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DUCHESS/INEZ

DUKE. At last wedrave arrived at our destination. ms is
is here that the d Inquisitor resides. As a Castilian h .
quarterings; T regret that I am unable to pay my stat §1t on a horse. As a Castili
hidatgo of that description, I should have pref to ride through the street : ST AT

enice; but owing, I presume, to an unu y wet season, the streets are in suc :’;1
] L] ; s :
condition that equestrian exercise is impracticable. No matters_Where is our suite?
/ here.

Luiz (coming forward). Your Grace, | am :

DUCH(. Why do you not do yourself the honour to kneel when you address His
Grace? ' :

DUKE. My love, it is so small a matter! (7o LUIz.) Still, you may as well do it.
(Luiz kneels.)

Theyoung man seems fo entertain but an imperfect appreciation of the

Ducal Palace, and it
go of ninety-five

: of-persons in his plebeian
e-does not appreciate that position, let him be whipped tntil he does.
j - Let us hope the omission was not intended as a slight. I should be much
lhurt if I thought it was. So would he. (7o Luiz.) Where are the halberdiers who were

to have had the honour of meeting us here, that our visit to the Grand Inquisitor might
be made in becoming state?

LU1z. Your Grace, the halberdiers are mercenary people who stipulated for a
trifle on account.

DUKE. How tiresome! Well, let us hope the Grand Inquisitor is a blind
gentleman. And the band who were to have had the honour of escorting us? I see no
band!

Luiz. Your Grace, the band are sordid persons who required to be paid in
advance.

DUCH. That’s so like a band! £&£NO

DUKE (annoyed). Insuperable difficulties meet me at every turn!
DucH. But surely they know His Grace?

, oup/Suite’s feelings! (7o Luiz.

d inform the Grand Irquisitor that his Grace the Buke of Plaza-Toro, Count
Matadoro, Baron Pi



