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Dramatis Personir.

Daxre, Poct and Statesman,
Savvixo, I A Philesopher.
CimABUE, Artist,

Giorro, Artist,

Bruxerro LaTivg Dante's Ofd Tutor.
Guipo CAVALCANTI, Friend of Dante.
Crnmrady Musician.

Prince Carto Marterro, King of Hungary.
Corso Daonatt, Florentine Statesman,
Bex SaLomo, ) Jewish Physician.
VILLANI, Florentine Historian.
Bonrirace VIIL, Pape,

Da Prato, Cardinal.

HiLarius, Franeciscan Monk,
%;gﬁ;ﬁg } : Jovial Friars,

Th:ee other Cardinals, Sundry Monks, Courtiers, &c.
Lara Dante's Stepmother.
BeaTRICE, Beloved of Darnte.
Pieccarpa Donatt, Sister of Corso.

In love with Dante.
Elderly Florentine Lady.

Gemma Donar,

Cunizza,
A Woman Messenger, Chorus of Nuns.



@he Scenes,

ACT I.
Prace: Florence. Time: 1289,

Scene l.—A Street,

SceNe 2.—A Garden.

Scene 3—The same,

SceNE 4.—A Tent in the Garden.

SceEnE 5.—Thtl1 Garden : [Huminations outside.
(& Vision o [1005.)

ACT |L
Prace: Rome. Time: 1300—1.
Scexe 1.—Giotto's Studio.
Scexe 2.-—The same,
SceNe 3.—The same.
Scene 4.—A Hall in the Pope's Palace.
ScenE 5.—Giotto's Studio.
(A Vision of Purgatory.)

ACT NI,
Prace: Pisa. Time: 1309—13,

Scene 1.—Cloister of 2 Monastery.
Scexe 2. The same.
Scene 3,—Street in Pisa.
SceNE 4. -The Cathedral.
{A Vision of Paradise.)




ACT L
(Time 1280,
Seeme I.—A Street in Flovence.  Military music heavd in the dislanes,

(Erter Filarius, Alberige, andyCatalans.)

Hirarivs : Strains of idelatry

Arperico : Good martial mosic, brothee. It reminds me of my
military days, before I took the habit It makes my hair creep
—that i3, it makes me fancy that my head is still nntonsared,

Caracano : ltmakes me feel that [ would like to dance and sing and
rejoice—in the Lord |

Hivarivs: It makes me jeel that T would like to weep for the sins of
Florence.

ALBERIGO ! What music is it, then ?

Hicarivs: Ah! Thou knowest not Florence. [t is the music of
idolatry. They are going to decorate the torso of Mars on the
Ponte Vecchio.

ALpErico : Ob impions ciiy |

Cataranwo: I wonder, if there are any libationsy as well as music
and flowers.

(Monhkish chant krard culside.)
Ah, those Dominicans |

ALperico : Domind canes, rather., Dogs of the Losd, how they howl!
i i e {Chans H‘;W. Halr-l'ia-il:mf: remetved. )

CATALANG £ y go, singing, dancing, laughing !

Avegrico: May the wrath of God devour

Hivarivs ; Nay, brother, may the grace of God open their eyes and
change t r hearts [

ﬂ“‘;"’fﬁ“ l Singing, dancing, laughing, there they go! L&t us
o

Hirarivs: No, let usgo uui mgl (Exit)

ALBERIGD ; 1

Cﬂ.u.mu I wonid rathu goand d 1

ALBERIGO ! Art thoa not an old soldier ?

Catararo : I am, but always found it easier to spill wine than bleod,
and dearer too, b-r Bacchus !

AvpeErico : 'What then has become of thy estate ?

mrmo?+ God kpows—God and hbis Chmm People! What of

ALpErico: I know not, thongh the stake was high! Hush, what
notse is that ?

Catarano (fstens): Oh, a faction fight. Come, let oz go, The
Guelfs and Ghibellines have met, and they are cutting a few
throats by way of ing, 1t isa sight to see, come |

ennl. Enter Dante)
Dante: Another fight. Ah, Florence !
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{Enter & Yourh, mﬁw.ﬁ
Tue Yourts {ie Dente) . Save me, save me!  He will kill me!
Dantr draws.  Enter Corso Donati with drawy suard.)
Corso : Thoon Ghibelline whelp |
(Makes a thrust af the boy,  Daunte wards off the blon:.
DantE rﬁmr & . Sﬁ:‘ai‘bl#is s,
CoRs0 g Back: Ah,art t the protecior of Ghibellines ?
o] r I he of the weak awmﬁf:m L
ANTE ; am the protector t strong, o
children against senseless fury. Thown shouldst fight with thy
equals, Corsal

L)

Corso ; With thee? " Draw then!

DanTE; Come, Corso, dd not let thy rage overmaster thee so |
LCorso: Draw!
_Dawte : Be reasonable, Corso,

Corso: Drawl

Daxte: If I must, I willl

{Dante hailf draws, but suddenly desists.  Ewter Beatrice with

ancther lady )
Bearnice faside} : Oh, m{sml . ik
¢ sainies Dante, onf o £,
Dante fmurmuringi; Love, Love | il !
Corso: Fool, fool | Buot I will meet thee in another mood | (Exit )
Danrte: Now doth it seem to me that I bave po longer an enemy
{Enter Guidd) and T could willingly pardon whosoever might
sin against me.
Gumoo: Ab, Dante ]| What ails thee ?
Dawte: I have ssen her!
Guioa: Then do thon come with me, for I bave good advise for
thee | (Exeuni.}

Seeme 1. —A garden in Dante's kowe,  Dante is discovered sitting on

& scal, dravwang.
(Enter Lapa)

Lara faside): He = at it again, my poor boy! (To Dante)
My soa.

DianTE fpuitiing the tablet aside) : Mother!

Lara: Thou art grown careless, my son, and it grieves me to see
thaah:;;u thy years in & vain sorrow that eateth away thy
man 3

Daxte ; Ah, mother, manhood endureth not the sorrow that hath
befallen me !

Lara: Theu shouldat say, rather, that it is not within the power
of ordin men 5o to apdure, but thon art oo ordinary man.
E'Id nall thy father, ere Eﬂtﬁ tha ﬂtﬁrnﬁ;:yul‘ dﬂl:ft'

teen long ;’mra ago, wast but a  Bes 1
within thee dwelt the soul of thy greater ancestry, and did
‘e not confide te Ser Brunetio as a sacred trust thy education ?
And thou knowest weil with what paternal care and kind
golicitude that trust has been kept,

Danre; Mother, I have known the sweetness cf life aod of love
and of the consciousness of power, but now I know how bitter




