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PERSONS.
—_—

Kmvg ALFRED.
Erswrraa, his Queen.
Belrna, his Sisler.
Epwarp and ETHELWARD, Fey Princes.
GoraroM, the Danish Viking, .
Ernervory, Headman of Somerseis.
HerEwsrn, Heqdman of Wilts.
WuLr, a boorish Oeltic Negtherd..
Eaga, Air old viven Wige.
Bipkoo, & Danisk Jard
TeeE CHIEF BRALD.
Exerien Lorna.
A GAOLER.
Daxiag axp Britise SoLpieks, &o.

— e e

Seenee laid in Wilte snd Somersats : at Chippenham, Ethanduno,
Atholugy, 2ad Glastouhury.

Dresses, Arms, Standards, Appointments, and Architecturs of
the Pericd. Innidents, chiefly historical.

Time of Action a few days . including the 23#d of March, 875 : the
victory of Ethanduna having been gained on
Enster Day in that rear.

The Overture to be gxclusively English and national music: to
comamence with wailing Welsh or old Dritish tones, then to swell
into marches and military Bardism —thereafter to change graduslly
into other vecognised national mirs; a well wronght cento of tunes,
including (for axample) ** The Bay of Biscay,” * Rule Britannis,”
and so forth, ending with ** God save the Queen.” The like music
between the Acts.






ACT L

SCENE 1.

A desolate heath near Chippenhamn Castle,—the wind
sighing, and the rear of batilc ir the dislauce: o long
pause: then a rout of fAying Englivh and purswing Danes
in the buck of the stage; with afteriards o wounded white
horss, royally eaparisoned, and yiderless, galioping across.
After thiz ¢ dull 1 and then hurriedly from oppesile points,
back and front, ETHELNOTE and HEREWARD vu# in, with
mace and sword, bloady.

HEBEWARD (eagerly).

‘Where's the King ?—where's the King P— -
ErmELNGTA,

: Alag! alas!
I wuch do fear me dead: his milkwhits charger,
Ever the very foous of the fight,
Fell with him o'er a heap of dead and dying,
And, madden'd by the arrows, broke sway
Loaving the King afoot. T saw him stand
Surrounded by a jackal pack of Denes,
The very lion at bay ; they erowded on,
But still he slew and slew, hoaps spen heaps ;
I strove to reach him, but could not get nigh ;
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For, wieldiog his red maea like Thor himself
Stoutly he ¢lsft & narrow bloody lane

Right through their opposite hoat,—and then, as il
Fell'd by some coward caitiffs frorm behind,

1 lost his gold-sphered head |

HEREWARD,
Woe worth the day !

Wich Alfred's death, whet hope for England’s Tif ?

Eraciyors (despondingly).
What hops :—for Alfred is the soul of England
Of froe, brave, honourable, religions England,—
That doth with an indomiteble will
What Duty hath dstermined shail be done :
And, with him deod, slas, for England dead !
Besing the doys ere evil, and her sons
Through mammon-worship and the selfishnesa
Of peace and guistness at sny price
Are thus degenerate from old eountry love,
Why, friend,—onr magnates, baser than cheir names,
To save their rank, sod still upen the poor
To trample with 4 rich man’s oruel heel,
All, save our gallant fow in Bomerset,
Have covertly pone over to the Dane,
Worship his Reven, vall this Guthron king,
And in their quaking crafty avarica
Protending peace with all men, brotherheod,
And universal love,—that poppy milk
Of poiscned humon kindgsss,—have deserted
Alfred to fight for England all alone !

HEREwARD.

Alome ?—nay, Etheluoth,—for some stand with him.
ETHEINOTH.

We will not boast ourselves, good Hereward,
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Bat of the nobler and the ricker sort

All else have been corrupted by the Dene,
Flattered,—or frightensd at hie pirate fist
Clutching their moneybege,—thus to stand baek
And lenva our English Alfred all aione!

HEXEWARD,
Alone }—yet ars there millions with the King :
O Bir, the country’s beart, the country’s strength,
Her thews and muscles sll are with the Eing,—
The People are for England end the King,—
And God with us,—then say not thon alotis !

_ ETHELNOTH,
My noble friend, forgive,—and Heaven forgive
That false and feeble word of fear, alone:
O wige and good rebuke l-—my viston elears,—
Alona ? I sea go many now with us,
All that js henest, earnest, brave in Eagland,
And God Himself on onr side for the right,
That none but perighabls evil things
Would seenn (o be against us. Yet, sh ! drcud
Unspeskable, O ruin past tepair,
If English Alfred with his battleaze
Hath bewed him out culy & grave,—
[Wurr the neatherd runs in, ridiculously frightened.
—Htond back !—
Hpeak, sirrab,—leave thy gaping. A
WuLr.
Mighty captains,
How went the battle down in Wilts? which won,
Saxon or Dane 7 thers's plenty o' both sbout,
Axemen and pikemen, sword and mace and bowinen,
I'm so afeard st all o them,—which side won 7

OerewaRD.
Art thou for Alfeed, chul ?
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WuLr.
Nay, mighty captiin,
Art thou for Alfred ? T'm—for—you, great eaptains,—
Ie then the Saxon or the Dene my lord 7
ETHELROTH.
Alfred is lord and king sbove thee, churl.

WuLrr,
Just what yon archor told me,—to the word :
A wounded dusty relic of the fight
Now biding st my hovel ; when I nsked
Which side hed won, and who was lord and king,—
He guoth, quoth he,—

ETHELROTH.

Btop, sirrab ¢ lead us atraight
To see this archer ; he may bring percheanca
Bowme tidings of the king : we'il to thy hovel.

[they go out.

SCENE II.

The neatherd's kut. TFoda, the housewife, conmes in,
and busier herself’ about kneading dough, poing first up fo
ALFRED, who, dicguised ar an archer, mends his broken
bow Beside a hearth.

. ‘Eaaa (angrily).

Nay now, young man, bat I hesrd thee amouthing and
araving and tongue-clappering lustily ; snd all about
England's woea forsooth! Why, yoll soare my fowls : and
thore's the old groy hen esitting on thirteen egge to hatch
come Woden's-day : s plague on ihy thriftless clamonring !

ALFRED,
{fooking up, and feeling the point of an ariew.)
Dame, I will hold my peaoa, )



