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DRAMATIZ PERBONZE,

WALTER esvesa annssenseess & Foundling,

Lorp MONTRAVERS csvureae

MONTGOMEBRY susneireesss A Foung Nobleman.
FIToALLAN vavenswnens onoo  Nephew of Lady Lovatt,
ONRIO gevasaninsvis weeens  Fitzallan’s Confederate.
JOUN wvvesrivnsrinnsress Servant of Montravers,

Outlaws, Qfficers, Countrymen, &e.

LAY LOVATT werevavssnse A Widow.

TsABELLA +vvusenvronenrns Hor Daugher,

Lany MONTRAVERS oovvyars

LAy EMMA . .vuiunvaess  Daughter of Montravers,
MaARY covrensvnninrarsnns. Lady Emma's Attendant.






WALTER.

ACT 1.
BCENE I —Room in Monfravers’ Mansion.

Lapy MonTraveErs, MoNTRAVERS, and Emma.

HMantravere. Eotreat no more; your prayers to me are
Vain,
A daughter’s greatest virtue is obedience.
[Erit Montravers.
Emma. [Kneeling.] Then, mother, hear mel hear your
wretched child |
In mercy, plead for me, or see me perish !
Lady M. I plead not for an ingrate. To your room,
And make your choice of what your father offers.
Rank, honours, wealth, lie waiting at your feet,
Which you would forfeit for a beggar’s brat,
Brought up by charity. If yon forget
Your station, and, upon Montravers' house,
Would bring shame and dishonour, *tis my daty
To thwart your achemes, and bring you to obedience.
[Exit Lady M.
Emma. [Rising.] Say, doIwake? or does some horrid
am
Oppress my Eroubled mind ? It eannot he—
It surely ia some fearful phanfom weighe
Upon my breast! Oh, for some friendly band
»
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To shake it from me! [If no hand is near,
Then eomae ye rattling thunders to my aid—
¥e howling winds, that from the mountain®s brow
Uproot the pine, or lay the sturdy cak
In wide-spread ruing! Oh, for one dread shake
To ronse me, though it were great Nature's self,
And in the act, the earth itself should gape !

I a pawse—reeollecting herself.
. Oh, heaven! oh, earth! and all ye depths below !
Do I then live, and whet I hear is real I—
Is every hope that my fond heart could form
Thus crushed for ever? A month—one little month !
I shudder at the thought—to wed another—
Become the slave of one I cannot love :—
Is there no chance, no path for safety left.?
Must 1, then, wed Montgomery, or become
An imgpious blasphemer of our faith 7—
The one that nnte Heaven devotea her days,
Should bid the world farewell before she enters
The convent’s gloomy cloister. Not a thought
Of earth, its cares, ita fears, its hopes, its loves,
Should lurk within her breast: her very breath
Should have a heavenly odour, as an angel,
Breathing extatic praise, or else her prayers
Are blasphemies. And can [, then, expect
Peace to my throbbing heart, when all my thonghts
Cannot be centred on that power divine :
Too oft my pater nosters would hegin—
“ My Walter | —oh, my Walter " ¢ 4 deggar's bras!
Brought up by charity "—could language utter
More hareh unfecling words ? His looke, his mien,
His very tongue, proclaims his noble birth,
Though lost to friends, and reared by Conrtnay’s kindness.

Enter Mary.

Mary. What ails my honoured miatress? Yom appear
Lost in reflection, and much agitated.
Perhapa the thought of your approaching marriage
Much occopies your mind ?

Emma., DMary, it does.
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_ Mary, Feel you not happy at the splendid prospect
Of fortune, titles, honours, that await you ?
Emma. Oh,very happy ! so happy, [ could weep
My blood for tears. Yes, happy as the wretch
That knows the morning calls him to the wheel,
To perish in the agony of torture ;—
And yet not quite so, for to him the thought
Of death approaching blunts the sting of pain ;
Whilst I am dotined in agony to live,
Bereft of even the hopes of death to end it |
Mary. What means my Lady, that you thus bewail
A happiness that thousands well might envy ?
Emina, Let them, then, be happy, if the glare
Of tingelled wealth can yield them any pleasure :
Tt is not so with me.—I have a heart,
At lenst, I had one, that conld well despize
The show of atately pomp. I would have mine
The man, whose thoughts could acar abova this earth,
And with his mind could grasp the universe,
Aas in his gpan ; one that loves Nature's charms ;
With a heart to feel for others; kind, hamane,
Brave, and yet gentle; one who strongly feels
For Freedom’s cause ; n patriot, but loyal ;
And if ought else could make man more exalied,
He should be my choice. Buch one 1 found,
And now he's lost; yes, lost to me for ever;
And with him gone my heari—my peace—my hope!
[ Weeps.
Mary, {Weeping.] Your tears infeet me: sorely I have
eaught
The will to weep myself] Do you mean Walter {
Emma. 1do. Ourlove with childhood aprang. Uatil
He left to join the Army, I ne’er thought
"Twas aught, save friendship ; bnt the parting came,
And then the truth came too, You know he went,
And for three yeara obtsined renown in arms.
Lord Courtnay’s wound compelled him 1o retorn,
And Walter came with him. We again have met,
‘Whilst, at my feet, he breathed his ardent prayer
Unto a heart already doting o him
My father stole upon us—tore him from me,
And spurned him from these walls, Mary, do goo. e



