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Scene:  Siena and its Neighborhood

ACT I

A wild woody mountain district, not far from the high road to Siena.

Menga and Gil behind the scenes.

Menga:
See!  the ass is going to turn her!

Gil:
Yo, dolt's dam!  yo, devil's daughter!

Menga:
There, she's stuck!  you should have caught her;
Yo! geho!

Gil:

The devil burn her!
Had she fifty tails to tickle,
All were vain against her will.


[They enter.

Menga:
What a fix we're in, friend Gil!

Gil:
What the devil of a pickle!
All through fault of yours, I'm thinking,
Since, my Menga, since you rode her,
You it must have been who show'd her
Just the very spot to sink in;—
'Tis to vex me that you teaze her.

Menga:
Since she threw me o'er her shoulder,
You it must have been who told her.

Gil:
But the question, How release her?

Menga:
In the mud wouldst leave her here?

Gil:
All my strength, as nought, avails her.

Menga:
I can pull her by the tail, sir;
You can pull her by the ear.

Gil:
No, I think a better way,
And a quicker to revive her,
Is to do, as did the driver
Of a coach the other day.
This same coach, the execration
Of the streets, in slow approaches
Slunk beside the other coaches,
Like a shabby poor relation;
Or for some deep grief it bore,
(Who or what its grief can smother?)
Went from one side to the other,
'Stead of on from door to door:—
In the kennel now 'tis stuck,
How the knight within doth growl!
Some try fair means, some try foul,
Coachee lashes, footmen chuck,
Cushions fly to make it lighter,
All is noise and cries and worrit;
But the more they strive to stir it,
Seems my coach to stick the tighter.
Seeing thus 'twere best to parley,
Coachee takes the best of courses,
And before the half-starved horses
Holds outstretched a sieve of barley;—
The poor starvelings seek to swallow,
So they tug with might and main,
Drag the coach from out the drain,
And the example we may follow.

Menga:
Tales like this you've now related
Ar'n't two farthings worth.

Gil:

O'ercast
Am I, seeing one beast fast,
Where stand two quite satiated.

Menga:
I will to the road, the distance
Isn't far, to see some neighbor
Passing to his daily labour,
Who will come to give assistance:
Since 'tis little zeal you show.

Gil:
Menga mine, your wrath control.

Menga:
Oh! dear donkey of my soul!
[Exit.

Gil:
Donkey of my bowels, oh!
Thou that wert the most respected
Donkey of our village green,
Thou that never yet hast been
In bad company detected;
Thou that gadded not about,
But preferr'd domestic quiet,—
A snug manger and good diet—
To the joys of going out:
Though thou'rt skittish, may be vain,
Yet I'll swear it, notwithstanding,
No one ever saw you standing,
Ogling at the window-pane.
True, that honest tongue of thine
Is a little rough, no matter,
You speak truly, and don't flatter,
When you say, This voice is mine.
And you’re generous, too, the grass
Which your maw declines receiving,
I have often seen you leaving
To some poor and hungrier ass.


[A noise within.
But what noise is this?  Oh! yonder
I behold two men who've ridden
Hard here, tie their panting horses
To the trees, and wander hither;—
Pale! and in the fields so early!
Oh! 'tis plain they've got green sickness.
Should they prove, though, bandoleros!
'Gad! that were a pretty business!—
Be they who they may, 'tis better
That I hide me here a little.
Here they come; they reach, they enter,
Ere I've scarcely time to fix me.


[He conceals himself.

Enter Lisardo and Eusebio.

Lisardo:
Let us then proceed no farther,
Since this thorny-tangled thicket,
Screen'd and sever'd from the highway,
For my object is well fitted.
Draw then, draw your sword, Eusebio,
As I mine, for thus succinctly
Do I challenge men like you
To the combat.

Eusebio:

Though sufficient
Cause have I in having come
To the field here, yet my wishes
Are to know what thus has moved you.
Say, Lisardo, say what hidden
Charge against me have you?

Lisardo:

I
Have so many, that to hint them
Would my tongue want words, my reason
Utterance, and all patience quit me.
I , Eusebio, would in silence,
Nay, in dark oblivion sink them,
Since an insult when repeated
Is a second time committed.
Do you recognize these papers?

Eusebio:
Throw them down, and I will lift them
From the ground.

Lisardo:

They're there then, take them:—
Why thus tremble?  Why thus shiver?

Eusebio:
Woe unto the man! a thousand
Woes to him, who hath committed
His heart's secrets to a letter!
'Tis a random stone, a missle,
Which the hand that flings it knoweth,
But is ignorant whom it hitteth.

Lisardo:
Have you scrutinised them fully?

Eusebio:
That these letters were all written
By my hand, I must acknowledge.

Lisardo:
Well, Siena is my birth-place,
And my sire Lisardo Curcio.
The unsparing, the unstinted
Habits of my father wasted
Soon the wealth to him transmitted
By more prudent predecessors;
Ignorant how much he sinneth,
Who by wild and wasteful outlay
Maketh paupers of his children.
But although necessity
May a noble name disfigure,
It exempts not from their duties
Those whose birth is burthen'd with them.
Julia then . . . . (ah me! Heaven knows
How to name her name afflicts me!)
Knew not rightly to observe them,
Or not knowing them could omit them.
But still Julia (would to God
That she were not!) is my sister,
And you know, when wooing women
Of her rank, 'tis not permitted
To indite persuasive flatteries,
To address love-laden billets,
To send messages in secret,
And hire go-betweens to bring them.
I for this don't wholly blame you,
Since I will confess, in this way
Would I act too, if a lady
Leave to woo her would but give me;
But I blame you, from the fact of
Being my friend, and so, from this, see
How through you the fault is doubled,
That by her has been committed.
If my sister pleased your fancy
As a wife (I cannot bring me
To believe it possible,
That you ever hoped to win her
Otherwise, or even as this;
Since, as God lives! I would wish her,
Ere with you I saw her married,
Dead, although my own hands kill'd her):
In a word, if you selected
Her to be your wife, 'twere fittest
That, before herself, my father
Were acquainted with your wishes.
That were the correct proceeding.
Then my father would consider
If 'twere right to give her to you,
And I think he would not give her;
For a gentleman grown poor,
When a case like this arises,
If he finds he cannot equal
Fortune with his rank's requirements,
Lest through an unmarried daughter
On his blood should fall defilement,
Seeks the safeguard of a convent;
Such a crime is want of riches.
This fate now so soon awaiteth
Upon Julia, on my sister,
That she must the veil to-morrow
Take, though force control her wishes!
And because it were not right
That a novice should have with her
Proofs of such a foolish passion,
And of a desire so silly,
I return them to your hands,
With a blind resolve and fixèd,
To destroy not only them,
But the very hand that writ them.
Draw then, draw your sword, for now
Either of us twain must die here;
You, that you may cease your service,
I, that service not to witness.

Eusebio:
Sheathe your sword awhile, Lisardo,
And since I have deign'd to listen
With such phlegm to my dispraises,
Hear the answer that I give them:—
And although my life's strange story
May seem long, and the recital
Out of reasonable patience
Weary you, we standing pitted
Breast to breast thus for the combat,
In which one of us must die here,
And lest Heaven perchance permitteth
Me to be the hapless victim,
Hear the wonders most astounding,
Hear the marvels most surprising,
Which 'twere wrong my death should hide here
In its everlasting silence.
Who my father was I know not;
But I know this, I, an infant,
Had a cross's foot for cradle,
And a hard stone for my first bed.
Strange my birth, and strange the story
Which the shepherds oft recited,
Who had found me thus abandon'd
In a gorge of these wild hills here.
For three days, they said, they heard me
Crying, but to reach the cliffs where
I was placed they could not venture,
Through the terror of the wild beasts,
One of whom nor hurt nor touch'd me;
Who can doubt through certain instincts
Of respect unto the Cross
Which in my defence stood nigh me?
There by accident, a shepherd,
Seeking a lost lamb, descried me
In the wildness of the mountain,
And who brought me to the village
Of Eusebio, who had cause then
Doubtless to be dwelling in it.
Him he told of my prodigious
Birth, and pitying Heaven assisted
By its own, to wake his pity.
Finally he bade them bring me
To his house, and as his son
To be rear'd, and cared, and christen'd.
Thus, Eusebio of the Cross
Am I call'd; a name that mingles
His with that one which to me
Was my guide first, and my first friend.
Arms I took to as a passion,
As a passtime books enticed me.
Then Eusebio died, and left me
The sole heir of all his riches.
If my birth was so prodigious,
Nothing less so was my life's star,—
Now a threat'ning foe to fright me,
Now a pitying friend to guide me.
Still a tender infant, lying
In my nurse's arms, my wicked
Nature, which was wholly savage,
Gave a sample of its wildness;
Since but with my gums, their weakness
By a demon's power assisted,
I cut through the tender bosom
Out from which my sweet food trickled:—
She, made desperate by the anguish,
And by sudden anger blinded,
Down into a deep well threw me,
Unperceived by any witness.
Thence my laugh being heard, they ventured
To the bottom, and the finders
Said they found me on the water,
And that with my little fingers
I a natural Cross had fashion'd,
And had placed it on my lips there.
On a certain day when fire had
Seized our dwelling, and the wild flame
Barr'd all entrance or all exit
From the outside or the inner,
I among the flames was able
To pass free, untouch'd, uninjured;
And 'twas thought of then, while wonder
At the fire's forbearance fill'd them,
That it was the Day of the Cross!
Scarce three lustres had I circled,
When by sea to Rome I journey'd;
And a wild storm having risen,
Drove my hapless bark with fury
On a sharp rock lying hidden;
And the open bulwarks parting,
Soon the vessel broke in splinters;—
I, a passing plank embracing,
Safely to the shore was drifted!
And this plank, I found, was fashion'd
Like a Cross.  Among the ridges
Of these mountains once I travell'd
With a friend, and in the middle
Of the path where two roads parted
Was a rustic Cross uplifted;
To recite a prayer before it
While I stay'd behind a little,
My companion still went forward;
And when using double quickness
To o'ertake him, dead I found him,
By the red hands of banditti
Foully murder'd.  I one day
Mix'd up in a feud, was smitten
By the sharp stroke of a dagger,
So that down I fell resistless
On the ground, and when all round me
Reckon'd that my wound admitted
Of no help, they could but only
Find a slight mark of the fierce steel
On a Cross I wore suspended
From my neck, and which was dinted
Thus in my defence.  When hunting
Once amid the roughest district
Of this mountain, heaven had cover'd
Itself o'er with black clouds thickly,
And in thunder-claps proclaiming
'Gainst the world a war terrific,
Shot its bullets in the hail-stones,
In the rain its lances tilted.
We all flying from the cloud-gusts,
Shelter sought beneath the thick leaves,
Where, like tents of an encampment,
Arch'd the thickets dark and prickly;
When a bolt, that on the swift wind
Like a vaporous comet glitter'd,
Into ashes burn'd the two
Who were standing close beside me!
Blind, distracted, in confusion
Round I turn'd to see what hid me,
And I then perceived a Cross,—
It the same, in my opinion,
Which stood o'er me on my birth-day,
And of which I bear the impress
On my breast; since Heaven hath mark'd me
With that symbol's mystic image,
Thus to publish the effects
Of a cause that yet lies hidden.
Thus though ignorant who I am,
Such a spirit doth incite me,
Such an impluse animates me,
Such a glow of courage fires me,
That I feel I'm not unworthy
To love Julia, and to win her;
Since nobility is equal
Whether self-born or transmitted.
This I am, and though the reason
I well know, and though sufficient
Satisfaction I could make you
For your wrong, such passion blinds me,
Seeing that you have adress'd me
In a way so cold and slighting,
That I'll neither make excuses,
Nor admit the quarrel right here;
And since my desire of being
Married to her you would hinder,
Though her father's house should guard her,
Though a convent's walls may hide her,
Neither shall ensure her safety;
She, too good to be permitted
To become my wife, shall serve me
As a mistress:— thus desireth
The despair of my affection,
Thus my patience now extinguish'd,
To chastise your proud despisal,
And my honour's stain outwipe here.

Lisardo:
When the sword can speak, Eusebio,
Let the tongue at least be silent.


[They draw and fight.
Ah! I'm wounded!
[He falls.

Eusebio:

And not dead?

Lisardo:
No! for in these arms surviveth
Strength enough . . . . But woe is me,
'Neath my feet the firm earth sinketh!

Eusebio:
And in life's last gasp thy voice sinks.

Lisardo:
Oh! allow me not unshriven
Here to die!

Eusebio:

Die! miscreant, villain!

Lisardo:
I implore you not to kill me,
By the Cross on which Christ suffered.

Eusebio:
Ah! that solemn word unfits me
For the death-stroke.  Rise, Lisardo,
Since when you through it ask pity,
From my arm the strength departeth,
From my anger flies its rigour.
Rise, then, from the ground.

Lisardo:

I cannot;
For already the red river
Of my life is past all staying,
And I think the soul but lingers
To go forth, because it knows not
Which, 'mid many, is the right door.

Eusebio:
Then entrust thee to my arms,
And take courage; for hard by here
Stands the little hermitage
Of some penitential friars,
Where thou may'st confess, if haply
Thou to reach their doors survivest.

Lisardo:
For the pity thou dost show me,
I my solemn promise give thee,
That if e'er to God's divinest
Presence I shall be admitted,
I shall ask for thee the grace
Likewise not to die unshriven.


[Eusebio carries him out in his arms.

Gil:
Whoe'er saw the like of this?
Charity in faith's a fine thing;
But I'll rather you'd excuse me:—
First to kill him, then to lift him!

Enter Menga, Bras, Tirso, and Toribio.

Toribio:
Was it here you said he waited?

Menga:
Here it was I left him with her.

Tirso:
See him, how he stares and gapes there.

Menga:
What do you gaze at, Gil?

Gil:

Ah, Menga!

Tirso:
What has happen'd to you?

Gil:

Ah, Tirso!

Toribio:
What have you seen? come, tell us quickly.

Gil:
Ah, Toribio!

Bras:

Say, what ails you,
Gil, or wherefore do you sigh so?

Gil:
Ah! friend Bras, ah! all my neighbours,
Ass that I am, I know not why so:
Him he kill'd, and raised and carried
Off, I hav'n't a doubt, to pickle.

Menga:
Who was it kill'd him?

Gil:

How do I know?

Tirso:
Who was kill'd?

Gil:

I know not either.

Toribio:
Who raised him up?

Gil:

How know I who did?

Bras:
Who carried him off?

Gil:

Whoe'er you like then:
But to find out all about it
Come with me.

Tirso:

But where will you bring us?

Gil:
I don't know, but come along
For the two are not far distant.
[Exeunt.

A room in Curcio's house at Siena.

Enter Julia and Arminda.

Julia:
Let me weep, my faithful friend,
Liberty's last hope that leaves me,
Since till death's cold hand relieves me,
Can my sorrow have no end.
Hast thou ne'er, its fount outgrowing,
Seen a gentle streamlet fleeing,
Its smooth peaceful pathway being
The sweet valley of it flowing;
And when all the lovely flowers
Think it scarce has strength to move them,
Lo! the pent-up stream above them
Sweeps their loveliest from the bowers?—
This, whereby the fair flower dies,
Have my pains, my griefs effected:
In my breast they were collected,
And they burst forth from mine eyes.
Let me weep the cruelty
Of a father.

Arminda:

Lady, see . . . .

Julia:
But what happier destiny
Is there, than of grief to die?
Pain that, victor of the strife,
Conquers life is a glorious fate,—
Since the pain cannot be great,
Unto which succumbs not life.

Arminda:
But what new grief is the ground
Of these tears?

Julia:

Arminda mine,
Of Eusebio, every line,
By Lisardo has been found
In my escritoir.

Arminda:

Did hé
Know that they were there conceal'd?

Julia:
This my cruel star reveal'd
Shining balefully on mé;
I (ah me!) because he grew,
Plainly, hourly, more dejected,
Thought indeed that he suspected,
But I did not think he knew.
Thus he came, his hair was tost,
Pale his cheek, his eye betray'd
Peace and wrath, he said he play'd
Deep and long, that he had lost;
Luck was bad, and, to retrieve it,
Ask'd me for some trinkets' loan,
Which to give I would have flown
Had he waited to receive it;
But he, with an angry air,
Seized the key, unlock'd the drawer,
And within the escritoir
Found Eusebio's letters there.
Coldly eyeing me, he straight
Lock'd the drawer, said naught, withdrew
(God!) to seek my sire, the two,
(Oh! who doubts that the debate
Turn'd up on my death?) discourse
Held there long within his room,
Then came forth, and through the gloom
To the convent bent their course,
As Octavio has told me.
If then what was there projected
By my father is effected,
Justly you in tears behold me;
For if thus he seeks to try
From Eusebio's love to free me,
Ere a nun he lives to see me,
By my own hands shall I die.

Eusebio enters unseen.

Eusebio:
[Aside.
No one ever dared before,
Desperate though his case might be,
Thus to fly for sanctuary
To the injured party's door;
But my urgent fate compels me,
Ere Lisardo's death be known,
Ere fair Julia's love be grown
Into hate and she repels me,
Quickly to anticipate
Rapid rumour's dread revealings,
And by both our mutual feelings
Urge her to embrace my fate,
And to fly with me this hour:—
Then, although his death must pain her,
She will feel she must restrain her,
Seeing that she's in my power:—


[He advances.
Beauteous Julia!

Julia:

Can it be
Thou art in this house?

Eusebio:

To prove
My misfortune and thy love,
I have run this risk for thee.

Julia:
Oh! why hast thou ventured here,
Such a wild attempt to try?

Eusebio:
I am not afraid to die.

Julia:
What's thy object?— O my fear!

Eusebio:
Julia, I have grown ambitious
That this happy day at length
Should my love give newer strength,
New glory to my wishes.
I have learn'd how much offended
Is you father by my suit,
That to him has come the bruit
Of our love, that 'tis intended,
Ere shall come to-morrow's e'en,
Thou a state of life must take,
Which, he thinks, my bliss will make
Vain as all my hopes have been.
If with favour thou hast preferr'd me,
Come then with me:  since 'tis plain
Thou canst never make resistance
To thy father's strong persistence,
Leave thy house; thy strength will gain
Thousand aids when thou art hence;
When thou'rt in my power 'twill be
Best to yield to fate's decree,
And to pardon the offence.
Villas have I to rise o'er thee,
Vassals have I to defend thee,
Wealth and all its aids to tend thee,
And a true heart to adore thee.
Wouldst thou stay this life nigh fled,
Dost thou worth a true love deem me,
Dare this step, or thou wilt see me 
Slain by grief, here lying dead.

Julia:
Oh! Eusebio, hear . . . .

Arminda:

My master
Comes, señora.

Julia:

Woe is me!

Eusebio:
Oh! with what persistency
Fortune dogs me with disaster!

Julia:
Can he not go forth?

Arminda:

'Tis vain
To attempt it; 'tis too late,
For he's calling at the gate.

Julia:
Dread mischance!

Eusebio:

Terrific pain!
What remains?

Julia:

Concealment solely.

Eusebio:
Where?

Julia:

Within this chamber here.

Arminda:
Quick! his steps are drawing near.



[Eusebio conceals himself.

Enter Curcio.

Curcio:
Daughter, if for that most holy
State thou long'st for, that calm goal
Which now crowns thy expectation,
Thou, as my best gratulations,
Yield'st not up thy heart and soul,
Then my zeal will be derided,
By thy ingrate heart eluded.
Everything has been concluded,
I have everything provided;
There's but one thing to await,
In a rich robe to be clothèd
As Christ's vestal bride betrothèd;
See now, what a happy fate!
All the friends thy feast invites
Will be envious of thy mating,
Since they'll see thee celebrating
These divinest marriage rites.
What then say'st thou?

Julia:
[Aside.

Woe the day!

Eusebio:
[Aside.
Here I'll give myself my death
If the fatal "Yes" she saith.

Julia:
(Ah! I know not what to say!)
[Aside.
Though a sire's authority
So endow'd, so richly rife,
Hath dominion over life,
It hath none o'er liberty.
Wer't not right that I should know
Earlier what thou tell'st me now?
Wer't not proper, too, that thou
Knew my wishes likewise?

Curcio:

No;
For my will alone should be
Ever sacred in thy sight,
Be the matter wrong or right.

Julia:
Sir, the only liberty
That a child has is to choose
In the world its fitting state;
This no law or impious fate
E'er should hinder or refuse.
Let me think awhile, nor fear
For this pause to be petition'd,
For a moment's insufficient
To decide a life's career.

Curcio:
'Tis enough that I've decided,
And have given the "Yes" for thee.

Julia:
Since my life thou liv'st for me,
Take the state, too, thou'st provided.

Curcio:
Silence, rebel! silence, fool!
Lest around thy neck I twine
Lasso-like those locks of thine,
Or permit my hands to pull
Out thy tongue, that like a knife
Cuts me to the heart to hear.

Julia:
'Tis the freedom I hold dear
I defend, but not the life:—
Finish its unhappy course,
And thy grief conclude thereby,
Since 'twere sinful to deny
That to thee who art its source;
What I wish to have respected
Is my freedom — Heaven's sole gift.

Curcio:
Now assurance doth uplift
Doubt from that I've long suspected,
That my wife, your mother rather,
Stain'd my life's else spotless mirror,
Since to day thy obstinate error
Wounds the honour of a father,
Who hath not the sun for equal,
In its light and loveliness,
For blood, birth, and nobleness.

Julia:
Ere I speak, I wait the sequel,
As thy meaning is not clear.

Curcio:
Wait without, Arminda, go!


[Exit Arminda.
Seeing that my bitter woe,
Which I've held so many a year
Hidden, from its centre flies,
And my passion render'd bold,
Makes thee by the tongue be told
What's been told thee by the eyes.
This proud seigniory Siena,
To my blood to add new honour,
Sent me once to pay obedience,
In its name, unto the Pontiff,
The third Urban; and thy mother,
Who, reputed and acknowledged
As a saint, was through Siena
Thought the universal model,
The bright copy and exemplar,
Of all matrons, of the Roman,
And even of our own:  (I know not
How my tongue can dare to wrong her,
But alas! the satisfaction
That seems fair deceives too often!)
She remain'd behind; I tarried
Eight months at the sacred college
With the embassy, at that time
The idea being in progress
'Bout the giving of Siena
To the Pontiff, which same project
May God settle as beseems him!
For 'tis here of slight importance.
On returning home, I found her . . . .
(Here the breath doth fail my body,
Here my tongue grows mute in silence,
Here my frighten'd courage falters,)
Found her . . . (hence, O coward fear!)
In her pregnancy so forward,
That for her unhappy burden
She her nine months had accomplish'd;
She already had forewarn'd me,
In false lines of seeming fondness,
Of this great misfortune, saying,
When I left her, that the prospect
Seem'd most likely:  and so patent
Thought I then was my dishonour,
That, deep brooding on my insult,
I imagined my misfortune:
That 'twas real I assert not,
Since what man whose blood is noble
Waits for proof, when 'tis sufficient
To imagine it as proven?
What imports it that a noble
Is unhappy (oh! despotic
Law of honour! oh! stern edict
Of the world!) when want of knowledge
Exculpates him?  Lying, lying
Laws are they, because the mortal
Should be blamed not for the issues
Who the cause hath not forboded.
What law proves the innocent guilty?
Blameless, what opinion wrongs them?
Lying laws once more:  for then 'twere
Not dishonour but misfortune.
Is it right, by the laws of honour,
That an equal infamy follows
Him, the Argus who doth guard it,
And the Mercury who robs it?
I, involved in such dark fancies,
I, in such a maze involvèd,
Found no solace at the table,
No repose upon the soft bed.
And I grew so discontented
With myself soon, that my cold heart
Came to treat me as a stranger,
And my soul as not its owner.
And though many a time I reason'd
With myself, and well-nigh proved her
Innocent, I still was haunted
With the fear she might have wrong'd me.
And though thus will full assurance
She was chaste, I yet resolvèd
To avenge not her offences
But the dark thoughts that engross'd me.
And more secretly and safely
That this should be done, I order'd
A fictitious hunt, for fictions
Are the jealous man's sole comfort.
We departed to the mountain,
And while all our friends disported
In the joyous recreation,
I, with words of amorous fondness,
(Ah! how easily by falsehood
Can such treacheries be spoken!
Ah! how easily be trusted
By the fond heart of a lover!)
Led thy mother, led Rosmira,
By a path, that, through the copses
Winding, from the roadway brought us
To a lone and distant corner
Of the mountain, to whose entrance
Scarce the sun reveal'd a portal,
It was so completely hidden
By the rustic running over,
Not to say the amorous twining
Of leaves, trees, and thorns, and roses.
Here, then, here, where human footstep
Scarce was planted till that moment,
We two only . . . .

Enter Arminda.

Arminda:

If the firmness
Which to noble breasts belongeth,
If, sir, the dear-bought experience
Which has given thee honour'd hoar hairs,
In the presence of this sorrow
Fail thee not nor fly thee wholly,
It will be the test and trial
Of thy strength of mind.

Curcio:

What object
Forces thee to interrupt me
Thus unsummon'd?

Arminda:

Sir. . . .

Curcio:

Say shortly
What it is, for doubt is worse still.

Julia:
Speak! Why pause thus?  what doth stop thee?

Arminda:
That I may not be the voice
Of my pain, and thy misfortune.

Curcio:
Be not thou afraid to tell
What I fear not to have told me.

Arminda:
Sir, oh! sir, thy son Lisardo . . . .

Eusebio:

[At the side.
This remain'd to overthrow me!

Arminda:
Bathèd in his blood, and lying
On a litter stretch'd, is borne here
By four rustic shepherd swains,
Dead (O God!) from cuts and sword-stabs;
But already he is here:—
Look not on him.

Curcio:

Heavens! what torments
Numberless for one poor wretch here!
Woe is me!—

Enter Gil, Menga, Bras, Toribio, and others, bearing the bier, upon which is the body of Lisardo.

Julia:

Unpitying monster,
Who art thou whose wrath is written
Blood-red on this breast?  What horrid
Hand is bathèd in my heart's blood?
Anger'd by his innocence only?
Woe is me!

Arminda:

Reflect, señora . . . .

Bras:
Come not nearer!

Curcio:

Hence! nor stop me.

Tirso:
Do hold back, sir.

Curcio:

Friends, my heart
Leaves me powerless to withhold me.

Let me behold this corse, so coldly lying,
The sad deposit now of frozen veins—
Ruin of time, dead fruit of fate undying,
The fatal theatre of all my pains.
What tyrant wrath, a demon's wrath outvying,
Raised, O my son, upon these crimson'd plains,
This tragic pile, o'er which in sorrow bow'd
My white hairs streaming serve thee as a shroud?

Tell me, my friends, what hand to mercy steel'd
Slew this dear son, in whom my life's blood lay?

Menga:
Gil, who was present, 'mong some trees conceal'd,
Saw him fall wounded in a desperate fray.

Curcio:
Say, who was he who sent him unanneal'd
Before his God, and snatch'd from me to-day
My life's best life?

Gil:
But this alone I know,
He call'd himself, I think, Eusebio.

Curcio:
Eusebio! thus my honour and my life
He robs relentless in his sateless mood!


[To Julia.
Excuse him, prithee, thou his would-be wife;
Say the chaste eagerness with which he wooed
Caused the slight error that produced this strife,
He wanted ink, and so he wrote in blood!

Julia:
Oh! sir . . . .

Curcio:

Reply not in thy usual way;
Hear my commands and study to obey.

Prepare to-day to seek the cloister's gloom,
Or else prepare in beauteous death to lie
With young Lisardo in his early tomb:
At one sad moment both my children die;
Both share the same and yet a different doom;
Both leave me lone, and yet how differently,—
One lives in memory, though his soul has fled,
And one, though living, seems to me as dead.

Here, by thy brother's bloody bier, think o'er
The choice I give thee; think what thou hast done;
Look on these tears and on that innocent gore,—
A sire dishonour'd and a murder'd son!
Thou canst not fly, for I shall lock this door.
Here I shall leave thee by this couch alone;
Look on this pallid form that here doth lie,
And learn from it the way that thou shalt die.

Exeunt all but Julia, who stands in the middle of the stage, between the dead body of Lisardo and Eusebio, who comes forth from his place of concealment.

Julia:
I attempt a thousand times,
Dread Eusebio, to address thee,
And a thousand times my breath
Fails me, and my tongue is fetter'd.
Ah! I know not, know not how
To address thee, since together
Pious anger steels my heart,
And unnatural pity melts me.
I would wish to close mine eyes
To this innocent blood here present,
Which, in asking vengeance, sheds
Purple pinks o'er all this death-bed:
And I would find some excuse
In the tears I see thou sheddest:
Since but tears and eyes alone
Are the mouths that lie not ever.
Thus on one hand here is love,
And on the other is resentment,
And I would at one time wish
Both to punish and defend thee;
And amid the wild confusion
Of the passionate thoughts that press me,
Now with clemency contend,
Now to sterner duty nerve me.
Is it in this way, Eusebio,
Thou wouldst show thy wish to serve me?
Is it in this way thou giv'st me
Cruelties and not caresses?
When resolved, my marriage day
I awaited, wouldst thou let me,
'Stead of peaceful bridal feasts,
Celebrate but sad interments?
When I was, to make thee happy,
To my father disobedient,
Wouldst thou give me mourning robes
In the place of gala dresses?
When at risk of life I made it
Possible perchance to wed thee,
Is it not a bride-bed, (heavens!)
But a tomb thou wouldst present me?
When I offer thee my hand,
Scorning all the fears suggested
By my honour, thine deep-dyed
In my blood thou wouldst extend me!
In thine arms what bliss were mine,
If to reach them I beheld me
Giving life unto our love,
Struggling with death's hand that led me?
What would say the world of me,
Knowing that I kept for ever,
If not present, the deep wrong,
The wrong-doer ever present?
Since if in forgetfulness
I would hide it, but to see thee
In my arms alone would be
A dread memory and remembrance.
I then, I, though I adore thee,
Will love's joys so sweet and tender
Change to anger, sternly calling
For revenge; since wouldst thou, tell me,
Have a soul live on and be
To such different moods subjected,
As to hope the chastisement
And yet wish it not effected?
'Tis enough that I forgive thee,
Since I loved thee:  but hope never
In your life-time to speak with me,
Or to see me.  Look, this trellis,
Opening on the garden, gives thee
A free exit:  fly the peril,
That when back returns my father,
Here he find thee not.  In mercy
Go, Eusebio, and no thought have
More of me; to-day for ever
Hast thou lost me.  Since, to lose me,
Thus for ever thou preferrest.
Go, then, go, and live so happy,
So serenely be possessor
Of life's blessing, as to pay not
Sorrow's toll for being blessed.
I shall make my narrow cell
As a life-long prison serve me,
If not as a grave; my father
So desiring to inter me:
There I'll weep o'er the misfortunes
Of a hard fate so inclement,
Of a fortune so ungenial,
Of a liking so excessive,
Of a star so unpropitious,
Of a planet so averted,
Of a life's love so unhappy,
Of a hand whose treacherous sternness
Takes away my life indeed;
Yet my death doth not present me,
Since I must amid such sorrows
Live for ever, die for ever.

Eusebio:
If by chance thy hands
Can more cruelly avenge thee
Than already have thy words,
At thy feet, see, I surrender.
Here my crime has led me captive,
Love for thee is my strong cell here,
Mine own failings are my chains,
Bonds at which the scared soul trembles;
The stern headsman is my thought:
If the judges are presented
By thine eyes, my doom must be
Death, if they pronounce the sentence.
But then Fame, my fate proclaiming,
Will declare, "This man met death here
For his love"— because in loving
Thee alone have I offended.
I attempt not to excuse me,—
Vain, it seems, would such attempt be,
For so great a fault:  I only
Wish thou'dst kill me, and avenge thee.
Take this dagger, and with it
Pierce a bosom that offends thee,
Break a fond heart that adores thee,
And in mine thine own blood shed here.
If to kill me thou declinest,
That thy father for his vengeance
May return, I'll say I'm hid here
In thy chamber.

Julia:

Oh! arrest thee!
Stay! and as the last request
I may make of thee for ever,
Grant the favour that I ask thee.

Eusebio:
I conceed it.

Julia:

Flee, oh! flee hence,
Where thou may'st preserve thy life:
Thou hast property and people
Who for thy defence are able.

Eusebio:
It were better that I stay'd here
Without it:  for if I live,
From adoring thee I never
Can desist; nor shalt thou be
Safe, although a convent's shelter
Seem to guard thee.

Julia:

Guard thou thee;
I shall know how to defend me.

Eusebio:
Once more shall I see thee?

Julia:

No.

Eusebio:
No resource?

Julia:

Do not expect it.

Eusebio:
Am I then detested so?

Julia:
I have reason to detest thee.

Eusebio:
Wilt forget me?

Julia:

I don't know.

Eusebio:
Shall I see thee?

Julia:

Never, never.

Eusebio:
What then of our fond love past?—

Julia:
What then of this red blood present?—
Lo! the door! Eusebio, fly!

Eusebio:
I shall go, but through obedience:—
Oh! to see thee never more!

Julia:
Oh! that thou no more must see me!

A noise is heard outside; they go out at opposite doors, and servants enter and remove the body.

ACT II

The Mountain.  A rude Cross at one side, with several others in the distance.

A shot is heard within:  enter Ricardo, Celio, and Eusebio, dressed as bandits, and armed with arquebuses.

Ricardo:
That ball of wingèd lead
Pass’d through his breast.

Celio:

And made a wound so red,
That the sad tale o’er all the tender moss
Is writ in blood.

Eusebio:

Put over him a cross,
And God be merciful to his soul.

Ricardo:

Right notions,
Thieves though we be, we’ve got of our devotions.


[Exeunt Ricardo and Celio.

Eusebio:
Since then by fate’s command
I now am captain of a robber-band,
Be my offences from this day
Great as my griefs, and infinite as they.
Treating Lisardo’s death as if it were
By treachery caused and not in duel fair,
My country so pursued me with its hate,
So great its fury, and my wrath so great,
I was compell’d, a barbarous murderer grown,
Full many a life to take to save my own.
My property they sequestrated,
My villas all they confiscated,—
Their rigour so incresed, that they
My very means of sustenance took away;
Therefore no traveller more
Shall pass the mountain’s boundary before
Money and life he yield me on the spot.

Enter Ricardo and bandits leading in Alberto.

Ricardo:
Going to see the place where he was shot,—
Oh!  listen, captain, nothing has come near it
For downright wonder.

Eusebio:

Then I wish to hear it.

Ricardo:
I found the bullet press’d
Against this book he carried in his breast;
The book unpierced, his breast without a wound,
For the scared traveller had only swoon’d;—
Here see him safe and sound once more.

Eusebio:
Terror and wonder thrill me to the core!—
Who art thou, venerable sage,
Whom Heaven hath made the wonder of the age,
Working for thee a miracle so great?

Alberto:
I am, O captain, the most fortunate
Of all mankind, although in worth the least,
Since I have merited to be a priest.
For four-and-forty years I read with care
Sacred theology from Bologna’s chair.
His Holiness, for all the years thus spent,
Gave me the Bishopric of Trent,
Rewarding thus my studious zeal long shown;
But I afraid, from conscious qualms,
To account for others’ souls that scarce can save mine own,
Fled its laurels, fled it palms,
And the world’s deceits rejecting,
Sought securer peace, selecting
These remote and lonely dells,
Where nought but naked truth austerely dwells.
I was going to Rome, with hope
Of obtaining licence from the Pope
To found, O captain, ‘mid these heights,
A holy order of lone eremites,
When thy rage so desperate
Sever’d my thread of life, and changed my fate.

Eusebio:
Tell me, what book is this?

Alberto:

It is the fruit
Which many a year’s hard study in pursuit
Of truth has given me.

Eusebio:

What does it contain?

Alberto:
It treats of the true history
Of that divine and holy tree
On which by yielding up his mighty breath
Christ died, and, dying, triumph’d over death.
The book is call’d by the appropriate name,
“The Miracles of the Cross.”

Eusebio:

How well the flame
Of the fierce bullet knew what to obey,
When, soft as wax, the stubborn lead gave way!
Oh! would to God! that ere my hand’s wild rage
Had dared to do a deed so dire,
As to deface this spotless page
By that rude shot, ‘twere burn’d in its own fire!
Keep thou thy money, life, and dress,
This book alone is all I would possess:
Do you, my comrades, guide him on his way
Till you can set him free.

Alberto:

And I shall pray,
Each step I take, that God may thee inspire
To know thy sinful life.

Eusebio:

Dost thou desire
My welfare?  Then ask God that I may not
Without confession die.

Alberto:

I promise thee
Thy helper in that pious wish to be;
Yes, I pledge to thee my word,
(So much thy clemency my heart hath stirr’d,)
That in whatever place thou wilt address me,
In my desert I shall own thy claim,
And hasten to confess thee:
I am a priest, Alberto is my name.

Eusebio:
Thy word dost give me?

Alberto:

Let my hand repeat
The promise thus.

Eusebio:

Once more I kiss thy feet.

Alberto is led out by Ricardo and the other bandits.

Enter Chillindrina.

Chillindrina:
Up this wild mountain’s steep acclivity
I’ve roam’d through every part to speak with thee.

Eusebio:
What brings thee, friend?

Chillindrina:

Two bits of evil news.

Eusebio:
Terror and grief my feelings interfuse:
What are they?

Chillindrina:

The first is,
(I would that I had not to tell thee this,)
Unto Lisardo’s father by the state
Is given . . . .

Eusebio:

Conclude, the whole result I wait.

Chillindrina:
Commission or to seize thee or to slay thee.

Eusebio:
Thy second news I fear
More than the first; because, on stretch to hear,
My troubled soul flies to my trembling heart
Confused, disturbed, divining that thou art
The bearer of bad tidings of worse pain:
What then has happen’d?

Chillindrina:

Julia . . . .

Eusebio:

Not in vain
My boding sorrows whisper’d from within,—
If thou hast evil news, with Julia thou’lt begin:
Saidst thou not Julia? more thou need’st not add,
For that is quite enough to make me sad.
Accursèd be the baneful star above her
That forces me to love her!
Julia in fine . . . . proceed.

Chillindrina:

Is by her friends
Placed in a convent.

Eusebio:

My endurance ends!
Oh! that Heaven should have decreed
Its vengeful bolts to launch at me so fast!
My lost desires—
My hopes all past—
And now the heaven she leaves me for requires
I should be jealous even of heaven at last.
But so bold am I, so changed my mien,
Who in murder can disport me,
Who by robbing can support me,
Worse I cannot be than I have been.
Let then the daring deed be wrought,
In fact, since I have dared it in my thought:
Call Celio and Ricardo.  (Ah! love leads me to my bier!)

Chillindrina:
I go to call them.
[Exit.

Eusebio:

Go, and say I wait them here.—
I shall scale the convent that doth hold her,
No fear shall fright me, till these arms enfold her;
Since to see me master of her charms
Tyrant love’s tumultuous course
Forces me to trust to force;
To fill her cloister with alarms,
To violate a consecrated place,
Since desperate have I grown and lost to every grace;
Though if love that brings me to it
Were not enough to make this deed be done,
I for this alone would do it,
That all possible crimes I might commit in one.

Enter Gil and Menga.

Menga:
But if we should meet him here!
Born to all bad luck am I!

Gil:
Don’t you see that I am by,
Menga mine?  So do not fear
This bold captain of banditti,
This cantankerous curmudgeon,
While I carry sling and bludgeon.

Menga:
Ah! I fear, and more’s the pity,
Lest, like Silvia, such another
Trick in my case should be play’d,
Who to the mountain came a maid,
And went out of the mount a mother;
‘Tis no trifling risk to run.

Gil:
Mine will be the danger rather
To come out, perchance, a father,
Having gone in but a son.


[They perceive Eusebio.

Menga:
Ah! sir, you are lost! this spot
Is Eusebio’s haunt, they say.

Gil:
Do not venture, sir, that way.

Eusebio:
[Aside.
It is plain they know me not:
I’ll dissemble in their presence.

Gil:
Would you have the robber slay you?
Stop, sir!

Eusebio:

How can I repay you
For this good advice?  (But peasants
Are they).

[Aside.

Gil:

Just by simply flying
From the rascal.

Menga:

If he catch you,
In a moment he’ll dispatch you,
Though you ne’er, his temper trying,
Wrong’d him, or provoked his slaver
By a word or deed.  When dead
He’ll a cross place at your head,
Thinking he confers a favour.

Enter Ricardo and Celio.

Ricardo:
Here you left him?

Celio:

Here, I say.

Gil:

[To Eusebio.
Quick! don’t wait the robber, go!

Ricardo:
What’s your wish, Eusebio!

Gil:
Eusebio did he call him?

Menga:

Yea.

Eusebio:
That’s my name:  what ails you? pooh!
In a moment why so still?

Menga:
Where’s the sling and bludgeon, Gil?

Gil:
Where’s the devil except in you?

Celio:
Where the peaceful vales expand
At this mountain’s foot, that swelleth
O’er the sea which it expelleth,
I have seen a shepherd band
Coming in a well-arm’d crowd,
Seeking thee, nor long it tarries,
Since ‘tis here:  thus Curcio carries
Out the vengeance he hath vow’d.
Think now what is best to do,
Summon all the troop and try . . . .

Eusebio:
It is best that now we fly,
Since to-night there’s much to do.
Come with me, ye two, whom I
With a confidence so just
Honour and my fame entrust.

Ricardo:
So you may, for we would die
At your side our zeal to show.

Eusebio:
Peasants, know I let you live
But for this, that you may give
A brief message to my foe;
This from me to Curcio speak:—
With the brave bands that attend me
I will for my life defend me;
But that his I do not seek.
And that he hath got no reason
For pursuing me in this way,
Since if I his son did slay
‘Twas not foully or by treason;
Arm’d as he I stood before him,
Vantage none on either side.
True, he fell, but, ere he died,
In these very arms I bore him
Where his sins he might confess,
Act more worthy praise than blame;
But if vengeance be his aim,
I’ll defend me ne’ertheless.


[To the Robbers.
Now that these two may not see
By what road our troop is wending,
Tie them to these boughs here bending;
Let their eyes, too, bandaged be,
That they may not tell aught.

Ricardo:

Try
This good cord, ‘twill do.

Celio:

Make fast them.

Gil:
See me tied like Saint Sebastian!

Menga:
Saint Sebastiana am I.
Tightly as you like, sir, tie,
Only don’t quite crucify me.

Gil:
Ah! sir, listen, do not tie me,
And I’ll swear I will not fly:
Menga, too, will swear pell-mell
All the oaths that you can mention.

Celio:
Now they’re fasten’d.

Eusebio:

My intention
Has been carried out right well.
Now night threatens, and its sooty
Veil draws o’er the face of even.
Julia, spite of hell or heaven,
Soon I shall possess thy beauty.

The Bandits depart, leaving Gil and Menga tied.

Gil:
Who that saw us to this willow
Tied here, Menga, wouldn’t say,
Here’s a pair condemn’d to-day
By the parish Peralvillo?

Menga:
Gil, as I can’t get near you,
You come here, now don’t deny me.

Gil:
Menga, come here and untie me,
And I’ll then untie you too,
In a twinkling.

Menga:

Come you first,
Since you are so hasty, you know.

Gil:
Come, come, anyone, high or low!
Would to God that at the worst
Some gay muleteer loud trolling
A light lilt, some nun her psalms,
Some poor scholar asking alms,
Some foot-traveller slowly strolling,
Would but take this road to-day,
So that help may fail not wholly!—
Oh! my loose tongue and my folly!

A voice within:
It appears to me this way
Voices I can hear, quick! see!

Gil:
At a lucky time, Sir Traveller,
Have you come to be th’unraveller
Of this knotty point for me.

Menga:
If you’re seeking, sir, along
This wild road a rope to tie you,
I’m the one that can supply you.

Gil:
Mine is better and more strong.

Menga:
As a woman, from my pains
I should first deliver’d be.

Gil:
Oh! a fig for courtesy!
Loose me first, sir, from my chains.

Enter Curcio, Octavio, Tirso, Bras, and others.

Tirso:
From this place doth sound again
That same voice.

Gil:

You burn.

Tirso:

How? why?
What’s this, Gil?

Gil:

The devil is sly:—
Loose me first, and I’ll explain
All about it.

Curcio:

What’s this? say.

Gil:
Sure you’re sent, sir, by the skies
A vile traitor to chastise.

Curcio:
Who has tied you in this way?

Gil:
Who? Eusebio: and the scamp
Said . . . . but hang me! if I know
What he said; he left us, though, 
Tied up tight here with the cramp.

Tirso:
Well, don’t cry! ‘twas well to find him
Act so generously, Gil,
Towards you to-day.

Bras:

He meant no ill,
Menga to have left behind him.

Gil:
Ah! I do not shed a tear,
Tirso, for his illiberality.

Tirso:
Why then weep?

Gil:

For the fatality
Of his leaving her with me here.
Anton’s bride when he took away,
Six days long she was out of our sight,
On the seventh she came to light;—
Oh! what a feast we had that day
On the hundred reals she brought in her pocket!

Bras:
Yes, and didn’t Bartolo wed
Cataline, and wasn’t she brought to bed
In six months of a boy, and didn’t he rock it,
Feeling the happiest man alive,
And telling his friends triumphantly, too,
What takes other women nine months to do
Mine is able to do in five?

Tirso:
Honour’s nothing in his sight.

Curcio:
Still am I condemn’d to hear
Of this villain’s vile career?—
Oh! my wretched, wretched plight!

Menga:
Think this monster of seduction
How to capture, how to kill.
Even the women, if you will,
All will arm for his destruction.

Gil:
That we’re on his track is plain,
For these crosses, far projected
O’er the horizon, are erected
O’er the men that he hath slain.

Octavio:
‘Tis the most secluded spot
Of the mountain.

Curcio:
[Aside.

And ‘twas here,
Heavens! I saw with awe and fear
That stupendous wonder wrought
By the power of two magicians—
Innocence and Chastity—
Beauteous guardian powers by me
Wrong’d so oft through vile suspicions
Of one fair as she was pure.

Octavio:
Ah! sir, what new form of pain
Thus disturbs your mind again?

Curcio:
‘Tis a pain no time can cure;
‘Tis a grief that will arise;
‘Tis a pang whose hidden cause,
Though to tell the tongue may pause,
Must be spoken by the eyes.
Lead aside, O friend! the train
Of my followers; in this lonely
Spot, and to the high heavens only,
Of me, to me, would I plain.

Octavio:
Lads, our leader rest allows ye.

Bras:
How allows ye?

Tirso:

What’s that, pray?

Gil:
Don’t you see, as plain as day,
That he says to us, Lads, all louse ye?


[Exeunt all but Curcio.

Curcio:
Doth it happen not in sorrow,
When the heart is full of sadness,
That one seeketh self-communion
Rather than confide in any?
I, afflicted at one moment
By the numerous thoughts that wrack me,
With my sighing and my weeping
Rivalling the air and water,
I, companion of myself,
‘Mid these wilds that no voice gladdens,
Seek to while away my sorrows,
Thinking of the joys departed.
I would have nor birds nor fountains
Witnesses of this self-parley,—
For in fine the fountains murmur,
And the birds have tongues that warble;
I would only be companion’d
By these rough and rustling alders:
For who hears and understands not
Cannot speak of aught that passes.
This wild mountain was the scene
Of a more surprising marvel
Than antiquity relateth,
All through jealousy’s strange annals,
Of an innocent woman’s truth.
Ah! but who can break the shackles
Of suspicions, which to truths
Give the very air of falseness?
Jealousy is the death of love.
No love lives while that plague lasteth,
Nor the lowly is pass’d over,
Nor the lofty left unblasted.
Here then, here, where I am speaking,
I Rosmira led . . . . What marvel
That the thought doth make me shudder,
That the memory makes me falter!
Since there’s not a flower but frights me,
Nor a leaf but makes me startle,
Not a stone I see but shocks me,
Not a tree-trunk but unmans me,
Not a rock but seems to crush me,
Not a mountain but o’erhangs me
Since they all have been spectators
Of so infamous an act here.
I my sword drew, and she showing
Fear nor trouble in her manner,
Since in risks of love and honour
Innocence is ne’er faint-hearted,—
“Hold!” she said, “oh! hold, my husband!
‘Tis not for my life I ask thee,
Take it, if thou so art minded,
Since I can’t refuse to grant thee
That which is thine own already;
What I ask thee for, is rather
To say why I die, then let me
Die, but die in thy embraces.”
I replied, “Within thy body,
Like the viper, thou dost carry
That which is thine own destruction,
Proved enough by that unhappy
Birth of shame that thou awaitest;
But that birth shall never happen,
For in killing thee my vengeance
Seals thine own fate and an angel’s.”
“If by chance, my husband,—
If by any chance,” she answer’d,
“Thou my frailty canst believe in,
It is just that thou shouldst stab me;
But I call this cross to witness,”
(Then, as now, the one here planted),
“This that I embrace, that never
Have I thought to wrong or harm thee
In thine honour, and I trust me
To its saving power to guard me.”
I would then have almost wish’d,
In repentance, to have cast me
At her feet, her innocence
Shining in her eye’s pure glances.
He who treachery meditateth
Well at first should weigh the matter:
For if once it is outspoken,
Though he’d have it countermanded,
From his having own’d a cause,
To the close it must be acted.
I then, not because I thought her
Exculpation less than ample,
But because some palliation
Wish’d I for my guilty madness,
Raised my angry arm, inflicting,
In a wild and furious manner,
Many a death-wound; but I dealt them
Only on the air that parted:—
At the foot of the Cross, for dead,
She remain’d, and I, distracted,
Flying thence, went home, and found her
Lovlier than in golden gladness
When day dawns, and, in its arms
Bearing the infant sun, advances.
For within her arms she held
Julia, image and example
Of all heavenly grace and beauty;
(Oh! what rapture could be balanced
Against mine then!) the birth having
On that very evening happen’d
At the foot of that same Cross.
And for proofs divinely patent,
By whose means would God discover
To the world so great a marvel,
On the new-born baby’s bosom,
Happy to be thus so mark’d there,
Was a Cross of blood and fire
Work’d in a wonderful enamel.
But, alas! what moderated
So much joy was, that an after
Child was left upon the mountain.
Since she, in her painful travail,
Felt she had given birth to two.
And I then . . . .

Enter Octavio.

Octavio:

Along the valley
Winds it devious way a squadron
Of banditti; and, ere darkness
In the night’s sad gloom enfolds it,
It were well, sir, that you hasten’d
Down to seek them, lest you lose them:
For they know the mountain-passes,
And we know them not.

Curcio:

Combined,
Let our people all advance then;
Since no rest can I enjoy
Till my heart’s revenge is granted.
[Exeunt.

Outside a convent at night.

Enter Eusebio, Ricardo, and Celio with a scaling-ladder.

Ricardo:
Silently tread; a little nigher:—
Here fix the ladder with the slings.

Eusebio:
Icarus I’ll be without his wings,
Phaëton without his fire;
I intend to scale the sun,
If then I would have its light
Aid me in my daring flight;
Mount I must till heaven is won,—
Tyrant love, watch over all!—
When I enter, from the grating
Take the ladder, and be waiting
Hereabouts until I call.—
Though proud Phaëton may fall,
Dazzled by the light surprising,
In his ashes agonising,
Still the pain of falling down
Cannot take away the crown,
Or the glory of the rising.

Ricardo:
What delays thee?

Celio:

Say, what here
Can impede thy haughty aim?

Eusebio:
Saw you not a living flame
Flash before my eyes?

Ricardo:

A mere
Phantasy it was of fear.

Eusebio:
I to fear?

Celio:

Then up!

Eusebio:

Although
Lightnings blind me, I shall go:
Through the very flames I’ll enter;
Powerless now as a preventer
Were the infernal fire below.


[He ascends and enters.

Celio:
Now he’s in.

Ricardo:

Some phantasy
On its in-born horror founded—
Of ideal fears compounded,—
Some illusion it must be.

Celio:
Take the ladder down.

Ricardo:

Here we
Must remain till morning’s prime.

Celio:
‘Twas a daring thing to climb,—
Though the hours I’d rather pass
With my own dear village lass,—
Better luck another time!
[Exeunt.

The corridor outside the cell of Julia..

Enter Eusebio.

Eusebio:
All through the convent I have glided
Unperceived by any mortal,
And my path through porch and portal
By my destiny seems guided.
To a thousand cells, divided
By their narrow open doors,
Have I come on the corridors,
And have Julia seen in none.
Whither would ye lead me on,
Hopes that seek but phantom shores?
Oh! what silent horror’s here!
Oh! what darkness here doth dwell!
There’s a light within this cell;
Julia’s in it! Why this fear?
[Draws a


curtain, and Julia is seen asleep.
Does my courage dissappear?
Is’t so slight, that I delay
Now to advance? Why pause? Why stay?
By an impulse to and fro,
Trembling, I a boldness show,
Bold, a coward’s heart betray.
Lovelier in the humbleness
Of this dress she seems to me,
For with women modesty
Is in itself a comeliness.
Her surpassing loveliness,
Which I seek, unawed, uncheck’d,
Moves me with a twin effect;
At one time it doth incite,
By its beauty, appetite,
By its modesty, respect.
Julia!  Julia!

Julia:
[Awakening.

Who doth call me?—
But, O heavens! what’s this I see?
Art thou desire’s dread phantasy?
Art thou a dream that doth enthral me?

Eusebio:
Does my presence so appal thee?

Julia:
Who would not in dread dismay
Fly from thee?

Eusebio:

Ah! Julia, stay!

Julia:
What’s thy wish, fictitious form,
Spectre that no life doth warm,
Sight-born shape, what wouldst thou? say.
Art thou, for my punishment,
The expression of my thought?
Image by illusion wrought?
Phantasy’s embodiment?
Phantom on the cold night sent?

Eusebio:
Thine Eusebio am I, sweet,
Living, lying at thy feet.
For if I thy thought could be,
I for ever were with thee.

Julia:
The delusion, the deceit,
Listening thee, I’m labouring through,
And I think that my pride-pain’d
Honour would prefer the feign’d,
False Eusebio, than the true,
Here, where weeping I renew
Every day a living death.
What’s your wish? I gasp for breath!
What’s your object? Ah! I die!
What’s your aim? an aspen I!
What’s your end? doubt answereth.
Here why have you dared to be?

Eusebio:
‘Tis but love’s insensate daring,
Thy disdain and my despairing,
That have triumph’d over me.
Till I saw thee here, thy free
State my love with fond hopes fed;
But, beholding thee as dead,
Lost to me, the cloister’s law,
This asylum’s sacred awe,
Have I crush’d beneath my tread.
Be the act unjust, or just,
We must bear the blame united.
By two powers am I incited—
Violence and pleasure’s lust.
In the sight of Heaven disgust
My pretensions cannot rouse,
Since at heart thou wert my spouse
Ere thou cam’st this step to take,
And one tongue should never make
Marriage and monastic vows.

Julia:
I deny not the sweet bond
That in happiest unison
Join’d two separate wills in one;
Nay, that, ‘neath love’s magic wand,
I bestow’d on thee the fond,
Sweet name of husband,— I confess
All this is true; but ne’ertheless,
By a holier law invited,
Have I hand and promise plighted
Here to wear Christ’s bridal dress;
I am His:  what wouldst thou?  Go!
Where with fear the world thou fillest,
Where unhappy men thou killest,
Where thou work’st weak women’s woe.
Go! nor hope, Eusebio,
Thy insensate love’s fruition,—
Think with horror and contrition
Of this sacred place, and fly me.

Eusebio:
Ah! the more thou dost deny me,
Greater grows my love’s ambition.
I have scaled the walls, my way
Through the convent led to thee;
Love no more impelleth me—
I some subtler law obey.
Grant my wish, or I shall say,
That I came by thee here bidden;
That thou here hast kept me hidden
In thy cell for many days;
And, since my misfortunes craze
This poor brain, despairing, chidden,
I shall cry out:  Know . . . .

Julia:

Oh, stay!
Hold, Eusebio! . . . (woe is me!)
For the nuns’ steps, audibly,
To the choir approach this way.
Heavens! I know not what to say:—
Close the cell— the entrance bar—
Here remain:  since oft a far
Worse fear doth a less remove.

Eusebio:
Oh! how powerful is my love!

Julia:
Oh! how rigorous is my star!


[Scene closes.

Outside the convent.

Enter Ricardo and Celio.

Ricardo:
‘Tis three o’clock; he tarries late.

Celio:
He for whom the dark night flies
With love’s planet in its skies,
Ne’er the sun’s clear beams need wait.
I’ll be bound, to him it seems
That the sun gets up to-day
Far too soon, his golden way
Thus forestalling.

Ricardo:

Yes, it beams
Ever early for desire,
Ever late when love is blest.

Celio:
Do not think, though, he will rest
In there till the east’s on fire.

Ricardo:
Two hours gone.

Celio:

I would admire,
If he thinks so.

Ricardo:

You are right,
For the hours of his delight
Are the hours of your desire.

Celio:
Do you know, that the suspicion
I have form’d, Ricardo, is
‘Tis the lady’s wish, not his?

Ricardo:
If he had not got permission,
Who is there that thus would dare
Convent walls to scale?

Celio:

Dost hear
Sounds, Ricardo, drawing near?

Ricardo:
Yes.

Celio:

Then place the ladder there.

Julia and Eusebio appear at the window.

Eusebio:
Leave me, woman.

Julia:

How? when I,
By thy fond desirings conquered,
Moved to pity by they sighings,
By the warm entreaties soften’d,
Doubly have displeased the Godhead,
As my God and my espousèd;
Flying from these arms that lock’d thee,
Dost thou without hope disdain me,
And without possession scorn me?
Whither goest thou?

Eusebio:

Woman, leave me,
For I fly those arms that fold me,
Having seen but now within them
Some, I know not what, God’s token;
In each glance a flame is darted,
In each sigh a fire outbloweth,
A volcano every accent,
Lighting every fair tress golden,
In each word my death is mutter’d,
At each fond caress hell opens;
So much fear that Cross hath caused me
Which thy breast reveal’d and show’d me:
Sign prodigious! sacred symbol!
And the heavens allow me nowhere,
Though I so offend, to fail in
Reverence for a sign so holy.
Since if I a witness make it
Of the crimes I dare each moment,
With what shame would I hereafter,
In my hour of need, invoke it?
Stay, then, Julia, in religion;
Ah! indeed I do not scorn thee,
I adore thee more than ever.

Julia:
Oh! Eusebio, hear me! hold thee!

Eusebio:
Here’s the ladder.

Julia:

Oh! remain,
Or else take me with you.

Eusebio:

Hopeless
[He descends.
Is it; no; I leave thee here
With my so long-sigh’d-for glory
Unenjoy’d.  But, heavens! I fall.
[He falls.

Ricardo:
What has happen’d?

Eusebio:

See you nowhere
Red bolts peopling all the night wind?
Do you not behold the gory
Heavens that open to o’erwhelm me?
Where can I be safe, if o’er me
Heaven displays its awful anger?
Thee, O Cross divine, I promise,
And a solemn vow I make thee,
With all strictness of devotement,
Wheresoe’er I see thee standing,
Kneeling on the ground before thee,
To recite then a Hail Mary!


[He arises, and the three go out,


leaving the ladder in its place.

Julia:
[At the window.
In confusion I am lost here.
Was this then, O thou ungrateful!
Thy fix’d purpose? This the whole, then,
Of thy love’s excess? Or is it
Mine own love’s excess absorbs me?
Till you conquer’d me to yield you
All your wish, by threats, by softness,
Now a lover, now a tyrant,
You persisted; but, when wholly
Of your joy and of my sorrow
You could call yourself the owner,
You before the victory fled me;
Who but you e’er fled that conquer’d?
Ah! I die! ye pitying heavens!
Why has Nature’s hand concocted
Poisons, when contempt she nurtures,
Which to kill is far more potent?
It is that that takes my life:
Since, to add unto my torment,
That which shuns me I must seek.
Such effects of love, what mortal
Ever saw?  For when Eusebio
Ask’d me, in all forms of fondness,
Even with tears, I scorn’d him; now
Him I ask, because he scorns me.
Such the nature of us women,
That against what most we covet,
We even would not wish to please
With what would delight our own selves.
No one loves us well who seems
To over-value what he hopeth:
For when we are loved, we scorn,
When we’re scorn’d, our love is strongest.
Me, his want of love moves not,
‘Tis his leaving me that moves me.
Here he fell, then after him
Shall I throw me.  But what holds here?
Is not this the ladder?  Yes.
What a dreadful thought comes o’er me!
Stay, imagination, stay;
Whelm me not, for faith has told me
That, when I consent in thought,
I commit the crime that moment.
Was it not for me Eusebio
Scaled the steep walls of my convent?
Did I not feel pleased to see him
Running so much risk to show me
His regard? Then what doth fright me?
What doth cow me? Why thus ponder?
I will do the same in leaving,
As in entering, he; if so then,
He too will be pleased to see me,
For his sake, like risks encounter.
By consenting, I already
With an equal guilt am loaded;
If the sin has been committed,
Why not with the joy console me?
If I’ve given consent, and God
Flings me from his hand, ‘tis hopeless,
For a crime so great, to expect
Pardon; then why wait? What holds me?


[She descends the ladder.
For the world, for God, for honour,
All respect I find I’ve lost here,
When I turn my hooded eyes
Round upon this darksome prospect;
I’m a demon that has fallen
From this heaven serene and spotless,
Since, all hope being gone, to rise there
No repentant instinct prompts me.
I am out of sanctuary,
And the silent night involves me,
With its darkness, in a net-work
Of intensest fear and horror.
So bereft of light I wander,
That, at every step I totter,
Stray from all things but my sin.
Whither go I? With what object?
I am fearful, in the silent
Throng of horrors that enfold me,
That my hair will stand on end soon,
That my heart’s blood will be frozen.
On the air perturbèd fancy
Phantoms and strange spectres formeth;
And, in sentencing me, sounds
Echo’s voice austere and solemn:
The offence, which was erewhile
That which so my pride embolden’d,
Makes a coward of me now.
I can scarcely move my footsteps,
Scarce can drag my feet, for fear
Hangs its heavey fetters on them.
An oppressive weight appears
To be placed upon my shoulders,
Which doth weigh me down; and I
All with ice am cover’d over.
No! I will not further go,
I will back unto my convent.
Where for this sin I may ask
Pardon, since such faith I foster
In the clemency divine,
That the stars that light heaven yonder,
That the sands upon the shore,
That the atoms of the mote-beams,
All together joined, would be,
I believe, but a faint token
Of the number of the sins
God can pardon.— Steps approach here!
I shall to this side retire
Until they have pass’d and gone hence;
Then I shall ascend unseen.
[Retires.

Enter Ricardo and Celio.

Ricardo:
In Eusebio’s fright, forgotten
Here the ladder has remain’d;
And to take it, I now come here,
Lest at dawn of day they see it
On this wall.

[Exeunt, taking the ladder.


Julia returns to the place


where it stood.

Julia:

They’ve gone:  now softly,
Unperceived I may ascend.
How is this, though?  Is it not here,
In this part of the wall, the ladder
Stood this moment? In this other
Place, I think, then it must be:—
No, nor here ‘tis.  Heavens above me!
How can I ascend without it?
Ah! I now know my misfortune;
In this way you would all entrance
Bar against me, since it shows me
That when I would wish, repentant,
To ascend, the attempt were hopeless.
Since then you have thus denied me
Your soft clemency, the bold deeds
Of a woman’s desparation,
Shall the heavens scare that behold them,
Make the world that sees them tremble,
Fill futurity with wonder,
Strike even sin itself with horror,
And shock hell even to the lowest.

ACT III

A wild forest in the mountain.

Enter Gil, having his dress covered with numerous Crosses, and with a large one on his breast.

Gil:
Through these wilds for wood I stray,
Driven abroad by Menga’s dunning;
So, to go secure, a cunning
Stratagem I’ve plann’d to-day.
This Eusebio is, I hear,
Still to the Cross devout, and so,
Thus all arm’d from top to toe,
Forth I venture without fear:—
Well and good.  He’s there, by Jove!
Looking glum and this way striding,
And there’s not a spot to hide in!
Oh! I cannot breathe or move!
But he sees me not, this thickly
Twisted thorn-bush here may screen me.
Oh! for something soft between me
And these sharp points bare and prickly!
Backwards, frontwards, under, over,
Where I stand the thorns are pricking,
Where I sit the thorns are sticking;
Ah! ‘tis plain I’m not in clover,
Though the grass is thick about me.
Better bear with conscience gnawing,
Better bear a fool’s hee-hawing,
Or a scolding woman flout me.


[Conceals himself.

Enter Eusebio.

Eusebio:
Still my days are dark and dreary,
Still along life’s road I go,
Careless whither, death is slow
Only to the life-aweary.
Julia, O, my hoped-for wife!
When within thy arms I found me,
Then might love have twined around me
Garlands new to deck my life;
But the glory I repell’d,
Fled the untasted joy I sought,
Not through mine own strength methought,
No, some secret force compell’d,
Since my will I could not resign
To that mightier power protecting,
On thy beauteous breast respecting
That same Cross that’s stamp’d on mine.
Then, since Heaven was pleased to send
Thee and me thus sign’d to earth,
Some strange mystery marks our birth
God alone doth comprehend.

Gil:

[Aside.
Ah! I’m prick’d in every joint;
More I can’t endure!

Eusebio:

Quite near
Sounds a voice:— Who’s there?

Gil:

I’m here,
Quite made up on every point.

Eusebio:
[Aside.
Ah! a man to a tree is bound,
On his breast’s a Cross, I now
Must fulfil my solemn now,
Humbly kneeling on the ground.
[Kneels.

Gil:
Who, sir, do you kneel before?
Do you mean to deify me?
If you adore me, why do you tie me?
If you tie me, why adore?

Eusebio:
Say, who are you?

Gil:

Not know Gil?
Since the time you left me tied here
With the message, I have cried here
Without stint, out loud and shrill,
That some kind hand from this cord
Would release me.  (What a case!)

Eusebio:
But then this is not the place
That I left you in.

Gil:

My lord,
That is true; but when ‘twas clear
None would come, it seem’d to me
Best, thus tied, from tree to tree
On to glide, till I came here.
That’s the simple explanation
Of so strange a circumstance.

Eusebio:
[Aside.
Through this simpleton perchance
I may get some information
Of my loss.— Gil, I was quite
Taken with your worth when we
Last time met, so let us be
Friends henceforth.

Gil:

You say quite right;—
And I’d wish, since friendship’s tether
Binds us so, to go not near
My old cabin, but stay here
Bundoleering all together.
‘Tis a pleasant life, they say,
Not a stroke of work or bother
From one year’s end to the other.

Eusebio:
Then with me you here may stay.


Enter Ricardo and the other brigands, leading Julia, dressed in man’s clothes, and having her face covered.

Ricardo:
On the road that ‘neath heaven’s cope
O’er this rugged mountain rises,
We to-day have made some prizes
Of such value that I hope
They may please you.

Eusebio:

Right, we’ll see
Soon to that, but now behold
A new comrade, just enroll’d
In our gallant troop.

Ricardo:

Who’s he?

Gil:
Don’t you see me?  Gil.

Eusebio:

This swain,
Though so innocent appearing,
Knows each natural bound and mearing
Of this land here, hill and plain;
He will be our guide by-and-by
Through it, nay, he will repair
To the enemy’s camp, and there
Act the desperate part of spy.—
Give him then an arquebuss,
And a soldier’s dress.

Celio:

They’re here.

Gil:
Woe the day that I appear
Robber-raw-recruited thus!

Eusebio:
Who’s this gentleman, whose aim
Is to hide his face?

Ricardo:

In vain
Have we ask’d him to explain
What’s his country or his name;
To the captain of our band
These he only will avow.

Eusebio:
Then you may declare them now,
Since before his face you stand.

Julia:
Are you the captain?

Eusebio:

True.

Julia:

[Aside.

Too true!

Eusebio:
Tell me who you are, and why
You have come here.

Julia:

I’ll reply
When we are alone, we two.

Eusebio:
All of you retire awhile.


[Exeunt all but Julia and


Eusebio.
Now that thou’rt alone here with me,
Having only trees and flowers
Silently to look and listen
To thy words, remove the veil
With which cover’d thou hast hidden
Half thy face, and say who art thou,
Whither goest thou, here what brings thee;—
Speak!

Julia:

That you may know at once


[Draws her sword.
What it is that brings me hither,
Who I am too, draw thy sword;
Since I mean to say in this way
That to kill thee I have come here.

Eusebio:
In defence I make resistance
To thy daring and my doubt,
Since it seems to me that bigger
Is thine action, than thy voice.

Julia:
Fight then, coward, fight then with me,
And thou’lt see that with thy death
Life and doubt at once shall quit thee.

Eusebio:
I in my defence, much more
Than for thy least hurt, fight with thee,
Feeling even now an interest
In thy life; since if I kill thee
In this strife, I know not wherefore,
And ‘tis so if me thou killest.
Then discover thyself now,
If it please thee.

Julia:

Thou speak’st wisely,
Since, when honour cries for vengeance,
If the hand of the chastiser
Is unknown unto the wronger,
Full revenge is not inflicted.


[She discovers herself.
Dost thou know me?  Whence this terror?
Why thus gaze?

Eusebio:

Because bewilder’d,
Lost in mingled truth and doubt,
In confusions so conflicting,
I am shock’d at what I see,
I am scared at what I witness.

Julia:
Well, thou’st seen me.

Eusebio:

Yes, and seeing thee
So with new confusion fills me
That if but a moment hence
My disturb’d and doubting wishes
Long’d to see thee, even already
Disabused, they now would give here
The same price to see thee not,
That to see thee they’d have given.
Thou here, Julia, in this mountain?
Thou, profanely dress’d, committest
Thus a two-fold sacrilege
‘Gainst thyself:  why hast thou hither
Come alone?  What’s this?

Julia:

Thy scorn
And my disillusion is it:—
And to show thee that an arrow
Shot in air, a burning missile,
A swift lightning-bolt’s a woman
Who to passion doth submit her,
Not alone do I feel pleasure
In the sins I have committed
Until now, but I do even 
Feel it in their repetition.
I my convent left, and fled
To the mountain, where a simple
Shepherd having said I was taking
The wrong pathway through the thicket,
Him, through foolish fearfulness,
And to silence thus a witness
Of my flight, I put to death,
A rude knife, which at his girdle
Hung suspended, being the weapon.
With this weapon, the inflicter
Thus of death, a traveller,
Who had courteously provided,
On the haunches of this horse,
Rest for my long-travell’d tiredness,
When we came in sight of a village,
Him, because he wish’d to bide there,
In a lonely place I paid
Back with death for all his kindness.
Three long days and nights I spent
In that desert, which provided
With its cold rocks for my bed,
For my scant food with its wild herbs.
I approach’d a lowly cabin,
Whose straw roof appear’d to glisten,
To my tired and languid spirits,
Lovelier than a gold pavilion.
There a shepherd’s wife the part
Play’d of liberal hostess with me,
Rivalling the swain, her husband,
In all kindly acts and wishes.
Weariness and hunger long
Could not in that lodging linger,
With its food though lowly, clean,
With its fare so good, though simple;
But at leaving I determined,
With a fatal fix’d prevision,
That to my pursuers never
Should they say, “Yes, here we hid her.”
So I slew the courteous shepherd
Who had come some way to guide me
Through the mountain, and returning,
Did the same thing to his wife there.
But considering that I carried
A detector and a spier
In mine own dress, I determined
In another to disguise me.
And at length, with various fortune,
In the arms and the equipment
Of a hunter, whose sound slumber
No mere fancied type or image
Was of death, I here have wander’d,
Conquering every risk and hindrance,
Every obstacle depising,
Trampling all that would resist me.

Eusebio:
With such terror do I see thee,
With such horror do I listen,
To my sight thou art a basilisk,
To my hearing thou’rt bewitchment;
I do not despise thee, Julia,
But I fear the sure though hidden
Dangers with which Heaven doth threat me,
Therefore must I not stay with thee.
Thou return unto thy convent;
For such holy awe doth give me
That strange Cross of thine, I fly
From thee.— But what noise comes hither?


Enter Ricardo and other bandits.

Ricardo:
Sir, prepare for thy defence,—
For, departing from the highway,
Curcio and his people all
Up the mountain’s sides are climbing;
For from all these villages
Hath increased so his enlistment,
That against thee now come on
Even the old men, women, children,
Saying that he comes for vengeance
In thy blood, for a son death-stricken
By thy hands, and he has vow’d
For thy chastisement to bring thee,
Or for his revenge, in chains
To Siena, dead or living.

Eusebio:
Julia, more we’ll speak anon,
Veil thy face now and come with me,
Lest thou fall into the hands
Of my enemy and thy sire here.—
Soldiers, this is now the day
To display your strength and spirit!
That no craven heart be here,
Think that these expectant victors
Hither come to give us death,
Or, what’s worse, to make us prisoners;
If so in a public gaol,
By a thousand ills afflicted,
Without honour we shall see us.
If then this we have admitted,
Who is there for life, for honour,
That will fear the greater risk here?
Let them think not that we fear them;
Let us forth and meet them first then,
Since is fortune on the side
Ever of the boldest spirits.

Ricardo:
There’s no need to go, for they
Are already here.

Eusebio:

Be firm then,
And let no one play the coward;
For, as Heaven lives! if I witness
One of you or fly or falter,
I my sword’s edge shall encrimson
In his heart’s blood, rather than
In the enemy’s that I fight with.

Curcio:
[Within.
In the heart here of the mountain,
I have seen Eusebio hidden,
And the wretch, in vain defence,
Makes a rampart of these cliffs here.

Voices:
[Within.
Through these thick o’erhanging boughs
We already can descry them.

Julia:
On them!
[Exit.

Eusebio:

Wait for us, base peasants!
For, as God doth live! besprinkled
With your blood, the fields shall run
Rippling red like wavy rivers.

Ricardo:
Very numerous is the crowd
Of these craven herds and hinds here.

Curcio:
[Within.
Where, Eusebio, art thou hid?

Eusebio:
Thee I seek, I am not hidden.


[Exeunt all:  shots are heard within.

Enter Julia.

Julia:
Scarcely have I trod the grass
Of this mountain’s sought-for ridges,
When I hear tumultuous cries,
When the strife of war I witness;
By the echoes of the powder,
By the gleam of swords that glitter,
Dazzled is the eye that sees them,
Deafen’d is the ear that listens;—
But, alas! what’s this I see?
Put to rout, and backward driven,
All the squadron of Eusebio
Leave him to the enemy’s will there.
I’ll return and reunite
All the followers he had with him,
I’ll return and give him aid;—
For if them I thus inspirit,
I in his defence will be
The world’s terror, the Fates’ swiftshears,
The fierce ruin of their lives,
To the future times the symbol
Of revenge, and th’admiration
Of the ages that we live in.
[Exit.

Enter Gil dressed as a bandit.

Gil:
To preserve my skin, I scarcely
Have commenced my thieve’s noviciate,
When the being a bandolero
Is, I see, a dangerous business;—
When I was a labourer,
My side was it that was lick’d then,
And to-day, for being a tramper,
With the same luck I’m afflicted!
Though no miser, in my pocket
I misfortune carry with me;
Since so evil-starr’d am I,
That it strikes me many a minute,
That if ever I turn’d Jew,
Jews themselves could be outwitted.

Enter Menga, Bras, Tirso, and other peasants.

Menga:
After them! for they are flying!

Bras:
On! no quarter must be given,—
Let not one survive!

Menga:

See, here
One of them is slyly hidden!

Bras:
Kill the robber!

Gil:

Ah! now see
Who I am.

Menga:

That you’re a brigand
Has your dress already told us.

Gil:
Then my dress lies like a villain
And a rascal to have said so.

Menga:
Give it to him!

Bras:

Pay him off quickly!

Gil:
I’ve been paid, and got is soundly,—
See, consider! . . .

Tirso:

We consider
Only you’re a thief.

Gil:

That I am
Gil, I call all Heaven to witness.

Menga:
Why not say so sooner, Gil?

Tirso:
Gil, why say not so at first, then?

Gil:
How, what sooner, when I told you
From the first I was myself here?

Menga:
What are you doing?

Gil:

Don’t you see?
I’m a-breaking just the fifth — tenth
Of the commandments, killing more
Than the summer and a physician.

Menga:
What’s this dress?

Gil:

It is the devil,—
One of them I kill’d, and rigg’d me
In his dress then.

Menga:

But say, why
Is the dress not stain’d, if you kill’d him,
With his blood?

Gil:

Oh! that is easy
To explain, the cause is simple,
‘Twas of fear he died.

Menga:

Come with us,
For victorious the banditti
We pursue, for now the cowards
Fly before us panic-stricken.

Gil:
Catch me dress’d again, although
With the cold I shake and shiver!
[Exeunt.

Enter Eusebio and Curcio fighting.

Curcio:
Now we are alone, we two,
Thanks to favouring Heaven that giveth
Vengeance to my own right hand
On this day, without transmitting
To another’s arm my wrong,
To another’s sword thy swift death.

Eusebio:
Curcio, on this occasion
Heaven has not been angry with me,
In permitting me to meet thee;
Since if thou hast carried hither
An indignant breast, thou’lt bear it
Back both punish’d and indignant.
Though I know not what respect
Thou hast caused in me, that gives me
More fear for thy wrath than sword:
And although thy strength and spirit
Well might fright me, I but fear
When I see those locks of silver,
Which a coward make me.

Curcio:

I
Own, Eusebio, thou art gifted
With some power, to appease a part
Of the wrath with which, afflicted,
I behold thee; but I would not
Have thee carelessly attribute
To these hoary hairs thy fear,
When my valour were sufficient.
Come, renew the fight! one star
Or one planet’s favouring signal
Must not make me lose the hope
Of the vengeance I ambition.
Fight anew, then!

Eusebio:

I to fear?
Oh! thou hast presumed too simply
Fear in that that was respect;
Though, if I the truth admitted,
The sole victory I desire
Is, thus kneeling, thy forgiveness
To implore; and at thy feet
To lay down this sword, that has given
Fear to many a heart.

Curcio:

Eusebio,
Do not think that I could kill thee
At such disadvantage.  Here
Also is my sword; (I rid me
[Aside.
Of the means thus of his death.)—
Arm to arm then struggle with me.


[They close, and struggle


together.

Eusebio:
I know not by what charm possess’d,
Thus with thy heart against my breast,
My wrath expires, my vengeance dies,
In tender tears that gush from out mine eyes.
So I implore thee, thus with trembling breath,
Confused, amazed, to give me instant death;
Take thy revenge, I terminate the strife,
My lord, by laying at thy feet my life.

Curcio:
A brave man’s sword, how wrathful be his mood,
Is never stain’d in the defenceless blood
Of a fallen foe:  for war’s triumphant story,
If writ in needless blood, is shorn of half its glory.

Voices:
[Within.
Here, here they are.

Curcio:

My victor troop comes here
To seek me, while thy followers in fear
Fly from the unsuccessful strife.
I wish to save thy life;—
Conceal thyself, for I would vainly strive
Thee to defend against a band
Of vengeful peasants sword in hand,
And thou against so many scarce couldst live.

Eusebio:
I, Curcio, never fly
From any power, though thine I’ve fear’d to try;
But if my hand this sword uplifts again,
Thou’lt see the valour that ‘gainst thee proved weak
Can act its wonted part still on thy men.

Enter Octavio with a crowd of peasants.

Octavio:
From deepest valley to the highest peak
Of this vast mountain, not a soul our wrath
Has left alive:  Eusebio only hath
Escaped, for flying as the evening lower’d . . . .

Eusebio:
Thou liest! Eusebio never was a coward.

All:
Eusebio here?  The monster let us slay!

Eusebio:
Villains, come on!

Curcio:

Oh! hold, Octavio, stay!

Octavio:
How, sir, canst thou, that shouldst inspirit us,
Now interpose and check our vengeance thus?

Bras:
Canst thou defend a man whose bloody aim
Thy name and blood has stain’d with blood and shame?

Gil:
A man whose daring no restraint e’er bound,
Who ravaged all this mountain region round,
Who left no village in the wild unwasted,
Nor melon’s juice, nor maidens lip untasted?
Is it for killing of so many people
Him thus you will defend?

Octavio:
What is it, sir, you say?  What thus intend?

Curcio:
Oh! listen, stay! (unhappy fate!) to me
Seems it far better in captivity
To lead him to Siena:  yield, Eusebio, yield,
I give my knightly word to guard thy fate,
And though thy accuser, be thy advocate.

Eusebio:
To thee, as Curcio, I perchance might yield me,
But to a judge I cannot; since ‘tis clear
The former were respect, the latter fear.

Octavio:
Eusebio, die!

Curcio:

Oh! hear . . . .

Octavio:

What thus can move thee
Him to defend, and thus a traitor prove thee?

Curcio:
A traitor I?— since thus suspicion durst
Wrong me so much, Eusebio, forgive me,
That death’s dark wound I’m doom’d to give thee first.

Eusebio:
Oh! sir, stand not before me,
At sight of thee, it is not fear comes o’er me;
No, but I do not doubt thy face will be
A shield betwixt thy followers and me.


[Exit fighting with the peasants,


who pursue.

Curcio:
They press him hard.  Oh! who is there thy life,
Eusebio, now can save,
Though his for thine were offer’d in the strife?
Through the mountain’s rocky walls
Hath he enter’d wounded, bleding
From a thousand wounds.  He falls
Headlong to the vale!  I fly,
For the cold, cold blood outflown,
With its timid voice doth call me nigh,
As if it were a portion of mine own;—
Were the blood not mine own, that voice so clear
Then had not power to call, nor I have power to hear.
[Exit.

The wildest part of the mountain.

Eusebio is seen lying at the foot of a cross.

Eusebio:
From this cliff so steep and tall
Falling headlong, almost dead,
Earth still fails beneath my tread,
Where a living corse I fall;
But when I my guilt recall,
Upward still my spirit climbs,
Unregretting vanish’d times,
But with hope before I die,
Means to find to satisfy
With one life so many crimes.
Hither the revengeful foe
Comes my life’s last drops to drain,—
Here the hope of life is vain,
I must give or meet the blow;
Though ‘twere better far to go
Where for pardon I may pray;—
But his Cross, athwart my way
Rising up, in silence saith,—
They indeed can give you death,
I, the life that lasts alway.
Tree, whereon the pitying skies
Hang the true fruit love doth sweeten,
Antidote of that first eaten,
Flower of man’s new paradise,
Rainbow, that to tearful eyes
Sin’s receeding flood discloses,—
Pledge that earth in peace reposes,
Beauteous plant, all fruitful vine,
A newer David’s harp divine,
Table of a second Moses;—
Sinner am I, therefore I
Claim thine aid as all mine own,
Since for sinful man alone,
God came down on thee to die:
Praise through me thou hast won thereby,
Since for me would God have died,
If the world held none beside.
Then, O Cross! thou’rt all for me,
Since God had not died on thee
If sin’s depths I had not tried.
Ever for thy intercession
Hath my faith implored, O Cross!
That thou wouldst not to my loss
Let me die without confession.
I, repenting my transgression,
Will not the first robber be
Who on thee confess’d to God;
Since we two the same path trod,
And repent, deny not me
The redemption wrought on thee.
Thou, Lisardo, though I could
Slay thee in my angry mood,
Still these arms were prompt to press thee,
Still could bear thee to confess thee,
Ere thy life flow’d out in blood.
And the reverend man, whom I
Now recall thus faint and weak:
Pity from ye two I seek,—
See, Lisardo, see, I die!
Hear, Alberto, hear my cry!

Enter Curcio.

Curcio:
Here he fell, adown this steep.

Eusebio:
If thou seek’st my life, ‘twill be
Easy now to take from me
That which I no longer keep.

Curcio:
Oh! an eye of bronze would weep,
So much blood to see outpour’d!—
Yield, Eusebio, yield thy sword.

Eusebio:
Yield to whom?

Curcio:

To Curcio.

Eusebio:

Yes;
[He gives his sword.
And thy feet I likewise press
For that past offence, my lord,
Asking thy forgiveness.  Here
Voice doth fail me, for a wound
Stops my breath, my sense hath swoon’d,
And a horror and a fear
Fill my soul.

Curcio:

Confused I hear;—
Cannot human aid arrest
Thy swift-failing life?

Eusebio:

The best
Cure for soul so sick as mine
Is, I feel it, the divine.

Curcio:
Where’s thy wound?

Eusebio:

‘Tis in my breast.

Curcio:
Let me then my hand place there,
Thus to learn, (oh! woe the day!)
What its troubled throb doth say;—


[He examines the wound,


and sees the Cross.
But what mark, divine and fair,
Is this sign my hand lays bare,
Which to see, my soul moves so?

Eusebio:
‘Tis my crest’s emblazoned glow,
Given me by this Cross, whose base
Was my birth’s mysterious place,
For of it no more I know,
Since my father, of whom ne’er
I knew more, denied to me
Even a cradle:  doubtless he
Then divined my dark career.
Here I first drew breath.

Curcio:

And here
Grief and joy contend in me,
Anguish and delight agree,
Sad and sweet thoughts o’er me steal;—
O my long-lost son!  I feel
Pain and pride in seeing thee.
Thou, Eusebio, art my son,—
This a thousand proofs have said;
Ah! that I must mourn thee dead,
Ere thy life hath well begun.
What my soul by brooding on
Had divined, thy words make clear,
That thy mother left thee here,
In the place where I stand o’er thee;
Where I sinn’d to her who bore thee,
Falls the wrath of Heaven severe.
Yes, delusion disappeareth,
All the more this place I see;
But what greater proof can be
Than that thy breast also beareth
The same Cross that Julia weareth?
Not without some mystery
Heaven has mark’d you out to be
The world’s wonder thus, ye two.

Eusebio:
I can speak no more, adieu,
Ah! my father, for on me
Falls the fatal veil, and death,
In its swift flight passing by me,
Life to know thee doth deny me,
Time to live thy sway beneath,
And to answer thee even breath.
Now the final stroke draws nigh:—
O Alberto!

Curcio:

Strange that I
Mourn his death whose life I sought.

Eusebio:
Come, Alberto!

Curcio:

Fight hard fought!

Eusebio:
Haste, Alberto! haste, I die!
[Dies.

Curcio:
In that last convulsive groan
Hath his troubled spirit flown.
Let these gray hairs for such pain
Pay now the price.


[He pulls his hair distractedly.

Enter Bras.

Bras:

Thy wailings all are vain:
Will fickle fate, relenting, ne’er give o’er
Trying thy courage thus?

Curcio:

I ne’er before
More keenly felt its ire;
The griefs I cannot drown
With scalding tears could burn this mountain down,
For even the flood my tears let fall is fire.
O luckless star! O destiny of woe!
O bitter pang!

Enter Octavio.

Octavio:

To-day doth fortune show
In all thine ills, which vainly wait a cure,
How much one hapless mortal can endure:—
God knows I grieve to make the tidings known.

Curcio:
What are they?

Octavio:

Julia from her cell hath flown.

Curcio:
Could wildest frenzy feign
A more o’erwhelming stroke or fiercer pain?
Alas! my hapless fate o’ercast
Makes each new sorrow greater than the last.
This cold corse here thou gazest on,
Octavio, is the body of my son;
Think, ‘mid the crowd of ill succeeding ill,
If one alone were not enough to kill.
Oh! grant me patience, Heaven,
Or take this life away,
Afflicted day by day
With visitations from thy scourging hand.

Enter Gil, Tirso, and peasants.

Gil:
My lord!

Curcio:

Some newer grief?

Gil:

The robber band,
That but now chastised had fled,
Rallying, come to attack thee, led
By a man whom hell doth seem to imflame,
Who hideth even from them his face and name.

Curcio:
Such sorrows rack my breast,
That now the greatest ills appear a jest.
Take hence the body of Eusebio,
And place it where in time a tomb shall show
How o’er his ashes still my tears endure.

Tirso:
What! do you think of giving sepulture,
In holy ground, unto a desperate man,
Who died beneath the Church’s heaviest ban?

Bras:
For one who died in such a desperate case,
The desert seems a fitting burial-place.

Curcio:
O vengeance of a vulgar breast!
Has thy rude anger then no bounds, no rest?
Must thy coarse appetite insatiate crave
For food beyond the threshold of the grave?
[Exit weeping.

Bras:
Wild beasts and birds of prey should limb from limb
Tear such a wretch, and so thus bury him.

Another:
Let’s throw his body o’er the rocks, that so
In fragments it may reach the sands below.

Tirso:
No, since the time no other mode allows,
Let’s make his rustic grave beneath these boughs.

[They place the body


of Eusebio as described.
Now since the night, wrapp’d in her mournful shroud,
Finds too a grave in yonder murky cloud,
Let us away:  thou on the mountain, Gil,
Hadst best remain beside the body still;
Shouldst thou see any of the troop that fled,
Call loud for aid, we’ll hear.
[Exeunt.

Gil:

That’s easily said:
Eusebio’s corse they bury out of sight,
And leave but me to watch it through the night.
Señor Eusebio, recollect, I pray,
How you and I were friends the other day.
But what is this?  Unless my eyes betray me,
At least a thousand persons here waylay me.

Enter Alberto.

Alberto:
In the silent dark of night,
On my journey back from Rome,
I again have lost my way
In this wild and mountain road:
‘Tis the place that robber chieftain
Spared my life some time ago,
And new peril from his soldiers
Now again my fears forbode.

Eusebio:
Oh! Alberto!

Alberto:

What faint breath
Of a trembling voice here blown
Falls upon my ear, my name
Sadly sighing o’er and o’er?

Eusebio:
Oh! Alberto!

Alberto:

Ah! that voice
Syllables my name once more!
Here it seems to sound from:  nigher
Let me listen.

Gil:

Holy God!
‘Tis Eusebio! fear like this
Have I never felt before.

Eusebio:
Oh! Alberto!

Alberto:

Now ‘tis nearer:
Voice that fliest fleetly forth
On the wind and call’st my name,
Say, who art thou?

Eusebio:

I was known
As Eusebio:  oh! Alberto!
Hither come where I am thrown,
Take away these boughs that hide me;
Do not fear.

Alberto:

No fear I know.

Gil:
Not so I.

Alberto:
[Discovers him.

Thou’rt now laid bare,—
Tell me, in the name of God,
What with me thou willest.

Eusebio:

I
In his name, by faith made bold,
Call’d thee, ere my death, to hear
My confession long untold.
I have been a brief while dead,
And my corse without control
Of the spirit here has lain;
But although death’s mighty stroke
Took its active use away,
Still unsever’d was the soul.
[He arises.
Come, Alberto, where my sins
I to thee may tell, though more
Than the atoms of the sun
Or the sands upon the shore;—
All so powerful is with Heaven
The devotion of the Cross.

Alberto:
Then on thee the various penance
Of my lifetime I bestow,
That at least to some extent
For thy sins they may atone.


[Exeunt Eusebio and Alberto.

Gil:
There, by heavens! away he walks;
And to see him, I suppose,
See the sun shines out on purpose.
Oh! I burst to have it told!

Enter on the other side Julia and some bandits.

Julia:
Now that in the carelessness
Of success they lie here prone,
Buried in the arms of sleep,
Let us make the time our own.

A Bandit:
If thou wouldst secure the pass,
Better ‘tis this way to go,
For in that way they advance.

Enter Curcio and his followers.

Curcio:
Oh! I surely must have grown
Deathless ‘mid the deadliest ills,
Since I die not of my woe.

Gil:
Folks are round on every side,
Let my voice to all unfold
The most wonderful event
That the world has ever known:—
From the place that buried lay
Dead Eusebio, he arose,
Calling loudly on a priest!
But what need of words to show
That which you yourselves can see?
Look there yonder, bending low,
See with what respect he kneels.

Curcio:
‘Tis my son, divinest God,
What a miracle is this!

Julia:
What a wonder here is shown!

Curcio:
And the saintly elder scarce
O’er his head doth make the form
Of absolution, when he falls
At his feet a corse once more.

Enter Alberto.

Alberto:
‘Mid its greatest miracles
That the wondering world may know
Now the strangest of them all,
Let my voice its praise extol.
After this Eusebio died,
Heaven was pleased to let his soul
Still within his body stay
Till he could confess the whole
Of his sins, such power with God
Hath devotion to the Cross.

Curcio:
Ah! my son, my much-loved son,
Thou wert not unlucky, no,
To obtain so much of glory
By the stroke that laid thee low;
Would that Julia now could know
Her transgressions!

Julia:

Help me! God!
What is this that now I hear?
What is this that shocks me so?
I Eusebio’s sister? I
Am the same who sought his love!
Then let Curcio, let my father,
Let the world and all men know
My great guilt!  I will myself,
Frighten’d by this horrid blow,
Publicly proclaim it:— Now
Let all living men be told
I am Julia, ‘mid the crowd
Of all reprobates the worst;
But as my offence has been
Public, let my penance show
Publicly that I repent;
Humbly pardon I implore
From the world for bad example,
For an evil life from God.

Curcio:
Prodigy of wickedness,
By my own right hand alone
Shalt thou die:  that life and death
Be with thee atrocious both.

Julia:
Aid me thou, O Cross divine!
And I plight to thee my word,
Back unto my cell returning,
For my error to atone.

As Curcio is about striking her, she embraces the Cross that stands beside the grave of Eusebio, which rises into the air with her and dissappears.

Alberto:
What a miracle!

Curcio:

And thus,
With so wonderful a close,
Happily the author endeth
The Devotion of the Cross.
The End





