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ﬂae echo of the rocksand avaﬁkca]mguishing Arcadian

FRANZ: Here agam,wilﬁ:l dreamer? You crept away o

our merry feast, and spoilt our guests’ pleasure, - .- -, b¥eawain ~ Franz speaks, and if he hears no answer, he will -
AMALIA: | am sorry for these innocent delights! When & command. S o \ §
dirge must still be ringing in your ears that sang your fa a1A: Command? You, reptile, command? command me? i
to his grave - ' "5 d if T throw your command back in your face with e
FRANZ: Would you mourn for ever? Let the dead sleep, corn? - _ _ : | i
make the living happy | T have come - . ANz You will not do that, I know a way that will nicely e
AMALIA: And when will you be goneagain? =~ ¢ f¥ tame your blind obstinate pride —a convent cell | ik
FRANZ: Oh, AmalialLet me not see these black, proud looks PAMALIA: Bravo! excellent! in a convent cell, spared your g

You grieve me. I have come to tell you - : '. basilisk’s look for ever, and with time enough to think of g

AMALIA: T suppose I must hear that Franz von Moor hat}

Kat, to cling to his memory. Welcome with your convent|
 succeeded tothetitle, . , _

your cellenfold me! :

. -':"
FRANZ: Yes, Tcame to hear what you would say — Maxi EAANZ: Halis it sol - beware ! Now you have taught me the 4
has been laid to rest with his forefathers. I am your lord any Bart of tormenting you - the sight of me shall scourge this .
mastet. But Amalia, I would be so in cvery respect. - You SR everlasting fancy of Karl from your head like a fury with il
remember what you have been to our family, :Moot SRR locks of fire, the bogey-man Franz shall urk behind your
treated you as his daughter, his love for you lives on ver's.image like the dog in the fairy-tale, that lay on the :L‘
after his death ~ can you ever forget that? REER derground treasure - by your hair I will drag you into the i
AMALIA: Never, never. Who could be so thoughless as.t03 chapel with my sword in my hand, force the oath of b
drown those memories in feasting ! . matrimony out of your soul, take your virgin bed by storm, - f
FRANZ: My father’s love for you must be repaid to his sons,§ d conquer your proud innocence with my greater pride. b
and Karl is dead - you wonder? you are giddy? Yes, trulyi§ ALIA [striking him across the face]: Take this for your dowry! £
the thought of it is so grand, so flattering, that it must ev NZ[provoked]: Ha! ten times and ten times more you shall i
numb a woman’s pride. Franz tramples upon the hopes : paid back for that! Not my wife — you shall not have the
the noblest young ladies in the land, Franz comes and offesy} onour - no, I will have you for my mistress, and honest 4
his heart and his hand to a poar orphan who would be help« peasant women will point their fingers at you if you dare to i1
less without him, and with it all his gold and all his castlefis cross the street. Yes, gnash your teeth - spit fire and venom B
and forests. Franz, whom men envy and fear, comes of higss om your cyes - I like 2 woman to be angry, it makes you 8

own free will to declare himself Amalia’s slave~ = -
AMALIA: Why does not the lightning split the blasphem
tongue that speaks such shameful words? You, you mur}
dered my love, and Amalia should call you husband ! you =
FRANZ: Not so hasty, your most gracious highness! - lg
true, Franz cannot mop and mow like a cooing
before you - true, he has not Jearnt to moan his lover’s plaif

ore beautiful, more desirable. Come - your struggling will

i be sauce to my triumph and spice to my pleasure when I
§= force my embraces on you — Come with me to my room -1

1 burning with desire ~ now, this minute you shall go with

e[ Acempting 10 dag er o -

QAMALIA[ falling upon him]: Forgive me, Franz![As he is about

embrace her, she snatches his sword from his side and steps
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* quickly back.] Look, villain, whatlmndowyonnow
a-woman, but:a woman in desperation — once dare:totlay
your lustful hands upon my body ~ this steel shall.piercs
your Joathsome breast, and my uncle’s spirit will dci
handlAway,dmmuml[DnvaHmmay]Ahlho good
how good ~now I can breathe — I felt T was strong as a fer
swed,ﬁmnthcngraspmuingdnemmphm:mbbu"
her cubs — A convent, he said! Thanks, for this happy di

- covery ! Now love: bcmyedhufomdmmg-pha-u

‘convent - theRedeemerscrom:sthemhng—phceforl

_betrayed. [Abouttogo.]

[Enter nERRMANN, timidly.] -
HERRMANN: LadyAmalmlLadyAmahal
AMALIA: Wretch, why do you disturb me? :
HERRMANN: I must shed this weight from my soul before 3

dngsmedowntohell [Falling at her feet] Forgive me for4
give me! I have wronged you grievously, Lady Amaln!
AMALIA: Standup!LmvemelIdonotwmtmhmrl
HERRMANN [detaining her]: No! Stay! In God’s name! In
God's eternal name, you shall hear it all|
AMALIA: Not another sound - I forgwe you - go home i
ce ! [Hurrying away.] - :

HE:;MALN%En hear me this one word - it will glve
peaccagain! < g

AMALIA [comes back and looks at him in amazemeut]
friend! - who, what on earth or in heaven can gn

again?

HBP:::A?: One single word from my l:ps-lman tomel 4

AMALIA [seizing his hand with ]Goodfcl]ow-mna
&omyourhpsdrawbacktheboluofmmxty? e

HERRMANN [standing up]: Karlisalivel - h®

AMALIA [arying out]: Miserable wretch! -

HERRMANN: Itlsso-Andoncwordmore-Younmclc-

AMALIA [rushing at him]: Youare lying - '

HERRMANN: Your uncle-

t1A: Karl is alive |

MANN: . And your uncle-

Lia: Karlisalive?

RRMANN: . Your uncle too - Do not betray me. [Rushes off]
" MALIA [standing as if petrified, then starting up unldly and ru.rhing
Ju-r h:m] Karl isalive!

SCENE 2

Acawmyscme,mthebanube.

.[11:: ROBBERS, wnpcdon risin ground beneath trecs. The
horses are grazing dmmhfll.] :

IMOOR: Hcre!musthe andmt[throwmghtmxlfon the ground).
My limbs are shattered and my tongue is dried up like a

potsherd.

SCHWEITZER creeps off unnoticed.]

-  would bid you fetch me a handful of water from the river,

: but you are all weary unto death.

fscHWARZ: And the wine in our wineskins is no more.

'_.1 oon .See how fair the corn stands| The trees almost break-

Eliing beneath their fruits. The vine full of promise.

tcxiMMm: It will be a fine harvest.

R: :You think so? Then one man is repaid for the sweat of

2 his brov, One! ~ And yet the night may bring hail, and all

B be beaten to the ground. :

cnwnz It may well be. All can be beamtothcglmmd,a

Bk few hours before the reapers are come.

MOOR: It is as I say A]lwxllbcbeancnmnothmgn&Why

:bould man succeed where he imitates the ant, when he is

d:wartcdwhcmhc:shkcthegodsPOtuthlsthehmn

€ destined for his endeavour?

#cHwARzZ: 1do not know,




