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STILICHO.,

A TRAGEDY.

ACT L

Sorsg I—The Homan Army's Eumlmpmn.r, o dar's march
Jrom Constantinapls—airieaduo's Tent,

ErraEsrms—Later o Atm 2Maviuwps, {Huh dressed in ridipg
Aebits, )

Euch. Well, Maximus, and so you're come at last.
You're always latest when I want you most.
I've been as restless as my horee outside ;
More so, much more : I hate this waiting sa.

Meaz. I'm sorry that you've had to wait, my lord,
We'll start ab once ?

Euch. No, no. It's not the ride
I want. I can take that at any time ;
I want to have a chat, good Maximus:
I've no ooe here to talk to but yourself,
‘What is this news about ?

Maz. The news, my lord ?
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Euch. What ? Then you have not seen the messenger,
Deck'd in strange habit, that hag just arrived
From the young Emperor Arcadius ?
I thought yon would have met him as you came.
I wonder what the tidings are be's brought |
Maz. May he have brought provisione for the troops.
This country ever seems to get more bare—
More ravaped—as we near ita oapital ;
The towns are desolate, the villages
Burnt down, the people nowhere to be found :
Without cur ships we seareely shounld get food.
Euch. How anxiously Arcadiug must wait
For our approach, though scerce more eagerly
Than I to see his eastern capital,
And vengeance on his grasping minister |
By Jove! had I just mounted to my throne
And felt mysclf mads puppet by the slave
That held my state, I should wot, when I saw
My father's trusted captain drawing near,
Have sent my mespenger with formal seroll.
No,—throwing my purple robes aside—1I'd,
Myself, have welcomed my deliverer.
Mar, And left, my good young lord, your capital,
It's treasure, troops, and high-protecting walls,
In the sole grasp of your too-grasping slave,
Whose speedy downfull you were gone to sesk ?
Were it not safer to allay his fears,
By making rendy for a friend’s spproach,
Than rouse them by an unexpected fAight ?
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- Euch. My prudent Maztmus, you're ever right ;
Altho' you grant Bufious sight and heary
Hes—the mere household tyrant—cannot have.
Howe'ar, the risk would be too great to chance.
‘Wounld it not make one mad to stand withont
And see the brute grin at you from the walls,
Using against yom your ewn arms aod pow'r?
‘Would he'd give fight—Ho [—but there's not a chance.
I dare now say this messenger's hrought word
The coward's fascinated—ifled, perchance—
T'll wager thee, before we reach the plaece,
This lata all-powerful minister'a a mopk ]
Max, Hast heard of his last act? it speaks not
thus—
He's seized Count Lucius, yvour Father's friend,
Mock’d him and justice with a seeming frial,
And murdered him.
Euch. Great Heav'n! Haet told your lord 7
Has he heard this, and moves he not &t onee?
Maz. I fear he has not heard ; unless, indead,
The mwessenger jnst left has borne the news.
I learnt it from sowe elaves of Lucius
Who're came to sue protection from your lord.
Euch. T think he knows it all. T've heard his
tramp
Inside the tent like some night-sentinel's—
My blood beats quick. Before to-morrow's eve,—
Who knows P—this murderer, this low-born slave,
May altogether "scape our burning wrath.
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