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@sther and Forberad,

A BCENE FROM THE BOOEK OF ESTERR:

MORDECAIL

Ah, woe am I!—In this my last old age, after
having toiled hard in the prime of life, to have been
banished from my country, to have hed my ancient
right of citizenship torn from me in the most unjust
manner, and to have been compelled to pass my
days in a land not my own, and dwell with & people
whose customs have taught them that I am not

worthy of communion among them.
B
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Ab! who can tell of grief? Who has had his
mind torn with angry care? And who has lived as
though his soul would break the barriers of his feeble
frame; and yet, having but little strength, it is com-
pelled to dwell within its dungeont

Ah! my grief is more then this. For the bread
which perisheth I am compelled to stand as a dogat
the king’s gate, and bend the knee alike to the virtuous
and the vile. And having used that judgment with
which man, the highest of the Creator's works, has
' been endowed, my lifo is at stake. Yes, there is he
who carries in his breast malicious designs, and who
even pants to see my l:;lun-cl spilt near those old gate
pillars which have borne my fesble frame, when, over-
whelmed with grief, whilst leaning against which, for
my country, the land of my birth, the scenes of my
childhood, and liberty dear to man, I'vesighed; and
grieved for a time which, in my short day, can never
return. Yea, my life is sought, and that by a powerful
subject, one in whom the king delights and hes



i1

honoured, and against whom my weary prayers could
never prevail. There is nothing before me but
death, to the valley of which, through care and toil
end angry grief, I'm called to walk.

ESTHER.

Why grieve you thus, my father,
For thy country and thy fatherland ?
I'm still thy child, I chere thy grief,
I too am banished from the land

I love, for ever and for ever.

MORDECAL

Ah, happy maid, thou'rt not my child;
Thy father and thy mother died
Far in that land for which I sigh
And I, thy father's kindred born,
Was once to thes a parent dear;
But now thou art the Queen, and I



