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SHAKESPEARE:

A REPRINT OF THE «FAMOUS FOLIO OF 1623.”

ADVERTISEMENT.

““ A reprint of the firft Folio, not free from inaccuracies, was publithed in 1807. A fecond
reprint is now in courfe of publication by Mr. Lionel Booth. The firft part, containing the Comedies,
has already appeared. It is probably the moft corre& reprint ever iffued.”

The Cambridge Bdition of Shakefpeare, vol. i. Preface, p. xxvi.

MONG the many commendations beftowed on this Reprint of the Firft Edition of

Shakefpeare, none has occafioned fo much fatisfattion as the above, becaufe, from

the very nature of the labours of the learned Editors, it bears certain evidence that the
principal objeét aimed at in the reproduction—accuracy—has been duly tefted.

At the commencement of the undertaking, it was thought that a Reprint of the
moft important edition of Shakefpeare, unlefs attended with that care which could alone
fecure thorough identity tvith the Original, had better remain unattempted; indeed,
without extreme caution being devoted to it, the moft likely refult would be an increafe
to the perplexities of Shakefpearian criticifm—whereas, to put forth a book, the cor-
reétnefs of which might in every way be depended on, could not fail to be an acceptable
aid to Shakefpearian ftudies.

That the effort has been fuccefsful in refpeét to Part I., now nearly two years in
circulation, is certified by the fa& that not a fingle queftion of its accuracy has been

encountered, which has not proved to be an error or mifapprehenfion of the queftioner.



( 4 )

Yet at no time has this fa& occafioned an overweening confidence; and the anxious
endeavour to {ecure thorough correétnefs for Part I. has been continued in the production
of the prefent portion, and fhall be to the completion of the work.

As the concluding paragraph of the Advertifement to Part I. fet forth the defign
with which this Reprint was begun—namely, that it fhould, as far as poffible, be
“one in femblance” with the Original, but more efpecially, in the important matter of
contents, “one and the felf-fame thing”— that paragraph is now repeated:—< The
chances of error in the pafling of an elaborate work through the prefs are multifarious
—occafionally their origin is moft myfteérious and unaccountable; experience, not lefs
than inclination, precludes the leaft pretenfion to infallibility, and though not fearing the
complaints made againft the laft reprint of this book, they are not out of memory ;
therefore, the communication of any —the moft trifling— departure from the Original
which may be difcovered will be moft thankfully acknowledged, and the required

correction effeCted by a cancel.”

307 Recent StrEET, W,

Odober 13th, 1863.







Great Homer’s birth fev’n rival cities claim,
Too mighty fuch monopoly of fame;

Yet not to birth alone did Homer owe

His wond’rous worth ; what Egypt could beftow,
With all the {chools of Greece and Afia join'd,
Enlarg’d the immenfe expanfion of his mind :

Nor yet unrival’d the Mzonian ftrain ;

The Britith Eagle* and the Mantuan Swan

Tow’r equal heights. But, happier Stratford, thou
With incontefted laurels deck thy brow ;

Thy bard was thine wz/chool’d, and from thee brought
More than all Egypt, Greece, or Afia taught;

Not Homer’s felf fuch matchlefs laurels won,

The Greek has rivals, but thy Shakefpeare none.

T. SEwWARD.

* Milton.



SHAKESPEARE.

CoLLATION OF THE EDITION OF 1623.

(Continued.)

THE HISTORIES.

&2 The Collation is given with each Part, to prevent the reproduction of any peculiarity
of the Original Work being mifiaken for a defec?.

King John— pages 1 to 22.

Richard the Second — pages 23 to 45— (in fome copies page 37 is mifprinted 39).

Henry the Fourth, Part I.— pages 46 to 73— (pages 47, 48, are omitted).

Henry the Fourth, Part II.—pages 74 to 100, with a leaf containing the ¢ EpiLoGVE,”
and, on its reverfe, “ THE AcTors NAMEs” —(pages 89, 9o, are mifprinted
91> 92).

Henry the Fift— pages 69 to g5 —(as will be perceived, the pagination of this portion of
the work, 69 to 100, has been repeated).

Henry the Sixt, Part I.—pages g6 to 119.

Henry the Sixt, Part II.—pages 120 to 146.
Henry



(10 )
Henry the Sixt, Part II1.—pages 147 to 172—(pages 165, 166 are mifprinted 167, 1¢
Richard the Third — pages 173 to 204.
Henry the Eight—pages 205 to 232—(page 216 is mifprinted 218).
There are flight variations in the head-lines of Henry the Fourth, Part 1. page 57, a

Henry the Sixt, Part III. pages 153 to 172; thefe variations do not exift ir
Second Edition.

&% Thir Gollation will be completed in Part 111,

As copies of the Original are known to vary, any fuch variations or peculiarities, not n
above, being communicated will greatly oblige; alfo any information that may tend to r
thoroughly complete the collation of the whole work,

- It will be obferved that this Reprint has a diftin& pagination,—alfo a diftint fet of figna
in fours; both, to facilitate reference, will be continuous throughout the volume. It may
well to remark—to prevent the chance of proofs of care being taken rather to indicate the
of that effential — that, wherever type may be feen out of gear, in any way defe@ive or irre
all fuch “typographical phenomena,” as Mr. Lettfom has aptly termed thofe charaterifti
the. precious old book, have been reproduced in accordance with the prefcribed plan “in f
forth”— No departure from the Original.



Thelifeanddeath of King Iohn.

Aétus Primus , Scena Prima.

Enter King Iobn, Queewe Elinor, Pembroke, Effex, and Sa-
Libury, with the Chastylion of France.

King Iobn, .
P Ow fay Cbatillion, what would France with vs ?
Chbat. Thus ( after greeting) {fpeakes the King
: of France,
WA In my bebauiour to the Maiefty ,
The borrowed Maiefty of England heere.
Elea. A ftrange beginning : borrowed Maiefty ¢
K.Iobn.Silence (good mother)heare the Embaffie.
Chat. Pbilip of France, in right and true behalfe
Of thy deceafed brother, Geffreyes fonne,
Aprtbur Plantaginet, laies moft lawfull claime
To this faire lland,and the Territories:
To Ireland, Poyétiers, Aniowe, Torayne, Mainc,
Defiring thee to lay afide the {fword
Which fwaies viurpingly thefe feuerall titles,
And put the fame into yong Artburs hand ,
Thy Nephew, and right royall Soueraigne.
K.Iobn. What followes if we difallow of this ?
Chat. The proud controle of fierce and bloudy warre,
To inforce thefe rights, fo forcibly with-held,
K.Io. Heere hane we war for war,& bloud for bloud,
Controlement for controlement: fo anfwer France.
Cbat. Then take my Kings defiance from my mouth,
The fartheft limit of my Embafie.
K.Ioba. Beare mine to him,and fo depart in peace,
Be thou as lightning in the ecies of France;
For ere thou canft report, I will be there:
The thunder of my Cannon fhall be heard.
So hence : be thou the trumpet of our wrath,
And fullen prefage of your owne decay ¢
An honourable condué&t let him haue,
Pembroke looke too't : farewell Chatrillion.
Exit Cbat. and Pem.
Ele. What now my fonne, haue I not euer faid
How that ambitious Conffance would not ceife
Till fhe had kindled France and all the world,
Vgon the right and party of her fonne.
This might haue beene preuented,and made whole
With very eafie arguments of loue,
Which now the mannage of two kingdomes muft
With fearefull bloudy iffue arbitrate.
K. Iobn. Our ftrong pofleffion, and our right for ve.
Eli. Your ftrong pofefsid much more then your right,
Or elfe it muft go wrong with you and me,
So much my confcience whifpers in your eare,

‘Which none but heauen, and you, and I, fhall heare.
Enter a Sberiffe.
Effex. My Liege, here is the firangeft controuerfie
Come from the Country to be iudg'd by you
That ere I heard : fhall I produce the men?
K. Iobn. Let them approach:
Our Abbies and our Priories fhall pay
This expeditious charge : what men are you ?
Enter Robert Faulconbridge,and Philip.
Pbilip. Your faithfull fubie&,l a gentleman,
Borne in Nortbamptonfbire, and eldeft fonne
As I fuppofe, to Robert Faulconbridge ,
A Souldier by the Honor-giuing-hand
Of (Cordelion, Knighted in the field.
K.Iobn. What art thou ?
Robert. The fon and heire to that fame Faulconbridge.
K.Iobn. Is that the elder,and art thou the heyre?
You came not of one mother then it feemes.
Pbilip. Moft certain of one mother, mighty King,
That is well knowne,and as I thinke one father :
But for the cerraine knowledge of that truth,
I put you o're to heauen, and to my mother §
Of that I doubt, as all mens children may.
Eli. Out on thee rude man, y doft fhame thy mother,
And wound her honor with this diffidence.
Pbil. 1 Madame ? No,I haue no 1eafon for it,
That is my brothers plea, and none of mine,
The which if he can proue, a pops me out,
At leaft from faire fiue hundred pound a yeeres
Heauen guard my mothers honor, and my Land.
K.Iobn, A good blunt fellow: why being yonger born
Doth he lay claime to thine inheritance ?
Pbil. I know not why,except to get the land s
But once he flanderd me with baftardy s
But where I be as true begot or no,
That fill I lay vpon my mothers head,
But that I am as well begot my Licge
(Faire fall the bones that tooke the paines for me)
Compare our faces, and be Iudge your felfe
If old Sir Robert did beget vs both,

. And were our father, and this fonne like hjm :

O old fir Robert Father, on my knee
T giue heauen thankes I was not like to thee.

K. Iobn. Why what a mad—cap bath heauen leat vs here?

Elen. He hath a tricke of Cordelions face,
The accent of his tongue affe@eth him :
Doe you not read fome tokens of my fonne
In the large compofition of this man ?

a K. Ioby
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2 The life and deatb of K ing fobn.

K.Iobn. Mine eye hath well examined his parts,
And/findes them pérfect Ricbard: firra fpeake,
‘What doth moue you to claime your brothers land.
Pbilip. Becaufe he bath a half-face like my father ¢
With halfe that face would he haue all my land,
A halfe-fac'd groat,five hundred pound a yeere?
Rob. My gracious Liege, when that my father liu'd,
Your brother did imploy my father much.
Pbil. Well fir, by this you cannot get my land,
Your tale muft be how he employ’d my mother.
Rob. And once difpatch’d him in an Embaflie
To Germany, there with the Emperor
To treat of high affaires touching that time :
Th’aduantage of his abfence tooke the King,
And in the meane time foiourn’d at my fathers ;
Where how he did preuaile,I thame to {peake :
But truth is truth, large lengths of feas and fhores
Betweene my father,and my mother lay,
As I haue heard my father fpeake himfelfe
When this fame lufty gentleman was got :
Vpon his death-bed he by will bequeath’d
His lands to me, and tooke it on his death
That this my mothers fonne was none of his;
And if he were, he came into the world
Full fourteene weekes before the courfe of time :
Then good my Liedge let me haue what is mine,
My fathers land, as was my fathers will.
K. Iobn. Sirra,your brother is Legittimate,
Your fathers wife did after wedlocke beare him :
And if fhe did play falfe, the fault was hers,
Which fault lyes on the hazards of all husbands
That marry wiues : tell me, how if my brother
‘Who as you fay, tooke paines to get this fonne,
Had of your father claim’d this fonne for his,
Infooth, good friend, your father might haue kept .
This Calfe, bred from his Cow from all the world :
Infooth he might: then if he were my brothers,
My brother might not claime him, nor your father
Being none of his, refufe him : this concludes,
My mothers fonne did get your fathers heyre,
Your fathers heyre muft haue your fathers land.
Rob. Shal then my fathers Will be of no force,
To difpoffeffe ghat childe which is not his.
Pbil. Of no more force to difpoffefle me fir,
Then was his will to.get me, as I think.
Eli. Whether hadft thou rather be a Fawlconbridge ,
And like thy brother to enioy thy land :
Or the reputed fonne of Cordelion,
Lord of thy prefence,and no land befide.
Baff. Madam,and if my brother had my fhape
And I had his, fir Roberts his like him,
And if my legs were two fuch riding rods,
My armes, fuch eele-skins ftuft, my face fo thin,
That in mine eare I durft not fticke a rofe,
Left men fhould fay, looke where three farthings goes,
And to his fhape were heyre to all this land,
Would I might neuer ftirre from off this place,
I would giue it euery foot to haue this face:
It would not be fir nobbe in any cafe.
Elinor. 1 like thee well:wilt thou forfake thy fortune,
Bequeath thy land to bim,and follow me?
I am a Souldier,and now bound to France.
Bafi. Brother,take you my land,Ile take my chance;
Your face hath got fiue hundred pound a yeere,
Yet fell your face for fiue pence and ’tis deere:
Madam, Ile follow you vnto the death.

Elinor. Nay, I would haue you go before me thither.
. ‘Baf. Our Country manners giue our betters way.
K.Iobn. What is thy name?
Bafl. Pbilip my Liege,fo is my name begun,
Philip ,good old Sir Roberts wiues eldeft fonne.
.Iobn. From henceforth beare his name
Whofe forme thou beareft :
Kneele thou downe Pbilip, but rife more great,
Arife Sir Richard, and Plantagenet.

Bafi. Brother by th’'mothers fide, giue me your hand,

My father gaue me honor, yours gaue land :
Now bleffed be the houre by night or day
When I was got,Sir Robert was away.

Ele. The very fpirit of Plantaginet :

I am thy grandame Ricbard, call me fo.

Bafi. Madam by chance, but not by truth, what tho;

Something about a little from the right,

In at the window, or elfe ore the hatch:

‘Who dares not ftirre by day, muft walke by night,
And haue is haue, how euer men doe catch :
Neere or farre off, well wonne is fill well fhot,
And Iam I,how ere I was begot.

K. Iobn. Goe,Faulconbridge,now haft thou thy defire,
A landlefle Knight,makes thee a landed Squire :
Come Madam, and come Richard, we muft {peed
For France, for France, for it is more then need.

Bafl. Brother adieu, good fortune come to thee,
For thou waft got i'th way of honefty.

Exeunt all but bafiard.

Baft. A foot of Honor better then I was,
But many a many foot of Land the worfe,
‘Well,now can I make any Joane a Lady,
Good den Sir Ricbard, Godamercy fellow,
And if his name be George, Ile call him Peter;
For new made honor doth forget mens names:
*Tis two refpeQiue, and too fociable
For your conuerfion, now your traueller,

Hee and his tooth-picke at my worthips mefie,
And when my knightly fomacke is fuffis’d,
‘Why then I {ucke my teeth, and catechize
My picked man of Countries : my deare fir,
Thus leaning on mine elbow I begin,

I fhall befeech you ; that is queftion now,

And then comes anfwer like an Abfey booke ¢
O fir, fayes anfwer, at your beft command ,
At your employment, at your feruice fir :

No fir, faies queftion, | fweet fir at yours,
And fo ere anfwer knowes what queftion would,
Sauing in Dialogue of Complement,

And talking of the Alpes and Appenines,
The Perennean and the riuer Poe,

It drawes toward fupper in conclufion fo.

But this is worfhipfull fociety,

And fits the mounting {pirit like my felfe ;
For he is but a baftard to the time

That doth not fmoake of obferuation,

And fo am I whether I fmacke or not

And not alone in habit and deuice,

Exterior forme, outward accoutrement ;

But from the inward motion to deliuer

Sweet, {weet, fweet poyfon for the ages tooth,
Which though I will not pradtice to deceiue,
Yet to auoid deceit I meane to learne;

For it fhall ftrew the footfteps of my rifing :
But who comes in fuch hafte in riding robes ?

“
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The life and death of King Fobn. 3

oman poft is this ?hath.fhe no busband

11 take paines to blow-a horne before her?
is my mother : how now good Lady,
ings you heere to Court {o haftily ¢

vter Lady Faulconbridge and Iames Gurney.

Where is that flaue thy brother? where is he ?
ds in chafe mine honour vp and downe.
My brother Robert,old Sir Roberts fonne :
the Gyant, that fame mighty man,

Roberts fonne that you feeke fo?

Sir Roberts fonne, 1 thou vnreuerend boy,
+ts fonne? why fcorn’ft thou at fir Rebert ?
r Roberts fonne,and fo art thou.

Iames Gournie,wilt thou giue vs leaue a while?
Good leaue good Pbilip.

Pbilip, {parrow, Iames,
toyes abroad,anon Ile tell thee more.
Exit lames.

I was not old Sir Roberes fonne,
vt might haue eat his part in me
wod Friday,and nere broke his faft :
rt could doe well, marrie to confefle
't me fir Robert could not doe it;

w his handy-worke, therefore good mother
m am I beholding for thefe limmes?
7t neuer holpe to make this legge. *

Haft thou confpired with thy brother too,
* thine owne gaine fhouldft defend mine honor?
ieanes this fcorne, thou moft vntoward knaue ?

Knight,knight good mother, Bafilifco-like:
am dub’d, I haue it on my fhoulder :
her, I am not Sir Roberts fonne,
ifclaim’d Sir Robert and my land,
ition, name, and all is gone ;
od my mother, let me know my father,
oper man I hope, who was it mother?

Haft thou denied thy felfe a Faulconbridge ?
As faithfully as I denie the deuill.

King Ricbard Cordelion was thy father,
and vehement fuit I was feduc'd
e roome for him in my husbands bed :
lay not my transgreflion to my charge,

t the iffue of my deere offence

was fo ftrongly vrg'd paft my defence.
Now by this light were I to get againe,

I would not wifh a better father :

nes doe beare their priviledge on earth,

doth yours : your fault, was not your follie,

suft you lay your heart at his difpofe,

d tribute to commanding loue,

whofe furie and vnmatched force,

leffe Lion could not wage the fight,

:pe his Princely heart from Ricbards hand :
perforce robs Lions of their hearts,

ily winne a womans: aye my mother,

1 my heart I thanke thee for my father:

1es and dares but fay, thou didft not well

" was got, lle fend his foule to hell.

ady I will thew thee to my kinne,

ry thall {ay, when Richard me begot,
hadft fayd him nay, it had beene finne ;

yes it was, he lyes, I fay twas not.

Exeunt.

Scana Secunda.

Enter before Angiers, Philip King of France, Lewis, Daul-
phin, Anftria, Conflance, Arthur,

Lewss. Before Angiers well met braue Anfiria,
Artbur that great fore-runner of thy bloud,

Ricbard that rob'd the Lion of his heart,

And fought the holy Warres in Palefline,

By this braue Duke came early to his graue:

And for amends to his pofteritie ,

At our importance hether is he come,

To {pread his colours boy,in thy behalfe,

And to rebuke the vfurpation

Of thy vnnaturall Vncle, Englith Jobn ,

Embrace him, loue him, giue him welcome hether.

Artb. God fhall forgiue you Cordelions death
The rather, that you giue his off-fpring life,
Shadowing their right vnder your wings of warre:

I give you welcome with a powerleffe hand,
But with a heart full of vnftained loue,
Welcome before the gates of Angiers Duke.

Lewis. A noble boy,who would not doe thee right?

Auft. Vpon thy cheeke lay I this zelous kiffe,
As feale to this indenture of my loue:

‘That to my home I will no more returne

Till Angiers,and the right thou haft in Frasce,
Together with that pale, that white-fac’d fhore,
Whofe foot fpurnes backe the Oceans roaring tides,
And coopes from other lands her Ilanders,

Euen till that Exgland hedg'd in with the maine,
That Water-walled Bulwarke, ftill fecure

And confident from forreine purpofes,

Euen till that vtmoft corner of :g: Weft

Salute thee for her King,till then faire boy

‘Will I not thinke of home, but follow Armes.

Conft. O take his mothers thanks,a widdows thanks,
Till your firong hand fhall helpe to giue him ftrength,
To make a more requitall to your loue.

Auft. The peace of heauen is theirs y lift their fwords
In fuch a juft and charitable warre.

King. Well,then to worke our Cannon fhall be bent
Againft the browes of this refifting towne,

Call for our cheefeft men of difcipline,

To cull the plots of beft aduantages :

Wee'll lay before this towne our Royal bones,
Wade to the market-place in Fremch-mens bloud,
But we will make it fubie@ to this boy.

Cen, Stay for an anfwer to your Embaffie,

Left vnaduis'd you faine your fwords with bloud,
My Lord Chattilion maK from England bring
That right in peace which heere we vrge in warre,
And then we thall repent each drop of bloud ,
That hot rafh hafte {o indire@ly thedde.

Enter Chattilion.

King. A wonder Lady:lo vpon thy with
Our Meflenger Cbattilion is arriu'd,

What England faies, fay breefely gentle Lord,
We coldly paufe for thee, Chatilion {peake,
Chat. Then turne your forces from this paltry fiege ,
And ftirre them vp againft a mightier taske :
England impatient of your iuft demands,
Hath put himfelfe in Armes, the aduerfe windes
a2 Whofe




4 The life and deathof King Fobn.

Whofe leifure I haue ftaid, haue giuen him time
To'land his: Legions-all as-{oone-as'I :
His marches are expedient to this towne,
His forces ftrong, his Souldiers confident :
With him along is come the Mother Queene,
An Ace flirring him to bloud and ftrife,
With her her Neece, the Lady Blanch of Spaine ,
With them a Baftard of the Kings deceaft,
And all th'vnfetled humors of the Land,
Rafh,inconfiderate, fiery voluntaries,
With Ladies faces,and fierce Dragons fpleenes ,
Haue fold their fortunes at their natiue homes,
Bearing their birth-rights proudly on.their backs,
To make a hazard of new fortunes heere :
In briefe, a brauer choyfe of dauntleffe {pirits
Then now the Englifb bottomes haue waft o're,
Did neuer flote vpon the fwelling tide,
To doe offence and fcathe in Chriftendome :
The interruption of their churlith drums
Cuts off more circumftance, they are at hand,
Drum beats.

To parlie or to fight, therefore prepare.

Kin. How much vnlook'd for, is this expedition,

Auft. By how much vnexpeed, by fo much -
We muft awake indeuor for defence,
For g h with fion,
Let them be welcome then, we are prepar'd.

\

Enter K. of England, Bafiard, Queene, Blanch, Pembroke,
and otbers,

K.Iobn. Peace be to France: If France in peace permit

Our iuft and lineall entrance to our owne ;

If not, bleede Framce, and peace afcend to heauen,

Whiles we Gods wrathfull agent doe correét

Their proud contempt that beats his peace to heauen,
Fran. Peace be to England, if that warre returne

From France to England, there to liue in peaces

England we loue, and for that Englands fake,

With burden of our armor heere we fweat:

This toyle of ours fhould be a worke of thine ;

But thou from louing England art fo farre,

That thou haft vnder-wrought his lawfull King,

Cut off the fequence of pofterity,

Out-faced Infant State,and done a rape

Vpon the maiden vertue of the Crowne :

Looke heere vpon thy brother Geffreyes face,

Thefe eyes, thefe browes, were moulded out of his;

This little abftra& doth containe that large,

Which died in Geffrey:and the hand of time,

Shall draw this breefe into as huge a volume:

That Geffrey was thy elder brother borne,

And this his fonne, England was ?/frq: right,

And this is Geffreyes in the name of God :

How comes it then that thou art call'd a King,

When liuing blood doth in thefe temples beat

Which owe the crowne, that thou ore-maftereft ?
K.Iobn. From whom haft thou this great commiffion

To draw my anfwer from thy Articles? (France,
Fra. Frd that fupernal Iudge that ftirs good thoughts

In any beatt of ftrong authoritie,

To looke into the blots and ftaines of right,

That Iudge hath made me guardian to this boy,

Vnder whofe warrant I impeach thy wrong,

And by whofe helpe I meane to chaftife it.

K. Iobn. Alack thou doft viurpe authoritie.
Fran. Excufe it is to beat viurping downe.
Queen. Who is it thou doft call vfu'r‘[uer France?
. Conft. Let me make anfwer : thy viurping fonne.
Queen. Out infolent, thy baftard fhall be King,

That thou maift be a Queen, and checke the world.
Con. My bed was euer to thy fonne as true

As thine was to thy husband, and this boy

Liker in feature to his father Geffrey

Then thou and Jobn,in manners being as like,

As raine to water, or deuill to his damme ;

My boy a baftard ? by my foule I thinke

His father neuer was fo true begot,

It cannot be,and if thou wert his mother. . ( ther
Queen. Theres a good mother boy,that blots thy fa-
Confl. There's a good grandame boy

That would blot thee.

Auft. Peace.

Baft. Heare the Cryer.

Auft. What the deuill art thou?

Bafi. One that wil play the deuill fir with you,

And a may catch your hide and you alone:

You are the Hare of whom the Prouerb goes

Whofe valour plucks dead Lyons by the beard ;

Ile {moake your skin-coat and I catch you right,

Sirra looke too’t,yfaith I will, yfaith.

Blan, O well did he become that Lyons robe,

That did difrobe the Lion of that robe.

Bafi. It lies as fightly on the backe of him

As great Alcides thooes vpon an Affe:

But Affe, Ile take that burthen from your backe,

Or lay on that fhall make your fhoulders cracke.

Auft. What cracker is this fame that deafes our eares

With this abundance of fuperfluous breath ?

King Lewis, determine what we fhall doe frait.

Lew. Women & fooles, breake off your conference.

King Iobn, this is the very fumme of all :

England and Ircland, Angiers, Toraine, Maine,

In right of Artbur doe I claime of thee:

Wilt thou refigne them,and lay downe thy Armes?

Iobn. My life as foone : I doe defic thee France,

Artbur of Britaine, yeeld thee to my hand,

And out of my deere loue Ile giue thee more,

Then ere the coward hand of Framce can win ;

Submit thee boy.

Queen. Come to thy grandame child.
Conf. Doe childe,goe to yt grandame childe,

Giue grandame kingdome, and it grandame will

Giue yt a plum,a cherry,and a figge,

There’s a good grandame.

Artbur. Good my mother peace,

I would that 1 were low laid in my graue,

I am not worth this coyle that's made for me. weepes.
Qu. Mo. His mother fhames him fo, poore hee
Con. Now fhame vpon you where the does or no, 1

His grandames wrongs,and not his mothers thames

Drawes thofe heauen-mouing pearles frid bis poor cies,

Which heauen fhall take in nature of a fee:

I, with thefe Chriftall beads heauen fhall be brib’d

To doe him Iuftice,and reuenge on you.

Qx. Thou ft flanderer of h and earth.
Con. Thou ftrous Iniurer of h and earth, 1

Call not me flanderer, thou and thine viurpe

The Dominations, Royalties, and rights

Of this opprefled boy ; this is thy eldeft fonnes fonne,

Infortunate in nothing but in thee:

Thy
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ines are vifited in this poore childe,
non of the'Law is laide on-him,
wt the fecond generation
ed from thy finne-conceiuning wombe.
. Bedlam haue done.
I haue but this to fay,
e is not onely plagued for her fin,
d hath made her tinne and her, the plague
3 remoued iffue, plagued for her,
ith her plague her finne: his iniury
urie the Beadle to her finne,
1ifh’d in the perfon of this childe,
1 for her, a plague vpon her.
Thou vnaduifed fcold, I can {produce
|y that barres the title of thy fonne.
I who doubts that, a2 Will : a wicked will,
1ans will, a cankred Grandams will.
Peace Lady, paufe, or be more temperate,
:feemes this prefence to cry ayme
(e ill-tuned repetitions :
Crumpet fummon hither to the walles
nen of Angiers, let vs heare them fpeake,’
title they admit, Artburs or lobss.

Trumpet founds.
Enter a Citizen vpon the walles.

Who is it that hath warn'd vs to the walles?
"Tis France, for England.
. England for it felfe :
en of Angiers, and my louing fubies.

You louing men of Angiers, Artburs fubies,
umpet call’d you to this gentle parle.
. For our aduantage, therefore heare vs firft:
1agges of France that are aduanced heere
the eye and profpe of your Towne,
ither march'd to your endamagement.
inons haue their bowels full of wrath,
ady mounted are they to {pit forth

ron indignation ‘gainft your walles:
paration for a bloody fiedge
erciles proceeding, by thefe French.
't yours Citties eies, your winking gates:
it for our approch, t‘ofe fleeping ftones,
1 a wafte doth girdle you about

compulfion of their Ordinance,

time from their fixed beds of lime
n difhabited, and wide h ke made
ody power to ruth vppon your peace.

the fight of vs your lawfull King,
ainefully with much expedient march
rought a counter-checke before your gates,
: vafcratch’d your Citties threatned cheekes:
the French amaz’d vouchfafe a parle,
'w infteed of bulletts wrapt in fire
e a fhaking feuer in your walles,
100te but calme words, folded vp in fmoake,
<e a faithleffe errour in your eares,

truft accordingly kinde Cittizens,
t vs in. Your King, whofe labour'd fpirits
earied in this a&ion of fwift {peede,
harbourage within your Citie walles.
ce. When I haue faide, make anfwer to vs both.
this right hand, whofe prote@ion

diuinely vow'd vpon the right

it holds, ftands yong Plantagenet,
‘0 the elder brother of this man,

And King ore him, and all that he enioyes :
For this downe-troden equity, we tread
In warlike march, thefe greenes before your Towne,
Being no further enemy to you
Then the conftraint of hofpitable zeale,
In the releefe of this opprefled childe,
Religioufly prouokes. Be pleafed then
To pay that dutie which you truly owe,
To him that owes it, namely, this yong Prince,
And then our Armes, like to a muzled Beare,
Saue in afpe@, hath all offence feal'd vp :
Our Cannons malice vainly fhall be {pent
Againft th’involuerable clouds of heauen,
And with a bleffed and vn-vext retyre,
With vnhack'd fwords, and Helmets all vnbruis'd,
We will beare home that luftie blood againe,
Which heere we came to fpout againft your Towne,
And leaue your children, wiues, and you in peace.
But if you fondly paffe our proffer'd offer,
*Tis not the rounder of your old-fac’d walles,
Can hide you from our meflengers of Warre,
Though all thefe Englith, and their difcipline
Were harbour’d in their rude circumference :
Then tell vs, Shall your Citie call vs Lord,
In that behalfe which we haue challeng'd it?
Or fhall we giue the fignall to our rage,
And ftalke in blood to our poffeffion ?
Cit. In breefe, we are the King of Englands fubie&ts
For him, and in his right, we hold this Towne.
Tobn. Acknowledge then the King, and let me in.
Cit. That can we not: but he that proues the King
To him will we proue loyall, till that time
Haue we ramm’d vp our gates againft the world.
Iobn. Doth ;lot the Crowne of England, prooue the
King
And if not that, I bring you Witneffes |
Twice fifteene thoufand hearts of Englands breed.
Bafi. Baftards and elfe.
Tobn. To verifie our title with their liues.
Fran. As many and as well-borne bloods as thofe.
Baft. Some Baftards too.
Fran. Stand in his face to contradi@ his claime.
Cit. Till you compound whofe right is worthieft,
We for the worthieft hold the right from both.
Iobn. Then God forgiue the finne of all thofe foules,
That to their euerlafting refidence,
Before the dew of euening fall, fhall fleete
In dreadfull triall of our kingdomes King.
Fran. Amen, Amen, mount Cheualiers to Armes.
Bafl. Saint George that {windg'd the Dragon,
And ere fince fit’s on’s horfebacke at mine Hoftefle dore
Teach vs fome fence. Sirrah, were I at home
At your den firrah, with your Lionneffe,
1 would fet an Oxe-head to your Lyons hide:
And make a monfter of you.
Aufi. Peace, no more.
%' O tremble: for you heare the Lyon rore.
Iobn. Vp higher to the plaine, where we’l fet forth
In beft appointment all our Regi
Baft . Speed then to take aduantage of the field,
Fra. It fhall be fo, and at the other hill
Command the reft to ftand, God and our right.  Exesnt
Heere after excurfions, Enter the Herald of France
with Trumpets to the gates,
F. Her. You men of Angiers open wide your gates,
And let yong Artbur Duke of Britaine in,
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Who by the hand, of France, this day hath made

Much 'worke for-teares'in 'many an Englith mother,

Whofe fonnes lye fcattered on the bleeding ground :

Many a widd husband groueling lies,

Coldly embracing the difcoloured earrh,

And vi@orie with little loffe doth play

Vpon the dancing banners of the French,

Who are at hand triumphantly difplayed

To enter Conquerors, and to proclaime

Artbur of Britaine, Englands King, and yours.
Enter Englifs Herald with Trumpet.

E.Har. Reioyce you men of Angiers,ring your bels,
King Ibn, your king and Englands, doth approach,
Commander of this hot malicious day,

Their Armours that march’d hence fo filuer bright,

Hither returne all gilt with Frenchmens blood :

There ftucke no plume in any Englith Creft,

That is remoued by a fiaffe of France :

Our colours do returne in thofe fame hands

That did difplay them when we firft marcht forth ¢

And like a iolly troope of Huntfmen come

Our luftie Englifh, all with purpled hands,

Dide in the dying flaughter of their foes,

Open your gates, and giue the Vitors way.
Hubert.Heralds, from off our towres we might behold

From firft to laft, the on-fet and retyre

Of both yonr Armies, whofe equality

By our beft eyes cannot be cenfured : (blowes :

Blood hath bought blood, and blowes haue anfwerd

Strength matcht with ftrength, and power confronted

power,
Both are alike,and both alike we like :
One muft proue greateft, While they weigh fo euen,
We hold our Towne for neither : yet for both.

Enter the two Kings with their puwers,
at feuerall doores,

Iobn. France, hatt thou yet more blood to caft away?
Say, fhall the currant of our right rome on,
Whofe paffage vext with thy impediment,
Shall leaue his natiue channell, and ore-fwell
with courfe difturb'd euen thy confining fhores,
Vhnlefle thou let his filuer Water, keepe
A peacefull progrefle to the Ocean.
Fra. England thou haft not fau’d one drop of blood
In this hot triall more then we of France,
Rather loft more. And by this hand I fweare
That fwayes the earth this Climate ouer-lookes,
Before we will lay downe our iuft-borne Armes,
Wee'l put thee downe,’gainft whom thefe Armes wee
Or adde a royall number to the dead : (beare,
Gracing the fcroule that tels of this warres loffe,
With flaughter coupled to the name of kings.
Baff. Ha Maiefty : how high thy glory towres,
‘When the rich blood of kings is fet on fire :
Oh now doth death line his dead chaps with fteele, -
The fwords of fouldiers are his teeth, his phangs,
And now he feafts, moufing the fleth of men
In vndetermin'd differences of kings.
Why ftand thefe royall fronts amazed thus :
Cry hauocke kings, backe to the fained field
You equall Potents, fierie kindled fpirits,
Then let confufion of one part confirm
The others peace : till then, blowes, blood, and death.
Iobn. Whofe party do the Townefmen yet admit, ?

Fra. SpeekeCitizens for England,whofe your king.
Hub. 'The king ofEngland,when we know the king.
Fra, Know him in vs, that heere hold vp his right.
Iobn. In Vs, that are our owne great Deputie,

And beare poffeflion of our Perfon heere,

Lord of our prefence Angiers,and of you.

Fra. A greater powre then We denies all this,
And till it be vndoubted,we do locke
Our former fcruple in our ftrong barr'd gates :

Kings of our feare, vntill our feares refolu’d
Be by fome certaine king, purg'd and depos'd.

Bafi. By heauen, thefe fcroyles of Angiers flout yc
And ftand fecurely on their battelments, (king
As in a Theater, whence they gape and point
At your induftrious Scenes and als of death.

Your Royall prefences be rul’d by mee,

Do like the Mutines of Ierufalem,

Be friends a-while, and both conioyntly bend
Your fharpeft Deeds of malice on this Towne.

By Eaft and Weft let France and England mount.
Their battering Canon charged to the mouthes,
Till their foule-fearing clamours haue braul'd downe
The flintie ribbes of this contemptuous Citie,

I'de play inceffantly vpon thefe lades,

Euen till vnfenced de&lation

Leaue them as naked as the vulgar ayre :

That done, diffeuer your vnited ftrengths,

And part your mingled colours once againe,
Turne face to face, and bloody point to point:
Then in a moment Fortune fhall cull forth

Out of one fide her happy Minion,

To whom in fauour fhe fhall giue the day,

And kiffe him with a glorious vi€ory :

How like you this wilde counfell mighty States,
Smackes it not fomething of the policie.

Iobn. Now by the sky that hangs aboue our heads,
I like it well. France, fhall we knit our powres,

And lay this Angiers euen with the ground,
Then after fight who fhall be king of it?

Baff. And if thou haft the mettle of a king,

Being wrong'd as we are by this peeuith Townc :
Turne thou the mouth of thy Artillerie,

As we will ours, againft thefe fawcie walles,

And when that we haue dafh’d them to the ground,
‘Why then defie each other, and pell-mell,

Make worke vpon our felues,for heauen or hell.

Fra. Let it be fo: fay, where will you affault?

Iobn. We from the Weft will fend deftruion
Into this Cities bofome.

Auf. 1 from the North.

Fran. Our Thunder from the South,

Shall raine their drift of bullets on this Towne.

Baft. O prudent difcipline ! From North to South :
Auftria and France fhoot in each others mouth.

Ile ftirre them to it: Come, away, away.

Hub. Heare vs great kings, vouchfafe awhile to ftay
And I fhall thew you peace, and faire-fac'd league :
Win you this Citie without ftroke, or wound,

Refcue thofe breathing liues to dye in beds,
That heere come facrifices for the field.
Perfeuer not, but heare me mighty kings.

Iobn. Speake on with fauour,we are bent to heare.

Hub. That daughter there of Spaine,the Lady Blanch
Is neere to England, looke vpon the yeeres
Of Lewes the Dolphin, and that louely maid.

Iflutie loue thould go in queft of beautie,
Whe
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Where fhould he finde it fairer, then in Blanch :
Ifzealous loue'thould go in'fearch/of vertue,
Where fhould he finde it purer then in Blanch?
If lowe ambitious, fought a match of birth,
Whofe veines bound richer blood then Lady Blanch?
Such as fhe is, in beautie, vertue, birth,
Is the yong Dolphin euery way compleat,
If not compleat of, fay he is not thee,
And fhe againe wants nothing, to name want,
If want it be not, that fhe is not hee:
He is the halfe part of a bleffed man,
Left to be finithed by fuch as thee,
And fhe a faire diuided excellence,
Whofe fulneffe of perfeion lyes in him,
0 two fuch filuer currents when they ioyne
Do glorifie the bankes that bound them in:
And two fuch fhores, to two fuch fireames made one,
Two fuch controlling bounds fhall you be, kings,
To thefe two Princes, if you marrie them:
This Vnion fhall do more then batterie can
To our faft clofed gates : for at this match,
With fwifter fpleene then powder can enforce
The mouth of paffage thall we fling wide ope,
And giue you entrance : but without this match,
The fea enraged is not halfe fo deafe,
Lyons more confident, Mountaines and rockes
More free ftom maiion, no not death himfelfe
In mortall furie halfe fo peremptorie,
As we to keepe this Citie.
Bafl. Heeres a flay,
That fhakes the rotten carkaffe of old death
Out of his ragges. Here’s a large mouth indeede,
That fpits forth death, and mountaines, rockes, and feas,
Talkes as familiarly of roaring Lyons,
As maids of thirteene do of puppi-dogges.
‘What Cannoneere begot this luftie blood,
He fpeakes plaine Cannon fire, and fmoake, and bounce,
He giues the baftinado with his tongue :
Our cares are cudgel’d, not a word of his
But buffets better then a fift of France :
Zounds, I was neuer fo bethumpt with words,
Since I firft cal’d my brothers father Dad.
0/d Qu. Son, lift to this coniun@ion, make this match
Giue with our Neece a dowrie large enough,
For by this knot, thou fhalt fo furely tye
Thy now vanfur d affurance to the Crowne,
That yon greene boy fhall haue no Sunne to ripe
The bloome that promifeth a mightie fruite.
Ifee a yeelding in the lookes of France :
Marke how they whifper, vrge them while their foules
Are capeable of this ambition,
Leaft zeale now melted by the windie breath
Offoft petitions, pittie and remorfe,
le and congeale againe to what it was.
Hub. Why anfwer not the double Maiefties,
This friendly treatie of our threatned Towne.
Fra. Speake England firft,that hath bin forward firft
To fpeake vnto this Cittie : what fay you ?
Ioba.If that the Dolphin there thy Princely fonne,
Can in this booke of beautie read, I loue :
Her Dowrie fhall weigh equall with a Queene:
For Angiers, and faire Toraine Maine, Poy&iers,
And all that we vpon this fide the Sea,
glcept this Cittie now by vs befiedg'd)
inde liable to our Crowne and Dignitie,
Shall gild her bridall bed and make her rich

In titles, honors, and promotions,
As fhe in beautie, education, blood,
Holdes hand with any Princeffe of the world.
Fra. What fai'ft thou boy ? looke in the Ladies face.,
Dol. 1 do my Lord, and in hereie I find
A wonder, or a wondrous miracle,
The fhadow of my felfe form’d in her eye,
Which being but the fhadow of your fonne,
Becomes a fonne and makes your fonne a fhadow:
I do proteft I neuer lou’d my felfe
Till now, infixed I beheld my felfe,
Drawne in the flattering table of her eie.
Whifpers with Blanch.
Bafi. Drawne in the flattering table of her eie,
Hang’d in the frowning wrinkle of her brow,
And quarter'd in her heart, hee doth efpie
Himfelfe loues traytor, this is pittic now ;
That hang’d, and drawne, and quarter'd there fhould be
In fuch a loue, fo vile a Lout as he,
Blan. My vnckles will in this refpe@ is mine,
If he fee ought in you that makes him like,
That any thing he fee’s which moues his liking,
I can with eafe tranflate it to my will :
Or if you will, to fpeake more properly,
I will enforce it eaflie to my loue.
Further I will not flatter you, my Lord,
That all I fee in you is worthie loue,
Then this, that nothing do I fee in you,
Though churlith thoughts themfelues fhould bee your
Iudge,
That I can finde, fhould merit any hate.
Iobn. What faie thefe yong-ones? What fay you my
Neece?
Blan. That fhe is bound in honor #ill to do
What you in wifedome till vouchfafe to fay.
Iobn. Speake then Prince Dolphin, can you loue this
Ladie ?
Dol. Nay aske me if I can refraine from loue,
For I doe loue her moft vnfainedly.
Iobn. Then do I giue Uolgueffen , Toraine , Maine,
Poytiersyand Aniow, thefe fiue Prouinces
With her to thee, and this addition more,
Full thirty thoufand Markes of Englith coyne :
Pbillip of France, if thou be pleaf’d withall,
Command thy fonne and daughtet to ioyne hands.
Fra. It likes vs well young Princes: clofe your hands
Auft. And your lippes too, for I arp well aflur'd,
That I did fo when I was firft affur'd.
Fra. Now Cittizens of Angires ope your gates,
Let in that amitie which you haue made,
For at Saint Maries Chappell prefently,
The rights of marriage fhallbe folemniz’d.
Is not the Ladie Conflance in this troope ?
I know fhe is not for this match made vp,
Her prefence would haue interrupted much.
Where is the and her fonne, tell me, who knowes?
Dol. She is fad and pafsionate at your highnes Tent.
Fra, And by my faith, this league that we haue made
Will giue her fadnefle very little cure :
Brother of England, how may we content
This widdow Lady ? In her right we came,
Which we God knowes, haue turn d another way,
To our owne vantage.
Iobn. We will heale vp all,
For wee’] create yong Artbur Duke of Britaine
And Earle of Richmond, and this rich faire Towne W
e
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‘We make bim Lord of. Call the Lady Coxflance,
Some {peedy) Méffenger) bid. her repai
To our folemnity : 1 truft we fhall,
(If not fill vp the meafure of her will)
Yet in fome meafure fatisfie her fo,
That we fhall flop her exclamation,
Go we as well as haft will fuffer vs,
To this vnlook'd for vnprepared pompe.
Bafi. Mad world, mad kings, mad compofition :
Iobn to ftop Artburs Title in the whole,
Hath willingly departed with a part,
And France, whofe armour Confcience buckled on,
Whom zeale and charitie brought to the field,
As Gods owne fouldier, rounded in the eare,
With that fame purpofe-changer, that flye diuel,
That Broker, that fill breakes the pate of faith,
That dayly breake-vow, he that winnes of all,
Of kings, of beggers, old men, yong men, maids,
‘Who hauing no externall thing to loofe,
But the word Maid, cheats the poore Maide of that.
That fmooth-fac'd Gentleman, tickling commoditie,
Commaoditie, the byas of the world,
The world, who of it felfe is peyfed well,
Made to run euen, vpon euen ground ;
Till this aduantage, this vile drawing byas,
This fway of motion, this commoditie,
Makes it take head from all indifferency,
From all dire&ion, purpofe, courfe, intent,
And this fame byas, this Commoditie,
This Bawd, this Broker, this all-changing-word,
Clap’d on the outward eye of fickle France,
Hath drawne him from his owne determin’d ayd,
From a refolu’d and honourable warre,
To a moft bafe and vile-concluded peace.
And why rayle I on this Commoditie ?
But for ufe he hath not wooed me yet:
Not that I haue the power to clutch my hand,
When his faire Angels would falute my palme,
But for my hand, as vnattempted yet,
Like a poore begger, raileth on the rich.
Well, whiles I am a begger, I will raile,
And fay there is no fin but to be rich:
And being rich, my vertue then fhall be,
To fay there is no vice, but beggerie :
Since Kings breake faith vpon commaditie,

Gaine be my Lord, for I will worfhip thee. Exit.

Exeunt.

eAétus Secundus

Enter Conflance, Arthur,and Salisbury.

Con. Gone to be married? Gone to {weare a peace?
Falfe blood to falfe blood ioyn'd. Gone to be freinds?
Shall Lewis haue Blaunch, and ‘Blaunch thofe Prouinces ?
It is not fo, thou haft mifpoke, mitheard,

Be well aduif’d, tell ore thy tale againe.

It cannot be, thou do’ft but fay "tis fo.

I truft I may not truft thee, for thy word

Is but the vaine breath of a common man:
Beleeue me, I doe not beleeue thee man,

I haue a Kings oath to the contrarie.

Thou fhalt be punith’d for thus frighting me,
For I am ficke, and capeable of feares,

Oppreft with wrongs, and therefore full of feares,
A widdow, husbandles, fubie@ to feares,

A woman natu borne to feares;

And though thou now confeffe thou did#t but ieft
With my vext fpirits, I cannot take a Truce,

But they will quake and tremble all this day.
‘What doft thou meane by fhaking of thy head ?
Why doft thou looke fo fadly on my fonne?
What meanes that hand vpon that breaft of thine ?
‘Why holdes thine cie that lamentable rhewme,
Like a proud riuer peering ore his bounds ?

Be thefe fad fignes confirmers of thy words?
Then fpeake againe, not all thy former tale,

But this one word, whether thy tale be true.

Sal. As true as I beleeue you thinke them falfe,
That giue you caufe to proue my faying true.

Con. Oh if thou teach me to beleeue this forrow,
Teach thou this forrow, how to make me dye,
And let beleefe, and life fo,

As doth the furie of two defperate men,

Which in the very meeting fall, and dye.

Lewes marry Blaunch? O boy, then where art thou?
France friend with Esgland, what becomes of me ?
Fellow be gone : I cannot brooke thy fight,

This newes hath made thee a moft vgly man.

Sal. What other harme hrue I good Lady done,
But fpoke the harme, that is by others done?

Con. Which harme within it {elfe fo heynous is,
As it makes harmefull all that fpeake of it.

Ar. Ido befeech you Madam be content.

(on. If thou that bidft me be content, wert grim
Vgly, and flandrous to thy Mothers wombe,
Full of vnpleafing blots, and fightlefle ftaines,
Lame, foolifh, crooked, fwart, prodigious,
Patch’d with foule Moles, and eye-offending markes,
I would not care, I then would be content,
For then I fhould not loue thee : no, nor thou
Become thy great birth, nor deferue 2 Crowne.
But thou art faire, and at thy birth (deere boy)
Nature and Fortune ioyn'd to make thee great.
Of Natures guifts, thou mayft with Lillies boaft,
And with the halfe-blowne Rofe. But Fortune, oh,
She is corrupted, chang’d, and wonne from thee,
Sh’adulterates hourely with thine Vnckle Jobn,
And with her golden hand hath pluckt on France
To tread downe faire refpe@ of Souenigntie,
And made his Maieftie the bawd to theirs.
France is a Bawd to Fortune, and king lobs,
That ftrumpet Fortune, that viurping Jobw :
Tell me thou fellow, is not France forfworne ?
Euvenom him with words, or get thee gone,
And leaue thofe woes alone, which I alone
Am bound to vnder-beare.

Sal. Pardon me Madam,
I may not goe without you to the kings.

Con. Thou maift, thou fhalt, I will not go with thee,
I will inftru&@ my forrowes to bee proud,

For greefe is proud, and makes his owner ftoope,
To me and to the ftate of my great greefe,

Let kings affemble : for my greefe’s fo great,
That no fupporter but the huge firme earth

Can hold it vp: here I and forrowes fit,

Heere is my Throne, bid kings come bow to it.
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Fus Tertius,Scena prima.

ng Iobn, France, Dolpbin, Blanch, Elianor , Pbilip,
s, Conflance.

*Tis true (faire daughter) and this bleffed day,
France fhall be kept feftiuall :

inize this day the glorious funne

his courfe, and playes the Alchymitt,

with fplendor of his precious eye

ger cloddy earth to glittering gold :

ely courfe that brings this day about,

ier fee it, but a holy day.

A wicked day, and not a holy day.

th this day deferu’d? what hath it done,
n golden letters fhould be fet

‘he high tides in the Kalender ¢

her turne this day out of the weeke,

of thame, oppreflion, periury.

nuft ftand fhill, let wiues with childe

t their burthens may not fall this day,

their hopes prodigioufly be croft :

this day) let Sea-men feare no wracke,

ines breake that are not this day made ;

all things begun, come to ill end,

h it felfe to hollow falthood change.

By heauen Lady, you fhall baue no caufe

the faire proceedings of this day :

ot pawn’d to you my Maiefty ?

You haue beguil’d me with a counterfeit
ing Maiefty, which being touch’d and tride,
alueleffe : you are forfworne, for{fworne

ie in Armes to {pill mine enemies bloud,

in Armes, you ftrengthen it with yours.
ling vigor,and rough frowne of Warre

1 amitie, and painted peace,

oppreflion hath made vp this league :

rme, you heauens, againft thefe periur'd Kings,
w cries, be husband to me (h )

:he howres of this vngodly day

ut the daies in Peace ; but ere Sun-fet,

d difcord "twixt thefe periur'd Kings,

¢, Oh, heare me.

Lady Conflance, peace.

War, war, no peace, peace is to me a warre :
‘es, O Aufiria, thou doft thame

>udy fpoyle: thou flaue, thou wretch, y coward,
tle valiant,great in villanie,

er ftrong vpon the ftronger fide ;

rtunes Champion, that do'ft neuer fight

n her humourous Ladithip is by

1 thee fafety : thou art periur'd too,

‘h’ftvp greatnefle. What a foole art thou,
ng foole, to brag, and ftamp, and fweare,

y partie : thou cold blooded flaue,

u not fpoke like thunder on my fide?

rorne my Souldier, bidding me depend

y ftarres, thy fortune, and thy ftrength,

: thou now fall ouer to my foes?

:are a Lyons hide, doff it for fhame,

1g & Calues skin on thofe recreant limbes.

J that a2 man fhould {peake thofe words to me.
And hang a Calues-skin on thofe recreant limbs
Thou dar'tt not fay fo villaine for thy life.

Pbil.And hang a Calues-skin on thofe recreant limbs.
Iobn. We like not this, thou doft forget thy felfe.
Enter Pandulph.
Fra. Heere comes the holy Legat of the Pope.
Pan. Haile you annointed deputies of heauen;
To thee King lobn my holy errand is :
I Pandulpb, of faire Millane Cardinall ,
And from Pope Innocent the Legate heere,
Doe in his name religioufly demand
Why thou againft the Church,our holy Mother,
So wilfully doft {purne ; and force perforce
Keepe Stepben Langton chofen Arfhbithop
Of (Canterbury from that holy Sea:
This in our f’;refaid holy Fathers name
Pope Innocent, 1 doe demand of thee.
Iobn. What carthie name to Interrogatories
Can taft the free breath of a facred King?
Thou canft not (Cardinall) deuife 2 name
So flight, vnworthy,and ridiculous
To charge me to an anfwere, as the Pope:
Tell him this tale,and from the mouth of England,
Adde thus much more, that no Italian Pricft
Shall tythe or toll in our dominions :
But as we, vnder heauen, are fupreame head,
So vnder him that great fupremacy
Where we doe reigne, we will alone vphold
Without th’affiftance of a mortall hand :
So tell the Pope, all reuerence fet apart
To him and his vfurp’d authoritie.
Fra, Brother of England, you blafpheme in this.
Jobn. Though you,and all the Kings of Chriftendom
Are led fo groffely by this medling Priett,
Dreading the cnrf{ that money may buy out,
And by the merit of vilde gold, droffe, duft,
Purchafe corrupted pardon of a2 man,
Who in that fale fels pardon from himfelfe :
Though you, and al the reft fo groffely led,
This iugling witchcraft with reuennue cherith,
Yet I alone, alone doe me oppofe
Againft the Pope, and count his friends my foes.
Pand. Then by the lawfull power that I haue,
Thou fhalt ftand curft,and excommunicate,
And bleffed fhall he be that doth reuolt
From his Allegeance to an heretique,
And meritorious fhall that hand be call'd,
Canonized and worfhip'd as a Saint,
That takes away by any fecret courfe
Thy hatefull life.
Con. O lawfull let it be .
That I haue roome with Rome to curfe a while,
Good Father Cardinall, cry thou Amen
To my keene curfes; for without my wrong
There is no tongue hath power to curfe him right.
Pan. There’s Law and Warrant (Lady) for my curfe.
Conf. And for mine too,when Law can do no right.
Let it be lawfull,that Law barre no wrong:
Law cannot give my childe his kingdome heere ;
For he that holds his Kingdome, holds the Law:
Therefdre fince Law it felfe is perfect wrong,
How can-the Law forbid my tongue to curfe 2
Pand. Pbilip of France, on perill of a curfe,
Let goe the hand of that Arch-heretique,
And raife the power of France vpon his head,
Vhlefle he doe fubmit himfelfe to Rome.
Elea.Look'ft thou pale France?do not let go thy hand.
Com. Looke to that Deuill, left that France repent,
And
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And, by difioyning hands hell/lofe a foule.
Avf. King Pbilip, liften to the Cardinall,
Bafi. And hang a Calues-skin on his recreant limbs.
Auft. Well ruffian, I muft pocket vp thefe wrongs,
Becaufe,
Baff. Your breeches beft may carry them.
Iobn. Pbilip, what faift thou to the Cardinall ?
Con. What fhould he fay, but as the Cardinall?
Dolpb. Bethinke you father, for the difference
Is purchafe of a heauy curfe from Rome ,
Or the light loffe of England, for a friend ¢
Forgoe the eafier.
Bla. That s the curfe of Rome.
Con. O Lewis, ftand faft, the deuill tempts thee heere
In likeneffe of a new vntrimmed Bride.
Bla. The Lady Conflance {peakes not from her faith,
But from her need.
Con. Ob, if thou grant my need,
Which onely liues but by the death of faith,
at need, muft needs inferre this principle,
That faith would live againe by death of need :
O then tread downe my need,and faith mounts vp,
Keepe my need vp,and faith is trodden downe.
Iobn. The king is moud, and anfwers not to this.
Con. O be remou’d from him, and anfwere well,
Aup. Doe fo king Pbilip, hang no more in doubt.
Baft.Hang nothing but a Calues skin moft fweet lout.
Fra. I am perplext,and know not what to fay.
Pan. What canft thou fay,but wil perplex thee more?
If thou ftand excommunicate, and curft ?
Fra. Good reuerend father,make my perfon yours,
And tell me how you would beftow your felfe?
This royall hand and mine are newly knit,
And the coniun&ion of our inward foules
Married in league, coupled, and link’d together
With all religous ftrength of facred vowes,
The lateft breath that gaue the found of words
Was deepe-fworne faith, peace, amity, true loue
Betweene our kingdomes and our royall felues,
And cuen before this truce, but new before,
No longer then we well could wafh our hands,
To clap this royall bargaine vp of peace,
Heauen knowes they were befmear’d and ouver-ftaind
With flaughters pencill ; where reuenge did paint
The fearefull difference of incenfed kings :
And fhall thefe hands fo lately purg’d ofbloud ?
So newly ioyn'd in loue ? fo ftrong in both,
Vnyoke this feyfure, and this kinde regreete ?
Play faft and loofe with faith ? fo ieft with heauen,
Make fuch vnconftant children of onr felues
As now againe to fnatch our palme from palme:
Vn-fweare faith {worne, and on the marriage bed
Of fmiling peace to march a bloody hoatt,
And make a ryot on the gentle brow
Of true fincerity ? O holy Sir
My reucrend father, let it not be fo ;
Out of your grace, deuife, ordaine, impofe
Some gentle order, and then we fhall be bleft
To doe your pleafure, and continue friends.
Pand. All forme is formeleffe, Order orderleff®,
Saue what is oppofite to Eng/ands loue.
Therefore to Armes, be Champion of our Church,
Or let the Church our mother breathe her curfe,
A mothers curfe, on her reuolting fonne :
France, thou maift hold a ferpent by the tongue,
A cafed Lion by the mortall paw,

A fafting Tyger fafer by the tooth,

Then keepe in peace that hand which thou doft hold.
Fra. I may dif-ioyne my hand, but not my faith.
Pand. So mak’ft thou faith an enemy to faith,

And like a ciuill warre fetft oath to cath,

Thy t gainft thy tongue. O let thy vow

Firft made to b , firft be to h perform’d,

That is, to be the Champion of our Church,

What fince thou {worft, is {worne againft thy felfe,

And may not be performed by thy felfe,

For that which thou haft fworne to doe amiffe,

Is not amiffe when it is truely done :

And being not done, where doing tends to ill,

The truth is then moft done not doing it:

The better A& of purpofes miftooke ,

Is to miftake again, though indire,

Yet indirection thereby grawes dire&,

And falfhood, falfhood cures, as fire cooles fire

Within the fcorched veines of one new burn’d:

It is religion that doth make vowes kept,

But thou haft fworne againtt religion:

By what thou fwear'ft againft the thing thou fwear'tt,

And mak’ft an oath the furetie for thy truth,

Againft an oath the truth, thou art vnfure

To {weare, {weares onely not to be forfworne,

Elfe what a mockerie fhould it be to fweare ?

But thou doft fweare, onely to be forfworne,

And moft forfworne, to keepe what thou doft {weare,

Therefore thy later vowes,againft thy firft,

Is in thy felfe rebellion to thy felfe :

And better conqueft neuer canft thou make,

Then arme thy conftant and thy nobler parts

Againft thefe giddy loofe fuggeftions:

Vpon which better part, our prayrs come in,

If thou vouchfafe them. But if not,then know

The perill of our curfes light on thee

So heauy, as thou fhalt not fhake them off

But in defpaire, dye vnder their blacke weight.

Auft. Rebellion, flat rebellion,
Baft. Wil't not be?

Will not a Calues-skin ftop that mouth of thine?
Daul. Father,to Armes.

Blanch. Vpon thy wedding day ?

Againft the blood that thou haft married?

What, fhall our feaft be kept with flaughtered men?

Shall braying trumpets, and loud churlith drums

Clamors of hell, be meafures to our pomp ?

O husband heare me : aye, alacke, how new

Is husband in my mouth ? euen for that name

‘Which till this time my t did nere p 5

Vpon my knee I beg, goe not to Armes

Againft mine Vncle.

Conft. O, vpon my knee made hard with kneeling,

I doe pray to thee, thou vertuous Dnvl{bin,

Alter not the doome fore-thought by heauen.

Blan. Now fhall I fee thy loue, what motiue may

Be ftronger with thee, then the name of wife ¢
Con. That which vpholdeth him, that thee vpholds,

His Honor, Oh thine Hondr, Lewis thine Honor.

Dolpb. I mufe your Maiefty doth feeme fo cold,

When fuch profound refpeés doe pull you on ¢
Pand. 1 will denounce a curfe vpon his head.

Fra. Thou fhalt not need. England,1 will fall fr thee

Conft. O faire returne of banith’d Maieftie.

Elea. O foule revolt of French inconftancy.

Eng . France,y fhalt rue this houre within this ho‘;‘ﬂ
2
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Baf.Old, Time, the clocke fetter, y-bald fexton Time:
Is it as he will? well then, France thall rue.
‘Bla. The Sun’s orecat with bloud : faire day adieu,
Which is the fide that I muft goe withall ?
1am with both, each Army hath a hand,
And in their rage, 1 hauing hold of both,
They whurle a-funder, and difmember mee.
Husband, I cannot pray that thou maift winne :
Vncle, I needs muft pray that thou maitt lofe :
Father, I may not with the fortune thine :
Grandam, I will not wifh thy withes thriue :
Who-euer wins,on that fide fhall I lofe :
Affured loffe, before the match be plaid.
Delpb. Lady,with me,with me thy fortune lies,
Bla. There where my fortune liues,there my life dies.
Tobn. Cofen, goe draw our puifance together,
France,1 am burn'd vp with inflaming wrath,
A rage, whofe heat hath this condition ;
That nothing can allay,nothing but blood,
The blood and deereft valued bloud of Frawce.
Fra. Thy rage fhall burne thee vp,& thou fhalt turne
To athes, ere our blood fhall quench that fire :
Looke to thy felfe,thou art in ieopardie.
Lba.No more then he that threats. To Arms le’ts hie.
Exeunt.

Scena Secunda.

Allarums ,Excurfions : Enter Baflard with Aufiria’s
bead.

‘Baft. Now by my life,this day grows wondrous hot,
Some ayery Deuill houers in the skie,
And pour’s downe mifchiefe.fuflrias head lye there,
Enter Iobn,Artbur,Hubert.
While Pbilip breathes.
lobs. Hubert, keepe this boy : Pbilip make vp,
MyMother is affayled in our Tent,
And tane [ feare.
Baff. My Lord I refcued her,
Her Highnefie is in fafety, feare you not:
But on my Liege, for very little paines
Will bring this labor to an happy end. Exit.
Alarums , excurfions, Retreat. Enter Iobn, Eleanor, Arthur
Baflard, Hubere, Lords.

bbn. So fhall it be : your Grace fhall ftay behinde
So ftrongly guarded : Cofen,looke not fad,
Thy Grandame loues thee, and thy Vnkle will
As deere be to thee, as thy father was.
Arth. O this will make my mother die with griefe.
Iobn. Cofen away for England, hafte before,
And ere our comming fee tﬁou fhake the bags
Of hoording Abbots, imprifoned angells
Set at libertie : the fat ribs of peace
Muft by the hungry now be fed vpon :
Vfe our Commiffion in his vtmoft force.
Bafi. Bell, Booke,& Candle,fhall not driue me back,
When gold and filuer becks me to come on.
I'leaue your highneffe : Grandame, I will pray
(If euer T remember to be holy )
For your faire fafety : fo I kiffe your band.
€le. Farewell gentle Cofen.

Iobn. Coz, farewell.
Ele. Come hether little kinfman,harke,a worde.
Jobn.Come hether Hubert. O my gentle Hubert,
We owe thee much : within this wall of fleth
There is a foule counts thee her Creditor,
And with aduantage meanes to pay thy loue:
And my good friend, thy voluntary oath *
Liues in this bofome, deerely cherifhed.
Giue me thy hand, I had a thing to fay,
But I will fit it with fome better tune.
By heauen Hubert, I am almoft atham’d
To fay what good refpe@ I haue of thee.
Hub. 1 am much bounden to your Maiefty.
Iobn. Good friend,thou haft no caufe to fay fo yet,
But thou fhalt haue:and creepe time nere fo flow,
Yet it fhall come, for me to doe thee good.
I had a thing to fay, but let it goe :
The Sunne is in the heauen, and the proud day,
Attended with the pleafures of the world,
Is all too wanton, and too full of gawdes
To giue me audience : If the mid-night bell
Did with bis yron tongue,and brazen mouth
Sound on into the drowzie race of night:
If this fame were a Church-yard where we ftand ,
And thou poffefled with a thoufand wrongs :
Or if that furly {pirit melancholy
Had bak’d thy bloud,and made it heauy, thicke,
‘Which elfe runnes tickling vp and downe the veines,
Making that idiot laughter keepe mens eyes ,
And ftraine their checkes to idle merriment,
A paffion hatefull to my purpofes:
Or if that thou couldft fee me without eyes,
Heare me without thine eares, and make reply
Without a tongue, vfing conceit alone,
Without eyes, eares,and harmefull found of words :
Then, in defpight of brooded watchfull day,
I would into thy bofome poure my thoughts:
But (ah) 1 will not, yet I loue thee well ,
And by my troth I thinke thou lou'ft me well.
Hub. So well,that what you bid me vndertake,
Though that my death were adiun@ to my A&,
By heauen I would doe it.
Tobn. Doe not I know thou wouldft?
Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert throw thine eye
On yon young boy : lle tell thee what my friend,
He is a very ferpent in my way,
And wherefoere this foot of mine doth tread,
He lies before me : doft thou vnderftand me ¢
Thou art his keeper.
Hub. And lle keepe him fo,
That he fhall not offend your Maiefty.
Iobn. Death.
Hub. My Lord.
Tobn. A Graue.
Hub. He fhall not live.
Iobn. Enough.
I could be merry now, Hubert, I loue thee.
Well, Ile not fay what I intend for thee :
Remember : Madam, Fare you well,
1le fend thofe powers o're to your Maiefty.
Ele. My blefling goe with thee.
Iobn. For England Cofen, goe.
Hubert fhall be your man, attend on you
Withal true duetie : On toward Callice,hoa.

Scena
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Or madly thinke a babe of clowts were he ;
> I am not mad : too well, too well I feele
Scena Tertla' The different plague of each calamitie.
Fra. Binde vp thofe trefles : O what loue I note
In the faire multitude of thofe her haires;
Enter Frala, Dolpbin, Pandulpbo, Attendants. Where but by chance a filuer drop hath falne,

Euen to that drop ten thoufand wiery fiends .

Fra. So by a roaring Tempeft on the flood, Doe glew themfelues in fociable griefe,

A whole Armado of conui@ed faile Like true, infeparable, faithfull loues,
Is fcattered and dif-ioyn'd from fellowfhip. Sticking together in calamitie.

Pand. Courage and comfort,all fhall yet goe well. Con. To England, if you will.

Fra. 'What can goe well,when we haue runne fo ill ? Fra. Binde vp your haires.

Are we not beaten ? Is not Angiers loft? Con. Yes that I will : and wherefore will I do it ?
Artbur tane prifoner? diuers deere friends flaine? I tore them from their bonds, and cride aloud ,
And bloudy England into England gone, O, that thefe hands could fo redeeme my fonne,
Ore-bearing interruption {pight of France? As they haue giuen thefe hayres their libertie :

Dol. What he hath won, that hath he fortified : But now 1 enuie at their libertie,

So hot a fpeed, with fuch aduice difpos’d, And will againe commit them to their bonds,
Such temperate order in fo fierce a caufe, Becaufe my poore childe is a prifoner.

Doth want example: who hath read,or heard And Father Cardinall, I haue heard you fay

Of any kindred-action like to this? That we fhall fee and know our friends in heauen :

Fra. Well could I beare that Englandhad this praife, If that be true, I fhall fee my boy againe ;

So we could finde fome patterne of our fhame : For fince the birth of Caine, the firft male-childe
Enter Conflance. To him that did but yefterday fufpire,

Looke who comes heere ? a graue vnto a foule, There was not fuch a gracious creature borne :

Holding th’eternall fpirit againft her will , But now will Canker-forrow eat my bud,

In the vilde prifon of affli¢ted breath : And chafe the natiue beauty from his checke,

I prethee Lady goe away with me. And he will looke as hollow as a Ghott,

Con. Lo; now:now fee the iffue of your peace. As dim and meager as an Agues fitte,

Fra. Patience good Lady,comfort gentle Conflance. And fo hec’ll dye : and rifing fo againe,

Con. No, I defie all Counfell, all redrefle, When I thall meet him in the Court of heauen ‘
But that which ends all counfell, true Redreffe: I fhall not know him : therefore neuer, neuer :
Death, death, O amiable, louely death Mutt I behold my pretty Artbur more. !
Thou odoriferous ftench : found rottennefle, Pand. You hold too heynous a refpect of greefe.

Arife forth from the couch of lafting night, Conft. He talkes to mc, that never had a (onne.
Thou hate and terror to profperitie, Fra. You are as fond of greefe, as of your childe.
And I will kiffe thy deteftable bones, Con. Greefe fils the roome vp of my abfent childe :
And put my eye-balls in thy vaultie browes, Lies in his bed, walkes vp and downe with me,
And ring thefe fingers with thy houfhold wormes, Putson his pretty lookes, repeats his words,
And ftop this gap of breath with fulfome duft, Remembets me of all his gracious parts,
And be a Carrion Monfter like thy felfe ; Stuffes out his vacant garments with his forme ;
Come, grin on me, and I will thinke thou {mil'R, Then, haue I reafon to be fond of griefe?
And buffe thee as thy wife : Miferies Loue, Fareyouwell : had you fuch a lofle as I,
O come to me. I could giue better comfort then you doe.
Fra. O faire afflition, peace. I will not keepe this forme vpon my head,
Con. No,no, I will not, hauing breath to cry : When there is fuch diforder in my witte :
O that my tongue were in the thunders mouth, O Lord, my boy, my Artbur, my faire fonne,
Then with a paffion would I fhake the world, My life, my ioy, my food, my all the world :
And rowze from fleepe that fell Anatomy My widow-comfort,and my forrowes cure. Exit.
Which cannot heare a Ladies feeble voyce, Fra. 1 feare fome out-rage,and Ile follow her. Exit.
Which fcornes a moderne Inuocation. Dol. There’s nothing in this world can make meioy,

Pand. Lady,you vtter madnefle,and not forrow. Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale,

Con. Thou art holy to belye me fo, Vexing the dull eare of a drowfie man ;

I 'am not mad : this haire 1 teare is mine, And bitter thame hath fpoyl'd the fweet words tafte,
My name is Conflance, I was Geffreyes wife, That it yeelds nought but fhame and bitternefe.
Yong edrtbur is my fonne, and he is loft : Pand. Before the curing of a ftrong difeafe ,

I'am not mad, I would to heauen I were, Euen in the inftant of repaire and health,

For then 'tis like I fhould forget my felfe : The fit is ftrongeft : Euils that take leave

O, if I could, what griefe fhould I forget? On their departure, moft of all fhew euill :

Preach fome Philofophy to make me mad, What haue you loft by lofing of this day?

And thou fhalt be Canoniz'd (Cardinall.) Dol. All daies of glory,ioy,and happinefle.

For, being not mad, but fenfible of greefe, . Pan. If you had won it, certainely you had.

My reafonable part produces reafon No, no : when Fortune meanes to men moft good,
How I may be deliuer’d of thefe woes, Shee lookes vpon them with a threatning eye:

And teaches mee to kill or hang my felfe : *Tis firange to thinke how much King loba hath loft
If I were mad, I fhould forget my fonne, In this which he accounts fo clearely wonne:
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’t you grieu'd that Arebur is his prifoner ¢
As heartily 'as \he is-glad-he hath'him.
- Your minde is all as youthfull as your blood.
ieare me {peake with a propheticke fpirit :
en the breath of what 1 meane to fpeake,
low each duft, each ftraw, each little rub
“the path which fhall dire@ly lead
wote to Englands Throne. And therefore marke :
ath feiz’d Artbur, and it cannot be,
vhiles warme life playes in that infants veines,
iif-plac’d-Iobn thould entertaine an houre,
iinute, nay one quiet breath of reft,
ster {natch’d with an vnruly hand,
e as boyfteroufly maintain'd as gain'd.
e that ftands vpon a flipp’ry place,
i nice of no vilde hold to ftay him vp:
'obn may ftand, then Artbur needs muft fall,
t, for it cannot be but fo.
But what fhall I gaine by yong Artburs fall ?
. You,in the right of Lady ‘Blancb your wife,
1en make all the claime that Artbur did.
And loofe it, life and all,as Arrbur did.
- How green you are,and frefh in this old world?
yes you plots : the times confpire with you,
that fteepes his fafetic in true blood,
inde but bloodie fafety, and vntrue.
\& fo euilly borne fhall coole the hearts
his people, and freeze vp their zeale,
ione fo {mall aduantage fhall ftep forth
:cke his reigne, but they will cherith it.
turall exhalation in the skie,
ipe of Nature, no diftemper’d day,
nmon winde, no cuftomed euent,
ey will plucke away his naturall caufe,
all them Meteors, prodigies, and fignes,
tiues, prefages, and tongues of h N
7 denouncing vengeance vpon obn,
. May be he will not touch yong Arthurs life,
)ld himfelfe fafe in his prifonment.
. O Sir, when he fhall heare of your approach,
yong Arthur be not gone alreadie,
it that newes he dies : and then the hearts
his people fhall reuolt from him,
iffe the lippes of vnacquainted change,
icke ftrong matter of reuolt, and wrath
“the bloody fingers ends of lobn.
inkes I fee this hurley all on foot ;
), what better matter breeds for you,
[ haue nam'd. The Baftard Falconbridge
“in England ranfacking the Church,
ing Charity : If but a dozen French
there in Armes, they would be as a Call
ine ten thoufand Englith to their fide ;
a little fnow, tumbled about,
becomes a Mountaine. O noble Dolphine,
th me to the King, 'tis wonderfull,
may be wrought out of their difcontent,
hat their foules are topfull of offence,
1igland go; I will whet on the King.
!, Strong reafons makes ftrange aions:let vs go,
fay I, the King will not fay no. Exennt,

Alus Quartus, Scena prima.

Enter Hubert and Executioners.

Hub. Heate me thefe Irons hot, and looke thou ftand
Within the Arras : when I ftrike my foot
Vpon the bofome of the ground, rufh forth
And binde the boy, which you fhall finde with me
Faft to the chaire : be heedfull : hence,and watch.

Exec. I hope your warrant will beare out the deed.

Hub. Vncleanly fcruples feare not you : looke too't.
Yong Lad come forth ; I haue to fay with you.

Enter Artbur,

Ar. Good morrow Hubert.

Hub. Good miorrow, little Prince.

Ar. As little Prince, hauing {o great a Title
To be more Prince, as may be : you are fad.

Hub. Indeed I haue beene merrier.

Art. "Mercie on me:

Me thinkes no body fhould be fad but I :

Yet I remember, when 1 was in France,
Yong Gentlemen would be as {ad as night
Onely for wantonneffe : by my Chriftendome,
So I were out of prifon,and kept Sheepe

I fhould be as merry as the day is long:

And fo I would be heere, but that I doubt
My Vnckle praifes more harme to me :
He is affraid of me, and I of him :

Is it my fault, that I was Geffreyes fonne?
No in deede is’t not : and 1 would to heauen

I were your fonne, fo you would loue me, Hubert:

Hub. If I talke to him, with his innocent prate
He will awake my mercie, which lies dead:

Therefore 1 will be fodaine, and difpatch.

Ar. Are you ficke Hubert? you looke pale to day,
Infooth 1 would you were a little ficke,

That I might fit all night,and watch with you.
I warrant 1 loue you more then you do me.

Hub. His words do take poffeflion of my bofome.
Reade heere yong Artbar. How now foolifh rheume ?
Turning difpitious torture out of doore ?

I muft be breefe, leaft refolution drop
Out at mine eyes, in tender womanith teares.
Can you not reade it? Is it not faire writ?

Ar. Too fairely Hubert, for fo foule effeét,

Muft you with hot Irons, burne out both mine eyes?

Hub. Yong Boy, I mutt.

Art. And will you?

Hub. And I will.

Art. Haue you the heart? When your head did but

ake,
I knit my hand-kercher about your browes
(The beft I had, a Princeffe wrought it me)
And I did neuer aske it you againe :
And with my hand, at midnight held your head;
And like the watchfull minutes, to the houre,
Still and anon cheer’d vp the heauy time ;
Saying, what lacke you? and where lies your greefe?
Or what good loue may I performe for you ?
Many a poore mans fonne would haue lyen ill,
And nere haue fpoke a louing word to you:
But you, at your ficke feruice had a Prince :
Nay, you may thinke my loue was craftie loue,

And call it cunning. Do, and if you will, ”
b
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If heauen be pleas’d that you muft vie me ill,
Why' then you 'muft. - 'Will you' put out mine eyes?
Thefe eyes, that neuer did, nor neuer fhall
So much as frowne on you.
Hub. 1haue fworne to doiit:
And with hot Irons muft I burne them out.
Ar. Ah, none but in this Iron Age,would do it:
The Iron of it felfe, though heate red hot,
| Approaching neere thefe eyes, would drinke my teares,
And quench this fierie indignation,
Euen in the matter of mine innocence :
Nay, after that, confume away in ruft,
But for containing fire to harme mine eye:
Are you more ftubborne hard, then hammer’d Iron?
And if an Angell thould haue come to me,
And told me Hubert fhould put out mine eyes,
I would not haue beleeu’d him : no tongue but Huberts.
Hub. Come forth : Do as I bid you do.
Art. O faue me Hubert,faue me : my eyes are out
Euen with the fierce 1ookes of thefe bloody men.
Hub. Giue me the Iron 1 fay, and binde him heere.
Art. Alas, what neede you be fo boiftrous rough?
I will not ftruggle, I will ftand ftone fill :
For heauen fake Hubert let me not be bound :
Nay heare me Hubert,driue thefe men away,
And I will fit as quiet as a Lambe.
I will not ftirre, nor winch, nor fpeake a word,
Nor looke vpon the Iron angerly :
Thruft but thefe men away, and Ile forgiue you,
What euer torment you do put me too.
Hub. Go ftand within : let me alone with him.
Exec. I am beft pleas’d to be from fuch a deede.
Art. Alas, I then haue chid away my friend,
He hath a fterne looke, but a gentle heart:
Let him come backe, that his compaflion may
Giue life to yours.
Hub. Come (Boy) prepare your felfe.
Art. Is there no remedie ?
Hub. None, but to lofe your eyes.
Art. O heauen: that there were but a moth in yours,
A graine, a duft,a gnat, a wandering haire,
Any annoyance in that precious fenfe:
Then feeling what {fmall things are boyfterous there,
Your vilde intent muft needs feeme horrible.
Hub. Is this your promife ? Go too, hold your toong.
Art. Hubert, the vtterance of a brace of tongues,
Mu#ft needes want pleading for a paire of eyes:
Let me not hold my tongue : let me not Hubert,
Or Hubert, if you will cut out my tongue,
So I may keepe mine eyes. O {pare mine eyes,
Though to no vfe, but fill to looke on you.
Loe, by my troth, the Inftrument is cold,
And would not harme me.
Hub. 1 can heate it, Boy.
Ar¢. No, in good footh : the fire is dead with griefe,
Being create for comfort, to be vs'd
In vndeferued extreames : See elfe your felfe,
*There is no malice in this burning cole,
The breath of heauen, hath blowne his fpirit out,
And ftrew’d repentant athes on his head.
Hub. But with my breath I can reuiue it Boy.
Art. And if you do, you will but make it blufh,
And glow with thame of your proceedings, Hubert:
Nay, it perchance will fparkle in your eyes:
And, like a dogge that is compell'd to fight,
Snatch at his Mafter that doth tarre him on.

All things that you fhould vfe to do me wrong
Deny their office : onely you do lacke
That mercie, which fierce fire, and Iron extends,
Creatures of note for mercy, lacking vfes.

Hub. Well, fee to liue : I will not touch thine eye,
For all the Treafure that thine Vnckle owes,
Yet am I {fworne, and I did purpofe, Boy,
With this fame very Iron, to burne them out.

Art, O now you looke like Hubert . All this while
You were difguis'd.

Hub. Peace:no more. Adieu,
Your Vnckle muft not know but you are dead.
Ile fill thefe dogged Spies with falfe reports :
And, pretty childe, fleepe doubtlefle, and fecure,
That Hubert for the wealth of all the world,
Will not offend thee.

Art. O heauen! I thanke you Hubert.

Hub. Silence, no more ; go clofely in with mee,
Much danger do I vodergo for thee. Examt

Scena Secunda.

Enter Iobn, Pembroke, Salisbury, and otber Lordes,

Tobn, Heere once againe we fit : once againft crown'd
And look’d vpon, I hope, with chearefull eyes.

Pem.This once again (but that your Highnes pleas'd)
‘Was once fuperfluous : you were Crown’d before,

And that high Royalty was nere pluck'd off :
The faiths of men, nere ftained with reuolt :
Frefh expe@ation troubled not the Land
With any long'd-for-change, or better State.

Sal. Theretore, to be poffefs’d with double pompe,

To guard a Title, that was rich before ;

To gilde refined Gold, to paint the Lilly;

To throw a perfume on the Violet,

To fmooth the yce, or adde another hew

Vato the Raine-bow; or with Taper-light

To feeke the b eycof h to garnifh,
Is waftefull,and ridiculous exceffe.

Pem. But that your Royall pleafure muft be done,
Thisaéte, is as an ancient tale new told,

And, in the laft repeating, troublefome,
Being vrged at a time vnfeafonable.

Sal. In this the Anticke, and well noted face
Of plaine old forme, is much disfigured,

And like a’ fhifted winde vato a faile,

It makes the courfe of thoughts to fetch about,
Startles, and frights confideration :

Makes found opinion ficke, and truth fufpeQed,
For putting on fo new a fathion'd robe.

Pem. When Workemen firiue to do better then wel,
They do confound their skill in couetoufnefle,

And oftentimes excufing of a fault,

Doth make the fault the worfe by th'excufe :
As patches fet vpon a little breach,

Difcredite more in hiding of the fault,

Then did the fault before it was fo patch'd.

Sal. To this effe@®, before you were new crown’d
We breath’d our Councell : but it pleas’d your Highnes
To ouer-beare it, and we are all well pleas'd,

Since all, and euery part of what we would
Doth make a ftand, at what your Highneffe will.
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Some reafons of this;double-Corronation
poflet you 'with, and thinke them™ ftrong.
ore, more ftrong, then leffer is my feare

ndue you with : Meane time, but aske
'ou would haue reform'd. that is not well,
ell fhall you perceiue, how willingly
oth heare, and grant you your requefts.

‘Then I, as one that am the tongue of thefe
1d the purpofes of all their hearts,
v my felfe, and them : but chiefe ofall
ifety : for the which, my felfe and them
reir beft ftudies, heartily requeft
anchifement of «Artbur, whofe reftraint
1oue the murmuring lips of difcontent
ike into this dangerous argument.
. in reft you haue, in right you hold,
1en your feares, which (as they fay ) attend
ppes of wrong, thould moue you to mew vp
'nder kinfman, and to choake his dayes
arbarous ignorance, and deny his youth
‘h aduantage of good exercife,
1¢ times enemies may not haue this
:e occafions : let it be our fuite,
ou haue bid vs aske his libertie,

for our goods, we do no further aske,
whereupon our weale on you depending,

it your weale : he haue his liberty.

Enter Hubert.

, Let it be fo : I do commit his youth

r dire@ion : Hubert, what newes with you?
. This is the man fhould do the bloody deed :
w'd his warrant to a friend of mine, .
rage of a wicked heynous faule
n his eye : that clofe afpe& of his,
w the mood of a much troubled breft,
do fearefully belecue 'tis done,
we fo fear'd he had a charge to do.

The colour of the King doth come, and go
ne his purpofe and his confcience,
leralds "twixt two dreadfull battailes fet:
sion is fo ripe, it needs muft breake.
. And when it breakes, 1 feare will iffue thence
ule corruption of a {weet childes death.
. We cannot hold mortalities ftrong hand.
ords, although my will to giue, is living,
ite which you demand is gone, and dead.
i v8 Artbur is deceas’d to night.

Indeed we fear’d his fickneffe was paft cure.
. Indeed we heard how neere his death he was,
the childe himfelfe felt he was ficke :
wft be anfwer'd either heere, or hence.

Why do you bend fuch folemne browes on me?
e you I beare the Sheeres of deftiny ?
commandement on the pulfe of life ?

It is apparant foule-play, and'tis thame
Sreatneffe fhould fo groffely offer it;
ue it in your game, and fo farewell.
v. Stay yet (Lord Salisbury) Ile go with thee,
nde th'inheritance of this poore childe,
tle kingdome of a forced graue.
Jood which ow'd the bredth of all this Ile,
foot of it doth hold; bad world the while:
1wt not be thus borne, this will breake out
our forrowes,and ere long 1 doubt.
They burn in indignation : I repent :
is no fure foundation fet on blood :

Exeunt
Enter Mef.

No certaine life atchieu'd by others death :

A fearefull eye thou haft. Where is that blood,
That I haue feene inhabite in thofe cheekes ¢

So foule a skie, cleeres not without a ftorme,

Poure downe thy weather : how goes all in France?

Mef. From France to England, neuer fuch a powre
For any forraigne preparation,

Was leuied in the body of a land.

The Copie of your fpeede is learn’d by them:
For when you fhould be told they do prepare,
The tydings comes, that they are all arriu’d.

Iob. Oh where hath our Intelligence bin drunke ?
Where hath it flept? Where is my Mothers care ?
That fuch an Army could be drawne in France,
And fhe not heare of it?

Mef. My Liege, her eare
Is ftopt with duft : the firft of Aprill di'de
Your noble mother ; and as I heare, my Lord,

The Lady Conflance in a frenzie di‘de
Three dayes before : but this from Rumors tongue
I idely heard : if true, or falfe I know not.

Iobn. With-hold thy {peed, dreadfull Occafion :
O make a league with me, 'till I haue pleas’d
My difcontented Peeres. What? Mother dead ?
How wildely then walkes my Eftate in France?
Vnder whofe condu&@ came thofe powres of France,
That thou for truth giu'ft out are landed heere?

Mef. Vnder the Dolphin.
Enter Baflard and Peter of Pomfret.

Iob. Thou haft made me giddy
With thefe ill tydings : Now ? What fayes the world
To your proceedings? Do not fecke to ftuffe
My head with more ill newes : for it is full.

Baft. But if you be a-feard to heare the worft,
Then let the worft vn-heard, fall on your head.

Iobn. Beare with me Cofen, for I was amaz'd
Vnder the tide ; but now I breath againe
Aloft the flood,and can giue audience
To any tongue, fpeake it of what it will.

Bafi. How I haue fped among the Clergy men,
The fummes I haue colle€ted fhall exprefie :

But as I travail’d hither through the land,

I finde the people ftrangely fantafied,

Poffeft with rumors, full of idle dreames,

Not knowing what they feare, but full of feare.
And here’s a Prophet that I brought with me
From forth the ftreets of Pomfret, whom I found
With many hundreds treading on his heeles:

To whom he fung in rude harth founding rimes,
That ere the next Afcenfion day at y

Your Highnes fhould deliuer vp your Crowne.

Iobn. Thou idle Dreamer, wherefore didft thou fo?

Pet. Fore-knowing that the truth will fall out fo.

Iobn, Hubert,away with him : imprifon him,
And on that day at noone, whereon he fayes
1 fhall yeeld vp my Crowne, let him be hang'd.
Deliuer him to fafety, and returne,

For I muft vfe thee. O my gentle Cofen,
Hear'ft thou the newes abroad, who are arriu’d?

Baft . The French (my Lord) mens mouths are ful of it:
Befides I met Lord Bigor,and Lord Salisburie
With eyes as red as new enkindled fire,

And others more, going to feeke the grave |
Of Artbur, whom they fay is kill'd to night, on your

Iobn. Gentle kinfman,go
And thruft thy felfe into their Companies,

b2

(fuggettion.
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I haue a way to winne their loues againe :

Bring 'them: before 'me.

Baft. 1 will feeke them out.

Iobn. Nay, but make hafte : the better foote before.
O, let me haue no fubieé&t enemies,

When aduerfe Forreyners affright my Townes

With dreadfull pompe of ftout inuafion.

Be Mercurie, fet feathers to thy heeles,

And flye (like thought) from them, to me againe.
Baft, The {pirit of the time fhall teach me fpeed.Exit
Tobn. Spoke like a fprightfull Noble Gentleman.

Go after him : for he perhaps fhall neede

Some Meffenger betwixt me, and the Peeres,

And be thou hee.

Me/. With all my heart, my Liege.

Iobn. My mother dead ?

Enter Hubert.

Hub. My Lord, they fay fiue Moones were feene to
Foure fixed, and the fift did whirle about (night:
The other foure, in wondrous motion.

Iob. Fiue Moones ?

Hub. Old men, and Beldames,in the ftreets
Do prophefie vpon it dangeroufly :

Yong Arthurs death is common in their mouths,

And when they talke of him, they fhake their heads,

And whifper one another in the eare.

And he that fpeakes, doth gripe the hearers writt,

‘Whilft he that heares, makes fearefull a¢tion

With wrinkled browes, with nods, with rolling eyes.

I faw a Smith ftand with his hammer (thus)

The whilft his Iron did on the Anuile coole,

With open mouth fwallowing a Taylors newes,

‘Who with his Sheeres, and Meafure in his hand,

Standing on flippers, which his nimble hafte

Had falfely thruft vpon contrary fecte,

Told of a many thoufand warlike French,

That were embattailed, and rank’d in Kent.

Another leane, vanwath'd Artificer,

Cuts off his tale, and talkes of Arthurs death.

Io.Why feek’ft thou to poffefle me with thefe feares?,
Why vrgeft thou fo oft yong Artburs death?

Thy hand hath murdred him : I had a mighty caufe

To with him dead, but thou hadft none to kill him.
H.No had (my Lord? )why,did you not prouoke me?
Iobn. It is the curfe of Kings, to be attended

By flaues, that take their humors for a warrant,

To breake within the bloody houfe of life,

And on the winking of Authoritie

To vnderftand a Law ; to know the meaning

Of dangerous Maiefty, when perchance it frownes

More vpon humor, then aduis'd refpe&.

Hub.Heere is your hand and Seale for what I did.

Iob. Oh, when the laft accompt twixt heauen & earth
Is to be made, then fhall this hand and Seale
Witnefle againft vs to damnation.

How oft the fight of meanes to do ill deeds,

Make deeds ill done ? Had'ft not thou beene by,

A fellow by the hand of Nature mark'd,

Quoted, and fign'd to do a deede of fhame,

This murther had not come into my minde.

But taking note of thy abhorr'd Afpeé,

Finding thee fit for bloody villanie :

Apt, liable to be employ’d in danger,

I faintly broke with thee of Artburs death :

And thou, to be endeered to a King,

Made it no confcience to deftroy a Prince.

Hub. My Lord.
Iub.Had't thou but fhooke thy head, or made a paufe
When I {pake darkely, what I purpofed:
Or turn’d an eye of doubt vpon my face ;
As bid me tell my tale in exprefle words:
Deepe fhame had ftruck me dumbe,made me break off,
And thofe thy feares, might haue wrought feares in me.
But, thou didft vnderftand me by my fignes,
And didft in fignes againe parley with finne,
Yea, without ftop, didft let thy heart confent,
And confequently, thy rude hand to ate
The deed, which both our tongues held vilde to name.
Out of my fight, and neuer fee me more :
My Nobles leaue me, and my State is braued,
Euen at my gates, with rankes of forraigne powres;
Nay, in the body of this flefhly Land,
This kingdome, this Confine of blood, and breathe
Hoftilitie, and ciuill tumult reignes
Betweene my confcience, and my Cofins death.
Hub. Arme you againft your other enemies:
Ile make a peace betweene your foule, and you.
Yong Artbur is aliue : This hand of mine
Isyet a maiden, and an innocent hand.
Not painted with the Crimfon {pots of blood,
Within this bofome, neuer entred yet
The dreadfull motion of a murderous thought,
And you haue {lander’d Nature in my forme,
Which howfoeuer rude exteriorly,
Is yet the couer of a fayrer minde,
Then to be butcher of an innocent childe.
Iobn. Doth Artbur live? O haft thee to the Peeres,
Throw this report on their incenfad rage,
And make them tame to their obedience.
Forgiue the Comment that my paffion made
Vpon thy feature, for my rage was blinde,
And foule immaginarie eyes of blood
Prefented thee more hideous then thou art.
Oh, anfwer not ; but to my Cloffet bring
The angry Lords, with all expedient hatt,

I coniure thee but flowly : run more faft. Exeunt.

Scana Tertia.

Enter Artbur on tbe walles.
Ar. The Wall is high, and yet will I leape downe.
Good ground be pittifull, and hurt me not :
There's few or none do know me, if they did,
This Ship-boyes femblance hath difguis’d me quite.
I am afraide, and yet lle venture it.
If I get downe, and do not breake my limbes,
Ile finde a thoufand fhifts to get away ;
As good to dye, and go ; as dye, and ftay.
Oh me, my Vnckles fpiritis in thefe ftones,
Heauen take my foule,and England keep my bones. Dis

Enter Pembroke, Salisbury, & Bigot.

Sal. Lords, I will meet him at'S. Edmondsbury,
It is our fafetie, and we muft embrace
This gentle offer of the perillous time.

Pem. Who brought that Letter from the Cardinall?

Sal. The Count Meloone, a Noble Lord of France,
Whofe priuate with me of the Dolphines loue,
Is much more generall, then thefe lines import.

Big.
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o morrow morning let vs meete him then.
: rather then'fet/ forward, for ‘twill be

dayes iourney (Lords)or ere we meete.

Enter ‘Baflard.

1ce more to day well met, diftemper'd Lords,
: by me requefts your prefence firaight.

1¢ king hath difpoffeft himfelfe of vs,

10t lyne his thin-beftained cloake

pure Honors : nor attend the foote

es the print of blood where ere it walkes.
ind tell him fo : we know the worft.

Vhat ere you thinke,good words I thinke
‘ere beft.

ir greefes, and not our manners reafon now.
'ut there is little reafon in your greefe.

sre ‘twere reafon you had manners now.

1, fir, impatience hath his priuiledge.

Tis true, to hurt his mafter, no mans elfe.
his is the prifon : What is he lyes heere?
ieath,made proud with pure & princely beuty,
1 had not a hole to hide this deede.

urther, as hating what himfelfe hath done,
it open to vrge on reuenge.

r when he doom'd this Beautie to a graue,
100 precious Princely, for a graue.

* Ricbard, what thinke you? you baue beheld,
‘ou read, or heard, or could you thinke #
1almoft thinke, although you fee,

do fee ? Could thought, without this obie@
:h another ? This is the very top,

1th, the Creft : or Creft vnto the Creft

ers Armes: This is the bloodieft hame,

+ft Sauagery, the vilde®t ftroke
* wall-ey’d wrath, or ftaring rage

to the teares of foft remorfe.
ull murthers paft, do ftand excusd in this:
fo fole, and fo vnmatcheable,

a holineffe, a puritie,

t vnbegotten finne of times;
e adeadly blood-fhed, but a ieft,

by this heynous fpeQacle.

t is a damned,and a bloody worke,
defle a&tion of a heauy hand,
be the worke of any hand.

that it be the worke of any hand ?

kinde of light, what would enfue:
hamefull worke of Huberts hand,

ice, and the purpofe of the king :
ofe obedience I forbid my foule,
before this ruine of fweete life,
thing to his breathlefle Excellence
nfe of 2 Vow,a holy Vow:
tafte the pleafures of the world,
be infe@ed with delight,
erfant with Eafe,and Idlenefle,
ie fet a glory to this hand,
it the worthip of Reuenge.
ig. Our foules religioufly confirme thy words.
Enter Hubert.

sords, I am hot with hafte, in feeking you,
sth liue, the king hath fent for you.
th he is bold, and blufhes not at death,
ou hatefull villain,get thee gone. (the Law?
im no villaine, Sal. Mugt I rob
four fword is bright fir, put it vp againe.
ot till I theath it in a murtherers skin.

Hub. Stand backe Lord Salsbury, ftand backe I fay-
By heauen, I thinke my fword's as fharpe as yours.
1 would not haue you ( Lord ) forget your felfe,
Nor tempt the danger of my true defence ;
Leaft I, by marking of your rage, forget
your Worth, your Greatnefle, and Nobility.
Big. Out dunghill : dar’ft thou braue a Nobleman ?
Hub. Not for my life : But yet I dare defend
My innocent life againft an Emperor.
Sal. Thou art a Murtherer.
Hub. Do not proue me fo:
Yet I am none. Whofe tongue fo ere fpeakes falfe,
Not truely fpeakes : who fpeakes not truly, Lies.
Pem. Cut him to peeces. ]
Bafi. Keepe the peace, I fay.
Sal. Stand by, or I fhall gaul you Faulconbridge.
Baft. Thou wer't better gaul the diuell Salsbury.
If thou but frowne on me,or ftirre thy foote,
Or teach thy haftie fpleene to do me fhame,
Ile firike thee dead. Put vp thy fword betime,
Or Ile fo maule you, and your tofting-Iron,
That you fhall thinke the diuell is come from hell.
Big. What wilt thou do, renowned Faulconbridge?
Second a Villaine, and a Murtherer?
Hnb. Lord ‘Bigot, I am none.
Big. Who kill'd this Prince ?
Hub, "Tis not an houre fince I left him well :
I honour'd him, I lou'd him, and will weepe
My date of life out, for his {weete liues loffe.
Sal. Truft not thofe cunning waters of his eyes,
For villanie is not without fuch rheume,
And he, long traded in it, makes it feeme
Like Riuers of remorfe and innocencie.
Away with me, all you whofe foules abhorre
Th’vncleanly f: of a Slaughter-houfe,
For I am ftifled with this fmell of finne.
Big. Away,toward Burie,to the Dolphin there.
P.There tel the king,he may inquire vs out.Ex.Lords.
Ba.Here's a good world:knew you of this faire work?
Beyond the infinite and boundleffe reach of mercie,
(If thou didft this deed of death)art § damn’d Hubert.
Hub Do but heare me fir.
Baft. Ha? lle tell thee what.
Thou'rt damn'd as blacke, nay nothing is fo blacke,
Thou art more deepe damn’d then Prince Lucifer :
There is not yet fo vgly a fiend of hell
As thou fhalt be, if thou didft kill this childe.
Hub. Vpon my foule.
Bapt. If thou didft but confent
To this moft cruell A& : do but difpaire,
And if thou want'ft a Cord, the fmalleft thred
That euer Spider twifted from her wombe
Will ferue to firangle thee : A ruth will be a beame
To hang thee on. Or wouldft thou drowne thy felfe,
Put but a little water in a {fpoone,
And it fhall be as all the Ocean,
Enough to ﬂi:e fuch a villainenyvp.
I do fufpet thee very grecuoufly.
Hub.Ple?l in a&, lZonfent, or finne of thought,
Be guiltie of the ftealing that {weete breath
Which was embounded in this beauteous clay,
Let hell want paines enough to torture me :
I left him well.
Bapt. Go,beare him in thine armes:
I am amaz’d me thinkes, and loofe my way

Among the thornes,and dangers of this world.
bj How
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How eafic doft thou take all England vp,

From forth- this' morcell-of 'dead-Royaltie ?

The life, the right, and truth of all this Realme
Is fled to heauen : and England now is left

To tug and fcamble, and to part by th'teeth
The vn-owed intereft of proud fwelling State :
Now for the bare-pickt bone of Maietty,

Doth dogged warre briftle his angry creft,

And fnarleth in the gentle eyes of peace:

Now Powers from home,and difcontents at home
Meet in one line : and vaft confufion waites

As doth a Rauen on a ficke-falne beatt,

The iminent decay of wrefted pompe.

P Now happy he, whofe cloake and center can
Hold out this tempeft. Beare away that childe,
And follow me with fpeed : Ile to the King:

A thoufand bufineffes are briefe in hand ,

And heauen it felfe doth frowne vpon the Land.  Exit.

eAétus Quartus, Scena prima.

Enter King Iobn and Pandolpb, attendants.

K.Iobn. Thus haue I yeelded vp into your hand
The Circle of my glory.
Pan. Take againe
From this my hand,as holding of the Pope
| Your Soueraigne greatneffe and authoritie.
Iobn. Now keep your holy word,go meet the French,
And from his holineffe vfe all your power
To ftop their marches 'fore we are enflam'd :
Our difcontented Counties doe reuolt :
Our people quarrell with obedience,
Swearing Allegiance, and the loue of foule
To firanger-bloud, to forren Royalty ;
‘This inundation of miftempred humor,
Refls by you onely to be qualified.
Then paufe not : for the prefent time's fo ficke,
That prefent medcine muft be miniftred ,
Or ouerthrow incureable enfues.
Pand. It was my breath that blew this Tempet vp,
Vpon your ftubborne viage of the Pope:
But fince you are a gentle conuertite,
My tongue fhall huth againe this ftorme of warre,
And make faire weather in your bluftring land :
On this Afcention day, remember well,
Vpon your oath of feruice to the Pope,
Goe I to make the Fremch lay downe their Armes.
Iobn. 1s this Afcenfion day? did not the Prophet
Say, that before Afcenfion day at noone,
My Crowne I fhould giue off? euen fo I haue:
I did fuppofe it fhould be on conftraint,
But ( heau'n be thank’d) it is but voluntary.
Enter Baftard.
Bapt. All Kent hath yeelded : nothing there holds out
But Douer Caftle : London hath receiu’d
Like a kinde Hoft, the Dolphin and his powers.
Your Nobles will not heare you,but are gone
To offer feruice to your enemy :
And wilde amazement hurries vp and downe
The little number of your doubtfull friends.
. Iobn. Would not my Lords returne to me againe
After they heard yong eArtbur was alive ?

Exit.

Baft, They found him dead, and caft into the fireets,
An empty Casket, where the Iewell of life
By fome damn’d hand was rob'd,and tane away.
Iobn. That villaine Hubert told me he did liue.
Baf. So on my foule he did, for ought he knew :
But wherefore doe you droope ? why looke you fad ?
Be great in a&, as you haue beene in thought: -
Let not the world fee feare and fad diftruft
Gouerne the motion of a kinglye eye :
Be flirringas the time, be fire with fire,
Threaten the threatner,and out-face the brow
Of bragging horror : So fhall inferior eyes
That borrow their behauiours from the great,
Grow great by your example, and put on
The dauntlefle fpirit of refolution,
Away, and glifter like the god of warre
When he intendeth to become the field :
Shew boldneffe and afpiring confidence:
What, fhall they fecke the Lion in his denne,
And fright him there ? and make him tremble there?
Oh let it not be faid : forrage,and runne
To meet difpleafure farther from the dores,
And grapple with him ere he come fo nye.
Iobn. The Legat of the Pope hath beene with mee,
And I haue made a happy peace with him,
And he hath promis'd to difmiffe the Powers
Led by the Dolphin.
Bafi. Oh inglorious league:
Shall we vpon the footing of our land,
Send fayre-play-orders,and make comprimife,
Infinuation, parley,and bafe truce
To Armes Inuafiue 7 Shall a beardlefle boy,
A cockred-filken wanton braue our fields,
And flefh his {pirit in a warre-like foyle,
Mocking the ayre with colours idlely fpred,
And finde no checke ? Let vs my Liege to Armes:
Perchance the Cardinall cannot make your peace ;
Or if he doe, let it at leaft be faid
They faw we had a purpofe of defence.
Iobn. Haue thou the ordering of this prefent time.
Baft. Away then with good courage : yet I know
Our Partic may well meet a prowder foe. Exont.

Scana Secunda.

Enter (in Armes) Dolpbin, Salisbury, eMeloone, Pem-
broke, Bigot, Souldiers.

Dol. My Lord Melloone, let-this be coppied out,
And keepe it fafe for our remembrance :
Returne the prefident to thefe Lords againe,
That hauing our faire order written downe,
Both they and we, perufing ore thefe notes
May know wherefore we tooke the Sacrament,
And keepe our faithes firme and inuiolable.

Sal. Vpon our fides it neuer fhall be broken.
And Noble Dolphin, albeit we fweare
A voluntary zeale, and an vn-urg'd Faith
To your proceedings : yet beleeue me Prince,
I am not glad that fuch a fore of Time
Should feeke a plafter by contemn’d reuolt,
And heale the inueterate Canker of one wound,
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iking many : Oh it gricues my foule ,
I muft draw/this mettlé from_my fide

a widdow-maker : oh, and there
e honourable refcue, and defence
out vpon the name of Salisbury.
ich is the infe@ion of the time ,
for the health and Phyficke of our right,
innot deale but with the very hand

rne Iniuftice,and confufed wrong:
8"t not pitty, (oh my gricued friends )

we, the fonnes and children of this Ifle,
»orne to fee fo fad an houre as this,

ein we flep after a firanger, march

her gentle bofom, and fill vp

‘nemies rankes? I muft withdraw, and weepe
the fpot of this inforced caufe,

ace the Gentry of a Land remote,

ollow vnacquainted colours heere :

heere ? O Nation that thou couldft remoue,
Neprunes Armes who clippeth thee about,

d beare thee from the knowledge of thy felfe,
:ripple thee vnto a Pagan fhore,

e thefe two Chriftian Armies might combine
lloud of malice, in a vaine of league,

10t to fpend it fo vn-neighbourly.

pb. A noble temper doft thou fhew in this,
jreat affeCtions wrattling in thy bofome
make an earth-quake of Nobility :

rhat a noble combat haft fought

en compulfion,and a braue refpeét :

e wipe off this honourable dewe ,

filuerly doth progreffe on thy cheekes :

sart hath melted at a Ladies teares,

an ordinary Inundation :

iis effufion of fuch manly drops,

howre, blowne vp by tempeft of the foule,
'3 mine eyes, and makes me more amaz'd
had I feene the vaultie top of heauen

d quite ore wirh burning Meteors.

p thy brow (renowned Saliburie

vith a great heart heaue away this forme:
1end thefe waters to thofe baby-eyes

neuer faw the giant-world enrag'd ,

et with Fortune, other then at feafts,

rarm of blood, of mirth, of goffipping :
ycome ; for thou fhalt thruft thy hand as deepe
he purfe of rich profperity

wi himfelfe : fo (Nobles) fhall you all,
knit your finewes to the firength of mine.

Enter Pandulpbo. .

wuen there, methinkes an Angell fpake,

: where the holy Legate comes apace,

1e vs warrant from the hand of heauen,

n our a&ions fet the name of right

holy breath.

1d. Haile noble Prince of France:

iext is this : King Jobn hath reconcil’d

!Ife to Rome, his {pirit is come in,

fo ftood out againft the holy Church,

reat Metropolis and Sea of Rome :

fore thy threatning Colours now winde vp ,
ame the favage fpirit of wilde warre,

like a Lion foftered vp at hand,

1 lie gently at the foot of peace,

¢ no further harmefull then in fhewe.

+ Your Grace fhall pardon me, I will not backe :

I am too high-borne to be proportied
To be a fecondary at corftroll,
Or vfefull feruing-man, and Inftrument
To any Soueraigne State throughout the world.
Your breath firft kindled the dead coale of warres,
Betweene this chaftiz’d kingdome and my felfe,
And brought in matter that thould feed this fire ;
And now ’tis farre too huge to be blowne out
With that fame weake winde, which enkindled its
You taught me how to know the face of right,
Acquainted me with intereft to this Land ,
Yea, thruft this enterprize into my heart,
And come ye now to tell me Jobs hath made
His peace with Rome ¢ what is that peace to me?
1 (by the honour of my marriage bed )
After yong Arthur, claime this Land for mine,
And now it is halfe conquer’d, muft I backe,
Becaufe that Jobn hath made his peace with Rome ?
Am I Romes flaue? What penny hath Rome borne ?
‘What men prouided ? What munition fent
To vnder-prop this A&ion ? Is’t not I
That vnder-goe this charge? Who elfe but I,
And fuch as to my claime are liable,
Sweat in this bufineffe,and maintaine this warre?
Haue I not heard thefe Iflanders fhout out
QUiue le Roy, as I haue bank’'d their Townes ?
Haue I not heere the beft Cards for the game
To winne this eafie match, plaid for a Crowne?
And fhall I now giue ore the yeelded Set?
No, no, on my foule it neuer fhall be faid.
Pand. You looke but on the out-fide of this worke.
Dol. Out-fide or in-fide,I will not returne
Till my attempt {o much be glorified,
As to my ample hope was promifed ,
Before I drew this gallant head of warre,
And cull'd thefe fiery fpirits from the world
To out-looke Conqueft,and to winne renowne
Euen in the iawes of danger, and of death:
What lufty Trumpet thus doth fummon vs #
Enter Baflard.
Baft. According to the faire-play of the world,
Let me haue audience : I am fent to fpeake:
My holy Lord of Millane, from the King
I come to learne how you haue dealt for him :
And, as you anfwer, I doe know the fcope
And warrant limited vnto my tongue.
Pand. The Dolpbin is too wilfull oppofite
And will not temporize with my intreaties:
He flatly faies, heell not lay downe his Armes.
“Baf. By all the bloud that euer fury breath'd,
The youth faies well. Now heare our Englip King,
For thus his Royaltie doth fpeake in me:
He is prepar'd, and reafon to he thould,
This apith and vnmannerly approach,
This harnefs'd Maske, and vnaduifed Reuell,
This vn-heard fawcinefle and boyith Troopes,
The King doth fmile at,and is well prepar'd
To whip this dwarfith warre, this Pigmy Armes
From out the circle of his Territories.
That hand which had the ftrength, euen at your dore,
To cudgell you, and make you take the hatch,
To diue like Buckets in concealed Welles,
To crowch in litter of your ftable plankes,
To lye like pawnes, lock’d vp in chefts and truncks,
To hug with fwine, to feeke fweet fafety out
In vaults and prifons, and to thrill and thake, E
uen
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Euen at the crying of your Nations crow,
Thinking this'voyce'an-armed Englithafan.
Shall that viQorious hand be feebled heere,
That in your Chambers gaue you chafticement ?
No: know the gallant Monarch is in Armes,
And like an Eagle, o’re his ayerie towres,
To fowfle annoyance that comes neere his Neft ;
And you degenerate, you ingrate Reuolts,
you bloudy Nero's, ripping vp the wombe
Of your deere Mother-England: bluth for thame:
For your owne Ladies, and pale-vifag’d Maides,
Like /m. , come tripping after dr H
Their thimbles into armed Gantlets change,
Their Needl's to Lances, and their gentle hearts
To fierce and bloody inclination.
Dol. There end thy braue, and turn thy face in peace,
We grant thou canft out-fcold vs : Far thee well,
We hold our time too precious to be fpent
With fuch a brabler.
Pan, Giue me leaue to fpeake.
Bafi. No, I will fpeake.
Dol. We will attend to neyther s
Strike vp the drummes, and let the tongue of warre
Pleade for our intereft, and our being heere.
Baft. Indeede your drums being beaten, wil cry out ;
And fo fhall you, being beaten : Do but ftart
An eccho with the clamor of thy drumme,
And euen at hand, a drumme is readie brac'd,
That fhall reuerberate all, as lowd as thine.
Sound but another, and another fhall
(As lowd as thine) rattle the Welkins eare,
And mocke the deepe mouth'd Thunder: for at hand
(Not trufting to this halting te heere,
Whom he hath vs'd rather for {port, then neede)
Is warlike Jobn : and in his fore-head fits
A bare-rib'd death, whofe office is this day
To feaft vpon whole thoufands of the French.
Dol. Strike vp our drummes, to finde this danger out.
Baf, And thou fhalt finde it (Dolphin)do not doubt

Exeunt.

Scena Tertia.

Alarums. Enter Iobn and Hubert.

Iobn. How goes the day with va? oh tell me Hubert.

Hub. Badly I feare ; how fares your Maiefty ?

Iobn. This Feauer that hath troubled me fo long,

Lyes heauie on me : oh, my heart is ficke.

Enter a eMeffenger.

Mef. My Lord : your valiant kinfman Fall
Defires your Maieftie to leaue the field,

And fend him word by me, which way you go.
Iobn, Tell him toward Swinffed, to the Abbey there.
eMef. Be of good comfort : for rhe great fupply

That was expeted by the Dolphin heere,

Are wrack'd three nights ago on Goodwin fands.

This newes was brought to Ricbard but euen now,

The French fight coldly,and retyre themfelues.

Iobn. Aye me,this tyrant Feauer burnes mee vp,
And will not let me welcome this good newes.
Set on toward Swinfled : to my Litter ftraight,
Weaknefle poffeffeth me, and I am faint.

bridge,

Exeunt.

Scena Quarta.

Enter Salibury, Pembroke, and Bigot.
Sal. I did not thinke the King fo ftor’d with friends.
Pem. Vp once againe : put fpirit in the French,
If they mifcarry : we mifcarry too.
Sal. That misbegotten diuell Fakonbridge,
In fpight of fpight, alone vpholds the day.

Pem. They fay King Iobm fore fick, hath left the field.

Enter Meloom wounded.
Mel. Lead me to the Reuolts of England heere.
Sal. When we were happie, we had other names.
Pem. It is the Count Meloone.
Sal. Wounded to death.
Mel. Fly Noble Englith, you are bought and fold,
Vnthred the rude eye of Rebellion,
And welcome home againe difcarded faith,
Seeke out King Jobm, and fall before his feete :
For if the French be Lords of this loud day,
He meanes to recompence the paines you take,
By cutting off your heads: Thus hath he fworane,
And I with him, and many moe with mee,
Vpon the Altar at S. Edmondsbury,
Euen on that Altar, where we {wore to you
Deere Amity, and euerlafting loue.
Sal. May this be poflible? May this be true ?
Mel. Haue I not hideous death within my view,
Retaining but a quantity of life,
Which bleeds away, euen as a forme of waze
Refolueth from his figure "gainft the fire ?
What in the world thould make me now deceiue,
Since I muft loofe the vie of all deceitek
Why fhould I then be falfe, fince it is true
That I muft dye heere, and liue hence, by Truth?
1 fay againe, if Lews do win the day,
He is forfworne, if ere thofe eyes of yours
Behold another day breake in the Eaft:
But cuen this night, whofe blacke contagious breath
Already fmoakes about the burning Creft
Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied Sunne,
Euen this ill night, your breathing fhall expire,
Paying the fine of rated Treachery,
Euen with a treacherous fine of all your lives:
If Lewis, by your afsiftance win the day.
Commend me to one Hubert, with your King ;
The loue of him, and thisrefpet befides
(For that my Grandfire was an Englifaman)
Awakes my Confcience to confeffe all this.
In lieu whereof, I pray you beare me hence
From forth the noife and rumour of the Field;
Where I may thinke the remnant of my thoughts
In peace : and part this bodic and my foule
With contemplation, and deuout defires.
Sal. We do beleeue thee, and bethrew my foule,
But I do loue the fauour,and the forme
Of this moft faire occafion, by the which
We will vatread the fteps of damned flight,
And like a bated and retired Flood,
Leauing our rankneffe and irregular courfe,
Stoope lowe within thofe bounds we haue ore-look'd,
And calmely run on in obedience
Euen to our Ocean, to our great King lobx.
My arme fhall giue thee helpe to beare thee hence, .

For
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For I do fee the cruell pangs of death
Right in thine/eye; |AWwdy, my friends, new flight,

And happie newnefle, that intends old right. Exeunt

Scena Quinta.

Enter Dolpbin, and bés Traine.
Dol. The Sun of heauen(me thought)was loth to fet;
But faid,and made the Wefterne Welkin bluth, .
When Englith meafure backward their owne ground
In faint Retire : Oh brauely came we off,
When with a volley of our needleffe thot,
After fuch bloody toile, we bid good night,
And woon'd our tott'ring colours clearly vp,
Laft in the field, and almoft Lords of it.
Enter a Meffenger.
Mef. Where is my Prince, the Dolphin #
Dol. Heere : what newes 7
Mef. The Count Meloonc is flaine: The Englith Lords
By his perfwafion, are againe falne off,
And your {upply, which you haue with'd fo long,
Are caft away, and funke on Goodwin {ands.
Dol. Ah fowle, threw'd newes. Bethrew thy very
I did not thinke to be fo fad to night (hart s
As this hath made me. Who was he that faid
King Iobn did flie an houre or two before
‘The ftumbling night did part our wearie powres ?
Mef. Who euer fpoke it, it is true my Lord.
Well : keepe good quarter,& good care to night,
The day fhall not be vp fo foone as I,

To try the faire aduenture of to morrow. Exeunt

Scena Sexta.

Enter Baflard and Hubert, feuerally.

Hub. Whofe there ¢ Speake hoa, fpeake quickely, or
I fhoote.

Baf. A Friend. What art thou?

Hub. Of the part of England.

Bafi. Whether doeft thou go?

Hub. What's that to thee ?

Why may not I demand of thine affaires,

As well as thou of mine?

Bafl. Hubert, I thinke .

Hub. Thou haft a perfe@ thought :

I will vpon all hazards well belecue

Thou art my friend, that know't my tongue fo well :

Who art thou?

Bafi. Who thou wilt : and if thou pleafe

Thou maift be-friend me fo much, as to thinke

I come one way of the Plantagencts.

Hub. Vnkinde remembrance : thou, & endles night,

Haue done me thame : Braue Soldier, pardon me,

That any accent breaking from thy tongue,

Should {cape the true acquaintance of mine eare.

Bafi. Come, come : fans complement, What newes

abroad ?
Hub. Why heere walke I, in the black brow of night
To finde you out.

Bafi. Breefe then : and what's the newes?
Hub. O my fweet fir, newes fitting to the night,
Blacke, fearefull, comfortlefle, and horrible.
Baft. Shew me the very wound of this ill newes,
I am no woman, Ile not {wound at it,
Hub, The King I feare is poyfon'd by a Monke,
I left him almoft fpeechlefle, and broke out
To acquaint you with this euill, that you might
The better arme you to the {odaine time,
Then if you had at leifure knowne of this.
Baff. How did he take it ? Who did tafte to him?
Hub. A Monke I tell you, a refolued villaine
Whofe Bowels fodainly burft out : The King
Yet fpeakes, and peraduenture may recouer.
Bafi. Who didft thou leaue to tend his Maiefty ?
Hub. Why know you not? The Lords are all come
backe,
And brought Prince Henry in their companie,
At whofe requeft the king hath pardon’d them,
And they are all about his Maiettie.
Baf. With-hold thine indignation, mighty heauen,
And tempt vs not to beare aboue our power.
Ile tell thee Hubert, halfe my power this night
Pafsing thefe Flats, are taken by the Tide,
Thefe Lincolne-Wathes haue deuoured them,
My felfe, well mounted, hardly haue efcap'd.
Away before : Condué me to the king,

I doubt he will be dead, or ere I come. Exeunt

Scena Septima.

Enter Prince Henry, Salisburie, and Bigot.

Hen. It is too late, the life of all his blood
Is touch'd, corruptibly : and his pure braine
(Which fome fuppof{ the foules fraile dwelling houfe)
Doth by the idle Comments that it makes,
Fore-tell the ending of mortality.

Enter Pembroke.

Pem. His Highnefle yet doth fpeak, & holds beleefe,
That being brought into the open ayre,
It would allay the burning qualitie
Of that fell poifon which affayleth him.

Hen. Let him be brought into the Orchard heere :

Doth he fill rage 2

Pem. He is more patient
Then when you left him ; euen now he fung.

Hen. Oh vanity of ficknefle: fierce extreames
In their continuance, will not feele themfelues.
Death hauing praide vpon the outward parts
Leaues them inuifible, and his feige is now
Againft the winde, the which he prickes and wounds
With many legions of ftrange fantafies,
‘Which in their throng, and preffe to that laft hold,
Counfound themfelues. *Tis ftrange y death fhold fing:
I am the Symet to this pale faint Swan,
Who chaunts a dolefull hymne to his owne death,
And from the organ-pipe of frailety fings
His foule and body to their lafting reft.

Sal. Be of good comfort (Prince) for you are borne
To fet a forme vpon that indigeft
Which he hath left fo fhapeleffe, and fo rude.

Tobn brought in.
Lobn. 1 marrie, now my foule hath elbow roome, I
t
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It would not out at windowes, nor at doores,
There is fo hot a Yummer in my bofome,
That'all my bowels'crumble 'vp'to duft :

I am a feribled forme drawne with a pen
Vpon a Parchment, and againtt this fire

Do I fhrinke vp.

Hen. How fares your Maiefty ?

Iob. Poyfon'd, ill fare : dead, forfooke, catt off,
And none of you will bid the winter come
To thruft his ycie fingers in my maw;

Nor let my kingdomes Riuers take their courfe
Through my burn'd bofome : nor intreat the North
To make his bleake windes kiffe my parched lips,
And comfort me with cold. I do not aske you much,
I begge cold comfort : and you are fo ftraight

And fo ingratefull, you deny me that.

Hen. Oh that there were fome vertue in my teares,
That might relecue you.

Iobn. The falt in them is hot.

Within me is a hell, and there the poyfon

Is, as a fiend, confin’d to tyrannize,

On vnrepreeuable condemned blood.
Enter ‘Baflard.

Baf. Oh, I am fcalded with my violent motion
And fpleene of fpeede, to fee your Maiefty.

Iobn. Oh Cozen, thou art come to fet mine eye :
The tackle of my heart, is crack’d and burnt,

And all the fhrowds wherewith my life fhould faile,
Are turned to one thred, one little haire:

My heart hath one poore ftring to ftay it by,
Which holds but till thy newes be vttered,

And then all this thou feeft, is but a clod,

And module of confounded royalty.

Bafi. The Dolphin is preparing hither-ward,
Where heauen he knowes how we fhall anfwer him.
For in a night the beft part of my powre,

As I vpon aduantage did remoue,
Were in the Wafbes all vnwarily,
Deuoured by the vnexpe&ed flood.

Sal. You breath thefe dead newes in as dead an eare
My Liege, my Lord : but now a King, now thus.

Hen. Euen fo muft I run on, and euen fo ftop.
What furety of the world, what hope, what ftay,
When this was now a King, and now is clay ?

Baft. Art thou gone fo? I do but ftay behinde,
To do the office for thee, of reuenge,

And then my foule fhall waite on thee to heauen,

As it on earth hath bene thy feruant ftill.
Now, now you Starres, that moue in your right fpheres,
Where be your powres? Shew now your mended faiths,
And inftantly returne with me againe. :
To puth deftru€tion,and perpetuall thame
Out of the weake doore of our fainting Land:
Straight let vs fecke, or ftraight we fhall be fought,
The Dolphine rages at our verie hecles.

Sal. It feemes you know not then fo much as we,
The Cardinall Pandulpb is within at reft,
Who halfe an houre fince came from the Dolphin,
And brings from him fuch offers of our peace,
As we with honor and refpe@ may take,
With purpofe prefently to leaue this warre,

‘Baff. Hc will the rather do it, when he fees
Our {elues well finew'd to our defence.

Sal. Nay, 'tis in a manner done already,
For many carriages hee hath difpatch’d
To the fea fide, and put his caufe and quarrell
To the difpofing of the Cardinall,
With whom your felfe, my felfe, and other Lords,
If you thinke meete, this afternoone will poaft
To confummate this bufineffe happily.

Baff. Let it be fo, and you my noble Prince,
With other Princes that may beft be fpar’d,
Shall waite vpon your Fathers Funerall.

Hen. At Worfter muft his bodie be interr’d,
For fo he will'd it.

Bafi. Thither fhall it then,
And happily may your {weet felfe put on
The lineall ftate, and glorie of the Land,
To whom with all fubmifsion on my knee,
I do bequeath my faithfull feruices
And true fubie€tion euerlaftingly.

Sal. And the like tender of our loue wee make
To reft without a fpot for euermore.

Hen. 1 haue a kinde foule,that would giue thankes,
And knowes not how to do it, but with teares.

Baft. Oh let vs pay the time: but needfull woe,
Since it hath beene before hand with our greefes.
This England neuer Jid, nor neuer fhall
Lye at the proud foote of a Conqueror,
But when it firft did helpe to wound it felfe.
Now, thefe her Princes are come home againe,
Come the three corners of the world in Armes,
And we tfhall fhocke them : Naught fhall make vs rue,
If England to it felfe, do reft but true. Exannt.
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the Second.

AEtusPrimus, Scena ‘Prima.

Ester King Richard, Iobn of Gaunt , with otber Nobles
and Attendants.

King Ricbard.
hflcbu of Gaunt, time-honoured Lancafter,
Hatft thou according to thy oath and band
Brought hither Heary Herford thy bold fon:
Heere to make good °boiftrous late appeale,
hich then our leyfure would not let vs heare,
ainft the Duke of Norfolke, Tbomas Mowbray?
Gaunt. 1 haue my Liege.
King. Tell me moreouer, haft thou founded him,
he apﬁlle the Duke on ancient malice,
ily as a good fubie& fhould
1 fome knowne ground of treacherie in him.
Gaunt. As neere as I could fit him on that argument,
| fome apparant danger feene in him,
m'd at your Highnefle, no inucterate malice.
Kin. Then call them to our prefence face to face,
1d frowning brow to brow, our felues will heare
1'accufer, and the accufed, freely {peake ;
gh flomack d are they both, and full of ire,
rage, deafe as the fea; haftie as fire.

Enter Ballingbrooke and Mowbray.

Bal. Many yeares of happy dayes befall

y gracious Soueraigne, my moft louing Liege.
Mow. Each day fill better others happinefle,
itill the heauens enuying earths good hap,

Ide an immortall title to your Crowne.

King. We thanke you both, yet one but flatters vs,
. well appeareth by the caufe you come,
imely, to appeale each other of high treafon.
ofin of Hereford, what doft thou obie&
minft the Duke of Norfolke, Thomas Mowbray ?
Bal. Firft, heauen be the record to my fpeech,
the deuotion of a fubie&s loue,
ndering the precious fafetic of my Prince,
id free from other misbegotten hate,

@e I appealant to rhis Princely prefence.
w Thomas Mwbrq do I turne to thee,
1d marke my greeting well : for what I fpeake,
r body fhall make good vpon this earth,

* my diuine foule anfwer it in heauen.
1ou artd Traitor, and a Mifcreant;
0 good to be fo, and too bad to hue,
we the more faire and chriftall is the skie,

The vglier feeme the cloudes that in it flyes
Once more, the more to aggrauate the note,
With a foule Traitors name ftuffe I thy throte,
And with (fo pleafe my Soueraigne ) ere I moue,
What my tong {peaks,my right drawn fword may proue
Mow. Let not my cold words heere accufe my zeale:
'T'u not the triall of a Womans warre,
The bitter clamour of two eager tongues,
Can arbitrate this caufe betwixt vs twaine:
The blood is hot that muft be cool'd for this.
Yet can I not of fuch tame patience boaft,
As to be hufht, and nought at all to fay.
Firft the faire reuerence of your Highneffe curbes mee,
From giuing reines and fpurres to my free fpeech,
Which elfe would poft, vatill it had return'd
Thefe tearmes of treafon, doubly downe his throat.
Setting afide his high bloods royalty,
And let him be no Kinfman to my Liege,
I do defie him, and I {pit at him,
Call him a flanderous Coward, and a Villaine
Which to maintaine, I would allow him oddes,
And meete him, were I tide to runne afoote,
Euen to the frozen ridges of the Alpes,
Or any other ground inhabitable,
Where euer Englithman durft fet his foote,
Meane time, let this defend my loyalhe,
By all my nopes moft falfely doth he lie.
Bul.Pale trembling Coward,there I throw my gage,
Difclaiming heere the kindred of a King,
And lay afide my high bloods Royalty,
Which feare, not reuerence makes thee to except.
If guilty dread hath left thee fo much ftrength,
As to take vp mine Honors pawne, then floope.
By that, and all the rites of Knight-hood elfe,
‘Will I make good againft thee arme to arme,
What I haue fpoken, or thou canft deuife.
Mew. I take it vp,and by that fword I fweare,
Which gently laid my Knight-hood on my thoulder,
Ile ahfwer thee in any faire degree,
Or Chiualrous defigne of knightly triall :
And when I mount, aliue may I not light,
If I be Traitor, or vniuftly fight.
King . What doth our Cofin lay to Mewbraies charge ?
It muft be great that can inherite vs,
So much as of a thought of ill in him.
Bul.Looke what I faid, my life fhall proue it true,
That Mowbray hath receiu’d eight thoufand Nobles, |
n
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Inname of lendings for your Highneffe Soldiers,
The'which he' hath' detain'd for lewd employments,
Like a falfe Traitor, and iniurious Villaine.

Befides I fay, and will in battaile proue,

Or heere, or clfewhere to the furtheft Verge

That euer was furuey'd by Englifh eye,

That all the Treafons for thefe eightcene yeeres
Complotted, and contriued in this Land,

Fetch'd from falfe cMowbray their firft head and fpring.
Further I fay, and further will maintaine

Vpon his bad life, to make all this good.

That he did plot the Duke of Gloufters death,

Suggeft his foone beleeuing aduerfaries,

And confe(l:lemly, like a Traitor Coward,

Sluc’d out his innocent foule through ftreames of blood :
Which blood, like facrificing Abels cries,

(Euen from the toonglefle cauernes of the earth)

To me for iuftice, and rough chafticement :

And by the glorious worth of my difcent,

This arme fhall do it, or this life be {pent.

King. How high a pitch his refolution foares :
Thomas of Norfolke, what fayeft thou to this?

Miw. Oh let my Soueraigne turne away his face,
And bid his eares a little while be deafe,

Till I haue told this flander of his blood,
How God, and good men, hate fo foule a lyar.

King. Miwbray, impartiall are our eyes and eares,

Were be my brother, nay our kingdomes heyre,
As he is but my fathers brothers fonne ;

Now by my Scepters awe, I make a vow,

Such neighbour-neereneffe to our facred blood,
Should nothing priuiledge him, nor partialize
The vn-flooping firmeneffe of my vpright foule.
He is our fubie@ éﬁMowbmJ) fo art thou,

Free fpeech, and feareleffe, I to thee allow.

Muw. Then Bullingbrooke, as low as to thy heart,
Through the falfe paffagc of thy throat; thou lyeft:
Threc parts of that receipt I had for Callice,
Disburft I to his Highneffe fouldiers ;

The other part referu’d I by confent,

For that my Soueraigne Liege was in my debt,
Vpon remainder of a deere Accompt,

Since lat I went to France to fetch his Queene:
Now fwallow downe that Lye. For Gloufters death,
I flew him not; but(to mine owne difgrace)
Negleéted my fworne duty in that cafe :

For you my noble Lord of Lancafier,

The honourable Father to my foe,

Once I did lay an ambuth for your life,

A trefpaffe that doth vex my greeued foule :
But ere 1 laft receiu’d the Sacrament,

I did confeffe it, and exa@ly begg'd

Your Graces pardon,and I hope I had it.

This is my fault: as for the reft appeal'd,

It iffues from the rancour of a Villaine,

A recreant, and moft degenerate Traitor,

Which in my felfe I boldly will defend,

And interchangeably hurle downe my gage
Vpon this ouer-weening Traitors foote,

To proue my felfe a loyall Gentleman,

Euen in the beft blood chamber'd in his bofome.
In haft whereof, moft heartily I pray

Your Highneffe to affigne our Triall day.

King. Wrath-kindled Gentlemen be rul’d by me:
Let’s purge this choller without letting blood:

This we prefcribe, though no Phyfition,

.Is fpotlefle reputation : that away,

Deepe malice makes too deepe incifion.
Forget, forgiue, conclude, and be agreed,
Our Do&ors fay, This is no time to bleed.
Good Vnckle, let this end where it begun,

Wee'l calme the Duke of Norfolke ; you, your fon.
Gaunt. To be a make-peace fhall become my age,
Throw downe (my fonne) the Duke of Norfolkes gage.

King. And Norfolke, throw downe his.

Gaunt, When Harrie when? Obedience bids,
Obedience bids I fhould not bid agen. . .

King. Norfolke, throw downe, we bidde; thereis

no boote.

Mm.My felfe I throw(dread Soueraigne)at thy foot.
My life thou fhalt command, but not my thame,
The one my dutie owes, but my faire name
Defpight of death, that liues vpon my graue
To darke dithonours vfe, thou fhalt not haue.
I am difgrac’d, impeach’d, and baffel'd heere,
Pierc'd to the foule with flanders venom'd fpeare :
The which no balme can cure, but his heart blood
Which breath’d this poyfon.

King. Rage muft be withftood :
Giue me his gage : Lyons make Leopards tame.

Mo.Yea, but not change his fpots:take but my fhame,
And I refigne my gage. My deere, deere Lord,
The pureft treafure mortall times afford

Men are but gilded loame, or painted clay.
A Iewell in a ten times barr'd vp Chett,
Is a bold fpirit, in a loyall breft.
Mine Honor is my life ; both grow in one:
Take Honor from me, and my life is done.
Then ( deere my Liege) mine Honor let me trie,
In that I liue ; and for that will I die.
King. Coofin, throw downe your gage,
Do you begin.
Bul. Oh heauen defend my foule from fuch foule fin.
Shall I feeme Creft-falne in my fathers fight,
Or with pale beggar-feare impeach my hight
Before this out-dar’d daftard ? Ere my toong,
Shall wound mine honor with fuch f{eble wrong;
Or found fo bafe a parle : my teeth fhall teare
The flauith motiue of recanting feare,
And fpit it bleeding in his high difgrace,
Where thame doth harbour, euen in eHMowbrayes face.
xit Gassl.
King. We were not borne to fue, but to commaand,
Whidi: fince we cannot do to make you friends,
Be readie, (as your liues fhall anfwer it)
At Couentree, vpon S. Lamberts day :
There fhall your fwords and Lances arbitrate
The fwelling difference of your fetled hate :
Since we cannot attone you, you fhall fee
Iuftice defigne the Vi&ors Chiualrie.
Lord Marfhall, command our Officers at Armes,
Be readie to dire@ thefe home Alarmes.

Scana Secunda.

Enter Gaunt ,and Dutcbeffe of Gloncefier.

oL e
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Gaunt. Alas, the part 1 had 1n Gloufters blood,
Doth more folicite me then your exclaimes,
To ftirre againft the Butchers of his life.
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: correion lyeth in thofe hands

nade the'fault 'that 'we'cannot corre&y

»ur quarrell to the will of heauen,

ien they fee the houres ripe on earth,

ine hot vengeance on offenders heads. 4
Findes brotherhood in thee no fharper fpurre ?
1e in thy old blood no living fire ?

feuen gnncs (whereof thy felfe art one)
feuen violles of his Sacred blood,

1 faire branches {pringing from one roote :
thofe feuen are dride by natures courfe,
thofe branches by the deftinies cut :

mas, my deere Lord, my life,my Gloufter,

1l full of Edwards Sacred blood,

rithing branch of his moft Royall roote

'd, and all the precious liquor fpilt;

downe, and his fummer leafes all vaded

*s hand, and Murders bloody Axe.

! His blood was thine, that bed, that wombe,
ittle, that felfe-mould that fathion'd thee,

m a man : and though thou liu'®t, and breath’ft,
thou flaine in him : thou doft confent

large meafure to thy Fathers death,

hou feeft thy wretched brother dye,

s the modell of thy Fathers life,

ot patience (Gaunme) it is difpaire,

ng thus thy brother to be flaughter'd,

ew'ft the naked pathway to thy life,

g fterne murther how to butcher thee:

iich in meane men we intitle patience

old cowardice in noble brefts:

all I fay, to fafegard thine owne life,

: way is to venge my Gloufters death.

.Heauens is the quarrell : for heauens fubftitute
uty annointed in his fight,

as’d his death, the which if wrongfully

1en reuenge : for I may neuer lift

y arme againft his Minifter,

Where then (alas may I)complaint my felfe?
To heauen, the widdowes Champion to defence
Why then I will: farewell old Gaunt.

’ft to Couentrie, there to behold

ine Herford, and fell Mowbray fight:

t husbands wrongs on Herfords {peare,

may enter butcher Mowbrayes breft :

sfortune miffe the firft carreere,

+brayes finnes fo heauy in his bofome,

ey may breake his foaming Courfers backe,

ow the Rider headlong in the: Lifts,

Fe recreant to my Cofine Herford:

| old Gaunt, thy fometimes brothers wife

:r companion Greefe, muft end her life.

Sifter farewell : I muft to Couentree,

2 good ftay with thee, as go with mee.

Yet one wotd more : Greefe boundeth where it
h the emptie hollownes,but weight : (falls,
1y leaue, before I haue begun,

ow ends not, when it feemeth done.

1d me to my brother Edmund Yorke.

s is all : nay, yet depart not fo,

this be all, do not fo quickly go,

emember more. Bid him, Oh, what?

1 good fpeed at Plathie vifit mee.

and what fhall good old Yorke there fee

ity lodgings, and vnfurnifh’d walles,

sel’d Offices, vatroden ftones ?

And what heare there for welcome, but my grones?
Therefore commend me, let him not come there,
To feeke out forrow, that dwels euery where:
Defolate, defolate will I hence, and dye,

The laft leaue of thee, takes my weeping eye. Exeunt

Scena Tertia.

Enter eMarjhall, and Aumerle.

Mar. My L. Aumerle, is Harry Herford arm'd.

Aum. Yea, at all points, and longs to enter in.

Mar. The Duke of Norfolke, {prightfully and bold,
Stayes but the fummons of the Appealants Trumpet.

Au, Why then the Champions, are prepar’d,and ftay
For nothing but his Maieftics approach. Flourifb.

Enter King, Gaunt, Bufby, Bagot, Greene, &
otbers : Then cMowbray in Ar-
moryand Harrold.

Rich. Marfhall, demand of yonder Champion
The caufe of his arrivall heere in Armes,

Aske him his name, and orderly proceed
To fweare him in the iuftice of his caufe.

Mar. InGods name,and the Kings,fay who y art,
And why thou com’ft thus knightly clad in Armes?
Againft what man thou com’ft,and what’s thy quarrell,
Speake truly on thy knighthood, and thine oath,

As {o defend thee heauen, and thy valour,

Mouw. My name is Tho. Mowbray,Duke of Norfolk,
Who hither comes engaged by my oath
(Which heauen defend a knight thould violate)

Both to defend my loyalty and truth,
To God, my King, and his fucceeding iffue,
Againft the Duke of Herford, that appeales me :
And by the grace of God, and this mine arme,
To proue him (in defending of my felfe)
A Traitor to my God, my King, and me,
And as I truly fight, defend me heauen.

Tucket. Enter Hereford, and Harold.

Rich. Marfhall : Aske yonder Knight in Armes,
Both who he is, and why he commeth hither,

Thus placed in habiliments of warre :
And formerly according to our Law
Depofe him in the iuftice of his caufe.

Mar. What is thy name? and wherfore com#t § hither
Before King Richard in his Royall Lifts?

Againft whom com’ft thou? and what's thy quarrell?
Speake like a true Knight, o defend thee heauen.

Bul. Harry of Herford, Lancafter, and Derbie,
Am I: who ready heere do ftand in Armes,

To proue by heauens grace, and my bodies valour,
In Lifts, on Thomas Mswbray Duke of Norfolke,
‘That he's a Traitor foule, and dangerous,

To God of heauen, King Ricbard, and to me,
And as I truly fight, defend me heauen.

Mar, On paine of death, no perfon be fo bold,
Or daring hardie as to touch the Liftes,

Except the Marfhall, and fuch Officers
Appointed to dire& thefe faire defignes.

Bul. Lord Marfhall, let me kifle my Soueraigns hand,
And bow my knee before his Maieftic :

For Mowbrcy and my felfe are like two men,

That vow a long and weary pilgrimage, .
c Then
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Then let vs take a ceremonious leaue

And louing farwell ‘of our/feuerall friends.

Mar.The Appealant in all duty greets your Highnes,

And craues to kiffe your hand, and take his leaue.
Ricb. We will defcend, and fold him in our armes.

Cofin of Herford, as thy caufe is iuft,

So be thy fortune in this Royall fight :

Farewell, my blood, which if to day thou fhead,

Lament we may, but not reuenge thee dead.
Bull. Oh let no noble eye prophane a teare

For me, if I be gor'd with eMowbrayes fpeare :

As confident, as is the Falcons flight

Againft a bird, do 1 with Mowbray fight.

My louing Lord, I take my leaue of you,

Of you (my Noble Cofin) Lord eAumerle ;

Not ficke, although I haue to do with death,

But luftie, yong, and cheerely drawing breath.

Loe, as at Englifh Feafts, fo I regreete

The daintieft laft, to make the end moft fweet.

Oh thou the earthy author of my blood,

Whofe youthfull f;itit in me regenerate,

Doth with a two-fold rigor lift mee vp

To reach at viQory aboue my head,

Adde proofe vato mine Armour with thy prayres,

And with thy blefsings fteele my Lances point,

That it may enter Mowbrayes waxen Coate,

And furnith new the name of lobn a Gaunt,

Euen in the lufty hauiour of his fonne.
Gaunt.Heauen in thy good caufe make thee profp’rous

Be fwift like lightning in the execution,

And let thy blowes doubly redoubled,

Fall like amazing thunder on the Caske

Of thy amaz'd pernicious enemy.

Rouze vp thy youthfull blood, be valiant,and liue.
Bul. Mine innocence, and S.George to thriue.
Mew. How cuer heauen or fortune caft my lot,

There liues, or dies, true to Kings Ricbards Throne,

A Joyall, iuft, and vpright Gentleman:

Neuer did Captiue with a freer heart,

Caft off his chaines of bondage, and embrace

His golden vncontroul'd enfranchifement,

More then my dancing foule doth celebrate

This Feaft of Battell, with mine Aduerfarie.

Moft mighty Liege, and my companion Peeres,

Take from my mouth, the wifh of happy yeares,

As gentle, and as iocond,as to ieft,

Go I to fight : Truth, hath a quiet breft.

Ricb. Farewell, my Lord, fecurely I efpy

Vertue with Valour, couched in thine eye:

Order the triall Marfhall, and begin.
eMar. Harrie of Herford, Lancafler, and Derby,

Receiue thy Launce, and heauen defend thy right.
Bul. Strong as a towre in hope, I cry Amen.

Mar. Go beare this Lance to Thomas D. of Norfolke.

1.Har. Harry of Herford, Lancafler, and Derbie,
Stands heere for God, his Soueraigne, and himfelfe,
On paine to be found falfe, and recreant,
To proue the Duke of Norfolke, Thomas Mcwbray,
A Traitor to his God, his King, and him,
And dares him to fet forwards'to the fight.

2. Har, Here ftandeth Tho: Mowbray Duke of Norfolk
On paine to be found falfe and recreant,
Both to defend himfelfe, and to approue
Henry of Herford, Lancafier,and Derby,
To God, his Soucraigne, and to him difloyall:
Couragioufly,and with a free defire

Attending but the fignall to begin. Acharge founded

Mar. Sound Trumpets,and fet forward Combatants:
Stay, the King hath throwne his Warder downe.

Rich. Let them lay by their Helmets & their Speares,
And both returne backe to their Chaires againe :
Withdraw with vs, and let the Trumpets found,
While we returne thefe Dukes what we decree.

A long Flourifh.
Draw neere and lift
What with our Councell we haue done.
For that our kingdomes earth fhould not be foyld
With that deere blood which it hath foftered,
And for our eyes do hate the dire afpe&
Of ciuill wounds plowgh’d vp with neighbors fwords,
Which fo rouz’d vp with boyftrous vntun'd drummes,
With harfh refounding Trumpets dreadfull bray,
And grating fhocke of wrathfull yron Armes,
Might from our quiet Confines fright faire peace,
And make vs wade euen in our kindreds blood :
Therefore, we banifh you our Territories.
You Cofin Herford, vpon paine of death,
Till twice fiue Summers haue enrich'd our ficlds,
Shall not regreet our faire dominions,
But treade the ftranger pathes of banifhment.

Bul. Your will be done: This muft my comfort be,
That Sun that warmes you heere, (hall thine on me:
And thofe his golden beames to you heere lent,

Shall point on me, and gild my banithment.

Rich. Norfolke: for thee ines a heauier dombe,

Which 1 with fome vnwillingnefle pronounce,
The flye flow houres fhall not determinate
The dateleffe limit of thy deere exile:

The hopeleffe word, of Neuer to returne,
Breath I againft thee, vpon paine of life.

Muw. A heauy fentence, my moft Soueraigne Liege,
And all vnlook’d for from your Highnefle mouth :

A deerer merit, not fo deepe a maime,

As to be caft forth in the common ayre

Haue I deferued at your Highneffe hands.

The Language 1 haue learn'd thefe forty yeares
(My natiue Englith ) now I muft forgo,

And now my tongues vfe is to me no more,
Then an vnftringed Vyall, or a Harpe,

Or like a cunning Inftrument cas’d vp,

Or being open, put into his hands

That knowes no touch to tune the harmony.
Within my mouth you haue engaol’d my tongue,
Doubly percullift with my teeth and lippes,

And dull, vnteeling, barren ignorance,

Is made my Gaoler to attend on me:

I am too old to fawne vpon a Nurfe,

Too farre in yeeres to be a pupill now :

What is thy fentence then, but {peechlefle death,
Which robs my tongue from breathing natiue breath?

Rich, It boots thee not to be compafsionate,
After our fentence, plaining comes too late.

eMcw. Then thus I turne me from my countries light
To dwell in folemne fhades of endleffe night.

Ric. Returne againe, and take an oath with thee,
Lay on our Royall fword, your banitht hands;

Sweare by the duty that you owe to heauen

(Our part therein we banifh with your felues)

To keepe the Oath that we adminifter :

You ueuer fhall (o helpe you Truth, and Heauen)
Embrace each others loue in banithment,

Nor euer looke vpon each others face,

Not
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write, regreete, or reconcile
ing tempeft of your home-bred hate,
by aduifed purpofe meete,
ontriue, or complot any ill,
s, our State, our Subiefls, or our Land.
fweare.
And I, to keepe all this.
‘orfolke, fo fare, as to mine enemie,
me (had the King permitted vs)
ir foules had wandred in the ayre,
‘his fraile fepulchre of our fleth,
ur fleth is banifh'd from this Land.
:hy Treafons, ere thou flye this Realme,
u baft farre to go, beare not along
sing burthen of a guilty foule.
No Bullingbroke : If euer I were Traitor,
be blotted from the booke of Life,
ym heauen banifh'd,as from hence :
thou art, heauen, thou, and I do know,
oo foone (I feare) the King fhall rue.
(my Liege) now no way can I ftray,
:e to England, all the worlds my way.
Vncle, euen in the glaffes of thine eyes
greeued heart : thy fad afpe,
n the number of his banifh'd yeares
oure away : Six frozen Winters {pent,
with welcome home, from banithment:
{ow long a time lyes in one little word :
ging Winters, and foure wanton fprings
word, fuch is the breath of Kings.
I thanke my Liege, that in regard of me
:ns foure yeares of my fonnes exile :
vantage fhall I reape thereby.
he fixe yeares that he hath to {pend
1ge their Moones, and bring their times about,
dride Lampe, and time-bewafted light
extinét with age,and endlefle night:
of Taper, will be burnt, and done,
dfold death, not let me fee my fonne.
Why Vncle, thou haft many yeeres to liue,
But not a minute (King) that thou canft giue;
my dayes thou canft with fudden forow,
:ke nights from me, but not lend a morrqw :
1t helpe time to furrow me with age,
no wrinkle in his pilgrimage :
d is currant with him, for my death,
» thy kingdome cannot buy my breath.
TChy fonne is banifh’d vpon good aduice,
thy tongue a party-verdi&t gaue,
our luftice feem’ft thou then to lowre?
Things {weet to taft, proue in digeftion fowre :
‘d me as a Judge, but I had rather
|d haue bid me argue like a Father.
wok'd when fome of you fhould fay,
» ftri€t to make mine owne away:
gauc leaue to my vnwilling tong,
my will, to do my felfe this wrong.
Cofine farewell : and Vncle bid him fo:
3 we banith him, and he fhall go.
Flourifb.
*ofine farewell : what prefence muft not know
here you do remaine, let paper thow.
My Lord, no leaue take I, for I will ride
as land will let me, by your fide.
.Oh to what purpofe doft thou hord thy words,
>u teturnft no greeting to thy friends ?

Exit,

Exit,

Bull. I haue too few to take my leaue of you,
When the tongues office thould be prodigall,
‘To breath th’abundant dolour of the heart.
Gau. Thy greefe is but thy abfence for a time.
Bull, Toy abfent, greefe is prefent for that time.
Gau, What is fixe Winters, they are quickely gone?
Bul. To men in ioy, but greefe makes one houre ten,
Gau. Call it a trauell that thou tak’ft for pleafure.
“Bul. My heart will figh, when I mifeall it fo,
Which findes it an inforced Pilgrimage.
Gau. The fullen paffage of thy weary fteppes
Efteeme a foyle, wherein thou art to fet
The precious Iewell of thy home returne.
Bul. Oh who can hold a fire in his hand
By thinking on the froftie Caucafus?
Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite,
by bare imagination of a Feaft?
Or Wallow naked in December fnow
by thinking on fantafticke fummers heate ?
Oh no, the apprehenfion of the good
Giues but the greater feeling to the worfe :
Fell forrowes tooth, doth euer ranckle more
Then when it bites, but lanceth not the fore.
Gau.Come,come (my fon) lle bring thee on thy way
Had I thy youth, and caufe, 1 would not ftay.
Bul.Then Englands ground farewell: fweet foil adieu,
My Mother, and my Nurfe, which beares me yet:
Where ere I wander, boaft of this I can,
Though banith’d, vet a true-borne Englifhman.

Scana Quarta.

Enter King, Aumerle,Greene, and Bagot.

Rich. We did obferue. Cofine Anmerle,
How far brought you high Herford on his way?

Aum. I brought high Herford (if you call him fo)
but to the next high way, and there I left him.

Rich. And fay, what ftore of parting tears were thed?

Aum. Faith none for me : except the Northeaft wind
Which then grew bitterly againft our face,
Awak'd the fleepie rhewme, and fo by chance
Did grace our hollow parting with a teare.

Rich.What faid our Cofin when you parted with him?

Au.Farewell: and for my hart difdained y my tongue
Should fo prophane the word, that taught me craft
To counterfeit opprefsion of fuch greefe,
That word feem’d buried in my forrowes graue.
Marry,would the word Farwell,haue lengthen'd houres,
And added yeeres to his fhort banithment,
He fhould haue had a volume of Farwels,
but fince it would not, he had none of me.

Rich. He is our Cofin (Cofin) but "tis doubt,
When time fhall call him home from banifhment,
Whether our kinfman come to fee his friends,
Our felfe, and Bufby : heere Bagot and Greene
Obferu'd his Courtliip to the common people :
How he did feeme to diue into their hearts,
With humble, and familiat courtefie,
What reuerence he did throw away on flaues;
Wooing poore Craftef-men, with the craft of foules,
And patient vnder-bearing of his Fortune,
As "twere to banifh their affe@s with him,
OfT goes his bonnet to an Oyfter-wench,
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A brace of Dray-men bid, God {peed him well,
And had'the ‘tribute of his fupple knee,

With thankes my Countrimen, my louing friends,
As were our England in reuerfion his,

And he our fubie@s next degree in hope.

Gr. Well,he is gone, & with him go thefe thoughts:
Now for the Rebels, which ftand out in Ireland,
Expedient manage muft be made my Liege
Ere further leyfure, yeeld them further meanes
For their aduantage, and your Highneffe loffe.

Ric. We will our felfe in perfon to this warre,
And for our Coffers, with too great a Courr,

And liberall Largeffe, are growne fomewhat light,
We are inforc’d to farme our royall Realme,
The Reuennew whereof fhall furnith vs
For our affayres in hand : if that come fhort
Our Subftitutes at home fhall haue Blanke-charters :
Whereto, when they fhall know what men are rich,
They fhall fubfcribe them for large fummes of Gold,
And fend them after to fupply our wants:
For we will make for Ireland prefently.

Enter Bufby,
Bufby, what newes ?

Bu. Old Iobn of Gaunt is verie ficke my Lord,
Sodainly taken, and hath fent poft hafte
To entreat your Maiefty to vifit him.

Ric. Where lyes he ?

Bu. At Ely houfe.

Ric. Now put it (heauen) in his Phyfitians minde,
To helpe him to his graue immediately :

The lining of his cofters thall make Coates

To decke our fouldiers for thefe Irifh warres.

Come Gentlemen, let’s all go vifit him:

Pray heauen we may make haft, and come too latc. Exir.

A tus Secundus. Scena “Prima.

Enter Gaunt, ficke with Yorke,

Gau. Will the King come, that I may breath my laft
In wholfome counfell to his vnftaid youth ?

Yor. Vex not your felfe, nor ftriue not with your breth,
For all in vaine comes counfell to his eare.

Gau. Oh but (they fay) the tongues of dying men
Inforce attention like deepe harmony ;
Where words are fcarfe, they are feldome fpent in vaine,
For they breath truth, that breath their words in paine.
He that no more muft fay, is liften'd more,
Then they whom youth and eafe haue taught to glofe,
More are mens ends marke, then their lives before,
The fetting Sun, and Muficke is the clofe
As the 1aft tafte of {weetes, is fweeteft laft,
Writ in remembrance, more then things long paft ;
Though Ricbard my liues counfell would not heare,
My deaths {ad tale, may yet vndeafe his eare.

Yor. No, it is ftopt with other flatt’ring founds
As praifes of his ftate : then there are found
Lafciuious Meeters, to whofe venom found
The open eare of youth doth alwayes liften.
Report of fathions in proud Italy,
Whofe manners @till our tardic apith Nation
Limpes after in bafe imitation.

Where doth the world thruft forth a vanity,

So it be new, there’s no refpe€t how vile,

That is not quickly buz'd into his eares ¢

That all too late comes counfell to be heard,

Where will doth mutiny with wits regard:

Diret not him, whofe way himfelfe will choofe,

Tis breath thou lackft, and that breath wilt thou loofe.
Gaunt, Me thinkes I am a Prophet new infpir'd,

And thus expiring, do foretell of him,

His rafh fierce blaze of Ryot cannot laft,

For violent fires foone burne out themfelues,

Small thowres laft long, but fodaine ftormes are fhort,

He tyres betimes, that fpurs too faft betimes;

With eager feeding, food doth choake the feeder:

Light vanity, infatiate cormorant,

Confuming meanes foone preyes vpon it felfe.

This royall Throne of Kings, this fceptred Ifle,

This earth of Maiefty, this feate of Mars,

This other Eden, demy paradife,

This Fortreffe built by Nature for her felfe,

Againtt infe@ion, and the hand of warre :

This happy breed of men, this litcle world,

This precious ftone, fct in the filuer fea,

Which ferues it in the office of a wall,

Or as a Moate defenfiue to a houfe,

Againft the enuy of leffe happier Lands,

This bleffed plot, this earth, this Realme,this England,

This Nurfe, this teeming wombe of Royall Kings,

Fear'd by their breed, and famous for their birth,

Renowned for their deeds, as farre from home,

For Chriftian feruice, and true Chiualrie,

As is the fepulcher in ftubborne Jury

Of the Worlds ranfome, bleffed <Maries Sonne.

This Land of fuch deere foules, this deere-decre Land,

Deere for her reputation through the world,

Is now Leasd out (I dye pronouncing it)

Like to a Tenement or pelting Farme.

England bound in with the triumphant fea,

Whofe rocky fhore beates backe the enuious fiedge

Of watery Neptune, is now bound in with fhame,

With Inky blottes, and rotten Parchment bonds.

That England, that was wont to conquer others,

Hath made a fhamefull conquett of it felfe.

Ah! would the fcandall vanifh with my life,

How happy then were my enfuing death ?

Enter King, Queene,e Aumerie,Bufby,Greene,
Bagot, Ros, and Willougbby.
Yor. The King is come, deale mildly with his youth,
For young hot Colts, being rag’d, do rage the more.
Qu. How fares our noble Vncle Lancafter ?
Ri. What comfort man? How ift with aged Gaunt?
Ga. Oh how that name befits my compofition :
Old Gaunt indeed, and gaunt in being old :
Within me greefe hath kept a tedious faft,
And who abftaynes from meate, that is not gaunt?
For fleeping England long time haue I watcht,
Watching breeds leannefle, leannefie is all gaunt.
The pleafure that fome Fathers feede vpon,
Is my ftrict faft, I meane my Childrens lookes,
And therein fafting, haft thou made me gaunt:
Gaunt am [ for the graue, gaunt as a graue,
Whofe hollow wombe inherits navght but bones.
Ric. Can ficke men play fo nicely with their names?
Gau. No, mifery makes {port to mocke it felfe :
Since thou doft feeke to kill my name in mec,
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ce my name (great King) to flatter thee,
Should dying men 'flatter-thofe-that live ?

.. No, no, men liuing flatter thofe that dye.

5. Thou now a dying, fayft thou flatter'ft me.

t. Oh no, thou dyeft, though I the ficker be.

b. I am in health, I breath, I fee thee ill,

v. Now he that made me, knowes I fec thee ill:

my felfe to fee,and in thee, feeing ill,

ieath-bed is no leffer then the Land,

cin thou lyeft in reputation ficke,

hou too care-leffe patient as thou art, .

1it’ft thy’anointed body to the cure

ofe Phyfitians, that firft wounded thee.

ufand flatterers fit within thy Crowne,

e compafle is no bigger then thy head,

‘et incaged in fo fmall a Verge,

vafte is no whit leffer then thy Land:

id thy Grandfire with a Prophets eye,

how his fonnes fonne, fhould deftroy his fonnes,

forth thy reach he would haue laid thy thame,

ing thee before thou wert poffeft,

h art poffeft now to depofe thy felfe.

(Cofine) were thou Regent of the world,

‘e a fhame to let his Land by leafe :

r thy world enioying but this Land,

ot more then thame, to thame it fo?

ord of England art thou, and not King:

tate of Law, is bondflaue to the law,

b. And thou, a lunaticke leane-witted foole,
ming on an Agues priviledge,

with thy frozen admonition

pale our cheeke, chafing the Royall blood
fury, from his natiue refidence?

by my Seates right Royall Maieftie,

thou not Brother to great Edwards fonne,
tongue that runs {o roundly in thy head,

d run thy head from thy vnreuerent fhoulders.
«. Oh fpare me not, my brothers Edwards fonne,
1at I was his Father Edwards fonne :

blood already (like the Pellican)

baft tapt out, and drunkenly carows'd.

rother Gloucefter, plaine well meaning foule

'm faire befall in heauen 'mongft happy foules)
se a prefident, and witneffe good,

thou refpe@'ft not (pilling Edwards blood :
with the prefent fickneffe that I haue,
:hy vakindneffe be like crooked age,
op at once a too-long wither'd flowre.

n thy fhame, but dye not fhame with thee,
: words heereafter, thy tormentors bee.
*y me to my bed, then to my graue,
they to liue, that loue and honor haue. Exit
b. And let them dyc, that age and fullens haue,
oth haft thou, and both become the graue.
». I do befeech your Maieftic impute his words
ayward ficklineffe, and age in him:

ues you on my life, and holds you deere
arry Duke of Herford, were he heere.

6. Right, you fay true: as Herfords loue, fo his;
¢irs, fo mine : and all be as it is.

Enter Nortbumberland,

r. My Liege, olde Gaunt commends him to your
tie,

Ricb. What fayes he ?
Nor. Nay nothing, all is faid :
His tongse is now a ftringlefle inftrument,
Words, life,and all, old Lancafter hath fpent.
Yor. Be Yorke the next, that muft be bankrupt fo,
Though death be poore, it ends a mortall wo.
Rich. The ripeft fruit fisft fals, and fo doth he,
His time is fpent, our pilgrimage muft be:
So much for that. Now for our Irith warres,
We muft fupplant thofe rough rug-headed Kernes,
Which liue like venom, where no venom elfe
But onely they, hauve priuiledge to live.
And for thefe great affayres do aske fome charge
Towards our afsiftance, we do feize to vs
The plate, coine, reuennewes, and moueables,
Whereof our Vncle Gasnt did ftand poffeft.
Yor. How long thall I be patient? Oh how long
Shall tender dutie make me fuffer wrong?
Not Glouflers death, nor Herfords banithment,
Nor Gauntes rebukes, nor Englands priuate wrongs,
Nor the preuention of poore Bullingbrooke,
About his marriage, nor my owne difgrace
Haue euer made me fowre my patient checke,
Or bend one wrinckle on my Soueraignes face :
I am the laft of noble Edwards fonnes,
Of whom thy Father Prince of Wales was firft,
In warre was neuer Lyon rag'd more fierce:
In peace, was neuer gentle Lambe more milde,
Then was that yong and Princely Gentleman,
His face thou haft, for euen fo look'd he
Accomplifh’d with the number of thy howers
But when he frown'd, it was againft the French,
And not againft his friends: his noble hand
Did win what he did fpend : and fpent not that
‘Which his triumphant fathers hand had won:
His hands were guilty of no kindreds blood,
But bloody with the enemies of his kinne:
Oh Richard, Yorke is too farre gone with greefe,
Or elfe he neuer would compare betweene.
Rich. Why Vncle,
Wharc’s the matter ?
Yor. Oh my Liege, pardon me if you pleafe, if not
I pleas’d not to be pardon’d, am content with all:
Secke you to feize, and gripe into your hands
The Royalties and Rights of banifh’d Herford ¢
Is not Gaunt dead? and doth not Herford live ?
Was not Gaunt iuft? and is not Harry true?
Did' not the one deferue to haue an heyre ?
Is not his heyre a well-deferuing fonne ?
Take Herfords rights away, and take from time
His Charters, and his cuftomarie rights:
Let not to morrow then infue to day,
Be not thy felfe. For how art thou a King
But by faire fequence and fuccefsion ?
Now afore God, God forbid I fay true,
If you do wrongfully feize Herfurds right,
Call in his Letters Patents that he hath
By his Atrurneyes generall, to fue
His Liuerie, and denie his offer’d homage,
You plucke a thoufand dangers on your head,
You loofe a thoufand well-difpofed hearts,
And pricke my tender patience to thofe thoughts
Which honor and allegeance cannot thinke.
Ric. Thinke what you will : we feife into our hands,
His plate, his goods, his money, and his lands.
Yor. Ile not be by the while : My Liege farewell,
c1 What
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‘What will enfue heereof, there’s none can tell.
But'by’bad courfes 'may-be 'vnderftood,
That their euents can neuer fall out good. ‘
Rich. Go Bupbie to the Earle of Wiltbire ftreight,
Bid him repaire to vs to Ely houfe,
To fee this bufineffe : to morrow next
We will for Ireland, and 'tis time, I trow:
And we create in abfence of our felfe
Our Vncle Yorke, Lord Gouernor of England :
For he is iuft, and alwayes lou'd vs well.
Come on our Queene, to morrow muft we part,
Be merry, for our time of ftay is fhort. Flourifb.
eManet North. Willoughby, & Ref:
Nor. Well Lords, the Duke of Lancafter is dead.
Rofl: And liuing too, for now his fonne is Duke,
Wil. Barely in title, not in reuennew.
Nor. Richly in both, if iuftice had her right.
Roff:My heart is great : but it muft break with filence,
Er’t be disburthen’d with a liberall tongue.
Nor.Nay {peake thy mind : & let him ne’r fpeak more
That fpeakes thy words againe to do thee harme.
Wil.Tends that thou’dft fpeake to th'Du.of Hereford,
If it be {o, out with it boldly man,
Quicke is mine eare to heare of good towards him.
Rofl. No good at all that I can do for him,
Vhnlefle you call it good to pitie him,
Bereft and gelded of his patrimoni
Nor. Now afore heauen, 'tis thame fuch wrongs are
borne,
In him a royall Prince,and many moe
Of noble blood in this declining Land;;
The King is not himfelfe, but bafely led
By Flatterers,and what they will informe
Meerely in hate *gainft any of vs all,
That will the King feuerely profecute
*Gainft vs, our liues, our children, and our heires.
Reof. The Commons hath he pil'd with greeuous taxes
And quite loft their hearts : the Nobles hath he finde
For ancient quarrels, and quite loft their hearts.
Wil. And daily new exalions are deuis'd,
As blankes, beneuolences, and I wot not what:
But what 0’Gods name doth become of this ?
Nor. Wars hath not wafted it, for war'd he hath not.
But bafely yeelded vpon comprimize,
That which his Anceftorsatchieu’d with blowes:
More hath he fpentin peace, then they in warres.
Rof. The Earle of Wiltfhire hath the realme in Farme.
Wil. The Kings growne bankrupt like a broken man.
Nor. Reproach and diffolution hangeth ouer him.
Rof. He hath not monie for thefe Irith warres:
(His burthenous taxations notwithftanding)
But by the robbing of the banifh’d Duke.
Nor. His noble Kinfman, moft degenerate King:
But Lords, we heare this fearefull tempeft fing,
Yet feeke no fhelter to auoid the ftorme:
We fee the winde fit fore vpon our failes,
And yet we ftrike not, but fecurely perith.
Rof. We fee the very wracke that we muft fuffer,
And vnauoyded is the danger now
For fuffering fo the caufes of our wracke.
Nor. Not fo : euen through the hollow eyes of death,
I fpie life peering : but I dare not fay
How neere the tidings of our comfort is.
Wil. Nay let vs fhare thy thoughts, as thou doft ours
Ref. Be confident to fpeake Northumberland,
We three, are but thy felfe, and fpeaking fo,

Exit.

Thy words are but as thoughts, therefore be bold.
Nor. Then thus: I haue from Port /e Blan
A Bay in Britaine receiu’d intelligence,
That Harry Duke of Herford, Rainald Lord Cobbam,
That late Zroke from the Duke of Exeter,
His brother Archbithop, late of Canterbury,
Sir Thomas Erpingbam,Sir Iobn Rainflon,
Sir Iobn Norﬁrie, Sir Robert Waterton, & Francis Qusint,
All thefe well furnifh'd by the Duke of Britaine,
With eight tall fhips, three thoufand men of warre
Are making hither with all due expedience,
And fhortly meane to touc.h our Northerne fhore :
Perhaps they had ere this, but that they ftay
The firft departing of the King for Ireland.
If then we fhall fhake off our flavith yoake,
Impe out our drooping Countries broken wing,
Redeeme from broaking pawne the blemith’d Crowne,
Wipe off the duft that hides our Scepters gilt,
And make high Maieftie looke like it felfe,
Away with me in pofte to Rauenspurgb,
But if you faint, as fearing to do fo,
Stay, and be fecret, and my felfe will go.
Rof. To horfe, to horfe, vrge doubts to them y feare.
i/, Hold out my horfe, and I will firft be there.
Exeunt.

Scena Secunda.

Enter Queene, Bufby, and ‘Bagot.
Bup. Madam%'your Ma/ibe{!y is too g)uch fad,
You promis’d when you parted with the King,
To lay afide felfe-harming heauinefle,
And entertaine a cheerefull difpofition.
Qu. To pleafe the King, 1 did: to pleafe my felfe
I cannot do it : yet I know no caufe
Why I fhould welcome fuch a gueft as greefe,
Saue bidding farewell to fo fweet a gueft
As my {weet Ricbard ; yet againe me thinkes,
Some vnborne forrow, ripe in fortunes wombe
Is comming towards me, and my inward foule
With nothing trembles, at fomething it greeues,
More then with parting from my Lord the King.
Bufb. Each fubftance of a greefe hath twenty thadows
Which fhewes like greefe it felfe, but is not fo:
For forrowes cye, glazed with blinding teares,
Diuides one thing intire, to many obieéts,
Like perfpeiues, which rightly gaz'd vpon
Shew nothing but confufion, ey'd awry,
Diftinguith forme : fo your fweet Maieftie
Looking awry vpon your Lords departure,
Finde fhapes of greefe, more then himfelfe to waile,
Which look’d on as it is, is naught bur fhadowes
Of what it is not : then thrice-gracious Queene,
More then your Lords departure weep not, more’s not
Or if it be, 'tis with falfe forrowes cie, (feene;
Which for things true, weepe things imaginary.
Qu. It may be fo : but yet my inward foule
Per{wades me it is otherwife : how ere it be,
I cannot but be fad : fo heauy fad,
As though on thinking on no thought I thinke,
Makes me with heauy nothing faint and fhrinke.
Bub. *Tis nothing but conceit (my gracious Lady.)
Quecse.
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*Tis nothing leffe : conceit is ftill deriu’d
yme fore-father greefe; ‘mine is'not fo;
hing hath begot my fomething greefe,
ething, hath the nothing that I greeue,
reuerfion that I do pofieffe,
at it is, that is not yet knowne, what .
t name, 'tis namelefle woe I wot.

Enter Greene.

. Heauen faue your Maiefty, and wel met Gentle-
the King is not yet fhipt for Ireland. (men:
Why hop'ft thou fo? Tis better hope he is:
defignes craue haft, his haft good hope,
vherefore doft thou hope he is not fhipt ?

That he our hope, might haue retyr'd his power,
sen into difpaire an enemies hope,
rongly hath fet footing in this Land.
nith’d Bullingbrocke repeales himfelfe,
th vp-lifted Armes is fafe arriu’d
enfpurg.

Now God in heauen forbid.
O Madam ’tis too true : and that is worfe,
Northumberland, his yong fonne Henrie Percie,
wrds of Roffe, Beaumond, and Willongbby,
1l their powrefull friends are fled to him.
.Why haue you not proclaim’d Northumberland
e reft of the reuolted faQion, Traitors?

We haue : whereupon the Earle of Worcefter
roke his ftaffe, refign’d his Stewardthip,

the houthold feruants fled with him to Bullinbrook

So Greene, thou art the midwife of my woe,
ullinbrooke my forrowes difmall heyre :
ath my foule brought forth her prodegie,
a gasping new deliuered mother,
70e to woe, forrow to forrow ioyn'd.
. Difpaire not Madam.
Who thall hinder me ?
lifpaire, and be at enmitie
ouzening hope ; he is a Flatterer, '
fite, a keeper backe of death,
ently would diffolue the bands of life,

falfe hopes linger in extremity.

Enter Yorke

Heere comes the Duke of Yorke.

With fignes of warre about his aged necke,
1 of carefull bufinefle are his lookes:

for heauens fake fpeake comfortable words :
Comfort’s in heauen, and we are on the earth,
nothing liues but croffes, care and greefe:
iusband he is gone to faue farre off,

others come to make him loofe at home:
wm I left to vnder-prop his Land,
veake with age, cannot fupport my felfe :
>mes the ficke houre that his furfet made,
wll he try his friends that flattered him.

Enter a feruant.

My Lord, your fonne was gone before I came.
He was : why fo : go all which way it will :
obles they are fled, the Commons they are cold,
ill I feare reuolt on Herfords fide.
et thee to Plathie to my fifter Glofter,
r fend me prefently a thoufand pound,
:ake my Ring.

My Lord, 1 had forgot

your Lordfhip, to day I came by,and call’d there,
hall greeue you to report the reft.

What is't knaue?

Ser. An houre before I came, the Dutcheffe di*de,
Yor. Heau'n for his mercy, what a tide of woes
Come rufifing on this wofull Land at once?
I know not what to do : I would to heauen
(So my vntruth had not prouck’d him to it)
The King had cut off my head with my brothers.
What, are there poftes difpatcht for Ireland ?
How fhall we do for money for thefe warres?
Come fifter (Cozen I would fay) pray pardon me.
Go fellow, get thee home, poouide fome Carts,
And bring away the Armour that is there.
Gentlemen, will you mufter men?
If I know how, or which way 10 order thefe affaires
Thus diforderly thruft into my hands,
Neuer beleeue me. Both are my kinfmen,
Th'one is my Soueraigne, whom both my oath
And dutie bids defend : th'other againe
Is my kinfman, whom the King hath wrong'd,
‘Whom confcience, and my kindred bids to right :
Well, fomewhat we muft do: Come Cozen,
Ile difpofe of you. Gentlemen,go mufter vp your men,
And meet me prefently at Barkley Cattle:
I thould to Plafhy too : but time will not permit,
All is vneuen, and euery thing is left at fix and feuen. Exit
Bufb. The winde fits faire for newes to go to Ireland,
But none returnes : For vs to leuy power
Proportionable to th’enemy, isall impofsible.
Gr. Befides our neesenefle to the King in loue,
Is neere the hate of thofe loue not the King .
‘Ba And that’s the wauering Commons, for theirloue
Lies in their purfes, and who fo empties them,
By fo much fils their hearts with deadly hate.
Bufb. Wherein the king ftands generally condemn’d
Bag. If judgement lye in them, then fo do we,
Becaufe we haue beene euer neere the King.
Gr. Well: I will for refuge ftraight to Briftoll Caftle,
The Earle of Wiltfhire is alreadie there,
Bufb. Thither will I with you, for little office
Will the hatefull Commons performe for vs,
Except like Curres, to teare vs all in peeces:
Will you go along with vs?
Bag. No, I will to Ireland to his Maieftie:
Farewell, if hearts prefages be not vaine,
We three here part, that neu'r fhall meete againe.
Bu. That’s as Yorke thriues to beate back Bullinbroke
Gr. Alas poore Duke, the taske he vndertakes
Is numbring fands,and drinking Oceans drie,
Where one on his fide fights, thoufands will flye.
Bufb. Farewell at once, for once, for all, and euer.
Well, we may meete againe.

Bag. 1 feare me neuer. Exit.

Scana Tertia.

Enter the Duke of Hereford, and Nortbum-
berland.

Bul. How farre is it my Lord to Berkley now?
Nor, Belecue me noble Lord,
I am a ftranger heere in Gloufterthire,
Thefe high wilde hilles, and rough vneeuen waies,
Drawes out our miles, and makes them wearifome:
And yet our faire difcourfe hath beene as fugar,
Mak in
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Making the hard way, fweet and dele@able :
But/I'bethinke_me)(what(al wedriel way
From Rauenfpurgh to Cottthold will be found,
In Roffe and Willougbby , wanting your companie,
Which I proteft hath very much beguild
The tedioufnefle ,and procefle of my trauell :
But theirs is fweetned with the hope to haue
The prefent benefit that I pofiefle ;
And hope to ioy, is little lefle in ioy,
Then hope enioy'd : By this, the wearie Lords .
Shall make their way feeme fhort,as mine hath done,
By fight of what I haue, your Noble Companie.
Buil. Of much lefle value is my Companie,
Then your good words: but who comes here ¢
Enter H. Percie.
Nortb. It is my Sonne, young Harry Percie,
Sent from my Brother Worcefler : Whence foeuer.
Harry, how fares your Vnckle? .
Percie. 1 had thought, my Lord, to haue learn’d his
health of you,
North. Why,is he not with the Queene?
Percie. No, my good Lord, he hath forfook the Court,
Broken his Staffe of Office,and difperft
The Houfehold of the King.
North. What was his reafon ?
He was not {o refolu’d, when we laft fpake together,
Percie. Becaufe your Lordfhip was proclaimed Traitor.
But hee, my Lord, is gone to Rauenfpurgh,
To offer feruice to the Duke of Hereford,
And fent me ouer by Barkely, to difcouer
What power the Duke of Yorke had leuied there,
Then with direion to repaire to Rauenfpurgh.
Nortb. Haue you forgot the Duke of Hereford(Boy.)
Percie. No,my good Lord ; for that is not forgot
Which ne’re 1 did remember : to my knowledge,
I neuer in my life did looke on bim.
Nortb. Then learne to know him now: this is the
Duke.
Percie. My gracious Lord, I tender you my feruice,
| Such as it is, being tender,raw,and young,
Which elder dayes fhall ripen, and confirme
To more approued feruice,and defert,
Bull. 1 thanke thee gentle Percie,and be fure
I count my felfe in nothing elfe fo happy,
As in a Soule remembring my good Friends :
And as my Fortune ripens with thy Loue,
It fhall be ftill thy true Loues recompence,
My Heart this Couenant makes,my Hand thus feales it.
North. How farre is it to Barkely? and what ftirre
Keepes good old Yorke there, with his Men of Warre ?
Percie. There ftands the Cattle,by yond tuft of Trees,
Mann'd with three hundred men,as 1 haue heard,
And in it are the Lords of Yorke, Barkely, and Seymor,
None elfe of Name, and noble eftimate.
Enter Roffe and Willoughby.
Nortb. Here come the Lords of Roffe and Willoughby,
Bloody with fpurring, fierie red with hafte.
Bull. Welcome my Lords, I wot your loue purfues
A banifht Trayror ; all my Treafurie
Is yet but vnfelt thankes, which more enrich’d,
Shall be your loue, and labours recompence.
Roff. Your prefence makes vs rich,moft Noble Lord.
Willo, And farre furmounts our labour to attaine it.
“Bull. Euermore thankes,th’Exchequer of the poore,
Which till my infant-fortune comcs to yeeres,
Stands for my Bountie : but who comes here 7

Enter Barkely.
Nortb. It is my Lord of Barkely,as I gheffe.
Bark. My Lord of Hereford, my Meflage is to you.
Bull. My Lord,my Anfwere is to Lancafler,
And I am come to feeke that Name in England,
And I muft finde that Title in your Tongue,
Before I make reply to aught you fay.
Bark. Miftake me not, my Lord,’tis not my meaning
To raze one Title of your Honor out.
To you,my Lord, I come (what Lord you will)
From the moft glorious of this Land,
The Duke of Yorke,to know what pricks you on
To take aduantage of the abfent time,
And fright our Natiue Peace with felfc-borne Armes,
Enter Yorke.
Bull. 1 fhall not need tranfport my words by you,
Here comes his Grace in Perfon. My Noble Vnckle.
York. Shew me thy humble heart,and not thy knee,
Whofe dutie is deceivable,and falfe.
Bull. My gracious Vnckle.
York. Tut,tut,Grace me no Grace,nor Vnckle me,
I am no Traytors Vnckle ; and that word Grace,
In an vngracious mouth, is but prophane.
‘Why haue thefe banifh'd,and forbidden Legges,
Dar'd once to touch a Duft of Englands Ground 2
But more then why, why haue they dar’d to march
So many miles vpon her peacefull Bofome,
Frighting her pale-fac’d Villages with Warre,
And oftentation of defpifed Armes?
Com'ft thou becaufe th’anoynted King is hence?
Why foolifh Boy,the King is left behind,
And in my loyall Bofome lyes his power.
Were I but now the Lord of fuch hot youth,
As when braue Gaunt,thy Father,and my felfe
Refcued the Black Prince,that yong cMars of men,
From forth the Rankes of many thoufand French:
Oh then, how quickly fhould this Arme of mine,
Now Prifoner to the Palfie, chattife thee,
And minifter correion to thy Faule. :
Bull. My gracious Vnckle,let me know my Fault,
On what Condition ftands it,and wherein ?
York. Euen in Condition of the worft degree,
In groffe Rebellion,and detefted Treafon:
Thou art a banith'd man,and here art come
Before th'expiration of thy time,
In brauing Atmes againft thy Soucraigne.
Bull. As 1 was banifh'd,1 was banith’d Hereford,
But as I come, I come for Lancafler.
And Noble Vnckle, I befeech your Grace

Looke on my Wrongs with an indifferent eye: J

You are my Father, for me thinkes in you 4
I fee old Gaunt alive. Oh then my Father,

Will you permit,that I fhall ftand condemn’d

A wandring Vagabond ; my Rights and Royalties
Pluckt from my armes perforce,and giuen away
To vpftart Vnthrifts¢ Wherefore was 1 borne ¢

If that my Coufin King,be King of England,

It muft be graunted, 1 am Duke of Lancafter.
You haue a Sonne, Aumerle,my Noble Kinfman,
Had you firft died,and he beene thus trod downe,
He fhould haue found his Vnckle Gaunt a Father,
To rowze his Wrongs,and chafe them to the bay.
I am denyde to fue my Liuerie here,

And yet my Letters Patents giue me leaue :

My Fathers goods are all diftraynd,and fold,

And thefe,and all,are all amiffe imployd.
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uld you haue me doe? I am a Subied,
lenge Law':'Attorneyes are ‘dény’d me ;
efore perfonally 1 lay my claime
sheritance of free Difcent.

The Noble Duke hath been too much abus'd.
t ftands your Grace vpon,to doe him right.
Bafe men by his endowments are made great.
My Lords of England, let me tell you this,

«d feeling of my Cofens Wrongs,
ur’d all 1 could to doe him right:
is kind, to come in brauing Armes,
e Caruer, and cut out his way,

ut Right with Wrongs, it may not be ;
that doe abett him in this kind,
tebellion,and are Rebels all.

The Noble Duke hath fwarne his comming is
is owne ; and for the right of that,
1aue ftrongly fworne to giue him ayd,

)im neu’r fee Ioy,that breakes that Oath,

Well, well,I fee the iffue of thefe Armes,
mend it,I muft needes confeffe,
ny power is weake,and all ill left:
ould, by him that gaue me life,
ttach you all,and make you ftoope
Soueraigne Mercy of the King.

I cannot, be it knowne to you,
iaine as Neuter. So fare you well,
ou pleafe to enter in the Cattle,

e repofe you for this Night.
An offer Vnckle,that wee will accept :
muft winne your Grace to goe with vs

w Cattle, which they fay is held
'y Bagot yand their Complices,
rpillers of the Commonwealth,
baue fworne to weed,and plucke away.

It may be T will go with you: but yet Ile pawfe,
loth to breake our Countries Lawes :
1ds, nor Foes, to me welcome you are,

1ft redreffe,are now with me paft care.  Exeunt.

Scana Quarta.

Enter Salisbury, and a Captaine.

My Lord of Salisbury, we haue ftayd ten dayes,
lly kept our Countreymen together,

we heare no tidings from the King ;

* we will difperfe our felues: farewell.

ay yet another day, thou truttie Welchman,

3 repofeth all his confidence in thee.

Tis thought the King is dead, we will not ftay ;
trees in our Countrey all are wither'd,

eors fright the fixed Starres of Heauen ;

-fac’d Moone lookes bloody on the Earth,
e-look’d Prophets whifper fearefull change ;

1 looke fad,and Ruffians dance and leape,

in feare, to loofe what they enioy,

r to enioy by Rage,and Warre :

nes fore-run the death of Kings.

our Countreymen are gone and fled,

ffur’d Ricbard their King is dead, Exir.

Sal. Ah Ricbard, with eyes of heauie mind,
I fee thy Glory, like a fhooting Starre,
Fall to the bafe Earth,from the Firmament:
Thy Sunne fets weeping in the lowly Weft,
Witnefling Stormes to come, Woe,and Vnreft :
Thy Friends are fled,to wait vpon thy Foes,

And croffely to thy good, all fortune goes. Exir.

AGusTertius. ScenaPrima.

Enter “Bullingbrooke, Yorke, Nortbumberland,
Roffe, Percie, Willoughby, with Bufbie

and Greene Prifoners.

Bull. Bring forth thefe men:
Bufbie and Greene, 1 will not vex your foules,
(Since prefently your foules muft part your bodies)
With too much vrging your pernitious liues,
For "twere no Charitie : yet to wath your blood
From off my hands, here in the view of men,
I will vnfold fome caufes of your deaths.
You haue mis-led a Prince,a Royall King,
A happie Gentleman in Blood,and Lineaments,
By you vnhappied,and disfigur’d cleane:
You have in manner with your finfull houres
Made a Diuorce betwixt his Queenc and him,
Broke the poffeffion of a Royall Bed,
And flayn’d the beautie of a faire Queenes Cheekes,
With teares drawn frd her eyes, with your foule wrongs.
My felfe a Prince, by fortune of my birth,
Neere to the King in blood,and neere in loue,
Till you did make him mif-interprete me,
Haue ftoopt my neck vnder your iniuries,
And figh’d my Englith breath in forraine Clouds,
Eating the bitter bread of banithment ;
While you haue fed vpon my Seignories,
Dif-park’d my Parkes,and fell’d my Forreft Woods ;
From mine owne Windowes torne my Houfehold Coat,
Raz'd out my Imprefle, leauing me no figne,
Saue mens opinions,and my liuing blood,
To thew the World I am a Gentleman.
This,and much more, much more then twice all this,
Condemnes you to the death : fee them deliuered ouer
To execution,and the hand of death.

Bufbie. More welcome is the ftroake of death to me,
Then Bullingtrooke to England.

Greene. My comfort is, that Heauen will take our foules,

And plague Iniuftice with the paines of Hell.

Bull. My Lotd Nortbumberland,fee them difpatch’d :
Vnckle,you fay the Queene is at your Houfe,
For Heauens fake fairely let her be entreated,
Tell her I fend to her my kind commends;
Take fpeciall care my Greetings be deliuer'd.

York. A Gentleman of mine I haue difpatch’d
‘With Letters of your loue, to her at large.

Bull. Thankes gentle Vnckle : come Lords away,
To fight with Glendsure, and his Complices;
A while to worke,and after holliday.

Exeunt.

Scena

LR
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Scena Secunda.

Drums : Flourifbyand (olours.
Enter Richard, Aumerle,Carlile,and Souldiers.

Rich. Barkloughly Caftle call you this at hand ?
Au. Yea,my Lord: how brooks your Grace the ayre,
After your late toffing on the breaking Seas?
Rich. Needs muft 1 like it well : I weepe for ioy
To ftand vpon my Kingdome once againe.
Deere Earth,I doe falute thee with my hand,
Though Rebels wound thee with their Horfes hoofes :
As a long parted Mother with her Child,
Playes fondly with her teares, and fmiles in meeting;
So weeping, fmiling, greet 1 thee my Earth,
And doe thee fauor with my Royall hands.
Feed not thy Soueraignes Foe, my gentle Earth,
Nor with thy Sweetes, comfort his rauenous fence :
But let thy Spiders, that fuck vp thy Venome,
And heauie-gated Toades lye in their way,
Doing annoyance to the trecherous feete,
Which with vfurping fteps doe trample thee.
Yeeld ftinging Nettles to mine Enemies;;
And when they from thy Bofome pluck a Flower,
Guard it I prethee with a lurking Adder,
Whofe double tongue may with a mortall touch
Throw death vpon thy Soueraignes Enemies.
Mock not my (g:celeﬂ'c Coniuration, Lords ;
This Earth fhall haue a feeling, and thefe Stones
Proue armed Souldiers, ere her Natiue King
Shall falter vnder foule Rebellious Armes,
Car.Feare not my Lord, that Power that made you King
Hath power to keepe you King,in fpight of all.
Aum. He meanes, my Lord,that we are too remiffe,
‘Whilet Bullingbrooke through our fecuritie,
Growes ftrong and great, in fubftance and in friends.
Ricb. Difcomfortable Coufin, knoweft thou not,
That when the fearching Eye of Heauen is hid
Behind the Globe,that lights the lower World,
Then Theeues and Robbers raunge abroad vnfeene,
In Murthers and in Out-rage bloody here:
But when from vnder this Terreftriall Ball
He fires the prowd tops of the Eafterne Pines,
And darts his Lightning through eu'ry guiltie hole,
Then Murthers, Treafons,and detefted finnes
(The Cloake of Night being pluckt from off their backs)
Stand bare and naked,trembling at themfelues.,
So when this Theefe, this Traytor Bullingbrooke,
Who all this while hath reuell'd in the Night,
Shall fee vs rifing in our Throne, the Eaft,
His Treafons will fit blufhing in his face,
Not able to endure the fight of Day ;
But felfe-affrighted, tremble at his finne.
Not all the Water in the rough rude Sea
Can.wath the Balme from an anoynted King ;
The breath of worldly men cannot depofe
The Deputie eleed by the Lord :
For euery man that Bullingbrooke hath preft,
To lift fhrewd Steele againft our Golden Crowne,
Heauen for his Rickard hath in heauenly pay

A glorious Angell: then if Angels fight,
Weake men muft fall, for Heauen ftill guards the right,
Enter Salisbury.

Welcome my Lord, how farre off lyes your Power ?
Salisb. Nor neere,nor farther off, my gracious Lord,

Then this weake arme ; difcomfort guides my tongue,

And bids me fpeake of nothing but defpaire :

One day too late,l feare (my Noble Lord)

Hath clouded all thy happie dayes on Earth :

Oh call backe Yefterday,bid Time returne,

And thou fhalt haue twelue thoufand fighting men :

To day, to day,vnhappie day too late

Orethrowes thy loyes, Friends, Fortune,and thy State;

For all the Welchmen hearing thou wert dead,

Are gone to Bullingbrooke,difperft, and fled.
Aum. Comfort my Liege, why lookes your Grace {
le?

Pa?{‘i:b. But now the blood of twentie thoufand men

Did triumph in my face,and they are fled,

And till fo much blood thither come againe,

Haue I not reafon to looke pale,and dead?

All Soules that will be {afe, flye from my fide,

For Time hath fet a blot vpon my pride.

Aum. Comfort my Liege,remember who you are.

Rich. 1 had forgot my felfe. Am I not King?
Awake thou fluggard Maieftie,thou fleepeft :

Is not the Kings Name fortie thoufand Names?
Arme,arme my Name : a punic fubie ftrikes
At thy great glory. Looke not to the ground,
Ye Fauorites of a King: are wee not high 2

High be our thoughts : I know my Vnckle Yorke
Hath Power enough to ferue our turne,

But who comes here ¢ Enter Scroope.

Scroope. More health and happineffe betide my Liege,
Then can my care-tun’d tongue deliver him.

Rich. Mine eare is open,and my heart prepar’d :
The worft is worldly lofle, thou canft vafold:

Say,Is my Kingdome loft?why "twas my Care:
And what loffe is it to be rid of Care ?

Striues Bullingbrooke to be as Great as wee ¢
Greater he fhall not be : If hee ferue God,
Wee’l ferue him too,and be his Fellow fo.
Reuolt our Subie€ts? That we cannot mend,
They breake their Faith to God,as well as vs:
Cry Woe, Deftru@ion, Ruine, Loffe, Decay,

The worft is Death,and Death will haue his day.

Scroope. Glad am I, that your Highnefle is fo arm'd
To beare the tidings of Calamitie.

Like an vnfeafonable ftormie day,

Which make the Siluer Riuers drowne their Shores,
As if the World were all diffolu’d to teares:

So high,aboue his Limits, fwells the Rage

Of Bullingbrooke, couering your fearefull Land

With hard bright Steele,and hearts harder then Steele:
White Beares haue arm’d their thin and haireleffe Scaips
Againft thy Maieftie,and Boyes with Womens Voyces,
Striue to fpeake bigge, and clap their female ioints

In ftiffe vnwieldie Armes : againft thy Crowne

Thy very Beadf-men learne to bend their Bowes

Of double fatall Eugh : againft thy State

Yea Diftaffe-WWomen manage ruftie Bills :

Againft thy Seat both young and old rebell,

And all goes worfe then I haue power to tell.

Rich. Too well,too well thou tell’ft a Tale (o ill.
Where is the Earle of Wiltthire? where is Bagot ?
What is become of Bubie? where is Greene ? N

That
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That they haue let the dangerous Enemie
Meafure our' Confines 'with'fuch peacefull fteps ?
If we preuaile, their heads fhall pay for it.
\ | warrant they haue made peace with Bullingbrooke.
h&r;opf. Peace haue they made with him indeede(my
rd.
Rich. Oh Villains, Vipers,damn'd without redemption,
| Dogges,eafily woon to fawne on any man,
Snakes in my heart blood warm'd, that fing my heart,
Three Judaffes, each one thrice worfe then Judas,
Would they make peace? terrible Hell make warre
Vpon their fpotted Soules for this Offence.
&roope. Sweet Loue(I fee ) changing his propertie,
Tunes to the fowreft,and moft deadly hate:
Againe vacurfe their Soules ; their peace is made
With Heads,and not with Hands:thofe whom you curfe
Haue feit the worft of Deaths deftroying hand,
And lye full low,grau’d in the hollow ground.
] gll Is Bufbie, Greene, and the Earle of Wiltthire
lead ¢
Sroope. Yea,all of them at Briftow loft their heads.
Aiom. Where is the Duke my Father with his Power ?
Ricb. No matter where ; of comfort no man fpeake :
Let's talke of Graues,of Wormes,and Epitaphs,
Make Duft our Paper,and with Raynie eyes
Write Sorrow on the Bofome of the Earth,
Let's chufe Executors,and talke of Wills:
And yet not fo ; for what can we bequeath,
Saue our depofed bodies to the ground ?
Our Lands,our Liues,and all are Bullingbrookes,
And nothing can we call our owne, but Death,
And that fmall Modell of the barren Earth,
Which ferues as Pafte,and Couer to our Bones:
For Heauens fake let vs fit vpon the ground,
And tell fad flories of the death of Kings: .
How fome haue been depos’d, fome flaine in warre,
Some haunted by the Ghofts they haue depos’d,
Some poyfon’d by their Wiues, fome fleeping kill'd,
All murther'd.  For within the hollow Crowne
That rounds the mortall Temples of a King,
Keepes Death his Court,and there the Antique fits
Scoffing his State,and grinning at his Pompe,
Allowing him a breath,a little Scene,
To Monarchize, be fear’d,and kill with lookes,
Infufing him with felfe and vaine conceit,
As if this Flefh, which walls about our Life,
Were Braffe impregnable : and bumor’d thus,
Comes at the laft,and with a little Pinne
Bores through his Caftle Walls,and farwell King.
Couer your heads,and mock not fleth and blood
With folemne Reuerence : throw away Refpe&,
Tradition, Forme,and Ceremonious dutie,
For you haue but miftooke me all this while:
Ilive with Bread like you, fecle Want,
Tafte Griefe,need Friends : fubietted thus,
How can you fay to me, I am a King?
Car/.My Lord,wife men ne’re waile their prefent woes,
But prefently preuent the wayes to waile :
To feare the Foe, lince feare opprefleth ftrength,
Giues in your weakenefle, ftrength vnto your Foe;
Feare,and be flaine,no worfe can come to fight,
And fight and die,is death deftroying death,
Where fearing, dying, payes death feruile breath.
Aum. My Father hath a Power, enquire of him,
And learne to make a Body of a Limbe.
Rich.Thou chid't me well:proud Bullingbrooke I come

To change Blowes with thee, for our day of Doome :
This ague fit of feare is ouer-blowne,
An eafie taske it is to winne our owne.
Say Scroope, where lyes our Vinckle with his Power?
Speake fweetly man,although thy lookes be fowre.
Scroope. Men iudge by the complexion of the Skie
The ftate and inclination of the day;
So may you by my dull and heauie Eye:
My Tongue hath but a heauier Tale to fay:
I play the Torturer,by fmall and fmall
To lengthen out the worft,that muft be fpoken.
Your Vnckle Yorke is ioyn’d with Bullingbrocke,
And all your Northerne Caftles yeelded vp,
And all your Southerne Gentlemen in Armes
Vpon his Fa&ion.
Rich. Thou haft faid enough.
Befhrew thee Coufin, which didft lead me forth
Of that fweet way I was in,to defpaire:
What fay you now ? What comfort haue we now ¢
By Heauen lle hate him euerlaftingly,
That bids me be of comfort any more.
Goe to Flint Cattle,there Ile pine away,
A King, Woes flaue, fhall Kingly Woe obey :
That Power I haue,difchargegand let "em goe
To eare the Land,that hath fome hope to grow,
For I haue none. Let no man fpeake againe
To alter this, for counfaile is but vaine.
Aum. My Liege,one word.
Rich. He does me double wrong,
That wounds me with the flatteries of his tongue.
Difcharge my followers : let them hence away,
From Ricbards Night,to Bullingbrookes faire Day.
Exeunt.

Scena Tertia.

Enter with Drum and Colours,Bullingbrooke,
Yorke, Northumberland, Attendants.

Bull. So that by this intelligence we learne

The Welchmen are difpers’d,and Salisbury

Is gone to meet the King, who lately landed

With fome few priuate friends, vpon this Coaft.

Nortbh. The newes is very faire and good, my Lord,

Richard,not farre from hence, hath hid his head.

York. It would befeeme the Lord Northumberland,

To fay King Ricbard : alack the heavie day,

When fuch a facred King fhould hide his iead.

North. Your Grace miftakes: onely to be briefe,

Left I his Title out.

York. The time hath beene,

Would you haue beene fo briefe with him, he would

Haue beene {o briefe with you,to fhorten you,

For taking fo the Head, your whole heads length.
Bull. Miftake not(Vnckle) farther then you fhould.
York. Take not(good Coufin)farther then you fhould.

Leaft you mitake the Heauens are ore your head.

Bull, 1 know it(Vnckle)and oppofe not my felfe

Againft their will. But who comes here ?

Enter Percie.

Welcome Harry:what, will not this Caftle yeeld ?

Per. The Caftle royally is mann'd, my Lord,

Againft thy entrance.

Bull. Roy.
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Bull. Royally 2 Why, it containes no King?
Perl\Yes!(my_good Lord)
It doth containe a King: King Ricbard lyes
Within the limits of yond Lime and Stone,
And with bim,the Lord Aumerle, Lord Salisbury,
Sir Stepben Scroope, befides a Clergie man
Of holy reuerence ; who,I cannot learne.
Nortb. Oh,belike it is the Bifthop of Carlile.
Bull. Noble Lord,
Goe to the rude Ribs of that ancient Catftle,
Through Brazen Trumpet fend the breath of Parle
Into his ruin'd Eares, and thus deliver :
Henry Bullingbrocke vpon his knees doth kiffe
King Richards hand,and fends allegeance
And true faith of heart to his Royall Perfon: hither come
Euen at his feet, to lay my Armes and Power,
Prouided, that my Banithment repeal’d,
And Lands reftor’d againe,be freely graunted :
If not, Ile vfe th’aduantage of my Power,
And lay the Summers duft with thowers of blood,
Rayn'd from the wounds of flaughter’d Englifhmen ;
The which, how farre off from the mind of Bullingbrooke
It is, fuch Crimfon Tempeft fhould bedrench
The frefh grcene Lap of faire King Ricbards Land,
My ftooping dutie tenderly thall thew.
Goe fignifie as much, while here we march
Vpon the Graffie Carpet of this Plaine:
Let’s march without the noyfe of threatning Drum,
That from this Caftles tatter’d Battlements
Our faire Appointments may be well perus’d.
Me thinkes King Richard and my felfe fhould meet
With no leffe terror then the Elements
Of Fire and Water, when their thundring fmoake
At meeting teares the cloudie Checkes of Heauen:
Be he the fire, Ile be the yeelding Water;
The Rage be his,while on the Earth I raine
My Waters on the Earth, and not on him.
March on,and marke King Rickard how he lookes.
Parle witbout, and anfwere within : then a Flourifb.
Enter on the Walls, Ricbard, Carlile, Aumerle,Scrosp
Salisbury.
See, fee, King Ricbard doth himfelfe appeare
As doth the bluthing difcontented Sunne,
From out the fieric Portalkef the Eaft,
When he perceiucs the enviotgeGlouds are bent
To dimme his glory,and to hthe tract

Of his brighe -
York. % *shold his Eye
( As biir

Armies of Peftilence, and they fhall ftrike
Your Children yet vnborne,and vnbegot,
That lift your Vaffall Hands againft my Head,
And threat the Glory of my precious Crowne.
Tell Bullingbrooke, for yond me thinkes he is,
That cuery ftride he makes vpon my Land,
Is dangerous Treafon : He is come to ope
The purple Teftament of bleeding Warre 5
But ere the Crowne he lookes for, liue in peace,
Ten thoufand bloody crownes of Mothers Sonnes
Shall ill become the flower of Englands face,
Change the complexion of her Maid-pale Peace
To Scarlet Indignation, and bedew
Her Paftors Graffe with faithfull Englith Blood.
Nortbh. The King of Heauen forbid our Lord the King
Should fo with ciuill and vnciuill Armes
Be rufh'd vpon : Thy thrice-noble Coufin,
Harry Bullingbrooke,doth humbly kiffe thy hand,
And by the Honorable Tombe he fweares,
That ftands vpon your Royall Grandfires Bones,
And by the Royalties of both your Bloods,
(Currents that ({:ring from one moft gracious Head)
And by the buried Hand of Warlike Gaunt,
And by the Worth and Honor of himfelfe,
Comprifing all that may be fworne,or faid,
His comming hither hath no further {cope,
Then for his Lineall Royalties,and to begge
Infranchifement immediate on his knees :
Which on thy Royall partie graunted once,
His glittering Armes he will commend to’Ruft,
His barbed Steedes to Stables,and his heart
To faithfull feruice of your Maieftie :
This fweares he,as he is a Prince,is iuft,
And as I am a Gentleman,I credit him.
Rich. Nortbumberland,fay thus : The King returnes,
His Noble Coufin is right welcome hither,
And all the number of his faire demands
Shall be accomplifh’d without contradi@®ion :
With all the gracious vtterance thou haft,
Speake to his gentle hearing kind commends.
We doe debafe our felfe(Coufin)doe we not,
To looke {o poorely,and to fpeake {o faire ?
Shall we call back Nortbumberland, and fend
Defiance to the Traytor,and fo die?

Aum. No,good my Lord,let’s fight with gentle words,
Till time lend friends,and friends their helpeful Swords.
Ricb. Oh God,oh God,that ere this tongue of mine,

That layd the Sentence of dread Banithment
On yond prowd man, fhould take it off againe
With words of footh : Oh that I were as great
As is my Griefe,or leffer then my Name,
Or that I could forget what I haue beene,
Or not remember what I muft be now:
Swell'ft thou prowd heart? Ile giue thee fcope to beat,
Since Foes haue {cope to beat both thee and me.
Aum. Nortbumberland comes backe from Bulling-
brooke.
R?:b. What muft the King doe now?muft he fubmit?
The King fhall doe it: Muft he be depos’d ¢
The King fhall be contented: Muft he loofe
The Name of King # o' Gods Name let it goe.
Ile giue my Iewels for a fett of Beades, !
My gorgeous Pallace, for 2 Hermitage,
My gay Apparrell, for an Almes-mans Gowne,
My figur'd Goblets, for a Difh of Wood,
My Scepter, for a Palmers walking Staffe,

My !
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e&s, for a payre of carued Saints,

large Kingdome,for a'lictle Graue,
little Graue,an obfcure Graue.
= buryed in the Kings high-way,

y of common Trade, where Subie@s feet
vrely trample on their Soueraignes Head :
ay heart they tread now, whileft I liue ;
yed once, why not vpon my Head #
,thou weep'ft (my tender-hearted Coufin)
nake foule Weather with defpifed Teares :
es,and they, fhall lodge the Summer Corne,
ke a Dearth in this revolting Land,

we play the Wantons with our Woes,
e fore prettie Match, with fhedding Teares?
: to drop them ftill vpon one place,
* haue fretted vs a payre of Graues,
:he Earth : and therein lay'd, there lyes
yfmen,digg’d their Graues with weeping Eyes?
ot this ill,doe well? Well, well,I fee

ut idly,and you mock at mee.
ghtie Prince,my Lord Nortbumberland,
yes King Bullingbrooke? Will his Maieftie
‘bard leaue to liue,till Richard die ?
ke a Legge,and Bullingbrooke fayes 1.
. My Lord,in the bafe Court he doth attend
ze with you, may it pleafe you to come downe.
Downe,downe I come, like glift'ring Pbaeton,
, the manage of vnruly Jades.
afe Court? bafe Court, where Kings grow bafe,
: at Traytors Calls,and doe them Grace.
iafe Court come down: down Court, down King,
t-Owls fhrike, where moiting Larks fhould fing.
‘What fayes his Maieftie ?
. Sorrow,and griefe of heart
im fpeake fondly,like a frantick man:
s come.

Stand all apart,
~ faire dutie to his Maieftic.
ious Lord.

Faire Coufin,
afe your Princely Knee,
+ the bafe Earth prowd with kiffing it.
sr had,my Heart might feele your Loue,
y vnpleas’d Eye fee your Courtefic.
in, vp, your Heart is vp,1 know,
sh at leaft,although your Knee be low.

My gracious Lord, I come but for mine

Your owne is yours, and I am yours, and

So farre be mine,my moft redoubted Lord,
rue feruice thall deferue your loue.

Well you deferu’d :

ell deferue to haue,

ow the ftrong’ft, and fureft way to get.
3iue me your Hand : nay,drie your Eyes,
iew their Loue,but want their Remedies.
am too young to be your Father,

you are old enough to be my Heire.

u will haue, Ile giue,and willing to,

we muft,what force will haue vs doe.
owards London :

sitfo?

Yea,my good Lord.

Then I muft not fay, no.

Flourifb. Exceunt.

Scena Quarta.

Enter the Queene,and two Ladics.

Qu.What fport fhall we deuife here in this Garden,
To driue away the heauie thought of Care?

La. Madame, wee'le play at Bowles.

Qu."Twill make me thinke the World is full of Rubs,
And that my fortune runnes againft the Byas.

La. Madame, wee’le Dance.

RQu. My Legges can keepe no meafure in Delight,
When my poore Heart no meafure keepes in Griefe.
Therefore no Dancing(Girle ) fome other fport.

La. Madame,wee'le tell Tales.
u. Of Sorrow, or of Griefe ?
La. Of eyther,Madame.
Qu. Of neyther, Girle.
For if of Ioy, being altogether wanting,
It doth remember me the more of Sorrow :
Or if of Griefe, being altogether had,
It addes more Sorrow to my want of loy :
For what I haue, I need not to repeat;
And what I want,it bootes not to 1
La. Madame, lle fing.
Qu."Tis well that thou haft caufe:
But thou fhould'ft pleafe me better, would'#t thou weepe.
La. I could weepe,Madame, would it doe you good.
RQu. And I could fing, would weeping doe me good,
And neuer borrow any Teare of thee.
Enter a Gardiner yand two Seruants.
But ftay, here comes the Gardiners,
Let’s ftep into the fhadow of thefe Trees.
My wretchedneffe,vnto a Rowe of Pinnes,
They'le talke of State: for euery one doth fo,
Againft a Change; Woe is fore-runne with Woe,
Gard. Goe binde thou vp yond dangling Apricocks,
Which like varuly Children,make their Syre
Stoupe with oppreffion of their prodigall weight:
Giue fome fupportance to the bending twigges.
Goe thouyand like an Executioner
Cut off the heads of too faft growing {prayes,
That looke too loftie in our Common-wealth :
All muft be euen,in our Gouernment.
You thus imploy’d, 1 will goe root away
The noyfome Weedes,that without profit fucke
The Soyles fertilitie from wholefome flowers.
Ser. Why fhould we,in the compaffe of a Pale,
Keepe Law and Forme,and due Proportion,
Shewing asin a Modell our firme Eftate ?
When our Sea-walled Garden, the whole Land,
Is full of Weedes, her faireft Flowers choakt vp,
Her Fruit-trees all vnpruin'd,her Hedges ruin'd,
Her Knots diforder’d,and her wholefome Hearbes
Swarming with Caterpillers.
Gard. Hold thy peace.
He that hath (uffer’d this diforder’d Spring,
Hath now himfelfe met with the Fall of Leafe.
The Weeds that his broad-fpreading Leaues did thelter,
That feem’d,in eating him,to hold him vp,
Are pull'd vp, Root and all, by Bullingbrooke :
I meane, the Earle of Wiltthire, Bufbie, Greene.
d
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Ser. What are they dead ?
Gard.)They)are;
And Bullingbrooke hath feiz'd the waftefull King.
Oh, what pitty is it, that he had not fo trim'd
And dreft his Land, as we this Garden, at time of yeare,
And wound the Barke, the skin of our Fruit-trees,
Leaft being ouer-proud with Sap and Blood,
With too much riches it confound it felfe?
Had he done fo, to great and growing men,
They might haue liu’d to beare, and he to tafte
Their fruites of dutie. Superfluous branches
We lop away, that bearing boughes may liue:
Had he done fo, himfelfe had borne the Crowne,
Which wafte and idle houres, hath quite thrown downe.

Ser. What thinke you the King fhall be depos’d ?

Gar. Depreft he is already,and depos'd
*Tis doubted he will be. Letters came laft night
To a deere Friend of the Duke of Yorkes,

That tell blacke tydings.

Qu.Oh I am preft to death through want of fpeaking:
Thou old Adams likenefTe, fet to dreffe this Garden :
How dares thy harth rude tongue found this vnpleafing
What Eue? what Serpent hath fuggefted thee, (newes
To make a fecond fall of curfed man?

Why do'ft thou fay, King Ricbard is depos’d,

Dar'ft thou, thou little better thing then earth,
Diuine his downfall ? Say, where, when,and how
Cam’ft thou by this ill-tydings? Speake thou wretch.

Gard. Pardon me Madam. Little ioy hauel

:| To breath thefe newes; yet what I fay,is true;

King Richard, he is in the mighty hold

Of Bullingbrooke, their Fortunes both are weigh’d :

In your Lords Scale, is nothing but him{elfe,

And fome few Vanities, that make him light:

But in the Ballance of great Bullingbrooke,

Befides himfelfe, are all the Englifh Peeres,

And with that oddes he weighes King Ricbard downe.
Pofte you to London, and you'l finde it fo,

I fpeake no more, then euery one doth know.

Qu. Nimble mifchance, that art fo light of foote,

Doth not thy Embaffage belong to me ?

And am I laft that knowes it? Oh thou think'ft

To ferue me laft, that I may longeft keepe

Thy forrow in my breaft. Come Ladies goe,

To meet at London, Londons King in woe.

‘What was I borne to this : that my fad looke,

Should grace the Triumph of great Bullingbrooke.

Gard'ner, for telling me this newes of woe,

I would the Plants thou graft'ft, may neuer grow.  Exit.
G.Poore Queen, fo that thy State might be no worfe,

I would my skill were fubiet to thy curfe:

Heere did fhe drop a teare, heere in this place

Ile fet a Banke of Rew, fowre Herbe of Grace:

Rue, eu’n for ruth,heere fhortly fhall be feene,

In the r brance of a W Exit.

L g

AtusQuartus. ScanaPrima.

Enter as to the Parliament, Bullingbrooke, Aumerle, Nor-
thumberland, Percie, Fitz-Water, Surrey,Carlile, Abbot
of Weftminfler. Herauld, Officers,and Bagot.

“Bullingbrooke. Call forth Bagot.

Now Bagot, freely fpeake thy minde,
What thou do'ft know of Noble Gloufters death :
Who wrought it with the King, and who perform’d
The bloody Office of his Timelefle end.
Bag. Then fet before my face, the Lord Aumerle.
Bul, Cofin,ftand forth,and looke vpon that man.
Bag. My Lord Aumerle, 1 know your daring tongue
Scornes to vnfay, what it hath once deliuer'd.
In that dead time, when Gloufters death was plotted,
I heard you fay, Is not my arme of length,
That reacheth from the reftfull Englith Court
As farre as Callis, to my Vnkles head.
Amongft much other talke, that very time,
I heard you fay, that you had rather refufe
The offer of an hundred thoufand Crownes,
Then Bullingbrookes returne to England ; adding withall,
How bleft this Land would be,in this your Cofins death.
Aum. Princes,and Noble Lords:
What anfwer fhall I make to this bafe man ?
Shall I fo much dithonor my faire Starres,
On equall termes to giue him chafticement ?
Either I muft,or haue mine honor foyl'd
With th’Attaindor of his {land’rous Lippes.
There is my Gage, the manuall Seale of death
That markes thee out for Hell. Thou lyeft,
And will maintaine what thou haft faid, is falfe,
In thy heart blood, though being all too bafe
To Raine the temper of my Knightly fword.
Bul. Bageot forbeare, thou fhalt not take it vp.
Aum, Excepting one, I would he were the beft
In all this prefence, that hath mou'd me fo.
Fitss. If that thy valour ftand on fympathize :
There is my Gage, Aumerle,in Gage to thine:
By that faire Sunne, that thewes me where thou ftand’f,
I heard thee fay (and vauntingly thou fpak’ft it)
That thou wer’t caufe of Noble Gloufters death.
If thou denietft it, twenty times thou lyeft,
And I will turne thy falthood to thy hart,
Where it was forged with my Rapiers point.
Aum. Thou dar'ft not (Coward) liue to fee the day.
Fitz, Now by my Soule, I would it were this houre.
Aum. Fitzwater thou art damn'd to hell for this.
Per. Aumerle, thou lye’ft : his Honor is as true
In this Appeale, as thou art all vniuft:
And that thou art fo, there I throw my Gage
To proue it on thee, to th'extreameft point
Of mortall breathing. Seize it, if thou dar'ft.
Aum. And if I do not, may my hands rot off,
And neuer brandith more reuengefull Stecle,
Ouer the glittering Helmet of my Foe.
Surrey. My Lord Fits-water :
I do remember well, the very time
«Aumerle, and you did talke.
Fits. My Lord,
*Tis very true: You were in prefence then,
And you can witneffe with me, this is true.
Surrey. As falfe, by heauen,
As Heauen it felfe is true.
Fitz. Surrey, thou Lyeft.
Surrey. Difhonourable Boy ;
That Lye, fhall lie fo heauy on my Sword,
That it fhall render Vengeance, and Reuenge,
Till thou the Lye-giuer, and that Lye, doe lye
In earth as quiet, as thy Fathers Scull.
In proofe whereof, there is mine Honors pawne,
Engage it to the Triall, if thou dar’ft,

o
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How faondly do’ft thou-{purre a forward Hosfe?
ate, or drinke, or breathe,or liue,
:te Surrey in 2 Wildernefle,
pon him, whileft I fay he Lyes,
and Lyes: there is my Bond of Faith,
‘e to my firong Corre&ion.
d to thriue in this new World, .
guiltie of my true Appeale.
reard the banith’d Norfolke {ay,
Aumerle didtt fend two of thy men,
+ the Noble Duke at Callis.
ome honeft Chriftian truft me with a Gage,
olke lyes : here doe I throw downe this,
be repeal’d, to trie his Honor.
Thefe differences fhall all reft vader Gage,
lke be repeal’d : repeal’d be fhall be;
3h mine Enemic)reftor’d againe
Lands and Seignories: when hee’s return'd,
umerle we will enforce his Tryall.
Chat honorable day fhall nc’re be feene.
ne hath banith’d Norfolke fought
‘hrift, in glorious Chriftian field
the Enfigne of the Chriftian Croffe,
ack Pagans, Turkes,and Saracens:
| with workes of Warre, retyr’d himfelfe
nd there at Venice gaue
to that pleafant Countries Earth,
are Soule vnto his Captaine Chrift,
ofe Colours he had fought fo long.
Thy Bifthop,is Norfolke dead ?
s {ure as 1 live,my Lord.
weet peace conduét his fweet Soule
fome of good old Abrakam.
ealants, your differéces fhal all reft vnder gage,
ligne you to your dayes of Tryall.
Enter Yorke.
Great Duke of Lancafter,I come to thee
ne-pluckt Richard, who with willing Soule
se Heire,and his high Scepter yeelds
feflion of thy Royall Hand.
3 Throne,defcending now from him,
live Henry,of that Name the Fourth.
1 Gods Name, Ile afcend the Regall Throne.
lary, Heauen forbid.
his Royall Prefence may I fpeake,
efeeming me to fpeake the truth,
«d, that any in this Noble Prefence
1gh Noble,to be vpright Iudge
Richard : then true Noblenefle would
n forbearance from fo foule a Wrong,
ie€t can giue Sentence on his King 2
fits here, that is not Richards Subie&@ ¢
re not judg’d, but they are by to heare,
apparant guilt be feene in them:
the figure of Gods Maieftic,
ne,Steward, Deputic ele&,
.Crown’d, planted many yeeres, .
by fubie@®,and inferior breathe,
mfelfe not prefent? Oh, forbid it, God,
Chriftian Climate,Soules refin’de
‘w fo heynous, black, obfcene a deed.
> Subiefts,and a Subie&@ fpeakes,
by Heauen, thus boldly for his King.
f Hereford here, whom you call King,
Traytor to prowd Herefords King.
1 Crowne him, let me prophecie,

The blood of Englifh fhall manure the ground,

And future Ages groane for his foule A&.

Peace fhall goe fleepe with Turkes and Infidels,

And in this Seat of Peace,tumultuous Warres

Shall Kinne with Kinne,and Kinde with Kinde confound.

Diforder, Horror, Feare,and Mutinie

Shall here inhabite,and this Land be call’d

The field of Golgotha,and dead mens Sculls.

Oh, if you reare this Houfe, againft this Houfe

It will the wofulleft Diuifion proue,

That euer fell vpon this curfed Earth,

Preuent it, refift it,and let it not be fo,

Leaft Child, Childs Children cry againft you, Woe.
North. Well haue you argu’d Sir:and for your paines,

Of Capitall Treafon we arreft you here.

My Lord of Weftminfter, be it your charge,

To keepe him fafely, till his day of Tryall.

May it pleafe you, Lords, to grant the Commons Suit ?
Bull. Fetch hither Ricbard,that in common view

He may furrender : fo we fhall proceede

Without fufpition.
Yorke. T will be his Condu&, Exit.
Bull. Lords, you that here are vnder our Arreft,

Procure your Sureties for your Dayes of Anfwer:

Little are we beholding to your Loue,

And little look’d for at your helping Hands,

Enter Ricbard and Yorke.

Ricb. Alack,why am I fent for to 2 King,
Before I haue thooke off the Regall thoughts
Wherewith I reign'd ? I hardly yet haue learn’d
To infinuate, flatter, bowe,and bend my Knee.
Giue Sorrow leaue a while, to tuture me
To this fubmiffion. Yet I well remember
The fauors of thefe men : were they not mine?
Did they not fometime cry, All hayle to me?
So Iudas did to Chrift: but he in twelue,
Found truth in all,but one; I,in twelue thoufand, none.
God faue the King: will no man fay, Amen?
Am I both Prieft,and Clarke? well then, Amen.
God faue the King,although I be not hee:
And yet Amen,if Heauen doe thinke him mee.
To doe what feruice, am I fent for hither ¢

Yorke. To doe that office of thine owne good will,
Which tyred Maieftie did make thee offer:
The Refignation of thy State and Crowne
To Henry Bullingbrooke.

Rich.Giue me the Crown. Here Coufin, feize y Crown :
Here Coufin,on this fide my Hand,on that fide thine.
Now is this Golden Crowne like a deepe Well,

That owes two Buckets, filling one another,

The emptier euer dancing in the ayre,

The other downe, vnfeene,and full of Water:

That Bucket downe,and full of Teares am I,
Drinking my Griefes, whil'ft you mount vp on high.

Bull. 1 thought you had been willing to refigne.

Ricb. My Crowne I am, but ftill my Griefes are mine:
You may my Glories and my State depofe,

But not my Griefes; ftill am I King of thofe.

Bull. Part of your Cares you giue me with your Crowne.

Rich. Your Cares fet vp,do not pluck my Cares downe,
My Care,is loffe of Care, by old Care done,

Your Care, is gaine of Care,by new Care wonne:
The Cares I giue,I haue, though giuen away,
They “tend the Crowne,yet ftill with me they ftay:
Bull. Are you contented to refigne the Crowne?
da Rich. 1,
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Rich, ,nojn0,l:for. I muft nothing bee:

Therefore no,no,for I refigne to thee.

Now, marke me how I will vndoe my felfe.

I giue this heauie Weight from off my Head,
And this vawieldie Scepter from my Hand,

The pride of Kingly fway from out my Heart.
With mine owne Teares I wath away my Balme,
With mine owne Hands I giue away my Crowne,
With mine owne Tongue denie my Sacred State,
With mine owne Breath releafe all dutious Oathes ;
All Pompe and Maieftie I doe forfweare :

My Manors, Rents, Reuenues, I forgoe;

My A&s,Decrees,and Statutes I denie:

God pardon all Oathes that are broke to mee,
God keepe all Vowes vnbroke are made to thee.
Make me, that nothing haue, with nothing grieu'd,
And thou with all pleas’d, that hatt all atchieu’d.
Long may’ft thou liue in Richards Seat to fit,
And foone lye Ricbard in an Earthie Pit.

God faue King Henry,vn-King'd Rickard fayes,
And fend him many yeeres of Sunne-fhine dayes.
What more remaines?

North. No more : but that you reade
Thefe Accufations, and thefe grieuous Crymes,
Committed by your Perfon,and your followers,
Againft the State,and Profit of this Land :

That by confefling them, the Soules of men
May deeme, that you are worthily depos’d.

Rich. Muft 1 doe fo ? and mutt I rauell out

My weau'd-vp follyes? Gentle Nortbumberland,

If thy Offences were vpon Record,

Would it not thame thee,in fo faire a troupe,

To reade a Le&ure of them? If thou would'tt,
There fhould'ft thou finde one heynous Article,
Contayning the depofing of a King,

And cracking the ftrong Warrant of an Oath,
Mark’d with a Blot,damn’d in the Booke of Heauen.
Nay, all of you, that ftand and looke vpon me,
ngl'ﬂ: that my wretchedneffe doth bait my felfe,
Though fome of you, with Pilate,wath your bands,
Shewing an outward pittie : yet you Pilates

Haue here deliver’d me to my fowre Croffe,

And Water cannot wath away your finne.

Nortb. My Lord difpatch,reade o’re thefe Articles.

Rich. Mine Eyes are full of Teares,I cannot fee:
And yet falt-Water blindes them not fo much,
But they can fee a fort of Traytors here.

Nay,if I turne mine Eyes vpon my felfe,
I finde my felfe a Traytor with the reft:
For I haue giuen here my Soules confent,
T'vndeck the pompous Body of a King ;
Made Glory bafe ; a Soueraigntie,a Slaue ;
Prowd Maieflic, a Subieét ; State,a Pefant.

Nortb. My Lord.

Ricb. No Lord of thine,thou haught-infulting man ;
No,nor no mans Lord : I haue no Name,no Title;
No,not that Name was giuen me at the Font,

But ’tis vfurpt : alack the heauie day,

That I haue worne fo many Winters out,

And know not now, what Name to call my felfe.
Oh,that I were a Mockerie, King of Snow,
Standing before the Sunne of Bullingbrocke,

To melt my felfe away in Water-drops.

Good King,great King,and yet not greatly good,
And if my word be Sterling yet in England,

Let it command a Mirror hither ftraight,

That it may thew me what a Face I haue,
Since it is Bankrupt of his Maicftie.
Bull. Goe fome of you,and fetch a Looking-Glaffe.
Nortb.Read o're this Paper,while y Glaffe doth come.
Rich.Fiend,thou torments me, ere I come to Hell.
Bull. Vrge it no more,my Lord Nortbumberland.
North.€he Commons will not then be fatisfy'd.
Rich.They. fhall be {atisfy’d : Ile reade enough,
When I doe fee the very Booke indeede,
Where all my finnes are writ,and that’s my felfe.
Enter one with a Glaffe.
Giue me that Glaffe,and therein will I reade.
No deeper wrinckles yet? hath Sorrow ftrucke
So many Blowes vpon this Face of mine,
And made no deeper Wounds? Oh flatt'ring Glafle,
Like to my followers in profperitie,
Thou do’ft beguile me. Was this Face, the Face
That euery day, vnder his Houfe-hold Roofe,
Did keepe ten thoufand men ? Was this the Face,
That like the Sunne, did make beholders winke ¢
Is this the Face,which fac'd fo many follyes,
That was at laft out-fac’d by Bullingbrocke?
A brittle Glory fhineth in this Face,
As brittle as the Glory, is the Face,
For there it is, crackt in an hundred fhiuers.
Marke filent King, the Morall of this {port,
How foone my Sorrow hath deftroy’d my Face.
Bull. The fhadow of your Sorrow hath deftroy’d
The fhadow of your Face.
Ricb. Say that againe,
The fthadow of my Sorrow : ha, let’s fee,
*Tis very true, my Griefe lyes all within,
And thefe externall manner of Laments,
Are meerely fhadowes, to the vnfeene Griefe,
That fwells with filence in the tortur’d Soule.
There lyes the fubftance : and I thanke thee King
For thy great bountie, that not onely giu'ft
Me caufe to wayle, but teacheft me the way
How to lament the caufe. Ile begge one Boone,
And then be gone,and trouble you no more.
Shall I obtaine it ?
Bull. Name it, faire Coufin.
Ricb. Faire Coufin? I am greater then a King:
For when I was a King, my flatterers
Were then but fubie€s; being now a fubie,
I haue a King here to my flatterer:
Being fo great,1 haue no ncede to begge.
Bull. Yet aske.
Rich. And fhall I haue ¢
Bull. You fhall.
Rich. 'Then giue me leaue to goe.
Bull. Whither?
Rich. Whither you will,fo I were from your fights.
Bull. Goe fome of you,conuey him to the Tower.
Rich. Oh good: conuey: Conueyers are you all,
That rife thus nimbly by a true Kings fall,
Bull.On Wednefday next,we folemnly fet downe
Our Coronation: Lords, prepare your felues. Exennt.
Abbot. A wofull Pageant haue we here beheld.
Carl. The Woes to come, the Children yet vnborne,
Shall feele this day as fharpe to them as Thorne.
eAum. You holy Clergie-men, is there no Plot
To rid the Realme of this pernicious Blot.
eAbbot. Before 1 freely fpeake my minde herein,
You fhall not onely take the Sacrament,
To bury mine intents,but alfo to cffe& N
Wha!
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I fhall happen, to|deuife,
Browes are full of Difcontent,

t of Sorrow,and your Eyes of Teares.
ie with me to Supper, Ile lay a Plot

vs all 2 merry day. Exeunt.

tus Quintus. ScenaPrima.

Enter Queene,and Ladies.
s way the King will come: this is the way
efars ill-ere@ed Tower :
flint Bofome, my condemned Lord
a Prifoner, by prowd Bullingbrooke.
s reft, if this rebellious Eart£
refting for her true Kings Queene.
Enter Ricbard, and Guard.
at fee, or rather doe not fee,
lofe wither : yet looke vp ; behold,
n pittie may diffolue to dew,
him freth againe with true.loue Teares.
he Modell where old Troy did ftand,
pe of Honor,thou King Ricbards Tombe,
uing Ricbard: thou moft beauteous Inne,
d hard-fauor’d Griefe be lodg'd in thee,
amph is become an Ale-houfe Gueft.
iyne not with griefe,faire Woman, do not fo,
my end too fudden : learne good Soule,
our former State a happie Dreame,
:h awak’d,the truth of what we are,
but this. Iam fworne Brother(Sweet)
leceflitie ; and hee and I
¢ a League till Death, High thee to France,
ter thee in fome Religious Houfe :
iues muft winne a new Worlds Crowne,
r prophane houres here haue ftricken downe.
iat, is my Ricbard both in thape and minde
'dyand weaken'd 2 Hath Bullingbrooke
ine Intelle@ ? hath he beene in thy Heart?
dying, thrufteth forth his Paw,
ds the Earth,if nothing elfe, with rage
-powr’d : and wilt thou, Pupill-like,
Corre&ion mildly, kiffe the Rodde,
¢ on Rage with bafe Humilitie,
:a Lyon, and a King of Beafts?
. King of Beafts indeed: if aught but Beafts,
e ftill a happy King of Men.
stime Queene)prepare thee hence for France:
am dead,and that euen here thou tak’ft,
1y Death-bed, my laft living leaue.
s tedious Nights fit by the fire
| old folkes, and let them tell thee Tales
Ages, long agoe betide :
10u bid good-night,to quit their griefe,
the lamentable fall of me,
the hearers weeping to their Beds:
‘he fenceleffe Brands will fympathize
e accent of thy mouing Tongue,
mpaffion, weepe the fire out:
will mourne in afhes, fome coale-black,
pofing of a rightfull King.
Enter Nortbumberland.
Ay Lord, the mind of Bullingbrooke is chang'd.

You muft to Pomfret,not vnto the Tower.
And Madame,there is order ta’ne for you:
With all {wift {peed,you muft away to France.
Ricb. Nortbumberland,thou Ladder wherewithall
The mounting Bullingbrooke afcends my Throne,
The time fhall not be many houres of age,
More then it is,ere foule finne, gathering head,
Shall breake into corruption:thou fhalt thinke,
Though he diuvide the Realme,and giue thee halfe,
It is too little, helping him to all:
He fhall thinke, that thou which kaow’ft the way
To plant varightfull Kings, wilt know againe,
Being ne're fo little vrg’d another way,
To pluck him headlong from the vfurped Throne.
The Loue of wicked friends conuerts to Feare ;
That Feare,to Hate ; and Hate turnes one,or both,
To worthie Danger,and deferued Death.
North. My guilt be on my Head,and there an end :
Take leaue,and part, for you muft part forthwith.
Rich. Doubly diuorc’d?(bad men) ye violate
A two-fold Marriage ; "twixt my Crowne,and me,
And then betwixt me,and my marryed Wife.
Let me vn-kiffe the Oath ’twixt thee,and me;
And yet not fo,for with a Kiffe "twas made.
Part vs, Nortbumberland : 1,towards the North,
Where fhiuering Cold and Sicknefle pines the Clyme :
My Queene to France : from whence, fet forth in pompe,
She came adorned hither like fweet May;
Sent back like Hollowmas,or fhort'ft of day.
Qu. And muft we be diuided ? muft we part?
Rich. 1,hand from hand(my Loue)and heart fro heart.
Qu. Banith vs both,and fend the King with me,
Nortb. That were fome Loue, but little Pollicy.
Qu. Then whither he goes,thither let me goe.
Rich.So two together weeping, make one Woe.
Weepe thou for me in France; 1,for thee heere:
Better farre off, then neere,be ne’re the neere.
Goe,count thy Way with Sighes ; I, mine with Groanes.
Qu. So longeft Way thall haue the longeft Moanes.
Rich.Twice for one ftep, Ile groane,y Way being fhort,
And peece the Way out with a heauie heart.
Come,come,in wooing Sorrow let's be briefe,
Since wedding it,there is fuch length in Griefe:
One Kiffe fhall fiop our mouthes, and dumbely part 3
Thus giue I mine,and thus take I thy heart.
Qu. Giue me mine owne againe:"twere no good part,
To take on me to keepe,and kill thy heart.
So,now I haue mine owne againe, be gone,
That I may ftriue to kill it with a groane.
Rich. We make Woe wanton with this fond delay:
Once more adieu; the reft, let Sorrow fay. Exeunt.

Scaena Secunda.

Enter Yorke,and b Ducheffe.

Duch. My Lord,you told me you would tell the reft,
When weeping made you breake the ftory off,
Of our two Coufins comming into London.

Yorke. Where did I leaue?

Duch. At that fad ftoppe, my Lord,
Where rude mif-gouern’d hands, from Windowes tops,
Threw duft and rubbith on King Ricbards bead.

ds3 Yorke. Then
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Yorke,  Then,as 1 (aid, the Duke, great Bullingbrooke,
Mounted vpon'a hot and fierie Steed, )
Which his afpiring Rider feem’d to know,
With flow, but ftately pace, kept on his courfe:
While all tongues cride, God faue thee Bullingbrooke.
You would haue thought the very windowes fpake,
So many greedy lookes of yong and old,
Tbroug{ Cafements darted their defiring eyes
Vpon his vifage : and that all the walles,
With painted Imagery had faid at once,
Iefu preferue thee, welcom Bullingbrooke.
Whil't he, from one fide to the other turning,
Bare- headed, lower then his proud Steeds necke,
Befpake them thus: I thanke you Couatrimen :
And thus ftill doing, thus he paft along.
Dutch. Alas poore Richard, whese rides he the whilf?
Yorke. Asin a Theater, the eyes of men
After a well grac’d Actor leaues the Stage,
Are idlely bent on him that enters next,
Thinking his prattle to be tedious :
Euen fo, or with much more contempt, mens eyes
Did fcowle on Ricbard: no man cride, God fave him :
No ioyfull tongue gaue him his welcome home,
But duft was throwne vpon his Sacred head,
Which with fuch gentle forrow he fhooke off,
His face flill combating with teares and {miles
(The badges of his greefe and patience)
That had not God (for fome ftrong purpofe) fteel'd
The hearts of men, they muft perforce haue melted,
And Barbarifme it felfe haue pittied him.
But heauen hath a hand in thefe euents,
To whofe high will we bound our calme contents.
To Bullingbrooke, are we {worne Subieéts now,
Whofe State,and Honor, I for aye allow.
Enter cAumerle.
Dut. Heere comes my fonne Aumerle.
Yor. Aumsrle that was,
But that is loft, for being Ricbards Friead,
And Madam, you muft call him Rurland now:
I am in Parliament pledge for bis truth,
And lafting fealtie to the new-made King.
Dut. Welcome my fonne : who are the Violets now,
That ftrew the greene lap of the new-come Spring ¢
Aum. Madam, [ know not, nor I greatly care not,
God knowes, I had as liefe be none, as one.
Yorke.Well, beare you well in this new-fpring of time
Leaft you be cropt before you come to prime.
What newes from Oxford? Hold thofe Iufts & Triumphs?
Aum. For ought I know my Lord, they do.
Yorke. You will be there I know.
Aum. If God preuent not, I purpofe fo.
Yor .What Seale is that that lrangs without thy bofom?
Yea, look'ft thou pale ? Let me fee the Writing.
Aum. My Lord, 'tis nothing.
Yorke. No matter then who fees it,
I will be fatisfied, let me fee the Writing.
Aum. 1 do befeech your Grace to pardon me,
It is a matter of fmall confequence,
Which for fome reafons | would not haue feene.
Yorke, Which for fome reafons fir,I meane to fees
I feare, I feare.
Dut. What fhould you feare }
*Tis nothing but fome bond, that he is enter'd into
For gay apparrell,againft the Triumph.
Yorke. Bound to himfelfe? What doth he with a Bond
That he is bound to? Wife,thou art a foole.

Boy, let me fee the Writing.
Aum. 1 do befeech you pardon me,] may not fhew it.
Yor. I will be fatisfied:let me fee it I fay.  Swatches it
Treafon, foule Treafon, Villaine, Traitor, Slave.
Dw, What's the matter, my Lord ?:
Yorke. Hoa, who’s within there? Saddle my horfe.
Heauen for his mercy : what treachery is heere ?
Dut. Why, what is’t my Lord? I
Yorke. Giue me my, boots, 1 fay : Saddle my: horfes
Now by my Honor,my life,my troth, |
I will appeach the Villaine. i
Dut. What is the matter? R I3
Yorke. Peace foolith Woman.
Dut. 1 will not:peace. What is the matter Sonne?
Aum. Good Mother be content, it is no more-
Then my poore life muft anfwer,
Dut. Thy life anfwer ?
Enter Seruant with Boots,
Yor. Bring me my Boots, I will vnto the King. |
Dur. Strike him Aumerle. Poore boy, ¥ art amas’d, |
Hence Villaine, neuer more come in my fight.
Yor. Giue me my Boots, I fay.
Dut. Why Yorke, what wilt thou do?
Wilt thou not hide the Trefpaffe of thine owne?:
Haue we more Sonnes? Or are we like to haue ?
Is not my teeming date drunke vp with time?
And wilt thou plucke my faire Sonne from mine Age,
And rob me of a happy Mothers name?
Is he not like thee? Is he not thine owne?
Yor. Thou fond mad woman :
Wilt thou conceale this darke Confpiracy?
A dozen of them heere haue tane the Sacrament;
And interchangeably fet downe their hands
To kill the King at Oxford.
Dut. He fhall be none:
Wee'l keepe him heere : then what is that to him ¢
Yor. Away fond woman : were hee twenty times my
Son, I would appeach him.
Dut. Hadft thou groan'd for him as I haue done,
Thou wouldeft be more pittifull :
But now I know thy minde ; thou do'ft fufpe@
That I haue bene difloyall to thy bed,
And that he is a Baftard, not thy Sonne:
Sweet Yorke, fweet husband, be not of that minde:-
He is as like thee,2s a man may bee,
Not like to me, nor any of my Kin,
And yet I loue him.
Yorke. Make way, vnruly Woman. Exit
Dut. After Aumerle. Mount thee vpon his horfe,
Spurre poft, and get before him to the King,
And begge thy pardon, ere he do accufe thes,
Ile not be long behind : though I be old,
I doubt not but to ride as falt as Yorke:
And neuer will I rife vp from the ground, )
Till Bullingbrooks have pardon’d thee:Away be gone. Exit

Scaena Tertia.

Enter Bullingbrooke, Percie,and otber Lords.
Bul. Can no man tell of my vnthriftie Sonne?
*Tis full three monthes fince 1 did fee him laft.
If any plague hang ouer vs, ’tis he,
I would to heauen(my Lords)he might be found:
Enquire at London, 'mongft the Tauernes there:

1

For |
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(they fay) he dayly doth frequeant,
efrained'loofe Companions,
i (they fay) as ftand in narrow Lanes,
wr Watch, and beate our paffengers,
1, yong ‘wanton, and effeminate Boy
the point of Honor, to fupport .
te a crew.
y Lord, fome two dayes fince I faw:the Prince,
him of thefe Triumphes held at Oxford.
nd what faid the Gallant?
is anfwer was: he would vnto the Stewes,
i the common’ft creature plucke a Gloue
‘e it as a favour, and with that
| wnhorfe the luftieft Chall g .
s diffolute as defp’rate, yet.through both,
= fparkes of better hope : which elder dayes
ily bring forth, ‘But who comes heere ?
Enter Aumerle,
Where is the King?
Vhat meanes our Cofin, that hee ftares
es {o wildely ?
tod fave your Grace.I do befeech your Maiefty
ome conference with your Grage alone.
Tithdraw your felues,and leaue ve here alone:
he matter with our Cofin now ?
‘or euer may my ‘knees grow-to the earth,
e cleauc to my roofe within my mouth,
Pardon, ere:1 rife,or fpeake.
itended, or committed was this fault?
firk, how heynous ere it bee,
1y after loue, Ipardon thee.
Chen give me leaue, that I may turae the key,
nan enter, till my tale me done.
laue thy defire. ‘
Iy Liege beware, looke to thy felfe,
t a Traitor in thy prefence there.
illaine, lle make thee fafe.
jtay thy reuengefull hand, thou haft no caufe

Yorke within.

Open the doore, fecure foole-hardy King :
r loue fpeake treafon to thy face?
doore, or I will breake it open.
Enter Yorke.
‘hat is the matter(Vnkle){peak,recouer breath,
>w neere is danger,
may arme vs to encounter it.
erufe this writing heere,and thou fhalt know
n that my hate forbids me fhow.
temember as thou read'ft, thy promife paft:
1t me, reade not my name ‘there,
is not confederate with my hand.
: was. (villaine) ere thy hand did fet it downe.
rom the Traitors' bofome, King.
d not Loue, begets his penitence ;
pitty him, leaft thy pitty proue
t, that will ffing thee to the heart.
th heinows, firong,and bold Confpiracie,
father of a treacherous Soane :
tre, immaculate,and filuer fountaine,
ence this fireame, through muddy paffages
his cutrent, and defil'd  himfelfe,
flow of goed, conuerts to bad,
™ ") » g ) AT mall Lo
ly blot, in thy digrefling fonne.
So fhall my Vertue be his Vices bawd,
hall fpend mine Honour, with his Shame ;

As thriftlefle Sonnes, their fcraping Fathers Gold,

Mine honor:lives, when his dithonor dies,

Or my fham'd life, in his difhonor lies:

Thou kill'tt me in his life, giuing him breath,

The Traitor liues, the true man’s put to death.

Dutcheffe witbin.
Dut. What hoa(my Liege)for heanens fake let me in.

Bul. What fhrill-voic’d Suppliant,makes this eager cry?
Dut. A woman, and thine Aunt (great King) 'tis I.

Speake with me, pitty me, open the dore,

A Begger begs, that neuer begg'd before.

Bul. Our Scene is alter’d from a ferious thing,

And now chang'd to the Begger,and the King.

My dangerous Cofin, let your Mother in,

I know fhe’s come, to pray for your foule fin,

Yorke. If thou do pardon, whofoeuer pray,

More finnes for this forgiuenefle, profper may.

This fefter’d ioynt cut off, the reft refts found,

This let alone, will all the reft confound.

Enter Dutcheffe.
Dut. O King, belecue not this hard.hearted man,

Loue, louing not it felfe, none other can.

Yor., Thou franticke woman, what doft y make here,

Shall thy old dugges, once more a Traitor reare?
‘Daut. Sweet Yorke be patient, heare me gentle Liege,
Bul. Rife vp good Aunt.

Dut. Not yet, I thee beleech.

For cuer will I kneele vpon my knees,

And neuer fee day, that the happy fees,

Till thou giue joy : vntill thou bid me ioy,

By pardoning Rutland, my tranfgrefling Boy.

Hum. Vnto my mothers prayres, I bend my kaee.
Yorke. Againft them both, my true ioynts bended be.,
Dut. Pleades he in earneft? Looke vpon his Face,

His eyes do drop no teares: his prayres are in ieft :

His words come from his mouth, ours from our breft.

He prayes but faintly,and would be denide,

We pray with heart, and foule,and all befide :

His weary ioynts would gladly rife,I know,

Our knees fhall kneele, till to the ground they. grow:

His prayers are full of falfe hypocrifie,

Oun ofy true zeale, and deepe integritie :

Our prayers do out-pray his,then let themhaue

That mercy, which true prayers ought to haue.

Bul. Good ‘Aunt ftand vp.
Dut. Nay,do not fay ftand vp.

But Pardon firft, and afterwards ftand vp.

And if I were thy Nurfe, thy tongue to teach,

Pardon fhould be the firft word of thy fpeach.

I neuer long'd to heare a word till now :

Say Pardon (King,)let pitty teach thee how.

The word is fhort: but not fo fhort as fweet,

No word like Pardon, for Kings mouth’s fo meet.
Yorke. Speake it in French(King)fay Pardon’se moy.
Dut. Doft thou teach pardon, Pardon to deftroy ?

Ah my fowre husband, my hard-hearted Lord,

That fet's the word it felfe, againft the word.

Speake Pardon, as 'tis currant in our Land,

The chopping French we do not vnderftand.

Thine eye begins to fpeake, fet thy tongue there,

Qr in thy pitteous heart, plant thou thine eare,

That hearing how our plaints and prayres do pearce,

Pitty may moue thee, Pardon to rehearfe.

Bul. Good Aunt, ftand vp.
Dut. 1 do not fue to ftand,
Pardon is all the fuite I haue in hand.

Bul,

.




44

The Life and Deatbh of Richard the Second.

Bul. 1 pardon him, as heauen fhall pardon mee.
D)/ O |happy varitige of @/kneeling knee :
Yet am I ficke for feare: Speake it againe,
Twice faying Pardon, doth not pardon twaine,
But makes one pardon ftrong.
Bul. I pardon him with all my hart.
Dut. A God on earth thou art.
Bul. But for our trufty brother-in-Law,the Abbot,
With all the reft of that conforted crew,
Deftru@ion ftraight fhall dogge them at the heeles:
Good Vnckle helpe to order feuerall powres
To Oxford, or where ere thefe Traitors are :
They fhall not liue within this world I {fweare,
But I will haue them, if I once know where.
Vnckle farewell, and Cofin adieu:
Your mother well hath praid,and proue you true.
Dut,Come my old fon,I pray heauen make thee new.
Exeunt.

Enter Exton and Seruants.

Ext. Didft thou not marke the King what words hee
fpake?

Haue I no friend will rid me of this living feare:
Was it not fo?

Ser. Thofe were his very words.

Ex, Haue I no Friend?(quoth he:) he fpake it twice,
And vrg'd it twice together, did he not?

Ser. He did.

Ex. And fpeaking it, he wiftly look’d on me,
As who fhould fay, I would thou wer’t the man
That would diuorce this terror from my heart,
Meaning the King at Pomfret : Come, let’s goe ;
I am the Kings Friend,and will rid his Foe.

Exit,

Scena Quarta.

Enter Ricbard.

Ricb. I haue bin ftudying, how to compare
This Prifon where I live, vnto the World :
And for becaufe the world is populous,
And heere is npt a Creature, but my felfe,
I cannot do it : yet Ile hammer't out.
My Braine, Ile proue the Female to my Soule,
My Soule, the Father: and thefe two beget
A generation of ftill breeding Thoughts;
And thefe fame Thoughts, people this Little World
In humors, like the people of this world,
For no thought is contented. The better fort,
As thoughts of things Diuine, are intermixt
With fcruples, and do fet the Faith it felfe
Againft the Faith:as thus: Come litle ones:& then again,
It is as hard to come, as for a Camell .
To thred the pofterne of a Necdles eye.
Thoughts tending to Ambition, they do plot
Vnlikely wonders; how thefe vaine weake nailes
May teare a paffage through the Flinty ribbes
Of this hard world, my ragged prifon walles:
And for they cannot, dye in their owne pride.
Thoughts tending to Content, flatter themfelues,
That they are not the firft of Fortunes flaues,
Nor fhall not be the laft. Like filly Beggars,
‘Who fitting in the Stockes, refuge their fhame
That many haue, and others muft fit there ;
And in this Thought, they finde a kind of eafe,

Bearing their owne misfortune on the backe
Of fuch as haue before indur'd the like.
Thus play I in one Prifon, many people,
And none contented. Sometimes am I King;
Then Treafon makes me with my felfe a Beggar,
And fo I am. Then crufhing penurie,
Perfwades me, I was better when a King:
Then am I king'd againe:and by and by,
Thinke that I am vn-king'd by Bullingbrooke,
And ftraight am nothing. But what ere I am,
Nor I,nor any man, that but man is,
‘With nothing fhall be pleasd, till he be cas’d
With being nothing. Muficke do I heare?
Ha, ba?keepe time : How fowre fweet Muficke is,
When Time is broke, and no Proportion kept?
So is it in the Muficke of mens lives :
And heere haue I the daintineffe of eare,
To heare time broke in a diforder’d ftring :
But for the Concord of my State and Time,
Had not an eare to heare my true Time broke.
I wafted Time, and now doth Time wafte me:
For now hath Time made me his numbring clocke ;
My Thoughts,are minutes ;and with Sighes they iarre, |
Their watches on vnto mine eyes,the outward Watch, |
Whereto my finger, like a Dialls point,
Is pointing ftill, in cleanfing them from teares.
Now fir, the found that tels what houre it is,
Are clamorous groanes, that ftrike vpon my heart,
Which is the bell : fo Sighes,and Teares,and Grones,
Shew Minutes, Houres,and Times : but my Fime
Runs poafting on, in Bullingbrookes proud ioy,
While I ftand fooling heere, his iacke o’th’Clocke.
This Muficke mads me, let it found no more,
For though it haue holpe madmen to their wits,
In me it feemes, it will make wife-men mad :
Yet blefling on his heart that giues it me ;
For ’tis a figne of loue, and loue to Richard,
Is a ftrange Brooch, in this all-hating world.
Enter Groome.

Groo. Haile Royall Prince.

Rich. Thankes Noble Peere, .
The cheapett of v, is ten groates too deere.
What art thou ? And how com'ft thou hither?
‘Where no man euer comes, but that fad dogge
That brings me food, to make misfortune liue ?

Groo. 1 was a poore Groome of thy Stable (King)
When thou wer't King:who trauelling towards Yorke,
With much adoo, at length haue gotten leaue
To looke vpon my(fometimes Royall) mafters face.
O how it yern'd my heart, when I beheld
In London ftreets, that Coronation day,

When Bullingbrooke rode on Roane Barbary,
That horfe, that thou fo often haft beftrid,
That horfe, that I {o carefully haue dreft,
Rich. Rode he on Barbary?Tell me gentle Friend,
How went he vnder him ?

Groo. So proudly,as if he had difdain’d the ground.

Rich, So proud, that Bullingbrooke was on his backe;
That Iade hath eate bread from my Royall hand,
This hand hath made him proud with clapping him.
Would he not ftumble?Would he not fall downe
(Since Pride muft haue a fall) and breake the necke
Of that proud man, that did vfurpe his backe ?
Forgiueneffe horfe : Why do I raile on thee,

Since thou created to be aw’d by man
Was't borne to beare? I was not made a horfe,

Mufick

And
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t I beare a burthen like an Afle,
1I’d, and tyrd'by iauncing-Bullingbrooke.
Enter Keeper with a Difb.
. Fellow, giue place, heere is no longer ftay.
. If thou loue me, 'tis time thou wer’t away.
. What my tongue dares not,that my heart fhall
Exit.
. My Lord, wilt pleafe you to fall too?
. Tafte of it firft, as thou wer’t wont to doo.
. My Lord I dare not : Sir Pierce of Exton,
itely came from th’King,commands the contrary.
» The diuell take Henrie of Lancafter,and thee ;
e is ftale, and I am weary of it.
. Helpe,helpe,helpe.

Enter Exton and Seruants.
How now?what meanes Death in this rude affalt?
¢, thine owne hand yeelds thy deaths inftrument,
u and fill another roome in hell,

Exton firikes bim downe.
and fhall burne in neuer-quenching fire,
aggers thus my perfon. Exton, thy fierce hand,

rith the Kings blood, ftain’d the Kings own land.
, mount my foule, thy feate is vp on high,

: my grofle fleth finkes downward,heere to dye.
n. As full of Valor, as of Royall blood,

aue I fpilt: Oh would the deed were good.

w the diuell, that told me I did well,

‘hat this deede is chronicled in hell.

:ad King to the liuing King Ile beare,

ience the reft, and giue them buriall heere.  Exit.

Scana Quinta.

Flowrifp. Enter Bullingbrooke,Yorke,with
otber Lords & attendants.
Kinde Vnkle Yorke,the lateft newes we heare,
the Rebels haue confum’d with fire
»wae of Ciceter in Gloucefterfhire,
ether they be tane or flaine, we heare not.
Enter Nortbumberland.
ne my Lord : What is the newes?
Firft to thy Sacred State, with I all happinefle :
xt newes is, I haue to London fent
ads of Salsbury,Spencer,Blunt and Kent:

The manner of their taking may appeare
At large difcourfed in this paper heere.

Bul.We thank thee gentle Percy for thy paines,

And to thy worth will adde right worthy gaines.
Enter Fitx-waters.

Fits. My Lord, I haue from Oxford fent to London,
The heads of Broccas, and Sir Bennet Seely,

Two of the dangerous conforted Traitors,
That fought at Oxford, thy dire ouerthrow.

Bul. Thy paines Firzwaters fhall not be forgot,
Right Noble is thy merit, well I wot.

Enter Percy and Carlile.

Per. The grand Confpirator, Abbot of Weftminfter,
With clog of Confcience, and fowre Melancholly,
Hath yeelded vp his body to the graue :

But heere is Carlile, liuing to abide
Thy Kingly doome, and fentence of his pride.

Bul. (arlile, this is your doome :

Choofe out fome fecret place, fome reunerend roome
More then thou haft, and with it ioy thy life:
So as thou liu’ft in peace, dye free from ftrife:
For though mine enemy, thou haft euer beene,
High fparkes of Honor in thee haue I feene.

Enter Exton with a Cogn.

Extom. Great King, within this Coffin I prefent
Thy buried feare. Heerein all breathlefie lies
The mightieft of thy greateft enemies
Ricbard of Burdeaux, by me hither brought.

Bul. Exton, I thanke thee not, for thou haft wrought
A deede of Slaughter, with thy fatall hand,

Vpon my head, and all this famous Land.

Ex.From your owne mouth my Lord, did I this deed.

Bul. They loue not poyfon, that do poyfon neede,
Nor do I thee: though I did with him dead,

I hate the Murtherer, loue him murthered.

The guilt of confcience take thou for thy labour,
But ncither my good word, nor Princely fauour.
With (aine go wander through the thade of night,
And neuer thew thy head by day, nor light.
Lords, I proteft my foule is full of woe,

That blood fhould fprinkle me, to make me grow.
Come mourne with me, for that I do lament,
And put on fullen Blacke incontinent:

Ile make a voyage to the Holy-land,

To wath this blood off from my guilty hand.
March fadly after, grace my mourning heere,

In weeping after this vntimely Beere. Exeuny,

FINIS.
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Sirnamed HOT.SPVRRE.

eAEtus Primus.

Scana Prima.

Enter the King, Lord Iobn of Lancafier, Earle
of Weftmerlandywith otbers.

King.
O fhaken as we are, ﬁ)’ wan with care,
Finde we a time for frighted Peace to pant,
And breath fhortwinded accents of new broils
To be commenc’d in Stronds a-farre remote::
No more the thirfly entrance of this Soile,
Shall daube her lippes with her owne childrens blood-:
No more fhall trenching Warre channell her fields,
Nor bruife her Flowrets with the Armed hoofes
Of hoftile paces. Thofe oppofed eyes,
‘Which like the Meteors of a troubled H
All of one Nature, of one Subftance bred,
Did lately meete in the inteftine thocke,
And furious cloze of ciuill Butchery,
Shall now in mutuall well-befeeming rankes
March all one way, and be no more oppos’d
Againft Acquaintance, Kindred,and Allies.
The edge of Warre, like an ill-fheathed knife,
No more fhall cut his Mafter, Therefore Frienda,
As farre as to the Sepulcher of Chrift,
Whofe Souldier now vader whofe blefled Crofle
We are imprefled and ingag'd to fight,
Forthwith a power of Englith fhall we leuie,
Whofe armes were moulded in their Mothers wombe,
To chace thefe Pagans in thofe holy Fields,
Ouer whofe Acres walk’d thofe bleffed feete
Which fourteene hundred yeares ago were nail’d

| For our aduantage on the bitter Croffe.

But this our purpofe is a tweluemonth old,
And bootleffe 'tis to tell you we will go :
Therefore we meete not now. Then let me heare

.| Of you my gentle Coufin Weftmerland,
‘| What yefternight our Councell did decree,

In forwarding this deere expedience.
Weft. My Liege: This hafte was hot in queftion,
And many limits of the Charge fet downe
But yefternight : when all athwart there came
A Poft from Wales, loaden with heauy Newes ;

| Whofe worft was, That the Noble eMortimer,

Leading the men of Herefordthire to fight
Againft the irregular and wilde Glendower,
Was by the rude hands of that Welfhman taken,

‘| And a thoufand of his people butchered :

Vpon whofe dead corpes there was fuch mifufe,
Such beaftly,thamelefle transformation,
By thofe Welthwomen done, as ma‘ry not be
(Without much fhame) re-told or {poken of.
King, It feemes then, that the tidings of.this broile,
Brake off our bufinefle for the Holy land.
Wefi. This matcht with other like,my gracious Lord
Farre more vneuen and vawelcome Newes
Came from the North, and thus it did report:
On Holy-roode day, the gallant Hot/purre there,
Young Harry Perey, and braue eArchibald,
That euer-valiant and approoued Scot,
At Holmeden niet, where they did fpend
A fad and bloody houre :
As by difcharge of their Artillerie,
And fhape of likely-hood the newes was told :
For he that brought them, in the very heate
And pride of their contention, did take horfc,
Vncertaine of the iffue any way. .
King. Heere is a deere and true induftrious friend,
Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted from his Horfe,
Strain'd with the variation of each foyle,
Betwixt that Holmedon,and this Seat of ours :
And he hath brought vs {mooth and welcomes newes.
The Earle of Dowglas is difcomfited,
Ten thoufand bold Scots, two and twenty Knights
Balk’d in their owne blood did Sir #alter fee

. On Holmedons Plaines. Of Prifoners, Hot/purre tooke

Mordake Earle of Fife, and eldeft fonne

To beaten “Dowglas, and the Earle of Arboll,

Of Murry, Angus, and Menteith.

And is not this an honourable fpoyle?

A gallant prize ? Ha Cofin, is it not? Infaith it is.
Wefi. A Conqueft for a Prince to boaft of.
King. Yea, there thou mak’ft me fad, & mak’ft me fin

In enuy, that my Lord Northumberland

Should be the Father of fo bleft a Sonne:

A Sonne, who is the Theame of Honors tongue ;

Among'ft a Groue, the very ftraighteft Plant,

Who is fweet Fortunes Minion,and her Pride:

Whil'tt I by looking on the praife of him,

See Ryot and Difhonor ftaine the brow

Of my yong Harry. O that it could be prou'd,

That fome Night-tripping-Faiery, had exchang'd

In Cradle-clothes, our Children where they lay,

And call’d mine Percy, his Plantagenet : -
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Then would ‘I haue his Harry,and he mine:
But let him from ‘my/thoughie. - What thinke you Coze
Of this young Percies pride? The Prifoners
Which be in this aduenture hath furpriz'd,
To his owne vfe he keepes, and fends me word
1.thall baue none:but Mordake Earle of Fife,
Wep. This is his Vnckles teaching., This is Worceler
, Maleuolent to you.in all Afpe@s:.
| Which makes.him prune himfelfe,and briftle wp
! The creft of Youth againft your Dignity.
i King. Bat I haue fent for him to anfwer. this:.
; And for this caufe a-while we muft negle&
i Our holy purpofe to Ierufalem.
1 Cofin, on Wednefday next,our Councell we will hold:
{ At Windfor, and fo informe the Lords:
! But come your feife with fpeed to vs againe,
, For more is to be faid, and to be done,.
Then out of anger can be vttered.
Wep. 1 will my Liege.

Scena Secunda.

Enter Henry Prisce of Wales, Sir Isbn Fal.
Z]c, and ',Pju'm-. ’

Fal. Now Hal, what time of day is it Lad ?
Prince. Thou art fo fat-witted with drinking of olde

vpon Benches in the afternoone, that thou haft forgotten
to demand that truely, which thou wouldeft truly know.
What a diuell haft.thou to do with the time of the day?
vnlefle houres were cups of Sacke, and minutes Capons,
and clockes the tongues of Bawdes, and dialls the fignes
of Leaping-houfes, and the blefled Sunne himfelfe a faire
hot Wench in Flame-coloured Taffata ; I fee no reafon,
why thou fhouldeft bee fo fuperfluous, to demaund the
time of the day.

Fal. Indeed you come neere me now Hal, for we that
take Purfes,go by the Moone and feuen Starres, and not
by Pheebus hee, that wand'ring Knight fo faire. And I
prythee fweet Wagge, when thou art: King, as God faue
thy Grace, Maiefty I fhould fay, for. Grace thou wilte
baoe none.

Prin. What, none?

Fal, No, not fo much as will ferue to be Prologue to
an Egge and Butter.

Pris. Well,how then? Come roundly, roundly."

Fal. Marry then,{fweet Wagge, when thou art King,
let not vs that are Squires of the Nights bodie, bee call'd
Theeues of the Dayes besutie. Let vs be Dianars Forre-
flers, Gentlemen.of the Shade, Minions of the M 3

Sacke, and vnbuttoning thee after Supper, and fleeping.

Fal. Thou fay’ft true Lad: and is.not my Hoftele of
| the Tauerne a moft fweet Wench?
¢ Pris._ Asis the hony, my, old Lad of the Caftle sand is
not a Buffe Ierkin a moft fweet robe of durance?

Fal. How now? how now mad Wagge? What in. thy.
quips and thy quiddities? What a. plague. haue I to.doe
with a Buffe-Ierkin?

Prin. Why, what a poxe haue I to doe with my How
fiefle of the Tauerne?

Fal. Well, thou haft call'd her to a reck’ning many a,
time and. oft.

Prin. Did I.euer call for thee to pay thy part?

Fal. No, lle giue thee thy. due,thou haft paid al there..

Prin. Yea and ellewhere, fo farre as my Coine would, |

ftretch, and where it would not, I hane vs'd my credit.

Fal. Yea,and fo.vs'd it, that were it heere apparant,
that thou art Heire apparant. But I prythee fweet Wag,
fhall there be Gallowes Randing in England when thou
art King?and refulution thus fobb'd as it is, with the ru-
ftie curbe of old Father Anticke the Law? Doe not thou,
when thou art a King,hang a Theefe.

Prin. No,thou fhalt.

Fal, Shall I? O rare! Ile be a braue Iudge.

Prin. Thou iudgeft falfe already. I meane, thou fhalt
haue the hanging of the Theeues, and fo become a rare
Hangman.

Fal. Well Hal, well : and in fome fort it jumpes with

- my humour, as well as waiting in the Court, I can tell

- you.,

Prin, For obtaining of fuites?

. Fal. Yea,for obtaining of fuites, whereof the Hang-
man hath no leane Wardrobe. Iam as Melancholly as a
Gyb-Cat,or a lugg'd Beare.

Prin. Or an old Lyon, or a Louers Lute.

Fal. Yea,or the Drone of a Lincolnfhire Bagpipe.

Prin. What fay'ft thou to a Hare, or the Melancholly:

. of Moore-Ditch?

Fal, Thou hat the moft vnfauoury {miles, and ast in-
deed the moft comparatiue rafcalleft {weet yong Prince.
But Hal, 1 prythee trouble me no more with vanity,I wold.
thou and I knew, where a Commodity of good names.
were to be bought: an olde Lord of the Councell rated
me the other day in the ftrect about you fir ; but I mark'd
him not, and yet hee talk’d very wifely, but I regarded.
him not,and yet he talkt wifely,and in the ftreet.too.

Prin, Thou didft well: for no man regards it.

Fal. O,thou haft damnable iteration, and art indeede.
able to corrupt a Saint. Thou haft done much harme va<
to me Hall,God forgive thee for it. Before I knew. thee.

+ Hal,1 knew nothing:and now I am(if a man fhold fpeake
truly) little better then one of the wicked. I muft gjue o-
uer this life,and I will giue it quer : and I do not, 1 am a
Villaine. Ile be damn'd for neuer a Kings fonne in.Chri-
ftendome.

and let men fay, we be men of good Gouernment, being
gouerned as the Sea is, by our noble and chaft miftris the
Moone, vnder whofe countenance we fteale.

Prin. Thou fay'ft well, and it holds well too : for the
fortune of vs that are the Moones men, doeth ebbe and

Moone : as for proofe. Naw a Purfe of Gold moft refo-
lutely fnatch’d on Monday night, and moft diffolutely
fpent on Tuefday Morning ; got with fwearing,Lay by:
and fpent with crying, Bring in : now, in as low an ebbe
as the foot of the Ladder, and by and by in as high a flow
ag the ridge of the Gallowes.

flow like the Sea, beeing gouerned as the Sea is, by the.

Prin. Where fhall we take a purfe to morrow,lacke?
Fal. Where thou wilt Lad, Ile make one : and I doe
. notycall me Villaine,and baffile me.
Prin. 1 fee a good amendment of life in thee : From
Praying, to Pusfe-taking.
Fal. Why, Hal,"tis my Vocation Hal: "Tis no fin for a
man to labour in his Vocation,

Points. Now fhall wee know if Gads hill haue fet a |!

Watch. O, if men were to be faued by merit, what hale

in Hell were hot enough for him ? This is the moft omni-

potent Villaine, that euer cryed, Stand, to a true man.
Pris. Good morrow Ned,

Points,

»nt
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Poines. Good morrow {weet Hal. What faies Mon-
fieur Remorfe /2| (What fayes! Sit TIohn Sacke and Sugar:
Iacke ? How agrees the Diuell and thee about thy Soule,
that thou foldeft him on Good-Friday laft, for a Cup of
Madera,and a cold Capons legge?

Prin. Sir Iohn ftands to his word, the diuel fhall have
his bargaine, for he was neuer yet a Breaker of Prouerbs:
He will giue the diuell bis dus.

Poin. Then art thou damn’d for keeping thy word with
the diaell.

Prin. Elfe he had damn'd for cozening the diuell.

Poy. But my Lads, my Lads, to morrow morning, by
foure a clocke early at Gads hill, there are Pilgrimes go-
ing to Canterbury with rich Offerings, and Traders ri-
ding to London with fat Purfes. I haue vizards for you
all ; you haue horfes for your felues : Gads-hill lyes to
night in Rochefter, I haue befpoke Supper to morrow in
Eaftcheape ; we may doe it as fecure as fleepe: if you will
80, I will ftuffe your Purfes full of Crownes : if you will
not, tarry at home and be hang’d.

Fal. Heare ye Yedward,if I tarry at home and go not,
Ile hang you for going.

Poy, You will chops.

Fal, Hal, wilt thou make one?

Prin, Who, I rob? I a Theefe? Not 1.

Fal. There's neither honefty, manhood, nor good fel-
lowfhip in thee, nor thou cam’ft not of the blood-royall,
if thou dar'ft not ftand for ten fhillings.

Prin, Well then,once in my dayes Ile be a mad-cap.

Fal, Why, that’s well faid.

Prin. Well, come what will, Ile tarry at home.

Fal. Ile be a Traitor then, when thou art King.

Prin. 1 care not.

Poyn, Sir Iobn, ] prythee leaue the Prince & me alone,
I will lay him downe fuch reafons for this aduenture,that
he fhall go. :

Fal. Well, maift thou haue the Spirit of perfwafion ;
and he the eares of profiting, that what thou fpeakeft,
may moue ; and what he heares may be beleeued, that the
true Prince, may (for recreation fake) proue a falfe theefe ;
for the poore abufes of the time, want countenance. Far-
well,you fhall finde me in Eaftcheape.

Prin. Farwell the latter Spring. Farewell Alhollown
Summer.

Poy. Now, my good fweet Hony Lord, ride with vs
to morrow. I haue a ieft to execute, that I cannot man-
nage alone. Falfiaffe, Haruey, Roffll, and Gads-bill, fhall
robbe thofe men that wee haue already way-layde, your
felfe and I, wil not be there:and when LKey haue the boo-
ty, if you and I do not rob them, cut this head from my
fhoulders.

Prin.But how fhal we part with them in fetting forth?

Poyn. Why,we wil fet forth before or after- them,and
appoint them a place of meeting, wherin it is at our plea-
fure to faile ; and then will they aduenture vppon the ex-
ploit rhemfelues, which they fhall haue no fooner atchie-
ued, but wee'l fet vpon them.

Prin.  I,but tis like that they will know vs by our
horfes,by our habits,and by euery other appointment to
be our felues.

Poy. Tut our horfes they fhall not fee, Ile tye them in
the wood, our vizards wee will change after wee leaue
them : and firrah, I haue Cafes of Buckram for the nonce,
to immaske our noted outward garments.

Prin. But I doubt they will be too hard for vs.

Poin, Well,for two of them, I know them to bee as

true bred Cowards as euer turn’d backerand for the third
if he fight longer then he fees reafon, lle forfwear Armes
The vertue of this Ieft will be, the incomprebenfible Iyes
that this fat Rogug will tell vs,when we mecte at Supper:
how thirty at leaft he fought with, what Wardes, what
blowes, what extremities he endured;and in the reprook
of this, lyes the icft.

Prin. Well, Ile goe with thee, prouide vs all things
neceffary, and meete me to morrow night in Eaftcheap,
there Ile fup. Farewell.

Poyn. Farewell,my Lord. Exit Points

Prin. 1 know you all, and will a-while vphold
The vnyoak'd humor of your idleneffe :

Yet heerein will I imitate the Sunne,

Who doth permit the bafe contagious cloudes
To fmother vp his Beauty from the world,
That when he pleafe againe to be himfelfe,
Being wanted, he may be more wondred at,

By breaking through the foule and vgly mifts
Of vapours, that did feeme to ftrangle him.

If all the yeare were playing holidaies,

To fport, would be as tedious as to worke ;

But when they feldome come, they witht-for come,
And nothing pleafeth but rare accidents.

So when this loofe behauiour I throw off,

And pay the debt I neuer promifed ;

By how much better then my word I am,

By fo much fhall I falfifie mens hopes,

And like bright Mettall on a fullen ground :
My reformation glittering o’re my fault,

Shall thew more goodly, and attra® more eyes,
Then that which hath no foyle to fet it off.
lle fo offend, to make offence a skill,
Redeeming time,when men thinke leaft I will.

Scana Tertia.

Enter the King, Nortbumberland, Worcefler, Hotfparre,
Sir Walter Blunt, and otbers.

King. My blood hath beene too cold and temperate,
Vnapt to firre at thefe indignities,
And you haue found me ; for accordingly,
You tread vpon my patience : But be fure,
I will from henceforth rather be my Selfe,
Mighty, and to be fear'd, then my condition
Which hath beene fmooth as Oyle, foft as yong Downe,
And therefore loft that Title of refpe&,
Which the proud foule ne’re payes,but to the proud.
Wor. Our houfe (my Soueraigne Liege)little deferues
The fcourge of greatnefle to be vfed on it,
And that fame greatnefle too, which our owne hands
Haue holpe to make fo portly.
Nor. My Lord.
King. Worcefter get thee gone: for I do fee
Danger and difobedience in thine eye.
O fir, your prefence is too bold and peremptory,
And Maieftie might neuer yet endure
The moody Frontier of a fernant brow,
You haue good leaue to leaue vs. When we need
Your vfe and counfell, we fhall fend for you.
You were about to fpeake.
Nortb. Yea, my good Lord.
Thofe
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foners in, your, Highneffe-demanded,
arry Percy heere at Holmedon tooke,
he fayes) not with fuch ftrength denied
livered to your Maiefty :
er through enuy,or mifprifion,
y of this fault;and not my Sonne.
iy Liege, I did deny no Prifoners.
sember when the fight was done,
vas dry with Rage, and extreame Toyle,
le,and Faint, leaning vpon my Sword,
re a certaine Lord, neat and trimly dreft;
Bride-groome, and his Chin new reapt,
ce a ftubble Land at Harueft-home.
:rfumed like a Milliner,
it his Finger and his Thumbe, he held
t-box : which euer and anon
iis Nofe, and took’t away againe :
‘ewith angry, when it next came there,
in Snuffe : And ftill he fmil'd and talk’d :
ie Souldiers bare dead bodies by,
them vntaught Knaues, Vnmannerly,
a flouenly vahandfome Coarfe
1¢ Winde,and his Nobility.
ny Holiday and Lady tearme
m’'d me : Among the reft, demanded
1ers, in your Maiefties behalfe.
|-fmarting, with my wounds being cold,
peftered with a Popingay)
y Greefe, and my Impatience,
(negle&tingly) I know not what,
5 or fhould not : For he made me mad,
m fhine fo briske, and fmell fo fweet,
: fo like a2 Waiting-Gentlewoman,
& Drums,and Wounds: God faue the marke ;
1g me, the Soueraign’ft thing on earth
aacity, for an inward bruife :
it was great pitty, fo it was,
inous Salt-peter thould be digg'd
¢ Bowels of the harmleffe Earth,
any a good Tall Fellow had dcﬁroy *d
rlly And but for thefe vile Gunnes,
himfelfe haue beene a Souldier.
, vnioynted Chat of his (my Lord)
'to anfwer indire@ly (as I faid.)
‘eech you, let not this report
rant for an Accufation,
1y Loue,and your high Maiefty.
The circumftance confidered, good my I.ord,
r Harry Percie then had faid,
| perfon, and in fuch a place,
time, with all the reft retold,
»nably dye,and neuer rife
0 wrong,or any way impeach
n he faid, fo he vnfay it now.
Why yet doth deny his Prifoners,
Prouifo and Exception,
at our owne charge, fhall ranfome ftraight
er-in-Law, the foolith Mortimer,
my foule)hath wilfully betraid
of thofe, that he did leade to Fight,
1¢ great Magitian, damn’d Glendower ¢
ughter (as we heare)the Earle of March
ly married. Shall our Coffers then,
«d, to redeeme a Traitor home ?
buy Treafon ¢ and indent with Feares,
*y haue loft and forfeyted themfelues.

No : on the barren Mountaine let him fterue :
For I fhall neuer hold that man my Friend,
Whofe tongue fhall aske me for one peny coft
To ranfome home reuolted Mortimer.
Hot. Reuolted HMortimer?
He neuer did fall off, my Soueraigne Liege,
But by the chance of Warre : to proue that true,
Needs no more but one tongue. For all thofe Wounds,
Thofe mouthed Wounds, which valiantly he tooke,
When on the gentle Seuernes fiedgie banke,
In fingle Oppofition hand to hand,
He did confound the beft part of an houre
In changing hardiment with great Glendower :
Three times they breath’d, and three times did they drink
Vpon agreement, of {wift Seuernes flood ;
Who then affrighted with their bloody lookes,
Ran fearefully among the trembling Reeds,
And hid his crifpe-head in the hollow banke,
Blood-ftained with thefe Valiant Combatants.
Neuer did bafe and rotten Policy
Colour her working with fuch deadly wounds;
Nor neuer could the Noble eMortimer
Receiue fo many, and all willingly :
Then let him not be fland'red with Reuolt.
King. Thou do’ft bely him Percy, thou doft bely him;
He neuer did with Glend
I tell thee, he durft as well haue met the diuell alone,
As Owen Glendower for an enemy.
Art thou not atham’d? But Sirrah, henceforth
Let me not heare you fpeake of Mortimer.
Send me your Pnzmeu with the {peedieft meanes,
Or you fhall heare in fuch a kinde from me
As will difpleafe ye. My Lord Nortbumberland,
We l.ic:enfﬁI your departure with your fonne,
Send vs your Prifoners,or you'l heare of it.  Exit King.
Hot. And if the diuell come and roare for them
I will not fend them. I will after ftraight
And tell him fo : for I will eafe my heart,
Although it be with hazard of my head.
Nor.What? drunke with choller? ftay & paufe awhile,
Heere comes your Vnckle. Enter Worcefler.
Hot. Speake of Mortimer ?
Yes, I will fpeake of him, and let my foule
Want mercy, if I do not ioyne with him.
In his behalfe, Ile empty all thefe Veines,
And fhed my deere blood drop by drop i’th duft,
But I will life the downfall eMortimer
As high i'th Ayre,as this Vnthankfull King,
As this Ingrate and Cankred Bullingbrooke.
Nor. Brother,the King hath made your Nephew mad
Wor. Who ftrooke this heate vp after I was gone ?
Hot. He will (forfooth)haue all my Prifoners:
And when I vrg'd the ranfom once againe
Of my Wiues Brother,then his cheeke look'd pale,
And on my face he turn’d an eye of death,
Trembling euen at the name of Mortimer.
Wor. 1 cannot blame him: was he not proclaim’d
By Richard that dead is, the next of blood ?
Nor. He was: I heard the Proclamation,
And then it was, when the vnhappy King
(Whofe wrongs in vs God pardon) did fet forth
Vpon his Irith Expedition :
From whence he intercepted, did returne
To be depos’d, and fhortly murthered.
Wor. And for whofe death, we in the worlds wide mouth
Liue fcandaliz’d,and fouly fpoken of.
e

Hot.
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Hot. But foft I pray you ; did King Richard then
Proclaime my brother Adortrmer,

Heyre to the Crowne ?

Nor. He did, my felfe did heare it.

Hot. Nay thea I cannot blame his Coufin King,
That wifh’d him on the barren Mountaines ftaru'd.
But fhall it be, that you that fet the Crowne
Vpon the head of this forgetfull man,

And for his fake, wore the detefted blot

Of murtherous fubornation? Shall it be,

That you a world of curfes vadergoe,

Being the Agents, or bafe fecond meanes,

The Cords, the Ladder, or the Hangman rather ?

O pardon, if that I defoend fo low,

To fhew the Line, and the Predicament

Wherein you range vnder this fubtill King.

Shall it for fhame, be fpoken in thefe dayes,

Or fill vp Chronicles in time to come,

That men of your Nobility and Power,

Did gage them both in an vniuft behalfe

(As Both of you, God pardon it, haue done)

To put downe Richard, that fweet louely Rofe,

And plant this Thorne, this Canker Bullingbrooke?

And fhall it in more fhame be further fpoken,

That you are fool'd, difcarded, and fhooke off

By him, for whom thefe fhames ye vnderwent ?

No :yet time ferues, wherein you may redeeme

Your banifh’d Honors, and reftore your felues

Into the good Thoughts of the world againe.

Reuenge the geering and difdain’d contempt

Of this proud King, who ftudies day and night

To anfwer all the Debt he owes vato you,

Euen with the bloody Payment of your deaths:

Therefore I fay
Wor. Peace Coufin, fay no more.

And now I will vnclaspe a Secret booke,

And to your quicke conceyuing Difcontenty,

Ile reade you Matter, deepe and dangerous,

As full ofy perill and aduenturous Spirit,

As to o’re-walke a Current, roaring loud

On the vnftedfaft footing of a Speare.

Hot. If he fall in, good night, or finke or fwimme:
Send danger from the Eaft vnto the Wett,

So Honor croffe it from the North to South,
And let them grapple : The blood more ftirres
To rowze a Lyon, then to flart a Hare.

Nor. Imagination of fome great exploit,
Driues him beyond the bounds of Patience.

Hot. By heauen, me thinkes it were an eafie leap,
To plucke bright Honor from the pale-fac'd Moone,
Or diue into tﬁc bottome of the deepe,

Where Fadome-line could neuer touch the ground,
And plucke vp drowned Honor by the Lockes :

So he that doth redeeme her thence, might weare
Without Co-riuall, all her Dignities:

But out vpon this halfe-fac’d Fellowthip.

Wor. He apprehends a World of Figures here,
Bnt not the forme of what he thould attend s
Good Coufin giue me audience for a-while,

And lift to me.

Hot. 1 cry you mercy.

Wor. Thofe fame Noble Scottes
That are your Prifoners.

Hot. Ile keepe them all.

By heauen, he fhall not haue a Scot of them <
No, if a Scot would faue his Soule, he fhall not.

Lle keepe them, by this Hand.

Wor. You ftart away,

And lend no eare vato my purpofes.
Thofe Prifoners you fhall keepe.

Hot. Nay, I will ;that'sflat:
He faid, he would not ranfome Mortimer :
Forbad my toague to fpeake of Mortimer.
But I will finde him when he lyes afleepe,
And in his eare, lle holla Mortimer,
Nay, lle haue a Starling fhall be taught to fpeake
Nothing but Morztimer, and give it him,
To keepe his anger flill in motion.

Wor. Heare you Coufin : a2 word.

Hot. All ftudies heere I folemnly defie,
Saue how to gall and pinch this Balli 'y
And that fame Sword and Buckler Prince of Wales.
But that I thinke his Father loues him not,
And would be glad ha met with fome mifchance,
I would haue poyfon'd him with a pot of Ale.

Woar. Farewell Kinfman : le talke to you
When you are better temper’d to attend.

Nor. Why what a Wafpe-tongu'd & impatient fook
Art thou, to breake into this Womans mood,
Tying thine eare to no tongue but thine owne ?

Hot. Why look you, I am whipt & fcourg'd with rods,
Netled, and ftung with Pifmires,when I heare
Of this vile Politician Bullingbroote.
In Richards time : What de’ye call the place?
A plague vpon't, it is in Gloufterthire :
*Twas, where the madcap Duke his Vincle kepe,
His Vncle Yorke, where I firft bow'd my knee
Vnto this King of Smiles, this Blllinﬁ:mkn
When you and he came backe from Rauenfpurgh.

Nor. At Barkley Caftle,

Het. You fay true:
Why what a caudie deale of curtefie,
This fawning Grey-hound then did proffer me.
Looke when his infant Fortune came to age,
Aad gentle Harry Percy, and kinde Coufin:
O, the Diuell t;Z fuch Couzeners,God forgive me,
'Good Vncle tell your tale, for I haue done.

Wor. Nay,if you haue nat, too't againe,

Wee'l flay your leyfure.

Hot. I haue done infooth.

Wor. Then once more to your Scottifh Prifoners.
Deliuer themn vp without their ranfome firaight,
And make the Dowglas fonne your onely meane
For powres in Scotland : which for diuers reafons
Which I fhall fend you written, be affur’d
Will eafily be granted you, my Lord. :
Your Sonne in Scotland being thus impl y'd,

Shall fecretly into the bofome creepe
Of that fame noble Prelate, well belou'd,
The Archbithop.

Hot. Of Yorke, is't not ?

Wor. True, who beares hard
His Brothers death at Briflew, the Lord Scroope.

I fpeake not this in cﬂimﬁion,

As what I thinke might be, but what I know

Is ruminated, plotted, and fet downe,

And onely ftayes but to behold the face

Of that occafion that fhall bring it on.
Hot. I fmell it:

Vpon my life, it will do wond'rous well,
Nor. Befose the game's a-foot, thou fill let'Rt Qip.
Hot. Why,it casnot choofe but be a Noble plot,
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. the power of Scotland,and of Yorke
with Mortimer, Ha.
And fo they fhall.
nfaith it is exceedingly well aym'd.
And ’tis no lictle reafon bids vs {peed,
war heads, by raifing of a Head :

e our felues as euen as we can,

g will alwayes thinke him in our debt,
ke, we thinke our felues vnfatisfied,
ath found a time to pay vs home,

already, how he doth beginne
¢ vs ftrengers to his lookes of loue.

He does, he does; wee'l be reueng’d on him.
Coufin, farewell. No further go in this,
oy Letters fhall dire@ your courfe

me is ripe, which will be fodainly:

: to Glendower, and loe, Mortimer,

'ou,and /as,and our powres at once,

1 fathion it, fhall happily meete,

¢ our fortunes in our owne ftrong armes,
now we hold at much vncertainty.

Farewell good Brother, we fhall thriue, I truft,
‘Vncle,adieu : O let the houres be fhort,
ds,and blowes,and grones,applaud our fport.exit

&us Secundus. Scena Prima.

wter a Carrier with a Lanterne in bss band.
. Heigh-ho, an't be not foure by the day, Ile be
Charles waine is ouer the new Chimney, and yet
€ not packt. What Oftler?
Anon,anon.
. I prethee Tom, beate Cuts Saddle, put a few
in t.ce point : the poore Iade is wrung in the wi-
t of all ceffe.

Enter anotber Carrier,

" Peafe and Beanes are as danke here as a Dog, |

is the next way to giue poore Iades the Bottes:
ufe is turned vpfide downe fince Robin the Oftler

*. Poore fellow neuer ioy'd fince the price of oats

vas the death of him.

w. I thinke this is the moft villanous houfe in al

rode for Fleas: I am ftung like a Tench.

. Like a Tench? There is ne’re a King in Chri-

rk,could be better bit, then I haue beene fince the
[

. Why, you will allow vs ne're a lourden, and
leake in your Chimney: and your Chamber-lye

leas like a Loach.

. What Oftler, come away,and be hangd: come

. I haue a Gammon of Bacon, and two razes of
to be deliuered as farre as Charing-croffe.
. The Turkies in my Pannier are quite ftarued.
ftler? A plague on thee, haft thou neuer an eye in
i? Can'ft not heare ? And t'were not as good a
Irinke, to break the pate of thee,I am a Vil-
sme and be hang’d,haft no faith in thee?

Ester Gads-bill.
Good-morrow Carriers. What's a clocke?
. thinke it be two a clocke.
I prethee lend me thy Lanthorne to fee my Gel-

ding in the ftable.

1.Car. Nay foft I pray ye, I know a trick worth two
of that,

Gad. 1 prethee lend me thine.

2.Car. I, when, canft tell # Lend mee thy Lanthorne
(quoth-a) marry Ile fee thee hang'd firfl.

Gad. Sirra Carrier : What time do you mean to come
to London ?

2.Car. Time enough to goe to bed with a Candle, I
warrant thee. Come neighbour eMugges, wee'll call vp
the Gentlemen, they will along with company, for they
haue great charge.. - Exeunt

Enter Chamberlaine.

Gad. What bo, Chamberlaine ?

Cbam,. At hand quath Pick-purfe.

Gad. That's euen as faire,as at hand quoth the Cham-
berlaine : For thou varieft no more from picking of Pur-
fes, then giuing dire&ion, doth from labouring . Thou
lay’ft the plot, how.

Cbam. Good morrow Mafter Gads-Hill, it holds cur-
rant that I told you yefternight. There'sa Franklin in the
wilde of Kent, hath brought three hundred Markes with
him in Gold: I heard him tellit to one of his company laft
night at Supper ; a kinde of Auditor, one that hath abun-
dance of charge too (God knowes what) they are vp al-
ready, and call for Egges and Butter. They will away
prefently.

Gad. Sirra, if they meete not with S. Nicholas Clarks,
Ile giue thee this necke.

Cbam. No, Ile none of it : I prythee keep that for the
Hangman, for I know thou worfhipft S. Nicholas as tru-
ly a8 a man of falthood may.

Gad. What talkeft thou to me of the Hangman? IfI
hang, Ile make a fat payre of Gallowes. For, if I hang,
old Sir Jobn hangs with mee, and thou know'ft hee’s no
Starueling. Tut, there are other Troians that § dream’ft
not of, the which (for fport fake) are content to doe the
Profeffion fome grace ; that would (if matters fhould bee
look'd into) for their owne Credit fake, make all Whole.
I am ioyned with no Foot-land-Rakers, no Long-ftaffe
fix-penny ftrikers, none of thefe mad Muftachio-purple-
hu'd-Maltwormes, but with Nobility, and Tranquilitie ;
Bourgomafters, and great Oneyers, fuch as can holde in,
fuch as will ftrike fooner then {peake ; and fpeake fooner
then drinke, and drinke fooner then pray: and yet I lye,
for they pray continually vnto their Saint the Common.
wealth ; or rather, not to pray to her, but prey on herifor
they ride vp & downe on her,and make hir their Boots.

Cbam. What,the Commonwealth their Bootes? Will
the hold out water in foule way ?

Gad. She will,fhe will; Iuftice hath liquor’d her. We
fteale as in a Caftle,cockfure : we haue the receit of Fern-
feede, we walke inuifible.

(Cbam. Nay, I thinke rather, you are more beholding
to the Night, then to the Fernfeed, for your walking in-
uifible.

Gad. Giue me thy hand.

Thou fhalt haue a fhare in oyr purpofe,
As I am a true man.

Cham. Nay, rather let mee haue it, as you are a falfe
Theefe.

Gad. Goe too: Homo is a common name to all men.
Bid the Oftler bring the Gelding out of the ftable. Fare-
well, ye muddy Knaue. Exeunt.

e2 Scena
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Scena Secunda.

Enter Prince, Poynes ,and Peto.

Poines. Come fhelter, thelter, I haue remoued Falfafs
Horfe, and he frets like a gum'd Veluet.

Prin. Stand clofe.

Enter Falfiaffe.

Fal. Poines, Poines, and be hang'd Poines.

Prin. Peace ye fat-kidney’d Rafcall, what a brawling
doft thou keepe.

Fal. What Poines. Hal?

Prin. He is walk'd vp to the top of the hill, Ile go feek
him.

Fal. 1 am accurft to rob in that Theefe company: that
Rafcall hath remoued my Horfe,and tied him I know not
where. If I trauell but foure foot by the fquire further a
foote, I fhall breake my winde. Well, I doubt not but
to dye a faire death for all this, if I fcape hanging for kil-
ling that Rogue, I haue forfworne his company hourely
any time this two and twenty yeare, & yet I am bewitcht
with the Rogues company. If the Rafcall haue not giuen
me medicines to make me loue him,Ile behang’d;it could
not be elfe : I haue drunke Medicines.  Poines, Hal, a
Plague vpon you both. Bardolph, Peto: lle ftarue ere 1
rob a foote further. And 'twere not as good a deede as to
drinke, to turne True-man, and to leaue thefe Rogues, I
am the verieft Varlet that euer chewed with a Tooth.
Eight yards of vneuen ground, is threefcore & ten miles
afoot with me : and the ftony-hearted Villaines knowe it
well enough, A plague vpon't, when Theeues cannot be
true one to another. Tbey Whifile.

Whew : a plague light vpon you all. Giue my Horfe you
Rogues : giue me my Horfe,and be hang'd.

Prin. Peace ye fat guttes, lye downe, lay thine eare
clofe to the ground, and lift if thou can heare the tread of
Trauellers.

Fal. Haue you any Leauers to lift me vp again being
downe? Ile not beare mine owne fleth fo far afoot again,
for all the coine in thy Fathers Exchequer. What a plague
meane ye to colt me thus ?

Prin. Thou ly'ft,thou art not colted,thou art vncolted.

Fal, 1 prethee good Prince Hal, help me to my horfe,
good Kings fonne.

Prin. Out you Rogue, fhall I be your Oftler?

Fal. Go hang thy felfe in thine owne heire-apparant-
Garters : If I be tane, Ile peach for this: and I haue not
Ballads made on all, and fung to filthy tunes, let a Cup of
Sacke be my poyfon: when a ieft is fo forward, & a foote
too, I hate it.

Enter Gads-bill,

Gad. Stand.

Fal. So I do againft my will.

Poin. O tis our Setter, I know his voyce :

Bardcife, what newes?

Bar. Cafe ye,cafe ye ; on with your Vizards, there’s
mony of the Kings comming downe the hill, 'tis going
to the Kings Exchequer.

Fal. You lie you rogue,'tis going to the Kings Tauern.

Gad. There'’s enough to make vs all.

Fal. To he hang'd.

Prin. You foure fhall front them in the narrow I
Ned and I, will walke lower ; if they fcape from you
counter,then they light on vs.

Peto. But how many be of them ?

Gad. Some eight or ten.

Fal. Will they not rob vs?

Prin, What,a Coward Sir Jobn Paunch ?

Fal, Indeed I am not Iobn of Gaunt your Grandfi
but yet no Coward, Hal.

Prin. Wee'l leaue that to the proofe.

Poin. Sirra Iacke, thy horfe ftands behinde the |
when thon need’ft him, there thou fhalt finde him.
well,and ftand faft.

Fal. Now cannot I ftrike him,if I thould be hang’

Prin. Ned, where are our difguifes ?

Poin, Heere hard by : Stand clofe.

Fal, Now my Mafters, happy man be his dole, £
cuery man to his bufinefle.

Enter Trauellers.

Tra. Come Neighbor: the boy fhall leade our F
downe the hill : Wee’l walke a-foot a while, and eaf
Legges.

Theeues. Stay.

Tra. Iefu bleffe vs.

Fal. Strike: down with them, cut the villains th
a whorfon Caterpillars : Bacon-fed Knaues, they h:
youth ; downe with them,fleece them.

Tra. O, we are vndone,both we and ours for eve:

Fal. Hang ye gorbellied knaues,are you vndone i
ye Fat Chuffes, I would your ftore were heere. Or
cons,on, what ye knaues? Yong men muft liue, y
Grand lurers,are ye 2 Wee'l iure ye ifaith.

Heere they rob them,and binde them. Enter the
Prince and Poines.

Prin. The Theeues haue bound the True-men:
could thou and I rob the Theeues,and go merily to
don, 1t would be argument for a Weeke, Laughter
Moneth, and a good ieft for euer.

Poynes. Stand clofe, I heare them comming.

Enter Theeues againe.

Fal. Come my Mafters, let vs fhare,and then to
before day: and the Prince and Poynes bee not tw
rand Cowards, there’s no equity ftirring. There's n(
valour in that Poynes,than in a wilde Ducke.

Prin. Your money.

Poin. Villaines.
oAs they are fbaring,the Prince and Poynes fet

‘Tbl:]qgll n)f‘ aw. g,lmm'ng the boot btbind{bmv’.»l

Prince. Got with much eafe. Now merrily to 1
The Theeues are fcattred,and poffeft with fear fo {
ly, that they dare not meet each other: each takes |
low for an Officer. Away good Ned, Falfiaffe fwe:
death,and Lards the leane earth as he walkes along
not for laughing,I thould pitty him.

Poin, How the Rogue roar'd. Exeunt

Scana Tertia.

Enter Hotfpurre folus,reading a Letter,
But [r mine owne part,my Lord, I could bee well cont.
be there, in refpef? of the loue I beare your boufe.
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1 be contented : Why is he not then? in refpe& of
he beares'our houfe., ) He fhewes in this, he loues
: Barne better then he loues our houfe. Let me
e more. The purpofe you wndertake i dangerous,
at’s certaine : "Tis dangerous to take a Colde, to
o drinke : but I tell you (my Lord foole) out of
tle, Danger; we plucke this Flower, Safety.  Tbe
wu wndertake % dangerous, the Friends you baue na-
ercaine, the Time it felfe wnforted, and your whole
light,  for the counterpoize of fo great an Oppofition.
fo, fay you fo : I fay vnto you againe, you area
cowardly Hinde, and you Lye. What a lacke-
i this? I proteft, our plot is as good a plot as euer
; our Friend true and conftant : A good Plotte,
iends, and full of expeation : An excellent plot,
d Friends, What a Frofty-fpirited rogue is this?
1y Lord of Yorke commends the plot, and the
courfe of the a&tion. By this hand, if I were now
Rafcall, I could braine him with his Ladies Fan.
not my Father , my Vnckle, and my Selfe, Lord
Mortimer, my Lord of Yorke,and Owen Glendour?
not befides, the Dowglas ? Haue I not all their let-
meete me in Armes by the ninth of the next Mo-
nd are they not fome of them fet forward already?
Pagan Rafcall is this? An Infidell. Ha, you fhall
in very fincerity of Feare and Cold heart, will he
ing, and lay open all our proceedings. O,I could
1y felfe, and go to buffets, for mouing fuch a dith
d Milk with fo honourable an A&ion. Hang him,
tell the King we are prepared. I will fet forwards

Enter bis Lady.

w Kate,I muft leaue you within thefe two hours.
) my good Lord, why are you thus alone ?
it offence haue I this fortnight bin
1'd woman from my Harries bed ?
(fweet Lord) what is’t that takes from thee
nacke,pleafure,and thy golden fleepe #
ft thou bend thine eyes vpon the earth ?
+t fo often when thou fitt'ft alone? :
ft thou loft the frefh blood in thy cheekes?
en my Treafures and my rights of thee,
ce-ey'd mufing, and curft melancholly ?
iint-flumbers, I by thee haue watcht,
ird thee murmore tales of Iron Warres :
:earmes of manage to thy bounding Steed,
rage to the field. And thou haft talk’d
:s, and Retires; Trenches,Tents,
:adoes, Frontiers,Parapets,
iskes, of Canon, Culuerin,
mers ranfome, and of Souldiers flaine,
the current of a headdy fight.
rit within thee hath beene fo at Warre,
18 hath fo beftirr’d thee in thy fleepe,
ds of {weate hath ftood vpon thy Brow,
bbles in a late-difturbed Streame ;
thy face ftrange motions haue appear’d,
we fee when men reftraine their breath
e great fodaine haft, O what portents are thefe?
:avie bufineffe hath my Lord in hand,
auft know it : elfe he loues me not.
What ho ; Is Gilliams with the Packet gone ?
He is my Lord, an houre agone.
[ath Butler brought thofe horfes frd the Sheriffe?

Ser. One horfe,my Lord,he brought euen now.

Hot, What Horfe ? A Roane, a crop eare, is it not.

Ser. It is my Lord.

Hot. That Roane thall be my Throne. Well, I will
backe him ftraight. Eferance, bid Butler lead him forth
into the Parke.

La. But heare you,my Lord.

Hot, 'What fay'ft thou my Lady?

La. What is it carries you away ?

Hot. Why,my horfe(my Loue)my horfe.

La. Out you mad-headed Ape, a Weazell hath not
fuch a deale of Spleene, as you are toft with. In footh Ile
know your bufineffe Harry, that I will. I feare my Bro-
ther Mortimer doth ftirre about his Title, and hath fent
for you to line his enterprize. But if you go

Hot. So farre a foot, I fhall be weary, Loue.

La. Come,come,you Paraquito, anfwer me direély
vnto this queftion, that I fhall aske. Indeede Ile breake
thy little finger Harry, if thou wilt not tel me true.

Hot. Away,away you trifler : Loue, I loue thee not,

I care not for thee Kate: this is no world

To play with Mammets, and to tilt with lips.

We muft baue bloodie Nofes,and crack’d Crownes,

And paffe them currant too. Gods me, my horfe.

What fay'ft thou Kare'what wold’t thou haue with me?

La. Do ye not loue me? Do ye not indeed ?
Well, do not then. For fince you loue me not,
I will not loue my felfe. Do you not loue me ?
Nay,tell me if thou fpeak’ft in ieft,or no.

Hor. Come, wilt thou fee me ride ?
And when I am a-horfebacke, I will fweare
I loue thee infinitely. But hearke you Kare,
I muft not haue you henceforth,queftion me,
Whether I go : nor reafon whereabout.
Whether 1 muft, I muft: and to conclude,
This Euening muft I leaue thee,gentle Kate.
I know you wife, but yet no further wife
Then Harry Percies wife. Conftant you are,
But yet a woman : and for fecrecie,
No Lady clofer. For I will beleeue
Thou wilt not vtter what thou do'ft not know,
And {o farre wilt I truft thee,gentle Kate.

La. How fo farre?

Hot .Not an inch further. But harke you Kate,
Whither I go, thither fhall you go too:

To day will I fet forth, to morrow you.
Will this content you Kate ?
La. It muft of force.

Exeunt

Scena Quarta.

Enter Prince and Poines.

Prin. Ned,prethee come out of that fat roome, & lend
me thy hand to laugh a little.

Poines, Where haft bene Hall?

Prin. With three or foure Logger-heads, amongft 3.
or fourefcore Hogtheads. I haue founded the verie bafe
ftring of humility. Sirra, I am fworn brother to a leath of
Drawers,and can call them by their names,as Tom, Dicke,
and Francis. They take it already vpon their confidence,
that though I be but Prince of Wales, yet I am the King
of Curtefie:telling me flatly I am no proud lack like Fal-
Jaffe,but a Corinthian,a lad of mertle, a good boy, and
when I am King of England,I fhall command al the good
Laddes in Eaft-cheape. They call drinking deepe, dy-
ingScarlet ; and when you breath in your watering, then

e3 : they
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they cry hem,and bid you play it off. To conclude, I am
fo/good\a lproficient in'one! quarter of an houre, that I can
drinke with any Tinker in his owne Language during my
life. I tell thee Nedythou hatt loft much honor, that thou
wer't not with me in this a&ion : but fweet Ned,to fwee-
ten which name of Ned, I giue thee this peniworth of Su-
gar, clapt euen now into my hand by an vnder Skinker,
one that neuer fpake other Englifh in his life, then Eight
illings al:{/fx pence, and, You are welcome : with this fhril
addition, «Anon, Anon fir, Score a Pint of Baflard in the
Halfe Moone, or fo. But Ned, to driue away time till Fal-
Jfaffe come, I prythee doe thou fland in fome by-roome,
while I queftion my puny Drawer, to what end hee gaue
me the Sugar, and do neuer leaue calling Franci, that his
Tale to me may be nothing but, Anon : ftep afide, and lle
thew thee a Prefident.

Poines. Framex.

Prin, Thou art perfe&.

Poin.  Framcss,

Enter Drawer.

Fran. Anon,anon fir ; looke downe into the Pomgar-
net, Ralfe.

Prince, Come hither Franck.

Fran. My Lord.

Prin. How long haft thou to ferue, Francis ?

Fran. Forfooth fiue yeares, and as much as to————

Poin. Francis.

Fran. Anonjanon fir.

Prin. Fiue yeares : Berlady a long Leafe for the clin-
king of Pewter. But Francis, dareft thou be fo valiant, as
to play the coward with thy Indenture, & thew it a faire
paire of heeles, and run from it?

Fran, O Lord fir, Ile be {worne vpon all the Books in
England,] could finde in my heart,

Poin. Francis.

Fran. Anon,anon fir.

Prin. How old art thou, Frascs ?

Fran. Let me fee, about Michaelmas next I fhalbe——

Poin. Francis.

Fran. Anon fir, pray you ftay 2 little,my Lord.

Prin. Nay but harke you Francis, for the Sugar thou
gaueft me,'twas a penyworth,was’t not?

Fran. O Lord fir, I would it had bene two.

Prin. I will giue thee for it a thoufand pound : Aske
me when thou wilt, and thou fhalt haue it.

Poin, ' Francis.

Fran. Anon,anon.

Prin.Anon Francis? No Francis,but to morrow Fran-
cis : or Francis,on thurfday:or indeed Francis when thou
wilt. But Francis.

Fran. My Lord.

Prin, Wilt thou rob this Leatherne Ierkin, Chriftall
button, Not-pated, Agat ring, Puke ftocking, Caddice
garter, Smooth tongue, Spanith pouch.

Fran. O Lord fir,who do you meane ?

Prin. Why then your browne Baftard is your onely
drinke : for looke you Francis,your white Canuas doub-
let will fulley. In Barbary fir,it cannot come to fo much,

Fran. What fir?

Poin. Francis,

Prin. Away you Rogue,doft thou heare them call ?

Heere they both call bim, the Drawer flands amaned),
wot knowing which way to go.

Enter Uintner.
Vint. What, fland’f thou ®ill, and hear’ft fuch a cal-

ling ? Looke to the Guefts within: My Lord, olde St
Jobn with halfe a dozen more,are at the doore ¢ fhall It
them in?

Prin. Let them alone awhile, and then open the doore.
Poines.

Enter Poines.

Poin. Anon,anon fir.

Prin, Sirra, Falflaffe and the reft of the Theeues,are 2t
the doore, fhall we be merry ?

Poin. As merrie as Crickets my Lad. ~ But barke yee,
What cunning match haue you made with this icft of the
Drawer? Come, what's the iffue ?

Prin.I am now of all humors,that haue fhewed them.
felues humors, fince the old dayes of goodman Adem, o
the pupill age of this prefent twelue a clock at midnight
What's a clocke Francis ?

Fran. Anon,anon fir.

Prin, That cuer this Fellow fhould haue fewer words
then a Parret, and yet the fonne of 2 Woman. His inde-
ftry is vp-ftaires and down-ftaires, his eloquence the par-
cell of a reckoning. I am not yet of Percies mind,the Hot-

. fpurre of the North, he that killes me fome fixe or feaven

dozen of Scots at a Breakfaft, wathes his hands, and faies
to his wife ; Fie vpon this quiet life, I want worke. O my
{weet Harry fayes fhe, how many haft thou kill'd to day
Giue my Roane horfe a drench (fayes hee) and anfwerss,
fome fourteene,an houre after : a trifle,a trifle. I prethee
call in Falfiaffe, Ile play Percy, and that damn’'d Brawne
thall play Dame cMortimer his wife.Rino,fayes the drun-
kard. Call in Ribs, call in Tallow.

Enter Falfiaffe.

Poin. Welcome lacke,where haft thou beene?

Fal. A plague of all Cowards I fay, and a Vengeance
too, marry and Amen. Giue me a cup of Sacke Boy. Er
I leade this life long, Ile fowe ncther flockes, and mend
them too. A plague of all cowards. Giue me a Cup of
Sacke, Rogue. Is there no Vertue extant?

Prin. Didft thou neuer fee Titan kitle a difh of Butter,
pittifull hearted Titan that melted at the fweete Taleof
the Sunne? If thou didft, then behold that compound.

Fal. You Rogue, heere’s Lime in this Sacke too:there
is nothing but Roguery to be found in Villanous man;yet
a Coward is worfe then a Cup of Sack with lime. A vil-
lanous Coward, go thy wayes old Iacke, dic when thos
wilt,if manhood,good manhood be not forgot vpon the
face of the earth,then am I a fhotten Herring : there lives
not three good men vnhang'd in England, & one of them
is fat, and growes old, God helpe the while,a bad world ]
fay. I would I were a2 Weauer, I could fing all manner of
fongs. A plague of all Cowards,] fay flill.

Prin. How now Woolfacke,what mntter you?

Fal. A Kings Sonne? If I do not beate thee out of thy
Kingdome with a dagger of Lath, and driue all thy Sub-
ie@s afore thee like a flocke of Wilde-geefe, Ile neuver
weare haire on my face more. You Prince of Wales ?

Prin, Why you horfon round man?what’s the matter!

Fal. Are you not a Coward? Anfwer me to that, and
Poines there ?

Prin. Ye fatch paunch, and yee call mee Coward, I
ftab thee.

Fal. 1 call thee Coward ? Ile fee thee damn'd erelall
the Coward: but I would giue a thoufand pound 1 could
run as faft as thou canft. You are ftraight enough in the
fhoulders, you care not who fees your backe : Call t{:

t
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that backing of your friends? a plague vpon fuch bac-
king : giue me/them|that(will face/me._/Giue me a Cup
of Sack, I am a Rogue if I drunke to day.

Prince. O Villaine, thy Lippes are
thou drunk'ft laft.

Falff. All's one for that.

A plague of all Cowards fill,fay I.

Prince. What's the matter ?

Falff. What's the matter ? here be foure of ve, haue
ta’ne a thoufand pound this Morning,
Prince. Where is ity Jack ? where is it ?
Falfi. Whereisit ? taken from vs, itis : a hundred
vpon poore foure of vs.
Prince. What,a hundred, man ?
FalB. 1 am a Rogue,if I were not at halfe Sword with
a dozen of them two houres together. I haue fcaped by
miracle. I am eight times thruft through the Doublet,
foure through the Hofe, my Buckler cut through and
through, my Sword hackt like a Hand-faw, ece fignum.
I neuer dealt better fince I was a man : all would not doe.
A plague of all Cowards : let them fpeake ; if they fpeake
more or lefle then truth,they are villaines, and the fonnes
of darknefle.

Prince. Speake firs,how was it?

Gad. We foure fet vpon fome dozen.

Falff. Sixteene,at leaft,my Lord.

Gad. And bound them.

Pets. No, no, they were not bound.

Falf. You Rogue, they were bound, euery man of
them, or I am a Iew clfe,an Ebrew Iew.

Gad. As we were fharing,fome fixe or feuen freth men
fet vpon vs.

Falf. And vnbound the reft, and then come in the
other.

Prince. What,fought yee with them all ?

Falf. All? I know not what yee call all ¢ but if I
fought not with fiftie of them, I am a bunch of Radifh :
if there were not two or three and fiftic vpon poore olde
Lack, then am I no two-legg'd Creature.
leu'n. Pray Heauen, you haue not murthered fome of

em

He drinkes.

Falf. Nay, that's paft praying for; I haue pepper’d
two of them : Two I am fure I haue payed, two Rogues
in Buckrom Sutes. I tell thee what, Ha/, if I tell thee a
Lye,fpit in my face,call me Horfe: thou knoweft my olde
word: here I lay,and thus I bore my point ; foure Rogues
in Buckrom let driue at me.

Prince. W hat,foure? thou fayd'ft but two,euen now.
¢ Falff. Foure Hal,I told thee foure.

Poin. 1,1,he faid foure.

Falff. Thefe foure came all a-front, and mainely thruft
at me ; I made no more adoe, but tooke all their feuen
points in my Targuet, thus.

Prince. Scuen? why there were but foure, euen now.

Falft. In Buckrom.

Poin, I,foure,in Buckrom Sutes.

Falft. Seuen,by thefe Hilts,or I am a Villaine elfe.

Pria. Prethee let him alone,we fhall haue more anon.

Falft. Doeft thou heare me,Hal ?

Prin. I,and marke thee too, Jack. .

Faif. Doe fo, for it is worth the liftning too : thefe
nine in Buckrom,that I told thee of.

Pris. So,two more alreadie.

Falff. Their Points being broken,

Poin. Downe fell his Hofe.

Fa/f. Began to giue me ground : but I followed me

e wip'd, fince.

clofe,came in foot and hand;and with a thought ,feuen of
the eleuen I pay'd.

Prin. O monftrous ! eleuen Buckrom men growne
out of two ?

Falf. But as the Deuill would haue it, three mif-be-
gotten Knaues, in Kendall Greene, came at my Back, and
let driue at me ; for it was fo darke,Has/,that thou could’f
not fee thy Hand.

Prin. Thefe Lyes are like the Father that begets them,
grofle as a Mountaine, open, palpable. 'Why thou Chy-
brayn'd Guts, thou Kno:x-pa:ed Foole, thou Hotfon ob-
fcene greafic Tallow Catch.

Falf. What,art thou mad ? arc thou mad ? is not the
truth,the truth ?

Prin. Why, how could’ft thou know thefe men in
Kendall Greene, when it was fo darke, thou could’ft not
fee thy Hand ¢ Come, tell vs your reafon:what fay’ft thou
to this ?

Poin. Come,your reafon lack, your reafon.

Falf. What,vpon compulfion ? No: were I at the
Strappado, or all the Racks in the World, I would not
tell you on compulfion. Giue you a reafon on compulfi-
on? If Reafons were as plentie as Black-berries,I would
giue no man a Reafon vpon compulfion,l,

Prin. Ile be no longer guiltie of this finne, This fan-
guine Coward, this Bed-preffer,this Horf-back-breaker,
this huge Hill of Fleth, .

Falff. Away you Starueling, you Elfe-skin,you dried
Neats tongue, Bulles-piffell, you ftocke-fith:O for breth
to vtter. What is like thee? You Tailors yard,you theath
you Bow-cafe,you vile ftanding tucke.

Prin. Well, breath a-while,and then to’t againe : and
when thou haft tyr'd thy (elfe in bafe comparifons, heare
me fpeake but thus,

Poin. Marke lacke.

Prin. We two,faw you foure fet on foure and bound
them,and were Mafters of their Wealth : mark now how
a plaine Tale fhall put you downe. Then did we two, fet
on you foure,and with a word, outfac’d you from your
prize,and haue it: yea, and can thew it you in the Houfe .
And Falfiaffe,you caried your Guts away as nimbly,with
as quicke dexteritie,and roared for mercy, and fill ranne
and roar'd, as euer I heard Bull-Calfe. What a Slaue art
thou, to hacke thy fword as thou haft done,and then fay
it was in fight. What trick? what deuice ? what ftarting
hole canft thou now find out,to hide thee from this open
and apparant thame ?

Poines. Come, let’s heare Iacke : What tricke haft
thou now ?

Fal. Tknew ye as well as he that made ye. Why heare
ye my Mafters, was it for me to kill the Heire apparant ?
Should I turne vpon the true Prince? Why,thou knoweft
1 am as valiant as Hercules : but beware Inftiné, the Lion
will not touch the true Prince : Inftin& is a great matter.
I was a Coward on Inftin& : I fhall thinke the better of
my felfe, and thee, during my life : I, for a valiant Lion,
and thou for a true Prince. But Lads, I am glad you baue
the Mony. Hoftefle,clap to the doores: watch to night,
pray to morrow. Gallants, Lads, Boyes, Harts of Gold,
all the good Titles of Fellowthip come to you. What, |.

‘fhall we be merry? fhall we haue.a Play extempory.

Prin. Content,and the argument fhall be, thy runing
away.

Fal. A,no more of that Hall/, and thou loueft me,

Enter Hofieffe.

Hoff. My Lord, the Prince ?

Prin.
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Prin, How now my Lady the Hoftefle , what fay'ft
thou \to'me ?

Hofieffe. Marry,my Lord, there is a Noble man of the
Court at doore would fpeake with you: hee fayes, hee
comes from your Father.

Prin. Giue him as much as will make him a Royall
man,and fend him backe againe to my Mother.

Falfi. What manner of man is hee ?

Hofleffe. An old man.

Falf?, What doth Grauitie out of his Bed at Midnight?
Shall I giue him his anfwere ?

Prin. Prethee doe lacke.

Falfp. 'Faithyand Ile fend him packing. Exit.

Prince. Now Sirs: you fought faire; fo did you
Pero, fo did you Bardel: you are Lyons too, you ranne
away vpon inftin@ : you will not touch the true Prince;
no, fie. .

Bard. °Faith,I ranne when I faw others runne.

Prin. Tell mee now in earneft, how came Falfiaffes
Sword fo hackt ¢

Peto. Why, he hacke it with his Dagger, and faid, hee
would fweare truth out of England, but hee would make
you beleeue it was done in fight,and perfwaded vs to doe
the like.

Bard. Yea,and to tickle our Nofes with Spear-grafle,
to make them bleed, and then to beflubber our garments
with it, and fweare it was the blood of true men. Idid
that I did not this feuen yeeres before, I blutht to heare
his monftrous deuices.

Prin. O Villaine, thou ftoleft 2 Cup of Sacke eigh-
teene yeeres agoe, and wert taken with the manner, and
euer fince thou haft blutht extempore : thou hadft fire
and fword on thy fide, and yet thou ranft away ; what
inftin@ hadft thou for it ?

Bard. My Lord, doe you fee thefe Meteors ? doe you
behold thefe Exhalations ?

Prin. 1 doe.

Bard. What thinke you they portend?

Prin. Hot Liuers,and cold Purfes.

Bard. Choler,my Lord, if rightly taken.

Prin. No, if rightly taken, Halter.

Enter Falfiaffe.

Heere comes leane Iacke,beere comes bare-bone. How
now my fweet Creature of Bombaft, how long is't agoe,
lacke, fince thou faw'ft thine owne Knee ?

Falff. My owne Knee? When I was about thy yeeres
(Hal) I was not an Eagles Talent in the Wafte, I could
haue crept into any Aldermans Thumbe-Ring : a plague
of fighing and griefe, it blowes a man vp like a Bladder.
There’s villanous Newes abroad : heere was Sir Jobn
Braby from your Fatber ; you muft goe to the Court in
the Morning. The fame mad fellow of the North, Percy;
and hee of Wales, that gaue e4mamon the Baftinado,
and made Lucifer Cuckold, and fwore the Deuill his true
Liege-man vpon the Croffe of a Welch-hooke ; what a
plague call you him?

Poin. O ,Glendower.

Falfi. Owen,Owen ; the fame, and his Sonne in Law
eMortimer, and old Nortbumberland, and the fprightly
Scot of Scots, Dowglas, that runnes a2 Horfe-backe vp a
Hill perpendicular.

Prin. Hee that rides at high fpeede,and with a Piftoll
kills a Sparrow flying.

Falff. You haue hit it.

Prin. So did he neuer the Sparrow.

Falfi. Well, that Rafcall hath good mettall in him,
hee will not runne.

Prin. Why, what a Rafcall art thou then, to prayfe him
fo for running #

Falf.. A Horfe-backe (ye Cuckoe) but a foot hee will
not budge a foot.

Prin. Yes lacke,vpon inftin&,

Falfs. 1 grant ye,vpon inftin@ : Well, hee is there too,
and one cMordake, and a thoufand blew-Cappes more.
Worcefler is flolne away by Night : thy Fathers Beard is
turn’d white with the Newes ; you may buy Land now
as cheape as ftinking Mackrell.

Prin. Then 'tis like,if there come a hot Sunne,and this
ciuill buffetting hold, wee thall buy Maiden-heads a
they buy Hob-nayles, by the Hundreds,

Falft, By the Mafle Lad, thou fay’ft true, it is like wee
thall haue good trading that way. But tell me Hal, art
not thou horrible afear’d? thou being Heire apparant,
could the World picke thee out three fuch Enemyes a-
gaine, as that Fiend Dowglas, that Spirit Percy, and that
Deuill Glendower  Art not thou horrible afraid ? Doth
not thy blood thrill at it ?

Prin. Not a whit: I lacke fome of thy inftin&.

Falff. Well,thou wilt be horrible chidde to morrow,
when thou commeft to thy Father : if thou doe loue me,
praife an anfwere.

Prin. Doe thou ftand for my Father,and examine mee
vpon the particulars of my Life.

Falff. Shall 1? content: This Chayre fhall bee my
State, this Dagger my Scepter , and this Cufhion my
Crowne.

Prin. Thy State is taken for a Ioyn'd-Stoole, thy Gol-
den Scepter for a Leaden Dagger, and thy precious rich
Crowne, for a pittifull bald Crowne.

Falft. Well,and the fire of Grace be not quite out of
thee, now fhalt thou be moued. Giue me a Cup of Sacke
to make mine eyes looke redde, that it may be thought I
haue wept, for I muft fpeake in paffion, and I will doe it
in King Cambyfes vaine.

Prin. Well,heere is my Legge.

Falft. And heere is my {peech : ftand afide Nobilitie.

Hofleffe, This is excellent fport, yfaith.

Falff. Weepe not, fweet Queene, for trickling tearss
are vaine.

Hofieffe. O the Father, how hee holdes his counte-
nance ?

Falft. For Gods fake Lords, conuey my truftfull Quees,
For teares doe ftop the floud-gates of her eyes. ]

Hofleffe. O rare, he doth it as like one of thefe lurlw’
Players, as euer I fee.

Falff. Peace good Pint-pot,peace good Tickle-braine.
Harry, 1 doe not oncly maruell where thou fpendeft thy
time ; but alfo, how thou art accompanied : For though
the Camomile, the more it is troden,the fafter it growes;
yet Youth, the more it is wafted, the fooner it weare.
Thou art my Sonne : 1 haue partly thy Mothers Word,
partly my Opinion ; but chiefely, a vill tricke of
thine Eye,and a foolith hanging of thy nether Lippe, that
doth warranteme. If then thou be Sonne to mee, heere
lyeth the point : why, being Sonne to me, art thou fo
poynted at # Shall the blefled Sonne of Heauen proue 2
Micher, and eate Black-berryes ? a queftion not to bee
askt. Shall the Sonne of England proue a Theefe, and
take Purfes ? a queftion to be askt. There is a thing
Harry, which thou haft often heard of,and it is knowne t
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sur Land, by the Name of Pitch : this Pitch (as
Vriters doe 'report)doth-defile; o doth' the com-
u keepeft : for Harry, now I doe not {peake to
'rinke, but in Teares; not in Pleafure,but in Paf-
st in Words onely, but in Woes alfo : and yet
vertuous man, whom I haue often noted in thy
» but I know not his Name.

What manner of man, and it like your Ma-

A goodly portly man yfaith, and a corpulent,
wrefull Looke, a pleafing Eye, and a moft noble
and as I thinke,his age fome fiftie, or(byrlady)

to threefcore ; and now I remember mee, his
Falfiaffe : if that man fhould be lewdly giuen,
ues mee ; for Harry, I fee Vertue in his Lookes.
1¢ Tree may be knowne by the Fruit,as the Fruit
ree, then peremptorily I {peake it, there is Vertue
alffiaffe : him keepe with, the reft banith, And
10w, thou naughtie Varlet, tell mee, where hat
ie this moneth ¢
do'ft thou fpeake like a King ? doe thou ftand
and lle play my Father.

Depofe me : if thou do'ft it halfe fo grauely, fo
ly, both in word and matter ,hang me vp by the
- a Rabbet-fucker, or a Poulters Hare,
Well,heere I am fet.

And heere I ftand : iudge my Mafters.

Now Harry, whence come you ?

My Noble Lord, from Eaft-cheape.

Che complaints I heare of thee,are grieuous.
Yfaith, my Lord, they are falfe : Nay, lle tickle
young Prince.

Sweareft thou, vngracious Boy ? henceforth
ke on me: thou art violently carryed away from
there is a2 Deuill haunts thee,in the likenefle of a
fan ; a Tunne of Man is thy Companion: Why
1 conuerfe with that Trunke of Humors, that
Hutch of Beaftlineffe, that fwolne Parcell of
that huge Bombard of Sacke, that ftuft Cloake-
Guts, that rofted Manning Tree Oxe with the
in his Belly, that reuerend Vice, that grey Ini-
at Father Ruffian, that Vanitie in yeeres? where-
ood, but to tafte Sacke, and drinke it ? wherein
cleanly, but to carue a Capon,and eat it ? where-
ng, but in Craft? whercin Craftie, but in Villa-
erein Villanous,but in all things ? wherein wor-
n nothing ¢
I would your Grace would take me with you:
eanes your Grace ¢

That villanous abhominable mis-leader of
alaffe, that old white-bearded Sathan.

My Lord, the man I know.

. I know thou do’ft.

But to fay, I know more harme in him then in
were to fay more then I know. That hee is olde
¢ the pittie) his white hayres doe witnefle it :
hee is (fauing your reuerence) a Whore-ma-
I veterly deny. If Sacke and Sugar bee a fault,
relpe the Wicked : if to be olde and merry, be a
n many an olde Hofte that I know, is damn'd :
at, be to be hated, then Pbaraobs leane Kine are
ied. No, my good Lord, banith Pero, banith
, banith Poimes : but for {weete lacke Falftaffe,
ke Falfaffe, true lacke FalRaffe, valiant Jacke Fal-
therefore more valiant,being as hee is olde Jack

banith not bim thy Harryes companie, banith

not him thy Harryes companie ; banith plumpe JTacke,and
banifh all the World.
Prince. I doe, I will.

Enter Bardolpb running.

Bard, O, my Lord, my Lord, the Sherife, with a moft
moft monftrous Watch, is at the doore.

Falfi. Out you Rogue,play out the Play:I haue much
to fay in the behalfe of that Falfiaffe.

Esnter the Hofieffe.

Hofteffe. O, my Lord, my Lord.

Falff. Heigh, heigh, the Deuill rides vpon a Fiddle-
fticke : what's the matter ¢

Hofleffe. The Sherife and all the Watch are at the
doore : they are come to fearch the Houfe, fhall I let |
them in?

Falfi. Do'ft thou heare Hal , neuer call a true peece of
Gold a Counterfeit : thou art eflentially made, without
feeming fo.

Prince. And thou a naturall Coward, without in-
ftin&.

Falff. 1 deny your cMaior : if you will deny the
Sherife,fo : if not, let him enter. If I become not a Cart
as well as another man, a plague on my bringing vp : I
hope I fhall as foone be ftrangled with a Halter, as ano-
ther.

Prince. Goe hide thee behinde the Arras, the reft
walke vp aboue. Now my Mafters, for a true Face and
good Confcience.

Falf. Both which I haue had : but their date is out,
and therefore Ile hide me. Exit.

Prince. Call in the Sherife.

Enter Sberife and the Carrier.

Prince. Now Mafter Sherife, what is your will with
mee ?

Sbe. Firft pardon me,my Lord. A Hue and Cry hath
followed certaine men vnto this houfe.

Prince.  'What men ?

Sbe. One of them is well knowne,my gracious Lord,
a groffe fat man.

Car. As fat as Butter.

Prince. The man, ] doe aflure you,is not heere,
For I my felfe at this time haue imploy'd him :
And Sherife, I will engage my word to thee,
That I will by to morrow Dinner time,
Send him to an{were thee, or any man,
For any thing he fhall be charg’d withall :
And fo let me entreat you, leaue the houfe.

Sbe. I will,my Lord : there are two Gentlemen
Haue in this Robberie loft three hundred Markes.

Prince. It may be fo : if he haue robb’d thefe men,
He fhall be anfwerable : and fo farewell.

She. Good Night,my Noble Lord.

Prince. 1 thinke it is good Morrow,is it not?

Sbe. Indeede,my Lord, I thinke it be two a Clocke.

Exit.

Prince. This oyly Rafcall is knowne as well as Poules:
goe call him forz.

Peto. Falfiaffe # faft afleepe behinde the Arras, and
fnorting like a Horfe.

Prince. Harke, how hard he fetches breath : fearch his
Pockets. He
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He | fearcheth bic. Pockets , and findeth
certaine ' Papers.
Prince. What haft thou found?
Peto. Nothing but Papers, my Lord.
Prince. Let’s fee, what be they ? reade them.
Peto. Item,a Capon.
Item, Sawce.
Item,Sacke, two Gallons.

ii.eiid.
jiii.d.
v.s.viii.d.

Item, Anchoues and Sacke after Supper. ii.s.vi.d.
Item, Bread. ob.
Prince. O monftrous, but one halfe penny.worth of

Bread to this intollerable deale of Sacke ¢ What there is
elfe, keepe clofe, wee'le reade it at more aduantage : there
let him fleepe till day. Ile to the Court in the Morning :
Wee muft all to the Warres,and thy place fhall be hono-
‘| rable. lle procure this fat Rogue a Charge of Foot,

and I know his death will be a Match of Twelue-fcore.
The Money fhall be pay’d backe againe with aduantage.
Be with me betimes in the Morning: and fo good mor-
tow Peto,

Peto. Good morrow,good my Lord. Exeunt.

Aétus Tertius. Scena ‘Prima.

Enter Hotfpurre, Worcefler, Lord Mortimer,
Owen Glendower.

Mort. Thefe promifes are faire, the parties fure,
And our indu@ion full of profperous hope.

Hotfp. Lord cMortimer, and Coufin Glendzwer,
Will you fit downe ?

And Vnckle Worcefler ; a plague vpon i
I haue forgot the h{;ppe. F pon T
Glend. No,here it is:
Sit Coufin Percy,fit good Coufin Hotfurre :
For by that Name;,as oft as Lancafler doth fpeake of you,
His Cheekes looke pale,and with a rifing figh,
He witheth you in Heauen.

Hot/p. And you in Hell,as oft as he heares Owen Glen-
dower {poke of.

Glend. 1 cannot blame him : At my Natiuitie,

The front of Heauen was full of fierie thapes,

Of burning Creffets : and at my Birth,

The frame and foundation of the Earth

Shak'd like a Coward. ’

Hot/p. Why fo it would haue done at the fame feafon,
if your Mothers Cat had but kittend, though your fcife
had neuer beene borne.

Glend. 1 fay the Earth did fhake when I was borne.

Hotfp. And I fay the Earth was not of my minde,

If you fuppofe, as fearing you, it thooke.

Glend. The Heauens were all on fire, the Earth did
tremble.

Hotfp. Oh, then the Earth thooke
To fee the Heauens on fire,

And not in feare of your Natiuitie.

Difeafed Nature oftentimes breakes forth

In firange eruptions ; and the teeming Earth

Is with a kinde of Collick pincht and vext,

By the imprifoning of varuly Winde

Within her Wombe : which for enlargement firiving,
Shakes the old Beldame Earth,and tombles downe

Steeples,and moffe-growne Towers. At your Birth,
Our Grandam Earth, hauing this ditemperature,
In paflion fhooke.
Glend. Coufin : of many men
1 doe not beare thefe Croffings : Giue me leaue
To tell you once againe, that at my Birth
The front of Heaven was full of fierie fhapes,
The Goates ranne from the Mountaines,and the Heards
Were ftrangely clamorous to the frighted fields :
Thefe fignes haue markt me extraordinarie,
And all the courfes of my Life doe thew,
I am not in the Roll of common men.
Where is the Living, clipt in with the Sea,
That chides the Bankes of England, Scotland, and Wala,
Which calls me Pupill,or hath read to me?
And bring him out, that is but Womans Sonne,
Can trace me in the tedious wayes of Art,
And hold me pace in deepe experiments.
Hotfp. 1thinke there’s no man fpeakes better Welth:
Ile to Dinner.
Mort. Peace Coufin Percy, you will make him mad.
Glend. 1 can call Spirits from the vaftie Deepe.
Hot/p. Why fo can 1,0r fo can any man :
But will they come, when you doe call for them ?
Glend. Why, I can teach thee, Coufin; to command the
Deuill.
Hotfp. And I can teach thee,Coufin,to fhame the Deuil,
By telling truth.  Tel! truth, and foame the Dexill.
l! thou haue power to rayfe him, bring him hither,
And Ile be fworne, I haue power to thame him hence.
Oh, while you liue, tell truth,and fhame the Deuill.
hc/'l{art. Come, come, no more of this vnprofitable
Chat.
Glend. Three times hath Henry Bullingbrooke made head
Againft my Power: thrice from the Banks of Wye,
And fandy-bottom’d Seuerne, haue I hent him
Bootlefle home,and Weather-beaten backe,
Hotfp. Home without Bootes,
And in foule Weather too,
How fcapes he Agues in the Deuils name?
Glend. Come, heere’s the Mappe
Shall wee diuide our Right,
According to our three-fold order ta’ne ?
Mort. The Arch-Deacon hath dinided it
Into three Limits, very equally :
England, from Trent,and Seuerne, hitherto,
By South and Eaft,is to my part affign’d :
All Weftward, Wales, beyond the Seuerne fhore,
And all the fertile Land within that bound,
To Owen Glendower :  And deare Couze, to you
The remnant Northward, lying off from Trent.
And our Indentures Tripartite are drawne @
Which being fealed enterchangeably,
(A Bufineffe that this Night may execute)
To morrow, Coufin Percy,you and I,.
And my good Lord of Worcefter, will fet forth,
To meete your Father,and the Scottith Power,
As is appointed vs at Shrewsbury.
My Father Glendower is not readie yet,
Nor fhall wee neede his helpe thefe foureteene dayes:
Within that fpace,you may haue drawne together
Your Tenants, Friends, and neighbouring Gentlemen.
Glend. A fhorter time fhall fend me to you, Lords:
And in my Condu@ fhall your Ladies come,
From whom you now muft fteale,and take no leaue,
For there will be 2 World of Water fhed,
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wrting of your Wiues and you.
¢ thinks 'my Moity, North -from 'Burton here,
equals not one of yours:
s Riuer comes me cranking in,
: from the beft of all my Land,
& Moone,a monftrous Cantle out.

Currant in this place damn'd vp,

e {fmug and Siluer Trent fhall runne,
1annell, faire and cuenly :
vinde with fuch a deepe indent,
f fo rich a Bottome here.
>t winde? it fhall, it muft,you fee it doth.
:a, but marke how he beares his courfe,

me vp, with like aduantage on the other fide,
oppofed Continent as much,
ther fide it takes from you.
a,but a little Charge will trench him here,
North fide winne this Cape of Land,

runnes ftraight an? euen.
: haue it {o,a little Charge will doe it,
: not haue it alter’d.

ill not you ?
> nor you fhall not.
ho fhall fay me nay?

hy,that will L.
t me not vaderftand you then, fpeake it in

:an {peake Englith, Lord,as well as you:
1yn'd vp in the Englith Court;
g but young, I framed to the Harpe

glith Dittie, louely well,
e Tongue a helpefull Ornament ;
at was neuer feene in you.
irry,and I am glad of it with all my heart,
be a Kitten,and cry mew,

thefe fame Meeter Ballad-mongers :

heare a Brazen Candleftick turn’d,
1¢eele grate on the Axle-tree,
wld fet my teeth nothing an edge,
nuch, as mincing Poetrie;

forc’t gate of a thuffling Nagge.

me, you fhall haue Trent turn’d.

oe not care: Ile giue thrice {fo much Land
-deferuing friend ;

ray of Bargaine, marke ye me,

the ninth part of a hayre.

:ntures drawne? fhall we be gone ?

1e Moone fhines faire,

ay by Night:

Writer; and withall,

your Wiues, of your departure hence :

ny Daughter will runne madde,

doteth on her Mortimer. Exit.
ie, Coubin Percy, how you croffc my Fa-

annot chufe : fometime he angers me,
me of the Moldwarpe and the Ant,
mer <Merlin, and his Prophecies 3
agon, and a finne-lefle Fifh,

d Griffin,and 2 moulten Rauen,
Lyon,and a ramping Cat,

leale of skimble-skamble Stuffe,
tom my Faith. I tell you what,
laft Night,at leaft, nine howres,

vp the feuerall Deuils Names,

is Lacqueyes :

I cry’d hum, and well, goe too,
But mark’d him not a word. O, he is as tedious
As a tyred Horfe, a rayling Wife,
Worfe then a fmoakie Houfe. I had rather live
With Cheefe and Garlick in 2 Windmill farre,
Then feede on Cates,and haue him talke to me,
In any Summer-Houfe in Chriftendome.
Mort. In faith he was a worthy Geatleman, -
Exceeding well read,and profited,
In ftrange Concealements:
Valiant as a Lyon,and wondrous affable,
And as bountifull, as Mynes of India.
Shall I tell you, Coufin,
He holds your temper in a high refpe&,
And curbes himfelfe, euen of his naturall fcope,
When you doe croffe his humor:faith he does,
I warrant you, that man is not aliue,
Might fo haue tempted him,as you haue done,
Without the tafte of danger,and reproofe :
But doe not vfe it oft,let me entreat you.
Wore. In faith,my Lord, you are too wilfull blame,
And fince your comming hither, haue done enough,
To put him quite befides his patience.
You muft needes learne, Lord, to amend this fault:
Though fometimes it fhew Greatnefle, Courage, Blood,
And that’s the deareft grace it renders you;
Yet oftentimes it doth prefent harth Rage,
Defe& of Manners, want of Gouernment,
Pride, Haughtineffe, Opinion,and Difdaine :
The leaft of which, haunting a Nobleman,
Lofeth mens hearts,and leaues behinde a ftayne
Vpon the beautie of all parts befides,
Beguiling them of commendation.
Hot/p. Well, [ am fchool'd :
Good be your fpeede;
Heere come your Wiues,and let vs take our leauc.

Enter Glendewer, with the Ladies.

Mort. This is the deadly. {pight, that angers me,
My Wife can fpeake no Englith,I no Welth.

Glend.My Daughter weepes, fhee’le not part with you,
Shee’le be a Souldier too, fhee'le to the Warres.

Mort.Good Father tell her, that fhe and my Aunt Percy
Shall follow in your Condu@ fpeedily.

lendower [Peakes to ber in Welft, and fbe an-
g Jweres bim in the fanf ol e

Glend. Shee is defperate heere:
A peeuifh felfe-will'd Harlotry,
One that no perfwafion can doe good vpon,

The Lady [Peakes in Welfb.

Mort. I vnderftand thy Lookes: that pretty Welth
Which thou powr’ft down from thefe fwelling Heauens,
I am too perfe@in: and but for thame,

In fuch a parley thould I an{were thee.

Tbe Lady againe in Welfb.

Mort. 1 vnderftand thy Kiffes,and thou mine,
And that’s a feeling difputation :
But I will neuer be a Truant, Loue,
Till I haue learn’d thy Language:for thy tongue Mak
akes
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Makes Welth as {weet as Ditties highly penn’d,
Sung 'by'a faire Queene'in 'a Summers Bowre,
With rauithing Divifion to her Lute.
Glend. Nay,if thou melt,then will the runne madde.

The Lady ﬁmkn againe in Welfb.

eMort. O,]am Ignorance it felfe in this.
Glend. She bids you,
On the wanton Ruthes lay you downe,
And reft your gentle Head vpon her Lappe,
And fhe will fing the Song that pleafeth you,
And on your Eye-lids Crowne the God of Sleepe,
Charming your blood with pleafing heauineffe ;
Making Fuch difference betwixt Wake and Sleepe,
As is the difference betwixt Day and Night,
The houre before the Heauenly Harneis’'d Teeme
Begins his Golden Progreffe in the Eaft.
Mort.With all my heart Ile fit,and heare her fing:
By that time will our Booke, I thinke,be drawne.
Glend. Doe fo:
And thofe Mufitians that fhall play to you,
Hang in the Ayre a thoufand Leagues from thence ;
And ftraight they fhall be here: fit, and attend.
Hotfp. Come Kate,thou art perfe in lying downe :
Come, quicke, quicke, that I may lay my Head in thy
Lappe.
Lady. Goe,ye giddy-Goofe.

The Muficke playes.

Hot/p. Now I perceiue the Deuill vnderftands Welth,
And 'tis no maruell he is fo humorous:
Byrlady hee’s a good Mufitian.

Lady. Then would you be nothing but Muficall,
For you are altogether gouerned by humors :
Lye ftill ye Theefe,and heare the Lady fing in Welth.

Hotfp. I had rather heare (Lady) my Brach howle in
Irith.

Lady. Would'ft haue thy Head broken ?

Hot/p. No.

Lady. Then be flill.

Hotfp. Neyther,’tis 2 Womans falt.

Lady. Now God helpe thee.

Hotp. To the Welth Ladies Bed.

Lady. What's that?

Hotfp. Peace,fhee fings.

Heere the Lady fings a Welfb Song.

Hot/p. Come,Ile haue your Song too.
Lady. Not mine,in good footh.
Hotfp. Not yours,in good footh ?
You fweare like a Comfit-makers Wife :
Not you,in good footh ; and,as true as I live ;
And,as God fhall mend me ; and,as fure as day :
And giueft fuch Sarcenet furetie for thy Oathes,
As if thou neuer walk'ft further then Finsbury.
Sweare me, Kare,like a Lady,as thou art,
A good mouth-filling Oath: and leaue in footh,
And fuch proteft of Pepper Ginger-bread,
To Veluet-Guards,and Sunday-Citizens.
Come, fing.
Lady. I will not fing.
Hot/p. "Tis the next way to turne “Taylor, orbe Red-
breft teacher: and the Indentures be drawne, Ile away

!
v’
\

‘Had I fo lauith of my prefence beene,

within thefe two howres: and fo come in, when yee
will. Exit.

Glend. Come, come, Lord Mortimer,you are as flow,
As hot Lord Percy is on fire to goe.
By this our Booke is drawne : wee'le but feale,
And then to Horfe immediately.

Mort. With all my heart, Exeunt.

Scena Secunda.

Enter the King, Prince of Wales,and otbers.

King. Lords, giue vs leaue:
The Prince of Wales,and I,
Muft haue fome private conference :
But be neere at hand,
For wee fhall prefently haue neede of you,
Exeunt Lords.
I know not whether Heauen will haue it fo,
For fome difpleafing feruice I haue done;
That in his fecret Doome, out of my Blood,
Hee'le breede Reuengement,and a Scourge for me:
But thou do't in thy paffages of Life,
Make me beleeue, that thou art onely mark'd
For the hot vengeance, and the Rod of heauen
To punith my Miftreadings. Tell me elfe,
Could fuch inordinate and low defires,
Such poore, fuch bare, fuch lewd,fuch meane attempts,
Such barren pleafures, rude focietie,
As thou art matcht withall,and grafted too,
Accompanie the greatnefle of thy blood,
And hold their leuell with thy Princely heart?
Prince. So pleafe your Maietty, I would I could
Quit all offences witz as cleare excufe,
As well as I am doubtlefle I can purge
My felfe of many I am charg’d withall :
Yet fuch extenuation let me begge,
As in reproofe of many Tales deuis’d,
Which oft the Eare of Greatneffe needes muft heare,
By fmiling Pick-thankes, and bafe Newes-mongers;
I may for fome things true, wherein my youth
Hath faultie wandred,and irregular,
Finde pardon on my true fubmiffion.
King. Heauen pardon thee :
Yet let me wonder, Harry,
At thy affe@ions, which doe hold a Wing
Quite from the flight of all thy anceftors.
Thy place in Councell thou haft rudely loft,
Which by thy younger Brother is fupply’de ;
And art almoft an alien to the hearts
Of all the Court and Princes of my blood.
The hope and expe@ation of thy time
Is ruip’d,and the Soule of euery man
Prophetically doe fore-thinke thy fall.

So common hackney'd in the eyes of men,
So ftale and cheape to vulgar Company ;
Opinion, that did helpe me to the Crowne,
Had ftill kept loyall to poffeffion,

And left me in reputeleffe banithment,

A fellow of no marke, nor likelyhood.

By being feldome feene, [ could not ftirre,
But like a Comet,I was wondred at,

That
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n would tell their, Children, This is hee :
rould fay; Where; Which'is Bullingbrooke.
n I ftole all Courtefie from Heauen,
R my felfe in fuch Humilitie,

id plucke Allegeance from mens hearts,
owts and Salutations from their mouthes,
the prefence of the Crowned King.
iid keepe my Perfon frefh and new,
ence like a Robe Pontificall,
:ne, but wondred at : and fo my State,
but fumptuous, thewed like a Feaft,
ane by rarenefle fuch Solemnitie.
sping King hee ambled vp and downe,
illow Iefters,and rath Bauin Wits,
ndled,and foone burnt,carded his State,
his Royaltie with Carping Fooles,
great Name prophaned with their Scornes,
¢ his Countenance, againft his Name,
1 at gybing Boyes, and ftand the pufh
Beardlefle vaine Comparatiue ;
Companion to the Streetes,
1 himfelfe to Popularitie :

ng dayly {fwallowed by mens Eyes,
feted with Honey,and began to loathe
¢ of Sweetnefle, whereof a little
en a little,is by much too much.

he had occafion to be feene,
but as the Cuckow is in Iune,
ot regarded : feene but with fuch Eyes,
and blunted with Communitie,
no extraordinarie Gaze,
s bent on Sunhe-like Maiettie,

fhines feldome in admiring Eyes :
er drowz’d jand hung their eye-lids downe,
his Face, and rendred fuch afpet
fie men vfe to doe to their aduerfaries,

th his prefence glutted, gorg’d,and full.
hat very Line, Harry, ftandeft thou:

hatt loft thy Princely Priuiledge,

e participation. Not an Eye
vearie of thy common fight,
1e, which hath defir'd to fee thee more:
ow doth that I would not haue it doe,
inde it felfe with foolith tendernefle.,
. I fhall hereafter, my thrice gracious Lord,
my felfe.

For all the World,

art to this houre, was Ricbard then,

from France fet foot at Rauenfpurgh ;
n as I was then,is Percy now :
my Scepter, and my Soule to boot,

more worthy intereft to the State
>u, the fhadow of Succeffion ;
» Right, nor colour like to Right.

fill fields with Harneis in the Realme,
.ead againft the Lyons armed Iawes;
1g no more in debt to yeeres,then thou,
acient Lords,and reuerent Bithops on

y Battailes,and to brufing Armes.
uer-dying Honor hath he got,
enowned Dowglas ? whofe high Deedes,

ot Incurfions,and great Name in Armes,
»m all Souldiers chiefe Maioritie,

itarie Title Capitall.

all the Kingdomes that acknowledge Chrift,
ath the Hotfpur <Mars, in {wathing Clothes,

This Infant Warrior, in his Enterprifes,
Difcomfited great Dowglas, ta’ne him once,
Enlarged him, and made a friend of him,

To fill the mouth of deepe Defiance vp,

And fhake the peace and fafetie of our Throne.
And what fay you to this ? Percy, Nortbumberland,
The Arch-bithops Grace of Yorke, Dewglas,Mortimer,
Capitulate againft vs,and are vp.

But wherefore doe I tell thefe Newes to thee?
Why, Harry,doe I tell thee of my Foes,

Which art my neer’ft and deareft Enemie ?

Thou, that art like enough, through vaffall Feare,
Bafe Inclination,and the ftart of Spleene,

To fight againft me vnder Percies pay,

To dogge his heeles,and curtfie at his frownes,

To thew how much thou art degenerate.

Prince. Doe not thinke fo, you fhall not finde it fo:
And Heauen forgiue them, that fo much haue fway’d
Your Maiefties good thoughts away from me:

I will redeeme all this on Percies head,

And in the clofing of fome glorious day,

Be bold to tell you, that I am your Sonne,
‘When I will weare a Garment all of Blood,
And ftaine my fauours in a bloody Maske :
Which wafht away, fhall fcowre my thame with it.
And that fhall be the day, when ere it lights,
That this fame Child of Honor and Renowne,
This gallant Hot/Bur,this all-prayfed Knight,
And your vathought-of Harry chance to meet :
For euery Honor fitting on his Helme,

Would lZrey were multitudes,and on my head
My fhames redoubled. For the time will come,
That I fhall make this Northerne Youth exchange
His glorious Deedes for my Indignities :

Percy is but my Fa&or, good my Lord,

To engroffe vp glorious Deedes on my behalfe :
And I will call him to fo ftri& account,

That he fhall render euery Glory vp,

Yea,euen the fleighteft worfhip of his time,

Or I will teare the Reckoning from his Heart.
This, in the Name of Heauen, I promife here :
The which, if I performe, and doe furuiue,

I doe befeech your Maieftie, may falue

The long-growne Wounds of my intemperature :
If not, the end of Life cancells all Bands,

And I will dye a hundred thoufand Deaths,

Ere breake the fmalleft parcell of this Vow.

King. A hundred thoufand Rebels dye in this :
Thou fhalt haue Charge,and foueraigne truft herein.

Enter Blunt.

How now good Blunt? thy Lookes are full of fpeed.
Blunt. So hath the Bufineffe that I come to fpeake of.

Lord cMortimer of Scotland hath fent word,

That Dowglas and the Englifh Rebels met

The eleuenth of this h, at Shrewsbury ¢

A mightie and a fearefull Head they are,

(If Promifes be kept on euery hand{

As cuer offered foule play in a State.
King. The Earle of Weftmerland fet forth to day :

With him my fonne, Lord Iobn of Lancafter,

For this aduertifement is fiue dayes old.

On Wedne{day next, Harry thou fhalt fet forward :

On Thurfday, wee our felues will march.

Our meeting is Bridgenorth: and Harry,you fhall march

f Through
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Through Glocefterfhire : by which account,
Our/Bufinefle/valued forne twélie dayes hence,
Our generall Forces at Bridgenorth fhall meete.
Our Hands are full of Bufineffe : let’s away,

Aduantage feedes him fat, while men delay. Exeust.

Scena Tertia,

Enter Falfiaffe and Bardolpb.

Falf, Bardolphb, am 1 not falne away vilely, fince this
laft altion? doe I not bate ? doe I not dwindle? Why
my skinne hangs about me like an olde Ladies loofe
Gowne : I am withered like an olde Apple Iobn. Well,
Ile repent,and that fuddenly, while I am in fome liking :
I fhall be out of heart fhortly, and then I fhall haue no
firength to repent, And [ haue not forgotten what the
in-fide of a Church is made of, I am a Pepper-Corne, a
Brewers Horfe, the in-fide of a Church. Company, villa-
nous Company hath beene the fpoyle of me.

Bard. Sir Iobn, you are fo fretfull, you cannot liue
long.

Falff. Why there is it: Come, fing me a bawdy Song,
make me merry : I was as vertuoufly giuen, as a Gentle-
man need to be ; vertuous enough , {wore little, dic’d not
aboue feuen times a weeke, went to a Bawdy-houfe not
aboue once in a quarter of an houre, payd Money that I
borrowed, three or foure times ; liued well, and in good
compaffe : and now I liue out of all order, out of com-

ffe.
pa?ard. Why, you are fo fat, Sir Jobn, that you muft
needes bee out of all compafle ; out of all reafonable
compafle, Sir Jobn.

Falff. Doe thou amend thy Face, and Ile amend thy
Life : Thou art our Admirall, thou beareft the Lanterne
in the Poope, but ’tis in the Nofe of thee ; thou art the
Knight of the burning Lampe.

Bard. Why, Sir Iobn,my Face does you no harme.

Falfi. No,Ile be fworne: I make as good vfe of it, as
many a man doth of a Deaths-Head,or a Memento eMori.
I neuer fee thy Face, but I thinke vpon Hell fire,and Diues
that liued in Purple ; for there he is in his Robes burning,
burning. If thou wert any way giuen to vertue,I would
fweare by thy Face ; my Oath fhould bee, By this Fire:
But thou art altogether giuen ouer ; and wert indeede,
but for the Light in thy Face, the Sunne of vtter Darke-
neffe. When thou ran’ft vp Gads-Hill in the Night, to
catch my Horfe, if I did not thinke that thou hadft beene
an Igni fatuus,or a Ball of Wild-fire, there’s no Purchafe
in Money, O, thou art a perpetuall Triumph, an euer-
lafting Bone-fire-Light : thou haft faued me a thoufand
Markes in Linkes and Torches, walking with thee in the
Night betwixt Tauerne and Tauerne : But the Sack that
thou haft drunke me, would haue bought me Lights as
good cheape,as the deareft Chandlers in Europe. I have
maintain'd that Salamander of yours with fire, any time
this two and thirtie yeeres, Heauen reward me for it.

Bard. I would my Face were in your Belly.

Falft. So fhould I be fure to be heart-burn’d.

Enter Hy},‘z(e.
How now,Dame Partlet the Hen, haue you enquir'd yet
who pick’d my Pocket?

Hofeffe.  Why Sir Iobn,what doe you thinke, Sir Jobs !
doe you thinke I keepe Theeues in my Houfe ? I haue
fearch’d, I haue enquired, fo haz my Husband, Man by
Man, Boy by Boy, Scruant by Seruant : the tight of a
hayre was neuer loft in my houfe before.

Falf. Ye lye Hoftefle : Bardolph was thau'd, and loft
many a hayre ; and Ile be fworne my Pocket was pick'd:
goe to,you are 2 Woman, goe.

Hofteffe. Who 1? I defic thee : I was neuer call'd fo
in mine owne houfe before.

Falff. Goe to,I know you well enough.

HoBeffe.  No,Sir Jobn,you doe not know me,Sir lb
I know you,Sir Jobn : you owe me Money, Sir Jobs, a1
now you picke a quarrell, to beguile me of it : I boug
you 2 dozen of Shirts to your Backe.

Falff. Doulas, filthy Doulas : I haue given them
away to Bakers Wiues,and they haue made Boulters of
them.

Hofteffe. Now as I am a true Woman, Holland of eight
thillings an Ell: You owe Money here befides, Sir lube,
for your Dyet, and by-Drinkings, and Money lent yo,
foure and twentie pounds.

Falp. Hee had his part of it,let him pay.

Hofieffe. Hee? alas hee is poore , hee hath no-

n

g.

Falff. How? Poore? Looke vpon his Face : What call
you Rich ? Let them coyne his Nofe, let them coyne his
Cheekes, Ile not pay a Denier. What, will you make a
Younker of me ? Shall I not take mine eafe in mine Inne,
but I fhall haue my Pocket pick’d ? I haue loft a Sealk-
Ring of my Grand-fathers, worth fortie Marke.

Ho ;ﬁ I haue heard the Prince tell him, I know not
how oft,that that Ring was Copper.

Falf. How? the Prince is a Iacke,a Sneake-Cuppe:
and if hee were heere,I would cudgell him like a Dogge,
if hee would fay fo.

Enter the Prince marcbing yand Falfaffe mects
bim, playing on bk Truncbion
like a Fife.

Falffi. How now Lad ¢ is the Winde in that Doore?
Muft we all march?

Bard. Yea,two and two,Newgate fathion.

Hofteffe. My Lord,I pray you heare me,

Prince. What fay't thou, Miftrefle Quickly? Haw
does thy Husband ? I loue him well , hee is an b
man.

Hofteffe. Good, my Lord, heare mee,

Falfi. Prethee let her alone, and lift to mee.

Prince. What fay'ft thou, Jacke ?

Falf. The other Night I fell afleepe heere behind the
Arras, and had my Pocket pickt : this Houfe is turn'd
Bawdy-houfe, they picke Pockets.

Prince. What didft thou lofe, Jacke ?

Falfi. Wilt thou beleeue me, Hal? Three or foure Bonds
of fortie pound apeece, and a Seale-Ring of my Grand-
fathers.

Prince. A Trifle, fome eight-penny matter.

Hop. So I told him,my Lord ; and I faid, I heard your
Grace fay fo : and (my Lord) hee fpeakes moft vilely of
you, like a foule-mouth’d man as hee is, and faid, hee
would cudgell you.

Prince. What hee did not ?

.8 10 RO )YV N e e

Heft. There’s neyther Faith, Truth,nor Woman-hooat,

in me elfe.
Falft. There's
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'. There’s no more faith in thee then a ftu'de Prune;
more truth'in’thee, 'then’in'a ‘drawne Fox : and for
an-hood,Maid-marian may be the Deputies wife
Ward to thee. Go,you nothing: go.
. Say,what thing? what thing ?
. What thing? why a thing to thanke heauen on.
. T am no thing to thanke heauen on, I wold thou
t know it : I am an honeft mans wife : and fetting
ighthood afide, thou art a knaue to call me fo.
!. Setting thy woman-hood afide,thou art a beaft
stherwife.
. Say, what beaft,thou knaue thou?

What beat ? Why an Otter.
. An Otter, fir Jobs? Why an Otter ?
Why? She's neither fith nor fleth; a man knowes
ere to haue her. .

. Thou art vniuft man in faying fo ; thou, or anie
nowes where to haue me,thou knaue thou,
¢e. Thou fay’ft true Hoftefle ,and he flanders thee
‘offely.
. 8o he doth you,my Lord, and fayde this other
ou ought him a thoufand pound.
ce. Sirrah,do I owe you a thoufand pound ?
.. A thoufand pound Ha/? A Million. Thy loue is
a2 Million : thou ow’ft me thy loue.
. Nay my Lord, he call'd you lacke, and faid hee
cudgell you.

Did 1, Bardolph?
. Indeed Sir Lobn, you faid fo.

Yea, if he faid my Ring was Copper.
ce. I fay 'tis Copper. Dar'ft thou bee as good as
rd now ? :

Why Hal? thou know'tt,as thou art but a man,I
»ut,as thou art a2 Prince, I feare thee, as I feare the
of the Lyons Whelpe.
ce. And why not as the Lyon ?

The King himfelfe is to bee feared as the Lyon :
hou thinke Ile feare thee,as I feare thy Father?nay
let my Girdle breake.
« 0,if it fhould. how would thy guttes fall about
tes. But firra : There’s no roome for Faith, Truth,
mefty, in this bofome of thine : it is all fill’d vppe
uttes and Midriffe. Charge an honeff Woman
icking thy pocket? Why thou horfon impudent
Rafcall, if there were any thing in thy Pocket but
e Recknings, Memorandums of Bawdie-houfes,
¢ poore peny-worth of Sugar-candie to make thee
inded : if thy pocket were enrich’d with anie o-
iuries but thefe, I am a Villaine : And yet you will
D?it, you will not Pocket vp wrong. Art thou not
|

Do’ft thou heare Ha/? Thou know’ft in the flate
cency, Adam fell: and what fhould poore Jacke
¢ do, in the dayes of Villany ? Thou feeft, I haue
eth then another man,and therefore more frailty.
nfefle then you pickt my Pocket ?

. It appeares fo by the Story.

Hoftefle, I forgiue thee :

e ready Breakfaft, loue thy Husband,
to thy Seruants, and cherith thy Guefts :
alt find me tra@able to any honeft reaft
reft, I am pacified Rill.

prethee be gone.

Exit Hofleffe.
al, to the newes at Court for the Rol
that anfwered ?

y Lad?

Prin. O my {weet Beefe :

I muft ftill be good Angell to thee.
The Monie is paid backe againe.

Fal. 0,1 do not like that paying backe, ’tis a double
Labour.

Prin. I am good Friends with my Father,and may do
any thing.

Fal. Rob me the Exchequer the firft thing thou do'st,
and do it with vawafh’d hands too.

Bard. Do my Lord.

Prin, 1 haue procured thee Iacke,a Charge of Foot.

Fal. I would it had beene of Horfe. Where fhal I finde
one that can fteale well ? O, for a fine theefe of two and
twentie,or thereabout : I am heynoufly vnprouided. Wel
God be thanked for thefe Rebels, they offend none but
the Vertuous. I laud them, I praife them.

Prin. ‘Bardolpb.

Bar. My Lord.

Prin. Go beare this Letter to Lord Iobs of Lancafter
To my Brother Jobs. This to my Lord of Weftmerland,
Go Peto, to horfe : for thou,and I,

Haue thirtie miles to ride yet ere dinner time.
Jacke,meet me to morrow in the Temple Hall
At two a clocke in the afternoone,
There fhalt thou know thy Charge,and there receive
Money and Order for their Furniture.
The Land is burning, Percie ftands on hye,
And cither they, or we muft lower lye.
Fal. Rare words! braue world.
Hoftefle,my breakfaft, come : .
Oh, I could wifh this Tauerne were my drumme.
Exeunt omnes.

AftusQuartus. Scana Prima.

Enter Harrie Hotfpurre, Worcefler,
and Dowglas.

Hot. Well faid, my Noble Scot, if fpeaking truth

In this fine Age, were not thought flatterie,
Such attribution thould the Dowglas haue,
As not a Souldiour of this feafons ftampe,
Should go fo generall currant through the world.
By heauen I cannot flatter : I defie
The Tongues of Soothers. But a Brauer place
In my hearts loue, hath no man then your Selfe.
Nay,taske me to my word : approue me Lord.

Dow. Thou art the King of Honor :
No man fo potent breathes vpon the ground,
But I will Beard him.

Enter a Meffenger.

Hot. Do fo, and ’tis well. What Letters haft there ?
I can but thanke you.

Meff. Thefe Letters come from your Father.

Hot. Letters from him?
Why comes he not himfelfe ?

Mef. He cannot come, my Lord,
He is greeuous ficke.

Hot. How? haz he the leyfure to be ficke now
In fuch a iuftling time? Who leades his power ?
Vnder whofe Gonernment come they along?

f2 Mef
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Meff,  Hig-Letters beares, his,minde, not I his minde.
or. I'prethee tell’me, doth he keepe his Bed ?
Mff. He did,my Lord,foure dayes ere I fet forth s
_And at the time of my departure thence,
He was much fear'd by his Phyfician.
Wor. 1 would the ftate of time had firft beene whole,
Ere he by fickneffe had beene vifited :
His health was neuer better worth then now.
Hot/p.Sicke now? droope now? this ficknes doth infe&
The very Life-blood of our Enterprife,
*Tis catching hither,euen to our Campe.
He writes me here, that inward fickneffe,
And that his friends by deputation
Could not fo foone be drawne: nor did he thinke it meet,
To lay fo dangerous and deare a truft
On any Soule remou’d, but on his owne.
Yet doth he giue vs bold aduertifement,
That with our fmall coniun&ion we fhould on,
To fee how Fortune is difpos’d to vs :
For,as he writes, there is no quailing now,
Becaufe the King is certainely poffeft
Of all our purpofes. What fay you to it ?
Wor. Y?our Fathers ficknefle is a mayme to vs.
Hotfp. A perillous Gath,a very Limme lopt off :
And yet,in faith,it is not his prefent want
Seemes more then we fhall finde it.
Were it good, to fet the exa wealth of all our ftates
All at one Caft? To fet fo rich a mayne
On the nice hazard of one doubtfull houre,
It were not good : for therein fhould we reade
The very Bottome,and the Soule of Hope,
The very Lift, the very vtmoft Bound
Of all our fortunes.
Dowg. Faith,and fo wee fhould,
Where now remaines a {weet reverfion.
We may boldly {pend, vpon the hope
Of what is to come in :
A comfort of retyrement liues in this.
Hotfp. A Randeuous,a Home to flye vnto,
If that the Deuill and Mifchance looke bigge
Vpon the Maydenhead of our Affaires.
Wor. But yet I would your Father had beene here:
The Qualitie and Heire of our Attempt
Brookes no diuifion : It will be thought
By fome, that know not why he is away,
That wifedome, loyaltie, and meere diflike
Of our proceedings, kept the Earle from hence.
And thinke,how fuch an apprehenfion
May turne the tyde of fearefull Fa&tion,
And breede a kinde of queftion in our caufe :
For well you know, wee of the offring fide,
Muft keepe aloofe from ftriQt arbitrement,
And ftop all fight-holes, euery loope, from whence
The eye of reafon may prie in vpon vs:
This abfence of your Father drawes a Curtaine,
That fhewes the ignorant a kinde of feare,
Before not dreamt of.
Hotfp. You ftrayne too farre.
I rather of his abfence make this vfe :
It lends a Luftre,and more great Opinion,
A larger Dare to your great Enterprize,
Then if the Earle were here : for men muft thinke,
If we without his helpe,can make a Head
To puth againft the Kingdome ; with his helpe,
We fhall o’re-turne it topfie-turuy downe :
Yet all goes well, yet all our ioynts are whole.

- Wanton as youthfull Goates, wilde as young Bulls.

Do-g. As heart can thinke:
There is not fuch a word fpoke of in Scotland,
At this Dreame of Feare.

'Enter Sir Richard Vernon.

Hotfp. My Coufin Vernon,welcome by my Soule.
Vern. Pray God my newes be worth a welcome, Lord.
The Earle of Weftmerland, feuen thoufand ftrong,
Is marching hither-wards, with Prince Jobs.
Hot/p. No harme: what more ?
Vern. And further, I haue learn’d,
The King himfelfe in perfon hath fet forth,
Or hither-wards intended fpeedily,
With ftrong and mightie preparation.
Hotfp. He fhall be welcome too.
Where is his Sonne,
The nimble-footed Mad-Cap, Prince of Wales,
And his Cumrades, that daft the World afide,
And bid it paffe ?
Vern. All furnifht, all in Armes,
All plum’d like Eftridges, that with the Winde
Bayted like Eagles, hauing lately bath'd,
Glittering in Golden Coates, like Images,
As full of fpirit as the Moneth of May,
And gorgeous as the Sunne at Mid-fummer,

I faw young Harry with his Beuer on,
His Cuthes on his thighes, gallantly arm’d,
Rife from the ground like feathered eMercury,
And vaulted with fuch eafe into his Seat,
As if an Angell dropt downe from the Clouds,
To turne and winde a fierie Pegafus,
And witch the World with Noble Horfemanthip.
Hotfp. No more, no more,
Worfe then the Sunne in March :
This prayfe doth nourith Agues: let them come.
They come like Sacrifices in their trimme,
And to the fire-ey’d Maid of fmoakic Warre,
All hot,and bleeding, will wee offer them 3
The mayled eMars fhall on his Altar fit
Vp to the eares in blood. I am on fire,
To heare this rich reprizall is {o nigh,
And yet not ours, Come,let me take my Horfe,
Who is to beare me like a Thunder-bolt,
Againft the bofome of the Prince of Wales.
Harry to Harry,fhall not Horfe to Horfe
Meete,and ne're part,till one drop downe a Coarfe ¢
Oh, that Glendower were come,
Ver. There is more newes :
I learned in Worcefter,as I rode along,
He cannot draw his Power this foureteene dayes.
Dowg. That's the worft Tidings that I heare of

IR RIETON

et.
Y Wor. 1 by my faith,that beares a frofty found.
Hotp. What may the Kings whole Battaile
vato ?
Ver. 'To thirty thoufand.
Hot. Forty let it be,
My Father and Glendower being both ‘away,
The powres of vs, may ferue fo great a day.
Come, let vs take a mufter fpeedily:
Doomefday is neere; dye all,dye merrily.
Dow. Talke not of dying,I am out of feare
Of death, or deaths hand, for this one halfe yeare.
‘ Seent

P
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Scana Secunda.

Enter Falfiaffe and Bardolpb.

rdolpb, get thee before to Couentry, fill me a
ick, our Souldiers fhall march through:wee'le
»p-hill to Night.
"ill you give me Money, Captaine ?
y out, lay out.
ris Bottle makes an Angell.
ud if it doe, take it for thy labour : and if it
ie, take them all, Ile anfwere the Coynage.
itenant Peto meete me at the Townes end.
vill Captaine : farewell. Exit,
I be not atham’d of my Souldiers, I am a
et: I haue mif-vs'd the Kings Prefle dam-
we got, in exchange of a hundred and fiftie
iree hundred and odde Pounds. I preffe me
ood Houfe-holders, Yeomens Sonnes:enquire
traGed Batchelers, fuch as had beene ask’d
e Banes: fuch a Commoditie of warme flaues,
rue heare the Deuill, as a2 Drumme; fuch as
:port of a Caliver,worfe then a ftruck-Foole,
lde-Ducke. I preft me none but fuch Toftes
with Hearts in their Bellyes no bigger then
8, and they haue bought out their feruices:
my whole Charge confifts of Ancients, Cor-
enants, Gentlemen of Companies, Slaues as
azarus in the painted Cloth, where the Glut-
licked his Sores; and fuch, as indeed were
iers, but dif-carded vniuft Seruingmen,youn-
to younger Brothers, reuolted Tapfters and
le-falne, the Cankers of a calme World,and
, tenne times more dis-honorable ragged,
fac’d Ancient ; and fuch haue I to fill vp the
iem that haue bought out their feruices: that
hinke, that I had a hundred and fiftie totter’d
itely come from Swine-keeping, from ecating
Juskes. A mad fellow met me on the way,
,1 had vnloaded all the Gibbets,and preft the
No eye hath feene fuch skar-Crowes: Ile
through Couentry with them,that’s flat. Nay,
llaines march wide betwixt the Legges, as if
rues on; for indeede, I had the moft of them
n. There’s not a Shirt and a halfe in all my
and the halfe Shirt is two Napkins tackt to-
throwne ouer the fhoulders like a Heralds
it flecues : and the Shirt, to fay the truth,
my Hoft of S. Albones, or the Red-Nofe
: of Dauintry. But that's all one, they’le finde
1gh on euery Hedge.

the Princeyand the Lord of Weftmerland.

fow now blowne Jack ? how now Quilt?

hat Ha/? How now mad Wag,what a Deuill
in Warwickfhire? My good Lord of Weft-
ry you mercy, I thought your Honour had al-
at Shrewsbury.

ith,Sir Jobn,'tis more then time that I were
you too : but my Powers are there alreadie.
. can tell you, lookes for vs all : we muft away

-

Falp. Tut,neuer feare me, I am as vigilant as a Cat,to
fteale Creame.

Prince. I thinke to fteale Creame indeed, for thy theft
hath alreadie made thee Butter : but tell me, Jack, whofe
fellowes are thefe that come after?

Falff. Mine, Hal,mine.

Prince. I did newer fee fuch pittifull Rafcals.

Falfi. Tut,tut,good enough to toffe:foode for Pow-
der, e for Powder: they'le fill a Pit,as well as better:
tuth man, mortall men, mortall men,

Weftm. 1, but Sir Jobn, me thinkes they are exceeding
poore and bare, too beggarly.

Fal(. Faith,for their pouertic,I know not where they
had that; and for their bareneffe, I am fure they neuer
learn’d that of me. ,

Prince.No,Ile be fworne,vnlefle you call three fingers
on the Ribbes bare. But firra, make hafte, Percy is already
in the field.

Falf. What,is the King encamp’d?

Wefim. Hee is, Sir Ibn, 1 feare wee fhall ftay too
long.

Falfi. Well,to the latter end of a Fray, and the begin-
ning of a Feaft, fits a dull fighter, and a keene Gueft.

Exeunt.

Scana Tertia.

Enter Hotfpur, Worcefier, Dowglas yand

Vernon.

Hotfp. Wee'le fight with him to Night.
Worc. It may not be,
Dewg. You giue him then aduantage.
Uern. Not a whit.
Hotfp. Why fay you (o ?lookes he not for fupply?
Uern. So doe wee.
Hotp. His is certaine,ours is doubtfull.
Wore. Good Coufin be aduis’d, ftirrc not to night.
Uern. Doe not,my Lord,
Dowg. You doe not counfaile well :
You fpeake it out of feare,and cold heart.
Uern. Doe me no flander, Dewglas: by my Life,
And I dare well maintaine it with my Life,
If well-refpe@ed Honor bid me on,
1 hqld as little counfaile with weake feare,
As you,my Lord,or any Scot that this day liues,
Let it be feene to morrow in the Battell,
Which of vs feares.
Dowg. Yea,or to night.
Uera. Content,
Hotp. To nighe,fay I.
Uern. Come,come,it may not be.
1 wonder much,being m& of fuch great leading as you are
That you fore-fee not what impediments
Drag backe our expedition : certaine Horfe
Of my Coufin Vernons are not yet come vp,
Your Vnckle Worcefiers Horfe came but to day,
And now their pride and mettall is afleepe,
Their courage with hard labour tame and dull,
That not a Horfe is halfe the halfe of himfelfe.
Hotfp. So are the Horfes of the Enemie
In generall iourney bated,and brought low :
The better part of ours are full of reft.

f3 Wor. The
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Worc, The number of the King exceedeth ours :
For'Gods fake; Coufin; ftay'till all'come in.

Tbe Trumpet founds a Parley. Enter Sir
) Walter Blunt.

Blunt. 1 come with gracious offers from the King,
If you vouchfafe me hearing,and refpeéf.

Hotfp. Welcome,Sir #alter Blunt :
And would to God you were of our determination.
Some of vs loue you well : and euen thofe fome
Enuie your great deferuings,and good name,
Becaufe you are not of our qualitie,
But ftand againft vs like an Enemie.

Bluns. And Heauen defend, but fill I fhould ftand fo,
So long as out of Limit, and true Rule,
You ftand againft anoynted Maieftie.
But to my Charge.
The King hath fent to know
The nature of your Griefes,and whereupon
You coniure from the Breft of Ciuill Peace,
Such bold Hoftilitic, teaching his dutious Land
Audacious Crueltie. If that the King
Haue any way your good Deferts forgot,
Which he conz:ﬂ'eth to be manifold,
He bids you name your Gricfes,and with all (peed
You fhall haue your defires, with intereft;
And Pardon abl{zlute for your felfe, and thefe,
Herein mis-led, by your fuggeftion.

Hotfp. The King is kinde :
And well wee know, the King .
Knowes at what time to promife,when to pay.
My Father,my Vnckle,and my felfe, :
Did giue him that fame Royaltie he weares :
And when he was not fixe and twentie firong,
Sicke in the Worlds regard, wretched,and low,
A poore vaminded Out-law, fneaking home,
My Father gaue him welcome to the fhore :
And when he heard him fweare,and vow to God,
He came but to be Duke of Lancafter,
To fue his Liucrie,and begge his Peace,
With teares of Innocencie,and tearmes of Zeale ;
My Father, in kinde heart and pitty mou'd,
Swore him affiftance,and perform'd it too.
Now, when the Lords and Barons of the Realme
Perceiu’d Northumberland did leane to him,
The more and leffe came in with Cap and Knee,
Met him in Boroughs, Cities, Villages,
Attended him on Bridges,ftood in Lanes,
Layd Gifts before him, proffer’d him their Oathes,
Gaue him their Heires,as Pages followed him,
Euen at the heeles,in golden multitudes.
He prefently,as Greatnefle knowes it felfe, -
Steps me a little higher then his Vow
Made to my Father, while his blood was poore,
Vpon the naked fhore at Ravenfpurgh :
And now ( forfooth ) takes on him to reforme
Some certaine Edics,and fome ftrait Decrees,
That lay too heauie on the Common-wealth;
Cryes out vpon abufes, feemes to weepe
Ouer his Countries Wrongs: and by this Face,
This feeming Brow of Iuftice,did he winne
The hearts of all that hee did angle for.
Proceeded further,cut me off the Heads
Of all the Fauorites, that the abfent King
In deputation left behinde him heere,

When hee was perfonall in the Irith Warre,
Blunt. Tut,I came not to heare this.
Hotfp. Then to the point.
In fhort time after, hee depos’d the King.
Soone after that,depriu’d him of his Life:
And in the neck of that,task't the whole State.
To make that worfe,fuffer'd his Kinfman eMarch,
Who is, if euery Owner were plac'd,
Indeede his King,to be engag’d in Wales,
There, without Ranfome, to lye forfeited :
Difgrac’d me in my happie Victories,
Sought to intrap me by intelligence,
Rated my Vnckle from the Councell-Boord,
In rage difmifs'd my Father from the Court,
Broke Oath on Oath,committed Wrong on Wrong,
And in conclufion,droue vs to fecke out
This Head of fafetie ; and withall, to prie
Into his Title : the which wee finde
Too indire&, for long continuance.
Blunt. Shall I returne this anfwer to the King?
Hotfp. Not fo, Sir Walter.
Wee'le with-draw a while :
Goe to the King,and let there be impawn’d
Some furetie for a fafe returne againe,
And in the Morning early fhall my Vnckle
Bring him our purpofe: and {o farewell.
Blunt. 1 would you would accept of Grace and Loue.
Hotfp. And’t may be,fo wee fhall.

Blunt. Pray Heauen you doe. Exeunt.

Scena Quarta.

Enter the Arcb-Bifbop of Yorke,and Sir Mickell.

Arch.Hie,good Sir Michell,beare this fealed Briefe
With winged hafte to the Lord Marthall,
‘This to my Coufin Scroge, and all the reft
To whom they are diretted.
If you knew how much they doe import,
You would make hafte.
Sir Mich. My good Lord, I gueffe their tenor.
Arcb. Like enough you doe.
To morrow,good Sir Micbell,is a day,
Wherein the fortune of ten thoufand men
Mutt bide the touch, For Sir,at Shrewsbury,
As I am truly giuen to vnderftand,
The King, with mightie and quick-rayfed Power,
Meetes with Lord Harry : and I feare,Sit Micbell,
What with the ficknefle of Northumberiand,
Whofe Power was in the firft proportion ;
And what with Owen Glendowers abfence thence,
Who with them was rated firmely too,
And comes not in, ouer-rul’d by Prophecies,
I feare the Power of Percy is too weake,
To wage an inftant tryall with the King.
Sir Mich.Why, my good Lord,you need not feare,
There is Dewglas,and Lord eMortimer.
Arch. No,eMortimer is not there.
Sir Mic.But there is Mordake ,Vernon,Lord Harry Percy,
And there is my Lord of Worcefter,
And a Head of gallant Warriors, -
Noble Gentlemen.
Arch. And
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rcb. And f{o there is, but yet the King hath drawre
peciall head/of/all/ the' Land together:

>rince of Wales, Lord Iobn of Lancafter,

Voble Weftmerland, and warlike Blust ;

many moe Corriuals,and deare men

imation, and command in Armes.

r M. Doubt not my Lord, he fhall be well oppos’d
reb. 1 hope no lefle? Yet needfull 'tis to feare,

to preuent the worft, Sir Michell fpeed ;

“Lord Percy thriue not, ere the King

iffe his power, he meanes to vifit vs :

¢ hath heard of our Confederacie,

*tis but Wifedome to make ftrong againft him :

sfore make haft, I muft go write againe

ther Friends : and fo farewell,Sir Micbell.  Exeunt.

4étus Quintus. Scena Prima.

w the King, Prince of Wales, Lord Iobn of Lancafler,
Earle of Weftmerland, Sir Walter Blunt,
and Falfiaffe.

1g. How bloodily the Sunne begins to peere

e yon busky hill : the day lookes pale

s diftemperature,

in, The Southerne winde

play the Trumpet to his purpofes,

by his hollow whittling in the Leaues,

Is 2 Tempeft,and a bluft’ring day.

sg. Then with the lofers let it fympathize,

othing can feeme foule to thofe that win.

The Trumpet founds.

Enter Worcefler.

ng. How now my Lord of Worfter? "Tis not well
you and I fhould meet vpon fuch tearmes,
'w we meet. You haue deceiu’d our truft,
made vs doffe our eafie Robes of Peace,
uth our old limbes in vngentle Steele :
is not well, my Lord, this is not well.
: fay you to it? Will you againe vnknit
churlith knot of all-abhorred Warre?
moue in that obedient Orbe againe,
re you did giue a faire and naturall light,
be no more an exhall’d Meteor,
Wigie of Feare, and a Portent
oached Mifcheefe, to the vnborne Times?
r. Heare me,my Liege: . ’
aine owne part, I could be well content
itertaine the Lagge-end of my life
quiet houres : For I do proteft,
e not fought the day of this diflike,
ng. You haue not qught it: how comes it then?
1. Rebellion lay in his way,and he found it.
-in. Peace,Chewet, peace.
or. It pleas’d your Maiefty, to turne your lookes
wour, from my Selfe, and all our Houfe ;
yet I muft remember you my Lord,
vere the firft, and deareft of your Friends :
ou, my ftaffe of Office did I breake
chards time, and poafted day and night
1eete you on the way,and kiffe your hand,

When yet you were in place,and in account
Nothing fo ftrong and fortunate, as I ;

It was my Selfe, my Brother, and his Sonne,
That brought you home, and boldly did out-dare
The danger of the time, You fwore to vs,

And you did fweare that Oath at Doncafter,
That you did nothing of purpofe'gainft the State,
Nor claime no further, then your new-falne right,
The feate of Gaunt, Dukedome of Lancafter,

To this, we {ware our aide : But in fhort fpace,
It rain'd downe Fortune thowring on your head,
And fuch a floud of Greatneffe fell on you,
What with our helpe, what with the abfent King,
What with the iniuries of wanton time,

The feeming fufferances that you had borne,
And the contrarious Windes that held the King
So long in the vnlucky Irith Warres,

That all in England did repute him dead :

And from this fwarme of faire aduantages,

You tooke occafion to be quickly woo'd,

To gripe the generall fway into your hand,
Forgot your Oath to vs at Doncafter,

And being fed by vs, you vs'd vs fo,

As that vngentle gull the Cuckowes Bird,

Vfeth the Spaftow, did oppreffe our Nett,

Grew by our Feeding, to fo great a bulke,

That euen our Loue durft not come neere your fight
For feare of {wallowing : But with nimble wing
We were inforc’d for ﬁfc? fake, to flye

Out of your fight, and raife this prefent Head,
Whereby we ftand oppofed by fuch meanes

As you your feife, haue forg’d againft your felfe,
By vnkinde vfage, dangerous countenance,

And violation of all faith and troth

Sworne to vs in yonger enterprize.

Kin. Thefe things indeede you haue articulated,
Proclaim’d at Market Croffes,read in Churches,
To face the Garment of Rebellion
With fome fine colour, that may pleafe the eye
Of fickle Changelings, and poore Difcontents,
Which gape, and rub the Elbow at the newes
Of hurly burly Innouation :

And neuer yet did Infurre@ion want
Such water-colours, to impaint his caufe :
Nor moody Beggars, ftaruing for a time
Of pell-mell hauocke,and confufion.

Prin. In both our Armies, there is many a foule
Shall pay full dearely for this encounter,

If once they ioyne in triall. Tell your Nephew,
The Prince of Wales doth ioyne with all the world
In praife of Henry Percie: By my Hopes, )
This prefent enterprize fet off his head,

I do not thinke a brauer Gentleman,

More altiue, valiant,or more valiant yong,

More daring, or more bold, is now aliue,

To grace this latter Age with Noble deeds.

For my part, I may fpeake it to my fhame,

I'haue a Truant beene to Chiualry,

And {o I heare, he doth account me too :

Yet this before my Fathers Maiefty,

I am content that he fhall take the oddes

Of his great name and eftimation,

And will,to faue the blood on either fide,

Try fortune with him, in a Single Fight.

King. And Prince of Wales,{o dare we venter thee,
Albeit, confiderations infinite D

o




70

The Firft Part of K ing Henrythe Fourth.

Do make againft it : No good Worfter, no,
We loue/obr|people| well); euen|thofe we loue
That are mifled vpon your Coufins part :
And will they take the offer of our Grace:
Both he,and they,and you ; yea,euery man
Shall be my Friend againe, and Ile be his.
So tell your Coufin,and bring me word,
What he will do. But if he will not yeeld,
Rebuke and dread corre@ion waite on vs,
And they fhall do their Office. So bee gone,
We will not now be troubled with reply,
We offer faire, take it aduifedly,

Exit Worcefler.

Prin. It will not be accepted,on my life,
The Dowglas and the Hotpurre both together,
Are confident againft the world in Armes.

King. Hence therefore, cuery Leader to his charge,
For on their anfwer will we fet on them ;

And God befriend vs, as our caufe is iuft.
Manet Prince and Falfiaffe.

Fal. Hal, if thou fee me downe in the battell,

And beftride me, fo ; 'tis a point of friendfhip.
Prin.Nothing but 2 Coloffus can do thee that frendthip
Say thy prayers,and farewell.

Fal. 1 would it were bed time Hal,and sll well,

Prin. Why, thou ow’ft heauen a death.

Falft. "Tis not due yet : I would bee loath to pay him
before his day. What neede I bee fo forward with him,
that call’s not on me? Well, ’tis no matter, Honor prickes
me on, But how if Honour pricke me off when I come
on ? How then ? Can Honour fet too a legge?No : or an
arme? No: Or take away the greefe of a wound ? No.
Honour hath no skill in Surgerie,then ? No.What is Ho-
nour? A word. What is that word Honour? Ayre: A
trim reckoning. Who hath it ? He that dy’de 2 Wednef-
day. Doth he feele it? No. Doth hee heare it? No. Is it
infenfible then? yea,to the dead. But wil it not liue with
the living? No. Why ? Detration wil not fuffer it,ther-
fore Ile none of it. Honour is a meete Scutcheon, and fo
ends my Catechifine. Exit.

Exeunt.

Scena Secunda.

Enter Worcefier, and Sir Richard Uernon.

Wor. O no,my Nephew muft not know, Sir Richard,
| The liberall kinde offer of the King.
Ver. *Twere beft he did.
Wor, Then we are all vndone.
It is not pofiible, it cannot be,
The King would keepe his word in louing vs,
He will fufpect vs ftill, and finde a time
To punifh this offence in others faults:
Suppofition,all our liues, fhall be ftucke full of eyes;
For Treafon is but trufted like the Foxe,
‘Who ne’re fo tame, fo cherifht,and lock'd vp,
Will haue a wilde tricke of his Anceftors :
Looke how he can, or fad or merrily,
Interpretation will mifquote our lookes,
And we fhall feede like Oxen at a ftall,
The better cherifht, flill the nearer death.
My Nephewes trefpafle may be well forgot,
It hath the excufe of youth,and heate of blood,

And an adopted name of Ptiuiledge,
A haire-brain’d Hotfpurre,gouern’d by a Spleene:
All his offences liue vpon my head,
And on his Fathers. We did traine him on,
And his corruption being tane from vs,
We as the Spring of all, fhall pay for all :
Therefore good Coufin, let not Harry know
In any cafe, the offer of the King.

Ver. Deliuer what you will,Ile fay "tis fo.
Heere comes your Cofin.

Enter Hotfpurre.

Hot. My Vnkle is return’d,
Deliver vp my Lord of Weftmerland.
Vnkle, what newe-?
Wor. The King will bid you battell prefently.
Dew. Defie him by the Lord of Weftmerland.
Hot. Lord Dowglas : Go you and tell him fo.
Dow. Marry and fhall,and verie willingly.
. Exit Dowglas.
Wor. There is no feeming mercy in the King.
Hot. Did you begge any? God forbid.
Wor. 1 told him gently of our greeuances,
Of his Oath-breaking : which he mended thus,
By now for{wearing that he is forfworne,
He cals vs Rebels, Traitors,and will fcourge
With haughty armes, this hatefull name in vs.
Enter Dowglas.
Dow. Arme Gentlemen, to Armes, for I haue thrown
A braue defiance in King Henries teeth :
And Weftmerland that was ingag'd did beare it,
Which cannot choofe but bring him quickly on.
Wor. The Prince of Wales ftept forth before the king,
And Nephew, challeng’d you to fingle fight, '
Hot. O, would the quarrell lay vpon our heads,
And that no man might draw fhort breath to day,
But I and Harry Monmoutb, Tell me,tell mee,
How fhew'd his Talking ? Seem'd it in contempt ?
Ver. No, by my Soule : I neuer in my life
Did heare a Challenge vrg'd more modettly,
Vnleffe a Brother fhould a Brother dare
To gentle exercife, and proofe of Armes.
He gaue you all the Duties of a Man,
Trimm’d vp your praifes with a Princely tongue,
Spoke your deferuings like a Chronicle,
Making you euer better then his praife,
By ftill difpraifing praife, valew'd with you:
And which became him like a Prince indeed,
He made a blufhing citall of himfelfe,
And chid his Trewant youth with fuch a Grace,
As if he maftred there a double fpirit
Of teaching, and of learning inftantly :
There did he paufe. But let me tell the World,
If he out-liue the enuie of this day,
England did never owe fo fweet a hope,
So much mifconftrued in his Wantonneffe.
Hot. Coufin, I thinke thou art enamored
On his Follies : neuer did I heare
Of any Prince fo wilde at Liberty.
But be he as he will, yet once ere night,
I will imbrace him with a Souldiers arme,
That he fhall thrinke vnder my curtefie.
Arme,arme with fpeed. And Fellow’s,Soldiers, Friends,
Better confider what you haue to do,
That I that haue not well the gift of Tongue,

Can
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r blood vp with perfwafion.
Enter'a'cMeffenger!
Lord, heere are Letters for you.
inot reade them now.
n, the time of life is fhort;
at fhortnefle bafely, were too long.
de vpon a Dials point,
at the arriuall of an houre,
lue, we liue to treade on Kings:
: death, when Princes dye with vs.
- Confciences, the Armes is faire,
itent for bearing them is iuft.
Enter anotber Meffenger.
+ Lord prepare, the King comes on apace.
inke him, that he cuts me from my tale:
‘e not talking: Onely this,
in do his beft. And heere I draw a Sword,
hy temper I intend to ftaine
:ft blood that I can meete withall,
sture of this perillous day.
nce Percy, and fet on :
e IOFZ Inftruments of Warre,
: Muficke, let vs all imbrace :
to earth,fome of vs neuer fhall,
ne do fuch a curtefie.
embrace,tbe Trumpets found, the King entereth
b bés o alarum wnto the battell, Then enter
vglas,and Sir Walter “Blunt.
t1s thy name, that in battel thus § croffeft me?
* doft thou feeke vpon my head ?
low then my name is Dowglas,
wunt thee in the battell thus,
e tell me, that thou art a King.
hey tell thee true.
¢ Lord of Stafford deere to day hath bought
[e : for infted of thee King Harry,
hath ended him, fo fhall it thee,
1 yeeld thee as a Prifoner.
is not borne to yeeld,thou haughty Scot,
1alt finde a King that will reuenge
rds death.
b¢, Blunt i flaine,then enters Hot/Pur,
Yowglas, hadft thou fought at Holmedon thus
triumphed o're a Scot.
I's done,all's won,here breathles lies the king
were?
sere.
is Dowglas? No,I know this face full well :
night be was, his name was Blunt,
swrnifh’d like the King himfelfe.
 foole : go with thy foule whether it goes, '
Title haft thou bought too deere.
hou tell me, that thou wer’t a King ¢
King hath many marching in his Coats.
w by my Sword, I will kill all his Coates,
11 his Wardrobe peece by peece,
t the King.
ind away,
rs ftand full fairely for the day.
tlarum, and enter anlfnﬁjolm.
ugh I could fcape thot-free at London,I fear
re.: here’s no fcoring, but vpon the pate.Soft
? Sir Walter Blunt, there’s Honour for you:
nity, I am as hot as molten Lead, and as hea-
1en keepe Lead out of mee, I neede no more
mine owne Bowelles. I haue led my rag of

Exeunt

Muffins where they are pepper’d : there’s not three of my
150. left aliue, and they for the Townes end, to beg du-
ring life. But who comes heere ?

Enter the Prince.

Pri.What, ftand'ft thou idle here? Lend me thy fword,
Many a Nobleman likes ftarke and ftiffe
Vader the hooues of vaunting enemies,

Whofe deaths are vnreueng’d. Prethy lend me thy fword

Fal. O Hal,I prethee giue me leaue to breath awhile :
Turke Gregory neuer did fuch deeds in Armes, as I haue
done this day. I haue paid Percy,l haue made him fure.

Prin. He is indeed,and lining to kill thee :

I prethee lend me thy fword.

Falft. Nay Hal, if Percy bee aliue, thou getft not my
Sword ; but take my Piftoll if thou wilt.

Prin. Giue it me: What, is it in the Cafe @

Fal. 1 Hal, tis hot : There’s that will Sacke a City.

The Prince drawes out a Bottle of Sacke.

Prin. What, is it a time to icft and dally now. it.

Tbrowes it at bim.

Fal. If Percy be aliue, Ile pierce him : if he do come in
my way,{o : if he do not, if I come in his (willingly) let
him make a Carbonado of me. I like not fuch grinning
honour as Sir #alter hath : Giue mee life, whichif I can
faue, {o : if not,honour comes vnlook'd for, and ther's an
end. Exit

Scena Tertia. .

oAlarum,excurfions,enter the King ,tbe Prince,
Lord Iobn of Lancafler, and Earle
of Wefimerland.

King. 1prethee Harry withdraw thy felfe, thou blee-
deft too much: Lord Jobn of Lancafler,go you with him.
P.Iob. Not I,my Lord,vnleffe I did bleed too,
Prin. I befeech your Maiefty make vp,
Leaft you retirement do amaze your friends.
King. I will do fo:
My Lord of Weftmerland leade him to his Tent.
Wef. Come my Lord, Ile leade you to your Tent,
Prin. Lead me my Lord? I do not need your helpe s
And heauen forbid a fhallow fcratch thould drive
The Prince of Wales from fuch a field as this,
Where ftain'd Nobility lyes troden on,
And Rebels Armes triumph in maffacres.
Iob. We breath too long: Come cofin Weftmerland,
Our duty this way lies, for heauens fake come.
Prin. By heauen thou haft deceiu’d me Lancafter,
I did not thinke thee Lord of fuch a fpirit:
Before, I lou'd thee as a Brother, Jobn ;
But now, I do refpet thee as my Soule.
King. 1 faw him hold Lord Percy at the point,
With luftier maintenance then I did looke for
Of fuch an vngrowne Warriour.
Prin. O this Boy, lends mettall to vs all.
Enter Dowglas.
Dow. Another King?They grow like Hydra's heads:
I am the Dowglas, fatall to all thofe
That weare thofe colours on them. What art thou
That counterfeit’tt the perfon of a King?
King . The King himfelfe : who Dowglas gricues at hart
So

Exit,
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So many of his fhadowes thou haft met,
And/not the very King, @ haue two Boyes
Seeke Percy and thy felfe about the Field :
But feeing thou fall'ft on me fo luckily,
I will affay thee : fo defend thy felfe.
Dow. I feare thou art another counterfeit :
And yet infaith thou bear’ft thee like a King:
But mine I am fure thou art, whoere thou be,
And thusI winthee.  Tbey fight, the K.being in danger,
Enter Prince.

Prin. Hold vp they head vile Scot, or thou art like
Neuer to hold it vp againe : the Spirits
Of valiant Sherly, Stafford,Blunt,arc in my Armes;
It is the Prince of Wales that threatens thee,
Who neuer promifeth, but he meanes to pay.

Fight ,“Dowglas flyeth.

Cheerely My Lord: how f:{rlew‘: yofr Grace?g »
Sir Nicholas Gawfey hath for fuccour fent,
And fo hath CIE'on : Ile to Clifton ftraight.

King. Stay,and breath awhile.
Thou haft redeem’d thy loft opinion,
And fhew'd thou mak'ft fome tender of my life
In this faire refcue thou haft brought to mee.

Prin. O heauen, they did me too much iniury,

That euer faid I hearkned to your death.
If it were fo, I might haue let alone
The infulting hand of Dewglas ouer you,
Which would haue bene as fpeedy in your end,
As all the poyfonous Potions in the world,
And fau'd the Treacherous labour of your Sonne.
K. Make vp to Cl?on,lle to Sir Nicholas Gaufey. Exit
: nter HotPur. .

Hot. If I miftake not, thou art Harry Monmoutb.

Prin. Thou fpeak’ft as if I would deny my name.

Hot. My name is Harrie Percie.

Prin.Why then I fee a very valiant rebel of that name.
I am the Prince of Wales,and thinke not Percy,

To fhare with me in glory any more:

Two Starres keepe not their motion in one Sphere,
Nor can one England brooke a double reigne,

Of Harry Percy,and the Prince of Wales.

Hot. Nor ﬂ?nll it Harry, for the houre is come
To end the one of vs; and would to heauen,
Thy name in Armes, were now as great as mine,

Prin. Ile make it greater,ere I part from thee,
And all the budding Honors on thy Creft,
1le crop,to make a Garland for my head.

Hot. I can no longer brooke thy Vanities.

Enter Falflaffe.

Fal. Well faid Hal,to it Hal. Nay you fhall finde no
Boyes play heere, I can tell you.

Enter Dowglas be fights with Falfiaffe,wbe fals down
as if be were dead. The Prince killeth Percie.

Hos. Oh Harry,thou haft rob'd me of my youth ¢
I better brooke :{c loffe of brittle life,

Then thofe proud Titles thou haft wonne of me,

They wound my thoghts worfe,then the fword my flefh:
But thought’s the flaue of Life,and Life, Times foole ;
And Time, that takes furuey of all the world,

Muft haue a ftop. O, I could Prophefie,

But that the Earth,and the cold hand of death,

Lyes on my Tongue : No Percy,thou art duft

And food for

Prin. For Wormes, braue Percy.Farewell great heart:
Ill-weau’d Ambition,how much art thou thrunke?
When that this bodie did containe a fpirit,

Fight.

. which better part, I haue faued my life.
‘this Gun-powder Percy though he be dead.

A Kingdome for it was too fmall a bound :
But now two paces of the vileft Earth
Is roome enough. This Earth that beares the dead,
Beares not aliue fo ftout a Gentleman.
If thou wer’t fenfible of curtefie,
I fhould not make fo greata thew of Zeale.
But let my fauours hide thy mangled face,
And euen in thy behalfe,Ile thanke my felfe
For doing thefe fayre Rites of Tenderneffe.
Adieu,and take thy praife with thee to heauen,
Thy ignomy fleepe with thee in the graue,
But not remembred in thy Epitaph.
What? Old Acquaintance? Could not all this flefh
Keepe in a little life? Poore Iacke, farewell s
I could haue better fpar’d a better man.
O, I thould haue a heauy miffe of thee,
If I were much in loue with Vanity.
Death hath not ftrucke fo fat a Deere to day,
Though many dearer in this bloody Fray :
Imbowell’d will I fee thee by and by,
Till then,in blood,by Noble Percie lye.

Falfiaffe rifeth vp.

Falf, Imbowell'{i‘?‘qf t{lou?l:lbowell mee to day, lle
giue you leaue to powder me,and eat me too to morow,
*Twas time to counterfet, or that hotte Termagant Scat,
had paid ne fcot and lot too.Counterfeit? I am no coon-
terfeit; to dye, is to be a counterfeit, for hee is but the
counterfeit of a man, who hath not the life of a man : But
to counterfeit dying, when a man thereby liueth,is to be
no counterfeit,but the true and perfe@® image of life in-
deede. The better part of Valour, is Difcretion ; in the
T am affraide of
How if bee
thould counterfeit too, and rife? I am afraid hee would
proue the better counterfeit: therefore Ile make him fare:
yea,and Ile fweare 1 kill'd him. Why may not hee rife »
well as I :Nothing confutes me but eyes, and no-bodic
fees me.Therefore firra, with a new wound in your thigh
come you along me. Takes Hotfpurre on bis backe.
. Enter Prince and Iobn of Lancafier.

Prin. Come Brother Iobn, full brauely haft thou fleht
thy Maiden fword.

Iobn. But foft, who haue we heere ?

Did you not tell me this Fat man was dead?

Prin. 1did, I faw him dead,

Breathleffe,and bleeding on the ground: Art thou alive?
Or is it fantafie that playes vpon our eye-fight ?

I prethee fpeake, we will not truft our cyes

Without our eares, Thou art not what thou feem'f.

Fal. No, thats certaine : I am not a double man : bat
if I be not Jacke Falfiaffe,then am I a Tacke : Thereis Par-
¢y, if your Father will do me any Honor, fo : if not, let him
kill the next Percie himfelfe. Ilooke to be either Earle or
Duke, I can affure you.

Prin. Why, Percy 1 kill'd my felfe, and faw thee dead

Fal. Did'ft thou? Lord,Lord, how the world is given
to Lying? I graunt you I was downe, and out of Breath,
and fo was he, but we rofe both at an inftant,and fought
a long houre by Shrewsburie clocke. If I may bee belee-
ued, o : if not,let them that thould reward Valour,bare
the finne vpon their owne heads. Ile take’t on my death
I gaue him this wound in the Thigh : if the man vvere 2
liue,and would deny it,I would make him eate a peece
of my {fword.

Iobn. This is the ftrangeft Tale that e're I heard.

Prin. This is the ftrangeft Fellow,Brother Jobs. o

3

Exit.
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sring your luggage Nobly on|your backe :
» part,if a lye'may do thee grace,
1 it with the happieft tearmes I haue.
A Retreat i founded.,

rumpets found Retreat,the day is ours:
Brother, let’s to the higheft of the field,

what Friends are liuing, who are dead. Exeunt

Ile follow as they fay, for Reward. Hee that re-
me, heauen reward him. If I do grow great again,
w leffe ? For lle purge, and leaue Sacke, and liue
a8 2 Nobleman fhould do. Exit

ScenaQuarta.

The Tr: s found.
r the King, Prince of Wales, Lord Iobn of Lancafler,
Earle .fmgmlm, with Worcefier &
ermon Prifoners.

7. Thus euer did Rebellion finde Rebuke.
1ted Worcefter, did we not fend Grace,
iyand tearmes of Loue to all of you ¢
ould'ft thou turne our offers contrary ?
the tenor of thy Kinfmans truft?
Knights vpon our party flaine to day,

le Earle,and many a creature elfe,

rene aliue this houre,

a Chriftian thou had'ft truly borne

t out Armies, true Intelligence.

. What I haue done, my fafety vrg'd me to,

. Let vs not leaue till all our owne be wonne.

And I embrace this fortune patiently,
Since not to be auoyded, it fals on mee.

King. Beare Worcefter to deathyand Uernon too :
Other Offenders we will paufe vpon.

Exit Worcefer and Uterson,

How goes the Field ?

Prin, The Noble Scot Lord Dowglas, when hee faw
The fortune of the day quite turn’d from him,
The Noble Percy flaine,and all his men,
Vpon the foot of feare, fled with the reft;
And falling from a hill, he was fo bruiz’d
That the purfuers tooke him. At my Tent
The Dowglas is, and I befeech your Grace.
I may diﬁ:ofe of him.

King. With all my hcart.

Prin. Then Brother Iobn of Lancafter,
‘To you this honourable bounty fhall belong :
Go to the Dowglas,and deliver him
Vp to his pleafure, ranfomlefle and free:
His Valour fhewne vpon our Crefts to day,
Hath taught vs how to cherifh fuch high deeds,
Euen in the bofome of our Aduerfaries,

King. Then this remaines : that we diuide our Power.
You Sonne Iobnyand my Coufin Weftmerland
Towards Yorke fhall bend you, with your deereft fpeed
To meet Northumberland,and the Prelate Scroope,
Who(as we heare)are bufily in Armes.
My Selfe, and you Sonne Harry will towards Wales,
To fight with Glendower,and the Earle of March,
Rebellion in this Land fhall lofe his way,
Meeting the Checke of fuch another day:
And fince this Bufineffe {o faire is done,
Exeunt.

FINIS.




TheSecondPartof Henrythe Fourth,
Containinghis Death:andthe Coronation
of King Henry the Fift.

eAtus Primus.

Scana ‘Prima.

INDVCTION.

Scena Secunda.

Enter Rumour,

Pen your Eares: For which of you will ftop
The vent of Hearing,when loud Rumor fpeakes?
I, from the Orient, to the drooping Weft
(Making the winde my Poft-horfe) fill vnfold

The A&s commenced on this Ball of Earth.

Vpon my Tongue, continuall Slanders ride,

The which, in euery Language, I pronounce,

Stuffing the Eares of them with falfe Reports:

I fpeake of Peace, while couert Enmitie

(Vnder the fmile of Safety) wounds the World :

And who but Rumour, who but onely I

Make fearfull Mufters, and prepar’d Defence,

Whil'ft the bigge yeare, fwolne with fome other griefes,

Is thought with childe, by the fterne Tyrant, Warre,

And no fuch matter? Rumour, is a Pipe

Blowne by Surmifes, Ieloufies, Conieétures;

And of fo eafie, and fo plaine a ftop,

That the blunt Monfter, with vncounted heads,

The fill difcordant, wauering Multitude,

Can play vpon it, But what neede I thus

My well-knowne Body to Anathomize

Among my houfhold ? Why is Rumour heere?

I run before King Harries victory,

Who in a bloodie field by Shrewsburie

Hath beaten downe yong Hotpurre, aud his Troopes,

Quenching the flame of bold Rebellion,

Euen with the Rebels blood. But what meane 1

To fpeake fo true at firt ? My Office is

To noyfe abroad, that Harry cMonmouth fell

Vader the Wrath of Noble Hot/fpurres Sword :

And that the King, before the “Dowglas Rage

Stoop’d his Annointed head, as low as death.

This haue I rumour’d through the peafant-Townes,

Betweene the Royall Field of Shrewsburie,

And this Worme-caten-Hole of ragged Stone,

Where Hotpurres Father, old Northumberland,

Lyes crafty ficke. The Poftes come tyring on,

And not 2 man of them brings other newes

Then they haue learn’d of Me. From Rumours Tongues,

They bring fmooth-Comforts-falfe, worfe then True-

wrongs. Exit.

Enter Lord Bardolfe, and the Porter.

L.Bar. Who keepes the Gate heere hoa?
Where is the Earle?

Por. What fhall I fay you are?

Bar. Tell thou the Earle
That the Lord Bardolfe doth attend him heere.

Por. His Lordthip is walk’d forth into the Orchard,
Pleafe it your Honor, knocke but at the Gate,
And he himfelfe will anfwer.

Enter Nortbumberland.

L.Bar. Heere comes the Earle.

Nor. What newes Lord Bardolfe? Eu'ry minute now
Should be the Father of fome Stratagem;

‘| The Times are wilde : Contention (like a Horfe

Full of high Feeding) madly hath broke loofe,
And beares downe all before him,
L.Bar. Noble Earle,
I bring you certaine newes from Shrewsbury,
Nor. Good,and heauen will,
L.Bar. As good as heart can with:
The King is almoft wounded to the death :
And in the Fortune of my Lord your Sonne,
Prince Harrie flaine out-right : and both the Blunts
Kill'd by the hand of Dewglas. Yong Prince Iobn,
And Weftmerland, and Stafford,fled the Field,
And Harrie Monmouth's Brawne (the Hulke Sir Jobs)
Is prifoner to your Sonne, O,fuch a Day,
(So fought, fo follow’d, and fo fairely wonne)
Came not, till now, to dignifie the Times
Since Ceefars Fortunes.
Nor. How is this deriu’d?
Saw you the Field? Came you from Shrewsbury?
L.Bar.] fpake with one (my L.)that came fi6 thence,
A Gentleman well bred,and of good name,
That freely render’d me thefe newes for true.
Nor. Heere comes my Seruant Trauers, whom I fent
On Tuefday latt, to liften after Newes.
Enter Trauers.,
L.Bar. My Lord,I ouer-rod him on the way,
And he is farnith’d with no certainties,
More then he (haply)may retaile from me,
Nor.Now Trauers, what good tidings comes

fo e

\ Tra.
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y Lord, Sir Iobn Umfreuill turn’d me backe
11 tydings; and (being ‘better hors'd)
e. After him, came fpurring head
1an (almoft fore-fpent with fpeed)
'd by me, to breath his bloodied horfe.
he way to Chefter : And of him
nd what Newes from Shrewsbury :
1, that Rebellion had ill lucke,

ong Harry Percies Spurre was cold.

he gaue his able Horfe the head,
og forwards ftrooke his able heeles
: panting fides of his poore Iade
Rowell head, and ftarting fo,

in running, to deuoure the way,

longer quetftion.

1a? Againe:

1g Harrie Percyes Spurre was cold ?
wrreycold-Spurre?) that Rebellion,

| lucke?

My Lord : Ile tell you what,

Lord your Sonne, haue not the day,

: Honor, for a filken point

' Barony. Neuer talke of it.

thould the Gentleman that rode by Trauers
fuch inftances of Loffe ¢

Who, he?

ne hielding Fellow, that had ftolne

he rode-on : and vpon my life

duenture. Looke,here comes more Newes.

Enter eMorton.

a, this mans brow, like to a Title-leafe,

1¢ Nature of a Tragicke Volume :

he Strond, when the Imperious Flood
witneft Vfurpation.

, did’ft thou come from Shrewsbury ?
ran from Shrewsbury (my Noble Lord)

efull death put on his vglieft Maske

ur party.

dow doth my Sonne,and Brother?

blI’ft; and the whiteneffe in thy Checke
n thy Tongue, to tell thy Errand.

a man, fo faint,fo fpiritleffe,

dead in looke, fo woe-be-gone,

ms Curtaine,in the dead of night,

| haue told him, Halfe his Troy was burn'd.
found the Fire,ere he his Tongue:
Percies death, ere thou report’ft it.

would’ft fay : Your Sonne did thus,and thus:

rer, thus . So fought the Noble Dowglas,
1y greedy eare, with their bold deeds.
end (to flop mine Eare indeed)
a Sigh, to blow away this Praife,

h Brother, Sonnc,and all are dead.
lowglas is living,and your Brother,yet:

- Lord, your Sonne,
Why,he is dead.

ready tongue Sufpition hath :

t feares the thing, he would not know,
Rin&, knowledge from others Eyes,

he feard, is chanc’d. Yet {peake(Morton)
‘hy Earle, his Diuination Lies,

take it, as a fweet Difgrace,

thee rich, for doing me fuch wrong.
ou are too great, to be (by me) gainfaid ¢

Your Spirit is too true, your Feares too certaine.

North, Yet for all this,{ay not that Percies dead.
I fee a firange Confeffion in thine Eye :
Thou fhak'tt thy head, and hold'ft it Feare, or Sinne,
To {peake a truth. If he be flaine,fay fo :
The Tongue offends not, that reports his death:
And he doth finne that doth belye the dead :
Not he, which (ayes the dead is not alive :
Yet the firft bringer of vawelcome Newes
Hath but a loofing Office : and his Tongue,
Sounds euer after as a fullen Bell
Remembred, knolling a departing Friend.

L.Bar. I cannot thinke(my Lord)your fon is dead.

Mor. 1 am forry, I fhould force you to beleeue
That, which I would to heauen, I had not feene:
But thefe mine eyes,faw him in bloody ftate,
Rend’ring faint quittance ( wearied,and out-breath’d)
To Henrie Monmoutb, whofe {wift wrath beate downe
The neuer-daunted Percie to the earth,
From whence(with life)he neuer more {prung vp.
In few; his death(whofe fpirit lent a fire,
Euen to the dulleft Peazant in his Campe)
Being bruited once, tooke fire and heate away
From the beft temper’d Courage in his Troopes.
For from his Mettle, was his Party fteel'd ;
Which once,in him abated, all the reft
Turn’d on themfelues, like dull and heauy Lead :
And as the Thing, that's heauy in it felfe,
Vpon enforcement, flyes with greateft fpeede,
So did our Men, heauy in Hotfpurres loffe,
Lend to this weight, fuch lightneffe with their Feare,
That Arrowes fled not fwifter toward their ayme,
Then did our Soldiers (ayming at their fafety)
Fly from the field. Then was that Noble Worcefter
Too foone ta’ne prifoner : and that furious Scot,
(The bloody Dewglas) whofe well-labouring fword
Had three times ﬁaine th'appearance of the King,
Gan vaile his fltomacke, and did grace the fhame
Of thofe that turn’d their backes : and in his flight,
Stumbling in Feare, was tooke. The fumme of all,
Is, that the King hath wonne : and hath fent out
A fpeedy power, to encounter you my Lord,
Vnder the Condu@ of yong Lancafter
And Weftmerland. This is the Newes at full.

North. For this,I fhall haue time enough to mourne.
In Poyfon,there is Phyficke : and this newes
gHauing beene well)that would haue made me ficke,

eing ficke, haue in fome meafure,made me well.
And as the Wretch, whofe Feauer-weakned ioynts,
Like ftrengthlefle Hindges, buckle vrder life,
Impatient of his Fit, breakes like a fire
Out of his keepers armes : Euen fo, my Limbes
(Weak’'ned with greefe)being now inrag’d with greefe,
Are thrice themfelues. Hence therefore thou nice crutch,
A fcalie Gauntlet now, with ioynts of Steele
Mutt gloue this hand, And hence thou fickly Quoife,
Thou art a guard too wanton for the head,
Which Princes, flefh’d with Conqueft,ayme to hit.
Now binde my Browes with Iron,and approach
The ragged'ft houre,that Time and Spight dare bring
To frowne vpon th'enrag’d Northumberland.
Let Heauen kiffe Earth : now let not Natures hand
Keepe the wilde Flood confin’d : Let Order dye,
And let the world no longer be a ftage
To feede Contention in a ling’ring A&:
But let one fpirit of the Firft-borne Caine

g Reigne
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Reigne jin- all-bofomes, that each heart being fet

On' bloody Courfes, the rude Scene may end,

And darkneffe be the burier of the dead. (Honor.
L.Bar. Sweet Earle,divorce not wifedom from your
Mor, The liues of all your louing Complices

Leane-on your health, the which if you giue-o're

To flormy Paflion, muft perforce decay.

You caft th’euent of Warre(my Noble Lord)

And fumm'd the accompt of Chance,before you faid

Let vs make head : It was your prefurmize,

That in the dole of blowes,your Son might drop.

You knew he walk’d o're perils, on an edge

More likely to fall in, then to get o’re:

You were aduis’d his fleth was capeable

Of Wounds, and Scarres ; and that his forward Spirit

Would lift him, where moft trade of danger rang'd,

Yet did you fay go forth : and none of this

(Though ftrongly apprehended) could reftraine

The ftiffe-borne A&tion : What hath then befalne?

Or what hath this bold enterprize bring forth,

More then that Being, which was like to be ?
L.Bar. We all that are engaged to this loffe,

Knew that we ventur’d on fuch dangerous Seas,

‘That if we wrought out life, was ten to one:

And yet we ventur'd for the gaine propos'd,

Choak’d the refpect of likely perill fear'd,

And fince we are o’re-fet, venture againe.

Come, we will all put forth; Body,and Goods,
Mor.'Tis more then time : And(my moft Noble Lord)

I heare for certaine, and do fpeake the truth:

The gentle Arch-bifhop of Yorke is vp

With well appointed Powres : he is a man

Who with a double Surety bindes his Followers.

My Lord (your Sonne)had onely but the Corpes,

But thadowes, and the fhewes of men to fight.

For that fame word(Rebellion) did diuide

The a&ion of their bodies, from their foules,

And they did fight with queafinefle, conftrain’d

As men drinke Potions; that their Weapons only

Seem'd on our fide : but for their Spirits and Soules,

This word (Rebellion)it had froze them vp,

As Fifh are in a Pond. But now the Bithop

Turnes Infurre@ion to Religion,

Suppos’d fincere,and holy in his Thoughts:

He's follow’d both with Body,and with Minde :

And doth enlarge his Rifing, with the blood

Of faire King Ricbard, fcrap’d from Pomfret ftones,

Deriues from heauen, his Quarrell,and his Caufe :

Tels them, he doth beftride a bleeding Land,

Galfping for life, vnder great Bullingbroos:,

And more,and lefle,do flocke to follow him.

North. 1 knew of this before. But to fpeake truth,

This prefent greefe had wip'd it from my minde.

Go in with me,and councell euery man

The apteft way for fafety, and reuenge :

Get Pofts,and Letters,and make Friends with fpeed,

Neuer {o few,nor neuver yet more need. Excuns.

Scena Tertia.

Enter Falfiaffe,and Page.
Fal.Sirra,you giant, what faies the f)o&.to my water?
Pag. He faid fir,the water it felfe was a good healthy
water:but for the party that ow'd it,he might haue more
difeafes then he knew for.
Fal. Men of all forts take a pride to gird at mee: the

braine of this foolifh compounded Clay-man, is 1
to inuent any thing that tends to laughter, more
inuent,or is inuented on me. I am not onely witt;
felfe, but the caufe that wit is in other men, I do
walke before thee, like a Sow, that hath o'rewhel
her Litter, but one. If the Prince put thee into 1
vice for any other reafon, then to fet mee off, why
haue no iudgement. Thou horfon Mandrake, tt
fitter to be worne in my cap, then to wait at my h
was neuer mann’d with an Agor till now :but I w
you neyther in Gold, nor Siluer, but in vilde appar
fend you backe againe to your Mafter, for a Iewel
Juuenall (the Prince your Mafter) whofe Chin is
fledg’d, I will fooner haue a beard grow in the Pa
my hand, then he fhall get one on his checke : yet
not fticke to fay, his Face is a Face-Royall. Heau
finith it when he will, it is not a haire amiffe yet :
keepe it ftill at a Face-Royall, for a Barber fhal
earne fix pence out of it; and yet he will be crowir
he had writ man euer fince his Father was a Batcl
He may keepe his owne Grace, but he is almoft
mine, I can affure him. What faid M.Dombledon,
the Satten for my fhort Cloake,and Slops ?

Pag. He faid fir,you fhould procure him bette:
rance, then Bardolfe : he wold not take his Bond &

helik’d not the Security.

Fal. Let him bee damn'd like the Glutton, n
Tongue be hotter,a horfon Acbitopbel; a Rafca!
forfooth-knaue,to beare a Gentleman in hand, a1
ftand vpon Security ? The horfon {mooth-pates dc
weare nothing but high fhoes, and bunches of K
their girdles : and if a man is through with them
neft Taking-vp, then they muft ftand vpon Secu
had as liefe they would put Rats-bane in my mot
offer to ftoppe it with Security. I look’d hee fhou
fent me two and twenty yards of Satten (as I a
Knight) and he fends me Security. Well, he may
Security, for he hath the horne of Abundance : :
lightnefle of his Wife fhines through it, and yet
he fee,though he haue his owne Lanthorne to ligl
Where's ‘Bardolfe?

Pag. He's gone into Smithfield to buy your
a horfe.

Fal. T bought him in Paules,and hee'l buy mee
in Smithfield. If I could get mee a wife in the St
were Mann'd,Hors’d,and Wiu'd.

Enter Chiefe Iuflice,and Seruant.

Pag. Sir, heere comes the Nobleman that con
the Prince for ftriking him, about Bardolfe.

Fal. Wait clofe, I will not fee him.

Chb.Juff. What's he that goes there ?

Ser. Falﬁiﬁ,and't pleafe your Lordthip.

Iup. He that was in queftion for the Robbery ?

Ser. He my Lord, but he hath fince done good
at Shrewsbury: and(as I heare) is now going wit
Charge, to the Lord Iobn of Lancafier.

Iuft. What to Yorke? Call him backe againe.

Ser. Sir Iobn Falfaffe. .

Fal. Boy,tell him,I am deafe.

Pag. You muft {peake lowder, my Mafter is dea

Iuﬁ. I am fure he is,to the hearing of any thin
Go plucke him by the Elbow,I muft fpeake with |

Ser. Sir Iobn.

Fal.What? a yong knaue and beg?Is there not
there not imployment®Doth not the K.lack fubit
not the Rebels want Soldiers? Though it be a fhan
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e but one, it is worfe fhame to begge, then to
worft fide; were it worfe 'then-the name of Re-
1 tell how to make it.

w miftake me Sir,

‘hy fir? Did I fay you were an honeft man?Set-
Cnight-hood, and my Souldierthip afide, I had
1 throat, if I had faid fo.

pray you (Sir) then fet your Knighthood and
lier-thip afide, and give mee leaue to tell you,
your throat, if you fay I am any other then an
n.

jiue thee leaue to tell me fo? I lay a-fide that
wes to me? If thou get'ft any leaue of me, hang
w tak’ft leaue,thou wer’t better be hang'd : you
nter, hence : Auant.

smy Lord would fpeake with you.

¢ Jobn Falfiaffe,a word with you,

y good Lord:giue your Lordthip good time of
am glad to fee your Lordfhip abroad: I heard
Lordthip was ficke. I hope your Lordfhip goes
aduife. Your Lordfhip (though not clean paft
1)hath yet fome fmack of age in you: fome rel-

altnefle of Time, and I moft humbly befecch

thip, to haue a reuerend care of your health.
r lobn, 1 fent you before your Expedition, to
ie.
it pleafe your Lordthip, I heare his Maieftie is
rith fome difcomfort from Wales.

talke not of his Maiefly : you would not come
nt for you?
nd I heare moreouer, his Highnefle is falne into
whorfon Apoplexie. (you.
!1l, heauen mend him, I pray let me fpeak with
bis Apoplexie is(as I take it)a kind of Lethar-
»ing of the blood,a horfon Tingling.
"hat tell you me of it? be it as it is.

hath it originall from much greefe; from ftudy
rbation of the braine. 1 haue read the caufe of
in Galen. It is a kinde of deafencfle.
thinke you are falne into the difeafe : For you
what I {ay to you.
ea well(my Lord)very well:rather an’t pleafe

e difeafe of not Liftning, the malady of not

that I am troubled withall.
2 punifh you by the heeles, would amend the
of your eares, & I care not if I be your Phyfitian
am as poore as Job,my Lord;but not fo Patient:
Ifhip may minifter the Potion of imprifonment
refpe@ of Poucrtie : but how I fhould bee your
+ follow your prefcriptions, the wife may make
n of a fcruple, or indeede,a fcruple it feife.
fent for you(when there were matters againft
wr life)to come fpeake with me.
s I was then aduifed by my learned Councel,in
of this Land-feruice, I did not come.
:l,the truth is (fir Jobw)you live in great infamy
that buckles him in my belt,cinot liue in lefle.
ur M is very flender,and your waft great.
would it were otherwife: I would my Meanes
ter, and my wafte flenderer.
‘ou haue mifled the youthfull Prince.
he yong Prince hath mifled mee. I am the Fel-
the great belly,and he my Dogge.
AL, I am loth to gall a new-heal'd wound: your
iice at Shrewsbury, hath a little gilded ouer
ats exploit on Gads-hill. You may thanke the

vnquiet time, for your quiet o're-pofting that Adtion.
al. My Lord ¢ (Wolfe.

Iuf.But fince all is wel, keep it fo: wake not a fleeping

Fal. To wake a Wolfe,is as bad as to fmell a Fox.

Ju.Whatyou are as a candle,the better part burnt out

Fal. A Waffell-Candle, my Lord; all Tallow :if I did
fay of wax, my growth would approue the truth.

Iufi. There is not a white haire on your face,but thold
haue his effe& of grauity.

Fal. His effe& of grauy, grauy, grauy.

Iuf  You follow the yong Prince vp and downe, like
his euill Angell.

Fal. Not fo (my Lord) your ill Angell is light : but I
hope, he that lookes vpon mee, will take mee without,
weighing: and yet,in fome refpe€s I grant,I cannot go:
I cannot tell.Vertue is of fo little regard in thefe Coftor-
mongers, that true valor is turn'd Bearc.heard. Pregnan-
cie is made a Tapfter, and hath his quicke wit wafted in
giving Recknings : all the other gifts appertinent to man
(as the malice of this Age thapes them) are not woorth a
Goofeberry. You that are old, confider not the capaci-
ties of vs that are yong : you meafure the heat of our Li-
uers, with the bitternes of your gals: & we that are in the
vaward of our youth,I muft confefle,are wagges too.

Iup. Do you fet downe your name in the fcrowle of
youth, that are written downe old, with all the Charrac-
ters of age?Haue you not a moift eye ? a dry hand? a yel-
low checke’a white beard? a decreafing leg? an increfing
belly? Is not your voice broken?your winde fhort? your
wit fingle? and cuery part about you blafted with Anti-
quity?and wil you cal your felfe yong?Fy,fy, fy, fic Jobn.

Fal. My Lord,I was borne with a white head, & fom-
thing a round belly. For my voice, I haue loft it with hal-
lowing and finging of Anthemes. To approue my youth
farther, I will not: the truth is, I am onely olde in iudge-
ment and vnderftanding: and he that will caper with mee
for a thoufand Markes, let him lend me the mony, & haue
at him. For the boxe of th'eare that the Prince gaue you,
he gaue it like a rude Prince,and you tooke it like a fenfi-
ble Lord. I haue checkt him for it,and the yong Lion re-
pents : Marry not in afhes and facke-cloath, but in pew
Silke,and old Sacke.

;‘ujl.Wel,buucn fend the Prince a better companion.

al. Heauen fend the Companion a better Prince : I
cannot rid my hands of him.

Iup. Well,the King hath feuer’d you and Prince Har-
ry,I heare you are going with Lord Jobs of Lancafter, a-
gainft the Archbifhop,and the Earle of Northumberland

Fal. Yes,I thanke your pretty {weet wit for it : but
looke you pray, (all you that kiffe my Ladie Peace, at
home)that our Armies ioyn not in a hot day: for if I take
but two fhirts out with me,and I meane not to fweat ex-
traordinarily : if it bee a hot day, if I brandifh any thing
but my Bottle, would I might neuer {pit white againe :
There is not a daungerous A&ion can peepe out his head,
but I am thruft vpon it. Well,I cannot laft euer.

Iupt. Well,be honeft,be honeft,and heauen bleffe your
Expedition.

Fal. Will your Lordfhip lend mee a thoufand pound,
to furnith me forth?

Iup. Not a peny, not a peny:you are too impatient
to beare croffes. Fare you well. Commend mee to my
Cofin Weftmerland, '

Fal. If I do,fillop me with a three-man-Beetle. A man
can no more feparate Age and Couctoufnefle,then he can
part yong limbes and letchery: but the Gowt galles the

g2 one,
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one,and the pox_pinches the other ; and fo both the De-
grees preuent my curfes. ' 'Boy?

Page. Sir.

Fai. What money is in my purfe?

Page. Seuen groats,and two pence.

Fal, I can get no remedy againft this Confumption of
the purfe. Borrowing onely lingers, and lingers it out,
but the difeafe is incureable. Go beare this letter to my
Lord of Lancafter, this to the Prince, this to the Earle of
Weftmerland, and this to old Miftris Urfula, whome I
haue weekly {worne to marry, fince I perceiu’d the firft
white haire on my chin. About it : you know where to
finde me. A pox of this Gowt, or a Gowt of this Poxe :
for the one or th'other playes the rogue with my great
toe : It is no matter, if I do halt,T haue the warres for my
colour,and my Penfion fhall feeme the more reafonable.
A good wit will make vfe of any thing: I will turne dif-
eafes to commodity. Excunt

Scena - Quarta.

Enter oArcbbifbop , Haflings, cMowbray, and
/l;z'd Wj:rdilﬁ. 7

Ar.Thus haue you heard our caufes,& kno our Means :
And my moft noble Friends, I pray you all
Speake plainly your opinions of our hopes,

And firft (Lord Marfhall)what fay you to it?

Mow. 1 well allow the occafion of our Armes,
But gladly would be better fatisfied,

How (in our Meanes) we fhould aduance our felues
To looke with forhead bold and big enough
Vpon the Power and puifance of the King.

Hafl. Our prefent Mufters grow vpon the File
To fiue and twenty thoufand men of choice:
And our Supplies, liue largely in the hope
Of great Northumberland, whofe bofome burnes
With an incenfed Fire of Iniuries.

L.Bar.The queftion then(Lord Haflings)®andeth thus
Whether our prefent fiue and twenty thoufand
May hold-vp-head, without Northumberland:

Haf. With him,we may. .

L.‘Bar. 1 marry,there’s the point:

But if without him we be thought to feeble,
My iudgement is, we fhould not ftep too farre
Till we had his Afsiftance by the hand.

For in a Theame fo bloody fac'd, as this,
Conie@ure, Expettation,and Surmife

Of Aydes incertaine, fhould not be admitted.

Arch, "Tis very true Lord Bardolfe, for indeed
It was yong Ho(;u”n cafe, at Shrewsbury.

L.Bar. It was(my Lord)who lin'd himfelf with hope,
Eating the ayre, on promife of Supply,

Flatt'ring himfelfe with Proie@ of a power,
Much fmaller, then the fmalleft of his Thoughts,
And fo with great imagination

(Proper to mad men) led his Powers to death,
And (winking) leap'd into deftru&ion.

Hap. But(by your leaue)it neuer yet did hurt,
To lay downe likely-hoods,and formes of hope.

L. Bar. Yes, if this prefent quality of warre,
Indeed the inftant a&ion: a caufe on foot,

Liues fo in hope : As in an early Spring,

We fee th’appearing buds,which to proue fruite,

Hope giues not fo much warrant, as Difpaire

That Frofts will bite them, When we meane to build,
We firft furuey the Plot,then draw the Modell,

And when we fee the figure of the houfe,
Then muft we rate the coft of the Erection,
Which if we finde out-weighes Ability,
What do we then, but draw a-new the Modell
In fewer offices? Or at leaft, defift
To builde at all? Much more,in this great worke,
(Which is(almoft) to plucke a Kingdome downe,
And fet another vp)fthould we furuey
The plot of Situation,and the Modell ;
Confent vpon a fure Foundation :
Queftion Surueyors, know our owne eftate,
How able fuch a Worke to vadergo,
To weigh againft his Oppofite? Or elfe,
We fortifie in Paper,and in Figures,
Vfing the Names of men, inftead of men :
Like one,that drawes the Modell of a houfe
Beyond his power to builde it; who(halfe through)
Giues o're,and leaues his part-created Coft
A naked fubie@ to the Weeping Clouds,
And watfte, for churlith Winters tyranny.
Haft. Grant that our hopes(yet likely of faire byrth)
Should be ftill-borne : and that we now pofleft
The vtmoft man of expe&ation :
I thinke we are a Body ftrong enough
(Euen as we are) to equall with the King.
L.Bar.What is the King but fiue & twenty thoufind?
Haft. To vs no more : nay not fo much Lord Berddf.
For his divifions (as the Times do braul)
Are in three Heads : one Power againft the French,
And one againft Glendower : Perforce a third
Muft take vp vs : So is the vafirme King
In three diuvided : and his Coffers found
With hollow Pouerty,and Emptineffe.
Ar.That he fhould draw his feuerall ftrengths togither
And come againft vs in full puiffance
Need not be dreaded.
Hap. If he fhould do fo,
He leaues his backe vnarm'd, the French,and Welch
Baying him at the heeles : neuer feare that.
L,Bar. Who is it like thould lead his Forces hither?
Hafi. The Duke of Lancafter,and Weftmerland :
Againft the Welth himfelfe, and Harrie Moamouth.
But who is fubftituted 'gainft the French,
I haue no certaine notice.
Arch. Let vs on :
And publifh the occafion of our Armes.
The Common-wealth is ficke of their owne Choice,
Their ouer-greedy loue hath furfetted s
An habitation giddy, and vnfure
Hath he that buildeth on the vulgar heart.
O thou fond Many, with what loud applaufe
Did’ft thou beate heauen with bleffing Bullingbrooke,
Before he was, what thou would'ft haue him be?
And being now trimm’d in thine owne defires,
Thou &bﬂﬂly Feeder)art {o full of him,
That thou prouck'#t thy felfe to caft him vp.
So,fo,(thou common Dogge) did'ft thou difgorge
Thy glutton-bofome of the Royall Ricbard,
And now thou would'ft eate thy dead vomit vp,
And how!'t to finde it. What truft is in thefe Times?
They,that when Ricbard liu’d,would haue him dye,
Are now become enamour’d on his graue.
Thou that threw't duft vpon his goodly head
When through proud London he came fighing on,
After th’admired heeles of Bullingbrooke,
Cri'ft now, O Earth, yeeld vs that King agine,
An
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And take thou, this (O thoughts of men accurs'd)
¢ Paft ,and to Come, Jéemes beft; things Préfent,worfi.
ow. Shall we go draw our numbers,and fet on ?
Haf.We are Times fubie€@s,and Time bids, be gon.

Actus Secundus. Scaena‘Prima.

Enter Hofeffe, with two Officers, Fang, and Snare.

Hofleffe. Mr.Fang,haue you entred the A&ion?

Fang. Itis enter'd.

Hofteffe. Wher's your Yeoman? Is it a lufty yeoman?
Will be ftand to it?

Fang. Sirrah, where's Snare?

Hofteffe. 1,1,g00d M.Snare..

Saare. Heere, heere.

Fang. Snare,we muft Arreft Sir obn Falfiaffe.

. I good M.Snare,1 haue enter’d him, and all.

So.It may chance coft fome of vs our liues:he wil ftab

Hofieffe. Alas the day: take heed of him : he ftabd me
in mine owne houfe, and that moft beaftly : he cares not
what mifcheefe he doth, if his weapon be out. Hee will
foyne like any diuell, he will fpare neither man, woman,
nor childe.

Fang. If I can clofe with him, I care not for his thruft.

Hefteffe. Noynor I neither : Ile be at your elbow.
V‘F"‘- If I but fift him once:if he come but within my

ice.

Hoff. 1 am vndone with his going:I warrant he is an
infinitive thing vpon my fcore. Good M.Fang hold him
fure:good M. Sware let him not fcape, he comes continu-
antly to Py-Corner(faving your manhoods)to buy a fad-
dle, and hee is indited to dinner to the Lubbars head in
Lombardftreet,to M.Smootbes the Silkman.I pra'ye, fince
my Exion is enter’d,and my Cafe fo openly known to the
world, let him be brought in to his anfwer: A 100.Marke
is a long one, for a poore lone woman to beare: & I haue
borne,and borne,and borne, and haue bin fub’doff, and
fob'd-off, from this day to that day, that it is a thame to
be thought on.There is no honefty in fuch dealing, vnles
a woman fhould be made an Affe and a Beaft, to beare e~
very Knaues wrong. Enter Fazaﬂi and Bardolfe.
Yonder he comes, and that arrant Malmefey-Nofe Bar-
dolfe with him.Do your Offices,do your offices:M. Fang,
& M.Snare,do me,do me,do me your Offices.

Fal.How now?whofe Mare's dead?what's the matter ?

Fang. Sir Iobn,I arreft you,at the fuit of Mift. Quickly.

Falf. Away Varlets,draw Bardolfe : Cut me off the
Villaines head: throw the Queane in the Channel.

Hoft. Throw me in the channell? Ile throw thee‘there.
Wile thou?wilt thou?thou baftardly rogue.Murder,mur-
der,O thou Hony-fuckle villaine,wilt thou kill Gods of-
ficers,and the Kings? O thou hony-feed Rogue, thou art
a honyfeed,a Man-queller,and a woman-queller.

Falft. Keep them off, Bardolfe.  Fang.A refcu,a refcu.

Hofi. Good people bring a refcu.Thou wilt not’thou
wilt not? Do, do thou Rogue:Do thou Hempfeed.

Page. Away you Scullion, you Rampallian, you Fuftil-
lirian:Ile tucke your Cataftrophe. Enter. Cb. Iuflice.
Iufi. What's the matter? Keepe the Peace here, hoa.

Hoft. Good my Lord be good to mee. I befeech you
ftand to me.

Cb.l:(f.How now fir Jobn? What are you brauling here?
Doth this become your place, your time,and bufineffe ?
You fhould haue bene well on your way to Yorke.

Stand from him Fellow ; wherefore hang'ft vpon him ?

Hof. Ohmy moft worfhipfull Lord,and’t pleafe your
Grace, 1 am a poore widdow of Eaftcheap, and he is arre-
fted at my fuit. Cb. Iufti.For what fumme ?

Hof. It is more then for fome(my Lord)it is for all: all
I haue, he hath eaten me outof houfe and home; hee hath
Eut all my fubflance into that fat belly of his : but I will

aue fome of it out againe, or I will ride thee o’Nights,
like the Mare.

Faipt. 1 thinke I am as like to ride the Mare, if 1 haue
any vantage of ground, to get vp. :

Cb:Iuft. How comes this,Sir Jobn ? Fy, what a man of
good temper would endure this tempeft of excl ion ?
Are you not atham’d to inforce a poore Widdowe to fo
rough a courfe,to come by her owne ?

Falfi. What is the groffe fumme that I owe thee?

Hoft. Marry (if thou wer’t an honeft man)thy felfe,&
the mony too. Thou didft fweare to mee vpon a parcell
gilt Goblet, fitting in my Dolphin-chamber at.the round
table, by a fea-cole fire,on Wednefday in Whitfon week,
when the Prince broke thy head for lik'ning him to a fin-
ging man of Windfor; Thou didft fweare to me then(as I
was wathing thy wound)to marry me,and make mee my
Lady thy wife.Canft y deny it? Did not goodwife Keech
the Butchers wife come in then,and cal me goflip Quick-
ly? comming in to borrow a meffe of Vinegar: telling vs,
fhe had a good dith of Prawnes:whereby y didft defire to
eat fome : whereby I told thee they were ill for a greene
wound? And didft not thou (when fhe was gone downe
ftaires)defire me to be no more familiar with fuch poore
people, faying, that ere long they fhould call me Madam?
And did'ft y not kiffe me,and bid mee fetch thee 30.8? I
put thee now to thy Book-oath, deny it if thou canft?

Fal. My Lord,this is 2 poore mad foule:and fhe fayes
vp & downe the town,that her eldeft fon is like you.She
hath bin in good cafe,& the truth is, pouerty hath diftra-
&ed her : but for thefe foolith Officers, I befeech you, I
may haue redrefle againft them.

Iup. Sir Iobn, fir Jobn,1 am well acquainted with your
maner of wrenching the true caufe,the falfe way.It is not
a confident brow, nor the throng of wordes, that come
with fuch (more then impudent)fawcines from you, can
thruft me from a leuell confideration, I know you ha’ pra-
&is'd vpon the ecafie-yeelding fpirit of this woman.

Hoft. Yes in troth my Lord.

Iuf.Prethee peace:pay her the debt you owe her, and
vapay the villany you haue done her:the one you may do
with fterling mony, & the other with currant repentance.

Fal.My Lord, I will not vndergo this fneape without
reply. You call h ble Boldnes,impudent Sawcinefle:
If a man wil curt’fie,and fay nothing, he is vertuous: No,
my Lord(your humble duty remé&bred) I will not be your
futor.I fay to you,I defire deliu’rance from thefe Officers
being vpon hafty employment in the Kings Affaires.

Iup. You fpeake,as hauing power to do wrong: But
anfwer in the effe of your Reputation, and fatisfie the
poore woman.

Falfi. Come hither Hofteffe. " Enter M. Gower

Cb.Iuff. Now Mafter Gower; What newes?

Gow.The King(my Lord)and Hemrie Prince of Wales
Are necre at hand: The reft the Paper telles.

Falff. Asam a Gentleman.

Hoft. Nay,you faid {6 before.
Fal. As1am a Gentleman.Come,no more words of it

Hoft. By this Heauenly ground I tread on, I muft be
faine to pawne both my Plate,and the Tapiftry of my dy-
ning Chambers.

83 Falf,
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Fal. Glafies,glaffes, is the onely drinking : and for
thy/ walles 'a 'pretty flight Drollery, or the Storie of the
Prodigall, or the Germane hunting in Waterworke, is
worih a thoufand of thefe Bed-hangings, and thefe Fly-

bitten Tapiftries. Let it be tenne pound (if thou cantt.)

Come, if it were not for thy humors, there is not a better
Wench in England. Go, wafh thy face, and draw th
A&ion : Come, thou muft not bee in this humour wi
me, come, I know thou was't fet on to this.

Hoft. Prethee (Sir Jobn) let it be but twenty Nobles,
1 loath to pawne my Plate, in good earnett la.

fill.

Hoft. Well, you fhall haue it although I pawne my
Gowne. I hope you'l come to Supper: You'l pay me al-
together ?

Fal. Will I live¢ Go with her,with her : hooke-on,
hooke-on.

Iiaﬁ Will you haue Doll Teare-fbcet meet you at fup-
per

Fal. No more words. Let's haue her.

Cb.Iuf. I haue heard bitter newes.

Fal What's the newes (my good Lord?)

Ch.Iu. Where lay the King laft night?

Mef. At Bafingftoke my Lord. .

Fal. 1 hope (my Lord )all's well. What is the newes
my Lord?

Cb.Iuft. Come all his Forces backe ?

Mf. No: Fifteene hundred Foot, fiue hundred Horfe
Are march'd vp to my Lord of Lancafter,

Againft Northumberland,and the Archbifhop.

Fal. Comes the King backe from Wales,my noble L?

Cb.Jufi. You fhall haue Letters of me prefently.
Come, go along with me, good M. Gowre.

Fal. My Lord.

Cb.Iuf. What's the matter ?

Fal. Mafter Gowre, fhall I entreate you with mee to
dinner ?

Gow. I muft waite vpon my good Lord heere.

I thanke you, good Sir Jobn.

Cb.Iup. Sir Jobn,you loyter heere too long, being you
are to take Souldiers vp, in Countries as you go.

Fal. Will you fup with me, Mafter Gewre?

Cb.Jufi. What foolith Mafter taught you thefe man-
ners, Sir Jobn?

Fal. Mafter Gower, if they become mee not, hee was a
Foole that taught them mee. This is the right Fencing
grace (my Lord) tap for tap,and fo part faire.

Cb.Iuf. Now the Lord lighten thee, thou art a great
Foole. Eaxeunt

Scena Secunda.

Enter Prince Henry, Pointw, Bardelfe,
and Page.

Prin. Truft me, I am exceeding weary.

Poin. Is it come to that? I had thought wearines durft
not haue attach’d one of fo high blood.

Prin. It doth me: though it difcolours the complexion
of my Greatnefle to acknowledge it. Doth it not thew
vildely in me, to defire fmall Beere?

Poin. Why,a Prince thould not be fo loofely ftudied,

Fal. Let it alone, lle make other fhift : you’l be a fool

as to remember {o weake a Compofition.

Prince. Belike then, my Appetite was not Princely
got : for (in troth) I do now remember the poore Crea-
ture, Small Beere. But indeede thefe humble confidera-
tions make me out of loue with my Greatnefle. Whata
difgrace is it to me, to remember thy name ? Or to know
thy face to morrow ? Or to take note how many paire of
Silk ftockings y haft? (Viz.thefe,and thofe that were thy
peach-colour'd ones:) Or to beare the Inuentorie of thy
thirts, as one for fuperfluity, and one other, for vfe. But
that the Tennis-Court-keeper knowes better then I, for
it is a low ebbe of Linnen with thee, when thou kept’f
not Racket there, as thou haft not done a great while, be-
caufe the reft of thy Low Countries, haue made a fhift to
eate vp thy Holland.

Poin. How ill it followes, after you haue labour'd fo
hard,you fhould talke fo idlely? Tell me how many good
yong Princes would do fo, their Fathers lying fo ficke, »
yours is?

Prin. Shall I tell thee one thing, Pointz ¢

Poin. Yes : and let it be an excellent good thing.

Prin. It fhall ferue among wittes of no higher breed-
ing then thine.

Poin. Go to : I ftand the puth of your one thing, that
you'l tell.

Prin. Why, I tell thee, it is not meet, that I fhould be
fad now my Father is ficke : albeit I could tell to thee(ss
to one it pleafes me, for fault of a better,to call my friead)
I could be fad,and fad indeed too.

Poin, Very hardly,vpon fuch a fubie&t,

Prin, Thou think’ft me as farre in the Diuels Booke, s
thou,and Falflaffe, for obduracie and perfiftencie, Let the
end try the man. But I tell thee, my hart bleeds inward-
ly, that my Father is fo ficke : and keeping fuch vild com-
pany as thou art, hath in reafon taken from me, all oftes-
tation of forrow,

Poin, The reafon ?

Prin.What would'ft thou think of me,if I thold weep?

Poin. I would thinke thee a moft Princely hypocrite.

Prin. It would be euery mans thought: and thou art
a bleffed Fellow,to thinke as euery man thinkes : nevers
mans thought in the world, keepes the Rode-way better
then thine : euery man would thinke me an Hypocrite in-
deede, And what accites your moft worthipful thought
to thinke fo?

Poin, Why,becaufe you haue beene fo lewde, andfo
much ingrafted to Falflaffe.

Prin. And to thee.

Points. Nay, I am well fpoken of, I can heare it with
mine owne cares:the wordt that they can fay of me is,that
I am a fecond Brother, and that I am a proper Fellowe of
my hands : and thofe two things I confeffe I canot helpe.
Looke, looke, here cames Bardolfe. ’

Prince. And the Boy that I gaue Falfiaffe, he had bim
from me Chriftian,and fee if the fat villain haue not trass
form'd him Ape.

Enter Bardolfe.

‘Bar. Saue your Grace,

Prin. And yours,moft Noble Bardslfe.

Poin. Come you pernitious Affe,you bathfull Foole,
muft you be bluthing? Wherefore bluth you now ? what
a Maidealy man at Armes are you become ? Is it fuch s
matter to get a Pottle-pots Maiden-head ?

Page. He call'd me euen now (my Lord)through a red
Lattice, and I could difcerne no part of his face from the
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at laft [ {py’d his eyes, and me thought he had
> }l:olu in’ the/'Ale-wiues ‘new-Petticoat, & pee-
igh.
Hath not the boy profited ?
Away, you horfon vpright Rabbet,away.
Away, you rafcally Altbeas dreame,away.
Inftrué vsBoy : what dreame, Boy ?
Marry (my Lord) eAlthea dream’d, the was de-
a Firebrand,and therefore I call him hir dream.
. A Crownes-worth of good Interpretation :
is, Boy.
D that this good Bloflome could bee kept from
Well, there is fix pence to preferue thee.

If you do not make him be hang'd among you,
wes (hall be wrong'd.

And how doth thy Mafter, Bardolph ?
Nell, my good Lord : he heard of your Graces
to Towne. There’s a Letter for you.
deliver’d with good refpe@: And how doth the
18, your Mafter ?

In bodily health Sir.
Aarry, the immortall part needes a Phyfitian :
moues not him : though that bee ficke, it dyes

1 do allow this Wen to bee as familiar with
" dogge : and he holds his place, for looke you

stter. Iobn Falfiaffe Knight : (Euery man muft
ityas oft as hee hath occafion to name himfelfe:)
: thofe that are kinne to the King, for they neuer
tir finger,but they fay, there is fom of the kings
t. How comes that (fayes he) that takes vpon
‘o conceiue? the anfwer is as ready as a borrow-
am the Kings poore Cofin,Sir.

Nay, they will be kin to vs,but they wil fetch
1pbet. But to the Letter: —Sir Iobn Falfiaffe,
o the Sonne of the King, meereft bis Fatber, Harrie
Wales, greeting.

Why this is a Certificate.

Peace.

‘ate the bomourable Romaines in breuitie.

jure he meanes breuity in breath:fhort-winded.

{ me to thee, I commend thee,and I leaue thes. Bee

niliar with Pointz, for bee mbi/:j“ thy Fasours fo

t be fweares thou art to marrie bis Siffer Nell.  Re-

le times as thou mayfi,and fo farewell.

neyby yea and no : which s as much as to fay, as thou
vfeft bim. lacke Falftaffe with my ﬂF{wiliar::

Tohn with my Brotbers and Sifter:@r Sir
Lohn, with all Europe.
, I will fteepe this Letter in Sack, and make him

That's to make him eate twenty of his Words.
w vie me thus Ned? Muft I marry your Sifter?
Aay the Wench haue no worfe Fortune. But I
| fo.

Well, thus we play the Fooles with the time, &
1 of the wife, fit in the clouds,and mocke vs : Is
ter heere in London ?

Yes my Lord.

Where fuppes he? Doth the old Bore, feede in
ranke?

\t the old place my Lord, in Eaft-cheape.

Vhat Company ?

iphefians my Lord, of the old Church.

jup any women with him ?

Page. None my Lord,but old Mittris Quickly,and M.
Doll Teare-[beet. .

Pris. What Pagan may that be ?

Page: A proper Gentlewoman,Sir, and a Kinfwoman
of my Mafters.

Prin. Euen fuch Kin, as the Parith Heyfors are to the
Towne-Bull?

Shall we fteale vpon them (Ned) at Supper?

Poin. Iam your thadow,my Lord, lle follow you.

Prin. Sirrah,you boy, and Bardolpb, no word to your
Matter that I am yet in Towne.

There's for your filence.

Bar. I haue no tongue, fir.

Page. And for mine Sir, I will gouerne it.

Prin. Fare ye well: go.

This Doll Teare-fbeet thould be fome Rode.

Poin. 1 warrant you,as common as the way betweene
S.Albans,and London,

Prin. How might we fee Falfaffe beftow himfelfe to
night, in his true colours,and not our felues be feene ?

Poin. Put on two Leather lerkins, and Aprons, and
waite vpon him at his Table, like Drawers.

Prin. From a God, to a Bull? A heauie declenfion : It
was Joues cafe. From a Prince,to a Prentice,a low tran{-
formation, that fhall be mine: for in euery thing,the pur-
pofe muft weigh with the folly. Follow me Ned. Exeunt

Scena Tertia.

Enter Nortbumberland bis Ladic,and Harrie
Percies Ladse.

North. 1 prethee louing Wife,and gentle Daughter,
Giue an cuen way vato my rough Affaices:

Put not you on tie vifage of the Times,
And be like them to Percie, troublefome.

Wife. 1 haue giuen ouer, 1 will fpeak no more,

Do what you will : your Wifedome, be your guide.

Nortb, Alas(fweet Wife)my Honor is at pawne,
And but my going, nothing can redeeme it.

La. Oh yet, for heauens fake,go not to thefe Warrs;
The Time was( Father) when you broke your word,
When you were more endeer'd to it, then now,
When your owne Percy,when my heart-deere- Harry,
Threw many a Northward looke, to fee his Father
Bring vp his Powres : but he did long in vaine.

Who then perfwaded you to ftay at home ?

There were two Honors loft; Yours, and your Sonnes.
For Yours,may heauenly glory brighten it:

For His, it ftucke vpon him, as the Sunne

In the gray vault of Heauen : and by his Light

Did all the Cheualrie of England moue

To do braue A@s. He was (indeed )the Glaffe
Wherein the Noble-Youth did drefle themfclues.

He had no Legges, that pralic’d not his Gate :

And fpeaking thicke (which Nature made his blemifh)
Became the Accentsof the Valiant.

For thofe that could {peake low,and tardily,

Would turne their owne Perfe@ion, to Abufe,

To feeme like him. So that in Speech,in Gate,

In Diet, in Affe@ions of delight,

In Militarie Rules, Humors of Blood,
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He was the Marke,and Glaffe, Coppy,and Booke,
That/fathion’dJothers. CAnd lbim} O wondrous! him,
O Miracle of Men! Him did you leaue

(Second to none) vn-feconded by you,

To looke vpon the hideous God of Warre,

In dif-aduantage, to abide a field,

Where nothing but the found of Hot/purs Name
Did feeme defenfible : fo you left him.

Neuer, O neuer doe his Ghoft the wrong,

To hold your Honor more precife and nice

With others,then with him. Let them alone :
The Marthall and the Arch-bithop are ftrong.

Had my fweet Harry had but halfe their Numbers,
To day might I (hanging on Hotfurs Necke)
Haue talk'd of eMommoutb’s Graue.

Nortb. Befhrew your heart,

(Faire Daughter) you doe draw my Spirits from me,
With new lamenting ancient Ouer-fights.

But I muft goe,and meet with Danger there,

Or it will feeke me in another place,

And finde me worfe prouided.

Hife. O flye to Scotland,

Till that the Nobles,and the armed Commons,
Haue of their Puiffance made a little tafte.

Lady. If they get ground,and vantage of the King,
Then ioyne you with them, like a Ribbe of Steele,
To make Strength ftronger, But, for all our loues,
Firft let them trye themfelues. So did your Sonne,
He was fo fuffer'd ; fo came I a2 Widow :

And neuer fhall baue length of Life enough,

To raine vpon Remembrance with mine Eyes,
That it may grow,and {prowt, as high as Heauen,
For Recordation to my Noble Husband.

Nortb.Come,come,go in with me:’'tis with my Minde
As with the Tyde, fwell’d vp vato his height,
That makes a ftill-land, running neyther way.
Faine would I goe to meet the Arch-bithop,

But many thoufand Reafons hold me backe.
I will refolue for Scotland : there am I,

Till Time and Vantage craue my company. Exeunt,

Scena Quarta.

Enter two Drawers.

1. Drawer, What haft thou brought there? Apple-

}o}l:m? Thou know'ft Sir Jobn cannot endure an Apple-
ohn .

2.Draw. Thou fay'ft true: the Prince once fet a Dith
of Apple-Iohns before him, and told bim there were fiue
more Sir Jobas: and,putting off his Hat,faid,I will now
take my leaue of thefe fixe drie, round, old-wither'd
Knights, It anger’d him to the heart: but hee hath for-
got that.

1. Draw. Why then couer, and fet them downe: and
fee if thou canft finde out Smeakes Noyfe ; Miftris Teare-
fheet would faine haue fome Mufique.

2. Draw. Sirrha, heere will be the Prince, and Mafter
Pointsyanon : and they will put on two of our Ierkins,
and Aprons, and Sir Jobr muft not know of it : Bardolpb
bath brought word.

1. Draw. Then here will be old #7is ¢ it will be an ex-
cellent ftratagem,

2. Draw. lle fee if I can finde out Sneake. Exit.

 Enter Holeffy and Dol.

Hoft. Sweet-heart, me thinkes now you are in an ex-
cellent good temperalitie : your Pulfidge beates as ex-
traordinarily, as heart would defire; and your Colour
(I warrant you) is as red as any Rofe: But you haue
drunke too much Canaries, and that's a maruelious fear-
ching Wine ; and it perfumes the blood, ere wee can fay
what’s this. How doe you now?

Dol. Better then I was : Hem.

Hoff. Why that was well faid: A good heart’s worth
Gold. Looke, here comes Sir Jobn.

Enter Falfiaffe.

Falff. When Artbur firft in Court—(emptie the Iordan)
and was a wortby King : How now Miftris Dol?

Hoft. Sick of a Calme : yea, good-footh.

Falft. So is all her Se@t: if they be once in a Calme,
they are fick.

Dol. You muddic Rafcall,is that all the comfort you
giue me?

Falff. You make fat Rafcalls, Miftris Dol.

Dol. 1 make them? Gluttonie and Difeafes make
them, I make them not.

Falp. If the Cooke make the Gluttonie,you helpeto
make the Difeafes (Do/) we catch of you (Do/) we catch
of you: Grant that,my poore Vertue,grant that,

Dol. 1 marry, our Chaynes,and our lewels.

Falfft. Your Brooches, Pearles, and Owches : For to
ferue brauely,is to come halting off : you know,to come
off the Breach, with his Pike bent brauely, and to Surge-
rie brauely ; to venture vpon the charg'd-Chambers
brauely.

Hoff, Why this is the olde fathion: you two neuer
meete,but you fall to fome difcord: you are both (in
good troth) as Rheumatike as two drie Toftes, you can-
not one beare with anothers Confirmities. What the
good-yere? One muft beare, and that muft bee you:
you are the weaker Veflell ; as they fay, the emptier
Veflell.

Dol. Can a weake emptie Veffell beare fuch a huge
full Hogs-head # There’s a whole Marchants Venture
of Burdeux-Stuffe in him : you haue not feene a Hulke
better ftufft in the Hold. Come, Ile be friends with thee
Jacke: Thou art going to the Warres, and whether I
fhall euer fee thee againe, or no, there is no body
cares.

Enter Drawsr.

Drawer. Sir, Ancient Piffoll is below, and would
fpeake with you.

Dol. Hang him, fwaggering Rafcall, let him not
come hither: it is the foule-mouth'dft Rogue in Eng-
land.

Hoft. If hee fwagger, let him not come here: I muft
live amongft my Neighbors, Ile no Swaggerers: I am
in good name, and fame, with the very beft: fhut the
doore, there comes no Swaggerers heere: I haue not
liv’d all this while, to haue fwaggering now : fhut the
doore, 1 pray you.

Falft. Do'ft thou heare, Hoftefle ?

Hof.'Pray you pacifie your felfe(Sir Jobn)there comes
no Swaggerers heere. }

Falfp.Do't
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Falf. Do'ft thou heare? it is mine Ancient.

Hest. Tilly-fally(Sir "Jobn)neuer- tell me, your ancient
« Swaggerer comes not in my doores, I was before Mafter
; Tifick the Deputie, the other day: and as hee faid to me,
,it was no longer agoe then Wednefday laft: Neighbour
| Quickly (fayes hee;) Mafter Dombe,our Minifter, was by
| then: Neighbour Quickly (fayes hee) receive thofe that
are Ciuill ; for (fayth hee) you are in an ill Name: now
hee faid fo, I can tell whereupon : for(fayes hee) you are
an honeft Woman,and well thought on ; therefore take
heede what Guefts you receiue : Receiue (fayes hee) no
fwaggering Companions. There comes none heere. You
would bleffe you to heare what hee faid. No, Ile no
Swaggerers. .

Falf. Hee's no Swaggerer(Hofteffe:)a tame Cheater,
hee: you may ftroake him as gently, as a Puppie Grey-
bound : hee will not fwagger with a Barbarie Henne, if
ber feathers turne backe in any thew of refiftance. Call
him vp (Drawer.)

Hoft. Cheater, call you him? I will barre no honeft
man my houfe, nor no Cheater : but I doe not loue fwag-
gering 5 I am the worfe when one fayes, fwagger : Feele
Matters, how 1 fhake: looke you,I warrant you.

Dol. So you doe, Hoftefle.

Hep. Doe 1? yea,in very truth doe I,if it were an Af-
pen Leafe : I cannot abide Swaggerers.

Esnter Pifiol,and Bardolph and bis Boy.

Piff. *Saue you, Sir Iobn.

Falf. Welcome Ancient Piflol. Here(Piffol )I charge
Jou with a Cup of Sacke: doe you difcharge vpon mine
Hofteffe,

Pif. I will difcharge vpon her (Sir Iobn) with two
Bullets.

Fnl{. She is Piftoll-proofe (Sir) you fhall hardly of-
fend her.

Hof. Come,Ile drinke no Proofes,nor no Bullets: I
will drinke no more then will doe me good, for no mans
pleafure, I.

Pif. Then to you (Miftris Dorothic) I will charge
you.

Dol. Charge me ? I fcorne you (fcuruie Companion)
what? you poore, bafe, rafcally, cheating, lacke-Linnen-
Mate : away you mouldie Rogue,away; I am meat for
your Mafter,

Piff. 1 know you, Miftris Dorotbie.

Dol. Away you Cut-purfe Rafcall, you filthy Bung,
away : By this Wine, Ile thruft my Knife in your mouldie
Chappes,if you play the fawcie Cuttle with me. Away
you Bottle-Ale Rafcall,you Basket-hilt ftale Iugler,you,
Since when, I pray you,Sir? what, with two Points on
your fhoulder ? much.

Pifl. 1 will murther your Ruffe, for this,

Hopf. No,good Captaine Piffo/ : not heere, fweete
Captaine.

Dol. Captaine? thou abhominable damn’'d Cheater,
art thou not atham'd to be call'd Captaine ? If Captaines
were of my minde,they would trunchion you out, for ta-
king their Names vpon you, before you haue earn’d them.
You a Captaine? you flaue,for what ? for tearing a poore
Whores Ruffe in a Bawdy-houfe? Hee a Captaine? hang
him Rogue, hee liues vpon mouldie ftew’d-Pruines, and
dry’de Cakes. A Captaine ? Thefe Villaines will make
the word Captaine odious : Therefore Captaines had
neede looke to it.

Bard. 'Pray thee goe downe, good Ancient.

Falft. Hearke thee hither, Miftris Dol.

Pisz, Not I: I tell thee what, Corporall Bardolpb, 1
could teare her : Ile be reueng’d on her.

Page. *Pray thee goe downe.

P? Ile fee her damn’d firft: to Pluto’s damn’d Lake,
to the Infernall Deepe, where Erebus and Tortures vilde
alfo. Hold Hooke and Line, fay I: Downe: downe
Dogges,downe Fates: haue wee not Hiren here?

Hoff. Good Captaine Peefel be quiet, it is very late:
I befecke you now, aggrauate your Choler.

Sp’. Thefe be good Humors indeede. Shall Pack-
Horfes, and hollow-pamper'd lades of Afia, which can-
not goe but thirtie miles a day, compare with Cefar, and
with Caniballs,and Troian Greekes? nay, rather damne
them with King Cerberus,and let the Welkin roare: thall
wee fall foule for Toyes?

Hof. By my troth Captaine, thefe are very bitter
words.

‘Bard. Be gone, good Ancient: this will grow to a
Brawle anon.

Pifi. Die men,like Dogges;giue Crownes like Pinnes:
Haue we not Hiren here ?

Hofi. On my word (Captaine)there’s none fuch here,
What the good-yere,doe you thinke I would denye her ?
I pray be quiet,

Piff. Then feed,and be fat (my faire Calipolis.) Come,
giue me fome Sack, Si fortune me tormente, [Perato me con-
tente. Feare wee broad-fides # No,let the Fiend giue fire:
Giue me fome Sack : and Sweet-heart lye thou there:
Come wee to full Points here, and are et cetera’s no-
thing ?

Fal. Piftol,1 would be quiet.

Pif2. Sweet Knight, I kiffe thy Neaffe: what? wee haue
feene the feuen Starres.

Dol. Thruft him downe ftayres, I cannot endure fuch
a Fuftian Rafcall.

Pif. Thruft him downe ftayres? know we not Gallo-
way Nagges ?

Fal. Quoit him downe (Bardolpbh) like a fhoue-groat
fhilling : nay,if hee dos nothing but fpeake nothing, hee
fhall be nothing here.

Bard. Come,get you downe ftayres.

Pifi. What? fhall wee haue Incifion? fhall wee em-
brew ? then Death rocke me afleepe,abridge my dolefull
dayes: why then let grieuous, gaftly, gaping Wounds,
vatwin'd the Sifters three: Come Atropos, 1 fay.

Hoft. Here's good ftuffe toward.

Fal. Giue me my Rapier, Boy.

Dol. 1 prethee Iack, 1 prethee doe not draw.

Fal. Get you downe ftayres.

Hoft. Here’s a goodly tumult: Ile forfweare keeping
houfe, before Ile be in thefe tirrits,and frights. So: Mur-
ther I warrant now, Alas,alas, put vp your naked Wea-
pons, put vp your naked Weapons.

Dol. 1 prethee lack be quiet, the Rafcall is gone : ah,
you whorfon little valiant Villaine, you.

Hoft. Are you not hurt i'th’Groyne ? me thought hee
made a fhrewd Thruft at your Belly.

Fal, Haue you turn’d him out of doores ¢

Bard. Yes Sir: the Rafcall’s drunke: you haue hurt
him (Sir) in the thoulder,

Fal. A Rafcall to braue me.

Dol. Ah, you fweet little Rogue, you : alas,poore Ape,
how thou fweat’ft # Come,let me wipe thy Face: Come
on,you whorfon Chops: Ah Rogue,I loue thee: Thou
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art as valorous as Heetor of Troy,worth fiue of Agamem-
nonm, and 'tenne ‘times: 'better -then the nine Worthies : ah
Villaine.

Fal, A rafcally Slaue, I will tofle the Rogue in a Blan-
ket.

Dodl. Doe,if thou dar’ft for thy heart: if thou doo'ft,
Ile canuas thee betweene a paire of Sheetes.

Enter Mufique.

Page. The Mufique is come, Sir.

Fal. Let them play : play Sirs. Sit on my Knee, Dol.
A Rafcall,bragging Slaue : the Rogue fled from me like
Quick-filuer.

Dol. And thou followd't him like a Church: thou
whorfon little tydie Bartholmew Bore-pigge,when wilt
thou leaue fighting on dayes,and foyning on nights,and
begin to patch vp thine old Body for Heauen?

Enter the Prince and Poines disguis'd.

Fal. Peace (good Dol) doe not fpeake like a Deaths-
head : doe not bid me remember mine end.

Dol. Sirrha,what humor is the Prince of ?

Fal. A good fhallow young fellow : hee would haue
made a good Pantler, hee would haue chipp’d Bread
well.

Dol. They fay Poines hath a good Wit.

Fal. Hee a good Wit ? hang him Baboone, his Wit is
as thicke as Tewksburie Muftard : there is no more con-
ceit in him,then is in a Mallet.

Dol. Why doth the Prince loue him fo then ?

Fal. Becaufe their Legges are both of a bigneffe: and
hee playes at.Quoits well,and cates Conger and Fennell,
and drinkes off Candles ends for Flap-dragons,and rides
the wilde-Mare with the Boyes,and iumpes vpon Ioyn'd-
ftooles, and f{weares with a good grace, and weares his
Boot very fmooth, like vnto the Signe of the Legge; and
breedes no bate with telling of difcreete ftories: and fuch
other Gamboll Faculties hee hath, that fhew a weake
Minde,and an able Body, for the which the Prince admits
him ; for the Prince himfelfe is fuch another : the
weight of an hayre will turne the Scales betweene their
Haber-de-poss.

Prince. Would not this Naue of a Wheele haue his
Eares cut off?

Poin. Let vs beat him before his Whore.

Prince. Looke, if the wither'd Elder hath not his Poll
claw'd like a Parrot.

Poin. Is it not ftrange, that Defire thould fo many
yeeres out-liue performance ?

Fal. Kiffe me Dol.

Prince. Saturne and Venus this yeere in Coniunétion?
What fayes the Almanack to that ?

Poin. And looke whether the fierie Trigon,his Man,
be not lifping to his Mafters old Tables, his Note-Booke,
his Councell-keeper ?

Fal. Thou do't giue me flatt’ring Buffes.

Dol. Nay truely, I kifle thee with a moft conftant
heart.

Fal. I am olde, I am olde.

Dol. I loue thee better,then I loue ere a fcuruie young
Boy of them all.

Fal. What Stuffe wilt thou hauve a Kirtle of ? I fhall
receiuve Money on Thurfday : thou fhalt haue a Cappe
to morrow. A merric Song, come: it growes late,

wee will to Bed. Thou wilt forget me, when I am
gone.

Dol. Thou wilt fet me a weeping, if thou fay't fo:
proue that euer I dreffe my felfe bandfome, tll thy re-
turne : well, hearken the end.

Fal. Some Sack,Francis.

Prin.Poin. Anon,anon,Sir.

Fal. Ha? a Baftard Sonne of the Kings? And art not
thou Poines, his Brother ?

Prince. Why thou Globe of finfull Continents, what
a Life do'ft thou lead ?

Fal. A better then thou: Iam a Gentleman, thou art
a Drawer.

Prince, Very true, Sir: and I come to draw you out
by the Eares.

Hoft. Oh, the Lord preferue thy good Grace: Wel-
come to London. Now Heauen blefle that {weete Face
of thine : what,are you come from Wales?

Fal. Thou whorfon mad Compound of Maieftie: by
this light Fleth,and corrupt Blood, thou art welcome.

Dol. How?you fat Foole, I fcorne you.

Poin. My Lord, hee will driue you out of your re-
uenge, and turne all to a merryment, if you take not the
heat.

Prince. You whorfon Candle-myne you, how vildly
did you {peake of me euen now, before this honeft, ver-
tuous, ciuill Gentlewoman ?

Hopt. 'Blefling on your good heart, and fo fhee is by
my troth,

Fal. Didft thou heare me?

Prince. Yes: and you knew me,as you did when you
ranne away by Gads-hill : you knew I was at your back,
and fpoke it on purpofe,to trie my patience.

Fal: No,no,no: not fo: I did not thinke, thou waft
within hearing,

Prince. 1 fhall drive you then to confeffe the wilfull
abufe, and then I know how to handle you.

Fal. No abufe (Hall) on mine Honor,no abufe.

Prince. Not to difprayle me? and call me Pantler, and
Bread-chopper, and I know not what ?

Fal. No abufe(Hal.)

Poin. No abufe?

Fal. No abufe (Ned) in the World : honeft Ned none.
I difprays’d him before the Wicked, that the Wicked
might not fall in loue with him : In which doing, I haue
done the part of a carefull Friend, and a true Subie®, and
thy Father is to giue me thankes for it. No abufe(Hel:)
none (Ned) none ; no Boyes,none.

Prince. See now whether pure Feare,and entire Cow-
ardife, doth not make thee wrong this vertuous Gentle-
woman, to clofe with vs? Is fhee of the Wicked ? Is thine
Hofteffe heere, of the Wicked ? Or is the Boy of the
Wicked? Or honeft Bardolph (whofe Zeale burnesin his
Nofe) of the Wicked ?

Poin. Anfwere thou dead Elme,anfwere,

Fal. The Fiend hath prickt downe Bardolph irrecoue-
rable, and his Face is Lucifers Priuy-Kitchin, where bee
doth nothing but roft Mault-Wormes : for the By,
there is a good Angell about him, but the Deuill out-
bids him too,

Prince. For the Women?

Fal. For one of them, fhee is in Hell alreadie, and
burnes poore Soules: for the other, I owe her Mo-
ney ; and whether fhee bee damn'd for that, I know
not.

Hoft. No,1 warrant you.

Fal.No,
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Fal. No,I thinke thou art not : I thinke thou art quit
for that. Marry,/there! isldnother Indi@mnient vpon thee,
for fuffering fleth to bee eaten in thy houfe, contrary to
the Law, for the which I thinke thou wilt howle.

Hest. All Vi@uallers doe fo : What is a Ioynt of
Mutton, or two,in a whole Lent ?

Prince. You,Gentlewoman.

‘Dol. What fayes your Grace ?

Falg. His Grace fayes that, which his fleth rebells

int.

Hep. Who knocks fo lowd at doore? Looke to the
doore there, Francss ?

Enter Peto.

Prince. Peto, how now ? what newes ?

Pete. The King, your Father,is at Weftminfter,
And there are twentie weake and wearied Poftes,
Come from the North : and as I came along,
I met,and ouer-tooke a dozen Captaines,
Bare-headed,{weating, knocking at the Tauernes,
And agking euery one for Sir Jobn Falfiaffe. :

Prisce. By Heauen ( Poines) I feele me much to blame,
S0 idly to prophane the precious time,
When Tempeft of Commotion,like the South,
Borne with black Vapour, doth begin to melt,
And drop vpon our bare vnarmed heads.
Give me my Sword,and Cloake :
Falpsffe,good night. Exit.

alf. Now comes in the fweeteft Morfell of the

night, and wee muft hence, and leaue it vopickt. More
knocking at the doore? How now ? what's the mat-
ter ?

Bard. You muft away to Court, Sir, prefently,
A dozen Captaines ftay at doore for you.

Falff. Pay the Mufitians, Sirrha: farewell Hoftefle,
farewell Dol. You fee (my good Wenches) bow men of
Merit are fought after : the vndeferuer may fleepe, when
the man of A&ion is call'd on. Farewell good Wenches:
if I be not fent away pofte,, I will fee you againe, ere I

goe.

Dol. I cannot fpeake : if my heart bee not readie
;:1!: burft--- Well (fweete Jacke) haue a care of thy

Falf. Farewell, farewell. Exit.

He8. Well, fare thee well 1 I haue knowne thee
thefe twentie nine yeeres, come Pefcod-time : but an
bonefter , and truer-hearted man-.-- Weil, fare thee
well.

Bard. Miftris Teare-fbeet.

Hof. What's the matter ?

Bard. Bid Miftris Teare-fbeet come to my Mafter.,

Hoft. Oh runne Dol, runne : runne,good Dol.

Exeust.

Atus Tertius. Scena ‘Prima.

Enter the King, with a Page.

King.Goe,call the Earles of Surrey,and of Warwick :
But ere they come, bid them ore-reade thefe Letters,
And well confider of them : make good fpeed.  Exit.

How many thoufand of my pooreft Subieéts ‘
Are at this howre afleepe ? O Sleepe, O gentle Sleepe,
Natures foft Nurfe, how haue I frighted thee,

That thou no more wilt weigh my eye-lids downe,
And fteepe my Sences in Forgetfulnefie ?

Why rather (Sleepe) lyeft thou in fmoakie Cribs,
Vpon vneafie Pallads ftretching thee,

And huifht with bufling Night, flyes to thy flumber,
‘Then in the perfum’d Chambers of the Great ?
Vnder the Canopies of coftly State,

And lull'd with founds of {fweeteft Melodie ?

O thou dull God,why lyeft thou with the vilde,

In loathfome Beds,and leau’ft the Kingly Couch,

A Warch-cafe,or a common Larum-Bell ?

Wilt thou, vpon the high and giddie Maft,

Seale vp the Ship-boyes Eyes,and rock his Braines,
In Cradle of the rude imperious Surge,

And in the vifitation of the Windes,

Who take the Ruffian Billowes by the top,

Curling their monftrous heads,and hanging them
With deaff*ning Clamors in the flipp’ry Clouds,
That with the hurley,Death it felfe awakes?

Canft thou (O partiall Sleepe) giue thy Repofe

To the wet Sea-Boy,in an houre fo rude

And in the calmeft,and moft filleft Night,

With all appliances, and meanes to boote,

Deny it to a King ? Then happy Lowe, lye downe,
Vhneafie lyes the Head, that weares a Crowne.

Enter Warwicke and Surrey.

War. Many good-morrowes to your Maieftie,
King. Is it good-morrow, Lords?
War. Tis One a Clock, and paft. .
King.Why then good-morrow to you ali(my Lords:)
Haue you read o’re the Letters that I fent you ?
War. We haue (my Liege.)
King. Then you perceiue the Body of our Kingdome,
How foule it is : what ranke Difeafes grow,
And with what danger, neere the Heart of it?
War. It is but as a Body, yet diftemper'd,
Which to his former ftrength may be rettor’d,
With good aduice, and little Medicine :
My Lord Nortbumberiand will foone be cool'd.
King.Oh Heauen, that one might read the Book of Fate,
And fee the reuolution of the Times
Make Mountaines leuell,and the Continent
(Wearie of folide firmeneffe)melt it felfe
Into the Sea : and other Times, to fee
The beachie Girdle of the Ocean
Too wide for Neptunes hippes ; how Chances mocks
And Changes fill the Cuppe of Alteration
With diuers Liquors, *Tis not tenne yeeres gone,
Since Richard,and Nortbumberland, great friends,
Did feaft together ; and in two yeeres after,
Were they at Warres. It is but eight yeeres fince,
This Percie was the man, neereft my Soule,
Who, like a Brother, toyl'd in my Affaires,
And layd his Loue and Life voder my foot :
Yea, for my fake,cuen to the eyes of Richard
Gaue him defiance. But which of you was by
(You Coufin Neuilyas I may remember)
When Ricbard,with his Eye, brim-full of Teares,
(Then check’d,and rated by Nortbumberland)
Did fpeake thefe words (now prou'd a Prophecie:)
Nortbumberland,thou Ladder, by the which -
y

]
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My Coufin Bullingbrooke afcends my Throne :
(Though' then,Heauen.kknowes, I had no fuch intent,
But that neceffitie fo bow'd the State,
That I and Greatneffe were compell'd to kiffe:)
The Time fhall come (thus did hee follow it)
The Time will come, that foule Sinne gathering head,
Shall breake into Corruption : fo went on,
Fore-telling this fame Times Condition,
And the divifion of our Amitie.

War. There is a Hiftorie in all mens Liues,
Figuring the nature of the Times deceas'd :
The which obferu’d, a man may prophecie
With a neere ayme, of the maine chance of things,
As yet not come to Life, which in their Seedes
And weake beginnings lye entreafured :
Such things become the Hatch and Brood of Time ;
And by the neceffarie forme of this,
King Ricbard might create a perfeét gueffe,
‘That great Nortbumberland,then falfe to him,
Would of that Seed, grow to a greater falfeneffe,
Which thould not finde a ground to roote vpon,
Vnleffe on you.

King. Are thefe things then Neceflities ?
Then let vs meete them like Neceffities ;
And that fame word, euen now cryes out on vs:
They fay, the Bithop and Nortbumberland
Are fiftie thoufand ftrong.

War. It cannot be (my Lord:)
Rumor doth double, like the Voice,and Eccho,
The numbers of the feared. Pleafe it your Grace
To goe to bed, vpon my Life (my Lord)
The Pow'rs that you alreadie haue fent forth,
Shall bring this Prize in very eafily.
To comfort you the more, I haue receiu’d
A certaine inftance,that Glendour is dead.
Your Maieftic hath beene this fort-night ill,
And thefe vnfeafon'd howres perforce muft adde
Vnto your Sickneffe. ~

King. I will take your counfaile :
And were thefe inward Warres once out of hand,
Wee would (deare Lords) vato the Holy-Land.

Exeunt.

Scena Secunda.

Enter Shallew and Silence: with Mouldie, Sbadow,
Wart, Feeble, Bull-calfe.

Sbal. Come-on, come-on, come-on: giue mee your
Hand, Sir ; giue mee your Hand,Sir: an early firrer, by
the Rood. And how doth my good Coufin Silence ?

Sil. Good-morrow,good Coufin Shallow.

Sbal. And how doth my Coufin, your Bed-fellow ?
and your faireft Daughter, and mine,my God-Daughter
Ellen ?

Sil. Alas,a blacke Ouzell (Coufin Shallew.)

Shal.By yea and nay,Sir, I dare fay my Coufin #illiam
is become a good Scholler? hee is at Oxford fill, is hee
not ?

Sil. Indeede Sir, to my coft.

Sbal. Hee muft then to the Innes of Court fhortly : I
was once of Clements Inne ; where (I thinke) they will
talke of mad Shallow yet,

Sil. You were call'd luftie Shal/iow then(Coufin.)

Sbal. 1 was call'd any thing : and I would haue done
any thing ind too,and roundly too. There was I,and
little Jobn Doit of Staffordfhire, and blacke George Bare,
and Francis Pick-bone,and Will Squele a Cot-fal-man, you
had not foure fuch Swindge-bucklers in all the lnnes of
Court againe : And I may fay to you, wee knew where |
the Boma-Roba's were, and had the beft of them all at
commandement. Then was Jacke Falfiaffe(now Sir Iobs) |
a Boy, and Page to Thowas cMiewbray, Duke of Nor-
folke.

Sil. This Sir Jobn (Coufin) that comes hither anon a-
bout Souldiers ?

Sbal. The fame Sir Iobn, the very {fame : I faw him
breake Scoggan’s Head at the Court-Gate, when hee was
a Crack,not thus high : and the very fame day did I fight
with one Sampfon Stock-fifb, a Fruiterer, behinde Greyes-
Inne. Ob the mad dayes that I haue fpent! and to fee
how many of mine olde Acquaintance are dead ?

Sil. Wee fhall all follow (Coufin.)

Shal. Certaine: 'tis certaine : very fure, wvery fure:
Death is certaine to all, all thall dye. How a good Yoke
of Bullocks at Stamford Fayre?

Sil. Truly Coufin,I was not there.

Shal. Death is certaine. Is old Double of your Towne
living yet ?

Sil. Dead, Sir.

Sbhal. Dead ? See, fee : hee drew a good Bow: and
dead ? hee fhot a fine fhoote. Jobn of Gaunt loved
him well, and betted much Money on his head. Dead?
hee would haue clapt in the Clowt at Twelue-fcore,and
carryed you a fore-hand Shaft at foureteene, and foure-
teene and a halfe, that it would haue done a mans heart
good to fee. How a fcore of Ewes now #

Sil. Thereafter as they be : a fcore of good Ewes
may be worth tenne pounds.

Shal. And is olde Double dead ?

Enter Bardolpb and bis Boy.

Sil. Heere come two of Sir Iobn Falfiaffes Men (a1 1
thinke.)

Sbal. Good-morrow,honeft Gentlemen.

Bard. 1 befeech you, which is Iuftice Skallow?

Sbal. 1 am Robert Shalliw(Sir)a poore Efguire of this
Countie, and one of the Kings Iuftices of the Peace:
What is your good pleafure with me?

Bard. My Captaine (Sir) commends him to you:
my Captaine,Sir Iobn Falfiaffe : a tall Gentleman, and 2
moft gallant Leader.

Sbal. Hee grectes me well: (Sir) I knew him 2
good Back-Sword-man. How doth the good Knight?
may I aske, how my Lady his Wife doth ?

Bard. Sir,pardon : a Souldier is better accommoda-
ted, then with a Wife.

Shal. It is well faid,Sir; and it is well faid, indeede,
too: Better accommodated ? it is good, yea indeede i
it: good phrafes are furely,and eucry where very com-
mendable. Accommodated , it comes of Accommods:
very good, a good Phrafe.

Bard. Pardon, Sir, I haue heard the word. Phnfe
call you it? by this Day, I know not the Phrafe : bat
I will maintaine the Word with my Sword, to bee 2
Souldier-like Word, and a Word of exceeding good
Command. Accommodated : that is, when a man i
(as they fay) accommodated : or, when a man is, being

whereby
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¢ thought to be accommodated, which is an
hing.

Enter Falfiaffe.

is very iuft : Looke, heere comes good Sir

+ me your hand, giue me your Worthips good

ft me, you looke well : and beare your yeares
Welcome, good Sir Jobn.

m glad to fee you well, good M. Robert Shal-

+ Sure-card as | thinke?

o fir Jobn, it is my Cofin Silence : in Commiffi-

ce.
wod M. Silence, it well befits you fhould be of

ur good Worthip is welcome.

: this is hot weather (Gentlemen) haue you
ie heere halfe a dozen of fufficient men?

arry haue we fir : Will you fit?

't me fee them, I befeech you.

There's the Roll¢ Where's the Roll? Where's
Let me fee, let me fee, let me fee : fo, fo, fo, fo :
Sir. Rapbe Mouldie: let them appeare as I call:
o fo, let them do fo : Let mee fce, Where is

leere, if it pleafe you.

hat thinke you (Sir Jobn) a good limb'd fel-
ftrong, and of good friends.

by name Mouldie ?

Yea,if it pleafe you.

s the more time thou wert vs'd.

iy ha, ha, moft excellent. Things that are moul-
vfe : very fingular good. Well faide Sir Lbs,
aid.

icke him.

. was prickt well enough before, if you could
¢ alone : my old Dame will be vadone now, for
her Husbandry, and her Drudgery ; you need
: prickt me, there are other men fitter to goe

» too: peace Mouldie, you fhall goe. Mouldie,
ou were fpent.
pent?

Peace, fellow, peace ; fland afide : Know you
are? For the other fir Jobn : Let me fee:Simon

rarry, let me haue him to fit vader : he's like to
ouldier.

here’s Sbadew ?

eere fir,

1dow, whofe fonne art thou ?

ly Mothers fonne, Sir.

hy Mothers fonne: like enough, and thy Fa-
w: fo the fonne of the Female, is the fhadow
e: it is often fo indeede, but not of the Fathers

o you like him, fir Jobn ?
sadow will ferue for Summer : pricke him : For
number of fhadowes to fill vppe the Mufter.

Somas Wart?
There's he?
‘eere fir.
thy name Wart?
ea fir,
ou art a very ragged Wart,

Shal, Shall I pricke him downe,
Sir Jobn ?

Falfi. It were fuperfluous: for his apparrel is built vp-
on his backe, and the whole frame ftands vpon pins:prick
him no more.

Sbal. Ha,ha, ha, you can do it fir : you candoe it : I
commend you well.

Francis Fecble,

Feeble. Heere fir.

Sbal. What Trade art thou Fecble ?

Feeble. A Womans Taylor fir.

Sbal. Shall 1 pricke bim, fir?

Fal. You may :

But if he had beene 2 mans Taylor, he would hawe prick*d
you. Wilt thou make as many holes in an cnemies Bat-
taile,as thou haft done in a Womans petticote ?

Feeble. 1 will doe my good will fir, you can haue no
more.

Falff. Well faid,good Womans Tailour : Well fayde
Couragious Fecble : thou wilt bee as valiant as the wrath-
full Doue,or moft magnanimous Moufe. Pricke the wo-
mans Taylour well Mafter Shallow, decpe Maifter Shal-
low,

Fecble. 1 would Wart might haue gone fir.

Fal. I would thou wert a mans Tailor, that y might'tt
mend him, and make him fit to goe. I cannot put him to
a private fouldier, that is the Leader of fo many thou-
fands. Let that fuffice, moft Forcible Fecble,

Feeble, It fhall fuffice.

Falff. 1 am bound to thee, reuerend Feeble. Who is
the next ?

Shal. Peter Bulcalfe of the Greene.

Falf. Yea marry, let vs fee Bulcalfe.

Bul. Heere fir.

Fal. Truft me,a likely Fellow. Come,pricke me Bn/-
calfe till he roare againe.

Bul. Oh,good my Lord Captaine.

Fal. What? do'ft thou roare before th'art prickt.

Bul. Oh fir, I am a difeafed man.

Fal. What difeafe haft thou ?

Bul. A whorfon cold fir, a cough fir, which I caught
with Ringing in the Kings affayres, vpon his Coronation
day, fir.

’}"nl. Come, thou fhalt go to the Warres in a Gowne :
we will haue away thy Cold, and I will take fuch order,
that thy friends fhall ring for thee. Is heere all?

Shal. There is two more called then your number :
you muft haue but foure heere fir,and fo I pray you go in
with me to dinner.

Fal, Come, I will goe drinke with you, but I cannot
tarry dinner. I am glad to {ee you in good troth, Mafter
Sballow,

Shal. O fir Iobn, doe you remember fince wee lay all
night in the Winde-mill,in S Georges Field.

Falfiaffe. No more of that good Mafter Sballow : No
more of that.

Shal. Ha? it was a merry night.
worke aliue ?

Fal, She liues, M.Sballow.

Shal. She neuer could away with me.

Fal, Neuer,ncuer : the would alwayes fay fhee could
not abide M.Shallow.

Shal. I could anger her to the heart : fhee was then a
Bona-Roba. Doth fhe hold her owne well.

Fal. Old,old, M. Shallow.

Shal, Nay,fhe muft be old, fhe cannot choofe but be

BE old:

And is Jane Night-
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old : certaine thee's old : and had Robin Night-worke, by
old/Night-worke| before (D |camie/to Clemients Inne.

Sil. That’s fiftie five yeeres agoe,

Shal. Hah, Coufin Sience, that thou hadtt feene that,
that this Knight and 1 haue feene : hah, Sir Jobn, faid 1
well ?

Falff, Wee haue heard the Chymes at mid-night, Ma-
fter Shallow.

Shal. That wee haue, that wee haue ; in faith, Sir Jobn,
wee haue : our watch-word was,Hem-Boyes, Come,
let’s to Dinner; come,let’s to Dinner : Oh the dayes that
wee haue feene. Come, come.

Bul. Good Mafter Corporate Bardolph , ftand my
friend, and heere is foure Harry tenne fhillings in French
Crownes for you : in very truth, fir,I had as lief be hang'd
firyas goe: and yet,for mine owne part, fir, I do not care;
but rather, becaufe I am vnwilling, and for mine owne
part, haue a defire to ftay with my friends : elfe, fir, I did
not care, for mine owne part,fo much.

Bard. Go-too : ftand afide.

Mould. And good Mafter Corporall Captaine,for my
old Dames fake, ftand my friend : fhee hath no body to
doe any thing about her, when I am gone : and fhe is old,
and cannot helpe her felfe : you fhall haue fortie, fir.

Bard. Go-too : ftand afide.

Feeble. 1 care not, a man can die but once : wee owe a
death. I will neuer beare a bafe minde : if it be my defti-
nie,fo : if it be not,fo: no man is too good to ferue his
Prince : and let it goe which way it will,he that dies this
yeere, is quit for the next,

Bard, Well faid, thou art a good fellow.

Feeble. Nay,I will beare no bafe minde.

Falff. Come fir,which men fhall I haue?

Shal. Foure of which you pleafe.

Bard. Sir, a word with you: I haue three pound, to
free <Mouldie and Bull-calfe.

Falff. Go-too: well,

Shal. Come, fir Iobn, which foure will you haue ?

Falf. Doe you chufe for me.

Shal. Marry then , cMouldie, Bull-calfe, Feeble, and
Sbadow.

Falffi. Mouldie, and Bull-calfe: for you Mouldie,ftay
at home, till you are paft feruice : and for your part,Bull-
calfe, grow till you come vnto it : I will none of you.

Sbal. Sir Iobn,Sir lobn,doe not your felfe wrong,they
are your likelyeft men,and I would haue you feru'd with
the beft.

Falf. Will you tell me (Mafter Shalliw) how to chufe
aman? Care I for the Limbe, the Thewes, the Rature,
bulke, and bigge affemblance of a man ? giue mee the
fpirit (Mafter Sballw.) Where's Wart? you fee what
a ragged appearance it is: hee fhall charge you, and
difcharge you, with the motion of a Pewterers Ham-
mer : come off, and on, fwifter then hee that gibbets on
the Brewers Bucket. And this fame halfe-fac'd fellow,
Sbadew, giue me this man : hee prefents no marke to the
Enemie, the foc-man may with as great ayme leuell at
the edge of a Pen-knife : and for a Retrait, how fwiftly
will this Feeble, the Womans Taylor, runne off. ' O, giue
me the fpare men, and {pare me the great ones. Put me a
Calyuer into Warts hand, Bardolpb.

Bard. Hold Wart, Trauerfe : thus, thus,thus.

Falff. Come,manage me your Calyuer: fo: very well,
go-too, very good, exceeding good. O, giue me alwayes
a little, leane, old, chopt, bald Shot. Well faid #art, thou
art a good Scab: hold, there is a Tefter for thee.

Shal. Hee is not his Crafts-mafter, hee doth not doe
it right. I remember at Mile-end-Greene, when I ly

at Clements Inne, 1 was then Sir Dagomer in eArthm

Show : there was a little quiuer fellow, and hee would
manage you his Peece thus : and hee would abou,
and about, and come you in, and come you in: Rah,
tah, tah, would hee fay, Bownce would hee fay, and
away againe would hee goe,and againe would he come:
I fhall neuer fee fuch a fellow.

Falf. Thefe fellowes will doe well, Mafter Shellw.
Farewell Mafter Silence, 1 will not vfe many wordes with
you : fare you well, Gentlemen both: I thanke you:
I muft a dozen mile to night. Bardelpb,giue the Souldien
Coates.

Sbal. Sir Iobn, Heauen blefle you, and profper your
Affaires, and fend vs Peace. As you returne, vifit
my houfe. Let our old acquaintance be renewed : per-
aduenture I will with you to the Court. :

Falp. 1 would you would, Mafter Shallew.

Sbal. Go-too : I haue fpoke at a word, Fare yu
well, Exit,
Falfi. Fare you well, gentle Gentlemen, On Ber-

dolpb, leade the men away. As I returne, I will fetch off
thefe Iuftices: I doe fee the bottome of luftice Shal-
low. How fubie@ wee old men are to this vice of Ly-
ing? This fame ftaru’d Iuftice hath done nothing but
prate to me of the wildeneffe of his Youth, and the
Feates hee hath done about Turnball-ftreet, and cuery
third word a Lye, duer pay’d to the hearer, then the
Turkes Tribute. I doe remember him at Cl Inne,
like a man made after Supper,of a Cheefe-paring. When
hee was naked, hee was, for all the world, like a forked
Radith, with a Head fantaftically caru’d vpon it witha
Knife, Hee was fo forlorne, that his Dimenfions (to
any thicke fight ) were inuincible. Hee was the very
Geniws of Famine : hee came euer in the rere-ward of
the Fafhion : And now is this Vices Dagger become 2
Squire, and talkes as familiarly of Jobs of Gaunt,as if
hee had beenc fworne Brother to him : and Ile be fworne
hee neuer faw him but once in the Tilt-yard, and then be
burft his Head, for crowding among the Marfhals men.
I faw it, and told Jobn of Gaunt, hee beat his owne
Name, for you might haue trufs’d him and all his Ap-
parrell into an Eele-skinne : the Cafe of a Treble Hoe-
boy was a Manfion for him : a Court : and now hath
hee Land,and Beeues. Well, I will be acquainted with
him, if I returne: and it fhall goe hard, but I will make
him a Philofophers two Stones to me. If the young
Dace be a Bayt for the old Pike, 1 fee no reafon,in the
Law of Nature, but I may fnap at him. Let time fhape,
and there an end. Excunt.

ACétus Quartus. Scena ‘Prima.

Enter the Arch-bifbop, Mewbray, Haltings,
Westmerland, Culeile.

‘Bifb. What is this Forreft call’d ?
Hafp. 'Tis Gualtree Forret, and't fhall pleafe your
Grace.
Bifb. Here ftand (my Lords)and fend difcouerers forth,
To know the numbers of our Enemies.
Haft. Wee
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. Wee haue fent forth alreadie.

. "Tis well done.

iends,and Brethren (in thefe great Affaires)
acquaint you, that I haue receiu’d

ated Letters from Nortbumberland:

cold intent,tenure,and fubftance thus.

loth hee with his Perfon,with fuch Powers
ght hold fortance with his Qualitie,

‘hich hee could not leuie : whereupon
retyr'd, to ripe his growing Fortunes,
stland ; and concludes in heartie prayers,
rour Attempts may ouer-liue the hazard,
arefull meeting of their Oppofite.

. Thus do the hopes we haue in him,touch ground,
afh themfelues to pieces.

Enter a Mcffenger.

.. Now? what newes?

7. Wett of this Forreft, fcarcely off a mile,

dly forme, comes on the Enemie :

y the ground they hide, I iudge their number
or necre, the rate of thirtie thoufand.

». The iuft proportion that we gaue them out.
fway-on,and face them in the field.

Enter Wefimerland.

»What well-appointed Leader fronts vs here ?
v. I thinke it is my Lord of Weftmerland.

!. Health,and faire greeting from our Generall,
'rince, Lord lobn,and Duke of Lancafter.

5. Say on (my Lord of Weftmerland) in peace:
doth concerne your comming ?

2. Then (my Lord)

your Grace doe 1 in chicfe addreffe

ubftance of my Speech. If that Rebellion

like it felfe,in bafe and abie& Routs,

n by bloodie Youth,guarded with Rage,
ountenanc’d by Boyes,and Beggerie :

if damn'd Commotion fo appeare,.

true, natiue,and moft proper fhape,

Reuerend Father,and thefe Noble Lords)

1ot beene here, to dreffe the ougly forme

fe,and bloodie Infurre@ion,

your faire Honors. You,Lord Arch-bifhop,

e Sea is by a Ciuill Peace maintain’d,

e Beard, the Siluer Hand of Peace hath touch'd,
e Learning,and good Letters, Peace hath tutor'd,
e white Inueftments figure Innocence,
doue,and very blefled Spirit of Peace.

efore doe you fo ill tranflate your felfe,

f the Speech of Peace,that beares fuch grace,
he harth and boyitrous Tongue of Warre ?

ng your Bookes to Graues, your Inke to Blood,
Pennes to Launces,and your Tongue diuine
lowd Trumpet,and a Point of Warre.

5. Wherefore doe I this? fo the Queftion ftands.
1y to this end : Wee are all difeas'd,

with our furfetting,and wanton howres,
brought our felues into a burning Feuer,

wee muft bleede for it : of which Difeafe,

ate King Richard (being infe&ed) dy'd.

my moft Noble Lord of Weftmerland)

: not on me here as a Phyfician,

loe J,as an Enemie to Peace,

-

Troope in the Throngs of Militarie men :

But rather thew a while like fearefull Warre,

To dyet ranke Mindes, ficke of happinefle,

And purge th'obftruions, which begin to ftop

Our very Veines of Life : heare me more plainely.

I haue in equall ballance iuftly weigh'd,

What wrongs our Arms may do, what wrongs we f{uffer,
And finde our Griefes heauier then our Offences.
Wee fee which way the fireame of Time doth runae,
And are enforc’d from our moft quict there,

By the rough Torrent of Occafion,

And haue the fummarie of all our Griefes

(When time fhall ferue) to thew in Articles;

Which long ere this,wee offer’d to the King,

And might,by no Suit, gayne our Audience :

When wee are wrong'd,and would vnfold our Griefes,
Wee are deny’d accefle vnto his Perfon,

Euen by thofe men, that moft haue done vs wrong.
The dangers of the dayes but newly gone,

Whofe memorie is written on the Earth

With yet appearing blood ; and the examples

Of euery Minutes inftance (prefent now)

Hath put vs in thefe ill-befeeming Armes:

Not to breake Peace,or any Branch of it,

But to eftablith here a Peace indeede,

Concurring both in Name and Qualitie.

Wel. When euer yet was your Appeale deny'd ?
Wherein haue you beene galled by the King ?
What Peere hath beene fuborn’d,to grate on you,
That you fhould feale this lawleffe bloody Booke
Of forg'd Rebellion, with a Seale diuine ?

Bifb. My Brother generall, the Common-wealth,
I make my Quarrell,in particular.

Wef. There is no neede of any fuch redrefle:

Or if there were, it not belongs to you.

Miw. Why not to him in part, and to vs all,

That feele the bruizes of the dayes before,

And fuffer the Condition of thefe Times

To lay a heauie and vnequall Hand vpon our Honors?
Weff. O my good Lord eMowbray,

Conftrue the Times to their Neceflities,

And you fhall fay (indeede) it is the Time,

And not the King,that doth you iniuries.

Yet for your part, it not appeares to me,

Either from the King,or in the prefent Time,

That you fhould haue an ynch of any ground

To build a Griefe on : were you not reftor’d

To all the Duke of Norfolkes Seignories,

Your Noble,and right well-remembred Fathers?

Mow. What thing,in Honor, had my Father loft,
That need to be reviu'd,and breath'd in me?

The King that lou’d him, as the State ftood then,
Was forc'd, perforce compell'd to banith him :

And then, that Henry Bullingbrooke and hee

Being mounted,and both rowfed in their Seates,
Their neighing Courfers daring of the Spurre,

Their armed Staues in charge,their Beauers downe,
Their eyes of fire, {parkling through fights of Steele,
And the lowd Trumpet blowing them together :
Then, then, when there was nothing could haue ftay’d
My Father from the Breatt of Bullingbrooke ;

O, when the King did throw his Warder downe,
(His owne Life hung vpon the Staffe hee threw)
Then threw hee downe himfelfe,and all their Liues,
That by Indi@ment,and by dint of Sword,

Haue fince mif-carryed vnder Bullingbrooke.

gg 2 Weft. You
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e, You {peak(Lord Mowbray) now you know not what.
The Earle of Hereford was reputed then
In England the moft valiant Gentleman.
Who knowes,on whom Fortune would then haue fmil'd?
But if your Father had beene Vi&or there,
Hee ne're had borne it out of Couentry.
For all the Countrey,in a generall voyce,
Cry'd hate vpon him : and all their prayers,and loue,
Were fet on Herford,whom they doted on,
And blefs'd,and grac’d,and did more then the King.
But this is meere digreffion from my purpofe.
Here come I from our Princely Generall,
To know your Griefes; to tell you, from his Grace,
That hee will giue you Audience : and wherein
It fhall appeare,that your demands are iuft,
You fhall enioy them,euery thing fet off,
That might fo much as thinke you Enemies.
Mow. But hee hath forc'd vs to compell this Offer,
And it proceedes from Pollicy,not Loue.
Wef. Mowbray,you ouer-weene to take it fo:
This Offer comes from Mercy, not from Feare.
For loe,within a Ken our Army lyes,
Vpon mine Honor,all too confident
To giue admittance to a thought of feare.
Our Battaile is more full of Names then yours,
Our Men more perfe in the vfe of Armes,
Our Armor all as ftrong, our Caufe the beft;
Then Reafon will,our hearts thould be as good.
Say you not then, our Offer is compeli'd.
Mow.Well, by my will,wee fhall admit no Parley.
Wedt. That argues but the fhame of your offence:
A rotten Cafe abides no handling.
Haft. Hath the Prince Iobn a full Commifion,
In very ample vertue of his Father,
To heare,and abfolutely to determine
Of what Conditions wee fhall ftand vpon ?
Wep. That is intended in the G Is Name
I mufe you make fo flight a Queftion.
Bifb. Then take(my Lord of Weftmerland )this Schedule,
For this containes our g 11 Gri :
Each feuerall Article herein redrefs'd,
All members of our Caufe,both here,and hence,
That are infinewed to this A&ion,
Acquitted by a true fubftantiall forme,
And prefent execution of our wills,
To vs,and to our purpofes confin’d,
Wee come within our awfull Banks againe,
And knit our Powers to the Arme of Peace.
Wep. This will I thew the Generall. Pleafe you Lords,
In fight of both our Battailes, wee may meete
At either end in peace : which Heauen fo frame,
Or to the place of difference call the Swords,
Which muft decide it,
Bifb. My Lord, wee will doe fo.
Mow. There is a thing within my Bofome tells me,
That no Conditions of our Peace can ftand.
Haft. Feare you not,that if wee can make our Peace
Vpon fuch large termes,and fo abfolute,
As our Conditions fhall confift vpon,
Our Peace thall ftand as firme as Rockie Mountaines.
eMow. I,but our valuation fhall be fuch,
That cuery flight,and falfe-deriued Caule,
Yea,euery idle, nice,and wanton Reafon,
Shall, to the King, tdfte of this A&ion :
That were our Royall faiths, Martyrs in Loue,
Wee fhall be winnowed with {o rough a winde,

That euen our Corne fhall feeme as light as Chaffe,
And good from bad finde no partition.

Bifb. No,no {( my Lord ) note this: the King is wearie
Of daintie,and fuch picking Grieuances :
For hee hath found,to end one doubt by Death,
Reuiues two greater in the Heires of Life.
And therefore will hee wipe his Tables cleane,
And keepe no Tell-tale to his Memorie,
That may repeat,and Hiftorie his loffe,
To new remembrance. For full well hee knowes,
Hee cannot fo precifely weede this Land,
As his mif-doubts prefent occafion :
His foes are {o en-rooted with his friends,
That plucking to vafixe an Enemie,
Hee doth vnfaften fo,and fhake a friend.
So that this Land, like an offenfiue wife,
That hath enrag’d him on, to offer ftrokes,
As he is ftriking, holds his Infant vp,
And hangs refolu’d Corre&ion in the Arme,
That was vprear'd to execution.

Haft. Befides,the King hath wafted all his Rods,
On late Offenders, that he now doth lacke
The very Inftruments of Chafticement :
So that his power, like to a Fanglefle Lion
May offer,but not hold.

‘Bifb. *Tis very true:
And therefore be affur’d (my good Lord Marfhal)
If we do now make our attonement well,
Our Peace, will (like a broken Limbe vnited)
Grow ftronger, for the breaking.

Mmw. Beit fo:
Heere is return’d my Lord of Weftmerland.

Enter Wefimerland.

Wef. The Prince is here at hand:pleafeth your Lordfhip
To meet his Grace, iuft diftance’tweene our Armies?

Mow. Your Grace of Yorke, in heauen’s name then
forward.

“Bifb. Before,and greet his Grace(my Lord)we come.

Enter Prince Iobn.

Iobn.You are wel encountred here(my cofin Mowbray)
Good day to you,gentle Lord Archbithop,
And fo to you Lord Hafings,and to all.
My Lord of Yorke, it better thew'd with you,
When that your Flocke (affembled by the Bell)
Encircled you, to heare with reaerence
Your expofition on the holy Text,
Then now to fee you heere an Iron man
Chearing a rowt of Rebels with your Drumme,
Turning the Word, to Sword; and Life to death :
That man that fits within a2 Monarches heart,’
And ripens in the Sunne-fhine of his fauor,
Would hee abufe the Countenance of the King,
Alack, what Mifchiefes might hee fet abroach,
In fhadow of fuch Greatneffe? With you, Lord Bifhop,
It is euen fo. Who hath not heard it fpoken,
How deepe you were within the Bookes of Heauen?
To vs,the Speaker in his Parliament;
To vs,th’imagine Voyce of Heauen it felfe :
The very Opener,and Intelligencer,
Betweene the Grace, the Sanities of Heauen,
And our dull workings. O,who fhall beleeue,
But you mif-vfe the reuerence of your Place,
Employ the C ,and Grace of Heauen,
As a falfe Fauorite doth his Princes Name,
In deedes dif-honorable # You haue taken vp,
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1¢ counterfeited Zeale of Heauen,
ie@s of Heatens/Subftitute, 'my Father,
h againft the Peace of Heauen,and him,
re vp-fwarmed them.
Good my Lord of Lancafter,
: here againft your Fathers Peace :
told my Lord of Weftmerland)
1¢ (mif-order’d ) doth in common fence
s,and cruth vs,to this monftrous Forme,
our fafetie vp. I fent your Grace
:els, and particulars of our Griefe,
ch hath been with fcorne fhou'd from the Court:
1 this Hydra-Sonne of Warre is borne,
angerous eyes may well be charm’d afleepe,
wnt of our moft juft and right defires ; ,
: Obedience, of this Madneffe cur'd,
imely to the foot of Maieftie.
If not, wee readie are to trye our fortunes,
it man.
And though wee here fall downe,
ie Supplyes, to fecond our Attempt ¢
ai{-carry, theirs fhall fecond them.
fucceffe of Mifchiefe fhall be borne,
re from Heire fhall hold this Quarrell vp,
ingland fhall haue generation.
You are too fhallow (Haflings)
o fhallow,
| the bottome of the after-Times.
’leafeth your Grace,to anfwere them direily,
re-forth you doe like their Articles.
I like them all,and doe allow them well :
are here, by the honor of my blood,
ers purpofes haue beene miftooke,
ie, about him, haue too lauifhly
his meaning,and Authoritie.
ythefe Griefes fhall be with fpeed redreft :
¢ Life,they fhall. If this may pleafe you,
e your Powers vato their feuerall Counties,
w~ill ours : and here, betweene the Armies,
ke together friendly,and embrace,
their eyes may beare thofe Tokens home,
sftored Loue,and Amitie.
I take your Princely word, for thefe redreffes,
[ giue it you,and will maintaine my word:
reupon I drinke vato your Grace.
Goe Captaine,and deliver to the Armie
ves of Peace: let them haue pay,and part :
it will well pleafe them.
re Captaine. Exit.
To you,my Noble Lord of Weftmerland,
I pledge your Grace :
ou knew what paines I haue beftow'd,
le this prefent Peace,
1ld dtinke freely : but my loue to ye,
'w it felfe more openly hereafter.
[ doe not doubt you.
[ am glad of it.
o my Lord,and gentle Coufin <Mowbray.
You with me health in very happy feafon,
150n the fodaine, fomething ill.
Againft ill Chances, men are ever merry,
iineffe fore-runnes the good euent.
“herefore be merry (Cooze) fince fodaine forrow
) fay thus: fome good thing comes to morrow.
teleeue me, I am paffing light in {pirit.
30, much the worfe,if your owne Rule be true.

Iobn. The word of Peace is render’d : hearke how
they fhowt,
Mow. This had been chearefull,after Vi&orie.
Bifb. A Peace is of the nature of a Conqueft :
For then both parties nobly are fubdu’d,
And neither partie loofer.
Jobn. Goe (my Lord)
And let our Army be difcharged too :
And good my Lord (fo pleafe you) let our Traines

March by vs,that wee may perufe the men Exit.
Wee fhould haue coap’d withall.

Bifb. Goe,good Lord Haflings :
And ere they be difmifs’d, let them march by. Exit.

Iobn. 1 truft(Lords) wee fhall lye to night together,
Enter Weftmerland.
Now Coufin, wherefore ftands our Army ftill?

Weft. The Leaders hauing charge from you to ftand,
Will not goe off, vntill they heare you fpeake.

Iobn. They know their duties. Enter Haflings.

Haft. Our Army is difpers'd :

Like youthfull Steeres,vnyoak'd, they tooke their courfe
Eaft,Weft, North,South: or like a Schoole, broke vp,
Each hurryes towards his home,and fporting place,
Wefi. Good tidings(my Lord Haffings) for the which,
I doe arreft thee (Traytor) of high Treafon:
And you Lord Arch-bithop, and you Lord Miwbray,
Of Capitall ‘Treafon, ] attach you both.

Moew. Is this proceeding iuft,and honorable ?

Wef. Is your Affembly fo?

Bifb. Will you thus breake your faith ?

Iobn. 1 pawn’d thee none :

I promis’d you redreffe of thefe fame Grieuances
Whereof you did complaine ; which, by mine Honor,
I will performe, with a moft Chriftian care.
But for you (Rebels)looke to tafte the due
Meet for Rebellion,and fuch A&s as yours,
Moft fhallowly did you thefe Armes commence,
Fondly brought here,and foolifhly fent hence.
Strike vp our Drummes, purfue the fcatter'd fray,
Heauen,and not wee, haue fafely fought to day.
Some guard thefe Traitors to the Block of Death,
Treafons true Bed,and yeelder vp of breath.

Enter Falftaffe and Colleuile.

Falff. What's your Name, Sir? of what Condition are
you? and of what place,I pray?

Col. I am a Knight, Sir:

And my Name is Colleuile of the Dale.

Falff. Well then, Colleuile is your Name, a Knight is
your Degree, and your Place, the Dale. Collewile fhall
ftill be your Name,a Traytor your Degree,and the Dun-
geon your Place, 2 place deepe enough : fo fhall you be
Rill Colleuile of the Dale.

Col. Are not you Sir Iobn Falftaffe ?

Falfi. As good a man as he fir, who ere I'am : doe yee
yeelde firyor fhall I fweate for you? if I doe fweate, they
are the drops of thy Louers, and they weep for thy death,
therefore rowze vp Feare and Trembling, and do obfer-
uance to my mercy.

Col. 1 thinke you are Sir Jobn Falfiaffe, & in that thought
yeeld me.

Fal. 1 haue a whole Schoole of tongues in this belly of
mine, and not a Tongue of them all, fpeakes anie other
word but my name : and I had but a belly of any indiffe-
rencie, I were fimply the moft a@iue fellow in Europe :
my wombe, my wombe, my wombe vndoes mee. Heere
comes our Generall. :

B8 3
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Enter| Prince Ioba} and Wefimerland.

Iobn. The heat is paft, follow no farther now :
Call in the Powers,good Coufin Wesmerland.

Now Faltaffe,where haue you beene all this while ?
When euery thing is ended, then you come.

Thefe tardie Tricks of yours will (on my life)

One time,or other, breake fome Gallowes back.

Falp. T would bee forry (my Lord) but it fhould bee
thus : I neuer knew yet, but rebuke and checke was the
reward of Valour. Doe you thinke me a Swallow,an Ar-
row,or a Bullet? Haue I, in my poore and olde Motion,
the expedition of Thought? I haue fpeeded hither with
the very extremeft ynch of poffibilitie. I haue fowndred
nine fcore and odde Poftes : and heere ( trauell-tainted
as I am) haue,in my pure and immaculate Valour, taken
Sir Jobn Colleuile of the Dale, a moft furious Knight,and
valorous Enemie : But what of that ? hee faw mee, and
yeelded : that I 1nay iuftly fay with the hooke-nos'd
fellow of Rome, I came,faw,and ouer-came.

Ioba, It was more of his Courtefie, then your defer-
uing.

Falfi. 1 know not : heere hee is, and heere I yeeld
him : and I befeech your Grace, let it be book’d, with
the reft of this dayes deedes ; or I {weare, I will haue it
in a particular Ballad, with mine owne PiQure on the top
of it ( Colleuile kiffing my foot: ) To the which courfe, if
1 be enforc'd, if you do not all fhew like gilt two-pences
to me; and I,in the cleare Skie of Fame, o’re-fhine you
as much as the Full Moone doth the Cynders of the Ele-
ment (which fhew like Pinnes-heads to her) beleecue not
the Word of the Noble : therefore let mee haue right,
and let defert mount.

Iobn. Thine’s too heauie to mount.

Falf. Let it thine then,

Iobn. Thine's too thick to fhine.

Falp. Let it doc fomething (my good Lord)that may
doe me good,and call it what you will.

Iobn. Is thy Name Colleuile ?

Col. Itis(my Lord.)

Iobn. A famous Rebell art thou, Collevile.

Falff. And a famous true Subie& tooke him.

Col. 1am (my Lord) but as my Betters are,
That led me hither : had they beene rul'd by me,
You fhould haue wonne them dearer then you haue.

Falf. T know not how they fold themfelues, but thou
like a kinde fellow,gau’t thy felfe away; and I thanke
thee, for thee,

Enter WeStmerland.

Iobn, Haue you left purfuit ?

Wefi. Retreat is made,and Execution ftay’d.

Iobn. Send (Colleuile, with his Confederates,

To Yorke,to prefent Execution.

Blunt, leade him hence,and fee you guard him fure.
Exit with Colleuile.

And now difpatch we toward the Court (my Lords)

I heare the King, my Father,is fore ficke.

Our Newes fhall goe before vs,to his Maieftie,

Which (Coufin) you fhall beare, to comfort him :

And wee with l{)ber fpeede will follow you.

Falf. My Lord, I befeech you, giue me leaue to goe
through Gloucefterfhire: and when you come to Court,
ftand my good Lord,’pray,in your good report.

lobn. Fare you well, Falfaffe : 1,in my condition,
Shall better fpeake of you,then you deferue. Exit,

Falf. 1 would you had but the wit: “twere better
then ‘your Dukedome, Good faith, this fame young fo-
ber-blooded Boy doth not loue me, nor a man cannot
make him laugh : but that’s no maruaile, hee drinkes no
Wine. There’s neuer any of thefe demure Boyes come
to any proofe : for thinne Drinke doth fo ouer-coole
their blood, and making many Fith-Meales, that they
fall into a kinde of Male Greene-fickneffe : and then,
when they marry,they get Wenches. They are genenlly
Fooles,and Cowards ; which fome of vs fhould be too,
but for inflamation. A good Sherris-Sack hath a two-
fold operation in it : it afcends me into the Braine, drys
me there all the foolifh, and dull, and cruddie Vapours,
which enuiron it : makes it apprehenfue, quicke, forge-
tiue, full of nimble, fierie,and dele@able fhapes; which
deliver'd o're to the Voyce, the Tongue, which is the
Birth, becomes excellent Wit. The fecond propertie of
your excellent Sherris, is, the warming of the Blood:
which before (cold,and fetled) lefc the Liuer white,and
pale; which is the Badge of Pufillanimitie, and Cowar-
dize : but the Sherris warmes it, and makes it courfe
from the inwards, to the parts extremes : it illuminateth
the Face, which (as a Beacon) giues warning to all the
reft of this little Kingdome (Man) to Arme : and then
the Vitall Commoners, and in-land pettie Spirits, mufter
me all to their Captaine, the Heart; who great,and pufft
vp with his Retinue, doth any Deed of Courage: and this
Valour comes of Sherris.  So, that skill in the Weapon
is nothing, without Sack (for that fets it a-worke:) and
Learning, a meere Hoord of Gold, kept by a Deuill, till
Sack commences it, and fets it in a&, and vfe. Hereof
comes it, that Prince Harry is valiant: for the cold blood
hee did naturally inherite of his Father, hee hatb, like
leane, flirrill, and bare Land, manured, husbanded, and
tyll'd, with excellent endeauour of drinking good, and
good ftore of fertile Sherris, that hee is become very bot,
and valiant, If I had a thoufand Sonnes, the firft Principle
I would teach them, fhould be to forfweare thinne Pota-
tions,and to addi@ themfelues to Sack.  Enter Bardeip.
How now Bardolph?

Bard. The Armie is difcharged all, and gone.

Falff. Let them goe: Ile through Gloucefterfhire,
and there will 1 vifit Mafter Robert Shallvw, Efquire: I
haue him alreadie tempering betweene my finger and my
thombe,and fhortly will I feale with him. Come away.

Exeunt.

Scena Secunda.

Enter King, Warwicke, Clarencey Gloucefler.
King.Now Lords,if Heauen doth giue fucceffefull end
To this Debate, that bleedeth at our doores,
Wee will our Youth lead on to higher Fields,
And draw no Swords,but what are fan&ify’d.
Our Nauie is addreffed, our Power colle&ted,
Our Subftitutes,in abfence, well inuefted,
And euery thing lyes leuell to our with ;
Onely wee want a little perfonall Strength :
And pawfe vs, till thefe Rebels,now a-foot,
Come vnderneath the yoake of Gouernment.
War. Both which we doubt not,but your Maicflie
Shall foone enioy.
King. Hum-
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Humpbrey, (imy) Sonne of \Gloucefter)-where is
e, your Brother?
thinke hee’s gone to hunt (my Lord )at Wind-

And how accompanied ?
doe not know (my Lord.)
Is not his Brother, Thomas of Clarence, with

lo (my good Lord) hee is in prefence heere.
What would my Lord,and Father?

Nothing but well to thee, Thomas of Clarence.
nce thou art not with the Prince,thy Brother?
s thee,and thou do’ft negle@ him(Thomas.)

t a better place in his Affe&ion,

thy Brothers : cherifh it (my Boy)
le Offices thou may'tt effe&t
wion (after } am dead)
: his Greatnefle,and thy other Brethren,
¢ omit him not: blunt not his Loue,
: the good aduantage of his Grace,
ng cold,or carelefle of his will.
s gracious,if hee be obferu’d :
i a Teare for Pitie,and a Hand ¢

Day ) for melting Charitie :
ithftanding, being incens’d, hee’s Flint,
rous as Winter, and as fudden,
'8 congealed in the Spring of day.
er therefore muft be well obferu’d :
m for faults,and doe it reuerently,
n perceiue his blood enclin’d to mirth:
§ moodie, giue him Line,and fcope,

his paffions (like a Whale on ground)
| themfelues with working. Learne this Thomas,
1 fhalt proue a fhelter to thy friends,

of Gold, to binde thy Brothers in:

vnited Veffell of their Blood

with Venome of Suggeftion,

perforce,the Age will powre it in)
ier leake, though it doe worke as ftrong
'um,or rafh Gun-powder.

I fhall obferue him with all care,and loue.
Why art thou not at Windfor with him (‘Tbo-

Hee is not there to day : hee dines in Lon-
And how accompanyed ? Canft thou tell
With Points, and other his continuall fol-

Moft fubie is the fatteft Soyle to Weedes:
(the Noble Image of my Youth)

pread with them : therefore my gricfe

i it felfe beyand the howre of death.

Wd weepes from my heart,when I doe thape

es imaginarie) th’vnguided Dayes,

en Times,that you fhall looke vpan,

am fleeping with my Anceftors.

n his head-ftrong Riot hath no Curbe,

age and hot-Blood are his Counfailors,

feanes and lauith Manners meete together ;

1 what Wings fhall his AffeQions flye

fronting Perill,and oppos’d Decay ?

My gracious Lord,you looke beyond him quite :
1ce but ftudies his Companions,

range Tongue : wherein, to gaine the Language,
ifull, that the moft immodeft word

Be look'd vpon,and learn’d : which once attayn'd,
Your Bighneffe knowes,comes to no farther vfe,
But to be knowne,and hated. So,like groffe termes,
The Prince will,in the perfe@nefle of time,
Catt off his followers : and their memorie
Shall as a Patterne,or a Meafure, liue,
By which his Grace muft mete the liues of others,
Turning paft-euills to aduantages.
King.'Tis feldome, when the Bee doth leaue her Combe
In the dead Carrion,
Enter Wefimerland.
Who's heere ? Wefimerland ?
Wefi. Health to my Soucraigne,and new happinefie
Added to that, that 1 am to deliuer.
Prince Iobn,your Sonne,doth kiffe your Graces Hand :
HMwbray, the Bifhop, Scroope, Haflings,and all,
Are brought to the Corretion of your Law.
There is not now a Rebels Sword vnfheath'd,
But Peace puts forth her Oliue euery where:
The manner how this A&ion hath beene borne,
Here (at more leyfure ) may your Highneffe reade,
With euery courfe,in his particular.
King. O Weftmerlandythou art a Summer Bird,
Which euer in the haunch of Winter fings
The lifting vp of day.
Enter Harcourt.
Looke, heere's more newes.
Harc. From Enemies, Heauen keepe your Maieftie :
And when they ftand againft you, may they fall,
As thofe that I am come to tell you of.
The Earle Nortbumberland, and the Lord Bardolfe,
With a great Power of Englifh,and of Scots,
Are by the Sherife of Yorkethire ouerthrowne :
The manner,and true order of the fight,
This Packet ( pleafe it you ) containes at large.
King. And wherefore (hould thefe good newes
Make me ficke?
Will Fortune neuer come with both hands full,
But write her faire words flill in fouleft Letters ?
Shee eyther giues a Stomack, and no Feode,
(Such are the poore,in health) or clfe a Feaft,
And takes away the Stomack (fuch are the Rich,
That haue aboundance,and enioy it not.)
I fhould reioyce now,at this happy newes,
And now my Sight fayles,and my Braine is giddie.
O me, come neere me, now I am much ill.
Glo. Comfort your Maieftie,
Cla. Oh,my Royall Father.
Weft. My Soueraigne Lord,cheare vp your felfe,looke
vp.
War. Be patient (Princes) you doe know, thefe Fits
Are with his Highnefle very ordinarie,
Stand from him, giue him ayre :
Hee'le ftraight be well.
Clar. No,no,hee cannot long hold out: thefe pangs,
Th'inceflant care,and labour of his Minde,
Hath wrought the Mure, that fhould confine it in,
So thinne, that Life lookes through,and will breake out.
Glo. The people feare me : for they doe obferue ’
Vnfather'd Heires,and loathly Births of Nature:
The Seafons change their manners,as the Yeere
Had found fome Moneths aflecpe,and leap’d them ouer.
Clar. The Riuer hath thrice flow'd, no ebbe betweene:
And the old folke (Times doting Chronicles)
Say it did fo,a little time before
That our great Grand-fire Edward fick'd,and dy'de.
88 4 War. Speake
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War. Speake lower (Princes) for the King reco-
uery;
Glo. This Apoplexie will (certaine) be his end,
King. 1 pray you take me vp,and beare me hence
Into fome other Chamber : foftly “pray.
Let there be no noyfe made (my gentle friends)
Vnleffe fome dull and fauourable hand
Will whifper Muficke to my wearie Spirit.
War. Call for the Muficke in the other Roome.
King. Set me the Crowne vpon my Pillow here.
Clar. His eye is hollow,and hee changes much.
War. Lefle noyfe, lefle noyfe.

Enter Prince Henry.

P.Hen. Who faw the Duke of Clarence ?
Clar. 1 am here (Brother) full of heauineffe.
P.Hen, How now? Raine within doores, and none
abroad ? How doth the King?
Glo. Exceeding ill.
P.Hen. Heard hee the good newes yet?
Tell it him,
Glo. Hee alter’d much, vpon the hearing it.
P.Hen. If hee be ficke with loy,
Hee'le recouer without Phyficke.
War. Not fo much noyfe (my Lords)
Sweet Prince fpeake lowe,
The King, your Father,is difpos'd to fleepe.
Clar. Let vs with-draw into the other Roome.
War. Wil't pleafe your Grace to goe along with vs?
P.Hen. No: 1 will fit,and watch here,by the King.
Why doth the Crowne lye there,vpon his Pillow,
Being fo troublefome a Bed-fellow ?
O pollifh’d Perturbation! Golden Care!
That keep'ft the Ports of Slumber open wide,
To many a watchfull Night: fleepe with it now,
Yet not fo found, and halfe fo deepely {weete,
As hee whofe Brow ( with homely Biggen bound)
Snores out the Watch of Night, O Maieftie !
When thou do'ft pinch thy Bearer, thou do'ft fit
Like a rich Armoryworne in heat of day,
That fcald'ft with fafetic: by his Gates of breath,
There lyes a dowlney feather, which Rirres not
Did hee fufpire,that light and weightleffe dowlne
Perforce muft moue, My gracious Lord,my Father,
This leepe is found indeede : this is a fleepe,
That from this Golden Rigoll hath diuorc’d
So many Englith Kings. Thy due, from me,
Is Teares,and heauie Sorrowes of the Blood,
Which Nature,Loue,and filiall tendernefle,
Shall (O deare Father)pay thee plenteoufly.
My due, from thee, is this Imperiall Crowne,
W{ﬁch(n immediate from thy Place and Blood)
Deriues it felte to me. Loe, heere it fits,
Which Heauen fhall guard :
And put the worlds whole ftrength into one gyant Arme,
It fhall not force this Lineall Honor from me.
This, from thee, will I to mine leaue,

As 'tis left to me. Exit,

Enter Warwicly,G'sucefer, Clarence.

Kieg, Warwicly, Gloucefter, Clareece.

(dar. Doth the King call?

War. What would your Maieftie ? how fares your
Grace ? '

' What? canft thou not forbeare me halfe an howre?

King. Why did you leaue me here alone(my Lords?)
Cla.{Ve left the Prince(my Brother)here(my Liege)
Who vndertooke to fit and watch by you.
King. The Prince of Wales? where is hee ? let mee
fee him,
War. This doore is open, hee is gone this way.
Glo. Hee came not through the Chamber where wee
ftayd.
yl(ing. Where is the Crowne ? who tooke it from my
Pillow ?
War. When wee with-drew (my Liege) wee left it
heere,
King. The Prince hath ta'ne it hence :
Goe fecke him out.
Is hee {o haftie,that hee doth fuppofe
My fleepe, my death ? Finde him(my Lord of Warwick)
Chide him hither : this part of his conioynes
With my difeafe,and helpes to end me.
See Sonnes, what things you are :
How quickly Nature falls into reuolt,
When Gold becomes her Obieét ?
For this,the foolith ouer-carefull Fathers
Haue broke their fleepes with thoughts,
Their braines with care, their bones with induftry.
For this, they haue ingroffed and pyl’d vp
The canker'd heapes of ftrange-atchieued Gold:
For this,they haue beene thoughtfull,to inueft
Their Sonnes with Arts,and Martiall Exercifes :
When,like the Bee,culling from euery flower
The vertuous Sweetes,our Thighes packt with Wax,
Our Mouthes with Honey, wee bring it to the Hiue;
And like the Bees, are murthered for our paines.
This bitter tafte yeelds his engroflements,
To the ending Father.
Enter Warwicke.
Now, where is hee, that will not ftay fo long,
Till his Friend Sickneffe hath determin'd me ?
War.My Lord, I found the Prince in the next Roome,
Wathing with kindly Teares his gentle Cheekes,
With fuch a deepe demeanure,in great forrow,
That Tyranny, which neuer quafft but blood,
Would( by beholding him)haue wafh’d his Knife
With gentle eye-drops. Hee is comming hither.
King.But wherefore did hee take away the Crowne?
Enter Prince Henry.
Loe, where hee comes. Come hither to me(Harry.)
Depart the Chamber, leaue vs heere alone. Exit
P.Hex. 1 neuer thought to heare you fpeake againe.
King.Thy with was Father(Harry)to that thought:
I fay too long by thee, I wearie thee.
Do’ft thou fo hunger for my emptie Chayre,
That thou wilt needes inueft thee with mine Honors,
Before thy howre be ripe? O foolith Youth !
Thou feek'ft the Greatneffe, that will ouer-whelme thee.
Stay but a little : for my Cloud of Dignitie
Is held from falling, with fo weake a winde,
That it will quickly drop : my Day is dimme.
Thou haft ftolne that, which after fome few howres
Were thine, without offence : and at my death
Thou haft feal'd vp my tion.
Thy Life did manifeft,thou lou’dft me not,
And thou wilt haue me dye affurd of it.
Thou hid'ft a thoufand Daggers in thy thoughts,
Which thou haft whetted on thy flonie beart,
To fab at halfe an howre of my Life.

3§
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hee gone, and digge my graue thy felfe,
e merry Bels'ring to)thy(earé
art Crowned, not that I am dead.
Teares, that thould bedew my Hearfe
"Balme, to fandtifie thy head :
pound me with forgotten duft.’
which gaue thee life, vato the Wormes :
me my Officers, breake my Decrees ;
time is come, to mocke at Forme.
fift is Crown’d : Vp Vanity,
rall State : All you fage Counfailors, hence :
Englith Court,affemble now

Region, Apes of Idlenefle.
bor-Confines, purge you of your Scum :
Ruffian that {will {weare? drinke? dance ?
night? Rob? Murder? and commit
finnes, the neweft kinde of wayes?
1e will trouble you no more:
all double gill'd, his trebble guilt.
all give him Office, Honor, Might:
t Harry, from curb'd Licenfe pluckes
¢ of Reftraint ; and the wilde Dogge
1is tooth in euery Innocent. .
: Kingdome (ficke, with ciuill blowes)
my Care could not with-hold thy Ryots,
thou do, when Ryot is thy Care ?
It be a Wildernefle againe,
:h Wolues (thy old Inhabitants.
) pardon me(my Licge)

Teares,
mpediments vato my Speech,
tall'd this deere, and deepe Rebuke,
th greefe) had fpoke, and I had heard
of it fo farre. There is your Crowne,

t weares the Crowne immortally,

it yours. If I affe@ it more,
ar Honour, and as your Renowne,
more from this Obedience rife,

moft true, and inward duteous Spirit
ais proftrate, and exteriour bending.
neffe with me, when 1 heere came in,
no courfe of breath within your Maieftie,
: firooke my heart. If I do faine,
1 my prefent wildenefle, dye,
live, to fhew th'incredulous World,
change that 1 haue purpofed.
o looke on you, thinking you dead,
almoft(my Liege)to thinke you were)
o the Crowne (as hauing fenfe)
pbraided it. The Care on thee depending,
son the body of my Father,
thou beft of Gold, art worft of Gold.

fine in Charra&, is more precious,
ife,in Med'cine potable :
10#t Fine, moft Honour'd, moft Renown'd,
1e Bearer vp.
Royall Liege)
, I put it on my Head,

it (as with an Enemie,

sfore my face murdred my Father)
Il of a true Inheritor.

infe@ my blood with Ioy,

r Thoughts, to any ftraine of Pride,
11, or vaine {pirit of mine,

he leaft AffeQion of 2 Welcome,
\nment to the might of it,

Let heauen, for euer, keepe it from my head,
And make me, as the pooreft Vaffaile is,
That doth with awe, and terror kneele to it.
King. O my Sonne!
Heauen put it in thy minde to take it hence,
That thou might'ft ioyne the more, thy Fathers loue,
Pleading fo wifely, in excufe of it.
Come hither Harrie, fit thou by my bedde,
And heare (I thinke, the very lateft Counfell
That euer I fhall breath : Heauen knowes, my Sonne)
By what by-pathes, and indire@ crook'd-wayes
I met this Crowne : and I my felfe know well
How troublefome it fate vpon my head.
To thee, it thall defcend with better Quiet,
Better Opinion, better Confirmation :
For all the foyle of the Atchicuement goes
With me, into the Earth. It feem'd in mee,
But as an Honour fnatch’d with boyft’rous hand,
And I had many living, to vpbraide
My gaine of it, by their Affiftances,
Which dayly grew to Quarrell, and to Blood-(hed,
Wounding fuppofed Peace.
All thefe bold Feares,
Thou feeft (with perill) I haue anfwered :
For all my Reigne, hath beene but as a Scene
AQing that argument. And now my death
Changes the Moode: For what in me, was purchas’d,
Falles vpon thee, in 2 more Fayrer fort.
So thou, the Garland wear't fucceffiuely.
Yet, though thou ftand'ft more fure, then I could do,
Thou art not firme enough, fince greefes are greene :
And all thy Friends, which thou muft make thy Friends
Haue but their ftings,and teeth,newly tak’n out,
By whofe fell working, I was firt aduanc’d,
And by whofe power, I well might lodge a Feare
To be againe difplac’d. Which to auoyd,
I cut them off : and had a purpofe now
To leade out many to the Holy Land;
Leaft reft, and lying ftill, might make them looke
Too neere vnto my State,
Therefore (my Harrie)
Be it thy courfe to bufie giddy Mindes
With Forraigne Quarrels : that A&ion hence borne out,
May wafte the memory of the former dayes.
More would I, but my Lungs are wafted fo,
That ftrength of Speech is vtterly deni’de mee.
How I came by the Crowne, O heauen forgiue
And grant it may, with thee, in true peace liue.
Prince. My gracious Liege :
You wonne it, wore it : kept It,gaue it me,
Then plaine and right muft my poffeffion be ;
Which I, with more, then with a Common paine,
*Gainft all the World, will rightfully maintaine.

Enter Lord Iobn of Lancafler,
and Warwicke.

King. Looke, looke,
Heere comes my Jobn of Lancafter:

Iobn. Health, Peace, and Happinefle,
To my Royall Father,

King. Thou bring’t me happineffe and Peace

Sonne Jobn :
But health (alacke) with youthfull wings is flowne
From this bare, wither’d Trunke. Vpon thy fight
My worldly bufinefle makes a period.
Where
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‘Where is my Lord of Warwicke ?
Prin./\My Lord of Warwicke,
King. Doth any name particular,belong
Vato the Lodging, where I firft did {woon'd ?
War. *Tis call'd Ierufalem, my Noble Lord.
King. Laud be to heauen :
Euen there my life muft end.
It hath beene prophefi'de to me many yeares,
I thould not dye, but in Jerufalem :
Which (vainly) I fuppos’d the Holy-Land.
But beare me to that Chamber, there Ile lye:
In that Zerufalem, thall Harry dye.

Aétus Quintus. Sceena Prima.

Enter Sballow, Silence, Falfaffe, Bardolfe,
Page, and Dauic.

Sbal. By Cocke and Pye,you fhall not away to night.
What Daxy, I fay.

Fal. You muft excufe me, M. Robert Sballow.

Sbal. 1 will not excufe you : you fhall not be excufed.
Excufes fhall not be admitted : there is no excufe fhall
ferue : you fhall not be excus’d.

Why Dauie.

Dauie. Heere fir.

Shal. Dauy, Dauy, Dauy, let me fee (Dauy) let me fee :
William Cooke, bid him come hither. Sir Jobn,you fhal
not be excus'd.

Dauy. Marry fir, thus: thofe Precepts cannot bee
feru'd : and againe fir, fhall we fowe the head-land with
Wheate ¢

Sbal. With red Wheate Dawy. But for William Cook:
are there no yong Pigeons?

Dauy. Yes Sir. .

Heere is now the Smithes note, for Shooing,
And Plough-Irons.

Sbal. Let it be caft, and payde : Sir Jobn, you fhall
not be excus'd.

Dauy. Sir, a new linke to the Bucket muft needes bee
had : And Sir, doe you meane to ftoppe any of Williams
}\y:gu; about the Sacke he loft the other day, at Hinckley

ayre ?

Shal. He fhall anfwer it :

Some Pigeons Dauy, a couple of fhort-legg’d Hennes : a
ioynt of Mutton,and any pretty little tine Kickthawes,
tell William Cooke. .

Dauy. Doth the man of Warre, ftay all night fir?

Shal. Yes Dauy :

I will vfe him well. A Friend i'th Court, is better then a
penny in purfe. Vfe his men well Dauy, for they are ar-
rant Knaues, and will backe-bite.

Dauy. No worfe then they are bitten. fir : For they
haue maruellous fowle linnen.

Sballow. Well conceited Dauy : about thy Bufinefle,
Dauy,

.gau]. I befeech you fir,

To countenance William Uifor of Woncot, againft Cle-
ment Perkes of the hill.

Sbal, There are many Complaints Dauy, againft that
'lU;;[or, that Vifr is an arrant Knaue, on my know-
edge.

Dauy. 1 graunt your Worthip, that he is a knaue Sir:)
But yet heauen forbid Sir,but a Knaue fhould haue fome
Countenance, at his Friends requet. An honeft man fir,
is able to fpeake for himfelfe, when a Knaue is not. Ihave
feru’d your Worthippe truely fir, thefc eight yeares: and
if I cannot once or twice in a Quarter beare out a knaue,
againft an honeft man, 1 haue but a very litle credite with
your Worthippe, The Knaue is mine honeft Friend Sir,
therefore I befecch your Worthip, let him bee Counte-
nanc'd.

Shal, Go too,

I fay he fhall haue no wrong : Looke about Dauy.
Where are you Sir Jobn ? Come, off with your Boots.
Giue me your hand M. Bardolfe.

Bard. I am glad to fee your Worfhip.

Shal. 1 thanke thee, with all my heart, kinde Mafter
‘Bardolfe : and welcome my tall Fellow :

Come Sir Iobn.

Falfiaffe. lle follow you, good Mafter Robert Shallw,
Bardolfe, looke to our Horfles. If I were faw'de into
Quantities, I fhould make foure dozen of fuch bearded
Hermites ftaues, as Mafter Shallw. It is a wonderfull
thing to fee the femblable Coherence of his mens fpirits,
and his: They,by obferuing of him, do beare themfelues
like foolith ITuftices: Hee, by conuerfing with them, is
turn'd into a Juftice-like Seruingman. Their fpirits are
fo married in Coniun&ion, with the participation of So-
ciety, that they flocke together in confent, like fo ma-
ny Wilde-Geefe. If 1 had a fuite to Mayfter Shallow, |
would humour his men, with the imputation of becing
neere their Mayfter. If to his Men, I would currie with
Maifter Shallow, that no man could better command his
Seruants. It is certaine, that either wife bearing, or ig-
norant Carriage is caught, as men take difeafes, one of
another : therefore, let men take heede of their Compa-
nie. I will deuife matter enough out of this Sballow, to
keepe Prince Harry in continuall Laughter, the wearing
out of fixe Fafhions (which is foure Tearmes) or two Ac-
tions, and he fhall laugh with Interuallums. O it is much
that a Lye (with a flight Oath) and a ieft (with a fadde
brow) will doe, with a Fellow, that neuer had the Ache
in his fhoulders. O you fhall fee him laugh, till his Face
be like a wet Cloake, ill laid vp,

Sbal. Sir Iobn, ’

Falp. 1 come Matter Shalliw, 1 come Mafter Shallw.

Exexst

Scena Secunda.

Enter the Earle of Warwicke, and the Lord
Cbitf¢ Tuflice.

Warwicke. How now, my Lord Chiefe Iuftice, whe-
ther away ?

Cb.Iufi. How doth the King?

Warw. Exceeding well: his Cares
Are now, all ended.

Cb.Iuf. 1 hope,not dead.

Warw. Hee's walk'd the way of Nature,
And to our purpofes, he liues no more.

Cb.Iuff. 1 would his Maiefty had call'd me with him
The feruice, that I truly did his life, |
Hath left me open to all iniuries,

Mt ame T
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Indeed I thinke the yong King loues you not,
1. I know/he'doth| notjand do(arme(my felfe
yme the condition of the Time,

annot looke more hideoufly vpon me,

1aue drawne it in my fantafie.

Enter Iobn of Lancafler,Gloucefter,
and Clarence.

Heere come the heauy Iffue of dead Harrie:

he living Harrie had the temper
he worft of thefe three Gentlemen:
ny Nobles then, thould hold their places,

ft firike faile, to Spirits of vilde fort?
#. Alas, I feare,all will be ouer-turn'd.

Good morrow Cofin Warwick,good morrow.
Cla. Good morrow, Cofin.

We meet, like men, that had forgot to fpeake.
We do remember : but our Argument

heauy, to admit much talke.
ell: Peace be with him,that hath made vs heauy
'. Peace be with vs, leaft we'be heauier.
), good my Lord,you haue loft a friend indeed:
re {weare,you borrow not that face

ng forrow, it is fure your owne.

Though no man be affur'd what grace to finde,
d in coldeft expetation.

forrier,would "twere otherwife.

el,you muft now {peake Sir Iobn Falflaffe faire,
wimmes againft your ftreame of Quality.

'. Sweet Princes: what I did, I did in Honor,
v'Imperiall Condué& of my Soule,

er fhall you fee, that I will begge

» and fore-ftall’d Remiffion.

and vpright Innocency fayle me,

: King (my Mafter) that is dead,

him, who hath fent me after him.

Heere comes the Prince.

Entcr Prince Henrie.
.Good motrow: and heauen faue your Maiefty
This new, and gorgeous Garment, Maietty,
o eafie on me, as you thinke.
you mixe your Sadnefle with fome Feare :
1e Englith, not the Turkifth Court:
rab, an Amurab {ucceeds,
yy Harry: Yet be fad (good Brothers)
seake truth) it very well becomes you:
o Royally in you appeares,
ill deeply put the Fathion on,
re it in my heart. Why then be fad,
taine no more of it (good Brothers)
synt burthen, laid vpon vs all.
»y Heauen (I bid you be affur’d)
ar Father, and your Brother too :
ut beare your Loue, Ile beare your Cares;
e that Horrie's dead,and fo will I,
y liues, that fhall conuert thofe Teares
er, into houres of Happinefle.
‘c. We hope no other from your Maiefty.
You all looke ftrangely on me : and you moft,
‘T thinke) affur'd, 1 loue you not.
. I am affur'd (if I be meafur'd rightly)
iefty hath no iuft caufe to hate mee.
' How might a Prince of my great hopes forget
Indignities you laid vpon me?

What? Rate? Rebuke? and roughly fend to Prifon
Th’immediate Heire of England # Was this eafie?
May this be wath'd in Letbe, and forgotten ¢

Cb.Iufl. 1 then did vfe the Perfon of your Father:
The Image of his power, lay then in me,

And in th’adminiftration ot his Law,

Whiles I was bufie for the Commonwealth,
Your Highneffe pleafed to forget my place,

The Maiefty, and power of Law, and luftice,
The Image of the King, whom I prefented,

And ftrooke me in my very Seate of Iudgement:
Whereon (as an Offender to your Father)

I gaue bold way to my Authority,

And did commit you. If the deed were ill,

Be you contented, wearing now the Garland,

To haue a Sonne, fet your Decrees at naught ?
To plucke downe luftice from your awefull Bench?
To trip the courfe of Law,and blunt the Sword
That guards the peace, and fafety of your Perfon ?
Nay more, to {purne at your moft Royall Image,
And mocke your workings,in a Second body ?
Queftion your Royall Thoughts, make the cafe yours:
Be now the Father, and propofe a Sonne :

Heare your owne dignity {fo much prophan'd,

See your moft dreadfull Lawes, fo loofely flighted;
Behold your felfe, fo by a Sonne difdained:

And then imagine me, taking you part,

And in your power, foft filencing your Sonne :
After this cold confiderance, fentence me;
And, as you are a King,fpeake in your State,
What I haue done, that misbecame my place,
My perfon, or my Lieges Soueraigntie.

Prin. You are right luftice,and you weigh this well :
Therefore flill beare the Ballance, and the Sword :
And I do with your Honors may encreafe,

Till you do liue, to fee a Sonne of mine
Offend you, and obey you, as I did.

- So fhall [ liue, to fpeake my Fathers words:

Happy am 1, that haue a2 man fo bold,

That dares do luftice, on my proper Sonne 3

And no leffe happy, hauing fuch a Sonne,

That would deliver vp his Greatnefle fo,

Into the hands of Iuftice. You did commit me:

For which, I do commit into your hand,

Th'vaftained Sword that you haue va'd to beare :

With this Remembrance; That you vfe the fame

With the like bold, iuft, and impartiall fpirit

As you haue done 'gainft me. ‘There is my hand,

You fhall be as a Father, to my Youth:

My voice thall found, as you do prompt mine eare,

And I will ftoope, and humble my Intents,

To your well-pra&is'd, wife Direions.

And Princes all, beleeue me, I befeech you:

My Father is gone wilde into his Graue,

{For in his Tombe,lye my Affe@ions)

And with his Spirits, fadly 1 furuiue,

To mocke the expeation of the World ;

To fruftrate Prophefies, and to race out

Rotten Opinion, who hath writ me downe

After my feeming. The Tide of Blood in me,

Hath prowdly flow'd in Vanity, till now.

Now doth it turne, and ebbe backe to the Sea,

Where it fhall mingle with the ftate of Floods,

And flow henceforth in formall Maiefty.

Now call we our High Court of Parliament,

And let vs choofe fuch Limbes of Noble Counfaile, .
That
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That the great Body of our State may go

In/ equall ranké; with-the beft! gouern’d Nation,
That Warre, or Peace,or both at once may be
As things acquainted and familiar to vs,

In which you (Father) fhall haue formoft hand.
Our Coronation done, we will accite

(As I before remembred) all our State,

And heauen (configning to my good intents)

No Prince, nor Peere, thall haue iuft caufe to fay,

Heauen thorten Harries happy life, one day. Exeunt.

Scena Tertia.

Ester Falfafft, Shallow, Silence, Bardolfe,
Page,and Piffoll.

Shal. Nay, you fhall fee mine Orchard: where, in an
Arbor we will eate a laft yeares Pippin of my owne graf-
fing, with a dith of Carrawayes,and fo forth. (Come Co-
fin Silence,and then to bed.

Fal. You haue heere.a goodly dwelling,and a rich.

Sbal. Barren, barren, barren : Beggers all, beggers all
Sir Ibn: Marry,good ayre, Spread “Dauy,fpread Dauie :
Well faid Dauie.

Falff. This Dauie ferues you for good vfes: he is your
Seruingman, and your Husband.

Shal. A good Varlet,a good Varlet,a very good Var-
let, Sir Iobn: 1 haue drunke too much Sacke at Supper. A
goo; Varlet. Now fit downe, now fit downe : Come
Cofin.

Sil. Ah firra(quoth-a) we fhall doe nothing but eate,
and make good cheere, and praife heauen for the merrie
yeere: when fleth is cheape,and Females deere, and luftie
Lads rome heere,and there : fo metrily, and euer among
fo merrily.

Fal. There's a merry heart, good M.Silence, lle giue
you a health for that anon.

Sbal. Good M.Bardolfe: fome wine, Dauie.

Da. Sweet fir, fit: lle be with you anon : moft fweete
fir,fit. Mafter Page,good M.Page,fit: Proface. What
you want in meate, wee'l haue in drinke : but you beare,
the heart’s all.

Shal. Be merry M. Bardolfe, and my little Souldiour
there, be merry.

Sil. Be merry, be merry,my wife ha’s all.

For women are Shrewes, both fhort,and tall :

*Tis merry in Hall, when Beards wagge all ;

And welcome merry Shrouetide. Be merry, be merry.

MFnI. I did not thinke M.Silence had bin a man of this
ettle.

Sil. Who I? I haue beene merry twice and once, ere

now,

“Dauy. There is a difh of Lether-coats for you.

Shal. Dauie.

Dau. Your Worthip : Ile be with you ftraight, A cup
of Wine, fir ?

Sil. A Cup of Wine,that’s briske and fine, & drinke
vnto the Leman mine: and a merry heart liues long-a.

Fal. Well faid, M. Silence.

Sil. If we fhall be merry,now comes in the fweete of
the night.

Fal. Health,and long life to you, M. Silesce.

Sil. Fill the Cuppe, and let it come. Ile pledge you
mile to the bottome.

Shal. Honeft Bardolfe, welcome : If thou want'ft an
thing,and wilt not call, bethrew thy heart. Welcome m
little tyne theefe,and welcome indeed too : lle drinke &
M.Bardolfe,and to all the Cauileroes about Lond

Dau. 1 hope to fee London,once ere 1 die,

Bar. If] might fee you there, Dauie.

Shal. You'l cracke a quart together? Ha, will you no

M. Bardage ?
Bar. Yes Sir,in a pottle pot.

Shal, Ithanke thee : the knaue will fticke by thee, |
can affure thee that, He will not out, he is true bred.

Bar. And lle fticke by him, fir.

Shal.Why there fpoke a King:lack nothing, be merry.
Looke, who's at doore there, ho : who knockes?

Fal Why now r,ou haue done me right.

Sil. Do me right,and dub me Knight, Samisgo, Is'
not fo?

Fal. 'Tis fo.

Sil.Is’t fo? Why then fay an old man can do fomwhat

Dau. If it pleafe your Worfhippe, there’s one Pifal
come from the Court with newes.

Fal. From'the Court? Let him come in.

Enter Pifloll.
How now Piftoll ?

Pift. Sir Iobn, *(aue you fir.

Fal. What winde blew you hither, Piftoll ?

Pifi. Not the ill winde which blowes none to good,
fweet Knight : Thou art now one of the greateft men in
the Realme.

Sil. Indeed, I thinke he bee, but Goodman Puffe of
Barfon.

Pift, Puffe? puffe in thy teeth,moft recreant Coward
bafe. Sir Iobn, I am thy Piftoll, and thy Friend : helter
skelter haue I rode to thee,and tydings do I bring, and
luckie ioyes, and golden Times, and happiec Newes of
price. ’
Fal. 1 prethee now deliuer thcm, like a man of this
World. -

Pif. A footra for the World,and Worldlings bafe,
I fpeake of Affrica,and Golden ioyes.

Fal. O bafe Affyrian Knight, what is thy newes ?
Let King Couitba know the truth thereof.

Sil.  And Robin-hood, Scarlet, and Iohn.

Piff. Shall dunghill Curres confront the Hellicons?
And fhall good newes be baffel’d ?

Then Piftoll lay thy head in Furies lappe.
Shal. Honeft Gentleman,
I know not your breeding.
gZ. Why then Lament therefore.
/. Giue me pardon, Sir.
If fir, you come with news from the Court, I take it,there
is but two wayes, either to vtter them, or to conceale

them. I am Sir, vader the King, in fome Authority.
Pifi. Vnder which King? N
Besonian, {peake, or dye. °

Shal, Vnder King Harry.

Piff. Harry the Fourth? or Fift?

Sbal. Harry the Fourth.

Pifi . A footra for thine Office.
Sir Iobn, thy tender Lamb-kinne, now is King,
Harry the Fift's the man, I {peake the truth.
When Piftoll lyes, do this, and figge-me, like

The bragging Spaniard, iy
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Fal. What,is the jold King dead ?
Piff.  As naile in doore.
The things I fpeake, are iuft,
Fal. Away Bardolfe, Sadle my Horfe,
Mafter Robert Shallow, choofe what Office thou wilt
In the Land, "tis thine. Pifl/, I will double charge thee
With Dignities.
Bard. O ioyfull day :
1 would not take a Knighthood for my Fortune,

Pif. Whae? I do bring good newes.

Fal. Carric Mafter Silence to bed : Mafter Sballow, my
Lord Shellow, be what thou wilt,I am Fortunes Steward.
Get on thy Boots, wee'l ride all night. Oh fweet Piftoll :
Away Bcrd:}lfr : Come Piftoll, vtter more to mee : and
withall deuife fomething to do thy felfe good. Boote,
boote Mafter Shallow, I know the young King is fick for
mee, Let vs take any mans Horfles : The Lawes of Eng-
land are at my command’'ment. Happie are they, which
:nne beene my Friendes : and woe vnto my Lord Chiefe
uftice. '

Pift. Let Vultures vil'de feize on his Lungs alfo :

Where is the life that late I led, fay they ?

Why beere it is,welcome thofe pleafant dayes. Exeunt

Scena Quarta.

Eaxter Hofeffe Quickly, Dol Teare-fhecte
& and ‘Bm'zn. foetes

effe. No, thou arrant knaue : I would I might dy,

that I might haue thee hang'd : Thou haft drawne my
foulder out of ioynt. .

Off. The Conftables haue deliver'd her ouer to mee:

ind fhee fhall haue Whipping cheere enough, I warrant

::. There hath beene a2 man or two (lately)kill’d about

‘Dol. Nut-hooke, nut-hooke, you Lye: Come on,lle
tell thee what, thou damn'd Tripe-vifag'd Rafcall, if the
Childe I now go with, do mifcarrie, thou had'ft better
gon had’ft firooke thy Mother, thou Paper-fac’d Vil-

ne.

Hofi. O that Sir Jobn were come, hee would make

this a bloody day to fome body. But I would the Fruite
of her Wombe might mifcarry,
Officer. If it do, you fhall haue a dozen of Cufhions
againe, you haue but ecleuen now. Come, I charge you
go with me : for the man is dead, that you and Pi-
floll beate among you.

Dol. lle tell thee what, thou thin man in a Cenfor; 1
will haue you as foundly fwindg'd for this, you blew-
Bottel'd Rogue : you filthy famifh’d Corre@ioner, if you
be not fwing'd, Ile forfweare halfe Kirtles.

%’. Come, come, you fhee-Knight-arrant, come.

lof. O, that right fhould thus o'recome might. Wel

of fufferance, comes eafe.

Dol. Come you Rogue, come :

Bring me to a Juftice.

Hop. Yes, come you ftaru’d Blood-hound.
Dol. Goodman death, goodman Bones.
Hop. Thou Anatomy, thou.

Dol. Come fycm thinne Thing :

Scena Qyinta.

Enter two Groomes.
1.Groo. More Rufhes,more Rufhes.
2.Groo. The Trumpets haue founded twice.
1.Groo. It will be two of the Clocke, ere they come
from the Coronation. Exit Groo.

Enter Falftaffe, Sballow, Pifloll, Bardolfe,and Page.

Falfiaffe. Stand heere by me, M. Robert Sballow,1 will
make the King do you Grace, I will leere vpon him, as
he comes by : and do but marke the countenance that hee
will give me.

Pifiol. @leffe thy Lungs,good Knight,

Falp. Come hecre Piffol,ftand behind me. O if I had
had time to haue made new Liueries, 1 would haue be-
ftowed the thoufand pound I borrowed of you. But it is
no matter, this poore thew doth better: this doth inferre
the zeale I had to fee him.

Sbal. It doth fo.

Falft. It fhewes my carneftnefle in affe@ion.

Pift. It doth fo.

al. My deuotion.

Pifi. It doth,it doth, it doth.

Fal. As it were, to ride day and night,
And not to deliberate, not to remember,
Not to haue patience to fhift me,

Sbal. It is moft certaine.

Fal, But to ftand ftained with Trauvaile, and fweating
with defire to fee him, thinking of nothing elfe, putting
all affayres in obliuion,as if there were nothing els to bee
done, but to fee him.

Pift, *Tis femper idem : for abfque boc mibileft. "Tis all
in euery part.

Sbal. *Tis fo indeed.

Pifi. My Knight,I will enflame thy Noble Liuver, and
make thee rage, Thy Do/,and Helen of thy noble thoghts
is in bafe Durance, and contagious prifon : Hall'd thi-
ther by moft Mechanicall and durty hand. Rowze vppe
Reuenge from Ebon den, with fell Ale€to’s Snake, for
Dol is in. Piftol,fpeakes nought but troth.

Fal. 1 will deliuer her.

Pifiol. There roar'd the Sea : and Trumpet Clangour
founds.

Tbe ‘Trm-Fu Jound. Emter King Henrie the
ift, Brotbers, Lord Cbiefe

Tuftice.

Falp. Saue thy Grace,King Hall, my Royall Hall.

Pif. The heauens thee guard,and keepe, moft royall
Impe of Fame.

Fal. *Saue thee my fweet Boy. X

King. My Lord Chicfe Iuftice, fpeake to that vaine
man.

Cb.Iup. Haue you your wits ?
Know you what 'tis you fpeake?

Falfi. My King, my loue ; I fpeake to thee, my heart.

Come you Rafcall. King. 1 know thee not,old man: Fall to thy Prayers:
Off. Very well. Exeunt. ~ How ill white haires become a Foole, and Iefter ? b
aue
401 3B




100

The fecondPart of K ing Henry the Fourth.

I haue long dream'd of fuch a kinde of man,
So'furfeit:fwell’d, {6 old, and fo prophane:
But being awake, I do defpife my dreame.
Make lefle thy body (hence) and more thy Grace,
Leaue gourmandizing ; Know the Graue doth gape
For thee, thrice wider then for other men.
Reply not to me, with a Foole-borne left,
Prefume not, that I am the thing I was,
For heauen doth know (fo fhall the world perceiue)
That I haue turn’d away my former Selfe,
So will I thofe that kept me Companie.
When thou doft heare I am, as I haue bin,
Approach me, and thou fhalt be as thou was’t
The Tutor and the Feeder of my Riots :
Till then, I banifh thee, on paine of death,
As I haue done the reft of my Mifleaders,
Not to come neere our Perfon, by ten mile.
For competence of life, 1 will allow you,
That lacke of meanes enforce you not to euill :
And as we heare you do reforme your felues, @
We will according to your ftrength, and qualities,
Giue you aduancement. Be it your charge (my Lord)
To fee perform’d the tenure of our word. Set on.

Exit King.

Fal. Mafter Sballow, I owe you a thoufand pound.

Shal. I marry Sir Iobn, which I befeech you to let me
haue home with me.

Fal.That can hardly be, M. Shallow, do not you gricue
at this: I fhall be fent for in priuate to him : Looke you,
he muft feeme thus to the world: feare not your aduance-
ment : 1 will be the man yet, that fhall make you great.

Shal. 1 cannot well perceive how, vnlefle you fhould
giue me your Doublet, and ftuffe me out with Straw. |
befeech you, good Sir Jobn, let mee haue fiue hundred of
my thoufand.

Fal. Sir,l will be as good as my word. This that you
heard, was but a colour.

Shall. A colour I feare, that you will dye, in Sir Jobs.

Fal. Feare no colours, go with me to dinner :

Come Lieutenant Piffol, come Bardolfe,
I fhall be fent for foone at night.

Cb.Iup. Go carry Sir Iobn Falfiaffe to the Flecte,
Take all his Company along with him.

Fal. My Lord, my Lord.

Cb.Iup. 1 cannot now fpeake, I will heare you foone:
Take them away.

Pip. Si fortuna me tormento, fPera me contento.

Exit. eManet Lancafier and Chiefe Inflice .

Iobn. I like this faire proceeding of the Kings :
He hath intent his wonted Followers
Shall all, be very well prouided for :

But all are banifht,till their conuerfations
Appeare more wife,and modeft to the world.

Cb.Iufi. And fo they are.

Iobn. The King hath call'd his Parliament,
My Lord.

Ch.Iufft. He hath.

Iobn. I will lay oddes,that ere this yeere expire,
We beare our Ciuill Swords, and Natiue fire
As farre as France. I heare a Bird fo fing,
Whofe Muficke (to my thinking)pleas'd the King.
Come, will you hence ?

FINIS.




EPILOGVE.

5 IRS T, my Feare: then, my Curtfie : last, my Speech.

My Feare, is your Di:plea?zz’re : My Curtfie, my Dutse :
And my speech, to Begge your Parz;u. If you looke for a
good speech now, you vndoe me : For what I baue to [ay, is
of mine owne making : and what (indeed) I fhould fay, will
(X doubt) prooue mine owne marring. But to the Purpofe,
and o to the Venture.  Be it knowne to you (as it is very
Well) Iwas lately beere in the end of a displeafing Play, to pray your Patience
Jor st,and to promife youa Better : Ididmeane (sndeede) to pay you With this,
which sf (Wike an ill Venture) it come vnluckily bome, I breake; and you,my gens
tle Creditors lofe. Heere I promift you I would be, and beere I commit my Bodse
to your Mercies : Bate me fome,and Iwill pay you fome,and(as moft Debtorsdo)
promife you infinitely. '

If my Tongue cannot entreate you to acquit me : Will you command me to vfé
my Legges? And yet that were but light payment, to Danceout of your debt: But
agood (onfcience,will make any po/sible fatisfaction, and fowill I. Alltbe Gens
tlewomen beere, baue forgiuen me, if the Gentlemen Will not ,then tbe Gentlemen
)J.onot agree with tbe Gent lewowen, which Was neuer feene before, in fuch an Afs

embly.

, O};te word more, I befeech you : ifyou be not too much cloid with Fat Meate,
our bumble Autbor will continue the Story (with Sir Iohn in it)) and make you
merry, with faire Katherine of France : Where ( for any thing Iknow) Fal-
faffe /hall dye of a fiweat, vnlefe already be be kilPd with your bard Opinions :
For Old-Caftle dyed a Martyr,and this is not the man. My Tongue is Wearie,
wben my Legs are too, Iwill bidyou good night; and fo kneele downe before you:
But (indeed) to pray for the Queene.
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The Llfe of Henry the Fift.

Enter Prologue.

8 Mufe of Fire, that would afcend’
brigbteft Heauen of Inuention :

me for a Stage, Princes to Af,

narchs to be d the fwelling Scene.

ld the Warlike Harry, llit bimfelfe,

3 Por ’L:ian, and at bis beeles

ds) fbould Famine,Sword,and Fire

upl ‘Bul rdon ,Gentles all :

wqﬁ%:rm, tbatpl‘:atb dar'd,

rwortby Scaffold, to bring forth

» Obuﬂ Can this Cock- Pit bold

¢ fie France? Or we cramme
ﬁ ~d£- O, the very -C:t]ku

mﬁ'lgbt the 4yre at Agincourt P
2 fince a crooked Figure may

ietle place a Million,

3, Cypbers to this great Accompt,

On imaginarie Forces worke.

Suppofe witbin the Girdle of thefe Walls

Are now mﬁu d two mightie Monarcbies
Whofe bigh yvp-reared, and abutting Fronts,
Tbe pcnflm narrow Ocean parts afunder.

Peece out our imperfeldions with your thougbts :
Into a tbou parts diuide one Man,

And make imaginarie Puiffance.

Thinke when we talke )/,' fn,tbat Jou fee thems
Printing tbm' loofes i'th’ receiuing Earth :
For "t bts that now muft d«k our Kings,
Carry 1 bere and there : Iumping o're Times ;

Turning tb’acco £I t of many yeeres

Into an Howre-gi for the wich fupplie,
Admit me Chorus to tbés Hiflorie ;

Who Prologue-like, your bumble patience pray,

Gently to bccn, kindly to iudge our Play, Exit.

Atus Primus.

Scana Prima.

nter the two Bifbops of Canterbury and Ely.

Bifb. Cant.

Y Lord, Ile tell you, that felfe Bill is vrg'd,
Which in th’eleudth yere ofy laft Kings reign
Was like,a