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CAST OF CHARACTERS:

.

DAVID BEN IBRAEL, a Jewish Prince, decended from the “Princes
of the Captivity."

BIR JUDAH, his nephew, agent of the Prince of Orange.
LEVT, atrusted servant of Ben Israel,

BIR WALTER TEMPLAR, lover of Hachel,

CHARLEH II.

LORD HAWEKLEY, a malignant plotter againat the Jews,

GABRIEL, servant-companion of 8ir Walter, who retalns hla rustie
rimplicities,

RACHEL, granddaughter of Ben Isracl,
ANNETTI, her foster-ainter.
MEG, godmother of Lord Hawley, and a hater of the Jews.
REBECCA, wife of Levi.
AUXILTARIES,

Hebrew People, Templar Men, Bishops, Rabbis, Chief Justice, (fovernor
of Prison, Chaplain, ete.

TiME :—Reign of Charles 11, Prace:—London,

Entered pecording to Act of Congress, in the year 1875, by
EDWARD W, TULLIDGE,
in the Office of the Librarian of Congress, at Washington.
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'BEN ISRAEL;

OR,

FROM UNDER THE CURSE.

ACT 1.

SCENE 1-—Magnificent gardens and mansion of Rachel, the sinper, in
the suburds of Lomdon, Several dents pitched and growps of Jews
in earnest compersation.  The sudiect s the veturn of the Jewws to
England after a banishment of four hundred years. Levi, a frusted
servant of David Ben firael, and his wife, Rebecca, in conversa-
fom in the foreground,

Lewi. 1 would the remnant of our tribe were come. 1 am not
trustful of the Christian’s love.

Rebecea. Yet Levi, hath the King of England promised fair,

Lewe.  So did a Christian king give us good quit of this fair land.
Bah |—a Chrisiian's covenant, and to a Jew! When was it kept,
Rebecca.

Reb.  Alas, Levi, when was it kept. The curse hath followed us
in every Christian land.

Lend, "Tis now three hundred years since a Christian king did
banish us from England’s shores.

Keb. More than three hundred years, is it not, Levi?

Lepi. Aye, so | think; may be three score; yet I am not certain
5 that it be as much; burt trouble me not with thy questions, Wouold
™ the remnant of our tribe were come.

Reb. 1 hear voices in the distance.
Lewi.  Our people come,  The God of Jacob be praised.
£eb, Nay, Levi; "tis an alarm.
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4 BEN ISRAEL, [acT 1.

Levi.  Out with our young men.  The spoiler is upon us.  { The

oup seize their firelocks and rusk off.) Ho, Reuben | my son!
{:’.‘aﬂmg fo one withont.) _Ho, Reuben, where art thou ?

(A Vorce witheut.) What, ho, old man?

Enter Sir JUDAH oF Nassau,

Lepd, A Christian? [fn anger and disgust) :

Sir Judak. Ha, hal At thy call, Levi, ({Sardemically )

Lewi, 1 called thee nott Thou hast no husiness in our camp.
{Sir Judak laughs sardomically agamn al Levd's misiaking him for a
Christadn ) Get thee gone, lest our young men do thee harm. Thou
art a Christisn and hath no business with us, I say.

Sir jJudek. Benot angered good Levi. I am not guife a Chris-
tian. But there [ will not masquerade at home, (Lifting kis beaver)
Look in my face, Levi, Hath it a Christian mould ?

Lepsi. Who art thou? I cannot recognize thee, Mine eyes are
no longer sightful. I know thee not ; who art thou ?

Reb. (who has seived a flambean and thrown dis gleam across the
countenance of Sir fudak), 'Tis Sir Judah of Nassau, our master’s
nephew. :

Leps, Yes, 'tis the boy, I had known thee Judah, at once, and
thou hadst not given our people this untimely terror at thy coming
but for thy Christian garb.

Sir Judah. Why, man, look not with such disgust upon my courtly
suit; it hath no moth nor mildew,

Levd, 1 like not thy garb, Judah. Nay, by our ancient covenant,
I like 1t not,

Sir fudah. Yet, Levi, hath it served our people well—aye well in
England, where I most would have it well.

Lepi.  And yet, boy, I like it not.

Sir _fudak. Thou art too exacting, Levi, in thine ancient ways.

Levi, Shame, Judah! Despise not our ancient ways; they have
prezserved our people,

Sir fudak. As friend and advocate of young Prince William’s cause,
I have been welcomed at the court of Charles of England, where had
1 been offensive as the Jew, the Turk had been a better servant for
the house of Nassau.

oLevi. What | didst deny thy race and faith?  Didst turn a Chris-
tain in the deed as in the seeming? Shame, Judah, shame! Thy
apostacy, boy, for the sake of prince's smiles will break thy uncle
David's heart. Would that our people had turned their face toward
the Fast and not come hither.
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Sir Judak. Nay, good Levi, I denied no race and confessed no
faith.

Lews.  Art thou not known at the court of this Christian king?
Thy uncle, David, said 'twas Judah who had won us welcome here.

Sir Judah. Be satisfied with my uncle David’s word that his
nephew hath prepared in Eogland a welcome resting place for the
wandering race, which not even thyself, old wan, loves better than
does Judah.

Rebecca. Qur people come ! [ Enter a fribe of Jews c. wilh Dawd
Ben forael among them in Ais concealed character. Rachel f5 lead-
ing them infe camp wpon her own grounds with a chorur of men and
maidens.

We've hung our harps on the willows;
By the rivers of Babylon wegt;

We wept when we thm[!fht of Zion,
But the ways of our God we kept,—

Our Father's God,
Wha Tifts the curse.

The curse is lifting—
Lifting from our heads.

We take our harps from the willowsa
And the songs of our gladness resume,
Nor weep when we think of Zion
But the praise of vur God we'll tune,—
Our Father's God,
Who lifta the curse;
The curse is lifting—
Liifting from our heada.

Rackel. {awith a standard in ker hand.) These are my grounds.
Here pitch ye all your tents, O, men of Judah, and plant this stand-
ard of our royal race. (grver the standard to one of the iribe) This
land be our second Zion,

Dapid. Aleader| A leader!

Lepi, A woman, yet with David's soul.

Sir_fudak. A spirit of the past.

Rache!. Plant David's standard there. (#he fride hesitate.) What,
men of Jodah do ye fear to raise the standard of our race?

David. Perchance it may offend this Christian king.

Rachel, Wherefore offend?  'Twas David’s horn that did anoint
his head ; and Judah’s emblem over this proud land already waves.

Dawid. Maiden, we are not now in our own land. Let thy intent
suffice,

Rackel. MNay, O, Patriarch of Israel, let the standard this day
wave above our people.
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Dapid. Davghter thou temptest me almost beyond the old man’s
prudence.  Yet, child, were it thus in our own land, oid as T am, I
could not bid thee hold. :

Rackef. All lands are ours ! All lands are ours by the very carse
which hath for ages followed uvs, and destiny hath led us to these
shores.

David. The spirit of her race hath fallen upon her.

Rachel 'The spirits of the mighty dead are moving me. Oft in
the silence of the mystic pight, I hear their voices speaking won-
drous things of [srael’s past and still more woadrous words prophetic
of his coming destiny, This was my native land, O, men of Jacob.
Orphaned at my very’ birth, 8 Christian mother reared the Jewess
chiid as "twere her own. Yet yearning for my race I found ye out,
but still was England my dear native land. (fakimg the standard
back)  Here had I seen great David's standard wave, as though he,
himself, had sat on England’s throne—and fancied in the apes long
since gone one of our royal blood did plant it thus—as I do here again,
O, England now—thy sign and ours! Bow toit men of Judah!
{ Pieture. Change.)

SCENE z.—A4 road mear the mansion of the Jewess. Enfer LorD
HawgLEY and Air foster-mother, MEG.

Hawkley. Mother Meg, take this letter to Father Peters, of the
Holy Order of the Jesnits. You will find him at the house of James,
Duke of York.

Mey.  Yes, my son; I know, I know,

Hawkley. My carriage is yonder in the road; and the coachman
has instruction to drive you to the house of the Duke of York as fast
as horse can bear you. Away mother Meg at once.

Mey. Ay, ay, my son.

Hawk. Be fleet as the wind, and it be possible, in your return to
me with the answer from Father Peters.

Mep.  As fleet my son as your rare blooded horses can speed me,

Hawk. Away, then, mother.

Mer. Aye, my son; fleet as the wind will your old foster mother
ride for yon. (Exit L)

Hawk. 1 diacern some design on my own affairs in Ben Israel's
schemes in settling his accursed tribe in England, as he has already
dune in Holland. His agents have pursued me, as though they loved
me, with offers of heavy loans, at trifling interest, until I am involved
beyond redeeming. (Sir Judah agpears ®., recognizes Hawhley and
withdraws.} And these Jews from Holland, who have landed to-day,
are those agents and my creditors. They seem, by their humble
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manners and garbs, to be the poorest vagabonds of their hated tribe;
but I discovered in them my creditors, and know them to be the
moneyed princes of Europe. Vet this Ben Israel and his crafty
nephew, Bir Judah of Nassan, have designs on me. I must consult
the Duke of York and Father Peters on the matter; but be those de-
signs on me what they may | am heart and hand with the Duke of
York to have the accursed tribe again expelied from England.
(Exit L)

Sir JunaH OF NassAU enfers ar HAWKLEY exifs.

Sir Judak. Yes, my Lord of Hawkley, David Ben Israel and his
crafty nephew have some designs on thee, as thou sayest; and for the
reason that thou, aiding the Duke of York and the Jesuits, hast some
malicious designs against their people. How apt these Christians
are—aye wise men too—who are fortified by favored fortune-—how
apt to talk as they were modern Solomons, risen to shame our great
ancestor—with proverbs of the cunning of the Jews. My Lord of
Hawkley, cunning 5 Nature's profection of the weak against the
sirong, S0 look well to thy feet, my Lord of Hawkley, for the cun-
ning nephew of Ben Israel ison thy tracks. {Change.)

Beene 3. Gardens as before in the suburbs of London. Court pai-
lants, goblets in hand, come from one of the bowers.

Charles. Gad's death! 'Tis time we pledge
The hours of this paradise. So to the Star of Judah !

Galfants. (all excepting Hawhkley) The Star of Judah!

Hawkicy. The Devil take the Jews!

Sir_fudak. (entering as mentor of the King and agent from Helland)
Amen, my lord. The Devil will take care of them.

Chas.  Ah, sir mentor, just from Holland? Good. 'Tis oot be-
fore we needed thee,

Sir Jud, From Holland, sire, envoy from the States General and
servant of your majesty’s rare nephew, Wiiliam, Prince of Orange.

Chas. Ah! How is the young Dutch hero? Gad's death!
There's that about the rogue we like, though he hath urged the States
to war with England.

Sir fud. That is because your Majesty, urged by your brother James,
takes up the canse of France against your Protestant allies, the Dutch.

Chas. The boy is mad and stands in his own light.
Why sides he not with Louis and with me,
Who'll re-instate his house ?  We need the help
O France, but most the gold of Lows, (i joined dy Lord Hawkley)
What say you to that, my lord of Hawkley?



8 BEN ISRAEL. [Aex 1.

Hawk. To what, your Majesty ?
Chas. Do not our ministers need Louis" gold ?
Hawk., Not more than does their king.
Sir Jud. Then borrow of the Jews, your Majesty,
And do not England's honor sell to France,
Nor England pawn unto the Papal power,
Hawp, Keep goard upon thy tongue. "Twas thou who didst
Persuade his Majesty to hive the Jews
In England after we were quit of them
Four hundred years.
Sir fud. The bees make honey for the land ;
1 own I did advise his Majesty to hive them here,
Hawk, Now may the Devil take the Jews, say [
Sir fud. You said it bot 2 while ago, my lord,
Perhaps your lordship hath forgot
The proverb, that the fiend cares for his own,
Chas. A truce to this banter. We are here to hail the queen of
somg at her own court.  Join with your prince, gailants. Hail to the
Star of Judah—Rachel, the enchantress ! ([ Exir inde mansion.)

Courtiers acclaim with the king and follow him into the mansion of
the fewess, excepiing HAWKLEY, mlto divects Ris curse af the howse

Hawk. Curse thee, thou subtle agent of this Orange Frince,
And curse the Jews, whom Rome hath more to fear
Than from the heretics about the throne.
And curse thee, too, thou royal fool | Would that
Thy brother James now reigned in England.

Enter MEG, cautiously looking around.

Mer.  Hist, my son.  Tis thy old god-dame,
Hawk. Ha] Mother Meg! Retorned? What say the Holy
Fathers #

Meg.  Of that anon. I choked with rage to hear the king drink
to this Jewish witch, and then to hear the courtiers shout as if they
were about to crown a queen.

Hawk. You heard the king, then, Meg ?

Meg. Ay! That did I. A legion fiends possess
The fool, [ zay, for harboring the Jews,

Hfawk. Ben Israel has my castle and estates
Uuder his bonds weli nigh to their full worth.

Meg.  Thou shouldst have borrowed of the devil first,
Hawk., Or taken subsidies from France.




