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SECOND PART
O. F

King HENRY VI.

ACT 1. SCENE L
‘Ihw}:ﬁd CE. -
trumpets Ent Henry,
D-': ;-fi.umphry,’ b ?a‘nmk :’nd gr&n%
the one fide, ‘Ibt!'{mr, Suﬂ'olk, Yotk, Somerfet, nd
Buckingham on ¢be otber,

Sft S by your high imperial Majefty
had in charge at myy depart for France,
i A: procurator to your Excellence,

TomuyPtmeanrgmfo:!wr

Somtheﬁmmumaentuty ‘I’om,
Tn prefence of the Kings of France and Sicil,
‘The Dukes of Orleans; Bretagne, Alanfon,
' ‘This and the third part were firft written under the Title of
mcfbtwk n:hl.tncaﬂer : printed in 1600 ; but face
Qn&e Halls é’w fol, 66, 7:r 3:3 Init, Seven




6 " The Second Pm“t of

Seven Earls, twelve Barons, twenty reverend Bifhops, . |
X have perform’d my tatk, and was efpous’d: .
And humbly now ’:))on my bended knee,
In fight of England and her lordly Peets, .
Deliver up my,ditle in the Queen -
: [ Prefenting the Queen to ibe King,
‘To your moft gracious hand, that are the fubftafice :
Of that great thadow I did reprefent :
The happieft gift that ever Marquifs gave,
The faireft Queen that ever King receiy’d. . \
K. Henry. Suffolk, arife. Welcome, Queen Margaret
1 can exprefs no kinder fign of love
‘Than this kind kifs, O Lord, that lend'ft me life,
Lend me a heart repleat with thankfulnefs :
For thou haft giv'n me, in this beauteous face,
A world of earthly bleffings to* my foul,
If fympathy of love unite our thoughts,
Q. Mar. Great King of England, and my gracious Lord,
‘The mutual conf’rence that my mind hath had,
By day, by night, waking, and in my dreams,
In courtly company, or at my beads,
‘With you mine alder-liefeft Sovereign
Makes me the bolder to falute my King .
‘With ruder terms ; fuch as my wit affords,
And over-joy of heart doth minifter. hee in § '
K. Henry. Her fight did ravifh, but her grace in fpeech,
Her wormdad with wifdom’s majefty,
Make me from wondring fall to weeping joys,
Such is the fulnefs of my heart’s content,
Lords, with one cheerful voice welcome my love.
Al kneel. I?ng live Queen Murg'ret, England’s hap-
pinefs !
Q. Mar, We thank you all. [ Flouripp,
Suf. My Lord Protetor, . fo it pleafe your Grace,
Here are the articles of contrated peace,
Between our Sovereign and the French King Charles,
For eighteen months concluded by confent.
Glou. reads.] Imprimis, it is agreed betwween the French
gug Charles, and William de la Pole, Marguifs of Suf-
y Awbaffader for Henry King of England, that the faid
Heary
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King HBNRY VI

Lady Margaret, daugbter unte
Reagmef, Iéug :ples, Sicilia, and Jerufalem, and
eown ber Queen of England, ere the thirtieth of May next
a
\t;zn, That the Dutchy of Anjou, and the County of
Wine, fball be releafed and delivered to the King ber fatber.
[Lets fa. ¥4 paper.
K. Henry. Uncle, how now ?
Ghu, Pardon me, gracious Lord,
Some fodden qualm hath firuck/me to the heart
And dimm’d mine eyes, that I can read no funher.
K. Henry. Uncle of Winchefler, 1pray, readon. .
.. Car. Item, That the Dutchies of Anjou and Maine fball
be releafed and delivered to the King ber fatber, and foe fent «
wver of the King of England’s own preper coft and charges,
without M’ﬁ‘
K. Henry. They pleafe' uswell. Lord Marquifs, kneel '
you down ;
We here create thee “the firkt Duke of Suffolt,
And gird thee with the fword, Coufin of Yerk,
We here difcharge your Grace from being Regent
I'th” pasts of France, till term of cighteen months
Be full expir’d. Thanks, uncle Winchefler,
Glo’fler, York, Bnthngbm and Semerfet,
Salifbury and Warwick,
We thank you all for this great favour done,
In entertainment to my princely Queen.
Come, let us in, and with all fpeed provide
To fee her coronation be perform’d.
[ Exeunt King, RQueen, and Suffolk,
SCENE IL Manent the reff.
Glan. Brave Peers of England, pillars of ‘the flate,
To you Duke Humpbry muft unload his grief,
Your grief, the common grief of all the land.
What ! did my brother Henry fpend his youth,
His valour, coin, and peaple in the wars?
Did he fo often lodge in open field,
In winter’s cold, and fummer’s parchmg heat,

To conquer £ Fance, his true inheritance ? And

" ~ e
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And did ‘my brother Bedford toil lils wits
To keep by policy what Henry got?
Have you your felves, Somerfet, Buckingbam,

- Brave York, and Salifbury, victorious Warevick,
Receiv'd deep fcars in France and den?f
Or hath mine uncle Beaufort, and my felf,
‘With all the learned council of the realm,
Studied fo long, fat in the council-houfe,
Early and late, debating to and fro, .
How France and Frenchmep might be kept in awe !
And was his Highnefs in his infanc
Crowned in Paris, indefpight of foes?

And fhall thefe labburs and thefe honours die ?
Shall Henry's conqueft, Bedford’s vigilance,
Your deeds of war, and all our counfel die ?
O Peers of England, thameful is this league,
Fatal this marmage, cancelling your fame,
Blotting your names from books of memory,
Rafing the charaters of your y
Defacing monuments of conquer'd Frasce,
Undoing all, as all had never'been,
Car. Nephew, what means this paffionste difcoutfe 2
This peroration with fuch circumftances ?
For France, *tis ours; and we will keep it @ilt,
. Glon, Ay, uncle, we will keep it if we can;
But now it is impoffible we fhould.
-Suffolk, the new-made Duke that rules the roaft,
Hath giv’n the Dutchy of Anjou and Maine
Unto the poor King Reignier, whofe large flyle
Agrees not with the leannefs of his purfe.
Sal, Now by the death of him who died for ali,
Thefe counties were the keys of Normandy:
But wherefore weeps Warwick, my valiant fon ?
War. For grief that they are paft recovery.
For were there hope to conquer them again,
My fword fhould fhed hot blood, mine eyes no tears,
Anjou and Maine ! my felf did win them both:
‘Thofe provinces thefe arms of mine did conquer. ~
And are the cities that I got with wounds,

" Deliversd
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Delivered up again with peaceful words? # ?
York. Frazce thould have torn and reat my very heart,
Before I would have yiclded to this leagve.
1 never read but England’s Kings have had
Large fums of gold, and dowrigs with their wives ;
And our King Henry gives away his own,
To match with her thay brings no vantages.
Glou. A proper jeft, and never heard before,
That Suffolk fhould demand a whole fifteenth,
For coft and charges in tranfporting Her ¢
She fhould have ftaid in France, and flarv’d in France,
Car. My Lord of Glo'fler, now ye grow too hot:
. It was the pleafurg of my Lord the King,
Glox. My Lord of Winchefler, I know your mind,
*Tis not my fpeeches that you do miflike,
But ’tis my prefence that-doth trouble you,
Rancour will out, proud Prelate ; in thy face
Ifee thy fury: if I longer flay,
‘We fhall begin our ancient bickerings.
Lordings, . farewel, and fay when I am gone,
1 prophefy’d, France will be loft ere long. (Exit.
Car, So, there goes our ProteCtor in a rage :
*Tis known to you he is mine enemy 3
Nay more, an enemy unto you all, .
And no great friend, I fear me, to the King,
Confider, Lords, he isthtl:;ex; of blood,
And heir apparent to wglift crown.
Had got an empire by lizisj::atﬁage,
And all wealthy kingdoms of the weft,
There’s reafon he fhould be difpleas’d at it.
Look to it, Lords, let not his {fmoothing words -
Bewitch your hearts, be wife and cixcumipeét,
‘What though the common le favour him,
Calling him Humpbry, the Dutke of Glo'fter,
Clapping their hands and crying with loud vaice,
* ;-r; I;o: Su;u‘-}l:o;)dnﬁ, may he be fuffocate,
That dims the honour of this warlike ifle:
Fraunce thould, e, ’ Tl
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Jefu maintain yowr Royal Excsllence,
With, God preferve the good Duke Homphry ?
I fear me, Lords, for all this flattering glofs,.
He will be found a dangerous ProtetXor,
Buck., Why fhould he then prote& our Sovereigw,
He being of zge to govern of himfelf ? -
Coufin of Somerfet, join you with me,
And all together with the Duke of Suffolk, '
We'll quickly hoife Duke Hympbry from his feat.
Car, This weighty bufinefs will not,brook delay,

Il to the Duke of Suffolk/préiéntly. . B,

Som. Coufin of Buckingbam, though Humpbry's pride
And greatnefs of hig place be é'ief to us, .

Yet let us watch the haughty Cardisal 3 T
His infélehce is more intolerable :

‘Than all the Princes in the land befide 2 . -

I Glo’fler be difplac’d, he’ll be Protector.
Buck. Qr Semerfet or I will be Proteétor,

Defpight Duke Humpbry, or the Cardinal. : .

[ Exeunt Buckingham and Somwzfee,

Sal, Pride went before, Ambition follows him,

‘While thefe do labour for their own preferment,

Behoves it us to labour for the realm.

1 never faw but Humpbry Duke of Glo'fer

Did bear him like a noble gentleman s

Oft have I feen the haugbty Cardinal

More like a foldier than 2 man o’th’ charch,

As ftout and proud as he were lord of all, -

Swear like a ruffian, and demean himfelé

Unlike the ruler of a common-weal.

Warevick my fon, the comfort of my age!

Thy deeds, thy plainnefs, and thy houke-keeping,

Have won the greateft favour of; the Commons,,

Excepting none but good Duke Humpbry. :

And brother York, thy a&s in Jreland,

In bringing them to civil difcipline ;

‘Thy late exploits done in the heart of France,

‘When thou wert Regent for our Sovereign ;

Have made thee fear’d and honour’d of the people.,
Join we together for the publick good,

P )
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1o what we can to bridle and fupprefs

*Tbe pride of Seffolt, end the Cardinal,

With Somer[er’s and Buckinghbam's ambition ;

A as ve gooy, cherith Duke Humpbry's deeds,

. Wil they dp tend the profit of the land.
i Wa. So God help Warwick, as he loves the land -
Avi ommon ‘groﬁy of his country !

Tk, And fo fays York, for he bath greateft caufe.

S, Then let’s make hafte, and look unto the main.®
: ([ Excunt Warwick and Salifbury,

X S CEN E IIL\\ Banet York,

L Tork, Anjoy sud Maine are given to the Freuch,
Parisis Joft, the fate of Norsandy
Stands on a tickle pojat,, now they-are gone:

| Sufflk concloded on the articles,

The Peers agreed, and Henry was well pleas’d
To change two Dukedoms for a Duke’s fair daughter,
' 1cnnot blsme them all, what is’t to them ?
‘T thine they give away, and not their own. .
Pinates may make cheap penn’worths of their pillage,
And purchafe friends and give to.courtezans,
Siill revelling like Lords *till all be gone :
While as the filly owner of the goods
Wetps over them, and wrings his haples hands,
. Aud thakes his head, and trembling fands aloof,
‘While 2]l i3 fhar’d, and all is born away ;
Ready to ftarve, and dares pot touch his own.
50 York mouft fit, and fret, and bite his tongue;

- While his own lands are bargain’d for, and fold. ;
Methinks the realme of England, France, and Ireland,
Bear that proportion to my fleth and blood,

As did the fagal brand Altbea burnt,
~ Unto the Prince’s beart ‘of Calydon, -
R JAsjox and Maine both given unto the French!.
Cold news for me: for I had hope of France, .
# ... gnta the main, e
War. Umte the main? Oh fither, Aline is loft,
That Maine, which by main force Warwick did win,
And would flave kept, fo long as breath did laft :

- Main-chance, father, you meant, but 1 meant Main-,
v Which I will win from France, o5 cifc be flamn,

]

Ev'a.
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Ev'n as I have of fertile England’s foil. -
A day will come when York fhall claim his own,
And therefore I will take the Nevills® parts,
And make a thew of love to proud Duke Hampbry ;
And when I {py advantage, claim the crown
For that’s the golden mark I feek to hit.
Nor thall proud Lancafier ufurp my right,
Nor hold the fcepter in his childith fitt,
Nor wear the diadem upon his head,
Whofe church-like humour fits not. for a crown,
‘Then, York, be flill a while, "till time'do ferves
‘Watch thou, and wake when others be afleep,
‘To pry into the fecrets of the State ;
*Till Henry furfeit in the joys of love,
With his new bride and England’s dear-bought Queen,
And Humpbry with the Peers be fall’n at jars.
‘Then will I raife aloft the milk-white rofe,
‘With whofe fweet fmell the air fhall be perfum’d;
And in my ftandard bear the arms of York,
To grapple with the houfe of Lancafler;
And force perforce I'll make him yield the crown,
Whofe bookith rule hath pull’d fair England down,
[Exit York,
SCENE IV. Tbe Duke of Gloucefter's boufe,
Enter Duke Humphry, and bis Wife Eleanor.
Elean, Why droops my Lord, like over-ripen’d com
Hanging the head with Geres® plenteous load ?
Why doth the great Duke Humpbry knit his brows,
As ning at the favours of the world ?
‘Why are thine eyes fixt to the fullen earth,
Gating at that which feems to dim thy fight ?
‘What feeft thou there ? King Henry's diadem,
Inchas’d with all the honours of the world ?
If fo, gaze on, and grovel on thy face,
Until thy head be circled with the fame.
Put forth thy hand, reach at the glorious gold
‘What, ist too fhort # I'll lengthen it with mine,
And having both together heav'd it up,
‘We'll both together lift our heads to heaven
And never more abafe our fighs fo low,
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As to vouchfafe one glance unto the ground,
Glou, O Nell, fweet Nell, if thou doft love thy Lord,
Banith the canker of ambitiops thoughts :
* And may that thought, when I imagine ill
Aginft my King and nephew virtuous Henry,
- Bemy laft breathing'in this mortal world !
My troublons dreams this night do make me fad,
Elean. What dream’d my Lord ? tell me, and Ill requite it
With fweet rehearfal of my morning’s dream.
Glow, Methought this faff, mine office-badge|in-Court,
Was broke in twain ; by whom, I have forgot 5
Bat, as I think, it was by th® Cardinal
And on the pieces of the broken wand
Were plac’d the Leads of Edménd Duke of Somerfut,
And William de la Pole firft Duke of Suffoik,
This was the dream ; what it doth bade, God kinows,
Elan, Tut, this was nothing but an argument
That he that breaks a ftick of Glo’fler’s grove,
Shall lofe his head for his prefomption.
- But lift to me, my Humpbry, my {weet Dukes
Methought 1 fat in feat of Majefly,
In the cathedral church of #Weffminfler,
And in that chair where Kings and Queens are crown'd §
‘Where Henry and Margaret kneel’d to me, :
And on mygud did fet the diadem.
Glox, Nay, Eleansr, then moft I chide outright 3
Prefumptoous dame, ill-natur’d Eleancr,
Art thou not fecond waman in the rezlm,
And the Prote@or’s wife, bzlov’d of him ?
Haft théu not worklly pleafure at command,
. Above the reach or compafs of thy thought ?
And wilt thou ftil be hammering treachery,
To tamble down thy hufband and thy felf
From top of honout to difgrace’s feet ?
Away from me, and let me hear no more ! .
. Elean. What, what, my Lord, are you {0 cholerick
With Eleanor, for telling but her dream ?
Next time '}l keep my dreams unto my felf,
And not be check’d,
Vor, VI, : B Glou.
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Glon, Nay, be nofE angry, Iam pless’d again,

nter Meffenger, .
/. My Lord Protedor, "tis his Highnels' pleaure,
You do prepare to ride unto St. Abans, .
‘Whereas the King and Queen do mean to hawk.

Glou, 1 go: come, Nell, thou too wilt ride with us?

[ Zxit Gloucefier,

. Elean, Yes, my good Lord, I'll follow prefently.
Follow I muft, I cannot go before,
‘While Glo’fler bears this bafe and humble mind;
Were I a man, a Duke, and next of blood,

" 1 would remove thefe tedios fumbling-blocks,

And fmooth my way upon their headlefs necks ¢
And being a woman, J will not be flack
‘To play my part in fortune’s pageant,
‘Whete are you there ? Sir Jobr | nay, feer not, man,
‘We are ajone, here’s none but thee and L :
Enter Hume,
Hume, efus preferve your Royal Majefty |
Elean, What fay’ft thou ? Majefty? I am but Grace.
Hume. But by the grace of God, snd' Hume's advice,
Your Grace’s title fhall be multiply’d,
Elkean. Wha%d;ﬁ tl;‘ou , man ? Mtchm m yet conferr’d
With Margery 7 the cunning witch,
And Roger Bolingbrook the conjurer?
And will they undertake to do me good ?
Hume. This they have promifed, to fhew your Highnefa
A Spirit rais’d from depth of under ground,
‘That thall make anfwer to fuch queftions
As by your Grace fhall be propounded him.
Elean, 1t is enough, I'll think upon the queftions s
‘When from St. Albazs we do make return,
‘We’ll fee thofe things effected to the full.
Here, Hume, take this reward, make merry, man,
‘With thy confederates in this weighty caufe. [ Exi¢ Eleanor,
Hume. Hume muft make merry with the efs’ gold 5
Marry and fhall; but how now, Sir Jobs Hume ?
Seal up your lips, and give no words, but mum !
The bufinefs afketh filent fecrecy. 4
Darae Ekanor gives gold to.bring the witchs . ’
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Gold cannot come amifs, were fhe a devil,
" Yet have I gold flics from another coaft :
. Xdare not fay from the rich Cardinal,
i And from the great and new-made Duke of Suffelk ;
YetI do find it fo: formbeghin,
They (kenowing Eleanor’s afpiring humour)
Have hired me to undermine the Dutchefs,
And buz thefe conjukr:taivons in her brain, .
, acrafty e does need no broker 3
Yot Suffsltis and the Cardinal’s broket; |
Hume, if you take not heed, you fhall go near -
To call them both a pair of crafty knaves.
Well, fo it ftands; and thus I fear at laft,
Hume’s knavery will be the Dutchefs’ wreck,
And her attainture will be Hympbry’s fall ;
*  Sort how it will, Ifhall have gold for all. [ Bxit.
SCENE V., Tbe Palae,
Enter three or four Petitioners, the Armorer’s man being one,
1 Pet, My mafters, let’s ftand clofe ; my Lord Proteétor
will come this way by and by, and then we may deliver our
fupplications in quill,
2 Pet. Marry, the Lord protet him, for he's a good
man, Fefk blefs him ! - .
Enter Suffolk and Queen.
T Pet, Here 2’ comes methinks, and the Queen with
him : I’ll be the firft fure.
2 Pet. Come back, fool, this is the Duke of Sufelk,
and not my Lord Prote@or,
&If’: How now, fellow, would’ft any thing :ith gre ?
1 Pet, Ipray, my Lord, pardon me; I took ye
i %we%. riu R:ad 1A -
Mar. To Proteftor # ing.] Are your
It:‘pféx’catim to?is Lordthip ? let m[e fee them ; what is
ine ? S .
1 Pet. Mine i, an’t pleafe your Grace, againft Jobs
Goodman, my Lord Cardinal’s man, for keeping my. houfe
and lands, and wife, and all from me.
Suf. Thy wife too ? that’s fome wrong indeed. What’s
yours ? what's here ? [Reads.] Againft the Duke of ﬁs)ulkf.
B2 »

[
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folk, for inclefing the Commons of Melford. How now, Sir

Knave ? .
2 Pet, Alas, Sir, I am but a poor petitioner of our
whol;’ townﬂlip.ﬂ g
et, Again mafier, Thomas Horner, aying ;
bl i Dot of York wat vightfud beir to the o e
Q. Mar. What! did the Duke of York fay he was right-
ful heir to the crown?
3 Pet, That my miftrefs was ? no, forfooth ; my ma-
fler f2id that he was ; and that the King was an ufurper.
Suf. Who is there ? —44/Takee' thig fellow iri, (and) fend
for his mafter with a purfuivant, prefeatly; we’ll hear
mare of your matter before the King. [Exit Servant.
Q. Mar, And 3s for you that love to be protefted
Under the wings of our Proteétor’s grace,
your fuits anew, and fue to him. '
) [Tears the fupplications,
Away, bafe cullions : Suffolk, letthem go. = -
All. Come, let’s be gone. [ Exeant,
Q. Mar. My Lord of Suffolk, fay, is this the guife ?
Is this the fathion in the Court of England # -
Is this the government of Britain’s Ifle ?
And this the royalty of Albions King ?
‘What, fhall King Henry be a pupil flill,
Under the furly Glo’fler’s governance 2
Am Ia Queenin title and in fiyle,
And muft be made a fubje& to a Duke ?
X tell thee, Pole, when in the city Tours
‘Thou ran’fta tlt in honour of my love,
And flol’ft away the ladies hearts of France ;
1 thought King Henry had refembled thee
In courage, courtthip, and proportion :
But all his mind is bent to holinefs,
‘To number Ave Maries on his beads ;
His champions are the prophets and apoftles,
His weapons holy faws of facred writ,
His ftudy is his tilt-yard, and his loves
Are brazen images of canoniz’d faints.
I would the college of the Cardinals
‘Would chufe him Pope, and carry bim to Rome, Aol
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And fet the triple crown ypon his head !
That were a flate fit for his holinefs.

Suf. Madam, be patient ;, as I was the caufe
Your Highnefs came to England, fo will 1
In Ewgland work your Grace’s full content,

Q. Mar, Befide the proud ProteQor, have we Beaufort
Th® irnperious churchiman ; Somerfer, Buckingbam,
And grumbling York ; and not the leaft of ﬂxﬁ
Bat can do more in England than the King.

Suf. And he of thefe that/can/d6/moft of all)
Cannot do more in England than the Newills ;
Salift’ry and Warwick ate no fimple Peers,

. Mar, Not all thefe Lords do vex me half fo much,

As that proud dame, the Lord Prote®or’s wife :
She fweeps it through the Court with troops of Ladies f- .
More like an Emprefs than Duke Humpbry’s wife. ~ *
Strangers in Court do take her for the Queen ;
She bears a Duke’s revenues on her back,
And in her heart fhe fcorns our poverty,
Shall I not live to be aveng’d on her ?
Contemptuous bafe-born callat as fhe is,
She vaunted *mong# Mrer.minions t'other day,
The very train of her worft wearing gown
‘Was better worth than all my father’s lands,
*Till Suffolk gave two Dukedoms for his Daughter.

Suf. Madam, my felf have lim’d a buth for her,
And plac’d a quire of fuch enticing,birds,
That the will light to liften to their lays
And never mount to trouble you again.
So let her reft ; and, Madam, lift to me,
For I am bold to counfel you in this ; -
Although wefancy not the Cardinal,
Yet muft we join with him and with the Lords,
*Till we have brought Duke Humpbry in difgrace, *
As for the Duke of York, this late complaint
Will make but little for his benefit.
So one by one we'll weed them all at laft,
And you your f¢if fhall ftecr the happy helm.

B3 SCENE
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SCENE VI )

To them enter King Henry, Duke Humphry, Cardinal, Buc—
kingham, York, Somerfet, Salifbury, Warwick, and’
the Dutcbefs.

K. Fenry, For my part, noble Lotds, I care not which,

Or Somerfet, or York, all’s one to me.

Tork, If York have ill demean’d himfelf in France,

Then let him be deny’d the Regentfhip.

Som. 1f Somerfet be unworthy of the place,

Let York be, Regent, I will,yield to hims
War. Whether your Grace be worthy, yea otmo,

Difpute not that ; York is the worthier.

Car. Ambitious Warwick, let thy betters fpeak,

War, The Cardinal’s not my, better in the field. .
Buck. All in this prefence are thy betters, Warwick.
War. Waraick may live to be the beft of all.

Sal. Peace, fon ; and thew fome reafon, Buckingbem,

‘Why Somerfet fhould be preferr’d in this.

. Q. Mar. Becaufe the King fosfooth will have it fo.
Glou, Madam, the King is old enough himfelf

‘To give his cenfure : thefe are no woman’s matters.

Q. Mar. If he be old enough, what needs your Grace

To be Protetor of his Excellence ?

Glou. Madam, .I am Prote@or of the Realm,

And athis pleafure will refign my place.

Suf. Refign it then, and leave thine infolence.

Since thou wert King, (as who is King but thou ?)

‘The common-wealth hath daily run to wreck.

The Dauphin hath prevail’d beyond the feas,

And all the Peers and Nobles of the Realm

Have been as bond-men to thy fov°reignty.

Car. The Commons haft thou rack’d, the Clergy’s bags

Are lank apd lean with thy extortions.

Som. Thy fumptuous buildings, and thy wife’s attise,

Have coft a mafs of publick treafury.

Buck. Thy cruelty in execution

Upon offenders hath excecded law,

And left thee to the mercy of the law.

. Mar. Thy fale of cttices and towns in France,

I5 they were known, as the fulpect is great,

. 2 Would
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Would make thge quickly hop without thy head.
[Exit Glou,
Give me my fan ; what, minion ? can ye not ?
[ She gives the Dutchefs & box on the sar,
19 you mercy, Madam ; was it you ?
Lean. Was’t1? yea, I it was, proud French-sooman ;
Gid I come near your beauty with my nails,
If lift my ten commandments in your face,
K Henry. Sweetaunt, be quiet ; *twas againft her will,
Elkan. Againft her will, good King ? lock to't in time,
Se’ll hamper thee and dandle thee like a baby :
Though in this place moft Mafter wears no breeches,
© Shefhall not firike dame Eleanor unrevenged. [ Exit Eleanor,
| Back, Lord Cardinal, I'll follow Eleanor,
r Aud liften after Humpbry, how he praceeds 3

Sbe’s tickled now, her fume can need no fpurs,
. Se'l gallop faft enough to her deftruction.
|  Exit Buckingham,
SCE NE VIL Re-enter Duke Humphry,
. Ghm. Now, Lords, my choler being over-blown
' With walking once about the Qnidmngje,
. Tcome to talk of common-wealth affairs,
. Asfor your fpiteful falfe objetions, .
Prove them, and I lye open to the law.
Bat God in mercy deal fo with my foul,
¢ Aslin duty love my King and Country !
But to the matter that we have in hand :
1fay, my Sovereign, York is meeteft man pl
To be your Regent in the Realm of France, ,
Suf. Before we make eleion, give me leave
To thew fome reafon of no little force,
That York is moft unmeet of any man.
York, V'l tell thee, Suffolk, why Iam unmeet 3
- Firt, for I cannot flatter thee in pride 3
Next, if I be appointed for the place,
My Lord of Somerfet will keep me here
Without difcharge, mony, or furniture, ,
*Till France be won into the Dauphin's hands,
La#t time, 1 danc’d attendance on his will,

’:Yl“ Paris.was befieg’d, famifh’d and loft, Wer
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War. That I can witnefs, and a fouler falt .
Bfid never traitor in the land commit.

Suf. Peace, head-firong Warwick !

‘at. Tmage of pride, why fhould I hold my peace ?

Enter Horner the Armorer, and bis Man Petet, giarded.

Suf, Becaufe here is a man accus’d of treafon, -

Pray God the Duke of York excufe himfelf.

York. .Doth any one accufe York for a traitor ?

K. Herry. What mean’ft thou, Suffolk? tell me, what

are thefe ?

Suf. Pleafe it {our Majefly, this-is the man
“That doth accufe his nmafter of high treafon :

His words were thefe ; that Richard Duke of York
Was rightful beir anto the Englith crown,

And that your Majefly was an ufurper.

K. . Say, man, were thefe thy words ?

Arm, An’t fhall pleafe your Majefty, I never faid nor
thought any fuch matter ; God is my witnefs, I am falfly
accus’d by the villain,

" Peter. By thefe ten bones, my Lord, he did fpeak them
to mein the garret one night, as we were fcow'ring my
Lord of York’s armour. ’

. York, Bafe dunghil villain, and mechanical,

T’)l have thy head for this thy traitor’s fpeech ¢
I do befeech your royal Majefly,

Let him have all the rigour of the law.

Alas, Lord, hang me if ever I fpake the
words, My accufer is my prentice, and when I did correct
him for his fault the other day, he did vow upon his knees
he would be even withme., I have good witnefs of this ;
therefore I befeech your Majefty, do not caft away aa ho-
neft man for a villain®s accufation.

K. Henry. Uncle, what fhall we fay to this in law ?

Glou. This doom, my Lord, if I may judge :

Let Samerfet be Regent o’er the French,

Becaufe in York this breeds fufpicion.

And let thefe have a day appointed them
For fingle combat in convenient place ;

For he hath witnefs of his fervant’s malice.

“This is the law, and this Duke Humpbry's doom.
K. H"’o
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K. Henry. Thenbe it fo: my Lord of Somerfes,
We make your Grace Regent over the Freach,

Som. I humbly thank your royal Majefty,

Arm. And I accept the combat willingly,

Paer. Alas, my Lord, I cannot fight ; for God’s fake
pity my cafe ; the fpight of man prevaileth againft me, O
Lord, bave mercy upon me! I fhall never be able to fighta
blow: O Lord, my heart!

Glew. Sirrah, or you muft fight, or elfe be hang’d.

K. Henry. Away with them'to/prifon ;| _and (the ddy/ of
combat fhall be the laft of ‘the next month. Come, So-
mafet, we'll fee thee fent away, ([ Flourifps. Exeunt.

SCENE VIIL
A Room prepared for the pretended Inchantments.
Enter Motber Jordan, Hume, Southwel, awd Bolingbrook.

Hume. Come, my mafters ; the Dutchefs, I tell you,
expacts performance of your promifes.

«  Boling. Mafter Hume, we are therefore provided : will
ber Ladyfhip behold and hear our exorcifms ?

Hume, Ay, what elfe ? fear not her courage.

Bpk'nf. Y have heard ber reported to be a woman of an
invincible fpisit ; but it fhall be convenient, Mafter Hume,
that you be by her aloft, while we be bufie below ; and
fo I pray you, gain God's name and leaveus. [ Exit Hume. }
Mother ordan, be proftrate and grovel on the earth 3
Jobn Soutbwel, read you, and let us to our work,

Enter Eleanor above,

Elean, Well faid, my maflers, and welcome to all! to
this geer, the fooner the better.

. _ Boling. Patience, good Lady, wizards know their times

Deep night, dark night, the.filent of the night,

The time of night when Troy was fet on fire,

The time when fcreech-owls cry, and ban-dogs howl,
* When fpirits walk, and ghofts break up their graves 3
That time beft fits the work we have in hand,
Madam, fit you and fear not ; whom we naife

‘We will make faft within a hallow’d verge,

[Here h:ﬁ perform the ceremonies and make the circle 3 Bo-
Iin or Southwel reads, Conjuro te, &e¢. It
thunders and lightens serribly 5 then the Spirit "{S‘;b .

ri
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Spirit. Adfum. :

M. Sord. Afmuth, by the eternal God, whofe name
And power thou trembleft at, tell what I afk;

For till thou fpeak, thou fhalt not pafs from hence,

- -Spirit, Afk what thou wilt,~—That I had faid, anddone!
. Boling, Ficft, of the King : What fhall of him become ?
Spirit. The Duke yet lives, that Henry thall depofe =

But him out-live, and die a violent dmg.
As the Spirit [praks they write the anfever.
Boling, Tell Ene what fites {wait t:? Dukelof Sﬁ;
Spirie, By water fhall he die and take his end.
Boling, What.fhall befall the Duke of Somerfer #
Spint, Let him fhun caftles. :
Safer fhall he be on the plains,
‘Than where a caftle mounted ftands.
Have done, for more I bindly can endure, .
Boling. Defcend to darknefs, and the burning lake :
Falfe fiend, avoid| [Thunder and lightning. Spirit defcends,
Enter the Duke of York, and the Duka gfﬁmkinglum, ’
wwith their Guard, andbreak in.
York: Lay hands upon thefe traitors and their trath ¢
Beldame, I think we watch’d you at an inch.
‘What, Madam, are you there? the King and Realm
Are deep indebted for this piece of pains ;
My Lord ProteCtor will, I doubt it not,
See you well guerdon®d for thefe good defarts,
Elean, Not half fo bad as thine to England’s King,
Tjuficus Duke, that threat’ft where is no caufe. .,
Buck, True, Madam, none at all : 'What call you this ?
Away with them, let them be clap’d up clofe,
And kept apart.  You, Madam, fhall with us,
Stafford, take her to thee.
We’ll fee your Trinkets here forth-coming all.
. [ Bxennt Guard with Jordan, Southwel, &:l“'h:

( --- Southwel, &rc.
York Lord Buckingham, methinks you watch'd her well ;
A pretty plot, well chofe to build upon.
“Now, pray, my Lord, let’s fee the devil’s writ. N
f‘l,% hvc wle hmbi H Soall d¢z’¢ (ol
uie et lrves, that Henry [ix
But bim sut-itve, and dis & ?;alaw dearh, ) Wwhy,
’

1
M
g
|
N

b



King HEnry VI, 23 |

The King is now in progrefs tow’rds St. Alays,-
‘With him the hufband of this lovely Lady :
Thither go thefe news, as faft as horfe can carry them ¢
A forry breakfaft for my Lord Prote&or.

Buk, Your Grake fhall give me leave, my Lord of Yor,

“Tobe the poft, in hope of his reward,
Yok, My Lord, at your geod pleafure. 'Wha's within

there ?
Enter 8 Serving-man,
Imvite my Lords of Salifbury 3nd Warmick,
To fup with me to-momow night,’ ' Away 1 [Exeant,

ACT II. SCENE I
- At St. Albans. ?
nter Henry, Quess Margaret, Prateffor, Cardi
:id Suffolk, svith Paukoners ballmving. b
QMar.BEIieveme, Lords, for flying at the brook,
I faw no better fport thefe fevem years day 3.
Yet by your leave, the wind was very high,
And ten to ane old Faaw had not gone out.

K. Henry. Butwhat a paint,my Lord, yous Fanlcon made,
And what a pitch fhe flew above the reft} .
To fee how God in all his creatures works!

Ye2, man and birds are fain of climbing high,

Suf. No marvel, an it like your Majely,

My Lard Protettor’s Hawks do towre fo well ;

They know their mafter.loves to be aloft,

And bears his thoughts abeve his Faulon’s pitch,
mz: ::it’hg ’j::.-blﬁm Romanes vincere pofa.

Tell me what fate awaits the Duke of Suffild 7
mrﬂurllbcdb“l‘ﬁbhul.
1 betide the Duke of Semerfet?
Let bim foun cafles,
;capall be be om the plaine,
uibers @ caple meunted fands,
Come, come, my Lords, -
Thefe oracies are_hardly attaind,
%ﬁhﬂyﬂw&r&:‘d.
King s now, &', .
This mimotvfne, hecies, which i3 altogether unneceflary
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Glou, My Lord, “tis but a bafe ignoble mind
That mounts no higher than a bird can foar.
Car, 1 thought as much, he’d be above the clouds,
Glou. Ay, my Lord Card’nal, how think you by that ?
‘Were it not good, your Grace could fly to heav’n ?
K. Henry, The treafury of everlafting joy !
Car. Thy heayen is on eath, thine eyes and thoughts
Bent on a crown, the treafure of thy heart:
Pemicious ProteQor; dangerous Peer, \
That fmooth’{ it fo with King and common-weal !
. Glou. What, Card’nal’'is 'your-priefthood “grown' fo
peremptory ?
Churchmen fo hot ? .good uncle, hide fuch malice.
Suf. No malice, Sir, no more than well becomes
$o good a quatrel, and fo bad a Peer,
Glou. As who, my Lord ?
Suf. Why, as your felf, my Lord,
An't like our lordly Lord Prote&orthlp.
Glou. fﬂ England knows thine m{olcme.
. Mar. And y ambition, Glo’ffer,
. x.Hary I prythee, peace, good Queen ;
And whet not on thefe too too furious Peers,
For bleffed are the peace-makers on earth,
Car, Let me be bleffed for the peace I make,
Againft this proud Prote&or, with my fword !
Glou,’Faith holyunde,would’twere come to that,
Car, Marry, when thou dar'ft.
Glou,Make up no faftiousnumbers for that matter, -
1In thine own perfon anfwer thy abufe. Afide.
Car. Ay, where thou dar'ft not peep: and if
thou dar’ft,
This evening, on the eaft fide of the grove,
K. Herry. How now, my Lords ?
Car. Belicve me, coufin Glo'fler,
Had not your man put up the fowl fo fuddenly,
‘We'd had mare fport — Come with thy two-hand fword,

Afide to Gloucefter.,
Gls. True, uncle.

Car. Are ye advis’d ? —The eaft fide of the grove.
Glow, Cardinal, I am with you, [Afide.
K. Heny.
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K. Hesry. Why, how now, uncle Glo'fer #

Glou, Talking of hawking, nothing elfe, my Lord, —
Now by God’s mother, prieft, I'll fhave your crown N
For this, or all my fench fail, {Afde.

Cr, [Afide.] Proteélor, fee to’s well, prote@ your falf,

K. Henry. The winds grow bigh, fo do your fomachs,

Lotds.

How irkfome is this mufick to my heart !

When fuch frings jar, what hope of harmony P

Ipay, my Lords, let me compound this fhrife,

SCE NE I Exter/Onécrying,) A taisacle
Glhu, What means this noife ?

Fellow, what miracle do’ft thou peoclaim ? K
Ose. A miracle, 2 mirace! .
Suf. Come to the King, and tell him what miracle, -
Oxe. Forfooth, a blind man at St. Aben’s thiine,

Within this half hour hath receiv’d his ight,

A man that ne’ér faw in his life before,

. K. Henry, Now God be prais’d, that to believing fouls

Gives light in darknefs, comfortin defpair |

Enter she Mdor of St Albans, asd bic brethren, bearing
i beseveen teon in a chair, Simpeox’ssorfe  following,
Car, Here come the townfingn on proceflion, -

Before your Highnefs to prefent the man,

K. Heary. Great i his comfort in this earthly vale,
Though by his fight hisfin be multiply’d.

Glou. Stand by, my mafters, bring bim near the King,

His Highnefs’ pleafure isto talk with him,

K. Henry. Good fellow, tell us here the circomftance,
That we, for thee, may glorifie the Lord.

What, baft thou been long blind, and now reftor’d ?

Simp. Born blind, an’t plefe your Grace,

Wifs. Ay, i was he. .

6;!‘. ‘What woman is this? -

ife. His wife, an’t like your Worhhip.

Glow. Had'# thoy been his mother, thou couldft have
Petter told. . :

K. Henry, Where wert thouborn ? -

Simp. At Borapick in the oorth, an't like your Grace.

" Vor VL (& - K Howry.

4l



26 The Second Part of

K. Hem_yl.l Poor foul, God’s goodnefs hath been great
. to thee .
Let never day or night unhallowed pafs,
But ftill remember what the Lord hath done.
Q‘an. Tell me, good fellow, cam’ft thou here by
Or of devotian, to this holy fhrine ? [chance,
Simp. God knows of pure devotion, being call’d
A hundred times and oftner, in my fleep,
By good Saint Alban ;5 who faid, Simpcox, come,
Come offer at my Sbrine, and Iwill belp thee.
Wife. Moft true, forfooth;/and many(a(time and|ofé
My felf have heard a voice to call him fo,
Car. What, art thou lame ?
Simp. Ay, God Almighty help me !
Suf, How cam’ft thou fo ?
Simp. A fall from off a tree.
Wife. A plum-tree, mafter.
' Glow. How long haft thou been blind ?
~ &imp. O, born fo, mafter,
Glou, What, and would@t climb a tree ?
Simp. But once in all my life, when I was a youth.
WZ:I. Too true, and bought his climbing very dear.,
Glos. le‘i_, thou lov’ft plums well, that wouldft ven-
ture {o. .
Simp. Alas, good Sir, my wife defir’d fome damfons,
And made me climb, with danger of my life.
Gleu. A fubtle knave, but yet it thall not ferve s
Let’s fee thine cyes, wink now, now open them,
In my opinion, yet, thou feeft not well,
Simp. Yes, clear as day, I thank God and St. Alan.
Glou, Say'ft thou mefo ? what colour is this cloak of ?
Simp. Red, mafter, red as blood.
Glos, Why, that’s well faid : what colour is my gownof ?
Sim. Black, forfooth, coal-black, as jet.
K. Henry. Why then thou know’ft what colour jet is of ? .
Suf. And yet, Ithink, jet be did never fee.
Glox, But cloaks and gowns, before this day, a many,
Wife, Never before this day, in all his life,
Glu. Tell me, Sirrah, what's my pame ?
Simp, Adas, magier, I know not,

Cls,
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Glou. What’s his name ? :

Simp. 1 koow not,

Glou. Nor his ?

. No indeed, mafler,

Glou. What's thine own name ?

Simp. Saunder Simpeox, an if it pleafe you, mafter.

Glou. Then, Saunder, fit thou there, the lying’#t knave
In chriftendom. 1f thou hadft been born blind,
Thou might’ ft as well know all our names, as thu;
Toknow the feveral colours we do wear,
Sight may diftinguith colours':/true,  but fuddenly
‘To nominate them all, it is impoffible.
My Lords, St. Alban here hath done a miracle 1
‘Would ye not think that cunning to be great,
That could reflore this cripple to his legs ?

Simp. O mafter, that you could !

Glox. My mafters of St. Alkans,
Have you not bedels in your town,
And things call’d whips ?

Mayor, Yes, my Lord, if it pleafe your Grace,

Glou, Then fend for one prefently,

Mayor, Sirrah, go fetch t.he bedel hither ﬁmght.

[Exit Meff.
Gla. Now fetch me a flool hxther. Now, Sirgh, if
mean to fave your felf from whxppmg, leap me over-

this ftool, and run away,

Simp. Alas, mafter, Iamnot able to fland alone ¢ you
0 about to torture me in vain,

Enter a Bedel with wbips,

Glou, Well Sir, we maft have you find your legs.
Sirrah bedel, whxy him "6l he leap over that fame ftool.

Bed, T will, my Lord, Come on, Sirrah, off with your
doublet quickly.

Simp, Alas, mafter, what fhall I do ? ¥am not able to*

[dier the Bedel bath bit bim once, be leaps over the flool
and rins away 5 and they follow, and cry, A miracled.
. O God, feeft thou this, and bear’ft fo long !
QLI-M” It made me laugh to fee the villain run.
Follow the knave, :gl take this drab away. w

»



28 The Second Part of
Wife. Alas, Sir, wedid it for pure need.

" Glou, Let them be whipt through every market town; *¢ill

they come to Berwick, from whence they came,
[Exit Badel with the Woman,
Car. Doke Humpbry hath dene a miracle to day.
S{“ Trae, made the lame to leap and fly pway.
But you bave done more miracles than I 5
You made in a day, my Lord, whole towns to‘ﬁy.
8 CENE IIL Enter Buckingham.
. What tidings with\our' cobfin Buckingha .
Buck cb as: my heart doth tremble to unfold ;
A fort of naughty perfons, lewidly bent,
Under the countenance and confederacy
Of Lady Eleaner, the Prote&toi’s wife;
.. (The ring-leader and head of all this mnt)
Have pradlis’d dangeronﬂy againft your flate;
Dealing with witches and with
‘Whom we have apprehended in the fa&, )
Raifing up wicked fpirits from under ground 5
Demanding of King Henry’s life and death,
And other of your Highnefs’ prxvy-eouncxl
As more at large your Grace fhall underftand, :
Car. And fo, my Lord Protetor, by this means
Yout Bady s forth coming, yet at Landon,
“Phis news, 1 think, hath tam’d your welpon (] edge -

’Tnhke, myLoxd, yquwdlnotkvq(you
Afideto Oloﬂceﬂer.

GIoa. Ambitious churchman, leave t’affiét tmyhearts -
Sorrow and gricf have vanquifh’d all my powers ;
And vanquifh'd as I am, I yieldto thee,
Or to the meaneft gzoom ’
K. . Henry. O God, what hiféhicfs waR the wickedonts,
confufiop or. their own heads |
([[ ar. Glo'fler, fee here the taintare of thy neft,
ook thy felf be faultlefs, thou wert beft,
Ghu, Madam, for me, to henv n 1 do appeal, .
How I have lov’d my King and common-weal 3
And for my wife, I know not how it ftands,
am I to hear what Thave heard 3 H
.Noble fie is 3 but if fhe have forgot

R I I Sy Ly - - N
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Honour and virtue, and convers’d with fuch
As, like to pitch, defile Nobility 5 -

1 banifh her my bed and company,

And give her as a prey to law and thame,
‘That hath dithonour’d Glb’fler’s honeft name.

K. Henry. Well, for this night we will repofe us here § -
To-morrow toward London back again, -
To bok into this bufinefs thoroughly,

And call thefe foul offenders to their anfwers ;
And poife the caufe in Juftice’ equal fcales,
Whofe beam flands fure, whofe rightful caufe prevails,
[ Flourtfh. - Exeust,
S CENE IV, Tbe Dakeof York’s Palace. & -
Enter York, Salifbury, and Warwick,
York. Now, my good Lords of Salifbury and Warwick,
Our fimple fupper ended, give me leave
In this clofe walk to fatisfy my felf.
Ia craving your opinion of my title,
Which is infallible to England’s crown.
Sal, My Lord, 11iong to hear it thusat full.
War. Sweet York, begin ; and if thy claim be good,
The Nevils are thy fabjeéls to command,
York. Then thus: )
Edward the Third, my Lords, had feven fonse
The firft, Edward the black Prince, Prince of Wales §
‘The fecond, William of Hatfield ; and the third,
Lionel Duke of Clarence ; next to whom
Was of Gaunt, the Duke of Lancafler ;
The fifth was Edmund Langley Duke of York;
The fixth was Thomas Woodfiock Duke of Glo'fler 3
William of Windfor was the feventh and laft,
Edeward the black Prince dy*d before his father,
And left behind him Richbard, his only fon,
Who, after Edward the Third’s death, reign’d King,
>Till Henry Bolingbroke Duke of Lancafler, _
The eldeft fonand heir of Jobn of Gaunt,
Crown'd by the name of Henry the Fourth,
Seiz’d on the realm, depos’d the rightful King,
Sent his pootp%een to h::ufromw&mee&em,
And him to Pemfret 5 where, as you all know,
Py Harmlels
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Harmlefs King Richard trait’roully was murther’d,
War, Father, the Duke hath t)ld the very truth ;

Thus got the houfe of Lancafler the crown, ’ )

York, Which now they hold by force, and not by right ¢

Fog Richard the fuft fon’s heir being dead,
“The iflue of the next fon fhould have reignd.
Sal, But William of Hatfield dy’d without an heir.
York. The third fon, Duke of Clarence, from whole line
I claim the crown, had iflue Philippe, a daughter,
‘Who marsied Edmund Mortimer Earlof March,
Fdwewnd had iffue, Roger Earl of March':
ot B ot vt B
al, This Edmund, in the reign of Bolri
As | have tead, laid claim unto the crown 3 .
And, but for Oawen Glindomuer, had been King 3 ’
‘Who kept him in captivity, ’ull ke dy'd, ’
But to the reft, oo
York. Hiseldeft fiftes, Anoe,
My mother, bring:beir unto the crown,
Marriéd -Rickard Earl of Canibridge,
‘Who was the fon of Edwusd Langly,

' Edvward the Third’s fifth fon’s fon, and by her

T claim the kingdm, for fhe then was heir
‘To Reger Bar) of March, who was the fon
Of Edmund Martimer, who martied Pbikippe,
Sole daughter unto Liomel Duke of Clarence,
So, if the iffue of the elder fon
Succeed before the'younger, Iam King,
War. What plain proceeding is more plain than this-?
Henry doth claim the crown from Jaba of Gawms,
“The fourth fqn ; York here claims it fram the third,
*Till LionePs iflue fail, his fhould notreign 3
3t fails not yet, but flouritheth in thee
And in thy fons, fair flips of {uch a flock.
"Then, father Salisbury, kneel we together,
And in this private plot be we the firft,
“That fhall falute our rightful Sovereign
‘With honour of his birth-right to the crown,
_ Botb, Long live our Sovereign Richard, England’s Ring
iTork, We thank you, Loyds; pui I am oty yous m;:%m'

.
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*T1ll 1 be crown'd, and that my fword be fain"a
‘With heart-blood of the houfe of Lancafer ¢
And that’s not fuddenly to be perform’d,
Bat with advice and ﬁ‘lleenf: fecrecy.
Do you, as Ido, in thefe dang’rous days,
W'nyl‘:“at the Duke of Suffolk’s infolence,
At Beaufort's pride, st Somerfer’s ambition,
At Buckingbam, and all the crew of them,
*Till they have fnar’d the thepherd of the flock,  *
That virtuous Printe, the good Duke Humpbry @
"Tis that they feek, and they in fecking that
Shall find their deaths, if York can prophefie,
Sal. My Lord, here‘bmkwenﬁ‘; we know yotr mind,
War. My heart aflores me, that the Earl of Waravick
Shall one day make the Duke of Yorka King,
York. And, Nevik, this I do affure my felf : -
Ricbard fhall live to make the Earl of Warwick

The greateft man in -England but the King, [Exesm, )

SCENE V. A Roomof State.

Scand trumpets, Enter King Henry, SQuein Margaret and

- fate, the Dutchefs, Motber Jordan, Southwel, Hume
* and Bolingbrook, with Guard,
K. 'Hmy.mend forth, dame Eleanor Qbbam, Glo'fier’s
wife, - )
In fight of God and ue your guilt is great ;
Receive the fentence of the law for fins,
Sach 35 by God’s book are adjudg’d to death,
You four from hence to prifon back again ;
From thence unto the place of execution ;
The witch in Swthfield thall be burn’d to athes,
And you three fhall be firangled on the gallows,
You, Madam, for you are more nobly bora,
Defpoiled of your honour in your life,
Shall, after thiee days open penance done,
Live in your country here i banifhment,
With Sir Febn Stanley in the Ifle of Man,
Elean, Welcome is exile, welcome were my death,
* Glow. The law thou feeft hath judg’d thee, Ekanor,
4 sagaot jultific whom law: condemns, * )
T [Ex, Eleanor and tbe otbers gnax&d:

s
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Mige Eyes re full of tears, my heart of grief,
Ah, Humpbry | this dithonour in thine age
‘Will bring thy head with forrqw to the ground,
*Befeech your Majefly give me leave to go ;
Sorrow would folace, and my age would eafe.

K. Henry, Stay, Humphry, Duke of Glo’fler ; ere thou go,.
Give up thy ftaff ; Henry will to himfelf ;
Protettor be, and God fhall be my hope,

My ftay, my guide, and lanthorn to my feet,
And go in pgace, Humpbry, no lefs belov’d,
‘Than when thou wert Prote€tor/td\thy| King!

O<,Mar. I fee no reafon why a King of years
Should be to be proteéted like a child ;

God and King Henry govern England’s realm :
Give up your ftaff, Sir, and t6 th’ King his realm.

Glou. My ftaff ? here, noble Henry, is my fiaffs

As willingly do I the fame refign,

As e’cr thy father Hesry made it mine

And even as willing at thy feet I leave it,

As others would ambitioufly receive it.

Farewel, good King ; when T am dead and gone,

May honourable peace attend thy throne ! [ Exit Gloucefter,
. Mar. Why, now is HenryKing, and Marg’ret Queen,

Arg“ Humpbry Duke of Glo'jh?fmtcc himfelf, @

That bears fo fhrewd a maim ; two pulls at once 3

His Lady banifh’d, and a limb loft off :

‘This ftaff of honaug raught, there let it ftand,

‘Where beft it fits to be, in He»rfa hand,

Suf. Thus droops this lofty pine, and hangs his fprays,
‘Thus Eleanor’s pride dies in her younger days.

York, Lords, let himgo. Pleafe it your Majefly,

This is the day appointed for the combat,
And ready are th’ appellant and defendant,
‘The armourer and his man, to enter the lifls,
So plealt'; your Highnels to ib:::ld tl?f"e fight.
. Mar, Ay, good my 5 for purpofely therefore
Lef(tLl the Qou:.t‘, to fee this quarrel try*d. ’

K. Henry. A® God’s name fee the lifts and all things fit 3

Here let them end it, and God guard the right | ook,
- or.

.-

|

|
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200, T pever faw a fellow worfe beftead,
Or more afraid*to fight, than is th’ appellant,
"The fervant of the armourer, my Lords,
SCENE VL
Eoier at one door the Armourer and bis Neighbours, drinking
ts bim fo much, that be is drunk ; nfbc enters with a
dum before bim, and bis aj with a fand-bag fafined to
3;% and at the other door bis Man, with a drum and &
-bag, and Prentices drinking to bim, ’
1 Neigh. Here, neighbour Horrery\ 1 drink(to | you)in's
eupof fack ; and fear not, ncighbour, you fhall do well

a Neigh. And here, neighbour, here’s a cup of charnecos

4 Negh. And here’sa pot of good double beer, neighe
bour ; drink, .and fear not your man.

&z:.PLet it come i’faith, and I'll pledge you all, snd &
eter, : :

1 Pren. Here, Peter, 1 drink to thee, and be not afraid.

«a Pren, Be merry, Peter, and fear mot thy -msfies 5
fight for the credit of the prentices,

Peter, 1 thank you all ; drink, and pray for me, I pray
you, for I think I have taken vy lat draught in chis world.
Here, Robin, if I die, I give thee my apron 3 =nd, #il,
thou thalt have my hammer ; and here, Tom, take sll the
mony that I have, O Lord blefs me I pray God | for I am
Bever able to deil with mymaftef, he hath learn’d fo much
to fence already. ) :

Sal. Come, leave your drinking, and fall to blews.
Sirrah, what’s thy name 2

Peter. Peter, forfooth, ’

Sal. Peter ? what more ?

Peter. Thump.

Sal, Thump # Then fee thou thump thy mafter well,

Arm, Mafters, I am come hither as it were wpon my’
man’s inftigation, to prove him a krave and my felf an
honeft man : and touching the Duke of York, I will take
sty death 1 never meant him any ill, nor the King nor the

* @ According to the old laws of Duels this W2y the manner of fight=
m appointed for inferior peopic, as thofc of a higher dégree ulcd

fwosd and lance, .
Queen.
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Queen, and therefore, Peter, have at thee witha "down-
night blow.
. York. Difpatch : this knave's tongue begins to double,
Sound trumpets, Alaram to the combatants.
[ Tbey fight, and Peter /irzk: Imu dom‘
Arm. Hold, Peter, hold ; 1

. [ Dses.
York, Take away his weapon : fellow, thank God, and
the good wine in thy mafter’s way.
Peter, O God, have § overcomé misie enemy iathis pre-
fence ? O Peter, thou haft prevail'd in the right.
K. Henry, Go, and take hence that traitor from our fight,
For by his death we do perceive his guilt,
And God in juftice hath reveal’d tous
‘The truth and mnocence of this poor fellow,
‘Which le bad th to murd ly.
Come, fellow, follow us for thy reward, [Exeune
STENE VII TbeStreet.
Enter Dake Humphry and bis Men, in Mourning Cloaks.
Glou, Thus fometimes hath the brighteft day a cloud
And after fummer evermore fucceeds
The barren winter with his nipping cold ¢
So cares and joys abound, as feafons fleet.
Sirs, what’s a clock ?
Serv, Ten , my Lord,
Glou. Ten is the hour that was appointed me,
"To watch the coming of my punith’d Dutchefs ;
Unneath may fhe endure the flinty fireets,
To tread them with her tender-feeling feet.
Sweet Nell, ill can thy noble mind a-brook -
The ab)c& people gazing on thyface,
‘With envious looks ftill laughing at thy fhame 3
That erft did follow thy ptoud chariot wheels,
‘When thou didft ride in triomph through the freen.
But foft ! I think fhe comes, and I'll prepare
My tear-firain’d eyes to fee her mileries.
Esgter the Dutchefs in a wbite Sheet, and a Taper burni
ber bard, with a Sheriff and Officers, and Sir ﬁhn
Stanley, Sorw 1
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Serv, s;hple_al:e your Grace, we'll take her from the
ernt. . .
Glou, No, ftir not for your lives, let her pafs by,
Elean. Come you, my Lord, to fee my open fhame ?
Now thou doft penance too.  Look how they gaze,
' Sechow the giddy multitude do point,
And nod their heads, and throw their eyes on thee,
Ab, Glo’fler hide thee from their hateful looks,
And in thy clofet pent up rue my fhame,
And ban our enemies, bo$ mi:l;le and thine,
Glow. Be patient, gentle Nell) /forget this grief.
Elean, Ah, Gio’fler, teach me to forget my felf s
For whil®t I think I am thy marry’d wife,
And thou a Prisice, Protector of this land ;
Methinks I fhould not thus be led along,
Mail’d up in fhame, with papers on my back,
%‘m} follow’d witha r‘:bble, that rej;ziee
0 fee my tears, and hear my deep-fetch'd groans,
The ruthlefs flint doth cut my tenl;er feet,
And when [ ftart the cruel people laugh,
And bid me be advifed how I tread.
Ab, Hampbry, can I bear this fhameful yoak ?
Trow'ft thou that e’er I'll look upon the world,
Or count them happy that enjoy the fun :
No: dark fhall be my light, and night'my day.
To think upon my pomp fhall be my hell.
Sometime I'll fay, Iam Duke Humpbry's wife,
And be a Prioce and ruler of the land :
Yet o he rul’d, and fuch a Prince he was,
That he flood by, whilft I his forlorn Dutchefs
Was made a wonder and a pointing-ftock
To every idle, rafcal follower.
But be thou mild, and blufh not at my thame,
Nor ftir at nothing, °till the ax of death
Hang over thee, as fure it thortly will,
For Suffolk, (he thatcan doallin all -
With her that hateth thee and hates us all)
. And York, and impious Beaufort that falfe priet,
Have all lim'd bufhes to betray thy wings ;
Aud fly thou how thou can’ft they’H tangle thee s But/
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Rut fear thon not until thy foot be fnar’d,
PNor ever feck prevention of thy foes.
Glon. Ah, Nell, farbear 3 tzov aimeft all awry,
1 muft offend, before I be attainted ;
And had I twenty times fo many foes, .
And each of them had twénty times their power,
All thefe could not procure me any fcathe, .
So long as I am loyal, true, and crimelefs. .
‘Wouldft have me refcue thee from this reproach & .
Why, yet thy fcandal were not wip’d away, .
But T in danger for the breach/of/ Jaw.
Thy greateft help is quiet, gentle Nel/ ;
1 pray thee, fort thy heart to patience,
This few-days-wpnder will be quickly wom,
Enter a Herald.
Her. 1 fummon your Grace to his Majefly’s Parliameng -
holden at Bary, the firft of this next month.
Glu. And my confent ne’er afk’d herein before ?
This is clofe dealing. Well, I will be there ; { Exit Herald,
My Nell, 1 take my leave: and, mafter Sheriff,
Let not her penance exceed the King's commiffion.
Sher. An% pleafe your Grace, here my comupiffjon flays ¢
And Sir Joks Stenky is appointed now,
To take her with him to the Ifle of Adan.
Glou, Muft you, Sir Fobn, proteét my Lady here? -
Stan. So am I giv’n in charge, may’t pleafe your Grace,
Glou. Entzeat her not the worfe, in that J pray
You ufe her well ; the world may laugh again,
And I may live to do you kindnefs, if
You do it her ¢+ and fo, Sir Jobx, farewel. -
Elean. What gone, may Lord, and bid me not farewel
Glow, Witnefs my tears, | cannot ftay to fpeak,
/ [£xit Gloucefer,
Elean, Art thou gone too ? all comfort go wish thes |
For none abides withae ¢ my joy isdeath ;
Death, at whofe name I cft have been afzaid,
Becaufe I with’d this world’s eternity.

' Stanley, Y pc’ythee go and take me hence,

T care not whither, for I beg no favour
Only copvey me whese theu art



King HEnry VL 37

Stan. Why, Madam, that is to the Ijle of Man,
There to be us’d according to your flate.
Elean. That’s bad eoough, for Iam but reproach s
And fhall T then be-us'd reproachfully ? .
Stan. No; like a Dutchefs, and Duke Humphry's Lady, -
Actording to that, ftate you fhall be us’d,
Elean. 'Shériff, fare well, and better than I fare,
Although thou, haft been condud of ty thame,
Sber. It is my office, Madam, pardon me.
Elean, Ay, ay, farewel ; thy office is difcharg’d,
Come, Stanley, fhall we go?
Stan, Madam, your penance done, throw off this fheet, °
And go we'to attire you for our journey. N
Elean. My thame will not be fhifted with my fheet ;
No, it will hang upon my richeft robes, .
And fhew itfelf, attire me how I can,
Go, lead the way, I long to fce my prifon, [Exeunt,

ACT III.L SCENE L
St, Edmund’s Bury.
Eater King Henry, Queen Margaret, Cardinal, Suffolk, York,
Buckingham, Salifbury and Warwick, to the Parliament,
K. Henry, J Mufe my Lord of Glo’fler is not come:
. *Tis not his wont to be the hindmoft man,
‘Whate’er occafion keeps him from us now.
Q. Mar. Can you not fee ? or will you not obferve
‘The firangenefs of his alter’d countenance ?
With what a majefty he bears himfelf,
How infolent of late he is become,
How peremptory and unlike himfelf
We know the time fince he was mild and affable,
And if we did but g‘lanoe a far-off look,
- Immediately he was upon his knee,
That all the Court admir’d him for fubmiffioa,
But meet hig now, and be it in the morn
 When ev’ry one will give the time of day,
He knits hig brow and thews an angry eye,
- And paffeth by with fiff unbowed knee, R
g;ﬁ:anmmg duty that to nrbel;t;g:. by ;
curs are pot regarded when t in, .
-Vor, VI, oot D .‘t

» Bug
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But great men tremble when the Lion roars,
And Humpbry is no little man in England.,
Firft note, tbelsmrywmdeient
And fhould you fall, he is the next will mounte
Me feemeth then, it is no policy,
(Rcfpeéhngwhatanmmsmmd he bears,
And his advantage following your deceafe)
‘That he fhould come about your R.oyal perfon,
Or be admitted to your Hij, ? council,
By flatt’ry hath he won the Commons hearta s
And when he'll pleafe to make commotion,
’Thtohefw'dtheyallmllﬁﬂlowlnm
Now ’tis the fprmg, and weeds ate fhallow-rooted,
Suffer them now, and they’ll o’er-grow the garden,
And choak the herbs for want of hufbandry,
‘The reverent care I bear uato my Lord
Makes mé collecs thefe dangen in the Duke,
If it be fond, call it a woman’s fear:
‘Which fear if. better reafons can fupplant,
T will fubfcribe, and fay I wrong’d the Duke,
My Lords of Suffolt, Buckingbam, and Yok,
Reprove my allegation if you can,
Or elfe conclude my words effectual, .
Syf. Well hath your Highnefs feen into this Duke,
And had I firft been put to fpeak my mind,
J think 1 fhould have told your Grace’s talg,
The Dutchefs, by his fubornation,
Upon my life, began her devilith pra@ices s
Or if he were not privy to thofe faults,
Vet the repeating of his high defcent
As next thaRing-he was fucceffive heir,
s:md fach high vaunts of his Nobility,
id inftigate the bedlam brain-fick Dutcbeﬁ,
By wicked means to frame our Sov’reign’s fall.
Smooth runs the water where the brook is deep,
And in his fmple thew he harbours treafon,
The Fox barks nat when he would fteal the Lamby’
No, no, my Sov'reign, Glo'fler iva man
Unfounded yet, and full of deep deceit.
Car. Did he net, muytofoﬂl o law,
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Devife firange deaths for fmall offences done ?
Zork, And did he not, in his ProteQorthip,
‘Levy great fums of mony through the Realm
For foldiers pay in France, and never fent it ?
By fneans uﬁreof the towns each day revolted.
Buck, Tut, thefe are petty faults to faults unknown, -
Which time will bring to light in fmooth Duke Himpbry,
K. Hemy. My Lotds, at once 3 the care yop have of us,
To mow da‘wnkthol:: mmr"ul:myw foot,
Is worthy praife ; I my|confcicnce?
Dur kintoan Gy fler is 38 ooant | :
From meaning treafon to our Royal perfon, N
As is the fucking Lamb or harmlefs Dove :

- The Duke is virtuous, mild, and oo well given

!‘odc;z'mmhl; or;: work my downfal. M
. . Ah! what’s inare dangerous than this
@ affiance ? :
Seems he a Dove? his feathers are but borrow’d §
For he’s difpofed as the hateful Raven,
Is he a Lamb ?, his fkin is furély lent him ; -
For he’s inclin’d as is the ravemons Wolf,
‘Who cannot fteal a fhape, that means deceit P
Take heed, my Lord ; the welfare of us ol
Hangs on the cutting fhort that fraudful maa.
Enter Somerfet,
Som. All health unto my -gracious Sovereign ! .
K.H-v%.‘ ‘Welcome, Lord' Soamerfer ; what news fromt
rance !

I‘Sc-.ﬂ"rhatdl our int’reft in thofe territories
utterly bereft you ; all is boft. e
&H%C?ld n::ws, Lord Somerfet 3 but God's will 3

York. Cold news for me: for I had hope of Framce,
As firmly as ¥ hope for fertile England.:
Thus are my bloffoms blafted in the bud,

- And caterpillars eat my leaves away. -

But I will remedy this gear ere loog, R ’

©Or fell my title for a glorious grave, {#5dis

SCENE IL Ente Gloucefter,

Glos, All happineis un%nqlnddm&inzl
2



40 The Second Part of

Pardon, my Liege, that I have ftaid fo long.
Suf. Nay, Glo'fler, know that thou art eome too ﬁ)on
Unlefs thou wert more Joyal than thou art ;
X do arreft thee of high treafon here.
Glou, Wéll, Suffolk, yet thou fhalt not fee me bluth, -
Nor change my countenance for this arreft : .
A heart unf] tted is not eafily daunted.
The pureft {pring is not o free from mud,
As I am clear from treafon to my Sovereign, -
‘Who cén accufe me ? wherein /am T guilty 3
York. *Tis thought, my Lord, that you took biibes ﬂ
France,”.
And being Protetor, ftaid the foldiers pay, R
By means whereof his Highnefs hath loft France, .
Glou. Is it but thought fo ? whatare they that think ¥ 2
i mever robb’d the foldiers of their pay, =
Nor ever had one pemny bribe from France. .
So help me God, as I have watch'd the night -
Ay, night by mgbt, in fludying good for Eng’al.
‘That doit that ¢’er T wrefted from the King, - .
Or any groat I hoarded to my ufe, :
Be brought againft me at my tryal day! .
No; many a pound of my own proper flore,
Becaufe I would not tax theneedyCommons, ce el
Have I difburfed to the garrifons,
Ang:cver afk’d for reftitution. . B
- It ferves you.well, Lord, to fay fo much. ..
Ghou, 1 fay no more thar?tiuth fo hulpy me God ! \
York. In your Prote@orthip you did devife . . .
Strange tortures for offenders, never heard of, .. . R
That England was defam’d by tyranny.
Glou, Why, *tis well known, that whiles I was P:oteﬁnr
Pity was all the fault that was in me : 2
For 1 fhould melt at an offender’s tears, o
And lowly words were ranfom for their fanlt :
Unlefs it were a bloody. murtherer,
Or foul felonious thief that ficec’d poor paﬂ'engm. .
X never gave them condign punithment.
Murther indead, that bloody fin, 1 tortur'd
Abave the felon, or.what trefpafs clfe, I 3\4_
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Suf. My Lord, thefe faults are eafie, quickly ‘anfwer’ds
But mightier crimes are laid unto your charge, ’
‘Whereof you cannot esfily purge your felf,
1do arreft you in his Highnefs' name, .

And here commit you to my Lord Cardinal
To kc;{p, until your further time of tryal,

K. Hinry. My Lord of Glo'fler, *tis my fpecial hope
That you will elear your felf from all fufpicion 3
Mymfcmh ience tells me you mhemfe t.

Glos, Ah, gracious Lord !/thefe/days are dingeronssyl |-
Virtue is choak’d with foul ambition,

And eharity chac’d hence by rancour’s hand ;

Foul fubornation is predominant, -
And eqpity exil’d your Highnefs® land.

I kenow, their complot is to have my life ¢

And if my death might make this ifland happy,

And prove the period of their tyranny,

I would expend it with all willingnefs.

But mine is made the prologue to their play ¢

For thoufands more, that yet fufpect no peril,

‘Will not conclude their plotted tragedy.

Beanfort’s red fparkling eyes blab his heart’s mafice,

And Suffolk’s cloudy brow his ftormy hate ;
Sharp Buckingbam unburthens with his tongue
*The envious load that lyes upon his heart : ,
And dogged York, that reaches at the moon; .
‘Whofe over-weening arm I have plack’d back, .
By faife accufe doth level at my life. - .
Am you, my fovereign Lady, with the reft, L.
Caufelefs have laid difgraces on my head,

And with your beft endeavours have ftin*d up
My liefeft Liege to be mine encmy ¢

Ay, all of you have laid your heads together,
(My felf had notice of your conventicles)

And all to make away my guiltlefs life.

1 fhall nét want falfe witnefs to condemn me,
Nor ftore of treafons to augment my guilt :
“The ancfent proverb will be well effeéted,

A paff iy quickly found to égt a dog,

. 3

-

g
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«  Car, My Liege, his railing is intolerable, - - -
If thofe that care to keep your Royal perfon
From treafon’s fecret knife and traitor’s rage, .
Be thus upbraided, chid and rated at, ) s
And the offender granted fcope of fpeech, .
*Twill make them cool in zeal unto your Grace,
Suf. Hath he not twit our fovereign Lady here
‘With ignominious words, though clarkl; coucht 2
As if the had fuborned fome to fwear :
Falle allegations, to o’er/throw his|ftate. )
Q. Mar. But I can give the lofer leave to chide.
Glou, Far truer fpoke than meant ; I lofe indeed 5.
Befhrew the winners, for they play’d me falfe ;
And well fuch lofers may bave leave to fpeak. .
Buck. He'll wreft the fenfe, and hold us here all day.
Lord Cardinal, he is your prifoner,
Car. Sirs, take away the Duke, and guard him fure.
Glou. Ah, thus King Henry throws away his crutch
Before his legs be firm to bear his body ;
‘Thus is the fhepherd beaten from thy fide,
And wolves are gnarling who fhall gnaw thee firft.
Ah that my fear were falfe, ah that it were | .

For, good King Hemry, thy decay I fear.  [Exit, guarded.
SCENE IIL

K. Henry. My Lords, what to your wifdom feemeth beft,
Do or undo, as if our felf were here,

Q. Mer, What, will your Highnefs leave the Parliament

K. Henry. Ay, Margaret ; my heart is drown’d with

$ ]

‘Whofe flood begins to flow within my eyes ;
My body round engirt with mifery :
For what’s more miferable than difcontent ?
Ab, uncle Humpbry, in thy face I fee
‘The map of honour, truth, and loyalty
And yet, good Humpbry, is the hour to come, -
That e’er I prov'd thee falfe, or fear'd thy faith}
‘What low’ring flar now envies thy eftate,
‘That thefe great Lords; and aret our Queen,
Do feek fubverfion of thy harmlefs life,
mmdidathemwmq‘, Aor po man wrong ?

3 .

And
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And as the butcher tykes away the alf, .
And binds the wretch, and beats it when it frives,
Bearing it to the bloody flaughter-houfe ;
Even fo remorfelefs have they born him hence,
And as the dam rans lowing up and down,
Looking the way her harmlefs young one went,
And can do nought but wail her darling’s lofs ;
Even fo my felf bewail good Glo'fler’s cafe
With fad unhelpful tears ; and with dimm’d eyes
Look after him, and cannot do him, good s
So mighty are his vowed enemies.
His fortunes T will weep, and *twixt each groan

Say, who's a traitor ? Glo’fter be is none. [Exie.
(Llllarb See, Lords, cold fnow melts with the fun’s hot
eams 3 ’

Henry my Lord is cold in great affairs,

Too full of foolith pity : Gla’fer’s thew

Beguiles him, as the mournful crocodile

‘With forrow fpares relenting paffengers :

Or as the fnake roll'd in a flow’ry bank,

\ With fhining checker’d flough, doth fting a child

‘That for the beauty thinks it excellent,

Believe me, Lords, were none more wife than I,

(And yet herein 1 judge my own wit good)

This Gh’fler thould be quickly rid the world,

“To rid us from the fear we have of h'm.

Car. That he thould die, is wosthy policy,

But yet we want a colour for his death :

*Tis meet he be condemn’d by courfe of law.
Suf. Butin my mind, that were no policy :

The King will labour fill to fave his h}::

The Commons haply sife to fave his life ;

And yet we have but trivial argument,

More than miftruft, that fhews him worthy death;
York. So that by this, you would not have him die.
Suf. Ah, York, no man alive fo fain as I.

Yerk. *Tis York that hath more reafon for his death.

But, my Lord Cardinal, and my Lord of Suffolk,

Say as you think, and fpeak it from your fouls :

' Wee't not all one, an empty eagle were fet o
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To guard the chicken from a bungry kite, - -
As place Duke Humpbry for the King’s Prote&tor ?

Q. Mar. So the poor chicken fhould be fure of death, ’

“Suf. Madam, *tis true ; and were't not madnefs then
To make the fox furveyor of the fold ? )
‘Who being wccus’d a crafty y
His guilt fhould be but idly pofted over,

Becaufe his purpofe is not executed.

No; let him dic, in that he is a for,

By nature prov’d an enemyto\¢he'flocky 00!

Before his chaps be ftain’d with crimfon blood,

As Humpbry's prov’d by reafons to my Liege 3

And do not ftand on quillets how to flay higa 3

‘Be it by ginns, by fhares, by fobtiky, I

Sleeping or waking, *tis no matter how,

So he be dead ; for that is good deceit

‘Which mates him ﬁrﬁ,lt%a’t;;& u:zzludz deceit.
. Mar. Thrice noble Suffolt, utely fpoke,

g:f. Not refolute, except fo much w:'e]’ doz 3
For things are often fpoke, and feldom meant ;

But that my heart accordeth with my tongue,
Seeing the deed is meritorious,

And to preferve my Sovereign from his foe,
Say but the word, and T will be his prieft,

Car. But I would have him dead, my Lord of SR,

Ere you can take due orders for a prieft: '
Say you confent and cenfure well the deed,
And I’ll provide his executioner,

1 tender fo t!\ehfafety of my Liege,

Suf. Hére is my hand, the deed is w doing,

Q\.{‘Mnr. And fo fay L. otk

Zerk, And I; and now we three have fpoken it,

It fkills not greatly who impugns our doom.
SCENE IV. EmeaaPof.

Poff. Great Lords, from Ireland am | came amain,
To fignifie that rebels there are up, :
And put the Englifbmen unto the fwords:

Send fuccours, Lords, and ftop the rage betime,
Bctore the wound do grow incurable ; o
Fys being green, there is great bope of -help, ’
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Car. A breach that craves a quick expedient fiop !
‘What counfel give ybu in this weighty caufe ?
York. That Somerfet be fent 2 Regent thither
*Tis meet that lucky ruler be employ’d s
Witnefs the fortune he hath bad in France,
Sem. If York, with all his far-fetch’d policy,

Had been the Regent there inftead of me,

He never would bave ftaid in France fo long,

York. No, not to lofe it all, as thou hatt dons s

Yrather would have loft my life betimes,

Than briog a burthen of difhonour home,

By flaying there fo long, ’till all were loft.

Shew me ong fcar charalter'd on thy fkin :

Mens flefh preferv’d fo whole, doth feldom win,

. Mar. Nay then, this fpark will prove a raging fire,

If wind and fuel be brought to feed it with :

No mare, good York; fweet Somerfer, be fhill.

Thy fortunt, York, hadft thou been Regent there,

Might happily have prov’d far worfe than his. .
York, What,worfe than nought ? nay then a fhame take all
Som, And, in the number, thee that witheft fhame |
Car, My Lorg of York, try what your fortune is ;

Th" uncivil k;:ns of hlrbe{ad a;c in al:ms,

And temper¢lay with blood of Ewglifomen,

To Irdaul;ﬂwill‘ you lead a band afg men,

Colle@ed choicely, from cach county fome,

And try your hap againtt the Irifbmen #

York, 1 will, my Lord, fo pleafe bis Majefty.
Suf. Why, our authority is his confent,

And what we do eftablith he confirms ;

Then, noble York, take thou this tafk in hand.

' York. Iam content; pravide me foldiers, Lords,

Whilft I take order for mine own affairs,

Suf. A charge, Lord York, that I will fee perform’d, _

But now return we to the falfe Duke Humpbry.
Car. Nogmore of him; for I will deal with him,

‘That henceforth he fhall trouble us no more :

And fo break off: the day is almoft fpent :

Lord Suffolk, you and I muft talk of that event,

York. My Lotd of Suffolk, within fourteén days
1

At
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At Briffal T expet my oon
For there I'll fhip them all: for Ireland., B

Suf. IH fee it truly done, my Lord of Yerk. [E#M,

SCENE V. Mane York.

York, Now, ¥urk, ornever, fieel thy fearful thwghwy t
And change mifdoubt to refolution 3 3 .
Be that thou hop’#t to be, or what thous art
Refign to death, it is not worth th® enjoying s
Let pale-fac’d fear keep with the mean-born man,
And ﬁniiu no}mbour mmal heart! '
Fafter than fpring-time 713/ comes thought uthougllt
And not a thought but thinks on dignity. ¥
My brain, more bufie than the lab’ring fpider,
‘Weaves tedicus fnates to trap mine enemies,
‘Well, Nobles, well; "tis politickly done, )
‘To fend me packmg vmh an hoft of men ¢ !
1 fear me you but warm the flarved Snake, . ‘
‘Who chefith®d in your breafls, will fling your hearts,
*Twas men I lack’d, and you will give them me 3
I take it kindly : yet be well affur’d,
You:put fharp weapons in ¢ med-man’s hands,
Whilt I in zda: nourith’a mighty band,
I will fir up in England éome black ﬁom,
Shall blow ten thoufand fouls to hieav’n or hell,
And this fell tempett thall not ceafe to rage, -
Until the golden circuit on my head, ’
Like to the &i'u lorious {un's tr:nl‘pareat beams, -
Do calm the fary of this mad-brain’d flaw.
And for'a minifter of my intent,
1 have feduc’d a hu‘ﬁ:oag Kenrifp man, T
Fobn Cade of Afoford, ’
To make commotion, as full well he can,
Under the title of SYobn Mortimer. :
Indreland have I feen this fubborn Cade
Oppofe himfelf againft a troop of kerns,
And fight {o long, *til that his thighs with darts
‘Were almoft like a fharp-quili®d porcupine s
And in the end being refcu’d, Ihave feen
Him caper upright like a wild Morifco, .
§bakwg the bloedy darts, a8 he hisbells. -

i wi My
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ol often, like a thag-hair’d crafty kem, -
JJath he converfed with the enemy,
And andifcover’d come to me again,
And giv'n me notice of their villainies,
“This devil bere fhall be my fubfitate ;
Fox that Fobn Mortimer which is now dead,
Iafice, ingate, in fpeech he doth refemble,
By this I fhall perceive the Commons mind,
How they affect the houfe and claim of Yorks
fg he be taken, rack’d and tortured ;
I know no pain they can inflict'upon/ him
Will make him fay I mov’d him to thofe arms,
. Say that he thrive, as tis great like he will,
Why then from Ireland come Iwith my firength,
Andmpbﬂ'.); hneg whichthtn:lfalfow’dx
For Humpbry being dead, as he fhall be,
And Henry put a-part, the next for me, [Baxit,
SCbrENE VIi. Tbe Palace. be martber
Ester ty00 or three running over the y Mt murt
of Duke Humphfy‘t“
1. Run to fay Lord of Sufolk ; let him koow
* We have difpatch’d the Duke, as he commanded.
-2, Oh that it wese to do! what have we done ¢
Didtt ever hear a man fo penitent ?
Enter Suffalk,
3. Here comes my Lord.
"Suf. Now, Sirs, have you difpatch’d
This thing ?
1. Ay, my good Lord, ’tis done, be’s dead.
Suf. Why, that’s well faid. Go get you to my houfe,
* T will reward you for this vent’rous deed :
The King and all the Pzers are here at hand,
Have you laid fair the bed ? are al] things well,
According as ] gave directions ?
1. Yes, my good Lord. . :
ES«f. Awagl, be gone, ‘f:f':uﬂ; ﬂ?ﬂbﬂ;ﬂ-
nter enry, Queen Margaret, inal, Somerfet,
g Henry %mb Ariendants. :
K. Henry. Go call our Uncle to our prefence firait :
$ey we intend to try his Grage to-day, . ¥
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If he be guilty, as tie publithed, .
Suf, I'll call him prefently, my noble Lord. [Exie. *
K. Henry. Lords, take your places ; and I pray you all,
Proceed no ftraiter gainft our uncle Gho'fer, -
Than from true evidence of good efteem
He be approv’d in praiice culpable.
Q. Mar, God forbid any malice thould prevail, *
‘That faultlefs may condemn a Nobleman |
Pray God he may acquit him of fufpicion!
K. Henry. 1thank thee : well, -thefe words content me’

much. - ;
. - Eanter Suffolk,
How now ? why loak'#t thou pale ? why trembleft thou ?
Where is our Uncle? whats the matter, .Suffolk #
Suf. Dead in his bed, my Lord, G/o’fler is dead.
Q. Mar, Marry, God forefend !
Car. God's fecret judgment : I did dream to-night,
The Duke was dumb, and could not fpeak a word,
- [King feoooms,
Q. Mar, How fares my Lord ? help, Lords, the King
is dead. s
Som. Rear up his body, wring him by the nofe.
Q. Mar. Run, go, help, help! oh Hexry, ope thine eyes.
Suf. He doth revive again ; Madam, be patient,
K. Henry. O heav’nly God!
Q. Mar. How fares my gracious Lord ?
Suf. Comfort, my Sovereign, gracious Henry, comfort !
K. Henry. What, doth my Lord of Suffo/k comfort me ? *
Came he right now to fing a raven’s note,
‘Whofe difmal tune berett my vital pow’rs 5
And thinks he, that the chirping of a wren,
By crying comfort from a hollow breaft,
Can chate away the firft-conceived found ?
Hide n.t thy poifon with fuch fugar’d words,
Lay not thy hands on me ; forbear, I fay;
‘Their touch aftrights me as a ferpent’s ftings
Thou baleful meflenger, out of my fightl
Upon :hy eye-halls murd’rous tyranny
Sits in gum majetty to fright the world. .
Look not upen me, fer thine eyes are wounding 3 ¥ '
(3
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Wet do not go away ; come, bafilifk, ’
And kill the innocent gazer with thy fight s
"For in the fhade -of death I fhall find joy;
1n life, but double death, now G/o’ffer’s dead,
Q. Mar. Why do you rate my Lord of S;gﬁ& thus ?
Aithough the Duke was enemy to him,
Yet he moft chriftian-like laments his death, 1
%formyfclf, foenlaeﬂv::s to me,
ight liquid tears, or -offending groans
Or blood-confuming fighs recall his life 3, -,
Iwould be blind with weeping, fick with groans);
Look pale as primrofe with blood-drinking fighs,
And all to have the noble Duke alive.
‘What know I how the world may deem of me?
For it is known we were but bollow friends s
It may be judg'd I made the Duke away,
So fhall thy name with flander’s tongue be wounded,
And Princes Courts be filled with reproach :
‘This get I by his death: ah me unhappy!
To be a Queen, and crown'd with infamy.

K. Henry, Ah, woe is me for Glo'fler, wretched man?
Q. Mar. Be woe for me, mote wretched than be is}
‘What, doft thou turn away and hide thy face ?

¥ am no Joathfome leper, look on me.
. What, art thou like the adder waxen deaf ?.
Be pois’nous too, and kill thy forlorn Queen,
Is all thy comfort fhut in G/o’fler’s tomb ?
‘Why then dame Margaret was ne'er thy joys
Ere& his flatue, and do worthip to it,
And make my image but an ale-houfe fign.
‘Was I for this nigh wreckt upon the fea,
And twice by adverfe winds from England’s baple
Drove back again unto my native clime ?
‘What boaded this? but well fore-warning winds
Did feem to fay, feek not a feorpion’s noff,
Nor fet thy footing on this unkind fboar.
What did I then, but curfe the gentle gufls,
And himh that loos’d them from their brazen caves,
And bid them blow towards England’s blefled fhoar,
" Or tarn our ftern ppoa a dreadful rock ?
v Veu, VI, B
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Yet okus would not be a muttherer, B
He left that hatefal officé unto thee. ®
The fplitting rocks cow’r’d in the finking fands,
And would not dath me with their ragged fides 3
Becautt thy heart, more hard than they,
- Might in thy Palace.perith Margaset.
As far as I could ket the chalky eliffs,
When from thy fhoar the tempeft beat us back,
T flood upon the hatches in the florth ; '
And when the dufky. fky: begaa to rob
My carncft (gaping fight of 'the land's viéw,
1 ook a coftly jewet from my neck, T
(A heart it was, bound in with diamonds,)
And threw #t tow'rds thy land ; the fea receiv'd ft,
And fo 1 with'd:thy body might my heart,
And ev’n with this I loft fuiy Englawd’s view,
And bid gnine -eyes be packing with my heart,
‘And call’d them Hind and dufky fpetacles, -
For lofing ken of sibion’s wifked couft,
How often have I rempted Sufftii’s tongué
(THe sgeht of thy foul intonfaniey) :
To fit and witch mé, as Aftamus 8,
‘When he to rhaddmg Didb would unfold )
His father’s alts, comment’d in borhing They! -
Am T not witcht Hice frer P art vt not fxife fike him?
Ah me, I can ao.méte: die, Marparer! B
For Herry weeps that thou didft Jive fo long:

Noife withins . Exter Warwick, Salifbory, #nd siany
- Cotmimons oo

War, Tt is repeffed; infhty Sovereign, :
That good Duke Huanpbiy triiteroufly is thogthet*d
" By Suffolk, And the Cardi Beaufort’s theans 3
The Commons, like #n atgry hive of bess
That want tBeir feader, fearter up #nd down,

And care not whors they Sng in their feverige.
.th--‘- office umb Yiet. . @ )
e pretty v; i 3
nz\.':pi(ne ; ¥h ‘.\Eul:l‘:ali i:;umh‘v:;m&oz:m on fheay
Fon Ty vk g CIOh O wklafiely
oy - ey m ‘"’
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My felPhave calm’d their fpleenful matiny,
Until they hear the order of his death.

K. Henry, That he is dead, good Warwick, *tis too true}
Bat how he died, God knows, pot Henry : -
Eater his chamber, view his breathlefs corps,

Ax comment then upon his fudden death.

War. That I thall do, my Licge : ftay, Salifbury, .
With the rude multitude, "tll I return. [ Warwick goes id,

K. Henry. O thou that judgett all things, ftay my thoughts}
My thoughts, that labour to pecfuade my foul )
Some violent hands were laid\oa\ Humbbry's |ifé s
If my fufpe& be falfe, forgive me, God |
For judgment only doth belong to thee,

Fain would I go to chafe his paly lips i
With twenty 5iou(and kiffes, and tq drain .
Upoo his face an.dcean of falt teams:
To tell my love unto his domb deaf trunk,
And with my fingers feel his hand unfeelingt
But all in vain are thefe mean obfequies. . .
[ Bed with Gloycefter's body put forthy

And'to farvey his dead and earthly image, .
W?;wqe it but to make my forrow greater ?

ar. Come hither, gracious Sovereign, view this bodg,

K. Heary. That is to fee how deep my grave is made :
For with his foul fled all my worldly folace §

For fecing him, I fec my life is death.

War, As fyrely as my foul intends to live
With that dread King that took our ftate upon him,

To free us from his father’s wrathful curfe, .
1 do believe that violent hands were laid
Upon the life of this thrice-famed Duke, -

Suf. A dreadful oath, fworn with a folemn tongue!

inftance gives Lord Warwick for his vow ?

War. See how the blood is fettled in his face,

Oft have [ feen a timely parted ghoft

Of afhy femblance, meager, pale, and blood-left,

Being all defcended to the lab'ring beart,

Who in the confliét that it holds with death,

Attraéls the fame for aidance ’gainft the enemy,

Which with the hisart there noqus. a0d o¢’er retusneth To

- 2
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To bluth and beautify the cheek again.
But fee, his face is black and full of blood,
His eye-balls further out than when he liv’d,
Staring full ghatly, like a firangled man ; '
His hair up-rear’d, his noftrils ftretch’d with ftruggling,
His hands abroad difplay’d, as one that grafpt
And tugg'd for life, and was by firength fubdu’d.
Look on the theets ; his hair, you fee, is fticking ;
His well-proportion’d beard made rough and rugged,
Like to the fummer's coriy by tempeft lodg’d)s
It cannot be but he was murther’d here :
The leaft of all thefe figns were probable.
Suf. Why, Warwick, who fhould do the Duke to death?
My felf and Beaufort had him in protetiong
And we, T hope, Sirs, are no murtherers,
War. But both of you had vow’d Duke Humpbry's death,
And you forfooth had the good Duke to keep s
*Tis like you would not feaft him like a friend,
And ’tis well feen he found an enemy. Coe
« Q. Mar. Then you belike fufpet thefe Noblemen,,
As guilty of Duke Humpbry’s timelefs death. .
War, Who finds the heifer dead and bleeding freth,
And fees faft by a butcher with an ax,
But will fufpeét *twas he that made the flaughter ?
‘Who finds the partridge in the puttock’s neft,
But may imagine how the bird was dead,
Although the kite foar with unbloodied beak ?
Even fo fufpicipus is this tragedy.
Q._Mar, Are you thebutch:r, Sufolk# where’s the knifef
Is Beaufort term’d a kite ? where are his talons ?
Suf. I wear no knife to flaughter fleeping men,
But here’s a *vengeful fword, rufted with eafle,
“That fhall be fcoured in his ranc’rous heart,
‘That flanders me with murther’s crimfon badge.
Say if thou dar’ft, proud Lord of Warwickfbire,
‘That I am faulty in Duke Humpbry's death,
War. What dares not Waravick, if falfe Suffolk dare him?
Q. Mar. He dares not calm his contumelious fpirit,
Nor ceafc to be an arrogant controller,
"Though Suffolk dare him twenty thoufand times. ”
ar.
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War. Madam, be #ill ; with revrence may I fay3-,
For ev’ry word you fpeak in his behalf,
1s flander to your royal dignity.

Suf. Blunt.witted Lotd, ignoble jn demeanour,
¥t ever Lady wrong'd her Lord fo rouch,
‘Thy mother took into her blameful bed
Some ftern untutor’d churl ; and noble ftack
Was graft with crab-tree flip, whofe fruit thou art,
And never of the Newi/s’ noble race. ,

War. Bat that the guilt of murther bucklers thee,

And I fthould rob the death’s~man’ 'of -his'fee,
Quitting thee thereby of ten thoyfand fhames,
And that my Sovereign’s prefence makes me mild,
Twould, falfe murd’roug coward, on thy knee
Make thee beg pardon for thy paffed fpeech,

And fay it was thy mother that thou meant’ft 5
That thou thy feif walt born in battardy :
And after all this fearful homage done,

Give thee thy hire, and fend thy foul to hell,
Pernicious blood-fucker of fleeping men ! .
Suf. Thou thalt be waking while I fhed thy blood,

If fram this prefence thou dar’ft go with me.'

War. Away! cv’a now, or I will drag thee hence ¢
Unworthy th?lgh thou ant,kcl’ll cope wit:h :h‘:‘e,
And do forge fervice to Doke Humpbry’s gho! .

[Exeunt Suffolk and Warwicks
. SCENE VIL

K. Hetry. What fizonger breaft-plate than a heart un-

tainted ?

Thrice is he agm’d that hath his quarrel juft ;
And he but naked (though lock’d up in fteel)
Whole eomfcionce with injuice is corrupted.

[ 4 noife wwitkig,
QM. “What noife is-<his? -
Euter Suffolk and Warwick, swith their apeapons drawn,
K, Henry. Why, - how pow, Lords ? your wrathful wes-
pons drawp
Mere in our prefence ! dare you be fo hold ?
Why, what tmultuous clamour have we bere ? ’
) Ea | Sdf.
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Suf. The trait’rous Warwick with the ment of Bury

Set all upon me, mighty Sovereign.
Enter Salilbury.

Sal. Sirs, fland apart, the King fhall know your mind.
Dread Lord, the Commons fend you word by me, I
Unlefs Lord Suffolk firait be put to death, :
Or banithed fair Enzland’s territories,
They will by violence tear him from your palace,
And torture him with grievous ling*ring death.
‘They fay, by him the good Duke Humphry dy'd ;
They fay. in him they fear\your' Highne(s* deith ;
And mere inflin& of love and loyalty, .
(Free from a ftubborn oppofite intent,
As being thought to ¢ontradi€t your liking)
Makes them thus forward in his bapifhment,
They fay, in care of your moft Royal perfon,
That if your Highnefs fhould intend to fleep,
And charge that no man fhould difturb your reft,
In pain of your diflike, or pain of death ;
Yet notwithftanding fuch a firange edi&t,
Were there a ferpent feen with forked tongue
That flily glided tow’rds your Majefty,
It were but neceflary yon were wak'd 3
Left being fuffer’d in that harmlefs flumber,
‘The mortal worm might make the fleep eternal,
And therefore do they cry, though you forbid,
‘That they will guard you whe’r you will or no,
From fuch fell ferpents as falfe Suffolk is ;
‘With whofe invenomed and fatal fling
Your loving uncle, twenty times his worth,
They fay, is hamefully bereft of life.

Commons witbin. An anfwer from the King, my Lord of

Salghn].
uf, *Tis like the Commons, rude unpolith’d hinds, -
Could fend fuch meffage to their Sovereign : -
But you, my Lord, were glad to be employ*d,

‘To thew how queint an orator you are,

But all the honour Salifbury hath won, )
Is, that he was the lord ambaffador

Seat from a fost of tinkers to the King,



King Hewnrvy VI 53

Within, An anfwer from the King, or we wiil all break in.

K. Henry. Go, Salifbury, and tell them all from me,

1 thank them for their tender loving care 3

And had I not been cited fo by them,

Yet did I purpofe as they do entreat ;

For fure my thoughts do hourly prophefie N
Mifchance unto my ftate by Suffelk’s means.

And therefore by his Majefty T {wear,

Whofe far-unworthy D=puty.I am,

He fhall not breathe infeion in this air

But three days longer, on the/pain/ of death,

Q. Mai, Oh Henry, let me plead for gentle Suffolk !

K. Henry. Ungentle Queen, to call him gentle Suffolk. -
No more, I fay: if thou doft plead for him, ’
Thou wilt but add increale unto my wrath. N

" Had I but faid, I would have kept my word ;. .
But when I (wear, it is irrevocable :

If after three days fpace thou here be’ft found,

_On any ground that { am ruler of, -
‘The world thall not be ranfom for thy life.

Come, Warwick, come, good Warwick, go with me;

I have great matters to impart to thee,
o [ Exeunt King, Warwick, &,

SCENE VIII. Manent Queen and Suffolk.

Q. Mur. Mifchance and forrow go along with youl .
Heart’s difcontent and four affliGion .
Be play-fellows to keep you company ! .
There’s two of you, the devil make a third,

And three-fold vengeance tend upon your fteps !

Suf. Ceafe, gentle Queen, thefe execrations,
And let thy Suffelk take his heavy leave.

Q. Mar. Fie, coward woman, and foft-hearted wretch,
Haft thou not fpirit to curfe thine enemy ?

Suf. A plague upon them; wherefore fhould I curfe them?
Would curfes kill as doth the mandrake’s groan,

I would invent as bitter fearching terms,

As curft, as harth and borrible to hear, L.
Deliver’d ftrongly through my fixed teeth, ' .
With full as many figns of deadly hate,

As Lap-fac’d envy in her loathfome cave,

M&,



(1] The Second Part of

My tongue thould ftumble in mine carneft words,
Mine eyes fhould fparkle like the beaten flint,
Mine hair be fixt on end like one diftraét s
Ay, ev'ry joint fhould feem to curfe and ban. .
And even now my burthen’d heart would break,
Should I not curfe them. Poifon be their drink,
Gall, worfe than gall, the daintieft thing they tafle,
‘Their fweeteft thade a grove of cyprefs trees,
Their chiefeft profpe&t murd’ring bafilifks,
Their fofteft touch as fmart as lizards flings,
Their mufick frightful as'the ferpeat’s hifs,
And boading fcreech-owls make the confort full §
All the foul terrors infdark-;\faated hell — by G,
. Mar, Enough, fweet &, thou torment’
Axg”theredmd curfes like ﬂm *gaint glafs, thy &3
- Or like an over-charged gun, recoil,
And turn the force of -them upon thy felf,
Suf. You bad me ban, and will you bid me leave ¥
Now by the greund that 1 am banifh’d from,
‘Well could I curfe away a winter’s night,
‘Though ftanding n2ked on a mountain-top,
‘Where biting cold would never let grafs grow,
And think it but a minute fpent in fport,
Q. Mar. Oh, let me intreat thee ceafe ; give me thyhand,

‘That I may dew it with my mournful tears ;
Nor let the rain of heaven wet this place,
‘To wafh away my woful monuments !
©Oh, could this kifs be printed in thy hand,
‘That thou might'ft think on thefe lips by the feal,
Through which a thoufand fighs are breath’d for thee!
So, get thee gone, that I may know my grigf ;
*Tis but furmis’d whilft thou art flanding by«

s ane that furfeits, thinking on a want.

will repeal thee, or, be well affur’d,
Adventure to be barithed my felf :
And banifhed I any, if but from thee, -
Go, fpeak not to me ; evep now be gone ———s
Oh, go not yet «———Ev’n thus two friends condemn*d
Embrace and kifs, and take ten thoufgnd Jeaves,

Y.l
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‘Losther a2 hundred times to part than die
Yet now farewel, and farewel life with thee !
Suf. Thus is poor Suffolk ten times banithed,
Orxe by the King, and three times thrice by thee.
>T'is not the land T care for, wert thou hence ;
A wildernefs is populous enough,
So Suffolk had thy heav'nly company.
For where thou art, there is the world it felf,
‘With ev’ry fev'ral pleafure in the world ;
And where thou art not, defolation,
I an no more Live thou to joy thy life!
My felf no joy in ought but that thou liv’ft,
."SCENE IX. Enter Vaux.
Q. Mar.Whither goes aux fo faft > what news, I pr*ythee?
Vaux. To fignifie unto his Majefty,
‘That Cardinal Beaufort’s at the point of death:
For fuddenly a grievous ficknefs took him,
‘That makes him gafp, and ftare, and catch the air,
Blafpheming God, and curfing men on earth.
Sometimes. he talks ag if Duke Humpbry’s ghoft
Were by his fide ; fometimes he calls the King,
And whifpers to his pillow, as to him,
The fecrets of his over-charged foul ¢
And I am fent to tell his Majefty, -
‘That even now he cries aloud for him, .o
Q. Mar. Go tell this heavy meffage to the King, - -
. [ Exit Vauz.
Ay me | what is this world ? what news are thefe ?
Bat wherefore grieve [ at an hour’s poor lofs,
Omitting Su_gbll:‘a exile, my foul’s treafure ?
‘Why only; Suffolt, mourn’I not for thee,
And with the fouthern clouds contend in tears ?
Theirs for the earth’s increafe ; mine for my forrows.
Now get thee hence ; the King, thou know’ft, is coming j

N

If thou be found by me, thou art but dead.

Suf. If I depart from thee, I cannot live,
And in thy fight to die, what were it elfe )
But like a pleafant flumber in thy lap ? *
Here could I breathe my foul into the air, : :
As mild and gentle as the cradle-babe . Dvi": R
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Dying with motber’s dug between its lips ¢ : ]
Where from thy fight I fhould be raging mad, L
And cry out for thee to clofe up mine eyes,

To bave thee with thy lips to flop my mouth 3 s
So fhouldft thou either turn my flying foul, °:
Or I fhould breathe it fo into thy body, :

And then it liv'd in fweet Elyfium, .

‘T'o die by thee were but to die in jeft,

From thee to die were torture more than death

Oh! let me ftay, befal what may befal. [
Q_Mar. Away! though parting be a corrofive,

It is applied to a deathful wound, - .

To France, fweet Suffolk ; let me hear from thee t

For wherefoeer thou art in this warld’s globe,

L'l have an Iris that fhall find thee out.
Suf. 1go. .
Q. Mar, And take my heart along with thes,
Suf., A jewel lock’d into the woful'ft cafket

‘That ever did contain a thing of worth.

Even a5 a fplitted bark, fo funder we §

‘This way fall {‘ to dcatz; (E 5.

. . ‘This way for me, weynt feaera :
QS CENE X. T Cardinal’s Bed-chomber.
Enter King Henry, Salibury, and Warwick, fo the
Cardinal in Bed. .

K. Henry, How. fares my Lord? fpeak, Braufor, to
L thy Sovereign,

Car. ¥ thou beeft Death, I’)1 gige thee England’s treafore,
Enough to purchafe fuch another Ifland,
So thou mﬁ: let me live, and feel no pain,

_ K, Henry. Ah, what a fign it is of evil life,

‘Whereeath’s approach is feen {o teprible !

War. Beasfort, it is thy Sovereign fpeaks to thea,
.. Gar. Bring me unto my tryal when you will,
Dy’d he not'in his bed ? where fhould he die?
Can I make men live whe'r they will or no ?
Oh, torture me no more, I will confefs ——
Alive again ? then fhew me where he is :
I'll give a thoufand pound to look upon him ~~—en
He hath 00 cyes, the dug hath blinded them 3 Conb



Amg HENRY VI, 59
-Cotnb down his hair 3 look, look, it flands unr t,
Like lime-twigs fet to catch my winged foul :
: Give me fome drink, and bid th’apoth
. Bring the firong poifon that I bought of him,
K. Henry. O thou eternal mover of the heav'ns,
Look with a gentle eye upon this wretch ;
©Oh, beat away the bufie meddling fiend,
That lays firong fiege unto this wretch’s foul, -
. Aod from his bofom purge this black defpair |
War. See how the pangs of death do make him prin,
" Sel. Difturb him net, let him pafs peiceably. :
K. Henry, Peace to his foul, 'if 'God’s'good pleafure be
Lord Caxdinal, if thou think’(t on heaven’s biifs,

: Hold up thy hand, make fignal of thy hope,

. He dies, and makes no fign : O God, forgive him! -
Par. So bad a death argues @ monfirous life,

", K. Henry. Forbear t judge, for we are finners all,

“Clofe up his eyes, and draw the curtain clofe,

And let usall to meditation,  + [Exeant:

ACT IV. SCENE I,

T3¢ Coaft of Kent,
- Mlarve,, Fight ot fea. Ordnance gons off. Enter Captain,

Whitmore, asd otber Pirates, with Suffolk and otbers
Prifoners.

 Cap THE geudy, blabbing, and remorfeful dry

)

s crept into the bofom of the fea ;

* And now logd bowling wolves aroufe the jadey

That drag the tragick mejaneholy night :

Who with their drowfie, flow, and flagging wings

Clip dead mens graves § 20d from their mifty jaws

Breathe fou! contagious darkaefs in the air. *

Therefore brig forth the faldiers of our prize §

For whilt our pinnace mchérs §n the Dosons, . :
" Here fiall they make their ranfom on the fand, .o

Or with their blood fain thisdifcolour’d thore,

o Mafter, this priforer fizely give ¥ thee ;

And thog shat art his tate, .make boot of this 3
The other, Walrer Whitmore, is thy fthare, -

| ‘.f‘g’m.‘.mmdg mlon, m,.;gtmhov&";
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Map. A thoufand crowss, or elfe lay down your head, ~
Mate. Andfo much thall you give, or off goes'yours.
Whit.What, think you much to pay two thoufand crowns
And bear the name and port of gentlemen ? . .
Cut both the villains throats, for die you fhall ; :
Nor can thofe lives which we have loft in fight,. .
Be counter-pois’d with fuch a petty fum, .
1 Gent. I'll give it, Sir, and therefore fpare my life.
2 Gent. And fo will I, and write home for it firaight.
Pbit. 1 loft mine eye in laying the prize aboard, :
And therefore to revengeit;, fhalt thoudies| | ToSuffolic.
And fo thould thefe, if I'might have my will.
Cap. Be not fo rafh, take ranfom, let him live,
Suf. Look on my George, I am a gentleman,
Rate me at what thou wilt, thou fhalt be paid.
Whit, And fo am T; my name is FFalier Whitmore,
How now ? why ftart’ft thou ? what, doth death affright ?
Suf. Thy name afftights me, in whofe foupd is death, -
A cunniog man did calculate my birth,
And told me, that by #ater I thould die :
Yet let not this make thee be bloody-minded,
Thy name is Gualtier, being rightly founded,
Whit, Gualtier ov Wakter, which it is I care not,
Ne’er yet did bafe difhonour blur our name,
But with our fword we wip’d away the blot, .
‘Therefore, when merchant-like I fell revenge,
Broke be my fword, my arms torn and defac’d,
And I proclaim’d a coward through the world !
. Suf. Stay, Whitwore, for thy prifoner is a Prince,
“The Duke of Suffolr, William de la Pole.
Wbit, The Duke of Suffolk muffled up in rags ?
Suf. Ay, but thefe rags are no part of the Duke.
Fove fometimes went difguis’d, and why not I ?
Cap. Bat Jove was never flain, as thou fhale be.
Suf. Obfcure and lowly fwain, King Henry’s blood,
‘The honourable blood of Lancafler,
Muft not be fhed by (uch a jaded groom : )
Haft thou not kifs’d thy hand, and held my ftisrop ?
Bare-headed plodded by my foot-cloth mule, : .
Ang thought thee happy when I thook my hesd ? R«
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How often hatt thou waited at my cup,
Fed from my trencher, kneel’d down at the board,
When I have feafted with Queen Margaret ? )

' Remember it, and letit make thee creft-faln,

H

| ¥ As hating thee, areriﬁ¥upinanm.

Ay, and allay this thy abortive pside :
How in our voiding lobby hat thou food,

Aad duly waited for my coming forth !

This hand of mine hath writ in thy behalf,
And therefore fhall it charm thy riotous tongue,

Whit, Speak, Captain, fhall I flab the forlorn fwain ?

Cap. Firft let my words ftab him,\ as be hath)mé. !

§af. Bafe flave, thy words are blunt, and fo art thou,

Cap. Convey bim hence, and om our long-boat’s fide |
Strike off his head, )

Suf. Thou dar'ft not for thy own,

. Poole, Sir Poole # Lord?
Ay, ] —— puddle ——fink, whofe filth and dirt
Troubles the filver fpring where England drinks ¢
Now will I dam up this thy yawning mouth,
;:’ \} "l,“;pd:;‘ {ure of the realm, -

y kips that kifs’d the Queen, fhall fweep the ground
And mﬁl that fmil’dft h&ood Duke > *s death, i
Aginft the fenfelefs winds fhalt grin in vain, .
Who in contempt fhall hifs at thee again,

And wedded be thou to the hags of hell,
For daring to affic a mighty Lord
Unto the daughter of a worthlefs King,
Having nor fubje®, wealth, nor diadem |
By devilifh policy art thou grown great,
And, like ambitious Sylla, over-gorg’d
With gobbets of thy mother’s bleeding heart.
By thee Anjau and Maine were fold to France ;
The falle revolting Nermans thorough thee
Difdain to call os Lord ; and Picardie
Hath flain their governors, furpriz’d our forts,

- And fent the ragged foldiers wounded home.
The princely Warwick, and the Newvills all,
{Whofe dreadful fwords were never drawn in vain)

Aod now the houle of

ork (thraft from the crown
Yoi, VI, F .

By .
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By fthameful murther of a guiltle(s King,
And lofty proud incroaching tyranny,) )
Burns with revenging fire ; whofe hopeful colours
Advance a half-fac’d fun flriving to fhine 3
Under the which is writ, Invitis nubibus.
The Commons here in Kent are up in arms &
And to conclude, reproach and beggary
Are crept into the palace of our King,
And all by thee. -Away ! convey him hence.
Suf. O that I werea God, to fhoot forth thundey
Upon thefe paultry, fervile, ‘abject drudges'l
Small things make bafe men proud. This villain here,
Being captain of a pinnace, threatens more
‘Than Bardylis * the ftirong Iyrian Pirate.
Drones fuck not eagles blood, but rob bee-hives,
1t is impoffible that I fhould die
By fuch a lowly vaffal as thy felf.
Thy words move rage and not remorfe in me ¢
X go of meffage from the Queen to France 5
I charge thee waft me fafely crofs the channel,
Cap, Walker ——
jt. Come, Suffolt, I muft waft thee to thy death.
Suf. Gelidus timor occupat -artus, it’s thee I fear, -
Whit. Thou fhalt have caufe to fear, before I leave thee,
What, are ye daunted now ? now will ye ftoop ?
1 Gent. My gracious Lord, intreat him ; fpeak him fair.
Suf. Suffolk’s imperial tongue is ftern and rough,
Us’d to command, untaught to plead for favour.
Far be it we fhould bonour fuch as thefe
‘With humble fuit ; no ; rather le: my
Stoop to the block than thefe knees bow to any,
Save to the God of heav’n and to my King ;
And fooner dance upon a bloody pole,
‘Than ftand uncover’d to the vulgar groom.
Know truc Nobility is exempt from fear 3
More can I bear than you dare execute,
& Bardsis wes the Kiog of yria whom Philip of Maceden con-
uer'd. Drador. Sic. lib. 16. The reafon wiry he is cal ’d a Pirate
exf:l that 1t was the charafler of the whole' Illyrian nation (a pow~

and a maritime people) to live by rapineand plandus. Jityries ex
Wpte wivre adfusies, Q_uint.cm.lio’.ys.?. 16, ¥ 7

.G
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Cap. Hale him away, and let hirh talk no more.
Suf. Come, foldiers, fhew what cruelty you cah,
That this my death may never be forgo!
Great men oft die by wi Bmmu.
A Roman fworder and Bandetto flave
Murther’d fweet Tully, Brutus’ baflard hand
Sub’d Fulius Cefar, favage Iflanders
PmtheGmt; and Suffolk dies by pirates.
[Exit Walter Whmnore with Suffolk,
Cap And 3s for thefe whofe ranfom wehavefet,
It is our pleafure one’of them/'depart 5
Therefore come you with us, and let lnm
[Exeunt. Capmn and the reff.
Manet the firft Gentleman, Enter Whitmore wrth the body,
Whit. There let his head and livelefs body lye,
Until the Queen his miftre(s bury it. [ Exit Whitmore,
1 Gent, O barbarous and bloody fpeacle |
His body will I bear unto the King 3
1f he revenge it not, yet will his friends,
So will the ueen that living held him hear, [Exit.
CENE JIL Southwark.
Enter Bevis and John Holland.
Bewis. Come and get thee a {ward though made of a
lath ; they have been up thefe two days.
Hol, They have the more nead to fleep now then.
Bevis, 1 tell thee Fack Cade the clothier means to drefs
the Commonwealth, and turn it, and fet a new napupon it. -
Hol. So he had nced, *tis thread-bare, Well, I fay it
was never 2 merry wotld in Zsglasd fince gentlemen

Bml:: Omiferable age ! virtue is not regarded in handy-
crafts men.

Hol, The Nobility think fcorn to go in leather aprons.

Bmx. Nay more, the King's councilare no good wo:k- '

HoI True, and yet itisfaid, Labow in thy wocation ;

which i as much as to fay, let the magjitrates be labouring
men; and therefore fhould we be magiftrates,

Bevis. Thou baft hitit ; for there’s no better fign of 2 1
brave mind than a hard hand, K
. . . F 2 HOI. i

i
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Hol, 1 fee them, I fee them ; there’s Bgﬂ'l fon, the
tanner of Wingbam.,

Bevis. He fhall have the fking of cur enemies to make
dog’s leather of,

Hol, And Dick the butcher.

Bam. Then-isfia firuck down like an’ ox, and iniqui=
ty’s throat cut like a calf,

Hol, And Smith the weaver. .

- Bewrs, Argo, their thread of life is fpun.

Hol, Come, come, let’s fall in with them,;' -
Drum. Enter Cade, Dick 'the' butcher,' Smith 'the mw;

and. & [awyer, with uﬁaﬂc nugbhers, .

Cade, We Yobn Cade, fo term’d of our fuppofed father

Dick, Or rather of ftealing a cade of herrings.

Cade. For our enemies thall fall before us, infpirad with the
fpirit of putting down Kingsand Princes; command filence,

Dick, Silence. :

Cade. My father was a Mortimer —ame -

Dick. He was -an honeft man and a goodhuck]ayer.

Cadg. My mother a Plantagenct ——

Dick. 1knew her well, the was a midwife,.

Cade, My wife defcended of the Ldcies —

Disk. She msmdeed npedhrs daughter, and fold ma-
ny laces.

y”fmv But now of late not able to travel with ber fyn’d

pack, fhe wathes bucks here at home,

Cade. Therefore am 1 of an honourable houfe.

Dick. Ay, by my faith, the field is honourable, and
there was he born uader ahedge; for his father had never
a houfe but the cage.,
* Cade, Valiant Tam. =~ -

Weav, A’ muft nceds, for beggary is valiant.

Cade, 1 am able to endure much.

Dick, No queftion-of that ; for I have feep him whipt
three market days together.

Cade. I fear neither fword nor fire. '

Weav. He need not fear the fwotd, ﬁwbts cost is'of
proof. ®
. c A quibble intended between twe fenfes of the word, onc as be-

able to reff, the other as being wwil gried, that is, lng wwn,
. Du'l.

cwm oA ke B E e
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Dick. But methinks he fhould ftand in fear of fire, being
! burnt i’th’hand for ftealing of theep.

Cade. Be brave then, for your captain iy brave and vows
reformation, There fhall be in Englavd fever half-penny
loaves fold for a penny ; the three-hoop’d pot fhall have
ten hoops, and I will make it felony to drink fmall beer,
All the Realm fhall be in common, and in Cheapfid: thall

:zym‘b;lefrygotognﬁ; and when I am King, as King I

All. God fave your Majefty!

M. I thank you, good people, There fhall be no
mony, all fhall eat and drink upon my fcore, and I will
apparel them all in one livery, that they may agree like
brothers, and worfhip me their Lord. . .

Dick. The fuuft thing we do, let's kil all the lawyers.

Cade, Nay, that I mean todo, Is not this a lamentable
thing, that the fkin of an innocent lamb fhould be made
purchment 5 that parchment "being feribbled o’¢r, fhould
undo a man ? Some fay the bee ftings, but I fay “tis bees
wax ; for I did but feal once to a thing, and I never was
my own man fince, How now ? who is there ?
v Enter a Clerk.

Weao. Thecletk of Chatbem ; he can write and read,

and caft accompt. :
Cade, O monftrous !
Weaw. We took him fetting boys copies.
Cade. Here's a vilkain |
Weaw. He’as 2 book in his pocket with red letters in’t,

Cade. Nay then he’s a conjurer.

Dick, Nay, he can make obligations and write court-

hand, .

Cade. 1 am forry for’t : the man .is a proper man, of
mine honour ; unlefs I find him guilty, he fhall not die,
Come hither, fimah, I muft examing thee ; what is thy
pame ?

Clerk. Emanel,

Dick, ‘They ufe to write it on the top of letters ¥ : “twill~
go bard with you. .

Cade, Let me aloae, Doft thou ufe to write thy name ?

@ Gevgdl mmcf'rhiauyrusmmm's Diﬂ’"“;
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or haft thou a mark to thy fe!f like an hoheft. plﬂn-dd!-

ing man ?

Clevk. Sir, T thank God I have been fo well lrought up,
that I can 'write my name.

All, He hath tonfeft ; away with him ; ‘be is a.villsin
and a traitor.

Cade. Away with him, Ifay: hang him with his
and ink-hern about his neck, [ Exit ene woith the

Enter Michael,

Mich, Where is our General/?

Cade, Here I am, thou particalar fellow.

Mich. Fly, fiy, fly ; Sir Humpbry Stafford and his ho-
ther are hard. by with the King’s forces.

Cade. Stand, villain, ftand, or I'll fell thee down ; be
fhall be encounter’d with a man as good uhnl'elf He is
but 2 Knight, isa’ ?

Micb, No.

Cade, To equal him I will make my felf a Knight pre~
fently ; rife up, 6ir j&bx Mortimer, Now hive at him.

SCENE I .
Enter Sir “Hnmpbry W, :’;d d young W, with

Staf, llebdmuehind- thcﬁlthandfmmofl&n
.Mark’d for the gallows, lay your weapons down,
Home to your cottages, forfake this groom ;
The King is mereiful if you revolt.
Y. Staf. But angry, wrathful, and inelin’d to blood,
If you go forward ; therefore yxeld or die.”
Cada Asfor thefe filken-coated flaves T pafs them
It is to you, good people, that I {peak,
O’er whom (in time to come) I hope to reign ;
For I am rjghtful heir unto the crown.
- Staf. Vilhin, thy father was a plifterer, -
And thou thy felf 2 fhearman, art thou not 2
Cade. And Adam was a gardener,
Y. Staf. And what of t.hat ?
Cade. Marry, this.—ee— Edwund Mortimer Extl of March
married the Duke of Clgrence’s daughter, did he ot ?
Staf. Ay, Sir.
Cade, Byhethehﬁmchddunatmhnh
Y. Staf.
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Y. Staf. That’s falfe, : o
Cade. Ay, there’s the queftion ; but ¥ Gy *tis true s
Theeelder of them being put to surfe,
Was by a beggar-woman flol’n away,
And ignorant of bis birth and parentage,
Became a bricklayer when he came to age.
His fon am I, deny it if you can,
Pick, Nay, "tia tqo true, therefore he fhall be King,
Weaw. Sir, he made a chimney in .my father’s houfe,
and the bricks are alive at thig, day to|tetify:it. thesefore
deny it not. . .
af. And will you credit this bafe drudge’s words,
That $eaks he knows not what ? .
. All. Ay marry will we, therefore get you gone.
thiz' Staf, Jack Cade, the Duke of York hath tavght you

Cade, He lies, for I invented it my felf, Go to, Sirrah,
tell the King from me, thatfor his father’s fake, Hesry
the Fifth, (in whofe time boys went to fpanscounter for
French crowns) Jam content he fhall reign, but I'll be

Dick. And furthermore we’ll have the Lord Say’s head,
for felling the Dukedom of Maine, .

Cade, And good reafon 3 for thereby is England maim’d,
apd fain to go with-a fiaff, but that my puiffance holds it

. Fellow-Kings, I tell you, that Lord Sey hath gelded
:{eComm-welth, and made it an ewnuch ; and more
than that, be. can fpeak Fresch, and therefore he is a

traitor.
Staf. O grofs and miferable ignarance |
. Cade, Nay, anfwer if you can : the Fremchmex are oue
enemies : go to then 3 T afk but this 5 can be that fpeaks
with the tongue of the enefny be 2 good countellor or no ?
All. No, no, and therefore we’ll have his head.
Y. Staf. Well, feeing gentle words will not prevail,
Affail them with the army of the King.
Staf, Herald, away, and throughout every town
Proclaim them traitors that are up with €ade §°
That thofe which fly before the battel ends,
May (even in their wives and childrens fight) .
o a ‘e
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Be hang’d up for example at their doors 3
And you that be the King’s friends follow me,
) [Ex. the tv» Staffords wwith their Folloepers,

Cade. And you that love the Commons follow me,

Now fhew your felves men, °tis for liberty.

'We will not leave one Lord, one gentleman 3

Spare none, but fuch as go in clouted fhoone,

For they are thrifty honeft men, snd fuch

As would (but that they dare not) take our parts,
Dick, They aresll in order,/'sud march) toward us?
Cade, But then are we in order, when we are moft out of

Come, march forward. Ex. Cade andbis Parsy,
[ Alaru to fight, ewberein botb the Staffords are flain,
Enter Cade and the reff,

Cads. Where's Dick, the butcher of Afbford ?

Dick. Here, Sir.

Cade. They fell before thee like fheep and oxen, and thou
behaved'ft thy felf as if thou had®t been in thine awn flaugh-
ter-houfo j therefore thus I will reward thee : the Lent thail
fhall be as long again as it is, and tho fhalt have a licenfe
to kill fora hundred lacking one,

Dick. I defire no more.

- Cade. And to fpeak truth, thou deferv'ft no lefs, This
monument of the victory will I bear, and the bodies fhall
be dragg’d at my horfe’s heels *till 1 do come to Lendon,
where we will have the Mayor's fword born before us.

Dick, If we mean to thrive and do good, break open the
goals, and let out the prifoners,

Cade. Fear not that, I -warrant thee, Come, let’s
march towards London, [Exexnt,
SCE NbE IV. Black-heath.

Enter Henry ewith o fupplication, and Queen Margarer
: :ﬁtfs‘f&'olk’: bead, tL Date of Buek%gbam, and
the Lord Say,

Q. Mar, Oft have I heard that grief foftens the mind,

And makes it fearful and degenerate §
Think therefare on revenge, and ceafe to weep.
But who can ceafe to weep, and look on this ?
Here may his bead Iye on my throbbing beeaft § .

: t
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Bat where’s the body that I fhould imbrace ?
. Buck., What anfwer makes your Grave to the rebels fupa
}PM;; . Tl fend fome holy B
K. Henry. T'll fend fome holy Bithop to intreat 3
¥or God forbid fo many ﬁmpgefauhm ’
Should perifh by the fword | AndI my flf, '
Rather than bloody war fhould cut them fhort,
Will parly with ﬁu& Cade their General, :
But ftay, I"1] read it over once again, .
Q.alllar. Ah barbarous villains ! - hath this lovely face -
Rul’d like a wand’ring planet over'me, e
And could it not inforce them to relent,
That were unworthy to behold the fame 2
K, H;agd. Lord Say, Fack Cade hath {worn to have thy

Say. Ay, but I hope your Highnefs fhall haye his.
K. Henry,. How now, Madam ?
Lamenting ftill, and mourning Suffolk’s death ?
1 fear me, love, if that I had been dead,
" Thou would'ft not half have mourn’d fo much for me.
Q. Mar. My love, I fhould not mourn, but die for thes,

Enter a enger.
K. Hentry. How now ? what news ? why com’ft thou in
fuch hafte ?

M. The rebels are in Swwtbaprk ; fly, my Lord s
Fack Cade proclaims himfelf Lord Mortimer,
Defcended from the D&nce of .il;:;lgu’ houfe,
And calls your Grace ufurper openly,
» And vows to crown himfelf in #efminfler.
His army is a ragged multitude
Of hinds and peafants, rude and mercile(s ¢
Sir Humpbry Stafford and his brother’s dqath
Hath given them heart, and courage to proceed s
#t’chnlars, lawyers, courtjers, gentlemen,
ey call falfe caterpillers, and intend their death,
K. Heery. O gracelefsmen! they know nat what they de
Buck, My gracious Lord,. retire to Killingworth,
. Until a pawer be rais’d to put them down. -
; g. Mar, Ah! were the Duﬁk:q of Skﬁ:l: now alive,
: N Sy ol .
| Kantifh sebels fhould be foon appeas K. Homye
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K. Henry, Lord Say, the traitors hate thee,
‘Therefore away with us to Killingeoorth. :
Say. So might your Grace’s perfon be in danger ¢
The fight of me is odious in their eyes 5
And therefore in this city will I ftay,
And live alone as fecret as I may,
Fack G g bridge
2 Mef. Sack hath gotten -bridge,
'l‘hefilt:fm fly him, and forfake their houfes 3
The rafeal people thirfting after prey
Jroin with the traitor, and they jointly fwear
o fpoil the city and your royal Court.
Buck. Then linger not, my Lord ; away, take horfe.
K. Henry, Come, Marg’ret, God oarhope will fuccour us.
Q. Mar, My hope is gone, now Suffolk is.decess’d.
K., Henry, Farewel, my Lord, truft not to Kentifb rebels,
Buch, Truft no body, for fear you bé betray'd,
Say. The traft I have is in mine innocence,
And therefore am I bold and refolute, Exennt,
SCENE V. LONDON.
ZEnter Lord Scalesapon the Tower walking, Then enter tevo
or three Citizens below. ~
Scales, How now? is Jack €ade fhin
1 Git. No, my Lord, nor like to be flain : for they have
won the bridge, killing all thofe that withftand them : the
Lord Mayor craves aid of your honour from the Tetoer to
defend the city from the rebels, -
Scales. Such aid as 1 can fpare you thall command,
But I am troubled here with them my felf. {
The rebels have affay'd to win the Tower,
But get you into Smitbfield, gather head,
And thither will T fend you Mertbew Geff.
Fight for your King, your country and your lives,
And fo farewel, for I muft hence again. [Etexnt,
SCENE VL to Cannon-Street. '
Enter Jack Cade and the reft, and firikes bis flaff ow London-
Stone,

Cade. Now is Mortimer Lord of this city, and here fitting
upon London-Stone, 1 charge and command that of the city’s
coft the piffing conduit run nothing but claret wine the firk

yesr
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of our reign. And now henceforward it fhall be trea-
for any that calls me other than Lord Mortimer,
Enter a Soldier running,

Sol. Fack Cade, Fack Cade!

Cade. Knock him down there, [Tbey kill bim.

Weav, If this fellow be wife, he'll never call you Fack
Ca:'me 3 llzx':kmath:vuyﬁixwmﬁag.

ick. M , ’s an gathered ther in
Switbfiold, y armoy toge!

Cade, Come then, let's go fight with them : but firft go
and fet Londen-Bridge on fire, and if) you |cin; (bisrn down
the Towwer too. Come, let's away. [ Exexnt omaes.

SCENE VIL Chonges to Smithfield,
Harum, Matthew Goff is flain, and all the refi, Tben
enter Jack Cade wwnth bis eT:y.

Cade. So, Sirs ;: Now go fome and pull down the Savey 2
others to the Inns of courts, down with them all |

Dick, T have a fuit unto your Lordéhip.

Cade, Be it a Lordthip, thou fhalt have it for that word,

Dick. (t):ly that the laws of England may come out of

mouth, :

Fobn. Mafs, ’twill be fore law then, for he was thru§
in the mouth with a fpear, and "tis not whole yet.

Smith, Nay, Jobn, it will be Rinkiog law, for his
breath finks with toafied cheefe.

Cade, 1 have thought upon’it, it fhall be fo. Away,
burn all the records of the realm, my mouth fhall be the
parliament of England,

“obs, Then we are liketo have biting flatutes, unlcfs
y his teeth be pull’d out,

Cade. And henceforward all things thall be in common,

: SCENE VI Entera Meffenger. )

M. M , a prize, a prize! here’s the Lord Sap
which fold the towns in Frasce, he that made us pay one and
tweaty fifteens and one fhilling to the pound, the laft fub-

fidy, Lo
7 Enter Geotge with the Lord Say. .
Cade. Well, he fhall be beheaded for it ten times, Ab,
then Say, thou ferge, nay, thou buckram Lotd, now art
:gwwixhinpim-bhuk of our jurifdition regal. V;::
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exaft thou anfiwer to my Majefty for giving up of Normandy
unto Menfieur ® Bafimecu, the Dauphin of Framee # beie
known unto thee by thefe prefents, even the prefence of
Lord Mortimer, that 1am the befom that muft fweep the
Cour clen of fuch th s thou .+ thou aft mof i 1
teroufly cortupted the youth of th m in eretinga
gnmmar-fchgol 5 and zrohemd before our fore-fathers had
no other books but the feore and the tally, thou haft caufed
printing to be us’d ; and contrary, to the King, his crown
and dignity, thou haft built a paper-mill, It will be prov’d
to thy face that thou haft men about thee, that ufually
talk of a Noun and a erb; ‘and 'fuch'abominable words;' a3
no chriftian ear can endure to hear. Thou haft appointed
Judlices of the peace to call poor men before them about |
matters they were niot able to anfwer, Moreover, thou haft |
g:‘t‘them in prifon, and- becaufe they could not read, thoy !
hang’d them ; when indeed, only for that caule they -

have been moft worthy to live, Thou doft ride on a-foot~
cloth, doft thou not ? : ‘

Say. What of that ? S

Cade. Marry, (thou ought’ft not to let thy horfe' wear 4
gloak, when honefter men than thou go in-their hofe and
doublets, . :

Dick. And work in their fhirt too, as my felf for exame
ple, that am a butcher.

Say. You men of Kent, —— ' !

Dick, Well, what fay you of Kent ?

Say. Nothing but this : Bona terra mala gens, i

Cade, Away with him, away with him, he fpeaks latin,

Say, Hear me but {peak, and bear me where you will, - {
Kent, in the commentaries Ceefar writ, .
Is term’d the civil’ft place of all this Hle ;
Sweet is the country, beauteous, full of riches,
‘The people liberal, valiant, active, worthy :
Which makes me hope thou art not void of pity,
I fold not Maine, I loft not le;z,
Yet to recover them would lofe my Wfe :
JuBice with favour have I always done,

Pryen

‘e
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and tears have mov'd me, gifts could never 3
When have T ought exalted at your hands ?
Kent to maintain, the King, the realm and you,
Large gifts have I beftow’d on learned clerks,
Becaufe my book preferr’d me to the King :
And feeing ignorance is the curfe of God,
Ksowledge the wing wherewith we fly to heav'n,
Unlefs you be pofieft with dev'lifh fpirits,
Ye cannot but forbear to murther me :
This tongue hath parlied unto foreign Kings
For your behoof,
Cade. Tgct!, t?ut ! when ftruck’ft thou one blow inl the
d

82y, Great men have reaching hands ; oft have I fttuck
sz‘dnt 1 never faw, and firuck them dead.

George. O monftrous coward! what to come behind folks ?

Say. Thefe cheeks are pale with watching for your good.

Cade. Give him a box o’th® ear, and that will make ‘em
'd&:yg.inl;mgﬁ a ' f

. tting to determine poor mens cavfes
Hath .made me full of ficknefs and difeafes.
" Cade. He fhall have a hempen caudle then, and the help
of a hatchet,

Dick. Why doft thou quiver, man ?

Say. The palfic, and not fear, provoketh me.

Cade. Nay, he nods at us, 2s who would fay, I'll be
even with you. I'll fee if his head will ftand feadier on 2
pole or no ? take him away, and behead him.,

Say. Tell me, wherein have I offended moft ?

Have 1 affefted wealth or honour ? fpeak,

Are my chefls £ill’d up with extorted gold ?

Is my apparel fumptuous to behold ?

‘Whom have Xinjur'd, that ye feek my death ?
Thefe hands are free from guiltlefs blood-fhedding,
This breaft from harb'ring foul deceitful thoughts. /
0, let me live! :

Cade, I feel remorfe in my felf with his words ; but I'll
bridle it ; he thall die, an it be but for pleading fo well for
his life, Away with him, he has a familiar under his

. tongue, he fpeaks not o’ God’s name, Go, take him away

Vou, Vi, G : 1fayy
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" 1 fay, and firike off his head prefently, and then break iﬂtf

his fon-in-law’s houfe, Sir Fames Cromer, and ftrike off his

head, and bring them both upon two poles hither. =~
All. It fhall be done. :

Say. Ah, country-men, if when you make your pray’rs, =

God fhould be fo obdurate as your felves,
How would it fare with your departed fouls?
And therefore yet relent, and fave my life.

Cade. Away with him, and do as I command ye: [Ex.
Jome with Lord Say.] the proudeft Peer of the realm fhall
not wear a head on his fhoulders, /unléfs he pay me'tribute §
there thall not a maid be married, but fhe fhall pay me her
maidenhead ere they have it; men fhall hold of me in
Capite,” And we charge and command, that their wives be
as free as heart can wifh, or tongue can tell.

Dick. My Lord, when fhall we go to Cheapfide, and take
pp commodities upon our bills ? ’

Cade, Marry, prefently, ’ .

A, O bravel .. !

Enter one with the beads,

Cade. But is not this braver ? let them kifs one another s -

for they lov’d well when they were alive: Now part them
again, left they confult about the giving up of fome more
towns in France. Soldiers, defer the fpoil of the city until
uvight § for ‘with thefe born before us, inftead 6f maces,
will we ride through the firects, and at every corner have
them kifs, Away! [Exeunt,
SCE N E IX. Cbanges toSouthwark. :
Alarum, and Retreat. Enter again Cade, and all bis .
Rabblement.

Cade, Up Fifb. fireet, down St. Magnes’ Comner, kill and

knock down, throw them into Thames,
A Parley founded,
What noife is this I hear? dare any be fo bold to found ree
treat or parley, when I command them kill ? -t
Enter Buckingham and old Clifford.

Buck. Ay, here they be that dare and wijll difturb thee ¢ .
Know, Cade, we come ambaffadors from the King
Unto the Commons, whom thou haft mif-led,
And here pronounce free pardon to them all
*That will forfake thee, and go home in peace, G5,
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Cif. What fay ye, country~-men, will ye refent,
And yield to mercy, whilft *tis offer’d you,
{. Orlet a rabble lead you to your deaths
* Who loves the King, and will embrace his pardon,
. Tog up his cap, and fay, God fave bis Majefly!
Wio hateth him, and honours not his father,
Bwy the fifth, that made all France to quake,
Sike he his weapon at us, and pafs by,
All, God fave the King ! God fave the King !
Cade. What, Buckingbam and Clifford, are ye fo brave P
wd you, bafe peafants, do ye believe them ?-will you needs
b bang’d with your pardons about your necks ? hath my
fword therefore broke through London gates, that you fhould
leave mae at the White-bart in Soutbwark ? 1 thought you
woald never have given out thefe arms *till you had reco
wred your ancient freedom: but you are all recréants and
daftards, and delight to live in flavery to the Nobility. Let
them break your backs with burthens, take your houfes
, 0w your heads, ravith your wives and daughters before your
" fges,. For me, I will make fhift for one, and o God’s
curfe light upon you all | ) :

Al We'll follow Cade, 'we'll follow Cadeg
' Clif. Te Cade the fon of Henry the fifth,
That thus you do exclaim you’ll go with him ?
Will he conduét you through the heart of ‘France,
And make the meaneft of you Earls and Dukes?
Alzs, he hath no home, no place to fly to :
Nor knows he how to live, but by the fpoil,
Unlefs by robbing of your friends and us,
Were’t not a thame, that whilft you five at jar,
The fearful French, whom you late vanquithed,
Should make a flart o’er feas, and vanquifh you ¥
Methiaks already in this civil broil
1 fte them lording it in London Rreets,
Crying Villagesis | unto all they meet.
Better ten thoufand bafe-born Cades mifcarry,
Than you fhould ftoop unto a Frenchman’s mescy.
To France ! to Framce! and get what you have loft ;
Spare England, for it is your native coaft,
Henry hath money, you atecﬁmng and manly ;
P . 2. .
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God on our fide, doubt not of vi&c:;r
All. A Cifford! a Clifferd ! we'll follow the King and
rd,

Cade, Was ever feather fo lightly blown to and fro, 28
this multitude ? the name of Henry the fifth hales them to
an hundred mifchiefs, and makes them leave me defolate,
I fee them lay their heads together to furprize me. My

. fword make. way for me, for here is no flaying ; in defpight
of the devils and hell, have through the very midft of you 3
and heav’ns and honour be witnefs; thatino want-of refolu=
tion in me, but only my followers bafe and ignominious
treafons make me betake me to my heels, [Exit.

Buck, What, is he fled ? go fome and follow him,

And he that brings his head unto the King,
Shall have a thoufand crowns for his reward,

[Exeunt fome of thems,
Follow me, foldiers ; we'll devife a mean .
To reconcile you all unto the King. [Exeunt omses,
. SCENE X. % Palace at Killingworth,
Sound trumpets.  Enter Kiag Henry, Queen Margaret, and

.- Somerfet on the Terras, .

K. Henry. Was ever King that *joy'd an earthly throge,
And could command no more content than I ?

No fooner was I crept out of my cradle,
l&xt I was'n;ade 2 King at nine months old ;
a8 never fubject long’d to be a King,
As 1 do long and with to be a fubjet.
Enter Buckingham and Clifford.

Buck, Health and glad tidings to your Majefty!

K. Henry. Why, Buckingbam, isthe traitor Cade furpriz’d ?
Or is he but retir’d to make him ftrong ?

P Enter ;ullimdn with balters about their necs,

if: He'sfled, my Lord, and all his pow'rs do yield
And hambly ths wich halters on their rocks
Expect your Highnefs® doom of life or death. '

K. Henry. Then, beav'n, fet ope thy everlafting gates,

To entettain my vows of thinks and praife !

Soldiers, this day have you redeem’d your lives,

And fhew'd how well you love your Prince and country s
Cootinue ftilf in this fo good » mind, .
And Henry, though he be uafortunate, © Affurg
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Aflure your felvesvnllmerbe unkind 5
And fo with thanks and pardon to you all, .
I do difmifs you to your feveral countries,

AU, God fave the King] God fave the ng! [Em.

Eunter Meffenger,

Mef. Pleafeit your Grace to be ldvemfed, )
The e of York is newly come from Ireland,
And with a puiffant and mighty pow’r
Of defp'rate gallow-glaffes and fiaut kerns,

hitherward in proud array =

And Aill proclaimeth as be comes'along,
His arms are only to remove from thee )
The Duke of Somerfes, whom he terns a traitor

K. Harya’rahua flands my fate *twixt Cade and Tcrl

diftre;

Like to aﬂupthat having *fcap’d a tempeft
Is firaitway calm’d and boarded with a pirate.
an Cade driv’n back, his men difpers’d,
And now is Yorkin arms to fecond him,
I pray thee, Buckingbam, go and meet with him,
And afk him what’s the reafoa of thefe arms :
Tell him I’ll fend Duke Edmind ta the Toswer ;
And, Somerfet, we will commit thee thither,
Untll his army be difmig from hisa,

om. My Lord
‘ll y:eld my felf :p prifon willingly,
Or unto death, to do my country goods

K. Henr Inanycarc be not to rough in terms,
For he is ‘{reemd cannot brook bard leagpage.

. Buck, 1will, my Lord, and doubt not fo mdnl,
As all things thal} redound unto your good.

K. Henry, Come, wife, let’sin, and lcarn to govern better;
-Fog yat may E-yand curfe my wretched rejgn. [Em.
SCENE XI. 4GardeninKents

Enter Jack Cade, -

Cade. Fie on ambition ; fic on my felf that have a fword,
and yet am ready to famith. . Thefe five days have I hid me
in thefe woods and durft not peep out, for all the country is
laid for me: .but now am I fo hungry, that if I might have
8 eafe of my life for nhm\‘énd years; § could Bay nhlU:‘e.
20 3 .
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‘Wherefore o’er a brick-wall have I climb'd into this garderm
to fee if I can eat grafs, or pick a fallet another while,,
which is pot amifs ta cool 2 man’s-flomach this hot wea-
ther ; and I think this word fallet was born to do me good,
for many a time but for a fallet my brain-pan had been clefge
with a brown bill ; and many a time when I have been dry,,
and bravely marching, it hath ferv’d meinftead of a quart-pot
to drink’in ; and now the word fallet muft ferve to feed on,
. Enter 1den,
Hen, Lord | who would live turmoiled in-the Court,

And may enjoy fuch quiet walks as thefe ?
“This fmall inheritance my father left me
Contenteth me, and’s worth a monarchy.

*1 feek not to wax great by others waining,
Or gather wealth I care not with what eavy 3
Sufficeth, that I bave maintains my flate,
And fends the poor well pleafed from my gate.

Cade, Bere’s the Lord of the foil come to feize me for g
firay,. for entering his fee-fimple without Jeave. Ah, vile -
lain, thou wilt betray me and get a thoufand crowns of the
King by carrying my head to him 3 but Il make thee eat

like an oftridge, and fwallow my (wordlike a great pin,

o Wby, hatfoe'et thou be,

. y, rude companion, w] ef 5
1 know thee not ; why then fhould T betray thee ?
Js't not enough to break into my garden,
And like a thief to come to rob my grounds,
‘Climbing my walls in fpight of me the owner,
But thou wilt brave me with thefe fawcy terms?

Cade, Brave thee ? by the beft blood that ever was broach’d,
and beard thee too. Look on me well, I have eat no meat
thefe five days, yet come thou and thy five men, and if I
4o not leave you as dead as a door nail, I pray God I may
never eat more,

Men, Nay, it fhall ne'er be faid while England flands,
That Alexander Iden an Efquire of Kent, .
Took odds to combat a poor famifh'd man,

Oppofe thy fledfaft gaxing eyes to mine,
See if thou canft cut-face me with thy Jooks 1
Set-limb to limb, and thou art far the kfars

. Tiy
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Thy hand is buta finger to my fift,
leg a flick compared with this truncheon,

My foot fhall fight with all the firength thou hat 3
Awd if mine srm be heaved in the air,
Thy grave is digg’d already in the earth:
As for more words, let this my fword report
(Whofe greatnefs anfiers words) what fpeech forbears,

Cade. By my valour, the moft complete champion that
ever I heard. Steel, if thou tumn thine edge, or cut not
oot the burly-bon'd clown in chines of beef ere(thou fleep in
thy fheath, J befeech Jowve on my knees thou may'ft be
. turned into hobnails,

Here jgbt.

they
O1amflin! famine, and no other, hath fhin me ; let ten
thoufand devils come againft me, and give me but the ten
meals § have Ioft, and I'd defy them all.  Wither, garden,
and be henceforth a burying-place to all that do dwell in this
houfe, becaufe the unconquer’d foul of Cade is fled !

" Idem, 1s’t Cade that 1 have flain, that monftrous traitor 2
Sword, I will hallow thee for this thy deed,
And hang thee o'er my tomb when I am dead,

- Ne'er fhal} this blood be wiped from thy point,

But thou fhalt.wear it as a herald’s coat,

‘To emblaze the honour which thy mafter got. -

Cade, lden, f:rewel, and be proud of thy victory: tell’
Kent from me fhe hath loft her beft man, and exhort all the
world to be cowards ; for I that never fear'd any, am
vanquifhed by famine, not by valour. [Dies.

Iden, Hosw much thou wrong'ft me, heaven be my judge !
Die, damned wretch, the cusfe of her that bare thee !

" And as I thruft thy body in with my fword,

So withI, I might thruft thy foul to hell.

Hence will I drag thee headlong by the heels

Unto a dunghill which fhall be thy grave,

And there cut off thy moft ungracious head,

Which I will bear in triumph to the King,

Traving thy trunk for crows to feed wpon, [ Exit

ACT



8o The Second Part of

ACT.V. SCENE L
.~ In the Fields near London. '
Enter York, and bisarmy of Irith, with drum and ¢colomrs.
York. TRom Irelapd.thus comes 2ork to claim his right,
And pluck the crown from feeble Hewry'’s head,
Ring bells aloud, buxn bonfires clear and bright, .
To entertain great England’s lawful King!
Ah Majefty | who would not buy thee dear ?
Let them -obey that, know not, how;to rule,
This hand was made to hapdle ‘nought but-gold,
T cannot give due action to my words,
Except a fword or fcepter-balance it.
A feepter fhall it have, (have Iafoul,) -
Oxn which I'll tofs the Flower-de-Luce of Framse- -
. Enter ingham, 0
Whom have we here ? Buckingbam to difturb me ?
The King hath fent him fure : I muft diffemble.
. ’ﬁB;'w‘k' Tmthgu nmnzﬁh:dl, I gteetttlf\ee well
ork. Hi of Backingbam, I accept thy greeting,
Art thou a meflenger, or come of pleafure ? Y
Buck, A meflenger from Henry our dread Liege,
To know the reafqn of thefe arms in peace; -
Or why thou beixa fubject as I am,
Againtt thy cath and true allegiance fworn,
Should’ft raife fo great a power without his leave §
Or dare to bring thy force fo near the Court, . .
Jork. Scarce can I fpeak, my choler is fo geeats ..
Oh ! I could hew up, rocks and fight with flint,
1 am foangry at thefe abject terms.
And now, like Ajax Telamonius,
On theep or oxen could T fpend my fury.
1 am far better, botn than is the King :
More like a King, more kingly in my thoughts.
’B;:] } In;uﬁ make fair weather yet a while,
ill Henry be more weak and I more ftrong, Afide,
O Buckingbam! I pr’ythee, pardon me, C
That I have giv’n no anfwer all this while §
My mind was troubled with decp melancholy.
‘The caufe why I have brought &u army hither,
Is
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¥s to remove proud Somerfet from the King,
. Seditions to his Grace an:c;o tb; ftate.
Buck, That is too much prefumption on
Bat if thy arms be to no other end, thy purts
“The King hath yiclded onto thy demand s
TheDuke of Somerfer is in the Tovver,
Tiwk. Upon thine honour, is he prifoner ?
Back.- Upon mine honour, he is prifaner.
York. Then, B-tkiq{lbad, 1 do difmifs my powers,
Soldiers, I thank you'all ; difperfe your felves's
Meet me to-morrow in St, George’s field,
You thall have pay and ev’ry thing you with,
Aod let my Sovereign, virtuous Henry,
Command my eldeft fon, nay, all my fons, -
As pledges of my fealty and love,
T'll fend them alt:fs willing as I live ; N
Lands, goods, horfe, armour, any thing I have
Ishis to ufe, fo Somerfet may die. )
Buck. York, 1commend this kind fubmiffion, )
‘We twain will go into his Highnefs® tent. [Exeunt.
SCENE II. TbeKing’s Pavilion,
. Ester King Henry and Attendamts, Re-enter Buckingham
and York with Aitendants. .
K. Herry. Buckingbam, doth York intend no Rarm to us,
That thus he marcheth with thee arm in sarm ?
York, In all fobmiffion and humility,
York doth prefent himfelf wato your Highnefs,
K. Henry. Then what intend thefe forces thou doft bring?
York. To have the traitor Somerfet from hence,
And fight againft that monftrous rebel Cade,
‘Whoam fince I heard to be difcomfited.
Enter 1den with Cade’s bead.
Len, Ifon:hf:;:;candt;ffomeancmﬂiﬁon
fs into ence of a King,
K?lp;refent r Grace a traitor’s head §
The head of , whom I in combat flew.
K. Hm';w'l‘;xehadof Cade ? great God ! how juft art
t
© let me view his vifage being dead,
That living wrought me fuch exceeding trouble, el
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Tell me, my friend, art thoa the man-that flew him 2
Iden, 1 was, an’t like your Majefty. o
K. Henry. How ast thou call’d ? and what is thy degree ?
Uen, Ev’n Alexander Iden, that’s my name,
A poor Efquire of Kear that loves the King. .
Buck. So pléafe it you, my Lord, ’twere mot amis
He were created Koight for his good fervice. . <
K. Henry. Iden, kneel down ; and rife thou up a Knight ¢
‘We give thee for reward 3 thoufand marks, :
And will that thou henceforth attend on us,
Iéen. May Iden live to merit fuch'a bounty,
And never live but true unto his Liege !
: SCENE IIL
Enter Queen .Matgabm sret and Somerfe::!.’ Meen
K. Henry. Sce, Bucki , Somser[et comes with'
Go, bimr hide him:;guitk)y ﬁ'on'{ the Duke. I
Q. Mar,*For thoufand Yorks he fhall not hide his head,
But boldly ftand and front him to his face.
York. How now ? is Somerfet at liberty ? .
Then, York, unloofe thy long imprifoned thoughits,
. And let thy tongue be equal with thy heart,
Shall I endure the fight of Somerfer 2 !
Falfe King, why haft thou broken faith with me,
Knowing how hardly I can brook abufe ? -
King did I call thee ? no, thou art no King ¢
Not fit to govern and rule multitudes,
‘Which dar’ft not, no, nor canft not rule a traitos,
That head of thine doth not become a crown: -
Thy hand is made to grafp a palmer’s fiaff,
And not to grace an awful princely feepter,
‘That gold muft round engirt thefe brows of mine, = *
‘Whofe fmile and frown (liketo Abilles’ fpear #)

* The flory is that Zelephus the Son of Hercules being King of

Myfia oppofed the paffage of the @reeks 10 Try, and heing fem"o

wounded by A billes confulted the oracle how he T.:‘;ht

The, anfwer he received was that nothing but the famé Spear w!

Rave the Wound coaid heal it: opon which he made feienda to

Achilles who by the rugt from the fteel of his Spear icriped into the

Wound cured "him, And in return for f{o great a bencefit Te

followed Abilles 33 an_Auxitiary to the fiege of Trg. Ovid tefe
follpwing verics 3. ;

to this Story in the
S Vul-

—_—— e
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Is able with the change to kill and care,
| Here is a hand to hold a fcepter up,
! And with the fame to act controlling laws
Give place ; by heaven, thou fhalt rule no more *
O'erhim, whom heav'n created for thy ruler,
i Sm. Omonftrons tfaitor! T arreft thee, Yord,
Of cipital treafon *gaintt the King and crown ;
Obey, audacious traitor, knecl for grace.
York. Sirrah, call in my fons to be my bail :
i Would’Rt have me kneel ? firft, let me afkjof them,
If they can brook I bow a knee 'to man,
ITknow, ere they will let me go to ward,
{ They’ll pawn their fwords for my enfranchifement,
Q, Mer. Call hither Cliffird, bid him come amain,
To fay, if that the baftard boys of York
Shall be the farety for their traitor father,
York.: O blood-befpotted Neapolitan,
Out-caft of Naples, England’s bloody fcourge !
- The fons of York, thy betters in their birth,
Shall be their father’s bail, and bane to thofe
That for my furety will refufe the boys, '
Enter Edwaid Plarttagenet and Richard Plantagenet,
See where théy cefne, I'll warrant they’ll make it good.
Enter Clifford.
. Mar, And here comes Cli{ord, to deny their bail.
. Health and al} happinefs to my Lord the King!
York. 1 thank thee, Ciifford 5 fay, what news with thee ?
Nay, do not fright me with an angry ldok ;
We are thy Sovereign, Clifford, kneel again; ’
For thy miftaking fo, we pardon thee.
Cif. This is my King, York, T do not miftake,
Bat thou miftak’t me much to think I do;
To Bedfam with him, is the man grown mad ?
K. Henry. Ay, Clifford, a Bedlam ind ambitious humoyy'
Makes him oppofe himfelf againft his King.

Puulnus in Herculso quer quindam facerat bafe
Vuineris auxilium Velsas bafa tulit.

And Properti L .
MI:;‘U AEmonid ‘uvenis qud cufide vulnns .
m erat, bic1ptd cuppide fanfit opem, -
aif.
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Clif. He is a traitor, let him to the Tower,
And crop away that factious pate of his.
s Mar, He is arrefted, but will not obeys
#is fons, he fays, fhall give their words for bim.
York. Will you not, fons ?
E. Plan. Ay, noble father, if our words will ferve.
R, Plan, And if words will not, then our weapons thall,
Clif. Why, what a brood of traitors have we here!
York, Look in a glafs, and call thy image fo.
I am the King, and thou a falfe-heast traitor
Call hither to the flake my two brave bear , *
‘That with the very fhaking of their chains
‘They may aftonith thefe fell-lurking curs s _
Bid Sa/ifbury and Warwick come to me,
' _SCENE IV,
Enter the Earls of Salifbury and Warwick.
Clif. Are thefe thy bears? we’ll bait thy bears to death,
And manacle the bear-ward in their chains,
If thou dar’ft bring them to the baiting-place.
R, Plan, Qft have I feen a hot o’er-weening cur
Turn back and bite, becaufe he was with-held,
‘Who being fuffer’d with the bear’s fell paw,
Hath clapt his tail betwixt his legs and ery’d s
And fuch a picse of fervice will you do,
If you oppofe your felves to match Losd #arevick.
Uif. Hence, heap of wrath, foul indigefted lump,
As crooked in thy manners, as thy fhape.
York.-Nay, we fhall heat you thugbly anon.
Clif. Take heed left by your heat you bura your felves,
K. Henry. Why, Warwick, hath thy knee forgot tobow £
Qld Salifbury, thame to thy filver hair,
Thou mad mif-leader of*thy brain-fick fon,
‘What, wilt thou on thy death-bed play the reffian,
Apd feck for forrow with thy fpe@acles ?
Qbh, where is faith ? oh, where is loyalty ?
IF it be banifh*d from the frofty head,
‘Where fhall it find a harbous in the earth ?
‘Wilt thou go dig a grave to find out war,
And fhame thine honourable age with blood ?
# Alluding to the Nevill® creft which was the ”“Mﬁ‘
' ) 7

’
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Why art thou old, and want'#t experience }
Or wherefore doft abufe it, if thou haft it ?
For fhame, in duty bend thy knee to me,
That bows unto the grave with milky age,
Sal, My Lord, 1 have confider’d with my felf
The title of this moft renowned Duke,
Anl in my copfience do reputé his Grace
The rightful heir to England’s royal feat.
K. Henry, Haft thou not fiworn dllegiance ufito me ?
Sal, 1 have.
K. Henry.Canft thou difpenfe with heav’n for fach an cath #
Sal. Tt'is great fin to fwear unto a fin ; . ’
But greater fin to keep a finful cath s
Who can be bound by any fclemn vow
Todo a mard’rous deed, to rob & man,

;. ‘To forte a fpotlefs virgin's chaftity,
. To ’reave the orphan of his patrimony,

————

To wring the widow from her cuftom’d right,

And have no other reafon for his wrong,

But that he was bound by a folemn oath ?
Q. Mar. A fubtle traitor needs no fophifter, :
K. Henry, Call Buckingbamt, and bid him arm himfelf,
York. Call Buckingbam and all thie friends thou haft,

1 am refolv’d for death or dignity.
0ld Clif. The firt, 1 warrant thee ; if dreams prove true,
_Waer, You were bett go to bed and dram again, )

To keep thee from the tempeft of the field,

Qld Clif. Tam'sefolv’d to bear a greater form |

I Than any thou canft conjure up to-gay ¢

- ——— —

And that '}l write upen thy burgonet,
Might T but know thee by thy houfe’s ,
War. Now by my father's badge, old Newil’s cteft,
The rampant bear chain’d to the ragged ftaff, -
This day ¥'ll wear aloft my burgonet,
{As on 2 mountain-top the cedar fhews,
‘That keeps his leaves in fpight of any florm)
Ev'n to affright thee with the view thereof. )
0l Clif. And from thy burgonet I'll rend thy bear,
And tread it under foot with all contempt,
Delpight the beas- ward that prote@s-the bear. 3
Yor. VL, H ' v. aif.
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Y. Clif. And fo to arms, vi€torious noble father, . .
To quell the rebels and their complices. .

R. Plan. Fie, charity for thame, fpeak pot in fpight,
For you fhall fup. with Jefu Chrift to-night. S

Y. Clif. Foul ftigmatick, that’s more than theu canft tell,

R. Plan. If not in beav’n, you'll furely fup in[hge}l.

SCENE V., Tbe Batle ar'St. Albass.
Enter Wirwick,

- War. Clifford of Cumberland, *tis Warwick calls 3
And if -thot doft not hide thee from' the bear,
Now when the angry trumpet founds alarum,
‘And dying mens cries do fill the empty air,
Clifford, 1 fay, come forth and fight with me,
Proud northern Lord, Clifford of Cumberland,

Warwick is hoarfe with calling thee to arms.

Enter Yorki .
War. How now, my noble Lord ? what all a-foot ?
York., The deadly-handed Clifford flew my fteed : '

But match to match I have encountred him, -

‘And made a prey for carrion kites and crows

Even of the boany beaft he lov'd fo well.

: Enier Cliffords |
#ar. Of one or both of us the time is come, . .
York. :Hold, Warwick; feek thee out fome other chafisy

For I my felf muft bunt this deer to death,

War. Then nobly, York! tis for a crown thou fight'ft s |

As 1 intend, Clifford, to thrive to-day,

Tt grieves my foul to leave thee unaffail’d. " [Exit War,
Ciif. What fegt thou in me, York? why doft thou paufe?
York, With thy brave bearing thould I be in love,

Put that thou art fo faft mine enemy. ot
Clif. Nor fhould thy prowefs want praife and efteem,

But that *tis fhewn ignobly, and in treafon,

York. So let it help me now againft thy fword,

As I in jultice and true sight exprefs it
Clif. My foul and body on the aétion both ! .
York. A dreadful lay addrefs thee inflantly. [ Fighs,
Giif, La fin couronne 1:; advres, o [}i'a,

' . Torks
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York. Thus war hath given thee peace, for tbou art fill
Peace with his foul, hu?n, if it bp; thy wilt g
. Enter young Clifford,
Clif. Shame and eonfufion! all is on the rout s -
!’m fnmes diforder, and diforder wounds ’
Where it fhould guard.” O war ! thou fon of hell, -
Whom angry heav’ns do make their minifter,
Throw imshe frozen bofoms of -our part - . '
Hot vengeance : Let no foldiers fly,
He that 1s truly dedicate to war
Hath no felf-love ; for he that loves himfelf,
Hath not effentially, but dy circumftance, .- '

The name of vahnr.——Oletduvdewakﬂ
bis Fathers
Aod the premifed flimes of the latday

Knit earth and heav’n together !
Now let the general trumpet blow his blagt, -
;ammlmnu and petty founds - -

0 ceafe’! Waft thou ordained, O dear father,
‘To lofe thy youth in peace, and to atchieve
"The filver livery of advifed age 5
And in thy reverence, and thy chait-days, tbw
To die in rufan battle? Even at this fight
My heart is turn’d to flone 5 and while *tis mine”
1t thall be flony;  York not our old men fparess
No more wil} thelr babes: tears virginal .
Shall be €o me even as the dew to fire 3’ .
And beauty, that the tyrant oft rechims, !
Shall to my flaming wrath be oil and fax,
Henceforth I will not have to do wit m{nty.
Meet I an infant of the houfe of Y5
Inoo a3 many gobbets wil I eut it,

oung Abfyrtus did.
In cmel { feek out my fame,.
Cyme, t ounewrumofolddﬁrd‘shoufes Lot
As did Areas old Anchifes bear,
So bear I thee upon my manly fhoblders ;
But then AEneas bare a Living load,
Nothing fo helvy as thiefe woes of mine. '
[E:ut, beariog off bis Fatbf-
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Znter Richard Plantagenet abd Somesfet, ¢ figbe.

R. Plan. So, lye thou theres [Somerfet 45 kill*d,
¥or underneath an ale-houfe’ paltry fign,

he caftle in St. Mbans, Somerfet :

th made the * wizard famous in his death ;
, hold thy temper ; heart, be wrathful flill s
Ptleﬂl pray for enemies, but Princes kill,
[Exit R, Plantagenet.,
SCENE VI Fight. Excurfions,
Enter King Henry, Quem Margaret, and atbers,
Q. Mar, Away, my Lord; you are flow'; for thame; away?
K.Hmy Can we out-nm the heav'ns? good Marg'rer,
flay.
. Mar, What are you made of ? you'll not ﬁgbt noefly s
Now is it manhood, wifdom, and defence,
To give the enemy and to fecure us
By what we can, whlcl can no more but fly,
[ Alarum afer Q’;

If you be ta’en, we then fhould fee the bottom
Of all our fortunes ; but if we haply "fcape,
(As well we may, if not through your negle&t,)
‘We fhall to Londen get, where you are lov'd,
And where this breach now in our fortunes made
May readily be ﬁopt.

ater Clifford,
CHf. But(:lw:mlyl hmnonfutm mifchief fet,
Y would fpeak blafphemy ere bid you fly
But fly you muft : uncurable difcomfit
Reigns in the hearts of all our prefent pow’rs,
Away for your relief, and we will live
Tofeetbeu!d;y‘, m;th!emmforwnepve. (&
Away, , awa £
i SCENE VIL
Alarum, me Enter York, Richard Phnulenet,
Warwick, and Soldiers, with Drum and Colours, *
York, Of SaIIM, who can report of him ?
That winter lion, who in rage forgets
mmﬁmwauthofume;

L LT i
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And, like 2 gallant in the brow of youth,

Repairs him with occafion. This happy day

Is not it felf, nor have we won one foot,

If Saly be loft.

R. Plan. My noble father,

Three times to-day I holp him to his horfe,
Three times beftrid him 5 thrice I led him off,
Pafuaded him from any further ad ;

But ftill where danger was, flill there I met him,
And like rich hangings in an\homely boufe;

So was his will in his old feeble body,
Bat noble ashe is, look where he comes.

Egnter Salifbury.

Sal, Now, by my fword, well haft thou fought to-day}
By th* Mafs, fo did we all. I thank you, Richard,
God knows how long it is I have to live §

And it hath pleas’d him that three times to=day
You have defended me from imminent death,
Well, Lords, we have not got that which we have,
*Tis not enough our foes are this time fled,
Being oppofites of fuch repairing nature.
York. I know our fafety is to follow them,
For, as I hear, the King is fled to Londo,
'To call a prefent court of Parliament.
Let us purfue him ere the writs go forth.
‘What fays Lord Warwick, fhall we after them ?

War. After them | nay, before them, if we can,
Now by my hand, Lords, ’twas a glorious day,

St. Alban’s battel, won by famous York,

Shall be eterniz’d in all age to come.

Sound drums and trumpets, and to London all,

And more fuch days as this to us befall ! [Exennt,
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DramaTIS PERSONZE.
K1NG Hrxzay VI, ¢
Epwarp, Som to the King, and Prince of Waless -
Duke of ExxTER, Brober ¢o K, Henry IV, & 3
Duke of SoMEIRSET,
Earl of Nox THUMBERLAND, Lords of K.
Earl of Oxrozrp, Henry’s fide
Rarl of WestMoxpAND, =~ T
Earl of CL1FFORD,
Earl of Ricumoxp, a Youtb, afierwerds K, Henry VIL, ,
Ricuarp, Dake of York. !
Eowarp, Eldg Som to the Duke of York,~ aftérwoards

King Bdward .IV. .
Grorez, Duke of Clarence, fecond Som to the D, of York.
Ricuarp, Duke of Gl 5 third Som to the Duke of
York, afterwards King Richard I,
Esmunp, Ean of Rutland, eft Som to the D. of York
Dake of NorFoLk, !
Marguifs of MONTAGUE,
Ear?: Warwick, '
Earl of SaL1sRURY, of the D, of York's Party,
Earl of PEMBROKE,
Lord HasT1INGS,
g.ord Starrozp,
ir JouNn MozTIMIR,
Sir{-lucn MorTIMER, }Uu[a to the D. of Yok
Sir WiLLIAM STANLEY.
Loyd Rivers, Brotber to the Lady Gray,
Sir Jorn MoNTGOMERY,
Lieutenant of the TowER,
Mayor of COvENTRY.
Mayor and Aldermen of Yorx,
SOMERWILLE. - - - o« o\ .0 ..
Humphry and Sinklo, two Humtfmens .
Lewis, King of France. -
Bouzson, iral of France.
Queen MARGARET.
BoNa, Sifler to the French King.
LadyGr Ay, Widew of SirR.Gray, aftmde.‘é:Ed‘l‘V.
Soldiers and otber ittendants on K. Henry and K. Edward.
In Part of the Third /46 the ScENE is laid in France, dia
ring all the reft of the Play in England,
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ACT I SCENE L
L O NDON.
Bofore the Parliament-Houfe,
Marwm, Enter Duke of York, Edward, Richard, Nor~
folk, Montagae, Warwick, and Soldiers,
. War, )W Wonder how the King efcap’d our bands,

York, While we purfu’d the hotfemen of: gho
north,

Heﬂilyﬁoletwayandlcfthnmen. - ;
‘Whezeat the great Lord of Nortbamberland,
‘Whofe warlike ears could never brook rctmt, .
Chear’d yp the drooping army ; and himfelf, N
Lord CVifford and Lord Stafford, all a-breaft, 5
Charg’d our main battel’s front ; and breaking in,
Were by the fwords of common foldiers flain.

+ EBdw, Lovd Stafford’s father, Duke of Buckingbaw,

" @ Pirft printed under the title of The true Tragedy of Richard
:‘ of Yord, and the“godtxuﬂaqdw&x(h; or the focond

Is
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Is either flain or wounded dangerous,
1 deft 'his beaver with a down-right blow ¢
‘That this is true, father, behold his blood. :
- Mout, And, brother, betre’s the Earl of #ikfbire*s blood
‘Whom I encounter’d as the battels join'd.
Rich, Speak thou for me, and tell them what I did.
; (Sbewing Somerfet’s bead
Yerk, Richard hath beft defervd of all my fons.
Norf. Is his Grace dead, my Lotd of Semerfee
Sach have all the line of obn of Gaunt!
Rich. Thus do I hope'to/thake King Henry's head,
War, And fo do I ; viQorious Prince of York,
Before I fee thec feated in the throne,
‘Which now the houfe of Lancafler ufurps,
I vow by heav’n thefe eyes fhall never clofe,
This is the palace of the fearful King, .
And this the regal feats pofiefs it, York, .
For this is thine, and not King Henry's heir's, -
_York. At me then, fweet Warwick, and I will 3
For hither we have broken in by force.
Norf. We'll all affi you ; he that flies thall die,
York, Thanksy gende Norfolk 3 ftay by me, my Lords,
And, foldiers, flay and lodge by me this nighe. ['Tiqp L)
War, And when the King comes, offer him no violence,
“Unlefs he feek to thruft you out by fosce. - .
York. The Queen this day here bolds her Parliament,
Bt little thinks we fhall be of her council §
By words or blows here let us win our right,
Ricb. Arm’d as we are, let’s ftay within this boufe,
War. The bloody Parliament fhall this be call’d,
Unlefs Plantagengt Duke of York be King,
And bathful Harry depos®d, whofe cowardife
Hath made us by-words to cur enemies,
York, Then leave me not, my Lords, be refolute §
I mean to take poffeffion of my right. .
War, Neither the King, nor he that loves him beft,
The proudeft He that holds up Lancafler,
Dares flir a wing, if #arwick thake his bells.
1'll plagt PI"!M{M, oot him, up who date:
Refolve thee, Rickard, chimtheEngh‘jbuo;mé INE



’
King HEnryY VI, 95
SCENE IL ’
Enter King Henry, Clifford, Northomberland, Weit-
morland, Exeter, and otbers. .

K, Heary, My Lords, look where the fturdy rebel fies,
Even in the chair of fate ; belike he means
(Back’d by the power of Warwick, that falfe Peer,)

T” afpire unto the crown, and reign as King,

Earl of Nortbumberland, be flew thy father,

And thine, Lord Clifford, and you vow’d revenge

On him, his fons, his fav’rites, \and bis friends(
North, If Ibe not, heav’ns be reveng'd on me!
Clif. The hope thereof makes Clifford mourn in fieel,

. What, fhall we fuffer this? let’s pluck him down,

My heart for anger burns, I cannot brook it.
K. Henry. Be patient, gentle Earl of #sfmorland,
Clif. Patience is for poltrobns, and fuch is hes .

He durft not fit there had your father liv'd,

My gracious Lard, here in the Parliament

Yet us affail the family of York.

North. Well haft thou fpoken, coufin, be it fos

K. Henry. Ab, know you not the city favours them,
And they have troops of foldiers at their beck ?

Exe. But when the Duke is flin, they’ll quickly fly.

K. Henry, Far be the thought of this from Henry’s heart,
To make a fhambles of the Parliament-houfe |
Coufin of Exeter, frowns, words and threats,
‘Shall be the war that Henry means to ufe.

Thou fa@ious Duke of York, defcend my throne,
To the Dk,

And kneel for grace and mercy at my feet :

X am thy Sovereign.

York. Henry, 1am thine, - .

Exa. For thame come down : he made thee Duke of York,

York, *Twas my inheritance, as tire Earldom was,

Ewxe, Thy father was a traitor to the crown,

War. Exeter, thou arta traitor to the crown,
In following this ufurping Henry, .

gf. Whom fhould be follow but his natural King ?

'ar. Trae, Clifford, and that's Richard Duke of Yorky'

K. Hebry, And lﬁmd,lpdthouﬁtinmythro;;?k'
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York, It muft and fhall be fo, content thy felf.
War. Be Duke of Lancafler, let him be King.
Wep. He is both King and Duke of Lancafter,

And that the Lord of #Wefimorland fhall maintain.

. War, And Warwick fhall difprove it.  You forget,
That we are thofe which chas’d you from the field, °
And flew your fathers, and with colours {pread
March’d through the city to the palacesgates,

Nortb, Yes, Warwick, 1 temember it to my grief,

And, by his foul, thou and thy houfe fhall rue it.
Wef. Plantagenet, of thee and thefe thy fons

‘Thy kinfmen and thy friends, 1'll have ‘more lives

Than drops of blood were in my father’s veins.

Clif. Urge it no more, left that inftead of words

1 {end thee, Warwick, fuch a meflenger,

As fhall revenge his death before I ftir. !
War, Poor Clifford ! how 1 fcorn his worthlefs threats § -+
York. Will you, we thew out title to the crown ?

If not, our fwords fhall plead it in the field,

K. Fenry. What title haft thou, traitor, to the crown ? -

Thy father was, as thou art, Duke of York;

‘Thy grandfather Roger Mortimer, Earl of March,

1 am the fon of Henry the Fifth,

‘Who made the Dauphin and the French to ftoop,

And feiz’d upon their towns and provinces.

War, Talk not of France fithithou haft loft it all,
K. Henry, The Lord Protetor loft it, and not I3

‘When 1 was crown’d I was but nine months old.

Rich. You're old enough now, yet methisks you lofe s

Tear the crown, father, from the ufurper’s head.

Edw. Sweet father, do fo, fet it on'your head,
Mont. Good brother, as thou lov’ft and honour’#t arms

Let’s fight it out, and not ftand cavilling thus.

Ricb, Sound drums and trompets, and the King will fly,
York, Sons, peacel -
K. Henry. Peace thou, and give King Hewry leave

fpeak. Ce
War, Plantagenet fhall fpeak firft : hear him, Lords,
And be you filent and attentive too,
For he that interrupts him fhall not live,
X

[
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King Henry VL 97
x.ﬁkaqh‘:ehmk’athouthtlviﬂkiunyhndy

‘Wherein my grandfire and my father fat ?

No: firf} thall war unpeople this my realm ;

Ay, and their colours often born ih France,

And now in Esglaad:oou:hemn great forrow,
Shall be my winding fheet: why faint you, Lords,

War. But prove it, Henry, and thou ﬂnlt be King,
K. Henry Hmythe?oamhhycomud!gotthem
* York. Twal by rebellion apmﬂ :
K. Hgury, 1 know not what to any title’s wak s
Tell me, may not a King adopt an
York. VWhat then ?
. K. Henry. And if bemay, then am I lawful Kings
¥or Rithard in the view of many Lords,
Refign’d the crown to Henry the Folmh
‘Whofe heir my father was, and I am lm.
York.: He rofe againft him, being his Sovereign,
And made him to refign his crown perforce
War, Suppol‘e, my Lords, hedid it uneen&mn
Thipk you tiwere pre]udtualtohucrm?
Exe, No, for he could not fo refign his crown,
Dutthatthenextheu-(hould fucceed and reign.
Art thou againft us, Duke of Exeter?
Exe. t;gs is the right, and therefore pardon me,’
York, Why whifper you, my Lords, and anfwer not ?
Exe. My confcience tells me he is lawful King.
. K. Henry, All will revolt from me and turn to him,
North, Plantagenet, for all the claiy thou lay’ft,
Think not that Henry fhall be fo depoe’d.
War., Depos’d he fhall be in defp:ght of all.
North, Thou art deceiv’d: “tis not thy fouthern power
Of Efex, Norﬁlk, Suffolk, nor of Kent,
makes thee thus prefumptuous and proud,
Can fét the Duke up in defpight of me.
Clif. King Henry, be thy title right or wrong,

M@meﬁghtmthydefenu;
Maydnt gape and fwallow me alive,
‘ knqelhhmthtﬂewmyfahu!

3 Yox.. Vi, K. Henry.
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. Ok Chfford, how thy words revive wy heartl
enry of Lancafier, reﬁp: thy crown ;
tht mu!ter you, et wlnt confpire you, Loydé?
War, Do right unto this princely Duke of York,
Or I will fill this houfe with armed men,
And o’er the chais of &tewhcnnowheﬁb
Wirite up.bis titla with ufurping
[He famps cmb buﬁw, M!&Ma’:h

themfilves,
R..Hewry, Myl.wdofw,lmvmhtmwmd,
Let me for the time prelent reiga s King,
York, Confiros the Gwpwn 10 me and to mine hejr,
Andthoutlnlt reigh in.quiet while thou liv'®,
avz I am content : Richard wagaw,
the Kihgdonk afver my deceafe.
if., What wrong uthhmthcl‘nmyufﬁn!
Whtgmdhthuwtq‘h-dmdhmﬁ&'!
W¢ Bafe, fearful and defpaining Hewry /
aif, HowMthouiajur‘dhoththytolfndml
Weft. 1 cannot. ftay 1o hear thefe articles.
Norsh, Woi 1.
Ciif. Come, coufin, let us welt the Queen thefe newe,
Wef. Farewel, fiist-hoarted and dogen’rate King,
To whofe cold blood no fpark of homour bides!
Norb. Be thou a prey uso the houfe of Yack,
And die in bands fos, this vamanly deed !
Clif. In dreadful war may'ft thou be overcome,
Orhvemyeldc abuden‘danddefpu’dl
: [ Exennt Notth, Qlif, Weft
‘SSCENE I
War, Tm this way, Menry, and regard them not.
Exe. They feck revenge, and therefore will not yield,
K . Ab, Bxeter | — )
War, hylbouﬂyouigb, my Lord 3
K. Henry, :ynftlf, Lord Warsvick, buv oy fon,
'Whom I unmtnrally difinkerit, )
But be it as it may 3 I hers entail
The crown to theq, and to thine heirs for ever 3
Coadmonally, dmluuthou take an oath
Tomfethumnmgandwmllm, ‘.'
| 4
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To honour me utllymkhglﬂm: .
thubyuufmmrhoﬁnhty
To feek to put me down, and tl!yfelf.
York, ‘This oath I willingly t-ke, and will pesform,
War. Loog live King Henry! Plantagentt, embeace him.
K, Henry. And long live thou, and thefe thy forwaed fons!
York, wfw&uﬂkﬂqﬂamnﬂuﬂ'&
Exe, Accurft be he that feeks to make them foes |
[Tucket, Hore they come dowom,
York. Farewel, my gracious Lord, | 1'll.to ray cafife,
War. And I'Nl keep Londos with tmy foldiers,
Norf. And 1 to Norfolk with my followers,
Mont. And'1unto the fea; from wheace I came,
- l[m«k, War, Naf):udumu.
. my And I wi and fc to the Coutt,
Enter Queen Margaret, audmgnhuof Wales.
Exe, Here comes the Queen, whofe Jooks bewray hir

:
i h#my 8o, E. wlll [Gung.
K. Xeter, .
Q. Mar. Nny, £o not from me, Twill follow thee =v
K. Henry, Be patient, gentle Qgeen; snd Iwill flay,
Q. Mar, Who ean be paticat in fych extreamy ?
Ah wretched man | ‘would I had dy’d « meid,
Axd never feen thee, never botn thee fon,
Secing thou haft prov’d fo canatutal a father,
Hath he defm’d to lofe his birth-right thus?
Hadft thow but lov’d him half fo-much as I,
Or felt that pain which I did for him once,
Or nourith’d hifm as I did with my bood 5
‘Thou would®t have left thy deareft lmrt-blood there,
Rather than made that favage Duke thine heir,
And difinherited thine only fon.
Prince, Fither, you cannot difinherit roe 3
If you be King, why fhould not I facceed ?
K. Henry. Pardon me, Marg'rety pmlon me, fweetha;
The Earl of Warwick and the Duke enforc’d me.
Q Mar. Enforcd thee ? art thou ng,udmltbefac"?.
Iﬂmne to:heat thee fpeak : ab tisn’rous wretch |

Thou halt undone thy felf, tl;y;u. and me, At
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And given unto the houfe of Yorkfochhead, - - =~
As thou fhalt reign but by their fufferance. T
‘To entail him and his heirs unto the crown,
‘What is it but to make thy fepuichre,
-And creep into it far before thy time ? .
Warewick is Chancellor and the Lord of Calais,. .
Stern Faulconbridge commands the narrow feas, .
The Duke is made Prote&or of the realm, -
JAnd yet thalt thou be fafe ? fuch fafety finds
‘The trembling lamb, invironed with wolves. N1
Had I been there, whith am a filly woman, ’
‘The foldiers fhould have tofs’d me on their pikes,
Before I would have granted to that a&. .
But thou preferr’ft thy life before thine honour.
And fecing thou doft, I here divorce my felf T
Both from thy tible, Henry, and thy bed,
- 'Until that aét of Parlisment be repealed, -
‘Whereby my fon is difinherited, .
‘The northern Lords, that have forfworn thy colouis, -
Will follow mine, if once they fee them fpread s
And fpread they fhall be, to thy foul difgrace,
' ﬁnd utter ruin of the houfe of York.
“Thus do I leave thee; come, fon, let’s away,
Our army’s ready, come, we'll after them. N
K. Henry. Stay, gentle Margeres, and hear me fpeak. )
Q. Mar. Thou haft fpoke-too much already; get thee gone,
K. Henry. Gentle fon Edward, thou wilt ftay with me ?
Q. Mar. Ay, to be murther’d by his enemies.
Prince. When I return with vi€tory from the field
T'll fee your Gracej “till then I'll follow her. :
Q. Mar. Come, fon, away, we may not linger thus,
[Exennt Q. Mar. and Prince,
K. Hemry. Poor Queen, how love tome and toherfon ¢
Hath made her break out into terms of rage !
Reveng’d may fhe be on that hateful Duke,
“Whofe haughty fpirit winged with defire
Will trufs my crown, and like an empty eagle ct
“Tire on the fleth of me and of my fon!
‘The lofs of thofe three Lords torments myl:art;
. 'l'nwﬂtcunto them, and intreat them fair j

¢
'
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Come, coufin, you fhall be the .
Exe. And a8 I hope fhall ile al. [Exes,
SCEN 1v,
Changes to Sandal-Caflle in Yorkihise, '
Enter Richard Plantagenet, Edward Plantagenet, and
. Montague.
Rich. Brother, though I be youngeft, give me leave,
Edw. No, 1 cati better play the omtor.
Mont, But X have reafons firong and forcible,
Enter the Duke of York.
York, Why, how siow, fons'and brother) (4t .4 ftife ¥

What is yeur quacrel ? how began it fieft ?

Edw. No quarrel, but a fweet contention.

York. About what? .

Rich. About that which concerns your Grace snd usy
" The crown of Englend, father, which is yours.

York, Mirte, boy? not 'till King Hesry be dead.

Rich, Your right depends not on hjs life or deaths

. Edw. Now you are heir, therefore enjoy it.nows

By giving th® heufe of Lancafler leave to breathe,

It will out-run you, father, in the end, ~ .
York, I wok an-cath that he (hoald quictly reign,
Edew. But for a kingdom any eath may be broken ¢

T'd break a thoufand eaths oo xeign one year. .

Rich, No;, God forbid your Geace fhould be forfwornl
- York. 1 fhal} bey if I claim by open war, .

Rich. I'll prove the contrary, if you'll hear me fpeale.

York. Thop can’ft not, {om, it is impoflible,

Rich. An ocath is of no-moment, being not took,

Before 3 gree and. lawful mepifirate, ,

‘That hath authority o’er liim that fwears.

Jewry héd hone, but did ufurp the place,

Then fecing *twas the that mede yoa to depofe,

Yout cath, my Lerd, s win asd frivolous; -

Therefore to arms! and, father, do but thiak

How fweet 3 thing-it is to wesr a crown,

Wishin whefk cirenit is E;gﬁtm

And all that poets feign of blifs and joy,

Why'de we hsger thes ? I eannot mefty - .

RN Iy o Vel
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Until the white rofe that T wear be dy°d ’ 'l
Even in the lukewarm blood of Henry's heart, 2

York, Ricbard, enough: I will be King, or die. ™
Brother, thou fhalt to London prefently, o

And whet on Warevick to this enterprize. 2
Thou, Ricbard, fhalt to th* Duke of Nerfelk go, .
And tell him )xmly of our intent. il
Wik wher te Kewiboen will wilogy o

wl 0 will willingly rifo, 1
In them I truft ; for 5:;:.‘ M-T‘l .
‘Wealthy and mrteou, liberal, full 'of fpirit, §
‘While you are thus employ’d, what refteth more S
But that I feek oceafion how to tife §
As yet the King not privy to my drift,
Norlnyofthehwlc ofhn:cﬂa-f

vl'-tnewl? why wm?:lzdmmfuchpoﬁt .
ﬂ:{ mthll!thcnonhemhkandlada, . 5

egeyoumyouraﬁlc.
She is hard mdltwentytboufandmen; -
Andtbmfore fortifie your hold, mL
York, Ay, with my fword. What, think‘ﬂ thou that
we fear them? -
Edward and Richard, you fhall fisy with me ;
y brother Mostagne thall poft to Lomdon,
Let noble Wanmk, Cobbam, and the reft,
‘Whom we have left Protefons of the King,
‘With powerful policy firengthen themfelves,
And traft net fmple Hemry nor his oaths.
Mont. Brother, Igoj I'll win them, fesritmot.
And thus moft humbly I do take my leave.
[Exit Moutague,
Ewter Sir J6 Mortimer and Sir Hugh Mortimer,
York. Sir and Sir Hugb Mortimer, mine uncles,
You are come to Sandal in a houwr.
The army of the means to befiege s,
Sir obn, She fhall not negd, we’ll meet her in the field,
York. Wlm,w:thﬁvethouﬁndmel |
‘ Ru‘b. Ay, with five hundred, father, for 3 need., .
Awm lwgwhmnfnxi’{dmbaf lg

1
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Edev. 1 heas their droms 1 let's fet our men in order, *
And iffue forth and bid them battel firait. ’
York. Five men to twenty! though the odds be great, -
1 doubt not, uncle, of our viQory,
Many a battel have I won in France,
When as the enemy hath been ten to one ¢
Why fhould T not now have the like foccefs ?
[Alarm. Exeuns,
SCENE V. A Fidd of Batile,
Enter Rutlapd and bis Tutor.
Rut. Ah, whither fhall I'fly'vo (cape-their-hands?
Ah, Tutor, loBk where bloody Cifford comes.
Enter Clifford, and Seldiers,
Clif. Chaplain, away! thy priefthood faves thy life 3
As for the brat of this accurfed Duke,
‘Whofe father flew my father, he fhall die.
Tutor, And I, my Lord, will bear him company.
Clif. Soldiers, away with him |
Tutor. Ah! Clifford, murther not this innocent child,
-Left thoy be hated both of God and man. )
[ Exit with Soldiers.
Clif, How now ? is he dead already ? or is it fear
‘That makes him clofe his eyes ? I'll open them.
Rut. 8o looks the pent-up Lion o'er the wretch
.That trembles under his devouring paws ;
And fo he walks infolting o’er his prey,
And fo-1i€ comes to rend his limbs afunder.
Ah gentle Cifford, kill me with thy fword,
And not with fuch a cruel threatning look.
Sweet Cliffard hear me fpeak before I die:
1 am too mean a fubject of thy wrath,
Be thou reveng’d on men, and let me live!
Clif. In vain thou fpeak’ft, poor boy: my father's blood
Hath flopt the paflage where thy words enter,
Rut, Then let my father’s blood open’t again 3
He s a man, and, Clifford, cope with him.
Clif. Had I thy here, their lives and thine
Were not revenge fufficient for me :
No, if I digg’d up thy forefathers graves,
. And bung their, rotten coffins up in chains, "
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1t could not flake mine ire nor esfe my hearts .

‘The fight of any of the houfe of York

Is 23 a fury to torment my foul :

And till I root out their accurfed line,

And leave not one alive, I live in hell,

Therefore ——

Rut, O let me priy before I take my death ¢

To thee I pray —— fweet Clifford, pity me!

Clif. Such pity as my rapier’s point affords. .
Rut, I never did thee harm ; why wilt thou flay me
CAf. Thy father hath. {

Rut, But “twas ere I was born, s

Thou haft one fon, for his {ake pity me,

Left in revenge thereof (fith God is juft)

He be as miferably flin as I,

Ah, let me live in ptifon all my days,

And when I give occafion of offence,  *

“Then let me die, for now. thou haft no caufe,

Clif. No caufe!

Thy father flew my father, therefore die. [Clif, fdbs bim.
Rut. Dii faciant laudis fumma fit iffa tue | [Dies.
Clif. Plantagenat, 1 come, Plontigenes,

And this thy fon’s blood cleaving to my blade

Shall ruft apon my wéapon, *till ‘thy blood

Congeal’d with this do make me wipe- off both. [ Esf?,

S CENE VL Aarum, Enter the Duke of Yorits
York, The army of the Queen hath got the field 3

My uncles both are flain in relcaing me,

And all my followers to the éager foe

Tourn back, and fiy like fhips before the wind,

Or lambs purfu’d by hunger-ftarved wolves.

My fons, God kitows what hath bechanced them:

But this [ know, they have demean’d themielves

Like men borb to renown, by life or death,

Three times did Risbard make a lane to me, -

And thrice cry’d, Courage, fatber, fight v¢ ant!

And full a8 oft came Edwsard to my fide,

With purple falchion paintetl to the hilt

In blood of thofe that had entounter’d hida ¢

Aad when the hardieht wardioms did retire, e e

. Richerd
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Ricbard cry'd, Charge! and give no foot of ground; ~
And.’uy':?d'cnwu o el cgglm’m tofmb; 4 ;
A feepter or an eartbly fspulcbre,
With this we charg’d again j but, out alas| .
‘We bodg’d again ; as I have feen a Swan - ST
‘With bootlefs labour fwim againft the tide, )
And {pend her firength with over-matching waves. . -
. . [A foort alarum wwithis,
Ah! hark, the fatal followers do purfue, -
And. I'am fainit’ and cannot fly\their fary. |
And were I ftrong, T would not thun their fory.
The fands are number’d that make up my life,
Here muft T flay, and here my life muit end. ~ ° "
Enter Queen :Margaret, Clifford, ‘Northumbetland, tbe~,
Prince of Wales, and Soldiers.
Come, bloody Clifford, ‘sough Nortbymberland,
1 dare your quenchlefs fury to more rage : *
Jam yqur bott, and I abide your fhot..
North, Yield to our mexcy, proud Plamtagenet !
Clif. ‘Ay, ta fuch mercy as his ruthlefs arm
‘With downright payment fhew’d unto my father.
. WNow Pbactén hath tumbled from his car,
And made an evening at the noon.tide prick.
York, My athes, as the Pheenix, may bring forth
A bird that will revenge upon you all
And in that hope I throw mine eyes to heav'n,
Scorning whate’er you can affli® me with,
Why comi¢ you nét ? what ! multitudes and fear ?
Clif. So cowards fight when they can fly no farther 3
So doves do peck the falcon’s piercing talons ;
So defp’rate thieves, all hopelefs of their lives,
Breathe out inveftives *gainft the officers,
York, Oh Ciifford, but bethink thee once again,
And in thy thought o’er-run my former time 3
And, if thou canft for bluthing, view this face,
And bite thy téngue that flanders bim with cowardife,
Whofe frdwn hath made thee faint and fly ere this,
Clif. T will not bandy with thee word for word,
But bpékle with thiee blows twice two for one,
Q. Mar, Hold, valiant Clifford, for a thoufand capfes o

.
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¥ wonld prolong a while the triitor*s life :

‘Wrath makes him deaf ; fpeaks thou, Northamberiand.

. North, Hold, Clifford, do not honour him fo mudh,
To prick thy fibger, though to wound his hessts

‘What valour were it, when a eur déth grin,

" For one to thruft his hand between his teeth,

‘When he might fpurn him with his foot away 2

It is war’s prize to take all vantages, )

And ten to one is no impeich of valour. ' “
Clif. Ay, ay, fo firives the woodcock with the gis
North, So doth the cony firuggle i’ the net.

i 5\2’ take York prifened,

 York. So triumph thieves-upon their conquer’d booty 5 °

8o trué mén yield, with robbers {0 o’er-mitcht.

North, What would your Grace have done unto him now?
Q._Mar. Brave warriors, Clifford and Nortbeonbirland, -

Come make him fand upon this mole-hill here, .

That ravght at mountains with out-firetched arms,

Yet parfed but the fhadow with hiy hand.

What, was it you that would be Esgland’s King ?

A e &t of 7o lnghdef:’a oy

And made a your hi t? <

Where are y:::mcﬁ of fons to back yow now;

‘The wanton Edward, and the lufly Gearge?

And where’s that valiant crook-back Yy

Dicky your boy, that with his grombling votce

‘Was wont to cheer his dad in mutinies ?

Or with the reft, where is your darling Ratland P

Lodk, York, I fisin’d this napkin with the blood

That valiant Cifford with bis rapier’s point

Made iffue from the bofom of the boy:

And if thine eyes ean water for his death,

Fgive thee this to dry thy cheeks withal,

Alas poor York! but 1 hate thee deadly,

I thould lament thy miferable ftate.

I pr'ythee grieve, to make me merry, York,

What, hath thy fiery heart fo parcht thine intrails,

That not a tear can fall for Raland’s death ?

‘Why art thou patient, man ? thou fhould'ft be mad;

And I, to make thee mad, do mock thes thus: .

t]
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P, rave and fret, that I may fing and dance.
:voda'&be feed 1 fee to make me fport;
York cannot fpeak unlefs he wear a crown,
A crown for, Yerk———and, Lords, bow low to him s
Hold you his hands whil I do fet it cn.

Pusting a paper crovon on Ws bead.
Ay marry, Sir, nowlooLheﬁeaKing s
Ay, this is he that took King Hesry’s chair,
And this is‘he was his adopted heir.
Bat how is it that great Plastagene:
Js crown'd fo foon, hath broke his folemn loath ¥
~As ] bethink me, you fhould not be King
*Till our King Henry had fhook hands with death, -
And will you pale your head in Hesry's glory,
And rob his temples of the dixdem,
Now. in his lifs, againft your boly oath ?
Ob, °tis a fault too too unpardonable :
Off with the crown, and with the crown his head,
And whilft we bresthe take time to do him dead.
Clif. That is my office, for my father’s fake.
%‘bf) Nay, fay, let’s hear the he makes,
ork, Shoewolf of Framee, but wotfe ‘wolves of
France, " -
‘Whofe tongue more poifons than the adder’s tooth ;
How ill-befeeming is it in thy fex
To triumph like an Amazonian trell,
Upon their woes whom fortune captivates}
Bug that thy face is vizard-like, unchanging, c
Made i mpudent with ufe of evil deeds,
I would affay, proud Quoen, to make thee blufh.
To tell thee whence thou cam't, of whom deriv’d,
Were fhame pnough to fhame thee, wert thou not framelefs 3
Thy father bears the type of King of Napla,
Of ‘both the Sisk and X . -
Yet not fo wealthy as an Engh/b yeoman. e
Hath that poor Monaseh taught thee to infult ?
Tt aesds npt; oor it boots thee not, proud Queen,
Unlefs the adage muft be verify'd,
Tbat beggars mounted rum their borfe to death,
*Tis beauty that doth ot makic women proud,
. X .

[}
i

! But
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But God be knows thy fhare thereof is fmall,
*Tis virtue that doth make them moft admir’d,
The contrary doth make thee wonder’d at.
*Tis government that makes them feem divine,
The want thereof makes thee abominable.
Thou ast as oppofite to every good, -
As the Antipodes are vato us, o S
Or as the fouth to the Seprentrion.
Oh tyger's heart wrapt jn a woman’s hide,
How could’ft thou drain the life-blood of the child,
‘To bid the father wipé his eyes withal;
And yet be feen to wear a womansfaoe? .
‘Women ate foft, mild, pitiful and flexible ; !
Thou ftern, pbdunte, flinty, rough, remorfelefs; - A
Bidft thou me rage ? why, now thou haft thy with, :
‘Would’ft have me.weep ? why, néw thou haft thy will,
For raging wind blows up inceffant fhow'rs,
And wheg thé rige allays, the rain begins,
Thefe tears are my fweet Rutland’s obfequies,
And ev'ry drop cries vengeance for his death,
*Gainit thee, fell Clifford, and thee, falfe French woman,

". North.. Befhrew me but his paffions move me fo, .
Thatlnrdry can I checkmme cyes from tears, .

York, [That fate of his 4
The hungty Canibals would, not have touch’d,
Would not have flain’d the rofes juft i'th’ bud 3
You're more inhuman, more inexorsble,
Oh ten times gnore, than tygers of Hyrcania.
Sec, ruthlefs Queen, a haplefs father’s tears «
This cloth thou dip’dft in blood of my fweet boy,
And I ,with tears do wath the blood away.
AL
And tell'ft the heavy rig
Upon my foul, the hearers will fhed tears s
Yea, even my foes will thed faft-falling tears,
And oy, Ales, it was a piteos deed,
There take the crown, and, with the crown, my eu'fc.
Andmthymdfuchcomfonmﬁotbe,
As now I reap st thy too cruel hand !
Hard-hearted Clifford, takie me from the world,

My
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My fopl t0 heav’'n, my blood upon your heads !

North, Had he been faughtes-man to all my kin,
I#osld not for my life but weep with him,
Tofee how inly forrow gripes his foul,
. Mar. What, wesping-ripe, sy Lord Nortbumberland ?
mk but upon the wrong hedid us all,
Asd that will quickly dry thy melting teats.
Cif. Here’s for my oath, herc’s for my father’s death.
. [Stabbing bim,
Q_Mar. And here’s to right our gentleshearted King.
{Stabs bion alfe,
York. Open thy gate of mercy, gracious God ! .
My foul flies thropgh thefe wounds, tofeek out thee, [Dies.
. Mar. Off with his bead, and fet it on York gatas; °

" SoYark may overlopk the sows of brk, { Excunt,

i

ACT II, SCENE I
The Marches of Wales, » ‘
A March, Euter Edwazd Phnta%enet, Richard Plantage~

net, and thar Power,

" Ew. I Wonder how our Princely fatber *fcap’d ;

Or whether he be *fcap’d away, or no,

From Clifford’s and Northumberland's purfuit.
Had he been ta’en, we.(hauld have heard the news’j
Had he been flain, we fhould have heard the news §
Or had he *fcap’d, methinks we fhould have heard
The happy tidings of his good efcape. .
How fares my brother ? why is he fo fad ?

Risb. § cannot joy, until I be refolv’d -
Where our right valiant father is become,
I faw him in the battel range about,
And watcht him how he fingled C/jfford forth 3
Methought he bare him in the thickeft troop,
Asdoth a lionin a herd of neat ;
Or as a bear encompafs’d xound with dogs,
‘Who having pincht a few and made them cry,
The reft ftand all alaof and bark at him.
So far’d our father with his enemies,
So fled his enemies my warlike father :
Methinks "tis prize caough tollae bis fon,

: Yoz, VI Rdwy
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Edw. Sée how the moming opes her golden gates, ~
And takes her farewel of the glorious fun ;
" How well refembles it the prime of youth,
‘Trim’d like a younker prancing to his love 1
Dazzle mine eyes ? or do I fee three Tuns ?
Rich. Three glotious funs, each one a perfett fum,
Not feparated with the racking clouds, «
Baut fever'd in a pale clear-fhining tky.
See, fee, theyjoin, embrace, and feem to kifs,
. As if they vow’d fome Jeague inviolable
Now are they but one lamp, ‘one light, one' funt:
In this the heaven figures fome event. b
. Edw., "Tiswond’rous ftrange, the like yet never heand of.
-X think it cites us, brother, to the field,
That we the fons of brave Plantagenet, -
Each one already blazing by our meeds,
Should notwithftanding join eur lights together,
And over.fhine the earth, as this the world.
Whate'er it bodes, henceforward will I bear - = = .
UPE;YN target three fair fhining funs.
jcb, Nay, bear three daughters : r leave, I fpeak it,
You love the breeder better than tll:e’m. ’ ’
Enter a Meffenger, .
But what art thou, whofe heavy looks foretel
Some dreadful flory hanging on thy tongue ?
Mef. Ah| one that was a woful looker on
‘When as the noble Duke of Yerk was flain,
Your Princely father, and my loving Lord. :
Edw. Oh, fpeak no more! for I have heard too much.
Rich. Say how he dy’d, for I will bear it all, o
Mﬁnvim& he was with many foes,
And againft them, as the hope of Froy
Againft the Gresks that would have entred Troy.
But Hercules himfelf maft yield to odds ;
And many froaks, though with a little ax,
Hew down. apd fell the hardeft-timber'd cak.
By many hands your father was fubdu’d
But only flaughter’d by the ireful arm
Of uarelenting Clifford and the Queen
Who erown'd the gracious Duke in high defpight, X
¢ : . Legid
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Laugh’d iy his face ; and when with grief he ;
The ruthlefs Queen gave him, todry hi':l cbeek‘,npt’
A napkin fteeped in the harmlefs blood
Of fweet young Rutland, by rough Cliffird flain s
And aftes -many fcorns, - many foul taunts,
They took his head, and on the gates of York
They fet the fame, and there it doth remain
The fb fpeQacle that e’er I view'd. R

Edzo. Sweet Duke of York, our prop to lean upon,
Now thou art gone we have no ftaff, 5o fays
- Oh Clifford, boift’rous Clifford, thou hat flain
The flower, of Eurgpe for his chivalry, .
And treacheroufly haft thou vanquith’d him
For hand to hand he would have vanquifh’d thee,
Now my foul’s palace is become a prifon :
Ah, would fhe break from hence, that this my body
Might in the ground be clofed up in reft]
For never henceforth fhall I joy again,
Never, ch never fhall I fee more joy. .

Rich.- T cannot weep ; for all my body’s moifture
Scarce ferves to quench my furnace-burning heart ;
Nor can.my tongue unload my beart’s great burthen 3 .
For th’ felf-fame wind that I fhould fpeak withal
Is kindling coals that fire up all my breaft, ' '
And burn me up with flames that tears would quench.
To weep, is to make lefs the depth of grief
Tears then for babes ; blows and revenge for me !
Ricbard, T bear thy name, 1'll venge thy death,
Or die renowned by attempting it.

Edw. His name that valiant Duke hath left with thees
His Dukedom and his chair with me is left,

Rich. Nay, if thou be that princely eagle’s bird,
Shew thy defcent, by gazing gainft the fun:
For chair and Dukedom, throne and Kingdom fay,
Either they're thine, or elfs thou wert not his.

March, Enter Warwick, ffﬂq’iﬁ of Montague, and

their

. 7y
War. How now, fair Lords ? what fare? what news

v

abroad ? .
Rijch. Great Lord of Warwick, if we thould recount -
K3 Ou
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Our baleful hews, and at each word's deliv’rance
Stab poniards in our flefh *till e}l were told,
The words would add more enquith than the wounds,
O valiant Lord, the Duke of York is flain,

Edw. O Warwick ! Warwick ! that Plantagimes
Which held thee dearly as his foul’s redemption,
Is by the ftern Lord Cl7fferd done to death.

War. Ten days ago 1 drowni’d thefe news in tears §
Ard now, to add more meafure to your woes;
I come to tell you things fith then befal'n,
After the bloedy fray at Wakefield fought,) Ol .CON
‘Where your brave father breath’d his lateft gafp,
‘Tidings, as fwiftly as the poft could run,
‘Were brought me of your lofs and his depart.
¥ then in London, keeper of the King,
Mufter'™d my feldiers, gather’d flocks of friends,
March’d towards St. ABans t'intercept the Queeh,
Bearing the King in my behalf along &
For by my fcouts I was advertifed .
‘That fe was coming, with 2 fall intent !
;o :‘ag’:ur fate decree i:.‘“l;l’ﬂiimdlt, oecelloh

o King Hertys and yoar He -
Short tale to ....ke;'?n at St. :Abdns met,
Our battles join’d, and both fides fiercely fonght 3
But whether "twas the coldnefs of the King,
Who look’d full gently on his warlike Queen,
That robb’d my foldiers of their heated fpleen §
Or whether *twas report of her fuccefs,
Or more than common fear of Clifford’s rigour,
‘Who thanders to his captives blood and death,
I cannot judge : but to conclude with truth,
Their weapons like to lightning came and went 3
Our foldiers like the night-owl’s lazy flight,
Or like a lazy thrather with a flail,
Fell gently down, as if they firack their friends,
1 cheer’d them up with joftice of our caufe,
With promife of high pay and great ' reward ;
Bot all in vain, they had no heart to fight,
And we, in them, no hope to win the day,
So that we fled ; the King anto the Queen,

RETRE RV RV R N N R R
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Lord George your brother, Norfolk, and my felf,
In hafte, poft hafte, are come tojoin with you:
For in the marches here we heard you were,
Making another head to fight again,

Edww. Where is the Duke of Norfolt, gentle Warwick ?
And when came George from Burgundy to England ?

War. Some fix miles off the Duke is with the foldiers ;
And for your brother, he was lately fent
From your kind aunt, Dutchefs of Burgundy,

With aid of foldiers to this needful jwar;

Rich. *Twas 0dds belike when valiant Warewick fled ;
Oft have I heard his praifes in purfuit,
But ne’er, “till now, his feandal of retire,

War. Nor now my fcandal, Ricbard, doft thou bear 3
Fog thou fhalt know this ftrong right band of mine
Can pluck the diadem from faint Henry's head,

And wring the awful fcepter from his fit,
‘Were-he as famous and as bold in war,
As he is fam’d for mildnefs, peace and prayer.

Rich, I know it well, Lord Warwick, blame me not,
>Tis love I bear thy gléries makes me fpeak.
But in this troublous time what's to be done ?
Shall we go throw away our coats of fieel,

And wrap our bodies in black mourning gowns,
Numb'ring our Ave Maries with our beads ?
Or fhall we on the helmets of our foes

““Tell our devotion with revengeful arms ?
If for the laft, fay ay, and toit, Lords!

War. Why, therefore #Warwick came to feck you out,
And therefore comes my brother Montague,
Attend me, Lords : the proud infulting %,
With Clifford, and the havght Nortbumberi
And of their feather many more proud birds, |
Have wrought the eafie-melting King, like waz,

He fwore confent to your fucceffion,

His' cath enrolled in the Parliament : - -
And now to Lendon all the crew are gone,

‘To fruftrate both his ocath, and what befide

May make sgainft the houfe of Larncafler,

Theis power, I think, 'nth';y thoufand frong: . _

. 3

¢l

Now
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Now if the help of Norfolk and my felf,
With all the friends ;g:?hm;::ve Earl of March,
Amongft the loving Welfbwren procure,
‘Will but amount to five and twenty thoufand ¢
Why, ¥ia! firaight to London will we march,
,And onee again beftride our foaptfing fteeds,
And once again cry charge upon our foes,
But never once again tarn back- and fly, :
Rich, Ay, now methinks I hear great Warwick {peak 3
Ne'er may he live to fee/u/fun-fhine/day
That cries retire, if #arwick bid him fay!
Edw. Lord Warwict, on thy thoulder will I lean,
And when thou fail’ft (as God forbid the hour 1)
Mot Edward fall, which péril heav’n forefend 1
Was. No longer Earl of March, but Duke of York 3
‘The next degree is E s royal throne :
For King of E, It thou be proclaim’d
In every borough as we pafs along : .
And he that throws not up his cap for joy;
Shall forr the fault make fotfeit of his head,
King Edward, valiant Ricbard, Montague,
Stay we no longer dreaming of renown,
But found the trumpets, and about ovr tafk.
Rich. Thenh, Clifford, were thy heart as hard us fleel,
As thou haft fhewn it flinty by thy deeds,
I come to pierce it, or to give thee mine,
Edw. Tgtnﬂrikeup,drm; God and St. George for us |
Enter @ Meffenger,
« War. How now } whet news ?
Mef. The Duke of Norfolk fends you word by me
The Queen Is coming with a puiffant hoft, *
And craves your company for fpeedy counfel. .
War, Why then it forts 5 brave wartiors, let’s away {
. . IEE“‘ ombls,
SCENE HIIL. YOR .
Ronter King Henry, Queen ret, Clifford, Northuti-
;erhnd, and we Prince of Wales, with Draws aed ;
rampets,
. Mar. Welcome, my Lend, tothis brave town of York |
‘Y, cr's the Jiead of chat aith-encmy Th
o [ at
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That fought tb be encompaft with crown,
Mnottheobje&churywrhenryt:"mylai}

K. Henry, Ay, ar the rocks cheer them that fear their
‘To fee this fight it itks my very foul : [wreck 5
‘With- hold revenge, dear God ! *tis not my fault,

Nor wittingly have Iinfring’d-iny vow, .
Clif. M{“guioul.iege, this too much lenity
And harmful pity muft be laid a6de.
To whom do Hons cat their gentle looks ?
Not to the heat that would ufurp their| dei:
‘Whofe hand is that the foreft bear doth lick ?
Who vfape te htkin et vl
Who *fca urking ferpent’s ing ?
Not he that fets his foot upon her lm:k.nm‘
‘The fmalleft worm will turn, being trodden on,
And doves will peck in fafeguard of their broods
Ambitious York did level at thy erown,
‘Thou fmiling, while he knit his angry brows.
He but a Duke, would bave his fon & King,
And raife his iffoe like a loving fire ;
‘Thou being a King, bleft with a goodly fon,
Didft yield confent to difinherit him ;
‘Which argu’d thee a moft unloving father.
Unreafogsble crestores feed their young,
And tho® man’s face be festful te their eyes,
Yet in prote@ion of their tender ones
‘Who hath not feen them (even with thofe wings
Which fometimes they have us'd with feiful flight)
Make war with him that dimb’d unto their néft,
Offering their own lives in their young's defence ?
For thame, my Liege, make them your prefident,
‘Were it not pity, that this goodly bey
Should lofe his birth.right by his father's fault,
ety greserandfobe and g
‘ 3 &%,
M, mfifjff’aﬂ fondly gave m?
Af:,, what a hame was ti'u 1 on the Boy,
And lot his manly face, which proinifeth
Succefiful fortune, ficel thy meiting heart
To hold thine own, and leave thipe gwa fo hiapox

Henry,

!
g

-
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K. Henry, Full well hath Clifford plaid the orator,

Inferring arguments of .mighty force :
But, Cifford, tell me, didft thoa never hear,
. ‘That things ill-gotten have had bad fuccefs ?
And happy akways was it for that fon, ’
‘Whofe father for his hoarding went to hell ?
I'll leave my fon my virtuous deeds behind 5
And would my father had left me no more |
For all the reft is held at fuch a rate,
As brings a thoufand-fold more care| to keep,
Than in pofitflion any jot of pleafure,
Ah, coufin York, would thy beft friends did knew
How it doth grieve me that thy head is here !

Q. Mar. My Lord, cheer vp your fpirits, our foes are nigh,,
And this foft courage makes your followers faint:
You promis’d Knighthood to our forward fon,
Unfheath your fword, and dub him prefently.
Edward, kaeel down. . .

K. Henry. Fdward Plantagenat, arife a Knight,
And learn this leflon, draw thy fword in right,

Prince. My gracious father, by your kingly leave,
I'll’draw it as Apparent to the crown,

And in that quarrel ufe it to the death,
Clif. Why that is (poken like a toward Prince.
: Enter a Meffenger,

Me/. Royal commanders, be in readinefs ;
For with a band'of thirty thoufand men
Comes #arwick, backing of the Duke of York s
And in the towns as they do march along
Proclaims him King, and many fly to him.
Darraign your battel, they are near at hand,

Clif, I would your Highnefs would depart the field =
The Queen hath beft fuccefs when you are abfent,

Q. Mar. Ay, good my Lord, and lezve us'toour fortune. .

K. Hgg. Why, that’s my fortunc too ; therefore I'lk

y.
North. Be it with refolution then to fight.
Prince. My royal father, cheer thefe noble Lords,

And hearten thofe that fight in your defence +

Uatheath your fword, good father § cry St, G;'z*' N

R CENE



c—

. But ere fon fet I'll make thee curfe the deed-
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SCENE' IV,

- March. Enter Edward, Warwick, Richard, C!atme,

Norfolls, Montague, and Svidiers,

Edev, Now, perjur’d mlt thou knee"or 'me,
Am fet thy diadem upon my

Orx bide themortal fomneof dnﬁeld?
Q. Mar. Go rate thy minions, proud infulting boy,

« Becomes it thee to be thus bold in terms

Before thy Sovereign and thy lawful King ?
Edw, Iamhulﬁng,mdhcmouldhwhnknee} i
1 was sdopted heir.by his confent §
Since when his ocath is broke :. for, as I bear,
Youdnt are King, thoughhedowmtheuown,
Have cais’d him by new a& of Parlisment
Tocl;flotoutmeaf::pnthum fonm.
Asd
W:gwulagmdm::ﬁﬂm, htdlefm? ek,
ch. Are you butcher ? O, 1 eannot
Ciif. Ay, ctook-back, here I ftand o snfwer thee, |
Or sty he the prondeft of thy fort.-
Rich, *Twas you that kill'd young Rerland, wantnod
Ciif. Ay, and old York, and yet not fatisfy’d,
Rich, For.God's fake, Londs, gveﬁgul to the fight,.
War. What {ay*#t thou, Heary, wilt thou yield thecrown ?
Q. Mar. ;'Why,?hownaw -wngn‘d Warewick, dat

you fpeak
When you end X met at St. Alhuu lagt,
Your legs did better fervice than your hands.
.MWar, Then "twas my torn to fly, and now e thine,
a. You faid fo much before, and yet you fled.
. *Twas not your valeur, Clifford, drove me thence,
Nmb No, nbryour manhood that durft make you hy.
Rich. Northumberland, 1 hold thee reverently.
Break off the parley, fearce I can refrain
The execution of my big-fwoln heart
Upon that Clifford, that cruel child-lsilter,
Cl: I flew thy father, eall’ft thon bim a child ?
Ruich, Ay, like a daftard and a treacherous coward,
As thou dxdﬁ kill our tender brother Rutland :

l'{, Henrye

.
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K. Hmy‘:p:lave done with ‘words, my Lords, and hems
- the fpeak, | . Y
' Q. Mar. Defie them then, or elfe hold clofe thy lips.
K. Henry, Ipr'ythee, give no limits to my tbngue;.
Yam a King, and privileg'd to fpeak. S W
Clif. My Liege, the wound that bred this mecting heves .
Cangot be cik’d by words, therefore be flill, .

3
3

Rich, Then, execution, re-untheath thy funed : T
By him t}a} made ub i, ll'am réfolv’d Co z:
Thay Ciffird’s manhood lyes upon hvis tongee. . . .

E}w Say, Henry, {hall/l/bave my.ti;tz'ot o .ClI T,
A thoufand men' Have broke their faftyto-day, .- S
That ne’er fhall dine unlefs thou yield the crown: * -+,

War, 1If thou deny; their blood upon thy head! .., T.

For Yoerk in juftice ppts his armour on. . Y
Prince, 1f that be right which #arwick (ays is sight,
There js no wtong, but every thing is right. . -
Rich. “Whoever got thee, ‘these thy mother Rands,
For well.I wat thoy haft thy motbet’s tongue, . * - .
Q. Mar. Bat thou art neither like thy fro tosdam, - +
But like a foul mithapen figmatick, T
Mark’d by the deftinies to be avoided, - : Y
As venohoys toads, or lizards dreadful fings.
¢ . Rich. Tron of Naples hid with Englif gilt,
Whofe father bears the.title of a King, <
(As if a channel fhould be call’d the fea) .
Sham’ft thou not, kndwing whence thou art extraught,
To let thy tongae deteck thy bafe-born heart ?
Bdw. Awilp of firaw were worth a thouand crowns,
‘To make this fhamelefs callat know her falf,
Helew of Greece was fairer far than thou,
Although thy hulband may be Menelous §
And ne'er was Azamemnon’s brother wrong'd
By that falfe woma, as this King by thee.
His father revell’d in the heart of Framce,
And tam’d the King, and made the Dauphin fivop 3 -
And had he' match’d according to his ftate, :
He might have kept that glory to this day,
But when he took a beggar to his bed,
And gras’d thy poor fire with his bridal day, . e
v . ven

Al
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Even then that fun-thine brew’d a fiow’r for him,
That waih'd his father’s fortunes forth of Franee,
And heap’d fedition on bis crown at home : .
For what hath broach'd this tamult but thy pride ?
Hadft thou been meek, our title fill bad flept, N
And we in pity of the gentle King .
Had flipt odr tlaim wptil another age,’ ‘
Cla. But whea we faw our {un-thine made thy fpring,
Ard that, by fumbner bred us no increafe,
We fet the ax to thy ufurping root ;
And’ thotigh the odge hath fomething hit our felves,
Yet know thou, fince we have began to ftrike,
We'll never Jeave "till we have hewn thee down, .
Or bath’d thy growiog with our heated bloods, g
Edw. And 1n'this refolution I defie thee,

Not willing any-Jonger eonference,

Since thou deny'dft the gentle King to fpeak, '

Sound trumpets, let our bloody colouts wave, H

And cither vifary or elfe a grave, .
. Mar. Sy, Edward — 3

i N9, wrangling woman, we'll no longer flay,
words will coft ten thoufand lives this day.
- [ Exexnt ompes.
8 CENE V. AFiddof Battl,
Alarum, Excurfions, Emer Waywick,
War. Fore-{pent with toil, as ranoers with a race,
1 lay me down a little while to breathe : -
For ftrokes regeiv’d and many blows repaid .
Have robb’d my ftrong-knit finews of their frength,
And fpight of fpight needs muft I reft a while.
. Enter Edward running. f
* Edw, Sile, gentle beav'n ; or firike, ungentle death ;
or this world frowns, and Edward’s fun is clouded.
War. How now, my Lord, what hap ? what hope of good ?
Enter Clarence.
! Cla. Our hap is lofs, cur hope but fad defpair,
Ovr ranks are broke, and ruin follows us. .
What counfel give you? whither thall we fly ?
. Edw, Bootlefs is flight, they follow us with wings ;
And weak we are, and cannos fhun purfuit, .
(- 3 Enter

\
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- Enter Richard, i
Ricb, Ab, Warsick, why bift thou withdrawn thy fel€"
@ Thy brother’s blood the thirfty earth hath drunk,
Bmch‘dthwith the ﬂeelzf pomt}I o{e Clo_'f?evl'l lance ¢
And in the very pangs of dea cry'd,
(Like to a difmal clangor heard from far)
Warwick, revenge! brother, revenge my death { - v
So underncath the belly of his fleeds, :
That flain’d theip fetlocks in his fmoaking blood, -~
The noble gentleman gave up the ghoft, P
" War, Then let the earth 'S drunken with owr blood g
T'll kill my horfe bécatfe X will nov fly : :
Why ftand we like foft-hearted women here, -
Wadil:gk our Joffes, whiles the foe doth rage,
And upon, a8 if the tragedy
Were plaidg:jeﬂ by couaterfeiting aftors ?
Here on my knee I vow to God above,
I’ll never paufe again, pever fland filt,
*Till either death hath cles’d- thefe eyes of mfine, -
Or fortune given me meafure of mﬁ” L
Edw, O Warwick, 1 do bend my with thine,'
And in this vow do'chizin my foul to thine, .
And ere my kneg rife from' the earth's cold face,
1 throw my hands, mine ¢yes, my heart to thee,
Thou fetter up and plucker de¥in of Kings |
Befeeching thee, if with'thy -will it flands
That tomy foes this body muf be prey, -
Yet that thy brazen gates of hieav'n may ope,
And give fweet paffage to my finful foul,
Now, Lords, take Jeave until we meet aguio,
Where-c’er it be, in heaven or on earth,
Rich, Brother, give methy hand ; and, gentle Waveick,
Let me embrace thee in my weary arms :
} that did never weep, now melt with woe, -
That winter fhould cut off our fpring-time fo.
War. Away, away : once more, fweet Lords, farewell
CIa, Yet let us all together to our troops
And give them leave to fly that will nat fay ;
« It was not the uifs of Mont: i
b 8 nadural broer o e Bar of Hormely wm’-“::

a <
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And call them pillars that will fiand to vs ; . .
And if we thrive, promife them fuch rewards,

As victors wear at the Olympign games.

This may plant courage iq their quailing hreafls,
For yet is hope of life and victory 5 S~

Fore-flow no langer, nzk: we hence amain. {
Excyrfiops, FEuter Richard and Clifford,
Rich. Now, Cbﬁrd I bave fingled thee aloge, - .
Suppofe this arth 1 for the Duke of ¥osk, . —
And this for Rstland, both lt)\mdtouvengc, L
‘Woert thou enviran’d with 3 wall. { ’
i f Naw, Ricbard, I am \mh thee here almq.
This is thé hand that fabb’ d thy father York,
And this the hand that flew thy brother Rut/gnd,
And here’s the heart that triumphy in, their death, :
And cheers thefe hands that flew thy (u-e qml kocm
To execute the like upop thy lf;
And fo hate at thee. -
fight. Warwick mm, Clifford flieg, »
Rich, A Warwichy. fingle oyt fome ashes chafa, -
For I my felf will byat this wolf to death, | Exeung,
SCENE VL dam Eoter King chry along
K, Heyy. "This battel fares like.to she morning’s wara,
‘When dying ¢louds contend with growing light,. o
‘What time the thepberd blowing of hwnaxla, o
Can neither call it perfc day gor might, _
Now fways it this way, like the felf-fyme fea LT
Forc'd by the tide ta combat with the wind b)
Now fways it that way, ke the felf-fams fg .
Forc’d to :eure by fusy of the wind. .
Sometime the flogd prevails, and then the wind §
Now one the better, thea anothes befl,
Both tagging to be viftors, breaft to breaft,
Yet neither conqueror por gonquereq 3
So is the equal poise of this fell war..
Heteonthumolp ‘will T fit me down s

-

v o

t,hcre be the vifory ! :

ﬁz\” and Cliffard 190 .
Have chid me f;qq: she batgel, {weasing both . ~
They profper b of. a4 whnn Im t!una. .4
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Would I were dead, if God®s good will were fo |
For what is in this world but grief and woe ?

O ‘God | methinks it were a happ‘y life
To be no better than a homely fwain,

To fit upon a hill, as I do now, .
+»*Fo carve out dials queintly, point by point,

Thereby to fee the minutes how they run ¢

How many make the hour full compleat,

How many hours bring about the day,

How many days will finifh up\the year,

How many years a mortal man may live,

When this is known, then to divide the times:

So many hours muft I tend my flock, i
. So many hours muft I take my reft,

So many hours muft I contemplate,

So many hours muft I fport my felf 5 .

So many days my ewes have been with young,

So many weeks exé the poor fools will yean,

So many months ere I fhall theer the fieecs :

"So minutes, hours, days, weeks, months and years
Paft over, to the end they were created,

‘Would bring white hairs unto a quiet grave, :
Ah! what a life were this] how fweet, how lovely?
Gives not the haw-thorn bufh a fwecter fhade

* To Kings that fear their fubjedts nuxery ?

O yes it doth, a thoofand-fold it doth. -

And to conclude, the thepherd’s homely curds,

His cold thin drink out of his leatber bottle,

His ' wonted fleep under a freth tree’s fhade,

All which fecure and fweetly he enjoys,

s far beyond a Prince’s delicates,

His viands fparkling in a golden cup,

His body couched in a curious bed,

‘When care, mhiftruft and tréafons wait on him,

SCENE VIL Alarum. Enter a Son, bearing bis Father,

Son. 111 blows the wind that profits no body.

This man, wbomhndmhndlﬂewinﬁs‘t, C
‘May be poficfad with fome ftore of crowns, -
And I that, baply, take them from him nowy ~ - - May
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May yet, ere night, yield both my life and them
+ To fome man clfe, as this dead man tame.

‘Who's this ? oh God | it is my father’s face,

Whom in this confli® I un’wares have kill’d 2

Oh heavy times, begetting fuch events!

From London by the King was I preft fosth,

My father being the Earl of Warwick’s man

Cime on the part of York, preft by his mafter 5

And 1,” who at his hands receiv’d my life, :

Have by my hands of life bercaved him.

Pardon me, God! I knew not ‘'what I did-3

" And pardon, father, for I knew not thee,

. My tears fhall wipe away thefe bloody marks s
And no more words, 'ull they bave flow’d their 6ill,
K. Heary. O pitecus fpe@acle ! O bloody times !

Whiles lions war and battle for their dens,
Poor harmlefs lambe abide their enmity.
Weep, wretched man, I’ll aid thee tear for tearj
And let our hearts and eyes, like civil war,
Be blind with tears, and break o’er-charg’d with grdef, -
Enier a Fatber, bearing bis Son.
Fatb, ‘Thou that fo ftoutly hatt refified me,
Give me thy gold, if thou haft any gold :

.For T have bought it with an hundred blows,

Bat let me fee : is this our foe-man’s face ?

Ah no, 1o, no, it is my only fon!

A, boy, if any life be left in thee, .

Throw up thine eye. ; fee, fee what thowers arife,

Rlown with the windy tempeft of my heart

Upon thy wounds, that kill mine eye and heart,

O pity, God, this miferable age {

‘What ftratagems, how fell, how butcherly,

Erroneous, mutinous, and unnatural, .

This deadly quarrel daily doth beget !

O boy! thy father gave thee life too late,

And hath bereft thee of thy life too foon.

K. Henry. Woe above woe ; grief more than common
Othatmyduthwoufﬁaythefu:nfuldeedu! [grief !
O pity, pity, gentle heaven, pity!
Thclﬁn?emdthewﬁteueonhisfwe, .

La The
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The fatal dotonrs of cut Miving houfes,

The one his purpl¢ blood right well refembles, .
‘The other his pale chéek; methinks, prefenteth’s
‘Wither one rofe, and let the other flourifh !

If you contend, a thoufand livés muft wither,

Son, How will iy muthér, for a father's death,
‘Take on with the, and ne'er be fatisfy’d |

Fatb, How will my wife, for flaughter of my fom,
Shed' feas of tears; and ne'er be fatisfy’d ! _

K. Henry. How will the country, for thefe wofl] chances,
Mif-think the Kihg, and ot b ‘{atisfy’d-l il

Son, Was ever fon fo rued a father’s death ?

Fath, Was "ever father fo bemoan'd his foh ? oo

K. Henry.” Was ever King fo griev'd for fubjec8 woe ¢ -
Much is your forrow ; mine, ten times fo muth. .

Son, T1l bear thee hence, where Tmay weep tmy fill. [Ex,

Fath, Thefe arms of mine fhall be thy winding-theet,
My heart} fweet boy, fhall be thy fepuichre, '

For from my heart thihie image ne’er thall go,

My fiphing breaft fhall be thy faneral bell ;

And fo obfequtous will thy father be,

Sad for the lofs of thee, Kaving fio mote,

As Priam was for all his valiant fons,

T'll bear thee h¢nce, and let thern fight that will,

For I have murtherd where I thould not kill, [Ex¥,

K. Henry, Sad-hearted meén, much overgone with care, -
Here fits a King more woful than yeu are,

' SCEN E VIIL '
Alarums.  Excurfions. Enter Queen Margaret, Prince Qf
' Wales, and Exeter,

Printe, ‘Fly, father, fly ; for all your friends are fied ;
And Warqick rages like a chafed bull :

Away, for death doth hold us in purfuit,

Q. Mar. Mount you, my Lord, towards Bereick poft
Edward and Richard, like a brace of grey-hounds [atmain,
Having the fearful flying hare in fight,

ith fiery eyes fparkling for very wrath,

An8 bloody fteel grafpt in their iréful hands,
Are at our backs, and therefore henct amain !
.Exe, Away ; for vengeance comes along with thei,

Ney,
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WNay, flay not to expoftulate, make fpeed,
Or elfe come after, I'll away before.
K. Henry. Nay, take me with thee, good fweet Exeter
Not that I fear to ffay, but love to go
‘Whither the Queen intends. Forward, away ! [Exenst,
. SCENE IX.
A losd Alarum. Enter Clifford ewounded.
Clif. Here burns my candle out ; ay, here it dies,
‘Which while it lafted, gave King Hemry light,
O Lancafter | 1 fear thy overthrow,
More than my body’s parting with my foul, '
My love and fear glew’d many friends to thee, [ Falfing.
And now I fall, thy tough commixtures melt, -
Impairing Henry, ftrengthning mif-proud York s
common people fwarm like fummer flies,
And whither fly the gnats, but to the fun ?
And who fhines now, but Henry’s enemies 2
O Pbarbus ! hadft thou never giv’n copfent
That Phaeton thould check thy flefy fteeds,
Thy burning car had never fcorch®d the earth ¢
And, Henry, hadft thou fway’d as Kings thould do,
Or as thy father and his father did,
Giving no ground unto the houfe of Yerk,
They never then had fprung like fummer fiies.
1, and ten thoufand in’this lucklefs realm,
Had left no mourning .widows for our death 3
And thou this day hadft kept thy chair in peace,
For what doth cherith weeds, but gentle air ?
And what makes robbers bold, but too much lemity ?
Bootlefs are plaints, and curelefs are my wounds,
Np way tofly, nor ftrength to hold out flight &
The foe is mercilefs, and will not pity 3
For at their hands I have deferv’d no pity.
The air hath got into my deadly wounds,
And much effufe of blood doth make me faint ¢
Come, York and Richard, Wareick and the reft,
I flabb’d your father’s bofom ; fplit my breaft, [g:ﬁl;&
Alarum and Retreat, Enter Edward, Warwick, Richard,
Montague, Clarence, and Soldiers. :
Edw, Now breathe we, 10;:!-. good fotune bids us p:f:;‘
o 3
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And fmoeth the frowns of war M’;:l peaceful Jooks,
. Somme.4x urfue the bloody-minhded Queen,
That legog:lr!:i Henry, thougg’ he were %ﬂg,
As doth a Sail fll’d with a retting gutt
Command an Argdfie to ftem the waves.
But think youn, Lotds, that Cfford ed with them ?
War. No, ds impoflible he fhould efcapes -
For though before his fice I fpeak the werd, '
Your brother Ricbard mark’d him for the grave 5
Aud wherefoe’er he is; he's furely dead) [Clifford ) groams,
Rich. ‘Whofe foul is that which takes her heavy leave 2
A dtadly gtoan, like life in death departing,
See who it is..
Edw. And how the battel’s énded,
If friend or foe, let him be gently ufed. .
Rich, Revoke.that doom of mercy, for *tis Clifford 3
‘Who not contented that he lopp’d the branch, -
In hewing Rutland when his Fe‘;ves put forth,
Set his fell musth’ring knife unto the root
From wheiice that tender fpray did fweetly fpring,
1 mean out princely father, Duke of Yor.
War, From oft the gstes of York fétch down the head,
Your father’s head, which Clifford placed there :
Inftead whereof let his fupply thé room.
Meafure for meafute muft be anfwered. .
Edw. Bring torth that fatal fcieech-owl to our houfe,
That nothing fung but death to us and ours:
Now death fhall top.his difmal threathing found,
* And his'ill-beading tongue no shore thall fpeak.
War, 1 think his underftandiog is bereft: -
Speak, Clifford, dcft thou know who Tpeaks Yo thee
Dark cloudy death o’er-Yhades his beants of life,
And he nor fees, ndr Bears vs what we fay
Ricb, O, would be did ), a0d fo perhaps hie doth,
*Tis but his policy to counterfeit, -
' Becanfe be would avoid fuch bitter taunts ’ -
AS in the time of death ke Fave our fatber.
Cla, Y To thou think"t, vex him Wwith eager Words,
JRich. Clifford, af} thercy, and obtafh o grace. -
Edis, Ciffrd, ¥epeit o bootle pefence,

ar,
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" War. Cliffrd, devife excufes for thy faults,

Cla. While we devife fell tortares for thy faults.
Rich. Thou didtt love York, and I am fon to York,
Edw. Thon pitied’ft Rutland, T will pity thee,
Cla. Where's Captain Margaret to fence you now ?
War, They mock thee, Chifford, fwear as thou waft wont,
Ricb. What, not an oath! nay then the world goes hard,

‘When Clifford cannot fpare his friends an oath ;

1 know by that he's dead ; and by my foul;
JF this right hand would bay but two hours life;
That I in all defpight might rail at him,
This hand fhould chop it off ; and with the iffuing blood
Stifle the villain, whofe unftanched thirft ‘
York and young Rutland could not fatisfies
War. Ay, but he’s dead. Off with the traitor’s head,
And rear it in the place your father’s ftands,
And now to Londen with trivmphant march,
There to bé crowned England’s royal King:

* From whence thall Warzoick cut the fea to France,

And afk the Lady Bona for thy Queen.
So fhalt thou finew both thefe kands together.
And having France thy friend, thou fhalt not dread
The fcatter’d foe that hopes to rife again:s
For though they tannct greatly fing to hurt,
Yet look to have them duz t’ offend thine ears,
Firft will T fee the coronation,
And then to Britang T'll crofs the fes,
T effe@ this mamiage, fo jt pleafe iy Lord,
Edw, Ev*n as thou wilt, {weet Warwick, let it be g

“'For on thy fhoulder & I build my feat :

And néver will { ‘andertake the thing
‘Wherein thy. counfel and confent i wanting.
Richard; § will create thee Doke of Glo'fler,
And George, of Clarmet Wavwkk a8 oar felf:
SEall d5 and urAdo, as him pleaferh bet,
Rith. Let ine be Duke of Clavenke 3 George; of Ghoffen g

" For Glo'fler’s Dukedom fs too dminoos.

War. Tut, that's a foolth obfervation :
Richard, be Dakt oF Gi'fer s how to Lundot, :
'l’gfc.ethefehowingoihﬁm.' SRRRCICRG [f#:fl:‘
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ACT Il SCENE L
- AFore in the North of England,
Enter Sinklo and Humphry, with crofs-bows in their

Sin. NDE{R this thick-grown brake we'll fhroud our
. elves, .
For through this laund ancn the Deer will come 3
And in this covert will we make our ftand,
Culling the principal of all'the Deer.

‘Hum, DIl ftay above the hill, fo both may fhoot.

Sim. That cannot be : the ncife of thy crofs-bow
Will fcare the herd, and fo my fhoot is Joft s
Here'ftand we both,. and aim we at the bett,

And, for the time fhall not feem tedious,
I'll tell thee what befell me on a day,
In this felf-place where now we mean to ftand.
Hum, Here comes a man, let's ftay "till he be paft.
Ewter King Henry, with a pray-bosk,

K. Henry. From Scotland am I ftol’n ev’n of pure love,
To greet mine own land with my withful 6ight :

No, Harry, Harry, tis no land of thine,

‘Thy place is ll'd, thy fcepter wrung from thee,
‘Thy balm wafht off wherewith thou waft ancinted :
No bending knee wil] call thee Cefar now,

No humble fuitors prefs. to fpeak for right :

No, not a man comes for redrefs to thee ;

For how can I help them, and not my felf?

Siny Ay, here’s a deer, whofe fkin's a keeper®s fee:
This is the guondam King, let’s feize upon him, -
K. Henry. Let me embrace thefe four adverfities; |

For wife men fay it is the wifeft courfe,

Hum. Why linger we ? let us lay hands upon him,

Sin, Forbear a while, we’ll hear a little more,

K. Henry. My Queen and fon are gone to France for aid s
And as I hear, the great commanding Warevick
Is thither gone to crave the French King’s fifter
To wife for Edward, If this news be true,
Poor Queen and fon! labour is but Joft ¢
For Warwick is a fubtle orates, .
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And Leeois a Prince foon won with moving words 3
By this account then Margaret may win him,

For the’s 2 woman to be pitied much

Her fighs will make a batt’ry in his breaft}

Her tears will pierce into a marble heart ;

The Tyger will be mild while fhe doth mourn,

And Nero would be tainted with remorfe,

To hear and fee her plaints, her brinifh tears,

Ay, but fhe's come to beg, Warwick to givet

i8be on his-left fide craving aid for Hewry';

lkm his rif;t,faf&mg;m ;Iwife for E.

She weeps, ays is depos’d ; *
'He fmiles, and fays his ‘Edward s inflall’d 5

That the, poor wretch! for grief can fpeak no more ¢
While Warzoick tells his title, fmooths the wrong,
Inferreth arguments of mighty firength,

_And in conclufion wins the King froth her,

; With promife of his fifter, and what elfe,

To fivengthten and fupport King Edewavd™s place,

O Marg'rer, thus "twill be, and thou (péor foul)

Art then forfaken,” as thou went'ft forlorn,

Hum, Say, what art thou that talk'#t of Kings and Qieens?
K. Henry. More than  feem, and Jeft than T was botrito §
Amin at leatt, for tefs T fhould not be;;
. And men may talk of Kings, and why not I?
am. Ay, but thou talk’® 28 if thou wert a King.'
K. Henry. Why fo I am in mind, and that's enough.
- Hum, Bat if thou bé a King, where is thy crown ?
K. Howy. My crown is in my heart, not on my heads
‘Notdeck‘dwithdiamondundbdiuﬁom
| Mot to be fetn: my crown is call’'d Content,
‘Auown it is that feldom Kings enjoy.
! Hum. Well, if you be a King crown’d with Content,
' Your crown Content and you muft be contented
To go along with us. For, as we think,
| You are the King, King Edward hath depos’d s .

And we bis fubje€ts, fworn in all allegiance,

Will apprehend you as his enemy. )
R. Henry, But did you never {wear, and break an cath?
Harm, No, never fuch an cath, and wiil not now.

K. Henry.

o /
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K. Herny. Where did you dwell when I was King ofs
Eogland? .
Huin, Here in this country where we now remain,
K. Henry. 1 wss avointed King at nine moaths old,
My father and my grandfather were Kings;
And you were fworn true {ubje€ls unto me
And tell me then, have you not broke your ocaths ?
Sin, No, we were fubjefts but while you were King.
K. Henry, Why, am I.dead ? do I not breathe a man ?
Ah, fimple men, you know, not what you {wears
Look," as I blow this feathgr from my face;
And as the air blows it to me again,
Obeying with roy wind when 1 do blow,
And yjelding to another when it blows,
Commanded always by the greater guft ;
Such is thé lightnefs of you common men.
But do not break yéur cath, for of that fin
My mild intreaty fhall not make you gilty.
Go where you will, the King fhall be commanded,
And be you Kings, command, and I'll obey.
Sin, We are true fubjeés to the King, King Edward,
¢« K. Henry. So would you be again to Henry,
If he were feated as ng Edward is, ” .
¢ Sin, We charge you in God's name and in the King's
To go with ug unto the .
K. Henry. In God’s name lead, your King's name be
B obey'd 3
And what God will, that let your King perform,
And what he will I humbly yield unto. [Exeunt,
'SCENE IL TbeKing's Palace in London. .
Enter King Edward, Gloucefter, Clarence, and Lady Gray,
K. Edw. Brother of Glo’fler, at St. Alban’s field
This Ledy’s bufband, ® Siy Fobn Gray, was flin,
-His land then feie’d on by the conqueror
Her fuit is now to repoffefs thofe lands,
Which we in juftice cannot well deny,
Becaufe in quarrel of the houfe of York
The worthy gentleman did lofe his life,

® Vid, Hall, 3year of E1w. IV, $.1. 5.
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Glo. Your Highnefs fhall do well to grant her fult s
It were difhonoor to deny it her.
K. Bdw. 1t were no lefs ; but yet I'll make 2 paufe,
Glo. Yea! isit fo?
_ Ifee the Lady hath a thing to grant, .
Before the King will grant her humble foit,
Cla. He knows the game ; how true he keeps the wind]
- Glo. Silence! : -
K. Edw. Widow, we will confider of your fuit,
And come fome other time to know, out mind,
Gray. Right gracious Lord, T cannot brook delay.
May’c pleafe your Highnefs to refolve me now ;

And what your pleafure is fhall fatisfie me. .
Glo. Ay, widow! then I'll warrant you all your lands,
An if what pleafes him thall pleafure yous - .
Fight clofer, or good faith you'll catch a blow. -

- Cla. I fear her not, unlefs the chance to fall,
Gh. God forbid that! for he’ll take vantages.
K. Edw. How many children haft thou, widow? tell me,
Cla, 1 think he means to beg a child of her. .
Gl. Nay, whip me then : he'll rather give her two, -
Gray. Three, my moft gracious Lord. ’
Gh, You fhall have four, if you'll be rul’d by him.
K. Edw, *Twere pity they thould lofe their father’s lands,
Gray, Be pitiful, dread Lord, and grant em then.
K.Edw, Lords, give us leave ; I’ll try this widow"s wil,
Gh. Ay, good leave have you, for you will have leave,

*Till ywt{ take leave, and leave you to the crotch.
K. Edw. Now tell me, Madam, do you love your children?
Gray. Ay, full as dearly a3 I love my feif,
K.Zdw. And would you not do much to do them good ?-

. To do them good, I would fuftain fome harm.

K. Edw, Then get your hufband’s lands, to do them goods
Gray. Therefore I came unto your Majetty.
K. Edw. I'll tell you how thefe lands are to be got. -
Gray. So fhall you bind me to your Highnefs® fervice.
K. Eéw, What fervice wilt thou do me, if I give them?
Gray. What you command that refls in me to do.
K. Edw, Buty_wwil!ukeéueytimwmylpon?
Gray, No, gracious Liord, mlmdox;.“

— — e —e——
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K. Edw. Ay but thou anﬁdowhtlmenwak.
Gray. Why then T will do what your Grace commands
Glo. He plies hey bagd, and much rain wears she marble,
Cla. As red as fire! pay then her wax muft melt,
Gray Why ftops my Lord ? {hall T not hear my taflg ? -
Edw. An eafi¢ tafk, ’tis but to lave a Kisg,
That" foop perform’d, becaufe Tam a fubjed.
dew. Why then thy hufband’s lands 1freely give ghee,

Gray. 1 take my leave with many thoufand thanks,

Gh.'The match is made, fhe feals it with a.curthe. -

K. Edw, But lhy thee; ¢is\thel fruits of love [} micad.

Tixe of love I mean, my loving Lisge.
K. Edw. Ai butlfea me in another fenfe,
What lov}e'”thll ‘tt‘il‘lhd?ai ue fzmu&m?
ove » my hum mym,q
Thlt ove which vistue begs, and virtue grants, !

K.Edw No, by my troth, I did not meap fuchi love.

hythmyoumcqnmtasltbwghtyondﬂ.

K. Edw. But pow you partly may pesceive my miod,

" Gray. My tmn;l will gevex grant what [ pemve
Your Hi aims at, if 1amm mght.

KE . To tell thee plain, Iaim to lye with thes.

Totdlyouphm, 1’d rather Jye in prifen,
. K Edw.Why then thou fhalt not have thy bufband’s jxnds,
Grqy. ‘Why theo rpine honefty fhall be my dawes ;
bx:wlqﬁlw;ﬂlw&wchafe them.
- Kday, Therein thou wrang'ft thy childsen mightily.

" Gray. Heein yops Hlahnefc wrongs bath them and ez
Bot, mighty Lord, this mesry inclination . ° .
Accords not with the adnefs of my fuit 3
Pleafe you difmils e, or with ay or no,

K. Bdw. Ay; if thowwilt By Ay to my reques
Noj if then doft fay Do ta 1py demoand.

.Gray. Then Np, my Lord; my fuit is at ap de .

Gho,. The widow liles him not, fhe knits hey beowp

Cla, He is the blunteft wooer in chrifiendom,

« K, Eduw, Her looks do argne her raplote with wmedety,
Her words do thew: her wif ipsempasable,

All bas perfeitions ebﬁkw Sovswm&
Oneww«mww ey .. . "M

[]
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Ada the fhall be my love, or clfe my Queen, <
Say that King Edevard take thee for his Queen ?
Gray. 'Tis better faid than done, my gracious Lord 3
~ Tam a fubje& fit to jeft withal,
Bat far unfit- to be a Sovereign,
K. Edw. Swees widow, by my ftate I fwear to thee,
1 fpeak no more than what my foul intends, o
And that is, to enjoy thee for my love, - !
Gray. And that is more than I will yield uatos
1 know I am too mean to be your Queen,
And yet too good to be your concubine,
K. Edw. You cavil, widow ; I'did mean my Queen,
Gray, "gz:lr grieve your Grace my fons fhall call you

K. Edw. 'Nl;r more than when my daughters call thee
mother,
Thou art a widow, 'and thou haft fome children ;
And by God’s mother, I being but a batchelor
Have other fome : why, "tis a happy thing,
To be the father unto many fons.
Anfwer no more, for thou fhilt be my Queen,
Glo. The ghoftly father now hath done his fhrift.
Cla. When he was made a fhriver, ’twas for fhift,
K. Edw. ‘Brothers, you mufe what chat we two have had. _
Glo, The widow likes it not, for the looks fad. .
K, Edw, You'd think it firange, if I fhould marry hery
. Cla. To whom, my Lord ? ’
K. Edw. Why, Camm, to my felf.
Glo, That would be ten days wonder at the leaft,
Cla. Thats.a day longer than a wonder lafts,
Glo, -By fo much is the wonder in extreams, ’
K. Edw. Well, jeft on, brothers; I can tell you both,
Her fuit is granted for her hufband’s lands,
Enter a Nobleman. .
Nob. My gracious Lord, Henry your foe is taken,
And brought your prifoner to your palace-gate, .
K. Edw. See that he be convey’d unto the Toewer ¢
+ And go we, brothers,. to the man that took him, -
’;w‘g queftion of l:li apptehenﬁon.k b rably. [Ewe,
idow, go you 4+ Lords, u honourably. [Ewe.
Vor, VI, e M SCENEBE
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SCENE III. Mane Gloucefter,

Glo. Ay, Eduard will ufe women honourably,
‘Would he were wafted, marrow, bones,” and all,
That from his loins no hopeful branch may fpring,
To crofs me from the golden time I look for! .
And yet between my foul’s defire and me,
(The lutful Edward’s title buried)
Is Clarence, Henry, and his fon young Edward, ,
And all th’ unlook’d-for iffue of their bodies,
To take their rooms ere 1 can place my felf,
A cold premeditation for my, purpofe !
Why.then :hdn: !?‘.u:ﬂ‘drm .on Sov’reignty,

one ds upon a promoatary

IA'*M‘fpyes a far-off fhiore where he would tread,
Withing his foot were equal with his eye,
And chides the fea that funders him from thence,.
Saying he’ll lade it dry to have his way :
So do I wifh the crown being 0 far off,
And fo I chide the means that keep me from it,
And fo I fay I'll cut the caufes off,
Flatt’ring my mind with things impoffible, .
Mnylge’l too quick, my heart o’er-weens too much,
Unlefs my hand and firength could equal them,
‘Well; fay there is no kingdom then for Rickard ;
‘What other pleafure can the world afford ?
T'll make my heaven in a Lady's lap,
And deck my body in gay ornaments,
And "witch fweet Ladies with my words and Jooks,
O miferable thought! and more unlikely,
“Than to accomplifh twenty golden crowns.
‘Why, love forfwore me in my mothes’s womb,
And, for I hould not deal in her foft laws,
She did corrupt frail nature with fome bribe
To fhrink mine arm like to a wither'd fhrub 3
‘To make an envious mountain on my back,
‘Where fits deformity to sock my body 3
Toﬁpc my legs of an unequal fize
To difproportion me in every part:
Like to a Chaos, or unlick'd bear-whelp
That carties no impreffion like the dam,
4nd 3 I then a man to be belov'd ?

Oh
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©Oh monfireus fault, to hatbour fuch a thought! :
Then fince this earth affords no joy to me,

But to command, to check, to o’er-bear fuch
As are of better perfon than my felf

I'll make my heav’n to dream upon the crown,
And while 1 live t’ account this world but hell,
Until the head this mif-fhap’d tronk-doth bear
Be round-impaled with a glorious crown,

And yet I know not how to get the crown,

For many lives fland between ‘me\and home ¢
And I, (like one loft in a thorny wood,

That rends the thorns, and is rent with the thors,
Secking a way, and firaying from the way,
ﬂotknowinghowtoﬁndtheo-yen:if,

But toiling defp’rately to find 1t ont)
Torment my felf to catch the Engli erown,
And from that torment I will free my felf,

©Or hew my way out with a bloody ax. '

Why, I can fmile, and murther while ¥ fmile,
And cry content to that which grieves my heart,
And wet my cheeks with artificial tears,

And frame my face to all occafionss

I’ll drown more failors than the Mermaid fhalt, " -
Tl fay more gazers than the Bafilifk,

I'll play the orator ss well as Neflo,

Deceive more flily than Ulyffes could,

And, like 3 Sinon, take another Troy:

1 can add colours to the Camelion,

Change fhapes with Proteus, for advantages,
And fet the murth’rous Machievel o fchool,
Can 1 do this, and cannot get a crown ?

‘Tat, were it farther off, I'Il pluck it down, [ Exit,
SC'ENE IV. -Changes to France,
Flourifb. Enter King Lewis, Lady Bona, Bourbon, Prisge
of Wales, Quen Margaret, and the Earl of Oxford,
Lewis fits;” and rifeth up ;gaiu. .
K. Leevis. Fair Queen of England, worthy Margarets

Sit down with us ; it ill befits thy flate,

And birth, that thou thould'ft ftand while Lewors fits,
Q. Mar. No, mighty Kingiof France 5 now May:"m
‘ Y
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Muft firike her fail, and jearn a while to ferve, .
‘Where Kings command. I was, I muft confefs,
Great Albios’s Queen in former golden days ;.
But now mifchance hath trod my title down,
And with dithonour laid me on the ground,
‘Where I muft take like feat unto my fortune,
And to my humble feat conform my felf.
K. Lewis. Why, fay, fair Queen, whence fprings dxu
deep defpai :
Q_Mar, From fuch a/cavfe as ills mine ey with teays
And ftops my tongue, while my heart’s drown’d in cares,
K. Lewis. Whate'er it be,’ be thou ftill like thy felf,
. And fit theeby our fide. Yield aotthyneck[&atx ber by&-
To fortune’s yoak, but let thy.dauntlefs mmd
lS;:llndcmmmphovetall eilth of E
lain, Queen. aret, and tell thy grief; ... o
ltlidl:f;b:%:} if France .can. ylc.ld sellef, hein
e grmous words revivemy droo ghts,
An%é:ve my tongue-ty’d forrows leave to @eapk.m‘ P

Now thergfore be it known to; noble Lesois, . ., ", "
‘That , fole goﬂ'eﬂ'aof mylove, - | .0 . 4
Lof a ng become a bamifh’d man, . ... g,
And forc’d mhvgmsmhudaﬁotlom; L ::
While proud ambitious Edzard Duke of York T
Ufurps the regal title, and the feat C o e

Of England’s true anointed lawful King, .
‘This is the caufe. that I poor Ma
‘With this my fon Prince Edward, ’gimy ’s heu', [
Am come to crave thy juft and lawful aid : "
And if thou fail us, all our bope is done. .
Scotland hath will to help, but cannot help :
.Our people and our Peers are both mif-led,
Our treafure feiz’d, our foldiers put to flight, -,
And, as thou feeft, our felves in heavy plight, -
K. Leoyrs, Remwncdogecn,thhpauencecalmtheﬂorm
“While we bethink a means to break it off,
Q: Mar, The more we ftay, the ftronger uws our foe.
K. me The more I flay, the more I'll fuccour  thee..
. Oh, but impatience waiteth on txue forrow 3|
And’ QWhﬁlﬂwﬂmth:headuofmyfwow. .
e P SCENE
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KWS%NE V. Ester Warwick.
(3 t*s he h boldly to our ?
Q. Mar, Our&tldmzlwwl’npu&&eﬁw
K. Lewis, Welcome, brave #Warwick, what brings thee
to France? [He . Shmjdb.
Q. Mar. Ay, now begins a fecond to rife 3
For this is he that moves both wind and tide,
War. From worthy Edward, King of Albion,
My Lord and Sov'seign, and thy vowed fricad,
lenme (in kindnefs and unfeigned Jove)
Firft to do greetings to thy reyal perfon,
And then to crave a league of smity}
And lafily, to confirm that amity
‘With nuptial knot, if thou mdtfaiemglt
mtvmmwyﬁm,ﬁyﬁhﬁﬂu
To E s King in lawful marrisge.
% . If that go forward, Henry's hope is done, ~
ar.Andgm:omMadam, in our King’s belalf,
[Speaking 40 Bona.
Iz et
H to kifs your my tongue
To téll the paffion dm&v‘r&p’nbﬁm;
‘Where fame, late ent’ring at hhhadﬁaleau,
Hath plac’d thy Beauty’s itiage and thy virtue’s,
Q. Mar, mngmt,mwy&n,humfyuk,
Before you anfwer Warwick. His demand
mm;?al:m.mwm,
But from deceit by neceflity :
F«mmtynnbﬁfelygamnhm,
Udeﬁlbruhheymhfe ailismce ?
ptmhxmtynmthurafonmyfnﬁe,
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And thou no more art Prince than fhe is Queens

" Oxf. Then Warewick difannuls great Fobn.of Gamt;-
Which did fubdue the greateft part of Spain 5

And after obn of Gaunt, Henry the fourth,

Whofe wifdom was a mirror to the. wifeft ;

And after that wife Prince, Henry the fifth,

‘Who by his prowefs conquered, all France ;

From the(e our Heary lineally defcends.

War. Osford, how haps it in this fmooth difcousfe,
You told not how Hag:l;e fixth hath loﬁ .
All that which Henry the fifthhad gottep :

Methinks thefe Peeys of France fhould Gmle at that;

But for the reft ; you tell a.pedigres
Of threefcore and two years,: 3.filly time, =
To make prefcription for a kingdom®s warth.

Oxf. Why, Warsvick, canft thou {peak againf_ tby hege

‘Whom thou obejedft thirty and fix years,

And not bewray thy with a blufh ? .
. War. Can Oxford, that did ever fence the nght,

Now buckler falthood -with h pedigree 2 Lo
- For fhame leave Hewry, and.calk Edward Km

Oxf. Call him my King, -by whofe. mjumusm .
My elder brother, the Lartl «dubrey Vere,,

‘Was done.to death ? and morq than fo, sy father;
Even in the downfal of his: mellow’d years,

When nature brought him' to the door of death?
No, Warivick, nos while life upbolds this arm, |,
‘This arm upholds the houfe of, Lascafler; ..

War. And I the houfe of, Tork.

Lmu Qm Magmt, PnnceEdmrd ani lmd

Voucbﬁfe at oyt rqueft m Band:afide,, ,,[ \ .
While kufe fmhu confprww with Waxsvick. .
aad c’oe['.

Qm:— Hmv lm m mqugm bewitch
him not
K. ngu. Now, Wm&, sgll iue evawp-nthy o=

ﬂm
IsEdwardyourtruKm;)forIwmlotb L
,Tohnkmthmwmnmkwfuxdmfm W
ar,

PE

-

TP B,
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War. Thereon I pawn my credit and mine honoar,
K. Lewis, But is he gracious in the people’s eyes ?
War. The more that Henry was unfortunate. )
K. Leewis. Then further ; all difembling fet afide,
Tell me for truth the meafure of his love .
Unto our fifter Bona,
War, Such it feems
As may befeem a Monarch like himfelf s
My felf have often heard him fay and. fwear
That this his love was a perennial plant,
‘Whereof the root was fix’d ia virtue’s ground,
‘The leaves and fruit maintain’d with beauty’s fi
Exempt from envy, but not from difdain,
Unlefs the Lady Boma quit -his pain. .
K.-Lewis, Now, fifter, let us hear your firm refolve.
" " Bona, Your grant or your denial be mine.
Yet I confefs, that often erc this day, [Speaks to Warwicks
‘When I have heard your King's defert recounted,
Mine car hath tempted judgment to defire.
K.Lewis, Then, Warwick, this: our fifter fhall be
deward's, -
And now forthwith fhall articles be drawn '
“Touching the jointure that your Kiog muft make, ~*
‘Which with her dowry fhal] be coynterpois’d. “
‘Draw near, Queen Marguret, and be a witnefs
That Bong fhall be wife to th’ Engli/b King, .
** Prince, To Edward, but not to the Englifs King.
. Mar, Deceitful Warwick, it was thy deyice
By this alliance to make void my fuit ; .
Before thy coming Lewwis was Henry's }riend.
K. Lewwss, And ftill is friend to him and Margaret 5 °
But if your title to the crown be weak, .
As may appear by Edward’s good fuccefs §

THen *tis bat reafon that I be releas’d

From giving aid, which late I proniifed. ,

Yet fhall oo have all kinduefs a¢ my hand, P

‘That your eftate requires and mine can {:gd "
War, Henty now livés in Scotland at his eafe, s

‘Where having pothing, nothing can he lofe. =~ - A':f

+An8 W47 you your {elf, vor quondam Queen, ™

\"ni 3 Yw
/



140 The Third Part of

You have a father able to maintain you,
And better "twere you troubled him than France.
Q. Mar. Peace, impudent and thamelefs #arwick, pesce,
Proud fetter-up and puller-down of Kings!
T will not hence, ’till with my talk and tears
(Both full of truth) I make King Letois behold
Thy fly conveyance, * and thy Lord's falfe love,
' Poft blowing a born ewithbin.
For both of you are birds of felf-fame feather.
K. Lewis. Warwick, this is/ fome[poft to| os o thee.
SCENE VI Entera Pof, .
Poff. My Lord ambaffador, thefe letters are for you ;
, [To Waswick.
Sent from your brother, Marquifs Montague. .
Thefe from our King uato your ‘Majefly. [70 K. Lewis.
And, Madam, thefe for you, from whom I know not.
(70 . Margaret. They all read their Letters.
Osf. 1like it well, that our fair Queen and miftrefs
Smiles at her news, while Warevick frowns at his,
Prince, Nay, mark how Lewis flamps as he were netded,
T hape all’s for the beft,
K. Lewrs, Warwick, what are thy news ? and youm,
. fair Queen ?
%'lllcr. Meine fuch as fills my heart with dnhop™d joys.
‘ar, Mine full of forrow and heart’s difcontent. .
K, Lewis,What ! has your King marry’d the Lady Gray?
And now, to footh your forgery and his, .
Sends me a paper to perfwade mé patience ?,
I this th’ alliance that he feeks with France ?
Dare he prefume to fcorn us in this manner ?
Q. Mar. Itold your Majefly as much befores  ~ . |
Th;;’m'e‘t‘:‘ El;‘:z'hll;:e and Warwicks honefly,
ar. Ki i, peoteft in fight of heav'n,
And by the hope I have of heav’nly l:l‘?,‘l
That I am clear from this mifdeed of Edwards :
No more my King ; for he dihonours me,
Bat moft himfelf, if he could fee his fhame,
Dig I forget that by the houfe of York AT
rdeman, e 1 hace menat che Act o 8 g, Tita o 3 -|

. . My
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My father came untimely to-his death ? .
Did I let pafs th’ abufe done to my niece ?

- Did I impale him with the regal crown ?

-

Did I put Henry from his native right ?

And am I guerdon’d at the laft with fhame?
Shame on himfelf, for my defert is honour !
And to repair my honout loft for him,

1 here renounce him, and teturn to Heary, |
My noble Queen, let former grudges pafs,
And henceforth Iam thy true fervitor :

. 1 will revenge his wrong to Lady\Bord,

And replant Heary in his former flate,
. Mar, Warwick, thefe words have tyrn’d my hate tolove,
And 1 forgive and quite forget old faults,
And joy that thou becom’ft King Herry's friend, |
War. So much his friend, ay, his unfeigned friend,

| ‘That if King Legis voychfafe to furnith us

With fome few bands of chofen foldiers,

T'll undestake to Jand them on our coaft, -

And force the tyrant from his feat by war.

*Tis not his new-made bride fhall fuccour hims

And as for Clarence, as my letters tell me,

He’s very likely now ta fall from him,

For patching more for v'va?ton'l ft than honour,

Or than for ftrength and fafety of our country. )

- Bona. -Dear brother, how fhall Bona be reveng’d,
But by thy belp to this diftceffed Queen ? -
. Mar. Renowned Prince, how fhall poor Henry live,

Unlefs thou refcue him. from foul defpair ? .
Bona. My quatrelrand this Englifb Queen’s are one.
War. And mine, fair Lady Bowa, joins with yours, -
K. Lewis. And mine with hers, and thine, and Margaret’s,

Therefore at laft I irmly am refolv’d

You thall have aid. )
Q. Mar. Let me give humble thanks for all at once.’
K. Lewis. Then, England’s meffenger, return in poft,

And tell falfe Edward, thy fuppofed King,

‘That Lewrs of France is fending over maikers

To revel it with him and his new bride. '

Thou feeft what's paft, go fear thy King withal, Boni

-t
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Bona. Tell him ih hope he'll prove 2 widower fhortly,
I wear the willow garland for his fake,
. Mar. Tell him, my mourning weeds are laid afide,
And I am ready to put armour on.
War. Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong,
And therefore I'll uncrown him ere’t be long.
There’s thy reward, be gone. [Exic Pof?.
K.-Lewss, But, Warwick, thou
Thy felf and Oxford with five thoufand men
Shall crofs the feas, and/bid\falfe|Edsvard battel s
And as occafion ferves, this noble Queen
And Prince fhall follow with a freth fupply.
Yet ere thou go, but-anfwer me one doubt :
What pledge have we of thy firm loyalty ?
War, This thall affure my conftant loyalty,
That if our Queen and this young Prince agree,
I'll join my younger daughter and my joy
‘To him forthwith, in holy wedlock bands, "
, - Q. Mar, Yes, ¥ agree, and thank you for your motion,
Son /, fhe is fair and virtuous ; f .
Therefore delay not, give thy hand to Warwick,
And with thy hand thy faith irrevocable,
That only Warwick’s daughter fhall be thine.
Prince, Yes, 1accept her, for the well deferves it ¢
And here to pledge my vow, I give my hand.
: [He gives bis band to Warwick.
K. Lewis. Why ftay.we now ? thefe foldiers fhall be levy'd,
And thou, Lord Bourbon, our high Admiral,
Shall waft them over with our royal :Et.
I long *till Edward fall by war*s mifchiance,
For mocking marriage with a Dime of ! rance.
Exeunt, Manet Warwick,
War, 1came from E. as ambaflador,
But I return his fworn and mortal foe :
Matter of marriage was the charge be gave me,
But dreadful war fhall anfwer his demand.
Had be none elfe to make a ftale but me ?
Then none bat I fhall turn his jeft to forrow.
I was the chief that rais’d him to the crown,
And I'll bé chief to bring him down again :
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Mot that I pity Henry's mifery,
Bat feck regenge on Edward’s mockery [Exit.
ACT IV, SCENE L
Changes to England.
Enter Gloucefter, Clarence, Somerfet and Moatague.
GCh. OW tell me, brother Clarence, what think you
Of this new miarriage with the Luly Gray?
Hath nct ouor hrothermadcawonhycbou'e
Ca. Alas, you know ’tis far from hence to France :
How could he ﬂ:y fill Warwick made return ?
Som. My Lords, forbear this talk : here comes the King,
lnﬁ Equ King Edward,\'Lady Gray i Queen, Pera~
Stafford, and Haflings : Four fland on ove fide,.
axd four on the otber.
Gh. And his well-chofen bride.
Cla. T mind to tell him plainly what I thiok.
K. Edw. Now, brother Clarence, how like you our choicey
" ‘That you ftand penfive as half malecontent ?
. Ua As well as Lewis of Fraace, or th® Earl of Warwick,
i Which are fo weak of courage, and in judgment,
That they*ll take:no offence at our :bufe.
Z Suppofe they take offence without a caufe :
'l'hey are but Levwi's and Warwick, 1am Edvward,
" Your King and Warwick’s, and muft have my will,
Gh. And you fhall have your will, becaufe our ng.
Yet ha marriage feldom proveth well,
. Yea, brother Richard, you offended too ?
Glo NotI, no: God forbid that I fhould with
Them fevered whom God hath joind together |
Pity to funder them, that yoak fo well.
K. Edw, Setting your fcorns andyowmﬂlkuﬁde,
Tell me fome reafon why the Ladé
) Should not become my wife, and qlud’s Queen,
And you too, Sowerfet and

Speak frecly what you think.
enemy,

Q. Then this is my opinion ; that Lewis
' mockivg ki

Abounhe%oftbe Lady Bona,
Glo, And Warwick, doing what yoummchm
hmwbythsmmmm. D SR
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K. Edw. What if both Lesojs and Warwickbe appeas'd,
By fuch invention as T can devife ? §
Mont, Yet to have join’d with France in fuch alliance,
‘Would more have firengthen’d this our commonwealth
*Gaihft foreign ftorms, than any home-bred marriage,
' Haft. Why, knows not Montague that of it felf
England is fafe, if true within it felf ? -
Mont, Yes, but the fafer when “tis back’d with France,
Hap. 'Tis better ufing France, than trufting Frasce,
Let us be back’d with God, and with the feas,
‘Which he hath giv’n for, fence impregnable)
And with their helps alone defend our felves:
In them, and in our felves, our fafety lyes.
Cla. For this one fpeech, Lord Heﬁny well deferves
To have the heir of the Lord Hangerford, - :
K. Edw. Ay, whatof that? it was my will and grant, |
And for this once my will fhall ftand for law.
Gl. And yet methinks your Grace hath not done well,
‘To give the heir and daughter of Lord Scales
Unto the brother of your loving bride ;
She better would have fittéd me or Clarence ;
But in your bride you bury brotherhood,
Cla. Or elfe you would not have beftow'd the heir
Of the Lord Bonvill on your new wifes fon,
And leave your brothers to go fpeed elfewhere. - .
K. Edw. Alas, poor Glarence ! is it for a wife
‘That thou art malecontent ? I will provide thes.
Cla, In chufing for your felf, you thew’d your judgment ;
‘Which being fhallow, you fhall give me leave
To play the broker in mine own behalf §
And to that end I fhortly mind to leave you. .
K. Edw, Leave me, or tarry, Edward will be King ;
And not-be ty'd unto his brother’s will,
Queen, My Lords, before it pleag’d his Majefty
‘To raife my flate to title of a Queen,
- Do me bht right, and you muft
That I was not ignoble of defcent,
And meaner than my felf have had like fortune.
But as this title honours me and mine, .
So your diflikes, to whom I would be pleafing, Do
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Do cloud my ‘joys with danger and with forrow.

K. Edw, My love, forbear to fawn upon their frowns §

‘What danger or what forrow can befall thee,
So long as Edward ‘i thy conflant friend,
And their true Sov’reign, whom they muft obey ?
Nay, whom they fhall obey, and love thee too,
Unlefs they feek for hatred at my hands s
‘Which if they do, yet will I keep thee fafe,
And they fhall feel the vengeance of my wrath,
Glo, 1 hear, yet fay not much, but think the more,
S CENE ILV\Enterd Pep,

- K. Edw. Now, meflenger, what letters or what news
from .;"rcm ? ) . .

. Poff. My Sovercign Liege, no letters and few words,
Bat fuch as I (without your fpecial pardon)
Dare not relate, .

K. Edw. Go to, we pardon thee:

So tell their words, as near as thou canft guefs them,
‘What anfwer makes King Legvis to our letters ?

P, At my depart, thefe were his very words §

Go tell falfe Edward, thy fuppofed King,
Tdat Lewis of France is fending over mafhers
To revel it wwith bim and bis new bride,

K. Edw. 1s Lewwis {o brave ? belike he thinks me Henry,
Bot what faid Lady Bona to my marriage ?

Poft, Thefe were her words, utter’d with mild difdains:
Tall bim, in bope be’ll prove a widower fortly,

I'll wwear the willow garland for bis [ake,

bex.hﬂdm 1 blame n;t“herg‘lhf::dd fay little lefs §
S| e wrong. t what faid Henry’s Queen ?
For fo I heard that fhe was there in place.

Poft; Tell bim. (quoth the) my moursing weeds are dons,
And I am ready to pmt armour on, : .

K. Edew. Belike fhe minds to play the Amazos,

But what faid #arwick to thefe injuries ?

Poff, He, more incens’d againft your Majefty
Than all the reft, difcharg’d me with thefe words §
Tell bim from wse that be bath done me worong,

And therefore I'll sincrown bim ere’t be long,
"K.Edw, Ha! durft the traitos breathe out fo proud words?
Voi. VI, N Well,

~



146 The Third Part of
Well, I will arm me, being thus fore-warh’d :
They fhall have wars, and pay for, their prefumption.
But fay, is Warwick friends with Margaret #
Poft. Ay, graciousSov’reign, they’re fo link’d in friendfhip,
The young Prince Edvward marries Warwick’sdaughter.
Cla, Belike the younger ; Clarence will have the elder.
Now, brother King, farewel, and fit you faft,
For I will hence to Warwick’s other daughter,
That though I want a kingdom, yet in marriage
1 may not prove inferior to your felf.
You that love me and Warwick)/\follow imé.
Exit Clarence, and Somerfet follozvs,
Glo. Not I: my thoughts aim at a further matter : )
1 flay net for the love of Edward, but the crown, [ Afede.
K. Edw. Clarence and Somerfet both gone to Warwick #
Yet am I arm’d againft the worft can happen ; °
And bafte is needful in this defp'rate cafe:  *
Pembroke’and Stafford, you in our behalf
Go levy men, and make prepare for war ;
They are already, or will foon be landed :
My felf in perfon will firaight follow you.
: [ Exeunt Pembroke and Stafford,
But ere 1go, Haflings and Montague,
Refolve my doubt : you twain of all the reft
Are near to Warwick by blood and by alliance 3
Téll me if you love Warwick more than me,
If it be fo, then both depart to him :
1 rather with you foes than hollow friends.
But if you mind to hold your true obedience,
Cive me affurance with {ime friendly vow,
That T may never-have you in fufpect.
Mont, So God help Mo , a8 he proves true!
Haf. And Haflings, as he favours Edward’s caufe |
K. Edw. Now, brother Richard, will you ftand by us ?
Glo. Ay, in defpight of all that fhall withftand you,
K. Edw. Why, fo; then am I fure of vitory,
Now thetefore let us henoce, and lofe no hour
*Till we meet Farwick with his foreign power,  [Exeume,

SCENE
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SCENE III. In Warwickfhire,
Enter Warwick and Oxford, with French Soldiers,
War, Truft me, my Lord, all hitherto goes well,
‘The common people fwarm by numbers to us.
- Enter Clarence and Somérfet,
But fee where Somerfer and Clarence come :
Speak fuddenly, my Lords, are we all friends ?
Cla, Oh'! fear not that, my Lord.
#ar, Then, gentle Clarence, welcome unto Waravick
And welcome, Somerfet : I hold it cowardife
To reft miftruftful, where a noblé heart
ath pawn’d an open hand in fign of love,
Elfe might Ithink, that (larence, Edward’s brother,
Were but a feigned friend to our proceedings.
But welcome, friend, my daughter fhall be thine.
And now what refls, but in night's coverture,
Thy brother being carelefly encamp’d,
His foldiers lurking in the towns about,”
And but attended by a fimple guard, )
‘We may furprize and take him at our pleafure ?
Our fcouts have found th® adventure very eafie : .
‘That as Ulyffes and flout Djomeds ' \
‘With flight and manhood flole to Rbefus® Tents,
And brought from thence the T2racian fatal fteeds 3
So we, well cover’d with thg night’s black mantle,
At unawares may beat down Edward’s guard,
And feize himfelf: I fay not, flaughter him,
For I intend but only to furprize him.
You that will follow me to this attempt,
Applaud the name of Henry with your leader.
[Tbey all ery, Henry! -
Why then, let’s on our way in filent fort,
For Warwick and his friends, God and St. George! [Exeunt.
. SCENE 1V,
Enter the Watchmen to guard tbe King's Tent.

1 Warch, Come on, my mafters, each man take his ftand :
The King by this has fet him down to fleep, .
2 Watch, What, will he not to bed ? E
3 4 atch, Why, no ; for he hath made a folemn vow, .

: N 2 Never
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- Never to lye and take his natural reft,

*Till Warwick, or himfelf, be quite fuppreft,

2 Watch, To-morrow then belike fhall be the day,

If Warwick be fo near as men report.

3 Watch, But fay, I pray, what Nobleman is that

That with the King hete refteth in his tent?

1 Watch." Tis the Lord Haftings, the King's chiefeft friend,
3 Watch, O, is it fo? but why commands the King
‘That his chief followers lodge in towns about him,
‘While he himfelf keeps here in the cold field?
2 Watch, *Tis the more honour, becaufe dangerous.
3 Watch, Ay, but give me worthip and quietnefs

T like it better than a dang’rous honour.

If Warwick knew in what eftate he ftands,

*Tis to be doubted he would waken him,

3 Watch. Unlefs our halberds did fhut up his paffage.
2 Watch, Ay; wherefore elfe guard we this royal teat,
But to defend his petfon from night-foes ? T
Exter Warwick, Clarence, Oxford, Somerfet, and
French Soldiers, filent all,
War. This is his tent, and fec where ftands his guard 3

Courage, my mafters: honour now or never !

But follow me, and Edward fhall be ours,

3 Watch, Who goes there?
2 Watch, Suy, or thou dieft,

[Warwitk and tbe reft cry all, Warwick! Warwickt
and [et'upon the Guard, who fly, crying, Arms ! Arms !
‘Warwick and the rg',ﬂ/d/owing them. .

Tbe Drum beating, a ‘Trmpd;{nnding,

Enter Warwick, Somerfet, and the reff, bringing the King
out in a gown, fitting in achoir ; Gloucefter and Ha-
ftings %{ over the flage,

f;’a. t a;e they that fly there ?

‘ar. Richard and Haflings ; let them go, here is

Tz Dakie. 1aflings ; 8%

Eduw, The Duke! why, Parwick, when we parted

Thou call'd#t me King, '

War. Ay, but the cafe is alterd.

‘When you difgrac’d me in my Ambaffade,

Then I degraded you from being King,
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And come now to create you Duke of York,
Alas, how fhould you govern any kingdom, ~
That know not bow to ufe Ambafladors,
Nor how to be contented with one wife,
Nor how to ufe your brothers brotherly,
Nor how to ftudy for the e’s welfare,
Nor how to throwd your felf from enemics ?
K. Edw. Brother of Clarence, and art thou here too ?
Nay then I fee that Edeward muft needs down,
Yet, Warwick, in defpight of \all mifchance,
Of thee thy felf, and all thy complices,
Edward will always bear himfelf as King:
Though fortyne’s malice overthrow roy ftate,
My mind eiceeds the compals of her wheel.
War. Then for his mind be Edward England’s King ;
. [Takes off bis Croum,
Bot Henry now fhall wear the Eagh/b crown,
And be true King indeed 5 thou but a thadow.
My Lord of Semerfet, at my requeft, )
See that forthwith Duke Edward be convey'd
Unto my brother, Archbithop of York :
When I have fought with Peméroke and his fellows,
I'll follow you, and tell you what reply
Leswis and Lady Bona fent to him : .
Now for a while farewel, good Duke of York !
K. Edw. What fates impofe, that men muft needs abide ;
It boots not to refilt both wind and tide. .
[He is led cut forcibly,
Oxf. What now remains, my Lords, for us to do, '
But march to London with our foldiers ? .
War. Ay, that’s the firft thing that we have to do,
To free King Henry from imprifonment,
And fee him feated in the regal throne, [ Exeunt.
SCENE V, Changetothe Palace, . |
Enter Rivers, and the Queen. .
Riv, Mwal;t;, what m;’k_u you in this fuddenl:.h:nge ?
ucen. , brother Rivers, are you yet to learn . .
Wﬁ’thtemhformmhubeﬁhlﬁng.&dwrd} .
Riv, What | lofs of fome pitcht battel againt Warewick ?,
RKueen. No, but the lof;‘ of bis own royal perfon, ‘v
3 .
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Riv, Then is my Sovereign flain ?
n. Ay, ulmzﬁ flain, for he is taken prifoner 3
Either betray’d by falthood of his guard,
Or by his foe furpriz’d at unawares 3
And as I further have to undetftand,
Is now committed to the Bifhop of Yark,
Fell Warwick's brother, and by thatour foe, )
Riv.. Thefe news I'muft confefs are full of grief's
Yet, gracious Madam, bedr it a3 you may ;
Warwick may lofe, that now hath won 'the d’!'
Queen. *Till then fair hope muft hinder life’s decay.
And { the rather wean me from defpair, .
For love of Edward’s off-fpring in my womb 2
This is’t that makes me bridle in my paffion, .
And bear with mildnefs my misfortune’s ]
Ay, ay, for this I draw in many a tear,
And ftop the rifing of blood-fucking fighs,
Left with my fighser tears I blait or drown
King Edwards fruit, true heir to th® Englifs crown.
Riv, But, Madam, where is #arwict then become ?
. Tam inform'd that he comes towards London,
To fet the crown once more on Henry's head :
Guefs thou the reft, King Edward's friends muft down.
But to prevent the tyrant’s violénce,
(For truft not him that once hath broken faith,)
11l hence forthwith unto the fa y
To fave atleaft the heir of Edward’s right.
There fhall I reft fecure from force and fraud ¢
LCome therefore let us fly, while we mayfly ;
If Warwick takes us, we are fure to die. [Excurs,
SCENE VI A Parkin Yorkihire,
Enter Gloucefter, Lord Haftings, and Sir William Staniey,
Glo. Now, my Lord Haffings, and Sic William Stavley, :
Leave off to wonder why I drew you hither, -
Into this chiefeft thicket of the park,
Thus Rands the cafe ; you know our King, sy brother,
1s pris®ner to’ the Bifhop, at whofehands '
He bath good ufsge and great liberty,
And often bat attended with wukm
Comes hunting thiis - way te difport ' himfclf, it
: oo ve



King Hewry VI 151
1 bave advertis’d him by fecret means, - ’
That if about this hour he make this way
" Under the colour of his ufual game, ’
- He fhall here find his friends with horfe and men
‘To fet him free from his captivity. ’
Enter King ¥dward, and a Hientfman <oith bim.
Hunt. This way, my Lord, for this way lyes the game,
K Edw&azl:y, this way, man, fee where the huntfmen

Now, brother Glo’ffer, Haffings\and\thelrelt{ )5
Stand you thus clofe to fteal the Bifhop®s deer ?
Glo. Brother, the time and cafc requireth hafte,
Your horfe ftands ready hére at the park-comer,
- K. Edw. But whither fhall we then ?
Haff. To Lyn, my Lord, -
And fhip from thence to Flanders.
Glo, Well gueft, believe me, for that was my meaning,
K. Edw. Stanley, 1 will requite thy forwardnefs.
Glo. But wherefore ftay we ? ’tis no time to talk.
K. .Edwalo Homtfman, what fay'#t thou ? wilt thou go
along?: - '
Hunt, Bettet do o, than tairy and be hang’d, L
Glo, Come then away, let’s ha’ nomete ado.
K. Edw. Bithop, farcwel, fhicld thee from Warwick's.

’
And pray that I repofiefs the crowh, [Exenme.
Pg CE NT&'.H. ‘Tb;m s London.
Enter Hemy rence, - ik, Somerfet, young
Richmmgd, Oxfo’d, Montaiue, and Liewtenant ,qf the
Tower. . ' ’ .
K. Henry. Mr, Licutenant, now that God and friends

Have thaken Edward from therl:gll feat,

And turn’d my captive ftate to liberty,

My fear to hope, my farrows unto ]Oy,! H .

At our enlargement what are thy due fees ? :
Liew, Subjects may challenge nothing of their Sov*reigns 3

lBut if an humble may prevail, .
then crave ‘pardon of your Majefty, .
K. Henry, For what, Lieutenant ? for well ufingme 2,

Nay, be thou fure I'll! well requite thy kindues, -

b
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For that it made imprifonment a pleafure ¢ Ce .
Ay, fuch a pleafure as incaged birds
Conceive, when after many moody thoughts,
At laft, by notes of houthold barmony,
They quite forget their lofs of liberty.
But, Warwick, after God, thou fett’ft me free,
And chiefly therefore I thank God and thee : . -
He was the author, thou the inftrument.
‘Therefore that 1 may conquer fortune’s fpight,
By living low, where fortune cannot bhart me,
And that the people of this bleffed land -
May not be punith’d with ray thwasting flars 5
Warwick, although my head fill wear the crown,,
1 here refign my gavernment fo thee,
For thouart fortunate ip all thy deeds.
‘ar. Your Grace hath Qill been fam'd for virtuous,
" And now may feem as wife as virtuous, .
By fpying and avoiding fortune’s malice ;
For few men rightly temper with the flars : |
Yet in this one thing let me blape your Grace,. -
For chufing me when Cldrence is in place, .
Cla, No, Warwick, thou arr wortky of the fway,
To whom the heav’ns in thy nativity .
Adjudg’d an olive branch and lawrel crown,
As likely tobe bleft in peace and war ;| .
And therefore I yield thee my free confent. .
War. AndI chufe Clarence only for Protetor,
K. Henry, Warwick and Clarence; give me both your

Now join your bands, and with your hands, your heasts,
‘That no diffention hinder govesnment. d
I make you both Proteétors of this land,
‘While I my felf will lead a privatelife 3
And in devotion fpend my. latter days,
To fin’s rebuke and my Creator’s praife,
War, What anfwers Clarence to his Sov'reign’s will ?
Cla, That he confents, if #/arwick yield confent .
For on thy fortune I repofe my felf. :
War, Why then, though loth, yet mutt I be content :
We'll yoak together, like a double fhadow T
. : °

¢
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“To Heary’s body, and fupply his place ;
¥ mean, in bearing weight of government,
“While he enjoys the honour, and his eafe.
And, Claresce, now then it is more than needful
Forthwith that Edward be pronounc’d a traitor,
And all his Jands and goods confi(cated,
Cla. What elfe ? and that fucceflion be determind,
War. Ay, therein Clavence thall not want his part.
K. Henry. But with the firft of all our chief affairs,
Let me intreat, for I command no more,
That Margaret your Queen and my fon' Edward
Be fent for, to return from France with fpeed.
For *till 1 foe them here, by doubtful fear .
My joy of liberty is half eclips’d.
&y It fha!l be done, my Sov’reign, with all fpeed.
. K. Henry. My Lord of Somerfet, what youth is that”
Of whom you feem to have fo tender care ?
Som, My Lirge, it is young Hm}', Earl of Richmond. .
K. Heary. Come hither, Englands Yope : if fecret powets
: Co [Lays bis band o bis beads
- Saggeft but truth to my divining thoughts,
This pretty lad will prove our country’s blifs,
His looks are full of peaceful Majefty,
His head by nature fram’d to wear a crown,
His hand to wield a feepter, and himfelf
Likely in time to blefs a regal throne.
Make much of him, my Lords ; for this is he
Muft help you mare, than you are hurt by me,
Enter a Poft, h
War. What news, my friend ?
Pof. That Edward is efcaped from your brother,
And fied, as'he hears fince, to Burgundy,
War. Unfavoury news ; but how made he efcape ?
Poff. He was convey'd by Ricbard Duke of Glo fer,
And the Lord Haftings, who attended him
I fecret ambufh on the foref? fide,
And from the Bifhop’s huntfmen refcu™d him :
For hunting was his daily exercife,
# ar, My brother was too carclefs of his charge. B t
: u
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But letus hence, my. Sov'reign, te provide
A falve for any fope that may betide. [ Exeunt,
Manent Somerfet, Richmond, and Oxford.’
Som. My Lord, Ilike not of thisflight of Edward’s
For doubtlels Burgundy will yield him help,
And we fhall have more wars before’t be long.
As Henry’s late prefaging prophecy
Did glad my heart, with hope of this young Ricbwond ;
So doth my Beart mif-give me, in thefe. conflicts
What may béfal him, to his harm and ours,
‘Therefore, Lord Oxford,\to\prevent the worft;
Forthwith we’ll fend him henge to Britany,
*Till ftorms be paft of civil enmity. .
Oxf. Ay, for if Edward re-pofiefs the crown,
*Tis like that Richmond with the reft {hall down.
Sors. 1t fhall be {o'; he fhajl to Britany,
Come therefore, let’s about it fpeedily. [Exennt,
. SCENE VIIL Change to York.
Enter King Edward, Gloucefter, Haftings, and Seldiers.
. K. Edw, Now, brother Ritbard, Haflirgs, and the reft,
Vet thusfar fortune maketh us smends, . . .
And fays, thatonce more T fhall enterchange
My wained ftate for Henry's regal crown.
Well have we pafs’d, ‘and now repafs'd the feas,
And brought defired. help from Burgundy,
‘What then remains, we being thus arriv'd
From Ravenfpurg, before the gates of York,
But that we enter, as into odr Dukedom ?
Glo. The gates'made fatt ! brother, I likenot this,
For many men that ftumble at the threfhold,
Are well foretold that danger lurks within. :
K. Edw. Tufh, man, aboadments muft not nbw affright us s
By fair, or foul means we moft enter in,
For hither will our friends repair to us. .
Hafi. My Liege, I'll knock once more to fummeon them,
Enter on the Walls'the Mayor of York and bis Bretbren,
. My Lords, we were fore-warned of your coming,
And fhut the gates for fafety of ourfelves ;
For now we owe allegiance unto Henry, . .
. ' 7 K, Edw,
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K. Edw. But, mafter Mayor, if Henry be your King,
Yetr Edvewardat the leaft is Duke of York, .

Mayor. Tree, my good Lord, I know you for no lefs.

K. Edw. Why, and I challenge nothing but my Duke-
As being well content with that alene. [dom,

Glo. But when the fox has once gotin his nofe,

He’ll foon find means to make the body follow. [4fide.

Heff. Why, mafter Mayor, why-ftand you in a doubt ?
Open the gates, we are King Henry'’s friends.

Mayor. Ay, fay you fo ? the gates thall then be open’d.

DHe defeends,

Gl. A wife flout captain, and perfuaded foon.

Haff, The good old man would fain that all were well,
So'twere not long of him ; but being enter’d,

1 dowbt not, I, but we fhall foon perfuade
Both him and all his brothers unto reafon.
: Enter the Mayor and tsvo Aldermen.

K. Edw. So, mafter Mayor ; thefe gates muft not be fhut
But in the night, or in the time of war, :
‘What, fear not, man, but yicld me up the keys ; -

. [Takes bis Keys,
For Edward will defend the town and thee, 2
And all thofe friends that deign to follow me. .
March. Enter ‘:(ontgomery s with Drum and Soldiers,
Glo. Brother, this is Sir Fobn Mont, ,
Our trufty.friend, unlefs I b?:;eeiv’d.gm .
K. Edw, Welcome, Sir Jfobm ; but why come you in
? v

arms
Mont. To help King Edwardin his time of ftorm,
As every loyal fubje@ ought to do.
K. Edw, Thanks, good Montgem'ry : but we now forget
Our title to the ctown, and only claim
Our Dukedom, ’till God pleafe to fend the reft.
Mont, Then fare you well, for I will hence again ;
I came to ferve a King, and not a Duke:
Drummer, firike up, and let us march away.
Tbe Drum begins a March,
-K. Edw. Nay, flay, Sir Jobn, a while, and we'l] debate

. By what fafe means the crown may be secover’d.

_ Mons, What talk you of debating ? in few words,
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If you’ll not here proclaim your felf our King,
I'll leave you to your fortune, and be gone
‘To keep them back that come to fuccour yous
‘Why fhall we fight, if you pretend no title ? .
, Glo. Why, brother, wherefore ftand you on mcepoum ? :
K. .Edw. When we grow fironger, then we’ll make our |
*Till then tis vnfdom to conceal our meaning, !
Haft. Away with ferupulous wit, now arms muft rele.
Glo, And fearlefs minds climb fooneft unto crowas,
Brother, we will proclaim you\out of hand(;
The bruit thereof will bring you many friends. :
KEdw.Thmbextasyouwdl for "tis my right, !
And Hery but ufurps the diadem
Mont. Ay, now my Sov'reign fpaketi like himfelf,
And now will I be Edward’s champion,
Haf. Spund trumpet, Edward ﬂ:all be bere prochaim’d ¢
Come, fellow-foldier, make thou proclamation, [ Flarifp.
Sol, Bdward the Sfourth, by the grace of God, King of
England and France, asd Lord of Ireland, &',
Monmt, And whofoe’er gain-fays King Edward's ngbt,

Bythulchdlengehlmtoﬁnglqu dowwm Bis G.
brows s Gaxstlet,

All. Long live Edumdthefotmh !
K. Edw, Thanks, brave Montgomary 5 a0d thaoks toall,
If fortune ferve me, i requite this kindnefs.
Now for this night let’s harbour here at York ¢
And when the morning fun fhall raife his car
Above the border of this horizen,
We'll forward towards #arevick and his nates ;
For well I wot that Henry is no foldier.
Ah, froward Clarence, evil it befeems thee
To flatter Henry, and forfake thy brother |
Yet as we may, well meet both thee and Warevick,
Come on, brave foldiers, doubt not of the day ;
And that once gottzn, doubt not of large pay. [ Exense,
. SCENEK IX. Cbangaagamto .
Evter King Henxy Excter, Warwick, Mastague, Cla-
, and Some:

V;humnﬁl, Losds ? Edwdﬁon Brkm

’
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With hafty Gérmans, and blunt Hollanders,
Hath pafs'd it fafety through the narrow feu,
And with his troops doth march amain to London,
And many giddy e flock to him,
K. Henry. Let’s levy men, and beat him back again,
Cla, A ittle fire is quickly trodden out,
Which being fuffer’d, rivers cannot q
Wer. In Warwickfbire 1 have tme-hnlteﬂ friends,
Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in war,
Thofe will I mufter up ; and thou, fon Clarence,

.

Shale ftir, in y Norfolk) /and in Keut,
The koights mdemen to come with dteo.
Thou, hmher , in B bu
Nort icefler fbire,

Men well mclm'd o hut what thou enmmnd‘ﬁ.

And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous well belov’d,

InO:gfm{/bm fhalt mufter up thy friends,

My Sov'reign, with the loving citigens,

(Like to his Ifland girt with th' Ocean,

Or modeft Dian circled with her nymphs,)

Shall reft in Londen, *till we come to him ¢

Fair Lords, take leave, md fiand not to reply.

g Tend vm‘l Heftor, a0d my Tr 1
K. Henry, Farewel, my s my "s true
Cla, In fign oftmth I kifs ymH:ghmfs'qhmd hope
K. Henry, Well-minded Clarence, be thou fortunate |
Mont, Comfort, my Lord, and fo I take my leave,
Oxf. And thus I feal my truth, and bid adieu.
K. Henry. Sweet Oxford, andmylovmgdluugu,

And all at once, once more a

War. Farewel, fweet Lords, ﬁ'ﬁ. meet u C«mg“
1]

K. H Hereltthcpalmemllluﬁawhle.
Coufin of xda', what thinks your Lordthip ?
Methinks the pow’r that Edvoard hath in field
Should not be able to encounter mine.
Exe. The doubt is, that he will feduce the reft,
K. Henry, That's not my fear, my meed hath got me fame
I have not tmn;“e;‘nu;hthﬂe‘:'dm
Nor pofied oft theiz w delays; .
Vet VI, 0 My
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My.pity hath been balm to heal their wounds,

My mildnefs hath allay’d their fwelling griefs,

My mercy dry’d their water-flowing tears,

T have not been defirous of their wealth,

Nor much oppreft them with great fubfidies,

Nor forward of revenge, thousii they much err’d.

Then why thould they love Edward more than me ?

No, Exeter, thefe graces challenge grace: ’

And when the lion fawnis upon the lamb,

The lamb will never ceafe to follow him, |

[ Sboit witb.* A Lancafter!' a Lancafter !

Exe. Hark, hark,” my'Lord,' what thouts are thefe ?
Enter King Edwardy, Gloucefter, &c. with Soldiers.

K. Edh. Seize onthe thame-fac’d Henry, bear him hence,
And once aghin proclaim us King of Enilsand.
You are the fount that make fmall brooks to flow.

Now ftops thy fpring, my fea fhall fuck them dry,
And fwell fo much the higher, by thefrebb. =~
Hence with him to the Tower, let him not fpeak.

L [Ex: with King Henry.
And, Lords, to Coventry bend we our courfe,
Where peremptory Wartwick now remaigis,
The fun fhings hot, and if we ufe delay
Cold biting winter mars our hop’d-for hay.

Glo. Away betimes before his forces join,
And take the great-grown traitor unawares :
Brave warriors, maich amain towards Coventry, [ Exeuxt.

ACT V. SCENE L
. Before the Walls of Coventry.
Enter Warwick, the Mayor of Coventry, two Miffengers
B and others upon the Walls.
War, Here is the poft that came from valiant Oxford #
How far hence is thy Lord, mine honeft fellow ?
3 MfJ. By this at Dunfmore, marching hitherward,
War. How far off is our brother Montague #
‘Where is the poft that came from Montague ? :
2 Meff. By this at Daintry, with a puiffant troop.
Enter Somervill

e,
| Wer, Say, Somerwille, what fays my loving fon ? And
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And by thy guefs how nigh is Clarence now ? .

Somerv, At Soutbam 1 did leave him with his forces,
And do expeét him here fome two hours hence.

* War, Then Clarence is at hind, I hear bis drum.,

Somerv, It is not his, my Lord : here Soutbam lyess
The drum your henour hears, matcheth from Warwick,. *

War. Who fhould that be ? belike, unlook’d-for friends,

Somerv. They are at hand, and you fhall quickly know.

March, Flourifs, Enter King Edward, Gloucefter, *

and Soldiers, :

K. Edw, Go, trumpet, to/the/walls,| and found aparle,

Glo. See how the furly Warwick mans the wall, N

War. Oh unbid fpight ! is (portful Edward come ?
Where flept our fcouts, or how are they feduc’d,
That we could hear no news of his repair ?* o

K. Edw. Now, Warwick, wilt thou ape the city gates,
Speak gentle words, and humbly\bend thy knee, . .
Call Edward King, and at bis hands beg mercy ?

And he fhall pardon thee thefe outrages. ,

War, Nay rather, wilt thou draw thy forces hence,
Confefs who fet thee up and pluck’d thee down, t
Call Warevick patron, and be penitent ¥ ’
And thou fhalt ftill remain the Duke of York.

Glo, 1 thought at leaft he would have faid the King,

Or did he make the jeft againft his will ? :

War, Is tot a Dukedom, Sir, a goodly gift ?

Glo. Ay, by my faith, for a peor Earl to give s
I'll do thee fervice for fo good a gift.

War, *Twas I that gave the Kingdom to thy brother. .

K. Edw, Why then ’tis mine, if but by #arwick’s gifts

War. Thou art no Arlas for fo great a weight:  * .
And, weakling! Warwick takes his gift again,’

And Henry is my King, Warwick his fubject.

K. Edw. But Warwick's King is Edward’s prifoner s’
And, gallant Waraick, do but anfwer this, .
‘What is the body when the head is off ?

. Gh. Alas! that Warwick had no mote fore-caft, "~
But while he thought to fteal the fingle ten,” -
The King was flily finger’d from the deck ¢
You left poor Henry at thegilhop‘s palace,

. N ) T 2 e

.
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And ten to one you'!l meet him in the Togwer.  °
K. Edw, *Tis even fo, yet you are Warwizk's flil}.
Gl Come, Warwick, wke the time, kneel down,
kaeel down ;
Nay, when ? firike now, or elfe the ifon cools,
War. 1'd rather chop this hand off at a blow,
And with the other fling it at thy face,
“Than bear fo low a fail to ftrike to thee.
K. Edwf.mSail how thou canft, have -wind and tide th;
iend, )
This hand, fuft wound about thy coal-black hair,
Shall, while thy head is warm and new cut off,
‘Write in the duft this fentence with thy blood,
Wind-changing Warwick wow can change no mors,
, SCENE II
- - Enter Oxford, with Drum and Colours.
War, O chearful colours! fee where Oxford comes!
Oxf. Oxford! Oxford ] for Lancafler.
Glo. The gates are open, let us enter too. :
K. Edw. So other foes may fet upon our backs,
Stand we in good array ; for they no donbt
‘Will iffue out again and bid us battle ¢
If not, the city being of fmall defence, .
We'lt-quickly rouze the traitors in the fame.
War, O, welcome, Oxfird ! for we want thy help.
Enter Montague, with Drum and Colours.
" Mont. Montague | Montague ! for Lancafler.
Gl. Thou and thy brother both fhall buy this treafon
Ev'n with the deareft blood your bodies bear.
K. Edw. The harder match’d, the greater vitory ;3
My mind Eleﬁgeth happy gain and conqueft.
« - Enter Somerfgt, with Drum and Colsurs.
Som, Somerfet ! Somerfet | for Lancafler,
Glo. Two of thy name, both Dukes of Sawerfet,
Have fold their lives unto the houfe of York,
And thou fhalt be the third, if this fword hold.
Enter Clarence, with Drum and Colours.
War, Andlo! where George of Clarence fweeps along,
Of force enough to bid his brother battle :
With whom an upright zeal to right prevails
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More than the nature of a brother's love,
Come, Clarence, come; thou wilt, if Wareick call,
Cla. Father of Warwick, know you what this means ?
Look here, I throw my infamy at thee: P .
[ Takes bus red rofe out of bis bat and throws it
_towards Warwick, . .
1 will not ruinate my father’s houfe,
(Who gave his blood to lime the fiones together)
And fet up Lancafir. 'Why, trow’ft thou, #arwich,
That Clarence is fo harlhy, {oblunt, unpatural,
To bend the fatal infiruments/of war
Againft his brother, and his Jawful King ? ‘.
Pechaps thou wilt obje&t my holy cath : ;
Tokeep that cath were moge impiety, - -
Than Feprbab’s, when he facrific’d his daughter.
1 am fo forry for my trefpals made, .
That to deferve well at- mypbrother’s hands, .
1 here proclaim my felf thy martal foe-:
With refolution, wherefoe’er I meet thee,
(As I will meet theg, if thou flir abroad,)
To plague thee for thy foul mif-leading me. .
And fo, proud-heasged Warwick, I.defic thee, L.
And to my brother tum my bluthing cheeks, ; ..,
Pardon me, Edward, I will make amendss . "y '"
And, Richard, do not frown upon my faults, " 7

4

A}
[N

For I will henceforth be na more unconflant. . .

K. Edw. lo)vl? welcome more,. and ten times _more

elov S . R

Than if thou never hadft déferv’d oui hite.
Glo. Welcome, good Clarence, this is brother-like,”
War. O paffing traitor, perjur’d and unjuft! .
K, Edw. t,. Warwick, wilt thou, leave the towa

and fight ? . . C

Or fhall we beat the ftones about thine ears ? ‘;'_
War, Alas, I am not coop’d here for defence s

1 will away towards Barnet prefently, . C

And bid thee battle,  Edward, if thou;'dzr'ﬁ'. .

K. Edw, Yes, Warwick, Edward dares, and leads the way s
Lords } ”32,22"’"@"6-“{5‘,3“’53“‘“’" [ Exeant:
. arwick, ai ny follesw.

.
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SCENE III. A Fied bf Battle near Barnet.

Alarum and Excurfions.  Enter Enid Edward bringing fortly

Warwick ewoss
K. Edw. So, lye thou there ; die thou, anddic our fear ;
For Warwick was a bug that fut‘dm all, .
Wow, Montague, fit faft, I feck for thee,
‘That Warwick’s bones may keep thine company. ’ Emr.
War. Ah, who is nigh? cumctome,fnend,

Andtell nre who is vi&tor, Yerk, or Warwitk f
‘Why afk I that ? mymangledbod fhews,
My uood,mywmofmcngdl,myﬁckhmthm,
Thatlmuﬂyuldmyhodytotheemh
And by my fall, the conqueft to my foe.
‘Thus yields the Cedar to the ax’s edge,
‘Whofe arms gave fhelter to the princely eagle,
Under whofe fhade. the, ramping Lion
‘Whofe top-branch over-peer’d Jou nﬁ:teadm; tree,
And kept low fhrubs from winter*s pow’rful wind.
Thefe eyes that now are dimm’d wlth death’s black veil,
Have been as piercing as the mid-day fan,
“To fearch the fetret treafons of the world.
‘The wrinklesin my brow, now fill’d widl blood,’
Were lik*ned oft to kingly fe
For who livid King, but I conld diglmgnve’ '
And who durft fmile, when #Wareoick bent his brow ?
ﬁy now my glory fmear*d in duft and blood,

parks, mywalks, my manors that'I had,
Evnmforfakeme, and of all my lands

left me, but mybody:length.

Wl:y, t" is pomp, rule, lntarﬁnntllhﬁ?
Qnﬂhnwe how we can, o"g':: wemu&. Lo
Enter awd Somerbet, - - :

Som. Ab, Warwick, Warwick, wert'thou a8 we are,
‘We might recover all.our Iofs again s
The Queeh ttom Frawce hath brought a pniﬂ'mt power,
Ev’n now we the newd's. ah, could’tt thou fly ¢
War. Why then T wiuld not ﬂy. — Ah, Mmqu. -
ﬁnghou bethere, fueet brother, take my hand,
wtbdlylipkgzw my fouta while, -~ . -
brother, ifchou didf;

Thy
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Thy tears would wath this cold congealed bloo d,
That glews my lips, and will not let me fpesk,
Come quickly, Montague, or I am dead.
Som. Ab, Warwick, Montague hath breath’d his lagt,
And to the lateft gafp cry’d ont for Warwick ;
And (aid, Gowmend me to my waliant brother,
And more he would have faid, and more he fpoke,
Which feunded like a cannon in a vault,
That might not be diftinguifh’d ; but at laft
1 well might hear deliver’d with a gresn,
0b ! farewel, Warwick | /
‘ar. Sweetly reft his foul |
" Fly, Lords, and fave your felves, for Warwick bids
You all farewel, to meet again in heaven, {Dia..
Oxf. Away, away, to mect the Queen's t power.
ﬂ‘yhvmthB , and Exeunt,
;CBE Né v, Ambapmgfdbrl“idd. :
Yowrifb, Enter Edward in trismpb, with Gloucefter,
&m, and the reff,
K. Edw. Thus far our fortune keeps an upward courfe,
And we are grac'd with wreaths of victory.
Baut in the midft of this bright-fhiniog day,
- Ifpy ablack, fufpicious, threatning cloud,
That will encounter with cur glorious fun,
Ere he attain his eafeful weftern bed ¢
1 mean, my Lords, thofe powers that the Queen
Hath nis’d in Gellia, bave arriv’d our coaft,
And, ss we hear, maseh on to fight with us.
Cla: A little gale will foon difperfe that cloud,
%bbwitb&:if;nmmwmhm
very beams vapours up
Fueveryclwdwdq oot a fform, }
Gl. The Queen is valued thirty thoufand firong,
" And Somerfer, with Oxford, fied to her,
If fhe hath time to beeathe, be well affur’d
Her faltion will be full as ftrong as curs,
K. Edw, We are asdvertis’d by our loving friends,
That they do hold their courfe tow’rd Tewkfbury,
‘We having now the beft at Baraet ficld, Wil
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. Will thither firaight ;5 for willingnefs rids way ¢
And as we march, our ftrength will be augmented
In every county as we go along s
Strike up the drum, cry, courage ! andaway. [ Exesme,
SCENE V. TEWKSBURT.
March, Enter Queen Margaret, P:ul-‘« of Wales, .Somer=

. fet, Oxford,
Q. Mer. Great Lords, wife men ne'er it and wail their
But chearly feek how to redrefs their harme. [iofs,

‘What though the maft be now blown over-board,
The cable broke, the holding anchor’ loft,
And half our failors fwallow™d in the flood ?
Yet lives our pilot ftill, It meet that he
Should leave the helm, and like a fearful lad
With tear-full eyes add water to the fea,
And give more ftrength to that which hath too much ?
‘While in his moan the fhip fplits on the rock,
‘Which indufiry and cousage might have fvd? L.t
Ah, what a thame, ah, what a fault were this !
Say Warwick was our anchor 5 what of that ?
And Montague our top-maft 3 what of him ?
Our flaughter’d friends, the tackle ; what of thefe ? -
‘Why, is not Oxﬁrdhereanothrmhot ?
And Somerfet another goodly maft ?
The friends of France our fhrouds and tacklings ftill ?
And though unfkilfal, why-not Ned and I .
For once allow’d the ilulful pilot’s charge ? ..
We will not from the helm to fit sod weep,
But keep our courfe, though the . rough wind fay no,
From fhelves and rocks that threaten ws with wreck.z -
As good to chide the waves, as fpeak them fair. -
what is Edward, but a ruthlefs fea? :

hat Clarence; but a quick-fand of deceit ?
And Richard, but zugged fatal rock ? .
All thefe, the enemies to our paor bark.
Say you can fwim ; alas, ’tis but a while ;
" “Tread on the fand, why there you quickly fink ;
Beftride the rock, the tide will wath you off,
Ordfcyou famith, that’s a three-fold death,

This fpeak I, Lom, w0 let you underftand,
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¥n cafe fome one of you would Ry from us, .
‘That there’s no hop’d-for mercy with the brothers,
More than with ruthlefs waves, with fands, and rocks.
Why, courage then ! what cannot be avoided,
*Twere childifh weaknefs to lament, or fear.

Prince. Methinksa woman of this valiant fpirit
Should, if a coward heard her fpeak thefe words,
Infufe his breaft with magnapimity, :

And make him, naked, foil a man at arms,
J fpeak not this, as doubting any here 3

For did I but fufpe€t a fearful'min,

He fhould have leave to go away betimes 3

* Left in our need he might infe&t another,

And make him of like fpirit to himfelf,

_ Ifany fuch be bere, a3 God forbid, :

Let him depart before we need his help.
Oxf. Women and children of fo high a courage!

And warriors faint! why, ‘twere perpetual thame,

Oh brave young Prince | thy famous grandfather

Doth live again in thee ; long may’ft thou live,

To bear his image, and renew his glories !

" Som. And he that will not fight for fuch a hope,

Go home to bed, and like the ow] by day,

Jf he arife, bemock’d and wonder'd at.
Q. Mar. Thanks, gentle Somerfet ; fweet Oxford, thanks,
Prisce. And take his thanks, that yet hath nothing elfe.

Enter a Meffenger.

M. Prepare you, Lords, for ngmii: at band,

Ready to fight ; therefore be refolute.
Oxf. 1 thought no lefs ; it is his policy

To hafte thus faft, to find us unprovided.
Som. But he’s deceiv’d, we are in readinefs.

Q._Mar. This chears my heart, to fee your forwardnefs.
Oxf. Here pitch our battel, hence we will not budge.
SCENE VI
March, Euter King Edward, Gloucefter, Clarence,

and Soldiers. .
K. Edw. Brave followers, yonder ftands the thorny wood,
‘Which, by the heav’n’s affiftance and your ftrength,
Mot by the roots be hewn up yet ere night.
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¥ need not add more fuel to your fire,
For well Twot, ye blaze to burn them out ¢
Give fignal to the fight, and to it, Lords.

Q. Mar, Lords, Knights, and Gentlemen, what I fhould
My tears gain-fay ; for every word I fpeak, [fay
Ye fee I drink the water of my eye :

‘Therefore no more but this ; Henry, your Sov'reign,
Is prifoner to the foe, his fate ufurp’d,

His realm a flaughter-houfe, his fubjets flain,

His ftatutes cancell’d, and his tréafure fpent ;

And yonder is the wolf that/maked this fpoil.

You fight in juftice: then in God*s name, Lords,

Be valiant, and give fignal to the battle. ’

Alarum. Retreat, Excurfions. Both Parties go out
Re-enter King Edward, Gloucefter, Clarence, Scc. Quees

Margaret, Oxford, and Somerfet Prifonert, .

K. Edw. Now bere’s a period of tumultuous broils,

Away with Oxford to Holmes-caftle * firaight :
For Somerfet, off with his guilty head,
Go bear them hence, I will not hear them fpeak. :

- Oxf. Fot my part, I’ll not trouble thee with words,
Som. Nor I, but ftoop with patience to my fortune, [Exe,
Q. Mar, So part we fadly in this troublous world,

To meet with joy in fweet Ferufalem.

K. Edgw, Is proclamation made, that who finds Edvverd
Shall have a high reward, and he his life ? .

Gb, Itis, and lo where youthful Edward comes, ~ .

Enter the Prince of Wales, ’

K. £dw. Bring forth the gallant, let us hear him fpea
‘What ? can fo young 4 thorn begin to prick ?

Edward, what fatisfaction canft thou make,
For bearing arms, for ftirring up my fubjecls,
Andall the trouble thou haft turn’d me to ?
" Prince, Speak like 2 fubje€, proud ambitious York,
Suppofe that I am now my father’s mouth,
Refign thy chair, and where I ftand kneel thou,
Whilft T propofe the felf-fame words to thee,
Which, traitor ! thou wouldft have me anfwer to.
' Q_Mar. Ah! that thy father had been fo refolv’d !
® Hilmes-cattle is an old caftle near Teroksbury. Gl

N
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Glo. ‘That yeu might ftill have worn the petticoat,
And ne’er have flol'n the breech from Lancafler,
Prince. Let ZEfop fable in a winter’s night,’
His cprrifh riddles fort not with this place,
Glb. By beaven, brat, I'll plague ye for that word,

. Mar. Ay, thou waft born to bea plague to men,
Glo, For God's fake, 'take away this captive fcold.
Prince. Nay, take away this fcolding crook-back gather,
K. Edw. Peace, wilful boy, or Iwill charm your téngue.
Cla. Untutor’d lad, thou art too\malapert,

Prince, 1 know my duty, you’re undutiful ;
Lafcivious Edward, and thou, perjur’d George,
And thou, mif-fhapen Dick, I tell ye all,
. Y am your better, traitors as ye are :
And thou ufurp’ft my father’s right and mine. :
Gho. Take that, thou likenefs of this railer here. -

K. Edw, And take thou that to end thy agony. ’ )
: © [Edward flabs bim,
Cla. And there's for twitting me with perjury.

. | Cla. fabs bim,

. Mar. Oh, kill me too! o
Glo. Marry, and fhall, [Offers to kell ber.:
K. Edw. Hold, Ricbard, hold, for we have done too

much,
Glo. Why fhould fhe live, to fill the world with words ?
K. Edw, What ? doth fhe fwoon ? ufe means for her
recov’ry. :
Glo. Clarence, excufe me to the King my brother
1’1l hence to Londow on a ferious matter,
Ere ye come there, be fure to hear fome news,
., What ? what ?
Glo. Toewer, the Tower | [Exit,
*Q. Mar.Oh Ned, fweet Ned! fpeak to thy mother, boy,
Can’ft thou not fpeak ? O traitors, murderers !
‘They that flabb’ Ceefar thed no Blood at all,
Did not offend, and were not worthy blame,
IF this foul deed were by, to equal it.
 He was a min.; this (in.rdﬁ;\)achild,
" And men ne’es fpend their fury on a child,
2 ‘What'a

~ [Stabs bim.

—a
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What's worfe than murtherer, that I may name it ?
No, no, my heart will burt, an if I fpeak = -
And I will fpeak, that fo my heart may busft,,
Butchers and villains, bloody Canibals,
How fweet a plant have you untimely cropt !
You have no children, butchers ; if you had,
The thought of them would have ftird up remorfe 3
But if you ever chance to have a child,
Look # his youth to have him fo cut off,
As, deathfmen ! you hayerid this fweet young Prince,
K. Edw. Away with her, go bear her hence by foree.
Q. Mar. Nay, never bear me hence, difpatch me here s
Here fheath thy fword, I'll pardon thee my death :
What ? wilt thou not ? then, Claremee, do it thou.
Cla, By heav'n, I will not do thee fo much eafe.
Q. Mar, Good Clarence, do ; fweet Clarence, do thou do it,
. Didft thou not hear me fwear I would not do it ?
Q. Mar. Ay, but thou ufeft to forfwear thy felf =
*Twas fin before, but now ’tis charity,
‘What, wilt thou not ? where is that Devil-butcher,
Richard ? hard-favour’d Richard, where art thou ?
. Thouart not here : Murther is thy Almfdeed, -
Petitioner for bloed thou ne’er put’ft back,
. K, Edw. Awny, Ifay ; Ichargeye bear her hence. !
Q. Mar, Socome to you and yours, as to this Prince!

. Exit 9. Margaret, |
, K. Edw. Whese’s Richard gone ? [ &
Cla. To London all in poft, and asI guefs,
To make a bloody fupper in the Toewer.
K. Edw. He'sfudden, ifa thing comes in his head,
_ Now march we hence, difcharge the common fort T
" With pay and thanks, and let’s away to Lomdes ;
And fee our gentle Queen how well fhe fares ; .
By this, I hope, fhe hath s fon for me, - [Bxennt,
E SCENE 'VJI. Tbe Towwer rdon. !
nter King Henry, amd Gloucefter, eui Lioutenans
® . on tha Towes Walk, 1

Gh, Good day, myLord; what, at your boek fo haed ?
. K. Henry, Ay, my good Lord ; my Lard, § fhould fay:
Tis fin to flatter, good was litthy better s . [mther,

14 ¢

~
.
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Good Glo’fler, sud good devil wore alike, )
And both prepoft’rous ; therefore not good Lord.

Glo, Sir, leave us to our felves, we mu#t confer,

- [Exit Lictenant.

K. Fenry. So flies the reckiefs thepherd from the wolf,
So firft the harmlefs flock doth yield his fleece,,

And next his throat, unto the butcher’s knife,
What fcene of death hath Richard now to aét ?

Glo. Sufpicion always haunts the guilty mind,
The thief doth fear each buth, an Tl -

K. Henry. The bird that hath been limed in o buth, -
With trembling wings mif-dovbteth ev'ry bath 3
And T, the haplefs male to one fweet bird,

Have now the.fatal objeé in my eye,

~ Where my poor young was lim'd, was caught, and lif’d. R

Glo, Why, what a peevidh fosl was that of Crete, -
That taught his fon the office of a fowl P o
And yet, for all-his wings, the fool was drown'd, . -
K. Henry. 1, Dedalus 5 my poor boy, Larus ;
Thy father, Minos that deny’d our courfe 3
The fun that fear’d the wings of my fweet boy,
Thy brother Edsoard ; and thy felf, the fea,
Whofe envious golph did fwallow up his life.
Ah, kill me with thy weapon, not with wosds §
My breaft can better brook thy dagger’s point,
‘Than can my ears that tragick hiftory.
But wherefore doft thou come.? Is't for my life P
Gl. Think’ft thou I amI an e;ecumr ?.
K. Henry, A pexfecutor I am fure art
If murth’ring innocents be executing, i
Why then thou art an executioner,
lo. Thy fon T kill*d for his prefi s -
K.Hm;q'. Had#t thou been kill'd when firft thow &idt
, ume, .
Mhmmtliv’d»to kill a fon of mine.
And thus T prophefie, that many a thoufand
‘Which now miftruft no parcel of my fear,
And many an old man’s figh, and many a widow”s;
And many an orphan’s water-flanding eye,
Men for theirfons, wives for tbel:r bufbands fate,

- Vor, Y, And
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And orphans for their parents timelefs death,

Shall rue the hour that ever thou waft born,

The owl fhriek’d at thy birth, anevil fign ;

The night-crow try'd, a boding lucklefs tune ;

Dogs howl'd, an hideou tempeft thdok down trees 3

The raven rook’d her on the chimney’s top,

And chattering pyes in difmal difcords fung :

Thy mother felt more than a mother’s pain,

And yet brought forth lefs than a mother’s hope,

To wit, an indigefted deform’d lump,

Not like the fruit of fuch 'd\goodly trec.

Teeth hadfk thou in thy head when thou waft botn,

To fignifie thou cam’ft to bite the world :

And if the reft be true which I have beard,

‘Thou cam’#t into the world with thy legs forward,
Glo. T'11 hear po mose ¢ die, prophet, inthy ?«ch H

[Stabs b

For this, amongft the reft, was I ordain’d,
K. Hc»?. Ay, and for much more flaughter after this —

O ! God forgive my fins, and pardon thee | [ Dies,

" Glo, What! will th’afpiring blood of Lancafler

Sink in the ground ? I thought it would have mounted,

See how my fword weeps for the poor King’s death |

Q, may fuch purple tears be alway fhed

From thofe wm wifh the downfal of our houfe |

If any fpark of life be yet remaining,

Dowa, dewn to hell, and fay I fent thee thither,

[Stabsbim again,

I, that have neither pity, love, nor fear,

Indeed "tis true that Hewry told me of 5

For I have often heard my mother fa

I came into the world with my legs forward,

Had 1 not reafon, think ye, to make hafte,

And feek their rin that ufurp’d our right ?

The midwife wonder'd, and the women cry’d

O Jefus blefs ws, be is born with teeth |

And fo | was, which plainly fignify'd .

That I fhould fnarle, and bite, and play the dog s

Then fince the heav’ns have fhapd my body fo, .

L} bell make crook’d my mind to anfwer it.
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I have nd brother, T am like no brother,
And this word Jove which grey-beards call divine,
‘Be refident in men like one another,
And not imme ! I am my felf alone,
Clarence, beware 3 thou keep'ft me from the light,
But I will fort a pitchy day for thee: ’
Far T will buz abroad fuch prophecies,
That Edward thall be fearful of his life,
And then to purge his fear I'll be thy death.
King Henry, and the Prince'his {on) are/gone(y
Clarence, thy turn is next, and then the reft 5
Counting my felf but bad, *till I'be beft,
T'll throw thy body in another room ;3
And triumph, Henry! in the day of doom. [ Exie.
S CE N E VIII, Tbe Palace in London.
Enter King Edward, Queen, Clarence, Gloucefter, Haftiogs,
Nurfe, and Avtendants.
. K. Edw. Once more we fit on England’s royal throne,
i+ Re-purchas’d with the blood of enemies: :
‘What valiant foe-men, like to autumn’s corn,
Have we mow’d down in top of all their pride ?
Three Dukes of Somerfet, thrée-fold renown'd
For hardy and undoubted champions :
Two Cliffirds, as the father and the fon ;
And two Nortbumberlands 3 two braver men
Ne'er fpurr’d their courfers at the trumpet’s found.
With them the two brave bears, Warwick and. Mantagwe,
‘That in their chains fetter’d the Kingly Lion,
And made the foreft tremble when they roar’d,
Thus have we fwept fufpicion from our feat,
[ . And made our footftoo! of fecurity.
| Come hither, Befs, and Jet me kifs my boy :
l Young Ned, for thee, thine uncles and my felf
Have in our armours watch’d the winter~night,
‘Went all a-foot in fummer’s fcalding heat,
‘That thou might’f re-poffefs the crown in peace 3
And of our labours thou fhalt reap the gain,
Gl, T'1l blaft bis harveft, if your head were laid, [Afide.
For yet I am not lock’d on in the world, .
This fhoulder was ordain’d foPthick, to beave,

2 And
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And heave it fhall forae weight or ‘brealz my backt 3
‘Work thou the way, and that fhall execute.
[Pointing to bis beadk
K. Edw. Clarence and Glo'fier, love my lovely Queen,
And kifg your princely nephew, brothers.both.
Cla. The duty that I owe your Majefly
T feal upon the lips of this fiveet babe. . .
Queen. Thanks; pobe Clarence; worthy brother, thanky;
Glo, And that I love the trée from whence thou fprang’ft,
‘Witnefs the loving kifs I give the fruit,
To fay the truth,. fo Yadds kifs'd his mafter; [Apda,
And cry’d, all hai) | when as he meant all harm.
K. Edw. Now am I feated as my foul delights,
Having my country’s peace and brothers loves, .
Clz, What will your Grace bave denie with Margaret #
signser her father to the King of Franee .
ath pawn’d the Sicils and j&ruﬁlﬂﬂ, .
And hith¢r have they fent it for her ranfom,
K. Edw. Away with ber, and waft her hence to Framcey
And now what refts but that we fpend the time
‘With flately triumphs, mirthful comick fhows,
Such as befit the pleafure of the Court ?
Sound, drums and trumpets ; farewel, fow'r annoy!
For here, I hope,-bogins our lakting jey, [ Exewmt omvas
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‘ gk COURT,
Enter Richatd' Duke of Gloucefter, folus.
OW is the Wititer of our difeontent
Md‘fhﬂfumbydm&wdffﬂ:
And all the dlouds that Jowr’d upon our hodfe,
Tn the deep bofom of the ocears buryld.
Nowmourbrmboundwx:hw&otmww; )
Our bruifed arsw’hung up foi motuments ;-
Our fiern alarumes chang’d o 'merty meetings;'
Our dreadful marches to delightful meafutes.
Grim-vifag’d War hath fimooth’d his wrinkled fromt ;
And mow inftead  of mounting barbed fleeds
To fright the fouls:of fearful adverfaries,
He capers nimbly in a Lady’s chamber,
To the lafcielous pleafing of a lute.
But I, that am not flmp'd for fportive tricks,:
Nor madls to:¢ourt an ‘atw’rous koking-glafs,
I, dutmmdely M‘nyt, and vt va o



176 King Ricuarp IIL
T firut before & wanton, ambling nymph.;
1, that am curtail’d of this fair proportion,
Cheated of feature by diffembling nature,
Deform’d, unfinith’d, fent before my time
 Into this breathing world ; fcarce half made up,
And that fo lamely and unfafhionably,
\ ‘That dogs bark at me, as I halt by thems
‘Why I, (in this weak piping time of peace)
Haye no delight to pafs away the time ;
Unlefs to fee my fhadow is the fun,
And defcant on mine own deformity.
And therefore, fince I cannot prove a lover,
To entertain thefe fair well-fpoken days,
I am determined to prove a villain,
And hate the idle pleafures of thefe days,
Plots have I laid, ipduftions daggerons,
By drunken prophefies, libels, and dreams,
To fet my brother Clarence and the King !
Int deadly hate, the one againft the other s
And if King Edward be as true and juft,
As I am fubtle, falfe and treacherous,
‘This day fhould Clarence clofely be mew'd up,
About a prophefy which fays that'G .
Of Edwand's heirs the. murtherer fhall be, ° .
Dive, thoughts, down to my foul| here Clarence comes,
. Enter Clarence guarded) and Brakenbuty.
Brother, good day ; what means this armed guard
‘That waits upon your Grace }
Cla, Hig Majefty, , :
‘Tend'ripg my perfon’s fafety, hath appointed
‘This condu& tp convey me to the Towwers
Glo, Upon what caufe ?
Cla, Becaufe my name is George,
Glo. Alack, my Lord, that fault is none of yourss
He fhould for that commit your godfathers,
Belike, his Majefty hath fome intent,
That you fhould be new chriftned in the Tower.
But what's the matter, Clarence, may I know ?
Cla. Yea, Ricbard, when 1 know; for § prote
As yetTdo pot; but 35 % can lesvn, - :
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He hearkens'after grophefies and dreesm,
Andﬁomzbecoﬁ-mphchthcletwai
And fays a wizard told him,. t!utbyG
His iflue difinherited
Miormynmaf&wzobeguwlthc,

, It follows in bis thought that 1 am he.

Thefe, as I learn, and fuch like toys as thefe,
Have mov’d his Highnefs to commit me now.
Glo. Why," this it ia, whnmamml’dbym

\ That made him fend Lord Ha/h-‘s to the Toww ?

From whence this day. he is delivered,
We are not fafc ; Clarence,. we aré not fafé.
Cla. By haav'n, I think there'is no-man fecare
But the Qecn s kindred, and night-walking heralds '
That trudge between the King an&mﬁnﬁsm.
Heard you ot what an humble fuppliant :
Lot&lllajlmg: b;“ to baer for his def;ﬂy? M
Glo. Humbly complaining to her Deity,
Gt my Cbmmhnhhmy

R l'lhellyouwhnt; I think it is our wayy

I we will keep in favour with the King,
To be her men, and weax her livery :
The jealous o’erworn widow, and her felf,
Since tiat our brother dubb’d them gentiewomen,
Are mighty goffips in our monarchy.
Brak, Ihgmcmbothwmms
His Majefty bath firaitly giv’n in charge,
That no man fhall have private conference,
Ofwhudeyeeﬁmer, with your brother,
Glo. Ev'n fo, an't pleafe your worthip, Bratenbap?
You may partake of any. thing we fay ¢
We f o treafon, man —— we fay the King.
b andvirtum and his noble Queen
dlnrook in years, fair, and mot over-jealons,

We fay that Sbw o wife hathoa pretty. footy o~

o A



178 King Ricunarp HIL
A cherry lip, a paffing pleafing tongue :
That the Queen’s kindred are made gentle-folks:
How fay you, Sir? can you deny all this?
Brak, With this, my Lord, my felf have nought to do.
Glo, What,' fellow ? nought to do with miftrefs Shore 2
1 tell you, Sir, he that doth-naught with her,
Excepting one, were beft do it fecretly,
Brak, What one, my Lord ? :
&lo, Her hufband, knave == wouldft thou betray me ?
Brak. 1 do befeech your Grace to pardon me,
And to forbear your conf *rence with the Duke,
Cla. We know.thy charge, Brakenbury, and will obey.
Glo. We are the Queen's abjeéts, and muft obey,
Brother, farewel ; I will unto the King,
And whatfoe’er you will employ me in,
(Were it to call King Edeward’s widow fifter)
¥ will perform it to infranchife you,
Mean time, this deep difgrace of brotherhood
‘Touches me deeper than you can imagine,
Cla. 1 know it pleafeth neither of us well,
Glo. Well, your imprifonment fhall not be leng,
T will deliver you, or elfe lie for you :
Mean time have patience,
Cla, T muft perforce. [ Exeunt Brak, and Cla,
Gb, Go, tread the path that thou fhalt ne’er return s
Simple plain Clarence —=== 1 do love thee fo,
That I will thortly fend thy foul to heav'n,
If heav'n will take the prefent at my hands,
But who comes here ? the new-deliver’d Haflings #
Enter Lord Haflings.
HZF. Good time of day unto my gracious Lord !
Gl, As much uato my good Lord Chamberlain!
Well are you welcome to the open air. .
How hath your Lordfhip brook’d imprifonment ?
Haft. With patience, noble Lord, as pris’ners muft ¢
But I fhall live, my Lotd, to give them thanks
‘That were the caufe of my imprifonment.
Glo. No doubt, no doubt, and fo thall Clarence too §
For they that were your encmies. are his,
And have prevail’d as much on him a2 you, Hep
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Haft. Moxe pity, that the Eagle thould be mew*d, - .
:While kites and buzzards prey at liberty,

" Glo. What news abroad ? .

. Haff. No news fo bad abroad as this at home :
The King is fickly, weak, and melancholy,
And his pbyficians fear bim mightily,

Glo. Now by St. Paxl, that news is bag indeed.

O, he hath kept an evil diet long, .
And over-much confum’d his royal perfons -
*Tis very grievous to be thought upon. -
Where is he, in his bed ?

Haft. He 13, my Lord,

Glo, Go you before, and I will follow you. ) '
[Exit Haftings.
He cannot live, I hope; and muft not die,
*Till George be pack’d with poft-horfe up to heav’n,

T'll in, to urge his hatred more to Clarence,

With lies well ftecl’d with weighty arguments 3

And if I fail not in my deep intent,

Clarence hath not another day to live:.

Which done, God take King Edward to his mercy,

And leave the world for me to buftle in! -

For then, I'll marry Warwick®s youngeft daughter :

" What though I kill’d her hufbandy and her father ?

* The readieft way to make the wench amends,

Is to become her hufband and her father;

The which will I, aot all fo mach for love,

. As for another fecret cl;(;e'intent, @

Which I, by marrying her, muft reach unto,

But yet I run before my horfe to market :

Clarence fill breathes, Edward ftill lives and reigns ; )

When they are gope, then muft I count my gains. [Exi?.

SCENE Il A Street, R

Enter the Goarfe of Henry the Sixth, with balberds t0 guard
it, Lady Anne being the Mourner. .

Anne, Set down, fet down your honourable load,
If honour may be throwded in a herfe 3
‘Whiltt I 2 while obfequioufly lament
‘Th® untimely fall of virtuous Lancafler, RN
Poos clay-cold figure of a holy Kingl . Pule

3
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Pale athes of the hoofe of Lascafier!
‘Thou bloodlefs rempant of that .royal blood,
Be't lawful that I invocate thy.ghoft,
To hear thq lamesitations of poor Ause,
Wife to thy Edwuaed, to thy flaughter’d fon,
Stab’d by the felf-fame hand that made thefe wounds.
Lo, in thefe windows that let forth thy life,
I pour the helples balm of my poor eyes.
Curs’d be the hapd. that made thefe fatal holes !
Curs’d be the heart that had.the hieart to do it!
More direful hap betide that hated wrétoh
‘That makes us wretched by the death of thee,
Than I can wifh to adders, fpiders, toads,
Or any creeping venom’d thing that lives !
If ever he have child, abortive be'it, =~ .
Prodigiaus, and untimely brought .to light,
‘Whofe ugly and nnnatural afpeét
May frjght t%e hopeful mother st the view s
And that be heir to his ughappinefs !
- If ever he bave wife, let her be made
More miferable by the death of him,
Than Iam made by my young Lord and thee!
Come now tow’sds Chertfey with your holy load,
Taken from Paul’s to be interred there.
And ftill as you are weary of this weight,
Reft you, while I lament K'mg‘Huz'l Coarfe.
Enter Richard Duke of Gloucefter.
Glo, Stay you that bear the Coarfe, and fet it dowm, -
<:nne, ‘What black magician conjures pp this fiend,
‘To flop devoted charitable deeds ? .
Glo. Villains, fet down the Coarfe ; or, by St. Paw/, .
Pl make a Coarfe of him that di
Gent, My Lord, ftand back, and let the coffin pafs.
" «Glo. Unmanner'd dog, ftand thou when I command s
Advance thy halbert higher than my breaft,
Or, by St. Paul, T'll firike thee to my foot,
And fpurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldnefs.  *
«nne, What, do you tremble ? are you all afraid ?
Alas, I blame you not, for you are mortal,
And mortal cycs canaot eadure the devils
PR Am’
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Avant, thou dreadful minifter of helll "o
Thoo had’ft but pow'r over his mortal body,

His foul thou can’ft not hurt 5 therefore be gone,

Gh. Sweet faint, for charity, be not fo curft, '

Anne, Foul dev’]! for God’s fake hence, trouble us net,
For thou haft made the happy earth thy bell :

Fill'd it with curfing cries, and deep exclaims. .
If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds,

Behold this pattern of thy butcheries.

Ob, genticmen! fee! fee dead Henry's wourids,

Open their congeal’d mouths and bleed afrefh,

Bluth, bluth, thou lump of foul deformity

For "tis thy prefence that exhales this blood

From cold and empty veins, where no blood dwells,

Thy deeds ishuman and unnatural,

Provoke this deluge moft unnatural.

O God ! which this blood mad’®t, revenge his death !

O earth | which this bleod drink’ft, revenge his death |

Or heav'n with lightning firike the murth’rer dead § -
Or earth, gape open wide, and eat him quick,

As thou doft fwallow up this good King’s blood,

‘Which his hell-govern’d arm hath butchered !

Glo, Lady, you know no rules of charity, ’
Which ers good for bad, bleflings for-curfes, Bt

Anse, Villain, thou know’ft nor law of God nor may ;
e beaft fo fierce, but knows fome touch of pity.

Gh. But I know none, and therefore am no beaft,
~ Jdane. O wonderful, when devils tell the truth !

Glo. Mote wonderful, when angels are fo angry :
Vouchfafe, divine perfection of a.woman,

Of thefe foppofed crimes, to give me leave,
By circamftance, but to acquit my felf.

Anne, Vouchlafe, diffus’d infeétion of a man,
¥or thefe known evils, but to give me leave,
By circuraftance, to’ curfe thy carfed felf.

Glo. Fairer than tongue can name thee, let me have
Some patient leifure to excufe my felf, -

Anxe. Fouler than beart can thistk thee, N
Thou canft make no excufe that will be currant,

Uniefs thou hang thy felf, .
. Vau. VL Q Gh,
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Glo, By fuch defpair I fhould accufe my felf -
Anne. And by defpairing.thalt thou fand m’d, .
For doing worthy vengeance on thy felf,
That didft ypworthy flaughter upon othcu.
, Gho. Say, that I flew them not.
° Anne. Then fay, they were not flin.t : -
But dead they are, and, demklh flave, by dne
Glo. 1.did not kill your hefhand,
Anne, Why then he is alive. ‘
Gl. Nay, he is dead, and flain by, Edumd’s»hab .
Anne, In thyfonldsm thou/ly’ . lelqm&-
‘Thy murd’rous faulchion fmoakisg in his.blood 4
The which thou once didft bend again@ her breaft,
But that thy brothers beat aide the point,
= Glo. Twas provoked by her fland’rous tongue,
That laid their guilt upon my guiltlefs thoulders,
Anne. Thou weft provoked by thy bloady mind,
“That never dreamg on ought but butchesies:
Didft thou not kif} this King?
Glo. 1 grapt ye.
Anne. Doft grant me, hedge-hog ? thenGod grant me too,
Thou may’ft be damped for that wicked deed
O, he was gentle, mild and virtuous.
"Glo. The fitter for the King of heay’n that hath kim, -
:w. He is in heav’n, where thon fhalt never come.
4o. Let him thank me thag help'd to feod him thither 3
For\he was fitter for that place than carth,
. And thou unfit for any place but bell, .
Glo. Yes, one place elfe, if you will bear me name it.
#Anre. Some dyngeon.
Glo. Your bed-chamber.
Anne. 1l reft betide the chamber where thou lyed |
Gb. So will it, madam, *till I lye with you.
Anne, T hope fo.
Glo, And I knaw fo. But, gentle Lady Luse,
“To leave this keen encounter of our. wits,
And fall fomething into a flower method 3
OF thce lamagenct Homy s Echrd,
t 13, and A
As blameful a?h”e‘l’.:ecuuoner ?
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Anrne, Thon waft the ciufe, and moft accurft €’ efiR&t.

Glo, ¥euenit beauty was the caufe of that effeis-

‘Your beauty that did haunt me in my fleep,, -. .

‘To undertake the desth of all the world, ~ %

So I might live one hour in your fweet bofom.

Aune, If 1 thought that, I tell thee, homicide,

‘Thefe naily fhould rend that beiuty from my cheeks.

Glo. Thefe eyesconld not endure that beawty’s wreck,
You fhould not blemith it, if I food by ~
As slpthe world is clitered  by: the fan),

So I by that; it is my day, my life. ‘
Anye. Black night o’er-fhade thy day,and death thy life!
Gh, Curfe not thy felf, fair creature, thou-art boths
Aoniee. 1 would- I were, to be reveng'd on thes, .

.- Gla, Tt iv » quatrel moft unnatural,

To be-revengld on him that loveth thee.

Anne, It 1s a quarrel juf and reafonsble,

‘To be reveng’d on him that kill’d my hufband.

Glo. He that bereft thee; Lady, of thy huiband,

Did it to thee to & better hufband,

Anne, His betterdoth not breathe upon: the earth,

Glo. He lives, that loves thee bester than he could,

Ange. Name him, !

6R, FPlontagena. .

AAnze, Why,. that was he,

Glho. The felf-fame name, but one of better mature,

- duse; Where ib he? . -

Glo, Here : why doft thou fpit at phe ? [Slx‘pm ot bint
. afeke; Would it were mortal poifon for thy fake!

Glo, Never came: poifon'from {o-fweet a place.

Aw, Never hung, poifon on- a fouler toad, .
Out of my fight! thou doft infet mine eyes, - -

Glo, Thine:cyes, fweet Lady, have infeted miines

Anne. Would they were bafilifks to ftrike thee dead §

Glo. Iwould they were, thut I might die at-once s

- For now they kill dhe with a living death.

Thofe eyes of tHine from mine have drawn falt tears §

Sham’d their afpefts with ftore of chijldifh drops;

Thefe eyes, which never fhed remorfeful tesr,

Not when my father Yark, md Edward wept, -

Q2

.
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To hear the piteons moan that Rstland made, :
‘When blagk-fac’d Clifford fhook his fword athim¢
Nor when thy warlike father, like a child,
‘Told the fad ﬂotyofmyfathu’s death,
And twenty times made paufe to fob and weep,
‘Tha all the ftandets-by hadwenhe:rcbeeh
Like trees be-dath’d with rain: mthatﬁdnme,
My manly eyes did fcorn an humble tear :
And what thefe forrows could not.thence exhale,
Thy beauty hath, udmdethunblmdmthveqh..
I never fued to friend, nor enemy§
Mytwguemklnmlumfweetfmoothngm;
thutw thy bea;_:ty is propos’d my fee,

ues, and mymgnetofpak.

y proud heart pwpts poy Iy

Teach not thy hpfuch fcorn, forltwumale
For kiffing, Lady, not for fuch contempt.

Lo! MtEIImdMethnﬂnrp pomnedf\vad,
Which if thou pleafe-to hide in this true beeaft,
And let the foulpﬁmh that adoreth thee,
1 lay it naked to the deadly firoke,
Andli:nmbll‘;beg theduthupon my knee. ﬁhﬁn-l.
He lays bis at it wi
Nay, donotpaufe, for I did W
But, ’twad:ybuuqchxpmvoked me.
Nay, now difpatchs *twas I that flabb’d yonagM;
Dut‘twuthyhuvnlyﬁcethafetmcon.
[Sbcfaﬂuh_[—i.
Take up the fword again, or take up me.
Aune, Arife, diffembler ; tboughlwtﬂnbyhb,
X will not be thy executioner
Glo, Thenhdhekmmyfdf,mdlwmthit.
Ane, 1 have already.
Gh. That was in thy rage :
Speak it again, and even with thy word,
“This dundy which for thy love, dd Kill thy love,
hallforthylove, kill a far truer love §
Tobothlheud«!hslhlnhonbemnﬂiq
Anse, 1 weuld ] koew thy heart
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Gh. *Tis figurd in y tongue. o

Anne. ¥ fear me, both are falfe,

Glo. Then never man was true,

Lnne, Well, well, put up your fiword,.

Glo. Say then, my peace is made, :

nns; That fhalt thou know hereafter,

Gl, But fhall I live in hope ¥

Lnne. All men, Ihope, livé fo,

Glo, Vouclifafe to wear this ring.

Look how my ring encompaffeth\thy finger;
Ev’n fo thy breaft inclofeth my poor heart :
Wetr both of them, for both of ther are thine,
And if thy poor devoted fervant may

But beg one favour at thy gracious hand,

Thou doft confirm his happinefs for ever,

Annt, What is it ?

Glo, That it may pleafe you leave thefe fad defigns
To him that hath more caufe to be a mourner,

And prefently repair to Crofby-place ; # .
Where, after I have folemnly interr’d’ ’
At Chertfey ionaft’ry this noble King,

And wet his grave with my repentant tears,.

1 will with all expedient duty {ee you.

For divers unknown reafors, I befeech you,

Grant me this boon.

Anne. With all my heart,. and much it joysme too, '
To fee you are become fo penitent. '
‘1’;2[[:1 and Barkley, go along with me.

. Bid me farewel.

Ane, *Tis more than you déferve :

Baut fince you teach me how to flatter you, s
Imagine I have faid farewel alteady. [ Exeunt twt-ovitbAnned
Glo, Take up the Coarfe. o ’

Gent, ToWards Chertfey, rioble Lord ? ’
" Glo, No, to White-Friars, there attend my comihg,
[Exaent wrth the Coarfes
‘Was ever woman'ini this humour woo’d ? ' :
Wasever worilar in' this Humoor won :
& A houfe ncas Bifbwpr gats-Sment belonging to the Dyke of Glegy

.

“t“' 3 Q3 R 't
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T'll have het — but I will not keep lmlmx.a .

‘What ! I that kill’d her hufband and his father!

To take her in her heart’s extreameft hate,

‘With curfes in her mouth, tears in her eyes,

‘The bleeding witnefs of my hatred by:

With God, her confcience, and thefe bars againft me,

And I no friends to back my fuit withal,

But the plain devil and diffembling looks :

And yet to win her — All the world to nothing!

Ha! . .

Hath fhe forgot already that brave Prince, N

Edward, her Lord, whom I, fome three months fince, - -

Stabb'd in my angry mood at Tewhfbury ? “.

A fweeter and a lovelier gentleman,

Fram'd in the prodigality of nature, :

Young, wife, and valiant, and no doubt right soyal, -

‘The fpacious world cannot again afford :

And will fhe yet debale her eyes on me,

‘That cropt the golden prime of this fweet Pripee,

And made her widow to a woful bed ?

On me, whofe all not equals Edsward’s moiety ?

On me, that halt, and am mif-fhapen thus ?

My dukedom to a beggarly denier,

1 do miftake my perfon all this while ;

Upon my life, fhe finds, although I canpot,

My £lf to be a marv’loys proper man.

T'll be at charges for a Jooking-glafs,

And entertain a fcore or two of tailors,

To ftudy fathions to adorn my body ¢

Since I am crept in favour with my felf,

1 will maintain it with fome little cof}. ’

Bat firt I'll turn yon fellow into his grave,

And then return lamenting to my love,

Shine out, flir fun,. "till I have bought a glafs,

‘That I may fee my thadow as I pafs. ' [Exis,

- SCENE II. TbePalsce.

Enter the Queen, Lord Rivers, Lord Gray, and Dorfet,

Riv, Have patience, Madam, there’s no doubt, his

Majefty
Will foen recover his aceuftom’d health,
Gray,
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Gray. Tn that you brook it ill, it makes him worfe
Thercfore for God's faka entertain good comfort,
And cheer his Grace'with quick and merry eyes.
Rueen, ¥ he were dead, what would betide of me}
Gray. No other harm, bat lofs of fuch a Lord,
Rueen. The lofs of fuch a Lord includes all harms,
Gray. The heav’ns have bleft you with a goodly fon
To be your comf:erm when he is gl:me
uees, Ah! he is young, and his minosity
Is ﬁ’t unto the truft of Ricbard Glo'fler,
A man that loves oot me, nor ngse'of* you,
Riv. 1sit concluded, he fhall be Prote@or 2
ueen. It is determin’d, not concluded yet 3
But {o it muft be, if the King mifcarry, ]
Enter Buckingham and Stanley,
Grey. Here come the Lords of Buckingbam and Stauley,
Buck. Good time of day unto your Royal Grace !
Stan. God make your Majelty joyful a8 you have been !
RQueen. The Countefs Rickmond, good my Lotd of Stanley,
To your good prayer will fcarcely fay Amen ; .
Yet, Stanley, notwithftanding the’s your wife,
IA: loves not z,hhe m good Lord, affur’d,
te mot you for her arrogance.
Stan. 1do befeech youy either not believe
The envious flanders-of her falfe accufers ;
Or if fhe be accus’d on trye report,
Bear with her weaknefs ; which I think proceeds
From wnyws:td ﬁch:;"’l(‘innd no g:ounded ll::ldm:’ Stonly 3
ueen, Saw you the King to-day, my Y2
&u. But now the Duke of Backingbam and 1
Are come from vifiting his Majefty.
Queen, What likelihood of his amendment, Lords ?
Buck. Madam, good hope ; his Grace fpeaks chearfully,
Rueen, God grant him health | did you confer with him ?
Buck, Madam, we did ; he fecks to make atonement
Between the Duke of Glo’fler and your brothers, .
And between them and my Jord Chamberlain ;
And feat to warn them to his royal prefence.
Qyeen, Would all were well — but that will never be—
¥ fear ous happinefa ig at the beight,

Eunver
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. Knter Gloucefter, and Huffings, ~°
Gl They do the witong, atid Fwill not endure it.-
‘Who are they that complain unto-tlie Kihg,
Thak T, forfootls,: am flerh, and love them not ?
By holy Pawl, they love his Gtate but lightly
That A1k lits eatswith facl diffentious rumourse -
Becdufe I caonet flatter, and look fair, c
Smile in men’s faces; fmboth, deceiveatid cog, =~ -
Duck with French nods, ard apith courtefie,
1 muft be held a rancorous énemy, S
Cannot a plain mian live and’ ink %o bari, 3
But thus hisfimple truth muft'be abus’d o
By fitken, fly, infiroatiby jacks ? o
" "Gray. To whon'in all this prefeiice fpeaks yodr Grace £
Glo. To thee, that kaft rior honefty nor grace ;
Whien havé 1 injur’d-thee ? when done thee wrong X
Or thee ?" or thee ? orany of your fa&ion?
" A plagut upbn youall! His royal perfon, =~
God'preferve better than you would wifl,
Cannot be quiet fearce a breathing whiile,’
But you muft trooble him with Jewd complaintss

Queen, Brother of Glo'ffe+, you miftake the matter &

The King of "his own royal, difpofition,

And not provok’d by any fuitot elfe,

Aiming, belike, at your interior hatred,

“That in yopr outward ation fhews it felf
Againft my children, brother, and my felf,-
Hath fent for-you, that he may learn the ground
Of your ill will, and thereliy miay retove it.

Gl 1 eannot tell 5 the world is grown fo Bad, .
That wrens make prey, where eagles dare not perch. i
Since every jatk became a gentleman, - .
There’s many a gentle pérfor made a jack,

> Queen,Come,come, we knotw yollr tieaning, brothesGlo’for,
You envy my advancement and nty friends
God grant we never may have need of you! ’

Glo. Mean time' God grants that we have'need of you.
Our brother is imprifon’d by your means, . -
My felf difgrac’d; and the Nobility '

H'cld in contempt, while many fair promotions Ca
) Are

-
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Are &aily given to ennoble thafe,
That fcarce, fome two days fince, were worth a noble,
Quees. By him that rais’d me to this careful height,
! From that coatented hap which 1 enjoy’d,
1 never did incenfe his Majefty
Agrin#t the Dukeé of Clareace 3 bt have been
An earneft advocate to plead for him.
' My Lored, you do me fhameful injury,
Falfely to draw me in thefe wild fufpeéls.
Glo. You may deny too that you, wese the caufe
| Of my Lord Hafings' late imprifonment,
Riv. She may, my Lord, for ——
Gl. She may, Lord Rivers? why, who knows not fo ?
. She may do more, Sir, than denying that:
' She may help you to many fair preferments,
- And then deny her aiding hand therein,
lay thofe honours on your high defert.
" ay the not ? fhe may —ay marry may fhe —e
. g;‘:.'vvvvhl:atmrrymay:e? o
3 t marry may the ? marry with a King,
A batchelor, a handfome fripling too ¢
I wis, yoor grandam had 2 worfer match.
. Quees. My Lord of Glo’fier, 1 have too long bors
Your blunt upbraidings, and your bitter fcoffs 3
By heav’n; 1 will acquaint his Majetty,
Of thofe grofs taunts I often have endur’d.
I had ratber be a country fervant-maid
Than a great Queen with this condition,
To be thus taunied, feorn’d and baited at,
Small joy have I in being England’s Queen. .
S CENE IV. Enter Queen Margaret, .
Q. Mar, And lefien’d be that fmall, God, 1 befeech thee
Thy honour, flate, and feat is due to me.
Glo. What! threat you me with telling of the King ?
Tell hinind fpare not ¢ Jook, what I have faid
1 will avouch in prefence of the King:
*Tis time to fpeak, my pains are quite forgot,
. Q. Mor. Qut, dewil| T remember them toowell ;- -
i Thou kill’dft my hufband Hosry in the Tonver,
! And Edward, my poos fon,; at Tewkfbury,
|

GI’O
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Glo. Ere you were Qeen, ay, or your huthind- ﬂ?ng;“-

1 was  pack-horfe in his.great affuirs ; .
A weeder out of bis proud adverfaua, . :

A liberal rewarder of his friends 3 . -

‘To royalize his blood T fpilt mhirie’ dwn; .1

. Mar. Ay, and shoch better blhodthnhuorm
G, Inall which time you and your hufband Grizp - ~ -
Were factious for the houg::f Lanivafler 5. - <
And, Rivers, {o wete you 5 ~—-was not your hufband,v -
In Marg’mzbittel, at St, Albuns flain ? A
Let me put in your minds; if you'forget,: ~ LD
‘What you have been ere now, and what you are- ;
‘Withal,” what I have béen, amd what Tam. .
Q. Mar, A murth’rous villain, and fo fill thowne.- :
Glo, Poor Clarence did forfake his father Wareicky:: -
Ay, and forfwore himlelf, (whith-Jefo plrdcn')-w
Illar ‘Which God revenge ! . .
To fight on Ehvard’s'party for' ﬁle aoww, ¥
And for his meed, poor Lord, heis mew’d up-:
1 would, to God my heart: were flint, like Edwarids,
Or Edward’s foft and pitifal, like mine'y
1 am too childith, foolifh for this wor!
Q, Mar, Hie thee to'hell for!hme,and lavetbwﬁld
Thou Cacodzmon! there thy kingdom is R4
Riv, My Lord of Gia‘ﬁér, in thofe bufie days,-
‘Which here you. urge to prove us encmies,
‘We follow’d then our Lord, our Sov’reign Kinn -
So fhould we you, .if you fhoul® bé our King. '
Gl, If I thould be! — I had rathet be a pedlarg
. Far be it from my heart, the thiought thereof.
Queen. As little joy, my Lord, s you ﬁ:ppo&
You fhould efjoy, were you this edumry'l
As little joy you may fuppofe in mc,
That I d:]oy, being the F
. A little joy the ogen d:md;
For am ﬂxe, and altogether
;can no longer hold me p-uent. - -
car me, you wrangling pirates,. that fall out
In ﬂ:anngthatwlnchycu have pilt’d flosh me 3 :
Wh"‘wfmmﬂcmdm!whou‘eb o
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[ sot that, ¥ bejng Queen, you-bow like fubjects ;
lex that, by you depos’d, you quake like sebela? ?
Ah, gentle villain, do not turn away !
Glo. Foul wrinkled witch, what mak’f thou in my fight?
Q. Mar. But repetition of what thou haft marr’d,
That will I make, before I Jet thee go.
hufband and a fqn thou ow’st to me,  [72 Gloucefler,
thou a kingdom ; all of you allegiance ; [ 7o tbe Queen.
that I have, by right is yours,
the pleafures you ufurp, are mine,
€hb. ‘The curfe my noble father laid on thee;
thaou didft crown his warlike brows with paper,
with thy froms dsew’#t rivers from his eyes,
then to dry them gav’ft the Duke a clout,
in the faultes blood of pretty Rutland ;
His curfes, then from bitterne(s of foul
Denounc’d againft thee, ate now fall’n upon thee ;
And God, ‘not we, has plaga’d thy bloody deed,
Queen: $o juft is God, to gight the innocent.
Haft. O, ’twas the fpuleft decd to flay that babe,
moft mescilefs that ¢’er was heard of.
, Riv. Tyrants themfelves wept, when it was reported,
Dorf. No man but praphe{y’d zevenge far it.
Buck, Nortbumberland, then prefent, wept to fes it.
Q. Mar. What| were you fnatling sll befose I came
Ready to catch eqch other by the shreat, .
! And turn you all your batred now an me?
Did York’s dread eutfe prevail fo much with heav's,
. ‘That Henry's degth, my lovely Edward’s death, ’
+ ‘Their kingdom's lofs, sy wofal banithment, ’
Could all but anfwer fos that peevifh beat ?
Can curfes pierce the clouds, and enter heav’a-?
Why then give way, dull clouds, to my quick corfes.
If pot by war, by furfeit die your King |
As ours by murther to make him a King.
Edward thy fon, that now is Prince of Wales,
For Edwasd our fon, that was Prince of Wales,
Die iniis youth, . by like uatimely violeace !
Thy felf a Queen, for me that was a Queen,
Out-live thy glory, like.my wretched felf 1

EFEZ
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Long may'ft thou live to wail thy children’s lofs,
And fee another, as I fee thee now, '
Deck’d in thyh rights, as me "tth ﬁalP«:h in mine!
Lang die thy happy days y death,
And afwr.lzapy length’ned hours of grief,
Die, neither mother, wife, nor Es, s Queen!
Rivers apd Dorfet, you were flanders-by,
And fo waft thau, Lords Haflings, when my fon
‘Was ftabb’d with bloody daggers ; God, I pray him,
‘That none of you may live your natural age, .
By fonie unlook’d for accident all cutoff’!
Glo, Have done thy charm,’ thou hatefol wither'd hag.
Q. Mar, And lsave out thee ? flay, dog, for thou fhait:
hear me.
If heav’ns have any grievous plague in flore,
Exceeding thofe that I can with upon thee,
O, let them keep it, ’till thy fine be ripe,
And then horl down their indignation .
"On thee, thou troubler of the poor world’s peace !
The warm of confcience fiil be-gnaw thy foal 3
Thy friends fufpet for traitors while thou liv'R,
And take deep traitors for thy deareft friends s
No fleep clofe up that deadly eye of thine,
Unlefs it be while fome tormenting dream
ights thee with a hell of ugly devils |
Thou elvith-markt, abortive, rooting hog,
Thou that waft {eal'd in thy nativity
‘The flave of nature, and the fon of hell =
‘Thou flander of thy heavy mother’s womb,_
Thou loathed iffue of thy father’s loins,
‘Thou rag of honour, thou detcfted =
Gh. Margares.

. Mar. I call thee not.
Glo, I cry thee mercy then ; for I did think
" That thou had’ft cali'd me all thefe bitter names.
Q. Mar. Why, fo I did, but look'd for no reply.
Oh, let me make the period to my curfe.
Gh. 'Tis dooe by me, and epds in Margeres,
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Bueen. Thushave you breath'd your curfe againft your felf,
. Mar. Poor painted. Queen, vain flourifh of my fertusie,

Why ftrew'ft thou fugar on that bottel'd fpider,

‘Whofe deadly web enfnareth thee about ?

Fool, fool, thou whet'st a knife to kill thy felf' s

‘The day will come that thou fhalt with for'me,

g Fie vodiog o s ik e

. Falfe boading woman, end tick curfe,

Left to thy harm thou mmyatie;ee. i
Q. Mar. Foul fhame upon yoy, you bave all- mov’d mine,
Riv, Wdere you well ferv’d;'you' would be aught your

uty, .
&Em. To ferve me well, you ail fhould do me-duty,

"Teach me to be your Queen, and you my fubjeCss

O, ferve me well, and teach your felves that duty,

Dorf. Difpute not V:lﬁl: her, ?:ﬁ is lusatick,
« Mar. Peace; mafter Marquifs, you are mala

Yo?u?ﬁxe-new flamp :‘fhhomur is fur{ecmnnt. ‘M‘

O that your young nobility could jud

What ‘twerey to lofe it, and be mi?ezile !

They that ftand high have many blafts to thake them,

AnGd lif they fall, nt}zley dath thelmfelm to pieces,

. Good counfel, marry, earn it, learn it, Marquile,
Dorf. 1t touches you, my Lord, as much as me,
Gle, Ay, and much mare ; but I was born fo high,

Our Ai'ry buildeth in the cedar’s top,

And dallies with the wind, and fcorns the fun,

Q. Mar, And tums the fun to thade j alas | alas]
“zitmfa my fon now in the thade of death,
hofe bright out-hining beams thy cloudy wrath

Hath in etzeh;nal dam folded up, oy

‘Your Ai’ty buildeth in our Ai'ry’s neft 5

O God, that feeft it, do not fuffer it !

As it was won with blood, fo be it loft!

Buck, Peace, peace, for thame, if not for charity,
Q. Mar, Usge neither charity nor fhame to me;

Uncharitably with me have you dealt,

And efully my hopes, by you, are butcher's,

My charity is cutrage, life my fhame,

And in my thame gill live my lf:rm‘a fage!

v’;o VI, ,l‘ku
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. Buck. Have done, havetone.  ~ ’ R
Q. Mar. O Princely Buckingbam, T'll kifs thy hand,
In fign of league and amity with thee : '
Now fair befall thee and -thy noble houfe!
Thy garments are not fpotted with oor blood 3
WNor thou within the compafs of my curfe.

- Buck, Nor no one here

3 for curfes never pafs

The lips of thofe that breathe.them in-their,

Q, Mar. I'll not believe but they afcend the fky,
And there awake God's gentle fleeping peace.
Q.Buckingbam, beware of yonder dog § ;
Look, when he fawns, he bites ; and whenshe biteg,
Higyeoam tooth will rankle to the death ;

Have not to do with him; beware of him,

Sin, death, aad hell have

fet their marks upon him,

And all their. minifters-attend on_him,
. *What doth fhe fay, my Lord of Buackingbam ¥
Buck. Nothing that I relpe&, my gracious Lord.
QT r. What, doft thop fcorn me for my gentle counfet 2,
And footh the devil that I warn-thee from ?
O, bt semember this another day ;5 -
When he fhall fplit-thy very heart with forrow 3
Asd fpy poor Marg'ret was a2 prophetefs,
Live each of you the fubjeét to hishate, N .
And he to-yours, and ali of you to-God’s! - Bt
Buck. My hair doth-fland en end to hear her curfes.
Riv, And fo doth mine: I wonder fhe’s at liberty,
Gh. 1 eannot.-blame her, by God’s holy Mother,’
She hath had too much wrong, and I repent .
My part theseofy that I have done to her.
Dorf. 1 ncver did her any, to my knowledge.
. Glo, Yet you have ail the vantage of her wrong:¢
1 was too hot to do fome body good, :
“That is too cold in thinking of it now.
Marry, Jor Clarsnce, he is well repay’d 3
He is frank’d. up Lo fatting for his pains,
God pardon them that aze the caufe thereof !

Riw. A zirtuousand &

chriftisn-like conclufion,

To pray for them that have done fathe to us,

Glo, So do I cyer, being well advis'd 3 '
. 3 - -
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For had I cur’d niow, X hadcurs’d my feif. © [ Afides
Enter Catefby, - :
Catefy Madam, his Majefty doth call for you, T
And for your Grace, and you, my noble- Lotd,
Queen. Catefby, we come ; Lords, will you go with w'?
Riv, Madam, we will attend yout. Grace.
[Exeunt all bor thceﬁel'-
Gl. 1 do the wrong,: ana firft begin to brawls
The fecret mifchiefs that I fet a-broach
Flay untg thegricvous charge of others.
ence, whom I indeed have laid in darknefs,
1 do beweep to maty fithple guils; .
Namely to Sranlq, Haﬁmg:, Buckingbam s’
And tell them, ’tis the Queen and her allies
That fir the King againgt Duke my brothers
NoWv they believe it, mdvmlnl whet me
To be reveng'd on Riwvers, Dnrjlt, Gray,
Bat then I figh, and with a piece of fcripture,
Tell them that-God bids us do good for evil s
And thus I cloathe my mked villainy -
With old odd ends, ftoln forth of hivly writ,
And feem a Sdint, when moft I pley the Davil.
Enter two Villains,
Bat fofe, lere come my executioners,.
How now, my hardy, flout, refolved mates,
Are you now!going to difpatch this deed ?
1 7il, We are,my Lord, and come to have tbewama
That we may be admitted where he is.-
Glo, Well thought upon, I bave it here about me ¢
When you have done, repair to Crofby~place
Baut, &d, be fudden in the kxcoution,
Withal obdurate,: do not hear him plead 5
For Clarence is well-fpoken, and perhaps
May move your hearts to pity, if you mark Kim.’
2 Vil, Fear not, my Lord, we will not fand to-pratey,
Talkers are no good doers ; be affr’d, /
We go to ufe our Hands, and not our tongues,
Gh, Your eyts drop mill-flanes, when fools eyeldrop
tears,
lhkeyou, ladt, about ywtbnﬁnc& # 80 s [Emlln
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SCENE V. Tk Towe.
Enter Clatence and Brakenbury.
Brak, Why looks your Grace fo heavily to-day ?
Cia. O, I have paft a miferable night,
‘So full of ugly fights, of ghaftly dreams,
That as Tam a chriftian faithful man,
I would not fpend another fuch a hight
Though *twere to buy a world of happy days ¢
So full of difmal terror was the time,
Brak, ;Vhat was your dream,| my Lord 2 I, pray you
tell .me.
Cla. Methought that T had broken from the Tower,
And was embark’d to crofs to Burgundy,
And in my company my brother Glo'fer,
‘Who from my cabin tempted me to walk ’
Upon the hatches, Thence we look’d tow’rd England,-
And cited up a thoufand heavy times, )
During the wars of York and Lancafler,
"That had befal’n us. As we pafs’d along
Upon the giddy footing of the hatches,
Methought that Glo’fer fumbled, and in falling
Struck me (that fought to ftay him) over-board,
Into the tumbling billows of the main,
Lord, Lord, methought, what pain it was to drowa !
‘What dreadfu] noife of waters in my ears ! '
‘What fights of ugly death within mine eyes |
3 thought I faw a thoufand fearfol wrecks §
A thoufand men that fithes gnaw'd upon:
‘Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl,
Ineftimable flones, unvalued jewels.
Some lay in dead men’s fkulls ; and in thofe holes
‘Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept
As 'twere in fcorn of eyes, refle@ing gems ;
‘That woo'd the flimy bottom of the deep,
And mock'd the dead bones that lay featter’d by.
Brak. Had you fuch leifure in the time of death,
‘To gaze upon the fecrets of the deep ?
Cla. Methought I bad, and often did I firive
‘To yield the ghoft ; but fill the envious flood
Keptin my foul, apd would not let it farth

Te
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To find the empty,; vaft, and wand’ring air; :
But fmother’d it within my panting bulk,
‘Which almoft burft to belch it in the fea.

Brak. Awak’d you not in-this fore agony ?

Cla. No, no, my dreem was lengthen’d after life,.
O then began the tempeft te my foul : :
X paft, methought, the melancholy flood, ;
‘With Hiat grim frry-mian which poets write of,
Unto the kingdom of perpetual night, -
Thi: firfthat thére did greet my, ftraiger-fonly
‘Was my great father-in-law, renowned Warguick, L

Who cry’d aloud— What fcourge for perj

Qe this dark moneychy aﬁ?ﬁ&m ?

And fo he vanith’d, Then came wand’ring by \
A fhadow like an-angel, with bright hair

Dabbled in blood,jdand h‘;‘glgizk’d out a}oud JE—
Clarence is come, falfe, fleeting, periur’d Charénce,

That fabb’d me in.the field q"gl‘ewkﬂnry 5

Scize on bim; Furies, take bome to your tormenits s

With that, methought, a legion of foal fiends

Iaviron’d me, and howled in mine ears

Sach hideous cries, that with the very noife

1, trembling, wak’d ; and for a feafon after :
Could not believe bat that I' was in hell,

Such terrible imprefiion made my dream.

Brak. No marvel, Lord, that'it afirighted you 3
¥ am afraid, -methinks, to hear you téll it, :

Cla, Ah! Brakenbury, I have done thofe things,

That now give evidenice agpinft my fout, ‘
Pot Edvard’s fake ; and fee how hé requites me !
O God! if my deep prayers cannot appeafe thee,
But thou wilt be aveng’d on my mifdeeds, .
Yetexdeute thy wyath on me alone :
©, fpare my guiltlels wife, and my poor children !-
I pr'ythee, Brakenbury, ftay by me ;
foul is bieavy, and I fain would fleep.

Brak, 1will, my Lotd 5 God give your Grace good reft |
Sorrow breaks feafons and sepofing hours, | Afide,
Makes the night morning, and the noon-tide night, g
Princes have buk their titlas for-theis glotics, . -

P R 3 : An
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An outward hopour, for an inward toil
And for unfelt imaginations,
They often feel 2 wbtld of reftlefs cares s
So that betweén their titles, and low name, -
‘There’s nothing differs but the outward fame,
S CENE VI. Esterthe two ¥Villains,

31 7il. Ho, who’s here ?

Brak, In God’s name, what ast thou ? how cam’ft thog
hither ? .

2 ¥il, 1 would fpeak with Claremco, and I came hithes
on my legs,

Brak, What, fo brief ?

1 Vil. *Tis better, Sir, thanto be tedious, Let him fee
our commiffion, and talk no more.

Brak. [Reads.] I am in this commanded, to deliver
The noble Duke of Clarence to your hands.
I will not reafon what is meant hercby,
Becaufe I will be guiltlefs of the meaning.
There lyes the Duke afleep, and there the keys,
¥l to the King, and figmfy to him,

That thus I have refign™d to you my ¢harge. [ B
ﬁl’il. You may, Sir, “tis a point of wifdom s fare you
well. A

2 Vil. What, fhall we ftab him as he fleeps 2
1 7il. No; he'll fay “twas done cowardly, when be

wakes.

2 Vil Why, be fhall never wake ugtil the great judge
ment-day.

1 7il. Why then he’ll fay we ftab’d him fleeping.

2 Vil. The urging of that word sudgwess hath bred a kipd
of remarfe in me.

1 Vil. What ? art thou afraid &

2, Pil. Not to kill him, having a warrant : but to be
damn’d for killing him, from the which no warrant can de-

* fend me.

1 7il, Y1l back to the Duke of Glo’fer, and tell him fo.
‘2 ¥il. Nay, pr'ythee, flay 3 little : I hope this holy
bumour of mine will change ; it was wont to hold me but
while one tells twenty. '

3 7ih, How doft thou feel thy felf now 2 ",

3
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8 7il, Somé certain dregs of confcience are yet within me.

1 ¥il. Remember the reward, when the deed’s done, -

2 Vil. Come, hedies : I had forgot the reward, .

1 Vil. Where's thy confcience now ?

2 Vil. O, in the Duke of Glo’fler’s purfe.

1 Vil Whenhcopcmhn purfa to give mourmmd,

confcience flies out,

.2 ¥il, "Tis no'matter, lavit go ; there’s fow or nope
will entertain it.

¥ #il. What if it come to thee again ?

2 7il. ¥l not meddle with it} it'makes’a man a-coward s
saman cannot fteal, but it. accufeth him ; a man cannot
fwear; but it checks him 3 3 a man cannot lye with his neigh-
bour’s wife, but it dcte&ﬂum. *Tis a blufhing fhame-
fac’d fpirit, that mautinies in 2 man’s bofom s it fills ope

' fall of obftacles.” It made me once reflore a purfe of gold,
that by chance J found. It beggars any man that keeps k.

Jt is turn>d out of towns apd cities for a dangerqus thing ;
and every man that means to live well, endeavouys ta truft
to lumfelf and live without it. pert
z ¥1l. *Tig ¢ven now at my elbow, perfuading me not
to kill the Dnke.
2 Vil. Take the devilin thy mind, and believe him nots
he would infinuate with thee but to make thee figh,
1 #il. T am firong fram’d, he cannot prevail with me.
- 2 V3] Spoke I:ke a tall fellow, that refpe@s his reputa-
tion. Come, fhall we fall to work ?
1 ¥il, Take himon the coftard, with the hilt of thy
fword, and then throw him into the malmfey-butt in the

pext room.
2 Vil. O excellent device, and make a fop of hims
1 Vil. Soft, he wakes. Shall I ftrike ?
2 ¥il, No, we’ll reafon with him._

Cla. Where art thou, Keeper ? ive me a cup of wine, -
3

2 #il. You fhall have wine enough, my Lord, anon,
Cla. In God’s name; what art thoy ?

1 Vil. A man, as you are,

Cla. But notas I am, royal.

x Vil. Not you as we are, loyal,

Gw. Thy vojce is thunder, but thy loolq ae hnmble- il
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- £ 7il, My wict is now the King’s, my looks niine dveme
Cla. How derkly, and how deadly doft thou fpeak !
" Your eyes-do menace me ;- why look you pale ?
Whozmyoohithd? whercfore do you come ¥
a ¥Vil. To, to, to—
- Clz. Fo murther me ?
Both, Ay, ay. ‘
€lz. Yois foarcely have the Hearts to'tell me fo,
And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it.
‘Wherein, my friends, Have I offcnded you ?
x Vil ided us you Bava/not, | bat the Kings
- Cla. ¥ fhall be reconeil’d to him again.:
5 Vil, Nevét, my Lord, therefore prepare to dies
Cla, Are youdrawn forth among a world of men,
aﬂzy the inndcent ¥ what’s my offence ?
is the evidence that doth accufe me ?
‘What Iaivful queft have givn their verdiét op
Unto the frowriing judge ? or who pronount'd:
“T'he bitter fentence of poor Elarence’ death 2
Before I be conviét by courfe of law,
"Fo threaten me with-death, is moft unlewfol,
1 charge you, as you hope to have redemption,
That you départ, and lay no hands on me s
The deed you undertake is damnable. :
1 Pil. What we will do, we do upon comnsands
- aP7l. And he that hath commanded, is our King.
* Cla., Erroneous vaffals ! the great King of Kings
4th in the table of his law commanded,
“Phat thou fhalt do no murther 3 will you then
Spurn at his edi€t, and fulfil a man’s ?
Take hved, for he holds vengeance in his hand
To hurl upon their heads that break his law.
2 7il. And that fame vengeance doth he hurl on thes.
For falfe forfwearing anid for murther toa :
‘Thoti didft receive the facrament, - to fight
In quarrel of the houfe of Eancaffer.
1 Vil. And, likea traitor to the name of God, .
. Didft break that vow, and with thy treach’rous blade
Unripp’dft the bawels of thy Sovercign’s fom. :
4 Vil, Whony thou wert fworn to cherith and defendy
) ; v,
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v ¥il. How canft thou urge God’s dreadful law to ys,
When thou haft broke it in fuch high degree ?
Cla. Alas! for whofe fake did I that i}l deed ?
¥or Edward, for my brother, for his fake,
He fends you not to murther me for tlus,
For mthatﬁnhexaaxdgepu!.
If God will be avenged for the deed, ®
Take not the quarrel from his powerful ams
He needs no indiret, or lawlefs coyrfe, .
To cut off thofe that have offepded’ him.
3 7il, Who made thee then a bloody muu.aef,
When gallqm-fyrmgmg brave Plantagenet,’
That Princely novice, was firuck dead by thee ?
Cla. My brother's love, the devil, and my rage. .
1 ¥il. Thy brother’s love, our duty, and thy fault, .
Provoke us hither now, to flaughter thee
Cla, f you do love my brother, hate not me:
T am his brother, and I'love him well,
‘Xf you are hir’d fot meed, go back again,
And I will fend you to my brother Glo*fler 3
‘Who will reward you better for my life,
Than Edward will for tidings of my death,

2 Vil. You are deceiy’d, your brother G/’fler hates you,
., Cla. Oh, ng, heloves mz’ and he holds me dear 3 | Y“
Go you to him from me.

1 Vil, Ay, fo we will.

Cla. Tell him, whep that our Pringely father Tu&
BleR his three fons with hls vi@oriqus arm,

And charg’d us from his foul to love each other,
He little thought of this divided friendfhip :
Bid Glo'ffer think on this, and he will weep.

1 7il. Ay, mill-fiones ; as he leffon’d us to weep.

Cla, O do not flandet him, for he is kind.

17il. As fnow in harvet : — you deceive your felf,
*Tis he that fends us to deftroy you here,

Ua, Itcannot be, for he bewept my fortune,
And hugg’'d mein hxs arms, and fwore with fobs,

‘01«- e d;e.doth it publickly,
now you yet, he it
Tk oy 0, o e neroad e the ffl oo,
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‘That he would labour my delivery. :
« 1 Pil, Why fo he doth, when he delivers you -
From this carth's thraldom to the joys of heav’n,
2 Vil. Make peace with God, for you muft die, my Lord,
Cla, Have you that holy fecling in your foul, i
To counfel me td make my peace with God,
And are you yet to your 6wn fouls fo blind,
‘That you will war with God, by mutd’ring me ?
O Sirs, confMer, they that fet you on
To do this deed, will ate you for the deed. .
2 Vil. What fhall we do?), ; S
Cla, Reletit, dnd fave your fouls, ®
3 Vil. Relent ¥ tis cowardly and wondanifh,
Cla. Not to relent, is beaftly, favage, devilifhs
My friend, I fpy fonte pity in thy looks : -
O,+if thine eye be nota flatterer,
Come thou on my fide, and intreat for me. ¥ .
1 Zil, “Pake that, and that ; if all this will not do, -
[:Stabs bim.
T'll drown you ih the malmfey-butt within, [Este
2 7il, Abldody deed, and defp’rately difpatch’d 3
-How fain, like Pilate, would I wath-my hands
Of this moft grievous murther !,
. . Re-eittér firft Villain,
1 77, How now ? what mean’st thou that thou help'ft

me not ?
By heav'n, the Duke fhall know how flack you’ve been.
2 V. I would he knew, that I had fav’d his brother V-
Take thou the fee, and tell him what I fay,
For I repest me that the Duke is flain, [Ext.
1 7il, Sodo not I j go coward as thou art,

@ owc gnd fave your fouts,
‘Which of you, gc were & Prince’s fon,
Being pent from 1] , 28 1 am now, :
1€, two fich murtherers as {wrfelva came to yod,

ar would
Wmilouinmydimehm E}.ummuaamu.
. Relent? @, - .
Af ...;!nmu for me, . ¢
W, ties notd -
2P Bonk hoat beagar pities
1 Vi, Take that, &%,

wel,
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Well, X"l go hide the body in fome hole, '
*Till that the Duke give order for his burial 5

And when I have my meed, I muft away ; ) .
 For «hiis will out, and then I muft not ftay, [Exwit,

i ACT I, SCENE I,
ﬂwa OURT, .
! Ester King Edward fick, the Queen, Dorfet, Rivers Haftings,
'%atc{by, Bucidngh%m, ’and 0tb¢’r I,crdv.’ ) *
K. Edw, [ HY fo; S:whave L'dope 2 good day’s,
o : £

You Peers, continue this ynited Jeague s

I every day expeét an embaflage

From my Redeemer to yecall me hence.

And now in peace my foul fhall part to beav’n,
Since I have made my friends at peace on earth j
Haflings and Rivers, take each other’s hand,
Diffemble not your hatred, fwear your love,

Rév. By heav’n, my foul is purg'd from grudging hate, .
And with my hand 1 feal my true-heart’s love, ’

Haft. 8o thrive I, as I truly fwear the like!

K. Edw. Take heed you dally not before yqur King,
Left he that is the fupream King of Kipgs
Confound your hidden falthood, and award
Either of you to be the other’s end.

Haf?. So profper I, as I fwear perfect love !

Riv. And I, as I love Haffings with my heart!

K. Edw, Madam, your felf is not exempt from this §
Nor your fon Dorfet 5 Buckingbam, nor you ; :
You have been faltious one againft the other.

Wife, love Lord Haflings, let him kifs your hand,
And what you do, do it unfeignedly. .

RQueen. There, Haflings ; 1 will never more remerabes
Our former hatred, fo thrive I and mine! :

K. Edw. Dorfet, embrace him: Haflings, love Lord

Marquifs, :

Dorf. This interchange of love, T here proteft,
Upon my part, fhall be inviolable, )

Haf. And fo fwear I.

K. Edw, Now, Princely Backiigham, feal thou thhl%avg_:; )

’
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With nl:{tmbnmhents tomy wife’s allies;
And e me happy in your unity.

Buck, When ever Buckingbam doth turn his hate
U our Grace, and not with duteous love [To the Qyeents
Dgghnziuiﬂ: you and yours, God punith me L '
‘With hate in thofe where I expeét moft love |
‘When I have imoft need to employ a friend,

And moft affured thac; he is a friend, o
. , hollow, 'treacherous, and full ile,
mmm! this do I beg of heaven, e
‘When Iam cold in zeal to you or yours,
[ Embracing Rivers,  &F'e;
K. Edw, A pleafing cordial, Princely Buckingbam,
Ts this thy vow unto my fickly heart.
There wanteth now eur brother Gko'fler bere,
‘To make the bleffed period of this peace.
Buck, And ib good time here comes the noble Duke,
' Enter Gloucefter and Ratclitf,

Glo, Good morrow to my Sovereign King and Qgeen §
And, Princely Peers, a happy time of day |

K: Edw. Happy indeed, as we have fpent the day 2
Brother, we have done deeds of charity,

Made peace of enmity, fair love of hate,
Between thefe fwelling wrong-incenfed Peers.

Glo. A blefled labour, my moft Sovereign Liege s
Among this Princely heap, if any here
By falfe intelligence, ‘or wrong furmife
Hold me a foe: if I unwittingly
Have ought committed that is hardly bern
By any in this prefence, I defire
‘T reconcile me to his friendly peace 3
>Tis death to me to be at enmity 5
Y hate it, and defise all good men’s love,

Firft, Madem, I intreat true peace of you,
‘Which I will purchafe with my duteous fervics.
Of you, miy noble coufin Buckingbam,

Jf ever any grudge were lodg’d between us.

Of you and you, Lord Rivers and of Dorfet,

That all without defert have frown’d on me

Of you, Lord ¥ oedvil, and Lowd Scales, of you,
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| Dukes, Earls, Lords, gentlemen, indced of all. ¢
1 do not kpow that Eugljbnaﬂ alive,
‘With whom my foul is any jot at odds,
More than the infapt that is bom to-night §
I thank my God for my bumility,
RQueen. A holy-day ﬂull thig be kept bemftcrg
T would to God all frifes were well componnded |
My Soveragn‘lmd, 1 do befeech your Higbpels
‘To take our brother Clarence ta your grace,
Gl, Why, Madam, have I offer’d love fos this,
To be fo flouted in this royal prefence'p
Who knows net that c‘hegeatleDuiuudnd? [Toy JM
You did him injury to fcosn his Coarfe,
K. Edw. Who knowsnot he isdead | wholsnmheu !
Queen. All-fecing heaven, what 3 werld is this! .
Buck. Look X fo yale, Lord Derfet, as the reft ? .
Dorf. Ay, my.gaod Lard ; and no man in dupre(enw
Bat his redpohm hath forfeck his cheeks.
K. Edw. 1s Clarence dead ? the order was rewn’d.
Glo. But he, poor man, by your firft order died,
And that a winged Mercwy did bear :
Some tardy cripple had the couatermand,
‘That came too lag to fee him buried.
God grant, that fome lefs noble, and lef layal,
Nearer in bloody thoughts, and not in blood,
Deferve no worz than wretched Clerence dxd,
And yet 0 currant from fufpicion |
. Ester Lord Stanley.
Stas. A boon, my Sov’reign, for my fervice done.
K. Edw. 1 pr’ytbee, peace ; my foul is full of forrow,-
Stas. 1 will notrife, unlefs your Highnels hear me,
K. Edw. Then fay at once, what is it thou requeft’ft,
Stan. The forfeit, Sov’reign, of my fervant’s life,
‘Who flew to-day a riotous geatlenan,
htely attendant on the Duke of Norfolk,
- K. Edw. Hmhmmmzym«omr
And fhall that tongue give pardontoa ve ?
My brother kill’d no man, his fault was thought,
Wocuek i o BT whoy iyt
‘Who fued to me ? who, in my wrath,
+ ~VoL VL 5 Y " "Kaoeel'd
i

s . il
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Kneel'd at my feet, and bid me be advis’'d ?
‘Who fpoke of brotherhood ? who fpoke of love ? -
‘Who told me, how the poor foul did forfake -
‘The mighty #arwick, and did fight for me ?
‘Who told me in the field at Teewhfury,

‘When Oxford had me down, he refcued’me,

And faid, Dear brotber, live and be a King ?
‘Who told me, when we both lay in the field,
Frozen almoft to death, how hedid lap me

Ev’n in his garments, and did give himfelf

All thin and naked to the'demb'\cold night(?

Al this from my remembrance brutith wrath
Sinfully plack’d, and not a man of you

Had fo much grace to put it in my mind,

But when your carters, or your waiting vaffals
Have done a drunken flaughter, and defac’d

‘The precious image of our dear Redeemer,

You ftrait are on your kyees for pardon, pardon,
And I, unjuftly too, muft grant it you,

But for my brother not aman would fpeak,

Nor I, ungracious, fpake unto my felf

For him, poor foul. The proudeft of you all
Have been beholden to him in his life s

Yet none of you would once plead for his life.

© God | I fear thy juftice will take hold

On me, and you, and mine, and yours, for this.

Come, Haflings, help me to my clofet. Ahl! . .
Poor Clarencel Exeunt fome with the King and Queen,
Glo. Thefe are the fruits of rafhnefs: mark’d you not,,

How that the guilty kindred of the Queen
Look'd pale, when they did bear of Clarence’ death ?
Oh ! they dii urge it fill unto the King.
God will revenge it. Come, Lords, will you go
To comfort £dsvard with our company 2 [Exexnt,
SCENE IL-
*Rnter :be Dutchefi of York, with the svwo Children of Clasence,
Son, Good grandam, tell us, is our father dead ?
Dutch, No, boy.
Daugb. Why do you weep fooft ? and, beat your breaft ?
. And cry, O Clarenge | my unbappy fon !

. Son,
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Son. Why do yoy look on us, and thake your head,

And call us orphans, wretches, caft-aways,
If that our noble father be alive ?

Datch. My pretty coufins, you miftake me beth,

1 do lament the ficknefs of the King,
As loth to lofe him ; not yous father’s death ;
It were loft forrow to wail one that's loft.

Son. Then you conclude, my grandam, he is dead :
The King mine uncle is to blame for this,

God will revenge it, whom I will importune
With daily earneft prayers,

Daugh. Andfo will I,

Dutch, Peace,children, peace; the King doth love you well.
Incapable and fhallow innocents ! :
You cannot guefs who caus’d your father’s death, T

Son. Grandam, we can ; for my good uncle Glo’fler
Told me the King, provok’d to’t by the Queen,
Devis'd impeachments to imprifon him ;-

And when my uncle told me fo, he wept,
And pitied-me ; and kindly kift my cheek ;
Bad me rely on him, as on my father,
And he would love me dearly as his child,

Dutch. Ah! that deceit fhould fteal fuch gentle fhape,

And with a virtuous vizard hide deep vice!
He is my fon, ay, and thercin my fhame ;
Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit.
Sos. Think you my uncle did diffemble, grandam ?
* Dutch. Ay, boy,
Son. 1 cannot think it, Hark, what noifeis this ?
Enter the Queen wwith ber bair about ber ears, Rivers and
Dorfet after ber,

Queen. Ah ! who fhall binder me to wail and weep ?

‘To chide my fortune, and torment my felf ?
3’1l join with Black defpair againft my foul,
And to my felf become an enemy ~—

Dutch, What means this fcene of rude impatience ?

Lueen. To makean a& of tragick violence.
Eduward, my Lord, thy fon, our King, is dead,
‘Why grow the branches, when the root is gone ?
‘Why wither not the leaves, ;ha want their fap ?

2
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If you will live, Iament ; if die, be brief § )
‘That our fwift-winged fouls may catch the King's,
Or like obedient fubj=&s follow him,
To his new kingdom of perpetual reft,
" Dutch, Ah! fo much int'reft have I in thy forrow,
As T had title to thy noble hufband ? ’
T have hewept a worthy hufband’s death,
And liv'd by looking on his images,
But now two mirrors of his Pringely femblance
Atre crack’d in preces by malignant death 5
And I for comfort have but/one falft| glafs;
‘That grieves me when I fee my fhame in him.
‘Thou art a widow, yet thou art a mother,
And haft the comfort of thy children left :
But death bathi fhatch’d my hatband from rhine arms,
And plackt two crutches f{om ny feeble bands, -
Clarence and Edward, O, what caufe have I,
(Thine being but a nwolety of my grief)
‘To over-go thy plaints, and drown thy cries !
Son, Ah, aunt! you wept not for our fathér’s death 3
How can we aid you with our kindred tears ?
Daugh, Our tyathetlefs diftrefs was left unmoan’d,
Yout widow doleurs likewife be unwept !
Queen, Give me 1o help in lamentation,
T am not barren to bring forth complaints : ®
Ab, for my. hufbamd, for my dear Lord Edwward !
Chil, Ah, for our father, for our dear Lord Clarence ! .
Dutch, Alas, for both, both mine, Edward and Clarence !
g«n, What fhi had I, bat Edmdr‘m ’s gone.
i, Whit ftay had we, but'Clarence ? he’s gone.
. Dutch, What flays had T but they ? and they are gone,
%m». ‘Was never widow had fo deara lofs.
il. Were never orphans had fo dear a lofs,
- Dutch, 'Was never tother had fo dear a lofs..
Alas! J am the mother of thefe griefs,
‘Their woes are parcell’d, mine are general.
® ----farth complaints : . .
All iprings reduce their cdrrents to mine eyes,

That § being govern'd by the watry m
May fend ks plenteous tears o d.rowm worldy
for my husband «s-e- i
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She for an Edward weeps, and fodo I 5
1 for a Clarénce weep, fo doth not the ;
. Thefe babes for Clarence weep, and fo do I,
Alas! you three, on me threefold diftreft
- Pour all your tears! I am your forrow’s nurfe, -
 And I will pamper it with lamentations.
i Doerf. Comfost, dear mother ; God is much difpleas’d,
That with unthankfulnefs you take his doing,
b In common worldly things *tiscall’d ungrat:g.d
1 With dull unwillingnefs to pay a debt,
Which with a bounteous hand\was\kindly| lent’s
Much more to be thus oppofite with heav'n,
" For it requires the royal debt it lent you. .
Riv. Madam, bethink you like a careful mother
Of the ycung Prince your fon ; fend firait for him.
Let him be crown’d; in him your comfort lives,
Drown defp’rate forrow in dead Edward’s grave, N
And plant your joys in living Edward’s throne. .
* SCRNE IIl. Eme Gloucefter, Buckingham,
Stanley, Haftings and Ratcliff,
Glo. Sifter, have comfort : all of us-bave caufe
. 'To wail the difnming of our fhining ftar: |
But none can help our harms by wailing them,
Madam, my mother, I docry you mercy, .
I did not fee you. Humbly on my knee L
1 crave your bleffing.
Dutch. God blefs thee, and put meekneft in thy breaft,
Love, charity, obedience, and true duty ! M
Glo. Amen, and make me die a good old man!
-That is the butt end of a mother’s bleffing ;
X marvel that her Grace did leave it out. [Afide.
Buck. You cloudy Princes, and heart-forrowing Peers,
‘That bear this mutual heavy load of moan,
Now chear each other in each other’s love 3
‘Thoogh we have fpent our harveft of this King,
‘We are to reap the harveft of his fon,
The broken rancor of your high-fwoln hearts,
Bt lately fplinter’d, Knit and join'd together,
Mauft gently be preferv’d, cherifh’d and keyts
Me feemeth good, that with fome little train,
83 . . .. Fotthe
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Forthwith from Ludlew the young Prince be fetcht
Hither to London, to be csown’d our King. S
Riv. Why with fome little train, my Lord of Buckingbam #
Buck, Marry, my Lord, left by a multitude
‘The new-heal’d wound of ‘malice fhould break out 3
‘Whigh' would be fo much the more dangerous,
) By how much the eftate i yet ungovern'd,
‘Where every hotfe bears his commanding rein, -
And may dire&t his courfe as pleafe himfelf ;
As well the fear of harm, ‘a8 harm apparent;”':
- In ml opinion ought to be prevented.
Glo, 1 hope the King made peace with all of us 3
And the ¢ompact ia firm and true in me,
Stan. And foin me, and fo I think in all,
Yet fince it is but green, it fhould be put
‘To no apparent likelihood of breach,
‘Which haply by much ecompany might be urg'd’;
‘Therefore I fay, with noble Buckingbam,
That it is meet but few fhould fetch the Prince.
. Hzi. And fo fay I, .
Glo, Then be it fo, and go we to determine )
‘Who they fhallbe that ftrait fhall poft to Ludlow,
Madam, and you my fifter, will you go, .
To give your cenfures in this weighty bufines ? [ Excust,
Manent-Buckingham and Gloucefter.
Bwck, ‘My Ldrd, whoever journies to the Prince,
For God®s fake let riot ue two ftay at home ;
For by the way, ‘I'll fort occafion,
As index to the ftory we late taik’d of, .
“To part’the &ui:n’s d kindred from the Prince.
Glo. My felf, my counfel’s confiftory,
My oracle, my prophet | —— my dear coufin,
1, asa child, will go by thy direction, -
Tow'rd Ludbw then, for we'll not ftay behind, [ Exeunt,
SCENE IV, 4 Strem. .
Enter one Citimen dt ome door, and, anotber at the other.
1 Gr. Good mosrow, heighbour, whither away fo faft 2
3 Cit. I promife you I hardly know my felf:
Hear you the news.abgoad ?
2L Yes, the Kipg is dpady ’
] s Git .
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a2 Cit. 1ll news, by’r Lady, feldom comes a better
X fear, I fear, "twill prove a giddy world,
. . weer anotber Citigen,
3 Cit. Neighbours, God fpecd !
x Cit. Give you good morrow, Sir.
3 Git. Doth the news hold of good King Edward’s death ?
2 Cit.” Ay, Sir, it is too true, God help the while! -
3 Cit. Then, mhafters, look to fee a tronblous world, .
1 G5¢, No, no, by God’s good grace his fon fhall reiga,
3 Cit. Wo to that land that's'govern'd by a)child}
2 Cit, In him there isa of government
‘Which in his non-agg, co under him, L
And, in his full and ripen°’d years, himfelf
- No doubt fhall then, and *till then govern well,
1 €it. Softood the ftate when Henry the Sixth
‘Was crown'd in Paris, but at nine months old.
3 Cit. Stood the ftate fo ? no, 10, good friends, God wot 3
For then this land was famoufly enrich’d -
‘With politick grave counfel ; then the King
Had virtaous uncles to protet his Grace,
1 Cit. Why, fo hath this, both by his father and mother,
3 Cit, Better it were they all came by hisfather;
Or by his father there were noneat all :
For eniulation, who fhall mow be neareft,
‘Will touch us all too tiear, if God prevent not,
O, full of danger is the Duke of Gk’ fler,
And the (%fen's fons and brothers haughty, proud s
And were they to be rul’d, and not to rule,
This fickly land might folace as before,
1 Cit. Come, come, we fear the worft ; all will be well.
3 Git. When clouds arefeen, wife men put o theircloakl i
‘When great leaves fall, then winter is at hand 3
‘When the fun fets, who doth not look for night ?
Untimely ftorms make men expe¢t a dearth s
All may be well ; but if God fort it fo,
>Tis more than we deferve, or I expelt.
2 Cit. Truly the hearts of men are full of feir's
You cannot reafon almoft with a man
‘That Jooks not heavily, and full of dread.
. .3 Gie. Before the days of change, fill s it fo; )
By a divine infinét men’s minds miftruit Er

———h e n e
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Enfuing danger ; as by proof we fee
The water {well before 2 boift’rous ftorm.
But leave it all to God, Whither away ?
. 2 Cit. Marry, we were fent for to the Juftices,
3 Git, And fo was I, I'll bear you company. [ Exeune,
Enter Arcbiap f Vorky 1 oung Doteof York, the
Enter ifbop of York, ¢ uke of York, ¢
%é‘l:’ and the Dutibefiof Yorlor
Arch, 1 heard they lay the laft night at Nortbamgptos,
At Stony-Stratford they do reft to-night :
‘To-morrow or next day they'will'\be herey
Dutch. 1long with all my heart to fee the Prince 3
1 hope he is much grown fince laft I faw him.
Queen. But I hear, not ; they fay my fon of York
Has almoft overta’en him in his growth,
York, Ay, mother, but I would not have it fo,
Dutch. Why, my good coufin, it is good to grow.
York. Grandam, one night as we did Gt at fupper,
My uncle Rivers talk’d how I did grow
More than my brother. 4y, quoth my uncle G&’fler,
Small berbs bave gracs, great weeds do grow apace,
And fince, methinks I would not grow fo faft,
Becaufe fweet flow’rs are flow, and weeds make hafte,
Dutch. Good faith, good faith, the faying did not hold
In him that did pbje€t the fame to thee,
He was the wrétched'ft thing when he was young,
So long a growing, and fo leifurely,
‘That if his rule weretrue, he thould be gracious.
York. And fo no doubt he is, my gracious Madam.
Dutch. T hope heis, but yet let mothers doubt.
York, Now, by my troth, if I had been remember’d,
¥ could hdve given my uncle’s Grace a flout
To touch hjs growth, nearer than he touch’d mine.
Dutch, How, my young York ? | pr’ythee, let me hear it,
York, Marry, they fay, my uncle grew fo faft,
That he could gnaw a cruft at two'hours old ;
*Twas full two years ere I could get a tooth,
G"B‘“}:» Ithil wd:id have be;y a biting jeft.
stch. 1 pr’ythee, pretty York, who told thee this ?
York, Gragdam, hup ayle. ?
Darch,
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Dutch. His nurfe | why, fhe wad déad ete thowwaft bosn,
York. If “twete not the, I cannot eell who told me, :
Queen. A parlous bay -——go to, you are too fhrewd,
Dutch. Good Madam, benotwyvmhachlbx
ng. thcheuha\tem.

Entera qu -

Msﬁmtww 3 what news ?

M news, my ;upmumetorepon

QUL Howdét,htliahma

Mef., Well, Madimh, dnd in health,

Dwteh. What is thy news ? - g
LorthmandlMdGrqumﬁoPmﬁw,‘

: Wi‘d‘:{hhu Sir Thbweas’ axlmi, prifoners,

Dutch. mmﬂm
. The Dukes, '
fo;z‘andB-tb L oL Lo
Aréb, Porwhato&me} ' i
Afsf. The fum of all I can I have difcdos’d ?

Why, or for what, the Nobles wert cominitwed,

Is ail unknown to me, ‘my gratious Lady.
Queen, Ah ine 1 fec the ruin of my houls §

‘The tyger now hath feiz'd the fentl¢ kind,

Tnfulting tyranny begins to jut . . : )
Upon the innoceqt and awlefs throre 3 4
Welcome, deftru&tion, blood and miaflacte § o

I fee, ' in 2 ma| ,Hnudofnll.

. !
Datch, A 'ema wrangling dnyt

How many ofymh

My hufband loft his life to get uvlm,
And often up and down my fons were toft,
l-‘oruchyanl their gain and-lofs 3

And being feated, and dolne&ck broils J

Clean over-blown, themfelves the conquerors

© Make war upba themnfelves, biobd sgainft blood,
. Self againft felf : O moft

prepofterous
And frantick outrage ! end thy darhined fpleen,

. Or let me die, tlook on death o more !

‘Rumees, Come, come, ‘my boy, mwﬂlemy

Madam,

Dutch, Stay, Iwill go with. YOO s
ofueen, You have no caufe. 4"5'
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- Arecb, My gracious Lady, go,
And thither bear your tteafure and your goods.
For-my part, I'll refign unto your Grace
The feal T keep ; and fo betide it me,
As well I tender you, an:h:ll of.yours ¢
Go, I'll conduct to the Sanétuary.
P AC T ML SCENE L
. Continues in London.
Tbe Trumpets found. Enter. Prince. of Wales, the Dukes of
Gloucefter and BucKingham; wrebbifbop; \with gtbers,
Buck, ELCOME, fweet Prince, to Loades, to your
. - ®.chamber. .
Gla. Welcome, dear coufin, my thooghts Sovereign, .
‘The weary way hath made you melancholy.
Prince, No, uncle, but our crofiss on the way
Have made it tedious, wearifome and heavy.
1 want more uncles here to welcothe me.
Glo, Sweet Prince, th*® untainted virtue of your years
Hath not yet div'd into the world’s deceit :
No more can you diftinguith of a man,
‘Than of his putward thew, which, God he knows,
Seldom or never jumpeth with the heart.
‘Thofe uncles which you want were dangerouss
Your Grace attended to their fugat’d words,
‘But look®d not on the poifon of their hearts ¢
God keep you from them, and from fuch falfe friends!
Prince. Gall keep me from falfe friends, but they were none,
Glo, My Lord, the Mayor of Lendon comes to greet you,
Ester Lord Mayor.
Mgor. God blefs your Grace with health and bappy days|
Prince. T thank you, good my Lord, snd thank you all 3
¥ thought my mother, and my brother York,
‘Would long ere this have met us on the way.
Fie, what a flug is Haflings / that he comes not
To tell us, whether they will come or no,
Ester Lord Haftings.
Buck. And in good-time here comes the fweating Lord,
Prince, Welcome, my Lord ; what, will ourmothercome?
Haff, On what occafion God he knows, not I,
. . ® Lewdon was ancicnily qali'd Camers regis.

[E xeung.,

The
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The Queen your mother, and your brother Yord,
Have taken Sanuary j the tender Prince
Would fain have come with me to meet your Grace,
But by his mother was perforce with-held.
_ Buck. Fie, what an indire@ and peevith conrfe

s this of hers ? Lord Cardinal, will your Grace

Perfuade the (Eieen to fend the Duke of York
Unto his Princely brother prefently ?

If fhe deny, Lord Hafiings, m,ﬁ;ith him,
And from her jealous arms pluck him perforée,

Areb. My Lord of Buckingbam, if my weak onatory -
Can from his other win the Duke of Yok, {
Anon expeét him here; but if fhe be
Obdurate tb entreaties, God forbid
We fhould iifringe the holy privilege
Of SanQuary! not for all this land
‘Would I be guilty of fo deep a fin, -

Buck, You are too fenfelefs, obftinate, my Lord,

Too ceremonious and traditional,

Weigh it but with the greennefs of his age,

You break not San&uary, in feizing him ;

The benefit thereof is always granted

To thofe whofe dealings have deferv’d the place :
And thofe who have the wit to claim the place :
This Prince hath neither claim'd it, nor deferv'd it,
Therefore, in mine opinion, cannot have it.

Then taking him from thence that is not there,
You break no privilege nor charter there :

Ofi have I heard of Sanftuary-men, ‘
But SanQuary-children ne’er "till now, .

Arch, My Lord, fhall o’er-rule my mind for once.
Come on, Lord Haftings, will you go with me ?

Hap. 1 go, my Lord, [Exeunt Arch. and Haft,

Prince, Good Lords, make all the fpeedy hafte you may.
Say, uncle Gh'fler, if our brother come, .
Where fhall we fojourn “till our coronation? -

Gh. Where it feems beft unto your royal felfa
If T may counfel you, fome day or two
Your Highnefs fhall repofe you at the fower ;

Then where you pleafe, and fhall be thought moft fit Fee
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For your bet health and reqgreation. st
Prince, 1 d}"not h,llscd:l:c:‘m of ‘I‘z:l:“ ’
Did Fulius Ca) bui t place, my
Buck. He did, my gracious hord, begin that plage,
Which fiscs, fcceeding ages have rebutle, . .
Prince. Is it upon recard ! or elfe repdried
Succeffively from ags to age he built it ?
Buck. Upon record, my graciows Lord. .
Prince. But fay, my Lord, it were not regifter’d,
Wethinks the truth fhould live from age to age, -
As twere retail’d to gll) poagnty,
Even to the g?n
Glo. So wi foy”l‘, thqf:ydoncethulmﬁ-
Prince, What fay you, uandle ?
‘Glo, 1 fay, withous charaéters fame lives lnup

Thus, like the formal mfc antiquity, . [AMde

1 moralize two meanings in one ward.
Pn,u. That Zulin} Cafar was a famwous man ;
With what his valour did enrich his witg

His wit fet down to tnake his valous live :

Death made no sapqueft of this conquever

For now he lives in fome, though not in h&.

Tl tell you what, my coufin Buckingbass.
Buck; What, my gracious Loxd ?

Prinee. An if I live until I be a man,
T'll win our ancient right in France again,
©Or die a foldier, as I liv'd a King.

Glo. Short furomer hétdy has 2 fuvwd

" Enter York, m
Buck, Nowm;oodumcbctemtk effﬂv
,~Rrinct, Richard of York, how fares our noble brether?
York. Well, my dread Lord, folm&auymnw-
Prince. Ay, Ixot.he.r, to our grief, as it is yours 3
'l\:ofooabe&y'dt t night have kept that tite,
Which by his death hath loft much majetty.
Glo. How fares our confin, mblelado! York?
York, Bthankyon,;mleunde. O my Lind,
ggufl::d thatxl;i'l:d\:/eedsmﬁﬁmm ]
e Prince m er hath oytgrown me fars
G, Hchaytb,ml.:d. o
+ Zirk And therefore B e idle } Gl

pe
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Ghb. Oh, my fair coufin, I muft not fay fo, *

York, Then 18 he more beholden to you than 1,

Glo. He may command me as my Sovereign,
'n;]w bave pow’r in me, as in a kinfman,

ork. I pray you uncle then, give me this dagger, -
. . Glo. My dagger, little coufin? with all my heart,

Prisce. A beggar, brother ?

York. Of my kind uncle, that I know will give,
And-being 2 toy it is no grief to give.

Gh, A greater gift than that T'll give my coufin,

York. A greater gift ? O, that’s'the {fword to it,

Gl Ay, gentle coufin, were it light enough.

York. O then I fee you'll part but with light gifts,

In weightier things you'll fay a beggar nay.
. Glo. It is too weighty for your Grace to wear,

York. I'd weigh it lightly were it heavier, ~

Glo. What, would you have my weapon, little Lord ?

York, 1would, that I might thank you, as you call me,

Glh. How ?

York. Litde.

Prince, My Lord of York will ftill be crofs in talk s
Uncle, your Grace knows how to bear with him..

York. You mean to bear me, not to bear with mas
Uncle, my brother mocks beth you and me
Becaufe that I am little, like an ape,

He thinks that you fhould bear me on your fhoulders,

Buck. With what 2 fharp provided wit he reafond!
To mitigate the fcorn he gives his uncle,

He prettily and aptly taunts himfelf 3
8o copning, and fo young, is wonderful,

Glo. My gracious Lord, will’t pleafe you.pafs along?.
My felf and my good coufin Buckingbam .
‘Will to your mother, to entreat of her
To meet you at the Tozwer, and welcome you,

York. What, will you go unto the Tower, my Lord ?

Prince. My Lord Proteétor here will have it fo.

York, 1 thall not fleep in quiet at the Tower,

Gl. Why, Sir, what fhould you fear ?

York. Marry, my uncle Clarence’ angry ghoft 3
My grandam told me he was mourther'd there. .

Vor. VI, . T : Princey
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Prince. | fesr no uncles dead, s
Glo. Noy none that live, I hope. .
Princes/ An if they live, I hope f need notfm. .
But come, my Lord; and with 2 heavy beart, . 4
Thinking on them, go I unto the Towver.
[Emust }(’:m]nsu, Y‘otlt,I ’Haﬁ asd A'cbh_pop,
Mawent Glougefter, Buckingbam and Catefby.
Buck, Think you, my Lord, this little prating York
‘Was not inceafed by his fubtle mether,
To taunt and fcorn you thus opprobmﬂ ?
Glo. No doubt, no dowbt : oh, *tis a per’lous boy,
Bold, quick, ingepious, fotmrd, capable ;
He’s all the mather’s, from the top to toe, v
Buck. Well, let them refts come, Catyfby, thou art fworny
As deeply to effe@ what we intend,
As clofely to conceal what we impart:
Tbﬂtkmwﬁownafommgdnponthewny, i
‘What think’ft thou ? is it not an eafic matter - :
‘To make Lord William Haftings of our miod,
For the inftalment of this noble Duke :
In the feat royal of this famous Ifle ? :
Catsef. He for his father's fake fo loves the Prince,
That he will not be won to ought againft him.
Buck. What think’# thou thea of Stanly 2 will not lne
Casef. He will do all in 2l as Haflings-doth.
Buck, Well then, no more thap this: go, gentle Caze,
And as it were far off found thou Lord Haflings,
How he doth ftand affected to our purpofe ;
And fummon him té-merrow to the ‘Tm,
To it about the coronation.
If thou doft find him traétable to us,
) ge him, and tell him all our reafonss
_¥f he be leaden, icy, cold, unwilling,
Bethou fo tog, and fo break off the talk,
And give us notice of his inclination
For we to-morrow hold divided copncils,
Wherem thy felf fhalt highly be employ’d.
b. Cammend me to Lord William 5 tell him, Qujl_y, .
Hu ancient knot of dangerous adverfaries '
&Xo-morrow arc let blood at Pomfrer-caftle ; And
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'Andbidmyfnend, for joy of this good news, . -

- Give miftrefs Shore one gentle kifs the more. '
Back. Good Catefby, g0, effet this bofinef-foundly, s .
Catef. My good Lords both, with all the heed I can.
Glo. Shall we hecfmmyw, Catefby, cre we fleep?
Catef. Yeu fall, my Locd,

I Gh. AtGg/éy-yhoe, tbereyo.ﬁallﬁndubod!w
Baxit Ca
| Buck. My Lord, . what fhall we do, if we[yawn

Lord Haffings will not yield to ofir' Gotiplota)?

Gh. Chop off his head, min: fomewhat we will do, .
And look, when I pm King, claim thou of me .o
Th’ Earkdom of Hereford, and all th movesbles .
Whereof the King, my brother, fivod poffeft. .

Buck. T'Y clatm that promife at your Grace’s hand,. .

o, Andlookﬁohaveltylddedmchaﬂhndncfs.
Come, let us fup betimes, Mm
‘We may digeft our éomplots in M‘ e

SCENER Il Lord Hafling's Houfe,
Ester a Meffenger to th&cr,fﬁlﬁm’. r

Mzf. My Lord, my Lord | .

Haft. Who knocks ? .

Mef, Onefmml.ondSmlq.

‘Hufl. What is’t a clock ?

Mef. Upon the firaak of four.
¢ . Esnter Lord Haftings,

Hafl. Capnot thy mafter fleep thefe tedious nights ?

Mj So it appears by what I have to fays
Firfl, he commends him to your noble felf. i

% What then ? = thsmght !

Then certifies yoor Lordthip, that
Hedrﬁmttbeboarhadnfedoﬁ'hnhdm
Befides, hoYays thers are two oouncils held,

And that may be determin’d at the ote,
‘Which may make you and him to rue at th’ othet.
Mchefubtokmwyurladﬂq pleafue,
If you will prefently take horfe with him,
And with all fpeed poft with him tow’rds.the north,
‘To fliun thedanger that his foul divines,
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Bid him not fear the feparated councils s ’ *
His honour andm; are at the one,
And at' the other is my good friend Catefby ;
‘Where nothing can proceed that toucheth us,
‘Wheéreof I fhall not have intelligence s
Tell him his fears are thallow, without inftance §
And for his dreams, I wonder he’s fo fond
To truft the mock’ry of unquict flumbers,
To fly the boar, before the boar purfucs,
Were to incenfe the boar to follow us)
And make purfuit where he did mean no chafes
Go, bid thy mafter rife and come to me,
And we will both together to the Toser,
Wge;:he fhall fee the hoarwiﬂmn{lehu;kingy. N
L I Lord, and im what you fay.
- 11 g0, my Lexd, [ Escie.

Enter Catefby.
- Catef. Many good morrows to my noble Lord !
Haff, Good morrow, Catefby, you are early ftimingt
‘What news, what news in this our tott’ring ftate ?
Catef. It is a reeling world"indeed, my Lord §

And I'believe will never ftand upright,

*Till Richard wear the garland of the realm,
Haft, How | wear the garland ? doft thou mean the crobvnd
Cate/. Ay, my good Lord.

.Hap, T'Il have this ciown of mine cut from my fhouldess,,
Before I'll fee the crown fo foul mifplac'd. ’
But canft thou guefs that he doth aim at it ?

Catef. Ay, on my life, and hopes to find you forward
Upon his party, for the gain thereof §
And thereupon he fends you this good news,
That this fame very day your enemies,
The kindred of the Queen, muft die at Pomfret.
Haf, Indeed I am no mourner for that news,
Becaufe they, have been fill my adverfaries 5
But that I'll give my voice on Richard’s fide,
‘To bar my mafter’s heir in true defcent,
God knaws I will not do it, to the death,
L‘aj God keep your Lordthip in that gracious mind !
’Ha . Bug lmuhu;huzhhatwdwwthhw;iu
. B g
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That they who brought me in my mafier’s hate,
1 live to look vpon their tragedy,
Well, Corefby, ere a fortnight make me older,
T'11 fend fome packing that yet ‘think not on’t,
Catefi *Tis a vile thing to die, my gracious Lord,
‘When men are unprepar’d and look not for it.
Haft « O monftrous, monftrous! and fo falls it out
‘With Rivers, Va-flmx, Gray ; and fo *twill do
‘With fome men elfe, who think themfelves 2s fafe
As thou and T, who 33 thou know'#t are dear
“To Princely Richard -and to Buckizgbaw,

Catef, The Princes both make high account of yon ——e
For they account his head upon the bridge. [ Afide,
Haf, 1 kmwdwsy do, and I.have well deferv’d it, - -

CEREEE #ter Lord Stanley.
Come on, come on, where i§ your boar-fpear, man ? -
Fear you the boar, and go fb ‘unprovided ?
Stan. My Lord, good morrow; and good morrow, Gaigfly ;.
Yeu may jeft on, bat, by the holy rood,
1 do not like thefe feveral councils, I, ’
Hap. My Lord, T hold mylife as dear as yours,
And pever in my days, I do proteft,
Was it fo precious to me a8 “tis now ;
“Phink you, but that I know ovr fiate fecure,
Iwould be fo triumphant as I ain ? ‘
Stan. The Lords at Pomfret, when they rode from Londom,
‘Were jocumd, and ‘fuppos’d their flates were fure,
And they indeed had no ‘caufe to miftruft ;
Bat yet you fee how foon the day o’er-caft.
‘This fuddén flab of rancor ¥ mifdoubt ;
Pray God, I fay, I prove a needlefs coward?.
What, fhall we tow’rd the Tower # the day is fpent.
- Muf, Come, come, have with you: wot ye what, my
Lord ? ’
To-diy the Lords you talk of are beheaded. .
Stan, Thh:a’;i’ for their truth, might better wear theis

S, - .
Than fome that have accus’d them wear their haty,
But come, my Lord, away,

.

\ -
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. Emter a Purfuivant. .
Haf. Go on before, I'll talk with this good fellow.
. [Exeunt Lord Stanley and Catefhy.
Sirrgh, how now ? how goes the world with thee ?
Purf, “The better, that your Lordfhip pleafe to afk,
. I tell thee, man, ’tis better with me now,
‘Than when thou met’ft me laft where now we meet 3
Then was I going prifoner to the Touer,
By the foggeftion of thg Queen’s allies,
But now I tell thee, keep it to thy felf,
‘This day thofe enemies are/put/to death)
And I in better ftate than e’er I was,
. Purf. God hold it to your honours good content !
Haft, Gramercy, fellow; there drink that for me. -
| Terows bim bis purfa.
Purf, 1 thank your honcur. .

Enter a Priefl, .
- Prigf, Well met, my Lord, I'm glad to fee your honour,
Hafi, T thank thee, good Sir Jobn, with a{l my heart 3
I'm in your debt for your laft exercife :
Come the pext fabbath, and I will content yois.

_ He whifpers,
Ester Buckingbam.

Buck. What, talking with a Prieft, Lord Chamberlain ?
Your friends at Pomfret they do need the Prieft,
Yoor honour hath no fhriving work in hand.
Haft. Good faith, and when I met this holy man,
‘The men you talk of came into my mind,
‘What, go you tow’rd the Towwer ?
Buck, 1do, my Lord, but long I fhall pot flay ¢
I fhall return before your Lordfhip thence.
Hafl. Nay, like enough, for I ftay dinner there,
. Buck, And fupper too, altho® thou know’R it not. [Afde.
Co}m{;;’ will1 you go? Lotk (=
, I’ll wait upon your ip. Xty
K SCENE IV. Pmfe-Caflh.
EBrter Sir Richard Ratcliff, with balberds, urrylz Lord
Rivers, Lod Gray, and Sir Thomas Vaughan fo .
Rat. Come, bring forth the prifoners,
-, Riv, Sir Richard Ratcliff, let me tell thes this,
5 To-doy
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To-day fhalt thou behold a fabjet die .
For truth, for duty, and for ty.
Gray. God keep the Prince from all the pack of you!
A knot you'are of damned blood-fuckers,
Vaugh. You live, that fhall cry woe for this hereafter,
Rat, Difpatch; the limit of your lives is out.
. Riv, O Pomfret, Pomfret! O theu bloody prifon }
Fatal and ominous to noble Peers!
Within the guilty clofure of thy walls
Richard the Second here was hack’d\to death §
And for more flander to thy difmal feat,
We give to thee our guiltlefs blood to drink,
Gray. Now-Marg'rer’s curfe is fall’n upon our heads,
When fhe exclaim’d on Haflings, You, and I,
For fanding by when Ricbard ftab’d her fon.
Riv. Then curs’d fhe Ricbard, curs’d the Buckingbam,
Theg curs’d the Haflings. O remember, God !
To hear hergnyer for them, as now for us;
As for my fifter and her Princely fons,
Be fatisfy’d, dear God! with our true blood
Which, as thou know'#t, unjuftly muft be ({)ilt.
Rat. Make hafte, the hour of death is now expis’d.
.Riv, Come, Gray ; come, Paugban ; let us all embrace
Farewel, until we meet again in heayen. [Exoune,
Buck Sﬁwm ?fb?‘m}”ﬁ Catefby,
ingham, Stanley, ings, Bi) 9 , Ca
mxk, Rl Lovels s obere, at o Bl
Haft. Now, poble Peers, the caufe why we are met
Is to determine of the coromation 4
In God’s name fpeak, when is the royal day ?
Buck. Are all things ready for that royal time ?
Stas. They are, and want but nomination,
Ely. To-morrow then I judge a happy day.
Buck. Who knows the Lord Proteétor’s mind herein ?
‘Who is moft inward with the noble Duke ?
EJ. Your. Grace, we think, fhouldfoonet know hismind,
Buck. We know each other’s faces ; for our beagts,
He knows no more of mine than I of yours;
Nor I of his, my Lord, than you of mine ;
Lord Haftings, you and he are near in love, Hap
T
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Haf. 1 thank his Grace, 1 know he loves me well s
But for his purpofe in the coronation,
1 hate not founded him, nor h; deliver"d
His gracious pleafure any way therein :
But you, my noble Lord, may name the time,
And in the l)lake';l bcl)lld;kl’ll give 1;1, voice,
‘Which T prefumn¢ he’ e in gentle
pee Enter Glohoeﬂ:r.m
EZ. In happy time here comes the Duke himfelf,
Gl, My moble Lords andicoufing all;i good morrow 3
I have been long a fleeper ; but I truft
My abfence doth neglé&t no great defign,
. Whieh by iy prefence might have be¢n concloded,
Buck, Had you not come upon your cue, my Lord,
Williaw Lord Hoffings had pronounc’d your part,
T miean your voice for ‘crowning of the King. o,
Glo. Than my Lord Haflings no man might be bokder, .
His Lordfhip knows me well, and loves me well, :
My Lord of Ely, when I was laft in Holbourne,
I faw good firawberries in your garden there ;
1 do befeech you, fend for fome of them,
. Ely. Marry, and will, my Lord, with'all my heart, °
[ Zxit Edy,
Glo, Coufin of Buckingbam, a word with you, ’
Cattj? hath founded Hnjgngs in our bufinefs,
And finds the tefty gentleman fo hot,
‘That he will lofe his head ere give confent,
His mafter’s fon, as worfhipfully he terms it,
Shall lofe the royalty of England’s threne,
Buck, Withdraw your felf a while, I'll go with you,
[Exeunt Gloucefler and Buckingliam,
Stan, We have not yet fet down this day of trinmph ;
‘To-morrow, in my judgment, is too fudden ;

For I my felf em not fo wel) provided, .
As elfe I would be, were the day prolong’d. '
Re-enter Bifbop of Ely.

El. Where is my Lord m%ul{; ofyGIoutghr 4
I have fent fraitway for thefe firewberties,

H‘/f- HisGrace looks chearfully and fmooth this morning ;
Thece's fome conceit or other likes himwell, - -
Whes
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“WWhen tht he bids good-morrow with fuch fpirit,
X chink there’s ne’er 2 man in Chriftendom
" Can leffer hide his love or hate than he ;
| ¥or by his face firait thall you know his heart,
Stan. What of his heart perceive you in his face,
By any likelihood he thew'd to-day ?
Haff, Marry, that with no man here he is offended »
For were he, he had fhewn it in his Jooks.
. Re-enter Gloucefter and Buckingham.
Glo. 1 pray you all, tell me\what\they defetve;
‘That do canfpire my death with devilith plots
Of damned witcheraft, and that have prevailed
1 Upon my body with their bellith charms,
Haff. ‘The tender love T besr your Grace, my Lord,
Makes me moft forward in this Princely prefence,
‘To doom th’ offenders, whofoe’er they be :
1 l’g, my Lord, they have deferved death.
Zo. Then be your eyes the witnefs of their evil,
Look how Iam bewitch’d ; behold mine arm
Ja like a blafted fapling wither'd up :
And this is Edward’s wife, that monftrous witch,
Conforted with that harlot, frumpet Sbore, ! . -
That by their witchcraft thus have marked me.
. Hzl If they have done this decd, my noble Lotd wme
Gh. If ? thou proteor of this damned ftraropet,
Talk’f thou to me of Ifs ? thou art a traitor ———
OFf with }Mis head ~———— now, by Saint Pas! I fwear,
1 will pot dine until I fee the fame.
Lovel and Catefly, look that it be dope ¢
The seft shat Jove me, rifc and follow me. &E‘:mm.
Manent Lovel and Catefvy, with the Lord Haftings,
Hap. Woe, woc, for England | not 3 whit for me
For I, too fond, might have prevented this s
8t did dream the baar did rafe our helms,
Bat 1 did fcorn it, and difdain to fly 3
Three times to-ddy my foot-cloth-horfe did fumble,
And ftarted when he look'd upon the Tower,
As loth to bear me to the flaughter-houfe.
O, now I need the Prieft that fpake to me s
I now repent § told the Pugfuivant,
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As too triumiphing, how mine. enemies,. RN
To.day at Pomfret bloodily wetre butcher’d, .
And I'my felf fecure ih grace and favour,
Oh Marg’ret, . Marg'ret, now thy heavy cutfe
Is lighteq on poor Haflings’ wretched head.
Catef. Come, come, dlf’mh. the Duke M be st
;  dinner. .
Make a fhort thrift, he longs tofeeyour head, ... !¢
Haff. O momentary grace of mortal lwen, .
, Which we, more hunt fot /thin'¢hie grace(of \Gad ¥/ 1) C1?
Whobmldshuhopemth'awofywtﬁnlooh, e
Lives like a drunken failor 'on & dnaft, - -
eady with evcrymdtowmbledm cee
" Into the fautal bowels of the deep, -
Lov, Come, come, difpatch, “tis bootlefs boc:wh-.
Haft. Oh bloody Ricbard! mifersble Englasd? -
I prophefie the fearfui’ft time to thee,
‘That ever wretchied age kath Jook’d upons -
Come, lead me to the blocky bear him my head: -
‘They fmile at me, who fhiortly thall be dead,  { Exatate:
E Sl m:d VL &mwu in rhm
nter Glo Buckinpan in y w——re
cin < wellous: ills "nﬂy “
Come, coufin, canlt thou uakeand thiy )
Murthes thy breath inmiddle of a Wod,w
And then again begin, and flop agais,
As if thou west diftratight, and mud with tervor ¥
Buck, Tut, Ican counterfdit the deep tragedisn,
1;:: and look back, and pry on overy fide,
ble and fart at mggingof a ftraw,
Intending deep fufpicion: ghaftly Jooks
Are aj my farvice, like enforoed {miles ;
And both are ready in their offices,
At any time to grace my firatagerns,
Glo. Here comes the Mayor.
Enter the Lord Mayor, attended,
Buck, Let mae alone t0 entertiin him —
e
to the dmaw- thn. -
B"‘"H"k"dﬂlm!« ) G ey s

[N . 'c’b.
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G2. Some one o'erlook the walls, .
Buck. Lord Mayor, the reafon we have fent —ee
Glo. Look back, defend thee, here are enemies.
Buck. God and our innecence defend and guard us !
Enter Lovel and Catelby with Haftiogs's bead. .
L' @b, Be paticot, they ase friends; CarefBy and Lowdl,

Lowv. Here is the head of that ignoble traitor, .

‘The dangerous-and unfufpeied Hsfings, .

Gh. So degr I lov'd the man that I mouft weep

‘I took him for the plainet, harmlefs creature
‘That breath’d upon the earth's Chriftian

Madg bith fay book, wherein my foul recorded
The hiftory of all her fecret thoughts ;

So fmopth be daub'd his vice with thew of virtue,
‘That, (his apparent open guilt omitted, ’
J-mean his converfation with Shore's wife)

He liv’d from all attainder of fufpect.

Baok: Well, well, he was the covert'ft thelter’d traitor =
‘Would you imagine, or almoft believe, :
(Were't not, that by great prefervation
‘We live tq ell it) that the fubtle traitor
‘This day had plotted, in the covncil-houfe,

To murther me and my good Lord of Glo'fier P

Mayor. What ? had he fo ?

Glo. What! think you we are Turks or infidels ?
Or that we would, againft the form of law,

thus rathly to the villain’s death;
But that the cxtream peril of the cafe, . -
The peace of England, and our perfon’s fafety
Eaforc’d us to this execution ? R

Magyak.- Now fair befall you ! he deferv’d his death 3
And your good Graces both have well proceeded,

To warn falfe,traitors from the like attempts,
1 never look’d for better at his hands,
After he once fell in with miftrefs Shore,

Buck, Yet had we not determin’d he fhould die,
Until your: Eordfhip came to fee his end ;

‘Which now the loving bafig of thefe our friends,
Something againft our meaning hath prevented ;
Becaufe; my Lord, we would have had you heard
(%8 -
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The traitor fpeak, and tim*roufly confels
‘The manner and the purpofe of his treafons ¢
That you might well have fignify’d the fame
Unto the citizens, who haply may -
Mifconfirue us in him, and wail his death.
Mayor, ;l‘nt! my good Lord, your Grace’s word fhall

crve,
As well as I had feen and heard him fpeak 3 .
And do not doabt, right noble Princes both,
But I'll acquaint our duteous citizens
With all your juft proceedings in this-cafe,
Glo. And to that end we with'd your Lordfhip here,
T* avoid the cenfures of the carping world,
Buck. Bat fince you come too late of oor intent,
Yet witnefs what you hear we did intend ¢
And fo, my good Lord Mayor, we bid farewel, [ Exit Mayor.
Gh. Go after, after, coufin Buckingbam, <.
‘The Mayor towards Gui/d-Hall hies him in all poft 5
‘There at your meeteft vantage of the time,
Infer the baftardy of Edeward’s children 3
Tell them, bow Edward put to death acitizen,
Only for faying he would make his fon
Heir to the Crown, meaning indeed his houfe,
‘Which by the fign thereof was termed fo,
M. , urge his hateful l"“"l
And beftial appetite in change of luft,
‘Which firetch’d unto their fervants, daughters, 'iqu
Ev’n where his ranging eye, or favage heart,
‘Without controul, lufted to make a prey.
Nay, for anced, thus far come near my perda s
Tell them, when that my mother went with child
Of that infatiate Edvoard, noble York
My Princely father then had wars in Fraace §
And by juft computation of the time,
Found that the iffue was not his begot s
Which well appeared in his lineaments,
Being nothing like the noble Duke, my father ;
Yet touch this fparingly, as ‘twere far off,
Becaule, my Lord, you know my mother lives.
Buck, Doube not, my Loed, I'll play the oratos

L
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| As if the goMen fee, for which I plead,

Were for my felf ; and fo, my Lord, adiew,

G, If you thrive well, bring them to Baynard's cafile, .

- Where you fhall find me well accompanied ,

Buck, 1go, and towards three or four a clock,
Look for the news that the Guild- Hall fﬂ'ords :
. Exit Buckingham,-
Glo. Go, Lovd, with all fpeed to Doctar Shaw, :
Go thou to Friar Peuker, bid themboth [0 Catetbyy

With reverend fathers :%w&l—kamed Bdhopg.

. Mect me within this hour at Baynard’s Cafile,

i For yefternight by

[ Exeunt Lovel and Ca everallyy
Now will I go to take fome privy order by f 19.

To draw the brats of Clarence out of fight 5
And to give order, that no fort of perfon

‘Have any time recourfe unto the Princesi ' [Exie,

Enter a Sm"ue;a'. : X
Scriv, Here is th* Indiment of the good Lord Hafli
Which in a fet band faicly is engrofs'd, P,
That it may be to-day read o’er in Pauls.
And mark how well the fequel hangs together 3
Eleven hours I’ve fpent to write it over,
g:;/ly was it fentme s

i The precedent was full as long a doing,

And yet within thefe five hours Haffings liv*d,

: Untainted, unexamin’d, free, at liberty.

Here’s a good world the while § who is fo grold
That cannot fee this palpable device ?
Yet who fo bold, but fays, he fees it not ? .
Bad is the world, and all will come to noeght,
When fuch ill dealings muft be feen in thought, [ Xt
SCENE VI. Bayna's Caftk.
* Enter Gloucefter and Buckingham at Jeveral doars,
Clo. How now, bow now, what fay the citizens2
Buck, Now by the holy mother of our Lord,
The citizens are mum, fay not a word, ,
Glo. "Touch'd you the b2tardy of Edward’s children? °
Buck, 1did, with his contract with Lady Lugy,

® A hou' in Thames,frent belonging to the Dake of Glweefter,
Vor. VL . u And
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And his contra& by deputy in France ;
'h* unfatigte gréedinefs of his defires,
nd Bis enforcement of the city wives 3
His tyranny for trifles ; his own baftardy,
As being got,’ your father then in France,
And his refemblance, being not like the Duks,
‘Withal, I did infer your lineaments,
Bétng the right idea of your father,
Both in your form and noblenefs of mind ¢
Raid open all your vi€ories, in Scotland;
Your difcipline in war, wifdom in peace,
Your bounty, virtue, fair humility:
Indeed left nothing fitting for the purpofe
WUntouch'd, or flightly handled in difcourfe,
And when my oratory grew tow’rd end,
¥Fhid K:un f:hathid b‘l;;e %cir I::;!my'a .food,
, God fave Richard, En s ing !
wob.. And did they fo ? € oy King
Butk. No, fo God help me, they fpake not 2 word,
But like dumb ftatues or unbreathing fones,
Star’d each do other, and look’d deadly pale s
Which when I faw, I repre¢hended them,
And afk’d the Mayor what meant this wilful filence ?
His anfwer was, the people were not ufed
To be fpoke to except by the Recorder,
Then he was urg’d to tell my tale again ¢
‘Thus faith the Duke, thos bath the Duke inferr'd,
But nothing fpoke in watrant from himfelf,
When he had done, fome followers of mine own,
ﬁﬁlg: end o’ th’ hall, hurl’d up their caps,
-Yame ten voices cry’d, God fave King Ricbard }
And thus } took the vantage of thofe few.
Thanks, gentle citizens and friends, quoth I,
‘This general applaufe and chearful thout
Argues your wifdom, and your love to Richerd,
A% even here brake off, and came away,
%. What tonguelefs blocks were they, they would pot

fpeak ?
Will not the Mayor then and his brethren come ?
. d\wk. The Mayor is here at hand ; pretend fome fear,
. - . &
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| Be not you fpoke with, but by mighty fuit 5

And look you get a prayer-book in your hand, Ny
And between two churchmen, good my Load,
For on that ground I'll build a holy defcant : .

. And be not eafily won to our requefls:

Play the maid’s part, flill anfwer nay, and take it,
Gh. IE” and if you plead as well for them,

. As I can fay nay to-thee, for my felf ; . 0

No doubt we'll bring it to a happy iffue, [ Exit Glouceften,
Buck, Ga,go up to the leads, the Lord Mayor knockss

Enter Lord Mayor and Citizens.

Welcome, my Lord. X dance attendance here, .

1 think the Duke will not be fpoke withal, .

~ Enter Catelby, )

Buck, Catofby, what fays your Lord to my requeft ?

. Catef. He doth intreat your Grace, my noble Lord,

To vifit him to~morrow, or next day ; -

He is within, but with two reverend fathess,

Divinely bent to meditation ; 4

And in no worldly fujts would he be mov'd,

‘To dfaw him from his lgy exercifle,

Buck. Return, good Catefby, to the gracious Duke
Tell him, my felf, the Ma{?‘v and aldermen, *
Tn deep defigns, in matter of great moment,

No lefs importing than our gen’ral good,

Are come to have fome conf rence with his Grace.
Catef. Il fignifie fo much uato him ftrait. [Exity
Buck, Ah ba, my Lord, this Prince is not an Edwardy

He is not lolling on a lewd love-bed,

But on his-knees at meditation : .

Not dallying with a brace of curtezans,

But meditating with two deep divines s

Not fleeping, to engrofs his idle body,

But praying, to enrich his watchful foul. .

Happy were Edgland, would this virtuous Prince

Take va his Grace the Sov’reigaty thereof,

Bat fure I'fear we ﬂézpl‘ll not win him to hihou ld fuy \
Mayer, Marry, God fhield, his Grace us nays
Buck, I fear-he will ; here Carefly comey again. .

o Ug N | Enewr

.

.
.
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: Enter Catefby.
Catefby, what fays his Grace ?
Catef. He wonders to what end you have affembled
Sach troops of citizens to come to him,
His Grace not being warn'd. thereof before :
He fears, my Lord, you mean no good to him,
Buck, Sorry I am, my noble coufin fhould
Sufpect me, that I mean no good to him:
By heav*n, we come to him in perfeét love,
And fo once more return, and tell his Grace, [Exit Catefby.
‘When holy and devout religious men
. Are at theirbeads, °tis hard to draw them thesce,
8o fweet is zealous contemplation,
. SCENE VIHIL
Enter Gloucefter above, beteveen two Clergyman,
Catefby returns.
Mayor. See where his Grace flands *tween twoClergymen,
Buck. Two props of virtue, for a Chriftian Prince,
To flay him from the fall of vanity s
And fee a book of prayer in his hand,
‘True ornaments to know a holy man, -
amous Plantagenet ! moft gracious Prince,
favourable ear to our requefts, :
And pardon us the interruption .
Of thy devotion and right Chriftian zeal;
Glo. My Lotd, there needs no fuch apology 3
¥ do pefeech your Grace to pardon me,
Who eamef in the fervice of my God,
Deferr’d the vifitation of my friends.
But leaving this, what is your Grace's plesfure ?
Buck, Ev'n that, T hope, which pleafeth God above,
And sl good men of- this ungovern’d Ifle.
Gl. 1do fufpe& I have done fome offence,
That feems difgracious in the city's eye,
And that you'come to reprehend my ignorance.
Buck. You have, my Lotd : would it might pleafe your
,On our entreaties to amend your fault, Grace,
Gh. Elfe wherefore breathe I in a Chriftian land ?
Buck, Koow then, it is your fault that you refign
‘The fupream feat, the threne majeftical, The
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The fcepter’d office of your anceftors,
Your flate of fortune, and your due of birth,
‘The lineal glory of your reyal houfe,
'g)h‘the ootrll;nytion ofa bl;mi{h'd ftock 3 .
ile in the mildnefs of your fleepy thoughts,
‘Which here we waken to our country’s good,
The noble Ifle doth want her limbs ¢
Her face defac’d with fcars of infamy,
Her royal flock graft with-ignoble plants,
And almoft fhoulder’d into th’ fwallowing gulph
Of dark forgetfulnefs, and deep oblivion,
‘Which to recure, we heartily follicit
Your gracious felf to take on you the charge
And kingly government of this your land:
Not as Préweltor, fleward, fubflitute,
Or, lowly faftor fer another’s gain 3
gut as ?hwﬁv:“a ﬁ'anbloodlm to blood,
our right irth, your 'y own, -
For this, confqrted vzth the upézquuym
Your very worfhipful and loving friends,
And by their vehement intigation,
In this juft fuit come I to move your Grace,
Glo, I cannot tell, if to depart in filence,
Or bitterly to fpeak.in your reproof, -
Beft fitteth my degree, or your condition.
For not to anfwer,. you might haply think
Tongue-ty’d ambition, not replying, . yiclded
To bear the golden yoak of Sov'reignty,
‘Which fondly you would here impofe on me.
If to reprove you. for this fuit of yours,
So feafon’d with your faithful love to me, .
Then on the other fide I check’d my friends.
Therefore'to Ipeak, and to avoid the firft,
And then in fpeaking, not incur the laft,
Definitively thus I anfwer you.
Your love deferves my thanks, bat my defest
Unmeritable,: fiuns your high requaft.
Firft, if all obftacles were cut away,
And-that my path were even to the crowa,
As the ripe revenue apd due of birth 3

be ot U3j
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Yet fo much is my poverty :g‘pirit,
So mighty and fo many my y
That I would rather hide me from my greatnefs,
Being a bark to brook no mighty fea ;
Than in my greatnefs covet to be hid,
And in the vapour of my glory fmother’d.
But God be thank’d, there is no need of me,
And much 1 need to help you, were there need ¢
The royal tree hath left us royal fruit,
‘Which mellow’d by the ftealing hours)of time,
‘Will well become the feat of 'majefly,
And make us, doubtlefs, happy by his reign.
On him I lay what yeu would lay on me,
The right and fortune of his happy ftars,
‘Which God defend that I fhonld wting from bim !
Buck, My Lord, this argues confcience in your Grace,

But the refpe@ls thereof are nice and wiivial,
All circumftantes well confidered,
You fay, that Edward is your brother’s fon ;
So fay we too, but not by Edward’s wife 3
For firfk was be contract to Lady Lacy,
Your mother lives a witnefs to that vow §
And afterward by fubftitute betroth®d
‘To Bona, fifler to the King of France,
‘Thefe both put off, a poor petitioner,
A care-craz’d mother of a many children,
A beauty-waining, and diftrefled widow,
Ev'n in the afternoon of her beft days,
Made prize and purchafe of his wanton
Seduc’d the pitch and height of all his z:::ghu
“To bafe declenfion and Joath’d bigamy.
By her, in his unlawful bed, he got .
‘This Edward, whom our manners call the Prince,
More bitterly could I expoftulate,
Save that for reverence of fome alive,
I give a fparing limit to my toogue.
Then, good my Lotd, take to your royal felf
This proffer'd benefit of dignity <
1f not to blefs ua and the land withal,
¥et to draw forth yowr noble ancefiry

~—————. - rm
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From the copruption of abufing time, .

Unto a lipeal, true-derived courfe.
Mayor. Do, good my Lord, your citizens intreat you,
Butk, Refufe not, mighty Lord, this proffer’d love,
Catef. O make them joyful, grant their lawful fait.
Glo, Alas, why would you heap thefe cares on me'?

3 am unfit for ftate and majefty. ’

T do befeech you, .take it not amifs,

T sannot hor I will not yield to you. .
Buck. 1f you refufe it, as, in/love snd|zealy)C

Loth to depofe the child your brother’s fon 3

(As well we know your tendernefs of heart,

And gentle, kind, effeminate remarfe, .

Which we have npted in you to your kindred,

And equally indeed to all eftates)

Yet know, whe’ryou aceept qur..fuit or no,

Your brother’s fon fhall never reign our King,

But we will plant: fome other in the throne,

To the difgrace and down-fall of your houfe 3

_+ And in this refolution here we leave you.

Come, citizens, we will intreat no more. [ Exexnt.
Catef. Call them again, fweet Prince, accept their fuit 3
If you deny them, all the land will rue it.
Gl. Will you inforce me to.a world of cares ?
Call them again ; I am not made of fione,
But penetrable to your kind entreaties,

Re-enter Buckingham and the reff.
Coufin of Buckingbam, and fage, grave men,
Bince you will buckle fortune on my back
*To bear her burthen, whether I will or o,
¥ muft have. patience to endure the load.
But if black fcandal, or foul-fac’d reproach
Attend the fequel of your impofition,
Your meer enforcement fhall acquittance me
From all the impure blots and ftains thereof,
For God doth know, and you may partly fee,

'\ How far I am from the defire of this.

Magor, God blefs your Grace | we fee it, and will fay it.
Glo, In faying fo, you thall but fay the truth, Buck
ol .
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Buck, Then I falute you with this royal title,
la%live Km§ Rirban{,w}xglond'l worthy King ¢
Burk, To-morrow may it pleafe you to be crown’d .2
Glo. Ev’n when you pleafe, for you will have it fo.
Buck, “To-morrow then we will attend your Grace,

And fo moft joyfully we take our leave,
- Glo, Come, let usto our holy work again.
Farewel, my coufin 3 farewe], gentle friends! [ Exesy,

ACT IV. SCENE L
Before the Tower.

Enter the Quern, Anne Dutcbefs of Gloucefer with the
Daugbter of Charence in ber Basd, the Dutcbefi of York,
and Marquifs of Dorfet,

Dutch. HO meets us here ? my niece P Y

. « Led in the handof her kindaunt of Gb’flw.? -

Now, for my life, the’s wand’ring to the Tower,
On pure heart’s love, to greet the tender Prince,
Daughter, well met.
. Anse. God give your Graces both
A happy and a joyful time of day !
een, Sifter, well met ; whither away {0 faft ?
ne. No farther than the Toever, and as I guefi,

Upon the like devotion as your felves,

‘To gratulate the gentle Printes there,
RQueen. Kind fifter, thanks; we’llenter all together,: °

- Enter the Licatenant.

And in good time here the Lieutenant comes,

Mafter Lieutenant, pray’you, by your leave,

How doth the Prince, and my young fon of York #

Lieu. Right well, dear Madam ; by your patience,
1 may’ not fuffer yod to vifit them ;
The King hath ftrictly charg’d the contrary,
LQueen, The King ? who’s that ?
Lieu. 1 mdan the Lord Prote&or.
Queen, The'Lord prote& him from that kingly title!

Hath he fet bounds between their love and me ?

T am their mother, who fhall bar me from them ?

Datch, I'an‘x their father’s mother, I will feg thu;rd.’
L
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. Anme. Thereaunt I am in law, in Jove their mother;
Then biing me to their fights, I'll bear thy blame,
And take thy office from thee on my peril.
Lies. No, Madam, no, I may not leaveitfo:
T'm bound by oath, ar; :hex;fore pardon me. [Exit Lieut,
nter

Stan. Let me but meet you Ladics one hour hence,
And I’l] falute your Grace of Tbrk as mother
And reverend looker on of two fair $em.
Come, Madam, youmuft firait/ to Weffminfler,
There to be crowned Ricbard's royal Queen,
Queen. Ab, cut my lace afunder,
That my pent heart may have fome fcope to beat,
Or elfe I fwoop with this dead-killing news,
Ansxe. "Defpi | tidings, O unpleafing news!
Dor. Beof good chears mother, how fares your Grace §
. O Dorfat, fpeak not to me, get thee hence,
Death and defirution dog thee at thy heels,
Thy mother’s name is ominous to children.
If thou wile out-ftrip death, go crofs the feas,
Amd live with Ricbmond, from the reach of hell.
Go hye thee, hye thee from this flaughter-houfe,
Lest thou increafe the number of the dead,
And make me-dic the thrall of Marg’ret’s curfe,
Nor mother, wife, nor England's counted Queen, - -~
Stan. Full of wife cars is this your counfel, Madam §-
Take all the {wift advantage of the time ;
You thall have letters from me to my fon
In your behalf, to meet you on the way :
Be not ta’en tardy by unwife. delay.
Dagch. O ill difperfing wind of mifery !
© my accurfed womb, the bed of death !
A cockatrice haft thou hatch’d ta the world,
‘Whofe unavoided eye is murtherous. .
Stan. Qome, Madam, come, Iin all hafte was fent,
| Anne. And1 with all unwillingnefs will go,
! O would'to God, that the inclufive verge
Of golden metal that muft round my brow,’
‘Were red-hot fleel, to fear me to the brain |
i Anocinted let mo be with deadly - venom,

. Ar’
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And die, ere men can fay, God fave the Queent
. Queen, Go, go, poor foul, leavymtbyshn
To'feed tny humour. with thy felf no harma.

Anne, No ! why? when he that is my hufpand m,
Came to me, as I follow’d feary’s Coarfe ; z
Whesi fcarce the blood was well wafh’d from his hands,
Which iffu’d from my other angsl hulband,

And that dear Saint, which then I weeping follow'd 3
O when, I fay, Ilook’d on Richard's face,
‘This was my wxﬂl be :boa, quoth I, acéurs’d, -

For making'me, 0\0ld alevidow '+
dudwbcuboumd' mmbam thybed 3
Asdbe

Mon-: 6}:0 thee,

a:bwbq#m me, tabld’:&abi
%,aelcmrcputthu cagam,
thin fo finall'a time, my woman’s heart
Grofly grew captive to his honey words, -
And prov'd the fubje&t of mine own foul’s curfe 3.
‘Which ever fince hath held mine eyes from n&.
For never yet one hour in his bad
Did I enjoy the golden dew of fleep,
But w;t.h]us tim’rous dreams was ftill nnk‘d.
Beﬁdev, hehates me for my father #arwick,
will, no doubt, thortly be rid of me.
iza. Poor heart, adieu, I pity thy complaining,
e. No more than, with my foul, Imours fir youre,
Dor, Farewel, thou woful welcomer of glory ! *
Anne. Adicu, poor foul, tlmukﬁthyle-nofu'
Dutch, Gothou to Ricbmond, and good fwtuncgmdsﬁg!

Gommmbad,mw:nsdsmthutu‘lbm

Go to Sanctuar thoughts pofibfs

ys good To the Queem,
I to my Grave, where peace and reft lye with me|
Eighty oddymoffonwhnnl&eu
And each hour’s joy wreck’d with a week of teen,

Queen, Stay 3 yet look back, awich me, unto the Torson

Pity, you ancient flones, thole tender babes

. Whmenvhath;mm’dw&hnmml\tl Roogh
. ou
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Rough cradle for fuch little pretty ones |
Raade ragged nurfe ! okd fulien-play-fellow,
For tender Princes ; ufe my babies well | .
So foolith forrow bids your ftones farewel. [Exeunt,
: . SCENE I TbeCoumrr, :
Flourifb of trumpets.  Enter Gloucefter as King, Buck- -
} iogham, (Catefby. :
K. Rich. Stand all apart ~ coufin of Buekingbam — -
Buck. My gracious Sovereign ! . -
K. Rich. Give me thy hand, Thus high, by thyndvice,
Asd thy affiftance, is King Ricbard feated s
But fhall we wear thefe glories for a day # ’
Or fhall they I, and we rejoice inthem?
Buck. Still live they, and for ever let them laft!
K. Rich. Ab, Buckinghpm, now do I play the tonch,
To try if thou be currant gold indeed:
Young Edwarddives ~— think new what [ would fpeale, -
Buck. Say on, my loving Lord, ‘ -
K. Rich. Why, Buckingbam, 1 fay 1 would be King,
Buck. Why, fo you are, my thrice renowned Liege, -
K. Rich. Ha ! am I a King ? "tisfo—but Edgoard lives—s
Buck. True, noble Prince. ) '
K. Rich. O bitter confequence !
That Edward ftilt fhould live. True, noble Prince ?
Coufin, theu wert not wont to be fo dull,
Shall 1 be plain ? I with the baftards dead,
And I would have it fuddenly perform'd,
What fay’t thou now ? fpeak fuddenly, be brief,
Buck. Your Grace may do your pleafure.
K. Rich. Tot, tut, thou art all ice, thy kindnefs freczes ¢
Say, have I thy confent that they fhall die ?
‘Buck. Give me fome breath, fome little panfe, dear Lord,
Before I pofitively fpeak in this : '
3 will refolve your Grace immediately, [Exir Buckingham,
*Catef. The King is angry ; fee, he gnaws bis lip. [Afide,
K. Rich. I will converfe with iron-witted fools,
And unrefpecive boys ; none are for me,
‘That lock into me with confid’rate eyes.
;@l;-rmhing Buckingbom grows circumfpeét,

f agee
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?agg.d,My Lord. 4 thou

K. Rich. Know" not any, whom corrupting
‘Would tempt unto a clofe exploit of death ? gold

- Page. 1 know a difcontented gentleman,

Wh:f:liumble'mm match not bis haughty fpirit
GoH were as good as twenty orators, .
And will, hodoubt, tempt him to any thing,

K. Rich, What is his name }

Page. His name, my Lord, is Tyrrel, v

K. Ricb. I partly know the man; go call him hither,

.. / [Bxis By,
‘The deep-revolving witty Buckingbom
No more fhall be the neighbour to my connfels,
Hath he folong held out with me untir'd,
Anq&ophenowfot breath ? well, be it fo,
Enter Stanley.
How now, Lord Stanleyy, what’s the news ?
tan. My Lord,
The Marquis Dorfer, as I hear, isfled °
To Rickmond, in the parts where he abides,
K. Ricb. Come hither, Catefty; rumour it abroad,
That Anne my wife B fick, and like to die,
1 will take order for her keeping clofe.
Inquise me out fome mean- born gentleman,
‘Whom I will marry ftrait to Clarence’ daughter v
(The boy is foolith, and I fear not him.) .
Look how thou dream’ft ~—I fay again, give out,
That Anne my Queen is fick, and like to die,
Aboutit 5 for it flands me much upon
To flop all hopes, -whofe growth may damage me,
T moft be married to my brother’s daughter,
Or elfe my kingdom ftands on britde/ghfu
Marther her brothers, and then many her{
Uncertain way of gain| bot [ am in
So far in blood, that fin will pluck on fin.
Tear-falling pity dwells not in this eya.
Enter Tysvel,
s thy name Tyrrel 2
;Igr- Fames Tyrrel, and your moft obedient fubijeét.
« Rich. Ast thou indeed ? [Hclmbinq#h
. Iy
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Zyr. Prove me, my gracious Loed, . -
K. Rich. Dar’ft thou refolve tokill a fijend of mine
Tyr. Pleafe you, I' rather kill twopneries, . .,
K. Rich, Why then thou haft it ; twp deep enemies,
* Foes to my reft, and my fweet fleep’s difturbers, . '
Are they that I would bave thee deal upon ;
Tyrrel, I mean thofe baftards in the Tower,
Tyr. Letmehaveopenmeamwcan;tothem,

d foon; I'll £id you from the feax of them.
K. Rich, Thou fing'ft fweet\mufick, Hack; corde hithery:
Ty

t4 . , 3 &
Go by this tokep — rife, and lend thine ear — [Peifpers,
Ther® is 80 more but fo— f3y it is done,
And 1 will love ghee and prefer thee for it, o
Tyr. Iwill difpatch jt firait, _. [Bxity
Re-enter Buckingham, .
-Buwck. My Lord, I have confider’d in my mind |
. That late dentand that you did found me in.
K. Rich. Well, let that reft ; Dorfet is fied to Richmond,
Buck. I hear the news, my Lord, '
K. Ricb. Stanley, he is your wifé’s fon 3 well look to it.
Bsck. My Lord, I claim the gift, my due by promife,
For which your honouy and your faith is pawn’d ;
Th® Earldom of Hereford, and the moveables,
Which you have promifed I fhall pofiefs.
K. Ri¢h. Staniey, look toyour wife ; if the convey
Letters to Ricbmond, yqu fhall anfwer it.
.. Buck, What fays your Highnefs to my juft requeft ?
K. Rich, 1 do remember me — the Sixth -
Did prophefie that Richmond thould be King,
When Richmond was a little peevith boy,
A King perthaps — -
Buct. My Lord, — .
K, Rich, How chance the Prophet could not at that time-
Have told me, I being by, that I fhould kill him ¥
Buck, My Lotd, your promife for the Earldom —~
K. Ricb, Ricbmond? when X waslaft at Exeter,
‘The Mayor in courtefie fhewed me the catle, - -
And call’d it Rowge-wont, at which name 1 flarted,
Be@ufe a bard o(‘;rdaxd told me once, :
Vou, VI, X
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¥ thoold not livé lorig after I faw Rubmd
Buck. My Lord, e
K. Rich. 1, what's o’ clock?
Buck, Tam thus boldtoputyouaneem mind
Of what you promis’d me,
K. Rich. But what’s o’ clock ?
Back, Upon the firoke of ten,
K. Rich. Well, let it frike,
Buck. Why kt it firike ?
K. Ricb. Becaufe that like a Jack thon keep'fithe ﬁxoke
Betwixt thy begging and|niy meditation/
J am not in the giving vein to-day.
. Buck, Why then refolve me if you will or no,
K. Rich. Thou troubleft me, ¥am notin the veind [Zx,
ByckxIs it ev'ndo @ srepays he my deep fervice ‘
‘With fuch contempt ? made I him King for this ?
O,ktmethmkonl{aﬁ: s, and be gone .
‘To Brecnock, while my feuﬁnl head is on. [.47)
SCENRE. I Emr'l'yn-el. ’ .
'Tyr. The tyrannous and bloody aét is done ; :
The moft arch-deed of piteous maffacre '
That ever yet this land was guilty of |
Digbton and Forreff, whom 1did fuborn
“To do this piece of rathlefs butchery, .
Albeit they were fletht villains, bloody dogs, _
Melting with tendernefs and mild com,
‘Wept ke two children, in their death’s fad ﬂona.
O thus, quoth Dighten, lay the gentle babes,
Thus, thus, q Forreft, gindling one another
Within their innocent alabafter arms :
Their lips were four red rofes on a ftalk,
And in their fummer-beauty kifs’d each other.
A book of prayers on their pillow lay, T .
Which once, quoth Forreff, almoft chang’d my luni s
But, oh! the Devil —— there the villain ftope ;
When Digbton thus told on — we fmothered
The moft replenifhed fweet work of nature,
‘That from the prime creation e’er fhe framed.
Hence both are gono; with confience and remorfe
They could not fpeak, and fo llcftthemboth ;

l

\

T. .
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“Xo bear thefe tidings to the bloody King. :
| .. Ester King Richard,
And here he comes.  All health, my fovereign Lord !
K. Rich., Kind Tyrrel — am I happy in thy news ?
Tyr. lft:ahmoneth;athingngavein charge
Beget your happinefs, be happy then,
Forit 1’;‘” done. .
K. Rich, But didft thou fee them dead ?
Tyr. 1did, my Lord, %~
K. Rich. Andbufied, gentle Tyrrel # ,
Tyr. The Chaplain® of tho Tower hath buried them,
Bat where, to fay the truth, Ido not know. .
K. Rich, Come tome, Tyrrel, foon, foon after fupper, -
When thou fhalt tell the procefs of their death, ’
Mean time — but think how I may do thee good,
And be inheritor of thy defire, :

Farewel ’till then, . .
'?z_r. I bumbly take my leave, . . [Exie,
Rich, ‘Thefon of Clarence have I pent up clofe :

His daughter meanly have E match’d in marriage »
‘The fons of Edward (leep in. Abrabam’s bafom : .
And Anne my wife hath bid this wosld good night,
Now, for I know the Briton Richmond aims .
At young Elizabeth my-brother’s daughter,
And by that.knot looks proudly on the crown ;.
“To her go I, ajolly thriving wooer. .
. Enter Catelby.
atefe My Lord |

K. Rich. Good or bad news, tliatdrbu com'ftin fo bluntly?

'Catef. Bad news, my Lord ; % Morton is fled to Richmond,
And Buctingbam, back’d with the hardy Welfbomen,
Is in the field, ‘and flill his power encreafeth, . .

K. Rich. Ely with Richmond troubles me more near,
Than Bxhkilgbu and hish:atfhg‘lgiwd army. .
Come, I have leam’d, that fearful commenting . -~
"M’uﬁ?im to dall dchy; ey
Delay léids ipotent and fnail-pac® .
Then fiery expedition be my wing,
Jowe’s Mercury, and herald for a King !

. .2 ® Bithop of Elp
i of Zb X2, Go
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Go mufter men ; my council is my fhield, )
We muft be bricf, when traitors brave the ficld. [ 2,
SCENE IV." Ennrf{,m Margaret,
. Mar. So ow profperity begins to méliow,
And into the rotten mouth of deaths & -
Here in thefe confines flily have I lurk’d,
To watch the waining of miné enemies,
A dire indution am I witnefs to ;
And will to France, hoping the confe
‘Will prove as bitter, black and tragical., |* -
Withdraw thee, wretched Marg"rat; ‘who comes here'?
: Entér Dutchefs and thn
ng. Ah  my pootPnneea! ah my tenduhba!
ppearing fweets |
If yet your gentle foull ﬂy in the air,
And be not fixt in doom perpetual,
Hover abont me with your airy wings,
And hear your mother’s lamentation. -
Q_Mar Hover about ber ; fay, that right fa nglu
Hath dimm"d" yoir infant mom to aged night, ©°
Dutch,: So many miferies have craz’d my woice,
That my woe-wearied tongng is fiill and mute,
Edward Plantagenet, why ait thon dead ? * -~
Q. Mar, Plantugenet doth qdit Plamagrnd',
Edward for Edward pdys a dying debt. )
Rueen. Wilt thou, O God, fly from fucbgeqﬁell*,
And throw them in the intrails of the wolf ?
‘Why did’ft thou fleep when fuch a deed was dane ?
. Mar. When holy Henry dy a, and my{vwetﬁn..

Q'm. Ab that t'hou woul ‘& as foon '
If dowoni -pwtbnaﬁ,

As thou eanft y:e!damelancholy é
Then would I hide my bones, not uﬂdumhen.
Ab,- who hathany caufe to mourn but we ?

Q. Mar, If ancxent fonow be moft reverend,
= @ ---and'm
Dutch. Dead rrle blind figh mortd livieg
Woe's fcene‘ worl:l‘o ﬂnvﬁ, "npv‘: due, by life M
Bricf abftratl and.record of tedious days,
#nil‘a :h ;meﬂ ondE lad':b lawful earth,
made with innocent bloody
RQuess. Ah that um wolld'ft, &%, :
) -
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Give mise the benefit of feniority ;
And let my griefs frown on the upper hand,
Xf forrow can mdmit fociety.
T had an Edward till a Ricbard kill’d bim.
Y had a hufband "till a Richard kill’d him.. '
“Thou had'®t an’ Eckward *till a Richard kill'd him
‘Thou had'f a Rickard’tilla Rickardkill'd him, .
Dutch. 1had a Richard too, ‘and thou did’t kil him ¢
X had a Rutland too, thou holp’t to kil) him : .
Q. Mar. Thou had'f#t a Clarénée'tob,| and (Rickard kill'dC
From fosth the kenael of thy womb bath crept . [him, *
A hell-Bound, that doth bunt us all to death 3
That dog, that had hig teeth before his eyes,
‘To worry lambs and lap their gentle blood, s
‘That foul defacer of God’s handy-work, o .-
Thy womb let loofe to chafe us, to our graves, .
O upright, juft, and true difpofing God,,
How do I thank thee, that this carnal cur
Preys on the iffue of his mother’s body! . .
Dutch, Oh Harry's wife, triumph not in my woes
God v;i{t:fs_ ;:‘h mti: I bave 'we'pth for‘thi?;.

. Mar,* with me: I am hu revenge,
An%' now I cloy me with beholding i?.m . . ;
“Thy Edward, heis dézd, that kill'd my Edwaird 3
‘The other Edward dead, to quit'my Edward;

Young York he is but boot, beuufegofth they =~ ¢
Match not the high ion of my lofs. | o
Thy Clarence he is dead that ftab’d my Edward ;

And the beholders of this tragic play, o,
Th’adulteate Haffingd, Rivers, Vaughan, Gray, - .
Untimely fmother’d in'their dufky graves, . ~ . '
Richard yet lives, hell’s black intalligencer, .
Only refory’d the fadtor to buy fouls, :
And fend'them thither : but at hand, at hand |
Infues his piteous and unpitied end. .
Earth gapes, hell burns, fiends rar, faints pray, for vens
Cancel his bond of life, dear God, ‘I pxafy, [geance.
“That I may live to fay, thedog is duﬂf‘ S

’ ).

Queen, Oh! thou did'tt prophefie time would come, . .
Thas I fhould wifh for thee to help me curfe. . )
: ' S That
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That bottell"d fpider, that foul hunch-back™d toad, "

. Mar. 1 call’d thee theh vain fidurith of sy fortune, ‘

T call’d thee then poor thadow, painted Queen, *
‘The prefentation of but what I was;

The flaet’ring indéx of a direful pageagt 5

One heav’d on highi tq be hurl’d down bélow s -
A mother dnly mock’d with two fair babes 3
A dream of what thou waft § a garifh flag
To Be theaim of ev’ry dang’sous thot; = ° . |
A fign of dignity, a breith, a'babble ; .
A'Queen i jeft, orityto 6l thie/fieae.

‘Whire'is thy bufband now ? where be thy bothers £ *.

" Where be thy children p wherein doft thou joy? -
‘Who fues and kneels, and fays, God fave the Queen #
‘Where be the bendinig Peers that flatter’d thee ?
‘Where be the thronging troops that follow'd thee -
Decline all thi¥, and fee what now thou art,

For happy wife, a moft diftreffed widow 3 * °
For joyful mother, one that wiils the name 3
For one being fu’d to, coe that humbly fues 5
For Queen, a very caitiff crown’d with care ;|
For one that fcorn'd at me, now fcomn'd of me 3
For ont being fear’d of all, now fearing one
For one commanding all, obey’d of none. ™ ™ *
Thus hath ‘the courfe of juftice wheel"d about,
And left theé but a wery préy to time ;
Having no more but thought of what thon wert,
To torture thee the more, . being what thou art,
‘Thou didft ufurp my plate, and doft thou now
Ufurp the juft proportion of my forrow ? '
Now thy groud neck bears balf iny burthen’d yoak ;
From which, ev’n'here I flip rhy wearied head,
And leave the burthen of it all on thee. )
Farewel, York's wife, and Queen of fad mifchance, -
Thefe Engli/b woes thall make me fmile in France,
Rueen, O thou well kill'd in curfes, ftay awhile,
And teach me how to curfe mine epemies.  °

s

* Q_Mar, Forbear 0 fleep the nights, and faft the days

Compare' dead bappinefs with living woe ;

Think that thy babes were fwegter than :bq were,

And be that flew them foujer than be is ¢ T
. s
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"ring thy lofs makes the bad caufer worfe, .
evolving this wil] teach t};eeol;oyv t\; cg‘ﬂ;?. ) " )
RQueen.” My words are dull, O quicken them with thine,
Q. Mar. {'hy woes will make them ﬂ:r:n?, and pierce
ke mine. ' [Exi Margares”
Dautch. Why fhould palamiti;“be‘ fall of words ? -
Quten. Windy attorneys to their client-woes, RRNE
Airy fucceeders of inteflate joys, R v
Poor breathing orators of miferies, ’ N
Y Let them have fcope, tho” what they do impart
. Help'nothing elfe, yet they dojeife/'the heart.
' . If fo, then be not tongue-ty’d ; go with me,
' And in the breath of bitter wards let’s fmbther
' My damned fon, tifgt’thy two fweet fons fmother'd,

. , (Drum withis,
}lheghhdmn\',beedy’mm‘inexdaiqs. R
SCENE V. Enter King Richard and bis Trainy
K. Rich, Who intercepts me jn my gxpedition ?
Dstch, Q, the that might have intercepted thee
ftrangling thée in her accurfed wornb,
From allthe flaughters, wretch, that'thou hat done.
RQueen. Hid'f thou that forchead with a golden crown, .
Where be branded, if that right wereright, —~ ™
The of the prince that ow’d that crown,
And the dire deith oiPmy'poor fons and brothers ? *.
Tell me, Yhod villdin:flave, where are my cmdx ent .,
Dutch. Thoy toad, thou toad, wheye isthy brother. Cla-
And livle Ned Planiagenef bis fon ? -~ - [rénce ¥.
ueen, Where is kind Haftings, Rivers, Vayghan, Gfd{ i
Rich. A flourifhy trumpets! frike alarum, dru
Let not the heayens hear the ¢ tell-tale women .
Rail 6b the Lord"sanointed, 'Strike, ¥ fay. | Flourifb, Alarums,
ﬁﬂp?;glepati::t,indihtregtmc,",, . e .
Orwith the,clagoraus report of war .
Thus will?drqm:\}r excla;gtipnq. . Con
Dutch. Art thou my fon ?, T
K. Rich. Ay, Ithank God, my father, and your faf,
Dutch, "Then patiently hear my impatience,
. K. Rich,- Madam, 1 have a touch of your condition,
That cannot brook the accent of reprovfs Duich
. l

[




: - - )

248 King Ricuarp IIL."-
Ditch, 1 will be mild and gentle in my words, :
K. Rich. And brief, good mother, for I am in hafte,
Dutch, Art thou fo hafty ? I have flaid for thee,

God knows, in anguith, pain andagony, -

K. Rich. And came I not at laft to camfort yon ?
Dutch. No, by the holy rood, thou koow’Rt it well,
Thou cam’#t 6n earth’ t6 'makeé the earth my hell,
A grievous burthen was thy bisth to me, .

" *Tetchy and wa,

yward was thy infancy 5 .
‘Thy fchool-days frightfal, defp’rate, wild and furious 'l
‘Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold and venturous 3.
Thy Age confirm’d, proud, fubtle, fly and ploody,. .
‘What comfortable hour @;‘nﬁ thou nax;w., R .
That ever grac’d me in thy company’ ’ -
‘K. Ricb?;f ¥be fo difgracious in your fight,
Let me march on and not offend your Grace.
Dufeh, O hear me fpeik, for T thall never fee thee,
K. Rich, Come, come, you are too bittes,
Dusch. Either thou'Tt die by God's juft ordinané,
Ere from this war thou tuiri a conqueror 3 :
Or Iwith grief and extream age fhall perith, .
And never look upon thy face again, = S
‘Therefore take with thee my moft heavy cufe ; .
‘Which, inthe day of battel, tire thee more, -
‘Than all the cémpleat armour that thou weir'#t §
My prayers on the adverfe party fight, - A
Apd there the little fouls of Edwards childrea |
‘Whifper the fpirits of thine enemies,
And promife therh Tuccely'and victory,
ly thou art, bloédy will be thy end .
Shame ferves thy life, and doth thy death attend. [ Exir.
Queen. Tho® far more caufe, yet much lefs fpirit t curfe
Abides in me, I fay Amen to her. , [Going,
K. Rich. Sy, Madam, I muft fpeak a word with you.
ween, 1 have no moré fons of the royal blood
For to flaughter.; for my.daughters, Ritbard,
They thall be praying Nuns, not weeping Queens §
X, R, Ehd'tc:myb?“ Humpbry Hours, that ““," your Grace
T 7 4 ‘ ' -
EIRE ey S

v
Ll
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And therefore level not to hit their lives,
K. Rich, You have a daughter call'd Elizabeth,
Virtuous and im, and gracious,

Queen, And muft lkfonhu? O let ber lLive,
And l’l.l her mianners, fiain her beauty,
Shander my felf as falfe to Edwinrd"s bed,

Throw over her the veil of infamy,

So the may live unfcarr’d from b!eeﬁng flaughter,

I will confefs the was not Edward’s daughter, .
K. Rich. Wrong not het birth, fhe if of, blood J-

. To fave her life Pl fay fhe'is not

Rn'b Her life isfafeft only in' her birth, <

; And only ih that fafety dy’d her brothers.

: Rith, No, at their births good ftars were oppﬁn.

Qua. No, to their hv&badfnuﬂwaeobnmq

A.ﬂ um;oﬂd('lozl the doom of deftin 3

Qta ’l‘me whex avoided grace fakes d iny,

My buweted’cﬂin‘d to a fairer dea
HMMM’dtheewithi ifer lift, ) .
K. Rich, Youfpxu:fthai hadﬂalnmyemﬂmf
."@m Whgfe hands foever kx)c'd their tender ham,,

all indire@y, gave dire@ioh,
No doul»ihe murd’rout krife was dqlhnd b]unt,
*Till it was whetted on thy flone-hard hun,
To revel in the intrails of ty lambs.’ '
But that ftill ufe of grief makés wild' knef tame,

’Tnllthatmymhwuemchot’d}nthmet?;;
And Tinfuch a defp’rate bay of death, .
Like a poor bark of fails and uﬁ, o
"““%’2"&‘3.‘3"34,,’”’ ey, E
K. Ric ive mmy
And dangerous factefs of bloody wars 3 '
Allmwndmoc;oodtoyonandyom )
Thnmyouo:ycurs\vymemehrm'd'
Rueen, What good'§s cover dwnhthefacaqfllmn,
" To be difcover'd, qundomegoodf
K. Rich. Th"admce,mentof r children, gent!ela¢
RQueen. Up to fome faaffold, t6 Tofe their heads.
K. Rich, No, m;bempdlw‘h;dfmue, . ¢

"‘?

"’f

.
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The high im; ltypeofthnaﬂbaglay
RQueen, Flm.my forrows with report of it
Tell me, what flate, what dlgmq, whathanow
Canft thou devile to any child of mine ?
K. Rich, Ev'nall L have; |y,andmyfelfandall,
‘Will I withal endow a child of thine s
So in the Letbe of thy angry foul
Thou drown the fad remunbnneeoftho&wmg-,
Which thou fuppofeft I have done to thee.
acen, Be brief, ldtthz:dupmceﬁoquhndmﬁ
Laft longer telling than thy kindnefs do
K. Rich, Then know,that from myfoull lovedtydaugheu
. My daughter’s mother thinks it with her foul,
Ru'b What do you think ?
Qm. That thou doﬂ love my dau;bmﬁom:hyfwl.
- So from thy fou)'s love didft thou love her brothers,
And from my beart’s love I do thank thee for it, o
K. Rich. Be not fo hafty to confound my meaning 3
T mean, tbuw:thmyfoulllqvet.byda% .
And do intend to make her Queen of Eng,
Rueen,’ Say then, who doft thou mean fhall be her King ?
K. Rich, Ev’ nhe(htmakul‘ﬂ@ﬂl,'bclfew&r
Queen, What, thou
K. Rich, Evenfo; howtlnnkyonofn?
Queen, How, canft thoa woo her?
K. Rich, Iwonldleamof
As one being beft acquainted wtthherlwmw
Rueen. And wilt thou learn of me ?
K., Rich, Withall my heart.
Quun Smdtob«bythemnthtﬂewhﬂm,

tbencn engrave
Et;wrd and York 5 thm%ap will fhe weep g

Therefore prefent to her, a8

Did to thy fatbuﬂeept in thhxd’a blood,

A hlndketdnef which, fay to her, did drain
ril;ude from her fweet brothers bodies,
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Mad"f quick conveyance with her good aunt Arne, -

K. Rich. You mock me, Madam, this isnot the way |,
To win your daughter. ’ .

. Queen, There’s no other way,
Unlefs thou could’#t put on fome other fhape,
And not be Ricbard that hath done all this.
. K. Rich, Say, that I did all this for love of her:

Rueen. Nay then indeed fhe cannot chufe but hate thee,
Having bought love with fuch a bloody fpoil, )

K. Rich, Look, what is done, cannot be pow amended § .
Men fhall deal unadvifedly fometiinies] ( )
Which after-hours give leifure to tepent of. T
1If I did take the kingdom from your fons, ) *
To make amends, I'll give it to your daughter s
If I have kill’d the iffue of your womb, :
“To qn;crkm ogoiu enclrafc 1 will beget
Mine iffue of your blood, upon your daughtet 3
A grandam’s name s little {efs in‘love, e
Than is the doting title of & mother ; - A
They are as children but one fiep below, ’
Even of your metal, of your very blood s
Of all one pain, fave for a night of groans

-Endor’d of her, for whom you bid like forrow,
Your children were vexation to your youth,

Bat mine fhall be a comfort to your age.

The Tofs you have is but a fon being King,
And by that lofs your daughter Is made Qupens,
I cannot make you what amends I would,  °
Therefore accept fach kindnefs as I can,
Dorfet, fon, that with a fearful foul
Leads difcontented fteps in foreign foil,

This fair alliance quickly fhall call home

To high promotions and great dignity.

The King that calls your beauteous daughter wife,
Familiarly fhall call thy Dorferbrother :
Again fhall you be mother to 2 King 3 -

i And all the ruins of diftrefeful times,
Repalr"d with double riches of content.
What ! we have many goodly days to fee. .
The liguid drope of tears that you have thed .

ball come again, transforn?'d to orient peagl, Ad-
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Advantaging their loan with intereft
Of teh tines double gaief of happinefs.
Go then, my mother, tothy daughter go, N
Make bold her bafhful years with 'your experience,
Prepare her eare'to hicar & 'wooer’s tale.
Put in her tender heart th” afpiring flame
Of golden Sov'reignty ; acquaint the Princefs
the fweet filent hours of marriage-joys.
-“And when this aim of mine hath chaftifed
‘Fhe petty rebel, dull-brain’d B%bdm,
Bound with triumphant g \'Iands il ¥icome,
And lead thy daughtet to a conquerdr’s bed §
To whom I will retail my'coﬂqhéff wony
And the thall be fole victrefy, Cefar’s Cefar,  ~ .
ueen, What weré I beft to fay, her fathet’s brothes.
Would be her Lord ? or fhall I fay, her uncle ?
Or he that flew hér brothers, and her uncles ? -
‘Under what title fhall T woo for thee, -
That God, the law, my honour, her love,
Can make feem pleafing to her tender years ?
K. Rich. Infer fait England’s pesce by this alliance,
Queen. Which the ﬂu'ﬁ purchafe with fill lafting war.
K. Rich. Tell her, the King, that may comma¥id, intreuts—-
yeen, That, ather hands, which the King’s King forbids,
K. Rich, Say, the fhall be a high and mighty Queenw
Queen. To wiil the title, as her mother doth,
K. Rich. Say, ¥will love her everlatingly.
%um. But how Jong fhall that title ever laft ?

« Rich. Sweetly in fosce unto her fair life’s end,
Queen, But how long, fairly, fhall her fweetlifc laft 2
K. Rich. Aslong as heav’n and natuge lengthen it.
Queen, Aslong as hell and Ricbard like of it.

K. Rich. Say, I, her Sov’reign, am her fubjeét now,
Queen. But the, your fubject, loaths fuch Sov'reigaty.
K. Rich, Be eloquent in my behalf to her.

Queen. An honeft tale fpeeds beft, being plainly tolde

K. Rich, Then in plain terms tell her my loving tale,
ueen, Plain and not honeft is too harth a ftile.

K. Ricb.* Your reafons are too fhallow and too quick.®

@ x--- to0 fhallow, and teo quiele:

-2 Omnymmugﬂmmpmw.; Twe
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Now by my George, my garter, and my crown ——
Ruecn. Profan'd, dithonour’d, and the third 'd,
K. Rich. I fwear, . ary
Sueen. By nothing, for this is no cath s

‘The George profan’d, hath loft his holy homut,

‘The garter blemith'd, F'm *d his kaightly virtue,

Theavwnuﬁnpd difgrac’d his kingly glory.

If fomething thos would’ft fwear to be believ'd,

Swear then by fomething that thou haft not wrang’d,
K. Ricb, Now by the world ——

. *Tis full of thy foul wrongs,
S
e t difhonous’d.
LT
. y n
K. Rich. Why then,. by heav’n ——=
Rueces. Heav’n’s wrong is moft of all :

If thou didft fear to break an cath with heav’n,

The unity the King my hufband made

" ‘Thou hadft not broken, nor my brothers dy*d,

If thou hadft fear™d to break an oath with heav’n,

Th’ imperial metal, circling now thy head,

Had grac'd the tender temples of my child 5

And both the Princes had been breathing here,

‘Which now, two tender bed-fellows for dut,

Thy broken faith hath made a prey to worms.

K. Rich, By time to come.
een, That thou haft wronged in the time oer-paft s

For I my felf have many tears to wath

Hereafter time, for time paft, wrong'd by thos.

The children live, whofe fathers thou haft flaughter'd,

Ungovern'd youth, to wail it in their age,

‘The parents live, whofe children thoy haft buheht.r

Old wither'd plants, towail it in their age.® “.

‘Two deep and dead poor infants in their grave,
Harp on it ftilt fhall I, *till heart-frings break.
K. Rich. Harp not on that ftring, Madam, that is paf,
Now by my George, O,
® = to wail it 10 chelr
Swear nat by time to come, r that thou
Mifus'd ere us'd, by msm ill-us’d o'er-paft,
K. Rrch, As | intend, 8%,

Vor, Vi, ¥ K. Riche,
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K. Rich, ‘As 1 intend to profper and repent ;
So thrive T in my dangéfotis attempt
Of hoftile arms ! my felf, my felf confound ; -
Heaven and fortunt bar te happy hours ;
Day yield ote not thy light, nor night thy reft ;
Be oppofits al planéts of good luck )
To my ; if with pure heart's love,
Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts,
1 tender*not tily beatiteous Px:inbel,‘{ daughter 1
In her confifts my happinefs arid thine ;
Without her, follows to my 'felfand |thee;
Her felf, the land, and many a chriftiat; foul,
Death, defolation, tuft, and decay.
Tt cannot be avoided but by this ;
It will not be avoided but by this.
‘Therefore, dear mother, I mutt call yeu fo,
Be the attorney of my love to her ;
Plead what I will be, not what 1 have been 3
Not my deferts, but what I will deferve :
Urgetiysenecaﬂi'tymd ftate of times 3
And be not peevifh found in great defigns,
Rueen. Shall 1 be tempted of the devil thus ?
K. Rich. Ay, if the devil tempt you to do good,
Q{m;; bSha! ¢ f:tget tgf felf to bebmy felf ?
K. Rich. Ay, if your felf s remembrance wrang
Rueen. But thou didft kill my children, your iy
K. Rich.. Butin your daughter’s wonib I bury them ;
Whiere ' that neft of fpicery they fhall breed
Selves of themfelves, to your recomforture,
RQueen, Shall I go win my dughter to thy will ?-
K.'Rfcbl. And be a happy :!I‘!Oﬂ‘l;!' by thede?dz. .
Rueen. 1go, write to me fhortly. xit Quees,
K. Ri:l‘:d Be:xndher my true love’s kifs, and‘fo fareweloem
Relenting fool, and fhallow, changing weman
Ret SCENE VI, Ex:rh;hr;ﬁ'.g
. Moft mighty Soveveign, on the we coa
Rides a puiffant navy : to our fhores
ong many doubtful hollow-hearted friends,
Unarm'd, and unrefolv’d to beat them back.
*Tis thought that Richewsd is their Admiral 5
And-there they hull, expeQing but the aid ~ o Of
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©Of M‘;bu, to welcome them afhare. .
" _ K. Rich, Some light_foot riend poft tothe Duke of Morfilk,
Raschl, thy felf, or Carady ; where is he P .
Catef. Here, my good Lord, -
K. Rich. Cgsesby, fiy to the Duke, ,
ga“wﬂ , my Lord, with atl corvenieds hafle,
ich, Ratcliff, come hither, poft to Salisbury,
When thou com'8 thither —— dull onmindf villain, .
X © [0 Catethyy
‘Why fiay'#t thou here, and go'# not tp the Duke? -
Lats[, Firft, mighty Liege, tell me your Highpefs* pleafure;
‘What from your Grace I fhall deliver to hitp, -
K. Rich, O true, good Camzé.——-w him levy fait
The greatef firength and power he can make, ’
And meet me fuddenly at Salisbury, .

Catdf, 1 ga. Exit,
R4y, What, may it pleafe you, fhall I do at sam[w;ff’
"K. Ritb. Why, what would*ft thou do there beforg {go &
Rat, Your Highnefs told me Ifhould poft befogge ..
K. Rich, My mjnd is chang'd —— =~ .
" " Euter Eord Stanley, o .
S N e T T e gouithh bhearioge
'an. None , my e, topleafe youwith thie hearingy
Nor none fo bad, butwell'?;agbé're g . o
K, Rich. Heyday, ariddlc! neither good porbad s -
Why doft thon run fo many miles about, = oo
‘When thou may’#t tell thy tale the nogreft way ?
Once more, what news # :
Stan. Ricbmond i on the feas, . ’
K. Rich, There let him fink, and be the feas og him |
‘White-liver'd ryn-a-gate, what doth he there?
.Stan. 1 know not, mighty Sov’reign, but by guefs,
K. Rich, Well, a8 you guefs. -
Sean, Sic*d up by Dorfet, Buckingbam, and Morten, .
He makes for England, here ta cloim the crown, .
hiﬂ&.hmdciahmpq?mfw;ﬂwm‘u -
ing.dead ? the empire unpoffefi’d N
Whﬁ'ﬁé?om is thetepalivc, ‘but we ?
And who i England’s King, but great Vek's helr P
el me, oyt ks i ey

new

.
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Stas. Unlefs for that, ‘my Liege, I cannot guefs.’

* K. Rich, Unlefs for that he comes to be your Liege,
You cannot guefs wherefore the #elfb-man comes.
Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, Ifear.

Stan. No, mighty Liege, therefore miftruft me net,

K. Rich, Where is thy power then to beat him back ?
‘Where are thy , and thy foll ? L
Are they not now upon the weftern fhore 2
Conduéting fafe the rebels from their thips? .- - ..

Stan. No, my good Lotd, my friends are in the north.

. Rich. Cold friends to me : what do they inthe 'northy
‘When they fhould ferve their Sov'reign in the weft ?

Stan. They have not been commanded, mighty King 3
Pleafe it your Majefty to give me leave,

Tl mufter up my friends, and meet your Grace,
Where, and what time your, Majefty fhall pleafe,

K. Rich. Ay, thou would'ft fain begone, tojoin with Rick=
But T'll not truft thee, . o .. [monds

Stan. Mighty Sovereign, :

You have no caufe to hold my friendfhip doubtfal 5
1 never was, nor ever will be falfe. . L

K. Rich, Go then, and mufter men ; but leave behind

Your fon George Stanly : Jook your heart be firm,

. Or elfe his head's affurance is but frail.
Stah, So deal with him, aa I prove troetoyon! [Zaxit Stane
.. Enter.a Meffenger. .

. My gracious Sov’reign, now in Devonfire,

As I by friends am well advertifed, '

Siy E«Luld Courtney, and the haughty Prelate,

Bifhop of Exeter, his elder brother, ’

With many more confed'rates, are in arms,
* " Enter anotber Meffenger.

Bf. Tn Keat, my Liege, the Guilfords are in arms,
And every hour ffill more complices
Flock to the rebels, and their power grows firong,

: Enter anotber Meffenger.
Myf. My Lord, the army of the Duke of Backinghan—
K. Rieb: Qut on ye, owls| nothing htfoo;;f"d:ﬁ
. e
Thesg take thou that, *tH ‘thou bxmgbettu[nem- ”

'i
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The news I;have to tell eft
$ ’gxby fadden fRoods and fall oyfom T
Buckingbam's army is difpers’d and fcatter’d,
And he lnmfclf wander™d away alone,

whither,
e Oht T o thee mersy
There is my ,tpcuxethatbbwofthme.
Hath any w -advxfedfxmxlprodaxm .
Reward to him that bringa the traitor in 2
BMef. Suchtmchmanmhathbeenmade, mlm
Euter avarber My,
d;‘s:rﬂmmi.wd andLovdMarqmﬁDarf:x,
. mymm Torlg,(bmau:;\iam,
bring I to your Highnefs,
mﬂmaa;:mvyud:fz’d, b);!tempcﬁ. T e
Ricbwond in Dorfetfbire fent out a boat :
Unto the fhorey ta aff thofe on the banks,
IE they were his affiflants, yea, orno ? .
Whoanfwer’dhxm thexum:fmmSndzhg&u

rny ing them, S
Hoisd fui anduudehumfeapmiprBrdagn&
K.Rlcb. March on, maxchou,ﬁqcc\yemnpmm;
f not to fight with’ encmies, | :
Yet to beat down exebdsvhﬂﬁathmp. D

Catef. My Liege, the ane of Badu;gba: i takw. :
Tlut{thebeﬁnm; that the Earl of Richwond
Is with a mighty pow’r landed at Milford,
s colder news, but-yet it muft be told

K. Rich. Away mwr&Schﬁu% wlulewemfobhn
A rpyel battel might be wog and
Some one take arder Buckxngmhe

brought
To Sah 3 the ref} magch on with me. nJIEﬁu.'

by
5
DR "d‘

ENE VIL LodSunley's Hufe,  ~
Emr Lord Stanley, and Sir Chriftopher Urfwick, -
Stan, &err:ﬁoﬁq oenchlmndthufraqucg -
That mtheStyofthnmaﬁhhody
My fon George Stanley is frankt up in bold H
¥f I revolt, off young. George’s head 3
The feas of that ldsoﬁ’qtyrprdm aid,
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So get thee 3 commend me to thy Lord,

a.,'ao,- the‘g;en hath heartily confented

He fhould efpoufe Elimabeth her daughter,

But tell me, where is Princely. Richwond now ?
Cbri, At Pembroke, or at Hav'rford-Weft isi Wales. - .
Stan. What men of ‘pameé refort to him? - :
Chri, Sis Wakter Herbert, a renowned foldier, -

Sir Gilbert Talbot, and Sir William Stanley,

Osfird, tedoubted Pewdroke, Sir Yames Blest,

And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant crew, -

And many other of great name and wogth ¢ O ANE:

Andmudandondotheybwdtbeirrowg >

If by the way. they be not fought with: K

' Stan. Well, hic thee to thy Lord: I kifs his hand,
My letter will refolve him of my mind.
Farewel ! ' ' [ Exewnt,

8. Bt vhe Shorig, and gnck‘;nghm with
Sarissunry. Enter ¢ i, and i i
balberds led to Execution. -
Buck. WILL not King Richard let me fpeak with him?
Sbher. No, myLord, therefore be patient.
- Buick, Haflings, and E s children, Gray and Riom,
Holy King Hux, and thy fair fon Edward,
Faughban, and all that have mifcarried
underhand, mmp:era, fonl-inj?ﬂicel
phat your moody, difcontented fouls,
Do thmygtbe clouds behold this prefent hour,
Ev’n for revenge mock my dcﬁrugion !
This is A-Souls day, fellows, is it not ?
Sber. It s, my Lord, . .
Buck, Why then A%-Souls day is my body’s Doomfdsp
*Fhis is the day, which in King Edward's time
X witht might fall on me, when I was found
Falfe to his children, or his wife's allies,
“This is the day wherein I wifht to fall
By the falfe faith of him whom moft I trufted ¢
This the determin’d refpite ® of my wrongs. *
‘That high All-feer, which I dallied with,
Hiath tum'd my feigned prayer on my hesd,
_@-That is, the time 20 which the | his e
it in 'f q-guﬂhm for mp“
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| And gi¥n in eameft, what I begg’d in jet.
Thus doth he force the fwords of wicked men'
To turn their own points-on their mafters® bofoms.
'Iius Marg’ret’s corfe falls heavy on my head {
When he, quoth fhe, fhall {plit thy heart with forrow,
Remember Marg'ret was 2 pmzhetefs. :
Come, Sits, convey me to the block of thame ; L
‘Wroag hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. . °*
.  [Extumt Backingham with Officers,
SICENE IL  The Comp, near Taims A
Enter Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Herbert, ‘and otbers,
with Dram and Cobwrs. '+
Richm. Fellows in arms, and my moft loving friends
Bruis’d undemeath the yoak of tyranny, - :
gusfarintodxebowehtho:uthehnd o ’
ve we march’d on without impediment ; ot
And here recejve we from our f:'ther_Staaéy .
Lines of fair comfort and encouragement. o N
The wretched, bloody and ufarping boar, :
‘That fpoil'd your fumnier-fields, and fruitful vines,
Swill’d your warm blood like wath, ‘and made his trough
In your embowell'd bofoms ; this foul fwine
Lyes now ev’n in the centre of this Ifle,
Near to the town of Leiceffer, as we leams
From Tamewortb thither is but one day’s march.:
In God’s pame cheerly on, couragious friends,
To reap the harveft of perpetual peace,
By this one bloody tryal of fharp war.
Oxf. Ev’ry'man’s confcience is a thoufand fwords,
To fight againft that bloody homicide, !
Herb, T doubt riot but his friends will fly to us.
Blunt, He hath no friends, but who are friends for fear,
‘Which in his greateft need will fly from him.
Ricbm. All for our vantage ; then in God’s name march,
True hope is {wift, and flies with fwallow’s wings,
Kings it makes Gods, and meaner creatures Kings. [ Exe,
S CENE Il Bofworth Field. Enter King Richard.
in arms, with Notfolk, Ratcliff, and Catefby.
K. Rich, Here pitch our tents, even herein Bo, field,
Why how now, CarefBy, why look’ft thou fo fad ? :
t

0
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My heart is ten m- hshm dmmrboh
Kc‘.’{lub My ‘A;’d of wM
Nor. Here, moft gracious Li
K. Ricb. Norfolk,we muﬁhavekmcb ha, muft we not?
Nor.wemugbothguemd mnygnambod. {
K. Ricb. Upmthmywlt,hg'e ¥ lye w-night,
But where to-morrow. ?——weH, all's ane for that,
Who hath defery’d the number of the traitors 2
Nor, Six or fev'n thoufand is their utmoft power.
K. Rich. Why, our battalion trebles that aecqnt s
Befides, the King’s name/is atowe:uf frength
Which' they upon the advet(c mnt.
L o vy e vanage o th qnund'
Let us furvey the vantage of the
Call for fome men of found di
Let’s want no difcipline, make ns‘ddlh
For, Lords, to-morrow.is a,bufic
Enter Richmond, SirWilliam Brapdon, Oxford, 4 Dorfet,
Richm, ’I‘hcwenryfunhathqueagoldafet,
And by the bright tra& of his fiery ear,
Gives of a goodly day ta-morrow.
Sir William Brandan, you fhall bear my fandard &
‘The Earl of Pembroke keephu regiment 3
Good captain Blgnt,” bear my good: m‘ht to hm,
And by the fecond hour in the morning
Defire tbeFarlnofeemelpmy tent.
Yet one thing more, good. Blust, before thou M
. Where is Lord Stanléy quarter’d, doft thop know ¢
Blunt, Uplefs I have miffa’en his colours much,
(Which well 1 am affur’d ¥ haye not doac)
His regiment lics half a mile at leat
Sauth from the mighty power of the King,
* Richm. 1f without peril it be poffible,
. Sweet Blnt, make fome good means ta fpeak with him,
And give him from me this moft needful note.
Bluye, "Upen my lee, my Lo, I'll undemkc it
, Ricbw. Give me.fome ink a?l paper ; in my teat
Il draw the form and mode] of our bauel,
Limit each leader to his feveral charge,
Asd part in juft proportion ows fmall fireogth.
Lt u confult upon tw0-morrow's ‘bufinefs §
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hwurmt, the air is nwand cold.
They withdrawy into the tens,

. Enter King Richard, Ratcliff, Nogfolk, and Cateﬂ:y.

" K. Rich. Wbatutadqck? .
Catef. It's fupper time, my Lord,
" Jt’s nine a tlock.
‘ K. Rich. I will not fup to-night,
What, is my beaver eafier than it was?
And all my armour Laid into my tent ?

Catef. It n, my Liege, 'and a1l things jaré-in readinefs,

XK. Rich, Good Nurfilk, hie thee to thy charge, .
Ufe careful watch, chufe trofty centinels, ,

Nor. Igo, my Lord, '

K. Rich, Stir thh the lark m-mormw, geatle Norfoll

Nor. 1wamat you, my Lo;d. [ Exit,

K. Rich. Catefty! ..

Catef. My Lord? .

K. Rich. Send dut a pnrfumnt atarms |
‘To Stanley’s regiment ; bid him bring his pawet .
Before fun-rifing, leﬂhufonGmgefall . .

“Into the bfind cave of eterrial ni - TR
Fill me a bowl of wine — give awztch—- [Te Ratyy
Seddle white Surrey for the field to-morrow : c
Look that my ftaves be found, and not teo heuy. .
Rarcliff — oL

Rat. My Lord ?

K. Rich, Saw ftthou themelzncholylmdebnkrkndl

Rat, Thomas the Barl of Surrey, and himfelf, ~
Much about cock-fhut time, from trosp to troop «, -
‘Went through the army, cheering up the foldiers. P

K. Rich, I'm fatisfy'd ; rglve me a bowl of wine, ,

1 have not that alacrity of p
Nor cheer of niind that Iwn wont to have ——
There, fet it down. Isink and paper ready ?

Rat. Tt is, my Lord. .

K. Rich, Bid my guard watch, and leave me.
About the mid of night come to my tent,

And help to arm me. Leave me now I fay, [Exxt Rato ;
“SCENE I Richmond’s Ten,
Enter Stanley to Richmond in bis Tent,
Stan, Fortine and vi€tory fit on thy helm !

i

M |

iy ey

oor




262 King Ricuaary 11

" Ricbm. All comfort that the dark njght can pffopdl,

Be to thy perfon, noble father-in-law! -

Tell\me, mfa@ it with our Joging mother ?
Stan, 1, by attorney, blels thee fom thy spothery

‘Who prays continually for Richwend's good :

So much for that —— The filent hours fieal ca,

And flaky darkaefs breaks within the Eaft,

To brief, for f the feafon bids us be,

Prepare thy battel early in the morning,

And hy fortune to th* ; it

Of loody ffokes, andimortal flaring war

1, s I may, (that which Iwould, ¥ cannot)

‘With beft advantage will deceive the time,

Ang 3id thee in this doubtfyl fhock of arms,

But on thy fide I may not be too forward,

M%&n(feen) brother tender Gearge

Be executed in his *s fight. ’

Farcwel | thé lefore, and the fearfl tispe

ES“ﬁ:mﬁgaﬂr“ e,

of fweet dif >

Wbic?fo-hq-fmdudﬁienﬂs fhould dwell upos.

God give us leifure for thefe rites of love !

Once tiore adieu, be valiant, ‘and Tpeed well 1
Ricbm, Good Lords, conduét him to his regiments

T'll frive, with troubled thoughts, to take a nap,

Left leaden lumber poife me down to-mogrow,

&ml.&wﬂﬂﬁ?gﬁmoﬁx&m, \ -
€ more, t, kind Lords and gentlemen

O thou! whofe captain T accdunt my felf,

" Look oa my forces with a gracious ¢ye : .

Put in their hands thy bruifing irops of wrath,

That they may erufh down with a heavy fall

‘Th® efurping helmets of our Adverfaries.

Make us thy minifters of chaftifemept,

That we may praife thee in thy viftory!

To thee I do commend my"w:ﬁd!ﬁ'lligl,

E'er  let fl the windows of ming eyesz

*mwmkins,phwmm . [Stpr,

SCENE.
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SCENE 1v.
Bebeviaisi b WpHts of Richird nd Richmond : They fleeping,
Eidtér the of Prince Edward Som to Henry the Sixth.
" GboP. Lt tiéfit beavy on thy foul to-masrowl[ ToK.Rich,.
Think how thow ftab’d’ft me in the prime of youth
At Texiskfbury 3 therefore défyﬁ#’an!;‘en!e
| ™" Be cticeiful, Ricbiend; for the vronged fouls [ 7o Richan,.
. OF butcher’d Princes fight in thy behalf :
King Hemy's iffue, Ricbmond, comforts thee,
. et the Ghoft of Henry the Sixth,
Gbaff. Whetr Twas mortal, inf ancinted body[To K., Rich,
By thiée Wis punched ful) of deadly holes ; .
Think on the Towwr, aid mé ; defpalf, and die]
Bt AR (7,
irtuoys y ‘conqueror. o Ri
Moy, thit y*d theu fhould'®t be King,
Doth comfort thee in fleep 3 live thou and flourifh |
Enter 15é Gboff of Clarence. )
Gboft. Let die fit heavy an'thy foul to-motzow !
| ¥ thit was wath’d to death in fulfom wine, [To X, Richs
| Poot Clarenct, by thy guile betray’d to deaths
| To-marrow in the battel think on me,
And fall thy edgelefs fword ; defpair and e 1
Thou off-fpring of the houfe of Lancafler, [ToRichm,
The wronged heirs of York do ynyforthe;&l .
Good angel guard thy battel! live and flourith !
Enter thé Ghofls of Rivers, Gray, and Vaughan,

Rivers, that dy'd at Pomfrét ; defpair, and die!
Gray, Think uponGray, and let thy foul defpair, | ToKo Rich,
Paxgh. Thinﬁo:ponr , and with guilty fear

Yeet fall thy launce | Richard, defpair and die! [To K. Richs'
All., Awake, and think our wrongs in Richard’s bofom

Will conquer him. Awake, and win the day | [7oRichm,

Eitter the Gboft of Lard Haftings, .

Gheff, Bloody and guilty, guiltily awake; [ o K. Rich,

A 1 3 bloody batte] end thy days:
| Thiok on Lord Haflings ; md’ddrair and die! .
| Quiet, untroubled foul, awake, awake. ﬁlz%kiebm.
A 54t a0d cooquer for it EplendsBlel

'
' ’

Riv, Let me'6it heavy on thy fou] to-morrow, [ 7s K. Rich, _
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" Enter the Gbafis of . the. tspo young Princes.

Gbofts, Dream on thy coufins fmothes’d in the Tovvers _
Lt us be lead within thy bofom, Richerd, [T0 K. Rich.
And weigh thee down to ruin, thame,’ and death!

Thy Nephews fouls bid thee defpiir and die. _

Sleep; Richmond, Oeep in.peace, and wake injoy. =
Good angels guard thee from the boar’s annoy | [70 Richait, ©
Live, and beget a happy race of Kings.
Eduward’s unhappy fons do bid thee flourith,

Enter the Gboff of Anoe bis wife. )

Gbofl, Richard, thy wifé;) thiat wretched Aane dz: wife,
That never flept a quiet hour with thee, [Te X, Rich. .
Now fills thy fleep with perturbations: - S~
To-morrow in the Battel think on me, oot
And fall thy edgelefs fword 1 defpair and die ! Lt

“"Thou quiet foul, fieep thou a quiet fieeps {76 Richema
Dream of, fucces and happy viltory, ' .
Thy adverfary's wife doth pray for thee, ’

. Enter the Ghoft" of Buckinghami,

Ghofd, The firft was I that helpd thee to the crown ¢
Phe laft was I that felt thy tyranny. [Te K. Rich,
O, in the battel think on Buckisgham,-

And die in terror of thy guiltinefs! . .
Dream on, dream on, of bloody deeds and death ;
Fuinting defpair, defpairing yield thy breath! -

I dy’d forfoke, * ere I could lend thee aid ; [7b Richm.,
But cheer thy heart, and be thou not difmay’d s
God 3nd good angels fight on Rickmond’s fide,

And Richard fall in height of all his pride! o
gﬁt Gbofts wanifb. K, Rich, flarts out of bis dream,”

K. Rich. Give me another horfe -~ bind up my wounds,
Have mercy, efu —— foft, I did but dream. I
O coward confcience! how doft thou affiit me! -

The lights bum blue- is it not dead midnight ?
Cold fearful drops ftand on my trembling flefh,
What ? do  fear my feIf? there’s nooe elfe by 3 4
".This, as appears from hiftory, was the cafe of the Duke
inghams that beln§ ftopt wn{his army upon the banks of
g o pren ik b Emea- o o ety
e of Pay, :iabwu& themfalves and fied,

s

F

o
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Ts there a murth’rer here? no ; yes, Iam.-f
. My confcience hath a thoufand fev’ral tongues,
Andcvrytonguebnnpmnfevnltale, .
And ev'ry tale condemns me for a villain,

- Perjury, perjury in high’®t degree,

Murther, ftern murther in the dir’ft degree,
Allfevenlﬁmallus’dmeachdcgree

Andlfldle, nofoulw:llplt me, ® )
Methought, the fouls of all that I'had murther’d
* Came to my tent, and every one did threat

To-monawcvengemeeonthehudof&cbaﬂ.

Rat, MyLord!
K. Bub Who’s there ?
Rot./ Rateliff, my Lord. ‘Thy early vnlhge-aock .

Hath twice done falutation to the morn ;
Your friends are up, and buckle on theu' armour,

K. Rich, Rac}?f, I fear, I fear ——

Rat. Nay, good my Lord, be not afraid of fhadows,

K, Rich. By the Apoftle Pmd fhadows to-night *
Have ftruck: more térror to the foul of thbard
Than can the fobft of ten thoufand fok
Armed in proof, and led by {hallow Ricbmond.
It is not yet near day. Come, go with me,
Under our tents ; I'll play the eaves-dropper,
To hear if any mean to fhrink from me,

[Exeunt K. Richard ard Ratclift,

, - = Noj
. ﬂy---w 'mmm felf?puuufon, why?
: Mlmenfo‘ Imim’y{elfonmy
1 love ny felf. Whereforet founy ood
a :L.&" have done unto J
; 1 rather hate my felf,
) l'u hw deeds commimd y my felf.

l lm [y vluain, ’
l fpﬂk 'ell-»-Pml do not flatter,

Ney, v ” ""a eyt & tha iy lf
nce m
in my lr plty t; my felf. Y
of, &%,
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"SCENE V. .
Enter the Lsrds .to Richmond fitring in bis Tent,

Lord:. Good mofrow, Rickmend! | o

Ricbm. 1 cry your mercy, Lords watchfiy} gentlemen,
That you have ta’en 3 tardy fluggard here. o

Lords, How have you flept, my Lord?

Ricbm, The fweetett fleep and faireft boading dreama,
*That ever enter’d in a Jrowfie head, ) R
Have I fince your departure had, my Lords, .
Methought their fouls whofe bodies Richard mutther’dy;
Came to my tent, and cried out, Victoryl &

1 promife yon my heart is very jocund,
0 the remembrance of fo fair a dream.
How far into the moming is it, Lords ?

Lords, Upon the ftroak of fone, -

Richw. Why then ’tis time to arm and give diretion,
More than I have f3id, loviog countrymen,

*The leifure and enforcement of the time
Forbids to twell on; yet remember this,”

. God and our good caufe fight upon our fide,

v

“The pray'ss of holy faints, and wronged fouls,,
Like high-rear'd bulwarks ftand before our faces,
Richard except, thofec whom we fight againft
¥ad rather have us win, than him they follow.
For what is he they follow? truly, gentlemen,
A bloody tyrant, and a homicide :

One rais'd in blood, and one in blood eftablith’d
One that made means to come by what he bath,
And flaughter"d thofe that were the means to help him,
‘A bafe foul flone, made precious by the foil

Of Englasd’s chair, where he is falfely feta
One that hath ever been Gods enemy §

“Then if you fight againft Gud’s enemy,

God will in juftice ward you-as his foldiers.

If you do fweat to put a tyrant down,

You’ll fleep in peace, the tyrant being flains

If you do fight ngaiz.ﬁnyour country’s foes,

Your country’s fat pay- your pains the hire:
If you do fight in fafeguard of your wives,
Yous.wives fhall welcome home the conquerore.,
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If you do free your children from the fword, -
Your children’s children quit it it your age. )
Then in the name of God and all thefe rights,
Advance your ftandards, draw your willing fiw
For. me, the fanfom of my bold attempt
Bhafl be thiis cold corps on the earth's cold face s
But if Ithirive; the gain of my attempt ~—
The leat of you fall fhare his part thereof. ,
Sound, drunis,and trumpets, boldly, chearfullys
God, and Sait George! Ricbmond, ‘and viCtoryl.
S CE NEB/ VI | ' [
Enter Kidg Richard, Ratcliff, and Catelby, R
K. Rich, What faid Nortbumberland, as touching Riche
Rat, That he was never trained up in arms. mond 8
K. Rich, He faid the truth; and what faid Sxrey thea §
Rat, ¥ fmil'd and faid, the better for our purpofe,
_ K. Rich, He was i’ th’ right, aod foitdesd itis, -,
Tell the clock there — give me a Kalendar, [Clock Arijes,
‘Who faw the fun to-day ? R
Rat, Not I, myLodd. ' " " 7'
K. Rich, Then he difdains to fhine 5 for by the boole, -
He fhould have brav’d the eaft an hour ago —
A black day it will be to fome body,  Ratcliff
Rat, My Lord? T
K. Rich, The fun will not be feen to-day §
“The fky doth frown and lowre upon our army == N
T would thefe dewy tears were from the ground = ]
Not thine to-day ? why, what is that to me
More to Richmond ? for the felf-fame heav’a
That on me, looks fadly upon him.
Enter Notfolk. )
Nor, Arm, arm, my Lord, the fo¢ vatnts in the ficld,
K. Rich, €orhe, buitle, buftle — caparifon my horfe,
Call up Lord Stanley, bid him bring his power 3
I will lead forth my foldiers to the plain,
And 'thus my battel fhall be ordered.
My foreward battel fhall be drawn ia length,,
Confifting equally of horfe and foot :.
Our arthers fhall be placed in the midft 3
Jobs Dakes, of Norfolk, ‘Tbomil, Earl of Swurrey, ahal
. ‘ . -
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Shall have the leading of the foot and horfe.
‘They thus diretted, we our felf will follow
In the main battel, which on either fide
Shall be well winged with our chiefeft horfe
‘This and St, Gesrge to boot. What thipk'# thou, Nerfolk #
Nor. A E:,Od diretion, warlike Sovereign.
This paper found I on my tent this moming. [ Giving s .
;ocky of Norfolk, be not fo bold, .
or Dickon tby mafier is bt and fold,
K. Rich. A thing devifed by the enemy.
Go, gentlemen, -go each map| to his|charge.) .
Let not our babling dreams affright our fouls §
Confcience is but'a word that cowards ufe, i
Devis'd at firft to keep the ftrong in awe, .
Our flrong armis be our confcience, fwords our laws
March on, join bravely, let us to’t pell mell,
Jf not to heav’n, then hard in hand to hell,
‘Whit fhall I fay more than I have inferr’d 2
Remember whom you are to cope withal,
A fort of vagabonds, rafoels, run-aways,
A fcum of Britons, and Pafe lackey-peafants, .
‘Whom their o’er-cloyed country vomits forth
To defperate adventures and deftrution,
You ﬁeeging fafe, tll;? bring you to upreft: .
'You having lands, dnd bleft with beauteous wives,
They would diftrain the one, diftain the other,
And who doth lead them but a paltry fellow,
Long kept in Bretagne at his mother’s coft ?
A milk-fop, one that never in his life
Felt fo much cold, as over fhoes in fnow.
Let’s whip thefe firagglers oer the feas again,
Lafh hence thefe over-weening rags of France,
“Thefe famith’d beggars, weary of their lives §
Who, but for dreaming on this fond exploit,
For want of means, poor rats; had hang’d themfelves.
If we be conquer’d, let men conquer us,
And not thofe baftard- Britons, whom our fathers
Have in their own land beaten, bobb’d and thump'd,
And on record Jeft them the heirs of thame. ’
8hall thefe enjoy Gur lands ? lye with our wives ?
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Ravith our daughters? — hask, I hear their drom., .
- . . [Dram afer off.
Fight, gentlemen of England ;. fight, bold yeomenl
w, anchers, daw. your arrows to the héad : -
Spur your preud horfes hard, and ride in blood 3
Amaze the welkin with your broken ftaves |
’ Enter a Miffenger.
‘What fays Lord Stanley, will he bring his power ?
Mz, My hord, be doth deny to come,
K. Rich. Off inftantly with his'fon George's beads
Nor, My Lord, the enemy is paft the marfh ;
After the battel let George Stanley die,
K. Rich, A thoufa;:l'ium arg great within my bofomns’
Advance our ftandards, fet upon ¢ur foes §
Our ancient word of courage, fair Saint Gearge,
Infpire us with the fpleen of fiery dragoms |
Upon them | Viftory fits on our helms, Eveunt, -
SCENE VIL Aarum. Excurfions, Enter Catefhy,
Catef. Refeue, my Lord of Norfolk, refcue, refevet -
“The King enats more wonders than a man,

Daring, an oppofite to every danger
His horfe és flam, and all on foot he fights,
Seeking for Ricbmond in the throas of death, .
Refcue, fair Lord, or elfe the day is loft,
Alarsm, Enter King Richard, .
K. Rith. A horfe)! a horfe | my kingdom for a horfe !
Cm{' Withdraw, my Lard, I’ll help you to a borfe, *
K. Ricb. Slave, I have fet roy life upoa a caft, )
And I will fland the hazard of the die : ’
X think there be fix Ricbwonds in the field, .
Five bave I flain-to-day inflead of him. )
Ahorfel ahorfe! my kingdom fora horfe!  [Exaunt,,
Alarwms, Enter King Richard and Richmond 5 they
Regreat, and rb.f%" édmd G J'na Stanlgy bea
eat, and Flowrifb, Enter ¢ ring .
* > the Crown, with divers otber Lords, -
Rickm, God and your arms be prais’d, viCosious friends {
‘The day is ours, the bloody dog is dead,
Stan, Couragious Rickmond, well haft thoy acquitheqs
Lo, bere thefs long ufurped rzo'ylltie, e .
3 .

From
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From the déad temples of this bloody wretch
Have I pluckt off, to grace thy brows withal,
Wear it, enjoy it, and make ufe of it,
Ricbm. Great God of heaven, fay Amen to all!
But tell me firft, is young George Stanley living ?
Stan, Heis, my Lord, and fafe in Leicefler ¢own 3
Whither, .if you fo pleafe, we may withdraw us.
Richm. t men of note are flain on cither fide ?
Stan. Yobn Duke of No;’,‘;oll', Walter the Lord Ferris,
Sir Robert Brakerbury, Sir William Brandon,
Ricbm. Interr their bodies a8 becomeg their births.
Proclaim a pardon to the foldiers fled, ’
That in fubmiffion will return to us.
And then, as we have ta’en the facrament,
‘We will .unite the 'White Rofe and the Red.
Smile heav’n upon this fair conjusétion, o
"That long hath frown’d upon their enmity!
‘What traitor hears me, and fays not Amen ?
Englind hith long been mad, and fears’d her felf §
“The brother blindly fhed the brother’s blood,
The father rafhly {laoghter'd bis own fon,
The fons, compell’d, been butchers to the fire: ®
O now let Ricbmond and Elizabeth, :
The true facceeders of each royal houfe,
By-God's fair ordinance conjoin together!
And let their helrs (God, if thy will be fo)
Enorich the time to come with fmooth-fac’d peace,
‘With fmiling plenty, and fair profp’rous days !
Abate the edge of traitors, gracious Lord,
*That would reduce thefe bloody days again,
And make poor England weep in fireams of blood !
Yet them not live to tafte this land’s encreafe,
That would with treafon wound this fair land"s peace !
Now civil wounds are ftopp’d, peace lives agen ¢
* Phat the may Joog live here, God fay, Amen! [Exesst,

@ -o-- butchers to the fire s
g T e
Piv ir 2
O now lew O
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ACT I S C ENE L
An. Ansichamber in-the Palace,
zwrbM,ﬁNuﬁuamm: at the otber the Duks’
of , and tbe Lord Abergavenny.
Buck, OODmmw,md%ll met. How have ye dong
Since latt wefaw y* in France?
Nor, I thank ydur Grace .
Healthful, and ever fince a frefh admirep -
Of what 1faw there, :
Buck. An untimely ague
Staid me a prifoner in my-chamber, when
Thofe fins of glory thofe two lights of men,
Metin the vale of Arde,
Nor. *Twixt-Guynes and Arde :
1 was then prefent, faw "em falute on horfe-back,
Beheld them when they lighted, how they clung
In their embracement, as they grew together ;
Which had they, what four thron’d ones could lunmh
Sacha cnqmn‘ed one? Buch
$ERy

4
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Buck, All the whole time
T was my chamber’s prifoner.
Nor. Then you loft
* *The view of earthly glory : men might fay
*Tll this time pomp was fingle, but now marry’d
To one sbove it felf. Each following

Shone down the Englifs 5 and to-morrow they
- Made Britain, India: ¢very man that flood,
Shew’d like a mine. Their' dwarfith'pages were
As Cherubins, all gilt ; the Madams too,
Notn;;tmwﬂ.ﬁdmgatmm
‘The pride upon , that their labour
W to them as a painting, Nmmmdk
‘Was cry’d incomparable 3 and th’ enfuing night
Made it a fool and beggar. The two Kings _

Still him in praife ; and being prefent both,
*Twas faid faw but one, and no difcerner °
Durft wag his tongue in cenfure, When thefe funs,
(For fo they phrafe *em) by their heralds, challeng’d
The noble fpirits to arms, they did perform
Beyond thought’s compafs, that old fabulous flory
(Being now feen le enough) got credit
That ® Bevis was believ'd,

Buck, Oh, you go far.

Nor. As I belong'to worthip, and affec
In honour, honefty ; the tra& of ev'ry thing
‘Would by a good difcourfer lofe fome life,
‘Which altion's felf was tongue to.  All was royal 3
To the difpofing of it nought rebell’d,
Order gave each thing view. The office did
Diftinétly his full funtion,

Buck, Who did guide,
T mean who fet the body and the limbs
Of this great fport together, as you guefs ?
' ® Theold romantic legend of Bevis of Sushampn, Nor.
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" Nor. One fure, that promifes no * element
1In fuch a biifineGs,
Buck, Pray you, who, my Lord?
Nor. Al this was order’d by the good difcretion
i Of the right rev’rend Cardinal of York.
| Back, The devil fpeed him ! no man’s pye is freed
From his ambitious finger. 'What had he
To do in thefe fierce vanities ? I wonder
' ‘That fuch a ketch can with his very bulk
| Take up the rays o’ th’ beneficial funy
. And keep it from the earth,
" Ner. Yet furcly, Sir,
There’s in him fuff that puts him to thefe ends,
For bang not propt by anceftry, whofe grace
Chalks fucceffors their way 3 nor call’d upon
For high feats done to th’ crown ; neither ally’d
To eminent affiftants ; but fpider-like
Out of his fe.lf-dnwn web; this gives us note,
The force of his own merit makes his way,
A gift that heavep gives, which for bim buys
A place next to the King,
- Aber. 1 cannot tell
What heav’n hath giv’a him ; et fome graver eye
Pierce into that : but I can fee his pride
Peep through each of him ; whence has hé that ?
If not from hell, the devil is a mgprd
‘Or has giv'n all befote, and he begins
new hell in himfelf.
Buck. But why the devil,
Upon this French gomg out, took he upon him,
Without the privity o* th’ King, t’appoint -
Who thould attend him ? He makes up the file '
Of all the gentry ; for the moft part fuch
On whom as great a charge as little honour
He meant to lay : And his own letter only
(The honourable board of council out)
Mautt fetch in him he § papers.

QNomd:wu:orlnfmmq
c:m 2 wrb 3 His own letter, by his own fingle suthority
nm!vm thz:ommemofth e Council, mug fetch in Him

Vor.. Wﬂ dowae Aa Lber,
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* Aber, 1do know
Kinfmen of mine, three at the Jeaft, that have
By this fo ficken'd their eftates, that never
They fhall abound as formerly.
Buck. O, many
Have broke their backs with laying mannors on *em
For this great journey. What did this great vanity
But minifter communication of
A moft poor iffue ?
Nor, Grievingly I think,
The peace between the Frenchand s not yaloes
‘The coft that did conclude it.
Buck. Every man,
After the hideous ftorm that follow’d, was
A thing infpir’d; and not confulting, broke
Into a gen’ral prophefie, that this tempeft,
Dathing the garment of this peace, aboaded
‘The fudden breach on’t.
Nor. Whith is budded out:
For T rance hath flaw’d the league, and hath attach’d
Our merchants goods at Bourdeaux, :
Aber. Is it therefore
‘Th’ ambaffador is filenc’d ?
Nor, Marry is’t.
Aber. A proper title of a peace, and purchas’d
At a fuperfluous rate !
Buck. Why, all this bufinefs
Our rov'rend Cardinal camied, -
Nor. Like’t your Grace,
The ftate takes notice of the private difference
Betwixt you'tind the Cardinal, I advife you
(And take it from a heart that wifhes you
Honour and plenteous fafety) that you read
‘The Cardinal’s malice and his potency
‘Together : to confider further, that
‘What his high hatred would effe@, wants not
A minifter in his pow’r. You know his nature,
That he’s revengeful ; and I know his fword
Hath a fharp edgt : it’s long, and’t may be Gid,
¥ reaches far 5 and where "twill not extend,
This

- Y
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Thither he dartsit. Bofom up my counfel,

You’ll find it wholfome. Lo, where comes that rock

‘That I advife your thunning, '

SCENE II,

Enter Cardinal Wolley, the purfe born before bim, certain of
she guard, and two Secrctaries with papers; the Car-
ij in bis paffage fixeth bis eye on Buckirgham, and
Buckingham on bim, botb full of difdain,

#ol. The Duke of Buckingbam’s furveyor ? ha p

Where’s his examination ?

Secr. Here, fo pleafe you,
Wol, Is he in perfon ready ?
Secr, Ay, an’t pleafe

Your Grace.

Wol. Ttis well, we thall then koow more,

And Buckingbam thall leflen this big look.

[Exeunt Cardinal and bis train,
Buck. This butcher’s cur is venom-month’d, and I

#ave not the pow’r to muzzle him, therefore beft

Not wake him in his lumber, A beggar’s book

Qut-worths a Noble’s blood,

Nor. What, are you chaf’d ?
Afk God for temp’rance, that’s th’ appliance only
Which your difeafe requires,

Bucks I1ead in’s looks

Matter againft me, and his eye revil’d

Me as bis abjeét. objet ; at this inftant

He bores me with fome trick, he’s gane to th’ King :

T'll follow and out-ftare him,

Nor. Stay, my Lord,

And Jet your reafon with your choler queftion

What tis yougo about. To climb ftecp hills

Requires flow pace: at firft.  Anger is like

A full-hot horfe, who being allow’d his way,

Self-mettle tires bim : not a man in England

Can advife me, like you: be to your felf

As you would to your friend. )
Buck. T'll to the King, ~

And from a mouth of honour quite cry down

"Fhis Jpfwic-fellow’s infolence, or proclaim

. Aaz2 There
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There’s diff "rence in no perfons.
Nor. Be advis'd ; )
Heat not a furnace for your foe fo hot
That it do finge your felf. We may out-run
By violent fwiftnefs, that which we run at ;
And lofe by over-running : know you not,
‘The fire that mounts the liquor *ll’t run o’r,
In feeming to augment it, waftes it ? be
Advis’d I fay again, theye is no Englifb
Soul fironger to diret you than your felf,
f  with the fap of reafon'yéu'would quench,)
Or but allay the fire of pafficn.
Buck. Sir, . .
I’'m thankful to you, and I'll go along
By your prefcription ; but this top-proud fellow,
‘Whom from the flow of gall I name not, but
From fincere motions, by intelligence
And proofs as clear as founts in Fuly when -
We fee each grain of gravel, Ido know
‘To be corrupt and treafonous.
- Nor. Say not, treafonous.
Buck, To th* King I'll fay’t, and make my vouch as firong
As fhore of rock —— agtend,  This holy fox,
Or wolf, or both (for he' is equal rav’nous
As he is fubtle, and as prone to mifchief
As able to perform®t) his mind and place
Infefting one another, yea, reciprocally 3
Only to thew his ponip, as well' in France
As hete at home, fuggefts the King our maffer
To this laft coftly treaty, th’ enterview,
‘That fwallow’d fo much.treafure, and like a glafs
Did bresk i’ th’ rinfing.
Nor, *Faith, and fo it did. .
Buck. Pray give me favour, Sir, — this conning Candinal
The articles o’ th® combination drew :
As himfelf pleas’d ; and they were ratify'd
As he cry’d, let it be— to a8 much end, .
As give a cratch to th’ dead.  But our Court-Carginal -
Has done this, and *tis well — for worthy Walfey,
Who cannot err, he did it, Now this ¥onom,
: : >
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(Which, as Itake it, isa kind of puppy
To th’ old dam, treafon) Cbarls the El:npemr,
Under pretence to fee the Queen his aunt,
i (For “twas indeed his colour, but he came
To whifper #olfey) here makes vifitation :
His fears were,. that the enterview betwixt
England and France might through their amity
Breed him fome prejudice ; for from this league
Peep’d harms that menac’d him., \ He/privily
Deals with our Cardina), and as I trow,
Which I do well — for I am fure th’ Emperor
Paid ere he promis’d, whereby his fuit was granted
Ere it wasalk’d. But when the way was made,
And pav’d with gold ; the Emp’ror thus defir’d,
That he would pleafe to alter the King’s courfe,
And break the forefaid peace. Let the King know,
(As foon he fhall by me) that thus the Cardinal
Docs buy and fell his honour as he pleafes,
And for his own advantage,
Nor, 1am forry .
To hear this of him ; and could with you were
Something miftaken in't.
1 dfuk. o, mhti:; fyll::ale: .
pronounce in that very fHape
He fhall appear in proof.
SCENE IIL ,
Ester Brandon, g Serjeast at prms before bim, and Mwo or
three of the Guard,
Brgp. Your office, Serjeant ; execute it,
Serj. Sir, .
gx Lord the Duke of Buckingbam, and Earl
H"({:'ed’ Stafford, and Nortbampton, 1
Arreft of high treafon, in the name
Of our moft Sov’reign King,
Buck. Lo you, my Lord,
The net has fall’n upon me 3 Ifhall perith
Under device and praltice.
,-Bran, 1am forry
‘To fée you ta’en from liberty, to look on
* The bofinef prefent, *Tis his Highnel’ pleafive

Aa g . &*
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You fhall to th* Tower,
Buck. It wiil help me nothing
To plead mine innocence ; for that dye is on me,
Which makes my whit'st part black. The will of heav’n

" Be done in this ahd all things ! I obey,

O my Lord Aberga*nny, fare ye welll
Bran. Nay, he muft bear you company, ‘The King

1s pleas’d you fhall to th’ Teawer, ’till you kaow

How he determines further,

Aber. As the Duke faid, )

The will of heay’n be donej\aiid the King's pleafore

By me obey’d !

Bran. Here is a warrant from ;
The King, ¢ attach Lord Montague and the bodies
Of the Duke’s confeffor, Fobn de la Car,

One Gilbert Peck, his chancellor,

Buck. 8o, fo;

Thefe are the limbs o’ th® plot : no moze, I hope ?
Bras. A monk o’ th’ Chartreux, '
Buck. Nicbolas Hophins 2
Bran, He. * .o
Puck, My furveyor is falfe, the o’er-great Cardinal

" Hath fhew’d him gold ; my life is fpann™d already

1 am the thadow of poor Bu:h’:fbau,
Whofe figure ev’n this inftant cloud puts on,
By dark’ning my clear fon. My Lord, farewel! [Excant.
com SEC Eg E IV, k‘IZ,e Cowcil-Cbc;?tr. .
et; Enter King Henry, leaning on the inal’s fboxl-
_ :Zc ; tbcfl};:bl::;nd sir 'rho;.a. Lovell; tbe, Cardinal
es bimfelf under the King's faet, on bis right fide.

King. My life itfelf, and the bet heart of it,
Thmksifouforthitputure: I flood i* th® Jevel
Of a full-charg’d confed’racy, and give thanks
To you that choak’d it. Let be call’d before us

_That gentleman of Buckingbam’s in perfon j

T'11 hear him kis confeffions juitifie,
And point by point the treafons of his mafter
2(: ﬂ?ll agaibn relate, 2
noife, with crying, Room for the Quesn. Upber’d by the
Dike of Noshlk, Enter ibs Qaecs, N ‘ud’,Snf-‘
, - folk 3
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folk ; kneels, Tbe King rifesh from bis Page, takes
ber xp,ﬁ;ﬂis and placeth b:r‘ by {tl.f d
%«ug. Nay, we muft loiger kneel 3 T am a fuitor,

ng. Arife, and take. place by us ; half your fuit
Never name to us ; you have half ovr powers
The other moiety ere you afk is given 3
Repeat your will and take it
Queen. Thank your Majefty.
That you would Icve your felf, and in that Jove .
Not unconfider’d leave your bononr oot |+
‘The dignity of your office, is the point .
O g Loty mine, proced,
3 mine,
vox. Tom follicited, pot by a few,
And thofe of true oondmon, tlnt your fubjefts
Are in great gucmsee. There have been
Sent down among *ern, which have flaw’d the heut
Of all their loyalties; wherein although,  [72 Wolfey.
3? Lord Cazdinal, they vent reproaches .
ttetly on you as putter on
Of thefe exaftions, yet the King our mafler
{Whofe honour heav'n fhield from foil) efcapes nat
Th&gzge :fm;nmlmly $ yea, fuch which breaks
es , and almoft ap,
In loud ebellion: pees
Nor. Not almoﬂf“ appemd:ef
It doth appear e hntmu,
‘The clothiers aill no?::lc to maintain
Themanyhothem *longing, have put off
‘The fpinflers, carders, fullers, we-ven, who
Unfit for other life, compell’d by hunger .
And lack of other means, in defp’rate manner
Daring th’ event to th teeth, are all in uproar,
And danger ferves among them.
King. How! taxation ?
Wherein ? and what taxation ? my Lord Cardinal,
You that are blam’d for it alike with us,
Know you of this taxation ?
Wol. Pleafe you, Sir,
1 know but of a fingle part in ought Per
(4<]
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Pegtains to th® flate, and frant but in that file
‘Where others tell fieps with me.
Queen, No, my Lord,
¥ou know no more than others: but you frame
Things that ate known alike, which are not wholfome
To thofe which would not know them, and yet muft
Perforce be thejr acquaintance. Thefe exations
Whereof my Sov'reign would have note) they are
peftilent to th® hearing ; and to bear *em,
The back is facrifice to th® load 3 /they fay;
‘They are devis’d by you, or elfe you fuffer
‘Too hard an exclamation,
King. Still exatiog |
‘The nature of it, in what kind let's know
Is this exation ?
Rueen. 1 am much too vent’rous
In tempting of your patience, but am bolden'd
Under your promis’d pardon. The fubjeéts grief
Comes through commiffions, which ¢compel from each
‘The fixth part of his fubftance, to be Jevy’d
‘Without delay ;" and the pretence for this
Is nam’d your wars in France, ‘This makes bold mouths H
‘Tongues {pit their duties ont, and cold hearts freeze
Allegiance in them 3 All their curfes now
Live where their pray’rs did ; and it’s come to pafs,
‘That traftable obedience is a flave
To each incenfed will. T would your Highnefs
Would give it quick confideration, for
There is no primer bufinefs.
King, By oy life,
This is againft our pleafure,
Wol, And for me, .
X have no further gone in this, than by
A fingle voice, and that not paft me but
B{ learned approbation of the Judges.
If I'm traduc’d by tongues, which neither know
My faculties nor perfon, yet will be
The chronicles of my doing ; let me fay,
*Tis but the fate of place, and the rough brake
That virtue myft go through : we muft pot fiat o
. L )
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neceﬂ'arya&wm,mthefar
‘To cope malicious cenfurers ; which ever,
As rav’nous fithes, do a veflel follow
That is new trimm’d ; bot benefit no further
Than vainly longing, Wlmweoﬁdobeﬁ,
By fick interpreters, or weak ones, is
Not ours, or not allow’d : what worft, as oft
Hitting 2 groffer quality, is cry’d vp
For our beft at : if we fland fiill, in fear .
Ourmotwnwﬂ.lbemock'dotnrped at,
‘We fhould take root here where we fic ;' or it
State-ftatues only.
King. Thmgnhatmdouewell,

And with a care, exempt themfelves from fear 3
Things done without example, in their ifflue
Are to be fear’d. Have you a precedent
Ofthueommﬂion?lbe{:v‘e not any,
‘We maft not rend mrfubje&sﬁom our laws,
And ftick them in our will, Sixth part of each!
A trembling contribution { —— why, we take
meev tree, lop, bark, and part o’ th’ timber ;

&we leave: lththuoot, thus hackt
Themwdldnnkthefap. To ev’ry county
‘Where this is queftion®d, fend our letters, with
Free onmeu:hmndmhuduy’d
The force of this commiffion ; pray look to’t,
lpnutmyonrme. :

Wol, A word with you . [To the Sxretary,

Mtherebelcmnwntﬁo:'ryﬁm
Of the King’s grace and pardon : The griev’d commons
Hardly eowmeofme,letxtbemn’d,
Thtthm;howmtueeﬁim
Andpudonooma;lﬂullamnadufeyw

, Further in the proceeding. ' [Exit Secresary,

SCENE V. ZaurSwgor
Queen. I'm forry that the Duke of Buckingbom

" Isrun in your difpleafure,

King. It grieves many ;
'l'hegnﬂcmnlam’,tmoﬁmefpaha
To nature nane more bound ; hmnmm;ﬁch, ' .
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That he may furnifh and inftrat great teachers,
And never feek for aid out of himfelf, ’
et fee, when noble benefits fhall prove
Not well difpos’d, the mind growing once corrupt,
‘They turn to vicious forms, ten times more
“Than ever they were fair. This man fo *complifh’d,
Who was enroll’d *mongft wonders, and when we,
Almoft with lift°ping ravifh’d, could pot fisd
His hout of fpeech, a minute; he, my Lady,
Hath into monftrous habits put thie graces
That once were his, and 1s become as black
As if befmear’d in hell, Sit, you thall hear,
“This was his geotleman in truft, of him
“Things to firike honour fad. Bid him recount
“Fo-fore-recited praflices, whereof
‘We cannot feel too little, hear too much.

Woel, Stand forth, and with bold fpirit relate, what yos,
Moft likea careful fobject, have colle@ted
Ot of the Duke of Buckingbam,

King, Speak frecly.

Swro. Firft, it was ufpal with him, ev’ry day
1t would infe@ his fpeech, that if the King
Should witheut iffue die, he'd carry’t fo
Tomake the fcepter bis. Thefe very words
Pve heard him utter to his fon-jn-law,
Lord Aberganny, to whom by oath he menac’d
Rﬂey xpon the Cardinal,

ol Pleafe you, note
His dangerous conception in this poiat :
Not friended by his with, to your high perfon
His will is moft maligoant, and it ftrctches
Beyond you to your friends,

. Queen. My learn’d Lord Cardinal,
Deliver all with charity, - -

King, Speak on ; -
How grounded he his title to the crown
Upon our fail ? to this point haft thou heard bim
Ats any ug: fpeak b:c:u‘ht ?

wro. He was broyght fo this

By a vain prophefie of Nicolas Hophins,
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King. Wlnt was that Hophins #

Surv, Sir, a Chartresx Friar,

His confeffor, who fed him ev’ry minute
‘With words of Sov’reignty.

King. How know'ft thou this ?

Ssrv, Not long before your Highnefs fped to Francs,
The Duke being at the Rofe, within the parith
St, Lawrence Poultney, did of me demand
What was dé:e fp;;hb among the Iladam
Concerning journey ? I reply’d,
Menbr‘dthel‘rmtbwwldmepep{xiﬂma
To the King’s danger : prefently the Duke
Said, ’twas the fear indeed, and!hathedoubtel
"l‘wonldpmvethevmtyofeetmnm
Spoke by a holy Monk, that oft, fays he,

Hath fent to me, mﬂ:m;memyermxt
;nbndcl‘car my chaplain, a choice hour
from him a matter of fome moment 3
Who (after under the confeflion’s feal
He folemnly had fworn, that what he fpoke
My chaplain to no creature living but
‘To me fhould utter) with confidence demure
Thus paufingly enfu’d ; Neither the King, nor’s heirs
(Tell you the Duke) ﬂull profper ; bid him ftrive
Togun thel;ve;’g-'mmomlty,
vern En;
go . I 1 Enow you well,
You ‘were the Duke's furveyor,, and loft your office
On the complaint 0” th® tenants 5 take good heed
You charge not in lywr fpleen a noble perfon,

-Andfpollyomnob foul;lfaytakehud,
Yes, heartily I befeech you:

King, Let him on.
Go forward.

Surv. On my foul, I'll fpeak but truth.
T told my Lord the Duke, by th* devil’s illufions
‘The Monk mighe be deceiv’d, and that "twas dang’rous
For him to ruminate on thls, until
It forg’d him fome defign, (which, being believ'd,
X was mych like to do) he mfvm‘d.. Tuth,
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It can do me no damage : adding further,
That had the King in his la#t ficknefs fail'd,
The Cardinal’s and Sit Thomas Lovell’s heads
Should have goae off. :
King. Ha| what, fo rank ? ah ha —
‘There’s mifchief in this man ; canft thou fay further ?
8wro, I can, myLiege. .
King. Proceed.
Surw. Being at Greemwich,
After your Highnefs had reprov’d the Dake
About Sir William Blomer, -
King. 1remember
Of fuch a time, he being my fwomn fervant,
The Duke retain’d him his. Bot on ; what hence ?
Surv. If, quoth he, Ifor this had been committed,
‘To the Tower, as I thought ; I woold havé plaid
‘The part my father meant to a& upon
Th’ ufurper Richard, who being at Salifbury,
Made fuit to come in’s prefence ; which if granted,
As he made femblance of his duty he would
Have put his knife into him,
&':f. A giant traitor !
W4, Now, Madam, may his Highnefs live in freedom,
And this man out of prifon ?
" RQueen, God mend all !
ing. ’If;he::.; fomething more would out of thee ; what
y .
Surv, After the Duke his father with the knife,
He ftretch’d him, and with one hand on his dagger,
Another fpread on’s breaft, mounting his eyes,
He did difcharge a horriblevath, whofe tenour
Was, were he evil-us’d, he would out-go
His father, by as much as a performance
Does an irrefolute purpofe,
King. There's his period,
To theath his knife in us: he is attach™d,
Call'him to prefent tryal ; if he may
Find mercy in the law, “tis his ; if none,
Let him not feek’t of us : by day and night, .
He’s traitor to the height, : Exeunt.
SCENE
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SCENE VI AnApartment inthe Palacs,

Enter Lord Gal;_hrllgmf,. and Lord Sands,

Gcn.lstpeﬂihlethe pells of Frmcﬂaou!d
Men into fuch firange mimick’ries ? Juula
Though th!:ye:e Yo ridicalous

never To y
Nay, let ’em be unmanly, yet are follow'd,

Chbam, As far as I fee, allthegoodoul‘E:gIﬁ

Have got by the laft voyage, is but meerly

" A fit or two o’th’ face, but they are. threwd ones §
For when they hold *em, you would fwear direétly
Their very nofes had been counfellors
To Peépin or Clotharius, they keep flate fo,

Sands. They've all new legs, and lame ones § one would
(That never faw empacebefore) the fpavin | [takeit,
And firing-halt reign’d among "em.

Cham. Death | my Lord,

Their cloaths are after fuch a pagan cut too,
‘That fure t.hey ve worn out Chriftendom : how nowi i
What news,. Sir. Thomas Lovell ?
Enter Sir Thomas Lovell,
Lov, 'Faith, my Lord,
1 hear of none, but the new proclamation
That’s clap’d upon the Court-gate.

Cbam. What is’t for ? :

Lov. The reformation of our travell’d gallants, )
That fill the Court with quarrels, talk, -and tailors.

Cham, I’'mglad *tisthere ; now I would pray our Monﬁcun
To think an Englifh Courtier may be wife,

And never fee the Louvre,

‘Lov, They muft either
(For fo run the conditions) leave thofe remnants
Of fool and feather, that they got in France ;

With all their honourable points of ignorance
Pertaining thereunto, as fights and fire~works 3
Abufing better oen than they can be
Out of a foreign wifdom, clean renouncing
The faith they have in tennis, and tall flockings,
Short bolfter’d breeches, and fuch types of travel,
And underfland again like boneft men,
Ver.VL Bh o5
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Or pack to their old play-fellows ; there, Itakeit, '
They may, cwm privilegio, wear awsy
“The Iagend of their lewdnefs, and be lrugh'd at.
Sands. *Tistime to give them phyfick, their difeafes
Are grown fo catching. .
Cham. What a lofs our Ladies o
Wil have of thefe trim vanities ? ..
Lov. Ay marry, .
There will be woe indeed, Lords 5 the fiy whorefons
Have got a fpeeding trick to lay down Ladies : :
A French fong and a fiddle has\ne fellow! 1
Sands. The devil fiddle em | T'm glad they’re going 3
For fure there’s no converting *ém : now, Sirs,
An honeft country Lord, as ¥ am, beaten
A loog time et of play, may bring his plain fong,
‘And have an hour of hearing, and, by’s Lady,
Held currant mufick too. . .
Cham. Well faid, Lord Sands ;
Your colt’s tooth is fot caft yet ?

Chbam, Sir Thomas,
Whither are you asgoing ?
 Low. To the Cardinal's §
Your Lordfhip is a gueft too.

Cham. ©, ’tis true ; )
“This night he makes a fupper, anda great one,
T'o many Lords and Ladies 3 there will be
The beauty of this kingdom, I'll affure you.

Lov, That churchman bears a bounteous mind indeed ;
A hand as fruitful as the land that feeds us,

His dew falls ev’ry where.

Cham. “No-doubt, he’s noble 3
He had 2 black mouth that faid other of bim,

Sands, He may; my Lord, h'as wherewithal ; in him
Sparing would fhew a worfe fin than ill dotrine.
Men of his way fhould be moft liberal,

They’re fet hete for examples.

Cbam. Troe, theyarefo;

Bat few now give fo great ones: my barge flays 3
> .- Your
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+ Your Lordfbip fhall along : come, good Sir Thomas,
. We fhall be late elfe, which I would not be,
For I was fpoke to, with Sir Henry Guilford,
This night to be comptrollers. -
Sands, I'm your Lordthip’s, -
SCENE VIL. York-Houfe.
Hautboys, A [wall table under a fate for the Cardinal, &
longer table for the guefis. Then enter Anve Bullen, and
divers other ladies and gentlemen, as guefis, at ome door 3
at anotber door, enter Sir Henry Gualfordy
Guil, Ladies, a gen’rg} welcome from his Grace
Salutes ye all : this night he dedicates ) .
To fair content and you: none here he hopes, -
In all this noble bevy, bas brought with ber
One care abroad : he would have all as merry,
As, firft, good company, then good wine, good weicome, -
Can make people. . -
Enter Lord Chamberlain, Lord Sands and Lovell,
O my Lord, y'are tardy ;
The very thought of this fair company
Clap’d wings to me, -
Cham, You're young, Sir Harry Guilford,
Sands. Six Tbomas Lovell, had the Cardinal
But half my lay-thoughts in him, fome of thefe
Should find a running banquet ere they refted
I think would better pleafe *em: by wy life,
They are a fweet fociety of fair ones.
Lov. O that your Lordthip were bat now confeffor
‘To one or two of thefe., -
:qaﬁdl- 1 wz:dld 1 were,
‘They thould cafic penance:
Lov. 'Faith, how eafie ?
Sands, As cafic as a down bed would afford it.
Cham, Sweet Ladies, will it pleafe you fit? Sir Harry,
Place you that fale, I’ll take the charge of this:
His Grace is entring ; nay, you muit not freezes
‘Two women plac’d together make cold weathers
My Lord Sands, you are one will to keep "em waking 3
Pray fit between thefe Ladies.
Sadds, By my faith,

. Bba © Am’
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And thank your Lordfhip. By your leave, {weet Ladics 3

If T chance to talk a little wild, forgive mes

I had it from my father.

Anne. Was he mad, Sir?

. Sands. O, very mad, exceeding mad, in love too 3

But he would bite none ; juft as Ido now,

He'd kifs yoo twenty with a breath,

Cham, Well faid ;m gentl :

8o now y'are fairly s emen,

The penance lyes on you, ‘if thefe fair Lodics,
s away frowning.

Sands. For my little cue,

Let me alone. .
Hastboys, Enter Cardinal Wolfey, and takes bis fate.
Wol. Y’aye welcome, my fait guefls § that noble lady

Oz gentleman that is not freely merry ' '

Is not my friend. This to confirm my welcome,

And to you all good health. '

Sands. Your Grace is nobles  ©

Let me have fuch a bow] may hold my thanks,

And fave me fo much talking.

Wol. My Lord Sands, .

;:d?beholdcn toyou ; cheer your neighbour s

s, you are not merry ; gentlemen, |
Whofe favlt is this? '
Sands. The red wine firft muft rife
In their fair cheeks, my Lord, then we fhall have ‘em
'l‘a‘ll;: to filence. .
. You’re a merry gamefer,

My Lord Sands. i
Sands, Yes, if 1 may make my plays-

Here's to your Ladyfhip, and pledge it, Madam 1

For ’tis to fuch a thing ——

- Do, You cannot fhew me, .
Sands, 1 told your Grace :‘ha! they woz:d .:l"k ;nm.
: | Drum and trumpets, ¢l ifcbarged,,
Wol. What's that ? : ’
Chaw. Look: out, there, fome of ye,
Wol. What warlike voice, -
And to what end is this ? nay, Ladics, fear not § »
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. By al} thelaws of war you're privileged.

Enter a Servant, .
Cham. How now, whatis't ?
Ser. A noble troop of ftrangers,
For fo they feem, bave left their barge, and landed, -
And hither make, s great ambafladore-
From foreign Princes. :
Wol. Good Lord Chaniberlain,
Go, give *em welcome ; you can fpeak the French tongue,
And pray receive *em nobly, "and/conduét Tem
Into our prefence, -where this hesv’1t of beauty
Shall fhine at full upon them.- Someattend him,
[ erife, and tables removed,
You've now a broken banquet, but we’ll mend it. -
A good digeftion to you all ;"ind once more

!

14

1 fhowre a welcome on ye : aAvelcome'all, ,
.. Enter King and others ds safkers, babited Bhe
ds, ufber'd by tbe Lord -Cbamberlain. Tbey pafs

directly before tbe Cardinal, and gracefully falute bim,

A noble company ! what are their pleafures ? -

Chbam, Becaufe shey fpeak no Englifs, thus they pray'd
To tell your Grace, that having heard by fame :
Of this fo noble and fo fair affembly,

This night to meet here, they eould do no lefs,

Out of the great refpet they bear to beauty, :
But leave their flocks, and under your fair conduc '
Crave leave to view thefe Ladies, and entreat

An hour of revels with “em, -

Wol. Say, Lord Chamberlain, o
They’ve done my poor houfe grace : for which I pay *em .
A thoufand thanks, and pray ’em take their pleafures.

Chufe Ladies, King takes Anne Bullen, .

King. The faire(t hand T ever'touch’d ! O beauty,

*Till now 1 never knew thee, [ Mufick, - Dance,

Wol. Good my Lord, ———

Cbam, Your Grace ?

Wol, Pray tell *em thus much-as-from me : -

‘There fhould be one amongft "em by his perfon

More worthy this place thanmy felf, to whom,

If T but dmew hiin, with my love and duty ;
Bbj
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T would furrender it. i
Cbam, 1 will, my Lord,
Wel. What fay they ? )
Cbam. Such a one, they all confefs,
‘There is indeed, which they would have your Gmos
Find out, and he will take it. . .
Wol, Let me fee then : .
By all your good Jeaves, gentlemen, here 1’ll make
My royal ¢hoice. .
“King. You've found him, Cardinal ¢
You hold a fair affembly :/yop'da well;| Lord.
lYon are ‘:Mc:umh-m;ﬂly'u tell you, Candinal,
fhould judge you .
‘Wol. i't_n gl’ad

plsfnt. -
King. My Lord Chamberlain,
Prythee come hither, what fair Lady’s that ?
Gbam. An’t pleafe your Grace, Sir Thomas Ballen’s daugh-
. (The Vifcount Rockford,) oneof her Highnefs® women. [tex,
King. By heaven, fhe’s a dainty one s fweet heast,
1 were unmannerly to take you out,  [7¢ Anne Bullen,
Andnot to kifs you, A health, geotlemen,
Let it go round.
Wol. Six Themas Lovel], is the banquet ready
I’ th’ ptiy chamber ?
Lov. Yes, my ford.
Wel. Your Grace,
I fear, with dancing is a little heated,
King, 1 fear, too much.
Wz There’s frefher air, my Lord,
1In the next chamber. :
King, Lead in your Ladies every one : fweet partner,
1 muft not yet forfake you ; let's be menry,
Good my Lord Cardinal : I have a dozen healths
‘To drink to thefe fair Ladies, and a meafyre
:To lead *em once again, and then let’s dream
’s beft in fyvour, Let the mufick frike. °
, [ Excyng woith Trumpets.

ACT
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. ACT II. SCENE I
A Strest,  Enter two Gentlemen at feoeral Doors,
1Gext. Hither fo faft? ~
: . ‘2 Gent, O Sir, God fave ye 1
Ev'n tothe hall, to heas what fhall become -
Of the great Duke of Backingbam. )
Th‘ Gen, Tl fave yo;ll done, but the

at labour, Sir. All’snow done, but the ceremony
Of bringing back the:pris'ner,

2 Gen. Were you there ?

X Gen, Yes indeed was I,

2 Gen. Pray fpeak, what.has happen’d ?

x Gen. You may guefs quickly what,

2Gen Is he.ﬁxus“ guilty ?

1 Gen. Yes, truly is be, and condemn’d upon't,

2 Gen. I'm forry for't.

3 Gen, So are a number more,

2 Gen. But pray how paft it ?

1 Gen, Pl tell youina little, The great. Duke
Came to the Bar ; where, to his Accufations :
He pleaded flill not guilty, and alledg’q
Many tharp reafons to defelﬂ:’ the law,

The King’s Attagney, on the contrary,
Urg'd on emut'tr;.i;om, , canfeffions
©Of divers witneffes) which the Duke defir’d
To have brought «wce to his Face 3

At which ;ppar’d againft him, his furveyor,
Sir Gilbert Peck his chancellor, and Fobn Car
Confeffor to him, with that devil monk
Hopkins, that made this mifchief,

2 Gen, That was he

‘That fedhim with his prophecies.
. % Gen, The fame. -
All thefe apcus’d him Ttrongly, which he fain .
‘Would have flung from him ; but indeed he could not 3
And fo his Peers upon this evidence
Have found him guilty of high treafon. Much
He fpoke, and learnedly for life ; butall )
‘Was cither pitied ig bim, or forgotten, Gor
. 2
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2 Gen, After all this, how did he bear himfelf ?
1 Gen. When he was brought again to th’bar, to hear
His knell rung out, his judgment, he was flir’d -
Wi:lnf fuch an agony, he {:lut ?ng\,ay
And ometh’mgf?okcinc ey, il and- 3
But he fell to humfelf agsin, and fweetly
In all the reft thew’d a moft noble patience.
2 Gen. Idonot think he fears death,
1 Ges. Sure he doeg not,
He never was fo womanifh 3/ the canfe
He may a litde grieveat.
. 2 Gen, Certainly
The Cardinal is the'end of this,
1 Gen. *Tis likely, )
By all conjeftures : firft Kildare’s attainder,
Then Deputy of Irelantl 3 -who remov’d,
Earl Surrey was fent thither, and in hafle too,
Left he thould help his father,
" 2 Gen, That trick of flate t
‘Was a deep envious one.
1 Gen, At his return,
No doubt he will reguite it ; this is noted,
And gen’rally, who eyer the King favours,
The Cardinal will find employment for,
And far enough from Court too.
2 Gen, All the commons ~
Hate him pernicioufly, ando’ my confcience -
With him ten fathom deep :. this Duke as much
“Theylove and doat-on, call him bounteous Buckingbaw,
‘The Mirror of all courtefie, . .
Enter Buckingha ;off S Tipflaves before
ater Bu m s aignment, Is.
bim, the Axewwith the cdge towvards bim, Halberds on cach
Jfide, accompanied with Sir Thomas Lovell, Sir Nicholas
Vaux, Walter Sands, asd common People, &c.
 Gen, Stay there, Sir,
And fee the noble ruin’d Man you fpeak of,
2 Gen. Let’s fland clofe and behold him,
Buck, All good P
You that thus far bave come to pity me,
2 Hear
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Hear what I fay, and then go home and lofe me,
1 have this day receiv’d a traitor’s jodgment,
And by that name muft die 5 yet heav’n bear witnefs,
Andif I have a confcience, letit fink me )
Even as the axe falls, if I be not faithful,
To th* law I bear no malice for my death,
*T has done, upon the Premifes, but Juftice : ,
But thofe that fought it, T could with more Chriftiams
Be what they will, I heartily forgive em ;
Yet let *em look they glory not\in'mifchief,
Nor build their evils on the graves of great men 3
For then, my guiltlefs blood muft cry againft *em,
For further life in this world I ne’er hope,
Nor will I fue, although the King have mercies
More than I dare make faults. Youfew that lov'd me,
And dare be bold to weep for Buckingham,
His noble friends and fellows, whom to leave
Is only bitter to him, only dying ;
Go with me like good Angels to my end,
And as the long divorce of flec] falls on me,
‘Malke of your prayers one fiweet facrifice,
And lift my foal to heav’n, Lead on 0'God’s name,
Lov, 1 do befeech your Grace for charjty,
Iever any malice in ‘your heart
Were Mid 2gainft me, now forgive me frankly.
Buck, Sir Thomas Lowell, 1 as free forgive you
A Twould be forgiven : I forgiveall,
Thete cannot be thofe numberlefs offences
*Gainft me, I can’t take peace with : no black envy
Shall mark my grave,—— Commend me to his Grace 3
And if he fpeak of Buckingbam, pray tell him,
You met him half in heav’n : my vows and pray'rs
Yet are the King’s ; and *till my foul forfake me,
Shall ery for bleflings on him. y he live N
er than I have time to tell his years !
Ever belov’d and loving may his rule be
And wherf old time fhall lead him to his end,
Goodnes and he fill up one monument !
¥ Lov. To th® water-fide I muft-conduét yotir Grace,

Then give s to Sir Nicholas Vaux
on gy g ey S N Ve,
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The greatnefs of his perfon,

" Buck, Nay, Sis Nicholas, .

Let it alone ; my flate now will but mock me.

‘When I came hither, T was Lond high Conftable,

And Duke of Buckingbem ; now, poos Edward Bobss.
Yet ¥ am richer than my bafe accufers,

‘That nevey knew what trathi icant ;) X now fedd)it '
And with that blood will make *em one day groan fas’ts
My uoble father, Henry of Buckingbam, .

Who firft rais’d head againft afurping Richardy

Flying for faccour to bis {ervant Banifier,

Being diftrefs’d, was by that wretch begray’d, - |
And without tryal fell ; God’s peace be with him §
Henry the Sev’nth fucceeding, truly pitying

My father’s lofs, like a moft royal Prince

Reftor’d to me my honours ; and fram suins,

Made my name once more noble, Now his fon,
Henry the Eighth, ‘name, hopour, life and all

That made me happy, at one bas taken

For ever from the world, I bad my tryal,

And muft needs fay, 3 noble one ; which makes ms

A little happier than my wietched father s

Yet thus far we are one in fortune, both .
Fell by our fervants, by thole men we lov'd,

A moft unnatuml and faithlefs ferviee ! .

Hepv'n hes an end inall ; yet, you that hear me,
‘This from a dyiog man reccive a8 certain :

Where you are lib’ral of your Joves and counfels,

Be fure you be not loofe ;o:ﬁo(eyoumake friends,
And give your hearts to, when they once pexceive
The leaft rub in your fortunes, fall away

Like water from ye, never found again,
But where they mean to fink ye, - AN good people
Pray for me |' I muft leave ye ; the laft hour

Of my long weary life is come upon me ¢ .
Farewel ; and when you would fay fomething Gd, .
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Speak how I fell — I've done ; and God forgive me !
" [Exeunt Buckingham and Train,
- 2 Gen. O, this is full of pity ; Sir, it calls,
1 fear, tob many curfes on their heads,
‘That were the authors.
2 me. flf the Duke be guiltlefs,
*Tis full of woe ; yet I can give you inkling
©Of an enfuing evil, if it fall, ol
Greater than this,
1 Gen. Good angels keep it from/us !
‘What mayitbe ? you do not doubt my faith, Sir ?

2 Ges. This fecret is fo weighty, “twill require
A ftrong faith to conceal it,

3 Gen. Letme have it ;

1 do not talk much.

. cl;l:l'l g oy of late deys heay
You y Sir ; did you not of late
A buzzing of a fepny::n ”

Between the King and Catb’rine ?

1 Gen. But it held not ; )

For when the King once heard it, out of anger
He:’nttc:emmnd tothel’ﬁ:d Mayor firait
To ftop the rumour, and thofe tongues
That durft difperfe it. y

2 Gen. But that flander, Sir,

Is found a truth now ; for it grows again

Frefher than e’er it was, and held for certain

The King will venture atit. Either the Cardinal,
Or fome about him near, have out of malice

To the good pofieft him with a fcruple
Tlntwilll undo her : to confirm ﬂl):tletloo,

Cardinal Campeius is arriv'd, and 3

As all think, for this bulidels.

1 Gen, *Tis the Cardinal 5
And- meerly to revenge him on the Emperor,

For not beftowing on him, at his afking,
Th’ Arch-bithoprick of Toleds, this is purpos’d.

2 Gen, 1 think you've hit the mark ; but is’t not cruel,
That fhe thould feel the fmart of this ? the Cardinal )
Will have his will, and fhe muft fall, -
- 1 Gen,
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1 Gen. *Tis woful.

We are too open here to argue this: '
Let’s think in private more. . . I;EM
SCENE IIL . Auticbamber in the Palace.

Enterlmdchimber}‘u:z m}ing}kmr. b ot
.My Lord, the bor, 5 fens for, woith all she
care Thad ’ fow mfﬂ“ :‘Z:};, rmﬁf and furnifp'd.
woere young aed bandfome, and of the beft breed in the Nortbe
Wbes they were ready o [t owt for London, a man of =y
Lord Cardinal's, by commiffion andmain power took *em
we, with this reafon 5 bis mafier wwould be ferv’d before a £¢.
je2, if not before the King, which Popp’d our mouths, Sirs
1 fear he will indeed ; well, let him have them 3
He will have all, I think,

Enter to-the Lord Cba:hrldn the Dukes of Norfolk

L e L P )

Nor. Well met, my good

Lord Chamberlain,

Cham, Good day to both your Graces ?
Suf. How is the King employ’d ?
. Ileft him private,

Full of fad thoughts and troubles. -
Nor, What’s the caufe ?

Cham. It feems the marriage with his brothess wife

Has crept too near his confcience,

Suf. No, his confcience

Has crept too near another Lady.
Nor, "Tis fo;

This is the Cardinal’s doing ; the King-Cardinals

‘That blind Prieft, like the eldeft fon of fortune,

Tums what be lif. The King will know him one day,
Suf. Pray God he do ; he’ll never know himfelf elfe.
Nor, How holily he works in all his bufinefs,

" And with what zeal! for now he has crackt the league
*Tween us and th® Emperor, the Queen’s great nephew,
He dives intp the King’s foul, and there fcatters

ts, dangers, wringing of the confcienee,

Fears, and defpair, and all thefe for his marrisge 3

And out of all thefe ta reftore the King,

He counlcls a diverce, a lofs of hes
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'That like a jewel has hung twenty yeari

About his neck, yet never loft her luftre ;

Of her that loves him with that excellence,

‘That angels love good men with ; even of her,
‘That, when the greateft ftroke of fortune falls,
‘Will blefs the King ; and is not this conrfe pious ?

Cbam. Heav'n keep me from fuch counfel ! *tismoft true,
Thefe news are ev’ry where, ev’ry tongue fpeaks *em,
And ev’ry true heart weeps for’t. All, that dare
Look into thefe affairs, fee his mainend,

The French King's fiter. Heav’n will one day open
‘The King’s eyes, that fo long have flept upon
‘This bold, bad man,

Suf. And free us from his flavery,

Nor. We had nced pray, and heirtily, for deliv’rance §
Or this imperious man will work us all
From Princes into Pages 5 all mens honours
Lye like one lymp before him, to be fathion’d
Into what pinch he pleafe.

Suf. For me; -my Lords, )
1love him not, nor fear him, there’s my creeds
As I am made without him, fo I'll ftand,

If the King pleafe : his curfes and his bleffings

Touch me alike ; they’re breath I not believe in.

1 knew him, and I know him ; fo I leave him

To bim, that made him proud, the Pope.

Nor, Let’sin;

And with fome other bufine(s put the King

From thefe fad thoughts that work too much upon him 3
My Lord, you’ll besr us company ?
" Cham, Excufe me,

‘The King hath fent me other-where : befides

You’ll find a énoft unfit time to difturb him: ’
Health to your Lordfhips | [ Exit Lord Cbamberlain,

Nor. Thanks, my good Lord Chamberlain.

Tbe Scene draws, and difcovers the King fitting and

reading penfively,

Suf. Haow fad he looks ! fure h‘:{:mw.
King. Who is there ? ha? '

Nor. Pray God he be not angry.

Vor. VI, C¢ ' Kizg.
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King. Who's there, 1 Gy » how dareyon thruft your felve$
Into my private meditations
Whoam I? ha?
Nor, A gracious King, that pardons all offences
Malice ne'er meant :-our breach of duty this way,
¥s bufinefs of eftate ; in which we come
"To know your royal pleafure.
King. Ye dre too bold :
.Go to; I'll make you know your times of bufinefs s
s thxs an hour for temporal affairs ? | ha?
Enter Wolfey, ‘and Campeius the Pope’s Légate,
with a Comm
‘Who's there ? my good Lord Cardinal ? O my Wolfey,
*The quiet of my wounded confcience ;
Theu art a cure fit for the King.  You're welcome,
Moh learned rev’rend Sir, into our kingdom ;
Ufe us, and it ; my good Lord, have gmtm
I be not found 3 talker.
Whl, Sir, you cannot+
I would your Grace would give us but an hout
Of private conf’rence,
King, We are bufie ; go. [Ta Norfolk and Suffolk,
Nar. This Prieft has no pride in him ?
uf. Not to Feak of s .
1 would not bg fo fick though, for his placs s
But this cannot continue. :
Nor, If it do,
Y'll venture one heave at lnm.
y 1 another.  [Bxeunt Nafolk and Suffolk,
%/, Your Grace has gv ’n a precedent of wildom
Above all Princes, in commltnng freely »
Your fcruple to the voice, of Chriftendom :
‘Who can be angry now ? what envy reach you ?
‘The Spaniard, ty'd by blood and favour to her, *
Mutt now confefs, if they have any goodnefs,
The tryal juft and ooble.  All the clerks,
T mean the learned ones, in Chriftian kmg‘omt,
Have their free voices. Rome, the purfe of judgment,
Invited by your noble felf, hath fent
One gen’ral tongue unto us, this gooﬂ man,
. This
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‘This juft and learned Prieft, Cardinal Campeins,
‘Whom once more I prefent unto your Highnefi.
King, And once more in mine arms I bid him welcome, -
And thank the holy conclave for their loves ;
They've fent me fuch a man I would have with'd for,
Cam. Your Grace muft needs deferve all firangers loves,
You are fo noble : to your Highnefs’ hand
I tender my commiffion ; by whofe virtue, -
(The Court of Rome comnmnding) you, my Lord
Cardinal of York, are join’d wich me; their fervant,
In the impartial judging of this bufinefs.
* King. Two equal men: the fhall be acquainted
Forthwith for what you come, here's Gardiner #
Wel. 1 know your Majefty has always lov’d her
So desr in heart, not to deny her what
A woman of lefs place might afk by law,
Scholars allow'd freely to argue for her,
King, Ay, and the beft fhe thall have ; and my favowr _
To him that does beft, God forbid elfe, Cardinal,
Pr'ythee call Gardiner to me, my tew Secretary,
I find him a fit fellow.
Enter Gardiner,
Pol, Give me your hand ; much joy and favour toyou §
You are the King’s now, )
Gard. But to be commanded . .
For ever by your Grace, whofe hand has rais’d me. .
King. Come hither, Gardiner. - [Walks ahd cebifpers;
Cam, My Lord of York, was not ons do&or Pace .
In this man's place before him ? )
Wol. Yes, he was.
Cam, Was he not held a learned man ?
Wol, Yes, furely,
Cam, Beligve me, there’s an ill epinion fpread then
Ev’a of your felf, Lord Cardinal. .
Wol. How! of me? . i
Cam, They will not ftick to fa envy'd him §
And fearing he would rife, be was {o virtuous,
Kept him a foreign man ftill ; which fo griev’d him
‘That he ran mad and dy’d. -
Wol, Beav'a’s peace be with him ! C o .
RERS Cca ‘That’s
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That’s chriftian care encugh : for living murmarers,
There’s places of rebuke. He wasa fool,
" For he would needs be virtuous, ‘That good fetlow,
Yf I command him, follows my appointment ;
T will bave none fo near elle,  Learn this, brother,
ngve m&thto betg‘ip‘ddl:y toeaner pe:;om
ng. Deliver this with modefly to th* !
€ . 'Exit Gardiozs,
. ‘The moft convenient place that I can think of,
For fuch receit of learning, is Black-Fryars|:
There ye thall meet about this weighty bufinefs;
My Walfy, feo it fornifi’d, O my Lond,
‘Would it not grieve an able man to leave
So fweet a bedfellow ? but confciencs, confciencs —w
O, ’tis a tender place, and I mult leave her. {Esexsle
SCENE V. 4 Anichomber of the Queen’s Apartwrsh .
Enter Anne Bullen, an old .
Aane. Not for that neither = here’s the pang that pisch .
His Highnefs liv’d fo long with her, and the
Sogood a Lady, that no tongue could ever
Pronounce dithonour of her ; by my life,
She never knew harm-doing s oh, now, aftar
::u :lmny courfes of the ﬁgwa;d enthron’d,
growing in a maje pomp,
‘The which to leave’s a thonfand-fold more bitter
Than fweet at firft t* agquire, after this procels,
0 give her the avaunt ! it is 8 pity
ould qiove a monfter.
0/d L, Hearts of moft hard temper
Melt and lament for her.
Anne. In God’s will, better {
She ne’er had known pomp ; though’t be temporaly
Yet if that quare’ler fortune do divorce
It from the bearer, ’tis a {ff rance panging
As foul and body’s fev'ring. )
ol J, Ah poor Lady, !
She’s ftranger now again,
Anne. So mpch themore
Muft pity drap upon her ; verily
J {wear tis better to b lowly bora,
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And range with humble livers in content,
’lhneobeyerk‘dupmaglm’mgmgf, .
And wear a golden forrow,
0ld L. Our content
Is our beft Having, - ‘
Anne. By my troth and maidenhead,
, T would not be'a ’
! OdL. Mmmlmﬂ
i And venture maidenhead for’t ; and fo would you,
For all this fpice of your hypocrlﬁe;
Yonhthavebfmmdmnmyw,
Have too s woman’s heart, which ever yet
Affe€ted eminence, wealth, fovereignty ;
(W&]nch, mﬁma&bleﬁnp, andwhr.hpfu
ving your capacity
' Of your foft ® cheveril confcience would recefve,
.If you might pleafe to ftretchit,
y  nne. Nay, good troth ——
Old L. Yes, troth and troth ; yonwonldnotbel@ten?
Axne. No, not for all the riches under heav’n.
©ld L. Tis frange ; a three-pence bow'd wouldlmeme,
OMld as I am, to queen it ; but I pray you,
‘What think you of a Dutchefs ? have you Limbs
To bear that load of title ?
Anne. No, in truth,
¢ Old L, Then you are weakly made p!uck off a little
1 would not be a young Count in your way,
For more than blufhing comes to : if your back
Cannot vouchfafe this burthen, ’tis too weak
Ever to get a boy.
Anne, How do you talk !
" I fwear again, T would not be a Queen
| Fer all thaworld,
0ld L. 1n faith for little England
" You'd venture an emballing : I my felf
‘Would for Carnarvon/bire, though there be\mg’d
No more to th* crown but that, Lo, who comes bere?’

® Chereril, Kd-leasher. ;
pcg R Bridr
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* Enter Lord.Chamberlain,

Cham, Good morrow, Ladies; what wer’t worth to knowe
The fecret of your conf’repce P

As=ne, My good Lord,

Not your demand ; it values not your atking s
Our miftrefs* forrows we were gtyiug‘

Cbam. It was a gentle bufinefs, and becoming
The action of good women : there s hope

Agxne. Now 1 pray God, amen!

Cham. You bear a geatle mind, ind heay'sly bleffings
Follow fuch creatuses. That you may, fair Lady,
Perceive I fpeak fincerely, and high note is
Ta'en of yourmany virtues; the King’s Majefty
Commends his good opinion to you, and
Does purpofe honour to you nolefs flowing
Than Marchionefs of Pembroke 3 to which title
A thoufand pound 2 year, annual fypport,

Out of his grace he adds,

Auzne. 1do not know

‘What kipd of my obedience T fhould tender §

More than my all, is nothing: for my prayers
Are not words duly hallow’d, por my withes, |
More worth than vanities ; yet pray’rs and withes
Are all I can return.  Befeech your Lordfhip,
Vouchfafe to fpeak my thanks and my obedience,
As'from a blufhing handmaid to his Highnefs ;
‘Whofe health and royalty I pray for.

Cbham. Lady,
1 thall not fail t* approve the fair conceit
The King hath of you,——I"ve perus’d her well 3

Beauty and honour in her are fo mingled, [Afd.
‘That they have caught the King: and who knows yet,
But from this Lady may proceed a gem

To lighten all this Ifle ? I'll to the King,

And fay I fpoke with you, [Exit Coam,

Anne. My honour’d Lord.

0/d.L. Why this it is: fee, fee,
T have been begging fixteen years in Court
(4m yet a couttier beggarly) por could
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" Come pat betwixt 200 early and too late,
For any fuit of pounds: And you, oh fate !
A very frefh fith here, (fie, fic upan
This compell’d fortune) have your mouth fill’d up
Before you open it.
oAme. This is firange to me.
Old L. How taftes it ? is it bitter ? forty pence, nos
There was a Lady once (tie an old
That would ‘not be a Queen, that would the not,
For all the mud in Egypt 3 have/yon heded it ?
Anne. Come, you are pleafant.
0ld L. With your theme, I could
O’er-mount the lark.* The Marchionefs of Pembroke !
A thoufand pounds a year, for pure refpet!
No other obligation! By my life,
‘That promifes more thoufands: honour’s train
Is longer-than his fore-fkirt. By this time
X know your back will bear a Dutchefs, -Say,
Are you not ftronger than you were ?
Anne, Good Lady, .
Make your felf mirth with your particular fancy,
And leave me out on’t.  'Would I had no being,
If this falute my blood a jot ;- it faints me
‘To think what follows.
The Qx[een is comfortlefs, and we forgetful
In our long abfence 5 pray do not deliver
‘What here y'ave heard, to her.
Qld L, What do you think me ? [Exeuns,
SCENE VI Black-Fryars,
Trumpets, and Cornets. Emter two Vergers, with
Jfikver. woands 5 pexs them two Scribes in the babits of
Dofors : afiér the, the Bifbop of Canterbury alone s
afier bim, the Bifbops of Lincoln, Ely, Rochefter, and
. Afaph 5 next them, spith fome fmall diffance, follows
a Gentleman bearing the purfe, with the great Jeal, and
the Cardsnal's bat ; then tapo Priefls, b‘”ﬁ each a filver
s then g Geptleman-ufber bare beaded, accompanied
eoith a Serjeant at arms, ing a mace 3 then two Gen-
tlemen, bearing vwo filver pillars's afier them, fide by fide,
the two Cardinals, two Nobkmen with the ﬁnrz:’
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ace, taka e unda the cloth of flate 5 thé
woleuwlx . The Queen takes
lace fome dj arm Tbe B,

bemfebves on each rbccmnmqfnm :
:lowtbeu, the Scribes.  The Lords fit mext the Bifbops.
'barg# qflbcmdcmﬁaadumwhdw

V our commiffion from Rome is read;
be commanded.

Wh:t s the need ?
n:ﬁ already publickly been resd,
| on all fides th* authority allow'd ;
1 may then fpare that time,
Vol, Be't fo 3 proceed.
eribe, Say, chquBgof , come into the coart,
ryer. Henry King c.
Here.
ia Say, ' Catbarine Queen of Englasd,
le mtoc:l:bewmrt of Eegland,
ne Queen &¢,
'Jg.” makes 2& .a/wf:s/a ont_of ber chair,
Mtbtm,cmutbc King, and aﬁsﬂ:‘

n fpeals ;]
Ideﬁreyoudomengbt and juftice,
. to beflow your pity on me ; for
1 a moft poor woman, and a firanger,
2 out of your dominions; having here
judge indiffrent,. and 1o more affarance
equal friendthip and proceeding. Alss, Sir,
that have I offended you ? what caufe
h my behaviour giv'n to your difpleafure,
t thus you thould proceed to put me off, ~
. take your good grace from me ? Heaven witnefs,
been to you a true and humble wife,
il times to your will conformable :
* in fear to kindle your diflike,
fub}c& to your count’nance ; glad or forry,
'faw it inclin’d: when was the hour
'r contradi€ted your defire ?
aade it not mine too ? which of your friends. H
ave
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Hive I not ftrove to love, although T knew

He were mine enemy ? what friend of mine,
‘That had to him deriv’d your anger, did I
Continue in my liking ? nay, gave not notice
He was from thence difcharg’d ? Sir, call to mind,
‘That I have been your wife, in this obedience,
Upward of twenty years, and have been bleft
With many children by you. If in the courfe
And procefs of this time you can repart,

And prove it too, againft mine /honour ought,
My bqnd of wedlock, or my love and duty
Againft your facred perfon ; in God’s name
Turn me away ; and let the fool'ft contempt

* Shut door upon me, and fo give me up

To the fharp’t kind of juftice. Pleafe you, Sir,
The King your father was reputed for
A Prince moft prudent, of an excellent

" And unmatch’d wit and judgment, Ferdimand

My father, King of Spains was reckon’d one
The wifeft Prince that there had reign’d, by many
A year before. It is not to be queftion’d,
‘That they had gather'd a wife council to them
Of ev’ry realm, that did debate this bufinefs,
‘Who deem’d our marriage lawful. Wherefore humbly,
8ir, I befeech you, fpare me, ’till I may
Be by my friends in Spain advis’d ;: whofe counfel
I will implore.  If not, i’th’ name of God,
Your pleafure be fulfill’d |

Wol. You have here, Lady, '
(And of your choice) thefe rev’rend fathers, men
Of fingular integrity and learning :
Yea, the eleft o’th’ land, who are affembled
‘To plead your caufe. . It thall be therefore bootlefs
‘That longer you defer the sourt, as well

-For your own quiet, as to! reétifis -

What is unfeitled in the King, -
Cam. His Grace
Hath fpoken well and juftly; therefore, Madam,
It’s fit this royal feffion do proceed,
And that without delsy ghoir arguments

\
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Be now produc’d, and heard: -

Kueen. Lord Cardinal,
To you I fpeak. -

Wol, Your pleafure, Madam,

RQueen. Sir, .
1 am about to weep ; but thinking that -
‘We are a Queen, or long have dream’d fo, certain
*The daughter of a King, my drops of tears
T'll turn to fparks of fire,

Wul, Be patient yet —ee= .

n. 1will, when you'are hivmble 5)oay before;

Or will punith me. I do believe,
Induc’d by potent circumftances, that
You are mine enemy, and make my challenge s -
You fhall not be my judge. For it i you
Have blown this coal betwixt my Lord and me, '
Which God’s dew quench! therefore I fay again, .
T utterly abhor, yea, from my foul
Refufe you for my judge, whom yet once more
1 hold my moft malicious foe, and think not
At all a friend to tryth,
Yo W:'I idb like felf, who

‘ou fpeak not like your felf, ever yet
Have ftood to charity, and difplay’d th’ effeéls
Of difpofition gentle, and of wifdom
Oer-topping woman®s power, Madam, you wrong me.
T have no fpleen againft you, nor injuftice
For you, or any; how far I've proceeded,
Or how far further fhall, is warranted .
By a commiffion from the confiftory,
Yes, the whole confit’ry of Rome. You charge me,
That I have blown this coal 3 I dodeny it.
‘The King is prefent ; if*t be known to him
That I gainfay my deed, how msy he wound,
And worthily, my falthood ? yea, as much
As you have done my truth. But if he know .
That I am free of your report, he knows
T am not of your wrong. Therefore in him
It lyes to cure'me, and the.cure is to

’

)
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His Highnefs fhall fpeak in, X do befeech
You, gracious Madam, to unthink your fpeaking,
And fay no more,
Queeni My Lord, my Lord, Tam
A fimple woman, much too weak t’ oppofe
Your cunning, * You are meek, and humble-mouth’d §
You fign your place and calling, in full feeming,
‘With meeknefs and humility ; but your heart
Is cramm’d with arrogance, with fpleen and pride,
You hava by fortune and his Highnefs® fivouts
Gone flightly o’er low fieps, and now are mounted
‘Where pow’rs are your retainers ; and your words,
Domefticks to you, ferve your-will, as’t pleafe
Your felf pronounce their office. 1 muit tell you,
You tender more your perfon’s honour, than
Your high profeffion fpiritual : that again
1 do refufe you fof my judge, and here
" Before you all, eppesl unto the Pope
To bring my whole caufe "fore his Holinefs,
And to be judg’d by him.
[She curtfies to the King, and offers to dupart,
. Cam. The Queen is obftinate,
Stuhborn to juftice; apt t* accufe it, and
Difdainful to be try’d by’t; “tis not well,
She’s going dway, -
King. Call her again,
Z Catbarine, Queen of England, come into the court,
y

. Madam, you are call’d back.
. What need you note it ? pray you, keep your way.
‘When you are calt’d, retum. "Now the Lord help,
They vex me pakt my patience —— pray pafs on j
1 will not-tarry ; no, nor ever more
Upon this bufinefs‘my appearance make
In say of their courts. [ Exeunt Quezen and ber Ayrendants,
SCENE VIIL
King. Go thy ways, Kate ;
That man i'th’ , who fhall report he has
A better wife, let him in nought be trufted,
For fpeaking falfe in that. Thou art alone,
(If thy sere qualitics, fweet gentlenefs,
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Thy meeknefs faint-like, wife-like government,
Obeying in commanding, and th‘y parts
Sovereign and pious, could but fpeak thee out)
The Queen of earthly Queens. ~ She’s noble born 3
And like her true nobility, fhe has
Carried her felf tow’rds me.

Wel. Moft gracious Sir,
In humbleft manner I require your Highnefs
That it fhall pleafe you to declare, in hearing
Of all thefe éars (for where I'm robb’d and bound,
“There muft I be unloos’d, although not there
Atton’d, and fully fatisfy’d) if I
Did- broach this bufinefs to your Highnefs, or
Laid any fcruple in your way, which might
Induce you to the queftion on’t ; or ever
Have to you, but with thanks to God for fuch
A royal Lady, fpoke one the leaft word,
“That might be prejudice of ber prefent flate,
Or touch of ber good perfon ?

King. My Lord Cardinal,

.1 do excufe you ; yea, upon mine honour,

1 free you from’t: you are not to be taught,
That you have many enemies, that know not
Why they are fo; but, like the village curs,
Bark when their fellows do. By fome of thefe
The Queen is put in anger ; y’are excus’d :
But will you be more juftify’d ? you ever
Have with'd the fleeping of this bufinefs, never
Defir'd it to be ftimr’d ; but oft have hindred
The paffages made tow’rds it: on my honour,
1 fpeak my good Lord Cardinal to this point ;
And thus far clear him, © Now, what mov'd me to't,
T will be bold with time and your attention
Then mark th’ inducement, Thus it came ; give heed to’t,
My confcience firft receiv’d a tendernefs,
Scruple, and prick, on certain fpeeches utter’d
By th’ Bithop of Bayon, then French ambaflador,
‘Who h_ad been hither fent on the debating
A marriage *twixt the Duke of Orleans and
Our davghter Mary : F'th’ progrefs of this bubinefs,
R |
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?’" tlse;;:op)cﬁd Cire a ref ﬁ
T mean reqmrear pnt:e
‘Wherein he might the King his Lord ,vertfew
Whether our daughter were legitimate ; .
Refpedting this our marriage with thie Dowager,
Sometime our brother’s wife. This refpite thook
‘The bottom of my confciénce, enter’d me,
Yea, with a fplitting power ; and made to tremble
‘The region of my breaft, which forc’d fuch way,
That mymaz’d confiderings did throng
, And preft it with this caution, Firft, methoﬁght
1 ftood not in the fmile of heav’n, which had
Commanded mature,” that my Lady’s womb .
ggxt coneuvdnmale-chﬂébyme) fhould

no more offices of life to’ty-than
The grave does to the dead 3 for ‘her male-iffue
Or died where they wete made;} or fhortly after

313

‘This world had air'd them. Hence I.took a thought,

This was a judgment on me, that my kingdotn

' Well worthy the beft heir o’th’ world thould not
Be glad in one by me. -Then follows, that
1 weigh’d thednmwhichmymlmﬁoodm
By this my iffue’s fail, and that gave to me
Many a groaning throe : thus hullingin. .
‘The wild fea of my confcience, I did fteer
“Towards this remedy, whereon we are:

Now prefent here togethef ; dut’:wfay,
T meant to re&ify my cou{cmce, (which . -
Ithcnd:dfedfu!lﬁck, lndyetmewell)
By all the rev'rend fathers of the land -

- And do&ors learn®d:  Firft, !kpumpduﬁe
‘With you, my Lord of Lincoln ; ygu remember
Hovundermyopp:eﬂionldldreel,

‘When I firft thov’d you!
L:u. Very well,’ my Liege.

Ilnvefpd:e-long, bepleu’dyou:felf tofzy

How you fatisfy’d me.
Lin, P!eafe your Highnefs, -

The quatéon did at firft {0 fagget me, *
Vor, Vl. Dd

2l

S'ea'ring

et
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Bearing a flate of mighty moment &', . - -
And confequence of dread; that I committed
“The daring’ft counfel which T had, to doubts
And did intreat your Highoefs to this courfe,
‘Which you are sunaing here, .. .
King, Itben movid you, .. . .
My Lord of Canterbury, and got your leave
“To make this prefent fummons: unfollicited
1 Jeft no rev'rend perfon in this-court, .
But by particular confent proceeded
Under your bands and feals, |  Thisrefore go| amv 3,
For no diflike i’th” world againft the perfen
Of our good Queen, but the fharp thorny, poists
Of my alledged reafons drive this forward,
Prove but our marriage lawful, by my life
And kingly dignity, we are conjented -
To wear our smortal flate to come, with her, .
( Catbarine ovr Queen) befiare the primedt creatuee
That"s paragen 0’th’ world,
Cam. So pleafe yoor Highnefs,
“The Queen being ablent, °tis 2 needful Ginefs
That we adjopen thin court to further dey 3
Mean whi:’e muft be an arae&‘km'
‘Made to the Queen, t ca ey appeat
. Sh’ intends t?ﬁisﬂoﬁnfa. L
King. I may perceive - - - .
Thefe Cardinals trifla with pas: ¥ abhor
“The dilatory floth, .nad tricks of Rome,
My learn"d and well-beloved fesvant Crmer, -
Prythee return ; with thy approach, Iknow,
My comfort comes alesg. Break up the court ¢
Ifay, fet on: - [Eewty in manncr &1 thy wr'h
ACT 1. SCENE L .,
P sz;z il y ‘
v, B, : ‘omen, & at werk.
Rueen, "'l AKE thy lute, wensh, my foul M“J
with troubless - '

. ) bl . :
sf"S» and difperfe “em if - éqnﬁ: leave workisg.”
RS saNe
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Orphens, wwith bis luge, made trees,
And the mosntain-tops that X
Bow wwien be did fing:
- Fobis , plats and flowers

Ewer rofe, as fun and
‘Tlxrrj;dn{dt alafling fpring.
- Ed'ry thing that leard bim play,
Ev;":ﬁcwbl{ou: the ‘b‘;
ng 'y 4 '
Iuéwaqﬁ& i3\ fuch jast, i
& ’dn and grief of beart
Fall afiesp, or bearing die.
Enter a Genvlesgap.
Queen, How now?
Gent. An't pleafe your Grace, the two great Cardipaly”
‘Wait in the prefence.
Queen. Would they fpeak with me ?
Gent. They will’d me fay fo, Madam,
Queen. Pray their Graces .
To come near ; what can be their bufinefs *
‘With me, 2 poor weak wortian, fali’n from favour? *
1 do not like their coming, Now I think on’t,
“They fhould be-good men, their affuirs are righteous,
B e e Cordnale Wolloy and Cupein,
nter ¢ . -
Wol. Peace to your Higlinefs |
Quern. Your Graces find me here part of a houfe-wife,
(I would be all) agrinft the worft may happen :
‘What are your pleafures with me, rév'rend Lords ?
Wil May'e pleafe you, noble Madam, to withdraw
Tato your private chamber ; we fhall give you
The full caufe of our coming.- :

RQueen, Speak it here.
There's mﬁ:: T have done yot, o" my confcience,
Deferves a corner ; would all other women

Could fpeak this with as free 2 fonl a8 I do! st
My Lords, 1 care nut (fo'much I am happy
Above 2 number) if my aftions - - -
mey"hu‘wmcg;vmﬁw ‘e,
AN 2
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En andhfeognm‘etw em §
Ikz;wmyhf

Do feek me out, andth:tmylmmfem;
Out with it boldly : truth loves open dedling.

Wol Tantacf erga remu(mgﬂm:x'pmﬁ" --

Queen. Good my Lord, no Latin ;
1 am not fuch a truant fince my coming,
Mmtmhowthehnmth‘eh"‘“" .

emkamyunfemhqe, fufpicious ¢
thank you

A ftrange tongu
Pray fpeak in Englifp; hexe are fome will
If you fpeak truth, for their\poor miftrefs! flkt-

Behevemelhghashdmuchwmq Lord Cardinal,

‘The willing’ft fin I ever yet committed
May be ablolv’d in Englifh, -

Wal. Noble Lady,
I'm forry my integrity thould hioeed
(And fervice to his Majefty and you)
So deep fufpicion, where all faith was meant. .,
‘We come not by the way of accufation,
Tomntthnhononremygoodme%i
Nor to betray you any way to forrow ;
You have tog much, Wwy*m“’h“’
Flow you fland minded in the weighty difference
Between the King and you ? and to deliver, -
hkefreeandhoneﬁm,our)nﬂ:m
And comforts to your caufe.

' Cam, Moft hoaour'dM!dm
My Lord of York, ontafhnuebhmlnu,
Zeal, ‘and obegience he fill bore your Grace,
Forgetting like a good man your late cenfure
Both of his truth acd him, (whichw-mf-')
Offers, as I do, in a fign of peacs
His fervice and his cdunfel.——

. To betray me.

My , 1 thank yeu both for your good wills,

Yefpelkhkchoneﬁmm, r;ycdyepm[or

Dnthowmmkeyef an anfwer

In fuch & point of weight, z»nwmmehm,
(More near my life, I fear) with my weak wit,
Andwfuhmofmuqudhmq,

ln'."
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In troth I knownot. Ewdsfetetwork
Among my maids; full little, God knows, looking
Either for fuch men, or fuch bufinefs, N -
For her fake that I have been, (for I feel
-The laft fit of my greatnefs) good your Graces, .
Let me have time and coun il for my caufe: :
Alas, Iam a woman, friendlels, hopelefs.

Wol. Madam, you thexmgslovewrthdmfe fears§,
Yonrhopesandzun )

Queen, In England, '
Baut little for my pmﬁn can you think, Ldtlll,
‘That any Engb_ﬁmdue give me counfel ?

Or be a known friend *gainft his Highnefs® pleafure,
Thou;hhebegmmfodefpn:ecobehom&

And live a fubject ¢ may forfooth, my friends
They, that muft weigh out my aﬂlx&wm,
They, chtmymﬁmnagrowm, lmnothae;
‘They are, ualluyoomfomm,

In mine own couatey, Lords

Cam. 1would your Grace
‘Would leave your griefs, mltakemyeounfel.

Rueen, How, Sir? i

Coms, htywrmaufemﬁothel(mgsmm, .
He’s loving and moft *Twill be much-

Both for your w and your caufe:
For if thet’ynlofthakwoet-nkeye,
You’ll part awsy difgrac'd,

Wol. He tells you rightly.

Queen, Yenllmewhntyemﬂ!hboth my ruing
1s this your chriftian counfel ? out upon ye! -
Heav'n is above all yet ; there fits a Judge,

That no King ean corrupt.

Cam, Your rage miftakes us.

Rueen. The more thame for ye ; holy men I t.hought ye,
Upon my foul, two rev’rend Cardinal virtues
But Cardinal fins, and hollow hearts, I fear ye:

Mend emforﬂmne, my Lords : nthuyouroomfctl
The cordial that ye bring a wretched Lady ?
Awmnloﬁmome, laugh’d at, feorn’d?
IWM"” )




318 King HEwry VIL
Y have more charity. ButfayIwarn’dye; - -
Take heed, take heed for heav’n’s fake, left at’once
The burthen of my forrows fall upon ye.
Wol. Madam, this is a meer diftraction,
You tum the good we offer into envy.
Queen, Ye turn me into nothing.  Wo upon ye,
And all fuch falfe profeflors! Would you have me -
(If you have any Juﬁwe» my pity,
If ye be any thing, but chiurchmens habits)
Put my fick caufe into his hands tlntlnume?
Alas, h’as banith’d me his bed already, .
His love too, long ago. 'T'm’old, mylm&,
And all the fellowthip I hold now with him
Is mlybyobedacnce. What can happen
To me, above this wretchednefs ? all yout ﬁudm
Make me a curfe, like this?
&-%Yg f‘alx}x“; t‘;m{i (I fpeak my felf,
. Have I liv’d thus long et me m'
Suwevutueﬁndsnofnendn) a wife, a true one ? VR
A woman (I dare fay without vain-glory)
Never yet branded with fufpicion ? )
Have I, with all my full affections
Still met the King ? lov’d him next heav’n, obey’d him?
Bedn, out_of fondnefs, fuperftitious to him ?
Almoft forgot my prayers to content him ?
And am I thus rewarded? *tis oot well, Lords.
Bringmeloonﬁantwomanwhexhulband
One that ne’er dream’d a joy lmpluﬁue;
And to that woman, when the
Yet will Y add an honour ; a great pat)enoe.
Wol, Madam, you wander from the good we aim at.
RQueen. My Lord, Idare not make my felf fo guilty,
‘To give up willingly that noble title
Your mafter wed me to: nothing but death
Shall ¢’er divorce my dignities,
Ben, Wouid 1 hd ne
. Would I never trod this Englifh earth,
Or It the flatteries that grow upon it! " ek,
Ye've angels faces, but heav’n knows your hesrty,
‘What fhall become of me now! wreiched Lady |l

- . ’ I

-

$]
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X am the moft unliappy woman living,
Alas, poorwenches, where are now your fortunes ?
L '[‘I'cskﬂ?m.
Shimeck'duponaldnsdop, where no pity,
No friends, no hope! no kindred weep for me!
Almoft no grave allow’d me! like-thelilly, .
That once was miftrefs of the field and flourith’s,
¥l hang my head and perith, :

Wol. If your Grace . i T
Could but be brought to know our ends are honeft,
‘You'd feel more comfort. Why fhould we;) good Lady;
Upon what caufe, wrong you? alas, our places,

The way of our profeffion is againft it ;
‘We are to cure fuch forrows, not to fow *em. -
For goodnefs’ fake confider what youn do,

How you may hurt your felf, nay, utterly ST
Grow from the King’s acquaintance, by this carrisge,

‘The hearts of Princes kifs cbedience, o
So much they love it : but to ftubborn fpirits, Eg)
They fwell and grow as terrible as florms, . o

X know you have a gentle, noble temper, -

A foul as even 23 2 calm 5 pray think us
‘Thofe we profefs, peacc-makers, friends and fervants,
Cam, Madam, you'll find it fo: you wreng your virtues
‘With thefe weak womens fears. A noble fpint,
As yours was put into you, ever cafts :
Sncfl doubts, as falfe coin, from it. The King loves you ;
Beware you lofe’t not § for us (if you pleafe
To truft us in your bufinefs) we are ready
To ufe our utmoft ftudics in your fervice.
Qh . Do what you will, my Lords; and pray forgive me,.
If I'have us’d my felf unmannerly.
You know I am a woman, lacking wit
To make a feemly anfwer to fuch perfons.
Pray do my fervice to his Majefty.
He has my beart yet ; and fhall' have my prayers *
While I fhall have my life. Came, rev’rend fathers,
Beflow your counfels on me. She now begs,
‘That little thought when fhe fet footing here,
Shs fhould have bought her dignities fo dear, s c[gﬁf;?’z;
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. SEENE I

s Antithemben to the
Eusr the Daks of Norolk, D bfs.ﬁu:, Lord Surrey,

Nor, If ymmllmmnmmyhm
And force them with 2 conflancy, the Cardinal
Cannot ftand under chems.  Jf you omit
The offer of this time, I cannot promile
But that you fhall fuftain more new difgraces,
‘With thefe you bennlmdy

Sur, Iam

.'l'o meet the la&oonﬁenﬂmmygnmc

Remembrance of my:father-in-law the Duke,

‘To be reveng’d on himg, :
Suf. Which of the Peers

Have uncontemn’d' gone by him, not at lealk
Strangely negleted ? when did he regapd -

The ofnoblmeﬁmwypufon
Oue o pienblr ’

y fpeak your
Wh:thede&rveof’m:d‘kme, Iw
Wbatweundotohm(lhoubmwthem
Give way to us) § much fear, Ifyonqmet
Bar his acce(s to th* King, never
Anythmgmhm;hhehatham&
Over the King in’s tongae.

for
The honey of his language. Mo, he's fettled,
Not to come off, in his moft high difpleafure.
Sur, Iﬂ:onldbeglzdtohurﬁchumuthn

. Once every hour,

Nor, Believe it, this is true.
In the divorce, his contrary i
zel all nnfcld:l wherein he | appears,
would wifh my enemy,
Sur. How came y

His prattices to light 2
Safs Mokt frangely,

Sw,
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Sur. How? . )
 Suf. The Cardinal's letters to the Pope mifcarried,
i And came to th’ eye o’th> King ; wherein was read,
How that the Cardinal did ‘intreat his Holinefs :
To flay the judgment o’th® divorce ; for if
It did take place, I do, quoth he, perceive
My King is ( in affe@ion to
' A creature of the Queen’s, Lady ese Ballen,
i Swr, Has the King this? .
Suf. Believe it.

| Gom. King in this perceives him, how he coals
And hedges his own way. Bat in this point -
All his tricks founder, and be brings his phyfick
A&em.p,m;.:;&;mmw, .

. To
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To fecond all his plot. ¥ do affure you,
The King cry’d ha! at this.

Cham, Now Ged incenfe him 3
And let him cry ba, Jouder!

Nor, But, my Lord,

‘When returns Crasseer 7 ’

Suf. Hennmmdthhhopmm, which
Have fatisfy’d the King for hiv-divoree, = |
Gather'd from all the famous colleges
Almoft in Chriftendom ; foon,lbelme,
Hafecodmnugeﬂuﬂbeynbhﬂ:‘d,
Hb:wm:nm Catbarine no more :
Shall be call’d Queen, but Princels dowsger,
As widow t5 Prince Artbur,

Nor, This fame Granmer’s
A worthy fellow, and hath ta’en muth pin
In the King’s bufinefs,

Suf. Heh-,wlnﬁd!fee&n
For it an

Nor, SoI hear,

Suf. *Tis fo.

mwa&yuw

Crom, To his own hind, in’y bed-chaniber,

Wol, Look'd hé ¢’ &'chﬁhepp&?

Crom, Prefently

Hedndunfulthem,andthcﬁtﬁhnew'd,
He did it with a ferious mind ; 2 heed ’
‘Was in his countenance.- And yod he bad,
Attend him here this morning. |

Wol. Is he ready :

‘To come abroad ? .

Grm. I thiok by this he i, - :

Wol. Leave me s while, -+ - '[Em?ctmwel.
ltﬁuﬂbmthenmbenof L [ A
The Freach King’s fifter 3 he WM
Aune Bullex ! — no, rum.amaamswhm -

There's
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*There’smore in it than a fair vifage vee Bulen f cee
No, we'll no Ballans = fpeedily’ I with .
To hear from Rome~— The Marchiomefs of Pesdbroke !
g&"&:'uumqu
y
Do;whethuaqumh- Co
ur.

'701- [42:'& Thelate Queen’s gentiewonmn ! & xmgw. :
.Tobehermﬁuﬁlmiﬂuﬁ!tbe .Qg.a;.. '

Tttnuldlzhmm:u, ’dlllmaﬂ
Then ou —what though mm«m
Andwendegm?yetlkmwhfa
Lutheran, ‘and ndt wheleforrie to
Oume:d—tlitﬂ:!cw.*l’yeﬁ’hﬁmof
Our -rul'd - is fprung
An heretick, mﬁm.ﬁu—r one, ®
Hath crawl'd into theﬁvwrof the King,
And » I cragle.
Nor. He's vex'd at
SCENI I,
oo i T,
2y, ,
The -cord of"s hewrt !

Suf. The King, the King.

King. Whtﬁhd‘wnlthh&bm
‘To his own portion! what expence by th’ hour
Ssem:mmm him| l;uwx'th'nmeoftiifc
Does together . may. Lords,
Saw you the Cardinal ? Vs, sy

Ner. My Lord, wehave -

. Is in bis brain ; he bites his Bpe-and-ftarts,

Suopuonlfudden looks gpon the ground,

Thenlaylhuﬁ}é:uh%a;ﬁm

Springs out into te

mmm&hs oy v
againft the imeo h“mm

chfenhmﬁth-@". K::Q
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King. Tt may well be, -
There is a mutiny in’s mind, 'l‘lumonin;
Papers of ftats he fent me to perufe,
Atlreqmrd;andwotyonvhtlfomd
There, onmyoonhmgotmmngly!
Fotfoothnnuventoq, importing 3
The feveral parcels of his plate, lmtrnﬁn,
Rich fuffs and ornaments of houthold, * which
X find at fuch a proud rate, itou(fph
Poffeflion of a fubje.
Nor, It's heav’n’s willy\/\/\
Somefpmzputthupapetmd:epcht
To blefs your eye withal, . "
v King. If we did think
His eontemplam.mabucthemdl,n :
And fixd on fpiritual objeéts, he thould ftill . 8]
Dwell in his mufings § but I amyafraid -
His thinkings are'belowthem, ol wasth
His ferious confidering.
He take bis feat wlnfpm Lovell, wbogmuWol'q
ol. Heav’n veme——-
Ever God blefs your Highncﬁ-—-— )
King, Good iy Lord,
Yonmfnllpfhmulrﬁdf, mdbardnmy
Ofyootbeﬁgmumyonrmmd,tbewhch -
- You were now running o’er ; you have fcarcesime -
‘To fteal from fpmtullelfunaltuffpan S
To keep your earthly audit ; fure in that ' .
I deem you an ill hufband, und am glad . - :
To have you therein my.companibn.. et
Wol., Sir, P e
*For holy offices T have a time; - . Lo
Aumehthmknpmdmpmdbuﬁnd’a
Tbear i’th’ flate ; andmmins
Her times of p:-e :
I her frail fon, mm@myhuhu-mal,» :
Muﬂgﬂe;)yt’;:dm:o. 4§
ou ' IR B R
Wf ve fid well,

Highnels Wh- { ek
Allwdllaﬁywmmymgzukf\ wi ot ‘-’i'l';;'
-3 £ I
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With my well faying ! i
King, *Tis well faid ugain,

And "tis 2 kind of good deed to fay well,

And yet words are no deeds, My father lov'd you,

He faid he did, md with his deed did crown -

His word upon you. Since I had my office

Tve kept you nest my heart, Mave not alone

Imploy’d yoa where high profits might come hume,

Bat par'd my prefent havings, to beffow .

My bounties upen you. : -
#ol. What thould this mean ? A
Swr. The Lard inereafe thie bufiefs !

ing, Have Inot madeyou - .
‘The prime moftheﬂate?‘lmé’ymullme,‘
If what I now pronounce you have true ¢

And if you may confefs it, fay withel -
3f you are-bound to us, or no? what fay you ?
Wal. My Soversign, I confefs your royal graces

Showr’d on me daily have been more than conld
My flllied parpofes reqaire ; they were
Beyond all man’s ambition, My endeavours
Have evef come too-fhert of my defires,
Yet fil'd with my abilities + mine own :
Ends have beaa fuch that evermore they poisited T
“To th’ good of your moft facred perfon, and ‘l
The,| of the flate: For your great graces !
Heap'd upon me, poer undeferver, I .
Can nothing reader but allegiant thenks,

My prayers to heav’n for you ; my loyalty,
W{idt ever has, and ever fhall be growing,
>Till death, that winter, kil &.

King, Fairly anfwer'd :

A loyal and obedient fubje® is
‘Therein illuftrated ; the honour of it

Does pay the all of it, o’ th’ contrary

The foulnefs is the punifhment, * T prefuma
“That as my hand has open’d bounty to you,
My heart dropp'd love, my pow’r rain’d honour, more ~
On you, than any § fo your hand and heart; - -
Your'brain, end cvery function of your power,’

+ Vor, VI, Be ,

 should
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Should, notwithftanding that your boad of duty, .
As "twere in love’s particolar, be more
To me, your friend, thad any.
Wal, 1 profels,
‘That for your Highnefs* good I ever labour’d
More than mine own ; that am I, have been, will bes °
‘Though all the world thould crack their duty to you,
And throw it from their foul ; though perils did
Abound, as thick as thought could make *em, and
Appear in forms more horrid ; yet my duty,
. As doth a rock againft the chiding flood,
Should the a of this wild ‘river break,
And ftand en yours, :
King, "Tis nobly fj H .
‘Take notice, Lords, he has a loyal breatt,
For you havefeen him open’t. Read o'erthis,
B [Giving bim. papers,
And after this; and then to breakfaft, with
‘What appetite you may. :
[Bxit King, frowning upon C:rzul l‘Wolfcy, the Nobies
throug after bim whifperiy miling.
ﬁ S Cjﬁmb;gE 16. ‘
Wol. What fhould this mean ?
‘What fodden anger"s this ? how have I reapdit ?
He parted frowning from me, asif ruin
Leap'd from bis eyes. So looks the chafed lion
Upon the daring buntfman that has gall’d him,
Then makes him nothing. I muft read this paper 3
1 fear, the flory of his anger — *tis fo —
‘This paper has undone me — ’tis th’ account |
Of all that world of wealth I've drawn together
For mine own ends ; indeed, to gain the Popedom,
And fee my friends in Rome. O negligence |
Fit for a fool to fallby. 'What crofs devil
Made me put this main fecret in the packet
X fent the King ? is there no way to cure this 2
No new device to beat this from his brains ? .
I kaow "twill ftir him fongly ; yet I know .t
A way, if it take right, in {pight of fortune v
Will bring me.off, again.  What's this — T the Pope?
The letter, as I live, with al} the bufinefs o4
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I writ s Holinefs, Nay, then farewel;
Tve touch’d the point of all my smmb,

SsC E NE V.
EmuWolfcy,ﬁcDmngufolk and Suffolkc, the Barl
Surrey, and the Lord Chamberlain,

Nor, Hmthexmg'n pleafure, Caxdtml, who commands

Tomnduupthcputfalpref:nty [yos -

Intoourhmdl, mdtoeonﬁncyonr
To Aper- ji,mylmdofW
*Till you hear further from
Wel. Stay s
‘Where's your commiffion, Lords ? wt&memy
Aauthority fo mighty.
Suf. Who gare crofs:’em, . .
the King's will from his mouth
Wel, Wh:lﬁlﬁdmmth-lmml!,uwodlwit,
I mesn your malice, know, officious Lords,
I dare, and muft dény it. Now I feel
Of what coarfe metal ye are molded e Bavy :
Howeagerlyyefol!owmydxfwe .
#d’uﬁ\lye, ahdhowﬁeelg:d%
appear i cvery thing may bring my
gollowyourmwomcomfa menofm!ice;
‘ou have a chriftian waerant for ’em, and
lntuncwxllﬁnddmrﬁtmxtda. That feal
You atk with fuch a violence, the King
Mine and your mafter) with his awn hand gave ms ;
me enjoy it, with the place and honours,
During my life ; and to confirm his goodnefs,
Ty'd it by Jetters patents. Now, wbo'nuhit?
Sxr, The King that gave ¥,
Wel. It muft be himfelf then.

.,;
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Sur, Thy ambition, .. ’

Thou fearlet fin, robb'd thia bewniling laog

Of noble Buckingbam, moy father-in-haw ¢

‘The heads of all thy bsother Candinals,
With thee and all thy beft parts bound together,
‘Weigh'd not a hair of his. Plague of your polioyl . -
You fent me Deputy for Ircland,

Fianfiom his faccour ;- from the King, from all
‘That might have mesoy onthe fault M?f& hima s
'Whilg. yous great goodnefs, . out'of boly pity,
Abkv’d him with an axe, - )

Wel. This, and all eife BN
This ulkmg Lord cap lay vpon my credit,

Y anfwer, is moft falie, The Duke by lsw:.
Found his deferts, How innocent I was :
From any Fi-trnaﬁen'n his end,
His noble jury and foul caufe can witnefs.
If I lev'd many words, Lord, I fhould toll you,
¥ou have asdittie honclty as honour ; .
That 1i'th' way. of loyalcy and truth .. . -
‘Toward the King, my-cver.royal mafter, .
* Dare mate a founder man thas Sarrey cap be.
And all that lowe his follics, : .
Vour loog e, o, eotod you, thon bl Sl
our coat, priefR, you, q ’
- My fword i"th’ lifecbjood of thee elfe. My Losds,
Can ye endure toheat this arrogance ?
And from this fellow ? if we live thus mely, -
‘To be thus jaded.by: a piece of frarlet,
Farewel nobility, let i Grace go forward,.
And dare uswith his cap, lLilte latks.

Wil, All gooduela - i
Is poifon to thy flomach, -

Sur. Yes,.that goidaels . : Y
Of gleaning all the land’s wealh into one, '
Into your own hands, Ca:d’nal, by extostoms * - i '

g .’ fs of your intereeptad packets | o
You writ to th’ Pope, againft the Kimg :. gooduiel)
Since you proveke me, dhall be moft m-a. :
My Lord of Norfolk, as youlve'truly noble, '

o ‘a
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As you refpeét the cominon good, the ftate :
| Of our defpis’d nobility, our iffues,

Who, if he live, will fearce be gentlemen,
Pcodneetheyandfnmof his fins, the articles
Colle@ed from his-life, I'll flartle you -° N
Worfe than the facriog bell, when the-brown wench
Lay kiffiog in your arms, Lord Cardinal. *

#ol. How much methinks I could defpife this man,

But that I’m bound in charity sgainft it !

Ner, Thafe articles, my Lotd, are’ in'th* King's hand ¢
But thus much; they .are foul

Wol. So much fairer, .

And fpotlefs fhall mine innocence anfe,
‘When the King knows my trbth.

Sur. Thiscannot fave yous'" *

I thank my memory, I yet remember
Some of thefe articles, and out they fhall,

Now, if you.can, bluth, and cry Guily, Cardinal,
You’ll thew a little honefty.

Wol. Speak on, Sir,

1 dare your wotft objections : if T bluﬁ,
Itis to fee a Noblemsin want menners, -

Sux, I'd nthuwamthofethmmyh«d; Iunltyw. A
Firft, that without the King’s affent or-knowledge .
You wronght to be a Legat, by which power
You maim’d,thre jurifdi€tion of all Bithops. .

Nor, "I‘hen, dnt in all you writ to Rome, o dl'c
To foreign Princes, Ego & Resi meus’

Was ftill mfcrib'd in which you bmght !he King

‘To be your f¢ K
© Suf, That wi out the knowledge:

Either omegﬁf council, wheh you went

Ambaffador toth’ Empem, you made bold

To carry into Flanders the great feal.

Sur, Item, ¥ou fent a large commiffion
To L:ngoriede Caffalis, to concludey
‘Without the King’s will or the State’ ullom,

A league between his Highnefs and Ferrara,
. That out of meer ambition, yeu lmuwh
Ymhol,htkmm'donhu&mu.m &
. Ee 3 . we
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Sur. That you_have fent innumetable fuges,
(By what means got, I leave to your own-opiisne)
To furnith Rome, padhie prepare the ways .-
You have for digaitiss, o th® meer undaing, .,
Of all the kingdom, Masy more there agey,, .
Which fines,they a6 af. you, and odiqué, .. - . ..
I will not taint my meath : o o
Q«’Wl t’ Tl
Prefs nota f-lﬁngmanmll’u; 'ul:‘,v:hym: i
His faujts lye open tg thalaws § et them, .
Not you, corret him. My Beart waeps.to fee hitsl
So little of his greac felf, o
Sur. Iforgive him,, . .
Suf. Lord Cardinal, the King's forther pleafure is,
Becaufe all thofe things you have done of late.
By your pow’r legatine withio chis kipgdonay, , -\ -
Fallin the compaﬁ ;f a PM;«;«:,
That thergfor fuch a writ be fued agaioft you 5
To forfeit all your goods, lands, tepements, .
And chattels whatfoever, and to be )
Out of the King's prote@iog. = This is my chasge,
Nor. And fo we'll leave you, to your meditations
Ho tp live batter,  For your fiubborn anfwes
About the givingback the great feal to us,
The King fhall koow it, aad np doab fhall thank: you,
So fare youwell, my Little good Lord Cardinal.
- e [ Exeunt all but W oliey,
SCENE VI.
Wil. Se faxewel to the littlo good you bear ma!
- Farewel, a long farewel to all my greatnefs!
This is the flate of man.; ‘to-day he puts forth
The tender leaves of hopes, to-morvow bloffams,
And bears his blufing honoyrs thick upon him
‘The third day comes a froft, a killing froft,
And when he thinks; ,good eafic man, full farcly
His greatnefs is a ripening, nips his root,
And then s Edo, | have veptur'd,
Like little wanton boys that fwim on bladders,
“Thefe many fgmmers in a fea of glory 3
But fs beyond my depchil my high-blown pde .
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At length broke undet me, sad dow has left s
Weary, and old with fasvice, to the marcy

Of a rude fiream, that muf For ever hide me,
Vain pomp and glory of the world ! ¥ hate ye,
I feel my heart new apep’d,  Oh,. how wretched
Is that poo» mas that. hyngs on. Princes' favours!
" ‘There is, betwixt that fmile he would afpire to,
“That fweat afpedt of ‘Prioges, and his roi0,
More pangs and feary than war or wamen bave &
And when be falls, he falls like Lasifer,

Never to b; again. . .
w . " ./

Wy, oy el e
ve no 1)

Wd'm p": thy ,vnule

Aty i 2 up. thy. fpisit r

A man fhould decling ? i€ Yon

P i indecd, s bl

Crom. How doss your Gance ?
Wol. Why, well 3 -
Nem(q%hm, oy good Cromyyell,
¥ know my felf now, and I feel within e
A peace above all earth]y dignities §
A #ill and quiet confciencg. The King has cur’d me,
1 bumbly thank his Grace 3 and from thefe thowldars,
Thefe ruin’d pillars, out of pity taken
A load would fink a navy, too much honous,
O, ’tis a burden, Cromurll, tis & burden
Too heavy for s man that hopes for heav’n,
Crom., I'm glad your Grace has made that right ufe of it,
#pl. 1 hope 1 have : I'm able now inks,
Out of a fortitude of foul J feel,
T" endure mare miferics, and greater far
Than my weak-hearted enemics dare offes,
‘What news abroad ?
o youe diplenvg with o Kimge "
your ure wi 3
I%I.,G%lbhﬁﬁnl
Crom, The next is, that Sir Thomas More is chofen
Lozd Changellor. in your placc, #
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Wol, That's fomewhat fudden ——
But he’s a learned man. May he eunume
Long in his Highnefs’ favour, and ‘do ‘juftice : ,
For truth’s fake and his confeienct'; that his bones,
‘When he bas run his courfe and fleeps in bleffings, - ¥
May have a tomb of orphans tears wept on him |
What more? - :
Crom, ‘That Granmer is return’d with welcome 3
Inftall’d Lord Archbifhop of® Canterbiery,
Wol, That’s news indeedy/\// || [
Crom, Laft, that the Lady Aure,
‘Whem the King h:th‘in feerecy ll:g' marritd
‘This day was view'd in open, 2s'his Queen,
Going ti chappel ; and the:voice: it now -
Only about her coronation. . : : .
Wol. There was the weight. that pil'd me down, O Cromo-
The King has gone beyond me : ‘all tny glocies - [wonll;;
In that one woman I have loft for ever. :
No fun fhall ever uther forth minehonours,
Or gild again the noble troops that waited *
Upon my fmiles. Go, get thee from me, Gromevell,
Y am a poor fall’h man; -unworthy now
To be thy Lord and mafter, Seek the King,
(That fun I pray may never fet) -I’ve told him
‘What and how true thou art ; he will advance thee
Some little memory of me will fir him,
1 know his noblé nature, not tolet
Thy hopeful fervice perith too. Good Cromeoell,
Negle& him not ; make-uft now, and provide
For thine own future faféty. .
©  Crom. Q my Lord,
Muft I then leave you ? muft I needs forego
So good, fo noble, and fo true a mafter ?
Bear witnefs, alléhat have not hearts of iron,
¥I:th ,zvhat 0: forrow Cromsvell leaves his Lord.
e King thall have my fetvice ; but my prayers
For ever and for ever ﬂlyall be yofm. vE
Wel. Cromwwell, I did not think to fhed a tear
In all my miferies ; bat thou haft forc’d me,
Qut of thy honeft truth, to play the womaa,

-l
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Fad I but ferv’d my God with half the zeal - i

1 ferv’d my he wonld not in mine age - o
Have left me 0 mine enemics,. S

Crom. Good Sir, have patience !
Wol. So I bave. Farewel
The hopes of coust | say-hopes in heav’a do dwell. [ Exewnr,

ACT IV. SCENE I
A Street in Wefimiafter,

Enter two Gentlemen, mecting, oge ansiber,

3 Gen, 'YOl‘avdlmetm sgain. . ~
- 3 Gen. And fo are you,

1 Gen. You. eome.to take your fland here, and behold

The Lady Anne pafs from her-coponation. o

2 Gen, Tis all my bufinefs. At our laft encounter, -

The ke of Bwkisghess pame from his pyal.

1 Gen,
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1 Gen. *Tis very true, . But that tifne offerd forrow,
This, general joy. .
2 Gen. "Tis well ; the citizens
T'm fure have thewn at full their loyal minds,
And let *em have their right, they’re ever forward
In celebration of thefe days with fhews,
Pageants, and fights of honour, -
1 Gen, Never greater,
Nor T'll affure you better taken, Sir, .
2 Gen. May I be bold to afk what that contains,
{ The paper in your hands ? : s
1 Gen. Yes, 'tis the li®
Of thofe that claim their offices this day,
By cufiom of the coronation. - -
‘The Duke of Suffolk is the firft, and claims
To be High Steward ; next the Duke of Nerfolk,
‘To be Barl Marfhal ; you may read the reft,
2 Gea.'I thank you, Sir ; had I not known thofe cuftoms,
1 fhould have been beholden to your paper.
But I befeech you what's become of Catharine,
‘The Princefs Dowager ? how gocs her bufinefs ?
1 Gen. That I can tell you too ; the Arch-bithop
Of Canterbury, asccompanied with other
_ Learned and rev"vend fathers of his order,
Held a late court at Denflable, fix miles
From Amptbil, where the Princefs lay ; to which
She oft was cited by them, bat appear’d not ¢
And to be fhort, for not appearance and
‘The King’s late fcruple, by the main affent
Qf all thefe leatned mien. fhe was divorc'd,. .
And the late marriage made of none effelt s
Since which, fhe was removed to Kisibodes,
‘Where fhe remains now fick.
2 Gen. .Alas good Lady ! e
The txumpeufound;"ﬁmdcbfe,'the@ail[ﬂ' :
The Orpxr.of the CoroNATION,
1. Ak uri, trampets, v,
2. mwlzoﬁ nf‘ ’ e . \
3« Lord Coancaliar, waith the porfeadd wace befors bim,
s ‘. Cb‘
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Choriflers finging. . Muﬁck

;. Mayor g Lon:zba, hmng the mate, Then
bis coat of arms, and on bis bead a gile copper crown,

6 Ah,ucji of Dorfec, bearing a [cepter of gold, on bis

bead a demi-coronal of gold. With bim, the Earl of
. Sarrey, bearing the rod of filver with tbe dove, eriwn’d
woith an Barls corenet, Collars of S S.

7. ‘Dake of Suffolk, ip bis robe of fate, bis coramet on bis
bead, bearing a lmp whbite wand, as High Steward,
With bins the Duke of Narfolk, woith the red of Mar.
Palfbip, a coromet on bis bead.' 'Collars of'§'§:

8. Amopy szour of the Cinque- Ports, snder it tbc

Queen in ber robe ; in ber bair richly adormed with pearl,
crowned, On each fide ber the bifbops of Lordon end
‘Winchefler,

9. Theold Dut:befa of Norfolk, in acoronal of gold, eroughe
thb Sowers, bearing the Queen’s train.
Czt:n Ledies er Counteffes, swith plain circlety of gold
«without flowers.

They pofs over the flage in order and flate, and then Beunt,
with a great flourifp of Trumpets.

2 Gen. A royal train, believe me ; thefe I know 3

Who s that who bears the fcepter ?

1 Gen, Marquefs Dorfes,

Aond that the Earl of Swrey, with the rod, . :

* 2Gen. A bold brave gentleman. Thenenibwldbc

‘The Duke of Suffolk.

- 1Gen, "Tis the fame : High Steward.

2 Ges, And that myLordof Norfolk ?
1Gen. Yes.
2 Gen, Heav’n blefs thee!
Thou baft the fweeteft face I ever look’d on,
Sir, as I bavea foul, fhe is an angel;
.Oumhusllthelndmmlmanm, :

And more and richer, when he frains that hdy s

J cannot blame his confcience. ‘
1 Gen. They that bear .

“The cloth of ftate above her, are four Barons

| Of the - Perts.
8 Gen. Thofe men are happy, fo ase all are near hu-

Yo,
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1take it, fhe that carries up the trsin,
¢ that old noble Lady, Dutchefs of Nmfolk.
1 Gen, Tt is, and all the reft are Counteffes,
2°Gen, Thelr coronets fay fo, ‘Thefe are favs itsieed,
AM% No ftﬂilgm
1 Gen, No more .
Enter a third Gentlomem,
God fave you, Sir. Say where'have yon been broiting ?
3 G, Amstheqondl‘th'&bg;:‘whmaﬁnp
Could not be wedg'd ifi more ; and I amn fifled,
‘With the meer ranknefs of /their. joy.
’x-'h:Ga. You faw
¢ceremony ?
30«0. 1 did fo, .
£ Gen, How wasit? .
3 Gaa. Well worth the foeing. -
2 Gen, Good Sir, ivto s,
‘"MgamA"nllu h:uabh Tkmﬁ:lq&eﬂ
Lords and Ladies, having brought the Queen
" T'e a prepar’d pince in the choir, fell off
A diftance from her ; while her Grace fat down
To re# a while, fome half an hour, or fo,
In a rich chair of flate, freely
The beauty of her perfon to the people.
Believe me, Sir, fhe is the goodlieft wenmn
Tlmavnfaybym; which when the people
Had the full view of, fuch a noife arofe
As the throwds make at fea in a fiff tempeRt,
As loud, and to as many cunes. Haws, cloaks,
Doublets, I think, flew up ; and had their facce
Been loofe, this day they had been loft. Sach Joy
I never faw before, Great-belly’d women, -
That had not half a waek to go, like rvens
In the old time of war, would fmike the prefs
And make it rel before ‘e, Né men Bving
Gould fay, This is my wife, there, sl wese wovea
8o ftrangely in one piece. .
2 Gen. But pray what foow™d ?
3 Gen. At length her Grace rofe, and with maedeRt poees
Come 1o she akas, where i kacel'd, ad Saink-Jidee
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* Caft her fair eyed to heav’n, and piray*d devdutly,
‘Theh rofe agrin, and bow’d her to the people ;
When by the Archabithop of Canterbury
Sh’ ad all the royal makings of 2 Queen;
As holy oil, Edeward Confeffor’s crown, :
‘The rod, and bird 5f peace, and all fuch embleris
Laid nobly-on her: which perform®d, the choix
With ah the choiceft mufick of the ki y
Togetber fiing Te Deum, So fhe , -
And with the fame full fiate pac’d back again
‘To York-Place, where the feaft'is held. s
1 Gen. You niuft no more ¢all it York- Place, that's pafty
For fince the Cardinal fell, that title’s loft, .
*Tis now the King's, and call’d th::.
Gen. Tknow its '
But 'tis fo Jately alter’d, the old name
s frefh about me, v
2 Gen, What two reverend Bifhops s
‘Were thofé; that went on each fide of the Queén? -
3 Gen, Stekefly and Gardiner, the one of Winchefler,
Newly preferr’d from the Kiug’s Sccréwary s

‘The other, London. N
2 Gen. He of Wincbefter

Ts held no great good lover of th* Arch-bithop,

The virtuous Crasmer,
3 Gen, Al the land knows that ¢ .

Howevet yet there’s no grest breach; when't comes,
Cranwwillﬁndaﬁi;:d l’w'iﬂ not ﬂmak?mhm
2 Gen, Who may that be, I
3 Gen. Thomas (tnumll, Py yu
A man in much efteem with th’ King, and truly
A worthy friend. The King bas made him mafter
O’ th® jewel-houfe, and one o th® privy- council.
2 Gen, He will deferve more,
4 Gen, Yes, without all doubt,
. Come, gentlemen, you fhall both go my way,
‘Which 18 to th® Court, and there fhall be my goefls 3
Sdmething ¥ can command ; as I walk thither *
I°l} tell ye miore, o
Both, You may command us, Sir, . Exeunt.
Vou: VI, Ff SCENE
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SCENE II. Charge o Kimbolton.
ZEnter Catharine Dowager, fick, led between Griffich ber
Gentleman Ufber, and Patience ber Woman,
Grif. How daes.your Grace ? .
Catb. O Griffith, fick to death
My legs like loaded branches bow to th® earth,
Willing ta leave their burthen : reach a chair ———
So — now methinks I-feel a little eafe. [ Sitting dovon,
Didft thou not tell me, Griffith, as thou led’ft me,
“That the great child of honour, Cardinal #elfey,
Wz'd; dY?' Madam ; but I think Gra
. if. Yes, 3 but I think your Grace,
Out of the pain you fuffer’d, . gave no ear to’t,
Catb. Pr'ythee, goodGriffith, tell me how he dy'd,
If well, he ftept before me happily, -
Formy example, = . <= >
Grif. ‘Well, the voice goes, Madam,
For after the ftout Earl Nortbumberiand
Arreftéd him at Tork, and brought him forward
(Asa gnan forely tainted) to his-anfwer,
He fell fick fuddenly, and grew fo.ill
He could not fit his mule.
Cath. Alas, poor man|
Grif. Atlaft, with eafie.roads he came to Lacefer,
Lodg'd in the Abby ; where the rev'rend Abbot,
‘With all his convent, honourably receiv’d him ;
To whom he gave thefe words, O fatber Abbot,
An old man broken swith the florms of fate,
Ts come to lay bis eweary bones among ye 3
Give bim a little earth for charity !
8o went to'bed ; -where eagerly his ficknefs
Purfu’d him fiill, and-three nights after this,
About the hour of cight, (which he himfelf
Foretold fhould be hislaft) full of repentance,’
Continual meditations, tears and forrows,
He gave his honours to the world again,
His bjeffed part to heav’n, and flept in-peace,
Catb. So way he seft, his faults lic bury’d with him!
Yet thus far, Griffth, give me Jeave to {peak bim,
Y N . . Aol
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And yet with charity ; he was a man
Of an unbounded ftomach, ever ranking - -
Himfelf with Princes: oncthatbyfmeﬂm
Tyth’d all the kingdom ; fimony was fair play: - «
Huownopmlonwachuhw. T’ th’ Prefence

! He would fay untruths, and be ever double

Both in his words and meaning. Hewnmmr,
But where he meant te ruin, pitiful, | .
His promifes were, as he then was, nnghty;
Butll’m performance, as he now'is;\ othiag,
ormmboaylnmsul, and guve .

The Clergy mexunplc.

Grif. Noble Madam B

Manevnlmneuhvembnﬁ, thenvumu .
We write in wates, - May it pleafo ywtlﬁdnefn

Thaogh fram o Bavable lock, wpdoabily
‘Was fathion'd to. much honous from his cradie 3
Htvmafchoh,mlanpedpodw; .
weile, fair fpoken, and perfusding § -
Lofty and four to them.that lov’d bim met,. .
But to thole men that fought him fweet as. fummer,
And though he were uofatisfy’d in getting, .- w
(Which was a fia) yet in beflowing, Madam, .
He was moft.punecly ; Ever witnes for him. . &
'l’lmfetwnmofleammgthathemsdmyw~. N
Ipfuich apd-Ouford! ope of which fell with him, >
Unwillingeoous-hn the good he did ity _ B
The other, though unfinith’d, yet & fagous,

Soenceﬂmzmnu,andﬁdlfonﬁng,t-»» -

E

And to 834 greater, bonours to his age - ..
Than man could give him, he 4y‘d. foasipgGads
,w mmyduthlvnf nooﬁmhenldp

2

.
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No other fpeaker of my living a&ions,

‘To keep mine honour corruption,

But fuch an heneRt chromicler as Griffith, ~ *

‘Whom I mdid bated living, thou. haft:made me,’

* With thy religious treth and modefty,

Now'in his athes honour. Reace be with him }

Patience, be.near me ftill, and fet me lower,

X bave not long to trouble thee, Good Griffie,

Caufe the mufidians play meé thet fad note -

Y nam'd my knell-5- whil@ 1/6t/ meditating)| -

On that celeftial harmony I'go-to, ’

Sad and folenn Mufick, :
Grif, She is afleep : good wench, -let®s fit down quiet,

For fear we wake her. -%ofdy, gentle Patience.

Gbe Vifion. Enter ot after another, . ﬁ'f"ﬁ';&"
clad in wwbite robes, wearing on their beod gar of
bays, and golden wizards on thair fices, bvanches of- bays
or palm in their bands. They fitft congee unto bev, then
danck 5 and at certain changes the firft two bold a fpare
garland over byr bead; o giiat the ovber four make reve-
wend curtfies. Then the two that beld the garland de-
liver the [ame 14 the othem st rao, wwbo obferae the fame”
order in their sbanges, ‘and bolding. the garlawi ooiw ber
Head, Which dows, they diliwer “the. faime goriand to the
Laft tx00, - wwbe likesvifo the [ame ardery” Sl b,
as it ewere by infpivatian, fbe maka in-bcrhﬁ f
'qu“d'g: “‘by b up ber bands nhhavn. foin
tbejr dancing thay vanifb, carrying the goviand with them,
zb:bmﬁ;}cw 2 ‘""Q’ el e ) .

. peace, where are ye ? are ye . .

And leave me here mv}retd!eaaeﬁ béhind ye'!:?“

Grif. Madaok;-Wetre hete,’
Catb. Itis not you I cald-for,’ A
Saw ye none eater firice' T-flépt ? Lt
Grif. None,gl:aﬁt.‘ e L LA wow
Gath. No? faw.you nitiey’n now a blefied ltroop
Javite me toa bamy:&‘:-'whi'g&ight faces-| "
Caft thoufand beams upod msé; like the fun | S
They promie’¥rie etejnal doppinefs; . - Ty
.. RASERF R AV R (O RTPIRNRY ¥ |
L0 .

FA I
.
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I And brought oee gariands, Onﬁb, which K feed °
Iamnotwwthyyetmwan
Affuredly. -
. J lmm&;th!, ‘Madam, fud:gooddmm
Poflels your fancy.
Cath, Bid the mufick leave,
*Tis harfh and heavy 3 me. [ Mafick ceafer,
Pat. Do younote
Howmucbhcrcminlm’doucbeweni‘

Enter a Meffinger, >
BMef. Av'e like yo‘annu-- d [
Cath, You ave a fawcy fellow coe T
Mﬂewemmmmf A v
Grif. You're, to blame, - <
ﬂnewxlluothfehumnﬁedmltneft, b
Tc;‘z'; ft; rude behaviour. Go to, .kaeel.- N
hembly do intreat your w pmhn H
My hafte made me unmannerly. There.is ﬁ:yu;
A gentleman fent from the King tofee you
Cath, Admit him entrance, Gnﬁtb But this fellow '
Let me ne'er fee apm v [Ewit Meffengers -
Eater Lord &pncuh. : : °
If my fight fail get, ;

You fhould be Lord ambaffador fmthe'&npm
My royalnmhew, and your name Capusius,
m, the fame, your fervant, -

c.:b O my Lord, . -
The times and, titles now are altet'd ﬂuagely
With me, fince firft you knew me. -But 1 pray you, .
‘What is your,pleafure with me ? .

Csp. Noble Lady,
Firft mine own fervice to your Gtaee the Mxt : ‘
The King’s requeft that I would v:ﬁt yous, )
‘Who grieves nuch for your weaknefs, and by me
Sends you his Princely commendations,
And bumly intreats you take gondmﬁn.
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Cath. O mygoadrbendy that comnfont.oiees stoc kgpe,
*Tis like a wdfm after emﬂ!on; ive Yulow
Thatgentle phyfick giv'n in time had cur’d me ;

- But now. I'm. pat- gjl-camfosts_ here bat prityosse-
How does his Highnefs ?

Cap. Madam, in good health;. .

G, So apay he over do, and eves Bousids,. . ..
When I fhall dwell with worms, and my poor.name bo
Banith'd the Kingdom | Putiensz, is that Joster
I gaus’d you write, yet fept. awvay ?

Pat. No, Madang -, VV Ol .COF

Cath. Siry S-mqi-burobly pray you:to delives -
This to my Lord the King. - N

Gop. Mok williogly, Madgin.

Catb. In which I have comeended to his gacdnefy: -
The model of our chafte loves, " bis yooug daughtey,
(The dews of heav’n fall thickin bleffings on kec )
Befceching him to give her virtuous beeeding, "
(She’s young, and-of a ndble modeft nature,

T hope the will deferve well) and 3 lictle .
To love her.for her mother’s(ake, thst Jov'd him
Heav'n knows how dearly! my next poor petition .
1s, that his noble Grpee would have fome pity
Upon miy waetchediwomen, that folong - -
Hare follow'd both my fortunes faishfully 3
Of which there is not.one, I dare avow,
g\nd now I fhould not lie) but well deferves;

or virtue and fyoe bedory of the foul,
For hongly and decent casvisge,
A right good huband, et him be a noble s
And fure thofe men are happy that fhall have *em,
The lat is for my men 3 they. are the pooredt,’
But poverty could never draw "em from me ;
That they may have theiz wages duly paid “em,
And fometbing oyer to remember me. .
If heav'n had pieas’d to've giv'n me longer life
And able means, we had not parced thus.
‘Thefe are the. whale contents.  And, good my Lord,
By that you love the deareft in this world,
As you with chrifiiap peace o fouls depasted, Stead
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Stand thefe poor peaple’s fuienll,: ui vige the King -

To do me this laft right, ( !
Cap. By heav’n I will, e . ..“,',
Or let me lofe the fathiag of aman, : .
Cath. 1 thank you, boneft Losd, Rmb«u .

In all humility unto bis, FHighaets 3-
And tell him, his long trouble now u m N
Out of this world. Tell hig,bn death I bl m R

For fo I will — mine cyes peéw dim,  Fwepeel,, 0 v -
My Lol’der{ﬁd mdl'ﬂ‘w’ Pwm, OO A
You muft not leave me yet. I muft to badt e | - '

Call in more women — When I'm doad, gpod weneh,

Let me be us’d with hosour; firew we aves. P
With maiden flow’ss, Mau&awotlduwm “
¥ was a chafte wife to my grave:

Then lay me forth ; aldwxﬁl’l‘:n-qm 4, yntlaka

A Queenand daughter:to a s

Tanpomorgew . [Exeunt, Mq%m

ACT V. SCENS L
Bofere the Ralacs,
Enter Gardiner Bifbp of Winchefter, aPag‘w;&b;Wd
before bim, wet by Sir Thoows- Lavell,
Gard. ] T's one a dlck, boy, is"tnot ? -
Bey. It bath firuck.
Gard, Thefle thould be houss for neseflities,
Not for delights ; times to sepair our nature
‘With coméosting repale, and not far.ws
To wafte thefe times, Good hous of night, $iz Thomws}
‘Whither fo Jate ?
-Lev. Came you from the King,.-my Lord #
Gard, 1 did, Sir Thomas, left him at Priweo,
With the Duke of Suffu/k.
Lov, I muft to him too,
Before he go tobed, I'll take my- laave.
Gard. Not yet, Su'?lmml.mll what's the msttes §
It feems you are in hafte : And if thetebz
. No great offence belongs to't, gweyurined
Some touch of your late bufinels.  Affaiss that walk
(As they fay fpirits do) at midnight, haws . = .
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Gard. The fruit fhe goes with
1 pray for heartily, that it may find
Good time, -ndhve; but for the fock, Sufhus,
1 wifh it grubb’d up now.

Lov. T could
Cry the Amen, and yet my confcience fays
She’sa good creature, lnd(Met Lﬂy)dou
Deferve our better withes,

Gard. But Sit, Sir— -
Hear me, Sir Tbomas— you're a geatlomsn -
Of mine own way, Iknwyoumfe, teligious,
Axﬂletmetellynultwd]neerbewell
*Twill not, Sir Thomas Lovell, take’t of me,; °
*Till Cranmer, Cromuvell, hertwohandn, and fhe,
Sleep in their graves,

Lov, Now, &f, !W
‘The moft remark’d i’th’ ; ufor Owwall, :
Beﬁdethatofthe)ewel-houfe he’s made mafter :
Q' th’ Rolls, add the King's Secretary, Further,
Stands in the gap- and trade for more preferments,
‘With which the time will load him. The Arch-
Is the King’s hand, and tongue, nndwhodaufpuk
Ope fyllable againft him ?

Gard, Yes, Sit-Thomas,
There are that dare ; andlmy {elf have ventur'd
Tofpukmymmdoﬂnm, indeed this very day,
(Sir, I may tell it you,) I think I have
Incens'd the Lords o’ th’ eouncil, that he is
(For fo I know he is, tbcylmow be is)

A moft arch-heretick, a pefltilence
'lhatdoa infe the land ; with which they mov'd
Havehokmmththel(mg, who hath fo far
Gnnmwmmplms of his great grace

And
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And princely care, forefesing thofe fell mifehicfy
Our reafons 1aid befare him, he bath commanded
“To-morrow morning to the council doard -

He be convented. He's arank weed, Sir Thimas,
And we muft root him out. 'Frémh your iffairs
lhmderymtoolong good night, Sir Themas !

Lov. yw-uh-,myladl!rrenymfenm

SCENE IL A Aperiment ji the Pal
Enter King and Suffolk.
King. Charles, ¥ will play no motew-mght, .
Mg mind’s nof o>t, you are too-bard for me, -
2/‘ Sir, ldﬂmuwmofyeuhefac
Nor (il no wheds my Bnc'son sy gliy, ¢
or ot when my s on Y. ! .
Ea:-ylmeﬂmyP ’

Now, Looull, from the Queen what is the news ?
Lou. leonldnotpetﬁ)mllydehutohcr '

‘What you commanded me, but by her woman

1 fent your meflage, whosetura’d her thanks

In greateft humblenefs, andbegg‘d ymﬁsghnefl

Moﬁhe-mlytopny‘ﬁ»

King. wmmyrkdw-! ba ) - .

To pray for her | “whag! \ié fhe’ ¢rying oot ? |
Lov, So faid her whshen, mdtbuhcrfn&‘nwmdp“

Almo&uchmadnth :

Alzs, good Lady? -
s.y?coa fafelqut her- efheburdlen, -

With ginde trovcl,  the gladdig of -

Your Highnefds with anheir & v T
IGng *Tis midnight, Gdurler 5 i Co B
ytbeetohd,'mlmthy‘?nyeummbet o

Th'efate of my padr Queédl/ ~Leave me alone,

l-'orlmuftlﬂnkolthﬂ%/hl bompmy

Would not be friendly to: *+ e,
Suft Rwithl your Highnefy - 1 0w ";

I‘K;:m night, and my good riftrehs wl!l e

in my prayers,
King, Charles, a good night ; [!ﬁ‘ m
Well, Sir, what folléwe?. - -

Emr —
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Enter Sir Asthony
Dug Sir, Ilnvch:qht mymmm,

g Hll&"hql
Dmy Yes, mygoodbod
King. *Tis true — where is be, Denny ?.
Dessny. Hungnbyon:l-bghnd‘. pleafure.
. Bring him [E:mDemy
Lov, mnnbutthuwhlththlBMlp&e,
1 am happily come hither. [Afide.
BMCnnmuudDumy .
King. Avoid the gallery. [lavelanﬂq.
Hal— hvefud—-begopel [ Exeunt Lovell and Denny.
SCENE UL . |
Gren. T am much feasful : wherefore fromes he thu ?
*Tis his of terror. All’s not well.

Lord ? mmwm
Wﬁ’efmlfentimy y

Cran, It is myduty . . ’
T attend H@hncﬁ’plufa!.

King. m‘yyounfe,
My good Iadof&wukvy
Come, ymtndlm&nlhamw:
I’ve news to tell you. Come,wemeymhnd
Ah, my good Lord, I grieve at what 1 fpeak, .
And amnghtfwytoregut what follows,
1 have, and moft un , of late .
Haxdmanyguewu I dofay, -my Lond, -
Grievous complaints of you 3 whxchbem‘eoaﬁiu
Have mov’d us and our council, that-you fhell
*This morning come before us, -where I know
You cannot with fuch freedom purge youe. {elf,
Baut that 'nllfnnhuuyd,inthfu
‘Which will require your anfwer,-you muft take
Your patience to you, and be well contented
To make your houfe our Towoer ; you a beother of us,
It fits we thus proceed, or elfe no witnefs
Woddeo;mlpmﬂ

bumbly thank

Mnﬁ.htghdwae:znwm

.

S‘

Mot
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Moft throughly to be winoow’d, ‘where my chaff
And corn fhall fly sfender, Fot I knuw .
‘There’s none ftands under more calumnions tongues
Than I my felf, poor man.
King. Standup, good
‘Thy truth and thy mn;ntyumtd
In us, thy friend. Give me thy hand, ftand up,
Prythee let’s walk. Now, by my holy Dame,
Whatmofmmyoo?mylad 1 Jook'd
You ‘Would have giv’n me your petition, that
1 fhould have ta’en fome pains to bring together
- Your felf and your accufers, and have beard you
‘Without indurance further. .
Cran. Moft dread Liege,
The good I ftand on is my truth snd honefly s
If they fhall fall, I with mine enemies
‘Will triumph o'er my perfon ; which I weigh not,
Being of thofe virtues vacant. I fear nothing
Wztunbefndlgnn&me.
ng. t
How y‘out flate fhndt i"th'®orld,. with the whole world P
“Your foes are many, andnotfmall, their pratices
Muft bear the fame proportion ; and not ever
The Juﬁloeandthetmho’th'quﬁnmaniu
The due o’th’ derdi& with it, k.:t what eafe
Might corrupt minds procure knaves as corrupt
‘To fwear againft you ! fuch things have been done.
You're potently oppoe’d 3 apd with a malice
Of as great fize.  Ween you of better luck,’
1 mean in perjur’d witnefs, than your Maﬂer,
‘Whofe minifter you are, wlnle here he liv’d
Upon this naughty earth ? go to, eoto.
. You take a precipice for noleap of danger,
.And woo your own deftruion. ..
Cran. God and your Majefly
Proteét mine innocence! or I fall into
The trap is laid for me.
King: Be of good cheer§ . :
/They fhail no more prevail than we. give way o ¢
Knepmfmnoy(m,lndthu fee ¥
ou
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You do apimar befors themn, I théy chanes,
In charging you with fritters, to commmit you §
The beft perfuafions to the contrary
Fail not to ufe j and with what vebemency: : .
Th*occafion fhall inftro@ geu. If intreatics
‘Will render you no yemedy, -this Ring
Deliver then, nd yout appesl to us ,
There make before them, Look, the igood mah weeps ¢
He's haneft, on mine honour. God’s bleft mother |
1 fwear he i true-beartsd, and a fool .
None bettor m my kingtlom. . Get you gone,
And do as 1 have bid you.' He'bas firangled [ E«. Cranmer,
All language in his tears,
Ester an old Lady.

Gent, withis. Cotnie badk 3 what mean you ?

Lady. T'l1 not come back : the tidings that I bring

ill make ty boldnefs manners. New good angels
Fly o'er thy royal head; snd fhade thy perfon .
Under their bleffed wings ! .

King. Now by thy looks .
lpef:hymeﬁp., Is the Quéen deliver’d P
Say ay, and of a boy.

Lady. Ay, y, my Licge :
And of a lovely boy 3 the God of heav'n
Bothnowandemueﬁh;!-—-’dn wirl,
Promifes boys hereafter, Sk, your Qaeen
Defires your vifitation, and to.be -
Acquainted with this firanger ; *tis as likg you,
As cherry is to cherry,

"~ King, Lowelll
ol Sive her an hupdred foarks, T the Queen.
rg, Give an. , to
£ Exit King,

Lady. An hundred marks! by this light, ¥'ll ha’ morde.
An ordinary groom is for foch payment,
I will have morg, or foold it oot of bim,
Said I for this, the girl was likehim ? Pl .
Have more, or elfe unfay’t; now, while tis bot,
T'll put it to the iffuc,. ' ) : [MIA#
. . .

t - " §CENE
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SCENE IV. Beforethe Courcil-Chamber.
. Enter Cranmer. ..

Cran, 1 f\OPF.l.'m not oo late, and yet the gentleman

That was fent to me from the: counci], pray’d me
To make great hafte., All fft ? what means this? hoa ?
‘Who waits there ? fure you know. e ¢
' Enter A
" Kesp, “Yes, my Logd ; e

But yet I cannot help you.

Cran. Why.2. y
. Keep, -Yout Grace muft wait *til] you. be call*d for,
. "+ . . Ester DoBor Butts, . .
- Cram, So., - '

Butts. This is a piece of malice : T am glad
1 came this way fo happily. . The King .
Shall underftand it prefently, [ Exit Batts, -
Cran. *Tis Butts, .
The King’s phyficias ; as he paft along,
How earneftly he caft his eyes upon me |
Pray heav’n he found not my difgrace : for certain
‘This is of purpofe laid by fome that hats me, .
(God turn their hearts, § never fought their malice)
To quench mine honour : they would fhame to make me
‘Wait elfe at door : a fellow-counfelior-
*Mong boys and graoms and lackeys! but their pleafures
Mouft be fulfill'd, and T attend with patience.
Esnter.the King amd Butts at a window abgve,
Butfs, I'll thew your Grace the frangett fight —
- King, What's that, Butss ?
Butts, 1 think your Highnefs faw this many 3 day.
King. Body 0® me : where is it ? L
Butts, There, my Lord +
The high prombtion of his Grace of Casterbury,
"Who balds his Rate at doar *mongft purfevants,
Pages, and foot-boys. -
King, Ha| 'tishe indeed,
Is this the honour they do one another ?
;;l‘ic well therez one above 'emyet.” I thought
hey'd parted fo much honefty smong *em,
At leat good manners, as not thus to {uffer
Vou. VI, G A
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A man of his place and fo near our favour
. To dance attendance on their Lordfhips pleafures,

And at the door too, like a poft with packets.

By holy Mary, Butss, there’s knavery

Let *em alone, 4nd draw the curtain clofe.

‘We fhall hear more anon.— ;

SCENE V. TbeCouncil,

A council table broxgbt in wwith chairs and fleols, and placd
wnder the flate, Enter Lord-Chancelfor, places bi-feﬁ:
the upper end of the table, op the lfe band,: A feat bei

weid above bim, a3 for the Archbifbop of Catterbur,
Duke of Suffolk, Duke of Nosfolk, Surrey, Lord-Coes-
balain, ond Gardincr fa tbenfdoes i’ order o b
fide. Cromwell at rbe end, as Secretary,
Chan. to the bufinefs, Mr. Secretary 3
‘Why are wé met in council ? -
Crom, Pleafe your Honours,
The caufe concerns his Grace of Cinterbury,
Gard, Has he had knowledge of it ? h
Crom, Yes.
Nor. Who waits there ?
Kap. Without, my noble Lords ? -
Gard, Yes, - - it -
. My Lord Arch-bihops -

Aﬁcdoﬂe balf an hour, w{mowyouphﬁau.
Cban, Let him come in.

Keep, Your Grace may enter mow, !
Chaw. M Mh‘gm:«&mmmw ke
. My rd Arch-bifhop, I'm

To it here 4t this prefent, and behold i "“7

‘That chair ftand empty : bat we all are men

In our own natures frail, and capable j

Of frailty, few are'angels ; from which frailty |

And want of wifdom, you that beft fhould teach ue,

Have mifdemean’d your felf, and not a little .

Tow’rd the King firft, and then his laws, in filling

‘The whole realm, by your waching and youy chaplains,

(For fo we dre infordh’d) with new opinions

Divers and dang'sous, witich sto:herefies,

2 S

*

Ank

R
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Axd not reform’d, may prove pernicious,

Gard. Which reformation muft be fudden too,

My noble Lords 5 for thofe that tame wild horfes
Pace "em not in their hands to make *em gentle, -
Bat flop their mouths with ftubbarn bits, and fpur ’em
*Till they obey the manage. If we fuffer

(Out of our eafinefs and childifh pity

To one man’;s honour) this contagious ficknefs,
Farewel all phyfick : and what follows then ?
Commotions, uproars, with a/gen’ral taint

Of the whole ftate 3 a3 of late days our neighbours
‘The upper Germany can deasly witneS,

Yet frefhly pitied in our memories.

.Cran, Mygood Lords, hitherto, in all the progre
Both of my life and office, I have labour’d
(And with no little ftudy) that my teaching - .
And the ftrong courfe of my authority, .

Might go one way, and fafely ; and the end
‘Was ever to do well : nor is $here living
(I fpeak it with a fingle heart, my Lords)

A man that more detefts, more firs againft i
(Both in his private confclence and his place)
Defacers of the publick peace, than I do.
Pray heav’n the King may never find a heart |
‘With lefs allegiance in it I* Men that make
Envy and crooked malice nourifhment,
Dare bite the bet. I do befeech your Lordfhips,
‘That in this cafe of juftice, my.accufers,
Be what they will, ‘may ftand forth face to face,
And freely urge againft me,

Suf. Nay, my Lord,
That cannot be ; you are a councellor,
“And by that vmummandare accufe you.

Gard. My Lord, becaufe we’ve bufinefs of more moment,
‘We will be thort wi'you. *Tis his Highnefs® plealure, -
And our confent, forbetmtrytl of you,
mehmeyonbeeomnuttdtothe?’nwr,

ybae being but a private man a
fhall know many dare accnfe you boldly, o

Wetbm, lfm,ywmprovndcdfor. .
g 2 - Care .
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Cran, Ay, my good Lord of Winckefier, 1 thank you,
You're always my good friend ; if your will
I fhall both find your Lordfhip Judge and j juror,

Yecu are fo merciful. Ifée yourend, -
>Tis my undoing. Love and meeknefs, Lord,
Become a church-man better than ambition ;
‘Win_ftraying fouls with modefly again,

Caft noneaway. That Tfhall clear my felf,
(Lay all the weight ye can uponmy pnuence)
T make as little doubt, asyou do confcience,
In domg daily wrongs. I could fay more,

But rev’rence to your calling makes me modeft, -

Gard, My Lotd, my Lord, you are a fectary,
That’s the plain truth 3 your painted glofs difcovers,
To’men that underfiand you, words and weaknefs,

" Crom. My Lord of Winchefler, you are a little
By your good favour too fharp 3 men fo noble,
However faulty, yet fhould find refpec
For what they have beens: ’tisa cruelty
To load a falling man.

Gard, Good Mr, Secretary,

1 cry your Honour mercy ; you may, worft
Of all this table, fay fo,

Crom. Why, my Lord ?

Gard, Do not I know you for a famm
Of this new fe& ? ye are not found,

Crom. Not found ?

Gard. Not found, I fay. - -

Crem. Would you were half fo honeft! -
Mens prayers then would feck you, not theif fearss *

Gard, 1 fhall remember this bold language.

Crom. Do.

Remember your bold life too,

Cham. This is too much 3
Forbear for fhame, my Lords,

Gard, I’ve done.

CC;:»: And I
Then thus for you, my Lord: it flands agreed,
Ttake it, by all voices, t{lit,fortivﬂﬂl ’
You beoonvey'dtogh' Wi ..
There
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‘There to remain till the King’s further pleafure
Be known unto us, 'Are you all agreed, Lords?
4ll. We are, '
Cran. s there no other way of mercy,
But I muft needs to th’ Toiwer, my Lords ?
5. Wt tber, bl
ex?e& 3 you're ftrangely troublefome 5
Let fomz“ ® th' u:dyl:lmdy theu: \
Cran. For me? :

Muft I go like a traitor then?’

Gard, Receive him,
And fee him fafe i’ th® Tower,

Cran, Stay, good my Lords,
1 have a little yet to fay. Look there, Lords 5
By virtue of that Ring, I take my caufe
Out of the gripes of cruel men, and give it
‘To a moft noble judge, the Kiog my mafter.

Chbam. This is the King’s ring,

Sur, *Tis no counterfeit. . . N

Suf. >Tis his right ring, by heav’n. I told ye all,
‘When we firft put this dang’rous fone a rowling,
*Twould fall upon our felves. .

Nor. D'you think, my Lords,
The Kipg will fuffer but the little finger
Of this man to be vex’d?

Cham, *Tis now too certain,
How much more is his life in value with him ?
‘Would I were fairly out on't.

Crom. My mind gave me,
In feeking tales and informations .
Agrintt this.man, whofe honefty the devil
And his difciples only envy at,
Ye blew the fire that burns ye ; now have at ye!

SCENE VL
Enter King frowning on them, takes bis feat.

Gard, Dreadtgov’reign , how much are we bound to
In daily thanks, that gave us fuch a Prince [heav'n
Not only good and wife, but moft religious ? :
One that ia all obedicnce malées‘th_c Chusch

: 83
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The chief aim of his honour, and to firengthen ]

That holy duty of our dear refpect, ) -
Hisroyal felfin judgment comes to hear

The caufe betwixt her and this great offender,

King. You'te ever good at fadden commendations,
Bithop of # inchefler.  But know, I come not
To hear fuch flatt’ries now  and in my prefence
They are too thin and bafe o hide offences,

To me you cannot reach ; you play the fpaniel,

And think with wagging of your, tongne to win e,

But whatfoe’er thou tak’ft me for, I'm fure” -

Thou haft a cruel nature, and a bloody.

Good man,fitdown : now let me feethe pmdeR[ToCunmu’
He that dares moft, but wag his finger at thee,

By all that’s holy, he had better ftarve,

‘Than but once think this place becomes thee not.

Sur. May't pleafe your Grace ——

King, No, Sir, it does not pleafe me.

1 thought I had men of fome underflanding .
And wifdom, of my council ; but I find none,
‘Was-it difcretion, Lords, to let this man,

This good man, (few of you deferve that title)
This honeft man, wait like a lowfie foot-boy

- At chamber-door, and cne as great as yog are ?
Why, what a fhame wazs this | did my commiffion
Bid ye fo far forget your felves.? I gaveye
Pow’r, as he was a councellor, to try him,
Not as a groom. There’s fome of ye, I fee,
More out of malice than integrity,

‘Would try him to the utmoft, had ye means ; -
‘Which ye fhall never have, while I do live,

Chbam. My moft dread Sovereign, may it like your Gtaa
To let my tongue excnfe all.  'What was purpes’d -
Concerning his xmpnfonment, was rather, -
If there be faith in men, meant for bis tryal,

And fair pargation to the world, than malice 5.
I'm fure in me,
King. Well, well, my Lords, refpe€t him:
Take him, and ufe him well ; he's worthy of it,
1 will fay thus mych for him, xfal’mxe )
May
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May be beholden to a fubjedt, T
Am, for his love and fervice, fo to him.
Make me nomote ado, but all embrace him ;
Be friends for fhame, my Lords, My Lord of Canterbyry,
¥ have a fuit which you moft not deny me,
There is a fair young maid that yet wants baptifm,
You moft be godfather, and arifwer for her.
Cran. ‘The greateft Monarch now alive may glory
In fuch an honour ; how-may I deferve it,
That am a poor and humble fubjeét'to you ¥
King. Come, come, my Lord, you'd fpare your fpecns e
* you fhall have . ,
‘Two noble partners with you.: the old Dutchefs
Of Norfolt, and the Lady Marquefs Dorfer.
Once more, my Lord- of Winchefler, I charge yos
Embrace and love this man,
Gard, With a true heart
And brother’s love 1doit. /
Cran, And let heav’n
‘Witnefs how dear I hold this confirimation.
" King. Good man, thofe joyful tears fhew thy true heart 5
‘The common voice Ifee is verify’d .
Of thee, which fays thus : do my Lord of Canterbury
But one fhrewd turn, and he's your friend for ever.
Come, Lords, we trifle time away : I long
‘To have this young one made a Chriftian,
SAo' Ihave;;adeyeooe, ,Lotd:iw::‘um‘nz (2 :
I grow fronger, you more r gain, XEURL,
SCENE VII, TbePalace-Yard,
Nuife and tumuls within ; Enter Porter and bis Man.
Port. You’ll “leave your noife anon, ye rafcals ; do you
take the Court for Paris Gardes # ye' ruode flaves, leave

your gaping, .
Within.- Good Mr, Porter, I belong to th® larder.
Port, Belong to the gallows and be hang’d, ye rogues 3o

this a place'to roar in ? fetch me a dosen crab-tree flaves,

and ftrong ones § - thefe arebat fwitches to *em : I'll feratch
~your heads ; you muft be foeing chriftnings ? do you Jook
for ale and cakes here, you rede ralcals?
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Man, Pray, Sir, be patient ; *tis as much impoffible-
(Unlefs we fwept them from the door with cannons)

To fcatter em, a8 ’tis to make "em floep
On May-day moming, which will never be :
‘We may as well puth againft Paul's a3 ftir *em,.

Port. How got they in, and be hang'd ?

Man, Alas, I know not 3 how gets the tide in ?
As much 25 one found cudgel of four foot .
(You fee the poor remainder) could difiribute
1 made no fpare, Sir.

Port. You did nothing, Sire .

Meaxn. Iam not Sampfon, nor Sir Guy, nor Colebrand,
to mow "em down before me.; but if I fpar’d any that had
,a head to hit, cither young or old, he or fhe, cuckold o
cuckold maker, let me neyer hope to fee a chine again ;
and that I would not for a cow, God fave her, )

et il e e bl good Mr, P

ort, with you prefently, r. Py
Keep the door clofe, ﬁmhy.0 4 . o

Man, What would you have me do ? .

Port. What fhould you do, but knock *em down by the
dozens ? is this Morefields to mufter in ? or have we fome

Indian with the great tool come to Court, the wow
men {0 befiege us ? blefs me! what a fy of fornication
at the door | on my chriftian confcience, this one chriftning
will beget a thoufand ; here will be father, god-father, and
all together, .

Af2a; The fpoons- will be the bigger, Sir. There isg
fellow fomewhat near the door, he fhould be a brafier by
his face, for o’ my confcience twenty of the dog-days now
eign in’s nofe 3 all that fiand about him aye ander the line,
shey nced no other penagoe'; that fire-drake did I hit three
times on the head, and three times was his nofe difchaxged
againft me ; he fands there like a mortar-piece to blow us
ot il apen Sl b B pomint o

'd upon me °till her pink’d porringer
head, for kindling fuch a combuftion in the flate. I mift
she meteor once, and hit that woman, who cry’d ous,
Clubs ! wwlﬁm.hhmmduwwh

»
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focoour, which;were the forlom hope of the Strand, where
the was quarter’d, ‘They fell on ; Imake good my place 5
at length they came to th® broom-flaff with’ me, I defy’d
*em flill ; when fuddenly a file of boys behind "em deliver’d
fuch a thower of pibbles, loofe fhot, that I was fain to draw
mine honour in, and let *em win the work ; the devil was
amongft em, I think furely,
" Port, Thefe are the youths that thunder at a play-houfe,
and fight for bitten apples ; that no audience but the tri-
-bulation of T m-billp or the limbs, of Lime-bosfe;  their
.dear brothers, are able to endure, I have fome of *em in
Linbo Patrsm, and there they are like to dance thefe three
days ; befides the running -banquet of two bedels that is to

come, -
B " " Enter Lord Chamberlain.
h(%aa. Mercymu o’ me fr;m wh‘;lt a muit;tnde are here !
‘They grow #ill too 3 parts they are coming,
As if we kept a fair, Where are thefe porters ?
‘Thefe lazy knaves ? ye’ve made a fine hand, fellows ?
There's a trim rabble let in ; are all thefe  °
Your faithful friends o’ th’ fuburbs ? we fhall have
Great flore of room, no doubt, left for the Ladies,
‘When they pafs back from th’ chriftning ?
Port. Pleafe your Honour,
We are but men, and what fo many may do,
Not being torn in pieces, we have done 3
An army cannot rule ‘em.
Cham. As 1 live,
If the King blame me for’t,. I'll lay ye all
By th® heels, and fuddenly 5 and on your heads
Clap round fines for negle@t : ylare lazy knaves,
And here ye lye baiting of bombards, when
Ye fhould do fervice, Hark, the trumpets found,
They’re come already from the chriftening ;
Go bresk among the prefs, and find 2 way out
‘To let the troop pafs faitly ; or I'll find
A Marhalfea thall hold ye play thefe two months,
Port, Make way there for the Princefs |

Mas, -
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Man. Yoo great fellow, fland clofe up, or I'll mbz
your head ake.

Port, Youi'th® camblet, get up o’ th’ rail, I'll peckyoe
o’ex the pales elfe, . Exax,
E s g thes s Albmnord

ater trumpets ing ; then two X 3

cmrbCragm«, Dwngorﬁolkz':: bis M.:“

faff, Duke of Sufiolk, two Neblemen bearing great

ing bowls for the chrifining gifts ; then Nobloes beor

ing & canopy, under wobich the Dutchefs of Noxfolk, pob-

£ R s el iy
ram a é i

Dorlee, e ol godsbrs id Lo ‘Ihmt”lfli

once about the flage, and Garster “fpeaks. .
(G oy it i e,

ever happy, to i ighty
Pﬁmgaofzﬁ:d, fair Klisabeth !
ifp. Ester Kisg and Guard.

Cran. And to your royal Grace, and the good Quees,
My noble partners and my felf thus pray ;

All comfort, joy, in this mofk graclous Lady, .
‘That heav’n e’er laid up to make parents happy,
g, Toaak you g0 Lo Archoiop

3 you, o E
wm’!“ ber pame ?

Cran, Elizabetb.

King. Stand up, Lord, .

With this kifs take my bleffing: God proted thee;
Into whofe hand I give thy life! -

Eone. Ve ackle g, you have been 100 podith

King. My noble , YOU too
Itlw’xiye{uuilys fo fhall this Lady,

‘When flie has fo much Englifb, '

Cran. Let me fpeak, Str,

(For heav’n now bids me) and the words I utter,
Let none think flatt’ry, for they'll find *em traths
This royal infant, (heav'n fill move about her)
Though in ber cradle, yet now promifes

Upon this land a thoufand thoufand bleffings,

0

. -
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. ‘Which time fhall bring to ripenefs. She fhall be
¢ (Bat few now living can behold that goodnefs)
. A pattern to all Princes living with her,
* And all that fhall fucceed, ' Sheba was never
More covetous of wifdom and fair virtue,
Than this bleft foul thall be. Al Princely graces
‘That mould up fuch a mighty piece as this,
With all the virtues that attend the'good,
Shall ftill be doubled on her. Trith fhall nurfe her ;
Holy and heav'nly thoughts fiill counfel her ¢
She fhallbe Jov’d and fear’d. Her own thall Bléfs‘her il
- Her foes fhake like a field of beaten eorn, ..
. And hang theix heads with forrow. Good grows with her.
In her:days every man fhall eat in fafety
Under his own vine, what he plants ; and fing
‘The merry fongs of peace to all his neighbours,
God fhall be truly known, and thofe about her
From hex fhall read the perfeét ways of honout,
And claim by thofe their greatnefs, not by blood,
Nor fhall this peace fleep with her 5 but as, when
The bird of wonder dies, the maiden Pheenix,
Her athes new create another heir,
As great in admiration as her felf ;
So fhall fhe leave her bleffednefs to one,
(When heav’n fhall call her from this cloud of darknefs)
‘Who from the facred afhes of her honour .
Shall ftar-like rife, as great in fame as he was,
- Andfo fland fix'd,  Peace, plenty, love, truth; terrour,
‘That were the fervants to this chafen:infant,
Shall then be his, .and like a vine grow to him 3
‘Where-ever the bright fon of heav’n fhall thine,
His honour ang the greatnefs of his name
» Shall be, and make new nations.  He fhall flovrifh,
And like a mountain cedar reach his branches
‘To all the plains about him: children’s children
Shall fee this, and blefs heav’n.
King, Thou fpeakeft wonders,
Cran, She fhall be, tothe happinefs of England,
An aged Princefs ; .many days fhall fee her,
And yet-no day without a deed to crown if, ' Would
ou



360 King HENRY VIIL

Would I had kmwnﬁ no mol::' but the muft die,
She muft, the faints muft have her yet a virgin
‘A ot uafported lilly fhal e pats ;
Unto the ground, lnd all the world thall mourn her,
. King. O Lord Arch-bithop,
Thou'ft made me now aman 3 3 never, before
‘This happy child, did I get any thing,  /
This oracle of comfort.has fo pleas'd me,
That whea I am in heav’ 0, 1 fhall defire
‘To fee what this child does, and praife my Maker,
I thank ye all ——to you),/ mygood Lordmayor),
Andyourgaodbrethren, I am much beholden s
T have receiv’d much honour-by your
And ye fhall find me thankful, - Lead the wzy, Lords 3
Yemuﬁ all fee the Queen, andﬂlem\lﬁdnnkye,
She will be fick elfe. This day no man think
He’as bufinefs at his houfe, for all fhall fay,
This little one fhall make it holy-day, [Emf

EPILOGUE

18 ten to ona this play can never
Altbatmbm.rzt:emnu{c?iruﬁ,

an af? or type § but thofe we fear
We ve bc«im:bmmnpm: Jo ‘tis clear
Jay it's naught. Orbers, tabutlnay
'dmna.{y aultocr’tbatswmy
lﬁcﬁmhmnth;ba;mI
t W w'are like to
For this plaiv aﬁbg’ﬁ time, is only in
s ek e o d 2
or [uch a one we 'd’em) ] l,
n] ‘teifl dg 5 lhmqwlx-fc“b,f“ ?

All *tis il
!fﬁawmmw B

The End of the S1xTH Vorune.
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