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Asuc.—And return to our prairies green where wc could ramble around
on slia^'ganajtjns, and ride in t\V(» wlu-cl cart.--.

Man.—Sing to nie, mother, again of that jirairie lionie of ours.

Atiicena (siiiow.)-

Milll . ( <ill!rs.\—

Azuc—

Man.—

A zuc

.

—

DuKT.—AzucRNA ami Manrico.

AiK.—"^« A'oxlri Montr."

Bark to our prairies our steps rctrarinif,

'I'hert', jieaic and tiuiel oiuc more einhraciiiij:

Son^s tliDii wilt siiifT "H-. with origan ^riiuliiijj.

Sweet dreams sliall visit our sleep as of vore.

Repose, oh, mother, silentlv hendiiiir,

O'er thee my spirit liea\ 'nward siiall soar.

Love'd sonjjs thou'lt siny; me, thv orijan aid lendiny;;
l Sweet driams sliall visit our sleep as of vore.

( Mv soul with devotion heav'nward shall soar.

I.ov'd soiiyfs thou'lt sinjj me thv orifan aid lending;, '

Mv soul witli devotion,
Heav'nward shall .soar.

Repose thee.

Oh I mother,
Repose thee,

Oh! mother,
.My wearv soul,
Heav'nward shall soar.

{Azuciiia.)

Sweet dreams shall visit

Our sleep as of vore;
.Sweet dreams of vore,
Sweet dreams of vore.
Sweet dreams of vore.
Sweet dnams of vore,
.Sweet dreams of vore.
Sweet (h-eains of vore.

(
I'dHs aslri'p.

)

[Entn Leo.nora.]

Man. (starting uf.)—Leonora here I How is this?

Leo. (jMutimj to Jour.'^—Go, Manrico. your life is .safe. (!o, dearest, quick;
they have need of yiair services at the poll. I will soothe the last

hours of your mother.

Man.—But tell uif, how came this })ardon ?

Leo.— Go I The Count has promised me that you shall live.

Man. (stretchiiKi out /(?'.<«• arms. —Then come dearest, Leonora; come, mother,
come. We will return together to our ])rairie home, where far re-

moved from the scenes of ))ast sorrows, we will pass innocent
days together surrounded with the hcauties of nature, and the love

of each other. ( )ur aim in life to l)ear no malice, but a kindly for-

giveness to all.

Jjeo.—Nay, dearest, nay, I cannot go. Azucena and I will have to stay.

i\/((/). — You cannot go i Thm you have purchased my safety at the cost

of your love Vou have bartered your affection foi' what you
thought T valued.

Leo.'- l>o not .q)eak to nu' in tones of anger veneered, (io - go—or no
power on earth shall save you.

Man. -False one ! you have bi-en untrue to tlu- vows w i- pledged each

other.

fdo. {ilrop})iuii.)--A\\, tlie fioison ! I faint 1 Manrico, here—here. Do
not curse me, Manrico do not curse me it was for you that 1 <lie.

Man. (Iieside lier.) Dviiig ! Oh, this is too much - too much.


