4

/

' AvTHOR OF “SINLESS. cmw" “wnsmnn omvrxm," “um
. “noMAN 'rnmv'm," BHADOW LAND"BIG; B0,




DEDICATION,

To THOMAS AMORY DEBLOIS, Esq, ‘

THE ACCOMPLISHED GENTLEMAN AND FIRM FRIEND,

THIS WORK I8 GRATEFULLY INSCRIBED. )
BY THE AUTHOR,

E. OAXES SMITH.

Broowrys, L. I, :
Day 16, 1853.




Brefuce.

Mucy discrepaney of opinion prevails amongst historiang, in regard
to the character of Jacob Leislor—some Tepresenting him as & mere
demagogue, others ag an intriguing interloper, too feeble to sustain
the ground ho had assumed. It hag been the policy of hig enemieg
to blacken his memory, but a careful perusal of cotemporary records
and collateral history must lead every candid mind to a belief that
he was a man of pure and enlarged views, who, partaking of the
popular dread of Popery, which prevailed not only in Great Britain,
but tho Colonies algo, on tho accession of James I1. to the English
crown, had placed himself at the head of the N ew York Provines, in
order to protect it from the schemes of “ disorganisers » and
“ Papists”

I necd not say I have followed the character of Leisler, as g0 ably
preseated in the “Life of Jacob Leisler, by Charles F. Hoffman, in
Sparks' American Biography.” After William and Mary were firmly
established upon the uE.ozoe an investigation into the transactions of
the period was fully instituted, and the attaint of treason removed
from the memory of Leisler and Milburne. Their bodies were ex-
humed, and laid in state, and a public funeral, with becoming honors,
awarded to the unconscious dlist of thoge 50 greatly wronged in life,
They were executed in what is now the Park of the City Hall, in
1689, and this beautiful public fountain now throws its pure waters,
sparkling to the light, upon the very spot once consecrated by the
blood of patriotism.

It is said that Sloughter signed the death warrant in the' midst of
a drunken debauch, and they were led at once to execution in the
midst of a terrible storm. The last words of Leisler—“I do im-
plead thee at the har of God for this day's work "—are historic, ‘and
indicate an of great force and intrepidity.

BroSrLYN, 15th May, 1853.




DRAMATIS PERSONAR.
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" JACOR LEISLER, Elected Governor by the People.
Wintiay SLOUGHTER, Gorernor by the Crown.
MiLsuny, Son-in-law to Leister.,

LSeHYYRER, A Fiiend,

. wﬁumwéa b Foes to Leister

IxGoLpsBy, A Creature of Sloughter’s.

R - Nicnovas, A Dutchman,

. Jonx, Servant to Leister.

Citizens, Q&&&@ Officers, de.

MR S

ELizasets, Wife to Leister. ’
Marcarer, Wife to Milburn, and Daughter of Leister.
* HaxNag, Waiting maid of Elizabeth.
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ACT I
SCENE I.

New York. Batlery, trecs, an old, round Dutch tower,
called the Citadel. uamm\ Citizens, sailors,

“wrst Citizen. Yonder ship bears the new governor.
Second Cit. And all these rascals, who lately threw ap

their greasy caps for Leisler, are just ag ready to shout for .
this interloper.

First Cit. Have a care, m
you, Master Nicholag ?

WNicholas. (doggedly) Dunder-and-blixen !
thinking. 1 le

an, have a care. What think

Pve done a-

ave it, as I do praying to te Domine, 'Tig
his trade. m

John. That’s my way of thinking, as nigh as a shell
sticks to an ’yster,

WVickolas. Come you away, John.
these men who eat up de gunpowder, and like bullets
more as wholesome food. Since the days of old Petris
Stuyvesunt, New Nederlands has gone to te teivel, faster

Sznmmom.mou.amgﬁ Emvmmuom. my pipe all te time
since, like one horse off hig fodder. . ..

Jokm. 1 tell you, old Nick, to shut up that mouth of
your’n, big enough, and ugly enough, to bring out a brood
of young treasons. I serve Jacob Leisler,

Nich. Sarve away, man, and go to te teivel mit you.’

We won’t talk mit




CEEEN

OLD NEW YORK, ﬁbs I.

© 'Will it help te colony of Manhattan, becanse J oln Dodge
sarves Jacob Leisler ¢ '
Jokn. Say a word, Niek, inferiorising John Dodgéd or
Jacob Leisler, and you'll take o taste of thig mallet o
* wine. (doudling his fist ) Hurra, for Jacob Leisler, hurra,
Haurra, you, N ick, hurra, I 88y,
ich. When I hurra for Jacob Leisler, you
© helm of te Flying Dutchman,
.- Jokn. Here comes Mister Milburn, as tight as a clipper,
and as glib of tongue as & mounseer. N ow, hurra, my
wgmamm‘ hurra for Leisler, and show your colors.
: D [ Shouts of the people, A Leisler, A Leister.
.. Linter MiLury,
DAl That's the cry.  'We Il none of this ba
Leisler was born and bred upon the soil,

1 mans te

se hireling. .

And serves his country, as he serves his God,

Out of an honest heart, Now mark me, friends—
We were forgotten of the throne ; too poor,
Remote, and weak, and worthless were we held,
For any vampire of the Crown to come

And ease s of our blood, Well keep it, then.
Up with the standard, good men and true,

A Leisler, A Leisler, to the house of Leisler |

SCENE 11
The house of Leisler.
Enter HaNNAR with a letter in her hand.
Ham, *Tis his writing. I should know it if I found it
hanging on the N orth Pole. I remember when he used to
write out his speeches, the house wag littered with

rlia-
mentary eloquence. T ugsed to catch myself wm@om:m sen-
tences to electrify the people. My conscience | T see it
m:mo€~mmwﬂc=5 ﬂe.:m:

C p and down the room, his
es sternly fixed on the stopper of a decanter, which

figt red for an honorable member, till it did seem as if it

[Ezeunt. .
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must leap from the bottle, and the very chairs stamp with
applause.  (Peeps into the letter, ) Here he has writ g lot-
ter to my master, Mr. Jacob Leisler. Mister, indeed ]—T
reckon_he’ll need learn how to say, Your Excellency !
But what can he be writing shout!  Lie there, yon
spider | ( Throws down the letter, and puts her Joot upon
e.) My conscience | what a world this is l—something or
other always tirning up at the wrong time. Now, if this
toad of a letter should bring it all out | Alack, alack !
it will kill the swectest mistress that ever the Lord made.
L could find it in my heart to kill the man myself, only
they'd string me up to dance upon nothing, which would
be uncomfortable, and indecent besides. Oh ! I knew
trouble was a-coming—1I dreamed of snakes last night ;
I've had o bell in my ear this three days ; I saw the new
moon over my left shoulder ; the cat has died—ag sure
sign; the dog howls—another. . Yesterday, an owl sat at
midday ‘upon the roof ; and to-day is Friday ! Merey
me ! I'll not deliver the letter. (ILides it in her bosom. )
ITere they come | We'll start upon misery on Saturday,
after breakfust. [Lxit
Lnter LEISLER and Frizapern,
Leisler. Sweet wife, thou hast been weeping ; tell me
why.
Eliz. T wept from depth of my exceeding bliss,
Like Desdemona’s noble lord, T felt,
“ My soul hath her content so absolute
That not another comfort like to this ,
Succeeds in unknown fate.”
Letsler. And yet our house is old and dull, meseems,
Tn one so fresh and buoyant as thyself,
And thy old spouse is cold and business-pressed.
Lhz. Nay—when was home dull to loving wife ?
Thou dost lure me to the tale so often told,
Which Love delights to tell with folded wing,
Hﬂ
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And eyes reflecting Psyche’s own,

But as exultant; and from earth intact—

- Betse |

. I cannot talk’ and that upon thy brow.,

list—

The full, passionate fondness of our yonth

Endows us with a power beyond our wont

But ’tis g fearful thing, in our stern years,

To find the Samson locks are fieeced away

By some fair, false Delilah in our path,
Lhiz. No more, an’ thou lovest me,

" . moods! ,

Alas | Iam annihilate in thee—

Thou should ’st be Antony, all unsubdued

Thou dost often weep—art troubled in thy sleep ;

Thine eyes are like wells of unfathomed light,

And thought and love, in the which I gaze—gaze,
« Yet find a depth beyond sealed from my reach.

I love thee not ag boy nor youth ;3 and thon—

Thou art mature in womanhood. Now mark :

48. L

Leisler. My child | thou art in trath 5 very syre.
Thy voice is just between g laugh and tear— "
. So low, yet clear, heard by the soul, not senge,
How hast thon "witchgd me thus? I sometimes fear thee.
Eliz. Nay, be thine'ofn great gelf, or I shall fea,
Love is a winged god, not made fo flight,

T

~ Not weighed by sense, nof yet by thought abstract,
Leisler. Thou prettiest wisdom | BatBetse, good

(A judge most pitying, and yet stern he looks.) (Aside.)
Am I not all ?—thy friend, thy wife, thy slave ? )

v (the last very softly. )
Leisler. Thou art all bnt the last, good Betse | Now

;

I dread thege

By Egypt. Thou know’st My every nerve but thrillg
In concert with thine own ; there’s not a thought

. NNwN. Nay, there is that olq frown of thine, Leisler,

¥
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But circles under thine ; nor whim, nor will, ,
That does not own thee master. I am thine
So all, that I have lost my singlé self.
Leisler. 1 fear thee less than my own manhood, Bess,
Thou hast so 'witched, so moulded me to thee.
Eliz. Nay, then Tll play a thousand elfish tricks—
I will be moody, spleeny, fret thee so,
That thou wilt love me like & man of sense. ‘
Leisler. ¥ would I might. In sooth, I do.
Lnter HaNssut leading in o child. LrisLen Plays with the
hair of the child.
Lezsler. Our child has thy eyes, good Bess..
Eliz. His mouth is thine.
Leisler. And it will prove a curse H
1t is the lip that will not be controlled.
The eye may hide its tale beneath the lid, .
Nor show the wealth untrusted to the tongue.
The lip is the heart’s pendulum, and moves
As its deep pulsings move—it shapes itself,
It trembles, breathes, and vibrates to the truth.
[ Tumult in the strest.  Crips Jor Leisler,
I forget to tell thee, Bess, the new governor .
Is here, and we shall have but noisy times, I fear.
(Caresses the child.)
Thou tender imp, fashioned from mine own blood,
Would I could know the path appointed thee |
Shall T lead up thy steps to manly strength 72— '
See the light down upon this girlish chin 72—
Thescoboneless fingers mateh the sturdy glaive 2—
My boy, my boy, I leave thee unto God !
A father’s love might crave too much, perchance,
Too little ask, and thus thy fate be marred.
- [Noise.  Calls for Leister. mp presents ihe
¢hild to ELizaprry, :
I love to see thee thus, sweet wife and chilq,
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To fold yo both, as yo were
Which I would hide and shi
Fibres of mine own heart co
. Like prayers which we in silence breathe to God,
Yet feel & human car would desecrate,

Now tosthy needle, love, and household songs ;
I must not twine the-distaff ¢’on for thee,

Eliz. looking after dam) Oh!if 1
- do yemrn
With a wild, passionate fonduess for him,
Eo_m..meaw:wﬁ and *tis no sin. I qm refreshed
By bréat ting' but the air he breathes. My child,
o JArt :.9.?% of his blood—of YLeisler's blood ?

" If bloteK or stain should fall upon thy life,

I should believe thou must have been begot

By some misshapen, ugly, midnight dream,

And no commingled blood of Leisler’s there,

There, take him hence (to wm.»z./...:_v.

[ Aisses him,

Eliz, (solus.  She looks upward ) W
in Thine enthroned light.. .

As Leisler walks, shaming my perjuredssoul,

That shrinks and faints in his majestie~fruth |

I am cut off from woman’s dearest ight,

To worship God through kim she lodes,

I rush halfmadly to Thy thtone, nor dare

To trust to human cars the story of my guilt.

Thrice blessed she who hath no spot to hide |—

sacred things

ncealed from view,

For me,

Who in the darkness of the night may sleep,
Head pillowed on a trusting heart, nor fegr

The babbling of g tongue let. loose in slumber ;
Nor at the morn awake to search the cye,

All loving and beloved, les
With midnight, and the
The blackness of despai

¢hange had grown
orning ray shall bring
(Walks up and down.)

[acr 1.

eld from the rude world ; w

[ Exit.

do worship him, if I

I grow too fong.
Lrit Hanxan and chiid.

ould I might walk

»  SCENE 1] "OLD NEW YORK. 13

Oh, my God 1—ig this not heavy judgment ? oo
For every drop of bliss, have T not drank
Oceans of gall and wormwood ! Have,I p
When loving most, most feared ?—when trasted mest,
Most writhed with pangs, such as the damned know ?
Shall not these atonement work ?—or dost Thou stjll
Demand full penalty 7 * * * *
On my head let it fall, but not on these—
* Oh'! not on these, the guiltless, the beloved !
I must cheer my looks once more,
I hear the shouts of peopl

ot,

[ Shouts,

e, and the voice of Leisler.
Tonter HHaNNan, [ Ezit.
Ian. T wish T knew what on earth to do with thig
bothersome letter | onght to have heen a Solomon in

petticoats. I wish I was as old as the hills, in order to ex-
tract wisdom from grey locks !

~

Lnter Joux.

Jokn. But you ain’t nothing nigh so old, Mistress Han-

nah ; and as for the wisdom line, ’tisn’t to be expected in
& woman. It takes a man for that.

Han. Tt takes a good many men to gather a small
quantity from, John,

i Jokn. Youwve heen onlucky
i . i varde
%! Hannah, if youw'y

in your experience, Mistress
¢ come to sich a conclusion,
N\ Lan. T can't trifie now, John, for I'v
/AM:; that distresses me top much,
dow’t Jaugh—it it about you——
Ok clear, disereet head.
Jokn. Then I'm the very man for you, Mistress Fan-
nali.  T've heard Mistress Vonderbick fay to my mother,
T many’s the time, “ That John of yourn has a long head,
he has.” .
Ian. Meet me at the end of the pantry

John.  (Jokn approackes close to her side. )
Jokn. Give me g sign,

e something on my
Pve a terrible seeret
and I need the advice

an hour hence,

a signet-ring to show, Mistress
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Hanmnah; or mayhap yon
half hour comes round.
woman to hold on to the
stand bein’ made a fool on.

Han. That's part your prayin’ for, John,
Jokn. Then here’s o fool’s doins,

TUNS out. )
. Han. (solus.) John is n't so mue
o cheat. A kiss ig one
_called—T wish it could.

. “chack like & blister,

science,

of those things that can't he
I feel as if it stue

I wonder if jt doesn't |
what o muss there is in the
£0 out on the stoop, and see what

SCENE 1L |
In front of Leisler's howse!
© Leister.  Enter Lirsy
door, dad in armor.
Lerster. What seck ¥e, good friends ?
Schyler. A man, )
. Leisler. Ye jest ; there is a crowd of such hefore me,
Schy. A man is hard to find - wut being found, we know
how to honor and uphold Ifim. That man is Jacob
Leisler. . .
Leisler. Tam a rude soldietand a plain man,
Good friends ; I have no glozing of the tongue
To mould you to my will. T serve my Gog '
By serving you, and ye have honored me,
By trusting in my hands our country’s weal,
Since then, I have not held myself mine own,
But pledged to you ang yours.
cky. Our noble Leisler.
govervor, and we
office—to yield i
peid minion of, a po

Soldiers, citizens.  Calls for
ER, standing in front of an open

We bave made thee our
me now to hid thee maintain thy
unto none. This foreign nenial, this
wer that deigns to remember us w

hen

[4cr 1.

Il chango your mind hefore the
A half hour ig a long tithe for o
same way of thinking, and I won't

( Snatches a kiss, and

h fool, after all, ns he iy
re-
k out upon my
My con-
streets to<day | 7
’tis about, [Erut.

15
we are worth fleecing, we will send whenee he came., W
bid thee keep the keys of the citadel,
Leisler. T am your servant,

Ye know how traitors lurked within ; ye know »

How danger threaténed from without ; ye know .
How ye by hirelings had been wocv&‘ by men
Who drew their life-blood from a foreign soil,
And knew not how to love this brave, new land—
Men, whose faithfulness to those who sent them here,

Was treachery to us ;' whoge truth to them
Was falschood unto

you and me—to
Who love o country d stined o aoacaﬂmw

The leader in the van of nations yet to be.

I behold her spreading forth hef eagle wings,
Her eyrie stirting up, and with strong beats,
Heaving amid the stars her upw

Along the blazing noon and rolling clouds,
Until her flight shall shadow all the world.

The bowed-down child of labor, nursed in wrong,

Shall seek him here refuge ; liere shall rige

A people, such ag Isracl’s God designed, -
Whose only law s
Upon the human §
Nor King

SCENF 111.] OLD NEW YORK,

subject to your law.

]

ard way _

all be, Mis own inseribed law
cart : where neither Priest,

[ Voices from the crowd, with a cry of Treason,
If such there be, will dare infringe the right
Of any man, however meanly held ~
But I weary you, good friends ; what ig your will ¢
Sehy. That you keep the keys of the citadel, and re-
main our governor, despite the arriva] of this crown
menial.  ( Crigs of treason.)
Leisler. If he should bring credentials from the Crown,
The seal of his mv@omsnaoimroﬁ moom?mﬁimm

Schy. We have chosen thee to office ; we will uphold
thee ; we know no other imi.
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Bagard. Troason, treadon
Leisler, Whose is the craven tongue that shames by
‘ blood, :
-The land that gave him birth, by croaking words

That have no meaning in o plyee like this ?
[ Shouts of thé@eople, and noise in the distance

of cannon and music,

Good friends, our hearts are far beyond the times.

.. The hope of our great thought, the time to come,

Hath seized as it were nt the threshold now.,
I pray you lay aside Your loving zeal .

- As most perilous, unfitting much the times, ,
Schy. Doth Leisler fear ? . '
Leister. Yeshave 'well spoken. T thank my God in this,

My heart is irave as any man’s, in right ; ‘

I fear no livi W man, dowhat 1 will, : )

But Him, heatasearther bt us all, 1 fear,

And ye, my friends, with hil yonr glowing zeal.—

[The .:.mw.\lz. party file over the .,.\:%‘..M with
music and banners. Cries of Leiser,
Slowghter, §e. SLIZABETH appears u pon
a balcony nbove,
Lliz. That name ! it is the knell of all my peace,
It is himself. Oh! I am lost, for ever lost, (Retires.)
Herald.  Jacob Leisler, thou art cited to vield thyself
and thy office into the hands of the rightfal covernog “of
this province, appointed by their Majesties, William and

Mary, and to answer charges preferred against thee by tlig

loyal subjects of their Majesties, living in this the

ties’ province of New York, otherwise known

Netherlands.

-

it Majoes-

as New

' [ Shouts of ** Long live their Majestios”

. mingled with cries of Sloughier,
, groans and hisses.

Scky. Long live our rightful governor, Jacol, Leisler |

nler-
Lezsler,

N

SCENE 111.] OLD NEW YORK. 1T

To your tents, O Israel [ Sloughter party retires
Lesler. My friends, we will obey no power here

Without good canse. “This man must come to us,

And show to us the seals of his appointment,

Or Jacob Leisler moves him not g jot. [ Bz,

[ The people retire with shouts, &c.  Ereunt.

END OF ACY L &
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A room in the house of Leisler, T

. Lliz, Would I were more or le

S8e T might weep or
Meseems "twere casy

Was't 7 tifat Inuglied ?

As by anfarméd wili
Tears, the\sweet
No more shia

OLD NEW YORK.

e

ACT II.
- SCENE I.

LIZABETH solus,

rave. T might po mad.

now.  (She laughs wildly.)
—Z that must hold my mind
! I must not Weep—

istiling of an angel-halm,
T.ethe uph these CYes ; no more

Shall bear away on thtir cmbittered tide,

The memory of ariefy,

The sorrow, freighte

baptised anew,

d thus adown the stream,

Is but a nursling of the busy heart

Which dandles

soft, the counter to g smile,
My brain is clear, and

My thoughts like state

calm, and icy cold—
Iyagiants onward stalk,

And I, transfigured to ettrnal stone,

One vital spot of liqui

Oh! for the hand of hi

To yield a death-blow

Ye bolted flames that down the sai

Quench your red arrow
Bebold a fitter mark |

d flame inclose.
# who smote the rock—_
now * * x
lor’s mast,
§ in the yeasty wave,

Ye plague-spots, come ;

Ye noisome monsters of the fenny brake,
"Enfold a monster unto you akin,

Is there no deadly thing to pity take ?

-Am T too loathsome for t

Oh1 take me ; hide me

by arms, O death ?
in your narrow houge,

[Acr 1

s of woman than T am,

4

*
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That his dear €yes sce not the thing I am,

Oh, bitter pangs | death and the grave ; ye love
As others do, the beautiful and blest,
And ye do turn away from him wh
Is wormwood crowned—sw
To banquet with o fujr
Flive and breathe wit

ose cup

ith misery o’ertopped,
and joyous crew.,

h prescience all eterne,—-
I am all eye, life, soul ; no madness cbmes

To such, * * * * *

Ha ! let me lift the weight,

Aud know the depth of this great woe,—it flitg—.

Linter Haxvan,
Llunnal, Oh, my dear, my noble mistress.
pitiful. Do not look so wretched.  Let me unbraid your
hair, and bathe with rose distil your hands, Al dear
madam, that we should come to this! Here is a letter to
my master.
Lhz. My God! from him.  Nay, be quiet, good
Iannab. I shall not faint, I must think—think, Tt ig
all over.  Look well to the child.
len. Dear madam, all may be well ; years have gone
over since those days of terror, All may be forgotten.
Cheer up ; be brave once more, mw.w/cof. your secret with
your own strong heart, .
Eliz. Give meto drink.—No, no, it must be told—
I shall be the theme of Jest upon the mart
Rude men will Jeer, and hoys scoff at me,
And haughty dames eye me askance. * * x
Leisler may learn the truth, by the way-side,
In the market, or on the hattle-field.
And I, his wife, shall drag his honored head

[ More rapidly.
Down to the earth,—his wife, who should keep his name

Unnouthed by valgar lips, unknown to shame,

God will be

?

Buryury fisp ‘Mmoig
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ﬁa::ﬁ8253~p5om Ewmmzmaa a-bye-word ;
His wife, who-at the portal of his heart .
Should sit, a chaste-cyed angel, bringing peace,
And barring qut all shapes of wrong and discord,
I shall plunge therein a deadly pang. * =«
Han. Can we devise nothin
all thig ? I’
Lliz. Nothing, good Hannah.  Now leave me.
Han, Ah! Madam, madam, I would die to serve you ;
pity your poor girl, and let. her do some
Liliz. Leave me,—1I must think,
Ldan. 1t is time to meet John,
thing in a time like this, [ Lorit.,
Lliz. (sopus.y How wournfully, how yearningly have J
Longed for thy presence, velvet-footed peace |
The drudgihg housews singing at her toil ) '
I have most‘eavied — d the market dame

Content with reg~ ains, and with the cheer,

Homely, but hearty, of the wayside boor,
Provokes me to a spleen X * *

g

b

&, Madam, no way to avert

thing to save you

Oh, but John is o-

-

Linter LiEisier, hurriedly.
Leis. My sweet wife, thou art fit to w
Bit I will give thee what is better worth,
The heart of him who is the people’s king ;
Not king ; nay, God forbid, in this brave land,
But, what ails thee, sweet 2+ these times oppress thee,

(Sees the letter, )

ear a crown,

Fy, put it by, I'll none of it to-day.
I shall be much abroad, shalf see thee less.
How beautiful thou art, altheugh so pale, /\
So,_sad to-day—my mourning bride |

Lliz. Too. true, too true. The vase of life is draped
With cyprus, willow, herbs of graee, and blooms
Of blushing rose and golden amaranth—.
And for my Leisler’s brow the laurel erown,

SCENE 1.] OLD NEW YORK. .21

Leis. Nuy, thou dost think me ambitious, and tremblest,

Swectheart, lest the houschold altar dim.

Joliz. Nay, fill thee with great thoughts ; fill up thy
heart
With what is worthy thee, beyond—beyond, ( Jalteringly. )
Leis. My wife | thou dost reproach me. Is it well ?
Lliz. Dost love me, Leisler ?
Leis. Love thee, Bess ? to doatingness, to madness,
Liliz. With a because : because I am fair and true ?
Leis. A very angel. Nay, better ’an all, all woman,
Ltz Dost love me, Leisler ?
Leis. My own wife, thou knowest that | love thee.
Lsliz. 1 will remember.
Leis. Thou art ill : thy hands are cold;
These times are too much for thee, and yet
Liliz. Dost love me, Leisler ?
Lets. Ah, Bess, thou art ill ; art sure thou Jovest me ?
Lliz. Love thee ! words have no meaning to my deep
love.
It hath purged me from the weakness of my sex.
I forget that there is any world but this,
Within the circle of my hushand’s heart.

Love thée | ( Weeps, and throws herself into his arms. )
Leis. My child | what has moved thee thus ?

Eliz. The letter, the letter, I must tell thee.
Leis. Elizabeth,—if there is any deadly thing

To blight this Edén of my auntumn days,

Pity these bleaching locks, and let me sleep,

Although my head lie at the serpent’s mouth, \
Lliz. My husband | my husband! It is but a patable.
Leis. Well, I will hear it, ehild.

Eliz. T had a friend who was once exceeding fair,

Though wan, and changed now. She broke the heart

Of him she loved, loving as I do thee ( Stops.)
Leis. Well, child ?

.

thy cheek pale.
, Bess—
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. Until she loathed her life, and loathed
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Lliz. Thero was n marriago day of

pride and Hhrife ;
And years of gloom blighting her snm

mer days,

the sun ;
And then in darkness and the midnight storm,

She went her forth, withouten aid or shield. N
Leis. The tale should not be upon thy lips, Bess.

. £z She had no help bat Goa.
. Nothing but poverty and toil to dog
Hor weary feet, till she should rest with Tim,
" Leis. Had she not felt the stirving of a Jife

She had no hope.

Within her own ? small, pleading, upward hands, w
And pipin tones, gladding o mother's heart ?

Lliz, ) She had no ehil ;
Not all the deadeni g miseries that wait ?

On constralned véws ;

not all the tortures known
To the recoiling nerve Jand shrinking SCNSe, —
Not all the blig

1t and famine of the soy]
- Had moved her to forget a mother

Leis. "Tis a sad tale, Be

Eliz, This is not al
' Tove.

Leis. No more,—

s love.
885 think no more of jt.
5 years passed away, and she did

we can but pity.
) ( She draics bacl-. )
Lliz. Nor is this all,—she buried up the past.

She loved, and was beloved, ‘and held the secret sti]l.
Leis. She was ?mzzo:m_w.vﬁ.,rs.o;
Lliz. She married him she loved.
Leis. No more of the vile adu

. Eliz, Hmmm?a{ﬁ&mumﬁ Iam
Lers. Thou ! thoy th

- Lhz ], Leisler, 11
Lets. Alas ! my fond wife.

Iteress,
that woman,
at painted hypoerite |

She has gone mag |

B A@v&%@.p
iz, ﬁ«oﬁa to God it were madness |

BOENE 1I1.]
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[Leisler staggers to one side.
v herself at his fot,

Lliz. Oh1 I have killed thee, killed thee. Speak to
me.

Curse me—stab me to the heart, but |

Elizabeth throws,

ook not thus,

(Opens her robe.
Look here,—to die by thy hand were Jjoy indeced

'l kiss the dagger’s point, and kisg thy hand, ’

And forfeit heaven itself if. (Laints.)

SCENE IL

A Room.

Zlan. Now, John,

tress or her affairs,
those 1 serve,

Jokn. You've kept your mouth a
I can testify, Mistress Hannah,

{lan. And she is the sweetest ]
and good and pure as an angel.

Jokn. Angels don't marry, Mistress Hannah.

T1an. There’s eomfort in that.

Jokn. Not accordin’ to my way of thinkin’,

Ilan. Well, now I must reveal to youn a secret, John,
that I had never thought to hreathe to living soul, and
you must he close-mouthed,"John, and help us.

John. I will, if you love me, Hannah. _

Tlan. We will not talk of that now 5 bat if T did not |

think well of you, I should not place this confidence in
you, John,

John. That’s true, and proves
other fellow, or you'd o’ let out this secret o’ your'n, which
has sat astride of your bosom, like a nightmare, go long.

Ilan. John, be still. T know not what to do or say,

Jokn. Well, T don’t pretend to guess iﬁr
mwosﬂosmm.

Lntzr Joux and Havvan,
I have never 1

abbled ahout my mis-
I have heen no woman to talk of

%\.
s tight as a clam-shel],

ady woman ever served,

yow've never liked any

seein’ you

N
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[ They talk apart in a low voice. JomN betrays

great surprise. ?

Jokhn. Married before I—but I won’t tell ; no, never, so
long as my name’s J o Dodge. But the cart’s ahead o’
the horse. Her first man died decently, and was comfort-
ably buried ! :

Ham. No, John, no ; she was very wretched.  She left
him one dark, stormy night. She was well nigh mad.
We hid ourselves in poor hovels, till we found a vessel
coming to this country, and here we came and lived in
private till she and our master met. Ah ! John, she has
suffered greatly.’ .

Jokn. And she married my master with another husband
living ?~—an angel, truly !—a most virtuous lady, Mistress
_Hafnah! Tl keep no such secret. To come here and
impose upon our governor in this way ! ‘Tl proelaim her
fiom the house tops, the good-for-nothing English hussy.

Han. John, John, I am English too. Stop, John, and
hear me.

Jokn. Tl not stop, Mistress Hannah ; very likely you
are married too, and want to come it over me in the same
way ; but you don’t do it—no, you don’t do it. I am no
Samson, to be shaved by a she Delilah.

Han. 1 did not think this of you, John.

John. 1 dare say you didn’t, Mistress Hannah. You've
yet to learn the mettle of John Dodge.

Han. John, I was never married, and have no desirc to
be so.

Jokn. What’s that now you say ? I wouldn’t swear to
that, if I was in your shoes, Mistress Hannah. DBut come,
tell us more about this sweet lady, ch !

Han. The worst is to come. The new governor—this
weak, bad man, whom the people are unwilling to receive
—was once her husband.

SCENE 111.) OLD NEW YORK.

Joln. So the new incipali
. governor gets a principalit
with a ranaway wife, ch ? - £ prineipsity o:.av@mm ,
, N“«:r O?. J ﬁwrs, you cannot know how miserable she ig |
N cwim. S.ENS the people to revolt ; he may be sent
vack, die in battle—anything—and thus o
8 our )

saved. I must go to her. wo,zma »

&&E. Stop, Mistress Hannah.  Are you sure you ain’t
”:E.Mam, too?  Couldn’t land nor sea turn up an old hus- |
and of your'n that yow'd like to put in t} .A
i put in the fore front of o

Han. Farewell, John I this is no time for talk, [Zoxit

Jokn. (solus) Now that is always the way, of it, @?m
a woman one %.5@ of misery, and she’s sure to turn right
3:.:; and spit it ont, and take another in her own way
&:_o the man gulps down the bitter pill, and there it mngfm
Now, I mr.cz take my pill in the shape of Mistress mp:\w
nah. Do it manfully, John Dodge, kickin’s of no nse. Tl
go now and look =after this Uriah ; and T'll stir up the
people agin him. TIlurra ! \

SCENE IIL

. A Library, with low windows and alegves. .

] Leisler. (solus) ome, country, dearest idols ow.E soul |
Yec lean but on a broken staff. The hand 7
That should uphold you, is weak and palsied
The eagle knows its mate upon the rock .

Will breast the storm-clond, face the midday s
With wing as hold, and eye as true as Em&.&% K
And thence from his warm cyrie doth he rise
To brave the ocean and the cloud. But man
Man hath none to help ; he wins a coward .
Loves a He, and walks with hampers at Em_ feet
And calls her wife. * * * x
Men have stood upon the sea-shore—plain men
Who have no fancy dreams—and these have seen
2
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Painted upon the sky, a gallant ship

Float on with all her sails and banners out.

Squadrons have marshalled the pellucid dome,

With rifted sail and shattered hulk, aud sides

‘Which belched the smoke and flame of bloody war ;

" And then the blue sky spread her summer robe,
Without a speck or cloud. Men grew pale with fear.
At length ’twas told, that miles away, the sea '
Aﬁﬂm red with blood, and ghastly made by ships
Hurled to the ruin of a deadly fight—

Alnd simple¢inen had seen it in the clouds.
Oh>youth, thou art the mirage of our life,

And all thy dreamy and heroic shapes
Foreshadows of our self in coming years !

Thy pantings and thy longings for the strife,
Forebode the field, and girth and harness thee
For manhood. When it comes, fight thou but well,
And thou shalt come bleeding, and torn, and gashed

Enter MiLBURN, hurriedly.
M. My father | what is this? The people wait—

They crowd in masses to the citadel.

Come, let me brace thine armor on ; thy sword,

Thy casque, thos— [Arms him.

Leisler. Didst thou marry my daughter, Milburn ?

DI, Burely, my father. What means this ?

Leisler. Thou dost think her true—pure as the unweaned
child ?

M. My God! Surely she is all this.

Leisler. Believe it not, Milburn. N ay, take her heart,

And wash thou it in the eternal sea,

Yet there would lurk one black and secret stain,

Which water could not reach.

M. T will not believe it. Shame on thee, shame |
Her father, too |

Leisler. Poor fool ! T have been as weak as thou !
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SCENE IV.

Enter
Leisler. Out of my sight

Eliz. One word, Leisler,
DI, Something hag changed him,

mother.

Lliz. Oh, Milburn ! jt
M. Poor lad
Leisler. Look

Lz, Will nothing move

DMl To the citadel—all wil

Lesler. T will g0 anor.,
Has she not that w

OLD NEW YORK.

Erizasern,

i 1 will not look upon tlee,
one word,

i
Leave him, good

LT Co A
y ! thou hast done nothing.
at her, Milburn—the painted le |

him? My child.l—

[ Rushes ous,
I'be well—meet the people,

Is she not fair ?
hich steals into the soul,

Asif a newer, fresher life were there ?

The fondness of g child with woman’

A gracious woman mateh
"Tis such, when they prove fa

As to the Titan’s came the vult

DMel. Pardon me, good fath

Enter EvizaBerH, dra
Leéisler. Take the 1
Eliz. Unsay it, Leisler, in

. [ Bhe staggers, and is borne oup by MiBury,
Leisler. T will to the nmggi. A

What shall I Bay to them? * x % % 4
Oh, she was to me like g tender child,

Daughter, wife, friend |

SCENE
A chamber. Ei

Elz. Do not fear me, good
So long as I can hold my breat

ed with playful gir] !

gging forward her child,
astard hence—away |

—I must away. [

1ZABETR reclines upon a couch
chidd. Haxvam. -

Eliz. Reach me the cap, good Hannah.

Han. Oh, dearest Madam, bethink you !

s pride—

Ise, who tear our hearts,
ure’s beak,

er, thou dost wrong her

mercy take it hack |

Good people |

1v.

» Caressing the

Hannah, I will live
h, in hope
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That some day he will forgive me.. .

Han. The black day will be followed W% sunshine ; no
cup can be all bitter.

Eliz. If sin be in the cup, the sweetest draught
Will have a bitter close. Now leave me.

Han. T will seek my master. [Ezit Hannam.
Eliz. (solus.) When Thou didst frame me in th’ eternal
mind, .

Didst Thou ordain me unto this? Was I,
So covetous of virtue, made to be

\ The mockery of what my spirit craves ?
Were these affections burning in my heart,
But meant for scorpion-stings, deathful to all, -
%um most to me ?  (Holds up the glass.)
Ye drops, potent in déath, why are ye here 7 .
Dare ye in God’s own laboratory work,

Changing the fresh and ruddy hue of health

Into @ pestilential, stagnant mass ?

Ah I dare ye creep within the busy heart,

And stay the workings of its awful spring ?

[ Caresses the child.

My beautiful, mine own | do I not love thee ?

The spring-time daisies will above thee grow,

The honeysuckle and the violet, too

And these will tempt the bee and singing bird

To loiter round thy bed, my pretty one.

+

, [ Gives to the child.
Is’t bitter, love, dear? So is our life

: Bitter—far less than words of human seorn,
To be called that which crimsons all the cheek |
e will say 1 have done well. There, love, sleep,
And I will sing to thee some narsery song.
(Sengs.) Lullaby, lullaby, hush thee, my dear !
Thy father is coming, and soon will he Liere.
Ob, oh, oh ! he will come no more.

SCENE Iv.] OLD NEW YORK. -

Linter Marearer MiuLpeny,

Marg. My sweet mother, I thought I heard a Cry—
My poor, dear friend |

Liliz. Put yonr car dow:
Well, think you ?
Marg. Most lovely | Wen drape the robe about him,
Eliz. Ah, yes | ang thon wilt scare away the bat
And see that never an evil thing comes near, «
Marg. Milburn told me you were ill, dear friend |
My noble father, too. T fear these movements,
Liliz. Hark | was there not a cry?  Look to the child !

»

, Mag, docs he sleep well—

END OF ACT 17, ’




OLD NEW YORK. [acr 1.

ACT III.

, SCENE 1L
The citadel.  Soldiers and citizens; sailors, Indians, Dutch,
and English.
Enter MiLsurn., <
DMlburn. Three cheers for the noble Leisler.
..k Enter LE1sLER,
| Lersler. Hear me, my friends, and ponder well.

) S ;
When men do-journey to a distant bourne,

Hrmw,,:dm.mmumﬁoow to what they leave behind,
Recall the past—live o’er its joy,—its grief
Claims yet another pang, and thus they go.
When rulers lay their robes of office down,
How should they search amid the ermined folds
For any stain,—how turn the open palm
To see that no injustice lurks beneath|
How bend the ear to catch the slightest wail
Of unrequited wrong ; and baving done,
As best they may, still should they kueel to God,
And pray that chance mishap may drift aside.

. L - [Murmurs of applause.
The father, who around the board shall meet
No more the children of his love, bethinks
Of all the good that he would do, and crowds
A life into an hour’s space, then dies,—
Bat not till maxims wise, and hvary mmﬁm)
And prophecies of good that follows mmom. _
And evil dogged by evil evermore,
Have made his dying lips more eloquent

SCENE 1.] OLD NEW YoRK.

Than all the teachings of his life,
"Tis thus that Leisler speaks.
E& (aside to Lezs. ) This is most pitifal, ¥ pray you
Leisler, Milburn, Milburn, I can no more .
The wound is dead] . ’
i Em.. The people wait—let me speak for thee, ,
H_:.m city, one and all, upholds thy bent, P
This new man may return the way he came - oy
Return and take hig pay from venal handg ’
The citadel ig ours—the people ourg - .
Let us but seize upon the coward mr:wo
And hurl him from our shores. .
N.z.h\; Hear mo ; you do mistake me. ’
m .mM\@. Nay ; we have £one oo far, we cannot ROW ro-
reat. -

bNh\NN HHOEN. me mc~n~0~.~m.w a3 ¢ s -:.m= [4) o
. 3 S, 45 Coms b.ﬂ
. umnmuﬂ n ﬁm.m

The Ewnaa.mvon down, 50 hath g blight, a deadly blight
On Leisler come ; and now J challenge gl ’
Come forth and say if T in aught have injured

Any man, and [ wifj do him justiee

Seven fold * * *

If I have horne me sharply in mine office— ;
M. (aside.) "Tig g funeral oration, |
Schy. What means he?

Leisler. ' We have fought and hleq toge
shed )

The blood of m.cE:oF in the canse of freedom

Bethink that every drop of nobhle blood .

Spilled in a noble cause, liveg on the palms

Of all the mighty martyrs of the past ,

Is mingled with the elements ang .nvm.wmm

u.wnoma.gwr o'er land ay sea, where wing

Or waters Sweep, and resteth never more

And he who lays his head npon the Eonm

§S..u1r ere have

8 gw..v\ .«w.p
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"To shield his country from the touch of wrong,
Does more in a great cause than all his life owsa do.
DI Do not croak of evil omens—now
Is the time to raise the standard of revolt.

Leisler. A change has come upon your friend.
Your gallant flag may be uprooted now, ‘
But ye have learned to know a people’s worth,
Have learned how good a thing it is to-stand
In your own strength, unchecked by priest or king.
Ye are the prophets of the time—the thought
Of but a handful now, shall be the faith
Of every common man in time to come.

- Frou'this new soil shall rise that nobler rade,
ﬁ;mw.o every man shall stand a priest, a king
Tn his own right—lord of himself, unbought,
Unsold ;. armed in the manhood of a man.

[Enter Leaders of the Sloughter party, with
o banners, §ec. Lleralds, Soldiers.

Herald. Jacob Leisler, thou hast been cited by the (Go-
vernor of this province, duly authorised by their majestics
William and Mary, to appear before him, and give an ae-
count of thy administration ; and now, in the presence of
these witnesses thou art commanded to yicld the citadel
of the colony into the hands of the rightful governor.

: (Lemster stepping forward.

Leisler. We have examined well the credentials
Of our Suecessor, and herewith yield our rights
To him, as duly bound,—and also pray
That all content and good stewardship go with him.

Mzl My father, this is death,—thou art mad.
Leisler. Milburn, I might bury all in one great blow,

And fall like him of N aples bathed in blood—

But now it matters not.

Scky. To yield without g single blow,
blood be upon your own head.

-

—Leisler, your
I wash my hands of it
[ Lrue,

SCENE :.u OLD NEW YORK,

Nw.@.ms.&. Ha, | he hag deserted them ;80 much for

patriotism. 't Sloughter, [Zzit

Leisler. My friends, thus hoye I purchageq peace for
you ;

Ye will at midnight listen to 25.3::

With its Iow musie, falling oy your roof,
And then ye'll thiuk of Leisler, n man much wronged
Who Inid his honors by to save your blood, T

Milburn, I must _:z:clrztllrﬁ.cltl:f [ Ereune

‘ SCENE 1.
A .f.\}.\.\.
Sehy. A greay change has come over the pal

Have you heard the news 7 Oy he
Upon our shoulders,

1Lirst (7. What hag hefall
Sehy. Some private grief,
thrown up all ¢

Llnter ¢ Citizens.

lant Leigler,
ads are hardly safe

en Leisler 7

I'know not whyt - He hag
‘ommand ;—his lookg are no
grant all may he wel]. Dame Leigler
woman{ ehy
Second (1. The
against ey,

Lhird . (rnters \gxwma\\\\\.v T
rendered the citadel]

t his own, (lod
i8 a fajr gentle-

‘Erossest tongue dors not wag itself

8 said Leisler hpg sur-
- Pl to horse, for none are safe,

[ Bzt

Linter Letsten and
1wld, my father, the

hou foresee the end ?
Leisler. Yes, Mil

. MiLeeny,
M. Bel

eople are agprieye
Dost e : e
burn, it matters 10,
A most weary head to g long rest,
L\&. Aye, father | bt for me in a my youth—
Leisler, Thou, Milburn -

i it must not, sha)y not he.
Boy, they cannot harm thee,

M. Well well 1 we shall see—_Jyapp 1

[ Tumult.  Lngor , cors,
¥

I shall lay dowy

—

; gnards, &
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Your pulses are ooz,:vww or base, or mean,

When ye but need g touch, and forth yo gush,

As gushed the waters from the desert rock !
[ 7o the officer.

Wait me yonder. [ Lt

Officer. Jacob Leisler a3 Henry Milbarn] T arrest ye
in the name of the Governor. Soldiers, to your Q:Q..

Leisler. Milburn, I have sacrificed thee ?S?ﬁw& Aem)
(7o the people.) My acts are open to my country, friends—
My soul to God. 1 fear no scrutiny.
For myself, T will abide the worst ;
But freedom I demand for this brave youth,
Whose only fault was loving me.

Officer. Do your duty on these men,

Leister. (waving his hand. ) Back! Iama man—a hus-
band—father. I will to mine own wozmm..!nrano follow
me. J/Milburn, come on.

&

.

SCENE IIT.

|

A room in Leisler's howse.  Enter M ARGARET and Mirsury,
Margaret. 1 am slow to accept of evil,

All potent seems thig brave, beautiful earth, -

To work out schemeg of good. T cannot hide

An evil omen,

M [ Shouts, and an atlempt at rescue. Officers DLl To think thy father shoulq desert ug thug |
W w abtempt to seize Leisler, who draws s Madness ang folly ; all because g woman’s falge |
A } sword. Marg. My noble father! but, Milburn, all win be well.

Leisler. Back, on your life ; ye little know your man.
Back, cowards, back ; the man who dares lay hold
Of but & baldrick’s point, perils his life.
Milburn, my noble lad, come on.
Friends, what will ye? Go to your homes, they dare
Not harm a hair of Leisler’s head.

[He stands in Sront of kis house ; the door
opens, revealing a hall, with garden
beyond.  The people crowd about him,

Cit. Let me but touch thy hand, and bear the memory,
like 2 new sense, to my grave.
Scky. We will bulwark thee with our dead bodies,
Leisler.
Lessler.  Ye do convert your Leisler to g child,
This is the proudest day of my whole life ;
A plain man, a captive, and a traitor held,
Ye, friends, have made me, bearing thus the cross,
A prouder man than he who wears a crown,
Oh, thou great beating human heart | who shall say

Milh. It Mag’s grent hope could make it 80.

Marg. Bat it will, Milburn. Why see, we are young—
So happy, too— the evilest fate conlqd not,

In sooth, it could not have the heart to harm us,
Melb. T tell thee, poor Mag, they'll take ug to the
block, ,

Marg. No, no, Milburn, they could not do it. i go,
Why yes, upon my knees, they could not say me nay. .

AMidb. Sweet Mag, thy voice would he ap infant’s breath
Against a north-wester. "Tis of no use ;

So kiss me Mag, while the chance is left yg, <A
Inter Haxxan, hurriedly,

Ilan. Oh, Madam | the chilg is dead, and I dare not
tell you what I fear. Here comes my lady, poor, deay
lady ! she hag gone mad.

Linter Evtzasery, singing,
Ah ! gentles, where does the daisy bloom,
And where does the violet be 7 %
Under their roots jg there any room,
Room there for baby and me ?
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!

Ah, Margaret | I was looking for thee.

- 'Wilt thou forgive me, and never curse me !
My heart is not bad, but my head is weak—
I fear me, *tis very weak.

heart
That ever beat. Away | touch me not.
N Lliz. Dost thou love Milburn ?

Thou canst best tell how well.

Alene mum desolate, filled with a love

To hug a vacant heart and black despair ?
A perjured tongue.
Unhoused, unpiticd, to bide the storm,

Ab, me ! God is merciful |
” Kind Milburn | will you not eomfort him ?-—.

Lnter Officers and soldiers,
Marg. What means this ?

We are called traitors, Mag.
Marg. Sure nothing will come of it ?
B That frown becomes thee, Maggie.

ey

(Sees Marcaner.)
7

He will not see me, "Oh, oh |
Marg. Forgive thee ? no. Thou has broke the bravest

Marg. 1 am my father’s child, and Iove as he lovés—

Elizl When a fall heart was al] thine own, and thou
That ouwm_u nor sea, nor heaven itself might bound,
Couldst thou have stepped thee from this glowing dome—
Lucent and tiymned with love’s own thrilling spells—

Marg. I could have'done mmore, sooner than have borne

.  Elhz. Ah, Margaret | the’good God has shiclded thee,
While 1, like a shorn lamb, have been driv’n forth

Indeed, Milburn, a man’s heart might ache for me,
7 Margaret, I hope this may continne unto madness
With her | ’twere best. Deal gently with ler.

Ml I am a prisoner, love, but only for a space.
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Marg. Ah, Milburn, when you trifle I most fear, -
Treason, treason I—tiy death, . .
* [ Throws herself into his arms.
Lz, (sings.) Smile no more, never more,
Sweet love | hig days are o’er ;
Underneath the willow free
Stiff and stark licth he.
Mil. (pointing to her ) I know your spirit, dearest Mag,
But pity her. T will return anon—-
Do not fear—there—I'l1 soon be back. [ Euwit wigy, officers, .
Marg. Husband and father traitors :cE.!?.mmo:E.m‘
And thou the cause. If they die | Oh, my God 1
Do you mark me, Madam !—they will die, dig—
Dost thou hear 7—ang thou the cause, [ Seizes her arm.
Why is not thy shape hideous to the eye 7
Why art thou not black, grim, ang distorted ?
Thy auburn locks should float Medusalike—
Thy shapely clasping arms should wear the look
Of scaly things, that kil what they enfold.
Oh, thou adulteress '~murderess, that thou art |
[ Casts por aside.
Eliz, Say on—1I cannot well think—apy ¥ all that ?
Marg. (aside) Yet Milburn bade me pity her,
Oh, father, husbang ! I cannot pity thee.
Art thou that f—yes, more, for falsehood covers every
crime, :
Lliz. Your hard words comfort me, Should you speak
kind
[ might weep.  Win 4, forgive me 2 :
Murg. Forgive thee ? Thou hast dragged his nolyle
~ head .
Down to the very dust, and wouldst thou now— -
Now that he bleeds at every pore, and licg
Bereft of manhoeod, hereft almost of life—
Wouldst thou draw the last proof of meanness forth,

3
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And have him weakly say, I do forgive thee ?
No; like me, he should curse and spurn thee. . [Exit.
Han. Let us go once more, poor lady ! let &s go and
find some place where I can lay your poor head upon a
low but faithful heart. “
Eliz. Hush, Hannah, or I shall weep, and that would be
., Sinful. Hannah, did I ever speak thee harsh ? .
~ Ifbuta dog looks up into my face,
o= Its mournful eyes give me a pang -at heart.
I think T could forgive the vilest wretch
s Who might have wronged me, at one remorseful look.
¥ remember an old tale which I once read ; T
. Once upon a time, there lived a poor NEWI

I cannof tell how the story ran, but thus—
His father had offended once a Fate,
And mww/c@omsm avengéd on his child ;
And thus'the great eurse ran, that from his sou]l—
The well-spring made of all the gods most love—
Of trath, of nobleness, love for his kind,
And every human good, there should evolve
One act, so deadly in its kind, that men
. Should shrink from him aghast, and breathe his name
In whispers choked with awe, and he should die
The curse of all. It was in Greece, I think.
Do you remember that old tale ? :
You should be Hannah. Do you think ?— (whispers, )
1t does not matter. ( Sings.)

e

R

It was a lady fair,
Under a cypress tree,
Combing her yellow hair,
Will he not come to me ?

And she wore gems and gold,
A kirtle green wore she ;

SCENE 111.] OLD NEW YORK.

The song she sang was old—
Come, Iove, oh, come to me !

The  Knight he passed him by, ﬂ_.l/;
er, >

With ban and cross and pray
He knew the cold, dead eye,
A fiend was singing there.

Come, Hannah, I will go sleep. [Ezeunt.

END OF ACT 1L
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ACT 1V.
SCENE 1.

A baleony.. Epter LirsLen,
 Leisler. (solus, ) The air is heated, and this armor burng
As it were molten from the flames.  Of, casqlic—.
#F thus I lay my lofty honors down |
3 Thus, all’'my dreams of greatness ending here.
In @:9.?23 men will adjudge my life,
And some will say-he loved the people well,
And would hava raised them unto freedon.
Oh ! ’tis defeat :.:nfmgvm it erime.  Men should hold
The mastery of fate, and be as gods,
Or else content themselves to drudge and moil,
And be the stepping-stone of winners in the race,
. [Men pass below in dump show of succor. 1ers-
LER lays his hand upon Jus heart, and
waives them away.
Good souls ! they would rescue me ; s
I'must hold back the secret of this woo,
7Ol ! *tis a bitter thing to be traduced,
To have our best and holiest actions made
The jibe of common tongues and petty spleen,
* And so distorted from the truth, we cannot see
The semblance which they bear to our own deeds 1—
But there is something which the manly sense
Rejects as deeper stain. * * *
As when men praise us for a good not ours,
And by imputed virtue shame the seeret sin,
The poor will Jacol, Leisler over-praise,

[ Walks u P and down,
}

. . :
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Oh, she was fuir | and like the rapturing dreamg
That torture our young years—deliciong fruit,
Ounce plucked, o madness to the brajn, False | falge |
Had she but come to me in boyhood, youth, i
When the hot bloog rejects and spurng g grief,
I had forgiven all—nay, pitied her, * *

But now, in these my manful, sohered years, —
When judgment cools the sense and tempers blood, h
To be so wrought upongo made 5 show | * *

H.‘:c:.wsn.o: .ro..;:;..no dotage grown,
p b
And men have filled™h

Hgain with mocking jeers,
Which he mistook for priise and gulped down, '
Meseemg thig leg is shrunk i my fnee is pinched ;
This arm ig lerveless, burposeless, and- weak ;

And Time hasg powdered frogt upou my hrow-—

Has torn the manly bearing from my shape—.

Put out the eye's keen glance, and change
Redate and grave, unto a feeble Joer—
Has bowed the sage-like head, ang made it turn
From side 1o side upon itg trembling hase,

And she, the vile and sordid lie, hag practised

d the smile,

On the old man's brain, * * * ‘
Eternal gods and devils, no |
Death—death must Wipe the stajn | [ Ruskes out,

SCENE IT.

A room.  Chilg BPOR A couck covered with, Slnvers, Eiiza-
RETH leaning over if. Lipysrpn appears at one side,

Lezs. 1 spoke of Death, ang Io, he is here

In such a shape | No, no, it is her love

That crowns the blossom with its own symbol..

Thus has she bound these frosty Iocks sp oft,

And thns have ] forgot my graver years,

While she renewed my summer days,

Lz This little rmaml.ocin cold! N pretty smile 1

i
b
i
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Oh, oh ! no one to love—to comfort me !

When mothers lay their pretty ones to sleep,

Never to wake aghin——wilt thou not wake 7—

They cling their pale arms round its father’s neck,
And love him with a new love ; such as they felt
When first the child, his child, linked them anew.
But here I kneel by my dead love, and none
+To comfort me. ( Lays her kead down. ) .

Leis. (aside.) Misery itself has kissed her cheek and
grown .

Most &mg:m&. Her very anguish wears

A weird and thrilling loveliness, that takes

Us to itself—= * / K% * *

The fair and garnished carth

Put on a fairer livery for her :

The moon and stars grew other than they were,
And bird and flower fonder to the sense ;
And words that were but words from other lips, -
Came from their ruby portal lingering forth

With music-winged and never-tiring sweets,

And now in this my woe, she shapes herself

Unto my mood as I would have her thus,

And only thus. I came to curse, to hate,

And here I find a ruin like myself,

To bind me ivy-like unto her side.

Elz. How cold and still the night wears on ! Oh, night |
Thou wilt embrace me through eternal years,
For thou hast swallowed up the day—my day.
Leisler must never forgive me. * *
No, no, no, I will remember that.

Leisler. (approaches) Elizabeth, I do forgive thee.

Eliz. (listening) Elizabeth |—no more Bess.

Leis. Bess, Bess, my poor Bess | S

[ Ske shricks, and throws kerself into his arms.

Lliz. In thy arms once more—thy lips to mine ;

*
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A whole eternity of woe henceforth
I can endure in memory of this, [ Ske starts back.
Nay, I did forget me, Leisler, take it back—
Hate me, curse me, but oh, do not forgive |
Let me kneel thug gt thy feet, kiss thy hand,
And, looking upward, see thy face a rock.
Oh, no, no, not pitying thus—oh, not thus !
But proud, Jove with his thunderg on, ali black
And terrible to seorch and wither me,
And I will fear, but love thee none the lesg,
Leis, 1y there, indeed, a watchful power ahove 7
Oh ! if there be, why is this mighty wrong ?
I chalienge you, ye white-rohed seraph band,
To usher forth from out your radiant ranks
A soul more pure than this ; ang yet her handg
Are dyed with crimes that might cauge ye to weep,
Lliz. Too black to he forgiven. I know it all,
Leis. (raising her.) 1 do forgive thee, Bess,
sliz. Oh, no, 'tis base and cowardly to forgive |
Thy daughter said it. Leisler is not that, *
Al sec how proud he looks in his brave armor |
I have not killed thee—broken thy heart—oh | no, no,
Leis. Thou wilt, poor Bess.
Lliz. No, Leisler, no.  See here I was it not well 7.
[ Shows the chitg,
I knew I should please thee, Thy child a bastard !
Why, the very lightnings would have blasted me.
Leis. Woman | is thig thy work ? * *
* * * * * What matters it ?
Why did ye not, ye everlasting Fateg, ~
With one dread blow strike me at once o earth ?

Why blast me inch by inch, and leave each nerve

To quivering hang with its own maﬁm&,mm pang.Z_
My child ! my pretty fool ! quite dead, dead |

Eliz, Surely, Leislér, thou think’st it well ?
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Leis. Yes, Bess, yes; my pretty fool, that uded to come
And pluck my beard, and pinch my face, and smile
And lisp out, Father | when my youth was past.
- The Spring-blossom that came in harvest time !
Llhz. Ah! but he was a bastard, Leisler. *-
Therc’s no such thing in heaven where he is gone,
But they become angels there. Do not weep,
[ Leisler smooths her hayr back tenderly.
Les. Tt is all well, Bess ; now what wilt thou do ?

Y Eliz I, Leisler, I? why die—- [ Bursts into tears.
Lcis. My poor girl | it were best. :
Elizl Yes, in God’s time. I must bear His Jjudgments,

And qmm? wait, you know.
- Leis. \My brave, good girl |
Lz, ﬁ&:w Leisler, I can never he forgiven—
Never, never | God himself could not forgive ;
So I will pass my whole life in prayer for thee.
I will gird thy armor on, brace on thy sword,
See that thy raiment, thy viands and thy drink
Are well, just in the time and place. * *
And then, may I not sometimes kiss thy hand ?
P’ll never ask for more. * * *
Lews. (embracing her.) Oh, thou most perfect human
soul | all wrecked, ,
Still do I not love thee ?  Yet ’tis past,
And we must strangers be in time to come.
Not in thy palmiest days didst thon so much
Provoke my love, as now in all thy ruin. :
[ She faints. Officers appear at the door. 1,r1s
! LER starts forward awith her in his arms,
sword in hand.

Lock here !—there 1—dare ye enter such a pldce ?
[ They retire.

Alone amid the ruins of my home |

Art dead, my own sweet wife ? *

*

*
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I'will Iay thee on the bridal bed, my love, .
And give thee Kisses, thus—thus—the Iust. ;.
[ Nisses the child.
My hoy ! Oh, that she may no more awnke | (,
o [ Stops at the threshold,
Ye pitying powers, can ye not hulm her sleep 1 [ Loxit,
Liliz. (starting up.) Where hath he gone? I tried but
could not speak,
Oh, he is lost | for cver lost to me. * *
He kissed my lips, my check, my brow, mine cyes,
And then he bent his own down inlo mine .
No long and mournfully, I could have wept,
But would not rajse another pang in hin,
He gazed, with folded hands, as I were dend,
Oh | *tis the priest’s homage to the offered Inmh
And T shall see him never more | ¥ * *
I am abandoned, spurned, to madness Joft,
Oh, God ! my God ! T dare not name my crimes |
I'am alone—1 dare not pray—dare not |
Yes, there is one boon that I dare ask, and Thoyg-—
Oh, Thou, wilt pitying grant | Thig tacid thought }
Take back the gift and madness send | [ Lushes out

SCENE 1II.
A street in Sfront of Leisler's house,

Schy. That was the saddest sight mine eyes have moom.
The noble Leisler ang his gallant son
To prison horne.

Lirst Citizen. Tt iy thonght the Governor will not dare
fgnﬁoa against them—hut does this i spite—
The spleen and Pettiness of a mean mind
Tenacious of all forms and shows of power,

Secend Cit. T know not ; but this | know,—lie was one
Of the truest gentlemen.  We read of stch

lu books, but rarely find them in the Iife,
. i

x
!
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I have compared him to Cwsar, devoid )
Of his ambition—to Antony, in all

But his unmanly luxury ; but most

He minds me of those brave stout men who raised

Our ancient Belgium from the oozy deep,

To make the altar-house of freedom there.

First Cit. Thou hast well said. How did he bear him-

self ?

Scky. Bravely, as he were stepping to a throne.
X heard him saying as he went along, X
“ Nor bonds, nor hars, nor circumstance, nor fate,
Reach inward to the soul, where it doth sit
In freeflom, like o god” * * *

Second Cit. Sloughter cannot harm him now, he must
wait o:,wnm,m from the erown.

i Eater Joun.

Lirst Cit: Here is Leisler’s man ; how did ye leave
your master 7

Jokn. Why they would not let me stay—and so I even
turned my back upon him, and came away.

Second Cit. Well, how was he disposed ?

Jokw. Quietly, quietly. 1 thought ouce he wonld have
run & man through, but he didn’t.

First Cit. s his prison comfortable, John ?

Jokn. Very, very. Isaw a large spider and a toad in
very good condition.

Scky. Which ward is he put into ?  Let's to the prison.

, [Exe.

John. I don’t know ; but a look through the grate just
' took in the great bear, which is northern, I opine,
Lnter Haxyan.

Hannah. John, you havu't any sense;-—come in—there
stand there and tell me what you think,

Jokn. What I thiuk, Hannah? why, a variety of z::..nﬂ
firstly, as the Domine says, if your nose was a lectle turned

A,
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up, and your shape a leetle fatter, you would be quite a
handsome girl,

{lan. My nose turned up, John ?

John. Yes wmistress Hannah ; it saveq expense and
trouble when you snub o fellow what hasn't got senge,

fan, Oh! John, John, my mistress does take on go .
sometimes she singr, nud sometimes she cries, und .1._2,“
she stares stock still af 1e wall. How was our master?

John. She laughs at one hushand, and cries for the
other—and then triey to settle which iy which, | BUPPOse
Hanuuh, o

Han. Ohl John, this ix o dreadful day.

okn. So it s, Hannah; and 1 te) you what—after you

are Mistress Dodge, and decent, il respectable, as mar-
ringe makes a wony 1, i another man comes out here
1::::;3.:.%.. about, to find you for hig wife, Il pit x?m
you both like a pair of ducks for the roasting.  Mind me
Hannah, if 1 dout, Pve pot no what d’y call it mc‘
break, but a down right gizzard to grind you intg Uoﬁ.nen
and scatter your ashes to the four winds, and gow mmum
upon your threshold, and make you like the Hivites, and
Jebusites, and the Hittites, and al the other iteg and
abominations. ;

Han. Don't, John, don’t he a fool What can I, shal]
Ido? I need a man of sense now, if ever, and John hag
nothing but downright honesty ; you havnt mnuch genge
you know, John—hut that  doesn’t matter in wo:mau
keeping.

John. Docsn't it, though?  You'll come none of your
tantrums over Johy Dodge Hannah, 'm a Blue Beard
—Xam. Pl bavea secret chamber, and 4 key, and hlood
under the door—ang- if you peep in, Hannah

: ( Takes her by the neck.

Han. Don’t be g fool, Johp, for you know | love won..
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Jokn.  (Fissing her) Do you, now, z_r.ww then [l
Bpure you, I will— i .
" Han, T feed nnif T never could be happy for thinking of

my poor lady,

Jokn, Nor I, for thinking of Wy poor—what & it pou
Lord Poenoeemastor,

Han, Oh! she will
child |

Jokn, That's it.
Jet me ever enteh

die,—nnd then (o think, —her

N

Oh, Mistress Dodge! Mistress Daodyre !
you making away with (he little

Padges | .
Han, .wcr? you havn't ope Erain of L sense,

ashanied of you, I am, |
Jokw, 1 dare say, though, I know what's what, Han.

nah, lef me telf-gom,

Han, ‘Bo-van 1) 1k we enn ever be :zE;.. John ?

Jokn, 7.:m. very, Hannah ; you see | shall be like Re-
hohoam and the Israclites, B

Han. Nover you mind on {hat score, John, I wag
thinking of my poor mistress,

Jokn, Well, secin’ they™ve got brim ful] to the throat in :
misery, the noxt thing is, they must choke, but I don’t geq
how "twill help them to have us choke with them. i

an. No, surely, John.

" JoAkn. You sce you've brought Your mistress cleverly “
through to the last stage, just as a hen brings out her ducks, :
d.Enr,o:.E; to have heen chickens,—qng now, like the
ducklings, she takes to her clement, which is misery, and
1 agm~.n.mp,.c why you need follow after.  You'd better let
her go, as the ben does, and take to Scratehing in your

B

own way.  Come here, Hannah, and 17 give you what
the Domine calls o practical illustration of the subject, W
[ Lreunt, £

8CENE 1v,] OLD NEW vhnx,

SCENE 1V,
A Street.  Euter ScrUYLER and Bavarp.
Schuyler. 1 toll thee, Bay 17 ’tis most unworthy thee,
To side with this base E?«:\:n of a erown,
And see a gallant man :4;.3 to the death —
Why | there's pot bsavage of the Mohawk ’
Sut wonld ery thee shame. 1 thy memory ont ?
Bayard. Good My, g Wyler, thou hagt marched and
counteranarched
So often with these same Mohawks, that thou art
Akin to them.
Sehy. Phou hast, well said,
s8oe’or

I tuke in greatnesy where-
Her shadowing wing is east. | ap no sponge
To suck up nurture from g dirty pool.
) [ Bayard 1o Y8 s hand wpon hig sword,.
Have o care, master Schuylep * * ¥

Schy. A care 7 1 o thee, master Bayarq, my sword
Is sheathed, exeepl in honoralyla cause.

Linter Livisestox, (7o Livingston,

Master ?1:@&3:. thy ¢ourse is worthy thee. -

Lavingston. | trust good men, who love g quiet rule,
Will see and wel approve.

Schy. Good men approve | wh Y man, ’tis such as thoy
That do uphold the four corners of a throne
Whereon a beastly tyrant takes his ease, :
And they cajole him with thejr oily tongues
So that the wailing of the oppressed and wronged
Is dumbed before it penetrates hig ear,

Bay. In trath, master Schuyler, none will accuse thee
Of wearing the courtier’s tongue, or courtior's mien,

Schy. Thou hast, hit the mark, good master Bayard.
I boast an honest tongue, and honest heart—
No more I would T conlq 2y as much for thee,

3
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,«, Ziv, Have a eare, mastor Schuyler, lest thon too,
Be involved in this man's fall, ¥ * *

Sehy. I thow hadst any old spleen ngainst md,
Robert Livingston, my death-genl would be staniped.
But it ill becometh a LoOnerous man
To turn his instinets to the blood-hounds. * » x
[ Exie.

; your pattiot

“

Bag. I thought ‘twould end in this
Aftet all plays but a losing game. i
_ Liv. T know not that - Master Bayard—bat mark—
' I hate ::;.:::: Leisler 5 he’s in the way.
LT Rut T know him well steeped in all honor, .
A man Before whom all hascuess is nhashed— ’

And yet Phate him. e ealled me rebel—
Drove mf from the provinee forth,
Day. cause, Master Livingston. :

M Lir. “\y ae to pass on that day, that Pilot
mw - And Herod were, plade friends ;"—thy hand, Master
- Bayard,™ v
W : Day. "Tis well—and now~—Pshaw! this Sloughter makes
.ﬂ -
3. me sick.

2

Lav. A drivelling, licentious, and cruel hireling,
"Whom, if we can but rale, a fitter tool—
' This Leisler and this fiery Milburn, first
Must to'the scaffold go, and then we']] see.
- [Exit.

END OF ACT XIv.
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ACT v.
SCENE 1.
A room in the kouse of Sl

2

wghier, Sroventep, Nznogmwﬁ
and Bayanp,

Bay. Tt is thought th
To his death,
.v‘\ez_‘h\r

¢ people will not consent

S‘amrpzmg ; he’s a dangerofis man H
"Tis such men who disturh the guiet rule

Of any people. They talk of freedom,

Prate about equality and human rights—.

There’s no such thing in the books, no such thing.
Ing. No such thing, your Excellency, ang Fet

Quict, on any terms, is best Jjust now,

I would rather engage with flights of game

Than a whole army of rebels at thig time.

Slough. Pass the bottle round. The traitor wag g Jjudge
of wine.

Bay. Let's drink to a safe quittance,

Ing. The game is rare in these partg,

Slough. And the men, too, if Leisler be g sample,
It is such inen that fill me with disgust,
Talking eternally about freedom !
What does it mean ? Why
Of life and limb he has all

~N

» When a man is gyre _
that he needs.

- ZLnter Livingsroy,
Slough. Right welcome, Master Livingston,

"Tis plain,
A plain case of treason, I see by thy locks,
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Ziv, The sooner ’tis off our hands the better.g
Here is the instrument with the seal of state.
Slough. Wait awhile. Revenge is so swoot o dish
I like to give it a dainty lodgment,.
The cat who plays with her victim has o taste I
Most ‘rare. .
Bayard. (aside) A cool ruffian |—guch men always find
office.
. Lnter a Servant.
+ ¥ Servant. A poor woman wishes to speak with youy Ex-
e cellency, , i
- Sirrah, thou knowest a feast is sacred with me,

be disturbed. .

Vill not i—this to me 7 "Tjg past endurance,

This wine grows seur now from this disturbance.
Why, & man is not as well cared for as a beast,
If he is to be crowded upon at meals———

Linter EvizaBeTH veiled.
+ Eliz. Thou art the servant of the people, and must hear
me.
Slough. A good height and ajr (aside). Mistress, put
up that veil, -
I can better tell if T shall hear thee.
Ing. Good, excellent | let’s see her face.
Eliz. Bid these popinjays cease, that the name and
cause
For which I would plead be not desecrated,

" . Liv. It can be none other thap Mistress Leisler,
Slough. So much the better ; they say she’s a brave girl.
Bay. As proud as Laucifer—can’t be looked at.

Eliz. Nor talked at by such things as these,
Slough. (aside) The voice is strangely like—bat it can-
not be, .
She was not so tall, nor bold. * * * *

.
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Ing. We shall have rare sport,
Stough. What ig thy will, Madam ?
Lliz. That Jacol Leisler be restored to freedom,
Which is his right, he having done no wrong,
Slowgh. Thou art everbold. Jacob Leisler standsg
Convicted of high treason, and must die.
Liliz. The power of death belongs unto the Crown,
Thou darst not touch him. .
Slough. Dare not 7—thoge who know me best do know,
I dare do anything my will shall prompt. .
Lliz. (aside) Oh, my God! I do remember me that
look ; :
My lips grow mute, my tongue is palsy-touched.
(to Sloughter) Surely thou wouldst not injure a brave man
Who kept all power intact to yield it up
Unto the rightful claimant when he came ?
Slowgk. He raised the question of my right ; withstond
And braved me, and with the people tampered,
So that when I Came, men’s tongues were aj] mute ;
While they thronged into the citade] with shouts, i
And with unsavory plaudits hailed him forth,
[ Walks up and down,
Eliz. Leisler drew his life and blood from this brave
land :
His breadth of manhood is the vigorons growth
Of nature’s fresh and uncorrupted soil,
Which never has and never will uphold
A tyrant on its breast, Thou must have g care
If thou wouldst Jacob Leisler harm,
Slough. T shall have a care, Madam, that he do
No further mischief,
Eliz. The people love him like to g father ;
A wrong to him would touch the poorest heart,
Thou mayst be a tyrant at home—mayst be

. A petty tyrant on thine own hearth-stone,
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@ew%\r (to Bayard) 1 shall think your mo%w rebellion
breathes alone,
Even the women have the air of queens,
Eliz. (aside) 1 shall blight mine own cause—down,
down, my pride. L
Oh I my rebellious bloed, that fails at sight
Of him so loathed, canst thou not stay thy beat,
Aund suppliant plead for him so wronged ?
. [ Throws herself at his Seet.
I will forget that Leisler is beloved
- By any heart but mine—forget all else— -
: How even the rudest boor would weep for him ;
Forget how the poor Indian in his hut

a Would Wack hisfaxe and raise the loud lament ’
. For him “talleg him brother.
Slough. That voiet | * Woman, who art thou ?

Lhz. Leisler’s wife—a simple gentlewoman
Who only begs for her bushand, loves him,
Will vouch for him that thou shalt nothing fear,

Slough. Elizabeth Howard |

Lliz. Elizabeth Leisler, his poor wife, Sir.
Let me see him—serve him—die with him |

[Svoventer tears her veil aside and staggers
back. EvrizanerH rises to her Sfeet.

Yes ; T am that most miserahle of her kind.

Slough. e shall die, though God’s own angels came to
plead ;

Though every Imp in hell were here with torment,

Yes, minion, thou art mine, mine

* Eliz. Touch me not ! I have confronted thee before,

) Slough, Time enough for that, beauty, time enough ;
Here, give me the warrant. * * * o [ Signs 4,
See that the law have its full force,

" Eliz. (to officer) Man, thou durst not do it ; 'tis murder.

. Slough. Out of my sight I He shall die before noon,

?
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ZLiv. Nay, it is too soon.
Slowgh. To-morrow, then, no longer.

55

Eliz. charge ye, as ye hope for peace, or hope
For God’s merey-in your hour of utmost need,

That ye obey him not : ’tis murderous.
Slough. "Tis all the same to thee, my
I did not think thou hadst half this mett
Faith, but thon art a dainty one !
Liliz. (aside) O, the loathing that I

pretty one,
le.

feel |

(to Slough.) Thou dost well know I can be nothing to thee,

That human words have never one to tel
The stretch, the depth, the vastness of
I pray thee, then, be mereiful unto me.
Spare the noble Leisler, and I, even I,
Will learn to bless thee,

I
1y hate ; -

Slowgh. Thou shalt leq nit, dear, I will spare him thus,

In reward of thy fondness to mysclf,

Thy liege lord, thy doating hushand ! |
£liz. Thou wilt spare him ! God's ble

Let me go to him now, let me tell him

How merciful thon art—fal] of human love. [ Torns away. |

" Slough. Nay, thou dost not leave me.
Eliz. We will £0 to some lone desolat

To some wild cabin by the rude seca-shore,

And there weep and pray that God will
(dside) No, no, hie loathes me ; hut T w
Lir. Was there ever such trath, such
"Tis a strange scene,
Slough. (aside to Bayard) Here, sce
well done,

ssing on thee |

/

¢ place— \

Dless thee.
il plead and die.
devotedness ?

that the law be

Eliz. Nay, do not 80. I know him well—le i cold

And cruel.  What did he tell thee 7 St
Leisler has served thee once—pity us noy
Bay. (aside) 1 have no heart for this
ston, .
The blood be upon thee,

ay, stay |
V.
business, Living-

/

Y
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[Evzasern throws herself at the fest of SrovemTER,

-Eliz. Learn once the blessedness of a good deed

T am a wreck, the slightest breath would kill me, ;

e Nothing is left but this wild, atoning love

~ For him whom T have wronged more than thee ;

And thon—oh | thou didst roh we of my girlhood,

Bereave me of the bloom of my young days |—

Constrainéd vows, flight, terror, every shape

Of ill bas followed in my path, and now

I'look on happiness with dread—a thing

Buspicious and of doubtfu] good ; I learn

: To mOmm on misery, hug her to my breast, N

g . And fondle Jer weird shape with lover zeal ; '

We're so alfke that I'm haptized anew,
[l And Leislef is the spme—two piteous wrecks :
i Which the n\ercifu winds and tides wil] drift

Into some lone bay, forgbtten side by side.

e

Slough. 1 do remember me thou hadst a dulcet tongua
Liliz. Forget that T have spurned thee—be pitiful |
Slough. T remember thou art mine,
Lhz, T am God's—a poor wretch, all flame within,
* And only so much freshness at the heart
As begs for Leisler’s life. * * *
Slough. 1t is in vain.

o

k'

Elz. 1 have no human pride, no worldliness—
The hours left me, I will pass in prayer—
I will pray that every sin of thine he laid
Upon my head ; I the penalty may bear,
And thou be robed in white, be made all blest, )
Hymning to golden harps eternal hymups,
© And wever, through infinitude of time,
Know what it is to feel 2 single pang,
4 S0 thou wilt have mercy,
Slough. Thy Pleading doth enhance the doom.
Lliz. Remember, *tis 5 fearful thing to cast

f
i
iz
IE
|

T,

SCENE 11.] OLD NEW YORK.

God’s attribute most needful unto man,
His attribute of merey, from the heart. .
Slough. Thy lips are powerless to my will,y

Eliz (rising) It shames me I have so degraded TLeis-
ler’s name. f

I will not curse thee ; there is no deeper hell

Than finds its place in such a breast. [ Turns to go.
Slough. Nay, my pretty bird, thou art caged.
Bay. Let her go, tis barbarous.
Slough. Not a step, I am her liege lord,

[Evtzasera attempts to escape with cries, but 4s

overpowered,
SCENE 11. .
A Dungeon. .
Leisler. (solus.) Could I have other been than what I
am ? -

When men approach a doom they feel themselves

Impelled thereto by an insidious force,

So with their own volition blent, that they

Are powerless to tell which is their own,

And which is that vast surging of a fate,

Thus T have moved me onward step by step,

Nor known of bigher aims nor better ways

Than such as I have chosen—and here all ends —
Broken my household gods—my friends all fled,
Chains and a Dungeon—the scaffold and the axe.
These things are nothing-to the mind at ease,
Which looking backward mummm@o cause for blame,
But breathing dungeon damps, the sacred air

Of earth’s most god-like and enduring few,
Inhales it with a calm heroie soul,
Akin to theirs. * % x4
Ye dungeon walls, could ye give up the groans,
The tears, the pangs, which have no echo found
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Aﬁmwms your tomb-like jaws, how would men start - |
From the ignoble thrift, and hear aghast % W
The rising of a vast and melancholy wail

Wrang ont by human wrong, the wide earth though |
How would the silken couch, and velvet floor
Reproach and mock them for their shameful ease,
“That they could trifie in God’s blessed light, v
While man, their brother, is so wronged. * *
Lnter SrovcaTer, [aside to Turnkey
Stough. Keep within call—do not fail me.
7o Leisler.] T have come to look upon thee, . ﬁ
* Leisler. The light is somewhat dim—but thou canst .,

see. . !
Nocturnal pirds and beasts do covet shade. W
Slough. \(aside) 1 will keep beyoud his reach, What
an eYe |

I bave a spell to curb tHat mocking tongue,
Faith ! bat his shapei§ cast iy goodly mould.
Such men are coaxed and wheedled into virtue
By being always praised—while such ag I
Are kicked and snubhed from childhood up, and made
To feel, that nature shaped us in g spite,
Forgetting to endorse our pleasing souls
With ontward lines to please the dainty senge |
Leisler. For visitant thy mood is an unsocial one,
Stough. They tell me thou hast always been beloved.
I came to ponder how g man'may look
Who hath so cajoled and stultified men’s hearts,
Leisler. A compliment no man will ever pay thee.
Slough. 1 shall be careful to keep me from g dungeon,
"Leisler. There are some things defrauded in this world,
A certain tree fails often of jts due.
Pshaw! T will no more of this unmanly spleen,
Slough. (aside) Men will bear a rough encounter with
. their kind,

Kt
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And win or lose, as chance or fate directs,
Who, when g woman’s in the case will chafe
And be transformed from thejr very selves.
He hath touched me there, Let's see.
(To Leister) T am in power—thou here—and yet I envy
thee,
Leisler. Even here it were not well to mock me,
Slough. 1 will unfold g life, and then Judge thou.
Lersler. T have no heart nor ear, to hear of one
Whose life is made al] up of petty acts,
Such as might grace a country churchyarg stone,
Save that the living fear to Jeer the dead.
Slough. Thou shalt, hear me. (aside—1I love to watch
his mien,
And sport, amid the fibres of his heart,
And thus in playfulness ?&Wn% the pang.)
The palmy days of youth ha%e aJ] been thine—
A shape and air op which fair women doat.
As boy, and Youth, and man thoy wast heloved,
And lovely children clustered round thy board,
And thou didst move well nigh a goq.
Leisler. Man ] what dost thou mean 7
~ thy lips,
My blessings grow blasted and corrupt,
Slough. Change came to thee,
gloom,
A gentle form horne forth to come no more., '
But thon, stately in strength—revereq abroad,
And nothing to repel that confidence
In thine own self, which Dest prolongeth life,
Didst hlossom once again in harvest time
Leisler. No more, Why rack me, wit) the past, thos
flend | ’
Too full —all, all teo full hath been my cup,
Qﬂ,oimms and co:_::cﬁ it o..miogumm the brim, .

passing through

as comes to gll-—g




And I did quaf it with an eager zest,
Forgetfal of the bitter close.

L

powers .
Were emulous to shower good upon thee,

(aside)—Now doth his fancy gloat upon the dmmr
Inviting touch uponithe very quick,

thee now. :

I am besieged with tears and prayers to save thee, ‘
Envying thee the 8ift of so much love, ,

M B . : Which I have never known,
; Leisler. ? may be thou hast never loved.
; Slough, Mﬁ,oc shalt.see. T haye never loved mankind.

But there Was_one-—a M.w.:.r to win whoge smile
I would have horne the' torture of the flame;
Or the keen flaying knife, could T have come
Forth from the torment beautifu] iy form ;
She hated me, and yet I called her mipe,
I lavished wealth upon her—flled hep ear
With music—song-—that ravish most the senge ;
Brought flowers from “farthest Ind,” and from the Peak,
Where only heaven’s eye had looked upon them
She, pale as the marble Psyche of our home,
Remained with sealed-up eye, ang ear, and sense,
¥ Yet under each was hid a latent flame
To Iure, to mock, to madden me with loye, -
Leisler, 1 pity thee—from my heart I do,
Slough. Thou dost give me some ease ip that.
I am told thy wife i most fair.,
Leisler. Such love ag thou hast know
power «
To clear the life of what is base or mean
Ambition takes jts place—or better still, .
Those thoughtg that centre not in thig poor world,

n, hath a rare
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Slough. Thou hadst pno Cause to think—the lavigh

(fo Leislery—Thou hast known all this—ang none forsake

To frecdom, and to power? A thonsang swordg
Would leap from scabbarg forth at Leislers name, <>
And we would hurl this imp of darkness down.
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I have mistaken ﬁrma}mclégg be with thee
[turns away,

Slough. Hast thou no desire to live ?
Leisler. None, But | would beg the hoon of Milburn’g )
life. R
He is young and brave, and fit to servo the state, )
His only fault wag loving me, .
Slough. Aye, yes; he too, loved thee well 5 and thy
wife
Leisler. Man, T do distrust thee. What jq this ?
Stough. Hast thou ne desire to know the name of Jier
Lloved ?
Leisler. 1t matters not My time wearg {o ity y
Slough. The wordy of dying men betoken fate.
Leister. IF thou dost covet such unmanly thrift,
Seck thou for prophecy elsewhere, | an dunlb,
Slough. [ can eall o name to harrow g thy sou].
Leisler. 1 know nothing of thee—not
Slough. Elizabeth Howard is m
my roof. 4

erge.

¢

hing care, M
y wife, and underneath

[ Leisler &rapples with kim.
Leusler, Man, fiend | unsay it.  Speak, before 1 tcop
thee limb from limh |
Slough. Help—help |

Lewsler. Nay, T wil] choke thy ¢

4

ry—beneath th ¥ roof—
[Men drag Sloughter out.
Leisler, (solus) Fool ! dotard that I wWas—why did I
yield.

Rock, rock on every m_.;m'lng_.zmzlnrmmsm. I here,

Caged like a reptile, to be teased ang mocked,;

Cannot my strength of will distupt the bage

Of these huge walls, and send me forth to light,



62 OLD NEW YORK. M [acr v,
Powerless | Oh! he who is weak deserves to die.

To be spit upon—trampled—caged as I am.
God shield thee, my poor, poor Bess | \\\\
'SCENE IIL. o

A street; rain and tempest.  SLOUGHTER upon o balcony.

Sloughter. Here will T stand and see him pass: a man
’ bom all do praise, with deepened breath and brow
Upraised, as when the cooling winds refresh
The jaded gknse. I never knew till now,
An ::Bmmmm Jjoy ; hatred, contempt, revenge
Have felt hut each so-shallow in their kind,
That feeling~them T a_m, despise myself.
But here is one so filled unto the brim
With what men prate about in learned books,
So fresh and open, that he tempts to dupe,
So trusting to his fellows one would think
He held a villain but a bug-bear word :
One whose open eye and stately front rebuke
The craven soul, and pent-up malice more
“Than scorching word or flashing sword could do,
I bless the world that such g man has lived
To give me one, long, burning sense of Jjoy.
My hatred so exults and thrills me through,
That all the spurnings—sjihes of ny
Seem dulcet ministerings now, that came
In ugly shapes to sharpen my dull sense
To this delicious hour of unmixed Dliss,
Ha! ha! he ruled here, where I ¢
He loved and was beloved wher
And now she trembles underneath my roof,
And hark ! there is the sound of armed men —

Of trampling feet—and of g deadly march ;—
What lack I more ?

past life,

ule now.,
e I was spurned,
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Lnter Scruyier.
Schuyler. Alas | will he not speak to us who so loved
him ?
Ferst Cit. The orders are to drown his voice, He
comes, ; [A rush of men.
Who would have thought it would have come to this!
Scky. To sce the pitiless rain beat on his noble head |
And :W rude wind seatter his locks abroad.
How changed he is l—we cannot pity such,
And yet mine eycs ache to the ballg with tears. )
Second Cit. And mine; I feel as if o shadow grew

Upon my life, which sun, nor moon, nor any light
Could chase away.

[Enter a group of men, women, 4.

Jokn. Oh! my master, my poor master !

I might have hinder
Hannah,

I feel now as
ed things coming to such g pass.
tell me again I havn't any sense, before my heart
breaks into halves. Could 1 help it 7 could 17

dlan. No, John, no ;

for Heaven knows your sense ig
small, indeed.

Jokn. Thank you, Hannah, for that comfort. Oh, here
he comes—mercy !—merey !—what a sight. Oh, Han-
nah, I wish I was a woman, to cry as you do.

[ Enter Leisler auarded.

He stops in fromt
of Sloughter's house, and waves kis hand.
Leisler. T will wait here until this man comes forth ;

I have a reckoning yet ;—my boy, thou shalt not dje.
AL Tt matters not, the bitterness of death

Is passed. [T the people.
I take you all to witness— [ Voice drowned by drums, §e.
Lers. Stop that unseemly noise ! I will be heard—

Wheu God speaks let the earth be silent. )

Meseems these kettle-drums and squeaking fifeg
Have but a sorry sound, when His great voice
Swells through the chambers of old earth, and

g

e T strersctamem
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Doth shake her caverns with a mighty tread.
Ye ‘dare not drag me to the place of death ;
And here T plant my foot, and rooted stang._. -

Here, at the thresh

old of the grave—to speak

A challenge hence unto this man of blood,

[ Sees Sloughter and party,

Hide not thyself, thoy coward slave, come forth.
I 4o implead thee at the eternal byr
For this day’s work, There, answer thoy ;
But now, Ag man to man, I call on thee
To wm&mﬁ, broken-hearted—___ .
A \ 4 skriek\ang ELizapern ruspes iy and throws
- \Ma\a&\w wlo kis arms.
Lliz. Save Tne; s8ve me |  Where have I been 7
In the dark with fiends who mockeq and jeered me :

But God helped me,

See here ! L[Skows her hands,

Iam dying, H.mmamwf.mmw you forgive me.

Ab, me ] ang thou

art caowmn-rmﬁ.gm too—

Dying like poor Bess| 'We gre both alike now.
Come, let ug 80 away.  Kiss me, dearest |

Leis. My poor, poor gir] |

Eliz. Yes, love, pity e, I am very weqk.

—thy dear locks are all wet—
me, ouly the grave |

But we shall rest—rest—come, ’tis light [ (Dies.
Leis. Dead, dead, poor girl ! She past but a brief

- Space.

Hannah, My poor, dear lady !

Leis. See that she be buried at my side.

Once again, thon f,

My work is done,

I'll kiss thee
ndest, truest, saddest one !

[ Looks around,
Here do I pass, well pleased,

To that long bhourne whence nope return,
(to Sloughter) Again I do implead thee wit, new cause,

. At the eternal bar

for this day’s work ;
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There wagh thee, if thoy canst, from innocent blood,
Behold ! wrecked, murdered wag she by thy hand, R
While he is speaking, the back of the stage
slowly opens and revealy a scaffold and o
masked executioner with kis aze in hig hand,
A bell tolls keavily, and o deaq marel,
Ye clements | wel are ye marshalled forth ;
Ye come, when the great soul ig lnuncheq away,
To bear itg aspirations far ang wide,
When greater times ghall come, and greater men,
Yo will bring back o name, blotched ung dishonored now,
To be revered and loved as ig o houschold word -
And thug ghal] Leisler live to other times,
- [ Turns to the scaffold,
And now, ye grey and awful shades that lie
Around the portals of the silent grave,
In your mysterious calm I veil my head !
The scaffold and the AX€, & moment’s pang,
And this perturbed dream ig o'er |
[Curtain Salls, as the procession moves towards

.

THR EXD,




