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In "The Shopkeeper Turned Gentleman," Molière crafts a brilliant comedy that satirizes social pretensions and the absurdities of class ambition. The play unfolds the story of Monsieur Jourdain, a bourgeois shopkeeper who aspires to ascend the social ladder by adopting the manners of the nobility. Molière employs sharp wit and intricate dialogue, interspersed with farcical elements, to expose the folly of those who seek to reinvent themselves without the requisite understanding of the culture they wish to join. The work is steeped in the rich context of 17th-century France, where the rise of the bourgeois class was met with both admiration and ridicule, illustrating the tensions between social mobility and established aristocratic norms. Molière, born Jean-Baptiste Poquelin in 1622, was a pioneering figure in French theatre known for his incisive critiques of contemporary society. His own experiences in the world of theater and his observations of social dynamics profoundly influenced his writing. "The Shopkeeper Turned Gentleman" reflects Molière's disdain for the superficiality of social climbers, likely inspired by his encounters with the complexities of class distinctions in his own life. This timeless comedy is highly recommended for readers interested in the intersection of humor and social commentary. Molière's masterful observation of human folly and desire for acceptance makes this work resonate even today, inviting reflection on our own societal constructs and the masks we wear. Dive into this delightful narrative and relish Molière's enduring wit and wisdom.
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Molière's 'The Miser' is a masterful satire that delves into the themes of greed and human folly with sharp wit and comedic brilliance. Set in 17th-century France, this three-act play showcases Molière's unique ability to intertwine humorous dialogue with profound social commentary, effectively critiquing the bourgeois obsession with wealth. The character of Harpagon, an excessively miserly father, exemplifies the absurdities of avarice, revealing Molière's keen insight into the human condition while crafting a play that resonates with audiences across time and culture. The rich theatricality and farcical elements characteristic of Molière's style make 'The Miser' both entertaining and thought-provoking, showcasing the playwright's expertise in character development and dialogue. Molière, born Jean-Baptiste Poquelin in 1622, emerged as one of France's most celebrated playwrights and an influential figure in the evolution of comedic theater. His personal experiences with societal norms and the affluent bourgeoisie undoubtedly influenced his portrayal of characters like Harpagon. Molière's own struggles in the realm of theater, particularly his disdain for pretension and his advocacy for realism, shaped his comedic lens, allowing him to critique social norms while entertaining audiences. Readers looking for an insightful exploration of the follies of human nature through the lens of comedy will find 'The Miser' indispensable. Molière's timeless humor and social critique serve as a reminder of the perils of greed and the absurdity that often accompanies the human desire for wealth. This play not only guarantees laughter but also challenges readers to reflect on their own relationships with money and morality.
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In Molière's captivating comedy, "The Countess of Escarbagnas," the playwright masterfully blends sharp wit with astute social commentary, presenting a tapestry of 17th-century French societal norms and individual folly. The play revolves around the charming yet naïve Countess, ensnared in the duplicitous machinations of suitors vying for her affection, wholly primered in Molière's signature style of biting humor and character-driven narratives. The intricate interplay of deception, love, and societal expectation resonates throughout the text, creating a rich literary context that reflects the era's emerging themes of romantic entanglement and identity crisis within the aristocracy. Molière, a luminary of French literature and a pioneer of comedic theater, drew upon his own experiences with the diverse social strata of France to inform this work. His keen observations of human behavior, coupled with his theatrical background, allowed him to craft characters that are both ludicrous and relatable, bridging the gap between the audience and the stage. Molière's insights into the follies of love and pretense harmonize with the comedic elements, offering a profound exploration of societal truths intertwined with entertainment. "The Countess of Escarbagnas" is essential reading for those interested in the evolution of theater and social commentary. Molière deftly invites readers to reflect upon the absurdities of desire and the masks we wear, making it a timeless piece that resonates with contemporary themes. This play is a delightful concoction of laughter and insight, ensuring its place in the pantheon of classic literature.
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In "Monsieur De Pourceaugnac," Molière masterfully weaves a comedic tapestry that satirizes the follies of social pretension and the absurdities of love. This three-act farce, set in 17th-century France, employs rapid dialogue, mistaken identities, and clever wordplay to illustrate the tensions between the bourgeoisie and the nobility. The play encapsulates the essence of Molière's theatrical style, marked by its sharp wit and keen observations of human behavior, reflecting the societal dynamics of his time and the burgeoning middle class's ascent in the wake of the French Renaissance. Molière, born Jean-Baptiste Poquelin, was a playwright and actor whose own experiences in the theater and society profoundly shaped his works. His works often draw from his personal encounters with the upper classes and his disdain for their pretentiousness. "Monsieur De Pourceaugnac" showcases his exceptional ability to critique societal norms while entertaining audiences, a reflection of his lifelong quest to portray the absurdities of human vice. This delightful play is highly recommended for readers who appreciate sharp social commentary wrapped in humor. Molière's enduring wit and keen insights make "Monsieur De Pourceaugnac" not only a testament to the playful spirit of the age but also a timeless exploration of human folly, inviting readers to reflect on their own societal engagements.
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In "Sganarelle, or, the Self-Deceived Husband," Molière masterfully weaves a comedic tapestry that explores themes of deception, jealousy, and the complexities of marriage. This one-act play employs sharp wit and satire typical of Molière's literary style, characterized by its clever dialogue and incisive social commentary. The narrative revolves around Sganarelle, a cuckolded husband trapped in his own delusions, providing a poignant reflection of 17th-century French society's views on masculinity and fidelity. Through this humor-laden examination of human folly, Molière critiques both social pretensions and the absurdity of self-deception, encapsulating the era's distinctive blend of Enlightenment thinking and theatrical innovation. Molière, born Jean-Baptiste Poquelin, was profoundly influenced by the theatrical traditions of his time and personal experiences within the socio-political landscape of France. His keen observations of human behavior, particularly in the context of marital dynamics and societal roles, informed his writing. Supported by a life immersed in the theater, Molière aimed to expose moral failings while entertaining his audience, thus fostering laughter that also provokes reflection. For readers seeking a thought-provoking yet humorous exploration of marital relations and self-delusion, "Sganarelle, or, the Self-Deceived Husband" is a perfect entry point into Molière's oeuvre. This play not only entertains but serves as a timeless reminder of the follies inherent in human relationships, making it essential reading for enthusiasts of classic literature and those interested in the intricacies of love and deception.
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The Duke of Reichstadt, son of Napoleon I. and the Archduchess Maria Louisa of Austria

	Maude Adams



	
Flambeau, a veteran

	J. H. Gilmour



	
Prince Metternich, Chancellor of Austria

	Edwin Arden



	Count Prokesch
	Percy Lyndall



	Baron Friedrich von Gentz
	Eugene Jepson



	
The Attaché of the French Embassy at the Austrian Court

	Oswald York



	
The Tailor, a conspirator

	William Lewers



	Count Maurice Dietrichstein
	Edward Lester



	Baron von Obenaus
	R. Peyton Carter



	The Emperor Francis of Austria
	Jos. Francœur



	
Marshal Marmont, Duke of Ragusa

	J. H. Benrimo



	
Count Sedlinzky, Prefect of the Austrian Police

	William Crosby



	
The Marquis of Bombelles, betrothed to Maria Louisa

	Clayton Legge



	Tiburtius de Loget
	William Irving



	
Lord Cowley, English Ambassador at the Austrian Court

	Rienzi de Cordova



	Count Sandor
	Edward Jacobs



	Doctor Malfatti
	H. D. James



	General Hartmann
	Herbert Carr



	Captain Foresti
	John S. Robertson



	An Austrian Sergeant
	Lloyd Carleton



	A Country Doctor
	Frederick Spencer



	His Son
	Byron Ongley



	Thalberg
	B. B. Belcher



	Montenegro
	Morton H. Weldon



	The Chamberlain
	Charles Martin



	
An Officer of the Noble Guard, the Emperor of Austria's Bodyguard

	Henry P. Davis



	
The Marquis of Otranto, son of Fouche

	Charles Henderson



	



	Goubeaux
	
	Don C. Merrifield



	Pionnet
	{Bonapartist}
	Henry Clarke



	Morchain
	{conspirators}
	Thomas H. Elwood



	Guibert
	
	George Klein



	Borowski
	
	Frank Goodman



	



	First Police Officer
	Ralph Yoerg



	
First Archduke, a child

	Walter Butterworth



	
Second Archduke, a child

	John Leeman



	
Maria Louisa, second wife of Napoleon I., widow of Count Neipperg

	Ida Waterman



	The Archduchess Sophia of Austria
	Sarah Converse



	
Theresa de Loget, sister of Tiburtius de Loget

	Ellie Collmer



	
The Countess Napoleone Camerata, daughter of Napoleon's sister, Elisa Baciocchi

	Sarah Perry



	Fanny Elssler
	Margaret Gordon



	
Scarampi, Mistress of the Robes

	Francis Comstock



	
Mina, a maid-of-honor

	Edith Scott



	
An Archduchess, a child

	Beatrice Morrison





Princes, Princesses, Archdukes, Archduchesses, Maids-of-Honor, Officers, Noble Guard, Masks (Male and Female), Crotian Peasants, Hungarian Peasant, Austrian Soldiers, Police Officers.

The period covered by the play is from 1830 to 1832.

[image: decoration]

[image: THE DUKE OF REICHSTADT FROM THE PAINTING BY SIR THOMAS LAWRENCE]

THE DUKE OF REICHSTADT

FROM THE PAINTING BY SIR THOMAS LAWRENCE

[image: decoration N and crown]


THE FIRST ACT


Table of Contents



[image: decoration]

[image: decoration]

L'AIGLON


Table of Contents



THE FIRST ACT


Table of Contents



At Baden, near Vienna, in 1830.

The drawing-room of the villa occupied by Maria Louisa. The walls are painted al fresco in bright colors. The frieze is decorated with a design of sphinxes.

At the back, between two other windows, a window reaching to the ground and forming the entrance from the garden. Beyond, the balustrade of the terrace leading into the garden; a glimpse of lindens and pine-trees. A magnificent day in the beginning of September. Empire furniture of lemonwood decorated with bronze. A large china stove in the centre of the wall on the left. In front of it a door. On the right, two doors. The first leads to the apartments of Maria Louisa. In front of the window on the left at the back an Erard piano of the period, and a harp. A big table on the right, and against the right wall a small table with shelves filled with books. On the left, facing the audience, a Récamier couch, and a large stand for candlesticks. A great many flowers in vases. Framed engravings on the walls representing the members of the Imperial Family of Austria. A portrait of the Emperor Francis.

At the rise of the curtain a group of elegant ladies is discovered at the further end of the room. Two of them are seated at the piano, with their backs to the audience, playing a duet. Another is at the harp. They are playing at sight, amid much laughter and many interruptions. A lackey ushers in a modestly dressed young girl who is accompanied by an officer of the Austrian Cavalry. Seeing that no one notices their entrance, these two remain standing a moment in a corner. The Count de Bombelles comes in from the door on the right and goes toward the piano. He sees the young girl, and stops, with a smile.

The Ladies.



[Surrounding the piano, laughing, and all talking at

the same time.]



She misses all the flats!—It's scandalous!—

I'll take the bass!—Loud pedal!—One! Two!—Harp!



Bombelles.



[To Theresa.]



What! You!



Theresa.



Good-day, my Lord Bombelles!



A Lady.



[At the piano.]

Mi, sol.



Theresa.



I enter on my readership—



Another Lady.



[At the piano.]

The flats!



Theresa.



It's thanks to you.



Bombelles.



My dear Theresa! Nothing!

You are my relative, and you are French.



Theresa.



[Presenting the officer.]



Tiburtius—



Bombelles.



Ah, your brother!



[He gives him his hand and pushes forward a

chair for Theresa.]



Take a seat.



Theresa.



I'm very nervous.



Bombelles.



[With a smile.]

Heavens! What about?



Theresa.



To venture near the persons of the two

The Emperor left!



Bombelles.



Oh, is that all, my child?



Tiburtius.



Our people hated Bonaparte of old—



Theresa.



Yes—but to see—



Bombelles.



His widow?



Theresa.



And perhaps

His son?



Bombelles.



Assuredly.



Theresa.



Why, it would mean

I'd never thought or read, and was not French,

Nor born in recent years, if I could stand

Unmoved so near them. Is she lovely?



Bombelles.



Who?



Theresa.



Her Majesty of Parma?



Bombelles.



Why—



Theresa.



She's sad

And that itself is beauty.



Bombelles.



But I'm puzzled.

Surely you've seen her?



Theresa.



No.



Tiburtius.



We've just come in.



Bombelles.



Yes, but—



Tiburtius.



We feared we might disturb these ladies

Whose laughter sings new gamuts to the piano.



Theresa.



Here in my corner I await her notice.



Bombelles.



What? Why, it's she who's playing bass this moment!



Theresa.



The Emp—?



Bombelles.



I'll go and tell her.



[He goes to the piano and whispers to one of the

ladies who are playing.]



Maria Louisa.



[Turning.]

Ah! this child—

Quite a pathetic story—yes—you told me:

A brother—



Bombelles.



Father exiled. Son an exile.



Tiburtius.



The Austrian uniform is to my taste;

And then there's fox-hunting, which I adore.



Maria Louisa.



[To Theresa.]



So that's the rascal whose extravagance

Eats up your little fortune?



Theresa.



Oh!—my brother—



Maria Louisa.



The wretch has ruined you, but you forgive him!

Theresa de Loget, I think you're charming!



[She takes Theresa by both hands and makes her

sit beside her on the couch.]



[Bombelles and Tiburtius retire to the back.]



Now you're among my ladies. I may boast

I'm not unpleasant; rather sad at times

Since—



Theresa.



I am grieved beyond the power of words.



Maria Louisa.



Yes, to be sure. It was a grievous loss.

That lovely soul was little known!



Theresa.



Oh, surely!



Maria Louisa.



[Turning to Bombelles.]



I've just been writing; they're to keep his horse—



[To Theresa.]



Since the dear General's death—



Theresa.



The—General's?



Maria Louisa.



He'd kept that title.



Theresa.



Ah, I understand!



Maria Louisa.



I weep.



Theresa.



That title was his greatest glory.



Maria Louisa.



One cannot know at first all one has lost;

And I lost all when General Neipperg died.



Theresa.



Neipperg?



Maria Louisa.



I came to Baden for distraction.

It's nice. So near Vienna.—Ah, my dear,

My nerves are troublesome; they say I'm thinner—

And growing very like Madame de Berry.

'Twas Vitrolles said so. Now I do my hair

Like her. Why did not Heaven take me too?

This villa's small, of course; but 'tisn't bad;

Metternich is our guest in passing.



[She points to the door on the left.]



There.

He leaves to-night. The life at Baden's gay.

We have the Sandors and the pianist Thalberg,

And Montenegro sings to us in Spanish.

Fontana howls an air from Figaro.

The wife of the Ambassador of England

And the Archduchess come; we go for drives—

But nothing soothes my grief!—Ah, could the General—!

Of course you're coming to the ball to-night?



Theresa.



Why—



Maria Louisa.



At the Meyendorffs'. Strauss will be there.

She must be present, mustn't she, Bombelles?



Theresa.



May I solicit of your Majesty

News of the Duke of Reichstadt?



Maria Louisa.



In good health.

He coughs a little; but the air of Baden

Is good for him. He's quite a man. He's reached

The critical hour of entrance in the world!

Oh dear! when I consider he's already

Lieutenant-Colonel! Think how grieved I am

Never to have seen him in his uniform!



[Enter the Doctor and his son, bringing a box.



Maria Louisa.



Ah! These must be for him!



The Doctor.



Yes; the collections.



Maria Louisa.



Please put them down.



Bombelles.



What are they?



The Doctor.



Butterflies.



Theresa.



Butterflies?



Maria Louisa.



Yes; when I was visiting

This amiable old man, the local doctor,

I saw his boy arranging these collections.

I sighed aloud, Alas! would but my son,

Whom nothing moves, take interest in these!



The Doctor.



So then I answered, Well, your Majesty,

One never knows. Why not? We can but try;

I'll bring my butterflies!



Theresa.



His butterflies!



Maria Louisa.



Could he but leave his solitary musings

To occupy his mind with—



The Doctor.



Lepidoptera.



Maria Louisa.



Leave them; come back; he's out at present.

[To Theresa.] You

Come, I'll present you to Scarampi. She's

The Mistress of the Robes.



[She sees Metternich, who enters L.]



Ah, Metternich!

Dear Prince, we leave you the saloon.



Metternich.



Indeed,

I had to come here to receive the Envoy—



Maria Louisa.



I know—



Metternich.



Of General Belliard, French Ambassador;

And Councillor Gentz, and several Estafets.

With your permission—

[To a lackey.] First, Baron von Gentz.



Maria Louisa.



The room is yours.



[She goes out with Theresa. Tiburtius and

Bombelles follow her. Gentz enters.]



Metternich.



Good-morning, Gentz. You know

The Emperor recalls me to Vienna?

I'm going back to-day.



Gentz.



Ah?



Metternich.



Yes; it's tiresome—

The town in summer!



Gentz.



Empty as my pocket.



Metternich.



Oh, come now! No offence, you know, but—eh?

Surely the Russian Government has—



Gentz.



Me!



Metternich.



Be frank. Who's bought you? Eh?



Gentz.



[Munching sweetmeats.]

The highest bidder.



Metternich.



Where does the money go?



Gentz.



[Smelling at a scent-bottle he has taken out of his

pocket.]



In riotous living.



Metternich.



Good Heavens! And you're considered my right hand!



Gentz.



Let not your left know what your right receives.



Metternich.



Sweetmeats and perfumes! Oh!



Gentz.



Why, yes, of course.

I've money; I love sweets and perfumes. Yes,

I'm a depraved old baby.



Metternich.



Affectation!

Mere pose of self-contempt.

[Suddenly.] And Fanny?



Gentz.



Elssler? Won't love me. I'm ridiculous

From every point of view. She loves the Duke.

I'm but a screen; but I'm content to suffer

When I remember how it serves the state

If he's amused. And so I play the fool,

And dance attendance on the little dancer.

She bade me bring her here this very night,

Just to surprise the Duke.



Metternich.



You scandalize me.



Gentz.



His mother's going out. There's dancing.



[He hands Metternich a letter which he has

taken out of a pocket-book.]



Read—

From Fouché's son.



Metternich.



[Reading the letter.] August the twentieth,

Eighteen hundred and thirty—



Gentz.



He'd transform—



Metternich.



Good Viscount of Otranto!



Gentz.



Our Duke of Reichstadt to Napoleon Two.



Metternich.



[Handing back the letter.]



A list of partisans?



Gentz.



Yes.



Metternich.



Make a note.



Gentz.



Do we refuse?



Metternich.



Without destroying hope.

Ah, but my little Colonel serves me well

To keep these Frenchmen straight. When they forget

Their Metternich, and lean too much to the left,

I let him show his nose out of his box, and—crack!—

When they come right, I pop him in again!



Gentz.



When can one see the springs work?



Metternich.



Now.



[Enter the French Attaché.



Metternich.



The Envoy

Of General Belliard. Welcome, sir.

[Hands him papers.] The papers.

We accept in principle King Louis Philip;

But don't let's have too much of '99,

Or we might crack a little egg-shell!



The Attaché.



Sir,

Are you alluding to Prince Francis Charles?



Metternich.



The Duke of Reichstadt? Oh, sir, as for me,

I don't admit his father reigned.



The Attaché.



[Generously.]

I do.



Metternich.



So I'll do nothing for the Duke. Yet—



The Attaché.



Yet?



Metternich.



Yet, should you give too loose a reign to freedom,

Permit yourself the slightest propaganda,

Let Monsieur Royer-Collard come too often

And bare his bosom to your king; in short,

If your new kingdom's too republican,

We might—our temper's not angelical—

We might remember Francis is our grandson.



The Attaché.



Our lilies never shall turn red.



Metternich.



And while

They keep their whiteness bees shall not approach them.



The Attaché.



'Tis feared in spite of you the Duke may hope.



Metternich.



No.



The Attaché.



Things are happening.



Metternich.



But we filter them.



The Attaché.



Doesn't he know that France has changed her king?



Metternich.



Yes; but the detail he does not yet know

Is that his father's flag, the tricolor,

Is re-established. 'Twill be time enough—



The Attaché.



He would be drunk with hope!



Metternich.



We'll keep him sober.



The Attaché.



He's not so strictly guarded here at Baden.



Metternich.



Oh, here there's nought to fear. He's with his mother.



The Attaché.



Well, sir?



Metternich.



What spy could have such interest

In watching him? For any plot would trouble

Her lovely calm.



The Attaché.



Is not that calmness feigned?

She cannot have a thought but for her eaglet!



Maria Louisa.



[Entering hurriedly.



My parrot!



The Attaché.



[Starting.]



Eh?



Maria Louisa.



[To Metternich.]



Margharitina's flown!



Metternich.



Oh!



Maria Louisa.



My parrot, Margharitina!



Metternich.



[To the Attaché.]



There, sir!



The Attaché.



[To Maria Louisa.]



May I not seek it, Highness?



Maria Louisa.



[Curtly.]

No. [She goes out.



The Attaché.



[To Metternich.]



What's wrong?



Metternich.



We say, Your Majesty; you called her Highness.



The Attaché.



But if we don't allow the Emperor reigned

She cannot be addressed as Majesty

Except as Parma's Duchess—



Metternich.



That's her title.



The Attaché.



Then that was why she looked such daggers at me!



Metternich.



Question of protocols and of precedence.



The Attaché.



[Preparing to take his leave.]



May the French Embassy from this day forward

Display the tricolor cockade?



Metternich.



[With a sigh.] Of course,

Since we're agreed—



[Seeing the Attaché silently throw away the

white cockade which was on his hat and replace

it with a tricolor which he takes out of his

pocket.]



Come, come! You lose no time!



[Noise of harness-bells without.]



Metternich.



What is it now?



Gentz.



[Who is on the terrace.]



The guests of the Archduke.

The Meyendorffs, Lord Cowley, Thalberg—



Bombelles.



[Who has quickly come in R. at the sound of the

bells, followed by Tiburtius.]



Meet them!



The Archduchess.



[Appearing on the threshold surrounded by a

crowd of lords and ladies in elegant summer

costumes. (Light dresses and parasols; large

hats.) Two little boys and a little girl dressed in the

latest fashion.]



'Tis but a villa; not a palace.



[The room is crowded. She turns to a young

man.]



Quick!

Thalberg, my Tarantelle!



[Thalberg sits at the piano and plays.]



[To Metternich.] Where is her Majesty,



My lovely sister?



A Lady.



We looked in to fetch her.



Another Lady.



We're rushing through the valley on a coach.

Sandor is driving.



A Man's Voice.



We must thrust the lava

Back in its crater!



The Archduchess.



Oh! do hold your tongues

They will insist on talking of volcanoes.



Bombelles.



What's this volcano?



A Lady.



[To another.]



Astrachan this winter.



Sandor.



[To Bombelles.]



Why, liberal opinions.



Bombelles.



Ah!



Lord Cowley.



Or, rather, France!



Metternich.



[To the Attaché.]



You hear him?



A Lady.



[To a young man.]



Montenegro, sing to me

Under your breath, for me alone.



Montenegro.



[Whom Thalberg accompanies, sings very softly.]



Corazon—



[He continues, pianissimo.]



Another Lady.



[To Gentz.]



Ah, Gentz!



[She dips into her reticule.]



Some bon-bons, Gentz?



[She gives him some.]



Gentz.



You are an angel.



Another Lady.



[Similar business.]



Perfume from Paris?



[She takes out a little bottle of scent and gives it to him.]



Metternich.



[Hurriedly to Gentz.]



Tear the label off!

"The Reichstadt scent"!



Gentz.



[Smelling perfume.]



It smells of violets.



Metternich.



[Snatches the bottle out of his hand and scrapes

the label off with a pair of scissors he takes from

the table.]



If the Duke came he'd see that still at Paris—



A Voice.



[Among the group at the back of the stage.]



The Hydra lifts its head—



A Lady.



Our husbands talk

Of Hydras!



Lord Cowley.



And it must be stifled.



A Lady.



Yes;

Volcanoes first, then hydras.



A Maid of Honor of Maria Louisa.



[Followed by a servant bringing a tray with large

glasses of iced coffee.]



Eis-Kaffee?



The Archduchess.



[Seated; to a young lady.]



Recite some verses, Olga.



Gentz.



May we have

Something of Heine's?



Several Voices.



Yes!



Olga.



[Rising.]

The Grenadiers?



Metternich.



[Quickly.]



Oh! No!



Scarampi.



[Coming out of Maria Louisa's apartment.]



Her Majesty is on her way!



All.



Scarampi!



Sandor.



We'll drive out to Krainerhütten,

The ladies there can rest upon the green.



Metternich.



[To Gentz.]



What are you reading yonder?



Gentz.



The "Debats."



Lord Cowley.



The politics?



Gentz.



The Theatres.



The Archduchess.



How futile!



Gentz.



Guess what they're playing at the Vaudeville.



Metternich.



Well?



Gentz.



"Bonaparte."



Metternich.



[With indifference.]



Oh?



Gentz.



The Nouveautés?



Metternich.



Well?



Gentz.



"Bonaparte." And the Variétés?

"Napoleon." The Luxembourg announces

"Fourteen years of his life." At the Gymnase

They are reviving the "Return from Russia."

What is the Gaiety to play this season?

"Napoleon's Coachman" and "La Malmaison."

An unknown author's done "Saint Helena."

The Porte-Saint-Martin's going to produce

"Napoleon."



Lord Cowley.



It's the fashion.



Tiburtius.



It's the rage.



Gentz.



The Ambigu "Murat;" the Cirque "The Emperor."



Sandor.



A fashion.



Bombelles.



Yes, a fashion.



Gentz.



Yes, a fashion

Which will recur from time to time in France.



A Lady.



[Reading the paper over Gentz's shoulder through

a long-handled eye-glass.]



They want to bring his ashes home.



Metternich.



The Phœnix

May rise again, but not the eagle.



Tiburtius.



What

An unknown quantity is France!



Metternich.



Oh, no;

I've gauged it.



A Lady.



Well, then, mighty prophet, speak!



The Archduchess.



His words are graven in bronze.



Gentz.



Or, maybe, zinc.



Lord Cowley.



Who will be France's Saviour?



Metternich.



Henry the Fifth.

The others—Fashion.



Theresa.



That's a useful name

For calling glory by at times.



Metternich.



So long

As all the shouting's only done in theatres,

I think there's no—



Cries.



[Without.]



Long live Napoleon!



All.



What?—Here, at Baden!—Here!



Metternich.



Ridiculous!

Pray, have no fear!



Lord Cowley.



We must not lose our heads

Because a name is shouted.



Gentz.



He is dead.



Tiburtius.



[On the terrace.]



It's nothing.



Metternich.



Yes, but what?



Tiburtius.



An Austrian soldier.



Metternich.



Austrian?



Tiburtius.



Two of them. I saw them.



Metternich.



Vexing!



Maria Louisa.



[Entering hurriedly and pale with fear from her room.]



Did you not hear the shout? Oh, horrible!

It brought to mind—One day the people surged

About my coach in Parma with that cry!

It's done to vex me!



Metternich.



What could it have meant?



Tiburtius.



Two of the Duke of Reichstadt's regiment

Caught sight of him as he was riding homeward.

You know the deep ditch bordering the road?

His Highness wished to leap it, but his horse

Shied, swerved, and backed. The Duke sat firm,

And brought him to it again, and—over! Then

The men, to applaud him, shouted. And that's all.



Metternich.



[To a lackey.]



Fetch one of them at once!



Maria Louisa.



They seek my death!



[An Austrian sergeant is brought in.]



Metternich.



A sergeant! Now, my man, speak up. What meant

That shouting?



The Sergeant.



I don't know.



Metternich.



What! You don't know?



The Sergeant.



No; nor downstairs the corporal don't know neither.

He shouted with me. It was good to see

The Prince so young and slender on his horse.

And then we're proud of having for our Colonel

The son of—



Metternich.



That'll do.



The Sergeant.



He took the ditch

So cool and calm! As pretty as a picture!

So then a sort of lump came in our throats,

Pride and affection—I don't know—we shouted

"Long live—!



Metternich.



Enough, enough! It's just as easy

To shout "Long live the Duke of Reichstadt," idiot!



The Sergeant.



Well—



Metternich.



What?



The Sergeant.



"Long live the Duke of Reichstadt"

Isn't so easy as "Long live—"



Metternich.



Be off.

Don't shout at all!



Tiburtius.



[To the Sergeant as he passes him to go out.]



You fool!



Maria Louisa.



[To the ladies who surround her.]



I'm better, thank you.



Theresa.



The Empress!



Maria Louisa.



[To Dietrichstein, pointing to Theresa.]



Baron Dietrichstein, this is

My new companion-reader.
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