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ALARIC, OR THE TYRART'S WELL.
4'DRAMA IN THREB ACTS.

M —tar : . -
The Plot taken frem the New York Dredger,

DraNaYI8 PERSONZ, to0 numerous to mention.

e ACT 1st.

Sosnz—{Tbo Shores of Sidily, tho Meditorrancan in tho dis.

tance, Tixe—Long, long ugo.)

Alaric—0ncoe more upon thosc suony shores I stand,
Falr Siclly, thou bright and glarious land.
Whero shines the sup and whore the song bi-d sing,
Where winter'smild precode the budding Spriog,—
Home of my Fathere !l lung ma if [ ain’t
Enraptured 1o bebold tho tints that paint
Thy well rememborcd shorea,  Uere dwells my love,
Dy ducky littlo darling turtle dove,
My aweel Innthe, peace | fond hieart bo &lill,
Doun't Mltter, Muttor dike a steam raw mill,
Sho conies, sho comes, I sen her drawing near,
Onco moro fond heart bo siill, my Jove ia here,

{ Entor Inntho, who s Afaric is supposed to have been banish.
04 12 years from Sicily, of courso dovs'nt recoguizo biw,]
Alaric—Good morrow, mixs, loo dny my pretty maid,

Daat thou remember ana who aftan played

TWith thee, at hall and hop scoteh, long ago?

Who frequonily at school would slsly show

Thoe how to do thy suwms, and then sl Uliss,

Whep going homo for payment steala kisa ¥
lanthe—swilh cbarming eagerness.]

T1do! 1dot oh] kuowest thou ought of him,

My dear Alaric? Spesk! my orca nro dim

Witk anxioun longioge, Speak ! olispeak ! declaro

Whero is my long lost denr Alarle, whero ?
Alaric=Swaet ono, Lebold him, yes, behnld him bere,

Como 10 my armos, 1y littlo ducky dear.

lanthe—1I come, I come.
Thoy cmbrace, and tho acene changes.

8cBNE 2nd.—[Palaco of Pyrrbo King of Sldly.]

King Pyrrho—Well, goad Donatus, what's the nows to dey ?
Ars traitors queslioning my kingly sway ?
Avo gritty chiefs and rebels red with iro,
Kindiing a bobbery of rebel fire ?
Speak out, old codger, and whero doubtr are bred,
Fly | presto! guick, apd tumbie off an head.
Donatus—(Prime favourito of King Pyrrho.)
Mast clemont sire, the city’s stitl as death,
Of dlscontent [ hear no wratly breath ;
Bu, sire, ono wosd, there's lota of room for fear,
“That Gerce youog brat, that lion’s whelp s hore,
Pyrrho—Who's hora ? speak out | or faith I'll quickly deck
1. r.;'rol chamsber with your ugly neck.
“;ho‘s hore ? what brat ? by Juplter, be quick,
Aund save yourself a precious nusty Jick.
Donatus—=Nay, sire, I tremble, hush | beo) down your ear,
“Twont do to let our vory wnistcoats hear
Alaric’a back, great Thingembobom's Son.
King Pyrrho—Tho gods be thanked, the young cub'srace Isrun;
Quick, ind him out wbero'er the rascal rove,
And briog bim bere, I'll tickle bim by Jove,
(ExitDonatus,]
Bcewk Ird—{Intoror of A_Coltage—Enter Alaric, Jantho and
Bustlbus, her supposed Father,}
Janthe—0u ! Pa, I'vo brought & fricod homo here to dinnor,
Bustidus—Wel my hoarly—why I'm a sioner,
*Tin young Alaric back, pol yes! of coursoit js.
T'm up to snud, Lis fino old Fatbor’a phiz
1n picturcd thero,  Welcotno agrin my boy.
Alaric=Doar Bustibus, with undissombled joy,
1 greot you woll, my sweot Jautlic’s Pa}
* 1a donr to me ns wans my satnied Ma.
lanthe—(aside)—~How prottily Lo talks,
Alaric— © Yo, yes, my friond
Iantho and bor Pa hava forced ino wen:
My topa hithor, though porc) horo Jurke
A speck of dangor from tioso ugly Turks
Whe rule in Sicily; that bold usurper wlo
My doar Pa kilted, might raise a preclous stow,
1f ‘once ho found o horo, brave Bustibus,
Bustibus—Nay Jot hiny come, wlio carea an ompty cuss
For bim or bls? “Hinraco b slmoast ren,
') fix his vinogar for bim, my son.
Tanthe—Ch I'a1 pray dou’t be rash, "twauld make wo cry
It you or dear Alatio thoro, should dic.
Bustibus—Poaco, protty trembler, banish ovory fear—
Loud knocks at the door.
Ah, wha! }l{good Jup:tnr. what wischiel's here,
.

. {Hogocs 13 )
Who's kicking up that most fofernal row,
Speak, airs, and keop that knocking eany now,

Captain of King Pyrrho's Guord, [from the cntaide.)
Just opo tho doors and thoo you'll soe old hass,
-« o have & warrant from your Kiag, your boas,
Janthe—Oh Pa, dou't Jot thom fa.
Alaric—m 'Tisme thoy seck,
0 mo, the tyrant would his vongoxnco wreak,
Taotho duckoy pray don't lookso glam, .
Foarnotbing, aweot, my Hfo is~yel worth *aomo.*
The knocking is ronowod.]
Janthe—=Oh denr 1 oh doar ! my hoart is ead and
Why don't they stop that knocking ut lhond:::.e;‘

Kin,

| Busttbus—a troeo to trembling, womust Jet (Iwm' i,

Thouth fatth it ecemn to.mo u ervieg #ln,
Tn ape the deor without a single blow, o5
Yot policy decreos it must bo 0.
Dut dear Alarie fonr yo nanght my Ind,
We'll amako the false old tyrant soon bedad.
Go with them quietly, Lut mind you keep
Your weather eyo from dropping off to slecp.
o opens the door and tho King's guard enter.]

Bustibus—Whateeck yo ?

Captain of the Guard— Ono who arrived today
Upou the abores of Sicily the gay.

His nane, Marie.

Alaric Sir Captain, 1 sm be,

Captain of the Guard— .
Ilow ere you, vir? I quess you'll comie with 1o
Without a rampur, Pyrrho seeks in sooth,

With you an interview my pretty youth,
lanthe—liold roe, I faiat,

dlarie— Nay Jovey, dnvey, dear
Now don't pray don’t there's noughit iy lifo to foar,
Come let o etasp theo to way fuithlul beart,

One kiss, Tunthe, aweet, hefure wo part.
{Thoy embrace, Alaric gently disengages himeo!ffrom lauthe,
who fails fainting on & chair.]

Alaric=Tis bolter 50, now Captain, I'm your man.

Captain of the Guard—A\ll right, my boarly,

HBuslibus—(to Alaricin & whisper.)

I'vo gota rerumptious plan
Will sot 2il 5ight, go noble youth in peace.

[They depart and Bustihue shakes his fist at the Caplain of

the Guird, as the Curtain fatls. ]

ACT 2nd. .
Scesk 1st—{ Roam o the Palace—Pyrrho seated in stalo—Do-
natus standing near—Enter Captain of the Guard with Alaric)
Caplain of the Guard—The prisoner, sirc.
King Pyrrho-=[to Alaric), What aco your raco sad pamo ?
Adlaric=Doth noblo, most, nad your's are pot that sawn,
King Pyrrho—Dog, davest thou heard tho lion io his don.
Alario—Aye, ov the monkey apiug airs of men, .
King Pyrrho~Ab| sagat thou so my proily dalnty youth,
Weo'll put your burning courago to the proof.
But kuow thou reptile with the noisy bark,
Thou bearest 100 woll old Thingembobem'n mark,
To 'mn[w my vengoance, no, I'l gloat cuch seose,
With triumpb o'er thy fall. Guards bear bim boneo,
lo decpest duogeon make the proy sccuro.
Alarie—Tyrant, I scorn and spit on thee, the moro,
[Exit Guard aad Alarie.
Pyrrho—>My faith the cub has Thingembobem's pluck

1 thank the Gods for atandiog me In luck, ©
Quick, good Donatue, send three tiusty men
To shewer this chicken in hin noirome den.
Did too my guards with swift and nolseless bound
Sieze nll with whom the gracoless cub was found,
Donatus—1 go, droad sire, and ero one hour has rua,
Tuo work shall be both well and susoly dono.

TExit Doustug, scono chaoges,

ScesE 2Np.—({ Alaric in bis dungeon.]
Alaric—I've bronght myself into & pretty fzzle,
And orso, thore scems no ehanco to mako i wizzlo,
I'm brought to bay, and likely done for too,
Great Jupiter, my bopesare centred alf in you,
Look on 1y fathers son and nerve my soul
‘o bear tho worat this tyrant King can dolo,
Guard sweet lanthe, soothe the troubled roaid
When sho shmdl learn, I'm food for fshos mwado,
For fishes—pshaw—Lll kick up yet o strife,
For lovey, duvay, Innthe, and life.
But ub 1 who comes?
ml_'ukl‘:(r]n‘(]er threo gigantic wen with ninsks, cach bearing a drawn
Alarie—What would you fellows ?
Three men in concert—Sir, proparo to dio.
Alarse—Tlat's pretty cool, but porbaps you'll tollfmo why,
1t Man—Question us not. .
Three in Concert—Preparo, prepars to djo.
Alarie—Now govtlemen, forsosth, that's all my eye,

1 most decklod!y object to die,

Ko.-i,dl‘;:n{; n;ol:l’['m quite so jolly grean,

iz ook biore, your sword

Just lok mo tey tho clgo, a8 | now thy pant 0Ot keot,
(Takes tho mword from tho hand of one of the un
oxccutiooors,)
D'yo think this & it weapon to bo ki
Vithoh: Dye think imrp cn:!;b,

ou out and out confounds
‘I'ake that, aud that, ed stupid ma.

Drives tho sword with )ightning specd #
foromost nu\n“ fotches tho second nxmzl;-cnlu :ltgo';;bx?:uyn?lr ::::
neck, hin hond tumnblen on the floor, and so fiorce fa the blow,
::::; 'il;c)::ﬁ‘k g‘t; f (‘ll:ootlulrd, who in standing closo tn bis com.
rou,

T Lt gh, and a socond thrust conplotely fin-
Alaric—Al, Vormin, doge, T gucas you've bit N

And foith this goodly ;wtgrd rlnrll ::n";w n:b&;l;’ut,

TiI1 vongeanco dire iua cooled my burniog sou)

On him tho tyrsut plaaner of the whole. = -

Pl rlot ta revongo, no

suspecting

maorcy clogs
My glosing bato till Pyn’ho’fetdﬁ tho dogs.

Quick, lot me leavo thin binck fnfernn) holo,
Aud clusp once mors Juntho to my soul..
or tho dapger, ascends & multitudo of staira, and et
Fel;?,;l'r::r:‘er many \gvln'ﬂingn, arrives in 1he. ouler eom"t of tbo
Patace, unchallenged, (for of course itis supposcd {0 Lo night
now) bat ia there stopped by & wall about Bfty teothigh. Here
bo stayn (o sofiliquize aud take becath.]
Alaric—Great Jupiter, this wall is m.ighty high,
A awful lenp, but hiep mo and Il try,
Jantho cally, life, vengeance, &lt demand
Tho activo mo of elther leg or hand.
Hear me now., Jupiter, anc gently ol
Down to my fect a mighly leaping pole. .
{t1e gazes avxiously about him,when, instend of the pole ho bad
bosouglt, b perecives gradually growing before biu oyes a Jag.
der of ropeg, which fixes itsel( to tho summit of the wal), Of
conrco Alaric [aoses o time in climbing the Indder, and as ho
does xo, gently huma a paradied version of tho burdon of & song
well koown i those dnys 2]
Now Aleric clopes
By o Jadeer of ropes,
Let 01d Pyrebo bo lranged for him-

Sgexe 3ed={A raincd Templo—Bustibus surroucded (with o
Land of conspirators ]
Bustibus—Friends, Patrints, be overy aense an car,
Grent Thingewboben’s son is onca more here,
This morn 1 clasperd bim o iny 6lurdy anns ;
Tainorrow eve wo'll raise tho wild alarms
Of aavago war, we'll strike the tyrant dead,
Aod mako o foat ball of Lie gary head,
Siriko for Alarfe, Thingrml ’s $0,
Till fiberty for Sicily i8 nobly wen,
Strike for Inuthe, Thingembobem's neice,
Till Sicily is tilled with joy and peace.
Slashemup~(ono of thoe leaders of tho conrpirators.)
Say, did I hear arigbt good Bustibus, N
« Tanihie, Thingembobem's nicce,” ney thea he sworse
Shall Pyrebo faro, give physic to {hodoge §
Woll siick tho rarcal ax thoy butcher dogs.
Bay In it un ? is fuir [anthe thea
A reion of tho houss of grrat Bobem ?
Bustibus—'Tis eo, bedieve mie, but my bully hoys,
We'vo work (o do, no dallience wich tays, .
Gird on your swords, to.morrew lend tho way,
Dy that suro pass yo wot of ere lo.dn{;.
Streight from this templo te that darksomo well,
*Neath Pyerho's Patace, then, like doge of biell, .
‘Your Jaddera plant quick, realo the damp cold wall,
And then for liberly aud vengeance cufl.
Death to the tyrant nnd to nerve your cause,
Know now Alaric’s i black Pyrrbo's claiwe ;
Be mwilt, bo ruro, be inithfu) and diserect,
And chop tho {yrant into ine mincowent,
All—Wewill1 wowill !
Bustibus— Adieu dear [ricuds, good byo,
Resolve to bo victorious or dio. :
Exit all.
Curtzin falls.
ACT 3rd. . )
SceNe 1st—Room io Pyreko’s Pelaco. Eater Donatus in hasto.
Donatus—Great heavons, dread aire, the prisonoe has flod,
Dowan in his den, my bully keaves e dead ;
Dend, alt stark dead, great Jovo hiueelf could no'er
Lavo killed the knaves moro thoroughly or Jair.
King Pyrrko—Escaped sayst thou, thoo Ly great ocean’s mosn,
Quick, briug his bead 1o mo ot loose your owa. i
Donatus—Dut sire !
Ming Pyrrio~ But e no Luts, bo off I say,
Order my guards to search all night and day,
Untif the whelp be found.
Exit Donalue,
Sct"un 2nd—Cottage of Bustibus. Tanthko alous. Eoter Bus-
tihuy,
lantha—=Denr Pn, liow Jong you've been, say know you ought
Of dear Alaric? Have you closely sought
L1iy privon bouso?
Bustibus Foar not, my protty poppo
Thut Tyrant Pyrrbo eoon will I'mv{ {'o ntgppil’ ? b
We'll eook his gnoso in double speedy timo,
And brown hix 1enthers up in stylo mast prine,
tanthe—Thanke goutle Pz, but ol good Licavons what's that ?
Sny, don't you hear thas awlul rat, tat, tat ?

(Loud knocks at tho door and suinmons 100 pen in tho King's
name ) . .
Bustibus—Feat not, tAnlho, though I lot thew fu, i

‘Tuoy'll bave full saon avatbor tauo to slag, -

Ko’ sbould they force us with thom, nover fear,
Koep up your courage with a glass of beer,

And (hon I'lIL ope tue door. .

{fantbe driuke and bo opens the door, the guard atop in.])
Dustibur— What would you fricnds ?

Capt. of the Guard—Ilis Majosty an invitation sende,
Bospeaklog, sir, your prescnc at $ho coun,
Yours und Jantho's.
Hustibus— Nay, you do but aport.
Capt. of the Guard~I faith not e, o
Buotibus— Then Ca
- The Kings bobest, Tantle, dear, away, plata we oboy
Put on your shnwl aod bonuer, nud ke haste,

[Thoy leavo In the o0=stody of tho Captain of the guard.)
Soune 3rd—(King's Paluco—Pyreho seated—Entop Donatus.)
Donatus—Two prisonors ato withont, "twas fu thelr house

Alnrle, sir, was found, wou)dst havo 1
In ynu’r drend pmon::e. ® thom cone



