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            AUTHOR’S PREFACE.
   

         

         HREE sorts of spectators compose what we are accustomed to call the play-going public. Firstly, women; secondly, thinkers; and thirdly, the general crowd. That which the last-named chiefly requires in a dramatic work is action; what most attracts women is passion; but what the thoughtful seek above all else is the portrayal of human nature. If one studies attentively these three classes of spectators this may be remarked; the crowd is so delighted with incident, that often it cares little for characters and passions.
         1
       Women, whom action likewise interests, are so absorbed in the development of emotion, that they little heed the representation of characters. As for the thoughtful, they so much desire to see characters, that is to say living men, on the scene, that though they willingly accept passion as a natural element in a dramatic work, they are almost troubled by the incidents. Thus what the mass desires on the stage is sensational action; what the women seek is emotion; and what the thoughtful crave is food for meditation. All demand pleasure,—the first, the pleasure of the eyes; the second, the gratification of the feelings; the last, mental enjoyment. Thus on our scene are three distinct sorts of work; the one common and inferior, the two others illustrious and superior, but all supplying a want: melodrama for the crowd; tragedy which analyzes passion for the women; and for the thinkers, comedy that paints human nature.

         Let us say, in passing, that we do not lay down an infallible law, and we entreat the reader to make for himself the restrictions which our opinions may contain. Rules always admit of exceptions; we know well that the crowd is a great body, in which all qualities are to be found,—the instinct for the beautiful and the taste for mediocrity, love of the ideal and liking for the matter-of-fact. We know also that every great intellect ought to be feminine on the tender side of the heart; and we are aware that, thanks to that mysterious law which attracts the sexes to each other, as well mentally as bodily, very often a woman is a thinker. This understood, and after again beseeching the reader not to attach too rigid a meaning to our statement, there only remains for us to proceed.

         To every man who considers seriously the three sorts of spectators we have just indicated it will be evident that all are to be justified. The women are right in wishing to have their hearts touched; the thinkers are right in desiring to be taught; and the crowd is not wrong in wishing to be amused. From these established facts the laws of the drama are deduced. In truth, that fiery barrier called the footlights separates the world of reality from that ideal world where the dramatist’s art is to create, and make live in conditions combined of art and nature, characters, that is to say, and we repeat it, men; into these men and these characters to fling the passions which develop some and modify others; and at last, in the conflict of these characters and these passions with the great laws of Providence to show human life, that is to say events, great and small, pathetic, comic, and terrible, which prove for the heart what we call interest, and for the mind what may be considered the truths of moral philosophy; such is the aim of the drama. One sees that the drama is tragedy by its illustration of the passions, and comedy by its portrayal of characters. The mixed drama is the third great form of the art, comprising, encircling, and making fruitful the two others. Corneille and Molière would remain independent of each other if Shakespeare were not between them, giving to Corneille his left hand, and to Molière his right. In this manner the two opposite electric forces of comedy and tragedy meet, and the spark struck out is the drama.

         In explaining, as he understands them, and as he has already often stated, the laws and the end of the drama, the author is not ignorant of the limitation of his own powers. He defines now—and let it be so understood—not what he has done, but what he has endeavored to do. He shows what his aim was. Nothing more.

         We can but write a few lines at the beginning of this book; we have not space for necessary details. Let us then be permitted to pass on, without dwelling otherwise on the transition from the general ideas which we have just indicated, and which in our opinion, the conditions of the ideal being maintained, rule the entire art, to some of the special reflect ions which this drama, Ruy Blas, will suggest to the attentive mind.

         And first, to take only one side of the question, from the point of view of the philosophy of history, what is the spirit of this drama? Let us explain. At the moment when a monarchy is about to fall several phenomena may be observed. First, the nobility has a tendency to break up, and in dissolving divides after this fashion:—

         The kingdom totters, the dynasty destroys itself, law decays; political unity crumbles away by the action of intrigue; the best born of society are corrupt and degenerate; a mortal enfeeblement is felt on all sides without and within; great purposes of the state fall low, and only little ones stand forth—a mournful public spectacle; more police, more soldiers, more taxes; every one divines the end has come. Hence among all there is the weariness of expectancy and fear of the future, distrust of all men, and general discouragement, with profound discontent. As the malady of the State is in the head, the nobility, who are the nearest, are the first attacked. What becomes of them then? One party, the least worthy and the least generous, remains at court. All will soon be engulfed, there is no time to be lost, men must hasten to enrich and aggrandize themselves and profit by circumstances. Each thinks only of himself. Without pity for the country each man acquires a little private fortune in some department of the public evil. He is courtier and minister, and hastens to be prosperous and powerful. He is clever and unscrupulous, and he succeeds. Offices of the state, honors, places, money, they take all, and covet all, and pillage everywhere; they live only for ambition and cupidity. They hide the evils which human infirmity may engender, under a grave exterior. And as this debased life, given up to the excitements of the vanities and pleasures of pride, has for its first condition oblivion of all proper sentiments, a man is made ferocious by leading it. When the day of misfortune arrives some monstrous quality is developed in the fallen courtier, and the man becomes a fiend.

         The desperate state of the kingdom drives the other half of the nobility, the best and best born, into another mode of living. They retire to their palaces, their estates and country houses. They have a horror of public affairs, they can do nothing, the end of the world is at hand, what use is it to lament? They must divert themselves, and shut their eyes, live, drink, love, and be merry. Who knows? Have they not yet perhaps a year before them? This said, or even simply thought, the gentleman takes the thing in earnest, multiplies his establishment tenfold, buys horses, enriches women, orders fêtes, pays for orgies, flings away, gives, sells, buys, mortgages, forfeits, devours, gives himself up to money lenders, and sets fire at the four corners to all he has. One fine morning a misfortune happens to him. It is that, though the monarchy goes down hill at great speed, he himself is ruined before it. All is finished, all is burnt. Of this fine blazing life there remains not even the smoke that has passed away; some ashes, nothing more. Forgotten and deserted by all except his creditors, the poor gentleman then becomes what he may,—a little of the adventurer, a little of the swash-buckler, a little of the Bohemian. He sinks and disappears in the crowd, that great, dull, black mass, which until this day he has scarcely noticed, from afar off, under his feet. He plunges therein and takes refuge there. He has no more gold, but there remains to him the sun, that wealth of those who have nothing. At first he dwelt in the highest society; see, now that he herds with the lowest, and accommodates himself to it, he laughs at his ambitious relative who is rich and powerful; he becomes a philosopher, and compares thieves to courtiers. For the rest he is good natured, brave, loyal and intelligent; a mixture of poet, prince and scamp; laughing at everything; making his comrades to-day thrash the watch, as formerly he bade his servants, but not doing it himself; combining in his manner, with some grace, the assurance of a marquis with the effrontery of a gipsy; soiled outside, but wholesome within; and having nothing left of the gentleman but his honor which he guards, his name which he hides, and his sword which he shows.

         If the double picture we have just drawn is a faithful representation of the state of all monarchies at a given moment, it is especially and in a striking manner true of that of Spain at the close of the seventeenth century. Thus, if the author has succeeded in executing this part of his plan, which he is far from assuming, in the drama before the reader, the first half of the Spanish nobility of that period is depicted in Don Salluste, and the second half in Don Cæsar; the two being cousins, as is seemly.

         Here, as throughout, let it be well understood that in sketching our outline of the Castilian nobles towards 1695 we would wish to reserve rare and revered exceptions. Let us continue.

         Always in examining this monarchy and this epoch, below the nobility thus divided—and which up to a certain point may be personified in the two men just named—one sees trembling in the shade something great, gloomy, and unrecognized. It is the people. The people for whom is the future but not the present; the people orphans, poor, intelligent and strong, placed very low, and aspiring very high; bearing on their backs the marks of servitude, and in their hearts the premonitions of genius; the people serfs of the great lords, m their abject misery, in love with the only form which in this decaying society represents for them in divine radiance authority, charity, and fertility. The people should be represented in the character of Ruy Blas.

         Now above these three men, who thus considered should make move and he apparent to the spectator three facts, and in these facts all the Spanish monarchy of the seventeenth century,—above these men, we say, is a pure and luminous creature, a woman, a queen. Unhappy as wife, because she is as if she had not a husband; unhappy as queen, because she lives as if without a king; inclining towards those beneath her by royal pity, and also perhaps by womanly instinct, looking downwards, while Ruy Blas—personification of the people— looks up.

         In the author’s opinion, and without wishing to slight what the accessory characters may contribute to the truthfulness of the entire work, those four personages, so grouped, comprise the leading principles which present themselves to the philosophical historian of the Spanish Monarchy as it was a hundred and forty years ago.
         2
       To those four personages we might add. a fifth, namely, Charles the Second. But in history, as in the drama, Charles the Second of Spain is not a figure, but a shadow.

         Now let us hasten to say that what has just been stated is not an explanation of Ruy Blas. It is only one of the aspects. It is the impression which, if the drama be worth studying seriously and conscientiously, would be produced on the mind from the point of view of the philosophy of history.

         But, small as it may be, this drama, like everything in the world, has many aspects, and it can be looked at in many other ways. One can take many views of an idea, as of a mountain. It depends on our position. Let pass, for the sake of making ourselves clear, a comparison that is infinitely too presumptuous. Mont Blanc seen from the Croix-de-Fléchères does not resemble Mont Blanc seen from Sallenches. It is, however, always Mont Blanc.

         In the same manner, to descend from a very great thing to a very little one, this drama, of which we have just indicated the historical meaning, presents quite another aspect if we look at it from a still more elevated point of view, that is to say the purely human. Then Don Salluste would be the personification of absolute egotism, anxiety without rest; Don Cæsar, his opposite in all respects, would be regarded as the type of generosity and thoughtless carelessness; and Ruy Blas would express the spirit and passion of the community, and springing forth the higher in proportion to the violence of their compression; the queen would exemplify virtue undermined by wearying monotony.

         Simply from the literary point of view the aspect of this design, such as it is, entitled Ruy Blas, would again change. The three governing forms of the art would appear there personified and summed up. Don Salluste would be the mixed drama; Don Cæsar, comedy; and Ruy Blas, tragedy. The drama provides action, comedy confuses it, and tragedy decides it.

         All these aspects are just and true, but not one of them is complete. Absolute truth is only to be found in the entire work. If each finds therein what he seeks, the poet, who does not flatter himself about the remainder, will have attained his end. The philosophical motive of Ruy Blas is a people aspiring to a higher state; the human subject is a man who loves a woman; the dramatic interest is a lackey who loves a queen. The crowd who flock every night to witness this work, because in France public attention never fails to be directed to mental efforts, whatever they may be besides, the crowd, we say, see only in Ruy Blas the last, the dramatic subject, the lackey; and they are right.

         And what we have just said of Ruy Blas seems to us applicable to every other production. The old renowned works of the masters are even more remarkable in that they offer more facets to study than others. Tartuffe makes some laugh, and others tremble. Tartuffe is the domestic serpent—the hypocrite; or rather, hypocrisy. He is sometimes a man, and sometimes an idea. Othello is for some but a black man who loves a fair woman; for others he is an. upstart who has married a patrician; for some he is a jealous man; for others the personification of jealousy. And this diversity of opinion takes nothing from the fundamental unity of the composition. We have said so elsewhere; there are a thousand branches and one trunk.

         If in this work the author has particularly insisted on the historical significance of Ruy Blas, it is that in his opinion, by its historical meaning—and it is true by that alone—Ruy Blas is allied to Hernani. The grand fact of the condition of the nobles is shown in Hernani, as in Ruy Blas, by the side of existing royalty. Only in Hernani, as an absolute monarchy was not yet established, the nobility still struggled with the king, here by haughtiness, there by the sword, in a mixture of feudalism and rebellion. In 1519 the great lord lived far from court, in the mountains as bandit like Hernani, or in patriarchal state like Ruy Gomez. Two centuries later the position is changed. The vassals have become courtiers, and if from circumstances the noble has still occasion to conceal his name, it is not to escape from the king, but to elude his creditors. He does not become a bandit, he turns Bohemian. One feels that royal despotism has passed during these long years over the noble heads, bending some and crushing others.

         And, if we may be permitted this last word between Hernani and Ruy Blas two centuries of Spanish life are framed; two great centuries, during which the descendants of Charles the Fifth were permitted to rule the world; two centuries of a state which Providence—and it is a remarkable thing—would not prolong another hour, for Charles the Fifth
         3
       was born in 1500, and Charles the Second died in 1700. In 1700 Louis the Fourteenth inherited from Charles the Fifth, as in 1800 Napoleon inherited from Louis the Fourteenth. These great dynastic apparitions, which from time to time illuminate history, are for the author a beautiful and pathetic spectacle to which his eyes often turn. He tries at times to transfer something of their interest to his works. Thus he has striven to show Hernani in the bright light of an aurora, and to cover Ruy Blas with the gloom of twilight. In Hernani the sun of the House of Austria was rising; in Ruy Blas it was setting.

         paris
      ,November 25th, 1838.

      

   


   
      
         
            PERSONAGES OF THE DRAMA
   

         

         RUY Blas.
      

         Don Salluste de Bazan.
      

         Don Cæsar de Bazan.
      

         Don GuRitan.
      

         The Count de Camporeal.
      

         The Marquis de Santa-Cruz.
      

         The Marquis del Basto The Count d’Albe.
      

         The Marquis de Priego.
      

         Don Manuel Arias.
      

         Montazgo.
      

         Don Antonio Ubilla.
      

         Covadenga.
      

         Gudiel.
      

          
   

         A Lackey.

         An Alcaid.

         An Usher.

         An Alguazil.

         A Page.

          
   

         Doña Maria de Neubourg
      , Queen of Spain.

         The Duchess d’Albuquerque.
      

         Casilda.
      

         A Duenna.
      

          
   

         Ladies, Lords, Privy Councillors, Pages, Duennas, Alguazils, Guards, and Gentlemen Ushers.
   

          
   

         Madrid
      , 169—.
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            ACT FIRST: DON SALLUSTE.
   

         

         [The Hall of Danaé in the King’s palace at Madrid. Magnificent furniture in the half-Flemish Style of Philip IV. At the left, a large window with small squares of glass set in gilt frames. On each side a low door leading to some interior apartments. At the back, a large glass partition with gilt frames opens by a glass door on a long corridor. This corridor, which stretches all along the stage, is concealed by wide curtains that fall from top to bottom of the glass partition. A table with writing materials, and an easy chair.
   

         Don Salluste 
      enters by the little door at the left, followed by Ruy Blas,and by Gudiel,who carries a cash-box and other packages as if in preparation for a journey. Don Salluste 
      is dressed in black velvet, in the fashion of the Court of Charles II., and wears the Golden Fleece. Over his black dress he has a rich mantle of light velvet embroidered with gold and lined with black satin. A sword with a large hilt. A hat with white feathers. Gudiel 
      is in black and wears a sword. Ruy 
      Blas is in livery—leggings and undercoat brown; overcoat turned up with red and gold. Bareheaded and without a sword.
   

         Scene1.—DON SALLUSTE DE BAŹAN, GUDIEL; RUY BLASat intervals.
   

         Don Salluste
      .
   

         That window open, Ruy Blas—and shut

         The door.

         [Ruy Blas 
      obeys, and then, at a sign from Don Salluste
      , goes out by the door at the back. DON Salluste 
      walks to the window.

         All here still sleep. ’Tis nearly dawn.

         (He turns suddenly towardsGudiel
      .)

         It is a thunderbolt! Ah, yes, my reign

         Is over, Gudiel! Exiled and disgraced,

         All lost in but a day. At present, though,

         The thing is secret—speak not of it, pray.

         Yes, only for a little love affair,

         —At my age senseless folly I admit—

         And with a nobody—a serving maid

         Seduced—ill luck! because she was about

         The Queen, who brought the girl from Neubourg here.

         This creature wept, complained of me, and dragg’d

         Into the royal chambers her young brat;

         Then wasI ordered to espouse the girl,

         And I refused. They banished me. Me—me

         They exiled! After twenty years of work

         So difficult, engaging day and night,

         Years of ambition. I, the President,

         Abhorr’d by all the Court Alcaids, who named

         Me but with dread. Chief of the house Bazan

         That is so proud; my credit, power, and all

         I did, and had, and dreamed, honors and place

         One moment sweeps away, amid the roars

         Of laughter of the crowd.

          
   

         Gudiel
      .
   

         None know it yet,
   

         My Lord.

          
   

         Don Salluste.
      

         Ah, but to-morrow! ’Twill be known

         To-morrow! We shall then be on our way.

         I will not fall. No, no, I’ll disappear.

         (He hastens to unbutton his doublet.)

         You always fasten me as if I were

         A priest. You strain my doublet; and oh, now

         I stifle.

         (He sits down.)

         Ah, with th’ air of innocence
   

         I’ll dig a deep, dark mine! Chased—chased away!

         (He rises.)
   

          
   

         Gudiel
      .
   

         Whence came the blow, my Lord?

          
   

         Don Salluste
      .
   

         ’Twas from the Queen.
   

         Oh, Gudiel, I will be revenged. Thou know’st,

         Thou understandest me—whom thou hast taught

         And aided well for twenty years in things

         Long past. Thou know’st where turn my darken’d thoughts,

         As a skill’d architect can at a glance

         Measure the depth of wells that he has sunk.

         I will set out for my Castilian lands,

         Estates of Finlas, there to brood and plan.

         All for a girl! Thou must—for time is short—

         Arrange for our departure. First I’d speak

         A word at any risk unto the scamp

         Thou know’st. It may be that he proves of use.

         I know not. But till night I’m master here.
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