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KING HENRY VI

PART I






-
OBSERVATIONS.

THE historieal transastions, comdained in this , sake in
the compass of above thirty years. ~ I must observe, however,
that our author, in the three parts of Henry V1. has not been
very precise to the date and disposition of his facts ; but shuf-
fled them, backwards and forwards, out of time. For instance ;
the lord Talbot is killed at the end of the fourth act of this
play, who in reality did not fall till the 13th of July 1453 ; and
The Second Part of Henry VI opens with the marriage of the
king, which was solemnized eight years before Talbot’s death,
in tie year 1445. Again, in the second part, dame Eleanor
Cobham is mtroduced to insult queen Margaret ; though her
penance and banishment for sorcery happened three years be-
fore that princess ceme over to England. THEOBALD.

Of this play there is no ¢opy earlier than that of the folio in
1623, though the two succeeding parts are extant in two edi-
tions in quarto. That the 2d and 3d parts were published
without the 1st may be admitted as no weak proofthat the copies
were surreptitiously obtained, and that the printers of that time
gave the public those plays not such as the author designed, but
such as they could get them. That this play was written be-
fore the two others is indubitably collected from the series of
events ; that it was written and played before Henry the Fifth
is apperent, because in the epilogue there is mention made of
this play, and not of the other parts.

Henry the Sixth in swaddling bands crown’d king,
Whose state so many had the managing

That they lost France, and made his England rue,
Which oft our stage hath shown.

% France is lost” in this play. The two following contain, as
the old title imports, the contention of the houses of York and
Lancaster. .

The 2d and 3d parts of Henry VI were printed in 1600.
When Henry V. was written we know not, but it was printed
likewise in 1600, and therefore before the publication of the
first and second parts : the first part of Henry V1. had been
often shown on the stage, andwould certainly have appeared in
its place, had the author been the publisher. Jonnson.



PERSONS REPRESENTED.

King HENRY the Sixth.
"Duke of GLOSTER, uncle to the king, and firotector. .
Duke of BEDFORD, uncle to the king, and regentof”
France.
TroMAS BEAUFORT, 'duke of Exéter, great uncle to
the king.
HENRY BEAUFORT, great uncle to the king, bishof: of
Winchester, and afterwards cardinal.
JouN BEAUFORT, earl of Somerset ; afterwards, duke.
RicHARD PLANTAGENET, eldest son of Richard late
earl of Cambridge ; afterwards duke of York.
Earl of WARWICK. Earl of SaLisBURY. Earl of
- SUFFOLK.
Lord TALBOT, afterwards earl of Shrewsbury :
JouN TaLBOT, Ais son.
EpMuND MoORTIMER, Earl of March.
MorTIMER’s Keefier, and a Lawyer. :
Sir Jous FasToLFE. Sir WirLiam Lucy.
Sir WILLIAM GLANSDALE. &8ir TromAs GaAR-
GRAVE.
Mayor of London. WOODVILLE, lieutenant of the
ower.
VERNON, of the White Rose, or Ygrk faction.
BASSET, of the Red Rose, or Lancaster faction.
CHARLES, daufihin and afterwards king of France.
REIGNIER, duke of Anjou, and titular king of Napiles.
Duke of BURGUNDY.
Duke of ALENGON.
Governour of Paris.
Bastard of Orleans.
Master-Gunner of Orleans, and his son.
General of the French Forces in Bourdeaur,
A French Serjeant. A Porter.
An old Shepherd, father to Joan la Pucelle.

MARGARET, daughter to Reignier ; afterw ardsmar-
ried to king Henry.

Countess of AUVERGNE.

JoAN LA PucELLE, commonly called Joan of Arc.

Fiends aﬁﬁeéring to La Pucelle, Lords, Warders of
the Tower, Heralds, Officers, Soldiers, gsengers,
z;r}d s;vera_l Attendants bath on the ish and

rench.

SCENE,—fartly in England, and fiartly in France.
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THE FIRST PART OF

KING HENRY VI.

ACT I

SCENE L.—Westminster Abbey. Dead march. Corpse of King
Henwry the Fifth discovered, lying in state ; attended on by the
Dutkes of BEpForD, GLOSTER, and EXErER; the Earl of
WARWICK, the Bishop of Winchester, Heralds, .

Bedford. .

HUNG be the heavens with black, yield day to night !
Comets, importing change of times and states,
Brandish your crystall tresses in the sky ;
And with them scourge the bad revolting stars,
That have consented? unto Henry’s death !
Henry the fifth, too famous to live long !
England ne’er lost a king of so much worth.

Gls. England ne’er had a king, until his time.
Virtue he had, deserving to command :
His brandish’d sword did blind men with his beams ;
His arms spread wider than a dragon’s wings ;
His sparkling eyes replete with wrathful fire,
More dazzled and drove back his enemies,
Than mid-day sun, fierce bent against their faces.
What should I say ? his deeds excecd all speech : /
He ne'er lift up his hand, but conquered.

Exe. Wemourn inblack ; Why mourn we notinblood ?
Henry is dead, and never shall revive :
Upon a wooden coffin we attend ;
And death’s dishonourable victory

[1] Crystal is an epithet repeatedly bestowed on comets by cur ancient
writers.” ¢ There is alsoa white comet with silver haires,”” says Pliny, as
transiated by P. Holland, 1601.  STEEV,

(2] Consented, or as it should be spelt, concented, means, have thrown them.
selves into a malignant configurat:on, to promote the death of Henry. Mil-
ton uses the word, and with the same meaning, in his Penseroso :

¢ Whose power hath a true consznt
« With planet, or with element. STEEV.

Consent, in all the books of the age of Elizabeth, and long afterw ands, is

the spelling of the word concent. ~ MAL,

2 VOL, V.
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We with our stately presence glorify,
Like captives bound te a triumphal car.
What ? shall we curse the planets of mishap,
That plotted thus our glory’s overthrow ?
Or shall we think'the 'subtle-witted French3
Conjurers and sorcerers, that, afraid of him,
By magic verses have contriv’d his end ?
Win, He was a king bless’d of the King of kings.
Unto the French the dreadful judgment day
8o dreadful will not be, as was his sight.
The battles of the Lord of hosts he fought :
The church’s prayers made him so prosperous.
Glo, The church ! where is it ? had not church-men

ray’d,
His thread of life had not so soon decay’d :
None do you like but an effeminate prince,
Whom, like a sthool-boy, you may over-awe.

Win. Gloster, whate’er we like, thou art protector ;
And lookgst to command the prince, and realm.

Thy wife is proud ; she holdeth thee in awe,
More than God, or religious churchmen, may.

Glo. Name not religion, for thou lov’st the flesh ;
And ne’er throughout the year to church thou go’st,
Except it be to pray against thy foes.

Bed. Cease,. cease these jars, and rest your minds

in peace ! -
Let’s to the altar :—Heralds, wait on us :—
Instead of gold, we’ll offer up our arms ;
Since arms avail not, now that Henry’s dead.—
Posterity, await for wretched years,
When at their mothers’ moist eyes babes shall suck ;
Our isle be made a nourish of salt tears, 4
And none but women left to wail the dead.—
Henry the fifth ! thy ghost I invocate ;
Prosper this realm, keep it from civil broils !
Combat with adverse planets in the heavens !
A far more glorious star thy soul will make,
Than Julius Czsar, or brightéd—

(3] There was a notion prevalent a long time, that life might be.taken
away by metrienl charms. As superstition grew weaker, these charms were
imagined only to have power on irrational animals. In our author’s time it
was sopposed that the Irish could kill rats by a song.  JOHNS.

4) Mr. Pope reads Marish ; an old word for marsh or fen. [ have been
informed. that what we call at present a stew, in whch fish are preserved
was anciently called a nourish. Nourice, however, Fr. a nurse, was
anslently spelt many different ways, among which nourish was one. STEE

5] T can’t guess the occasion of the hemistich and imperfect sense in this
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Enter a Messenger.
Mes. My honourable lords, health to you all !

Sad tidings bring I to you out of France,

Of loss, of slaughter, and discomfiture :

Guienne, Chawpaigne, Rheims, Orleans,s

Paris, Guysors, Poictiers, are all quite lost.

Bed. What say’stthou,man,before dead Henry’s corse?

Speak softly ; or the loss of those great towns

Will make him burst his lead, and rise from death.
Glo. Is Paris lost ? Is Roiien yielded up ?

If Henry were recall’d to life again,

These news would cause him once more yield the ghost.
Ezxe. How were they lost ? what treachery was us’d ?
Mes. No treachery ; but want of men and money.

Among the soldiers this is muttered,—

That here you maintain several factions ;

And, whilst a field should be despatch’d and fought,

You are disputing of your generals.

Onre would have ling’ring wars, with little cost ;

Another would fly swift but wanteth wings;

A third man thinks, without expence at all,

By guileful fair words peace may be obtain’d.

Awake, awake, English nobility ! )

Let not sloth dim your honours, new-begot = -

Cropp’d are the flower-de-luces in your arms ;

Of England’s coat one half is cut away.

Exe. Were our tears wanting to this funeral,

These tidings would call forgh her flowing tides.
Bed. Me they concern ; regent I am of France :—

Give me my steeled coat, Pll fight for France.—

Away with these disgraceful wailing robes !

Wounds I will lend the French, instead of eyes,

To weep their intermissive miseries.?

Enter another Messenger.

2 Mes. Lords, view these letters, full of bad mischance,
France is revolted from the English quite ; -
Except some petty towns of no import :

place ; ’tis not impossible it might have been filled ‘M:—Irana‘s Dra
though ul:’% l;vi‘f.re a terrible anachronism. But this fgere slight conj
ture.

(62 This verse might be complete by the insertion of Rouesm among the

places lost, as Gloster in his next speech infers that it had been mentioned -

with the rest. STEEV.
[7] That is, their miseries, which have had only a short intermission
from Menry the Fifth’s death.to my coming among them, VWARS.

~ '@3‘
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‘The dauphin Charles is crowned king in Rheims ;
‘The bastard of Orleans with him is join’d ;
Reignier, duke of Anjou, doth take his part ;
‘The duke of Alengan flieth-to-his side.

Exe. The dauphin crowned king ! all fly to him !
Q, whither shall we fly from this reproach ¢

Glo. We will not fly; but to our enemies’ throats :—
Bedford, if thou be slack, I’ll fight it out.

Bed. Gloster, why doubt’st thou of my forwardness ?
Au army have I muster’d in my thoughts,
Wherewith already France is over-run.

Enter a third Messenger.

3 Mes. My gracious lords,—to add to your laments,
Wherewith you now bedew king Henry’s hearse,—
I must infors you of a dismal fight,
Betwixt the stout lord Talbot and the French.

Win. What! wherein Talbot overcame ? is’t so?

3 Mes. Q, no ; wherein lord Talbot was o’erthrown :
The circumstance I'll tell you more at large.
The tenth of August last, this dreadful lord,
Retiring from the siege of Orleans,
Having fyll scarce six thousand in his troop,
By three and twenty thousand of the French
Was round encompassed and set upon :
No leisure had he to enrank his men ;
He wanted pikes to set before his archers ;
Instead whereof, sharp stakes, pluck’d out of hedges,
‘They pitched in the ground confusedly,
‘T'o keep the horsemen off from breaking in.
More than three hours the fight continued ;
Where valiant Talbot, above human thought,
Enacted wonders with his sword and lance.
Hundreds he sent to hell, and none durst stand him :
Here, there, and every where, enrag’d he slew ;
The French exclaim’d, The devil was in arms ;
All the whole army stood agaz’d on him
His soldiers, spying his undaunted spirit,
A Talbot ! a Talbot ! cried out amain,
And rush’d into the bowels of the battle.
Here had the conquest fully been seal’d up,
If sir John Fastolfe had not play’d the coward ;3
"Eg] Mr. Pope has taken notice, ‘¢ That Falstaff is here introduced again,

was dead in Henry V.”> But it is the historical sir John Fastolfe (for
80 he is called in both our Chroniclers) that is here mentioned ; who was a.
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He being in the vaward, (plac’d behind,
With purpose to relieve and follow them,)
Cowardly fled, not having struck one stroke.
Hence grew the general wreck and massacre ;.
Enclosed were'they with’their enemies :
A base Walloon, to win the Dauphin’s grace,
Thrust Talbot with a spear into the back ;
Whom all France, with their chief assembled strengths.
Durst not presume to look once in the face.
Bed. 1Is Talbot slain ? then I will slay myself,.
For living idly here, in pomp and ease,
W hilst such a worthy leader, wanting aid,
Unto his dastard foe-men is betray’d.
3 Mes. O no, he lives ; but is took prisoner,
And lord Scales with him, and lord Hungerford ;
Most of the rest slaughter’d, or took, likewise.
Bed. His ransome there is none but I shall pay:
T’l1 hale the Dauphin headlong from his throne,
His crown shall be the ransome of my friend ;
Four of their lords I’ll change for one of ours.—
Farewell, my masters ; to my task will I ;
Bonfires in France forthwith I am to make,
‘To keep our great Saint George’s feast withal :-
‘FTen thousand soldiers with me I will take,
Whose bloody deeds shall make all Rurope quake.
3 Mes. So you had need ; for Orleans is beseig’d ;:
Fhe English army is grown weak and faint :
The earl of Salisbury craveth supply,.
And hardly keeps his men from mutiny,
Since they, so few, watch such a multitude.
Ezxe. Remember, lords, your oaths to Henry sworn ;.
Either to quell the Dauphin utterly,
Or bring him in obedience to your yoke.
Bed. I do remember it ; and here take leave,
Fo go about my preparation. [Exit..
Glo. I’ll to the Tower, with all the haste I can,
To view the artillery and munition ; ,
And then I will proclaim young Henry king. [Exit..
Exe. To Eltham will I, where the young king is,
Being ordain’d his special governor ;
And for his safety there I’ll best devise. [Exit.
Win. Each hath his place and function to attend :

Heutenant general, deputy regent to the duke of Bedford in Normandy, and
a knight of the garter ; and not the comic character afterwards introduced
by our author. = STEEV. '

DA VOL. V:
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T am left out ; for me nothing remains.

But long I will not be Jack-out-of-office ;

The king from Eltham I intend to send,

And sit at chiefest, stern) of public. weal. [ Exit

SCENE II.
France. Before Orleans. Enter CHARLES, with his Forces ;
ALENCON, REIGNIER, and others.
Char. Mars his true moving, even as in the heavens,
So in the earth, to this day is not known :
Late did he shine upon the English side ;
Now we are victors upon us he smiles.
What towns of any moment, but we have ?
At pleasure here we lie, near Orleans;
Other whiles, the famish’d English, like pale ghosts,
Faintly besiege us one hour in a month.
Alen. They want their porridge, and their fat ball-
beeves :
Either they must be dieted like mules,
And have their provender tyed to their mouths,
Or piteous they will look, like drowned mice.

Reig. Let’s raise the siege ; Why live we idly here?
Talbot is taken, whom we wont to fear : ,
Remaineth none but mad-brain’d Salisbury ;

And he may well in fretting spend his gall,
Nor men, nor money, hath he to make war.

Char. Sound, sound, alarum ; we will rush on them.

Now for the honour of the forlorn French :—
Him I forgive my death, that killeth me,
When he sees me go back one foot, or fly. [Exeunt.

JAlarums ; Excursions ; afterwards a Retreat. Re-

enter CHARLES, ALENGON, REIGNIER, and others.

Char. Who ever saw the like ? what men have I ?—
Bogs ! cowards ! dastards !—I would ne’er have fled,
But that they left me 'midst my enemies.

Reig. Salisbury is a desperate homigide ;
He fighteth as one weary of his life.
‘The other lords, like lions wanting food,
Do rush upon us as their hungry prey.

Alen. Froisard, a countryman of ours, records,
England all Olivers and Rowlands bred,?

{9) These were two of the mast famous in the list ofCharlemagne’s twelve
peers ; and sheir exploits arc rendered so ridiculously and equally extrava-
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During the time Edward the Third did reign.
More truly now may this be verified ;
For none but Samsons, and Goliasses,
It sendeth forth to skirmish.; One to ten !
Lean raw-bon’d rascals't ‘whowould e’er suppose
‘Chey had such courage and audacity ?
Char. Let’s leave this town; for they are hair-
brain’d slaves,
And hunger will enforce them to be more eager :
Of old I know them ; rather with their teeth
The walls they’ll tear down, than forsake the siege.
Reig. I think, by some odd gimmals® or device,
Their arms are set, like clocks, still to strike on ;
Else ne’er could they hold out so, as they do.
By my consent, we’ll e’en let them alone.
Alen. Be it so.

Enter the Bastard of Orleans.
Bast. Where’s the prince Dauphin? I have news
for him.
Char. Bastard of Orleans,3 thrice welcome tn us.
Bast. Methinks, your looks are sad, your cheer ap-
pall’d ;3
Hath the late overthrow wrought this offence ?
Be not dismay’d, for succour is at hand :
A holy maid hither with me I bring,
Which, by a vision sent to her from heaven,
Ordained is to raise this tedious siege,
And drive the Engtish forth the bounds of France.
The spirit of deep prophecy she hath,
Exceeding the nine sibyls of old Rome ;4
What’s past, and what’s to come, she can descry.

gant by the old romancers, that from thence arose that saying amongst our
plain and sensible ancestots, of giving «ue a Rowland for his Oliver, to sig-
nify the matching one incredible lie with another. 8.——Rather, to
oppose one hero to another ; i, e. to give a person as good a one “S“‘l‘eEbl:‘:i";gs'

(1] A gimmal is a piece of jointed wood, where one piece moves within
another, whence it is taken at large for an engine. 1t is now by the vulgar
eulled a gimcrack.  JOHNS,

(2] That this in former times was not a term of reproach, see Bishop
Hurd’s Letters on Chivalry and Romance, who obseiving on circnmstances of
agreement between the heroic and Gothic manners, says that « Bastardy
was in credit with both.”” One of William the Conqueror’s charters bey s,
" {o Gulielmus cognomento Bastardus’’ VAILLANT.——Bastardy was
reckoned no disgrace among the ancients.  See the eighth INiad, in which
the illegitimacy of Teucer is mentioned as a panegyric upon him. STEEV.

gs Cheer—countenance. STEEV,

f4) There were no nime sidyls of Rome; but he confounds things, and
mistakes this for the nine of Sibylline oracles, brooght to ene of the
Tarquins, WARB,
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Speak, shall I call her in ? Believe my words,
For they are certain and unfallible.
Char. Go, call her in: [Exit Bastard.] But, first, to
try her skill,
Reignier, stand thou\as/ Dauphin in‘my. place :
Question her proudly, let thy looks be stern :—
By this means shall we sound what skill she hath.
[Retires..

Enter LA PucELLE, Bastard of Orleans, and others,

Reig. Fairf ma’u}, is’t thou wilt do these wond’rous
eats ! ° .
Puc. Reignier, is’t thou that thinkest to beguile me ?—
Where is the Dauphin ?—come, come from behind ;
I know thee well, though never seen before.
Be not amaz’d, there’s nothing hid from me ;
In private will I talk with thee apart ;—
Stand back, you lords, and give us leave a while.
Reig. She takes upon her bravely at first dash,
Puc. Dauphin, I am by birth a shepherd’s daughter,
My wit untrain’d in any kind of art.
Heaven, and our Lady gracious, hath it pleas’d
To shine on my contemptible estate :
Lo, whilst I waited on my tender lambs,
And to sun’s parching heat display’d my cheeks,
God’s mother deigned to appear to me ; ’
And, in a vision, full of majesty,
Will’d me to leave my base vocation,
And free my country from calamity :
Her aid she promis’d, and assur’d success :
In complete glory she reveal’d herself ;
And, whereas I was black and swart before,
With those clear rays which she infus’d on me,.
That beauty am I bless’d with, which you see.
Ask me what question thou canst possible,
And I will answer unpremeditated :
My courage try by combat, if thou dar’st,
And thou shalt find that I exceed my sex.
Resolve on this :5 Thou shalt be fortunate, .
If thou receive me for thy warlike mate.
¢har. Thou hast astonish’d me with thy high terms ;.
Only this proof I'll of thy valour make,—
In single combat thou shalt buckle with me ;
And, if thou vanquishest, thy words are true ;

5] That is, be firmly persuaded of it.  STEEV .,
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Otherwise, I renounce all confidence.

Puc. I am prepar’d : here is my keen-edg’d sword,
Deck’d with five flower-de-luces on each side ; -
The which at Touraine, in Saint Katherine’s church-

yard)
Qut of a deal of old iron I chose forth.
Char. Then come 0’God’s name, I fear no woman.
Puc. And, while [ live, I’ll ne’er fly from a man.
[ They fight.
Dau. Stay, stay thy hands ; thou art an Amazon,
And fightest with the sword of Deborah.
Puc.Christ’s mother helps me, else I were too weak.
Char. Whoe’er helps thee, ’tis thou that must help me:
Impatiently I burn with thy desire ;
My heart and hands thou hast at once subdu’d.
Excellent Pucelle, if thy name be so,
Let me thy servant, and not sovereign, be ;
’T'is the French Dauphin sueth to thee thus..
Puc. 1 must not yield to any rites of love,
For my profession’s sacred from above :
When I have chased all thy foes from hence,
Then will I think upon a recompence.
Char.Mean time, look gracious on thy prostrate thrall.
Reig. My lord, methinks, is very long in talk.
Alen. Doubtless, he shrives this woman to her smock ;
Else ne’er could he so long protract his speech.
Reig. Shall we disturb him, since he keeps no mean ?
Alen. He may mean more than we poor men doknow :
These women are shrewd tempters with their tongues.
Reig. My lord, where are you ¢ what devise you on ?
Shall we give over Orleans, or no ?
.Puc. Why, no, I say, distrustful recreants!
Fight till the last gasp ; I will be your guard.
Char. What slie says, I'll confirm ; we’ll fight it out.
Puc. Assign’d am I to be the English scourge.
This night the siege assuredly I'll raise :
Expect Saint Martin’s summer, halcyon days,s-
Since I have entered into these wars,
Glory is like a circle in the water,
Which never ceaseth to enlarge itself,
Till, by broad spreading, it disperse to nought.
With Henry’s death, the English circle ends ;
Dispersed are the glories it included.

[6] That is, expect prosperity aftcr ;tgsformm, like fair weather at Mar-

tlemas, after winter has begun, JOH
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Now am I like that proud insulting ship,
Which Casar and his fortune bare at once.
Char. Was Mahomet inspired with a dove ?7
Thou with an eagle art inspired then.
Helen, the mothet of \great Constantine;
Nor yet Saint Philip’s daughters, were like thee.3
Bright star of Venus, fall’n down on the earth,
How may I reverently worship thee enough ?
Alen. Leave off delays, and let us raise the siege.
Reig. Woman, dowhat thou canst to save our honours ;
Drive them from Orleauns, and be immortaliz’d.
Char. Presently we'll try :—Come, let’s sbay about it :
No prophet will I trust, if she prove false.  [Exeunt.

SCENE 1L

Bondon. Hll before the Tower. Enter, at the gates, the Duke of
GLOS1ER, with his Serving- Men, in blue coats.

Glo. 1am come to survey the Tower this day ;
Since Henry’s death, I fear, there is conveyance.®
Where be these warders, that they wait not here ?
Open the gates ; Gloster it is that calls, .

1 Ward. Who’s there, that knocks so imperiously *

1 Serv. It is the noble duke of Gloster.
© 2 Ward. [Within.] Whoe’er he be, you may not be

let in.

1 Serv. Answer you so the lord protector, villains ?

1 Ward. The Lord protect him ! so we answer him :
We do no otherwise than we are will’d.

Glo. Who willed you ? or whose will stands,but mine ?
There’s none protector of the realm, but I.—

Break up the gates,1 I'll be your warrantize :
Shall 1 be flouted thus by dunghill grooms ?

Servants rush at the Tower-gates. Enter to the gates,
WOODVILLE, the lieutenant.
Wood. [Within.] What noise is this ! what traitors
have we here ?

(7) Mahomet had a dove, * which he used to feed with wheat out of his
ear ; which dove, when it was hungry, lighred on Mahomet’s shoulder, and
thrast its bill in to find its breakfast ; Mahomet persuading the rude and
simple Arabians, that it was the Hoy Ghost that gave him advice.”” Sir
Walter Raleigh’s History of the World. GREY.

8] M-aning the four daughters of Philip mentioned in the Acts. HANM,
9) Comveyanze means theft. HANMER

1] Tobreak up 'n Shikspeare’s age was the same as to break o ‘Thaus,
in our translstion of the Bibl: ‘“They have brokes up, nnd. ave passed
throagh the gate.”” Micah ii 13. So again, in St Matthew, Xxiv. 43. ‘* He
would have w atched and weuld not bave suffered his house tow be brakiﬁ q.”
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Glo. Lieutenant, is it you, whose voice I hear ?
Open the gates ; here’s Gloster, that would enter.
Wood. Have patience, noble duke ; I may not open ;
The cardinal of Winchester forbids :
From him I have express’commandment,
That thou, nor none of thine, shall be let in.
Glo. Faint-hearted Woodville, prizest him *fore me?
Arrogant Winchester ? that haughty prelate,
Whom Henry, our late sovereign, ne’er could brook ?
Thou art no friend to God, or to the king :
Open the gates, or I'll shut thee out shortly.
1 Serv. Open the gates unto the lord protector ;
Or we’ll burst them open, if that you come not quickly.

Enter WINCHESTER, attended by a Train of Servants
] Y
i tawny-coata.

Win.How now,ambitious Humphrey? what means this?
Glo. Piel’d Priest.,2 dost thou command me to be
shut out ?
Win. 1do, thou most usurping proditor,
And not protector of the king or realm.
Glo. Stand back, thou manifest conspirator ;
'Thou, that contriv’st to murder our dead lord ;
Thou, that giv’st whores indulgences to sin :3
T’ll canvass thee in thy broad cardinal’s hat,4
If thou proceed in this thy insolence.
Win. Nay, stand thou back, I will not budge a foot ;
This be Damascus, be thou cursed Cain,
To slay thy brother Abel, if thou wilt.5
Glo. 1 will not slay thee, but I’ll drive thee back :
Thy scarlet robes, as a child’s bearing-cloth,
Il use, to carry thee out of this place.
Win. Do what thou dar’st ; I beard thee to thy face.
Glo. What ? am I dar’d, and bearded to my face ?
—Draw, men, for all this privileged place ;
Blue-coats to tawny-coats.—Priest, beware your beard ;
[GLoSTER and his men attack the Bishop.

z} Alluding to his shaven crown.  POPE. "
3] The public stews were formerly under the district of the bishop of
inchester.  POPE.

(4] Tocanvas was anciently used for to sift. STEEV.——Probably from
the materials of which the bottom of a sicve is made Perhaps, however,
in the pissage betore us Gloster means, that he will toss the cardinal in a
sheet. Coarse sheets were formerly termed canvass sheets. MAL.

[5]h_About four miles from Damascus is a high hill, reported to be the same
on which Cain slew his brother Abel. Maundrel’s Travels, p. 131. POPE.
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I mean to tug it, and to cuff you soundly :
Under'my feet I stamp thy cardinal’s hat ;
In spite of pope or di!;nities of church,
Here by the cheeks I’ll drag thee up and dewn.
Win. Glostey,\thow’lt answer this before the pope.
Glo. Winchester goose,® I cry—A rope! a rope!
—Now beat them hence, Why do {ou let them stay ?
—Thee I'll chase hence, thou wolf in sheep’s array.—
Out, tawny coats !—out, scarlet hypocrite !

Here a great tumult. In the midst of it, enter the
. Mayor of London and his Officers.

May. Fie, lords ! that you, being supreme magistrates,
Thus contumeliously should break the peace !
Glo. Peace, mayor; thou know’st little of my
wrongs : .
Here’s Beaufort, that regards nor God nor king,
Hath heré distrain’d the tower to his use.
Win. Here’s Gloster too, a foe to citizens ;
One that still motions war, and never peace.
()’er-charging your free purses with large fines ;
‘That seeks to overthrow religion,
Because he is protector of the realm ;
And would have armour here out of the Tower,
‘T'o crown himself king, and suppress the prince.
Glo. I will not answer thee with words, but blows.
[Here they skirmish again.
May. Nought rests for me, in this tumultuous strife,
But to make open proclamation :
—Come, officer ; aslougd as e’er thou canst.
Offi. All manner of men, assembled here in arms this
day, against God’s peace and the king’s, we charge
and command you, in his highness’ name, to repair
to your several dwelling-filaces ; and not to wear,han-
dle, or use,any sword, weafion, or dagger, hencefor-
ward, ufion fiain of death.
Glo. Cardinal, I'll be no breaker of the law :
But we shall meet, and break our minds at large.
Win. Gloster, we’ll meet ; to thy dear cost, be sure :
Thy heart-blond I will have, for this day’s work.
May. P’ll call for clubs, 7 if you will not away ;—

[6] A strampet, or the consequences of her love, was a \!Vim:hest(g’\;l ;lz“ngae.

(7] That is, for pcace-oficers armed with clubs or staves. In aﬂ’ray;.. it
was customary in this author’s time to call out c/ubs, cludbs !  MAL.
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This cardinal is more haughty than the devil.
Glo. Mayor, farewell ; thou dost but what thou may’st.
Win. Abominable Gloster! guard thy head ;

For I intend to have it, ere long. Ezxeunt.
May. See the coastclear’d,and then-we;will depart.—

Good God ! that nobles should such stomachs bear !8

I myself fight not once in forty year. [Exeunt.

SCENL IV.

France. Before Orleans. Enter, on the walls, the Master-gunner
" and his Son.

M.Gun. Sirrah, thou know’st how Orleansisbesieg’d ;
And how the English have the suburbs won.
Son. Father, I know ; and oft have shot at them,
Howe’er, unfortunate, I miss’d my aim.
M.Gun. Butnow thou shalt not.  Be thou rul’d by me :
Chief master-gunner am I of this town ;
Something I must do, to procure me grace.
The prince’s espials have informed me,
How the English, in the suburbs close intrench’d,
Wont,® through a secret grate of iron bars
In yonder tower, to overpeer the city ;
And thence discover, how, with mostadvantage,
They may vex us, with shot, or with assault.
To intercept this inconvenience,
A piece of ordnance ’gainst it I have placd ;
And fully even these three days have I watch’d,
If I could see them. Now, boy, do thou watch,
For I can stay no longer.
If thou spy’st any, run and bring me word ;
And thou shalt find me at the governour’s, [Exit.
Son. Father, I warrant you ; take you no care ;
T’ll never trouble you, if I may spy them.

Enter,in an upfier chamber of a Tower,the Lords SAvL-
1sBURY and TALBOT, Sir WILLIAM GLANSDALE,
Sir THOMAS GARGRAVE, and others.

Sal. Talbot, my life, my joy, again return’d!

How wert thou handled, being prisoner?

Or by what means gott’st thou to be releas’d ?

'81 Stomach is pride, a hau;iht‘y spirit of resentment., STEEV.

b_‘ The third person plural of the old verb wont. The English—awvont,
that'is, are accustomed——to over-peer the city. The word is used very fre-
quently by Spenser, and several times by Milton. TYRWHITT.

3 VOL. V.
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‘Discourse, I pr’ythee, on this turret’s top.
Tal. The duke of Bedford had a prisoner,
Called—the brave lord Ponton de Santrailles ;
For him_I was exchang’d and ransomed.
But with a baser man of arms by far,
Once, in contempt,/they would'have barter’d me :
Which 1, disdaining, scorn’d ; and craved death
Rather than I would be so pil’d esteem’d.*
In fine, redeem’d I was as I desir’d.
But, O ! the treacherous Fastolfe wounds my heart !
Whom with my bare.fists I would execute,
If I now had him brought into my power.
Sal. Yet tell’st.thou not, how thou wert entertain’d.
Tal. With scoffs, and scorns, and contumelious taunts.
In open market-place produc’d they me,
To be a public spectacle to all ;
Here, said they, is the terror of the French,
The scare-crow that affrights our children so0.2
Then broke I from the officers that led me ;
And with my ndils digg’d stones out of the ground,
To hurl at the beholders of my shame.
My grisly countenance made others fly ;
None durst come near for fear of sudden death.
In iron walls they deem’d me not secure ;
So greatfear of my name *mongst them was spread,
‘I'hat they suppos’d, I could rend bars of steel,
And spurn in pieces posts of adamant :
Wherefore a guard of chosen shot I had,
That walk’d about me every minute-while
And if I did but stir out of my bed,
Ready they were to shoot me to the heart.
Sal. 1 grieve to hear what torments you endur’d ;
But we will be reveng’d sufficiently.
Now it is supper-time in Orleans :
Here, through this grate, I can count every one,
And view the Frenchmen how they fortify ;
Let us look in, the sight will much delight thee.—
Sir Thomas Gargrave, and sir William Glansdale,

/

Ex So pil’d, may mean—so pillag’d, so stripp’d of honours  STEEV.

2] From Hall’s Chronicle : < This man (Talbot) was to the French peo-
ple a very scouvge and a daily ferror, insomuch that as his person was fearful,
and terrible to his adversaries present, so his name and fame was spiteful
and dreadful to the common ple absent; insomuch that women in
France to feare their yong children, would crve, the Talbot commeth, the

Talbot commeth ** The same thing is said of King Richard I, when he was
in the Holy Land. MAL.

-
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Let me have your express opinions,
Where is best place to make our battery next.
Gar. 1think, at the north gate: for there stand lords.
Glan. And '], here, at-the bulwark-of the bridge.-
Tal. For aught I sce, this city must be famish’d,
©r with light skirmishes enfeebled.
[Shot from the town. SALISBURY and Sir
TrHemAs GARGRAVE fall.
Sal: O Lord, have mercy on us, wretched sinners !
Gar: O-Lord, have mercy on me, woeful man !
TalWhat chance is this,that suddenly hath cross’d us?
—Speak, Salisbury ; at least, if thou canst speak ;
How far’st thou, mirror of all martial men ?
One of thy eyes, and thy cheek’s side struck off !=—3-
Accursed tower ! accursed fatal’hand,
That hath contriv’d this woeful tragedy,
In thirteen battles Salisbury o’ercame ;
Henry the Fifth he first train’d to the wars;
Whilst any trump did sound, or drum struck up,
His sword did ne’er leave striking in the field.—
Yet liv’st thou, Salisbury ? though thy speech doth fail,
One eye thou hast, to look to heaven for grace :
The sun with one eye vieweth all the world.—
Heaven, be thou gracious to none alive,
If Salisbury wants mercy at thy hands '—-
Bear hence his body, I will help to bury it.—
Sir Thomas Gargrave, hast thou any life ?
Speak unto Talbot ; nay, look up to him.
—Salisbury, cheer thy spirit with this comfort ;
Thou shalt not die, whiles.
—He beckons with his hand, and smiles on me ;
As who should say, When I am dead and gone, .
Remember to avenge me on the French.—-
Plantagenet, I will ; and Nero-like,
Play on the lute, beholding the towns burn :
Wretched shall France be only in my name.
[ Thunder heard ; afterwards an alarum.
What stir is this # What tumult’s in the heavens ?
Whence cometh this alarum, and the noise ?

Enter a Mgssenger.
Mes. My lord,my lord,the French have gather’d head:

(3] Camden says that the French scarce knew the use of great ordnance,

. till the siege of Mans in 1455, wh-1_a breach wzs made in the walls of that
sown by the English, under the conduct of this eur] of Salisbury ; and that*
Be was the ficst English gentleman that was slain by a cannon-ball, MAL,



24 FIRST PART OF acy r.

The Dauphin, with one Joan la Pucelle join’d,—
- A holy prophetess, new risen up,—
Is come with a great power to raise the siege.
[SALISBURY groans..
Tal. Hear, hear, how dying Salisbury,doth groan !

It irks his heart, he cannot be reveng’d.—

Frenchmen, I'll be a Salisbury to you ;—

Pucelle or pussel, Dolphin or dogfish,4

Your hearts I’ll stamp out with my horse’s heels,

And make a quagmire of your mingled brains.—

Convey me Salisbury into his tent, - :

And then we'll try what these dastard Fifenchmen dare.
[Exeunt, bearing out the bodies.

SCENE V.

The same. Before one of the gates. Alarums. Skirmishings.
TALBOT pursueth the Dauphin, and driveth him in : then
enter JoaN LA PUCELLE, driving Englishmen before her.
Then enter TALBOT. :

Tal. Where is my strength, my valour, and my force?
@ur English troops retire, I cannot stay them ;
A woman, clad in armour, chaseth them.

Enter LA PUCELLE. :
Here, here she comes :——1I'll have a bout with thee ;
Devil, or devil’s dam, I'll conjure thee :
Blood will I draw on thee, thou art a witch,*
And straightway give thy soul to him thou serv’st.
Puc.Come, come, *tis only I that mustdisgrace thee.
[ They fight.
Tal. Heavens, can you suffer hell so to prevail ?
My breast I’l] burst with straining of my courage,
And from my shoulders crack my arms asunder,
But I will chistise this high-minded strumpet.
Puc. Talbot, farewell ; thy hour is not yet come
I must go victual Orleans forthwith,
O’ertake me, if thou canst ; I scorn thy strength.
Go, go, cheer up thy hunger-starved men ;
Help Salisbury to make his testament :
‘This day is ours, as many more shall be.
[PucELLE enfers the Town, with Soldiers.

[4) Pussel means a dirty wench or a drab. =~ TOLLET. 5

It should be remembered, that in Shakspeare’s time the word dauphin was
always written dolphin. STEEV

¥ 5}] The superstition of thos¢ times taught, that he that could draw the
witch’s bleod was free from her power. ~ JOHNS.
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Tal. My thoughts are whirled like a potter’s wheel; -
I know not where - I.am, nor what [ do:
A witch, by fear, not force, like Hannibal,
Drives back our/troops, and)conquers. asishe lists :
So bees with smoke, and doves with noisome stench,
Are from their hives, and houses, driven away.
They call’d us, for our fierceness, English dogs ;
Now, like to whelps, we crying.run away.
[A short alarum-~
Hark, countrymen ! either renew the fight,
Or tear the lions out of England’s coat ;
‘Renounce your soil, give sheep in lion’s stead :
Sheep run not half so timorous from the wolf,
Or horse, or oxen, from the leopard,
As you fly from. your oft-subdued slaves.—m—-
{Alarum. Another Skirmish.:.

It will not be :—Retire into your trenches :
You all consented unto Salisbury’s death,
For none would strike a stroke in his revenge,—
Puacelle is entered into Orleans,
In spite of us, or aught that we could do. .
O, would I were to die with Salisbury ?
The shame hereof will make me hide my head.

[Alarum. Retreat. Exeunt TaLsoTand his -

Forces, .. .

SCENE VL

T%e same. Enter, on the walls, PuceLLe, CHarres, REIG-- -
NIER, ALENCON, and Soldiers.

Puc. Advance our waving colours on the walls : |
Rescu’d is Orleans from the English wolves :—
Thus Joan la Pucelle hath perform’d her word.

Char. Divinest creature, bright Astrza’s daughter, .
How shall I honour thee for this success ?
Thy promises are like Adonis’ gardeus,
That one day bloom’d, and fruitful were the next.— -
France, triumph in thy glorious prophetess !—
Recover’d is the town of Orleans :
More blessed hap did ne’er befall our state.

Reig. Why ring not out the bells throughout the town-?
Dauphin, command the citizens make bonfires,
And feast and banquet in the open streets,
To celebrate the joy that God hath given us.

Alen. All France will be replete with mirth and joy,
W.hen they shall hear how we have play’d the men. -

3*  VOL. V.
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Char. *Tis Joan, not we, by whom the day is won ;
For which, I will divide my crown with her:
And all the priests and friars in my realm
Shall, in procession; singhenjendless praise.
A statelier pyramis to her I'll rear,
‘I'han Rhodope’s,6 or Memphis’, ever was :
In memory of her, when she is dead,
Her ashes, in an urn more precious
‘Than the rich-jewel’d coffer of Darius,?
Transported shall be at high festivals
Before the kings and queens of France.
No longer on Saint Dennis will we cry,
But Joan la Pucelle shall be France’s saint.
Come in ; and let us banquet royally,
After this golden day of victory. [Flourish. Exeunt.

ACT II.

SCENE 1.—TVe same. Enter to the Gates, a French Serjeant,
and two Sentinels.

Serj. SIRS, take your places, and be vigilant :
If any noise, or soldier, you perceive,
Near to the walls, by some apparent sign,
Let us have knowledge at the court of guard.

1 Sent. Serjeant, you shall. [Exit Serjeant.] Thus

are poor servitors .

(When others sleep upon their quiet beds,)
€onstrain’d to watch in darkness, rain, and cold.

Enter TaLBOT, BEDFORD, BURGUNDY, and Forces, with acal~
ing ladders ; their drums beating a dead march.

Tal. Lord regent,—and redoubted Burgundy,—
By whose approach, the regions of Artois,
Walloon, and Picapgy, are triends to us,—

‘This happy night Frenchmen are secure,

. [6) Rhodope was a famous strumpet, who acquired great riches
‘The :east but most finished of the Egyptian pyramids (says Pliny, in the
36th Book of his Natural History, ch. xii.) was built by her.” She is said af-
terwards to have married Psammetichus, king of Egypt Dr. Johnson thinks
thar the D «wphin means to call Yean of Arc a strumpet, all the while he is
making this loud praise of her. ~ STEEV.

(7) When Alexander the Gre t took the city of Gaza, the metropolis of
Syria, amidst the other spoils .nd wealth of Darius treasured up there, he
found .an exceeding rich and beautiful tittle chest or casket, »nd “sked those
about him what they thought fit:est to be laid up in it. ‘When they had sev-
erally delivered their opinions, he told them. he este~med nothing so worthy
1o be preserved in it as Homer’s Iliad. THEOBALRD,

by her trade.
Pli
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Having all day carous’d and banqueted : )
Embrace we then this opportunity ;
As fitting best to quittance their deceit,
Contriv’d by art, and baleful sorcery;
Bed. Cowardof France ! how much he wrongs his fame,
Despairing of his own arm’s fortitude,
To join with witches, and the help of hell.
ur. ‘Craiters have never other company.—
But what’s that Pucelle, whom they term so pure ?
. Tal. A maid, they say.
Bed. A maid ! and be so martial !
Bur. Pray God, she prove not masculine ere long ;
Ifunderneath the standard of the French,
She carry armour, as she hath begun. )
Tal. Well, let them practice and converse with spirits :
God is our fortress ; in whose conquering name,
Let us resolve to scale their flinty bulwarks.
Bed. Ascend, brave Talbot ; we will follow thee.
Zal. Not all together : better far, I guess,
That we do make our entrance several ways ;
That, if it chance the one of us do fail,"
The other yet may rise against their force.
Bed. Agreed; I'll to yon corner.
Bur. And I to this,
Tal. And here will Talbot mount,or make his grave.—
Now, Salisbury ! for thee, and for the right
Of English Herry, shall this night appear
How much in duty I am bound to both.
[The English scale the walls, crying St. George !
a Talbot ! and all enter by the town.
Sent. [Within.] Arm, arm! the enemy doth make
assault ! )

The French leaf: over the walls in their shirts. Enter,
several ways, BASTARD, ALENGON, REIGNIER, Aa{f
ready, and half unready.d &

Alen. How now, my lords ? wie&t, all unready so ?
Bast. Unready ? ay, and glad we ’scap’d so well.
Reig. T was time, I trow, to wake and leave our beds,

Hearing alarums at our chamber doors.

Alen. Of all exploits, since first I follow’d arms,

Ne’er heard I of a warlike enterprize

More venturous, or desperate than this.

8] Unready was the current word in those times for undressed. JOHNS.
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Bast. 1 think, this Talbot be a fiend of hell.
Reig. If not of hell, the heavens, sure, favour him.
Alen. Here cometh Charles ; I marvel, how he sped.',

Enter CHARLES) and LA PUGELLE.

Bast. Tut ! holy Joan was his defensive guard.
Char. 1s this thy cunning, thou deceitful dame ?
Didst thou-at first, to flatter us withal,.
Make us partakers of a little. gain,
That now our loss might be ten times so much ?
Puc. Wherefore is-Charles impatient with his friend ?--
At all times will you have my power alike ?
Sleeping, or waking, must I'still prevail,.
Or will you blame and lay the fault on me ?—
Improvident soldiers ! had your watch been good,
This sudden mischief never could have fall'n.
Char. Duke of Alengon, this was your default ;
That, being captain of the watch to-night,
Did look no better to that weighty charge.
Alen. Had all your quarters been as safely kept,-
As that whereof 1 had the government,
We had not been thus shamefully surpris’d.
Bast. Mine was secure.
Reig. And so was mine, my lord.
Char. And, for myself, most part of all this night,
Within her quarter, and mine own precinct,
I was employ’d in passing to and fro,.
About relieving of the sentinels : .

Then how, or which way, should they first break in ? °
Puc. Question, my lords, no further of the case,
How, or which way ; ’tis sure, they found some place
But weakly guarded, where the breach was made.

And now there rests no other shift but this,—
To gather our soldiers, scatter’d and dispers'd,’
And lay new platfor’s" to endamage them.

Alarum. Enter an .“hglialx Soldier, crying, a Talbat !
a Talbot ! they fly, leaving their clothes behind.

Sol. I’ll be so bold to take what they have left.
The cry of Talbot serves me for a sword.;
For I have loaden me with many spoils,
Using no other weapon but his name. [Exit

{91 Rlatforms—That is plans, schemes. STEEV.
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SCENE II.

Orleans. Within the town. Enfer TaLBoT, BED-
FORD, BURGUNDY,.a Cafitain, and others.

Bed. The day begins to break, and night is fled,
Whose pitchy mantle over-veil’d the earth.

Here sound retreat, and cease our hot pursuit.
Retreat gounded.

Tal. Bring forth the body of old Salisbury ;

And here advance it in the market-piace,
‘The middle centre of this cursed town.—
Now have I paid my vow unto his soul ;
For every drop of blood, was drawn from him,
There hath at least five Frenchmen died to-night:
And, that hereafter ages may behold
What ruin happen’d in revenge of him,
Within their chiefest temple I'll erect
A tomb, wherein his corpse shall be interr’d :
Upon the which, that every one may read,
Shall be engrav’d the sack of Orleans ;

" The treacherous manner of his mournfut death,
And what a terror he had been to France.
Bat, lords, in all our bloody massacre,
I muse, we met not with the Dauphin’s grace ;
His new-come champion, virtuous Joan of Arc ;
Nor any of his false confederates.

Bed. 'Tis thought, lord Talbot, when the fight began,
Rous’d on the sudden from their drowsy beds,
They did, amongst the.troops of armed men,
Leap o’er the walls for refuge in the field.

Bur. Myself (as far as I could well discern,
For smoke, and dusky vapours of the night,)

Am sure, I scar’d the Dauphin, and his trull ;
When arm in arm they both came swiftly running,
Like to a pair of loving turtle-doves,

That could not live asunder day or night.

After that things are set in order here,

We'll follow them with all the power we have.

Enter a Messenger.
Mes. All hail, my lords! which of this princely train
Call ye the warlike Talbot, for his acts
So much applauded through the realm of France ?
Zal. Here isthe Talbot ; who would speak with him?
Mes. The virtuous lady, countess of Auvergne,
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With modesty admiring thy renown,.
By me entreats, gopd lord, thou wouldst vouchsafe
To visit her poor castle where she lies ;*
That she may boast, she hath beheld-the man
Whose glory fills the world with loud report.

Bur. Is it even so ? Nay, then, I see, ouf wars
Will turn unto a peaceful comic sport,
When ladies crave to be encounter’d with.—
You may not, my lord, despise her gentle suit.

Tal. Ne’er trust me then ; for, when a world of men,.
Could not prevail with all their oratory,
Yet hath a woman’s kindness over-rul’d :—
And therefore tell her, I return great thanks ;.
And in submission will attend on her.—
Will not your honours bear me company ?-

Bed. No, truly ; it-is more than manners will :-
And [ have heard it said,—Unbidden guests
Are often welcomest when they are gone.

Tal. Well.then, alone, since there’s no remedy,
I mean to prove- this lady’s courtesy.
€ome hither, oaptain.. [ Whisfiers.]—You perceive my

mind.
€apt. 1 do, my lord ; and mean accordingly.
' {Exeuns.

SCENE III.

Auvergne. Court of the Castle. Enter the Counsest
and her Porter.

Count. Porter, remember what I gave in charge;

And, when you have done sg, bring the keys to me.
Port. Madam, 1 will. [Exit. .
Count. The plot is laid : if-all things fall out right, .

I shall as famous be by this exploit,

As Scythian Thomyris by Cyrus’ death.

Great is the rumour of this dreadful knight, .

And his achievements of no less account :

Fain would mine eyes be witness with mine ears, .

To give their censure of these rare reports.

Enter Messenger and TALBOT.
Mes. Madam,
According as your ladyship desir’d,
Ry message crav’d, so is lord Talbot come.

3], That is, where she dogells.  MAL.
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Count. And he is welcome. What! is this the man?
Mes. Madam, it is.
Count. Is this the scourge of Frange ?
s this the Talbot, so much fear’d abroad,

hat with his name the mothers still their babes ?

1 see, report is fabulous/and false

1 thought, I should have seen some Hercules,

A second Hector, for his grim aspéct,

And large proportion of his strong-knit limbs,

Alas ! this is a child, a silly dwarf:

It cannot be, this weak and writhled shrimp?

Should strike such terror to his enemies.
Z'al. Madam, I have been bold to trouble you :

But, since your ladyship is not at leisure,

T’ll sort some other time to visit you.
Count. What means he now ?>—~Go ask him, whither

he goes. '

Mes. Stay, my lord Talbot ; for my lady craves

To know the cause of your abrupt departure.
Tal. Marry, for that she’s in a ‘wrong belief,

I go to certify her, Talbot’s here.

Re-enter Porter, with kcys.

Count. If thou be he, then art thou prisoner.

Tal. Prisoner ! to whom ?

Count. To me, blood-thirsty lord ;

And for that cause I train’d thee to my house.
Long time thy shadow hath been thrall to me,
For in my gallery thy picture hangs :

But now the substance shall endure the like ;
And 1 will chain these legs and arms of thine,
That hast by tyranny, these many years,
Wasted our country, slain our.citizens,

And sent our sons and husbands captivate.

Tal. Ha, ha,ha! -

Count. Laughest thou, wretch ? thy mirth shall turn

~ to moan.

Tal. T laugh to see yoyr ladyship so fond, 3
"To think that you have aught but Talbot’s shadow,
Whereon to practice your severity.

Count. Why, art not thou the man?

Z%al. T am indeed.

Count. Then have I substance too.

(2] Writhled—That is, wrinkled. The word is used by 8 . MAL.
[ Taried v toation,. " ey v Spenser. M
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(Tal. No, no, I am but shadow of myself :
You are deceiv’d, my substance is not here ;
For what you see, is but the smallest part
And least proportion of humanity :

I tell you, madamy werg the whole/frame here,
Tt is of such a spacious lofty pitch,
Your roof were not sufficient to contain i?
Count. This is a riddling merchant for" the nonce ;.
He will be here, and yet he is not here :
How can these contrarieties agree ?
Tal. That will I show you presently.

He winds a horn. Drums heard ; then a freal of ord-
nance. The gates being forced, enter Soldiers.

How say you, madam ? are you now persuaded,
That Talbgt is but shadow of himself ?
These are his substance, sinews, arms, and strength,
With which he yoketh your rebellious necks ;
Razeth your cities, and subverts your towns,
And in a moment makes them desolate.

Count. Victorious Talbot ! pardon my abuse :
I find, thou art no less than fame hath bruited4
And more than may be gather’d by thy shape.
Let my presumption not provoke thy wrath ;
For I am sorry, that with reverence
1 did not entertain thee as thou art.

Tal. Be not dismay’d, fair lady ; nor misconstrue
The mind of Talbot, as you did mistake
The outward composition of his body.
What you have done, hath not offended me :
No other satisfaction do I crave,
But only (with your patience,) that we may
Taste of your wine, and see what cates you have ;
For soldiers’ stomachs always serve them well.

Count. With all my heart ; and think me honoured’

-To feast so great a warrior in my house. [Exeunt.

SCENE 1V.

London. The Temple garden. Enter the Earls of SoMERSET,
SorroLk, and WARwick ; RicHARD PLANTAGENET,
VewNoON, and another Lawyer.5
Plan. Great lords, and gentlemen, what means this

silence ?

[q ‘To bruit is to proclaim with noise, to announce londly.  STEEV.
(5] Read—a lawyer. This lawyer was probably Reger Nevyle, who was
afterwards hanged.” See IV, Wyrcester, p. 478.  RITSON.

>
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Dare no man answer in a case of truth ?
Suf. Within the Temple-hall we were too loud ;
‘I'he garden here is more convenient.
Plan. Then say at once, If I maintain’d the truth;
Or, else, was wrangling/Somersetjin the error ?
Suf. ’Faith, 1 have been a truantin the law ;
And never yet could frame my will to it ;
And, therefore, frame the law unto my will.
Som. Judge you,my lord of Warwick,then between us.
War. Between twohawks, which flies the higher pitch,
Between two dogs, which hath the deeper mouth,
Between two blades, which bears the better temper,
Between two horses, which doth bear him best,
Between two girls, which hath{the merriest eye
I have, perhaps, some shallow spirit of judgment ¢
But in these nice sharp quillets of the law,
Gocod faith, I am no wiser than a daw.
Plan. Tut, tut, here is a mannerly forbearance :
The truth appears so naked on my side,
That any purblind eye may find it out.
Som. And on my side it is so well apparell’d,
So clear, so shining, and so evident,
"That it will glimmer through a blind man’s eye.
Plan. Since you are tongue-ty'd, and so loath to speak,
In dumb significants proclaim your thonghts :
Let him, that is a true-born gentleman,
And stands upon the honour of his birth,
If he suppose that I have pleaded truth,
From off this brier pluck a white rose with me.
Som. Let him that is no coward, nor no flatterer,
But dare maintain the party of the truth,
Pluck a red rose from off this thorn with me.6
War. 1 love no colours ;7 and, without all colour
Of base insinuating flattery,
I pluck this white rose with Plantagenet.
Suf. 1 pluck this red rose, with young Somerset ;

56] This is given as the original of the two badges of the houses of York
and Lancaster, whether truly or not, is no great matter. But the proverbial
exr‘ension of saying a thing under the rose, | am persuaded came rhence.
‘When the nation had ranged itself into two great factions, under the white
and red rose, and were perpetually plotting and coonterplotting against one
another, then, when a matter of faction was communicated by either party
to his friend.in the same quarrel, it was natural for him to add, that he said
it under the rose ; meaning that, as it concerned the faction it was rejigious-
1y tobe keept secret. WARB.——The rose (as the fables say) was the sym-
bol of silence, and consecrated by Cupid to Harpocrates, to conceal the lewd
pranks of his mother.  UPTON.
{7] Celours is here used ambiguously for tints and deceits,  JOHNS.

4 VOL. V.
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And say, withal, I think he held the right. .
Ver. Stay, lords, and gentlemen ; and pluck no more,
Till you conclude—that he, upon whose side
The fewest roses are cropp’d from the tree,
Shall yield the other, in the right-opinion.
Som. Good master Vernon, it is well objected ;4
If I have fewest, I subscribe in silence.
Plan. And L.
Ver. Then, for the truth and plainness of the case,
I pluck this pale, and maiden blossom here,
Giving my verdict on the white rose side.
Som. Prick not your finger as you pluck it off ;
Lest, bleeding, you do paint the white rose red,
And fall on my side so against your will.
Ver. If I, my lord, for my opinion bleed,
Opinion shall be surgeon to my hurt,
Algkeep me on the side where still I am.
m. Well, well, come on : whoelse ?
Law. Unless my study and my books be false,
The argument you held, was wrong inyou; [Z0 SoM.
In sign whereof, I pluck a white rose too.
Plan. Now, Somerset, where is your argument ?
Som. Here, in my scabbard ; meditating that,
Shall dye your white rose in a bloody red.
Plan. Mean time, your cheeks do counterfeit our
. roses ;
For pale they look with fear, as witnessing
The truth on our side.
Som. No, Plantagenet,
>Tis not for fear ; but anger,—that thy cheeks
Blush for pure shame, to counterfeit our roses ;
And yet thy tongue will not confess thy error.
Plan. Hath not thy rose a canker, Somerset ?
Som. Hath not thy rose a thorn, Plantagenet ?
Plan. Ay, sharp and piercing, to maintain his truth ;
Whiles thy consuming canker eats his falsehood.
Som. Well, 'l find friends to wear my bleeding-roses,
‘That shall maintain what I have said is true,
Where false Plantagenet dare not be seen.
Plan. Now, by this maiden blossom in my hand,
I scorn thee and thy fashion, peevish boy.
Suf. Turn not thy scorns this way, Plantagenet.
Plan. Proud Pool, I will ; and scorn both him and thee.

[8] Properly thrown in our way, justly proposed.  JOHNS.

<
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Suf. ’ll turn my part thereof into thy throat.
Som. Away, away, good William De-la-Poole !
We grace the yeoman, by conversing with him.
War. Now, by God’s will, thou wrong’st him,Somerset :
His grandfather ‘was Lionel,"duke of Clarence, ?
Third son to the third Edwarc king of England ;
8pring crestless yeomen from so deep a root ?*
Plan. He bears him on the place’s privilege,®
Or durst not, for his craven heart, say thus.
Som. By him that made me, I’ll maintain my words
On any plot of ground in Christendom :
Was not thy father, Richard, earl of Cambridge,
For treason executed in our late king’s days ?
And, by his treason, stand’st not thou attainted,
Corrupted, and exempt from ancient gentry ?3
His trespass yet lives guilty in thy blood ;
And, till thou be restored, thou art a yeoman.
Plan. My father was attached, not attainted ;
Condemn’d to die for treason, but no traitor ;
And that I'll prove on better men than Somerset,
Were growing time once ripen’d to my will.
For your partaker Pool, and you yourself,
I'll note you in my book of memory,
To scourge you for this apprehension :4
Look to it well ; and say you are well warn’d.
Som. Ay, thou shalt find us ready for thee still :
And know us, by these colours, for thy foes ;
For these my friends, in spite of thee, shall wear.
Plan. And, by my soul, this pale and angry rose,
As cognizance of my blood-drinking hate,
Will I for ever, and my faction, wear ;
Until it wither with me to my grave,
Or flourish to the height of my degree.
Suf. Go forward, and be chok’d with thy ambition !

And so farewell, until I meet thee next. {Exit.
Som. Have with thee, Pool.—Farewell, ambitious
Richard. [Exit.

Plgn. How I am brav’d, and must perforce endure it !

(9] The author mistakes. Plantagenet’s paternal grandfather was Ed-
mand of Langley. Duke of York. His maternal grandfather was Roger Mor-
timer, Earl of March, who was _the son of Philippa the daughter of Lionel,
Duke of Clarence. The duke therfore was his maternal great great grand.
father MAL. [1] i.¢. those who have no right to arms. WARB.

. [2] The ‘T=mple, being a religious house,was an asgum, a place of exemp-
tion, from violence. revenge, and bloodshed. ~~ JOHNS. |

[3) Exempt tor excluded. (4] Apprehension)that is opinion, WARB.
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War. This blot, that they object against your honse,
Shall be wip’d out in the next parliament, )
€all’d for the truce of Winchester and Gloster :

And, if thou be not then created York, )
1 will not live td/be'\accountéd Warwick.
Meantime, in signal of my love to thee,

Against proud Somerset, and William Pool,
‘Will I upon thy party wear this rose :

And here I prophecy,—This brawl to-day,
Grown to this faction, in the I'emple garden,
Shall send between the red rose, and the white,
A thousand souls to death, and deadly night.

Plan. Good master Vernon, I am bound to you,
‘That you on my behalf would pluck a flower.

Ver. In your behalf still will I wear the same.

Law. And so will 1. :

Plan. Thanks, gentle sir.

Corne, let us four to dinner: I dare say,
This quarrel will drink blood another day. [Exeunt.

SCENE V.

1he same. A Room in the Tower. Enter MORTIMER,*
brought in a chair by two Keepers.
Mor. Kind keepers of my weak decaying age,
Let dying Mortimer here rest himself.—
Even like a man new-haled from the rack,
So fare my limbs with long imprisonment :
And these grey locks, the pursuivants of death,s
Nestor-like aged, in an age of care,

(4] Mr. Edwards in his MS notes observes.that Shaksp-are has varied from
the true history to introduce this scene between Mortimer and Richard Plan-
tagenet. Edmund Mortimer served under Henry V in 1422, and died un-
confined in Ireland in 1424.  Holinshed says, that Mortimer was one of the
mourners at the funeral of Heury the V. = STEEV. ) i

1 am aware, and could easily show, that some of the most interesting
events, not only in the Chronicles of Hall and Hoiinshed, bat in the Histo-
ries of Rapin, Huome and Smollet, are gerfectly fabulous and unfounded,
which are nevertheless constantly cited and regarded as incontroverrible
facts. But, if modern writers, standing as it were, upon the shoulders of
their pred s, and p ing 1 able other , are not
always to be depended on, what ailowances ought we not to make for those
who neither Rymer, nor Dugdale, nor. Sandford to consult, who could
have no access to the treasuries of Cotton or Harley, nor were permitted the
fnspection of a public record ? Ifthis were the casc with the historian, what
oan be expected from the dramatist 2 He naturally took for_ fact whet he
found in history, and is by no means answerable for the misinformation of
his authority. ~ RITSON. . L.

[5). Purswivants. The heralds that, forcrunning death, proclaim its aps
proach.  JOHNS.
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Argue the end of Edmund Mortimer.
‘These eyes,~like lamps whose wasting oil is spent,—
Wax dim, as drawing to their exigent :
Weak shoulders, overborne with burd’ning grief ,
And pithless arms,? like to a wither’d vine
‘That droops his sapless branches to the ground :—
Yet are these feet,—whose strengthless stay is numb,
Unable to support this lump of clay,
Swift-winged with desire to get a grave,
As witting, I no other comfort have.—
Baut tell me,skeeper, will my nephew come ?

1 Keefi. Richard Plantagenet, my lord, will come :
We sent unto the Temple, to his chamber ;
And answer was return’d, that he will come.

Mor. Enongh ; my soul shall then be satisfy’d.—
Poor gentleman ! his wrong doth equal mine.
Since Henry Monmouth first began to reign, _
(Before whose glory I was greatin arms,)
‘This loathsome sequestration have I had ;
And even since then hath Richard been obscur’d,
Depriv’d of honour and inheritance :
But now, the arbitrator of despairs,
Just death, kind umpire of men’s miseries,?
With sweet enlargement doth dismiss me hence ;
I would, his troubles likewise were expir’d,
‘That so he might recover what was lost.

Enter RicHARD PLANTAGENET.

1 Keefi. My lord, your loving nephew now is come.
Mor. Richard Plantagenet, my friend ? Is he come ¢
Plan. Ay, noble uncle, thus ignobly us’d,
Your nephew, late-despised Richard, comes.
Mor. Direct mine arms, I may embrace his neck,
And in his bosom spend my latter gasp :
Q, tell me, when my lips do touch his cheeks,
That I may kindly give one fainting kiss,—
And now declare, sweet stem from York’s great stock,
Why dids;thou say——of late thou wert despis’d ?
Plan. PFirst, lean thine aged back against mine arm ;
And, in that ease, I’ll tell thee my disease.®
‘This day, in argument upon a case,
Some words there grew ‘twixt Somerset and me :

Y Pith was used for marrow, and figuratively, for strength
5 That is, he that terminates or cpr?cludes mgaery. ’ m% NS. JOHNS
Disease seems to be here unsasiness, or #iscentens, ~ JOHNS.

YOL. V.
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Among which terms he used his lavish tongue,
And did upbraid me with my father’s death:
Which obloquy set bars before my tongue,
Else with the like I had reguited him :
Therefore, good' uncle,—for my father’s sake,
In honour of a true Plantagenet,

> And for alliance sake,—declare the cause
My father, earl of Cambridge, lost his head.

Mor. That cause, fair nephew, that imprison’d me,
And hath detain’d me, all my flow’ring youth,
W ithin a loathsome dungeon, there to pine,
Was cursed instrument of his decease.

Plan. Discover more at large what cause that was

. For 1 am ignorant, and cannot guess.

Mor. 1 will ; if that my fading breath permit,
And death approach not ere my tale be done.
Henry the Fourth, grandfather to this king,
Depos’d his nephew Richard ; Edward’s son,
The first-begotten, and lawful heir
Of Edward king, the third of that descent:
During whose reign. the Percys. of the north,
Finding his usurpation most unjust,
‘Endeavour’d my advancement to the throne.
The reason mov’d these warlike lords to this,
Was—for that (young king Richard thus remov’d,
Leaving no heir begotten of his body)

1 was the next by birth and parentage ;

For by my mother I derived ani

From Lionel duke of Clarence, the third son
To king Edward the Third, whereas he,
Frowm John of Gaunt doth bring his pedigree,.
Being but fourth of that heroic line.

But mark : as, in this haughty great attempt,*
‘They laboured to plant the rightful heir,

T lost my liberty, and they their lives.

Long after this, when Henry the Fifth—
Succeeding his father Bolingbroke—did reign,
‘Thy father, earl of Cambridge—then deriv’d
From famous Edmund Langley, duke of York—
Marrying my sister, that thy mother was,
Again, in pity of my hard distress,

Levied an army ; weening to redeem,

And have install’d me in the diadem :

* 0 Haughty is high,  JOHNS,
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But, as the rest, o fell that noble earl,
And was beheaded. Thus the Mortimers,
In whom the title vested, were suppress’d.
Plan. Of which, my lord, your honour is the last.
Mor, True ;/and/thouseést,(that I'no issue have ;
And that my fainting words do warrant death :
Thou art my heir ; the rest, I wish thee gather :3
But yet be wary in thy studious care.
Plan. Thy grave admonishments prevail with me ;
But yet, methinks, my father’s execution
Was nothing less than bloody tyranny.
Mor. With silence, nephew, be thou politic ;
Strong-fixed is the house of Lancaster,
And, like a mountain, not to be remov’d.
But now thy uncle is removing hence ;
As princes do their courts, when they are cloy’d
With long continuance in a settled place.
Plgn. O, uncle, would some part of my young years .
Might but redeem the passage of your age !
Mor. Thou dost then wrong me, as the slaught'rer
doth,
Which giveth many wounds, when.one will kill.
Mourn not, except thou sorrow for my good :
Only, give order for my funeral ;
And so farewell : and fair be all thy hopes!
And prosperous be thy life, in peace, and war! [Dies.
Plan. And peace, no war, befal thy parting soul !
In prison hast thou spent a pilgrimage,
And like a hermit overpass’d thy days.—
Well, 1 will lock his counsel in my breast :
And what I do imagine, let that rest.—
Keepers, convey him hence ; and I myself
Will see his burial better than his life.—
[Exeunt Kechers bearing out Mor'®.
Here dies the dusky torch of Mortimer,
Chok’d with ambition of the meaner sort : 93—
And, for those wrongs, those bitter injuries,
Which Somerset hath offer’d to my house,—
1 doubt not, but with honour to redress :

[2) That is, 1 acknowledge thee to be my heir ; the consequences which
may be collected fiom thence, [ recommend it to thee to draw. HEATH. -
[3] We are to_understand the speaker ?a reflecting on the ill fortune of
Mortimer, in being always made a tool of by the Percies of the North in
_their rebelious intrigues’; rather than in auenin%tm claim to the ¢réwn,
in support of Ris own princely ambition. WARB, .
,
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And therefore haste I to the parliament ;
Either to be restored to my blood, :
Or make my ill the advantage of my good. [Exit.-

ACT IIL.

SCENE 1.—Thesame. The Parliament-House, Flourish. Enter
King HENrY, EXETER, GLOSTER, the Bishop of Win-
CHESTER, RICHARD PLANTAGENE T, WARWICK, SOMER-
SET, and SUFFOLK ; GLOSTER offers to putup a bill,4 Win-
CHESTER snatckes it, and tears it.

Win. COM’ST thou with deep premeditated lines,
With written pamphlets studiously devis’d,
Humphrey of Gloster ? if thou canst accuse,
Or aught intend’st to lay unto my charge,
Do it without invention suddenly ;
As 1 with sadden and extemporal speech
Purpose to ahswer what thou canst object.

Glo. Presumptuous priest ! this place commands my

tience, -

Or thou shouldst find thou hast dishenour’d me.
Think not, although in writing 1 preferr’d
'I'he manner of thy vile outrageous crimes,
‘That therefore I have forg’d, or am not able
Ferbatim to rehearse the method of my pen :
No, prelate ; such is thy audacious wickedness,
Thy lewd, fpestiferous. and dissentious pranks,
As very infants prattle of thy pride.
Thou art a most pernicious usurer ;
Froward by nature, enemy to peace ;
Lascivious, wanton, more than well beseems
A man of thy profession, and degree ;
And for thy treachery, what’s more manifest ?
In that thou laid’st a trap to take my life,
As well at London bridge, as at the Tower ?
Beside, I fear me, if thy thoughts were sifted,
The king, thy severeign, is not quite exempt
From envious malice of thy swelling heart.

Win. Gloster, I defy thee.—Lords, vouchsafe
To give me hearing what I shall reply.

If 1 were covetous, ambitious, perverse, or

(4] That is articles of accusation, for in this sense of the word bi/f tyas
somc]timel used. MAL. F

;—.‘M




ACP 111, KING BENRY VI. 41

As he will have me, How am I so poor?

Or how haps it, I seek not to advance

‘Or raise myself, but keep my wonted calling ?

And for dissention, Who preferreth peace

More than I do, ‘except' 'be'provok’d'?

No, my good lords, it is not that offends ;

It is not that, that hath incens’d the duke :

It is, because no one should sway buthe ;

No one, but he, should be about the king ;

And that engenders thunder in his breast,

And makes him roar these accusations forth,

But he shall know, Iam as good
Glo. As good ?

Thou bastard of my grandfather '— 4

Win. Ay, lordly sir ; For what are you, I pray,
But one imperious in another’s throne ?

Glo. Am I not the protector, saucy priest ?

Win. And am not I a prelate of the church 2

Glo. Yes, as an outlaw in a castle keeps,

And useth it to patronage his theft..

Win. Unreverent Gloster !

Glo. Thou art reverent
Touching thy spiritual function, not thy life.

Win. This Rome shall remedy.

War. Roam thither then.s

Som. My lord, it were your duty to forbear.

War. Ay, see the bishop be not overborne.

Som. Methinks, my lord should be religious,

And know the office that belongs to such.

War. Methinks, his lordship should be humbler ;
1t fitteth not a prelate so to plead.

Som. Yes, when his holy state is touch’d so near.

War. State holy, or unhallow’d, what of that ?

Is not his grace protector to the king ?

Plan. Plantagenet, I see, must hold his tongue ;
Lest it be said, Spieak, sirrah, when you should ;
Must your bold verdict enter talk with lords ?

Else would I have a fling at Winchester. [Aside.

K.Hen. Uncles of Gloster, and of Winchester,

‘The special watchmen of our English weal ;

(4] The Bishop of Winchester was an il]e&ltimate son ot"‘d,kohn of Gaunt,
Dauke odf Lancaster, by Katharine Swynford, whom the e afterwards
married. MAL, .

(5] Roam to Rome. To roam. is su to be derived from the cant o §
Vi it ol precepted s ptrbuage to Bome, |- IOHMNS.
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I would prevail, if prayers might prevail,
To join your hearts in love and amity.
O, what a scandal is it to our crown,
That two such noble peers as ye,shounld jar !
Believe me, lords, my tender years can tell,
Civil dissention is a viperous worm, )
That gnaws the bowels of the commonwealth.—
[ noise within ; Down with the tawny coats !
What tumalt’s this ?
War. An uproar, I dare warrant,
Begun through malice of the bishop’s men.
[A noise again ; Stones ! stones !

Enter the Mayer of London, attended.

May. O, my good lords,—and virtuous Henry,—
Pity the city of London, pity us'!
The bishop 4nd the duke og Gloster’s men,
Forbidden late to carry any weapon,

Have fill’'d their pockets full of pebble-stones ;
%nd, banding themselves in contriry parts,

0 pelt so fast at one another’s pate,

‘That many have their giddy brains knock’d out :
Our windows are broke down in every street,
And we, for fear, compell’d to shut our shops.

Knter, skirmishing, the Retainers of GLOSTER and
WINCBESTER, with bloody fates.

K.Hen. We charge you, on allegiance to ourself,
‘To hold your slaught’ring hands, and keep the peace.
Pray, uncle Gloster, mitigate this strife.

1 Serv. Nay, if we be
Forbidden stones, we’ll fall to it with our teeth.

2 Serv. Do what ye dare, we are as resolute.

. [Skirmish again.

Glo. You of my household, leave this peevish broil,
And set this unaccustom’d fight aside.®

3 Serv. My lord, we know your grace to be 2 man,
Just and upright ; and, for your royal birth,

Inferior to none, but his majesty :

And, ere that we will suffer such a prince,
90 kind a father of the commonweal,

To be disgraced by an inkhorn mate,”

Ui ’d is ly. ind OHNS.
An jekhorn mate,=a bookman.  JOHNS,
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We, and aur wives and children, all will fight,
And have our bodies slaughter’d by thy foes.
1 Serv. Ay, and the very parings of our nails
Shall pitch a field when we are dead. [Skirmish again.
Glo. Stay, stay) Usay ! '
And, if you love me, as you say you do,
Let me persuade you to forbear a while.
K.Hen. O, how this discord doth afflict my soul !
—Can you, my lord of Winchester, behold
My sighs and tears, and will not once relent ?
Who should be pitiful, if you be not ?
Or who should study to prefer a peace,
If holy churchmen take delight in broils ?
War. My lord protector, yield ;—yield, Winchester :
—Except you mean, with obstinate repulse,
To slay your sovereign, and destroy the realm.
You see what mischief, and what murder too,
_ Hath been enacted through your enmity ;
Then be at peace, except ye thirst for blood.
Win. He shall submit, or I will never yield.
Glo. Compassion on the king eommands me stoop,
Or, I would see his heart out, ere the priest
Should ever get that privilege of me.
War. Behold, my lord of Winchester, the duke
Hath banish’d moody discontented fury,
As by his smoothed brows it doth appear :
‘Why look you still so stern, and tragical ?
Glo. Here, Winchester, I offer thee my hand.
K.Hen. Fie,uncle Beaufort ! I have heard you prea
That malice was a great and grievous sin :
And will not you maintain the thing you teach,
But prove a chief offender in the same ?
ar. Sweet king '—the bishop hath a kindly gird.8—
For shame, my lord of Winchester ! relent ;
What, shall a child instruct you what to do?
Win. Well, duke of Gloster, I will yield to thee ;
Love for thy love, and hand for hand I give.
- Glo. Ay ; but, I fear me, with a hollow heart.—
See here, my friends, and loving countrymen ;
‘This token serveth for a flag of truce,
Betwixt ourselves, and all our followers :
So help me God, as I dissemble not !
Win. So help me God, as I intend it not ! [Aside.

{8) That is, feels an emotion of kind remorse. _JOHNS."
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K.Hen. O loving uncle, kind duke of Gloster,
How joyful am I made by this contréct !—
Away, my masters ! trouble us no more ;
But join in friendship, as your lords have done.
1 Serv. Content: I’ll to.the surgeon’s,
2 Serv. So will'l,
3 Serv. Aud I will see what physic
The tavern affords. [Exeunt Servants, Mayor, &c.
War. Accept this scroll, most gracious sovereign ;
Which in the right of Richard Plantagenet
We do exhibit to your majesty.
Glo. Well urg’d, my lord of Warwick ;—for, sweet
rince,
An if you;:- grace mark every circumstance,
You have great reason to do Richard right :
Especially, for those occasions
At Eltham-place I told your majesty.
K.Hen. And those occasions, uncle, were of force :
—Therefore, my loving lords, our pleasure is,
That Richard be restored to his blood.
War. Let Richard be restored to his blood ;
So shall his father’s wrongs be recompens’d.
Win. As will the rest, so willeth Winchester.
K.Hean. If Richard will be true, not that alone,
But all the whole inheritance I give,
That doth belong unto the house of York,
From whence you spring by lineal descent.
Plan. Thy humble servant vows obedience,
And humble service till the point of death.
K.Hen. Stoop then, and set your knee against my foot
And, in reguerdon of that duty done,?
I girt thee with the valiant sword of York :
Rise, Richard, like a true Plantagenet ;
And rise created princely duke of York. .
Plan. And so thrive Richard, as thy foes may fall}
And as my duty springs, so perish they
That grudge one thought against your majesty !
All. ' Welcome, high prince, the mighty duke of York !
Som. Perish, base prince, ignoble duke of York ! [Asiv
Glo. Now will it best avail your majesty,
To cross the seas, and to be crown’d in France :
The presence of a king engenders love
Amongst his subjects, and his loyal friends ;
As it disanimates his enemies.

[4) Reguerdon—recompence, return,  JOHNS,
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K. Hen. When Gloster says the word, king Hénry goes ;
For friendly counsel cuts off many foes.
Glo. Your ships already are in readiness.
[Exeunt all but EXETER.
Exe. Ay, we may'march in) England,/or in France,
"Not seeing what is likely to ensue :

- This late dissention, grown betwixt the peers,

Barns under feigned ashes of forg’d love,

And will at last break out into a flame :

As fester’d members rot but by degrees,

Till bones, and flesh, and sinews, fall away,

So will this base and envious discord breed.*
And now I fear that fatal prophecy,

Which, in the time of Henry, nam’d the Fifth,
Was in the mouth of every sucking babe,—
That Henry, born at Monmouth, should win all ;
And Henry, born at Windsor, should lose all ¢
Which is so plain, that Exeter doth wish

His days may finish ere that hapless time.? [Exis.

SCENE IL

France. Before Rouen. Enter LA PucELLE disguised, and
* Soldiers dressed like Countrymen, with sacks upon their backs.

Puc. These are the city gates, the gates of Roiien,
Through which our.policy must make a breach :
‘Take heed, be wary how you place your words ;
‘Talk like the vulgar sort of market-men,
That.come to gather money for their corn.
If we have entrance, (as, 1 hope, we shall,)
And that we find the slethful watch but weak,
T’ll by a sign give notice to our friends,
‘That Charles the dauphin may encounter them.
1 Sol. Our sacks shall be a mean to sack the city,
And we be lords and rulers over Roiien 2
Therefore we’ll knock. {Knocks.
Guard. [Within.] Qui estla 2
Puc. Pazsans, prauvres gens de France :
Poor market-folks, that come to sell their corn.
Guard. Enter, go in : the market-bell is rung.
[Oprens the gate.

(1] That is, so will the malignity of this discord propagate itself, and ad.
vance.  JOHNS

2] The duke of Exeter died shortly after the meeting of this parliament,
and the eag fo Warwick was appointed governour or tutor to the king in his
Foom, .

5 YOL. V.




46 FIRST PART OB 4¢¥ 111,

Puc. Wow, Roiien, I'll shake thy bulwarks to the
ground. {(PucELLE, &c. enter the city,

Enter CHARLES, Bastard of ORLEANS, ALENON,
‘and Forces.

Char. Saint Dennis bless this happy stratagem !
And once again we’ll sleep secure in Rotien.

Bast. Here enter’d Pucelle, and her practisants :3
Now she is there, how will she specify
Where is the best and safest passage in ?

Alen. By thrusting out a torch from yonder tower ;
Which, once discern’d, shows, that her meanin; 8,0
No way to that, for weakness,} which she enter’d.

Enter LA PUCELLE on a battlement : holding out &
torch burning.

Puc. Behold, this is the happy wedding torch,
That joineth Roiien unto her countrymen ;
Bat burning fatal to the Talbotites.

Bast. See, noble Charles ! the beacon of our friend,
The burning torch in yonder turret stands.

Char. Now shine it like a comet of revenge,
A prophet to the fall of all our foes !

Alen. Defer no time, Delays have dangerous emds
Enter, and cry—=7he Daupihin !—preseatly,
And then do execution on the watch. [ They enten

Alarums. Enter TaLBoT, and certain English.

7al. France, thou shalt rue this treason with thy tears,
If Talbot but survive thy treachery.—
Pucelle, that witch, that damned sorceress,
Hath wrought this hellish mischief unawares,
That hardly we escap’d the pride of France.
{Exeunt to the town.

Alerum : Excsrsions. Enter, from the Town, BEprorp,
brought in sick, ina Chair, with TaALBoT, BURGUNDY, and
the §ugli:h Forces. Then enter on the Walls, LA PocELLE,
CHARLES, Bastard, ALENGON, and ethers.

Puc. Good-morrow, gallants ! want ye corn for bread?
I think, the duke of Burgundy will fast,

(2) Practice in the lan of that time, was treachery, and perhaps in
the softer sense guag;r 13, are therefi con{‘;deratesinuut-'

v JOHNS.
Tg] That is, no way eqaal to that, no way so fit as that.  JOHNS.
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Before he’ll buy again at such a rate :
T was full of darnel ; Do you like the taste ?
Burg. Scoff on, vile fiend, and shameless courtezan !
I trust, ere longy\to/choke thee with thine own,
And make thee curse the harvest of that corn.
Cha. Your grace may starve,perhaps,before that time.
Bed. O, let no words, but decds, revenge this treason }
Puc. What will you do, good grey-beard ? break a
lance,
And run atilt at death within a chair ?
Tal. Foul fiend of France, and hag of all despight,
Encompass’d with thy lustful paramaurs !
Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant age,
And twit with cowardice a man half dead ?
Damsel, I’ll have a bout with you again,
Or else let Talbot perish with his shame.
Puc. Areyou so hot,sir ?—Yet,Pucelle,hold thy peace ;
If Talbot do but thunder, rain will follow.—
[TAvLBoOT, and the rest, consult together.
God speed the parliament ! who shall be the speaker ?
Tal. Dare ye come forth, and meet us in the field ?
Puc. Belike, your lordship takes us then for fools,
To try that if our own be ours, or no.
Taql. 1 speak not to that railing Hecaté,
But unto thee, Alengon, and the rest ;
Will ye, like soldiers, come and fight it out ?
Alen. Signior, no. :
Tal. Signior, hang !—base muleteers of France !
Like peasant foot-boys do they keep the walls,
And dare not take up arms like gentlemen.
Puc. Captains, away : lets get us from the walls ;
For Talbot means no goodness, by his looks.—
God be wi’ you, my lord ! we came, sit, but to tell you
That we are here. liExe. La Puc. &c. from the walls.
Tal. And there will we be too, ere it be long,
Or else reproach be Talbot’s greatest fame !—
Vow, Burgundy, by honour of thy house,
(Prick’d on by public wrongs, sustain’d in France,)
Either to get the town again, or die :
And I,—as sure as English Henry lives,
And as his father here was conqueror ;
As sure asin this late-betrayed town
Great Ceur-de-lion’s heart was buried :
$o sure I swear, to get the town, or die.
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Bur. My vows are equal partners with thy vows.
Tal. But, ere we go, regard this dying prince,
The valiant duke of Bedford :—Come, my lord,
We will bestow, you, in;some better place,
Fitter for sickness, and for crazy age.
Bed. Lord Talbot, do not so dishonour me :
Here will I sit before the walls of Roiien,
And will be partner of your weal, or woe.
Burg. Courageous Bedford, let us now persuade you.
Bed. Not to be gone from hence ; for once I read,
That stout Pendragon,# in his litter, sick,
Came to the field, and vanquished his foes :
Methinks, I should revive the soldiers’ hearts,
Because I ever found them as myself.
Tal. Undaunted spirit in a dying breast !—
-Then be it so.—Heavens keep old Bedford safe !
—And now nomore ado, brave Burgundy,
But gather we our forces out of hand,
And set upon our boasting enemy.
[£xe. BurcunDY, TALBOT, and Forces, leav-
ing BEDFORD, and others.

Alarum : Excursions. Enter Sir JoBN FASTOLFE,
and a Captain,

Capi. Whither away, sir John Fastolfe, in such haste ?
Fast. Whither away ? to save myself by flight ;

We are like to have the overthrow again.
Capi. What ! will you fly, and leave lord Talbot ?
Fast. Ay,

All the Talbots in the world, to save my life.  [Exic,
Capi. Cowardly knight! ill fortune follow thee ! [ Exit.

Retreat : Excursions. Enter from the tewn LA Pu-
CELLE, ALENGON, CHARLES . and exeunt flying.
Bed. Now, quiet soul, departwhen he2ven please ;

For 1 have seen our enemies overthrow.

What is the trust or strength of foolish man ?

They, that of late were daring with their scoffs,

Are glad and fain by flight to save themselves.

[Dies, and is carried off in his chair.

Alarum : Enter TALsoT, BURGUNDY, and others.
Zal. Lost, and recover’d in a day again !

[5] This hero was Uther Pendragon, brother to Aurelius, and father to
king Arthor. STEEV.
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This is a double honour, Burgundy =
Yet, heavens have glory for this victory !
Bur. Warlike and martial Talbot, Burgundy
Enshrines thee in his heart ; and there erects
Thy noble deeds,’as'valour’s' mohument.
Zal. Thanks, gentle duke. But where is Pucelle now ?
I think, her old familiar is asleep :
Now where’s theBastard’s braves,andCharles his gleeks?
What, all a-mort ?6 Roilien hangs her head for grief,
‘That such a valiant company are fled..
Now will we take some order in the town,.
Placing therein some expert officers ;
And then depart to Paris, to the king 3
For there young Harry, with his nobles, lies.
Bur. What wills lord Talbot, Pleaseth Burgundy.
Zal. But yet, before we go, let’s not forget
‘The noble duke of Bedford, late deceas’d,
But see his exequies fulfill’d in Roiien ;
A braver seldier never couched lance, -
A gentler heart did never sway in court ¢
But kings and mightiest potentates, must die ;
For that’s the end of human misery. [Exeunt.

SCENE III.

The same. The Plains near the city. Enter CHARLES,,
the Bastard, ALENGON, LA PUCELLE, and Forces.

Puc. Dismay not, princes, at this accident,,
Nor grieve that Roiien is so recovered :.
€are is no cure, but rather corrosive,
For things that are not to be remedied..
Let frantic Talbot triumph for a while,
And like a peacock sweep along his tail ;
We'll pull his plumes, and take away his train;.
If Dauphin, and the rest, will be but rul’d.
Char. We have been guided by thee hitherto;.
And of thy cunning had no difference ;
One sudden foil shall never breed distrust..
Bast. Search out thy wit for secret pelicies,
And we will make thee famous through the world;
Alen. We'll set thy statue in some holy place,.
And have thee reverenc’d like a blessed saint ;

[6] That is, quite dispirited ; & frequent Oallictsis.  STERY.
5% VOL, V. )
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“Employ thee then, sweet virgin, for our good.

uc.y Then thus it must breg‘ this doth Joan devise :
By fair persuasion, mix’d with sugar’d words, ’
We will entice the duke of Burgundy
To leave the Talbot, and to follow us.

Char. Ay, marry, sweeting, if we could do that,
France were no place for Henry’s warriors ;

Nor should that nation boast it so with us,
But be extirped from our provinces.8

Alen. For ever should they be expuls’d from France,
And not have title to an earldom here.

Puc. Your honours shall perceive how I will work,
'To bring this matter to the wished end. [Drums heard,
Hark ! by the sound of drum, you may perceive
Their powers are marching unto Paris-ward.

An English March. Enter, and fass over at a dis-
tance, TALBOT and his Forces. .

‘There goes the Talbot, with his colours spread ;

And all the troops of English after him.

A French March. Enter the Duke of BURGUNDY and
Forces.

Now, in the rearward, comes the duke, and his;
Fortune, in favour, makes him lag behind.
Summon a parley, we will talk with him.
[A Parley sounded.
Char. A parley with the duke of Burgundy.
Bur. Who craves a parley with the Burgundy ?
Puc. The princelyCharles of France,thy countryman.
Bur. What say’st thou, Charles? for ] am march-
' ing hence.
Char.Speak,Pucelle; and enchant him with thy words:
P1uc. Brave Burgundy, undoubted hope of France !
Stay, let thy humble handmaid speak to thee.
Bur. Speak on ; but be not over-tedious.
{Puc. Look on thy country, look on fertile France,
Afid see the cities and the towns defac’d
By wasting ruin of the cruel foe !
As looks the mother on her lowly babe,
When death doth close his tender dying eyes,
See, see, the pining malady of France ;
Behold the wounds, the most unnatural wounds,

\[8] To extirpistoroot eut, STEEV.
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Which thou thyself hast given her woeful breast !
Q, turn thy edged sword another way ;
Strike those that hurt, and hurt not those that help !
One drop of blood, drawn from thy country’s bosom,
Should grieve thee'\more)than streanis/of foreign gore ;
Return thee, therefore, with a flood of tears
And wash away thy country’s stained spots !
Bur. Either she hath bewitch’d me with her words,
Op nature makes me suddenly relent.
Puc.Besides, all French and France exclaims on thee,
Doubting thy birth and lawful progeny.
Who join’st thou with, but with a lordly nation,
That will not trust thee, but for profit’s sake ?
When Talbot hath set footing once in France,
And fashion’d thee that instrument of ill,
Who then, but English Henry, will be lord,
And thou be thrust out, like a fugitive ? °
Call we to mind,—and mark but this, for proof ;=
W as not the duke of Orleans thy foe ?
And was he not in England prisoner ?
But, when they heard he was thine enemy,
They set him free,? without his ransome paid,
In spite of Burgundy, and all his friends.
See then ! thou fight’st against thy countrymen,
And join’st with them will be thy slaughter-men.
Come, come, return ; return, thou wand’ring lord ;
Charles, and the rest, will take thee in their arms.
Bur. I am vanquished ; these haughty words of hers
Have batter’d me like roaring cannon-shot, *
And made me almost yield upon my knees.—
Forgive me, country, and sweet countrymen *
And, lords, accept this hearty kind embrace :
My forces and my power of men are yours ;—
So, farewell, Talbot ; I'll no longer trust thee.
Puc. Done like a Frenchman ; turn, and turn again !s
Char. Welcome, brave duke ! thy friendship makes
us fresh.
Bast. And doth beget new courage in our breasts.

[&A mistake : The Duke was not liberated till after Borgundy declined
<o French interest ; which did not happen, by the way, till some years
after the execution of this very Joan la Pucelle ;” nor ‘was that during the
regency of York, but of Bedford." RITSON.

i li Haughty—That is, elevated,high-spirited. =~ M. MASON. .

* [2] The inconstancy of the French was always the subject of satire. I
have read a dissertation written to prove that the indcx of the wind upon
our stecples was made in form of a cock, 10 ridicule the French for their
frequent changes.  JOHNS,

»
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Alen. Puacelle hath bravely fph *d her part in this,
And doth deserve a coronet of gold.

Char. Now let us on, my lords, and join our powers ;
And seek how we may prejudice the foe. [(Exennt.

SCENE IV,

Paris. A Room in the Palace. Enter King Henny,
GLOSTER, and other Lords, VERNON, BasskT, &5¢..
To them TALBoT, and some of his Officers.

Tal. My gracious prince,—and honourable peers,—
Hearing of your arrival in this realm,
I have a while given truce unto my wars,
‘Todo my duty to my sovereign :
In sign whereof, this arm—that hath reclaim’d
Fo your obedience fifty fortresses,
Twelve cities, and seven walled towns of strength,
Beside five hundred prisoners of ésteem,—
Lets fall his sword before your highness’ feet ;
And, with submissive loyalty of heart,
Ascribes the glory of his conquest got,
First to my God, and next unto your grace.
K.Hen. Is this the lord Talbot, uncle Gloster,
That hath so long been resident in France ¢
Glo. Yes, if it please your majesty, my liege. '
K.Hen. Welcome, brave captain, and victorious lord ¢
When I was yonng (as ye t am not old,)
I do remember how my father said,
A stouter champion never handled sword.
Long since we were resolved of your truth,
Your faithful service, and your toil in war ;
Yet never have you tasted our reward,
Or been reguerdon’d with so much as thanks,
‘Because till now we never saw your face :
Therefore, stand up ; and, for these good deserts,
We here create you earl of Shrewsbury ;
And in our coronation take your place.
&Exeunt King HENRY, GLO. TAL. and Nobled.
Ver. Now, sir, to you, that were so hot at sea,
Disgracing of these colours-that I wear
In honour of my noble lord of York,—
Dar’st thou maintain the former words thou spak’st ?
Bas. Yes, sir; as well as you dare patropage




AcT V. . KING HENRY VI. 53

The envious barking of your saucy tongue
Against my lord, the duke of Somerset.
Ver. Sirrah, thy lord I honour as he is.
. Bas. Why, what is|heas good/a man as York.
Ver. Hark ye ; not so: in witness, take you that. :
[Strikes him.
Bas. Villain, thou know’st, the law of arms is such,
That, whoso draws a sword, ’tis present death ;4
Or else this blow should broach thy dearest blood.
But I’ll unto his majesty, and crave
I may have liberty to venge this wrong ;
When thou shalt see, I’ll meet thee to thy cost.
Ver. Well, miscreant, I’ll be there as soon as you ;
And, after, meet you sooner than you would.
[Exeunt.

ACT 1V,

SCENE 1.—The same. A Room of State. Enter King HENRY,
GrosTER, ExerER, YORK, SUFFOLK, SoMERSET, Win-
CHESTER, WARWICK, TALBOT, the Governour of Parie, and
others.

Glo. LORD bishop, set the crown upon his head.
Win. God save king Henry, of that name the Sixth !
Glo. Now, governour of Paris, take your oath,—
[Governour kneels.
That you elect no other king but him ;
Esteem none friends, but such as are his friends ;
And none your foes, but such as shall pretend?
Malicious practices against his state :
‘This shall ye do, so help you righteous God !
(Exeunt Gov. and his Train.

Enter Sir JouNn FASTOLFE.

Fast. My gracious sovereign, as I rode from Calais,
To haste unto your coronation,
A letter was deliver'd to my hands,
Writ to your grace from the duke of Burgundy.
Tal. Shame to the duke of Burgundy, and thee !
I vow’d, base knight, when I did meet thee next,

(4) 1 believe the line should be written as it is in the folio:
hat, who so draws a sword,——
that is, with a menace in the court or in the presencs chamber, STEEV
(5) Ta pretend is to design,to intend.  JOHNS.
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Totear the garter from thy craven’sleg,® [plucking it off.
&Which I have done) because unworthily .
hou wast installed in that high degree.
—Pardon me, princely Henry, and the rest :
This dastard, at'the battle'of Patay .~
When but in all I was six thousand strong,
And that the French were almost ten to one,~
Before we met, or that a stroke was given,
Like to a trusty ’squire, did run away ;
In which assault we lost twelve hundred mean ;
Myself, and divers §entlemen, beside,
Were there surpris’d, and taken prisoners.
‘Then judge, great lords, if I have done amiss ;
Or whether that such cowards ought to wear
This ornament of knighthood, yea, or no.
Glo. To say the truth, this fact was infamous,
And ill beseeming any common man ;
Much more a knight, a captain, and a leader.
Zal. When first this order was ordain’d, my lords,
Knights of the garter were of noble birth ;
Valiant, and virtuous, full of haughty courage,?
Such as were grown to credit by the wars ;
Not fearing death,nor shrinking for distress,
But always resolute in most extremes.
He then, that is not furnish’d in this sort,
Doth but usurp the sacred name of knight, .
Profaning this most honourable order ;
And should (if I were worthy to be judge,)
Be quite degraded like a hedge-born swain
‘That doth presume to boast of gentle blood.
K.Hen. Stain to thy countrymen ! thou hear'st thy
doom : ’
Be packing therefore, thou that wast a knight ;
Henceforth we banish thee, on pain of death.
[Exit FASTOLFE.
—And now, my lord protector, view the letter
Sent from our uncle duke of Burgundy.
Glo. What means his grace, that he hath chang’d his
stile ? [ Viewing the superscrifition.
No more but, plain and bluntly, 7o tke king-.
Hath he forgot, he is his sovereign ?
Or doth this churlish superscription

(6) That is, th{ mean, dastardly leg. WHALLEY.
(7) H:ughty is here in its original sense for high. JOHNS.
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Pretend some alteration in good will 28

What’s here ?—1 have, ufion especial cause,— [ Reads.

Mov’d with compassion of my country’s wreck,

Together with the pitiful complaints

Of such as your efifivession feeds %f10m,——

Forsaken your friernicious faction,

And join’d with Chariee, the rightful king of France.

O monstrous treachery ! Can thisbeso ;

That in alliance, amity, and oaths,

There should be found such false dissembling guile ?
K.Hen. What ! doth my uncle Bargundy revolt ?
Glo. He doth, my lord ; and is become your foe.
K.Hen. Is that the worst this letter doth contain ?
Glo. It is the worst, and all, my lord, he writes.
K.Heuil Why then, lord Talbot there shall talk with

im,

And give him chastisement for this abuse :

—My lord, how say you ? are you not content ?

Tal. Content, my liege ? yes; but that I am prevented,

I should have begg’d I might have been employ’d.
K.Hen. Then gather strength, and march unto him

straight : ‘

Let him perceive, how ill we brook his treason ;

And what offence it is, to flout his friends.

Tal. I go, my lord ; in heart desiring still,
You may behold confusion of your foes. [Exit,

Enter VERNON and BaSssSkT.

Ver. Grant me the combat, gracious sovereign !
Bas. And me, my lord, grant me the combat too !
York. This is my servant ; Hear him, noble princet
Som. And this is mine ; Sweet Henry, favour him !
K. Hen. Be patient, lords,and give them leave to speak.
—Say, gentlemen, What makes you thus exclaim ?
And wherefore crave you combat ? or with whom ?
Ver. With him, my lord ; for he hath done me wrong.
Bas. And I with him ; for he hath done me wrong.
K.Hen, Wh?at is that wrong whereof you both com-
lain
First let l:ne know, and then I’ll answer you.
Bas. Crossing the sea from England into France,

(8) To pretend seems to be here used in its Latin sense, that is, to hold
oxt, to ms"?i".' %rromrd. 1tmay mean, howerver, as in other places, to de.
N, .
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‘This fellow here, with envious carping tongue,
Upbraided me about the rose I wear ;
Saying—the sanguine colour of the leaves

. Did represent my master’s blushing cheeks ;
When stubboruly\he\/did répugn theltrath, ®
About a certain t%uestion in the law,
Argu’d betwixt the duke of York and him ;
With other vile and ignominious terms ;
In confutation of which rude reproach,
And in defence of my lord’s worthiness,
I crave the benefit of law of arms.

Ver. And that is my petition, noble lord :

For though he seem, with forged quaint conceit,
“To set a gloss upon his bold intent,

Yet know, my lord, I was provok’d by him ;
And he first took exceptions at this badge,
Pronouncing,—that the paleness of this flower
Bewray’d the faintness of my master’s heart.

York. Will not this malice, Somerset, be left ?

Som. Your private grudge, my lord of York, will out,
Though ne’er so cunningly you smother it.

K.Hen. Good Lord! what madness rules in brain-

sick men ;. o
When, for so slight and frivolous a cause,
Such factious emulations shall arise !
—-Good cousins bath, of York and Somerset,
Quiet yourselves, I pray, and be at peace. -

York. Let this dissention first be try’d by fight,
And then your highness shall command a peace.

8Som. The quarrel toucheth none but us alone ;
Betwixt ourselves let us decide it then.

York. There is my pledge ; accept it, Somerset.

Ver. Nay, let it rest where it began at first.

Bas. Confirm it so, mine honourable lord.

Glo. Confirm itso? Confounded be your strife !
And perish ye with your audacious prate !
Presumptuous vassals ! are you not asham’d,

With this immodest clamorous outrage

To trouble and disturb the king and us ?

~—And you, my lords,—-methinks, you do not well, °
To bear with their perverse objections ;

Much less to take occasion from their mouths

To raise a mutiny betwixt yourselves ;

Let me persuade you take a better-course.

(9) Fo repugn is to resist.  MAL,
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Exe. It grieves his highness ; good my lords,be friends.
K.Hen. Come hither, you that would be combatants ;
Henceforth, I charge you, as you love our favour,
Quite to forget this quarrel, and the cause.—
And you, my lords;~remember where we are ;
In France, amongst a fickle wavering nation ;
1f they perceive dissention in our looks,
And that within ourselves we disagree,
How will their grudging stomachs be provok’d
To wilful disobedience, and rebel ?
Beside, what infamy will there arise,
When foreign princes shall be certify’d,
That, for a toy, a thing of no regard,
King Henry’s peers, and chief nobility,
Destroy’d themselves, and lost the realm of France ?
O, think upon the conquest of my father,
My tender years ; and let us not forego
That, for a trifle, that was bought with blood !
Let me be umpire in this doubtful strife.
1see noreason, if I wear thisrose, [finrting on ared rose.
That any one should therefore be suspicious
I more incline to Somerset, than York :
Both are my kinsmen, and I love them both :
As well they may upbraid me with my crown,
Because, forsooth, the king of Scots is crown’d.
But your discretions better can persuade,
Than I am able to instruct or teach :
And therefore, as we hither came in peace,
S0 let us still continue peace and love..—
Cousin of York, we institute your grace
To be our regent in these parts of France :—
And, good my lord of Somerset, unite
Your troops of horsemen with his bands of foot ;—
And, like true subjects, sons of your progenitors,
Go cheerfully together, and digest
Your angry choler on your enemies.
Ourself, my lord protector, and the rest,
After some respite, will return to Calais ;
From thence to England ; where I hope ere long
T'o be presented, by your victories,
With Charles, Alengon, and that traitorous rout.
[Flourish. Exe.King, Gro.SoM. W1N.SuF.and Bag.
War. My lord of ?%rk, I promise you, the king
Prettily, methought, did play the orator.
JYork. And so he did ; but yet I like it not,
6 VOL. V.
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In that he wears the badge of Somerset.
War. Tush ! that was but his fancy, blame him not ;
I dare presume, sweet prince, he thought no harm.
York. And, if I wist, he did,—But let it rest ;
Other affairs must/now be/ managed;
[Exeunt York, WAR.and VER.:
Ezxe. Well didst thou, Richard, to suppress thy voice ;
For, had the passions of thy heart burst out,
I fear we should have seen decypher’d there
More rancorous spite, more furious raging broils,
Than yet can be imagin’d er suppos’d.
But howsoe’er no simple man that sees
‘I'his jarring discord of nobility,
‘This should’ring of each other in the court,
‘This factious bandying of their favourites,
But that he doth presage some ill event.
*Tis much, when sceptres are in children’s hands ;
But more, when envy breeds unkind division ;*
‘There comes the ruin, there begins confusion. [Exit.

SCENE I1.
France. Before Bourdeaux. Enter TALBOT, with his Forces.

. Tal. Go to the gates of Bourdeaux, trumpeter,
Summon their general unto the wall.

Trumpet sounds a harley. Enter, on the walls, the
General of the French Forces, and others.

English John Talbot, captains, calls you forth,
Servant in arms to Harry king of England ;
And thus he would,—~—Open your city gates,
Be humbled to us ; call my sovereign yours,
And do him homage as obedient subjects,
And I’ll withdraw me and my bloody power.
But, if you frown upon this proffer’d peace,
You tempt the fury of my three attendants,
Lean famine, quartering steel, and climbing fire ;
Who, in a moment, even with the earth
Shall lay your stately and air-braving towers,
If you forsake the offer of their love,

Gen. Thou ominous and fearful owl of death,
Qur nation’s terror, and their bloody scourge !
The period of thy tvranny approacheth.

(1] Envy in old English writers frequently means enmity. Unkind is un-
natural, ~ MAL.
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On us thou canst not enter, but by death :
For, I protest, we are well fortify’d,
And strong enough to issue out and fight.
1f- thou retire, the Dauphin, well appointed,
Stands with the snares of warto tangle thee :
On either hand thee there are squadrons pitch'd,
To wall thee from the liberty of flight ;
And no way canst thou turn thee for redress,
But death doth front thee with apparent spoil,
And pale destruction meets thec in the face.
Ten thousand French have ta’en the sacrament,
To rive their dangerous artillery?2
Upon no christian soul but English Talbot.
Lo! there thou stand’st, a breathing valiant man,
Of an invincible unconquer’d spirit :
This is the latest glory of thy praise,
That I, thy enemy, due thee withal ;3
For ere the glass, that now begins to run,
Finish the process of his sandy hour,
These eyes, that see thee now well coloured,
Shall see thee wither’d, bloody, pale, and dead.
[Drum afar off.
Hark ! hark ! the Dauphin’s drum, a warning bell,
Sings heavy music to thy timorous soul ;
And mine shall ring thy dire departure out.
[Exit Gen.tc. from the walls.
Tol. He fables not, I hear the enemy ;—
Out, some light horsemen, and peruse their wings.
—0, negligent and heedless discipline !
How are we park’d, and bounded in a pale ?
A little herd of England’s timorous deer,
Maz’d with a yelping kennel of French curs!
If we be English deer, be then in bléod :4
Not rascal-like, to fall down with a pinch ;8
But rather moody-mad, and desperate stags,
Turn on the bloody hounds with heads of steel,$

(2] Rive their artillery seems to mean charge their artillery so much as
to endanger their bursting. Ajax bids the trumpeter blow so loud, as to
erack his langs and spliz his brazen pipe. TOLLET.w=m=To riveis to burst;
and a cannon when fired, has 5o much the appearance of bursting, that, in
the language of poetry, it may be well said to burst. We say, a cloud bursts,
when it thunders. "M.MASON. .

3] To due is to endue, todeck, to grace. OHNS.
4] Be in high spirits, be of true mettle, a phrase of the forest. JOHNS.
g A rascal deer is the term of chace for lean poor deer,  JOHNS.
] Continuing the image of the deer, he supposes the lances 10 be_theiv
horms. JOHNS.
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And make the cowards stand aloof at bay ;

Sell every man his life as dear as mine, .

And they shall find dear deer of us, my friends, .
—God, and St. George ! T'albot, and England’s right ! |
Prosper our colours\in this(dangevous@ight ! [Exeunt.

" SCENE IIL

Plainsin Gascony. Enter Yorx, with Forces ; to him a Mes-
senger.
York. Are not the speedy scouts return’d again,
That dogg’d the mighty army of the Dauphin ?
Mess. They are return’d, my lord ; and give it out,
That he is march’d to Bourdeaux with his power,
To fight with Talbot : As he marched along,
By your espials were discovered
Two mightier troops than that the Dauphin led ;
Which join’d with him, and made their march for
Bourdeaux.
York. A plague upon that villain Somerset ;
That thus delays my promised supply
Of horsemen, that were levied for this siege !
Renowned Talbot doth expect my aid ;
And I am lowted by a traitor villain,?
And cannot help the noble chevalier :
God comfort him in this necessity !
If he miscarry, farewell wars in France.

Enter Sir WiLLiaM Lucy.

Lucy. Thou princely leader of our English strength,
Never so needful on the earth of France,
Spur to the rescue of noble Talbot ;
Who now is girdled with a waist of iren,
And hemm’d about with grim destruction :
‘I'o Bourdeaux, warlike duke ! to Bourdeaux, York !
Else, farewell Talbot, France, and Eingland’s honour.
York. O God ! that Somerset—who in proud heart
Doth stop my cornets—were in Talbot’s place !
So should we save a valiant gentleman,
1%{ forfeiting a traitor and a coward.
ad ire, and wrathful fury, makes me weep,
That thus we die, while remiss traitors sleep.
Lucy. O, send some succour to the distress’d lord !

(7] A Jowt is a country fellow, a clown. He means that Somerset treat
him like a hind. RITSON.
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York. He dies, we lose ; I break my warlike word :
We mourn, France smiles ; we lose, they daily get ;
All ’long of this vile traitor Somerset.

Lucy. Then, God take mercy on brave Talbot’s so ut
And on his son, 'young John’; - whom-two hours since,
I met in travel toward his warlike father :
This seven years did not Talbot see his son,
And now they meet where both their lives are done. 8-

York. Alas! what joy shall noble Talbot have,

To bid his young son welcome to his grave ?

Away ! vexation almost stops my breath,

That sunder’d friends greet in the hour of death.—-
Lucy, farewell : no more my fortune can,

Bat curse the cause I cannot aid-the man.

Maine, Bloys, Poictiers, and' Tours, are won away,
’Long all of Somerset, and his delay. [Exiz..

Lucy. Thus, while the vulture of sedition®
Feeds in the bosom of such great commanders,
Sleeping neglection doth betray to loss
‘The conquests of our scarce-cold conqueror,

That ever-living man of memory,
Henry the Fifth :—Whiles they each other cross,
Lives, honours, lands, and all, hurry to loss: [Exit:

SCENE IV,

Qeher Plains of Gascony. Enter SoMERSET, with his Forces':
an Officer of TALBOT’s with him.

Som. It is too late ; I'cannot send them now :
This expedition was by York, and Talbot,
Too rashly plotted ; all our general force
Might with a sally of the very town
Be buckled with ; the over-daring Talbot"
Hath sullied all his gloss of former honour,
By this unheedful, desperate, wild adventure :
Y’;rk set-him on to fight, and die in shamey
‘That, Talbot dead, great York might bear the name, .
Offi. Here is Sir William Lucy, who with me
Set from our o’ér-match’d forces forth for aid.

Enter Sir WirLiam Lucy..
Som. How now, Sir Wiiliam ? whither were'you sent2”

8] Done—that is, expended, consumed.  MAL.,
{33 Alluding to'thé tale of Prometheus,  FOHNS: -

6* VOL, V.
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Lucy. Whither, my lord ? from bought and sold lord

‘Talbot ; .
Who, ring’d about with bold adversity,
Cries out for noble York and Somerset,
To beat assailing death from his- weak legions.
' And whiles the honourable captain there
Drops bloody sweat from his war-wearied limbs,
And, in advantage ling’ring,* looks for rescue,
You, his false hopes, the trust of England’s honour,
Keep off aloof with worthless emulation.2
Let not your private discord keep away
The levied succeurs that should lend him aid,
.While he, renowned noble gentleman,
Yields up his life unto a world of odds ;
Orleans the bastard, Charles, and Burgundy,
Alengon, Reignier, compass him about,
Anud Talbot perisheth by your default.
Som. York set himon, York should have sent him aid:
Lucy. And York as fast upon your grace exclaims.;
Swearing that you withhold his levied host,
Collected for this expedition.
Som. York lies ; he might have sent and had the. horse.
I owe him little duty, and less love ;
And take foul scorn, to fawn on him by sending.
Lucy. The fraud of England, not the force of France,
Hath now-entrapt the noble-minded Talbot :

Never to England shall he bear his life ; - ]
But dies, betrayed to fortune by your strife. .
Som. Come, go ; I will despatch the horsemen straight ; -

Wi ithin six hours they will be at his aid.
Lucy. Too late comes rescue ; he is ta’en, or slain d;
For fly he could not, if he would have fled ; =
And fly would Talbot never, though he might.
Som. If he be dead, brave Talbot then adien! »
Lucy. His fame lives in the world, his shame in you. -
- . [Exeunt.

SCENE V. '
The English Camp near Bourdeaux. Enter'TALBOT and JoRN ki
- Son.
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That Talbot’s name might be in thee reviv’d,

When sapless age, and weak unable limbs,

Should bring thy father to his drooping chair.

But (—O malignant and ill-boding stars,—)

Now thou art 'corde\unto a)feast’ of death,s

A terrible and unavoided danger :

Therefore, dear boy, mount on my swiftest horse ;

And I'll direct thee how thou shalt escape

By sudden flight : come, dally not, begone.

John. Is my name Talbot ? and am I your son ?

And shall I fly ? O, if you love my mother,

Dishonour not her honourable name,

To make a bastard, and a slave of me :

The world will say—He is not Talbot’s blood,

‘That basely fled, when noble Talbot stood.

Tal. Fly, to revenge my death, if I be slain.!
John. He, that flies so, will ne’er return again.
Tal. If we both stay, we both are sure to die.
John. Then let me stay ; and, father, do you fly :

Your loss is great, so your regard should be ;4

My worth unknown, no loss is known in me.

Upon my death the French can little boast ;

In yours they will, in you all hopes are lost.

Flight cannot stain the honour you have won ;

But mine it will, that no exploit have done :

You fled for vantage every one will swear ;

Bus, if I bow, they’ll say—it was for fear.

There is no hope that ever I will stay,

If, the first hour, I shriuk, and run away.

Here, on my knee, I beg mortality,

W. er than life preserv’d with infamy.

- "ZTal. Shall all thy mother’s hopes lie in one tomb ?
John. Ay, rather than I’ll shame my mother’s womb
2. Upon my blessing I command thee go.

John., To fight I will, but not to fly the foe.

Tal. Part of thy father may be sav’d in thee.

Jokn. No part of him, but will be shame in me.

Tal. Thou never hadst renown, nor canst not lose it.
JoAin. Yes, your renowned name ; shall flight abuse it ?
Tal. Thy father’scharge shall clear thee from-thatstain.
John. You canmoét witness for me, being slain. i

If death be so apparent, then both fly,

Tal. And leave my followers here, to fight and die ?

{3} To a field where death will be feasted with slanghter. s JOHNS.
4) Your care of your own satety. JOH NS,
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My age was never tainted with such shame.

John. And shall my youth be guilty of such blame ?
No more can I be sever’d from your side,
Than can yourself yourself in twain divide :-
Stay, go, do what\yow will|the like/doI};
For live I will not, if my father die.

Tal. Then here I take my leave of thee, fair son,
Born to eclipse thy life this afternoon.
Come, side by side together live and die ; .
And seul with soul from. France toheaven fly. [ Exeunt..

SCENE VI

4 Field of Battle. dlarum ; Excursions, wherein TALBOT’®
Son is hemm’d about, gnd TALBOT rescues him.

Tal. Saint George and victory ! fight, soldiers,. fight.:
The regent hath: with- Talbot broke his word,.
And left us.to the rage of France’s sword.
Where is John Talbet ?>——pause, and take thy breath;
gave thee life, and rescu’d thee from death.
John. O twice my father! twice am I thy son:
The life, thou gav’st me first, was lost and done ;
Till with thy warlike sword, despite of fate,
To my determin’d time thou gav’st new date.
Tal. When from the Dauphin’s. crest thy sword
struck. fire,
It warm’d thy father’s heart with: proud desire
Of bold-fac’d victory. Then leaden age,
Quicken’d with youthful spleen, and warlike rage,.
Beat down Alengon, Orleans, Burgundy,
And from the pride of Gallia rescu’d thee.
The ireful bastard Orleans—that drew blood
Prom thee, my boy; and had the maidenhood.
Of thy first fight—I soon encountered ;
And, interchanging blows, I quickly shed
Some of his.bastard blood ; and, in disgrace,
Bespoke him thus : Contaminated, base,
And mis-begotten blood I spill of thine,
Mean and right poor ; for that fure blood of mine,
Which thou didst force from Talbot, my brave boy :w
Here, purposing the Bastard to destroy,
Came in strong rescue. Speak, thy father’s care ;
Art not thou weary, John ¢ How dost thou fare ?
Wilt thou yet lgave the battle, boy, and fly,
Now thou art séal’d the son of chivalry ?
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Fly, to revenge my death, when I am deead ;
The help of one stands me in little stead.

0, too much folly is it, well I wot,

‘T'o hazard all our lives in one small boat.

If I to-day die/not'with Frenchmen’s rage,

T o-morrow I shall die with mickle age :

By me they nothing gain, and if I stay,

’Tis but the short’ning of my life one day :

In thee thy mother dies, our household’s name,
My death’s revenge, thy youth, and England’s fame :
All these, and more, we hazard by thy stay ;
All these are sav’d, if thou wilt fly away.

John. The sword of Orleans hath not made me smart,
These words of your’sdraw life-blood from my heart ;
On that advantage, bought with such a shame,

(To save a paltry life, and slay bright fame, )
Before young Talbot from old Talbot fly,

The coward horse, that bears me, fall and die! ‘
And like me to the peasant boys of France,$

To be shame’s scorn, and subject of mischance !
Surely, by all the glory you have won,

An if I ly, I am not Talbot’s son :

Then talk no more of flight, it is no boot ;

If son to T'albot, die at Talbot’s foot.

Tal. Then follow thou thy desperate sire of Crete,
Thou Icarus ; thy life to me is sweet.

If thou wilt fight, fight by thy father’s side ;
And, commendible prov’d, let’s die in pride. [Exeuns.

SCENE VIL

Another part of the same. Alarum : Excursions. Enter TAL-
BoT wounded, supported by a Servant.

Q}l; Where is my other life >~mine own is gone ;—
0, Where’s young Talbot? where is valiant John ?—
Triumphant death, smear’d with captivity !6

Young Talbot’s valour makes me smile at thee tew——
When he perceiv’d me shrink, and on my kuee,

His bloody sword he brandish’d over me,

And, like a hungry lion, did commence

Rough deeds of rage, and stern impatience ;

But when my angry guardant stood alone,

Tend’ring my ruin,? and assail’d of none,

Eg] To like one to the peasants, is, to compare, to level by comparison.
] That is, death stained acd dishonoured with captivity, QHNS.
[7] Watching me with tenderness in my fall,  JOHNS.
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Dizzy-ey’d fury, and great rage of heart,
Suddenly made him from my side to start
Into the clust’ring battle of the French :
And in that sea of blood my boy did drench
His over-moantingspirit/;(and there dyld
My Icarus, my blossom, in his pride.

Enter Soldiers, bearing the body of JouN TALBoOT.

Serv. O my dear lord ! lo, where your son is borne ¥
Tal. Thou anticdeath, $whichlaugh’st ushere t;oscorn,
Anon, from thy insulting tyranny,
Coupled in bonds of perpetuity,
"Ewo Talbots, wmged through the lither sky,®
In thy despite, shall ’scape mortality.—
O thou, whose wounds become hard-favour’d death,
Speak to thy father, ere thou yield thy breath:
Brave death by speaking, whether he will, or no:
Imagine him a Frenchman, and thy foe.—
Poor boy ! he smiles, methinks ; as who should say-—
Had death been French, then death had died to-day.
Come, come, and lay him in his father’s arms :
My spirit can no longer bear these harms.
Soldiers, adieu ! I have what I would have,.
Now my old arms are young John Talbot’s grave. [Dzea

Alarums. Exeunt Soldiers and Servant, leaving the two bodies.
Enter CHARLES, ALENGON, BURGUNDY, Bastard, La Pu-
CELLE, and Forces.

Char. Had York and Somerset brought rescue in,
We should have found a bloody day of this.
Bast. How the young whelp of Talbot’s, raging-

Did ﬁesh his puny sword in Frenchmen’s blood !
Puc. Once I encounter’d him, and thus I said, ¢

Thoun maiden youth, be 'vanquzsh d by a maid :

But, with a proud, majestical high scorn,——

He answer’d thus ; Young Talbot was not born

To be the pillage of a giglot wench :2

(8] The fool, :rN gﬂﬂc of the play, made sport by mocking the grayer per-
sonages.

f9l L:ther is ﬂembla or ﬁvulds In much the same sense Milton says :

———He with broad satls
« Wmnow’d the duxom air.”>
That is, the obsequious air.  JOHNS.—In the old service of matrmoorz.
the wife was enjoined to be buxom both at bed and board, Buxom, therefort,
anciently signified obedient or yxeldmg STEEV.
; That 18, raging mad. STEEV.
Giglot is a wanton, or strumpet.  JOHNS,

"X .
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So, rushing in the bowels of the French,
He left me proudly, as unworthy fight.
Bur. Doubtless, he would have made a noble knight :
See, where he lies inhersed in the arms
Of the most bloody nurser of his harms.
Bast. Hew them to pieces, hack their bones asunder ;
Whose life was England’s glory, Gallia’s wonder.
Char. O, no ; forbear : for that which we have fled
During the life, let us not wrong it dead.

Enter Sir WiLL1AaM Lucy, attended : a French Her-
ald fireceding.
Lucy. Herald,
Conduct me to the Dauphin’s tent ; to know
Who hath obtain’d the glory of the day.
Char. On what submissive message art thou sent ?
Lucy. Submission, Dauphin? °tis a meer French word ;
We English warriors wot not what it means.
I come to know what prisoners thou hast ta’en,
And to survey the bodies of the dead.
Char. For prisoners ask’st thou ? hell our prison is.
But tell me whom thou seek’st.
Lucy. Where is the great Alcides of the field,
Valiant lord Talbot, earl of Shrewsbury ?
Created, for his rare success in arms,
Great earl of Washford, Waterford, and Valence ;
Lord Talbot of Goodrig and Urchingfield,
Lord Strange of Blackmere, lord Verdun of Alton,
Lord Cromwell of Wingfield, lord Furnival of Sheffield,
The thrice victorious lord of Falconbridge ;
Knight of the noble order of Saint George,
Worthy Saint Michael, and the GoldengFieece ;
Great mareshall to Henry the Sixth,
Of all his wars within the realm of France ?
Put Here is a silly stately style indeed !
The Turk, that two and fifty;kingdoms hath,
Writes not so tedious a style as this.—
Him, that thou magnify’st with all these titles,
Stinking, and fly-blown, lies here at our feet.
Lucy. Is Talbot slain ; the Frenchmen’s only scourge,
Your kingdom’s terror and black Nemesis ?
0O, were mine eye-balls into bullets turn’d,
That I, in rage, might shoot them at your faces !
O, that I could but call these dead to life !
It were enough to fright the realm of France :
Were but his picture left among you here,

.
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It would amaze the proudest of you all.
Give me their bodies ; that I may bear them hence,
And give them burial as beseems their worth.

Puc. I think, this upstart is old Talbot’s ghost,
He speaks with\such\a ;':reud commanding spirit.
For god’s sake, let him have ’em : to ke:p them here,
They would but stink, and putrify the &i

Char. Go, take their bodies hence. '

Lucy. I bear
Them hence : but from their ashes shall be rear’d
A pheenix, that shall make all France afeard.

Cha. So we be rid of them,do with them what thou wilt.
—And now to Paris, in this conquering vein ; :
All will be ours, now bloody Talbot’s slain. [Excuni.

) )

ACT V. ,

SCENE I.—ZLondon. A Room in the Palace. Enter
King HENRY, GLOSTER, and EXETER.

K. Hen. Have you perus’d the letters from the pope,
The emperor, and the earl of Armagnac ?
Glo. 1 have, my lord ; and their intent is this,~—
They humbly sue unto your excellence,
To have a godly peace concluded of,
Between the realms of England and of France.
K. Hen. How doth ¥our grace affect their motion ?
Glo. Well, my lgoo« lord ; and as the only means
To stop effusion of our Christian blood,
And ’stablish quietness on every side.
K. Hen. Ay, marry, uncle ; for I always thought,
It was both impious and unnatural,
‘I'hat such immanity 3 and bloody strife
Should reign among professors of one faith.
Glo. Beside, my lord,—the sooner to effect,
And surer bind, this knot of amity,—
The earl of Armagmac—near knit to Charles,
A man of great authority in France,—
Proffers his only daughter to your grace
In marriage, with a large and sumptuous dowry.
K. Hen. Marriage, uncle! alas! my years are young ;
And fitter is my study and my books,

(3) Immanity—~that is, barbarity, savageness. STEEV.
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Than wanton dalliance with a paramour.

Yet call the ambassadors ; and, as you please,
So let them bave their answers every one :

1 shall be well content with any choice,

Tends to God’s ‘glory, and"'my country’s weal.

Enter a Legate, and two Ambassadors, with WiN-
CHESTER, in a Cardinal’s Habit.
Exe. What ! is my lord of Winchester install’d,
And call’d unto a cardinal’s degree !4
Then, I perceive, that will be verified,
Henry the fifth did sometime prophecy,—
1‘4 once he come to be a cardinal,
e’ll make his cafi co-equal with the crown.
K. Hen. My lords ambassadors, your several suits
Have been consider’d and debated on.
Your purpose is both good and reasonable ;
And, therefore, we are certainly resolv’d
To draw conditions of a friendly peace ;
Which, by my lord of Winchester, we mean
Shall be transported presently to France.
Glo. And for the proffer of my lord your master,—
I have inform’d his highness so at large,
As—likiog of the lady’s virtuous gifts,
Her beauty, and the value of her dower,—
He doth intend she shall be England’s queen.
K. Hen. In argument and proof of which contrict,
Bear her this jewel, [70 the Ambassadors.] pledge
of my affection.
And so, my lord protector, see them guarded,
And safely brought to Dover ; where, inshipp’d,
Commit them to the fortune of the sea.
[Exeunt King HENRY and Train ; GLOSTER,
ExETER, and Ambassadors.
Win. Stay, my lord legate ; you shall first reccive
The sum of money, which I promised
Should be deliver’d to his holiness
For clothing me in these grave ornaments.
Leg. I will attend upon your lordship’s leisure.
_ Win. Now, Winchester will not submit, I trow,
Or be inferior to the proudest peer.

[4] It should seem from the stage direction prefixed to this scene, and
from the conversation between the Leg:te and Winchester, that the anthor
meant it to be understood that the bis! 0p had obtained his cardinai’s hat
only just before his present entry.  The inaccuracy, therefore, was in mak-
ing Gloster address him by that title in the beginning of the play. Hein *
fact obtained it in the fifth year of Henry’s reign. MAL.

7 YOL. V.
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Humphrey of Gloster, thou shalt well perceive,

‘That, neither in birth, or for authority,s

The bishop will be overborne by thee :

I’ll either make thee stoop, and bend thy knee,
_ Or sack this country’ with'a mutiny. [Exeunt. ~

SCENE IIL

France. Plains in Anjou. Enter CHARLES, BUurGuNDY,
ALENGON, LA PuceLLE, and Forces, marching.

Char. These news, my lords, may cheer our drooping
spirits :
¥Pis said, the stout Parisians do revolt,
And turn again unto the warlike French,

Alen. Then march to Paris, royal Charles of France,
And keep not back yeur powers in dalliance.

Puc. Peace be amongst them, if they turn to us ;
Else, ruin combat with their palaces !

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Success unto our valiant general,
And happiness to his accomplices !

Char.What tidings send our scouts? I pr'ythee, speak.

Mess. The English army, that divided was
into two parts, is now conjoin’d in one ;

And means to give you battle presently.

Char. Somewhat too sudden, sirs, the warning is ;
But we will presently provide for them.

Bur. 1 trust, the ghost of Talbot is not there ;

Now he is gone, my lord, you need not fear.

Puc. Of all base passions, fear is most accurs’d :—
Command the conquest, Charles, it shall be thine ;
‘Let Henry fret, and all the world repine.

- Char. Then on, my lords ; and France be fortunate?
{Exeunt,

SCENE IIL
The same. Before Angiers.  Alarums: Excursions. Enter
LA PuceLLE.
Puc. The regent conquers, and the Frenchmen fly.—
Now help, ye charming spells, and periapts ;6

[5] I would read—for birth. That is, thou shalc not rule me, though thy
Mﬂi 1s legitimate, and thy authority supreme.  JOHNS,

[6) Charms sowed up. Ezck. xiii. 18: ¢ Woe to them that sow pillows
o all arm. holes, to hunt souls.’’ POPE.——Periapts were worn about the
ﬁekn eservatives from disease or danger. Of these, the first chapger of

, John’s Guspel was deemed the most efficacious. STEEV.
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ACT V. Scemelll.

Pucelle. Then take my soul; my body, soul, and all,before that England give
the French the foil. See, they forsake me.
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And ye choice spirits that admonish me,

And give me signs of future accidents! [Thunder.
You speedy helpers, that are substitutes

Under the lordly monarch of the north,?

Appear, and aid'me’in this'enterprize'!

Enter Fiends.

This speedy quick appearance argues proof
Of your accustemed diligence to me.
Now, ye familiar spirits, that are cull’d,
Out oty the powerful regions under earth,
Help me this once, that France may get the field. -
. [ They walk about, and sfieak not.

O, hold me not with silence over-long !
Where I was wont to feed you with my blood,
P’lllop a member off, and give it you,
In earnest of a further benefit ;
So you do condescend to help me now,

[(They hang their heads.
No hope to have redress 2—My body shall
Pay recompense, if you will grant my suit.

[ They shake their heads.
Cannot my body, nor blood-sacrifice,
Entreat you to your wonted furtherance ?
Then take my soul ; my body, soul, and all,
Before that England give thefFrench the foil. { They de-
See ! they forsake me. Now the time is come, fare.
That France mast vail her lofty-plumed crest,8
And let her head fall into England’s lap.’
My ancient incantations are too weak,
And hell too strong-for me to buckle with :
Now, France, thy glory droopeth to the dust, [Exir.

4jarums. Enter French and English gghting. La PuczLLe
and York fight hand to hand. LA PucELLE is taken.
French fiy.
York. Damsel of France, I think, I have you fast :

Unchain your spirits now with spelling charms,

And try if they can gain your liberty.—

A goodly prize, fit for the devil’s grace !

See, how the ugly witch doth bend her brows,

{7} The north was always s ed to be the particular habitation of ba
spirits. Milton, therefore,assembled the rebel angels in the north. JOMN.
'll’}w:wa;t ott;“ Lucif;: ?‘zhe xivth ch'apt;‘r o;‘ Is%i‘ah is ;‘aid to be, ;I_}a‘t: ge
avill sit upon the mount of the congregation, im the sides of the north. .
(82 That is, lower it. STEEV. " T
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As if, with Circe, she would change my shape.
Puc. Chang’d to a worser shape thou canst not be.
York. O, Charles the Dauphin is a proper man ;.
No shape but his can please your dainty eye.
Puc. A plaguing'mischiefdighton Charles, and thee ¢
And may ye both be suddenly surpriz’d
By bloody hands, in sleeping on your beds !
York. Fell, bapning hag !® enchantress, hold thy
tongue.
Puc. I pr'ythee, give me leave to curse awhile.
York. Curse, miscreant, when thou comest to the
stake. [Exeunt.

Alarums. Enter SUFFoLK,leading in LadyMARGARET.

Suf. Be what thou wilt, thou art my prisoner.
[Gazes on ker.
© fairest beauty, do not fear, nor fly ;
For I will touch thee but with reverent hands,
And lay them gently on thy tender side.
1kiss these fmgers [ Kissing her hand.] for eternal peace:
Who art thou ? say, that I may honour thee.
Mar. Margaret my name ; and daughter to a king,
The king of Naples, whosoe’er thou art.
Suf. An earl Yam, and Suffolk am I call'd.
Be not offended, nature’s miracle,
‘Thou art allotted to be ta’en by me :
So doth the swan her downy cygnets save.
Keeping them prisoners underneath her wings.
~ Yet, if this servile usage once offend,
Go, and be free again as Suffolk’s friend.
[Ske turns away as going.
0, stay !—I have no power to let her pass ; '
My hand would free her, but my heart says—no.
As plays the sun upon the glassy streams,
Twinkling another counterfeited beam,
So seems this gorgeous beauty to mine eyes.
Fain would I woo her, yet I dare not speak :
I’ll call for pen and ink, and write my mind:
Fye, De la Poole ! disable not thyself ;*
Hast not a tongue ? is she not here thy prisoner ?

{_8% To dan is to curse.  STEEV.

9] This comparison, made between things which seem sufficiently un-

like, is intended to express she softness and delicacy of Lady Margaret’s

beauty, which delighted, but did not dazzle; which was bright, but gave no

pain by its Justre.  JOHNS. A *
(1] Do not represent thyself so weak. To disable the judgment of another

was, in that age, the same as to destroy its credit or authority, JOHNS:
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Wilt thou be daunted at a woman’s sight ?

Ay ; beauty’s princely majesty is such,

Confounds the tongue, and makes the senses rough.
Mar. Say, earl of Suffolk,~~if thy name be so,—

What ransome must I pay before I pass ?

For, I perceive, I am thy prisoner.

Suf. How canst thou tell, she will deny thy suit,

Before thou make a trial of her love ? [Aside.

lar.Why speak’st thou not? what ransome must I pay?
uf. She’s beautiful ; and therefore to be woo'd :

She is a woman ; therefore to be won. [Aside.
Mar. Wilt thou accept of ransome,*yea, or up ?

Suf. Fond man ! remember, that thou hast a wife ;

Then how can Margaret be thy paramour ? [Aside.
Mar. 1 were best leave him, for he will not hear.
Suf. There all is marr’d ; there lies a cooling card.
Mayr. He talks at random ; sure, the man is mad.

. And yet a dispensation may be had.
lar. And yet I would that you would answer me.
Suf. I'll win this lady Margaret. For whom ?

Why, for my king : Tush ! that’s a wooden thing,
Mar. He talks of wood : It is some carpenter.
Suf. Yet so my fancy may be satisfied,

And peace established between these realms.

But there remains a scruple in that too :

Fer though her father be the king of Naples,

Duke of Anjou and Maine, yet is he Eoor,

And our nobility will scorn the match. [“side:
Mar. Hear ye, captain ¢ Are you not at leisure ?
Suf. It shall be so, disdain they ne’er so-much :

Henry is youthful, and will quickly yield.—

Madam, I have a secret to reveal.

Mar. What though 1 be enthral’d > he seems a knight,.

And will not any way dishonour me. [Aside.
Suf. Lady, vouchsafe to listen what I say,

ar. Perhaps, I shall be rescu’d by the French ;
And then I need not crave his courtesy. [Aside..
Suf. Sweet madam, give me hearing in a cause—
ar.Tush ! women have been captivate erenow.[4s::
%f. Lady, wherefore talk you so ?
ar. I ery you mercy, *tisbut guid for guo.
8uf. Say, gentle princess, would you not suppose

Your bondage happy, to be made a queen ?

Mar. To be a queen in bondage, is more vile;,

Than is a.slave in base servility ;

[ YoL. V. :
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For princes should be free.
Suf. And so shall you,
If happy England’s royal king be free.
Mar. Why, what conderns) his freedom unto me ?
Suf. I’ll undertake to make thee Henry’s queen ;
To put a golden sceptre in thy hand,
And set a precious crown upon thy head,
If thou wilt condescend to be my—
Mar. What ?
Suf. His love.
Mar. I am unworthy to be Henry’s wife.
Suf. No, gentle madam ; I unworthy am
To woo so fair a dame to be his wife,
And have no portion in the choice myself.
How say you, madam ; are you se content ?
Mar. An if my father please, I am content. -
Suf. Then call our captains, and our colours, forth: .
And, madam, at your father’s castle walls '
We'll crave a parley, to confer with him.
[ T'roofis come forward.

A Parley sounded. Enter REIGNIER, on the Walls.
Suf. See, Reignier, see, thy daughter prisoner.
Reig. To whom ?

Suf. To me. )
Reig. Suffolk, what remedy ?

1am a soldier ; and unapt to weep,

Or to exclaim on fortune’s fickleness.

Suf. Yes, there is remedy enough, my lord:

Consent, (and, for thy honour, give consent,)

Thy daughter shall be wedded to my king ;

Whom 1 with pain have woo’d and won thereto ;

And this her easy-held imprisonment

Hath gain’d thy daughter princely liberty.

Reig. Speaks Suffolk as he thinks ?
Suf. Fair Margaret knows,

That Suffolk doth not flatter, face,? or feign.
Reig. Upon thy princely warrant, I descend,

To give thee answer of thy just demand.

[Exit from the Wallp.
Suf. And here I will expect thy coming.
Trumpiets sounded. Enter REIGNIER, below.
Reig. Welcome, brave earl, into our territories ;
Command in Anjoa what your honour pleases.

3] To face is to carry @ false appearance ; toplay the bypocritas JOHN.
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* Suf. Thanks, Reignier, happy for so sweet a child,
Fit to be made companion with a king:
What answer makes your grace unto my suit ?
Reig. Since thou dost-deign to woo.her little worth,
To be the princely bride of such’a lord ;
Upon condition 1 may quietly
Enjoy mine own, the county Maine, and Anjou,
Free from oppression, or the stroke of war,
My daughter shall be Henry’s, if he please.
Suf. That is her ransome, I deliver her ;
And those two counties, I will undertake,
Your grace shall well and uietly enjoy.
Reig. And I again,—in Henry’s royal name,
As deputy unto that gracious King,
Give thee her hand, for sign of plighted faith,
Suf. Reignier of France, I give thee kingly thanks,
Because this is in traffic of a king :—
And yet, methinks, I could Lbe well content
‘Tobe mine own attorney in this case.— [Aside.
T’ll over then to England with thisnews,
And make this marriage to be solemniz’d ;
So, farewell, Reignier ! Set this diamond safe
In golden palaces, as it becomes.
Reig. I do embrace thee, as I would embrace
The Christian prince, king Henry, were he here.
Mar. Farewell, my lord ! Good wishes, praise, and
prayers, .
Shall Suffolk ever have of Margaret. [Going.
Syf.Farewell, sweet madam ! But hark you Margaret;
No princely commendations to my king ?
Mar. Such commendations as become a maid,
A virgin, and his servant, say to him.
Suf. Words sweetly plac’d, and modestly directed.
But, madam, I must trouble you again,—
No loving token to his majesty ?
Mar. Yes, my good lord ; a pure unspotted heart,
Never yet taint with love, I send the king.
Suf. And this withal. [Kisses her.
ar. That for thyself ;—I will not so presume,
To send such peevish tokens toa king.[£x.RE1.L7 MaAR.
Suf. O, wert thou for myself !—But, Suffolk, stay ;
Thou may’st not wander in that labyrinth ;
There Minotaurs, and ugly treasons, lurk.
Solicit Henry with her wond’rous praise :
Bethink thee on her virtues that surmount ;
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Mag,, natural graces that extinguish art ;¢

Repeat their semblance often on the seas,

That, when thou com’st to kneel at Henry’s feet, -
Thou may’st bereave him, of his wits with wonder.[ Exir.

SCENE IV.

Camp of the Duke of York, in Anjou. Enter York, WAR-
WICK, and Others.

York. Bring forth that sorceress, condemn’d to burn.

Enter LA PUCELLE, guarded, and a Shefiherd.
Shep. Ah, Joan! this kills thy father’s heart outright !
Have I sought every country far and near,
And, now it is my chance to find thee out,
Must I behold thy timeless, cruel death ?
Ah, Joan, sweet daughter Joan, I'll die with thee !
Puc. Decrepit miser !6 base ignoble wretch !
¥ am descended of a gentler blood;
Thou art no father, nor no friend, of mine.
" Shep. Out, out !'—My lords, an please you, ’tis not so;
I did beget her, all the parish knows :
Her mother liveth yet, can testify
She was the first fruit of my bachelorship.
War. Graceless ! wilt thou deny thy parentage ?
York. This argues what her kind of life hath been,
Wicked and vile ; and so her death concludes.
Shepi. Fie, Joan ! that thou wilt be so obstacle !7
God knows, thou art a collop of my flesh ;
And for thy sake I have shed many a tear:
Deny me not, I pray thee, gentle Joan.
Puc. Peasant, avaunt !—You have suborn’d this man,
©On purpose to obscure my noble birth.
Shep. *Tis true, I gave a noble to the priest,
The morn that I was wedded to her mother.—
Kneel down and take my blessing, good my girl.
Wilt thou not stoop ? Now cursed be the time
Of thy nativity ! I would, the milk
Thy mother gave thee, when thou suck’st her breast,
Had been a little ratsbane for thy sake!
Or else, when thou didst keep my lambs a-field,
1 wish some ravenous wolf had eaten thee !

[5) By the word mad, | believe the poet meant wild or uncultivated. We
<all a wild gir}, to this day, a mad-cap. Mad, in some ofthe ancient books
of gardening, is used of .plants which grow rampant and wild. STEEV.

{6) Miser has here no relation to avarice, but simply means a miserable
creature, in which sense it was frequentlgimd by old writers. STEEY.

(7] A vulgar corruption of chstinate, which I think has oddly lasted since
our authos’s time till now.  JOHNS.
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Dost thou deny thy father, cursed drab ?
O, burn her, burn her ; hanging is too good. [ Exit.
York. Take her away ; for she hath liv’d tuo long,
To fill the world with vicious qualities.
Puc. First, let\me tell you whomyouhave condemn’d :
Not me begotten of a shepherd swain,
But issu’d from the progeny of kings :
Virtuous, and holy ; chosen from above,
By inspiration of celestial grace,
To work exceeding miracles on earth.
I never had to do with wicked spirits :
But, you,—that are polluted with your lusts,
Stain’d with the guiltless blood of innocents,
Corrupt and tainted with a thousand vices,~
Because you want the grace that others have,
You judge it straight a thing impossible
To compass wonders, but by help of devils.
No, misconceived !8 Joan of Arc hath been \
A virgin from her tender infancy,
Chaste and immaculate in very thought ;
Whose maiden blood, thus rigorously effus’d,
Will cry for vengeance at the gates of heaven..
York. Ay, ay ;—away with her to executiom
War. And harkye, sirs ; because she is a maid,
Spare for no faggots, let there be enough :
Place barrels of pitch upon the fatal stake,
That so her torture may be shortened.
Puc. Will nothing turn your unrelenting hearts ?—
‘Then, Joan, discover thine infirmity ;
That warranteth by law to be thy privilege.—
I am with child, ye bloody homicides : .
Murder not then the fruit within my womb,
Although ye hale me to a violent death. .
York.Now heaven forfend! the holy maid with child ?
War. The greatest miracle that e’er ye wrought :
Is all your strict preciseness come to this ?
York. She and the Dauphin have been juggling :
I did imagine what would be her refuge.
War. Well, go to ; we will have no bastards live ;
Especially, since Charles must father it.
Puc. You are deceiv’d ; my child is none of his ;
It was Alengon, that enjoy’d my love. /
York. Alengon ! that notorious Machiavel !
It dies, an if it had a thousand lives.

8] No, ye misconceivers, ye who mistake me and my qualities. STEE.
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Puc. O, give me leave, I have deluded you ;
*Tis neither Charles, nor yet the duke I nam’d,
But Reiguier, king of Naples, that prevail’d.

War. A marry’d man ! that’s most intolerable.

York. Why, here'sa'girl 1 think, she knows not welly,

There were so many, whom she may accuse,
War. It is a sign, she hath been liberal and free.
York. And, yet, forsooth, she is a virgin pure.—
.Strampet, thy words condemn thy brat, and thee :
Use no entreaty, for it is in vain.
Pu.Thenlead mehence;—with whom I leave my curse:
May never glorious sun reflex his beams
Upon the country where you make abode !
But darkness and the gloomy shade of death
Eaviron you ; till mischief, and despair,
Drive you to break your necks, or hang yourselves !¢
[Exit, guarded.
s York. Break thou in pieces, and consume to ashes,
Thou foul accursed minister of hell !

Enter Cardinal BEAUFORT, attended.

Car. Lord regent, I do greet your excellence
With letters of commission from the king.
For know, my lords, the states of Christendom,
Mov’d with remorse at these outrageous broils,
Have earnestly implor’d a general peace
Betwixt our nation and the aspiring French 3
And here at hand the Dauphin, and his train,
Approacheth, to confer about some matter.

York. Is all our travail turn’d to this effect ?
After the slaughter of so many peers,
So many captains, gentlemen, and soldiers,
‘Ihat in this quarrel have been overthrown,
And sold their bodies for their country’s benefit,
Shall we at last conclude effeminate peace ?
Have we not lost most part of all the towns,
By treason, falsehood, and by treachery,
Our great progenitors had conquered ?—
O, Warwick, Warwick ! 1 foresee with grief
The utter loss of all the realm of France.

War. Be patient, York : if we conclude a peace,
It shall be with such strict and severe covenants,
Aslittle shall the Frenchmen gain thereby.

[9] P-rhans Shakspeare intended to remark, in this execration, the fre-
quengy of suicide among the English, which has been commonly imputed.
to the gloominess of their air.  JOHNS. ’
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Enter CHARLES, attended ; ALENGON, DBastard,
REIGNIER, and others.

Char. Since, lords of England, it is thus agreed,
That peaceful truce shall be proclaim’d in France,
We come to be informed |by yourselves
What the conditions of that league must be.

York. Speak, Winchester ; for boiling choler chokes
The hollow passage of my poison’d voice,

By sight of these our baleful enemies.*

Win. Charles,and the rest, it is enacted thus :

That—in regard king Henry gives consent,

Of meer compassion, and of lenit{y,

To ease your country of distressful war,

And suffer you to breathe in fruitful peace,—
¥You shall beceme true liegemen to his crown :
And, Charles, apon cendition thou wilt swear °
To pay him tribute, and submit thyself,

Thou shalt be plac’d as viceroy under him,
And still enjoy thy regal dignity.

Alen. Must he be then as shadow of himself ?

Adorn his temples with a coronet ;
And yet, in substance and authority,
Retain bat privilege of a private man ?

This proffer is absurd and reasonless.}

Char. *Tis known already, that I am possess’d
‘With more than half the Gallian territories,

And therein reverenc’d for their lawful king !
Shall I, for lucre of the rest unvanquish’d,
Detract so much from that prerogative,

As to be call’d but viceroy of the whole ?

No, lord ambassador ; T'll rather keep

That which I have, than, coveting for more,
-Be cast from possibility of all.

York. Insulting Charles ! hast thoa by secret means
Used intercession to obtain a league ;

And, now the matter grows to compromise,
Stand’st thou aloof upon comparison 2
Either accept the title thou usurp’st,

Of benefit proceeding from our king,2

And not of any challenge of desert,

Or we will plague thee with incessant wars.

Reig. My lord, you do not well in obstinacy

(1Y Baleful had anciently the same meaning as bansful. It is an ?ithet
very freq ly b d on poi plants and reptiles. ~STEEV.

{2] Bemefit,a term of law. Be content to live as the bmﬁamscg ‘t;;‘rsung.

i



80 FIRST PART oOF AcT y.

To cavil in the course of this contréct :
If once it be neglected, ten to one,
We shall not find like opportunity.
Alen. To say the truth, it is your policy,
To save your subjeéts from(such)massacre,
And ruthless slaughters, as are daily seen
By our proceeding in hostility :
And therefore take this compact of a truce,
Although you break it when your pleasure serve.
(Aside to CHARLES.
War. How say’st thou, Charles ? shall our condition
Char. It shall: [stand ?
Only reserv’d, you claim no interest
In any of our towns of garrison ?
York. Then swear allegiance to his majesty ;
As thou art knight, never to disobey,
Nor be rebellious to the crown of England,
‘Thou, nor thy nobles, to the crown of England.—
{CuARLES and the rest give tokens of fealty.
So, now dismiss your army when you please ;
Hang up your ensigns, let your drums be still,
For here we entertain a solemn peace. [Ezeunt.

SCENE V.

London. A Room in the Palace. Enter King HENRY, in con-
JSerence with SurroLx ; GrosTer and EXeTER following.

K.Hen. Your wondrous rare description, noble earl,
Of beauteous Margaret hath astonish’d me:
Her virtues, graced with external gifts,

Do breed love’s settled passions in my heart :
And like as rigour in tempestuous gusts
Provokes the mighticst hulk against the tide ;
So am I driven, by breath of her renown,
Either tosuffer shipwreck, or arrive

Where I may have fruition of her love.

Suf. Tush! my good lord ! this superficial tale

Is but a preface of her worthy praise :
The chief perfections of that lovely dame
(Had I sufficient skill to utter them,)
Would make a volume of enticing lines,
Able to ravish any dull conceit.

And, which is more, she is not so divine,
So full replete with choice of all delights,
But, with as humble lowliness of mind,
She is content to be at your command ;
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Command, ¥ mean, of virtuous chaste intents,
To love and honour Henry as her lord.
K.Hen. And otherwise will Henry ne’er presume.
Therefore, my lond protector; give consent,
‘That Margaret may be England’s royal queen, *
Glo. So should I give consent to flatter sin.
You know, my lord, your highness is betroth’d
Unto another lady of esteem ;
How shall we then dispense with that contréct,
-And not deface your honour with reproach ?
Syuf. As doth a ruler with unlawful oaths ;
Or one, that, at a triumph having vow’d
‘To try his strength, forsaketh yet the lists
By reason of his adversary’s odds : .
A poor earl’s daughter is unequal odds,
And therefore may be broke without offence.
Glo. Why,what, I pray, is Margaret more than that?
Her father is no better than an earl,
Although in glorious titles he excel.
Suf. Yes, my good lord, her father is a king,
The king of Naples, and Jerusalem ;
And of such great authority in France,
As his alliance will confirm our peace,
And keep the Frenchmen in allegiance.
Glo. And so the earl of Armagnac may do,
Because he is near kinsman unto Charles.
Exe. Beside, his wealth doth warrant liberal dower; -
- While Reignier sooner will receive, than give.
Suf. A dower, my lords ! disgrace not so your king,
That he should be so abject, base, and poor,
To choose for wealth, and not for perfect love.
Henry is able to enrich his queen,
And not to seek a queen to make him rich :
So worthless peasants bargain for their wives,
As market-men for oxen, sheep, or horse.
Marriage is a matter of more worth,
Than to be dealt in by attorneyship ;
Not whom we will, but whom his grace affects,
. Must be companion of his nuptial bed :
And therefore, lords, since he affects her most, '
- It most of all these reasons bindeth us,
n our opinions she should be preferr’d.
For what is wedlock forced, but a hell,
n age of discord and continual strife ?
Whereas the contrary bringeth forth bliss, -.
8 VOL. V. '
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And is a_pattern of celestial peace,)
Whom should we match with Henry, being a king,
But Margaret, that is daughter to a king ?
Her peerless feature, joined with her birth,
Approvgs her fit for/'none, but for'a king :
Her valiant courage, and undaunted spirit,
(More than in woman commonly is seen,) will
Answer our hope in issue of a king ;
For Henry, son unto a conqueror,
Is likely to beget more conquerors,
If with a lady of so high resolve,
As is fair Margaret, he be link’d in love.
Then yield, my lords ; and here conclude with me,
That Margaret shall be queen, and none but she.
K.Hen. Whether it be through force of your report,
My noble lord of Suffolk ; or for that
My tender youth was never yet attaint
With any passion of inflaming love,
I cannot tell ; but this I am assur’d,
1 feel such sharp dissention in my breast,
Such fierce alarums both of hope and fear,
As I am sick with working of my thoughts.
Take, therefore, shipping ; post, my lord, to France ;
Agree to any covenants : and procure
That lady Margaret do vouchsafe to come
To cross the seas to England, and be crown’d
King Henry’s faithful and anointed queen :
For your expenses and sufficient charge,
Among the people gather up a tenth.
Be gone, I say ; for, till you do return,
I rest perplexed with a thousand cares.—
And you, good uncle, banish all offence :
If you do censure me by what you were,
Not what younare, I know it will excuse
‘This sudden execution of my will.
And so conduct me, where from company
T may revolve and ruminate my grief. [Exis.
Glo. Ay, grief, I fear me, both at first and last.
. [E£xeunt GLoSTER and EXETER.
Suf. Thus Suffolk hath prevail’d : and thus he goes,
As did the youthful Paris once to Greece ;
- With hope to find the like event in love,
But prosper better than the Trojan did.
Margaret shall now be queen, and rule the king ;
But I will rule both her, the king, and realm. ~ [Exir.
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OBSERVATIONS.

THIS and The Third Part of King Henry V1. contain that
troublesome period of this prince’s reign which took in the
whole contention betwixt the houses of York and Lancaster :
and under that title were these two plays first acted and pub.
lished. The present scene opens with king Henry’s marriage,
which was in the twenty-third year of his reign [A. D 1445:]
and closes with the first battle fought at St. Albans, and won
by the York faction, in the thirty-third year of his reign [A.D.
1455 :] so that it comprizes the history and transactions of ten
years. THEOBALD.

It is apparent that this play begins where the former ends,
and continues the series of transactions, of which it presuppo-
ses the first part already known. This is a suflicient proof
that the second and third parts were not written without de-
pendance on the first, though they were printed as containing
& complete period of history.

The Three Parts of Henry VI—These plays, considered,
without regard to characters and incidents, merely as narra-
tives in verse, are more happily conceived and more accurate-
ly finished, than those of King John, Richard II. or the tragic
scenes of Henry IV. and V.

Of these three plays I think the second the best. The truth
is, that they have not sufficient variety of action, for the inci-
dents are too often of the same kind ; yet many of the charac-
ters are well discriminated  King Henry and his queen, king
Edward, the duke of Gloster, and the earl of Warwick,
are very strongly and distinctly painted. Jounson.

9 VOL. V.
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SECOND PART OF

KING HENRY VI

ACT 1.

SCENE 1.—London. A Room of State in the Palace. Flourish
of Trumpets : then Hautboys. Enter, on one side, King HEN-
®Y, Duke of GLOSTER, SALISBURY, WARWICK, and Car-

~ dinal BEAUroRT ; on the other, Queen MARGARET, led in by
SurroLk ;' York, SoMERSET, BuckKINGHAM, and others,
Sollowing.
Suffolk.

A; by your high* imperial majesty,

1 had in charge at my depart for France,

As procurator to your excellence,

To marry princess Margaret for your grace ;

So, in the famous ancient city, Tours,—

In presence of the kings of France, and Sicil,

The dukes of Orleans, Calaber, Bretaigne, and Alengon,

Seven earls, twelve barons, twenty reverend bishops,—

1 have perform’d my task, and was espous’d :

And humbly now upon my bended knee,
In sight of Elngland and her lordly peers,
Deliver up my title in the queen
To your most gracious hands, that are the substance
Of that great shadow I did represent ;
‘The happiest gift that ever marquess gave,
‘The fairest queen that ever king receiv’d.
K.Hen. Suffolk, arise.~Welcome, queen Margaret :
I can express no kinder sign of love,
Than this kind kiss.—0 Lord, that lends me life,
Lend me an heart replete with thankfulness !
For thou hast given me, in this beauteous face,
A world of earthly blessings to my soul, |
If sytﬂ)athy of love unite our thoughts.
Q.Mar. Great king of England, and my gracious lord;
The mutual conference? that my mind hath had—

Eli Vide Hall’s Chronicle, fol. 66, year 23. init. POPE.

2) 1 am the bolder to address you, haviog already familiarised you fo
my xm;‘ination. JOHNS, you * 7
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By day, by night ; waking, and in my dreams ;.
In courtly company, or at my beads,— )

With you mine alder-liefest sovereign,3

Makes me the bolder to salute my king

With ruder terfus\;/such/asmy_wit laffords,

And over-joy of heart doth minister.
* K.Hen. Her sight did ravish: but her grace in speéch,
Her words y-clad with wisdom’s majesty,

Makes me, from wondering fall to weeping joys ;
Such is the fulness of my heart’s content.—
Lords, with one cheerful voice welcome my love.

All. Long live queen Margaret, England’s happiness!

Q.Mar. We thank you all.: [Flourigh.

Suf. My lord protector, so it please your grace,
Here are the articles of contracted peace,

Between our sovereign and the French king Charles,
For eighteen months concluded by consent.

Glo. {Reads.] Imprimis, It is agreed between the
French king, Charles, and William de la Poole, mar-.
quess of Suffolk, ambassador for Henry king of Eng-
land,—that the said Henry shall esprouse the lady Mar-
garet, daughter unto Reignier king of Naples, Sicilia,
and Jerusalem ; and crown her queen of England, ere
the thirtieth of May next ensuing.~——I1tem,—That the
duchy of Anjou, and the county of Maine, shall be re-
leased and delivered to the king her father e

K.Hen. Uncle, how now ?

Glo. Pardon me, gracious lord ;

Some sudden qualm hath strock me at the heart,
And dimm’d mine eyes, that I can read no further.

K.Hen. Uncle of Winchester, I pray, read on.

Win., Item,—1It is further agreed between them,—
that the duchies of Anjou and Maine shall be released
and delivered over to the king her father ; and she
sent over of the king of England’s own piropier cost and
charges, without having dowry., .

K.Hen. They please us well.—Lord marquess, kneel

down ; :
We here create thee the first duke of Suffolk,
And girt thee with ghe sword.—
Cousin of York, we here discharge your grace

[3] Alder-licvest is an old English werd given to him to whom the speaker
is supremely attached: liefest being the superlative of the comparative Jevar,
rather, from lief. WAR] .—Alqer-lief::t is a corruption of the German
word glder-liebste, beloved of all things, dearest of all. STEEV.
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From being regent in the parts of France,
‘Till term of eighteen months be full expir’d.— _
Thanks, uncle Winchester, Gloster, York, and Buck-
ingham,
Somerset, Salisbury, ‘and Warwick';
We thank you all for this great favour done,
In entertainment to my princely queen.
—Come, let us in ; and with all speed provide
To see her coronation be perform’d.
[Exeunt King, Queen, and SUFFOLK.
Glo. Brave peers of England, pillars of the state, °
To you duke Humphrey must unload his grief,
Your grief, the common grief of all the land.
What ! did my brother Henry spend his youth,
His valour, coin, and people, in the wars ?
Did he so often lodge in open field,
In winter’s cold, and summer’s parching heat,
‘Lo conquer France, his true inheritance ?
And did my brother Bedford toil his wits,
To keep by policy what Henry got?
Have you yourselves, Somerset, Buckingham,
Brave York, Salisbury, and victorious Warwick,
Receiv’d deep scars in France and Normandy ?
Or hath my uncle Beaufort, and myself,
With all the learned council of the realm,
Studied so long, sat in the council-house,
Early and late, debating to and fro
How France and Frenchmen might be keptin awe ?
And hath his highness in his infanc
Been crown’d in Paris, in despite of foes ?
And shall these labours, and these honours, die ?
Shall Henry’s conquest, Bedford’s vigilance,
Your deeds of war, and all our counsel, die ?
O peers of England, shameful is this league !
Fatal this marriage; cancelling your fame :
Blotting your names from books of memeory :
Razing the characters of your renown ;
Defacing monumentsof conquer’d France ;
Undoing all, as all had never been !
Car. Nephew, what means this passionate discourse ?
This peroration with such circumstance ?4
For France, ’tis ours ; and we will kcep it still.
Glo. Ay, uncle, we will keep it, if we can ;

4] This speech crowded with so many instances of aggravation. JORNS .
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But now it is impossible we should : -

Suffolk, the new-made duke that rules the roast,
Hath given the duchiesof Anjou and Maine
Unto the poor king Reignier, whose large style
Agrees not with'the/leanness/ of his ipurse.

Sal. Now, hy the death of him that died for all,
These counties were the keys of Normandy :—
But wherefore weeps Warwick, my valiant son?

War. For grief, that they are past recovery :
For, were there hope to conquer them again,

My sword should shed hot blood, mine eyes no tears.
Anjon and Maine ! myself did win them both ;
Those provinces these airms of mine did conquer:
And are the cities,5 that I got with wounds,
Deliver’d up again with peaceful words ?

Mort Dieu !

York. For Suffolk’s duke—may he be suffocate,
That dims the honour of this warlike isle !
France should have torn and rent my very heart,
Before I would have yielded to this league.

I never read but England’s kings have had

Large sums of gold, and dowries, with their wives :
And our king Henry gives away his own,

To match with her that brings no vantages.

Glo. A proper jest, and never heard before,
That Suffolk should demand a whole fifteenth,
For costs and charges in transporting her !

She should haye staid in France, and starv’d in Franee,
Before. ‘
Car. My lord of Gloster, now you grow too hot ;
It was the pleasure of my lord the king.
Glo. My lord of Winchester, I know your mind ;
Tis not my speeches that you do mislike,
But ’tis my presence that doth trouble you.
Rancour will out : Proud prelate, in-thy face
I see thy fury : if I longer stay,
We shall begin our ancient bickerings.6—
Lordlings, farewell ; and say, when I am gone,
I prophesied—France will be lost ere long. [Exit;
Car. So, there goes our protector in a rage.
*Tis known toyou, he is mine enemy :

(52 The indignation of Warwick is nataral, and I wish it had been better
expressed ; there is a kind of jingle intended in wounds and words JOH.
6] To bicker is to skirmish. In the ancient metrical romance of eark
of Warwick, bl 1. ro date, the heroes consult whether they should dicker ont
e walls, or descend to battle on the plaine  STEEY.

e —
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Nay, more, an enemy unto you all ;
And no great friend, I fear me, to the king.
Consider, lords, he is the next of blood,
And heir apparent to the English crown ;
Had Henry got an empire by his marriage,
And all the wealthy kingdom's'of the west,
There’s reason he should be displeas’d at it.
Look to it, lords ; let not his smoothing words
Bewitch your hearts ; be wise, and circumspect.
What though the common people favour him,
Calling him— Humphrey, the good duke of Gloster ;
Clapping their hands, and crying with loud voice—
Jesu maintain your royal excellence !
With—God fireserve the good duke Humphrey !
1 fear me, lords, for all this flattering gloss, -
He will be found a dangerous protector.
Buck. Why should he then protect our sovereign,
He being of age to govern of himself ?—
Cousin of Somerset, join you with me,
And all together—with the duke of Suffolk,—
We’ll quickly hoise duke Humphrey from his seat.
Car. This wei%hty business will not brook delay ;
Tl to the duke of Suffolk presently. [Exiz.
8om. Cousin of Buckingham, thoughHumphrey’s pride,
And greatness of his place be grief to us,
Yet let us watch the haughty cardinal ;
His insolence is the more intolerable
‘Than all the princes in the land beside ;
If Gloster be displac’d, he’ll be protector.
Buck. Or thou, or I, Somerset will be protector,
Despight duke Humphrey, or the cardinal.
{ Exeunt Buck. and Sou.
Sal. Pride went before, ambition follows him.
While these do labour for their own preferment,
Belhoves it us to labour for the realm.
I never saw but Humphrey duke of Gloster
Did bear him like a noble gentleman.
Oft have I seen the haughty cardinal—
More like a soldier, than a man o’the church,
As stout, and proud, as he were lord of all,—
Swear like a ruffian, and demean himself
Unlike the ruler of a common-weal.—
Warwick, my son, the comfort of my age !
Thy deeds, thy plainness, and thy house-keeping,
Hath won the greatest favour of the commons,
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Excepting none but good duke Humphrey.—

And, brother York,? thy acts in Ireland,

In bringing them to civil discipline;

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 public good ;

In what we can to bridle and suppress

The pride of Suffolk, and the cardinal,

With Somerset’s and Buckingham’s ambition ;
And, as we may, cherish duke Humphrey’s deeds,
‘While they do tend the profit of the land.

War. So God help Warwick, as he loves the land,
And common profit of his country !

York. And so says York, for he hath greatest cause.

Sal. Then let’s make haste away, and look unto the

main.

War. Unto the main ! O father, Maine is lost ;
That Maine, which by main force Warwick did win,
And would have kept, so long as breath did last :

Main chance, father, you meant ; but I meant Maine ;
Which I will win from France, or else be slain.
[Exeunt WAR. and SAL.

York. Anjou and Maine are given to the French ;
Paris is lost ; the state of Normandy
Stands on a tickle point, now they are gone :8
Suffolk concluded on the articles ;

The peers agreed ; and Henry was well pleas’d, -
To change two dukedoms for a duke’s fair daughter,
I cannot blame them all ; What is’t to them ?

>Tis thine they give away, and not their own.

Pirates may make cheap pennyworths of their pillage,
And purchase friends, and give to courtezans, :
Still revelling, like lords, till all be gone :

While as the silly owner of the goods

Weeps over them, and wrings his hapless hands,
And shakes his head, and trembling stands aloof,
While all is shar’d, and all is borne away ;

Ready to starve, and dare not touch his own. ,

(7] Richard Plantagenet, duke of York, married Cicely, the daughter of
Roph Nevil, ear] of Westmoreland. Richard Nevil, ear] of Salisbury. was
son to the cail of Westmoreland, by a second wite: He married Alice, the
only daughter of Thos. Montacute, eari of Salisbury, who was killed at the
siege of Orleans [See this play, Part I. act L. sc. if.] and in consequence of
that alliance obtained the title of Salisbury in 1428. " His ¢ldest son Richard,
having married the sister and beir of Henry Beauchamp earl of Warwick,
was created eat] of Warwick in 1449 MAL. §

i8] Tickle is very frequently used for tick/ish by old writers. STEEV.
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So York must sit, and fret, and bite his tongue,
While his own lands are bargain’d for, and sold.
Methinks, the realms of-England, France, and Ireland,
Bear that proportion to my flesh and blood, !
As did the fatal brand/ ‘Althéa Burn’d,

Unto the prince’s heart of Calydon.?®

Anjou and Maine, both given unto the Frencht

Cold news for me ; for I had hope of France,
_Even as I have of fertile England’s soil.

A day will come, when York shall claim his own ;
And therefore I will take the Nevils’ parts,

And make 2 show of love to proud duke Humphrey,
And, when I spy advantage, claim the crown,

For that’s the golden mark I seek to hit :

Nor shall proud Lancaster usurp my right,

Nor hold his scepter in his childish fist,

Nor wear the diadem upon his head,

Whose church-like humours fit not for a crown.
Then, York, be still awhile, till time do serve :
Watch thou, and wake, when others be asleep,

To pry into the secrets of the state ;

'Till Henry, surfeiting in joys of love,

With his new bride, and England’s dear-bought queen,
. And Humphrey with the peers be fall’n at jars:
Then will I raise aloft the milk-white rose,

With whose sweet smell the air shall be perfum’d ;
And in my standard bear the arms of York,

To grapple with the house of Lancaster ;
And, force perforce, I'll make him yield the crown,
Whose bookish rale hath pull’d fair England down.

[£xit,
SCENE II.

The same. A Room in the Duke of GLoSTER’s House, Enter
GrLoSTER and the Duchess.

Duch. Why droops my lord, like over-ripen’d corn,
Hanging the head at Ceres’ plenteous load ?
Why doth the great duke Humphrey knit his brows,
As frowning at the favours of the world ?
Why are thine eyes fix'd to the sullen earth,
Gazing on that which seems to dim thy sight ?
What see’st thou there ? king Henry’s diadem,

{9) According to the fable, Meleager’s life was to continue only so lang,
as a certain firebrand should last. His mother Althea having thrown it into
the fire, he expired in great torments, MAL.

1

VOL. V.
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Enchas’d with all the henours of the world ?
If so, gaze on, and grovel on thy face,
Until thy head be circled with the same.
Put forth thy hand, reach at the glorious gold :«=
What, is’t too shiort'?/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 abase our sight so low,
. As to vouchsafe one glance unto the ground.
Glo. O Nell, sweet Nell, if thou dost love thy lord,
Banish the canker of ambitious thoughts :
And may that thought, when I imagine ill
Against my king and nephew, virtuous Henry,
Be my last breathing in this mortal world ! |
My troublous dream this night doth make me sad.
Duch. What dream’d my lord ? tell me, and I’ Te--
quite it
With sweet rehearsal of my morning’s dream.
Glo. Methought, this staff, mine office-badge in court,
Was broke in twain ; by whom, I have forgot,
Bat, as I think, it was by the cardinal ;
And on the pieces of the broken wand
Were plac’d the heads of Edmond duke of Somerset,
And William de la Poole first duke of Suffolk.
This was my dream ; what it doth bode, God knows.
Duch. Tut, this was nothin§ but an argument,
That he that breaks a stick of Gloster’s grove,
Shall lose his head for his presumption.
But list to me, my Humphrey, my sweet duke :
Methought, I sat in seat of majesty,
In the cathedral church of Westminster,
Aand in that chair where kings and queens are crown’d ;
Where Henry, and dame Margaret, kneel’d to me,
And on my head did set the diadem.
Glo. Nay, Eleanor, then must I chide outright :
Presumptuous dame, ill-nurtur'd Eleanor !
Art thou not second woman in the realm ;
And the protector’s wife, belov’d of him ?
HMast thou not worldly pleasure at command,
Above the reach or compass of thy thought ?
And wilt thou still be hammering treachery,
To tumble down thy husband, and thyself,
From top of honour to disgrace’s feet ?
Away from me, and let me hear no more. . -
Duck. What, what, my lord ! are you so choleric
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With Eleanor, for telling but her dream ?
Next time, I'll keep my dreams unto myself, °
And not be check’d.

Glo. Nay, be not angry, I am pleas’d again.

) Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My lord protector, ’tis his highness’ pleasure,
You do prepare to ride unto Saint Albans,
Whereas the king and queen do mean to hawk.?*

Glo. I go.—Come, Nell, thou wilt ride with us ?

Duch. Yes, good my lord, I’ll follow presently.

[Exeunt GLoSTER and Messenger.

Follow, I must, I cannot go before,
While Gloster bears this base and humble mind.
Were I a man, a duke, and next of blood,
I would remove these tedious stumbling-blocks,
And smooth my way upon their headless necks :
And, being a woman, I will not be slack
To play my part in fortune’s pageant.
Where are you there ? Sir John !2 nay, fear not, man,
We are alone ; here’s none but thee, and 1.

Enter HuME.
Huyme. Jesu preserve your royal majesty ! «
Duch. What say’st thou, mxgesty ! I am but grace.
Hume. But, by the grace of God, and Hume’s advice,
Your grace’s title shall be multiptied. :
Duc. What say’st thou, man ? hast thou as yet conferr’d
With Margery Jourdain, the cunning witch ;
And Roger Bolingbroke, the conjarer ?
And will they undertake to do me good ?
Huyme. This they have promised,—to show your
highness .
A spirit rais’d from depth of under ground,
‘That shall make answer to such questions,
As by your grace shall be propounded him.
Duch. 1t is enough ; I’ll think upon the questions :
When from Saint Albans we do make return,
We’ll see these things effected ta the full.
Here, Hume, take this reward ; make merry, man,
With thy confederates in this weighty cause. |;Exit.
Hume.Hume must make merry with the duchess’ gold;
Marry, and shall. But how now, Sir John Hume ?

(1) Whereas is the same as where ; and seems to be brought into use only
on account of its being a dissyliable. V.
£2] A title frequently bestowed on the clergy. STEEV:
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Seal up yeur lips, and give no words but—mum !
The business asketh silent secrecy.

Dame Eleanor gives gold, to bring the witch

Gold cannot come amiss, were she a devil, )
Yet have I gold, flies from another coast :

1 dare not say, from ‘the rich cardinal,

And from the great and new-made duke of Suffolk ;
Yet 1do find itso : for, to be plain,

They, knowing dame Eleanor’s aspiring humour,
Have hired me to undermine the duchess,

And buz these conjurations in her brain.

They say, A crafty knave does need no broker ;
Yet am I Suffolk and the cardinal’s broker.

Hume, if you take not heed, you shall go near

To call them both—a pair of crafty knaves.

Well, so it stands : And thus, I fear, at last,
Hume’s knavery, will be the duchess’ wreck ;

And her attainture will be Humphrey’s fall :

Sort how it will,3 I shall have gold for all. [Ex#.

SCENE'IIL

The same. A Room in the Palace. Enter PRTER, and others,
with Petitions.

1 Pet. My masters, let’s stand close ; my lord pro-
tector will come this way by and by, and then we may
deliver our supplications in the quill.4

2 Pet. Marry, the Lord. protect him, for he’s a good
man ! Jesu bless him !

Enter SUFFOLK, and Queen MARGARET.

1 Pet. Here ’a comes, methinks, and the queen with
him : P’ll be the first, sure.

2 Pet. Come back, fool ; this is the duke of, Suffolk,
and not my lord protector.

Suf. How now, fellow ? would’st any thing with me ?

1 Pet. Ipray, my lord, pardon me! I took ye for
my lord protector.

Q.Mar. [Reading the superscripticn.] 7o my lord

3] Let the issue be what it will.  JOHNS.

4) In the quill may mean, with great exactness and observance of form,
or with the utmost punctilio-of ceremony. The phrase scems to be tak
from part of the dress of our ancestors, whose ruffs were guilled. While
these were worn, it might be the vogue to say, such a thing isin the quil/,
i.e. in the reigning e of taste. TOLLET.—To this observation 1 may
2dd, that, after printing began, the similar phrase of a thiug‘being in print
was used to express the samg circumstance of exactness, STEEV.
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protector ! are your supplications to his lordship ? Let
me see them : What is thine ¢

1 Pet. Mine is, an’t please your grace, against John
Goodman, my lord cardinal’s man, for keeping my
house, and lands, and/ wifé @nd all, from me.

Suf. Thy wife too ? that is some wrong indeed.—
What’s yours >—~What’s here ! [Reads.) Against the
duke of Suffolk, for enclosing the commons of Melford.
—How now, sir knave ?

2 Pet. Alas, sir, I am but a poor petitioner of our
whole township.

Peter. [Presenting his pretition.] Against my mas-
ter, Thomas Horner, for saying, That the duke of
York was rightful heir to the crown.

Q.Mar. What say’st thou ? Did the duke of York
say, he was rightful heir to the crown ?

Peter. That my master was ? No, forsooth : my master
said, That he was; and that the king was an usurper.

Suf. Who is there ¢ [Enter Servants.)—Take this
fellow in, and send for his master with a pursuivant
presently :—we’ll hear more of your matter before the
king. [Exeunt Servants, with PETER.

Q.Mar. And as for you, that love to be protected
Under the wings of our protector’s grace,

Begn your suits anew, and sue to him. [ Zears the peti-
Away, base cullions !—Suffolk, let them go. tiongs.
All. Come, let’s be gone. [Exeunt Petitioners.

Q.Mar. My lord of Suffolk, sa‘y, is this the guise,

Is this the fashion in the court of England ?
Is this the government of Briton’s isle,
And this the royalty of Albion’s king ?
What, shall king Henry be a pupil still,.
Under the surly Gloster’s governance ?
Am T a queen in title and in style,
And must be made a subject to a duke ?
1 tell thee, Poole, when in the city Tours
Thou ran’st a tilt in honour of my love,
And stol’st away the ladies’ hearts of France ;
1 thought king Henry had resembled thee,
In courage, courtship, and proportion :
But all his mind is bent to holiness,
To number Ave-Maries on his beads
His champions are—the prophets and apostles ;
His weapons, holy saws of sacred writ ;
His study is his tilt-yard, and his loves
10* YOL. V.
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Are brazen images of canoniz’d saints.
I would, the college of cardinals
Would choose him pope, and carry him to Rome,
And set the triple crown upon his head ;
That were a state'fit for his holiness.
Suf. Madam, be patient : as I was cause

Your highness came to England, so will I

In England work your grace’s full content.
Q.Mar.Beside the haught protector,have we Beaufort,
The imperious churchman ; Somerset, Buckingham,

And grumbling York : and not the least of these,
But can do more in England than the king.

" Suf. And he of these, that can do most of all,
Cannot do more in England than the Nevils :
Salisbury, and Warwick, are no simple peers.

Q.Mar. Not all these lords do vex me half so much,

As that proud dame, the lord protector’s wife.

She sweeps it through the court with troops of ladies,
More like an empress than duke Humphrey’s wife ;
Strangers in court do take her for the queen :

She bears a duke’s revenues on her back,

And in her heart she scorns her poverty :

Shall I not live to be aveng’d on her ?

Contemptuous base-born callet as she is,

She vaunted *mongst her minions t’other day,

The very train of her worst wearing-gown

Wasbetter worth than all my father’s lands,

Till Suffolk gave two dukedoms for his daughter.
Suf. Madam, myself have lim’d a bush for her ;

And plac’d a quire of such enticing birds,

‘That she will light to listen to their lays,

And never mount to trouble you again.

So, let her rest : And, madam, list to me ;

For I am bold to counsel you in this.

Although we fancy not the cardinal,

Yet must we join with him, and with the lords,

Till we have brought duke Humphrey in disgrage.
As for the duke of York,—this late complaint . .
Will make but little for his benefit :5 -
So, one by one, we’ll weed them all at last,

And you yourself shall steer the happy helm.

[5)"That is, the complaint of Peter the armourer’s man against his master
for'saying that York was the rightful king,  JOHNS.




467 I KING HENRY VI. 3

Enter King HENRY, YORK, and SOMERSET, convers-
ing with him ; Duke and Duchess of GLOSTER,
Cardinal BEAUFORT, BuckiINGHAM, SALISBURY,
and WARWICK.

K. Hen. For my part, noble lords, I care not which ;
Or Somerset, or York, all’s one to me.
York. If York have ill demean’d himself in France,
Then let him be denay’d the regentship.$
Som. 1f Somerset be unworthy of the place,
Let York be regent, I will yield to him.
War. Whether your grace be worthy, yea, or no,
Dispute not that : York is the worthier.
ar. Ambitious Warwick, let thy betters speak.
War. The cardinal’s not my better in the field.
Buck. All in this presence are thy betters, Warwick
War. Warwick may live to be the best of all.
Sal.Peace, son ;—and shew some reason, Buckingham,
Why Somerset should be preferr’d in this.
Q.Mar. Because the king, forsooth, will have it so.
Glo. Madam, the king is old enough himself
To give his censure :7 these are no women’s matters.
Q.Mar. If he be old enough, what needs your grace
To be protector of his excellence ? .
Glo. Madam, I am protector of the realm ;
And, at his pleasure, will resign my place.
Suf. Resign it then, and leave thine insolence.
Since thou wert king, (as who is king, but thou ?)
The commonwealth hath daily run to wreck :
The Dauphin hath prevail’d beyond the seas ;
And all the peers and nobles of the realm
Have been as bondmen to thy sovereignty.
Car. The commons hast thou rack’d ; the clergy’s bags
Arelank and lean with thy extortions. _
Som. Thy sumptuous buildings, and thy wife’s attire,
Have cost a mass of public treasury.
Buck. Thy cruelty in execution,
Upon offenders, hath exceeded law,
And left thee to the mercy of the law,
Q. Mar. Thy sale of offices, and towns in France,—
If they were known, as the suspect is great,—
Would make thee qnickly hop without thy head.
[Exit GLosTER. The Queen drofis her fan.
- [6] Denay is frequently used instead of deny, among old writerss STEE.
[2

7) Through ali these plays censure is used in an indifferent sense, simply
or judgment or opinioR. HNS.
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~~Give me my fan : What, minion ! can you not ?
[Gives the Duchess a box on the car. .
1 cry you mercy, madam ; was it you ?
uch. Was’t 1? yea, I it was, proud Frenchwoman ;
Could I come near your beauty with my nails,
I’d set my ten commandments in your face.
K, Hen. Sweet aunt, be quiet ; ’twas against her will.
Duch. Against her will ! Good king, look to’t in time ;
She’ll hamper thee, and dandle thee like a baby :
Though in this place most master wear no breeches,
She shall not strike dame Eleanor unreveng’d. [Exir.
Buck. Lord cardinal, I will follow Eleanor,
And listen after Humphrey, how he proceeds :
She’s tickled now ; her fume can need no spurs,
She'll gallop fast enough to her destruction. {Exit.

Re-enter GLOSTER.

Glo. Now, lords, my choler being over-blown,
With walking once about the quadrangle,
I come to talk of commonwealth affairs.
As for your spiteful false objections,
Prove them, and I lie open to the law :
But God in mercy so deal with my soul;
As I in duty love my king and country !
But, to the matter that we have in hand v
1 say, my sovereign, York is meetest man
To be your regent in the realm of France.

Suf. Before we make election, give me leave
To show some reason, of no little force,
That York is most unmeet of any man.

York. I'll tell thee, Suffolk, why I am unmeet.
First, for I cannot flatter thee in pride :
Next, if I be appointed for the place,
My lord of Somerset will keep me here,
Without discharge, money, or furniture,
Till France be won into the Dauphin’s hands.
Last time, I danc’d attendance on his will,
Till Paris was besieg’d, famish’d, and lost.

War. That I can witness ; and a fouler fact
Did never traitor in the land commit.

Suf. Peace, head-strong Warwick ! .

ar. Image of pride, why should I hold my peace ?

Enter Servants of Su rrpv.n.x, bringing in HORNER gné
ETER.
Suf. Because here is a man accns’d of treason ¢
Pray God, the duke of York excuse himself !
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York. Doth any one accuse York for a traitor ?
K.Hen. What mean’st thou, Suffolk ? tell me : What
are these ? .

Suf. Please it your majesty, this is the man
That doth accuse his master’of high'treason :

His words were these ;—that Richard, duke of York,
Was rightful heir unto the English crown ;
And that your majesty was an usurper.

K.Hen. Say, man, were these thy words ?

Hor. An’t shall please your majesty, I never said nor
thought any such matter: God is my witness, 1 am
falsely accused by the villain.

Pet. By these ten bones,® my lords, [Holding upi his
hands.] he did speak them to me in the garret one
night, as we were scouring my lord of York’s armour.

York. Base dunghill villain, and mechanical,

T’ll have thy head for this thy traitor’s speech : —
1 do beseech your royal majesty,
Let him have all the rigour of the law.

Hor. Alas, my lord, hang me, if ever I spake the
words. My accuser 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 with me : I have good wit-
ness of - this ; therefore, I beseech your majesty, do not
cast away an honest man for a villain’s accusation.

K.Hen. Uncle, what shall we say to this in law ?

Glo. This doom, my lord, if I may judge.

Let Somerset be regent o’er the French,

Because in York this breeds suspicion :

And let these have a day appointed them

For single combat in convenient place ;

For he hath witness of his servant’s malice :

‘This is the law, and this duke Humphrey’s doom.

K.Hen. Then be it so. My lord of Somerset,

We make your grace lord regent o’er the French.

Som. I humbly thank your royal majesty.

Hor. And I accept the combat willingly. R

Pet. Alas, my lord, I cannot fight ; for God’s sake,
gity my case ! the spite of man prevaileth against me.

, Lord have mercy upon me ! I shall never be able
to fight a blow : O Lord, my heart !

Glo. Sirrah, or you must fight, or else be hang’d.

(8] The _k-xts in this play turn rather too much on the enumeration of fin-

gers. We have just heard a Duchess threaten 20 set her ten commandments in
the face of a Queen. This adjuration is, however, very ancient. STEEV
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K.Hen. Away with them to prison : and the day
Of combat shall be the last of the next month.—
Come, Somerset, we’ll see thee sent away. [Exeunt.

SCENE IV.

The same. The Duke of GLoSTER’s Garden. Enter
MARGERY JourpAlN, HuME, SOUTHWELL, and
BOLINGBROKE.

Hume. Come,-my masters ; the duchess, I tell you,

expects performance of your promises.
oling. Master Hume, we are therefore provided :

Will her ladyship behold and hear our exorcisms ?9

Hume. Ay ; What else ? fear you not her courage.

sBoling. I have heard her reported to be a woman of
an invincible spirit : But it shall be convenient, master
Hume, that you be by her aloft, while we be busy below ;
and se, I pray you, go in God’s name, and leave us.
[E£xit HumEe.] Mother Jourdain, be you prostrate, and
grovel on the earth :—John Southwell, read you ; and
let us to our work.

Enter Duchess, above.

Duch. Well said, my masters ; and welcome all.
To this geer ; the sooner the better.

Boling Patience,good lady ; wizards know their times.
Deep night, dark night, the silent of the night,*
The time of night when Troy was set on fire ;.
The time when screech-owls cry, and ban-dogs howl,3
Ana spirits walk, and ghosts break up their graves,
That time best fits the work we have in hand.
Madam, sit you, and fear not ; whom we raise,
We will make fast within a hallow’d verge.

[9] The word exorcise, and its derivatives, are used by Shakspeare in an
uncommon sense, In all other writers it means to lay spirits, but in these
plays it invariably means te raise them. M. MASON.

(1] The old quarto reads, the silence of the might. The variation between
the copies is worth notice : .

¢ Bolingbrooke makes a circle.

¢ Bol. Bark night, dread night, the silence of the night,
“ Wherein the furies mask in hellish troops,
¢« Send up, I charge you, from Cocytus’
“ The spirit Ascalon to come to me ;
“ To J’ieme the bowels of this centrick earth,
¢ And hither come in twiakling of an eye !
¢ Ascalon, ascend, ascend !”” ST e )

‘{2] 1 was unacquainted with the etymology of this word, till it was poin-
ted out to me by an ingenious correspondent in the Gentl ’s Mugazine 3
« Shakspeare’s ban-dogs (says he) is simply a village-dog, or mastiff, which
was formerly called a band-dog, per syncopen, bandog.’’ In support of

opinion he quotes Caius de canibus Britannicis. STEEV.

A,
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[Here they fierform the Ceremonies appertaining,
and make the Circle ; BOLINGBROKE, or SOUTH~
WELL, reads, Conjuro te, ¢Fc. It thunders and
lightens terribly ; then the Stirit riseth.

Spir. Adsam.

MJourd. Asmath,

By the eternal God, whose name and power

Thou tremblest at, answer that I shall ask ;

For, till thou speak, thou shalt not pass from hence.
Sfii. Ask what thou wilt:—That I had said and done !3
Boling. First of the king. What shall of him be-

come 2 [Reading out of a pafier.
(S[u‘r. The duke yet lives, that Henry ghall depose ;
But him outlive, and die a violent death.

{As the Spirit speaks, SOUTRWELL writes the answer,

Boling, What fate awaits the duke of Suffolk 2
Spir. By water shall he die, and take his end.
Boling. What shall befall the duke of Somerget ?
Spir. Let him shun castles ;
‘Safer shall he be upon the sandy plains
Than where castles mounted stand.4
Have done, for more I hardly can endure.
Boling. Descend to darkness, and the burning lake :
False fiend, avoid !5
[Thunder and lightning. Spirit descends.

Enter YorRK and BUCKINGHAM, hastily, with their
Guards, and others.

York. Lay hands upon these traitors, and their trash,
Beldame, I think, we watch’d you at an inch.—
What,madam,are you there? the king and commonwesxl
Are deeply indebted for this piece of pains ;

(31 It was anciently believed that tsiriu,who were raised by incantations,
remained above ground, and answered questions with r . STEEV.
g‘ﬂ I remember to have read this Krophecy in some old Chronicle, where ¥
think it ran thus: ¢ Safer shall he be on sand,
* Than where castles mounted stand.”” STEEV.
5] Instead of this short :reech, the old quarto gives us the following :
« Then down, I say, unto the damned pool,
* Where Pluto in his ﬁery waggon sits,
*¢ Riding amidst the sing’d and parched smoaks,
¢ The road of Dytas, by the river Styx ;
¢ There howle and burn for ever in those flames s
« Rise, !ordane, rise, and starv thy charming spells :—
. « Zo ! we are betray’d I”’ .
Dy}as is printed by mistake for Ditis, the genitive case of Dis,which is used
instead of the npminative by more than one ancient agthor. STEEV.
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My lord protector will, I doubt it not,
See you well guerdon’d for these good deserts.

Duch. Not half so bad as thine to England’s king,
Injurious duke ; that threat’st where is no cause.

Buck. True|/madam, moneCat!allll What call you

this ? [Shewing her the papers.
Away with them ; let them be clapp’d up close,
And kept asunder :—You, madam, shall with us :—
Stafford, take her to thee. [£Exit Duchess from above.
—We'll see your trinkets here all forth-coming ;
All.—Away! :
[Exeunt Guards, with SouTH. BoLiNG. &c. _

York. Lord lBuc.kinglmm, methinks, you watch’d her
well :

A pretty plot, well chosen to build upon !
Now, pray, my lord, let’s see the devil’s writ,
What have we here ? [ Reads.
The duke yet lives, that Henry shall defiose ; i
But him out-live, and die a violent death.
Why, this is just,
Aio te, Zacida, Romanos vincere frosse.
Well, to the rest:
Tell me, what fate awaits the duke of Suffolk 2
By water shall he die, and take his end.— -
What shall betide the duke of Somerset 2—
Let him shun castles ;
Safer shall he be ufion the sandy plains,
Than where castles mounted stand.
Come, come, my lords ;
‘These oracles are hardly attain’d,
And hardly understoed.
The king is now in progress toward Saint Albans,
With him, the husband of this lovely lady :
‘Thither go these news, as fast as horse can carry them ;
A sorry breakfast for my lord protector.

Buck. Yc;t(xr grace shall give me leave, my lord of

ork,
To be the post, in hope of his reward.
. York. At your pleasure, my good lord.—Who’s with-
in there, ho!
Enter a Servant.

Invite my lords of Salisbury, and Warwick,
To sup with me to-morrow night.—Away ! [Exeunt.
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, ACT 11

SCENE 1.—Saint Albans; | Enter~King Henny, Queen Mar-
GARET, GLOSTER, Cardinal, and SUFFOLK, with Falconers
hollaingn

Queen Margaret.

BELIEVE me, lords, for flying at the brook,8

Isaw not better sport these seven years’ day :

Yet, by your leave, the wind was very high ;

And, ten to one, old Joan had not gone out.?

K.Hen. But what a point, my lord, your falcon made,

And what a pitch she flew above the rest '—

To see how God in all his creatures works!

Yea, man and birds, are fain of climbing high.8
Suf. No marvel, an it like your majesty,

My lord protector’s hawks do tower so well ;

They know their master loves to be aloft,

And bears his thoughts above his falcon’s pitch.

Glo. My lord, ’tis but a base ignoble mind

That mounts no higher than a bird can soar.

Car. I thought as much ; he’d be above the clouds.
Glo. Ay, my lord cardinal ; How think you by that ?

Were it not good, your grace could fly to heaven ?
K.Hen. The treasury of everlasting joy™
Car. Thy heaven is on earth ; thine eyes and thoughts

Beat on a crown,® the treasure of thy (‘;ean. H

Pernicious protector, dangerous peer, u

That smooth’st it so with king and commonweal !

Glo. What, cardinal, is your priesthood grown pe-
rémptory ?

Tantene animis celestibusgire 2

i e. the wind was 30 high it was ten to one that the old hawk would
not have taken her flight at the game. PERCY.——The ancient books of
hawking do not enable me to decide the merits of this cxplanation. it may
yet be remarked, that the terms belonging to this once popular amasement
were in general settled with th- utmost precision ; and [ m:y at least ven.
ture to declare, that a mistress might have been kept at a cheaper rate than
a falcon. ‘To compound a medicine to cure one of these birds of worms, it
was necessary to destroy no fewer animals than a lamb, a culver, a pigeon, a
buck.and a cat. 1have this from the B-ake of Haukinge, bl.l. nodate.” STEE,

gl'_l Fain, fond. The word, as 1 am informed, is still uscd in Scotland. STE,

565 The falconer’s term for hawking at water-fowl.  JOHNS.
7

9] To bait, or beat (bathe) is a term in falconry. JOHNS.——To bathg,
and to beat, or bate, are distinct terms in this diversion. To bathe a hawk
;asbco wash his pln{n.\ge. To beat, orl bate, was to flutter with his wings,

0 brat on a crown, bowever, is equiv.lent toan expression still used—
Yammer, i.e. to work in the mind. STEEV. pr i

11 YOL, V.
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Churchmen so hot ? good uncle, hide such malice ;
With such holiness can you do it ?
Suf. No malice, sir ; no more than well becomes
So good a quarrel, and so bad a peer.
Glo. As who,\my\/lord?
Suf. Why, as you, my lord ;
An’t like your lordly lord-protectorship.
Glo. Why, Suffolk, England knows thine insolence.
Q.Mar. And thy ambition, Gloster.
K.Hen. 1 pr’ythee, peace, good queen ;
And whet not on these furious peers,
For blessed are the peace-makers on earth.
Car. Let me be blessed for the ‘ll)eace I make,
Against this proud protector, with my sword !
Glo. Faith, holy uncle, would ’twere come to that !
[Aside to the Cardinal.
Car. Marry, when thou dar’st. [Aside.
Glo. Make up no factious numbers for the matter,
In thine own person answer thy abuse. [Aside.
Car. Ay, where thou dar’st not peep : and if thou
dar’st,
This evening, on the east side of the grove. [Aside.
K.Hen. How now, my lords ?
Car. Believe me, cousin Gloster,
Had not your man put up the fowl so suddenly,
We had had more sport——Come with thy two-hand
sword.! [Aside to GLOSTER.
Glg. True, uncle.
Ca?P. Are you advis’d ?>—the east side of the grove ?
Glo. Cardinal, I am with you. {Aside.
K.Hen. Why, how now, uncle Gloster ?
Glo. Talking of hawking ; nothing else, my lord.—
Now, by God_’s mother, priest, Ill shave your crown for

this,
‘Or all my fence shall fail. [Aside.
Car. Medice teifisum ;
Protector, see to’t well, protect yourself. [Aside.
K.Hen. '{hz winds grow high ; so do your stomachs,
ords.

How irksome is this music to my heart !
When such strings jar, what hope of harmony ?
1 pray, my lords, let me compound this strife.

[1] The two-hand sword was sometimes call:d the long.sword, and in com-
‘mon use before the introduction of the rapier.  MAL.
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Enter an Inhabitant of Saint Albans,crying, A Miracle!

Glo. What means this noise?
Fellow, what miracle dost thou proclaim ?
Inhab. A mirvacle/! amiracle?
Suf. Come to the king, and tell him what miracle.
Inhab. Forsooth, a blind man at Saint Alban’s shrine,
Within this half hour, hath receiv’d his sight ;
A man, that never saw in his life before. :
K.Hen. Now, God be prais’d ! that to believing souls
Gives light in darkness, comfort in despair !

Enter the Mayor of Saint Albans, and his Brethren ;
and SIMPCOX, borne between two Personsin a chair ;
his Wife and a great Multitude following.

Car. Here come the townsmen on procession,

To present your highness with the man.
.Hen. Great is his comfort in this earthly vale,

Although by his sight his sin be multiply’d.

Glo. Stand by, my masters, bring him uear the king,
His highness’ pleasure is to talk with him.

K.Hen. Good fellow, tell us here the circumstance,
That we for thee may glorify the Lord.
What, hast thou been long blind, and now restor’d ?

Stmpi. Born blind, an’t please your grace.

Wife. Ay, indeed, was he.

Suf. What woman is this ?

ife. His wife, an’t like your worship.
Glo. Hadst thou been his mother, thou ecouldst, have
better told.

K. Hen. Where wert thou born ?

Simpi. At Berwick in the north, an’t like your grace.

K. Hen. Poor soul ! God’s goodness hath been great to
Let never day nor night unhallow’d pass, [thee :
But still remember what the Lord hath done.

Q.Mar. Tell me, .good fellow, cam’st thou here by

chance,

Or of devotion, to thisholy shrine ?

Simfi. God knows, of pure devotion ; being call’d
A hundred times, and oftner, in my sleep .
By good Saint Alban ; who said,—Simficox, come ;
Come, offer at my shrine, and I will helfi thee.

Wife. Most true, forsooth ; and many time and ofs
Myself have heard a voice to call him so,

Car. What, art thou lame?

Simp. Ay, God Almighty help me !
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Suf. How cam’st thou so ?

Simp. A fall off of a tree.

Wife. A plum-tree, master.

Glo. How long hast thou been blind ?

Simpr. O, born’so, master.

Glo. What, and wouldst climb a tree ?

Simpi. But that in all my life, when I was a youth.

Wife. Too true ; and bought his climbing very dear.

Glo. Mass, thou lov’dst plums well, that wouldst

venture so.

Sim. Alas,good master,my wife desir’d some damsons,
And made me climb, with danger of my life.

Glo. A subtle knave ! but yet it shall not serve.—
Let me see thine eyes :—wink now ;—now open them :—
In my opinion yet thou see’st not well.

Simpr. Yes, master, clear as day ; I thank God, and
Saint Alban.

Glo. Say’st thou me so? What colour is this cloak of ?

Simfi. Red, master ; red as blood.

Glo. Why, that’s well said : what colour is my gown of!

Simfi. Black, forsooth ; coal-black, as jet.

K.Hen. Why, then, thou know’st what colour jet is of ?

Suf. And yet, I think, jet did he never see.

Glo. But cloaks, and gowns, before this day, a mabny.

Wife. Never, befere this day, in all his life.

Glo. Tell me, sirrah, what’s my name ?

Simpr. Alas, master, I know not.

Glo. What'’s his name ?

Simp. 1 know not.

Glo. Nor his ?

Simfi. No, indeed, master.

Glo. What’s thine own name ?

Simpi. Saunder Simpcox, an if it please you, master.

Glo. Then, Saunder, sit thou there, the lyingest knave
In Christendom. If thou hadst been born blind,

Thou might’st as well have known our names, as thus
To name the several colours we do wear.

Sight may distinguish of colours ; but suddenly

Fo nominate them all, ’s impossible.—

My lords, Saint Alban here hath done a miracle ;
And would ye not think that cunning to be great,
That could restore this cripple to his legs ?

Simfi. O, master, that you could !

Glo. My masters of Saint Alban’s, have you not bea~
dles in your town, and things called whips ?
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May. Yes, my lord, if it please your grace.

Glo. Then send for one presently.

May. Sirrah, go fetch the beadle hither straight.

[£xit an Attendant.

Glo. Now fetch me a stool hither by and by. [A4
Stool brought out.]—Now, sirrah, if you mean to save
yourself from whipping, leap me over this stool, and
run away.

Simp. Alas, master, I am not able to stand alone :
You go about to torture me in vain.

Re-enter Attendant, with the Beadle.

Glo. Well, sir, we must have you find your legs,
Sirrah beadle, whip him till he leap over that same stool.

Bead. 1 will, my lord.—Come on, sirrah ; off with
your doublet quickly.

Simfi. Alas, master, what shall I do? I am not able

to stand.

[After the Beadle hath hit Aim once, Ae leafis over
the stool, and runs away ; and tAe freople follow,
and cry, A Miracle !

K.Hen. O, God, see’st thou this, and bear’st so Iong?

Q.Mar. It made me laugh, to see the villain run.

Glo. Follow the knave ; and take this drab away.

Wife. Alas, sir, we did it for pure need.

Glo. Let them be whipped through every market

town, till they come te Berwick, whence they came.
[Exeunt Mayor, Beadle, Wife, &'c.

Car. Duke Humphrey has done a miracle to day.

Suf. True ; made the lame to leap, and fly away.

Glo. But you have done more miraclesthan I; -

You made, in a day, my lord, whole towns to fly..

Enter BUCKINGHAM.

K.Hen. What tidings with our cousin Buckingham
Buck. Such as my heart doth tremble to unfold.
A sort of naughty persons, lewdly bent,3—
Under the countenance and confederacy
©Of lady Eleanor, the protector’s wife,
The ringleader and lread of all this rout,~—
Have practis’d dangerously against your state,
Dealing with witches, and with conjurers :
Whom we have apprehended in the fact ;

] Lewdly, in this place, and some others, does not signi )
‘?:ke‘“b sort is a?:mp'any, STEEV. ot signify wantonly,Bus

1% YOL. V.



28 SECOND PART OF 4c? 11,

Raising up wicked spirits from under ground,
Demanding of king Henry’s life and death,
And other of your highness’ privy council,
As more at large your grace shall understand.

Car. And so, my'lord 'protector; by this means
Your lady is forthcoming3 yet at London.

This news, I think, hath turn’d your weapon’s edge ;
*Tis like, my lord, you will not keep your hour.
) [Aside to GLOSTER.

Glo. Ambitious churchman, leave to afflict my heart!
Sorrow and grief have vanquish’d all my powers :

And, vanquish’d as I am, I yield to thee,
Or to the meanest groom.

K .Hen.O God, what mischiefs work the wicked ones ;
Heaping confusion on their own heads thereby !

Q.Mar. Gloster, see here the tainture of thy nest ;
And, look, thyself be faultless, thou wert best.

Glo. Madam, for myself, to heaven I do appeal,
How I have lov’d my king, and commonweal :

And, for my wife, I know not how it stands ;
Sorry I am to hear what I have heard :
Noble she is ; but if she have forgot

Honour, and virtue, and convers'd with such
As, like to pitch, defile nobility,

I banish her, my bed, and company ;

And give her, as a prey, tolaw, and shame,
That hath dishonour’d Gloster’s honest name.

K.Hen. Well, for this night, we will repose us here :
To-morrow, toward London, back again, N
To look into this business thoroughly,

‘And call these foul offenders to their answers ;

And poise the cause in justice’ equal scales,

Whose beam stands sure, whose rightful cause pre-
vails. [Flourish. Exeun?.

SCENE II

London. The Duke of York’s Garden. Enter York, SALIS-
BURY, and WARWICK,
York, Now, my good lords of Salisbury and Warwick,
Our simple supper ended, give me leave,
In this close walk, to satisfy myself,
In craving your opinion of my title,
Which is infallible, to England’s crown.
Sal.. My lord, I long to hear it at full.

{3] That is, Your lady is in cpstody. JOHNS.
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War. Sweet York, begin : and if thy claim be good,
The Nevils are thy subjects to command.
?ork. Then thus:
Edward the Third, my/lords, had)seven sons :
The first, Edward the Black Prince, prince of Wales ;
The second, William of Hatfield ; and the third,
Lionel, duke of Clarence ; next to whom,
Was John of Gaunt, the duke of Lancaster :
The fifth, was Edmond Langley, duke of York ;
The sixth, was Thomas of Woodstock, duke of Gloster ;
William of Windsor was the seventh, and last.
Edward, the Black Prince, died before his father ;
And left behind him Richard, his only son,
Who, after Edward the Third’s death, reign’d as king ;
Till Henry Bolingbroke, duke of Lancaster,
The eldest son and heir of John of Gaunt,
Crown’d by the name of Henry the Fourth,
Seiz’d on the realm ; depos’d the rightful king ;
Sent his poor queen to France, from whence she came,
And him to Pomfret ; where, as all you know,
Harmless Richard was murder’d traiterously.

War. Father, the duke hath told the truth™;
Thus got the house of Lancaster the crown.

York. Which now they hold by force, and not by right ;
For Richard, the first son’s heir being dead,
The issue of the next son should have reign’d.

Sal. But William of Hatfield died without an heir.

York. The third son,duke of Clarence,(from whose line
I claim the crown,) had issue—Philippe, a daughter,
Who married Edmund Mortimer, earl of March,
Edmund had issue—Roger, earl of March :
Roger had issue—Edmund, Anne, and Eleanor.

!, This Edmund, in the reign of Bolingbroke,

As I have read, laid glaim unto the crown ; ;
And, but for Owen Glendower, had been king,
Who kept him in captivity, till he died.
But, to the rest. ,

York. His eldest sister, Anne,
My mother being heir unto the crown,
Married Richard, earl of Cambridge ; who was soh
To Edmund Langley, Edward the Third’s fifth son.
By her I claim the kingdom : she was heir
T'o Roger, earl of March ; who was the son
Qf Edmund Mortimer ; who married Philippe,
Sole davghter unto Lionel, duke of Clarente :
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So, if the issue of the elder son
- Succeed before the younger, I am king.

War. What plain proceedings are more plain thanthis?

Henry doth claim the crown from John of Gaunt,

‘The fourth son ; York claims it from the third.

Till Lionel’s issue fails, his should not reign :

It fails not yet ; but flourishes in thee,

And in thy sons, fair slips of such a stock.—

Then, father Salisbury, kneel we both together ;

And, ih this private plot,4 be we the first,

That shall salute our rightful sovereign

With honour of his birthright to the crown.
Both.Longlive our sovereign Richard, England’s king *
York. We thank you, lords. But I am not your king

Till I be crown’d ; and that my sword be stain’d;

With heart-blood of the house of Lancaster :

And that’s not suddenly to be perform’d ;

But with advice, and silent secrecy.

Do you, as I do, in these dangerous days,

Wink at the duke of Suffolk’s insolence,

At Beaufort’s pride, at, Somerset’s ambition,

At Buckingham, and all the crew of them,

Till they have snar’d the shepherd of the flock,

That virtuous prince, the good duke Humphrey :’

’Tis that they seek ; and they, in seeking that,

Shall find their deaths, if York can prophecy.
Sal. My:lord, break we off ; we know your mind at full.
War. My heart assures me, that the earl of Warwick

Shall one day make the duke of York a king.
York. And, Nevil, this I do assure myself,—

" Richard shall live to make the earl of Warwick
‘The greatest man in Eungland, but the king, [Exeunt

SCENE III,

The same. A Hall of Justice. Trumpets sounded.
Enter King HENRY, Queen MARGARET, GrLos-
TER, YORK, SUFFOLK, and SALISBURY ; the Duch-
ess of GLOSTER, MARGERY JOURDAIN, SouTH-
WELL, HuME, and BoLINGBROKE, under guard.

K.Hen. Stand forth, dame Eleanor Cobham, Gles-
ter's wife :
Tn sight of God, and us, your guilt is great ;

{4] Sequestered spet of ground.  MAL.
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Receive the sentence of the law, for sins
Such as by God’s book are adjudg’d to death.—
You four, from hence to prison back again ;
[Zo JourbD. &.
From thence, urtothe placelof execution:
The witch in Smithfield shall be burn’d to ashes,
And you three shall be strangled on the gallows.—
You, madam, for you are more nobly born,
Despoiled of your honour in your life,
Shall, after three days’ open penance done,
Live in your country here, in banishment,
With sir John Stanley, in the isle of Man.
Duch. Vgelcome is banishment, welcome were my
eath. :
Glo. Eleanor, the law, thou seest, hath judged thee ;
I cannot justify whom the law condemns.—
Exe. the Duchess,and the other Prisoners, guarded.
ine eyes are full of tears, my heart of grief.
Ah, Humphrey, this dishonour in thine age
Will bring thy head with sorrow to the ground !—
I beseech your majesty, give me leave to go ;
Sorrow would solace, and mine age would ease.5
K. Hen. Stay, Humphrey duke of Gloster: ere thou go,
Give up thy staff ; Henry will to himself
Protector be ; and Ged shall be my hope,
My stay, my guide, and lantern to my feet ;
And go in peace, Humphrey ; no less belov’d,
Thanr when thou wert protector to thy king.
Q.Mar. 1 see no reason, why a king of years
Should be to be protected like a child.— -
God and king Henry govern England’s helm :
Give up your stuff, sir, and the kinghis realm.
Glo. My staff ?—here, noble Henry, is my staff :
As willingly do I the same resign,
As e’er thy father Henry made it mine ;
And even as willingly at thy feet I leave it,
As others would ambitiously receive it.
Farewell, good king: When I am dead and gone,
May honourable peace attend thy throne ! [Exit.
.Mar. Why, now is Henry king, and Margaret

queen ;
And Humphrey, duke of Gloster, scarce himself,
That bears so shrewd a maim ; two palls at once,—

£5) i e.sorrow would have, sorrow requires solace, and age rcqtlﬂsﬁ l:;?e.’
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His lady banish’d, and a limb lopp’d off ;
This staff of honour raught :6—There let it stand,
Where it best fits to be, in Henry’s hand.

Suf. ‘Thus droops this lofty pine, and hangs hissprays;
Thus Eleanor’s'pride dies/in hér/yoangest days.

York. Lords, let him go.7—Please it your majesty,
This is the day appointed for the combat ;
And ready are the appellant and defendant,
The armourer and his man, to enter the lists,
So please your highuess to behold the fight.

.Mar. Ay, good my lord ; for purposely therefore

Left I the court, to see this quarrel tried.

K. Hen. O’ God’s name, see the lists and all things fit ;
Here let them end it, and God defend the right !

York. I never saw a fellow worse bested,?
Or more afraid to fight, than is the appellant,
‘The servant of this armourer, my lords.

Enter, on one side, HoRNER, and his Neighbours,
drinking to him so much that he is drunk ; and he
enters bearing his staff with a sand-bag fastened to
it ;% a drum before him : at the other side, PETER,
with a drum and a similar staff ; accompanied by
Prentices drinking to him,

1 Neigh. Here, neighbour Horaer, I drink to you ina
cup of sack ; And fear not, neighbour, you shall do well

enouﬁ/l.\.
2 Neigh. And here, neighbour, here’s a cup of char-
neco.*

3 MNeigh. And here’s a pot of good -double beer,
neighbour : drink, and fear not your man.

or. Let it come, i’faith, and I’ll pledge you all ;

And a fig for Peter !

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

{6] Raught is the ancient Freterize of the verb reach. STEEV.—=Rather
raft, or reft, the preterite of reave ; unless reached were ever used with the
sense of arracher, Fr. i.e. to snatch, take or pull violently away. RITSON.

'[!13 i.e. Let him ’P“ out of your thoughts. Duke Humphrey had already
lett the stage. STEEV. (8] Ina worse plight. ~JOHNS.

[9] As, according to the old laws of duels, knights were to fight with the
lance and sword ; 80 those of inferior rank fought with an ebon staff or bat-
toon, to the farther end of which was fixed a bag crammed hard with sand.
To this custom Hudibras has alluded in these humorous lines :

*¢ Engag’d with money.bags, as bold
‘“ As men with sand-bags did of old.”” WARB.
1] A common name for a sort oig sweet wine, Charneco is the name of a
vi near Lisbop, where this wine was made. STEEV.

\
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2 Pren. Be merry, Peter, and fear not thy master ;
fight for credit of the prentices.

Peter. 1 thank you all : drink, and pray for me, I
pray you ; for, I think, I bave taken my last draught in
this world.—Here, 'Robin, ‘an’if -¥'die;'I give thee my
apron ; and, Will, thou shalt have my hammer :—and
here, Tom, take all the money that I have.—O Lord,
bless me, I pray God ! for I am never able to deal with
my master, he hath learnt so much fence already.

Sal. Come, leave your drinking, and fall to blows.—
Sirrah, what’s thy name ?

Peter. Peter, forsooth.

Sal. Peter ! what more?

Peter. Thump.

Sal. Thump ! then see thou thump thy master well.

Hor. Masters, I am come hither, as it were, upon
my man’s instigation, to prove him a knave, and myself
an honest man : and touching the duke of York,—will
take my death, I never meant him any ill, nor the king,
nor the queen: And therefore, Peter, have at thee
with a downright blow, as Bevis of Southampton fell
upon Ascapart.?

York. Despatch :—this knave’s tongue begins to

double.
Sound trumpets, alarum to the combatants.
[Alarum. They fight, and PETER strikes down
his Master.
Hor. Hold, Peter, hold ! I confess, I confess treason.
[Dies.

York. Take away his weapon :—Fellow, thank God,
and the good wine in thy master’s way.

Peter. O God! have I overcome mine enemies in
this presence ? O Peter, thou hast prevailed in right !

K.Hen. Go, take hence that traitor from our sight ;
For, by his death, we do perceive his guilt :2
Ana God, in justice, hath reveal’d tous
The truth and innocence of this poor fellow,

{1] Ascaparte—the giant of the story~a name familiar to our ancestors,
as mentioned by Dr. Donne :
«« Those Ascaparts, men big enough to throw
¢ Charing-cross for a bar,”” &ec. OHNS.
The figures of these combatants are still preserved on the gates of South-
ampton. STEEV. .
[2] According to the ancient use of the duel, the vanquished person fiot
only lost his life but his reputation, and his death was always regarded as 2
certain evidence of his guilt.  JOHNS.
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Which he had thought to have murder’d wrongfally.—
Come, fellow, follow us for thy reward. [Exeunt.
SCENE 1V:
The same. A Street. Enter GLOSTER and Servants, in
mourning Cloaks.

Glo. Thus, sometimes, hath the brightest day a cloud ;
And, after summer, evermore succeeds
Barren winter, with his wrathful nip&:ing cold :
So cares and joys abound, as seasons fleet.3
—Sirs, what’s o’clock ?

Serv. Ten, my lord.

Glo. Ten is the hour that was appointed me,
To watch the coming of my punish’d duchess :
Unneath4 may she endure the flinty streets,
To tread them with her tender-feeling feet.
Sweet Nell, ill can thy noble mind abrook
The abject people, gazing on thy face,
With envious looks still laughing at thy shame ;
That erst did follow thy proud chariot wheels,
When thou didst ride in triumph through the streets.
But, soft ! I think, she comes ; and [’ll prepare
My tear-stain’d eyes to see her miseries.

Enter the Duchess of GLOSTER, in a white sheet, with
faters pinn’d upon her back, her feet bare, and a
tafier burning in her hand ; with Sir JonN STAN-
LEY, a Sheriff,and Officers.

Serv. So please your grace, we’ll take her from the
sheriff.
Glo. No, stir not, for your lives ; let her pass by.

* Duch. Come you, my lord, to see my open shame ?

Now thou dost penance too. Look, how they gaze !

See, how the giddy multitude do point,

And nod their heads, and throw their eyes on thee !

Ah, Gloster, hide thee from their hateful looks ;

And, in thy cleset pent up, rue my shame,

And ban thine enemies, both mine and thine.

Glo. Be patient, gentle Nell ; fortget this grief.
Duch. Ah, Gloster, teach me to forget myself :

{31 To fleet is to change. STEEV —Dr. _Lohnson supposes to fleet (as
here used) to be the same as to fii¢ ; thatis, to be in a flux or transient state,
to pass away. MAL.

&zlm Eath is the ancient word for ease or easy, and is thus used by Spenser .
Uneath is commonly used by the same author for ns¢ eqsi/ly. STEEV.
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For, whilst I think I am thy married wife,
And thou a prince, protecter of this land,
Methinks, I should not thus be led along,
Mail’d up in shame,® with papers on my back;
And follow’d with'a'rabble, that ‘rejoice
To see my tears, and hear my deep-fet groans.®
The ruthless flint doth cut my tender feet ;
And, when I start, the envious people laugh,
And bid me be advised how I tread.
Ah, Humphrey, can I bear this shameful yoke ?
Trow’st thou, that e’er I’ll look upon the world ;
Or count them happy, that enjoy the sun ?
No ; dark shall be my light, and night my day ;
To think upon my pomp, shall be my hell.
Sometime I'll say, I am duke Humphrey’s wife ;
And he a prince, and ruler of the land :
Yet so he rul’d, and such a prince he was,
As he stood by, whilst I, his forlorn duchess,
Was made a wonder, and a pointing-stock,
To every idle rascal follower.
But be thou mild, and blush not at my shame ;
Nor stir at nothing, till the axe of death
Hangs over thee, as, sure, it shortly will. §
For Suffolk,—he that can do all in all
With her, that hateth thee, and hates us all,—
And York, and impious Beaufort, that false priest,
Have all lim’d bushes to betray thy wings,
And, fly thou how thou canst, they’ll tangle thee :
But fear not thou, until thy foot be snar’d,
Nor never seek prevention of thy foes.

Glo. Ah, Nell, forbear; thou aimest all awry ;
‘I must offend, before I be attainted :
And had I twenty times so many foes,
And each of them had twenty times their power,
All these could not procure me any scathe,?
So long as I am loyal, true, and crimeless.
Would’st have me rescue thee from this reproach ?
Why, yet thy scandal were not wip'd away,
But I'in danger for the bremch of law.
Thy greatest help is quiet,® gentle Nell :

[5] Wrapped up ; bundled up in disgrace ; alluding to the sheet of pen-
anc) VW iObdsy P61 1. & decpfoichod.® CeTEEY o Pen
[7) Scathe is harm, or mischief. Chaucer, Spenser, and all our ancient
w?atjev},hare_ uent in thdelr use gg !:;il word. h TEEV. f n
e t has not endeavour: raise much com, 101 -

15, who indced saffored but wha sbe had deserved. - JORNSC" ¢ o

12 VOL, V.
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I pray thee, sort thy heart to patience ;
These few days’ wonder will be quickly worn.

Enter a Herald.
Her. Isummon your grace to his majesty’s parlia-
ment, holden at Bury the first of this-next mouth.
Glo. And my consent ne’er ask’d herein before !
This is close dealing.—Well, I will be there. [ Ex. Her-
My Nell, I take my leave :—and, master sheriff,
Let not her penance exceed the king’s commission.
She. An’t please your grace,here my commission stays :
And sir John Stanley is appointed now
To take her with him to the isle of Man.
Glo. Must you, sir John, protect my lady here ?
Stan. So am Igiven in charge, may’t please your grace.
Glo. Entreat not her the worse, in that I pray
You use her well : the world may laugh? again ;
And I may live to do you kindness, if
You do it her. Aud so, sir John, farewell.
Duch. What gone, my lord ; and bid me not farewell ?
Glo. Witness my tears, I cannot stay to speak.
{Exeunt GLOSTER and Servanis.
Duck. Art thou gone too 1 All comfort go with thee !
For none abides with me : my joy is—death ;
Death, at whose name [ oft have been afear’d,
Because I wish’d this world’s eternity.—
- Stanley, I pr’ythee, go, and take me hence ;
I care not whither, for I beg no favour,
Only convey me where thou art commanded.
Stan. Why, madam, that is to the isle of Man ;
There to be used according to your state.
Duch. That’s bad enough, for I am but reproach :
And shall I then be us’d reproachfully ?
Stan. Like to a duchess, and duke Humphrey’s lady,
According to that state you shall be used.
Duch. Sheriff, farewell, and better than I fare ;
Although thou hast been conduct of my shame !
Sher. 1t is my office ; and, madam, pardon me.
Duch. Ay, ay, farewell ; thy office is discharg'd.—
Come, Stanley, shall we go ?*
Stan. Madam, your penance done, throw off this sheet,
And go we to attire you for our journey.
Duch. My shame will not be shifted with my sheet :
No, it will hang upon my richest robes,

9] i. e. The world may look again favourably opon me»  JOHNS¢
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And show itself, attire me how I can.
6o, lead the way ; Ilong tosee my prison.* [Exeunt.

ACT IIL

SCENE 1.—The Abbey at Bury. Enter to the Parliament,
King Henry, Queen MARGARET, Cardinal BEAuroORT,
SurrFoLK, YORK, BUCKINGHAM, and others.

) King Henry.
1 MUSE, my lord of Gloster is not come :
'Tis not his wont to be the hindmost man,
Whate’er occasion keeps him {from us now.
Q.Mar. Can you not see ? or will you not observe
The strangeness of his alter’d ¢ »untenance ?

With what a1 rimself ;

How insolent « e,

How proud, p« like himself ?

We know the 3 mild and affable ;
And, if we did >ff look,
Immediately b nee,

That all the c for submission :
But meet him the morn,

When every o me of day,

He knits his b..w, a..a snow. .n angry eye,
And passeth by with stiffunbowed knee,
Disdaining duty that to us belongs.

Small curs are not regarded, when they grin ;
But great men tremble, when the lion roars ;
And Humphrey is no little man in England.
First, note, that he is near you in descent ;
And should you fall, he is the next will mount.
Me seemeth? then, it is no policy,—
Respectipg what a rancorous mind he bears,
And his advantage following your decease,—
That he should come about your royal person,
Or be admitted to your highness’ council.

By flattery hath he won.the commons’ hearts ;
And, when he please to make commotion,
’Tis to be fear’d, they all will follow him.

(1] This impatience of a high spirit is very nmatural. It is nct so dreadfal
to be imprisoned, as itis desirable in a state of disgrace to be sheltered from
the s]cqrn ;:: gazer:i‘ JOHNS. " tical th hinks, whith

2] i.e. It scemeth to me; a word more grammatical than methinks, w!
1.1 Enow oot how, Intvaded saio T plice.  JOHNS. ’
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Now ’tis the spring, and weeds are shallow-rooted ;
Suffer them now, and they’ll o’ergrow the garden,
And choke the herbs for want of husbandry.
The reverent care, I bear unto my lord,
Made me collectd these-dapgers-in the duke.
If it be fond,#4 call it a woman’s fear ;
Which fear if better reasons can supplant,
T will subscribe and say—I wrong’d the duke.
My lord of Suffolk,—Buckingham,—and York,—
Reprove my allegation, if you can ;
Or else conclude my words effectual.
Suf. Well hath your highness seen into this duke’; .
And, had I first been put to speak my mind,
I think, I should have told your grace’s tale.:
The duchess, by his subornation,
Upon my life, began herd "~ °
Or if he were not privy to
Yet, by reputing of his hig
(As next the king, he was
And such high vaunts of h
Did instigate the bedlam |
By wicked means to fram

Smooth runs the water, w eep ;
And in his simple show he
The fox barks not, when h. ... amb.

No, no, my sovereign.; Gloster is a man
Unsounded yet, and full of deep deceit.
Car. Did he not, contrary.to form of law,
Devise strange deaths for small offencesigone ?
York. And did he not, in his protec ip,
Levy great sums of money through the realm,
For soldiers’ pay in France, and never sent it ?
By means whereof, the towns each day revolted.
~ Buck. Tut! these are petty faults to faults unknown,
Which timehwill bring to light in smooth duke Hum-
phrey. .
K.Hen. My lords, at once : The care you have of us,
To mow down thorns that would annoy our foot,
Is worthy praise : But shall I speak my conscience ?
Our kinsman Gloster is as innocent
From meaning treason to our royal person,
As is the sucking lamb, or harmless dove :
The duke is virtuous, mild ; and too well given,

¥ i.¢. assembdle by observation, (4] i.c, weak, foolish. STEEV.
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To dream on evil, or to work my downfall. *
Q.Mar. Ah, what’s more dangerous than this fond
affiance !
Seems he a doyve ?, his feathers-are but borrow’d,
For he’s disposed as the hateful raven.
Is he a lamb ? his skin is surely Ient him,
For he’s inclin’d as are the ravenous wolves.
Who cannot steal a shape, than means deceit ?
Tuke heed, my lord ; the welfare of us all
Hangs on the catting short that fraudful man.. -

Enter SOMERSET.
Som. All health unto my gracious sovereign !
K.Hen. Welcome, lord Somerset. What news from
France ?

Som. That all your interest in those territories
Is utterly bereft you ; allis lost. .

K.Hen. %(;ld news, lord Somerset : But God’s will be

ne !

York. Cold news for me ; for I had hope of France,
As firmly as I hope for fertile England.

Thus are my blossoms blasted in the bud,
And caterpillars eat my leaves away :
But I will remedy this gears ere long,
Or sell my title for a glorious grave. [Aaide’,.
Enter GLOSTER»
Glo. All happiness unto my lord the king!
Pardon, my liege, that I have staid so long.

Suf. Nay, Gloster, know, that thou art come too soon,
Unless thou wert more loyal than thou art :

I do arrest thee of high treason here.

Glo. Well, Suffolk, yet thou shalt not see me blush
Mor change my countenance for this arress ; '
A heart unspotted is not easily daunted.

The purest spring is not so free from mud,
As I am clear from treason to my sovereign :
Who can accuse me ? wherein am I guilty ?
York. ’Tis thought, my lord, that you took bribes of
France, :
And, being protector, staied the soldiers’ pay ;
By means whereof, his highness hath lost France.

Glo. Is it but thought so? What are they that think it?
I never robb’d the soldiers of their pay,

Nor ever had one penny bribe from France.

5] Gear was a general word for shings or mattera.  JOHNS.
12* VOL. V.
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So help me God, as I have watch’d the night,—
Ay, night by night,—in studying good for England !
That doit that e’er I wrested from the king,
Or any groat I hoarded to my] use,
Be brought against me at my trial day !
No! many a pound of mine own proper store,
Because I would not tax the needy commons,
. Have I disbursed to the garrisons,
And never ask’d for restitution.
Car. It serves you well, my lord, to say so much.
Glo. I say no more than truth, so help me God !
York. In your protectorship, you did devise
Strange tortures gor offenders, never heard of,
That England was defam’d by tyranny.
Glo.Why,’tis well known,that whiles I was protector,
Pity was all the fault that was in me ; :
For I should melt at an offender’s tears,
And lowly words were ransome for their fault.
Unless it were a bloody murderer,
Or foul felonious thief that fleec’d poor passengers,
1 never gave them céndign punishment : :
Murder, indeed, that bloody sin, I tortur’d
Above the felon, or what trespass else.

Syf. My lord, these faults are easy, ! quickly answer’d:

But mightier crimes are laid unto your charge,

Whereof you canndt easily purge yourself.

1 do arrest you in his highness’ name ;

And here commit you to my lord cardinal

To keep, until your further time of trial. ‘
K.Hen. My lord of Gloster, ’tis my special hopé,

That you will clear yourself from all suspects ;

My conscience tells me, you are innocernt. :

‘élo. Ab, gracious lord, these days are dangerous ¢
ittue is chok’d with foul ambition,

And charity chas’d hence by rancotir’s hand ;

Foul subornation is predominant,

And equity exfl’d your highness’ 1and. .

T know, their complot is to have my life ;

And, if my death might make this island happy,

And prove the period of their tyranny,

I would expemrit with all willingness :

But mine is made the prologue to their play ;

For thousands more, that yet suspect no peril,

<

[1] This word no doabs, means sasily. RITSON.

.
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Will not conclude their plotted tragedy.
Beaufort’s red sparkling eyes blab his heart’s malice,
And Suffolk’s cloudy brow his smm{ hate ;
Sharp Buckingham unburdens with his tongue
The envious load that lies upon ‘his heart ;
And dogged York, that reaches at the moon, -
Whose overweening arm I have pluck’d back, .
By false accuse3 doth level at my life :—
And you, my sovereign lady, with the rest,
Causeless have laid disgraces on my head ;
And, with your best endeavour, have stirr’d up
My liefest3 liege to be mine enemy :— :
Ay, all of you have l4id your heads together,
M);'self had notice of your conventicles,
I shall not want false witness to condemn me,
Nor store of treasons to augment my guilt ;
The ancient proverb will be well affected,—
A staff is quickly found to beat a dog.
Car. My liege, his railing is intoléfable :
1f those that care to keep your royal person
From treason’s secret knife, and traitors’ rage,
Be thus upbraided, chid, and rated at,
And the offender granted scope of speech,
?Twill make them cool in zeal unto your grace.
Suf. Hath he not twit our sovereign lady here,
With ignominious words, though clerkly couch’d, -
As if she had suborned some to swear
False allegations to o’erthrow his state ?
Q.Mar. But I can give the loser leave to chide.
Glo. Far truer spoke, than meant : I lose, indeed ;~
Beshrew the winners, for they played me false !
And well such losers may have leave tq speak.
Buck. He'll wrest the sense, and hold us here all day :
—Lord cardinal, he is your prisoner.

Car. Sirs, take away the duke, and guard him sure.
Glo. Ah, thus king Henry throws away his crutch,
Before his legs be firm to bear hisbody : . .

Thus is the shepherd beaten from thy side,
And wolves are gnarling who shall gnaw thee first.
Ah, that my fear were false ! ah, that it were !
For, good king Henry, thy decay I fear.
[Exeunt Attendants, witk GLOSTER.
K.Hen. My lords, what to your wisdoms seemeth best,
Do, or undo, as if ourself were here.

2] Le. accusation. STEEV. {3) Liefest is dearest. JOHNS.
*
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Q.Mar.What,will your highness leave the parliament 2.
K.Hen. Ay, Margaret, my heart is drown’d with grief,
Whose flood begins to flow within mine eyes ; )
My body round engirt, with misery, ; _
For what’s more miserable than discontent ?em.
Ah, uncle Humphrey ! in thy face I see
The map of honour, truth, and loyalty ;
And yet, good Humphrey, is the hour to come,
That e’er 1 prov’d thee false, or fear’d thy faith.
What low’ring star now envies thy estate,
That these great lords, and Margaret our queen,
Do seek subversion of thy harmless life ? .
Thou never didst them wrong, nor no man wrong
And as the butcher takes away the calf,
And binds the wretch, and beats it when it strays,
Bearing it to the bloody slaughter-house ;
Even so, remorseless, have they borne him hence.-
And as the dam runs lowing up and down,
Looking the way her harmless young one went,
And can do nought but wail her darling’s loss ;
Even so myself bewails good Gloster’s case,
With sad unhelpful tears ; and with dimm’d eyes
Look after him, and cannot do him good ;
So mighty are his vowed enemies.
His fortunes I will weep ; and, twixt each groan,

Say— Who's a traitor, Gloster ke is none. [Exit:
Q.Mar. Free lords,? cold snow melts with the sun’s
. hot beams.

Henry my lord is cold in great affairs,
'Too full of foolish pity : and Gloster’s show
Beguiles him, as the mournful erocodile
With sorrow snares relenting passengers ;
Or as the snake, roll’d in a flowering bank, .
With shining checker’d slough, doth sting a child,
That, for the beauty, thinks it excellent. .
Believe me, lords, were none more wise than I,
And yet, herein, I judge mine own wit good,)
his Gloster should be quickly rid the world,
To rid us from the fear we have of him.

Car. That he should die, is worthy policy ;
But yet we want a colour for his death :
*Tis meet, he be condemn’d by course of law.

Syuf. But, in my mind, that were no policy :

By this she mean be by th 1 ,
S B R S e sduel) you who are ng

o

world, and know how to liven ~ W. N
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The king will labour still to save his life,

The commons haply rise to save his life ;

And yet we have but trivial argument, .

More than mistrust, that shows him worthy death.
York. So that,’by'this, yoo'would'not-bave him die.
Suf. Ah, York, no man alive so fain as I.

York. *Tis York that hath more reason for his death.
—But, my lord cardinal, and you, my lord of Suffolk,~
Say as you think, and speak it from your souls,—
Wer't not all one, an empty eagle were set
To guard the chicken from a hungry kite,

As place duke Humphrey for the king’s protector ?
Q.Mar. So the poor chicken should be sure of death.
Suf. Madam, ’tis true : and wer’t not madness them,

To make the fox surveyor of the fold ?

Who being accus’d a crafty murderer,

His guilt should be but idly posted over,

Because his purpose is not executed.

No ; let him die, in that he is a fox,

By nature prov’d an enemy to the flock,

Before his chaps be stain’d with crimson blood ;

As Humphrey, prov’d by reasons, to my liege.4

And do not stand on quillets, how to slay him :

Be it by gins, by snares, by subtilty,

Sleeping, or waking, ’tis no matter how,

So he be dead ; for that is good deceit

Which mates him first, that first intends deceit.5 .
Q.Mar. Thrice-noble Suffolk, ’tis resolutely spoké.
Suf. Not resolute, except so much were done ;

For things are often spoke, and seldom meant :

.But, that my heart accordeth with my tongue,—

Seeing the deed is meritorious, .

And to preserve my sovereign from his foe,—-

Say but the word, and I will be his priest.s
Car. But I would have him dead, my lord of Suffolk,

The meaning of the speaker is not hard to be discovered, but his ex-
Egion is very mngch rplel;:ed. He means that the fox may be lawfu)ly kil-
ed. as being known to E: by nature an enemy to sheep, even before he hus ac-
tually killeﬁ them; so Hamphrey may be properly destroyed, as being proved
y arguments to be the king’s enemy, before he has committed any actual
crime.  JOHNS. - N
{5) Mates him, means—that first puts an end ro his moving. To mateis
ateérm in chess, used when the King is stopped from moving, and an end pat
to the game. PERCY.—mm=Mates him, means confounds him ; from amatir or
mater. Fr. Tomatr is no termin chess. Check mate, the term alluded to, is
a corruption of the Persian schah mat ; the king is killed. RITSON.
(6] I'will be the attendant on his last scene ; 1 will be the Jast man whom
he will sec.  JOHNS,
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Ere you can take due orders for a priest :
Say, you consent, and censure well the deed,?
And DI’ll provide his executioner,
I tender so the safety of my liege,
Suf. Here is my hand, the deed is' worthy doing.
Q.Mar. And sosay I.
York. And I: and now we three have spoke it,
It skills not® greatly who impugus our doom.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Great lords, from Ireland am I come amaip,
To signify—that rebels there are up,
And put the Englishmen unto the sword :
Send succours, lords, and stop the rage betime,
Before the wound do grow incurable ;
For, being green, there is great hope of help.

Car. A breach, that craves a quick expedient stop:
‘What counsel give you in this weighty cause ?

York. That Somerset be sent as regent thither :
>Tis meet, that lucky ruler be employ’d ;
Witness the fortune he hath had in France.

Som. If York, with all his far-fet policy,
Had been the regent there instead of me,
He never would have staid in France so long.

York. No, not to lose it all, as thou hast done :
I rather would have lost my life betimes,
Than bring a burden of dishonour home,
By staying there so long, till all were lost.
Show me one scar charicter’d on thy skin :
Men’s flesh preserv’d so whole, do seldom win.

Q.Mar. Nay then, this spark will prove a raging fire,
If wind and fuel be brought to feed it with :—
No more, good York ;—sweet Somerset, be still ;—
Thy fortune, York, hadst thou been regent there,
Might.happily have prov’d far worse than his.

ork. What, worse than naught ? nay, then a shame
take all !

Som. And, in the number, thee; that wishest shame !

Car. My lord of York, try what your fortune is.
‘The uncivil Kernes of Ireland are in arms,
And temper clay with blood of Englishmen :
To Ireland will you lead a band of men,
Collected choicely, from each county some,

{7) i.e. approve the deed, judge the deed good. OHNS?
il B m: not==it s of no isnpm-mnce.K JOUNS:
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And try your hap against the Irishmen ?
York. I will, my lord, so please his majesty.
Suf., Why, our authority is his consent ;
And, what we do establish, he confirms :
Then, noble York; take thoa|this task[in hand.
York. I am content : Provide me soldiers, lords,
Whiles I take order for mine own affairs.
Suf. A charge, lord York, that I will see perform’d.
But now return we to the false duke Humphrey.
Car. No more of him ; for I will deal with him,
‘That, henceforth, he shall trouble us no more.
And so break off ; the day is almost spent :
Lord Suffolk, you and I must talk of that event.
York. My lord of Suffolk, within fourteen days,
At Bristol I expect my soldiers ;
For there I’ll ship them all for Ireland.
Suf. I’ll see it truly done, my lord of York.
[£xeunt all but Yorx.
York. Now, York, or never, steel thy fearful thoughts,
And change misdoubt to resolution :
Be that thou hop’st to be ; or what thou art
Resign to death, it is not worth the enjoying :
Let pale-fac’d fear keep with the mean-born man,
And find no harbour in a royal heart.
Faster than spring-time showers, comes thought on
thought ;
And not a thought, but thinks on dignity.
My brain, more busy than the labouring spider,
Weaves tedious snares to trap mine enemies.
Well, nobles, well, ’tis politickly done,
To send me packing with an host of men :
I fear me, you but warm the starved snake,
Who, cherish’d in your breasts, will sting your hearfg.
>Twas men I lack’d, and you will give them me :
I take it kindly : yet, be well assur’d
You put sharp weapons in a madman’s hands.
Whiles 1 in Ireland nourish a mighty band,
I will stir up in England some black storm, _
Shall blow ten thousand souls to heaven, or hell :
And this fell tempest shall not cease to rage
Until the golden circuit on my head,
Like to the glorious sun’s transparent beams,
Do calm the fury of this mad-bred flaw.?

{93 Fland  a sodden violent gust of wind,  JOHNS;
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" And, for a minister of my intent, 4
I have seduc’d a head-strong Kentishman,
John Cade of Ashford,
To make commotion, as full well he can,
Under the title of John Mortimer.
In Ireland have 'T'seen-this stubborn' Cade
Oppose himself against a troop of Kernes ;
And fought so long,® till that his thighs with darts
Were almost like a sharp-quill’d porcupine :
And, in the end being rescu’d, I have seen him
Caper upright like a wiid Mérisco,2
Shaking the Lloody darts, as he his bells.
Full often, like a shag-hair’d crafiy Kerne,
Hath he conversed with the enemy ;
And undiscover’d come to me again,
And given me notice of their villanies.
This devil here shall be my substitute ;
For that John Mortimer, which now is dead,
In face, in gait, in speech, he doth resemble :
By this I shall perceive the commons’ mind,
How they affect the house and claim of York.
Say, he be taken, rack’d, and tortured ;
I know, no Eain they can inflict upon him,
Will make him say—I mov’d him to those arms.
Say, that he thrive, (as ’tis great like he will,)
Why, then from Ireland I come with my strength,
And reap the harvest which that rascal sow’d :
For, Humphrey being dead, as he shall be,
And Henry put apart, the next for me. [Exiz.

SCENE II.
Bury. 4 Room in the Palace. Enter certain Murderers, hastily:

1 Mur. Run to my lord of Suffolk ; let him know,
We have despatch’d the duke as he commanded.

2 Mar. O, that it were to do !-—What have we done ?
Didst ever hear a man so penitent ? ’

) Enter SUFFOLK.
1 Mur. Mere comes my lord.
Suf. Now, sirs, have yeu

El] Read—And fight soleng.  RITSON.

2] A Moor in a military dance, now c.lled Morris, that is, a Moorish
dance. goHNs.— Morrice.dancing, with b-1is on the legs, is common at this
day in Oxfordshire and the adj counties, on May-day, Holy-Thursday,
and Whitsun-ales, attended by the fool. or, as he is generally called, the
?Sqire, and also a lord and lady ; the latter most progably Maid Marian ;
“nor is the hobby-horse forgot.’””  HARRIS.
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Despatch’d this thing? ’
1 Mur. Ay, my good lord, he’s dead. 07150’7/"”"
Suf. Why, that’s well said. Go, get you to my house ;
I will reward you for this venturous deed.
The king and all\the/peersiare(hiere.at hand :—
Have you laid fair the bed ? are all things well,
According as I gave directions ?
1 Mur. >Tis, my good lord.
Suf. Away, be gone ! [Exeunt Murderers.

Enter King HENRY, Queen MARGARET, Cardinal
BEAUFORT, SOMERSET, Lords, and others.

K.Hen. Go, call our uncle to our presence straight :
Say, we intend to try his grace to-day,
If he be guilty, as ’tis published. :
Suf. I'll call him presently, my noble lord. [Exit.
K. Hen. Lords,take your places ;—And, I pray you all,
Proceed no straiter "gainst our uncle Gloster,
Than from true evidence, of good esteem,
He be approv’d in practice culpable.
Q.Mar. God forbid any malice should prevail,
That faultless may condemn a nobleman !
Pray God, he may acquit him of suspicion !
K.Hen. I thank thee, Margaret ; these words con-
- tent me much.—

Re-enter SUFFOLK.

How now ? why look’st thou pale ? why tremblest thou ?
Where is our uncle ? what is the matter, Suffolk ?
Suf. Dead in his bed, my lord ; Gloster is dead.
Q.Mar. Marry, God forfend !
Car. God’s secret judgment :—I did dream to-night,
The duke was dumb, and could not speak a word.
[ The King swoons.
Q.Mar. How fares my lord ?—Help, lords ! the king
is dead. .
Som. Rear up his body ; wring him by the nose.3
Q.Mar. Run, go, help, help !—O,Henry,ope thine eyes!
Suf. He doth revive again ;—Madam, be patient.
K.Hen. O heavenly God !
" Q.Mar. How fares my gracious lord ?

(8] As nothing farther is spoken either by Somerset or the Cardinal, or
by any one else to show that they conti in the p it is to be pre-
sumed that they take advantage of the confusion occasioned by the king’s
swooning, and slip out unperceived. RITSON.

13 YOL. V.
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. Comfort, my sovereign ! gracious Henry, comfort!
.Hen. What, doth my lord of Suffolk comfort me ?
C2me he right now# to sing a raven’s note,
Whose dismal tune bereft my vital powers ;
And thinks he, that the chirping of a-wren,
By crying comfort from' a hollow breast,
Can chase away the first-conceived sound ?
Hide not thy poison with such sugar’d words.
Lay not thy hands on me ; forbear, I say ;
Their touch affrights me, as a serpent’s sting.
Thou baleful messenger, out of my sight !
Upon thy eye-balls murderous tyranny
Sits in grim majesty, to fright the world.
Look not upon me, for thine e{)es are wounding =
Yet do not go away ;—Come, basilisk,
And kill the innocent gazer with thy sight :
For in the shade of death I shall find joy ;
In life, but double death, now Gloster’s dead,
Q.Mar. Why do you rate my lord of Suffolk thus ?
Although the duke was enemy to him,
Yet he, most christian-like, laments his death :
And for myself,—foe as he was to me, .
Might liquid tears, or heart-offending groans,
Or blood-consuming sighs recall his life,
1 would be blind with weeping, sick with groans,
Look pale as primrose, with blood-drinking sighs,
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 hollow friends ;
It may be judg’d, I made the duke away : .
So shall my name with slander’s tongue be wounded,
And princes’ courts be fill’d with my reproach.
This get I by his death : Ah me, unhappy !
‘Tobe a queen, and crown’d with infamy !
K.Hen. Ah, woe is me for Gloster, wretched man !
Q.Mar. Be woe for me, more wretched than he is.$
‘What, dost thou turn away, and hide thy face ?
I am no loathsome leper, look on me.
What, art thou, like the adder, waxen deaf ?
Be poisonous too, and kill thy forlorn queen.
Is all thy comfort shut in Gloster’s tomb ?
Why, then dame Margaret was ne’er thy joy :

P% Jﬁs’t now, even now.  JOHNSON.
5 at is, Let not woe be to thee for Gloster, byt for me. JOHNS.
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Erect his statue then, and worship it,

And make my image but an alehouse sign.

Was I, for this, nigh wreck’d upon the sea ;

And twice by aukward wind from England’s bank
Drove back again/untd my) nativel clime ?

What boded this, but well-forewarning wind

Did seem to say,—Seek not a scorpion’s nest,

Nor set no footing on this unkind shore ?

What did I then, but curs’d the gentle gusts,

And he that loos’d them from their brazen caves ;
And bid them blow towards England’s blessed shore,
Or turn our stern upon a dreadful rock ?

Yet Aolus would not be a murderer,

But left that hateful office unto thee :

‘The pretty vaulting sea refus’d to drown me ;
Knowing, that thou would’st have me drown’d on shore,
With tears as salt as sea through thy unkindness :
The splitting rocks cower’d in the sinking sands,
And would not dash me with their ragged sides ;
Because thy flinty heart, more hard than they,
Might in thy palace perish Margaret.s

As far as I could ken thy chalky cliffs,

When from the shore the tempest beat us back,

I stood upon the hatches in the storm :

And when the dusky sky began to rob

My earnest-gaping sith of thy land’s view,

I took a costly jewel from my neck,—

A heart it was, bound in with diamonds,—

And threw it towards thy land ;—the sea receiv’d it ;
And so, I wish’d, thy body might my heart :

And even with this, I lost fair England’s view,
And bid mine eyes be packing with my heart ;
And call’d them blind and dusky spectacles,

For losing ken of Albion’s wished coast.

How often have I tempted Suffolk’s tongue

(The agent of thy foul inconstancy,)

‘T'o sit and witch me, as Ascanius did,

When he to madding Dido would unfold

His father’s acts, commenc’d in burning Troy 27

6] The verb perish is here used actively. STEEV.

The poet here is unquestionably allading to Virﬁil ( Aeneid IJ but he
strangely blcnds fact with fiction. In the first place, it was Cuopid in the
semblance of Ascanius, who sat in Dido’s lap, and was fondled by her. But
then it was not Cumwho related to her the process of Troy’s destruction ;

but it was Zneas himself who related this history.
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Am I not witch’d like her ? or thou not false like him ?
Ah me, I can no more ! Die, Margaret !
For Henry weeps, that thuy dost live so long.

Noise within. Enter WARWICK and SALISBURY.
The Commons firess to the door.

War. It is reported, mighty sovereign,
That good duke Humphrey traitorously is murder’d
By Suffolk and the cardinal Beaufort’s means,
The commons, like an angry hive of bees,
That want their leader, scatter up and down,
And care not who they sting in his revenge.
Myself have calm’d their spleenful mutiny,
Until they hear the arder of his death.

K Hen. Thathe is dead, good Warwick, ’tis too true;
But how he died, God knows, not Henry :
Enter his chamber, view his breathless corpse,
And comment then upon his sudden death.

War. That I shall do, my liege :—Stay, Salisbury,
With’ the rude multitude, till I return.

[WARWICK goes into an inner Room, and SAL1S-
BURY retires.
K. Hen. O thou that judgest all things, stay my
thoughts ;

My thoughts, that labour to persuade my soul,
Some violent hands were laid on Humphrey’s life !
If my suspect be false, forgive me, God ;
For judgment only doth belong to thee ! .
Fain would I goto chafe his paly lips
Wi ith twenty thousand kisses, and to drain
Upon his face an ocean of salt tears ;
‘To tell my love unto his dumb deaf trunk,
And with my fingers feel his hand unfeeling :
But all in vain are these mean obsequies ;
And, to survey his dead and earthy image,
What were it but to make my sorrow greater ?

The folding Doors of an inner Chamber are thrown
opien, and GLOSTER is discovered dead in his Bed :
W ARWICK and others standing by it.

War. Come hither, gracious sovereign, view this body.
K.Hen. That is to see how deep my grave is made :
For, with his soul, fled all my worldly solace ;
For seeing him, I see my life in death.
War. As surely as my soul intends to live
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With that dread King that took our state upon him
To free us from his Father’s wrathful curse,
I do believe that. violent hands were laid
Upon the life of this thrice-famed duke.
Suf. A dreadful oath, sworn with a solemn tongue !
What instance gives lord Warwick for his vow ?
War. See, how the blood is settled in his face !
Oft have I seen a timely-parted ghost,?®
Of ashy semblance, meager, pale, and bloodless,
Being all descended to the labouring heart ;
Who, in the conflict that it holds with death,
Attracts the same for aidance ’gainst the enemy ;
Which with the heart there cools, and ne’er returneth
To blush and beautify the cheek again.
But, see, his face is black, and full of blood ;
His eye-balls further out than when he liv’d,
Staring full ghastly like a strangled man :
His hair uprear’d, his nostrils stretch’d with struggling ;
His hands abroad display’d,! as one that grasp’d
And tugg’d for life, and was by strength subdu’d.
Look on the sheets, his hair, you see, is sticking ;
HMis well-proportioned beard made rough and rugged,
Like to the summer’s corn by tempest lodg’d.
It cannot be, but he was murder’d here ;
The least of all these signs were probable.
Suf. Why, Warwick, who should do the duke to death ?
Myself, and Beaufort, had him in protection ;
And we, I hope, sir, are no murderers.
War. Bat both of you were jvow’d duke Humphrey’s
foes ;
And you, forsooth, had the good duke to keep :
’Tis like, you would not feast him like a friend ;
And ’tis well seen he found an enemy.
Q.Mar. Then you, belike, suspect these noblemen
As guilty of duke Humphrey’s timeless death.
War. Who finds the heifer dead, and bleeding fresh,
And sees fast by a butcher with an axe,

[‘{'IeA“ that is true of the body of a dead man, is here said by Warwick
of the Soul. I would read : )
Oft have I seen a timely parted corse.

I cannot but stop a moment to observe that this horrible description is
searcely the work of any pen but Shakspeare’s.  JOHNS.——Our author
is not_chargeable here with any impropriety, or fusi He has only
used the phraseology of his time.  MAL.

{1] That is, the fingers being widely distended. So adsws, for drwn ;
aweary, for weary, &c.  MAL.

13* VOL. V.
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But will suspect, ’twis he that made the slaughter?
Who finds the partridge in the puttock’s nest, T
But may imagine how the bird was dead, :
Although the kite soar with unbloodied beak ?
Even so suspicious'is this tragedy.
Q.Mar. fAre you the butcher, Suffolk ; where’s your
knife ?
Is Beaufort term’d a kite ? where are his talons ?
Suf. I wear no knife, to slaughter sleeping men ;
But here’s a vengeful sword, rusted with ease,
That shall be scoured in his rancorous heart,
That slanders me with murder’s crimson badge :—
Say, if thou dar’st, proud lord of Warwickshire,
That I am faulty in duke Humphrey’s death.
[Exeunt Cardinal, Som. and others.
War.Whatdares notWarwick,iffalseSuffolk dare him?
Q.Mar. He dares not calin his contumeliods spirit,
Nor cease to be an arrogant controller,
Though Suffolk dare him twenty thousand times.
War. Madam, be still ; with reverence may I say ;
For every word, you speak in liis behalf,
Is slander to your royal dignity.
Suf. Blunt-witted lord, ignoble in demeanour !
If ever lady wrong’d her lord so much,
Thy mother took into her blameful bed
Some stern untutor’d churl, and noble stock
Was graft with crab-tree slip ; whose fruit thou art,
And never of the Nevils’ noble race.
War. But that the guilt of murder bucklers thee,
And I should rob the deathsman of his fee,
Quitting thee thereby of ten thousand shames,
And that my sovereign’s presence makes me mild,
T would, false murderous coward, on thy knee
Make thee beg pardon for thy passed speech,
And say—it was thy mother that thou meant’st,
That thou thyself wast born in bastardy :
And, after all this fearful homage done,
Give thee thy hire, and send thy soul to hell,
Pernicious bloodsucker of sleeping men !
Suf. Thou shalt be waking, while I shed thy blood,
If from this presence thou dar’st go with me.
War. Away even now, or I will drag thee hence :
Unworthy ‘though thou art, I'll cope with thee,
And do some service to duke Humphrey’s ghost.
[Excunt SUFFOLK and WARWICK.
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K.Hen. What stronger breast-plate than a heart un-

1% tainted ¢

rice is he arm’d, that hath his quarrel just ;
And he but naked, thopgh lock’d up in steel,
Whose conscience'with/injustice is corrupted.

A Noise within.
Q.Mar. What noise is this ? L

Re-enter SUrrOoLK and WARWICK, with their Weafi-
ons drawn.
K. Hen. Why, how now, lords ? your wrathful wea-
pons drawn
Here in our presence ? dare you be so bold ?—
Why, what tumultuous clamour have we here ?
Suf. The traitorous Warwick, with the men of Bury,
Set all upon me, mighty sovereign.

MNovise of a Crowd within. Re-enter SALISBURY.

8al. Sirs, stand apart ; the king shall know your
mind.— [Speaking to those within.

Dread lord, the commons send you word by me,
Unless false Suffolk straight be done to death,
Or banished fair England’s territories,
They will by violence tear him from your palace,
And torture him with grievous ling’ring death.
They say, by him the good duke Humphrey died ;
They say, in him they fear your highness’ death ;
And mere instinct of love, and loyalty,—
Free from a stubborn opposite intent,
As being thought tocontradict your liking,—
Makes them thus forward in his banishment.
They say, in care of your most royal person,
That, if your highness should intend to sleep,
And charge—that no man should disturb your rest,
In pain of your dislike, or pain of death ;
Yet notwithstanding such a strait edict,
Were there a serpent seen, with forked tongue,
That slily glided towards your majesty,
It were but necessary, you were wak’d ;
Lest, being suffer’d in that harmful slumber,
The mortal worm3 might make the sleep eternal :
And therefore do they cry, though you forbid,
That they will guard you, whe’r you will, or no,
From such fell serpents as false Suffolk is ;

2] Serpents in general, were ancicntly called worms, STEEV.
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With whose envenomed and fatal sting,
Your loving uncle, twenty times his worth,
They say, is shamefully beteft of life.
Commons. [ Within.] An answer from the king, my
lord .of Salisbury.
Suf. 'Tis like, the commons, rude unpolish’d hinds,
Could send such message to their sovereign :
But vou, my lord, were glad to be employ’d,
To show how quaint an orator3 you are :
But all the honour Salisbury hath won,
Is—that he was the lord ambassador,
Sent from a sort of tinkers to the kin?‘
Commons. [ Within.] An answer from the king, or
we’ll all break in.
. K.Hen. Go, Salisbury, and tell them all from me,
I thank them for their tender loving care :
And had I not been ’cited so by them,
Yet did I purpose as they do entreat ;
For sure, my thoughts do houarly prophesy
Mischance unto my state by Suffolk’s means.
And therefore,—by His majesty I swear,
Whose far unworthy deputy I am,—
He shall not breathe infection in this air5
But three days longer, on the pain of death. [ Exit SAL.
Q.Mar. O Henry, let me plead for gentle Suffolk !
K.Hen. Ungentle queen, to call him gentle Suffolk.
No more, I say ; if thou dost plead for him,
Thou wilt but add increase unto my wrath.
Had I but said, I would have kept my word ; _
But, when I swear, it is irrevocable :—
If, after three days’ space, thou here be’st found
On any ground that I am ruler of,
The world shall not be ransome for thy life.—
Come, Warwick, come good Warwick, go with me ;
1 have great matters to impart to thee.
[Exeunt K. HENRY, WARWICK, Lords, &c.
Q. Mar. Mischance, and sorrow, go along with you !
Heart’s discontent, and sour affliction,
Be playfellows to keep yon company !
There’s two of you ; the devil make a third !
And threefold vengeance tend upon your steps !
Suf. Cease, gentle queen, these execrations,

A sory—is a com

[3) Quaint for dextreus, artificial. MAL.
:d) mpany. JOHNS. "
{5) That is, he shall not contaminate this air with his infected bm.
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And let thy Suffolk take his heavy leave.
Q.Mar. Fye, coward woman, and soft-hearted wretch!
Hast thou not spirit to curse thine enemies ?
Suf. A pl?gue upon them ! wherefore should I curse
them ?
Would curses kill, as doth the mandrake’s groan,s
T would invent as bitter-searching terms,
As curst, as harsh, and horrible to hear,
Deliver’d strongly through my fixed teeth,
With full as many siggs of deadly hate,
Aslean-fac’d Envy in her loathsome cave :
My tongue should stumble in mine earnest words :
Mine eyes should sparkle like the beaten flint ;
My hair be fix’d on end, as one distract ;
Ay, every joint should seem to curse and ban:
And even now my burden’d heart would break,
Should I not curse them. Poison be their drink !
Gall, worse than gall, the daintiest that they taste !’
‘Their sweetest shade, a grove of cypress trees !7
Their chiefest prospect, murdering basilisks !
Their softest touch, as smart as lizard’s stings !$
Their music, frightful as the serpent’s hiss ;
And boding screech-owls make the concert full !
All the foul terrors in dark-seated hell— .
Q. Mar. Enough,sweetSuffolk; thou torment’st thyself ;
And these dread curses—like the sun ’gainst glass,
Or like an overcharged gun,—recoil,
And turn the force of them upon thyself.
Suf. You hade me ban, and will vou bid me leave ?9

6] The fabulous accounts of the plant called a Mandrake give it an infe-
rior degree of animal life, and relate, that when it is torn from the ground
it goam, and that this groan being certainly fatal to him that is offering
such unwelcome violence, the practice of those who gather mandrakes is to
tie one end of a string to the plant and the other to a dog, upon whom
fatal groan discharges its malignisy,  JOHNS.

Bulleine in his Bulwarke of Defence against Sicknesse, &c. fol. 1579,
P. 41, speaking of Mandragora, says:  They doe affyrme that this herbe
cometh of the seed of some convicted dead men : and also without the death
of some lyvinge thinge it cannot be drawn our of the earth to man’s
use. Therefore they did tye some dogge or other living beast unto the roote
thereof wyth a corde, and digged the earth in compass round about, and in
the meane time stopped their own eares for feare of the terreble shriek and
cry of this Mandrack. In which cry it doth nor only dye itself, but the feare
thereof kylieth the « or beast which pulleth it out of the earth *’ REED.
£7) Cypress was employed in the funeral rites of the Romans, and hence
is always mentioned as an ill-boding plant, STEEV .

[8) It has been said of the basilisk that it has the power of destroying by

a single glance of the eye. A Jizard has no sting, but\ is quite ?‘f‘?{{}"’

f9) This i i is vel in real life. ose who are vex-
&d to impatience, are an‘rly to Ze others less disturbed themselves, dut
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Now, by the ground that I am banish’d from,
Well could I curse away a winter’s night,
Though standing naked on 2 mountain top,
Where biting cold would never let grass grow,
And think it but/a minute speotinsport.

Q.Mar. O, let me entreat thee, cease ! Give me thy

hand,
That [ may dew it with my mournful tears ;
Nor let the rain of heaven wet this place,
To wash away my woeful monuments.
O, could this kiss be printed in thy hand ;
[Kisses his hand.

That thou might’st think upon these by the seal,
Through whom a thousand sighs are breath’d for thee!s
So, get thee gone, that I may know my grief ;
*Tis but surmis’d whilst thou art standing by,
As one that surfeits thinking on a want.
1 will repeal thee, or, be well assurd,
Adventure to be banished myself :
And banished I am, if but from thee.
Go, speak not to me : even now be gone.—
O, go not yet !—Even thus two friends condemn’d
Embrace, and kiss, and take ten thousand leaves,
Loather a hundred times to part than die.
Yet now farewell ; and farewell life with thee !

Suf. Thus is poor Suffolk ten times banished,
Once by the king, and three times thrice by thee.
’Tis not the land T care for, wert thou hence ;
A wilderness is populous enough,
So Suffolk had thy heavenly company :
For where thou art, there is the world itself,

W ith every several pleasure in the world ;
* And where thou art not, desolation.
1 can no more :—Live thou to joy thy life ;
Myself no joy in nought, but that thou liv’st.

Enter Vauzx,
Q.Mar. Whither goes Vaux so fast ? what news, 1
priythee ?

Vaux. To signify unto his majesty,

That cardinal Beaufort is at point of death :*

when others begin to rave, they immediately see in them what they coald
not find in themselves, the deformity and folly of useless rage. JOHNS.

(2) That by the impression of my kiss for ever remaining on thy
thou mightest think on those lips t‘rough which a shousand sighs will be
breathed for theo,  JOHNS. .
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For suddenly a grievous sickness took him,
That makes him gasp, and stare, and catch the air,
Blaspheming God, and cursing men on earth.
Sometime, he talksas if duke Humphrey’s ghost
Were by his side ; sometime, he calls the king,
And whispers to his pillow, as to him,
The secrets of his overcharged soul :
And I am sent to tell his majesty,
That even now he criesaloud for him.

Q.Mar. Go, tell this heavy message to the kini.]

[Exit VAuz.

Ah me ? what is this world ¢ what news are these ?
But wherefore grieve I at an hour’s poor loss, #
Omitting Suffolk’s exile, my soul’s treasure ?
‘Why only, Suffolk, mourn I not for thee,
And with the southern clouds contend in tears ;
Theirs for the earth’s increase, mine for my sorrows ?
Now, get thee hence : The king, thou know’st, is coming?
If thou be found by me, thou art but dead.

Suf. If 1 depart from thee, I cannot live ;
And in thy sight to die, what were it else,
But like a pleasant slumber in thy lap ?
Here could I breathe my soul into the air,
As mild and gentle as the cradle-babe,
Dying with mother’s dug between its lips :
Where, from thy sight, I should be raging mad,
And cry out for thee to close up mine eyes,
To have thee with thy lips to stop my mouth ;
So should’st thou either turn my flying soul,#
Or I should breathe it so into thy body,
And then it liv’d in sweet Elysium.
T'o die by thee, were but to die in jest ;
From thee to die, were torture more than death:
O, let me stay, befall what may befall.

Q.Mar. Away ! thou(gh parting be a fretful corrosive,
It is applied to a deathful wound.
To France, sweet Suffolk : Let me hear from thee ;
For wheresoe’er thou art in this world’s globe,

), She means, I believe, at a loss which any hour spent in contrivance
ind deliberation will enable her to supply. Or perhaps she may call tht
sickness of the Cardinal the loss of an hour, as it may put some stop to her
schemes. HNS.
(4) Perhaps Mr. Pope was indebted to this passage in his Eloisa to Abe-
Jard, where he makes that votarist of exquisite sensibility say :
¢ See my lips tremble, and my eye-balls roll,
“8ack my last breath, and catch nry flying soo)l.” STEEV
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.T’ll have an Iris5 that shall find thee out.
~Suf. I go. ’
* Q.Mar. And take my heart with thee.
Suf. A jewel, lock’d into the woeful’st cask
That ever did contdin. a thinglof worth!
Even as a splitted bark, so sunder we ;
This way fall I to death.
Q.Mar. This way for me. [Exeunt, severally.

SCENE IIL

London. Cardinal BEAvFORT’s Bed-chamber. Enter King
HENRY, SAL1SBURY, WARWICK, and others. The Cardinal
in bed ; Attendants with him. :

K. Hen. How fares my lord ? speak, Beaufort, to thy
sovereign.
Car. If thou be’st death, I’ll give thee England’s
treasure,$ , .
Enough to purchase such another island,
So thou wilt let me live, and feel no pain.
K. Hen. Ah, what a sign it is of evil life,
When death’s approach is seen so terrible !
War. Beaufort, it is thy sovereign speaks to thee.
Car. Bring me unto my trial when you will.
Died he not in his bed ? where should he die ?
Can I make men live, whe’r they will or no 2=
O ! torture me no more, I will confess.—
Alive again ? then show me where he is ; ./
T’ll give a thousand pound to look upon him.—
He hath no eyes, the dust hath blinded them.—
Comb down his hair ; look ! luok ! it stands upright,
Like lime-twigs set to catch my winged soul !—
Give me some drink ; and bid the apothecary

[ 5} Iris was the messenger of Juno. JOHNS. -

56 “ During these doynges, Henry Beaufford, byshop of Winchester,
and called the riche Cardynall, departed out of this world —~This man was
~haat in stomach and hm in countenance, ryche above measure of ail men,
and to fewe liberal ; di ann) to his kynne, and dreadful to his lovers.
His covetous insaciable and hope of long™ lyfe made hym bothe to forget
God, his_prynce, and hymseife, in his latter dayes ; for Doctor John Baker,
his pryvie counsailer and his chapellayn, wrote, that lying on his death-bed,
he said these words : * Why should I'dye, having so muche riches ? If the
whole realme would save my lyfe, I am able either by pollicie to get it, or
by riches to buy it. Fye will not death bs hyred, nor will monef do no.

yoge 2 When my nephew of Bedford died, I thought myselfe half up the
whele, bat when ['saw myne other nephew of Gloucester disceased, then X
thought my seife able to be equal with kinges, and so thought to increase
my treasure in hope to have worne a trypple croune. But I se nowe the
world fayleth me, and s0 I am deceyved; praying you all to pray for me.””

. Hall’s Chrowicle.
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Cardinal Beaufort. Comb down his hairy look! look ! itstands upright, like
lime-twigs set to catch my winged soul.



Ly

www.libtool.com.cn

batzesny GOOGle




- ——

ACT 1V. KING RENRY VI. 59

Bring the strong poison that I bought of him.’
.Hen. O thou eternal Mover of the heavens,
Ldok with a gentle eye upon this wretch !
O, beat away the busy meddling fiend,
That lays strong siege 'unto'this’ wretch’s soul,
And from his bosom purge this black despair‘g
War. See, how the pangs of death do make him grin.
Sal. Disturb him not, let him pass peaceably.
K. Hen. Peace to his soul, if God’s good pleasure be !
~Lerd cardinal, if thou think’st on heaven’s bliss,
Hold up thy hand, make signal of thy hope.——
He dies, and makes no sign ; —0 God, forgive him !
ar. So bad a death argues a monstrous life.
.Hen. Forbear to judge, for we are sinners all.—
Close up his eyes, and draw the curtain close ;
And let us all to meditation.?, . [Ezxeunt.

ACT 1V.

SCENE'1—XKent.  The Sea-shore near Dover. Firing heard at
Sea. Then enter from a Boat, a Captain, a Master, a Mas-
ter’s-Mate, WALTER WHITMORE, and others ; with them
SuFFoLK, and other Gentlemen, prisoners.

Captain.
T('g, gaudy, blabbing, and remorseful days
Is Srept into the bosom of the sea ;

And now loud-howling wolves arouse the jades
That drag the tragic melancholy night ;

Who with their drowsy, slow, and flagging wings
Clip dead men’s graves,® and from their misty jaws
Breathe foul contagious darkness in the air.

6] Whea a dying person is incapable of speech, it is usnal (in the church
of &ome) previous go the administration orP:he sacraments, Sn obtain some
iign that he is desirous of having them administered. The passage may
ve an allusion to this.practice.  C.
mll'z] This is one of the scenes which have been applauded by the critics,
which will continue tobe admired when prejudice shall cease, and big-
otry give way to impartial hese are beauties that rise out
of nature and of trath ; the superficial reader cannot miss them, the pro-
ound can imagine nothing beyond them.  JOHNS.

[ﬂ"ﬂge epithet, blabbing, applied so the day by a man about to commit
Mmarder, is exquisitely beautiful. Guilt is afraid of light, considers dark-
Ness as a natural shelter, and mak-s night the corifidante of those actions
"‘E;:"h“mog be tofmted‘h ?d the t;ll-?le a¥.h HNS.

R e wings e jades that drag night appears an unnatura) image
tillit is remembered that the chariot of the ight is s ed by Shokspeare

be drawn by dragons.  JOHNS, B¢ s sopposed by Shokspeare
14 VOL. V.
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Therefore, bring forth the soldiers of our prize ;
For, whilst our pinnace anchors in the Downs,
Here shall they make their ransome on the sand,
Or with their blood stain this discolour’d shore.—
Master, this prisoner/freely give I thee ;o—
And thou that art his mate, make boot of this ;—
The other, [Pointing to Surrork,] Walter Whit-
more, is thy share.
1 Gent. What is my ransome, master ? let me know.
Mast. A thousand crowns, orelse lay down your head.
Mate. And so much shall you give, or off goes your’s.
Cap. What, think you much to pay two thousand
crowns, *
And bear the name and port of gentlemen ?—
Cut both the villains’ threats ;—for die you shall ;
The lives of those which we have lost in fight,
Caanot be counterpois’d with a petty sum.
1 Gent. I’ll give it, sir ; and therefore spare my life.
2 Gent. And so will I, and write home for it straight.
Whit. 1 lost mine eye in laying the prize aboard,
And therefore, to revenge it, shalt thou die 3 [Z Sux.
And so should these, if I might have my will.
Cafi. Be not so rash ; take ransome, let him live.
Suf. Loak on my George, I am a gentleman ;
Rate me at what thou wilt, thou shalt be paid.
Whit. Andso am I; my name is—Walter Whitmore.
How now? why start’st thou ? what, doth death affright?
Suf. Thy name affrights me, in whose sound is death.
A cunning man did calculate my birth,
And told me—that by Water 1 should die :
¥et let not this make thee be bloody-minded ;
Thy name is—Gualtier, being rightly sounded.
\K’hit. Gualtier, or Walter, which it is, I care not;
Ne’er yet did base dishonour blur our name,
But with our sword we wip’d away the blot ;
Therefore, when merchant-like I sell revenge,
Broke be my sword, my arms torn and defac’d,
And I proclaim’d a coward through the world !
[Lays kold on SuFFoLK.
Suf. Stay, Whitmore ; for thy prisoner is a prince,
The duke of Suffolk, William de la Poole.
Whit. The duke of Suffolk, muffled up in rags !
Suf. Ay, but these rags are no part of the duke ;
Jove sometime went disguis’d, and why not I ?
Cas. But Jove was never slain, s thou shalt be.
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Suf. Obscure and lowly swain, king Heriry’s blood,
The honourable blood of Lancaster,
Mast not be shed by such a jaded groom.
Hast thou not kiss’d thyhand, and held my stirrup ?
Bare-headed plodded by my foot-cloth mule,
And thought thee happy when I shook my head ?

" How often hast thouavaited at my cup, *

Fed from my trencher, kneel’d down at the board,
When I have feasted with qucen Margaret ? ’
Remember it, and let it make thee crest-fallen ;
Ay, and allay this thy abortive pride :8

How in our voiding lobby hast thou stood,

And duly waited for my coming forth ?

This hand of mine hath writ in thy behalf,

And therefore shall it charm thy riotous tongue.

Whit. Speak, captain, shall I stab the forlorn swain'?

Cafi. First, let my words stab him, as he hath me.

Suf. Baseslave! thy words are blunt,and so art thou.

Cafi. Convey him hence, and on our long-boat’s side
Strike off his head.

Suf. Thou dar’st not for thy own.

Capi. Yes, Poole.

Suf. Poole ? ’

Cap. Poole ? sir Poole ? lord ?
Ay, kennel, puddle, sink ; whose filth and dirt
Troubles the silver spring where England drinks.
Now will I dam up this thy yawning mouth, .

For swallowing the treasure of the realm:

Thy lips, that kiss’d the queen, shall sweep the ground ;
And thou, that smil’st at good duke Humphrey’s death,
Against the senseless winds shalt grin in vain,

Who, in contempt, shall hiss at thee again ;

And wedded be thou to the hags of hell,

For daring to affy a mighty lord

Unto the daughter of a worthless king,

Having neither subject, wealth, nor diadem.

By devilish policy art thou grown great,

And, like ambitious Sylla, over-gorg’d

With gobbets of thy mother’s bleeding heart.

By thee, Anjou and Maine were sold to France :

The false revolting Normaus, thorough thee,

Disdain to call us lord ; and Picardy

Hath slain their governors, surpris’d our forts,

[§] Pride that has had birth too soon, pride issuing before its time. JOH.
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And sent the ragged soldiers wounded home.

‘The princely Warwick, and the Nevils all,—

Whose dreadful swords were never drawn in vain,—

As hating thee, are risingup inarns:

And now the houss of York—thrust from the crown,

By shameful murder of a guiltless king,

And lofty proud encroaching tyramy,—

Burns with revengeful fire ; whose hopeful colours

Advance our half-fac’d sun, striving to shine,

Uunder the which is writ—JInvitis nubibus.

‘The commons here in Kent are up in arms 3

And, to conclude, reproach, and beggary,

Is crept into the palace of our king,

And all by thee :=~Away ! eonvey him hence.
Suf. O that I were a god, to shoot forth thunder

Upon these paltry, servile, abject drudges !

Small things make base men proud : this villain here, _

Being captain of a pinnace,? threatens more '

Than Bargulus the strong lllyrian pirate.®

Drones suck not eagles’ blood, but rob bee-hives.

It is impossible, that I should die

By sach a lowly vassal as thyself.

Thy words move rage, and not remorse, in me :

I go of message from the ¢}ueen to Frauce ;

I charge thee, waft me safely ¢ross the channel.
Cupi. Walter,
Whit. Core, Suffolk, I. must waft thee to thy death.
Suf. Gelidus timor occufiat artus ; *tis thee I fear.
Whit. ‘Thou shalt have cause to fear, before I leave

thee. |

What, are ye daunted now ? now will ye stoop ?
1 Gent. My gracious lord, entreat him, speak him fair.
Suf. Suffolk’s imperial tongue is stern and rough,

Us’d to command, uataught to plead for favour,

Far be it, we should honour such as these

With humble suit : no, rather let my head

Stoop to the block, than these kniees bow to any,

Save to the God of heaven, and to my king ;

And sooner dance upon a bldody pole,

Than stand uncover’d to the vulgar gropm.

[9) A pinnace did not anciently signify, as at present, a man of war’s
boat, but’a ship of small burthen. v S?El{v. P

(1] Bargulus is to be met with in Tully’s Offices ; and the legend is the
famons Theopompus’s History : ¢ Bargulus, Illyrius latro, de ﬂuo est apud
Theopompum, magnas opes habuit,’” Lib. U cap. xi. WARE,
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Trae nobility is exempt from fear :—
More can I bear, than you dare execute.
Cafi. Hale him away, and let him talk no more.
Suf. Come, soldiers)show,what-cruelty ye can,
‘That this my death may never be forgot !—
Great men oft die by vile bezonians :
A Roman sworder and banditto slave
Murder’d sweet Tully ; Brutus’ bastard hands
Stabb’d Julius Czsar ; savage islanders,
Pompey the Great ; and Suffolk dies by pirates.
[£xit SuF. witk WRIT. and others.
Cafi. And as for these whose ransome we have set,
1t is our pleasure, one of them depart :— .
Therefore come you with us, and let him go.
) [Exeunt all but the first Gentleman.
Re-enter WHITMORE, with SUFFOLK’s body.

Whit. There let his head and lifeless body lie,
Until the queen his mistress bury it. [Exis.
. 1 Gent. O barbarous and bloody spectacle !
His body will I bear unto the king :
If he revenge it not, yet will his friends ;
So will the queen, that living held him dear.
[Exit with the body.

SCENE II.
Blackheath. Enter Georce Bevis and JouN HoLLAND.

Geo. Come, and get thee a sword, though made of a
Iath : they have been up these two days.

John. They have the more need to sleep now then.

Geo. T tell thee, Jack Cade the clothier means to
dress the commonwealth, and turn it, and set a new
nap upon it.

John. So he had need, for ’tis threadbare. Well, I
say, it was never merry world in England, since gentle-
men came up.

Geo. O miserable age! Virtue is not regarded in
handycrafts-men.

John. The nobility think%corn to go in leather aprons.

Geo. Nay more, the king’s council are no good work-
men.

_John. True ; and yet it is said,—Labour in thy voca-
tion ; which is as much to say, as,—let the magistrates

[2] Brutus was the f S y
Bine]to Julias ‘(':wlar. msel‘nl?:r\;.i 1113, a Roman lady,.who had been concu-

14* VOL. V.
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be labouring men ; and therefore should we be magis-
trates. .

Geo. Thou hast hitit: for there’s no better sign of
a brave mind, than a hard hand.

John. I see them !/l see’them ' “There’s Best’s son,
the tanner of Wingham ;——r

Geo. He shall have the skins of our enemies, to make
dog’s leather of.

ohn. And Dick the butcher,——

Geo. Then is sin struck down like an ox, and iniqui-
ty’s throat cut like a calf.

John. And Smith the weaver :

Geo. Argo, their thread of life is spun.

John. Come, come, let’s fall in with them.

Drum. Enter CADE, Dick the Butcher, SM1TH the
Weaver, and others in great number-.

Cade. We John Cade, so termed from our supposed
father,——

Dick. Or rather, of stealing a 3cade of herrings. [/si.

Cade. —for our enemies shall fall before us,4 inspir-
ed with the spirit of putting down kings and princes,—
Command silence.

Dick. Silence !

Cade. My father was a Mortimer,—

Dick. He was an honest man, and a good bricklayer.

[Aside.

Cade. My mother a Plantagenet,—

Dick. 1 knew her well, she was a midwife. [Aside.

Cade. My wife descended of the Lacies,—

Dick. She was, indeed, a pedlar’s daughter, and sold
many laces. Aside.

Smith. But, now of late, not able to travel with her
furred pack,s she washes bucks here at home. [Asi.

Cade. Therefore am 1 of an honourable house.

Dick. Ay, by my faith, the field is honourable ; and
there was he born, under a hedge ; for his father bad
never § house, but the cage.® {Aside.

Cadeé, Valiant I am. ’

. Smit&. ’A must needs ; for beggary is valiant. [Aside.

‘That is, a barrel of herrings. 1 suppose the word keg, which is now
ng?l] is cade c'orruptcd. OHNS. %

[4) He alludes to his name Cude, from cado, Lat. to fall. He has too
much learning for his character.  JOHNS.
A wallet or knspsack of skin with the hair outward.  JOHNS.
Eﬂ A cage was formerly a term for a prison,  MAL.

.
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Cade. T am able to endure much. '

Dick. No question of that ; for I have seen him
whipped three market days together. [Aside.

Cade. 1 fear neither sword nor fire.

-Smith. He need not fear the ‘sword, for his coat is of
proof. [Aside.

Dick. But, methinks, he should stand in fear of fire,
being burnt i’the hand for stealing of sheep. [Aside.

Cade. Be brave then ; for your captain is brave, and
vows reformation. There shall be, in England, seven
half-penny loaves sold for a penny : the three-hooped
pot shall have ten hoops ; and 1 will make it feleny, to
drink small beer: all the realm shall be in common,
and in Cheapside shall my palfry goto grass. And,
when I am king, (as king I will be )

All. God save your majesty !

Cade. 1 thank you, good people :—there shall be ne
money ;? all shall eat and drink on my score; and I
will apparel them all in one livery, that they may
agree like brothers, and worship me their lord.

Dici--Fhe first thing we do, lets kill ail the lawyers.

Cade. Nay, that I mean to do. Is not this alamenta-
ble thing, that the skin of an innocent lamb should be
made parchment ? that parchment, being scribbled o’er,
should undo a man ? Some say, the bee stings: but I
say, ’tis the bee’s wax, for I did but seal once to a
thing, and 1 was never mine own man since. How
now ? who’s there ?

Enter some, bringing in the Clerk of Chatham.

Smith. The clerk of Chatham : he can write and
read, and cast accompt.

Cade. O monstrous ! .

Smith. We took him setting of boys’ copies.

Cade. Here’s a villain !

Smith. H’as a book inhis pocket, with red letters in’t,

Cade. Nay, then he is a conjurer.

Dick. Nay, he can make obligations, and write
court-hand. ‘

Cade. I am sorry for’t : the man is a proper man, on

£1] To mend the world by banishing money is an old contrivance of those
who did not consider th:t the quarrels and mischiefs which arise fiom mo-
ney, as the sign or ticket of riches, must, if money were to cease, arise im-
mediately from riches themselves, and could never be at an end till every
man was contented with his own share of the goods of life, ~ JOHNS.
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mine honour ; unless I find him guilty, lig shall not die.
—Come hither, sirrah, I must examine thee : What is
thy name ? .
Clerk. Emmanuel,
Dick. They 'use to write'it on'the top of letters :8—
*Twil go hard with you.
Cade. Let me alone :—Dost thou use to write thy
~aame ? or hast thou a mark to thyself, like an honest
plain-dealing man ?
Clerk. Sir, I thank God, I have been so well brought
up, that I can write my name.
All. He hath confessed: away with him ; he’s & vil-
lain, and a traitor.
Cade. Away with him, I say : hang him with his pen
and inkhorn about his neck. .
[Exeunt some with the Clerk..

Enter MICHAEL.

Mich. Where’s our general ?

Cade. Herel am, thou particular fellow.

Mich. \Fly, fly, fly ! sir Humphrey .Stafford and his
brother are hard by, with the king’s forces.

. Cade.-Stand, villain, stand, or I’ll fell thee down:
He shall be encountered with a man as good as himself
He is but a knight, is a ?

Mich. No.
Cade. To equal him, I will make myself a knight pres-
ently ; Rise up sir John Mortimer. Now have at him.

Enter Sir HUMPHREY STAFFORD, and WiILLIAM his
Brother, with Drum and Forces.

Staff. Rebellious hinds, the filth and scum of Kent,
Mark’d for the gallows,—lay your weapons down,
Home to your cottages, forsake this groom ;—
The king is merciful, if you revolt. .
W.Staff. But angry, wrathful, and inclin’d to blood,
If you go forward : therefore yi€ld, or die. .
Cade. As for these silken-coated slaves, I pass not ;%
It is to you, good people, that I speak,
O’er whom, in time to come, I hope to reign';
For I am rightful heir unto the crown.
Staff. Villain, thy father was a plasterér ;
And thou thyself, a shearman, Art thon not ?
Cade. And Adam was a gardener.

18] Of letters missive, and such like acts. 'WARB.
f9]) 1 paythem oregard. JOHNS,
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W.Staff. And what of that ?

Cade.Marry, this:—Edmund Mortimer,earl of March,
Married the duke of Clarence’ daughter ; Did he not ?

Staf. Ay, sir,

Cade. By her, he'had two children at one birth.

W.Staf. That’s false. :

Cade. Ay, there’s the question ; but, I say, ’tis true :
The elder of them, being put to nurse,

Was by a beggar-woman stol’'n away ;

And, ignoraunt of his birth and parentage,
Became a bricklayer, when he came to age :
His son am I; deny it, if you can.

Dick. Nay, tis too true ; therefore he shall be king.

Smith. Sir, he made a chimney in my father’s house,
and the bricks are alive at this day to testify it; there-
fore, deny it not. .

Staf. And will you credit this base drudge’s words,
That speaks he knows not what ?

All. Ay, marry, will we ; therefore get ye gone.

W.Staf. Jack Cade, the duke of York hath taught

you this. )

.Cade. He lies, for Iinvented it' myself. . [fside.]—
©o to, sirrah, Tell the king from me-.that—for his
father’s sake, Henry the fifth, in whose time boys went
to span-counter for French crowns,—I am content he
shall reign ; but I'll be protector over him.

Dick. And, furthermore, we’ll have the lord Say’s
head, for selling the dukedom of Maine.

Cade. And good reason; for thereby is England
maimed, and fain to go with a staff, but that my puis-
sance holds it up. Fellow kings, I tell you, that that
lord Say hath gelded the commonwealth, and made it
an eunuch : and more than that, he can speak Freach,
and therefore he is a traitor.

Staf. O gross and miserable ignorance ! -

Cade. Nay, answer, if you can : T'he Frenchmen are
our, enemjes, go to then ; I ask.but this ; Can he, that
spetks with the tongue of an enemy, be a good counsel-
lor, or no ? . ' ) K

All. No, no ; and, therefore we'll have his head.

W.Staff. Well, seeing gentle words will not prevail,
Assail them with the army of the king.

“Staf. Herald, away : and, throughout every town, .
Proclaim them traitors that are up with Cade ;

That those, which fly before the battle ends,’
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May, even in their wives’ and children’s sight,

Be hang’d up for example at their doors :—

And you, that be the king’s friends, follow me.

[Ezeunt the Two STAFFORDS, and Forces.

Cade. And yoi)/that!lovethe commons, follow me.—

Now show yourselves men, ’tis for liberty.

We will not leave one lord, one gentleman :

Spare none, but such as go in clouted shoon ;

For they are thrifty honest men, and such

As would (but that they dare not,) take our parts.
Dick. They are all in order, and march toward us.
Cade. But then we are 'in order, when we are most

cut of order. Come, march forward. [Exeunt,

SCENE IIL

Another Part of Blackheath. Alarums. T'he two Parties enter,
and fight, and both the STAFFORDS are slain.

Cade. Where's Dick, the butcher of Ashford ?

Dick. Heve, sir.

Cade. They fell before thee like sheep and oxen,
and thou behavedst thyself, as if thou hadst been in thine
ewn slaughter-house : therefore thus will Ireward thee,
—The Lent shall be as long again as itis; and thoa
shalt have a license to kill for a hundred lacking one.

Dick. 1 desire no more.

Cade. And, to speak truth, thou deservest no less.
This monument of the victory will 1 bear ;1 and the

" bodies shall be dragged at my horse’ heels, till I do
come to London, where we will have the mayor’s
gword borne before us.

Dick. If we mean to thrive and do good, break open
the gaols, and let out the prisoners.

Cade, Fear not that, I warrant thee. Come, let’s
march towards London. [Exeunt.

SCENE-1V.

London. A Room in the Palace. Enter King HENRY, reading
a Supplication ; the Duke of BuckiNGHAM, and Lord SAy
with him : at a distance, Queen MARGARET, mourning over
SurroLx’s Head.

Q. Mar. Oft have I heard—that grief softensthe mind,

- En !{e‘l;eJ Ca:lec l:;est be supposed to take oﬁ; Staﬂ'ogd’: armoﬂ:x:. So Ho:li:&
: ¢ » upon his victory against the Staffords, appare
himself in Sir Humphrey’s brigandine, set full of gilt nails, 2nd 30 in seme
glory returned agata toward Londonss - STERAS 20 i
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And makes it fearful and degenerate ;

Think therefore on revenge, and cease to weep.

But who can cease to weep, and look on this ?

Here may his head lie on my thfobbing breast :

But where’s the\body'thatl shouldembrace ?

Buck. What answer makes your grace to the rebels’
snliplication !

.Hen. I’ll send some holy bishop to entreat :

For God forbid, so many simple souls

Should perish by the sword ! And I myself,

Rather than bloody war shall cut them short,

will parle’y with Jack Cade their general.—

But stay, I’ll read it over once again.

Q.Mar. Ah,barbarous villains ! hath this lovely face
Rul’q, like a wandering planet,® over me ;

And could it not enforce them to relent,

That were unworthy to behold the same ?

K.Hen. (Ilaord Say, Jack Cade hath sworn to have thy

head.

Say. Ay, but I hope, your highness shall have his.

K%I .yHow now?fnzdam ? gStill
Lamenting, and mourning for Suffolk’s death ?

I fear, my love, if that I had been dead,

Thou wouldest not have mourn’d so much for me.
Q.Mar. No,h my love, I should not mourn, but die for

thee.
Enter a Mesgenger.

K.Hen. How now ! what news ¢ why com’st thou in

such haste ?

Mess. ‘I'he rebels are in Southwark ; Fly, my lord !
Jack Cade proclaims himself lord Mortimer,
Descended from the duke of Clarence’ house ;

And calls your grace usurper, openly,

And vows to crown himself.in Westminster.

His army is a ragged multitude

Of hinds and peasants, rude and merciless :

Sir Humphrey Stafford and his brother’s death

Hath given them heart and courage to proceed :

All scholars, lawyérs, courtiers, gentlemen,

They call—false caterpillars, and intend their death.
K.Hen. O graceless men! they know not what they do.
Buck. My gracious lord, retire to Kenelworth ,

Until a power be rais’d to put them down.

(2] Predominated irresistibly over my-passions, as the planets over the
3ives of those who are born wnder their influence, JOHNS.
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Q.Mar. Al ! were the duke of Suffolk now alive, -
These Kentish rebels would be soon appeas’d.
K.Hen. Lord Say, the traitors hate thee,
Therefore away with us to Kenelworth.
Say. So might\your|grace’s personbe in danger ;-
The sight of me is odious in their eyes:
And therefore in this city will I stay,
And live alone as secret as I may.

Enter another Messenger.

92 Mess. Jack Cade hath gotten London-bridge ; the’
citizens
Fly and forsake their houses :
The rascal people, thirsting after prey,
Join with the traitor ; and they jointly swear,
To spoil the city, and your royal court.
Buck. Then linger not, my lord ; away, take horse.
K.Hen. Come, Margaret ; God, our hope, will suc-
cour us.
Q.Mar. My hope is gone, now Suffolk is deceas’d.
K.Hen. Farewell, my lord ; [Z0 Lord Sax.] trust
not the Kentish rebels. .
Buck. Trust no body, for fear you be betray’d.
Say. The trust T have is in mine innocence,
And therefore am 1 bold and resolute. [Exeunt.

SCENE V.

The same. The Tower. Enter Lord ScAvres, and others, on
the Walls. Thenenter certain Citizens, below.

Scales. How now ? is Jack Cade slain ? -

1 Cit. No, my lord, nor likely to be slain ; for they
have won the bridge, killing all those that withstand
them : The lord mayor craves aid of your honour from
the Tower, to defend the city from the rebels.

Scales. Such aid as I can spare, you shall command ;
But I am troubled here with them myself,

The rebels have assay’d to win the Tower.

But get you to Smithfield, and gather head,

And thither will I send you Matthew Gough :

Fight for your king, your country, and your lives ;

And so farewell, for I must hence again. [Ezxeunt.

’
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. SCENE VL

Thesame. Cannon Street. Enter Jack CAve, and his Follow
ers. He strikes his Staff on London-stone.

Cade. Now is Mortimeérflord of thiscity. And here,
sitting upon London-stone, 1 charge and command,
that, of the city’s cost, the pissing-conduit run :othing
but claret wine this first year of our reign. And now,
henceforward, it shall be treason for any that calls
me other than—lord Mortimer.

Enter a Soldier, running.

Sold. Jack Cade! Jack Cade!

Cade. Knock him down there. [ They kill him.

Smith. If this fellow he wise, he’ll never call you Jack
‘Cade more ; Ithink, he hath a very fair warning.

Dick. My lord, there’s an army gathered together in
Smithfield. -

Cade. Come then, let’s go fight with them : but, first,
go and set London-bridge on fire ; and, if you can,
barn down the Tower too. Come, let’s away. [ Exeunt.

SCENE VIL

- The same. Smithfield. Alarum. Enter, on one side, Capr
and his Company ; on the other, Citizens, and the King’s For-
ces, headed by MATTBEW GovuGH. They fight ; the Gitizens
are routed, and MATTHEW GOUGH is slain.

Cade. So, sirs:—Now go some and pull down the
Savoy ; others to the inns of court ; down with them all,

Dick. 1have a suit unto your lordship.

Cade. Be it a lordship, thou shalt have it for that
word. *

Dick. Only, that the laws of England may come out
of your mouth.

ohn. Mass, ’twill be sore law then ; for he was

thrust in the mouth with a spear, and ’tis not whole yet.

[Aside.
Smith. Nay, John, it will be stinking law ; for his
breath stinks with eating toasted cheese. [Aside.

Cade. 1 have thought upon it, it shall be so. Away,
burn all the records of the realm ;3 my mouth shall be
the parliament of England.

{3] Little more than half a century had elapsed from the time of writiag
this play , before a similar proposal was actually made in parliament. Bish-
op Burnet in his life of Sir Matthew Hale, says : o Among the other ex-

15 VOL. V.
1]
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John. Then we are like to have biting statutes, un-

less his teeth be pulled out. [Aside.

Cade. And henceforward all things shall be in common.
Enter a Messenger. .

Mess. My lord, a prize, a prize! here’s the lord
Say, which sold the towns in France ; he that made us
pay one and twenty fifteens, and one shilling. to the
pound, the last subsidy.

Enter GEORGE BEvis, with the Lord Say.

Cade. Well, he shall be beheaded for it ten times.—
Ah, thou say, thou serge,4 nay, thou buckram lord !
now art thou within point-blank of our jurisdiction re-
gal. What canst thou answer to my majesty, for giving
:*p of Normandy unto monsieur Basimecu, the dauphin

France ? Be it known unto thee by these presents,
even the presence of lord Mortimer, that I am the besom
that must sweep the court clean of such filth as thou art.
Thou hast most traitorously corrupted the youth of the
realm, in erecting a grammar-school ; and whereas, be-
fore, our fore-fathers had no other books but the score
and the tally, thou hast caused printing to be used ;&
and, contrary to the- king, his crown, and dignity, thou
hast built a2 paper-mill. It will be proved to thy face,
that thou hast men about thee, that -usuwally talk of a
noun, and a verb ; and sech abominable words, as ne
Christian ear can endareto hear. Thou hast appainted
justices of peace, to call poor men before them about
matters they were not able to answer. Moreover, thoa
hast put them in prison ; and because they could not
read, thou hast hanged them ;¢ when, indeed, only for
that cause they have been most worthy to live. 'fbou
dost ride on a foot-cloth, dost thou not ?

Say. What of that?

Cade. Marry, thou cughtest not to let thy horse wear

travagant motions made in this g.al_‘liament (i. e. one of Oliver Cromwell’s)
«one was to destroy all the records in the Tower, and to settle the nation on
a new foundation; So he (Sir M. Hale) took this province to himself, to
show the madness of the prgouitiop, the injastice of it, and the mischiefs
that would follow on it ; and did it with such clearness and strength of reason
as not only satisfied all sober ons (for it may be supposed that was soon
done) but stopt even the mouths of the frantic people themselves.” RERD.

(4] Say was the old word for silk ; on this the series of degrada-
dation, from say to serge, from serge to buckram.  JOH

é] Shakspeare is a little too early with this accusation, OHNS.
] That is, they were hanged because they could not claim benefit of

slexgy. JOHNS,

-
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a cloak,? when honester men than thou go in their hose
and doublets.® .
Dick. And work in their shirt too ; as myself, for

example, that am a butcher.
Say. You men of Kent,—
Dick. What say you of Kent ?
Say. Nothing but this : *Tis bona terra, mala gens.
de. Away with him,away withhim! he speaks Latin.
ay. Hear me but speak, and bear me where you will.
Keéiit, in the commentaries Czsar writ,
Is term’d the civil’st place of all this isle :
Sweet is the country, because full of riches ;.
The people liberal, valiant, active, wealthy ;
Which makes me hope you are not void of pity.
I sold not Maine, I lost not Normandy ;
Yet, to recover them, would lose my life.
Justice with favour have I always done ; .
Prayers and tears have mov’d me, gifts could never.
When have I aught exacted at your hands,
Kent to maintain, the king. the realm, and you 29
Large gifts have I bestow’d on learned clerks,
Because my book preferr’d me to the king :
And—seeing ignorance is the curse of God,
Knowledge the wing wherewith we fly to heaven,—
Unless you be possess’d with devilish spirits,
You cannot but forbear to murder me.
This tongue hath parley’d unto foreign kings
For your behoof,é
Cade. Tut! w¥en struck’st thou one blow in the field ?
Say.Great men have reachinghands : oft have I struck
‘Those that I never saw, and struck them- dead.
Geo. O monstrous coward ! what, to come behind
folks ¢
Say. These cheeks are pale for watching for your

good.

Cade. Give him a box o’the ear, and that will make
’em red again.

Say. Long sitting to determine poor men’s causes

[7] A foot-cloth was a kind of housing, which covered the of the
horse, and almost reached the ground. It was sometimes made of velvet,
and bordered with gold lace.  MAL.

[8) This is a reproach truly characteristical. Nothing gives so much of-
fence to the lower ranks of mankind, as the sight of superfinities merely
9.1 am Inclinca so think Kent slipped into this passage by chance, and

9} I am inclined to thin ent sh nto t ce, Al
wou}d read .=——When have I aught exacted at your g‘a‘ndb ’ -
to maintain the king, the reaim, and you?  JOHNS.



74 SEEOND PARY OF 402 iv.

Hath make me full of sickness and diseases.

Cade. Ye shall have a hempen caudle then, and the
pap of a hatchet.

Dick. Why dost thou quiver, man ?

Say. The palsy,/aud not fear,(provoketh me.

Cade. Nay, he nods at us ; as who should say, I’ll be
even with you. P’ll see if his head will stand steadier
on a pole, or no : Take him away and behead him.

Say. Tell me, wherein have I offended most ?

Have I affeced wealth, or honour ; speak ?

Are my chests fill’d up with extorted gold ?

Is my apparel sumptuous to behold ?

Whom have I injur’d, that ye seek my death ?
These hands are free from guiltless blood-shedding,
This breast from harbouring foul deceitful thoughts.
0O, let me live !

Cade. 1 feel remorse in myself with his words: but I’ll
bridle it : he shall die, an it be but for pleading so well
for his life.*—Away with him ! he has a familiar under
his tongue :2 he speaks not o’God’s name. Go, take
him away, I say, and strike off his head presently : and
then break into his son-in-law’s house, sir James Crom-
er, and strike off his head, and bring them both upon
two poles hither.

All. It shall be done. .

Say. Ah, countrymen! if when you make your

rayers, ,
God should be so obdurate as yourselves,
How would it fare with your departed souls ?
And therefore yet relent, and save my life.

Cade. Away with him, and doas I command ye.

: [Exeunt some, with Lord SAY.
. The proudest peer in the realm shall not wear a head
on his shoulders, unless he pay me tribute ; there shall
not a maid be married, but she shall pay to me her
maidenhead ere they have it : Men shall hold of me
in capite ; and we charge and command, that their
wives be as free as heart can wish, or tongue can tell.

Dick. My lord, when shall we go to Cheapside, and
take up commodities upon-our bills ?3 :

1] This sentiment is not merely designed as an expression of ferocious
triumph, but to murk the eternal enmit{ which the vulgar bear to those of
_more liberal education and superior rank. The vuolgar are always ready to
depreciate the talents which they behold with envy, and insult the eminence
which they despair to reach STEEV. .

[2) A familiar is a demon who was supposed to attend at call. STEEV
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Cade. Marry, presently.
All. O brave !

Re-onter Rebels, with the heads of Lord SAy, and his
Son-in-law,

Cade. But is not this braver ?—Let them kiss one ano-
ther, for they lov’d well, when they were alive. Now
part them again, lest they consult about the giving up of
some more towns in France. Soldiers, defer the spoil of
the city until night : for with these borne before us, in-
stead of maces, will we ride through the streets ; and,
at every corner, have them kiss.—Away ! [Excunt.

SCENE VIII.
Southwark. Alarum. Enter CAve, and all his Rabblement.

Cade. Up Fish-street ! down Saint Magnus’ corner ¥
kill and knock down! throw them into Thames !~
[A Pariey sounded, then a Retreat.
What noise is this I hear ? Dare any be so bold to
sound retreat or parley, when I command them kill ?

Enter BUCKINGEAM, and old CL1FFORD, with Forces.

Buck. Ay,here they be that dare and will disturb thee:.
Know, Cade, we come ambassadors from the king
Unto the commons whom thou hast misled ;

And here pronounce free pardon to them all,
That will forsake thee, and go home in peace:

Clif. What say ye, countrymen ? will ye relent,.

And yield to mercy, whilst “tis offer’d you ;

Or let a rabble lead you to your deaths >

Who loves the king, and will embrace his pardon,
Fling up his cap, and say—God save his majesty !
Who hateth him, and honours not his father,
Henry the fifth, that made all France to quake,.
Shake his weapon at us, and pass by..

All. God save the king ! God save the king !

Cade. What, Buckingham, and Clifford, are ye so
brave ?—And you, base peasants, do ye believe him ?
will you needs be hanged with your pardons about your:
necks ? Hath my sword therefore broke through London.

ates, that you should leave me at the White Hart in
uthwark ? I thought, ye would never have given out

Perhaps this is an equivoque alluding to the brown 4ills, or halberds,

w{&] which the commons were anciently armed. PERCY.
15% VOL. V.
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these arms, till you had recovered your ancient free-
dom : but you are all recreants, and dastards ; and’'de-
light to live in slavery to the nobility. Let them break
zour backs with burdens, take your houses over your

eads, ravish your 'wives'and.'daughters before your
faces: For me,—I will make shift %or one ; and 80—
God’s curse ’light upon you all !

All. We'll follow Cade, we’ll follow Cade.

Clif. Is Cade the son of Henry the fifth,

That thus you do exclaim—you’ll go with him ?
Will he conduct you through the heart of France,
And make the meanest of you earls and dukes ?
Alas, he hath no home, no place to fly to ;
Nor knows he how to live, but by the spoil,
Unless by robbing of your friends, and us.
Wer’t not a shame, that whilst you live at jar,
The fearful French, whom you late vanquished,
Should make a start o’er seas, and vanquish you ?
Methinks, already, in this civil broil,
I see them lording it in London streets,
Crying—"Fillageois ! unto all they meet.
Better, ten thousand base-born Cades miscarry,
Than you should stoop unto a Frenchman’s mercy.
‘To France, to France, and get what you have lost ;
-Spare England, for it is your native coast :

enry hath money, you are strong and manly ;
6od on our side, doubt not of victory.

All. A Clifford!" a Clifford ! we’ll follow the king, .

and Clifford.

Cade. Was ever feather so lightly blown to and fro,
as this multitude ? the name o% Henry the fifth hales
them to an hundred mischiefs, and makes them leave
me desolate. I see them lay their heads together, to
surprise me : my sword make way for me, for here is
no staying.—In despight of the devils and hell, have
through the very midst of you ! and heavens and honour
be witness, that no want of resolution in me, but only
my followers’ base and ignominious treasons, makes me
betake me to my.heels. . [ Exit.

Buck. What, is he fled ? go some, and follow him ;
And he, that brings his head unto the king,

Shall have a thousand crowns for his reward.—
[Exeunt some of them.

Follow me, soldiers ; we’ll devise a”mean

‘To recencile you all unto the king. [Exeunt.
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- SCENE IX.

Kenelworth Castle. Enter King HENRY, Queen MARGARET,
and SOMERSET, on the Terrace of the Castle.

K.Hen. Was/ever/King thdt 'joy’d 'an earthly throne,
And could command no more coitent than I ¢
No sooner was 1 crept out of my cradle,
But I was made a king, at nine months old :
Was never subject long’d to be a king,
As1 do long and wish to be a subject.

Enter BUCKINGHAM and CLIFFORD.
Buck. Health, and glad tidings, to your majesty !
K.Hen. Why, Buckingham, is the traitor, Cade,
surpris’d ?
Or is he but retir’d to make him strong ?

Enter, below, a great number of CADpE’s Followers,
with Halters about their Necks.

Clif. He’s fled, my lord, and all his powers do yield ;
And humbly thus, with halters on their necks,

Expect your highness’ doom, of life, or death.

K.Hen. Then, heaven, set ope thy everlasting gates,
To entertain my vows of thanks and praise '—
Soldiers, this day have you redeem’d your lives,

‘And show’d how well you love your prince and country :
‘Continue still in this so good a mind,
And Henry, though he be infortunate,
Assure yourselves, will never be unkind ¢
And so, with thanks, and pardon to you all,
I do dismiss you to your several countries.
All. God save the king ! God save the king !

Enter a Messenger.
Mess. Please it your grace to be advértised,
‘The duke of York is newly come from Ireland:
And with a puissant and a mighty power,
Of Gallowglasses, and stout Kernes, 4
. Is marching hitherward in proud array ;
And still proclaimeth, as he comes along,
His arms are only to remove from thee
The duke of Somerset, whom he terms a traitor.
K. Hen. Thys stands my state, "twixt Cade and York
distress’d ;
4] These were two orders of foot-soldiers among the Irish. STEEV.

¢
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Like to & ship, that, having ’scadp’d a tempest,
Is straightway calm’d and boarded with a pirate :.
But now is Cade driven back, his men dispers’d ;
And now is York in arms to second him.— :
I pray thee, Buckingham,(go| forth and)meet him ;
And ask him, what’s the reason of these arms.
Tell him, I’ll send duke Edmund to the Tower ;=—
And, Somerset, we will commit thee thither,
Until his army be dismiss’d from him.
Som. My lord,
I'll yield myself to prison willingly,
Or unto death, to do my country good.
K.Hen. In any case, be not too rough in terms ;
For he is fierce, and cannot brook hard language.
Buck. 1 will, my lord ; and doubt not so to deal,
As all things shall redound unto your good.
K.Hen. Come, wife, let’s in, and learn to govern
better ;
For yet may England curse my wretched reign. ([ Exe.

SCENE X.
Kent. IpEN’s Garden. Enter CAme.

Cade. Fye on ambition ! fye on myself ; that have a
sword, and yet am ready to famish ! These five days
have I hid me in these woods ; and durst not peep out,
for all the country islay’d for me; but now am I so
hungry, that if I might have a lease of my life for a thou-
sand years, I could stay no longer. Wherefore, on a
brick-wall have I climbed into this garden ; to see if I
can eat grass, or pick a sallet another while, which is
not amiss to cool a man’s stomach this hot weather.
And, I think, this word sallet was born to dome good :
for, many a time, but for a sallet, my brain-panf had
been cleft with a brown bill ; and, many a time, when I
have been dry, and bravely marching, it hath served me
instead of a quart-pot to drink in.; and now the word
sallet must serve me to feed on. S

Enter IDEN, with Servants.

Iden. Lord, who could live turmoiled in the court,
And may enjoy such quiet walksas these ?

(5] A corruption from the French salut, taken, 1 suppose, from the sc!
tural phrase, the helmet of salvation. Brain-pan, forﬁull. oceqrs, 1 thio
in Wickliff’s translation of Fudges xix, 53. = WHALLEY.
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‘This small inheritance, my father left me,
Contenteth me, and is worth a monarchy.

I seek not to wax great by other’s waning ;
Or gather wealth, I carenot with what envy ;
Sufficeth, that I'have maintains'my state,
And sends the poor well pleased from my gate.

Cade. Here’s the lord of the soil come to seize me for
a stray, for entering his fee-simple without leave. Ah,
villain, thou wilt betray me, and get a thousand crowns
of the king for carrying my head to him ; but I’ll make
thee eat iron like an ostrich, and swallow my sword
like a great pin, ere thou-and I part.

lden. Why, rude companion, whatsoe’er thou be,

I know thee not ; Why then should I betray thee ?
Is’t not enough, to break into my garden,

And, like a thief, to come to rob my grounds,
Climbing my walls in spite of me the owner,

But thou wilt brave me with these saucy terms ?

Cade. Brave thee ? ay, by the best blood that ever
was broached, and beard thee too. Look on me well: I
have eat no meat these five days ; yet, come thou and
thy five men, and if I do not leave you all as dead as a
door nail, I pray God, I may never eat grass more.

Iden. Nay, it shall ne’er be said,while England stands,
That Alexander lden, an esquire of Kent,

“Took odds to combat a poor famish’d man.
Oppose thy stedfast-gazing eyes to mine,

See if thou canst outface me with thy looks.

Set limb to limb, and thou art far the lesser ;
Thy hand is but a finger to my fist ;

Thy leg a stick, compared with this truncheon;
My foot shall fight with all the strength thou hast ;
And if mine arm be heaved in the air,

Thy grave is digg’d already in the earth.

As for more words, whose greatness answers words,®
Let this my sword report what speech forbears.

Cade. By my valour, the most cowplete champion
that ever I heard.—Steel, if thou turn the edge, or cut
not the burly-boned clown in chines of beef, ere thou
sleep in thy sheath, I beseech God on my knees, thou
mayest be turned to hobnails. [ They fight. CADE falls.]
O, 1 am slain! famine,and no other,hath slain me : let ten

{61 For more nwords, whose pomp and tumour may answer words, and only
words, I shall fosbear them, and refer the rest fo my sword:  JOHNS..
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thousand devils come against me, and give me but the
ten meals [ have lost, and I'd defy them all. Waither,
garden ; and be henceforth a burying-place to all th:{_
do dwell in this house, because the unconquered soul
Cade is fled.

Iden.Is’t Cade that I have slain,that monstrous traitor?
Sword, I will hallow thee for this thy deed,

And hang thee o’er my tomb, when I am dead :
Ne’er shall this blood be wiped from thy point ;
But thou shalt wear it as a herald’s coat,
To emblaze the honour that thy master got.

Cade. Iden, farewell ; and be proud of thy victory :
Tell Kent from me, she hath lost her best man, and ex-
hort all the world to be cowards ; for I, that never fear-'
ed any, am vanquished by famine, not by valour, [Dies.

JIde.How much thou wrong’st me,Sheaven be my judge.
Die, damned wretch, the curse of her that bear thee !
And as I thrust thy body in with my sword,

So wish I, I might thrust thy soul to hell.¢
Hence will I drag thee headlong by the heels
Unto a dunghill, which shall be thy grave,
And there cut off thy most ungracious head ;
Which I will bear in triumph vo the king,

_ Leaving thy trunk for crows to feed upon.

[Exit, dragging out the body.
NN
ACT V,

SCENE 1 —The same. Fields between Dartford and Black-
heath. The King’s Camp on one side. Qn the other, enter
Yorx attended, with Drum and Colours : his Forces at some
distance. .

York.
FROM Ireland thus comes York, to claim his right,
And pluck the crown from feeble Henry’s head :.
Ring, bells, aloud ; burn, bonfires, clear and bright,
To entertain great England’s lawful king.
Ah, sancta majestas ! who would not buy thee dear ?

Eﬁ That is. in supposing that } am proud of my victory. ~ JOHNS.

.{61 Not to dwell upon the wickedress of this horrid wish."with which

Iden debases his character, the whole speech is wild and confused. Todraw
a man by the heels, headlong is somewhat difficult ; nor can I discover how
the dunghill would be his grave, if his trunk were left to be fed I;ron by
crows. These I conceive not ro be the faults of corruption bus. negligence,
and therefore do not attempt correction,  JOHNS.
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Let them obey, that know not how to rule ;

This hand was made to handle nought but gold :
I cannot give due action to my words,

Except a sword, or scepter, balance it.

A scepter shalllit\have, haveé)l.a(soul 8

On which I'll toss the flower-de-luce of France.

Enter BUCKINGHAM.

‘Whom have we here ? Buckingham, to disturb me ?
The king hath sent him, sure : 1 must dissemble.
Buck. York, if thou meanest well, I greet thee well.
York. Humphrey of Buckingham,I accept thy greeting.
Art thou a messenger, or come of pleasure ?
Buck. A messenger from Henry, our dread liege,
To know the reason of these arms in peace ;
Or why, thou—being a subject as I am,—
Against thy oath and true allegiance sworn,
‘Should’st raise so great a power without his leave,
Or dare to bring thy force so near the court.
York.Scarcecan I speak,my choler isso great.
<0, I could hew up rocks, and fight with flint,
I am so angry at these abject terms ;
And now, like Ajax Telameonius,
‘On sheep or oxen could I spend my fury ! Aside.
I am far better born than is the king ;
More like a king, more kingly in my thoughts :
Bat I must make fair weather yet a while,
‘Till Henry be more weak, and I more strong.—
O Buckingham, I pr'ythee, pardon me,
That I have given no answer all this while ;
My mind was troubled with deep melancholy.
The cause why I have brought this army hither,
Is—to remove proud Somerset from the king,
Seditious to his grace, and to the state.
. Buck. That is too much presumption on thy part :
But if thy arms be to no other end,
‘The king hath yielded unto thy demand ;
The duke of Somerset is in the Tower.
York. llJ})on thine honour, is he prisoner ?
Buck. Upon mine honour, he is prisoner.
York. Then, Buckingham, I do dismiss my powers.—
Soldiers, I thank you all ; disperse yourselves ;

. (7] Lread : —A sceptre shall it have, have [ a sword. York observes that
bis hand must be employed with 1 sword or scepter ; he then naturally ob-

serves, that he has a sword, and resolves that, if he has a sword, he will
Jhave a scepter.  JOHNS.
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Meet me to-morrow in Saint George’s field,
You shall have pay, and every thing you wish.
—And let my sovereign, virtuous Henry,
Command my eldest son,—nay, all my sons,
As pledges of my/\fealty dnd)love)
I’ll send them all as willingas I live ;
Lands, goods, horse, armour, any thing I have
Is to his use, so Somerset may die.

Buck. York, I commend this kind submission :
We twain will go into his highness’ tent.

Enter King HENRY, attended.

~ K.Hen. Buckingham, doth York intend no harm tous,
That thus he marcheth with thee arm in arm ?
York. In all submission and humility,
York doth present himself unto your highness.
K.Hen. Then what intend these forces thou dost bring ?
York. To heave the traitor Somerset from hence ;
And fight against that monstrous rebel, Cade,
Who since I heard to be discomfited. -

Enter IDEN, with CADE’s Head.

Iden. If one so rude, and of so mean condition,
May pass into the presence of a king,
Lo, I present your grace a traitor’s head,
The head of Cade, whom I in combat slew.
K.Hen. The head of Cade ?>—~Great God, how just
art thou !—
O, let me view his visage being dead,
That living wrought me such exceeding trouble.
Tell me, my friend, art thou the man that slew him ?
Iden. I was, an’t like your majesty.
K.Hen. How art thou call’d? and what is thy degree?
Iden. Alexander Iden, that’s my name ;
A poor esquire of Kent, that loves his king,.
uck. So please it you, my lord, *twere not amiss
He were created knight for his good service.
K.Hen.1den, kneeldown; [ He kneels.JRise up a knight.
We give thee for reward a thousandimarks ;
And will, that thou henceforth attend on us.
Iden. May Iden live to merit such a bounty,
And never live but true unto his liege ?
K.Hen. See, Buckingham ! Somerset comes with the

queen ;.
Go, bid her hide him quickly from the duke.
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Enter Queen MARGARET and SOMERSET.

Q.Mar. For thousand Yorks he shall not hide his head,
But boldly stand, and front him to his face.
York. How now ! Is Somerset at liberty ?
Then, York, unloose’ thy 'long-imprison’d thoughts,
And let thy tongue be equal with thy heart.
Shall I endure the sight of Somerset ?—
False king ! why hast thou broken faith with me,
Knowing how hardly I can brook abuse ?
King did I call thee ? no, thou art not king ;
Not fit to govern and rule multitudes,
Which dar’st not, no, nor canst not rule a traitor.
That head of thine doth not become a crown ;
Thy hand is made to grasp a palmer’s staff,
And not to grace an awful princely scepter.
That gold must round engirt these brows of mine ;
Whose smile and frown, like to Achilles’ spear,
Is able with the change to kill and cure.
Here is a hand to hold a scepter up,
And with the same to act controlling laws.
Give place ; by heaven, thou shalt rule no more
O’er him, whom heaven created for thy ruler,
Som. O monstrous traitor '—I arrest thee, York,
Of capital treason 'gainst the king and crown :
Obey, audacious traitor ; kneel for grace. _
York. Would’st have me kneel ? first let me ask of

- these,
If they can brook I bow a knee to man.—
Sirrah, call in my sons to be my bail ;
[Exit an Attendant

I know, ere they will have me go to ward,
They’ll pawn their swords for my enfranchisement.

Q.Mar. Call hither Clifford ; bid him come amain,
To sag. if that the bastard boys of York
Shall be the surety for their traitor father.

York. O blood-besg»otted Neapolitan,
Outcast of Naples, England’s bloody scourge !
The sons of York, th,y etters in their birth;
Shall be their father’s bail ; and bane to those
That for my surety will refuse the boys.

Enter EpwARrD and RICHARD PLANTAGENET, with Forces,
at one side ; at the other, with Forces also, old CL1PYORD and
his Son.

See, where they come ; Il warrant they’ll make it goedt:

16 YOL, V. .
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.Mar. And here comes Clifford, to deny their bail.
%f. Health and all happiness to my lord the king !
. [Kneels.
York. 1 tlﬁank thee, Clifford : Say, what news with
thee’?
Nay, do not fright us with an angry look :
We are thy sovereign, Clifford, kneel again ;
For thy mistaking so, we pardon thee.
Clif. Thisis my king, York, I do not mistake ;
But thou mistak’st me much, to think I do :—
To Bedlam with him ! is the man grown mad ?
K Hen. Ay, Clifford ; a bedlam and ambitious humour
Makes him oppose himself against his king.
Clif. He is a traitor ; let him to the Tower,
And chop away that factious pate of his.
Q.Mar. He is arrested, but will not obey ;
His sons, he says, shall give their words for him.
York. Will you not, sons ?
Edw. Ay, noble father, if our words will serve.
Rich. And if words will net, then our weapons shall.
Clif. Why, what a brood of traitors have we here !
York. Look in'a glass, and call thy image so ;
I am thy king, and thou a false-heart traitor.—
Call hither to the stake my two brave bears,$
That, with the very shaking of their chains,
They may astonish these fell lurking curs ;
Bid Salisbury, and Warwick, come to me.

Drums. Enter Warwick and SALISBURY, with Forces.

Clif. Are these thy bears ? we’ll bate thy bears to death,
And manacle the bear-ward in their chains,
If thou dar’st bring them to the baiting-place.
Rich. Oft have I seen a hot o’erweening cur
Run back and bite, because he was withheld ;
Who, being suffer’d with the bear’s fell paw,
Hath clapp’d his tail between his legs, and cry’d :
And such a piece of service will you do,
If you oppose yourselves to match lord Warwick.
Clif. Hence, heap of wrath, foul indigested lump,
As crooked in thy manners as thy shape !
York. Nay, we shall heat you thoroughly anon.
Chf. ’l‘akel heed, lest by your heat you burn your-
selves.

The Nevils earls of for theic
[83 .evﬂmirmv.vamickhdammmsuf r
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K.Hen. b\zhy; Warwick, hath thy knee forgot to
W P—
Old Salisbury,—shame to thy silver hair,
Thou mad misleader, of thy brain-sick son !—
What, wilt thou'on thy 'death-bed’play’ the ruffian,
And seek for sorrow with thy spectacles ?
O, where is faith ? O, where is loyalty ?
If it be banish’d from the frosty head,
Where shall it find a harbour in the earth ?—
Wilt thou go dig a grave to find out war,
And shame thine honourable age with blood ?
Why art thou old, and want’st experience ?
Or wherefore dost abuse it, if thou hast it ?
For shame ! in duty bend thy knee to me,
That bows unto the grave with mickle age. .
_ Sal. My lord, I have consider'd with myself
The title of this most renowned duke ;
And in my conscience do repute his grace
The rightful heir to England’s royal seat.
K. Hen. Hast thou not sworn allegiance unto me ?
Sel. I have.
K.Hen. Canl:it,thou dispense with heaven for such an
oat
Sal. It is great sin, to swear unto a sin ;
But greater sin, to keep a sinful oath.
Who can be bound by any solemn vow
To do a murderous deed, to rob a man,
To force a spotless virgin’s chastity,
‘To reave the orphan of his patrimony,
To wring the widow from her custom’d right ;
And have no other reason for this wrong,
But that he was bound by a solemn oath ?
Q.Mar. A subtle traitor needs no sephister.
K. Hen. Call Buckingham, and bid him arm himself.
York. Call Buckingham, and all the friends thou hast,
I am resolv’d for death, or dignity.
Ciif. The first I warrant thee, if dreams prove true.
War. You were best to go to bed, and dream again,
To keep thee from the tempest of the field.
Clif. 1 am resolv’d to bear a greater storm,
Than any thou canst conjure up to-day ;
And that I’ll write upon thy burgonet,?
Might I but know thee by thy household badge.

(9] Bargonet—is helmet.  JOHNS,
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War. Now, by my father’s badge, old Nevil’s crest,
‘The rampant bear chain’d to the ragged staff,
‘This day I’ll wear aloft my burgonet,
(As on a mountain-top. the cedar shows,
‘T'hat keeps his leaves in’spite of ‘any'storm),
Even to affright thee with the view thereof.
Clif. And from thy burgonet I’ll rend thy bear
And tread it under foot with all contempt,
Despight the bear-ward that protects the bear.
Y.Clif. And so to arms, victorious father,
To quell the rebels, and their complices,
Rich. Fie ! charity, forshame! speak notin spite,
For you shall sup with Jesu Christ to-night.
Y.Clif. Foul stigmatic, *that’s more than thou canst telb
Rich. If not in heaven, you'll surely sup in hell,
[Exeunt severally.

‘SCENE.IL
Saint Albans, Alarumns : Excursions. Enter W ARWICK.

War. Clifford of Cumberland, ’tis Warwick calls ¢
And if thou dost not hide thee from the bear,
Now,—when the angry trumpet sounds alarm,

And dying men’s cries do fill the empty air,—
Clifford, I say, come forth, and fight with me !
Proud northern lord, Clifford of Cumberland,
Warwick is hoarse with calling thee to arms.

Enter Yorxk.
~—How now, my noble lord ? what, all a-foot ?
York. The deadly-handed Clifford slew my steed :
But match to match I have encounter’d him,
And made a prey for carrion kites and crows
Even of the bonny beast he lov’d so well.

Enter CLIFFORD.

War. Of one or both of us the time is come.

York. Hold, Warwick, seek thee out some other chace,
For I myself must hunt this deer to death.

War. Then, nobly, York ; ’tis for a crown thou

fight’st.—

As I intend, Clifford, to thrive to-day,
It grieves my soul to leave thee unassail’d. [Exit WAR.

[1] A stigmatic is one on whom nature has set a mark of de_formity,'l
stigma. TEEV.~—A stigmatic originally and properly signified a per-
son who has been branded with a hot iron for some crime.” DAL,
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€Lif. What seest t“hou in me, York ? why dost thou
ause !

York. With thy brave bearing should 1 be in love,
But that thou art so fast/mine/enemy.

Clif. Nor should thy prowess want praise and esteem,
But that ’tis shewn ignobly, and in treason.

York. So let it help me now against thy sword,
As I in justice and true right express it !

Clif. My soul and body on the action both !—

York. A dreadful lay '3—Address thee instantly.

SFight, and CLIFFORD falls.3

Clif. La fin couronne les euvres. [Dies.

York.Thus war hath given thee peace, for thou art still.
Peace with his soul, heaven, if it be thy will!  [Exis.

Enter Young CLIFFORD.

Y.Clif. Shame and confusion ! all is on the rout ;
Fear frames disorder, and disorder wounds
Where it should guard. O war, thou son of hell,
Whom angry heavens do make their minister,
Throw in the frozen bosoms of our part
Hot coals of vengeance !4—Let no soldier fly ;

He that is truly dedicate to war,

Hath no self-love ; nor he, that loves himself,

Hath not essentially, but by circumstance,

The name of valour.—O, let the vile world end,
[Secing his dead father.

And the premised flames of the last day

Knit earth and heaven together !5

Now let the general trumpet blow his blast,

Particularities and petty sounds

To cease !—Wast thou ordain’d, dear father,

To lose thy youth in peace, and to achieve

[2] A dreadful wager, a tremendous stake.  JOHNS.

{3] Our anthor, in making Clifford fall by the hand of York, has departed
from the trath of history ; a practice not uncomnon to him when he does
his utmost to make his characters iderable. This cir ance, how-
ever, serves to prepare the reader or spectator for the vengeance afterwards
taken by Clifford’s son on York and Rutland. It is remarkable, that at the
beginning of the third part of this historical play, the poet has forgot this
occarrence, and there represents Clifford’s death as it reallv happened :

¢ Lord Clifford and lori Stafford all abreast )
¢ Charg’d our main battle’s front ; and breaking in,
““Were by the swords of common soldiers slain.”” . PERCY!

[4] This phrase is scriptural. So in the 140th Psalm: ¢¢ Let hot burning
caa’s] fall upon them.”’ P?I‘EEV. 40

(5] Premised, for sent before their time. The sense is, let the flames,
rescrved for the last day, be sent gow. WARB.
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The silver livery of advised age ;8

And, in thy reverence, and thy chair-days, thus

To die in ruffian battle ?—Even at this sight,

My heart is turn’d to stone : and, while ’tis mine,

It shall be stony) York not oar old/men/ spares ;

No more will I their babes : tears virginal

Shall be to me even as the dew to fire ;

And beauty, that the tyrant oft reclaims,

Shall to my flaming wrath be oil and flax.

Henceforth, I will not have to do with pity ;

Meet I an infant of the house of York,

Into as many gobbets will I cut it,

As wild Medea young Absyrtus did :7

In cruelty will I seek out my fame.

Come, thou new ruin of old Clifford’s house ;
[Zaking ufr the body.

As did AEneas old Anchises bear,

So bear I thee upon my manly shoulders:

But then ZEneas bare a living load,

Nothing so heavy as these woes of mine. [Exit.

“Enter RICHARD PLANTAGENET and SOMERSET, fighting, and
SoMERSET s Ailled.
Rich. So, lie thou there ;—
For, underneath an ale-house’ paltry sign,
The Castle in St. Alban’s, Somerset
Hath made the wizard famous in his death.8
Sword, hold thy temper ; heart, be wrathful still ;
Priests pray for enemies, but princes kill. [Exit.

Alarums : Excursions. Enter King HENRY, Queen
MARGARET, and others, retreating.
Q.Mar.Away, my lord! youare slow ; for shame,away !
K.Hen. Can we outrun the heavens ? good Marga-
ret, stay.

Q.Mar.What are you made of ? you’ll not fight nor fly :

Now is it manhood, wisdom, and defence,

6) Advised is cautious, considerate. ~STEEV.'

7] When Medea fled with Jason from Colchos, she murdered her brother
Absyrtus, and cut his body into several pieces, that her father might be pres
vented for some time from pursuing her. See Ovid, Trist. Lib. IIL. EL 9.

MAL.
(8] The death of Somerset here accomplishes that equivocal prediction
given by Jourdan the witch, concerning this duke :
¢ Let him shun Castles :
Safer shall he be upon the sandy plains, i
Than where Castles, mounted, stand.”’
1.e, the representation of a castle, mogated for a sign. THEQBALI:
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To give the enemy way ; and to secure us
By what we can, which can no more but fly.
[Alarum afar of.
If you be ta’en, we then should see the bottom
Of all our fortunes :'but 'if we' haply' scape,
(As well we may, if not through your neglect,)
We shall to London get ; where you are lov’d ;
And where this breach, now in our fortunes made,
May readily be stopp’d.

Enter young CLIFFORD.

Y.Clif. But that my heart’s on future mischief set,
1 would speak blasphemy ere bid you fly ; ,

But fly you must ; uncurable discomfit

Reigns in the hearts of all our present parts.?

Away, for your relief ! and we will live

To see their day, and them our fortune give :

Away, my lord, away ! [Excunt.

SCENE III

Tields near Saint Albans. Alarum : Retreat. Flourish : then
enter York, RICHARD PLANTAGENET, WARWICK, gnd
Soldiers, with Dyum and Colowrs.

F¥ork. Of Salisbury, who can report of him ;
That winter lion, who, in rage, forgets
Aged contusions and all brush of time ;*
And, like a gallant in the brow of youth,3
Repairs him with occasion ? this happy day
Is not itself, nor have we won one foot,
If Salisbury be lost.

Rich. My noble father,
Three times to-day I holp him to his horse,
Three times bestrid him, thrice I led him off,
Persuaded him from any further act :
But still, where danger was, still there I met him ;
And like rich haniings in a homely house,
So was his will in his old feeble body.
But, noble as he is, look where he cemes.

Part and were synon' ly used. STEEV.
B R, adie o Gine. "W AR B e e Srush of Eime, is the gradui
detrition of time. STEEV.

2] I read,—the bJow of youth ; the blossom, the spring. !OHNS.
he brow of youth i the Asight of youth, 8 the brow of & hill is its sum.

mit,
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Enter SALISBURY.

Sal. Now, by my sword, well hast thou fought to-day ;
By the mass, so did we all.—I thank you, Richard :
God knows, how long it is I have to live ;
And it hath pleds’d/him,/that three'times to-day
You have defended me from imminent death.—
Well, lords, we have not got that which we have ;3
T'is not enough our foes are at this time fled,
Being opposites of such repairing nature. 4

York. I know, our safety is to follow them ;
Feor, as I hear, the king is fled to Londen,
To call a present court of parliament.
Let us pursue him, ere the writs go forth :—
What says lord Warwick ? shall we after them ?

War. After them ! nay, before them, if we can.
Now by my faith, lords, ‘twas a glorious day ;
Saint Alban’s battle, won by famous York,

Shall be eterniz’d in all age to come.—
Sound, drums and trumpets ;—and to London all :
And more such days as these to usbefall! [Ezxcunt.

(3] i. e. we have not secured, we are not sure of retaining, that whidz we
h["] agmred.m‘:tl& are likel to rally and themselves
INg en cly 80 soon to recover
fom this defeat, ~ MAL, 7 andrecove
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OBSERVATIONS.

THE three parts of King. Henry VZ. are suspec ted, by Mr.
Theobald, of being supposititious, and are declared, by Dr.
Warburton, to be certainly not Shakspeare’s. Mr. Theo-
bald’s suspicion, arises from some obsolete words ; but the
phraseology is like the rest of ‘our’ author’s style, and single
words, of which however I do not observe more than two,
can conclude little. Dr. Warburton gives no reason, but I
suppose him to judge upon deeper principles and more com-
prehensive views, and to draw his opinion from the general
effect and spirit of the composition, which he thinks inferior
to the other historical plays.

From mere inferiority nothing can be inferred ; in the pro-.
ductions of wit there will be inequality. Sometimes judgment
will err, and sometimes the matter itself will defeat the artist.
Of every author’s works, one will be the best, and one will be
the worst. The colours are notequally pleasing, nor the at-
ﬁt}n(;i:s equally graceful, in all the pictures of Titian or Rey-
nolds.

Dissimilitude of style, and heteroseneousness of sentiment,
may sufficiently show that a work does not really belong to
the reputed author. But in these plays no such marks of spu-
riousness are found. The diction, the versificatien, and the fig-
ures, are Shakspeare’s. These plays, considered, without regard
to characters and incidents, merely as narratives in verse, are
more - happily conceived, and more accurately finished than
those of K. Sohn, Richard II. or the tragick scenes of King
Henry IV and V' If we take these playsafrlom Shakspeare, to
whom shall they be given? What author of that age had the
same easiness of expression, and fluency of numbers ?

Having considered the evidence given by the plays them-
selves, and found it in their favour, let us now inquire what
oorroboration can be gained from other testimony. They are
ascribed to Shakspeare by the first editors, whose attestation
may be received in questions of fact, however unskilfully they
superintended their edition. They seem to be declared genu-
ine by the voice of Shakspeare himself, who refers to the sec-
ond play in his epilogue to King Henry. V. and apparently con-
nects the first Act of King Richard HI. with the last of Tke
Third Part of King Henry VI If it be objected that the plays
were popular, and that therefore he alluded to them as well
known ; it may be answered, with equal probability, that the

.natural passions of a poet would have disposed him to separate

his own works from those of an inferior hand. And, indeed,
if an author’s own testimony is to be overthrown by specula-
tive criticism, no man can-be any longer secure of literary
reputation. JoHNgON.
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THIRD PART OF

KING HENRY VI.

ACT L

SCENE L.—London. The Parliament-House. Drums. Some-
Soldiers of Yowrx’s Party break in. Then, enter the Dube of
York, EDwARD, RicHARD, NORYOLK, MONTAGUE, WAR- .
WICK, and others, with white Roses in their Hats.®

Warwick.

I WONDER, how the king escap’d our hands.

York. While we pursu’d the horsemen of the north,
He slily stole away, and left his men :
Whereat the great lord of Northumberland,
Whose warlike ears could never brook retreat,
Cheer’d up the drooping army ; and himself,
Lord Clifford, and lord Stafford, all a-breast,
Charg’d our main battle’s front, and, breaking in,
Were by the swords of common soldiers slain.

Edw. Lord Stafford’s father, duke of Buckingham,
Is either slain, or wounded dangerous :

1 cleft his beaver with a downright blow ; .

That this is true, father, behold his blood. -
. [Showing his bloody sword.
Mont. And, brother, here’s the earl of Wiltshire’s
blood, [T YoRrk, showing his.
Whom I encountered as the battles join’d. ’
Rich. Speak thou for me, and tell them what I did.s
[Throwing down the Duke of SoMERSET’s Head.
York. Richard hath best deserv’d of ail my sons.—
What, is your grace dead, my lord of Somerset ?
Norf. Such hope have all the line of John of Gaunt !

(1] This play is only divided from the former for the convenience of ex-
hibition ; for the series of action is continued without interruption, nor are

. any two scenes of any play more closely connected tham the first scene of

this play with the last of the former. OHNS.

[2] Here, as Mr. Elderton has observed to me, is 2 gross anachorism. At
the time of the first battle of Saint Albans, at which Richard is represented
in the last scene of the preceding play to have fought, he was, according to
that gentleman’s calculation, not one year old, having (as he conceivess
been born at Frotheringay Castle, October 21, 1454.  MAD.

18 VOL. V.
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Rich. Thus do I hope to shake king Henry’s head.
War. And so do I.—Victorious prince of York,
Before I see thee seated in that throne
Which now tlie house of Lancaster usurps,
1 vow by heaven, these eyes'shall neverclose,
This is the palace of the fearful kin§f
And this the regal seat : possess it, York :
For this is thine, and not king Henry’s heirs’.
York. Assist me then, sweet Warwick, and I will ;
For hither we have broken in by force.
Norf. We'll all assist you ; he, that flies, shall die.
York. Thanks, gentle Norfolk.—Stay by me,my lords ;
—Aud, soldiers, stay, and lodge by me this night.
War. And, when the king comes,offer him no violence,
Unless he seek to thrust you out by force. { They retire.
York. The queen, thisday, here holds ber parliament,
But little thinks we shall be of ber council : -
By words, or blows, here let us win our right.
. Rich. Arm’d as we are, let’s stay within this house.
War. The bloody parliament shall this be call’d,
Unless Plantagenet, duke of York, be king ;
And bashful Hent'y depos’d, whose cowardice
Hath made us by-words to our enemies.
York. Then leave me not, my lords ; be resolute ;
I mean to take possession of my right.
War. Neither the king, ner he that loves him best,
The proudest he that holds up Lancaster,
Dare stir a wing, if Warwick shake his bells.3
T’ll plant Plantagenet, root him up who dares :—
Resolve thee, Richard ; claim the English crown.
{Warwick leads YORX to the throne,who seats hintself.

Flourish. Enter King HENRY, CL1FFORD, NORTH-
UMBERLAND, WESTMORELAND, EXETER, and
others, with red Roses in their Hats.

K.Hen. My lords, look where the sturdy rebel sits,
Even in the chair of state ! belike, he means,

Back’d by the power.of Warwick, that false peer,)

o aspire unto the crown, and reign as king.— -
Earl of Northumberland, he slew thy father ;—
And thine, lord Clifford ; and you both have vow’'d

revenge

On him, his sons, his favourites, and his friends.

{3] The allusion is to falconry. The hawk had sometimes Tittle bells hung
upon them, perhaps to qafc the birds ; that is, to fright them fro;:(a) ;!l;lsbg «
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North. If I be not, heavens, be reveng’d on me !
Clif. The hope thereof makes Clifford mourn fn steel.
West.What,shall we suffer this ? let’s pluck him down:
My heart for anger burns, I cannot brook it.
K_Hen. Beé/patient, gentle earl of Westmoreland.
Clif. Patience is for poltroons, and such as he ;
He durst not sit there, had your father liv’d.
My gracious lord, here in the parliament
Let us assail the family of York.
North. Well hast thou spoken, cousin ; be it so.
K.Hen. Ah, know you not, the city favours them,
And they have troops of soldiers at their beck ?
Exe. But when the duke is slain, they’ll quickly fly.
K.Hen. Far be the thought of this from Henry’s heart,
To make a shambles of the parliament-lhouse ! ‘
Cousin of Exeter, frowns, words, and threats,
Shall be the war that Henry means to use.—
[ Fhey advance to the Duke.
Thou factious duke of York, descend my throne,
And kneel for grace and mercy at my feet ;
I am thy sovereign. A
York. Thou art deceiv’d, I am thine.
Exe. For shame, come down ; he made thee duke
of York.
York. >Twas my inheritance, as the earldom was.¢
Exe. Thy father was a traitor to the crown.
War. Exeter, thou art a traitor to the crown,
In following this usurping Henry.
Clif. Whom should he follow, but his nataral king ?
War. True, Clifford ; and that’s Richard,duke of York.
K. Hen. And shall I stand, and thou sit in my throne ?
York. It must and shall be so. Centent thyself.
War. Be duke of Lancaster, let him be king.
West. He is both king and duke of Lancaster ;
And that the lord of Westmereland shall maintain.
War. And Warwick shall disprave it. You forget,
That we are those, which chas’d you from the field,
And slew your fathers, and with colours spread
March’d through the city to the palace gates.
North. Yes, Warwick, I remember it to my grief ;
And, by his soul, thou and thy house shall rue it.
[4) York means, I supp that the dukedom of York was his inheritance
is father, as the earldom of March was his inheritance from his moth.
er, Anne Mortimer, the wife of the Earl of Cumbridge ; and by naming the

earldom, he covertly asserts his right to the crown ; for his title to the
crown was not.as Dake of York, but Barl of March. MALONE."
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West. Plantagenet, of thee, and these thy sons,
Thy kinsmen, and thy friends, I'll have more lives,
‘T'han drops of blood were in my father’s veins.
Clif. Urge it no more ; lest that, instead of words,
Isend thee, Warwick)/\su¢hla)messenger;
As shall revenge his death, before I stir.
War. Poor Clifford ! how I scorn his worthless threats !
York. Will you, we show our title to the crown ?
If not, our swords shall plead it in the field.
K.Hen. What title hast thou, traitor, to the crown ?
‘Thy father was, as thou art, duke of York ;
Thy grandfather, Roger Mortimer, earl of March :
T am the son of Henry the Fifth,s
Who made the Dauphin and the French to stoop,
And seiz’d upon their towns and provinces.
War. Talk not of France, sith thou hast lost it alk
K.Hen. ‘T'he lord protector lost it, and not I ;
When I was crown’d, I was but nine months old.
Rich. You are old enough now, and yet, methinks,
you lose :
Father, tear the crown from the usurper’s head.
Edw. Sweet father, do so ; set it on your head.
Mont. Good brother, [To York.] as thou lov’st and
honour’st arms,
Levs fight it out, and not stand cavilling thus.
Rich. Sound drums and trumpets, and the king will fly.
York. Sons, peace !
K. Hen.Peace,thou! andgive king Henry leavetospeak.
War. Plantagenet shall speak first :—hear him, lords :
And be you silent and attentive too,
For he, that interrupts him, shall not live.
K. Hen. Think’st thou, that I will leave my kingly
throne,
Wherein my grandsire, and my father, sat ?
No: first shall war unpeople this my realm ;
Ay, and their colours,—often borne in France ;
And now in England, to our heart’s great sorrow,—
Shall be my winding-sheet——=Why faint you, lords ?
My title’s good, and better far than his.
War. But prove it, Henry, and thou shalt be king.
K.Hen. Henry the Fourth by conquest got the crowa.
York. T was by rebellion against his king.
K. Hen. I know not what to say ; my title’s weak.

(5] The military repatation of Henry the Fifth is the sole support of his
son.  The name of Henry the Fifth dispersed the followersof Cade. JOH.

it o .
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Tell me, may not a king adopt an heir ?

York. What then ?

K. Hen. An if he may, then am I lawful king :
For Richard, in the/view)of many lords;
Resign’d the crown to Henry the Fourth ;
Whose heir my father was, and I am his,

York. He rose against him, being his sovereign,
And made him to resign his crown perforce.

War. Suppose, my lords, he did it unconstrain’d,
Thiuk you, ’twere prejudicial to his crown ?

Exe. No ; for he could not so resign his crown,

But that the next heir should succeed and reign.

K Hen. Art thou against us,duke of Exeter ?

Exe. His is the right, and therefore pardon me.

York. Why whisper you, my lords, and answer not *

Ezxe. My conscience tells me, he is lawful king.

K Hen. All will revolt from me and turn to him.

MNorth. Plantagenet, for all the claim thou lay’st,
Think not, that Henry shall be so depos’d. )

War. Depos’d he shall be, in despight ef all.

North. Thou art deceiv’d : ’tis not thy southern power,
Of Essex, Norfolk, Suffolk, nor of Kent,— '
Which makes thee thus presumptuous and proud,—
Can set the duke up, in despight of me.

Clif. King Henry, be thy title right or wrong,

Lord Clifford vows to fight in thy defence :

May that ground gape, and swallow me alive,

Where I shall kneel to him that slew my father.
K.Hen. O Clifford, how thy words revive my heart
York. Henry of Lancaster, resign thy crown e

Wthat mutter you, or what conspire you, lords ?

War. Do right unto this princely duke of York ;

Or 1 will fill the house with armed men,

And o’er the chair of state, where now he sits;

Write up his title with usurping. blood.

He stamfis, and the Soldiers skow themselves .

K.Hen. My lord of Warwick, hear me but one word ;
Let me, for this my life-time, reign as king.

York. Confirm the crown to me, and-to mine heirs,
And thou shalt reign.in quiet while thou liv’st.

K.Hen. I am content : Richard:Plantagenet,

Enjoy the kingdom after my decease.

Cliif- What wrong is this unto the prince your son ?

War. What good is this to England, and himself ?

West. Base, fearful, and despairing Henfy ¢

18* VOL. V.
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Clif. How hast thou injur’d both thyself and us ?
est. I cannot stay to hear these articles.
North. Nor L.
Clif. Come, cousin, let us tell the queen these news.
+ West. Farewell| fiint-hearted and. degenerate king,
In whose cold blood no spark of honour ’bides.
MNorth. Be thou a prey unto the house of York,
And die in bands for this unmanly deed !
Clif. In dreadful war may’st thou be overcome !
Or live in peace, abandon’d, and despis’d !
[Exeunt NorTH. CLIF. and WEST.
War. Tugpn this way, Henry, and regard them not.
Exe.They seek revenge, and therefore will not yield.5
K.Hen. Ah, Exeter! .
War. Why should you sigh, my lord ?
K.Hen. Not for myself, lord Warwick, but my son,
Whom I unnaturally shall disinherit.
But, be it as it may :—I here entail
The crown to thee, and to thine heirs for ever ;
Conditionally, that here thou take an oath
To cease this civil war, and, whilst I live,
To honour me as thy king and sovereign ;

And neither by treason, nor hostility, .

To seek to put me down, and reign thyself.
York. This oath I willingly take, and will perform.
[Coming from the Throne.
War.Longlive kingHenry!—Plantagenet,embrace him.
K. Hen. And long live thou, and these thy forward sons !
York. Now York and Lancaster are reconcil’d.
Ezxe. Accurs'd be he, that seeks to make them foes !
[Senet. The Lords come forward.
York. Farewell, my gracious lord ; I’ll to my castle.
War. And Pll keep London, with my soldiers.
Norf. And I to Norfolk, with my followers.
Mont. And Iunto the sea, from whence I came.
[Exeunt York, and his Sons, WARWICK, NoR-
FOLK, MONTAGUE, Soldiers, and Attendants.
K.Hen. And I, with grief and sorrow, to the court.

Enter Queen MARGARET and the Prince of Wales.

Exe. Here comes the queen, whese looks bewray her
anger: 6

{5] They go away, not because they doubt the justice of this determina-
tion, but Because they have been conquered, and seek to be revenged. They
are not influenced by principle, but passion, QHNSON.

{6) Bewray=#hat is, betray, discover,  STEEV.

-
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I'll steal away. ‘
K. Hen, Exeter, so will I. [Going
Q.Mar. Nay, go not from me, I will follow thee.
K. Hen. Be patient, gentle queen, and I will stay .
Q.Mar. Who'can be patient in such extremes ?

Ah, wretched man ! would I had died a maid,

And never seen thee, never borne thee son,

Seeing thou hast prov’d so unnatural a father ¢

Hath he deserv’d to lose his birthright thus ?

Hadst thou but lgv’d him half so well as I ;

Or felt that pain which I did for him once ;

Or nourish’d him, as I did with my blood ;

Thou wouldst have left thy dearest heart-blood there,-

Rather than made that savage duke thine heir,

And disinherited thine only son.
Prince. Father, you canot disinherit me :

If you be king, why should not I succeed ?
K. Hen. Pardon me,Margaret ;—pardon me,sweet son;

he earl of Warwick, and the duke, enforc’d me.
Q.Mar. Enforc’d thee! art thou king, and wilt be
forc’d ?

I shame to hear thee speak. Ah, timorous wretch !

Thou hast undone thyself, thy son, and me ;

And given unto the house of York such head,

As thou shalt reign but by their sufferance.

To entail him and his heirs unto the crown,

‘What is it, but to make thy sepulchre,?

And creep into it far before thy time ?

Warwick is chancellor, and the lord of Calajs ;

Stern Faulconbridge commands the narrow seas ;8

[z] The Queen’s rerroach is founded on a position long received among
politicians, that the loss of a king’s power is soon followed by luss of life

(8] The person here meant was Thomas Nevil, bastard son to the lord
Faulconbridge, ‘“ a manA’ savs Hall, ¢ of no lesse corage then aundacitie,
who for his cuel condicions was such an apte person, that a mcre meter could
not be chosen to set all the worlde in a broyle, 2nd tgvyu: the estate of the
realme on an y! hazard’’ He had been appointcd by Warwick vice-admiral |
of the sea, and had in charge so to keep the passage between Dover and
Calais, that none which either fayoured King Henry or his friends should
escape untaken or undrowned ; suth at least were his instructions, with re-
spect to the friends ond favourers of King Edward, after the rupture between
him and Warwick. On Warwick’s death, he fell into poverty, and robbed,
both by sea and land, as well friends as enemies. He once brought his ships
up the Thames, znd with a considerable bedy of the men of Kent and Essex,
made a spirited assanlt on the city, with a view to plunder and pillage, which
‘was not repelled but after a sharp conflict and the loss of many lives ; and,
had it happened at 2 more critical period, might have been attended with fa-
tal consequences to Edward. After roving on the sea some little time longer,
e ventured to land at Southampton, where he was taken headed.

See Hall and Holinshed. ~ RITSON.
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The duke is made protector of the realm ;
And yet shalt thou be safe ? such safety finds
The trembling lamb, environed with wolves.
Had I been therej/whicli @ma sillywoman,
The soldiers should have toss’d me on their pikes,
Before 1 would have granted to that act.
But thou preferr’st thy life before thine honour :
And seeing thou dost, I here divorce myself,
Both from thy table, Henry, and thy bed,
Until that act of parliament be repeal’d,
Whereby my son is disinherited.
The northern lords, that have forsworn thy colours,
Will follow mine, if once they see them spread :
And spread they shall be ; to thy foul disgrace,
And utter ruin of the house of York.
Thus do I leave thee :—Come, son, let’s away ;
Our army's ready ; come, we’ll after theni,
K.Hen. Stay, gentle Margaret, and hear"me speak.
Q.Mar. Thou hast spoke too much already ; get
thee gone.
K.Hen. Gentle son Edward, thou wilt stay with me ?
Q.Mar. Ay, to be murder’d by his enemies.
Prince. When I return with victory from the field,
Tl see your grace : till then, I’ll follow her.
+ Q.Mar. Come, son, away ; we may not linger thus.
[Exeunt Queen MARGARET, and the Prince.
K. Hen. Poor queen ! how love to me, and to her son,
Hath made her break out into terms of rage !
Reveng’d may she be on that hateful duke ;
Whose haughty spirit, winged with desire,
Will cost my crown,? and, like an empty eagle,
Tire on the flesh of me, and of my son !1
The loss of those three lords? torments my heart :
T’ll write unto them, and entreat them fair ;—
Come, cousin, you shall be the messenger.
Exe. And I, 1hope, shall reconcile them all. [ Exeunt.

{93 Cost and coast were ultimately derived of the same original.
HENL%Y.’

To coast is a sea-faring expression, and means to keep along shore.
We may, however, maintain the integrity of the figure, by inserting the
word cote. To cots is to come up with, to overtake, to reac! B) V.

" [1] To tire is to fasten, to fix the talons, from the French tirer. JOHNS.

21 That is, Of Northamberland, Westmorel and Clifford, had
1ebt hitn in diaguse. - JOHNS. " ad, wd G who.
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) SCENE IL

A4 Room in Sandal Caastle, near Wakefield, in Yorkshire. Enter
Epwarp, R1CHARD, and MONTAGUE.

Rich. Brother, though'I be’youngest, give me leave.*
Edw. No, I can better play the orator.
Mont. But I have reasons strong and forcible.

Enter York.
York. Why, how now, sons and brother, at a strife ?
What is your quarrel ? how began it first ?
Edw. No quarrel, but a slight contention.2
York. About what ?
Rich. About that, which concerns your grace, and us;
The crown of England, father, which is yours.
York. Mine, boy ? not till king Henry be dead.
Rich. Your right depends not on his life, or death.
Edw. Now you are heir, therefore enjoy it now :
By giving the house of Lancaster leave to breathe,
It will out-run you, father, in the end.
York. I took an oath, that he should quietly reign.
Edw. But, for a kingdom, any oath may Le broken :
¥'d break a thousand oaths, to reign one year.
Rich. No; God forbid, your grace should be forsworn.
York. I shall be, if I claim by ?en war.
Rich. I’ll prove the contrary, if you'll hear me speak.
York. Thou canst not, son ; it is impossible.
Rich. An oath is of no moment, being not took
Before a true and lawful magistrate, 3
That hath authority over him that swears :
Henry had none, but did usurp the place ;
Then, seeing ’twas he that made you to depose,
Your oath, my lord, is vain and frivolous.
‘Therefore, to arms. And, father, do but think,
How sweet a thing it is to wear a crown ;
Within whose circuit is Elysium,
And all that poets feign of bliss and joy.
Why do we linger thus ? I cannot rest,

{1} Montague was brother to Warwick ; Warwick’s daughter was mar-
ried to a son of York : therefore York and Montague were bm"l“l(e)rlfl.k'l‘

(2] In the old quarto sweet contention, i. e. the argument of their dispute
was on a grateful topie ; the question of their father’s immediate right to
the crown. THEOBALD

[3] ‘The obligation of an oath is here eluded by very despicable nophistz.
A lawful magistrate alone has the power to exact an oath. but the oath
rives no part of its force from the magistrate. The plea against the obli-
gation ofp an oath obliging to maintain a usurper, taken from the unlawfal-
ness of the oath itself in the foregoing play , was rational and justs JOHNS
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Until the white rese, that I wear, be dy’d

Even in the lukewarm blood of Henry’s heart.
York. Richard, enough ; I will be king, or die.—

Brother, thou shalt.to London presently,

And whet on Warwick to this enterprize.—

Thou, Richard, shalt unto the duke of Norfolk,

And tell him privily of eur intent.—

You, Edward, shall unto my lord Cobham,

With whom the Kentishmen will willingly rise :

In them I trust ; for they are soldiers,

Witty and courteous, liberal, full of spirit.—

While you are thus employ’d, what resteth more,

But that I seek occasion how to rise ;

And yet the king not privy to my drift,

Nor any of the house of Lancaster ?

Enter a Messenger.

But, stay ; what news ? why com’st thou in such post :
Mess. The queen, with all the northern earls and
lords,
Intend here to besiege vou in your castle ;
She is hard by with twepty thousand men ;
And therefore fortify your hold, m{ lord.
York. Ay, with my sword. What! think’st thou,
that we fear them ?-—
Edward and Richard, you shall stay with me ;=
My brother Montague shall post to London :
_ Let noble Warwick, Cobham, and the rest,
Whom we have left protectors of the king,
With powerful policy strengthen themselves,
And trust not simple Henry, nor his oaths.
Mboni. Brother, I go; I’ll win them, fear it not ¢
Angd thus most humbly I do take my leave. [Exit.

Enter Sir JouN and Sir HuGE MORTIMER.

York. Sir John,and Sir Hagh Mortimet, mine uncles,
You are come to Sandal in a happy hour ;
The army of the queen means to besiege us.
Sir John.She shall not need, we’ll meet her in the field.
York. What, with five thousand men ?
Rich. Ay, with five hundred, father, for a need.

(4] 1 know not whether the aathor intended any moral instruction, but he
that reads this has a striking admonition against that precipi y by which
men often use unlawful means ro do that which a little delay would put hon-
cstly in their power. Had York staid but a few moments, Bebad his
cuuse fram she HNS

stain of perjury. - JO|
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A woman’s general ; what should we fear 2 :
[A4 march afar off.
Edw. Ihear their drums; let’s set our men in order;
And issue forth, and bid them battle straight.
York. Five men totwenty !—though the odds be great,
1 doubt not, uncle, of our victory.
Many a battle have I won in France,
When as the enemy hath been ten to one ;
Why should I not now have the like success ?
[Alarum. Exeunt.

SCENE IIL

Plains near Sandal Castle. Alarume : Exeureions. Knter
RuTtrLaNp, and his Tuter.

# Rut. Ah, whither shall I fly to ’scape their hands !
Ab, tutor } look, where bloody Clifford comes !

Enter CLi¥¥oRD, and Soldiers.

Clif. Chaplain, away ! thy priesthood saves thy life.
As for the brat of this accursed:duke, |
Whose father slew my father,—he shall die.

Zutor. And }, my lord, willbear him company.

Clif. Soldiers, away with him.

Tusor. Ah, Clifford ! murder not this innocent child,
Lest thou be hated both of God and man.

{Bxit, forced g‘ by Soldiers.

Clif. How now ! is he dead already ? Or, is it fear,
‘That makes him close his eyes ?—I’ll open them.

Rut. So looks the pent-up lion o’er the wretch
That trembles under his devouring paws :5
And so he walks, insulting o’er his prey ;
And so he comes to rend his limbs asunder.—-
Ah, gentle Clifford, kill me with thy sword,
And not with such a cruel threatening look.
Sweet Clifford, hear me speak before I die ;=
I am too mean a subject for thy wrath,
Be thou reverig’d on men, and let me live.

Clif. In vain thouspeak’st, poor boy ; my fatker’s blood
Hath stopp’d the passage where thy words should enter.

Rut. Then let my father’s bloed open it again ;
He is a man, and, Clifford, cope with him.

Clif. Had 1 thy brethren here, their lives, and thine,
Were not revenge sufficient for me ;

(5] Fhat is, the lion that hath been long coufined without feod, and is
let'out to devour a man condemued.  JOHNS,
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No, if I digg’d up thy forefathers’ graves,
And hung their rotten coffins up in chains,
It could not slake mine ire, nor ease my heart.
The sight of any, of the house of York
Is as a fury to torment 'my soul’;
And till I root out their accursed line,
And leave not one alive, I live in hell.
Therefore— [Lifting his hand.
Rut. O let me'pray before I take my death :—
To thee I pray ; sweet Clifford, pity me !
CUlif. Such pity as my rapier’s point affords.
Rut. I never did thee harm ; why wilt thou slay me ?
lif. Thy father hath. :
Rut. But ’twas ere I was born.¢
ou hast one son, for his sake pity me ;
. Lest, in revenge thereof, sith God is just, 7
He be as miserably slain as I.
Ah, let me live in prison all my days ;
And when I give occasion of offence,
‘Then let me die, for now thou hast no caus;)
Clif. No cause ?
Thy father slew my father ; therefore, die.
[CLiFFORD stabs him.
- Rut. Dii faciant, laudis summa sit ista tue!® [Diecs.
Clif. Plantagenet ! I come, Plantagenet !
And this thy son’s blood cleaving to my blade,
Shall rust upon my weapon, till thy blood,
Congeal’d with this, do make me wipe off both. {Exit.

SCENE IV.
The same. Alarum. Enter York.

York. The army of the queen hath get the field :
My uncles both are slain in rescuing me ;
And all my folowers to the eager foe
Turn back, and fly, like ships before the wind,
Or lambs pursu’d by hunger-starved wolves.
My sons—God knows what hath bechanced them ;
Bat this I know,—they have demean’d themselves
Like men born to renown, by life, or death.
‘Three times did Richard make a lane to me ;

[i?o Rutland is_under 2 mistake. The battle ot St. Albans, in which old
Clifford was slain, ha%pened in 1455 ; that of Wakefield in 1460. He ap.
pears to have been at this time about seventeen years old, RITSON.

7} i.e.since, STEEV.
8) This line is in Ovid’s Epistle from Phillis to Demophoon. STEEV.
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And thrice cry’d,—Courage, father ! fight it out !
And full as oft came Edward to my side,
With purple faulchion, painted to the hilt
In blood of those that had encounter’d him :
And when the'hardiest'warriors'did retire, -
Richard cry’d,—Charge ! and give no foot of P‘ound s
And cry’d,—A crown, or else a glorious tomb !
A sceppter, or an earthly sepulchre !
With this, we charg’d again : but, out, alas!
We bodg’d again ;? as I have seen a swan
With bootless labour swim against the tide, i
And spend her strength with over-matching waves.
(A short alarum withiu.
Ah, hark ! the fatal followers do pursue ;
And I am faint, and cannot fly their fary :
And, were I strong, I would not shun their fury :
The sands are number’d, that make up my life ;
Here must I stay, and here my life must end.

Knter Queen MARGARET, CL1FPORD, NORTHUMBERLAND,
and Soldiers.
Come, bloody Clifford,~—rough Northumberland,~
I dare your quenchless fury to more rage ;
I am your butt, and I abide your shot.
North. Yield to our mercy, proud Plantagenet.
Clif. Ay, to such mercy, as his ruthless arm,
With dowaright payment, show’d unto my father.
Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his car,
And made an evening at the noontide prick.*
York. My ashes, as the pheenix, may bring forth
A bird that will revenge upon you all :
And, in that hope, I throw mine eyes to heaven,
Scorning whate’er you can afflict me with.
Why come you not ? what ! multitudes, and fear ?
Clif. So cowards fight, when they can fly no further ;
So doves do peck the falcon’s piercing taloas ;

- Sodesperate thieves, all hopeless of their lives,

Breathe out invectives ’gainst the officers.
York. O, Clifford, but bethink thee once again,
And in thy thought o’er-run my former time :
And, if thou canst for blushing, view this face ;
And bite thy tongue, that slanders him with cowardice,

9] To bodge might mean, (as to dotch does now) to do a thing imperfeetly
and Awkw ;_and thence to fai/ ot misc. in an attempt. AL.
i) or, noonytidepohtmm)daill. "iom P "

19 VOL, V.
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Whose frown hath made thee faint and fly ere this.
Clif. T will not bandy with thee word for word ;
But buckle thee with blows, twice two for one. [ Draws.
Q.Mar. Hold, valiant Clifford! for a thousand causes,
1 would prolong/dwhile the(traitor's/life ;—
Wrath makes him deaf : speak thou, Northumberland.
MNorth. Hold, Clifford ; do not honour him so much,
To prick thy finger, though to wound his heart :
What valour were it, when a cur doth grin,
For one to thrust his hand between his teeth,
When he might spurn him with his foot away ?
It is war’s prize3 to take all vantages ;
And ten to one is noimpeach of valour.
[They lay hands on YORK, who struggles.
Clif. Ay, ay, so strives the woodcock with the gin.
North. So doth the coney strufgle in the net.
[YoRrK is taken prrisoner.
York. So triumph thieves upon their conquer’d booty ;
So true men yield, with robbers so o’er-match’d.
MNorth.What would yourgrace have doneunto him now?
Q.Mar, Brave warriors, Clifford and Northumberland,
Come make him stand upon this molehill here ;
That raught3 at mountains with outstretched arms,
. Yet parted but the shadow with his hand.— i
What ! was it you, that would be England’s king ¢
Was’t you that revell’d in our parliament,
And made a preachment of your high descent ?
Where are your mess of sons to back you now ?
The wanton Edward, and the lusty George ¢
And where’s that valiant crook-back prodigy,
Dicky your boy, that, with his grumbling voice,
Was wont to cheer his dad in mutinies ? .
Or, with the rest, where is your darling Rutland ?
Look, York ; I stain’d this napkin4 with the blood
The valiant Clifford, with his rapier’s point,
Made issue from the bosom of the boy :
And, if thine eyes can water for his death,
I give thee this to dry thy cheeks withal.
Alas, poor York ! but that I hate thee deadly,
I should lament thy miserable state.
1 prythee, grieve, to make me merry, York ;

%z]'All vantages are in war lawful prize ; that is, may be lawfully taken
nn[ gmd. Tl{OHNs;n 'de Th tent preterite and partiéiple passive of
ie. at reach’ e ancient preterite p
reash.  STEEV. (4] A naphkin is a handkerchief.  JOHNS.
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Stamp, rave, and fret, that I may sing and dance.
What, hath thy fiery heart so parch’d thine entrails,
‘That not a tear can fall for Rutland’s death-?
Why art thou patient, man ? thou should’st be mad ;
And I, to make/tiiee. mad, do mock thee thus.
‘Thou would’st be fee’d, T see, to make me sport ;
York cannot speak, unless he wear a crown.—
A crown for York ;—and, lords, bow low to him.—
Hold you his hands, whilst I do set it on.—
[Putting a paprer Crown on his Head.
Ay, marry, sir, now looks he like a king !
Ay, this is he that took king Henry’s chair ;
And this is he was his adopted heir.—
But how is it that great Plantagenet
Is crown’d so soon, and broke his solemn oath ?
As 1 bethink me, you should not be king,
Till our king Henry had shook hands with death,
And will you pales your head in Henry’s glory
And rob his temples of the diadem,
Now in his life, against your holy oath?
O, ’tis a fault too too unpardonable !—
Off with the crown ; and, with the crown, his head ;
And, whilst we breathe, take time to do him dead.s
Clif. That is my office, for my father’s sake.
.Mar. Nay, stay ; let’s hear the orisons he makes.
York. She-wolf of France, but worse than wolves of
France,
Whose tongue more poisons than the adder’s tooth !
How ill-beseeming is it in thy sex,
‘To triumph like an Amazonian trull,
Upon their woes, whom fortune captivates ?
But that thy face is, visor-like, unchanging,
Made impudent with use of evil deeds,
I would assay, proud queen, to make thee blush :
‘To tell thee whence thou cam’st, of whom deriv’d,
Were shame enough to shame thee, wert thou not
shameless.
Thy father bears the type? of king of Naples,
Of both the Sicils, and Jerusalem ;
Yet not so wealthy as an English yeoman.
Hath that poor monarch taught tiee to insult ?
It needs not, nor it boots thee not, proud queen ;
iz

7

To kill him.

i Thar is, impule, ;_F‘:'_:Ee{'e with acrcown. MALONE,
Le. the distinguishing mark ; an obsolete use of the word. STEEV.
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Unless the adage must be verified,~
That beggars, mounted, run their horse to death.
*Tis beauty, that doth oft make women proud ;
But, God he knows, thy share thereof is small :
>Tis virtue, that dothymakie/them most @dmir’d ;
The contrary doth make thee wonder’d at :
’Tis government, that makes them seem divine ;$
‘The want thercof makes thee abominable :
Thou art as opposite to every good,
As the Antipodes are unto us,
Or as the south to the septentrion.?
Q, tiger’s heart, wrapp’d in a woman’s hide ! .
How could’st thou drain the life-blood of the child,
"Tobid the father wipe his eyes withal,
And yet be seen to wear a woman’s face ?
Women are soft, mild, pitiful, and flexible ;
Thou stern, obdurate, flinty, rough, remorseless.
Bidd’st thou me rage ? why, now thou hast thy wish :
Would’st have me weep ? why, now thou hast thy will :
For raging wind blows up incessant showers, .
And, when the rage allays, the raiun begins.
These tears are my sweet Rutland’s obsequies ;
And every drop cries vengeance for his death,—
>Gainst thee,fell Clifford,~and thee falseFrencb-woma:a)

North. Beshrew me, but his passions move me so,
‘T'hat hardly €an I check my eyes from tears.

York. That face of his the hungry cannibals
Would not tl)\;z;% touch’d, would not have stain’d with
But you are more inhuman, more inexorable,—
Q, ten times more,~than tigers of Hyrcania.
See, ruthless queen, a hapless father’s tears :
‘This cloth thou dipp’dst in blood of my sweet boy,
And I with tears do wash the blood away.
JKeep thou the napkin, and go boast of this :

(He gives back the Handkerchi¢f.

And, if thou tell’st the heavy story right,
Upon my soul, the hearers wiil shed tears ;
Yea, even my foes will shed fast-falling tears,
And say,—Alas, it was a piteous deed !—
There, take the crown, and, with the crown, my curse ;
And, in thy need, such comfort come to thee,

(8) Governmems in the language of that time, signified evenness of tem.
per, and decency of manners. OHNS.
9] Septentrion=—i. e. the N Septentrio, Lat. STEEV.
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As now I reap at thy too cruel hand !—
Hard-hearted Clifford, take me from the world ;
My soul to heaven, my blood upon your heads !
North. Had he been slaughter-man to all my kin,
1 should not for/my life but-weep-with-him,
Tg.see how inly sorrow gripes his soul.
Q.Mar.What, weeping-ripe,my lord Northumberland?
Think but upon the wrong he did us all,
And that will quickly dry thy melting tears?
Clif. Here’s for my eath, here’s for my father’s death.
[Stabbing him.
Q.Mar. And here’s ;to right our gentle-hearted king.
! [Stabbing him.
York. Open thy gate of mercy, gracious God !
My soulfliesthroogh these wounds to seek out thee.[ Dies.
.Mar. Off with his head, and set it on York gates ;
So York may overlook the town of York.? [Excunt.

ACT II.

SCENE 1.—4 Plain near Mortimer’s Cross in Herefordshire.
Drums. Enter EpwARD and RicHARD, with their Forces,
marching.

Edward.

I WONDER, how our princely father ’scap’d ;

Or whether he be ’scap’d away, or no,

From Clifford’s and Northumberland’s pursuit ;

Had be been ta’en, we should have heard the news ;

Had he been slain, we should have heard the news;

Or, had he ’scap’d, methinks, we should have heard

‘I'he happy tidings of his good escape.—

How fares my brother ? why is he so sad ?

Rich. 1 cannot joy, until Ibe resolv’d

Where our right valiant father is become.

I saw him in the battle range about ;

And watch’d him, how he singled Clifford forths

Methought, he bore him in thesthickest troop,

As doth a lion in a herd of neat :

Or as a bear, encompass’d round with dogs ;

Who having pinch’d a few, and made them cry,

The rest stand all aloof, and bark at him.

(1) This gallant nobleman fell by his own imprud

in nce of
leading an army of only five thousand men to enyage with twenty thousardy

and not waiting for the arrival of his son the Earl of March, with a Ia-
bodyofWehhglen. Lo . areh witha e

VOL. V. 19%




22 TEIRD PART ©F A8Y UL

So far’d our father with his enemies ;
So fled his enemies my warlike father ;
Methinks, ’tis prize enough to be his son.
See, how the morning opes her golden gates,
And takes her farewell. of the(gldrious.sun '3
How well resembles it the prime of youth,
Trimm’d like a younker, prancing to his love !
Edw. Dazzle mine eyes, or do 1 see three suns ?
Rich. Three glorious suns, each one a perfect sun ;
Not separated with the racking clouds,*
But sever’d in a pale clear-shining sky.
See, see ! they join, embrace, and seem to Kkiss,
As if they vow’d some league inviolable :
Now are they but one lamp, one light, one sun,
In this the heaven figures some event.’
Edw.Tis wondrous strange,the like yet never heard of.
1 think, it cites us, brother, to the field ;
That we, the sons of brave Plantagenet,
Each one already blazing by our meeds,s
Should, notwithstanding, join our lights together,
And over-shine the earth, as this the world.
Whate’er it bodes, henceforward will I bear
Wpon my target three fair shining suns.
Rich. Nay, bear three daughters ;—by your leave I
speak it,
You love the breeder better than the male.—

Enter a Messenger.
But who art thou, whose heavy looks foretel
Some dreadful story hanging on thy tongue ?
Mess. Ah, one that was a woeful looker on,
When as the noble duke of York was slain,
Your princely father, and my loving lord.
Edw. O, speak no more ! for I have heard too much.
Rich. Say how he dy’d, for I will hear itall.é
Mess. Environed he was with many foes ;
And stood against them, as the hope of Troy?
Against the Greeks that would have enter’d Troy.

v
{3 Aarora takes for a time her farewell of the sun, when she dismisses
bim to his diurnal course. = JOHNS. .

[4] i. e. the clouds in rapid, tumultuary motion. ~ MAL.

t5) ilustrious and shining by the armotial ensigns granced us as meeds-of
our great exploits. Meed likewise is Meris. It might be plausibly read :

——blaging by our deeds. OHNS.

[6) The generous tenderness of Edward, and savage fortitude, of Richard,

are well distinguished by their different reception of their fuher’ll gn'g-

[7) Hector.  MAL.
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But Hercules himself must yield to odds ;

And many strokes, though with a little axe,
Hew down and fell the hardest-timber’d oak.

By many hands your father was subdu’d ;

But only slaughtetr’d by théirefull afi

Of unrelenting Clifford, and the queen :

Who crown’d the gracious duke in high despight ;
Laugh’d in his face ; and, when with grief he wept,
The ruthless queen gave him, todry his cheeks,
A napkin steeped in the harmless blood

Of sweet young Rutland, by rough Clifford slain :
And, after mauy scorns, many foul taunts,

They took his head, .and on the gates of York
They set the same ; and there it doth remain,
The saddest spectacle that e’er I view’d.

Edw. Sweet duke of York, our prop to lean upon
Now thou art gone, we have no staff, no stay !'—

O Clifford, boisterous Clifford, thou hast slain
The flower of furope for his chivalry ;

And treacherously hast thou vanquish’d him,
For, hand to hand, he would have vanquish’d thee !~
Now my soul’s palace is become a prison :

- Ah, would she break from hence ! that this my body

Might in the ground be closed up in rest :

For never henceforth shall I joy again,
Never, O never, shall I see more joy.

Rich. I cannot weep ; for all my body’s moisture
Scarce serves to quench my furnace-burning heart :
Nor can my tongue unload my heart’s great burden ;
For self-same wind, that I should speak withal,

Is kindling coals, that fire all my breast,

And burn me up with flames, that tears would quench.
To weep, is to make less the depth of grief:

‘Tears, then, for babes ; blows, and revenge, for me 'e—
Richard, I bear thy name, I’ll venge thy death,

Or die renowned by attempting it.

Edw. His name that valiant duke hath left to thee ;
His dukedom and his chair with me is left.

Rich. Nay, if thou be that Princely eagle’s bird,
Show thy descent by gazing ’gainst the sun :

For chair and dukedom, throne and kingdom say ;
Either that is thine, or else thou wert not his. \

March. Enter Warwick and MONTAGUE, with Forces.

War. How now, fair lords ? What fare ? what news
abroad ?

>
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Rich. Great lord of Warwick, if we should recount
Our baleful news, and, at each word’s deliverance,
Stab poniards in our flesh till all were told,

The words would add, miore anguish than the wounds.
O valiant lord, the duke of York s slain.

Edw. O Warwick ! Warwick ! that Plantagenet,
Which held thee dearly, as his soul’s redemption,

Is by the stern lord Clifford done to death.8 .

War. Ten days ago I drown’d these news in tears :
Andnow, to add more measure to your woes,

I come to tell you things since then befall’n.

After the bloody fray at Wakefield fought,
Where your brave father breath’d his latest gasp,.
Tidings, as swiftly as the posts could run,

Were brought me of your loss, and his depart.

I then in London, keeper of the king,

Muster’d my soldiers, gather’d flocks of friends,
And very well appointed, as I thought, .
March’d towards Saint Alban’s to intercept the queen,
Bearing the king in my behalf along :

For by my scouts I was advértised,

That she was coming with a full intent

To dash our late decree in parliament,

Touching king Henry’s oath, and your succession,
Short tale to make,—we at Saint Alban’s met,
Our battles join’d, and hoth sides fiercely fought :
But, whether ’twas the coldness of the king,
Who look’d full gently on his warlike queen,
That robb’d my soldiers of their hated spleen ;
Or whether *twas report of her success ;

Or more than common fear of Clifford’s rigour,
Who thunders to his captives—blood and death,

I cannot judge: but, to conclude with truth,
Their weapons like to lightning came and went ;
Our soldiers’—like the night-owl’s lazy flight,
Or like a lazy thrasher with a flail,—

Fell gently down, as if they struck their friends.

I cheer’d them up with justice of our cause,
With promise of high pay, and great rewards :
But all in vain ; they had no heart to fight,

And we, in them, no hope to win the day,

So that wefled ; the king, unto the queen ;

Lord George your brother, Norfolk, and myself,

£33 Done to death for killed, was 2 common expression Jong before Shak-
speare’s time. Fuire moursr, a French phrase. JORNS.
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In haste, post-haste, are come to join with you ;t ‘ t eA J
For in the{marcheghere, we heard, you were,
Making another head to fight again.
Edw. Where is the duke of Norfolk, gentle Warwick ?
And when came George-from Burgundy to England ?
War. Some six miles off the duke is with the soldiers :
And for your brether,—he was lately sent
From your kind aunt, duchess of Burgundy,
With aid of soldiers to this needful war.
Rich.’T was odds, belike, when valiant Warwick fled ;
Oft have I heard his praises in pursuit,
But ne’er, till now, his scandal of retire.
War. Nor now my scandal, Richard, dost thou hear:
For thou shalt know, this strong right hand of mine
Can pluck the diadem from faint Henry’s head,
And wring the awful scepter from his fist ;
Were he as famous and as bold in war,
As he is fam’d for mildness, peace, and prayer.
Rich. 1 know it well, lord Warwick : blame me not ;
>Tis love, I bear thy glories, makes me speak.
But, in this troublous time, what’s to be done ?
Shall we go throw away our coats of steel,
And wrap our bodies in black mourning gowans,
Numb’ring our Ave Maries with our beads ?
Or shall we on the helmets of our foes
Tell our devotion with revengeful arms ?
If for the last, say—Ay ; and to it, lords.
War. Why,therefore Warwick came to seek you out ;
And therefore comes my brother Montague.
Attend me, lords. The proud insulting queen,
With Clifford, and the’haught Northumberiand,
And of their feather, many more proud birds,
Have wrought the easy-melting king like wax.
He swore consent to your succession,
His oath enrolled in the parliament ;
And now to London all the crew are gone,
To frustrate both his oath, and what beside
May make against the house of Lancaster.
‘Their power, I think, is thirty thousand strong :
Now, if the help of Norfolk, and myseif,
With all the friends that thou, brave earl of March,
Amongst the loving Welshmen canst procure,
Will but amount to five and twenty thousand,
Why, Via ! to London will we march amain ;
And once again begtride eur foaming steeds,
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And once again cry—Charge upon our foes !
But never once again turn back, and fly.
Rich.Ay,now, inethinks, I hear great Warwick speak:
. Ne’er may he live to see a sunshine day,
‘That cries—Reltire,'if Warivick bid him stay.
Edw. Lord Warwick, on thy shoulder will I lean ;
And when thou fall’st, (as God forbid the hour !)
Must Edward fall, which peril heaven forefend !
War. No longer earl of March, but duke of York.;
“The next degree is, England’s royal throne :
For king of England shalt thou be proclaim’d
In every borough as we pass along ;
And he that throws not up his cap for joy,
Shall for the fault make forfeit of his head.
King Edward,—valiant Richard,—Montague,—
Stay we no longer dreaming of renown,
But sound the trumpets, and about our task.
Rich. Then, Clifford, were thy heart as hard as steel,
(As thou hast shewn it flinty by thy deeds,)
I come to pierce it,—or to give thee mine.
Edw. f'l"hen strike up, drums ;—God,and St. George,
or us!
Enter a Messenger.
War. How now ? what news ?
. Mess. The duke of Norfolk sends you word by me,
The queen is coming with a puissant host ;
And craves your company for speedy counsel.
War. Why then it sorts,® brave warriors: Let’s
away. [Exeunt.

SCENE II

Before York. Enter King HENry, Queen MARGARET, the
Prence of Wales, CL1FFORD, and NORTHUMBERLAND, with
Forces.

Q.Mar. Welcome, my lord, to this brave town of York.
Yonder's the head of that arch-enemy,
‘That sought to be encompass’d with your crown :
Doth not the object cheer your heart, my lord ¢
K. Hen. Ay, asthe rocks cheer them that fear their
wreck ;
To see this sight, it irks my very soul.—
Withhold revenge, dear God ! ’tis not my fault,
Not wittingly have I infring’d my vow.

[@ Why then things are as they should be,  JOHNS..

e
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Clif. My gracious liege, this too much lenity
And harmful pity, must be laid aside.
‘To whom do lions cast their geatle looks ?
Not to the beast that would usurp their den.
Whose hand is/that/the forést bear doth lick ?
Not his, that spoils her young before her face.
Who ’scapes the lurking serpent’s mortal sting ¢
Not he, that sets his foot upon her back.
The smallest worm will turn, being trodden on ;
And doves will peck, in safeguard of their brood.
Ambitious York did level at thy crown,
Thou, smiling, when he knit his angry brows :
He, but a duke, would have his son a king,
And raise his issue, like a loving sire ;
Thou, being a king, bless’d with a goodly son,
Didst yield consent to disinherit him,
Which argued thee a most unloving father.
Unreasonable creatures feed their young :
And though man’s face be fearful to their eyes,
Yet, in protection of their tender ones,
Who hath not seen them (even with those wings
Which sometime they have us’d with fearful flight,)
Make war with him that climb’d unto their nest,
Offering their own lives in their young’s defence ?
. For shame, my liege, make them your precedent !
Were it not pity that this goodly boy
Shoull lose his birthright by his father’s fault ;
And long hereafter say unto his child,—
What my great-grandfather and grandsire got,
My careless father fondly gave away ?3
Ah, what a shame were this ! Look on the boy ;
And let his manly face, which promiseth
Successful fortune, steel thy melting heart,
To hold thine own, and leave thine own with him.

K.Hen. Full well hath Clifford play’d the orator,
Inferring arguments of mighty force.
But, Clifford, tell me, didst thou never hear,—
That things ill got had ever bad success ?
And happy always was it for that son,
Whose father4 for his hoarding went to hell ?
P’ll leave my son my virtuous deeds behind ;
And ’would, my father had left me no more!
For all the rest is held at such a rate,

€3] Fondly—i.e.foolishly. STEEV.
{41 Alluding to a common proverh. STEEV..
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As brings a thousand-fold more care to keep,
Than in possession any jot of pleasure.
Ah, cousin York ! *would thy best friends did know,
How it doth grieve me that thy head is here !
Q.Mar. My lord,'cheer'dp your'spirits ; our foes are

nigh,
And this noft%mrage)'nakes your followers faint. w
You promis’d knighthood to our forward son ;
Unsheath your sword, and dub him presently.—
Edward, kneel down.
K.Hen. Edward Plantagenet, arise a knight ;
And learn this lesson,—Draw thy sword in right.
Prince. My gracious father, by your kingly leave,
I’ll draw it as apparent to the crown,
And in that quarrel use it to the death.
Clif. Why, that is spoken like a toward prince.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Royal commanders, be in readiness ;
For, with a band of thirty thousand men,
Comes Warwick, backing of the duke of York ;
And, in the towns as they do march along,
Proclaims him king, and many fly to him :
Darraign® your battle, for they are at hand,
Clif. I would, your highness would depart the field ;
The queen hath best success when you are absent.
Q.Mar. Ay, good my lord, andleave us to our fortune.
K. Hen. Why, that’s my fortune too; therefore I’ll stay.
North. Be it with resolution then to fight.
Prince. My royal father, cheer these noble lords,
And hearten those that fight in your defence:
Unsheath your sword, good father ; cry, Saint George !

. March. Enter EbwARD, GEORGE, RicHARD, WAR-
WICK, NoRFOLK, MONTAGUE, and Soldiers.

Edw. Now, perjur’d Henry ! wilt thou kneel for grace,
And set thy diadem upon my head ;
Or bide the mortal fortune of the field ?

Q.Mar. Go, rate thy minions, proud insulting boy !
Becomes it thee tq be thus bold in terms,
Before thy sovereign, and thy lawful king ?

£dw. 1 am his king, and he should bow his knee ;
I was adopted heir by his consent :
Since when, his oathis broke ; for, as I hear,
You—that are king, though he do wear the crown,—

[5] That is, Range yoor host, put yoar bost inorder.  JOHNS.
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Have caus’d him, by new act of parliament,
To blot out me, and put his own son in.
Clif. And reason too ;
Who should succeed the father, but the son?
Rich. Are you therej butcher -0, I cannot speak !
Clif. Ay, crook-back ; herel stand, to answer thee,
Or any he the proudest of thy sort. :
Rich. *Twas you that kill’dyoung Rutland, was it not?
Clif. Ay, and old York, and yet not satisfied.
Rich. For God’s sake, lords, give signal to the fight.
War. What say’st thou, Henry, wilt thou yield the
crown ?
Q.Mar. Why, how now, long-tongu’d Warwick ?
dare you speak-?
When you and I met at Saint Alban’s last,
Your legs did better service than your hands.
War. Then *twas my turn to fly, and now ’tis thine.
Clif. You said so much before, and yet you fled.
War. ’Twas not your valour, Clifford, drove me
thence.
North. No, nor your manhood, that durst make you
stay.
Rich. Northumberland, I hold thee reverently ;—
Break off the parle ; for scarce I can refrain
The execution of my big-sweln heart -
Upon that Clifford, that cruel child-killer.
Ciif. 1slew thy father: Call’st thou him a ¢hild ?
' Rich. Ay, like a dastard, and a treacherous coward,
As thou didst kill our tender brother Rutland ;
But, ere sun-set, I’ll make thee curse the deed.
K.Hen. Have done with words, my lords, and hear
me speak.
Q.Mar. Defy them then, or else hold clese thy Hps.
K.Hen. 1 priythee, give no limits to my tongue ;
T am a king, and privileg’d to speak.
Clif. My liege, the wound, that bred this meeting here,
Cannot be cur’d by words ; therefore be still.
Rich. Then, executioner, unsheath thy sword :
By him that made us all, I am resolv’d,®
That Clifford’s manhood lies upor his tongue.
Edw. Say, Henry, shall I have my right, or no?
A thousand men have broke their fasts to-day,
That ne’er shall dine, unless thou yield the crown.
War. If thou deny, their blood upon thy head ;
{01 It is my firm persuasion; Iam no longer in doabt.  JOHNS:
_ 2 VOL. V.

z
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For York in justice puts his armour on.
Prince. If that be right, which Warwick says is right,
There is no wrong, but every thing is right. )
Rich. Whoever got thee, there thy mother stands ;
For, well I wot, thou'hast'thy ' mother's/tongue.
Q.Mar. Butthouart neither like thy sire, nor dam ;
Bat like a foul m‘uhapen stigmatic, 7
Mark’d by the destinies to be avoided,
As venom toads, or lizards’ dreadful stings.
Rich. Iron of Naples, hid with English gilt,
Whose father bears the title of a king, -
As if a channel® should be call’d the sea,) .
-Sham’st thou not, knowing whence thou art extraught,
To let thy tongue detect thy base-born heart 9
Edw. A wisp*of straw were worth a thousand crowns,
To make this shameless callet know herself.s—
Helen of Greece was fairer far than thou,
Although thy husband may be Menelaus ;3
And ne’er was Agamemnon’s brother wrong’d
By that false woman, as this king by thee.
His father revell’d in the heart of France,
And tam’d the king, and made the Dauphin stoop ;
And, had he match’d according to his state,
He might have kept that glory to this day :
But, when he took a beggar to his bed,
And grac’d thy poor sire with his bridal day ;
Even then that sunshine brew’d a shower for him,
That wash’d his father’s fortunes forth of France,
And heap’d sedition on his crown at home. .
For what hath broach’d this tumult, but thy pride ?
Hadst thou been meek, our title still had slept ;
And we, in pity of the gentle king,
Had slipp’d our claim until another age.
Geo. But, when we saw our sunshine made thy spring,

£7) ““ A stigmatic,’’ says J. Bullokar in his English Expositor, 1616, «is a
notorious lewd fellow, which hath been burnt with a hot_iron, or beareth
other marks about him as a token of his punishment.”’ EV.

[8) A channel, in our author’s time, signified what we now call a kém-
nelf. STEEV.~—Kennel is still pronounced channe/ in the North,

RITSON.
93 To show thy meanness of birth by the indecency of language with
'h"i":d”“ur neikt.h‘at:“ m, de[ortpéz. JOHNS. ¢ . wed in
1 1ev! a 8 t o1
d;E.- fime o Shaks "':c. sp .t‘:%l;nv.'me instrument of correction u:
:‘] Culégti‘l:' a lewd 'oﬂ:ena'd ?d;irab. perh;p- s0 called l(‘mm g:i EMY
.cabote, which was a sort o 88 Wer| count ir o
(31 ioc.acuckold, | STEEV. o0 Coonery gt !
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And that thy summer bred us no increase,
We set the axe to thy usurping root :4
And though the edge hath something hit ourselves,
Yet, know thou, since. we have begun to strike,
We'll never leave)/till wé)have liewn thee down,
Or bath’d thy growing with our heated bloods.
Edw. And, in this resolution, I defy thee ;
Not willing any longer conference,
Since thou deny’st the gentle king to speak.—
Sound trumpets !—let our bloody colours wave !—
And either victory, or else a grave.
Q.Mar. Stay, Edward.
Edw. No, wrangling woman ; we’ll no longer stay :
These words will costten thousand lives to-day.[ Exeunt.

SCENE III

4 Field of Batiles between Towton and Saxton in Yorkshire.
Alarums : Excursions. Enter WARWICK.

War. Forspent with toil, as runners with a race,
I lay me down a little while to breathe :
For strokes receiv’d, and many blows repaid,
Have robb’d my strong-knit sinews of their strength,
And, spite of spite, needs must 1 rest a while.

[4) When we saw that by favouring thee we made thee grow in fortane,
But that we received no advantage from thy fortune flonrishing by our fa.
vour, we then resolved to destroy thee, and determined to try some other
means, though our first efforts have failed. . .

{51 We should read secar Towton. Shakspeare has here, perhaps, inten-
tionally thrown three different actions into one. The Lord Fitzwater, be.
ing stationed by King Edward, to defend the pass of Ferrybridge, was as-
saulted by the Lord Clifford, and immediately slain, “and with hym®” says
Hall *« the bastard of Salisbury, brother to the earl of Warwycke, a valeaunt
young gentleman, and of great audacitie. When the earl of Warwicke,””
adds he, ¢ was informed of this feate, he lyke a man desperated, mounted
on his hackeney, and came blowing to kynge Edwarde, saiyng : Syr, 1 praye
God have mercy of their soules, whish'in the beginning of your enterprise
hath lost their lyfes, and because 1 se no saccors of the world, I remit the

g and § to God our creator and Redeemer ; and with that
lighted doune, and slewe his horse with his swourde, saiyng : let them {{e
that wyl, for surely I wil tarye with him that wil tarye with me, and kis.
sed the crosse of his swourde.”’ Clifford, in_his retreat, was beset witha
party of Yarkists, when ¢ eyther,”” says the historian, ¢ for heat or payne,

tring of his gorget, sodainly with an arrowe (as some say) without an

dde [he] was striken into the throte, and incontinent rendered his spirite,
and the erle of Westmerlandes brother, and almost all his company were
thare slayn, at a place called Dinting dale, not farr fr§ Towton.”” In the af-
ternoon of the next day (Palm Sunday eve 1461) on a plain field between
Towton and Saxton, joined the main battles which continued engaged that
night, and the greater part of the following day : upwards of 30,000 mesn,
all English gincludin many of the nebility and the flower of the gentry,
especially of the northeyn parts) being slain on both sides. This battle, says
€arte,’ ‘“ decided the fate of the house of Lancaster, overturning in one dsy
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Enter EDWARD, running.
Edw. Smile, gentle heaven! or strike, ungentlcdeath !
For this world frowns, and Edward’s sun is clouded.
War.How now,my lord ? whathap ? what hope of good

Enter GEORGE.
Geo. Our hap is lost, our hope but sad despair ;
Our ranks are broke, and ruin follows us :
What counsel give you ? whither shall we fly ?
Edw. Bootless is flight, they follow us with wings ;
And weak we are, and cannot shun pursuit.

Enter RICHARD.
Rich. Ah,Warwick,why hast thou withdrawn thyself?

‘Fhy brother’s blood the thirsty earth hath drunk,
. Broach’d with the steely }Joint of Clifford’s lance:
And, in the very pangs of death, he cry’d,—

Like to a dismal clangor heard from far,—

Warwick, revenge ! brother, revenge my death

So underneath the belly of their steeds, - .

That stain’d their fetlocks in his smoaking blood,

The noble gentleman gave up the ghost. )

War. Then let the earth be drunken with our blood :

. T’ll kill my horse, because I will not fly.

Why stand we like soft-hearted women.here,

Wailing our losses, whiles the foes doth rage ;.

And look upon, as if the tragedy

Were play’d in jest by counterfeiting actors.?

Here on my knee I vow to God above,

I’ll never pause again, never stand still,

‘Till either death hath clos’d. these eyes of mine,

Or fortune give me measure of revenge.

Edw. O Warwick, I do bend my knee with thine ;

And, in this vow, do chain my soul to thine.—

And, ere my knee rise from the earth’s cold face,

I throw my hands, mine eyes, my heart to thee,

‘Thou setter up and plucker down of kings !

Beseeching thee,—if with thy will it stands,

‘That to my foes this body must be prey,—

Yet that thy brazen gates of heaven may ope,

an usorpation strengthened by sixty.two years continuance, and established
Edward on the throne of England.””  RITSON.

The royal army consisted, according to Hall, of about forty thog.
sand men ; and the young e of York’s forces were 48,760. In this com-
but which Jasted fifteen h , and in the actions of the two following days,
thirty-six thousand seven hundred and seven?; six persons are said to have
been iilled. the greater part of whom were undoubtedly Lancastrians. The
total number of persons who fell in the contest between the houses ot York
and Lancaster, was ninety-one thounsand and twenty-six.  MAL.
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And give sweet passage to my sinful soul !
—Now, lords, take leave until we meet again,
Where’er it be, in heaven, or on earth.”
Rich. Brother,give me thy hand, and, gentle Warwick,
Let me embrace theg in my weary arms :—
1, that did never weep, now melt with woe,
That winter should cut off our spring-time so.
War. Away,away ! Once more, sweet lords, farewell.
Geo. Yet let us all together to our troops,
And give them leave to fly that will not stay ;
And call them pillars, that will stand to us ;
And, if we thrive, promise them such rewards
As victors wear at the Olympian games : ~
‘This may plant courage in their quailing breasts ;¢
For yet is hope of life, and victory.— :
Fore-slow no longer,” make we hence amain. [Exeunt.

SCENE IV,

, The same. Another Part of the Field. Excursions. Enter
RicHARD and CLIFFORD.

Rich. Now, Clifford, I have singled thee alone :
Suppose, this arm is for the duke of York,
And this for Rutland ; both bound to revenge,
Wert thou envirop’d with a brazen wall.

Clif. Now, Richard, I am with thee here alone :
This is the hand, that stabb’d thy father York ;
And this the hand, that slew thy brother Rutland:
And here’s the heart, that triumphs in their death,
And cheers these hands, that slew thy sire and brother,
To execute the like upon thyself ;
And so, have at thee.

[They fight. WARWICK enters ; CLIFFORD flics.

Rich. Nay, Warwick, single out some other chase ;

For I myself will bunt this wolf to death. [Ezeunt.

SCENE V.
v%ﬁlm‘ Part of the Field. Alarum. Enter King HeNry.

.Hen. This battle fares like to the morning’s war,
en dying clouds contend with growing light ;
What time the shepherd, blowing of his nails,

€61 Quailing~that is, sinking into dejection. STEEV.
) %»fm-dm is to be dilatory, to loiter.  STEEV.

20* VOL. V.
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Can neither call it perfect day, nor night.

Now sways it this way, like a mighty sea,
Forc’d by the tide to combat with the wind ;
Now sways it that way, like the self-same sea
Forc’d to retire,\by/\fury lof the wind:
Sometime, the flood prevails ; and then, the wind :
Now, one the better ; then, another best ;
Both tugging to be victors, breast to breast,$
Yet neither conqueror, nor conquered :

So is the equal poise of this fell war.

Here on this mole-hill will I sit me down.

To whom God will, there be the victory !

For Margaret my queen, and Clifford too,
Have chid me from the battle ; swearing both,
They prosper best of all when I am thence.
’Would I were dead ! if God’s good will were so:
For what is in this world, but grief and woe ?
O God ! methinks, it were a happy life,?

To be no better than a homely swain ;

‘To sit upon a hill, as I do now,

To carve out dials quaintly, point by point,
Thereby to see the minutes how they run :
How many make the hour full complete,

How many houts bring about the day,

How many days will finish up the year,

How many years a mortal man may live.
When this is known, then to divide the times :
So many hours must I tend my flock ;

80 many hours-must I take my rest;

So many hours rhust I céntemplate ;

So many hours must I 'sport myself ;

So many days my ewes have been with young ;
So many weeks ere the poor fools will yean ; *
So many years ere I shall sheer the fleece :

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

[83 Henc:, perhaps, the valgarism that gives sach acknowledged force to
the following lines in Lee’s RivalQueens :
+« When Greeks join’d Greeks, then was the tug of war.”” STEEV.
£93 This speech is mournful and soft, exquisitely suited to the character
of the kinﬁ. and makes a pleasing interchange, by affording, amidst the tu.
mult and horror of the battle, an unexpected glimpse of rural innocence and
pas toral tranquillity. JOHNS.——This speech strongly confirms the remark
made by sir Joshua Réynolds on a passage in Macbeth. Act I sc. vi. MAL,
£1) Poor fool, it has already been observed, is an expression of tender.
ness, often used by our anthor.  MAL. .
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- Would bring white hairs unto a’'quiet grave.

Ah, what a life were this! how sweet ! how lovely !
Gives not the hawthorn bush a sweeter shade
To shepherds, looking on their silly sheep,
Than doth a rich’émbroider’d canopy

To kings, that fear their subjects’ treachery ?
O, yes it doth ; a thousand fold it doth.

And to conclude,—the shepherd’s homely curds,.
His cold thin drink out of his leather bottle,

His wonted sleep uader a fresh tree’s shade,
All which secure and sweetly he enjoys,

Is far beyond a prince’s delicates,

His viands sparkling in a golden cup,

His body couched in a curious bed,

When care, mistrust, and treason wait on hin‘\)

Alarum. Enter a Son that had killed his Father,?
dragging in the dead body.

Son. Ul blows the wind, that profits nobody.—
This man, whom hand to hand I slew in fight,
May be possessed with some store of crowns :
And I, that haply take them from him now,

May yet ere night yield both my life and them
To some man else, as this dead man doth me.—
Who’s this #—O God ! it is my father’s face,
Whom in this conflict I unwares have kill’d.

O heavy times, begetting such events !

From London by the king was I press’d forth ;
My father, being the earl of Warwick’s man,
Came on the part of York, press’d by his master ;
And I, who at his hands receiv’d my life,

Have by my hands, of life bereaved him.—
Pardon me, God, I knew not what I did !—

And pardon, father, for I knew not thee !—

My tears shall wipe away these bloody marks ;
And no more words, till they have flow’d their fill,

K. Hen. O piteous spectacle ! O bloody times !

Whilst lions war, and battle for their dens,

Poor harmless lambs abide their enmity.

Weep, wretched man, I’ll aid thee tear for tear ;
And let our hearts, and eyes, like civil war,

t2] These two horrible incidents are selected to show the innumerable
calamities of civil war. JOHNS.——In the battle of Constantine and
Maxentius, by Raphael, the d of these incidents is introduced on @
similar occasion. STEEV.
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Be blind with tears, and break o’ercharg’d with grief.s

Enter a Father, who has killed his Son, with the Body
in his arms.

Fath. Thou, that/so stoutly hast resisted me,
Give me thy gold, if thou hast any gold ;
For I have bought it with an hundred blows.—
But let me see—Is this our foeman’s face ?
Ah, no, no, no, it is mine only son !—
Ah, boy, if any life be left in thee,
Throw up thine eyes ; see, see, what showers arise,
Blown with the windy tempest of my heart,
Upon thy wounds, that kill mine eye and heart.
O, pity, God, this miserable age !—
What stratagems, how fell, how butcherly,
Erroneous, mutinous, and unnatural,
This deadly quarrel daily doth beget !—
O boy, thy father gave thee life too soon, 8
And hath bereft thee of thy life too late !
K Hen. Woefabove woe ! grief more than common
grief !
O, that my death would stay these ruthful deeds !
O pity, pity, gentle heaven, pity !—
The red rose and the white, are on his face,
The fatal colours of our striving houses :
The one, his purple blood right well resembles ;
The other, his pale cheeks, methinks, present.
Wither one rose, and let the other flourish !
If you contend, a thousand lives must wither.
Son. How will my mother, for a father’s death,
Take on with me,4 and ne’er be satisfy’d ?
Fath. How will my wife, for slaughter of my son,
Shed seas of tears, and ne’er be satisfy’d ?
. K.Hen.How will the country, for these woful chances,
Mis-think the king, and not be satisfy’d !& ’
Son. Was ever son, so rued a father’s death
Fath. Was ever father, so bemoan’d a son ?
K.Hen. Was ever king so griev’d for subjects’ woe ?
Much is your sorrow ; mine, ten times so much.

23 The meaning is here inmuralelliex ressed. The king intends to say
that the state of their hearss and ¢yes shall be like that of the kingdoms ina
civil war, all shall be joined by power formed within themselves. JOHNS.

£33 Lthink the meaning of the line, And hath bereft thee of thy lifé too soom,
to be this: Thy father exposed thee to danger by giving thee life 300 som,
and }u{_h %";’ﬂ thee of life by !i‘;cing himself too long.  JOHNS.

£4) To take on is a phrase still in use amon, ulgar, and significs=to:
persist in clamorous famentation. s'l'l-:EV‘lhe vulgar, and o

-£51 To mis-think is to think ill, unfavourably. STEEV.
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* Son. Pl bear thee' hence, where I may weep my fill.
[Exit with the body.
Fath. These arms of mine shall be thy winding-sheet ;
My heart, sweet boy, shall be thy sepulchre ;
For from my breast thine image' ne’er shall go.
My sighing heart shall be thy funeral bell ;
And so obsequious will thy father be,$
Sad for the loss of thee, having no more,
As Priam was for all his valiant sons.?
I'll bear thee hence ; and let them fight that will,
For I have murder’d where{I should not kill.
[Exit with the body.
K. Hen. Sad-hearted men, much overgone with care,
Here sits a king more woeful than you are.

Alarums : Excursions. Enter Queen MARGARET,
Prince of Wales, and ExETER.

Prince. Fly, father, fly ! for all your friends are fled,
And Warwick rages like a chafed bull ;
Away ! for death doth hold us in pursuit.

Q.Mar. Mount you, my lord, towards Berwick post

amain :

Edward and Richard, like a brace of greyhounds,
Having the fearful flying hare in sight,
With fiery eyes, sparkling for very wrath,
And bloody steel grasp’d in their ireful hands,
Are at our backs : and therefore hence amain.

Ezxe. Away ! for vengeance comes along with them ¢
Nay, stay not to expostulate, muke speed ;
Or else come after, I'll away before.

K. Hen. Nay, take me with thee, good sweet Exeter ;
Not that I fear to stay, but love to go
Whither the queen intends. Forward ; away ! [ Exeunt.

SCENE VI
The same. A4 loud Alarum. Enter Crarrorp, wounded.

Clif. Here burns my candle out, &y, here it dies,
Which, while it lasted, gave king Henry light.
O, Lancaster ! I fear thy overthrow,
More than my body’s parting with my soul :
My love,and fear,glew’d many friends to thee ;
And, now, [ fall, thy tough commixtures melt.
« (01, Qbsequious is here careiul of obrequies, or of funeral rites.  JOHNS

£71 T having bat one son, will grieve as much-for that one, as Priam, who
many, could grieve for many,  JOHNS,
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Impairing Henry, strength’ning mis-proud York,

The common people swarm like summer flies :

And whither fly the gnats, but to the sun?

And who shines now but Henry’s enemies ?

O Pheebus ! hadst/thou never) given consent?

That Phaéton should check thy fiery steeds,

Thy burning car never had scorch’d the earth :

And, Henry, hadst thou sway’d as kings should do,

Or as thy I;\ther. and his father, did,

Giving no ground unto the house of York,

“They never then had sprung like summer flies :

I, and ten thousand in this luckless realm,

Had left no mourning widows for our death,

And thou this day hadst kept thy chair in peace.

For what doth cherish weeds, but gentle air ?

And what makes robbers bold, hut too much lenity.

Bootless. are plaints, and cureless are my wounds ;

No way to fly, nor strength to hold ont flight :

. The foe is merciless, and will not pity ;

For, at their hands, I have deserv’d no pity.

The air hath got into my deadly wounds,

And much effuse of blood doth make me faint :—

Come, York, and Richard, Warwick, and the rest ;

I stabb’d your father’s bosoms, split my breast.

[Hcfainlb

Alarum and Retreat. Enter EpwArDp, GEORGE,

RicuarD, MoNTAGUE, WARWICK, and Soldiers.

Edw. Now breathe we, lords ; good fortune bids us

ause,

And smootllx) the frowns of war with peaceful looks.~

Some troops pursue the bloody-minded queen ;—

That led calm Henry, though he were a king,

As doth a sail, fill’d with a %reuing gust,

Command an argosy to stem the waves.

But think you, lords, that Clifford fled with them 2
War. No, ’tis impossible he should escape :

For, though before his face I speak the words,

Your brother Richard mark’d him for the grave :

And, wheresoe’er he is, he’s surely dead.

[CLIFFORD groans, and dies.

Edw. Whose soulis that which takesherheavyleave ?

cqlm’l'ﬂl::nlt)ubg gt; Yfr§ h;d Iae;n entnuteg ht»y Henr; with the reins ;f
ve! n irelan N H AS m‘h
ffpue to the theoae. MAI: rance : and heaco v
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Rich. A deadly groan, like life and death’s departings

Edw. See who 1t is : and, now the battle’s ended,
if £riend, or foe, let him be gently us’d.

Rick. Revoke that doom of mercy, for ’tis Clifford ;
Who not contented/that he lopp’d the branch
In hewing Rutland when his leaves put forth,

But set his murdering knife unto the root
From whence that tender spray did sweetly spring,
I mean, our princely father, duke of York.

War. From off the gates of York fetch down the head,
Your father’s head, which Clifford placed there ;
Instead whereof, let this sugply the room ;

Measure for measure must be answered.

Edw. Bring forth that fatal screech-owl to our house,
That nothing sung but death to us and ours :

Now death shall stop his dismal threatening, sound,
And his ill-boding tongue no more shall speak.
Attendants bring the Body forward.

War. 1 think his understanding is bereft :—

Speak, Clifford, dost thou know who speaks to thee e
Dark cloudy death o’ershades his beams of life,
And he nor sees, nor hears us what we say.

Rich. O, *would he did ! and so, perhaps, he doth ;
*Tis but his policy to counterfeit,

Because he would avoid such bitter taunts
Which in the time of death he gave our father.

Geo. If so thou think’st, vex him with eager words.3

Rich. Clifford, ask mercy, and obtain no grace.

Edw. Clifford, repent in bootless penitence.

War. Clifford, devise excuses for thy faults.

Geo. While we devise fell tortures for thy faults.

Rich. Thou didst love York, and I am son to York.

Edw. Thou pitied’st Rutland, I will pity thee.

Geo. Where’s captain Margaret, to fence you now ?

War. They mock thee, Clifford ! swear as thou wast

wont.

Rich. Wll"m.t:i not an oath ? nay, then the world goes

. ard,
When Clifford cannot spare his friends an oath =
I know by that, he’s dead ; And, by my soul,
If this right hand would buy two hours life,
That I in all despite might rail at him,

()] Dlpam'nf for separation. MAL.= Till death us depars’’ was the
expression in the old Marréiage Service.:  FARMER.
€33 Sour words ; words of asperity,  JOHNS.
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This hand should chopit off ; and with the issuingblood
Stifle the villain, whose unstaunched thirst
York and young Rutland could not satisfy. -
War. Ay, but he’s dead : Off with the traitor’s head,
And rear it in the place your father’s stands.—
And now to London with triumphant march,
There to be crowned England’s royal king.
From whence shall Warwick cut the sea to France,
And ask the lady Bona for thy queen :
$o shalt thou sinew both these lands together ;
And, having France thy friend, thou shalt not dread
The scatter’d foe, that hopes to rise again ;
For though they canuot greatly sting to hurt,
Yet look to have them buz, to offend thine ears.
First, will I see the coronation ;
And then to Britany DI’ll cross the sea,
To effect this marriage, so it please my lord.
Edw. Even as thou wilt, sweet Warwick, let it be 3
For on thy shoulder do I build my seat ;
And never will I undertake the thing,
Wherein thy counsel and consent is wanting.—
Richard, I will create thee duke of Gloster ;—
And George, of Clarence ;—Warwick, as ourself,
Shall do, and undo, as him pleaseth best.
Rich. Let me be duke of Clarence ; George, of Gloster ;
For Gloster’s dukedom is too ominous.4
War. Tat, that’s a foolish observation ;
Richard, be duke of Gloster: Now to London,
‘T'o see these honours in possession. [Exeunt.

ACT IIIL

SCENE I.—A4 Chace in the North of England. Enter two
Keepers, with Cross-bows in their Hands.

1 Kecper.
UNDRER this thick-grown brake we’ll shroud ourselves ;
For through this laund® anon the deer will come ;
And in this covert will we make our stand,
Culling the principal of all the deer.
2 Keep. Pll stay above the hill, so both may shoot.
1 Keepr. That cannot be ; the noise of thy cross-bow

£4) Alluding, perhaps, to the deaths of T ‘oodstock, Ham-
phrey, Dukesgo Glootpe‘r. STE:‘.V'. of Thomas of W k, and

5] Laund means the same as /awx ; a plain extended between woods:
. STEEV.
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Will scare the herd, and so my shoot is lost.
Here stand we both, and aim we at the best :
And, for the time shall not seem tedious,
T’ll tell thee what befel me on a day,
In this self-place/where now(we mean to'stand.
2 Keepr. Here comes a man, let’s stay till he be past,

Enter King HENRY, disguised, with a Prayer-bock.
K.Hen. From Scotland I am stol’n, even of pure love,

To greet mine own land with my wishful sight.

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

Thy place is fill'd, thy scepter wrung from thee,

Thy balm wash’d off,2 wherewith thou wast ancinted :

No bending knee will call thee Czsar now,

No humble suitors press to speak for right,

No, not a man comes for redress of thee ;

For how can 1 help them, and not myself ?
1 Keefi. Ay, here’s a deer whose skin’s a keeper’s fee :

This is the guondam king ;3 let’s seize upon him.
K.Hen. Let me embrace these sour adversities ;

For wise men say, it is the wisest course.
2 Keefi. Why linger we ? let us lay hands upon him.
1 Keep. Forbear a while ; we’ll hear a little more.
K.Hen. My queen, and son, are goneto France for aid ;

And, as I hear, the great commanding Warwick

Is thither gone, to crave the French king’s sister

To wife for Edward : If this news be true,

Poor queen, and son, your labour is but lost ;

For Warwick is a subtle orator,

And Lewis a prince soon won with moving words.

By this account, then, Margaret may win him ;

For she’s a woman to be pitied much : :

Her sighs will make a battery in his breast ;

Her tears will pierce into a marble heart ;

The tiger will be mild, while she doth mourn ;

And Nero will be tainted with remorse,

To hear, and see, her plaints, her brinish tears.

Ay, but she’s come to beg ; Warwick, to give:

Sl{e, on his left side, craving aid for Henry ;

He, on his right, asking a wife for Edward.

She weeps, and says—her Henry is depos’d ;

£2] This is an image very frequent in the works of Shakspeare. It is -
men in these plays t?ﬁnc?t'he same images, whether jocdz or nrionsfm-
‘lller;tly recurr'mgid ]to. Nsi. k ’ ¢ ol od  Tudic

131 Quondam not in Shakspeare’s time unifor ired a -
Tous ce%:'ce. HOLT WHITE, Pe y hequl

21 YOL, V.
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He smiles, and says—his Edward is install’d;
That she, poor wretch, for grief can speak no more :
Whiles Warwick tells his title, smooths the wrong,
Inferreth arguments of mighty strength ;
And, in conclusion, wins-the king, from-her,
With promise of his sister, and what else,
'To strengthen and support king Edward’s place.
O Margaret,4 thus ’twill be ; and thou, poor soul,
Art then forsaken, as thou went'st forlorn.
2 Keepr. Say, who art thou, that talk’st of kings and
queens ? : '
K. Hen. More than Iseem, and less than I was born to:
A man at least, for less I should not be ;
And men may talk of kings, and why not I?
2 Keepr. Ay, but thou talk’st as if thou wert a king.
K.Hen. Why,sol am, in mind ; and that’s enough.
Keep. But, if thou be a king, where is thy crown ?
.Hen. My crown is in my heart, not on my head ;
Not deck’d with diamonds, and Indian stones,
" Nor to be seen : my crown is cali’d, content ;
A crown it is, that seldom kings enjoy.
2 Keepi. Well, if you be a king crowl’d with content,
Your crown content, and you, must be contented
To go along with us : for, as we think,
You are the king, king Edward hath depos’d ;
And we his subjects, sworn in all allegiance,
Will apprehend you as his enemy.
K.Hen. But did you never swear, and break an cath ? '
2 Keepr. No, never such an oath, nor will not now.
K.Hen. Where did you dwell, when I was king of
England ¢ -
2 Keef:. Here in this country, where we now remain.
K Hen. 1 was anointed king at nine months old ;
My father and my grandfather, were kings ;
And you were sworn true subjects unto me :
And, tell me then, have you not broke your oaths ?
1 Keepi. No ; .
For we were subjects, but while you were king.
K.Hen. Why, am I dead ? do I not breathe a man?
Ah, simple men, you know not what you swear.
Look, as I blow this feather from my face,
And as the air blows it to me again,
QObeying with my wind when I do blow,
And yielding to another when it blows,

€41 The picty of l-!'epry scarce interests us more for his misfortunes, than
#his his constant solicitude for the welfare of his deceitful queen. STEEV.
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Commanded always by the greater gust ;
Such is the lightness of you common men.
But do not break your oaths ; for, of that sin
My mild entreaty shall not make you guilty.
Go where you will) the king-shall'be commanded ;
And be you kings ; command, and I’l obey.
1Keen.We are true subjects to the king,king Edward.
K.Hen. So would you be again to Henry,
If he were seated as king Edward is.
1 Keefr. We charge you, in God’s name, and in the
king’s,
To go with us unto the officers.
K.Hen. In God’s name, lead ; your king’s name be

obey’d :
And what God will, then let your king perform ;
And what he will, I humbly yield unto. [Exeunt.

SCENE I1I.

London. A Room in the Palace. Enter King EpwaArp,
GLosTER, CLARENCE, and Lady GrEY.

K.Edw. Brother of Gloster, at Saint Albans’ field
The lady’s husband, sir John Grey, was slain,
His lands then seiz’d on by the conqueror:
Her suit is now, to repossess those lands ;
Which we in justice cannot well deny,
Because in quarrel of the house of York
The worthy gentleman did lose his life.
Glo. Your highness shall do well, to grant her suit ;
It were dishonour, to deny it her.
K.Edw. It were no less ; but yet ll make a pause.
Glo. Yea! isitso?
I see, the lady hath a thing to grant,
Before the king will grant her humble suit.
Clar. He knows the game ; How true he keeps the
wind ? [Aside.
Glo. Silence ! [Aside.
K. Edw. Widow, we will consider of your suit ;
And come some other time, to know our mind.
L.Grey. Right gracious lord, I cannot brook delay :
May it please your highness to resolve me now ;
And what your pleasure is, shall satisfy me.

5] This is a very lively and spritely dialogue ; the reciprocation is quick-
er ihan is common in Shakspeare.  JOHNS. ! P 4
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Glo. [Aside.] Ay, widow ? then I'll warrant you all
your lands,
An if what pleases him, shall pleasure you.
Fight closer, or, good faith, you’ll catch a blow.
Clar. I fear hernot, unless she-chance-to fall. [Aside.
Glo. God forbid that! for he’ll take vantages. [4side.
K. Edw. How many children hast thou, widow ? tell me.
Clar. I think, he means to beg a child of her. [Aside.
Glo. Nay, whip me then ; he’ll rather give her two.
[Aside.
L.Grey. Three, my most gracious lord.
Glo. You shall have four, if you’ll be rul’d by him. [Asi.
K.Ed’T were'pity,they should lose their father’slands.
L.Grey. Be pitiful, dread lord, and grant it then.
K.Edw. Lords, give us leave ; I’ll try this widow’s wit.
Glo. Ay, good leave have you ; for you will have leave,
Till youth take leave, and leave you to the crutch.
[GLosTER and CLARENCE retire to the other side.
K.Edw. Now tell me, madam, do youn love your
children ?
L.Grey. Ay, full as dearly as I love myself.
K.Ed=w. And would you not do much, to do them good ?
L.Grey. To do them good, I would sustain some harm.
K.Ed. Then get your husband’s lands, to do them good.
L.Grey. Therefore I came unto your majesty.
K.Edw. V'l tell you how these lands are to be got.
L.Grey. Soshall you bind me to your highness’ service.
K.Edw. What service wilt thou do me, if I give them ?
L.Grey. What you command, that rests in me to do.
K. Edw. But you will take exceptions to my boon.
L.Grey. No, gracious lord, except I cannotdo it.
K.Edw. Ay, but thou canst do what I mean to ask.
L.Grey. Why, then I will do what your grace com-

mands.
Glo. He plies her hard ; and much rain wears the
marble. - [Aside.
Clar. As red as fire ! nay, then her wax must melt.

[Aséde.
L.Grey. Why stops my lord ? shall I not hear my task ?
K. Edw. An easy task ; ’tis but to love a king.
L.Grey. That’s soon perform’d,because I am a sabject.
K.Ed.Why then,thy husband’s lands I freely give thee.
L.Grey. 1take my leave with many thousand thanks.
Glo. Fhe match is made ; she seals it with a cart’sy.
K. Edw. But stay thee, *tis the fruits of love I mean.
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ACT 1I1.  Sceme II.

Lady Grey, 1know J am t00 mean to be your Queen ; and yet too good (o be your
‘oncubine.
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L.Grey. The fruits of love I mean, my loving liege.
K.Edw. Ay, but, I fear me, in another sense."

What love, think’st thou, I sue so much to get ?
L.Grey. My lgve till death, my humble thanks, my

prayers’;

That love, which virtue begs, and virtue grants.
K.Edw. No, by my troth, I did not mean such love.
L.Grey. Why, then you mean not as I thought you did.
K. Edw. But now you partly may perceive my mind.
L.Grey. My mind will never grant what I perceive

* Your highness aims at, if I aim aright.

K Edw. To tell thee plain, I aim to lie with thee.
L.Grey. To tell you plain, I had rather lie in prison.
K Edw. ]VVhy, then thou shalt not have thy husband’s
ands. .
L.Grey. Why, then mine honesty shallbe my dower;
For by that loss I will not purchase them.
K.Edw. Therein thou wrong’st thy children mightily.
L.Gre.Hereinyour highness wrongs both them and me.
But, mighty lord, this merry inclination
Aceords not with the sadness of ry suit ;
Please youy dismiss me, either with ay, or no.
K Edw. Ay ; if thou wilt say Ay, to my request :
No ; if thou dost say No, to my demand.
L.Grey. Then, No, my lord. - My suit is at an end.
Glo. The widow likes him not, she knits her brows.
Cla. Heis the bluntest wooer in Christendom. [.si.
K.Edw. Her looks do argue her replete with modesty ;
Her words do shew her wit incomparable ;
All her perfections challenge sovereignty :
One way, or other, she is for a king ;
And she shall be my love, or else my queen.— [Aside.
Sa{, that king Edward take thee for his queen ?
.Grey. *Tis better said than done, my gracious lord :
I am a subject fit to jest withal,
But far unfit to be a sovereign.
K.Edw. Sweet widow, by my state I swear to thee,
1 speak no more than what my soul intends;
And that is, to enjoy thee for my love.
L.Grey. And that is more than I will yield pnto :
I 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.
L.Grey. *Twill grieve your grace, my sons should
call you—father.
21* VOL. V.
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s~ K.Edw. No more, than when my daughters call thee
mother.
Thou art a widow, and thou hast some children ;
And, by God’s mother, I, being but a chhelor,
Have other some 3\ why, 'tis 8 happything
Tobe the father unto many sons.
Answer no more, for thou shalt be my queen.
Glo.The ghostly father now hath done his shrift.[ As:.
Clar. When he was made a shriver, ’twas for shift.
[ Aside.
K. Ed.Brothers,you muse-what chat we two have had.
Glo. The widow likes it not, for she looks sad.
K.Edw. You'd think it strange, if I should marry her.
Clar. To whom, my lord ?
K.Edw. Why, Clarence, to myself.
Glo. That would be ten days’ wonder, at the least.
Clar. That’s a day longer than a wonder lasts.
Glo. By so much is the wonder in extremes. N
K.Edw. Well, jest on, brothers : I can tell you both,
Her suit is granted for her husband’s lands.

Enter a Nobleman.

Mob. My gracious lord, Henry your foe is taken,
And brought your prisoner to your palace gate.

K. Edw. See, that he be convey’d unto the Tower :—
And go we, brothers, to the man that took him,

To question of his apprehension.—
Widow, go you along ;—Lords, use her honourable.
{Exeunt King EpwaARrD, Lady GREY,CLAR-
ENCE,and Lord.

Glo. Ay, Edward will use women honourably.
'Would he were wasted, marrow, bones, and all,
That from his loins no hopeful branch may spring,
To cross me from the golden time I look for !

And yet, between my soul’s desire, and me
(The lustful Edward’s titles buried,)

Is Clarence, Henry, and his son young Edward,
And all the unlook’d-for issue of their bodies,
To take their rooms, ere I can place myself :

A cold premeditation for my purpose !

Why, then I do but dream on sovereignty ;

Like one that stands upon a promontory,

And spies a far-off shore where he would tread,
Wishing his foot were equal with hiseye ;

And chides the sea that sunders him from thence,
Saying==he’ll lade it dry to have his way:
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So do I wish the crown, being so far off ;

And so I chide the means that keep me from it ;
And so I say,—I'll cut the causes off,

Flattering me with impossibilities,—

My eye’s too quick,’'my heart'o’erweenstoo much,
Unless my hand and strength could equal them.
Well, say there is no kingdom then for Richard ;
What other pleasure can the world afford ?

I’ll make my heaven in a lady’s lap,

And deck my body in gay ornaments,

And witch sweetladies with my words and looks.
O miserable thought ! and more unlikely,

Than to accomplish twenty golden crowns !
Why, love forswore me in my mother’s womb :
And, for I should not deal in her soft laws,

She did corrupt frail nature with some bribe

To shrink my arm up like a wither’d shrub ;

To make an envious mountain on my back,
Where sits deformity to mock my body ;

To shape my legs of an unequal size ;

To disproportion me in every part,

Like to a chaos, or an uulick’d bear-whelp,s
That carries no impression like the dam.

And am I then a2 man to be belov’d ?

O, monstrous fault, to harbour such a thought !
Then, since this earth affords no joy to me,

But to command, to check, to o’erbear such

As are of better person than myself, 7

T’ll make my heaven—to dream upon the crowns ;
And, whiles I live, tq account this world but hell,
Until my mis-shap’d trunk, that bears this head,
Be round impaled with a glorious crown. 8

[63 1t was an opinion, which, in spite of its absurdity, prevailed long, that
the bear brln? forth only shapeless Jumps of animated flesh, which she
licks into the form of bears. It is now weil known that the whelps of the
bear are produced in the same state with those of other creatures.  JOHNS,

71 Richarl speaks here the language of nature. Whoever is stigmatized
with deformity has a constant source of envy in his mind, and would coun-
terbalance by some other superiority those advantages which he feels him.
self to want. Bacon remarks that the deformed are commonly daring ; and
it is almost proverbially ubserved that they are ill-natured. | The truth is,
that the deformed likeall other men are displeased with inferiority, and en-
deavour to gain ground by good or bad meaus, as they are virtuous or cor-
l'llpg. OHNS. 6 s .
1 1.2 4 7
: « Until my mh-nghap’d trunk tfm bears this head,

Be round impaled, &c.”> A transposition seems ;o be necessary :

1. 2 7

“ Until my head, th5:t this mis-sshap’d trank bears.”’
Otherwise the trunk that bears the head is to be encirclcd with the crown,
and not the head itself. ~ STEEV.
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And yet I know not how to get the crown,

For many lives stand between me and home ;

And I,—like one lost in a thorny wood,

That rents the thorns, and is reunt with the thoras ;
Seeking a way, and straying from"the 'way ;

Not knowing how to find the open air,

But toiling desperately to find it out,—

‘Torment myself to catch the English crowa :

And from that torment I will free myself,

. Or hew my way out with a bloody axe.

Why, I can smile, and murder when I smile ; .
And cry, content, to that which grieves my heart ;
And wet my cheeks with artificial tears,

And frame my face to all occasions.

T’ll drown more sailors than the mermaid shall ;
T’ll slay more gazers than the basilisk ;

I’ll play the orator as well as Nestor,

Deceive more slily than Ulysses could,

And, like a Simon, take another Tray :

1 can add colours to the cameleon ;

Change shapes, with Proteus, for advantages,

And set the murderous Machiavel to schaol.

Can I do this, and cannot get a crown ?

Tut ! were it further off, I’ll pluck it down. [Exiz.

SCENE IIIL

France. A Room in the Palace. Flourish. Enter Lewis the
French King, and Lady BoNA, attended ; the King takes hie
State. Then enter Queen MARGARET, FPrince EDwARD her
son, and the Earl of Oxrorn.

K.Lew. Fair queen of England, worthy Margaret,
Sit down with us ; it ill befits thy state, [Rising.
And birth, that thou shouldst stand, while Lewis doth sit.

Q.Mar. No, mighty king of France ; now Margaret
Must strike her sail, and learn a while to serve,
Where kings command. I was, I must confess,

Great Albion’s queen in former golden days :
But now mischance hath trod my title down,
And with dishonour laid me on the ground ;
Where I must take like seat unto my fortune,
And to my humble seat conform myself,

K:Lew. Why, say, fair queen, whence springs this

deep despair ?

Q.Mar.Fromsuch 2 cause asfills mine eyes with tears, ’
And stops my tongue, while heart isdrown’d in cares.
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K Lew. Whate'er it be, be thou still like thyself,

And sit thee by our side : yield not thy neck
[Seats her by him.

To fortune’s yoke, but let thy dauntless mind
Still ride in triumph/dver/alilmischance.
Be plain, queen Margaret, and tell thy grief ;
It shall be eas'd, if France can yield relief.

Q.Mar. Those gracious words revive my drooping

thoughts,

And give my tongue-ty’d sorrows leave to speak.
Now, therefore, be it known to noble Lewis,—
That Henry, sole possessor of my love,
Is, of a king, become a banish’d man,
And forc’d to live in Scotland a forlorn ;
While proud ambitious Edward, duke of York,
Usurps the regal title, and the seat
Of England’s true-anointed lawful king.
This is the cause, that I, poor Margaret,—
With this my son, prince Edward, Henry’s heir,—
Am come to crave thy just and lawful aid ;
And, if thou fail us, all our hope is done :
Scotland hath will to help, but cannot help ;
Our people and our peers are both misled,
Our treasure seiz’d, our soldiers put to flight,
And, as thou see’st, ourselves in heavy plight.

K.Lew. Renowned queen, with patience calm the

storm, :

While we bethink a means to break it off.

- Q.Mar. The more we stay, the stronger grows our foe.
K. Lew. The more I stay, the more I'’ll succour thee.
Q.Mar. O, but impatience waiteth on true sorrow :

And see, where comes the breeder of my sorrow.

Enter WARWICK, attended.?

K. Lew. What’s he, approacheth boldly to our pre-
sence ?

€91 This nobl ’s embassy and ission, the insult he rece‘ives'b
the king’s hasty marriage, and his consequent resolution to avenge it, wit
the capture, imprisonment, and escape of the king, Shakspeare, it is true,
found in Hall and Holinshed ; but later as well as earlier writers, of better
auathority, incline us to discr-dit the whole ; and to rcfer the rupture be-
tween the king and his political creator, to causes which have not reached
posterity, or to that jealousy and ingratitude so natural, perhaps, to those
who are under great ubligations too great to be discharged. There needs no
other proof how little our common histories are to e lepended apon than
this fabalous story of Warwick and the Lady Bo~a. Th: king was privately
married to Lady Elizabeth Widville, in 1461‘_:7,,' and in February 1465, War -
wick actually steod sponsor to the princess Elizabeth their ﬁl;: 'f‘sgdﬁ
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Q.Mar. Our earl of Warwick, Edward’s greatest
friend.
K.Lew. Welcome, brave Warwick! What brings
thee to France ?
[Descending fronihis staté)O|Queen MARGARET risea.
Q.Mar. Ay, now begins a second stonm to rise ;
For this is he, that moves both wind and tide.
War. From worthy Edward, king of Albion,
My lord and sovereign, and thy vowed friend,
I come,—in kindness, and unfeigned love,~—
First, to do greetings to thy royal person ;
And then, to crave a league of amity ;
And, lastly, to confirm that amity
With nuptial knot, if thou vouchsafe to grant
That virtuous lady Bona, thy fair sister,
To England’s king in lawful marriage.
Q.Mar. If that go forward, Henry’s hope is done.
War. And, gracious madam, [Z0 BoNnA.] in our
king’s behalf,
I am commanded, with your leave and favour,
Humbly to kiss your hand, and with my tongue
To tell the passion of my sovereign’s heart ;
Where fame, late entering at his heedful ears,
Hath plac’d thy beauty’s image, and thy virtue,
Q.Mar King Lewis,—and lady Bona,—hear me speak,
Before you answer Warwick. His demand
Springs not from Edward’s well-meant honest love,
But from deceit, bred by necessity ;
For how can tytants sazzly govern home,
Unless abroad they purchase great alliance ?
To prove him tyrant, this reason may suffice,—
That Henry liveth still : but were he dead,
Yet here prince Edward stands, king Henry’s son.
Look therefore, Lewis, that by this league and marriage
Thou draw not on thy danger and dishonour :
For though usurpers sway the rule a while,
Yet heavens are just, and time suppresseth wrongs.
War. Injurious Margaret ! :
Prince. And why not queen ?
War. Because thy father Henry did usurp ;
And thou no more art prince, than she is queen.
Oxf. Then Warwick disannuls great John of Gaunt,
Which did subdue the greatest part of Spain ;
And, after John of Gaunt, Henry the Fourth,
Whose wisdom was a mirror to the wisest ;
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And, after that wise prince, Henry the Fifth, _
Who by his prowess conquered all France : '
From these our Henry lineally descends.
War. Oxford, how haps it, in this smooth discourse,
You told not, how 'Henry'the Sixth' hath lost
All'that which Henry the Fifth had gotten ?
Methinks, these peers of France should smile at that.
Bat for the rest,—You tell a pedigree
Of threescore and two years ; a silly time
To make prescription for a kingdom’s worth.
OxfWhy, Warwick,canstthouspeakagainstthyliege,
Whom thou obeyed’st thirty and six years,
And not bewray thy treason with a blush ?
War. Can Oxford, that did ever fence the right,
Now buckler falsehood with a pedigree ?
For shame, leave Henry, and call Edward king.
Ozf. Call him my king, by whose injurious doom
My elder brother, the lord Aubrey Vere,
Was done to death ? and more than so, my father,
Even in the downfall of his mellow’d years,
When nature brought him to the door of death ?
No, Warwick, no ; while life upholds this arm,
This arm upholds the house of Lancaster.
War. And I the house of York.
K. Lew. Queen Margaret, prince Edward, and Oxford,
Vouchsafe, at our request, to stand aside,
While I use further conference with Warwick.
Q.Mar. Heaven grant, that Warwick’s words bewitch
him not ! V&Ren‘riug with the Prince and OxF. -
K.Lew. Now, Warwick, tell me, even upon thy con-
science.
Is Edward your $rue king ? for I were loth
To link with him that were not lawful chosen.
War. ‘Thereon 1 pawn my credit and mine honour.
K.Lew. But is he gracious in the people’s eye ?
War. The more, that Henry was unfortunate.1
K.Lew. Then further,—all dissembling set aside,
Tell me for truth the measure of his love
Unto our sister Bona.
War. Such it seems,
As may beseem a monarch like himself.
Myself have often heard him say, and swear,—
That this his love was an eternal plant ;

£1] He means, that Heng A'lf' unsuccessful in war, having lost his do-

minions in France, &c,
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Whereof the root was fix’d in virtue’s ground,

The leaves and fruit maintain’d with beauty’s sun ;

Exempt from envy, but not from disdain,?

Unless the lady Bona quit his pain. .
K.Lew. Néw)/sister) let usheéar your firm resolve.

Bona. Your grant, or your denial, shall be mine :—
Yet I confess, [70 WaR.] that often ere this day,
When I have heard your king’s desert recounted,
Mine ear have tempted judgment to desire.

K.Lew. Then, Warwick, thus,—Our sister shall be

Edward’s ;
And now forthwith shall articles be drawn
Touching the jointure that your king must make,
Which with her dowry shall be counterpois’d :—
Draw near, queen Margaret ; and be a witness,
That Bona shall be wife to the English king.

Prince. To Edward, but not to the English king.

Q.Mar. Deceitful Warwick ! it was thy device
By this alliance to make veid my suit ;

Before thy coming, Lewis was enry’s friend.

K. Lew. And still is friend to him amd Margaret :
But if your title to the.crown be weak,—

As may appear by Edward’s good success,—
Then *tis but reason, that I be releas’d

From giving aid, which late I promis’d.

Yet shall you have all kindness at my hand,
That your estate requires, and mine can yield.

War. Henry now lives in Scotland, at his ease ;
Where having nothing, nothing he can lose. .
And as for you yourself, our guondam queen,—

You have a father able to maintain you ;
And better 'twere, you troubled him than France.3

Q.Mar. Peace, impudent and shimeless Warwick,

peace ;
Proud setter-up and puller-down of kings;
1 will not hence, till with mytalk and tears,
Both ful of truth, I make king Lewis behold,
Thy sly conveyance,4 and thy lord’s false love ;
For both of you are birds of self-same feather.
{A horn sounded within.

€21 1 believe envy is in this place, as in many others, put for salice or
hatred. His situation places him above these, tgough it cannot secure him
from female disdain, = STEEV. .

£3] This seems ironical. The poverty of Margaret’s father is a very fre.
quent topick of reproach. HNS.

£4) Conveying is juggling, and thence is taken for artifice am; &i’l?é
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K.Lew. Warwick, this is some post to us, or thee.
Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My lord ambassador, these letters are for you ;
Sent from your brether) marquis,Montague.—
These from our king unto your majesty.—
And, madam, these for you; from whom, I know not.
[70 MARGARET. They all read their Letters.
Ozxf. I like it well, that our fair queen and mistress
Smiles at her news, while Warwick frowns at his.
Prince. Nay, mark, how Lewis stamps as he were
nettled : -
I hope, all’s for the best.
K.Lew. Warwick, what are thy news ? and your’s,
fair queen ?
Q.Mar. Mine, such as fills my heart with unhop’d joys.
War. Mine, full of sorrow and heart’s discontent.
K.Lew. What ! has your king married the lady Grey ?
Aad now, to sooth your forgery and his,
Sends me a paper 4o persuade me patience ?
Is this the alliance that he seeks with France ?
Dare he presume to scorn us in this manner ?
.Mar. I told your majesty as much before :
This proveth Edward’s love, and Warwick’s honesty.
War. King Lewis, I here protest,—in sight of heaven,
And by the hope I have of heavenly bliss,— -
That I am clear from this misdeed of Edward’s ;
No more my king, for he dishonours me ;
But most himself, if he could see his shame.—
Did I forget, that by the house of York
My father came untimely to his death ?
Did 1 let pass the abuse done to my niece ?5
Did I impale him with the regal crown ?
Did I put Henry from his native right ;
And am I guerdon’d at the last with shame ?6
Shame on himself ! for my desert is honour.
And, to repair Ty honour lost for him,
I here renounce him, and return to Henry :
My noble queen, let former grudges pass,
And henceforth I am thy true’servitor ;
I will revenge his wrong to lady Bona,
And replant Henry in his former state,

] Whom, according to Holinshed, king Ed H
ol'[ éVarwick's house. e STF?EI{.V'. ’ § Edward attempted in the earl
[6) Guerdon’d—i. e. rewarded. STEEV.

232 VOL. V.
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Q. Mar. V&;arwick, these words have turn’d my hate
to love ;
And 1 forgive and quite forget old faults, -
And joy that thou becom’st king Henry’s friend.
War. So much\his friend ay, bis/unfeigned friend,
That, if king Lewis vouchsafe to furnish us
With some few bands of ¢hosen soldiers,
I’ll undertake to land them on our coast,
And force the tyrant from his seat by war.,
*Tis not his new-made bride shall succour him :
And as for Clarence,—as my letters tell me,
He’s very likely now to fall from him ;
For matching more for wanton lust than honour,
Or than for strength and safety of our country.
Bona. Dear brother, how shall Bona be reveng’d,
But by thy help to this distressed queen ?
Queen. Renowned prince, how shall poor Henry live,
Unless thou rescue him from foul despair ?
Bona. My quarrel, and this English queen’s, are one.
#War. And mine, fair lady Bona, joins with your’s.
K.Lew.And mine,with her’s and thine and Margaret’s.
Therefore, at last, I firmly am resolv’d,
You shall hdve aid.
Q.Mar. Let me give humble thanks for all at once.
K.Lew. Then England’s messenger, return in post ;
And tell false Edward, thy supposed king,—
That Lewis of France is sending over maskers,
To revel with him and his new bride :
Thou seest what’s past, go fear thy king withal.7
Bona. Tellhim, In hope he’ll prove a widower shortly,
Y’ll wear the willow garland for his sake.
Q.Mar. Tell him, My mourning weeds are laid aside,
And I am ready to put armour on.
War.Tell him from me,That hehath done me wrong ;
And therefore I’ll uncrown him, ere’t be loni.l
‘There’s thy reward ; be gone. {Exit Messenger.
K.Lew. But, Warwick, thou, :
And Oxford, with five thousand men,
Shall cross the seas, and bid false Edward battle ;
And, as occasion serves, this noble queen
And prince shall follow with a fresh supply.
Yet, ere thou go, but answer me one doubt ;<
What pledge have we of thy firm loyalty ?
War. This shall assure my constant loyalty :—

""{72 Thatis go fright thy king.  JOHNS .
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That if our queen and this young prince agree,
T’ll join mine eldest daughter, and my joy,
To him forthwith in holy wedlock bands.
Q.Mar. Yes, I agree, and thank you for your motion :
—Son Edward)/she/is fait/and virtuous,
Therefore delay not, give thy hand to Warwick ;
And, with thy hand, thy faith irrevocable,
That only Warwick’s daughter shall be thine.
Prince. Yes, I accept her, for she well deserves it ;
And here, to pledge my vow, I give my hand.
[He gives his hand to WARWICK.
K.Lew. Why stay we now ? These soldiers shall be
levied,
And thou, lord Bourbon, our high admiral,
Shall waft them over with our royal fleet.—
I long, till Edward fall by war’s mischance,
For mocking marriage with a dame of France.
[Exeunt all but WARWICK.
War. I came from Edward as embassador,
But I return his sworn and mortal foe :
Matter of marriage was the charge he gave me,
But dreadful war shall answer his demand.
Had he none else to make a stale, but me ?#&
Then none but I shall turn his jest to sorrow.
I was the chief that rais’d him to the crown,
And I’ll be chief to bring him down again.
Not that I pity Henry’s misery,
But seek revenge on Edward’s mockery. [Exit.

ACT 1V.

SCENE 1.—London. A Room in the Palace. ZEnter GLoSTRR,
CLARENCE, SOMERSET, MONTAGUE, and Others.

. Gloster.
NOW tell me, brother Clarence, what think you
Of this new marriage with the lady Grey ?
Hath not our brother made a worthy choice ?
Cla. Alas, you know, ’tis far from hence to France ;
How could he stay till Warwick made return ?
Som. My lords, forbear this talk ; here comes the king.

t8) That is, stalking horse, pretence. STEEV.
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Flourish. Enter King EpwARD, attended ; Lady Grev, as
gueen : PEMBROKE, STAFFrorp, HASTINGS, and Others.

@Glo. And his well-chosen bride.

€lar. 1 mind to tell him plainly what I think.

K.Ed. Now, brother'Cldrence, how! likelyou our choice,
That you stand pensive, as half malcontent ?

Clar.Aswellas Lewisof France,ortheearlof Warwick;
Which are so weak of courage, and in judgment,

That they’ll take no offence at our abuse.

K. Edw. Suppose, they take offence without a cause,
They are but Lewis and Warwick ; I am Edward,
Your king and Warwick’s, and must have my will.

Glo. And you shall have your will, because our king ;
Yet hasty marriage seldom proveth well.

K Edw. Yea, brother Richard, are you offended too ?

Glo. Not I: ’

No ; God forbid, that I should wish them sever’d
Whom God hath join’d together : ay, and ‘twere pity,
T'o sunder them that yoke so well together.

K Edw. Setting your scorns and your mislike aside,
Tell me some reason, why the lady Grey
Should not become my wife, and England’s queen :—
And you too, Somerset, and Montague,

Speak freely what you think. _

Clar. Then this is my opinion,—that king Lewis
Becomes your enemy, for mocking him
About the marriage of the lady Bona.

Glo. And Warwick, doing what you gave in charge,
Is now dishonoured by this new marriage.

K.Edw.What,if both Lewis and Warwickbeappeas’d,
By such inventions as I can devise ?

Mont. Yet to have join’d with France in such alliance,
Would more have strengthen’d this our commonwealth
’Gainst foreign storms, than any home-bred marriage.

Hast. Why, knows not Montague, that of itself
England is safe, if true within itself ?

Mont.Yes ; but the safer,when ’tis back’d with France.

Has. Tis better using France, than trusting France:
Let us be back’d with God, and with the seas,?

Which hé hath given for fence impregnable,
And with their helps only defend ourselves ; .
In them, and in ourselves, our safety lies.

193 This has been the ‘advice of every man who in any age understood and
favoured the interest of England.  JOHNS.
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Clar. For this one speech, lord Hastings well deserves
To have the heir of the lord Hungerford. '
K.Edw. Ay, what of that ? it was my will, and grant ;
And, for this once, my will shall stand for law.
Glo. And yet| ndéthinks,your grace hath not dene well,
To give the heir and daughter of lord Scales
Unto the brother of your loving bride ;
She better would have fitted me, or Clarence :
But in your bride you bury brotherhood.
Clar. Or else you would not have hbestow’d the heir
Of the lord Bonville on your new wife’s son,*
And leave your brothers to go speed elsewhere.
K.Edw. Alas, poor Clarence ! is it for a wife,
That thou art malcontent ? I will provide thee.
Cla. In choosing foryourself,you show’d your judgment ;
Which being shallow, you shall give me leave
To play the broker in mine own behalf ;
And, to that end, I shortly mind to leave you.
K. Edw. Leave me, or tarry, Edward will be king,
And not be tied unto his brother’s will.
Q.Eliz. My lords, before it pleas’d his majesty
To raise my state to title of a queen,
Do me but right, and you must all confess .
That I was not ignoble of descent,? :
And meaner than myself have had like fortune.
But as this title honours me and mine,
So your dislikes, to whom I would be pleasing,
Do cloud my joys with danger and with sorrow.
K.Edw. My love, forbear to fawn upon their frowns =
What danger, or what sorrow can befall thee,
8o long as Edward is thy constant friend,
And their true sovereign, whom thev must obey
Nay, whom they shall obey, and love thee too,
Unless they seek for hatred at my hands :
Which if they do, yet will 1 keep thee safe,
And they shall feel the vengeance of my wrath.
Glo.I hear, yetsay notmuch,but think the more. [ Aside.
. Enter a Messenger.
K.Edw. Now, messenger, what letters, or what news,.
From France ?

1] It must be remembered, that till the Restoration the heiresses of great
estates were in the wardship of the king, who in their minority gave them
up to plander, and afterwards matched them to his favourites, 1 know not
when libel ined more than by the abolirion of the court of wards. JOH.

(2] Her father was Sir Richard Widville, Knight, afterwards Earl of

Rivers ; her mother, Duchess Dowager of Bedford, widow of John Duke of
Bedford, brother to King Henry V. & MALONE, John €o

22% V¥OL. V. ’
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Mess. My sovereign liege, no letters ; and few words,
But such as I, without your special pardon,

Dare not relate. .

K.Edw. Go to, we pardon thee : therefore, in brief,
Tell me their words/as nearas tholl canst guess them.
What answer makes king Lewis unto our letters ?

Mees. At my depart, these were his very words ;

Go tell false Edward, thy sufifiosed king,—
That Lewis of France is sending over maskers,
To revel it with him and his new bride.

K.Edw.Is Lewis sobrave ? belike, he thinks me Henry.
But what-said lady Bona to my marriage ¢ -

Mess.These were her words,utter’d with mild disdain;
Tell him, in hope he'll prove a widower shortly,

Dl wear the willow garland for his sake.
K.Edw. I blame not her, she could say little less ;

.She had the wrong. But what said Henry’s queen ?

Por I have heard, that she was there in place.
Meass. Tell him,quoth she,my mourning weeds are done,

. And I am ready to piut armour on.

K. Edw. Belike, she minds to play the Amazon.
But what said Warwick to these injuries ?

Mess. He, more incens’d against your majesty
Than all the rest, discharg’d me ‘with these words ;
Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong,
And therefore DU uncrown him,.ere’t be long.

K.Edw. Ha ! durst the traitor breathe out so proud

words ?

Well, I will arin nte, being thus forewarn’d :
‘They shall have wars, and pay for their presumption.
But say, is Warwick friends with Margaret ?

Mess. Ay, gracious sovereign ; they are so link’d in

friendship, - :

That youngprinceEdward marriesWarwick’sdaughter.

Clar. Belike,theelder; Clarence willhave the younger.
Now, brether king, farewell, and sit you fast, ‘
For 1 will hence to Warwick’s other daughter : |
‘That, though I want a kingdom, yet in marriage i
1 may not prove inferior to-yourself.—
You, that love me and Warwick, follow me.

l[E:tz‘t CLARENCE,and SOMERSET follows.
Glo. Not 1:

My thoughts aim at a further matter ; I
Stay not for love of Edward, but the crown. {Aside.
K.Edw.Clarence and Somerget both gone to Warwick!
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Yet am I -arm’d against the worst can happen ;

And haste is needful in this desperate case.—

Pembroke, and Stafford, you in our behalf

Go levy men, and make prepare for war ; .

They are already,’or quickly-'wiil-be landed :

Myself in person will stomight follow you.

[Exeunt PEMBROKE and STAFFORD.

Bat, ere I go, Hastings, —and Montague,—

Resolve my doubt. You twain, of all the rest,

Are near to Warwick, by blood, and by alliance :

Tell me, if you love Warwick more than me ?

If it be so, then both depart to him ;

I rather wish you foes, than hollow friends ;

But if you mind to hold your true obedience,

Give me assurance with some friendly vow,

That I may never have you in suspect,
Mont. So God help Montague, as he proves true !
Hast. And Hastings, as he favours Edward’s cause !
K.Edw. Now, brother Richard, will you stand by us ?
Glo. Ay, in despite of all that shall withstand you.
K.Hen. Why so ; then am I sure of victory.

Now therefore let us hence ; and lose no hour.

Till we meet Warwick with his foreign power. [Exe.

SCENE IL

A Plain in Warwickshire. Enter WaRrwick and Ox-
FORD, with French and other Forces.

War. Trust me, my lord, all hitherto goes well ;
The common people by numbers swarm to us.

Enter CLARENCE and SOMERSET.

But, see, where Somerset and Clarence come ;—
Speak suddenly, my lords, are we all friends ?
Clar. Fear not that, my lord.
War. Then, gentle Clarence, welcome unto Warwick ;
. And welcome, Somerset :—1 hold it cowardice,
‘T'o rest mistrustful where a noble heart
Hath pawn’d an open hand in sign of love ;
Else might I think, that Clarence, Edward’s brother,
Were but a feigned friend to our proceedings:
But welcome, Clarence ; my daughter shall be thine.
And now what rests, but, in night’s coverture,
Thy brother being carelessly encamp’d,
His soldiers lurking in the towns about, -

'
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And but attended by a simple guard,
We may surprize and take him at our pleasure ?
Our scouts have found the adventure very easy :
That as Ulysses, and stont Diomede,$
With sleight and/manhood stole'to Rhlesus’ tents,
And brought from thence the Thracian fatal steeds ;
So we, well cover’d with the night’s black mantle,
At unawares may beat down Edward’s guard,
And seize himself ; I say not—slaughter him,
For I intend only to surprize him.—
You, that will follow me to this attempt,
Applaud the name of Henry, with your leader.
[Zhey all cry, Henry |
Why, then, let’s on our way in silent sort s
For Warwick and his friends, God and Saint George !
[Exeunt.

SCENE IIIL

EpwARD’s Camp, near Warwick. Enter certain
Watchmen to guard the King’s tent.

1Watch. Come on,my masters,each man take his stand;
The king, by this, is set him down to sleep.
2 Watch. What, will he not té-bed ?
1 Watch. Why, no: for he hath made a solemn vow
Never to lie and take his natural rest,
Till Warwick, or himself, be quite supprest.
2 Watch. To-morrow then, belike, shall be the day,
If Warwick be so near as men report. R
3 Watch. But say, I pray, what nobleman is that,
That with the king here resteth in his tent ?
1Wat. Tis thelord Hastings, the king’s chiefest friend.
3 Watch. O, is it so? But why commands the king,
That his chief followers lodge in towns about him,
While he himself keepeth in the cold field ?
2Watch.Tis the more honour,because more dangerous.
3 Watch. Ay but give me worship and quietness,
I like it better than a dangerous honour.
If Warwick knew in what estate he stands,
’T'is to be doubted, he would waken him.
* Watch. Unless our halberds did shut up his passage.
2 Watch. Ay, wherefore else guard we his royal tent,
But to defend his person from night-foes ?

[3] See the tenth book of the Jliad. These circumstances, however, were
secessible, without ret to Homer in the original. STEEV,

.
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Enter WARWICK, CLARENCE, OXFORD, SOMERSET,
and Forces.
War. Thisis his tent ; and see, where stand his guard.
Courage, my masters ; honour now, or neyer !
But follow me, and'Edward shall be ours.
1 Watch. Who goes there ?
2 Watch. Stay, or thou diest.

[Warwick, and the rest cry all—Warwick ! Warwick ! and
sct upon the Guard ; who fly, crying—Arm ! Arm ! WaRr-
WICK, and the rest, following them.

The drum beating and trumpets sounding. ~Re-enter W ARWICK,
and the rest, bringing the King out in a gown, sitting in a chair :

GrosTER and Hasrings fly.

Some. What are they that fly there ?
War. Richard, and Hastings : let them go, here is
the duke.
K.Ed. The duke! why,Warwick,'when we parted last,
Thou call’dst me king ¢
War. Ay, but the case is alter’d :
When you disgrac’d me in my embassade,
Then I degraded you from being king,
And come now to create you duke of Vork.4
Alas ! how should you govern any kingdof,
That know not how to use ambassadors ;
Nor how to be contented with one wife ;
Nor how to use your brothers brotherly ;
Nor how to study for the people’s welfare ;
Nor how to shrowd yourself from enemies ?
K.Edw. Yea, brother of Clarence, art thou here too?
Nay, then I see, that Edward needs must down.—
Yet, Warwick, in despite of all mischance,
Of thee thyself, and all thy ’complices,
Edward will always bear himself as king :
Though fortune’s malice overthrow my state,
My mind exceeds the compass of her wheel.
War. Then, for his mind, be Edward England’s King :
[ Takes off his crown.
But Hepry now shall wear the English crown,
And be true king indeed : thou but the shadow.—
My lord of Somerset, at my request,
See that forthwith duke Edward de convey’d
Unto my brother, archbishop of York.

(4]' Might we read with a slight alteration ?
And come to new create you duke of York,  JOHNS
.
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When I have fought with Pembroke and his fellows,
T'll follow you, and tell what answer
Lewis, and the lady Bona, sent to him (—
Now, for a while, farewel, good duke of York.

K. Ed. Whdlt fadtes impose. that men must needs abide ;
It boots not to resist both wind and tide.

BExit King EpwARD, led out ; SOMERSET with him.

zf. What now remains, my lords, for us to do,

But march to London with our soldiers ?

War. Ay, that’s the first thing that we have todo;
To free king Henry from imprisonment,

And see him seated in the regal throne. [Exeunt.
SCENE IV.
Xondon. A Room inthe Palace. Enter Queen ELIZABETE and
Rivess.

Riv. Madam, what makes you in this suadden change ?
Q. Eliz. Why, brother Rivers, are you yet to learn,

What late misfortune is befall’n king Edward ?
Riv.What,lossofsome pitch’d battle against Warwick ?
Q.Eliz. No, but the loss of his own royal person.
Riv. Then is my sovereign slain ?
Q.Eliz. Ay, almost slain, for he is taken prisoner ;

Either betray’d by falsehood of his guard,

Or by his foe surpriz’d at unawares :

And, as I further have to understand,

Is new committed to the bishop of York,

Fell Warwick’s brother, and by that our foe.
Riv. These news, I must confess, are full of grief :

Yet, gracious madam, bear it as you may ;

Warwick may lose, that now hath won the day.
Q.Mar. Till then, fair hope must binder life’s decay.

And I the rather wean me fgom despair,

For love of Edward’s offspring in my womb :

This is it that makes me bridle passion,

And bear with mildness my misfortune’s cross ;

Ay, ay, for this I draw in many a tear,

And stop the rising of blood-sucking sighs,

Lest with my sighs or tears I blast or drown

King Edward’s fruit, true heir to the English crown.
Riv. But, madam, where is Warwick then become ?
Q.Eliz. Yam informed, that he comes towards London,

To set the crown once more on Henry’s head :

Guess thou the rest; king Edward’s friends must down.
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Bat, to prevent the tyrant’s violence,
{For trust not him that hath once broken faith,)
’ll hence forthwith unto the sanctuary,
To save at least the heir of Edward’s right ;
There shall I rest'secaré from forée, 'and fraud.
Come therefore, let us fly, while we may fly ;
If Warwick take us, we are sure to die. [Exeunt.

SCENE V.

4 Park near Middleham-Castle in Yorkshire. Enter GlosTER,
HASTINGS, Sir WILLIAM STANL EY, and Others.

Glo. Now, my lord Hastings, and sir William Stanley,
Leave off to wonder why I drew you hither,
Into this chiefest thicket of the park.
Thaus stands the case : You know, our king, my brother,
Is prisoner to the bishop here, at whose hands
He hath good usage and great liberty :
And often, bat attended with weak guard,
Comes hunting this way to disport himself.
4 have advértis’d him by secret means,
That if about this hour, he make this way,
Under the colour of his usual game,
He shall here find his friends, with horse and men,
To set him free from his captivity.

Enter King EpwaRrD, and a Huntsman.

Hunt. This way, my.lord ; for this way lies the game.
K.Edw. Nay, this way, man ; see, where the hunts-
men stand.——
Now, brother of Gloster, lord Hastings, and the rest,
Stand you thus close, to steal the bishop’s deer ?
Glo. Brother, the time and case requireth haste ;
Your horse stands ready at the park corner.
K.Edw. But whither shall we then ?_
Hagst. To Lynn, my lord ; and ship from thence to
Flanders.
Glo. Well guess’d, believe me ; for that was my
meaning.
K.Edw. Stanley, I will requite thy forwardness,
Glo. But wherefore stay we ? ’tis no time to talk.
K. Edw. Hunts;nan, what say’st thou ? wilt thou go
along ? .
Hunt. Better do so, than tarry and be hang’d.
Glo. Come then, away ; let’s have no more ado.
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K.Edw. Bishop, farewell : shield thee from War-
wick’s frown ;
And pray that I may repossess the crown. [Ezeunt.

SCENE VI

4 Room inthe Tower. Enter King HENRY, CLARENCE, WAR-
WICK, SOMEUSET, Young Ricuxoxp, Oxrorp, Mox-
TAGUE, Lieutenant of the Tower, and Attendants.

K.Hen. Master lieutenant, now that God and friends
Have shaken Edward from the regal seat ;

And turn’d my captive state to liberty,
My fear to hope, my sorrows unto joys ;
At our enlargement what are thy due fees?
Lieu. Subjects may challenge nothing of their sove-
reigns ;
Bat, if an humble prayer may prevail,
I then crave pardon of your majesty.

K.Hen. For what, licutenant? for well using me ?
Nay, be thou sure, I’ll well requite thy kindness,
For that it made my imprisonment a pleasure :

Ay, such a pleasure as incaged birds

Conceive, when, after many moody thoughts,

At last, by notes of household harmony,

They quite forget their loss of liberty.—

But, Warwick, after God, thou set’st me free,
And chiefly therefore I thank God, and thee ;

He was the author, thou the instrument.
Therefore, that I may conquer fortune’s spite,

By living low, where fortune cannot hurt me ;
And that the people of this blessed land

May not be punish’d with my thwarting stars ;
Warwick, although my head still wear the crown,
T here resign my government to thee, .
For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds.

War. Your grace has still been fam’d for virtaous ;

And now may seem as wise as virtuous,
By spying, and avoiding, fortune’s malice,
For few men rightly temper with the stars:5
Yet in this one thing let me blame your grace,
For choosing me, when Clarence is in place.
Clar. No, Warwick, thou art worthy of the sway,

., €51 I suppose the meaning is, few men conform their temper to their des-
tiny, as king Henry did, when finding himself unfortunate he gave the man-
agement of public affairs to more prosperous hands. _|0HN§.a
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To whom the heavens, in thy nativity,
Adjudg’d an olive branch, and laurel crown,
As likely to be blest in peace, and war ;
And therefore I yield thee my, free consent.
War. And I choose Clarence only for protector.
K. Hen. Warwick, and Clarence, give me both your
hands ;
Now join your hands, and, with your hands, your hearts,
That no dissention hinder government :
I make you both protectors of this land ;
While I myself will lead a private life,
And in devotion spend my latter days,
To sin’s rebuke, and my Creator’s praise.
War. What answers Clarence to his sovereign’s will?
Cla. That he consents, if Warwick yield consént ;
For on thy fortune I repose myself.
War. Why then, though loth, yet must I be content ;
We'll yoke together, like a donble shadow
To Henry’s body, and supply his place ;
I mean, in bearing weight of government,
While he enjoys the honour, and his ease. -
And, Clarence, now then it is more than needful,
Forthwith that Edward be pronounc’d a traitor,
And all his lands and goods be confiscate.
Cla. What else ? and that succession be determin’d.
War. Ay, therein Clarence shall not want his part.
K.Hen. But, with the first of all your chief affairs, -
Let me entreat, (for I command no more,) )
That Margaret your queen, and my son Edward,
Be sent for, to return from France with speed :
Far, till I see them here, by doubtful fear
My joy of liberty is half eclips’d. :
Cla. It shall be done, my sovereign, with all speed.
K.Hen. My lord of Somerset, what youth is that,
Of whom you seem tohave so tender care ?
Som. My liege, it is young Henry, earl.of Richmond.s

{61 He was afterwards Henry VIL a man who put an end to the civil war
of the two houses, but no otherwise remarkable for virtue. Shakspeare
kpew his trade. Henry VII. was grandfather to Queen Elizabeth, and the
king from whom James inherited.  JOHNS.—~~Shakspeare oniy copied this
particular, together with many others, from Holinshed. STEEV.——Henry
ear] of Richmond was the son of Edmond ear) of Richmond, and Margares,
daughter to John the first duke of Somerset. Edmond earl of Richmond was
half-brother “to king Henry the sixth, being the son of that king’s mother
Qneen Catharine, IK her second husband Owen Teuther or Tudor, who was
taken prisoner at the battle.of Mortimer’s Cross, and soon aftetwards be-
headed at Hereford.  MAL. .

23 VOL. ¥,
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K.Hen. Come hither,England’s hope: If secret powers
[Lays his hand on bis head.
Suggest but truth to my divining thoughts,
This pretty lad will prove our country’s bliss.
His looks are full of peaceful majesty
His head by nature fram’d to wear a crown,
His hand to wield a scepter ; and himself
Likely, in time, to bless a regal throne.
Make much of him, my lords ; for this is he,
Must help you more than you are hurt by me.
Enter a Messenger.
War. What news, my friend ?
Mes. That Edward is escaped from your brother,
And fled, as he hears since, to Burgundy.
War. Unsavoury news : But how made he escape ?
Mes. He was convey’d by Richard duke of Gloster,
And the lord Hastings, who attended him
In secret ambush on the forest side,
And from the bishop’s huntsmen rescued him ; -
For hunting was his daily exercise. :
War. My brother was too careless of his charge.—
But let us hence, my sovereign, to provide
A salve for any sore that may betide.  [Exeunt King
HeNRY, WaR. CLAR. Lieut. and Attendants.
Som. My lord, I like not of this flight of ldward’s ;
For, doubtless, Burgundy will yield him help ;
And we shall have more wars, before’t be long.
As Henry’s late presaging prophecy
Did glad my heart, with hope of this young Richmond ;
So doth my heart misgive me, in these conflicts
What may befal him, to his harm, and ours :
Therefore, lord Oxford, to prevent the worst,
Forthwith we’ll send him hence to Brittany,
Till storms be past of civil enmity.
Oxf. Ay ; for, if Edward repossess the crown,
*Tis like, that Richmond with the rest shall down.
Som. It shall be so ; he shall to Brittany.
Come therefore, let’s about it speedily. {Ezeuns.

SCENE VII.
Before York, Enter King Epwarp, GLoSTER, HASTINGS,
and Forces.

. K. Edw. Now, brother Richard, lord Hastings, and
the rest ;
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*
Yet thus far fortune maketh us amends,
And says—that once more I shall interchange
My wained state for Henry’s regal crown.
Well have we pass’d,.and now. repass’d the seas,
And brought desired help from Bargundy :
What then remains, we being thus arriv’d
From Ravenspurg haven before the gates of York,
But that we enter, as into our dukedom ?
Glo. The gates made fast !—Brother, I like not this ;
For many men, that stumble at the threshold,
Are well foretold, that danger lurks within.
K.Edw. Tush, man! abodements must not now af-
fright us :
By fair or foul means we must enter in,
For hither will our friends repair to us.
Hast. My liege, I'll knock once more, to summon them.

Enter, on the walls, the Mayer of York, and his Brethren.

May. My lords, we were forewarned of your coming,
And shut the gates for safety of ourselves ;
For now .we owe allegiance unto Henry.
K.Edw. But, master mayor, if Henry be your king,
Yet Edward, at the least, is duke of York.
Mcg/. True, my good lord ; I know you for no less.
K.Ed. Why, and Ichallenge nothingbut my dukedom ;
As being well content with that alone.
Glo. But, when the fox hath once got in his nose,
He’ll soon find means to make the body follow. [Aside.
Hast. Why, master mayor, why stand you in a doubt ?
Open the gates, we are king Henry’s friends.
May. Ay, say you so? the gates shall then be open’d.
[Ezxeunt from above.
Glo. A wise stout captain, and persnaded soon !
Hast. The good old man would fain that all were well,
So ’twere not long of him :7 but, being enter’d,
1 doubt not, I, but we shall soon persuade
Both him, and all his brothers, unto reason.

Re-enter the Mayor and two Aldermen, below. .
K. Ed. So, master mayor : these gates must notbe shut,
But in the night, or in the time of war.
What ! fear not, man, but yield me up the keys ;
. [ZTakes his keys.

£7) The Mayor is willing we should enter, so he may not be blamed.
JOHNS.

-
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For Edward will defend the town, and thee,
And all those friends that deign to follow me.

Drum. Enter MoNTGOMERY, and Forces marching.
Glo. Brother)'thisg'is sir John (Montgomery,
Qur trusty friend, unless I be deceiv’d.
K. Ed. Welcome, sir John! But why come you in arms?
Montg. To help king Edward in his time of storm,
As every loyal subject ought to do.
K Edw. f’l‘hanks, good Mentgomery : But we now
orget
Our title to tlrxi crown ; and only claim
Our dukedom, till God please to send the rest.
Monig. Then fare you well, for I will hence again ;
1 came to serve a king, and not a duke,
Drummer, strike up, and let us march away.
{A March begun.
K.Edw. Nay, stay, sir John, a while ; and we’ll debate,
By what safe means the crown may be recover’d.
Montg. What talk you of debating ? in few words,
If you’ll not here proclaim yourself our king,
I’ll Jeave you to your fortune ; and be gone,
To keep them back that come to succour you :
Why should we fight, if you pretend no title ?
Glo. Why, brother, wherefore stand you on nice points?
K.Edw. When we grow stronger, then we’ll make
our claim :
Till then, ’tis wisdom to conceal our meaning.
Hast. Away with scrupulous wit ! now arms must rule.
Glo. And fearless minds climb seonest unto crowns.
Brother, we will proclaim you out of hand ; .
‘The bruit thereof will bring you many friends.®
K.Edw. Then be it as you will ; for ’tis my right,
And Henry but usurps the diadem.
Montg. Ay, now my sovereign speaketh like himself ;-
And now will I be Edward’s champion.
Has. Sound,trumpet; Edward shall be here proclaim’d.
—Come, fellow-soldier, make thou proclamation.
[Flourish. Gives him a fraper.
Sold.(reads.]) Edward the Fourth, by the ‘;race of God,
king of England and France, and lord of Ireland, &c.
Montg. And whosoe’er gainsays king Edward’s right,

(8) Bruit —i.e. noise, report. STEEV.——This French word druit was
very early made a denizen of our language. Thus in the Bible : < BehoRl
the noise of the druit is come.”’=Feremiah, x. 22. WHALLEY.
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By this I challenge him to single fight.
[Throws down his gauntlet.
All. Long live Edward the Fourth !
. K.Edw. Thanks, brave Montgomery ;—and thanks
unto\yonall.
If fortune serve me, I'll requite this kindness.
Now, for this night, let’s harbour here in York :
And, when the morning sun shall raise his car
Above the border of this horizon,
We’ll forward towards Warwick, and his mates ;
For, well I wot, that Henry is nosoldier. i
—Ah, froward Clarence !—how evil it beseems thee
To flatter Henry, and forsake thy brother !
Yet, as we may, we’ll meet both thee and Warwick.
—Come on, brave soldiers, doubt not of the day ;
And, that once gotten, doubt not of large pay. [Exeunt.

SCENE VIIIL

London. A Room in the Palace. Enter King Henny, Wan-
[wick, CLARENCE, MONTAGUE, EXETER, and OXx?ORD.

War. What counsel, lords ? Edward from Belgia,
With hasty Germans, and blunt Hollanders,
Hath pass’d in safety through the narrow seas,
And with his troops doth march amain to Loundon :
And many giddy people flock to him.
Oxf. Let’s levy men, and beat him back again.®"
Clar. A little fire is quickly trodden out ;
Which, being suffer’d, rivers cannot quench.
War. In Warwickshire I have true-hearted friends,.
Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in war;
Those will I muster up :—and thou, son Clarence,
Shalt stir, in Suffolk, Norfolk, and in Kent,
The knights and gentlemen to come with thee ;:—
Thou, brother Montague, in Buckingham,
Northampton, and in Leicestershire, shalt find
Men well inclin’d to hear what thou command’st :—
And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous well belov’d,
In Oxfordshire shalt muster up thy friends,—
My sovereign, with the loving citizens,—
Like to his island girt in with the ocean,

£9 This line expresses a spirit of war so itable to'the ch of Hen-
1y, that I would give she first cold xr:ech to the king, and the brisk anawer to
Warwick. This line is not in theoldquarto: and when Henry said nothing,
the first speech might be as properly given toWarwick as to any other. JOH.

Every judicions reader must concur in Dr. Johnson’s opinion, STEREV.

3* VOL. V.
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Or modest Dian, circled with her nymphs;—
Shall rest in London, till we come to him.—
Fair lords, take leave, and stand not to reply.—
Farewel, my sovereign,
K.Hen. Farewel)/my Hector/ and| my T roy’s true hope.
Clar. In sign of truth, I kiss your highness’ hand.
K.Hen. Well-minded Clarence, be thou fortunate !
Mont. Comfort, my lord :—and so I take my leave.
Oxf. And thus [Kissing HENRY'¢ hand.] I seal my
trath, and bid adieu.
K.Hen. Sweet Oxford, and my loving Montague,
And all at once, once more a happ,y farewel.
War. Farewel, sweet lords ; let’s meet at Coventry.
[(Bxecunt WARWICK, CLARENCE, OXFoORD,
and MONTAGUE.
K.Hen. Here at the palace will I rest a while.—
Cousin of Exeter, what thinks your lordship ?
Methinks, the power, that Edward hath in field,
Should not be able to encounter mine.
Exe. The doubt is, that he will seduce the rest.
K.Hen. That’s not my fear, my meed hath got me
fame :*
T have not stopp’d mine ears to their demands,
Nor posted off their suits with slow delays ;
My pity hath been balm to heal their wounds,
My mildness hath allay’d their swelling griefs,
My mercy dry’d their water-flowing tears ;
I have not been desirous of their wealth,
Nor much oppress’d them with great subsidies,
Nor forward of revenge, though they much err’d ;
‘Then why should they love Edward more than me ?
No, Exeter, these graces challenge grace :
And, when the lion fawns upon the lamb,
The lamb will never cease to follow him.
Shout within. A Lancaster! A Lancaster !3
Exze. Hark, hark, my lord! What shouts are these ?

Enter King EpwARD, GLOSTER, and Soldiers.

K.Edw. hSeize on the shame-fac’d Henry, bear him
ence,
And once again proclaim us king of England.

{1 This word signifies merit, both as a verb and a substantive.
SIR J. HAWKNS.
[2) Surely the shouts that ushered king Edwardshould be, A York! A Zork !
1 suppose :Jh:h:nghor,did not » ;(')tﬁ llvhse marginal directions, and the players
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—You are the fount that makes small brooks to flow ;
Now stops thy spring ; my sea shall suck them dry,
And swell so much the higher by their ebb,——
Hence with him to the, Tower ; let him not speak.
{Exeunt some with King HENRY.
—And, lords, towards Coventry bend we our course,
Where peremptory Warwick now remains :
The sun shines hot, and, if we use 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, march amain towards Coventry.
[Exeunt.

ACT V.

SCENE L.—Coventry. Enter, upon the Walls, W ARWICK, the
Mayor of Coventry, two Messengers, and others.

Warwick.
WHERE is the post, that came from valiant Oxford ?
How far hence is thy lord, mine honest fellow ?
1 Mes. By this at Dunsmore, marching hitherward. -
War. How far off is our brother Montague ?
—Where is the post that came from Montague ?
2 Mes. By this at Daintry, with a puissant troop

Enter Sir JOEN SOMERVILLE.

War. Say, Somerville, what says my loving son ?
And, by thy guess, how nigh is Clarence now ? .

Somerv. At Southam I did leave him with his forces,
And do expect him here some two hours hence.

[Drum heard.

War. Then Clarence is at hand, I hear his drum.

Somerv. It is not his, my lord ; here Southam lies ;
The drum your honour hears, marcheth from Warwick.

War. Who should that be? belike, unlook’d-for

friends.
Somerv. They are at hand, and you shall quickly know.

Drums. Enter King EDWARD, GLOSTER, and Forces marching.

K.Edw. Go, trumpet, to the walls, and sound a parley.

Glo. See, how the surly Warwick mans the wall.

War. Oh, unbid spite ! is sportful Edward come ?
Where slept our scouts, or how were they seduc’d,
That we could hear no news of his repair ?

o ¢
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K.Edw. Now, Warwick, wilt thou ope the city-gates,
Speak gentle words, and humbly bend thy knee ?—
Call Edward—king, and at his hands beg mercy,

And he shall pardon thee thcse outrages,

War. Nay, rathery wilt; thdudraw thy forces hence,
Confess who set thee up and pluck’d thee down ?

Call Warwick—patron, and be penitent,
And thou shalt still remain the duke of York.

Glo. I thought, at least, he would have said—theking ;
Qr did he make the jest against his will ?

War. Is not a dukedom, sir, a goodly gift ?

Glo. Ay, by my faith, for a poor earl to give ;

T’ll do thee service$ for so good a gift.

War. *Twas I, that gave the kingdom to thy brother.:

K.Edw. Why, then,’tis mine, if but by Warwick’s gift.

War. Thou art no Atlas for so great a weight :

And, weakling, Warwick takes his gift again ;

- And Heory is my king, Warwick his subject.

K.Edw. But Warwick’s king is Edward’s prisoner :

And, gallant Warwick, do but answer this,—

What is the body when the head is off ?

Glo. Alas, that Warwick had no more fore-cast,

But, whiles he thought to steal the single ten,

The king was slily finger’d from the deck !+

You left poor Henry at the bishop’s palace,

And, ten to one, you'll meet him in the Tower.
K.Edw. >Tis even 80 ; yet you are Warwick still.
Glo. Come, Warwick, take the time, kneel down,

kneel down.

Nay, when ? strike now, or else the iron cools.

War. 1 had rather chop this hand off at a blow,

And with the other fling it at thy face,

Than bear so low a sail, to strike to thee.

K.Edw. ?a}il taow thou canst, have wind and tide thy
riend ;

This hand, fast wound about thy coal-black hair,

Shall, whiles the head is warm, and new cut off,

Write in the dust this sentence with thy blood,—

Wind-changing Warwick now can change no more.

Enter OXFoRrRD, with drum and colours.
War. O cheerful colours ! see, where Oxford comes !

£3) That is, enroll myself among thy dependants. Cowell informs us,
that servitium is « that service which the tenant, by reason of his fee, oweth
unto his lord””> STEEV. .

4] A ;ack of cards was anciently termed a deck of cards, or a pair of
cards. STEEV.—~-An instance of a pack of eards being called a deck, oe-
curs in the sessions paper, for January, 1788. So that the term appears to
e stillin use.  RITSON.
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Ozxf. Oxford ! Oxford ! for Lancaster !
Glo. The gates are open, let us enter too.

[Ox rorp and his Forces enter the city,
- K.Edw. So other foes may set npon, our backs.
Stand we in good array ; for they, no doubt,
Will issue out again, and bid us battle :
If not, the city being but of small defence,
We’ll quickly rouse the traitors in the same. )
War. O, welcome, Oxford ! for we want thy help,

Enter MONTAGUE, with drum and colours.

Mbont. Montague, Montague, for Lancaster !
[He and his Forces enter the city.
Glo. Thou and thy brother both, shall buy this treason
Even with the dearest blood your bodies bear.
K. Edw. The harder match’d, the greater victory ;
My mind presageth happy gain and conquest.

Enter SOMERSET, with drum and colours.

Som. Somerset, Somerset, for Lancaster !
[He and his Forces enter the city.
Glo. Two of thy name, both dukes of Somerset,5
Have sold their lives unto the house of York ;
And thou shalt be the third, if this sword hold.

Enter CLARENCE, with drum and colours.

- War. Angdlo, where Georgeof Clarencesweeps along,
Of force enough to bid his brother battle :
With whom an upright zeal to right prevails,.
More than the nature of a brother’s love : —
Come, Clarence, come ; thou wilt, if Warwick calls.
Cla. Father of Warwick, know you what this means ?
.« [Taking the red rose out of his cap.
Look here, I throw my infamy at thee :
I will not ruinate my father’s house,
Who gave his blood to lime the stones together,s
And set up Lancaster. Why, trow’st thou, Warwick,
That Clarence is so harsh, so blunt,” unnatural,
To bend the fatal instruments of war

5] The first of these noblemen was £dmund, slain at the battle of Saint
Alban’s 1455 The second was Henry his son, beheaded after the battle of
Hexham, 1463. The present duke Edmund, brother to Henry was taken pris-
oner at Tewksbury, 1471, and thete beheaded, (infra, sc. v.) his brother John
losing his life in the same fight. RITSON.

(6] That is to, cement the stones. Lime makes mortar,  JOHNS.

{7) Stupid, insensible of paternal fondness.  JOHNS.
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Against his brother, and his lawful king ?
Perhaps, thou wilt object my holy oath :
To keep that oath, were more impiety
Than Jepthah’s,® when he sacrific’d his daughter.
1 am so sorry’for my trespuss-made,
That, to deserve well at my brother’s hands,
I here proclaim myself thy mortal foe ;
With resolution, wheresoe’er I meet thee,
(As I will meet thee, if thou stir abroad,)
To plague thee for thy foul misleading me.
And so, proud-hearted Warwick, I defy thee,
And to my brother turn my blushing cheeks.—
Pardon me, Edward, I will make amends ;—
And, Richard, do not frown upon my faults,
For I will henceforth be no more unconstant.
K.Edw. Now, welcome more, and ten times more be-
lov'd,
Than if thou never hadst deserv’d our hate.
Glo. Welcome, good Clarence ; this is brother-like.
War. O passing traitor, perjur’d, and unjust !
K.Edw. What, Warwick, wilt thou leave the town,
and fight ?
Or shall we beat the stones about thine ears ?
War. Alas, 1 am not coop’d here for defemce :
I will away towards Barnet presently,
And bid thee battle, Edward, if thou dar’st.
K Edw. Yes, Warwick, Edward dares, and leads
the way :—
Lords, to the field ; Saint George and victory !

[March. Ezeust.

SCENE IL.

4 Field of Battle near Barnet. Alarums’ and Excursions. En-
ter King Epw ARD, bringing in WARWICK wosnded.

KX.Edw. So, lie thou there : die thou, and die our fear;
For Warwick was a bug, that fear’d us all.9%—

Now, Montague, sit fast ; I seek for thee, -
That Warwick’s bones may keep thine company. [ Ezit.
War. Ah, who is nigh ? come to me, friend, or foe,

And tell me, who is victor, York, or Warwick?

Why ask I that? my mangled body shows,

My blood, my want of strength, my sick heart shows,
That I must yield my body to the earth,

(81 Sce the book of Fudges, xi. 30. STEEV.
, [9] Bug is a bugbear, a terrifick pring. JORNS,
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And, by my fall, the conquest to my foe.

‘Thus yields the cedar to the axe’s edge,

Whose arms gave shelter to the princely eagle,*
Under whose shade the raniping) lion slept):

Whose top-branch over-peer’d Jove’s spreading tree,
And kept low shrubs from winter’s powerful wind.
These eyes that now are dimm’d with death’s black veil,
Have been as piercing as the mid-day sun,

'T'o search the secret treasons of the world :

The wrinkles in my brows, now fill’d with blood,
Were liken’d oft to kingly sepulchres ; '
For wholiv’d king, but I could dig his grave ?
And who durst smile, when Warwick bent his brow ?
Lo, now my glory smear’d in dust and blood !

My parks, my walks, my manors that I had,s

Even now forsake me ; and, of all my lands,

Is nothing left me, but my body’s length !

Why, what is pomp, rule, reign, but earth and dust ?
Aad, live we how we can, yet die we must.

Enter OxFORD and SOMERSET.

Som. Ah, Warwick, Warwick ! wert thou as we are,
We might recover all our loss again !
The queen from France hath brought a puissant power ;
Even now we heard the news : Ah, counldst thou fly !
War. Why, then I would not fly,.—Ah, Montague,
If thou be there, sweet brother, take my hand,
And with thy lips keep in my soul awhile !
Thou lov’st-me not ; for, brother, if thou didst,
Thy tears would wash this cold congealed blood,
That glews my lips, and will not let me speak.
Come quickly, Montague, or I am dead.
Som, Ah, Warwick, Montague hath breath’d hislast ;
And to the latest gasp, cry’d out for Warwick,
Angd said—Commend me to my valiant brother.
And more he would have said ; and more he spoke,
Which sounded like a cannon in a vault,
That might not be distinguish’d ; but, at last,
I well might hear deliver’d with a groan,—

-

13 Itthas been observed to me, that the 3ist chapter of the prophet Eseksef
su;gg\]nuirheu'lmagu to Shakspeare! ¢ Aall the fg:vli of heasenpmade their
nests in bis booghs, and under his branches did all the beasts of the field
bring forth their young.”  $TEEV.

€2l Cedes coemptis saltibus, et domo, .
Villa Hor,
This mention of g:’u&s and manors diosinishes the pathetick effect of
the foregoing lines.  JOMNS. .
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0, farewel, Warwick !
War. Sweet rest to his soul !—
Fly, lords, and save yourselves ; for Warwick bids
You all farewel, to meet again in heaven. [ Dies.
Oxf. Away)/away, tolmeetthe/qaéen’s great power!
’ [Excunt, bearing off WARWICK’s body.

SCENE IIL

Another Part of the Field. Flourish. Enter King EDWARD, in
triumph ; with CLARENCE, GLOSTER, and the rest.

K.Edw. Thus far our fortune keeps an upward course,

And we are grac’d with wreaths of victory.

But, in the midst of this bright-shining day,—

1 spy a black, suspicious, threat’ning cloud,

That will encounter with our glorious sun,

Ere he attain his easefal western bed :

I mean, my lords,—those powers, that the queen
Hath rais’d in Gallia, have arriv’d our coast, -
And, as we hear, march on to fight with us.

Clar. A little gale will soon disperse that cloud,
And blow it to the source from whence it came
The very beams will dry those vapoursup ;
For every cloud engenders not a storm.

Glo. The queen is valu’d thirty thousand strofg,
And Somerset, with Oxford, fled to her ;

If she have time to breathe, be well assur’d,
Her faction will be full as strong as ours.

K.Edw. We are advértis’d by our loving friends,
That they do held their course toward Tewksbury :
We having riaw the best at Barnet field,

Will thither straight, for willingness rids way ;

And, as we march, our strength will be augmented

In every county as we goalong.— .

" Strike vp the drum ; cry—courage ! and away. [Exe. |

SCENE IV.

Plains near Tewkshury. March. Enter Queen MARGARET,
Prince Epwarp, SOMERSET, OXFORD, and Soldiers.

Q.Mar. Great lords, wise men ne'er sit and wail
their loss,
But cheerly seek how to redress their harms.
What though the mast he now blown over-beard,
The cable broke, the holding anchorlost,
And half our sailors swallow’d in the flood ?
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’
Yet lives otr pilot still : Is’t meet, that he
Should leave the helm, and, like a fearful lad,
With tear-full eyes add water to the sea,
And give more strength to that which hath too much ;
Whiles, in his\modn, the(ship splits(on the rock,
Which industry and courage might have sav’d ?
Ah, what a shame ! ah, what a fault were this !
Say, Warwick was our anchor ; what of that ?
And Montague our top-mast ; what of him ?
Our slaughter’d friends the tackle ; what of these ?
Why, is not Oxford here another anchor ?
And Somerset another goodly mast ?
The friends of France our shrouds and tacklings ?
And, though unskilful, why not Ned and I
For once allow’d the skilful pilot’s charge ?
We will not from the helm, to sit and weep ;
But keep our course, though the rough wind say,—no,

-From shelves and rocks that threaten us with wreck.

As good to chide the waves, as speak them fair.

And what is Edward, but a ruthless sea ?

What Clarence, but a quick-sand of deceit ?

And Richard, but a ragged fatal rock ?

All these the enemies to our poor bark.

Say, you can swim ; alas, ’tis but a while :

Tread on the sand ; why, there you quickly sink :

Bestride the rock ; the tide will wash yqn off,

Or else you famish, that’s a threefold death.

This speak I, lords, to let you understand,

In case some one of you would fly from us,

That there’s no hop’d-for mercy with the brothers,

More than with ruthless waves, with sands, and rocks.

Why, courage, then ! what cannot be avoided,

*Twere childish weakness tojlament, or fear.
Prince. Methinks, a woman of this valiant spirit

Should, if a coward heard her speak these words,

Infuse his breast with magnanimity,

And make him, naked, foil a man at arms.

I speak not this, as doubting any here ;

For, did I but suspect a fearful man,

He should have leave to go away betimes ;

-Lest, in our need, he might infeet another,

And make him of like spirit to himself.
If any such be here, as God forbid !
Let him depart, before we need his help.
Ozf. Women and children of so high a courage !
24  voL.v,
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And warriors faint ! why, ’twere perpetual shame.—
Oh, brave young prince ! thy famous grandfather
Doth live again in thee ; Long mayst thou live,
To bear his image, and renew his glories !
Som. And he, that'will'not fight 'for such a hope,
:Go home to bed, and, like the owl by day,
If he arise, be mock’d and wonder’d at. :
Q.Mar. Thanks, gentle Somerset ;—sweet Oxford,
thanks.
Prince. Andtake his thanks, that yet hath nothing else.
Enter ¢ Messenger.
Mess. Prepare you, lords, for Edward is at hand,
Ready to fight ; therefore be resolute.
Oxf. I thought nodess : dt is his policy,
To haste thus fast, to find us unprovided.
Som. But he’s deceiv’d, we are in readiness.
Q.Mar. Thischeers my heart, to see your forwardness.
.Oxf. Here pitch our battle, hence we will not budge.

sMarch. Enter, at a distance, King EDwArDp, CLAR-
ENCE, GLOSTER, and Forces.

K.Ed. Brave followers, yonder stands the thorny wood,
Which, by the heavens’ assistance, and your strength,
Must by the roots be hewn up yet ere night.

I need not add more fuel to your fire,
For, well ] wat, ye blaze to burn them out :
Give signal to the fight, and to it, lords.

Q.Mar.Lords,knights,andgentlemen,whatIshould say,
¥Iy tears gainsay ; for every word I speak,

ou see, I drink the water of mine eyes.

‘Therefore, no more but this :—Henry, your sovereign;
Is prisoner to the foe ; his state usurp’d, '

His realm a slaughter-house, his subjects slain, _—
His statutes cancell’d, and his treasure spent ;

And yonder is the wolf, that makes this spoil.

You fight in justice : then, in ‘God’s name, lords,

Be valiant, and give signal to the fight. [ Ex.both Armies.

SCENE V.

JAnother Part of the same. Alarums : Excursions : and after-
wards a Retreat. Then Enter King EpwArDp, CLARRNCE,
GLOSTER, and Forces ; with Queen MARGARET, OXFORD,
and SoMeuseT, Prisoners.

K.Edw. Now, here a period of tutnultuous broils.
Away with Oxford to Hammes’ castle straight ;
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For Somerset, off with his guilty head.—

Go, bear them hence ; I will not hear them. speak.
Oxf. For my part, I'll not trouble thee with words.
Som. Nor I, but stoop with patience to my fortune.

[Exeunt Ox¥.and Som. guarded.
Q.Mar. So part' we sadlyin this troublous world, -

To meet with joy in sweet Jerusalem.

K.Edw. Is proclamation made, that who finds Edward

Shall have a high reward, and he his life ?

Glo. Itis; and, lo, where youthful Edward comes.
Enter Soldiers, with Prince EDWARD.
K.Edw. Bring forth the gallant, let us hear him speak:

What ! can so young a thorn. begin.to prick 2

Edward, what satisgction canst. thou make,.

For bearing arms, for stirring, up my subjects,

And all the trouble thou hast turn’d me to?

Prince. Speak like a subject, proud ambitious York !

Suppose, that.I am-now my father’s mouth ;

Resign thy chair, and, where I stand, kneel thou,

Whilst I propose the self-same words to thee,.

Which, traitor, thou wouldst have me answer to.
Q.Mar. Ah,that thy father had been so resolv’d !
Glo. That you might still have worn the petticoat,.

And ne’er have stol’n the breech. from Lancaster.
Prince. Let Esop fable in a winter’s night ;5

Hi s currish riddles sort not with this place..

Glo. By heaven, brat, I'll plague you for that word.
Q.Mar. Ay, thou wast born.to be a.plague to men.
Glo. For God’s sake, take away this captive scold.
Prin. Nay, take away this scolding crook-back rather.
K.Edw. Peace, wilful boy, or I will charm your tongue.
Cla. Untutor’d lad, thou art too malapert. .
Prince. I know my duty ; you are all undutiful ¢

Lascivious Edward,—and thou perjur’d George,—

And thou mishapen Dick,—I tell ye all,

I am your better, traitors as ye are j—

And thou usurp’st my father’s right and mine.

K.Edw. Take that, the likeness of this railer here.s
[Stabs him.
Glo. Sprawl’st thou ? take that, to end thy agony.
[Gvro. stabs him,.
Cla. And there’s for twitting me with gerjury.
’ [CLA. stabs him.

£51 The Prince calls Richard, for his crookedness, Zsop ; and the pogt,
following nature, makes Richard highly incensed at the rﬁproa he jom.
[6) Thos that resemblest thy railing mother.  JOHNS.
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Q.Mar. Oh, kill me too !
Glo. Marry, and shell. [(Offers to kill her.
K.Ed. Hold, Richard, hold, for we have done too much.
Glo. Why should she live, to fill the world with words?
K.Edw. What !, doth| she swoon-? use-means for her
recovery.
Glo. Clarence, excuse me to the king my brother ;
T'll hence to London on a serious matter :
Ere ye come there, be sure to hear some news.
Cla. What ? what ?
Glo. The Tower, the Tower ! [Exit.
Q.Mar. O Ned, sweet Ned! speak to thy mother, boy !
Canst thou not speak !-—O traitors! murderers !—
They, that stabb’d Czsar, shed no blood at all,
Did not offend, nor were not worthy blame,
- If this foul deed were by, to equal it.
He was a man ; this, in respect, a child ?
And men ne’er spend their fury on a child ;
What’s worse than murderer, that I may name it ?
No, no ; my heart will burst, an if F speak ;-
And I will speak, that so my heart may burst.
Butchers and villains, bloody cannibals !
How sweet a plant have you untimely cropp’d !
You have no children, butchers ! if you had,
The thought of them would have stirr’d up remorse :
But, if you ever chance to have a child, . -
Look in his youth to have him so cut off, :
As, deathismen ! you have rid this sweet young prince 7
K. Edw. Away with her ; go, bear her hence perforce.
Q.Mar. Nay, never bear me hence, despatch me here;
Here sheath thy sword, I’ll pardon thee my death :
What ! wilt thou not >—then, Clarence, do it thou.
Cla. By heaven, I will not do thee so much ease.
Q.Mar. Good Clarence, do; sweet Clarence, do
thou do it.
Cla. Didst thounot hear me swear, I would not do it ?
Q.Mar. Ay,but thou usest to forswear thyself ;
*Twas sin before, but now ’tis charity.
What ! wiit thou not ? where is that devil’s butcher,
Hard favour’d Richard ? Richard, where art thou ?
£71 The condition of this warlike queen would move compassion, could
it be forgotten that she gave York, to wipe his eyes in his captivity, a hand-
Kkerthicf stained with his young child’s blood. ~ JOHNS,
But surely it does move our compassion, though that be not forgotten.
‘When we see any of our fellow-ceatures invol in & distress, from a

just and tender cause, we attend only to their present sufferings, and ot to
their former crimes. M. MASON.
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Thou art uot here : Murder is thy alm’s-deed ;
Petitioners for blood thou ne’er put’st back.
K.Edw. Away, 1 say ; I charge ye, bear her hence.
Q. Mar.So come to you,and yours,as to this prince! [ Ex.
K Edw. Where’s Richard gone?
- Cla. To London, all in post ; and, as [ guess,
To make a bloody supper in the Tower. .
K.Edw. He’s sudden, if a thing comes in hishead.
Now march we hence : discharge the common sort
With pay and thanks, and let’s away to London,
And see our gentle queen how well she fares;
By this, I hope, she hath a son for me. [Exeunt.

SCENE VI

London. A Room inthe Tower. King HENRY is discovered sit-
ting with a Book in hie Hands, the Lieutenant attending. Enter
GLosTER.

Glo.Good day, my lord ! What, at your book sohard ?
K.Hen. Ay, my good lord : my lord, I should say
rather ;

*Tis sin to flatter, good was little better :

Good Gloster, and good devil, were alike, 4

And both preposterous ; therefore, not good lord.

Glo. Sirrah, leave us to ourselves : we must confer.
Exit Lieutenant.
K.Hen. So flies the reckless shepherd from the wolf :

So first the harmless sheep doth yield his fleece,

And next his throat unto the butcher’s knife.—

What scene of death hath Roscius now to act?

Glo. Suspicion always haunts the guilty mind :

The thief doth fear each bush an officer.

K.Hen. The bird, that hath been limed in a bush,

With trembling wings misdoubteth every bush :

And I, the hapless male to one sweet bird,

Have now the fatal object in my eye,

Where my poor young was lins’d, was caught, and kill’d.
Glo. Why, what a peevish fool was that of Crete,

That taught his son the office of a fowl ? )

And yet, for all his wings, the fool was drown’d.

K. Hen. 1, Dedalus ; my poor boy, Icarus ;

Thy father, Minos, that deny’d our course ;

The sun, that sear’d the wings of my sweet boy, .

Thg' brother Edward ; and thyself, the sea,

Whose envious gulph did swallow up his life.

A, kill me with thy weapon, not with words !
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My breast can better brook thy dagger’s point;
Than can my ears that tragic history.—
But wherefore dost thou come ? is’t for my life ¢
Glo. Think’st thou, 1 am an executioner ?
K.Hen. A persecutor, I:amsure, thou art ;
If murdering innocents be’ executing,
Why, then thou art an executioner. .
Gla. Thy son I kill’d for his presumption.
K.Hen. Hadst thou been kill’d, when first thou didst
presume,
Thou hadst not liv’d to kill a son of mine.
And thus I prophesy,—that many a thousand,.
Which now mistrust no parcel of my fear ;?
And many an old man’s sigh, and many a widow’s,
And many an orphan’s water-standing eye,—-
Men for their sons, wives for their husbands’ fate,.
And orphans for their parents’ timeless death,—
Shall rue the hour that ever thou wast born.
The owl shriek’d at thy birth, an evil sign ;
The night-crow cry’d, aboding luckless time ; :
Dogs howl’d, and hideous tempests shook down trees ;.
The raven rook’d her on the chimney’s top,
And chattering pyes in dismal discords sung.
Thy mother felt more than a mother’s pain,
And yet brought forth Iess than a mother’s hope ;.
To wit,—an indigest deformed lump,, :
Not like the fruit of such a goodly tree..
Teeth hadst thou in thy head, when thou wast born,.
To signify, thou cam’st to-bite the world ;
And, if the rest be true which I have heard,
Thou cam’st—
Glo. T’ll hear no more ;=—Die, prophet, in tltsy" speech ;
[Stabs him.
For this, amongst the rest, was I ordain’d.
K.Hen. Ay, and for much more slaughter after this.
O God ! forgive my sins, and pardon thee ! [Dies.
Glo. What, will the aspiring blood of Lancaster
Sink in the ground ? I thought it would have mounted,
" See, how my sword weeps for the poor king’s death !
O, may such purple tears be always shed
From those that wish the downfal of our house !—
If any spark of life be yet remaining,
Down, down to hell ; and say—I sent thee thither,
[Stabs him agaim

£91 Who suspect no part of what my fears presage. JOHNS.
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1, that have neither pity, love, nor fear.cm——
Indeed, ’tis true, that Henry told me of ;

For I have often heard my mother say,

I came into the Wworld with: my|legs/forward :

Had I not reason, think ye, to make haste,

And seek their ruin that usurp’d our right ?

The midwife wonder’d ; and the women cr'y'd,

0, Jesug bless us, he is born with teeth !

And so I was ; which plainly signify’d,—

That I should snarl, and bite, and play the dog.
Then, since the heavens have shap’d my body so,
Let hell make crook’d my mind to answer it.

I have no brother, I am like no brother :

And this word—Ilove, which greybeards call divine,
Be resident in men like one another,

And not in me ; I am myself alone.— -
Clarence, beware ; thou keep’st me from the light ;
But I will sort a pitchy day for thee :*

For 1 will buz abroad such l_Prophecies,

That Edward shall be feartul of his life ;

And then, to purge his fear, I’ll be thy death.

XKing Henry, and the prince his son, are gone ; -
Clarence, thy turn is next, and then the rest ;
Counting myself but bad, til I be best.—

Tl throw thy body in another room,

And triumph, Henry, in thy day of doom. [Exit.

SCENE VII.

The same. A Room in the Palace. King EDWARD is discov-
ered sitting on his Throne ; Queen EL1zABETH with the infant
frince, CLARENCE, GLOSTER, HASTINGS, and Others, near

2Mm.
K.Edw. Once more we sit in England’s royal throne,

Re-purchas’d with the blood of enemies.

What valiant foe-men, like to autumn’s corn,

Have we mow’d down, in tops of all their pride ?

Three .dukes of Somerset, threefold renown’d

For hardy and undoubted champions :

Two Cliffords, as the father and the son,

And two Northumberlands ; two braver men

Ne’er spurr’d their coursers at the trumpet’s -sound :

With them,thetwo brave bears, Warwick and Montague,

£11 But I will choose out an hour whose gloom sha!l be as fatal to, you
To sort is to sedect.  STEEV.
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That in their chains fetter’d the kingly lion,
And made the forest tremble when they roar'd.
Thus have we swept suspicion from our seat,
And made our footstool of security.—
Come hither,’Bess, and let'me kiss ' my boy :—
Young Ned, for thee, thine uncles, and myself,
Have in our armours watch’d the winter’s night ;
Went all afoot in summer’s scalding heat,
That thow might’st repossess the crown in peace ;
Ang of our labours thou shalt reap the gain.
Glo. I'll blast his harvest, if your head were laid ;
For yet I am not look’d an in the world.
‘This shoulder was ordain’d so thick, to heave ;
And heave it shall some weight, orbreak my back.cwee
Work thou the way,—and thou shalt execute.3 [.side.
K.Edw. Clarence, and Gloster, love my lovely queen ;
And kiss your princely nephew, brothers both.
Cla. The duty that I owe unto your majeaty,
1 seal upon the lips of this sweet babe,
K.Edw. Thanks, noble Clarence ; worthy brether,
thanks.
Glo. And, that I love the tree from whence theu
sprang’st,
Witness the loving kiss I give the fruit :—
To say the truth, so Judas kiss’d his master ; Asi
And cry’d, all hail ! when as he meant,all harm. } st
K.Edw. Now am I seated as my soul delights,
Having m[\; country’s peace, and brothers’ loves.
Cla. What will your grace have done with Margaret?
Reignier, her father, to the king of France
Hath pawn’d the Sicils and Jerusalem,
And hither have they sent it for her ransome.
K.Edw. Away with her, and waft her hence ta France.
And now what rests, but that we spend the time
With stately triumphs, mirthful comic shows,
Such as befit the pleasures of the court ¢—
Sound, drums and trumpets !—farewel, sour annoy !
For here, I hope, begins our lasting joy. (Exeunt.

{2] I betieve we shonld read,—and this shall execute. Richard la; his
hand on his forchead says : ving
.. Work thoa the way—
then bringing down his hand and beholding it :
~—and ¢his shall execute.
‘Though fhat may stand, the arm being included in the shoulder; JOHNS.
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OBSERVATIONS.

The Life and. Deash of King Richard III.—This tra y
though itl[: called the Life and _Death of this Prince,gcf)g-
prizes, at most, but ‘the last eight’ years of -his time : for it
opens with George duke of Clarence being clapped up in the
Tower, which ned in the beginning of the year 1477 ;*
and closes with the death of Richard at Bosworth-field, which
hattle was fought on the 32d of August, 1485.  TuEoBALD.

This is one of the most celebrated of our author’s perform-
ances : yet I know not whether it has not happened to him as
to others, to be praised most when praise is not most deserv.
ed. That this play has scenes noble in themselves, and ve
well contrived to strike in the exhibition, cannot be denied.
But some parts are trifling, others shocking, and some impro-
bable. ’ JomNsoN.

1 agree entirely with Dr. Johnson in thinking that this play
from its first exhibition to the present hour has been estimated
greatly beyond its merit. From the many allusions to it in
books of that age, and the great number of editions it passed
W 1 suspect it ‘was more often represented and more
admired than any of our author’s tragedies. Its popularit
perbaps in some measure arose from the detestation in whi
Richard’s character was justly held, which must have opera-
ted more strongly en those whose grand-fathers might have
lived near this time ; and from its being patronized by the
Queen oun the throne, who K:obably was not a little pleased at
seeing King Henry VIL placed in the only favourable light in
which he could have been exhibited on the scene. MaLoxe.

I most cordially join with Dr. Johnson and Mr. Malone in
their opinions ; and yet perhaps they have overlooked one
cause of the success of this tragedy. The part of Richard is,
ye:::r, beyond all others variegated, and consequently fa-
vourable to a judicious performer. It comprehends, in%d, a
trait of almost every species of character on the stage.” The
hero, the lover, the statesman, the buffoon, the hypocrite, t‘
hardened and repenting sinner, &c. are to be found within
compass. No wonder, therefore, that the discriminating
powers of a Burbage, a Garrick, and o Henderson, should at
different periode have given it a popularity beyond other dra-
mas of the same author. Yet the favour with which this trag-
edy is now received, must also in some measure be imputed
to Mr. Cibber’s reformation of it, which, generally considered,
is judicious. STERVENS.

. is D} .
and S oLIGEL o e s et e ) i
ral of King Henry VI. who, according to the received account, was mur-

dered on the 218t Mw m The imprisonment of Clarence,which is repre-
seated y in the scene,y dur not take place till 1477-8. MALONE.
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EL1zZABETH, queen of king Edward 1V..
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LIFE AND DEATH

" KING RICHARD "III.

ACTL
SCENE L—London. 4 Street. E’mrr GLOSTER.
» 0

. Gloster. ol
. Now is the winter of our discontent "
Made glorious summer by this sun of York ;*
And all the clouds, that lowr’d upon our house,
In the deep bosom of the ocean buried.
Now are our brows bound with victorious wreaths ;
Our bruised arms hung up for monuments ; :
Our stern alarums chang’d to merry meetings,
Our dreadful marches to delightful measures.$
Grim-visag’d war hath smooth’d his wrinkled front ; -
And now,—instead of mounting barbed steeds, 3
To fright the souls of fearful adversaries,—
He capers nimbly in a lady’s chamber,
To the lascivious pleasing of a lute.
But I,—that am not shap’d for sportive tricks,
Nor made to court an amorous looking-glass ;
1, that am rudely stamp’d, and want love’s majesty,
To strut before a wanton ambling nymph ;
1, that g curtail’d of this fair proportion,
Cheated of feature by dissembling nature,4
. Deform’d, unfinish’d, sent before my time
Into this breathing world, scarce half made up,®
And that so lamely and unfashionable,

11 Alluding to the cognizance of Edward IV. which was a 3un, in mem.
ory of the three suns. which are said to have appeared at the buttle which he
gained over the Lancastrians at Mortimer’s Cross. STEEV.

23 A measure was strictly speaking, a court dance of a stately turn, thongh

the word is sometimes employed to express dances in general. STEEV,
- £33 Barbed steeds—i. e, st caparisoned in a warlike manner. I, Hay-
warde, in his life and Raigne of Heury IV. 1599, says, ¢ The duke of Here-
ford came to the barriers, moanted upon a white cuurser, darbed with blew
and green velvet,” &c. STEEV. . .

(43 By dissembling is not meant hypocritical mature, that pretends one
lhmﬁ and does another : but nature that puts together things of a dissimi-
lar kind, as a brave soul and a deformed body.  WARBURTPON.
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That dogs bark at me, as I halt by them ;—
Why I, in this weak piping time of peace,
Have no delight to pass away the time ;
Unless to spy my shadow in the sun,

And descant on/miné| oywndeformity ;

And therefore,—since I cannot Erove a lover,
Toentertain these fair well-spoken days,—

1 am determined to prove a villain,

And hate the idle pleasures of these days.s
Plots have I laid, inductions dangerous,®

By drunken prophecies, libels, and dreams,
'l’c') set my brot\gr Clarance, and the king,
In deadly hate the one against the other :
And, if king Edward be as true and just,?
As I am subtle, false, and treacherous, :
This day should Clarence closely be mew’d up ;
About a prophecy, which says—that G

Of Edward’s heirs the murderer shall be. .o

Dive, thoughts, down to my soul! here Clarencecomes.
iEnter CLARENCE guarded, and BRAKENBURY.

Brother, good day : What means this armed guard,
That waits upon your grace ? .
Clar. His majesty,
‘Tendering my person’s sefety, hath appointed
This conduct to convey me to the Tower.
Glo. Upon what cause ?
Clar. Because my name is—George. .
Glo. Alack, my lord, that fault is none of yours ;
He should, for that, commit your godfgihers :——
O, belike, his majesty hath some inte}i%)’
‘That you shall be new christen’d in' thé Tower.
But what’s the matter, Clarence ? may I know ?
Clar. Yea, Richard, when I know ; for, I protest,
As yetgdonot : But, as I can learn,
He hearkens after prophecies, and dreams ;
And from the cross-row plucks the letter G,
And says—a wizard told him, that by G
His issue disinherited should be ;
And, for my name of George begins with G,

(53 Shakspeare very diligently incul that the wickedness of Rich-
azd proceedud trom his deformity, from the envy that rose at the comparison
of his own person with others, and which incited him to disturb the pleas-
ure;]tl;,at he courd l}ol’ pa;ta:iee.f _l!l(l)HN;. the ..

reparations for mischief. e induction is preparatory to the aetion
oiﬂtlu play. .;OHNS. i i .
7] Thatis, il Edward keeps his word.  JOHNS,
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It follows in his thought, that I am he': -

These, as I learn, and such like toys as these,®

Have mov’d his highness to commit me now.

Glo. Why, this itis, when menare rul’d by women e
>Tis not the king, that sends-you to the Tower ;

My lady Grey, his wife, Clarence, ’tis she,

That tempers him to this extremity.®

Was it not she, and that good man of worship;

Antony Woodeville, her brother there,

That made him send lord Hastings to the Tower ;

From whence this present day he is deliver’d ?

We are not safe, Clarence, we are not safe.

Clar. By heaven, I think, there is no man secure,
But the queen’s kindred, and night-walking heralds °
That trudge between the king and mistress Shore.
Heard you not, what an humble supptiant
Lord Hastings was to her for his delivery ?

- Glo. Humbly complaining to her deity

Got my lord chamberlain his liberty.

I’ll tell you what,—I think, it is our way,

If we will keep in favour with the king,

To be her men, and wear her livery :

The jealous o’er-worn widow, and herself, *

Since that our brother dubb’d them gentlewomen,

Are mighty gossips in this monarchy.

Brak. 1 beseech your graces both to pardon me;

His majesty hath straitly given in charge,

That no man shall have private conference, .

Of what degree so ever, with his brother. ,
Glo. Even so? an please your worship, Brakenbury

You may partake of any thing we say :

We speak no treason, man.:(—We say, the king

Is wise, and virtuous ; and his noble queen

Well struck in years ; fair, and not jealous :=—,

We say, that Shore’s wife hath a pretty foot,.

A cherry lip, leasiog '

A bonny eye, a passing pleasing tongue ;

And thg queen’s kindres are made gentlefolks :

How say you, sir ? can you deoy all this ? .
Brak. With this, my lord, myself have nought to do.
Glo. Na}:ght to do with mistress Shore ? I tell thee,

ellow,

M.

8] Fancies, freaks of imagination.  JOHNS.
191 To temper is to mould to fashion. ~ MALONE,
['] Thdg is, the Quecn and Shore. JOHNS.
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He that doth naught with her, excepting one,
Were best to do it secretly, alone.
Brak. What one, my lord ?
Glo. Her husband, knave :—Would’st thou betray me ?
Brak, 1 beseech yourigracetopardonme, and, withal,
Forbear your conference with the noble duke.
Clar. Weknow thy charge, Brakenbury, and will obey.
Glo. We are the queen’s abjects,* and must obey.
Brother, farewell : I will unto the king ;
And whatsoever you will employ me in,—
Were it, to call king Edward’s widow—sister,3—
I gill perform it to enfranchise you.
Mean time, this deep disgrace in brotherhood,
TPouches me deeper than you can imagine.
Clar, I know it pleaseth neither of us well.
Glo. Well, your imprisonment shall not be long ;
I will deliver you, or else lie for you:
Mean time, have patience.
Clar. I must perforce ; farewell.
[Exeunt CLARENCE, BRAKENBURY, and Guard.
Glo. Go, tread the path that thou shalt ne’er return,
Simple, plain Clarence !—I do love thee so,
‘That I will shortly send thy soul to heaven,
If heaven will take the present at our hands.
But who comes here ? the new-deliver’d Hastings ?

\ Enter HASTINGS.

ZHast. Good time of day unto my gracious lord ! .
Glo. As much unto my good lord chamberlain !
Well are you welcome to this open air.
How hath your lopdship brook’d imprisonment ?
Hast. With patience, noble lord, as prisoners must ;
But I shall live, my lord, to give them thanks,
That were the cause of my imprisonment.
Glo. No doubt, no doubt ; and so shall Clarence teo ;
For they, that were your enemies, are his,
And have prevail’d as much on him, as you.
Hast. More pity, that the eagle should be mew’d,#

£2] That is, not the Qpeen’s swbjects, whom she might protect, but her
abjects. ~ JOHNS.
£31 This is a very covert agd subtle manner of insinuating tredson. The
natural expression would have been, awers r 80 call king Edward’s wife, sis-
ter. 1 will solicic for you, though itshauld be at the expence of so much
degradation and constraint, as_to own the low-bora wife of King Edward
for asistet. Baut by slipping,as it were. casually,widcuw into the place of wife,
he sukpts Clarence }:n ml‘a lique pro to kilt the King. . h
L mew was the place of confinement where a - hawk was kept till he
hadmoulted.  JOHNS. cak et

4
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While kites and buzzards prey at liberty.
Glo. What news abroad ?
Hast. Nonews, so bad abroad; as this at home ;—

The king is sickly; weak,and| melancholy,

And his physicians fear him mightily.

Glo. Now, by Saint Paul, this news is bad indeed.

O, he hath kept an evil diet long, _

And over-much consum’d his royal person ;

>T'is very grievous to be thought upon.

What, is he in his bed ? ,
Hast. He is. ‘
Glo. Go you before,and I will follow you. [ Exit Fas.

—He cannot live, I hope ; and must not die, .

Till George be pack’d with post-horse up to heaven.,

T’ll in, to urge his hatred more to Clarence,

With lies well steel’d with weighty arguments ;

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 bustle in !

For then I’ll marry Warwick’s youngest daughter :

What though I kill’d her husband, and her father ?

The readiest way to make the wench amends, ’

Is—to become her husband, and her father:

The which will I ; not all so much for love,.

As for another secret close intent, ' :

By marrying-her, which Fmust reachunto:

But yet I run before my horse to market :

Clarence still breathes; Edward still lives, and reigns ;

When they are gone, then must [ count my gains. [ Exit.

SCENE IL

The same. Another Street. Enter the Corpse of King HrNry-.
the Sixth, borne in an open Coffin, Gentlemen bearing Halberds
to guard it ; and Lady ANNE as Mourner, ,
Anne. Set down, set down your honourable load,—

If honour may be shrouded in a hearse,—

Whilst I a while obsequieuslys lament

Fhe untimely fall of virtuous Lancaster.—-

"Poor key-cold figure of a holy king !6-

Pale ashes of the house of Lancaster!

Ea ghk’:;.' ?!:'aicnoott:t?t? ?l':ec ﬁaﬁﬁfﬂ'ofé‘ mmn{:'ml os;"tv%ix'h is compns-

ed was anciently employed to stop any slight bleeding. The c¢pithet is coma
mon to many oﬁ wrgterl- STEEV. &

26* YoL. V.
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‘Chou bloodless remnant of that royal blood !
Be it lawful that I invocate thy ghost,
To hear the lamentations of poor Anne,
Wife to thy Edward, to thy slaughter’d son,
Stabb’d by the self“same hand that'made these wounds$
Lo, in these windows, that let forth thy life, v
I pour the helpless balm of my poor eyes :—
O, cursed be the hand that made these holes !
Cursed the heart, that had the heart to do it !
Cursed the blood, that let this blood from hence ¢
More direful hap betide that hated wretch, °
That makes us wretched by the death of thee,
Than I can wish to adders, spiders, toads,
Or any creeping venom’d thing that lives !
If ever he have child, abortive be it,
Prodigious, and untimely brought to light,
Whose ugly and unnatural aspéct .
May fright the hopeful mother at the view ;
And that be heir to his unhappiness !7
. If ever he have wife, let her be made
More miserable by the death of him, s
Than I am made by my young lord, and thee !
Come, now, toward Chertsey with your holy load,
Taken from Paul’s to be interred there ;
And, still as you are weary of the weight,
Rest you, whiles I lJament king Henry’s corse.
[7The Bearers take ufi the Corfise, and advance.

Enter GLOSTER.

Glo. Stay you, that bear the corse, and set it down.
Anne. What black magician consinresup this fiend,
To stop devoted charitable deeds ?
Glo. Villains, set down the corse ; or, by saint Paul,
T’ll make a corse of him that disobeys.
1 Gent. My lord, stand back, and let the coffin pasa.
Glo. Unmanner’d dog! stand thou when I command :
Advance thy halberd higher than my breast,
Or, by saint Paul, I’ll strike thee to my foot,
And spurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldness.
[The Bearers set down the Coffin.
Anne. What, do you tremble ? are you all afraid ?
Alas, I blame you not, for you are mortal,
And mortal eyes cannot endure the devil.—
Avaunt, thou dreadful minister of hell !

[71 That is, disposition to mischief. @ STEEYV,
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‘Thou hadst but power over his mortal body,
His soul thou canst not have ; therefore, be gone.
Glo. Sweet saint, for charity, be not so curst.
Anne. Foul deyil, for God’s-sake, hence, and trouble
us not ;
For thou hast made the happy earth thy hell,
Fill’d it with cursing cries, and deep exclaims.
If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds,
Behold this pattern of thy butcheries : 8—
Oh, gentiemen, see, see ! dead Henry’s wounds
Open their congeal’d mouths, and bleed afresh !9~
Blush, blush, thou lump of foul deformity ;
For ’tis thy presence that exhales this blood
From cold and empty veins, where no blood dwells :
Thy deed, inhuman and unnatural, )
Provokes this deluge most unnatural.——
O God, which this blood mad’st, revenge his death !
O earth, which this blood drink’st, revenge his death ¥
Either heaven,with lightning, strike the murderer dead;
Or, earth, gape open wide, and eat him quick ;
As thou dost swallow tup this good king’s blood,
Which his hell-govern’d arm hath butchered !
Glo. Lady, you know no rules of charity,
Which renders good for bad, blessings for curses.
Anne. Villain, thou know’st no law of Ged nor man;
No beast so fierce, but knows some touch of pity.
Glo. But I know none, and therefore am no beast.
Anne. O wonderful, when devils tell the troth !
Glo. More wonderful, when angels are so angry.s—
Vouchsafe, divine perfection of a woman,
Of these supposed evils, to give me leave,
By circumstance, but to acquit myself.
Anne. Vouchsafe, diffus’d infection of a man,?
For these known evils, but to give me leave,
By circumstance, to curse thy cursed self,
Glo. Fairer than tongue can name thee, let me have
Some patient leisure to excuse myself.
Anne.Foulerthan heart can think thee,thou canst make
No excuse current, but to hang thyself.

81 Patternis instance or example.  JOHNS.

[y} 1€1s a tradition very genera‘lrlz received, that the murdered bleeds
on the touch of the murderer. is was so much believed by sir elm
Digby, that he has endeavoured to explain the reason.  JOHNS. N
iR believe, diffused, in this place, signifies irregular, uncouth : such is
its meaning in other passages of Shakspeare.  JOHNS.——Diffus’d infoc-
tion of a man may mean, thou that art as dangerous as a pestilence, that in-
foe to the air by its diffusion, STEEV.
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Glo. By such despair, I should accuse myself.
Anne. And, by despairing, shalt thou stand excus’d ;.
For doing worthy vengeance on thyself,
That didst unworthy slaughter upon others.
. Glo. Say, that I'slew them not?
Anne. Why then, they are not dead :
But dead they are, and, devilish slave, by thee.
Glo. I did not kill your husband.
Anne. Whi' then be is alive.
Glo. Nay, he is dead ; and slain by Edward’s hand.
Ann.Inthy soul’s throatthouliest ; queen Margaretsaw
‘Thy murderous faulchion smoking in his blood ;
The which thou once didst bend against her breast,
But that thy brothers beat aside the point.
Glo. I was provoked by her sland’rous tongue,
That laid their guilt upon my guiltless shoulders.2
Anne. Thou wast provoked by thy bloody mind,
That never dreamt on aught but butcheries :
Didst thou not kill this king ?
Glo. I grant ye.3
Ann.Dost grant me,hedge—hog ? then,God grant me too,
Thou may’st be damned for that wicked deed ! .
O, he was gentle, mild, and virtuous. ’
Glo. The fitter for the King of heaven, that hath him.-
JAnne. He is in heaven, where thou shalt never come.
Glo. Let him thank me, that holp to send him thither ;.
. FPor he was fitter for that place, than earth.
Anne. And thou unfit for any place, but hell.
Glo. Yes, one place else, if you will hear me name it.
Anne. Some dungeon.
Glo. Your bed-chamber.
Anne. Il rest betide the chamber where thou liest. -
Glo. So will it, madam, till I lie with you.
Anne. 1 hope so. .
~_Glo. I know so.—But, gentle lady Anne,—
Toleave this keen encounter of our wits,
And fall somewhat into a slower method }—
Is not the causer of the timeless deaths
Of these Plantagenets, Henry and Edward,
As blameful as the executioner ?
Anne. Thou wast the cause, and most accurs’d effect.
Glo. Your beauty was the cause of that effect ;

2] The crimes of my brothers, j urder
Agn:%'&u&band ™ ~El':iw:d_e" (;{: Nhgt juat charged the m of Lady

to perfect the measure : I grant ye, yea. 1TSON,=—=-O0e
.eL&. quartos, instead of—ye, mds—ﬁso. g'ffl‘::l R




ACT I RING RICHARD IIL 13

Your beauty, which did haunt me in my sleep,
To undertake the death of all the world,
So I might ‘live one hour in your sweet bosom.
Anne. 1f 1 thought that, I tell thee, homicide,
These nails-should rend'that’béauty from my cheeks.
Glo. These eyescould not endure that beauty’s wreck.
You should not blemish it, if I stood by :
As all the world is cheered by the sun,
So I by that; it is my day, my life.
Anne.Black nighto’er-shade thy day,and death thy life!
Glo. Curse not thyself, fair creature ; thou art both.
Anne. I would I were, to be reveng’d on thee.
Glo. It is a quarrel most unnatural, -
To be reveng’d on him that loveth thee.
Anne. It is a quarrel just and reasonable,
To be reveng’d on him that kill’d my husband.
Glo. He that bereft thee, lady, of thy husband,
Did it to help thee to a better husband.
Anne. His better doth not breathe upon the earth.
Glo. He lives, that loyes you better than he could.
Anne. Name him.
Glo. Plantagenet.
Anne. Why, that was he.
Glo. The self-same name, but one of better nature.
Anne. Where is he ?
Glo.Here:[ She stiits at him.]JWhy dost thou spit at me?
Anne. "Would it were mortal poison for thy sake !
Glo. Never came poison from so sweet a place.
Anne. Never hung poison on a fouler toad.
Out of my sight ! thou dost infect mine eyes.
Glo. T’;nine eyes, sweet lady, have infected mine.
Anne. *’Would they were basilisks, tostrike thee dead !
Glo. 1 would they were, that I might die at once ;
For now they kill me with a living death.
Those eyes of thine from mine have drawn salt tears,
Sham’d their aspécts with store of childish drops :
‘These eyes, which never shed remorseful tear,——
Not when my father York, and Edward wept,
To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made,
When black-fac’d Clifford shook his sword at him :
Nor when thy warlike father, like a child,
Told the sad story of my father’s death ;
And twenty times made pause, to sob, and weep,
That all the standers-by had wet their cheeks,
ike trees bedash’d with rain : in that sad time,
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My manly eyes did scorn ap humble tear ;
And what these sorrows could not thence exhale,
Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with weeping.
I never sued to friend, nor enemy ;
My tongue could'never learn sweet soothing word ;
But now thy beauty is propos’d my fee,
My proud heart sues, and prompts my tongue to speak.
[ She looks scornfully at him.
Teach not thy lip such scorn ; for it was made .
For kissing, lady, not for such contempt.
If thy revengeful heart cannot forgive, )
Lo ! here I lend thee this sharp pointed sword ;
Whith, if thou please to hide in this true breast,
And let the soul forth that adoreth thee,
I lay it naked to the deadly stroke, .
And humbly beg the death upon my knee.
[ He lays his Breast open; she offers at it with his sword.
Nay, do not pause ; for1l did kill king Henry ;—
But ’twas thy beauty that provoked me.4
Nay,now despatch; *twas I that stabb’d youngEdward,—
[Ske again offers at his Breast.
But ’twas thy heavenly face that set me on.
. E‘She lets fall the sword.
Take up the sword again, or take up me.
Anne. Arise, dissembler ; though I wish thy death,
I will not be thy executioner.
Glo. Then bid me kill myself, and I will do it.
Anne. I have already.
Glo. That was in thy rage :
Speak it again, and, even with the word,
his hand, which, for thy love, did kill thy love,
Shall, for thy love, kill a far truer love ;
‘T'o both their deaths shalt thou be accessary.
Anne. 1 would, I knew thy heart,
Glo. *T'is figur’d in
My tongue.
Anne. I fear me, both are false.
Glo. Then man
Was never true.
Anne. Well, well, put up your sword.
Glo. Say then, my peace is made.
Anne. That shall you know
Hereafter.

4] Shakspeare countena he obse , th weman ever
ohtaicd with the smention of bek Rasrer V2l R 00 weman can ever be
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Glo. But shall Ilive in hope.
Anne. All men,
I hope, live so.

Glo. Vouchsafe to wear this ring.

Anne. To take, is not togive. [She fits on the ring.

Glo. Look, how this ring encompasseth thy finger,
Even so0 thy breast encloseth my poor heart ;

Wear both of them, for both of them are thine.
And if thy poor devoted servant may

But beg one favour at thy gracious hand,
Thou dost confirm his happiness forever.

Anne. What is it ? .

Glo. That it may please you leave these sad designs
To him that hath more cause to be a mourner,

And presently repair to Crosby-Place :5
Where—after I have solemnly interr’d,

At Chertsey monast’ry this noble king,

And wet his grave with my repentant tears,~—
I will with all expedient duty see you : :
For divers unknown reasons, I beseech you,
Grant me this boon.

Anne. With all my heart ; and much it joys me too,
‘To see you are become so penitent.— ‘
Tressel, and Berkley, go along with me.

Glo. Bid me farewel.

Anne. *Tis more than you deserve ;

But, since you teach me how to flatter you,
Imagine I have said farewel already.s
[Exeunt Lady ANNE, TRESSEL, and BERKLEY.

15] Crosby-Place.is now Crosby-square in Bishopsgate Street ; par't of the
house is yet remmmng and is a meeting place for a presbyterian congrega-
tion. SIR J. HAWKINS.

(6] Cibber, who altered King Richard II1. for the stage, was so thorough-
ly convinced of the ridiculousness and improbability of this scene, thar he
t‘oﬂght himeself obliged to make Tressel say :

When futare chronicles shall speak of this,
They will be thooght romance, not history.

From an account of our late unsuccessful embassy to the Emperor of
China, we learn, indeed, that a scene of equal absurdity was represented in
atheatre at Tien-sing : ** One of the dramas, particularly, attracted the at-
tention of those who recollected scenes, somewhat similar. upon the En-

lish stage. The piece represented an Emperor of China and his Empress
fiv‘ng in lngrerne felicity, when, on a sudden, his subjects revolt, a civil
war ensues, bactles are fought, and at Jast the arch-rebel, who was a general

cavalry, overcomes his sovereign, kills him with his own hand, and routs
the imperial army. The captive Empress then apﬁar: upon the stage in all
the agonies of despair, naturally resulting from the loss of her husband and
of dignity, as well as the apprehension for that of her honour. Whilst
she is tearing her hair, and ing the skies with her complaints, the con-
queror enters, approaches her with respect, addresses her in a gentle tone,
#00thes her sorrows with his compassion, tatks of lave and adoration, and
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Glo. Take up the corse, sirs.

Gen. Towards Chertsey, noble lord ?

Glo. No, tg White-Friars ; there attend my coming.

[(Exeunt the rest with the Corse.

~Was ever woman!in this' bumeur woo'd ?
Wasever woman in this humour won ?
I'll have her,—but I will not keep her loag.
What ! I, that kill’d her husband, and his father,
To take her in her heart’s extremest hate ;
With curses in her mouth, tears in her eyes, ,
The bleeding witness of her hatred by ; .
With God, her conscience, and these bars agaiast me,
And 1 no friends to back my suit withal, ‘
But the plain devil, and dissembling losks,
ﬁnd yet to win her,~all the world to nething !

a! ’

Hath she forgot already that brave prinee, .
Edward, her lord, whom I some three months sinse,
Stabb’d in my anﬁry mood at Tewksbyry ?

A sweeter and a lovelier gentleman,~

Fram’d in the prodigality of nature,?

Young, wise, and valiant, aud, no doubt, right royal,—
The spacious world cannot again afford :

And will she yet abase her eyes on me,

That cropp’d the golden prime of thia sweet pringe,
And made her widow to a woeful bed ? )

On me, whose all not equals Edward’s moiety ?

On me, that halt, and am mis-shapen thus?

My dukedom to a beggarl{' denier, 8

I do mistake my person all this while :

Upon my life, she finds, although I cannot,

Myself to be a marvellous proper man. -

I'll be at charges for a looking-glass ;

And entertain a score or two of tailors, °

To study fashions to adorn my body :

Since I am crept in favour with myself,

I will maintain it with some little cost.

But, first, I'll turn yon’ fellow in his grave ;

And then return lamenting to my love.—

Shine out, fair sun, till I have bought a glass,

That I may sce my shadow as I pass. : [Exit.

like Ricbard the Third with Lady Anne, in Shakspeare, preyails in Jess
than half an bour, on the Chinese P:’{ncen to dry up ber tur‘:t. t?i'orget her
deceased consort, and yield to a consaling wooer.”  STEEV.
31 & dowier' s the rovelfi pare pfaf ool o lavih a0, A
er e twellt t i &
lh[e usual request of a beggar." i g’I“BEr{’?C sous, ancap fohave
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SCENE IIIL

The came 4 Room in the Palace. Enter Queen ELrzABRTY,
Lord Rivers and Lord GrEY..

Riv. Have patience, madam-;-there’s no doubt, his
- majesty
Will seon recover his accustom’d health.

Grey. In that you broek it ill, it makes him worse »
Therefore, for God’s sake, entertain good comfort,
And cheer his grace with quick and merry words.

Q.Ejiz. If he were dead, what would betide of me ?

Grey. No other-harm but loss of such a lord.

Q.Eliz. The loss of such a lord includes all harms.

Grey. The beawens havebless’d you with a goodly son,
To be your comforter, when he is gone.

Q.Eliz. Ah, he is young ; and his minority
Is put into the trust of Richard Gloster,

A man that loves not yae, nor none of yeu.
Riv. Is it cencluded, be shall be protector ?
Q.Elz. It is detexmin’d, not concluded yet :

But so it must be, if the king miecarry.

Enter BUCKINGHANM and STANLEY.

Grey.Here come the lords of Buckingham andStanley.
Buck. Good time of day unto your royal grace!
Stan. God make your majesty joyful as you have been!'
Q.ELz. The countess Richmoud, good my lord of
Stanley, ’
To your good prayer will scarcely say, Amen.
Yet, Stanley, notwithstanding she’s your wife,
And loves not me, be yon, good lord, assur’d,
I hate not you for her proud arrogance.
Stan. I dobeseech you, either not believe -
The envious slanders of her false accusers ;
Or, if she be accus’d on true report, ’
Bear with her weakness, which, I think, proceeds
From wayward sickness, and no'grounded malice.
.Eliz. Saw you the king to-day, my lord of Stanley ?
tan. But now, the duke of Buckingham, and I,
Are.come from visiting his majesty.
.Eliz. What likelihood of his amendment, lords ?
uck. Madam,good hope ; his grace speakscheerfully.
Q.Eliz. Ged §rant fiim health ! Did you confer with
hira ?

m
Byck. Ay, madam ; he desires to make atonement
27 VOL. V.
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Between the duke of Gloster and your brothers,

And between them and my lord chamberlain ;

And sent to warn them to his royal presence. .
Q.Eliz.’Would all were well '—But that will neverbe;

~—1] fear, our happiness s at-the height.

Enter GLOSTER, HASTINGS, and DORSET.

Glo. They do me wrong, and I will not endure it :—.
Who are they, that complain unto the king,
That 1, forsooth, am stern, and love them not ?
By holy Paul, they love his grace bat lightly,
That fill his ears with such dissentious rumours.
Because I cannot flatter, and speak fair,
Smile in men’s faces, smooth, deceive, and cog,
‘Duck with French neds.and apish courtesy,
I must be held a rancorous enemy.
Cannot a plain man live, and think no harm,
But thus his simple truth must be abus’d-
By silken, sly, insinuating Jacks ?
Grey.To whom in all this presence speaks your grace?
Glo. To thee, that hath nor honesty, nor grace.
‘When have I injur’d thee ? when done thee wrong ?—
Or thee ?—or thee ?—or any of your faction ?
A Elague upon you all ! His royal grace—
Whom God preserve better than you would wish !~
Cannot be quiet scarce a breathing-while,
But you must trouble him with lewd complaints.s
Q.Eliz. Brother of Gloster, yon mistake the matter ;
‘The king, of his own royal disposition,
And not provok’d by any suitor else ;
Aiming, belike, at your interior hatred,
‘That in your outward action shows itself,
Against my children, brothers, and myself,
Makes him to send ; that thereby he may gather
‘The ground of your ill-will, and so remove it.
Glo. I cannot tell :—the world is grown so bad,
\‘That wrens may prey where eagles dare not perch :
Since every Ja.c{ became a gent?eman,’
“There’s many a geuntle person made a Jack.
Q.Eliz, ((‘,_;ome, come, we know your meaning, brother
Gloster ;

. 2] Lewd, rude, ignorant ; from the Anglo-Saxon Lacwede, a Laick.
STEEV.

(3] This proverbial expression at onee demonstrates the,origin of the
term Fack 8o often used by Shakspeare. It means one of the very lowest
?u‘; of ye;g‘ejggong whom this name is of the most common agd familiar

ma. .
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You envy my advancement, and my friends ;
God grant, we never may have need of you !
Glo. Meantime, God grants that we have need of you ;
Our brother is imprison’d by your mneans,
Myself disgrac’d) and/the nobilicy
Held in contempt ; while great promotions:
Are daily given, to enoble those
That scarce, some two days since, were worth a noble.
Q.Eliz. By Him, that rais’d me to this careful height
From that contented hap which I enjoy’d,
I never did incense his majesty
Against the duke of Clarence, but have been
An earnest advocate to plead for him.
My lord, you do me shameful injury,
Falsely to draw me in these vile suspects..
Glo. You may deny that you were not the cause
Of my lord Hastings’ late imprisonment.
Riu. She may, my lord ; for
Glo. She may, lord Rivers?—why, who knows not so
She may do more, sir, than denying that :
She may help you to many fair preferments ;
And then deny her aiding hand therein,
And lay those honours on your high desert.
- What may she not ?—She may, ay, marry, may she,—
Riv. What, marry, may she ?
Glo. What, marry, may she ? marry with a king,
A bachelor, a handsome stripling too :
I wis, your grandam had a worser match.
Q.Eliz. My lord of Gloster, I have loo long borne
Your blunt upbraidings, and your bitter scoffs :
By heaven, I will acquaint his majesty,
Of those gross taunts I often have endur’d.
I had rather be a country servant-maid,
Than a great queen, with this condition—
To be so baited, scorn’d, and stormed at :
Small joy have I in being England’s queen.
Enter Queen MARGARET behind.
Q.Mar.And lessen’d be that small,God, I beseech thee!
Thy honour, state, and seat, is due to me,
Glo. What ? threat you me with telling of the king ?
Tell him, and spare not ; look, what I have said
I will avouch, in presence of the king :
1 dare adventure to be sent to the Tower,
- ’Tis time to speak, my pains are quite forgot.4
(4] My labours ; my toils.  JOHNS.
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Q.Mar. Out, devil! I remember them too well : &
Thou kill’dst my husband Henry in the Tower,
And Edward, my poor son, at Tewksbury.
Glo. Ere you were queen, ay, or your husband king,
T was a pack-horseiu hisgreat affairs;
A weeder-out of his proud adversaries,
A liberal rewarder of his friends ; .
To royalize his blood, I spilt mine own.
Q.Mar. Ay, and mach better blood than his, or thine.
Glo. In all which time, you, and your husband Grey,
Were factious for the house of Lancaster ;—
And, Rivers, so were you :—~Was not your husband
In Margaret’s battle at Saint Alban’s slain ?
Let me put in your minds, if you forget,
. What you have been ere now, and what you are ;
Withal, what I have been, and what I am.
.Mar. A murd’rous villain, and so still thou art.
Glo. Poor Clarence did forsake his father Warwick,
Ay, and forswore himself,—which Jesu pardon !
Q.Mar. Which God revenge !
Glo. To fight on Edward’s party for the crown ;
And, for his meed, poor lord, he is mew’d up ¢
1 would to God, my heart were flint, like Edward’s,
Or Edward’s soft and pitiful, like mine ;
T am too childish-foolish for this world. N
Q.Mar.Hié thee tohell for shame,and leave this world,
Thou cacodzmon ! there thy kingdom is.
Riv. My lord of Gloster, in those busy days,
Which here you urge, to prove us enemies,
We follow’d then our lord, our lawful king ;
So should we you, if you should be our king.
Glo. If I should be ?—TI had rather be a pedlar :
Far be it from my heart the thought thereof !
Q.Eliz. Aslittle joy, my lord, as you suppose
You should enjoy, were you this country’s king ;
As little joy you may suppose in me,
That I enjoy, being the queen thereof.
Q.Mar. Alittle joy enjoys the queen thereof ;
For I am she, and altogether joyless.
Ican no longer hold me patient.— [Advancing.
Hear me, you wrangling pirates, that fall out
In sharing that which you have pill’d from me :

(5] This scene of Margaret’s imprecations is fine and artful. She pre-
pgril the m%gtge, like anether Gaseandra, for the following sragic revelu-
tions. .
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Which of you trembles not, that looks on me ?6

If not, that I, being queen, you bow like subjects ;

Yet that, by you depos’d, you guake like rebels ?—

Ah, gentle villain, \do'not  turh/away!! . )
Glo.Foul wrinkled witch,what mak’st thou in my sight?
Q.Mar. But repetition of what thou hast marr’d ;

That will I make, beforel et thee go.

Glo. Wert thou not banished on pain of death ?

Q.Mar. I was; butIdo find more pain in banishment,
Than death can yield me here by my abode.

A husband, and a son, thou ow’st to me,—

And thou, a kingdom ;—all of you, allegiance :

‘This sorrow that I have, by right is your’s ;.

And all the pleasures you usurp, are mine.

Glo. The curse my noble father laid on thee,—
When thou didst crown his warlike brows with paper,
And with thy scorns drew’st rivers from his eyes ;
And then, to dry them, gav’st the duke a clout,
Steep’d in the faultless blood of pretty Rutland ;—

His curses, then from bitterness of soul

Denounc’d against thee, are all fallen upon thee ;

And God, not we, hath plagu’d thy bloody deed.?
Q.Eliz. So just is God, to right the innocent.

Hast. O, *twas the foulest deed to slay that babe,
And the most merciless, that e’er was heard of.

Riv. Tyrants themselves wept when it was reported.

Dors. No man but prophesy’d revenge for it.

Buck. Northumberland, then present, wept to see it.

Q.Mar. What! were you snarling.all, before I came,.
Ready to catch each other by the throat,

And turn you all your hatred now on me ?

Did York’s dread curse prevail so much with heaven,.

That Henry’s death, my lovely Edward’s death,.

Their kingdom’s loss, my woeful banishment,

Could all but answer for that peevish brat ?

Can curses pierce the clouds, and enter heaven ?—

Why, then give way, dull clouds,to my quick curses!em—

Though not by war, by surfeit die your king,3

As ours by murder, to make him a king !

Edward, thy son, that now is prince of Wales,

(6] The merits of this scene are insufficient to excuse its improbability.
Margaret, bullying the court of England in _the royal palace, is a circum-
mEnge 'i." ;I;wrd as the c_onr:ﬁnip of Gloster ina pszblic strect, STEEV.

7) To pla in ancient language, is to puni. Hence the scripturaf.
term—ee die‘:fégw.on"-gyvt." gs"rl-:!:v.p" * *peural
8] Allud’ing to his luxarious life.  JOHNS.

VOL, V.
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For Edward, my son, that was printe of Wales,
Die in his youth, by like untimely violence !
Thyself a queen, for me that was a queen,
Outlive thy glory, like my wretched self !
Long may’st thou'live, to 'wail'thy'children’s loss ;
And see another, as I sée thee now,
Deck’d in thy rights, as thou art stall’d in mine !
Long die thy happy days before thy death ;
And, after many lengthen’d hours ef grief,
Die neither mother, wife, nor England’s queen !—
Rivers,—#nd Dorset,—{lou were standers by,—
" And so wagt thou, lord Hastings,—~when my son
Was stabb’d with bloody daggers ; God, I pray hifn,
"I'hat none of you may live your natural age,
But by someunlook’d accident cut off !
Glo.,Have done thy charm, thou hateful wither’d hag.
Q.Mar. And leave out thee? stay, dog, for thou shalt
hear me.
If heaven have anK grievous plague in store,
Exceeding those that I can wish upon thee,
O, let them keep it, till thy sins be ripe,
And then hurl down their indignation
On thee, the troubler of the poor world’s peace !
‘The worm of conscience still be-gnaw thy soul !
‘Thy friends suspect for traitors while thou liv’st,
And take deep traitors for thy dearest friends !
No sleep close up that deadly eye of thine,
Unless it be while some tormenting dream
Affrights thee with a hell of ugly devils !
Thou elfish-mark’d® abortive, rooting hog ! ,
‘Thou that was seal’d in thy nativity
'The slave of nature, and the son of hell !
‘Thou slander of thy mother’s heavy womb !
‘Thou loathed issue of thy father’s loins !
‘Thou rag of honour ! thou detested—
Glo. Margaret.
Q.Mar. Richard !
Glo. Ha? :
Q.Mar. I call thee not.
Glo. I cry thee mercy then ; for, I did think,
That thou had’st call’d me all these bitter names.

{9] The common pecple in Scotland have still_am aversien to those who |
have m?- natural defect or redundancy, as thinking them mark'd out for N
mischief. STEEV. .

&he calis him Acg, a< an appellation more contemptuows tham\bear, as he
i wiowhese termed {rom his easigns armorial. JOWNS, - %
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Q.Mar. Why,so I did ; but look’d for no reply.

O, let me make the period to my curse.

Glo. ’Tis done by me ; and ends in—Margaret.

Q.Eliz. Thus haye you breath’d your, curse against.

yourself.

Q. Mar.Poor painted queen,vain flourish of my fortune ¢
Why strew’st thou sugar on that bottled s?ider. 3
Whose deadly web ensnareth thee about ?

Fool, fool ! thou whet’st a knife to kill thyself.

The day will come, that thou shalt wish for me

To help thee curse this pois’nous bunch-back toad.
Hast. False-boding woman, end thy frantic curse ;

Lest, tothy harm, thou move our patience.

Q.Mar. Foul shame upon you ! yeu have all movd

mine.

Riv. We({e you well serv’d, you would be taught your

uty.

Q.Mar. To serve me well, you all should do me duty,
Teach me to be your queen, and you my subjects :

O, serve me well, and teach yourselves that duty.
Dors. Dispute not with her, she is lunatic. .
Q.Mar. Peace, master marquis, you are malapert ;

Your fire-new stamp of honour is scarce current :

0O, that our young nobility could judge,

What ’twere to lose it, and be miserable !

‘They that stand high, have many blasts to shake them ;

And, if they fall, they dash themselves to pieces.

Glo. Good counsel, marry;—learn it, learn it, marquis.

Dors. It touches you, my lord, as much as me.

Glo. Ay, and much more : But I was born so high,
Our aiery buildeth in the cedar’s top,

And dallies with the wind, and scorns the sun,

Q.Mar. And turns the sun to shade ;—alas ! alas !
Waitness my son, now in the shade of death ;4
Whose bright out-shining beams thy cloudy wiath
Hath in eternal darkness folded up.

Your aiery buildeth in our aiery’s nest ;56—

O God, that see’st it, do not suffer it ;

As it was won with blood. lost bé it so !

£3) A bottled spider is a large, bloated, glossy spider ; supposed to contain

venom proportionate to its size. The expression occurs again in Act 1V :
¢ That b ottled spider, that foul bunch-back’d toad.”” RITSON.

[4) Her distress canngt prevent her znibbl'mg It may be here remarked,
that the introduetion of Margaret in this piace, is againet all historical eve
idence. She was ransomed and sent to France soon after Tewksbury fight,
and there passed the remainder of her wretched life. ~ RITSON.

£5) An giery is & hawk’s or an eagie’s nest. V.
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Buck. Peace, peace, for shame, if not for charity.
Q.Mar. Urge neither carity nor shame to me ;

Uncharitably with me have you dealt,

And shamefully by /you my hopes are butcher’d.

My charity is outrage, life my shame,—

And in my shame still live my sorrow’s rage !
Buck. Have doune, have done. .
Q.Mar. O princely Buckingham, I kiss thy hand,

In sign of league and amity with thee :

Now fair befall thee, and thy noble house !

Thy garments are not spotted with our blood,

Nor thou within the compass of my curse.

Buck. Nor no one here ; for curses never pass

The lips of those that breathe them in the air.
Q.Mar. I’ll not believe but they ascend the sky,

And there awake God’s gentle-sleeping peace.

O Buckingham, beware of yonder dog ;

Look, when he fawns, he bites ; and, when he bites, ‘

His venom tooth will rankle to the death =

Have not to do with him, beware of him ;

Sin, death, and hell, have set their marks on him ;¢

And all their ministers attend on him.

Glo. What doth she say, my lord of Buckingham ?

Buck. Nothing that I respect, my gracious lord. .

Q.Mar. What, dost thou scorn me for my gentle
counsel ?

And sooth the devil that I warn thee from ?

O, but remember this another day,

When he shall split thy very heart with sorrow ;

And say, poor Margaret was a prophetess.—

Live each of you the subjects to his hate,

And he to yours, and all of you to God’s ! [Exit.
Hast. My hair doth stand on end tohear her curses.
Riv. Agd sodoth mine ; I muse, why she’s at liberty.
Glo. 1 cannot blame her, by God’s holy mother ;

She hath had too much wrong, and I repent

My part thereof, that I have done to her.

Q.Eliz. T never did her any, to my knowledge.
Glo. Yet you have all the vantage of her wrong.

T was too hot to do some body good,

That is too cold in thinking of it now,

Marry, as for Clarence, he is well repaid ;

He is frank’d up to fatting for his pains ;7

[6] Possibly Miiton took from hence the hint of his famous allego

. . BLACKSTONE.
173 A frank is an old English word for a Aog-sty. *Tis possibic be uses

~
‘
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God pardon them that are the cause thereof !
Riv. A virtuous and a Christian-like conclusion,
To pray for them that have done scath to us.®
Glo. Sodo I ever, being well adyis’d ;—
For had I curs’d'now,'I'had’curs’d myself. [Aside.

Enter CATESBY.
Cates. Madam, his majesty doth call for you,—
And for your grace,—and you, my noble lords.
Q.El. Catesby, I come:—lords, will you go with me ?
Riv. Madam, we will attend upon your grace.
[EBxeunt all but GLOSTER.
Glo. I do the wrong, and first begin to brawl.
The secret mischiefs that I set abroach,
I lay unto the grievous charge of others.
Clarence,—whom I, indeed, have laid in darkness,—
1 do beweep to many simple gulls ;
Namely, to Stanley, Hastings, Buckingham ;
And tell them—"tis the queen and her allies,
That stir the king against the duke my brother.
Now they believe it ; and withal whet me
To be reveng’d on Rivers, Vaughan, Grey ;
But then I sigh, and, with a piece of scripture,
Tell them—that God bids us do good for evil :
And thus I clothe my naked villany
With old odd ends, stol’n forth of holy writ ;
And seem a saint, when most I play the devil.

Enter two Murderers.
But soft, here come my executioners.—
How now, my hardy, stout resolved mates ?
Are you now going to despateh this thing ?
1Mur.We are,my lord; and come to have the warrant,
That we may be admitted where he is.
Glo. Well thought upon, I have it here about me :
[Gives the Warrant.
When you have done, repair to Crosby-Place.
But, sirs, be sudden in the execution,
Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead ;
For Clarence is well spoken, and, perhaps,
May move your hearts to pity, if you mark him.

this metaphor to Clarence, in allusion to the crest of the family of York,
which was a boar. Whereto relate those famous old verses on Richard III :
< The cat, the rat, and Lovel the dog,
. Rulp all England under a hog”? - B
He uses the s metaphor in the last scene of ActIV. PQREs
(8} Scath is harm, mischie STEEV.,
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1 Mur. Tut, tut, my lord, we will not stand to prate, -
Talkers are no good doers ; be assur’d,
We go to use our hands, and not our tongues. .
Glo. Your eyes drop mill-stones, when fools’ eyes
drop\tears:
I like you, lads ;--about your business straight ;
Go, go, despatch.

1 Mur. We will, my noble lord. [Exeunt,
SCENE 1V.
The same. A Room in the Tower. Enter CLARENCE and
: BRAKENBURY.

Brak. Why looks your grace so heavily to-day ?
Clar. O, I have past a miserable night,
So full of fearful dreams, of ugly sights,
That, as I am a christian faithful man,?
T would not spend another such a night,
Though *twere to buy a world of happy days ;
So full of dismal terror was the time.
Brak. Whlat was your dream, my lord ? I pray you,
tell me. :
Clar. Methought, that I had broken from the Tower,
‘And was embark’d to cross to Burgundy ;
And, in my company, my brother Gloster :
Who from my cabin tempted me to walk
Upon the hatches ; thence we look’d toward England,
And cited up a thousand heavy times,
During the wars of York and Lancaster
That had befall’n us. As we pac’d along
Upon the giddy footing of the hatches,
Methought, that Gloster stumbled ; and, in falling,
Struck me, that thought to stay him, over-board,
Into’the tumbling billows of the main. :
O Lord ! methought, what pain it was to drown !
What dreadful noise of water in mine ears !
What sights of ugly death within mine eyes!
* Methought, I saw a thousand fearful wrecks ;
A thousand men, that fishes gnaw’d upou ;
Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl,
Inestimable stones, unvalued jewels,2
All scatter’d in the bottom of the sea.
Some lay in dead men’s sculls ; and, in those holes

[9] Not an infidel.  JOHNS.
[11 Unvalucd is here used for snvaluable. MAL,
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Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept
(As "twere in scorn of eyes) reflecting gems,
That woo’d the slimy bottom of the deep,2
And mock’d the dead bones;that lay scatter’d by.
Brak. Had you such leisure in the time of death,
To gaze upon these secrets of the deep ?
Clar. Methought, I had ; and often did I strive
To yield the ghost : but still the envious flood
Kept in my soul, and would not let it forth
‘To seek the empty, vast, and wand’ring air ;
But smother’d it within my panting bulk,
Which almost burst to belch it in the sea.
Brak. Awak’d you not with this sore agony ?
Clar. O, no, my dream was lengthen’d after life ;
0, then began the tempest to my soul ?
1 pass’d, methought, the melancholy flood,
ith that-grim ferryman which poets write of,
Unto the kingdom of perpetual night.
The first that there did greet my stranger soul,
Was my great father-in-law, renowned Warwick ;
Who cry’d aloud,— What scourge for pierjury
Can this dark monarchy afford false Clarence 2
And so he vanish’d : Then came wand’ring by
A shadow like an angel, with bright hair
Dabbled in blood !3 and he shriek’d out aloud,
Clarence is come,—false, fleeting, fierjur’d Clarence,+
—That stabb’d me in the fieM by Tewksbury ;—
Seize on him, furies, take him to your torments !—
With that, methought, a legion of toul fiends
Environ’d me, and howled in mine ears
Such hideous cries, that, with the very noise,
1 trembling wak’d, and, for a season after,
Could not believe but that I was in hell ;
Such terrible impression made my dream.
Brak. No marvel, lord, that it affrighted you ;
I am afraid, methinks, to hear you tell it.
Clar. O, Brakenbury, I have done these things,—
That now give evidence against my soul,~—

2] By seeming to gaze ng:m it; or, as we now say, ogle it. JOHNS.
% 3) Le’e has t:a‘mphnted this image into his Mithrid:zs, Act IV sc.i:
« [ slept ; but oh, a dream so full of terror,
‘The pale, the trembiing midnight ravisher
Ne’er saw, when cold Lucretia’s mourning shadow
His curtains drew, and lash’d him in his eyes
With her dright trosses, dabbled in her blood”>  STEEV.

141 Fleeting is the same as changing sides.  JOHNS.
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For Edward’s sake ; aud, see, how he requites me !—
O God ! if my deep prayers cannot appease thee,
But thou wilt be aveng’d on my misdeeds,
Yet exeoute thy wrath on me alone :
O, spare my guiltless wife, 'and'my poor children !
—1I pray thee, gentle keeper, stay by me ;
My soul is heavy, and I fain would sleep.
Brak.1will, my lord; God give your grace good rest !

[CLARENCE refioses himself on a chair.

Sorrow breaks seasons, and reposing hours,
Makes the night morning, and the noon-tide night.
Princes have but their titles for their glories,

An outward honour for an inward toil ;

And, for unfelt imaginations,

They often feel a world of restless cares :§

So that, between their titles, and low name,
‘There’s nothing differs but the outward fame.

Enter the two Murderers.
1 Mur. Ho ! who's here ?
Brak. What wouldst thou, fellow ? and how cam’st
thou hither ? ]

1 Mar. I would speak with Clarence, and 1 came
hither on my legs. .

Brak. What, so brief? -

2 Mur. O, sir, *tie better to be brief than tedious :~—
Let him see our commission ; talk no more.

{A Paper is delivered to BRAKENBURY
who reads it.

Brak. I am, in this, commanded to deliver
The noble duke of Clarence to your hands :—
I will not reason what is meant hereby,
Because I will be guiltless of the meaning.
Here are the keys ;—there sits the duke asleep :
I’ll to the king ; and signify to him,
That thus I have resign’d to you my charge.

I Mur. You may, sir ; ’tis a point of wisdam : Fare
you well. [Fxit BRAKENBURY.

2 Mur. What, shall we stab him as he sleeps?

1 Mur. No, he’ll say, ’twas done cowardly, when he
wakes.

2 Mur. When he wakes! why, fool, he shall never
wake until the great judgment day.

1 Mur. Why, then he’ll say, we stabb’d him sleeping.

(5] They often suffer-real miseries for imaginary and anreal gr?'t‘i)ﬂﬁ;‘t?o.
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. 2 Mur. The urging of that word, judgment, hath
bred a kind of remorse in me.
1 Mur. What ? art thou afraid ?
2 Mur. Not to kill him, hayving a warrant for it ; bat
to be damn’d for 'killing him, from /the/ which no war-
rant can defend me. '
1 Mur. I thought, thou had’st been resolute.
-2 Mur. So I am, to let him live.
1 Mur. Il back to the duke of Gloster,and tell him so.
2 Mur. Nay, I pr’ythee, stay a little : I hope, this
holy humour of mine will change ; it was wont to hold
me but while one would tell twenty.
- 1 Mur. How dost thou feel thyself now ?
2 Mur. *Faith, some certain dregs of conscience are

yet within me.
1 Mur. Remem

ber our reward, when the deed’s done.

2 Mur. Come, he dies ; I had forgot the reward.
1 Mur. Where’s thy conscience now'?
2 Mur. In the duke of Gloster’s purse.

1 Mur. So, when he

ens his purse to g

o
Teward, thy conscience ﬂpi.es out.

2 Mur. ’Tis no matter ; let ‘it
none, will entertain it. :

1 Mur. What, if it come to thee again?

2 Mur. T'll not meddle with it, it is a dangerous thing,

it makes a man a coward ; a man cannot steal, but it
-accuseth him ; a man cannot swear, but it checks him ;
a man cannet lie with his neighbour’s wife, but it de-
tects him : *Tis a blushing shame-faced spirit, that mu-
tinies in a man’s bosom ; it fills one full of obstacles; it
made me once restore a purse of gold, that by chance I
found ; it beggars any man that keepsit: itis turned
out of all towns and cities for a dangerous thing ; and
-every man, that means to live well, endeavours totrust
to himself, and live witheut it.
1 Mur. Zounds, ’tis even now at -my elbow, persua-
ding me not;to kill the duke.
2 Mur. Take the devil in thy mind, and believe him
not : he would insinuate with thee, but to makethee figh.
1 Mur.Iam strong-fram’d,he cannot prevail with me.
2 Mur. Spoke like a tall fellow, that respects his

reputation.

Come, shall we fall to work ?

ive us our

go ; there's few, or

1 Mur. Take him over the costard? with the hilts of

‘871 The costard—that is, th ;
1, The co he;d. as T’}: : ve head ; a name adopted fram an apple shaped

28

VoL, Vv,
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thy sword, and then throw him into the malmsey-butt,

in the next room. .

2 Mur. O excellent device ! and make a sop of him.

1 Mur. Soft ! he wakes.

2 Mur. Strike,

1 Mur. No, we’ll reason with him.

Clar. Where art thou, keeper ?give me a ¢up of wine.

1 Mur. You shall have wine enough, my lord, anon.

Clar. In God’s name, what art thou 2

1 Mur. A man, as you are.

Clar. But net, as I am, royal.

1 Mur. Nor you, as we are, .

. Clar. Thy voeice is thander, bug thy looks are humble.
1Mur. My voice is now the king’s,my looks mine own.
Clar. How darkly, and how deadly dost thou speak !

Your eyes do menace me: Why look you pale ?

Who sent you hither ? Wherefore de you come ?

Both Mur. To, t0, to———

Clgr. To murder me ?

Both Mur. Ay, ay.

Clar. You scarcely have the hearts to tell me so,
And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it.
%Wherein, my friends, have I offended you ?

1 Mur. Offended us you have net, but the king.

Clar. 1shall be reconcil’d to him again. .

2 Mur. Never, my lord ; therefore prepare todie.

Clar. Are you call’d forth from out a world of men,®
‘To slay the innocent ? What is my offence ?

Where is the-evidence that doth accuse me ?

What lawful quest® have given their verdict up

Unto the frowning judge ? or who pronounc’d

The bitter sentence of poor Clarence’ death ?

Before I be convict by course of law,

To threaten me with death is most unlawful.

1 charge you, as you hope for any goodness,

By Christ’s dear blood, shed for our grievous sins,

That you depart, and lay no hands on me ;

The deed you undertake is damnable.

1 Mur. What we will do, we do upon command.

2 Mur. And he, that hath commanded, is our king.

Clar. Erroneous vassal ! the great King of kisgs
Hath in the table of his law commanded,

That thou shalt do no murder ; Wilt thoa then

[rtl)] 1 think it may be better read: _ Are ye cull’d forthe—— JOHNS.
9.
A

Quest is smguest or jury.:  JOHNS.
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Spurn at his edict, and fulfil 2 man’s ?

ake heed ; for he holds vengeance in his hand,
‘To hurl upon their heads that break his law.

2 Mur. And that same vengeance doth he hurl on thee,
For false forswearing, and for murdep too :

Thou didst receive the sacrament, to fight
In quarrel of the house of Lancaster.

1 Mur. And, like a traitor to the name of God,
Didst break that vow ; and, with thy treacherousblade,
Unrip’dst the bowels of thy sovereign’s son.

2 Mur. Whom thou wast sworn to cherish and defend.

1 Mur. How canst thou urge God’s dreadful law to us,
When thou hast broke it in such dear degree ?

Clar. Alas! for whose sake did I that ill deed ?

For Edward, for my brother, for his sake :

He sends you not to murder me for this ;

For in that sin he is asdeep as L. }

If God will be avenged for the deed, -
O, know you, that he doth it publicly ;

Take not the quarrel from his powerful arm ;

He needs no indirect nor lawless course,

‘To cut off those that have offended him.

1 Mur. Who made thee then a bloody minister,
When gallant-springing, brave Plantagenet,?

That princely novice, was struck dead by thee /2

Clar. My brother’s love, the devil, and my rage.

1 Mur. Thy brother’s love, our duty, and thy fault,
Provoke us hither now to slaughter thee.

Clar. If you do love my brother, hate not me ;

I am his brother, and 1 lave him well.

If you are hir’d for meed, go back again,
And I will send you to my brother Gloster ;
Who shall reward you better for my life,
Than Edward will for tidings of my death.

2 Mur. You sare deceiv’d, your brother Gloster hates

you.

Clar. O no ; he loves me, and he holds me dear ;
Go you to him from me. :

Both Mur. Ay, so we will.

Clar. Tell him, when that our princely father York

[1] Blooming Plantagenet ; a prince in the spring of life. OHNS.
[?) Novice—youtb ; one yet neaw to the wotla.' £ HNS. ¥

i3 Jb:h::kl:peare has gm%;}rsmt rt;.l::: bis ow'clled:ntl’» in s ‘E'
ing that Clarence was wal to of
is brother Richard, without trial or condemnatiu\.wlus the truth 3, thas
‘e was tried and found guilty by his Peers, and a biltof attainder was after-
wards passed against him. MAL. .

Al
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Bless’d his three sons with his victorious arm,
And charg’d us from his soul to love each other,
He little thought of this divided friendship ;
Bid Gloster think on this, and he will weep.
t Mur. Ay, mill-stones ; as he lesson’d us to weep..
Clar. O, do net slander him, for he is kind.
1 Mur. Rnght, as snow in harvest.—Come, you de~
. ceive yourself ;
>Tis he tbat sends us to destroy you here.
Clar. It cannot be ; for he bewept my fortune,
.And hugg *d me in his arms, and ewore, with sobs,
That he would labour my delivery.
1 Mur. Why, so he doth, when he delivers you
From this earth’s thraldom to the joys of heaven.
2Mur.Makepeace with God,for you must die,my lorg.
Clar. Hast thou that holy feeling in thy soul,
To counsel me to make my peace with God,
And art thou yet to thy own soul so blind,
That thou wilt war with God by murdering me ?—
Abh, sirs, consider, he, that set you on
To do this deed, will hate you for the deed.
2 Mur. What shall we do?
Clar. Relent, and save your souls.
1 Mur. Relent ! ’tis cowardly, and womanish.
Clar. Not to relent, is beastly, savage, devilish.— .
Which of you, if you were a prince’s son,
Being pent from liberty, as I am now,—
If two such murderers as yourselves came to you,—
Would not entreat for life ?—
My friend, I spy some pity in thy looks ;
, if thine eye ﬁe not a flatterer,
(,ome thou on my side, and entreat for me,
As you would beg, were you in my distress.
A begging prince what beggar pities not ?
2 Mur. Look behind you, my lord.
1-Mur. ’I a.ke that, and that ; if all this will not do,
[Stals him.
I’ll drown you in the malmsey-butt within.
[Exit, with the body.
2 Mur. A bloody deed, and desperately despatch’d !
How fain like Pilate, would I wash my hands
Of this most grievous guilty murder done.
’ Re-enter first Murderer.
1 Mur. How pow ? what mean’st thou, that tbou
help’st me not ? . .
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By heaves, the duke shall know how stack you have been.
2 Mur. 1 would he knew, that I had sav’d hisbrether!

Take thou the fee, and tell him what 1 say ;

For I repent me that the duke is slain. [Exit.
1 Mur. So do/net/'l. ;| go| 'coward as thou art.—

Well, I'll go hide the body in some hole,

Till that the duke give order for his burial :

And when I have my meed, I will away ;

Por this will out, and then I must not stay. [Exit.

ACT II.

SCENE 1.—7he same. A Room in the Palace. Enter King
Evowarp, (led in sick,) Queen EL1zABETH, DomseT,
RivERs, HAs1INGS, BuCKINGHAM, GREY, and others.

. - K. Edward.
WHY, so ;—now have I done a good day’s work ;—
You peers, continue this united league :
I every day expect an embassage
From my Redeemer to redeem me hence ;
.And more in peace my soul shall part to heaven,
Since I have made my friends at peace on earth.
Rivers, and Hastings, take each other’s hand ;
Dissemble nat your hatred, swear your love.

Riv. By heaven, my soulis purg’d from grudging hate;
And with my hand I seal my true heart’s love. .

Hast. So thrive I, as’] truly swear the like !

K.Edw. Take heed, you dally not before your king ;
Lest he, that is the supreme King of kings, .
Confound your hidden falsehood, and award
Either of you to be the other’s end.

Hast. So prosper I, as 1 swear perfect love ! )

Riv. And I, as I love Hastings with my heart !

K.Edw. Madam, yourself are not exempt in this,
—Nor your son Dorset,—Buckingham, nor yon ;—
You have been factious ene against the other.

Wife, Jove lord Hastings, let him kiss your hand ;
And what you do, do it unfeignedly. .
Q.Eliz. There, Hastings ;—I will never more re-
member v
Our former hatred, so thrive I, and mine !
K.Edw. Dorset, embrace him,—Hagtings, love lord
marquis.
28* VOL, V.
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Dors. This interchange of love, I here protest,
. Upon my part shall be inviolable/

Hast. And so swear I. [Embraces DoRSET.
K. Edw. lNow, princely Buckingham, seal thou this
eague y .

With thy embracements to my wife’s allies,
And make me happy in your unity.
Buck. Whenever Buckingham doth turn his hate:

Uponyourgrace,[ 70 theQueen.]but with all duteouslove )

Doth cherish you, and yours, God punish me
With hate in those where I expect most love !
When I have most need to emgloy a friend,
And most assured that he isa friend,
Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile,
Be he unto me ! this do I beg of heaven,
When I am cald in love to you, or yours.
[Embracing RIvERs, .
K.Edw. A pleasing cordial, princely Buckingham,
Is this thy vow unto my sickly heart. .
There wanteth now our brother Gloster here,
To make the blessed period of this peace. .
Buck. And, in good time, here comes the noble duke.

Enter GLOSTER. - . . -
Glo. Good-morrow to my sovereign king, and queen;
—And, princely peers, a happy time of day !
K. Edw. Happy, indeed, as we have spent the day :—
Brother, we have done deeds of charity ;
Made peace of enmity, fair love of hate,
Between these swelling wrong-incensed peers.
Glo. A blessed labour, my most sovereign liege.—
Among this princely heap, if any here,
By false intelligence, or wrong surmise, -
"Hold me a foe ;
If I unwittingly, or in my rage, :
Have aught committed that is hardly borne
By any in this presence, I desire
To reconcile me to his friendly peace :
>Tis death to me, to be at enmity ; -
I hate it, and desire all good men’s love.—

First, madam, I entreat true peace of you, - Tl

Which I will purchase with-my duteous service ;=
Of you, my noble cousin Buckingham, .-

If ever any grudge were lodg’d ‘bétween us ;—-
Of you, lord Rivers,—and, lord Grey, of you,—
‘That all without desert have frown’d on me ;—

2
e
N
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Dukes, earls, lords, gentlemen ; indeed, of alt.
I do not know that Englishman alive,

With whom my soul is any jot at odds,

More than the infant that is born to-night ;

I thank my God'for'my' humility.

Q.Eliz. A holy-day shall this be kept hereafter :
=1 would to Ged, all strifes were well compounded. -
—My sovereign lord, I do beseech your highness
To take our brether Clarénce to your grace.

Glo. Why,-madam, have I offer’d love for this,

To be so flouted it this royal presence ?
Who knows not; that the gentle duke is dead ?

. . [They all stare.
You do him injury, to scorn his corse.

K. Edw. Who knows not, he is dead ! whoknows he is ?
.Eliz. All-seeing heaven, what a world is this !
uck. Look I so pale, lord Dorset, as the rest?

Dors. Ay, my good lord ; and no man in the presence,

Baut his red colour hath forsook his cheeks.

K. Edw. Is Clarence dead ? the order was revery’d:

Glo. But he, poor man, by your first order died,
And that a winged Mercury did bear ;

Some tardy cripple bore the countermand,

That came too lag to see him buried ;— -

God grant, that some, less noble, and less loyal,’
Nearer in bloody thoughts, and not in blood,
Deserve not worse than wretched Clarence did,
And yet go current from suspicion !

Enter STANLEY.
Stan. A bodn, my sovereign, for my service done !
K. Edw. I priythee, peace ; my soul is full of sorrow.
Stan. 1 will not rise, unless your highness hear me.
K.Edw. Then say at once, what is it thou request’st.
Stan. The forfeit, sovereign, of my servant’s life ;3
Who slew to-day a riotous gentleman,
Lately attendant on the duke of Norfolk.
K.Edw. Have I a tongue to doom my brother’s death,
And shall that tongue give pardon to a slave ?4
My brother kill’d no man, his fault was thought,
And yet his punishment was bitter death.
Who su’d to me for him ? wha, in my wrath,

{3) He means the remission of the forfeit. OHNS.
[4) This lamentation is very tender and pathetic. The recollection of the
igod.quglmes of the dead is very natural, and no lcss naturaliy does the
ihg éndeavour to communicate the crime to others,  JOHNS.
EAR A . B oot .

'
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Kneel'd at my feet, and; bade me be advig’d 2

Who spoke of brotherhood,? who spoke of love ?

Who told me, how the poot goul did forsake

The mighty Warwick, and did fight for me ?

Who told me, in'the/field ‘at'Tewksbury,

When Oxford had me down; he rescu’d me,

And said, Dear brother, live, and be a king ?

Who told me, when we both lay in the field,

Frozen almost to death, how he did lap me

Even in his garments ; and did give himself, |,

All thin and naked, to the numb-cold night ?

- All this from my remembrance brutish wrath

Sinfully pluck’d, and not a man of you

Had so much grace to put it in my mind. ,

But, when your carters, or your waiting vassals,

Have done a drunken slaughter, and defac’d -

The precious image of our dear Redeemer,

You straight ave on your knees for pardon, pardon ;

And I, unjustly too, must grant it yeu :

But for my brother, not a man would speak,=

Nor 1 (ungracious) speak unto myself

For him, poor soul.—The proudest of you all

Have been beholden to him in his life ;

Yet none of you would, once plead for his life.—

O God ! 1 fear, thy justice will take hold

On me, and you, and mine, and yours, for this.

~—Come, Hastings, help me to my closet. Oh,

Poor Clarence ! [Exe. King, Queen, HAsTINGS,

- . RivERs, DorRsET, and GREY.

Glo. This is the fruit of rashness !—Mark’d you not,

How that the guilty kindred of the queen

Look’d pale, when they did hear of Clarence’ death ?

O ! they did urge it still unto the king :

God will revenge it. Come, lords ; will you go,

To comfort Edward with our company ?

Buck. We wait upon your grace.4 [Execunt.
SCENE II. :
The same. Enter the Duchess of Yorx, with a Son
Daughter of CLaRENXCE. -

Son. Good grandam, tell us, is our father dead ?
Duch. No, boy. .

{4] Mr. Walpole, some years a sted from t! icle of -
lang, that the true ;am &Gmrg;%:o Cl‘:“r‘mI:: 93?'37.:' ocnn-cm’e
'was unwilling to sbare with his brother that moiety of the estate of the great
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Daugh. Why doyou weepsooft > andbeat your breast ;
And cry,—0 Clarence, my unhapifiy son !
" Son. Why do you look on us, and shake your head,
Anund call us,—orphans, wretches, cast-aways,
If that our noble father beralive ?
Duch. My pretty cousins,¥ you mistake me both ;
I do lament the sickness of the king,
As loath to lose him, not your father’s death ;
It were lost sorrow, to wail one that’s lost.
Son. Then, grandam, you conclude that he is dead.
‘The king my uncle is to blame for this ;
God will revenge it, whom I will impértune
With earnest prayers all to that effect.
Daugh. And so will L.
Duch. Peace, children, peace! the king doth love
you well :
Incapable and shallow innocents,
You cannot guess who caus’d your father’s death.
Son. Grandam, we can : for my good uncle Gloster
Told me, the king, provok’d to’t by the queen,
Devis’d impeachments to imprison him :
And when my uncle told me so, he wept,
And pitied me, and kindly kiss’d my cheek ;
Bade me rely on him, as on my father,

- And he would love me dearly as his child.

Duch. Ah, that deceit should steal such gentle shapes,
And with a virtuous visor hide deep vice ! :
He is my sop, ay, and therein my shame,
Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit.
Son. Think you, my uncle did dissemble, grandam ?
Duck. Ay, boy.
Son. I capnot think it. Hark ! what noise is this?

Enter Queen EL1ZABETH distractedly ; R1VERS and
' DogseT following her.
Q.Eliz. Ah! who shall hinder me to wail and weep?
To chide my fortune, and torment myself ?
I’ll join with black despair against my soul,
And to myself become an enemy.
Duckh. What means this scene of rude impatience ?

Earl of Warwick, to which Gloster became entitled on his marriage with_
the younger sister of the Duchess of Clarence, Ladx Anne Neville, who had
been betrothed to Edward Prince of Wales. MAL.

£5] The Duchess is here addressing her grand-children, but cousin was the
term used in Shakspeare’s time, by uncles to nephews and nieces, grandfa-
thers to fr:ndchild'ren, &c. It seems to have been used instead of our kjns-
man, and kinswoman, ad to have supplied the place of both.  MAL.
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Q.Eliz, To make an act of tragic violence r—
Edward, my lord, thy son, our king, is dead.—
Why grow the branches, when the root is gone ?
Why wither not the leaves, that want their sap ?—
If you will livey lament|}if die,be brief ;
That our swift-winged souls may catch the king’s ;
Or, like obedient subjects, follow him
To his new kingdom of perpetual rest.
Duch. Ah, so mach interest have I in thy sorrow,
As I had title in thy noble husband !
I have bewept a worthy husband’s death,
And liv’d by looking on his images :6
But now, two mirrors of his princely semblance
Are crack’d in pieces by malignant death :
And I for comfort have but one false glass,
That grieves me when Isee my shame in him.
Thou art a widow ; yet thou art a mother, :
And hast the comfort of thy children left thee: = -
But death hath snatch’d my husband from my arms,
And pluck’dl two crutches from my feeble hands,
Clarence, and Edward. O, what cause havel,
Thine being but a moiety of my grief,)
o over-go thy plaints, and drown thy cries? ’
Son. Ah, aunt ! you wept not for our father’s death ;
How can we aid you with our kindred tears ?
Daugh. Our fatherless distress was left unmoan’d,
Your widow-dolour likewise be unwept ! -
Q.Eliz. Give me no help in lamentation,
I am not barren to bring forth laments :
All springs reduce their currents to mine eyes,
That I, being govern’d by the watry moon,?
May send forth plenteous tears to drown the world !
Ah, for my husbznd, for my dear lord Edward !
Chil. Ah, for our father, for our dear lord Clarence !
Duch. Alas, for both, both mine, Edward and Cla-
© rence!
Q.Eliz. What stay had I, but Edward ? and he’s gone.
Chil. What stay had we, but Clarence ? and he’s gone.
Duch. What stays had I, but they ? and they are gone.
Q.Eliz. Was never widow, had so dear a loss.
Chil. Were neyer orphans, had so dear a loss.
Duch, Was néver mother, had sq dear a lgss.
EO) The children by whom he was represented. OHNS. R -
7] That I may live hereafter under the influence o moon, wh%ma

erns the tides, and by the help of that influence drown the world.
troduction-of the -gon is notpvery natuaral, ¢ JOHNS,

v
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Alas ! Y am the mother of these griefs :

Their woes are parcell’d, mine are general.
She for an Edward weeps, andsodo I;

I for a Clarence weep, so doth not she :

These babes for Clarence weep, andsodoI:
I for an Edward weep, 8o do not they e
Alas ! you three, on me, threefold distress’d,
Pour all your tears ; I am your sorrow’s nurse,
And I will pamper it with lamentations. -

Dors. Comfort, dear mother ; God is much displeas’d,
That you take with anthankfulness his doing ; :
In common worldly things, ’tis call’d—ungrateful,
‘With dull unwillingness to repay a debt,

“Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent ;
Much more te be thus opposite with heaven,
For it rﬁuires the royal debt it lent you. ’

Riv. Madam, bethink you, like a careful mother,
Of the young prince your son : send straight for him,
Let him be crown’d : in him your comfort lives :
Drown desperate sorrow in dead Edward’s grave,
And plant your joys in living Edward’s throne.

Enter GLOSTER, BUCKINGHAM, STANLEY, Has-
TINGS, RATCLIFF, and others.

Glo. Sister, have comfort : all of us have cause
To wail the dimming of our shining star ;

But none can cure their harms by wailing them.—
Madam, my mother, I do cry you mercy,

I did not see Kour grace :—Humbly on my knee

1 crave your blessing.

Duch. God bless thee ; and put meekuess in thy breast,
Love, charity, obedience, and true duty !

Glo. Amen ; and make me die a good old man !—
That is the butt-end of a mother’s blessing ;  [Aside.
1 marvel, that her grace did leave it out.

Buck. You cloudy princes, and heart-sorrowing peers,
That bear this mutual heavy load of moan,

Now cheer each other in each other’s love :

Though we have spent our harvest of this king,

We are to reap the harvest of his son.

The broken rancour of your high-swoln hearts,

But lately splinted, knit, and join’d together,

Must gently be preserv’d, cherish’d, and kept :
seemeth good, that, with some little train,

_Forthwith from Ludlow the young prince be fetch’d
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Hither to London, to be crown’d our king.®
Riv. Why wit’h some little train, my lord of Bucking-
ham ?
Buck. Marry, my lord, lest, by a multitude,
The new-heal’d 'wound 'of malice should break out ;
Which would be so much the more dangerous,
By how much the estate is yet green, and ungovern’d ;
Where every horse bears his commanding rein,
And may direct his course as please himself,
As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent,
In my opinion, ought to be prevented.
Glo. 1 hope, the king made peace with all of us ;
And the compéct is firm, and true, in me.
Riv. And so in me ; and so, I think, in all :
Yet, since it is but green, it should be put
To no apparent likelihood of breach, c T
Which, haply, by much company might be urg’d :
Therefore, I say, with noble Buckingham, .
That it is meet so few should fetch the prince.
Hast. And so say 1. .
Glo. Then be it so; and go we to determi
Who they shall be that straight shall ‘post to Ludlow.
Madam,—and you my mother,—will you go
To give your censures in this weighty business ?
(Exeunt all but BuckiNgHAM and GLOSTER.
Buck. My lord, whoever journies to the prince.
For God’s sake, let not us two stay at home :
For, by the way, I'll sort occasion, )
As index to the story we late talk’d of,
"o part the queen’s proud kindred from the prince. -
Glo. My other self, my counsel’s consistory,
My oracle, my prophet ! My dear cousin,
1, as a child, will go by thy direction.
.Towards Ludlow then, for we’ll not stay bghind.
{Exeun:.

SCENE IIL
The same. A Street. Enter two Citigens, meeting.

1 Cis. Gfgod-’morrow, neighbour : Whither -away so
ast ?

(81 Edward the young prince, in his father’s lifetime, and 3¢t his demise,
kept his household at Ludlow, as Prince of Wales ; ander the governance of
Antony Woodville, Earl of Rivers, his uncle by the mother’s side.
tention of his being sent thither was to sce justice donc in the Marches ;
and, by the authorit{ of his presence, to reserain the Welshmen, who were
wild, dissolure, and ill-disposed, from their accastomed murders and out-
rages. Vid. Hall, Holinshed, &c. THEOBALD.
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2 Cit. I promise you, I scarcely know myself :
Hear you the news abroad ?

1 Cit. Yes ; the king's dead.

2 Cit. 11l news, by’r lady ; seldom comes the better :
1 fear, I fear, ’twill/prove a(giddy/world.

Enter another Citizen.
3 Cit. Neighbours, God speed !
1 Cit. Give you good morrow, sir.
3 Cit. Doth the news hold of good king Edward’s
death ? :
2 Cit. Ay, sir, it is too trne ; God help, the while !
3 Cit. Then, masters, look to see a troublous world.
1 Cit. No, no ; by God’s good grace, his son shall reign.
3 Cit. Woe to that land, that’s govern’d by a child !
2 Cit. In him there is a hope of government ;
That, in his nonage, council under him,
And, in his full and ripen’d years, himself, .
No doubt, shall then, and till then, govern well.
1 Cit. So stood the state, when Henry the Sixth
Was crown’d.in Paris but at nine months old.
3Cit.Stood the state so? no, no, good friends,God wot ;
For then this land was famously enrich’d
With politic grave counsel ; then the king
Had virtuous uncles to protect his grace.
1 Cit. Why, so hath this, both by his father and
mother. ‘
3 Cit. Better it were, they all came by his father ;
Or, by his father, there were none at all :
For emulation now, who shall be nearest,
Will touch us all too near, if God prevent not.
O, full of danger is the duke of Gloster ;
And the queen’s sons, and brothers, haught and proud :
And were they to be rul’d, and net to rule,
This sickly land might solace as beforez
1 Cit. Come, come, we fearthe worst; all will be well.
3 Cit. When clouds are seen, wise men put on their
. cloaks ;
When great leaves fall, then winter is at hand ;
When the sun sets,”who doth not look for night ?
Untimely storms make men expect a dearth :
All may be well ; but, if God sort it so,
’Tis more than we deserve, or I expect.
2 Cit. Truly, the hearts of men are full of fear :
You cannot reason almost with a man
That looks not heavily, and full of dread.
29 VOL. V.
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3 Cit. Before the days of change, still is it so:
By a divine instinct, men’s minds mistrust
Ensuing danger : as, by proof, we see .
The water swell before a boist’rous storm.
But leave it\all\td/God. O Whithier @way ?
2 Cit. Marry, we were sent for to the justices.
8 Cit. Andso wasl; I'll bear you company. [ Exeunt.

SCENE IV.

The same. A Room in the Palace. Enter the Archbishop of
Yorx, the young Dube of York, Queen ELIZABRTH, and
the Duchess of Yorx.

Arch. Last night, I heard, they lay at Stony-Stratford;
And at Northampton they do rest to-night :
To-morrow, or next day, they will be here.

Duch. 1long with all my heart to see the prince ;

I hope, he is much grown since last I saw him.

Q.Eliz. Butl hear, no ; they say, my son of York
Hath almost overta’en him in his growth.

‘York. Ay, mother, but 1 would not have it so.

Duch. Why, my young cousin ? it is good to grow.

York. Grandam, one night, as we did sit at supper,
My uncle Rivers talk’d how I did grow
More than my brother ; Ay, quoth my uncle Gloster,
Small herbs have grace, great weeds do grow apace :
And since, methinks, I would not grow so fast,
Because sweet flowers are slow, and weeds make haste.

Duch. Good faith, good faith, the saying did not hald
In him that did object the same to thee :

#e was the wretched’st thing, when he was young,?

So lonita growing, and so leisurely, ‘

That, if his rule were true, he should be gracious.
Arch. And so, no doubt, he is, my gracious madam.
Duckh. I hope, he is ; but yet let mothers doubt.
‘York. Now, by my troth, if I had been remember’d,*

7 could have given my uncle’s grace a flout,

To touch his growth, nearer than he touch’d mine.
Duch. How, my young York ?# I pr’ythee, let me

hear it.

York. Marry, they say, my uncle grew so fast,

That he could gnaw a crust at two hours old ;

*Twas full two years ere I could get a tooth.

£91 The weakest, most puny, least thriving. RITSON.

3 To be remember’d is, in Shaks; to have one¢’s memory-quick, to
m‘.‘e one’s thoughts abou't ose. Jgﬁ;l"& © * b
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Grandam, this would have been a biting jest.
Duch. I prythee, pretty York, who told thee this ?
York. Grandam, his nurse.
Duch. His nurse !\ why} she was)dead ere thou wast

born.,
York. If twere not she, I cannot tell who told me.
Q.E!liz. A parlous boy :2 Go to, you are too shrewd.
Arch. Good madam, be not angry with the child.
Q. Eliz. Pitchers have ears.

Enter a Messenger.

Arch. Here comes a messenger : What news ?
Mes. Such news, my lord, as §rieves me to unfold.
Q.Eliz. How doth the prince ?

Mes. Well, madam, and in health.

Duch. What is thy news ?

Mes. Lord Rivers, and lord Grey,

Are sent to Pomfret, with them
Sir Thomas Vaughan, prisoners.

Duchk. Who hath committed them ?

Mes. The mighty dukes, Gloster and Buckingham.

Q.Eliz. For what offence ?

Mes. The sum of all I can, I have disclos’d ;
Why, or for what, the nobles were committed,

Is all unknown to me, my gracious lady.

Q.Eliz. Ah me, I see the ruin of my house !
The tiger now hath seiz’d the gentle hind ;
‘Insulting tyranny begins to jut
Upon the innocent and awless throne :3—

elcome, destruction, blood, and massacre ! .

I see, as in a map, the end of all. :

Duch. Accursed and unquiet wrangling days !
How many of you have mine eyes beheld ?

My husband lost his life to get the crown ;

And often up and down my sons were tost,

For me to joy, and weep, their gain, and loss :
And being seated, and domestic broils

Clean over-blown, themselves, the conquerors,
Make war upon themselves ; brother to brother,
Blood to blood, self ’gainst self :—O, preposterous
Ed frantic courage, end thy damned spleen ;

[21 Parlous is keen, shrewd. STEEV.——Corruption of perilous, danger-
ous ; the readim&of the old quartos. The queen evidently meaus to chide
him.  RITSON. v

£3) Not producing awe, not reverenced. To jut upon is to encroac/h JOH.
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Or let me die, to look on death no more !

Q.Eliz. Come, come, my boy, we will to sanctuary.—
Madam, farewel.

Duch. Stay, 1 will go with you.

Q.Eliz. You Wave\no lcause!

Arch. My gracious lady, go, [T the Queen.
And thither bear your treasure and your goods.
For my part, I’ll resign unto your grace
The seal I keep ; and so betide to me,
As well I tender you, and all of yours !

Come, I’ll conduct you to the sanctuary. [Exeunt. .

ACT IIIL

SCENE 1.—The same. A Street. The Trumpets sound. Enter
the Prince of WaLEs, GLo8TER, BuckiNGHAM, Cardinal
BOURCHIER, and others.

Buckingham.
WELCOME, sweet prince, to London, to your chamber.4
Glo. Welcome, dear cousin, iny thooghts’ sovereign :
The weary way hath made you melancholy.
Prince. No, uncle ; but our crosses on the way
Have made it tedious, wearisome, and heavy :
I want more uncles here to welcome me.
Glo. Sweet prince, the untainted virtue of your years
Hath not yet div’d into the world’s deceit :
No more can you distinguish of a man,
Than of his outward show ; which, God he knows,
Seldom, or never, jumpeth with the heart.
Those uncles, which you want, were dangerous ;
Yourgrace attended to the sugar’d words,
But look’d not on the poison of their hearts :
God keep you from them, and from such false friends !
Prince. God keep me from false friends! but they
were nooe. .
Glo. My lord, the mayor of London comes to greet you.

Enter the Lord Mayor, and his Train.
May. Goddbless your grace with health and happy
ays !
Prince. I thank you, good my lord ;—and thank you

all.— [hExeum Mayor, &c.
I thought my mother, and my brother York, _

(4 Loadon was ancieatly called Camora regis.  POPE.
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Would long ere this have met us on the way :
Fie, what a slug is Hastings ! that he comes not
To tell us, whether they will come, or no.
Enter HASTINGS.
Buck. Andin good time, here comes the sweating lord,
. +Prin. Welcome,my lord : What,will our mother cqme?
Hast. On what occasion, God he knows, not I,
The queen your mother, and your brother York,
Have taken sanctuary : The tender prince
Would fain have come with me to meet your grace,
But by his mother was perforce withheld.
Buck. Fie ! what an indirect and peevish gourse
Is this of hers 2~ Lord cardinal, will your grace
Persuade the queen to send the duke of York
Unto his princely brothrer presently ?
If she deny,—lord Hastings, go with him,
And from her jealous arms pluck him perforee.
Car. My lord of Buckingham, if my weak oratory
Can from {is mother win the duke of York,
Anon expect him here : But if she be obdurate
To mild intreaties, God in heaven forbid .
We should infringe the holy privilege
Of blessed sanctuary ! not for all this land,
Would I be guilty of so deep a sin.
Buck. You are too senseless-obstinate, my lord,
Too ceremonious, and traditional :3
Weigh it but with the grossness of this age,®
You break not sanctuary in seizing him.
~ The benefit thereof 4is always granted
" Fo those whose dealings have deserv’d the plaee,
And those who have the wit to claim the place :
This prince hath neither claim’d it, nor deserv’d it ;
And therefore, in mine opinion, cannot have it :
Then, taking him frqm thence, that is not there,
You break no privilege nor charter there.
Oft have I heard of sanctuary men;
But sanctuary children, ne’er till now.
Car. My lord, you shall o’er-rule my mind foronce.—
Come on, lord Hastings, will you go with me ?
Hast. 1-go, my lord.
Prin. Good lords, make all the speedy haste you may.
[Exeunt Cardinal and HAsTINGS. -

s

tgl Ceremonious, superstitious ; fraditional, adherent to old customs. WAR

[6)} That is, pare the act of g him with the gross and licentious

Fac:ica of these times, it will not be considered as a violation of sanctuary,
or you may give such reasons as men are now used to admits ]OHNYS

29* VOL. V.
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—Say, uncle Gloster, if our brother come,
Where shall we sojourn till our coronation ?

Glo. Where it seems best unto your royal self.
If I may counsel,you, some day,or two,
Your hiﬁmess shall repose you at the Tower :
Then where you please, and shall be thought most fit
For your best health and recreation.

Prin. I do not like the Tower, of any place :=
Did Julius Czsar build that place, my lord ?

Glo. He did, my gracious lord, begin that place ;
Which, since, succeeding ages have re-edify’d.

Prin. Is it upon record ? or else reported
Successively from age to age he built it ?

Buck. Upon record, my gracious lord.

Prin. But say, my lord, it were not register’d ;
Methinks, the truth should live from age to age,
As twere retail’d to all pesterity,?
Even to the general all-ending day.

Glo. So wise, soyoung, they say, do ne'er live long.8

. [Aside
Prin. What say you, uncle ?
Glo. I say, without charécters, fame lives long.
Thus, like the formal vice, Iniquity,? } Aside
I moralize two meanings in one word. side.
Prin. That Julius Czsar was a famous man ;
With what his valour did enrich his wit,
His wit set down to make his valour live :
Death makes no conquest of this conquerer ;
For now he lives in fame, though not in life.—
P’ll tell you what, my cousin Buckingham.
Buck. What, my gracious lord ?
Prince. An if 1 live until I be a man,~
Pll win our ancient right in France again,
Or die a soldier, as I liv'd a king,
Glo. Short summers lightly have a forward spring.*
i ' [Aside.

£7) Retailed means handed down from one to another.~—Goods retasled,
are those which pass from one purchaser to another. M. MASON.

81 Is cadit ante semsm, qui sapit ante diem —a proverbial line.,, STEEV.
———Bright, in his T'reatise on Melancholy, 1586, says—+ I have knowne chil-
dren languishing of the splene obsrructed and altered in temper, talke with
gravitie and wisdome, surpassing those tender yeares, and their g"udfment
carrying a marvellous imitation of the wisdom of the ancient, h.ving af-
ter a sort attained that by disease, which other have by course of years:
whereon I take it, the proverbe ariseth, that they be short of Jife who axe
of wit so pregnant.”’ EED.

93 S-e Note at the end of the play.

F1]1 Commonly, in ordinary course.  JOHNS,
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Enter VYork, HasTINGs, and the Cardinal.

Buck.Now, in good time,here comes the duke of York.
Prin. Richard of York ! how fares our loving brother?
York. Well, my/dread lord’;3 8o raust I call you now.
Prince. Ay, brother ; to our grief, as it is yours :
Too late he died,3 that might have kept that title,
Which by his death hath lost much majesty.
Glo. How fares our cousin, noble lord ot York ?
York. 1 thank you, gentle uncle. O, my lord,
You said, that idle weeds are fast in growth:
‘Che prince my brother hath outegrown me far.
Glo. He hath, my lord.
York. And therefore is he idle ?
Glo. O, my fair cousin, 1 must not say so.
York. Then is he more beholden to you, than I.
Glo. He may command me, as my sovereign ;
But you have power in me, ae in a kinsman.
York. 1 pray you, uncle, then, give me this dagger.
Glo. My dagger, little cousin ¢ with all my heart.
Prince. A beggar, brether ¢
York. Of my kind uncle, that I know will give ;
And, being but a toy, which is no grief to give.
Glo. A greater gift than that Il give my cousin.
York. A greater gift ! O, that’s the sword to it ?
Glo. Ay, gentle cousin, were it light enough.
York. O then, I see, you’ll part but with light gifts ;
In weightier things you’ll say a beggar, nay.
- Glo. 1t is too weighty for your grace to wear.,
York. 1 weigh it lightly, were it heavier.4
Glo. What, would you have my weapon, little lord ?
York. I would, that I might thank you as you call me.
Glo. How ?
York. Little.
Prince. My lord of Yark will still be cross in talk j~—
Uncle, your grace knows how to bear with him.
York. You mean, to bear me, not to bear with me :
—~—Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me ;
Because that I am little, like an ape,
He thinke that you should bear me on your shoulders.?

£21 The original of this epithet applied to kings his been much disputed.,
In som e of our old statutes the king is called Rex mcfuendisiimus. JOHNS.

£3) i. ¢. too lately, the loss is too fresh in our memor‘. WARS,

£4) i. e. I should still esteem it a trifling gift, were it heavier, WARB.

{5) The reproach scems to consist in tiis: at conntry shows, it was com-
man to set the monkey on the back of some other animal, as a ear. The
duke therefore in calling-himself ape, calls his uncle dcar.  JOHNS.

.
-
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Buck. With what a sharp-provided wit he reasons !
To mitigate the scorn he gives his uncle,
He prettily and aptly taunts himself :
So cunning, and 50 yonng,is wonderful.
Glo. My gracious lord, will’t please you pass along ?
Myself, and my good cousin Buckingham,
Will to your mother ; to entreat of her,
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you.
York. What, will you go unto the Tower, my lord ?
Prince. My lord protector needs will have it se.
York. I shall not sleep in quiet at the Tower.
Glo. Why, sir, what should you fear ?
York. Marry, my uncle Clarence’ angry ghost ;
My grandam told me, he was murder’d there.
Prince. 1 fear no uncles dead.
Glo. Nor none that live, I hope.
Prince. An if they live, I hope, I need not fear.
But come, my lord, and, with a heavy heart,
Thinking on them, go T unto the Tower. :
[Ezxeunt Prince,York, HasTINGS, Cardingl,
and Attendants.
Buck. Think you, my lord, this little prating York
Was not incensed by his subtle mother
To scorn and taunt you thus opprobriously ?
Glo. No doubt, nodoubt : O, ’tis a-parlous boy ¢
Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable ;$
He’s all the mother’s, from the top to toe.
Buck. Well, let them rest.—Come hither, gentle
Catesby ; thou art sworn
As deeply to effect what we intend,
As closely to conceal what we impart :
Thou know’st our reasons urg’d upon the way ;—
What think’st thou ? is it not an easy matter
To make William lord Hastings of our mind,
For the instalment of this noble duke
In the seat royal of this famous isle ? .
Cate. He for his father’s sake so loves the prince
That he will not be won to aught against him.
Buck. What think’st thou then of Stanley ? will not he ?
Cate. He will do all in all as Hastings doth.
Buck. Well then, ne more but this: go, gentle Catesby,
And, as it were far off, sound thou lord lgastings,
How he doth stand affected to our purpose ;

.[ Capable ; here, as in I i telli-.
ani:,l q:igk of ;pprd;endon.m{aoil‘:r Places in these plays, means ntelli-
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And summon him to-morrow to the Tower,
"I'o sit about the coronation.
If thou dost find him tractable to us,
Encourage him, and tell him all our reasons :
If he be leaden, icy, cold) 'vuwilling; ' '
Be thou so too ; and so break off the talk,
And give us notice of his inclination :
For we to-morrow hold divided councils,s
Wherein thyself shalt highly be employ’d.
Glo. Commend me tolord William : tell him, Catesby,
His ancient knot of dangerous adversaries
To-morrow are let blood at Pomfret-castle ;
And bid my friend, for joy of this good news,
Give mistress Shore one gentle kiss the more.
Buck. Good Catesby, go, effect this business soundly.
Cate. My good lords both, with all the heed I can.
Glo. Shall we hear from you, Catesby, ere wesleep ?
Cate. You shall, my lord.
Glo. At Crosby-Place, there shall you find us both.
(Exit CATESBY.
Buck. Now, my lord, what shall we do, if we perceive
Lord Hastings will not yield to our complots ?
Glo. Chop off hishead,man ;—somewhat we will do ;—
And, look, when I am king, claim thou of me
The earldom of Hereford, and all the moveables
Whereof the king my brother was possess’d.
Buck. I'll claim that promise at your grace’s hand.
GZo. And look to have it yielded with all kindness.
Come, let us sup betimes ; that afterwards
We may digest onr complots in some form. [Exeunt.

SCENE IL?
Before Lord Hastings’ House. Enter a Messenger.
Mes. My lord, my lord,—, [ Knocking.
Hast. [Within.] Who knocks ? B

Mes. One from lord Stanley.
Hast. [ Within.] What is’t o’clock ?
Mes. ﬁpon, the stroke of four.

[6) That is, a private cossubtation, separate from the known and public
council. So, in the next scene, Hastings says :
“ Bid him not fear the separated councils.” JOHNS.
[7) Every material circumstance in the following scene ‘is taken frgg:
Halinshed’s Chronicle, except that it is a knight with whom Hastings ¢
«rses, instead of Buckingham. STREV. :
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Enter HasTiNGsS.
Hast. Cannot thy master sleep these tedious nights ?
Mes. So it should seem by that I have to say.
First, he commends him to your noble lordship.
Hast. And then,—
Mes. And then he sends you word, he dreamt
To-night, the boar had rased off his helm:
Besides, he says, there are two councils held ;
. And that may be determin’d at the one,
Which may make you and him to rue at the other.
Therefore he sends to know your lordship’s pleasure,—
If presently, you will take horse with him,
And with all speed post with him towards the north,
Toshun the danger that his soul divines.
Hast. Go, fellow, go, return unto thy lord ;
Bid him not fear the separated councils: -
His honour, and myself, are at the one ;
And, at the other, is my good friend Catesby ;
Where nothing can proceed, that toucheth us,
Whereof I shall not have intelligence.
Tell him, his fears are shallow, wanting instance:?
And for his dreams—I wonder, he’s so fond
To trust the mockery of unquiet slumbers :
To fly the boar, before the boar pursues,
Were to incense the boar to follow us,
And make pursuit, where he did mean no,chase.
Go, bid thy master tise and come to me ;
And we will both together to the Tower,
Where, he shall see, the boar will use us kindly.
Mes. I'll go, my lord, and tell him what you say. [ Exif.
Enter CATESBY. :
Cate. Many good morrows to my noble lord !
Hast. Good morrow, Catesby ; you are early stirring:
What news, what news, in this our tottering state ?
Cate. 1t is a reeling world, indeed, my lord ;
And, 1 believe, will never stand upright,
Till Richard wear the garland of the realm.
Hast. How ! wear the garland? dost thou mean the
crown ?
Cate. Ay, my good lord. .
Hast. I'll have this crown of mine cut from my
shoulders, )

8) That is, aanting ‘some :xam}lc or act of malevolence, by-which they
may be justified : or which, perhaps, is nearer to the true meaniog, wante
iag any immediate ground or reason. OMNS.
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Before I'll see the crown so foul misplac’d.
But canst thou guess that he doth aim at it ?
Cate. Ay, on my life ; and hopes to find you forward
Upon his party, for the gain thereof :
And, thereupon, he, sends|you this good-news,—
‘That, this same very day, your enemies,
The kindred of the queen, must die at Pomfret,
" Hast. Indeed, I am no mourner for that news,
Because they have been still my adversaries :
But, that I'll give my voice on Richard’s side,
To bar my master’s heirs in true descent,
God knows, I will not doit, to the death.
Cate. God keep your lordship in that gracious mind !
Hast.But I shall laugh at this a twelve-month hence,—
That they, who brought me in my master’s hate,
1 live to look upon their tragedy.
Well, Catesby, ere a fortnight make me older,
P11 send some packing, that yet think not on’t.
Cate. 'Tis a vile thing to die, my gracious lord,
When men are unprepar’d, and look not for it.
Hast. O monstrous, monstrous ! and so falls it out
With Rivers, Vaughan, Grey : and so ’twill do
W ith some men else, who think themselves as safe
As thou, and I ; Who, as thou know’st, are dear
To princely Richard, and to Buckingham.
Cate. The princes both make high account of you,—
For they account his head upon the bridge. [Aside.
Hast. 1 know, they do ; and I have well deserv’d it.

N Enter STANLEY.

Come on, come on, where is your boar-spear, man ?
Fear you the boar, and go so unprovided ?
Stan. My lord, good morrow :—and, good morrow,
Catesby :—
You may jest on, but, by the holy rood,?
I.do not like these several councils, 1.
Hast. My lord, I hold my life as dear as your’s ;
And never, in my life, I do protest, '
Was it more precious to me than ’tis now :
Think you, but that I know our state secure,
1 would be so triumphant as I am ?

(9] i e. the cross. So in Spenser’s Fairy Queen, B. VI.c. vi:
« And nish thereto a little chapell stoode
‘Which being a1l with yvy overspred,
Deck’d all the roofe, and shadowing the rood

(2
- 8eem’d like a grove fair branched overhed.”” STEEV.
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Stan. The lords at Pomfret, when they rode from
London,
Were jocund, and suppos’d their states were sure,
And they, indeed, had no cause to mistrust ;
But yet, you see, how soon-the day o’er-cast.
‘This sudden stab of rancour I misdoubt :
Pray God, I say, I prove-a needless coward!
What, shall we toward the Tower? the day is spent.
Haast. Come, come, have with you.*—Wot you what,
my lord ?
To-day, the lords you talk of are beheaded.
Stan. T_hey.dfor their truth, might better wear their
heads,
Than some, that have accus’d them, wear their hats.
But come, my lord, let’s away.

Enter a Pursuivant. -
Hast. Go on before, I'll talk with this good fellow. .
[Exeunt STANLEY and CATESBY.
How now, sirrah, how goes the world with thee ¢
Purs. The better, that your lordship please te ask.
Hast. 1 tell thee, man, ’tis better with- me now,
“Than when thou met’st me last where now we meet :
Then was I going prisoner to the Tower,
By the suggestion of the queen’s allies ;
But now, I tell thee (keep it to thyself),
‘This day those enemies are put to death,
And I in better state than e’er I was,
Purs. God hold it, to your honour’s good content !
Hast. Gramercy, fellow : There, drink that for me.
‘ . [ Throwing him hie purse.
Purs. 1 thank your honour. [£xit Pursuivant,
Enter a Priest.
Pricst. Well met, my lord ; T am glad to see your
honour, )
Hast. 1 thank thee, good sir John, with all my heart.
1 am in your debt for your last exercise ;2
Come the next sabbath, and I will content you.

Enter BUCKINGHAM.
Buck. What, talking with a priest, lord chamberlain?
Your friends at Pomfret, they do need a priest ;
Your honour hath no shriving work in hand.3

€11 This phrase signified merely I will go along with you ;** andis an
expression in use at this day. M. MASON.

2] Attending him in private to hear his confession.  MAL.

3] Shriving work is confession. ~ JOHNS.
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Hast. *Good faith, and when I met this holy man,
The men you talk of came into mg' mind.
What, go you toward the Tower
Buck. 1 do, my lord ; but long I cannotstay there ;
1 shall return before/yourlordship thence.
Hast. Nay, like enough, for I stay dinner there.
Buck. And supper too,altho’ thou knew’st it not.[Asi."
~Come, will you go ?
Hast. I'll wait upon your lordship. [Exeunt.

SCENE III.

Pomfret. Before the Castle. Enter RATCLIFY, with a Guard,
conducting R1vERs, GrRRY, and VAUGHAN, to Execution.
Rat. Come, bring forth the prisoners.

Riv. Sir Richard Ratcliff, let me tell thee this,—
- To-day, thou shalt behold a subject die,
For truth, for duty, and for loyalty. ;
Grey. God keep the prince from all the pack of you !
A knot you are of damned blood-suckers.
Vaugh. You live, that shall cry woe for this hereafter.
Rat. Despatch ; the limit of your lives is out.
Riv. O Pomfret, Pomfret ! O thou bloody prisen,
Fatal and omineus to noble peers?
‘Within the guilty closure of thy walls,
Richard the Second here was hack’d to death 3
And, for more slander to thy dismal seat,
We give thee up our guiltless blood to drink.
Grey. Now Margaret’scurse is fallen wpon our heads,
When she exclaim’d on Hastings, you, and I,
- For standing by when Richard stabb’d her son.
Riv. Then curs’d she Hastings, then curs’d she
‘ Buckingham, - B

Then curs’d she Richard :=—O, remember, God,

T'o hear her prayers for them, as now for us !

And for my sister, and her princely sons,—

Be satisfied, dear God, with our true bloods,

Which, as thou know’st, unjustly must be spilt !
Rat. Make haste, the hour of death is expiate.4
Riy. Come, Grey,—come, Vaughan,—let us here

, embrace :
Farewel, until we meet again in heaven. [Exeunt.

m%g .Ex;:;zxi: ased for expiated ; It scems to mean, fully completed, and
30 VOL, V.
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. SCENE 1V.

London. A Room in the Tower. BUCKINGHAM, STANLEY,
HASTINGS, the Bithop of ELy, CaTESBY, LOVEL, and oth-
ers, sitting at @ Tables \Officers of the Council attending.

Hast. Now, noble peers, the cause why we are met
Is—to determine of the coronation :
In God’s name speak, when is the royal day ?
Buck. Are all things ready for that royal time ?
Stan. They are ; and wants but nomination.s
£ly. To-morrow theu I judge a happy day.
Buck. Who knows the lord protector’s mind herein ?
Who is most inward with the noble duke ?
Ely. Your _g:lace, we think, should soonest know his
mind.
Buck. We know each other’sfaces : for our hearts,—
‘He knows no more of mine, than I of yours ;
‘Nor 1, of his, my lord, than you of mine ;=
L.ord Hastings, you and he are near in love.
Hast. I thank his grace, I know he loves me well 5
But, for his purpose in the coronation,
1 have not sounded him, nor he deliver’d
His gracious pleasure any way therein :
But you, my noble lord, may name the time ;
And in the duke’s behalf I'll give my voice,
‘Which, I presume, he’ll take in-gentle part.

Eater GLosTER.
Ely. In happy time, here comes the duke himself.
Glo. My noble lords and cousins, all, good-morrow :
1 have been long a sleeper ; but, I trust,
My absence doth neglect no great design,
WWhich by my presence might have been concladed.
Buck. Had ﬁou not come upon your cue,$ my lord,
William lord Hastings had pronounc’d your part,—
1 mean, your voice,—for crowning of the king.
Glo. Than my lord Hastings, no man mightbe bolder;
His lordship knows me well, and loves me well.
—~My lord of Ely, when I was last in Holborn,
I saw good strawberries in your garden there ;
1 do beseech you, send for some of them.
. uf-ﬁn ime’dn %n%{; gl{'n.g wanting, is appointment of a particular day for the
6] This expression is borrowed from the theatre. The cus, gueus, or fail

a speech consists of the last words, which are the token for an entrance
Ax answer.  T'0 coms #r the cus, therefore, is to come at the pf;m ti:\e-
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Ely. Marry, and will, my lord, with all my heart.
[Exit ELY.
Glo. Cousin of Buckingham, a word with you.
[ Takes him aside.
Catesby hath sounded/Hastings in our business ;
And finds the testy gentleman so hot,
That he will lose his head, ere give consent,
His master’s child, as worshipfully he terms it,
Shall lose the royalty of England’s throne.
Buck. Withdraw yourself awhile, I’ll go with you.
[Exeunt GLOSTER and BUCKINGHAM.
Stan. We have not yet set down this day of triumph.
To-morrow, in my judgment, is too sudden ; -
For 1 myself am not so well provided,
As else I would be, were the day prolong’d.
Re-enter Bishofi of ELY.
Ely. Where is my lord protector ? I have sent
For these strawberries.
"Hast. His grace looks cheerfully and smooth this
morning ; ‘
There’s some conceit or other likes him well,
When he doth bid good morrow with such spirit.
1 think, there’s ne’er a man in Christendom,
.Can lesser hide his love, or hate, thanhe ;
For by his face straight shall you know his heart.
Stan. What of his heart perceive you in his face,
By any likelihood? he show’d to-day ?
Hast. Marry, that with no man here he is offended ;
For, were he, he had shown it in his looks.
Re-enter GLOSTER and BUCKINGHAM.

Glo. 1 pray you all, tell me what they deserve,
That do conspire my death with devilish plots
Of damned witchcraft ; and that have prevail’d
Upon my body with their hellish charms ?

Hast. The tender love I bear your grace, my lord,
Makes me most forward in this noble presence
‘To doom the offenders : Whosoe’er they be,
1 33, my lord, they have deserved death. )

lo. Then be your eyes the witness of their evil,

Look how I am bewitch’d ; behold mine arm
1s, like a blasted sapling, wither’d up :
And this is Edward’s wife, that monstrous witch,
Consorted with that harlot, strumpet Shore,

{7) 8emblance ; appearances  JOHNS.

1




56 - XING RICHARD II. Acr 111,

That by their witchcraft thus have marked me.

Hast. If they have done this deed, my noble lord,——

Glo. If ! thou protector of this damned strumpet,
Talk’st thou to me of ifs ?>~—~Thou art a traitor ;—
Off with his head/\\Anow, by sdint Pdul I swear,
I will not dine until I see the same.——
Lovel, and Catesby, look, that it be done ;
The rest, that love me, rise, and follow me.
[(Exe. Council, with GLOSTER and BUCKINGHAMNM.
Hast. Woe, woe, for England ! not a whit for me ;
For I, too fond, might have prevented this :
Stanley did dream, the boar did rase his helm ;
But 1 disdain’d it, and did scorn to fly,
Three times to-day my foot-cloth horse did stumble,$
And startled, when he look’d upon the Tower,
As loath to bear me to the slaughter-house.
O, now I want the priest that spake tome :
I now repent I told the pursuivant,
As too triumphing, how mine enemies,
To-day at Pomfret bloodily were butcher’d,
And I myself secure in grace and favour.
O, Margaret, Margaret, now thy heavy curse
Is lighted on poor Hastings’ wretched head.
Cate. Despatch, my lord, the duke would be at dinner ;
Make a short shrift, he longs to see your head.
Has¢. O momentary grace of mortal men,
Which we more hunt for than the grace of God !
Who builds his hope in air of your fair looks,*®
Lives like a drunken sailor on a mast ;
Ready, with every nod, to tumble down
Into the fatal bowels of the deep.
Lov. Come, come, despatch ; ’tis bootless to exclaim .
Hast. Oh, bloody Richard !~miserable England !
1 prophesy the fearful’st time to thee,
That ever wretched age hath look’d upon.—
Come, lead me to the block, bear him my head ;
They smile at me, who shortly shall be dead. [Exeuns.

[8] So, in The Legend of Lord Hastings, M. D.1463. (Master Dalmaan.]
My palt're;. in the playnest paved streete,
%ry:e b‘:vn % h(is boanes, M”c::fi‘dw the ﬂﬁ'"ﬂ',
ryse ‘as Balams asse wer.
The housings o’h ;ors:, and sometimes &e horse himself, were anciently.
denominated a foot-cloth. STEEV. .

(91 So, Horace :  Nescius auret fallacks.  JOHNS.
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SCENE V. .

The same. The Tower Walls. Enter GLosTER and Buck-

" INGHAM, in rusty armour, marvellous ill:favoured.®

Glo. Come, cousin, canst thou'quake,land change thy
colour ?
Murder thy breath in middle of a word,—
And then again begin, and stop again,
As if thou wert distraught, and mad with terror ?
Buck. Tut, I can counterfeit the deep tragedian ;
Speak, and look back, and pry on every side,
remble and start at wagging of a straw,
Intending deep suspicion :2 ghastly looks
Are at my service, like enforced smiles ;
And both are ready in their offices,
At any time, to grace my stratagems.
But what, is Catesby gone ? .~
Glo. He is ; and, see, he Lrings the mayor along,.
Enter the Lord Mayor, and CATESBY.

Buck.Let me alonetoentertainhim.—Lord mayor,——
Glo. Look to the draw-bridge there.
Buck. Hark, hark ! a drum.
Glo. Catesby, o’erlook the walls.
Buck.Lord mayer,the reason we have sent for you,~—e—
Glo. Look back, defénd thee, here are enemies.
Buck. God and our innocence defend and guard us !
Enter LoveL and RATCLIFF, with HasTIiNGS’s head.

Glo. Be patient, they are friends; Ratcliff, and Lovel.
Lov. Here is the head of that ignoble traitor,

The dangerous and unsuspected Hastings.
Glo. So dear I lov’d the man, that I must weep.

1 took him for the plainest harmless’t creature,

That breath’d upon the earth a christian ;

Made him my book, wherein my soul recorded

The history of all her secret thoughts :

So smooth he daub’d his vice with show of virtue,

That, his apparent open guilt omitted,—

I mean, his conversation with Shore’s wife,—

£1) Thus Holinshed : ‘< The protector immediately after dinner, intend.
ing to set some_colour upon the matter, sent in a]l haste for many substan-

g:el men ont of the citie into the tower ; and at their coming, himselfe with -

duke of Buckingham, stood harnessed in old ill-faring briganders, such
a8 rio man should weene they would vouchsafe to have put upon their backes.
that some sudd itie had constreined them,’” STEEV.
€2) That is, prétending.  STEEV.
30* VOL. V.




~

58 KING RICHARD mf. ' 4C% WI.

He liv’d from all gttainder of suspect.
Buck. Well, well, he was the covert’st shelter’d traitor
That ever liv’d.—Look you, my lord mayor,
Would you imagine, or almost believe,
(Wer’t not, that by \great/préservation
We live to tell it you,) the subtle traitor
This day had plotted, in the council-house,
To murder me, and my good lord of Gloster ¥
May. What ! had he so?
Glo. What ! think you we are TFurks or infidels ?
Or that we would, against the form of law,
Proceed thus rashly in the villain’s death ;
But that the extreme peril of the case,
The peace of England, and our persons’ safety,
Enforc’d us to this execution ?
May. Now, fair befal you ! he deserv’d his death ;
And your good graces both have well proceeded,
To warn false traitors from the like attempts.
I never look’d fer better at his hands, :
After he once fell in with mistress Shore.
Buck. Yet had we not determin’d he should die,
Until your lordship came to see his end ;
Which now the loving haste of these our friends,
Somewhat against our meaning, hath prevented :
Because, my lord, we would have had you heard
The traitor speak, and timorously confess
The manner and the purpose of his treasons ;
That you might well have signify’d the same:
Unto the citizens, who, haply, may
Misconstrue us in him, and wail his death.
May. But, my good lord, your grace’s word shall serve,
As well as I had seen, and heard him speak :
And do not doubt, right noble princes both,
But I’ll acquaint our duteous citizens
With all your just proceedings in this case.
Glo. And to that end we wish’d your lordship here,
To avoid the censures of the carping world.
Buck. But since you came too late of our intent,
Yet witness what you hear we did intend :
And so, my good lord mayor, we bid farewell.
[ Exit Lord Mayor.
Glo. Go, after, after, cousin Buckingham.
‘The mayor towards Guild-hall hies him in all post :—
‘There, at your meetest vantage of the time,
Infer the bastardy of Edward’s children ;
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Tell them, how Edward put to death a citizen,
Only for saying—he would make his son
Heir to the crown ; meaning, indeed, his house,
Which, by the sign thereof, was termed so.
Moreover, urge his'hateful luxury,
And bestial appetite in change of lust ; .
Which stretch’d unto their servaats, daughters, wives,
Even where his raging eye, or savage heart,
W ithout control, listed to make his prey.
Nay, for a need, thus far come near my person :—
‘Tell them, when that my mother went with child
Of that insatiate Edward, noble York, .
My princely father, then had wars in France-;
And, by just computation of the time,
Found, that the issue was not his begot ;
Which well appeared in his lineaments,
Being nothing like the noble duke my father :
Yet touch this sparingly, as ’twere far off ;
Beeause, my lord, you know, my mother lives.
Buck. Doubt not, my lord ; P’ll play the orator,
As if the golden fee, for which I plead,
Were for myself : and so, my lord, adieu.
Glo. If you thrive well,bring them to Baynard’s castle ;
W here you shall find me well accompanied,
With reverend fathers, and well-learned bishops.
Buck. 1go ; and, towards three or four o’clock,
Look for the news that the Guild-hall affords.
[Exit BUCKINGHAM.
Glo. Go, Lovel, with all speed to doctor Shaw,—
Go thou [70 CAT.] to friar genker ;—Dbid them both
Meet me, within this hour, at Baynard’s castle.
{£xcunt LoviEL and CATESBY.
Now will 1 in, to take some privy order :
To draw the brats of Clarence out of sight ;
And to give notice, that no manner of person
Have, any time, recourse unto the princes. [Exit.

SCENE VI.
4 Street.. Enter a Scrivener.

Scri. Here is the indictmentiof the good lord Hastings ;
Which in a set hand fairly is engross’d,
That it may be to-day read o’er in Paul’s,
And mark how well the sequel hangs together ;= -
Eleven hours I have spent to write it over,
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For yesternight by Catesby was it sent me ;

The precedent was full as long a doing :

And yet within these five hours Hastings liv'd,
Untainted, unexamin’d, free, at liberty.

Here’s a good world the while :—~Who.is so gross,
‘That cannot see' this palpable device' ? '

Yet who so bold, but says—he sees it not ?

Bad is the world ; and all will come to nought,

When such bad dealing must be seen in thought.$ [Exiz.

SCENE VIL.

The same. Court of Baynard’s Castle. Enter GLOSTER and
: BUCKINGHAM, meeting.
Glo. How now, how now ? What say the citizens ?
Buck. Now by the holy mother of our Lord,
The citizens are mum, say not a word.
Glo. Touch’d you the bastardy of Edward’s children ?
Buck. 1 did ; with his centrict with lady Lucy,
And his contrict by deputy in France :
The insatiate greediness of his desires,
And his enforcement of the city wives ;
His tyranny for trifles ; his own bastardy,—
As being got, your father then in France ;
Anpd his resemblance, being not like the duke.
Withal, I did infer your lineaments,—
Being the right idea of your father,
Both in your form and nobleness of mind :
Laid open all your victories in Scotland,
Your discipline in war, wisdom in peace,
Your bounty, virtue, fair humility ;
Indeed, left nothing, fitting for your purpose,
Untouch’d, or slightly handled, in discourse.
And, when my oratory grew to an end,
1 bade them, that did love their country’s good,
Cry—God save Richkard, England’s royal king !
Glo. And did they so?
Buck. No, so God help me, they spake not a word ;
But, like dumb statues, or breathless stones,
Star’d on each other, and look’d deadly pale.
Which when I saw, I reprehended them ;
And ask’d the mayor, what meant this wilful silence :
His answer was,—the people were not us’d :
To be spoke to, but by the recorder. ) )

13) That is, seen in silence, without notice or detection. JOHNS.
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Then he was urg’d to tell my tale again ;—

Thus saith the duke, thus hath the duke i&/‘crfd ;

But nothing spoke in warrant from himse!

When he had done, some, followers of mine own,

At lower end o’'the hall, hurl’d-up their caps,

And some ten voices cry’d, God save king Rickard !

And thus I took the vantage of those few,—

Thanks, gentle citizens, and friends, quoth1;

This general applause, and cheerful shout,

Argues your wisdom, and your love to Richard :

And even here brake off, and came away.
Glo. What tongueless blocks were they ; would they

not speak ? ’

Will not the mayor then, and his brethren, come ?
Buck. The mayor is here at hand ; intend some fear;4

Be not you spoke with, but by mighty suit :

And look you get a prayer-bock in your hand,

And stand between two churchmen, good my lord ;

For on that ground I'll make a holy descant :

And be not easily won to our requests ;

Play the maid’s part, still answer Nay, and take it.
Glo. I go; and if you plead as well for them,

As I can say nay to thee for myself,s

No doubt we’ll bring it to a happy issue.
Buck. Go, go, up tothe leads ; the lord mayor knocks.

[Exit GLOSTER.

Enter the Lord Mayor, Aldermen, and Citizens.
Welcome, my lord : 1 dyance attendance here ;
1 think, the duke will not be spoke withal.

Enter, from the Castle, CATESBY.

~—Now, Catesby ! what says your lord to my request ?

Cate. He doth intreat your grace, my noble lord,
To visit him to-morrow, or next day :
He is within, with two right reverend fathers,
Divinely bent to meditation ;
And in no worldly suit would he be mov’d,
Todraw him from his holy exercise. .

Buck. Return, good Catesby, to the gracious duke ;
Tell him, myself, the mayor, and aldermen,
In deep designs, in matter of great moment,

{4 Perhaps, l{;‘egend ; though intend will stand in the sense of giving at-

tention.  JO
(5) Buckingh-m is to plead for the citizens ; and if (says Richard) you

lmk for them as plausibly as I in my own person, or for my own 8y
shall seem to deny Em suit, there 3 0o IZ’m but we lhall’ b‘:in?;!lm a
Mappy issue.  STEEV,
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No less importing than our general good,

Are come to have some conference with his grace.
Cate. I'll signify so much unto him straight. [ Exir.
Buck. Ah, ha, my lord, this prince is not an Edward!

Me is not lolling ona Jewd day-bed,

But on his knees at meditation;

Not dallying with a brace of courtezans,

But meditating with two deep divines ;

Not sleeping, to engross his idle body,¢

But praying, to enrich his watchful soul :

Happy were England, would this virtuous prince

Take on himself the sovereignty thereof :

But, sure, I fear, we shall ne’er win him to it.

May. Marry, God defend, his grace should say us nay?!
Buck. 1 fear, he will : here Catesby comes again ;
- Re-enter CATESBY.

—Now, Catesby, what says his grace ?

Cate. He wonders to what end you have assembled

Such 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 cousin should

Suspect me, that I mean no good to him : -

By heaven, we come to him in perfect love ;

And so once more return and tell his grace. [Ex.CATE.

When holy and devout religious men . -

Are at their beads, ’tis hard to draw them thence ;

So sweet is zealous contemplation. '

Enter GLOSTER in @ Gallery above, between twe Biskepe
CATESBY returns. .
May. See, where his grace stands ’tween two clergy-
men !7 .
Buck, Two props of virtue for a Christian prince,
To stay him from the fall of vanity : -
And, see, a book of prayer in his hand ;
‘True ornaments to know a holy man.—
Famous Plantagenet, most gracious prince,
Lend favourable ear to our requests ;
And pardon us the interruption
Of thy devotion, and right-christian zeal.
Glo. My lord, there needs no such apology ;

€63 To fatten : to pamper, OHNS. '
‘g7 This pious and courtly Ma;or was Edmund Shaw, brother to Doctor

the palpit at Saint Panl’s Cross.

shaw, whom Richard had employeg( x)h prove his title to the crown, from

Y Pl

"
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1 rather do beseech you pardon me,

Who, earnest in the service of my God,

Neglect the visitation of my friends.

But, leaving this, what is-your gracels pleasure ?
Buck. Even that, I hope, which pleaseth God above,

And all good men of this ungovern’d isle.
Glo. I do suspect, I have done some offence,

That seems disgracious in the city’s eye ;

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance.
Buck. You have, my lord; would it might please

your grace,

On our entreaties to amend your fault !
Glo. Else wherefore breathe 1 in a christian land ¢
Buck. Know, then, it is your fault, that you resign

The supreme seat, the throne majestical,

The scepter’d office of your ancestors,

Your state of fortune, and your due of birth,

The lineal glory of your royal house, -

To the corruption of a blemish’d stock :

Whilst, in the mildness of your sleepy thoughts,

Which here we waken to our country’s good

he noble isle doth want her ro&er limbs ;

Her face defac’d with scars of infamy,

Her royal stock graft with ignoble plants,

And almost shoulder’d in the swallowing gulfe

Of dark forgetfulness and deap oblivion,

Which to re-cure, we heartily solicit

Your gracious self to take on you the charge

And kingly government of this your land :

Not as protector, steward, substitute,

.Or lowly factor for another’s gain :

But as successively, from blood to blood,

Your right of birth, your empery, your own.

For this, consorted with the citizens,

Your very worshipful and loving friends,

And by their vehement instigation,

In this just suit come I to move your grace.
Glo. 1 cannot tell, if to depart in silence,

Or bitterl{ to speak in your reproof,

Best fitteth my degree, or your condition :

If, not to answer,—you might haply think,

Tongue-tied ambition, not replying, yielded

{83 1 believe we should read :

. almost smoulder’d in the swallowing gulf.
Thas is, almost smother’d, covered and lost.  JOHNS.
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To bear the golden yoke of sovereignty,
Which fondly you would here impose on me ;
If to reprove you for this suit of yours,
So season’d with your faithful love to me,
Then, on the othet/side, I check’d my friends,
Therefore,~to speak, and to avoid the first ;
And then, in speaking, not to incur the last,—
Definitively thus I answer you.
Your love deserves my. thanks ; but my desert
Unmeritable, shuns your high request.

" First, if all obstacles were cut away,
And that my péth were evento the crown,
As the ripe revenue and due of birth ;
Yet so much is my poverty of spirit,
So mighty, and so many, my defects,
That I would rather hide me from my greatness,—
Being a bark to brook no mighty sea,—
Than in my greatness covet to be hid,
And in the vapour of my glory smother’d.
But, God be thank’d, there is no need of me,
S“And much I need to help you,9 if need were ;)

he royal tree hath left us royal fruit,
Which, mellow’d by the stealing hours of time,
Will well become the seat of majesty,
And make, no doubt, us happy in his reign,
On him I lay what you would lay on me ;
The right and fortune of his happy stars,—
Which, God defend, that I should wring from him !
Buck. My lord, this argues conscience in your grace ;

But the respects thereof are nice and trivial,
All circumstances well considered.
You say, that Edward is your brother’s son ;
So say we too, but not by Edward's wife ;
For first he was contréct to lady Lucy,
Your mother lives a witness to his vow ;
And afterwards by substitute betroth’d .
To Bona, sister to the king of France.
These both put by, a poor petitioner,

. A care-craz’d mother toa many sons,
A beauty-waning and distressed widow,
Even in the afternoon of her best days,
Made prize and purchase of his wanton eye,
Seduc’d the pitch and height of all his thoughts

9] A‘nd l]-g‘gt)l‘ guch of the ability requisite to give yoa help, if help were
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To base declension and loath’d bigamy :
%y her, in his unlawful bed, he got

his Edward, whom our manners callthe prince.
More bitterly conld /I expostulate;

Save that, for reverence to some alive,
Igive a sparing limit to my tongue.

Then, good my lord, take to your royal self
This proffer’d benefit of dignity : :

If not to bless us and the land withal,

Yet to draw forth your noble ancestry
From the corruption of abusing time,

Unto a lineal true-derived course. -

May. Do, good my lord ; your citizens entreat gou.

Buck. Refuse not, mighty lord, this proffer’d love.

Cate. O, make them joyful, grant their lawful suit.

Glo. Alas, why would you heap those cares on me ?
I am unfit for state and majesty ;=
T do beseech you, take it not amiss 3
I cannot, nor I will not, yield to you.

Buck. If you refuse it,—as in love and zeal,

Loath to depose the child, yaur brother’s son ;

As well we know your tenderness of heart,

Ana gentle, kind, effeminate remorse,

Which we have noted in you to your kindred,

And equally, indeed, to all estates,—

Yet know, whe’r you accept our suit or no,

Your brother’s son shall never reign our king ;

But we will plant some other in your throne,

To the disgrace and downfall of your house.

And, in this resolution, here we leave you ;

~-Come, citizens, we will eatweat.no more. :
, [Execunt Buck. and Citizens

Cate. Call them again,sweet prince, accepttheir suit ;
If you deny them, all the land will rue it. )

Gio. Will you enforce me to a world of cares?
Well, call them again ; I am net made of stone, )
But penetrable to your kind entreaties, [Exiz CaTE.
Albeit against my conscience and my soul.

Re-enter BuCKINGHAM, and tAe rest,
~Cousin of Buckingham,—and’sage, grave men,—
Since you will buckle fortune on my back,

To bear her burden, whe’r I will, or no,

must have patience to endure the load :
But if black scandal, or foul-fac’d reproach,

31 VOL, V.



66 KING RIGHARD IIf. A0 1¥.

Attend the se?uel of your imposition,
Your meer enforcement shall acquittance me
From all the impure blots and stains thereof ;
For God he knows, and you may partly see,
How far I am frem/the desire ©of this,
May. God bless your grace ! we see it, and will say it.
Glo. In saying so, you shall but say-the truth.
Buck. Then I salute you with this royal title,—
Long live king Richard, England’s worthy king !
All. Amen.
Buck. To-morrow may it please you to be crown’d ?
Glo. Even whien you please, since you will have it so.
Buck. To-morrow then we will attend your grace ;
And so, most joyfully, we take our leave.
Glo. [Z'o the Bishops.] Come, let us to our holy

work again :
Farewel, good cousin ;—farewel, gentle friends.
[Ezeunt.
ACT IV,

SCENE 1—3Bcfore the Tower. Enter, on one side, Queen BLI2=
ABETH, Duchess of York, and Marquis of DORSET ; on the

. other, ANNE Duchese of GLOSTER, leading Lady MARGA-
8ET PLANTAGENET, CLARENGE’s young Daughter.

Duchess.
WHO meets us here >—my nieoce Plantagenet
Led in the hand of her kind aunt of Gloster ?
Now, for my life, she’s wand’ring to the Tower,
On pure heart’s love, to greet the tender prince.—
- Paughter, well met.
JAnne. God give your graces both
A happy and a joyful time of day !
Q.Eliz. As much toyou, good sister ! Whither away ?
JAnne. No further than the Tower ; and, as I guess,
Upon the like devotion as yourselves,
‘To gratulate the gentle princes there.
Q.ElLz. Kind sister, thanks; we’ll enter all together:

Enter BRAKENBURY.

And, in-good time, here the lieutenant comes.—

Master lieutenant, pray you, by your leave,

How doth the prince, and my young son of York ?
Brak. Right well, dear madam : by your patience,

AN N
AN
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I may not suffer you to visit them ;
The king hath strictly charg’d the contrary.
Q.Eliz. The king ! who's that ?
Brak. I mean, the lord protector.
Q.Eliz. The Lord/protect’him-from that kinglx title ¢
Hath he set bounds between their love, and me ?
Iam their mother, who shall bar me from them ?
Duch. I am their father’s mother, I will see them.
Anne. Their aunt I am in law, in love their mother ;
‘Then bring me to their sights ; I’ll bear thy blame,
And take thy office from thee, on my peril.
Brak. No, madam, no, I may not leaveitso;* |,
I am bound by oath, and therefore pardon me, [Exit,

Enter STANLEY.
Stan. Let me but meet you, ladies, one hour hence,
And D'l salute your grace of York as mother,
And reverend looker-on of two fair queens.—
Come, madam, you mast straight to Westminster,
.[‘:o the Duckess of GLOSTER.
There to be crowned Richard’s royal queen.
Q.Eliz. Ah, cut my lace asunder !
That my pent heart may have some scope to beat,
Or else I swoon with this dead-killing news.
Anne. Despiteful tidings! O unpleasing news !
Dor. Be of good cheer.—Mother,how fares your grace »
Q.Eliz. O Dorset, speak not to me, get thee gone,
Death and destruction dog thee at the heels ;
Thy mother’s name is ominous to children =
If thou wilt outstrip death, go cross the seas,
And live with Richmond, from the reach of hell.
Go, hie thee, hie thee, from this slaughter-house,
Lest thou increase the number of the dead ; .
And make me die the thrall ef Margaret’s curse,—
Nor mother, wife, nor England’s counted queen.
Stan. Full of wise care is this your counsel, madam :
~—Take all the swift advantage of the hours ;
You shall have letters from me to my son
In your behalf, to meet you on the way :
Be not ta’en hardy by unwise delay.
Duch. O ill-dispersing wind of misery !—
O my accursed womb, the bed of death ;
A cockatrice hast thou hatch’d to the world,

{1] That is, I may not 30 resi office, which you offer to take on yon
2t yoor perile ngrNs. fesign my it iy ) y
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Whose unavoided eye is murderous !3 ‘
Stan. Come, madam, come ; Iin all haste was sent.
Anne. And I with all unwillingness will go.—
O, would to God, that the inclusive verge
Of golden metal; that must mound/my brow,
Were red-hot steel, to sear me to the brain !3
Anointed let me be with deadly venom ; .
And die, ere men can say, God save the queen !
Q.Eliz, Go, go, poor soul, I envy not thy glory ;
To feed my humour, wish thyself no harm. -
Anne. No! why ?—When he, that is my husbaad now,
Came to me, as I follow’d Henry’s corse ;
When scarce the blood was well wash’d from his hands,
Which issu’d from my other angel husband,
And that dead saint which then I weeping follow’d ;
O, when, I say, I look’d on Richard’s face,
This was my wish,—Be thou, quoth 1, accure’d,
For making me, so young, so old a widow !
And, when thou wedd’st, let sorrow haunt thy bed ;
And be thy wife g::fany be so mad) : .
More miserable by the life of thee, .
Than thou hast made me by my dear lord’s death !
Lo, ere I can repeat this curse again,
Even in so short a space, my woman’s heart
Grossly grew captive to his honey words,
And prov’d the subject of mine own soul’s curse :
Which ever since hath held mine eyes from rest ;
For never yet one hour in his bed -
Did I enjoy the golden dew of sleep,
But with his timorous dreams was still awak’d.5
Besides, he hates me for my father Warwick ;
And will, no doubt, shertly be rid of me.

" 2] The cockatrice is a serpent supposed to originate from a m’lt‘gn' ‘e,u.

. (3] She seems te allude to the ancient mode of punishing a regicide, or
an¥ other egregious criminal, viz. by placing a crown of iron, heated red-
hot, upon his head. 1In some of the monkish accounts of a place of future
torment, a burning crowsn is likewise appropriated to those who deprived
any lawful monarch of his kingdom. STEEYV .——John, the son of Yaivode
Stephen, having defeated the army of Hungarian g 8, called Croisad.
in 1514, caused their general, ¢ called George,to be stript naked, upon whose
head the executioner set acrown of bot burning iron.”” This is the fact to
which Goldsmith alludes ; )
¢« Luke’s iron crown, and Damien’s bed of steel”” e
Though it was George, and not his brother Luke, who was so punished :
but George’s wonld not suit the pect’s metre. . The Earl of Athol. who was
executed on account of the murder of Yames 1. King of Scots. w::s previoms
to his death, ¢ crowned with a hot iron.”” See Holinshed. © RITSON.
(3 {] *Tis recorded by Polydore Virgil, that Richard was ﬁ-eﬁnemlydismb-
eq by terrible dreams : this is therefore no fiction,. ~ JOHNS.
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Q.Eiiz, Poor heart, adieu ; I pity thy complaining.
Anne. No more than with my soul I mourn for your’s.
Dors. Farewel, thou woeful welcomer of glory !
JAnne, Adieu, poor soul, that tak’st thy leave of it !
Duchk. Go thou\te/Richmond{ aid good fortune guide:
thee ! {70 DoRSET.
~~Go thou to Richard, and good angels tend thee !
(7o ANNE.
-—Go thou to sanctuary, and good thoughts possess thee!
{70 Q. EL1z.
I to my grave, where peace and rest lie with me !
Eighty odd years of sorrow have I seen,
And each hour’s joy wreck’d with a week of teen.¢
Q.Eliz. Stay yet ; look back, with me, unto the Tower:
—Pity, you ancient stones, those tender babes,
Whom envy hath immur’d within your walls !
Rough cradle for such little pretty ones !
Rude ragged nurse! old sullen play-fellow?
For tender princes, use my babies well !
So foolish sorrow bids your stones farewel.8 [Exeunt.

' SCENE 1I.

A4 Room of State in the Palace. Flourish of Trumpets. Ricm-
Awp, as King, upon his Throne, BUCKINGHAM, CATESRBY,
a Page, and others.

K.Rich. Stand all apart.—Cousin of Buckingham,~—
Buck. My gracious sovereign.
K.Rich. Give me thy hand. Thaus high, by thy advice,.

And thy assistance, is king Richard seated.:—-

But shall we wear these glories for a day #

Or shall they last, and we rejoice in them .

 Buck. Still live they, and forever let them last.!

K.Rich. Ah, Buckingham, now do I'play the touch,®

To try if thou be current gold, indeed :—

¥oung Edward lives ;—Think now what I would speak.
Buck. Say on, my loving lord; -
K.Rich. Why, Buckingham, I'say, T'would be king.
Buck. Why, so you are, my thrice-renowned liege.
K.Rich. Ha ! am I king ? *Tis so: but Edward lives.

(6% %mn I‘l‘ :grrgrw. sTEEVa;_ Pay-fAN harsh
7] To call the Tower nurse and play-félloaw i8 very harsh : perh t
- of this spech is addressed to the Tocui?, and part to the Lientenpaent.ap’jr)al;.
. £81 Hither the third Act should be extended, aud here it very properly.
ends with 2 pause of action,  JOHNS;
9] To play the touch is to represent the touchsione, STEEV.
31* VOL. V.
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Buck. True, noble prince.
- K.Rich. O bitter consequence,

That Edward still should live,—true, noble prince '—

Cousin, thou wast not wont to be so dull ;—

Shall I be plain/¢\I'wish'the(bastardsdead ;

And I would have it suddenly perform’d.

What say’st thou now ? Speak suddenly, be brief.
Buck. Your grace may do your pleasure.
K. Rich. Tut, tut, thou art all ice, thy kindness freezes :

N Sag. have 1 thy consent, that they shall die ?

uck.Giveme somebreath, somelittle pause,deariord,

Before I positively speak in this :

1 will resolve your grace immediately. [hExi‘t Buck.
Cate. The king is angry ; see, he ghaws his lip. [#si.
K.Rich. 1 will converse with iron-witted fools, -

And unrespective boys ;* none are for me, t

[Descends from his Throne.

That look unto me with considerate eyes ;—

High-reaching Buckingham grows circumspect.—

0 =
Page. My lord.
K.Rich. Know’st theu not any, whom corrupting gold

Would tempt unto a close exploit of death ?3
Page. 1 know a discontented gentleman,

Whose humble ‘means match not his haughty mind :

Gold were as good as twenty orators,

And will, no deubt, tempt 'him o any thing.

K. Rich. What is his name ?

Page. His name, my lord, is—Tyrrel. )

K.Rich. I partly knew the man ;.go, call him hither,
boy.—— ~ [Ewxit Puge.

‘The deep-revolving witty Buckingham3

No more shall be the neighbour-to my counsels :

Hath he so long held out with me untir'd, -

And stops he now for breath >—well, be it 'so.~—

Enter STANLEY.
How now, lord Stanley ? what’s the news ?
Stan. Know, my loving lord,
The marquis Dorset, as I hear, is fled
'To Richmond, in the parts where he abides.

0

[1] Unrespeclive is inattentive to ¢ rq;gnce, ingonsiderate. STEEV.
121 Close exploit—1s secret act.  JOHNS. L
£3)_Wisty in this place ,:,if"m” judicious or tunning. A wit was nptat

this time employed to signify a man of fancy, but was uséd for Wisdomn or

. judgmens.  STEEY. : .
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K.Rich. Come hither, Catesby : rumoar it abroad,
That Anne, my wife, is very grievous sick ;
I will take order for her keeping close.
Iriquire me out some mean-born gentleman,
Whom I will marry/straightto (Clarence’ daughter :—
The boy is foolish, and 1 fear not him.—
Look, how thou dream’st {—I say again, give out,

. That Anne my queen is sick, and like to die :

About it ; for it stands me much upon,
To step all hapes, whose growth may damage me.—

- [Exit CATESBY.
T must be marry’d to my brother’s daughter,
Or else my kingdem 'stands en brittle glass-:—

_Murder her brothers, and then marry her !

Uncertain way of gain ! but I amin

.8So far in bloed, that sin will pluck on sin.4

Tear-falling pity dwellsnot’in this eye.—
: T Re-enter Page, with TYRREL.
Is thy name—Tyrrel ?
. Tyr. James Tyrrel, and your most obedient subject.
- X Rith. Art thou, indeed ?
Tyr. Prove me, my gracious lord.

.Rich. Dar’st thou resolve to kill a friend of mine
Tyr. Please you ; but I had rather kill two enemies.
K.Rick. Why, then thou hast it ; two deep enemies,

Foes'to my rest, and my sweet sleep’s disturbers,
Are they that I would have thee deal upon:
Tyrrel, I mean those bastards in the tower. ,
Tyr. Let me have open means to come to them,
And soon I'll rid you from the fear of them.
K.Rich. Thou sing’st sweet music. Hark, come hi-
ther, Tyrrel ; -
Go,by this token.—Rise,and lend thine ear:.[ Whispiers.

. There is no.more bhut 80 :—Say, it is done,

.

-

And 1 will love thee, and prefey thee for-it. .

Tyr. 1 will despatch it straight. [E=zic,
, Re-enter BUCKINGHAM.

Buck. My lord, 1 have consider’d in my mind,

"The 'late demand that'yon did sound me in.

Lo Srepp'd in lt’h%;‘tl shioukd ¥ wade n
' e ; ) more,
S ‘ﬁ,&muu asps

K.ich. Well, let that rest. Danset is fled to Rich-

P43 *The $ame refiection occurs in'Macheth :
. & e} am i
0

aspefigus. ) Bec. . STEEV. . '
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Buck. 1 hear the news, my lord.

K.Rich. Stauley, he is your wife’s son :—=Well, look
to it. i

Buck. My lord, I claim the gift, my due by promise,

" For which your honour; and your faith is pawn’d ;

The earldom of Hereford, and the moveables,
Which you have promised I shall possess.5
K.Rich. Stanley, look to your wife ; if she convey
Letters to Richmond, you shall answer it.
Buck. What says your highness to my just request ?
K.Rich. I do remember me,—Henrg the Six
Did prophesy, that Richmond should be king,
When Richmond was a little peevish boy.
A king !—perhapse—
Buck. lord,——
K.Kich. How chance,the prophet could not at that time,
Have told me, I being by, that I should kill him ?
Buck. My lord, your promise for the earldom,—
K.Rich. Richmond !—When last I was at Exeter,
The mayor in courtesy show’d me the castle,
And calld it—Rouge-mont : at which name, I started ;
Because a bard of Ireland told me once,
1 should not live long after I saw Richmond.
Buck. My lord,——
K.Rich. Ay, what’s o’clock ? ’
Buck. I am thus bold to put your grace in mind
Of what you promis’d me.
K. Rich. Well, but what is’t o’clock ?
Buck. Upon the stroke of ten.
K.Rich. Well, let it strike.
Buck. Why, let it strike ?
K.Rich. Because that, like a Jack, thou keep’st the
. strokes .
Betwixt thy begging and my meditation.

{53 Thomas dake of Gloster, the fifth son of Edward the Third, married
one of the d:ugbten and cobeirs of Humphrey de Bohun Earl of Hereford:
Henry Stafford Duke of Buckingham was lineally descended from Thomas
Duke of Gloster, his only daughter Anne having married Edmand Earl of
Stafford, and Henry being the great grandson of Edmund and Aone. Inthis
right he and his ancestors had possessed one half of the Hereford estate ;
and he claimed and achulli obtained from Richard IIL. after he us the
throne, the restitation of the other half, which had been seized on by Ed-
ward ; and also the earldom of Hereford, and the office of Constable of Eng-
land, which had long been annexed by inheritance to that earldom. Many of
our historians, however, ascribe the breach between him and Ri to
Richard’s refusing to restore the moiety of the Hereford estate ; and Shak-
speare has followed them. MAL. y

6] An image, like those at St. Dunstan’s church in Fleet Street, and at
the market-houses at several towns in this kingdom, was usually called a
Fack of the check-houses Richard resemijes Buoc! to ope of thoee a-
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RICHARD THE THIRD.

ACT IV. Gcene IIL.
9yrrel, O thus, (quoth Forest,) lay the geatie babes thus girdling oa¢ another.
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I am not in the giving vein to-day.
Buck. Why, then resolve me whe’r you will, or no.
. K.Rich. Thou troublest me ; I am not in the vein.
, {Bxeunt K. RicHARD and T'rain.
Buck. And is it thus ?. repays he my deep service
With such contempt'?’ made Phim'king for this ?
O, let me think on Hastings ; and be gone .
To Brecknock, while my fearful head is on. {Exit.

SCENE III.
The same. Enter TYRREL.

Tyr. The tyrannous and bloody act is done ;
The most arch deed of piteous massacre,
That ever yet this land was guilty of.
Dighton, and Forrest, whom I did suborn
To do this piece of ruthless butchery, ‘
Albeit they were flesh’d villains, bloody dogs,
Melting with tenderness and mild compassion,
Wept like two children, in their deaths’ sad story. .
O thus, quoth Dighton, lay the gentle babes,~—
Fhus, thus, quoth Forrest, girdiing one another
Within their alabaster innacent arms :
Their lifrs were four red roses on a stalk, .
Which, in their summer beauty, kiss’d each-other.
A book of frrayers on their pillow lay ;
Which orice, quoth Forrest, almost chang’d my mind ; .
But, oh, the devil—there the villain stopt ;
When Dighton thus told on,—we smothered
The most replenished sweet work of nature,
That, from the prime creation, e’er she fram’d.—
~ Hence both are gone with conscience and remorse,
They could not speak ; and so I left them both,
To bear this tidings to the bloody king. ‘

Enter King RicHARD.

Amd here he comes :—All health, my sovereign lord ¥’
. K.Rich. Kind Tyrrel! am I happy in thy news ?
Tyr. If to have done the thing you gave in charge
Beget your happiness, be happy then,
For it is done.
K.Rich. But didst.thou see them dead ?
tomatons, and bidshim not suspend the stroke on the clock-bell, but strike,

that the hour may be past, and himself be at liberty to pursue his medita
tions.  SIR J. HAWKINS,
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. Tyr. 1did, my lord.
"Rich. And buried, gentle Tyrrel ?

Tyr. The chaplain of the Tower-hath buried them ;
But where, to say the truth, I do not know.

K.Rick. Come to,me, Lyrrel, soan, at after sapper,
When thou shalt'tell the process of their death.
Meantime, but think how I may do thee good,

And be inheritor of thy desire.
Farewel, till then.

Tyr. I humbly take my leave. Exit.

K.Rich. The son of Clarence have Ikpenn’d up close ;7
His daughter meanly have I match’d in marriage ;

The sons of Edward sleep in Abraham’s bosom,
And Anne my wife hath bid the world good night.
Now, for I know the Bretagne Richmond aims
At young Elizabeth, my brother’s daughter,
And, by that knot, looks proudly on the crown,
To her gol, a jolly thriving wooer.

Enter CATESBY.

Cate. My lord,—~——

K. Rich. Good news or bad, that thou com’st in so

bluntly ?

Cate. Bad news, my lord : Morton is fled to Richmond ;
And Buckingham, back’d with the hardy Welshmen,

Is in the field, and still his power increaseth.

K. Rich. Ely with Richmond troubles me more near,
Than Buckingham and his rash levied strength.
Come,—1I have learn’d, that fearful commenting
Is leaden servitor to dull delay ;9
Delay leads impotent and snail-pac’d beggary :

Then fiery expedition be my wing,

Jove’s Mercury, and herald for a king !

Go, muster men: My counsel is my shield ;

We must be brief, when traitors brave the field. [Exe.

N

{7) In Sheriff Hutton Castle, Yorkshire ; where he remained till the com-
ing of Henry VII. who immediately after the battle of Bosworth sent him
to the Tower, and some few years after, most treacherously and barbarous-
1y put him to death ; being, from a total want of education and commerce
with mankind, so ignorant, that he could not, ding to Hall, d a

e from a capon.” With this unfortw.ate younf nobleman ended the male
of the illustrious house of Plantagenet. = RITSON.

Timorous thought and cautious disquisition are dull atsendants oa
dsaly. JOHNS, o s .
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SCENE IV,
The same. Before the Palace. Enter Queen MARGARET.

Q.Mar. So, now\prosperity(begins to_mellow,
And drop into the rotten mouth of death.
Here in these confines slily have 1 lurk’d,
To watch the waining of mine enemies.
A dire induction am I witness to,? -
And will to France ; hoping the consequence
Will prove as bitter, black, and tragical. ’
Withdraw thee, wretched Margaret ! who comes here?

Enter Queen EL1zABETH and the Duchess of York.
Q.Eliz. Ah, my poor princes ! ah, my tender babes !
My unblown flowers, new-appearing sweets ! /
If yet your gentle souls fly in the air,
And be not fix’d in doom perpetual,
Hover about me with your airy wings,
And hear your mother’s lamentation !
Q.Mar. Hover about her ; say, that right for right?
Hath dimm’d your infant morn to aged night.
Duch. So many miseries have craz’d my voice,
That my woe-wearied tongue is still and mute.—
‘E.dward Plantagenet, why art thou dead ?
" Q.Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet, -
Edward for Edward pays a dying debt.
Q.Eliz. Wilt thou, O God, fly from such gentle lambs,
And throw them in the entrails of the wolf ¢
When didst thou sleep, when such a deed was done ?
Q.Mar. When holy Harry dy’d, and my sweet son.
Duch. Dead life, blind sight, poor mortal-living ghost,
Woe’s scene, world’s shame, grave’s due by life usurp’d,
Brief abstract and record of tedious days,
Rest thy unrest on England’s lawful earth, [ Sizting down
Unlawfully made drunk with innocent blood !
Q.Eliz. Ah, that thou wouldst as soon afford a grave,
Asthou canst yield a melancholy seat ;
Then would I hide my bones, not rest them here !
Ah, who hath any cause to mourn, but we ?
[Sitting down by her.
Q.Mar. If ancient sorrow be most reverent,
Give mine the benefit of seniory,?

{?1 ml;ou il.p;:f‘:e;. introduction, first ’l:‘éhim,ool:!j‘s'd ]@NS
gh for . ustice answering t0 t! s of justice, .
€41 Semiory, fo’r‘umri:y. jOHNs.g )
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And let my griefs frown on the upper hand.
If sorrow can admit society, * [Sitting down with them.
Tell o’er your woes again by viewing mine :—
1 had an Edward; till 2 Richard kill’d him ;
I had a husband, till a Richard kill’d him :
Thou hadst an Edward, till a Richard kill’d him ;
Thou hadst a Richard, till a Richard kill’d him.
Duch. I had a Richard too, and thou didst kill him ;
1 had a Rutland too, thou holp’st to kill him.
Q.Mar. Thou hadst a Clarence too, and Richard
- kil’d him. . ’
From forth the kennel of thy womb hath crept
-A hell-hound, that doth hunt us al to death :
"That dog, that had his tecth before his eyos,” -
To worry lambs, and lap their gentle bleod ; -
That foul defacer of God’s handy-work ; . -
That excellent grand tyrant of the earth, - .
That reigns in galled eyes of weeping souls,
Thy womb let loose, to chace us to our graves,—-
O upright, just, and true-disposing God, - -
How do I thank thee, that this:carnal cur
Preys on the issue of his mother’s body,
And makes her pew-fellow with others’ moan 13
Duch. O, Haery’s wife; triumph not in my woes ;
God witness with me, I have wept for thine, '
Q.Mar. Bear with me ; I am hungry for revenge,
And now I cloy me with beholding it. :
“T'hy Edward he is dead, that kill’d my Edward ; -
Thy other Edward dead, to.quit my Edward =
Young York he is-but boot,4 because both they
Match not the high perfection of my loss. :
Thy Clarence heis dead, that stabb’d my Edward ;
And the beholders of this tragic play,
The adulterate Hastings, Rivers, Vaaghan, Grey,
Untimely smother’d in their dusky graves. . .
Richard yet lives, hell’s black intelligencer ;
Only reserv’d their factor, to buy souls,
And send them thither : But at hand, at haund,
Ensues his piteous and unpitied end:: e
Earth gapes, hell barns, fiends roar, saints pray,
To have him suddenly convey’d from hence :—
Cancel his bond of life, dear God, I pray,

(3] Pew-fellow seems to be companion. . -We have now a new phrase,
e8, that

nearly equivalent, by mhich we say of persons in the same. dificulti
they are in the same box. ~ JOHNS. . A A
{41 Boot is that which is thrown in te mend a purchase,  JOHNS.
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That I may live to say, The dog is dead !
Q.£liz. Oh, thou didst prophesy, the time would come, -
That I should wish for thee to help me curse
That bottled spider, that foul bunch-back’d toad.
Q.Mar. 1cal’d'thee then; vain'flourish of my fortune ;
I call’d thee then, poor shadow, painted queen ;
‘The presentation of but what I was,
The flattering index of a direful pageant,s
One heav’d a high, to be hurl’d down below :
A mother only mock’d with two fair babes ;
A dream of what thou wast ; a garish flag,
To be the aim of every dangerous shot ;6
A sign of dignity, a breath, a bubble ;
A queen in jest, only to fill the scene.
Where is thy husband now ? where be thy brothers ?
Where be thy two sons ? wherein dost thou joy ?
Who sues, and kneels, and says—God save the queen?
Where be the bending peers that flatter’d thee ?
Where be the thronging troops that follow’d thee ?
Decline all this, and see what now thou art.
For happy wife, a most distressed widow ;
For joyful mother, one that wails the name ;
For one being su’d to, one that humbly sues ;
For queen, a very caitiff crown’d with care ;
For one that scorn’d at me, now scorn’d of mé ;
For one being fear’d of all, now fearing one ;
For one commanding all, obey’d of none.
Thus hath the course of justice wheel’d about,
And left thee but a very prey to time ;
Having no more but thought of what thou wert,
To torture thee the more, being what thou art.
- Thou didst usurp my place, And dost thou not
Usurp the just proportion of my sorrow ?
Now thy proud neck bears half my burden’d yoke ;
From which even here I slip my wearied head,
And leave the burden of it all on thee.
Farewel, York’s wife—and queen of sad mischance—
These English woes shall make me smile in France.

[5) Pageants are dumb shows, and the poet meant to allude to one of
the index of which promised a happier conclusion, The pageant: :,het::lsi::
played on pubiic occasions were generally E’ecedgd by a brief account of the
order in which the characters were to walk. These indexes were distribut-
;(‘ll amopglth: spectators, thﬁt tbeg'ibrptie%l::t ;adtndt:nd otfhe meaning of such
dllegorical stuff as was usnally exhibi e index of every boo] -
clently placed before the beginning of it.  STEEV. y book was an
ing to the dangerous situation of those persons to why he
st vds of armies wereg:atmted. STEEV. whose care t

32 VOL. V.
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Q.Ekz. O thou well skill’d in curses, stay a while,
And teach me how to curse mine enemies.
Q.Mar. Forbear to sleep the night, and fast the day ;
Compare dead happiness with living woe ;
Think that thy babes were fairerthan/they were,
And he, that slew them, fouler than he is :
Bettering thy loss makes the bad-causer worse ;
Revolving this, will teach thee how to curse.
Q.Eliz. My words are dull,O,quicken them withthine ¢
Q.Mar. Thy woes will make them sharp, and pierce
like mine. [Exit Q. MaRrG.
Duch. Why should calamity be full of words ?
Q.Eliz. Windy attornies to their client woes,
Airy succeeders of intestate joys,
Poor breathing orators of miseries !
- T.et them have scope : though what they do impart
Help nothing else, yet they do ease the heart.
Duch. If so, then be not tongue-ty’d : go with me,
And in the breath of bitter words let’s smother
My damned son, that thy two sweet sons smother’d.
[Drum, withia.
1 hear his drum,—be copious in exclaims.

Enter King R1CHARD, and his Train, marching.
XK.Rich. Who intercepts me in my expedition ?
Duch. O, she, that might have intercepted thee,

By strangling thee in her accursed womb,
¥rom all the slauihtem. wretch, that thou hast done.
Q.Eliz. Hid’st thou that forehead with a golden crown,
‘Where should be branded, if that right were right,
‘The slaughter of the prince that ow’d that crown,
And the dire death of my poor sons, and brothers ?
‘Tell me, thou villain-slave, where are my children ?
Duch. Thou toad, thou toad, where. is thy brother
. Clarence?
And little Ned Plantagenet, his son ?
.Eliz. Where is the gentle Rivers, Vaughan, Grey?
uch. Where is kind Hastings ?
K.Rich. A flourish, trumpets !—strike alaram, drums !
Let not the heavens hear these tell-tale women
Rail on the Lord’s dnointed : Strike, I say.—
[Flourish. Alarumes.
Either be patient, and entreat me fair,
Or with the clamorous report of war
Thus will I drown your exclamations.
-Duck. Art thou my son ?
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K.Rich. Ay ; 1thank God, my. father, and yourself.
Duch. Then patiently hear my impatience.
K.Rich. Madam, I have a touch of your condition, ¥
That cannot brook the accent of reproof.
Duch. O, let me speak,
K. Rich. Do, 'then'; but Ill nothear.
.Duch. T will be mild and gentle in my words.
K. Rich. And brief, good mother ; for I am in haste,
Duch. Artthou so hasty ? I have staid for thee,
God knows, in torment and in agony.
K.Rich. And came I not at last to comfort you ?
Duch. No, by the holy rood, thou know’st it well,
Thou cam’st on earth to make the earth my hell.
A grievous burden was thy birth to me ;
Tetchy® and wayward was thy infancy ;
Thy school-days, frightful, desperate, wild, and furious;
Thy prime of manhood daring, bold, and venturous ;
‘Thy age confirm’d, proud, subtle, sly, and bloody,
More mild, but yet more harmful, kind in hatred:
What comfortable hour canst thou name,
That ever grac’d me in thy company ?®
K.Rich. Faith, none, but Humphiey Hour, that call’d
your grace '
To breakfast once, forth of my company.
I I be so disgracious in your si%ht,
Let me march on, and not offend you, madam,—
Strike up the drum.
Duch. 1 pr’ythee, hear me speak,
K.Rich. You speak too bitterly.
Duch. Hear me a word ;
For 1 shall never speak to thee again.
K.Rich. So.
Duch. Either thou wilt die, by God’s just ordinance,
Ere from this war thou turn 2 conqueror ;
Or I with grief and extreme age shall perish,
And never look upon thy face again.
Therefore, take with thee my most heavy curse ;
Which, in the day of battle, tire thee more,
Than all the complete armour that thou wear’st !
My prayers on the adverse party fight ;
And there the little souls of Edward’s children
Whisper the spirits of thine enemies,

) tgl A spice or parsicle of your ¢ r or disposition. _JOMNS.
9

Tetchy is touchy, peevish, fretfal, ill- temper’d.  R1TSON.
To grace seems here to mean the 82! asl:w bless to make happy. 9,
gracious is kind, and graces are favours. HNS.
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And promise them success and victory.
Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end ;
Shameserves thy life, and doth thy death attend. [ Exis

Q. Eli. Tho far more cause,yet much less spirit to curse
Abides in me ; I,say ,Amen,to her, [Going.

K.Rich. Stay, madam, T must speak a word with you.

Q.Eliz. I have no more sons of the royal blood,

For thee to murder : for my daughters, Richard,—
They shall be praying nuns, not weeping queens ;
And therefore level not to hit their lives.

K.Rich. You have a daughter call'd—Elizabeth,
Virtuous and fair, royal and gracious.

Q.Eliz. And must she die for this ? O, let her live,
And I’ll corrupt her manners, stain her beauty ;
Slander myself, as false to Edward’s bed ;

‘Throw over her the veil of infamy :
So she may live unscarr’d of bleeding slaughter,
T will confess she was not Edward’s daughter.

K.Rich. Wrong not her birth, she is of royal blood.

Q.Eliz. To save her life, I'll say—she is not so.

K.Rich. Her life is safest only in her birth,

Q.Eliz. And only inthat safety dy’d her brothers.

K. Rich. Lo, at their births good stars were opposite.

Q.Eliz. No, to their lives bad friends were contrary.

K.Rich. All unavoided is the doom of destiny.

Q.Eliz. True, when avoided grace makes destiny :
My babes were destin’d to a fairer death,

If grace had bless’d thee with a fairer life.
.Rich. You speak, as if that 1 had slain my cousins.

Q.Eliz. Cousins, indeed ; and by their uncle cozen’d
Of comfort, kingdom, kindred, freedom, life.

Whose hands socever lanc’d their tender hearts,
Thy head, all indirectly, gave direction :

No doubt the murderous knife was dull and blunt,
Till it was whietted on thy stone-hard heart,

To revel in the entrails of my lambs.

But that still use of grief makes wild grief tame,
My tongue should to thy ears not name my boys,
Till that my nails were anchor’d in thine eyes ;
And I, in such a desperate bay of death,

Like a poor bark, of sails and tackling reft,
Rush all to pieces on thy rocky bosom.

K.Rich. Madam, so thrive I in my enterprize,
And dangerous success of blopdy wars,

As I intend more good to you and your’s,
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Than ever yeu or your’s by me were harm’d !

Q.Eliz. What good is-cover’d with the face of heaven,
To be discover’d, that can .do me good ?

K.Ric. The advancement of your children, gentle lady.

Q.Eliz. Up to/some scaffold, there to'lose their heads?

K Rich. No, to the dignity and height of fortune,
The high imperial type of this earth’s glory.s

Q.£4z. Flatter my sorrows with report of it ;

‘Tell me, what state, what dignity, what honour,
Canst thou demise to any child of mine ?3

K.Rich. Even all I have ; ay,.and myself, and all,

Will I withal endow a child of thine ;

Soin the Lethe of thy angry soul.

‘Thos drown the sad remembrance of those wrongs,
Which, thou supposest, I have dene to thee.,

Q.E4z. Be brief, lest that the process of thy kindness
Last longer telling than thy kindness’ date.

K.Rich. Then know, that from my soul, I love thy

daughter.

Q.Eliz. My daughter’s mother thinks it with her soul.

K.Rich. What do you think ?

Q.E!li. That thou dost love my daughter,from thy soul:
So, from thy soul’s love, didst thou love her brothers ;
And, from my heart’s love, I do thank thee for it.

K.Rich. Be not so hasty to confound my meaning :

I mean, that with my soul I love thy daughter,
And do intend to make her queen of England.

Q.Eli. Well then,whodost thou mean shall beher king?

K.Rich. Even he, that makes her queen : Who else

should be ?

Q. Eliz. What, thou ? .

K Rich. Evenso: What think you of it, madam ?

Q.Eliz. How canst thou woo her ?

K.Rich. That I would learn of you,

As one being best acquainted with her humour,

Q.Eliz. And wilt thou learn of me ?

K.Rich. Madam, with all my heart.

Q.E!iz. Send to her, by the man that slew her brothers,
A pair of bleeding hearts ; thereon engrave,

Edward, and York ; then, haply, will she weep :
Therefore present to her,—as sometime Margaret
Did to thy father, steep’d in Rutland’s blood,—

A handkerchief ; which, say to her, did drain

2] ?pg is exhibition, show, display.  JOHNS,
£3) To demise is to grant, frem demitsere, to devolve a right. STEEV.
32 VYOL. V,
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The purple sap from her sweet brothers’ bedy,

And bid her wipe her weeping eyes withal. .

If this inducement move her not ta love,

Send her a letter of thy noble deeds ;

Tell her, thou mad’st\away her uncle Clarence,

Her uncle Rivers ; ay, and, for her sake, .

Mad’st quick conveyance with her good aunt Aane.
K.Rich. You mock me, madam ;- this is not the way

To win your daughter. . .

Q.Eliz. There is no other way ; - .

Unless thou could’st put on some other shape,

And not be Richard that hath done all this. g
K. Rich. Say, that I did all this for love of her ?
Q.E!l;.Nay,thenindeed,shecannot choosebut havethee,

Having bought love with such a bleody spoil.4
K.Rich. Look, what is done.cannot be now amended :

Men shall deal unadvisedly sometimes,

Which after-hours give leisnre towrepent. :: . -

If I did take the kingdom from your sons,,.:".

To make amends, I'll give it to your-daughter.-. .

If I have kill’d the issue of your womb,:: ' . .

To quicken your increase, 1 will:beges .

Mine issue of your blood upon your danghter.

A grandam’s name is little less in lave, <, . . |

‘Than is the doting title of a mother ;. - R

They are as children, but one step below, . - .. *

Kven of your mettle, of your very blood ; . ’

Of all one pain,—save for a night of groans .

Endur’d of her, for whom you bid like sorrow.s

Your children were vexation to your youth, .

But mine shall be a comfort to your age. .

The loss, you have, is but~a.son being king,

And, by that loss, your daughter is made queen.

T cannot make you what amends I would,

Therefore accept such kindness as 1 can.

Dorset, your son, that, with a fearful soul,

Leads discontenteql steps in foreign soil,

‘Chis fair alliance quickly shall call home

To high promotions and great dignity :

The king, that calls your beauteous daughter—wife,

Familiarly shall call thy Dorset—brother ; -

Again shall you be mother to a king,

And all the ruins of distressful times

4] Waste, havoc. JOHN. [5] Bid is ip the past tense from bide. JOUNS,
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Repair’d with double riches of content.

What ! we have many goodly days to see ¢
The liquid drops of tears that' you have shed,
Shall come again, transform’d to orient pearl ;
Advantaging their/loan, lwith(interest

Of ten-times-double gain of happiness.

Go then, my mother, to thy daughter go ;
Make bold her bashful years iith your experience ;
Prepare her ears to hear a wooer’s tale ; - -

Put in her tender heart the aspiring flame

Of golden sov’reignty ; acquaint the princess

With the sweet silent hours of marriage joys :

And when this arm of mine hath chéstised

The petty rebel, dull-brain’d Buckingham,

Bound with triumphant garlands will I come,

And lead thy daughter toa conqueror’s bed 5 =~ .
To whom I will retail my conquest won, :

And she shall be sole victress, Czsar’s Cesar.

Q.Eliz. What were I best tosay ? her father’s brother
Would be her lord? Or shall I say, her uncle ? :
Or he that slew her brothers, and her uncles ?

Under what title shall I woo for thee,
That God, the law, my honour, and her love,
Can make seem pleasing to her tender years ?

K.Rick. Infer fair England’s peace by this alliance.’

Q.E!liz. Which sheshall purchase with still lasting war:,

K.Rich.Tell her,the king,that may command,entreats.

Q.E/;.'That at her hands,which the king’s King forbids.

K.Rich. Say, she shall be a high and mighty queen.

Q.Eliz. To wail the title, as her mother doth.

K.Rich. Say, 1 will love her everlaftingly. .

Q.Eliz. But how long shall that title, ever, last ?

K.Rich. Sweetly in force unto her fair life’s end.

Q-Eliz, But how long fairly shall her sweet life last ?

K.Rich. Aslong as heaven, and nature, lengthens it.

Q.Eliz. As long ashell, and Richard, likes of it.

K.Rich. Say, I, her sov’reign, am her subject low, :

Q.Eliz. But she, your subject, loaths such sov’reignty.

K.Rich. Be eloquent in my behalf to her.

Q.Eliz. Anhonest tale speeds:best, being plainly told.

K.Rich. Then, in'dplain terms tell her my loving tale.

Q.Eliz. Plain, and not honest, is too harsh a style.

K. Rich. Your reasons are too shallow and too quick.

Q.Eliz. O, no, my reasons are too deep and dead ;+
Too deep and dead, poor infants, in their graves.

o
< N
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K.Rich. Harp not on that string ;madam ; that ispast..
.Eliz. Harp on it still shall I, till heart-strings break.
Ric. Now,by my George,my garter,and my crown—
Q.Eliz. Profan’d, dishonour’d, and the third usurp’d.
K.Rich. 1 swear, ,
Q.Eliz. By nothiog ; for this'is'no‘oath.
Thy George, profan’d, hath lost his holy honour ;
The garter, blemish’d, pawn’d his knightly virtue ;
Thy crown, usarp’d, disgrac’d his kingly glory :
If something thou would’st swear to be believ’d,
Swear then by something that thou hast not wrong’d.
K.Rich. Now by the world,—
%Eliz. *Tis full of thy foul wrongs.
"Rich. My father’s death,—
Q.Eliz. Thy life hath that dishonour’d.
K.Rich. Then, by myself,—
Q.Eliz. Thyself is self-misus’d.
K.Rich. Why then, by God,—
. Q.Eliz. God’s wrong is most of all.
If thou had’st fear’d to break an oath by him,
‘The unity, the King thy brother made,
Had not been broken, nor my brother slain,
If thou hadst fear’d to break an oath by him,
The imperial metal, circling now thy head,
Had grac’d the tender temples of my child ;
And both the princes had been breathing here,
Which now, two tender bed-fellows for dust,
Thy broken faith hath made a prey for worms.
What canst thou swear by now ?
K.Rich. By the time to come.
Q.Eliz. That tRon hast wronged in the time o’erpast ;
For I myself have many tears to wash
Hereafter time, for time past, wrong’d by thee.
The children live,-whose parents thou hast slaughter’d,
Ungovern’d youth, to wail it in their age :
The parents live, whose childrea thou hast butcher’d,
. ©Old barren plants, to wail it with their age.
Swear fiot by time.to come ; for that thou hast
Misus’d ere used, by times ill-us’d o’er past.
K.Rich. As 1 intend to prosper, and repent !
So thrive I in my dangerous attempt
Of hastile arms ! myself myself confound !
Heaven, and fortune, bar me happy hours ! .
Day, yield me not thy light ; nor right, thy rest }
Be opposite all planets of good luck .
‘To my proceeding, if, with pure heart’s love,
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Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts,
I tender not thy beauteous princely daughter !
In her consists my happiness, and thine ;
Without her, follows to myself, and thee,
Herself, the land)/and/many d{)christian soul,
Death, desolation, ruin, and decay : ‘
It cannot be avoided, but by this;
It will not be avoided, but by this.
Therefore, dear mother, (I must call you so,)
Be the attorney of my love to her.
Plead what I will be, not what I have been ;
Not my deserts, but what I will deserve :
Urge the necessity and state of times,
And be not peevish found in great designs.
Q.Eliz. Shall I be tempted of the devil thus ?
K. Rich. Ay, if the devil tempt thee to do good.
Q.Eliz. Shall I forget myself, tobe myself?
K. Rich. Ay, if your self’s remembrance wrong yourself.
Q.Eliz. But thou didst kill my children.
K.Rich. But in your daughter’s womb I bury them :
Where, in that nest of spicery, they shall breed
Selves of themselves, to.your recomforture.
Q.Eliz. Shall I go win my daughter to thy will ?
K.Rich. And be a happy mother by the deed.
Q.Eliz. I go.—Write to me very shortly,
And you shall understand from me her mind.
K. Rich. Bear her my true love’s kiss, and so farewel.
[ Kissing her. KExit Q. Eriz.
Relenting fool, and shallow, changing—woman !4
How now ? what news ? .

Enter RATcLIFF ; CATESBY following.

Rat. Most mighty sovereign, on the western coast
Rideth a puissant navy ; to the shore
‘Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted friends,
Unarm’d, and unresolv’d to beat them back :
*Tis thought, that Richmond is their admiral ;
And there they hull, expecting but the aid
Of Buckingham, to welcome them ashore.

K. Ric.Some light-foot friend post tothe duke of Norfolk;
—Ratcliff, thyself,—or Catesby ; where is he ?¢

Cate. Here, my good lord.
. (5], Such was the real cgpractgr ot this guqen doyvaﬁer. who would have
married her daughter to king Richard, and did al) in her power to ajienate
the Marquis of Dorset, her son, from: the Earl of Richmond. STEEV.

6] Rishard’s precipitation and confusion is in this scene very happily res~
resented by incongstent orders, and sudden variations of opinion. JOHNS.
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K.Rich. Catesby, fly to the duke.

Cate. 1 will, my lord, with all convenient haste.

K.Rich. Ratcliff, come hither : Post to Salisbury ;
When thou com’st thither,—~Dull unmindful villain,

[7o CATESBY.

Why stay’st thou here, and go’st not to the duke ?

Car. First,mighty liege,tell meyour highness’ pleasure,
What from your grace I shall deliver to him.

K.Rich. O,true, good Catesby ;—Bid him levy straight
The greatest strength and power he can make,
And meet me suddenly at Salisbury.

Cate. I go. [Exit.

Rat. What, may it please you, shall I doatSalisbury?

K.Rich. Why,what would’st thou do there, before I go ?

Rat. Your highness told me, I should post before.

K.Rich. My mindis chang’d.

Enter STANLEY.

—~Stanley, what news with you ?

Stan. None good, my liege, to please you with the

hearing ;

Nor none so bad, but well may be reported.

K.Rich. Heyday, a riddle ! neither good nor bad !
What need’st thou run so many miles about,
When thou may’st tell thy tale the nearest way?
Once more, what news ?

Stan. Richmond is on the seas.

K.Rich. There let him sink, and be the seas on him !
White-liver’d runagate, what doth he there ?

Stan. 1 know not, mighty sovereign, but by guess.

K.Rich. Well, as you guess ?

Stan. Stirr’d up by Dorset, Buckingham, and Morton,
He makes for England, here to claim the crown.

K.Rich. Is the chair empty? is the sword unsway’d ?
Is the king dead ? the empire unpossess’d ?
What heir of York is there alive, but we ?
And who is England’s king, but great York’s heir ?
Then, tell me, what makes he upon the seas ?

Stan. Unless for that, my liege, I cannot

K.Rick. Unless for that he comes to be your liege,
You cannot guess wherefore the Welshman comes.
Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, 1 fear.

Stan. No, mighty liege ; therefore mistrust me not.

K.Rich. Where is thy power then, to beat him back ?
Where be thy tenants, and thy followers ?
Are they not now upon the western shore,
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Safe c6nducting the rebels from their ships ?

Stan. No, my good lord, my friends are in the north.

K.Rich. Cold friends to me : what do they in the north,
When they should serve, their sovereign in the west ?

Stan. They have'not been'commanded, mighty king :
Pleaseth your majesty to give me leave,

I’ll muster up my friends ; and meet your grace,
\WRere, and what time, your majesty shall please.
K.Rich. Ay, ay, thou would’st be gone to join with
Richmond :
I will not trust you, sir.
Stan. Most mighty sovereign,
You have no cause to hold my friendship doubtful ;
I never was, nor never will be false. '

K. Ric. Well,go,muster men. But hear youleave behind
Your son, George Stanley ; look, your heart be firm,
Or else his head’s assurance is but frail.

Stan. So deal with him, as I prove true to you. [ Exit.

Enter a Messenger.
Mes. My gracious sovereign, now in Devonshire,
As I by friends am well advertised,
Sir Edward Courtney, and the haughty prelate,
Bishop of Exeter, his elder brother,
With many more confederates, are in arms.

Enter another Meesenger.

2 Mes. In Kent, my liege, the Guilfords are in arms ;

And every hour more competitors?
Flock to the rebels, and their power grows strong.
Enter another Messenger.
3 Mes. My lord, the army of great Buckingham—
K.Rich. Out on ye, owls ! nothing but songs of death?
[ He strikes him.
There, take thou that, till thou bring better news.

3 Mes. The news I have to tell your majesty,
Is,~—that, by sudden floods and fal{of waters,
Buckingham’s army is dispers’d and scattered ;

And he himself wander’d away alone,
No man knows whither.
K.Rich. O, 1 cry you mercy :
‘I'here is my purse, to cure that blow of thine.
Hath any well.advised friend proclaim’d
Reward to him that brings the traitor in ¢
3 Mes. Such proclamation hath been made, my liege,

£7) That is, more oppopents.  JOHNS.
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. Enter another Messenger,

4 Mes. Sir Thomas Lovel, and lord marquis Dorses,
>Tis said, my liege, in Vorkshire are in arms.
But this good comfort bring I to your highness,—
The Bretagne navy is dispers’d by tempest :
Richmeond, in Dorsetshire, sent out a boat
Unto the shore, to ask those on the banks,
If they were his assistants, yea, or no ;
Who answer’d him, they came from Buckingham
Upon his party : he, mistrusting them,
Hois’d sail, and made his course again for Bretagne.8

K.Rich. March on, march an, since we are up in arms ;
If not to fight with foreign enemies,
Yet to beat down these rebels here at home.

Enter CATESBY.

Cate. My liege, the duke of Buckingham is taken,
That is the best news ; That the earl of Richmond
Is with a mighty power landed at Milford,
Is colder news, but yet they must be told.

K.Ric. Away towards Salisbury ; while we reason here,
A royal battle might be won and lost :—
Some one take order, Buckingham be brought
To Salisbury ;—the rest march on with me. [Exeunt.

SCENE V.

4 Room in Lord SYANLEY’s House, Enter STANLEY, and
Sir CHr1sSTOPHER URSWICK.

Stan. Sir Christopher, tell Richmond this from me :—
‘T'hat, in the sty of this most bloody boar,
My son George Stanley is frank’d up in hold ;
If I revolt, off goes young George’s head ;
The fear of that withholds my present aid.

{81 Henry Tudor Earl of Richmond, the eldest son of Edmund of Hadham
Earl of Richmond, (who was half-brother to King Henry V1.) by Margaret,
the only daughter of John the first duke of Somerset, who was n
to John of Gaunt Duke of Lancaster, was carried by his uncle Jasper Earl of
Pembroke immediately after the battle of Tewksbury into Britany, where
he was kept in a kind of honourable custody by the Duke of Bretagne; and
where he remained till the year 1484, when_he made his escape and fled for

otection to the French court. Being considered at that time as nearest in

lood to King Henry VL all the Lancastrian party looked up to him even in
the life-time of King Edward IV. who was extremely jealous of him ; and
after Richard usurped the throne, they with more nce supported Rich.
mond’s claim. ¢ claim of Henry Duke of Buckingham was in_some re-
spects inferiur to that of Richmond; for he was descended by his mother
from Edmund the second Duke of Somerset, the younger brother of Duke
John ; by his father from Thomas Duke of Gloster, the younger brother of
I!ol'm of Gaunt: but whatewdr priority the Earl of Richmoad might claim

y his mother, he could nor ptead any title through his father, who in fact
had no Lancastriair blood whatsoever : nor was his maternal title of the pur-
et!‘tcm for il::::'thc first Earl of Somerset was an illegitimate son of John
o .
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But, tell me, where is princely Richmond now ?
Chris. At Pembroke, or at Ha’'rford-west, in Wales.
Stan. What men of name resort to him ?
Chris. Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned soldier ;
Sir Gilbert Talbot) Sirl William(Stanley!;
Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, Sir James Blunt,
And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant crew ;
And many other of great fame and worth ;
And towards Londen do they bend their course,
If by the way they be not fought withal.
Stan. Well,hie thee to thy lord ; commend me to him ;
Tell him, the queen hath heartily consented
He shall espouse Elizabeth her daughter.
These letters will resolve him of my mind:
Farewell. [Gives Pafiers to Sir Curis. Exeunt.

ACT V.

*SCENE L.—Salisbury. An open Place. Enter the Sheriff, and
Guard, with BuckiINGHAM, led to execution. . )

Co Buckingham.

WILL not king Richard let me speak with him ?
Sher. No, my good lord ; therefore be patient.

Buck. Hastings, and Edward’s children, Rivers, Grey,

Holy king Henry, and thy. fair son Edward,

Vaughan, and all that have miscarried

Bty underhand, corrupted, foul injustice ;

If that your moody discontented souls

Do through the clouds behold this present hour,

Even for revenge mock my destruction !—

This is All-Souls’ day, fellows, is it not ? )
Sher. It is, my lord. : R
Buck. Why,then All-Souls’day is my body’s doomsday.

‘This is the day, which, in king Edward’s time,

I wish’d might fall on me, when I was found .

False to his children, or his wife’s allies ;

This is the day, wherein I wish’d to fall

By the false faith of him whom most I trusted ;

‘This, this All-Souls’ day to my fearful soul,

Is the determin’d respite of my.-wrongs,

hS ot At wil have o more ) and theoking conciotion sadCcle Sfie

Act will comprise the business of the im nt day, which put an emd to-
competition gf York and Lancaster. OHNS. i pd

33 VOL, V.
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That high All-seer which I dallied with,
Hath tarned my feigned prayer on my head,
And given in earnest what I begf‘d in jest.
Thus doth he force the swords of wicked men .
To turn their ewn points on their master’s bosoms ;
Thus Margaret’s curse falls heavy on my neck,—
When he, quoth she, shall split shy heart with sorroy,
Remember- Margaret was a irophetess.— ¢
Come, sirs, convey me to the block of shame ;
Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame.

- [Exe. Buck. tc.

SCENEII.

Plain near Tamworth. Enter, with drum and colours, Ricu-
MOND, OxFoRrDp, Sir JAMES BLUNT, Sir WALTER Hza-
BERT, and others, with Forces, marching.

Richm. Fellows in arms, and my most loving friends,

Bruis’d underneath the yoke of tyranny,

Thus far into the bowels of the land

Have we march’d on without impediment ;

And here receive we from our father Stanley

Lines of fair comfort and encouragement.

The wretched, bloody, and usurping boar,

‘That spoil'd your summer fields, and fruitful vines,

Swills your warm blood like wash, and makes his trough

In your embowell’d bosoms, this foul swine

Lies now even in the centre of this isle,

Near to the town of Leicester, as we learn :

From Tamworth thither, is but one day’s march.

In God’s name, cheerly on, courageous friends,

To reap the harvest of perpetual peace

By this one bloody trial of sharp war.

Oxf. Every man’s conscience is a thousand swords,

‘To fight against that bloody homicide,

Herb. 1 doubt not, but his friends will turn to us.

Blunt.He hath no friends,but who are friends for fear ;
4Which, in his dearest need, will fly from him.

Rich. All for our vantage. Then,in God’s name,march :

True hope is swift, and flies with swallow’s wings,

Kings it makes gods, and meaner creatures kings. [Exe.

SCENE III

Bosworth Field. Euter King RicRARD, and Forces ; the Duke
of NorrovLk, Earl of Sunrey, and others.

K. Ric Here pitchourtents;even here in Bosworth-fietd.

AL s



Ac? V. KING RICHARD IIl. 91

—My lord of Surrey, why look you so sad ?
Sur. My heart is ten times lighter than my looks.
K.Rich. My lord of Norfolk,——
MNor. Here, most gracious liege. ’
K.Rich. Norfolk, we|musthave knocks ; Ha! must
we not ?. .
MNor. We must both give and take, my loving lord.
. K.Rich. Up with my tent : Here will I lie to-night ;
. [ Soldiers begin to set upr the King’s Tent,
But where, to morrow ?—Well, all’s one for that.—
Who hath descry’d the number of the traitors ?
MNor. Six or seven thousand is their utmost power.
K.Rich. Why, our battalia trebles that account !
Besides, the king’s name is a tower of strength,
Which they upon the adverse faction want.
Up with the tent.—Come, noble gentlemen,
Let us survey the vantage of the ground ;
Call for some men of sound direction :—
Let’s want no discipline, make no delay ;
For, lords, to-morrow is a busy day. [Ezeunt.

Enter, on the other side of the field, RicuyoND, Sir WiLLiAM
BrANDON, OXFoORD, and other Lords. Some of the Soldiers
pitch Ricumonp’s Tent, .
Richm. The weary sun hath made a golden set,

And, by the bright track of his fiery car,

Gives token of a goodly day to-morrow.—

Sir William Brandon, you shall bear my standard.—

Give me some ink and paperin my tent ;—

T’ll draw the form and model of our battle,

" Limit each leader to his several charge,

And part in just proportion our smali power.

My lord of Oxford,—you, sir William Brandon,—

And you, sir Walter Herbert, stay with me :

The earl of Pembroke keeps his regiment ;

Good captain Blunt, bear my good night to al,

And by the second hour in the morning .

Desire the earl to see me in my tent :—

Vet one thing more, good captain, do for me ;

Where is lord Stanley quarter’d, do you know ?

Blunt. Unless I have mista’en his colours much,
Which, well I am assur’d, I haye not done,)
is regiment lies half a mile at least :
South from the mighty power of the king.
Richm. If without peril it be possible,
‘Bveet Blunt, make some good means to speak with him, -

.
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And give him from me this most needful note.
Blunt. Upon my life, my lord, I’ll undertake it ;
And so, God give you quiet rest to-night !
Richm. Good night, good captain Blunt. Come, gen-
* tlemen, Y
Let us consult upon to-morrow’s business ;
In to my tent, the air is raw and cold.
[(They withdraw into the Tent.

Enter, to his Tent, King Ricuarp, NorroLx, RATCLIFF, and
) CATESBY.
K.Rich. Whatis't o’clock ?
Cate. It’s supper time, my lord ;
1€s nine o’clock. .
K.Rich. I will not sup to-night.—
Give me some ink and paper.—
‘What, is my beaver easier than it was ?—
And all my armour laid into my tent ?
Cate. 1t is, my liege ; and all things are in readiness.
K.Rich. Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy charge ;
Use careful watch, choose trusty centinels.

Nor. I go, my lord. .
~ K.Rich. Stir with the lark to-morrow, gentle Norfolk.
HNor. 1 warrant you, my lord. [(Exit.

K Rich. Ratcliff,me—
Rat. My lord ?
K.Rich. Send out a pursuivant at arms
To Stanley’s regiment ; bid him bring his pewer
Before sun-rising, lest his son George fall
Into the blind cave of eternal night.—
Fill me a bow! of wine.—Give me a watch :3 [70.CaT.
—Saddle white Surrey for the field to-morrow.—
Look that my staves be sound, and not too heavy.4
Ratcliff,— ‘
Rat. My lord ?
K.Rich. Saw’st thou the melancholy lord Northumber-
, land ?
Rat. Thomas the earl of Surrey, and himself,
Much about cock-shut time, from troop to troop,

(3] A watch has many significations, but I should belicve that it means in
this place not a centinel, which would be regularly placed at the king’s tent ;
nor an instrument to measure time, which was not used in that 'f" buta’
watch-light,a candle to barn by him; the lig{ht that afterwards burnt blus, JOH.
1 believe,that particular kind of candle is here means,which was anolently
called a watch, because, being marked out into sections, each of which was
& certain portion of time in burning, it supplied the place of the more mod-~
ern instruments by which we measure the hours. STEEV.

£43 Staves are wood of the lances.  JOHNS. T
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Went through the army, cheering up the soldiers.
K.Rich. 1 am satisfied. Give me a bowl of wine:
I have not that alacrity of spirit,
Nor cheer of mind, that I. was wont to have.—
So, set it down.—1Is'ink' and paper-ready-?
Rat. 1t is, my lord.
K.Rich. Bid my guard watch ; leave me.
About the mid of night, come to my tent
And help to arm me.—Leave me, I say.
[King RicuARD retires into his tent. ExeRAT. and CAT.

RicuMoND’s Tent opens, and discovers him and his Officers. Enter
STANLEY.

Stan. Fortune and victory set on thy helm !

Rich. All comfort that the dark night can afford,
Be to thy person, noble father-in-law !
Tell me, how fares our loving mother?

Stan. 1, by attorney,® bless thee from thy mother,
Who prays continually for Richmond’s good :
So much for that.—The silent hours steal on,
And flaky darkness breaks within the east.
In brief, for so the season bids us be, ~
Prepare thy battle early in thre morning ;
And put thy fortune to the arbitrement
Qf bloody strokes, and mortal-staring war,
I, as I may, (that which I would, I cannot,)
With best advantage will deceive the time,?
And aid thee in this doubtful shock of arms : ’
But on thy side I may not be too forward, T
Lest, being seen, thy brother tender George
Be executed in his father’s sight.
Farewell : The leisure and the fearful time
Cuts off the ceremonious vows of love,
And ample interchange of sweet discourse, .
Which so long sunder’d friends should dwell upon ;
God give us leisure for these rites of love !
Once more, adien :-——Be valiant, and speed well !

Rick. Good lords, conduct him to his regiment :
T’ll strive, with troubled thoughts, to take a nap ;
Lest leaden slumber peise me down to-morrow,8
When I should mount with wings of victory :
Once more, good night, kind lords and gentlemen.

[Exeunt Lords, t'c. withSTANLEY.
{:]] llymt‘i::m'JWOHNs. to elude the danger ?
Wi H
L) ORNS(8) To pui, e Co e gh down, ooy this confunc.
VOL. V.
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O Thou ! whose captain I account myself,

Look on my forces with a gracious eye ;

Put in their hands thy bruising irons of wrath,®

That they may crush down with a heavy fall

The usurping helmets of our/adversaries !

Make us thy ministers of chastisement,

That we may praise thee in thy victory !

To thee I do commend my watchful soul,

Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes ;

Sleeping, and waking, O, defend me still ! [Sleepis.

The Ghost of Prince EDWARD, son to HENRY the Sixthy rises be-
tween the two Tents.
Ghost. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow !
’ [70 K. Ricu

Think, how thou stab’dst me in my prime of youth
At Tewksbury ; Despair therefore, and die !—
Be cheerful, Richmond ; for the wronged souls .-
Of butcher’d princes fight in thy behalf :
King Henry’s issue, Richmond, comforts thee.

TFhe Ghost of King HENRY the Sixth rises.
Ghost. When I was mortal, my anointed body
- . [To K.RicH

By thee was punched full of deadly holes :
Think on the Tower, and me ; Despair, and die ;
Harry the sixth bidst thee despair and die.—
Virtuous and holy, be thou conqueror ! [70 RicEm
Harry, that prophecy’d thou should’st be king,
Doth comfort thee in thy sleep ; Live, and flourish !

The Ghost of CLARENCE rises.
Ghost. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow !
[70 K. RicH.

1, that was wash’d to death with fulsome wine, -
Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray’d to death !
To-morrow in the battle think on me,
And fall thy edgeless sword ; Despair, and die !'—'
‘Thou offspring of the house of Lancaster, [70 RicaM.
The wronged heirs of York do pray for thee ;
Good angels guard thy battle ! Live, and flourish !

The Ghosts quzvuu', GREY, and VAUGHAR, rise.

Riv. Let me set heavy on thy soul to morrow,
{70 K. RicHu.

"192 The allusion is tothe ancient mace, HENARY.
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Rivers, that died at Pomfret ! Despair, and die'!
Grey. Think upon Grey, and let thy soul despair !
7o K. RicH.
.Paugh. Think upon Vaughan ; and, with guilty fear,
Let fall thy lance '/ Despair,‘and'die !~/ [Z0 K. Ricx.
All. Awake! and think, our wrongs in Richard’s
bosom [7To Ricam.
Will conquer him ;—awsake, and win the day !

The Ghost of HASTINGS rises.
Ghost. Bloody and guilty,guiltily awake ; [ 70 K.R1cr..
And in a bloody battle end thy days !
Think ‘on lord Hastings ; and despair, and die !—
Quiet, untroubled soul, awake, awake ! - (70 Ricum.
Arm, fight, and conquer, for fair England’s sake !

The Ghosts o the twoyoung Princes riso.

Ghosts. Dream on thy cousins smother’d in the Tower;
Let us be lead within thy bosom, Richard,
And weigh thee down to ruin, shame, and death !
Thy nephews’ souls bid thee despair, and die.—
Sleep, Richmond, sleep in peace, and wake in joy ;
Good angels guard thee from the boar’s annoy !
Live, and beget a happy race of kings !
Edward’s unhappy sons do bid thee flourish.

. The Ghost of Queen ANNE rises.
Ghost.Richard, thy wife,that wretched Anne thy wife,
‘That never slept a quiet hour with thee,
Now fills thy sleep with perturbations :
To-morrow in the battle think on me,
And fall thy edgeless sword ; Despair, and die !—
Thou, quiet soul, sleep thoun a quiet sleep’; [ 70 Ricam.
Dream of success and happy victory ;
Thy adversary’s wife doth pray for thee. -

. The Ghost of BUGKINGHAM rises.
Ghost. The first wasl, that help’d thee to the crown ;
{79 K. Rica.

The last was I that felt thy tyranny :
O, in the battle think on Buckingham, ’
And die in terror of thy guiltiness ! o
Dream on, dream on, of bloody deeds and death ;
Fainting, despair ; despairing, yield thy breath !—
1 died for hope, ere I could lend thee aid: [ 7% Ricuy.
But cheer thy heart, and be thou not dismay’d : .

I
-

W
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God, and good angels fight on Richmond’s side ;
And Richard falls in height of all his pride.
The Ghosts wanish. K. R1CHARD starts out of his dream..
.Rick. Give me another horse,’~bind up my
wounds,——
Have mercy, Jesu !—Soft ; T did but 'dream.—
O coward conscience, how dost thou afflict me !—
The lights burn blue.—It is now dead midnight.
Cold fearful drops stand on my trembling flesh ..
What do I fear ? myself ? there’s none else by :
Richard loves Richard ; that is, { am L.
Is there a murderer here ? No ;—VYes ; Tam :
Then fly,—~What, from myself ? Great reason : Why ?
Lest Irevenge. What ? Myself on myself ?-
I love myself. Wherefore ? for any good,
That I myself have done unto myself ?
O, no ; alas, I rather hate myself,
For hateful deeds committed by myself.
I am a villain : Yet I lie, I am not.
Fool, of thyself speak well :—Fool, do not flatter.
My conscience hath a thousand seeral tongues,
And every tongue brings in a several tale.
And every tale condemns me for a villain.
Perjury, perjury, in the high’st degree, -
Murder, stern murder, in the dir’st degree ;
All several sins, all us’d ineach degree,
Throng to the bar, crying all,—Guilty ! guilty !
I shall despair. There is no creature loves me ;
And, if I die, no soul will pity me :—
Nay, wherefore should they # since that I myself
Find in myself no pity to myself.
Methought, the souls of all that 1 had murder’ds
Came to my tent : and every one did threat
‘To-morrow’s vengeance on the head of Richard.
 Enter RATCLIFF.
Rat. My lord,——

f17 There is in this, as in many of our author’s speeches of passion, some-
thmgo\lr'en‘-{ trifling, and something very striking. Richard’s debate, whether
he should quarre] with himself is too long conginued, but the subsequent ex-
aggeration of his crimes is traly tragical, JOHNS.
£2) These lines stand with 10 little propriery a1 the end of this lreech.
that | cannot but suspect them misplaced. Where then shall they be insert-
ed? Perhaps after these words,——+¢ Fool, do not flatter.”” JOHNS.——Ei-
ther the two and twenty immediate lines are not Shakspeare’s, or are so
unworthy of him, that it were to be wished they.could with propriety be
degraded to the margin, 1 wonder that Dr. Johnson, who thoughs the sub-
sequent lines misplaced, did not perceive that their connection with the
,prlecledlngt art of t.llet Qp:ech. ending :t-tri:milig ﬂ“h' was lnte‘rhr;:lpted
solely by this apparen me?nlmn which is in ighest degree dish
and gnnatoral. ~ RITSON. ’ . ¥

3
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K.Rich. Who's there ?
Rae. Ratcliff, my lord, *tis I. The early village-cock
Hath twice done salutation to the morn ;
* Your friends are up, and buckle on their armour.
K Rich. O, Ratcliff/ T have dream?®d-a fearful dreatm—-.
What thinkest thou ? will our friends prove all true ?
Rat. No doubt, my lord.
K.Rich. Ratcliff, I fear, I fear,—
Rat. Nay, good my lord, be not afraid of shadows.
K.Rich. By the apostle Paul, shadows to-night
Have struck more terror to the soul of Richard,
Than can the substance of ten thousand soldiers, -
Armed in proof, and led by shallow Richmond.
It is not yet near day. Come, go with me ;
Under our tents Iil play the eaves-dropper,
To hear, if any mean to shrink from me.
[Exe. King R1cH.and RaTc.

RicHMOND wakes. Enter Oxrorp and others.

Lards. Good morrow, Richmond.
Richm. ’Cry mercy,-lords, and watchful gentlemen,
That you have ta’en a tardy sluggard here.
Lords. How have yoh slept, my lord ? .
Richm. The sweetest sleep,and fairest-boding dreams,
That ever enter’d in a drowsy head, '
Have I since your departure had, my lords.
Methought, their souls, whose bodies Richard murder
Came to my tent, and cry’d—On ! victory ! -
1 promise you, my heart is very jocund -
In the remémbrance of so fair a dream.
How far into the morning is it, lords ¢
Lords. Upon the stroke of four. o :
Richm. Why, then ’tis time to arm, and give direc-’
1 tion. [ He advances to the Troopis.
—More than I have said, loving countrymen,
‘The leisure and enforcement of the time
Forbids to dwell on : Yet remember this,m—m—
God, and our good cause, fight upon our side ;
The prayers of holy saints, and wronged souls,
Like high-rear’d bulwarks, stand before our faces ;
Richard except, those, whom we fight against,
Had 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 establish’d ;
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One that made means to come by what he hath,3
And slaughter’d those that were the means to help him ;
A base foul stone, made precious by the foil

Of England’s chair, where he is falsely set ;4

‘One that hath\ever/been God’senemy) :

‘Then, if you fight against God’s enemy,

God will, in justice, ward you as his soldiers ;

If you do Sweat to put-a tyrant down,

You sleep in peace, the tyrant being slain ;

If you do fight against your country’s foes,

Your country’s fat shall pay your pains the hire ;

If you do fight in-safeguard of your wives,

Your wives shall welcome home the conquerors ;

H you do free your children from the sword,

Your childrens’ children quit it in your age.

Then, in the name of God, and all these rights,
Advance your standards, draw your willing swords :
For me, the ransom of my bold attempt

Shall be this cold corpse on the earth’s cold face ;

But if I thrive, the gain of my attempt

‘The least of you shall share his part thereof.

Sound, drums and trumpets, boldly and cheerfully ;

- God, and saint George ! Richmond, and victory ! [Eze.

- Re-enter King Ricuarp, RATcLIFY, Attendants and Forces:
K.Rich. What said Northumberland, as touching
Richmond ? .
Rat. Thathe was never trained up in arms.
K. Rich.He said the truth : and what said Surrey then?
Rat. He smil’d and said, the better for our purpose.
K.Rich. He was i’the right ; and so, indeed, it is.
[Clock strikes.
Tell the clock there.—~Give me a kalendar.—
Who saw the sun to-day ?
Rat. Not I, my lord.
K.Rich. Then he disdains to shine ; for, by the book,
He should have brav’d the east an hour ago :
A black day will it be to somebody.—
Ratcliff,———
Rat. My lord ?
K.Rich. The sun will not be seen to-day ;

13 To make means was, in Shakspeare’s time, often used in an unfavour-
able sense, and signified—to come at any thing by indirect practices. STE.
[4) Nothing has been, or is still more common, than to put a bright.col=
oured foil under a low.prized stone. The same allusion is common to marly
writers, STEEV.




AC? ¥, RING RICHARD ITL: 99

The sky doth frown and lour upon our army.

1 would, these dewy tears were from the ground.
Not shine to-day ! Why, what is that to me,

More than to Richmond ? for the self-same heaven,
That frowns on me,'looks sadly upon_him!

Enter NORFOLK.

Nor. Arm, arm, my lord ; the foe vaunts in the field.
K. Rich. Come,bustle,bustle ;—Cagarison my horse ;=
Call up lord Stanley, bid him bring his power ;—
I will lead forth my soldiers to the s‘lain,
And thus my battle shall be ordere
My foreward shall be drawn out all in length,
Consisting equally of horse and foot ;
Our archers shall be placed in the midst :
John duke of Norfolk, Thomas edrl of Surrey,
Shall have the leading of this foot and horse.
They thus directed, we ourself will follow
In the main battle ; whose puissance on either side -
Shall be well winged with our chiefest horse.
This, and Saint George to boot !$—What think’st thou,
Norfolk ? }
.MNor. A good direction, warlike sovereign,—
“‘This found I on my tent thismorning. [Giving e Scrowl.

K.Rich. Jocky of . Norfolk, be not too bold, [Reads.
For Dickon thy master is bought and sold.

A thing devised by the enemy.—
Go, gentlemen, every man unto his charge :
Let not our babbling dreams affright our souls ;8
Conscience is but a word that cowards use,
Devis’d at first to keep the strong in awe ;
Qur strong arms be our conscience, swords our law.
March on, join bravely, let us to’t pell-mell ;
If not to heaven, then hand in hand to hell.—

What shall I say more than I have inferr’d ?
Remember whom you are to cope withal ;
A sort of vagabonds,? rascals, and run-aways,
A scum of Bretagnes, and base lackey peasants,
Whom their o’er-cloyed country vomits forth

5] That is, this-is the order of our battie, which promises success
over and above this, is the protection of our patron saine. OHNS
{6 I suspect these six lines to be an interpolation ; but if Shakspear ¢ wae
really guilty of them in his first draught, he probably intended to leave them
<ont when he substituted the much more proper haran;u#igw ﬁ‘s’nlo_l:vrs.
{71 A sort, that is, a {ompany, a collection.  JOHNS.

N
’
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To desperate ventures and assur’d destruction.
You sleeping safe, they bring you to unrest ;
You having lands, and bless’d with beauteous wives,
They would restrain the one, distain the other.
And who doth lead them, but a paltry fellow,
Long kept in Bretagne at our mother’s cost ?
A milk-sop, one that never in his life
Felt so much cold as over shoes in snow ?
.Let’s whip these stragglers o’er the seas again ;
Lash hence these over-weening rags of France;
These famish’d beggars, weary of their lives;
Who, but for dreaming on this fond exploit,
For want of means, poor rats, had hang’d themselves :
If we be conquer’d, let men conquer us, .
And not these bastard Bretagnes ; whom our fathers
Have in their awn land beaten, bobb’d, and thump’d,
And, on record, left them the heirs of shame.
Shall these enjoy our lands ? lie with our wives ?
Ravish our daughters >~Hark, I hear their drum.

: {Drum afar off.
Fight, gentlemen of England ! fight, bokd yeomen ! -
Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the head !
Spur your proud horses hard, and ride in blood ;
Amaze the welkin with your broken staves !8-—

Enter a Messenges.
What says lord Stanley ? will he bring his power ?

Mess. My lord, he doth deny to come.

K.Rick. Off instantly with his son George’s head.

MNor. My lord, the enemy is pass’d the marsh;

After the battle let George Stanley die.

K.Rich.-A thousand hearts are great within my bosom:
Advance our standards, set upon our faes ; :
Qur ancient word of courage, fair saint George,
Inspire us with the spleen of fiery dragons !

Upon them ! Victory sits on our helms. [Ezeunt.

SCENE 1V.
HAnother part of the field. Alarum : Excursions. Enter NoRFOLK,
and Forces ; to himm CATESBY.
Cate. Rescue, my lord of Norfolk, rescue, rescue !
The king enacts more wonders than a man,
Daring an opposite to every danger ;
His horse is slain, and all on foot he fights,

8Y That is, fright theskies with the shivers of your lances. JOHNS.
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Seeking for Richm ond in the throat of death :
Rescue, fair lord, or else the day is lost !

Alarum. Enter King Rrcuarp.

K.Rich. A horse\!/a horse® my kingdom for a horse '
Cate. Withdraw, my lord, I’ll help you to a horse.
K.Rich. Slave, I have set my life upon a cast,

And I will stand the hazard of the die :

I think, there be six Richmonds in the field ;

Five have I slain to-day, instead of him :9—

A horse ! a horse ! my kingdom. for a horse ! [Exeunt.

Alarums. Enter King RicnarDp and RicuMoND ; and exeunt,.
JSighting. Retreat, and Flourish. Then enter R1cHMOND,STAN-
LEY, bearing the Crown, with divers other Lords, and Forces.
Richm. God, and your arms, be prais’d, victorious

friends ;

The day is ours, the bloody dog is dead. .
Stan.Courageous Richmond, well hast thouacquit thee !

Lo, here, this long-usurped royalty,

From the dead temples of this bloody wretch: )

Have I pluck’d off, to grace thy brows withal ;.

Woear it, enjoy it, and make much of it.

Richm. Great God of heaven, say, amen, to all !—

But, tell me first, is young George Stanley living ?

Stan. He is, my lord, and safe in Leicester town ;

Whither, if it please you, we may now withdraw us.
Richm. What men of name are slain on either side ?
Stan. John duke of Norfolk, Walter lord Ferrers,

Sir Robert Brakenbury, and sir William Brandon.
Richm. Inter their bodies as becomes their births..

Proclaim a pardon to the soldiers fled,.

That in submission will return to us ;

And then, as we have ta’en the sacrament,

We will unite the white rose with the red :—

Smile heaven upon this fair conjunction,

That long hath frown’d upon their enmity !—

J- Shakspeare had good ground for this poeti¢al exaggeration ; Richard,
actgordin to Polydore Virgﬂ. was detarmm , if possible, to er.gage with
Richmond in single combat. For this putpose he rode furionsly to that quar-
ter of the field where the Earl was ; attacked his stand ird-bearer, sir Will-
iam Brandon. and killed him ; then assaulited. sir Jotm Cheny, whom he over-
threw : having thus at length cleared his wa&r to his antagonist, he engaged.
in single combvat with him and probably would have been victorious, but that
at that instant sir William Stanley with shree thousand men joined Rich-
mond’s army, and the royal forces fled with great precipitation, Richar®
was soon afcerwards overpowered by numbers, and fell, fighting bravely to
tho last moment.  MAL., .

34. YOL. V..
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* . What traitor hears me, and says not,—-amen ?

England hath long been mad, and scarr’d herself ;
The brother blindly shed the brother’s blood,
e father rashly slanghter’d his own son,

he son, compell’d, been butcher to'the sire ;
All this divided York and Lancaster,
Divided, in their dire division.—
O, now let Richmond and Elizabeth,
The true succeeders of each royal house,
By God’s fair ordinance conjoin together !
And let their heirs, (God, if thy will be so,)
Enrich the time to come with smooth-fac’d peace,
With smiling plenty, and fair prosperous days !
Abate the edge of traitors, gracious Lord,
That would reduce these bloody days again,
And make poor England weep in streams of blood ¢
Let them not live to taste this land’s increase,
That would with treason wound this fair land’s peace !
Now civil wounds are stopp’d, peace lives again ;
That she may long live here, God say—Amen !

[Exeunt.

1 shall here subjoin two Notes, one by Mr. Theobald, and one by Dr, War-
barton, opon the Vice.

KING RICHARD III. ACT HII. SCENE I. Page 46.

Thus, like the formal vice, Iniguity,
1 moralize two meanings in one word.)

By Vice, the anthor means not a quality, but a person. There was lnrdgz
an old play, till the period of the Reformation, which had not in it a Devi
and adroll character, a jestet, (who was to play upon the devil,) and this
buffoon went by the name of a ¥ice. This buffoon was at first accoutred with
a lo_nﬁ jerkin, a cap with a pair of ass’s ears, and a wooden dagger, with
which ‘(like another Harlejuin) he was to make sport in belabouring the
devil. is was the constant entertainment in the times of po , whilst
spirits, and witchcraft, and exorcising held their own. When lmlxefo'ma-
tion took place, the stage shook of some grossities, and increased in refine-
ments. e master-devil then was soon dismissed from the scene ; and this
buffoon was changed into a subordinate fiend, whose business was to range
on earth, and seduce poor mortals into that personated vicious quality, which
he occasionally supported ; as, iniquity in general, hypocrisy, usury, vanity,
prodigality, gluttony, &c. Now, as the fiend (or vice,) who personated In-
1quity, (or Hypocrisy, for instance) could never hops to play his game to the
purpose but by hiding his cl foot, and ing a sembl! ite differ-
ent from his real character ; he must certainly pat on a formal demeanoor,
moralizz and prevaricate in his words, and pretend a meaning directly oppo-
site to his genuine and primitive intention. 1 this does not explain the pas-
sage in question, it is all I can at present saggest upon it. THEO.

_ That the buffoon, or jester of the old English farces, was called the vice,
is certain : and that, in'their moral representations, it was common to briag
in the deadly sins, is as true. Of these we have yet several remains, Bat that
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the vics used to assume the personage of those sing is a fancy of Mr. Theo-
bald’s. The trath is, the vice was always afool or jester: andy (as the
womaiin The Merchant of Venice calls the Clown, alluding to this char-
acter,) a merry devidé Whereas these moral sins were so many sad serioos
ones. But what misied onr editor was the name Iniguity, given to this vice :
Bat it was only ou account of his unhappy tricks and rogueries.

As this reading hath occasionerd our saying something of the barbarities of
theatrical representations amongst us before the time of Shakspeare, it may
not be improper, for a better apprehension of this matter, to give the reader
some general account of the rise and progress of the modern stage.

The first form in which the drama ared in the west of Europe, after
the destruction of learned Greece and e, and that a calm of dullness had

nished upen letters what the rage of barbarism had_ be%nn. was that of
the Mysteries. These were the fashionable and favourite diversions of all
ranks of people both in France, Spain, and England. In which last place, as
we learn by Stowe, they were in use about the time of Richard the second
and Henry the foarth ~ As to Italy, by what [ can find, the first rudiments
of their stage, with regard to the matter, were profane subjects, and, with
regard to the form, a corruption of the ancient mimes and attellanes: by
which means they got sooner into the right road than their neighbours ; hav.
inihad regular plays amongst them wrote as early as the 15th century.

s to these Mysteries, they were as their names speaks them a representa.
tion of some sc! lgtnreawf » to the life : as may be seen from the following
passage in an old French Kistory. iatitled, La Chronique de Metz composee
par le cure de St. Euchaire ; which will give the reader no bad idea of the

: lurprising absurdity of these strange representations: ¢ L’an14371e 3 Juliec

says the honest Chronicler) fut fait le Jeu de 1a passionde N S. en la plaine de
eximiel, Et fut Dieu un sire appele Seignear Nicole Dom Neufchastel lequet
etoit Cure de St. Victour de Metz, lequel fut presque mort en la Croix, 8’il
ne fat ete secourus ; & convient qu’un autre Pretre fut mis en la Croix pour
parfaire le Personnage du Crucifiment pour ce jour ; & le lendermain le dit
Care de St, Victour parsit la Resurrection, et fit tres haatement son person-
age ; & dura le dit Jeu——Et autre Petre qui s’ appelloit Mre. Jean de Nicey,
gn:i estoit Chapelain de Metrange, fut Judas : lequel fut presque mort en pen-
nt car le cuer il faillit, et fut bien hativement dependu & porte en Voye.
Et etoit Ja bouche d’Enfer tres bien faite ; car elle ouvroit & clooit, quand [es
iables y vouloient entrer et isser ; & avoit deux gross Culsd’ Acier,”’ &c.
Alluding to this kind of representations archbishop Harsnet, in his Declara-
tion of Popish Impostures, p. 71, s4ys ¢ The little children were never so
afraid of Hell-mouth in the old plays, painted with great gang teeth, staring
eyes, and foul bottle nose.”® Garew in his survey of Cornwal gives a fuller de-
scrigtion of them in these words, ¢ The Cuary Miracle, in English a Mira-
cle Play, is a kind of interlude compiled in Cornish ont of some scripture
hi-tory. For re:resenting it,they raiss an earthen amphitheatre in some open
field, having the diameter of an inclosed playne, some forty or fifty foot.
The country people flock from all sides many miles off, to hear and see it.
For they have therein devils and devices, to delight as well the eye as the
ear. The pliyers conne not their parts without book, but are prompted by
one called the ordinary, who followeth at theit back with the book in hfs
hand.”” &c. &c. There was always a droll or buffoon in these Mysteries, to
make the people myrth with his sufferings or absurdities : arnd they could
think of no better personage than the devil himself. Even in the mystery
of the Passion mentioned above, is was contrived to make him ridiculous.
‘Which circumstance is hinted at by Shakspeare (who had frequent allusions
to these things) in The Taming of the Shrew, where one of the l.lﬂayers asks
for «a Jittle vinegar (as a pwpem;)' to.nmke thedevil roar,” For'after the .
spong~ with gall and vinegar had been employed in the representation, they
used to clap it to the nose of the devil ; which making him roar, as if it had
been holy-water, afforded infinite diversion to the people. So that vinegar in
-the old farces, was always afterwards in use to torment their devil, We have
divers old English proverbs, in which the devil is represented as acting or
suffering ridicnlously and absurdly, which all arose from the part he bore in
these Mysteries,as in that for instance of Great cryand little wool.as the devil
<aid when he sheared his hogs. . For the sheep.shearing of Nabal being repre-

'
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sonted in the of David and Abigail, and the devil

Nabal, was it by shearing & bog. nhmwm

ulthﬂnwm create laughter, was the ect of the ridicalous in

theucia:ltmimet uweles;‘r;l"fronthuword’shc}f iAunn Ne faciamus
mimi m. ¢ optemus 0-aguam, a 'S Digum.

" [ i 'fn ice mgnmin!g”uatﬁm,uwellalntn-

These M:
and, M Ju, and only in the we find them got into
aris, and a company ’emu.me Hotel de Bourmne to re‘:em
them. Bat good letters udrehglon begumin mke thzir way in the lat-
utennofdnremof!'ranch .tbe and prophaneness of
the courtiers and clergy p n their intefut for their
upprm Agcordingly, in the year 1541, the -ﬂ , in the
name of the kln;, presented a request against the company to liament.
The three principal branches of his charge against them were, the rep-
resentation of the Old Testament stories inclined the to fi"“" H
that the New T stories aged libertinism and infidelity ; and
that both of them lessened the charities to the poor: it seems that this pro-
secution suecoeded for, in 1548, the parliament of Paris confirmed the
n the p of the Hotel de Bourgogne, but interdicted the
repreunuttonof the Mysteries. Batin Spain, we find by Cervantes, that
they continued much longer ; and held their own, even after good comedy
came in amongst them. To retarn :

‘Upon this prohibition, the French poets turned themselves from religious
to moral farces. And in this we soon followed them : the ic taste not
saffering any great alteration at first, though the Italians at this time afford-
ed many just composxtwm for better models. These farces they called Mo-
ralities. To thi: ;3 ious subject they added, th in a-separate repre-
sentation, a merry of farce called Sottie, in which there was us Paysan
(the Clown) under the name of Sot Commun (or Fool.) But we, who
ed all these delicacies from the French. blended the Moralitse and Sonu t0-

ther :  So chat the Payson or Sot Commun, the Clown or Fool, s:t

n our serious Moralities : Whose business we may unders! the fre-
uent atlasions our Shakspeare makes to them: asin these lines of Love’s
ur’s Lost, Act v.sC. 2 ¢

“So Portent-like I would o’er-rule his state,
That he should be my Fool; and I kiis Fate.””

Bat the French, as we say, keeping these two sorts of farces distinet, they
became, in time, the parents of tragedy and oomed{ ; while we, by jumbling
them t?fether. begot in an evil hour, that mun cies, unknown to na-
ture and antiquity, called tragi-comedy. RBURTON.

1 have nothing to add to these observations, but that some traces of this
antiquated exhibition are still retained in the rustic t—pla s, in vhlch I
have seen the Devil very lustity belaboor b;'mm :

egmmate successor of the old Vice.

_END OF YOL. ¥.
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