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TO THE

Honourable Mrs. BOUVERIE,

Madam,

.LLOW me fo far to trefpafs on that

friendihip, which has long b^en the honour

and happinefs of mj life, as to entreat your

permliiion to infcribe to you this Tragedy.-—

Your comphance with this requeft will be

the more gratefully felt by me, from my
knowledge of your difinclination to attract

the public attention towards thofe many
eminent qualities which you poffefs, and

from a proper fenfe of the infignificance of

my teftimony to thofe merits which are

known and acknowledged by the unanimous

fuffrage of the moft brilliant fociety, and of

the firfl: chara(3:ers in this country.

—

6 Madam,



DEDICATION.

Madam, as your acceptance of this dedi-

cation may, in fome degree, imply your ap-

probation of the performance, I cannot

truft my pretenfions to your favourable

opinion folely to motives of friendship,

however diftinguiOied you are for that amia-

ble quality ; I have too high a refpe6t for

your taflie and judgement, not to affert my
clai?n and title to your indulgence on this

occallon, which, in great meafure, owes its

origin to yourfelf ; as I fhould neither have

imdertaken this attempt without your en-

couragement, or have offered it to the

Theatre, where it has been honoured with

fo great an attendance, without your advice,

in conjundlion with that of many partial

and indulgent friends.

MADAM,

I have the honour to be,

Witli the highefl efteemj

And moft iincere regard,

Your very obedient friend.

And moft humble fervant,

t^t^Trik' JOHN ST. JOHN.



ERRATA.

Page 25, line 20, {or gloom's, rezd gloom

30, line 16, for wh<»ther, read wh/ther

50, line II, for cla read chim

55, line 10, leave out the word Royal

59, line 9, for dwre^ read dare





PROLOGUE.
Written by WILLIAM FAWKENER, Efq,

And fpoken by Mr. W R O U G H T O N.

F modern, Tragic Bards how few are found

Who dare to truft themfelves on open ground

!

In Fi6lion's fortrefles they love to lie.

To coin their flimfy tales, and vainly try

To move your paffions by an idle lliew

Of fancied forrows, and ideal woe

:

To Greece, to France, to Italy they roam,

To lead you as they pleafe, when far from home.

Our Author moves not from his native land;

Here in this little isle he takes his fland;

Convinc'd, of tragic, as of comic ftoi-e.

No other nation ever yielded more;

And FRIEND to FREEDOM, he difdains the rules

And narrow precepts of the foreign fchools.

No labour'd ftratagem thefe fcenes prefent

;

No fudden change, or unprepar'd event

;

With chafler art he writes not to the eyes.

Nor wou'd he floop to win you by furprife;

^"et hopes, with names familiar to your ears,

To raife your horror, or draw down your tears.

'Tis true Elizabeth's vidorious hand

From Spanifli tyrants fav'd the threatn'd land;

Wife were her Counfellors, her Warriors brave.

But flie was WOMAN ftill, and Paffiion's flave.

Fam'd as fhe v/as for policy and arms.

She vainly claim'd pre-eminence of charms'.

See her with jealoufy now frantic grown,

Dread M..\v.\'s fmiles far more than Ph i lip's /"r/pz'.';?.-

Is



6 PROLOGUE.
Is there amongft you, who, with ftedfaft eye.

Can Mary's fufFerings view, nor heave one flgh ?

From kinder ikies, and from luxurious courts.

From tilts and tournaments, and feafts, and fports.

She came to govern (oh, too hard a part
!)

A barbarous nation, and a tender heart;

And fell a vi6tim in that fullen age.

To Fa6lious fury, and fanatic rage.

Oh ! had fhe liv'd in more enlighten'd times.

When graces were not fms, nor talents crimes,

Admiring nations had confefs'd her worth

;

And Scotland fhone the Athens of the North.

Too long hath virtue blulh'd at Mar'J's name.

And juftice flumber'd o'er her injur'd fame :

Truth to the heart at length fhall force its way,

And reafon juftify the paflions' fway.

DRA-
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MARY QUEEN of SCOTS.

TRAGEDY.

ACT I. SCENE I,

•l^he Gatezvay of Bolton Caflle.

Enter Beton, %vho perceives Lord llerries arriving^

B E T O N.

OURE 'tis Lord Hemes ! Oh, my noble friend

!

How have we daily pray'd for your return !

Your royal miftrefs, from yon turrets height.

By hourly watch, hath ftrain'd her beauteous eyes.

Till gulhing tears o'erwhelm'd her fight—But fay^,

What tidings bring you from the Engiilh Court ?

LORD HERRIES.
Beton ! if faith, and zeal in a good caufe,

Cou'd have fecur'd fuccefs, it had been thine

;

Your claim of fimpie audience for a Queen
Was founded on a roval pledge. The ring

'b Which



a MARY QUEEN of SCOTS,

Which grac'd your embaffy, was fent with vows
To Mary from Elizabeth, that (he wou'd aid

Her royal filler's caufe— But, oh, good Beton t

It needs not our experience to forefce

The gulph 'twixt vows, and their accomplifhment,

BET ON.

But the refult ?

LORD HERRIES.

Evafions and chicane

;

Bafe terms propos'd; then treacherous advice

That Mary fhou'd in policy fubmit

To this ftrange trial ; Heav'n forbid ! until

She's heard in perfon.

BET ON.

Still deny her prefence ?

Still urge thefe poor pretences ! Grant our Queen
Were liable to imputations—Grant
Whate'er hate envy lift

—
'twill but enforce

Her claim to face th' accufer,

LORD HERRIES
I Ihall entreat

Permiffion to revoke this rafh appeal.

BETON.

Wou'd it were done ! Our country is debas'd !

While our annointed Queen fubmits her caufc

To foreign jurifdiclion, and betrays

At once her own and Scotland's dignity.

LORD HERRIES.

Thus fliall I urge ; you know her fpirit well ;

Touch but that ftring, 'twill vibrate o'er her frame

,

She has a foul that wakes at honour's voice.

Alive, with eager trembling at the found.

She flies to its embrace ; let iliame approach

;

6 Straight



TRAGEDY.
Straight flie recoils, and Ihrinks within herfelf

;

No plant fo fenfitive, no fhade fo fleet.

May Heav'n ftill guard her ! which way is the

Queen ? [Exeunt.

SCENE 11. "The Hail in Bolton Caftle.

Enter Lady Scropc, meeting Lady Douglas,

LADY SCROPE.

How fares my royal gueft this morn, fweet maid ?

You meet me on my aceuftom'd daily courfe

To attend your Queen^ and wait |ier high com-
mands,

LADY DOUGLAS,

My gentle Lady Scrope, you are too kind

;

Such courteous words but ill befuit the ftate

Of my poor fallen miftrefs— Rather fay,

Is fhe fecure ? Who guards the caftle gates ?

Is ev'ry arrow- flit, and loop-hole watch'd ?

LADY SCROPE.

Tax me not, Douglas ! with feverity—

LADY SCROPE.

'Tis but your duty, which you exercife

With tender feeling, and more true refpeA,

Than thofe at firft deputed to receive her

With all the forms and pomp of royal ftate.

For, oh ! what aggravating mockery !

Bows, fmiles, and court-like phrafts never footh

The pangs of Princes in imprifonment.

But your high mind wou'd fcorn to pay bafe court

By ?l<^s of rigour on the wretched.

B LADY
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LADY SCROPE.

Yes!
I know too well the dues of fovereignty :

While fhe is with me, under the Lord Scrope*s

roof,

His wife, and Norfolk's filler, ne'er (hall hear
A Queen's complaints with cold indifference.

LADY DOUGLAS.
Oh, nobly fpoken ! worthy your great birth 1

Oh ! how your fentiments and voice recall

Your brother's image ! would he now were here
For my poor miftreis' fake—But fee flie comes.

Enter Mary.

LADY SCROPE.
May health and comfort to your Majefty

Return, with this propitious morn !

MARY.
Alas!

My noble hofliefs, 3'^our civility

Touches a grateful mind more pointedly ;

Is more affecting ; melts my fpirits more
Than a lefs kind reception cou'd have done.

You owe not me this vifit ; for I came
In ftri(5t obedience to your Queen's high will.

Under a promife from her royal felf

That fhe wou*d meet me ere I ftiou'd arrive

;

But in her place, behold ! Ihe fends her guards

To do me honour—Oh, my faithful maid !

You've feen me travel with a prouder fuit

;

When all the gallant youth of France prefs'd on.

Led forward by the Princes of Lorrain,

Striving who foremoil fliou'd efcort their Queen
From Paris to the fea—Th? gorgeous train

Sweeping
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Sweeping along the plains of Picardy,

Like fome bright comet in its pathlefs courfe,

Illumin'd all the country as it pafs'd :

But what avail thefe thoughts ? for other fcenes

1 muft behold—Yet, truly, this fair feat

Might well befit a royal reiidence,

And fuits my fancy—but that I perceive

Some features in it which awake my mind
To ftrange mifgivings—Wherefore, Lady Scrope,

Do centinels furround the battlements ?

LADY SCROPE.
Madam, be not alarm'd ,- and refb affur'd

All comforts, honours, free accefs of friends.

And every privilege that can afluage

Misfortune, fliall be found within thefe v/alls.

Seek then no refcue, nor attempt a flight.

MAR Y

,

Flight ! faid you, Lady Scope ? I muft not fly ?

Then there's no farther doubt—Ah, 'tis too plain!

I'm in confinement here ! a prifoner !

Oh, horrid word '—Oh, monftrous perfidy !

Oh, perjur'd, falfe Elizabeth ! Is this

The faith of England ? thefe the plighted vows
Of Queen to Queen ? the bond of iifterhood ?

And facred rights of hofpitality ?

Ifjuftice has not fled the eaith and fkies.

Requite it Heav'n ! Oh, my kind keeper ! now
No more my hoftefs ; j^ou are merciful

;

Your kind indulgence mitigates my lot

;

Softens, and blunts the fharp edge of that hour.

The painful but fhort hour, that goes between
Th* imprifonment of Princes and their end :

You did affure me I fliou'd fee my friends

;

Your brother Norfolk is mv deareft friend ;

Shall! ?

Enter
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Enter Herries,

LADY SCROPE.
' Here's one to ptit m(? to the proof

—

Heaven knows the ifTue ; we'll retire and pray

For peace, and concord, amity and love.

\^Exeunt Lady S. and Lady Dr.

MARY,
Harries \ my friend ! companion of my flight

!

Bed counfellor who bade me fhun this land.

What anfwer have you brought from this proud

Queen ?

LORD HERRIES,
This is the purport : England's Queen declare*.

That as a friend, and not a judge, ihe hears

This caufe—Your reftoration to atchieve.

If you renounce all title to her Crown,
During her life, and ilTue—Give up France ;

Ally yourfelf with her ; renounce the Mafs.

MAR Y.

Heay'ns, what a height of infolence is this

!

I fee her aim; and now, no more, than this—
Will Ihe in perfon hear her fitter Queen ?

LORD HERRIES.
She ftill declines to fee you, till you're clear'd

Of this foul charge ; which fhe herfelf abets,

Bafely fuborning forgeries ; mean time.

Full of profeffions of fincereft love,

She waits impatient to embrace with joy

Her vindicated lifter—But till then,

Moft fanftim.onioufly abhors the fight

Of one, whofe honour flie herfelf betrays

By her falfe caluminies,

MARY,
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MARY.
Perfidious wretch

!

LORD HERRIES.
Know you that Murray, your bafe brother, dwells

At England's Court, confulted, clofetted

;

While you, a Queen, her equal in all points.

Are in a vile durance

—

MARY.
Grant me patience. Heaven !

LORD HERRIES.
Were he your equal, why this preference

To him who Ihou'd plead guilty, not accufe ?

MARY.
'Tis all mere mockery and artifice

To cheat the world, and gain its confidence

By femblance of fair juftice.

LORD HERRIES.
Rather fay

Plain, undifguis'd injuftice : might I fpea^.

Your Majefty fhou'd arrogate your right.

As a fupreme and independent Queen.

MARY.
And yet my trufty guide ! Can I recede;

Decline the enquiry ; fcorn the public voice;

Leave the licentious world to its own thoughts.

And my fair fame, a prey to wild conjecture >

LORD HERRIES.
The world's more juft than to expert a Qiieen,

To plead to vaflals in a foreign land

;

Hold up her hand, and bend her knee to thofe

Whofe proudeft head, at fight of her approach,

Shou'd proftrate fall, and humbly kifs the duft.

MAR v.
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MARY.
And yet what other clearance can I have ?

Shall I lit down under this heavy load ?

Shall confcious innocence rejeft the means
Of wiping off this (lain ? No ! I'll refig»

All, but the firft of titles, a fair name

LORD H E R R I E S.

^Tis not yourfelf, but Scotland you betray ;

Rights of a Sovereign realm, tranfmitted thro'

A hundred Kings; rights which yourfelfwere born,

And which you've fworn to uphold.

MARY.
Truth v\^ill prevail

;

Herries ! you may return to England's Queen

:

Tell her 1 here recall my late appeal.

As all beneath my name and dignity.

Tell her I came invited to this land

By her fair words, and fought a refuge here i

That refuge is a prifon—then repeat

My wifh in perfon to fubmit my caufe ;

(Wherein I fhew her honour and refped:

Exceeding all example) If, at laft.

This wom-an, fo forgetful of herfelf.

Deaf to the claims of blood and royalty,

Againft a lifter fhall make faft the door.

Admitting her accufer : lee her know.

The Queen of Scotland claims her liberty;

Demands her birthright ; nor will e'er refign

That freedom Heav'n and nature gave to all.

If this juft fuit's denied ; defy her then ;

Challenge her v/orll : dare her to keep me here ;

Bid her unhinge, and fet at naught the laws

Of nature and of nations ; let her pride

Exult in barbarous difregard of right.

And emulate th' unletteredTurk and Moor,
Till
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Till in one comman caufe, and with one voice,

All Chriftendom (hall rife to refcue me.
[_Exii Hemes.

Enter Norfolk.

NORFOLK.
Pardon this bold intmfion of your Have,

Whofe fteps are guided by refiftlefs charms.

And every fentiment that pureft love

Breathes in the hearts of her true votaries.

•

, MARY,
Are you then come, brave, generous man ! My

joy.

Norfolk ! at fight of thee, difpels my fears

:

Yet were it known you fought my prefence here

—

NORFOLK.
Is it then treafon to approach thefe walls?

Muft I prefume your guilt, who, thro* this veil.

See your bright innocence ?

MAR Y.

Heav'n knows 'tis fuch ;

But circumvented thus by perjuries,

By bold bad men, what can a woman hope,

A helplefsj unbefriended exile ?

NORFOLK.
Oh!

Can'ft thou pronounce thofe words and look on me ?

MAR Y.

No ! thou didft guard me from th' impending
wrath

Of Murray, that inhuman enemy.
Oh, thou haft Ltviflied unrequited aid

^ C Mofi
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Mofl Angel like—Now fiiil I feel my lofs :

The fall of power ne'er wounds the bread fo deep,

As when, from hearts that fwell with gratitude,

It fevers all the means of recompenfe.

NORFOLK.
What do I hear ? No means of recompenfe ?

Why what reward can Heav'n ? a beauteous

Queen,
The paragon and envy of her fex:.

The wonder and delight of all mankind

;

Sent from the ikies to dazzle all below

With rays too bright for mortal fight to bear»

MAR Y.

Terms fuch as thefe apply not to a wretch,

A poor, unfortunate, degraded wretch,

Doom'd to captivity.

NORFOLK.
Captivity !

It cannot, mull: not, ihali not be; fuch ads

Are not within the reach of envy's grafp.

Cold-blooded tyrants may conceive fuch thoughts

;

But, trufi me, mainkind is not yet fo loft

To honour, decency, and gen'rous love;

The manners of the age, the face of things,

Wou'd not endure to fee the pride of the age.

And all the living beauty of the world,

Led like a facrifice to night and hell,

And buried quick—nay, in the bloom of youth}

And fuch a bloom as blafts the bhifhing rofe

Of England's maids fo fam'd—a form that mars

All other claim to grace or dignity.

MARY.
You mock me, fure ! — Alas, v/hat wou'd thefe

flights ?

NOR-
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NORFOLK.
Yoiufelf, and this fair hand ; here on this earth

I afk, in one ralli prayer, all Heav'n can grant.

[_Kneelifig,

MARY.
Let not defpair, or confidence, take place

;

Where fickle fortune reigns

NORFOLK,
Oh, joyful words

!

I am not to defpair ; hence, hence I date

Alljoys of hfe, and flat'tring hopes to come

;

And dedicate all honour, fervice, love.

Henceforth, unto the miftrefs ofmy foul.

MARY.
Another miftrefs claims thy fervices,

A proud, inquifitive, revengeful Queen ;

One full of envy ; doom'd thro' life to feed

On gall, and fpleen ; nor tafte love's generous

draught

;

Watchful (he is, and jealous in the extreme :

Beware how fhe's inform'd !

NORFOLK.
Why fhou'd we fear ?

Her minifters approve ; proud Leicefler's felf.

Her favourite, will procure her full confent.

MARY.
Great minds are unfufpicious to their ruin;

TiTift not to Liecefter's words—Nor dream that fhe

Will loofe thefe chains, and faften hymen's bands.

For one fhe hates, fears, views with envious eyes.

Will fhe, fo wife, join me to all your pawer ?

It cannot be ; prepare then for the worft ;

And, if we fail, and I remain a flave.

Perhaps in fafter chains, they fhall but add
C 2 Freih
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Frefh rivets to our love—This token keep '

[^Delivering a token.

If clofer walls await me, this may ferve

To inflru6l fome faithful fervant of your name,
And of my wifli for your accefs—Adieu !

NORFOLK.
Farewell, thou pattern of all excellence !

\_Exii Norfolk.

MARY fola.

Now, Heav'ns ! as you regard our mortal cares,

If innocence claims mercy in your fight,

Expand your guardian wings, and cover me
From this black ftorm ! avert the dire approach

Of this too-fubtil ferpent's crooked pace

That glides to my deftru6tion ! How have I

Deferved her venom ? Is it that I am young ?

Born to one Crown, and married to another?

Or that, in me, ihe fees with jaundic'd eyes

Her lineal fucceflbr ? Aye ! there's the crime

Meannefs cannot forgive—Poor narrow foul

!

That wanting courage to liibmit to fate.

Seeks, like her father, to perpetuate

A mortal throne, and reign v/hen (lie's no more :

There's no diflemper fo incurable

As thirft of power—Here then for life I'm fix'd,

Unlefs I work my way thro' walls of ftone ;

Alas, thefe hands are weak ! But I'll find fome

Shall tear up by the roots thefe thick-ribb'd towers j

I'll from my dungeon fcream, till to my cries

All Europe echoes—Norfolk ! thou ftiairft rouze

That infuppreffive fpirit of this ifle.

Which hates injuftice, fuccours innocence.

Appals the tyrant, and protects the opprefs'd,

ACT
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ACT IL

SCENE I. Whitehall.

l^\iz?,hcih feafed on her T'hrone^ attended by her

Court and Guards,

Enter Cecil,

ELIZABETH.

V>i ECIL, your hade tells me you bring advice

Of the refult of this day's conference

On Mary's caufe.

—

CECIL,
My liege, the conference

By Norfolk, your own delegate, this hour

Is fuddenly diflblved.—The partial Duke,
When Herries claim'd an audience for his Queen,

Difmifs'd the Court, and juftified the claim.

ELIZABETH.
Mary will never be in want of friends

'While Norfolk lives.

CECIL.
And how long that may be,

I know not ; but can never wihi long life

To England's foes.

ELIZABETH.
Of Norfolk fay you that ?

CECIL.
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CECIL.
Not as a charge direct, of any crime
Within the grafp of law : but when a Duke
So highly honour'd by his Queen, fhall plot

In ftatc affairs

—

ELIZABETH.
What mean thefe hints > Explain.

[Defcending from her 'Throne^

c E c I L.

The Duke arrives from Bolton, the Lord Scropes*

ELIZABETH.
indeed ! I own the vifit was ill tim'd.

CECIL.
Or fiow'd it purely from fraternal love ?

ELIZABETH.
Whv, Cecil, you delight in dark furmife !

Norfolk's an open undefigning man

;

His friendlhips and diflikes are all avow'd,

CECIL,
Soft clay takes deep impreffion—Flexible

To any fliape, is moulded eafily

;

And facil, honeft minds, when caught by love^

Exchange their native qualities for thofe

Which fuit their new defigns.

—

ELIZABETH.
Speak you of love ?

CECIL.
Aye, mutual, in all its forms declar'd

;

Clofe correfpondence.—-i

ELIZABETH.
Oh, accurfed news

!

Oh, all-feducing harlot !^—Wanton wretch !

Can
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Can none efcape the fafcinating looks

Of this attrafting bafihfk .? mull: fhe

Cecil ! this inftant iffue my commands
For clofer cuftody ; feek Shrewfbury

;

Tell him to take her from the Lady Scrope,

Her Norfolk's fifter, and from Bolton, ftraight

Proceed to Tutbury's ftong fortrefs : there

Let her be guarded fafe—begone—no ftop—
Cecil, be fure you do not trifle here.

I would not have your wary charadter

Blemifh'd, by joining in the babling cry

Of every politic officious knave.

Seeking reward for premature reports :—

>

What proof have yoq of this ?

CECIL.
Ere long compleat 4

Till then, my faithful word ; but let not haftc

Mar the difcovery—Plots there are befides

Of blacker die, not flowing from the Duke,
But from the refllefs fpirit of the church,

Whofe midnight conclave brooding in the dark^

Devifes ftratagems and maflTacres

For thofe who break her fetters.

—

ELIZABETH.
Now difpatch,

Ufe all your zeal—forget not Shrewfl:ury.

[Exii CeciL

l^Sola.'] The events begin to multiply, which tend

All to my point—This clofe imprifonment

Will now be fan6lified in peoples eyes.

I'll fpread the fame of this confpiracy

;

But for the Duke's intrigue there needs no hade

;

As yet 'tis in the bud, and may lie hid

Till farther light fliail ripen and expand
Its native colours.—Here he comes at length.
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'Enter Norfolk *

NORFOLK.
I fear Tm come full late ; tho' not the lad

In love and duty to my gracious Queen;

ELIZABETH.
My Lord, we know your fame for loyalty

;

For honour, juftice, generoiity ;

We think ourfelves have not been wanting yet>

In owning and rewarding your deferts

;

Nor can we doubt your faith and gratitude.

N It F & L K.

Forbid it Heaven that there flioiild be jult-catife \

ELIZABETH.
Norfolk, you are our liiil commiffioner.

—

NORFOLK.
As fuch, I trufi; I've not difgrac'd my charge,

Or England's juftice.

—

ELIZABETH.
You are not accus'd

;

Think not we v/ifli for blind fubferviency

In th' exercife of fuch a truft ; but fay

Frankly, what colour wears this wondrous caufc ?

NORFOLK.
On Mary's fide fair as her beauteous front.-—

ELIZABETH.
How ! to my face ? \jifide.

My Lord, you never fpeak

But from the heart ; fuch franknefs pleafes me.
And much becomes your family and name

;

Which, in good truth, I wifli were well fecur'd

In the right line ; your noble wife, my Lord,
Hath
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Hath lately left us to lament her lofs

;

You ihould repair it ; who vvovi'd not be proud
To boail of Norfolk's heart ? Why not afpire

To afk a royal hand ?—The Queen of Scots

Is not, I guefs, difpleafing in your fight.

NORFOLK.
Afpire to gain the Queen of Scots ? fliall I,

So highly countenanced by your good grace.

Court one in bondage, fallen, and accys'd. ?

ELIZABETH.
Is, then, a diadem fo fmali a prize ?

NORFOLK.
Pardon me, Madam, if Ihave no wifh .

To wed a prifoner.—Gods, when I refledl

On all the comforts I enjoy at home.
How can I with to feek a land of flrife

;

And purchafe, at the price of wealth and eafe,

A barren fcepcre and a truitiefs ciown ?

ELIZABETH.
Then England boafts a peer who fcorns the match ?

NORFOLK.
Such are the gifts of bounteous Providence,

Such my condition in my native land.

That wlien furrounded by the numerous throng

Of my retainers, at my plenteous board.

Or in the crouded field at country i ports,

I, your liege fubjcct, fometimes rate mj^elf

As high as many princes.—

F/nter Davifon.

DAVISON,
Madam, I come

r'rom the Earl of Lcicerter, whoj, by illnefs feiz'd»

D Defpairs
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Defpairs of life, yet frequently repeats

Your royal name, and feems as if he wifh'd

T' impart fome weighty matter.

—

ELIZABETH.
Say I'll come. [Exit Dav.

[j^Jlde.'] So Leicefter has fome fecret to divulge

Upon his death bed, tho' I truft to Heav'n
He doth not yet upon his death bed lie !

—

^Jddrejfed to Norfolk.] And on what pillow Nor-
folk lays his head.

Let him beware !— {_Exii Eliz.

NORFOLK, folus.

What may this caution mean ?

Beware what pillow ! Ha ! why more is meant

:

I mark'd her' cold, dry looks, her pregnant fneers;

All is not well—furely fhe has not heard

—

She has, and I'm undone— all confidence.

All faith is rotten—Leicefter is my friend

;

But who knows what in ficknefs he'll confefs ?

Somehow I am betray'd : 'Tis Cecil fure ;

The prying, penetrating Cecil , aye !

He at a glance views all this bufy world.

And reads our very hearts. I'll to him ftraight.

[^Exit Norfolk.

SCENE 11. Enter Cecil, meeting Lord
Herries m hajle,

CECIL.

Wliither fo faft, my Lord ?

HERRIES.
No matter. Sir,

If. far from regions whence all faith is flown^

All reverence to royal rights

—

CECIL
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CECIL.
How's this ?

II E R RI E S.

England's no more a civiliz'd cftate :

The favage Afric tyrant may expofe

His fubject's liberty to public fale.

Seize, bind, and fell the human race like beafts,

Mow down their heads Uke thiftles in the path;

He is untutor'd ; yet not more than you.

Barbarian, recklefs of all faith and law.

CECIL.
What breach of law ? what wrongful judgement's

this?

H E R R I E S.

None : for you cannot, dare not judge our Queen.
Why is fhe then detain'd ? Curfe on this land
' And all its favage race, your curfed ihores,

* Plac'd like a trap to intercept the courfe
' And paffage of the fea, had well nigh caught
' My Miftrefs on her way :

' Henceforth what fail

Will not, thro' rocks and fands, avoid your coaft ?

Soon as the mariner iliall from afar

Defcry your hated chffs, tho' fptnt with toil,

Confum'd with licknefs, and diftrefs'd for food.

He'll turn his leaky veffel, and efcape

The feat of treacherous Circe's cruel reign.

Yet, ere 1 go, mark this, the hour's at hand
When foreign vengeance fhail difmay your iilej

Scare all its coafts, and make its center fhake

At fight of fuch a buoyant armament,
As never prefs'd the bofom of the main.

Beware

!

[_Exit Herrles.

CECIL, folus.

Aye ;' and in fpite of thee, proud Scot

!

D 2 Let
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Let Scotland, France, and Spain blow up the

ftorm,

I'll weather it, if no finifter wind,

No inland guft, o'erfet me fuddenly :

Mary's fecure ; and Norfolk's fhallow brains

Are wrapt in dreams of vanity and love ;

His plots I find have yet no farther fcope.

[^Exit Cecil.

SCENE III. 'Elizabeth, entering ber Cbam-
her ivith the Lieutenant of the Tower.

ELIZABETH.
Lieutenant, now you've had your orders, hade !

LIEUTENANT.
The Duke is Hill below—I'll guard him well.

[Exit Lieut.

ELIZABETH, fola.

So ! this defign is riper than I thought

:

Leicefter informs me that the contraft's fign'd.

The tower is now the fittell refidence

For this intriguing Lord, who thinks to mix
The ilateman's and the lover's part unfeen.

'Enter Cecil, throzvhig bimfclf at Elizabeth's Fen.

CECIL.
Moft gracious Queen ! thus at your royal feet

I crave a boon. E'en as I enter'd now,

The Duke was feizVi ; oh, yet fufpend your wi atli

'

ELIZABETH.
Can Cecil plead for Norfolk ? Rife ! and lay,

What means this double afped ? this quick change ?

This :;guiili heat and cold ? Your fteady mind,

Whlcli



A TRAGEDY.
Which us'd to point the fafeft road, now veers.

Turns, like the (hifting vane, at every blaft*

CECIL.

When have thefe eyes e'er view'd your fenetoi<bS

But with an even, ilcdfaft look of hate ?

ELIZABETH.
Why, Cecil ! are not all the Catholics

United in this caufe ? th'-<imbalTadors

Of France and Spain haunt me from morh to night

With their petitions for this captive Queen.

CECIL.

Yet Norfolk's neither Catholic nor foe |

Vouchfafe to hear him !-

ELIZABETH.
Since you are fo prompt

In his defence ;— who waits ? l_Ent€r AuendtinL^

Call in the Duke. [_£xi/ Altendanh

CECIL.
Had he defigns again ft your government
I ne'er had fued for him ; but he, poor dupe

!

Intent on his vain-glorious -enterpriie,

Aim'd at no farther harm : and to be plain,

He is fo popular, that 'tis not fafe

To keep his perfon long in cuftody-^

But here he comes.—<—

Enter Norfolk, throwing himfelf at Elizabeth's F^-t-f.

NORFOLK.
My Miftrefs ! Oh, my Queen !

Here let me, proftrate on this ground, affert

My faith and loyalty !

ELIZA-
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ELIZABETH.
You may arife

;

*Tis done already : honeft Cecil prov'd

Your plots were not defign'd againft ourfelves.

NORFOLK.
Tho' juftlce is of right, yet he who feels

Not thankful for't, betrays a narrow mind.
Forgets the general pravity of man,
Nor prizes virtues for their rarity.

ELIZABETH.
Norfolk, attend ! this caution now rcinains

;

What falls from high fliould deep imprefiion make;
Beware how you take part in Mary's caufe !

Remember this forgivenefs, and engage,

That henceforth you'll give over thefe attempts.

NORFOLK.
This adc of jufticc claims my folemn vow.

ELIZABETH.
Cecil, attend us

—

[£.v// Eliz.

CECIL.
Norfolk, this efcape

Should ferve to warn you from this idle chace

;

Now feek fome other fair—take her to wife

;

Fly not at game To high ; the faulcon's fafe

Who for the lelfer quarry feuds the plain,

But if he's ftruck, tow'ring to chafe the hern,

He fails to rife no more [Eav/ Cecil.

NORFOLK, folu^.

So ! this wife man
Thus condefcends to wafte his' thoughts on me !

Advice is cafier given than purfued.—

•

it is no trifling talk to quit at once

AW that makes life ensiao-ino;, .all I love !
—

What
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V/hat have I promis'd? Heavens, 1 dread to think!

Yet it muft be ! for when did Norfolk e'er

Infringe his word ? Na}'-, to his Queen, his kind

Indulgent Miftrefs—What ! for mercy fue.

And break the fair conditions of the grant ?

The very thought's a crime—Nature may change j

All creatures may their elements forfake

;

The univerfe diffolve and burfl its bonds

;

Time may engender contrarieties,

And bring forth miracles—but none like this.

That I (hould break my word—I'll to my love^

JL>ament our fate, and take my lafl farewell.

AC T
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ACT IIL

SCENE L B/or^ Tutbury Caftle.

3nt(^r ths Earl of Shrewfbury and Beton.

B E T Q N.

i AM charg'd with royal thanks to Shrewfburjr

For his, humanity and gentlenefs.

SHREWSBURY.
Alas, good Beton ! 'tis a grievous tafk

Thus to confine a Queen—Humanity,
Where 'tis fo due, claims lefs acknowledgment,
1 am enjoyn'd to keep her clofe, becaufe

The neighbourhood abounds with Catholics.

1 was in fearch of Bagot, the High Sheriff,

With orders on that point

—

BETON.
I learn from him

That the Earl of Huntingdon will foon anivc ;

1 fear his furly, proud, imperious mind
Will bring no comfort to my Miftrefs. here.

SHREWSBURY.
You know he claims fucceflion to the Crown
Kefore the Queen of Scots ; this ilrange concd^
May fwell his native pride and violence

With envious malice—but I'll temper it

By all the indulgences and gentle means
C>iE rigid orders fiiffer—;Now farewelh

I SCENE
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SCENE II. TutburyCaftle, Mary's Cham-
ber-—Mar_y and Lady Douglas djfcovered.

MAR Y.

No, not another tear ! our fate's decreed

;

Our lot is cafi ; here in this fad abode,

E'en here we may enjoy a dread repoie

—

Better by far than the tumultuous throbbs

Of my poor aching heart, while yet it drearnt

Of hberty and vifionary crowns.

Whene'er I flumber'd, mock'd my troubled fight.

Here then, at laft, in thefe dark, filent dens,

We fliall be proof againft anxiety.

And feverous expeftation's agonies.

LADY DOUGLAS.
My royal Miftrefs, ftill there is hope, though this

May feem the manfion of defpair ; fo cold.

So comfortlefs, and fit for fcenes of woe

;

Such deep, low, winding vaults ; fuch towers aloft

Impending o'er their bafe, like broken cliffs

Whofe fhapeiefs, weather-beaten fummits hang
In rude excrefcence, threat'ning inftant fall

:

Perhaps, in each of them fome wretch pent up.

Lives here, fufpended between heaven and earth

—

MARY.
I like thefe difinal cells ; this awful gloom's

Congenial to my foul—each yawning cave

Looks like the entrance to the Ihades of death,

And promifes oblivion of this world.

Rude as this caftle is, here held his ftate

Old John of Gaunt ; hither flock'd all the pride

Of chivalry ; around the lifts fat all

The beauties of the Court ; each Knight in arms,

Ineent to catch a glance from fome bright eye,

^ Exulting
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Exulting in her chr.nipion's vi6tory :

Our eyes are now to other ufes doom'd ;

To read and weep by turns—Alas, my dear !

Your pretty eyes are far too young and bright

To wafte their luflre on thefe lights of woe.

LADY DOUGLAS.
Lofe not a thought en me ! while I behold
My royal Millrefs' face, my heart's at reft :

Not all the gayities and bravery

Which once you fay thefe walls were witnefs to.

Have charms for me ; 'tis all I alk, to fit

Long, wintry, fleeplefs nights, and chear awhile

The heavy hours that hang around your head.

—

MARY.
Fleavens ! how-have I deferv'd fuch kindnefs ? No

'

This muft not be ; you mufl depart, my girl

;

Fly quickly, inun this feat of wrctchednefs

;

For elfe, who knows but you may be involv'd

In that fad fate which hourly threatens me ?

Oh ! 'tis a forry fight to fee thee fit

At meals with mc, who never can enfure

One morfel at our fcanty board, from fear

Of deadly poifon : fly ere 'tis too late ;

The prelude of imprifonment is Ihort

;

Soon, very foon, we muft exped: to hear

Th' affaffins wary ftep, fix'd on his point.

Yet trembling- ftill with horror and remorfe,

And faukering in the deed Ah! who comes
hciC ?

Enter Shrewfburj.

SHREWSBURY.
Madam ! it grieves m.e that my preferice here

Shou'd give you fucii alarm ; I honed, that if

6
'

In
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In any point I varied from my truft,

^Twas not in cruelt)'

—

MARY.
Oh, no, my Lord !

Far otherwife ; 'twas fomewhat elfe, indeed;

Perhaps an idle fear ; at leaft while you

Continue in your charge—

SHREWSBURY.
If I remain—

MARY.
Why there's no doubt, I hope ?-—

SHREWSBURY.
None : but report

Now adds the name of Huntingdon

—

MARY.
Alas!

Why is that monfter fent ? Are there no racks

Or torturing engines made to plague mankind ?

No ! I defy all art to find a tool

So fit for her ingenious cruelty ;

The fharpeft inftruments which tyrants ufe

Can ne'er impart fuch pain, as the blunt edge

Of that unpolilli'd fool's impertinence.

SHREWSBURY.
I fhall not fail to enforce all due refpedt.

MARY.
'Tis vain to preach civility to brutes.

Thefe tidings quite opprefs my finking foul.

Now I've no comfort left; my Douglas ! now
You and I Ihali no longer fit all da)',

Confoling one another's miferies.

Telling old flories to beguile the time,

E 2 Of
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Of things that pafs'd, when I was queen, and you
The brighteft jewel in my Court.

LADY DOUGLAS.
Indeed

We have a kind of melancholy joy
Indulging in our grief.

SHREWSBURY.
For that, alas

!

I bring frefh food

MARY,
How fo?

SHREWSBURY.
This hour I learn

A flrange account of fome confpiracy

Deteded at Whitehall ; wherein your name
Was join'd with Norfolk's, who, with other Lords,
Stands now cornmitted to the Tower.

MARY.
Ha, me !

Merciful Heav'n ! What fay'll thou, Shrewfbury ?

Is Norfolk in the Tower on my account ?

Recat thofe words ! Oh, they fhot thro' my brain

Like light'ning ! Say you do not believe them,
man !

Speak, prythee ! Oh, you hefitate ! I'm loft !

He's gone ! I fee the cruel lionefs

Has feiz'd the noble hart ; he bleeds beneath

Her horrid fangs. [Leaning on Lady Douglas.

LADY DOUGLAS.
Alas ! her memory fails

;

Excufe this tranfient weaknefs, Sir, in one

So cruelly opprefs'd, and made the fport

Of crofs and wayward fortune,

SHREWS-
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SHREWSBURY.

Why this hafle ?

EnUr Nawe hajllly,

N A w E.

This moment brings a meffen^er, who tells

That Norfolk, Pembroke, Lumley, Arundel,
Each to his feveral dungeon was confined
For Norfolk's treafon ; that, on farther proof,
The Duke was clear'd; who now, refloredto orace.
Lives in full fplendour, fame, and liberty.

SHREWSBURY.
Look to the Queen ! She faints.

\Here Mary having changedfrom horror tojoy
faints andfalls into Lady DouglasV arms,

LADY DOUGLAS.
Help ! help !

SHREWSBURY*
Who waits ?

Enter MaryV attendants.

Convey her foftly : Thus, alas! Ihe's dead
\fthey carry her to a couch,

LADY DOUGLAS.
My Miilrefs ! Oh my Miftrefs ! Oh my Queen !

She breathes ! Ihe breathes ! yet there is life, oh,
Heav'ns

!

SHREWSBURY.
patience awhile

!

LADY DOUGLAS.
Be filent all I pray !

Her
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Her troubled fpirit muft not be difturb'd ;

Thefe fhocks have ftop'd the current of her blood

;

And nature feeks a momentary paufe :

Exceffive joy fucceeding grief fo quick
Now o'erwhelms her mind ; but balmy fleep.

With tears that make the drowning tide to ebb.
Will eafe the load that weighs upon her heart.

SHREWSBURY.
Give her repofe awhile, and watch her well.

{^ExeuntJ leaving Mary ajleep Jurrounded hy

Lady Douglas and her maids.

SCENE III. Before Tutbury Caftle,

Enter Beton and Nawe.

N A W E.

1 truft the Queen will foon regain her llrength.

BETON.
No doubt if this were all ; but ftill I fear

Farther vicillitudes—The crazy times

Are big with ftrange events ; each teeming hour

Is fruitful, of.new mifchief—Who goes there ?

Enter Norfolk in difguife.

NORFOLK.
One born to freedom, and not bound to tefl-^

Whether he comes. or goes——

—

NAWE.
What wou'd you here ?

B E T O N.

Let's take him to the Governor —

-

NOR-
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NORFOLK.
Villains,

Stand off———

—

B E T o N.

No Villains ferve the Queen of Scots

;

Learn that, bafe ruffian

[They draw their /words andfeize Norfolk,

NORFOLK.
Hold, are you the Queen's ?

Serve your Queen Mary ? then a word with you

:

Know you this fignet ?

N A w E.

Ha ! the token fure

!

B E T o N.

The very token ! 'tis the Duke !

NORFOLK.
My friends

!

B E T O N.

No more; this is a dangerous place; retire

Below the drawbridge, to that faily-port.

Half choak'd with ruins ; there wait patiently.

Till we can execute the Queen's commands.
[Exeunt,

SCENE IV. Mzry dlfcoveredon her Couchi

Jurrounded by Lady Douglas and her Maids,

MARY.
Am I awake ? Methinks the clouds difperfe i

A watry gleam of light breaks thro' the mift

;

" The tepid funbeams play, and 'gin to ihed
" Their all-enlight'ning vivifying rays,"

" To
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To chear the world, and diffipate its gloom ;

All nature feems reftored—" My gentle maids,
*' Have you been with me whilft I llept ? No

doubt

;

*' For I have dreamt I was in Heav'n; and you
*' Were furely the fair angels that I faw
*' Surrounding me in bhfs"—Douglas ! I think

The laft word that I heard was liberty :

Norfolk is fet at liberty ?

LADX" DOUGLAS.
No doubt

;

That was the purport of our joyful news.

MARY.
Then I'm ahve again, my hopes and all;

Once more I'll dream of comfort, and indulge

Each fond delufion ;—I flTiall fee my love ;

He'll foon be here;—Norfolk won't tarry long.

Shrewfbury and Huntingdon entering,

SHREWSBURY.
Gently, my Lord I perhaps the Queen*s at red.

HUNTINGDON.*
We muft ufe all difpatch.

SHREWSBURY.
Av/hile ! My Lord !

Madam ! the Earl of Huntingdon, who is joined

In truft with me
[Prefenting Lord Huntingdon to the Queen.

MARY.
[Afide,'] Alas ! are thefe my dreams

Ofjoy and comfort r My Lords, I ftill rely

On your humanity and gentlenefs.

H u N-
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HUNTINGDON.
Our firfl inftruction is to hold her fafe.

[Turning to Shrewfbury.

SHREWSBURY.
Aj^e, but in that beware how we tranfgrefs

The bounds of mercy ; mercy is the due
Of all who breathe on England's foil ; it grows
From the fame root, and is entwined around
The fceptre of our Queen ; we are to her

Subjedls and Servants.

MARY.
I am neither. Lords !

I am, like her, a Queen ; nor will confent

To take as mercy, what I claim as right,

Juftice and liberty.

HUNTINGDON.
This is no time

For fuch high ftrains ; learn your condition here.

MARY.
Is this a language fuited to your birth ?

HUNTINGDON.
High birth is ne'er difgrac'd by truth, I hope ;'

And for my tongue, 'twere better fail in that.

Than ufe my hands to perpetrate fuch deeds

As Queens have fometimes done.

SHREWSBURY.
Oh ! fhame ; fuch words,

If they were true

HUNTINGDON.
Talk not of words ! I come

To execute my orders—Firft, 'tis faid^ —
F This
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This caftle, till of late, was us'd to hold
The county prifoners.

LADY DOUGLAS.
How ! woii'd you place a Queen

—

A lady form'd in nature's faireft mould,
Rear'd like the tendereft plant, fhaped by each

grace,

Each exquilite laft touch of poiifh'd art,.

Among a tribe of felons ?

SHREW S.BURY.

What ! immur'd
With all the refufe of the human race.

The outcafts of the earth ?

HUNTINGDON.
My Lord ! I know

My duty ; fure you have forgot the charge.

Who are all thefe that make the prifon iliew

More like a royal court ?

' \Fointi'ng at Mary's attendants.-

MAR Y.

Mean, abieft flave ?

HUNTINGDON'.
I here difmifs one half of this fame train :

Begone !
' [To 'the attendantsl\

MARY.
No, flop ! inhuman wretch, forbear !

On me direft your vengeance— let not thefc

Poor helplefs maids be driven from their home,
Tho' 'tis a poor difcon folate abode :

For flillthey wait with pleafure on their Queen,
Prcucl to pi-vrticipate in all licr woes;

But
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But thefe are fentiments thou can'ft not feel.

Go, afk your miftrefs, whether fuch a traia

Is all too proud to attend upon the Crowns

Of France and Scotland ? aik what retinue

I fliou'd have deem'd becoming her eftate

With me, at Paris, or at Holyrood ?

HUNTINGDON.
Thofe days are paft—without more idle vvordSj

There's one condition, and but one, by which

You may be nobly entertain'd, and have

All freedom and refped:—Give up your Crown

;

Confirm Earl Murray Regent; and refide

In England with youf Sorv

MARY.
No more ! perform

The part that fuits thee, jailor !—Thou lack'fl wit

To tempt me to refign my native Crown

;

To facrifice at once my felf, and fon

;

And, make the world believe I own her charge.

No ! I prefer her dungeons—Death itfelf.

HUNTINGDON.
Then be it fo ! Attendants follow me;
Leave her to ruminate in folitude.

{^Exii Shrewibury and Huntingdon, vjhb the at-

tendants following relu^antly.

M A R y. Sola.

Give V'Y'
''"^"^y Crown ; my fon ; fupport my foe.

My mortal, bafe, unnatural enemy.
' 'Tis a plain challenge to a Qiieen—Pvcfign
' All fenle of honour, claims of birth, all thoup-hts
* Or eminence in early youth imbib'd,

,

S^nd grown habitual, to thofc whom chance
*Has in derifion deck'd with mortal crowns

;

*Orelfe prepare, and fummon fortitude

F 2 • To
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* To brave the threats of power, the taunts, thfe

* fcorn,

* The word indignities that envy breeds ;

* That bittereft produce of the meaneft plant
' That grows in mortal breafts— Perhaps flill

* more ;'

Perhaps her iron hand may rend thefe limbs ;

This cruel v/retch, this Huntingdon, is fent

To view my torments with unalter'd eyes ;

To fit, prefide, dired: the torturer's knife.

Glutting his greedy foul with fcenes of blood,

WhlU dying Ihrieks are mufic to his ears.

' "'TIS hard for female fpirits to bear up,
' And ftand the fiery trial—Ah ! who's that ?*

Spare me I

Enter Norfolk in dtfgulfe,

NORFOLK.
Oh, fear me not, my life ! 'tis I

;

'Tis Norfolk at your feet.

MARY.
Oh, Heavens ! once more

Save my poor intellefts ! Oh, Norfolk, oh !

]\Iy guardian angel ! How fnall I relate

All that befel me fince ? Yet rather fay.

How have you 'fcap'd the jaws of thai fell tygrefs ?

How got you hither ?

NORFOLK.
By the gift you gave ;

Your token known, they ftraight conduced me.

By fecret ways, thro' thefe old walls, and thus

Thefe ey^s at once are dazzled with a fight

Daneerous to look on

MARY.
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MARY.
Danger is no more

When my brave Norfolk's come ; we'll talk of
love,

Of future blifs, and paint gay fcenes of joy.

Counting our happy days before their time.

NORFOLK.
Alas ! that's all, I fear, we e'er can hope,

MAR Y.

Let not 3'^our noble fpirit, Norfolk, fail

!

NORFOLK.
Spirit will fail when reafon cannot hope.

MARY.
Norfolk cannot defpond in Mary's caufe.

NORFOLK,
Oh, think no more of fueh a worthlefs wretch ;

A bafe, mean villain, traitor to my Queen.

MARY.
Is love for me fuch treafon in her fight ?

NORFOLK.
My treafon is not 'gainll my lawful Queen,
Rut againll her, to whom I'm bound by ties

Dearer than dull cold duty

MARY.
Mean you me ?

Doubt lefs you made confeffion of your love ;

Was that a treafon againft me ? 'twas great.

Worthy yourfelf ; magnanimous to fcovn

Her utnaoft rage, and brave her dire revenge.

NOR-



3S MARY Q^UEEN op SCOTS,

NORFOLK, l^Jide.]

How Ihall I wound her gen'rous, noble heart ?

' Her, whofe pure mind, whofe unfufplcious
' thoughts

* Drefs up my fins hi virtuous robes ; thereby
• But making them more hideous in my fight;

« And me more hateful to my felf.'—Oh, fool 1

That cou'd be brought to purchafe this vile life.

By quitting all that's dear to me on earth !

MARY.
What do I hear ? Oh, fay not fo, my love !

You are not capable of fuch a thought.

NORFOLK.
Alas, Tve pledg'd my word j I've fworn to it,

MARY.
Extorted vows are void, mere idle breath.

N O R F O L K.

Mine have not been fo hitherto—an oath,

A facrcd oath-

MARY.
Had I no oath from you ?

NORFOLK, l/^Jlde,]

Ah ! there's the dreadful maze, the double road.

Where each path leads to ruin and difgrace.

I.I A R Y.

Oh, Norfolk, do not leave me! do not forfake

Your poor, forlorn, and faithful prifoner;

Already loft to ail the world but thee ;

My only comfort, refuge under Heav'a.

Oh, 'tVfc^ou'd belie the tenor of your life ;

What wou'd I not for thee ? Let all the Kings,

The
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The rival Princes that have woo'd in vain.

Here in my prifon recommence their Curt,

Wou'd I not fpurn them all for thee ? Yet fly ;

I'm loft ; but you are born to better fates.

NORFOLK, [jlfide.']

Be firm, my foul ! Oh, torture !

MARY.
Cruel man \

To caft me oflf becaufe I'm here confin'd :

What fent me hiiher but my love for thee }

When laft I faw you, then you were a man^
Replete v^'ith courage, gentlenefs, and love.

What have I done to change your nature thus ?
'

If I'm in fault, ftrike at this wretched heart;

Let it not break ! Or leave me to my fare.

To chains and dungeons, infults and hard words i

Let favage Huntington difmifs my train——

NORFOLK.
The horror of my crimes comes thick upon me.
Cou'd I then leave thee thus, a prey to grief?

The fport of ruffian tongues? Why did notHeav'n
Blaft with its lightning, and benumb thcfe limbs.

So flow in ftrlving to break ope the gates

Of this accurfed cell ? Oh, foul difgrace !

Where fhall I 'fcape the pointing hand of Ihame ?

Here let me fue for pardon— All I aflc,

Is to devote my life to refcue thee ;

To ftem the torrent, and oppofe the flood.

Defy the deluge of o'erwhehning fate,

And fnatch thee from the waves of miferv.

MARY.
Are you then ft-ill my Norfolk ? Do I dream ?
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NORFOLK.
No, whik there*s life in this poor frame, and

while

MAR Y.

Enough, my Norfolk ! 1 am the debtor now :

Your noble refolution doth reilore

The genial current of my frozen blood ;

The blood of many hundred Kings doth rife

To chace defpondency, and fwell my foul

With thoughts of nobler deeds, and times to come.
Mary fhall once more triumph in her turn.

NORFOLK.
Then farewel, beautiful and injur'd faint

!

Good angels hover round this dark abode.

And guard you till the cries of honour's voice

Shake thefe old battlements, and rend this roof;

Burft wide thefe bars, and once more charm the

world

With radiant light of matchlefs beauty's beams.

Adieu, my love !

MARY.
Remember me—Farewel

!

ACT
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ACT IV.

SCENE I. Whitehall.

Enter Elizabeth and Cecil.

ELIZABETH.

Vj E C I L ! what more ? the Duke, you fay, is

fecur'd.

CECIL.
Aye 1 beyond Tcape^ my liege !—He's on his way

^
Perhaps has reach'd the Tower,

ELIZABETH.
Sir, he may thank

Your interceffion for that liberty

Which prov'd his bane.

CECIL.
Reproaches from my Queen,

So jufl, fall like the chaftifement of Heav'n
On thofe it favours.

ELIZABETH.'
Heav'n favours none

But thofe who fee their errors, and repent.

CECIL.
If I repent me not the part I took,

.May I be Iharer in his puniihment.

Q E L .1 Z 4-
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ELIZABETH.
We know your faith ; 'twas error, we're convinc'd

;

Let affiduity atone for it

;

Probe this infernal plot.

CECIL.
'Tis done ! Behold

This train of correfpondence, 'twixt the Duke,
The Pope, the Queen of Scots.

ELIZABETH.
The treafon is clear :

Cecil, my foes are numerous and ftrong.

C E C I L.

Weje they in number as the fummer leaves.

Their autumn doth approach ; they foon fliall fall,

Blafted, and driven by the wind.

ELIZABETH.
This day

One falls at leaft ; this faithlefs Lord no more
Shall dupe me with his promifes ; let him
Await his doom

—

^ yet flay! his birth and name—

* C E C I L.

* x^re but freHi motives for example fake.

'ELIZABETH.
' Then be it fo

'CECIL.
* And her Ambaffador,

^ Who wou'd have forc'd the Tower, and feizcd

yourfelf ? ,

' ELIZABETH.
' That mufl be nicely weighed ; for fovereignty,

' Aye,
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^ Aye, but the fhadow of it, claims regard

;

* Tis not for us to extinguilh haflily

* That emanation from the royal light

;

' Altho' the fource from whence it fprings may
feem

* Somewhat obfcur'd and clouded

'CECIL.
But if threats

' Produce confeflion, we may learn to guard
' 'Gainll farther harm.'

ELIZABETH.
Proceed. [^Eicit Cecil.

He needs no fpur j

Nay, he anticipates my inmoft thoughts.

Th' ambitious Duke's difpos'd of; fuch half-

pac'd.

Soft, fcrupulous fools, make poor confpirators.

Mary yet lives : but for the Ambaffadors,

I fhou'd have fent her crofs the Tweed ere now.
To Murray's care : I wou'd it had been done.

When iiril Ihe threw herfelf into my hands

;

It feem'd a confummation of fuccefs,

A period to my cares : but now this prize.

This precious prize, fo unexpedtedly

Entangled in my toils, proves a fierce fnake

Which I can neither fafely hold, or loofe ;

"While yet I have her in my grafp, flie flips.

Twining her folds around my limbs—Alas !

I live in fear of my own prifoner.

And tremble on my Throne. \_Exit Eliz.

SCENE II. Enter Davifon to Cecil.

DAVISON.
The fatal order's fent ; e'en now the Duke
Prepares for death.

G 2 CECIL,



44 MARY QUEEN or SCOTS,

CECIL.
Oh, Davifon ! thefe times

Demand difpatch ; patience mufl have its bound*.
Or change its nature, and deo-enerate

To dangerous weaknefs.

DAVISON.
Yet the piteous fall

Of this beloved, generous Duke, will rend

The hearts of all his countrymen : the ftreets

Are throng'd with weeping multitudes; and groani

Betray more deep-felt forrow than the tongue

Dares, in thefe days, to utter.

CECIL.
Such efleem.

And general fympathy, denote his fway

And empire o'er the afFed:ions of the land ;

And fhou'd have fcrved to other ends than flrifc.

For the romantic honour and renown

Of liberating helplcfs captive Queens. [_Exeunt>

SCENE III. The Tower.

Norfolk and the Lieutenant difcovered,

NORFOLK.
No, good Lieutenant ; I am at a point.

The very point, and fummit of my path.

Up life's fteep rough afcent ; and now mull leap

.

The dreadful precipice.

LIEUTENANT.
Yet Hill, my Lord,

There's room for mercy ; and if fame fpeaks true.

Good
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Good eaufe for it. *Tis faid your Grace,did favc

Her Majefly's own perfon from aflault.

NORFOLK.
As Vm a Chriflian man, and doom'd to die,

'Tis true ; and never have I aught devis'd

Againft her facred felf ; but 'tis in vain

To fue for mercy ; nor is it my wifli

To afk that mercy which I've once abus'd.

Cou'd I but, during this fad interval,

Cou'd I but fend one

\E?iter ajervant delivering a paper to the Lieutenant.

Ha ! what's that I fee ?

LIEUTENANT, [Readmg.l

Alas !

NORFOLK.
Enough ! I read it in your looks :

My hour is come

LI EUTEN AN T.

My Lord, the guards attend.

Enter Sheriff and Guards,

NORFOLK.
I am content, thank Heav'n, to meet my fate

;

Not from indifference to life, or claim
To innocence ; far otherwife in both :

But knowing mercy's infinite extent,

I call the world behind me—One farewell !

And then

—

SHERIFF.
M}: Lord, ia truth, we may not wait.

NOR-
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NORFOLK.
I go—and, good Lieutenant, tell the Queen
That he who lately ftood in higheft rank,

(Now funk below the meaneft citizen)

Tho' he's pronounc'd a traitor by his Peers,

Whom yet he blames not, ftiU appeals to Heav'n

In his laft moments, that there lives not one

More true to his religion, country. Queen,

Than dying Thomas Howard—Then implore

Her kind compaffion to my orphan babes.

Say that my dying words were, "Peace be with her!'*

And as.Lam the firft to fall by the axe.

So may I be the laft, in her bleft reign !

May Ihe do juftice, and prote6t th' opprefs'd

!

So may her fame reach all pofterity !

And by her hand, do thou, oh, gracious Heav'n !

Build up the walls of England !

SHERIFF.
Alas ! My Lord I

Delay is at our peril, we befeech

—

NORFOLK.
A little moment ! I had fomething yet—
But let it pafs ! here ! here ! it refts ; while yet

Life's current flows, while yet my nerves perform

Their functions—Mary ! I mult think on thee !

Blefs thee with my laft breath : may Heav'n ^fford

That fuccour which this mortal arm in vain*"-

Attempted ! may'ft thou never feel fuch pangs

As he who dies for thee ! and now, e'en now.

Flies with impatience from this hell to feek

A refuge in the cold embrace of death. —
Lead on ! — Oh, Mary ! Mary ! Mary !

{^Exeunt*

SCENE
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SCENE IV. Whitehall.

Enter Elizabeth and Cecil.

ELIZABETH.
Cecil ! our lafb commands have been perform'd ?

CECIL.
Madam, they have.

—

ELIZABETH.
And how behav'd die Duke ?

CECIL.
Widi manly, decent conftancy ; and feem'd

Moft penitent in that he broke his word ;

But ftill difclaiming fully all defigns

Againft your crown and perfon ; at the laft.

His parting foul feern'd bent on his own fate

JLefs than on Mary's- ,

ELIZABETH. \_AJide.'].

How ! how's this ! intent

On her at laft ? muft her attraftions reach

E'en to the very brink of death ? alas !

That each progreffive circumftance of woe,

Tends but to prove the power of her charms.

CECIL.
' Her minifter, the Biiliop, hath confefs'd

' His fhare of guilt, and open'd all the plot

' 'Twixt him and Alva—Philip and the Pope,

ELIZABETH.
' Then bid him inftantly depart my realm,
^ If he beholds to-morrow's fetting fun
* On Englifh ground, his privilege is gone,

? He dies a traitor's death —- and from his Queen,
* No
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* No more ambafTadors I'll entertain

;

' Or riik my life to grace my prifoner.

CECIL.
* The French King's m.inifter, of late, is grown
* Importunate for rrefh indulgences

;

* That fhe may be allowed to take the air,

* With fit attire and decent retinue :

' All this is aik'd of grace ; not as a part

* Of Anjou's marriage treaty.

ELIZABETH.
* If that fervc

* T' amufe and hood-wink France, (he'll think n»
' more

* On Maiy.'— Davifon ! what brings thee thus }

Enter Davifon.

DAVISON.
Difpatches from your Minifter in France.

ELIZABETH.
Of weighty matter ?

D AV I S O N.

Heavier far, and worfe

Than mortal ears can bear ; Fleav'n guard us all

From fuch difafters as no tongue can tell 1

A vifitation which the world, till now,

Ke'er faw or heard of. •

ELIZABETH.
Speak ! no more delay.

DAVISON.

Then hear the fate of ail our friends in Franccj,

Swept from the face of th' earth, exterminate.

In one black night, at one infernal blow
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Dealt by the hand of Rome ; there fcarcely lives

A proteHant to teil the maiTacre.

ELIZABiiTH and CECIL*

The maflacre

!

D AV I s o N.

I faid the word : the tale

Runs thus :—That fignals from the Louvre top

Proclaim^ the time of daughter ', Paris firft.

And 'tis fuppos'd, within an hour, that all

The cides of that kingdom ftream'd with blood.

Nor age, nor fex was fpar'd ; old men, nay babes,

Fad in their helplefs mothers' arms, were pierc'd

With the fame weapon ; fick men in their beds.

Brave warriors in their ileep, v/ere butcher'd : one,

One only check'd their courfe—The firft who fell.

Brave Coligni, whofe very name appals

The bigot's heart— At fight of his grey locks.

So known where'er the thickeft battle rag'd.

They flood aghaft, till one more harden'd wretch,

With eyes averted, ftabb'd him to the heart.

ELIZABETH.
Oh ! let me fhed one tear for that great man !

DAVISON.
Marfhals of France, and Bifhops led the band.

Invoking Heav'n, yet calling out for blood

;

And, oh ! eternal infamy, the King
Look'd on, encourag'd, nay irnbru'd his hands.

His facred hands, in his own fubje^ts' blood :

Pointing his carabine at thofe who fled

Apart, like ilricken deer—while he, in .fport,

At his balcony reveil'd, 'midfh a throng

Of ladies, prailmg his dexterity,

Taught, like himfelf, by iys more cruel mother.

From early youth? to jefi; at homicide.

H E L 1 Z A-
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ELIZABETH.
' No more, the tale's too dreadflil, I'll retire.*

May Heav'n preferve my people from this curfe f

War, famine, peftiience, are trifles all

Compar'ci to this corruption of the mind.
This degradation of humanity.

I'll to my clofet ; let none dare approach

;

No cares of ftate prefiime to interrupt

My holy folitude. [Exit Elizabeth.

DAVISON.
The Queen's retir'd

Mofc opportunely, for I've that to tell,
.

Which to no ear but thine

CECIL.
Wliat, Davifon !

Haft thou, that can the icaft attention claim>

After thy dreadful tale ?

D A V I S O N.

That which demands
All your difpatch, prudence, aclivity,

The Queen's in dang':^, and each hoiu" loii

Appears an age, mfiians there are

CECIL.
How's this ?

Her life in danger ? fay by whom ; and how ?

DAVISON.
* Thefe ruffians came from Rhcims, a fen^inaiy-

* Intoxicated with th' omnipotence
* Of papal power, and Rome's accurs'd decrees,
''

Tlunking'that if they perilh'd in th' attempt,
^ They gain'd a glorious crown of martyrdom.
* This motley crew,' ccmpos'd'of foldiers, priefis

* Of various orders, matl: enthufiafts,

* So confuient in their iniquity,

' Cad lots for vreapons ; then m full career
' Of
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* Of riot, 'niidfl: their cups, for frolick faLe,

" Were painted in one portrait, each with th' arms
* That fell to him by lot'.—Thefe villains ail

Are feiz'd.

CECIL.
' Can you no further trace the plot ?

^ Are you fo flack a friend ? till now I thought
* That if you gain'd the clue your zeal would ibon
* Tread back the windings of the labyrinth,

* And from her dark rcceis drag- forth to lie:ht
CD O

"^ This forcerefs.

DAVISON.
^ Miflnift not yet that zeal

;

* Behold this fruit of it.'— Thefe lines I've gain'd

[Delivering Letters.

From Gilford, a corrupt, abandoned prieil,

Vv^ho fold his fellow traitors —thefe are faid

To be the writing of Queen Mary's hand ;

And whedier true

c R c I L.

Enouo;h ! they ftronffly bear

The feniblance—now 'tis done— thanks, Davjion!

I'll to the Queen, nor heed her prohibition.

[Cecil k/:Oiks at the clofct door, Elizabeth

enters from thence.'^

ELIZABETH^
Who dares v/ith facriiegioiis fteps approach
And irter^^ene betwixt bis loverejo-n's nravVss

Anci iie.iv n s .rapcndmg vei-geance on our race r

c E c I L.

-

'Twas not witlicut jira caufe —
B L I Z A B E T K. .
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ELIZABETH.
Events ! why what events ?

Canft thou add flames to ^Etna's raging fire ?

Imagination can no fequel find

Worthy the tale he told.

CECIL.
This hour Davifon

Fears for your royal felf.

ELIZABETH.
Speak, Davifon !

DAVISON".

I truft

All will be well, for the confpitators

Are almoft all fecur'd.

ELIZABETH.
Confpirators

!

DAVISON.
Aye, moft inveterate, ' implacable !

' Hell never fent fuch fiends to curfe mankind,
' Taught by religious zeal to emulate,
* Nay to contefl the prize of parricide.

ELIZABETH.
* You fay they are fecur'd ?

CECIL.
* Know you their names ?

DAVISON.
' Their chief is Babington ; a youth whofe zeal

' For Mary fprings frcni a diftemper'd brain,

* Infiam'd by love.'—And more 'tis fully prov'd

That Mary's in the league.

CECIL
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CECIL.
An affociatc

tn this confpiracy.

ELIZABETH.
Remove her ftraight

From gentle Shrewfbury's care to Fotheringay.

Let her no more be treated as a Queen.

[£.r/> Davifon.

Cecil, am I not juft ? why to what length

Will flie abufe my patience ?

CECIL,
How many crimes

Which now difgrace the annals of the world

Owe their exiflence to falfe clemency.

And weak procraftination ? She mult die

;

Or, you, a willing facrifice, muft yield

. Your life to fave her,

ELIZABETH.
Mean you, that thro' fear,

I fhou'd alTume her part, and bafely turn

Affaffin?

CECIL.
Heaven forbid ! are we then funk

Below the level of the pagan world ?

For they have juftice ; Juflice is the right

Of all beneath the fun ; and fhall not you.

The fource and fountain of it, be allow'd

What you difpenfe to all ? Are royal lives

Worth lefs than thofe of fubje6ts ? or is llie.

This mighty captive, paramount to laws.

Divine and human ?

ELIZABETH.
Whither tends this theme ?

CECIL.
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CECIL.

To jufllce ; to the fair impartial courfe

Of juilice

ELIZABETH.
Cecil ! you forget yourfelf,

And her whom you addrefs : Is this your zeal>

Your reverence for royaly ? What law

Can render her amenable to me ?

CECIL.

Nature has laws ; inftincl, alike to all

,

Promulgates them—' Ailallination needs
* No human ftatutes to declare its ?uilt

;

* They are but teeble, artificial props,
* The patch work of fociety, which fcrve

' Only to fwcM the catalogue of crimes,
* By inefficient fanguinary means.'

Thank Heav'n no niortal is exempt from hiw

Who fliall attempt the life of England's Queen.

ELIZABETH.
Aye, in this iiland ; but the general voice

Of Europe wou'd cry fliame !— Prefumptuous
man !

No more—Let not your forwardnefs o.'eiitep

The bounds ot our forbearance^ nor abufe

Your fovereign's ear with bafe fuo-p-eilions : ccafe !

Enkr Davifon

What freili difafter now ? hate, fear, and deadi.

Revolt, and treafon, mark thy ominous ileps.

DAVISON.
No prince WcOsever more belov'd and fear'd ;

Your people in one bond aiib-ciated

Join to defend your life^ and^ wi:h onis voice,

Call
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Call for immediate juftice on her head,

Whofe life is incompatiable with yours

—

ELIZABETH.
For that alternativej if that were all.

Freely I'd pardon all her injuries :

But for my people's fake, it cannot be:

Heav'n has entrufted them, and their true faith.

To my defence.

DAVISON.
Our lives, religion, all !

Grant, oh ! grant jullice !

E L I Z AJ? ETH.

Have I not fworn to it.

When I fucceeded to th' imperial Crown ?

You have our leave, our Royal warrant, Davifon,
'

[^Exii Davifon.

[^Afide.'] FJeav'ns, what have I prpnounc'd ! I dare

not think.

!

Then T muft acl, and leave flow timorous thouo-ht

:

This IS no time for fcruples and remorfe.

Cecil, 'tis done ! lince nothing but her blood
Can fatisfy your thirfty fouls

CECIL,

My liege,

Your grateful people will applaud the deed

;

Blefs the defender of their faith.

ELIZABETH.
'Tisfalfci

The univerfal Vv^orld will curie the dt^d.
j

Al! future ages execrate the name
Qf her who brought anointed royalty

To fuch difgrace : yec there is timf—who waits ?

Enttr
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"Enter Servant,

Fly quickly •, call back Davifon—Alas !

\Ey:it Servant.

Alas, poor Queen ! Cruel, perfidious man !

Your baneful counfel prompted me to this.

'Enter Davifon.

Oh, are you come ? — Davifon ! I recal

The horrid fentence

CECIL. \

Such are now the thanks,

And ever were, of thofe who weakly ftrive

To fave a Prince determined on his fall.

Madam ! fince, inattentive to my prayers.

You thus devote yourfelf—let me retire

Unacceffary to your fate.

ELIZABETH.
Cecil !

I muft not lofe your fervice.

CECIL.

Why Ihould I

Stay to endure that vengeance, which will fall

On all your Miniflers, when Mary's plots

Rob England of her Qiieen ?

DAVISON.
Till that's atchiev'd.

She'll never refl ; her objed: is your Crown,

Has fhe renounced her claim ? No ; to this hour

She fometimes boafls her title to your Throne,

As confidently as fiie us'd in France,

Whenfne, with her firft huiband's fleurs de lys.

Quarter 'd the arms of England.
ELIZA-
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ELIZABETH.
That, indeed——

That was an early pledge j with her firft milk
She drank the feeds of hate ; ftill, as ihe grew,
Th* inveterate poifon fpread ; and now Ihe pourSj,

Full in my bofom, all the venomous ftore.

CECIL.
Oh, 'tis not mercy, it is cruelty

To fpare her, when the fafety of your realm
Hangs on her fate ; what if her voice Ihou'd pierQp
The prifon walls, and thro' the nation found
A fignal for a fecond liiaflacre ?

ELIZABETH*
Ah, there is the word ! that word recalls my mind.
Chills all my blood, and drives its current back.
Heav'n doth exaft a facrifice to thofe

Who fell for our true faith : 'tis Heav'n's decree—"
It is refolv'd—She dies—Fly, Davifon !

Outftrip the winds, and with the winged fpeed
Of lightning, let the thunder-bolt of Heav'n
Strike her devoted head !—Away ! Away !

[^ExennP

ACT
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ACT V»

SCENE L FoTHERiNGAY Castle.

Enter Lady Douglas and Beton;

LADT DOUGLAS.

15 ETON, alas ! you prophecy too well

;

Each moment brings fome melancholy proof

Of your forboding fpirit.—

B E t O N.

Cou'd I doubt

ThevConreqaence of fuch facility ?

Yoif know how oft and earnelily I urg*d

The danger of fubmlffion ; but to plead,

'A Queen, in her own perfon, thus to plead !—

LADY DOUGLAS.
Had ihe not pleaded, this pre-judging Court,

As by confeffion, had pronounc'd her doora.

And yet, cou'd Ihe fufped: that fuch a lid

Of all the great nobility, fuch namesj

The warriors, heroes, patriots of the land,

Cou*d fo difgracefully be led to join

In concert to her ruin ?

—

- - B E TO N.

Oh ! too oft

Servile compliances are brought about

_By joining numbers and great nameS;, where none.

No finglCj v/orthy individual

Would
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Would fhow his face, or lend his honeft fame.

Know you what urg'd her to appear in court ?

LADY DOUGLAS.
'Twas to defend her honour that ihe came.

In all the majelly of innocence

;

Defcending from a throne, fhe offered up
Her dignity, a willing facrifice.

To her fair fame ; impell'd by confcious pride.

That inward pride which purity of mind
Infpires, and prompts to dure corruption's art.

To face, upon unequal terms, the wiles

Of perjur'd treachery.—Oh ! 'twas a light

New to the world ; fo flrange, that mortal eyes

Their credit loft ; none who beheld, believed ;

But, Beton, fuch a mockery as this

Can ne'er be realiz'd ?—

B E T o N.

Oh, furely not;

^Tis but an artifice to juftify

Paft cruelties ; and, what I fear the moll.

Perhaps ftill clofer cuftody-

—

LADY DOUGLAS.
Alas!

They dare not fure proceed to take her life ?

B E T o N.

Oh, no ! 'twou'd roufe all Europe ; ihake all

thrones ;
'

Loofen the deepeft- rooted monarchies :

—

They dare not think of it— you fee they're gone
For farther counfel to the Star Chamber.

LADY DOUGLAS.
'Tis time t' attend the Queen, Heav'n guard her

ftill:

!

lExeuni,

I %
'

' SCENE
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SCENE II. Mary'J Chamber, Fotheringay
Cq/lle,

Enter Lady Douglas to the ^ieeHo

MARY.
Douglas ! come hither Douglas ! fit by me ;

Thou art the conftant folace of my woes.

I am almoft worn out with grief and care

;

And, as you fometimes hint, I plainly find

My health is much impair'd—I had not ftrength

Or fpirits to do juftice to my caufe

^Before this Court.—

LADY DOUGLAS.
Oh, my royal Miflrefs

!

How cou'd you condefcend to plead to thern }

MARY.
Alas ! too confident in innocence,

1 undervalued human treachery ;

SufTer'd my ears to catch the fpecious found
Of Hatton's foft perfuafiye eloquence

;

Who, faire and falfe as Belial, from his tongue

Shed manna, which beguil'd my filly heart,
* Brought me to compromife my dignity,
* By condefcenfions, which the petulance
* Of rancorous Burleigh's bitter enmity,
* Had ne'er efFedled/—Oh, accurfed fraud !

LADY DOUGLAS.
Fraud ! aye, and open force ; did they not feizc

Your papers, burfl your cabinet, and rob.

Aye, bafely pilfer all your little hoard.

The remnant of your treafure, which you fav'4

To pay your poor domeftics, and for afts

Of charity ?-^

MARY.
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MARY.
But that, you know, of late

Has been prohibited ; becaufe 'twas found

One ftill remaining fource of happinefs.

LADY DOUGLAS,
Jnfernal, unexampled infamy !

Yes, my dear Miftrefs, 'twas a cruelty

More felt by you than by the poof themfelvca

Who loft your daily charity.

—

MARY.
" Douglas

!

Forfaken as I am, I cou'd not think

That my own Secretary wou'd have turn'd

Againft his Miftrefs; and, in that, where he.

Above all others, knew me innocent

:

I never much efteem'd the man ; but yet

J did not think the viper wou'd have bit

The hand that fed it.

—

' He firft came to mc
* From my poor uncle, the late Cardinal,
* My uncle was the prop of all my counfels

;

* Alas! he's gone; and Charles, my brother, now
f No longer reigns in France—he too is loft !

' His end was wretched and unnatural.':

—

And for my fon, my only child, he reigns

In Scotland, patient of a mother's wrongs;
^ I am forbid to hear from him.'— Alas !

Had he the heart or fpirit of a man

—

Enter Beton.

B E T o N.

Pardon the meifenger of difmal news !

LADY DOUGLAS. {_J/^de.'j

ph, me, what now ?—

r

B E r O Ns
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BJE T O.N.

And, oh, prepare to hear
The heavleft tidings

—

MARY.
I've been long prepared*

B E T O N.

Your own misfortunes you have ever born
With fortitude, but other's fufferings-^

MARY.
What others ? fpeak ! alas, I guefs-^

B E T o JI,

I fear-

—

;M A R v.

The Duke?—

Top well

B E T O N.

His troubles are no more ;

' He rcRs In peace, beyond the tyrant's fway,
* Where mortal envy cannot reach : alas !'

Poor man ! he fell a vidtim to his love

;

His dying breath. ftill blefs'id yo;U.

—

M A R Y.

Ob, ju{V Heavens?
* Since it has pleas'd you thus to vifit him
* For my offences—let my prayers afcend
^ In his behalf—yet ftay ; he's rifen now,
* Whence he looks down with pity and contempt
* On worldly cares; views with ferenity

' Her defpicable malice.*—Oh, mean wretch !

Why dar'd you not let fall your vengeance^ h^i^e?

He dies at laft in my defence !—to lave

This poor forlorn exiftence-r-Fie unon't i
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Why lingers yet my breath ?— Out, out, for

ihame

!

Seek the wide ah', and catch my Norfolk's foul.

SCENE m. "The HaU,

EmOt Bcton, meeting Sir Amias Paulet.

&ETON. l^Apde.l

Faulet arrived I—What is your pleafure here?

SIR A. PA U L E T.

1 am about to feek your Miflrefs, Sir.-—

>

B E T O N.

The Queen is ill at eafe, and needs repol^c-.

SIR A. PAULET.
Sir, I have bufinefs to communicate—

f

B E T O N.

Concerning^ her ?—
S I R A. P A U L E T.

Aye, very nearly too*-—

E E T o No

From Wcftrninfter ?—
STR A. FAULET,

From the Star Chamber, Sir ;

No lefs than that her Secretaries both
Have now oonfefs'd the plot, and fworn to it.

B E T O N.

Oh, petjur'd, venal Haves \ They never dar'd

Confront her with thefe murderous lies—the fight

Of injur'd innocence had choak'd their fpeech.

SIR
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SIR A. P A U L E T.

Say rather their repentance has produc'd

Full proof to juftify the courfe of law.

B E T O N.

Who, but a judge deterriiin'd to convI<9:,

Wou'd credit thofe whofe faith is forfeited

By plain, avow'd defertion of their truft ?

'*Twere a judicial murder—the worfl crime
This finful world has known : firft, as the Judge
Is, for his purity and wifclom, plac*d

In high authority, and charg'd to guard
Fair innocence ; then, as the fufFerer

By fuch injuftice, feels difgrace and fliame

Added to all the bitternefs of death.

SIR A. P A U L E T.

Is Ihe, who claims protedtion, above law ?

B E T o N.

Call you imprifonment proteftion ? Oh !

Mere fubterfuges, worthy of your Queen ;

This laft exploit of bribing evidence

Was an achievment fuiting her great power.

Her riches., her wife Minifters—Oh, fhame !

SIR A. PAULET.
Is this the language, Sir, of Mary Stuart,

Late Queen of Scotland ? ihe Ihall anfwer for it

;

I muft proceed to her.—

B E T O N.

Mean, fervile wretch !

Paulet ! if you*re a man, fomc future day

you'll not refufe atonement for thefe words.

SCENE
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SCENE IV. the ^eens Chamber.

^,een Mary, L-ady Douglas, I'wo Maids, and
Sir Amias Paulec.

MARY.
Are thefe your orders, Sir, before my face

To take my canopy ?

—

SIR A. PAULET.
No doubt they are.

MARY.
And youVe inftrudted thus t' infult a Queen ?

SIR A. PA U.L E T,

I am inflrudled to confider you
As one attempting to dellroy a Queen.

MARY.
'Tis falfe, by all that's facred ! Heav'n well knows
I wou'd not touch the meanell life on earth,.

Much lefs the Queen's, for all that fhe enjoys.

All her great empire—No ; on my royal word.—
SIR A. PAULET.

Henceforth, no more let convidts idly dream
Of forfeit titles—Farewell, Mary Stuart !,

MARY.
Thinks fhe that fuch indignities degrade

My native titles ? tell her Ihe doth fix

Eternal Ihame, contempt, and ridicule

On her own name, by thefe low practices ^

And fay, tho' fhe may rob me of my life,

Mary v/ili die the lawful Queen of Scots.

[£.v'// Sir A. PauLec,

K L A P y
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LADY DOUGLAS.
Oh, my dear Miflrefs ! heed not fuch bafe men.
They are beneath your care.—

'

MAR Y.

They harafs me

;

My fpirits are worn out ; I'll lay me down j

[Mary reclines on her Sopha^

Methlnks foft mufic wou'd compofe my nervts :

* I once had mufic at command/—but, oh !

The lute's unftrung that fmooth'd the brow of

care
;

Cold is the tongue that charm''d with living fire.

' LADY DOUGLAS.
' Allow your faithful maid to try her voice.

[_Here ^leen Mary'i Lamentations fJoould he

fling by Lady Douglas or one of the Maids,

* M A R Y.

Thcfe plaintive flrains bring quiet to niind.

Balm to my troubled foul ; they footh my
* woes.

Recall old times, and tell me what I was.

Douglas ! while yet I was in infancy.

The cruel father of this cruel Queen
Afk'd me in marriage, from my native land.

For his own fon;. and failing in his lult,

Wag'd war with Scotland : afterwards, you
* know.

It wiiis my fate to mount the throne of France,

As confort of young Francis ; on whofe death,

(Oh, ever lamentable, fatal lofs I)

I itay'd in France till, by the jealoufy

And cruel arts of Catherine, I was driven

Tq feck n:jv own hereditary crown.'—
Doe ft
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Doefl thou remember how reludtantly

I left the gay and fprightly Court of France ?

LADY DOUGLAS.
Aye, as 'twere yefterday—1 fee you ftill,

Fix'd like a llatue at the veffel's ftern.

With eyes intent upon the Gallic fhore,

Watching each leflenino; objed, till the coafl.

The wide-extended coaft, and diftant fpires

Of Calais, glittering in the evening fkies.

Alone reraain'd in view ; darknefs came on.

And tears inceffant ; till the morning calm

Gave one faint glimpfe of the departing fcene :

Oh, then you beat your breaft and wav'd your

hand,
While intermingled tears and fobs, half choak'd

Your ill-articulated, lall adieu.

M A R Y.

Oh, what a change for a young Queen of France !

From all the pleafures of thatfplendid Court,

To the morofe, four afpec!:!, the dull cant.

And furious zeal, of Scotland's puritans !

LADY DOUGLAS.
What barbarous, fanatic infolence !

MARY.
Oh, I was deflin'd in my native land

To heavier ills; to Darnley's cruelty ;

Murray's ambition; Morton's treachery.

My rul-)jed:s' mean defevtion of their Queen;
I'heir bafe revolt ; and bafcr calumnies.

LADY DOUGLAS.
The time fhall come when the impartial world

Shall nobly vindicate your injur'd fame.

K 2 MARY.
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MARY.
Long fince, dear Douglas, I've refi-gn'd this world^^

With all its vanities, and fix'd my heart

On Heav'n alone—Ah, me [ who's this ?

—

Enter Davifon.

LADY DOUGLAS,
Who art thou ^

DAVISON.
One whofe approach forbodes a blacker ftorra,

Than e'er ftruck terror in the human breaftv

M A R Y»

Know you this man ?

LADY DOUGLAS.
No i but I fear he brings

Frelh infults and new rigours.

—

MARY,
Whence come you

• DAVISON.
From the Queen's felt ,- who mod reludanrly.

Nor without many bitter iighs and tears

—

LADY DOUGLAS,
Tears of a crocodile.

—

DAVISON.
I fay, with tears

The Queen difpatchM me, to announce the fate.

The fate contain'd within this vvarrant.

—

[^Delivering a Pl^arrant,,

INI A R Y.

Ha ! [reading the JVarrant.

4 Enter
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Enter Beton.

—

A Brum is heard heating a JI01&

March,

B E T O N.

Oh, mercy ! Heavens ! alas, my Queen ! I fear

Some dreadful fate ; the Earls of Shrewfbury

And Huntingdon, attended by the guards.

Are at the caftle gate.

—

LADY DOUGLAS.
Ah, here they come !

Th' array of death ! Ah ! is it come to this ?

E7tter Shrewfbury and Huntingdon, zvith Guards,

Executioner, &c.

SHREWSBURY.
The painful ofHce which I now perform

—

MARY.
1 know your bufinefs.

—

S H R E W S B U R Y.

Ah ! know you, alas !.

With what difpatch we're order'd to proceed ?

LADY DOUGLAS.
Oh, murder ! murder ! cruel murderers, flay ?

MARY.
patience, my child ! I did not think, I own.

My filler Queen wou'd have proceeded thus;

But if my body cannot fuflain one blow.

My foul deferves not thofe eternal joys

In Heav'i? my holy faith has promis'd me.

IT U N T I N G D O N.

'Tis vour accurfcd faith that feals vour doom

;

While
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While you're on earthy there is no furety

For our true faith

—

MARY.
What do I hear ? good Heav'n !

Say you that I'm to fuffer for my faith ?

Oh, happy and glad tidings ! glorious news !

* R.epeat that word, thou melTenge-r of joy !

' Angels defcending from their bleft abodes,
* Cou'd not have hail'd me with more welcom.c

' founds.

—

* Then it hath pleas'd the gracious Hcav'ns at laft

' To hear my prayers, and recompenfe my woes/
Now, in one bleffed moment, all my pain,

All my long fufferings are exchanged for blifs..

Thefe ears have heard me thus proclaim'd a faint;

And Mary's, aye, poor Mary's weeping eyes

Have liv'd to fee her crown of martyrdom.

—

I'll miike ihort preparation ; and mean while.

Let all my fervants be in readinefs

;

And bid my confeffor to follow me.

LADY DOUGLAS.
We will obey

—

[^Exii Lady Douglas, wi/b the Maids.

HUNTINGDON.
This may not be allow'd ;

We came not here to fee our holy faith

Mock'd by the tricks and fuperftitious forms

Of Papal ceremony—Your confeffor

Muft not approach

—

M A R Y.

Sir, I was born to reign

;

I am your Millrefs' kinfvvoman ; like her,

Defcended from King Henry—Dowager
Of
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Of France, and Scotland's lawful Queen j as fuch,

1 pray you, treat me
l^Exii Mary to her Oratory,

B E T o N.

Inhuman tyranny.

That wou'd extend its barbarous cruelties

Beyond the grave 1
—

SHREWSBURY.
We may not violate

Our ilrift commands

—

B E T O N.

Heav'n will remember them :

You are, then, order'd to refufe a Queen,

In the lad moments of her life, thole rites,'

That confolation, which is always given

To the mod hardened, graceiefs criminals.

That e'er infulted juflice, or brought fhame

On human nature f'
—

HUNTINGDON.
Nay, urge not that; for, lo!

A pious prelate now attends without

To offer his affifiance—I'll propofe

—

[Huntingdon offers to go towards the Oratory,

' B E T O N.

Jf you're not loft to all humanity,
I>ifturb not her laft meditations thus.

\_Stopping Huntingdon.

Enter Lady Douglas with four Maids, a Phyfician,

and an Almoner—Beton places himfelf with them.

HUNTINGDON.
Why are you all affembled here ?

—

LADY
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LADY DOUGLAS.
You fee

The fad remains of her poor family.

HUNTINGDON.
You are, at befl, but ufelefs, idle lliew

;

Perhaps employ'd for fuperltitious ufe

;

Retire !

—

LADY DOUGLAS.
You cannot mean to hinder us

From this laft, wretched office ?

—

HUNTINGDON.
Nay, begone !

B E T O N.

Infernal favage !
—

LADY DOUGLAS.
Yet have mercy, Lords !

Oh ! you are far more gentle, Shrewfbury !

Drive not her few, poor, faithful maids from her j

Let them receive her blelling, and behold

Their dying Miftrefs' looks, and clofe her eyes.

In pity, nay, in decency, comply ;

Is't fit the perfon of a royal Queen
Shou'd lie a mangled and unheeded corfe.

Without her maids to fhroud thofe precious limbs,

Which kneeling Princeffes were proud to adorn?

6 H R E W S B U R Y.

'Tis not in nature to refift the claim.

Enter Mary from her Oratory^ drcjjed. gorgsoujiy^

with a Crojs and Beads.

MARY.
This world to me is as a thing that's pafl:

;

A bur-
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A bufden fhaken oif—The retrofpedl

Exhibits nothing but a wcarifome

And tedious pilgrimage—What is to come
Opens a fcene of glory to my eyes ;

Therefore with joy I haften to begin

This courfe of triumph Oli ! my faithful

friends

!

Ye all—all of you, my poor followers,

Have facrilic'd your days to fliare my woes.

Now let me aflc forgivenefs for the pall

;

Pardon my many negligences !
—

LADY DOUGLAS.
Oh!

Thus, on our knees, we crave your bleiling all.

M A R Y.

Yes, I will blefs you with my latefl: breath

;

'Tis all I have to give ; except, perchance.

Some trifles, which I here bequeath among you.

[^Delivering her WilL

Beton, accept this ring—take that—And thou !

[Giving a Ring to Beton, and her Phyjician,

and her Almoner,

Thefe tokens may remind you of my love.

—

Come hither, all my maids ! [The Maids rife and
approach.'] Farewel, fweet friends.

[Mary kijjes each of thera.

We foon fhall meet.—Come, Douglas ! let me
bind

Thine arm with this my bracelet ; that fo oft

As you behold it, you may think on me.

[Clafping her in her Arms.

* Now let mc hold thee thus—Nay, do not weep
* That I'm tranflated from this fcene of care

L * To
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« To endlefs joy—Once more farewcl !—lead on !

[Mary makes a Sign for the Procejfton to go on,

and is proceeding, when Melvin, an old

Man with grey Locks, throws himfelf at her

Feet, in Tears.

' MELVIN.
* Oh, mercy! mercy, Heaven! alas, my Queen!
* That I fhou'd live to fuch an age for this,

* To fee this light, and carry back this tale '*

MARY.
'Melvin! my faithful fervant,, Melvin, here!
* In my lafl moments—They have kept thee long
* Out of thy Miftrefs' fight—thou comefl in time
' For her poor bleffing—Good old man, return

;

* Commend me to my fon— tell him I've done
' No prejudice to Scotland's crown— tell him
' My lateft words were thofe of Scotland^'s Queen."

[Melvin tries to fpeak^ and is unable.

Poor foul, thy griefs have choak'd thy fpeech !'

Adieu !'

Bear wicncfs all, tell it throughout the world.

But chiefly to my family in France,

That I die firmly in their holv faith !

And you, ye Minifters from England's Queen I

Tell her, flie hath my pardon ; and relate,

That, with my dying breath, I do befeech

Her kindnefs to my fervants ; and requeft

Safe conduft for them into France ; that done,

Tve naught to afic, but thai my poor remains

May be beftow'd in L/jrrahi, or in France,

Where I may hope for pious obfequies j

For here the tombs of my progenitors

Are all profan'd—Remember my requefls !—

-

Now lead me on in triumph, till I gain

Immortal joys, and an immortal reign.

FINIS.
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EPILOGUE,
Written by the AUTHOR,

And fpoken by Mrs. S I D D O N S.

ERE you not told, before the play began.

Our Author ventur'd on a daring plan?

A tale of woe, a deep hifloric Play

Giv'n in an age fo debonnair and gay.

Was this a place to fet up a defence.

And talk of injur'd Mary's innocence ?

—

Of late difcoveries, drawn from dates and words,

Old rotten parchments, mufty, dull records ?

No—all is now for tinfel, fliow !—this age

Turns a deaf ear—but keenly views the Hage

The Tragic Mufe, nay, all the fillers nine,

Are now eclips'd—Aladin's lamp doth fhine

!

Exulting o'er their tomb—now boxers fpar !

And beaux, in raptures, envy every fear

!

Learning and wit were once eileem'd, and then

The ftage produced Ben Johnfon

—

mix.', Big Ben !

Shakefpeare make room for Humphries !— that's the w^y*

To bring the men of failiion to the play !

But to our Bard—How fluall we judge his cafe?

Who fcorns the unities of time and place.

Critics, what fay ye?—Muft he fue for peace

To wits of modern France or ancient Greece ?

The great Voltaire has told us, that a play

Should be within one houfe, and in one day—

'

But in one evening, how can it be right.

To reprefent the morning, noon, and night?

To hail Aurora, fwear the fun-beam glows.

While thefe vile lamps fllll flare beneath my nofe*

And
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And as to place—deception's all in vain

—

We've known all night, that this is Drury Lane,

Thus Englifh Johnfon's fterli ng wit and fenfe

Treats this French rule, as a poor, weak pretence

To cloak their narrow genius—an expedient

To make tlieir fable, like themfelves, obedient.

When action, ,uniform in every part,

Guides the clear tale dire£llv to the heart.

In vain dramatic pedants may coinbine

The fvee-boru Mufe, by weakning, to refine.

Whene'er (he mounts, their damp, cold veil to flingj

Or clip the mailer feather of her win?.

No; let the Tragic Mufe range far and wide.

Bind not in chains the paffions' faithful guide;

Let the full heart expand, and feek relief

From the fweet luxury of virtuous grief.

May no flern critic or falfe fliame control

This noble weaknefs of each generous foul:

For with the tender heart alone you'll find.

The highefl fplrit and the firmeit mind.


