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And, all resolved on, I too hear at last.

Oh, you must find some use for me, Ser Braccio!
You hold my strength; ’twere best dispose of it!
What you created, see that you find food for—

I shall be dangerous else!
Brac. How dangerous, Sir?

Lur. Oh, there are many ways, Domizia warns me,
And one with half the power that I possess,
Grows very formidable! Do you doubt?
Why, first, who holds the army . . .

Dom. . While we talk
Morn wears, we keep you from your proper place

In the field!—
Lur. Nay, to the field I move no more !}

My part is done, and Puccio’s may begin!

1 cannot trench upon his province longer

With any face.—You think yourselves so safe?
Why see—in concert with Tiburzio, now—
One could . . .

Dom.
Lur. My Lucchese at last!

Arrived, as sure as Florence stands! your leave!

A trumpet!

Dom. How plainly is true greatness charactered

By such unconsciousness as Luria’s here,

And sharing least the secret of itself!

Be it with head that schemes or hand that acts,

Such save the world which none but they could save,

Vet think whate’er they did, that world could do.
Brac. Yes: and how worthy note, that those same

great ones

In hand or head, with such unconsciousness

And all its due entailed humility,

Should never shrink, so far as 1 perceive,

From taking up whatever offices

Involve the whole world’s safety or mishap,

Into their mild hands as a thing of course!

The Statist finds it natural to lead

The mob who might as easily lead him—

The Soldier marshals men who know as much—

Statist and Soldier verily believe!

While we poor scribes . . . you catch me thinking, now,

That I shall in this very letter write

[Springs oul:
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What none of you are able! To it, Lapo!
5 [Domizia goes.
I'his last, worst, all affected childish fit
()f Luria’s, this be-praised unconsciousness,
{onvinces me: the Past was no child’s play;

{1 was a man beat Pisa,—not a child.
All’s mere dissimulation—to remove
|'he fear, he best knows we should entertain.
I'he utmost danger was at hand. Is’t written?
Now make a duplicate, lest this should fail,

Aid speak your fullest on the other side.

Sec. Inoticed he was busily repairing

My half-effacement of his Duomo sketch,

And, while he spoke of Florence, turned to 1t,

A+ the Mage Negro King to Christ the Babe.—
| judge his childishness the true relapse
| boyhood of a man who has worked lately,

And presently will work, so, meantime plays:
Whence more than ever I believe in him.

Livac. [after a pause.] The sword! At best, the soldier,
as he says,

|11 I'lorence—the black face, the barbarous name,
\ur Italy to boast her show of the age,

|+ inan of men!—To Florence with each letter!

ACT 11,
NOON,

. Well, Florence, shall I reach thee, pierce thy heart
Ji all its safeguards? Hate is said to help—
Jiilen the eye, invigorate the arm,
Al this my hate, made up of many hates,
Mgl stand in scorn of visible instrument,
I-; il wall thee dead :—yet do I trust it not.
S Man’s devices, nor Heaven’s memory
_l Wit kidness forgot on Earth so soon,
Wl Ly own nature,—Hell and thee T trust,
11 becp thee constant in that wickedness,
Wliie wy revenge may meet thee: turn aside
A Lnple step, for gratitude, or shame,—
fuie but this Luria, this wild mass of rage
i | prepare to launch against thee now,
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With other payment than thy noblest found,—
Give his desert for once its due reward,—

And past thee would my sure destruction roll.
But thou, who mad’st our House thy sacrifice, .
It cannot be thou wilt except this Moor

From the accustomed fate of zeal and truth;
Thou wilt deny his looked-for recompense,

And then—TI reach thee! Old and trained, my sire

Could bow down on his quiet broken heart,
Die awe-struck and submissive, when at last

The strange blow came for the expected wreath ;

And Porzio passed in blind bewilderment

To exile, never to return,—they say,

Perplexed in his frank simple honest soul,

As if some natural law had changed,—how else
Could Florence, on plain fact pronouncing thus,
Judge Porzio’s actions worthy such an end?
But Berto, with the ever-passionate pulse,

~—Oh that long night, its dreadful hour on hour,

In which no way of getting his fair fame
From their inexplicable charges free,

Was found, save pouring forth the impatient blood

To show its colour whether false or no!
My brothers never had a friend like me

Close in their need to watch the time, then speak,
~—Burst with a wakening laughter on their dream,

Say, Florence was all falseness, so false here,—
And show them what a simple task remained—

To leave dreams, rise, and punish in God’s name

The City wedded to its wickedness—

None stood by them as I by Luria stand!

So, when the stranger cheated of his due
Turns on thee as his rapid nature bids,

Then, Florence, think, a hireling at thy throat
For the first outrage, think who bore thy last,
Yet mutely in forlorn obedience died!

He comes . . . his friend . . . black faces in the camp
Where moved those peerless brows and eyes of old!

Enter LURIA and HuUsAIN.

Dom. Well, and the movement—is it as you hops?

"Tis Lucca?
Lur. Ah, the Pisan trumpet merely!

Luria

L onvoy, I must needs receive—

. Whom [ withdraw before; yet if I lingered
bl ot wonder, for my time fleets. fast;
bk night brings such reward —

iy will then be room for me? Vet still

10 whio was first to promise it,

S0 Hose who also can perform!

11 irompet from the Pisans P—

Wil pnesence—Braccio’s visage

" 0 bosdy-—calm and fixed and good;
0 L i s T had seen before—
|00 11 wis some statue had the face.

Adiat him!  This will prove the last delay!

Ay tnend, go on, and die thou going on!

l‘ Wil it what the grave woman said but now:
W tiwards thee! That is well to hear!

' 1wl therefore; hear it, and go on!

l(lh, ilieir reward and triumph and the rest

Sl e 1n the ears with, all day long?

© bl st us,—their triumphal arch
S pullr —thee and me, the Moors!
e o those Ttalian eyes—
o bl pet?

i It is too cold an air—
S Lo cut of yonder mound of mist—
0 e eew?  So I trust none of them!
iy P

L il e pansive and explosive race
W Whiorbing, concentrating men !
B Lo !
1 Aud I feel it, Husain; yes,
L ol yes, an alien force like mine
+ ol to play its part outside
int nature; where its sole use seems
0wl and keep off an adverse force
. winwh repelled, mine too withdraws;
vy kisow not what to do with me;
0 1ol them laughingly and oft,
Wl diee | prepared to learn the worst,

- Wit 1s the worst?
.l i
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[Goes.

In the camp;

4 I doubt and fear, There standsa wall
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Lur. T will forestall them, [Tl

And speak my destiny, they dare not speak—
Banish myself before they find the heart!
I will be first to say, < the work rewards!
“T know, for all your praise, my use is over,
““ So may it be —meanwhile 'tis best I go,
‘““ And carry safe my memories of you all
“ To other scenes of action, newer lands,”—
Thus leaving them confirmed in their belief
They would not easily have tired of me!
You think this hard to say?

Hus. Say it or not,
So thou but go, so they but let thee go!
‘This hating people, that hate each the other,
And in one blandness to us Moors unite—
Locked each to each like slippery snakes, I say,
Which still in all their tangles, hissing tongue
And threatening tail, ne’er do each other harm;
While any creature of a better blood,
They seem to fight for, while they circle safe
And never touch it,—pines without a wound,
Withers away before their eyes and breath.
See thou, if Puccio come not safely out
Of Braccio’s grasp, this Braccio sworn his foe,
As Braccio safely from Domizia’s toils

Luria

(ko ol truee—a time to fight is come,
AL LR the fight’s event, he keeps
Ll undder’s name to beat me with,
0 e ol himself to beat, T trust!
! win liburzio.

You? ’Tis—yes . . . Tiburzio!

0 U last to keep the ford 17 the valley
1, when T threw in succours there!
. | v o the heights—thro’ the defile

U iten aiter, when the prey was lost;

0 cpen scull-cap with a twist
4 toeids the plume being hewn away;
tiove Jdown my battle from the heights,
with sy own eyes!
. And you are Luria
0t iy cohort, that laid down its arms
0 0l the battle-signal’s sense,
Ily Lo me at the critical time—
L0 hundred deeds—I know you!  Therefore
it v could I . L
1 No truce, Tiburzio!
I, vou know the peril’s imminent
thil vou have us in the toils,
Ll snleguard, all that intercepts

ol b implacablest of foes

Who hates him most !—But thou, the friend of all,

. . . Come out of them! I
Lur. The Pisan trumpet now!
Hus. Breathe free—it is an enemy, no friend!
Lur. He keeps his instincts, no new culture mars

Their perfect use in him; just so the brutes

Rest not, are anxious without visible cause,

When change is in the elements at work,

Which man’s trained senses fail to apprehend.

But here,—he takes the distant chariot-wheels

For thunder, festal fire for lightning’s flash,

‘The finer traits of cultivated life

For treachery and malevolence: I see!

L, i we fall to-day, she falls.

S wall arive, yet, tis too late.

0 0 plainly here the best of it,

s deel, brave soldier as you are,

L. we grow In this extreme,

il lurnidable by despair.

Siilihinties should have their weight—

“ st chance is ours, but, that chance failing,
| this battle. Wherefore say I this?

' llupspichended when T add,

A nheolutely comes from you.

i whe threaten thus, a Florentine . . .
‘i, | am nearer Florence than her sons.

Enter TIBURZIO. sl hve perhaps obliged the State,

L0 e son’s duty.

Lur. Quick, sir, your message. I but wait your m
To sourid the charge. You bring not overtures
Tor truce >—1I would not, for your General’s sake, ‘“

Even so!
i the son of Florence, yet endued
yuur piesent nobleness of soul,
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No question, what I must communicate
Would not detach you from her.
Lur. Me, detach?
T4b. Time urges: you will ruin presently
Pisa, you never knew, for Florence’ sake
You think you know. I have from time to time
Made prize of certain secret missives sent
From Braccio here, the Commissary, home—
And knowing Florence otherwise, I piece
The entire chain out, from these its scattered links,
Your trial occupies the Signory:
They sit in judgment on your conduct now !
When men at home enquire into the acts
Which in the field e’en foes appreciate . . .
Brief, they are Florentines! You, saving them,
Will seek the sure destruction saviours find.
Lur. Tiburzio—
Tib. All the wonder is of course!
[ am not here to teach you, nor direct,
Only to loyally apprise—scarce that.
This is the latest letter, sealed and safe,
As it left here an hour ago. One way
Of two thought free to Florence, I command.
The duplicate is on its road: but this,—
Read it, and then I shall have more to say.
Lur. Florence!

Tib. Now, were yourself a Florentine,

This letter, let it hold the worst it can,
Would be no reason you should fall away—
The Mother city is the mother still,

And recognition of the children’s service
Her own affair; reward—there’s no reward!
But you are bound by quite another tie;
Nor Nature shows, nor Reason, why at first
A foreigner, born friend to all alike,

Should give himself to any special State
More than another, stand by Florence’ side
Rather than Pisa’s—’tis as fair a city

You war against as that you fight for—famed
As well as she in story, graced no less

With noble heads, and patriotic hearts,—
Nor to a stranger’s eye would either cause,
Stripped of the cumulative loves and hates

Luria

Lk importance from familiar view,
e 1asht, and Sole to be upheld.
¢ thouldd the preponderating gift
il Lrosi, Florence was first to throw,
" e you hers not Pisa’s, void the scale,—
~ nlving, things resume their place
A Ly ogaln.  Break seal and read!
Lt M offer for you now !

L 00 0 poied Pisan, shall rejoice—

Wiyl 1 lose, In gaining you,
!l and its opportunity;
Sl it brings of saving Pisa yet,
! ¢ i of battle dying so
A lould want 1ts extreme bitterness.
L1l 2o, you that fight for Pisa now
Ilirense ., . say my chance were yours!
l |l Ietter, and you find . . . no, no!
il i
| vead the letter, find they purpose
)l crnshed their foe to crush me: well?
Lo beng their captam what is it you do?
Wy s it s, all cities are alike—
Ul iy e much as Florence you;
W lelied, whate’er the event,
o meie: my weak head, they will say,
A0 e lust expedient, my faint heart
h llln hem indelible disgrace,
BRI deiccts ask proper punishment.
Lnnie ol obedience, mine!
W s of Pisa’s: break and read!
. Al uct on what Tread? What act were fit?
Wi e foundation of my faith
0, which to me stands for Mankind,
b Dok up and, disemprisoning
Ui wbvis . . . A friend, it cannot be!
Wy i very sage, yet . . . all the world
:lt i, or your sagacity,
it wish to find yourself alone!
sl the world be worth? Whose love be sure?
W nins —you are deceived !
Your hand!
U vinptiard ~—If you fall, beside,
for | um left to speak! For me,
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This was my duty, nor would I rejoice

1f I could help, it misses its effect:

And after all you will look gallantly

Found dead here with that letter in your breast!
Lur. Tiburzio—I would see these people once

And test them ere I answer finally!

At your arrival let the trumpet sound:

If mine returns not then the wonted cry

It means that I believe—am Pisa’s!
T1b. Well. (
Lur. My heart will have 1t he speaks true! My il

Beats close to this Tiburzio as a friend.

If he had stept into my watch-tent, night

And the wild desert full of foes around,

I should have broke the bread and given the salt

Secure, and, when my hour of watch was done,

Taken my turn to sleep between his knees,

Safe in the untroubled brow and honest cheek.

Oh, world, where all things pass and nought abides,

Dh, life the long mutation—is it so?

Is it with life as with the body’s change?

—Where, e’en tho’ better follow, good must pass,

Nor manhood’s strength can mate with boyhood's #1118

Nor age’s wisdom, in its turn, find strength,

But silently the first gift dies away,

And tho’ the new stays, never both at once!

TLife’s time of savage instinct’s o’er with me,

It fades and dies away, past trusting more,

As if to punish the ingratitude

With which I turned to grow in these new lights,

And learned to look with European eyes.

Yet it is better, this cold certain way,

Where Braccio’s brow tells nothing,—Puccio’s moull,

Domizia’s eyes reject the searcher—yes—

For on their calm sagacity I lean,

Their sense of right, deliberate choice of good,

Sure, as they know my deeds, they deal with me.

Yes, that is better—that is best of all!

Such faith stays when mere wild belief would go!

Yes—when the desert creature’s heart, at fault

Amid the scattering tempest’s pillared sands,

Betrays its steps into the pathless drift—

The calm instructed eye of man holds fast

Luria

: Ll Lewiing of the visible star, .
L when slow the whirling wreck subsides,

Ll ies, tost now, shall be found again,—

Wi diers and the pyramid over alk.
| Ll Plorence—DPisa is deceived !

lonar Braccro, Puccio, and Domizia.

" un's at an end: no Lucca? You must fight.
[ v remember, ever, gentle friends,

B Moreniine?

: Tt is yourself

e dorcing us importunately,

0 ] what else we should forget.

I Jiss I—For what I lose in being none!
b in, such as you yourselves respect,
Sl niod you of the stranger’s loss
~ il s and advocates at home,

100 lnves, even rivalships,
0 wdenis for honour and reward.
S0 w0 sain, too! If you take it so,
L 1ot has special gain as well!
J Loet ihere was my own far East
! Lo civen away myself to, once,
~ 1 Iluence, and for such a gift,
S b a descended Deity?
“ihip preets us! what do I get here?
[Skows the letter.
Ll e bas put into my hand the means
Akl whnt I earn, before I work!
11 it better, should I fight the worse,
s ciown palpably before me? seel
A0 iy whole reward!  Best know it now,
1| lr the end’s entire delight?
I v serve Florence as the vulgar serve,
vl s pay alone,—break seal and read!
L e, vou will find your full desert!

{0 e my one last happy moment, friends!

1 it naw, and all the gratitude
L chi contain will never balance
U0 lochie Lthat your need’s at end!

Lt . . Oh, the East has use with you!
o) il fiashes—is not flung aside
el pradse, in a dark corner yet!
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How say you? ’Tis not so with Florentines—
Captains of yours—for them, the ended war
Is but a first step to the peace begun

—He who did well in war, just earns the right
To begin doing well in peace, you know!!

And certain my precursors,—would not such
Look to themselves in such a chance as this,
Secure the ground they trod upon, perhaps?
For I have heard, by fits, or seemed to hear,
Of strange occurrences, ingratitude,
Treachery even,—say that one of you
Surmised this letter carried what might turn
To harm hereafter, cause him prejudice—
What would he do?

Dom. [hastily.] Thank God and take revenge!
Turn her own force against the city straight,
And even at the moment when the foe
Sounded defiance . . .

[T1BURZIO’S trumpet sounds in the disl

Lur. Ah, you Florentines!
So would you do? Wisely for you, no doubt!
My simple Moorish instinct bids me sink
The obligation you relieve me from,

Still deeper! [#o Puc.] Sound our answer, I should say!

And thus:—[tearing the paper]|—The battle! That W

every doubt!

ACT III.
AFTERNOON.
Puccro, as making a report to JACOPO.

Puc. And here, your Captain must report the rest;
For, as I say, the main engagement over,
And Luria’s special part in it performed,
How could subalterns like myself expect
Leisure or leave to occupy the field
And glean what dropped from his wide harvesting
1 thought, when Lucca at the battle’s end
Came up, just as the Pisan centre broke,
That Luria would detach me and prevent
The flying Pisans seeking what they found,
Friends in the rear, a point to rally by:
But no—more honourable proved my post!

Luria

L le Bligust captive to escort
4 i camp—some other could pursue,
A1 Wil be famous; gentler chance was mine—
ol wonnded spirit must be soothed !
W e tent there.,
ht Is the substance down?
A lhe vanguard beaten, and both wings
I 4ot Tiburzio prisoner 7—
Wi, " That they fell back and formed again
A0 comaing.”—Why then, after all,
Wil i victory, no conclusive one?
W lwo eperations where a sole had served.
© Al Luria’s fault was—?
) Oh, for fault . . . not much!

Sl e atiack, a thought impetuously,

4 temmonly more prudence; now, he seemed

Ul measures, otherwise well-judged;
0 Lancentrating strength, at first,

W e enemy’s van, both sides escaped:
L i ble—yet it is a fault.

Enter Braccio.

- A pouil as a full victory to Florence,
| L wilvantage of a fault beside—
4§ 1IL, Puceio P—that by pressing forward

W Lnpetuous ..
"l' The report anon!

4 " vou have elsewhere a charge, T know.

' [Puccro goes.

A, 1t inay be the Past proves nothing,

Lt his kept faithful to the end!
| wis lor waiting.

LTS Yes: so was not I!
Wikl not choose but tear that letter—true!
S0iliin 5 his tones, I mind, and looks—
S0 too, with a fresher soul than I,

i seemed an injured man, they say!
. | llive gone upon the broad, sure ground.

[onrer Luria, Puccio, and Domizia.

" |l I'uc] Say, at his pleasure I will see Tiburzio:
I lis pleasure,
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Dom. [to Lur.] Were I not so sure 0 uily, nightly drippings in the dark
You would reject, as you do constantly, 0 Lt blood, the world lets drop away

Praise,—I might tell you what you have deserved Ll 5o, pure gold that praise must be!
Of Florence by this last and crowning feat: 1l yours, my soldier: yet the best
But words are vain'! UL L sime—there’s one looks on apart

Lur. : Nay, you may praise me nowl S nlleiers to, failure or success;
I want instruction every hour, I find, ) 100 i might be our best, our utmost work,
On points where once I saw least need of 1t; |10 lddequate to serve his need:
And praise, I have been used to do without, e now, for Florence—here’s our service—
Seems not so easy to dispense with now, 1 s us, s it well done for him?
After a battle half one’s strength is gone— W ngine, tasked to its full strength
And glorious passion in us once appeased, 0 Lt end P—Should he have chosen higher?
Our reason’s calm cold dreadful voice begins. " Ly IMlorence, now our best is done?
All justice, power and beauty scarce appear 141 battle with the foregone services,

Monopolized by I'lorence, as of late, i Vlorence,
To me, the stranger; you, no doubt, may know - . Why then, all is very well!
Why Pisa needs must give her rival place; Bl | in the middle of my friends,

And I am growing nearer you, perhaps, Liiw sne and who love me, one and all!

For I, too, want to know and be assured, | i 'tis like . . . this instant while I speak
When a cause ceases to reward itself, i Lsrning moment of a dream

Tts friend needs fresh sustainments; praise is one, . . Al, you are not foreigners like me!

And here stand you—you, Lady, praise me Well! Wi, e always dreams of friends at home,

But yours—(your pardon)—is unlearned praise: Wi sumes, I say, the turning point

To the motive, the endeavour, the heart’s self, ) W Lncthing changes in the friendly eyes

Your quick sense looks; you crown and call aright | _iﬂ\ ¢ utel look on you . . . so slight, so slight . . .
The soul of the purpose, ere ’tis shaped as act, L1 s you they are dead and gone,

Takes flesh i’ the world, and clothes itself a king; i od enemies, for all their words,

But when the act comes, stands for what ’tis worth, A1 i kery, and a maddening show!

—_Here’s Puccio, the skilled soldier; he’s my judge! i oo kind here, all you Florentines,

Was all well, Puccio? L vour eyes .. . those lips, those brows . . .
Puc. All was . . . must be well: S okt ... yet T know it well I—

If we beat Lucca presently, as doubtless . . . " L this battle saves you, all’s at end,

—No, there’s no doubt, we must—All was well doi¢ e o e is o’er, for good, for evil,—

Lur. Intruth? But you are of the trade, my 1"udons A, whist’s done against me, while I speak,
You have the fellow-craftsman’s sympathy! See . tome! T feel it in my blood,
There’s none knows like a fellow of the craft, Iy hair, a voice s in my ear

The all unestimated sum of pains _' )il ol sl this smiling and kind speech
That go to a success the world can see; S litiving me! What s it you do?
They praise then, but the best they never know: I v way, and think my use is over;

—But you know !—Oh, if envy mix with it, (e saved and may throw off the mask—

Hate even, still the bottom praise of all, "1 iy way, and think more work remains
Whatever be the dregs, that drop’s pure gold! . ' tunld do,—so show you fear me not!
—Tor nothing’s like 1t; nothing else records Wil Lie, or generous, as you choose,
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But tell me—tell what I refused to know
At noon, lest heart should fail me! Well? That lettors:
My fate is known at Florence! What is it?
Brac. Sir, I shall not conceal what you divine:
It is no novelty for innocence
To be suspected, but a privilege:
The after certain compensation comes.
Charges, I say not whether false or true,
Have been preferred against you some time since,
Which Florence was bound, plainly, to receive,
And which are therefore undergoing now
The due investigation. That is all.
I doubt not but your innocence will shine
Apparent and illustrious, as to me,
To them this evening, when the trial ends,
Lur. My trial?
Dom. Florence, Florence to the end,
My whole heart thanks thee!
Puc. [to Brac.] What is ““ Trial,” Sir?
It was not for a trial—surely, no—
I furnished you those notes from time to time?
I hold myself aggrieved—I am a man—
And I might speak,—ay, and speak mere truth, too,
And yet not mean at bottom of my heart
What should assist a—Trial, do you say?
You should have told me!
Dom. Nay, go on, go on!
His sentence! Do they sentence him? What is it
The block? Wheel?
Brac. Sentence there is none as yei,
Nor shall I give my own opinion here
Of what it should be, or is like to be,
When it is passed, applaud or disapprove!
Up to that point, what is there to impugn?
Lur. They are right, then, to try me?
Brac. I assert,
Maintain, and justify the absolute right
Of Florence to do all she can have done
In this procedure,—standing on her guard,
Receiving even services like yours
With utmost fit suspicious wariness.
In other matters—keep the mummery up!
Take all the experiences of the whole world,

Luria 137

A Bl ge that broke thro’ a heart to life
L aiing which, to work out, cost a brain,
O Cuies, know these, warrant these,
W dispense with them—'tis very well
BB st friend, and love demand its like
it be claimed for benefits,— f
~ aee in that—and when the fresh heart breaks

Lon i proves a martyr, what of itp .

I 1l matter of one moth the more

W1 e candle, at a summer’s end ?

* Fiiniee i no simple John or Tam
S0l tay, his fancy,Jhis coné[:it =
100 e one excepted man by fate

Wl fite shows him he’s mistaken there

B U0l rood men’s praise, and yield his pface
il il George intent to try their chance:
I iinis because these pass away; ;

| funtnvance to supply a type ;

W which men’s deficiencies refuse :

S0 L0 many, that she grows out of them—

" Wy o’er their numbers, tho’ they change
8 iy there’s always what upholds i
Wik to fashion the great show! ,

" un hianging city, in the sun

W dloud substantially the sa)me!
il vapours rise and sink again
W e, and live their life and die—
!l the steady show i’ the air
Wi suns straight influence: that is well!
= wuiik: Heaven to hold, and God to bless!
i Florence,—the unseen sun above .
A and holds suspended all of us—

Wi mists and vapours into one
{ || I each and better than they all.

! lie dare to stake this permanence
WOE pn's faith?  Man’s heart is weak
W ptations many: let her prove v
St to the very uttermost
I gt him her reward, I say!
Audd 55 for hearts she chances to mistake
not destined to receive reward i
W8y deserve it, did she only know !
sl she do for these?
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Brac. What does she not.? 1 1iuiit that sentence at their head

Say, that she gives them but herself to serve! Wil e do, my mild antagonist ?

Here’s Luria—what had profited his strength, | will rise up like fire, proud and triumphant

When half an hour of sober fancying Mlhrohice knew you thoroughly and by me

Had shown him step by step the uselessness S0 aved: “See, Ttaly,” Tll say, )

Of strength exerted for its proper sake? = Wil ol war precautions—here’s a man

But the truth is, she did create that strength, T i advanced, just touched on the reward

Drew to the end the corresponding means. * Wil s dties had accorded him—

The world is wide—are we the only men? W0 Were wiser; at the end comes this! ”?

Oh, for the time, the social purpose’ sake, {0 i minute all your strength will go—

Use words agreed on, bandy epithets, L lones of Florence cry against

Call any man, sole Great and Wise and Good! ‘Suling, unenduring Luria,

But shall we, therefore, standing by ourselves, W her fiest slight probation thus,

Tnsult our souls and God with the same speech? * 0 ity shone and cast no shade,

There, swarm the ignoble thousands under Him— Sl wilked the earth with privilege

What marks us from the hundreds and the tens? L Bipiion, free from causing fear—

Florence took up, turned all one way the soul e i inguisitive mother’s-word,

Of Luria with its fires, and here he stands! il uied stood on his defence, forsooth!

She takes me out of all the world as him, 1"\ ou will not be worth punishment !

Fixing my coldness till like ice it stays Andl l"Ju'rence knew me thus! Thus I have lived —

The fire! ~ So, Braccio, Luria, which is best? B o with the clear fine intellect, ;
Lur. Ah, brave me? And is this indeed the way n, {ie cold acute instructed mind,

To gain your good word and sincere esteem? A1 i so calm and unconfused,

Am I the baited tiger that must turn e how could you otherwise !

And fight his baiters to deserve their praise? - 0 whii dropped from you, just now, more over?

Obedience has no fruit then?—Be it so! TR won, Puccio?—Did your skill

Do you indeed remember I stand here T Wiitanding sympathy approve

The Captain of the conquering army,—mine— (it ol me?  Was this the end?

With all your tokens, praise and promise, ready {i s ihe end?  Can I stop here—

To show for what their names were when you gave. iy, with the woman’s stand apart,
Not what you style them now you take away? WL L see with, not those learned eyes,
If I call in my troops to arbitrate, it jathom why you should destroy
And in their first enthusiastic thrill Wi _allnml;um man, you call your friend—
Of victory, tell them how you menace me— LUl at ihe good examples here

Commending to their plain instinctive sense, Wi, s but natural T ask

My story first, your comment afte_rward,— ‘ U i ther end, in all you spoke,
Will they take, think you, part with you or me? Ul 1 ane, In those instances
When I say simply, I, the man they know, Wy lrom Borence to her chiefs—

Ending my work, ask payment, and find Florence S iher now for the first time ?

Has all this while provided silently ! daughter of the Traversard,
Against the day of pay and proving words, pl 1" 216 and of Berto both.
By what you call my sentence that’s to come— * Jivieen all that has come to pass.

Will they sit waiting it complacently? W W Viorence that could doubt their fai h,
I
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Must needs mistrust a stranger’s—holding back
Reward from them, must hold back his reward.
And I believed, the shame they bore and died,
He would not bear, but live and fight against—
Seeing he was of other stuff than they.

Lur. Hear them! All these against one Foreigner!
And all this while, where is in the whole world
To his good faith a single witness?

Tiburzio [who has entered during the preceding dialyy

Here!
Thus T bear witness to it, not in word
But deed. I live for Pisa; she’s not lost
By many chances-—much prevents from that!
Her army has been beaten, I am here,
But Lucca comes at last, one chance exists.
I rather had see Pisa three times lost
Than saved by any traitor, even by you.
The example of a traitor’s happy fortune
Would bring more evil in the end than good.
Pisa rejects such: save yourself and her!
I, in her name, resign forthwith to you
My charge,—the highest of her offices.
Vou shall not, by my counsel, turn on Florence
Her army, give her calumny that ground—
Nor bring it with you: be you all we gain,
And all she’ll lose, a head to deck some bridge,
And save the crown’s cost that should deck the heatl,
TLeave her to perish in her perfidy,
Plague-stricken and stripped naked to all eyes,
A proverb and a by-word in all mouths!
Go you to Pisa—Florence is my place—
Leave me to tell her of the rectitude,
I, from the first, told Pisa, knowing it.
To Pisal
Dom. Ah, my Braccio, are you caught?
Brac. Puccio, good soldier and selected man,
Whom I have ever kept beneath my eye,
Ready, as fit, to serve in this event

Tlorence, who clear foretold it from the first—

Thro’ me, she gives you the command and charge

She takes, thro’ me, from him who held it late!

A painful trial, very sore, was yours:

All that could draw out, marshal in array
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| :I- p.r--.innsl ’gainst the public good—
o i, neglects, were hea 3
04 you i bear and bow tl’rl): %g:d}'fou it
LU0 ey trial, to precede |
1, Lol up the promise of reward
'I plowin; your footsteps kept the track
) nnit doubt: take all the light at once!
L consummation shines .
\':‘ you «x:rved,I aas well henceforth command!
] hno. . . arenot ., . . ' 2
& you shall understand he’s gv:gﬁg%:?fhﬂ, g
Lm\- (liptain—this is not the way
{1 tliinb to fortune: think again!
10 i not even passed, beside!
' . where’s the soldier could?
100 Vou will know all the strengthNow’ e el
i Lo your neck the proof must go?
Ao the brute nature?  Ah, I see!
- ﬂr pliinty is impassible— :
i i culm way thro’ insulting words
ks, sharp gestures—one of which
W Vo fatal to your finer sense:
S0 ity advances, still .
| # ik upon his callous hide,
W e brushwood you grow angry with
0 e Ladters of your flesh upon :
e Lo learn that when the true bar comes
8 i ferest, the real obstacle .
lwn Vii reach, you give the labour up,
Wi, bui die down composed before ’
 Wpinst ity like the brute he is! !
Iie litn, or he dies in his course!
e thro’ past ingratitude—
Ll seemn, now, as if I saw
Wl see, those insults as théy fell
Wi giance from off me, very like
I Ui, to think the quality :
#0 Lnid on, while you so despised
i Il inute inapprehensive mood,
i you; 1 bore and kept my course:
Sy tronts me—see if I succumb !
withistunds me?—T will punish her '

'
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At night my sentence will arrive, you say !

Till then I cannot, if I would, rebel—
__Unauthorised to lay my office down,

Retaining my full power to will and do:

After—it is to see. Tiburzio, thanks!

Go—you are free—join Lucca. 1 suspend

All further operations till to-night.

Thank you, and for the silence most of all!

[To Brac.] Let my complacent bland accuser go,
And carry his seli-approving head and heart

Safe thro’ the army which would trample him
Dead in a moment at my word or sign!

Go, Sir, to Florence; tell friends what I say—
‘That while I wait their sentence, theirs waits them|
{To Dom.] You, Lady,—you have black Italian eyis!
I would be generous if I might. . . . Oh, yes—
For I remember how so oft you seemed

Inclined at heart to break the barrier down

Which Florence makes God build between us both.
Alas, for generosity! this hour

Demands strict justice—bear it as you may!

[ must—the Moor,—the Savage,—pardon you!

[To Puc.] Puccio, my trusty soldier, see them forili!

ACT IV.
EVENING.
Enter Puccto and JACOPO.

Puc. What Luria will do? Ah, ’tis yours, fare 1
Your and your subtle-witted master’s part,
To tell me that; I tell you what he can.

Jac. TFriend, you mistake my station! T ohsurve
The game, watch how my betters play, no more,

Puc. But mankind are not pieces—there’s yuuil 1§

You cannot push them, and, the first move mauit,
Lean back to study what the next should be,

In confidence that when ’tis fixed upon,

You'll find just where you left them, blacks and wli
Men go on moving when your hand’s away.

You build, I notice, firm on Luria’s faith

This whole time,—firmlier than I choose to buiki,

Luria

0 donbied it—of old, that is—
LU0 0 s ordinary mind :
ij *umn- ion makes the wise man mad—
L L be will not turn and stand
UL wwn against you, as he may?
o it he withdraws to Pisa—well —
* 0Ll happens to your wish ]
BB chanee ., . {

Nay—' i
1 il the proper wgrralgzvizriz .OVGFSIght,
L0t take what was not ours to.give

10l nighl the sentence really comes :
WLl thorizes past dispute :
ilmi-\ uland your own advance
e l'l‘\-' zoug duty and accept,.?

Al what? muster- iers’
e V;;Ie:c fglelrsl of soldiers’ names ?
it well as hands—and v’vhere’s a heart
~ Wil Luria, in the multitude
W walliing thro’ by Luria’s side?

Tl Lo them, set him on to grové
' Ul ihetr trunk, one blood feeds both
~ W Lhere, and live, and well know why,'

S dukhaow, if you are ignorant,

1 I place and respected theirs
LT tine, yet never spared his own
S e another might have served—
W ilventure no such dearth of men—
iy luria—so they grew to him:
-l neihing they can understand
,lhu-ml. off 1s to roll the head— !
* ine - much I shall do with it!
Wl un the worst! - .
No—a it i
i T saw them by h;csts};geb'eSt, I
00 with Luria in the camp {
I ki the secret? You think that?
0 LW from rear to van, no heart .
Hin |'|mr't patient hero there
B, nor in the moveless ran
0 Lokl its fellow the whole 1;503;1 e
et silent knot of spies

110" them to Florence; they might pass—
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No breast but gladlier beat when free of them!
Our troops will catch up Luria, close him round,
Lead him to Florence as their natural lord,
Partake his fortunes, live or die with him!

Jac. And by mistake catch up along with him
Puccio, no doubt, compelled in self-despite
To still continue Second in Command!

Puc. No, Sir, no second nor so fortunate!
Your tricks succeed with me too well for that!
I am as you have made me, and shall die
A mere trained fighting hack to serve your end;

With words, you laugh at while they leave your moniiig

For my life’s rules and ordinance of God!

I have to do my duty, keep my faith,

And earn my praise, and guard against my blame,
As I was trained. I shall accept your charge,
And fight against one better than myself,

And my own heart’s conviction of his worth—
That, you may count on!—just as hitherto

I have gone on, persuaded I was wronged,
Slighted, and all the terms we learn by rote,—
All because Luria superseded me—

Because the better nature, fresh-inspired,
Mounted above me to its proper place!

What mattered all the kindly graciousness,
And cordial brother’s bearing? This was clear—
1, once the captain, was subaltern now,
And so must keep complaining like a fool!

Go, take the curse of a lost man, I say!

You neither play your puppets to the end,
Nor treat the real man,—for his realness’ sake
Thrust rudely in their place,—with such regard
As might console them for their altered rank.,
Me, the mere steady soldier, you depose

For Luria, and here’s all that he deserves!

Of what account, then, are my services?

One word for all: whatever Luria does,

—If backed by his indignant troops he turns
In seli-defence and Florence goes to ground,—-
Or for a signal, everlasting shame, -

He pardons you, and simply seeks his friends
And heads the Pisan and the Lucchese troops
—And if I, for you ingrates past belief,

Luria

» 1 it against a man called false,

Sl i he s true, fights there—

10 Wiy he wins, he wins for me,

o4 ahilicr, for the common good!
Wil the rest, omit not this!

A\ they go, enter LuriA and HTUsAIN,

41 thou?>—For they are gone! ‘The world I
m“. tu be tasted, felt and sgen eldibies! Bl

00 1L e, nouw Florence goes away !
! 1iow, with men art man again!
Alinlines were eyes to thee of old;
11, bt Domizia, gone is each—
Iinenils thee thine own multitudes—
A ¢
| saw,
Then, hold thy course, my King!
10 iitirn. Let thy heart havZ its wa};! gt
ol play with thee as with all else?
88 10 e, and fashion thee anew,
Ll s Bt in thee as in the rest?
. bt listen only to these men
Wil secupation!  Ere ye know,
(ont heaven is shut, their stifling pall
i Lt the very tingling hair—
il o Gur head,-—and, for the earth,
i careh 1s tethered up and down
| 1o here shalt thou move, they say!
ﬁli, Hisam? ; -
; So have they spoiled all beside!
Wt girt round with Florentines,
§! vhensids, Braccios, women, boys and spies
1ili, wiich singing the same song, )
Wt house, and live at bed and board,
Sl i grve it, go their every way,
o Ui measure, make thy blood beat time
“0 o1 allis nothing-~thou art lost-—
* . Low shouldst thou perceive as they?
L il “neath God’s close naked hand !
ALl Why, down they pull thy neck
Sl thee, who feel’st it and wouldst ki’ss,
Wil pricsts that needs must glove it first
Viiture, it should wound thy lip! i
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Love Woman! Why, a very beast thou art! W ey <aid, and leave a tranquil world:

Thou must . . . o+ L iaulk their light and turned it full
Lur. Peace, Husain! o | 0 il L pid vein they said would burst
Hus. Ay, but, spoiling ul iy and as T looked on Life,

For all, else true, things substituting false, | whire | tracked this, though it hid

That they should dare spoil, of all instincts, thine! Ll iy so silent as it thought,

Should dare to take thee with thine instincts up, BL (¢ e yet ever was the same:
Thy battle-ardours, like a ball of fire, BB S 0ll fichting, all their nobler Life !
And class them and allow them place and play L W0 lting, every harm—defeat,

So far, no farther—unabashed the while! " 0 dtained—a victory !
Thou with the soul that never can take rest— R (g !
Thou born to do, undo, and do agam, —Their dupe? That hour is past!
But never to be still, —wouldst thou make war ? Sl thou in the glory and the calm !
Oh, that is commendable, just and right! Sned b Silence for me now! [Husa1x -goes.
Come over, say they, have the honour due e 1 heard all?
In living out thy nature! Fight thy best— i ag from the background.] No, Luria, I am
Tt is to be for Florence not thyself! AT ;
TFor thee, it were a horror and a plague— W e ttives these have urged on thee,
For us, when war is made for Florence, see, ilicent, incomplete,
How all is changed—the fire that fed on earth Sl cuch with sure seeds of decay,
Now towers to heaven!— U siainment from thyself,
Lur. And what sealed up so I i luw revenge, nor selfishness,
My Husain’s mouth? . ~ 0 Lt ol power, nor one, nor all,
Hus. Oh, friend, oh, lord—for i, “ Wil Florence! T proclaim
What am I?—I was silent at thy side, 800 Uiee. and reject the spirits
That am a part of thee—It is thy hand, ! sl crowd about his strength,
Thy foot that glows when in the heart fresh bload B Wit bis work and claim & share]
Boils up, thou heart of me! Now live again! v 1o the augustest end
Again love as thou likest, hate as free! BB : second not in rank
Turn to no Braccios nor Domizias now, 0 Lihe, Lo him who first ordained
To ask, before thy very limbs dare move, i, thou art to destroy, should be—
If Florence’ welfare be concerned thereby! BB Niut, too, guided, who broke first
Lur. So clear what Florence must expect of i ! Wl sty power, the life apart,
Hus. Both armies against Florence! Take revull I thi ciinences, each to each,
Wide, deep—to live upon, in feeling now,— BG lovel world and let it Lie
And after, in remembrance, year by year— M) U thunder henceforth neath their arms—
And, with the dear conviction, die at last! 00 Luiniss men of old combined,
She lies now at thy pleasure—pleasure have! A0 etitude rise underneath,
Their vaunted intellect that gilds our sense, A v and unite—so Florence grew !
And blends with life, to show it better by, _ ks well, it was well worth the iy
—Tow think’st thou?—1I have turned that light vi ¥ \ e dhltered Many grew in pride
They called our thirst of war a transient thing; WU the station of the plbriots) dries;
The battle-element must pass away 001 i their kind, are truly great
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Only in voluntary servitude—
Tim}; was for thei:’ to rise, and thou art here. m.m." h }?100}? than feeds the northern wit—
Such plague possessed this Florence—who can tell ' lulull 1 it © the easy vengeance willed,
The mighty girth and greatness at the heart R u|.)nce ata :lvord laid Jow
Of those so noble pillars of the grove ' Svi R | [omes aﬁ Towers and Palaces,
She pulled down in her envy? Who as I, M b ]‘ ream, that outrage [)—low,
The light weak parasite born but to twine T (| I"' 'lerl own eyes henceforth for ever,
Round each of them and, measuring them, so liver o e Iva cétlesé'ogmd to see
My light love keeps the matchless circle safe, B ) p(?.r G ‘Eﬁe 1 by a hireling Moor!
My slender life proves what has past away! B '(.)1 ;t h'e ;'rfre,pa:rabl.e wrong,
1 lived when they departed; lived to cling & o o § & lshl ‘;S illusion fled,—
To thee, the mighty stranger; thou would’st rise " oy " '.rusFlm the forlorn wide world?
And burst the thraldom, and avenge, I knew. A hat Florence should mistake me sol
I have done nothing; all was thy strong heart: N s What withdrew her faith from me?
But a bird’s weight can break the infant tree ‘ :’;"I'! =" I hif‘e fretful-blooded children talk
Which after holds an aery in its arms, R | ot er,—they are wronged, they say—
And ’twas my care that nought should warp thy spiie ‘ j““‘l';:”f"‘_“ ta smﬁle makes up again!
From rising to the height; the roof is reached— \ - = ;{ eachl supposed offence,
Break through and there is all the sky above! h:l‘. i ;15 Y:;uﬁel,' for rash speech—
Go on to Florence, Luria! ’Tis man’s cause! s ”“'i"__' 11;, gve een in word or deed
Fail thou, and thine own fall is least to dread! "“' e ""l" dorrlxleﬁ)ne word spoken more
Thou keepest Florence in her evil way, l m”'” g _"_‘l'l 3 iﬂ ab ad changed perhaps!
Encouragest her sin so much the more— B oy Tl a,vpe Seen,—for what gain they?
And while the bloody past is justified, Y | |‘|r ' «uilgeri ee, what I could do!
Thou all the surelier dost work against IR ¥ i1cre ore ViSit upon them,

i"""' imes?  The generous revenge,

The men to come, the Lurias yet unborn, sl To stav b &

Who, greater than thyself, are reached o’er thee B o < g 2y bere passively,

That giv’st the vantage-ground their foes require, i gk moriz,_ € is they dispose—

As o’er my prostrate House thyself was’t reached! |h Rhi e, :lnsvoclﬁerfss :&F;?;;’énr?nk%
.. ¢y ; ;

Man calls thee—God shall judge thee: all is said, B .k hor i |
The mission of my House fulfilled at last! R lil"l‘u-i.‘.p[n.eac' her }rllend.s mistrust—
And the mere woman, speaking for herself, S “h"",.m(llzsolrl:e ;;S azehl(:f— p
Reserves speech; it is now no woman’s time. T y, as she must find,
e anistake, and how my heart was hers,

[Dosis ) i
e st el N T tieh ne !\ Luniske e, that my Florentines
Wil sadder step, a graver face,

Doing the various work of all his friends, . I b such Erankriess, praised me so
b

And answering every purpose save his own. e ‘
No doubt, *tis well for them to wish; for him— r.l;li:‘-' _"'; ‘L : d Hl‘?d they loved me less,
After the exploit what is left? Perchance i TN " i d'(;v I?t seeme?d a change in me.
A little pride upon the swarthy brow, i1 L harm? Not they!

Wil 1 ey interpose with those old fools

At having brought successfully to bear R L
*Gainst Florence’ self her own especial arms,— ' ;lll.l‘rllnlllll .]ts'iu Siuctx:efsozft }Ilr?: esc:;l f:}(:ls e
Her craftiness, impelled by fiercer strength BB butiles? A we Moors Gge . b?ifl(zlngs
[INRT ’ =
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Out of our proper world where we can see! 0L Aee clenr on every point.
The sun that guides is closer to us! There— . e Most clear.
There, my own orb! He sinks from out the sky! ¥ [hen all is said—not much, if you count words,
Why, there! a whole day has he blessed the land, iy understanding ear enough,
My land, our Florence all about the hills, LML 1t 1y brief stay permits, beside.
The fields and gardens, vineyards, olive-grounds (I you blame me, as I sought to teach
All have been blest—and yet we Florentines b I |"='.-lr|n‘{anc.1’ or threw a doubt
With minds intent upon our battle here, s very skill, it comforts me
Found that he rose too soon, or else too late, pilk | leivve,—your steady soldiership
Gave us no vantage, or gave Pisa more— Wever lniled me: yet, because it seemed
And so we wronged him! Does he turn in ire Wiy s eve might haply note defect,
To burn the earth, that cannot understand? kil thro’ use and custom, overlooks,
Or drop out quietly, and leave the sky, by r""“ into the old cares once more,
His task once ended? Night wipes blame away: Al e come and save again
Another morning from my East shall rise that May-—that morning! ’Tis night now—
And find all eyes at leisure, more disposed A loke off with? ., .
To watch it and approve its work, no doubt. Of the past campaign
So, praise the new sun, the successor praise! ke - of measures to be kept in mind
Praise the new Luria, and forget the old! ki use.

[Taking a phial from hzs W8 True, so . . . but, time—no time!
—Strange! This is all I brought from my own Lanil Wl sl liere: remember this, and mel
To help me—Furope would supply the rest, Il now!
All needs beside, all other helps save this! ) Dare I speak?
I thought of adverse fortune, battles lost, A —The south o’ the river—
The natural upbraidings of the loser, 4 the second stream called . . . no,—the third?
And then this quiet remedy to seek Ponn
At end of the disastrous day— [Heds i And a stone’s cast from the fording-place,

"Tis sought! it —the little mount’s name?

This was my happy triumph-morning: Florence Lupo.
Is saved: I drink this, and ere night,—die!—Strange!

LB Reano, west of Evola,
'! i, Scala, Empoli,

ACT V., . ,
e in all,—forget not!
NIGHT. ' i Fear not me!
.~ Nor 1o memorialize the Council now
Luria.  Puccro. b iy hour, on those battalions’ claim -
Lur. T thought to do this, not to talk this: welll # utlier side, by Staggia on the hills,
Such were my projects for the City’s good, jiL the Siennese at check!
To save her from attack or by defence. One word—
Time, here as elsewhere, soon or late may take st apeak ! That you submit yourself
Our foresight by surprise with chance and change: iiice’ bidding, howsoe’er it prove,
But not a little we provide against B up the command to me—is much,

Ay
B0 e tower, and all that side is safe!
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Too much, perhaps: but what you tell me now, Sy profit of all done by you,
Even will affect the other course you choose— " | our fabours mine, reaping their fruit,

Poor as it may be, peril even that! S e State’s gift, now add this of yours—
Refuge you seek at Pisa—yet these plans \ |y take to my peculiar store

All militate for Florence, all conclude Ll ntictions to do Florence good;

Your formidable work to make her queen I Ly potting some few happily

Of the country,—which her rivals rose against ~\u L, i should both advantage her

When you began it,—which to interrupt, 1w lewn honour on myself,—what then?

Pisa would buy you off at any price! * D, my Puccio! I shall know and praise!

You cannot mean to sue for Pisa’s help, ~ Ihough, so, men say, “mark what we gain by
With this made perfect and on record? Change

Lur. I— Vi lor a Luriat”

At Pisa, and for refuge, do you say? _ i Even so!
Puc. Where are you going, then? You must decida 2. 1hen, not for fifty hundred Florences,
On leaving us, a silent fugitive, | 1 wocept one office save my own,

Alone, at night—you, stealing thro’ our lines, S0\ other than my rightful post

Who were this morning’s Luria,—you escape Wi your feet, my Captain and my Lord,

To painfully begin the world once more, Wil o cloud should break, such trouble be,
With such a Past, as it had never been! 4 i cettle soul and body down

Where are you going? . L0 e place and take rest for ever!

Lur. Not so far, my Puccio, L Wit v wise eyes fixed on your right hand,
But that I hope to hear, and know, and'pralse o the bad thoughts came and the worse words,
(1f you mind praise from your old captain yet) Wl werrt wrong and painfully enough,—

Each happy blow you strike for Florence! | ider .l the right spot stumbled on,

Puc. —Ay, 0 siops, and there is peace at once!

But ere you gain your shelter, what may come? " Ll now,—a tool your right hand wields!
For see—tho’ nothing’s surely known as yet, 0 live, that T should live, the man T am,
Still . . . truth must out . . . I apprehend the woiil, " i, warrants, patents and the like,

If mere suspicion stood for certainty M4 ore were no glowing eye i’ the world,
Before, there’s nothing can arrest the steps Wl stiaight inspiration to my brain,

Of Florence toward your ruin, once on foot. s heart to give mine twice the beats!
Forgive her fifty times, it matters not! Wiy doubt, where is itP—Fear? ’tis flown!
And having disbelieved your innocence, Florenee and her anger are a tale

How can she trust your magnanimity ? ) © o 0ohild! Why, half a dozen words
You may do harm to her—why then, you willl Wl hes, spoken as I now can speak,

And Florence is sagacious in pursuit. Wiiar, iy past folly—and all’s right,

Have you a friend to count on? . 4 i wie Laria, our great chief again!

Lur. One sure friend. 1o worst—which worst were best of all—

Puc. Potent? ol or 1o death T follow youl!

Lur. All potent. ) o Thinks, Puccio! Let me use the privilege

Puc. And he is apprisid ! Lt me: if T still command you,—stay!

Lur. He waits me. . i here—my vicegerent, it shall be,

Puc. So!—Then I, put in your plis LUl uccessor: let me, as of old,
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Still serve the State, my spirit prompting yours; A the ehivalric soul we know.
Still triumph, one for both—There! Leave me now! I 10 your instinct—were’t not well,
You cannot disobey my first command? e, though but for contrast’s sake, no more,—
Remember what I spoke of Jacopo, 1 who witness, and have borne a share
And what you promised to observe with him ! Ity in my mischance,
Send him to speak with me—nay, no farewell— Wl 0l your proper motion, set your skill
You shall be by me when the sentence comes. Wlliate . . . that is, investigate

[Puccia {ison or the wrong of what befel
So, there’s one Florentine returns again! [Winons citizens, your countrymen ?
Out of the genial morning company, ~ Lou shadl promise nothing—but reflect,
One face is left to take into the night. il i sense of justice prompt you—good!

S0 A if, the trial past, their fame stand clear
Enter Jacoro. I in's eyes, as yours, my lord, to mine—
Jac. 1 wait for your commands, Sir. W husts may sleep in quiet satisfied !
Luy. What, so soui Wik, 4 straw thrown up into the air,
1 thank your ready presence and fair word. ey goes for a straw’s worth.
T used to notice you in early days 2l o hold by the instructed brain,

As of the other Species, so to Speak’ .. Wive with Braccio as the master—wind;

'Those watchers of the lives of us who act— liart leads surelier: I must move with you—

That weigh our motives, scrutinize our thoughts; “ileat now, who ever were the best.

So, I propound this to your faculty it the Inst and humblest of your servants

As you would tell me, were a town to take g ! vour charge, as Braccio’s heretofore,

. . . That is, of old. I am departing hence 1 il homage, by obeying you! [Jacoro goes.
Under these imputations: that is nought— ¢ Another!—Luria goes not poorly forth!

1 leave no friend on whom they may rebound, 0 coulid wait!  The only fault’s with Time:

Hardly a name behind me in the land, Wi leaine good creatures—but so slow !

Being a stranger; all the more behoves

That I regard how altered were the case !
With natives of the country, Florentines, Ll Ah, you once more?

On whom the like mischance should fall; the roots o, Domizia, that you knew,
O’ the tree survive the ruin of the trunk— e her task, and died with it*'—,TiS I!

No root of mine will throb—you understand. Wl woman, you have never known.

But I had predecessors, Florentines, i st sleep now.

Accused as I am now, and punished so— ' . I have done with it.

The Traversari—you know more than I . How inexhaustibly the spirit grows!

How stigmatized they are, and lost in shame. S lject, she seemed erewhile born to reach

Now, Puccio, who succeeds me in commaind, ) e whole energies and die content,

Both served them and succeeded, in due time; e wall at the world’s end it stood,

He knows the way, holds proper documents, nonehit beyond to live for,—is it reached?

And has the power to lay the simple truth Wly die new undreamed energies

Before an active spirit, as I know yours: At owing under, and extending further

And also there’s Tiburzio, my new friend, L ew abject ;—there’s another world !

Will, at a word, confirm such evidence, ' | hiuve told the purpose of my life,—

Enter DoMmizia.
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’Tis gained—you are decided, well or ill— Sty miinute of creation
You march on Florence, or submit to her— WU Vo it is, as it was Then;
My work is done with you, your brow declares: St T instantaneous will,
But—leave you? More of you seems yet to reach! W peration of a law
I stay for what I just begin to see. kil i vlsewhere at other work!
Lur. So that you turn not to the Past! il enpgaged upon his world—
Dom. You trace L0 cun forward it, Man’s prayer suspend,
Nothing but ill in it—my selfish impulse, A ol wll-mighty ?—To recast
Which sought its ends and disregarded yours? |t old things and make them new,
Lur. Speak not against your nature: best, each kiap Wt TP So, man breathes nobly there
His own—you, yours—most, now, when I keep mine, Bl s leeling, the East’s gift,
—At least; fall by it, having too weakly stood. sl trisient—comes, and lo, is gone—
God’s ﬁnger marks distinctions, all so fine, = i Thought is slow and durable,
We would confound—the Lesser has its use, L0 lon was reserved for me,
Which, when it apes the Greater, is foregone. W0 WL s perception of the power
I, born a Moor, lived half a Florentine; Ul i North’s thought for us of the East,
But, punished properly, can die a Moor. ? ‘litved there and turned it to account
Beside, there is what makes me understand Imm Iil's character and permanence
Your nature . . . I have seen it— ‘linaiory Feelings there—
Dom. One like mine " Ll essages in mortal words!
Lur. In my own East . . . if you would stoop an: Il S ik, I leave my fated field
My barbarous illustration . . . it sounds ill— Whitie such a task is needed least,
Yet there’s no wrong at bottom- -rather, praise—- W e Lo consummate in the art
Dom. Well? v u chance of making mine,—
Lur. We have creatures there, which if you & i tng thus my early post,
The first time, you would doubtless marvel at, 4 it thi men I come among
For their surpassing beauty, craft and strength. sl There, how all had understood,
And tho’ it were a lively moment’s shock Wt [resh stuff for me to stamp and keep,
Wherein you found the purpose of those tongues 1t e translate them into law!
That seemed innocuous in their lambent play, '
Yet, once made know such grace required such guard, Who here the greater task achieve,
Your reason soon would acquiesce, I think, Wil even: who have brought fresh stuff
In the Wisdom which made all things for the best; (L ok, interpret and prove right,—
So take them, good with ill, contentedly— W lresh from God, which, could we know
The prominent beauty with the secret sting. il whiere had been our need of them?
I am glad to have seen you wondrous Florentines, % v 1o ieaches us what life should be,
Wtk o w « W 1y, Jovalty and simpleness,
Dom. I am here to listen. I leiincnt taught us so long since
Lur. My own East! e nere tradition of the fact,
How nearer God we were! He glows above Sl fnlteringly from copies famt,
With scarce an intervention, presses close I Arnits al dr0pped away,—we said
And palpitatingly, His soul o’er ours! il fuiih of yours, “so looks not faith

We feel Him, nor by painful reason know! f, 2Ililnmi described and taught before.”
rm
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But still, the truth was shown; and tho’ at first
Mitle, &
It suffer from our haste, yet trace by trace . : ;:::' e n(()lngutll}lr ecglgw’xs gézrftame’
Old memories reappear, the likeness grows, B 10 “‘IV_ . the }rlnass = e
Our slow Thought does its work, and all’s re-known, ik o UM]S B R o man Wil Fise
Oh, noble Luria! what you have decreed 0 UL, e other déys e 1
I see not, but no animal revenge, A }‘e-r.uj RS oy hved
No brute-like punishment of bad by worse— %0 11y ty fortune as you bagde :
It cannot be, the gross and vulgar way g Lucca, helped by your disérace
Traced for me by convention and mistake, N i R e = ok .
Has gained that calm approving eye and brow! " BT i for our sozs to seep 0
Spare Florence after all! Let Luria trust b fiurt ;Mf I have testified
To his own soul, and T will trust to him! B 1y I-'{Jl;mission to your arms)
5 ime! e i
ézot:n Loy ot Ml Bl iccess to Florence, making clear
. ) ! ) s 3 el
Lur. ! It is midnight 10 i 1:':: .I.le: ltrllon'e else could: I spoke
And they arrive from Florence with my fate. ; = ARl BraceTa i pakbl
et i ey S L 1l Eraccio told in just a word the whole—
) » 25 YOS piil error, and return to knowledge—
Enter HUSAIN. il l:ll . . Nay, Luria, I should droop the head,
Hus. The man returned from Florence! | :“':"]':_;F_':]‘zfls rml\'fvhi }slteja ]fo(i'airt e look up,
ZZ; He seeks thee Astig l\.uu wholly—so let midnigl;t end!
i i . . COIE | i St - answer
7 Lz{lr. i And I only wait for him. = ',u ,,;' :hp“i)i(gt};t i:t;’lisioglwzx;§yv riguss
Aught else: R Tnce: g q ot
. Ht t}tl.s Y A movement of the Lucchese troops .'":': hli t.}’t,lir‘fher;l(c}l;:in:fug dr;f)il -
Southward— ! ! e
< . | I8 <0
Lur. . . . Toward Florence? Have out instantly | ? |:| "I‘, I';;E)Le;isfigsmsgiigrhe .
Ah, old use clings! Puccio must care henceforifi | B (61— All now is Zss"ble—-
In—quick—"tis nearly midnight! Bid him come! y BB the gran deurpof éach N senmm—
prephecy shall be fulfilled
Lur. Tiburzio?—not at Pisa? , « « (nay, now your word must come at last)
i . Z;']m wiinld punish Florence!

Tib. I return | " .
From Florence: I serve Pisa, and must think b Jinting to Lurin’s dead body.) That is done ! —

By such procedure I have served her best.
A pecple is but the attempt of many

To rise to the completer life of one—

And those who live as models for the mass
Are singly of more value than they all.
Such man are you, and such a time is this
That your sole fate concerns a nation more

Enter TIBURZIO, BrACCIO, and PuUccic.

Than its apparent welfare; and to prove
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il Ml forsuke you.

Oh, not so!
Wt lor Liod, T mean, what hope of truth—
Wl Jusaring truth, would stay with Man?
A SOUL’S TRAGEDY Ahe hoeless, friendless, penniless,
B il exiled wretch who speak to you,
PART FIRST, BEING WHAT WAS CALLED THE PORIME M8 penk iruth, yet could not, for my death,

W Lt iempts me most) help speaking lies
Wi [riendship, and Luitolfo’s courage,
PART 1 L ownsfolk’s equanimity,—

: shior incompetence to rid myself
Inside LUiTOLFO’S house at Faenza. CHIAPPINO, [LU) 1 Lieinble lying trick

Eu. What is it keeps Luitolfo? Night’s fast [alli “II::l :II";““;}f: eI, hai,: ?sl}c;irdpv:(l)g}rii)tir?;d’
And ’twas scarce sunset . . . had the Ave-bell B Aahnried of. and thy counsel
Sounded before he sought the Provost’s House? I,-" Wlong my e ovd lip, I know—

I think not: all he had to say would take : by

v L R e il to thee! This craven tongue,
ew minutes, s W ) y: Wiros which refuse the soul its way,

How do you think, Chiappino? If our lord Hiou!  Give me truth—truth, power to speak
The Provost were less friendly to your {riend Wiir b sole present to approve
Than everybody here professes him, B (1t ! —or, stay, that spoken truth,
I should begin to tremble—should not you? B bt you, too, might approve?
Why are you silent when so many times ¢
I turn and speak to you?
Ch. That’s good !
Eu, You luugh®
Ch. Yes. 1Ihad fancied nothing that bears price
In the whole world was left to call my own,
And, may be, felt a little pride thereat:
Up to a single man’s or woman’s love, Be <o o Luitolfo—both
Down to the right in my own flesh and blood, 4 e, B 1 theisame ciroumstance
There’s nothing mine, I ‘f‘anmeq,———:c’lll you spoke! Wl weaith; and both, up to this night
—Counting, you see, as “ nothing ” the permissit Bk corpiny, have side by side
To study this peculiar lot of mine BBBe it the sunshine— T, the shadow:
In silence: well, go silence with the rest . L ihe world: Because, 4 zeplies the world
Of the world’s good! What can I say, shall SRE Bl plicent self,  these playfellows
Eu. This,—lest you, even more than needs, ciniil IR orch the holy-watendrap ’
Our parting: say your wrongs have cast, for onee, B either's finger, and so forth,—
A cloud across your spirit! BN 11:00ds: Luitolfo was the proper

Ch. How a cloud? Whking, everywhere friend-finding soul
Eu. No man nor woman loves you, did you sy \ ¥ '\u;l.t:'hine,yso it followed him; . '

Ch. My God, were’t not for thee! B lbinpered bringer of the best

Eu. o Ay, God rams warkt; who bears with what’s past cure,
. j

CHIAPPINO’S LIFE: AND PART SECOND, ITS FHRONE

Ah, well—
e, then, Chiappino!
! You would hear,

Il how, why the thing we're pleased to style
Wiile e you and all your friends
B done me, is just gratitude
I Wi youits was service—and no more.
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And puts so good a face on’t—wisely passive I 0l eirnest, is there?  You’ll play, will you?
Where action’s fruitless, while he remedies Ll yenr tactics,—give submission,
In silence what the foolish rail against; " usaess and flattery a turn,
A man to smooth such natures as parade S0 Wi e in our misery patient deaths?
Of opposition must exasperate— e cptraged then, and I the first!
No general gauntlet-gatherer for the weak 0 Winkind, resent each shrug and smirk,
Against the strong, yet over-scrupulous ‘0 Lk nid bend, each . . . all you do and are,
At lucky junctures; one who won’t forego i |
The after-battle work of binding wounds, ' W share a common censure, then!
Because, forsooth, he’d have to bring himself » 1l voie have not poor Luitolfo’s part
To side with their inflictors for their leave!”’ |-|- Wi Lo point out in the wide offence.
—Why do you gaze, nor help me to repeat & Ul shall T let you so escape me, Lady?
What comes so glibly from the common mouth, W o your own ground, Lady,—from yourself?
About Luitolfo and his so-styled friend? ‘i the people’s wrong, which most is mine,)
Eu. Because, that friend’s sense is obscured . . 0 e | ot to be so grateful for?
Ch. - Lhiee last fines, no doubt, one on the other
You would be readier with the other half | 1l I Liniolfo?
Of the world’s story,—my half—Yet, ’tis true, h Shame, Chiappino!

v

For all the world does say it! Say your worst! 3 Shame
True, T thank God, I ever said ‘ you sin,” ! [\ iintly on who deserves it most!
When a man did sin: if T could not say it, Wl 1o see.  He paid my fines—my friend,
I glared it at him,—if I could not glare it, ' Lo perous smooth husband presently,
I prayed against him,—then my part seemed ovir | " e your wooer,—now, your lover: well-—
God’s may begin yet—so it will, I trust! il you!

Eu. If the world outraged you, did we? | Hold!

Ch. What's | You knew it, years ago;
That you use well or ill? It’s Man, in me, 1y vaice faltered and my eyes grew dim
All your successes are an outrage to, Wie yoi save me your silk mask to hold—
You all, whom sunshine follows, as you say! “ln that greatens when there’s need to curse
Here’s our Faenza birthplace—they send here " (Luple’s Provost to their heart’s content,
A Provost from Ravenna—how he rules, S v, the Provost, who bears all men’s eyes,
You can at times be eloquent about— (Wl new because he cannot bear!
“Then, end his rule! ”’ ah yes, one stroke does thit| i busw . .. but you do your parts—my part, I!
But patience under wrong works slow and sure. ! you flourish—T decay!  All’s well!
Must violence still bring peace forth? He, besuic, | hear this for the first time!
Returns so blandly one’s obeisance—ah— The fault’s there?
Some latent virtue may be lingering yet, W 1y tlays spoke not, and my nights of fire
Some human sympathy which, once excite, ‘ilieless?  Then, the very heart may burst
And all the lump were leavened quietly— Wl prove nought, because no mincing speech
So, no more talk of striking, for this time! “lurcly that thus it is and thus?
But I, as one of those he rules, won’t bear L Lruce with toying for this once—
These pretty takings-up and layings down Wilihed fool, who troubles you to-night

Qur cause, just as you think occasion suits! U lyst time—Oh, what’s to fear from me?
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You knew I loved you!

Eu. Not so, on my faith!
You were my now-affianced lover’s friend—
Came in, went out with him, could speak as he;
All praise your ready parts and pregnant wit;
See how your words come from you in a crowd!
Luitolfo’s first to place you o’er himself
In all that challenges respect and love—

Yet you were silent then, who blame me now!

I say all this by fascination, sure—

I am all but wed to one I love, yet listen—

It must be, you are wronged, and that the wrongs
Luitolfo pities . . .

Ch. —You too pity? Do!

But hear first what my wrongs are; so began
This talk and so shall end this talk. I say,
Was’t not enough that I must strive, I saw,
To grow so far familiar with your charms

As to contrive some way to win them—which
To do, an age seemed far too little—for, see!
We all aspire to Heaven—and there is Heaven
Above us—go there! Dare we go? no, surely!
How dare we go without a reverent pause,

A growing less unfit for Heaven?—Even so,

I dared not speak—the greater fool, it seems!
Was’t not enough to struggle with such folly,
But I must have, beside, the very man

Whose slight, free, loose and incapacious soul
Gave his tongue scope to say whate’er he would
—Must have him load me with his benefits

For fortune’s fiercest stroke!

Eu. Justice to him
That’s now entreating, at his risk perhaps,
Justice for you! Did he once call those acts
Of simple friendship—bounties, benefits?

Ch. No—the straight course had been to call them #
Then, I had flung them back, and kept myselt
Unhampered, free as he to win the prize
We both sought—but ““ the gold was dross,” he said,
“ He loved me, and I loved him not—to spurn
““ A trifle out of superfluity: -

“ He had forgotten he had .done as much!”
So had not I{—Henceforth, try as I.could

¥
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% Il at his word, there stood by you
WS tor—who might speak and laugh
Wiy lis nothings—even banter me
Y0l but my tongue was tied. A dream!
S Wike; your husband . . . how you shake at that!
Sy revenge!
' Why should I shake? What forced,
MR e to be Luitolfo’s bride?

« Ilere's my revenge, that nothing forces you!
B, no Tiking of the eye,
g of the heart, but the poor bond

WL liere so many times he came,

Wl e spoke,—all these compose the tie

Uil you from me!  Well, he paid my fines,

i cJoak from wardrobe, dish from table—
Spikie i zood word to the Provost here—

LI when my fortunes fell away

M 0t Jooked so well to let me drop—

MlE puins to preserve a tree-stump, even,

inilis they played beneath—much more a friend!

P prows tired of seeing, after the first,

8 it (1o impracticable stuff

W | ceiild not change—you know the rest,
ko iy mind too fully out, for once,
mmnp o our Provost; so ere night

B Hie city on pain of death—and now

I Winaiil there’s gallant intercession
Mwird—that’s so graceful —and anon
nuwnl-.' eiime back: the intercession

Wil nndd fails—all’s over for us both—

SN contending—TI had better go:

b po—and so to you he turns
B0l loud, and ease of that permits
SR Lo Tepair its natural bland
Wiy, sGre broken late to suit
Wntert: so, all are pleased—you, with him,
W lnsell) and all of you with me
WL iy ihe citizens, had done far better
BH [eople sleep upon their woes,
Wi with talent to relieve them
Rlice ticy woke;—but then I had, they’ll say,
IS some unknown compensating pride

WL | difl—and as I seem content
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With ruining myself, why so should they be, I 0 1ieht to speak, thus do I speak:
And so they are, and so be with his prize Lt L. God bears with them—well may I—
The devil, when he gets them speedily! 1 jiotest against their claiming me!
Why does not your Luitolfo come? Ilong Sl iy if that’s allowable,
To don this cloak and take the Lugo path. ot . L broadly . . . do as they have done—
It seems you never loved me, then? S e this townful of born slaves, bred slaves
Eu. Chiappino! 1l it the blood and bone, slaves! Curse
Ch. Never? st | *Il lulu dl, above his liberty,
Eu. Never. anl, or life! and . . . : .
Ch. That’s sad—say what I might, o Bl{is Zt;c}l:gg_fzgtgut.
There was no helping being sure this while T | s
Vou loved me—love like mine must have return, W llow he knocks!
I thought—no river starts but to some sea! i The peril, Lady!
And had you loved me, I could soon devise Sino, 1 have run a risk! My God!
Some specious reason why you stifled love, "\ When 1 prayed the Provost—(he’s my friend)—
Some fancied self-denial on your part, ) ~ Lt vou a week's respite of his sentence
Which made you choose Luitolfo; so, excepting S inhseates your goods, and exiles you
From the wide condemnation of all here, S lpped his shoulder . . . Isay shrugéed it! Yes
One woman! Well, the other dream may break! B ight of that drove all else from iy Hoad, ! )

If T knew any heart, as mine loved you, 0 ead purse of scudi—off with you!
Loved me, tho’ in the vilest breast ’twere lodged, * il that shrug come—what God only kﬁows'
I should, I think, be forced to love again— /i iriend, they’re trash—no thanks, T Cy o
Else there’s no right nor reason in the world! L0 1l North gate,——for San Vitale's e b 2
Eu. ““If you knew,” say you,—but I did not know: "0 ouble taxes you appealed against
That’s where you’re blind, Chiappino!—a disease & i npsesure at your ill-success s
Which if I may remove, I’ll not repent S0 10 slone you: there, there—only go!
The listening to: you cannot, will not, see A aialia here looks sleepily—
How, place you but in every circumstance |1 oh, you hurt me, 50 you squeeze my wrist!”
Of us, you are just now indignant at, L Lol thins you'll speak, adventurous friend ? ‘
You’d be as we. [ 13 hie aspens the door, LUITOLFO rushes in, his garments

Ch. I should be? . . . that, again! dicordered.

I, to my Friend, my Country and my Love, Lintalfol Blood?

Be as Luitolfo and these Faentines? i There’s more—and more of it!
Eu. As we. B (ke the garment . . . no . . . you, friend! '
Ch. Now, I'll say something to remember! Wl 1t and the blood from me—you dare! '

I trust in Nature for the stable laws BROK, who has hurt you? where’s the wound?

Of Beauty and Utility—Spring shall plant, “Who,” éay S5

And Autumn garner to the end of time: v\m With many a touch of virtue vet!
1 trust in God—the Right shall be the Right {0y it s friend has proved too frank of Theech
And other than the Wrong, while He endures— U Cosnes of it Miserable hound!

T trust in my own soul, that can perceive Wien of temporising, as I said!

The outward and the inward, nature’s good B it of your smooth speeches and fair looks !

And God’s—So—seeing these men and myself, Wy way!  As God lives, T go straight



170 A Soul’s Tragedy A Soul’s Tragedy 171

To the palace and do justice, once for all! % Ihey do come! Torches in the Place! Farewell—
Luit. What says he? el You can work no good to us—
Ch. ’I1 do justice on him! 50 yourself; believe not, all the world
Tuit. Mirah * Wil be cursed henceforth!

Ch. The Provost. i And you?

Luit. T’ve just killed him! . 1 stay.
Eu. Ok, my (il i hal Now, listen! T am master here!
Luit. My friend, they’re on my trace —they |l S Iy coarse disguise—this paper shows
oo | i il ol ilight and place of refuge—see—

They’re round him, busy with him: soon they’ll find \fjenta—past San Nicolo—

He’s past their help, and then they’ll be on me! e then to Venice and all’s safe!

Chiappino! save Eulalia . . . I forget . . . 1 i cloak ! His people have to fetch

Were you not bound . . . for . . . i round about.—There’s time enough
Ch. Lugo! AL reach us—so you straightway make

Wi . . . Nay, he hears not! On with it—
ik, Luitolfo, do you hear me? See—

i e knows not how.—Then, if T must . 5 ,
¢ el Do you know the Lugo gate?

1he north-west gate, over the bridge!

Luit. Ah—vyes
That was the point I prayed of him to change.
Well—go—be happy . . . is Eulalia safe?

They’re on me!

Ch. "Tis through me they reach you, thounl [
Friend, seem the man you are! Lock arms—that s 11l J ) I know!
Now tell me what you’ve done; explain how you - \Wull, there—you are not frightened? All my route

That still professed forbearance, still preached pewrt, i that—at Venice you'll escape
Could bring yourself . . . e L Bulalia—T am master here!

Tt What was peace for, Chiaj il SAouts Jrom without. He pushes out Lurrorro, who

T tried peace—did that say that when peace failed "'r'"*’ lies mechanically. :
Strife should not follow? All my peaceful days Wl 1y, help me with him—-So I-—he’s gone.

Were just the prelude to a day like this, R~ v° you done? 0nyot, perchagice, all know
I cried ““ You call me ¢ friend "—save my true fricul! | “"‘""" k lll'ater, e SEBR R
peopimplice . .

¢ Save him, or lose me!” .
Ch. But you never said Mere accomplice? See!

You meant to tell the Provost thus and thus! [Putting on LUITOLFO’S vest,
Luit. Why should I say it? What else did T meii * Ll wim T true to my profession,
Ch. Well? He persisted? il these ? :
s . Would so et You take Luitolfo’s place?

You should not trouble him too soon again— - e for him!

T saw a meaning in his eye and lip— ' Well done! [Shouts increase.
I poured my heart’s store of indignant words , How the people tarry!
Out on him—then—T know not—He retorted-- 4 e dllent . .. Tmust speak . . . or sing—

And 1 . . . some staff lay there to hand—I thin¥ Wikl Lo sing now !

He bade his servants thrust me out—I struck— Hush and pray!

. . . Ah, they come! Fly you, save yourselves, vol b 1 QR ttie—but even I perceive
The dead back-weight of the beheading axe! L 8 very hard thing so to die—
i ol the pale-blue tearful eyes,

The glowing trip-hook, thumbscrews and the gadge!
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Poor Cesca, suffers more from one day’s life

With the stern husband; Tisbe’s heart goes forth
Each evening after that wild son of hers,

To track his thoughtless footstep thro’ the streets—
How easy for them both to die like this!

I am not sure that I could live as they.

Yes!—No!—
One torch is in the court-yard. Here flock all!
Eu. A least Luitolfo has escaped '—What cries!
' Ch. If they would drag one to the market-place,
One might speak there!
Eu.,
Ch.

List, list!

Enter the Populace.

Ch. 1 killed the Provost!

Our Saviour.—The best man at last as first!

e who first made us see what chains we wore,
He also strikes the blow that shatters them,

He at last saves us—our best citizen!

—-Oh, have you only courage to speak now?

My eldest son was christened a year since

“Cino ™ to keep Chiappino’s name in mind—
Cino, for shortness merely, you observe!

The City’s in our hands.—The guards are fled—
Do you, the cause of all, come down-—come down
Come forth to counsel us, our chief, our king,
Whate’er rewards you! Choose your own reward !
The peril over, its reward begins!

Come and harangue us in the market-placei

Eu. Chiappino!

Ch. Ves . . . I understand your ¢yus!
You think I should have promptlier disowned
This deed with its strange unforeseen success
In favour of Luitolfo—but the peril,

So far from ended, hardly seems begun!

To-morrow, rather, when a calm succeeds,

We easily shall make him full amends:

And meantime . . . if we save them as they pray,
And justify the deed by its effects?

Ch. Here they come, crowds! They pass the yuis

They mount the sis

[The Populace speaking together.] *Twas Chiappino, f1ioii8
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. LU wenld, for worlds, you had denied at once!
- | Lisw iny own intention, be assured!
1 Piecede us, fellow-citizens !

PART II

W pluce. LurroLro in disguise mingling with the
Sliee assembled opposite the Provost’s Palace.

S imder |To Luit] You, a friend of Luitolfo’s!
i lnend is vanished,—in all probability killed on
A0 i Bis patron the tyrannical Provost was loyally
| here, exactly a month ago, by our illustrious
L, Lhrice-noble saviour, and new Provost that is
1l very morning,—Chiappino!
Hy the new Provost?

11 those steps will he go, and beneath yonder pillar
Slile Owuniben, the Pope’s Legate from Ravenna,
\ Wew hignitary’s title to the people, according to

| e, —-For which reason, there is the assemblage
e whont.

L lippano —the old Provost’s successor? Im-
| it tell me of that presently—What I would
1 ol it is, wherefore Luitolfo must so necessarily

Lilled on that memorable night?

i wene Luitolfo’s friend? So was I—Never, if
“ilit e, did there exist so poor-spirited a milk-sop!
S 0l e opportunities in the world furnished by daily
Wil vus oppressor, would not stir a finger to help
Ll Chiappino rose in solitary majesty and . . .
Wie peoon saying? . . . dealt the godlike blow,—
Wi, nol unreasonably fearing the indignation of
il wid diberated people, fled precipitately: he may
# Wdden to death in the press at the south-east gate,
. iovost's guards fled thro’ it to Ravenna, with
: uullnlrmuster,~if he did not rather hang himself
e necire,

L Wiy not simply have lain perdue in some quiet
Wil s San Cassiano, where his estate was,—
: lhul-.- intelligence from some sure friend, meanwhile,
00 L matters were taking here . . . how, for
e Provost, was not dead after all, only wounded
W Ly ’s news would seem to prove, how Chiappino
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was not Brutus the Elder, after all, only the new 't Iy e, with the quality of Pontifical Legate—
and thus Luitolfo be enabled to watch a favouinlis WUl e’ the streets humming a “ Cur fremuére
tunity for returning—might it not have been so? sl ikes directly for the Provost’s Palace—there

3rd. Why, he may have taken that care ‘i tine Messer Chiappino is your leader? I
certainly, for he came of a cautious stock.—I'Il tell (o e and-twenty leaders of revolts! ” (laughing
his uncle, just such another gingerly treader on i1l Bt “ Give me the help of your arm from my
firiger on lip,—how he met his death in the griuf . ndor steps under the pillar—So! And now, my
year: dico wobis! Hearing that the seventeenth Iit il oo friends, what do you want? The guards
certain street was infected, he calculates to pass it Il 0 i enha last night bearing your wounded Provost
by taking plentiful breath, say, when he shall arriee e bad alittle talk with him, I take on myself to
eleventh house; then scouring by, holding thas HIi§ L1 pease the disorderliness, before Rome, hearing
he be got so far on the other side as number twiliy 0 Lo another method; ’tis I come, and not another,
and thus elude the danger.—And so did he heyin ~ it teve I confess to, of composing differences.

he arrived at thirteen, we will say,—thinking to ““h L understand, you are about to experience this
his precaution by putting up a little prayer to 5t Ll Lty from me, that there shall be no heading
cene of Prague, this exhausted so much of his Junj 8 Wiy, uoe confiscation nor exile,—I insist on your
that at sixteen it was clean spent,—consequently g vourselves,—and now, pray, what does please
fatal seventeen he inhaled with a vigour and W L o without any government at all?  Or having
enough to suck you any latent venom out of fhe i I one, to see its minister murdered by the first of
stone—ha, ha! 1 Lt chooses to find himself wronged, or disposed

Luit. [Aside.] (If I had not lent that man the i L Lo irst principles and a Justice anterior to all
wanted last spring, I should fear this bitterness wis i 0 und so will you carry matters, that the rest
able to me). Luitolfo is dead then, one may conclis U et at length unite and put down such a den

srd. Why, he had a house here, and a wouii &8 L0 As for vengeance on what has just taken
he was affianced; and as they both pass naturally i S dop ally the wounded man assures me he cannot
Provost, his friend and heir . . . : © vl siruck him—and this so earnestly, that one

Luit.” Ah, T suspected you of imposing on e & e Lo knows perfectly well what intimate acquain-
pleasantry—I know Chiappino better! Sl e admission to speak with him so late that

1st. (Our friend has the bile! after all, 1 < nill I Cone wot for vengeance therefore, but from pure
finding somebody vary a little this general gape «+ 1l i 10 heas what you will do next.”—And thus he ran
at Chiappino’s glorious qualities—.) Pray, how i i Al vilubly, till he seemed to arrive quite naturally

you know of what has taken place in Faciza il I b cf Law, Or_der and Paternal Government by
memorable night? I8 [10ns rather a distance: all our citizens were in the
Luit. Tt is most to the purpose, that I kaow (4 Sl whisti Lo be friends with so congenial an adviser;

to have been by profession a hater of that veiy & L Lhisspimo suddenly stood forth, spoke out in-
Provost, you now charge him with proposing o nis iy 1 Wil et things right again . . .
ist.  Sir, I'll tell you. That night was indeod 108 U v is see P—I recognise him there!

—up we rose, a mass of us, men, women, childiren : A, but mark you, at the end of Chiappino’s longest
the guards with the body of the tyrant—we weid 18 ' 'irm-nr' ol a pure Republic. “ And by whom do I
world: but, next grey morning, “ What will s o Wi povernment should be administered, perhaps,
began everybody—(you know we are governed hy 1§ e ke vourself? ”—returns the Legate—thereupon
which is governed by Rome). And quietly inio (ho 65 Wit i qquarter of an hour together, on the natural
the Ravenna road, comes on muleback a portly jis I itimate government by the Best and Wisest—
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and it should seem there was soon discovered to Lt I - Al the resultis L.
vast discrepancy at bottom between this and Clhidg Wiy thit a month having gone by, the indomitable

theory, place but each in its proper light— Oh W& B, Inirrying as he will Luitolfo’s love—at all events
there? ”” quoth Chiappino:—*“1In that, I agree,” I8 0 Lo Listolfo’s goods,—becomes the first inhabitant
Chiappino, and so on, " il proper aspirant to the Provostship—which

Luit. But did Chiappino cede at once to this? 2Ll Lere Lo see conferred on him this morning. The

1st. Why, not altogether at once—for instanco, | Ll 1o clear the way! He will follow presently!
that the difference between him and all his fellows W - hvaieing a little]. 1 understand the drift of
they seemed all wishing to be kings in one or anothi . iunication less than ever—yet she surely said,
whereas what right, asked he, has any man to Wit 00 woids, that Chiappino was in urgent danger,—
superior to another?—whereat, “ Ah, Sir,” answil \ lreparding her injunctions to continue in my

Legate, “ this is the death of me, so often as T expid Sl Wit the result of, what she called, some experi-
thing is really going to be revealed to us by your vle ! i process—I hastened here without her leave or
deeper-thinkers—this—that your right-hand (to s ' whit could I else?—VYet if what they say be
figure) should be found taking up the weapon 1t i Il il were for such a purpose, she and Chiappino
ostentatiously, not to destroy any dragon in our |48 ~ 4ty .. Oh, no, no! I must confront him and
was prophesied, but simply to cut off its own felluw I8 o | lwlieve this of them—and at the word, see !
—yourself set about attacking yourself—for see 11\ _

are you who, I make sure, glory exceedingly in knog ['nier CHIAPPINO and EULALIA.

noble nature of the soul, its divine impulses, aid &
and with such a knowledge you stand, as it weie, 48
encounter the natural doubts and fears as iu (I Wi, why refuse to see that in my present course
inherent nobility, that are apt to waylay us, the wil Lt iples, only re-adapt them and more adroitly ?
in the road of Life,—and when we look eagerly 10 i =il of what you may call the material instru-

] Wi wrt here, then? The change in your principles
i Lo e .:omplete!

fall before you, lo, round you wheel, only the leit i ul Lites of ever being able to rightly operate on
the blow; one proof of the soul’s nobility destrais W o sich a deranged machinery as the existing
another proof, quite as good, of the same,— yoi WE L vermnent—but now, if T suddenly discover how
delivering an opinion like this! Why, what is thi | W e perverted institutions with fresh purpose,
yearning to exceed, to subdue, to be better thiu, il S lncienary limbs once more into immediate
over, one’s fellows,—all that you so disclaim, it § ol wath, and subjection to the soul I am about
tendency yourself are most proud of, and under anutiss Wi them .. . do you see? Why should one desire
would oppose to it,—only in a lower stage of ranlIis w0 long as it remains possible to renew and trans-
VYou don’t want to be vulgarly superior to your il A uldl turther hope of the old organisation shall

their poor fashion—to have me hold solemnly w1 il * o, | grant you, it will be time to try and create

tail, or hand you an express of the last imporiauis i
Pope, with all these bystanders noticing how 1
you look the while—but neither does our gajnii (il

Al thiere being discoverable some hope yet in the
Wiicliadinsed old system of absolute government by

burgess yonder} want the other kind of kiﬂ;."‘-l"ll. i . J0 10, voli mean to take your time about endeavour-
sists in understanding better than his fellows th: il Sl Hicse visions of a perfect State, we once heard of ?
points of human nature, nor to roll under the Hilg 0 | would fain realise my conception of a Palace,
sweeter morsel still, the feeling that, thro’ i 0 andd that there is, abstractedly, but a single way

W0 une perfectly; here, in the market-place is my

sophy, he does not feel, he rather thinks, above you wied

—And so chatting, they glided off arm in arm Wliling ground; here I stand without a stone to
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lay, or a labourer to help me,—stand, too, during i Wi
of life, close on which the night comes. On the othir & .
circumstances suddenly offer me . . . turn and soe . | e seen three-and-twenty leaders of revolts l—
the old Provost’s House to experiment upon- il L e sirl Perform? What does the lady say of
you please, wrongly constructed at the beginning, w8 l\ : . [
to tumble now—but materials abound, a crowd o Wil L e dvite saying, that we must not trust Pro-
offer their services; here, exists yet a Hall of Anilid . liormance.
originally noble proportions, there, a Guest-thim! ~ ¢ Il not say that, Sir, when she knows you longer;
symmetrical design enough; and I may restorc, &8 Lt hier better.  Ever judge of men by their pro-
abolish or unite these to heart’s content—ought i nit 8 I 150’ the bright moment of promising is but
make the best of such an opportunity, than conti | i sl cannot be prolonged, yet, if sincere in its
disconsolately with folded arms on the flat pavemoik * L vasant goodness, why, trust it and know the
while the sun goes slowly down, never to rise agunint i | i not by his performance—which is half the
you cannot understand this nor me: it is better we il ierfere as the world needs must with its
part as you desire. Aol vicumstances,—the profession was purely the
Eu. So the love breaks away too! o | judge people by what they might be,—not
Ch. No, rather my soul’s capacity for love wix.l---.m Sl b
more than one object to content it,—and, Jwing B liave there not been found, too, performing
instructed, will not persist in seeing all the compuiiit Wl nerely promising ?
of love in what i is only a single part,—nor in finding & Rl little Bindo of our town, for instance,
many and so various loves, united in the love of & Wil L0 lniend, great ugly Masaccio, once, ““ I will repay
finding all uses in one 1nstrument as the savage W 1 & lavour done him: so when his father came to
sword, sceptre and idol, all in one club stick., F.ave 0 il icceeded to the inheritance, he sends straight—
compound thing. 1 shall give the intellectual purt ol | i\ o and shares all with him; gives him half the
to Men, the mighty dead, or illustrious living; and il L e maoney, hailf the kegs of wine in the cellar.
to call a mere sensual instinct by as few fine name: 14 [ iy ovonoanditis gOOd: but had little Bindo found
What do I lose? s ol all this wealth—some five years before
Eu. Nay, I only think, what do I lose! and, ii& !rm iiht when Masaccio procured him that inter-
word—which shall complete my instruction—doc: 1y} lr jnrdden with his pretty cousin Lisa—instead of
go too?P—What of Luitolfo—the author of yuur | I8 ijns e then was,—I am bound to believe that
prosperity ? W msnent of promise he would have given away
Ch. How the author?— 0 b, and all the money, and all the land, and
Eu. That blow now called yours . . . ‘il o himself some hut on a hill-top hard by,
Ch. Struck without principle or purpose, it by & W 1ight spend his life in looking and seeing his
natural operation—and to which all my thnu hith i 0 leself: he meant fully that much, but the
directly and advisedly tended. T would have = ok Ll ~To our business—did I understand you
could not. He would have done his utmost {0kl | i dsors?  You are not going to marry your
it, yet did so. I dispute his right to that dml of 0 love, atter all?
final action with him, from the first effect of winh ¥ |\| Wit bave a woman that can sympathise with,
away—a mere first step with me, on which 1 b & S0t e, T told you.

mighty superstructure of good to follow. Coulil It |8 Ul | isnember! you, the greater nature, needs
from it? 0 0 lesser one (—avowedly lesser—contest with

Eu. So we profess, so we perform! il seore would never do!)—such a nature must

Pl DonNIBEN, EULALIA stands apart.
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comprehend you, as the phrase is, accompany and [
your greatness from point'to point onward: why, thi
being notmerely asgreat as yourself, butgreater couuil

Meantime, might not the more bounded nature as i
count on your appreciation of it, rather ?—on your i
close by it, so far as you both go together, and Ihil
on by yourself as far as you please? So God servi il

Ch. And yet a woman that could understand thy
of me, to whom I could reveal alike the streng(l i
weakness—

Ogni. Ah, my friend, wish for nothing so foolis |
your love, give her the best of you to see; be to fil I
Western Lands (they bring us such strange news l}
Spanish Court—send her only your lumps of golil, |
feathers, your spirit-like birds, and fruits and y
shall you, what 1s unseen of you, be supposed :liiy
Paradise by her,—as these Western lands by Spuin
warrant there is filth, red baboons, ugly reptiles il
enough, which they bring Spain as few samples of 44 |
Do you want your mistress to respect your body o
Offer her your mouth to kiss—don’t strip off yuur I
put your foot to her lips! You understand my hi
this time? I help men to carry out their owsn (il
if they please to say two and two make five, I azsenl,
will but go on and say, four and four make ten!

Ch. But these are my private affairs—whul |
you to occupy yourself about, is my public upp
presently: for when the people hear that I ami ujy
Provost, tho’ you and I may thoroughly discern i
too—the right principle at bottom of such a moveni
how my republicanism remains thoroughly unaliciid
takes a form of expression hitherto commonly juili
and heretofore by myself . . . incompatible with I8
ence . . . when thus I reconcile myself to au ald &
government instead of proposing a new one . . .

Ogni. Why, you must deal with people bro:diy
at a distance from this matter and say,—mnew (Ul
truths! why, there is nothing new possible to L oy
us in the moral world—we know all we shall vyt
and it is for simply reminding us, by their varisis (0
expedients, how we do know this and the othe: (i
men get called prophets, poets and the like. A plils
life is spent in discovering that, of the half-dozen i
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Lol child, such an one is a lie, as the world states
0 L and then, after a weary lapse of years, and
W0l thinking, it becomes a truth again after all,
e 1o aewly consider it and view it in a different
| W the others—and so he restates it, to the con-
WL by else in good time.—As for adding to the
i ! 10k ol truths,—impossible —So you see the expres-
1 W 1 the grand business:—you have got a truth
0 il dhout the right way of governing people, and
L U uisle of expressing it—which now you confess
. ri"” tliel - but what then? There is Truth in False-
sl - Truth.—No man ever told one great
1t | inow, without the help of a good dozen of lies
* vnvinlly unconscious ones: and as when a child
i Licnttlessly and relates a strange story, you try to
W hien the very falsities in it, what the reality was,
o hude that he saw nothing in the sky, because
-l did not see a flying horse there as he says,—so,
¢ Luntradictory expression, do you see, men should
ol dor, and trust to arrive eventually at, what
W 1l true principle at bottom. Ah, what an answer
~ 10 whai will it not prove applicable — Contradic-
Ul caurse there were, say you!l
Sl the world at large may call it inconsistency,
ol Ll 1 say in reply?
Wiy ook you, when they tax you with tergiversa-
Pty you may answer—you begin to perceive that,
I dune and said, both great parties in the state, the
1 0l “hange in the present system of things, and
Wpnnis of it, patriot and anti-patriot, are found
Lt for the common good, and that in the midst
tlors Jor and against its progress, the world some-
¢+ sl advances—to which result they contribute
Wl oprtions, those who spent their life in pushing
i those who gave theirs to the business of pulling
- wiw il you found the world stand still between the
¢ liees, and were glad, T should conceive you--but
WL lddvances, you rejoice to see! By the side of
S i, the man who only winks as he keeps cunning
WL s says, “ Let yonder hot-headed fellow fight
L luttle: 1, for one, shall win in the end by the blows
. Wil which T ought to be giving ”—even he seems

WLl L nvowal, when one considers that he might say,
1| TR













