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ADVERTISEMENT.

TuE fact of a father having married the lady betrothed
to his son, occurred in the case of Fhilip the 2nd of Spain,
and of D'Este, one of the Dukes of Ferrara. This fact I
have borrowed, as well as the circumstance of the father
condemning his son to death. In other respects, the
Tragedy is, as far as I know, original. The character
of the pensitive Mirandola, more particularly, is unbor-

rowed.

That the Tragedy has succeeded so well must be
ascribed, no doubt ima material degree, to the great
exertion of the performers ; and the pleasant task remains
to me of saying how much I am sensible of the really
masterty delineation which Mr. Macready gave of the



L7 ANVERTISEMENT.

varying and difficult character of Mirandola, and of the
high and perfectly admirable portruit which Mr. C. Kem-
ble embodied of the son. Indeed I owe my best thanks
to ALt concerned in the representation of the Tragedy,
to Mrs. Faucit, Miss Foote (the beantiful representative
of Isidora) Mr. Abbott, Mr. Egerton, and Mr. Con-
ner; for ol were most zealous, and exerted their talents
with the greatest possible effect.

I must not let this oppartunity pass of saying that
I owe much to Mr. Macrendy, whose kind and valuable
suggestions mduced me to ecncentrate the incidents
in the latter part of the play more than I had origi-
nally intended to do. Hewill, I hope, be content with
this sincere but very inadequate acknowledgement of the
friendly interest which he has evinced throughout all the
progress of the play.
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PROLOGUE
SPOKEN BY MRA. CHAPMAN,

{WEITTEN BY A PRIERD.)

TroveH, for two hundred yesrs, the stage has been
A varying story, shifting seene by scene
From wit to ril , B8 veered the age.
*Til beth were lost in one wide sea of rage;
Yet, for a time, a crowd of mighty men
Flourished in Britain, their sole arms—the pen,
The Poet's pencil, dipp*d in living light,
‘That flowed from beaming day or stacry night ;
Their music such as sprang from winds or fioeds,
Their colours those which hang the waving woods,
The rocks, the vallles, and the cireling shy ;
Their spirit the same which tas thre' years gone by
Lived—oh ! and still, ss fuir ax in its youth,
Barvives,—immutable, immortal TRUVE
Their words—(no heavy colnage of the brain,
Wrought with dull teil and wninspized pain,)
Came from the gently-stricken heart's rebound,

* Like natural echoes from some plessant sound.

Of late some Poels of true mind have writ
Lines that have relished of the ancient wit :
To-night, another, not unknown-—yet one
Who feels that much is to be lust—and wou,
Comes with a few plain words, honestly told,
Like those Lis mightier masiers spoke of old,
And anxious that his story may by you
Be found to every answering feeling frue,—
On no huge sounding words Lie rests his fame;
No mighty sentencss his pride proclaim :

To woo you—win you,—aa they did of yoie,
in better times, be asks—and asks oo more.
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SCENE—At and near Mirandela, in faly.



MIRANDOLA.

ACT I

SCENE L
T%e outer yard of an fnn on the road to Mirandola,

BraTriok enters from the Tnn.

Bea. 1 thought 1 heard the trampling of horses.
Marco [—There are so few travellers whe pass this road,
that really we must make the most of all who come.
Hark ! that was certainly a home's step—Mareo l—
There, again | somcbody is certainly coming. (She fis-
tens.) :

Marco enters.

Marco. By Beint Peter, this will be & rare day to
go to sleep in. Therell be nothing awake to-day but
the sun, and my wife.” Why, Beatrice, what's the mat-
ter? Are you bentdouble before your time? She
looks like Fine-ear, in the Fairy tale, who listens to hear
the grass grow. Beatrice !

Beatrice. Hark! don’t you hear ¥
. Merco. Hear? no; and yet—Ha! I do hear some-
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