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Casr of Characters

Bowavo Fizno
RoMaLpr Exgmer
Frawcisco  SrLasa
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Muonrana
MicrELL
Marvooiio

Acr L.

A kall in the houwse of Boname, with two side
doors, and folding doors in the back scone:
o tole, pen, ink, and peper, chairs, efo
Musiz to exprass disoontent and olesm,

Enter Sefing cried Fiametia,

Sel. You seem hurrisd, Fiametta,

Figni. Hurried, trely! Yes, yes, and you'll
be Burried too,

oel, 17

Figm., Fine newsl

Sel, Of whet kind?

Figei. A very Dlad kind, The Count
Romaldi—

Sel, {Alarmed) What of him?

Fiam. Is coming.

Sal, When?

Fiam, This evening.

Jel. Heavens! Whet can he want? 4

Fiom. Went? He wants mischiel, We &l
knawe he wants you to marry his son, beeeuss
you're o rich nDeiresd, i

Sel. Surely, my uncle will never conzent?

Fiam, Your uncle and all Savey fear him,

GARuENERS, PEasanTs, Musicians,
DarcEas, AICHERS

Bona. (Calling withow) Fiamettal

Fiam. 1 am hera, sir.

Dpng, But I want you here.

Figm, Lord, siv, Tam busy.

Zel. Go, run to my uncle. i

Figm. It'a & egheme that he should net
think of marrying you to his own son, when
he knows how dearly you love sach other.

Hel, It is the excellence of my dear unels's
heart, thet disdains the appearsnce of sell-
intarest.

Figm. S0, vather than be blemad himself,
he'll make you and [ and everyhody miser-
ahlel But I’ﬁ talk to him.

Bone. (Withour) Fiametta, [ Zaﬁ:

Fiam, Coming! {Going) Ha shall hear of it
I'm in the proper cus, He knows 'm right.
and Il et spare Bim, Exit, talking.

Hunting music. Enter Stephano, with his

Jowling-piece, nat, and game.

Sel, Why are you so late, Stephano? I had

a thousand alarms,

et Forgive me, dewr Selina, The pur-
suit of game [ed me too fur ameng the moun-
tains.

Sel, Do vou know =7

Steph, What?

Sel. 1 almost dread to tell you. Count
Romaldi iz coming.
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Steph. Romaldil

val, | shudder, when T recollect the selfigh-
ness of his views, and the violeoee of his
charactar,

Seepfe. Add, the wickedness of his heart.

Music, to express clieftering contentfon.
Lnter Banarno and Flametta,

Fizm, Itell you agair, sir, it is uncharita.
ble, it iz eruel, it is hard.hearted in you to
give any such ordera.

Botta. And i tell vou they shall be ohayad,
Have not 1 a right to o as T please in my
awn houga?

Fiam. No, #ir, you have no right to do
wrong enywhers.

Steph. What s the dispute, sir?

Figm. He has oodered me to turn the poor
Frameizoo out of doors, beeauss, forsooth,
the house is not large enough to hold this
Count Romaldi

Sel. Think, my deer uncle, how grataful
and kind iz hia heart,

Sreph. And that heis 2 man of misfortune,

Bona, Folly and misfortune are twine:
nebody can tell one from the other. He has
got footing here, and you seem nfl deter-
iined ke shall keeyp it

Sel. IownIam interested in his favor. Hia
manners are 8o mild!

SI-LEFL His cye s0 expressivel

Sel. His behaviour so proper]

Feam. T'Hl be bound he s of gentee!
- parontagal

Bong, Who told vou go?

Feamt, Not he, Iz":melf, for certain, be-
eute, poor creature, he {s dumb. But only
chaerve -his sorrowlul looks. What it is
don’t know, but thara is something on his
mind g0 —

Bona. You are a fool!

Fiam. Fool or not, I have served you
faitafelly thess thresand-twenty vears; so
you may turo rae out of deors at last, i you
plesss,

Bone, 12

Fiom. Yes; for if vou turn Francisco out,
I'll never enter them again.

Bona, You certainly know more concern-
ing this man?

Lam. Jinoe it mugt ba (old, T 4o,

Bura. Then speak,

Figm, It is quite a tragedyl

Bona, Tndesd! Let us hear,

Figm, Tt is now seven or cight years ago,
when, you having sent me to Chamberry, I
was coming home, 1t was almost dark; every.
thing was still; I was winding along the dale,
and the rocks were all as it were turning
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black, Of n sudden, [ hesrd eries! A man
was murdering! 1 shook from heed to foot]
Presently the cries died away; and 1 beheld
twa hinedy men, with their daggers in their
hands, stealing off under the erags at the fool
of the rill. T stood like & stone, for [ was
frightened out of my witsl 3o I thought I
heard groans; end, afeared as [ wes, | had the
sense ko think they must come from the poar
murdered ereature, Se T listened, and {ol-
lowed my ears, and presently I saw this very
mEn —

Sel. Francisco?

Fiam, Weltering in his hlood! Te he sure
I ecreamed and called loud enough; for what
could T do by myaslf? So prezently my crica
wias heard; and honest Michelli, the miller,
with his man, came running.

Fona, T now remember the tale, The poor
man reécovered, end everybody praised
Michelli.

Fiam, 3o they ought; he is an honest good
soul! What then, air, can you supposs [
thought, when ahout 2 week ago, [ sgain saw
Franoisen's apperition standing befora me,
making signe that he was famished with
hunger and thirst? I kmew him at once. and
he soon bethonght himself of me. If you had
seen hia olagaped hands, and his thankful
looks, and his dumb motes, end his signs of
joy at having found me! — While [ have 2
morael, he shall never want. U]l hire him a
gottages I'll wait upon bim; I'll weorx {or him;
g0 turn him out of doors, if you have the
heart,

Steph. Fiametta, you wreong my futher.

Bone. I'll hear his story from himaelf.

Fizm, He can’t speak.

Bopa, But he can write.

Fiam. DIl warrant him. I'm surn he's =
gentleman,

Bona. Bring him here: if h&dprcn'c himself
an horest man, I am his friend.

Fiam. T know that, or you should be no
master of mine. Fit,

Stepl, His kind attentions to Selina are
sinzular.

el, Every merning I find him weiting for
me will fresh gathered flowers, whic]F:, e
offers with such modest yet affecticnate
looks!

Flametta returns with Francises, the latter poor
in appearance, bt clean, with @ remroed,
placd, and dignifed wir,

Bong. Come néer, friond. You underatand
hia pestures, Fiareetta: 8o etay where you ore,

Eﬁ.m. Tintend it.

Bonee. (T himself ) He has o manly forml &
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bonevolent aye! (Adloud) Sit down, siv. Leava
us, my children, (Franciszo suddenly rises, us
sigphans and Selina offer to go, bringy them
back, wnd iifroals they moay remede] Sines he
desires il, stay. — Thore ie pen, ink, and
peper: whay you annot give anewer by
signs, wrile, but be strict to the truth.
(Francizes, with dignity, polus oy Aeaven and
his hears) Who are you? (Francisos writes;
and Steplans, stonding behind him, tabes up
the paper and reads ihe answers)
Fran. "A noble Roman!"
Boaz, Your femily? —
Fran. {Gives o sudden sign of Ferbear! and
terites) “Muat not be known.”
Boas. Why?
Fran. "le i3 diegracad ™
Hona. By you? ﬁfmwism gusticulnbes)
Fimmn, ffn:crpreﬁrlg] No, ne, nol
Bone. o mede you dumb?
Fran, "The Algerines.”
Bune. How came yon in their power?
Fran. "By treachery,"
Bonn. Do you koow the traitors? (Frea-
siven gestearloics)
Fiam. (Eogerly) Ha does! he dosa!
Jflana. Who ava they?
Fran. "Ihe pame who stebhed mo among
the rocks." {4 general expresion af harnar)
floma, Nama them,
Fron. (Cesticulates violensdy, denoting podn.
il recollection; then writes] “Never!™
Domg. Arva they known by me?
Firr, (fnterpreting) They acel They are!
Hona, Are they rich?
Fran, “Rich and powerful ™
Mone. Astonizning! Your refussl to name
them gives stramge suspicions, T must know
teoze; doll me ull, or quit my houss,
Music to express poin and disorder. Entar Piera,
FPier. Count Homaldi, sir. {Frencisos stzres
g, struck with alarm)
ﬂieph. So zoon!
Bong, Show him up.
Fier, 11e's here.
Similar paeste. Romoldi suddendy enters, os
Franciseo is attempting fo pass the door: they
start back at the sight of each other, Romaldi
recovers himself; and Francisos, in an agony of
mind, lenves tie room.
Bonz. Whet is all this! — Whers is he
gone? — Call him back, Fiametta.
Excuns Fiametta and Stephana, both
regarding Romaldi with dislike.
Rem. (il foreed ense) Ar lempth, my
good friend, I am bere. [ have long promisad
myself the plessure of sosing j‘O'J..“? sur hand.

MELODRAMA

How hearsy you look] And your lovely niece!
Her lather's picture?

Howas, Rather her mother’s,

ftom, My son will edore hor. In two days §

-expeet him haro. T have serious business to

communicate,

Sal. (Lo ker uncled Permit me to vetire, sin

Hona. (Tenderly) Go, my child; go,

Sal. {Aside) Gront, oh moreiful Heaven,
I wyay not {all n emerifice to avarice, Eeit.

Bora. And now your plessure, Count?

fom, Nay, I tmagine, you can guess my
errand, You know my friendship for my son,
wha, let me tell you, is your great admirer.
The care you have bestowed upon your nives,
her eduention, mind and manners, and the
faithful guardian you have been, both of her

waalth and i:)ers.nn, well desarve praisa,
Aomg. 1£1 have done my daty, [ am greatly
lortunete..

oy, Ehe is & lovely young lady, and you
are not imorant of my son's passion; to
which your duty towusds your niere must
make you a friend. [ thercfore come, with
vpen frankness, te propose their union.

Homa. And T, with egual candor, must tell

vou, b ean pive no answer,

Ham. {I;:ug.fm'i;r effecting  srprise) No
angwer? :

Rorg, Svur menk snd wealth make the
prﬂrmll Aactaring: hut (here is a question
still more serious

Mo, (L tee sumie lone) What can that be?

Huna, Uno which my niare only can
retolve,

Rom. Inexperience like hers should have
no apinico,.

Bone. How, my lord? Drag tha bride, Ly
foree, to that aolemn altar, whera, in the fhee
of Ileaven, she is to declarn her chodes ia
fren? e

Hom. Moo ceremoniss!

Bona. Crrerponinal Hathink yoursolf; lest
marriage bagome 2 [aroe, liberlinism a thing
w lasgh at, and adultery itself a fnable
lencel

Hom. Ay, ay; you are a moralist, a con-
scientious man. Your son is reported to have
designs on Selina,

Bong. My lord!

Hom, No anger: | apeak ae a friend, Her
fortune is tempting; but you disdain to be
influeneed. The wealth and razk of our
family —

Bonge. Surpass mine. True; still my nisce,
1 sev, must be consulzed,

Hoomn. Indesd? I:Sf-trﬂ{;r_:l Then my aliianes,
it geems, is refused? ;
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Bong, By no means: 1 have neither the
right to refuse nor to accept. If Selina —

Reenter Selina with a letier,

Sel. (Presenting it to Bonamo) From the
unfortunate Francisco.

Rom. What, that strange fellow I met as
I came in?

Sel. (Asde) He knows his name!

Rom. 1 for%nt to ask you how he got ad.
mittance here

Sel. (With marked displeasure) 1 should
hope, my lord, there would always be some
charitable door open to the unfortunatel

Rom, (With courteous resentment)- I ad-
dress your uncle, lovely lady.

Bona. When you came in, he was relating
his adventures, which have been strange.

Rem. (Retaining himself) And are you, m
{riend, simple enough to believe such tales!

Sel, What tales, my lord?

Hona. The proofs are convineing! The
mutilations he has suffered; the wounds he
received, not a league from hence; the —

Rom. (Alermed) Did he name — ?

Bong. Who? The monsters that gave
them? ~— MNo; but they are not unknown to
him,

flom. That — that ie fortunate.

Bona. 1 was amazed to learn —

Sel. That they are rich and powerful. But:

I forger: the story can have no interest for

you.

KHomi, (Eegerly) You mistake: 1 — {Recol-
lecting hiru.rﬁﬁf{ny feslings are as keen as
vours,

Boang, But what has he written? (Ofers to
open the letter)

fom, If you will take my advice, you will
oot read. Doubtless he has more complaints,
more tales, more favors to request. Be kind
and hospitable; but do not be a dupe.

Bona, Of which, [ own, there iz danger.

Rom. {Seizing the letter, which Bonamo care.
legsly holds) Then let me guard you ageinst it

el, (After continually watching and sus-

pecting Romaldi, smatches the letter hack; while
he, remarking her suspicions, fs conficsedy This
letier, my locd, was given in charge to me; I

romised to bring an answer, and I respect.
ully intreat my uncle will read it.

oz, Well, well. (Heads) “Friend of

hemanity, should I remain, the peace of your
family might be disturbed. I therefore go; but
earnestly intreat you will neither think me
eapable of falsshood mor ingratitude, —
Wherever I am, my wishes and my heart will
be here. — Farewell” He shall not go.
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Rom. Why not? He owns the peace of
your family may be distur bed.

Bone. Fly, Selina; tell him I require, [
request, him to sleep here to.night, that 1
may speak with him to-morrow,

amt, {Aside) That must not be.

Sel, Thanks, my dear unele! youn have

made me happy. Exit in hagts.
Confused music. Enter Piero.

Bona, What now, Piero?

Pier, Signor Montano is below,

Rom. {jﬁ:rma{f and aside) Montano!

Bong, I'm very ﬁlad of it, for I wanted his
advice, (I'e Romaldi) The best of men!

Pier. Pleage to come up, sir,

Rom., With your permission, I will retire,

Enter Montzno, Musie pldg.t alarmingly, but
plann when he enters and while he stays.
Mon. 1 beg pardon, good sir, but —

Musie loud and discordant at the
moment the eye of Montano cateles
the figure af Romaldi; at which
Montano starts with terror and in.
dignation. He then assumes the eye
and aftitude of menace, which
Romaldi returns. The music coases.

Can it be possible!

Ram, Iumin}r;&i.s threatening looks) Sirl

Mon. You here!

Hom. Not having the honor of your ac-

vaintanes, I know not why my presence
ould please or displesse you,

Mon, {After o look of sern contempt o
Romaldi, end addresing Benamg) Good
night, my friend; I will see you to-morrow,

Exit suddenly. Hurrying mesic, but

Ralf fgirmo.

Bong. (Colling) Nay, but signor! Signor
Montano! Are the F'W‘li’lﬁ all mad? Fiametta!

Fiam. {Fithouwt) Sir!

Bona, Run, overlake him; and say I must
spesk with him, (Mustc censes) Excuss me for
going. {To Romaldi)

Rom, Why in such haste? [ have heard of
this Montane: a credulous person, a relator
of strange stories,

Bone, Signor Montane eredulous! There is
not in all Savoy a man of sounder under-
standing. Good night, mj{ Tord; T will send
vour servant: that door leads to your hed-
room. Call for whatever you want; the house
is at your command.

Exit with looks of suspicien. Music of
donbt and terror.

Rom. What am 1 to think? How act? —
The arm of Providence seems raised to
stnke! — Am I become a coward? Shall |
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beiray, rather than defend myself? [ am not
¥et an idiot,

Threatening musia, Enter the Count's serpant,
Malvoglio, who observes his maser. Music
CEaSER,

Mal. Your lordship scems disturbed.

Rom. Francisco is here,

Mal. I saw him.

Hom. And did not your blood freeze?

Mal. T was sarry.

Ror, For what?

Mgzl That my dagger had missed its aim.

fom, We are in hiz power.

Mal, He is in ours,

Rom. What are your thoughts?

Mal, What are yours, my lord?

flom, Guess them,

Mg, Executioners!

fom. Infemyl

Mal. Racks!

Rom. Maledictions!

Mal. From sll which a blow may yei
deliver us.

Seline, entering and hiding behind the door,
apposite to the akam-bler afﬁamaldi, overhears
gy,

Rom. "Tis a damning crime!

Mal., Were it the firet,

fom, Where is he to slesp?

Mal. Therel (Pointing fo .rie chambsr oppo-
site to Romaldi's

Sel, (Behind the door) They mean Fran-
ciseo!

Fom, Obstinate fool! Since he will stay —

Ma!l, He must die.

Sel. The monsters!

Rom. | heard a noiss,

Mal, (Looking towards the folding doors)
He's coming,

Raom. Let us retire and concert —

Mad, Then, at midnight—

Rom. When he slesps —

Mal. He'll walee no more!

Exeunt to the chamber of the Count,

The stage dark: 20ft musie, but expressing first
pain anipalarm, then the mﬁuefeaf?f;gs af
the scene, Fiametta enters, with Franeiseo and o
lamp, which she places on the table. She regards
him with compassion, poinis to his bedroom,
then curtsies with kindness and respect, and
retizes; he returning her kindness. He seats him.
self as if to sorite, risss, takes the lamp, looks
round with apprehension, goes to the chamber.
door af Romaldi, starts awey with horror, re-
covers himself, again places the lump on the
table, and s:'zsnrf:;wn to write, The doeor o
Romaoldi opens; Malvoglio half appears, wate
ing Francesco; but, as he turns, agein relires

MELODRAMA

Enger Seling, whe gently pulls the slecve o
Francisco: he starts, but seeing her, his cmm{
tenance expands with pleasure. Music pauses
on a half clpss,
Jel. (In o low voice) Dare not to sleep! I
will be on the wateh! Your life is in danzer!
Fait, Music continues .rrenwndg.w.;s.

Franciseo, greatly agitated, draws a pair of
pistols, loys them on the wable, and seats him.
self to comsider if he showld write more

Romaldi and Malvoglio appear, Music sud-
o

¥ stops,

Rom. (To Malvaglia) Wateh that entrance,
(To ;"ram‘m} Wretched fooll Why are you
heref

Music: terror, econfision, menace,
command. Franciseo starts up, seizes
his pistols, points them towards
Romaldi and Malvoglio, and eom-
mands the former, by signs, fo read
the paper thai lies on the table, Music

CEs08,

Rom. {Reads) "Repent; leave the house.
Oblige me not to hetray you. Fores me not on
seff-defence.” Fooll Do you pretend to com.
mand? (Throws him o puree) We are two.
Take that, and fly. (Mesic. Franciseo, after a
look of compassionate appeal, spurns it from
hm, and commands them to go. After which,
sudden panse of musie, — dﬁ}f to Malvoglis)
I know him; he will not fire,

Musie, They draw their duggers; he af first

avolds them; a they each sefze him by

the arm, and are in the attitude of threatening io

strike, when the shrieks of Seling, foining the

musie, which Mkewise shrieks, suddenly bri

Honame, Stephane, ard Servants, through the
folding doors,

Sel. Uncle! Stephano! Murder!

Romaldi and Malvoglio, at heari
the notse behind, quit Franeiseo, u:g
Jeign to be ing on self-defence,
— Music censes.

Bong. What mean these eries? What
strange proceedings are here?

. They are horrible.

Bong, Why, my lord, are these daggers
drawn ag;iust a man under my protection?

Rom. Self-defence is a duty. Ea not his
pistol levelled at my breast?

Bona, (To Francisco) Can it ba? (Franciss
inclines his heed) Do you thus repay hos
pitality?

Sel, Sir
threatened,

Rom. {Sternly) Madam —

Fel. I fear you oot! I watched, I over
heard you!

you are deceived: his life was
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Bons, s this true?

Rom, No.

S, By the purity of heaven, ves! Beohind
that door, I heard the whole; Francisoo must
quit the house, or be murdecad,

Bom. (To Honamo sternly} I expect, sir,
my word will not be doubted.

Bare. My lord, there is one thing of which

T cannot deubt: the moment you appeared,

terror was spread through my houss, Men's
minds are trocbled at the sight of you: they
seem ell to avoid you. Good seldom accom-
pamies mystery; I therefore now decidedly
reply to your proposal, that my nieee cannot
ke the wife alg your son; and must further
add, you chlige me to decline the honor of
your present visit.

Rom. (WWith threatening haughtiness) Speak
the truth, old man, and own you are glad to
find a pretext to colour rafusal, and gratify
ambition, 3elina and Stephano; you want her
wealth, and mean in ﬁat way to make it
secure. But beware! Dare to pursue your
%m;ect, and tremble at the consequences!

a-morrow, before ten o'elack, send your

written consent; or dread what shall be done.

Exeunt Romaldi and  Malvoglis:
apprapriats e,

Hona. Dangerous and haughty man! But
his threats are vaing my doubts are removed;
Selina shall not be the victim of mean pre.
caution, and cowardly fears. I know your
wishes, children. Let us retire. (To iz
Jervgnes) Make preparations for rejoicing:
early to-merrow, Stephano snd Soline shall ba
affianeed. (Music of sudden joy, while they

S.f?n&. My kind father!
Sel. Dearest, hest of guardians! (Music
panes)
Bohg, Franciseo shall partake the common
happiness. .
im. (As they are all retiring) Dear, dear!

| shan't sleep to.night.
Fxsunt: Bonamo ressing friend.
return, Fran-

ship o :IH, whick
eisco twith foy e to that of the
louers, Smeeg wﬁajcjmaruf r{u.srk:,
gradunily dying away.

End af the First Act.

Act I1L

Scene 1.

A beautiful garden and pleasure grounds, with
garlands, festoons, love devices and every
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preparation for ¢ marr estival, Joyful
d Secwg'gﬂ Gf 7

music. First an ardeners, Piero

and kis Companions, all busy,

Pier. Come, come; hestiv yourselves! The
company will snon he here.

First Gard, Weall: let them come: all is
ready.

Pier, It has a nice lock, by my fackins!

First Gard, [ believe it has! thanks to me.

Pier. Thanks to you?

Second Gard. And me.

Pier. And you? Here's impudencel [ say
itis thanks to me.

First and Second Gard, You, indeed!

Pizr, Why, surely, you'll not have the face
to pretend to deny my incapacity?

“frst Gard, Yours?

Second Gard, Youra?

Pier. Mine! mine!

Enter Steplana,

Steph. What is the matter, my honeat
friends?

First Gard. Why, here’s Mr, Pieco protends
to dispute his claim o all that has been done.

Second Gard. Yes; and says everything is
owing to his incapacity.

First Gord, Mow [ maintain the incapseity
was all my own. (To Stephano) Saving and
excepting yours, sir.

Se Gard, And mine.

First {rurd. Seeing you gave the first
orders.

Pier. But wam't they given to me, sir?
Didn't you sey to me, Piero, says you —

Steph. (Interrupting) Ay, av; each man has
done his part: all is exesllent, and T thank
you kindly. Are the villagers invited?

Pier, Invited! They no sooner heard of the
wedding than they were half sut of their wita!
There will be such daneing and sporting!
Then the muasic! Little Nanine, with her
hurdy.gurdy; her brother, with the tabor and
pipe; the blind Addler, the lame piper, T and
my jew’s harp! such a band!
hﬂS&s_ph. Bravel Order evervthing for the

st

Pigr. But who is to order? Plenss to tell me
that, sir?

Steph, Why, you,

Pier. Therel (T his companions) Mind! I
am to order! Mark that!

Steph, You shall be major-domo for the

7.
Pigr. You hear. | am to be — do — drum.
majer for the day!
ph. Selina is coming. To your poats.
Music. They hurry each to his garland, and
conceal themselves by the tress and bushes,



