the urn I labor on;
There is no meaning more than what we see
No food for thought. ’Tis real—
Apprentice.—
And there you speak -
The word which I have followed all my life.—
The show is almost done.
(Persuasively) Await the end.
Before we give up hope of our success.

The PRIEST has approached the eternal triangle during this short
colloguy, and in answer to his command the DREAMER speaks, ad-
dressing CLyTo.

Dreamer.—

The skylark asks but little from the sun,

Except that it should light him as he flies

And thru his throat pours forth Apollo’s song.

So can I offer but the love of one

Who in thy presence with the Sun-God- vies

In melodies divine; to thee belong

The praise and honor, for no power lies

Within me but when thou hast made me strong.

And so, I play.—

He retires to the edge of the woods and plays, accompanied by the
village talent on soft pipes and timbrels. And he is indeed justified
in his pride, for the whole of springtime, with its Arcadian shepherds
and shepherdesses, is brought to the listener’s ear by his music. Even
the old URN-MAKER 15 exalted by 1t, and his poetical insight be-
comes clearer—as will be seen in a moment. The BoLp Lover,
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however, takes an unfair advantage while his rival is lost in the ecstasy
of his own creation, and plies his courting characteristically.
Bold Lover.—

He does not love you true—

He does not love you for yourself at all,

But for the music he can play thru you.

Then come with me—there, where the old leaves fall,

Dethroned by the new.

He endeavors to seize her, but with a little cry CLyTO evades him
and speeds away down the leafy path, with her pursuer close behind.
The UrRN-MAKER and his companion alone see them as they flit past,
for the others are entranced by the DREAMER’s music.

The URN-MAKER gazes aninstant and then turns abruptly away.
Urn-Maker (Excitedly).—

Away! Away! T’ll see no more! I have

A symbol which will fit my master urn.

I must not see the end. He must pursue

Forever, just behind and reaching out

His hand to grasp her by her floating robe;

But never must he touch her, for she then

Would vanish like the mist upon the hills.

The marble will I shape into such forms

The allegory can be read by those

Who know the truth, for only by the few

Can art be known. So quick!—

Apprentice (Also excitedly; but he plainly would be a follower of

Tolstot 1f it were not an anachronism).—

I stay!

But do not think I mock you if I do,

For I am gladdened by your good success,

And love you still. But yet, I stay!

Urn-Maker (Turns quickly into the woods).—Farewell!

After a short time, during which the audience is so charmed by
the DREAMER’S music that it does not become restless, CLyTO is
seen returning, clinging to the BoLp Lover’s arm. Caught, she has
evidently capitulated. Their return awakes the others from their
trance, and they spring up just in time to hear the BoLp LovER speak.
Bold Lover.—

I never knew your perfectness till now!

The APPRENTICE turns away with the benignant smile of a
bishop—and if John Keats had seen HIS urn, his ode would have had
to undergo material changes!



NATURE AND HUMANITY
By Mary R. Barpwin

Recently one, on the way to a public library in passing yards
freshly carpeted with the beautiful grass, perhaps more appealing
in its latest appearance because of the delayed Spring, was swiftly
taken by memory back to the long gone seasons when Nature came
forth in her new dress.

In the library a large bowl of lilacs near the book-receiving
desk attracted her attention. She spoke of them to the young
woman who served her, whose face lighted as she replied, “They
offer a wonderful appeal through association.” Unconsciously
she struck a chord that thrilled the listener who had, in her com-
ings and goings from the South to the North, missed in many who
professed to be in love with Nature signs of a recognition of mean-
ings that went deeper than an outward view of form and color.
To apply to the majority the significance of a poet’s words—

A primrose by the river’s brim
A vyellow primrose was to him,
And it was nothing more,

might be unjust, and yet it seems to fit very many who find pleas-
ure in Nature’s varied appearances and never see beneath the
outward form.

There are writers who have so lent themselves to natural in-
fluences without regard to conventional views, who discarding the
lenses of even the savants, have looked into their own hearts and
have spoken of this vision. George Eliot has, perhaps, expressed
as clearly as any other writer her thought of Nature’s associations
with human experience—*‘Our delight in the sunshine and the
deep-bladed grass to-day might be no more than the perception of
weary souls, if it were not for the sunshine and the grass of far-off
years which still live in usand transform our perceptions intolove.”

Lafacadio Hearn in his writings upon the Japanese as Nature
lovers declares that the nation has discovered attractions where
occidentals saw only ugliness. In his “Exotics and Retrospec-
tions”” he asks—*‘ Is it without significance thatthey (the Japanese)
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alone have been able to make use of the Centipede?” “You
should see my tobacco pouch with the centipedes of gold running
over it like ripples of fire.”

He says that for centuries certain localities have been famous
as resorts on account of the opportunities afforded for listening to
the crickets and locusts especially to the night singers. Most of
his readers have learned of the facts given with regard to this race
of lovers of Nature but it is one thing to learn of the mere facts and
quite another to feel through them a glow through the power of
the rare and suggestive meanings of an enthusiast whose imagina-
tion carries the torch through mysterious ways.

The child-like recognition of meanings that relate themselves
to human experiences are worked into their literature, examples
are offered in their poetry. From the insect poetry he quotes,—

Faint in the moonshine sounds the charm of insect voices,
To-night the sadness of Autumn speaks in the plaintive tones
I can never find repose in the chilly nights of Autumn
Because of the pain I hear in the insects’ plaintive song.
How must it be in the fields when the dews are falling thickly
In the insect voices that reach me I hear the tingling of cold.

Always more clear and shrill as the hush of the night grows deeper.
Be waiting insects’ voice, and I that wait in the garden
Feel enter into my heart the voice and the moon together.

O insect, insect! think you that harm can be exhausted by song!

In his “Fireflies and a drop of water,” his stories are full of
sentiment, grace, and charm as they interpret the suggestiveness
of Nature related to the unseen world. Nothing of importance
with regard to his subject is neglected as he describes the nature,
habits and use of these insects. He says, however, that he does
not mean to give an entomological discourse upon the firefly, for
such knowledge he refers his readers to a Japanese Biologist—MTr.
S. Watse, whose essay upon fireflies has been issued in book form,
adding “The colored frontispiece showing fireflies at night upon a
willow branch is alone worth the price of the book.”

His information with reference to the catching, and selling of
the insects is very interesting. The work of securing them is done
at night. The catcher works with his long bamboo pole until
about two in the morning, which he says is ““the old Japanese
hour of ghosts.”
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The fireflies are sold for use at banquets and the room over-
looking the gardens where they are set free, the guests are given
a full view of them.

To his description of their use he adds a rapturous monologue
“Here is a firefly with its infinitesimal dynamo able to produce a
pure cold light at one four hundredth part of the cost of the energy
expended in a candle flame. The very wonder of the thing for-
bids me to imagine gods at work—no mere god could even con-
trive such a prodigy as the eye of a May-fly or the tail of a firefly.”

The chapter upon “Frogs” proves his view often spoken or
suggested that among the Japanese he found child-like, eager, de-
voted Nature lovers discovering attractions in even what occiden-
tals name ugliness. The frog, like the insect, has a place in their
literature.

He explains that the love poems will not seem so strange to
readers when they consider that the lovers’ trysting hour is also
the hour when the frog-chorus is in full cry, and that in Japan at
least, the memory of the sound would be associated with the mem-
ory of the secret meeting in any solitary place. = He states that
the Japanese have a proverb—*“The frog in the well knows not
the great sea,” before quoting the lines of a young girl,

Laugh me to scorn if you please,
Call me your frog-in-the well,
Flowers fall into the well,
And its waters mirror the moon.

So many voices of frogs that I cannot but wonder
If the pond is not wider by night than by day.

Now sings the frog, and the voice of the frog is perfumed
For into the shining stream the cherry petals fall.

Sleepy the sound of the rain but your voice
Makes me dream, O frog!

And so through Nature’s appearances the people discover psycho-
logical meanings beyond material environment. In studying their
" literature relating to the associations with the past, we recognize
the childlike spirit, ready to receive, the freshness of meanings that
to their unspoiled sight glow in living beauty. But are there not
seers who waiting beside curtained ways, have through their in-
sistence made a transparent corner of the screening veil and be-
held Truth in its pure nakedness and untouched beauty?
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Has not this glimpse worked a magical enlargement in mind
and spirit and offered the key to that rhythm throughout God’s
creative realm that means Beauty in Me, and Me in Beauty every-
where?

And this sense of harmony—does it not teach a great lesson
of relief to doubting anxious souls, telling them that theirs is no
mischance in the workings of the great Divine restorative purpose
—that has given importance to the most inconspicuous object in
Nature and linked it even to our most sacred experiences and
aspirations?

APPROACHING SPRING

By Josepr UppPEr

Spring is walking on the far-off hills
I have caught the odor of her perfumed sandals,
And my heart is echoing the vibrations of her light footfall.

She is sending surreptitious propaganda on each breeze,
And I fear her; for I know how deftly

She steals away men’s reason

Witk her fresh enthusiasm

And her Utopian dreams.

She is calling me to go out on the hills to meet her,
But I dare not leave the city streets.

For here I know they lie who talk of happiness,

Yet if I come face to face with this false goddess

I shall believe her.



THE DELUSION OF A
HUMAN CUP

FroMm THE NOH PLAY CALLED
“Ixkaku SENNIN THE ONE-HOM Risui”

Translated from the Japanese
By Yone NocGucHi

Having quarrelled for power with an Archdragon, a king of
rain, :

Monoceros of Varanasi Mount, born from the womb of a deer
with a horn on his forehead,

Succeeded by wizardry to imprison him and his dragons in a
cave:

Hence a drought of many months in the land.

The sovereign pitied people and thought with a scheme to send
Senda, a matchless beauty in the court,

Into the mountain in the guise of a traveller, hoping her charm

Might delude the Rishi into losing his power;

He bade a courtier to start in company with the enchantress fair.

The mountain is far from the human world: your footmarks

Will be buried under the clouds, your dream troubled

By the sudden blast through the chill forest.

The season is mid-autumn: the thickening dewdrops over the
wilds of maple leaves

Freeze even the wind which cuts one’s frame.

The courtier and lady plod deeper into the mountain for many
days, :

Till they smell a strange odor wafting from a shadow between
the rocks.

They behold a little hut built of creepers and pines;

They wonder if it is a retreat of the Rishi whom they seek.

They peep into the shelter, they find Monoceros soliloquizing:—

“Here in the jar is a limpid water from the glen;
I boil a few flakes of the mountain clouds in the tripod kettle.
There is nobody to be seen:
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The music is done.
The mountain trees thick in green are now coloured,
What a delight in the autumn scene turning to red!”

Convinced that the voice is the Rishi’s, the courtier knocks at
the door of the hut;

Rishi answers, but not opening the door:—

“This is a place

Where one high mountain rises upon another,

Where no mortal ever visited before. Who art thou?”

“Strangers are we,” the courtier speaks, “who have lost our way
In the mountains. The day is going to set.
Leaving us in distress. Pray, give us a shelter for the night!”

“Nay, this is a spot,” Monoceros says, “where no human
kind o
Should step in. Quickly begone from here!”

The courtier exclaims:—“Is this then the dwelling of a heavenly
being .

If it be not the place for human kind to stay?

Come, and, pray, let us see thy face!”

Monoceros, innocent of the scheme of the visitors,

Opens his wicker-made door: what a strange figure!

With a stag’s horn on his forehead covered by unkempt hair.
The courtier asks him if he is Monoceros, the Rishi, whose fame
Is known even in the lower world. Monoceros says:

“A Rishi am I.

Monoceros is my name. If my eyes deceive me not, ye are no
common sort of travellers.

Who is the lady accompanying thee? What a lovely lady

With her eyebrows fragrant, like a crescent, with her robe of
flower-like silk!”

The courtier wishes to put the Rishi out of suspicion, says that
they are naught

But poor travellers astray from the right road; he then asks him

If he would taste a few drops of the wine which they carry
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For refreshment from fatigue. Monoceros shakes his head,
saying:—

“T pever taste wine since I am a being deathless,
Never growing older, living on the needles of pine trees,
Drinking nothing but the dewdrops, and wearing a dress of

mosses green.”’

“But there would be,” says the courtier, “no harm in accepting
our goodwill.”
He makes signs to the lady with his stealthy eyes; the lady

rises
Toward the Rishi with a cup extended. The Rishi accepts the

cup saying:—

“How one ungrateful for another’s kindness would be worse than
a demon or beast.”

Monoceros repeats the cup brimming with wine that sparkles

Like the moon; the fair lady dances, and her sleeves, as if a fold
of maple leaves, :

Glitter in the sunlight. How beautiful is her dance!

The dance grows merrier; Monoceros drinks more wine being
mystified.

Beguiled by her irresistible charm. In his overflowing joy,

He too rises and dances, then he totters down to the floor,

And fallsin asleep. The courtier and lady think that the scheme

Is successfully answered. Before the Rishi awakens, they hasten

back to the city.

Alas, the heaven and earth shake and tremble!
What sound is that bursting from the cave?
It is nothing but the uproar of the Archdragon and his hosts
Breaking away from their confinement in the darkest den.
When the Rishi comes to life again, it is too late,

Aghast he sees
Before his face the Archdragon who exclaims:

“What a pity!
Thou art duped by human friendship, and has lost
Thy magical power of old days. Poor Monoceros, thou doomed,

accused one!”
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The mountain wind begins to roar, assaulting the blackened sky;

The rocks and cave shiver and shudder, all the dragons

Are abroad, pressing Monoceros to the final combat.

Monoceros draws his sword, stands again to try his power of
old,

But his wizardry fails him. He is seen lying on the ground in dis-
may. .

The King of the Dragons clad in armour of gold,

With a dagger of a thousand gems, now exulting in his conquest
over Monoceros,

Calls aloud the names of the thunders and lightning to send down

The mighty torrent of rain to the suffering world; with all the
hosts of dragons.

The King hurries back to his palace a thousand fathoms under
the seas,

Riding triumphantly over the thousand billows.

The long drought is over; the people of Varanasi are happy.

Their joyous songs in gratitude follow

The Archdragon along the path where he rides away.

SOMEWHERE I CHANCED
TO READ

By Gustav DavipsoN

Somewhere I chanced to read how love may die
From too large giving. So I mused thereon:
‘Haply in this our utmost fear should lie?

And mindful of this caution. I read on.

Then saw these words: ‘Yet love may equally
Abate through long neglect.” But thereupon
I smiled, believing hereof we were free

And would be ever, till our days were done.

Now love is dead, but how I cannot tell:
Whether from too large giving or neglect.

First dimmed the flame, and after that there fell
Th’ accusing silence. Yet I should elect
Neither of these as cause, but say love died

Out of a cold and calculating pride.



AT VERSAILLES

(In the Hall of Mirrors)
By A. B. LeicH

Turn back the clock—the ushers
Call out a mighty name—

A thousand tapers sparkle;

A million jewels flame;

And comes the peacock Louis
In clouds of gems and lace;
Like butterflies and roses

His cohorts fill the place.

Here Maintenon and Pompadour
And pink Du Barry rose

Like June days in their glory

New wonders to disclose.

And here in all the splendor

Shot through with roses’ breath;
They danced the dance of pleasure—
And then the dance of death.

Outside the sun is shining
And glowing vistas spread;
The great old trees are living;
The great old kings are dead.
By terrace wall and fountain
Bloom flowers in vivid hosts—
But queens and lovely ladies
Come only now as ghosts.

This glittering palace rises
Mirage of other days;

Ere kings and lords and ladies
Had gone their shadow ways.
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THE FOUR FISHERMEN

By R. P. TristraM CoFFIN

Peter and Andrew, James and John,

Four bronzed men whom the sea beat on,
Casting their nets till the stars went out
And day came up on the hills like a shout!

Year in, year out, they cast to net

Only small fish that fishermen get.

But one fine night when the moon was new
And luck was snapping across the blue

In tails of fish that beat high glee,

They caught the Light of Galilee;

Shook from their meshes the cold sea-things
To fill them full of the King of Kings.

Peter and Andrew and James and John,
Fine tall men with their sealegs on,
Sailed the world with the Son of Man,
Doing the work that strong men can.
Over the cities and over the walls
They cast their nets for goodly hauls
Of hearts that leaped to see the light
After the deeps of ancient night.
There came the black day when they lost
The Master Fisher; but on they tossed,
Going the way that He had gone,
And dying like Him with their seaboots on.

Peter and Andrew, James and John—
Still to the end their work goes on.
Out of the four great winds which fly
Thick with stars down the Winter sky
Peter goes welding the sinews strong
Of men who fish the Winter long;
Andrew gives fishermen tang of mirth;
James such courage as salts this earth;
But John best befriends their windy lives
In giving them love of waiting wives.
So fishermen still in their catches find
The hearts and homage of all mankind.
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FOUR POEMS OF
CHANG-WOU-KIEN 1879

(Translated from the French version in “La Flute de Jade”)
By Er1zaBetH S. DICKERMAN

THE MUSIC ROOM

The sweet musicians have departed

But the fair lilacs in their jars of jade

Lean toward the lutes, all tender hearted,
Still listening to the melodies they played.

THE FISHERMAN

The quiet lake mirrors the crescent moon.
Like a great fisherman in mantle blue

The mountain peak Chung Ti looks down to veiw
What fish will snap this golden hook full soon.

I WAS WALKING
Lo! across the autumn sky
In black lines the wild geese fly.
Hangs deserted many a nest
Where the little birds did rest
And the mountains dark and high
Loom more solid in the west.

I have found thy fair jade flute,
All the hours of summer mute,
Lost among the grasses green,
To our searching all unseen.
Gone the grass, my eyes salute
It shining in the sunshine keen.

Thus our love. Such scruples grew
Hiding it long time from view.

THE LAST WALK
My gift, the rich, red tulip—
Thou didst drop it by the way.
When 1 stooped to pick it up,
All white it lay.
In an instant snow had fallen
On our love that day.
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BI-SEXUAL LOVE

By WiLLiam STEREL, M. D., Vienna

Who would suspect that Don Juan was inherently homo-sexual?
Yet that is one of the many unsuspected truths that Dr. Stekel brings
out in his book. Through the study of countless interesting case his-
tories, he proves the wide-spread presence of bi-sexual love.
A very few of the topics are:
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i+ The New York Medical Journal says: “It does not matter from

what angle the work of Stekel is approached. Any consideration of
it reveals rich material.”
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THE AWAKENING
A ‘FIVE ACT DRAMA
By Francis Apovr SuBERT

Translated from the Bohemian by Beatrice M. Mekota

CasT

KAREL, a Count from Silesia
JaN ArnoST, CoUNT BEAUVALLE-LICHTENBERG
CounTEss MariE Lubpmira
Fiuip, Count MILLESIMO
ToMmeS VITEK
VRANA, a small farmer
Lipa VrRANOvVA
VAcLAv, a count from Bubna
FRANTISEK, BARON SCHIRNDING, commander of the troops at Pilsen
KORINEK, a bagpiper
HAVELKA, a gamekeeper
MARIE, daughter of HAVELKA
Jan KriStor, counsellor at the emperor’s court
VojTEcH Prokop, assistant counsellor
JirAk, a small farmer
URBAN, a magistrate
JAN, the castle game keeper
Peasants, Officials, Game Warden, Soldiers, Servants and
Attendants at the castle, Private Servant of KAREL, Count DEjMA,
Chamber Maid.

SceNnE, Castle of BEAUVALLE LICHTENBERG at Pilsen
TiME, The year 1742.

ACT1I

To the left the game-keeper’s house. The open door opens into
a spacious living room. A meadow spreads out at the rear of the
house, a forest looms up at the right.
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Scene 1

The CounTEss, MARIE, the bagpiper KoRINEK

KORINEK stands in front of the game-keeper’s house, playing his
bagpipe. From the rear, the CoUNTESS with MARIE slowly approach
together. Absorbed in their conversation, they glance up, and notice
the bagpiper who s still playing.

Marie—My Lady, there is the bagpiper!

Countess.—The bagpiper,—the old bagpiper! Come! Let
us go nearer to listen!

Marie (Calling).—Bagpiper, bagpiper, nobody is at home!

(KoRINEK, an aged man with long thin white hair, turns about,
sees the ladies approaching, and makes a deep bow.)

Countess (Praising him).—Well done. You play very well.
If we had a group of boys and girls here, they would doubtless be
dancing in a circle about you. (The delighted bagpiper prances
about, keeping time to his music with his feet.)

Marie.—Just look, my lady, he skips about like a live, frisky
young kid,—as though he were alive instead of a bellows. (The
bagpiper finishes.)

Countess.—Where do you come from, Grandfather? You do
not belong at this court.

Kofinek (With bared head, approaches the lady to kiss her hand)
—From Pilsen, noble lady, from Pilsen.

Countess.—And why are you here? (Giving him a coin.)

Kofinek.—It is the war, the war, noble lady. All the while
they are trailing along the road toward Prague,—now even the
French regiments are coming on, and those soldiers seem to have
more loose coins about them than one could store away in a bag
pipe. On my faith, it does not appear as though they were march-
ing against us! And so I will follow them up to Prague to play
for them. I will earn more there in one week than at Pilsen by
playing at all the festivals!

Countess—But they are our enemies!

Kofinek.—Enemies, noble lady? Yes, true, true, but strange
kinds of enemies. There were other days, within the memory of
the old folks, when war came and brought enemies in its train.
They took whatever there was to take! Houses were burned,
people had to flee, yes, entire villages were destroyed. I well re-
member the Swedes! But the Bavarians? They wouldn’t harm
a hair of my head. If the good Lord would but be gracious enough
to always send such enemies!
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Countess (Gently rebuking him).—Do not talk so, old man!
However that may be, they are still our enemies. And how will
you' manage to talk to them?

Bagpiper (Jokingly).—Noble lady, I can talk to them, very
well indeed! The bagpipe makes friends everywhere, and the
enemies’ coins are as good as ours.

Countess.—But take care that something don’t befall you!
Better remain here, within our border. There is another castle
not far distant. Better stroll on toward it, and earn something
there.

Bagpiper—The Lord bless you, noble lady. May fortune
ever be kind, and the fates smile upon you. (He strikes up a
merry tune, and takes his leave, sauntering to the rear toward the
~ park.)

Marie (To the Countess).—He intends to take the forest
path! Certainly it is dangerous!

Countess—True! (Calling the bagpiper) Not that way! It
isn’t safe. You might encounter wild animals in the park! Go
to the right. (Pointing out the direction.) It may be longer, but
you will then be safe! (The bagpiper continues to play, and gradu-
ally disappears in the wood. The CouNTESS and MARIE stand si-
lently gazing after him.) ‘

Scene 11
MARIE, the CoUNTESS

Marie (After the bagpiper has disappeared).—A jolly old fel-
low. But my lady, with so many foreign troops passing toward
Prague,—do you not fear that they may come here also?

Countess—Have no apprehensions. They march along the
highways and public roads. Nowhere have they been reported for
any violence or depredations they have committed. But even if
they should come this way,—(jestingly) certainly you would not
be afraid?

Marie (Gazing affectionately upward into the eyes of the Coun-
TEss).—I have a father,—yes, and your gracious protection, my
lady.

Countess.—And is that all?

Marie (Blushing, with downcast eyes.)

Countess.—And Tomes? Is it not true that he also would

protect you?
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Marie—My Lady!

Countess.—Do not be afraid. I would not interfere. Child,
I myself am somewhat fond of your Tomes.

Marie (Kissing the hand of the Countess).—My precious
Countess!

Countess.—I knew how he felt when I saw him looking at you
while you two danced together. Fine looking young man, to be
sure.

(MARIE shyly brushes away the tears. )

Countess (Laughingly).—So, so; your joy has melted you into
tears. Don’t you have a bit of lonely longing to see him?"

Marie.—Yes, joy and longing intermingled. And frankly
speaking, I am deeply worried.

Countess (Surprised).—Worried?

Marie (Gazing about, adds uncertainly).—We are speaking of
Tomes, and,—he does not deny that he goes a-poaching.

Countess (Laughing).—And you are weeping about it? He
appears to be a fearless and daring fellow!

Marie.—Yes, yes, but the Count! And what would happen
to Tomes were he to be caught?

Countess (Seriously).—That must not happen. Your lover
must not carry his favorite pastime to so desperate anend. That
would be serious!

Marie.—That is what I fear; that is why I worry about him!

Countess.—Let him .indulge his whim, but warn him not to
involve himself in trouble. (Half jokingly) But you have so much
influence over him,—surely you need have no fear. (During
their conversation they arrive at the spot where the bagpiper disappear-
ed into the forest.) Now go home, child. Your father, the game
keeper, will be coming soon. I will return to the castle. If you
come to the village, stop to see me. I will delay the bagpiper
there, if you wish to hear him again. (ToMES now appears, coming
from the direction of the game reserve. He pauses, seeing MARIE
with the COUNTESS.)

Marie—Thank you, many thanks, noble lady, but I doubt

.whether I can come today.

Countess.—Then make it tomorrow, at the latest! It is now
at least three days since you have paid me a call. And I have
been preparing something for you!

Marie—How kind you are, my Lady! (Kisses her hand.)

(The Countess laughingly touches MARIE’S cheek with her lips,
and goes away. MARIE returns to the cottage of the game keeper.
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ToMES hastens to overtake her, and slips his arm affectionately
around her waist.) .

Scene III

TomeS, MARIE

Tomes.—I’ve caught you now, my little Marie.

Marie (With a faint exclamation).—How you frightened me!
For heaven’s sake, be more careful! Suppose some one were to
see us!

Tomes.—And isn’t it perfectly lawful?

Marie.—Yes, but this is not ascene for the public eye. (Seri-
ously) The Countess was just now speaking of you.

Tomes.—And what did she say?

Marie (Holding his hand and gazing earnestly into his eyes).—
That you should not go a-poaching.

Tomes (Astonished).—Marie! And how in the world did you
happen to open up the subject?

Marie—It is with me all the time,—the fear of discovery.
My sweetest dreams of you at night are changed into a nightmare,
and I awake with the cold sweat of fear upon me. It worries me
by day, and haunts me by night. (Earnestly.) Promise me, to
stay away from the forest!

Tomes (With darkening face)—When the kingfisher above
yonder brook promises you to cease from robbing the stream of its
fish,—then I also will give you my promise. Do you know, Marie,
the charm of the forest,—do you realize the fascination that lures,
and drags man into its green depths, that pictures a thousand
images there for him? In such moments, man is like a mating
grouse,—he sees nothing, hears nothing; he would be indifferent
if a score of game wardens were at his very heels.

Marie (Gloomily, absorbed in thought).—And he is indifferent
even to the sacred gift of life, which he might so easily lose,—
(quickly) to you and me!

Tomes.—True, how true. (Gazes ahead absorbed in his
thoughts) and still you cannot shake off that strange power, once
it has you in its grip. Perhaps you have tried a thousand times

Hm! . . . (gazes laughingly ahead.) Just now the
count has made new laws, making the punishment for poachers
even more severe. So far, neither the count nor any one else has
any well founded suspicion about me. But he intends to go after
us now!
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Marie.—O Tomsi, do not risk your life so foolishly! Stay
away from the woods which do not lawfully belong to you!

Tomes.—They are not mine,—true. Neither do they belong
to the present possessor who claims them! Do you know, these
‘woods, those all about us once belonged to the people settled
among them? Do you realize that those people,—you, I, still
have the right to claim them? Later the present masters
~<came,—came like thieves in the night and took them,—seized
‘whatever they pleased to claim! Now they say the woods are
theirs, not ours! . . . And we must forever be deprived of
our possessions, robbed of our birthright by these vandals, se
ourselves oppressed, despised by them!

Marie.—Tomsi, what are you saying!

Tomes.—Nothing but the truth! . . . (Quietly.) The
chronicles give us the record of these stately old forests! for-
merly here among us, yes, all over this territory, this country,—
there were other ruling masters, called the ‘“ Bohemian Counts,”—
and one of them even owned this castle with its estates. But
they were, (kis voice rose with rising anger) they, including the
original master of this castle, were all the victims of a violent death
at Prague,— and then, whoever came, seized and held whatever he
saw fit to take. (Excitedly) My grandfather used to talk by the
hour about it; he heard the facts directly from his father. (Quiet-
ly, and secretively) The great grandfather of the present count,—
it is said that he took possession of this estate through a crafty
course,

Marie (Fearfully).—If some one were to hear you!

Tomes (With clouded face).—One dare not openly discuss
it . . . but sometimes when I think of the injustice of it all,
when alone, it fires my blood and burns like fire in my veins.

I then feel as though I could do something wild, desperate .

« « and when I say to myself, I have as much right to hunt in
these forests as the count has to live in his ill-gotten castle,—and
then [ straightway go into them and no one could prevent me!

Marie.—Tomes, Tomes, how wild you are today! And what
do you hope to accomplish by this lawlessness?

Tome5.—And though it is all in vain, (pointing to his breast)—
if I could only ease the burning pain that gnaws at my vitals here.
Just remember what the people are obliged to suffer out in the
‘fields from these aristocratic beasts, these slave-drivers
‘That old Vrana . . .

Marie (Enviously).—He again,—and that
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Tomes (Taking up her sentence).—Do not goon so. Please do
not talk about Lida . . . do not believe anything.

Marie.—Then why is she following you up all the time, and
why are you at Vrana’s so much?

Tomes.—1 truly pity the child if she cares for me. It is only

her mistaken sense of gratitude . . . I jumped into the lake
to save her that time she was drowning . . . (Earnestly) But
I do not give her a thought . . . Don’t you believe me?

Marie—I1 do believe you, but at times my heart is heavy
when I think of Lida. The Countess asked about her yesterday.
And today she gave me a hint that you should guard yourself.
It might go badly with you, were you to be caught hunting in the
woods.

Tomes.—The Countess,—she is very kind to us; she is still a
descendant of the early Czechish rulers, and her heart is with us.
But the Count . . .

Marie (Gazing into the park, and seizing ToMES by the hand).—
Father with the park keeper!

Havelka (Comes from the park with the warden.)

Tomes (Steps away from MARIE)

Scene IV

HAVELKA, the game warden, MARIE, TOMES

Havelka.—Accursed fellows! If the Count had happened to
come uponit . . .

Tomes (Approaching).—Did something happen, Mr. Game-
warden?

Havelka.—They killed a young roe during the night, and left
it at the very edge of the park! If the Count had come across it,
I would at once be dismissed from his service. Those accursed
serfs don’t know when they have had enough . . . they
would even deprive an honest fellow of his bread.

Tomes (Heatedly).—Some clumsy sportsman might have done
it! Perhaps it won’t occur again.

Havelka.—You are trying to assure me?

Tomes (Seeing he had exposed something).—I1 believe that I
can. I will go today to all the neighboring villages, and speak
with the poachers there, and I will hold myself responsible if this
same accident occurs again.
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Havelka (Carefully).—You talk as though they were familiar
acquaintances of yours.

Tome5.—I talk as I do because this is a shameful piece of
business. )

Havelka (Suspiciously).—Very well . . . but we two, I
hope, will not have a chance meeting in the forest?

Marie (Stepping up to the game warden).—What are you hint-
ing at, father?

Havelka.—Nothing, it is nothing, my child. (7o ToMES)
Have a care. You don’t want people to talk ill of you. The
Countess was asking me some time ago whether I could not use
you as an assistant. I would be glad to say a good word for you.

Marie.—Dear father!

Tome5s.—If I could only become a gamekeeper. I would give
up everything else on earth to do it!

Havelka.—Your desire may be fulfilled. Just now, do not be
so rash. Did you come to see me,—or, (laughing as he smoothed
his daughter’s hair) did you know I was not at home?

Tomes.—I came to pay my respects to you, and instead I
found Marie here.

Havelka.—And you surely were not disappointed. What did
you wish?

Tomes.—They will very shortly send you a message from the
castle.

Havelka.—From the castle?

Tomes.—Yes. You are to go up there. They are holding a
council.

Havelka.—About what?

Tome5.—About the poachers.

Marie
H:vrelka The poachers!

Havelka—And what did they say?

Tomes.—The count was angry, and grew greatly excited be-
cause a little poaching had been going on in these forests. He
wants to take harsh measures to put an end toit. (With rising
voice) He has heard that in these very woods (pointing around
him) they once erected a gallows for the poachers,—

Marie (With great agitation).—Tomsi!

Tomes (Continues).—and that they will hang upon them the
first poacher, without even a trial, that is caught from now on!

Marie.—A contemptible death on the scaffold!
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Havelka (Shrugging his shoulders).—It has been long dis-
cussed.

Tomes.—The poachers are frightened. So our Count wants
to enlist their services while they are scared out. Some of them
have rifles hidden away in the game reserve,—the Count wants
them to shoot any one of the suspected who may even be seen in
the park!

Marie (In the rear, wringing her hands.)

Havelka.—It may put an end to the poaching. But how do
you come to know what was discussed at the castle?

Tomes (Carelessly).—Oh, I just knew it, and came to you be-
fore any messenger could arrive. The Count will be glad to see
you at once. He is very angry today.

Havelka.—1 will go to the castle at once.—But, Tomsi, is it
all true?

Tomes.—Itis. What else they have planned I do not know.
I am here now quite a while.

Havelka.—1 am deeply grateful to you. And now I must go.
(Preparing to leave.)

Marie.—Here is the Count himself!

(From the park proceeds the CoUNT BEAUVALLE, a magistrate,
and CoUNT MILLESIMO, dressed in travelling clothes, and talking to
BeAuvALLE. The gamekeeper makes a deep obeisance to them.
The CouNT nods, but MILLESIMO ignores him, absorbed in conver-
sation with the Count. ToMES leads MARIE to the cottage which
he enters, then he leaves by the wood road.)

SceNe V

BEeAuvALLE, MILLESIMO, magistrate, HAVELKA

Millesimo.—1 don’t know what I would do just now if I had
to remain in Prague. (Laughing) Think of it, Count, I was just
sitting at breakfast, eating a tender bit of grouse,—from your
game reserve, by the way,—when a serving man, all breathless
with excitement burst into my presence. Your Grace, he calls
out, the French and Bavarians are here. (From the rear come the
game warden and magistrate so deeply absorbed in conversation that
they do not hear the Count and MILLESIMO.)

Beauvalle (Surprised).—In Prague?

Millesimo (Laughing).—Where else, dear friend, but Prague?
Why, in Prague we actually have the general, Count Ogilvy,—
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he had, all told, some two thousand soldiers! (Ironically) Then
how could the enemy find themselves in Prague!

Beauvalle.—Strange anxiety this is, about the capital city of
our country. (Shortly) Two thousand soldiers, you say?

Millesimo.—Yes, it is so. There were more of them, but
other generals took whatever they wanted. They tramp about
Bohemia with their troops, one here, another there,—all of them
waiting for the enemy to send notice of their arrival, and ready to
present their compliments. (Laughing.) In the first alarm, I
dropped the grouse,—it was the best white meat of the fowl. And
here comes a second servant, and breathlessly announces, The
Saxons are here!

Beauvalle.—The Saxons on the same day, and also at Prague?

Millesimo (Jestingly).—Truly, as though it had been arrang-
ed,—the troops of the enemy from both sides, and approaching
in just that moment when I wanted to finish my breakfast. And
would you believe it, Count, I did not finish, I did not finish my
breakfast. I justleft everything on the table and at once ordered
my horse and rode away,—at once, contrary to all my customary
habits.

Beauvalle.—You shall be my guest. It is unnecessary to ex-
pose yourself to danger, or a possible siege at Prague.

Millesimo (Laughing).—Besieged, besieged,—I besieged!
That would be a strange freak of chance, indeed!

Beauvalle.—Here you will be protected and have peace. I
only regret, that meeting you unexpectedly on the way, I could
not conduct you at once to the castle.

Millesimo.—Do not speak of it. It is a small breach of hos-
pitality, indeed. You wish to give some instructions here. I
came across you so unexpectedly, and moreover I have bored you
with a recitation of all the events that occurred

Beauvalle (Interruptmg) .—In just a moment Count I will
join you in a minute.

Millesimo.—Do not let me detain you. (Gazing around.) It
is very beautiful, all is well kept. The park, the cottage
(Looks over everything, then goes to the game warden’s cottage.)

Beauvalle(To the game warden).—Havelko!

Havelka (Advancing).—I was just now on the way to see your
grace.

Beauvalle—Within two days, you must learn and report to
me who is poaching in my park.
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Havelka.—1 will discover and report to you whatever I can
learn.

Beauvalle—Not what you can learn,—I must know every-
thing! I must put an end to this poaching which is robbing my
parks and forests. (Forcibly) And from you I shall expect greater
concern and more watchfulness in the future!

Havelka (Frightened).—1 serve your grace as faithfully as
possible. My life is in daily danger while spying upon the poach-
ers.

Beauvalle.—You have now learned my command. (The
warden bows and steps back.)

Magistrate (To the warden).—There is no help for it. Better
let a few of them hang, then there will be an end to it. (The war-
den walks off to his cottage, the magistrate to himself.) If they but
knew that I buy game from Tomes. But why is the Count so
stingy?

Millesimo (Gazing through the window of the game keeper’s
cottage).—Ha! Thisis a delightful surprise! Count, such a beau-
tiful girl here!

Havelka (Wishing to protect his daughter, steps up).—That,
your grace, is my daughter! (MILLESIMO turns to the magistrate
as HAVELKA enters the cottage.)

Enters VRANA, ToMES, and Lipa.

Scene VI

L BeauvaLLe, MiLLESIMO, magistrate, VRANA, ToMES, and
DA.

Tomes (To VRANA).—He is right here. (Points to the Count)
Go directly to him and do not be afraid.

FVrana (Timidly).—Your Grace, noble Count,—

Beauvalle—And who are you?

Frana.—I am Vrana. I have a little house over there by
the park. And your noble grace, I hardly ever reap anything.

) Beauvalle.—TIs it my fault, that you bring your complaint to
me!

Vrana.—No, Your Grace, indeed not,—but the animals in
your parks.

Beauvalle.—Animals?

FVrina—Yes. They devour everything. From the forests
and the parks come the deer, and great black beasts,—they take
litfall,—all that we sow; I will not have a straw or grain of wheat
ett.
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Beauvalle.—1 cannot help it. Watch with greater care and
it will not happen.

Vrana.—No, to your grace, there is no damage,—but to me,
to me! My whole harvest is again destroyed. It is now three
days,—the wild boars broke through my woven hedge,—trampled
up the fields, chewed and destroyed the crops, then other wild
beasts came in and completed the damage done.

Beauvalle—And why come to me?

Vrina.—I beg your noble highness, make me some small
amends to keep us from starving. And then a stronger hedge.
It would greatly help.

Beauvalle.—You would hold me responsible for the damage?
To whom belongs these fields, the meadows, your house, even
you miserable life? To whom except myself? And you come to
me to make amends for the damage.

Vrana.—]Just a living is all I beg of you, noble highness. We
work like serfs from morning till night for that little bit of land
and our tiny house,—our living is all tied up therein.

Beauvalle.—Your bondsman’s service I will excuse you from
for one month, no more. And with such a demand, never appear
before me again. (Turns away.)

Vrina (Makes a sign of abject hopelessmess, and his head
drops. Lipa, slow to give up hope, wishes to drag him anew to
another plea before the Count.)

Lida.—Your Grace, I beg you, a thousand times I beg you,
listen to our humble petition!

Beauvalle.—And what daring is this?

Lida—My father here,—we scarcely have the means of
livelihood. And in the forest and game reserve, where not only
we but the people from the village are obllged to pass,— .
well, our very lives are in danger. No one is protected from the
wild beasts and several have already been attacked.

Vrina (Emboldened again).—Especially those two wild boars,
—our lives are daily in danger.

Beauvalle.—What are you trying to tell me now? I told you
once to go!

(MiLLESIMO approaches Lipa, gazing intently at her.)

Tomes (Suddenly steps up).—Noble Count,—these poor people
are truly in terrible straights. I beg you, make some amends for
their loss; fortify their hedge in such a way that the wild beasts
cannot trample their garden. And the fiercest of the animals,—
I beg you, have them destroyed!
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Beauvalle (Stepping up to him amazed).—What is your name?
Gamekeeper, who is this man?

Game Warden (Frightened).—He is,—Tom—

Tome5.—Tomes, your grace, at your service. But it does
not matter who I am,—these unfortunate people (pointing to
VRANA and Lipa) are in a desperate condition. Give them some
help, I beg of you.

Beauvalle.—You’ll get some help—and they also. Out of
my sight! And you (7o Tome5), report at the castle for work
unless you wish to be arrested and brought over.

Vrana.—All in vain, and all is in vain!

Tomes (Quietly to VRANA).—I will help you, be quxet now.
In two days, at the very latest, neither of those wild boars will
break into your garden again. (BEAUVALLE talks with the game
keeper.)

Lida.—You would, Tomsi

Tomes.—Be qunet —I will take care of everything. (Some-
thing is heard stirring in the forest. TOMES listens keenly.) That
is a wild beast,—it is chasing a pursued deer! . . . (Helistens
a moment, then slips away. VRANA follows him with Lipa.)

Millesimo (Gazing after Lipa).—That is indeed a lovely girl!
They seem to thrive in these parts. (Stands looking after her.)

Scene VII

BeauvaLLE, MILLESIMO, the magistrate

Beauvalle (To the magistrate).—Is it worth the effort to catch
the bold fellow?

Magistrate.—Give your order, and all shall be accordingly
done.

Beauvalle—And where is the game warden?

Magistrate.—He went into the cottage. (BEAUVALLE goes
into the game warden’s house.)

Millesimo (Gazing after the departing Lipa).—Count, you have
some rare female specimens of game here. Already two does,—
two does I have seen while here, (turns to the magistrate),—Ah,
but this is not the Count. I thought I was speaking to the Count,
and he has slipped away.

Magistrate.—He went into the game warden’s house.

Millesimo.—Into the cottage after that first doe?

Magistrate.—The noble Count is inclined to jest. His High-
ness—
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Millesimo.—No excuses, no excuses; we understand each
other.

Magistrate—Certainly, Your Highness. The wife of the
game keeper was a young girl, raised with the Countess, and later
became one of her attendants. When later she died, leaving a
little daughter, the Countess developed a great interest and real
affection for the child.

(Count DEJM steps out from the left: a wrap is cast over his
shoulder. He is accompanied by a servant with his baggage.)

Scene VIII

MiLLEsiMO, magistrate, Count DEJM, servant, later BEAU-
vALLE and HAVELKA.

Dejm.—We will make better time to the castle this way than
by taking the carriage and following the high road.

Millesimo (Seeing the new arrivals).—The noble, superb,—
Count Dejm!

Dejm (Astonished).—Millesimo,—what are you doing here!

Millesimo.—Yes, what a meeting! Two wanderers in the
wood! How idyllic. (Laughing) How lucky! As though pur-
posely designed by us. This is really very unusual.

Dejm.—But just tell me, where did you come from?

Millesimo.—1? Where else than from Prague! I run away,
escape with an unfinished meal before me, to seek protection with
Beauvalle from the enemy.

Dejm.—Then are they near us?

Millesimo.—Yes, there in the cottage,—there you will find a
fawn, a young, shy fawn.

Dejm.—That is splendid, indeed! .

Beauvalle (Coming from the cottage, talking to the game keeper
who escorts him three steps, makes a bow, then returns to the house
again. DEM approaches BEAUVALLE.)

Dejm.—Beauvalle,—do you welcome your new guest? (Goes
up to greet him.)

Beauvalle.—Aj, Dejm! (Greets him.) Today we are ex-
ceptionally favored.

Dejm.—1 come from your neighbor, Furstenberg, to discuss
some weighty matters with you.

Beauvalle (Carefully).—What is this, so important that you
speak of? :
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Dejm.—1 will tell you everything. Before old Millesimo.
here, it is impossible.

Beauvalle.—You arouse my curiosity. I must know at once..
(To MiLLEsiM0.) Pardon, Count, but I shall yet be delayed
a few minutes.

Millesimo.—Aj, one will never get away, waiting upon you..
(Laughing) And you forget that for three whole hours I have not.
eaten.

Beauvalle—If you wish to go, the magistrate will conduct
you to the castle,—at the very latest, I will leave in a half hour.

Dejm (Giving the servant his wrap).—Go also up to the castle.

Millessmo.—The Countess will be overcome with surprise,.
quite overcome,—but I will entertain her royally,—I will give her
a detailed account of my flight from Prague. That will please:
her, no doubt. (Leaves with the servant and the magistrate.)

Scene IX
DEejM, BEAUVALLE

Beauvalle (After the departing MiLLEsiMO0).—Eternally
childish. Whatever may occur, one can never depend upon his
counsel or judgment. But what is up now, my dear Dejm,—what
news do you bring me?’

Dejm (Seriously).—Concerning the entire country, Count,
and most of all it concerns us, our order, whose representatives
we happen to be. The game for the possession of our country
has now been played for several centuries. Do you know that
the throne of Bohemia will soon undergo a change?

Beauvalle (Overcome, but calm).—What anidea! Iknow how-
ever that the hordes of the enemy are pouring into Austria to di-
vide the country and tear it into pieces! But they will not ac-
complish their aim!

Dejm.—Prepare yourself, Count, for the fact that your sup-
position is unsafe. Look at everything clearly; ask yourself if it
is possible for the ship of state to survive the stormy waves which
seem to be tearing its timbers asunder.

Beauvalle.—1t is surely in great danger, but I still have hope
that the country will survive this storm.

Dejm.—You might have been justified in your faith at the
beginning; we have arrived at another hour. Where can the pow-
er of the queen reach,—weak, torn by dissensions,—against such
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hordes of the enemy. Any moment might bring us the news of
the fall of Prague. (With stress) and with the fall of Prague, the
entire state will be torn asunder!

Beauvalle.—You see things through a dark glass. If all the
troops of Marie Teresa will but unite, they can yet defeat the
enemy!

Dejm.—Excuse me, Beauvalle, if I cannot share your opinion.
If it were only Bavaria and France against us,—perhaps, then, our
forces would be sufficient to overpower them.

Beauvalle.—They are powerful enough. There are no other
enemies.

Dejm.—Within five days, Frederick of Prussia fell into Silesia.

Beauvalle (Overcome).—Frederick of Prussia made peace with
Marie Teresa!

Dejm (With emphasis).—And violated the treaty! And do
you realize that France is continually increasing its Anti-Austrian
Society? Do you realize that with France are now combined the
powers of Saxony and Bavaria, Poland, Spain, Sicily and Sardinia?
Do you not know that the powers of the enemy will continually
increase?

Beauvalle (Astonished).—That is news indeed! Into our
remote province, reports travel very slowly!

Dejm.—And even if the forces of Marie Teresa could prevent
the taking of Prague, even then the throne is doomed and is bound
to be overthrown. It is to our advantage to choose, in place of
the Empress, whomever we see fit to select for king.

Beauvalle—King of this country?

Dejm.—That is the case,—and our decision must not be long
delayed.

Beauvalle—A changed dynasty,—an overthrown throne!
Then the state will have but a short time to outlive the last de-
scendant of the Hapsburgs!

Dejm (Seriously).—King Charles died, and with him the
whole state is dying! And from her grave is springing up a whole
series of states, out of one former power. And it behooves us,
Count, it is an advantage that belongs to our order, to hasten the
resurrection of our state.

Beauvalle.—And upon whom, think you, the leadership should
fall?

Dejm.—Charles Albert will accept and hold it. He is to be
our future King!
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Beauvalle (Greatly astonished).—And shall we stand by the
side of a Bavarian prince? Is the order of the entire world falling
to pieces? (Hears some one coming.) Quiet! (Looks toward the
castle.) Who is with the magistrate?

(Enter JORDAN with the magistrate.)

Scene X

BeauvaLLe, DEyM, magistrate, JORDAN

Magistrate (Introducing JorDAN).—A representative from
Jordan, from the highest council.

Jordan (Greeting BEaAuvALLE).—Excuse my boldness, Count,
in looking you up. I did not find you at the castle.

Beauvalle—1 must ask your pardon that my guests are
obliged to seek me from home.

Jordén.—Count Millesimo brought news to the castle that
you would be delayed here awhile. I had a matter so pressing
that I could not await you longer at the castle. If this is a bold
stroke, let not my person but the cause for which I labor make the
excuse.

Beauvalle.—Surely it will be possible for me to fulfill your
request, Mr. Court Commissioner.

Jordan.—I am fleeing from Prague.

Beauvalle.—It is surrounded, besieged.

Jordan.—Even worse (with emphasis) Prague has fallen!

Dejm.—Prague has fallen?

Beauvalle (With surprise).—What are you saying!

Jordin.—It fell yesterday.

Dejm.—Prague is then in the power of the Bavarians?

Jordin—The Field Marshal of France with the Duke of
Saxony struck at the gates of the city and captured it almost with
one blow. The Saxons took the Staré Mésto (Old Town) under
their general Rutkovsky,—and today Prague is ruled by Charles
Albert of Bavaria who calls himself Charles Albert.

Dejm (Joyfully).—He accomplished it easily! The rule of
the queen is overturned. A new king in Bohemia!

Jordan (Surprised).—I hope, Count, that you are not going
to applaud such news!

Beauvalle.—Surely, Mr. Court Commissioner, there is no
need for you to be afraid. But your report is so overwhelming
that one might become paralyzed with surprise.



176 THE AWAKENING

Jordan.—It is overwhelming, Count. The forces of the em-
pire did not combine,—and so today, where for two ages the Haps-
burgs have ruled, Wittelsbach of Bavaria, has built his throne.

Beauvalle—And so the entire state is lost!

Jordan.—Certainly not. But there will be a great struggle,
and it will become necessary for everyone who does not wish to be
called a rebel to fight with life and property for our overthrown
queen and deserted ruler.

Dejm (Sarcastically).—It seems to me that first of all it is
necessary for those who rule the country in her name to remain
loyal to the queen, is it not so, Mr. Court Commissioner?

Jordan.—Yes, 1 think so, but—

Dejm.—Is that not happening?

Jordan (With suspicion and doubt).—You, my lords, know
more than I supposed. )

Dejm.—I am Count Charles Dejm, and I left Prague a week
ago. Sol surely know less than you do, Mr. Court Commissioner.

Jordan (With excuses).—Excuse me, Count. I am greatly
agitated by these recent occurrences,—and to tell the truth, the
loyal are but few.

Dejm.—What are you saying?

Jordan.—Almost all the officers of the country, the army
officials, and most of the nobility of Bohemia have evidently fallen
away from the Empress, and openly pledged their allegiance to the
Bavarian.

Dejm.—So enormous is his power in Prague?

Jordan.—And it seems, Count, to extend throughout the en-
tire empire. Most of those who have remained loyal seem to be
turning toward Pilsen. Baron Schirnding is trying to stir up
Pilsen against the Bavarian intruder.

Dejm.—The Reservists?

Jorddn.—It is so. (To BeauvaLLE) And without doubt,
Count, you also will give your support to Her Majesty?

Beauvalle (Evasively).—Baron Schirnding, did you say, Mr.
Court Commissioner?

Jordan.—Baron Schirnding. A brave and tenacious warrior.

Beauvalle (Still evasive).—Yes, of course. But you mentioned
Mr. Court Commissioner, a matter in which I might be of service
to you.

Jordan.—I1 have one request.

Beauvalle—And that is?

Jordin—My present horse will not endure a hard fast ride.
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Beauvalle.—1 will loan you another. But first take a breath
at my castle.

Jordin.—I am in a great hurry, Count. I can only thank
you for your extended hospitality.

Beauvalle.—We will take you away. (In the forest is heard
a scream.) Count Dejm, is it your pleasure? (Invites them to _
depart. In the forest is heard the report of a gun. Then another
scream. BEAUVALLE in the greatest excitement . . . ) Who
shot? Gamekeeper, the warden at home . . . (Excitedly)
That the shot of a poacher . . . Gamekeeper, Warden!

ScenE XI

BeauvaLrLe, DEjM, JoRDAN, the gamekeeper, HAVELKA, com-
ing out from the cottage. MARIE, frightened, behind him.

Dejm (Pacifying BEauvaLLE).—Count, calm yourself!

Beauvalle (To the game warden, without listening to DEjM).—
Who is in the park,—who is in the forest? No one went in from

“the castle! They must be poachers!

Havelka (With fear, yet firmly).—I will at once trail the poach-
er. Heaven pity him if I catch him today!

Beauvalle—My. gun, (the game warden runs for one.) I will go
with you! He must not escape!

Dejm . —Calm yourself, Count, your blood is heated now! Do
not lose control of yourself! (Game warden brings weapons.)

Beauvalle.—Excuse me, Count, and you, Mr. Court Com-
missioner, (taking a hasty leave of them)—there is need of swift and
decisive action here. I beg you, go now to the castle and excuse
me for a while. (7o the warden) You go quickly along the road,
(posnting to the right) and 1 will take the park road. You, (to the
magistrate) come with me. We must get him, and heaven have
mercy upon him!

(The warden goes as he is directed, BEAUVALLE and the magis-
trate disappear into the forest. DEJM with JORDAN take the road to
the castle.)

Marie (Who remained unnoticed).—Heaven protect him,—
What if Tomes fired that shot! (#'ringing her hands, hastens in-
to the wood.)
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ACT II

Castle, at the right, a sloping lawn before it, decorated with
Sflower beds, a playing fountain in their midst. A garden in the
rear. Forest to the right, a conspicuous tree at its edge. Garden
tools, & benck and chains under the tree.

Scane 1
ToMeS and LSpA at the edge of the forest.

Tomes (To Lipa, who holds his hand between both of her own,
and gazes fearfully into the forest).—Do not be afraid. That wild
boar will never trouble you again.

Lida (Excitedly).—You have killed it,—you have really shot
it?

Tome5.—It lies there cold and stiff by this time. I heard it
tearing through the underbrush. I couldn’t help it,—I had to go
after him. Then I heard you and your old father scream. And I
jumped for my rifte,—(in a whisper) I have two of them hidden in
hollow logs in the wood, and I shot the boar just as he was ready to
rush upon you.

Lida (Drops the hand of TomES, and steps back into the park).—
Truly, you have killed him. He rushed after me, here, to the very
edge of the park.

Tomes.—But I was greatly alarmed when I heard your scream
after my shot. I thought that in my haste I had accidentally shot
you instead of the beast.

Lida (Gazing at ToOMES, is silent, then fixes her gaze upon the
ground. She sighs deeply, then gazes at him with pained eyes).—
And if your bullet had reached my heart,—yes, I would die with a
smile upon my lips.

Tomes (Laughing).—What nonsense! You would be glad if
I had deprived you of your youth, your life? Lida, what are you
saying?

Lida (Turns swiftly toward him).—Tomsi,—Tomsi,—(with
deep feeling) from you I would welcome pain, anything,—yes, even
death.

Tomes (Looks intently at LiDa, with his right hand removes his
hat, and passes the left hand over his heated forehead. Then he ap-
proaches Lipa, takes her by the hand as she draws closer to him and
earnestly says to her).—Lida, my poor Lida, thrust me out of
your heart and from your thoughts.
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Lida (Wringing her hands with pain).—Tomsi, this blow is
more painful to me than if your bullet had by chance reached me.
(Sobbing) Tomsi, do not drive me away from you! Twice you
have saved my life,—do not now drive me to a desperate death!
(MARIE steps out of the forest, and sees the two standing together.)

Scene 11
TomeS$, Lfpa, Marie

Tomes.—Your protector I will gladly be, Lida, and always a
friend, (taking both her hands) but more,—

Marie (Rushes swiftly toward them. Painfully).—And with
her again,—there must be truth in what they say! (ToMES and
Lipa step away from each other surprised.)

Tomes (To MariE).—You here, Marie!

Marie.—Tomes, it was unnecessary for you to lie to me!

Tomes.—Have you heard one untruth from me?

Marie (Angrily).—I have,—a thousand of them,—for (point-
ing to Lipa) here is Lida herself!

Tomes.—And look at her, Marie, to see if joy is glowing in
her cheeks.

- Marie.—It is evident that she is gloomy. I came here, I
came (in tears) to find you. 1 wanted to warn you,—and I find
you here with her!

Lida (Forgetting everything else).—He should save himself?
they are following us, then?

Marie (Angrily to Lipa).—You do not need to ask!

Lida (With rising enthusiasm).—Then you have doubts about
Tomes, you are not sure that he cares for you then?

Marie (Seizes ToMES by the hand).—He belongs to me,—do
not come near him! (ToMES embraces MARIE, pressing her head
to his breast. MARIE cries out, drawing away, as she sees Lipa
turn pale, and sobs aloud. TOMES takes a step toward Lipa.)

Lida.—Tomes, I cannot thank you now for saving me from a
violent death. You love her, (pointing to MARIE) so go, save
yourself now; they might come upon you any moment. If they
should find me, and I were to tell the truth, it would go ill with
you. ‘But Tomes, I am going to lie,—I will protect you,—if I
lose my own life, if they hang me instead upon that scaffold .
anyhow, why should I live? What have I to lose even though
I sacrifice my life? . . . (Slowly walks away toward the castle,
absorbed in her thoughts, her eyes fixed upon the ground.)
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Tomes (Starts after Lipa).—Unfortunate child. (7o MARIE)
‘See how unhappy she is!

Marie.—The cold chill crept over me while she was speaking.
‘O Tomes, I hurried so, to give you warning in time!

Tomes.—Thank you, my Marie. But no one has seen me.

Marie.—But they are at your very heels,—and if they were
‘to catch you,—Tomes, you know the Count does not threaten in
wain!

Tomes.—Have no fear for me. I will go directly home. No-
body must say a word to me. And you go at once to your cottage
so they will not suspect us! (He slips cautiously around the castle.
MARIE loses herself among the trees. Lipa steps out from the di-
rection of the castle.)

Lida (Half aloud to herself).—As though it were my fate,—I
cannot give up the idea; I must follow him up! (Aloud wildly and
painfully) And if I see him embrace her again, (with desperation)
then Heaven shield them and help me! (Slips around the castle.)

(From the forest emerges BEAUVALLE with the game warden who
has his gun over his shoulder while he carries the weapon of the

CouNT in his hand.)
Scene III

BEAUVALLE, game warden, then the CounTeEss with DEjM,
later MiLLESIMO.

Beauvalle (Shortly).—He has escaped! Disappeared! We
looked for him in vain. I will punish every one responsible for
guarding my forest! (The CoUNTESS steps out from the castle with
DEjM, with whom she is talking. Hearing BEAUVALLE, she stops
to listen. BEAUVALLE to the game warden.) Go into the forest,
find my park keeper. Tell him if he does not find that poacher
he does not need to report for service again. (HAVELKA disappears
into the forest.)

Countess (to DEym).—Thank heaven, the poacher is not
.caught! {Goes with DEJM to BEAUVALLE, offering him both out-
stretched hands.) Why so violent, Count! I am delighted that
you have so quickly returned!

Beauvalle.—1 went through the forest, and searched carefully
everywhere. Those accursed poachers are now so bold that they
dare shoot at my very castle gates, and I can’t catch even one of
them! (From the castle comes MiILLESIMO.)

Millesimo (Laughing).—Count Beauvalle, Count Dejm, the
Countess, lovely, gracious countess!



FRANCIS ADOLF SUBERT 181

Beauvalle (Irritably).—Well, what has happened, Millesimo?

Millesimo (Laughing).—I1 escorted, His Highness, the Court
Commissioner to his very equipage, his carriage, and now I am
rewarded! Do you wish to know, Count, and you also, Countess,
what that Jordan proposed to me, that cavalier of bunglers? Can
you for a moment guess what he is trying to drag me into?

Countess.—Surely somethmg interesting!

Millesimo.—]Just try to imagine something very ridiculous,
yes, extremely ridiculous, and then superlatively ridiculous,—
that will be the creation of Jordan!

Countess.—Come, share the joke with us; do not keep us so
long in suspense!

Millesimo.—That courtly Jordan,—no, I wish to say, Baron
Schirnding,—heaven knows how the idea came to him,—wants to
raise a landsturm, Reservists in Pilsen. That Jordan from the
court told me! And do you know what he proposed? (Laughing)
That I, Count Millesimo, should also join that landsturm and they
will create of me,—Jordan and Schirnding,—a captain, an officer
of the Reservists! (The CounTEss and DEJM join the laugh.)

Dejm.—And you have accepted? We must give you an
official patent. Millesimo, Millesimo, you will yet become a great
military genius!

Millesimo.—A General, Dejm, a general. Ogilvie is already
despatched, Neipperg, Lobkovic and the Grand Duke Toskansky
are having a merry time of it, outvying each other in giving a wide
berth to the enemy, and so it has finally fallen upon me to become
a leader, a general! (General laughter greets his words) Excuse me.
I must slip away somewhere, so I can forget about that buffoon,
Jordan,—I know not, whether his remarkable idea will not de-
prive me of reason! Jordan, you Jordan! (With laughter, paus-
ing now and then, he proceeds toward the castle.)

Scene IV
Dejm, the CounNTEss, BEAUVALLE.

Dejm (Looking after MILLESIMO; sarcastically speaking).—
Even among us there are heroes with a sense of duty. What an
interesting struggle, with such live warriors!

Countess (Invites DEJM and BEAUVALLE to be seated).—Fate
listens to those who act and are strong of soul. (70 BEAUVALLE,
half jesting, half seriously) 1 promised your name to Count Dejm,
that you would align yourself with Charles Albert!
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Beauvalle.—1 hardly know but what you promise is a bit
premature. I have been a mere onlooker, gazing at occurring
events; I doubt whether I could, in the end, be anything else.

Dejm.—You must, Count, but you must! Now, today,
every individual must come to some decision, and determine how
he stands with regard to his country’s welfare. An onlooker, a
mere witness of passing events, you no longer can continue to be!
You are a citizen of this state; you must align yourself with one
side or the other!

Beauvalle.—1 know not whether I would be actuated by the
same motives that seem to prompt others!

Dejm.—Aj, 1 do not know, indeed.

Beauvalle (Advancing).—You, my dear Dejm, you belong to
the old nobility,—my family is settled here a little more than a
century.

Dejm.—Yes, your family is settled here over a century, and
yet you would not think and feel as any one of us do? We hold to
the state, we represent a branch, a mighty order of the empire; we
were raised here, and we must continue to represent the highest
nobility of the country,—and one grave concern that the moment
must decide is this,—whether in a year, or in a thousand years,
this one or another order will be ruling here.

Beauvalle.—And who are the others,—those who wish to aid
in the overthrow of the Empress?

Dejm.—There is a great number, half of the entire nobility!

Beauvalle—The leaders?

Dejm.—Bechyné from Lazan, Cernin, Kolovrat, Count Bub-
na, both of the Lazaniti, Count Felix Vriovec, Martin Michna,
Count Vrbna, Dohalsky from Dohalic, the highest counsellors—

Beauvalle (Interrupting with a laugh).—So far, these represent
old Bohemian families, native to the country. But you have not
as yet mentioned one family which has, like mine, come in from
foreign parts.

Dejm.—Aj, 1 will now come to one; Count Schaffgotsche—

Countess (to BEauvaLLE).—The highest burgrave.

Desjm— . . . Counts Morzin, Mansfeld, Kuenburg,
Poeting, General and War Commissioner, George, Count of
Kaiserstein, Count Bouquoy—

Beauvalle (With surprise).—Count Bouquoy Longuevalle?

Dejm.—Yes, the descendant of Karl Bouquy, who, ages ago,
overthrew the rule of the Bohemian king, Ferdinand. Even he is

|
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with us, for he knows that in the present condition of the state,
there is nothing else to do!

- Beauvalle—Then what advantage do you think is to be
gained, in this country which is trying to drive out the old
dynasty, in power here for more than two centuries, and which
overthrew the native house which ruled here before it?

Dejm.—And who represents the ruling dynasty? One wom-
an, and a weak woman at that, who cannot hold the empire to-
gether or bring prosperity to the country which she rules. Marie
Teresa holds the title of Empress handed down to her by Charles,
but in truth she is only the Grand Duchess, Toskanskou.

Beauvalle—Aj, not at all, not at all.

Dejm.~—It is uncertain now, no one really knows,—
Tomorrow may find her in that station.

Countess,—Marie Teresa cannot defend herself, and save a
vestige of her inheritance.

Dejm.—And not the least power is this kingdom, in which
four powers are now at war,—and in which we also exist. Or do
you want to leave this country te the rapacity of a dozen princes,
and should we not be seeking one such ruler who would be power-
ful enough to renew and hold the independence of this kingdom?

Beauvalle—And do you think that Charles Albert is such a
prince? :

Dejm.—1 am certain of it. For that reason we summoned
him to Prague,—

Beauvalle.—You yourselves?

Dejm.—We ourselves. We called him here to accept the
throne of Bohemia. Charles Albert is fiery, and an enterprising
hero. He will meet our expectations. He will establish a new
state in central Europe. Bohemia will be at the head, and besides
our country there will be Moravia, half of Silesia and Bavaria.

Countess (With spirit to BEauvaLLE).—Count, believe us,
and permit yourself to be convinced. Marie Teresa will not be
able to keep the autonomy of the state,—Charles Albert will re-
store our country to its former brilliant splendor, which it enjoyed
under former reigns, while it was independent, were it under the
house of the Pfemyslovs, under the reign of the Lucembergs, or
Hapsburg up to the reign of Matthias. Its greatest glory was
witnessed by my house, and we shall see it again, newly restored.
We shall step at the head of the group of surrounding countries.
And as formerly, the entire German state was only her princely
mantle, likewise it will now happen under Charles Albert. The
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German princes are offering him the power of Emperor. He will
be announced and crowned as Emperor of our country, that sub-
jected and fading kingdom,—it will again lead not only its sister
countries but the entire German empire.

Beauvalle (To both).—And are you sure of your calculation?

Dejm.—I1 am certain of it.

Beauvalle (Warningly).—Have you then forgotten how the
revolution ended a hundred and twenty years ago? (DEejmM deny-
ing with gestures.) Have you forgotten about the nobles done to
their death in Staré Mésto (Old Town) and the thousands of fami-
lies exiled from country and home?

Dejm.—You cannot frighten me now. At that time, one
great mistake undermined all that was undertaken.

Beauvalle.—What do you mean?

Dejm.—The nobility forgot that it had but little power with-
out the support of the people,—and for that reason, it fell.

Beauvalle—You would appeal to the people in vain. They
have no soul, no courage, and no knowledge. What would you do
with the hordes,—not a soul among them would dare stand out
against the meanest of my serfs! How can you expect these people
~ to risk themselves for something strange, unknown to them? (He
rises; DEIM with the COUNTESS at the same time.)

Dejm.—We are arriving at a new era. All over the country,
the people are awaking, stirred to new life. They are beginning to
have a clearer and truer vision, new strength is springing up among
them, as the earth stirs up, feeling the first pulse of spring.

Beauvalle.—1 fail to see the signs. I do not know why you
have such faith in the people, or take up the cudgel in their de-
fense so suddenly.

Dejm.—We cannot see our dream realized unless we ourselves
are willing to help uplift the people; otherwise the independence of
our country will never be gained. We must first lift the people
out of this crushing bondage, which I believe is distasteful even
to you. That is why I am drawing closer to the masses; we must
look to them for strength and support.

Beauvalle.—Vain ideals, vain indeed are your dreams.
Count Dejm, they regard me as a stern, rigid man, who desires
only to oppress and drive them. Heaven knows, I am what I
appear to be because I see only the slavish soul, the unwilling
spirit. I do not believe it could change. Here are twenty vil-
lages. But in all of them there is not to be found one man of
spirit, brave, courageous, and independent. They all glide away
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at the very sight of me. At home, under cover they may heap
abuse and curses upon me, but not one dares come out and openly

express himself to my face. What can you expect of such as
these.

Dejm.—Do not judge them, Beauvalle, or deny unjustly that
they have spirit and courage because for the moment you have
failed to see it. Stop to consider that for a hundred and twenty
years these people have been serfs, and before that period, war was
waged among them for thirty years,—war whose iron hoof turned
not only the tide of fortune and events, but crushed all hope, all
spirit among the people. And this unwilling subjection, this re-
bellious state of bondage had to end in that which the terror of
war, of the fallen state begun.

Beauvalle.—1Let there be what cause for it you may find, I still
must judge according to what I see. (With emphasis) Show me
one man in all my estate who still displays a manly and courage-
ous bearing, a spirit such as I vainly look for here,—and 1 shall
think otherwise of these subjected people.

Dejm (With spirit).—We will convince and show you that
you are mistaken about these people, that a new spirit may yet be
breathed into them; we will show you what can be done for them
if the helpful hand of fellowship be extended to them in the right
spirit. We must lead the people, stir up their latent strength,
adapt them for the purpose we have in view, and draw them on,
weapons in hand, to accomplish that which will be of advantage
to our entire kingdom.

Beauvalle (Overcome).—You then are plotting and planning a
Revolution that would sweep the country, you want to place the
armed people side by side with the Bavarian and French troops?

Dejm.—That is the situation. Each of us will equip and
arm as many of his people as he is able.

Beauvalle.—1 have none at your service.

Dejm.—We expect two hundred people from your estate. In
a week’s time, your serfs should be equipped for Prague. (A4t the
castle loud voices are heard.)

Beauvalle—I1 think you will yet see the seriousness of this!
But what is this uproar?

(Enter a troop of country folk, men and women, lead by TomeS.
Among them are Jirax, VRANA, and the bagpiper KoRINEK.)
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SceNE V

BeauvaLLg, Countess, DEjM, ToMES, Jirak, VRANA, KoR-
INEK, later Count VAcLav with BubNa.

Beauvalle (Surprised).—Why are you coming here? (7o
TomeS) What are you leading them to?

Tomes (With emphasis, but courteously).—You commanded
me, noble count, to stop at the castle. I have come.

The Crowd.—We with him, we are with him!

Beauvalle—What is the meaning of all this?

Jirak (Stepping out).—Your Grace, we are working in bond-
age many more hours than we need to do. We are willing to be
your serfs even longer, but Tomes we will not give up.

The Crowd.—We will not, we shall not.

Beauvalle.—What has gotten into these people? Who start-
ed this?

Tome5.—They have heard that something terrible threatens
me, because I stood by Vrana. So they came to give me their
support.

Jirak.—And we are willing to give good service and be as
much alive as before, but (with threats and the following words) we
beg of you, most earnestly do we beseech you, that we should no
longer be oppressed, neither that violence should be done to any
one of us. (DE)M steps up to BEAUVALLE and talks earnestly with
him and the COUNTESS.)

Kotinek (Half aloud to the people).—Do not give up! The
French and Bavarians everywhere are protecting the enslaved
people, and it is reported they have come to bring us freedom.
Serfdom and bondage must go with the old order!

Beauvalle (Will not relent to DEyM who is trying to persuade
him to something. To the people) To this act of yours, the magis-
trate and the people from the castle will answer.

The crowd.—Not now, not now.

Beauvalle (To TomeS),—You will stay here to await the
penalty.

The crowd (Surging forward).—He shall not stay. We will
not let him stay!

The Countess (Aside to the Count).—Forgive them! Itisan
insignificant thing.

Dejm.—This is an inopportune time for violence. You have
no protection here anywhere, and we are now in need of them.
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Tomes (Stepping forward).—You have the power, Count, to
do whatever you will. But all these are loyal to me. If you
would carry out your threat even I cannot now hold them back.

Beauvalle.—You talk exactly like a rebel.

Tomes.—Like one who would shield himself and others also.

Dejm (Aside to BEaAuvaLLE).—Listen, Count, I beg you!

(Enters CounT BUBNA 11 the costume of a messenger.)

Bubna.—Count Beauvalle! (Sees the Countess znd DEJM,
greatly surprised. Introduces himself to BEAuvaLLE.) I come as
a courier from the king.

Beauvalle (Surprised).—From King Charles? (DEjm speaks
to BuBna.)

Tome5 (To BEauvaLLE).—Count, then I do not need to come
again to the castle?

Degym (Quickly to BEAuvALLE).—Dismiss him and the people.
Count Bubna has important tidings.

Beauvalle (To TomeS and the people).—This time I again for-
give you. But see to it that a similar occurrence does not hap-
pen again. (ZTurns to BuBna.)

The crowd (Shouts).—Aha! Tome§ has been released!

Vrana (To the others).—Nothing will happen to him.

Voices (In the rear).—The Count let him go! (They depart
with shouts of delight.)

Voices (Behind the scene).—He is released! (All the country
people depart.)

Scene VI

DejMm, the Countess, BusNa, BEAUVALLE, later Jan, the
game keeper at the castle.

Beauvalle (Stamps with anger, hearing the shouts of the
people)—I gave in to them? Are they laughing at me?

Countess (Calming him).—No, no, do not take their joy amiss.
(Reminding him) Count Bubna is here!

Beauvalle (Collecting his thoughts).—Yes, yes. (Still angrily
to Busnov.) Sent to me, with instructions?

Bubna.—Not with instructions,—only an announcement.
Our accepted king desires to see you, Count, and bid me tell you to
appear before him. He firmly believes that you will not ignore his
request.

Beauvalle (Frightened).—His bidding! And he is not yet the
king!
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Bubna (With a clear, calm voice).—Yesterday he was
announced, in all the Bohemian cities, as the Bohemian king,
and the future ruler of these Roman states.

Dejm.—The fulfillment of our hopes!

Beauvalle.—And who has recognized and accepted him?

Bubna.—Four hundred nobles, led by the prince archbishop
Arnostem Moricem of Manderscheida, did homage to him in
Prague. All the others are summoned to his court, and expected
within a week to make their appearance.

Beauvalle.—And if they should refuse to appear?

Bubna.—Then they will not be considered friends and loyal
adherents of the king and state.

Beauvalle.—But as enemies,—I understand, I understand.
Even the new king does not fail to begin his reign with threats.
But who will assure me that the new ruler will last longer than the
winter king, Frederick did?

Bubna.—The assurance is given by these states newly united
under Charles.

Beauvalle—But the proximity to Pilsen. Do you expect
allegiance from those near Pilsen, under Baron Schirndingen?
And my estate. . . .

Dejm.—Have no fear. The power of Schirndingen and his
adherents will be scattered and broken, as when the wind blows
into a heap of dry chaff. '

Beauvalle (Greatly incensed).—Count Dejm, and you, Count
Bubno, is no exception made of those who do not feel prepared for
this step?

Dejm.—There is no exception made, and really none should
be necessary. You are the Count Beauvalle Lichtenberk, of two
great states, in France and in Germany your family name is well
known and more than once proclaimed,—you have no need to be
afraid of this decision.

Countess (To BeauvaLre).—Count, you must take your
stand for the united powers. I announce myself a subject of the
new ruler, and am certain that Count Beauvalle Lichtenberk will
do the same!

Dejm.~—1 thank you, noble lady!

Bubna (Stepping up to the Count).—And you Count?

Beauvalle.—I now see there is no other course for me to take.

Dejm (Advancing from the other side).—You are with us?

Beauvalle.—1 am called upon to make a great decision, to
make it hastily; a decision which must affect the entire future of
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my house. But I must not rest under the shadow of failing to
give my allegiance to those who are striving to fortify the country
for its united strength for the future. (70 DEjM) Accept then,
my word and that of my wife, that we have taken our stand with
the new king, which our order has summoned into the country.

Bubna.—Then you are ours, and the king may announce
your allegiance!

Dejm (Pressing the hand of BEAUVALLE).—I knew you would
finally come to this decision, and was not discouraged by your
excuses.

Bubna.—And now the support he needs! The king expects
you, all the other nobles, to summon your serfs and equip your
people for military action!

Beauvalle—Do not make this demand,—spare me this one
thing!

gft]b’:a } It is inevitable!

Countess (Aside to the Count).—You had better consent to
do it.

Beauvalle (To Dejm and BuBNov with emphasis).—Then I
shall prepare and equip two hundred people. You may announce
it to your king.

Bubna.—And lead them yourself?

Beauvalle—That is asking too much. I will not consent to
such a demand.

Bubna.—Then at least give them a leader!

Beauvalle.—But where shall I find one?

Dejm (Nods his head as a new thought comes to him).—You
have one here, at hand now!

Beauvalle.—Whom have you in mind?

Dejm.—The youth who was just now here.

Beauvalle.—Splendid!

Countess.—But I cannot spare him!

Beauvalle—Why? (The game keeper, JAN appears at the
castle.)

Countess.—It might spoil the future happiness of his life and
that of another.

Beauvalle.—Pah! This is a time when I must forget my own
good fortune and happiness; I cannot now consider the interests
of another. Excuse me, Countess. (Sees Jan.) Here, Jan!
Go at once to find Vitka Tomes, and bring him here to me!
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Countess (To Jan).—Stop! (7o Beauvarre) And suppose
he were to be afraid to appear here? :

Beauvalle (To JAN).—Tell him he need not be afraid to come.
I have a matter to propose to him. (Jan departs. To Dejm)
That was a happy suggestion. I, at the same time, will rid
myself of a man who is getting to be a thorn in the flesh here.

(At the edge of the park appears HAVELKA with the park keeper.
HAVELKA gazes seriously once more at the dead beast, them turns to
BEAUVALLE.)

Scexe VII

HAvELKA, park keeper, CountESs, BEAUVALLE, DEjM, BUB-
NA, later ToMES, LipA.

Havelka (Drops on one knee before the Count).—Your Grace,
I beg you, do not drive me away!

Bubna.—What has happened?

Countess.—Havelko!

Beauvalle.—What news do you bring?

Havelka.—I1 found a dead beast!

Beauvalle (Angrily).—A dead animal?

Havelka.—One of those two wild boars has been shot!

Beauvalle.—Shot?

Havelka.—]It lies here, near by,—it managed to get this far.
(He points to the forest. BEAUVALLE hastens there. All gaze after
them.)

Beauvalle.—Shot,—that animal has been shot! Do you
know who killed it? Tell me, if you do not wish me to hold you
responsible.

Havelka.—I1 do not know for a certainty. I have a suspicion.

Beauvalle—Who was it?

Havelka.—1 will tell, I must protect myself. I saw a man
hurrying from the park soon after the shot was fired, though I
could not catch up with him. He might have fired that shot.

Beauvalle—Who was he?

Havelka.—Tomes,—more 1 do not know.

Beauvalle—Tomes? Oh, I shall punish him, I shall punish
him as no one yet has been punished.

Countess (Frightened).—You promised him your protection!

(From the castle steps 'TOMES, behind him, unnoticed comes
Lipa.) N
Beauvalle (Sees Tomes).—That is he! Seize him!
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(Park keeper seizes rifle, and rushes after TomeS. HavELKA
does the same. Lipa, with a scream rushes upon HAVELXA, throws
herself at him, and seizes the weapon. TOMES wrenches away the
rifle from the park keeper pushes him away, leaps to the tree, and
aims at the Count.)

Tomes (Calls out mockingly).—Easy, go easy, I am still here.

Beauvalle.—But you shall not escape. (Goes toward ToMES.)

Tomes.—Back, back Count, I never miss my aim.

Beauvalle.—And if 1 insist on coming?

Tomes.—Then you will surely be a dead man. (CouNTEss
holds back the Count.)

Beauvalle.—And then you will surely die!

Tomes.—If 1 die, you shall also!

Countess.—You had promised him your protection!

Dejm.—That is a courageous boy. (7o BeEauvaLLe) Keep
your word, Count!

Bubna.—Him and yourself save also!

Beauvalle (Gazing intently at TomeS).—By my faith, thatis a
brave lad! I forgive him! (ToMEeS drops his weapon.) 1 sum-
mon you to nobler deeds!

ACT IIT

A room in the castle of BEAUVALLE; a window to the right; door
to the left; to the rear, three high doors.  To the left, a table with chatrs,
screen, arm chair.

Scene 1
DejM, ToMES

(Degm Sitting at the table beside ToMES, witk a rifle in hand).—
You now know, what is up. The Count wishes to place you at
the head of all the armed forces from his estate, and if necessary,
you are to lead them into action. Can you do it?

Tomes.—You paint in alluring colors, Count, and your speech
makes the red blood course faster through the veins. But,—
(loaks sharply at the Count and falls into silence.)

Dejm.—You cannot, or dare not,—or are you afraid?

Tome5.—Several causes.

Dejm.—Then why reject honor, recognition, reward? What
is holding you back?

Tomes (With a laugh, looks intently at the Count).—Your

insincerity, noble Count.
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Djem (With wonder).—My insincerity? Do you mean that I
am not sincere in what I say,—I, Count Dejm?

Tomes.—You are concealing something from me!

Dejm.—1 do not understand. I told you everything.

Tomes.—Yes, enough,—(With emphasis) but you did not tell
me who is to have the greatest reward from the struggle. You did
not tell me what advantage will be gained by the nobles who
drive us into this, the authorities above us who want to equip us
for this conflict,—

Dejm (Laughing, and guessing what 1s in the mind of TOMES).
—Aj, faithless son of the village! The Counts and nobles will
only gain such advantage as will be acquired by all the people and
shared by all the states of the empire.

Tomes (Noticing the CoUNTEss; unbelievingly).—And still
they would rush into it?

Dejm (With fire)—Our couptry is in danger, our country
which is theirs as much as yours. They would make it indepen-
dent, elevate, beautify the land.

Tomes.—And that is why they turn to us, because they would
have us serve as volunteers?

Dejm.—How could it be otherwise! Do you want the coun-
try to belong exclusively to us, the official class, you, tens of thou-
sands of you who have been born here, who live here, who will be
buried here? Have you not the same right to the land, and the
same duties as we?

Tomes (Denying his words with a wave of his hand. With
anger).—Yes, Count, we have the same right, the same privileges
as you; that is, we ought to have them. I know it; I have felt it
in my blood. Ours the country is, it has been. And when we
recognize the fact that it is really in danger, we will gladly give
our lives in its defense if necessary.

Dejm.—Well, then how is one to interpret your words?
What is holding you back?

Tomes—We can not, we do not believe in the aristocracy!
(DEjM stirs uneasily) When have we recognized friendship, good
fellowship toward us among them? When have we ever heard
from them, such words as I now listen to from you, Count?

Dejm.—There was no opportunity, no occasion for it.

Tomes.—But there was. Were there not a thousand other
occasions as important as the present? And so long you held us
off at a distance, and kept us out of your confidence. That Count



FRANCIS ADOLF SUBERT 193

ofours . . . and now for him we are supposed to go to battle,
to risk our very lives?

Dejm.—Not for him or any other one individual. We, all
together, and first of all, you, should consider that you are fight-
ing for yourselves.

Tomes (Stirs with gleaming eye).—For ourselves! O Count,
it will come, it will happen, that we will arise to fight for our rights
and protect ourselves. But at that time, we will not be with you.
Then we will go forth to the scene of conflict, go forth to die (DEym
listens with growing attention.) but by ourselves, for ourselves
alone. Even though as yet we are subjected people, only weak,
helpless cattle, that dumbly endure, or fall under the burden of
their yoke! But there will come an hour, and when we arise, who
can stem the stream, who will try to stand against us!

Dejm.—By my faith, youth, you have a courageous spirit
such as is indeed seldom found. Listen, you have the mistaken
idea that the nobility will not play fairly with you, that we want
your support for our advantage alone. Listen then, you subjected
people will gain more by this struggle than we, for you will gain
that liberty for which you have so far longed!

Tomes (Silent, then coolly).—Do you want to tell me a fairy
tale, or build castles in the air?

Dejm.—But I am telling you the truth. Before many days
have passed, the new king will issue a command which will lift you
all out of bondage.

Tomes (Astonished).—The new king!

Dejm.—The new king we have chosen will do so. Those
French and Bavarian regiments which have arrived,—they have
come to free you, to give liberty to the subjected people.

Tomes (In doubt).—That is not possible, that cannot be!

Dejm.—Is deception speaking from me?

Tomes.—The nobility will never permit it!

Dejm.—The freeing of the people is the first step planned.
Proper amends will be made to the nobility for the loss of their
service, and you will find yourselves freed men!

Tomes (With uncertainty).—But that sounds like a bait,—a
bait to catch us so we would arise and go after you to battle!

Dejm.—You must have faith in others if you would that
others have faith in you! In a few days the order will come from
the king to have all servitude cancelled, done away. and freedom
will be granted to all who will rally around the cause of Charles
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Albert! Help the cause of freedom, you, all of your people,—
fight for this freedom with your lives, your blood!

Tomes (Convinced, joyfully).—I1 believe, Count, that I can in-
deed have faith in you. I believe you indeed! Just point the
way, show me where to go, where to lead our people, and they will
follow! Be now the helper of these enslaved serfs, and be assured,
the freedmen will lead you, your cause, the entire country to vic-
tory!

Dejm.—1 believe in that victory ultimately, (Takes ToMES by
the kand) for in your eye I see enthusiasm for the cause, I believe
the people will share the same burning joy when they see liberty
and freedom before them. Step out from this environment in
which you have been raised, out of these woods and wild fields,
appear now upon the scene of action, be a warrior for yourself and
your people. In the same rank and file, we will all fight together!
(In the door appears the COUNTESS with BEAuvALLE) We will all
risk our lives for the same cause!

Scene 11

CounTess, BEAUVALLE, DEjM, ToMES

)

Countess (Steps anxiously to the front).—Is it all decided?
(To ToMes) Do you wish to lead our people to Prague?

Tome5.—I will lead them, gladly will I lead them! (7o Beau-
vaLLE) Count, (pointing to DEjM) you have invited me to this
enterprise, and I will gladly do as you bid me.

Beauvalle.—I1 wish it so. (Gives him his hand. DEM speaks
to the COUNTESS.)

Tomes (Taking the hand of the Count).—Just this morning we
were opposed to each other, Count, ready to sacrifice our very
lives in mutual hatred. We have come to understand each other
better now, and I trust that the thorn in the flesh which worried
us has disappeared. You are drawing closer to us now, to your
people, and be assured, Count, that I shall gladly go to war for
you if it seems best.

Countess (Stepping from DEjM to TomeS).—You have made
your decision. But have you, in the excitement of the moment,
thought that it will be necessary to leave some one behind, have
you thought about the game keeper’s lodge, and your own little
cottage?

Tomes (Overcome with surprise, retreats a step, and whispers).—
Marie! And my mother! I have not forgotten them!
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Beauvalle (Irritably).—Countess, why are you trying to un-
dermine his courage, his decision?

Countess.—So he would remain firm, if he intends to go, and
not give up at the first longing to see those he must leave behind.

Tomes (To BEAUVALLE, with a firm voice).—Have no fear,
Count, I shall not turn my back upon the enterprise I once enlist
for. (To the Countess) You will remain here, noble lady, and
while you are here, I can go away contented. Accept them both
into your protection, both Marie and my aged mother. If I but
know you will do this,—

Countess.—They are now, and will remain under my care all
the while you are away from them.

Tomes (Kneeling to kiss the hand of the Countess).—Oh I
thank you, my Countess, you have always been so kind to us.
(The CouNTESs raises him by the hand he kissed.)

Dejm (To ToMEeS).—Are you certain, then, that the people
will go with you?

Beauvalle.—We can determine that easily enough. There
below, a crowd has gathered, (o ToMES) evidently afraid for you.
They have already heard the news. Go to them, and ask them if
they are now willing to follow you.

Tomes (With spirit),—They are not in my power! But in
their hearts as well as in my own there is that spark which may be
yet kindled,—the spark that burns in their liberty-loving souls!
With me they will go to war! (Goes to the right.)

Degjm (Looking after ToMES).—There is a heroic spirit asleep
in the soul of that youth. (7o BEAUvALLE) A people that breeds
such sons deserves your faith, Count!

(From the left MILLESIMO appears panic-stricken, propping
himself for support against a table.)

Sceng IT1

BeauvaLLg, CountEss, DEjM, MILLESIMO

Millesimo (Breathlessly comical).—What in heaven’s name is
happening here? Below shouts and an uproar,—something about
Prague,—about the Bavarians,—that they might be induced to
go with them! Dejm, (Dejm with the COUNTESs advances to the
window,) Count Beauvalle, listen to me, what is it all about?
(Seats himself in a chair at the side of the table).

Beauvalle. Do not get so frightened,—there is no occasion
for you to worry!
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Millessmo (Pacified for the moment) 1 think so, myself. (Wip-
‘ing the sweat from his forehead) 1 would not go anywhere, either
ito the support of the French or the Landsturmers!

Yoices (Under the window).—We will go with you, we will
follow!

Countess (At the window).—They are declaring themselves,
:and he scarcely spoke a word to them!

Beauvalle.—There was no doubt.

Millesimo (Again uneasily).—And to what, to what cause are
ithey declaring themselves?

Beauvalle.—We will know in a moment. (Looking out of the
window) Just see, how many there are!

Voices.—Upward, upward!

Millesimo.—Many, very many. And they hum and roar,—
I have been almost overcome by it. (ToMES steps out. The
people behind him) What is it, why am I here?

Scene IV

BeauvaLLg, CountEess, DEjM, MiLLEsIMO, ToMES, people,
Lipa in their midst, Jirag, VRANA. Later Marig, HAVELKA, JAN.

Jirak (Advancing with ToMES to BEAUVALLE).—Your Grace,
if it is true that we are to go for a time to war, with Tomes as our
leader, gladly, then gladly indeed will we go. Just arm us; let us
have the arms!

People.—Arms, arms, we have no arms!

Other Voices (Simultaneously).—We will all go!

Tome5—And such as these, noble lady, be assured that
others may be secured, as many as we need. Speak to them,
‘Count, let them know what you desire!

(CounTEss speaks to DEJM, then disappears by the door at the
deft.)

Beauvalle (To the people).—In place of myself, your Tomes
Vitek shall lead you. Do you wish to follow him?

People.—We do, we do!

Beauvalle.—Will you go wherever he sees fit to lead you?

People.—Anywhere, anywhere!

Tomes.—Even into war, into action?

People.—Even into war. Gladly will we follow!

(CouNTESs returns with a long red banner.)
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Beauvalle.—Then 1 announce Tomes Vitek as your leader
and captain; and expect heroic deeds under his leadership. He
will lead us all to victory.

People.—Long live the Count!

Other Voices—Long live Tomes!

Beauvalle.—Tomorrow you must be ready to go. The arms
will be given you from my armory and hunting lodge. Whoever
has one of his own, take it along.

Voices.—Let us arm ourselves! (Three men leave for the arms.)

Countess (Coming to the front).—Y our leader should have some
sign or insignia of his office. This banner, Vitku, comes from
my hands. (ToMES kneels while the COUNTESS passes it across his
breast.) By accepting it, you raise yourself to the high office which
you take upon yourself. Always bear in mind the protection, of
this, your native land, the land of your fathers. Be ready to give
your life for it,—be proud of the cause for which you are taking up
arms!

People (Joyfully waving hats and caps).—Long live the noble
Countess!

Other Voices.—Long live the Countess!

Tomes (To the CountEss) (Kissing her hand).—I must not
and will not disappoint you. When I return, you shall hear, noble
lady, that I have kept my promise.

Beauvalle (Handing him a saber).—With this saber accept
yet a poinard, so you will be completely equipped.

Tomes (Gazes at the poinard).—This slight weapon is not suit-
able for me. I could not even useit. The rifle is my weapon and
with it, I go forth to battle. While I am alive its voice (points to
the rifle) will be heard in battle, leading forth our people. Iam a
poacher, I have always been a poacher, and with my chosen wea-
pon I will now go to war!

Beauvalle (Laughing).—You do not deny your blood. Well
tlen, fight, conquer with your rifle!

Countess.—But from me. you will surely accept something
else?

Tome5.—Noble lady, I am burdened already with your good
;gifts.

(CouNTESS steps to the door at the left, quickly opens it. MARIE
steps forth in a beautiful gown, HAVELKA with her.)

Beauvalle (Waving a hand toward Marie).—Look here!

Tome5 (Overcome).—Marie, my Marie!

(All gaze at MARIE. COUNTESS waves the people back.)
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Millesimo.—Ha, how beautiful! -

(People whisper MARIE!)

(ToMES steps toward her as though he wishes to say something.)

Countess (Holding him back).—She knows all. At first she
was drowned in tears. But the veil of sorrow has been rent by
the pride she feels in knowing she is to belong to one who will make
himself glorious in such a cause. With her father’s consent, she
will promise you, you give your promise also, that you will re-
main faithful to each other

Tomes (Puts aside his rifle, and steps toward MariE).—My
Marie, I am now, I shall eternally be your faithful Tomes.

(Lipa, who made her way forward through the crowd, gazes
sadly at them.)

Marie.—1 am yours, I wish to be forever yours!

(Lipa, whirls dizzily about and falls. People carry her away,
following after her.)

Marie (Frantically seizing TomeS).—It is Lida! That is an
evil sign, Tomes!

Tomes (Controlling himself).—A pity! Who is to blame for
the unfortunate child!

Beauvalle—What has happened?

Deym.—What is this? Who is the girl?

Countess (In ignorance of what has occurred)—What is this
disturbance?

Millesimo.—A Woodland romance this! At the castle

Tomes (To the Countess).—I will explain all!

(In the courtyard is heard the rattle of arms.)

Beauvalle (Overcome).—Troops! (At the window) Troops of
the Empress!

People.—The dragoons! The dragoons of the Empress!

Beauvalle—Six riders,—one leader in charge!

Tomes (Seizes his rifie.)

Dejm (Gazes out surprised).—It is Baron Schirnding! At
this very moment!

Beauvalle.—What are you saying?

Countess (Frightened).—Baron Schirnding,—here!

Dejm.—He is asking questions,—coming forward. (DEejm
to BEAUVALLE, gaining self control.) Do not give up!

Countess (To MariE).—Go away for a few minutes. (Hav-
ELKA with MARIE leave by the door at the left.) It surely is nothing
serious! But if necessary,—other troops will be coming,—we
must instantly arm all our people! (7o DEjM) Here is the key to
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the armory. Go with Vitek, give out the arms! (DM and
ToMES go after the people.)

Millesimo.—This is dreadful! This is terrible!

Jan (Making room among the crowded people).—Step back!
(Announces) Baron Schirnding, newly arrived from Pilsen!

(From the rear approaches Baron Schirnding, a haughty mili-
tary figure with white hair and beard.)

Scene V

BeauvaLLe, ScHIRNDING, CounTess, MILLESIMO; later
ToMES with the people.

(BEAUVALLE overcome, leans against the table.)

Schirnding (Steps forward, greets the CountEss).—Pardon, I
beg you, in these disturbed days, my unexpected appearance!

Countess.—To our guests and (pointedly) our friends, our
home is always open!

Schirnding (Not getting the meaning of her words).—The Count
your husband, is he not also here? (BEAUVALLE approaches to-
ward him.) Here in his own person! For an instant I failed to see
you. (Shakes hands with BEAUVALLE.)

Beauvalle (Carefully).—I have heard that you took possession
of Pilsen?

Schirnding.—It was a great undertaking, in which, Count, I
greatly desire your assistance.

Beauvalle (Coldly).—And how could I assist you?

Schirnding.—1 came to request that, which to my great joy
I see that you have already done. (ToMES leads the armed people
to whom SCHIRNDING points. BEAUVALLE stirs umeasily.) You
have already gathered together your people and armed them!

Beauvalle.—That is so,—but,—

Schirnding.—Yes, the forces of the empire are yet far distant.
Take your people to Pilsen. (W#ith emphasis) In fourteen days
I will assemble there the kernel of the Reservists! Qur regiments
will soon be prepared to go against the French and Bavarians, and
surely they will scatter them! We will scatter the last of their
troops from Pilsen! (Sees TomEeS) You, brave youth, will you
lead forth the armed people? (Points to them.)

Tome5 (Advances nearer).—That is the case, Colonel, and we
firmly believe that victory will be ours! (Shouts as he waves his
hat) Long live His Highness, our Bohemian king!

People (Shout).—Long live the king!
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Schirnding (Overcome with astonishment).—Traitors to the
country and to the Empress!

Tome5.—Traitors are those who refuse to recognize our king!
Colonel, (stepping toward him) you are ours!

Schirnding (Overcome).—Are you all bereft of reason, or am I
the victim of a plot?

Beauvalle (Angrily to the CountEss).—I dare not relent!

Countess.—Leave him alone! He has made his decision!

Beauvalle (To Tomes).—Wait! What are you doing?

Schirnding.—Count Beauvalle, where am I? What madness
is this?

(CounTEss hurries toward ToMES.)

Beauvalle (To the people).—Retreat! (To TomeS) Not a hand
must be raised! (7o ScHirnDING) Forgive the people. They
know not,—what they are now doing,—

Countess (Advancing from ToMES to ScHIRNDING).—We ac-
cepted you as a guest, and as such we must protect you. Butdo
not delay, colonel, longer here. We ourselves do not know how
long we can keep our pledge to protect you.

Schirnding.—Then it is true,—you and the Count here,—
you are both on the side of the Bavarian intruder! (Threatening-
ly). 1In Pilsen are the troops of the Empress, and from Pilsen
we can make a rapid march here!

Tome5.—And if it seems necessary, we will appear in Pilsen
itself!

Schirnding (To BEAUVALLE).—Stay with us, I advise you!
The daughter of Charles is going to conquer. You will not only
lose your castle and estates but your very life!

Tome5.—You had better leave now, Colonel, if you expect us
to consider the pledge given you by the Countess! I am now
leading these people; if it seems best, my command will be obeyed!

Schirnding.—I can easily protect myself and rid the count of
you! (Draws his sword, the COUNTESS screams, TOMES wrenches
the sword away and aims his rifle at SCHIRNDING.)

Tomes.—And who can now save your life!

Countess (With stern voice.—1 can still! (To ScHIRNDING.)
Go, go now! I can no longer assure you protection!

Schirnding (Frightened).—1 go, noble countess, and express
first my gratitude for your gracious protection! But those days
which are coming upon you and your castle, Beauvalle, those evil
days I cannot ward off! (Disappears. People follow after him.)
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Scene VI

BeauvaLLe, Countess, ToMES, MIiLLESIMO, later DEM
and the people, then the magistrate.

Beauvalle.—He must not leave! (Starts after SCHIRNDING.
CounTEss holds him.)

Countess.—What are you thinking of?

Beauvalle—1 must speak with Schirnding!

Tome5.—Count, do not be frightened by his threats! He has
not the power to carry them out!

(Countess and ToMES talk to BEAUVALLE who is angrily
waving them away.)

Millesimo.—I must not, I dare not stay here longer! I will
go,—to Budejovic and further,—where there are no troops, no
struggle, no bloodshed! { will not stay here! (Slips off unnoticed)

Tomes (To BEauvaLLE).—Count, be calm! We can gather
together between four and five hundred people! I will equip
them, and furthermore the Bavarians will arrive sooner than the
troops from Pilsen can get here!

Beauvalle (Excitedly).—And who will protect me, if the Ba-
varians fail to arrive in time? What can you do, you country
people, against the trained forces of the Empire? And to lose my
title,—my estates, my very life,—Count Dejm (angrily) where
is Dejm? (Enters DEyM with a letter in hand) Count Dejm, have
you heard the colonel?

Dejm.—1 was not present. But here is a message from Bec-
hyn of Lazan. It came suddenly. The command must be in-
stantly fulfilled.

gtauvalle What does he ask?
ountess

Dejm.—The forces of the Empire have been greatly increased
by the adherence of Hungary and Croatia. So we must send to
Prague, as quickly as possible, all the people we can equip here!

Tomes (Excitedly).—We will pull out no later than tomorrow
noon! The people are armed, they only need to get ready, (goes
to the window to wave to the people.)

Beauvalle.—My own people are to go away and leave me, un-
armed, alone, a traitor to the Empress! It must not be! (7o
ToMeS) You shall not go one step,—and these people must be in-
stantly disarmed!
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Dejm (Overcome but firm).—Count Beauvalle, you do not real-
ly mean what you are saying?

Tome5 (With decision).—What a command! But I cannot,
I will not obey it!

Beauvalle (To TomeS).—I command and warn you! Your
head is my security!

Tome5.—With my head, my life at stake, I promise you to ful-
fill and accomplish that which I undertake to do! I have the
people, I have the arms, I have my life and shall have it in my own
keeping!

Beauvalle.—1 will not stand by the Bavarian! I was fright-
ened, overcome with apprehensions!

Tome5s.—Then I must take everything upon myself, upon my
own responsibility! If you are afraid for your life, your estates,
then step aside! You will be secure, spare yourself any possible
punishment, and I will risk my own life instead!

(The people crowd toward them.)

Beauvalle.—1 will not give in! (Seeing the people) What do
these people want? (Calls) Put away your arms! Instantly dis-
arm! (Uproar among the people.)

Tomes.—You are without the power, Count, to give such a
command now! I with these people will go forth into the field of
action, and nothing can prevent us!

Beauvalle.—1 still am the master here. (7o the people) Dis-
arm Tomes at once!

People (Six men leap to the side of ToMES to protect him).—
Shield him!

Tomes (Ironically to the Count).—This is your power! (7o
the people) The Count forbids us to leave for Prague, to join the
ranks of the new king who would give us our freedom. I am going
forth. Who will voluntarily join me?

The Poeple.—All of us! To Prague! To Prague! Down
with serfdom!

Beauvalle (To himself).—And if serfdom is abolished, I could
no longer be master over my own people!

Tomes (To BEauvaLLE).—No one can hold us longer in sub-
jection. From the very grave we have risen again, and if we wish
to live once more, we must earn our freedom by fighting for it.
(To the people) For the present the field at Vrana’s must be our
camp! As soon as all the brothers have assembled, we will start
for Prague!
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Beauvalle (Seats himself hurriedly at the table. Takes up a pen
and begins to write. Talks to himself).—1 can prevent it yet. Pil-
sen is yet here, baron Schirnding, and the troops of the Empress!
(Calls) Magistrate! (Magistrate answers.) The couriers are to
take their horse this instant, and follow up Schirnding with this
message! I ask for troops! I will suppress this rebellion in its
very birth! :

gmfnte.r; Count Beauvalle!
egm

Tomes (To the people).—Seize the couriers, and whoever would
try to break our lines, and go to Pilsen, will pay with his life for
the deed! And if Baron Schirnding attempts to return here, we
will, with the support of the Bavarians, welcome him with fire and
blood! Forward, brothers, forward! The fall of serfdom is at
hand! The sun of liberty is rising, and by our struggle we will
welcome its warming rays!

People.—To battle— Fofward, to battle!

(BEAUVALLE steps forward as though to hold back ToMeS. The
CountEess and DEjM step toward him.)

ACT IV

Forest. Cliffs in the rear. A cross, nailed to a tree, at the
left of the road.

Scene 1

ToMES, Jirak, VRANA, later DEjM, crowd of armed serfs,
KoRinek.

ToMES stands on a cliff gazing into the forest toward the right.
In front to the right, VRANA, rifle suspended on his arm, to the left
Jirak, rifle on shoulder.)

Tomei (To VrRANA).—Go quickly to the guards on the edge of
the forest! Let some one find out without loss of time, whether
the soldiers of Schirnding are now in the castle, or whether they
will come!

Vrina.—Stepanek will do that very well! If my feet were
only lighter, I would go myself! (Goes to the right) I can more
readily break the helmets of a few dragoons!

Jirak (To Tomes).—We caught a number of those couriers,—
and still one of them must have escaped us!
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Tomes—I1 doubt whether one escaped us. Schirnding did not
even wait to be invited by the Count to come! He saw what was
up, so he came back with his troops!

Jirak.—He wants to smother the flame we started before it
is fanned into something beyond his control. That Count of ours,
the devil take him, is giving all the help he possibly can! (Steps
are heard to the right. JiRAK looks in that direction, and seizes his
rifle.) Some one comes!

(Enter Count DEJM, covered by a cloak.)

Tomes.—Count Dejm! (Descends from the cliff and approach-
es to greet him.) Count!

Dejm (Extending his hand).—At last I have found you!

Tomes (Taking his hand).—And are you not endangering
yourself?

Dejm.—It does not matter. I leave in an hour. By that
time the soldiers of Schirnding should arrive here from Pilsen,—
and it is even possible that the first company will be here sooner!

Tomes.—The work of the Count! But the Count and Schirn-
ding are taking the wrong course!

Desm.—Do not be mistaken! You cannot attack Schirn-
ding!

Tome5s.—No, not yet. There are but a few of us as yet, and
we can only defend ourselves. We will not descend into the field
against him now, and if he wishes, let him look forus in Vrana’s
low lands. But by this evening, there will be at least three
hundred more added to our forces, and then it will be possible, I
think, to surround Schirnding and keep my promise!

Dejm.—1f you could attack them here, it would of course be
splendid! But remember, brother, the first step is to hasten to
Prague as soon as possible, to strengthen the forces there! Do not
delay longer than is necessary!

(From the left appear a crowd of serfs led by KoRiNex. On
their shoulders they carry scythes, rifles, forks, etc. They march
along, talking eagerly to each other, across the right of the scene to the
cliffs.)

Tomes.—1 shall see how many men Schirnding will bring with
him. If it is impossible to attack them, we will march for Prague
tomorrow.

Dejm.—How many rifles have you?

Tomes.—All that we found in the armory, or whatever we
had at home.

Dejm.—1 will see that you are equipped better. I am now
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on the way to Beroun, and I will send you a division of cavalry:
with more ammunition.

Tomes.—Many thanks to you, Count.

Dejm.—Just try to protect the lives of all your people. (Gives.
him his hand.) 1 must go now.

Tomes (Quickly).—Just one more question, Count. Is-Marie-
still at the castle?

Dejm.—1 do not know. I could not and dared not talk fur~
ther with either the Count or the Countess. I only know that the:
Countess went off a short time ago in the direction of the game:
keeper’s lodge. So God protect you now, noble youth, and be:
not only heroic but cautious as well. Near Prague, if not in Prague
we shall meet again.

Tome5.—Goodbye, noble Count. You will hear from me:
soon! (DEjM departs) Now to the field, so that all will be made
ready!

Jirak—The count was speaking about arms. I believe:
there will be enough of them. We have about eighty rifles in ali,.
and in close-range conflict we must depend upon the weapons we:
are accustomed to using.

(Departs to the right among the cliffs. Lipa approaches toward
him with slow steps, her face pale, looking downcast.)

Scene II
Lipa, ToMEeS, Jirak.

Tomes.—Lida, are you here? Whom are you seeking?

Lida (Raising her eyes, fixes them upon ToMES with a long
look).—Since you ask me, I must tell you . . . (her eyes
drooping to the groumd) my father!

Tomes.—He went away, but he will return at once. (Mo~
tions to JirRAK to go among the cliffs.) 1 will follow you at once!
(Jirak disappears, ToMES to Lipa with lowered voice.) If you wish
1tio go with me, you will find your father in the camp in Vrana’s

eld.

Lida (Painfully).—If 1 wish to go with you? (Glancing at
the departing Jirak) Tomsi, it was not destined that I should go
with you, I must be satisfied to follow after you. Just like the cur
that you drive away with stones a hundred times, and yet he re-
turns to your very heels . . . (quickly and wildly) Tomsi,
why must I bear such cruel and undeserved pain for you? Why
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should I suffer so cruelly! What I was obliged to witness at the
castle . . . itdried out my last burning tear, killed my very
soul!

Tomes.—Dear soul, may you overtake that peace which I
did not intentionally disturb!

Lida.—1It will not come . . . I cannot find peace
and this burning pain will not be allayed. Only then
but fear not that I want you now . . . that I would

have what cannot be.

Tomes.—WHhat did you wish to say to me?

Lida (Seriously).—Tome§, you have the power to save me.
I know you are not for me . . . but listen, you shall not
belong to her either! Run away, escape from us both, but do not
marry her!

Tome5.—You know my promise,—but even more, you know
how dearly I love her . .

Lida (Calls out sharply) —Do not finish. Go, Tomes, go
away! I cannot talk to you further . . . But, Tomsi, (with
JSrenzied laughter) neither shall she belong to you! (Walks away,
gazing at the ground, and talking to herself.) No, he shall not have
her!

Jirak (Returning).—Tomsi, from the village comes the news
that the Count and some one else from the troops have left for the
forest. A troop of soldiers in the hunting lodge . . . our
men calling for you! It looks as though we are to be attacked!

Tomes.—I am coming, coming at once! (ZTakes a couple of
steps, then pauses to look at LipA, standing motionless. His face is
Sfull of sympathy. He waves goodbye to her, then goes away. )

Lida (Steps up to the tree on which the cross is hung, talking
to herself).—No, she shall not be his if I were to lose my life and
very soul to prevent it! (Collapses in a heap under the cross.)

(From the right advance BEAUVALLE with SCHIRNDING, look-
ing around cautiously. SCHIRNDING is wrapped in a heavy cloak.)

Scene 111

Lipa, BEAUVALLE, and ScHIRNDING, later HAVELKA, park
keeper and a troop os soldiers.

Beauvalle—This is the only place where you can make a
stand with your troops. Elsewhere the access is difficult and
almost impossible.
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Schirnding (Gazes at the cliffs).—Difficult to advance here!
(Stamps his foot with disappointment) 1 would give a hundred
florins were that criminal in our hands, or shot! :

Beauvalle—Believe me, captain, I would add another hun-
dred gladly.

Schirnding.—I believe you. It would be greatly to your ad-
vantage if this uprising could be quickly crushed! If the Empress
is victorious, it is hard to tell what will be the result of your hasty
decision!

Beauvalle (Quickly).—1 will do anything you say. Butif you
now wish unnecessarily to look at the road to their camp, I must
send at least the game warden and a number of soldiers. I have
sent for them (Looks to the right) They are here now.

(From the lefi appear HAVELKA, park keeper and a troop of
soldiers. All are armed, ready to fire. Soldiers form a chain, look-
ing up at the cliffs and the frowning forest.)

Schirnding.—Well, do not give yourself any great concern
about me. (Goes to the soldiers to give instructions.)

Beauvalle (To HaveELka).—Is the Countess in the cottage?

Havelka.—She was gracious enough to come after my daugh-
ter.

Beauvalle—She did not know the troops are here. (7o
ScuirnbpInG.) I will step over to the game warden’s cottage for the
Countess. We will await you at the castle.

(Soldiers, ScHIRNDING, HAVELKA, and park keeper to toward
the cliffs. BEAUVALLE wishes to pass by the tree with the cross to the
cottage. He sees Lipa advancing toward him. She has all the time
been looking intently at him while she meditated.)

Scene IV

BeauvaLLE, Lipa.

Lida (With burning eyes).—Noble Count!

Beauvalle (Astonished).—And who are you?

Lida.—That I cannot tell you; I am not who I used to be.

Beauvalle.—You are Lida, the daughter of old Vrana!
And your father also is in the camp of the enemy!

Lida.—Perhaps he is. And if I could handle a rifle and were
not Lida, perhaps I also would be there.

Beauvalle (Suspiciously).—You are a spy!

Lida.—I wish to become a spy for your cause,—but only if I
am rewarded, well rewarded!
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Beauvalle—1 will repay you well. (Reaches for money.)

Lida—XKeep your gold and silver. I will not be lured by
your vile money!

Beauvalle.—You bold lizard!

Lida—Condemn me, revile me, itissafe . . . ours (with
sarcasm) are now at a safe distance. But listen, and promise me
to fulfill your promise if I now do you a great service.

Beauvalle—What do you want, refusing my money?

Lida.—1 want even more. If I were today, tomorrow, at
some time before heleaves . . . if I were to place Tomes into
your hands .

Beauvalle (Overcome, but anxiously).—And you can do that?

Lida.—And if I could, I say, if it is possible. I do not know
if fate will be with me . . . (placing her hand on her head) 1
feel strangely here . . . might if I could succeed in placimg
him in your power . . . Count do you promise me not to
put him to death?

Beauvalle.—If the people will become quieted and scatter

I will not put him to death!

Lida (With clear decisive voice).—Without Tome$, not one
arm will be raised, without him, not one man will leave this place!

Beauvalle.—If that is the case, accomplish your purpose .

put him into our power.

Lida (With lowered voice and shifting eyes).—If by that time,
my reason does not altogether desert me, perhaps I can doit. I
am ever at his steps . . . I know where he goes
every move he makes . . . (to herself, lost in her tho'ught:)
and I must manage to keep him away from her.

Beauvalle—What are you saying?

Lida (Surprised).—Did 1 say something?

Beauvalle.—You want to prevent some one else from getting
him!

Lida (Placing her hand over her heart).—She must not get him

shemustnot . . . if I myself must pay the penal-
ty with my life. (After a moment she quicts down.) Just promise
me, give me your word, noble Count, that after it is over, she
shall not have him!

Beauvalle.—Of whom are you speaking? Of Marie? (Points
to the cottage.)

Lida.—You are, noble Count, in authority here. We are all
in your power. Without your consent, Tome§ will never dare
marry that one from the cottage. Promise me, that you will
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spare his life, and forbid him to marry,—and I will give you Tomes
perhaps very soon, I will make him your captive!

Beauvalle (Impressively).—All that you ask I shall grant you!

Lida.—You mean it?

Beauvalle—My word is sufficient. And furthermore, I will
spare your father.

Lida (With indifferent voice)—Father, a parent, and I yet
have a father . . . I had forgotten about him!

Beauvalle—And 1 will grant all you request. (A4 shot is
heard in the forest in the direction in which SCHIRNDING went. Then
an uproar. BEAUVALLE 1is frightened.) They are attacked!
(Draws his poinard, stands with his back to the rocky cliff) Who is
here? (7o Lipa) Run to the cottage. (From the cliffs runs forth a
soldier.) What is happening? (A4 second, then a third appears,
followed by HAVELKA.)

Havelka.—A rifle was accidentally discharged. The shot has
aroused the camp and the people are flocking after us!

(Enter SCHIRNDING, and other soldiers.)

Schirnding.—Run, Count, away to the cottage. There are
a few too many for us!

Beauvalle.—1 warned you,—run qulckly (To Lipa) Do as
you have promised. You shall have whatever you wish.

(AUl disappear. Lipa alone remains.” On the road from the
direction of the cottage appear the COUNTESs with MARIE, attended
by a maid.)

SceNne V

CounTEss, MARIE, maid, Lipa, later VRANA, JiRAK, the armed
serfs, last enters JAN.

Countess.—I heard a shot, and the forest is filled with shouts
and cries!

Marie (Anxiously).—Protect yourself, Countess, let us re-
turn to the castle (Points ahead of them.)

Countess.—This girl here,—Lida! (CouNnTEss goes toward
Lipa while MARIE remains unnoticed.) What has happened?

Lida (Without taking notice of the countess or hearing the ques-
tion).—No, she does not come yet!

Countess.—Answer! Where is the Count, where is Baron
Schirnding?

Lida (Looking wup).—Countess!
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Countess.—] am asking you a question.

Lida.—1 did not hear you. I have not as yet seen Tomes.

Countess.—Who fired? Where is the Count?

Lida.—They went away. The shot was accidental.

Countess.—But there is an uproar!

Lida.—They are rushing after them.

(CouNTESs, steps back, from the cliffs step out three armed serfs
trying under cover to locate the soldiers and the game keeper; behind
them appear JIRAK with VRANA. Later three more serfs from the
forest come to the front.)

Jirak.—He must be here!

Vrana.—They are not far away.

Voices from the cliffs.—After them, after them! (From the
cliffs appear ten other serfs, crossing the scene to the other side of the
forest.)

Countess.—They will be killed. (Calls) Listen, listen to me!

Vrana (Turning around).—Who is calling?

Jirak—It is the Countess.

Vrina (Laughing).—The title of the Countess is not now
held in great esteem. (Approaches the CoUNTESS.)

' Marie.—Save yourself! (Runs to the Countess. Lipa sees
MARIE, and stirs uneasily.)

Lida.—Again in front of me! Heaven, it shall be the last
time.

Vrana (To the CounTEss).—And what do you wish,, noble
lady?

Countess.—Do not attract the attention of those who were
here. The Count is somewhere among them.

Vrana (Turns about and calls).—Quickly after them! The
Count is with them! Seize or shoot the Count!

(Al the serfs disappear into the left edge of the forest, Jirax
alone remaining in the midst of the center of the scene.)

Countess.—Merciful Heavens, they will be killed!

Marie.—1 will try to save them. (Runs to JIRAK who stands
with drawn rifle gazing into the wood.) Where is Tomes?

Jirak—Back, retreat! Leave us alone and go away from
this place! (Goes into the forest.)

Countess (In despair).—All is in vain!

Lida (Sees what is taking place, stirs uneasily, places her hand
on her forehead, then to herself).—I will bring him, I will bring him
here; she shall hold him, she herself! (Quickly advances toward
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the CounTess.) Noble lady, do you wish me to find Tome$ and
bring him here?

Countess.—At this time? Insuch a moment? Can you find
him?

Lida.—I know where heis. Wait for him here. I will surely
bring him back.

Countess.—Can you do it? Oh, bring him back!

Lida (Wildly to herself).—I will surely bring him! (Disap-
pears.)

Countess.—Marie! Lida will bring Tomes to us!

Marie (Jealously).—Lida?

Countess.—Yes, yes. If she could but find him! If she
would bring him quickly! Why did the Count go into the forest,
why has he been so rash?

Marie.—How terrible it is here,—how oppressive the atmos-
phere; and this is only the beginning of the struggle!

Jan (Comes out quickly from the right. Sees COUNTESS, is
surprised).—Noble Lady, what are you doing here?

Countess.—Has something happened at the castle?

Jan.—I am seeking the Count and the Baron. New troops
have now arrived. They wish to know whether they should hurry
here after the Colonel.

Countess.—Go quickly and send them to the game keeper’s
cottage. (JAN goes away.)

Marie.—And suppose Tomes were to go to the cottage also!
He would be attacked!

(From among the cliffs appears ToMES, Lina, and a number of
armed serfs.)

Scene VI
ToMEeS, serfs, Marig, CounTess, Lipa.

Tomes.—Where are our men?

Lida.—They ran into the forest after the Count! Butlisten,
here is the Countess with your—

Countess (Sees ToMeS.  Hastens to him).—They are following
up the Count! Save, protect him!

Marie.—Tomsi, do not permit them to kill the Count!

Tomes (Sharply).—How can I place into your hands, one who
is now probably in the hands of my people! . . . (Considering)
But to you, noble lady, I must be eternally grateful. Ask what-
ever you wish!
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(Disappears with his men into the forest.)

Lida (Looking after him).—If they were to burst out and take
him! (Stands a moment at the edge of the wood, then climbs a cliff,
the better to look down into the forest.)

-Marie (To the CountEss).—If he reaches the scene of action!

‘Countess (Listening sharply).—I hear as yet no firing!

{(From the left appear JirRaK with VRANA and four armed men.)

Jirak.—Impossible to reach the cottage! It is surrounded!
_ Jrana.—And yet we might have fired upon those who were
herel The devil takeit! I was all ready to go after the Count!

Tome5 (Steps out with the others).—Quickly, quickly! How
easily they could lure you all into a trap! Go down to our camp
and double the guards! .

(The men disappear into the cliffs. VRANA remains talking
with JiraK.)

Marie (Hurries with Countess toward Tomes).—Tomsi,
Tomsi!

Tomes (To the Countess).—The Count is safe.

Countess.—I thank you!

Tomes.—Do not delay here longer, Countess, and you also
Marie, so you are not injured here! (MARIE hesitates, ToMES
talks to the COUNTESS)

Lida (Angrily, looks first at TOMES, then into the forest; to her-
self half aloud).—Almost every one has gone, and yet those (point-
ing to the left) do not come, to capture their choicest prize! I will
go after them! (Looks at ToMEeS and MaRrIE) Just stay here a
moment, only a moment longer! (Vehemently, but half aloud to
MARIE as though cursing her.) Bewitch him, hold him in your power
'so he will hear nothing, see nothing, and gaze only at you! Be
beautiful as you have never been before, and talk to him enticingly
—but hold him, just keep him now,—I will run a race with the
wind,—(wildly) and like a flash of lightning I will return! (Dis-
appears to the left toward the cottage.)

Vrana (With JiraK goes into the forest).—We are leaving now.
Do not stay longer here!

Tomes.—I1 will come after you in a moment!

Jirak.—No, we will stay here with you till you are ready!

Vrana (Calling).—Hej, boys, three of you remain here.
(Three armed men return. JiRAK takes his stand to the left facing
the game keeper’s cottage, VRANA to the right toward the castle.
The other three stay in the forest toward the right.)
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Scene VII
TomeS, Marig, CounTEss, Jirak, VRANA

Marie (To Tomes).—This struggle frightens me! Leave
these people go! Return to us!

Tome5.—It is now impossible! Not one, not one of our men
will now return to his former life without a struggle! Since Count
Dejm has spoken to me, I feel as though a new heaven and new
earth were about to open to us! We will never again subject our-
seles to the degrading condition of serfdom! Rather would we all
perish and die here now!

Marie (Anxiously).—And how terrible are your words, how
frightful will this conflict become! You have not even left this
place, and see! how terrifying the aspect of things has become!
How can any good arise from this!

Tome5.—With certainty good must come of it, my Marie.
And all who go to war are not going to be killed! We shall re-
turn victorious and a happier day will dawn for you and me after
the conflict is over!

Marie.—You must not go! I am frightened for your safety!

Countess.—]Just consider well one thing. All the troops of
the Empress disappeared at the coming of the new ruler. And
today, his retainers fear that Prague will besieged,—and the new
king, no one seems to even know where he is!

Tomes.—But that is not a sufficient cause for deserting him.
He is fighting not only for himself, but als for us, and we,—we
must win something from this conflict for ourselves and not de-
pend entirely upon him!

Vrana (Approaching).—Tomsi, we are here all alone. Do not
delay longer. Who knows what the Countess and that child with
her are trying to convince you to do! Come to your men! They
need you. they are now alone!

Tome5.—I1 will guard you and myself also. And you, in the
meantime, do not conduct yourself so surlily toward the Countess
‘and my betrothed!

Vrana—Well, well, I suppose I can say what I think! (Goes
-away.)

Countess.—Your people entertain fears for your safety. We
must not keep you here longer.

Marie.—Oh Tomes, will you ever return to your little cottage
.and to us?
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(In the forest a cracking of dry sticks and underbrush is heard
JirAK looks in that direction, and walks hither.)

Tomes.—I will return, but not at once. First I must accom-
plish something, first I must keep the promise to my people from
which I cannot retract.

(MARIE begins to weep, with her head on the breast of ToMES.
From the rear, LipA appears upon the cliff, behind her, the soldiers
are trying to conceal themselves in the brush.)

ScenEe VIII

Lipa, ScHIrRNDING, soldiers, TomeS, CounTess, Jirak,
Marig, BEauvALLE, HAVELKA, park keeper.

Lida (With glaring eyes).—And still they are here!

Schirnding (Steps out from the rear; half aloud).—No one is to
fire upon Tomes; no one, undertand!

Lida (To Schirnding).—Let a number of your men remain
here. T will lead a troop of them around, block the road, then he
cannot escape!

(Lipa, SCHIRNDING and soldiers step back again into the forest.)

Tomes (To MARIE).—You weep upon my breast, and heaven
seems to open up to me! See, I am going into valiant service,
service which I have heard of, dreamt about, but never supposed
I could participate in. I must step forth from these woods in
which I was reared, to take my stand at the head of these men
gathering about my standard to fight for their freedom! Oh do
not cloud with your tears that glorious road, the path to victory
and glory, which I shall so joyfully take!

Jirak (Sees something in front to the left).—Some one is here!
Who is it? (Three soldiers leap upon him, bear him to the ground
and drag him into the forest.) Tomsi, Tomsi!

Tomes (Frightened, to MARIE and the CounTEss).—Go at
once! (Steps forward) What is happening? Jiraku! (A4 shot is
fired, and three countrymen with Vrana rush forth.)

Vrana (With the serfs to ToMES).—We have been trapped!

(MARIE and the CoUNTESs hasten toward the right. At the
same time, from the left, SCHIRNDING appears with the soldiers upon
the cliffs. BEAUVALLE with HAVELKA appear on the road by the
cross.)

Schirnding (Appears before ToMES with the soldiers).—You
are our prisoner!
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Tome5—You are mine!  (Fires at SCHIRNDING who falls,
wounded. The soldiers leave ToMES alone, and kneel beside
SCHIRNDING.)

Beauvalle (Who saw ToMES fire).—Tomsi!

Tome5 (To his men).—Rush to the camp! Below!

(ToMES with the serfs disappear to the right. BEAUVALLE
hastens to SCHIRNDING.)

Lida (Steps out, barring the road).—You are mine and you
shall not escape. (7o the soldiers) Seize him!

(The soldiers rush upon ToMES struggling with him; others seize
VRANA, and three serfs rush into the forest to the right.)

Beauvalle (Above the body of ScHIRNDING).—I now declare
that TomeS must die the most violent death! (Looks at the strug-
gling group.) Bind him!

(ToMES is overpowered, in the midst of a group of soldiers;
Lipa joyfully feasts her eyes upon him)

Lida.—Taken, taken. TomeS, you are now a prisoner, my
prisoner, for I betrayed you! You shall not die, you will remain
eternally bound; but Marie, she cannot, she shall not have you!

Beauvalle (Steps to the front).—No, no one shall have him now!
For he is going to be hanged!

Lida (Wildly).—You lied to me! You promised me that his
life would be spared! ,

Beauvalle—And if 1 made a promise, murder, (potnting to
SCHIRNDING) knows no mercy!

Lida (In desperation).—Tomes, Tomes, you are going to the
scaffold!

Tome$—Due to your treason, your villainy!

Lida.—Release him! For the mercy of heaven, let him go!
(Rushes upon the soldiers.)

Beauvalle.—Back, you lunatic!

Tome5.—May you be cursed, eternally accursed!

Lida—Woe, woe upon me! (Collapses upon the ground as
the soldiers lead ToMES away.)

ACT V

The hunting lodge at the castle where the weapons are kept.
To the right, an old fashioned table, bench, and wooden chairs; to the
left a smaller table.  On the left side of the lodge, a door leads into a
neighboring room.
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Scene I

BeauvaLLe, CoUNTESs, later Jan

(CounTEss and BEAUVALLE dressed in black. COUNTESS 1s
seated at the table to the left, BEAUVALLE at the large table wrapped in
thought.).

Countess.—Count, are you going to hold Tomes as a prisoner?
Won’t you let him out under some sort of penalty instead?

Beauvalle (Icily).—You advise me to let him go?

Countess.—You dare not let him go free! But release him
under a penalty, under some sort of a bond!

Beauvalle (Sternly).—Consider your own advice,—you might
be obliged to sacrifice your own head or mine were it carried out.

Countess (Deeply hurt).—This is worse than severity!

Beauvalle—1 only regret that you cannot see how impossible
it is to grant your request.

Countess.—You fear the result of the uprising more than is
really necessary. The insurrection is quelled, the people sup-
pressed before they could reach the Bavarians.

Beauvalle (Rising, icily).—Yes, you are right. The people
are scattered. But it is necessary to be prepared for them. We
must be armed, ready for an attack at any moment . . . And
nothing has happened? What have I done? Nothing at all,
only risen against her Majesty, the Empress, who now seems to be
victorious! Only caused an uprising on my own estate, among
myownserfs . . . onlycaused the inevitable death of Baron
Schirnding, who by his death will greatly weaken the cause of the
Reservists upon whom Her Majesty greatly depended

Countess.—But surely Schirnding will recover?

Beauvalle.—We will know very soon. (Rings. Enter JaN)
How is the Colonel, Baron Schirnding?

Jan.—The physician has given up all hope.

Countess (Frightened, stirs uneasily.)

Beauvalle (To the CountEss).—Well? (Motions JaN away)
Are you beginning to believe that all is not well with us?

Countess.—And still I believe you fear the penalty too much.

Beauvalle (Coolly).—And what manner of punishment is liable
to fall upon me? Only such as befell a group of nobles more than
a hundred years ago, after the Old Town uprising in Prague when
they were put to death in a wholesale massacre . . . nothing
more. We have stepped into this castle to fill the place of one who
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lost his head at that time. Every day the power of the people
against the ruling class is increasing . . . so why be afraid?
Nothing worse can overtake us than the executioner’s ax! (Falls
1nt0 the chair, deep in thought.)

Countess (Rising with burning eyes).—And even though the
fault and its penalty were as great as your fear imagines
would the sacifice of a human life diminish it?

Jan (Enters the room).—Count Dejm !

Scene III
DEjM, BEAUVALLE, later COUNTESS, magistrate, JAN.

Beauvalle (Unfriendly).—Count Dejm, you are here again?

Dejm.—T1 felt it my duty to return.

Countess (Returning to the room; DEM sees her.)

Countess (Frightened).—Your appearance here, it means you
bear evil tidings?

Beauvalle—Where are the allied forces? Where is Charles
Albert?

Dejm.—Prague is enclosed by the forces of Marie Teresa.
General Belleisle is scarcely able to hold his stand, and the Bava-
rian is fleeing from Bohemia! (Falls into a chair. CoUNTESS
shows emotion.) o

Beauvalle.—Defeat to the cause everywhere, and what is to
happen to us who are now regarded as traitors?

Dejm.—Do not be afraid. I urged you to stand by the Ba-
varian, and I am now ready to take upon myself all the blame, and
the penalty which might befall you, I myself will bear. You can
and must say that Tomes Vitek and I, against your will, caused
the uprising on your estates.

Beauvalle.—1 will not permit you to be punished for me. -

Dejm.—1 have not said I will give myself up to a court, to be
tried. Our cause is not entirely lost as yet. We will exert all our
strength to save it. But if it comes to the worst,—

Beauvalle—Oh, do not deceive yourself!

Dejm.— . . . then I will give up my castle and estate
and flee from the country.. But whether here or in a foreign land,
I take upon myself all the blame! But I ask you to do one thing
according to my request.

Beauvalle.—That is?

Dejm.—Release Tomes Vitek . . . his neck is in danger,
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Beauvalle—What insanity . . . I must sacrifice myself
to do it! I expect to be called to account at any moment, and
you want me to testify to my own guilt? (Calls) Magistrate!
(To himself fearfully) If TomeS were to escape! (Seats himself.)

(Magistrate enters.)

Beauvalle—How is it with Tomes? Is he carefully guarded?

Magistrate—Have no worry concerning him. Two guards
are stationed at the door of the dungeon, and he can hardly move
his limbs in the thongs that bind him.

Beauvalle—How is he conducting himself?

Magistrate.—Like an eagle or a hawk with a wing crippled by
a bullet. He sits wrapped in gloomy thoughts, he looks at no one,
and seems to be consulting with himself all the time. (Laughing)
No doubt he thinks he would move about more freely were he
now at Prague, fighting against the Empress! (BEAUVALLE gazes
at the ground, the COUNTESS 15 touched, DEJM s angry) But he must
hold himself down at times. There are moments when his wrath
explodes, and he strains to break his bonds, and his cries are ter-
rifying, angry, as though he must break away or pull down the
arches of his vault! (W#ith laughter) But it is all in vain!

Countess (Angrily).—Stop! Only brutality or something
even worse can talk thus!

Magistrate (Frightened).—I . . . your noble highness
e « . Iam .

Beauvalle.—1 have heard enough. Guard Tomes carefully.
(Motions to the magistrate to leave.)

Dejm (To himself).—This seems to be the end of this heroic
youth, and only an extreme measure can now save him!
(Wrapped in his thoughts, he looks up at the entrance of JAN)

Jan (Enters).—The Court Commissioner from Jordan!

Beauvalle (Rises frightened.)

Jan.—He has come with two other gentlemen, and wishes to
be presented to you at once!

Beauvalle (Frightened).—Jordan! Why has he come!

Countess.—Leave at once, Count Dejm, so he does not see
you.

Dejm.—1 will wait for him also.

Beauvalle (Angrily).—1 won’t let him in!

Dejm.—Why so? You don’t even know what news he is
bringing! And better learn his mission here now than later!



FRANCIS ADOLF SUBERT 219

Beauvalle (To Jan).—Let him enter. (JAN disappears.)
Dejm, stay with me now! I must not be left alone! (Sinks into
his chair. Enter JORDAN.)

Scene IV
JorpAN, CounTEss, DEjM, BEAUVALLE.

Jordan (In official dress with a poinard at his side, a portfolio
under the left hand, bows to the COUNTESS, who advances toward
him.)—Pardon, Countess, my sudden appearance. Sorry. (Sees
Dejwm, looks surprised, but remarks dryly) Count Dejm, have I
prevented your disappearance?

Dejm.—Not at all, Mr. Court Commissioner, I am not going
to leave!

Jordan (Sharply).—You then consider it advisable to remain
longer here at the castle?

Dejm.—1If I am not an obstacle, and as long as I have the per-
mission (bowing to the CountEss) of my gracious hostess, I will
remain here!

Jordan (With a forced smile).—You will be no obstacle, Count,
to my transaction.

Beauvalle (Rising to JorDAN).—Your mission here
You are commanded, Mr. Court Commissioner

Jordan.—Pardon, Count, my respects to you .o

Beauvalle—1 welcome you. May I know what it is that
gives me the honor of your visit?

Jordan.—A very important mission, Count.

Countess (Frightened.)

Dejm (Stirs uneasily. Takes the CoUNTESS by the hand).—
Calmly, Countess, we must compose ourselves.

Jordan (On the side to BEAuvALLE).—In your castle the lead-
er and warrior Schirnding lies injured unto death. There was an
uprising on your estate, the result of your default from her Majes-
ty, Marie Teresa. I received a stern command to investigate the
matter, and make a complete report to the Chancellor’s Court.

Beauvalle (To himself).—Then I am lost.

Countess (To DEyM).—What is he saying?

Dejm.—1 cannot catch his words.

Jordan.—It is my first duty in common with yourself, to hold
a trial, and bring to justice all the revolutionists on your estate.

Beauvalle—With me?
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Jordan.—To you as a noble and magistrate belongs the power
to call these people to account. But it must not be left to you
alone, as you also are charged with treason against Her Majesty.

Degjm (Hearing the last words).—Pardon me, Mr. Court Com-
missioner, if I express my opinion, but I believe your order is some-
what premature.

Jordan.—And why so, Count?

Dejm (Fearlessly).—Because, according to my knowledge, it
is not yet decided who shall rule over this land, whether it is to be
the Grand Duchess, Marie Teresa, or the new king, Charles Albert.

Jordan (With sarcasm).—That may be your presumption,
Count, but it is not the case according to the knowledge of others.
(With emphasis) General Belleisle has abandoned Prague, (DEejM
and BEAUVALLE stir uneasily) the forces of Her Majesty, our Em-
press, Marie Teresa have overcome the troops of the allies who are
now fleeing from Bohemia.

Beauvalle (Aside).—Then I am lost!

Jordan (Half aloud to BEaAuvaLLE).—You were gracious to
me, I have not forgotten it. But I am guarded by two other
judges.

Beauvalle.—What shall I do?

Jordan—On the side, I give you this friendly advice: save
yourself as much as is now possible. Do not allow another shad-
ow to fall upon you. Great are the penalties which will fall upon
the leaders of the rebellion.

Beauvalle (Despairingly).—1 understand . . . I under-
stand . . . but who will bring a charge against me?

Jordan (Aloud).—Count Millesimo went directly to Vienna,
and there blubbered out everything that happened here. Then
followed the report of the uprising and the assault upon Schirn-
ding.

Dejm (To the Countess, Half aloud).—There is yet help
. but it will require courage. (Talks with spirit to the
CouNTESS)

Jordan.—I have but a few minutes to talk with you alone.
Give us, I pray, without further delay, the leader of the up-
rising, the young poacher, Tomes.

Beauvalle.—Give the order, Commissioner, in my name. Let
him be freed of his chains, and brought here for trial.

Jordan (Quietly).—1 again repeat, protect yourself if you
wish to be saved. (Departs.)
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Beauvalle.—All, all is lost! Upon my head will fall the blow
aimed at serfdom! I, lunatic that I am, allowed myself to be
perverted, deprived.of my reason, and I drew forth the sword that
now will be raised against my own head! -

Dejm.—Count Beauvalle! (Wishes to approach.)

Beauvalle (Breathing heavily).—Back! Leave me alone!

Dejm.—Count Beauvalle!

Beauvalle.—You alone are the cause of my destruction . -
these orders coming in from all sides seem to pulverize me as
a wild boar pulverizes a bone in its mouth. (Rising) But is it
decreed that I must perish, is it possible that I, I, must subject
myself to these humiliations raining down upon me! But I still
feel in my vitals the strength to avert a portion of that fate. . .
and if it is not possible, then with my fall, shall fall and be scat-'
tered all that stood with me!

Desm (Approaching BEAUVALLE; half aloud).—Be merciful to
Tomes, and act cautiously. If you will say the word, I will bring
the armed people to arrest the officers and the soldiers. :

Beauvalle (Half aloud).—This is the greatest folly you have
yet invented. Think of your own safety, now, and do not disturb
me further with your crazy advice. (Steps away from DEjm.)

(The door opens. The soldiers appear with ToMES.)

Countess (Horrified).—They are leading him here!

(Enter two soldiers, bringing in TOMES, in the same clothes in
which he was captured. He lacks only his banner and sword. Be-
hind him come JorDAN, HOPFLING, magistrate; two soldiers in the
rear, stand outside by the door. JAN carries writing material, and
places it on the table. The COUNTESS in the door at the left gazes
at TOMES, who bows to her with a pained smile.

Scenxe V

ToMEeS, BEAuvaLLE, JorDAN, DEjM, HoPFLING, magistrate, a:
troop of soldiers.

Dejm (Approaches ToMES, and unnoticed says).—I am present.
In the greatest crisis, depend upon me.

(ToMES speaks quietly to DEyM. JoRDAN looks at him, also at
Deym. DeM walks away. TOMES stands in the center of the room.
before the table; behind the table, sit BEAUVALLE with JORDAN, to
(he left of the table HoPFLING, to the right, the magistrate. To the
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left, in the rear, are JAN, in front near the door, DEyM. A troop of
soldiers in the rear behind the door.)

Tomes (Advancing to the table; aloud).—I do not know why I
was summoned here, unless, (motioning to the table) my trial awaits
me. :

Jordan.—You are not mistaken in your supposition.

Tomes (Surprised, steps back a step, then recovering himself
looks at BEauvaLLE).—And you, Count, what are you doing be-
hind this table?

Beauvalle (Incensed, afraid that ToMES will smplicate him).—
Besilent! 1 am your lord, your judge, and you are in my hands!

Tomes (Overcome with surprise)—My lord . . . my
judge? . . . Isee, Count, so you are going to condemn me as
a criminal . . . (BEAUVALLE angry.)

Jordan.—You are to answer the questions put to you.

Tomes.—I1 will gladly do so. Without any shame I acknowl-
edge myself the leader of the uprising people on this estate
. . . I admit that we were going to Prague to join the ranks
of the new king.

Jordan.—You are not to call that enemy of the country a
king again; and listen

Tomes.—And still he was our real king, a ruler of our choice.
For he wished to bring us freedom, not only here, but to all the
countrymen in the land. And for that freedom which is ours and
yours, Count, (gazing at BEAUVALLE) we arose, and made a united
struggle. For that long sought freedom, we armed ourselves with
rifles, with cutting scythes and weapons of the fields such as we
had, and for the liberty of our country gladly aroused those (gaz-
ing reproachfully at BEAuvaLLE) who hardly knew how to prepare
themselves for war.

Beauvalle (Uneasily).—Whom are you trying to blame? You
alone are the cause of all this trouble!

(HopFLING seated on the left side of the table arises and steps
behind BEAUVALLE and JORDAN to the magistrate who is writing.
He seats himself beside him, looks at ToMES and BEAUVALLE, and
begins to talk earnestly. BEAUVALLE frightened, sees that the
magistrate is looking steadily at him.)

Tomes (With self confidence).—I alone! Yes, with pride I
accept your testimony, Count! With pride I acknowledge that I
remained firm, true to the cause, after the fire which was cremat-
ing my vitals had once burst into a flame; true to the cause for
which I, and these helpless serfs stood out as long as we were able,
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when you, for fear of losing a piece of land, or perhaps your worth-
less neck, withdrew and abandoned us to struggle for the cause of
liberty as best we could. I, a woodman from the forest, felt the
enthusiasm, the fire which lead us on; I, an humble servant, who
knew no other world than the remote one which lies here around
us. Oh with what a fierce joy, what uncontrollable fire I would
have fought had I, like yourself, belonged to that nobility which
holds all this land, claims it, when the country is in danger!

Jordan.—You admit that you are guilty.

Tomes (With a clear voice and erect head).—1 admxt it, and
only regret that we were unsuccessful.

Hopfling.—And do you not then fear that you will lose your
life?

Tome5.—And suppose I do? I am one man in the midst of
thousands of others . . . the loss of one such life . . .
who will even feel it?

Hopfling.—And the punishment that must fall upon all the
people you drew into this struggle with you?

Tome5.—That they must endure and outlive. For they have
been enduring an endless punishment, and suffering through no
cause of theirown. (With erect head.) And if finally, all of us were
to be sentenced to death, all who started this uprising, what would
you gain by it? We are making one step forward in the advance-
ment of the race, the thousands who follow us take a second step
forward, and a third and fourth will fall to the destiny of future
generations! And if we all, all our generation were to perish, this
uprising is a step forward and finally the people must arrive where
we have slowly been advancing . . . no power on earth can
prevent them from ultimately attaining the goal toward which we
have been striving!

Dejm( Carried away).—It is so, it is so!

Jordan (Reproachfully to DEjM).—Count!

Hopfling.—Just wait, Count! It is only too evident that
such ideas did not spring up alone in the imagination of this poach-
er! (7o BeEauvaLLe) Count, it is now your duty to bring to jus-
tice these rebellious subjects of yours. (ToMeS and DEjM look
uneasy.) But first permit me to ask him a few more questions
which concern you!

Beauvalle (Despairingly to one side).—It is all up with me!
(To HorrrLinG) Carry on the trial!

Jordan (To BeEauvaLLE).—They are after you now. Act
coolly and try to protect yourself.
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Tomes—Count . . . you are now evidently against me
. do you wish to decide my penalty?

Beauvalle (Terribly excited).—1 am your lord and your judge.
It is my duty as your master to sentence you, and I shall not
swerve from my duty! I truly did, Count Dejm, listen to your
counsel for a time .

Dejm.—You are mad! Who is charging you?

Beauvalle (Confused).—You, Tomes . . . all these pre-
sent . . . But I have again recovered my senses and only
this one here, (pointing to ToMES) remained in open rebellion!
I then have the right, the power . . . itisa duty I must ful-
fil to sentence him as a rebel, the murderer of Schirnding, a trait-
or to the ruling power, and finally as a poacher, who long ago de-
served the death which is now awaiting him.

Tomes (Is silent for a while, then calmly and intelligently to
BeauvaLLe).—Am I suddenly guilty of so many crimes, Count?
(With rising anger) Well then, exercise your ill-gotten power, and
sentence me to death to save yourself!

(Below 1n the court is heard an uproar, screams and the sound
of a struggle between the soldiers and the people.)

Beauvalle (Greatly aroused).—1 hereby sentence you,—yes, to
death itself I sentence you!

(At this instant, LipA bursts into the room, a dagger in her

hand, and overhears the last words of BEAUVALLE. Behind her are
@ number of serfs, the soldiers rushing in behind them. All arise.
A growing uproar and clamor under the window.)

Scene VI

Lipa, BeauvaLiLg, DEjM, ToMES, JorDAN, HopFLING, mag-
istrate, park keeper, JAN, and three other servants.

Lida.—You shall not sentence him,—I am here now!

Beauvalle.—Lida!

All.—What an uproar!

Lida (To BeauvaLLE).—I gave him up to you,—but not unto
death, and I must now take him back again!

Beauvalle—You are mad!

Lida.—You picked him out, called him from his cottage to go
to Prague to fight in your place.

Beauvalle (Wildly).—Hold her



FRANCIS ADOLF SUBERT 22§

Lida— —and now you would sentence him, murder him!
Your will shall not be carried out! These scattered people were
once more moved to an act of desperation and are now struggling
with the troops! Tomsi, here is a dagger . . . defend your
life and mine! (Presses the weapon into his hand. ToMES at first
hesitates to accept it) 1 failed to find another weapon! (ToMEeS
takes the dagger.) I will yetsaveyou . . . I must not be eter-
nally under your curse! (ToMES rfalks excitedly with Lipa.)

Beauvalle—What devil brought in this lunatic! (Rings)
Jan, magistrate, where is everybody! (Enter magistrate and Jan
both greatly excited) Where are the other troops? (The sound of
trumpets and drums is heard.)

Magistrate.—The soldiers are coming to the castle on a run!
Itis terrible down there! The people are fighting with the soldiers
striking down everyone who comes in their way!

Dejm (Coming forward).—Prevent the useless shedding of
blood! Let Tomes go, and all will be quiet again! (Enter three
servants.)

Tomes.—Aj, once more liberty and battle in sight!

Beauvalle (Pointing to ToMES and Lipa).—Bind them both!

Tome5.—Back, I say! Woe to the one that touches me!

Lida.—Quick! Go down below, and be saved so you can
avenge yourself upon all your murderers!

(ToMES tries to break away. Magistrate and servants rush
toward him. TOMES is ready to attack one with the dagger.)

Beauvalle (Seizes a pistol from the wall).—Stand, you shall not
escape! (Aims at ToMES)

(Cries from below. Tomsi. Tomsi)

(LipA sees what BEAUVALLE is about to do, and rushes toward
him with a cry to prevent it. TOMES turns toward him; the magis-
trate pulls Lipa away, the COUNT fires.)

Tomes (With his hand on his breast).—That was well aimed!
(Falls; DEM leaps toward him.)

Lida (Leaps toward ToMES, in despair).—Wounded? Tomsi

(wringing her hands) then I can’t save you?

Tome5.—Wounded,—unto death!

Lida (Cries out; kneeling at the left of TOMES, turns toward
BeauvaLLe).—That curse which fell upon me, may it eternally,
eternally rest upon you . . . by me, and this poor youth
whom you mercilessly killed, may you be everlastingly accursed!
(Below s heard the fresh sound of trumpets.)
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Voices below.—Troops! The soldiers! (The sound of drums
and trumpets, then the screams of the people, as they flee, until all be-
comes quiet again.)

Beauvalle (With the smoking pistol in his hand, points to Lipa)
—Seize her! (The servants rush toward her.)

Lida.—1 know of but one means of escape! Goodbye, Tomes
in a short time we will meet again! (Rushes through the crowd to
the open window, and leaps out.)

Dejm.—Hold her!

Jordan (Who with HOPFLING rushed to the window after her).—
She was dead as soon as she struck the ground!

(Enter the CounTEss with MARIE.)

Scene VII

CounTess, Marig, BEauvaLLE, DejM, ToMES, JorDAN,
HoPFLING, magistrate, the park keeper, JAN, servants, later the troops.

Marie (Sees TOMES, seems at first to be paralysed).—Tomsi,
Tomsi! (Rushes toward him) Murdered!

Tome5.—Marie!

Countess.—Count Beauvalle, what criminal committed this
deed! (Kneels at the other side of BEAUVALLE.)

Beauvalle.—Isn’t he dead yet .

Tomes.—Be atpeace . . . I will be before long. (Rises
and looks at BEAUVALLE) And I was prepared to do battle and die
for you . . . and now at your hands I accept my death!
(Sinks back) Dejm . . . Marie, my . . . I have fin-
ished the struggle! (He dies. MARIE screams.)

Dejm (Approacking BEAUVALLE).—Beauvalle, this was mur-
der . . . foul murder! Both you and I were far more to
blame than this boy!

Jordan (To DEjm).—Count Dejm, others beside yourself
are convinced of your guilt! (Draws out a long sheet.) By the
power of this edict, you are now my prisoner!

Dejm (Surprised, composes himself at once).—Well then, here
is my answer! (Draws a dagger.) Defend yourself! (Three sol-
diers with drawn swords step to the front, and face DEJM.)

Jordan (Calmly).—Give me your weapon! As a leader and
arch rebel in this uprising, you are now deprived of your title and
estates, and only by the mercy of the Empress, Marie Teresa,
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saved from a violent death. You are now sentenced to life-long
imprisonment in the prison at Temesvar!

Dejm (Calmly).—I am even prepared for death! (Hands over
his dagger. The soldiers take him in charge. As he passes the dead
body of ToMES, he pauses, looking down sadly.) Till we meet again,
my dear brother and friend. Fate has been kinder to you than to
myself. Only what a pity that with you and to your people is lost
that freedom for which you died! .

Jordéan (Shrugging his shoulders).—It is not lost, Count. (7o
BeauvaLLE) Not for you, but for the people, I bring one gleam of
joy! Her Majesty, the Empress, Marie Teresa has abolished serf-
dom and all servitude in her empire!

Degm

ing?
Countess } What are you saying!

Jordan.—Our ruling Empress wishes to avoid farther up-
risings, such as are taking place here, and all over the Empire,
among the people who desire their freedom. In a few days, un-
repealable patents will be issued, which will accomplish the aboli~
tion of serfdom, and grant freedom to all the people!

Countess (Kneels beside ToOMES, and with feeling lifts his
head).—Listen, you fallen hero, and if your soul is still present, be
cheered once more! Fallen, you are yet victorious! Above you,
from your blood, the freedom of your people has blossomed forth!
‘Oh hero of a little wood hut, how glorious is your sorrowful
ending!

Curtain.



DANTE IN THE DRAMA CLASS

By Lucy Lockwoop Hazarp

EPTEMBER, 1921, the sexcentenary of the death of

Dante Alighieri, found Mills College, in common with

other colleges and universities throughout the world,

v engaged in bringing before her students an appreciation

\ of the life and character of the enduring Florentine.

September, 1921, also found an English instructor in

‘Mills College engaged in bringing before her students in an elec-

tive upper division course in Dramatic Composition, an appreci-

ation of the technic of the one act play. The students of Mills

College attended chapel lectures on Dante—and remained un-

moved. The students of Dramatic Composition attended class-

room lectures on the technic of one act plays—and remained

unmoved. Now neither Dante nor Drama should leave college

students in their sophomoric state of complaisant calm. Some-
thing must be done. And this is what we did.

We decided to write a cycle of one act plays presenting phases
of the life and work of Dante Alighieri. Or rather the instructor
decided, and the eight members of the drama class registered a
despairing protest, *“But we don’t know anything about Dante.”
This was indeed, all too true, for a preliminary questioning of the
class to ascertain the extent of their information about Dante,
drew forth some startling commentaries. ‘‘He wrote Paradise
Lost and Paradise Regained,” hazarded one student. ‘‘Beatrice
died and he went down to hell to bring her back, but just as they
reached the upper world, she looked back and was turned into a
pillar of salt,” was the version given by another. Small wonder
that these aspiring playwrights saw little material for dramatic
-composition in the life of a man safely dead these six hundred years
.and entombed with the shadowy classics. He was no more real
to them than the bereaved husband of Eurydice or the inquisitive
wife of Lot. Nor did Dante appeal to them as a romantic figure,
for the spiritual idealization of love manifested in his distant ado-
ration of Beatrice, seemed comic to Californian College girls.
“Nolit me tangere; c’est le mot des belles amours,” but it is not
the word which stirs an immediate response in a generation
accustomed to the amatory methods of Douglas Fairbanks and
Wallace Reid. And the girls thought of Dante only as the lover of
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Beatrice. Of Dante, the lover of Florence, Dante, the dreamer of
world union and world peace, Dante, the audacious rebel, Dante,
the broken-hearted exile, Dante, the spiritual adventurer—of this
Dante, who unfalteringly traversed hell and purgatory and scaled
the heights of Paradise, lured ever upward by the light of the
eternal stars, they spoke truly in saying, “We don’t know any-
thing.” :

But it is always possible for college students, like Kipling’s
mongoose to “run and find out.” The English 59ers were en-
couraged in their search by discovering that a very effective play
may be built on very meager historical data. They analyzed a
group of plays in which Shakespeare figured as the center of in-
terest:© Robert Emmons Rogers’ The Boy Will, Hubert Os-
bourne’s The Good Men Do, Josephine Preston Peabody’s Fortune
and Men’s Eyes, Shaw’s The Dark Lady of the Sonnets, Dunsany’s
If Shakespeare Lived Today. They saw that to the making of a
play with a historical protagonist, must come knowledge, technic,
and imagination—but that the greatest of these is imagination.
After reading the Shakespeare plays, writing the Dante plays
seemed a less terrifying undertaking. “If Shaw and Dunsany did
it with Shakespeare, you can do it with Dante,” the instructor
assured them; and if the syllogism was fallacious in logic, it was
fruitful in encouragement.

After a week of background reading in The Fita Nuova and
The Divina Commedia, supplemented by such information as is
found in J. A. Symonds’ Introduction to the Study of Dante, Charles
Allen Dinsmore’s A1ids to the Study of Dante, and Vincenzo Botta’s
Introduction to the Study of Dante, the class were sufficiently orien-
ted to choose the themes around which they were to build their
plays. No longer was Dante to them merely a lugubrious lover,
and author sufficiently dead to be labelled as a genius. Some of
the students had discovered contacts between Dante and the
present. An ardent Wilsonian, delighted in discovering the Four-
teen Points sympathetically anticipated in the D¢ Monarchia,
brought Dante back to earth in 1921 to attend a secret Washing-
ton Conference between Harding and Trotsky, scathingly to de-
nounce both the dictatorship of the Russian Proletariat and the
temporizing of the American Opportunists, and triumphantly to
vindicate the rejected leadership of Woodrow Wilson—like Dante,
a prophet without honor in his own land. A satirically minded
senior also proposed to bring Dante back—not to the Washington
Conference, but to the Mills Campus, where his hopes of winning
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his reward in the appreciation of posterity would meet a cruel dis-
appointment upon his discovering that posterity, in the person of
Mills undergraduates, was “bored to tears” by the well-meaning
efforts of President and professors to commemorate the Dante
Sexcentenary.

Other themes drew their inspiration more directly from inci-
dents in Dante’s life. One girl chose to portray the childhood
meeting of Dante and Beatrice at the May Day festival given at
the Portinari home—to the Portinari and Alighieri, merely one
event of a round of social gayeties, to the sensitive, impressionable
boy, “the beginning of a new life.” Dante’s refusal to accept the
humiliating terms of pardon under which he might have reentered
Florence, was treated from two altogether different angles. One
development appears in The Exile. In the other, the transfigured
Beatrice appears to the despairing Dante and bids him think no
more of the city of Florence, but of the city of God, reminds him
of the promise he had made to her years before “to write for her
what for no other woman, man has written”, The Divina Com-~
media which is to ‘“‘lead men from a state of wretchedness to a
state of blessedness.” Curiously enough, this theme was the only
one to employ Beatrice as the conventional Ewig Weibliche. The
class as a whole, were rather skeptical as to whether Beatrice ever
existed save as the poet’s idealization of an extremely human
young person, and their sympathies went out to Gemma, as is
shown in both The Wedding Guest and The Lady Compassionate.
No attempt was made to quarrel with any character interpretation
a student wished to make. Is not the Anne Hathaway of The
Boy Will an:altogether different woman from the Anne Hathaway
of The Good Men Do? as different as perhaps they both are from
the Anne Hathaway whom Shakespeare married in boyhood and
returned to in middle age. And when, not three hundred, but
six hundred years lie between us and the actors in the human
drama to which we are giving imaginative recreation; when
Boccacio tells us that Gemma was a shrew, and Bruni that she
was an angel, when Botta tells us that Can Grande was a
“churlish host,” and Symonds tells us that he was a generous and
understanding patron, when one commentator tells us that
Beatrice was Beatrice Portinari, and another tells us that
Beatrice was a real woman, but neither Beatrice nor Portinari,
and another still more iconoclastic, tells us that there never was
any Beatrice at all—then, when doctors disagree, let dramatists
decide, and even an amateur dramatist has a right to decide
upon her own imaginative conception of her characters.
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Shakespearian license was also permitted in the manipulation
of historical events and characters. For instance, in The Exile,
Guido Cavalcanti and Corso Donati appear in action at a period
some ten years after the historical date of their deaths, while Fra
Beltrando anticipates by twenty years his denunciation of Dante’s
“blasphemous treatise, De Monarchia.” The class were encour-
aged to incorporate in their dialogue any appropriate passages
they came across in Dante’s poems and letters. Following the
classic example of Homer, “whate’er they thought they might re-
quire, they went and took,” with the result that many of the
speeches of Dante, as in The Wedding Guest and in The Exile, are
a mosaic of his own words gathered from various sources, and
spoken sometimes in other connections than those in which they
appear in these plays.

With the facile optimism of youth, the embryo playwrights
felt that once the theme was selected, the writing of the play would
be a simple matter. The meaning of Edison’s grim epigram
““Genius is not inspiration; it is perspiration,’’ came home to them
when, after hours of writing, the entire draft proved inadequate
and drastic revision was found necessary to the third and fourth
version. Perhaps in ages yet unborn, some student of ancient
drama may unearth these manuscripts among the ruins of our
campus, and may write his thesis at some University of Weissnich-
two on a comparative study of the various folios through which
our plays passed in process of revision. I hope the comparison
will prove as illuminating to him as it did to us. I hope he will
discover that in each successive version, the characterization be-
came surer, the action more dramatic, the interweaving of histori-
cal data and citation more skilful.

The English 59ers learned much about the technic of drama
by writing and rewriting their plays; they also learned much about
Dante. It’s astonishing how swiftly facts slip through your head,
when they’re merely information passively received from lectures;
soon they become a permanent mental possession if you ferret
them out for yourself for use in a product of your own. After six
weeks with Dante in the Drama class, instructor and students
alike are convinced that the technic of dramatic composition is
learned, not from textbooks and lectures, but from the writing and
rewriting of plays; that the appreciation of Dante is acquired, not
through listening to lectures on his portraits but through reproduc-
ing some phase of his life in the medium of living portraiture—
drama.



THE WEDDING GUEST

By RosiaLee KERLEY
CHARACTERS

Simone De Barbri

BeaTrICE

Gemma DEeL Donati

DanTE

Guipo CAvVALCANTI, friend of DANTE
Forco PorTINARI and his wife
Ricaccro, friend of DE Barbi
LApiEs AND GENTLEMEN, A PAGE

PrLacE: Wedding feast of BEATRICE and SiMoNE DE Barbr.

ScenNe: Large hall of an old Italian villa. At left a long table,
guests on either side, DE BARDI and BEATRICE at the end. Back of
table and forward center, stairs ascend. Back center right is dias,
where BEATRICE sits to receive gifts.  Entrance at right, where guests
approach. Whole center of stage is free, so guests can dance. Music
comes from conservatory, seen through entrance at back of stage.

(There is an undercurrent of jolly talk. Everybody is looking
toward BEATRICE and DE BAaRrp1.)

Gentleman (Rising, and lifting wine goblet).—Let us drink to
the perpetual happiness of our worthy friend, De Bardi, and his
beautiful bride. (Company rises; glasses clink) De Bardi, you
are to be congratulated as being a most fortunate man, to have
won so lovely and charming a lady. (Smailes and murmurs of ap-
proval and admiration are heard among the guests. DE BARrDI beams
on BEATRICE, and she smiles and nods prettily.) And you, madam,
have indeed chosen happily, for in all Florence there is no more
admirable and noble a gentleman than Simone De Bardi. (More
murmurs from guests. DE Barpi takes BEATRICE’s hand, and they
both rise.) ‘

De Bardi (Looking caressingly upon BEaTRICE).—Friends, we
thank you. (Lifts his wine glass, looking at BEATRICE) Beatrice
De Bardi! (Drinks) (BEATRICE gazes fondly into his eyes. Both
sit.)

Gentleman (Continuing).—May you experience together all
the happiness life can hold. (He sits. Amid much enthusiasm
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and applause the guests reseat themselves. Conversation 1is again
taken up.)

Folco Portinari (Rising).—Both Beatrice’s mother (nodding
upon wife) and I feel that there can be no reason why our daughter
and her excellent husband should not each bring joy to the other,
nor why they should not enjoy a long and fruitful wedded life.

(More applause. DE BARDI seems to swell with pride. BEea-
TRICE blushes in a proper and embarrassed manner. Conversational
undertone goes on.) v

Page (Coming just inside doorway)—Signor Guido Cavalcanti,
Signor Dante Alighieri!

De Bardi (Laughingly).—Here comes the dreamy Dante. 1
wonder that he found courage to drag his gloomy countenance to
the scene of such festivity. But, my love, (he looks possessingly
at BEATRICE) there are many of us who are not able to withstand
your potent charm.

Beatrice (Shrugging her shoulders).—Poor Dante! He is too
droll—always gazing at me from afar as though I were an image of
a Blessed Saint. And always tongue-tied when he approaches me.

(Enter DANTE, about twenty-two, pale and dark. He comes in
with a friend, GUIDO CAVALCANTI. An expression of intense pain
contends with one of joy in his face—joy at the very sight of his be-
loved, and pain at the realization of the circumstances.)

Dante (To Guipo).—To what avail should I torment myself
by attending the wedding feast of her who is more than life to me?
To what end are we come among these people?

Guido.—To the end that they may be worthily served. Re-
member, Dante, that the Portinari have long been friendly to your
house, and the De Bardi are a most influential family. It would
be most impolitic, nay, even discourteous, were we two not to
come. Control yourself, dear friend, and play the man. And let
mingle us with the joyous crowd.

(As they are talking, the guests break away from the table. DE
BARrDbI leads BEATRICE over to a mounted dias, and then comes over
to DANTE and Guipo. Guests are in groups, talking, many clustered
around BEATRICE.)

De Bardi.—Welcome, gentlemen. We are sorry you did not
arrive in time for the feasting—’twas most excellent—but we
trust you may enjoy the dance.

Dante.—1 seek no feasting, save to feast my soul.

Guido (Hurriedly).—We are grateful, De Bardi, but do not
let us detain you.
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(DE BaRrp1 nods, and moves away. DANTE seems to be faint
and leans against painting on walls of room.)

Gentleman (With his Lady on his arm, approaches BEATRICE).
—Come, let us greet with gifts our lovely bride.

Lady.—A bit of lace, dear Beatrice. (BEATRICE smiles.)

Folco Portinari.—Sweet daughter, these pearls are but an
expression of our perfect love for you.

De Bardi (Draws forth a handsome ring. Takes BEATRICE’S
hand, kisses 1t, slips ring on).—My sweet one! (He looks lovingly
on her. BEATRICE is overjoyed.)

Gemma.—A piece of linen for your lovely home, Beatrice.

Beatrice.—Many thanks to each and every one of you.

Guido (To DanTE).—Come, it is time for us to present our-
selves.

Dante.—Present ourselves? What have I left to give? She
has my all now. What are laces, jewels, rich gifts? (He draws
forth a manuscript.) Here is a gift far richer than them all. These
words shall live when laces rot in dust. These words shall shine
brighter than any jewel. For in these singing lines I tell my love
—1I tell my Lady what she means to me.

(With Guipo, he hesitatingly steps toward BEATRICE.)

Guido.—Fair Lady, may I add my-humble wishes for your
joy? (He hands her a small packet. She thanks him.)

Dante—Glorious Lady, when first I perceived you, a tender
glowing child, the spirit of my life, which hath its dwelling place
in the secretest chamber of my heart, began to tremble so violently
that the least pulses of my body shook therewith, and I was filled
with wonder. From that time forward Love has quite governed
my soul. Thy image hath been with me always. And now I
tearfully beg of thee, gracious one, to accept these few sonnets
wherein my feelings are set forth in poesy. (Hands manuscript
to her, all the while looking hopefully into her face.)

Beatrice (Formally, as the occasion demands).—I am proud to
be the subject of your writings.

(BEATRICE starts to unroll the manuscript. DANTE is over-
joyed, evem trembling. People all look rather curiously at him—
his evident absorption in the incident. BEATRICE, however, is dis-
tracted by the fact that another gentleman, Ricaccio, comes up.)

Ricaccio—Madame, while I know you only slightly, I beg
that as the wife of my dear friend, Simone, you will accept this
tiara. May your joy be complete.
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(BEATRICE happily reaches for the jewels, letting manuscript
fall unheeded to the floor. DANTE turns pale, trembles violently, and
so noticeably that guests all stare at him, smiling and commenting to
each other over his condition.)

Dante.—My sonnets lie unheeded at her feet. She did not
even read them.

Guido.—Dante, what ailest thee?

(DANTE stares at BEATRICE unbelievingly, seemingly uncon-
scious of the jests he is arousing.)

Lady.—Just perceive the man!

Gentleman.—He is like to swoon as would a lady.

Beatrice (To DE Barp1.—Look, is he not amusing? What
can ail him, dear? Look at those eyes fixed on me so somberly.
Dante never did know how to behave at a feast. I recall now,
when we were children at a May Day celebration in my father’s
gardens, he stood about and stared at me, and acted as though the
merrymaking were a funeral. O, it caused me to shiver. He is
always thus.

(She makes a droll long face at her husband, imitating DANTE,
and laughs. At this DANTE breaks down, and Guipo takes his arm
and draws him away from throng. They continue to smile and mock.

Gemma.—Poor man. He is so hurt. Why need you make
such sport of him? He is a far more delicate nature than the rest
of us. (Guests laugh at this.)

Guido (To DanTE).—Dante, command thyself. I under-
stand. Did I not write the most appealing sonnets to Joan? 1
felt all that you now feel, but look! I am fully recovered. There
are many other ladies. You will soon cease to remember this, and
in a year or so, all will be the same.

Dante (After long pause).—The world can never be the same
again. Of a surety I have now set my foot on that point of life,
beyond which he must not pass, who would return.

Guido.—What meanest thou? (7Taking DANTE’S hand) Is
thy head clear? What are people thinking?

Dante.—Guido, she mocked me. What care I for the vulgar
crowd? But she, my Beatrice, she laughed! How can I bear it?
—Beatrice, Spirit of Tenderness—of Pity. How could she have
done it. But Guido, if this Lady but knew of my condition she
would not mock me thus. Nay, I am sure she must needs feel
some pity.

(BEATRICE 15 conspicuous as the center of a laughing, noisy
group. Both DANTE and Guipo look toward her.)
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Guido (A little reluctantly).—Well, if we bring but dark faces,
and sad bearing, let us leave. I will take thee home, since thou
art ill.

Dante.—Dear friend, let me not spoil your pleasure. Guido,
thou shouldst return to the dance. Leave me in solitude. Inmy
weeping I bethink me of certain words, in the which, speaking to
her, I shall signify the occasion of my disfigurement, telling her
also I know that she has no knowledge thereof.

(Guipo looks uncertainly from DANTE to the dancers, and per-
cetving him about to write, leaves him.)

Guido.—I1 know well that of a certainty thou will ere long be
recovered if thou art writing. (Goes back to dancers, who are now
enjoying an intermission.)

Gemma.—How now seemeth the spirit of your friend?

Guido.—Oh, he is about to write.

De Bardi (Laughing).—Shows he is much improved, eh?

(A4l look toward DANTE, who 1is lost in his writing. Music
has started, and most of the people go to dancing. BEATRICE and
GEMMA are together.)

Gemma.—Sweet Beatrice, see how you have hurt him.

Beatrice (Surprised).—I! Whom have I hurt?

Gemma.—Dante. Those sonnets meant so much to him.
Could you not see it?

Beatrice.—But I had other fairer, finer gifts. And besides
Signor Ricaccio addressed me but then, and Gemma, he is a dear
friend of Simone’s, and a most wealthy man. I could not offend
him. You see, dear. Besides, forsooth, some day I shall read the
sonnets.

Gemma.—Why could you not go now and address a few
words to Dante? Look at him, poor fellow. (They both glance at
Dante.) They would so comfort him.

Beatrice.—But why should I? He would only weary me with
long, sad speeches which I cannot understand. And besides, this
is my wedding feast, and I had far rather dance. See, here comes
my dear husband. Oh, Gemma, how I love to say those words.
Just think, I am a married woman now.

(DE Barp1 approaches, gazing fondly upon BEATRICE. She
melts into his arms, and they then dance.  She smiles over his should-
er happily to GEMMA. GEMMA sighs, looks compassionately at
DANTE, and goes over to him just as he finishes writing.)

Gemma.—Always have I admired your writing. What a
wonderful gift such a talent is.
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Dante (Abstractly).—Writing has ever been to me a solace—a
great comfort whereby I can ease my troubled feelings.

Gemma.—Read me what you have but now written, dear sir,
if it does not cause you pain.

Dante (At first he does not seem to comprehend—then he speaks
slowly and gently).—These words have I addressed to our gracious
lady, thinking should they peradventure come into her hearing she
could not but pity me. (Reading)

Even as the others mock, thou mockest me;

Not dreaming, noble lady, whence it is

That I am taken with strange semblances,

Seeing thy face which is so fair to see

For else, compassion would not suffer thee
To grieve my heart with such harsh scoffs as these.
Lo! Love, when thou art present sits at ease,

And bears his mastership so mightily,

That all my troubled senses be thrust out,

Sorely tormenting some, and slaying some,

Till none but he is left and has free range

To gaze on thee. This makes my face to change
Into another’s; while 1 stand, all dumb,
And hear my senses clamor in their rout.

(Silence for a moment. GEMMA looks on DANTE pityingly.
DANTE gazes rapt at BEATRICE flitting about with her husband in the
dance.)

Gemma.—Truly it is marvelous to write so easily and quickly,
such beautiful words. (DANTE does not appear to hear her. Sweet-
ly and gently, just a little wistfully, she continues.) I am not like the
others, though, I have not mocked thee.

Dante.—Truly thou hast not. But (agony in his voice) my-
Lady has. (Resignedly.)

Gemma (Just a little bit piqued).—Dante, to what end lovest
thou this lady, seeing that thou can’st support her presence?

Dante (Looking at GEMMA for the first time).—Why do I love:
her? As well ask the fledgling why it attempts to fly,—the moth,
why it beats out its life seeking the all-consuming flame; the danc-
ing water why it flows to the sea, as ask me why my whole heart
and soul and being cries out for her. But I ask no return. The
end of my love was but the salutation of that lady of whom I con-
ceive ye are speaking; wherein alone I found that beatitude which
is the goal of desire.
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Gemma (Compassionately).—But if the lady is not conscious
of thy feelings? Does not appreciate thy sentiments?

Dante (Slowly and softly).—Can the Saints answer every
earthly prayer! It is enough for us that we may adore them in
their perfect beauty. Why should we vex them with our vain
desires? How can mere mortal love touch Beatrice, who is not as
woman but as god?

(Music stops.)

De Bardi (Loudly and masterfully).—Come, Beatrice, ’tis
time that we retire.

DE Barp1, arm about his bride, and BEATRICE go forward to
the stairs. Expressions of mirth and joy from guests.)

De Bardi (Standing on first low landing of stairs, BEATRICE in
his arms, looking lovingly at him).—Dear friends and guests, we
thank you for the honor you have done us by gracing our nuptial
feast. And now we request that you allow us to withdraw from
the festivity and seek the silence and joy of our apartment.

(Laughter and quips from guests. Ladies take flowers off and
pelt the bridal couple with blooms.)

First Guest.—Of a certainty.

Second Guest.—Do not let us detain you.

Third Guest.—Fortunate Bardi!

De Bardi—We hope that you will continue to enjoy your-
selves. Come, (looking possessingly upon BEATRICE, who blushing
and joyful, hides her face in his arm for a moment) Come, my wife.

(Guests have clustered, about center, around steps. DANTE
comes over, followed by GEMMA, as far as the dias BEATRICE had oc-
cupied—stops.)

Dante (Softly).—His wife, but my adored. (Leans down and
picks up sonnets.) Frail, whining sonnets of my wounded heart, you
were unworthy of my Beatrice. She is to me not a mortal woman,
but a Blessed Saint, a symbol and messenger of Divine Love.
Hence forward I shall choose for the theme of my writing only the
praise of this most gracious being. For her I'll write no song of
human love, but a glorious epic of that Love Divine which moves
the sun in heaven and all the stars.

(Tableau of BEATRICE and DE BARDI ascending, lost to all the
world save each other, and the joy about to open before them; DANTE
soulfully gasing on BEATRICE, not realizing the significance of the
moment, but planning to immortalize his love; GEMMA looking com-
passionately upon DANTE, and the guests, pleasure bent and hilarious
clustering around the foot of the stairs. The music starts again, and
they begin to dance as the curtain falls.)



THE LADY COMPASSIONATE
By KATHERINE KIRKER
DramaTis PERSONNAE
DANTE ALIGHIERI
GEMMA, his wife

i:i’;:g } their small sons

TrE BaBY BEATRICE
Time: About 1300 A. D.
Prace: The home of Dante, in Florence.

SceNE: The stage shows a large, darkly furnished room, sug-
gestive of tall ceilings. At an angle across ane side is an enormous
window with leaded panes, through whickh flows the only light in the
room. By this is an old Renaissance secretary and a stiff high-
backed chair. The floor is strewn with bits of paper. Through the
window we may see a tiny strip of green lawn, two tall cypress trees
with a little shrine between. The draperies of the windows are @
heavy dark material. What little furniture there is in the room is of
Renaissance period design. A massive table stands in one corner.
It has a pile of several old manuscripts, and a branch candle stick
stands at one end.

DANTE is5 discovered writing at the secretary by the window.

Jacoro and P1ETRO are seen sitting in the middle of the room,
noisily turning the pages of an old manuscript.

Pietro (The younger, eagerly).—See this one! He is all in
green and red! He must be a great knight. Do you think he is
a great knight, Jacopo?

Jacopo (With a superior air).—How dull you are. It is no
knight, but a lady, oh, a beautiful lady, with a face like a holy
angel, and

Dante (Murmurmg as he writes).—Ah, Beatrice .
(sighs, and writes out loud) . . . ‘“thusin a cloud

of flowers, that from those hands angelic rose,

And down within and outside of the car

Fell show’ring, in white veil and olive wreathed,

A virgin in my view appeared beneath
Green mantle, robed in living flame
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Pietro (Raising his voice).—It isn’t! It is a knight. They
always . .
]acopo (More loud).—Not so! Itisalady. See how beauti-
ful she is. See how she smiles

Pictro (Eagerly).—Yes, yes, like Mother since our sister’s
come.

Jacopo (Insistently).—No, no, stupid. Not like just Mother.
Like a sainted lady, Pietro. Like the one Father speaks of all the
time. I say Pietro, wouldn’t you like to see her, though! Just
think, to have her in the house !

Dante (Writing) — . . +. « . a hidden virtue

from her, at whose touch,
The power of ancient love was strong within me!”

Pietro (Loudly, to be heard).—I’d rather have Mother!

(Enter GEMMA. She is a woman of medium height whose face
wears an expression of peace gained after conflict.)

Gemma (Warningly).—Hush, hush, child, your father is at
work. (Seeing the book) What! That precious manuscript with
painted pictures of the blessed saints! You naughty ones! (7Tak-
ing the manuscript and placing it on the table) And your fresh cloth-
ing all crumpled and awry . . . Shame! This is your
new sister’s christening day; you must keep neat.

Pietro.—Will it take very long?

Jacopo.—Of course not, silly. All they do is sprinkle water
on . . .
Picetro (Shudderingly).—Ugh! Like abath . . . (Sym-
pathetically) And will they wet her poor little ears?

Dante (Looking wup, irritated).—Peace! Peace! Even a
genius cannot work insuch an atmosphere! Picture, books,
clothes, . . . Must a temperament such as this (beating his
chest) be smothered always under trivialities ?

Gemma (Apologetically).—1 try .

Dante (Continuing feverishly)—Baths! Ears' Ugh!
Shuddering) Ah, Beatrice! (He grows calmer) The morning stars
sing together in one grand harmony! The sweet symphony of
eternal things shuts out from you the sordidness of this my narrow
life. Must I always be barred the heavenly peace? (He sighs
profoundly and returns to his work.)

Pictro (Who has been listening intently).—Don’t angels ever
fight, Father? I do not want to be an angel if they must stand
still and keep clean all the while. I want to grow up and fight
with the Blanci! I shall have Grandfather’s great sword
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Jacopo (With angry dignity).—It is I who am the oldest

Gemma.—Hush, hush, how naughty you are! You annoy
your father. . . You .

Pietro.—What is her name?

Jacopo.—Whose?

Dante (Writing out loud).—* . . . Beatrice has gone

up into Heaven,
The kingdom where the angels are at peace;

Pietro.—My sister’s, of course.

Gemma (Worriedly).—Sh-sh, I do not know yet. Your father
has not decided. (Looking sidelong at DANTE) Speak lower,
child, he is disturbed.

Picetro (Curiously).—Whom were you named for, Mother?
Some friend of Father’s? I was named for one of Father’s best
friends.

Jacopo.—And 1 was named for his best friend.

Dante (Rising in angry desperation).—Gemma, in the name
of the Blessed, remove these babblers and give me quiet.

Gemma (More worried, taking the two by the arms).—They are
8o noisy, but mean no bother. . . Itis their youth, poor little
ones. . . (Sheshooes them out in a troubled but loving way, as
busy mothers are wont to do, and follows them.)

Dante (Walking back and forth in the pathway of light.).—
They will never give me peace! All is incessant turmoil, outside
and within. Men fight their brothers in the streets. Florence is
torn by angry hands. . . And evenin mine own house I have
no rest. 'The pettiness of every day rises like a tide to overwhelm
the only comfort left to me . . . my memories. Ah, my
Beatrice! Calm and understanding spirit, ten years since you
have left me, Beatrice!

(Enter GEMMA with subdued excitement)

Gemma.—Dante!  She said your name!

Dante (Startled).—Eh! What? My name? Who?

Gemma (Disappointed).—QOur daughter. Shesaid “Da—"
well, it was a bit indistinct, but— (breaking off) There now, I
know you don’t care. Come, dear, the ceremony of christening is
but a short while away . . . We must be starting.

Dante (Surprised).—So it is today? (With a vague hope)
I must go, I suppose, Gemma? It would not look well to the
burghers if I remained at home . . . ?

Gemma (overwhelmed).—Not go to our own daughter’s christ-
ening? (She stops in amazement, a hurt look coming over her face.
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She looks out of the window for a moment, with a sigh; then)
You must go. (Soothingly, as if coaxing a child) It will not take
long. Surely you remember how short Pietro’s was, and Jacopo’s.

Dante—Yes, yes, I shall go, of course. (Sitting down at the
secretary) I shall have time to write a while longer?

Gemma.—Dante, surely you have not forgotten . . . ?

Dante.—Now what? Something else I have not done? (look-
ing up at her with a tired smile. He glances down and notices the
scattered papers, stoops, picks one up and lays it on the desk. Then
he leans up and pats her arm gently, with a wistful apologetic air.)
What is this I have forgotten?

Gemma.—I1f you try, dear, can’t you remember, that, as yet,
our newest daughter has no name? (Impatiently) You see, the
Priest will want to know when he christens her.

Dante (Returning to his work).—Oh, is that all. I thought
that was all settled.

Gemma (Delighted).—Then it is to be Donatella? Oh, my
father will be so delighted, and I . . . I . . . Oh,I
have always wanted to give at least one child a name of my
family.

Dante (Surprised).—Is there any question but that her name
shall be Beatrice?

Gemma (Drawing back hurt).—My child named Beatrice?

Dante (Not understanding).—Of course. Bringer of blessed-
ness. Even as her sweet spirit brings Heaven closer, so shall this
tiny one be to me a blessing on earth. Like a soft hand caressing
a tired brow her small presence shall soothe my troubled soul, and
bind my wounded heart with the remembered sweetness of that
name.

Gemma (Deeply hurt, but not willing to let him see 1t, quietly).—
That is very beautiful . . . Iamglad that you love thechild
so much. Then I am not to name her? She is mine, too .

Dante (Not understanding).—Of course, Gemma. But who
could want . . . Why ’tis a most beautiful name
Ah, it is a saint’s.

Gemma (Very quietly).—True. But my family are not yet
saints, and are still susceptible to the affections and desires of this,
our mortal life. Are they then not to be considered? Moreover,
dear, the Priest has told us that we all have new names when we
pass into the After Life. (She pauses, seeing the perplexity on his
face) You mean that you will name her?
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Dante—Why, yes, of course. Beatrice, messenger and mem-
ory of my sainted lady.

Gemma (Too hurt to conceal 1t further).—And I, am I nothing,
to her, or to you?

Dante (In quick amends).—Why Gemma, do you not under-
stand? You are my Lady Compassionate (Going to her.) See I
have written a new sonnet in which I tell how, “Love himself set
her in my path that so my life might find peace.”

Gemma (Sitting down in a chair in the pathway of light).—You
have made a sonnet about me?

Dante (Looking thru his papers).—Why, yes. And here is one
which I have devised in this fashion. You see, there came upon
me a great desire to say somewhat in rhyme: but when I began
thinking how I should say it, methought that to speak of her were
unseemly, unless I spoke to other ladies in the second person;
which is to say; not to any other ladies, but only to such as are so
called because they are gentle, let alone for mere womanhood.
To which end I wrote another sonnet; and it is this:

Ladies that have intelligence in love
Of mine own lady I would speak with you;
Not that I hope to count her praises through.
But telling what I may, to ease my mind.

And I declare that when I speak thereof,

Love sheds such perfect sweetness over me

That if my courage failed not, certainly

To him my listeners must be all resign’d.

Wherefore I will not speak in such large kind
That mine own speech should foil me, which were base;
But only will discourse of her high grace

In these poor words, the best that I can find,

With you alone, dear dames and damozels;

"Twere ill to speak thereof with any else.

You see, Gemma, this thought was suggested to me by the
very fact that you were the first to whom I could give the expres-
sion of my feelings—What think you of it?

Gemma (Deeply moved).—It is like the music of Heaven.

Dante (Pleased, and warming to his reading).—And also I have
made this bit of poesy: (reads.)

Love and the gentle heart are one same thing,

* * * * * a king
Love is, whose palace where he sojourneth
Js called the Heart; there he draws the quiet breath
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At first with brief, or longer slumbering.

"Then beauty seen in virtuous womankind
‘Will make the eyes desire, and thru the heart
Send the desiring of the eyes again;
‘Where often it abides so long enshrin’d
‘That love, at length out of his sleep will start.
And women feel the same for worthy men.

Is this not true? Is not this the way in which you think of
‘me?

Gemma (In a sort of daze).—Yes—Dante, you say you wrote
‘a sonnet about me?

Dante—Why, yes, 1 did. (Generously) You would like to
hear it?

Gemma (Whispering in the tone of one resolved to hear the worst).
—Yes!

Dante.—I have just written of the death of the blessed one,
Beatrice, and how another lady came to me and looked on me
with pity, and compassion, and comforted me. And I began to
consider her thus, This lady is young, beautiful, gentle, and wise:
perchance it was Love himself who set her in my path, that so my
life might find peace. And I bethought me to write these things
in rhyme, deeming it a lovely thing to be known; whereof I wrote
this poem:

A very pitiful lady, very young,
Exceeding rich in human sympathies.
Stood by, what time I clamour’d upon Death
And at the wild words wandering on my tongue
And at the piteous look within mine eyes
She was affrighted, that sobs choked her breath
And my heart said, this is Love’s messenger
And speaketh but his words, from him received;
And all the strength it owns and all the life
It draweth from the gentle eyes of her
Who, looking on our grief, hath often grieved.

‘Gemma (Rising and coming toward him, her eyes misty, her
voice broken).—‘Love’s messsnger,” ‘the gentle heart,” Dante,
have I.seemed like this to you? Have I been a comfort?

Dante (Already back at his work).—Ay, and forsooth. But
delay me not, for I am moved to write down further things touch-
ing my condition.

Gemma (Goes to the window, fighting to keep back the hurt feel-
ang at_first, then reasoning with herself).—Ladies that have intel-



KATHERINE KIRKER 245

ligence in love.” He thinks me one of them. And I must be too,
for she is wise as well as tender, who could understand thee, my
Dante. ‘Love and the gentle heart,’ truly a gentle heart is need-
ed here to bind a broken one. He said, ‘Who, looking on our
grief, hath often grieved.” Ay, how often—God grant me an

understanding heart as well as a gentle one . . . This then
is to be the pattern of my life, (her voice is clear and firm as she
turns from the window) to be his lady of compassion . . . that

his life may find peace. (4s she finishes speaking, the two children
enter, carrying between them the baby. GEMMA sees them and
hurries toward them in motherly concern.)

Genna.—Be careful!

Pietro (Much e¢xcited).—See, Father, see, Mother! How
small she is.

Jacopo.—How funny she is! How ugly. .

Pietro (Almost shouting in his vigor).—NO! She looks like
Mother!

Gemma (Quickly).—Hush! (She takes the child in her arms,
and turns toward DANTE) See! She is ready for the christening,
your daughter, Beatrice!

Dante (Absentmindedly looking up).—Eh? Oh, of course.
(He rises in a half awake manner and comes toward her.)

Curtain
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SceNE: A4 large room in the palace of CAN GrRaNDE DELLA
ScaLa in Verona. It is early Renaissance in style, with a high ceil-
ing and arched doorways, one right and one left. A leaded glass win-
dow at the back looks out upon a formal garden. The furniture is
dark and carved. CAN GRANDE and DANTE sit at a table, eating in
silence. It is not hard to see that the atmosphere is strained. Can
GRANDE’s FooL sits cross-legged on the floor beside his master, eating
and making faces at DANTE. Finally, not having succeeded in arous-

ing DANTE, he turns to his master, who has been watching him amus-
edly.

Fool.—Sir, our guest grows glummer every day; neither my
most entrancing smiles nor my most patent mouths can break in-
to the thoughts that he witholds from us.

Can Grande.—I wonder that a Fool can make himself agree-
able while he who is reputed to be wise, cannot.

Dante (Looking up for the first time, speaking very deliberately).
—You would not wonder if you knew what friendship lies in simi-
larity of tastes and of mind.

246
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Fool (Jumping up, laughing).—Aha! The first agreeable
word in weeks. Milord, I bow to you! That he should elevate
the fool to the plane of the master, is indeed, a piece of flattery.

Can Grande (Bitterly).—Nay, ’tis too plain your master is a
fool. ’Tis only fools expect gratitude from politicians or good
fellowship from poets. (Another silence falls. The FooL goes to
the window with his plate and commences to eat again.)

Fool.—In truth, my master. I’ve employed all my devices,
and I know not what to do to cheer your ungrateful guest.

Can Grande.—No use, Fool. Why be a courteous host to him
who will not be a courteous guest?

Dante.—To be rude to him is courtesy.

(FooL makes gesture of despair and slides under the table, taking
his plate with him. He reappears on the floor with a pile of bones in
his hands. He layst he bones at DANTE’S feet, grimaces at him, and
slides back to window watching DANTE mockingly until he arises and
without looking in the FoolL’s direction, starts to go. He kicks the
pile of messy bones which scatter over the floor, while he slips on the
grease, nearly falling. The FooL dashes to catch him solicitously by
the elbow, letting out a peal of high pitched laughter as he does so.
DANTE throws him off; is about to speak, but checks himself, merely
looking at the FooL in utter disgust. DANTE stalks toward the door.
The FooL jumps about in front of him, laughing and making faces.)

Can Grande (Much amused by the FooL, says mockingly to
Dante)—You are indeed, a great eater of meat, Dante.

Dante (Provoked beyond endurance).—You would not see so
many bones even if I were a dog like Can Grande—Canis Grande
—well named, ye yelping curs.

(FooL laughs shrilly as DANTE goes out. CAN GRANDE,
stung by DANTE’s words, rises and paces angrily up and down.)

Can Grande.—Dog, did he call me? Ay, a faithful dog, proud
Dante, else had he ceased his service long ago. Rebuked in my
own house—it passes patience! Rather would I be an exile my-
self than have this wretched exile on my hands. If I were half as
rude as he, I'd send him off.

(Enter servant.)

Servant.—Milord, there is an embassy without.

Can Grande.—An embassy? From whence? Who are they?

Servant.—They are from Florence, Milord.

Can Grande—More guests from Florence! Have I not
enough?

Servant.—They wait your pleasure, Milord.
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Can Grande.—Show them here—though I am in no mood for
guests. (Exit servant. CAN GRANDE turning upon the jester.)
And you, sirrah, begone. Your nimble wit is not fine enough to
please our dainty Florentines. (Jester displays mock contrition and
goes out.)

Servant (Announcing embassy).—Count de Gabbrielle, Po-
desta of Florene, Fra Beltrando de Pogetto, Legate of His Holi-
ness, the Pope, Signor Corso Donati, Signor Guido Cavalcanti.

Can Grande.—Sirs, 1 greet you with all due respect. To
what happy occasion do I owe this honor that you have chosen me
for your host?

Podesta—We thank you for the welcome, good Can Grande.
But we come not to tax your hospitality. Qur mission lies not
with you, but with your guest. In the name of the generous city
of Florence, we come to offer terms of pardon to Dante Alighieri
whom you have lodged these last months of his banishment.

Can Grande.—Oh, blessed news for him (aside) and me. But
pardon? I thought he had been expressly excluded from the ben-
efits of the general amnesty. Why comes this pardon so tardily
and so suddenly?

Corso.—'Tis the will of Florence, the generous city of this
traitor birth.

Guido.—Nay, he was no traitor. Said he not ever that trea-
son was of all crimes the most abhorred?

Corso.—I see that Guido still sides with this troublemaker.

Guido.—And so I do. For never was a greater injustice done
to any man than you have done to him. For her own sake, to
escape shame in days to come, Florence must win back her greatest
son. If she does not take him to her bosom now, she may some
day with bitter tears entreat his return, plead her claim to him—
when it is too late.

Corso.—A poet’s dream! We are practical men and we know
how to deal with this exile.

Podesta.—Silence, both of you. This is no time for wrang-
ling. Our business is with that traitor, who by this time, must
certainly have learned that civic offenses are not lightly dealt with.

Priest—Nor church offenses either. But he shall atone for
them, no fear of that. Full glad am I to see the contumelious
Dante brought to Florence and forced to burn in the public square
his blasphemous treatise De Monarchia.

Corso.—The people will enjoy the public spectacle when
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Dante makes atonement to his enemies and walks in penitential
raiment through the city streets.

Podesta—Noble Can Grande, in the name of Florence, I bid
you bring hither Dante Alighieri that we may proclaim to him the
terms of his most generous pardon.

Can Grande (To servant).—Summon Dante Alighieri. (Exit
servant) (To Popesta) Honored sir, your pardon, but I fear that
you will encounter difficulties. The man has been so arrogant of
late that there is nothing I can do to crack the cloak of ice he
wears. If a suggestion from myself would not be resented, I
think it would be well that he should be spokento in friendly wise
at first.

Corso.—And we are as friendly as possible—under the cir-
cumstances. '

Can Grande—1 am assured of that. But—pardon the sug-
gestion—if you were to allow his old friend, Guido Cavalcanti,
to converse with him in confidence before your terms are offered,
I think they will meet a better reception.

Guido (Eagerly).—Yes, friends. Let me talk to him first
alone. Let me prepare him for the terms you offer. I know him
well. I know his love for Florence. Let me be the one to bring
him the joyful news of her forgiveness.

Podesta.—A foolish indulgence. Yet—perchance ’tis better
so. Stay—but on your honor as a Florentine, not one word of the
conditions—of his pardon.

Corso.—Can Grande, may we refresh ourselves in your de-
lightful garden while the conference takes place? (With a warning
glance at Guipo) Your oath, sir, as a Florentine! Not a word of
what are the terms of his return. (Guipo raises his right hand
morosely. The others go out talking.)

Can Grande (At the door).—May you have a pleasant conver-
sation with your friend, Cavalcanti. I hope for your sake that
his temper has improved since last I saw him. (CAN GRANDE and
the other members of the embassy pass into the garden.)

Guido.—A churlish host! How salt the savor of another’s
bread! How hard the path to mount another’s stair! Unhappy
Dante, bereft of all he loves, languishing in exile, visiting his
country only in his dreams. No matter what the terms, he must
accept. Happier days await him in Florence. - (Enter DANTE.
He starts with joy at the sight of Guipo.)
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Dante—Guido! My friend whom I had thought never to see
again. O, the misery these long years of separation have held
for us both.

Guido.—Now over for us both. Dante, I owe you a heavy
debt of gratitude. I have come to pay that debt. Never have
I forgotten that when you pardoned me, your unworthy friend,
and called me back to Florence, the unjust suspicions of the citi-
zens fell upon you, and you who had called me back from exile, be-
came yourself an exile.

Dante.—Reproach not yourself, dear friend. All my troubles
and hardships had their cause and rise in the disastrous meetings
held during my priorate. Albeit in fidelity I was not unworthy
of that office, I was unworthy of it in age and wisdom.

Guido.—You were worthy in every respect. It was Florence
that was not worthy of you. False charges rang more true to the
ears of the citizens than did our true words.

Dante.—Oh, why was not the Sovereign of the Universe pleas-
ed to remove this sting from me! For then none would have sinned
against me. I should have suffered no undeserved pain, nor would
I have been thus subjected to misery and to exile. It has been the
pleasure of Florence, the beautiful city, the famous daughter of
Rome, to reject me from her sweet bosom, where I was born,
where I grew to middle life, and where, if it may please her, I wish
from my heart to end the time which yet remains to me, and to rest
my worn-out spirit. Through almost all parts where our language
is spoken, a wanderer, well-nigh a beggar, I have gone, showing
against my will the wounds of fortune. Truly I have been a ves-
sel without sail or rudder, driven to diverse ports and shores by
that hot blast, the breath of grievous poverty.

Guido.—Dante, think not of exile. Think of Florence, sweet
Florence, our mother, who watched over us in boyhood.

Dante.—I dare not think of those glad days. There is no
greater pain than to recall a happier time in wretchedness.

Guido.—True, Dante; but the wretchedness is over, and the
happiest time is yet to be. Our beloved city calls to you and soon
you may see her sweet face again.

Dante.—Guido! Can it be true? Ifearitisa dream, for my
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