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INVOCATION.

Spirit! whose world-o'ershadowing plumes are spread,
Now for some flight beyond all omen’s fear,
Beyond all onward gaze of Hope !—the Dead
That were thine heralds through so many a year
Of doubt and terror, when thy coming wings
Darkened the Heavens, and men saw not the light,—
Snowy as that which earliest morning flings
Over the gloomy Alps,—ailver their night
Of gable pinion ! yea, thy Dead, O Name,
That should be Thing !—call from their sepulchres,
And bid thee cloud not their unsetting fame,
Proving a vulture shape of blood and tears
Whom they announced—a Dove, whose sky-broad hreast
Should brood o'er all the earth, and give it—rzs7!

Arkin 14, 1848,






Wramatig Pergona.

Puivie Van ArTeEvELDT, Son of Jacod, formerly Chief of the
revolted Flemings.

Lois px Mave, Count of Flanders.

Pawevs e Haze, kis natural Son.

VanpENBOSCH, .
Frans ACKERMAN, } Captains of the People of Gauxt.

81z Baovr D'Harzerie, o Knight, revolted from the Count.
Lorp Lavawn, a Noble of the Count's party.

GuisBERT,

Syson, } Citizens of Gaunt, partizans of the Count.
Cuarces V1. (a Boy), King of France.

Dukr or Burcunpy, Regent of France,

Lenor, Lady of Ardennes.
YovawnE, Wife to Philip, Daughter of Fandenbosch.

Deacons of the Trades, Soldiers, Rabble, and other Attendants.
Seene—Fraxpems.

Time—The close of the Fourteeuth Century.






PHILIP OF ARTEVELDT.

ACT I.

SCENE I.

Before PriLiv’s house, in the market-place of Gaunt.
Symon and GuisBERT entering on opposite sides.

AYMON.

Who goes, this dead of night?

GUIBBERT.
What, Symon there!?

BYMON,
Guishert! abroad like any bachelor?

GUISBERT.

Few sleep in Gaunt; this wolf of famine gnaws
At all men’s hearts. Have you heard any news?

BYMON.

What, from the armies? None.
B
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GUISBERT. ~
Should they but meet,
And loeck shine on the Count, our work is done.
Better than blows, hunger hath tamed these beasts;
And though, in fear of bloody Vandenbosch,
No man dares mutter peace even in his prayers,
Yet in their wan and woe-begone visages
Speak oracles.
BYMON.
They madden o'er their ills!
Mothers do slay the whimpering babes that pinch
Their dry breasts vainly, sons their sires, and eat
Of their dear flesh; yea, in the market-place
8it munching horrid fragments, and none blame!
Spectres and grisly portents are as rife
T' th” sun at noonday as by churchyard moons;
Yea, some report that ancient chief of theirs,
Renowned Jacob—

GUISBERT.
Hush! who goes there?

SYMON.
None, none!—

Lies it not easy on thy conscience yet?

What if our daggere pinked the first hole in him?

All Gaunt assisted, tore him limb from limb

Into such fragments that his grave was like

A shambles’ sweepings.

GUISBERT.
Most ungrateful beasts!
That 'tis to serve the people! Ten long years,



