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wo nama.4, Phiiip and Calais; open lils,-
Sa that lie havo on,-
You wiil flid Philip only, policy, policy,-
Ay, ivorsa than that-not oe hour truc te me i
Foui nîaggots crawiling in a tcsto6r'd vice!
Adultorous to the very heurt of HelI.
Hast thon a knifo?

ALICE.
Ay, Madam, but o' God's marcy-

MARY.
Fool, think'st thon 1 would parIl my oiwn seul
By slaugbiter of tha boJiy? I ceuid nlot, girl,
Not tis Nyay-callous Nvith a constant %tripe,
Unwoundabio. Thy knifo ! ....

This Phiiip shiah nlot
Stara in upon me ln iny liaggardness;
Old, misarablo, diseased,
Incapable of chidren. Come thou dovn.

CIuts euit the Portrait cf Philip frouaè the
wall antt throzbs it deum.]

Lie thora. (IVail.) 0 0ed, I have Icilled My
* Philip.

No,
3iadam, yeu have but cut tha canvas eut;
Wo Cali replace it.

MARY.
AiU is wolt thon ; test-

I wiii te rest ; ha said. I mnust hava rest.
rclries of «IELIZABETH " fin thce 8trect.]

A cry! WVbat'sthat? Elizabeth ? revoit?
A hev 'Northumberland, another WVyatt?
l'Il flght it on the thresluuld ot thb grava,

LADY CLARE\CE.
Madam, yaur royal siziter cames ta sea you.

MARY.
1 wiii net sea lier.
Who knows if Boleyn's daughiter be my sistor?
I wvill sea nana axcapt tho priast. Your armn.

[Ta LADY CLARcIcCE.
0 Saint ef Aragon, witli that sîveet worn smiie,
Amaug thy patient wrlnk-les-Help me hance.t

[The Priestps.

Enter ELIZABETUT.
-ELizABETHi.

The Quaen is dead. CCL
Thon liera sha stands! my homage.

ELizABsTu.
Peaca ls witl thea dead.

Har lite was wintar, fer ber sprîng %vas nipt;
And sha ovad much: prayQed sha ha orgievn.

LoRDs.
God save Elizabeth, the Quean et England!

BAOENIIALL.
Qed Save the Crown; the Papacy Is ne more.

ACCaAaîATxeuc.
Qed savo the Quaan. [Curtain falls.

We have said that there are comn-
paratively few lines that fix them-
selves in the memory like the barbed
phrases, of Shakespeare. But there
are some such : as where the Lady
Magdalen Dacres says of the coarse
and profligate Philip :

"It is the 1ev mani thinco the woman 1ev :

and where the prince-,s Elizabet!À
replies te young Courtenay,
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"'My Lord, tha hatrcd et anotlier te us
Is ne trua bond et friendsliip."

Apelogizing te her jailer for hier-
cemplaints of the closeness of he.
prison she exclaims:.

"«It is the heat and aiarroiîness et tha cage
That niakes the captiva tcsty ; with fi-ce îaung-
Thce terlcf secre alf ane .A rby.»

See aise Thirlby's characterization
of Cranmer, and Cranmer's of B onner,.
prcviously quoted. Ho d's account
of the prison sufferingws of the mnar-
tyrs is tee horrible te quete in full :

««Fod vith rank bread tluat craîvled upon the
tangua,

And putrid %vater, every drap a vormi-
Untii, they died ot rotted linîibs, and thon
Made aven the carrion-nosing mongrol vomit
With haste and herror."

The supple sycophancy of theý
Spanish ambassador is phetographed
in the single line of his reply to
Philip's brutal comment on the wan-
ing beauty and " doubly aged» ap-
pearance of his Queen:
"«Sire, if your Grace bath niark'd it, se have I."1

Philip tersely indicates Elizabeth's
fondness of flattery in the line,
««She is noene ot thoe that loathe the hanay-

comb."

To a wvaiting wonian Nvho said,"1 It
was neyer merry world in England
since the Bible came ameng us,"
Ceci with the wise prescience of a
Protes tant statesnian, replies:

"«It naxer seUll ha merry worid, lu Englai.d,
Till alt men have their Bibles, rich and poor."

The metonomy and metaphor in
the following desçlaiing utterance of'
the unhappy Mary are worthy of*
Shakespeare's self.-

"Clarenca, thay hata me; aven whla i speak
Thora- lurkls a silent dag-ger, listernng
In seulo dark cioset, semae long galary, drawn,
And paitiwj for. my bliod as 1 go by."1

Sofe-ôf the sim iles -are admirable
as the follewing of the Church andl
its shadow, which is almost an alleg-
ory in brief. Pole is pleading for-
toleration:


