Bess’ Monologue

Oh my hands, they ache from their rough treatment and all their flogging. The hard metal musket is pressing deep into them. However, if I could just silently twist and wriggle my pained hands, if I could just loosen the ropes, if they weren’t so tight, then I might just be able to free them! Oh it’s no use; the thick knots (which surround my wrists) are too tight…they will never be freed. 

Right, one last effort, come on Bess! That wretched rope is scraping viciously against me. My hands are drenched- is that blood or sweat? I am losing feeling. Yes! That’s it! I’ve got it- my finger has found the trigger! That’s all I need, I won’t dare reach for any more. Yuck I can still smell their stale ale scented breath which fills the room, while they sit guarding all the casements, waiting to capture my beloved.  Some of them are still staring at me sniggering; others are patiently waiting. I will not risk them hearing my movements; I have what I need!

What was that? Is that a horse? Is that my lovely highwayman? Yes it is, oh please stay away, don’t come any closer because it’s not safe. They will hear you soon!  Oh no, he is coming nearer, and nearer- back you go you fool! Do you not see the danger? my pale face warning you? the red coats at every casement? I can’t let him come; he will be killed. I must warn him to stay away for it is too dangerous. Here goes, one deep breath and it will be all over...

BANG!

