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Another Yle is there toward the Northe, in the See Occean,
where that ben fulle cruele and ful evele Wommen of Nature: -
and thei han precious Stones in hire Eyen ; and thei ben of that
kynde, that zif they beholden ony man, thei slen him anon with
the beholdynge, as dothe the Basilisk.

MAUNDEVILE'S Posage and Travaile, Ch. xxviii.



ACT L

MARY BEATON.






Scene L—The Upper Chamber in Holyrood.
The four MARIES.
MARY BEATON (8ing§) i—

1.
Le navire
Est a leau ;
Entends rirve
Ce gros flot
Que fuit luire
Et bruire
Le viewx sire

Aquilo.

2.
Dans lespace
Dy grand air
Le vent passe
Comme un fer ;
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Siffle et sonne,
Tombe et tonne,
Prend et donne

A la mer.

3.

Jois, lu brise

* Tourne au nord,
Et la bise
Souflle et mord
Sur ta pure
Chevelure
Qui murmure

Et se tord.

MARY HAMILTON.
You never sing now but it makes you sad ;

Why do you sing ?

MARY BEATON.
I hardly know well why ;,
It makes me sad to sing, and very sad
To hold my peace.
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MARY CARMICHAEL.
I know what saddens you.

MARY BEATON.

Prithee, what ? what?

MARY CARMICIIARL.
Why, since we came trom France,

You have no lover to make stuff for songs.

MARY BEATON.
You arc wise; for there my pain begins indecd,

Because I have no lovers out of France.

MARY SEYTON.
I mind me of onc Olivier de Pesme,
(You knew him, sweet) a pale man with short hair,

Wore tied at slceve the Beaton colour.

MARY CARMICHAEL.

Blue—

I know, blue scarfs. I never liked that knight.
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MARY HAMILTON.
Me? Iknow him? T hardly knew his name.

Black, was his hair ? no, brown.

MARY SEYTON.
Light pleases you:

I have seen the time brown served you well enough.

MARY CARMICHAEL.

Lord Darnley’s is a mere maid's yellow.

MARY HAMILTON.
No;
A man’s, good colour.

MARY SEYTON.
Ah, does that burn your blood ?
Why, what a bitter colour is this red
That fills your face! if you be not in love,

I am no maiden.

MARY HAMILTON.

Nay, God help true hearts!
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I must be stabbed with love then, to the bone,
Yea to the spirit, past cure.

MARY SEYTON.
What were you saying?

I see some jest run up and down your lips.

MARY CARMICHAER.
Finish your song; I know you have more of'it;

Good sweet, I pray you do.

MARY BEATON.

I am too sad.

MARY CARMICHALL.
This will not sadden you to sing; your song
Tastes sharp of sea and the sea's bitterness,

But small paig sticks on it.

MARY BEATON.
Nay, it 18 sad;
For either sorrow with the beaten lips

Sings not at all, or if it does get breath
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Sings (uick and sharp like & hard sort of mirth:
And so this song does; or I would it did,

That it might please me better than it does.

MARY SEYTON.
Well, as you choose then. What a sort of men

Crowd all about the.squares !

MARY CARMICHAEL.
Ay, hateful men;
For look how many talking mouths be there,
So muny angers show their t,e(zth at us.
Which one ig that, stooped somewhat in the neck,
That walks so with his chin against the wind,
Lips sideways shut ? a keen-faced man—lo there,

e that walks midmost.

[ARY SEYTON.
That is Master Knox.
e carries all these folk within Lis skin,
Bound up a» ‘twere between the brows of him

Like a bad thought ; their hearts beat inside his ;
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They gather at his lips like flics in the sun,
Thrust sides to catch his face.

MARY CARMICHAEL.
Look forth ; so—push

The window—further—see you anything ?

MARY HAMILTON.
They are well gone; but pull the lattice in, J !
The wind is like a blade aslant. Would God » €
[ could get back one day I think upon; t‘:U ©
The day we four and some six after us p‘,;’ :
Sat in that Louvre gnrdé,n and plucked f tom
To cast love-lots with in the gathered gr.
This way; you shut your eyes and rmhﬁﬁhﬁk,,
And catch a lover for each grape you gegb . c Y
I got but one, a green one, and it broke v s

Between my fingers and it ran down through them.

MARY BEYTON.

Ay, and the queen fell in a little wrath

NOT SALABLE.
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Because she got 8o many, and tore off
Some of them she had plucked unwittingly—
She said, against her will. What fell to you?

MARY BEATON.
Me? nothing but the stalk of a stripped bunch
With clammy grapta'—juice leavings at the tip.

MARY CARMICHAEL.

Ay, true, the queen came first and she won all ;
It was her bunch we took to cheat you with.
What, will you weep for that now? for you seem
As one that means to weep. God pardon me !

I think your throat is choking up with tears.
You are not well, sweet, for a lying jest

To shake you thus much.

MARY BEATON.
I am well enough:

Give not your pity trouble for my sake.



SCEXE I.] CHASTELARD.

MARY SEYTON.
If you be well sing out your song and laugh,
Though it were but to fret the fellows there.—
Now shall we catch her secret washed and wet
In the middle of her song; for she must weep

If she sing through.

MARY HAMILTON.
I told you it was love;
1 watched her eyes all through the masquing time

Feed on his face by morsels; she must weep.

MARY BEATON.
4

Le navire
Puasse et luit,
Puis chavire

A grand bruit;
Et sur Ponde
La plus blonde
Téte au monde
Flotte et fuit.
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5

Mo, je rame,
Et Tamour,
C’est ma flamme,
Mon grand jour,
Ma chandelle
Blanche et belle,
Ma chapelle

De séjour.

6.
Toi, mon ime
Et ma foi,
Sois ma dame
Et ma lot;
Sois ma mie,
Sois Manrie,
Sois ma vie,

Toute & moi !

MARY SEYTON.

I know the song; a song of Chastelard’s
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He made in coming over with the queen.
How hard it rained! he played that over twice
Sitting before her, singing each word soft,

As if he loved the least she listened to.

MARY HAMILTON.
No murvel if he loved it for her gake; .
She is the choice of women in the world,

Is she not, sweet ?

MARY BEATON.

I have scen no fairer one.

MARY SEYTON.
And the most loving : did you note last night
How long she held him with her hands and eyes,
Looking a little sadly, and at last
Kigsed him helow the chin and parted so
As the dance ended?

MARY IAMILTON.

This was courtesy ;
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So might I kiss my singing-bird's red bill
After some song, till he bit short my lip.

MARY SEYTON,
But if a lady hold her hird anights
To sing to her between her fingers—ha ?

I have seen such birdg.

MARY CARMICHAEL.
O, you talk emptily;
She is full of grace; and marriage in good time
Will wash the fool called scandal off men’s lips.

MARY HAMILTON.
1 know not that; I know how folk would gibe
If one of us pushed courtesy so far.
She has always loved love's fashions well ; you wot,
The marshal, head friend of this Chastelard’s,
She used to talk with ere he brought her here
And sow their talk with little kisses thick
As roses in rose-harvest. For myself,
I cannot see which side of her that lurks

Which snares in such wise all the sense of men ;
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What special beauty, subtle as man’s eye
And tender as the inside of the eyelid is,
There grows about her.

MARY CARMICHAEL.
I think her cunning speech—
The soft and rapid shudder of her breath
In talking—the rare tender little ;ﬂugh—-
The pitiful sweet sound like a bird's sigh

When her voice breaks; her talking does it all,

MARY SEYTON.
I say, her eyes with those clear perfect brows:
It is the playing of those eyelashes,
The lure of amorous looks as sad as love,

Plucks all souls toward her like a net.

MARY HAMILTON.
What, what!
You praise her in too lover-like a wise
For women that praise women ; such report
Is like robes worn the rough side next the skin,

Freta where it warms



16 CHASTELARD. [acT

MARY SEYTON.

You think too much in French.

FEnter DARNLEY.

Here comes your thorn; what glove against it now ?

MARY HAMILTON.
O, God’s good pity ! this a thorn of mine ?

It has not run deep in yet.

MARY CARMICHAEL.

I am not sure:

The red runs over to your face's edge.

DARNLEY.
Give me one word; nay, lady, for love’s sake ;
Here, come this way ; I will not keep you; no.

—O my sweet soul, why do you wrong me thus?

MARY HAMILTON.

Why will you give me for men’s eyes to burn?
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DARNLEY.
What, sweet, I love you as mine own soul loves me;

They shall divide when we do.

MARY HAMILTON.

I cannot say.

DARNLEY.

Why, look you, I am broken with the quecn ;
This is the rancour and the bitter heart
That grows in you; by God it is nought else.
Why, this last night she held me for a fool—
Ay, God wot, for a thing of stripe and hell.
I bade her make me marshal in her masque—
I had the dress here painted, gold and grey
(That is, not grey but a blue-green like this)—
She tells me she had chosen her marshal, she,
The best o' the world for cunning and sweet wit ;
And what sweet fool but her swect knight, God

help!
To serve her with that three-inch wit of his ?

She is all fool and fiddling now ; for me,
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T 'am well pleased ; God knows, if I might choose

I would not be more troubled with her love.

Her love is like a briar that rasps the flesh,

And yours is soft like flowers. Come this way, love ;

So, further in this window ; hark you here.
Enter CHASTELARD.

MARY BEATON.

Good morrow, sir.

CHASTELARD.

Good morrow, noble lady.

MARY CARMICHAEL.

You have heard no news? what news?

CHASTELARD.
Nay, I have none.
That maiden-tongued male-faced Elizabeth
Hath eyes unlike our queen’s, hair not so soft,

And hands more sudden save for courtesy ;
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And lips no kiss of 18ve's could bring to flower
In such red wise as our queen's; save this news,

I know none English.

MARY SEYTON.
Come, no news of her;

Tor God's love talk still rather of our queen.

MARY BEATON.

God give us grace then to speak well of her

You did right joyfully in our masque last night;
I saw you when the queen lost breath (her head
Bent back, her chin and lips catching the air—
A goodly thing to see her) how you smiled
Across her head, between your lips—no doubt
You had great joy, sir. Did not you take note

Once how one lock fell ? thut was good to see.

CHASTELARD.

Yea, good enough to live for.

MARY BEATON.

Nay, but sweet

. o]

Ca

19
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CHASTELARD.
Nothing.  You do not greatly love her, you,
Who do not—gird, yougcall it. I am bound to
France;
Shall T take word from you to any one ?

So it be harmless, not a gird, I will.

MARY BEATON.

I doubt you will not go hence with your life.

CHASTELARD.
Why, who should slay me? no man northwards
horn,
In my poor mind; my sword's lip is no maid’s
To fear the iron biting of their own,

Though they kiss hard for hate's sake.

MARY BEATON.
Lo you, sir,
Ilow sharp he whispers, what close breath and
cyes—

Aud hers are fast upon him, do you see?
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CHASTELARD.
Well, which of these must take my life in hand {
Pray God it be the better : nay, which hand?

MARY BEATON.
I think, none such. The man is goodly made;
She is tender-hearted toward his courtesies,
And would not have them fall too low to find.
Look, they slip forth.

[Ereunt DarsLEy and Mary HauiLton.

MARY SEYTON.
For love's sake, after them,
And soft as love can.

[ Ereunt Mary Caryicuart. and MARy SEYToN.

CHASTELARD.
True, a goodly man.
What shapeliness and state he hath, what eyes,
Brave brow and lordly lip! were it not fit

Great queens should love him?
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MARY BEATON.
See you novc;, fair lord,

I have but scant breath’s time to help myself,

* And I must cast my heart out on a chance;
So bear with me. That we twain have loved well,
T have no heart nor wit to say ; God wot
We had never made. good lovers, you and I,
Look you, I would not have you love me, sir,
For all the love's sake in the world, T say,
You love the queen, and loving burns you up,
And mars the grace and joyous wit you had,
Turning your specch to sad, your face to strange,
Your mirth to nothing: and I am piteous, I
Fven as the queen is, and such women are ;
And if T helped you to your love-longing,
Mescems some grain of love might fall my way
And love's god help me when I came to love;
1 have read tales of men that won their loves

On gome such wise,

CHASTELARD.

If you mean mercifully,
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[ um bound to you past thought and thank ; if worse,
I will but thank your lips and not your heart.

MARY BEATON.
Nay, let love wait and praise me, in God's name,
Some day when he shall find me; yet, God wot,
My lips are of one colour with my heart.
Withdraw now from me, and about.midnight
In some close chamber without light or noise
It may be I shall get you specch of her;
She loves you well ; it may be she will sp.eak,
1 wot not what ; sho loves you at her heart.
Let her not see that I have given you word,
Lest she take shame and hate her love.  Till night.

Let her not see it.

CHASTELARD.
I will not thank you now,
And then T'll dic what sort of death you will.

Farewell. (k.
MARY BEATON.
And by God's mercy and my love's

I will find ways to earn such thank of you. [Erd.
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Scene I1.—A Hall in the same.

The QUEEN, DarNLEY, MCRRAY, RANDOLPH, the MARIES,

CHASTELARD, {c.

QUEEN.

Hath no man seen my lord of Chastelard?
Nay, no great matter. Keep you on that side:
Begin the purpose.

MARY CARMICHAEL.

Madam, he is here.

QUEEN.
Begin a measure now that other side.
I will not dance ; let them play soft a little.
Fair sir, we had a dance to tread to-night,
To teach our north folk all sweet ways of France ;
But at this time we have no heart to it.
Sit, eir, and talk.  Look, this breast-clasp is new,

The French king sent it me.
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CHASTELARD.
A goodly thing :
But what device? the word is ill to catch.

QUEEN,
A Venus crowned, that eats the hearts of men:
Below her flics a love with a bat’s wings,
And strings the hair of paramours to bind
Live birds' feet with. Lo what small subtle
work :
The smith’s name, Gian Grisostomo da—what ?
Can you read that?  The sea froths underfoot ;
She stands upon the sea and it curls up
In soft loose curls that run to one in the wind.
But her hair is not shaken, therc’s a fault ;
It lies straight down in close-cut points and tongues,
Not like blown hair. The legend is writ small :

Still one makeg out this—Cuve—if you look.

CHASTELARD,
I see the Venus well enough, God wot,

But nothing of the legend.
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QUEEN.
Come, fair lord,
Shall we dance now ? my heart is good again.

[They dance a measure.

DARNLEY.
I do not like this mgmner of a dance,
This game of two by two; it were much better
To meet between the changes and to mix
Than still to keep apart and whispering

Each lady out of earshot with her friend.

MARY BEATON.
That's as the lady serves her knight, I think :

We are broken up too much.

DARNLEY.
Nay, nqgsuch thing;
Be not wroth, lady, I wot it was the queen
Pricked each his friend out. Look you now—jyour
eAr—

If love had gone by choosing—how they laugh,
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Lean lips together, and wring hands underhand !
What, you look white too, sick of heart, ashamed,
No marvel—for men call it—hark you though—
[ ey pass.
MURRAY.

Was the queen found no merrier in France?

MARY HAMILTON,

Why, have you scen her sorrowful to-night ?

MURRAY,
I say not so much ; blithe she seems at whiles,
Gentle and goodly doubtless in all ways,
But hardly with such lightness and quick heart

As it was said.

MARY HAMILTON.
'Tis your great care of her

Makes you misdoubt ; nought else.

MURRAY.
Yea, may be so;

She has no cause I know to sadden her. [ They pass.
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QUEEN.
I am tired too soon; I could have danced down hours
Two years gone hence and felt no wearier.
One grows much older northwards, my fair lord ;
I wonder men die south ; mescems all France
Smells sweet with living, and bright breath of days
That keep men far from dying. Peace; pray you now,
No dancing more. ’ Sing, sweet, and make us mirth ;
We have done with dancing measures: sing that song

You call the song of love at ebb.

MARY BEATON (sings).
I
Between the sunset and the sea
My love laid hands and lips on me ;
Of stweet came sour, of day came niyht,
Of long desire came brief delight :
Ah love, and what thing came of thee

Between the sca-downs and the sea?

2.

Between the sea-mark and the sea

Joy grew to grief, grief grew to me i
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Love turned to tears, and tears to fire,
And dead delight to new desire ;
Love's talk, love's touch there seemed to be

Between the sea-sand and the sea.

3

Between the sundown and the sea

Love watched one hour of loveavith me;
Then down the all-golden rwater-ways
Iis feet flew after yesterdays ;

I saw them come and saw them flee

Between the sea-foam and the sea.

4
Between the sea-strand and the sea
Love fell on sleep, sleep fell on me ;
The first star saw twain turn to one
Between the moonrise and the sun ;

The next, that saw not love, saw me

Between the sea-banks and the sea.

QUEEN.,

31

Lo, sits,
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What mirth is here! Some song of yours, fair lord;
You know glad ways of rhyming—no such tunes

As go to tears.

CHASTELARD.
I made this yesterday ;

For its love's sake I pray you let it live. [Ile sings.

1.
Aprés tant de jours, aprés tant de pleurs,
Soyez wecourable d mon dme en peine.
Voyez comme Avril fuit U'amour aur fleurs
Dame damour, dame auz belles couleurs,

Dieu vows « fait belle, Amour vous fuait reine.

2.

Riona, je Uen prie; aimong, je le veur.

Le temps fuit et rit et ne revient guére
Pour baiser le bont de tes blonds cheveur,
Pour baiser tee cils, ta bouche et tes yeur ;

L'amour n'a qu'un jour auprés de sa mere.
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QUEEN.
"Tis a true song ; love shall not pluck time back
Nor time lie down with love. For me, I am old;
Have you no hair changed since you changed to Scot ?
I look each day to sce my fuce deawn up
About the eyes, as if they sucked the checks.
I think this air and face of things Rgre north
Puts snow at flower-time in the blood, and tears
Between the sad eyes and the merry mouth

In their youth-days.

CHASTELARD,

It is a bitter air.

QUEEN,
Faith, if I might be gone, sir, would I stay ?

I think, for no man's love's sake.

CHASTELARD,

I thitk not.

QUEEN.
Do you not mind at landing how the quay

Looked like a blind wet face in wuste of wind
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And washing of wan waves? how the hard mist

Made the hills ache? your songs lied loud, my knight,

They said my fuce would burn off cloud and rain

Seen once, and fill the crannied land with fire,

Kindle the capes in their blind black-grey hoods—

I know not what. You praise me past all loves;

And these men Jovg' me little ; 'tis some fault,

I think, to love me: even a fool's sweet fault,

I have your verse still beating in my head

Of how the swallow got a wing broken

In the spring time, and lay upon his side

Watching the rest fly off ' the red leaf-time,

And broke his heart with grieving at himself

Before the snow came. Do you know that lord

With sharp-set eyes? and him with huge thewed
throat ?

Good friends to me; T had need love them well,

Why do you look one wuy? T will not have you

Keep your eyes here: 'tis no great wit in me

To care much now for old French friends of mine.—

Come, a fresh measure; come, play well for me,

Fair sirs, your playing puts life in foot and heart.—
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DARNLEY.
Lo you again, sirs, how she laughs and leans,
Iolding him fast—the supple way she hath!
Your queen hath none such; better as she is
For all her measures, a grave Iinglish maid,

Than queen of snukes and Scots.

* RANDOLPH.
She is over fair
To be so sweet and hurt not. A good knight ;

Goodly to look on.

MUREAY.
Yea, a good sword too,
And of good kin; too light of loving though;
These jangling song-smiths are keen love-mongers,

They snap at all meats.

DARNLEY.
What! by God I think,
For all his soft French face and bright Loy’ sword,
There be folks fairer : and for knightliness,

b2
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These hot-lipped brawls of Paris breed sweet knights—

Mere stubbers for a laugh across the wine.—

QUEEN.
There, I have danced you down for once, fair
lord ;
You look pale now," Nuy then for courtesy
I must needs help you; do not bow your head,
I am tall enough to reach close under it.
[Atsses him.

Now come, we'll sit and see this passage through.—

DARNLEY,
A courtesy, God help us! courtesy—
Pray God it wound not where it should heal wounds.
Why, there was here last year some lord of France
(Priest on the wrong side ad some folk are prince)
Told tales of Paris ladies—nay, by God,
No jeat for queen’s lips to catch laughter of
That would keep clean; I wot he made good mirth,
But she laughed over sweetly, and in such wise—

Nuy, } laughed too, but lothly.—
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QUEEN.
How they look!
The least thing courtcous galls them to the bone,

What would one say now I were thinking of ?

CHASTELARD.

It seems, some sweet thing.

QUEEN,

True, n sweet one, sir—
That madrigal you made Alys de Saulx
Of the three ways of love; the first kisy honour,
The second pity, and the Jast kiss love,

Which think you now was that I kissed you with !

CHASTELARD,
It should be pity, if you he pitiful ;
For T am past all honouring that keep
Outside the eye of battle, where my")hcin
Fallen overscas have found this many a day

No heln of mine between them; and for love,
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I think of that as dead men of good days
Ere the wrong side of death was theirs, when God

Was friends with them.,

QUEEN.
Good 5 call it pity then.

You have a subtle rjddling skill at love
Which is not like a lover. For my part,
Fam resolved to be well done with love,
Though I were fairer-faced than all the world ;
Asthere be faiver. Think you, fair my knight,
Love shall Tive after life in any man?

I have given you stuff for riddles.

CHASTELARD,

Most sweet queen,
Thoy say men dying remember, with sharp joy
Aud rapid reluctation of desire,
Some old thing, some swift breath of wind, some word,
Some sword-stroke or dead lute-strain, some lost sight,
Some sea-hlossom stripped to the sun and burned

At naked ebb—some river-flower that breathes
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Against the stream like a swooned swimmer's mouth—
Some tear or laugh ere lip and eye were man's—
Sweet stings that struck the blood in riding—nay,
Some garment or sky-colour or spice-smell,

And die with heart and face shut fast on it,

And know not why, and weep not; it may be

Men shall hold love fast always in such wise

In new fair lives where all are new things clse,

And know not why, and weep not,

QUEEN,
A right rhyme,
And right a rhyme's worth: nay, a sweet rong,
though.
What, shall my cousin hold fast that love of his,
Ier face and talk, when life ends? as God grant
His life end late and sweet; I love him well.
She is fair enough, his lover; a fair-faced maid,
With grey sweet eyes and tender touch of talk ;
And that, God wot, I wist not. Sce you, sir,
Men say I needs must get wed hastily ;

Do none point lips at him ?
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CHASTELARD.

Yea, guessingly.

QUEEN.

God help such lips! and get me leave to langh'!
What should T do but paint and put him up

Like a gilt god, a sni.ntship in a shrine,

For all fools' feast 7 God’s merey on men's wits !
Tall as a housetop and as bare of brain—

I'll have no staffs with fool-faced earven heads

To hang my life on.  Nay, for love, no more,

For fear I laugh and set their eyes on edge

To find out why I'laugh.  Good night, fair lords;

Bid them cease playing. Give me your hand; good

night.
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ScENE [IL.—=Mary BeATON'S Chamber : night.
FEnter CiASTELARD.

CHASTELARD,
.

Sen

[ am not certain yet she will not come;

For I can feel her hand'’s heat still in mine,

d
817

Bv

Past doubting of, and see her hrows half dr

$
i
<«

B»,l

And half a light in the eyes. If she come n

L

[ am no worse than he that dies to-niglnt., - ¢
This two years' patience gets an end at ll‘u;st, r:g
Whichever way I am well done with it;‘ - W
How hard the thin sweet moon is, ﬂpli@ldjﬂt 5’
And Iatticed over, just o stray of it O « ¢ <
Catching and clinging at a strip of wall,

Hardly a hand's breadth.  Did she turn indeed
In going out? not to catch up her gown
The pane let slip, but to keep sight of me?
There was a soft small stir beneath her eyes

Hard to put on, a quivering of her blood
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That knew of the old nights watched out wakefully.
Those measures of her dancing too were changed—
More swift and with more cager atops at whiles

And rapid pauses where breath failed her lips.

Fnter Mary Beatox.
0, she is come: if you be she indeed
Let me but hold y'our hand; what, no word yet?
You turn and kiss me without word; O sweet,
If you will slay me be not over quick,
Kill me with some slow heavy kiss that plucks
The heart out at the lips.  Alas ! sweet love,
tive me some old sweet word to kiss away.
I8 it u jest? for I can feel your hair
Touch me—1I may embrace your body too!
[ know you well enough without sweet words,
How should oue make you speak? This is not

she.

Come m the light; nay, let me see your eyes.
Ah, you it is? what have I done to you?
And do you look now to be slain for this

That you twist back and shudder like one stabbed ?
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MARY BEATON.
Yen, kill me now and do not look at me:
(God knows I meant to die.  Sir, for God's love

Kill me now quick ere I go mad with shame.

CHASTELARD.,

Cling not upon my wrists: let go the hilt:

Nay, you will hruise your hand with it: stand up:

You shall not have my sword forth,

MARY BEATON.
Kill me now,
[ will not rise: there, Fam patient, see,

I will not strive, but kill me for God's sake.

CHASTELARD,
Pray you rise up and be not shaken so:
Forgive me my rash words, my heart wag gone
After the thing you were: be not ashamed ;
iive me the shame, you have no part in it ;
Can I not say a word shall do you good?

Forgive that too.

+3
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MARY BEATON.
I shall run crazed with shame;
But when I felt your lips catch hold on mine
It stopped my breath: I would have told you
all;
Let me go out: you see I lied to you,

And I am shamed; I pray you loose me, sir,

Let me go out.

CHASTELARD,
Think no base things of me:
T were most base to let you go ashamed.
Think my heart’s love and honour go with you:
Yea, while I live, for your love’s noble sake,
[ am your servant in what wise may be,

To love and serve you with right thankful heart.

MARY BEATON.
1 have given men leave to mock me, and must bear

What shame they please: you have good cause to

mock.

let me pass now.
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CHASTELARD.
You know 1 mock you not.
If ever 1 leave off to honour you,

God give me shame! I were the worst churl born.

MARY BEATON.
No marvel though the queen should.lovc you tog,
Being such a knight. 1 pray you for her love,
Lord Chastelard, of your great courtesy,
Think now no scorn to give me my last kiss
That 1 shall have of man before I die.
Even the same lips you kissed and know not of
Will you kiss now, knowing the shame of them,
And say no one word to me afterwards,
That I may sce 1 have loved the best lover

And man most courteous of all men alive !

MARY SEYTON (within).

Iere, fetch the light: nay, this way; enter all,

MARY DBEATON.
I am twice undone. Fly, get some hiding, sir;

They have spicd upon me somehow.
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CHASTELARD.
Nay, fear not;

Stand by my side.

Enter Many SEvTox and Mary ILaLtoxs.

o MARY ITAMILTON.

Ld
Give me that light: this way.

CHASTELALD.
What jest is here, fair ladies? it walks late,

Sorething too late for langhing.

MARY SEVION.
Nay, fair sir,
What jest is this of yours?  Look to your lady:

She is nigh swooned. The queen shall know all this.

MARY HAMILTON,
A grievous shame it is we are fallen upon ;
Hold forth the light. Is this your care of us?

Nay, come, look up: this is no game, God wot.
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CHASTELARD.

Shame shall befall them that speak shamefully :

1 swear this lady is as pure and good

As any muiden, and who believes me not
Shall keep the shame for his part and the lic.
To them that come in honour and not in hate
1 will make answer.  Lady, have gded heart

Give me the light there: I will see you fortl,

END OF THI FIRST ACT,

+7
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SceNe 1L.—The great Chamber in 1lolyrood.
The QUEEN amd MARY SEATON.

QUEEN.

But will you swear it?

MARY SEYTON.

Swear it, madam ?

QUEEN.
Ay—
Swear it.
MARY SEYTON.

Madam, I am not friends with them

QULEN.

Swear then against them if you are not friends.

MARY SEYTON.

Indeed I saw them kiss.
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QUEEN.
So lovers use—
What, their mouths close ? a goodly way of love!
Or but the hands? or on her throat? Prithee—

You have sworn that.

MARY SEYTON.

[ say what I saw done.

QUEFN,
Ay, you did see her cheeks (God smite them red!)
Kissed either side? what, they must cat strange%ood,

Those singing lips of his?

MARY SEYTON.
Sweet meat enough—
They started at wmy coming five yards off,

But there they were.

QUEEN.
A maid may have kissed cheeks

Anq no shame in them—yet onc would not swear.
o
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You have sworn that. Pray God he be not mad :
A sickness in his eyes. The left side love

(1 was told that) and the right courtesy.

‘Tis good fools' fashion. What, no more hut this!
For me, God knows T am no whit wroth ; not 1;
But, for your fame's suke that her shame will sting,
I cannot see a way to pardon her—..

For your fame's sake, lest that be prated of.

MARY SEYTON.
Nay, if she were not chaste—I have not sard

She was not chaste.

QUEEN.
I know you are tender of her;

, And your sweet word will hardly turn her sweet.

MARY SEYTON,
Iadeed I would fain do her any good.

Shall T not take some gracious word to her !

QUEEN.

Bid her not come or wait on me to-day.
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MARY SEYTON.

Will you sec him?

QUEEN.
See—O, this Chastelard?
1 doth not well to sing maids into shame;
And folk are sharp here; yet for sweet friends’ sake
Assuredly T see h.im. I am not wroth.
A goodly man, and a good sword thereto—

It may be he shall wed her. T am not wroth.

MARY SEYTON.
Nay, though she bore with him, she hath no great love,

b doubt me, that way.

QUEEN.

GGod mend all, T pray—
And keep us from all wrongdoing and wild words,
I think there is no tault men fall upon
But 1 could pardon, Look you, I would swear
She were no paramour for any man,

So well 1 love her.
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MARY SEYTON.

Am I to bid him in?

QUEEN.
A« you will, sweet.  But if you held me hard
You did me grievous wrong. Doth he wait there !
Men call me over tender; T had ragher so,

L4
Than too ungracious.  Father, what with you?
Enter Fatner Brack,

FATHER BLACK.
God's peace and health of soul be with the queen!
And pardon be with me though I speak truth,
As I was going on peaceable men's wise
" Through your good town, desiring no man harm,
A kind of shameful woman with thiefs lips
Spake somewhat to me over a thrust-out chin,
Soliciting as I deemed an alms; which alms
(Remembering what was writ of Magdalen)
I gave not grudging but with pure good heart,

When lo some scurril children that lurked near,

55
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Set there by Satan for my stumbling-stone,

Fell hooting with necks thwart and cyes asquint,

Screeched and made horns and shot out tongues
at me,

As at my Lord the Jews shot out their tongues

And made their heads wag; I considering this

Took up my cross ip patience and passed forth :

Nevertheless one ran between my fect

And made me totter, using speech and signs

I smart with shame to think of : then my blood

Kindled, and 1 was moved to smite the knave,

And the knave howled ; whereat the lewd whole herd

Brake forth upon me and cast mire and stones

So that T ran sore risk of bruise or gash

If they had touched ; likewise I heard men say,

(Their foul speech missed not of mine ear) they cried,

“This devil's mass-priest hankers for new flesh

Like o dry hound; let him seek such at home,

Snuff and smoke out the queen’s French—"

QUEEN.

They said that?
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FATHER BLACK.
“ —French paramours that breed more shames than
8ons

All her court through ;" forgive me.

QUEEN.
With my heart.
Father, you see the hatefulness of these—
, They loathe us for our love. I am not moved:
What should I do being angry ? By this hand
(Which is not big enough to bruise their lips),
[ marvel what thing should be done with me
To make me wroth,  We must have patience with us

When we seek thank of men.

FATHER BLACK.
Madam, farewell;

I pray God keep you in such patient heart. [Frit,

QUEEN.
Let him come now.

MARY SEYTON,
Madam, he is at hand. [Lzit.,
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Enter CHASTELARD.

QUEEN,
Give me that broidery frame; how, gone so soon?
No maid about? Reach me some skein of silk.
What, are you comge, fair lord? Now by my life
That lives here idIc, I am right glad of you;
I have slept so well and sweet since yesternight
It scems our dancing put me in glad heart.

Did you slecp well?

CHASTELARD,

Yea, as a man may sleep.

QUEEN,
You smile as if T jested ; do not men
Sleep as we do !+ Had you fair dreams in the night? .
For me—but I should fret you with my dreams—
[ dreamed sweet things. You are good at sooth-
sayiog :

Make me n sonuet of my dream.
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CHASTELARD.
I will,
When I shall know it.

QUEEN.
I thought I was asleep

[n Paris, lying by my lord, and knew
In somewise he was well awake, and .yet
I could not wake too; and I scemed to know
Ile hated me, and the least breath T made
Would turn somchow to <lay or stifle me.
Then in brief time he rose and went away,
Saying, Let hor drcamy but when her dream is out
I awill came baek and ldl e as she wakes,
And I lay sick and trembling with sore fear,

" And still T knew that I was deep asleop;
And thinking I wmust dream now, or I die,
God send me same good dream list I be slain,
Fell fancying one had bound my feet with cords
And bade me dance, and the first measure made
I fell upon my face and wept for pain:

And my cords broke, and I began the dance
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To a bitter tune ; and he that danced with me

Was clothed in black with lo‘ng red lines and
bars

And masked down to the lips, but by the chin

I knew you though your lips were sewn up close

With scarlet thread all dabbled wet in blood.

And then I knew the dream was not for good.

And striving with sore travail to reach up

And kiss you (you were taller in my dream)

I missed your lips and woke.

CHASTELARD.

Sweet dreams, you said ?

Au evil dream I hold it for, swect love.

QUEEN,

You call love sweet; yea, what is bitter, then ?
There's nothing broken sleep could hit upon
So bitter as the breaking down of love,

You call me sweet; I am not sweet to you,
Nor you—0, I would say not sweet to me,

And if T said so I should hardly lie.
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But there have been those things between us, sir,
That men call sweet.

CHASTELARD,
1 know not how There is

Turns to There hath been ; 'tis a heavier change

Than change of flesh to dust. Yet though years change
And good things end and cvil things 'grow great,
¥ The old love that was, or that was dreamed about,
That sang and kissed and wept upon itself]

Laughed and ran mad with love of its own face,

That was a sweet thing.

QUEEN,

Nay, I know not well.
*Tis when the man is held fast underground
:I'hcy say for sooth what manner of heart he had.
We are alive, and cannot be well sure
If ave loved much or little : think you not

It were convenient one of us should die?

CHASTELARD.

Madam, your speech is harsh to understand.
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QUEEN,
Why, there could come no change then ; one of us
Would never need to fear our love might turn
To the sad thing that it may grow to be.
I would sometimes all things were dead asleep
That I have loved, all buried in soft beds
And sealed with :lrrcams and visions, and each dawn
Sung to by sorrows, and all night assuaged
By short swect kisses and by sweet long loves
For old life's sake, lest weeping overmuch
Should wake them in a strange new time, and arm

Memory's blind hand to kill forgetfulness.

CHASTELARD.

Look, you dream still, and sadly.

QUEEN.

Sooth, a dream;
For such things died or lied in sweet love's face,
And I forget them not, God help my wit !
I would the whole world were made up of sleep

And life not fashioned out of lies and loves.
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We foolish women have such times, you know,
When we are weary or afraid or sick

For perfect nothing.

CHASTELARD (aside),
Now would one be fain
To know what bitter or what dangerpus thing
She thinks of, softly chafing her soft li.p.

She must mean evil,

QUEEN.
Are you sad too, sir,

That you say nothing ?

CHASTELARD.
[? not sad a jot—

Though this your talk might make a blithe man sad.

QUEEN.
O me! I must not let stray sorrows out;
They are ill to fledge, and if they feel blithe air
They wail and chirp untuncfully. Would God

63
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I had been a man! when I was born, men say,
My father turned his face and wept to think

I was no man.

CHASTELARD.

Will you weep too?

QUEEN.
In sooth,
If I were man I should be no base man;
I could have fought; yea, I could fight now too
If men would shew me; I would I were the king!

I should be all ways better than I am.

CHASTELARD.
Nay, would you have more honour, having this—
Men's hearts and loves and the sweet spoil of souls
Given you like simple gold to bind your hair ?
Say you were king of thews, not queen of souls,
An iron headpiece hammered to a head,

You might fail too.

QUEEN.

No, then I would not fail,
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Or God should make me woman back again,

To be King James—you hear men sy Aing Janres,
The word sounds like a piece of gold thrown down,
Rings with a round and royal note in it—

A name to write good record of; this king

Fought here and there, was beaten such a day,
And came at last to a good end, his.lifc

Being all lived out, and for the main part well

And like a king's life; then to have men sy

(As now they say of Flodden, here they broke

And there they held up to the end) years hack
They saw you—yea, I saw the king's fuce helwd
Red tn the hot lit joreground of some fiyght

Iold the whole war us it weve by the ity @ horse

Fit for his knees' grip—the yreat rearing war

That frothed with lips flung up, and shook men's lives
OF etther flank of it like snow ; T saw

¢ You could not hear as his sword rany), saw him
Shout, laugh, smite straight, and fau the riven rank s,
Move as the wind moves, and his horse's fect

Stripe their lony flays with dust,  Why, if one died,

To die 80 in the heart and heat of war
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Were a much goodlier thing than living soft

And speaking sweet for fear of men. Woe's me, -
Is there no way to pluck this body off?

Then I should never fear a man again,

Fven in my dreams I should not; no, by heaven.

CIHASTELARD.

I never thought you did fear anything.

QUEEN.

God knows I do; I could be sick with wrath

To think what grievous fear I have "twixt whiles
Of mine own self and of base men: last night

If certain lords were glancing where I was
Under the eyelid, with sharp lip and brow,

I tell you, for pure shame and fear of them,

I could have gone and slain them.

CHASTELARD.
Verily,
You are changed since those good days that fell in

France ;
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But yet I think you are not so changed at heart

As to fear man.

QUEEN.

I would T had no need.
Lend me your sword a little; a fair sword;
I see the fingers that 1 hold it with
Clear in the blade, bright pink, t]l.(! shell-colour,
Brighter than flesh is really, curved all round.
Now men would mock if T should wear it here,
Bound under bosom with a girdle, hiere,
And yet 1 have heart enough to wear it well.
Speak to me ke a woman, let me see

I T can play at mun.

CHASTELARD,

God gave King James!

QUEEN.
Woull you could change now ! Fie, this will not do;
Unclasp your sword ; nay, the hilt hurta wy »ide;
It sticks fast hiere.  Unbind this knot for mie:
Stoop, and youw'll see it closer; thank you: there,

b2
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Now I can breathe, sir. Ah! it hurts me, though:

This was fool's play.

CHASTELARD.
Yea, you are better so,
Without the sword ; your eyes are stronger things,

Whether to save or r.]fly.

QUEEN.
Alag, my side !
It hurts richt sorely. Iy it not pitiful
Our souls should be so bound about with flesh
Fven when they leap and smite with wings and feet,
e least pain piucks them back, puts out their eyes,
Twng them to tears and words? ALy sweet
knght,
You have the better of us that weave and weep
While the blithe battle blows upon your eyes
Like rain and vind : yet [ remember too
When this ks vear the fight at Corrichie
Reddened tho rushes with stained fen-water,

1 rode with 1y good men and took delight,
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Feeling the sweet clear wind upon my eyes

And rainy soft smells blown upon my face

In riding: then the great fight jarred and joined,
And the sound stung me right through heart and all;
For I was here, see, gazing off the hilly,

In the wet air; our housings were all wet,

And not a plume stood stittly past ghe car

But flapped between the bridle and the neek

And under us we saw the battle go

Like running water; 1 could see by fits

Some helm the rain fell shining ofl] some flag

Suap from the statl, shorn through or broken short
In the man's fulling : yea, one seemed to cateh
The very grasp of tumbled men at men,

Teeth clenched in throats, hands riveted in hair,
Tearing the life out with no help of swords.

And all the clamour scemed to shine, the light
;Secmcd to shout as a man doth; twice I laughed—
I tell you, twice my heart swelled out with thirst
To be into the battle; see, fair lord,

I swear it scemed I might have made a knight,

And yet the simple bracing of a belt
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Maukes me cry out; this is too pitiful,
This dusty half of us made up with fears.—
Have you becen ever quite so glad to fight

As I have thought men must? pray you, speak truth.

CHASTELARD.
Yea, when the time came, there caught hold of me
Such pleasure in the head and hands and blood
Ag may be kindled under loving lips:
Crossing the ferry once to the Clerks’ Field,
I mind me how the plashing noise of Seine
Put fire into my face for joy, and how
My blood kept measure with the swinging boat
Till we touched land, all for the sake of that

Whieh should be soon.

QUEEN,
Her name, for God's love, sir;

You slew your friend for love's sake ? nay, the name.

CHANTELARD.

Faith, 1 forget.
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QUEEN.
Now by the faith I have

You have no faith to swear hy.

CHASTLLARD,

A good sword :

We left him quict after a thrust or.twaiu.

QUFEN,
I would I had been at hand and marked them off
As the maids did when we played singing games :
You outwent me at rhyming; but for faith,

We fight Lest there. 1 would I had seen you fight.

CHASTELARD,
I'would you had; his play was worth an eyc;
Heo made some pallant way before that pass

WVhich made me way through him.

QULEN,
Would [ saw that -

How did you slay him ?
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CHASTELARD.
A clean pass—this way ;
Right in the side here, where the blood has root.
1lis wrist went round in pushing, see you, thus,

Or he had pierced me.

QUEEN.
Yea, I see, sweet knight.
I have a mind to love you for his sake ;

Would I had seen.

CHASTELARD.
Hugues de Marsillac—
I have the name now; ’twas a goodly one

Before hie changed'it for a dusty name.

QUEEN.
Talk not of death; I would hear living talk
Of good live swords and good strokes struck withal,
Brave battles and the mirth of mingling men,
Not of cald names you greet a dead man with,
You are yet young for fighting ; but in fight

Have you never caught a wound ?
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CHASTELARD.
Yea, twice or 80 :
The first time in a little outlying field
(My first field) at the sleepy grey of dawn,
They found us drowsy, fumbling at our girths,
And rode us down by heaps; I took a hurt

Here in the shoulder.

QULEN,
Al T mind well now;
Did you not ride a day's space afterward,
Having two wounds ? yea, Dandelot it was,
That Dandelot took word of it. 1 know,
Sitting at meat when the news came to®s
I had nigh swooned but for those Florence cyes
‘.‘*I;uuing my way with sleck lids drawn up close—
Yea, and she said, the Italian brokeress,
She said such men were good for great gueens’
love,

I ' would you might die, when you come to die,
Like a knight sluin. Pray God we wmake good

ends.
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For love too, love dics hard or casily,

But some way dies on some day, ere we dic.

CHASTELARD,
You made a song once of old flowers and loves,

Will you not sing that rather 7 'tis long gone

Since you sang last.

QUEEN.
I had rather sigh than sing
And sleep than sigh; ’tis long since verily,

But I will once more sing; ay, thus it was. [ Sings.

L.

J 'u'bru Janer bien des choses,
Muainte fewdlle aller au vent.
En songeant e cieilles roses,

Jul pleuré souvent,

2.

Vols-tu dung les roses mortes
Amonr qui sourit caché ?

O mon aimant, ¢ nos portes

L'ug-tuw vu couche ?
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3
As-tu vu jamats aw monde
Venus chasser et courir ?
Fille de Tonde, avee Tonde

Doit-elle mourir 2

4
. . .-
Awr jourg de neiye et de giere
L'amour sefoutlle et s'endort ;
Avee mar doit-il reviere,

Ou bien est-il mort ?

5
Quit sait o s'en vont les roses ?
. . ) [} » '
Qui gt o Sen va le vent ?

In songeant d telleg choses,

J i plonrd comeant.

I'never heard yet but love made pood knights,
But for pure faith, by Mary's holiness,

I think she lics about men's lips aslecp,

And if one kiss or pluck her by the hand

To wake her, why God help your woman's wit,

75
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Faith is but dead ; dig her grave deep at heart,
And hide her face with cerecloths; farewell faith,
Would I could tell why I talk idly. Took,

Here come my riddle-readers.  Welcome all 5

Enter Munzay, Daryrey, Raxvoren, Lispsay, MorToy,

~and other Lorbs,

Sirs, be right welcome.  Stand you by my side,
Tair cousin, I must lean on love or fall;

You are a goodly staff, sir; tall cnough,
Aud fair enough to serve. My gentle lords,
I am full glad of God that in great grace

e hath given me such a lordly stay as this;
There is no hetter friended queen alive.

For the repealing of those banished men
That stand in peril yet of last year's fault,

It is our will; you have our scal to that.
Brother, we hear harsh bruits of bad report
Blown up and down about our almoner;

See you to this: let him be sought into:

They say lewd folk make ballads of their spleen,
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rtrew miry ways of words with talk of him;

If they have cause let him be spoken with,

LINDSAY.
Madan, they charge him with so rank a life
Were it not well this fellow were plucked out—
Secing this is not an eye that doth uﬂ'e{nd,
But a blurred glass it were no harm to break;

Yea rather it were gracious to be done!

QUEEN.
Lt him be weighed, and use him as he is;
Tam of my nature pitiful, ye know,
And cannot turn my love unto a thorn
In 80 brief space,  Ye are all most virtuous;
Yea, there is goodnesy grafted on this land;
But yet compassion is some part of God.
There is much heavier business held on hand
Than one man's goodness : yea, as things fare here,
A matter worth more weighing.  All you wot
[ am to choose a help to my weak fect,

A lamp before my face, a lord and friend
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To walk with me in weary ways, high up
Between the wind and rain and the hot sun.
Now I have chosen a helper to myself,

T wot the best a woman ever won ;

A man that loves me, and a royal man,

A goodly love and lord for any queen.

But for the peril and despite of men

I have sometime tarried and withheld myself,
Not fearful of his worthiness nor you,

But with some lady’s loathing to let out

My whole heart's love; for truly this is hard,
Not like a woman's fushion, shamefacedness

And noble grave reluctance of herself

To be the tongue and cry of lier own heart.
Nathless plain speech is better than much wit,
So ye shall bear with me; albeit I think

Ye have caught the mark whereat my heart is bent.
I have kept close counsel and shut up men’s lips,
But lightly shall a woman’s will slip out,

The foolish little winged will of her,

Through check or eyo when tongue is charmed asleep.

For that good lord I have good will to wed,
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I wot he knew long since which way it flew,
Even till it lit on his right wrist and sang.
Lo, here I take him by the hand: fair lords,
This is my kinsman, made of mine own blood,
I take to halve the state and services
That bow down to me, and to be my head,
My chief, my master, my sweet lord and king.
Now shall I never say ““sweet cousin " moroe
To my dear head and husband ; here, fuir sir,
I give you all the heart of love in me
To gather off my lips. Did it like you,

The taste of it ? sir, it was whole and true.

God save our king!

DARNLEY.

Nay, nay, sweet love, no lord;

No king of yours though I were lord of these.

QUELN.
Let word be sent to all good friends of ours
To help us to be glad; England and France

Shall bear great part of our re¢joicings up.
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Give me your hand, dear lord; for from this time
1 must not walk alone. Lords, have good checr :
For you shall have a better face than mine

To set upon your kingly gold and shew

For Scotland’s forchead in the van of things.

(o with us now, and see this news set out.

[ Preunt QuekN, DARNLEY, and Lokps.
t
As CHASTELARD 18 going out, enter Mary Braton.

MARY BEATON.

ITave you yet heard?  You knew of this?

CHASTELARD,
I know.
I was just thinking how such things were made
And were so fair as this is. Do you know
She held me here and talked—the most sweet talk

Men ever heard of?

MARY BEATON,

You hate me to the heart.

What will you do?
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CHASTELARD,
I know not: die some day,
But live as long and lightly as I can.
Will you now love me? faith, but if you do,
It were much better you were dead and hearsed.
Will you do one thing for me?

MARY BEATON.

Yea, all things,

CHASTELARD.
Speak truth a little, for God's sake : indeed
It were no harm to do. Come, will you, sweet?

Though it be but to please God.

MARY BEATON.

What will you dn?

CHASTELARD.
Ay, true, I must do somewhat. Let me sce:
To get between and tread upon his face—
Catch both her hands and bid men lovk at them,

How pure they were—I would do none of these,
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Though they got wedded all the days in the year.
We may do well yet when all's come and gone.

I pray you on this wedding night of theirs

Do but one thing that I shall ask of you,

And Darnley will not hunger as I shall

For that good time. Sweet, will you swear me this?
MARY BEATON.
Yea; though to do it were mortal to my soul

As the chief sin,

CHASTELARD.

I thank you: let us go.

END OF THE SECOND ACT.



ACT III.

THE

QUEEN.






8OENE 1.] CHASTELARD.

SCENE L.—The Queen's Chamber.  Night.
Lights burning in front of the bed.

FEnter Cuasterard and Mary Beatox,

MARY BEATON.

Be tender of your fect.

CHASTELARD.
I shall not fail:

These ways have light enough to help a man

That walks with such stirred hlood in him as mine.

MARY BEATON.
I would yet plead with you to save your head:
Nay, let this be then: sir, I chide you not.

Nay, let all come. Do not abide her yet.

CHASTELARD,

Have you read never in French books the song
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Called the Duke's Song, some boy made ages back,
A song of drag-nets hauled across thwart seas
And plucked up with rent sides, and caught therein
A strangc-haired woman with sad singing lips,
Cold in the cheek like any stray of sea,

And sweet to touch ? so that men seeing her face,
And how she sighed, out little Ahs of pain

And soft cries sobb'ing sideways from her mouth,
Kell in hot love, and having lain with her

Died soon ? one time I could have told it through:
Now | have kissed the sea-witch on her eyes

And my lips ache with it : but I shall sleep

Iull soon, and a good space of sleep.

MARY BEATON.

Alas!

CHASTELARD.

What makes you sigh though I be found a fool ?
You have no blame: and for my death, sweet friend,
I never could have lived long either way,

Why, as 1 live, the joy I have of this

Would make men mad that were not mad with love;
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’I hear my blood sing, and my lifted heart

Is like a springing water blown of wind

For pleasure of this deed. Now, in God's name,
I swear if there be danger in delight

I must die now : if joys have deadiy teeth,

I'll have them bite my soul to death, and end
In the old asp's way, Egyptian-wise; be killed
In a royal purple fashion. Look, my love
Would kill me if my body were past hurt

Of any man’s hand ; and to die thereof,

I say, is sweeter than all sorts of life.

I would not have her love me now, for then

I should die meanlier some time. I am safe,
Sure of her fuce, my life's end in her sight,

My blood shed out about her feet—hy God,
My heart feels drunken when I think of it.

See you, she will not rid herself of me,

Not though she slay me: her sweet lips and life
Will smell of my spilt blood.

MARY BEATON.

87

Give me good night.
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CHASTELARD.

Yen, and good thanks. [Ezit MaRY BEATON.
Here is the very place :

Here has her body bowed the pillows in
Aud here her head thrust under made the sheet
Swmell soft of her mixed hair and spice : even here
[ler arms pushed back the coverlet, pulled here
The golden silken curtain halfway in
It may be, and made room to lean out loos.
I'air tender fallen arms.  Now, if God would,
Doubtless he might take pity on my soul
To give me three clear hours, and then red hell
Snare me for ever : this were merciful :
l'i‘ I were God now I should do thus much.
I mnst die next, and this were not so hard
For him to let me eat sweet fruit and die
With my lips sweet from it. For one shall have
This fure for common days™bread, which to me
Should be a touch kept always on my sense
To make hell soft, yea, the keen pain of hell
Soft as the loosening of wound arms in sleep.

Ah, love is good, and the worst part of it
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More than all things but death. She will
here

In some small while, and see me face to facde

That am to give up life for her and go

Where & man lies with all his loves put out

And his lips full of carth. 1 think on her,

And the old pleasure stings and makes half-tears

Under mine eyelids. Prithee, love, come fast,

That I may die soon ; yea, some kisses through,

[ shall die joyfully enough, so God

Keep me alive till then. I feel her feet

Coming far off; now must I hold my heart,

Steadying my hlood to sce her patiently.

89

be

[ Hides himself by the bed.

Enter the QUEEN and DARNLEY.

quel.

Nay, now go back : I have sent off my folk,
Maries and all. DPray you, let be my hair;
I cannot twist the gold thread out of it

That you wound in so close. Look, here it clings
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Ah! now you mar my hair unwinding it.

Do me no hurt, sir.

DARNLEY.
I would do you ease;

Let me satay here.

LUEEN,

Nay, will you go, my lord ?

DARNLEY,
Ilh? would you use me as a girl does fruit,
Touched with her mouth and pulled away for game
To look thereon ere her lips feed ? but see,

By God, I fare the worse for you.

QUEEN.
Fair sir,
Give me this hour to watch with and say prayers;
You have not faith—it needs me to say prayers,

That with commending of this deed to God
I may get grace for it.
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DARNLEY.

Why, lacks it grace?
Is not all wedlock gracious of itself?

QUEEN,

Nay, that I know not of. Come, sweet, be hence.

DARNLEY,
' You have a sort of jewel in your neck

That's like mine here.

QUEEN.,
Keep off your hands and go:

You have no courtesy to be a king.

DARNLEY,
Well, I will go: nay, but I thwart you not.
Do as you will, and get you grace ; farewell,
And for my part, grace keep ‘this watch with me |

For I need grace to bear with you so much. [Exit.

QUEEN.

So, he is forth. Let me behold myself’;
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I am too pale to be so hot; I marvel

So little colour should be bold in the face

When the blood is not quieted. I have

But a brief space to cool my thoughts upon.

If one should wear the hair thus heaped and curled

Would it look best ? or this way in the neck ?

Could one ungirdle in such wise one's heart
[Taking off her girdle.

And case it inwards as the waist is eased

By slackening of the slid clasp on it !

How soft the silk is—gracious colour too;

Violet shadows like new veins thrown up

Fach arm, and gold to fleck the faint sweet green

Where the wrist lies thus eased. I am right glad

[ have no maids about to hasten me—

So [ will rest and see my hair shed down

On either silk side of my woven sleeves,

Get some new way to bind it back with—yea,

Fair mirror-glass, I am well ware of you,

Yea, I know that, I am quite beautiful.

How my hair shines!—Fair face, be friends with

e
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nd I will sing to you; look in my face

ow, and your mouth must help the song in mine.

Alys la chatelaine
Voit venir de par Seine
Thiébault le capitatne

Qui parle ainsi |

Tas that the wind in the casement ! nay, no more
ut the comb drawn through half my hissing hair

aid on my arms—yct my flesh moved at it.

Dans ma camaille
Plus de clon qui vaille,
Dans ma cotte-maille

Plus de fer aussi,

\h, but I wrong the ballad-verse: what's good
n such frayed fringes of old rhymes, to make

Cheir broken burden lag with us? mescems
could be sad now if I fell to think

[he least sad thing ; aye, that sweet lady’s fool,
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Fool sorrow, would make merry with mine eyes
For a small thing. Nay, but I will keep glad,
Nor shall old sorrow be filse friends with me.
But my first wedding was not like to this—
Fair faces then and laughter and sweet game,
And a pale little mouth that clung on mine
When I had kissed him by the faded eyes

And cither thin cheek beating with faint blood.
Well, he was sure to die soon; I do think

He would have given his body to be slain,
Having embraced my body. Now, God knows,
I have no man to do as much for me

As give me but a little of his blood

To fill my beauty from, though I go down

Pale to my grave for want—TI think not. Pale—
I am too pale surely—Ah !

[Sees him in the glass, coming forward.

CHASTELARD,

Be not afraid.

QUEEN.
Saint Mary ! what a shaken wit have I
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Nay, is it you ? who let you through the doors?
Where be my maidens? which way got you in !
Nay, but stand up, kiss not my hands so hard ;
By God's fair body, if you but breathe on them
You are just dead and slain at once. What adder
1as bit you mirthful mad? for by this light

A man to have his head laughed off for mirth

Is no great jest. Lay not your eye.s on 1ye;

What, would you not be slain?

CHASTELARD.
I pray you, madam,
Bear with me a brief space and let me speak.
I will not touch your garments even, nor speak
But in soft wise, and look some other way,
If that it like you; for I came not here
For pleasure of the eyes; yet, if you will,

Let me look on you.

QUEEN.
As you will, fair sir.
Give me that coif to gather in my hair—

I thank you—and my girdle—nay, that side.

9:
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Speak, if you will: yet if you will be gone,
Why, you shall go, because I hate you not.
You know that I might slay you with my lips,
With calling out? but I will hold my peace.

CHASTELARD.
Yea, do some while. Ihad a thing to say;
I know not.wholljf what thing. O my sweet,
I am come here to take farewell of love
That 1 have served, and life that I have lived
Maude up of love, here in the sight of you
That all my life’s time I loved more than God,
Who quits me thus with bitter death for it.
For you well know that I must shortly die,
My life being wound about you as it is,
Who love me not; yet do not hate me, sweet,
But tell me wherein 1 came short of love;
For doubtless I came short of a just love,
And fell in some fool's fault that angered you.
Now that I talk men dig my grave for me
Out in the rain, and in a little while

1 shall be thrust in some sad space of carth
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" Out of your eyes; and you, O you my love,

A newly-wedded lady full of mirth

And a queen girt with all good people’s love,

You shall be fair and merry in all your days.

Is this 80 much for me to have of you?

Do but speidk, sweet: 1 know these are no words

A man should say though he were now to die,

But T am as a child for love, and have

No strength at heart; yea, I am afraid to die,

For the harsh dust will liec upon my face

Too thick to see you past.  Look how I love you;

I did so love you always, that your face

Seen through my sleep has wrung mine eyes to tears

For pure delight in you.  Why do you thus?

You answer not, but your lips curl in twain

And your face moves; there, I shall make you
weep

ﬁﬁnd be a coward too; it were much hest

I should be slain.

QUEEN.
Yea, best such folk were slain ;

1]
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Why should they live to cozen fools with lies?

You would swear now you have used me faithfully;
Shall T not make you swear? I am ware of you:
You will not do it ; nay, for the fear of God

You will not swear, Come, I am merciful ;

God made a foolish woman, making me,

And I have loved ycur mistress with whole heart;
Say you do love her, you shall marry her

And she give thanks: yet I could wish your love
Iad not so lightly chosen forth a face;

For your fair sake, hecause I hate you not.

CHASTELARD,
What is to say ? why, you do surely know
That since my days were counted for a man’s
I have loved you; yea, how past help and sense,
Whatever thing was bitter to my love,
I have loved you; how when I rode in war
Your face went floated in among men’s helms,
Your voice went through the shriek of slipping swords;
Yea, and I never have loved women well,

Seeing always in my sight [ had your lips
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Curled over, red and sweet; and the soft space
Of carven brows, and splendour of great throat
Swayed lily-wise : what pleasure should one have
To wind his arms about a lesser love ?
I have seen you; why, this were joy enough
For God's eyes up in heaven, only to sce
And to come never nearer than [ am.
Why, it*was in my flesh, my bone and blood,
Bound in my brain, to love you; yea, and writ
All my heart over : if I would lic to you
I doubt I could not lie.  Ah, you sce now,
You know now well enough; yea, there, sweet love,
Let me kiss there.
QUEEN.

I love you best of them.
Clasp me quite round till your lips cleave on mine,
Fualse mine, that did you wrong. Forgive them

dearly,

As you are sweet to them; for by love's love
I am not that evil woman in my heart
That laughs at a rent faith. O Chastelard,
Since this was broken to me of your new love

H 2
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I have not seen the face of a sweet hour.
Nay, if there be no pardon in a man,
What shall 2 woman have for loving him ?
Pardon me, sweet.

CHASTELARD,

Yea, so I pardon you,
And this side now y the first way. Would God please
To slay me so! who knows how he might please ?
Now [ am thinking, if you know it not,
How I might kill you, kiss your breath clean out,
And take your soul to bring mine through to God,
That our two souls might close and be one twain
Or a twain one, and God himself want skill
To set us either severally apart.
0, you must overlive me mAany years,
And many years my soul be in waste hell ;
But when some time God can no more refrain
To lay death like a kiss across your lips,
And great lords bear you clothed with funeral things,
And your crown girded over deadly brows,
Then after all your happy reach of life
For pity you shall touch me with your eyes,
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Remembering love was fellow with my flesh
Here in sweet earth, and make me well of love

And heal my many years with piteousness.

QUEEN.

You talk too sadly and too feignedly.

CHASTELARD.
Too sad, but not too feigned; I am sad
That I shall die here without feigning thus;

And without feigning I were fain to live.

QUEEN,
Alas, you will be taken presently

And then you are but dead. Pray you get hence,

CHASTELARD.

I will not.

QUEEN,
Nay, for God's love be away ;
You will be slain and I get shame. (:od's mercy !

You were stark mad to come here ; kiss me, sweet.
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Oh, I do love you more than all men! yea,
Take my lips to you, close mine eyes up fast,
So you leave hold a little; there, for pity,
Abide now, and to-morrow come to me.

Nay, lest one see red kisses in my throat—

Dear God! what shall I give you to be gone?

CHASTELARD.
I will not go. Look, here’s full night grown up;
Why should I seck to sleep away from here ?
The place is soft and the lights burn for sleep ;

Be not you moved ; I shall lie well enough.

QUEEN.

You are utterly undone. Sweet, by my life,
You shall be saved with taking ship at once.
For if you stay this foolish love's hour out
There is not ten days’ likely life in you.

This is no choice.

CHASTELARD.

Nay, for I will not go.
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) QUEEN.
O me! this is that Bayard’s blood of yours

That makes you mad; yea, and you shall not stay.
I do not understand.  Mind, you must die.

Alas, poor lord, you have no sense of me;

I shall be deadly to you.

CHASTELARE.,
Yea, I saw that;
But I saw not that when my death’s day came

You could be quite so sweet to me.

QUEEN.
My love!
If I could kiss my heart’s root out on you

You would taste love hid at the core of me.

CHASTELARD.
Kias me twice more. This beautiful bowed head
That has such hair with kissing ripples in
And shivering soft cyelashes and brows

With fluttered blood ! but laugh a little, sweetly,



104 CHASTELARD. [acr 11,

That I may see your sad mouth’s laughing look
I have used sweet hours in sceing. O, will you
weep !

I pray you do nop weep.

QUEEN.

Nay, dear, I have
No tears in me; I never shall weep much,
I think, in all my life; I have wept for wrath
Somotimes and for mere pain, but for love’s pity
1 cannot weep at all. T would to God
You loved me less; I give you all I can
For all this love of yours, and yct I am sure
I shall live 6ut the sorrow of your death
And be glad afterwards.  You know I am sorry.
I should weep now; forgive me for your part,
God made me hard, I think.  Alas, you see

I had fain been other than I am.

CHASTELARD.
Yea, love.

Comfort your heart. What way am I to die?
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QUEEN.

Ah, will you go yet, sweet ?

CHASTELARD.
No, hy God's body.
You will not see ? how shall I make you see ?
Look, it may be love was a sort of cyrse
Made for my plague and mixed up with my days
Somewise in their beginning; or indeed
A\ bitter birth hegotten of sad stars
At mine own body's birth, that heaven might
make
My life taste sharp where other men drank sweet ;
But whether in heavy body or broken soul,
[ know it must go on to be my death.
There was the matter of my fate in me
When I was fashioned first, and given such life
A goes with a sad end; no fault but God's.
Yea, and for all this I am not penitent :
You see I am perfect in these sins of mine,
I have my sins writ in a book to read;
Now I shall die and be well done with this.
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Enter DARNLEY, and afterwards the MARiEs.

DARNLEY.
Yea, what thing is here?
Ay, this was what the doors shut fast upon—

Ay, trust you to be fast at prayer, my sweet ?

By God I have a mind

CHASTELARD.
What mind then, sir?

A liar's lewd mind, to coin sins for jest,
Because you take me in such wise as this?
Look you, I have to die soon, and I swear,
That am no liar but a free knight and lord,
[ shall die clear of any sin to you,
Save that I came for no good will of mine;
I am no carle, I play fair games with faith,
And by mine honour for my sake I swear
I say but truth; for no man's sake save mine,
Lest I die shamed. Madam, I pray you say
I am no liar ; you know me what I am,

A sinful man and shortly to be slain,
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That in a simple insolence of love

Have stained with a fool's eyes your holy hours
And with a fool's words put your pity out;
Nathless you know if I be liar or no,

Wherefore for God’s sake give me grace to swear
(Yea, for mine too) how past all praise you are
And stainless of all shame; and how all men

Lie, saying you are not most good and innocent,

Yea, the one thing good as God.

DARNLEY.

O sir, we know
You can swear well, being taken ; you fair French
Dare swallow God's name for a lewd love-sake
As it were water. Nay, we know, we know ;
Save your sweet breath now lest you lack it soon;
We are simple, we; we have not heard of you.
Madam, by God you are well shamed in him :
Ay, trust you to be fingering in one's face,
Play with one's neck-chain? ah, your maiden's

man,

A relic of your people's !
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CHASTELARD.
Hold your peace,
Or I will set an edge on your own lie
Shall scar yourself, Madam, have out your guard;

'Tis time I were got hence.

QUEEN.
Sweet [amilton,
Hold you my hand and help me to sit down.
O Henry, I am beaten from my wits—
Let me have time and live; call out my people—
Bring forth some armed guard to lay hold on
him :
But see no man be slain.  Sirs, hide your swords;

[ will not have men slain.

DARNLEY.
What, is this true?
Call the queen’s people—help the queen there,
you—

Ho, sirs, come in.






ACT IV.

MURRAY.
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ScENE L—The Queen’s Lodging at St. Audrew's.
The QUEEN and the four Maniks.

QUEEN.
Why will you break my heart with praying to me ?
You Seyton, you Carmichael, you have wits,
You are not all run to tears; you do not think
It is my wrath or will that whets this axe
Against his neck?
MARY SEYTON.
Nay, these three weeks azone
L said the queen's wrath was not sharp enough
To shear a neck.
QUEEN.
Sweet, and you did me right,
And look you, what my mercy bears to fruit,
Danger and deadly speech and a fresh fault
Before the first was cool in people’s lips;
A goodly mercy : and I wash hands of it.—
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Speak you, there; have you ever found me gharp ?
You weep and whisper with sloped necks and heads
Like two sick birds; do you think shame of me ?
Nay, I thank God none can think shame of me;
But am I bitter, think you, to men’s faults ?

I think I am too merciful, too meek :

Why if I could I would yet save this man;

"T'is just boy's madness; a soft stripe or two
Would do to scourge the fault in his French blood.
I would fain let him go.  You, Hamilton,

You have a heart thewed harder than my heart ;
When mine would threat it sighs, and wrath in it
Hag a bird’s flight and station, starves before

It can well feed or fly : my pulse of wrath

Sounds tender as the running down of tears.

You arc the hardest woman I have known,

Your blood has frost and cruel gall in it,

You hold men off with bitter lips and eyes—

Such maidens should serve England ; now, perfay,

I doubt yoy would have got him slain at once.

Come, would you not? come, would you let him live ?
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MARY HAMM.TON.
Yes—1I think yes; I cannot tell; maybe

I would have seen him punished.

QUEEN,

Look you now,
There's maiden mercy ; I would haye him live—
For all my wifchood maybe I weep too:
Here's a mere maiden falls to slaying at once,
Small shrift for her ; God keep us from such hearts!
[ am a queen too that would have him live,
But one that has no wrong and is no queen,

She would—What are you saying there, you twain?

MARY CARMICHAEL,
I said a queen’s face and so fair an onc's
Would lose no grace for giving grace away ;
That gift comes back upon the mouth it left

And makes it sweeter, and sets fresh red on it.

QUEEN.

This comes of sonnets when the dance draws breath;
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These talking times will gnake & dearth of grace.

But you—what ails you that your lips are shut?
Weep, if you will; here are four friends of yours

To weep as fast for pity of your tears.
Do you desive him dead ? nay, but men say

He was your friend, he fought them on your side,

Ile made you songa—God knows what songs he made!

Spenk you for him a little: will you not ?

MARY BEATON.

Madam, [ have no words.

QUEEN.
No words ? no pity—
Ilave you no mercies for such men % God help!
1t secms I am the meekest heart on earth—
Yeu, the one tender woman left alive,
And knew it not. T will not let him live,

For all my pity of him.

MARY BEATON.
Nay, but, madam,

For God's love look a little to this thing.



SCENE L] CHASTELARD. 119

If you do slay kim you are but shamed to death;
All men will cry upon you, women weep,
Turning your sweet name Bitter with their tears;
Red shame grow up out of your memory

And burn his face that would speak well of you:
You shall have no good word nor pity, none,
Till some such end be fallen upon you: nay,

I am but cold, I knew I had no wox.'ds,

[ will keep silence.

QUEEN,
Yea now, as I live,

I wist not of it : troth, he shall not dic.

See you, I am pitiful, compassionate,

I would not have men slain for my love's sake,
But if he live to do me three times wrong,

Why then my shame would grow up green and red
Like any flower. I am not whole at heart;
»In faith, I wot not what such things should be ;

I doubt it is but dangerous ; he must die.

MARY BEATON.

Yea, but you will not slay him.
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QUEEN.
Swear me that,
I'll say he shall not die for your oath’s sake.
What will you do for grief when he is dead ?

MARY BEATON.

Nothing for grief, but hold my peace and die.

QUEEN.
Why, for your sweet sake one might let him live ;
But the first fault was a green seed of shame,
And now the flower, and deadly fruit will come
With apple-time in autumn. By my life,
I would they had slain him there in Edinburgh;;
But 1 reprieve him; lo the thank I get,
To set the base folk muttering like smoked bees
Of shame and love, and how love comes of shame,
And how the (ueen loves shame that comes of love ;
Yet I sy nought and go about my ways,
And this mad fellow that I respited
Being forth and free, lo now the second time

Ye take him by my bed in wait.  Now see
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1f I can get goodwill to pardon him;

With what a face may I crave leave of men

To respite him, being young and a good knight
And mad for perfect love ? shall I go say,

Dear lords, because ye took him shamefully,

Let him not die; because his fault ix fovl,

Let him not die ; because if he do live,

I shall be Leld a harlot of all men,

1 pray you, sweet sirs, that he may not die ?

MARY BEATON.
Madam, for me I would not have him live;
Mine own heart's life was ended with my fame,
And my life’s breath will shortly follow them ;
So that I care not much; for you wot well
I have lost love and shame and fame and all
To no good end ; nor while he had his life
Have T got good of him that was my love,
Save that for courtesy (which may God quit)
I1e kissed me once as one might kiss for love
Out of great pity for me; saving this,

He never did me grace in all his life.
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And when you have slain him, madam, it may be
I shall get grace of him in some new way
In a new place, if God have care of us.

QUEEN.

Bid you my brother to me presently. [ Ezeunt Makixs.
And yet the thing is pitiful; I would

There were some way. To send him overseas,
Out past the long firths to the cold keen sea
Where the sharp sound is that one hears up here—
Or hold him in strong prison till he died—

He would die shortly—or to set him free

And use him softly till his brains were healed—
There is no way. Now never while I live

Shall we twain love together any more

Nor sit at thyme as we were used to do,

Nor each kiss other only with the eyes

A great way off ere hand or lip could reach ;

There is no way.

Enter Murray.

0, you are welcome, sir;
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You know what need I have ; but I praise heaven,
Having such need, I have such help of you.

I do believe no queen God ever made

Was better holpen than I look to be.

What, if two brethren love not heartily,

Who shall be good to either one of them ?

{URRAY.

Madam, I have great joy of your good will.

QUEEN.
I pray you, brother, use no courtesies :
I have some fear you will not suffer me
When I shall speak. Fear is a fool, I think, .
Yet hath he wit enow to fool my wits,
Being but a woman’s. Do not answer me
Till you shall know ; yet if you have a word
I ghall be fain to hear it; but I think
There is no word to help me; no man’s word :
There be two things yet that should do me good,
A speeding arm and a great heart. My lord,

I am soft-spirited as women are,
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And ye wot well I have no harder heart :
Yea, with my will I would not slay a thing,
But all should live right sweetly if I might ;
So that man’s blood-gpilling lies hard on me.
I have a work yet for mine honour’s sake,

A thing to do, God wot I know not how,

Nor how to crave it of you: nay, by heaven,
I will not shame myself to show it youe U

I have not heart.

MURRAY.
Why, if it may be done
With any honour, or with good men's excuse,
I shall well do it.

QUEEN,

I would I wist that well.

Sir, do you love me?
MURRAY.

Yea, you know I do.

QUEEN.

In faith, you should well love me, for I love
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The least man in your following for your sake

With a whole sister’s heart.

MURRAY.
Speak simply, madam ;

I must obey you, being your bounden man.

QUEEN.
Sir, so it is you know what things have been,
Kven to the endangering of mine innocent name,
And by no fault, but by men’s evil will ;
If Chastelard have trial openly,
I am but shamed.
MURRAY.
This were a wound indeed,

If your good name should lie upon his lip.

QUEEN,
{ will the judges put him not to plead,

For my fame’s sake ; he shall not answer them.

MURRAY.

What, think you he will speak against your fame?
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QUEEN.
I know not; men might feign belief of him
For hate of me; it may be he will speak ;
In brief, I will not have him held to proof.

MURRAY,

Well, if this be, what good is to be done?
QUEEN.
ls there no way hut he must speak to them,

Being had to trial plainly?

MURRAY.

I think, none.

QUEEN,

[acr v,

Now mark, my lord; I swear he will not speak.

MURRAY,

It were the best if you could make that sure.

QUEEN.

There is one way. Look, sir, he shall not do it:
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Shall not, or will not, either is one way ;

I speak as I would have you understand.

MURRAY.

Let me not guess at you; speak certainly.

QUEEN,
You will not mind me: let him be removed;

Take meang to get me surety : there be means.

MURRAY.

So, in your mind, I have to slay the man?

s QUEEN.

Is there a mean for me to save the man?

MURRAY.

Truly 1 see no mean except your love.

QUEEN.
What love is that, my lord ? what think you of,

Talking of love and of love's mean in me

127
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And of your guesses and of slaying him ?
Why, I say nought, have nought to say: God help me!
I bid you but take surety of the man,

Get him removed.

MURRAY.
Come, come, be clear with me;

You bid me to despatch him privily.

QUEEN.
God send me sufferance ! I bid you, sir ?
Nay, do not go: what matter it I did?
Nathless I never bade you; no, by God.
Be not so wroth ; you are my brother horn ;
Why do you dwell upon me with such eyes?

For love of God you should not bear me hard.

MURRAY.

What, are you made of flesh P

QUEEN.

O, now I see
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You had rather lose your wits to do me harm

Than keep sound wits to help me.

MURRAY.
It is right strange :
The worst man living hath some fear, some love,
Holds somewhat dear a little for life's suke,
Keeps fast to some compassion ; yo;r have none;
You know of nothing that remembrance knows
To make you tender. I must slay the man?

Nay, I will do it.

QUEEN,
Do, if you be not mad.
I am sorry for him; and he must needs die.
I would I were assured you hate me not :
I have no heart to slay him by my will.

1 pray you think not bitterly of me.

MURRAY.

Is it your pleasure such a thing were done ?

QUEEN.

Yea, by God's body is it, certainly.
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MURRAY.
Nay, for your love then, and for honour’s sake,

This thing must be.

QUEEN.
Yea, should I set you on?
Even for my love then, I beseech you, sir,
To seek him out, and lest he prato of me
To put your knife into him ere he come forth:

Mescems this were not such wild work to do.

MURRAY.

I'll have him in the prison taken off.

QUEEN.,
I am bounden to you, even for my name's sake,

When that is done.

MURRAY.
I pray you fear me not.
Farewell. I would such things were not to do,

Or not for me; yea, not for any man. [Exit.
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QUEEN.
Alas, what honour have I to give thanks?
I would he had denied me: I had held my peace
Thenceforth for ever; but he wrung out the word.
Caught it before my lip, was fain of it—
It was his fault to put it in my mind,
Yea, and to feign a loathing of his fault.
Now is he about devising my love's 'deuth,
And nothing loth.  Nay, since he must needs dic,
Would he were dead and come alive agzain
And I might keep him safe. e doth live now
And I may do what love I will to him
But by to-morrow he will be stark dead,
Stark slain and dead ; and for no sort of love
Will he so much as kiss me half a kiss.

Were this to do I would not do it again.
Le-enter Murnray.
What, have you taken order? is it done?

It were impossible to do 8o soou.

Nay, answer me.
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MURRAY,
Madam, I will not do it.

QUEEN,
How did you say ? I pray, sir, speak again:
I know not what you said.

(URRAY.
I say I will not;
I have thought thereof, and liave made up my heart

To have no part in this: look you to it.

QUEEN,

0, for God's sake ! you will not have me shamed ?

MURRAY.

I will not dip my hand into your sin.

QUEEN,
It werce a good deed to deliver me;
[ am but woman, of one blood with you,

A fecble woman; put me not to shame;
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I pray you of your pity do me right.
Yea, and no fleck of blood shall cleave to you
For a just decd.

MURRAY.

I know not: I will none.

QUEEN,
0, you will never let him speak to thom
To put me in such shame? why, I should die
Out of pure shame and mine own burning blood;
Yea, my face feels the shame lay hold on it,
I am half burnt already in my thought;
Take pity of me. Think how shame slays a man;
How shall T live then? would you have me dead?
I pray you for our dead dear father's sake,
Let not men mock at me.  Nay, if he speak,
I shall be sung in mine own towns, Have pity,

*What, will you let men stone me in the ways?

MURRAY.
Madam, I shall take pains the best I may

To save your honour, and what thing lieth in me

133
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That will T do, but no close manslayings.
I will not have God's judgment gripe my throat
When I am dead, to hale me into hell
For a man’s sake slain on this wise. Take heed.
Sce you to that. [Eait.
QUEEN,
One of you maidens there
Bid my lord hither. Now by Mary’s soul,
He shall not die and bring me into shame.
There’s treason in you like a fever, hot,
My hnl;'-nutured brother, cheek and eye;
You look red through with it : sick, honour-sick,
Specked with the blain of treason, leper-like—
A\ serupulous fair traitor with clean lips—
[f one should sue to hell to do him good
e were as brotherly holpen as I am.
This man must live and say no harm of me;
I may reprieve and cast him forth; yea, so—
This were the best; or if he die midway—
Yea, anything, so that he die not here.
[To the Maries within.
Fetch hither Darnley. Nay, ye gape on me—
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What, doth he aleep, or feeds, or plays at games?
Why, I would see him ; I am weary for his sake;
Bid my lord in.—Nathless he will but chide;

Nay, fleer and laugh: what should one say to him?
There were some word if one could hit on it;

Some way to close with him: I wot not. Sir,

Enter DARNLE1.

Please it your love I have a suit to you.

DARNLFY.

What sort of suit?

QUEEN.
Nay, if you be not friends—

I have no suit towards mine enemies.

DARNLEY,

Eh, do I look now like your enemy ?

QUEEN.

You have a way of peering under brow
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I do not like. If you see anything

In me that irks you I will painfully
Labour to lose it: do but show me favour,
And as [ am your faithful humble wife
"T'his foolishness ghall be removed in me.

DARNLEY.

Why do you' laugi’n and mock me with stretched
hands?

Faith, I see no such thing.

QUEEN.
That is well seen.
(‘ome, I will take my heart between my lips,
Use it not hardly. Sir, my suit begins;
Thut you would please to make me that I am,
(In sooth T think I am) mistress and queen
Of mine own people.

DARNLEY.
Why, this is no suit;

This is a simple matter, and your own.



— CHASTELARD. 135

QUEEN.

It was, before God made you king of me.

DARNLET,
No king, by God's grace; were I such a king
I'd sell my kingdom for six roods of rye.

QUEEN.
»You are too sharp upon my words; I would

Have leave of you to free a man condemned.

DARNLETY.

What man is that, sweet ?

QUEEN.

Such a mad poor ma:

'As God desires us use not cruelly.

DARNLEY.
’ ;
Is¢here no name & man may Qﬁ‘n‘mhv ?

QUEEN,
Nay, my fair master, what fair game is this?
Why, you do know him, it is Chastelard.
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DARNLEY.
Ay, is it soothly ?

. QUEEN,
By my life, it is;

Sweet, as you tender me, so pardon him.

DARNLEY,
As he doth tender you, so pardon me;
For if it were the mean to save my life
He should not live a day.

QUEEN.
Nay, shall not he ?

DARNLEY.
"Look what an evil wit old Fortune hath:
Why, I came here to get his.time cut off.
This second fault is meat for lewd men's mouths ;

You were best have him slain at once : 'tis hot.

QUIEN,

Give me the warrant, and sit down, my lord.
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}
Why, I will sign it ; what, I understand

How this must be, Should not my name stand here?

DARNLEY.
Yea, there, and here the seal.

QUEEN.
Ay, b you say.
’b'ball I say too what I am thinking of ?

DARNLEY.
Do, if you will.

QUEEN.

I do not like your suit.

DARNLEY.

"Tis of no Frenchman fashion.

QUEEN.
No, God wot;
"Tis nowise great men's fashion in' French land
To clap a headsman's taberd on their backs.
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DARNLEY.
No, madam ?

QUEEN.

No; I never wist of that.
Is it a month gone I did call you lord ?
I chose you by no straying stroke of sight,
But with my heert to love you heartily.
Did I wrong then{ did mine eye draw my heart ?
I know not ; sir, it may be I did wrong:
And yet to see you I should call it right
Even yet to love you ; and would choose again,
Again to choose you.

DARNLEY.
There, I love you too;
Take that for sooth, and let me take this hence.

QUEEN,

0, do you think I hold you off with words?
Why, take it then; there is my handwriting,
And here the hand that you shall slay him with.
'Tis a fair hand, a maiden-coloured one:
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'l doubt yet it has never slain a man.

You never fought yet save for game, I wis,

Nay, thank me not, but have it from my sight;

Go and make haste for fear he be got forth :

It may be such a man is dangerous;

Who knows what friends he hath ? and by my faith

I doubt he hath seen some fighting, I do fear

He hath fought and shed men's b]oo:i; ye are wise
men

That will not leave such dangerous things alive ;

"Twere well he died the sooner for your sakes.

Pray you make haste; it is not fit he live.

DARNLEY.

. What, will you lot him die so easily ?

QUEEN.
Why, God have mercy! what way should one take
To please such people? there's some cunning way,
Something I miss, out of my simple soul.
What, must one say “ Beseech you do no harm,”
Or “for my love, sweet cousins, be not hard,”
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Or “1et him live but till the vane come round”—

Will such things please you? well then, have your
way ;

Sir, I desire you, kneeling down with tears,

With sighs and tears, fair sir, require of you,

Considering of my love I bear this man,

Just for my love's sake let himn not be hanged

Before the sundown ; do thus much for me,

To have a queen's prayers follow after you.

DARNLEY.

I know no need for you to gibe at me.

QUEEN.
Alack, what heart then shall I have to jest?
There is no woman jests in such a wise—
For the shame's sake I pray you hang him not,
Seeing how I love him, save indeed in silk,
Sweet twisted silk of my sad handiwork.
Nay, and you will not do so much for me;

You vex your lip, biting the blood and all :
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Were this so hard, and you compassionate ?
_sm in sore case then, and will weep indeed.

DARNLEY,

What do you mean to cast such gibes at me ?

QUEEN,

Woe's me, and will you turn my tears’to thorns ?

INay, set your eyes a little in my face ;
See, do I weep ? what will you make of me ?
Will you not swear I love this prisoner ?
Ye are wise, and ye will have it; yet for me
I wist not of it. We are but feeble fools,
And love may catch us when we lie asleep
And yet God knows we know not this a whit.
* Come, look on me, swear you believe it not :

It may be I will take your word for that.

DARNLEY.

Do you not love him ? nay, but verily ?

QUEEN.

Now then, make answer to me verily,

143
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Which of us twain is wiser ? for my part

I will not swear I love not, if you will ;

Ye be wise men and many men, my lords,

And ye will have me love him, ye will swear
That I do love him; who shall say ye lie?
Look on your paper; maybe I have wept:
Doubtless I love your hanged man in my heart.
What, is the writing smutched or gone awry?
Or blurred—ay, surely so much—with one tear,
One little sharp tear strayed on it by chance?
Come, come, the man is deadly dangerous;

Let him die presently.

DARNLEY.
You do not love him;
Well, yet he need not die; it were right hard

To hang the fool because you love him not.

QUEEN.
You have keen wits and thereto courtesy
To catch me with. No, let this man not die;

It were no such perpetual praise to you
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To be his doomsman and in doglike wise
Bite his brief life in twain.

DARNLEY,

Truly it were not,

QUEEN.
Then for your honour and my love of you
(Ob, I do love you! but you know not, sweet,
You shall see how much), think you for their ske

He may go free?

DARNLEY.
How, freely forth of us !
But yet he loves you, and being mad with love
Makes matter for base mouths to chew upon :

. "Twere best he live not yet.

QUEEN.

Will you sy that?

DARNLEY.
Why should he live to breed you bad reports !
Let him die first.
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QUEEN.

Sweet, for your sane, not so.

DARNLEY.

Fret not yourself to pity; let him die.

QUEEN.
Come, let him live a little; it shall be

A grace to us,

DARNLEY.

By God he dies at once.

QUEEN.

Now, by God's mother, if T respite him,
Though you were all the race of you in one
And had more tongues than hairs to cry on me

e should not lose a hair,

DARNLEY.
This is mere mercy—

But you thank God you love him not a whit ?
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QUEEN.
it shall be what it please ; and if I please
't shall be anything. Give me the warrant.

DARNLEY.
Nay, for your sake and love of you, not I,

To make it dangerous.

QUEEN.
0, God's pity, sir !
You are tender of me; will you serve me so,
Against mine own will, shew me so much love,
Do me good service that I loath heing done,

Out of pure pity?

DARNLEY.

Nay, your word shall stand.

QUEEN,
What makes you gape 8o beastlike after blood ?
Were you not bred up on some hangman's hire
And dieted with fleshmeatas at his hand
And fed into a fool? Give me that paper.

L2
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DARNLEY.

Now for that wdtd I will not.

QUEEN.
Nay, sweet love,
For your own sake bo just a little wise;

Come, I bescech you.

DARNLEY.

Pluck not at my hands.

QUEEN.
No, that I will not: I am brain-broken, mad ;
Pity my madness for sweet marriage-sake
And my great love's; Ilove you to say this;
I would not have you cross me, out of love.
But for true lovo should I not chafe indeed ?

And now I do not.

DARNLEY.
Yeu, and late you chid,
You chafed and jested and blew soft and hard—
No, for that *fool” you shall not fool me so.
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QUEEN.
You are no churl, sweet, will you see the weep?
Look, I weep now ; be friends with my poor tears.
Think each of them beseeches you of love
And hath some tongue to cry on you for love
And speak soft things; for that which loves not you
Is none of mine, not though they grow of grief
And grief of you; be not too hard \:'ith them.
You would not of your own heart slay a man;
Nay, if you will, in God’s name make mo weep,
1 will not hate you; but at heart, sweet lord,
Bo not at heart my sweet heart's onemy.
If T had many mighty men to friend
I would not plead too lovingly with you

To have your love.

DARNLEY,

Why, yet you have my love.

QUEEN.
Alas, what shall mine enemies do to me
If I be used so hardly of my friends?
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Come, sir, you hate me; yet for all your hate

You cannot have such heart.

DARNLEY.
What sort of heart?
I have no heart to be used shamefully

If you mean that,

QUEEN.

Would God I loved you not;
You are too hard to be used lovingly.

DARNLEY.
You are moved too much for such a little love

As you bear me.

QUEEN.

God knows you do me wrong ;
God knows the heart, sweet, that I love you with.
Hark you, fuir sir, I'd have all well with you;
Do you not fear at sick men's time of night
What end may come? are you so sure of heart?
Is not your spirit surprisable in sleep ?
Have you no evil dreams ? Nay, look you, love,
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I willnotb ing off you heart and hand,

I am no snake : but tell me for your love

Have you no fancies how these things will end

In the pit's mouth ! how all life-deeds will look

At the grave's edge that lets men into hell §

For my part, who am weak und woman-eyed,

It turns my soul to tears: I doubt }his blood
Fallen on our faces when we twain are dead

Will scar and burn them : yea, for heaven is sweet,
And loves sweet deeds that smell not of spilt blood.
Let us not kill : God that made mercy first

Pities the pitiful for their deed's suke.

DARNLEY.
Get you some painting ; with a cheek like this
You'll find no faith in listeners.

QUEEN.

How, fuir lord ?

DARNLEY.
I say that looking with this face of yours
None shall believe you holy ; what, you talk,
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Tnke mercy in your mouth, eat holiness,

Put (iod under your tongue and feed on heaven,
With fear and faith and—faith, I know not what—
Aud look as though you stood and saw men slain
To make you game and laughter : nay, your eyes
Threaten as unto blood. What will you do

"To nake men take your sweet word? pitiful—
You are pitiful as he that's hired for death

And loves the slaying yet better than the hire.

QUEEN.
You are wise that live to threat and tell me so;

Do you love life too much ?

DARNLFEY.

O, now you are sweet,
Right tender now: you love not bloed nor death,
You ure too tender.

QUEEN,
Yea, too weak, too soft :

3weet, do not mock me, for my love's sake; ace
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How soft a thing I am. Will you be hard }
The heart you have, has'it no sort of fear ?

DARNLEY,
Take off your hand and let me go my way
And do my deed, and when the doing is past
[ will come home and teach you tender things
Out of my love till you forget my wrath.
[ will be angry when I see good need,
And will grow gentle after, fear not that;
You shall get no wrong of my wrongdoing.
So I take leave.

QUEEN.

Take what you will; tuke all;
You have taken half my heart away with words:
Take all I have, and take no leave; I have
No leave to give: yea, shortly ehall lack leave,
I think, to live; but I crave none of you;
I.would have none: yet for the love I have,
If I get ever a mean to show it you,
I pray God put you some day in my hand
That you may take that too.
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DARNLEY,
Well, as he please;
God keep you in such love ; and so farewell. [Exit.

QUEEN,
8o fare I a8 your lover, but not well.—
Ah sweet, if God be ever good to me
To put you in my hand ! I am come to shame;
Let me think now, and let my wits not go;
God, for dear mercy, let me not forget
Why I should be so angry ; the dull blood
Beats at my face and blinds me—I am chafed to death,
And I am shamed; I shall go mad and die.
Truly I think I did kneel down, did pray,
Yea, weep (who knows ?) it may be—all for that.
Yea, if I wept not, this was blood brake forth
And burnt mine eyelids; T will have blood back,
And wash them cool in the hottest of his heart,
Or I will slay'myself : T cannot tell:
I have given gold for brass, and lo the pay
Cleaves to my fingers : there’s no way to mend—
Not while life stays: would God that it were gone !
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The fool will feed upon my fame and laugh ;

Till one seal up his tongue and lips with blood,

He carries half my honour and good name
Between his teeth. Lord God, mine head will fail!
When have I done thus since I was alive?

And these ill times will deal but ill with me—

My old love slain, and never a new to help,

And my wits gone, and my blithe use of life,

And all the grace was with me. Love—perchance
If I save love I shall well save myself.

I could find heart to bid him take such fellows
And kill them to my hand. I was the fool

To sue to these and shame myself: God knows

I was a queen born, I will hold their heads

Here in my hands for this. Which of you waits?

Enter Mary BeatoN and MAry CARMICHAEL.

No maiden of them ?—what, no more than this?

MARY CARMICHAEL.
Madam, the lady Seyton is gone forth ;
She is ill at heart with watching.
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QUEEN,
Ay, at heart—

All girls must have such tender sides to the heart
They break for one night's watching, ache to death
For an hour’s pity, for a half-hour's love—
Wear out before the watches, die by dawn,
And ride at noonsto burial. God’s my pity !
Where's Hamihx;n ? doth she ail too? at heart,

I warrant her at heart.

MARY BEATON,

I know not, madam.

QUEEN.,

What, sick or dead? I am well holpen of you:

Come hither to me. What pale blood you havo—

Is it for fear you turn such cheeks to me?

Why, if T were so loving, by my hand,

I would have set my head upon the chance,

And loosed him though I ‘died. What will you
do?

Have you no way?
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MARY BEATON.

None but your mercy.

QUEEN.,

Ay!?

Why then the thing is piteous. Think, for God's
sake—

Is there no loving way to fetch him fgrth ?
Nay, what a white thin-hlooded thing is love,
To help no more than this doth | Were I in love,
I would unbar the ways to-night and then
Laugh death to death to-morrow, mock him dead ;
I think you love well with one half your heart,
And let fear keep the other. Hurk you now,
You said there was some friend durst break my barg—
Some Scotch name—faith, as if I wist of it !
Ye have such heavy wits to help one with—
Some man that had some mean to save him by—

Tush, I must be at pains for you!

MARY BEATON.
Nay, madam,
[t were no boot: he will not be lat forth.
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QUEEN.
I say, the name. O, Robert Erskine—ryea,
A fellow of some heart : what saith he ?

MARY BEATON.
Madam,
The thing was sound all through, yea, all went well,
But for all prayers that we could make to him

He would not fly: we cannot get him forth.

QUEEN,

Great God ! that men should have such wits as this !
I have & mind to let him die for that;

And yet I wot not. Said he, he loathed his life ?

MARY BEATON,
He says your grace given would scathe yourself,
And little grace for such a grace as that
Be with the Little of his lifo he kept

To cast off some time more unworthily.
.

QUEEN.

God help me ! what should wise folk do with him?
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‘These men be weaker-witted than mere fools
When they fall mad once; yet by Mary’s soul

I am sorrier for him than for men right wise.
God wot & fool that were more wise than he
Would love me something worse than Chastelard,
Ay, and his own soul better. Do you think
(There's no such other sort of fool aliv.e)

That he may live ?

MARY BEATON.
Yea, by God’s mercy, madam,
To your great praise atd honour from all men

If you should kecp him living.

QUEENX,,
By God’s light,
[ have good will to do it. Are you sure,
If T would pack him with a pardon hence,
He would speak well of me—not hint and halt,
Smile and look back, sigh and say love runs out,
But times have been—with some loose laugh cut short,
Bit off at lip—eh?
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MARY BEATON.

No, by heaven he would not.

QUEEN.

You know how quickly one may be belied—

Faith, you should know it—I never thought the
worst,

One may touck love and come with clean hands
off—

But you should know it. What, he will not fly—

Not though I wink myself asleep, turn blind—

Which that I will I say not?

MARY BEATON.

Nay, not he;
We had good hope to bring him well aboard,
Let him slip rafe down by the firths to sea,
Out under Leith by night-setting, and thence
Take ship for France and serve there out of sight

In the new wars,

QUEEN,

Ay, in the new French wars—
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"You wist thereof too, madam, with good leave—

A goodly bait to catch mine honour with

And let me wake up with my name bit through,

I had been much bounden to you twain, methinks,

But for my knight's sake and his love’s; by God,

He shall not die in God's despite nor mine.

Call in our chief lords; bid_one sce to it:

Ay, and make haste.

| [£reunt MarY BEATON and Mary CARMICHAEL.

Now shall I try their teeth:

I have done with fear; now nothing but pure love

And power and pity shall have part in me;

I will not throw them such a spirit in flesh

To make their prey on.  Though he be mad indeed,

It is the goodliest madness ever smote

Upon man's heart. A kingly knight—in faith,

Meseems my face can yet mako faith in men

Al.ld break their brains with beauty : for a word,

An eyelid's twitch, an eye's turn, tie them fust

And make their souls cleave to me. God be
thanked,

This air has not yet curdled all the blood
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That went to make me fair. An hour agone,

I thought I had been forgotten of men's love

More than dead women’s faces are forgot

Of after lovers. All men are not of earth:

For all the frost of fools and this cold land

There be some yet catch fever of my face

And burning for mine eye sake. I did think

My time was gone when men would dance to death

As to a music, and lie laughing down

In the grave and take  their funerals for their
feusts,

To geg one kiss of me. I have some strength yet,

Though 1 lack power on men that lack men's
blood.

Yea, and God wot I will be merciful ;

For all the foolish hardness round my heart

That tender women miss of to their praise,

They shall not say but I had grace to give

Even for love's sake. Why, let them take their
way :

What ails it them though I be soft or hard ?

Soft hearts would weep and weep and let men die*
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For very mercy and sweet-heartedness ;

I that weep little for my pity’s sake,

I have the grace to save men. Let fame go—
I care not much what shall become of fame,
So I save love and do mine own soul right ;
I'll have my mercy help me to revenge

On all the crew of them. How willshe look,
ITaving my pardon ! I shall have swe.et thanks
And love of good men for my mercy's love—
Yea, and be quit of these I hate to death,

With one good deed.

Enter the Manis.

M \RY BEATON.

Madam, the lords are here.

QUEEN.,
Stand you about me, I will speak to them.
1 would the whole world stood up in my face
And heard what I shall say. Bid them come in.

N2



1 64 CHASTELARD. [407 m.

Fnter Murray, Ranporrr, MorToN, LINDSAY, and other
Lords.

Hear you, fair lords, I have a word to you;

There is one thing I would fain understand—

If T be queen or no; for by my life

Methinks I am growing unqueenly. No man speak ?

Pray you take note, sweet lord ambassador,

I'am no queen : I never was born queen;;

Alack, that one should fool us in this wise!

Take up my crown, sir, I will none of it

Till it hath bells on as a fool’s cap hath.

Nay, who will have it? no man take it up?

Was there none worthy to be shamed but 1?

Here are enow good faces, good to crown;

Will you be king, fair brother? or you,
lord ?

(Give me a spinner's curch, a wisp of reed,

Any mean thing; but, God's love, no more gold,

And no more shame: let boys throw dice for it,

Or cast it to the grooms for tennis-play,

For I will none.
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MURRAY.

What would your highness have ?

QUEEN.
Yea, yea, I said I was no majesty ;
I shall be shortly fallen out of grace.
What would I have? I would have Jeave to live;
Perchance I shall not shortly : nay, for me
That have no leave to respite other lives

To keep mine own life were small praise enow,

MURRAY.
Your majesty hath power to respite men,

As we well wot; no man saith otherwise.

QUEEN.
What, ia this true ? 'tis a thing wonderful—
So great I cannot be well sure of it.
S;ra.nge that & queen should find such grace as this
At such lords’ hands as ye be, such great lords:
I pray you let me get assured again,
Lost I take jest for truth and shame myself
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And make you mirth: to make your mirth of -
me, '

God wot it were small pains to you, my lords,

But much less honour. I may send reprieve—

With your sweet leaves I may ?

MURRAY.
Assuredly.

QUEEN.

Lo, now, what grace is this I have of you!
I had a will to respite Chastelard,

And would not do it for very fear of you:

Look you, I wist not ye were merciful.

MORTON.

Madam—
QUEEN.

My lord, you have a word to me?

Doth it displease you such a man should live?

MORTON.
'"Twere a mad mercy in your majesty
To lay no hand upon his second fault
And let him thrice offend you.
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QUEEN.
Ay, my lord ?

MORTON.
It were well done to muflle lewd men's mouths
By casting of his head into their laps:

It were much best.

QUEEN,

Yea, truly were it so?
But if I will not, yet I will not, sir,
For all the mouths in Scothand.  Now, by heaven,
As I am pleased he shall not die but live,
So ghall ye bhe.  There is no man shall die,
Except it please me; und no man shall say,
Except it please me, if I do ill or well.
Which of you now will set his will to mine?
Not you, nor you I think, nor noue of you,
Nor no man living that loves living well.
Let. one stand forth and smite me with his hand,
Wring my crown off and cast it underfoot,
And he ghall get my respite back of me,
Aand no man else : he shall bid live or dic.
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And no man else; and he shall be my lord,

And no man else. What, will not one be king ?

Will not one here lay hold upon my state ?

T am queen of you for all things come and gone.

Nay, my chief lady, and no meaner one,

The chiefest of my maidens, shall bear this

And give it to my, prisoner for a grace;;

Who shall deny me ? who shall do me wrong?

Bear greeting to the lord of Chastelard,

And this withal for respite of his life,

For by my head he shall di¢ no such way:

Nay, sweet, no words, but hence and back again,
[Ent Mary Braton.

Farewell, dear lords; ye have shown grace to me,

And some time I will thank you as I may;

Till when think well of me and what is done.

END OF THE POURTH ACT.
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CHASTELARD.
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Scene I.—Before Holyrood. A crowd of people ; among

them Soldiers, Durgesses, a Preacher, §e.

IST CITIZEN,
.
They arc not out yet. Have you scen the man?

What manner of man?

2ND CITIZEN.
Shall he be hanged or no?
There was a fellow hanged some three days gone
Wept the whole way : think you this man shall die

In better sort, now?

IST CITIZEN.'
Eh, these shawm-players
That walk before strange women and make songs !

[Tow should they die well ?

3RD CITIZEN.

Is it sooth men say
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Our dame was wont to kiss him on the face

In lewd folk’s sight ?

18T CITIZEN.
Yea, saith one, all day long
He used to sit and jangle words in rhyme
To suit with shakes of faint adulterous sound
Some French lust in men's ears ; she made songs t0o,
Soft things to feed sin's amorous mouth upon—

Delicate sounds for dancing at in hell.

4TH CITIZEN.
Is it priest Black that he shall have by him
When they do come?
; 3RD CITIZEN,
Ah! by God’s leave, not so;
If the knave show us his peeled onion’s head
And that damned flagging jowl of his—

28D CITIZEN.

Nay, sirs,
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Take heed of words; moreover, please it you,*

This man hath no pope's part in him.

3RD CITIZEN,
I say
That if priest whore's-friend with the lewd thief’s
cheek
Show his foul blinking faco to shame all ours,
It goes back fouler; well, onc day hell's fire

Will burn him black indeed.

A WOMAN,
What kind of man ?
"Tis yet great pity of him if he be
Goodly enow for this queen's paramour.
A French lord overseas ? what doth he lné;c,

With Scotch folk here ?

IST CITIZEN,
Fuir mistress, I think well
He doth so at some times that I were fuin
Te do as well.
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THE WOMAN,

Nay, then he will not die.

1ST CITIZEN.
Why, see you, if one eat a piece of bread
Baked as it wero a certain prophet’s way,
Not upon coals, ngw—you shall apprehend—
If defiled bread l;e given a man to eat,
Being thrust into his mouth, why he shall eat,
And with good hap shall eat ; but if now, say,
One steal this, bread and beastliness and all,
When scarcely for pure hunger flesh and bone
Cleave one to other—why, if he steal to eat,
Be it even the filthiest feeding—though the man
Be famine-flayed of flesh and skin, I say
He shall be hanged.

3RD CITIZEN.
Nay, stolen said you, sir?
See, God bade eat abominable bread,
And freely was it eaten—for a sign
This, for a sign—and doubtless as did God,
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So may the devil; bid one eat freely and live,
Not for a sign.
3ND CITIZEN.
Will you think thus of her?
But wherefore should they get this fellow slain

If he be clear toward her ?

3RD CITIZEN.
Sir, one must see
The day comes when a woman sheds her sin
As a bird moults; and she being shifted so,
The old mate of her old feather pecks at her
o get the right bird back; then she being stronger

%icks out his eyes—eh !

2ND CITIZEN.
Like enough to be;
3ut if it be—1Is not one preaching there
¥ith certain folk about him

LST CITIZEN.

Yea, the same
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Who preached a month since from Ezekiel
Concerning these twain—this our queen that is
And her that was, and is not now so much

As queen over hell’s worm.

3RD CITIZEN.
Ay, said he not,

This was Aho]ah,‘the first one of these,
Called sisters only for a type—being twain,
Twain Maries, no whit Nazarenc ? the first
Bred out of Egypt like the water-worm
With sides in wet green places baked with alime
And festered flesh that stcams against the sun;
A plague among all people, and a type
Set as a flake upon a leper's fell.

18T CITIZEN.
Yea, said he, and unto her the men went in,
The men of Pharaoh’s, beautiful with red
And with red gold, fair foreign-footed men,
The bountiful fair men, the courteous men,

The delicate men with delicate feet, that went
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Curling their small beards Agag-fashion, yea
Pruning their mouths to nibble words behind
With pecking at God's skirts—small broken oaths
Fretted to shreds between most dainty lips,

And underbreath some praise of Ashtaroth

Sighed laughingly.

2ND CITIZEN;
Was he not under guard
For the good word?

IST CITIZEN.
Yea, but now forth again—
And of the latter said he—there being two,
The first Aholah, which interpreted—

3RD CITIZEN.

But, of this latter ?

18T CITIZEN.
Well, of her he said
How she made letters for Chaldean folk
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And men that came forth of the wilderness

And all her sister's chosen men ; yea, she

Kept not her lip from any sin of hers

But multiplied in whoredoms toward all these

That hate God mightily ; for these, he saith,

These are the fuir French people, and these her kin

Sought out of Kngland with her love-letters

To bring them to.her kiss of love; and thus

With a prayer made that God would break such love

Ended some while; then crying out for strong wrath

Spake with a great voice after: This is she,

Yea the lewd woman, yea the same woman

That gat bruised breasts in Egypt, when strange
men

Swart from great suns, foot-burnt with angry soils

And strewn with sand of gaunt Chaldean miles,

Poured all their love upon her: she shall drink

The Lord’s cup of derision that is filled

With drunkenness and sorrow, great of sides

And deep to drink in till the dreg drips out:

Yea, end herself with the twain shards thereof

Pluck off her breasts; so said he.
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4TH CITIZEN,
See that stir—

Are not they come!?

3RD CITIZEN.
There wants an hour of them.
Draw near and let us hearken ; he will speak

Surely some word of this.

aAND CITIZEN,

What saith he now ?

THE PREACHER,
The mercy of a harlot is a sword

And her mouth sharper thun a flame of fire.

C:e Bas:nt G’xd’:b'm
R ¢ AWD
E.C\Qﬁ EAS\;

At en
(1 GALABLE:
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SceNe IL.—1In Prison.

CHASTELARD,

So here my time shuts up ; and the last light

Has made the lz\st‘ shade in the world for me.

The sunbeam that was narrow like a leaf

Has turned a hand, and the hand stretched to an arm,

And the arm has reached the dust on the floor, and
made

A maze of motes with paddling fingers. Well,

I knew not that a man so sure to die

Could care so little; a bride-night’s lustiness

Leaps in my veins as light fire under a wind :

Asif I felt a kindling beyond death

Of some new joys far outside of me yet;

Sweet sound, sweet smell and touch of things far out

Sure to come soon. I wonder will death be

Even all it seems now ? or the talk of hell

And wretched changes of the worn-out soul
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Nailed to decaying flesh, shall that be true?

Or is this like the forethought of deep sleep

Felt by a tired man? Slecp were good enough—
Shall alecp be all?  But I shall not forget

For any sleep this love bound upon me—

For any sleep or quiet ways of death.

Ah, in my weary dusty space of sight

Her face will float with heavy acents' of hair
And fire of subtle amorous eyes, and lips

More hot than wine, full of sweet wicked words
Babbled against mine own lips, and long hands
Spread out, and pale bright throat and pale bright

breasts,

Fit to make all men mad. I do believe

This fire shall never quite burn out to the ash
And leave no heat and flame upon my dust

For witness where a man's heart was burnt up.
 For all Christ's work this Venus is not quelled,
But reddens at the mouth with blood of men,
Sucking between small tecth the sap o' the veins,
Dabbling with death her little tender lips—

A bitter beauty, poisonous-pearléd mouth,
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I am not fit to live but for love’s sake,

So [ were hest die shortly. Ah, fair love,
Fair fearful Venus made of deadly foam,

I shall escape you somehow with my death—
Your splendid supple body and mouth on fire

And Paphiun breath that bites the lips with heat.
1 had best die.

Enter Mary BEaTON.

What, is my death's time come,
And you the friend to make death kind to me }

T'is sweetly done ; for I was sick for this.

MARY BEATON.

Nay, but see here ; nay, for you shall not die:
She has reprieved you; look, her name to that,
A present respite ; I was sure of her:

You are quite safe: here, take it in your hands:

I am faint with the end of pain. Read there.

CHASTELARD.
Reprieve ?
Wherefore reprieve? Who has done this to me?
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MARY DEATON.
I never feared but God would have you live,
Or I knew well God must have punished me;
But I feared nothing, had no sort of fear.
What makes you stare upon the seal so hard ?

Will you not read now ?

CHASTELARD.
A reprieve of life—
Reprieving me from living. Nay, by God,

I count one death a bitter thing enough.

MARY BEATON.

See what she writes ; your love; for love of you;
Out of her love ; a word to save your life:

But I knew this too though you love me not :

She is your love; I knew that: yea, by heaven.

CHASTELARD.
You knew I had to live and be reprieved :
Say I were bent to die now?
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__MARY BEATON.
Do not die,
For her sweet love's sake ; not for pity of me,
You would not bear with life for me one hour ;«

But for hers only.

CHASTELARD.

Nay, I love you well,
I would not hurt you for more lives than one.
But for this fair-faced paper of reprieve,
We'll have no riddling to make death shift sides:
Look, here ends one of us. [Zearing it.

For her I love,

She will not anger heaven with slaying me ;
For me, I am well quit of loving her;
For you, [ pray you be well comforted,
Seeing in my life no man gat good by me
And by my death no hurt is any man's.

MARY BEATON.
And I that loved you? nay, I loved you; nay,
Why should your like be pitied when they love ?
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Her hard heart is not yet so hard as yours,

Nor God's hard heart. I care not if you die.
These bitter madmen are not fit to live,

I will not have you touch me, speak to me,

Nor take farewell of you. Sec you die well,
Or death will play with shame for you, and win,
And laugh you out of life. I am right glad

I never am to see you any more, .

For 1 should come to hate you casily ;

I would not have you live. [Erit.

CHASTELARD.
She has cause enow.

I would this wretched waiting had an e¢nd,
For I wax feebler than I was: God knows
I had a mind once to have saved this flesh
And made life one with shame. It marvels me
This girl that loves me should desire so much
’1"0 have me sleep with shame for bedfellow
A whole life's space ; she would be glad to die
To escape such life. It may be too her love

Is but an amorous quarrel with herself,
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Not love of me but her own wilful soul;

Then she will live and be more glad of this  °
Than girls of their own will and their heart's love
Before love mars them: 8o God go with her !

For mine own love—I wonder will she come

8ad at her mouth a little, with drawn cheeks
And eyelida wrinkled up ? or hot and quick '

To lean her head on mine and leave her lips
Deep in my neck 7 For surely she must come;
And T should fare the better to be sure

What she will do. But as it please my sweet ;
For some sweet thing she must do if she come,
Seeing how I have to dic. Now three years since
This had not seemed so good an end for me;

But in somo wise all things wear round betimes
And wind up well. Yet doubtless she might take
A will to come my way and hold my hands

And kiss me some three kisses, throat, mouth, eyes,
And say some soft three words to soften death :
I.do not see how this should break her ense.

Nay, she will come to get her warrant back :

By this no doubt she is sorely penitent,



scxxs ] CHASTELARD,

'Her fit of angry mercy well blown out ‘
And her wits cool again. She must have chafed
A great while through for anger to become
So like pure pity; they must have fretted her
Nigh mad for anger : or it may be mistrust,

She is 8o false; yea, to my death I think
She will not trust me ; alas the hard gweet heart !

'As if my lips could hurt her any way.

But by too keenly kissing of her own.

Ah false poor sweet fair lips that keep no faith,

They shall not catch mine false or dangerous ;

They must needs kiss me one good time, albeit

They love me not at all. Lo, here she comes,

For the blood leaps and catches at my face ;

“There go her foet and trend upon my heart ;

Now shall I sce what way I am to dic.
Enter the Querx,
QUEEN.

What, is one here? Speak to me for God's sake:
Where are you lain ?
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CHASTELARD.

Here, madam, at your hand.

QUEEN.

Sweet lord, what sore pain have I had for you
And been most patient! —Nay, you are not bound.
If you be gentle to me, take my hand.

Do you not holdlme the worst heart in the world ?
Nay, you must needs; but say not yet you do.

1 am worn 8o weak I know not how I live:

Reach me your hand.

CHASTELARD.

Take comfort and good heart:
All will find end ; this is some grief to you,
But you shall overlive it. Come, fair love;

Be of fair cheer: I say you have done no wrong.

QUEEN.
I will not be of cheer : I have done a thing
That will turn fire and burn me. Tell me not;

If you will do me comfort, whet your sword.
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’But if you hate me, tell me of soft things,
For I hate these, and bitterly. Look up;
Am I not mortal to be gazed upon ?

CHASTELARD.

Yea, mortal, and not hateful.

QUEEN.
O lost heart !

Give me some mean to die by.

CHASTELARD.
Sweet, enough.
You have made no fault; life is not worth a
world
That you should weep to take it: would mino
were,
And I might give you a world-worthier gift
Than one poor head that love has made a spoil ;
Take it for jest,and weep not : let me go.
And think I died of chance or malady.
Nay, I die well ; one dies not best abed.
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QUEEN,
My warrant to reprieve you—that you saw?

That came between your hands?

CHASTELARD.

Yea, not long since.

It seems you have no will to let me die.

QUEEN.
Alas, you know I wrote it with my heart,
Out of pure love; and since you were in bonds
I have had such grief for love's sake and my heart's—
Yea, by my life I have—I could not choose
But give love way a little. Take my hand;
You know it would have pricked my heart's blood
out

To write reprieve with.

CHASTELARD,
Sweet, your hands are kind ;
Lay them about my neck, upon py face,
And tell me not of writing,
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QUEEN.
Nay, by heaven,

1 would have given you mine own blood to drink
If that could heal you of your soul-sickness,
Yea, they know that, they curse me for your sake,
Rail at my love—would God their heads were lopped
And we twain left together this side death!
But look you, sweet, if this my warrant hold
You are but dead and shamed; for you must die,
And they will slay you shamefully by force

Even in my sight.

CHASTELAHD,

Faith, I think so they will.

QUEEN.
Nay, they would slay me too, cast stones at me,
Drag me alive—they have eaten poisonous words,

They are mad and have no shame.

CHASTELARD.

Ay, like enough,
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QUEEN.

Would God my heart were greater; but God wot
I have no heart to bear with fear and die.

Yea, and I cannot help you: or I know

I should be nobler, bear a better heart:

But as this stands—I pray you for good love,

As you hold horour a costlier thing than life—

CHASTELARD.
Well ?

QUEEN.
Nay, I would not be denied for shame ;
In brief, I pray you give me that again.

CHASTELARD.

What, my reprieve ?

QUEEN,
Even s0; deny me not,
For your sake mainly: yea, by God you know
How fain I were to die in your death’s stead.

For your name's sake. This were no need to swear.
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Lest we be mocked to death with a reprieve,

And 8o both die, being shamed. What, shall 1
swear ? .

What, if I kiss you? must I pluck it out ?

You do not love me : no, nor honour. Cone,

I know you have it about you : give it me.

CIASTELARD.
I cannot yield you such a thing again;

Not as I had it.

QUEEN.
A coward ? what shift now ?

Do such men make such cravens?

CHASTELARD.
Chide me not :

Pity me that I cannot help my heart.

QUEEN.
Heaven mend mine eyes that took you for a man !
What, is it sewn into your flesh ? take heed—
Nay, but for shame—what have you done with it1



194 CHASTELARD. [acT v,

CHASTELARD.

Why, there it lies, torn up.

QUEEN.
God help me, sir!
Have you done this?

CHASTELARD.
Yea, sweet; what should I do?
Did I not know you to the bone, my sweet ?
God speed you well! you have a goodly lord.

QUEEN. ,
My love, sweet love, you are more fair than he,
Yea, fairer many times : I love you much,

Sir, know you that ?

CHASTELARD.

I think I know that well.
Sit here a little till T feel you through
In all my breath and blood for some sweet while.
O gracious body that mine arms have had,
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And hair my face has felt on it! grave eyes

And low thick lids that keep since years agone

In the blue sweet of each particular vein ~ *

Some special print of me! I am right glad

That I must never feel a bitterer thing

Than your soft curled-up shoulder and amorous
arms

From this time forth ; nothing can hap to me

Less good than this for all my whole life through.

I would not have some new pain after this

Come spoil the savour. O, your round bird's throat,

More soft than sleep or singing ; your calm checks,

Turned bright, turned wan with kisses hard and
hot ;

The beautiful colour of your deep curved hands,

Made of a red rose that had changed to white;

That mouth mine own holds half the sweetness of,

JYea, my heart holds the aweetness of it, whence

My life began in me ; mine that ends here

Because you have no mercy, nay you know

You never coyld have mercy. My fair love,

Kas me again, God loves you not the lese ;
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Why should one woman have all goodly things?

You have all beauty ; let mean women's lips

Be pitiful, and speak truth : they will not be

Such perfect things as yours, Be not ashamed

That hands not made like these that snare men's
souls

Should do men gdod, give alms, relieve men’s pain ;

You have the better, being more fair than they,

They are half foul, being rather good than fair;

You are quite fair: to be quite fair is best.

Why, two nights hence I dreamed that I could see

In through your bosom under the left flower,

And there was a round hollow, and at heart

A little red enake sitting, without spot,

That bit —like this, and sucked up sweet — like
this,

And curled its lithe light body right and left,

And quivered like a woman in act to love.

Then there was some low fluttered talk i’ the lips,

Fuint sound of soft fierce words caressing them—

Like a fair woman’s when her love gets sray.

Ah, your old kiss—I know the ways of it :
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Let the lips cling a little, Take them off,
And speak some word or I go mad with love.

QUEEN.

Will you not have my chaplain come to you? .

CIASTELARD.
Some better thing of yours—some handkerchicf,
Some fringe of scarf to make confession to—
You had some book about you that fell out—

QUEEN.
A little written book of Ronsard’s rhymes,
His gift, I wear in there for love of him—

Sce, here between our feet.

CHASTELARD.
Ay, my old lord's—
’ The sweet chief poet, my dear friend long since?
Give me the book. Lo you, this verse of his:
With coming lilies in late April came
JAer body, fashioned whiter for their shame ;
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And roses, touched with blood since Adon bled,
From her fair colour filled their lips with red :
A goodly praise : I could not praise you so.

I read that while your marriage-feast went on.
Leave me this book, I pray you: I would read
The hymn of death here over ere I die;

I shall know soon how much he knew of death
When that was written. One thing I know now,
I shall not die with half a heart at least,

Nor shift my face, nor weep my fault alive,
Nor swear if I might live and do new deeds

I would do better. Let me keep the book.

QUEEN.
Yea, kecp it: as would God you had kept your life
Out of mine eyes and hands. I am wrung to the
heart :
This hour feels dry and bitter in my mouth,
As if its sorrow were my body's food
More than my soul's. There are bad thoughts in me—
Most bitter fancies biting me like birds
That tear each other. Suppose you need not die?
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CHASTELARD.
You know I cannot live for two hours more.
Our fate was made thus ere our days were
made::
Will you fight fortune for so small a grief?
But for one thing I were full fain of death.

QUEEN.
What thing is that ?

CHASTELARD.
None need to name the thing.

Why, what can death do with me fit to fear ?
For if I sleep I shall not weep awake;
Or if their saying be true of things to come,
Though hell be sharp, in the worst ache of it
I shall be eased so God will give me back

. Sometimes one golden gracious sight of you—
The aureole woven flowerlike through your hair,
And in your lips the little laugh as red
As when it came upon a kiss and ceased,
/Touching my mouth.
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QUEEN.
As I do now, this way,
With my heart after: would I could shed tears,
Tears should not fail when the heart shudders
80.

But your bad thought ?

CIIASTELARD.
Well, such a thought as this:

It may be, long time after I am dead,
For all you are, you may sce bitter days;
God may forget you or be wroth with you:
Then shall you lack a little help of me,
And I shall feel your sorrow touching you,
A happy sorrow, though I may not touch :
I that would fain be turned to flesh again,
Fain get back life to give up life for you,
To shed my blood for help, that long ago
You shed and were not holpen: and your heart
Will ache for help and comfort, yea for love,
And find less love than mine—for I do think
You never will be loved thus in your life.
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QUEEN,
It may be man will never love me more;

For I am sure I shall not love man twice.

CHASTELARD.

I know not: men must love you in life's spito;

For you will always kill them ; man,by man

Your lips will bite them dead; yea, though you
would,

You shall not spare one; all will die of you;

I cannot tell what love shall do with these,

But I for all my love shall have no might

To help you more, minec arms and hands no
power

To fasten on you more. This cleaves my heart,

That they shall never touch your body more.

But for your grief—you will not have to grieve ;

For being in such poor eyes so beautiful

It must needs be as God is more than I

S0 much more love he hath of you than mine;

Yes, God shall not be bitter with my love,

Seeing she is so sweet.
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QUEEN.
Ah my sweet fool,
Think you when God will ruin me for sin
My face of colour shall prevail so much
With him, 8o soften the toothed iron’s edge
To save my throat a scar? nay, I am sure

I shall die somehorw sadly.

CHASTELARD.

This is pure grief;
The shadow of your pity for my death,
Mere foolishness of pity: all sweet moods
Throw out such little shadows of themselves,
Leave such light fears behind. You, die like me?
Stretch your throat out that I may kiss all round
Where mine shall be cut through : suppose my mouth
The axe-edge to bite so sweet a throat in twain
With bitter iron, should not it turn soft
As lip is soft to lip?

QUEEN,

I am quite sure
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I shall die sadly some day, Chastelard ;
I am quite certain.

CHASTELARD.
Do not think such things;
Lest all my next world’s memories of you be

As heavy as this thought.

QUEEN,
I will not grieve you;
Forgive me that my thoughts were sick with grief.
What can I do to give you ecase at heart?
Shall T kiss now? I pray you have no fcal.'

But that I love you.

CHASTELARD,
Turn your face to me;
I do not grudge your face this death of mine;
It i8 too fair—by God, you are too fair.
What noise is that ?

QUEEN,
Can the hour be through so soon?
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I bade them give me but a little hour.

Ah! I'do love you! such brief space for love!

I am yours all through, do all your will with me;
What if e lay and let them take us fast,

Lips grasping lips? I dare do anything.

*  CHASTELARD.
Show better cheer: let no man see you mazed;,
Make haste and kiss me ; cover up your throat
Lest one see tumbled lace and prate of it.

Enter the Guard : MurraY, DARNLEY, MARY HaxiLTO!

Mary BEATON, and others with them.

DARNLEY.
Sirs, do your charge; let him not have much time.

MARY HAMILTON.

Peace, lest you chafe the queen : look, her brows bend.

CHASTELARD.
Lords, and all you come hither for my sake,
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If while my life was with me like a friend
That I must now forget the friendship of,

I have done a wrong to any man of you,

As it may be by fault’of mine I have;

Of sich an one I crave for courtesy

He will now cast it from his mind and heed
Like a dead thing; considering my*dead fuult
Worth no remembrance further than my death.
This for his gentle honour and goodwill

Ido bes'cech hin, doubting not to find

Such kindliness if ho be nobly made

And of his birth a courteous race of man.

205

You, my lord James, if you have aught tyward me—

Or you, Lord Darnley—I dare fear no jot,
Whate'er this be wherein you were aggrieved,
But you will pardon all for gentleness.

DARNLEY,

For my gart—yea, well, if the thing stand thus,

As you must die—one would not bear folk hard—

And if the rest shall hold it honourable,
Why, I do pardon you.
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MURRAY.
Sir, in all things
We find no cause to speak of you but well :
For all I see, save this your deadly fault,

I hold you for a noble perfect man.

CIHASTELARD.
I thank you, fair lord, for your nobleness.
You likewise, for the courtesy you have
I give you thanks, sir; and to all these lords

That have not heart to load me at my death.

Last, I beseech of the best queen of men
And royallest fair lady in the world

To pardon me my grievous mortal sin
Done in such great offence of her: for, sirs,
If ever since I came between her eyes

She hath beheld me other than I am

Or shown her honour other than it is,

Or, save in royal faultless courtesies,

Used me with favour ; if by speech or face,
By salutation or by tender eyes,

She hath made a way for my desire to live,

[acT v.
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Given ear to me or boldness to my breath ;
I pray God cast me forth before day cease
Even to the heaviest place there is in hell.
Yea, if she be not stainless toward all men,
I pray this axe that I shall die upon

May cut me off body and soul from heaven.
Now for my soul's sake I dare praysto you;
Forgive me, madam.

QUEEN,
Yea, I do, fair sir:

With all my heart in all I pardon you.

CHASTELARD.

207

God thank you for great mercies. Lords, set hence ;

I am right loth to hold your paticnce here;
[ must not hold much longer any man's.

Bring me my way and bid me farc well forth.

[As they pass out the QUEEN stays MarY BEATON.

QUEEN,
dark hither, sweet. Get back to Holyrood
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And take Carmichael with you: go both up -

In some chief window whence the squares lie clear—
Seem not to know what I shall do—mark that—

And watch how things fare under. Have good cheer;
You do not think now I can let him die ?

Nay, this were shameful madness if you did,

And T should hate you. '

RY BEATON.
Pray you love me, madam,
And swear you love me and will let me live,

That I may die the quicker.

QUEEN.

Nay, sweet, see,
Nay, you shall see, this must not seem devised ;
I will take any man with me, and go;
Yea, for pure hate of them that hate him: yea,
Lay hold upon the headsman and bid strike
Here on my neck ; if they will have him die,
Why, I will die too: queens have died this way
For leea things than his love ia. Nay, I know
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‘They want no blood; I will bring swords to boot

For dear love's restue though half earth were slain ;

What should men do with blood? Stand fust at
watch;

For I will be his ransom if [ die. [ Exeunt.
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Sczxx IL.—The Upper Chamber in Holyrood.

Mary Beatox sagtcd: MARY CARMICHARL af
a window. .

MARY BEATON.
Do you see nothing ?

MARY CARMICHAEL,

Nay, but swarms of men
And talking women gathered in small space,
Flapping their gowns and gaping with fools' eyes :
And a thin ring round one tht seems to speak,
Holding his hands out eagerly; no more.

MARY BEATON.

Why, I hear more, I hear men shout The queen.

, MART CARMICHARL, -
Nay, no cries yet.
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MARY BEATOX.
Ab, they will cry out soon
When she comps forth; they should cry out on
her;
I hear their crying in my beart. Nay, sweet,
Do not you hate her? all meg., if God please,
Shall hate her one day; yea, one 8ay no doubt
I shall worse hate her.

MARY CARMICHAKL,
Pray you, be at peace;
You hurt yourself: she will be merciful;
What, could you see a true man slain for

you?
I think I could not ; it is not like our hearta
To have such hard sides to them.

MARY BEATON.

0, not you,
. And I couldgnowise ; there’s some blood in her
That does not run to mercy as ours doth :

r2
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That fair face and the cursed heart in her
Made keener than a knife for manslaying

Can bear strange things.

MARY CARMICHAEL.
%eace, for the people come.

Ah—Murray, hooded over half his face
With pluoked-down hat, few folk about him, eyes
Like a man angered ; Darnley after him,
Holding our Hamilton above her wrist,
His mouth put near her hair to whisper with—
And she laughs softly, looking at his feet.

MARY BEATON.
She will not live long; God hath given her
Few days and evil, full of hate and love,

I see well now.

MARY CARMICHAEL.
Hark, there's their cry—ghe quen !
Fair life and long, and good days to the queen.
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MARY BEATON.

Yea, but God knows. I feel such patience here
As I were sure in a brief while to die.

MARY CARMICHAEL.,
She bends and laughs a little, graciously,
And turns half, talking to I know not whom—
A big man with great shoulders; ah, the face,
You get his face now—wide and duskish, yea
The youth burnt out of it. A goodly man,
Thewed mightily and sunburnt to the bone;
Doubtless he was away in banishment,
Or kept some march far off.

MARY BEATON.

5till you see nothing ?

MARY CARMICHALL.
Yea, now they bring him forth with a great noise,
The folk allgshouting and men thrust about
Each way from him,
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MARY BEATON.

Ah, Lord God, bear with me,
Help me to bear s little with my love
For thine own love, or give me some quick death.
Do not come down ; I shall get strength again,

Only my breath fails, Looks he sed or blithe ?
Not sad I doubt yet: '

MARY CARMICHAEL.
Nay, not sad a whit,
But like & man who losing gold or lands
8hould lose a heavy sorrow; his face set,
The eyes not curious to the right or left,
And reading in & book, his hands unbound,
With short fleet smiles. The whole place caiches
breath,
Looking at him; she seems at point to speakt
Now she lies back, and laughs, with her brows drawn
And her lips drawn too. Now they read his crime—
I soe the laughter tightening her chin:
Why do you bend your body and draw breath?
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They will not alay him in her sight; I am sure
8he will not him slain.

MARY BEATON,
Forth, and fear not:
I was just praying to myself—one word,
A prayer I hive to say for her to God
If he will mind it.

MARY CARMICHAEL.
Now he looks her side;
Bomething he says, if one could hear thus far:
She leans out, lengthening her throat to hear
And her eyes shining.

~~JY BEATON.
Ah, I had no hope:
Yea thowGod knowest that I had no hope.
Let it end quickly.

MARY GARMICHAZL.
Now his eyss are wide
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And his smile great ; and like another smile
The blood fills all his face. Her cheek and neck
Work fast and hard ; she must have pardoned him,
He looks 80 merrily. Now he comes forth

Out of that ring of people and kneels down ;

Ah, how the helve and edge of the great axe
Turn in the sunlight as the man shifts hands—
It must be for a show : because she sits

And hardly moves her head this way—1I see

Her chin and lifted lips. Now she stands up,
Puts out her hand, and they fall muttering ;

Ah!

MARY BEATON.

It is done now?

MARY CARMICHAEL.
For God's love, stay there ;
Do not look out. Nay, he is dead by this;
But gather up yourself from off the floor;
Will she die too? I shut mine eyes and heard—
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Sweet, do not beat your face upon the ground.
Nay, he is dead and slain.

MARY BEATON.
What, slain indeed ?
I knew he would be slail the
neck :
I knew one must be smitten through the neck
To die so quick: if one were stabbed to the
heart,
He would die slower.

MARY CARMICHAEL.
Will you behold him dead ?

MARY BEATON.
Yea: must a dead man not be looked upon
That living one was fain of? give me way.
Lo you, what sort of hair this fellow had;
The doomsman gathers it into his hand
To grasp the head by for all men to see ;
ol never did that.
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MARY CARMICHAEL.

For God's love, let me go.

MARY BEATON.

I think sometimes she must have held it so,
Holding his head back, see you, by the hair
To kiss his face, still lying in his arms.

Ay, go and weep : it must be pitiful

If one could see it. What is this they say?
So perish the queen's traitors ! Yea, but so
Perish the queen! God, do thus much to her
For his sake only: yea, for pity's sake

Do thus much with her.

MARY CARMICHAEL.
Prithee come in with me :

Nay, come at onoe.,

MARY BEATON.

If I ahould meet with her
And spit upon her at her coming in——
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Bntifllinthetjuhﬂllm one day

When God will amite her lying harlot's mouth—
Surely I shall, :Come, I will go with you;

We will sit down together face to face

Now, and keep silence ; for this life is hard,
And the end of it is quietness at last.

Come, lot us go: here is no word o say.

AN USHER.

Make way there for the lord of Bothwell; room—
Place for my lord of Bothwell next the queen.

EXPLICIT,
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OPINIONS OF THE PRESS.

“Hy has produced s dramatic poem which abdhnds from the first pags to
-the last in the finest constituents of poetry—in imagination, fancy, feeling,
"unﬁment, passion, and knowledge of the human heart and soul, combined
with a dominant mastery over every specles of veree, from tho statellest pomp
of eplo metre to the fluent awectness of song. . . . He has something of
that oreative force which all great poets have hud, whether they were Gresk,
Italian, or Eng native and inborn strength, which scholarship may
mould, but can originate. 1f, a¢ we are given to understand, Mr, Swin.
barne is a young writer, wo do not hesitate to assert that his volume is extra-
ordinary, not simply for strength and vividness of imagination, but (whst ts
far more remarkablo with inexperience) for maturity of power, for domplete
ness of self-control, for absolute mastery over the turbulent forces of ado-
lesoont genfus, . , . That strange, sad, hopeless mood in which the
ancient Groek regarded the mysteries of life and death—that sustere setéing
of the soul against the fron will of destiny which Is s full of an immrense
dignity and pethos—that divinely sorrowful despair of things which esn
suffer to the miserable end, and sces no after compensation, and yet goes
to death in majesty, and beauty, and power—these characteristios of
old Greek fith, or want¥3 fith, or whatsoever we may call {t, are re-
od by Mr, Swinburne with amasing truth and discrimination. Thers are
in his poem which seem o wring {rom the very roots of human
the sharpost extractof our griefs.”—Loxnox Raviaw, 84 April,
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“ Mr, Swinburne has judged well in his cholos of » subject. The legend of
Calydon is cue of the mosb besatiful in the whole compess of the Greek my-
thology ; freeh, sloaple, romantic, solenan, sud pathetlc, yot without any of thoes

) which shock us In the storles of Thebes or Aryos—ne Jocsstsa, w0
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¢ et bright of the early of Greess, . . . A careful study
Y of the Attle s onabied kind’to eatch their manner, and to reprodnes
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Seogiedi ‘o' tewtsbiance. .. . Mr. Swinburne bas lived with the grees
Atbialint dreoaatiots ¢ hie toe of thoughb has somewhat sasirallated to thaits,
bk i e Taatut taihioe to afiupathiss with them aa a contemporary artiss, then
1o.0bpy theth 84 8 shodern "—R8403y, April 32ad, 1965,

_ % Oz exfeacks bave shown Fhat we mach to let Mr, Swinburne present

nd rich delivéry of maoner than to esay in this,

o lengthaned oriticlem or analyds of saoh &

.; Apart from the serlous endeavour and high devolr

- ¥ Whish be bt devoted himeslf in his first appeal to publle attantion, we wonld
remark the sensuoaines, brilliancy, and fervour of the lyrios, which here and
there relleve the mote sombre and sternar phases of theposs, . . . Assuredly
this s the eholosst and most complets effort which bas for o long time sn.
noanoed that & scholar and & poet has come unonpt us.’—Morwwwa Hrrarp,
April 176k, 1665,

“One grave error, which Mr. S8winburne hu dmoct entirely avoldad, Is
the use of thoughts or expresslons which, current now, would be cut of place
in & tragedy of Gresce. Ho has, with rare artistic foeling, let soaroely s trmce
appear of madern life, The Poem is all allve with the life of & classle past
+.+ + + Thewhale play is tstinot with power of varied kinds.”—Exsatias,
July 156, 1065, "

“We have before sald Mr. Swiuburne ls a subtle analyst of human gotire,
and possesses great traglo power. The preseni work shows him to have
fragination of the highest order, wonderful play of fancy, and & complete
command over every form of versifioation. . . . He has command of imagery
a5 groat as bis control of laugnage. He has power which risss to sublimity(
pasedon which deepens into terror; daring which soars beyond reach or comtrol
« + + + We have said enough to eonvince our readers thet we regard i
powea o8 & worthy companion to ‘ Chastelard,’ and look upon its authorws
“‘mansntly enrolled among grest English posts.”~8uxpax Tiuss, Deoember 812,
1808,

. Thine lines are marked by, that meelancholy that always characterises the
fn popartion to the sbesnoce of faith. , . . Could he have falth, of
whish thers is not & trace throughoat the poem, except the miserable vacoum
otasted by tts abesnos, he might do wonders as & poel.”—Tus Tapurr, dugust
18, 1908,
«'hwbmlhdfpﬂﬂhuﬂnﬁhhthﬂwlum
cepsure, It s one of the fw really great posms that have besn cootribubed
#0 Baghah Hterature atnos the death of Shelley; and i entities its aathor at once
to 8, plase among the great posts of his country. o . . A tragedy on the
d:ummwmm inteesy Wﬂwam zzw
m«mm ﬂnhh@
fm mﬂ dlm*—
Mua.m
_-mmwm-cmmuwvm mibmo



which the anthot has consiemed o triba
Walter Barage Laodor, in two tompositions
i » dedioatlon addresesd to Landor while living, Lo the
on the oscsslolt of hi4 tast return 10 Ialy; the second, much the lomger of
the two, s elegy on his desth, No ome who has felt how the
Rachylown tragedy breathes thromgh the English. poem, will have
prised o flnd—raher, every such resder would have been disappolnted If he
ks aob found—ihet Mr. Swinburne's thoughts move with soarcely e
sad freedom on & moderm thems (if indsed Landor may be properly said to
balong to his own age so much 8s to that of Perloles and Auguskm) in the
Isngoags snd messures of Callious and Mimmerns than fn his pative
Of the Gresk we wiil only say that it is not that of s Cambridge prisa

an
;
13
i
2

st

freab original gushing of & poetical veln, nourished by & mastery of the
iovelgn language, liko that which Landor himself in his Latin posms ., ., .
1% is evidently the produce, not of the tender lyrieal faculty which so often
walts on senstitve youth and afterwards fades futo the light of common day,
nor wren of the clnasheal culture of which it is ltself & signal fllustration, bat
of st afffuent and apprebensive genlus, which, with ordinary care snd fxir
foctgne, will take o foremost place In English literatare, . , . His abstinencs
frooe all overdrawn conceits is remarkable in a young post of any tims, sud his
careful avoldance ¢f the shadowy border land of metaphysics and poetwy in
which # many verifiers of our own day take refuge from the open serutiny
of eritical mumlight, dessrve full praise and recognition.”—Epuravzex Raviaw
Juiy, 2008,

CHASTELARD.

Br ALGERNON C. SWINBURNE
Fosp. 8vo, cloth, Ts.
Jorx Caupyx Howser,

JPINIONS OF THE PREMS.




ad
the book, and lovk at the portral$

brokea
ralacted from it inty the and nons walever painted of Ler so tras,
It is & portralt which peinters; and historians allke have only confused; it

awaited & poet's band to this dey, and now we have got it. Bo think we, ab
%0 wo 4o not exhaust the praise which ls dus to (be:
aotbor of ‘Chastelard’ The dwuatie foros of the scenss o the latter half
of the posm remains to be applauded, bat thn,loe-kﬂyforuoriuowhohn
of his tether, is & thing which can only be applauded and
osnnok be described; we give it our homage. But 1t ts very much to the
Wpoudthhuﬁdo,tbst]mtwhenthopommmﬁmuhlﬁ
faalts begin to disappear; and before we come to the’admirable soene between
Mary and Chastelard in prison, we are blinded to whatever remains. The
seems to be that Mr. Swinbarno s less & poet than s dr matist; it is
that be ls capable of writing in s way which entitles him to mmull con-
sideration as the one, and to gress consideration as the otheg. . . . Butin
sny easo It can nover bo denled that e is & true man of genlus."—Pary Mawy
Qaszrrs, 4pril 27th, 1808
“The two prinoipal fgures stand out boldly, snd oo them the poet has

butowddlther@cbuofhllgmlul . . . . The soone in which, having sent
for Chinstelard, she talks to him in a strange wild mood between love und regretful
noss, Is exiremely subtie and fine. . . . . It will not be doubted by any oue

who bas the pulse of pootry in his blood that this is noble writing—writing
tnstinot with the highest spirlt of the Elizabethan Muse.  And in the pesch o
Chastelard, when waiting for the Qaeen in her chamber, we have something of
tbe large, imperial style of Shakspears himself, . . . . The scene betwesa "
Chaatalard and the Queen i prison is also pervaded with the highest imspirations
fmpessioned postry; and though the love-ravings of Chastelard almst pass
bounda sommooly permitted to posts, the shadow of fate, Iying dark aod besvy
Ovey all, seetns t0 eool and modersis the glow. In passages such se thess, Mr,
Swinhartie again proves his right to take a prrmanent stand among our Eagibsk
poets. . . . . Ofpower, he bas abundance; of passion, perhaps more than
emough; of poeiry, in its fieres, Juminous, sud flery shapes, & wonderful and
richness, , . . . Whatever his faalts, hawever, be is & man of
of the most Wimistakabledirk. We 300t know whan it bas fullen to the
of atiy poet to prodnes within ame year two such plays as * Atalants fn Calydon’
¢Chastelard ‘~dremas conpeived and written In two totally distinct stylesy
with marked qpoosss e both. . . . . Hebas bas sarned & conspcuots nems
mwmﬂnwwmmusmmhwm
s cavard path. "~ Losaor. Kxviaw, Deormber 0 1095,
- mmh'm'mmaxuwm
:gmamu apassioned thongird, the RecroNe Fepphé
muuwm«uwmmew



speed e hiomties wer 55 of povtry nd drentl i, Fe Chstobndlib
Mpeio; Wi hiwe & splomdil fismpla of the postry that Lo B \veliskadad: sk
abicrting passion; bt thets: 1s some rencn 1o fean that Mr. Swinberas:
wiating In ‘$he- mw# moral digaity Mnm"-m
mmw

~w.um1y-yuuw&hamm-ofmmmwm ‘
passlon 6f lovels describod with, all that daliesoy apd vividness that can vtily be
foumd 1w the writings of & poet endowed with extraordinary gentos - Mr
MMWMmMﬁOMMImSMMlMHM
Yo wtand before the recder s reality, her nature being wonderfully weil exhibited.
Mmmw&d with marvellous distinctaes, and give o e
m {nterest and vitality."—Punrto Oruriow, December 1674, 1668, -

" 4The syl I a0 forcible thas there ts little that woald render the play antt for
thp stage, were it'not for the great amount of smativensss which the paries have

quhemmqmdupmaot"—wmmommwmm

#Ths plotnre with which this burst coneludes, thongh too mush elaborated, l}
wndeniabia grandenr, We oould point out passsges which, In s dramatia polet
view, are yét finer, Thoss given to Mary Beaton—the only touchlng eharacter th
the play—often redsh the helght of traglo infensity. Noris it to be dispated
$has Mr. Bwinborne shows st times & keeo inslght fnto the subtleties of human
thokive, but his chief characters age ont of the pale of oar sympathy; besldes
being lnberently viclons, the langhage will offnd not only those wio have
reratence, but those who have taste.”—Aruaxaovx, December 38rd, 1885, ,
* A tragely—in which we think he best devolops his genius, Ouce before we
sald wa thought his genius essentially lyrio, but he himself has coavinoed us, not
of $he ooateary, bat of the co-existence n him of the dnmmouu)lymm —

AOovuJounu..Dumurlw, 1868,
"mpoem.ln&ot.hmonnynpuun,mddlthgudlngomncymdw
anly makes the ploture more revolting . . . Tbodnmﬂepm«ﬁumw
tblbmtyo!tbohsodymommdmy . His insight mtohidden b

mutives is marvellonsly indicated.  Altogetber, if the pom Alls
1ast be stiributed to the subject and the sathor's mind of 1, vet to kay ek of

. mmmpummwmwwm -Aml.m
' uuwmmwwmmwuwmamm«

NS

'Mym.m of s sty acp ek 44 happlly % 2ok

‘&m pare-minded, for the Hosntloamesm of many of the Wm

ofen:
;‘~;nwm . Wi oatmod’ doubt that lbe Hes sisnioos brésherio
(ﬁ e ¥ iy \‘,::;:7 ~31,‘{“"&-“ )
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sarugalons melody of hyfim.”—REsxa, December Lad, 1965,
4 Mr. Bwinharne Bas tten  tragedy, which not oely s one of the most
,remarkeble prodoctions of modern days, bat witoh- in originality of conceptica
and boldness of trestmend has never been sarpassed, The triumph which Mr.
Swhibarne has ackieved i ‘Chastelard’ is the mare noteworthy, sl oe the splendid
gifta of which its composition prociaims him the possessor are totally distint
homﬁhonvhichlu‘AwmnmCalydm'mdhlulfonwwﬂonm
modarn poste. hmwunp-odmﬂan.mﬁdllhnbumomﬂd
'memmmw,mmww«wtmmn
qﬁhchmo(verdnmhowhhh constitated it & work of scoompllahed and
_All but uprivalled beenty, thero was o forsshadawing of the drsoatio @re and
i waird and almost nuboly power which charasteize Its anocessor. . , .
mthhpdnt,wbmthclnhmthunlnn‘y reschad what appears o climax,
¢h situation s more. dramatio and more stirring than the one proceding i,
he okill with which—the passians being alresdy at white heat—the sction i
dghtened witbout untl-climax ls sbeclately wonderfal, , . . The lass. few
onds we give in their integrity ; no word of gurs can add aught to their terrible
1hos and dramatio force. With them, and withoat an added word, we shall
yolude our notles of this ot remarkable tragedy of modern tines.”~BuNDAY
158, Docember 3rd, 1965 * .
 Hare, in his new poemof‘Chutelnd,’hl(r.Algmon Bwinbarns writing
ench chansons of which Chastelard himself or Ronserd might have becn prowd,
0 good nro they that bymmanmimgmdtohommlqutsmm{
oeipts from the orlyinal French sathor, But thers is no doubt they are Mr,
winbarne's own composition. Here are two which are exqulsite In tasts, feeling,
o spirdt. "~ Monxine 814y, December 254, 1605, )
« Hore wi thery cocur pesages. Which we unbestiatiogly afirms are uok ear-
apned {2 the lsaguage. '—Livanrool Aunton, Jansary 644, 1908,
*Th-uﬂhtnwhkﬁlr.&ﬂnmm'mmddmwu&m
oaders who & work of art for its awn sake, and who eare ware for the
yovge of- {1y than for sny worth in whet i repevesated. ., .
Swioherm hea pro Apoes whish meny may dialike but which oooe
: maty: Jay_ down anresd bui whiob. fwr will'road once
daled 4 Wdviace tpon * Atalaota, fo it s something tatally
eppt 0345 (e of cuventional propeieties, sad ita independsnos




mém&u\mﬁ:mmwu'mwwm«%mm Hiy

peaticy to X ' * Boletions from Byron’ is anocher stance of the fact, too
. Mﬁmtt':?ﬁthmbnb‘idmﬂoo 'ﬂe’;ﬁa“wﬁhco!lnpeﬂormﬂkq

fhe mrlous phactics of Postry; and with this dogbls pawer, Mr. Swinbarne's
,‘Mmhmmmbpmobjntolmh‘inumztomyhouﬁmtomshtth

worth and welght of British literature in the intellsctaal sad moral history of
“‘aankind,"~ForemtewsLy Baviaw, dprid 154, 1606,

*“He Blls oat this bold outltas, and supplies mising lnks in the story, and
oparts life and form aud polour to the whole pletars, and reproduoes centempo.
tgnmoptmnlsumdmery,md.wlthdeoppmblngofhumm nature snd fing
play of Imagination, unvells the pathetlo tnsody.thlthnnoloncdepthiddmln
the dry and trite bistorio page, b reault o s masterplaos of Hierary art, whetol]
oontmplahdut»mapﬁmofohamtu.iduho!lonmd treatment
ontnudmdmavlngthma,mﬁuty.’ Jwartty of style, or lesscn to the
beart and mind.”—~[xn Avzix, Decombee 1864,

* The story is vaguely and ineffeotively presented, There is little to retere
Uie repalzive charsoter of the whold' tong of the play. It dwells

4 00 warmly upon somes whith are neither noble, edifying, nor deveat,*—

oorox Darny Avverriets, December 146, 1068, Co

“We‘hmbum-mho.dthommtomlmm oritlos, in saying that
Bwinburne Hghifully ranks with the few great posta of this and of othar e,
His prosent work i oz of the finest artistlo efforte which we bave evet charioed
{0 encounter. ” It bas more haman Interest than his ‘ Atalanta in Calydon, while
ith'eouhodlnﬁn’umeﬂswmmdnphndw (ﬂ.oﬁonmd'hrhhlydi;hfwlth
modious and sweelly magnificent songa, |, | |, thm‘trﬂtunllmo(hj

“ Wlglen, most tharoughly slsborated, 4nd spoat gurgeously o Wafj iho wkalf,
wide range of Britiah postry,"—Nxw Yorx Wiy Reviaw, Dewwlie 66, 1005,
~*The rustained and elastio sieangth of the feirth 84, 0 whiokr the berng agd

of Mary's will o | s dooth are drawm

oS, Teunori lor ber lovs, vindietivs Mikernems Dernley (gl
008 ‘ ;
Mm?amhh;um m& ’ room, ‘.ma:;:
mwm Heumcie in ks masery ' $he Qrow's i g
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POEMS Af.gND BALLADS
Br ALGERNON C. SWINBURNE.
Fosp. 8;o,pp. 850, oloth, 98, -

Jomy Caupax Horrar.

Selections from the VEBY NUMEBOUS

OPINIONS OF THE PRZS8
) (WMW).

Hndoftmegcninl.wohmuorlghthdﬂnltmd
by ridionle or invective; we must doal with 16 wisely, Justly, falrly. Boms of the
mwhkhhvabmmdduﬂumd(ﬂwwl)plmmnw'
beenmtonlymmdmtood- The volume, 8 & whols, is pelther profane no?
L Alittle more clothing in our uacertels olimale might pechaps have
pumdodvithadmm....'!‘omthh volame, for the first timé, 000~
awa,mwnsmmum.mmumm«m ’
fwanger of snether man's Jyre, bt satbentically & post.”—Faassa’s Magasors,
Nov. 1568,

P« Therejs snough In the volume to have mads the fortune of most members
o s eealt."—Tux BOOTRMAN,

-mmummem Iast pablished volume of Possos and
thmmubbwmmm...ouwmmm
mwmmmqm«ummumnwmmamm
Greok dranmatists, ; , . hsmﬁitwmubontthmbooh...
1, aat & book thos dealing with the destre of the fesh shoald have been denounoed

mumwmmmam Sodom's apple of Hke
mawmuummupwmmwmor
etitismN-ExaarEs. . .
'MMM,&N“MM of arh and romanes,
ﬁ!#ﬂmmw;mﬁumwhmmmw )
NWEM"v knhbllnndfﬁ..mmm‘
it , 3




 The orities semeto be agreed In seizing npon whié daseeves reprobe
without notleing what deserves respect, In this way he has besn either
blindly ox very unfiirly dealt with."—Pare Mirr Gaserrs,

*The theatre of Mr, Swinburne is co-extensive with this knowlsdge
perience, It will expand, and there is nio fesr of bis being denied an
‘erushed by & oritique. He Is more Mkely to realizs the boast of Nelsos,
finding himeslf unmentioned in the ‘ Gasetts,’ doclared s day would come wh;
should have one for himself, We are not in tha secret of his own defenoce,
reappearance, He may or may not withdraw poems which have been i
nated by designing criticism with a prurlency which was not their own.”—

“In every page of thees pooms we meet with evidences of the fire, the
and the loence of youth, Swinbarne is a genuine bard: he sneers at prop
ho never splits hairs; but gifes full vent to his love and hate—his contempt
scorn. He laoghs st what other people revers. He woald danoe in a cathedrs
Brizrie JovrwarL, {

#1t will be & sad day for English poetry when such volumes as this get
praised by the better oritics, yet the merit of »ome of the pleces—though b
means high—{s greater than of anything heretofore published by this
friend of Mr, Jones, Mr. Whistler, aud poor old Landor.” For ssle by N
¢ Noyes.—Bosrox CoMMoNwRALTN.

“This is & collection of miscellansous pleces of poetry, &o., by that y
promidng writer, Mr, Algernon Charles Swinburne, The work, originally
out by Moxon & Co., has been reprinted by Carleton of this cityina
saperior and tasteful styls, Of the poems themselves, they are written in
ardency of youth, bat many of the pieces breathe forth a love of freedom,
snd justios in strong but truly poetio language,’—Nxw Yorx Warommax,

“ This fs  famous book. The critios are not by any means unanimeus 1ol
of Bwinburne. Boms leud him for ‘outspoken honesty, carnes
postio insight, truth and beauty of expression,’ while others regard his
oven of doubtful morality. That he 1s & true poet, & mastar of nervous
- a4 very bold, no ooe pught to deny. Whothuhhpoetr]hmtodoﬂ
amother question, Tie ballad éommending
* If Jove wers what the ross Is,
And I were Hks the leaf,?

mmwmmm«mmuhmmumd
gmmnm~mmmu

wm;myhm:mmdww
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Ko wither of modera tisses Mps ectiod 00 much interept a8 Algerncn Charln
ibarne.  Althodgh o very man, he has exhibited 8 matarity of tntallech
hes almoet entirely the crities. The striking originality of his
bas astonished the workl, and pisced him unquestionably in

rank of English poets. A recent sdition of his poeras, entitled ¢ Lacs

vih,ddothnl’ommd * however, has subécted him to & more
bo ordaal than be has yet mef with, and has called forth from his own pea
which will be in the second edition of his new voluma,

{hare is & nuoso of strength in these poems, oatspoken honsty, & sturdy love
yodom, earnesiness, poetic Ingight, trath and besnty of expression, beyond
fing attained to by other of tha young poets of the day. In soms of the
As are the passions of youth fearlessly expressed, and stirring depths thas
t been stirred hitherto by no poet in his youth.”—Pairaparraia Aez.

meo&mﬁﬂammmnmmdmmm

ly denounced. The Mozons wers alarmed, and coples were called in as fast

saible. Fortunately one fell in our way, and we read it through, with the

t which the virtuous reviewers had fisshed upon the book. We found scarcely

deserving the eensares of the hyper-prodish press. Much was in the

. iy style in which Landor woald write about old Greek stories, much in the

and nervous stylo fn which any but an emssculated laureats would write

« it %ome of the middle age legends and romances, The poems seemed to be

y manly, vigorous—with none of the effaminacies of Moors, the profanities of

, ot the suggestive pruriencies of many modern novelista, We ecald ‘not

yoan - (xclatining, ‘Where's the harm?’ ¢ Why decry such poems ¥ They muay

the faalts of fulness, the errors of youth, the warmth of passion, but sre {n

worse than scores of the poems of hall & ceatary ago, and not half so bad

of the novels of to-day. However, the censors prevailed, and the voldme

thdrawn—only to be republished by Mr, J. Camden Hotten, who, s he

6 Mossrs, Mozon—does Dot sell Bhelley’s Works, bas undertaken’to give
volums {0 the world."—BraMirauax JounxaL, ‘

his poems are remarkable for their rhythmie beatty snd wondroos wealth
and axquisite imagery, Even when be has but little to say, his
of sying that lHitle is so mnsical, that the melody charms ue and lingers
Hke some sweet strain of muske.”~Nxw Havay Pavraorvn,
Qrgmyhﬂuwlm finds fitin his honsehold, shoald at onoe consign it to the
‘ ‘nu. Zor sale by Nowoemb ¢ Co,, Broodosy.”—AL3axy Jovaxas,
1 . .
col" It 0 dilBeult (0 lenigta what conld bave bewn the impalling motire of My,
barne i offecing this sellection of his writings to the publie. M ought to
botm mree thet 1 sould i no wiy enlanos his repalstion s & writer worthy
oo end tise, Nmummnﬂyh-ﬂ&dﬂbuw
ummuwm—uummwmm.u
fhor 80 A post: than ho new doms, lanmuwudxh.h-mmu
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-w--w'wmmmmumm;m
ward, _ This, it i troe, tlihrcyhh_toqh&mﬂehnﬂyw’io:’!
our warpriss, bat i is nons the less & matter of regres. Unfortanately he
muﬁlﬂnqmdwdwm.mmm
w4 of Lunguage and of poetio imagery, which sometimes invests his worst ve
with & obarm that half vells their vilensss,” Tor sale by Dovis ond |
“Letulwpoﬂmtboungdomonurthwhhhtbopoehhdptdvm
vhiehﬂrudymthownmtmolmhmuTmym,ngﬂ )
Bryant, Lowell, may not miss the beilliant and subtle power of Bwinburne's ‘
=BaoosLyy Uniox,

* Probably no post has brought to the simply sensnous delights of love, to
mbﬂouhﬁmbywhiohpud&ahk!ndhdlnhurtolmnmdwomn,by
the soul is subdued mmd disgraced and overwhelmed in intervals of fieros, un
lble}oy,tohnnuttcnblunsuhhfol}owing,mmofthem and allurem
and bold, unconcealed delineation of passion, than Mr, Swinbarne,
ocourse snd cold beedde him. Tom Moore Is & wayward, superficial ohatterer
pared to Bwinbarne, , , , . We have no sympathy with the critilsm w
denounoes Mr, Swinburne and his poetry as hopelessly bad.” — Baoo
Untor,

* 1t is time that such works shoald osase to bo palmed off on the publio n
the names of authors of good reputs, and with the imprint of respettable
lishers on thelr title-pages.” “In our review of ‘Chastelard® wo formed so
muﬂmoholhhnbmtyutodeomhlmmntter]yovmaﬂmstodyoung
Wisxxrerow TaLzarary,

* Tho' poesns are all stroogly characteristio, musioal, and gracefully vers
The fatal falt in the gyes of the English critios is the sensual tons of somse 01
posns, which they exaggerate besond reason and common sense,”—Haner

* 4 Tha book seems to be lfke Charles Reude's ‘Grifhth Gemnt’
Wit Whitean's * Loavis of * in & spirit of protest to what Resde
# prariant prodishness’ of the age.”—Wasaverox Bax,

H
}
(Trowslation,) !
*There Js po form of verse which Bwinburne doss 2ot handle with s
Many of 1is poscey ase the most lovely melodies In words, The English
.ﬁwwmmumamw-m.ma
0 e ‘hiﬂlmﬁu’mm.duﬂﬂaq
)

&:bﬁhmﬁﬂhﬂn overcome 1t, 4nd as 500w 48 posplbly
3 Junewye; 14 Pobruary, 1087  (Bariin) » o i
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NO’I‘ES ON ‘
“POEMS AND BALLADS.”

Br ALGERNON O. SWINBURNE.

8vo, 1a.

" JomN Caupax Horeew,

e OPINIONS OF THE PRESS.
. Bwinborne here spoaks for himself without persanality of any kind, but
hm«dumo(mwhkhthotmdleﬂuahuombmw
0 themselves, It is to be regretted that a young poet, from whom much
by rid hoped, should be thus forced into «xplanations that can only humiliate
nassagy Whom they were required.”~Exixauan,
been Y hve no space to dwall any further upon Mr, Bwinbarne's dofoots mad ex-
We9a. They are both very great and remarkable.”—Pite, Mars Gissers, -

writes ably sad eloquently, in pross worthy of tho pen which wrote tha
1 Atalanca’ and * Chastelard '—esrnest, graphis, musieal, Ho siserts with
N co that & poet ls not bound to write even for reviewers, that he bas
though wm,hhonw'wpleue,mdwhlhbeldmltlthsrl‘hl
s ,wmpldn.haonlydommdnhtthomndndorjodumtm
and true. He takes his quastioned poems, and shows from what potn{
ey wore writton, sod how they should be looked st—a point of view tha
cugh Brghish poet, trained in the and unshle to se why the

e Lig MSf) tn keemel, slosk in

i -~ {30 eowptitren of Sha stall of sty

i Mmumwmwp
ony AT g rlacpot up to la

”M“M o this, Mesars. Moxon acd Co. hisw
e Che part Chay hevé plapod fu refation to tha * Pone 8 Bullad,

e



memwoum mmmmwmw
koep * & milk-walk for the use of babes. *—Sunpay Gisxren.

“Wehwywofmmmwtrmmamm
writers, and willingly indorse his sentiments —* Literatars, to be worthy
must be' large, liberal, sinoere, and cannot be chaste if she b prodish,
Mwmmwws Wharorm'pmhmdﬁt
#ro interdicted, foul hintks and mu'elﬁonlmhuohodhtohdd .
Srote Apvarrmas.

“ Terrified by the clamonr of a literary cliqus, Mr, Bwinburne’s pab
withdrawn their name from the titie-page of his book. . . . We ailinot
&'tradesman for declining to carry on the sal of certain goods which may
to the taste of his best customers or supporters. . . . What we find
is that the publio are not aligwed to form sn opinion for thwmselves on the m
mﬁmﬁmofjmdhmhtodﬁtbeww.butnothbnmww it oon
to be chaff with unquenchable fire.”—Tas RzaDax.

*In Franos, as in Germany, such a misrepresentation as even ths for
Journals have given of Mr, Swinburne’s Poems woald have been imposaible,
. wuch abundanoce of imagination, such plethora of langusge, such su
passion, as thees volumes oontain, there is ample food for literary and p?
‘phioal eritielsm, without resorting to the methods that strove to crush Leigh

Haslits, and Bhellaydeuu,thntﬁmndproﬂlswyln Rimini’ and blas
in ¢ Adonals.’ *—Exsminus,

"Uldor She titlo of *Notes on Poem- and Reviews’ Mr. Algernon C}
Bwinbarns has just published, with Mr, Hotten, of Picoadilly, what he appal
designs to be a crushing reply to the whole body of his critics, and & trllml
vindioationrof his own poetie reputation, We, the Sux, however, §
thus sndertaken with so much audacity, was in itseif too flagrantly oq.tnﬁ
prove otherwise than an inevitable fasco.’*—Twn Bux.

'Thlthllmlu hdrmﬂo—ﬂndydrmﬂo—wahmhkmthelfhaﬁy
serve on other cocasions; it is eertain, tos, that whatever this dramatio
writes, Is dramatioally written ; and it is past all dispate, that what a man
& (il way 1 nok to be uhn"th- assertion of t suthor's own
Sith.! *—Pats Mary Guaxzrrn,

. 'Swhbumo-—ﬂhﬂym—hﬂmﬂadto nothlpoem.Mln .
pamphlet, entitled ‘Notes on Poems and ' Hetakes up his
by one, talls why he wrote them and what be meant, défsnds himeslf
charge of vulgarity, and cites olmsioal anihority withowt stint. Mr.
mummmumwumm-wm

mcrm




of English scolety, and the littlences Boghsh kioks over thy
bo-huuohdnh}n!‘m ratber than misrepressuiation.”—~8vuna1

[joet quoiad] passsges covtein Nr. Swiaburne’s aewer to s detractors
dmwuhummuuwmmw
Mwwmmwdmhum*-hm
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NEW WORK BY MR. SWINBUENE.

—r

E3SAYS ON THE LIEE AND WORKS

or -
WILLIAM BLAKE,
" POET AND ARTIST. -
- Wilibe dhortly publisked, in 870,
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To mt dﬁmr Ho'rru. g
’ - i . g R
\mm-mdmm jpu‘ ano‘rpopum’bmh%
astendb that Homer was & ] g o flatterer, thitHe
"pwud,w'rmmumndmp g xhanlndlnramolwhm
uumnotrworﬁctmomodm ve_ been Boufu h;homnhn
ncun:tpomymdpootl"‘ Rl “,«u,
# ¥or s oritictem friendly by thewthorfreelyudmlﬁ,uwelld

foroe of sincere critical admiration, ilﬁlmyo{l{rmﬂlonl[rm
reoent yolume is » very candid one, and also one of true critical insigid. <1
the whole the oriticlein of this esay Is true critiolsm and good crificig, 1
mtaadeq;malyuuﬁmmwmo of Mr. Swinbnme’l
'‘Br¥ofiTon. al

e

Suktle aritictnn,’ gracetully and’ tmpeminmm@"}
M.Hum"xswmw.; o

by one, teIJs

chargo of vnlg-nri
declares he has nevw






