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CAST OF CHARACTERS.

Feroiwawp, Prince of Nuples.

ORLANDO, from the Wood of Arden,

AriEL, Prospero's aprite,

Moon-man, a skipper from the green-cleese moon.
MiranDpa, a ehild of nafare.

RosavLinD, alias Hamlet (in doublet and hose ).
Stntus, the Dog-star.

Prosented by the Hopafolly Well Affected Clob, 'Weatflald, Mass.,
May 8, 1605

OREQINAL CAST.

FERDIRAND, Miss Bush.
ORLANDO, Miss Hooker.
ANIEL, Migs Lyman.
Moon-Man, Miss Winchester.
MIRA¥DA, "Mrs. Clark.
RosaLing, Miss Glllott.

Brmivs, {Hector' Clark.



TIME.
Night In'lln_wing: “*The Tempest."

P'I:.ACE.
Before the Cell of Prospero.

e i —

STAGE SETTINGS.

The play was written to be glven as 1n the time of Bhakes-
peare. No curtaln 18 regulred nor cther stage properties than
two practical trees, B and L, toward rear of stage, and three
exits, L, R and C. C belng labelled *Ye entrance to ye Cell of
Froapero.” Also s mossy bank sllghtly left of center of stage.

COSTUMES.

Frrpware. Handsome court solt and eword.

Oerawpo. Huntlng soit and eword.

Amimr., White draperies and wand.

Rosarirp. Handsome hopting soit, similar to Orlando’s, but
without sword.

Miganna. Grecian draperies of white. Halr flowlng, con-
fined by wreath of dowers. Magic mantle of dark cloth.

Moon-sa¥. Black amock, biack shoes and stockings, and
black gloves. With head made of paste-boand, eovered with
yellow chease-cloth, on the front of which a charcoal face, like
the man-in-the-moon, & sketehed.

Sirrvs.  Is not a neceszary charncter, but If incloded the dog
should have a star oo bis collar.

TIME OF PRESENTATION,
Oue hour and & half.



The Admirable Miranda.

ACT I.

SoeNE—Moonlight in front of Prospero's Cell. Mantle lying on
ground, R.

MrpaNDA {enters, L., 5t upon mosry bank).
Here will I ait me down and let
The wanton breezes cool my intellectoal brow;
Whilst sweet, sweet, thoughts of Ferdinand
Da trickle throogh my well-tralned brain
Like treacle from an unstaunched bung,
How soft the moonllght fallp apon this hanlk:
Q1 that the man within her would fall, too!
Ferchance, alnce wilful wench will have her way,
By wishing hardly I may make thie youth obey.
Haﬂuﬂgﬁh moon hright,
Grant wish [ wish tonlght!
Have pity on my sorty plight
And of your man glve me a aig’ht
{After & pansa.}
Ah! woe s me! He'll show not e'en his head.
I'm weary, weary, weary! And [ vow I'l aeck my bed.

{ Walks along gazing ol moce.)
Wonld that my father's mantle fell on mel
Then, nanghty Man-i'-the-moon, I'd punlsh thee.
{ Btumbles and falls on knaea.}
O heavenr! 1 fear I've skinned my knee!
And smirched my ouly party frock.
Beshrew me! Bat Il felnt a awound!
Thatll feetly bring the men aronnd.
Flrat, seek 1 some aoft apot of groood
To fall upon ;
Anent, with piteons ories T wound
Wight's stillness.
{In walling abou! #ie comes upon menile. )
But hist] What's this #
0 bllsa! Oh blisal
It 1s, it I8
My father's magic mantlel
His tempest-hrewing cloak.
0! "tls & monstroue joke:—
The mantle did not fall on me,
But 1 did fall on 1t, you see.
0! End-beshaping Destiny!
1 don It! Btraightway then, l"ll he
A chip from off the paternal tree



i THE ADMIBARLE MIEANDA.

{ Wraps herself in manile asmming greal dignity o pose and
diction.)
I will encase me, and myself present
Ap I wad sometime Milan.
Now, truly, am I Prosper's danghter!
I'll ralse & rumpus on the water ;
Do other things [ hadn't cughter.
Yet precious Art I will not waste.
From pockets, hats, and & draw forth
No silly rahbits, birds, or kittens:
But every hat sflall oroWn—a man
Ench pocket hold thet precious jewel ;
While egge, as Tull o' men as meat,
Shall vomit forth thelr burden at my feet.
But ligt]! Methinks the virus hath begon to work.
ARIBL (in distanee aings —)
‘Where the hee drinks there drink I ;
Omn a bat I nightly hie!
Merrilyl Merrily!
Miravpa. Ye gods and Htthe flsheal 1L is & man!
{ARIBL enlérs, 1.)

Welcome, thrice welcome! thou beanteous man.

Armrr, Beauteons 1 may be,

Buat & man I'm pot.
Why think'st thouo that I am?

Mimanpa. Deny it not. For with these mioe ears.
Did I sure hear thy manly boast of naughtiness
That on & nightly bat thon go'st.

AmEL. Feir maid, "tis troe ;

Bat thou this matter dost reverse,
For, though on nightly bats I hie,
The apirit—not the man—am 1.

A splrit—sprite—or what you will—
I ride the wind; am seldom atili:
And *Ariel’ is my name.

Thy father's Ganymede,—

Omn hla bebests I speed.

MigaNDa. Sweet aplrlt-, prithee tell me
Wherein hin magle liea.

ARmpL. Who wears this cloak  (indicates mantle.)
Upon his back
Can charmea [nvoke;

No wish will lack
Be 't thought or spoke.
The cloak laid slack
‘The spell 18 broke,
And I, alack !
Do bear the yoke,
Far I'm {ts slave!
Thro' me it weaves ite magle apells.



THE ADMIRABLE MIRANDA. 7

From out my eradling coweslip hells, '
Deep-growing where some spring up-wells,
I'm dragged to do whate'er it tells.
It drivea me forth o'er hills and dells;
To hidden caves 'neath FKeptune's swells :
Up to the moon, where Dian dwells,
From highest heavens to deepest hells
I'm shrewdly drave.

MiriwDa. FPrithee, eonld I then not do,
Without thine ald, & stunt or two?

Anmer. What would'st thou ?

Mipaxpa, Men!

(Aniey glances towvard Cell.)

More men !
And yet agaln mora men !

Awrer. O maiden fair! What mlachief art thon brewing!
With all these men, what would'st thon then be dolng?

Minaxpa. O foolish spritel I would be ever wooing,
And keep sweet Ferdinand astewing.

Anipr. O silly Miranda!
Thon'rt a feminlne gander.
What booketh thy books
If they teach not love's crooks?
To make Ferdinand stew
You don't need & whole crew ;
Why, one man will do,—
Or at the most, two.

Miravpa. The strangeness of your story puts
Heaviness in me. In lien
Of men in flocks, must I have only two?
Nay! I'll not brook it. I will play the Jew.

{ Bhe fmitates Shytock.)
Give me, my flock of men !
No? Then, at least, good Ariel, bring three.

(ARIRL poinds lo the mantle which has fallen from BUIRANDA'S shomul-
df:l- She puta i on, apan assumirg digaity of pore and
dition.)

F'er Fhaebus mounts the eastern sky

To break the lance of night,
And warn my father of the Joss
(f this, his mantle hrlght,
Three goodly youths thou here
Must bring. So haste, my sprite
Arrer. My palfrey, the wind
Bhall bear me to Ind;

From thence to the farthermoat shore,

From lands that are hot,
To those that are not,

The earth 1 will feetly search o'er.

On wind-wings I'll iy



