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To ope her gates to wave-tossed mariners—

Now Heaven forefend your narrow ceils were cumbered

While these free halls stood empty—tell your prior

We hold the custom of our castle sull. {Exeunt)
END OF ACT T

SCENE 1 An Apartment in the Convent, the Stranger lies sleeping on a couch.
The Prior watching bim. :

priok. He sleeps, if it be sleep; this starting trance

Whaose feverish tossings and deep muttered groans,

Do prove the soul shares not the body's rest—(Hanging over bim.)
How the lip works, how the bare teeth do grind—

And beaded drops course down his writhen brow—

I will awake him from this horrid trance,

This is no natural sleep—ho, wake thee, stranger—

sTRAN. What, wouldst thou have, my life is in thy power—
PrRIOR. Most wretched man, whose fears alone betray thee—
STRAN. Thou sayest [ am a wretch—

And thou sayest true—these weeds do witness it—

These wave-worn weeds—these bare and bruised limbs,

What wouldst thou more—I shrink not from the question.

I am a wretch, and proud of wretchedness,

"Tis the sole earthly thing that cleaves to me.

erior. Lightly I deem of outward wretchedness,

For that hath been the lot of blessed saints—

Burt in their dire extreme of ourward wretchedness

Full calm they slept in dungeons and in darkness—

Such harh not been thy sleep— '

sTraN. Didst warch my sleep—

But thou couldst glean no@ecrepfrom my ravings.—

prior. Thy secrers, wretched man, 1 reck not of them—

But 1 adjure the&Dy the church’s power?®

{A power to search mﬂs_@ﬂmnﬂq@l\

35. The Larpent version has “bruised and wasted limbs.” 36. The Abbotsford manuseripe
again has a clearer religious reference: “Bat [ adjure thee by the blessed saints— [/ Yea, |
command thee by the Churches power.”
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Shorar e they woix] of sul-=

Weep'st thou, the ties of nature or of passion

Torn by the hand of Heaven—

Oh no! full well I deemed no gentler feeling

Woke the dark lightning of thy withering eyei—

Wha fiercer s spirit is it tears thee thus?

Shew me the horrid tenant of thy heart—

Or wrath. or. batted, or revenge, is “there—

STRAN. (Suddenly starting from bis Couch, falling on bis knees; and raising bis
clasped bands. )

I would consort with mine eternal enemy,*

To B¢ revenged on him,—

pm{mq“n‘t"ﬂ‘i’m o mm“ “or-fi énd, who speakEs_t_thﬂ
STRAN. T'Was 2 man, | know not what I am—

What others’ crimes and injuries have made me.

Look on me—what am [P—({Advancing. )

PRIOR. I know thee not.

sTRAN. | marvel that thou say’st it—

For lowly men full oft remember those

In changed estate, whom equals have forgotten:

A passing beggar hath remembered me,

When with strange eyes my kinsmen looked on me—
I wore no sullied weeds on that proud day

When thou a barefoot monk didst bow full low

For alms, my heedless hand hath flung to thee—
Thou doest not know me.—(Approaching bim. }

PRIOR. Mine eyes are dim with age—but many thoughts
Do stir within me at thy voice.

sTRAN. List to me, monk, it is thy trade to talk,

As reverend men do use in saintly wise,

Of life’s vicissitudes and vanities—

Hear one plain rale that doth surpass all saws—
Hear it from me—~Count Beriram—aye—Count Bertram—

&“}E_darhng of his hege and of his land

“The army’s idol, and the council’s head—"3*
Whose smile was forrune, and whose will was law—
Doth bow him to the prior of St. Anselm

For water to refresh his parched lip,

17. The Abbotsford manuscript adds a line of d:mnm: |magcr].-"‘-j:"|h clutch his fiery
talon in my grasp.” 38. Was this line cut becauss T Tiight be taken to refer to Welling-

ton? Mapoleon?
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And this hard-matted couch to fling his limbs on.—
prIOR. Good Heaven and all its saints!—

eER. Wilt thou betray me?

PrIOR. Lives there the wretch beneath these walls to do it?
Sorrow enough hath bowed thy head already

Thou man of many woes,—

For m”a.fsrfaﬁa“r&;a"a‘bf;rgg thyself.

=TT

Where ancient custom doth invite each stranger
Cast on this shore to sojourn certain days,
And taste the bounty of the castle's lord—
If thou goest not, suspicion will arise
And if thou doest (all v:h.-mged as thou art),
Some desperate burst of passidn will betray thee
And end in mortal scathe— _
What dost thou gaze on with such fixed cyes?
BER. —What sayest thou?
I dreamed [ stood before Lord Aldobrand
Impenetrable to his searching €yes—
And 1 did feel the horrid joy men feel
Measuring the serpent’s coil whose fangs have stung them;
Scanning with giddy ey the air-hung rock
From which they leapt and live by miracle;
“Following the dun skirt of the o’erpast storm
“Whosc bolt did leave them prostrate—"
—To see that horrid spectre of my thoughts
In all the stern reality of life—
‘To mark the living lineamenrs of hatred,
And say, this is the man whose %@ should blast me;
Yet in calm dreadful triumph stil @ on:—
It s a horrid joy.
PRIOR, Nay, rave not thus—
Thr.:ru wilt not meet hlm, many a «day must pass
Till from Palerio’s walls he wf:nd htITI hume'.l.-'ardr-
Where now he tarrics with St. Anselm's kmghts -_
His dame doth dwell in solitary wise
Few are the followers in his lonely halls—
Why dost thou smile in that most horrid guise?—
BER. {Repeating bis words.) His dame doth dwell alone—perchance
child—
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Oh, no, no, no—it was a damned thought.

erIoR. I do but indistinctly hear thy werds,

But feel chey have some fearful meaning in them—
BER. Oh, that I could but mate him in his might,
Oh, that we were on the dark wave together,

With but one plank between us and destruction,
That I might grasp him in these desperate arms,
And plunge with him amid the weltering billows—
And view him gasp for life—and—

PRIOR. Horrible—horrible—I charge thee cease—
The shrines are trembling on these sainted walls—

T@Mil start to life and answer thee.3®
Ber. Ha, ha—1 see him struggling—

I see him—ha, ha, ha {Aimunfm laugh. )

‘PRIOR, Oh horrible—
Help, help—to hold him=—for my strength doth fail—
Enter 15t Monk.
MONK. The lady of St. Aldobrand sends greeting—
PRIOR. Oh, art thou come, this is no time for greeting—
Help—bear him off—thou see'st his fearful state.
T e ' " (Exeunt bearing bim off)

SCENE X1 Hall in the castle of 5t. Aldobrand.

Enter Hugo shewing in Bertram's comrades, Clotilda follosing,
HUGo. This way, friends, this way, good cheer awaits you,
- saiL. Well then, good cheer was never yet bestowed

* On those who need it more.

HUGO. To what port bound,

Did this fell storm o’ertake you?

IST 5AIL. No matter

* So we find here a comfortable haven.

- HUGO. Whence came you?

39- A possible echo of the Don juan st:r'}‘r:,jb_which Coleridge compared Bertram in the
Bicgrapbia Literaria, Berteam's ficse speach 16 longer in the Abbotsford manuscript (where
this is 1, v and the end of the first acch “(Witoar beeding BimJ—ye, and 3ticr death / To
- grasp his shuddering sprite, if spirit be tangible / And hald it shuddering over the dark abyss
+ # Where groans, and gnashing, and the tarturous shriek / Tuned to the tossing of the fiery
waves / Do make the vile music of despair— / Then, then to hurl him down ten thousand
_ fathom [/ Aye, though I plunge with him, Ha,—ha—ha' I sce him struggling / I see him—

* ha—ha"



