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Edwy, Mr. Sinclair,

Oawnld, Mr. Honner.

Arthur, Mr. Eaton,

Edgar, Mr. Bland,

Edwin, Mr. Fentom.

Canrad, Mr, Hummerten.

Ethelred, Ml Swift, -
Arnokd, Mr. Cathie

Haldane, Mr, Howard,
Otho, Mr, Yamold.
Snlifier, Mr, Howell
Priest, Mr. Dowsing,
Boy, Master Fenton,



T —— P

#" PROLOGUE.

BY THOMAS ATHKINSON.

‘To paivt ihe mannees, lving sa they rise;

To wing the folly i 1t soaring fia ;

Thess have been deemei the Deama's fittest tasks :
Yuot, does the Thrama either 7 ench one asks.
—The moment's manners, 1ike ghe rainbow's hue,
Confusally brilllant, are as fmeting too;

The shafts now aimed 3t folly ‘neldom hit,

Fledged from ita fenthers, but nntipped with wit.
Whatever iz in Pashion, Art, or Science,

With our zeli-love ‘galoat sative makes allinnce |
These atm aot ot yeur Author,—his have been
The sprapothetic triomphs of the scene.

Wheu by a dnughter's martyrdom made free,

Yuu sew o nation leap to Uberty.

And thought of Sydnop's scafioles Rusmll's wife—
When Geaochus gare to Homan ire hia life ;

Fela in your bearts & Wallage' spirit swell,

And knew your mountaine have bad sany o Tell!
~=HBut nowr hin muse alights on English ground,
In England's annaki haus its story Gound ;

A worthier page Time's records may wot show ;
And now the hand that bads yoor bossms ghow
With mosund ardour, tn the lofty pride

Of Fresdom won==though by ¢

Duth pleture forth a still mors noble thing

Than pateiot only—even & Parasor Kiwo |—
Such me we now in living lustre ses, Y
As Wonnram wills each aohjeat shall be raze.

Not in the measired pomp of sonnding verss,
Whose susle's march mree Uke & monacch's hearse,
Socks be to do It.  Life's a chequored scens,

And jts zaost vivid plotores such have bren :

S0 he huth conrtad music's "witching ald j—

1t soothed the Duns,—are you more ridely made ?
And ok, farget noty 'mld the sterner throng

OF Alfred's glories, he was child of song [—

This is his case, j~=his advocste's his theme ;

And me your bosoms wirm ol Alfred's pame,

Be merciful in judgment, evesi while just—

For Alfred goave the Jury's scred trust !
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ACT I

SCENE FIRST.

THE DANISH CAMP.

e —

Enter Epvrn, with a bow and guiver, followed by Ina,
attended by a Boy, who carries a bow and quiver.
Edith. Gome, let us see who'll hit the target first.
Ina. My bow hath got a cast, and will not shoot.

Edith. In sooth, your bow hath got no cast at all,—
"Tis straight as mine—take mine—1'll shoot with it.

Tna, Yours fits me not,—'tis harder far to draw,

Edith. Try it.

Ina. No, no; I will not shoot to-day.

* Besides, my arrows all have lost the nock,

Edith. Here's store enongh of mine.

Ina. Good Edith, no;
Entreat me not—1I will not shoot to-day.”

Edith, Why, so 'twas yesterday; fie, Ina, fie |
To tax thy bow with fault it never had.
The bow that hath a cast is thy chang’d will,
Thy nockless shafis are marr’d alone by that.

y
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10 ALFRED:

You wont to love this sport; from morn till night
Your pastime "twas, and now you love it not.
What love you, sweet, instead ?
Ina, What shoald I love?
Edith. Nay, Ina,—you alone can answer that,
Has Otho's suit prevailed?
fnz. When did a flower '
Spring from a weed, that love lhnuldcnmeof hate !
Edith. What! call you love a flower? A flower looks
Ay
So lmki not lave! A dower is sweet—who says
That love is sweet? Doth sweetness gather pain
For them that own it? Rather love's a weed
Oft taken for a flower—found out at last
With & sigh !—0, Ina, you have pluck'd this weed !
Come, own it, Inz!
Ina. Wherefore do you look
Thus at me?
Edith. Why de you, my Ina, look
At any thing but me? 'Why do your eyes
Of late their lastre lavish on the ground
“That cares not for it 7—and your honied bresth
That should be given to your silver tongue
To make rich music of, why do you waste
Oftener on thankless and contentless sighs ?
Come, tell me, Ins, what has happen'd to you?
Ina. Alas! 1 know not.
Edith. Do you say, Alas| -
O, then 'tis over with you! Why, you're in tears;
Only the drop's but half-way out, that soon :
Would make way for the rest,—held not your eye
Its crystal door upon it! Lean your head
Upon the bosom of your friend, and give
Your secret vent—for sure you have one, Ina?
® Ina. Not [!—Come, take the bow |—T'll shoot with
you l—
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My quiver ‘gainst a shaft, U1l be the first
To hit the mark.—Set up the target, Boy!

st Boy.
Now for the eye of the eye~—In sooth ['ve missed 1) )
‘Wide by = mile—but thon hast shot full home | ; -
I've pluck’d it, Edith, flower or weed.—If weed,
A weed most like a fower.—O precious weed !
There's not a flower so fair, I'd deem thee gmcd

To call thee by its name!

\ Boy, (running in.)
B 044 The battle’s won!
I see onr troops come winding up the glen,
Their spears and banners wresth’d,—a token sure
Of victory! [ Exit.
FEdith, Let's meet them, Ina ;—Come !
‘Why, sweet, what's thjs? How pale you turn! How
damp’s _ e
Your little hand ! Nay, now, 'ts snow indeed.
Cold as 'tis white! Did you not rightly hear?
He says the battle’s won |
Tna. 1 know he does.
" Edith, Ist with such cheeks you listen to such news?
This would become the daughter of the foe,
Ina. The foel The foe!
Edith. What | find'st thou something sweet
In that harsh word, that thou repent'st it thus?
Jna., Harsh word! now, thou art harsh to call it so.—
Jars it thine ear 7 there’s music in't to mine.—
Stands it for what thoud’st shen ? that’s what I'd seek :
Yea | *fore the things that brother, sister, friend—
Soft names—dostandfor! When thoud’st name to Tna
The thought most tender ta ber, use no word .
But that—that harsh, sweet word—more sweet, hecamﬁ.
*Tis harsh to all but her! She loves a foe!
That foe hath lost the battle we have won._



12 ALFRED:

Edith. Why, sweet, where saw'st thou this gentlé foe?
Ina. Even here. When last the Saxon ask'd a truce,
Curious to see their herald, I remain’d
Behind you in my father’s tent. He came |
- O, with what grace of richest manhood | Proud
His gait, yet bearing onwards looks so"bland
As made sll hearts give willing way to him.
He spake, and I took root to where I stood,
And so did all—Not Guthrum mov'd.—O Edith !
How should it be with-Ina? Where were her eyes?
‘What were her eyes about? What did her heart?
Dost feel it throbbing now ? 'Tis quiet now
To what *twas then! How often have you tried
To fix your naked eye upon the sun,
And when you've ta’en it off, how has the day,
From gazing his bright face, been turn’d to night,—
Flowers, verdure, darken'd ; yea, the sky itself
From shining blue, grown ink—so was’t with me
‘When sight of him was gone! Night turn'd to day
Again with you—but light’s gone out with Joa -
E'er since the day she look’d upon the foel
Edith. Come hence, come hence awhile; your father’s
here,
He must find looks of weleome—not such looks
As these |
Ina. Have with you.—You have got my secret|
[ Exeunt.

Enter Guranum, Asosp, Oscan, HaLbans, and
Danes. '
Guthrum. Halt, comrades, halt! and change your
- toil for rest,

And then from rest to feasting ! "We'll carounse

A moon for this last victory, that leaves

No fature foe to front us. England’s won :

We shall not need to cross the main again




