
Vir-.-Aiîd Virgiil dies for iRegulus. [sStubs hcsdf sW*q-
qlers and faits.]

Reg.-M~arcius- O miy wife, Virginiia, iiy love'[nc
Martc ius.] Bld Capella bring soine wine ! Lose nat a nmoment!
[Exit il1oecius.] Virginia, [k'ueels beside hter] Virgiiîia, speak< to
nie, answer ine! But 1 fear it can. neyer bc again. There is no
sound-nothing, save the deathly silence as of miany graves.
Oh, thau wast a faithiffl wife to mie, a pure wvonan, a noble
friend. But iiow thou art gone. 'Fhy pulse lias, ceased to beat
and thy chaste breast to throb. O gods, shie's dead!

[Enter .lfarcius a&nd C'aleiia.]
Gp-ere's wvine, Regulus!

Iieg.-Aside, aside!1 Sh&es (lead. Virginia's dead [Hs-iqes
ke.r birow] and hils is lier corse-wliat eisc lias the world in it
for mie now ? lier purpled corse-siain by Carthage ! W e to
tie city that caused the shiedding of this costly blaod!1

Thierefore anothier oath. 'Twias, in this roain our youthiful
vows were whispered. Ilear mie ye Nvalls that, echoed ta the
clanging of the flrst coat of mail Vi-riiai- bueckled on, hiear mie ye
gods thiat hiurl your thumderbolts at traitors, hear ie ! Once
again 1 swear, but this tinie it is ta declicate mysl-body, soul
and ail-to vengeance. Carthîage shiah be crushiec, cruslhed biy
Rome!

Whiat strange influence is this that cornes upan mne as
kneel ? 1 seern ta feed the spirit or Virginia, near, hovering
above nie as an inspiration to noble deeds as iii the ycars gane
by. l'1l corne ta thee soon, niy Iovc-oh, sa 500fl For this
v'ery hiour 1 return ta my CarLhaýginiani dungeon and fromn that
fouI ccli I shial returu ta thee.

Yes, Carthiage, [7-ising] to glut, thy coward eyes I know tlîis
thraat shiall bleed. But the ruby draps hiot Nvith anger shall
inelt iny hiated chains. And 1 shall be free-free Nvitli oatli
unbroken, hionour unstained! Ohi, àplendid freedomn!

.And for thy kindncss Rame shahl pay tliee back' TIhc
quecu af the Seven lls shahl reward thec Nvith a gif t ofirnyriad
swvords. But shie shiah haold the hiilts, andI thiou into Mie false
hiearts af thy citizeîîs shaît receive the blades 1 [Takci)g -ul ivîs
swvoird.] This it is thiat won the Punie wvar-this, Mhe hiero af
every battie. Whiere is the limiit to thv niatchless power?
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