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BRITAIN’S

HISTORICAL DRAMA ;

A SECOND SERIES OF

National Tragedics,

INTENDED TO ILLUSTRATE THE MANNERS, CUSTOMS, AND RELIGIOUS
INSTITUTIONS OF DIFFERENT ERAS IN BRITAIN.
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¢ Tragedy, as it was anciently composed, hath been ever held the gravest,
moralest, and most profitable of all poems. The Apostle Paul himself thought
it not unworthy to insert a verse of Euripides into the text of Holy Seripture.

Therefore men in highest dignity have laboured not a little to be thought able
to compose a Tragedy.”—MiLTON.

LONDON:
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INTRODUCTION.

Ir, in this enlightened age, there still exist any lingering
prejudice against Dramatic Poems, it arises, no doubt,
from their supposed connexion with the Stage; and if
such moral and philosophic writers as Milton, Thomson,
Mason, Milman, Graham, and Mrs. Joanna Baillie, have
not yet been able wholly to eradicate all groundless objec-
tions, it would be unavailing for us to argue against them.
The best confutation we can advance, must be found in
the innocence, morality, and usefulness of the Historical
Dramas themselves, which we submit to the judgment of
the Public. We will, however, quote a noble defence in
favour of ancient and modern fiction, written by that
learned and pious historian, Mr. Sharon Turner.

¢ Fictitious compositions are so many concentrations of
the scattered virtues of life; so many personifications of
whatever is amiable and admirable in the manners or con-
ceptions of the day...... We may, indeed, say that most
of the romances of our forefathers were advantageous, in
some respect or other, to the progress of their social life.
In every one some vice is made revolting, and some virtue
interesting. . . .. . It is probable that our best romances and
tales have been, on the whole, nearly as efficacious in their
moral operations as our sermons and our ethics. They
have, at least, been great auxiliaries: society would not
have been what it is without them. . .. .. It is the fault of
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INTRODUCTION.

the artist, not of his art, if his fictions be either unuseful
or pernicious. . . . . Fictitious narratives have been highly
useful,and may be more so. We all need tuition as much
as we dislike it; it may therefore be welcomed from every
quarter, and particularly when it comes accompanied by
harmless emotion and intellectual delight. Let us only urge
our minstrels and fableurs to make their own ideal beauty
as excellent as they can, before they embody it to our
sight. .. .t From the natural desire of reputation, every man
performs the task which he allots to himself as ably as he
can ; and as the great preponderance of nature is always to
good, society has been, on the whole, perpetually a gainer
by the romances, tales, poetry, and dramas of its authors,
notwithstanding the alloy of some individual eccentri-
cities.””*

The flattering and cheering manner in which the First
Series of this National Work was received by a certain
portion of the Public, has been one great stimulus to our
exertions in the production of a second volume ; and we
trust that, in its execution, it will not be found that we
have merited less forbearance, kindness, and encourage-
ment, than have been shown to our first attempt ; parti-
cularly when we state that it has been accomplished under
domestic afflictions unusually severe and trying.

* History of the Middle Ages.



THE ENGLISH SLAVE;

OR,
THE EVE OF ST. BRICE.

A TRAGEDY.

“Thy castle yet,
Sweet Lyd, remains, of all the dwellings fair
That clustered once upon thy marge. Alas!
Profoundest silence reigns where rolled the voice
Of business on the fitful wind. No more
The crowded mart, the echoing street, where flowed
The human stream along.—

The grave has closed
Upon thy myriads, Lydford: nought remains
Of thee and thine but that frail lonely pile,
Sole relic of thy ancient glory, where
Proud floating o’er the battlements, thy sons
Once gave the banner to the breeze.”

CARRINGTON’S DARTMOOR.
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DRAMATIS PERSONZE.

" SAXONS.

GON-DABERT, Earl of Devon.

Lorp EpcaAr, his Son.

ALBERT, the Slave.

Harorp, Seneschal of the Household.
OTHMAR, Captain of the Retainers and Guards.

ELriLIA, a supposed Bondmaid.
EpitHa, a Neif, or Bondwoman.

BRITONS.
Duxe oF CorNWALL.
Ronerick, Captain of the Banditti.

1st Robber.
2nd Robber.

DANES.
RogvaLra, a Sea-king or Pirate.
CATHIMAR,
Ivor, % Danish Chiefs.
Frorho,
Evax 3
BZ;:::{): } Captives to Gondabert.

Saxon and Danish Soldiers, Peasants, Robbers, and
Attendants.

Era—1002.
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THE ENGLISH SLAVE
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SCENE I.—The Interior of a miserable Cottage.
Enter Editha and Albert.

EDITHA.
St. Cuthbert save us ! what can ail thee, boy,
To be so testy, wayward, cross, and peevish ?
Some fearful spirit of the stormy moor,
Which thou dost ever haunt, hath on thee cast
An evil eye; or the night-roaming hag,
Crossing thy path, bewitched thee!

ALBERT.

Mother, no—

I love to wander when the tempest howls
O’er Dartmoor’s lonely wilds, for then I seem
To breathe the mountain air of liberty :
I the fierce stag love to companion where
The herds in freedom rove, for then I seem
To be as free as they : I love to climb
The eagle’s granite throne, and see him wave
His broad wings to the wind, for then I feel
As if I from my limbs had dashed the chains
Of loathsome bondage, and, like that proud bird,
Were master of myself.



6 THE ENGLISH SLAVE. [Act I.

EDITHA.
"'Now goodness keep me !
Why, Albert, should thine ever-restless mind
Indulge such vain desires? Win thou content,
And in thy humble lot, though hard it be,
Thou It find some happihéss.
s ALBERT.
. : None, never, none,
While I behold the stern usurping Thane,
In splendour clad, tread like a god the earth, (*)
And frown me into nothing! Why should he
Have all things at command, while I must wear
These sordid weeds, and toil, yoked to the plough, ()
For food his dogs would scorn ?
EDITHA.
The saints assoil thee !
Why, Albert, where hast thou picked up such treason
Against thy high-born betters?
ALBERT.
Why my betters ?—
In what are they my betters? True, they feed
From trenchers loaded with the daintiest cheer
The garden, forest, flood, and harvest yield ; (*)
Furred robes they wear, bedizened o’er with gold (%)
And dazzling pebbles, bought with blood of slaves ;
Curb fiery steeds, in costly trappings decked;
Grasp in their hands a spear, the sign of freedom, (%)
And on their ring-bound fingers bear a hawk,
None daring to command them ;—but are they
In aught else, mother, better than myself ?
EDITHA.
Why should that bosom harbour such proud thoughts,
So ill-beseeming thy low state in life ?



Scene I.] THE ENGLISH SLAVE.

ALBERT.

Has not this bosom passions like to theirs ?

Have I not speech like them ?  Was I not born

A man, an Englishman, and hath not God

As brightly on my forehead stamped his image,

As on the proudest Thane’s? And yet for me

To touch the tuneful harp, to grasp a spear,

And in the forest with a falcon sport,

Are crimes deemed worthy stripes and banishment. ()
O, I could curse the day that gave me birth !

EDITHA.
Nay, good my child——

ALBERT.

Why didst thou bring me forth
To be a slave? Why was thy womb not barren ?
Why died I not before I saw the light ?
Thyself a bond-slave, thou shouldst, knowing all
. The miseries of a state so vilely base,
Have strangled me, even in the porch of life ;
Or, wanting strength, have bade my father dash
My brains out on his threshold. - That had been
Paternal kindness to me.
: EDITHA.
Blessed Virgin !

Art thou distraught with passion? O, what strange
And fearful beings hast thou on the moor
Held parley with ?

ALBERT.

Those, mother, who amid

Its stony caves and fairy-haunted woods
Dwell free as the wild bull, making the great ones
To their dominion crouch : and if ere long
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I gain not freedom, man’s eternal birthright,
I'll join the gallant band, and then shall I——
EDITHA.
Mercy forbid! Thy father was a slave,
So was his sire before him : they both lived
And died in honest bondage, and in peace.
; ALBERDS (11}
And 7 will die in freedom ! from these limbs
Bravely the fetters of bond-service fling,
And cast off slavery’s badge ! No peace for me
Till this great work is done, till I can feel
I have a title to be ranked with men,
And wear its honest dignity with honour.
The lord of Lydford, Devon’s high potent Earl,(7)
After long years of absence, to yon towers
This day returns, and with him Cornwall’s Duke;
Whose daughter, as I hear, will be the bride
Of Edgar, Devon’s brave son. Motbher, farewell ;
I’ll to the castle—I must be among them.
I will do something there shall make strange stir—
I know not what -But from this doughty Earl
I'll win my freedom, or a hated life '
Fling reckless to the winds !
EDITHA.
Stay, Albert, stay.
Thou art become so headstrong, fierce, and wild——
ALBERT.
What! wouldst thou have me tamely bear these wrongs?
‘Slavery and age have blunted all thy feelings,
And thou canst smile in chains; but my young blood
Is all on fire t’ achieve that sacred birthright, .
'That noble gift which Heaven on all bestows
But impious man denies
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I may be torn to-morrow from thine arms,
And in the market sold to some new lord 3
Or, by men-stealers borne beyond the seas,
Pine in far-distant lands. (8)
EDITHA.
0, it would break
My heart, wert thou sold from me. ;
ALBERT.
Ay, and now
Another passion stirs within this bosom.
Where is Elfilia ?
EDITHA.
In the forest, boy,
Keeping our herd of swine.
‘ ALBERT.
O, how I love—
No words can tell how much T love that maid,
Who to our cottage came one stormy night,
And craved to share with us a home of bondage.
Her eye, when on its lashes hangs a tear,
Is like the azure violet, full of dew.
Her beauty Pshaw ! I’'m barren of all words
When I would praise her. Soon I'll make her mine.
A powerful spur is that to urge me on
To freedom’s happy goal ; for while a slave
Were she my wife, this Earl might tear her from me,
And sell her to some merchant,—cursed thought !
Mother adieu! T’il to thine arms return,
‘And thou no more shalt call thy son a slave.
I will be free—free from this galling badge,
Or we, dear mother, neer shall meet again. [Exit.
EDITHA.
Ah, I do love him €’en as if he were
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Mine own begotten one. 'Tis twenty years—
More, by St. Cuthbert—since that boy was placed,
A little changeling, in my husband’s arms

(As o'er our evening fire we sat) by some
Dark-visaged chief, who made us, trembling, swear
The boy should be as ours ; and ne’er to blab

In mortal ear the tale, till he again

Appeared to claim him. A foul-featured deed,

I ween, done in some quarter, save that he

Were a sweet child brought out of fairy-land.

No tidings since have come from that wild chief.
*Tis time this secret should be sent abroad :

How I have kept it here so long locked up,

I know not. But where stays the fair Elfilia?
She is another mystery ! O, I'd give—

What would I %ot give, could I now but reach
The bottom of these secrets ! [Eait.

SCENE I1.—4 magnificent Hall in the Castle of
Lydford, hung with rich tapestry. (9)

Enter Evanda and Bertha.

EVANDA.

Stars of my destiny, when will ye cease

To pour your wrathful vials on my head !

How fatal was that battle-hour to me,

When on the southern coast of this great isle,
Which long hath trembled at the Northman’s power,
The stalwart Earl of Devon, at midnight watch,
Assailed our slumbering camp, and to his ships
Rogvalla, Prince of Danish warriors, drove,

While I was sent a captive to these towers !
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BERTHA.
Rather would I be in these splendid halls,
Than tossing to and fro wild on the deep,
The sport of storms and waves.

EVANDA.

Rather than sit

A pining slave within these Saxon walls,
I would be rushing in Rogvalla’s barque,
Though mastless and unhelmed, o’er those dark seas
That round the northern cape, involved in storms,
Dash their broad-sheeted billows. [Music within.

BERTHA.

Hark ! heard you not

Those sweet sounds, lady, of a plaintive harp ?

EVANDA.
*Tis Edgar, son of Devon’s stern-minded Earl,
Who waits his father’s coming. Day and night
He, like a love-sick dreamer, to his harp
Is sighing tristful ditties.

BERTHA.

His soft strains

Perhaps are kindly, lady, meant to soothe
Your dull captivity.

EVANDA.

They soothe not me.
I'd rather hear the breakers’ wolfish howl
Round the steep rocks of some deserted isle,
Or the wild shrieks of that fierce hag who rides
The midnight tempest, leading in her train
The witches and dark spirits of the north, (1°)
Than sweetest music in the stranger halls.

BERTHA.
How bright the morning shines. Will you not walk,
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And breathe the freshness of the violet air
In yonder castle gardens ?

EVANDA.

No; I hate

The very soil on which these Saxons tread.
More pleasant than this prison’s garden bowers
Would be to me that island of the north, (11)
Where Nature silent lies in death-like sleep,
Mid horrors wonderful.

BERTHA.

Gods, keep me from them !

EVANDA.
Dark isle of storms, I loved at eve to stand
Amid thy desert vales and naked rocks,
And view the dreadful mountain heights around,
Crimsoning the skies with fire, while down their sides
Rivers of burning, smoking sulphur rolled ;
To gaze upon thy fountains, as they flung
Their boiling columns far into the heavens,
Circled with clouds, while their deep spirit-voices
Filled all the dreary solitude with sounds
As of a thousand thunders !—calling forth
The long-departed forms of warrior hosts
O’er the red firmament, bright in their pomp,
With gorgeous banners rustling to the blast,
And fearful din of arms! (12)

BERTHA.

0, may I, lady,

Ne'er look upon so terrible a sight.

EVANDA.
Great Odin, king of spells, hast thou decreed
That I shall my Rogvalla meet no more ?
If not on earth, triumphant shall we meet
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In thy proud halls of glory. Ere this Earl
Shall to the altar lead me as his bride,
I'll set my spirit free, and by that act
Obtain a throne among our warrior gods.
BERTHA.

What though Rogvalla, o’erwhelmed by numbers,
Fled to his ships, doubt not of his return.

' EVANDA,
When, my brave sea-king, shall I hear thy horn
Wail out its battle-summons round these towers !
When shall I see thy brand with Saxon blood
Red to the hilt, and in blest freedom roam
With thee again the bright and boundless deep!

[ Martial flourish.

What sounds are those? ’Tis not the Danish horn.

Enter Harold.

HAROLD.
Lady, I come with tidings which, I ween,
Thou with no welcome wilt from me receive.
The Earl of Devon approaches.
EVANDA.
As I feared.
HAROLD. :
He and his warmen from their steeds alight
Without the castle gates. There also come
The British Duke of Cornwall and his daughter,
With many Danes, the captives of my lord.
EVANDA.
The purple plague come with him, and a curse
To blight his fondest hopes !—But there is peace.
HAROLD.
Lady, I wait to lead you to his presence



14 THE ENGLISH SLAVE. [Act L.

EVANDA,
Lead me where hungry wolves at midnight gather,
And howl for blood ; or in some darksome cave,
Where hideous reptiles o’er the slimy bones
Of the dead murderer crawl, let me be hid
For ever from the cheerful light of day,
Rather than at the bridal shrine become
The wife of Gondabert.—Be still, my heart,
There is a path to peace, though dark the way;
And when the solemn hour of trial comes,
Odin shall nerve this arm to strike the blow
That ends all mortal suffering, and translates
My spirit to Valhalla’s golden halls. [Exeunt.

SCENE II1.—The Outside of Lydford Castle.

Enter a procession of Saxon soldiers bearing banners
and trophies of war, then a train of Danish captives
in chains. Enter, from the castle, maidens strewing
Slowers and bearing garlands ; then Edgar and Harold,
leading Evanda, followed by Bertha and numerous
domestic slaves of both sexes. Enter Gondabert, lead-
ing the Princess of Cornwall, followed by the Duke,
with knights and guards. Gondabert presents the
Princess to Edgar, who receives her with a respectful
but melancholy air, and takes himself the hand of
Evanda, whom he presents to the Duke, and then leads
her forward, martial music playing the whole time.

GONDABERT.
When I behold thy beauty, I forget
The injuries and the sufferings of my country,
And with my laurel-garlands would entwine
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The fairest rose of Denmark. ’Tis not meet
That sadness o’er thy brow of sunny beauty
Should fling one passing cloud, when I, returned
Triumphant to these towers, with eager hope
Claim the glad spousal rites. What cause for grief ?
EVANDA.
Canst thou, proud victor, question me the cause
Of this deep sadness? Know, then, *tis thyself !
Thou art the cause of all this heart endures,
And must endure long as thou keep’st me here.
I am a woman, and the sacred laws
Of honour and of knighthood bid thee yield (**)
Evanda to her country, home, and friends.
Think of my sufferings, and from hence permit
Thy captive to go free. Saxon renowned,
Act still the hero, still be nobly great
In mercy as in arms, and thou shalt win
A brighter wreath than garlands dyed in blood.
GONDABERT.
That night which on Devonia’s southern coast
The Saxon arms with glorious conquest crowned,
I waded deep in streams of Danish blood,
And hewed a passage through the pagan ranks
To where thou mid the war’s harsh thunder stood’st,
Like a bright sunbeam on the stormy sea.
And shall T yield my sword-won captive up,
When love imperiously demands her stay ?
No, this strong arm, which thro’ that death-strewed field
Unfearingly o’er chiefs and ocean-kings,
Rolled in their blood, did bear thee, shall ere long,
Beloved Evanda, lead thee to the altar.
EVANDA.
Saxon, forbear ! Though now on fortune’s sea
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Thy barque in triumph rides, and all thy sails
With the pride-soothing breath of fame are filled,
And green the laurels on thy lofty brow,
Yet, if thou play the tyrant, soon will come
The fearful tempest in its darkness forth :
Then shalt thou perish, and thy storm-rent wreaths
Oblivion on the rushing blast shall hurl.

GONDABERT.
Maid of the north, thy prophecies I fling
All to the winds—1I was not born to fear.

EVANDA.

That brow of stern disdain shall yet wax pale.
Proud Thane, there is an arm that o’er thee hangs—
I see it in the heavens, ’tis red with vengeance.
Ha ! dost thou quail beneath my searching eye ?
My mother knew the deep thoughts of the heart,
And her prophetic spirit is upon me.—(14)
That arm shall smite thee ! Yes, the time draws near,
The hour of awful judgment is at hand
For some dark, secret crime——

GONDABERT-

Sound, sound the warlike trump,
And let the thunder of the full-braced drum,
With harp and pipe, the martial chorus swell :
Then strike the bridal notes of joy, and wide
The portals of my castle fling, to welcome
Our regal guests of Cornwall. Warriors, on !

CHORUS.
Hail, warriors, whose victorious brands
Have routed Denmark’s savage bands,
And driven her few remaining slaves
Across the ocean’s storm-dashed waves.
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Ye Virgins, swell the choral lay,
Strew garlands bright in the conqueror’s way ;
Loose on the winds your banners fling,
Strike, strike the harp’s triumphant string ;
And to these scenes of festive joy,
Where pleasure and mirth the hours employ,
Welcome, welcome beauty bright,
True Valour’s just reward, young Love’s delight.

[ Gondabert leads the Cornish Princess into the castle,
the Duke takes the hand of Evanda.—All the cha-
racters follow, except Harold and Edgar ; the latter
stands in a thoughtful and despairing attitude.

EDGAR.
Marry this British princess? Rather let me
Be wedded to despair, and madness seize
On all my faculties! The ducal crown
May from her brows flash forth its diamond fires,
As through the frosty night the clustered stars
Shine out resplendently ; but this firm heart
They cannot warm to love. A brighter eye
Than hers hath on me sweetly beamed, and here
Lit love’s eternal flame.
HAROLD.
Ha! youthful lord,
Art thou already stricken with this Duchess ?
EDGAR—(n0t heeding him.)
Yet, Elfilia,
Thou art—O, that accursed, horrid word
Dies on my lips !—a slave [~—a peasant slave !
If ever I become the Thane of Devon,
She on my vassals freedom shall bestow. (15)
¢
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T’ll have no slaves to till my fields, and make
Them barren with their curses.—But, loved maid,
How to secure thee from my father’s wrath P—
Ah, Harold ! Thou art more my friend than servant—
O, I am greatly troubled.
HAROLD.
Good my lord,
I thought you were the happiest of the happy.
EDGAR.
No, the most wretched living. Come thou near.
This is no longer any place for me;
I must depart, fly hence this very night,
To some far-distant country.
HAROLD,
Nay, my lord,
Are you beside yourself ?
EDGAR.
Well nigh, good Harold.
HAROLD.
Fly hence, when on the eve of bridal joy ?
When you should wed a lady, whose fair hand
Will on her bridegroom place the starry robe
Of sovereignty and power?
EDGAR.
I’d rather wear
The savage clothing of the new-slain wolf,
And in the cavern of some desert live,
‘Whose sands the foot of man hath never trod,
Than in Dunheved’s princely palace dwell
With Cornwall’s daughter.
HAROLD.
Thou dost much amaze me.
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EDGAR.
Thy truth I’ve proved—then aid me to escape.
I know the lofty spirit of my father,
His fierce ambition, which would sacrifice
The young affections of this ardent heart ;
His stern relentless curses they will fall,
When I am gone, on my devoted head ;
Yet I’ll endure all miseries,—all but one,
The loss of her I love. Come in with me—
I'll call thee friend and brother. Farewell pomp !
To pathless wilds and deserts must I fly :
If here I tarry, madness is my doom ! [ Exeunt.

END OF THE TIRST ACT.
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ACT 1L

SCENE 1.—4 pleasant Valley on the borders of the
Forest of Dartmoor ; lofty and barren Mountains in
the back ground.

Enter Elfilia.

ELFILIA.
How am I changed! Erewhile in splendid robes,
Mid bannered halls and gorgeous pomp, I moved
Gaily and proudly ; while the air I breathed
Was rich with odours and harmonious sounds
Of harps and viols. Now, in these coarse weeds,
I am the slave of slaves. Yet have I pomp;
The golden skies of morn are o’er these vales
That shelter me outspread, where every grove
Is filled with melodies, and soft the winds
Breathe of the rose and violet. More than all,
Peace in yon humble cottage with me dwells,
And love makes blessed this delightful valley.
Then why should I regret my once proud home,
From which a father’s sternness drove me forth
T'o shun the bridal bed of one I hated,
Though round his princely brows flashed ducal wreaths.
[Music at a distance.
It is my Wilford’s harp.  Enchanting sounds !
Yet is he lowly born, while boast my veins
The noblest blood in England ; but with him,
Caverns would be to me as kingly halls.
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Enter Lidgar, disguised, with a harp.

EDGAR.
My loved, my own Elfilia. [Embracing.
ELFIL1A.
Ah, my Wilford,
Thou art not what thou seem’st. No peasant slave
Dares with toil-roughened hand the harp-strings sweep ;
Or if he dared, could with thy skill and fire
Master the gentle craft.
EDGAR.
My birth have I,
To prove her love, concealed, and must not yet
Disclose the truth—(aside). Thy Wilford is no slave.
My father to the house of Gondabert
‘Was a retainer, and held lands in fee ; (16)
To whom a cuirass, helm, and sword were given
As a reward for valour. But I loved,
From childhood loved the poet’s heaven-born art ;
I panted for immortal fame, and strove,
Despite all scorn, reproof, and cold neglect,
To win the bard’s high honours.—E’en my dreams (17)
Were wild imaginings of sweet romance,
And visions bright of genius triumphing
O’er envy and oppression ; till at length
My harp won Gondabert’s indulgent ear,
And I became his minstrel.
ELFILIA.
Canst thou, then,
With the green laurels of thy genius crowned,
Stoop from thy height to love a wretched slave ?
EDGAR.
0, cast not on thy beauty such a cloud ;
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*Tis darkness on the sun. Thou wouldst adorn

Earth’s mightiest throne ! Away, then, all sad thoughts,
For ere to-morrow’s eve-clouds dim the west,

Thou shalt be free, and in these arms a bride.

Enter Albert.

ALBERT.
So, my young harper, thou art here again !
I’ve marked thy frequent visits to our valley ;
And now I learn thine errand. Hie thee hence,
And leave this maid to me.
EDGAR.
To thee, base slave !
ALBERT.
Hah ! how that word falls on me with a curse,
And to my heart-core burns like glowing iron !
T am no slave !—at least I shall not be,
Proud youth, ere long. I will be free as thou,
Or €’en the haughtiest lord that treads the soil ;
And though desertless now, I'll bravely wrest
From Gondabert my liberty, or fling
This carcass to the eagles of the moor.
ELFILIA.
Nay, Albert, thou to me hast still been kind,
And gentle as a brother. What hath stirred
These stormy feelings in thy bosom thus ?
And why that brow of wrath ?
ALBERT.
My wrongs, my sufferings !
Long have I borne them, and in secret long
Brooded o’er my despair, as on the mountain
The heavy tempest lours, till came thy beauty
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Shedding its brightness through the cloud and gloom ;
Then all the barren desert of my mind
Shone out with golden light : thy tuneful voice
Fell on my soul more sweet than forest lays,
That make the wild moor pleasant. Like the torrent,
When genial spring-suns melt the torpid ice,
My wild heart leaped with hope, and bounded on
In sparkling, boisterous gladness for the land
Of sunny freedom ; and that bourn I’ll reach,
Though giant rocks and mountains intervene ;
No bar the roaring cataract shall stop
Of my proud feelings, till I reach the shore
Of liberty’s bright ocean.
ELFILIA.
Hear me, Albert.
ALBERT.
Hear thee? Ay, give me but one soft, kind word,
And I will listen to the dove-toned sounds
Of thy sweet voice, like the pale silent moon
When the glad nightingale her wild love tells
In yonder myrtle bowers. And shall that minstrel,
"That shallow-hearted boy, bear thee away
From these strong manly arms ?
ELFILIA.
Woe worth thee, Albert !
How will this end ?
ALBERT.
In death, if he persist.
I am a mountain-minded son of toil,
And let that twangling bard of sloth and pride
Beware the rover of the desert moor,
Strong as its iron rocks, and sternly fierce,
When moved with anger, as its own dark storms. (18)
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EDGAR—(casting away his harp.)

Thou herd-groom ruffian, base-born mountain serf !

I scorn thy strength as I despise thy birth.

Dare but to raise thine eye, and cast a glance

Bright with love’s passion on that peerless maid,

And I, who have the power, will make thee crouch

Like craven wolf when in the hunter’s toils.
ALBERT.

Dare thou the thunder on those cloud-veiled rocks

To dash its red and fiery streams of death,

But dare not me to look on this sweet maid !

For I, though born a slave, would on her gaze,

Ay, and thus clasp her to my fearless heart,

Though England’s crown were flashing on thy brows !
ELFILIA.

Albert, forbear.
EDGAR.

Hence, savage of the desert !
Or T will grapple with thee, till thy limbs
Fail to support thee to thy cavern lair.

ALBERT.

Grapple with me? Fool! I have on the moor
The gripe encountered of the hungry bear,
And with this clenched hand felled him: I have striven
With the fierce stag, and dashed him to the earth ;
And thus I’ll trample on thy dainty form.

[ He rushes towards Edgar—Elfilia runs between them,
and in her endeavour to prevent Albert, a letter
drops from her bosom.

ELFILIA.
O, for the love of Heaven and all the saints,
Appease this dreadful anger. Albert—Wilford—
For my sake, I implore you, be at peace.
[ Music, with the cry of hunters at a distance.
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EDGAR.
Distraction ! ’tis my father and the Duke,
Returning this way homeward from the chase.
O, disappointed vengeance ! If I stay
They will discover me, and I shall lose
My dear Elfilia—(aside.) Fly, thou dove-like wmaid,
The falcon is abroad ; I would not have
T'he Earl or Cornwall’s Duke behold thee here.
ELFILIA.
The Duke of Cornwall? All good angels save me !
O, I would fly to earth’s remotest verge,
Rather than meet the Duke. Yet now to go,
And leave these lion-mettled spirits stirred
To wage a deadly strife——Nay, Albert, yield ;
Let my sad tears fall like the rain from heaven,
To cool thy bosom’s fire-enkindled wrath.
Thus low on bended knee do I beseech
Thee, Albert, to withdraw.,

EDGAR.

Rise, loved Elfilia,

Nor humble thus thyself before a slave.—

All must be told. Mark me, wild mountaineer ;

Though clad in minstrel vest, I am Lord Edgar,

Son of Devonia’s Earl ; and if thou darest,

Barren of honour and of warlike fame,

T’ insult that maid with thy degrading passion,

Like a wild bull shalt thou be seized and sold

To those who traffic in the blood of men

Amid the slave-mart, and on foreign shores (19)

A master find to tame thy daring spirit. [Eait.
ALBERT.

A brooklet in a storm ! Thy frothy rage

Flows idly by, and beggars my contempt ;
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For come the worst, there’s freedom in the caves
Of yon cloud-haunted tors, where streng bands lurk
Who fear no mortal thing. I know thee now,
And to the echoes of the rocks will shout
The treachery of thy heart. Elfilia, cast
The false one off, even as thou wouldst a snake
That on thy sleeping breast had coiled its folds,
Or he will sting thy soul. That lord to-morrow
The daughter of the Cornish sovereign weds.

ELFILIA.
Wed Cornwall’s daughter ?

ALBERT.

Let me die unhouseled, (%°)

If I speak not the truth. The Duke hath brought
His daughter, heiress of the western crown,
To Lydford castle, where the bridal feast
Is now preparing.

ELFILIA.

Ha! all gracious Heaven !

No, Albert, no; it cannot, cannot be—
Dwells, Wilford, in thy heart such cruel falsehood ?

ALBERT.

By the most holy rood-tree, by
ELFILIA.

Swear not,
For I believe thee now. That deep disguise,
A borrowed name, and the deluding tale
Of his low birth—all, all confirm thy words,
Nor joy, nor hope on earth remains for me !
Fiend of despair, come fling thy moody spell
Wild on my brain, and let the tempest loose
To hurl me down the gulph of madness, where
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Remembrance through the dark confusion sheds
.No gleam o’er all the past !
ALBERT.
Elfilia, turn to me.
Here is a heart all truth, a heart that burns
With passionate feeling. Give me one bright smile,
And though it long hath been a dreary waste,
The wilderness into sunshine and with joy
Shall break forth into singing, and the flowers
Of hope bloom sweetly there,
ELFILIA,
What! love a slave?
ALBERT.
A curse eternal on the ashes rest
Of him who first his fellow-men enslaved !
He who yon kingly orb flung on the heavens,
And crowned the shadowy night with countless stars,
Made me a man equal in form and mind
With yon proud lord, who to the mart of slaves
Would drive me like a beast.—But be thou mine,
And I shall feel a new and mighty spirit
Uplift me, like the youthful eagle when
Her untried plumes expand to meet the sun,
Till fame and honour shed their glory on me.
[Horns and cries near.
ELFILIA.
It cannot be—Hark ! the proud hunters come!
O let me fly—
ALBERT—( seizing her arm.)
Beware of my revenge !
Thou shalt be mine, or I to Gondabert
Will thy stolen meetings with his son reveal.
And, by St. Edmund’s bones ! here is a proof
[ Taking up the letter.
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Which to the Earl, though I know not its language,

Will silently confirm, past doubt, my tale.
ELFILIA.

"I'is Wilford’s—Edgar’s letter ! Lost for ever!

O Albert, with compassion hear my prayers ;

And if indeed thou know’st what tis to love,

In pity to a maiden’s weakness hide

Our hapless passion from the haughty Earl.

Prostrate I fall before thee. O, respect

My tears, my agonies. Restore that letter.
ALBERT.

Swear, then, on bended knee, to be my wife;

Swear by all holy things

ELFILIA.
To be thy wife ?

Eternal powers ! where shall I turn for hope ?
Woe comes on woe, the surges of despair
Rush o'er my sinking soul, and I must perish
If thou refuse to save. Albert, my fate
Is in thy hands; on thee [ call for mercy,
Mercy from him who has declared he loves me.
Canst thou behold these tears thy feet bedew,
Yet not relent ? Is there no spark of pity
In thy stern soul ? Wouldst thou accept the hand
Of her, whose breaking heart is far estranged
From all thy joys and cares ?

ALBERT.

Then let revenge,

Though it should in this bosom wake a hell
Of after anguish, yield a transient joy
Thy wilfulness denies. (Horns and hunters very near.)

They come, proud maid,
Famed Cornwall’s Duke, and Devon’s imperious lord !
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ELFILIA.
Heaven, for thy mercy ! there is none on earth !
Remorseless man, hurl me from yonder rocks
Deep in the roaring torrent’s black abyss,
Rather than let me meet—{shrieks. ) Ha ! T behold him!
The hated, dreaded Duke.

ALBERT.

O, how it racks

My heart to see her thus.—Yet must it be,
Or blasted every hope that life can yield. [ Aside.
Swear to be mine, and I will bear thee hence,
Where he shall never find thee.

ELFILIA.

O, faithless Edgar !
What fires are these which lighten round my brow?
Madness is on my wild and burning brain !
Swear to be thine?—(hesitates )—thine ? Tortures,
racks, and flames

Shall sooner be my portion ! Monster ! fiend !
Dark savage of the moor, despair’s dread curse
On thy last death-hour fall ! [ Rushes off.

ALBERT.
The secret shall be told to win my freedom,
And then away—away to th’ wildest depth
Of Dartmoor will I safely bear my love.

Music.—Enter Earl Gondabert and the Duke of Corn-
wall, with a train of hunters.

GONDABERT,
Right gallant spoil have we this day enjoyed
Amid the wilds of Dartmoor’s regal forest.
That shag-maned bull, by our fierce dogs embayed,
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Fought like a veteran warrior, till he fell,
Illustrious Duke, beneath thy well-aimed spear.
DUKE.

"T'was ever my delight at early dawn
To rouse the tusked boar, the wolf, and elk, (%)
And make the vale and mountain forest ring
With ery of falcon, hound, and merry horn.
Such were my youthful sports, which schooled me well
In all the nobler duties of the soldier.

ALBERT.
I would presume with Devon’s fame-honoured lord
To claim a private parley.

GONDABERT.
Who art thou?

ALBERT.
I am a vassal, born on thy domains,
And something have to say, redoubted chief,
That much concerns thy honour.

GONDABERT.

Duke, lead on :
My train will to the castle’s eastern gate,
Through yonder wood, conduct you.

[ Music.—Exeunt Duke and hunters.

Blood-stained ambition ! idol of my worship !
But one step more—the dukedom of the west—
On what a noble height shall I have placed,
In some brief hours, my loved and only son !

ALBERT.
My lord

GONDABERT.
Let me but this long-laboured plan achieve,
Let me behold my gallant Edgar lead
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The British princess to the bridal shrine,
And this glad heart

ALBERT.

If I err not, ’tis like
Your hopes, my lord, will scurvily be crossed.
A princess ? no; a bondmaid, who doth tend
A swine-drift in yon forest, is the choice
Of his aspiring aims. It moves my mirth
To think how all thy future heirs will be
Of mongrel breed,—half noble and half vile!
How in their veins such different blood may flow
‘Without eternal discord, I must leave
To thy far deeper knowledge.

GONDABERT.
I bear thy words, but gather not their meaning.
ALBERT.
They’ll marry in despite of thee, if I——
GONDABERT.,
Marry the devil, if thou wilt; what reck
I whom thou marriest ? Doth thy bridal aught
Concern my honour ?
ALBERT.
Noj; ’tis of Lord Edgar
GONDABERT.
Well, what of him? What darest thou speak of him ?
ALBERT.
0, nothing evil—only of his love

GONDABERT.
Ay, for a princess

ALBERT.
Princess of the hogs,
And maid of honour to my honoured mother.
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GONDABERT.
Lord Edgar ? wmaid of honour to thy mother ?
Why thou art mad ! or I, more mad than thou,
Of thy strange story make most strange disorder.
ALBERT.
Clear is the story as those sunny beams
That sparkle on Lydford’s mountain flood,
If thou mar not its meaning. Thy young heir
A maiden woos who dwells here on the moor ;
And for a princess is content to take
A lowly bond-wench to his bridal bed.
GONDABERT.
Lord Edgar woo a bondmaid for his bride !
Away, foul-spoken villain! ere my sword
Leap from its scabbard to revenge in blood
Thy base, misboding lies !
ALBERT.
Ha! ha! ha!
GONDABERT.
Darest, sodden-witted slave, to mock my wrath ?—
Fiends ! now I on him look, why do I start
At th’ evil glances of that scoffing eye ?
His visage drives the blood cold to my heart !
His wild laugh sounded like It cannot be.
What weakness hath possessed me P—(aside). Wolf-dog,
hence !—
Still dost thou brave me with that brow of scorn,
Nor, like a trembling bond-serf, crouch in fear ?

ALBERT.

Fear! what is fear? I know it not, proud Thane.
GONDABERT. /

Audacious swincherd ! speak’st thou like an equal ?
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ALBERT.

Why am I not thine equal, Gondabert ?—
Bating thy jewelled robes, thy warman’s spear
Of freedom and command, thy insolent train
Of serving-vassals, and thy rich domains
And titled birth,—for which, high-minded lord,
Chance claims thy thanks. I am at least a man,
Although a slave, and not the’haughtiest Thane
Wins higher rank in nature; while in honour,
T’ll challenge an equality with him
Who stands the mightiest noble of the land,
Scorning the shame of falsehood. Let that teach thee
An injured slave can be an honest man.
[Holding out the letter.

GOXDABERT—(snatching it.)

By Mary’s blessed shrine, ’tis Edgar’s hand !
* ALBERT.

How rolls his full eye like a savage stag’s

When kept at bay by hounds. Were those bright robes
Of splendour on my back, I should appear

A braver lord than he.

GONDABERT.
O, this would turn
Meekness into a Fury, love paternal
To deadly hate and loathing! Powers of hell,
Have ye conspired to blast a father’s hopes ?—
Down choking rage, nor to the evil eye
Of this strange slave expose me. A deep spell,
A dark disease of mind, some youthful witch
Hath on thee, Edgar, cast, and marred thy brain !—(22)
This letter proves thy story merits faith,
And high reward shall wait on thy desert.
D
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ALBERT.
I ask but in return, my lord, one gift :
It is emancipation from the yoke
Of galling slavery, and that bright reward
Shall make me feel I am indeed a man,—
Shall give me a new being, and to thee
(As my hereafter actions I will shape)
Yield greater honour than a victory won
By thy good sword in battle.

GONDABERY.
From this hour

Thou art no more a slave. On to the castle.

ALBERT.
Freedom is mine! I’ve won my glorious birthright !
Off, hated badge of slavery ! [Flinging away his
chain collar. My young neck

Shall never stoop to wear thy yoke again.

Glory is dawning on my spirit now,

And fame shall mark my tomb to other years.

England, the time will come when all thy sons

Throughout thy wide dominions shall, like me,

Dash off their chains, and shout forth ¢ Liberty ! [ Ewit.
GONDABERT.

That is no common slave. What mystery hangs

Dark as yon hill-cloud on him? His stern eye

Glanced like the basilisk’s! Imports it not,

Since he must walk no more abroad to blab

"This tale of witchcraft and my son’s disgrace.

Have I in kindred blood plunged deep this hand,

Stabbed my soul’s peace, and from my pillow scared

The soft and balmy sleep, thus to be foiled

In the great work I laboured to complete ?

Sleep ! O, to me when thy brief visits come,
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The shadows of the damned around me flock,
And ghastly forms haunt all my evil dreams!
The forms of those I've wronged—the innocent—
The murdered children
Enter Messenger, hastily.
: Who art thou? A spy
Upon my private thoughts? A listener, sent
To pluck the secrets from my tortured soul,
And then betray them to the scoffer’s scorn?
MESSENGER.
I listened not, my lord—
GONDABERT.,
Liar and slave ! [ Rushing on him.
I’ll tear thy heart out, rend thee limb from limb,
And with thy treacherous carcass gorge the wolves !
Ha! ha! ha!—
Nay, do not tremble, man. A sudden passion
Came o’er my troubled brain. At times a cloud
Of darkness flits across this harassed mind.
My son’s disgrace—I mean my brother’s wrongs—
I mean—I—know not what I mean.
Heed not my words—thy presence doth confound me.
What brings thee to the forest ?
MESSENGER.
Good my lord,.
I bear despatches of the utmost moment
From Ethelred the King ; and was commanded
To place them in no other hands than thine,
When I arrived at Lydford. [ Delivering a sealed packet.
GONDABERT.
All Heaven’s blessings
Rest on his Highness! He, I trust, is well.
MESSENGER.

He is, my lord.
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GONDABERT.
Return to Lydford castle.
A largess waits thee there. [ Exit Messenger.

What state concerns are these? I.et me peruse.
[Opens the packet and reads.

“To our trusty and well-beloved Thane, Gonda-
bert Earl of Devon, greeting.—Whereas by the advice
of our Athelings, Earldormen, Thanes, and chief offi-
cers of our household, in council assembled, we have
resolved and do decree, that on the holy Eve of St.
Brice, all the Danes, not excepting one in any station,
within our realms, shall for their haughtiness, oppression,
and barbarous cruelty to the English, be put to the
sword privately, not sparing the women or children of
that detested people; that so our kingdom may be rid
of its lordling oppressors, and our loving and faithful
subjects be restored to their inheritance, and dwell in
liberty and peace.

These commands we lay on all men of the Saxon
nations, who hold authority and office under us, within

these our kingdoms.
ErueLrep tHE Kine.”

A general massacre! and in cold blood !

Women and children, too! Why even I,

Who have not shrunk from fiendish deeds of guilt,

Do almost freeze with horror. Hence, remorse !

The softer feelings here must find no place. .

St. Brice, to-morrow is thy fatal eve: '

Murder and death shall chaunt thy vigil hymns.

I’ll do this work of vengeance—it may suit

My private purpose: ’tis the King’s command,

And on Ais head be all the blood I spill. [ Exit.

END OF THE SECOND ACT.
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ACT IIL
SCENE 1.—The Grand Hall in Lydford Castle.

Enter Gondabert and Harold.

HAROLD.
Tue Danes throughout the kingdom to be slain ?
And in one night ?
GONDABERT.
Ay, Harold, every soul,
Man, woman, and the suckling at the breast.
HAROLD.
*T'is horrible !
GONDABERT.
It is the King’s command ;
And, seneschal, we must obey his will,
Let all my warmen and retainers hold (23)
Themselves in readiness, and they will need
Well-sharpened blades—'twill be a bloody work.
Mark, instant death shall be that soldier’s doom
Who dares to breathe a word.—Thou look’st aghast..
HAROLD.
It is a frightful deed !
GONDABERT.
The dainty slaves !
*Tis just to cut them off. Do they not waste
The hours in decking their voluptuous forms
In splendid garments ? o’er their flowing locks
Pour the most precious ointments of the East,



38 THE ENGLISH SLAVE. |Act TII.

And riot on the substance of the English ?
‘Who dare not lift the mead-cup to their lips,
When in the presence of these lordly thieves,
Without the fear of death. (2¢)
HAROLD.
Most true, my lord.
But ah, their guiltless infants—
GONDABERT.
Perish all—
The serpents and their spawn ! or the vile brood
Will rise and sting our young ones to the heart—
All but my lovely captive and her slave.
But I have that which claims more anxious thought
Than these fell Danes. Go, hither send my son.
HAROLD.
Has he discovered Edgar’s luckless passion ?
Dark thoughts are gathering in his troubled breast,
And mark his clouded brow.
GONDABERT.
Why stand’st thou there ?
Command him to my presence.
HAROLD.
I obey. [Eawiz.
GONDABERT.
Had but this shameful tale been spread abroad,
My glory had departed, and the line,
The illustrious line of Gondabert been dashed
From honour’s radiant page.

Enter Edgar.

Audacious boy !
Strange thou canst wear that brow of guilty boldness,
And meet my searching glance with steadfast eye,
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When in thy heart lurks a disgraceful secret,
Which, once made known, would thy fair honour blast,
And sink thy father to a timeless grave.

EDGAR.
Mysterious are thy words of wrath to me.
1 wot not of their meaning : but I stand
Fearless in innocence, and proof to all
Th’ envenomed shafts of slander.

GONDABERT,
Spare thy words.
Know then at once, to strike thee dumb with shame,
Thou minion of a slave-begotten slave,
Thy baseness is discovered! ILook on this.
[Showing the letter, then flinging it towards him.

Read thy confusion there.

EDGAR.
A falsehood shall not taint my lips, for now
The cherished passion of this ardent heart
Right frankly will T own—nay more, my lord,
Boast of it as my joy, my honest pride.
True ’tis, that gentle birth no lustre lends
To the self-radiant charms of her I love,
Whose beauty, form, and mind, divinely matched,
Make her a paragon, transcending all
The lofty damsels of the English court.
Wouldst thou but on this maiden deign to look,
Her smile would that stern heart to kindness win,
And draw a blessing from thee.

GONDABERT.
I look on her?

The accurst enchantress whose dark passion-spells
Thy reason and thy honour have destroyed ?
Dare not to hope that I will sacrifice
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My glory in the flames of thy base love.
My word is pledged : the powerful Duke of Cprnwall
Waits to bestow on thee his daughter’s hand.
On, then—on to dominion and a throne !
EDGAR.
Ambition, like the winter’s reckless storms,
Swells high the mountain torrent of thy pride.
I love not noisy greatness, but through life :
Would, like the valley-streamlet, glide in peace,
Amid the music and the flowers of love.
GONDABERT.
Spell-witched enthusiast, wouldst thou love despair,
And wed thyself to beggared infamy ?
Such folly might teach Patience to blaspheme !
EDGAR.
Thou still hast been to me the kindest parent,
And I thy love return with such affection,
That it would almost break my heart to say,
Father, adieu for ever! Yet banish me
Far from thy presence to some storm-girt isle,
Whose dreary solitudes have never heard
The voice of man, with her my young heart loves,
Rather than chain me to a hated throne,
Or bind this brow with regal gems, whose fires
Would my hot brain, like hell-born lightning, scorch !
GONDABERT.
Answer one question,—speak as if thou stood’st
On the dim threshold of eternity :
Say, is that life which being gave to thine,
Is it held sacred by an only son?
EDGAR.
Bear witness all ye ministers of Heaven,
Ye warrior hosts of light, who o%er the Danes
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Victory to us have given in fields of glory,

And bowed their raven-banners to the Cross, (%5)

Witness the filial ardour of my soul

For thee, loved, honoured author of my being.
GONDABERT.

Then, on this sword, swear—swear, in solemn dread,

By Heaven and all its joys, by those fierce pangs <

Which hell for perjury hath in reserve ;

Swear by the blessed passion of the Cross,

Thy hope, thy passport to the realms of bliss ;—

And, if thou break thine oath, on thee invoke

The torments of the lost while here on earth,

And, when thou quitt’st that form of loathsome anguish,

Redoubled pangs amid the penal fires

Of everlasting torture !—Edgar, swear.

EDGAR.
Swear ! what, my lord? What wouldst thou have me
swear P
GONDABERT.

Elfilia to renounce—renounce for ever !
EDGAR—( after a pause.)

No! Rather let me by unheard of pangs
Die inch by inch, yet never reach that goal
Where human sufferings end !

GONDABERT.

Then hear me swear—
EDGAR.

Hold ! O, for mercy hold !

GONDABERT.

Now by that oath,

‘With heart of fire, that in its sternest mood
Hath loved thee, Edgar—ay, these burning tears
"Too deeply tell the father’s strong affections—
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By that tremendous oath do I now swear,
"The hour thou wedd’st a slave shall see this sword
Plunged in thy father’s heart! and on thy head
His reeking blood shall rest.
EDGAR.
O, horror ! horror !
[Edgar staggers back, and leans against a pillar
speechless.—A4 pause.
GONDABERT,
Come, Edgar—come, my gallant, noble son,
Take courage to thine aid : like a true hero,
Stir up a manly spirit to quell thyself.
Thy spring-tide virtues have borne richest flowers;
Let not this spell-wrought passion blast their promise,
And they shall ripen into glorious fruit,
That time will make immortal. Let my prayers
Win back thy soul to honour, and the blessing
Of a fond parent rest upon thy head.
EDGAR.
O, what a struggle duty and affection
Wage in this troubled heart !
Shall I prove faithless to my gentle maid ?
My life, Elfilia, is bound up in thine.
GONDABERT.
And dost thou still prefer that low-born slave
To fame, to honour, and thy father’s life ?
Hence from my sight, thou bastard to my blood !
I sicken to behold thee ; once my son,
Now mine no more for ever } [Ewit.
EDGAR.
No, Elfilia,
They shall not tear thee from these faithful arms !
And yet to steep my bridal bed in blood,
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A dear-loved parent’s blood ! O dreadful thought!
'l yield her up, resign the beauteous maid

To happier arms, myself to endless woe !

Resign her to a savage mountaineer ?

Eternal madness would be then my fate !

So closely round her are these heart-strings twined,
That he who plucks her from me, must the chords

Of life asunder rend ! [Eit.

Re-enter Gondabert.

GONDABERT.
What! is he gone?

I must be speedy in my dire intent.
There is no way but this. Another victim,
Ambition, must on thy red altar bleed !
How deeply am I plagued for my misdeeds.
My brother, nephews—where, ay, where are they ?
Dust, ashes, slumbering in their gory graves!
And blood must flow again! Now could I find
That fiend-like instrument, whose dagger won
For me Devonia’s Earldom.—He, no doubt,
Has long since perished with his robber clan,
And their white bones hang whistling to the winds
On yonder lonely moor.

Enter Roderick, his figure and face wild, ghastly,
and ferocious.

What witcheraft’s this ?
I have no spell to call thee from the tomb. (26)
Look not upon me with that ghastly smile;
It makes my marrow freeze! Away, grim spectre,
Back to thy gallows tree !
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RODERICK.
Ha! ha! ha! ha!

GONDABERT.
The sound of hell is in thy fiendish mockery,
To him who feels th’ undying worm within.
And hell, if thou art mortal, sent thee here
Another dark and bloody scene to act.
That look ferocious speaks thee ready still
To do my bidding. Give me, then, thy hand—
'Tis warm with life. Welcome, thrice welcome,

Reoderick.

RODERICK.
I thank thee, Thane. Hearing of thy return,
I hastened hither to renew our friendship,
If, proud in fortune’s sun and winged with fame,
Thou soar’st not to a height above my reach.
I have not been without my victories, too,
Or many a fair prize on the moor’s wild skirts,
Won gallantly in spite of sword and law.

GONDABERT.
Most opportunely com’st thou to my wish.

RODERICK.
Thou somewhat knowest my deeds. Thine elder brother
By my bold daring fell into the hands
Of those death-dealing Danes, who spared him not:
And both his infant sons, consigned by thee
To these kind nursing arms, I rocked asleep ;
Nor have they from their slumbers €’er awoke.

GONDABERT.
Roderick, T’ve seen them oft.

RODERICK—( alarmed. )
Ha! where, my lord?
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GONDABERT.
In horrid dreams and visions of the night,
That o’er me fling the torments of the damned !

RODERICK.
Pshaw ! ’tis thy fancy, Thane. Oft have I wiped
The blood of men from this keen dagger’s blade ;
Yet sleep I soundly when the night-storm howls,
As the strong eagle on her mountain-perch.

GONDABERT.
Long years have passed away since the fierce Danes
Destroyed that brother, whom my soul abhorred.
The grave hath safely cradled, too, those brats.—
But there is yet one act, brave Roderick, which
Thou must perform, and ever bind me fast
To thee in gratitude.

RODERICK.

Name it, my lord.
But let me say that gratitude is oft
A poor rewarder. Like gold-feathered birds,
That sit and warble while we stand aloof,
But, if approached, soar quickly on the wing,
Are most men’s promises,—made in their need.
A dangerous service claims a better gift
Than soft lack-money words.

GONDABERT.

‘ What ! would this slave
Claim half my Earldom ?—(aside.) Do but this one act,
And I will heap rewards upon thy head
Beyond thine utmost wishes. Dost thou know
A female slave o’ th’ borders of the moor,

Much noted for her beauty ?
RODERICK.
What, Elfilia ?
I’ve heard our band commend her comely looks.
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GONDABERT.
The same, the very same. She deals in spells,
And the forbidden arts of dark enchantment.
Her witchcraft blasts my brightest hopes of power,
And while she lives, my honour o’er the steep
Of foul disgrace clings to a reed, that bends
With every sigh she breathes !—1I wish her dead.
RODERICK.
She dies, my lord. There need no further words.
GONDABERT.
I charge thee be not prodigal of time.
Take her off’ quickly, and thy great reward
Shall outgo all deservings.
RODERICK.
Fear me not.
The vesper-bell of yon monastic towers
Shall be her summons to another land. [ Ewit.
GONDABERT.
She is disposed of, and my worst fears with her.

Enter Evanda.

EVANDA.
No tidings yet, Rogvalla, of thy fleet !
On what far-distant seas have tempests driven
Thy galley eagle-winged ?—I come once more
Freedom to claim of thee, war-honoured Earl.

GONDABERT.
Freedom? All-beauteous lady, there is none
Beyoud these walls for thee. If thou depart
From the protection of these rampant towers,
Death will oertake thy steps.
EVANDA.
Death ? Better far

His cold embrace to meet, and lay me down
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In sweet forgetfulness, than here to dwell

Hopeless of every joy.—

Think’st thou that I, in whose veins flow the blood
Of Denmark’s bravest sea-kings,—I who oft
Undaunted at the elm have stood, when all

'The deep its mountains hurled against the heavens,
That thundered back their wrath,—who on the deck
Have fought unfearingly, and seen that deep

Red with the life-stream of the battle-slain,

That I will shrink from death ?

GONDABERT.

Bright ocean-queen,
That sounds like spirit, and it charms me more
Than all the softness which the softest maid
Could breathe in my fond ear. Yet think how dreadful
To meet cold-blooded Murder in thy path,
And see his poniard, gleaming to the moon,
Against thy shieldless bosom. Scorn me not.
Already doth the stern Avenger whet
His two-edged sword to go forth and destroy :
One wild, dread shriek o'er all the land will rise,
Piercing the clouds that hang upon the night,
And every threshold shall be steeped in blood !

EVANDA.

Thy words have a dark meaning:

GONDABERT.
They breathe death,
Death on St. Brice’s Eve to every Dane!
There’s not an Englishman but is prepared
To do the King’s command. Wilt thou refuse
To fly to the protection of these arms ?
No power but love can stay thy threatened doom.
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EVANDA.
Then let me perish—perish gloryingly !
Think’st thou I at the altar would accept
Thy hand, all reeking with my nation’s blood ?
How I despise and hate thee for the thought !
Visions of what shall come, your spell is on me.
Hark ! hear’st thou not the shouts of fierce revenge?
From Norway’s cape to Denmark’s southern isles
The North pours forth her thousands on thy land !
England ! thy King for this shall sit in dust,
And sackcloth be his robes. He comes ! he comes !
The warrior of the North, to wear thy crown,
And tread upon the necks of Saxon slaves !
GONDABERT.
Never, false-boding maid.
EVANDA.

Proud scorner, mark ;
As truly do my words predict what shall be,
As those deep hollow sounds, the sea at eve
Breathes in its dream of peace, foretell the storm
Which dooms the barque to perish. Make thou bare
That sword of vengeance, and its point shall pierce
Deep to thine own heart’s core ! [Ewit.

GONDABERT.
I do not heed

The wild dreams of thy darkly-troubled fancy.
The sound of Death’s pale steed, as on he rides
In terror through the land, will tame thy spirit.
Within there, ho !

Enter Harold arnd Othmar.

Are all things now prepared
For Edgar’s bridal rites ?



Scene II.] THE ENGLISH SLAVE. 49

HAROLD.
All, good my lord,—
Except the bridegroom, who will ne’er be ready.
[ 4side.
GONDABERT.
Let splendour not be lacking : I would have
All pomp of circumstance attend the spousals
Which royalty demands. The town of Lydford
I will have gay with bonfires, and with lights
And torch-flames lustrous make our garden-bowers,
Where every vassal to the harp and pipe
Shall hold high revelry.—To-morrow eve
How changed will be the scene! Thy duty ’tis
To see the honours of our house sustained.
[Exit Harold.
Othmar, my castellain, chief of my guards,
T'hou know’st the secret of St. Brice’s Eve?
OTHMAR.
I do, my lord. ;
GONDABERT.
There is within these walls
A serf, to whom I lately freedom gave,
Albert by name. Have thou an eye upon him,
And let him not depart: he knows a secret
That troubles me. "I'o-morrow, when thou hear’st
St. Brice’s heavy death-knell, let him die. (¥7)
OTHMAR.
Your will, illustrious Earl, shall be obeyed. [Eit.
GONDABERT.
Thus wade 1 on from blood to blood, each step .
Still deeper than the last! What abject slaves
Are we to our dark passions.  All our pleasures
Are dearly bought' with toil ; and when achieved,
E
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Fade like the rainbow, which o'er hill and dale
The mountain-boy pursues with fruitless speed.
Well, be it so.
One sun-bright passion still inspires my soul

Amid its gloomiest storms—love for the land

That gave me birth ; and to protect her rights,

Her lofty freedom, which so well befit

A subject to enjoy, a prince to give,

I at thy shrine, St. Brice, a sacrifice

Will offer of my country’s hated foes. [Ewit.

SCENE 11.—-Tre Castle Gardens, illuminated with
torches. At the upper part of the stage, tables laid
out for a feast, canopied with festoons of flowers.

A crowd of Vassals of both sexes discovered, with bands
of glee-men and glee-maidens dancing in various groupes,
and Scalds playing on their harps; others tossing
knives and balls in the air, (*3) with all the sports of
a Sazon festival.

Enter Elfilia, with a wild distracted air.

ELFILIA—( advancing to the front of the stage.)

What do I here, amid this festive scene P

Where every vassal shouts joy to thy bridal,
Destroyer of my peace! I, too, will shout

A darkly evil day, and many, follow

Thy nuptials, cruel Edgar. Here the wolf,

The grey wolf of Dunheved’s mountain dwells ; (%)
Yet have I wildly ventured to his den.

Earth has no greater misery now for me :

I'm reckless what may come——
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CHORUS OF VASSALS.

Sound the tabor, harp, and flute,
Virgins touch the soft-toned lute;
Edgar, son of warlike might,
"Tis thy happy bridal night :
Love entwines his magic flower
Round thy rich coronal of power.

.

ELFILIA.
Cease those strains

Of festal joy, and let the mournful knell
Ring out its dirge of death. Ye roses fade,
Ere on thy brows the priest, thou false one, bind (%)
The sacred bridal wreath. Rend those bright garlands,
And bring, ye maids, pale flowers to strew my corse :
Prepare, ye guests, for me the winding-sheet,
And steep it in the crimson tears this heart
Weeps for thy falsehood, Edgar. I once more
On thee will look, and then away, away
To yonder mountains, a wild maniac flee:
There with the wolf I’ll make my stormy home,
And dig my own grave out.—The grave, the grave !
There is no other home on earth for me. [Retires.

Enter Edgar, followed by Harold.

EDGAR.
Not see her? no where to be found ?

HAROLD.

No, good my lord.
I saw the bond-neif, Editha, in tears
Lamenting that Elfilia, wild with grief,
Had fled, she knew not whither.
E 2
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EDGAR.
Fled ?
Perish renown but I will through the world
Seek her, nor food nor rest
[As ke is going off he meets Elfilia, she shricks and
sinks overpowered into his arms.

Transporting bliss !
This happy, happy meeting:

ELFILIA—( disengaging herself from his embrace.)
Hence! forbear !
Thou art another’s.—See the torches blaze
On yonder altar! There thy regal bride
Waits for her gallant Edgar. Let me take
One last, one parting look, then far away
Wander amid the howling wilderness,
And find some cave to die in.—Cruel Edgar !
[Bursts into tears.
EDGAR.
Still am I thine, and only thine, sweet maid.
ELFILIA.
No more delude me with thy flattering tongue

EDGAR.
There’s not a moment to be lost in words.
My flight with thee shall prove my constant truth:
Our steeds stand ready to convey us hence.

On, Harold, to the grove. [ Exit Harold.
ELFILIA.
And art thou true indeed ?
EDGAR.

As truth itself. The impatient princess waits,
Clad in her bridal robes: my father calls—
"My father >—O, myheart !—1I see him now.
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ELFILIA—( alarmed.)

Where, where, my dearest lord ?

EDGAR—( N0t attending to her.)

0, yes, I see

My honoured father in his wild despair,
As he beside the trembling princess kneels,
Invoking Heaven’s dread curses on my head !
He on the ground flings his uprooted locks
In bitter madness ! Agony of soul
The flashing of his dark eye dims with tears,
As rain and lightnings mingle. Now his hand
The glittering dagger grasps; he calls on me,
On me his son, but calls in vain, to save him.
Deep in his heart the horrid steel is plunged !
"Tis I who strike the blow !—My brain’s on fire!
His blood streams o’er the altar, and from thence
Will it cry out against me for revenge !
Revenge ! revenge on a foul parricide !

[Edgar fulls, Elfilia shrieks and sinks beside him.
Enter Roderick and several Robbers, the Peasants
scream with terror and run off. Roderick mo-
tions the Robbers, who seize Elfilia.

ELFILIA,
Awake, my Edgar! Fiends, let go your hold ;
Ye shall not tear me from him.—
Save me, my Edgar, save! He hears me not.
Ab, then farewell, for ever and for ever !

[ Zaints in the arms of the Robbers, who bear her
off. Roderick stands in a triumphant attitude
over the fallen Edgar.

END OF THE THIRD ACT.
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ACT IV.

SCENE 1.—The Banks of the Tamar, by moonlight.

A Danish Fleet discovered drawn up to the shore. Rog-
valla, Cathimar, Ivor, and Frotho leap from the fore-
most vessels, followed by the Danisk army.

Cuorus oF DaNisH SOLDIERS.

Our home is the booming ocean wide,

Where in sunlight and storm we fearlessly ride,
Where many a rock-girt island lies,

All wealthy and fair,—the warrior’s prize.

We laugh when the rushing blast comes by,
When lightnings dart from the lurid sky,

And midnight is there, and the last faint ray
Of the struggling moon hath passed away.
Then afar, afar o’er the storm-swept flood

We joyously rush to plunder and blood !

Now fling on this island’s night-winds, fling
Our dark banner-raven’s magical wing.

Sound, sound to the charge, lift the fierce battle-cry,
And march, proudly march, to conquer or die !

ROGVALLA.
Once more, fair England, to our warlike tramp
Echoes thy flowery soil. What joy to roam
From land to land, and hear its wail and shriek
Ascend to heaven, the heralds of our might.
Nor tides nor stormy billows stay our course :
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The sea-king makes the elements his slaves,
To speed him on to plunder and renown.

CATHIMAR.
Ours is a manly life of freeborn rovers.

ROGVALLA.
I scorn the dull inactive state of those
Who dwell beneath a smoky roof, and quafft
The wine-cup o’er their blazing hearths.—By Odin !
*Tis the life of slaves. Our dwelling is
The summer ocean in its sunny pride,
Or in the boundless hall of winds and storms,
With meteors and the crimson lightning roofed,
Where Thor on his cloud-throne of thunder sits,
And rules the noisy heavens.

CATHIMAR.

Ay, noble chief,

Lord of the land and sea the Northman roams.

ROGVALLA.
The wealth of field and fold my soul disdains.
An honourable harvest do I reap
From cities sacked and villages in flames : (3!)
These are the trophies of the illustrious brave.
The ocean is my golden path to glory;
And I such ample spoils have nobly won,
As to my wide dominion of the deep
Have gaiued a host of brave ones.

IVOR.
‘Who will ne’er

Desert thy banner, while a fragment floats
Above thy barque’s tall mast.

ROGVALLA.

I now must leave you.

At my return by morn, I'll call you forth
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To battle with the haughty Thane of Devon,
Who holds Evanda captive in his halls.
Let me but free her from this Saxon’s power,
And then, ye dauntless lions of the sea,
Shall fire and sword make one wide desolation,
And plunder be your valour’s bright reward.
Ho! Cathimar.
CATHIMAR.
Here, my valiant leader.
ROGVALLA.
Take thou my helm, the motion of whose plumes
The courses of the unruly winds can change,
Or sink them into silence ; and this shield
Of blazing gold, invulnerable to lance,
Arrow, and sword of foe,—for it was forged
By fairy dwarfs amid their secret caves,
Rich with refulgent ore and starry gems, (%2)
Then, by the maids of death, cooled in the fount
Which flows beneath Valhalla’s throne of light,—
These, in my absence, as vicegerent wear,
And rule till T return.
CATHIMAR.
With joy—and hope
That thou, young warrior, wilt appear no more
To claim them at my hands. [4side.
ROGVALLA.
Bring my disguise. I’ll seek this western Earl,
And, as a wandering harper, in his halls
With music’s sweet enchantment charm the serpent
To swift destruction.

Enter Albert.
Who art thou? A Saxon?
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ALBERT.
I am.
ROGVALLA.
Why, Christian fool, art thou life-wearied grown ?
And is thy lot so dark, that not one gleam
Of hope beams on thee P
ALBERT.
No; though dark it be,
Yet through the storm a straggling beam of glory
Breaks brightly on me.
ROGVALLA.
Soon will it be quenched -
In total darkness. We no mercy show
To a vile Saxon, who bows not to earth"
And cries, Hail ! my lord Dane. (33)
;i ALBERT.
I will not bow
To earth before the proudest of you here,
Nor lick the blood-stained dust from off your feet.
[Cathimar and Ivor half unsheathe their swords.
I laugh your swords to scorn.—Give me a lance,
And I will make the stoutest warman here,
Who dares this iron-sinewed arm to meet
In equal combat, humbly kiss the ground
Beneath my feet.
ROGVALLA.
Thou vaunt’st right boldly, slave.
ALBERT. ?
Slave in thy teeth ! I am as free as thou,
A seaking born, to wander where I list.
As boldly as my tongue hath dared to speak,
This arm, doubt not, shall act.
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ROGVALLA.
Thy manly bearing,
Thy form and countenance, all for thee plead,
And wake my heart to friendship. Whence comest thou?
ALBERT,
I from the towers of Gondabert have fled,
That den of murder; and amid these woods,
Wandering I knew not whither, heard rich music
Break on the breathless night. I shouted loud
“Danes and revenge are come !” and the dim woods
And rocks replied, ¢ Danes and revenge are come ! ”
ROGVALLA.
Is there a Saxon heart that can feel joy
At our arrival ?
ALBERT.
Yes, I feel a joy,
A maddening joy of fierce and just revenge
On that stern, villain Thane, the Earl of Devon.
Listening in secret, I o’erheard a plot,—
A plot to murder all the Danes that breathe
Within the English realms! Yet a brief space,
Be well assured, and this remorseless act
Shall be performed ; while I, for service done
To that false Earl, was also doomed to fall.
ROGVALLA.
O, for such treachery shall these Saxon dogs
Be worthily repaid !—
Come, guide me to the Earl of Devon’s strong towers,
And thou shalt to my heart be as a brother.
ALBERT.
I'll do it gladly.
ROGVALLA.
Arm him with a war-knife,



Scene 1.] THE ENGLISH SLAVE. 59

And o’er his shoulders fling the minstrel’s vest.
Prepare our tents, and keep good watch and ward.
IVOR.

And wilt thou trust thee with this stalwart Saxon?

ROGVALLA.
Trust him? Ay, would I, by my golden bracelets, (3)
Though he possessed the strength of twenty Saxons.
There is an open, fearless honesty
Tmprinted on his brow ; and in that eye
No base dissimulation darkly clouds
The flashing of its spirit-lighted fire.

ALBERT.

Thou read’st me, warrior, rightly. I would joy
The fiercest that e’er wielded blade to meet
In a death-wrestle for the prize of fame ;
But let him my protection claim, and I
In his defence this heart’s life-blood would spill.

ROGVALLA.
If I return in safety, thou shalt have
Plunder and high command.

ALBERT.
Deeply, young chief,

Have I been wronged by Saxon lords and tyrants,
And from my birth in galling bondage held ;
Yet let this sword-arm from my trunk be lopped,
Ere I will lift it to destroy my country.
Give me a battle-axe, and lead me on
To other lands and other isles than England,
And I as brave a name in arms will win
As ever echoed round your northern shores.

ROGVALLA.
Take these my golden bracelets. Thou shalt be
My brother until death. At our return,
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We'll quaff the wine-cup mingled with our blood, (3%)
And swear eternal friendship. Hark! I hear
The distant signals of a coming storm.
Thou wilt not heed the huffing of the blast?
. ALBERT.
I heed it? Why on yon bleak, barren moor
I’ve met the tempest in its fiercest wrath,
[ Thunder remote.
When awful spirits and unholy forms,
That walk at night the desert, from their wings
Shook the pale lightning round me ; while the thunder
Made tor and mountain quake, till sunk its voice
In the far-sounding cataract’s solemn roar,
Whose grandeur fills the wild : yet have I laughed (%)
These mountain flaws to scorn, breasting their rage
Unflinchingly.
ROGVALLA.
Come, then, and let us on.
ALBERT.

Now shall I, Gondabert, have full revenge
For thy contempt and black ingratitude,
That deemed my life more worthless than thy dog’s.
A sword ere long my arm will grace, and I
Shall onward rush to glory o’er thy neck. | Ezeunt.

SCENE II.—4 Forest. The stage quite dark. A
Tempest, with thunder and lightning.

Enter two Robbers, dragging in Elfilia in a swoon.

FIRST ROBBER.
T’ll carry her no further.
SECOND ROBBER.
I do not half like this bloody business—and such a
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bitter tempest, too. Every thunder-clap seems to din in
our ears, "Tis a most unmanly act.
FIRST ROBBER.

Pshaw ! never let honour be upon thy lips again,
when disobedience to orders sticks at thy fingers’ ends.
Our commands were to kill her in this forest, and bury
her immediately.

SECOND ROBBER,
Well, then, to business, since it must be so.
[Drawing his poniard.
FIRST ROBBER.

Stay ; we'll fasten her to this tree, and by the glimp-
ses of the lightning make her a fair mark for our
arrows I’ll wager half my share of the next night’s
booty, that I hit her in the heart with the first shaft.

ELFILIA—( reviving. )
O, mercy, mercy ! Spare, O, spare my life !
FIRST ROBBER.

Thy prayers are vain. Our captain commanded us
to dispatch thee in this forest, and we never dispute his
orders. Reward is all we have to look to.

EL¥ILIA.
O think on that reward, which from the throne
Of Heaven’s Almighty justice is dispensed
To the relentless murderer ! Hear ye not
His voice, who made the world and all its creatures?
Mark, how in dreadful thunder it forbids
This most inhuman deed; while every flash
That your terrific forms to me reveals,
Is but the pale reflection of that vengeance,
Which at the hour of death shall be outpoured
In crimson cataracts on the soul of him,
Who dares to plunge his hand in guiltless blood !
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FIRST ROBBER.
Comrade, listen not to her, but help me to bind her
fast ; or our captain shall know of thy cowardly milk-
heartedness.
ELFILIA,
O, yet a moment stay—give me but time
To breathe one last, short prayer. Mercy, kind Heaven!

[ Z%e Robbers fasten her to a tree in the centre of
the stage, she appears nearly fainting : they then
retreat on either side, and make ready their bows
and arrows. The first Robber is about to
draw his bow, Elfilia shrieks, and Albert and
Rogvalla enter at the moment from the top of the
stage. A vivid blaze of lightning illuminates
the whole scene, and discovers the situation of
the characters.

ALBERT.
Elfilia here! Fury and vengeance! Die,
Thou hell-dog murderer, die !

[Albert rushes forward, and stabs the first Robber ;
rapid lightning.  The second Robber shoots an
arrow at Albert, but missing his aim, is imme-
diately stabbed by Rogvalla. Roderick enters at
the same moment, and seeing the Robbers slain,
sounds his horn: several of the Banditti rush in,
who,with Roderick, seize on Rogvalla and Albert,
and after a hard struggle, overcome and disarm
them of their war-knives. Elfilia, during the
contest, disengages herself from the tree, and
makes her escape. Rogvalla’s disguise is torn off,
and he appears in his Danish habit.

RODERICK.
Ha, Danes and chiefs! Revenge again is mine.
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0, how it joys my soul when I can see
My sword gilt ruddily with Danish blood.
By hell, that death-doomed maiden is escaped !
Pursue the fugitive, ye lagging slaves,
And bring to me some witness of her fate.
[Exeunt several Robbers.

ALBERT.
Scald-headed thief, that look’st as if thy carcass
Had on the gibbet-tree to shower and sun
Hung in the north-wind parching, wilt thou, canst thou
Murder that maid so innocently fair ?
Whose beauty all the goodness of her mind
Reflects as clearly as the stream its banks,
Making its waves all flowers ?  Off, dog-whelps, off!
My arm shall rescue her from a thousand robbers.
RODERICK.
Thoeu rescue her, Dane! What is that maid to thee ?
Ha, why it is the hunter of the moor !
My spies have always had an eye upon thee.
Thou, sturdy knave, shalt do me noble service.
The time is near at hand, when I will make thee
A Dbetter captive than a host of Danes.
ALBERT.
Could I shake off these hounds, thou shouldst not go
Unbrained from hence, cadaverous wolf-eyed villain !
Freedom but yesterday to me was given,
And though my soul abhors a bondman’s chains,
Let me but, like the lightning, fly to save
Elfilia from thy blood-dogs, and I swear,
By all in earth and heaven, I'll sell this body
To be from henceforth thine eternal slave,
Thy meanest slave, to kneel and wipe the dust
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From off thy feet,—do any service for thee,
And lose the name of man.
RODERICK.
I’ve other work
For thee to do. Hence with them to our cave.

ALBERT.
A curse—ay, and a thousand on thee fall !
I'll plant a dagger in thy throat for this. [Eveunt.

SCENE II11.—Adnother part of the Forest. Storm
continues.

Enter Elfilia.

ELFILIA.
Have pity on me, all ye saints of light,
In this appalling hour. Assuage your wrath,
Ye storms, that beat on my devoted head,
And pass in pity on. Yet what are all
The terrors of the angry elements
Compared with those of cruel men, who seek
To shed my guiltless blood ? Did ever heart
Feel anguish like to mine? Where can I flee
For hope or refuge ? Heaven, enwrapped in fire,
Threatens above ; and through the storm I hear
The dismal howlings of the hungry wolf,
And wild halloo of ruffians armed to slay me !
0, Edgar, dearest Edgar, didst thou know
‘What now is my sad doom !— All gracious heavens!
I hear the murderer’s footstep rushing on.
‘Where can I hide me from his blood-hound search ?
[As Elfilia attempts to go off, enter one of the Rob-
bers; she flies-to the opposite side and meets
another, both having their daggers drawn.
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Ha ! then all is lost! Sweet Virgin, take
My guiltless spirit to thy mercy. Oh!—

[Elfillia sinks on the ground overpowered. As the
two Robbers seize her to plunge their weapons in
ker bosom, enter Edgar, with his sword drawn;
ke rushes on the Robbers, who drop their daggers
and unsheathe their swords to fight with him.—
Edgar encounters both.—Elfilia revives, and

" seeing Edgar nearly overcome, snatches up one
of the daggers, and stabs the Robber nearest to
ker ; he staggers and falls off, while the other is
slain by Edgar. Elfilia and Edgar rush into
each other’s arms, the former overpowered by her
feelings.

EDGAR.
Revive, loved maid ; all danger now is past.
The Virgin Mother, as I through these woods
Wandered in search of thee, did guide my steps
And aid me in thy rescue. Come, be calm,
And we, ere morn, will quit Devonia’s land.

ELFILIA.
The words of hope and joy on my pale lips
Expire ere I can breathe them ; but to Heaven
My heart in humble gratitude outpours
Its silent adoration.

EDGAR.

Let us haste

To where good Harold with our steeds yet waits
To bear us swiftly hence.

[ Enter Cathimar and a party of marauding Danes,

who surround Edgar as he attempts to fight, and
instantly disarm him.
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CATHIMAR.
Ha, Saxons! Ay, and beauty, too !—
That is my prize. Part them, they meet no more.
Thou art of noble birth—(#0 Edgar). To-morrow is
Great Odin’s festival, and thou shalt be
A sacrifice meet for our battle-god ;
An offering of revenge to the brave spirit
Of every Dane that falls by Saxon guile.

ELFILIA.

O, Edgar, Edgar !

EDGAR.
Farewell, dear Elfilia,
Till we shall meet in heaven.
[ Exeunt Edgar and Elfilia, hurried off separately.

SCENE 1IV.—4 Hall in the Castle of Lydford, with a
lofty window, reaching nearly to the ground, and
partly open.

Enter Gondabert.

GONDABERT.
Vile shame be on thee, Edgar! I'm disgraced
For ever with the haughty Duke of Cornwall.
But thou, though fled, that bondmaid ne’er on earth
Again shalt meet.
The storms are past, and from the parted clouds,
Wooed by the nightingale, comes forth the moon,
Shedding her soft light o’er the quiet world.
Hide thee, sweet star: how ill thy presence suits
The dark scene swift approaching.—Hark ! I hear
The sharpening of the instruments of slaughter :
It makes my blood flow cold ! [ Looks out of the window.

Lydford, thy streets
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Are silent as the grave. What a dread moment,
Big with the fearful fate of unborn years,
England, is this! There is not one of all
Thy warrior sons but, like the crouching lion
Ere on his prey he springs with savage roar,
Eagerly listens, burning for revenge,
To hear the fatal knell.
[ The vesper-bell of St. Brice rings.
It sounds! it sounds
Through the deep stillness —Onward, onward peals
The voice of death, and mountain unto mountain
Through Ethelred’s dominions echoes—Death !
[4 noise, with cries and shrieks, without.

Enter Roderick.

RODERICK.
Ay, this would be a scene befitting well
My arm and temper, were I but at leisure.
GONDABERT.
Roderick! What brings thee hither? Hear’st thou not
The rushing forth of armed multitudes,
Like wintry torrents o’er the storm-beat moor ?—
The struggle and the groan of dying men,
With shrieks of murdered infants and their mothers ?
RODERICK.
I’ve weightier matters on my hands than listening
To children’s screams, or wail of fearful women.
GONDABERT.
Sleeps in her gory tomb that maid of shame?
RODERICK.
Her heart is colder than the clods that rest
Dark on her forest grave. But I have news
F 2
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Now to impart, which more concerns thy fame
Than that poor bondmaid’s death. Well dost thou,
Thane,
Remember those two boys, thy nephews, whom——
GONDABERT.
A mischief on thee, babbling fool ! Why name,
At such a dreadful hour, those injured ones ?
My soul is clogged with guilt.
RODERICK.
More saintly qualms !
Nay, bid them all subside and hush thy fears,
Thou conscience-stricken penitent, for I
A remedy have brought for thy disease.
GONDABERT—( bitterly smiling.)
A remedy ? Canst thou administer
A potion which shall charm to sleep the viper
That here eternal coils its fiery folds,
And feeds upon my life-stream ?  If thou canst,
T’ll kneel and bless thee.
RODERICK.
Tender-hearted man !
That with repentant tears dost still wash off
The crimson stains of murder, and still dipp’st
Thy hand afresh in blood. I, by St. Peter,
Have brought a remedy, a sovereign balm,
To give thee peace, and sleep, and happy dreams.—
Both thy young nephews live !
GONDABERT.
Both live ! said’st thou?
No, no !—My brain’s bewildered, set on fire !
Madness and torture ! Live! do they both live P—
Thou hell-born traitor ! O, thou liest to plague me !
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RODERICK.
By Heaven ! ’tis true. Have I not brought thee balm
To heal the sorrows of thy broken heart ?
And call’st thou me a traitor? Why I thought
Thou wouldst have pressed me in thine arms with joy
To know they live; and, hastening to restore
Thine ill-got wealth to those whom thou hast robbed,
Exchange the gaudy trappings of thy power
For cowl of beadsman and the hermit’s weeds,
Resolved in some lone cell thy days to pass
With peace and penitence.

GONDABERT.
Drive me not mad

With thy foul mockery. Tell me, where hast thou
So long these boys concealed ? and why at such
A time as this, when my distracted soul
Is harassed with a thousand cares and fears,
Are they brought forth to blast me ?

RODERICK.

Mark, then, my words.
One of those boys I to a peasant’s care
Confided ; and the other with our band
Was cherished as mine own, till the wild Danes
Once, in my absence, plundered all our treasures,
And bore that boy to sea.
One led, the other joined the Danes new-landed,
And both are captives in my cavern home.
Hope not that I delude thee.
GONDABERT.
Now thou pour’st

A balm indeed on my fresh-bleeding wounds.
They’re mine again ! O transport ! Bring them hither.
They shall not live to see returning light.
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RODERICK.
Hold ! not so fast, my lord. I will be now
Rewarded—amply paid for all I've done.
Be generous, then. Remember, mighty Thane,
T hold these struggling sleuth-hounds in the leash ;
If I but let them slip, they’ll hunt thee down
To racks and infamy. Where will be then
The boasted glory of thy far-spread fame ?
CONDABERT.
Death and all horrid things are in the thought !
RODERICK.
Then sign this parchment with thy mark and seal, (%7)
(I've had it long for this event prepared,)
To me devolving half thy vast estates.
Do it, and I these dangerous boys will lodge
Safely within thy towers.
[Gondabert stands for some moments dumb with
rage and astonishment.
GONDABERT.
Give thee half my estates ?
RODERICK.
Or lose the whole. I'm weary of this life
Of blood and plunder, and would fain reform,
And pass my latter days an honest man.
GONDABERT.
An honest man ?
RODERICK.
Yes, plundering, murderous miser !
An honest man I should be, did T wrest,
Ay, every foot of thy possessions from thee.
I am of British blood, and all thou claim’st
Did my forefathers through a glorious line
Justly inherit : thine, a Saxon race
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Of worse than Danish pirates, seized the whole,

My ancestors out-turning on the world

To be their wretched slaves. I scorned their fate,

And feel "tis honest—noble to destroy

All of thy lineage who my rights usurp. (*¢)
GONDABERT.

Thou lying robber ! base, audacious slave !

This instant die!

[ Rushes on Roderick and attempts to stab him, he avoids
the blow and wrests the dagger from Gondabert.
RODERICK.

Ha! ha! ha! ha!
Thy feeble fury beggars my derision.
Think’st thou I did not come prepared to meet
Thy utmost vengeance ? If I in one hour
Return not safe, these boys will be set free,—
Such were my strict commands,—free as the winds.
They know from me the secret of their birth,
And to the English monarch will appeal.
There is thy blade. [Flinging it towards him.
Now, if thou darest to strike,
Strike manfully. I will not stir a foot,
Till thou hast signed and sealed that deed of gift.
GONDABERT—( snatching the parchment—a pause.)
I will not sign it. Let them to the king.
Who will believe a wandering robber Dane,
A nameless pirate? No, I fear them not.
Take, thou pernicious caitiff, back thy scroll,
[Flinging it at him.
I scorn thy deep-laid plans. What ho!
RODERICK.
Hold, Gondabert, if thou wouldst save thyself.
I heed the utmost thou to me canst do
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Less than that forest king, the stately elk,
Regards the baying of the mongrel cur.
When I the eldest boy bore to my hold,
I marked his shoulders with a burning arrow, (39)
I and my comrade Wolfe. That stamp he bears,
Th’ imperishable legend of bis birth ;
And when I stripped this sea-king, on his flesh
To carve the Danish eagle,—a keen torment
That joys me to retaliate on those dogs,— (*°)
I knew him for thy brother’s long-lost heir.
Wolfe still exists, a witness that shall crush
Thy power to nothing; for he will proclaim
Before the king, the world, thy nephews wrongs.
[Gondabert, overcome by his feelings, staggers and
leans for support against the side scenes.
Decide ! dispatch {—
Dost thou not hear, loud thundering at thy gate,
The lion-like destroyer of the North ?
GONDABERT—( faintly.)
Give me the parchment. But what pledge have I
For the fulfilment of thy doubtful word ?
RODERICK.
The safest, surest pledge—that pledge which makes
Honest the miser and the veriest rogue—
My interest.
GONDABERT—( after signing.)
There,—begone—nay, fly !
O, tarry not a moment by the way,
Or I am lost for ever.
RODERICK.
Do not fear.
The roaring lion will not *scape the toils
Ere my return. Wealth, triumph, and revenge ! [Ewit.
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GONDABERT.

Eternal maledictions be thy portion,
And all plagues fasten on thee! What a night
Of damning crimes is this! No room is here
For gentle love ; but I the proud Evanda
Have saved from the fierce slaughter.—Well, these boys
In my death-clutches soon will be secured,
And then some means shall take this robber off.
To hired ruffians I will trust no more :
These nephews shall die openly as Danes,
Whose lives my country and my king demand
Grim spectre, hence ! back to thine ocean depths !
Thou com’st to stay my vengeance ; but in vain,
Thou hated phantom-brother.—I will strike,
And save my fame and honour. His dark frowns
Wither my soul !—The fearful spectre rushes,
In lightning clad, upon me !— (41)
I’ll wrestle with thee, though of other worlds,
While life remains.

[In his delirium ke struggles as with a real combatant.
Ha! I am nerveless with his giant grasp ;
His arms of fire crumble my bones to dust !
Help! help! I sink amid encircling flames! [ Falls.

END OF THE FOURTH ACT.
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ACT V.
SCENE 1.—4 Hall in the Castle.

Enter Evanda and Bertha.

EVANDA.

*T1s past, the dreadful tragedy is closed,
And, England, thou art one dark land of death !
The wild lament of mothers o’er their babes
Slain on their bosoms, and the roaring flames
Of Danish dwellings, with the wolf-like howl
And shout of Saxons o’er their manly victims,
Have into silence died ! The blood-red streets
Are strewed with corses, and the listless moon
Sheds her cold light upon the martyred dead.

BERTHA.
Terror o’erpowers my senses, and I feel
ILike one just waking from a horrid dream.

[Flourishk and shouts of “ The Dane! the Dane!”

EVANDA. ,
He comes! he comes! my loved Rogvalla comes
To save and to revenge. Those martial strains
To me are like the wild notes of the swan,
That sings of coming summer to those isles
Amid the polar ocean. (#2)

[ Enter, on one side, Gondabert, Othmar, and Sazon
Soldiers ; on the other, Roderick and several Rob-
bers, with Rogvalla in chains The Robbers fall
back and go off. Evanda rushes into the arms of
Rogvalla.
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0, to meet
My gallant warrior, after long divorce,
Not as a conqueror, but a chain-bound slave !
Yet it is joy €’en thus to meet, for now
We'll die, Rogvalla, in each other’s arms.
coNDABERT—( aside to Roderick. )
Is he the Danish chief ?
RODERICK.
Yes.
GONDABERT.
How like his sire !
That eagle eye unmans me, and my spirit
Before him quails. Where is the younger brother ?
RODERICK.
Fled.
GONDABERT.
Fled, traitor? I again am lost !
RODERICK.
Soft awhile.
My interest is at equal stake with thine
In his escape. The strong-limbed villain brained
Two of my stoutest fellows with his chains,
And in the darkness fled to join the Danes
New landed. But the country’s up in arms ;
Soon, as a traitor, he’ll be hunted down.
GONDABERT.
My heart feels light once more.
RODERICK.
Behold, my lord,
Your Danish prisoner.
ROGVALLA.
Why, thou tenfold miscreant,
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Is this the expected freedom ? These vile chains
The birthright thou bestowest ?

RODERICK.

Ay: isit not

Sufficient for thy merit ? Higher honours
Soon will be thine, when o’er the castle walls
"That lofty head hangs black’ning in the winds,
And ravens hail with joy thine elevation.

ROGVALLA.
Detested robbersman ! But I will not
By deep coucerted treachery thus be wronged.
Saxons and soldiers ! you in me behold
The heir to these proud towers and their domains.
Know, for a truth, I am the long-lost son,
Earl Edric’s first-born, whom yon recreant thieves
Conspire to rob of his inheritance.

RODERICK.
Hear ye this madman? Ha! ha! ha! ha!
Captivity hath stirred his shallow wits
To mutiny. What! carrion bird, wouldst thou
Usurp the tempest-daring eagle’s nest ?
The son of Edric!—Ha! ha! ha!

[ The Sazxon Soldiers join in his laugh.

GONDABERT.
Thou, a wild wandering Dane, a pagan robber,
My long-departed nephew counterfeit ?
Tmpostor ! fool ! where are thy proofs ? Away !
Such madness moves my mirth. We know thee well,
Thou hideous plague-fiend, who from shore to shore
Roam’st with thy savage crew, nor do ye spare
Or rank, or age, or sex ; your ruthless swords,
Mid shouts of impious revelry, commix
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The blood of serfs and nobles, priests and kings.
But your detested locust-hordes this night
Are in one purple torrent swept from off
The groaning land—the wide-spread plague is stayed.
My country’s wrongs demand that thou shouldst die,
And on my gates thy severed head I'll spike,
England’s last noble trophy of revenge !
ROGVALLA.
Hide not thy hell-deeds "neath the splendid veil
Of patriot virtue. Murderer ! Fratricide !
Where is thy brother, my renowned sire ?
His blood for vengeance calls on thee and thine !
GONDABERT.

Stop the foul reptile’s tongue ! Prepare the block.
Hence with him to the castle’s deepest dungeon !
EVANDA.
Hold ! coward tyrant! Stay, Rogvalla, stay;
I’ll with thee die,—no power again shall part us !
GONDABERT.
Bear hence the lady to her chamber. Quick !
Tear them asunder.
EVANDA.
Off, vile murderers, off !
Thus, thus I'll twine his chains around my limbs,
And to him cling while sense or being last.
[ The Soldiers drag off Rogvalla, Evanda wildly
holding-him in her arms.
GONDABERT.
Harm not Evanda for your lives, ye slaves.—
It stings me they have met. Now for my plan
Of vengeance on this insolent brigand.
Othmar, remember : let not one escape
Of all yon robber crew the sword of justice. [dside.
[ Exit Othmar.
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Roderick,—give me thy hand.—
Right faithfully hast thou performed thy word.
Thou art an honourable man—thy virtues—

RODERICK.
Oh, mylord.—What further service needs the hypocrite?
[4side.
GONDABERT.

My gratitude—my favours, worthy Roderick,
[Leaning on his shoulder.
Shall speak—ay, deep—
Deep to thy heart-core let my dagger speak them !
[ Stabs Roderick, wko falls dead at his feet; then ea-
gerly searches his bosom and finds the parchment.
*Tis here ! ’tis here! and I am lord once more
Of Lydford Castle and its wide domains !

Enter Othmar.

OTHMAR.
The sturdy robbers to a man are fallen.
" GONDABERT.
My triumph is complete. No, there is one
As yet beyond my reach. Pshaw! what care I ?
No friend has he to back his cause, or proof
To make me fear him. Has any news
Yet of my son arrived ?
OTHMAR.
No, good my lord.
GONDABERT.
Thou wayward boy ! now leisure serves to think,
Thy disobedient absence sorely pains me.
Send out fresh scouts, and search the country round;
I have no peace until my Edgar’s found.
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All other cares are past, and in this breast

Love shall again find its sweet place of rest.

So when dark winter’s wreckful storms retire,

And spring-suns light the heavens with golden fire,
Returns the eve-bird to her home of flowers,

And, rich in music, charms the moonlit bowers. [ Ezeunt.

SCENE II.—4 Plain, by moonlight. The Danish
Camp in the back ground.

FEnter Cathimar.

CATHIMAR.
A Saxon renegade the news hath brought,
That our young chief, Rogvalla, is a prisoner
To Gondabert. I now shall have my wish.
His death is certain, and I rise to power,
The leader of yon bands.

Enter Elfilia.

Who gave thee freedom ?
And whither goest thou at this early watch ?
ELFILVA.
O, stay me not one moment ; I would fly
Swift as the winds, to save a captive’s life.
CATHIMAR.
What captive’s life, fair damsel, wouldst thou save ?
ELFILIA.
My Edgar’s. Gondabert a prisoner holds
Rogvalla in his towers; and I have won
The chieftains in yon camp to let me fly
To Lydford Castle, and implore the Earl
To exchange the Danish sea-king for his son,
Whom your stern priests demand in sacrifice.
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CATHIMAR.
Have they done this without consulting me?
Perish Rogvalla! Let him inch by inch
Waste, famine-clung, a living skeleton,
Till he dash out his anguish-maddened brains
Against his dungeon walls. Thou shalt not hence.
[Seixing her arm.
ELFILIA.
Let go thy savage grasp ; each moment ’s precious
To my loved Edgar’s life, and while thou hold’st me
He dies! Off monster ! off! and let me pass.
A feeble woman’s weakness I cast from me,
As on her cloud-girt throne the eagle shakes
From her sun-gilded plume the early dew.
Love nerves me with a manliness of strength,
And were thy strong-knit sinews like the elk’s,
I'd strive with thee to save my Edgar’s life.
CATHIMAR.
Mistaken maid ; the dove dares not to wage
Unequal combat with the towering falcon.
Nay, struggle not; for softer strife than this
Thy delicate and gentle limbs were formed.
Come to my tent.
ELFILIA.
Never, till thou shalt bear
My bleeding corse in thy detested arms.
Oh, for a mighty giant’s strength to battle
With this foul-visaged robber |—"Tis in vain.—
Alas, I feel I am but woman still.
0, look with pity on me, dreadful chief! [Kneeling -
Let not a poor heart-broken maiden sink
Prostrate before thee, and in vain beseech
A man, a gallant warrior to show mercy.
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Come, come, thou wilt relent ; and let me now,
Kind, gentle Dane, depart.
CATHIMAR.
Thou suest in vain.
ELFILIA.
Then will I raise the camp with my loud shrieks,
And call the chiefs to aid me with their swords.
CATHIMAR.
Nor cries or tears will aught avail thee here ;
For, in the absence of Rogvalla, I
Am the commander of yon dauntless bands,
And henceforth under me they march to battle.
Come, then : my tent is filled with splendid robes
And precious gems, the spoil of many lands.
ELFILIA. :
Out, fiend of darkness! Help! O righteous Heaven!

Enter Albert.

ALBERT—( as he enters.)
Roam where I may, thy last despairing cries,
Elfilia, on the night-winds sound, and set
My frenzied soul on fire. Her vision comes
Again before me !—Ha ! she lives, she lives!
And we shall part no more!
[ Rushing between Elfilia and Cathimar, and
throwing him off.
CATHIMAR.
What dog art thou?

ALBERT.
One whose strong fangs shall fasten on thy flesh
And shake thee into fragments, if again
Thou place a finger on that lovely maid.

(e
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CATHIMAR.
Wouldst thou stir up the princely lion’s rage
With thy whelp-bayings? Hence! ere I put forth
My foot and trample thee, earth-crawling vermin.
ALBERT.
Thou shag-eared wolf’s-cub of the north—thou Dane !
I'll make thee howl for mercy. This good sword, -
Now girt upon my thigh, shall prove my manhood.
[They fight, and exeunt.
ELFILTA.
Angel of victory ! guide brave Albert’s brand
Home to the ruffian’s heart. Alas! he falls.
Now, now he rises with redoubled strength ;
His sword hath cleft the Danesman’s crashing helm.
Oh, what a sight !—I cannot look again.
Yet, now I do bethink me, Albert may
Retard my eager feet. T dare not tarry
To thank him for deliverance. [Going.

Enter Albert, wounded, with Cathimar’s sword bloody.

ALBERT.
Stay, Elfilia,
Let me the pirate’s sword lay at thy feet ‘
Red with my blood—the first, and ah ! the last
Proud trophy of my arm.
ELFILIA.
Dear Albert, thou
Art wounded €’en to death.
ALBERT.
And am I dear
To thee, Elfilia? Oh, that one kind word
Soothes my departing spirit. Sweet Elfilia,
Forgive, forgive the past, and let my blood
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Atone the wrongs I've done. O, could I live
To tell thee of my noble birth, how I,
Wouldst thou be mine——But no, I am cut off,
Ay, in my dawn of glory ; I must sink
To an untrophied grave,—no voice shall speak
Of me heéreafter.
ELFILIA.
Albert, I will ne’er
Forget thy noble goodness; and my hand,
Should I survive the terrors of this night,
Shall strew thy grave with flowers.
) ALBERT.
Ah, let me press
On that kind hand one last, one dying kiss ;
And in thy happy hours, oh ! sometimes think
On him who loved thee more——Farewell, Elfilia. [ Dies.
ELFILIA.
Alas! he died for me. Can I refuse
These tears of tender pity ?
[Music in the camp, Elfilia starts.
. Ha !—("shrieks )—that horn
Proclaims the approaching sacrifice to Odin.
Oh, Edgar, thou wilt be led forth and slain,
Ere I can save thee from their gory knives. [Rushes off.

SCENE III.—The Hall in Lydford Castle.

Enter Gondébert.

GONDABERT.
I thought my heart had reached the haven of peace.—
There is no peace to the foul murderer’s conscience.
Will nothing calm the stormy passions here ?
G2
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I wear a brow of pride ; yet to their will

Am the most abject slave. Remorse is vain,
For I must deeper plunge my soul in blood,
Or shame will pluck my robe of honour off,
And I in naked infamy shall stand

The scorn of Heaven and mockery of mankind !
O, Edgar, Edgar! where art thou, my son ?

A thousand fears for thee now rack my heart.

Enter Elfilia, her garments torn, her hair dishevelled,
and her manner altogether wild—Gondabert starts.

What fearful vision from the shades below
Art thou, that hell and night have conjured up
To fling new horrors round me? Speak! Who art thou?

ELFILIA.
Elfilia.

GONDABERT.
Open earth, and hide me deep,
Deep in thy centre, from the awful sight
Of that appalling spectre.
ELFILIA.
Nay, my lord,
I am no spectre, but a wretched maid,
Who, braving every danger, dares to rush
Before thee, and on bended knees entreat
Compassion for thy son, thy noble Edgar.
GONDABERT.
Does she then live? Oh, how have I been fooled !
ELFILIA.
Thine Edgar is a captive to the Danes,
And doomed to die on Odin’s gore-stained altar !
| Gondabert hides his face in agony with
both hands.
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Even now, in yonder camp, the inhuman priests
Their horrid rites of sacrifice prepare ;
Wild Dartmoor’s mountains echo to their yells
And fearful shouts of revelry around
The blood-feast of their god. Thine Edgar’s brows
Are bound with garlands, and the battle-song
To Odin rises from their noisy tents,
Claiming the destined victim.
- GONDABERT.
Lost, lost Edgar !
ELFILIA.
Fearless of savage beasts and murderous bands,
I hither o’er the dark moor wildly flew
Through briar and thorny brake, stained with my blood,
To cast me at thy feet. For now the knife
Is sharpening for its gory work of death ;
Yet such the faith they for their sea-king hold,
If thou to him give freedom, Edgar lives.
Haste, then, from his dark dungeon and his chains
Thy captive to release.
GONDABERT.
No, never! never!
ELFILIA.
Art thou a parent, yet canst see the priest
Plunge his red knife in thine own offspring’s heart ?
Canst view him on the horrid altar laid,
Bleeding to death amid encircling flames ?
Hear his expiring groans, his cries for mercy—
To thee for mercy ?—thee, thou ruthless sire,
Who hadst the power, yet wouldst not save thy son?
GONDABERT.
Can hell find greater torments for ambition
Than those I now endure? I cannot yield,
To lay me in a grave of infamy.
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No, better thou shouldst die, my Edgar, far
Than be the heir to beggary and disgrace. | Aside.

ELFILIA.
Canst thou, stern Earl, prefer a mean revenge
Even to the life of him thou call’st thy son ?
Oh, think what bliss thy soul will feel, when he,
Rescued from death, and by a father rescued,
Shall rush into thine arms ! what ecstasies
Thou wilt bestow on two young hearts that love,
Like ours, with boundless passion.

GONDABERT.
Think not Ill save

A son to give him to a bond-maid’s arms.
Hence! seek again these Danes, and let their priests
Mingle thy blood with Edgar’s on the altar,
Rather than he a base-born slave shall wed,

ELFILIA.
Inhuman man! Proud kings have wreathed, ere now,
Their crowns with low-born beauty’s simple flowers. (#3)
But all must be revealed.
Nor abject slave, nor vassal-maid am I.
Blood full as noble in my veins doth flow,
As thou, Devonia’s haughty chief, canst vaunt ;
For I the daughter am of Gloucester’s Earl,
Who from a cruel parent’s castle fled
To shun the love of Cornwall’s potent Duke ;
And this disguise hath proved my Edgar’s truth.

GONDABERT.

Can this wild tale be true ?—

ELFILIA.
Doubt’st thou my story ? In this bosom plunge
Thine angry sword, and I will bless the hand
That gives me death, so thou wilt haste to set
Thy Danish captive free.
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GONDABERT.
Oh, torture
Unutterable ! There is—there is a cause,
A dreadful, nameless cause! I dare not give
That captive freedom.
ELFILIA.
Nay, thou must, thou shalt.
My tears will melt thy stubborn heart to pity.
The hour is nearly past.—O, yet preserve him.
He is, Earl Gondabert, thine only son,—
Thy gallant boy, whom thou so dearly lov’st.
By me he supplicates thee for his life:
Then save him from a horrid, horrid death.
Mercy, O mercy to thine own brave son !—
And wilt thou drive me mad ? Hear, hear me, Earl ;
Hear me while I have strength or reason left
To urge thee to compassion. Nay, I will
Have mercy, or for ever hang upon thee,
And shriek with frantic fury in thine ears,
Cursed be the murderer of an only child !
GONDABERT.
Oh, Edgar, Edgar! all a father’s feelings
Rush on my soul, and bear my honour down.
Thou shalt be saved, and I for ever lost !
ELFILIA.
Hide, night, in thy dim cave the sun’s young beams,
Where morning may not find them.—"Tis too late
Too late to save him now ! for see the dawn
O’er yonder mist-clad mountain redly breaks.
Evil betide thee to thy last dark hour,
Thou unrelenting man !
GONDABERT.
Ho, within there!
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Enter Othmar and Attendants.

Goo, haste, and bring the Danish captive forth.

[ Exit Othmar.
ELFILIA.

Hear’st thou those shouts? That death-trump is his knell.
Pale are his brows, as crowned with flowers he stands
Beside the altar. Now he casts around
A mournful glance, but no deliverer comes,—
No ransom, no redemption from the grave. .
The fiend-like priest stands ready.—Hark ! the horn
Wails its last signal. Now he lifts the knife—.
He strikes l—('shrieks. ) Ha! how the blood-streams
gush ! he falls !
Hurl me amid the flames,
That I may perish with him! Ha! ha! ha! [Falls.
GONDABERT.

Gently bear her in.

[Elfilia is borne off by the Attendants.

Enter Othmar with Evanda, muyffled up in the minstrel
robe of Rogvalla, with Guards.

Chief of the Danish host, thou shalt be free.

EVANDA.
Tyrant, to thy confusion know, that he
Is free already. [Throws off her disguise.

I it was who gave
The warrior freedom. Hid in monkish garb,
I to his dungeon visitation paid,
And, as in that disguise he safely fled,
Remained thy captive in his gloomy cell.
GONDABERT.
Sure Heaven at length the vial of its wrath
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Hath emptied on my head ! Hast thou, whom I
So fondly loved, my deadliest foe let loose ?
Traitress ! -that love is changed to fellest hate !
With speed send forth a herald to the Dane,
And tell that wild freebooter of the sea,

If he send not, unharmed, my Edgar back,

I will take off Evanda’s head, and hang

Her body o’er my walls !

EVANDA.

Dark homicide,
I fear thee not ; a Danish woman
Now triumphs o’er thee, and defies thy rage. [Ewit.
GONDABERT.
There is one only way. Call forth my guards!
I’ll seek these Danes, and rescue from their knives
My gallant boy, or perish on his ashes. [Ewit.

SCENE 1V.—A wild Heath. In the centre of the stage
a large cromlech, or rock-altar, with steps leading up
o it. A fire blazing on the ground ; the cold grey
tints of morning on the distant mountains. A storm,
with thunder and lightning.—Wild and solemn music.

Enter a train of Danish women, strewing the altar and
ground with flowers; then Ivor and officers, lead-
ing a procession of Danish Soldiers, with banners,
horns, and trumpets. Then the Chief- Priest, bearing
the sacrificial knife, Edgar following in chains, and
crowned with a garland ; a train of Priests behind
kim. Edgar is made to ascend the altar during the

chorus, the Chief-Priest standing beside kim prepared
to strike.
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CHORUS.

During which the thunder continues very loud.

Sound the trump, and sound the horn,
Hail to Odin’s sacred morn !
Hark ! his thunders roll on high,
His glories fill the burning sky.
Turn the captive to the north,
Let his blcod gush freely forth !
Strike ! as peals his death-hymn far,
The victim to our god of war !
Strike | —strike !—strike ! [ Thunder.
[As the Priest lifts his arm to stab Edgar, shouts
without and voices.

Rogvalla ! Rogvalla!
Einter Rogvalla, the Danish officers flock round him.

Geraxp CHorus.

Triumph ! triumph! he is free!
Revenge ! revenge! and victory !
England, blood for blood now calls,
Flames shall scathe thy princely halls !
Thou shalt rue St. Brice’s night,

And sink, the slave of Denmark’s mlght !

Enter Frotho.

FROTHO.
The Earl of Devon hath stormed the camp and slain
Our stoutest Danes, and, like a raging lion,
He hither comes. Speed, warriors, to your ships!

Enter Gondabert and Othmar with Saxon Soldiers,
driving in the Danes.
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GONDABERT—( entering. )
Spare not a man !—
Now, Dane, shalt thou again be in my power.
[Rogvalla springs on the cromlech, snatches the
knife from the Priest, and points it at the
breast of Edgar.
ROGVALLA.
Advance another step, and I this knife
Will, reeking with thy son’s blood, at thee hurl !
GONDABERT.
Ha! my loved boy, what in the tiger’s grasp ?
Withdraw thy blade.—Victory how art thou checked
In thy career of glory. Spare him ! spare him!
The conqueror’s triumph in the father’s feelings
Is lost and perished. See; proud Gondabert
Kneels on the ground, and humbly at thy hand
Implores for mercy to his guiltless son.
ROGVALLA.
On one condition only.
GONDABERT.
Name it, name it.
ROGVALLA.
That thou before thy Saxon guards confess
I am the son of thy ill-fated brother,
And heir to his possessions.
GONDABERT.
Perish my son,
Dear as I love him, ere my lips shall stain
My honour with such:

[Hesitates.
EDGAR.
Let me die, my father,

With glory die, rather than thou shouldst yield

Thy honour to the injustice of this robber.
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ROGVALLA.

Justice then strike ! and for the father’s crimes

Let his son’s blood, by this avenging arm,

Stream forth to appease the spirit of the dead.
GONDABERT.

Hold, monster, hold ! The dead, if they are conscious,

Must be avenged, appeased ; for misery’s flood

Rolls o’er me with so strong and deep a tide,

That I amid its billows soon must sink.

Pity a father’s agonies! I am

Not used to tears, but anguish for my child

‘Wrings from my iron heart these bitter drops.

He is the only being whom I love,

The only one on earth that now loves me.

Oh, then forbear, nor send him from my heart,

And I will heap rewards and blessings on thee.

Enter Llfilia.

ELFILIA.

Ah, he still lives! and we may yet be blest.

Why dost thou threaten with that deadly knife ?

Claim’st thou a victim for thy horrid gods ?

Here, I this bosom offer to the blow :

My life for Edgar’s, stern-browed warrior, take.
ROGVALLA. .

I cannot listen to the wail of women:

His life, base Gondabert, hangs on thy breath.

Proclaim thyself a murderer, and he lives ;

Be dumb, and thou shalt see his spouting blood

Gush o’er this flinty altar to thy feet.
GONDABERT-

And must he, must he perish for my crimes?
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ELFILIA.
Perish? No, no; thou shalt not let him perish.
Swear thou art guilty of the blackest crimes,
Guilty of blood !—ay, e’en of kindred blood !
Rather than let yon fell destroyer slay
Thy son before thy face.
GONDABERT.
Eternal fires were bliss to what T feel !
I’ll not confess—together we will die !
ELFILIA,
Ay, ruthless father, we'll together die !
Away! the mightiest here shall stay me not !
The daughter of the Earl of Gloucester mounts
The stone of death, and through her heart the knife
Shall only reach her Edgar’s guiltless bosom.
ROGVALLA.
Thus, then, thou slayer of thy son, this arm
Strikes the avenging blow!

GONDABERT.
I yield !
I yield !—thou art
ROGVALLA.
Speak, homicide !—
GONDABERT.
Oh, horrible ! O damming infamy !
Thou art—yes, yes, thou art— [ With violent effort.

The son of my lost brother, and his heir.

[ Sinks exhausted into the arms of the Saxon Sol-
diers. Shouts from the Danes ; flourish of music.
Rogvalla drops the knife and unbinds Edgar,
who embraces Elfilia, and they both rush from
the altar towards Gondabert.
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GONDABERT.
Off ! touch me not.—
I am polluted, stained with shame and blood !
To save thy life, I have confessed my guilt,
And fallen from glory’s height to rise no more !
This is thy work, Ambition.—Ha! the morn
Is dawning on me ; never more shall I
Look on its lovely brightness. Fall, ye rocks !
Ye mountains cover me! It is not day—
Eternal flames their lurid glare spread round me.
I’'m lightning-smitten ! Oh, for some cooling draught
To quench the fire within ! This is the balm
[Stabs himself.
For pangs like mine. The grave will yield repose.
Edgar,—for thee I die—forgive me—O—
[Gondabert joins the hands of Edgar and Elfilia,
and dies. Evanda enters to Rogvalla, and all the
characters form a picture as the curtain falls.



NOTES.

(1) While I behold the stern usurping Thane,
In splendour clad, tread like a god the earth. . . p. 6.

““The French and Norman nobility admired the fine persons,
the flowing hair, and the beautiful dresses of the English
nobles.”—Asser. Vita Elfredi.

‘ Persons of rank and wealth, of both sexes, among the
Danes and Anglo-Saxons, seem to have been very fond of orna-
ments of gold, as gold chains and bracelets.” — Dr. Henry, v. 4.

“ The Anglo-Saxon chiefs and kings were called givers of
gold chains and bracelets.”—Chron. Saxon, p. 112.

®*) and toil, yoked to the plough,
For food his dogs would scorn. . . p. 6.

“ Let every man know his teams of men, of horses and oxen.”
—Wilk. Leg. Sux. p. 47,

In the laws of Ethelred the Unready, the era which this
tragedy illustrates, the price of a man, or slave, among those
of other things, is fixed at one pound Saxon, or 2I. 16s. 3d.
sterling. The price of a hawk, or a greyhound, was the same
as that of a man.

“ In the year 1015, an express law was made in England to
prevent parents from selling their own children, with which
they used to supply the French markets.”—Sharorn Turner.

It is well known that a large portion of the Anglo-Saxon
population were in a state of slavery. They were bought and
sold with land, and were conveyed in the grants of it promis-
cuously with the cattle and other property upon it. In the:
Anglo-Saxon wills, those wretched beings were given away pre-
cisely as we now dispose of our plate, our furniture, or our
money.”—Hist. Anglo-Saz.

t the daintiest cheer
The garden, forest, flood, and harvest yield. . . p. 6.

* Gardening was not unknown to the Saxons. Brithnod,
the first abbot of Ely, was celebrated for the excellent gardens
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and orchards which he made, stocking them with a variety of
shrubs, herbs, and fruit-trees.”—dpud Gale.

Malmesbury exhibits the island of Thorney as the picture,
says Sharon Turner, of a paradise: amidst the marshes abound-
ing in trees, was a fine green plain, as smooth aud level as a
stream ; every part was cultivated; here apple-trees arose,
there vines crept along the fields, or turned round poles. Yet
he adds one trait so expressive of loneliness, as to throw a gloom
over the charms of nature. — When a man comes, he is ap-
plauded like an angel.” Some years ago, we ourselves visited
this spot, and we shall always recollect with pleasure the kind-
ness and hospitality which we received from the inhabitants of
Thorney.

(4) Furred robes they wear, bedizened o'er with gold. . p. 6.

Witlaf, king of Mercia, gives, in his charter to the Abbey
of Croyland, his purple mantle and his golden veil, embroi-
dered with the history of Troy.

‘¢ Furs of various kinds were used by persons of both sexes
in lining their tunics and mantles.”—Dr. Henry, v. 4.

(5) Grasp in their hands a spear, the sign of freedom. . p. 6.

The meetings of the freemen and landholders were called
weapon-tacks, or the touch of arms, because every one touched
the spear of the chief magistrate, who was present, with his
spear, in token of his submission to his authority and readiness
to fight under him. A spear in his hand was an essential part
of the dress of an Anglo-Saxon Thane, or gentleman, by
which he was distinguished, and without which he never stirred
abroad. Vide Leges Edwardi Regis apud Wilkins. When a
Saxon slave was made free, a spear was put into his hands.

(6) To touch the tuneful harp, to grasp a spear,
And in the forest with a falcon sport,
Are crimes deemed worthy stripes and banishment. . p. 7.

By the laws of Wales, a harp was one of the three things that
were necessary to constitute a gentleman, i. e. a freeman ; and
by the same laws, to prevent slaves from pretending to be gen-
tlemen, it was expressly forbidden to teach or to permit them
to play upon the harp. Among the Saxons and Danes, those
who played upon this instrument were declared gentlemen by
law. Their persons were esteemed inviolable; they were ad-
mitted to the highest company, and treated with distinguished
marks of respect wherever they appeared. A slave could not
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have a hawk, which was also the mark of gentility on the finger
of a nobleman.

“ A master has the same right to his slaves as to his cattle.”
—Leges Wallice.

“If a freeman or ceorl killed a stag in a royal forest, he was
degraded to a slave; and if a slave killed one, he was put to
death.”— Constitutiones Canutii, apud Spelman Glos.

(?) The lord of Lydford, Devon's high potent Earl. . p. 8.

Lydford, Lydeford, or Hlidaford, Lidefort, and Lyghatford,
now a miserable village, was once a place of much importance.
Julius Ceesar is said by Bruce to have made a visit to it shortly
after his invasion of this island, but without any authority. In
the days of Edward the Confessor it was the Kking’s demesne,
or terra regis, and the manor extended, as it still does, over
the whole forest of Dartmoor. Ethelred II. had a mint at
Lydford, the coins of which are known by the letters L'V D.
LVDA. LVDAN. Two of these coins were in Dr. Hunter’s
cabinet. In the 19th of Ethelred II. the Danes came to Lyd-
ford, after destroying Tavistock Abbey. The foundations of
the walls and gates of the town were remaining in the time of
Risdon. The ancient keep of the castle, forty feet high, onan
artificial mound; is all that is left of its former grandeur. The
custody of the castle and Dartmoor chase, was always given to
a man of high dignity.

(8) Andin the market sold to some new lord ;
Or, by men-stealers borne beyond the seas,
Pine in far-distant lands. . . p. 9.

Slaves were incapable of any office of power, trust, or ha-
nour. They had no authority over their own wives and chil-
dren.

‘¢ An absolute power of life and death was executed by these
lords ; and when they married their daughters, a train of use-
ful slaves, chained on to the waggons to prevent their escape,
was sent as a nuptial present into a distant country.”—Gibbon.

‘¢ The portreeve of Lewes in Sussex, was to have four-pence
for every man sold in his borough.”—Scriptores Saxon. Gale
edit.

¢ Slaves still continued to form one of the most valuable
articles of exportation from England in this period.” Men,
women, and children were carried out of this island, and, like
cattle, exposed to sale in all the markets of Europe.
H
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® hung with rich tapestry. . . p. 10.

The arts of tapestry and historical painting were well known
to the Saxons. Edelfleda, widow of Brithnod, Duke of North-
umberland in the tenth century, presented to the church of
Ely “ a curtain, which had the history of the great actions of
her deceased lord painted upon it, to preserve the memory of
his great valour and virtues.”

“ Among the furniture of their rooms we find hangings, to
be suspended on the walls, most of them silken, some with the
figures of golden birds in needlework, some woven, and some
plain. Their love of gaudy colouring was as apparent in these
as in their dress, for Aldhelm says, if finished of one colour
uniform, they would not seem beautiful to the eye.”— Hist.
Anglo-Saz.

There is the clearest evidence, says Dr. Henry, that the arts
of weaving various figures of men or other animals, or flowers,
foliages, &c. into cloth, and of embroidering them upon it after
it was woven, were practised in England before the end of the
seventh century. '

(19)  Or the wild shrieks of that fierce hag who rides
The midnight tempest. . . p. 11.

Nieneven, the giant hag that rode on the storm, and led the
hags and fairies of the North.

u that island of the north,
Where Nature stlent lies in death-like sleep. . p.12.

The Papar, or Irish Christians, resided on this distant island
previously to the arrival of the Norwegians. Nadodd, its first
discoverer in the ninth century, gave the name of Snzland (the
land of snow) to this island, which Floki, the Norwegian pirate,
changed to Iceland.

(1?)  Crimsoning the skies with fire . . . .
With gorgeous banners rustling to the blast,
And fearful din of arms. . . p. 12.

Gmelin gives a most terrific account of the Aurora-borealis
on the borders of the Icy-sea. The animals are struck with
terror, the hunters’ dogs crouch on the ground, while the
streams of light crackle, sparkle, whistle, and hiss, like artifi-
cial fire-works. Hearne says, * I have frequently heard them
making a rustling and crackling noise, like the waving of a
large flag in a fresh gale.”—Sir Charles Giesecke, who fre-
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quently observed these lights in Greenland, asserts nearly the
same.

&) and the sacred laws
Of honour and of knighthood bid thee yield. . . p. 15.

Knighthood was well known to the northern nations. Ab-
bo, a contemporary of Dunstan, in his account of the death of
St. Edmund, King of East Anglia, makes the King say to the
Danes, “ I have always shunned the reproach of disgrace, and
especially of cowardly abandoning my knights.”—S8haron Tur-
ner, v. ii.

(1) My mother knew the. deep thoughts of the keart,
And her prophetic spirit is upon me. . . p. 16.

Witches, fatal sisters, or prophetesses, were held in high
respect among the northern nations.

“ These admired magicians and fortune-tellers were com-
monly old women, for whom the Anglo-Saxons, as well as their
ancestors the Germans, entertained a very great veneration,
and in whom they believed an inferior divinity resided.”—Vide
Tacit. de Marib. German. c. 8.

Among the Danes, according to their old historian Bartho-
lin, these witches, or prophetesses, travelled with all the pomp
and retinue that waited on Queens, and were always received
and treated with the highest respect.

(%) She on my vassals freedom shall bestow. . . p. 17,

~ “ We have many instances of the emancipation of slaves: A
landholder in Edgar’s time, who had thirty men on his grounds,
directed that out of these, thirteen should be liberated as lot
should decide; so that, placed in the highway, they might go
wherever they pleased. Sometimes the charitable kindness of
others redeemed them. Our wise and benevolent Alfred directed
one of his laws to lessen the number of the enslaved. He could
not emancipate those who were then in servitude, nor their
future families, without a violent convulsion of the right of pro-
perty which then subsisted ; and the general resistance would
have made the romantic attempt not only ineffectual, but per-
nicious, both to those he wished to benefit, and to society at
large. But what he could do safely, he performed. He pro-
cured it to be enacted by the Witenagemot, that if any one
should in future buy a Christian slave, the.time of his servitude
should be limited to six years, and that on the seventh he
H 2
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should be free without any payment, and depart with the wife
and clothes he had at first. But if the lord had given him the
wife, both she and her children were to remain. If he should
choose to continue a slave, he might do so. This law struck
a decisive blow at slavery in England; it checked the future
multiplication of slaves; it discouraged their sale and pur-
chase ; it established a system of legal emancipation, and gave
the masters a deep interest in the kind treatment of the slaves
then belonging to them, to preserve the race.— Hist. Anglo-Saz.

(15) My father to the house of Gondabert
Was a retainer, and held lands in fee. . . p. 21.

“If a ceorl or freeman (a kind of gentleman farmer) had a
greater propensity to arms than to learning, trade, or agricul-
ture, he then became the sithcundman, or military retainer to
some potent and warlike lord, and was called the huscarle of
such an earl.”—Spelman’s Glos. If the huscarle so far obtained
the favour of his chief as to be presented with five hides of
land, or a gilt sword, helmet, and breastplate as a reward for
his valour, he was considered as an inferior Thane. Here is
another certain proof that the feudal system was known and
practised by the Saxons.

(17) E'en my dreams
Were wild imaginings of sweet romance. . . p. 21.

Bede gives an account of the Saxon Scald, or poet, called
Ceedmon, who was a mouk in the Abbey of Streaneshalch in
the seventh century, and who was so inspired with the poetical
genius, that he composed his best poems in his sleep, and
repeated them as soon as he awoke.

(18) and sternly fierce,
When moved with anger, as its own dark storms. . p. 23.

¢ A storm on Dartmoor bears little resemblance to storms
in general. It is awful, perilous, astounding, and pitiless ;
and woe to the stranger who in a dark night, without a guide,
is forced to encounter it.”— Notes to Carrington’s Dartmoor.

(19) and on foreign shores
A master find to tame thy daring spirit. . . p. 25.

¢ Some young men were exported from Northumberland to
be sold according to a custom of that country, where the people
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sell their nearest relatives for their own advantage, a custom
which we see them practise even in our own days.”—William of
Malmesbury.

“ Great numbers of unhappy men, women, and children were
carried out of this island, and, like cattle, exposed to sale in all
the markets of Europe.”—Dr. Henry’s Hist. Gr. Brit.

(20) Let me die unhouseled. . . p. 26.

From the Saxon Husel, the Sacrament. ¢ Unhouseled, un-
anointed, and unknelled:” for so, I have little doubt, was ori-
ginally written by Shakspeare that line in Hamlet, which has
so much puzzled his commentators ; each word alluding to the
last rites of the Catholic church.

(%) To rouse the tusked boar, the wolf, and elk. . . p. 30.

“ William of Malmesbury speaks of the wolf (whence several
places in Devon have their prefix) and the winged serpent; and
though the latter may be fabulous, it is indisputable that bears,
wolves, foxes, boars, martens, badgers, otters, wild bulls and
cows of a milk-white, similar to those described by Beethius in
the Caledonian forest, and which were at one time common in
Great Brituin,—perhaps the lynx, goats, hares, stags, and red
deer, abounded throughout the moorish district.” — Notes: to
Carrington’s Dartmoor.

Fitz-Stephen informs us that in his time, the twelfth cen-
tury, the wild bull, the bison, or bonassus, roamed at large in
the great forest of Middlesex. The species exist to this day in
Chillingham Park.

‘¢ The bear shall be on the heath, old and terrible.”—Sazon
Poem.

“ The best hunted meat is the stag, and the hare, and the
wild boar, and the bear.”—From a curious old Tract in Welch,
on Hunting and Field-sports, preserved by Dr. John Davies.

Of the elk being a native of Britain, we have spoken in the
former series.

(?2) A dark disease of mind some youthful witch
Hath on thee, Edgar, cast, and marred thy brain. . p. 33.

Mackenzie tells us that a poor girl was to die for witcheraft,
whose real crime was, that she had attracted too great a share,
in the lady's opinion, of the attention of the laird.

“ They seem to have used philtres; for it is also made
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punishable if any one should use witcheraft to produce another s
love, or should give him to eat or drink with magic.” — Hist.
Anglo Saz. v. iii.

(2®)  Let all my warmen and retainers hold
Themselves in readiness. . . p. 37.

See Note 16.

(%) Who dare not lift the mead-cup to their lips. . ..
Without the fear of death. . . p. 38.

“If an Englishman presumed to drink in the presence of
a Dane, without his express permission, it was esteemed so
great a mark of disrespect, that nothing but his instant death
could expiate it. The English were so intimidated; that they
would not adventure to drink, even when invited, till the Danes
had pledged their honour for their safety ; which introduced
the custom of pledging each other in drinking, of which some
vestiges are still remaining among the common people.”—
Pontopidan Gesta et Vestigia Danorum.

“When an Englishman met a Dane on a bridge, or in a
narrow path, where he could not avoid him, he was obliged to
stand still with his head uncovered, and in a bowing posture,
as soon as the Dane appeared, and to remain in that position
till he was out sight.”— Ibid.

The Litany of these times contained the followmg petition :
“ A furore Normannorum libera nos, Domine.”

‘“ The Danish soldiers who were quartered upon the English
in the reigns of Edgar the Peaceable, and of Ethelred the
Unready, were the beaus of the times, and were particularly
attentive to the dressing of their hair; which they combed at
least once every day, and thereby captivated the affections of
the English ladies.’ —Dr Henry.

(2%) Victory to us have given in fields of glory,
And bowed their raven-banners to the Cross. . . p. 41.

When Corinth was besieged by the Saracens of Africa and the
Sclavonians of Peloponnesus, the citizens in a sally drove the
barbarians from their gates, and the glory of the victory was
ascribed to the phantom of St. Andrew the Apostle, who fought
for them in the foremost ranks.

“ When the Emperor Theodosius, near the foot of the Julian
Alps, fought against Arbogastes the Frank, who had murdered
Valentinian, and placed Eugenius the Rhetorician on the throne
of the West, the spirits of St. John and St. Philip -appeared to -



NOTES TO THE ENGLISH SLAVE. 103

him on horseback, as Theodoret affirms. This is the first in-
stance of Apostolic chivalry, if we except the martial appa-
rition of Constantine, which was afterwards so common in the
Crusades.”—Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire.

«In the celebrated battle of Ethandune, Alfred the Great,
seeing a standard-bearer leading on one of his divisions with
great bravery, pointed him out to his warriors as St. Neot
himself at their head. This belief increased their enthu-
siasm.”— Anglo-Sazons, v. ii.

These celestial warriors are only copies from the heathen,
sufficient' examples of which may be found in the machinery
of Homer and Virgil. When Aquileia was besieged hy the
ferocious barbarian, Maximin, the inhabitants believed that
Belenus, their tutelar deity, fought in person for their defence.

(%6) What witchcraft's this ?
I have no spell to call thee from the tomb. . . p. 43.

¢ Scinleca was a species of phantom, or apparition, and was
also used as the name of the person who had the power of
producing such things: it is, literally, a shining dead body.
—Galdor-creeftig implies one skilled in incantations; and
Northwyrtha is, literally, a worshipper of the dead.”—Hist.
Anglo-Saxons, v. iii.

) To-morrow, when thou hear’st
St. Brice’s heavy death-knell, let him die. . . p. 49.

Numerous passages in the Saxon chronicles and laws lead
us to believe, that the Saxon Earls, after the union of the
Octarchy, enjoyed a power approaching to sovereignty, deri-
ved from the station which their kingly predecessors held.
This seems apparent from the regal diadem on the seal of
Alfric, Duke of Mercia, which has been lately found near
Winchester.

¢ They obtained the power of supreme jurisdiction, both
civil and criminal, within their own territories; the right of
coining money, together with the privilege of carrying on war
against their private enemies in their own name, and by their
own authority. Such was the state of Europe from the seventh
to the eleventh century.”—Robertson’s Life of Charles V., v. 1.

The lord of Spitchwich within the forest of Dartmoor, and
the Abbot of Buckfastleigh, had to a late period the power of
inflicting capital punishment on their vassals.

(%8) others tossing knives and balls in the air. . . p. 50.

It may surprise many to find the feats of Indian jugglers
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practised by the Anglo-Saxons ; but we have undoubted evi-
dence of the fact: these, as well as various other exercises,
formed part of the profession of the Saxon glee-men, as is evi-
dent from the 17th plate in Strutt’s Sports and Pastimes, taken
from a MS. in the Cottonian Library, marked Vespasian, A. i.
which he thus describes :— We there see a man throwing three
balls and three knives alternately into the air, and catching
them one by one as they fall, but returning them again in
rotation. To give the greater appearance of difficulty to this
part, it is accompanied with the music of an instrument
resembling the modern violin.” The MS. in which this paint-
ing is preserved, was written as early as the eighth century.—
Strutt’s Sports and Pastimes, p. 133 : ditto Hone's ed. p. 173.
Vide also, Sharon Turner's Hist. Anglo-Saxons, vol. iv. p. 98.

(*9) Here the wolf,
The grey wolf of Dunheved's mountain dwells. . p. 50.

Dunheved, the ancient name of Launceston, and residence of
the British Dukes of Cornwall.

(3)  Ere on thy brows the priest, thou false one, bind -
The sacred bridal wreath. . . p. 51.

“ Both the bride and bridegroom were crowned with flowers
by the priest, which were kept in the church for that purpose.”
—Olai Magni, p. 553.

The Druids exhibited flowers at their festivals. In the
Grecian ceremonies, flowers were scattered in profusion, and
the Romans founded floral games 173 years before Christ;

which games were re-established at the May festivals in 1323,
by the Troubadours.

(®1) An honourable harvest do I reap
From cities sacked and villages in flames. . . p. 55.

The people of Scandinavia, comprehending the kingdoms of
Denmark, Norway, and Sweden, breathed nothing but war, and
were animated with a most astonishing spirit of enterprise and
adventure. By their numerous fleets they rode triumphant in
all the European seas, and carried desolation and terror to the
coasts of Germany, France, Spaiu, Italy, England, Scotland, and
Ireland, to say nothing of the East, into which they also pene-
trated. They are well known to have used the skulls of their
enemies for their banquet-cups, and Temagin, or Zingis Khan,
drank out of the skull, encased in silver, of the Khan of the
Keraites; who, under the name of Prester John, corresponded
with the Roman Pontiff and the Kings of Europe.
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(32 Jor it was forged
By fairy dwarfs amid their secret caves. . . p. 56.

The northern nations, who were Scythians, believed in a race
of dwarfs who inhabited the rocky regions, and who forged in
their secret caverns all kinds of weapons of warfare, to which,
by their magic skill, they imparted the most wonderful powers.

Witches, or magicians, were supposed by the Scandinavians
to possess the power of granting to whom they thought proper,
swords and armour of proof, girdles of defence, and caps that,
every way they were turned, should direct the weather.

(©>) who bows not to earth
And cries, Hail ! my lord Dane. . . p. 57.

_For several ages after this period, a lofty insolent person
was called a lord Dane.

“The towns through which the Danes passed, exhibited the
most horrible scenes of misery and desolation. Venerable old
men lying with their throats cut at their own doors, the streets
covered with the bodies of young men and women, without
heads, legs, or arms, and of matrons and virgins, who had been
first dishonoured and then put to death.”—Wallingford, apud

(34) Trust him? Ay, would I, by my golden bracelets. .p. 59.

‘¢ The Danes esteemed no oath so sacred and inviolable as
that which they swore by their golden bracelets.”—.4sser. Vita,
Zthelward’'s Chron. 1. iv. c. 3.

(3%) We'll quaff the wine-cup mingled with our blood,
And swear eternal friendship. . . p. 60.

““ The romantic attachment of the warriors of the North who
entered into a compact of friendship, is well known to all
versed in Scamdinavian manners; it was confirmed by the
superstitious ceremony of mingling their blood in wine, and
drinking it. They even pledged themselves not to survive each
other. They were called Stall-brodre. When Baldwin II. and
last Latin Emperor of Constantinople, to aid his sinking cause,
formed a dishonourable alliauce with the Turks and Comans,
to please the latter a dog was sacrificed between the two
armies, and the contracting parties tasted each other’s blood as
a pledge of their friendship ; and a Comanian chief, or king,
was buried near one of the gates of Constantinople, with a
train of followers and horses alive.”—See Joinville.
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The chiefs of the North were often Scaldi, as well as war-
riors. Regnor Lodbrog, King of Denmark, united (as was not
uncommon in that age) the characters of king, warrior, poet,
and pirate.

‘¢ Anlaft entered the camp of the Saxon King, Athelstan,
under the disguise of a Scald, and Alfred did the same in the
camp of the Danes. When the hordes of the Tartar Huns
retired to the West, from the limits and dominion of the Chi-
nese empire, into the extensive plains of Sogdiania, they still
retained one vestige of their ancient barbarism ; for when a
chieftain died, his companions or retainers who had shared his
liberality and wealth, were buried alive with him in the same
grave.”— Procopius de Bell. Persico, 1. i. c. 3.

(36) In the far-sounding cataract's solemn roar,
Whose grandeur fills the wild. . . p. 60.

““The roaring of torrents in the moor, after heavy rains, is
sublime to a degree inconceivable by those who have never
heard this impressive music in a wild and solitary district.”
— Notes to Carrington’s Dartmoor.

And here we are happy to have it in our power to offer a
simple testimony of respect to our late dear friend, Mr. Car-
rington, with whom, since the publication of the Royal Min-
strel till his lamented death, we were in the habit of frequent
correspondence. His poem of Dartmoor, from which we have
extracted the above note, is replete with such glowing images,
such just and tender sentiments, as cannot fail to touch the
heart of all those who soar above the grovelling conceptions
and brutal appetites of the mere ignorant purse-proud world-
ling. His poetry is equally devoid of raving bombast, of
maudlin cant, and dull obscurity, with which the strains of
many of our modern ““ twangling jacks” so much abound. Its
melody is exquisite, yet varied ; and its descriptive scenes are
the fac-simile of Nature’s most beautiful and sublime produc-
tions. We have heard that his townsmen of Devonport have
it in contemplation to erect a monument to his memory. Such
an act would do honour to themselves, but the bard of Devon
needs not this just memorial of his merits and his fame. He
who has so sweetly sung

“ Devonia’s lovely land of flowers and song,”
shall never lack a monument to celebrate his name while
Dartmoor’s lofty tors and mountains of eternal granite lift
their majestic summits to heaven, a resting-place for the cloud
and the storm,
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(37) Then sign this parchment with thy mark and seal. . p. 70.

Seals were used for the purpose of impressing the wax,
which closed the epistles of the Anglo-Saxons. The seal of
Ethelward, Bishop of Dunwich, (830-70) has lately been dis-
covered, about two hundred yards from the gate of the Monas-
tery of Eye, by a labourer; who gave it to the child of a work-
man employed on a neighbouring farm : the child threw it on
the fire, from which its mother rescued it. It was afterwards
purchased by Mr. Hudson Gurney, and presented to the British
Museum.”—Adrcheologia, ii. p. 480.

(8) And feel 'tis honest—noble to destroy
All of thy lineage who my rights usurp. . . p. 71.

¢ In those times (the Anglo-Saxon) too many, who by their
rank and wealth were entitled to be members of the supreme
council of the nation, were notorious thieves and robbers.”—
Dr. Henry.

Bede, in his Ecclesiastical History, describes the implacable
hatred of the Britons against the English nation and the
Catholic church.

(%9) I marked his shoulders with a burning arrow. . . p. 72.

¢ When Basil Zuski, of the ancient family of Rurick, the
first sovereign of Russia, ascended the throne in 1606, the
Czarina, wife of Demetrius, (said to have been the son of the
murdered Iwan, and deposed by Zuski,) with her father were
sent to prison. The child was privately conveyed to the
Ukraine, under the care of a faithful cossack, and the priest
who baptized him marked on his shoulders, in aquafortis, ¢This
is Demetrius, the son of the Czar Demetrius.” This being
discovered as he grew up, while bathing in a public bath, and
the news of the discovery reaching the ears of Stanislaus,
King of Poland, he invited him to his court, and treated him
as the heir to the throne of Russia. After the death of this
prince, he was obliged to withdraw to Holstein, where he lived
some time in obscurity ; but at length the Duke, in consider-
ation of the acquittal of a debt due to Zuski, for a sum of
money lent to the Holstein ambassador, sent the young prince
bound to Moscow, in which city he was publicly beheaded in
the year 1625.”

Ruric was prince of the Waregi, who obtained the dominion
of Russia about the period of King Alfred's youth, and fixing
his seat at Novogardia, adorned it with many noble buildings.
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@) on his flesh
To carve the Danish eagle,—a keen torment
That joys me to retaliate on those dogs. . . p. 72.

Carving the eagle, or stripping the skin from the shoulders
and turning the flaps back, was a favourite mode of torture
practised by the Danes on their prisoners.

(41) The fearful spectre rushes,
In lLightning clad, upon me. . . p. 73.

“Jt is asserted of Theodric the Goth, who after a life of
virtue and glory descended with shame and guilt into the
grave, that he was alarmed by the invisible terrors of futurity.
One evening, when the head of a large fish was served on the
royal table, he suddenly exclaimed that he beheld the angry
countenance of Symmachus, his eyes glaring fury and revenge,
and his mouth armed with long sharp teeth, which threatened
to devour him. The monarch instantly retired to his chamber,
and, as he lay trembling with aguish cold, under a weight of
bed-clothes, he expressed, in broken murmurs to his physician
Elpidius, his deep repentance for the murders of Beethius and
Symmachus.” 4

““ But if Constans could fly from the people, he could not
fly from himself. The remorse of his conscience created a
phantom, who pursued him by land and sea, by day and by
night; and the visionary Theodesius, presenting to his lips a
cup of blood, said, or seemed to say, ‘ Drink, brother, drink ;’
a sure emblem of the aggravation of his guilt, since he had
received from the hands of the deacon the mystic cup of the
blood of Christ.”—Gibbon.

(#8) To me are like the wild notes of the swan,
That sings of coming summer to those isles
Amid the polar ocean. . . p.74.

“The singing of the swans on the neighbouring lakes,
added to the novelty of the scene.”— Dr. Henderson's Icéland.

The natives of Iceland compare the singing of ‘the northern
swans to the notes of a violin. They are heard at the end of
their tedious and dismal winter, when the return of that bird
announces the approach of summer: such sounds must there-
fore be indeed melodious to the Icelanders, which proclaim
their release from the long and gloomy horrors of an Arctic
winter.
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(&) Proud kings have wreathed, ere now, .
Their crowns with low-born beauty’s simple flowers. . p. 86.

“ The mother of Athelstan and Edward was called Egwina,
a shepherd’s daughter of great beauty.—Vide Malmesb. et
Bromt.

Torfeeus says, that the people of Spangareid, an isthmus of
Norway, relate, from the accounts of their ancestors, that a
golden harp came on shore in a small bay near their residence,
in which was found a little girl. She was taken care of,
brought up, afterwards kept sheep, became famed for her
beauty, and married a Danish king. Her name was Otlanga.
They show a hill, called Otlanga’s hill. The bay in which she
was found is named Gall-siken, or golden bay, and the stream
near it i called Kraakabecker, or the rivulet of Kraaka, which
was another name belonging to this female.

END OF THE ENGLISH SLAVE.
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THE DEVOTED ONE.

ACT I

SCENE I.—Selwood Forest at day-break.

Enter Godwin and Bornwulf.

: BORNWULF.
A cheery morning.
GODWIN.
Ay, the fiery sun,

Bathing his forehead in those purple waves
As he uprises, from his golden locks
Shakes daylight on the world. How like a young
And noble mind, that through the sullen clouds
His abject birth flings on him bravely breaks,
And wins the steep where Fame immortal dwells,
Art thou, proud luminary of the east,
That, bright and brighter still, dost upward saar,
Till the wide earth is covered with thy glory.

BOENWULF.
More of thy flighty dreamings and vain words,
Which few may understand, but I have still
The plague to hear !—while all the toil is mine
To tend thy father’s hogs, that but for me

12
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Would stray the saints know where, and soon be lost
In this wild lonesome forest.
GODWIN.
Soul-less clod !
BORNWULY,
A soul-less clod, indeed! I'd have thee know
That I am thought, among the maids at home,
As brisk and merry as a summer bee.
A clod, forsooth! What whimsey next will fill
Thy crazy-smitten brain ?
GODWIN.

Why thou art scarce
One poor degree above the swine thou serv’st.
Thou look’st on Nature, but thine eyes discern
None of her heartfelt beauties ; thou canst hear
Her many voices, but they never come
On thy dull ears in a rich flood of musie.

BORNWULF,
Why I behold skies, mountains, rocks, and trees,
And what canst thou see more? I hear the streams
Which keep a constant brawling ; hear the wind,
That blustering bully, and the noisy birds
Whistling, I ween, for breakfast, like a herd
Of tame hogs squeaking round their feeder when
Their wonted meal is due. I know not which
Is the most pleasing sound, the swine or birds ;
But this I know,—my ears are quick as thine,
Nor is my sight more dim.
GODWIN—( 1ot heeding him.)

O, how my soul
Aspires to win renown in arms; to mix
In council and in camp with warrior Thanes ;
To be the leader of a gallant host ;
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To hear the shout of armies as T come
Victorious from the field, and then to shine
Amid the courtly throng ; to have my deeds
Sung to the sweet-toned harp of scald, and be
Companion meet for kings !
BORNWULF.
I long have thought
Thy shallow wits were ebbing fast away,
And certain is it now they’ve left thee dry
As any brook in summer. Blessed Mary !
Companion to a king ! Companion thou
Art to thy father’s hogs amid these woods,—
A fitting school in which to learn the airs
And manners of a court.
GODWIN.

Fool ! hold thy peace.

True dignity and noble bearing are,

Like passions, born with him whom genius crowns.

Kings may bestow high titles, but can give
Nor virtue nor desert : he who hath these,
Is far more noble than the proudest chief
Whose only honours are the alms of princes.
Far off I can discern that land of promise,
Where 1 would dwell with Fame. The sun is on
Its golden shores and emerald bowers of light ;
But a wild stormy sea between us lies,
Impassable to me. Yet better far
To bravely breast the surges, though I perish,
Than on this desert strand to sit me down,
Despairing like a coward.

BORNWULF.

Thy good father

Would wax right wrathful, if he heard thee talk

117
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So like a brainless ninny. Tis not I
That am the fool. No, no ; let wise men judge
If from my lips such mad words ever fell.
GODWIN.
My father? He, kind easy man, lives on
Contented with his cottage-home and farm,
The master of a few poor flocks and herds,
And stupid slaves like thee : he never dreamt
Of those gay scenes that shed the golden light
Of fairy-land round rank and lordly power:
He never felt the unsatisfied desire
Great and renowned to live,—to win a name
Eternal in the annals of his country.
He is content
To live as his fore-fathers lived, to breathe
Awhile in simple ease, and then descend-
To mingle with their dust in dark oblivion:
He looks on greatness and its witching pomp
As listless as the evening wolf regards
The queen of heaven, when on her forehead shine
The thickly gathered sunbeams.—I would be
That savage wolf and nightly howl for food,
Rather than live a life so meanly worthless.
BORNWULF.
Bless me! a wolf? And why may he not lead
A life to him as happy as a Thane
With all his wealth enjoys?
GODWIN.
Dull-minded carl !
O, there is one, one only path for me.—
"Through fields of war that track will I pursue,
And live with glory, or with honour die.
Yes, great I shall be! for I met the witch,
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The dreaded witch of Thorswold glen, what time,
Last night, the golden star of eve arose.
BOKNWULF.

Sweet saints protect us! Ay, ’tis she that hath
Bewitched thee thus.—Thou’rt labouring now, I see,
Under some powerful spell. T’ll put two straws
To-night across the threshold. (1)

GODWIN.

Once in thy life
"Thou, beetle-headed sage ! hast wisely spoken.
I am indeed beneath a potent spell,
The spell of future greatness.—¢ Hail, brave Earl !
For such thou shalt be,” cried the prophetess :
¢ Thrice hail, thou father of a mighty king !
Who born to conquer, yet subdued will fall.
A qu-een shall be thy daughter, England’s queen,
A virgin queen, yet wedded to a king!
More seek not thou to know.” Mysterious words ! (2)
BORNWULF.

Mad ! raving mad! Well, I’ll go seek the hogs,
Whose heads have wiser notions far than thine.
There is some sense in them, but none in thee. [Ewit.

GODWIN.
There have been many, with proud deeds emblazed
In fame’s bright chronicles, who wisely caught
The fair advantage of the times on which
Their fortune cast them ; but who still had trudged
Through life’s dull pilgrimage in peace, and found
A mean unlaurelled grave, had not stern war
And stormy faction, like a swelling flood,
To glory onward borne them. These are days
To call me into action; action will beget,
1f bravely carried, fame,—and fame bring honours,
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Degree above degrec, till 1 have won
As great a name as ever graced an age.

Enter Ulfmando.

ULFMANDO.
Lost in the mazes of this forest Ha,
A youth !—of goodly aspect, too. I will accost him,
Although a Saxon by the garb he wears.
GODWIN.
A warrior, and a Dane!
ULFMANDO,

Even so, young man.

In yesterday’s great battle T pursued
A remnant of the Saxon host, who fled
For safety to these woods; but when I turned
To join the army of the Danish king,
I sought retreat in vain, and through the night
Have this wolf-haunted desert hopeless roamed
Of succour or escape.

GODWIN.

Thou art beset
On every side with perils.

ULFMANDO.
But if thqu

Wilt be my guide to where the Danish fleet
Lies off the southern coast, or to the camp
Of King Canute, thou shalt be well repaid
For such kind serviee.

GODWIN.

O, the way is long

Through these inhospitable shades, to where
Thy fleet lies near the shores of Withgar’s isle.
The rustic dwellers of this forest land
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Thy nation loathe ; and well is known the fate
Of yesterday’s most bloody battle, fought
On the red fields of Skorstein. If the serfs
Meet thee, or any of the Danish host,
They will no mercy show; nor would he find
A milder doom, were it once told who gave
Assistance to their foeman.
ULFMANDO.

Can I doubt
That honour dwells within a form so noble ?
Or think thou wouldst betray a foe who claims
Thy generous pity in the hour of nced ?
Then take this ring, this purse with oras filled ;
They shall be freely thine, if thou wilt guide
My steps in safety to the Danish host.

copwiN—(after looking at the ring.)

It is a tempting prize: and some there are
Who bravely would protect—ay, and betray,
For such a gift, a foeman or a friend.
Receive, lord Dane, again thy proffered wealth.
Scorn fall on him who takes a bribe to act
Deeds of sweet charity ! In my poor thoughts,
More noble ’tis to save a suppliant foe,
Than €’en the sternest in the field to quell.
Come to my father’s cottage ; thou shalt there
Find food and shelter. When the shades of night
Fall on these woods, I will conduct thee hence;
And should we safely reach thy friends and home,
Reward me as thou wilt. O, how I love,
Till all my spirit seems on fire, to gaze
Thus on the warrior clad in gleaming arms !
Shall such bright plumes o’er my young brows e’er wave ?
Such mail encase these limbs ?
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ULEMANDO.

To me thou scem’st,
Like the strong eaglet, born to soar above
Thy forest eyrie, and a spirit shines
In thy dark eye with most prophetic beams
Of gallant daring ; gentle is thy phrase,
And from thy tongue flows native eloquence
Might shame our courtly chiefs. My forest-boy,
I cannot choose, but trust thee fearlessly.

GODWIN.

And I would rather die, than thou shouldst find
Cause to repent thy trusting.

ULFMANDO.

Forward, then.
Thou shalt be held in honour by the king.

GODWIN.

Propitious Heaven ! the day is come at last,
That gives me earnest of those dreams which haunt
The slumbers of my couch. Farewell ye woods
And gloomy shades, and ye wild birds farewell !
I shall your simple minstrelsy exchange
For courtly harp and war-proclaiming trump.
Farewell ye flocks and herds, a long farewell
To my poor father’s home !—The world, the bright,
The blissful, stirring world, is now before me,
For which so oft I on these primrose banks
Have sat me down in bitter spite and wept.
Speed to the ocean, thou slow-toiling sun!
I, at thy setting, like the young moon, shall
Begin to rise in glory.
[Eveunt.
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SCENE 11.—Another part of the Forest.
Enter Edith.

EDITH.
The woods are fragrant with the breath of flowers,
And full of pleasant sounds. Who would not live
With the meek fawn these mossy glades to tread,
Where the sweet violet and the cowslip dwell ?
Fair daughters of the sun, ye lift your heads
To meet the first warm kisses of your sire,
As children, after a long absence, greet
Their father’s glad return. But where stays Godwin,
That idle youth, who dreams of courts and kings?
Bright is the morn, but I confess his smiles
Would make it still more lovely. O, to me
These ancient woods are happier far than halls
Of regal state, for there

Enter Godwin.

GODWIN.
My Edith ! ay,

My own dear Edith !

EDITH.

What, romantic youth,

Still walking in thy sleep !{—for I perceive,
Thou listless dreamer, by thy merry looks
Thy thoughts are in some brilliant vision wrapt
Of things that shine, but fade. In thy lone walks
Amid this haunted forest, dost thou not
Meet and commune with elves and fairy maids,
And beautiful spirits of the groves and streams,
Who tempt thee with strange love, and o’er thy mind
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Their bright enchantments of delusion shed ?
I shall be jealous soon.—The saints amend thee !

GODWIN.
1 in this forest no communion hold
With any spirit half so heavenly fair
As thou, my Edith, art. The queen of elves
Looks not so lovely in her moonlit pomp
As thou dost, with those wild flowers in thy locks,
When on me fondly smiling.

EDITH.

Art thou not,

Dear Godwin, dreaming now ?

GODWIN.
No, ’tis reality, and real all
Those dreams of greatness, mocked by thee so oft ;
For I am hither come to bid farewell
To Edith and these gloomy solitudes,
For camps and splendid courts.

EDITH.

Farewell, saidst thou?

And wilt thou leave thy Edith, and these shades
Where all is peace, and melody, and love,
For palace-halls in which grim Envy dwells,
And Murder lurks to dye his knife in blood ?
Leave these green bowers, steeped in the glittering hues
Of summer suns, where breathes the violet air
In all its early freshness, and the voice
Of the love-speaking turtle still is heard ?
Wilt thou leave these for noisy midnight camps,
For battle-fields, for danger, wounds, and death ?

GODWIN.
Ay, will I, girl, and triumph in th’ exchange.
I hate these woodland scenes of idle dulness,
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Where men grow cowards, and low ignorance lies
Basking upon a dunghill like the swine.
EDITH.
And canst thou leave thy Edith, too, for aye ?
Leave her alone with solitude and grief ?
Sad will these woods be when thou art away.
To me the flowers will fade, the birds forget
Their merry carols. I shall heed no more
The gentle voice of spring, nor wander here
To list the nightingale at moonlight hour ;
For busy memory would recall the past,
Till my lone heart were broken.
GODWIN,
Leave thee, my dearest Edith, and for ever ?
Am I a thing so barren of all truth ?
I1l thrive my hopes, may honour cast me off,
And shame and scorn pursue me through the world,
If this fond heart to Edith e’er prove false !
When I the warrior’s laurel-wreath have won,
To thee I'll come, but not in peasant weeds.
No; in a chieftain’s splendid arms I'll shine,
And thou shalt be a gallant soldier’s bride.
EDITH.
Love s a gentle spirit, soft and bright
As moonbeams slumbering on the quiet waters :
Her home is like the dove’s, concealed beneath
The fragrant blossoms and the leaves of peace.
With proud Ambition she can never dwell :
He steeps his hand’in blood, and offers Love
A sacrifice to power. Greatness is like
The swelling mountain, which in barren pride
Its cloud-veiled summit lifts to meet the skies:
The torrent’s roar is heard amid its rocks,
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Whose rugged brows the thunder deeply scars :
But humble worth, like the low valley, lies
Sheltered from storms, with silent streams made glad,
And rich in virtue’s roseate fruits and flowers.
GODWIN.
What! shall I dwell in these inglorious shades
A forester, a swineherd all my life,
And perish on the spot which gave me birth ?
Be like the stagnant pool amid the forest,
Which rotting weeds o’ermantle, and the toad
And tadpole make their home? No; let my course
. Be like the mountain cataract in its strength,
With strife still onward dashing, which no rocks
Can bar or hinder; while my fame shines out,
As gleams that torrent’s rainbow to the sun. [Eweunt.

SCENE II1.—4 Room in the Cottage of Wulfnoth.
Enter Wulfnoth and Godwin.

WULFNOTH.
So, thou wilt leave me, Godwin ?

GODWIN.
Ay, my soul

Is wearied with these dull unchanging scenes.
WULFNOTH.

And leave poor Edith, too, thou truant boy,

To follow this lone stranger, this dark chief

Of Danish blood ? to follow the wild bent

Of thy determined will, the beckoning forms

And airy visions of thy heated brain,

Distempered with ambition ?

GODWIN. :
Didst thou know,

My much-loved father, how my life has past



Secene TIL] THE DEVOTED ONE. 127

Amid the dreamy shadows of these woods
In shaping out the visions of that world,
A land to me unknown, which lies beyond
The borders of this desert; how I’ve formed
Proud palaces and halls, like those which eve
Lights up with sunset splendour in the heavens,
And peopled them with kings and mail-clad chiefs,
Whose names are held in honour ; how I've watched
The flame-winged shapes which thronged the midnight
skies,
When o’er the blood-red clouds came forth in arms
The chivalry of heaven ;—
How, as they flashing mixt in battle-strife,
I called them Danes and Saxons, and, when fled
The vanquished host with riven shield and helm,
Shouted, till all the startled woods replied
From their deep solitudes ;—ah ! didst thou know
How then I flung me on the dewy turf
And wept at my low state, burning to mix
In scenes on earth like those bright scenes in heaven,
Thou wouldst not marvel that from hence I go
To seek a warrior’s name.
WULFNOTH.

Alas ! my son,
Thy wild imaginings of pomp and power
Are all unlike their dark reality.
Thou dost remind me of the sea-boy who,
Far on the northern ocean’s gleamy verge,
City, and battlement, and tower beholds,
With verdant fields and mountains forest-crowned ;
But when his vessel nighs that magic clime
Where human foot ne’er trod, nought finds he there
Save freezing iceberg, naked rock, and surge.
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GODWIN.
But fame endureth in its endless course,
Unchanging as the everlasting sun.

WULFNOTH.

Fame! what is fame? A passing meteor blaze,
That one brief moment shines,—the next, is nothing.
What numbers, once by deeds of glory fired
With the vain hope of ever-living fame,
In dark forgetfulness have ages slept,
From which no trump can call them to remembrance !
Where are the brazen statues, pillars, towers,
The marble tombs that immortality
Promised to those whose names they registered ?
Dashed, with their founders, by oblivion’s wing
"T'o undistinguished dust !

GODWIN.
Most true: but when I've bravely shaken off
This forest sloth, which heavily doth hang
On all my energies, like a black cloud
Hiding the sunshine from the mountain’s brow,
I'll win such martial glory as shall live
Till the proud annals of my country die.

WULFNOTH.

High-aiming youth, think of the cost, if won ;
And when obtained, how worthless for thy pains !
Thou’lt find, my son, the unfaithful court a place
Where traitors thrive, and fawning knaves are cherished ;
Where merit, if found poor, no friends can win,
While wealthy fools are worshipped ; where thy tongue
Must flatter bloated pride, thy knee bend low
To gold-clad baseness; and where Envy waits
To thrust thee back at every step thou climb’st
In thy aspiring aims.
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GODWIN.
0, T was born
To wrestle with opposers. What if fame,
Hereafter fame, be nothing but a sound,
Yet living honour is a glorious thing.
Splendour, and power, and wealth are in her train,
And he who would to her gay smiles prefer
Pale poverty, is at the best an ass,
And merits all the burdens which the hag
Lays on his lank and bony back to bear.
WULFNOTH.
Alas! with thy ambitious hopes to strive
Is bootless all. But hear me, ere we part,
And Tl a tale unfold shall stir thy wonder.
T have not ever been what now I am:
There was a time when all which thou dost feel
Came o’er my soul in dreams as bright as thine,
And faded, as I fear me thine will fade,
In darkness and in storms.
GODWIN.
Proceed, dear father.
WULFNOTH.
Learn, then, that I Duke Edric’s brother am,
That prince of traitors, that perfidious wretch,
Amid the darkness of whose demon heart
There never came one brief redeeming ray
Of mercy, truth, or honour.
GODWIN.
Saints of heaven !
Art thou the brother of a Duke ? (3)
WULFNOTH.
Even so.
An humble peasant was our sire, who lived
K
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As I do now, and died in low content,

As I would die. But we aspired to shine

In camps and courts, and soon in favour rose
With the mind-changing Ethelred, till both
Chieftains of power became. Faithful I stood
To my loved country, which on me drew down
My brother’s envy and despiteful hate.

Of treason by his fiend-like arts accused,

And doomed unheard by Ethelred to death,

I fled with some few gallant ships, and roamed

A sea-king o’er the deep. But vain my flight
From Edric’s vengeance, whose strong fleet pursued me.
A tempest rose as we prepared for battle,

Which wrecked our vessels on the southern coast.
One poor revenge was mine,—I burnt the ships
Of my fell persecutor: then, dismissing

Those faithful followers who survived the storm,
Sought safety in these woods; where I became

A tiller of the field, and here have found

That peace at last, which courts and kings denied.

GODWIN.

O, may I meet this Duke, when I shall reach
The Danish court

WULFNOTH.

Beware of him, I charge thee;
He hath the serpent’s craft, the adder’s fang,
The tiger’s thirst for blood : with these, a tongue
That would beguile an angel. Claim thou not
Kindred with him, or soon will he destroy thee.

GODWIN.

I'd rather awn myself of wolfish blood,
Than claim him for a kinsman.
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WULFNOTH.
Dear-loved boy,
Whate’er betide, let virtue still be thine.
Scorn all dishonest means to make thee great ;
Be modest, but not servile, and should fortune
Crown thy deserts, thine honours wear with meekness,—
*Twill lend them tenfold lustre. Now, farewell !
Perchance, my Godwin, tis a last farewell !
I, who may never more that face behold,
Can not restrain these parting tears, which fall
In sorrow on thy bosom. When far hence,
Forget not thou my counsel ; nor forget,
In joy or woe, thy sad and lonely sire.
Whate’er befall, here shalt thou find a home,
And, till T in the cold grave lay me down,
A father’s arms to welcome thy return.
Never shall T at night my pillow press
Without a prayer for thee. Farewell, my son !
God and good angels bless thee !
GODWIN.

Do not weep.
I shall return to thine embrace again
With glory on my brow, and joy shall crown
Our happy meeting. Fare thee well, my father.

[Eait.
WULFNOTH.
Gone! gone art thou to me for ever, Godwin !
The sun is set that gave me light and joy !
Life’s feeble twilight now is nothing worth,
And night with double-darkness hastens on.
Yet gentle Edith stays.—Alas! she too
Must quickly bid a long, a last farewell
To me and my poor dwelling. Then shall T
K 2



132 THE DEVOTED ONE. [Act L

Of both my children be bereaved, and left
Disconsolate indeed ! Selfish and base
It were to keep her here.

Enter Edith.

EDITH.

O, my preserver,
I came with thee to weep; but I behold
Thy grey hairs bowed with sorrow to the dust:
Then let me haste mine own dim eyes to dry,
And bind with filial love thy broken heart.
Godwin hath left us,—ay, for stranger halls
And dreams of idle pomp ; but thy poor Edith
Will never leave thee. Still at early morn,
And when the shadows of the evening fall,
I will be nigh to aid and cheer thine age ;
In health and sickness shall my prayers ascend,
'That Heaven may give thee comfort.

WULFNOTH.
Ah, my child,
Thou too must leave me,—yes, for ever leave me !
The time is come that we must part, and thou
This humble cot, these savage deserts quit,
For courts and regal halls.
EDITH.

Ha ! name them not ;
They to my mind a thousand horrors bring
Of massacre and blood ! O, they recall
That dreadful night, in which the Danes were slain
Throughout the kingdom. Then was my loved sire,
Although an English Earl, stabbed by those fiends
Who, drunk with fury, rushed amid our halls.
Thou know’st—too well, how, struggling with a host
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To save my wretched mother’s life, he sank
Mangled and gashed, sank at her feet and died !
I heard that mother’s wild distracted cries,
As on the marble floor the Saxon foe
Dashed out my brothers’ brains! O God ! T felt
Her last, her agonized embrace, as thou,
By pity urged, didst fcld me in thine arms,
And from th’ assassins’ fiercely-gleaming swords
Bear me in safety, far beyond the gates
Of Dunmarn’s blood-drenched palace : nor canst thou
The close of that terrific scene forget,
When the ferocious Duke of Mercia dragged
My frantic mother to the fatal block,—
A princess born of Denmark’s royal line,
On whose fair brows the font’s ethereal dews
Had been devoutly sprinkled.
WULFNOTH,

"T'was a night
That filled the land with wailing! Dreadful since
Hath been the retribution of just Heaven
For that foul deed, by hated Edric planned,
‘Who friend nor foeman spares.

EDITH.
Child as T was,

"T'hat night hath images of horror stamped
For ever on my brain! Oft, in my dreams,
I stand amid those gory halls of death,
Where on me wildly glare fierce fiendish eyes,
And flash the knives of slaughter, till with shrieks
I break my troubled slumbers. Oft I see
My mother’s spirit bending o’er my couch,
All palely beautiful in light, and hear
Her mournful voice soft on the evening winds,
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That from the forest to my window come.
O, then no more talk thou to me of courts,
For 1 will make these woods my home for ever.
WULFNOTH.
Thou, Edith, art the daughter of Gunhilda,
‘Who was the sister of Canute’s brave sire :
Meet therefore ’tis thy beauty find that state
So justly to thy noble birthright due,
And shine, protected by a sovereign’s power,
The ornament of courts. I have concealed
From Godwin thy descent, lest, knowing well
His lofty thoughts, he might aspire to win
Thee for his bride, and make thy princely claims
The steps to his ambition.
EDITH.
So have I,
Lest it should place me at too great a distance,
And on the blossoms of his tender hopes,
Like winter’s lagging frost on early flowers,
Fall blightingly. Ah, pray forgive—in sooth
We love each other dearly, very dearly.
WULFNOTH.
Then doubly neeedful is it thou shouldst leave
My poor protection,—that so rich a flower
Should be transplanted from this desert soil,
To bloom beneath the sunshine and the care
Of kindred royalty.
EDITH.
Ah! to be crushed
With every bud of hope by those fierce storms
That beat on dangerous greatness. Dear, my father,
For such art thou to Edith, let me still
Dwell here with thee, till Godwin shall again
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Return to cheer us. Think, O think how.sad,
How lonely thou wilt be, when we are both
Gone from thee far away. Then banish not
Thy fearful Edith; cast not her, whom thou
Didst from the tempest and the ocean save,
On the wild surge again.
WULFNOTH.
My dearest child,
The lofty rock which I would place thee on
No future storms can shake, for half the realm
Thy royal cousin by his sword hath won.
In justice to thyself I send thee hence,
And well, for thy sake, is my heart content
To endure the heavy sorrow it must feel
When thou departest from me. Some trusty slaves
Will safely guard thee to the Danish court,
And ample proofs have I, which shall convince
Canute of thy descent.—These bear thou with thee.
~ EDITH.
Whose voice shall soothe thee when I go from hence ?
Who tend thy couch, should sickness thee befall,
Or meet thy wishes with that tender care
Thy Edith would have shown? O, I shall weep
Amid the pomp of crowded courts, to think
On my loved father’s loneliness and age.—
I cannot, will not leave thee.
WULFNOTH.
Be content.
I am resolved, and to my lot resigned.
EDITH.
If go T must, one joy will yet be mine:
I shall behold my Godwin, and in him
Is centred every blessing earth can yield.
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He will,act bravely, and make honour proud
To wait upon him. I, by simple art,

Will prove if Love can stern Ambition quell,
And to his bridal car, in flowery bands,
That lion-passion yoke. If not, adieu

To kingly halls. I know my humble course :
Greatness and I shall never meet again.

END OF THE FIRST ACT.
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ACT II.

SCENE 1.—4 Grove near the Palace of Canute.

Enter Elgitha and Waldimar.

ELGITHA.
StiLL so desponding, gentle Waldimar ?
Would I had power to win from thee a smile,
To soothe thy wayward spirit into peace,
And o’er thee fling the sunny beams of joy.

WALDIMAR.
No gleam of joy o’er my dark morn of life
Hath ever dawned, no friend have I e’er known,
Or heard the soothing tones of Pity’s voice :
I may conceive, though I have never felt,
How sweet such blessings are. But not for me
Is earthly fellowship of mortal man.
I must commune—— [4 pause.

ELGITHA.

With whom ? Tell me, I pray.
Dreams Waldimar that in his lofty moods
With bodiless spirits, forms of fire and air,
He holds communion ?

WALDIMAR.

Spirits ? ay, with gods !!

Awful, terrific forms, that make my brain
Seem like the river’s dark and eddying whirlpool.
Speak not of spirits.—O, there is no heart,
No kindly heart that for my misery feels;
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For none may know its deep and secret cause.—
Speed on the dreadful hour that gives me peace !

ELGITHA.
Thou art, I fear, possessed: some evil spell
Of wizard-craft is on thee. Let me, then,
The blessed Cross upon thy forehead sign,
And drive the foul fiend from thee.

WALDIMAR.

Not for worlds !
I should be torn in fragments, and my limbs
Hurled on the struggling winds! The mystic name,
Dreadful ! ineffable ! the name that makes
Heaven’s everlasting pillars trembling bow ;
His name whose attributes I know not,—yea,
Nor where He dwells, but whom I yet shall meet,
Is on my forehead, and it must not be
Effaced till Death’s pale hand shall wash it thence,
In Ister’s sacred wave. ()
ELGITHA,
Mysterious man,

Wouldst thou become a Christian, and receive
The font’s baptismal rites, the peace of Heaven
Would through the storm upon thy soul descend,
And with its sunny glimpses make thee glad.
Turn not away in moody wilduess thus :
In sooth, my friendship merits thy good-will.

WALDIMAR.
O, thou art kind and gentle, and thy voice
Comes o’er my spirit, like sweet music heard
Amid a lonely desert; but for me
Thy pity flows in vain, like a pure stream
Lost in that sun-smote desert’s burning sands.



Scene I.] THE DEVOTED ONE. 139

ELGITHA.
Turn from thyself, and look abroad on nature:
Peruse her volume of delightful records,
Unfolding to the eye an endless change
Of beauties ever new.
WALDIMAR.
It may not be.
ELGITHA.
Indeed it may, if thou wilt be advised.
Look on the morn,
When, showering roses bathed in dew, she comes
O’er yonder azure mountains, and uplifts
The veil of night "neath which the dim earth slept,
That laughs with joy, like a light-hearted child
When by his mother found where he had lain
Concealed in wanton play. Then every grove
And every vale is full of life and music ;
While o’er the corn that bends its wealthy ears
To the soft salutation of the winds,
The lark, amid the gorgeous-coloured clouds,
Her merry carol sings. O, these are sights
And sounds, my gentle Waldimar, might win
Thy heart to peace and joy.
WALDIMAR.
Thou talk’st in vain.
ELGITHA.
Then let the sober night attract thy gaze:
She in her loneliest hours hath melodies
Sweeter than day can boast ; and glory, too,
Glory that shines unperishingly bright,
Excelling all the pomp of courts and kings.
What, though I talk in vain, if thou wouldst cast
Thine eye upon the moon, that vestal queen,
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When she doth glass her beauty in the sun,
And bind her brows with light; then mark the host
Of golden stars, which from the sapphire depths
Of heaven come forth to attend her solemn state,
Lifting thy heart in prayer to Him who showered
Those living splendours o'er eternal space ;
O, He would teach thee how to wrestle with
The fiend that vexeth thee, and from thy bosom
Cast out the evil cne.
WALDIMAR.
Alas ! there is
No beauty in this world for one who waits
The doing of the all-nameless fearful deed !
The groves are decked in flowers, the heavens are bright
With morning dyes, and evening suns go down
In crimson pomp; but not for me the flowers
Put forth their bloom, or suns arise and set.
My thoughts are not of those delightful scenes
That bless the years of youth. Yet on me shines,
When thou art present, a bright nameless gleam ;—
It is not joy or hope, for they can find
No place in my dark bosom.
ELGITHA. ,
‘What hast thou done ?
WALDIMAR.
By Radegast ! not since I saw the light
Have I to any done one evil deed.
O, cast not on my innocence a shade
Of guilt or crime; or thou, alas! wilt add
New anguish to my sufferings.
ELGITHA.
I believe thee,
Firmly believe—but—
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WALDIMAL.
Thou canst never know
The awful secret. When the hour arrives
That I shall hence depart ne’er to return,
And soon that hour must come, wilt thou, Elgitha,
Remember me, and pity my sad doom ?
ELGITHA.
Rémember thee? ay, and with tears bewail
Thy unknown destiny. O Waldimar,
Say, whither goest thou ?
WALDIMAR.
Inquire no more.—
A flash darts through my stony heart like lightning.
Can it be love, or something heavenly? Know I not,
But well I know I would not lose this feeling,
This new-born pleasure, to be made a king!
Sweet stranger-guest, thou in my soul dost shine
Like a lone star amid the clouds of night,
And I will keep thee till the destined hour
Of my departure hence. And now I look
On thee again, Elgitha, T perceive
That earth has beauty,—beauty e’en for me !
For thou art of this earth, and thou dost feel
Compassion for my sorrows. Fare thee well :
Yet and again I'll see thee ere T go.
ELGITHA.
0, talk not thus——
WALDIMAR.
Thrice beautiful ! art thou not some blest vision,
Sent down to guard me from those sights and sounds
That oft my reason mar? When thou art nigh,
No fierce and gloomy shadows round me throng,
Or formless things of horror ; while thine eyes
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A tender radiance o’er my darkness shed,

Like moonbeams on the wild and stormy sea.

The let me, dear Elgitha, gently press

My lips to thine, since we so soon must part.

I never breathed on lips of woman, save

My lady mother’s—("kisses Elgitha.) Radegast, and all

Ye gods above! the joys of heaven are in

Thy balmy kiss, and from those lips despair

Might pluck eternal rapture! My dark soul

Is kindled by a strange and sudden fire,

That burns and struggles with the gloom of years,

Like flames amid the heart of some full forest !

But I must quench it, or on me will rush

Madness and demons, hell and all its horrors. [ Exit.
ELGITHA.

Alas, that such a noble form should be

By frenzy blighted thus ! Mystery and fate

Hang on him, like a cloud which hides the thunder,

Whose secret dwelling may not be approached.

Pity and Friendship, ye have also lit

In my poor heart a never-dying flame,

That will, if he depart, to dust consume me. [Exit.

SCENE I1.—4 Hall in the Palace of Canute.

Enter Canute, Zandagast, Turkeetul, Rolf Iric, Earis
and Attendants.

CANUTE.
England, thy nobler provinces are ours,
By treaty fixed and ratified with Edmund.
TURKELTUL.
By right of valour all to thee belong,
All tribes and kingdoms, princedoms, powers, and states
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Within the borders of this sea-girt land ;
And all, ere long, shall humble homage pay
Before thy footstool.
ZANDAGAST.

By the Veliboge, (5)
Our gods of brightness, the base craven Saxons,
Of whom a troop will fly before the lance
Of one Sclavorian soldier, (6) must yield up
All England to thy power. The eagle dwells
In solitude on her storm-shaken rock,
Claiming the full dominion of the skies:
The lion reigns alone, and scorns to share
The desert with the wolf.

CANUTE.

Brave Zandagast,

Renowned Sclavonian captain of my guards,
I would not have thee swear by heathen gods.
Thou must forget the customs of the Wends,
Thy native tribes along the Baltic shores,

" And be a Christian. When, in merry mood,
Thou lift’st the wine-cup in the hall of shields,
Drink deep to Christ and all the blessed saints : (7)
So shall thy high deserts fresh honours win.

ZANDAGAST.
Your gods and saints are then, if I deem right,
Boon wassailers, and love the jovial bowl
Which I despise, hating the thief that steals
All T have worthy from me.

CANUTE.
Speak not thou

So misbeseemingly.

ZANDAGAST.

My lord, the race
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TFrom which I sprang, revere, as Christians do,

The all-powerful Deity, whose dwelling is

The temple of the skies: who frowns,—and light

Departeth from the sun: who speaks in wrath,—

And thunders roll throughout immensity :

‘Who looks abroad,—and, in his awful glance,

Darkness and Night die on their funeral pyre:

Who smiles,—and the glad earth and heaven shine out

In glory measureless: who speaks in love,—

And cloudy mountain, hollow vale, and wood

Drink deep of music, with whose viewless spirit

Ocean, inspired, doth break forth into song.

He delegates the rule of all below

To his celestial offspring, as a king (8)

Sets o'er his provinces inferior chiefs.

We to these gods, high councillors of splendour, (?)

Homage, and vows, and sacrifice perform.

Do we not then believe, as thou believ’st,

In one true God, the Eternal King of kings?

CANUTE.

No ;. for ye worship other gods than one.—

My bishop shall instruct thee in these things,

For I would have my Danish subjects Christians. (1)
A ZANDAGAST.

Not all the Christian priests that own thy power,

Shall win me to forsake my fathers’ gods:

I'll perish first in fire l—(aside. ) T've yet to learn, (1)

My royal master, that thy Danish subjects,

Who have their war-gods changed, have changed them-
selves,

Or mended their old manners. Still they fight,

Not in defence, but for unbounded power,

And the Vikingers’ bloody craft pursue,
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Plundering on sea and land, while fell Revenge
Crimsons their knives as deeply as of old.
At their proud banquets, night and day they spend
In such debauching riot, as exceeds
All I in heathendom have yet beheld.
Nor are these Saxons, who so long have borne
The Christian name, for better deeds approved :
But much I marvel pious bishops should
Make nobles drunk, to cheat them of their wealth,
Whereby ¢ enrich themselves. (12)
CANUTE.
I must confess
Their deeds too oft disgrace the name they bear;
But still the faith is pure, howe’er so ill
The practice of its followers.
ZANDAGAST.
Stranger still !
A tree so goodly, bitter fruits produce ?
A fount so pure, such turbid waters yield ?

Enter Officer.

OFFICER.
Duke Edric waits without to see your Grace,
And bids me say, he brings important news
To be in secret told.

CANUTE.

My Earls, withdraw.

[Eweunt Chiefs, &e.
What tidings hither brings this Mercian Duke ?
I know him for a villain; but while he
To my ambition ministers, I must
With honours gild his baseness. Kings may love
Treason to foes : but hate, and watchful fear,
L
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And keen suspicion dog the traitor’s heels,
While o'er his head the sword of justice hangs
By a frail hair suspended.—But he comes.

Enter Edric.

Now, Edric, speak thy message.
EDRIC—(kneeling. )
Hail, Canute!
Thrice hail to him who o’er all England reigns !
CANUTE.
Ha ! glorious news! But Edmund, what of him?
EDRIC.
He is, my lord, as thou wouldst have him be,—
A lifeless piece of clay. (%)
CANUTE.
Relate, good Edric,
The manner of his death.
EDRIC.
Seek not to know
More than I tell thee.—I beheld his blood
Red on the trusty blades of those who did
Their office faithfully. ‘The nobles all
Of Edmund’s faction now are turned to thee,
And every Saxon owns thy sovereign power.
CANUTE.
Then am I king indeed ! and on my brows
The crowns of England and of Denmark rest,
‘While Norway soon Scant shall not, Idric, be
Thy guerdon for such service. Other deeds
Must yet be done. Thy axe the royal tree,
Sprung from the ancient root of Cerdic’s line,
Hath felled to earth ; but from it freshly springs
Some cherished saplings, which, if not destroyed,
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May grow to dangerous height. Edward and Edmund,
Sons of King Ethelred, I have them safe,
And they must be

EDRIC.
Might I advise, my lord,
Those princely youths from England should be sent,
To some far-distant land. It would be lack
Of policy and king-craft now, when all
The Saxons feel inclined to own thy sway
From love, or fear, or interest, by the death
Of these fair Aithelings to estrange their hearts,
And thy strong fabric of dominion, reared
With so much toil, and with the noblest blood
Of Englishmen and Danes cemented, shake
To its deep-laid foundations.—No, my liege,
Hence on a visit send them.
CANUTE.
Ay, from which,
My worthy Edric, they may ne’er return.
It shall be so.—I will to Sweden’s King
Despatch them straight, with secret charge that he
Rid me for ever of the dangerous brats.
EDRIC.
No fear they will return, to breathe again
The balmy air of England.
CANUTE.
Call the chiefs,
That I may each appoint to his command
O’er the great provinces of my new kingdom.
EDRIC—( aside.)
For this my last bold deed, no doubt mankind
Will on me heap all vile opprobrious terms
That baseness ever bore. And what reck I,
02
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So that my titles, wealth, and power remain ?

Censure and praise, brief shadows of an hour,

Ay, and hereafter obloquy and fame,

Although less fleeting, less substantial far,

Are equally my scorn. [ Exit.
CANUTE.

By my war-bracelet ! I protest my heart

Goes not with these dark doings ; (*+) but my state,

My crown, my empire, all compel against

My better feelings. As I hope for heaven,

Hereafter deeds shall for this blood atone ;

And I will to all future ages leave

Memorials worthy of immortal Fame,

Who o’er them shall her golden sceptre wave,

Though the cold atoms which compose this form

Sleep where no mortal knows.

Enter Zandagast, Edric, Turkeetul, Rolf-Iric, and Earls.

ZANDAGAST.

My sovereign lord, we thy commands await.
CANUTE.

Chieftains of England and of Denmark, learn

That Edmund is no more. His death makes void

The contract which divided England’s crown,

And robbed it of its lustre. On our brows

That symbol now in full refulgence shines,

And we will wear it bravely. Gentle Earls,

To each, as doth his several merit claim,

We give high rule and power subordinate

O’er England’s provinces. Thou, Edric, still

Shalt be the Duke of Mercia ; thou, Turkeetul,

East-Aunglia govern ; and Northumberland,

Norwegian Iric of the magic sword,
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Be thy domains.—The south ourselves will hold
In full immediacy.
Epric—(kneeling with the Earls.)
We all do swear
Allegiance, as true vassals, to thy throne.
CANUTE.
And now, brave chieftains, as ye tender well
The weal and happiness of a great people
Committed to your charge, as ye respect
My favour and support, as ye would reap
That proud reward of valour ye have sown
In the red fields of war, and keep unstained
Your noble honour, without which a prince
Is baser than the basest predial slave,
Let perfect equity to Dane and Saxon
Guide every action. When ye judgment give,
Beware the scales of even-handed justice
Swerve not the turning of a grain of dust
For love of sordid lucre, friend, or kin,
Or brief will be your power. Briton and Dane,
Angle and Saxon, are my subjects all,
And equally will T their rights maintain :
So farewell, lords, till we at banquet meet.
I’ve counsel, Mercia, for thy private ear.
| Ezeunt Canute and Edric.
zZANDAGAST—( aside. )
There go two Christians! One—and well "tis known—
A greater miscreant never curst the earth :
The other—but no matter. Edmund dead !
I doubt he came most foully by his death.
That treacherous, base blood-shedder:
ROLF IRIC—(Z0 Turkeetul.)
How died Edmund ?

His death is strangely sudden.
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ZANDAGAST,
Ask Duke Edric.
TURKEETUL.
It matters not, Lord of Northumberland,
How strange or sudden. From its suddenness
We pluck our greatest comfort for his loss,
Since by his death we two fair Dukedoms gain.

ZANDAGAST.

Mean selfishness! Ts it no matter, when

A brave man falls, how by his end he came ?
The field of glory should Ais death-bed be,
His winding-sheet the banner, dipt in blood,
Which o’er him waved as he to victory rushed.
The poisoned cup, the assassin’s hidden steel,
Are only meet for cowards.

TURKEETUL,

I, for one,
Have no weak curiosity to hunt
Out dangerous secrets. If there aught be wrong,
The English faction may, when they have power,
Correct what is amiss. But come, my lords,
It well behoves us merrily to quaff :
And feast, with song and harp, from morn to night,
From night to morn again, like jovial sons
Of conquering Denmark : ’tis an honour due
To both our own advancement and the King’s.
Come, thou wilt join us o’er the wassail bowl,
Brave captain >—Nay, for once be social, man.

ZANDAGAST.

That means—come, be a drunkard. Drunkenness
Is one of your great Christian virtues: I
Have never known a noble deed yet done
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In one of its mad moods ; but who may count
Its dark and evil things ?

TURKEETUL.

O dull of soul!

’Tis only when bright, generous wine inspires
The heart of man, that all his better powers
Expand to full perfection. Selfish thoughts
Are lost in friendship, and life’s vexing cares
Drowned in unmeasured joy. O, such bright hours
Are worth an age of dull and sober time ;
Who would not bid them welcome ? Mighty wine !
Thou canst, like love, make all things lovely seem,
And add to love itself a tenfold bliss :
Canst make the very miser dip his hand
In his close purse, and scatter blessings round him :
Turn cowardice to valour ; give to silence
Music and eloquence ; and, like the sun,
Arouse man’s torpid nature into action,
Warming the wintry sleeper to new life.
Glorious, but. brief, thy summer-time of mirth,
"T'oo happy long too last ; yet, ere it flies,
Man feels himself a god !

ZANDAGAST.

Yet this same wine

His godship soon transforms into a devil.
And then comes double sight, and double speech,
With maudlin folly of vain-glorious tongues ;
Then noisy riot, brawls, and maddening strife,
And blows and wounds,—till dearest friends become
The bitterest foes, till murder dyes the cups
With deeper purple from the gushing veins
Of the fierce revellers, who to and fro
Stagger, as if their feet on earthquakes trod ;
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Then, of all reason, speech, and motion reft,
Sink prostrate on the ground, the laugh of fools.
No grovelling beast, my gallant lord, is half
So brutish as thy wine-created god.
ROLF IRIC.
Ye both are right ; and where meet your extremes,
Is found man’s brightest joy. It is a flower,
A sweet enchanted flower, that blooms immortal -
In Odin’s paradise, but fades on earth, -
Fades in the very plucking.
ZANDAGAST.
Ay, and turns
To the most noxious weed, that soon destroys
The infatuated gatherer.
TURKEETUL.
Be it so,
I'll not refrain ; for, like all earthly bliss,
It hath its price, which I pay willingly.
I know no mortal joy has fewer cares
T'o mar its sweetness.
ZANDAGAST.
Yes, sobriety.
TURKEETUL.
Call you sobriety a joy ?
ZANDAGAST.
Ido;
Which never makes a fool of its possessor,
Or raises on his honest cheek a blush.
The joy of wine is but the joy of madness,
A frenzy, which lets all the passions loose
To make us slaves and idiots.
- TURKEETUL.
*Tis a joy
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I doubt thou ne’er hast felt, or hast no taste,
Brave Zandagast, to feel ; and thus, like men
‘Who have not certain passions, thou dost rail
Loudly at those that have. Itis, I deem,
A brave defect, if a defect it be,
And well becomes a soldier.
ZANDAGAST.
Ah! my lord,
How tenderly man blames his own misdeeds,
Slight counting them, though deemed by others vile ;
And still from circumstance, and time, and place
He gathers fair excuse, till to himself
He faultless seems, whate’er may be his actions.
Adieu, my lords, and merry be your revels.
[Eit.
TURKEETUL.
*A valiant, honourable heathen ; yet
He scorns a cup, the soldiers blithest cheer.
Better would he a bishopric become
Than half the Saxon beadsmen, were his creed
Of their complexion,
ROLF IRIC.
By my spell-forged sword !
These bishops are no fools, my lord of Anglia:
They, as occasion needs, the cross or brand
Can wield with equal force; and at the banquet
No Danish soldier, in his merriest hour,
Ere lifted wine-cup with a freer hand
Than these ascetic priests.
TURKEETUL.
Then do they set’
An excellent example. I will choose
For my confessor one that, like myself,
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Permits not the full bowl to go its rounds
Unquaffed. Light shall my penance be with him.
I never yet knew one that did not love

A gay carouse, but was a sullen wight,

Morose and proud, with failings dark and many
Hid ’neath a veil of owl-like gravity.

But we lose time, that should be better spent
Than in this idle talk. When morning comes,

It still shall find us, Iric, jovial watchers.
: [Exeunt.

SCENE II1.—4 Hall in the House of Zandagast.

Enter Ermingild and Waldimar.

ERMINGILD.
My son, revered and honoured as a god
Among our Wendic tribes, why hangs a more
Than wonted gloom on that pale brow of thine ?
And why those deep-drawn sighs ?

WALDIMAR.

I wot not, madam,

Save ’tis the knowledge that the time draws nigh,
‘When 1 must bid farewell to all which now ‘
Seems bright and beautiful beneath the moon.
And yet am I impatient for the hour:
The worst to learn, were better than this state
Of dark uncertainty and fearful doubt.

ERMINGILD.
Thou know’st, my son——

i WALDIMAR.
Ay, know I e’en full well

That thou from infancy hast on my mind
Deeply impressed my doom. Ere we forsook
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Our native land to follow Denmark’s King,
The fatal sign was fixt upon my brow;
And wheresoe’er I moved, respect and awe
From the Sclavonians met me, as if T
Were the strange offspring of some fearful god,
A being nor of earth, or heaven, or hell,
Till from my very self I shrunk in dread,
And wished the hour were come.

ERMINGILD.

To-morrow, then,

At night’s dark noon, that destined hour arrives
When thou, my noble son, shalt be received
Among the gods—thyself a god ! and find
In brighter worlds, above the strife and coil
Of human passions, thine eternal home.

WALDIMAR.
Ah'! this hath been a dreary world to me,
In which, from childhood, I have never known
Kind fellowship, or sympathy, or love:
If other worlds hereafter I may find,
Darker they cannot be.

ERMINGILD.

O, thou wilt float

On the resplendent meteor, and thy steed
Shall be the rainbow of the summer skies,
Chasing the shower o’er climes where ever bloom
Roses of damask hue. Then shalt thou dwell
In those refulgent palace-halls, that burn
With sunlit gems, and gold, and diamond fires
Amid the western heavens at eve-tide hour ;
And in those cloud-isles wander where the groves,
All blent with ruby dome and gate of pearl,
Their emerald light o’er flowers immortal shed,
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And bathe in crystal waters, breathing music
Along their golden shores.

WALDIMAR. .

And shall I dwell,

When he, the dread Destroyer, calls me hence,
In regions such as these ?

ERMINGILD.

Ay, verily ;

And with the warrior-spirits of the slain
Companicnship and lofty converse hold,
Where the proud Genii of the northern star
Spread their pavilion, and where gorgeous pomp
Illumines earth and heaven. Thy mother oft
Will from her bower look forth on those bright skies
Thy form to mark, in glittering mail yclad.

WALDIMAR.
The warrior’s guise, his glory, and his sword
Are not for me. I own this heart hath felt,
When I have heard the stormy trumpet fling
Its brazen clamour on the winds, a wish
That I had been a soldier ; but ere long
Such thoughts have died amid my bosom’s gloom,
Like sun-gleams on the darkly-rolling sea,
‘When swift the storm-cloud comes.

ERMINGILD.

What though, my son,

No battle-garland decks thy sacred brows,
Thou wilt become a spirit great in power.
Oft shall I list to hear thy deep-toned voice
Amid the cloud-borne thunders, as thou rid’st
On thy white giant steed, with vesture dipt
In blood-red glory, while the nations quake
With sad foreboding fear as they behold
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Thy going forth to war. Then wilt thou bless
Thy mother for her vow, that made thee great
Among the gods on high.
WALDIMAR.

Ah me, alas !
Your visions, O how different all to mine,
That still are wildly fearful! Oft have I
On the Wenedic sea’s surge-smitten shore,
Shunning and shunned by man, gone forth to meet
At midnight hour the coming of the tempest.
There on the rocks I’ve laid me down to list
The thunder’s voice, the cataract-sounding roar
Of the mad ocean, mingled with the shrieks
Of drowning mariner. And then, methought,
Strange mutterings came between the weary winds
That sunk o’erspent with rage, while ghastly forms,
Unlike aught human, glared with eyes of flame
Upon me through the gloom, and seemed to say—
¢ Come, thou devoted one, amid the surge
Plunge deep at once ; and, freed from this dull clay,
Be €’en as we are. Our unknown abodes,
Hid in the elements of flood and fire
Amid the burning centre of the globe,
Wait to receive thee, where the earthquake dwells,
And the red lightning in its naked essence
Lives with Eternity.” Then did I shriek
With cold and thrilling horror, for I felt
The god, whose name is written on my brow,
Clasp in his giant arms my quivering form :
His breath came like a furnace seven times heated,
And o’er me waved his awful-sounding wings,
That darkened sea and land with tenfold night !

ERMINGILD.

"I'was but the brain-born spectre of some dream.
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WALDIMAR.
No, ’twas reality; for laughed so loud
The shadowy demon, that the thunder paused
To listen, and the wild sea held its peace,
Silenced by fear. Ten thousand meteors shook
He from his cloud-broad plumes, that swept the heavens, .
T'ill ocean, towering cliff, and shore shone out
All bright and clear, as though the morn had woke
‘With sudden wonder :—Darkness rose and fled.
Then such a form unutterable I saw
Above me hovering, that my spirit died
With agonizing dread ! When I revived,
Night stood with me alone.
ERMINGILD. 4
Ah, my loved child,
Such thoughts and visions will be oft with those
Who are the called and chosen of the gods.
WALDIMAR.
Nay, gentle mother, am I not devoted
To Czerneboch, the Black and Evil One,
King of the land of Darkness? (%) Or why thus
Am 1 so haunted with strange shapes and things
Of hideous aspect, that by mortal tongue
May never be revealed.
ERMINGILD.
No, no, sweet boy :
It is wild fear that on thy dreamy mind
Such dark illusion flings. Ere Zandagast,
Thy father, followed Swéin to this isle,
He was in battle wounded nigh to death.
Then did I vow to Stva, the CrEATOR,
PrESERVER, and DEsTROYER,—attributes
In oNE OMNIPOTENT,—the Lord of lords,
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If he thy father’s days prolonged, and thou,
Unborn, a boy shouldst prove, I would to him
Thy life devote; and when revolving suns
Brought in their radiant course the destined hour,
Thou, to the death-song of our priests, shouldst cast
Thyself from Siva’s rock amid the waves
Of the deep-rolling Ister. (16)
WALDIMAR.
Thus have I been,
Since first I saw the light of heaven, cut off
From those emotions other mortals feel ;
And all that is to them on this fair earth
Pleasing and bright, have not a charm for me.
I stand alone amid a busy world,
Unmoved by all its passions, like a rock
Barren and shunned, around whose rugged sides
The foamy sea-wave breaks, and then retires.
Yet, good my mother, ever do I feel,
When sweet Elgitha kindly on me smiles,
A mournful joy mount to my burning cheek,
As steals the crimson rose’s lovely hue
O’er dying twilight’s paleness.
ERMINGILD.
Ah, my son !
Elgitha is a Christian. Thou no more
That witching maid must see.
WALDIMAR.

: O mother ! mother !
Be not so cruel to thine only child.

Since I so soon must pass away, and fade

From all remembrance, let me yet behold

Her heavenly face till the dark billows close
Above my head, and thy chief god receive me.
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O, let her star-bright eye shine o’er the eve
Of my departure hence, and thy poor boy
Shall feel——what his lone heart ne’er felt before—
A parting gleam of gladness, cold, yet bright
As the last glimpses of the winter sun.
ERMINGILD.
’Tis as I feared. This maid in his dark bosom
Hath lit love’s flame, which faintly burneth, like
A dim lamp in the tomb. O Waldimar !
Thou hast not to this Saxon girl betrayed
The secret of thy doom ? Canute’s fierce wrath—
Misery and want—the curses of the gods
For broken vows—all, all will on us light,
If it be known—prevented
WALDIMAR.
Fear not, mother ;
The secret I have kept, and will thy vow
Most faithfully perform.

Enter Zandagast.

ZANDAGAST.
My Waldimar,

My only one, my first-born, could thine arm
Wield this good sword, couldst thou to distant years
Prolong our warlike line——But to the gods’
Superior claim resigned, I yield thee up.
Art thou prepared thy mother’s solemn oath
Manfully to fulfil ? (7)

WALDIMARK.

I am, my father.

ZANDAGAST.
Avre all things ready for this awful deed,
Which must be done in secret ? '
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ERMINGILD.,
All, my lord.
To-morrow, when shall rise May-Evening’s star,
The sun-rites of the ancient heathen dwellers
Who once this isle possessed, will be performed
By Saxon Christians. High on cairn, and rock,
And mountain-steep will blaze a thousand fires;
And round the May-pole,with its flower-sheaves crowned,
Maidens and youths will dance in frolic glee, (1%)
Beneath the midnight stars.
ZANDAGAST.
But what have they
To do with Waldimar ?
ERMINGILD.
Attend my words.
Nothing have they ; yet through the land will ring
Loud joy and merriment, and all the sky
Will shine with lights,—an honour meetly due
To Waldimar’s translation. On that night,
As our good priests affirm who with us dwell,
The dead will from their graves, where they have lain
Unnumbered ages, rise, and flock to meet
The mighty gods of air, and flood, and fire,
With goblins grim, and dwarfs, and fairy sprites,
And giant demons of lone fen and moor,
High festival to hold on Vadha’s rock,
In Rimmon’s gloomy woods. (%) From distant lands
Will gather there those prophet hags, who with
The blood of infants newly slain consult
The Immortal Ones, and o’er the earth have power
To cast the dread enchantment and the spell
Which to their will resistless all things bind.
Thither our priests shall at the midnight hour
M
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Conduct thee, Waldimar; and from that rock,
Thou to the eddying flood beneath shalt leap,
And so for aye be blest.

ZANDAGAST.

And must he join

That wild and fearful throng? I, who would stand
Unshrinking in the battle-front, and brave
Singly a host in arms, feel every nerve
All tremulous to hear thee name this meeting.

WALDIMAR.
I heed not that, for I have ever loved
The wilderness, lonely and dark, to haunt ;
Where in its solitudes all-nameless things,
And creatures not of earth, I’ve oft times met,
And held communings with them.

ZANDAGAST.

By my sword,

Thou wouldst have made a soldier, truly, boy,
A gallant soldier !—but it may not be.
"Tis well the time is short, for England’s King
Expects that we our ancient faith should change,
And soon will send his priests to teach us

ERMINGILD.

What ?
ZANDAGAST.

Their mystic creed.
ERMINGILD.
I'll perish ere I'll learn,
Or worship their strange gods.
ZANDAGAST.
And so will I.
He who forsakes the faith of his forefathers,
From fear or interest, is the worst of traitors.
[ Exeunt Zandagast and Ermingild.
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WALDIMAR.
Would I had never seen thee, dear Elgitha;
For tenfold horror now broods on my soul,
As swiftly comes the time of self-destruction.
Life! O for life but one short month t enjoy
Love’s unknown heaven in my Elgitha’s arms !
Then would those sufferings I've so long endured
Be more than recompensed.—
But no—my fate is fixt. Farewell to earth,
Now in its morn of beauty dawning on me!
What will the next state be ? Darkness and clouds
Rest on it; yet I faintly through the gloom
Terrific forms discern, and lakes of fire
Which heave and chafe against a shore that glows
Like molten iron ; then in deeper night
Fade, like the last red gleam i’ th’ dusky sky.
Let come what will, can I know greater misery ?
Adieu, Elgitha, thou mild beam of heaven !
Soon must we part for ever ! Life’s weary day
Of tempest and of gloom is near its close;
And to that sun-light I must bid farewell,
Which from the storms hath broken forth so brightly
On my last evening hour,—then haste to sink,
Sink broken-hearted, in eternal night.

END OF THE SECOND ACT.

M 2
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ACT IIL

SCENE 1.—4 Hall in the Palace.

Enter Canute and Edric.

CANUTE.
THE sons of Ethelred are on the deep
That bears them far away to Swedish shores.
Their names will in the chronicle of kings
Be never entered : History shall forget them,
As though they ne’er had been.—

But think’st thou, Edric,

That Athelburg will take a faithful charge
Of Edwin, who too nearly stands beside
Our English throne? on whom the people look—
I mean the Saxon rabble—with such love
And worship. that ’tis said he hath acquired
The ambiguous title of the King of Peasants.

EDRIC.
The sole remaining leaf is that, my lord,
Of England’s regal tree, whose trunk is dry,
‘Whose branches all are smitten by the flash
Of thy death-dealing sword. Soon will the winds
Of autumn dash that trembling leaf to earth,
And never shall its parent root put forth
A summer bud again.

CANUTE.

O, how I feel

My eagle-spirit burn to soar above
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The poor ambition of those northern kings,

Whose highest fame is plunder and destruction.

I would be great—ay, truly, nobly great !

And though my rising be o’ercast and dimmed

With lurid clouds of blood, shine forth I shall

In all those princely virtues which make kings

The representatives of God on earth ;

And ere I set, the glory of my reign

In blessings shall outspread o’er many nations.
EDRIC—( aside.)

This Kirfg, with all his power, is but a fool !

Make others blest ! Let me be blest myself,

And I reck not on whom misfortune lights.

He that on man showers benefits, doth cast

Seed on a naked rock, or in a soil

Where nothing springs but rank ingratitude.

Enter Ulfmando, and Godwin in a rich habit.

CANUTE.
Ha! art thou not the shadow of thyself
Risen from the grave, my brother ? Mortal still
I feel thou art. A thousand welcomes home !
We deemed thee on our day of victory fallen :
What caused so long thine absence ?
ULFMANDO.
I was lost,

The foe pursuing in dim Selwood’s forest ;
From whence I had not ’s'caped this tale to tell,
But for a faithful friend.

CANUTE.

That friend shall find
In us a friend ; and if his fortunes need
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The fostering hand of power, beneath our smiles
They shall grow up to greatness.
ULFMANDO.
Good my lord,
Behold the youth whose worthiness and faith
Claim lasting gratitude. He will deserve,
I’ll answer with my life, thy royal favour.
CANUTE.
A goodly form,—and on that brow is stamped
A lofty nobleness, which speaks him born
To noble deeds. Thou shalt have place, and rank,
And honours at our court. What is thy name?
GODWIN.
Godwin, my royal lord.
EDRIC—("aside, and starting.)
There is the sound
Of other years in those familiar tones.
CANUTE.
Kneel,—and henceforth be thou Earl Godwin styled.
GoDWIN—("aside.)
Earl Godwin! Bliss and heaven are in that title.
O, brave prophetic witch! The rest shall follow.
A swineherd yesterday, and now an Earl !
My senses are bewildered. Bold Ambition,
Aid me this greatness gallantly to bear
As if to honours born, nor let me pall
In presence of these proud ones.
CANUTE.
If thou love
The warrior’s high renown, thou shalt ere long
Means and occasion find, whereby to win
That glory which shall make our gifts seem poor
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As scanty rivers, when they tribute yield
To the wide and wealthy ocean.
GODWIN.
O, for the glory of a wide renown
My soul hath thirsted, like the panting hart
For the cool fountain-wave in desert lands.
My father was a warrior-chief; but I,
A wild boy of the forest, lack the skill
To handle shield and lance; yet let the sword
Of chivalry be mine, and sound the trump,
I will do battle for the wreath of fame,
And bravely fall; or, braver still, redeem
The pledge which thou hast ventured for my honour
In thy ennobling gifts.
EDRIC—(aside. )
The very echo of my brother’s voice !
His face the image, too,
ULFMANDO.
I'hen since thou hast

To my deliverer shown such grace, my lord,
I will, in token of my grateful love,
"To him my gentle sister give in marriage,
So your renowned Highness yield consent.
CANUTE.

My leave thou freely hast.

EDprIC—(aside.)

All plagues consume him !

Who is this forest upstart ? and from whence
Doth he, proud peasant, come to blast my sight ?
An earldom, and a bride of princely rank,
Won in so brief a space by goodly looks
And vaunting words, that cost him nought save breath !
He deals with hell and devils! Is he not
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That hated brother’s son? FEre long will I
My dark suspicions or confirm or end:
Let them be true or false, no rest for me
Till this new favourite of the court I've crushed. [ Ewxiz.
ULFMANDO. .
And wherefore is Earl Godwin thoughtful grown ?
Comes joy not with thine honours ?
GODWIN.

Ha! Earl Godwin?
Why dost thou mock me ?—Pardon, good my lord,
I did forget myself. Earl Godwin! O,
Could but my father hear that blissful sound,
And gentle Edith,—how their hearts would leap
With joy to hail my glory! Ah! sweet maid,
Thou of my lofty greatness oft mayst hear,
But not behold,—for meet’ we must no more !
My soul is in a whirlwind tossed and torn
With fiercely struggling passions. [dside.

ULFMANDO.

Art thou sad
To hear me name my sister for thy spouse ?
Though she hath beauty, and an ample dower
Might claim a princely bridegroom, yet if thou
The pledge of my full gratitude decline,
Still I must be thy friend.

GODWIN.
Decline, my lord ?

Should I refuse and scern a gift so bright,
I were more fit to be a slave, than stand
Honoured in Honour’s presence. No, vmy lords,
T'll never prove ungrateful. Why, by Heaven,
Greatness; which should ennoble, makes me base,
Ay, a base lying villain ! for to Edith
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I must ungrateful, false, and perjured prove,
Or blast the golden promise of my hopes.
Love and Ambition for the mastery strive,
Like seas that meet in thunder. O, I feel
Something like madness here ! [ 4side.
CANUTE.
Go, and behold
The fair Celtina. By my shield and bracelet,
To see her is to love. We will become
A suitor in thy cause, for thou hast saved
The husband of our sister, and we count
No gift too great for service such as thine.
. [Ezeunt Canute and Ulfmando.
GODWIN.
The die is cast.—Love, thou must yield the throne
To thy more powerful rival. Yet will I
A brother’s tenderness for Edith cherish.
Soft ! there’s another path, a primrose path
For me to tread, that leads to perfect bliss.
Edith shall be my mistress. I will have
No sighs, or tears, or broken hearts, to mar
The joys of rank and grandeur. Thou, Ambition,
Shalt seat me high in power, and laughing Iove
This bljow engarland with his brightest roses.
I, at one leap, have cleared the wide-stretched gulph
Where the dead-sea of dark oblivion rolls ;
And now I stand upon a sunlit steep,
With Honour by my side. O, how my heart
Burned with despite and envy to behold
The mighty and the noble,—not from hate
To rank and titles, but that I was doomed
To be a thing for their contempt or pity.
If kind they seemed, the manner of their kindness
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T'o me was bitter insult; when they smiled

In condescension, O, I writhed as if

A gilded serpent stung me, for I felt

My soaring spirit brave and proud as theirs :

But when their scorn fell on me, by yon heaven,
That came like molten lead poured on my brain,
And I with rage would weep because they stood,
Like towering cliffs above the dashing surge,
Too high for my revenge. Now I'm their equal :
And let them taunt my birth, and they shall find,
If T have not the kingly lion’s lineage,

I have at least his courage.

Enter Edric.

EDRIC.
So, brave my springal Earl, thy lucky stars
Have lifted thee to courts, where thou hast found
In the King’s presence favour.

GODWIN.

By St. Brice,

Thou speakest