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THE LITTLE CORPORAL.



CHARACTERS,

ToE Mirgoie DR Br. Awpnd, a proscribed oobleman
acting 83 & lemder of the wuprising of Breton
pesaants against the Freoncl Rapublic.

Prerer Pemiteas, servant of the Margquls Jde St Aodrd,

JaoQuEs GROGNARD, Serweant of rrenadlera.

Aworer Bry, a Mamelnke chieftain.

Grer, s rerimental tailor.

Jewn Nraaun, a village cobbler.

UresX, the willare blaclksmith.

Roeer MiooLE, & tavern keeper,

Conepral. TViaNpH.

Clopporal HERARD.

JEAN Farcon, & Chousd leader.

JacgrErINg, the helle of a Bretom village.

Avery o6 Tinie¥enE, foster aister of Jucgueline.

BuLraNerrs,

NETUTALL
PRt wives of Awmulet Bey,
Kagsiue,

bl
Acwnoe, > drummer hays.
Musspom,

BapeTTE, # village girl,
Grueran MueaT,
" KienER.
LasvEs,
¢ Jumor.
Eyurne vr Bragnaryam
Ienmakn, an old Aral,



THE LITTLE CORPORAL.

ACT L

A flsking willage on the enast af Brittany. The right side
af the stage i veoupied by the (ldtean dv Sr. André, building
uf the sinteenth confury mrofitecture.  The walls are poartly
covered by moss and vines.  The UAdtenw hos an appearance
romdntic and mystericus, a¢ 1F o fued beon deserted for some
time, Al left i the cottage of the wiflage Blacksmith with o
Forge. Further down sage iz the colinge of the willage tailor,
At the buck of the stage wre vooks and « strip of beach, beyrond
which the seq 49 seen,

Two Dreton pecsants, an ofd man ond a doy, are coull.
ing ar old boat,  Fbhuy pegannts, ro men gnd o boys, are
huling in o seine,  On the highes! point of the rocks at back,
two peasant girle ore loaking out upon the sca, shading their
eyes ond telking together o8 if walching o ship in the distance,
An front of the cabaret Nicavy, Giuwr, Ueean und RogER
wre drinking,

At left sits & snan corving weoden hoes. Thoo peasant girls
ure mending nefs,

Ko. L—BRETCYN FIRIIERMAN'S S0NG,

Sovo. St. Bimwon was a Gesher-man,
Crorus. (Sing ho yol and & heave-a-hol)
Sor.o, Into hig net the firhea ran.
CHoRrUS. {(Sing ho yo! and a heave-a-ho!)
Sora, He only had to pray to get

A ton of herring in bis oet.
Seyvr.Cnorra.  Such luek as his we never mat,

(Sing cheerily, merrily heave-a-hol)

{ The distant chiming of the Angelus is heard. The peasants
all stop their work; the men take off their cape; ofl bow their
heads for a moment, while the belle are heard through orches-
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tral symphony.  Then all resume work and take up the second
stgnza of the rong,  During thiz second stanza the bells are
heard in the distance,)

Soro. 5t, Bimon was 80 good 5 man
Sumr-CuoRTs. (Bing ho yo! and a heave-a-hal}
SoLo. He never nsed a frying-pan,
Bemr-Crorme. (8ing ho yo! and s heave-a-ho!)

Foun Osoros.  He aald & pfay'r upon the spot,
Then heuled his pet and found s lot
Of fine fried fish all piping hot.
(Sing marry good masters, such lack is rare.)

(URpaN af ftadls, rapping with tunkard.)
Ra.p—mp—mp—rapﬁ Babette come here!

Our cops are low.  Fill up my dear!
Gmezr. And whon we drink, 2 toast’s the thing!
T'll give you onel My friends—the kgt

A [loudly). Tha king!
AN Oop Pragant, Hush! Notae loud!
ALL (sgftly). The king!

{ AR having tankards drink, The cry of an owl iz hegrd
in fhe distancs. AL Haten.  The 0wl cry i Aeord neater.)

CuoRTd (#0fle tocs).
"Tis the ery of the Chomans!  Some daoger is near,
Hush! Hush! Hush!
Baserre (up stage). *Tia a friend who's drawing near.
Thera's nothing to Tear,
Avr {gladiy). Friends! Ifriends!

(Tuaw Favcos, o Chouan bader, appearas sver the rocks.
He iz wounded, and Aas a bandage arcund kis head, fle
carries « sk, )

Juaw Farcoy, None of the Blnes about? No epica ?

CHORUS. None! None!

(A parey of Chouans enter.  They are all rovgh pegsands,
hronzed, their Aadr unkempt. Thelr garments are parily of
coarss finen, partly of goaf-skin, Some wear cowhide boots,
some wovden shoes.  Sowe wenr o Brefon hat; some wear
capa; aomme have Aordberehicfs tivd arovnd thelr heads. They
are grected by the peasanits.)

JEaN Farcox, Speak, is the coast quite clear?
CrouraNe. Ay, ayl
Jgax Farcox, Someons, my friendas, is hers ?
Avr.  Someone? Then say who ean this someone be ¥
Jran, Hist]! 'Tis a gnest 1 dare not name;

The lord of the ehdtean!
Cuorus, The Marquis ?




Jean. The same!
Crokus (with enthusiasm). The Marquis hail!

(Tae Mangris pe 8r. Awnri rushes in.  He d0 dressed ae
a Chonan leader,  _AY sureound him.)

Muamguis. Friendr] Comrades! Once again we meet.
With joy your faithful hearta 1 greet.
Loyal soals, let us advance,
And give onca more a King to France!

ROYALIST WAR SONG.—5r. Axprg axp CHORUA.
L

Do you hear the voice that’s calling you i ev'ry hreeze that
blows ?
It is throbbing like a bogle throngh the air,
"T'ip whispering of treachary; "tis muttering of foes
Who have brought our land to terror and despair,
The voice iz like a rolling drom heard faintly from afar,
A distant trummpet sounding the advance;
And at even in the southward there’s & red and faming star,
"Tis a signal to the loyal soms of Franee,

Bons of France, awake, arise!
For sabres your plowshares bring.
Lovalty your watchword! VYieto our prizel
F‘:ighyt i;,:)t' the right and the ].7'|:i.r|g’1r IR
Sone of Franee, your hour is nigh,
To the faith of your fathers cling.
Rise in your might! Conguer or die
For the King, song of France! TFor the King!

1L

They have robbed us of the lilies oo the baoner whice and
rold,
They have given us s standard red as fame,
And the sons that gave our nation all its glories manifold,
They have given unto death and unto shame,
The worship of our fathers they have bavished from the
land
And Death awaits to serve the tyrant’s voloe.
For the scaptre they have given na the bayomet and the
brand,
Let us fight them with the weapons of their choiee.



