..EE Death of Tintagiles.

ACT FIRST.
At the lgp of & WB, overlooking the casile.
Enter Yoraws, Aoldiny .Hrz..Eome &y he hand

YERAINE,

Thy first night will be troubled, Tintagiles,
Already the sea howls about us; and the trees
are moasirg., It is late. The moon is just
setting behind the poplars thet stiffe the palace.
. . . We are alone, pethaps, for zll that here
we have to live on guamé,  There seems to be
a watch set for the approach of the slightest
happiness, I said te myself cne day, in the
very depths of wy soul, — and God himself cauld
hardly hear it,—1 said to mysetf one day I
should be happy. . . . There needed nothing
further ; in a little while our old father died,
and both our brothers vanished without a single
human being able since to tell us where they
are, Now I am all alone, with my poor sister
and thee, my little Tintagiles; and I have no
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faith in the future. . . . Come here; sit on my
knee. Kiss me first; and put thy hittle armg,

there, all the way around my neck; . . . per-
haps they will not be able to undo them. . . |
Remamberest thou the time when it was I that
carried thee at night when bedtime came § and
when thon fearedst the shadows of my lamyp in
the long windowless corridors? — 1 felt my soul
tremble upon my lips when I saw thee, sud-
denly, this morning. . . . 1 thought thee so far
away, and so secare. . . . Who wazs it made
thee come heret o

i

TINTAGILES.

I do not know, little sister.

YERAINE,

Thou dost not know any longer what was
said?
TRITAGILES.
They said I had to leave.
YGRAINE.
But why hadst thou to leave?
THNTAGILES,
Becanse it was the Queen's will.
YGRAIKE.

They did not say why it was her wilt—1 am
sure they said many things. . . .

o
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TINTAGILES.
I heard nothing, little sister.
YGRAINE.
When they spoké among themselves, what

did they say/?
TIKTAGILES.

They spoke in a low voice, little sister,
FORATME.

All the time?
FINTAGILES,

All the m.EP sister Ygraine ; except when
they loocked at me.

YGRAINE.
They did not speak of the Queen?
TINTAGILES,
They said she was never seen, sister Ygraine.
¥ORAINE. .
And those who were with thee, on the bridge
of the ship, said nothing?
TINTAGILES.
They minded nothing but the wind and the
sails, sister ¥ graine.
YGRADE,

Ah! ... That does mot astonish me, my
child, « . .
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IINTAGILES.
They left me all alone, liitle sister.
YGRAINE,

Listen, Tintagiles, I will teli thee what [
know. . . .
TESTAGILES.

What dost thou kpow, sister Ygroine?

YZRAINL.
Not much, my chiid, . . . My sister and I
ave crept along here, since our birth, without
daring to enderstand o whit of all that happens,

. .. For a long while indeed, I lLived like a-

blind woman on this island ; and it all scemed

natural to me, . . . I saw no other events than
the flying of a bird, the toewbling of a leaf, the
opening of a rose. . . . There reigned such a

silence that the falling of a ripe frult in the
patk called faces to the windows. . . . And no
onc scemed to have the least suspicion; ., .
but one night T fearncd there must be some-
thing elze. . . . T would have fled, and cocld
not. . . . Hast thou understood what I lave
said P

TINTAC/LLS.

Yes, yes, little sister; I understand whatever

vou will, L .

YGRAINE.

Well, then, let us speak no more of things
that are not knowsn, . . . Thou seest yonder,
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pehind the dead trees that poison the horizon,
— thon seest the castle yonder, i the depth
ol the valley?

TINTAGILES.

That. which Is so black, sister Ygraine?

VORAINE.

Tt iz Dlack indeed. . . . It is at the very
depth of an amphitheatre of shadows. . . . We
have to hve there. . . . It might have been
Dilt on ihe sammit of the great mounizins that
curround it. . . . ‘The mouatains arc blue m:
day. . . . We should have breathed. We
chould have seen the sea and the meadows on
the other side of the rocks. . . . But they pre-
ferred to put it in the depth of the valley ; and
the very air docs not go down so low, . . . 1t
is failing in roins, and nohody bewares. . . .
The walls are cracking ; you would say it was
dissolving in the shadows. . . . There is oply
one tower unassailed by the weather. . . . It Hm
euormous ; and the house NEver COIES gut of

its shadow, . . .
TINTACILES.
There is something shining, sister Ygrame.
See, ste, the great yed windows! . . .

YORAINE,

They are those of the tower, Tintagiles : they
are the only ones where you will see light ; it
is there the throne of the (Jueen is set,
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TINTAGILES.
1 shzll not see the Queen?
¥GRAINE.
No one can see her. . . .
TINTAGILES.
Why can't one seg her?
VGRAINE,
Come nearer, Tintagiles. . . . Not a birg
nor & blade of grass must bear us. . . .

TINTAGILES,

There is 110 grass, little sister. . . . [ A séfenee.]

— What does the Queen do?
YGRAINE.

Mo one knows, wmy chiid. She does not
show hersell, . . . She lives there, all alone {n
her tower; and they that sewve her do not go

out by dav. . . . She is very old; she is the

mother of our mother; and she would regn

alone. . . . She is jealous snd suspicious, and

they say that she s mad. . . . She frars lest
solne ane rise into her place ; and it was doubt-
less because of that fear that she bad thee
brought hither. . . . Her orders are carried
gut no one knows how. . . . She never comes
down; and all the doors of the tower zre
ciosed night and day. . . . I pever canght a
glimpse of her; Dut others have scen her, it
seems, in the past, when she was young. . ., .
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TINTAGILES.
Is she very ugly, sister Ygraine?

YTERAINE,
They say she is not beautiful, and that she is
growing huge. . . . But they that have secen
lier dare never speak of it. . . . Who knows,

indeed, i they have seen her? . . . She has a
power not to be understood ; and we live here
with a great unpitying weight upon our souls.
. .. Thou maust not be frightened beyond
measire, nor have bad dreams; we shall watch
aver thee, my little Tintagiles, and no evil will
be able to reach thee ; but do not go far from
me, vour sister Beliangére, nor our old master
Aglovale. | . . _

TIXNTAGILES.

Ncot from Aglovale either, sister Ypraine?
YGRAIME.

Not from Aglovale either. . . . He loves
us, . .
TIMTAGILES.

Ee is so old, lttle sister [

YORATNE.

He is old, but very wise. ., . . He is the only
friend we hawve left; and he knows many things.
... It is strange ; sbe has made thee come
hither without letting any cne know. . . . I do
rot know what there is in my heart. . . . I was
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sorry and glad to know thou wert so far away,
.beyond the sea. ... And now ... T wag
astonished. . . . I went out this merning to gen

if the sun was rising over the mountains ; and it

is thou 1 see upon the threshold. . . . I knew
thee at once. . . .

TINTAGILES.

No, no, little sister; it was I that laughed

first, . . . _
YGRAINE,

I could not lauph at once. . . . Thou wilt
understand. . . . I0 s time, Tintapiles, and the
wind is growing black wpon the sea. . ., Kiss
tne harder, again, again, before thou stand'st
upright, . . . Thou knowest not how we love,
. . . Gwe me thy little hand. . . . I zhall
guard it well; and we will go back into the
sickening castle.

T Exeunt,

ACT SECOND.

An apariment in fe cosile.  AGLOVALE ond

YoRrAMNE aiscovered,

Eailer BOLLANGERE.

BLLLANGERE,
Where is Tintagiles?

YTORAINE,

Here ; do not speak too loud. He sleeps in
the other room.  He seems a little pale, a littie
alling too. He was tired by the jowmey and
the long sea-voyege. Or else the atmosphere
of the castle has startied his fittde soul. He
cried for no cause. I rocked him to sleep on
my knees; come, see. . . . FHe sleeps in our
bed, . . . He sleeps very gravely, with one
hand on his forehead, itke a little sad king. + + »

BELLANGERE (Sursting suddenly info tears}.

My sister ! my sister . . . my poor sister | . 4
YGHRAINE,

What is the maiter?
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BELLANGERT.
I dare not say what I know, . . . and I am

not sure that I know anything, . - . and yet 1
heard that which one could not hear, ., .

YGRAINE,
What didst thou hear?

BELLANGERE.

I was passing near the corridors of the
fower. . . .
YGRAGTE,

EELLAMNGERE.

A door there was ajar. I pushed it very
softly. « » . I went in. . ..

YGRAINE.
In wherep
BELLANGERE.

I had never seen the place, . . . There were
other corridors lighted with lamps; then low
galleries that bad no outlet. . . . I knew it was
forbidden to go on. . . . I was afraid, and [
was going to retum upon my steps, when [
Wﬂna a sound of voices one could hardly

€ar, 4 u

Y GRATHE.,

Tt must have been the handmaids of ¢E.

Queen ; they dwell at the foot of the tower. . . .
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BELLANGERE,

I do not know just what it was. . . . There
must have been more than one door between
us; and the voices came to me like the voice
of some-one who was being smothered. . . . 1
drew as near as I could. . . . T am not sure of
anything, but I think they spoke of a child that
came to-day and of a crown of gold. . . . They
seemed to be laughing. . . .

VGRAINE.
They laughed?
BELLANGERE.

Ves, I think they laughed . . . unless they
were weeping, or unless it was something I did
not understand ; for it was hard to hear, and their

voices were sweet, . . . They seemed (o echo
in z crowd under the arches. . . . They spoke
of the child the Queen would see. . . . They
will probably come up this evening. . . .
VGRAINE.
What? . . . This evening? . . .
BELLANGERE.
Yes, ... Yes. .. . Ithinkso. ...
YGRAINE.

They spoke no one’s name?
' BELLANGERE.

They spoke of a child, of a very little
child, . . .
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YGRANE.

There is no other child, & . .

TELLANGERE.

They raised their volces a little at that -

momens, because one of them had said the day
seemned not yei come. . . .

YGRADNE,

T kaow what that means; it is mot the first
time they have issued from the tower. . .. 1
Lnew well why she made bim come; . . . bue 1
coull mot believe she would hasten sol ...
We shall see; . . . we arg three and we have
time. . . . . .

LELLANGERE.

What wilt thoa do?
YERATME.

I do not kpow yet what I shall do, but I
will astonish her. . . . Do yoa know how you
tremble? . . . I will tell you. . ..

HELLANGELE.

Whatr
YERAWE.

She shall not take him without trouble. . o
BELLANGERE.

We are alone, sister Ygraine. « « »
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YORANE,

Ah! it is true, we are alone! . .. There is
but one remedy, the one with which we have
always succeeded !, .. Let us wait upon cur

knees as the other times. . , . Perhaps she wilf

have pity! . .. She allows herself to be dis-
armed by tears. . . . We must grant her all she
asks us; haply she will smile; and she 15 wont
to spare all those who kneel, . . . She has been
there for years in her huge tower, devouring our
beloved, and none, not one, has dared to strike
her in the face, . . . She is there, uwpon our
souls, like the stone of a tomb, and no one dare
pat forth his arm. . . . In the time when there
were men here, they feared too, and fell upon
their faces. ., . . Teo-day it is the woman’s tum ;
.« weshallsee, . . . Ttistimeto rise at last,
- . . We know not upon what her power rests,
and I will live no longer in the shadow of her
tower. . . . Go, — go, both of you, and leave me
more alone still, if you trernble too. .. . 1
shall await her. . .. .

BELLANGERE,

Sister, I do not know what mast be done, but
I stay with thee. . . .

AGLOVALE,

I too stay, my daughter. For z long time
my scul has been restless, . . . You are geingto
trr. . . . We have tried more than once. . . .

-
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YGRAINE,
You have tried . . . you too?

AGLOVALE.

They haveall tried. . . . Butat the Jast moment
they have lost their strength. . . . You will see,
you too. . . . Should she order me to come up
to her this very night, I should clasp both my
hands without a word ; and wmy tired fest would
chimb the stair, without delay and without haste,
well as I know no one comes down again with
open eves, . . . [ have no more courage against

her. . . . Qurhendsare of nouse and reach ne
one. . . . They are not the hands we need, and
all is useless, . . . But I would help yoa, be-

cause yoiu hope. . . . Shut the doors, my child,
Wake Tintagiles; encircle him with your little
naked zrms and take him on your knees. . . .
We have no other defence. . . .

ACT THIRD.
The same. YORAINE and AGLOVALE discovered.

YGRAINE.

I have been toall the doors.  There zre three,
We will guard the lazgest. . . . The other two are
thick and low. They never open. Their keys
were lost fong apo, and the iron bars are bedded

‘fast in the wall, Help me shut this; it is

heavier than the gate of a city. . . . Itis strong,
too, and the thunder itself could not enter. . .
Are you ready for everything? .

AGLOVALE (scating Eimself on the threshold}.

T shall sit on the steps of the threshold, with
the sword on my knees. . . . Methinks it isnot
the first time I have watched and waited here,
my child ; and there are moments when we do
not understand all we remember. . . . I have
done these things, I know not when; . . . but
I never dared draw my sword. . . . To-day it
is there, before me, althongh my arms have no
more strepgth ; but T will try. . . . Perhaps itis
time to defend ourselves, although we do not
understand. . ..
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BELLANGERE, carrying TINTAGILES, enfers from
Hie adiotning rocm.
BELLANGERE.
He was awake, . . .

YGRAINE,
He is pale. . . . Why, what is the matter?

BELLANGERE.
I do not know. . . . 1le was crying silently, . ..

YGRAMNE.
Tintagiles. . ..
BELLANGERE.
He locks the other way. . . .

YGRATNE,
He docs net recognize me, . . . Tintagiles,
where art thou? — Tt is thy sister speaking to
thee, . . . What lookest thou at there? ~~"Tumn

hack this way. . . . Come, we will play. . ..
T TAGILES.
No....No. ...
YGRATHE.

Thow wouldst nat play?

TINTAGILES.

I can no longer walk, sister Ygraine, « « «
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YGRAINE.
Thou canst uo longer walk? .. . Come, coine,
what ails thee ? — Art thou in pain a little? . .,
o TTNTAGILES.
Yes. . . .
YUEAINE,
Where Is the pain, then ?—-Tell me, Tintagiles,
and I will cure thee. . . .
TINTAGILES.
I can't tell, sister Ygraine, it is everywhere. . ..
YCRAINE.

Come here, Tintagiles. . . . Thon knowest
my arms are gentler, and one is cured quickly
there, . . . Give him to me, Beltangere. . ., He
shall sit on my knees, and it will go away. « « »
There, thou seest how it is | . . . Thy great sistets
are here, ., , . They are abovt thee; . . . we will
defend thee, and no harm can come. . . .

TINTAGILES.
It is there, sister Vpraine. . . . Why is there
ne light, sister Ygraine? :
YORAINE,

There s, my child. . . . Thow dost not see the
Jamp that hangs down from the vault?

TETAGILES,

Yes, yes. . . . If is not big. . . . There are
fo others?
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Y GRAINE.

Why should there be others? We can see al
we need see, . . -

TINTAGILLS,

YGRAINE.
Oh, thine eyes are deepl . . .

TINTAGILES,

Thine too, sister ¥graine. . . .

YERAINE,

T had net noticed it this morning. . . . I saw
arise . . . one never knows just what the sout
believes it sees. « .« -

TINTAGILES.

I have mot seen the soul, sister Ypraine. + 4.

Why is Aglovale there on the threshold 7
YORAINE,

e is resting 2 ittle, . . . He wanted to kise
thee before he went to bed. . . . He was wait-
ing for thee to wake. . . .

TINTAGILES.

What is that on his knees?

YGRAINE.
On his knees? I sec nothing on his knee 5 ¢«
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TLNTAGILES.
Yes, yes, there is something. . - -
AGLOVALE.
Nothing much, #y child. . . . I was looking

at my old sword ; and 1 hardly recognized it. . . .
Tt has served me many years; but for some fime
T have lost al! faith in it, and I think it will soon
break. . . . There, by the hilt, there is z little
spot. . . . I have observed the steel was growing
paler, and I asked wyself . . . I know not any
longer what L asked. . . . My soul is very heavy
to-day. . . . How canitbe helped? . . . Webave
to lye in expectation of the unexpected. « .
And then we have to actas if we hoped. « . -
There are those heavy evenings when the usc-
lessness of life Tises in the threat; and you
would like to close your eyes. « » - It is late, and

Iam tired. & . -
TINTAGILES,

He is wounded, sister Ygraine. « » .

YGRAME.

Where?
TRITAGILES.

On the forehead and the hands. - - .
ACLOVALE.

Those are very old wounds that do not lurt
me any more, my child. . . . It must be the
Yight falling on them to-night . . . Thou hast
never noticed them till now?
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TINTAGILES.
He looks sad, sister Ygraine. . . .
YGRAINE,
No, no ; he is not sael, but very weary, . . .

TINTAGILES.
Thou art sad too, sister Ygraine, . . .

YTCTATHE.

‘Why, no; why, no; you see, I am smil

ing. . ..
TINTAGILES.

And my other sister, too. . . .

YGRATNE.
Why, no; she is smiting, too. . . .

TINTAGILES,
That is not smiling. . . . ITknow. . ..

YGRAINE.
Come ; kiss we and think of something else,
v o« [She Aisses Rim.]
TINTAGILES.

What else, sister Ygraine? - Why dost thon
burt me when thou dost kiss me sof

TGRAINE.
T butt thee?
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TINTAGILES,
Yes. . . . I don't know why [ hear thy heart
beat, sister Ygraine, . . .
| YGRALNE.
Thou hearsst it beat?

TPSTAGILES.
Oh1 oh1 it beats, it beats, as if twould . . .

YGRAINE,
What?
TINTAGILES.

I don't know, sister Ygraine. . + «
¥GRAINE,

Thou must not be alarmed without reasoen,
nor speak in riddles. . . . Stop! thine eyes aré
wet. . . . Why art thou troubled? I hear thy
heart beat, too, . . . You zlways hear it whet
vou kiss so. . . . It is then i speaks and sayf
things the tongne knows not of. .« .

TINTAGILES.
I did not hear it just now. . . .
YGRAINE.

Becanse then . . . Ohl butthined. . . Why
what ails it? . . . It is bursting! . « »

TINTAGILES (er3ing).
Sister Ygraine ! sister ¥graine )
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] VORAINE.
YWhat I3
TINTAGILES,

[ heard! . . . They . . . they are coming!
VGRALFE. .
They, who? . .. Why, what's the matter? . , |

TINTAGILES.
‘The door ! the doer! Tuey were there ! |
[fHe falls bachsvard on YORAINE'S kuees,
YGRAINE, o
Why, what ’s the matter? . . . He has
he has fainted. . . . o
BELLAWGERE.

Take care; . . . take care! . .. He wil

fall, . ..
AGLOVALE.
[Rising abruptly, sword in hand]] I hear
t00; . . . some one is walking in the corridar,

YGRAINE.

Ght! ...
[ A sifence — dhey dsten.

AGLOVALE.
I hear. . . . There is a crowd of them. . . .

VGRATNE.
Acrowd! . . . What crowd?

YT
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AGLOVALE.

I do notknow; . . . you hearand you do not
hear. . . . They do not walk like other beings,
but they come. . .. They are touching the

deor. . - .7 %

YORAINE.
[ Clasptng  TINTAGILES canpilifoely  in her
arms.| Tintagiles! . . . Tintagiies | « « »
: BELLANGERE.
[ Kssing fim af the same rime} ltool...
Itoo! ... Tintagiles! . . .
AGLOVALE.

They are shaking the door . . . listen . . .
soft! . . . They are whispering. . . »
[A &ey is hrard grafing i e lock,

YGRAINE,
They have the key ! . . .
AGLOVALE.

Ves: . o o ¥ES. o « « 1 WaS sure of it . . -

Wait, « . .
[ He posts Rimsedf, with raised Fword, 0B
the last step, — T Hhe fwe sisters )
Come! ... come, tool ...

[A silence. The door opers 2 little. Trem-
biing Tike the needle of a comgpass, Aglaovale
puts his sword across the opeuning, sticking
the point of it between the beams of the
doorcage. ‘The sword breaks with a crash
under the omineus pressure of the folding:
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deor, and its fragments roll echoing down '

the steps. ¥ praine leaps up with Tintagiles,
atill in & fzint in her arms; and she, Bul
Junpére znd figlovale, with ain and mighty
efforts, try 10 push liack the donr, which con-.
tnues to open slowly, aithough ue one is
heard or seen. Only a brightiess, cobd and
calm, pierces into the rupm. At this mo-
ment, Tintgiles, saddenly straightening wp,
comes 1o hbnself, wtters 2 long ory af dediv.
erance and kisses Lis sister, winle 21 the sory
memend of tids cry, the door, resisting no
fouger, shuls abrupbiy uticler their pressurs,
wlich they bave not had time to interrapt.]

YTGRAINL.

Tintagiles 1 . .
mms foy fvek &t cuach stiier In amazsement

AGLOVALY (listening ai the door).
I no longer hear a sound. . . .
YORATHE {twide with jor}.

Tintagiles | Tintagiles? . . . Seel Seel . .,
Heis saved ] , . . Sec hiseyes! .. . you can
see the blae. . . . He i3 going io spexk. . . .
They saw we were watching. . . . They did
not dayel . . . Eiss us! ... Kiss us, I el
thee!. .. Kissus} ... ald]all, .. Tothe
very deptbs of our souls!. ..

(A four, wwith eyes filled with fears, vemain

closedy cmbraceds |
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ACT FOURTH.

{A corridot before the apariment of the pre
ceding act.  Enter, veiled, three flantmaids
of the Queen.]

FIRST HANDMAID {fissening at the door).

They watch no longer. . . -
SECOND HANDMAID.
Tt was useless to wait. . . .

THIRD HANDKAIDL

She preforred that it should be done in
gilence, . . . :
FIRST HANDMAID.

I knew that they must sleep. . » «
SECOND IEANDLIALD.
Open quickly. . . .
THIRD HANDMAID,
It is time. - . .

FIRST HANDMAIL

L
ﬁl

Wait at the door. I will go in alome, I
needless to be three. . .
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SECOND HANDHAID,
it is true, he s very liitle. . . .
THIRD HNDMAID,

VYou must be on your gaard for the eldes
SISEEE. o .+«

SECOXD HANDRAD,

Vou know the Queen would not that they
should kmow, . . .

TEST HWANDLIATD.

Fezr nothing ; I am mever easily heard. , . .

SECONT HANDMAID.
Go in, then ; it is time.
[Fhe first handmaid epens the door pric.
dently and enters the voom.]
Tt is nearly midoight. . . .

THIRD HAWDMAID.

Ahl . .. .
[4 sifemee. The jirst Landmeid comes
back from the apariment]

SECOMD HANDMAID,
Where is he?

FIRST HAMNDMAID.

He is asleep between his sisters. His arms
are zbout their necks ; and their arms are about
him, too. . . . I could not do it 2lone. . . .

i T R R TR e L T L S
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SECOND HANDMATD,
I will go help you. + . &
THIRD HANDMATD.

Yes; po in. jogether. . . . I witl watch
here, . . .
FIRST HaANDMAID.
Take care; they are aware of something.
. . . They aze all three struggling with a bad

dream. . . .
ﬁm..u.mm fiwo handmafds enfer the room.

THIET: BANDMAIT

They are elways aware; but they do not

understand. . . .
{4 silence. The first fwo handmaids comnté
back agein from the apariment.]

Well ?

: SECOND HANDMAID.

You must come 0o} . . . We cannot detach
them. . . . . :

FIRST EANDMATD.

As fast as we undo their arms, they close them

on the child again. . . .

SECOND HANDMAID.
And the child clings to them barder and

harder. . « .
FIRSET HANDMAID.

e is resting with his forehead con the elder
gister’s heart. . . .
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ERCOND HANDIIAID.

And his head rises and falls on her
breasts. ... .
FIRST HANDLIAID.
We shall not sacceed in opening his hands
the least. + . . .
SECOKD 15ANDMATD,

They plenge to the very depths of his sisters”
halr . . . .
FIRST HANDMAID.

He clenches a golden curl between his little
7 ¢ ) I
SECONDY HANDIEATD.

The heir of the eider will have to be cut
Fof R
FIRST TSANDLLATD.

The other sister's as well, you will see. « « o
SECCND HANTIMAID,
Have you your shears?

THIED HANDNAIDL

Yes. . . .
FIRST HANDMIATID,

Come quick; they stir already.
SGCOND HANDMAID.

Their hearts and eyclids beat in the swme
time. . . .
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FiRST HANDMAID.

Tt is true; 1 caught a glimpse of the blue
eves of the elder. . .. .
SECOND HANDMAID,

She locked at us, but suw us nolt. .+ . .

FIRST HAMDAAID.

When one of them Is touched, the other two

stk . . .
SFCOND HAWDMATD.

They stroggle without being able to move. .. -

WIRST HARDWLAIL,

The elder would have cried out, but she could

not., . . .
SECOND HANDMAILL

Come quickly; they lock warned. . . .
TRIRD HAKDHAID.

The old man is not there?
FIRST HAMDKAID.

Ves; but ke sleeps in a comer. . . «

SECOND HARDMAID,

He sleeps with his ferchead on the pommel
of his sword.
FIRST RAMDMALD.

He is aware of nothing; and he does net
dream, . .+ .

15
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THIRD HAWDNAID.

Come, come ; we must have donte with it, . ..

FIRST HANDMAID,

Vauy will have trouble untangling their
limbs. . . .
SECOND HAWDMATD.

True; they are intertwined bke those of
the drowned, . . .

THIED HAMNDMAID,

Come, come. . - . .

[They enter the room. A greatsilence, broken
by sighs and dull murmurs of an anguish
smothered by sleep.  Afterwargs, the three
bendmaids come out in ait haste fom the
sombre apartment.  One of them camies
Tinsagiles aslecp in her arms, his little hands
and mouth shrivelled with steep and agooy,
and flooding him all over with the fdowing
of long golden locks ravished from the two
sisters’ hair. They fles I silence until, when
they come to the end of the corriger, Tin-
tagiles, suddenly waking, utters 2 great cry
of supreme distross.]

TINTAGILES {front the depths of the corvidor).
A-zhl . .

[Wew silence. Then the two sisters are heard,

in the next reom, waking and rising un.
easily ]

YGRAINE (in e #oom).

Tiniagiles! . . . Where ishe? . . .
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BELLANGERE,
He is no longer here. . . .
YGRAINE (%th incveasing anguish).

Tintagiles] ..~ Alamp | alamp! . .. Light
il ...
BELLANGERE,

Yes . ..o yes!. ..

YGRAINE.

[She is szen, through the onen door, coming
forward within the room, with a Iamp in her
hand.}

The door is wide open !

THE VOICE OF TINTAGILES {afmost naudible in
the distanie).

Sister Ygraine! . . .

YGHRAIHE.,

He cries! . . . he cries! . . . Tintagiles!
Tintagiles! . . .
[She rushes headlong into the corridor. Bel
lJangére tries to follow her, but fainis on ths
steps of the threshold.f



ACT FIFTH.

A greaf iron  door bencalth gloomy  archa,
Fnter Yopaww, hogeard, dishepelled, with &
lamp in fer fand,

YGRALVE.

[ Turning bock wiidy.] They have not fol-
lowed me. . .. Bellangere ] . ., Bellangére 1. ..
Aglovale! . ., Where are they? — They said
they loved him, and they have left me all
alone ! . .. Tintagiles ! .. . Tintugilest ... Qh!
itistrue, . . . I have cimbed up, T have climbed
up innumeralle steps between great pitiless wills,
and my heart can no longer sustain me. . . . The
arches seem to stit, . . . [She leanr aguinst the
pitlars of wn arch.] Tshalifall ., . Ch!lohlmy
poorlife 1 Ifeelit. . . . Itis atthe very edge of
ry lips, trying to get awsy. . . . 1 do not kaow
what I have done. . . . L have seen nothing; I
have heard nothing. . . . Oh, thesilence L. .
I found all these golden carls along the steps and
along the walls; and I followed them. 1 picked
them up. . . . Oh! ohl theyare very beautiful !
Little thumbkin } . . . littl2 thumbkin { . . . What
did I say ? I remember. . . . I do not believein i,
either;. . . one cansleep. . . . Al thatis ofno
consequence, and jt s not possible. . . . Ido not
know what I think any longer. . . . One iswaked
up, and then . . . At bottor, come, at bottom,
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one must reffect. . . . They say this, they say
that; lmt the soul — that follows another road
altogether. You do not know all you unloosc.
Y came here with my Litle lamp. , . . It was not
biown eut in spite of the wind in the stuirway. . . .
AY Dbottom, what must be thonghtof it? There
are too many things unsctiied. . . . And yet there
are sowe who should know them ; but why do
they not speak? [Lesking adout her] 1 havs
never seen all this. . . . One may not climb o
high ; everything is forbidden. . . . Itiscoid. . ..
It is so dark, too, cue might frar to breathe. ...
They say the shadows poiscn. . . . Yonder aoor
is fearful. . . . {Ske approacies fhe door anid
gropes over £} Oh! it jscekld! . . Ttis of
smocth iron ; all smooth, and has ne lack. . - -
Where does it open, then? I sce no hinges. ...
T believe itls embedded in the wall, . . . Onecan
gono higher; . . . there are no more sieps. . N
[ Dttering @ fersible cip] At .. still more
golden cunls, shut in the deor ! . . . Tintagiles !
Tintagiles | . . . 1 heard the dour fall to just
now! . . . I remember! Y remember !, . . It
must! . . . [She bealr frantically with fis? and

- fegt on Bre deor]  Ob i the wonster ] the mon-

ster | . . . You arc here | . . . Listend T blas-

pheme | I blaspherc and spit at you ! . . .
[Knecking, in tiny strokes, heard on the other
sifle of Lhe oo : then the woice of Tintagites
pierces, very fecbly, througlh the irem
barrierz.]

TISTACILES.
Sister Ygraine, sister Ygraine |
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¥YGRAINE.
Tintagiles! . . . What? . . . What? « .
Tintagiles, is it thou? . . .
TINTAGILES.

Open quickly, open ‘guicklyl ... She is
therel . . .

. YERALVE.
Ohlohl. ..Whe? . . . Tintzgiles, mylittle
Tintagiles! . . . dostthouhearme? . . . Whatis

jtt . .. What has happened? . .. Tintagiles !
. . Thou hast not been hart? . . . Where at
thou? . » . Art thou there? . . . .
TINTAGILES. .
Sister Ygraine, sister ¥grane ! . . . I shall die
if thou dost not open me the door. . . .
YORAINE.
Wait; I am trying; weit. . . . Tam opening
it, I am openimg i . . .
TINTAGILES.

Tat thou dost pot understand me ! . . Sister
Ygraine ! . . . Thereisnotime ! . . . She could
not held me. . . . Istmck her, struck her « -
Iran. . .. Qnick, quick, she is herel o .

YGRATNE.

Iam coming, T am coming. . - . Where iz she?

R
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TINTAGTLES.
i see nothing, . . . Dutl hear. .. oh! Iam
afraid, sister Vgraine, 1 am afraid! ... Quick
quick | . . . Open quickly ... for the love of

the dear Gog, gister Ygraine! . .

YGRAINE {groping ovir ike doer anxiously).
7 am sure to find . . . wait a littie .. & Tain-
ute . . . amoment .. .
TINTAGILES.

I cannot wait any lopger, sister Ygraine. . . «
She is breathing behind me. . « .

VGRAINE.
It is nothing, Tihntagiles ; @y little Tintagiles,

don't be afraid. . . . It is because I canact

SEE. . . .
TINTAGILES.

Yes, thon censt; I see thy light plainly. . . -
It is light by thee, sisier Ygraine, . . . Heie 1
can se€ no longer. . . .

YORAINE.

Thou seest me, Tintagiles? Where can one

cee? There is no chink. . . -
TINTAGILES.
Yes, yes, there is cne, bat it is so httle! o . .

TERAINWE

Which side? Here? . . . Tell me, tell me !
. . . There, perhaps? :
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TINTAGILAS,

Here, here. . ... Dost thou not hear? I am
knocking, , . .

YORATVE,
Here?
TINTAGILES.
Higher. . . . Butiiis so little! . , ., QOne

could not pass a needle through it! .
FORAINL.
Don't be afraid ; 1 shall be there, . . .
TIRTAGILES,

Ok, 1 hear, sister Ygraine! . .
Thon must pullt She is herel . . . i thou
couldst open it alicde . . . Jusralinle. o . . I
am so timy L. .,

YORASVE.

I have no nails left, Tintagiles. . . . I have
puiled, T have pushed, I have pounded ! _ . | 1
have pounded | . .. [Ske gownds apain and tries
fo sleafee Fhe immovadde dovr ] Twoaf my hingers
argnump. . . . Donet weep; ... it is itom . .,

TENTAGILES {§oddiog wespernicdy} .

Thon hast nothing to open it with, sister
Ygraine ? . . . Nothing st zll, nothing atall; ., .

and I coold go through ;. . . for I am so Lttle,
so little. . . . Thoe kaowest well, . . .
YGRARVE,

I have nothing but my lamp, Tintagiles, . . .
There! There! . . . [Ske deats Aase! oi the
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door, with the help of her lomp of oy, which
goes out and is droken) Oh!t .. . Everything
is dark zll at once ! , . . Tintagiles, where art

thou? . . . Oh, listen, listent . . . Thou canst
not open it from within? . . -
| | TTHTAGILES.

Na, no; there isn't anything. . .. T can't

Aeel anything at all. . . . T can't see the little

bright chink any longer. . . .
VORATHE.
What ails thee, Tintagiles? . . . I hardly
hear any longer. . . .
TINT&GILIS,
Little sister, sister Ygraine. . .. Itis nolonger

possible. . . .
YGRADNE.

What is it, Tintagiles? . . . Where pgoest

thou? . . .
TIHTAGILES,

She is there V. . . I have no more courage, —
Sister Ygraine, sister Ygraine 1. . . Tfeelherl. ..
YORAINE,

Who? . . . Who? . ..
TRITAGILES,
Ido notknow. . . . Idomnotsee, . . . Bat it
is no longer possible ! . .. She ., . . she is taking

me by the throat. . . . She has put ber hand on
wiy throat. . . . Ch! chl sister Ygraine, come

here, .,
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YCRAINE.
Yes, ves, . . .

TINTAGILES.
Itisso dark! . .,

YSRATHE,

Struggle, defend thyself, tearher! . | | Don’t
be afraid. . . . One moment! . . . I shali he
there. . . . Tintagiles! . . , Tintegiles ! answer
me! . .. Help! - Where art thou? . , . I

am going to heipthee. , . . Kissme . .. through
the door. , . here. .. here. . . .

TINTAGILES (v y foelhdy).
Here . .. here . . . sister Yaraine, . .

TGRAINT,

It is here, itis bere I amn giving kisses, hearest
thou? Again! again!

TINTAGILES (medie and more feebiy),

~Tam giving them, too . . . here. . . sister
Ygrainel . . | sister Ygratme! . .. Qlh! . ., .
[ The .ﬁnb‘ of @ little body s heard Behind

e from doer.]

¥GRAINE,
Tintagiles ! Tintagiles | What h
e s 13 L L ast
thou done? ... Give himup | give him :w_ ...
for the love of God, give him up! . .. I no
longer hear. . . - — What have you done with
him? . . . Do him no harm, will you? ... It
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is only apoor child ! . . . Fe does not resist. . . .
See, see. . . . I am not wicked. . . . Thave gone
down on both knees. . . . Give himup, I pray
thee. . . . It is not for myeelf =zlone, thou
knowest, . . . I will do ati one could wish. . . .
I am not bed, vou see. . . . I beseech you with
clasped hands, . . . I was wrong. . . . 1 sub-
mit utterly, thou seest well. . . . I have lost all
I had, . .. Let me be punished some other
way, . , . There are so many things that could
give e more pain . . . if thou lovest to give
pain . . . . Thoua wilt see. . But this poor
child has done nething. . . . What I said was

not true . . . but I ¢id not know. . . . Lkoow
well you are very good. . . . One mustforgive
in the end ! ., . . He is'so young, he is so beau-

tiful, and he s so little | . .. You see, it is not pos-
sible ! ... He puts his little arms about your
neck, his little mouth on your mouth ; and God
himsel{ could not resist any longer, . . . You
will open, witl you not? . . . I ask almost noth-
ing. . . . Ishould only have him a moment,
one little moment. . . . I do notremember. ..
thou wnderstandest. . . . I did notbave time. . . .
There needs hardly enything to let him pass. . ..
Ttisnothard. . . . [ A fong incxorabie siience. ] —
Monster! . . . Monster! . . . I spit—. . .[
[Ske sinks dosvn and continies fo roh
Softly, with her aviis strcfohed Hp on

the door, in the davkness.]

[CurTams. ]



