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Extract from Lomdon correspondence of fvish Times, Aug. 35, 1877,

“Om Wednesday night chere was to have heen produced at a
London Theatrs a. Flay, by a yoong coontrymean of yours, Robert
Blake—The Play is satitled * The Nuns of Minsk : & Tals of Ruasian
Atrocities in Poland'  The license had been secured, the actors had
learned their parts, there had been several rehearsals, and all was
ready for the production, when suddenly the Manager took Fight at
the vehenence of the language and at the political allosions, and
insisted on a good deal of the Play being cut out before representa -
tion, Against this proceeding the Author indignantly protested,—
alleging that the propesed alerations would render the Plot unin-
telligible, and deprive the plece, as a whale, of alt claims to literary
or artistle disbnctden.  The result of the dispute bs that the Play has
been withdrawn., ¢ The Kuns of Minsk' is in blaok verst, with
choruses in dactylic and anapstic metres, It has been wery highfy
spoken of by those who have seen it and the choroses especially have
been proncunced to be exceedingly beautifnl ™
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DRAMATIS TERSONA.

SiEMssKO . . Bishop of the Greek Church—fermerly Bishop
af the Roman Catholic Chucch.

Ugaxnr . . . . Siemasks's Son—Governor of Minsk.

Magrena . . BHeverend Mother of the Bastlian Nuos, formerly

Wife of Siemasko,

Sistes Marv . . Her Danghter—a Novice,

Rosarae . . . Her Niece,

CHORUS OF NUNS—NTUNS AND 50LDIERS.






THE NUNS OF MINSK:

A TALE OF

RUSSIAN ATROCITIES IN POLAND.

ACT I.

Sceve 1.—A4 Room én the Convent af Minek,

—Enler Mawrens, Swrer Miey and
Roravis.

* Brerer Mary—When shall we take the black veil,
mother ?

Maxrexa—You still desire, my children, to resign
the world, and conseerate yourselves to
Heaven P

Swerer Mary—It I8 my earnest wish, mother,
What can the world give us that we have
not heret We love to work, we love the
trees and the birds, and we love quietness,
Do we nof, Rosalie !
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Rosarar—Yes, Mary, but I am not quite so brave
as you are. There is aomething fearful to
me in this dark dress of our mother’s,

* Besides, we do not know the world—we
might like it if we knew it.

Maxrzwa—Those who would know the world, my
innocent child, must buy their knowledge,
a8 Tive did by sacrifice of peace.

Rosauie—T can forgive Eve, mother. I am sure
if any one tempted me as she was tempted
I should fall! too, I should have been so
curious to know what the apple was like,

-Bierer Mary—TYou shonld pray for power to |
master uch feelings, Rosalie.

Magrgwa—The world is cold and eruel, my child-
ren, Poland to-day ia but a slanghter-house
where Huseian Dutchers kill—Iall for the
wolves, their only customers. The fields
reck with blood, and thousands who shll
cling to their religion are tortured and
driven into exile. God grant that these
sacred walls may preserve me and my child-
ren, but I fear—I fear!

Rosarre—Oh | mother. Don't speak like that,
you make my heart sink to hear you.

Srerwe Many—We mugt trust in God, Rosalie.,
He will take care of us,




