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Dramatis Perfone, 8

K ING Henry vx.l " . s :
Humphry Duke of Gloucefter; - TN ;
tardisol yBeauf":xd, Bp. of Winchefter, } Uncles 30 the &%{"n '
Duke of York, pretending to the Crown._ A
Dwke of Buckingham, :
Dsuke of Somerfet, Of the King’s Partye L

. Duke of Suﬂ:(l;lk,

* Earl of Salisbury, .
Farl .1} \Varwi:{c,} Of the York Fadion,

Lerd Clifford, of the King’s Party.

Lord Say. -

Lord Scales, Governor of the Tower,

Sir Humphry Stafford.

Toung Stafford, bis Brother.

Alexander 1den, 4 Kentith Gentleman,

Toung gliﬂ’ord, Son te the Lord Clifford,

Edward Plantagenet, . .

Richard Plnmaggenet. } 8ons to the Duke of York.

Vaux, A Sea Captain, and Walter Whitmore— Piratesy

oA Herald.

Hume and Southwel, 2 Prieffs,

Bolingbrook, an Afroleger. .

A Spirit, attending on Jordan the Witchy

Thomas Horner, an drmosirex,

Feter, bis Man,

clerk of Chatham.

- Mayor of St. Albans,

Simpcox, an Impeflor.

Jack Cade, Bevis, Michael, Jokn Holland, Dick the Butcher; l
‘Smith the Weaver, dnd feveral othets, Rebels. P

Margaret, Queen to King Henry V1. fecretly in Love with the
Duke of Suffolk. |

Dame Eleanor, Wife to the Duke of Glouccfter.

Mother Jordan, a Wisch employ’d by the Duschefs of Gloucefter.

Wifs to Simpcox,

Petitioners, Aldermen, a Beadle, Sheriff and Officers,
Citizens, awith Faulconers, Guards, Meffengers, and
other Attendants.

The S CENE is leid very difperfedly in feveral
Parts of Eggla.nfi fedy in f |




The Seconp ParT of (1)

King HENRT VL

A CT L
S CEN E, 9% Palue.
Flourifs of Trumpats : shen, Hautboys. Enter King

Henry, Duke Humpbry, Salisbury, Warwic
and rg;luford on tbepon{;ﬁde: Tlu’Qm, Sulf"-’

\

folk, York, Somerfet, and Buckingham e she

other,

SurroLx,
LT WH)S by your high imperial Majel
v i\A) 1 hadin cha%gea.t?:;dcgn E&ymFrncl,'
Y88 As procurator for your Excellence,
s To éna,rry Princee Marg'res for youe

| race ;
ROUFFEH So in the famous ancient city, Tours,
prefence of the Kings of Framce and Sicil,

., 'The dukes of Orleans, Calaber, Bretaigne, Alanfin,
* Seven Earls, twelve Barons, twenty reverend Bishops,

| I have perform'd my task, and was efpous’d: ,
i, And

’

" (1) The fecond Part of K, Henty V1] This and the third pare
-of K. Henry V1. cantain that troublefom Period of this Prince’s
_ Reign, which took in the whole Contention betwixt the two
" Houfes of T.rk and Lancafer: And under that Title were

A3 thele



6 Tbe Second Part of. . .. .

And humbly now upon my bended knee,
In fight of England and her lordly peers
Deliver up my title in the Queen " ) ) :
. [ Prefenting the Queen to the Kingl
To your moft gracious hand; that are the fubflance
Of that great fhadow I did reprefent :
The happieft gift that ever Marquifs gave,
The faireft Queen that ever King receiv'd. -
~ K. Henry. Suffolk, arife. Welcome, Queen Margaret;
I.can exprefs no kinder fign of love, - "
"Than this kind kifs. O Lord, that lend’ft me life,
Lend me a heart replete with thankfulnefs !
For thou haft giv’'n me; ‘i this beauteous face; -~
A world of earthly bleflings to my fou};
If fympathy of love unite our thdughts.*
Q._]t{ar‘.‘ Great King of England, and my gracious
ord, . . .- . . - na
The mutual confrence that my mind hath had,
By day, by night,” waking, and in my dreams, .
In courtly company, or at my beads, -~ .
With you mine alder-liefeft Sovereign ; : '
Makes me the bolder to falute my King =~ -
With ruder terms; fuch as my wit ;.I;i%rds,
And over-joy of heart doth minifter.
. K. Hensy. Her fight did ravith, but her grace in fpeech,
Her words y-clad with wifdom’s majefty, )
+Make me from wondring fall to weeping joys,
Such is the fulnefs of my heart’s content. "
‘Lords, with one cheerful voice welcome my love,

T

Al kneel. Long live Queen Marg'ret, England’s hap- )

pinefs !
Q. Mar. We thank you all. : [Flouri/b.
Suff. My lord proteétor, fo it pleafe your grace, ‘
Here are the articles of contrated -Peace, =

¢hefe two Plays firft afted and publihed. The prefent Scene
oopens with K. Henry’s Marriage, which was in the 23d Year of

hisReign; and clofes with the firft Battle fought at St. Albans, .
and won by the Tork Fa&ion, in the 33d Yearof hisReign. So -

Ahat it comprizes the Hiftory and Tranfalions of 10 Years. -

Between
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Between our Sovereign and the French King Charles,
For cighteén months concluded by confent.

Gh. reads.] Imprimis, It is agreed betoween the French
King, Charles, and William de la Pole Marguifs of Suf-
folk, Ambaffador for Henry King of England, that the
Jaid Henry /ball efpoufe. the lady Margaret, daughter unte
Reignier King of Naples, Sicilia, and Jerufalem, and
crown her Queen of England, ere the thirtieth of May:
®ex! enfuing.

Item. ﬂgbat the Dutchy of Anjou, and the County of
Maine, foall be releafed and delivered to the King her
Sather. [ Lets fall the paper.

K. Henry. Uncle, how now ? . _

Gl. Pardon me, gracious lord; :
Some fudden qualm hath firuck me to the heart, -

And dimm’d mine eyes, that I canread no further,
K. Henry. Uncle of Wiuchefler, I pray, read on. :
Win. Item, That the Dutchies of Anjou and Maine.
Pall be releafed and delivered o the King her father, and.
Je fent over of the King of England’s oxws proper coff and
charges, without having any dowry. .
K. Henry. They pleafe us well. Lord Marquifs, kneel
. youdown;
We here create thee the firft duke of Suffo/k,
And gird thee with the fword. Coufin of Yor4,
We here difcharge your Grace from being Regent
I'th’ parts of France, till term of eighteen months
Be'full expir'd. = Thanks, uncle Winchefler, :
Glo'fer, York, Buckingbam, and Somerfet, !
Salisbury and Waravick ; - .
W e thank you for all this great favour done,
In entertainment to my princely Queen.
Come, let us in, and with all {peed provide
To fee her coronation be perform’d.
[Exeunt King, Queen, and Suffolk.
: Manent the ref.
Glo. Brave peers of England, pillars of the ftate,
To you Duke Humphry muft unload his grief,
Your grief, the common grief of all the land, N
o R Ay What!.
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What ! did my brother Henry fpend his youth,

His valour, coin, and people in theiwars ?

Did he fo eften lodge in open field,

In winter’s cold, and fummer’s parching heat,

"Fo conquer France, his true inheritance ?

And did my brother Bedford toil his wits

Fo keep by policy what Henry got ?

Have you your felves, Somerfet, Buckingham,

Brave York; and Salisbury, vi€torious Waravick,

Receiv'd deep fcars in France and Normandy ?

©r hath mine uncle Beaxford, and my feif,

‘With all the learned council of the realm,

Studied fo long, fat in the council-houfe,

Early and late, debating to and fro,

How France and Frenchmen might be kept in awe,

And was his Highnefs in his infanc

Crowned in Paris, in deipiglic of foes ?

And fhall thefélabours and thefe honours die !

. Shall Henry’s Conqueft, Bedfird's vigilince,

Your deed?of w:,l and all :{r caunfe'gl‘ die!

O peers of England, {hameful is thisleague,

- Fatal this fharriages éancelling your fame,
Blotting your names from books of memary 3
Razing the characters of your renown,

Defacing menuments of conquer’d France,
Undoirig all, as all had never been.
Car. Nephew, what meansthis paffionate difconrfe »
‘This peroration with fuch circumftances ?
For France, tis ours; and we will keep it fiill.
Gh. Ay, uncle, we will keep it if we can;
But now it is impoflible we fhould.
Suffolk, the new-made Duke that rules the roaft,
Hath giv'n tlie dutchy of Anjou and Maine
Unto the poor King Reignier, whofe large ftyle
Agrees not with the leannefs of his purfe.
Sal. Now, by the death of him who dy’d for all,
"Thefe counties were the keys of Normandy :
But wherefore weeps Waravick, my valiant fon ?
War. For grief that they are paft recovery.

For were there hope to conquer them again, y
. y
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My fward fhould fhed hot blood, mine eyes no tears.
Arjou and Maine ! myfelf did win them both :
Thofe provinces thefe arms of mine did conquer,
And are the cities, that I got with wounds,
Delivered up agam with ul words ?
York. For Suffolk’s Duke, may he be fuffocate,
Thatdims the honour of this warlike ifle!
France fhould have torn and rent my very heart,
Before I would have yielded to this league.
I never read, but Exgland’s Kings have had
Large fums of gld, and dowries with their wives ¢
And our King Henry gives away his own,
To match with her that brings no vantages.
Gl. A proper jeft, and never heard before,
That Suffo/k thould demand a whole fifteenth,
For coft and charges in tranfporting her:
She fhould have faid in France, ans ftarv'd in France,
Before
Car. My lord of Glo'fler, now ye grow too hot:
It was the pleafure of my lord the King.
Glo. My lord of Winchefier, 1 know your mind,
>Tis not my fpeeches that you do miflike,
But ’tis my prefence that doth trouble you.
Rancour w:fl out, proud prelate; in thy face,
I fee thy fury : if I longer ftay,
We fhall begin our ancient bickerings. -
Lordings, farewel; and fay, when I am gone,
1 prophefy’d, France will be loft ere long. [Exit,
Car. So, there goes our protettor in a rage:
°Tis known to you, he is mine enemy :
Nay more, an enemy unto you all ;
And no great friend, I fear me, tothe King,
Confider, lords, he is the next of blood,
And heir apparent to the Englifb crown!.
Had Henry.got an empire by his marriage,
And all the wealthy kingdoms of the weft,
‘There’s reafon he thould be difpleas’d at it.
Look toit, lords, let not his fmoothing words
sVCWitctlll] yon}r‘ tli:earts; be wife and circumfpe&.
hat thou common people fayour him, -
T g . Ag Calling




10 The Second Part of .

Calling him Humphry, the good Duke of Glo'fter,
Clapping their hands and crying with loud voice,
Jelu maintain your royal excellence !
With, God preferwe the good Duke Humphry !
I fear me, lords, for all this flattering glofs,
He will be found a dangerous prote&or. .
Buck. Why fhould he then proteé our fovereign,
He being of age to govern of himfelf? »
Coulfin of Sormer/fet, join you with me,
And all together with the Duke of Szfo/k, :
We'll quickly hoift Duke Humpbry from his feat. -
Car. This weighty bufinefs will not brook delay.
T'll to the Duke of Sxffo/t prefently. - (Exie
Som. Coufin of Buckingham, though Humphry's pride
And greatnefs of his place be grief to us, :
Yet let us watch the haughty Cardinal :
His infolence is more intolerable ,
"Than all the princes in the land befide :
1f G2’ fier be difplac’d, he'll be protector.
Buck. Or Somerfet, or I, wilf)be protector, -
Defpight Duke Humphry, or the Cardinal.
, [Ex. Buckingham and Somerfet.
Sal. Pride went before, ambition follows him, )
‘While thefe do labour for their own preferment,
Behoves it us to labour for the realm. -
I never faw, but Humphry Duke of Glo'fler -
Did bear him like a noble:gentleman :
Oft have I feen the haughty Cardinal
More like a foldier, than a man o’th’ church,
As ftout and proud as he werelord of all,
Swear like a rufian, and demean himfelf .
Unlike the ruler of a common-weal. )
Waravick my fon, the comfort of my age!
"Thy deeds, thy plainnefs, and thy houfe-keeping,
Have won the greateft favour of the commons,
Excepting rone bat good Duke Humphry.
And brother York, thy as in Ireland,
In bringing them to civil dilciplines
Thy late expioits done in the heart of France,
When thou wert regent for our fovereign, .. Have
e A ave

<
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Have made thee fear’d and honour’d of the people.
{oin we together for the publick good,
n what we can, to bridleand fupprefs
The pride of Sxfo/k, and the Cardinal,
With Somerfet’s and Buckingham’s ambition ;
And, aswemay, cherith Duke Humphry's deeds,
While they do tend the profit of the land.
War. So God help Waravick, as he loves the land,
And common profit of his country ! :
York. And fo fays York, for he hath greateft caufe.
' Afide,
Sal. Then let’s make hafte, and look unto the xllea&
War. Unto the main? Oh father, Maire is loft;
'That Maine, which by main force Waravick did win, .
And would have kept, folong as breath did laft:
Main chance, father, you meant; but I meant Maine,
‘Which I will win from France, or elfe be flain.
[Ex. Warwick and Salisbury.

Manet York. g

York. Anjou and Maine are given to the French ;
Parisis loft ; the ftate of Normandy
Stands on a tickle point, now they are gone :
Suffolt concluded on the articles,
The peers agreed, and Henry was well pleas’d
To change two dukedoms for a duke’s fair daughter.
1 cannot blame them all, what is’t to them ?
*Tis thine they give away, and not their own. -
Pirates may make cheap penn’worths. of their pillage,
And purchafe friends, and give to courtezans,
Still revelling, likelords, till all be gone :
While as the filly owner of the goods
Weeps over them, and wrings his haplefs hands,
:And fhakes his head, and trembling ftands aloof,
While all is fhar’d, and all is borne away ;
Ready to ftarve, and dares not touch his own.
So York muft fit, and fret, and bite his tongue,
While hisown lands are bargain’d for, and fold.
Methinks, the realms of England, France, and Ireland,
Bear that proportion to my flefh and blood, . A
.- s

.
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As did the fatal brand 4/thea burnt,
Unto the prince’s heart of Calydon.
Anjou and Maine, both giv’n unto the French!
Cold news for me: for I had hope of France,
Ev’nas I have of fertile England’s foil.
A day will come, when Yor£ fhall claim his own
And therefore I will take the Newills’ parts,
And make a fhew of love to proud DuE: Humphrys
And, when I fpy advantage, claim the Crown;
For that’s the golden mark I feek to hit.
Nor thall proud Lancafler ufurp my right,
Nor hold the fcepter in his childifh fit,.
Nor wear the diadern upon his head,
Whofe church-like humour fits not for a Crown.
Then, York, be ftill a while, till time do ferve:
" Watch thou, ahd wake when others be afleep,
To pry into the fecrets of the State; .
'Till Henry, furfeiting in joys of love,
With his new bride, and England’s dear-bought Queen,
And Humphry with the Peers be fall’n at jars, -
‘Then will I raife aloft the milk-white Rofe, .
With whofe fiveet {mell the air fhall be perfum’d ;
' And in my Standard bear the Arms of Yoré,
- ‘To grapple with the houfe of Lancafier;
And, force perforce, I’ll make him yield the Crown,
Whofe bookifh Rule hath pull’d fair England down.

: [Exit York.

SCENE changes to the Duke of Gloucefter’s

Houfe.

Enter Duke Humphry, and hbis Wife Eleanor.

Elean U X 7 HY droops my lord, like over-ripen'd corn
Hanging thehead with Ceres’ plenteous load?

Why doth the great Duke Humphry knit his brows,

As frowning at the favours of the world? '

‘Why are thine eyes fixt to the fullen earth,

Gazing at that which feems to dim thy fight ?

What feeft thou there? King Henry's Diadem,

Inchas’d with all the henours of the world? .

ir

o — ————— - ——e e m e

——— S ———  c—— — .
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If fo, on, and grovel on thy face,
Until tg:;zhad be circled with the fame.
Put forth thy hand, reach at the glorious Gold :
‘What! is't too fhort ? I'll lengthen it with mine.
And, having both together heav'd it up,
We'll both together lift our heads to heaven ;
And never more abafe our fight fo low,
* As to vouchfafe one glance unto the ground. _
Glo. .O Nell, fweet Nell, if thou doft love thy lord,
Banifh the canker of ambitious thoughts :
And may that thought, when I imagine Il
Againft my King and nephew, virtuous Henry,
Be my laft Breathing in this mortal world !
My troublous dreams this night do made me fad.
Elean. What dream’d my lord ? tell me, and I'll re-
quite it
With fweet rehearfal of my morning’s dream,
Glo. Methought, this Staff, mine office-badge in Court,
‘W: > broke in twain ; by whom I have forgot ;
But, as I think, it was by th’ Cardinal;
And, on the pieces of the broken wand,
Were plac’d the heads of Edmund Duke of Somerfet,
And William de la Pole firft Duke of Suffolk.
This was the dream ; what it doth bode, God knows.
Elean. Tut, this was nothing but an argument,
‘That he, that breaks a ftick of G/o’ffer’s grove,
Shall lofe his head for his Prefumption.’
But lit to me, my Humphry, my fweet Duke:
Methought, I fat'in feat of Majeity,
. Jo the Cathedral church of Wefiminfler,
And in that Chair where Kings and Queens were
crown’d ;
Where Henry and Marg'ret kneel'd to me,
And on my head did fﬁt the Diadem.
Glo. Nay, Eleanor, then muft 1 chide outright:
Prefumptuous Dame, ill nurtur'd Eleanor,
Art thon not fecond woman in the Realm,
And the Proteftor’s wife, belovd of him?
Haft thou not worldly pleafure at command,

Above the seach or compafs of thy thought ? And
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And wilt thou ftill be hammering treachery, -
‘To tumble down thy husband, and thy felf,
From top of honour to difgrace’s feet ?
Away from me, and let me hear no more.
Elean. What, what, my lord! are you-o cholerick
With Eleamor, for telling but her dream }
Next time, I'll keep my-dreams unto my felf,
And not be check’d.
Gl. Nay, be not angry, I am pleas'd again.
. Enter Mefenger.
Me/f. My lord Protettor, ’tis his Highnefs* pleafure,
You do prepare to ride unto St. 4/bans,
‘Whereas the King and Queen do mean to hawk.
.- Gh. Igo: come, Ne/l, thou wilt ride with us?
Exit Gloucefter,
Elean. Yes, my good lord, I'll follow prefently. - -
Follow I muft, I cannot go before, '
“W hile G/s'fler bears this bafe and humble mind.
Were I a man, a Duke, and next of blood,
I would remove thefe tedious ftumbling-blocks ;
And {mooth my way upon their headlefs necks.
And being 2 woman, I will not be flack
‘To play my part in Fortune’s pageant.
here are you there? Sir Fobn; nay, fear not, man,
We are alone; here’s none but thee and I. .

Enter Hume.

Hume. Jefus preferve your Royal Majefty!
Elean. Whatfay'ft thou? Majefty? I am but Grace.

Hume. But by the grace of God, and Hume’s advice,

“¥our Grace’s title thall be multiply’d. .

Elean.dWhat fay’ft thou, man? haft thou as yet con-
ferrd - i

With Masgery Fordan, the canning witch;

And: Roger Bolingbrook the conjurer,

And will they undertake to do me good ? '
Hume. This they have promifed, to fhew your High-

A Spirit rais'd from depth of under-ground, [nefs

That fhall make anfwer to fuch queftions,

_As by your Grace fhall be propounded him. .

- Elean.
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Elean. 1t is enough, I'll think upon the queftions:
When from St. 4/bans we do make return,
We'll fee thofe things effected to-the full.
Here, Huma, take this reward ; make merry, man,
With thy confederates in this weighty caufe.
. [ Exit Eleanor,
Hum;é Hume muft make merry with the Dutchefs’
old : 4
Marr%, and fhall ; but how now, Sir Fobn Hume?
Seal up your lips, and give no words, but mum/
The bufinefs asketh filent fecrecy. . .
Dame Eleanor gives gold to bring the witch :
Gold cannot come amifs, were fhe a devil. .
Yet have I gold, flies from another coaft: - - )
I dare not fay from the rich Cardinal,
And from the great and new-made Duke of Suffolk;
Yet I do find it fo : for to be. plain, : »
They (knowing Dame E/eanor’s afpiring humour)
Have hired me to undermine the Dutchefs; ,
And buz thefe conjurations in her brain;
They fay, a crafty knave does need no broker ;
Yet am I Suffolk's, and the Cardinal’s, broker.
Hume, if you take not heed, you fhali go near
‘T'o call them both a pair of crafty knaves.
Well, fo it ftands; " and thos I fear at laft, -
Hume's knavery will be the Dutchefs’ wreck,
And her Attainture will be Humphsy's Fall: . | -
Sort how it will, I fhall have gold for all. [Exit

>
i

SCENE. changes to an Apartment in the Palace.

<

Enter three or four Petitioners, Peter the drmourer's man
. - being one.

1 Pet. Y. mafters, let’s fland clofe; my lord Pro-
teCtor will come this way by and by, and

then we may- deliver our fupplications in the quill.
2 Pet. Marry, the Lord protéét him, for he’s a good
man, Jefu blefs him! . T £
nter
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Exnter Suffolk, and Queen.

1 Pet. Herea' comes, methinks, and the Queen with
him: I'll be the firt, fure. -

2 Pet. Come back, fool, this is the Duke of Suffolk,
and not my lord Prote&or.

- Suf. How now, fellow, would’ft any thing with me?
-1 Pet. I pray, my lord, pardon me; I took ye for
my lord Protettor.: »

Mar. To. my lord Proteffor. [reading] Are your
fupplications to his lordfhip ? let me fee them ; what is
thine ?

1 Per. Ming is, an’t pleafe your Grace, againft ¥obx
Goodman, my lord Cardinal’s man, for keeping my houfe
and lands, and wife, and all from me.

Suf. Thy wife too? that’s fome wrong, indeed,
What's yours? what's here? [Reads.] Againft the Duke

Suffolk, for inclofing the Commons of iong Melford,

ow now, Sir Knave?

2 Pet. Alas, Sir, I am but'a poor petitioner of our
whole Townthip.

Suf. reads.) Againft my mzler, Thomas Horner, for
Jaying, that the Duke of York awas rightful heir to the
Crown.

Q. Mar. What! did the Duke of Yor# fay, he wag
rightful heir to the Crown ? :

Peter. That my miftrefs was? no, forfooth; my
n}aﬁer faid, that he was; and that the King was an
ufurper.

SE;: Who is there? ——Take this fellow in, and fend
for his mafter with a purfuivant, prefently ; we'll_hear
gnore of your matter before the King.

) : [Exit Peter guarded.

%-M’a‘r. And as for you, that love to be protected

Under the wings of our Prote&or’s Grace, .
Begin your fuits anew, and fue to him.
- [Tears the fupplications.
Away, bafe cullions: Suffo/é, let them go.
4ll. Come, lei’s be gone.. [Exeunt Petitioners.

-1

Q. Mar,
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‘ . Mar. My lord of Suffolk, fay, is this the guife?
i Is this the fafhion in the Court of England?
i Is this the Government of Britain’s iffe ?
' And this the royalty of #ion’s King?
' What!. fhall King Henry be a Pupil ftill,
" Under the furly Glo'fer’s governance?

Am I'an Queen in title and in ftyle,

And muft be made a Subje&t to a Duke?
t I tell thee, Pole, when in the city Tours
" Thou ran’ft a-tilt in honour of my love,

And flol'ft away the ladies® hearts of Frances
- I thought, King Hesry had refembled thee
. In courage, courtfhip, and proportion :
- Baut all his mind is bent to holinefs,

To number Ave Maries om his beadss
. His champions are the Prophets and Apoftles;
His weapons holy Saws of facred Writ;
His ftudy is his tilt-yard; and his loves
y Are brazen images of canoniz’d faints.
1 would, the College of the Cardinals .
Would chafe him Pope, and carry him to Rome,
And fet the triple Crown upon his head ;
+ That were a ftate fit for his holinefs!
Suf. Madam, be patient ; as I was the caufe
| Your Highnefs came to England, fo will I
In England work your Grace's full content.
. Mar. Befide the proud Prote&tor, have we Beanford

Th* imperious Churchman ; Somer(&t, Buckingham,
And grumbling York; and not the leaft of thefe
But can do more in England, than the King.

Suf. And he of thefe, that can do moft of all,
Cannot do more in England than the Newills ;
Salish’ry and Waravick are no fimple Peers.

. Mar. Notall thefe lords do vex me half fo much,

As that proud Dame, the lord Prote&or’s wife :
She fweeps it through the Court with troops of ladies,
More like an Emprefs than Duke Humphry's wife.
Strangers in Court do take her for the Queen;
She bears a Duke’s revenues on her back,
And in her heart the fcorns our poverty. Shall
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. Shall Inot livetobeaveng’don her? -~ - - -
Contemptuous, bafe-born, Callot as fhe is, T
She vaunted *mongft her minions t’other day,
The very train of her worft wearing gown.
Was better worth than all my father’s lands; -
Till Suffolk gave two Dukedoms for his daughter! -
Suf.” Madam, my felf have lim’d a bufh for her,
And plac’d a quire of fuch enticing birds,
‘That fhe will light to liften to their lays; -
And never mount to trouble you again.
So, let her reft; and, Madam, lift to me; . .
For I am bold to counfel you in this;
Although we fancy not the Cardinal, = |
Yet muft we join with him and with the lords,
Till we have brought Duke Humpbry in difgrace..
As for the Duke of Ysr#, this late complaint
Will make but little for his benefit.
So, one by one, we'll weed them all at laft;
And you your felf fhall feer the happy. Realm. ,
Zo_them enter King Henry, Duke Humphry, Cardinal,
Buckingham,. York, Salisbury, Warwick, and tbe
Dutchefs of Gloucefter. o
K. Henry. For my part, noble Lords, I care not which,
Or Somerfez, or Yor#, all’s one to me. .
York. If York have ill demean’d himfelf in France,
‘Then let him be deny’d the Regentfhip.
v Som. If Somerfet be unworthy of the Place,
Let York be Regent, I will yield to him.
War. Whether your Grace be worthy, yea or no,
Difpute not that; Yor# is the worthier.
Car. Ambitious Waravick, let thy Betters fpeak.
War. The Cardinal’s not my better in the field.
Buck. All in this Prefence are thy betters, WWarawick.
War. Warawick may live to be the beft of all.
Sal. Peace, Son; and thew fome reafon, Buckingham,
Why Somerfet fhould be preferr’d in this.
‘ ({ Mar.. Becaufe the King, forfooth, will have it fo.
Glo. Madam, the King is old enough himfelf
To give his Cenfure : thele are no woman’s matters.

i - - Q. Mar.
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Q. Mar. If he be old enough, what needs your Grace
To be Prot¢€or of his Excellence? = -
Glo. Madam, I am Prote@or of the Realm;
And, at his Pleafare, will refign my Place.
Saf Refign it then, and leave thine infolence.
Since thou wert King, (as who is King, but thou?)
The Common-wealth hath daily ron to wreck.
The Dauphin hath prevail'd beyond the feas,

i And all the Peexs, and Nobles of the Realm :

Have been as bond-men to"thy fov’rei
Car. Tl;)ea Commons haft thou ra ’d the Clergy s
3
Are lank gnd lean with thy extomons. :
Som. Thy fumptuous buildings, and thy wife's amre,
ave coft 2 mafs of publick treafury. .
Buck. 'Thy cruelty in execation . ‘
Upon offenders hath exceeded law ; . T
And left thee to the mercy of the law.
Q. Mar. Thy fale of offices and towns m mem,
If they were known, as the fufpect is gre
Would make thee quickly hop thhout thy head. '
[E:m‘ Glo.
Give me my fan; what, minion? can yenot? - .-
T [She gives the Dut:lu;/'; a box on the ear.
I cry you mercy, Madam; was it you?
Elean. Was't 11 yea, Iitwas, proud Freucb—ewoman
Could I come near your bcauty with my nails,
I'd fet my ten commandments in your face.
K. Henry. Sweet aunt, be quiet; 'twas againft her wxl1
Elean. Againft her w1ll good King? look to’t im
time,
She’ll hamper thee and dandle thee like a baby :
“Though in this place moft Mafter wears no breeches,
She thall not firike Dame Eleanor unrevenged.
[Exit Eleanor;
Buck. Lord Cardinal, I'll follow Eleanor,
And liften after Humpbry, how he proceeds:
She’s tickled now, her fume can need no fpurs ;
She’ll gallop faft enough to her deftruction.
[Exu Buckingham.

Re-enter
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Re-enter Duke Humphry. o

Glo. Now, lords, my chaler being over-blown
With walking  ance about the Quadrangle,
T come to talk of commonwealth affairs,
As for your fpightful falfe objetions,
Prove them, and I lye open to the law.
But God in mercy deal fo with my foul,
As I in duty love my King and gount:y!
But to the matter that we have in hand :
X fay, my Sovetcign, Yor# is meeteft man
To be your Regent in the Realm of France,
Suf. Before we make eleftion, give me leave
To thew fome realon of no little force,
That Yor# is moft unmeet of any man.
LZork. I'll tell thee, Suffolk, why I am urmeet s
Firft, for I cannot flatter thee in pride ;
Next, if I be appainted for the 3
My lord of Semerfer will keep me here
Without difcharge, mony or furniture,
Till France be won into the Dagphin’s hands;
Laft time, I danc'd attendance on his will,
Till Paris was befieg’d, famifh’d and loft.
War. That I can witoefs, and a fouler fa&
Did never traitor in the land commit.
Suf. Peace, head-ftrong Waravick. ‘
War. Image of pride, why fhould I hold my peace ?
Enter Horner the Armourer, and bis Man Peter, guarded.

Suf. Becaufe here is a man accus’d of treafon :
Pray God, the Duke of Yor# excufe himfelf!
York. Doth any one accufe Yor# for a traitor ?
K. Henry. What mean’ft thou, Sxffolt ? tell me, what
are thefe? .
Suf. Pleafe it your Majefty, this is the man,
“That doth accufe his mafter of high treafon :
His words were thefe ; ¢ that Richard Duke of York
¢¢ Was rightful heir unto the Eng/is Crown;
¢¢ And that your Majefty was an ufurper.
" K. Henry. Say, man; were thefe thy words?
. Arm. An't fhall pleafe your Majefty, I never faid nor
thought
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thought any fuch matter : God is my witnefs, I am fally
accus’d by ‘the villain. .

Pet. By thefe ten bones, my lord, he did {peak
them to me in the garretone night, as we were feow’s-
ing my lord of 2or4’s armour. )

York. Bafe dunghil villain, and mechanical,

I'll have thy head for this thy traitor's fpeech :

I do befeech your royal Majetty,

Let him have all the rigor.of the Law, )
4rm. Alas, my lord, hang me, if ever I fpake the

, words. My accufer is my prentice, and when I did cor-

re& him for hisfault the other day, he did vow upon his
knees he would be even with me. I have good witnefs
of this; therefore, T befeech your Majefty, do not caft a-

. way an honeft man for a villain’s accufation.

K. Henry. Uncle, what fhall we fay to this in Law?
Gl. This doom, my lord, if I may judge:

Let Somerfet be Regent o’er the French,

Becaufe in York this breeds fufpicion.

And let thefe have a day appointed them

For fingle Combat in convenient place ;

For he hath witnefs of his fervant’s-malice.

This is the law, and this Dake Hampbry's doom,

K. Henry. Then be it fo: My Lord of Semerfet, (2}
We make your Grace Regent over the French.

Som. T humbly thank yeur royal Majefty.

Arm. And I accept'the Combat willingly.

Peter. Als, my lord, I.cannot fight ; for God’s fake,
pity my cafe; the {pight of Man prevaileth againft me.
O lord, have mercy upon-me! I fhall never be wable to
fight a blow : O lord, my heart!—

Gbh. 8irrah, or you muft fight, or elfe he hang'd,

K. Henry. Away with them toprifon ; and the day of
Combat fhall be the laft of the next month. Come,
Somerfst, welll fee.thee fent away. [Floir. Exeunt,

(2) -K, Hensy. Tben dairfo,-86c] Thefe wo Lines 1 have
iclerted from the ©1d Quarte 3 and, aslthink, very neceflarily.
For, without them, the King has not declar’d his Aflent to
Glencefter’s Qpinion : and the Duke of Somerfesis made to thank
him forthe Regency, béfose ihe King has deputed himto it.

’ ‘ SCENE,
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| SCENE, the Witchs Cave.

ffnt:( Mother Jordan, Hume, Southwel, and Bbﬁnﬁbrook.’

Huyme. £ YOME, my mafters ; the Dutchefs, I tell
you, expets performance of your promifes.

Boling.- Mafter Hume, weare therefore provided : will

her ladyfhip behold and hear our exorcifms ?
 Hume. Ay, whatelfe? fear not her courage. " _
" Boling. 1 have heard her reported to be a woman of |
an invincible fpirit; but it fhall be convenient, Mafter
- Hume, -that yoube by her aloft, while we be bufy below:;
¢ and foI pray you, go in God’s name, and leave us. [Exit
- Hume.} Mother Fordan, be proftrate and grovel on the
'eanh 3 JFobn Southawel, read you, and let us to our work.

Enter Eleanor, above.

Elean. Well faid, my mafters, and welcome to all:
to this geer, the fooner the better. -
Boling. Patience, good lady : wizards know their times,
Deep night, dark night, the filent of the night,
'The time of hight when Troy was fet on fire, 1
‘The time, when fcreech-owls cry, and ban-dogs howl;.
When fpirits walk, and ghofts break up their graves;.
That time beft fits the work we have in hand.
Madam, f{it you, and fear not; whom we raife, -
We will make faft within a hollow’d verge:
* [Here they perform the Ceremonies, and make the circle;
- Bolingbrook or Southwel reads, Conjuro te, &F¢c. It
. thunders and lightens tirribly ; then the Spirit rifeth.
Spirit. Adfum. -
M. Ford. Afmuth, by the eternal:God, whofe name
" And power thou trembleft at, tell what I ask ;-
. For till thou fpeak, thou fhalt not pafs from:hence.
Spirit& " Ask what thou wilt. That I had faid, and
one! |
Boling. Firft, of the King : What fhall of him become?
Spirit. The Duke yet lives, that Henry fhall depofe:
* But him out-live, and die a violent death, . ‘
. [ s the Spirit fpeaks, they awrite the anfaver.
L e B 015'gl
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Boling. Tell me, what fates await the Duke of
. Supolk? -
Spirit.. By Water fhall he die, and take his end.
Boling. What fhall befal the Duke of Somer/fer?
Spirit. Let him fhun Caftles,
b Safer Thall he be on the fandy plains,
_Then where Caftles mounted ftand.
“Have done, for more I hardly can endure.
- Boling. Defcend to darknefs, and the burning lake .
‘Falfe fiend, -avoid ! o
[Thunder.and Lightning. Spirit defcends.
Eater the Duke of York, and the Duke of Buckingham,
with their Guard, and break ix.

York. Lay hands upon thefe traitors, and their trath:
Beldame, I think, we watch’d you at an inch.
,What, Madam, are you there } the King and Realm
" Are deep indebted for this piece of pains 5 o
My lord Proteftor will, I doubt it not,
.See you well guerdon’d for thefe good deferts: '
+ Elean. Not half fo bad as thine to Englands King;'-
Xnjurious Duke, that threat’ft where is no caufe. = °
Buck. True, Madam, noneatall: What call you this?
Away with them, let them be clap'd up clofe, '
. And kept apart. You, Madam, fhall with us.
Stafford, take her to thee. '
- We'll fee your Trinkets here forth-coming all.
- {Exeunt Guards with Jordan, Southwel,, &,
York. Lord Buckingham, methinks, you watch’d her

A pretty Plot, well chofe to build upon. [well;
" Now, pray, my lord, let’s fee the devil’s Writ. !
‘What have we here ? [Reads.

Tbe Duke yei lives, that Henry fball depofe ;
. But bim out-lize, and die a violent death.

Why, thisisjult, dio te, ZEacida, Romanos vincere poffe.

Well, to the reft: ) “

Tell me, what fate awaits the Duke of Sufolk?

By awvater fhall be die, and tdke bis end. ’

‘W hat fhall betide the Duke of Somer/et ?

Let bim floun Cafiles,

i Safer
|
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Safer foall be be on the fandy plains,
Than avhere caflles mounted fland.
Come, come, my lords;
Thefe Oracles are hardily attain’d, (3)
And hardly underftood.
The King is now in progrefs tow’rds St. /axs;
With him, the husband of this lov::_y lady :
"Thither go thefe news, as faft as horfe can carry them;
A forry breakfaft for my lord Prote&tor.
Bucg; Your Grace fhall give me leave, my lord of
ork, -
To be the Poft, in hope of his reward.
York. At your pleafure, my goad lord.
Who's within there, ho?

Enter a Serving-man.

Invite my lords of Sa/isbury and Waravick,
To fup with me to marrow night. Away! [Exeunt,

(3) Thefe Oracles are hardly attain’d,
Axd hardly snderflood.] Not only the Lamenefs of the Verfifie
cation, butthe Imperfe&ion of the Senfe too, made me fufpe@
-this paffage to be corrupt. The Meaning is very poor, as it
flands in all the printed Copies 5 but I have formerly, by the
Addition of a fingle Letter, both help’d the Vetfeand the Sen-
timent. -, Tork, feizing the Parties and their Papers, fays, he’ll
fee the Devil’s Writ; and finding the Wizard’s Anfwers intri-
cate and ambiguous, he makes this general Comment upog
fuch fort of Intelligence, as I have xeftor’d the Text:
Thefe Oracles are hardily atrain’d,
And hardly underfioed.
i. ¢. A great Rifque and Hazard is run to obtain them, (viel
_going to the Devil for them, as 'twas pretended and fuppos’d:)
and likewife the incurring fevere Penalties by the Statute-Law
againft fuch Pralices ; and yet, afterthefe hardy Steps taken,
-the Informations at¢ {0 perplex’d that they are bardly to be
" waderltood, .

) ACT
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| ACT I
| SCENGE, at St Albans.

" Enter King Henry, RQueen, Protettor, Cardinal,
! and Suffolk, with Faulkners hallooing.

| 2. MARGARET.:

: ELIEVE me, lords, for flying at the brook,
‘ I faw not better fport thefe feven years’ day ;
Yet, by your leave, the wind was very high,
And, ten to one, old Foan had not gone out.
K. Henry. But what a point, my lord, your Faulcon

made,

And what a pitch fhe flew above the reft:

To fee how Geod in all his creatures works !

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

My lord Protector’s Hawks do towre fo well;

They know, their Mafter loves to be aloft,

And bears his thoughts above his Faulcon’s pitch.
Glo. My lord, ’tis but a bafe ignoble mind,

That mounts no higher than a bird can foar.
Car. I thought as much, he’d be above the clouds.

' Glo. Ay, my lord Card’nal, how think you by that?

A

Were it not good; your Grace could-fly to heav’n?
K. Henry. The treafury of everlafting joy !
Car. Thy heaven is on earth, thine eyes and thoughts
Beat on a Crown, the treafure of thy heart:
Pernicious Proteftor, dangerous Peer,
That fmooth’tt it fo with King and Common-weal !
Gl. What, Card’nal! Is your priefthood grown fo
peremptory ? Tantene animis Celeflibus iree ?
Churchmen fo hot? good uncle, hide fuch malice.
With fuch Holinefs can you doit?
Suf. No malice, Sir, no more than well becomes
So good a quarrel, and fo bad a Peer, .
oL. V. B Gls.
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Glo. Aswho, my lord ?
Suf. Why, as yourfelf, my lord ;
‘An’t like your lordly, lord Prote&orthip.
Glo. Why, Suffolt, England knows tﬁine infolence:
Q. Mar. And ghy ambition, G/2fler.
K. Henry. I priythee, peace, good Queen;
‘And whet not on thefe too too furious Peers,
For blefled are the race-makers on earth.
Car. Let me be bleffed for the peace I make,
Againft this proud Proté&tor, with my fword !
G/o. Faith, holy wncle, *would *twere come~ |
to that. |
Car. Marry, when thou dar’t. |
G/o. Make up no factious numbers for the
matter, p [ Afde.
In thine own perfon anfwer thy abufe. ;;
Car. Ay, where thou dai’ft not peep: and, |
, if thou dar'tt, o
"This Ev'ning on the eaft fide of the grove.
K. Henry. How now, my lords? :
Car. Believe me, coufin G/'fer,
Had not your man put up the fowl fo fuddenly,
We'd had more fport: Come with thy two-hand
fword. (4}"0 : [A4fde 10 Glo.
Glo. Trué, uncle.
Car. Are you advis’d 2—The eaft fide of the Grove. |
Glo. Cardinal, Iam with you. [4fde.
X. Henry. Why, how now, uncle Gelf;ﬁ” ?
Gl. Talking of hawking ; nothing elfe, my lord.—

) Come with thy twe-bhand Sword.
Glo. True, Uncle, are ye advis’d? The Eaf-fide of the Groves
« Cardinal, I am with Tos.) Thusis the whole Speech plac’d to
Glescefler, in all the Editions: but furely, with great Inadver-
tence, It is the Cardinal, who firft appoints the Kaft fide of the
Grove for the place of Dwell: and how finely does it exprefs
the Rancour and Impetuofity of the Cardinal, for fear Glon-
cefler fhould miftake, to repeat the Appointment, and ask '
his Antagonift if hetakes him right! So I have ventur'd to re-
gulare the Speeches; as it improves a Beauty, and avoids aa
Abfurdity.
Now,
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Now, by God’s mother, Prieft, I’ll thave your crown
for this

" Orall my Fence fhall fail. { dfide.
Car. [ 4fide.] Medice, teipfum.
* Prote&or, fee to’t well, protet your felf. [lords.

K. Henry. The winds grow high, fo do.your fomachs,
How irkfome is this mufick to my heart!
When fuch firings jar, what hopes of harmony ?
I pray, my lords, let me compound this ftrife.
Enter One, crying, A Miracle!
Glo. What meaps this noife ?
Fellow, what miracle doft thou proclaim ?
One. A miracle, a miracle! .
Suf. Come to the King, and tell him what miracle.
One. Forfooth, a blind man at St. 4/ban’s fhrine,
Within this half hour hath receiv'd his fight;
A man, that ne’er faw in his life before. _
K. Henry. Now God be prais’d, that to believing fouls
Gives light in darknefs, comfort in defpair!

Enter the Mayor of St. Albans, and his brethren, bearing
Simpcox between two in a chair, Simpcox’s wife fol-
bowing.

Car.. Here come the townfmen on proceflion,

Before your Highnefs to prefent the man.

K. Henry. (vgmt is his comfort in this earthly vale,

Though by his fight his fin be multiply’d. - -

Glo. Stand by, my mafters, bring him near the King,

His Highnefs’ pleafure is to talk with him.

K. Henry. Good fellow, tell us here the circumftanceg

That we, for thee, may glorify the Lord.

What, haft thou been long blind, and now reftor’d ?
Simp. Born blind, an't pleafe your Grace.

Wife. Ay, indeed, was he.

Suf. What woman is this?

Wife. His wife, an’t like your worfhip.

Glo. Had’#t thou been his mother, thou couldft have

better told.

K. Henry. Where wert thou born? -

Simp. At Berwick in the north, an’tlike your Grace.
Bz ' K. Herr
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K. Henry. Poor Soul! God’s goodnefs hath been great
to thee: : '
Let never day or night unhallowed pafs,
But flill remember what the Lord hath done.
Queen. Tell me, good fellow, cam’ft thou here by
chance,
Or of devotion, to this holy fhrine?
Simp. God knows, of pure devotion; being call'd
A hundred times and oftner, in my fleep,
By good Saint Alban; who faid,. * Simpcox, come ; (5)
¢ Come, offer at my fhrine, and I will help thee.
Wife. Moft true, forfooth ; and many a time and oft
My {elf have heard a voice to call him fo.
Car. What, art thou lame?
Simp. Ay, God Almighty help me!
Suf. How cam’ft thou fo?
Simp. A fall off of a tree.
Wife. A plum-tree, mafter.
Glo. How long haft thou been blind ?
- Simp. O, born fo, mafter.
Glhb. What, and would’ft climb a tree ?
Simp. But once in all my life, when I was a youth.
Wife. Too true, and bought his climbing very dear.
G/lo. Mafs, thou lov'dft plums well, that would’ft ven-
ture fo. :
Simp Alas, good Sir, my wife defir'd fome damfons,
And made me climb, with danger of my life.
Glo. A fubtle knave! but yet it fhall not ferve:
Let’s fee thine eyes;-wink now, now open them ;

(s)—————whe [aid, Simon, come;

Come offer at my Shrine, and 1 will help thee.) The Editions
here are all atodds with the Hiftory.——Fort why, Simen ? The
Chronicles, that take Notice of Glo’Fer’s dete&ing this pre-
tended Miracle, tell us, that the Impoftor, who afferted him-
felf 10 be cur'd of Blindnefs, was call’d Saunder Simpcox.——
Simon was therefore a Corruption thro’ the Negligence of the
Copyifts, and continued by the Indolence of the Editors. Nor
have we need of going back to Chronicles to fettle this Point,
fince our Poet, in the Coufe of this very Scene, gives us the
Fellow’s Names corsefpondent with the Hiftory. .

n
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\ In my opinion, yet, thou fee’ft not well.

t

Simp. Yes, mafter, clear as day; I thank God and
Saint Alban.
Glo. Say'ft thou me fo? what colour is this cloak of ?
Simp. Red, mafter, red as blood. .
Gho. }Vhy, that’s well faid : what colour is my gown
of ?
Simp. Black, forfooth, coal-black, as jet.
fK. Henry. Why then thou know'ft what colour jet is
of ?
Suf. And yet, I think, jet did he never fee.
Glo. But cloaksand gowns, before this day, a many.
Wife. Never before this day, in all his life.
Glo. Tell me, Sirrah, what’s my name?
Simp. Alas, mafter, I knew not.
Glo. What's his name?
Simp. I know not.
Glo. Nor his?
Simp. No, indeed, mafter.
G/o. What'’s thine own name? i
Simp. Saunder Simpcox, an if it pleafe you, mafter,
Glo. Saunder, fit there, the lying’it knave in Chriftcn-
dom. :
If thou hadft been bern blind,
Thou might'ft as well know all our names, as thus
To name the feveral colours we do wear.
Sight may diftinguifh colours :
But fuddenly to nominate them all,
It is impofiible.
My Lords, Saint A/ban here hath done a miracle :
Would ye not think that Cunning to be great,
That could reftore this cripple to his legs?
Simp. O mafter, that you could!
Gl. My mafters of Saint Albans,
Have you not beadles in your town,
And things call'd whips ?
Mayor. Yes, my lord, if it pleafe your Grace.
Glo. Then fend for one prefently.
Mayor. Sirrah, go fetch the beadle hither ftraight.
[Exit Msffenger.
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Glo. Now fetch me a ftool hither. Now, Sirrah, #
you mean to fave your felf from whipping, leap me o-
ver this ftool, and run away.

Simp. Alas, mafter, [ am not able to ftand alone : you
go about to torture me in vain.

Enter a Beadle awith-Whips.

Glh. Well, Sir, we muft have you find your legs. Sir-
rah, beadle, Whip him till he leap over the fame ftool.

Bead. 1 will, my Iord. Come on, Sirrah, off with
your doublet quickly.

Simp. Alas, mafter, what fhall I do? I am not able
to ftand.

[4fter the beadle bath bit bim once, be leaps over the flool
and runs away ; and they follow and cry, A miracle !

K. Henry. O God, feeft thou this, and bear'ft fo long !
ueen. It made me laugh to fee the villain run.
Glo. Follow the knave, and take this drab away.
Wife. Alas, Sir, we did it for pure need.
Glo. Let them be whipt through every market town,
till they come to Berwick, from whence they came.
Exit Beadle with the Woman.
Car. Duke Humphry has done a miracle to day.
Suf. True ; made the lame to leap, and fly away.
G/. But you have done more miracles than I ;
You made in a day, my lord, whole towns to fly.

Enter Buckingham,

K. Henry. What tidings with our coufin Buckingbarm ?:
Buck. Such as my heart doth tremble to uafold :
A fort of naughty perfons, lewdly bent, :
Under the countenance and confederacy
Of'lady Eleanor, the Prote&or’s wife,
(The ring-leader and head of all this rout) -
Have praltis’d dangeroufly againft your ftate ;
Dealing with witches and with conjurers,
‘Whom we have apprehended in the fad,
Raifing up wicked Spirits from under ground ;
Demanding of King Henry's life and death, And
n
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And other of your Highnefs’ privy-council,
As more at large your Grace fhall underftand.
Car. And fo, my lord Protettor, by thi; means
Your lady is forth coming, yet at London.
This news, I think, hath turn’d your weapon’s edge.
'Tis like, my lord, you will not keep your hour.
: [Afide to Glo'fter.
. Gle. Ambitious Church-man! leave t’afli¢t my heart!
Sorrow and grief have vanquifh’d all my powers;
And vanquifh’d as Tam, I yield to thee,
Or to the meaneft groom. '
+ K. Henry. O Go%l, what mifchiefs work the wicked
ones, .
Heaping confufion on their own heads thereby.!
%zym. Glo'fier, fee here the tainture of thy neft,
And look, thy felf be fanltlefs, thou wert beit.
Glo. Madam, for my felf, to heav’n I do appeal,
How I have lov’d my King and common-weal:
And for my wife, I know not how it ftands.
Sorry am I to hear what I have heard ;
Noble the is; but if the have forgot
Honour and Virtue, and convers’d with fuch
As, like to pitch, defile Nobility ;
I banifh her my bed and company:
And give her as a prey to law and thame, -
That hath dithonour'd Gl'fer’s honeft name.
K. Henry. Well, for this night we will repofe us here; -
To morrow toward Londar back again,
To look into this bufinefs 'thorougﬁly.
And call thefe foul offenders to their anfwers;
And poife the Caufe in Juftice’ equal fcales, -
. Whofe beam ftands fure, whofe rightful caufe prevails.
: Flourifb.  Exeunts

S CE N E changes to the Duke of York’s Palace.

Enter York, Salisbury, and Warwick.
York: O W, my good lords of Salisbury and War-
wick,
Our fimple fupper ended, give me leave,
B4 In
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In this clofe walk to fatisfy my felf;

In craving your opinion of, my Title,

Which is infallible, to England’s Crown.

Sal. My lord, I long to hear it thus at full.
War. Sweet York, begin ; and if thy Claim be good,

The Newills are thy fubjefts to command.

York. Then thus: '

Edward the Third, my lords, had feven fons:

The firft, Edward the black Prince, Prince of Pales;

‘The fecond, William of Hatfield; and the third,

Lionel Duke of Clarence ; next to whom

Was Fobn of Gaunt, the Duke of Lancafler ;

‘The ffth was Edmond Langley, Duke of York;

"The fixth, was Thomas of Woodflock, Duke of Glo'fler ;

William of Windfor was the feventh and laft.

Edward the black Prince dy’d before his father,

-And left behind him Richard, his only fon,

Who, after Edward the Third’s death, reign’d King;

Till Henry Bolingbroke, Duke of Lancafler,

The eldeft fon and heir of Fobn of Gaunt,

Crown’d by the name of Henry the Fourth,

,Seiz’d on the realm; depos’d the rightful King ;

Sent his poor Queen to France from whence fhe came,

And him to Pomfet ; where, as all you know,

Harmlefs King Richard trait’roufly was murther'd.
War. Father, the Duke hath told the truth;

"Thus got the houfe of Zancafler the Crown.

York. Which now they hold by force, and not by right;

For Rickard the fisft fon's heir being dead,

The Iffue of the next fon fhould have reign'd. ‘
Sal. But William of Hatfield dy’d without an heir.
Tbr,é.LThe third fon, Duke of Claresce, from whofe

- Line

I claim the Crown, had -iflue Pbilip, a daughter,

‘Who married Edmand Mortimer, Earl of March.

Edmond had iflue ; Roger Earl of March:

Roger had iflue, Edmond, Anne, and Eleanor.
Sal. This Edmond, in the reign of Bolingbroke,

As I have read, laid Claim unto the Crown ; '

And, but for Owen Glendour, had been King ; Wi

. ' 0
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Who kept him in captivity, till he dy'd.
But, to the reft
York. His eldeft fiter, Amne, .
My mother, being heir unto the Crown,
Married Richard Earl of Cambridge,
Who was the fon to Edmond Langley,
Edavard the Third’s fifth fon.
By her I claim the Kingdom ; fhe was heir
To Roger Earl of March, who was the fon N
Of Edmond Mortimer, who married Pbilip,
Sole daughter unto Lionel Duke of Clarence. .
So, if the Iflue of the elder fon ‘
Succeed before the younger, I am King.
War. What plain proceeding is more plain than this 2
Henry doth claim the Crown from ¥obn of Gaunt,
The foukth fon ; Yor# here claims it from the third.
Till Lionel’s iffue fail, his fhould not reign;
It fails not yet, but flouritheth in thee
And in thy fons, fair flips of fuch a ftock.
Then, father Salisbury, kneel we together,
And in this private Plot be we the firft,
That fhall falute our rightful Sovereign
With honour of his birth-right to the Crown.
M.KlLong live our Sov'reign Richard, England’s
ing !
York. Wge thank you, lords : but I'am not your King,
"Till I be crown’d; and that my fword be ftain’d

" With heart-blood of the Houfe of Lancafier :

And that’s not fuddenly ta be perform’d,

But with advice and filent fecrecy. ‘

Do you, as I do, in thefe dang’rous days,

> Wink at the Duke of Suffe/#’s Infolence,

At Beauford’s Pride, at Semerfet’s Ambition,

At Buckingham, and all the crew of them;

Till they ﬁzvc. fnar'd the fhepherd of the flock,

That virtuous Prince, the good Duke Humphbry :

"Tis That they feek ; and they in feeking That

Shall feek their deaths, if Yor# can prophefie. .
Sal. My lord, here break weoff; we know your mind.!
®ar. My heart affures me, that the Earl of Warwick

Bs
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Shall one day make the Duke of Yor4 2 King-

York. And, Newil, this I do aflure my felf :
Richard fhall live to make the Earl of Waravick
The greateft man in England, but the King. Exeun.

SCENE changes to a Houfs near to Smithfield.

Sound Trumpets. Emter King Henry and Nobles; 1he
Dutchefs, Mother Jordan, Southwel, Hume, asd Bo-
lingbrook, snder guard.

X. Hinry. O T AND forth, Dame Eleawsr C,

L T T Gl fer's wife, obbem,

In fight of God and us your guilt is great s

Receive the fentence of the law for fins,

Such as by God’s Book are adjudg’d to death,

You four from hence to prifon, back again ;

From thence unto the ﬂaoe of execution; °* .

The Witch in Smithfield fhall be burn’d to afhes:

And you three fhall be ftrangled on the gallows..

You, Madam, for you are more nobly born,.

Defpoiled of your honour in your life,

Shaﬁo after three days open Penance dore,

Live in your country here, in Banifhment,

With Sir Fobn Stanley in the Ifle of Mas.

" Elean. Welcome is exile, welcome were my death.
_Gls. The law, thou feeft, hath judg’d thee, Efeanor ;
1 cannot juftific, whom law condemns. .
[ Exeunt Eleanor, and the others, guarded.

Mirie eyes are full tears, my heart of grief.
Ah, Humpbry! this difhonour in thine age
Will bring thy head with forrow to the ground.
I befeech your Majefty, give me leave to go;
Sorrow would Solace, and my age would Eafe.

K. Henry: Stay Humphry, Duke of Gla’{kr ; ere thougo,

' Give up thy ftaff; Henry will to himfel

Prote&or be, and God fhall be my hope,

My ftay, my guide, and lanthorn to my feet.

And go in peace, Humphry, no lefs belov'd,
Than when thou wert Prote&or to thy Ki:§,

| Q. Mar. 1 fee no reafon, why a King of years

Should be to be proteéted like a child
o P God

~ e
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God and King Henry govern England’s realm :
Give up your ftaff, Sir, and the king his realm.
- Glo. My ftaff? here, noble Henry, is my flaff:
As willingly do I the fame refign,
Asce’er thy father Henry made it mine ;
And even as willing at thy feet I leave it,
As others would ambitioufly receive it.
Farewel, good King; when I am dead and gone,
May honourable peace attend thy throne. [ Exit Glo'fter.
Q. Mar.Why,now is Henry King, and Marg'ret Queen.
And Humpb?, Duke of-Glo’fer, {carce himfelf,
‘That bears fo threw'd a maim ; two pulls at once ;
His lady banifh’d, and a limb lopt off:
‘This ftaff of honour raught, there let it fland,
Where heft it fits to be, in Hexry's hand.
- Suf. Thus droops this lofty pine, and hangs his fprayes ;
Thus Eleanor’s pride dies in her younger days.
York. Lords, let him go. Pleafe it your Majetty,
'This is the day appointed for the combat,
And ready are th’ appellant and defendant,
The armourer and his man, to enter the lifts,
So pleafe your Highnefs to behold the fight,
Q. Mar. Ay, good my lord;; for putpofely therefore
Left I the court, to fee this quarrel try'ch
K. Henry. A’God’s name, fee the lifts and all things fit;
Here let them end it, and God %uard the right ¢
ZYork. 1 never faw a fellow worfe beftead, )
Or more afraid to fight, than is th’ apellant!
‘The fervant of the armourer, my lords.

Enter at one dooy the armourer and bis neighbours, drink< -
iny ta bim fo much, that be is drank ; and be enters with
a drum before him, and bis flaff with a fand-bag faff- .
ned to it (6); and at the other door bis man, with a
drum and fand-bag, and prentices drinking to him.

¥ Neigh. Here, neighbour Horner, I drink to you in
. . T acup

(6) With & Sand-bag fafler’d to it.] . As, according to the
Old Laws of Ducls, Knights weze 10 fight-with the L“;;o:i:
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acup of fack; and fear not, neighbour, you fhall do
well enough.

2 Neigh. And here, neighbour, here’s a cup of char-
neco.

3 Neigh. And here’s a pot of good double beer, neigh-
bour ; drink, and fear mot your man.

Arm. Let it come, i'faith, and I'll pledge you all;
and a fig for Peter. -

? Pren. Here, Peter, I drink tothee, and be not
afraid.

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

Peter. I thank you all; drink, and pray for me, I
pray you; for, I think, I have taken my laft draught in
this world. Here, Robin: if I die, I give thee my a-
pron; and, ¥/, thou fhalt have my hammer ; and here,
Tom, take all the mony that I have. O Lord, blefs me
I pray God ; for I am never able to deal with my ma-
fter, he hath learn’d fo much fence already. ‘

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

Peter. Peter, forfooth.

Sal. Peter ? what more ¥

Peter. Thump. o

Sal. Thump ? Then fee thou thump thy mafter well.

Arm. Mafters, I am come hither as it were upon my
man'’s inftigation, to prove him a knave and myfelf an
honeft man: and touching the Duke of Yor#, 1 will take
my death I never meant him any ill, nor the King, nor
the Queen; and therefore, Peter, have at thee with a
downright blow.

York. Difpatch: this knave’s toniue begins to double,
Sound trumpets ; alarum to the combatants.

[They fight, and Peter firikes bim down.

Sword ; fo thofe of inferior Rank fought with an Ebon Staff or
Battoon, to the farther End of which was fix’d a Bag cram’d
hard with Sand. To this Cuftom Hwdibras has alluded in thefe
humourous Lines:
_Ewgag’d with Money-bags, as bold
oAs Men with Sand-bags did of oid, M1, Warburten.
T dArm.
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Arm. Hold, Peter, hold; I confefs, I confefs treafon.
Dies.
York. Take away his weapon: fellow, thank [God,.
and the good wine in thy mafter’s way.
Peter. O God, have I overcome mine enemy in this
prefence ?
O Peter, thou haft prevail’d in right. :
K. Henry. Go, take hence that traitor from our fight,
For by his death we do perceive his guilt.
And God in juftice hath reveal’d to us '
The truth and innocence of this poor fellow,
Which he had thought to- murder wrongfully.
Come, fellow, follow us for thy reward. [Exeunt.

S CE N E, the Street.

Enter Duke Humphry and bis Men, in Mourning Clo?:é.f;

Gh. HU ? fgmeﬁmes hath the brighteft day 3
ctoud 5
And, after fummer, evermore fucceeds .
The barren winter with his nipping cold ;
So cares and joys abound, as feafons fleet.
Sirs, what’s a-clock ?
Serv. Ten, my Lord.
Glo. "Fen is the hour that was appointed me,
To watch the coming of my punifh’d dutchefs =
Unneath may fhe endure the flinty ftreets,
To tread them with her tender-feeling feet.
Sweet Nell, ill can thy neble mind a-brook:
The abje&t people gazing on thy face,
With envious looks ftill laughing at thy fhame ;
That erft did follow thy proud chariot-wheels, .
When thou didft ride in triumph thro’ the ftreets. -
Bat foft! I think, the comes; and I'll prepare:
My tear ftain’d eyes to fee her miferies.

Entes;
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Enter the Dutchefs in a awbite Sheet, and a Taper burning
in ber band, awith Sir John Stanley, ¢ Sheriffs and
Officers. *

Scm.s&;olo pll*gtfc your Grace, we'll take her from the
eriff.
Glo. No, fir not for your lives, let her pafs by.
~_Elean. Comeyou, my lord, to fee my open l{ame S
Now thou doft penance too. Look, how they gaze ¥
See, how the giddy multitude de point,
And nod their heads, and throw their eyes on thee ¥
Ah, Glfler, hide thee from their hateful looks ;
And in thy clofet pent up, rue my thame,
And ban our enemies, both mine and thine,
Glo. Be patient, gentle Nell; forget this grief.
Elean. Ah! GIo’{hr, teach me to forgct myfelf =
For whilft I think I am thy marry'd wife,
And thou a prince, prote®or of this land ;
Methinks, I fhould not thus be led along,
Mail'd up in thame, with papers on my Eack ;
.And follow’d with a rabble, that rejoice
"To fee my tears, and hear my deep-fetch’d groans,
"The ruthlefs flint doth cut my tender feet ;
And when I flart, the cruel people laugh :
And bid me be advifed how fet‘: d.
Ah! Humpbry, can I bear this fhameful yoak? .
Trow’ft thou, that e’er I'll look upon the world,
Or count them happy, that enjoy the fun ?
No: dark fhall be my light, and night my day.
'To think upon my pomp, thall be my hel{.
Sometime I'll fay, I am Duke Humpbry's wife,
And he a prince, and ruler of the land :
Yet fo he rul’d, and fuch a prince he was,
That he flood by, whilft I, his forlorn dutchefs,
Was made a wonder and a pointing-ftock
To every idle, rafcal follower. ,
But be thou mild, and blufh not at my fhame,
Nor ftir at nothing, till the ax of death -
Hang over thee, as, fure, it fhortly will,
For Suffolt, (he thatcandoallin all -
With
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‘With her, that hateth thee and hates us all)
And Yor#, and impious Beauford, that falfe prieft,
Have all lim’d buthes to betray thy wings;
And fly thou, how thou canit, they’ll tangle thee :
Baut fear not thou, until thy foot bez'n’d,.
Nor never feck prevention of thy foes.

Glo.. Ah, Nell, forbear; thou aimeftall awry..
I muft offend, before I be attainted :
And, had I twenty times {o many foes,.
And each of them had twenty times their power,.
All thefe could not procure me any fcathe,
So long as I am loyal, true, and crimelefs.
Wouldft have me refcue thee from this reproach ¥
Why, yet thy fcandal were not wip'd away ;.
Bat T in danger for the breach of law.
Thy greateft help is quiet, gentle Nel/:
I pray. thee, fort thy heart to patience ;
‘Thefe few days” wonder will be quickly worn.

Enter @ Herald.

Fer. I fummon your Grace to his Majefty’s parliament
holden at Bury, the firft of this next month.

Glo. And my confent ne’er ask’d herein before ?
This is clofe dealing. Well, I will be there ;

[Exit Herald..

My Nell, I take my leave: and, mafter Sheriff,
Let not her penance exceed the King’s commiffion.

Sher. ﬁ.:n’t pleafe your Grace, here my commiffion

ys :
And Sir Fobn Stanley is appointed now,
To take her with him to the [/fe of Man.
Glo. Muft you, Sir Fobn, prote&t my lady here?
Stan. So am I giv'n.in charge, may’t pleafe your
Grace.
Gl. Entreat her not the worfe, in that I pray
You ufe her well ; the world may hl:%h again;
And T may live todo you kindnefs, i ]
You do it her: and fo, Sir Foba, farewel.
Elean. What gone, my lord, and bid me not farewel ?

6l
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Glo. Witnefs my tears, I cannot flay to fpeak. ‘
[Exit Glouceftex..
Elean. Artthou tﬁone too ? all comfort go with thee !
For none abides with me ; my joy is death ;
Death, at whofe name I oft have been afraid,
Becaufe I with'd this world’s eternity.
Stanley, 1 pr'ythee, go and take me hence,
I care not whither, for I beg no favour ;
Only convey me where thou art commanded.
Stan. Why, Madam, that is to the Jf¢ of Manx 3
There to be us'd according to your ftate.
Elean. That's bad enough, for I am but reproach :
And fhall I then be us'd reproachfully ?
Stan.hglo ; like a Dutchefs, and Duke Humpbry®s
Vs |
According to-that ftate you fhall be us’d.
Elean. Sheriff, farewel, and better than I fare ;
Although thou haft been conduét of my fhame..
" Sher. Itis my office ; madam, pardon me.

Elean. Ay, ay, farewel; thy office is difcharg’d.
Come, Stanley, thall we go? .
Stan.thadam, your penance done, throw off this

eet,
And go we to attire you for our journey.
Elean. My fhame will not be fhifted with my fheet :
No, it will hang upon my richeft robes,
And fhew itfelf, attire me how I can.
6o, lead the way, I long to fee my prifon.  [Exeunt.




$ CENE, aBuy.

Enter King Henry, Queen, Cardinal, Suffolk, York,
Buckingham, Salisbury and Warwick, #o the
Parliament.

K. Henrvy.

Mufe, my lord of G4’fer is not come :
*Tis not his wont to be the hindmoft man,
Whate’er occafion keeps him from us now.
Q. Mar. Can you not fee ? or will you net obferve
The ftrangenefs of his alter’d countenance ?
With what a majefty he bears himfelf,
How infolent of late he is become,
How peremptory and unlike himfelf!
We know the time, fince he was mild and affable ;
s And, if we did but glance a far-off look,
Immediately he was upon his knee ;
That all the court admir’d him for fubmiffion.
But meet him now, and be it in the morn,
When ev’ry one will give the time of day,
He knits his brow and fhews an angry eye 3
And paffeth by with ftiff unhowed knee,
Difdaining duty that to us belongs.
Small curs are not regarded, when they grin 3
But great men tremble, when the lion roars ;
And Humphryis no little man in England.
Firft note, that he is near you in defcent;
And, fhould you fall, he is the next will mount.
Me feemeth then, it is no policy,
(Refpecting what a ranc’rous mind he bears,
And his advantage following yaur deceafe)
That he fhould come about your royal perfon,
Or be admitted to your Highnefs’ council.
By flatt’ry hath he won the common hearts: And
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And when he’ll pleafe to make commotion,
*Tis to be fear'd, they all witl follow him.
Now ’tis the fpring, and weeds are fhallow-rooted,
Suffer them now, and they’ll o’er-grow-the garden;
And choak the herbs for want of husbandry.. .
‘The reverent care, I bear unto my lord,
Made me colle&t thefe dangers in the Duke.
If it be fond, call it 2 woman’s fear :
Which fear, if better reafons can fupplant,
I will fubfcribe, and fay, Iwrong'd the Duke.
My Lords of Suffolk, Buckingbam, and York,
Reprove my allegation, ifyeu can; .
Or elfe conclude my words effectual.
Suf. Well hath your Highnefs feen into this Duke.
And, had I firft been put to {fpeak my mind,
I think, I fhould have told your Grace’s tale.
‘The Dutchefs, by his fubornation,
Upon my life, began her devilith pra&tices :
Or if he were not privy to thofe faults,
Yet, by reputing of his high defcent,
As next the King he was fucceffive heir, )
"And fuch high vaonts of his-nobility, :
Did inftigate the bedlam brain-fick Dutchefs
By wicked means to frame our fov’reign’s fall.
Smooth runs the water, where the brook is deep 3
And in his fimple thew he harbours treafon.
The fox barks not, when he would fteal the lamb.
No, no, my fovereign; Glo'fler is a man
Unfounded yet, and full of deceit.
Car. Did he not, contrary to form of faw,
Devife ﬁranﬁe deaths for fmall offences done ?
York. And did he not, in his prote&orfhip,
Levy great fums of mony throu. ﬂ the realm
For foldiers* pay in France, and never fent it ?
By means whereof, the towns each day revolted.
Buck. Tut, thefeare petty faults to faults unknown ;
‘Which time will bring to light in fmooth Duke Humphry. |
K. Ha;_ny. My Lords, at once; the care you have |
of us,
‘To mow down thorns that would annoy our foot,
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Is worthy praife; but fhall I fpeak my confcience ?
Our kinfman G/’ ffer is as innocent
From meaning treafon to our royal (ferfon,
As is the fucking lamb or harmiefs dove:
FThe Duke is virtuous, mild, and too well given
To dream on evil, or to work my downfaﬁ

Q. Mar. Ah! whats more dang'rous than this fond,

affiance ?

Seems he a dove? his feathers are but borrow'd ;
For he’s difpofed as the hateful Raven.
Is he a lamb? his skin is, furely, lent him ;
For he’s inclin’d as is the ravenous wolf.
Who cannot fteal a fhape, that means decéit ?
Take heed, my Lord ; the welfare of us all
Hangs on the cutting fhort that fraudful man.

Enter Somerfet.

Som. All health unto my gracious Sovereign ! .
K. Henry. Welcome, Lord Somerfer ; what news from
France ?
8om. That all your int’reft in thofe territories
Is utterly bereft yon; all is loft. .
K. Henry. Cold news, Lord Somerfes ; but God’s will
be done !
York. Cold news for me: for I had hope of France,
As firmly as I hope for fertile England.
Thus are my blofloms blafted in the bud,
And caterpillars eat my leaves away. '
But I will remedy this gear ere long,
Or fell my title for a glorious grave. [ 4fde

Enter Gloucefter.

Glo. All happinefs unto my Lord the King?! .
Pardon, my Liege, that I have ftaid fo long. ‘
Suf. }‘Iay, Glo'fer, know, that thou art come tog.
: oon,,
- Unlefs thou wert more loyal than thou art;
- I do arreft thee of high treafon here. i
Glo. Well, Suffalk, yetthou fhalt not fee me bluth,
Nor change my countenance for this Arreft: - A
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A heart unfpotted is not eafily daunted.

The pureft {pring is not fo free from mud, b

As I am clear from treafon to my Sovereign. [

Who can accufe me ? wherein am I guilty ?

York. *Tis thought, my Lord, that you took bribes of |
France ;

And, being protector, ftaid the foldiers’ pay ;
By means whereof his Highnefs hath loft France. |
Glo. Is it but thought fo? what are they, that think it?.

I never robb’d the foldiers of their pay,
Nor ever had one penny bribe from France.
So help me God ! as I have watch’d the night,
Ay, night by night, in ftudying good for England.
‘That doit that e’er I wrefted from the King,
Orany groat I hoarded to my ufe, ‘
Be brought againft me at my trial day ! ,
No; many a pound of my own proper ftore,
Becaufe I would not tax the needy commons,
Have I dif-purfed to the garrifons, ,
And never ask’d for reftitution.
Car. It ferves you well, my Lord, to fay fo much.
Gl. I{ay no more than truth, fo help me God!
York. In your proteftorfhip you did devife
lgr offenders, never heard of'; -
That England was defam’d by tyranny. o
Gl. Why, ’tis well known, that, whiles I was pro- |
tetor, ‘
Pity was all the fault that was in me:
For I thould melt at an offender’s tears ; |
And lowly words were ranfom for their fault :
Unlefs it were a bloody murtherer,
Or foul felonious thief that fleec’d poor paflengers,
I never gave them condign punithment.
Murther, indeed, that bloody fin, I tortur’d
Above the felon, or what trefpafs elfe.
Suf My Lord, thefe faults are eafie, ciluaickly anfwer'd :
But mightier crimes are laid unto your charge,
Whereof you cannot eafily purge yourfelf.
1 do arreft you in his Highnefs’ name,
And here commit you to my Lord Cardinal

Te
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*To keep, umtil your further time of tryal.
K. Henry. My Liord of GJi'ffer, 'tis my fpecial hope,
‘That you will clear yourfelf from all fufpicion ;
My confcience tells me, you are innocent.
' Gho. Ah, gracious Lord, thefe days are dangerous :
"Vireae is choak’d with foul ambition,
And charity chas’d hence by Rancor’s hand ;
Foul fubornation is predominant,
And equity exil’d your Highnefs’ Land.
w, their complot is to have my life :
+And, if my death might make this ifland happy,
| And preve the dperiod of their tyraqex}y,
I would expend it with all willingnefs.
. But mine is made the prologue to their play :
For thoufands more, that yet fufpe& no peril,
Will not conclude their plotted tra d{.
Buauford’s red fparkling eyes blab Ei: eart’s malice, -
And Suffolk’s cloudy brow his ftormed hate ;
Sharp Buckingbam unburthens with his tongue
 The envious load that lies upon his heart :
- And dogged 7or#, that reaches at the moon, /
- Whofe over-weening arm I have pluck’d back,
by falfe accufe doth level at my life.
| And you, my fovereign lady, with the reft,
. Canfelefs have laid difgraces on my head ;
Aud with your beft endeavour have ftirr’d up,
" My licfeft Liege to be mine enemy:
i 4y, all of you have laid your heads together ;
" (Myfelf lm{notice of your conventicles
| Andall to make away my guiltlefs life,
1 fhall not want falfe witnefs to condemn me,
Nor flore of treafons to augment my guilt :
| The antient proverb will be will effected,
"Afaff is quickly found to beat a dog.
Ca{. qufy Liege, his railing i?%ntoleréble.
Ifthofe, that care to keep your royal perfon
- From treafon’s fecret knife and traitor’s rage,
Be thus upbraided, chid and rated at,
. And the offender granted fcope of fpeech,
i ‘I'will make them cool in zeal unto your Grace.

Suf:
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Suf. Hath he not twit our fovereign lady here
‘With ignominious werds, theugh clarkly coucht?
As if fhe had fuborned fome to fwear
Falfe allegations, to o’erthrow his ftate.
Q. Mar. But I can give the lofer leave to chide.
Glo. Far truer fpoke, than meant; I lofe, indeed 3
Befhrew the winners, for they play’d me falfe ;
And well fuch lofers may have leave to fpeak.
Buck. He'll wreft the fenfe, and hold us here all day.
Lord Cardinal, heis your prifoner.

Car. Sirs, take away the Duke, and guard him fure, |

Glo. Ah, thus King Heary throws away his crutch,

Before his lﬁs be firm to bear his body ;

"Thus is the thepherd beaten from thy fide ; :

And wolves are gnarlin%l who fhall gnaw thee firft.

Ah, that my fear were falfe! ah, that it were!

For, good King Henyy, thy decay I fear. [ Exit, guarded.

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

Q. Mar. What, will your Highnefs leave the Par-

liament ?

K. Henry. Ay, Margaret; my heart is drown’d with
Whofe flood begins to flow within my eyes ; (grief,
My body round engirt with mifery : ,

For what’s more miferable than difcontent ?

Ah, uncle Humphry ! in thy face I fee

The map of honour, truth, and loyalty ;

And yet, §ood Humpkry, 1s the hour to come,
That ¢’er 1 prov'd thee falfe, or fear’d.thy faith
What low’ring ftar now envies thy eftate ?

That thefe great Lords, and Margaret our Queen,
Do feek fubverfion of thy harmlefs life,

That never didft them wrong, nor no man wrong.
And as the butcher takes away the calf,

And binds the wretch, and beats it when it ftrives, (7)

(7) And as the Bsscher takes away the Calf,

And binds the wretch, and beats it when 5t firays,] But
how can it frey, when it is bewnd ? The Poet certainly intend-
ed, when it ffrives; i. e. when it fruggles to getloofe. And
{o he clfewhere employs this Word. Dt. Thirlby,

Bearing

|
!
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Bearing it to the bloody flaughter-houafe :

Even {0, remorflefs, have they borne him hence. -
And as the dam runs lowing up and down,
Looking the way her harmlefs young one went,

+ And can do nought but wail her darling lofs :

. Even fo myfelf bewail good Glo'fler’s cafe

With fad unhelpful tears; and with dim'd eyes
Look after him, and cannot do him good :

So mighty are his vowed enemies.

" His fortunes I will weep, and 'twixt each groan

. Say, who'sa traitor? Gl’fler he is none.  [Exin

Q. Mar. Free Lords, cold fnow melts with the fun’s
hot beams. -
Henry my Lord is cold in éreat affairs,
Too full of foolifh pity : er's fhew

. Beguiles him as the mournful crocodile

, With forrow fnares relenting pnﬂ'enﬁ:'a :

;  Or as the fnake, roll'd in a flowry bank,

With fhining checker'd flough, doth fting a child
. That for the beauty thinks it excellent.

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

. (And yet herein I judge my own wit good)
« This G/o’fler fhould be quickly rid the world,

" To rid us from the fear we have of him.

Car. That he fhould die, is worth'i policy s

But yet we want a colour for his death :

' *Tis meet, he be condemn’d by courfe of law.
Suf. But, in my mind, that were no palicy :

"The King will labour ftill to fave his life,

. 'The commons hagly rife to fave his life,

And yet we have but trivial argument,

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

. York. 'Tis York, that hath more reafen for his death,

. But, my Lord Cardinal, and you, my Lord of Suffo/k,

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

* 'We.'t notall one, an empty eagle were fet

" To yuard the chicken from a hungry kite,

" As place Duke Humphry for the King's protector ?

Mar:
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Q. Mar. So the poor chicken fhould be fure of death.
Suf. ‘Madam, ’tis trues and wer'tnot madnefs, then,

To make the fox furveyor of the fold?

‘Who being accus’d a crafty murtherer,

His guilt fhould be but idly pofted over,

Becaufe his purpofe is not executed.

No ; let him die, in that he is a fox,

By Nature prov’d an enemy to the flock ;

Before his chaps be ftain’d with crimfon blood,

As Humphry prov’d by reafons to my Leige ;

And do not ftand on quillets how to ﬂayiim :

Be it by ginns, by fnares, by fubtilty,

Sleeping or waking, ’tis no matter how,

So he be dead ; for that is good deceit

Which mates him firft, that firft intends deceit.
Q. Mar. Thrice-noble Suffolk, ’tis refolutely fpoke.
Suf. Not gefolute, except fo much were done ;

For things are often fpoke, and feldom meant ;

But that my heart accordeth with my tongue,

Seeing the deed is meritorious, :

And to preferve my Sovereign from his foe.

Say but the word, and I will be his prieft.
Car. But I would have him dead, my lord of Suffolks
~ Ere you can take due orders for a prieft : '

Say you confent, and cenfure well the deed,

And I'll provide his executioner,

I tender fo the fafety of my Liege. '
Suf. Here is my hand, the deed is worthy doing.
Q. Mar. And fo fay 1.

York. And I: And now we three have fpoke it,
1t fkills not greatly, who impugns our doom.

Enter a Pof. L

Pop. Greatlords, from Ireland am I comeamain,
To fignifie that Rebels there are up,
And put the Englifbmen unto the fword :
Send fuccours, lords, and ftop the rage betime,’
Before the wound do grow incurable ;
For being green, there is great hope of help. °

1

Car,
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Car. A breach, that craves a quick expedient Stop!
What counfel give you in this weighty caufe ?
York. That Somerfet be fent 2 Regene thither :
"Tis meet, that lucky ruler be employ’d :
. Witnefs the fortune he hath had in France.——
t Som. If York, with all his far-fetch’d policy,
Had been the Regent there inftead of me,
| He never would have ftaid in France fo long.
Yerk. No, not to lofe it all, as thou haft done:
* I rather would have loft my life betimes,
« Than bring a burthen of difhonour home,
! {‘:aying there fo long, till all were loft.
| Shew me one fcar, charaGer’d on thy fkin :
" Men’s flefh preferv’d fo whole,do feldom win,
"~ Q.Mar. Nay then, this fpark will prove a raging fire;
Ifwind and fuel be brought to feed it with :
- Nomore, good York; {weet Somerfet, be fill.
. Thy fortune, Yor#, hadft thou been Regent there,
 Might happily have prov’d far worfe than his.
York. What, werle than nought? nay, then a fhame
take all!
dm. And, in the number, thee that witheft fhame !
Car. My lord of Yor#, try what your fortune is ;
T nncivi{Kems of Ireland are in arms,
' And temper clay with blood of Englifhmen.
, To Ireland will you lead a band of men,
! Colleéted choicely from each county fome,
{ And try your hap againft the Irifbmen ?
York { will, my lord, fo pleafe his Majefly.
Suf. Why, our Authority is his confent ;
! And what we do eftablith, he confirms ;
: Then, noble 2or#, take thou this tafk in hand.
1 . York. 1 am content: provide me foldiers, lords,
Whilst I take order for mine own affairs. :
Suf. A charge, lord York, that I will fee perform'd:
But now return we to the falfe Duke Humphry.
Car. No more of him; for I will deal with him,
That henceforth he fhall trouble us no more :
| Aud fo break off: the day is almoft fpent :
' Lord Sugfolk, you and I muft talk of that event.
VoL, V. C York,

|
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"York. My lord of Suffalk, within fourteen days

At Brifldl 1 expe€t my foldiers ;

For there I'll fhip them all for Ireland. \%
_ Suf. I'llfee it troly done, my lord.of Yerk. [Excuns, '

‘Mazet York.

. ~%York. "Now, Yer#, or never, ficel thy fearful thoughts,
‘And change mifdoubt to refolution : 1
Be that thou hop’ft to be, or what thou art o
Refign to death, it is not worth th’ enjoying : |
Let pale-fac'd fear keep with the imean-botn man, |
And find no harbour in'a royal heart. :
Fafter than {pring-time fhow’rs,comes thought on thought, -
And not a thought, but thinks on dignity.
My brain, miore bufie than the lab’ring fpider,
‘Weaves tedious fnares to trap mine €nenties.
‘Well, Nobles, well ; “tis politickly done,
‘To fend me packing with an hoft of ‘men :
T fear me, you but-warm the flarved Snake,
Who, cherifh’d in-your breaft, will fting your hearts,
>Twas men I lack’d, and you will give them me ;
T take it kindly : yet be well aflur’d,
You put fharp weapons in a2 mad-man’s hands.
‘Whiltt I in Ireland nourith a mighty band,
Y will ftir up in England fome black florm,
Shall blow ten thoufand fouls to heav’n or hell,

- And this fell tempeit fhall not ceafe to rage,
Until the golden circuit on my head,
(Like to the glorious fun’s tranfparent beams,)
Do calm the fury of this mad-brain’d flaw.
And, for a minifter of my intent, |
I have feduc'd a headftrong Kentie man, }
Fobn Cade of Afford,
T'o make commotion, -as full well he can,

> Under the title of Fobn Mortimer.
In Ireland have I feen this ftubborn Cade
Oppofe himfelf againft a troop of Kerns ;
And fought fo long, till that his thighs with darts
Were almoft like a fharp-quill’d porcupine ; ‘

: And,
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And, in the end being refcu’d, I have feen
:Him caper upright like a wild Morifco,
Shaking the bloody darts, as he his bells.
Full often, like a fhag-hair’d crafty Kern,
‘Hath he converfed with the enemy ;
And undifcover’d come to me again,
. And giv’n me notice of their villanies.
. ‘This devil here fhall be my fubftitute ;

For that Fobn Mortimer, which now is dead,
In face, in gate, in fpeech he doth refemble,
By this, I fhall perceive the Commons’ mind 3
How they affe& the Houfe and Claim of Yor£.
Say, he be taken, rack’d and tortured ;
I know, no pain, they can infli&t upon him,
Will make him fay, I mov'd him to thofe arms.
‘Say, that he thrive ; as’tis great like, he will;
Why, then, from Ireland come I with my ftrength,
Anc{ reap the harveft which that rafcal fow'd ;
For Humpbry being dead, as he fhall be,
And Henry put a-part, the next for me. [Exie.

SCENE, an Apartment in the Palace.

Enter tao or three, running over the Stage, from ihe
murther of Duke Humphry.

1. UN tomy lord of ngzll; let him know,
R We have difpatch’d the Duke, as he commanded.’
2. Oh, thatit were to do! what have we done ?

Didft ever hear a man fo penitent ?

Enter Suffolk.

1. Here comes my lord.

Suf. Now, Sir, have you difpatch’d this thing ?

1. Ay, my good lord, he’s dead. ‘

Suf. Why, that’s well faid. Go, §eete!ou to my houle;
I will reward you for this vent’rous :
The Kingand all the Peers are here at hand, ===
Have you laid fair the bed ? are all things well,
According as I gave diretions?

1. Yes, my good lord.

Suf. Away, be gone. - [Exennt Murtherers,

) C Z Eﬂfly
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Enter King Henry, the Queen, Cardinal, Somerfet, avith f
Attendants.,

K. Henry. Go, call our Uncle to our prefence ftrait :
Say, weintend to try his Grace to day,
If he be guilty, as ’tis publifhed.
Suf. I'll call him prefently, my noble Lord. [Exit.
K. Henry. Lords, take your places: and, I pray you all,
--Proceed no ftraiter *gainft our uncle G&'fler,
Than from true evidence, of good efteem,
He be approv’d in praétice culpable.
Q. Mar. God forbid, any malice fhould prevail,
‘That faultlefs may condemn a Nobleman !
Pray God, he may acquit him of fufpicion! I
K. Henry. Ithank thee: Well, thefe words content me
much. (8)

Enter Suffolk.

‘How now ? why look’ft thou pale? why trembleft thou ?
Where is our Uncle ? what is the matter, Sufo/k?

Suf. Dead in his bed, my lord ; Gk'fler 1s dead.

Q. Mar. Marry, God forefend !

-

(8) 1 thank thee, Nell, thefe Words content me much,] This is
K. Henry’s Reply to his Wife Margarer. Our Poet, I remem-
ber, in his King Fobn, makes Faulconbridge the Baftard, upon
his fisft Repping into Honour, fay, that he will fudy to for-
get his old Acquaintance;

And if his Name be George, I’ll call him Peter;

For new-made Honeur doth forges Mens Names.
But, furely, this is wide of King Henry’s Cafe; and it can be
no Reafon why he thould forget his own Wife's Name; and
call her Nell inftead of Margaret. As the Change of a fingle
Letter fets all right, I am willing to- fuppofeit came from his
Pen thus; .

I thank thee: Well; thefe Words content me much.

K. Henry was a Prince of great Piety and Meeknefs, a great
Lover of his Uncle Glescefter, whom his Nobles were rigidly
petfecuting: and to whom he fufpe@ted the Queen bore no
very good Willin her Heart : But finding her,beyond hishopes,
peak fo candidly in the Duke’s C afe, he is mightily comfore-
fed and contented at heg impartial Sccming.

e L Car.

o l

[




King HExry VL. 53

Car. God’s fecret judgment: I did dream to night,

The Duke wasdumb, and could not fpeak a word.

[King fwoons.
Q. Mar. How fares my lord? help, lords, the King
is dead. .
Som. Rear up his body, wring him by the nofe.
Q. Mar. Run, go, help, help: oh, Henry, ope:
thine eyes.

Suf. He doth revive again; Madam, be patient.-
K. Henry. O heav'nly God! . :
Q. Mar. How fares my gracious lord ? .
Suf. Comfort, my Sovereign ; gracious Hensy, comfort.
K. Henry. What, doth my lord of Sufolk comfort me ?

Came he right now to fing a raven’s note,

Whofe difmal tune bereft my vital pow’rs :

And thinks he, that the chirping of a wren,

By crying comfort from a hollow breaft,

Can chafe away the firft-conceived found ?

Hide not thy poifon with fuch fugar'd words;

Lay not thy hands on me ; forbear, I fay;

Their touch affrights me as a ferpent’s fting.

Thou baleful meflenger, out of my fight !

Upon thy eye-balls murd’rous tyranny

Sits in grim majefty to fright the world.

Look not upon me, for thine eyes are wounding !

Yet do not go away ; come, bafilisk ;

And kill the innocent gazer with thy fight:

For in the fhade of death [ fhall find joy ;

t In life, but double death, now Glo’fler’s dead.

' Q. Mar. Why do you rate my lord of Suffolk thus ?
Although the Duke was enemy to him,

- Yet he, moft Chriftian-like, laments his death.

. And for my felf, foe as he was to me,

- Might liquid tears, or heart-offending groans,

r loog-oonfuming fighs recall his life ;
I would be blind with weeping, fick with groans,

Look pale as primrofe wi b%ood-drinking fighs,

Andall to have the noble Duke alive.

What know I, how the world may deem of me?

For, itis known, we were but hollow friends :
C3 : It
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It may be judg’d, I made the Duke away;
So fhall my name with flander’s tongue be wounded,
And Princes’ Courts be fill’d with my reproach :
‘This get | by his death : ah, me unhappy !
To be a Queen, and crown’d with infamy.
K. Henry, Ah, woe is me for Glo’fler, wretched man ?
Q. Mar. Be woe for me, more wretched than he is.
‘What, doft thou turn away and hide thy face ?
I am no loathfome leper ; look on me.
‘What, art thou like the adder waxen deaf?
Be pois'nous too, and kill thy forlorn Queen.
Is all thy comfort fhut in G/o’ffer’s tomb ¢
Why, then, dame Margaret was ne’er thy joy.
Ereét his ftatue, and do worfhip to it,
And make my image but an ale-houfe fign.
Was I for this nigh wreckt upon the fea,
And twice by adverfe winds from England’s bank
Drove back again unto my native clime?
‘What boaded this ? but well-fore-warning winds.
Did feem to fay, feek not a fcorpion’s neft;
Nor fet no footing on this unkind fhoar.
‘What did I then? but curft the gentle gufts,
And he that loos’d them from their brazen caves ;
And bid them blow towards E nflam!’ s blefled thoar,
Or turn our ftern upon a dreadful rock :
Yet _Zolus would not be a murtherer ;
But left that hateful office unto thee.
The pretty vaulting fea refus'd to drown me;
Knowing, that thou wouldft have me drown’d on fhoar
With tears as falt as fea, through thy unkindnefs.
The fplitting rocks cow’r’d in the finking fands,
And would not dath me with their ragged fides ;
Becaufe thy flinty heart, more hard than they,
Might in thy Palace perith Margaret. :
As far as I could ken the chalky cliffs,
When from thy fhoar the tempeft beat us back,
I ftood upon the hatches in the form;
And when the dusky sky began to rob
My earneft-gaping ﬁiht of thy Land’s view,
Ftook a ooﬁfy Jjewel from my neck,
) (A heart

e el -
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(A heart it was, bound in with diamonds,)
And threw it tow’rds thy Land ; the fea receiv’d it,
And fo, I wifh’d, thy body might my heart.
And ev’n with this I loft fair England s view,
And bid mine eyes be packing with my heart;
Aud call’d them blind and dusky {pectacles,
For lofing ken of Albion’s withed Coaft.
How-often have I tempted Sufo/k’s tongue
{Thesagent of thy foul inconftancy)
To fit and witch me, as Afcanius did, (g)
When he to madding Dido would unfold
His father’s aéts, commenc'd in burning Troy ?
Ain I not witcht like her?" or thou not falfe like him?
Ah me, I can no more: dye, Margaret!
For Henry weeps, that thou do’tt live fo long.

Noife within. Enter Warwick, Salisbury, and many -
Commons.
War. Itis reported, mighty Sovereign,
That good Duke Humphry traiteroufly is murther'd
By. Suffo/t, and the-Cardinal Beauford’s means:
The Commons, like an angry hive of bees
That want their leader, fcatter up and down 3
Afd care not who they fting in their revenge.
My felf have calm’d their fpleenful mutiny,

(9) To fit and watch me, as Afcanius did,
When he 1o madding Dido wonid unfold
His Father’s A&s, commenc’d in burning Troy })
The Poer hereis unqueftionably alludingto Virgil, («£neid, 1)
but he ftrangely blends Fa& with Fi&ion. In the firft Place,
it was Cwpid, in the Semblance of _Afcanius, who fat in Dido’s. -
Lap, and was fondled by her, But thenit was not Cupid, who
" related to her the Procefs of Troy’s Deftrultion, but it was.
«£neas himfelf, who related this Hiftory. Again, how did the
fuppos’d Afcanius fit and watch her? Cupid was order’d, while
Dido miftakenly carefs’d him, to bewitch and infe@ her with
Love. To this Circumftance the Poet certainly alludes; and,
unlefs he had wrote, as 1 have reftor’d to the Text; -
To fit and witch me,
Why fhould the Queen immediately draw this Inference,
Am-I nos witch’d like her?
Cq Uatil
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Until they hear the order of his death.
K. Henry. That he is dead, good Warwick, ’tis too
true ;
But how he died, God knows, not Hesry :
Enter his chamber, view his breathlefs corps,
And comment then upon his fudden death.
War. That I thalldo, my liege: ftay, Salisbury,
With the rude multitude, till I retarn. [Warwick goes in.

K. Henry. O thou, that judgeft all things, ftay my’

thoughts ; ,
My thoughts, that labour to perfuade my foul,
Some violent hands were laid on Humpbry's life :
If my fufpet be falfe, forgive me, God!
For judgment only doth belong to thee.
Fain would I go to chafe his paly lips
With twenty thoufand kiffes, and to drain
Upon his face an ocean of falt tears :
'To tell my love unto his dumb deaf trunk,
And with my fingers feel his hand unfeeling :
But all in vain are thefe mean obfequies.
' [ Bed awith Glo'Rex’s body put forthe

And to furvey his dead and earthy image,
‘What were it, but to make my forrow greater ?

War. Come hither, gracious Sovereign, view this body.

K. Henry. That is to fee how deep my graveis made:
For, with his foul fled all my worldly folace ;
For feeing him, I fee my life in death.

War. As furely as my foul intends to live
‘With that dread King, that took our ftate upon him,,
To free us from his father’s wrathful curfe,
I do believe, that violent hands were laid
Upon the life of this thrice-famed Duke.

Suf. A dreadful oath, fworn with a folemn tongue!
What inftance gives lord Waravick for his vow ?

War. See, how the blood is fettled in his face.
Oft have I feen a timely-parted ghoft, '
Of athy femblance, meager, pale, and bloodlefs ;
Being all defcended to the lab’ring heart,
Who, in the confli& that it holds with death,

Actralls the fame for aidance *gainft the enemy ;
- " Which
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Which with the heart there cools, and ne’er returneth
: 'To blufh and beautify the cheek again.
But fee, his face is black and full of blood ;
His eye-balls farther out, than when he liv'd ;
Staring full-ghaftly, like 2 frangled man ;
His hair up-rear’d, his noftrils ftretch’d with ftruggling:
His hands abroad difplay’d, as one that grafpt
And tugg’d for life ; and was by firength fubdu’d.
-~ Look on the fheets ; his hair, you fee, is fticking ;
His wel];gro})ortion’d beard made rough and rugged,
Like to the fummer’s corn by tempeft lodg’d:
It cannot be, but he was murther’d here:
The leaft of all thefe figns were probable.
Suf. Why, Warwick, who fhould do the Duke todeath?
My felf and Beauford had him in prote&ion; -
And we, I hope, Sirs, are no murtherers,
War. But both of you have vow’d Duke Hamphry's

death,
And you, forfooth, had the good Duke to keep:
*Tis like, you would not feaﬁ him like a friend ;

And tis well feen, he found an enemy. .

Q. Mar, Then you, belike, fufpe& thefe Noblemen,
As guilty of Duke Humpbry's timelefs death,

War. Who finds the heifer dead and bleeding frefh,
And fees faft by a butcher with an ax, :
But will fufpe&, ’twas he that made the flaughter ?

Who finds the partridge in the puttock’s neft,
But may imagine how the bird was dead,
Although the kite foar with unbloodied beak? .
Even fo fufpicious is this tragedy.

Ql‘ﬁzr.f Are you the butcher, Suffo/k? where's your

nife ?

Is Beauford term’d a kite ? where are his tallons?

Sz{l I wear no knife to flaughter fleeping men;
But here’s a *vengeful fword, rufted with eafe,
‘That fhall be fcoured in his ranc’rous heart,
That flanders me with murther’s crimfon badge.
Say, if theu dar’ft, proud lord of Warwickfbire,
That I am faulty in Duke Humphry's death.

War. What dares not Warawick, if fallfe Suffolk dare

him ? - Cs © 7T Q. Mar,
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Q. May. He dares not calm his contumelious fpirit,
Nor ceafe to be an arrogant controller, -
‘Though %{‘o]& dare him twenty thoufand times.
War. Madam, be ftill ; with rev’rence may I fay;
For ev'ry word, you fpeak in lris hehalf, -
Is flander to your r Dignit{. _
Suf. Blunt-witted lord, ignoble in demeanour,
If ever lady wrong’d her lord fo much,
Thy mother took into her blameful bed
Some ftern untutor’d charl ; and noble ftock
Was graft with crab tree flip, whofe fruit thou art;
And never of the Newil//s’ noble Race. :
War. But that the guilt of murther bucklers thee
‘Ard I fhould rob the death’s-man of his fee, :
Quitting thee thereby of ten thoufand fhames,
And that my Sovereign’s prefence makes me mild,
I would, falfe murd’rous Coward, on thy knee
Make thee beg pardon for thy pafled {peech,
And fay, it was thy mother that thou meant'ft ;=
‘That thou thy felf waft born in baftardy :
And, after all this fearful homage done;
Give thee thy hire, and fend thy foul to hell,
Pernicious blood-fucker of fleeping men !
Suf. Thou fhalt be waking, while I hed thy blood,
If from this prefence thou dar’ft go with me."
War. Away ev’n now, or [ will drag thee hence;
Unworthy though thou art, I'll cope with thees
And do fome fervice to Duke Humphry's ghoft. [ Exeant.
K. Henry. What ftronger breaft-plate than a heart un-
tainted ?
‘Thrice is he arm’d, ¢hiat hath his quarrel juft;
And he but naked, (though lock’d. up in fteel)
‘Whofe confcience with injuftice is corrupted.

A noife ewithin,
Q. Mar. What noife is this ?

Enter Suffolk and Warwick, with their aueapons draws.

K. Henry. Why, how now, lords? your wrathful
weapons drawn
Here in our prefence! dare you be fe bold ?
Why,
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Why, what tumultuous clamour have we here ?

Suf. The trait’rous Waravick with the men of Bury
Set all upon me, mighty Sovereign.

Enter Salisbury.

Sal. Sirs, ftand apart ;the King fhall know your mind. .
Dread lord, the Commons fend you word by me,
Unlefs lord Szp‘d& firait be done to death,

Or banithed fair England’s territories,

They willby violencetear him from your Palace,

And torture him with grievous lingring death,

They fay, by him the good Duke Humpbry died ; -

fay, in him they fear your Highnefs’ death ;

And mere intin& of love and loyalty,

{Free from a ftubborn oppofite intent,

As being thought to contradi&t your liking)
Makes thus forward in his Banifhment,

They fay, in care of your moft royal perfon,
That if your Highnefs thould intend to fleep,

IAnd that no man fthould difturb your reft,
n pain of ‘your diflike, or pain of 3

Yet,me::)twithﬁandm' g fuch a ﬁ?a?t edict, ‘

Were there a ferpent feen with forked tongue,

That lily glided tow’rds your Majefty,

: It were but neceflary you were wak’d ;

Left, being fuffer’d in that harmful flumber, .

The mortal worm might make the fleep eternal, .

And therefore do they cry, though you forbid,

That they will guard you whe’re you will or no, -

From fuch fell ferpents as falfe S;«Efdk is

With whofe invenomed and fatal fting

. Your loving Uncle, twenty times his worth,

They fay, is fhamefully bereft of life.

Commons awithin. An anfwer from the King, my lord'
of Salisbury. N

Suf. "Tis like, the Commons, rude unpolifh’d hinds,
Could fend fuch meflage to their Sovereign :

But you, my lord, were glad to be employ’d,

To thew how queint an orator you are.

But all the honour Salisbury hath won, -
t4
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Is, that he was the lord Ambaffador
Cent from a fort of tinkers to the King.
Within. An apfwer from the King, or we will all
break in. .
K. Henry. Go, Salisbury, and tell them all from me,
I thank them for their tender loving care ;
And had I not been cited fo by them,
Yet did I purpofe as they do entreat;
For, fure, my thoughts do hourly prophefie
Mifchance unto my State by Sufo/t’s means.
And therefore by his Majefty I fwear, ’
Whofe far unworthy Deputy I am,
He fhall not breathe infeétion in this air
But three days longer, on the pain of death.
Q. Mar. Oh Henry, let me plead for gentle Su{mlﬁ.
K. Henry. Ungentle Queen, to call him gentle Suffo/d.
No more, I fay: if thou doft plead for him,
Thou wilt but add increafe unto my wrath.
Had I but faid, I would have kept my word 5
But, when I fwear, it is irrevocable ;
If after three days’ fpace thou here be’ft found,
On any ground that I am ruler of, :
The world fhall not be ranfom for thy life.
Come, Warwick ; come, good Warwick ; go with me 3
I have great matters to impart to thee.
[Exeunt K. Henry, Warwick, &'c.
Manent Suffolk, and Queen. .
Q. Mar. Mifchance and forrow go along with you'!
Heart’s Difcontent and four AfliGion ’
Be play-fellows to keep you company !
There's two of you, the devil make a third,
And threefold vengeance tend upon your fteps!
Suf. Ceafe, gentle Queen, thefe execrations ;
And let thy Suffolk take his heavy leave.
Q. Mar. Fie, coward woman, and foft-hearted wretch, .
Hatt thou not fpirit to curfe thine enemy ?
Suf. 1: plague upon them ! Wherefore fhould I curfe
: them ?
Would curfes kill, as doth the mandrake’s groan,
I would invent as bitter fearching terms,

-

As
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As curft, as harfh, and horrible to hear,
Deliver'd ftrongly through my fixed teeth,
With full as many figns of deadly hate,
As lean-fac’d envy in her loathfome cave.
My tongue fhould ftumble in mine earneft words,
Mine eyes fhould {parkle like the beaten flint,
Mine hair be fixt on end like one diftra&t :
Ay, ev'ry joint fhould feem to curfe and ban.
And even now my burthen’d heart would break,
Should I not curfe them. Poifon be their drink !
Gall, worfe than gall, the daintieft meat they tafte !
Their fweeteft fhade a grove of cyprefs trees |
Their chiefeft profpe&t murd’ring bafilisks!
Their fofteft touch, as fmart as lizards’ ftings |
Their mufick frightful as the ferpent’s hifs! :
And boading fcreech-owls make the concert full !
All the foul terrors in dark-feated hell—
Qlt{_a{é Enough, fweet Suffo/, thou torment'ft thy
elf 5
aiu ui... dread curfes, like the fun *gainft glafs,
Or like an over- ed gun, recoil,
And turn the force of them upon thy felf.
Suf. You bad me ban, and will you bid me leave ?
Now, by-the ground that I am banifh’d from,
Well could I curfe away a winter’s night,
Though ftanding naked on a mountain top,
Where biting Cold would never let grafs grow,
And think it but a minute fpent in fport.
Q'Mhaa:‘;d Oh, let me entreat thee ceafe ; give me thy

‘That I may dew it with my mournful tears ;

Nor let the rain of heaven wet this place,

To wath away my woful monuments.

Oh, could this kifs be printed in thy hand,

That thou might'ft think upon thefe by the feal,

Through whom a thoufand fighs are breathd for thee,

So, %et thee gone, that I may know my grief;

*Tis but furmis’d, whilft thou art ftanding by :

As one that furfeits, thinking on a Want,

I will repeal thee, or, be well affur’d,

Adventure to be banifhed my felf: And
n
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And banifhed I am, -if but from thee.

Go, fpeak not.to-me ; ever now be gonCame

Oh, go not yet—— Ev’n thus two friends condemn’d
Embrace and kifs, and take ten thoufand leaves,
Loather 2 hundred times to part than die:

Yet now farewel, and farewel life with thee!
Suf. Thusis poor Suffolk ten times banithed,
Once by the King ard three times thrice by thee.

>Tis not the Land I care for, wert thou hence;
A wildernefs is populous enough,

So Saff/k had thy heav’nly company.

For where thou art, there is the World it felf;
With ev’ry fev’ral pleafure in the world :

And where thou art not, Defolation.

I can no more———Live thou to joy thy life;
My felf no joy in aught but that thou liv'.

Enter Vaux.

Q. Mar. Whither goes Vaux fo- falt ? what news, I
prythee?
" Vaux. 'To fignifie unto his Majefty,
‘That Cardinal Beaxfard is at point of death:
For fuddenly a grievous: ficknefs took him,
That makes him gafp, aud fare, and. catch the air,
Blafpheming God, and curfing men on earth,
Sometimes ge talks, as if Duke Humlp ? gl:‘oﬁ
Were by his fide ; fometimes, he calls the King ;
And whifpers to his pillow, as to him.
‘T'be fecrets of his over-charged foul :
And Iam fent to tell his Majefty,
‘That even now he cries aloud for him. :
Q. Mar. Go tell this heavy meflage to the King.
[Exit Vaux.
Ay me! what is this world ? what news are thefe ?
But wherefore grieve I at an hour’s poor lofs,
Onmitting. Suffolf’s exile, my foul’s treafure ?
Why only, Suffolk, mourn I not for thee,
And with the fouthern clouds contend in tears ?
Theirs for the earth’s increafe; mine for my forrows.’
Now, getthee hence; the Kipg, thou know'#, is comingi_
: |
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If thou be found by me, theu-art but dead.
Suf. IS T depart from thee, I canmot live; -
~ And in thy fight te die; what were it elfe,
Bat like 2 pleafant flumber-in thy lap?
Here could I breathe my foul into the air,
As mild and gentle as the cradlesbabe
Dying with mother’s dug between its lips.
Where, frem thy fight, I fhould be raging-mad, .
And cry out for thee to-clofe up mine eyes;
To have thee with thy lips to ftop my mouth:
So, fhouldf thou either turn my- flying. foul
Or I fhould breathe it fo into thy body ;
And then it liv’d in {fweet E lyfum.
To die by thee, were but to die in jeft:
From thee to die, were torture more than death;
Oh! let me ftay, befal what may befal.
Q. Mar. Away; though Parting bea fretful corrofive,
It is applied to a deathful’ wound.
To France, fweet Suffolk; let me hear from thee =
For wherefoe’er thou art in this world’s glabe,
I'll have an JFris, that fhall find thee out.
Suf. 1 go. .
Q. Mar. And take my heart with thee..
Suf. A jewel lock'd into the woful'it casket
That ever did contain a thing of worth.
Even as a {plitted bark, fo funder we ;
This way fall I to death.
Q. Mar. This way for me. [Exeunt feverally.

SCENE, the Cardinal’s Bedchamber. -

Enter King Henry, Salisbury, and Warwick, # ¢be
Cardinal in Bed.

K. Henry. OW fares my lord ? fpeak, Beaufird,
to thy Sovereign. ~ ~
Car. If thou beeft Death, I'll give thee England’s
treafure,
Enough to purchafe fuch another Ifland,
So thou wilt let me live, and feel no pain.
K. Henry. Ah, what a fign it is of evil life, Whére
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‘Where death’s approach is feen fo terrible!
War. Beauford, it is thy Sovereign fpeaks to thee.
Car. Bring me unto my Tryal, when you will.
Dy'd he not in his bed ¢ where fhould he die ?
Can I make men live whe’re they will or no?
Oh, torture me no more, I will confefs————
Alive again? then fhew me, where he is: \
+I’ll give a thoufand pound to look upon himee——
He hath no eyes, the duft hath blinded them :
Comb down his hair; look! look! it ftands upright,
Like lime-twigs fet to catch my winged foul :
Give me fome drink, and bid th> apothecary
Bring the firong poifon that I bought of him. (
K. Henry. O thou eternal Mover of the heav'ns, l ‘
Look with a gentle eye upon this wretch ;
Oh, beat away the bufie, medling, fiend,
That lays ftrong fiege unto this wretch’s foul,
And from his bofom purge this black defpair.
War. §et:!. how the pangs of death do make him
rin .
Sal. Difturb him not, let him pafs peaceably.
. K. Hl;n?r Peace to his foul, if God’s good pleafure
{..{orﬁ Cardxl;nal, ig thoa;lt‘lcﬁ?k'ﬁ on h;av%n’s blifs, *
old up thy hand, make fi of thy hope.
He dies, and makes no ﬁgn%ng God, forgve him.
War. So bad a death argues a monftrous life.
K. Henry. Forbear to judge, for we are finners all.
Clofe up his eyes, and draw the curtain clofe,”
And let us all to meditation. [Exeunt,

SRt

ACT
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ACT Iv.

S CE N E, #he Coaf of Kent.

Alarum.  Fight at fea. Ordnance goes of. Enter .
Captain, Whitmore, and other Pirates, with Suf-
folk and others Prifoners.

CarTaAIN.

HE gaudy, blabbing, and remorfeful day
l Is crept into the bofom of the fea: .
And now loud howling wolves aroufe the jades,
That drag the tragick melanchely night;
Who wit§ their drowfie, flow, and flagging wings
Clip dead mens’ graves; and from their mifty jaws
.* Breathe foul contagious darknefs in the air.
' Therefore bring forth the foldiers of our prize: -
For whilft our Pinnace anchors in the Downs,
~ Here fhall they mike their ranfom on the fand 3
Or with their blood ftain this difcolour’d fhore.
i Mafter, this prifoner freely give I thee;
- And thou, that art his mate, make boot of this:
| The other, Walter Whitmore, is thy fhare. .
{1 Gent. What is my ranfom, mafter, let me know.
| Map. A thoufand crowns, orelfe lay down your head.
{  Mate. And fo much fhall you give, or off goes yours.
|  Whit. What, think you much to pay two thoufand
| crowns, .
And bear the name and port of gentlemen ?
i Cut both the villains’ throats, for die you fhall :
Nor can thofe lives, which we have loft in fight,
Be oounter-fois'd with fuch a petty fum.
" 1 Gem. I'll give it, Sir, and therefore fpare my life.
2 Gent. And fowill I, and write home for it ftraight.
$ Wbit. I loft mine eye in laying the prize aboard,’
And therefore, to revenge it, fhalt thou die; [7o Suffolk.
| And fo fhould thefe, if I might have my will, Cop
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Cap. Be not fo rath, take ranfom, let him live.
Suf. Look on my Geerge, I am a gentleman ;
Rate me at what thou wilt, thou fhalt be paid.——
Whit. And fo am I; my name is Walrer Whitmore.
How now ? why ftart'ft thou? what, doth death affrighe?
Suf. Thy name affrights me, in whofe found is death.
A cunning man did calculate my birth,
And told me, that by Water 1 fhould die:
Yet let not this make thee be bloody-minded,
Thy name is Gualtier, being rightly founded.
Whit. Gualtier or Walter, whichit is, I care notsz<
Ne'er yet did bafe Difhonour blur our name,
But with our-fword we wip’d away the blot.
Therefare, when merchant-like I fell revenge,
Broke be my fword, my arms torn and defac’d, .
And I proclaim’d a Coward through the world!
Suf. Stay, Whitmore; for-thy prifoneris a Prince 3
The Duke of Suffolk, Wilkiam de la Pole.
Whit. The Duke of Syffo/k muffied up in rags? -
Suf. "Ay, but thefe rags are no part of the Duke.
Fowe fometimes went difgnis'd, and why not I?
Cap.  Bat Fove was never flain, as thou fhalt be.
Suf. Obfcure and lowly fwain, King Henry’s blood,
The honourable blood of Lancafer,
Muft not be fhed by fuch a jaded groom:
Haft thou not kifs’d thy hand, and held my ftirrop 2
Bare-headed, plodded by my foot-cloth mule,
And thought thee happy when I fhook my head?
How often haft thou waited at my cup,
Ped from my trencher, kneel'd down at the board,
When I have feafted with Queen Margaret?
Remember.it, and let it make thee creft-fal'n; .
Ay, and’allay this th‘y abortive pride.
How in our voiding lobby haft thou ftood, .
And duly waited for my coming forth ?
'This hand of mine hath: writ in thy behalf,
And therefore fhall it charm thy riotous tongue.
Whit. Speak, Captain, fhall I ftab the forlorn fwain 2
" Cap. Firft let my words flab him, ashe hath me,
» 8«f. Bafe flave, thy words are blunt; and fo art t(l}bu.
ap.

\
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Cap. Convey him hence, and on our long-boat’s fide,
Strike off his head.
Sxf. Thou dar’ft not for thy own.
Cap. Poole, Sir Poole ¢ lord ?
- Ay, kennel——puddle——fink, whofe filth and dirt
- Troubles the'filver Spring where England drinks :
Now will I dam up this thy yawning mouth,
For fwallowing up the-treafure of the Realm ;
Thy lips, that kifs'd the Queen, fhall {weep the ground ;
And thou, that fmil'dft at Duke Hampbry's death,.
- Agzinft the fenfelefs-winds thalt grin in vain,
Who ip contempt fhall hifs at thee again.
And wedded be thou to the hags of hell,
For daring to-affie:a mighty lord
Unto the daughter of a worthlefs King, .
Having nor Subje, Wealth; sor diadem!
By devilifh policy art’thou grown great,
And, likeambitions SyZa, over-gorg'd
With gobbets of thy mother’s bleeding heart.
By thee Anjou.and" Maine were fold to France s
‘The falfe revolting Normans, thorough thee,,
Difdain to eall us lord ; and Picardie
Hath flain their Governors, furpriz'd-our Forts,.
And fent the ragged foldfers wounded home.
The princely Warwick, and the Newills all,
(Whofe dreadful fwords were never drawn in vain)
As hating-thee, are rifing up in arms,
And now the Houfe of Yor# (thruft from the Crown:
By fhameful murther of a guiltlefs King,
And lofty proud incroaching tyranny,)
Burns with revenging fire; whofe hopeful Colours .
- Advance a half-fac’d Sun ftriving to fhine;
Under the which is writ, Irwitis nubibas.
%Com:gns herein Kent al;ngp-in arms-:
- to cenclude, Reproach, and Beggary
Iscrept-into the Palli?;of our King, .
And all by-thée. Away ! coavey him hence.—~——..
- Suft O; that I werea Ged, to {hoot forth thunder
Upon thefe paultry, fervile, abjeét drudges!
. Small things make bafe men prond. This villain heBlz.-
r ing;
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Being captain of a pinnace, threatens more
‘Than Bargulus the ftrong Illyrian Pirate.
Drones fuck not eagles’ blood, but rob bee-hives.
It is impofiible that I fhould die
By fuch a lowly vaffal as thy felf.
Thy words move rage, and not remorfe, in me:
I go of meffage from the Queen to France ;
I charge thee waft me fafely crofs the channel.
Cap. Walter———
Whit. Come, Suffolt, I muft waft thee to thy death.
Suf.Pane gelidus timor occupat artus: it'sthee I fear. (15)
Whit. Thou fhalt have caufe to fear, before I leave thee.
‘What, are ye daunted now ? now will ye ftoop ?
1 Gent. My gracious lord, intreat him; fpeak him fair.
Suf. Suffolk’s imperial tongue is ftern and rough,
Us'd to command, untaught to plead for favour.
Far be it, we fhould honour fuch as thefe
With humble fuit ; no; rather let my head
Stoop to the block, than thefe knees bow to any,
Save to the God of heav’n, and to my King ;
And fooner dance upon a bloody pole,
-‘Than ftand uncover’d to the vulgar groom.
True Nobility is exempt from fear:
More can I bear, than you dare execute.
. Cap. Hale him away, and let him talk no more;
Come, foldiers, fhew what cruelty ye can.
Suf. That this my death may never be forgot,
Great men oft die by vile Bezonigns.
A Roman {worder and Bandetto flave
Murther’d fweet Tully; Brutus’ baftard hand
Stabb’d Fulius Czfar ; favage Iflanders
Pompey the Great: And Suffo/k dies by Pirates.
_ [Exit Walter Whitmore avizh Suffolk.
Cap. And as for thtfe, whofe ranfom we have fet,

" (10) Pine gelidus timor occupat artws.) Thus the 1ft Folis Im-
preflion. Whence the Poct glean’d this Hemiffich, 1 do not
know. 'Tis certain, the firft Word is corrupted. 1believe, I
1 havereftor’dit, asit oughtto be. Swffolk would fay, the Fear
of that Punifkment, that Revenge, they were about to takcupon
him, put his Limbs into a cold trembling, e
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1t is our pleafure one of them depart;
Therefore come you with us, and let him go.
[Ex. Captain and the refi.

Manct the firff Gent.  Enter Whitmore, avith the body.
Whit. There let his head and livelefs body lye,

~ Until the Queen his miftrefs bury it. [Exit Whit,

1 Gent. O barbarous and bloody fpetacle!
His body will I bear unto the King:
If he revenge it not, yet will his friends;
So will the Queen, that living held him dear. [Exjs;

SCEN E changes to Southwark.

Enter Bevis and John Holland.

Beis. OME, and get thee a fword though made
of a lath ; they have been upthefe two days,

Hol. They have the more need to fleep now then.
Bewis. 1 tell thee, Fack Cade the clothier means to

" drefs the commonwealth, and turn it, and fet a new nap

|
|
|

upon it.
PoHaI. So he had need, for ’tis thread-bare. Well, I

fay, it was never merry world in England fince Gentle-
men came up. ' :

Bewis. O miferable age! virtue is not regarded in
handy-crafts-men.

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

Bewis. Nay more, the King’s Council are no good
workmen. '

Hol. True, and yet it is faid, Labour in thy wocation;
which is as much as to fay, let the magiftrates be labour-

| ing men; and therefore fhould we be magiftrates.

Bewis. Thou hatt hit it; for there’s no better fign of

" abrave mind than a hard hand.

" Tanner of Wingham.

)

Hol. 1 fee them, I fee them; there’s Bef’s fon, the
Bewis. He fhall have the skins of our enemies to make
dog’s leather of.

Hol. And Dick the butcher ;e )
p«w:.
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Bewis. Then is fin'ftruck down like an ox, and ini- |
uity’s throat cut like-a calf. :
. Hal. And Smith the weaver :
Bewis. Argo, their thread of life is fpun.
Ho/. Come, come, let’s fall in with them,

Drum. Enter Cade, Dick the batcher, Smith the.aveaver,
and a fawyer, with infnite .rumbers.

@ Cade. We Fobn Cade, fo term’d of our fuppofed: Fa-
er

Dick. Or ratherof ftealing a cade of herrings.

‘Cade. For our enemies fhall fill befere us, infpired
with the fpirit of putting down Kings and- Princes; com-
mand filence.

Dick. Silence. ,

Cade. My father was a Mortimeymmm—

Dick. He wasan honeft man:and a gead bricklayer.

Cade. My mother a Plantagenet

Dick. I knew herwell,: the wasa midwife.

‘Cade. My wife defcended of the Lasies —mm——

Dick. She was indeed a pedlar’s daughter, and fold
many laces.

Weaw. But, now of late, not able to travel with her
furr'd pack, fhe wathes bucks here at home.

Cade. Therefore am I of an honourable houfe.

Dick. Ay, by my faith, the field is honourable ; and
there was he born, under a hedge; for his father had
mever-a houfe but the cage.

Cade. “Valiant I am.

Weaw. A’ muft needs, for begpary is valiant.

Cade. I-am able to endure much. |

Dick. No queftion of that; for I have feen him whipt |
three market days together. o

Cade. 1 fear neither fword nor fire.

rz';aw. He need not fear the fword, for his coat is of

?. Dick. But, methinks he fhould ftand in fear of fire,
‘being ‘burnt i’th’ hand for ftealing of theep.

Cade. Be brave then, for your captain is brave, and

vows reformation. There fhall be in England f;:l}n
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. #alf-penny loaves fold for a penny ; - the three-hoop'd pot

fhall have ten hoops, and I will make it felony to drink
{mall beer. All the realm fhall be in'commen, -and in
Cheapfide fhall my palfry go to grafs; and when I am
King, as'Kimg I will be————

All. God.fave your Majefty !

Cade. I thank you, good people. There fhall be no
mony; all fhall eat and grink upon my fcore; and I will
apparel them all in one livery, that they may-agtee like
brothers, and worfhip me their lord.

Dick. The firft thing we do, -let's kill all the lawyers.

‘Cade. Nay, that I meanto do. Is not this a lament-
able thing, that the skin of'an innocent lamb fhould be
made parchment ; that parchment.being fcribbled o’er,
fhould undo a man? Some fay, the bee fings; but I
fay, ’tis bee’s wax; for I dic{ but feal once to a <hing,
anghix:vas never my own man fince. 'How now ? who
is ?

Enter a Clerk.

Weaw. The dlerk of Chatham; he can write and read,
and caft accompt.

Cade. O monttrous!

Weav. We took him fetting boys copies.

Cade. Here's a villain !

Weaw. He'as a book in his pocket with red letters in't.

Cade. Nay, then he’s a conjurer.

l:lick. Nay, hecan make obligations, -and write.court-
hand. .

Cade. Iam forry for't: the man is a proper man, of
atine honour ; unlefs I find him guilty, he fhall not die.
Come hither, firrah, I muft examine thee ; what is th
name ? .

Clerk. Emanuel.

Dick. They ufe to write it on the top of letters : *twill
go hard with you.

Cade. Letme alone. Doft thou ufe to write thy name?
or haft thou a mark to thyfelf like an honeft plain deal-

. ing man?

Ckrl.
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Clerk. Sir, I thank God, I have been fo well brought
up, that I can write my name. |

All. He hath confeft ; away with him ; he’s a villain
and a traitor.

Cade. Away with him, I fay ; hang him with his pen
and inkhorn about his neck. [ Exis one with the clerk.

Enter Michael.

Mich. Where is our General ? i
Cade. Here 1am, thou particular fellow.

Mich. Fly, fly, fly; Sir Humpb;;y Stafford and his
brother are hard by with the King's forces. ‘
Cade. Stand, villain, ftand, or I'll fell theedown ; he
fhall be encounter’d with a man as good as himfelf. He
is but a knight, isa’? : 1

Mich. No.
Cade. To equal him, I will make myfelfa knight -
ently ; rife up, Sir Fobn Mortimer. Now have at -
him. Is there any more of them that be knights ? |
Mich. Ay, his brother. .
Cade. Then kneel down, Dick Butcher. Rife up,
Sir Dick Butcher. Now found up the drum. |

Enter Sir Humphry Stafford, and young Stafford, avizl .j
drum and foldiers. |

Staf. Rebellious hinds, the filth and skum of Kene,
Mark’d for the gallows,~lay your weapons down,
Home to your cottages, forfake this groom ;

. The King is merciful, if you revolt.

Y. Staf. Butangry, wrathful, and inclin’d to blood,
If you go forward ; therefore yield, or die.

Cade. As for thefe filken-coated flaves, I pafs not ;
Tt is to you, good people, that I fpeak, N
O’er whom (in time to come) I hope to reign ;

For I am rightful heir unto the crown.

Staf. Villain, thy father was a plaifterer,
And thou thyfelf a fhearman, art tfnou not ?

Cade. And Adam was a gardiner.

Y. Staf, And what of that?
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Cade. Marry, this.—Edmund Mortimer Earl of March
married the Duke of Clarence’s daughter, did he not?
Staf. Ay, Sir. .
« Cade. By her he had two children at one birth.

- Y. Staf. That's falfe. '

Cade. Ay, there’s the queftion; but I fay, tis true:

The-elder of them being put to nurfe,

Was by a beggar-woman ftol'n away ;

i And, ignorant of his birth and parentage,

Became a bricklayer when he came toage:
His fon am I ; deny it, if you can.
Dick. Nay, ’tis too true, therefore he fhall be King.

. Weawv. Sir, he made a chimney in my father’s houfe,
and the bricks are alive at this day to teftify it; therefore
deny it not.

Staf. And will you credit this bafe drudge’s words,

+ That fpeaks he knows not what ?

. All. Ay, marry, will we; therefore get you gone.
Y. Staf. Fack Cade, the Duke of York hath taught yow

S.

Cade. He lies, for I invented it myfelf. Go to, fir-
nh, tell the King from me, that for his father’s fake
Henry the fifth (in whofe time boys went to {pan-counter
for French crowns) I am content he fhall reign ; but I'll
be prote&or over him.

ick. And furthermore we'll have the Lord Szy’s head,

\ for felling the Dukedom of Maine.

,  Cade. And good reafon ; for thereby is England maim’d, -

{ and fain to go with a ftaff, but that my puiffance holds it

- up. Fellow-Kings, I tell you, that that Lord §2y hath

« gelded the common-wealth, and made it an eunuch ; and
more tham that, he can fpeak French, and therefore he is

‘ atraitor. .

 Staf. O grofs and miferable ignorance!

' Cade. Nay, anfwer if you can: the Frenchmen are
our enemies : go to then; I ask but this; can he, that
?a.ks with the tongue of the enemy, be a good coun-
ellor or no?

All. No, no, and therefore we’ll have his head.

. VoV D Y. Staf.
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Y. Staf. Well, feeing gentle words will not prevail,
Affail them with the army of the King.
Staf. Herald, away, and throughout every town
Proclaim them traitors that are up with Cade ;
That thofe, which fly before the battle ends,
May (even in their wives’ and childrens’ fight)
Be hang’d up for example at their doors;;
And you, that be the King’s friends, follow me.
[Exeunt the tao Staffords, avith their Train.
Cade. And you, that love the commons, follow me.
Now fhew your felves men, ’tis for liberty.
‘We will not leave one lord, one gentleman ;
Spare none, but fuch as go in clouted fhoone,
For they are thrifty honeit men, and fuch ‘
Aswould (but that they dare not) take our parts.
Dick. They are all in order, and march towards us.
Cade. But then are we in order, when we are moft oue -
of order. Come, march forward. .
[Exeunt Cade and bis party.
[ Alarum to fight, avhercin both the Staffords are flain.

Re-enter Cade and the reft.

Cade. Where's Dict, the butcher of 4/ford ?

Dick. Here, Sir.

Cade. They fell before thee like fheep and oxen, and’
thou behaved'it thyfelf as if thou hadit been in thine own
flaughter-houfe ; therefore thus I will reward thee : the
lent ilall be as long as it is, and thou fhalt havea licenfe
to kill for a hundred lacking one.

Dick. I defire no more. .

Cade. And tofpeak truth, thou deferv’ft no lefs. This N
monument of the vi¢tory will I bear, and the bodies fhall .
be dragg’d at my horie’s heels, till I do come to London,
where we will have the mayor’s fword borne before us.

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

Cuade. Fear not that, I warrant thee, Come, let’s’

march towards Londsz. (Exeunt.

B = SCENE|
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S CE N E changes to Black-Heath.

Enter King Henry awith a fupplication, and Queen Mar-
garet with Suffolk’s head, the Duke of Buckingham,
and the Lord Say.

Q. Mar. FT havg I heard, that grief fofiens the
: mind, Vo
And makes it fearful and degenerate ;
Think therefore on revenge, and ceafe-to weep.
But who can ceaf€ to weep, and look on this ?
Here may his head lie on my throbbing breaft :
But where's the body, that I fhould embrace ?”
Buck. What anfwer makes your Grace to the rebels"
fupplication.? .
K. Henry. I'll fend fome holy bifhop to intreat ;
For God forbid, fo many fimple fouls
Should perith by the fword. And I myfelf,
Rather than bloody war fhould cut them thort,
Will parly with Fack Cade their general.
But ftay, I'll read it over once again. , -
Q. Mar. Ah, barbarous villains! hath this lovely face
Rul'd like a wandring planet over me, :
And could it not inforce them to relent,
That were unworthy to behold the fame ?
K. Henry. Lord Say, Fack Cade hath {worn to have
thy head.
Say. Ay, but I hope, your highnefs fhall have his,
K. Henry. How now, Madam ? N

* Lamenting ftill, and mourning Sxfe/'s death ?

1 fear me, love, if that I had been dead,
Thou wouldeft not have mourn’d fo much for me.
Q nﬁm My love, I fhould not mourn, but die for
ce.

Enter a Meffenger.

K. Henry. How now? what news ? why com’ft thou
in fuch hafte ?
Mef. The rebels are in Southaark; fly, my Lord:

ack Cade proclaims himfelf Lord Morsi
Jack Cadep D g T b eendsd
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Defcended from the Duke of Clarence’ houfe,
And calls your Grace ufurper openly,
And vows to crown himfelf in Wefminfler.
Hisarmy is a ragged multitude
Of hinds and pealants, rude and mercilefs :
Sir Humphry Stafford and his brother’s death
Hath given them heart, and courage to proceed
All fcholars, lawyers, courtiers, gentlemen,
They call falfe caterpillars, and intend their death.
K. Henry. O gracelefs men! they know not what
they do. Lord y
Buck. My gracious , retire to Killingeworth,
Untila Powelgr:e rais'd to put them down.
Q. Mar. Ah! were the Duke of Suffolk now alive,
Thele Kentifp rebels fhould be foon appeas'd.
K. Henry. Lord Say, the traitors hate thee,
"Therefore away with us to Killingawortb.
Say. So might your Grace’s perfon be in danger:
"The fight of me is odious in their eyes;
And therefore in this city will I ftay,
And live alone as fecret as I may.

Enter another Meffenger.

2 Mef. Fack Cade hath gotten London-bridge,
The citizens fly him, and forfake their houfes :
The rafcal people, thirfting after prey,
Join with the traitor ; and they jointly fwear
To fpoil the city and your royal court.
Buck. Then linger not, my lord ; away, take hotfe.
K. Henry. Come, Marg'ret, God our hope will fue-
eour us. . :
Q. Mar. My hope is gone, now Suffolk is deceas’d.
K. Henry. Farewel, my Lord; truft not to Kentifb
webels. ’ .
© " Buck. Truft no body, for fear you be betray’d.
" Say. The truft I have is in mine innocence,
Ang therefore am I bold and refolute. [Exeunt.

SCENE
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Enter Lord Scales upon the Tower walking. Then enter
- tawvo or three citizens below.

Scales. OW now ? is §Fack Cade flain ?

1 Cit. No, my Lord, nor like to be flain :
for they have won the bridge, killingall thofe that with-
ftand them : the Lord Mayor craves aid of your honour

-from the Tower to defend the city from the rebels.

Scales. Such aid, as I can fpare, you fhall command;
Baut I am troubled here with them myfelf.
‘The rebels have affay’d to win the Toawer.
But get you into Smithfield, gather head,
And thither will I fend you Matthew Goff.
Fight for your King, your country and your lives,
And fo farewel, for I muft hence again. [Exeunt,

SCENE changes to Cannon-Street.

Enter Jack Cade and-the ref, and firikes bis flaff on
London-Stone. .

CM.NOW i8 Mortimer Lord of this city, and here
fitting upon London-Stone, I charge and com-
mand that of the city’s coft the piffing conduit run no-
thing but claret wine the firft year of our reign. And now
hence-forward it fhall be treafon for any that calls me
other than Lord Mortimer. .

Enter a foldier ramning.

Sol. Fack Cade, Fack Cade! .
Cade. Knock him down there. - [They kill bim.
Weav. If this fellow be wife, he’ll never- call you
Fack Cade more; I think, he hath a very fair waming.
Dick. My Lord, there’san army gathered together in
Smithfield. : .
Cade. Come then, let's go fight with them : but firft
and fet London-bridge on fire, and if you can, burn
n the Toaver too. Come, let's away. [ Exeunt omnes,

D3 SCENE
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. S C E N E changes to Smithfield,

Alarum. Matthew Goff is flain, and all the refi. T bern
' enter Jack Cade with bis company.

Cade. OO, Sirs: Now go fome and pull down the
Sawgy : others to the inns of courts, down
with them all.
Dick. 1havea fuit unto your Lordfhip.
Cade. Be it a Lordthip, thou fhalt have it for that word.

. Dick. Only that the laws of England may come out of
your mouth. }

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

Smith. Nay, Fobn, it will be ftinking law, for his
breath ftinks with eating toafted cheefe.

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

Fobn. Then we are like to have biting ftatutes, unlefs
his teeth be pull’d out. : :

Cade. And henceforward all things 'fhall be in com-
mon. oo

Enter a Mej‘exgcr.‘v '

Mef. My Lord, a prize, 2 prize! here’s the Lord Say
which fold the town in France ; he that made us pay one

- and twenty fifeens and one fhilling to the pound, the laft |

{fubfidy. . o
Enter George with the Lord Say.

Cade, Well, he fhall be beheaded for it tem times, —
. Ah, thou Say, thou ferge, nay, thou buckram Lord,
now art thou within point-blank of our jurifdiGion regal.
What canft thou apiwer to my Majefty for giving up of
Normandy unto Monfieur Bgfimecs, the anpiin ‘of
France ? be it known unto thee by thefe prefents, even
the prefence of Lord Mortimay, that I am the befom that
muft fweep the court clean of fuch filth as thou. art: thou
haft moft traiteronfly corrupted .the youth.of the Realm
) in

l
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in ere&ting a grammar-fchool ; and whereas before, our
fore-fathers had no other books but the fcore and the

tally, thou haft caufed printing to be us’d ; and contrary
to the King, his crown and dignity; thou haft built a

- paper-mill. It will be prov'd to thy face that thou haft

men about thee, that ufually talk of a Noun and a Veré,
and fuch abominable words, as no chriftian ear can en-
dure to hear. Thou haft appointed juftices of the peace
to call poor men before them, about matters they were

- ngt able to anfwer. Moreover, thou haft put them in

prifom ; and becaufe they could not read, thou haft hang’d

- them ; when, indeed, only for that caufe they have been

moft worthy to live. Thou doft ride on a foot-cloth, doft
thou not ? . '
Say. What of that ¥ . )
Cade. Marry, thou ought’ft not to let thy horfe wear a
cloak, when honefter men than thou go in their hofe and
doublets. ' , '
Dick. And work in their fhirt too; as myfelf, for ex-
Say. Youmen of Kent,—=
Dick. What fay you.of Kent ? i
Say. Nothing buc this: * I'is bona terra, malagens.
Cade. Away with him, away with him, he fpeaks latin.
Say. Hear me but fpeak, and bear me where you will.
Kent, in the commentaries Co/ar writ,
Is term’d the civil’ft place of all this ifle;
Sweet is the country, becaufe full of riches,
‘The people liberal, valiant,. active, wealthy,
‘Which makes me hope thou art not void of pity.
I fold not Maine ; I loft not Normandy ;
Yet, torecover them, would lofe my life:
Juitice with faveur have I always done;
Prayers and tears have mov’d me, gifts could never
‘When have I aught exacted at your hands?
Kent to maintain, the King, the realm and you,.
Large gifts have I beftow’d on learned clerks ;

_ Becaufe my book preferr’d me to the King:

And feeing, ignorance is the curfe of God,
Knowledge tlic wing wherewith we fly to heav’n,
) : D4 Unlefs
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‘Unlefs you be pofleft with dev’lith fpirits,
Ye cannot but forbear to murther me:
This tongue hath parlied unto foreign Kings-
For your behoof."
Cade. Tut, when ftruck’ft thou one blow in the field ?
Say. Great men have reaching hands ; oft have I firuck
Thole that I never faw, and ftruck them dead.
Georg;.lko monftrous coward! what, to come behind
olks ?
Say. Tol‘x)zfc checks are pale with watching for your

good.
Cade. Give him a box o’th* ear, and that will make
’em red again. : '

Say. Long fitting to determine poor mens’ Caufes
Hath made me full of ficknefs and difeafes.

Cade. Ye fhall have a hempen caudle then, and th
help of a hatchet. v :

Dick. Why doft thou quiver, man? »

Say. The palfie, and not fear, provokes me.

Cade. Nay, he nodsat us, as who fhould fay, I'll be
evenwith you. [I'll fee, if his head will fand ftcadicr on
a pole or no: take him away, and behead him.

Say. Tell me, wherein have I .offended moft?

Have I affe@ed wealth or honour ? fpeak.

Are my chefts fill'd up with extorted gold?

Is my apparel fumptuous te behold ?

Whom have I injur’d, that ye feek my death?
‘T hefe hands are free from guiltlefs blood-fhedding 3
This breaft from harb’ring foul deceitful thoughts.
©, let me livele—— ’

Cade. 1 feel remorfe in my felf with his words; but I'll
bridle it; he fhall die, an it be but for pleading fo well
for his life. Away with him, he has a Familiar under
hi3 tougue, hefpeaks noto’ God's name. Go, take him
away, 1 fazi,' and ftrike off his head prefently; and then

break into his fon-in-law’s houfe, Sirgamn Cromer, and
g.rilllce off his head, and bring them Beth upon two poles
ither. .

Al It fhall be done.
Say. Ah, Country-men, if when you make your pra)é?,d
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God fhould be fo obdurate as your felves,
How would it fare with your departed fouls ?
And therefore yet relent, and fave my life.

Cade. Away with him, and do as I command ye:
the proudeft Peer of the Realm fhall not wear a head on
his !gonldcrs, unlefs he pay me tribute; there fhall not
amaid be married, but fhe fhall pay me her maiden-
head ere they have it; men fhall hold of mein Capite.
And we charge and command, that their wives be as free
as heart can wifh, or tongue can tell.

Dick. My lord, when fhall we go to Cheapfide, and
take up commodities upon our bills2 ,

Cade. Marry, prefently.

Al. O brave!

Enter one with the beads.

Cade. But is not this braver? Let them kifs one ano-
ther ; for they lov'd well when they were alive: Now
part them again, left they confult about the giving up

"of fome more towns in France. Soldiers, defer the fpoil

of the City until night ; for with thefe borne before us,
inflead of maces, will we ride through the ftreets, and at
every corner have them kifs. Away. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to Southwark.

‘Alarum, and Retxeat. Enter againv Cade, and all bis
Rabblement. ‘

Cade. P Fifb-fireet, down St. Magnus® Corner, kill
and knock down ;. throw them into Thames.

[ 4 Parley founded.
What noife is this I hear ?
Dare any be fo bold to found retreat or parley,
When I command them kill ?

Enter Buckingham and o/d Clifford, attended.

Buck. Ay, here they be that dare and will difturb thee ;
Know, Cade, we come Ambafladors from the King
Unto the Commons, whom thou haft mif-led 3

_ Dg And
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And here pronounce free pardon to them All, -~ =
That will forfake thee, and go home in peace.

Clif: What fay ye, Country-men, will ye relent,
-And yield to mercy, whillk 'tis offer'd you,
:Or let a rabble lead you to your deaths ?
‘Who loves the King, and will embrace his Pardon,
Fling up his cap, and fay, God fawe bis Majefly!
W ho hateth him, and honours not his father, -
«Henry the fifth, that made all France to quake,
Shake he his weapon at us, and .pafs by.

All. God fave the King! God fave the King!

Cade. What Buckingham and Clifford, are ye {o brave?
~ and you, bafe peafants, do ye.believe’em? will you needs
be hang’d with your pardons about your necks ? hath.my
fword therefore broke through Londor’ gates, that you
fhould leave me at the #bite-bartin Southawark? 1 thouil:‘,
you would never have given out thefe arms, till you
xecovered your ancient Freedom : but you are all recreants
and daftards, and delight to live in flavery to the Nobility.
Let them break your backs with burthens, take your
houfes over your heads, ravith your wives and danghters
before your faces. For me, I will make fhift for one,
and fo God’s curfe light upon you all! _

All. We'll follow Cade, we’ll follow Cade.

Clif. Is Cade the fon of Henry the fifth,
That thus you do exclaim, you’ll go with him?
Will ke condaét you through the heart of France,
And make the meaneft of you Earls and Dukes
Alas, he hath no home, no place to fly to: - N
Nor knows he how to live, but by the fpoil ; '
Unlefs by robbing of your friends and us.
Were’t not a fhame, that, whilit you live at jar,
The fearful French, whom you late vanquithed,
Should make a ftart o'er feas, and vanquifh you?
Methinks, already in this civil broil
I fee them lording it in London ftreets,
Crying, Villagesis! unto all they meet.
Better, ten thoufand bafe-born Cades mifearry;
Than you thould ftoop unto a Frenchman’s mercy. -
"To France, to France, and get what you have loft ;S

. . Pare
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‘Spare England, for it is your native Coaft.

Henry hath mony, you are ftrong and manly :
God on our fide, doubt not of viftory.

All. A Clifferd! a Clifford! we'll follow the King
and Clifford.

Cade. Was ever feather {olightly blown to and fro, as

"this multitude? the name of Henry the fifth hales them

to an hundred mifchiefs, and makes them leave me defo-
late. I fee them lay their heads together to furprize me.
My fword make way for me, for here is no ftaying ; in
defpight of the devils and hell, have through the very
micrﬁ: of you; and heavens and honour be witnefs, that
no want of refolution in me, but only my followers bafe
and ignominious treafons make me betake me to my
heels. : [Exit.
Buck. What, is he fled ? go fome, and follow him.

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

. [Exeunt fome of them.
Follow me, foldiers; we'll devife a mean
To-reconcile you All unto the King.  [Exeunt omnes.

S CENE, the Palace at Killingworth.

Sound trumpets. Enter King Henry, Queen Margatet,
" and Somerfet on the Terras. :

K. Hcm_-y.‘ N 7 AS ever King that joy’d an earthly
throne, .
And could command no more content than I ?
No fooner was I crept out of my cradle,
-But I was made a King at nine months old;
Was never Subjet long’d to be a King,
As I do long and with to be a Subjec.
Enter Buckingham end Clifford.
Buck. Health, and glad tidings to your Majefty!
K. Henry. dW'hy, Buckingham, is the traitor Cade fur-
riz'd ? :
Or is he but retir’d to make him firong ?
. Enter multitudes with balters about their necks.

Ciif.
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Clif. He's fled, my lord, and all his pow'srs do yields
. And humbly thus with halters on their necks
Expett your highnefs’ doom of life or death.
K. Henry. Then, heav'n, fet ope thy everlafting grates,
To entertain my vows of thanks and praife. .
Soldiers, this day have you redeem’d your lives,
And fhew’d how well you love your Prince and Country =
Continue ftill in this fo good 2 mind, .
And Henry, though he be unfortunate,
. Aflure your felves, will never be unkind:
And fo with thanks, and Pardon to you all,
I do difmifs you to your feveral countries. )
Al God fave the King ! God fave the King? \

Enter Meffenger. \

Me/. Pleafe it your Grace to be advertifed, \
‘The Duke of 2or# is newly come from ficland ; N
And with a puiffant and mighty pow’r -
Of Gallow-glafles and ftout Kernes,

Is marching hitherward in proud array =
And fill proclaimeth, as he comes along,
His Arms are only to remove from thee
‘The Duke of Somerfet, whom he terms a traitor.
K. ng’}t 'le“{ms ftands my fate, ‘twixt Cadz and Yor#
iftreft;
Like to a thip, that, having "fcap’d a tempeft,
s ftraitway calm'd and boarded with a pirate. (11)
But now is Cade driv’n back, his men difpers'd ;
And now is Yor# in arms to fecond him.

(11) Is fraitway claim’d, and boarded with apivate.] 1 deube
« noc but my Readers will agree, that1have reftor’d to the Texe
s true Reading, After the violent Working of a Tempeft,
the Sea is, for the moft part, totally becalm'd, Befides,
with Allufion to the King’s Affairs, the Tempeft of Cede’s Re-
bellion was juft blown over; the State was in a Calm, by that
Infurre@ion being quieted : and immediately Tork, like an u-
- furping Pirate, comes to feize the Veffel of Goverament, And
again, which heightens the Juftnefs of the Metaphor, 2 Calm is
the moft ufual Occafion of Veffels being taken by Pirates; which,
by the Ufe of theis Sails, they might otherwife efcape,

I pray



King HEnrY VL 8s

~ 1pray thee, Buckingham, go and meet with him,
And ask him what’s the reafon of thefe arms:
Tell him, I'll fend Duke Edmund to the Toaver 3
And, Somerfet, we will commit thee thither,
Until his army be difmift from him.
Som. My lord, .
I'll yield my felf to prifon willingly,
Or unto death, to do my country good.
K. Henry. In any cafe be not too rough in terms,
For he is fierce and cannot brook hard language.
Buck. I will, my lord ; and doubt not {o to deal,
As all things shall redound unto your Good. _
K. H{:y,' Come, wife, let’s in, and learn to govern
tier;
For yet -aay England curfe my wretched Reign. [ Exeuns,

SCENE, a Garden in Kent.

Enter Jack Cade.

Cade. I 1 E on ambitions; fie on my felf, that have a
fword, and yet am ready to famith. Thefe
five days have I hid me in thefe woods and durft not
peep out, for all the country is laid for me: but now
am | fo hungry, that if I might have a leafe of my life
for a thoufand years, I could ftay no longer. Where-
fore on a brick-wall have I climb'd into this garden to fee
if I can eat grafs, or pick a fallet another while, which is
not amifs to cool a man’s flomach this hot weather ; and,
I think, this word fallet was born to dome good ; for
many a time, but for a fallet, my brain-pan had been cleft
with a brown bill; and many a time when I have been
dry, and bravely marching, it hath ferv’d me inftead of a
quart-pot to drink in; and now the word fallet muft ferve
me to feed on. '
A Enter Iden.
Hen. Lord! who would live turmoiled in the Court,
And may enjoy fuch quiet Walks as thefe ?
This {fmall inkeritance, my father left me,
Contenteth me, and’s worth a monarchy.
I feek not to wax ‘Great by others’ waining ; o
r
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Or gather wealth, I care not with what envy 3
- Sufhiceth, That I have maintains my ftate;
And fends the poor well pleafed from my gate.

* Cade. Here's the lord of the foil come to feize me for
a ftray, for entring his fee-fimple without leave. Ah.
villain, thou wilt betray me get ‘a thoufand crowns
of the King by carrying my head to him; but I'll make
thee eat iron like an oftridge, and fwallow my fword like
a great pin, ere thou and I part.

Iden. Why, rude companion, whatfoe’er theu be,

T know thee not; why then fhould I betray thee?
Is’t not enough to break into my garden,

And, like a thief, to come to rob my grounds,
Climbing my walls in {pight of me the owner,
.But thou wilt brave me with thefe fawcy terms?

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

Jden. Nay, it fhall ne’er be faid while Exgland flands, .
That Alexander Iden an Efquire of Kent, |
Took odds to combat a poor famifh’d man,

‘Oppofe thy ftedfaft gazing eyes to mine,

See, if thou canft out-face me with thy looks :

Set limb to limb, and thou art far the lefler:

Thy hand is but a finger to my fift;

Thy leg a ftick, compared with this truncheon.
My foot fhall fight with all the ftrength thou haft;
And if mine arm be heaved in the air,

Thy grave is digg'd already in the earth:

As for more words, whofe greatnefs anfwers words,
Let this my {word report what fpeech forbears.

Cade. By my valour, the moft complete champion
that ever 1 heard. Steel, if thou turn thine edge, or
cut not out the burly-bon’d Clown in chines of beef ere
thou fleep in thy fheath, I befeech Fowe on my knees
thou may’ft be turned into hobnails. [Here they fight.
O I am flain! famine, and no other, hath flain me; let
ten thoufand devils come againft me, and give me but the

ten
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ten meals.I have loft, and I'd defy them all. ‘Wither
arden, -and -be henceforth-a burying-place to-all -that do
dwe‘lil in this houfe ; becaufe the unconquer’d foul of Cade
is fled. o : .
Iden. 18t Cade that I have flain, that monftrous traitor
~ Sword; I will hallow the¢ for this thy deed, .
. And han thee o’er:my tomb, when I am dead.
'~ Ne'er fhall this blood be wiped from thy point,
* But thou fhalt wear itasa herald’s coat,
T* emblaze the honour which thy mafter got.
Cade. Iden, farewel, and be proud of thy viétory : tell
Kent from me, fhe hath loft her beft man; and exhort all
the world to be cowards; for I, that never fear’d any;

am vanquifhed by famine, not by valour. [Dies.
Iden. I(-ilow much thou wrong’ft me, heaven be my
' judge! SR -

" Diedamned wretch, the Curfe of her that bare thee:
And as I thryft thy body in with my fword,

* So with I, I might thruft thy foul to hell..

" Hence will I drag thee headlong by the heels

" Unto a dunghill, which fhall be thy grave;

- And there cut off thy moft ungracious head,
Which I will bear in triumph to the King,
Leaving thy trunk for crows to feed upon.

ACT
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ROZRIGEENSTRS

A CT V.
S.CE NE, in the fields near London.,

Enter York, and bis army of Irith, with drum and

colours.

)
A
lﬁ
‘;;
|
|
|

Yo rk.

ROM Ireland thus comes Yor# to claim his Righe,
And pluck the Crown from feeble Henry’s heag.
Ring, ll!)ells, aloud ; burn, bonfires, clear and
bright, .
To entertain ggmt England’slawful King ! . '
Ah Majefty ! who would not buy thee dear? |
Let them obey, that know not how to rule.
This hand was made to handle nought but gold.
I cannot give due action to my words,
Except a fword, or fcepter, ballance it,
A fcepter fhall it have, have I a foul,
On which I’ll tofs the Flower-de-luce of France.

Enter Buckingham,

Whom have we here? Buckingham to difturb me?
The King hath fent him, fure: I muft diffemble.
Buck. York, if thou meaneft well, I.greet thee well.
York. Humphry of Buckingbam, I accept thy grecting,
Art thou a meflenger, or come of pleafure ?
Buck. A meflenger from Henry our dread Liege,
To know the reafon of thefe Arms in Peace ?
Or why, thou, being a Subje& as I am,
Againtt thy oath and true aliegiance {worn, .
Should’ft raife fo great a power without his leave ?
Or dare to bring thy force fo near the Court?

York.




King HEnrY VL 89

, _ York. Scarce can I fpeak, my choleris fo great.
} Oh! I could hew up tocks and fight with flint,
Iam fo angry at thefe abje&t terms.
And now, like djax Telamonius,
On fheep or oxen could I {fpend my fury. p [ Afide.
~ Tam far better born than is the King:
" More like a King, morekingly in my thoughts.
But I muft make fair weather yeta while,
" 'Till Henry be more weak and I more ftrong. J
© Buckingbam! I prythee, pardon me,
That I have giv’n no anfwer all this while;
My mind was troubled with deep melancholy.
The caufe, why I have brought this army hither,
- Is to remove proud Somer/et gom the King,
Seditious to his Grace and to the State.
Buck.- That is too much prefumption on thy part3.
But if thy arms be to no other end,
The King hath yielded unto thy demand: .
The Duke of Somerfet is in the Toaver.
Yerk. Upon thine Honour is he prifoner ?
Buck. Upon mine Honour, he is prifoner.
York. Then, Buckingham, I do difmifs my Powers,
Soldiers, I thank youall; difperfe your felvess:
Meet me to morrow in St. Gearge's field,
You fhall have Pay and every .thing you wifh.
And let my Sovereign, virtuous Henry,
Command my eldeft {on ; nay, all my fons,
As pledges of my fealty and love,
I’ll fend them all as willing as I live;
Lands, goods, horfe, armour, any thing I have
- Is his to ufe, {o Somer/et may die. :
" Buck. York, I commend this kind fubmiffion,
We twain will go into his Highnefs’ tent. [ Exeunt.

S CE NE changes to the King’s Pavilion.

Enter King Henry, and Attendants. Re-enter Bucking.
‘ham, and York, attended.

h
K. Henry. Y Uckingham, doth Yorkintend no Harm to us,
‘That thus he marcheth with.thee arm in
arm? York.

S T

AR
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York. In all fubmiffion and humility,
York doth prefent himfelf unto your Highnefs.
K. Henry. Then what intend thefe forces thoudo#t bring’
- Xork. - To heave the traitor Somer/fet from hence, | |
[And fight againft that monitrous Rebel Cade ;
‘Whom, fince, I heard to be difcomfited.

Enter Iden awith Cade’s bead.

Iden. If one fo rude, and of fo mean condition,
May pafs into the prefence of a King,
Lo, I prefent your Grace a traitor's head;
‘The head of Cade, whom I in Combat flew. .
* K. Henry. The head of Cade? great God! how juft
art thou ?
O, let me view his vifage being dead,
That, living, wrought me fuch exceeding trouble.
‘Tell me, my friend; art thou the man, that flew him!
Jden. I was, an’t like your Majefty. |
K. Henry. Howart thou call’d ? and what is thy degree?
lden. Alexander lden, that’s my name,
A poor Efquire of Kent, that loves the King.
-"Buck. So pleafe it you, my lord, ’twere not amifs
He were created Knight for his good fervice.
K. Henry. Iden, kneel down; rife up a Knight:
We give thee for reward a thoufand marks,
And will, that thou henceforth attend on us. |
Iden. May Iden live to merit fuch a bounty, I;
And never live but true unto his Liege ! |

. Enter Queen Margaret and Somerfet,

K. Han_-y. See, Buckingham, Somerfet comes with the|
ueen ; |
“Go, bid her hide him quickly from the Duke. |
Q. Mar. For thoufand Yor4s he fhall not hide his head,
But boldly ftand and front him to his face.
York. How now? is Somerfet at liberty ?
“Then, Yor#, unloofe thy long imprifon’d thoughts,
And let thy tongue be equal with thy heart.
.Shall I endure the fight of Somerfes ? :
-Falfe King! why haft thou broken faith with me,
. " Knowing
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Knowing how hardly I can brook abufe ?

King did I call thee? no, thou art no King:
Not fit to govern and rule multitudes,

W hich durft not, no, nor canft not rule a traitor.
That head of thine doth not becomea Crown :
Thy hand is made to grafp a palmer’s ftaff,

And not to grace an. awful princely fcepter.

That gold muft round engirt thefe brows of mine,
Whofe fmile and frown (like to Achilles’ {pear)
Is able with the change to kill and cure.

Here is a hand to hold a fcepter up,

And with the. fame to a& controlling laws:

Give place; by heaven, thou fhalt rule no more
" O'er him, whom heav'n created for thy ruler.

Som. O monftrous traitor! I arreft thee, York,

Of capital treafon 'gainft the King and Crown;
Obey, audacious traitor, kneel for grace.

York. Sirrah, call in my Sons to be my bail; (12)
~ Would’ft have me kneel 2" Firft, let me ask of thefe,
: If they can brook I bow a knee to man.

I know, ere they will let me go to Ward,
~ 'They’ll pawn their fwords for my enfranchifement.
f Q. Mar. Call hither Clifford, bid him come amais,
To fay, if that the baftard "boys of Yor#
Shall' be the Surety for their traitor father.
York. O blood-befpotted Neapolitan,
_Out:cat of Naples, England’s bloody fcourge!
"'The Sons of Yor#, thy Betters in their Birlg,
Shall be their father’s bail, and bale to thofe (13)

(12) Wonld’[t have me kneel 7 Firft, let me ask of thefe,

If they can brook I bow a knee to man. . v
Sirrah, call in my Sons to be my bail.JAs thefe Lines have hither-
to ftood, I think the Senfe perplex’d and obfcure. 1 have
ventur’d to tranfpqfe them, and make a flight Alteration, by
the Advice of my ingenious Friend Mr. Warburten.

(13) Shall be their Father’s Bail, and Bane to thofe,] Confider~
ing, how our Author loves to play on Words fimilar in their
Sound, but oppofite in their Signification, 1 make no Doubt but
X have here refor’d his genuine Reading., Bale, (from whence
our common AdjeQive, tuleful) fignifics, Desriment, Ruin, Mif-
Sortune, &e, . That
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That for my furety will refufe the boys.

. Enter Edward and Richard.
Sce, where theycome; I'll warrant, they’ll make it good.
Enter Clifford.

Q. Mar. And here comes C/ifford, to deny their bail. l
Clif. Health and all Happinels to my lord the King !
York. lf thank thee, C/ifford; fay, what news with ‘
thee ?
Nay, do not fright us with an anﬂxyeellOOk : ‘
We are thy Sovcrci§n, Clifford, again;
For thy miftaking fo, we pardon thee. :
Clif. This is my King, York, I do not miftake ;
But thou miftak’ft me much, to think I do;
‘To Bedlam with him, is the man grown mad? |
K. Henry. Ay, Clifford, a Bedlam and ambitious hu- |
mour
Makes him oppofe himfelf againft his King.
Clif. He is a traitor, let him to the Tower,
And crop away that faltious pate of his.
Q. Mar. He is arrefted, but will not obey :
His fons, he fays, fhall give their words for him.
" York. Will you not, fons?
E. Plan. Ay, noble father, if our words will ferve.
R. Pﬁzlnil And if words will not, then our weapoms |
all.
Cif. Why, what a brood of traitors have we here?
York. Look in a glafs, and call thy image fo.
I am thy King, and thou a falfe-heart traitor ;
Call hither to the ftake my two brave bears,
‘That with the very thaking of their chains ‘
‘They may aftonith thefe fell-lurking curs;
Bid Salisbury and Warwick come to me. l
|

‘1
|
|

Enter the Earl of Warwick and Salisbury.
Clif. Are thefe thy bears ? we’ll bait thy bears to death,

And manacle the bearward in their chains, ’
If thou dar'ft bring them to the baiting-place.

R. Plan,
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R. Plan. Oft have I feen a hot o’er-weening cur
Run back and bite, becaufe he was with-held ;
Who, being fuffer’d with the bear’s fell paw,
Hath clapt his tail betwixt his legs and cry’d :

_ And fuch a piece of fervice will you do,
* If you oppofe your felves to match lord Waravick.

Clif. Hence, heap of wrath, foul indigefted lump,
As crooked in thy manners, as thy fhape. :
York. Nay, we fhall heat you thorowly anon.
Clif. f'Il‘ake heed, left by your heat you burn your
elves.

K. I:gzzry. Why, Waruwick, hath thy knee forgot to
?

w

Old Salisbury, thame to thy filver hair,

Thou mad mif-leader of thy brain-fick fon,
What, wilt thou on thy death-bed play the ruffian,
And feek for forrow with thy fpetacles?

Oh, where is faith? oh, where is loyalty ?

; If it be banifh’d from the frofty head,

Where fhall it find a harbour in the earth ?

Wilt thou go dig a grave to find out war,

And fhame thine honourable age with bloed ?
Why, art thou old, and want'ft experience ?

Or wherefore doft abufe it, if thou haft it?

For fhame, in duty bend thy knee to me,

That bows unto the grave with mickle age.

‘Sal. My lord, I have confider'd with my felf

« 'The Title of this moft renowned Duke;

And in my confcience do repate his Grace

- The rightful heir to Eng/and’s royal Seat.

K. Henry. Haft thou not fworn allegiance unto me ?
8al. I bave. _ :
K. Henry. Canft thou difpenfe with heav’n for fuch

an oath?

8al. It is great fin to fwear unto a fin;

But greater fin to keep a finful oath:

‘Who can be bound by any folemn vow

To do a murd’rous deed, to rob a man,

- T'o force a fpotlefs virgin’s chattity,

~ To reave the orphan of his patrimony,

Te



-

94 The Second Part of

To wring the widow from her cuftom’d right,
And have no other reafon for his wrong,
But that he was bound by a folemn oath ?
. Mar. A fubtle traitor needs no fophifter.
XK. Henry. Call Buckingham, and bid him arm himfelf.
York. Call Buckingham and all the friends thou haft,
I am refolv’d for death or dignity.
0/d Clif. The firft I warrant thee ; if dreams prove
true. :
War. You were beft go to bed and dream again,
To keep thee from the tempett of the field.
0!/2 Clif. I am refolv’d to bear a greater florm
Than any thou canft conjure up to day :
And that I'll write upon thy Burgonet,
Might I but know thee by thy Houfe’s badge. |
War. Now by my father’s Badge, old Nevil’s Creft,
The rampant bear chain’d to_the rugged ftaff,
This day [’ll wear aloft my Burgonet,
(As on a_mountain-top the cedar thews,
‘That keeps his leaves in fpight of any ftorm,}
Ev’n'to affright thee with the view thereof. ‘
0/d Clif. And from thy Burgonet I'll rend thy bear,
And tread it under foot with all contempt,
Defpight the bear-ward, that protets the bear.
Y. Clif. And fo to Arms, victorious noble father,
To quell the rebels and their complices.
R. Plan. Fie, charity for fhame, fpeak not in fpight,
For you fhall fup with Jefu Chrit to night.
Y. Ciif. I;Imﬂ fligmatick, that’s more than thou canft
: tell. '
R. Plan. If not in heav’n, you’ll furely fup in hell.
. [Exeunt, feverally.

S CE N E . changes to a Field of Battle at St.
Albans.

E nt?r Warwick.,
War. LIFFORD of Cumberland, *tis Waravick calls;
And if thou doft not hide thee from the bear,
{Now when the angry trumpet founds alarum, p ‘
' - Arn
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And dyinti’ mens’ cries do fill the empty air,)
Clifford, 1 fay, come forth and fight with me;
Proud northern lord, Clifford of Cumberland,

" Warwick is hoatfe with calling thee to arms.

>
v
]
]
v

b

.\ Enter York.
War. How no‘w, my noble lord? what all a-foot ?
"York. The deadly-handed C/ifford {lew my Steed:
But match to match I have encountred him,
And made a prey for carrion kites and crows
Ev’n of the bonny beaft he lov’d fo well.

Eanter Clifford.

War. Of one or both of us the time is come,
York. Hold, Waraick: feck thee out fome other
chace,
For I my felf muft hunt this deer to death.
War. Then nobly, Yurk; ’tis for a Crown thou
fight'ft:
As I intend, Clifferd, to thrive to day,
It grieves my foul to leave thee unaffail’d. [ Exit. War.

C/if. What feeft thou in me, Yor#? why doft thou
panfe ?

York. With thy brave Bearing thould I be in love,
But that thou art fo faft mine enemy.
C/if. Nor fhould thy Prowefs want praife and efteem,

- But that ’tis thewn ignobly, and in treaton.
gnoboly

«- " =

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

As I in Juitice and true Right exprefs it.
Clif. My foul and body on the action both ! ——
York. A dreadful lay, addrefs thee inftantly. [Fight.

Clif. La fin couronne les ccuvres. [ Dies.
Yor#. Thus war hath given thee peace, for thou art
fuill;

Peace with his foul, heav'n, if it be thy will!  [Exit.
Enter young Clifford.

Y. C/iff. Shame and confufion ! all is on the rout :
Fear frames diforder ; and diforder wounds,

* Whereit fhould guard. O war! thou fon of hell,

Whom angry heav’ns do make their minifter, )
o . Throw
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‘Throw in the frozen bofoms of our part - !
Hot coals of vengeance. Let no foldier flie.
He, that is truly dedicate to war, "‘
Hath no felf-love ; for he, that loves himfelf, i
Hath not effentially, but by circamftance, l
The name of valour.— O let the vile world end,

[Seeing bis dead fatber. ]
And the premifed flames of the laft day
Knit eartﬁ and heav’n together!
Now let the general crumpet blow his blaft,
Particularities and petty founds
To ceafe! Waft thou ordained, O dear father, )
To lofe thy youth in peace, and to atchieve ,
The filver livery of advifed age;
And in thy reverence, and thy chair-days, thus
To die in ruffian battle? Even at this fight
My heart is turn’d to ftone ; and while ’tis mine,
It fhall be ftony. Yor# not our old men fpares :
No more will I their babes: Tears virginal ‘
Shall be to me even as the dew to fire ; |
And Beauty, that the tyrant oft reclaims, '
Shall to my flaming wrath be oil and flax. 1

Henceforth I will not have to do with pity.
Meet I an Infant of the Houfe of Yoré,
Into as many gobbits will I cut it,
As wild Medea young Abfyrtus did.
In cruelty will I feek out my fame.
Come, thou new ruin of old C/ifford’s Houfe:
As did ZEneas old Anchifes bear,
So I bear thee upon my manly fhoulders;
But then Eneas barea living load,
Nothing fo heavy as thefe woes of mine.
[Exit, bearing off his Fatber.
Enter Richard Plantagenet and Somerfet, i fight.
R. Plan. So, lye thou there : [Somerfet is 4illd. |
For underneath an ale-houfe’ paltry Sign, (14)
: The

(14) For undeyneath an Alehoufe paltry Sign,
The Caftle in St. Albans, Somerfet
Hath made she Wizard famaus in his Death.] ‘
. T The
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The Caftle in St. Albans, Somerfet . ’
Hath made the Wizard famous in his death ;
Sword, hold thy temper; heart, be wrathful ftill:
Priefts pray for enemies, but Princes kill.

[Exit Richard Plantagenet.
Fight. Excurfions. Enter King Henry, Queen Margaret,

and others.

Q. Mar. Away, my lord; you are flow; for fhame,
away, ;
K. Henry. Can we out-run the heav'ns! good Marg'rer,

ftay. .
Q'llar. What are you made of ? you’ll not fight, nor

Now is itymanhood, wifdom and defence,
To give the enemy way, and to fecure us
By what we can, which can no more but fly.
) [4larum afar off.
If you be ta’en, we then fhould fee the bottom °
Of all our fortunes ; but if we haply fcape,
(As well we mray, if not through your negle&,)
We fhall to London get, where you are lov'd ;
And where this breach, now in our fortunes made,
May readily be ftopt.

Enter Clifford.

C/if. But that my heart’s on future mifchief fet,

" I would fpeak blafphemy, ere bid you fly ;

But fly you muft : incurable difcomfit

Reigns 1n the hearts of all our prefent parts.

Away, for your relief ; and we will live

To fee their day, and them our fortune give.

Away, my lord, away ! [Exeunt.

The Death of Semerfes here accomplifhes that equivocal Pre-
dition given by Ferdan, the Witch, concerning this Dukes
which we met with at the Clofe of the Firft 4& of this Play:
Les him fhun Catftles 3
Safer fball he be wpon the fandy Plains,
Than where Caftles, mounted, fand.
i. . the Reprefentation of a Caffle, mounted for a Sign.
Voir. V. E Alarum.
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Alarum. Retreat. Enter York, Richard Plantagenet,
Warwick, and Soldiers, with Dram and Colowrs. ‘

York. Of Salisbury, who can report of him ¢
That winter lion, who in rage forgets |
Aged contufions and all brath of time ; . ‘
And, like a Gallant in the brow of youth,
Repairs him with occafion. This happy day
Is not itfelf, nor have we won one foot,
If Salishury be loft.

R. Plan. My noble father,
Three times to day I holp him to his horfe, l
‘Three times beftrid him ; thrice I led him off,
Perfuaded him from any further a& :
But ftill, where danger was, flill there I met him 3
And, like rich Hangings in an homely houfe,
So was his Will in his old feeble body. ) :
But noble as he is, look, where he comes. |

Enter Salisbury. ‘

Sal. Now, b‘y my fword, well haft thoa fought to day;
By th® Mafs, fo did we all. Ithank you, Riclard.
God knows, how long it is I have to live ;
And it hath pleas'd him, that three times to day
You have defended me from imminent death. .
‘Well, lords, we have not get That which we have ;
*Tis not enough our foes are this time fled,
Being oppofites of fuch repairing nature.
York. 1 know, eur fafety is to follow them ;
For, as I hear, the King is fled to Lomden,
To call a prefent Court of Parliament. ‘
Let us purfue him, ere the Writs go forth.
What fays lord #aravick, fhall we after them ? l

War. After them ! nay, before them, if we can.
Now by my hand, lords, twas a glorious day.
St. Alban’s battel, won by famous 2or#,
Shall be eterniz’d in all age to come.
Sound drum and trumpets, and to Lozdon all,
And more fuch days as thefe to us befall! [Exeun:.

TH E
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" Duke of Somerfet, Ko e of Wales
Earl of Northumberland,
Egrl of Oxford, . .
Earl of Exeter, Lerds of King Heary's fide.
Earl of Weftmorland,
Lord Clifford, .
Earl of Richmond, « Yomb, afierwards King H .
Richard, Dske of York. » of King Henry V1L
Edwar&’.‘ vElqu Son to the Dake of York, afierwerds King Ed-
ward 1V.
George, Dwke of Clarence, fecond Son te the Duke of York.
Richard, Dske of Gloucefter, third Son-so the Duke of York, af-
;"w‘:‘;d: King Richard 111
Edmund, Earl of Rutland, yeungeff Son to the Duke of York.
Duke of Norfolk, N wf ke of York
Marquifs of Montague,
Earl of Warwick,
Earl of Salisbury,
Ear! of Pembroke,
Lord Haftings,
Lerd Stafford,
i.i: ]l_f: g‘:inh‘{t:xtt‘i’:erx’, } Uncles to the Duke 'of York.
Sir William Stanley, afterwards Earl of Detby. .
Lord Rivers, Brother 10 the Lady Gray.
Sir John Montgomery.
Licutenant of the Tower.
Mayor of Coventry.
Mayor and Aldermen of York.
Somerville.
Humphry and Sinklo, twe Hunt[men.
Lewis, King of France.
Bourtbon, Admiral of France.
Queen Margaret.
Bona, Siffer to the French King.
Zady Gray, Widow of Sir John Gray, afterwards Queen to EQ-
ward 1V,

Soldiers and otier Astendants on King Henry, and King
Edward.

of the Duke of York’s Parsy,

dn Part of the Third A&, the SCENE is laid in
France ; during all the reft of the Play, in England.
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SCENE, London.

Alarum. Enter Duke of York, Edward, Richard,
. Norfolk, Montague, Warwick, and Soldiers.

Warwick.

EEINE Wonder, how the King efcap’d our hands!
\i York. While we purfu’d the horfemen of

Ve the north,

He flily ftole away and left his men :

V& W hereat the great lord of Northumberland,

Whofe warlike ears could never brook re-

treat,
Chear'd up the drooping army ; and himfelf,

(1) The Third Part of K; Henry V1] The A&ion of this
Play (which was at fistt printed underthis Title, The true Trazedy
of Richard Duke of York, and the good K; Henry Vith: er, the
Second Pars of she Contention of Yotk and Lancafter) opens juft
after the firft Battle at St. Albans, wherein the Tork Faion
cartied the day 3 and clofes with the Murther of King Henry V1.
and the Binth of Prince Edward, afterwards King Edward Ve

So that this Hiftory takes in the Spacc of full fixteen Years.
E 3 Lor
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Lord Clifford, and lord Stafford, all a-breaft,

Charg’d our main- battle’s front; and, breaking in,

Were by the fwords of common foldiers flain. .
‘Edw. Lord Stafford’s father, Duke of Buckingham,

Is either flain or wounded dang'roufly.

I cleft his beaver with a down-right blow :

That this is true, father, behold his blood. .
Man{).l o.::d, brather, here’s the Earl of Wiltbires

Whom I encounter'd, as the battles join'd; .
Rich. Speak thou for me, and tell them what I did.~

[Throwwing doawn the Duke of Somerfet’s Head.

York. Richard hath beft deferv'd of all my Soms :

Is his Grace dead, my lord of Somerfet P -

_Norf. Such Hope have all the Line of Z::n of Gaunt !
Rich. Thus do I hope to thake King Henry’s head.
War. And fodo I.  ViGorious Prince of Yk,

Before I fee thee feated in that Throne,
Which now the Houfe of Lancafier uforps
I vow by heav’n, thefe eyes fhall never clofe.
This is the Palace of that fearful King,
And this the regal Seat ; poflefs it, Yoré;
For this is thine, and not King Henry's hicirs”.
York. Aflit me then, fweet Waravick, and I will 3
. For hither we have broken in by force.
Norf. We'll all affift yous he, that flies, fhall die.
- York. Thanks, gentle Norfolk ; flay by me, my lordss
And, foldiers, ftay and lodge by me this ni%}‘lfti
: > up.
_ War. And when the King comes, offer him no \?ioiinc? 3
Unlefs he feek to thruft yoa out by force.
York. The Queen this day here holds her Parliament,
But little thinks, we fhall be of her Council;. ~
By words or blows here let us win our Right.
Rich. Arm’d as we are, let's flay within this houfe,
War. The bloody Parliament fhall this be ¢all'd,
Unlefs Plantagenet, Duke of York, be King;
And bafhful Henry depos’d; whofe cowardife
Hath made us By-words to our enemies. '

Yok
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York. Then leave me not; my lords, be refolute ;
I mean to take poffeffion of my Right.

War. Neither the King, nor he that loves him beft,.
The proudeft he that holds-up Lancafier,
Dares ftir a wing, if #arwick fhake his bells.
I'll plant Plantagenet ; root him up, who dare :
Refolve thee, Richard; claim the Englife Crown.

Enter King Henry, Clifford, Northumberland, Weft-
. morland, Exeteg', and others.

K. Heary. My lords, look where the fturdy Rebel fits,
Even in the chair of State ; belike, he means
(Back’d by the Power of Warwick, that falfe Peer,)
T’afpire unto the Crown, and reign as King.

. Earrof Northumberland, he flew thy father ;

And thine, lord Clifford ; and you vow’d revenge
On him, his fons, his fav’rites, and his friends.

North. If I be not, heav’ns be reveng’d on me! -

C/if. The ho‘mlthereof makes Clifford mourn in fteel.

Weft. What, fhall we fuffer this ? let’s pluck him down;
My heart for anger burns, I cannot brook it.

K. Henry. Be patient, gentle Earl of Wefimorland.

C/f, Patience is for poltroons, and fuch'is he:

He durft not fit there, had your father liv’d.
My gracious lord, here in the Parliament
Let us affail the Family of York., .

North. Well haft thou fpoken, Coufin, be it fo.

K. Henry. Ah! know you not, the City favours them,’
And they have troops of foldiers at their beck ?

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

K. Hl:my .Far be the thought of this f%o,m Bewy’s

* heart,
To make a Shambles of the Parliament-houfe.
Coufin of Exeter, frowns, words and threats,
Shall be the war that Hesry means to ufe.
‘Thou faltiows Duke of Yor4, defcend my Throne;

i [To the Duke.:
And kneel for grace and mercy at my feet :

I am thy Sovereign.

York. Thou'st deceiv’d, I'm thine.

E 4 Exe.
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Exe. For fhame come down: he made thee Duke of

York. -

York. *Twas my inheritance, as the Kingdom is.

Exe. Thy father was a traitor to the crown.

War. Exeter, thou art a traitor to the crown,

In following this ufurping Henry.

C/if. Whom {houl«f he follow, but his natural King?

War. True, Clifford ; and that's Richard Duke of York.

K. Henry. And thall I ftand, and thou fitinmy Throne 2

York. It muft and fhall be fo, content thy felf.

War. Be Duke of Lancafler, let him be King.

Wefi. Heis both King, and Duke of Lancafler;
And that the lord of Wefmorland thall maintain,

War. And Warwick fhall difprove it. You forget,
That we are thofe, which chas'd you from the field,
And flew your fathers, and with Colours fpread
March’d through the city to the Palace-gates.

North. No, Waravick, I remember it to my grief.
And, by his foul, thou and thy Houle fhall rue it.

Weft. Plantagenet, of thee and thefe thy fons,

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

‘Than drops of blood were in my father’s veins.
Clif. Urge it no more; left that, inftead of wards,

I fend thee, Waravick, fuch a meflenger,

As fhall revenge his death before I ftir.
Wear. Poor Clifford ! how I fcorn his worthlefs threats.
York. Will you, we fhew our Title to the Crown ?

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

K. Henry. What Title hatt thou, traitor, to the crown ?

Thy father was, as thou art, Duke of Yoré;
Thy grandfather Roger Mortimer, Earl of March.
I am the fon of Henry the Fifth,

Who made the Dauphin and the French to ftoop,
And feiz'd upon their towns and provinces.

War. Talk not of France, fith thou haft loft it all.

K. Henry. The lord Proteor loft it, and not I ;
When I was crown’d, I was but nine months old. [lofe:

Rich. You are old enough now, and yet, methinks, you
Father, tear the Crown from the Ufurper’s head. :

Edw. Sweet father, do fo ; fet it on your headM

. ont.
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Ment. Goodbrother, as thou lov’ft and honour’ft arms,
Let's fight it out, and not ftand cavilling thus. )
Rich. Sound drums and trumpets, and the King will
yo— - :
York. Sons, peace.
K. Henry. Peace thou, and give King Henry leave to
fpeak. : '
War.pPIantagnm fhall fpeak firft : hear him, lords,
- And be you filent and attentive too ;
For he, that interrupts him, fhall net live. [Throne,
K. Henry. Think’it thou, that I will leave my kingly
Wherein my grandfire and my father fat?
No: firft war unpeople this my realm ;
Ay, and their Colours, often borne in France,
And now in England to our heart’s great forrow,
Shall be my winding fheet: why faint you, lords ?
My Title’s good, and better far than his. :
War. But prove it, Henry, and thou fhalt be King,
t K. Henry. Henry the Fourth by conqueft got the crown.
|~ York. *Twas by Rebellion againft his King.
K. Henry. I know not what to fay, my Title’s weak =
me, may not a King adopt an heir ?
York. What then ?
K. Henry. And if he may, then am I lawful Kisg -
For Ricbard, in the view of many lords,
| Refign’d the Crown to Henry the Fourth ;
. Whofe heir my father was, and I am his.
York. He rofe againft him, being his Sovereign,
! And made him to refign his Crown perforce.
i _ War. Suppofe, my lords, he did. it unconftrain’d,.
* Think you, ’twere prejudicial to his Crown ? _
Exe. No, for he could not fo refign his Crown,,
But that the next heir fhould fi and reign. .
K. Henry. Art thou againft us, Duke of Exeter #
Exe. His isthe Right, and therefore pardon me.
York. Why whifper you, my lords, and anfwer not ¥
Exe. My confcience tells me, he is lawful King.
K. Henry. All will revolt from me, and turn to himu.
North. Plantagenet, for all the Claim thou lay'ft,.
. Think not, that Henry fhall be fo depos'd.. o
E s Ware
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War. Depos'd he fhall be, in defpight of thee.

North. Thou art deceiv'd : ’tis not thy feuthetn Power

Of Effex, Norfolh, Suffolk, nor of Kens,
‘Which makes thee thus prefumptuous and preud,.
Can fet the Duke up in defpight of me.

Ciif. Kin§ Henry, be thy Title right or wrong,
Lerd Clifford vows to fight in thy defence; ¢
May that ground gape, and {wallow me alive,
Where I fhall kneel to him, that flew my father!

:

>
N

K. Henry. Oh Cliffard, how thy words revive my -
heart ! ’ - g

York. Henry of Laneafier, refign thy Crown :
‘What mutter you, -er what confpire you, lords ?
War. Do tight anto this princely Duke of Yor#,
Or I will fill this Houfé with ar men
And, o'er the Chair of State, where now he fits,
‘Write up his title with ufurping blood.

1
|

k

3
1

%He  famps awith bis foot, and the foldiers fhraw thempfeloes.

Hinry. My lord of Warawick, hear me but one ¢

word ;
Let me but reign in Quiet, while I live.
York .Confirin the Crown to mte and to mine heirs,
And thou fhalt reign in quiet while thou liv’ft.
K. Henry. 1am content: Ricbard Plantagener,
Enjoy the Kingdom after my deceafe

ar. What good is this to England and himielf ?

Wefi. Bafe, ul and defpairmg Henry ?

Clif.-How hatt thou injur’d both thy felf and us I -

Wep. 1 eannot fay to hear thefe articles.

North. Nor 1.

C/if. Come, Coufin, let bs tell the Queen thefé news.
I We{l Farewel, faint-hearted and degen'rate King,

nw

North. Be thou a prey unte the Houfe of ¥ork;
And die in bands for this unmanly deed }-—

Clif. In dreadful war may't thea be ovércome,
Or live in peace abandon'd and defpis’d 1=—w

Cl. What wrong s this unto the Prince your fon ¥ |

&

e cold bleod no {park of honour bides, \

¢

5

N

.

\

Exeunt Nor. Clif. Weftm. -

"War. Tom this way, Hemry, and segard them not.
- ) Exe.
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Exe. They feek revenge, and therefore will not yield,
K. Henry. Ah, Exeter |— .
War. Why fhould you figh, my lord ?
K. Henry. Not for my felf, lord Waravick, but myfon 2
Whom I unnaturally fhall difinherit.
But be it, asit may; I here entaile
‘The Crown to thee, and to thine heirs for ever;
Conditionally, that here thou take an oath
To ceafe this Civil War ; and, whilft I live,
‘To honour me as thy King and Sovereign :
Neither by treafon nor hoftility
To feek to put me down, and reign thy felf.
York. This oath.I willinlgly take, will perform.
War.hl:[.ong live King Henry! Plantagenst, embrace

m.
K. I:{lmq‘. And long live thou, and thefe thy forward
ons !
York. Now York and Lancafier are reconcil'd.
Exe. Accurft be be, that feeks to make them foes !
[Sennet. . Heve they come doawn.
York. Farewel, my gracious lord, I'll to my Cattle.
War. And I'll keep London with my foldiers.
Norf. And I to Norfolk with my followers.
Mont. And I unto the fea, from whence I came.
Exeunt York, Warwick, Norfolk gzd Montague.
. Henyy. And I with grief and forrow to the Court.

Enter the Queen, and the. Prince of Wales,

Exe. Here comes the Queen, whofe looks bewray her
anger: ’ ’
I'll fteal geway. ) , oo
K. Henry. So, Exeter, will 1. [Going.
ueen. Nay, gonot fram me ; I will follow thee—
. Henry. Be patient, gentle Queen, and I will ftay.
Queen. Who can be patient in fuch extteams 2
Ah, wretched man! would I had dy’d a maid,
And never feen thee, ncver barne thee fon,
Seeing thou hat prov’d {o unnatural a father.
Hath he deferv’d to lafe his birth-right thus ¢

Had#t thou but lov'd him balf fo well as I, O
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Or felt that pain which I did for him ence,
Or nourifht him, as I did with my blood ;
‘Thou wouldft have left thy deareft heart-blood there;.
Rather than made that favage Duke thine lieir,
And difinherited thine only fon.
Prince. Father, you cannot difinherit me:
If you be King, why fliould not I fucceed ¥
K. ermy. Pardon me,. Marg'ret'; pardon me; fweet
on 5 :
The Earl of Waravick and the Duke enforc’d me.
Queen. Enforc'd thee? art thou King, and wilt be
forc’d ¥ s
I fhame te hear thee fpeak ; ah, tim’rous wretch ¥
Fhou' haft updone thy felf, thy fon, and me;
And given unto the Houfe of or# fuch head,
As thou fhalt reign but by their fufferance.
To entail him and’s heirs unto the Crown,.
What is it but to make tliy Sepulchre,
And creep into it far before thy time -
Waravick is Chancellor, and the lord of Calais 5
Stern Faulconbridge commands the narrow Seas;
‘The Duke is made Protetor of the Realm ;
And yet fhalt thou be fafe *——fuch-fafety finds
‘The trembling lamb, invironed' with wolves.
Had I been there, which am-a filly weman,
‘The: foldiers fhould have tofs’d me on their pilcess
Before I would have granted to that A&. .
But thou preferr’ft thy Jife before thine honour :.
And, feeing thou doft, I here divoree-my felf
Both from thy table, Hesry, and thy bed;
Until that A& of Parliament be repealed,,
‘Whereby my fon is difinherited. '
‘The northern lords, that have forfworn thy Colours;
Will follow mine, if once they fee them fpread:
And fpread they fhall be, to thy foul difgrace,
And utter ruin of the Houfe of York. .
“Thus I do leave thee; come, Son, let’s away ;.
Our army’s ready 5 come, we'll after them. .
K. Henry. Stay, gentle Margaret, and hear me fpeak.
Queen. Thou hatt fpoke too much already ;. get thee

gone.
K. Henry.
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K. Henry. Gentle fon Edward, thou wilt flay with
me? - '
Queen. Ay, to be murther’d by his enemies.—
Prince. When I return with viory from the field,
I'll fee your Grace ; till then I'll follow her.
Queen. Come, fon, away; we may not linger thus.’
; [Exeunt Queen and Prince.
K. Henry. Poor Queen, how love to meand to her fon
Hath made her break out into termis of rage !
Reveng’d may fhe be on that hatefal Duke, * -
Whofe haughty fpirit, winged with defire,
Will coft my crown ; and, likean empty eagle,
Tise on the fleth of me and of my fon! '
‘The lofs of thofe three lords torments my heart ;
T’ll write unto them, and intreat them fair;
Come, Coufin, you fhall be the meflenger.
Exe. And, as I hope, fhall reconcile them all. .
: : ' [Exeuns.

SCENE changes to Sandal-Caftle, near Wake-
eld, i» Yorkibire.
Enter Richard, Edward, end Montague.
Rich. ROTHER, though I be younget, give me

leave.
Edaw. No, I car better play the orator.
Monz. But I have reafons ftrong and forcible.
Enter the Duke of York. . -

Yerk. Why how now, fonsand brother, at a ftrife®

' What is your quarrel ? how began it firft ? :

Edw. No quarrel, but a fweet contention. (2):
York. About what ?
Rich. Aboutthat, which concerns your Graceand us;;

(2) Nv Qunrrel, bns a flight Contention.] Thus the Players,.
firft, in their Edition; who did not underftand, I prefume, the:
force of the Epithet in the old Quarse, which 1 have re-
ford; fweet €ontention, i. ¢. the Argument of their Dif- -
pute was npon a grateful Topick ;. ‘the Queftion of theis Father’s
immediate Right to the Crown, The
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The Crown of Exgland, father ; which is yours.
York. Mine, boy? not *ill King Henry be dead.
Rich. Your Right depends not on his life or death.
Edw. Now lrm are heir, therefore enjoy it now :

By giving th” Houfe of Lancafler leave to breathe, -

It will out-run you, father, in the end.
York. I took an cath that he fhould quietly reign.
Eéwv. But for a Kingdom any oath may be broE:n:

I'd break a thoufand caths to reign one year. |
Ri:b.fNo; God forbid, your Grace fhould be fos-

worn. - |

Zork. 1 thall be, if-I claim by open war. . ;
Rich. I'll prove the contrary, if you'll hear me fpeak.
York. Thou can’ft not, fon ; it is impoffible. |
Rich. An cath is of no moment, being not took

Before a true and lawful magiftrate ; |

That hath aathority o'er him, that {wears. |

Henry had none; but did ufurp the place.. \

Then, feeing *twas he that made you to depofe,

Your oath, my lord, is vain and frivalous;

‘Therefore, to arms: and, father, do but think

How fweet a thing it is to wear a Crown ;

Within whofe circuit is E y

And all that Poets feign of blifs and joy.

Why do we linger thus? I cannot reft, ‘

Untl the white Rofe, that I wear, be dy’d

Even in the lukewarm blood of Henry's heart.

. York. Richard, enough: I will be King, or dig.

Brother, thou fhalt to Landes prefently, '

And whet an Warwick to this enterprize.

Thou, Richard, thalt to th® Duke of Norfolt go,

And tell him privily of our intent.

You, Edward, fhall unto my lord Cobbam,

With whom the Kentifbmen will willingly rife.

In them I truft; for they are foldiers,

Wealthy and conrteous, liberal, full of fpirit. (3)

(3) whfy, ‘conrteans, libnt, full of Spirit.] What & Mefled
harmoniows Line have the Editors given us, and what a pro-
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While you are thus employ’d, what refteth more
B::lthat Ih[eelli‘ occafion how to rife ?
And yet the King not privy to my drift,
Nor any of the hoafe of Lmaﬁqz.

Enter Meffenger.
But flay, what news ? why com’ft thou in fuch poft ?
Gd.lle-l:s Queen, with all the northern Earls. and

Intend here to befiege you in your caitle.
She is hard by, with twenty thoufand men; .
And therefore fortifie your Hold, my lord.
York. Ay,~with my fword. What! think’ft thou,
that we fear them ? : o
Edward and Richard, you fhall ftay with me;
My brother Montague fhall poft to London.
Let noble Waravick, Cobbam, and the reft,
‘Whom we havepl:,ft Pl;tt):n&on of the King,
With powerful policy gthen themfelves,
And tﬁt aot fimple Henry nor his oaths.
Mont. Brother, I go; I'll win them, fear it not.
And thus moft humbly I do take my leave.
- {£xit Montague,

Enter Sir John Mortimer, axd Sir Hugh Mortimer.

York. Sir Fobn and Sir Hagh Mortimer, mine uncles,
You are come to Sazdal in a happy hour.
The army of the Queen means to befiege us. }
Sir jiofl . She fhall not need, we'll meet her in the

mifing Epithet, in Tork’s behalf, from the Kentifmen being
fo wirty ? 1 can’t be fo partial, bowever, to my own County,
as to let this Compliment pafs. I make no Doubt to read;
- For they are Soldsers,
Wealthy, and cowrtvons, liberaly full of Spivst,
- Now thefe 5 Chara@erifticks anfwes to Lord Say’s Deferiptio;
of them in the preeeding Play.
Kent, inthe Commentavies Czfar writ;
- Is term’d the ctvil'ft Place in-all this ifle 5
“The people libexal, valiant, alive, wealthy,

York.
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2ork. ‘What, with five thoufand men?
Rich. Ay, with five hundred, father, for a need.
A woman’s General ; what fhould we fear ?
- [4 March afar of.
Edw. I hear their drums: let’s fet our men in order,
And iffue forth and bid them battle ftrait.
York. Five men to twenty ! though the odds be great,
I doubt not, Uncle, of our victory. :
Many a battel have I won in France,
‘When as the enemy . hath been ten to one: .
Why fhould I not now have the like fuccefs? .
: [Alarum. Exeuns.

SCENE g Field of Battle betwixt Sandal-Caftle
: and Wakefield.

Enter Rutland and bis Tutor.

Rat. A H, whether fhall I fly, to fcape their hands?
Ah, Tutor, look, where bloody Clifford
- comes. »

" Enter-Clifford, and Soldiers.

Clif. Chaplain, away ! thy priefthood faves thy life ;
As for the Brat of this accurfedli)ukc, .
Whofe father flew my father, he fhall die.
Tutor. And I, my lord, will bear him company.
Clif. Soldiers, away, and drag him hence perforce.
Tutor. Ah! Clifferd, murther not this innocent chijld,
Left thou be hated both of God and man. :
[Exi" dre, ’d?ﬁ.‘
. Chf. Hownow? is he dead already ? or, is it fear
‘That makes him clofe his eyes ? I'll open them.
Rut. So looks the pent-up Lion o’er the wretch.
‘That trembles under his devouring paws ;:
And fo he walks infulting o'er his prey,
And fo he comes to rend his limbs afunder:
Ah gentle C/ifferd, kill me with thy fword,
And not with fuch a cruel threatning look.

Sweet:
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Sweet Clifford, hear me fpeak before I die:
I am too mean a Subje& of thy wrath,
Be thou reveng’d on men, and let me live.

CJif. In vain thou fpeak'tt, boy : my father’s
blood - pe poor

Hath fiopt the paffage where thy words thould enter.
Rut. Then let my father’s blood open’t again :

He is a man, and, C/ifford, coape with him.
C/if. Had I thy brethren here, their lives and thine

Were not Revenge fufficient for me:

No, if I digg'd up thy forefathers’ graves, -

And hung geir rotten coffins up in chains,

It could not flake mine ire, noreafe my heart.

The fight of any of the Houfe of 2or#

Isas a Fury to torment my foul :

And till I root out their accurfed Line,

And leave not one alive, I live in hell.

Therefore

Rut. Olet me pray, before I take my death:

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

Clif. Such pity, as my rapier’s point affords.
Rut. 1 nevel: cﬁd thee harm ; wfnoy“;lilt theu flay me?
CUf. Thy father hath.
Rut. But ’twas, ere I was born,
Thou haft one fon, for his fake pity me ;
Left in revenge thereof, (fith God is juft)
He be as miferably flain as I.
Ah, let me live in prifon all my days,
And when I give occafion of offence,
Then let me die, for now thou haft no caufe.
Clif. No caufe!
Thy father flew my father, therefore die. :
o [CUif. fabs bim.
Rut. Dii faciant, laudis fumma fit ifla tue ! [Dies,
Clif. Plantagenet, I come, Plantagenes!
And this thy fon’s blood cleaving to my blade
Shall ruft upon my weapon, till thy biood, : ]
Congeal'd with this, do make me wipe off both. [Exit.

Alarsm.
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Alarum. Enter Richard Dake of York.

. York. 'The Army of the Queen hath got the field :
My Uncles both are flain in refcuing me,
- And all my Followers to the eager foe

Turn Back, and fly like fhips before the wind,

Or lambs purfu’d by hunger-ftarved wolves.

My Sons, God knows, what hath bechanced them :

But this I know, they have demean’d themfelves

Like men born to Renown, by life or death.

Three timesdid Richard make a lane to me,

And thrice cry’d, Courage, father ! fight it out:

And full as oft came Edaverd to my fide,

With purple falchion painted to the hilt

In blood of thofe, that had encounter’d him :

And when the hardieft warriors did retire,

Richard cry’d, Charge! and give no feot of ground ;

And cry’d, a Crown, er elfea glorious tomb,

A Scepter or an earthly Sepulchre.

With this we charg’d again ; but out! alas, |

We bodg'd again; as I have feen a Swan |

With bootlefs labour fwim againft the tide, {
i

And fpend her ftrength with over-matching waves.
[4 fbort alaram within.
Ah! hark, the fatal followers do purfue.
And I am faint and cannot fly their fury, ’
And were I ftrong, I would not fhun their fury.
‘The fands are number’d, that make up my life;
Here muft I ftay, and here my life muft end.

Enter the Queen, Clifford, Northumberland, tbe Prince
of Wales, and Soldiers.
Come, bloody Clifferd, rough Northumberland,
1 dare your q efs fury to more Rage:
I am your Butt, and I abide your Shat.
North. Yield to our Mercy, f‘roud Plantagenet,
Clif. Ay, to fuch Mercy as his ruthlefs arm
With downright payment fhew'd unto my father.
Now Phaetos hath tumbled from his Car,
And made an evening at the noon-tide prick.
Yord. My afhes, as the Phoenix, may bring fortAhbil:d
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A bird that will revenge upon you all:
And in that Hope I throw mine eyes to heav'n,
Scorning whate’er you can affli& me with.
Why come you not? what! multitudes and fear?
Clif. So cowards fight, when they can fly no farther;
So Doves do peck the Falcon’s piercing talons ;
So defp’rate thieves, all hopelefs of their lives,
Breathe out invetives ‘gaintt the officers.
York. Oh Clifferd, but bethink thee once again,
And in thy thought o’er-run sy former time ;
And, if thou canft for bluthing, view this face,
And bite thy tongue that flanders him with cowardife,
Whefe frown hathmade thee faint, and fly ere this.
C/if>- I will not bandy with thee word for word,
But buckle with thee blows twice two for one.
Qusen. Hold, valiant Cliffard; for a thoufand caufes
I would prolong a while the traitor’s life :
Wrath makes him deaf; fpeak thou, Nortbumberland.
North. Hold, Clifford; do not honour him fo much,
To prick thy finger, though to wound his heart.
‘What valour were it, when a cur doth grin, -
For one to thruft his hand between his teeth,
., When he might fpurn him with his foot away 2
It is war’s prize to take ali vantages ;
And ten to one is no impeach of valour.
Clif. Ay, ay, fo ftrives the woodcock with the gin.
North. So d};th the cony ftruggle in the net.
* [In the Struggle York is taken Prifoners
York. So triumph thieves upon their conquer’d booty 3
- So true men yielcr, with robbers fo o’er-matcht.
North. What would your Grace have done unto hime
now ? , o
Queen. Brave warriors, Clifford and Northumberland,,
Come make him ftand upen this mole-hill here ;
That raught at mountains with out-ftretched arms,
Yet parted bat the fhadow with his hand.
What! was it you, that would be Eagland’s King?
Was’t you, that revell’d in our Parliament,
And made a preachment of your high Defcent?
Where are your mefs of fons to you now, The

;-
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The wanton Edavard, and the lufty George ?
And where’s that valiant crook-back’d Prodigy,
Dicky your boy, that with his grumbling voice
‘Was wont to cheer his Dad in mutinies ?
Or, with the reft, where is your darling Rut/and ®
Look, York; I flain’d this napkin with the blood,
‘That valiant C/ifford with his rapier’s point
Made iffue from the bofom of the boy :
And if thine eyes can water for his death,
I give thee this to dry thy cheeks withal.
Alas! York; but that I hate thee deadly,
J fhould lament thy . miferable ftate.
1 priythee, grieve, to make me merry, York.
What, hath thy fiery heart fo parcht thine Entrails;
‘That not a tear can fall for Rutland’s death? -
Why art thou patient, man ? thou fhould’ft be mad ;
And I, to make thee mad, do mock thee thus
Stamp, rave and fret, that I may fing and dance.
‘Thou would’ft be fee'd, I fee, to make me fport :
York cannot fpeak, unlefs he wear a Crown.
A Crown for York——and, lords, bow low to him:
Hold you his hands, whilft I do fet it on.
’ Putting a Paper Crown on bis bead.
Ay, marry, Sir, now looks he like a King:
Ay, this is he, that took King Henry’s chair ; :
And this is he, was his adopted heir. -
But how is it, that great Plantagenet ,
Is erown'd fo foon, and broke his folemn oath ?
As I bethink me, you fhould not be King '
Till our King Henry had fhook hands with death.
And will you pale your head in Henry's Glory,
And rob his Temples of the Diadem,
Now in his life, againft your holy oath ?
Oh, ’tis a fault too too unpardonable: '
Off with the Crown ; and with the Crown, his head’;
And whilft we breathe, take time to do him dead.
CLf. That is my office, for my father’s fake.
?y&m. Nay, ftay, let’s hear the Oraifons he makes.
ork. She-wolf of France, but worfe than wolves of

Francs,
Whofe
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Whofe t%ne%ue more poifons than the adder’s tooth !
How ill befeeming is it in thy fex
To triumph, like an Amazorian trull,
Upon their woes, whom fortune captivates ?
Bot that thy faceis, vizor-like, unchangeing,
Made impudent with ufe of evil deeds,
I would affay, proud Queen, to make thee blufh.
To tell thee whence thou cam’ft, of whom deriv'd, .
Were fhame enough to fhame thee, wert thou not
fhamelefs :
Thy father bears the type of King of Napls,
Of both the Sicilsand Ferufalem,
Yet not fo wealthy as an Exg/i yeoman.
Hath that poor monarch taught thee to infult ?
It needs not, nor it boots thee not, proud Queen,
Unlefs the adage muft be verify’d, ‘
* That beggars, mounted, run their horfe to death.”
*Tis beauty, that doth oft make women proud ;
But, God, he knows, thy fhare thereof is fmall.
"Tis virtue, that doth make them moft aglmir'd ;
The contrary doth make thee wonder'd at.
*Tis government, that makes them feem divine ;
The want thereof makes the¢ abominable.
" Thou art as oppofite to every good,
As the Antipodes are unto us, °
. Or as the fouth to the Septentrion.
[ Oh, tyger’s heart wrapt in a woman’s hide !
How could'ft thou.drain the life-blood of the child,
‘ To bid the father wipe his eyes withal,
{ And yet be feen to wear a woman’s face ?
Wemen are foft, mild, pitiful and flexible ;
. Thou ftern, obdurate, flinty, rough, remorfelefs.
Bidft thou me rage ? why, now thou haft thy with.
‘Would'ft have me weep ? why, now thou haft thy will.
For raging wind blows up inceffant fhow’rs,
And when the rage allays, the rain begins.
Thefe tears are my fweet Rutland’s oblequies;
And ev’ry drop cries vengeance for his death,
'~ "Gainft thee, fell Clifford; and thee, falfe Frenchwoman.
North. Befhrew me, but his pafyons move mefo; -

7

That
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That hardly can I check mine eyes from tears.
York. That face of his :
The hungry Canibals would not have touch'd,
Would not have ftain'd the rofes juic’d with blood : (4)
But you are more inhuman, more inexorable,
Oh ten times more, than tygers of Fyrcania.
See, ruthlefs Queen, a haplefs father’s tears:
This cloth thou dip'dft in blood of my fweet boy,
Ang I with tears do wath the blood away. ,
Keep thou the napkin, and go boaft of this;
And if thou tell’ft the heavy right,
Upon my foul, the hearers will tears,
Yea, even my foes will thed fa(t-falh;i tears,
And fay, “ Alas, it wasa piteous deed ! :
There, ‘take the crown; and, with the crown my curfe.
And in thy need fuch comfort come to thee,
As now I reap at thy too cruel hand !
Hard-hearted Clifford, take me from'the world,
My foul to heav'n, my blood upon your heads.
North. Had he been flaughter-man to all my kin,
1 fhould net for my life but weep with him, ‘
To fee how inly forrow gripesgxis foul.
Queen. W hat, weeping-ripe, my. Lord Nertbumberland
Thiok but upon the wrong he did usall,
And that will quickly dry thy melting tears.

(4) Wonld not have ffain’d the Refes juft with Blood, This
Reading we deriv’d fiom the 2d Falie Edition. The old Quarre
and the 1ft Folie Impreffion exhibit the Paffage thus.

That Face of his 1he hungry Canibals ' o

Would net have tewch’d, wenld net have fain’d with Bloed.
But how are we to underftand, Staining the Rofes jult with Bleed? |
Can the Poct mean, that the Cenibals 'would not have juf
fain*d the Rofes in his Cheeks with Blood? The Pefition of
the Words is forc’d, to admit of shis Confiruion : and, juf
feems a very idle Expletive. The Conje&tute, with whrich I
have reftor’d the Text, I think, retrieves the Poet’s Thonghe.

Wemld not have flain’d the Rofes juic’d with Bloed. ‘
§. c. would not have fpilt that Blood, whofe Juices fione thro® |
his young Checks, bright as the Vermilion Dy¢ in Rofes. .

cly.
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- CIf. Here's for my cath, here’s for my father’s death.
. . fSta“ ; biﬂo
. ween. And here’s to right our gentle-hearted Ki g.
! ork. Open the gate of mercy, gracious God!

My foul flies through thefe wounds, to feck out thee.

Digs;
Queen. Off with his head and fet it on York ga £. “
- B0 York may overlook the town of York. - [Exeune.

A CT II V
S CE NE, near Mortimer’s Crofs in Wales.
| 4 March. Enter Edward, Richard, axd thrir Pouser.

l Epwarbp.

Wonder, .how our princely father fcap’d ;
Or whether he be *{cap’d away, or no,

' From Clifford’s and Northumberland’s purfuit ?
- Had he been ta’en, we fhounld have heard the news ;
. Had he been flain, we fhould have heard the news ;
| Or had he ’fcap’d, methinks, we fhould have heard

The happy tidings of his good efcage. ’

How fares my brother ? ‘why is he fo fad ?

Rich. I cannot joy, until I be refolv’d

Where our right-valzn’ t father is become,

I faw him in the battle about ;

And watch’d him, how he fingled C4gford forth;
~ Methought, he bore him in the thickeft troop,
, As doth a Lion in a herd of neat;
, Orasa bear, entompafs’d round with dogs,
. Who having pinch’d a few and made them cry,

The reft ftand all aloof and bark at him.

So far’d our facher with his enemies,
" So fled his eniemies my warlike father :

© Methinks, ’tis prize enough to be his fon.
Sce, how the morning opesher golden gates,
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And takes her farewel of the glorious fun ;
How well refembles it the prime of youth,
‘Trim'd like a yonker prancing to his love ?
" £daw. Dazzle mineeyes? or do Ifee three funs?

" Rich. Thee glorious funs, each one a perfet fun ;
Not feparated with the racking clouds, -
But fever’'d in a pale clear-fhining sky.
See, fee, they join, embrace, and feem to kifs ; ,
As if they vow'd fome league inviolable:
Now are they but one lamp, one light, one fun.
In this the heaven figures fome event. .

Edw. Tis wondrous firange, the like yet never
heard of.

I think, itcitesus, brother, tothefield;
"That we the {ons of brave Plantagenst, |
Each one already blazing by our meeds, :
Should, notwithftanding, join our lights together, :
And over-fhine the earth, as this the world. :
‘Whate’er it bodes, henceforward will [ bear
Upon my target three fair fhining funs. :

\Ricb.l l}iayi‘ bear three daughters :=——by your leave, -

it,

You love the breeder better than the male.

Enter a Meffenger.

But what art thou, whofe heavy looks foretell

Some dreadful ftory hanging on thy tongue?
"Maf. Ah! one that was a woful looker on,

When as the noble Duke of Yor# was flain;

Your princely father, and my lovini:ord.
Edzw. Oh, fpeak no more! for I have heard too much.
Rich. Say, how he dy’d; for I will hear it all.
Me/. Environed he was with many foes,

And flood againft them, as the hope of Troy

Againft the Grechs that would have entred Trgy.

But Heycules himfelf muft yield to odds ;

And many ftroaks, though with a little ax,

. Hew down and fell the hardeft-timber’d oak.

By many hands your father was fubdu’d,

But only flaughter’d by the ireful arm

T D R AP SO

~

-of



King Henry VL 121

Of unrelenting Clifford and the Queen-;

Who crown’d the gracious Duke in high defpight 5
Laugh’d in his face; and, when with grief he wept,
The ruthlefs Queen gave him, to dry his cheek,

A napkin fteeped in the harmlefs blood

Of fweet young Rutland, by rough Clifford flain:
And, after many {corns, many foul taunts,

They took his head, and on the gates of York
They fet the fame; and there it doth remain

The faddeft fpetacle that e’er I view'd.

Edw. Sweet duke of 2or#, our prop to lean upon !
Now thou art gone, we have no ftaff, no ftay. :
Oh Clifferd, boift’rous Clifford! thou haft flain
The flower of Europe for his chivalry,

And treacheroufly haft thou vanquith’d him ;

For, hand to hand, he would have vanquifh'd thee.
Now my foul’s is become a prifon:

Ah, would fhe break from hence, that this my body
Might in the ground be clofed up in reft !

For never henceforth fmll I joy again,

Never, oh never, fhall I fee more joy.

Rich. I cannot weep; for all my body's moifture
Scarce ferves to quench my furnace-burning heart :
Nor can my tongue unload my heart’s great burthen :
For felf-fame wind, that I fhould fpeak withal,.

Is kindling coals that fire up all my breaft;

And burn me op with flames, that tears would quench.
Toweep, is to make lefs the depth of grief:

‘Tears then for babes; blows and revenge for me!
Ricbard, 1bear thy name; DI’ll venge thy death;

Or die renowned by attempting it.

Edw. His name that valiant Duke kath left with thee:
His dukedom and his chair with me is left.

Rick. Nay, if thou be that princely Eagle's bird,
Shew thy t, by gazing *gainft the fun: .
For chair and dukedom, throne and kmﬁxdam fays
Either that’s thine, or elfe thou wert not his.

vo L. v' F . m’f‘. ’
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March. Enter Warwick, Marquifs of Montague, and’

their army.

War. How now, fair Lords ? what fare? what news
abroad ?

Rich. Great Lord of Waravick, if we fhould recount
Our baleful news, and at each word’s deliv’rance
Stab poniards in our flefh till all were told ;
"The words would add more anguifh than the wounds.
O valiant Lord, the Duke of Yor# is flain.

Edw. O Warwick! Warwick! That Plantagenet,
‘Which held thee dearly as his foul’s redemption,
Is by the ftern Lord C/ifford done to death.

War. Ten days ago I drown’d thefe news in tears ;
And now, toadd more meafure to your woes,
I come to tell you things fith then befaln,
After the bloody fray at Wakefield fought,
‘Where your brave father breath’d his lateft gafp,
Tidings, as {wiftly as the poft could run,
‘Were brought me of your lofs and his depart.
I then in London, keeper of the King, _
Mufter’d my foldiers, gather'd flocks of friends ;
March’d towards St. A/bans ¢t intercept the Queen ;
Bearing the King in my behalf along :
For by my fcouts I was advertifed i
‘That fhe was coming, with a full intent
‘To dafh our late decree in parliament,
‘Touching King Henry's oath, and your fucceffion :
Short tale to make, we at St. £lbans met,
Our battles join’d, and both fides fiercely fought:
Bat whether twas the coldnefs of the King,
Who look’d full gently on his warlike Queen,
That robb’d my foldiers of their hated fpleen;
Or whether *twas report of her fuccefs,
Or more than common fear of C/ifford’s rigour,
Who thunders to his captives blood and death,
I cannot judge: but to conclude with truth,
Their weapons, liketolightring, came and went 3
Our foldiers, like the night-cwl’s lazy flight,
Orlike a lazy thrather with a flail, :
Fell

| —— — ————— . ————— i e el . s e e et e
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Fell gently down, as if they ftruck their friends,
I cheer’d them up with juftice of our caufe,
With promife of high pay and great reward ;
But all in vain, they had no heart to fight 3

And we, in them, no hope to win the day ;

So that we fled; the King, unto the Queen;
Lord George your brother, Noyfolk and myfelf,
In hatte, poft-hafte, are come to join with you:
For in the marches here we heard you were,
Making another head to fight again.

Edw. Where is the Duke of Norfilk, gentle Warwick »
And when came George from Burgundy to England ?

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

With aid of foldiers to this needful war.

Rich. 'Twas odds, belike, when valiant Warwick fled ;
Oft have I heard his praifes in purfuit,

But ne’er, till now, his fcandal of retire.

War. Nornow my fcandal, Richard, & thea hear:
For thou fhalt know, this ftrong right hand of mine .
Can pluck the Diadem from faint Henry's head,

And wring the awful fcepter from his fift;
Were he as famous and as bold in war, )
As he is fam'd for mildnefs, peace and prayer,

Rich. I know it well, Lord Waruwic; blame menot ;

*Tis love, I bear thy glories, aakes me fpeak.
But in this troublous time what's. to be done?
Shall we go throw away our coats of fteel,

And wrap our bodies in black mourning gowns,
Numb'ring our 4ve Maries with our beads p

Or fhall we on the helmets of our foes

Tell our devotion with revengeful arms ?

If for the laft, fay, ay; and toit, Lords.

War. Why, therefore Warwick came to feek you out ;
And therefore comes my brother Montague.
Attend me, Lords: the proud infulting ueen,
With Clifford, and the haught Northumberland,
And of their feather many more proud birds,

. Have wrought the nﬁc—irnelting ing, like wax. -
2 e
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He fwore confent to your fucceffion,
His oath inrolled in the parliament :
And now to Loxdon all the crew are gene,
'To fruftrate both his oath, and what befide.
May make againft the houle of Lancafer. .
Their power, I think, is thirty thoufand ftrong :
Now if the help of Norfolk and myfelf,
With all the friends that thou, brave Earl of March,
Amongft the loving #e/hmen canft procure,
‘Will but amount to five and twenty thoufand :
Why, Via! to London will we march amain ;
And once again beftride our foaming fteeds,
And once again cry, Charge upon our foes '~
But never once again turn back, and fly.
Rich. fAyl,( now, methinks, I hear great Warawick
: eak : :
Ne'er rnal; he live to fee a fun-fhine day, :
That cries, retire,——if Warwick bid him ftay.
Edw. Lord Waravick, on thy fhoulder will I lean,
And when thou fail'ft, (as God forbid the hour {)
Muft Edavard fall, which peril heav’n forefend !
War. No longer Earl of March, but Duke of York ;
The next degree is England’s royal throne:
For King otg England thalt thou be proclaim’d
Inevery borotﬁixoas we pafs along :
And he, . that throws not up his caK fer joy,
Shall for the fault make forfeit of his head.
King Edward, valiant Richard, Montague,
Stay we no longer, dreaming of renown ;
But found the trumpets, and about our task.
Rich. Then, Clifford, were thy heart as hard as fheel,
As thou haft fhewn it flinty by thy deeds,
I come to pierce it, or to give thee mine.
Edw.ﬁrThc!n ftrike up, drums ; God and St. Geerge
us

Enter a Mrffenger.

War. How now? what news ?

Me/. The Duke of Norfolk fends you word by me,
The Queen is coming with a puiffant hoft ; - L

A And
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And craves your company for fpeedy counfel.
War. Why then it ferts ; brave warriors, let's away.
(Exexnt omnus.

SCE N E changes to York.

Enter King Henry, the Queen, Clifford, Northumberland,
and the Prince of Wales, awith Drums and Trumpets.

Queen. Elco:;e, my Lord, to this brave town of
ore.
Yonder’s the head of that arch-enemy,
That fought to be encompaft with your crown.’
Dath net the object cheer your heart, my Lord ? )
* K. Henry. Ay, as the rocks cheer them, that fear their-
wreck ; -
To fee this fight, it irks my very foul :
With-hold revenge, dear God ; ’tis not my faule,
Nor wittingly have I infring’d my vow.
. Clif. My gracious Liege, this too much lenity
And harmful pity muft be laid afide :
To whom do Lions caft their gentle looks ?-
Not to the beaft, that would ufurp their den,’
Whofe hand is that the foreft Bear doth lick ?
Not his, #hat {poils her young before her face,
Who *fcapes the lurking ferpent’s mortal fting ?
Not he, that fets his foot upon her back.
The {malleft worm will turn, being trodden on ;
And doves will peck in fafeguard of their brood.
Ambitious Yor# did level at thy crown ;
Thou fmiling, while he knithis angry brows.
He but a Duke, would have his fon a King ; '
And raife his iflue, like a loving fire ; i .
Thou being a King, bleft with a goodly fon, :
Didtt yield confent to difinherit him ;
Which argu’d thee a moft unloving father.
Unreafonable creatures feed their young ;
And the’ man’s face be fearful to their eyes,
Yet, in protetion of their tender ones,
Who hath not feen them (even with thofe wings,
‘Which fometimes they have us'd with fearﬁxl.;_lgight)
Fs : Make
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Make war with him that climb’d unto their neft,
Offering their own lives in their young’s defence ?
For fhame, my Liege, make them your prefident.
Were it not pity, that this goodly boy
Should lofe his birth-right by his father’s fault ;
And long hereafter fay unto his child,
What my great grandfather and grandfire got,
My carelefs father fondly gave away !
Ah, whata fhame was this! look on the boy,
And let his manly face, which }}romifeth
Succefsful fortune, fteel thy melting heart
‘To hold thine own, and leave thine own with him..
K. Henry. Full well hath Clifford plaid the orator,
Inferring arguments of mighty force :
But, Clifford, tell me, didft thou never hear,
That things ill got had ever bad fuccefs ?
And happy always was it for that fon,
Whofe father for his hoarding went to hell ?
I’ll leave my fon my virtuous deeds behind ;
And 'would, my father had left me no more !
For all the reft 1s held at fuch a rate, -
As brings a thoufand-fold more care to keep,
‘I'han in pofieflion any jot of pleafure.
Ah, Coufin York; would, thy beft friendsdid know,
How it-doth grieve me that thy head is here? -
Queen. My Lord, cheer up your fpirits, our foes are

mghn ;

And this fc;gft courage makes your followers faint ;
You promis’d knighthood to our forward fon,
Unfheath your fword, and dub him prefently.
Edward, kneel down.

K. Henry. Eduward Plantagenet, arife a Knight;
And learn this leflon, draw thy fword in right.

Prince. My gracious father, by your kingly leave,.
T’ll draw it as Apparent to the crown,
And in that quarrel ufe it to the death.

Clif. Why, that is fpoken like a toward Prince.

Enter a Mefinger.
Ms/. Royal commanders, be in readinefs ;

For
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For, with a band of thirty thoufand men,
Comes Warwick, backing of the Duke of York:
And in the towns, as they do march along,
Proclaims him King; and many fly to him.
Darraign your battle, for they are at hand.
. Clif. 1 would, your highnefs would depart the field :
The Queen hath beft fuccefs, when you are abfent.
- Queen. Ay, good my Lord, and leave us to our fortune.
K. H‘I’t‘ao. Why, that’s my fortune too; therefore "1l

Norih. lge it with refolution then to fight.

Pyincs. My royal father, cheer thefe noble lords,
And hearten thofe that fight in your defence :
Unfheath your fword, good father; cry, St George !

March. Enter Edward, Warwick, Richard, Clarence,
Norfolk, Montague, and Soldiers.

Edw. Now, perjur'd Henry, wilt thou kneel for grace,
And fet thy Diadem upon my head ; -
Or bide the mortal fortune of the field ?
Queen. Go rate thy minions, proud infulting boy.
Becomes it thee to be thus bold in terms
Before thy fovereign and thy lawful King ?
Edw. 1ambhis King, and he thould Bgw his knee;
I was adopted heir by his confent ; ,
Since when, his oath is broke ; for, as I hear,
You that are King, though he do wear the crown,
Have caus’d him by new aét of parliament
To blot out me, and put his own fon in.
Cliff. And reafon too x
Who fhould fucceed the father, but the fon ?
Rich. Areyou there, butcher? O, I cannot fpeak,
_Clif. Ay, crook-back. here I ftand to anfwer thee,
Or any he the proudeft of thy fort.
Rich. *Twas you that kill'd young Rutland, was it not ?
Clif. Ay, and old Yor#, and yet not fatisfy’d. ’

. Rich. For God’s fake, Lords, give fignal to the fight.
War. W hat fay'ft thou, Henry, wilt thou yicld the crown 2
Queen. Why, how now, long-tongu'd Warawict, dare

you fpeak ?

-
-



128 Tbe Third Part of

When you and I met at St A/sans laft,

Your legs did better fervice than your hands.
War. Then ’twas my turn to fly, and new 'tis thine.
Clif. You faid fo much before, and yet you fled.
War."T was not your valour, C/ifford, drove me thence.

leﬁa No, nor your manhood, that durft make you °

y. o
Rich. Northumberland, 1 hold thee reverently .m———
.Break off the parle, for fcarce I can refrain
The execution of my big-fwoln heart
Upon that C/ifford, that cruel child-killer.
Clif. 1 flew thy father, call’ft thou him a child ?
Rich. Ay, likea daftard and a treacherous coward,
As thou didit kill our tender brother Rutland :
But, ere fun-fet, I'll make thee curfe the deed.
K. Henry. Have done with words, my Lords, and hear
me fpeak. )
Queen. Defie them then, or elfe hold clofé thy lips.
K. Henry. I pry’thee, give no limits to my tongue ;
Iam a King, and privileg’d to fpeak.
Clif. My Liege, the wound, that bred this meeting here,
Cannot be cur'd by words ; therefore be fill.
Rich. Then, executioner, unfheath thy {word ;
By him that gihde usall, I am refolv’d
That Clifford’s manhood lyes upon his tongue.
Edw. Say, Henry, fhall I have right, oy no?
- A thoufand men have broke their fafts to day,
That ne’er fhall dine, unlefs thou yield the crown,
War. If thou deny, their blood upon thy head !
For Yor# in juftice puts his armour on.
Prince. 1f that be right, which Waravic fays is righty
There is no wrong, but every thisg is right.
Rich. Who ever got thee, there thy mother ftands,
For, well I wot, thou haft thy mother’s tongue. '
Queen. Bat thou art neither like thy fire or dam,
But like  foul mif-fhapen figmatick,
‘Mark'd by the deftinies to be avoided ;
As venomous teads, or lizards’ dreadful ftings.
Rich, Iron of Naples hid with Englif? gilt,
‘Whofe father bears the title of a2 King, $A
. .o S
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(Asif a channel fhould be calPd the fea)
8ham'ft thou not, knowing whence thoa art extraoght,
To let thy tongue dete&t thy bafe-born heart ?
Edw. A wifp of firaw were worth a thoufand crowns,
‘To make this thamelefs Callat know her felf,
Helen of Greece was fairer far than thou,
Although thy husband may be Menelaus ;
And ne’er was Agememnon’s brother wrong'd
By that falfe woman, as this King by thee.
His Father revell'd in the heart of Franee,
And tam'd the King, and made the Dauphia floop :
And had he match’d according to his State,
He might have kept that glory to this day.
But when he took a beggar to his bed,
And grac'd thy ‘poor Sire with his bridal day,
£ven then that {un-fhine brew’d a fhow'r for him,
That wafh’d his father’s fortunes forth of France,
And heap’d fedition on his Crown at home : -
For what hath broach'd this tumult, but thy pride ?
Hadft then been meck, our Title ftill had flept; -
And we, in pity of the gentle King,
Had flipt our claim untif another age.
Cla. But when we faw, our fun-thine made thy {pring,
And that thy fummer bred us no increafe,.
We fet the ax to thy ufurping root ;
And though the edge hath fomething hit our felves,
Yet know thou, fince we have begun to ftrike,
We'll never leave "till we have hewn thee down,
Or bath’d thy Growing with our heated bloods.
Edw And in this refolution I defie thee ;
Not willing any longer conference,
Since thou deny’ft the gentle King to fpeak.
Sound trumpets, let our bloody Colours wave,
And cither Victory, or elfe a Grave.
BQueen. Stay, Edward.
" Edw. No, wrangling Woman, we’ll nolonger flay :
Thefe words will colt ten thoufand lives this day.
[Exeunt amnes,

Fs SCENB
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SCENE changes to a Field of Battel-at Ferri-
bridge in Yorkfhire.

Alaram. Excurfions. Enter Warwick..

War.F ORE-fpent with toil, as runners with a race;.
I lay me down a little while to breathe :

For ftrokes receiv’d, and many blows repaid,

Have robb’d my ftrong-knit finews of their ftrength 5
And, fpight of {pight, needs muft I reft a while.

Enter Edward runwing.

Eduw. Smile, gentle heav'n! or ftrike, ungentle death #
For this world frowns, and Edward’s Sun 1s clonded.
War. How now, my lord, what hap? what hope of
- good?

Enter Clarence.

Cla. Our hap is lofs, our hope but fad defpair ;
Our ranks are broke, and ruin follows us.
What counfel give yout 2 whither fhall we fly?
Ed. Bootlefs is flight, they follow us with wings 5
And weak we are, and cannot fhun parfuit.

Enter Richard.

Rit‘b-{._ cﬁ'h. Warwick, why haft thou withdrawn thy
?
Thy brother’s blood the thirfty earth hath drunk, (5)
Broach’d

(s) Thy Brother’s Blood the thirfly Earth hath drwnk,] This
Paffage,| from the Variation of the Copies, gave me no
" lirsle Perplexity. The cld 4to applies this Defcription to the
Death of Salisbwry, Warwick’s Father., But this was a2 noto-
rious Deviation from the Truth of Hiftory. For the Earl of
Salisbury in the Battle at Wakefield, wherein Rickard Duké
of Terk loft his Life, was taken prifoner, beheaded at Pomfrer,
and his Head, togetherwith the Duke of Terk’s, fix’d over Tork-

‘ Gates

K P I



King Henry VL 131

Broach’d with the feely point of Clifford’s lance :
And in the very pangs of death he cry’d, )
Like to a difmal clangor heard from far)
Waravick, revenge; brother, revenge my death.
So underneath the belly of their fteeds, A
That flain’d their fetlocks in his *{l'mo?lk}fg blood, .
The noble Gentleman gave up the ghoft. S

War. Then let the %aarth b’; dmnien with our blood 3
T'll kill my horfe, becaufe I will not fly: .
Why ftand we like foft-hearted women here,.
Wailing our lofles, whiles the foe doth rage;.
And look upoen, as if the Tragedy
Were plaid in jeft by counterfeiting Aétors
Here on my knee I vow to God above,
I'll never paufe again, never ftand ftill,
Till either Death hath clos'd thefe eyes of mine,
Or Fortune given me meafure of revenge. :

Edw. O Warawick, I do bend my knee with thine;
And in this vow do chainTny foul with thine,
And ere my knee rife from the earth’s cold face,
I throw my hands, mine eyes, my heart to thee,
Thou fetter up, and plucker down, of Kings!
Befeeching thee, (if with thy will it ftands
That to my foes this body mnft be prey)
Yet that t{y brazen gates of heav’n may ope, °
And give fweet paffage to my finful foul.——.
Now, lords, take Leave until we meet again;.
Where-¢er it be, in heav’n-or on earth. ‘

Gates. Then, the only Brother of Warwick, introduc’d in this
Play, is the Marquifs of Montacute: (or Montague, as he is
call’d by our Author :) but he does not dye, till ten years af-
ter, in the Battle at Barner; where Warwick likewife was
kill'd: The Truth is,theBrother, here mentioned, is no Per-
fon in the Dyama : and his Death is only an incidental Piece
ofHiftory. Confulting the Chronicles, upon this A&ion ac
Ferribridge, 1 find him to have been a natural Son of Salisbury,
(in that refpe@, a Brother to Warwick;) and cheem’d a
valiant youpg Gentlemaa, - e

Rich.
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Rich. Brother, give me thy hand; end, gentle Fan

WK,

Let me embrace thee in my weary arms:

I, that did never weep, now melt with woe ;

That winter fhould cut off our fpring-time fo. - -
War. Asmy, away : opce more, fwest lords, farewel,
Cla. Yet let us all together to our troops ;

And give them leave to fly, that will pot flay ;

And call them pillars, that will fland to ys;

And, if we thrive, promile them fuch rewards,

As Viftors wear at the Olympion Games. |

This may plant courage in ’t.ﬁeu‘ quailing breafts,

For yet is hope of life and victory ; .

Fore-flow no longer, make we henoe.amain, [Esewnt.

Excurfions. Enter Richard, gnd Clifford.

Rich. Now, Clifford, 1 have fingled thee alone ;
“Buppofe, this arm 1s for the Duke of Yord,
Ancfo this for Rutlazd, both bound to
Wert thou environ'd with a brazen wall.
Clif. Now, Richard, I am with thee here alone,
This is the hand, that ftabb’d thy father Yord;
And this the hand, that flew thy brether Rurland;
And here’s the heart, that triumphs in their death ;
And cheers thefe hands, that flew thy fire and brother,
To execute the like upon thy felf :
And {o, have at thee.

They fight. Warwick enters, Clifford flies.

. Rich. Nay, Waruwick, fingle out fome other chafe,
For I my felf will hunt this wolf to death. [Exexnt.

Alaram. Enter King Henry alons.

K. Henry. This battle fares like to the moming’s way,
When dying clouds contend with gww'mgal.ilﬁht :
What time the fhepherd, blowing of his sy
Can neither call it perfe@ day nor night.
Now fways it this way, like a mighty fea
Forc’'d by the tide to oom}nt with the wind ;
Now fways it that way, like the felf-ame fea

»

Forc'd
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Forc'd to retire by fary of the wind.

Sometime, the floed prevails; and then, the wind ;
Now, one the bettey ; then, another beft;

Both tugging to be viGters, breaft to breaft,

Yet neither conqueror, nor conquered ;

So is the equal poize of this fell war.

Here on this mole-hill will I fit me down:

‘To whom Ged will, there be the yiGory !

For Margaret my Queen and C?ifﬁard too

Have chid me from the battle ; {wearing both,
‘They prolper beft of all when I am thence.
Woulg I were dead, if God’s good will were fo +
For what is in this world but grief and wee ?

O God! methinks, it were uiappy life

To be no better than a homely fwam ;

To fit upon a hill, as I do now, '

To carve out dials queintly, point by point,
Thereby to fe¢ the minutes how they ran;

How many makes the hour fyll compleat,

How many hours bring about the day,

How many days will finifh up the year,

How many years a mortal man may live.

When this is known, then to divide the time;
So many hours, muft I tend my flock ;

So many hours, muft I take my reft;
So many hours, muft I contemplate ;

So many hours, matft I fpert myfelf;

So many days, my ewes have been with young ;
So many weeks, ere the poor fools will yean ;
So many months, ere I fhall fheer the fleece :

So minutes, hours, days, weeks, months and years,
Paft over, to the end they were created, :
Would bring white hairs unto a quietgrave. _
Ah! whata life were this! how {weet, how lovely !
Gives not the haw-thorn buth a fweeter thade

To thepherds looking on their filly fheep,

Than doth a rich-embroider’d canopy

To Kings, that fear their fubjects’ treachery?

O, yes, it doth; a thoufand-fold it doth.

And, to conclude, the thepherd’s homely curds, Hie

: 1
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His cold thin drink out of his leather bottle,
His wonted fleep under a frefh tree’s fhade,

All which fecure and {weetly he enjoys,

Is far beyond a Prince’s delicates, .

His viands fparkling in a golden cup,

His body couched in a curious bed,

When care, miftruft dnd treafons wait on him,;

Alarum. Enter a Son, that bad &ilPd bis Fatley..

Son. Ill blows the wind, that profits no body, e
This man, whom hand to hand I flew in fight,
May be pofiefled with fome ftore of crowns;
Ang I'that, haply, take them from him now,
May yet, erenight, yield both my life and them .
‘To fome man elfe, as this dead man doth me,
Who's this! oh God! it is my father’s face,.
Whom in this confli& I unwares have kill’'d ;.
Oh heavy times, begetting fuch events !
From London by the King was I preft forth ;
My father, being the Earl of Warwick's man,
Came on the part of Y3r#, preft by his mafter ;
And I, who at his hands receiv’d my life,
Have by my hands of life bereaved him.
Pardon me, God, I knew not what I did ;
And pardon, father, for I knew not thee.
My tears fhall wipe away thefe bloody marks :
And no more words, till they have flow’d their £ll.
K. Henry. O piteous fpedtacle ! O bloody times ¢
Whiles lions war and battle for their dens,
Poor harmlefs lambs abide their enmity.
Weep, wretched man, I'llaid thee tear for tear;
And let our hearts and eyes, like civil war,
Be blind with tears, and break o'er-charg’d with grief.

Enter & Father, bearing bis Son.

Fath. Thou, that {o ftoutly haft refifted me,
Give me thy gold, if thou haft any gold :
For I have bought it with an hundred blows.
But let me fee: is this our foe-man’s face ?
Ah, no, no, no, it is.my only fon!
: A,
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Ab, boy, if any life be left in thee,

Throw up thine eyes ; fee, fee, what fhowers arife,
Blown with the windy tempeit of my heart

Upon thy wounds, that kill mine eyc and heart.

O pity, God, this miferable age!

Wgat ftratagems, how fell, how butcherly,
Erroneous, mutinous, and unnatural,

This deadly quarrel daily doth beget!

O boy ! thy father gave thee life too foon,

And Kath bereft thee of thy life too late.

K. Henry. Woeabove woe; grief, more than common

fef;
O, that gy death vlvmﬁld ftay thefe "rueful deeds !
O pity, pity, gentle heaven, pity !
Thpetr};d soz angcel the white arg oi his face,
The fatal colours of our ftriving houfes.
The one his purple blood right well refembles,
The other his pale cheek, methinks, prefenteth :
‘Wither one rofe, ‘and let the other flourifh !
If you contend, a thoufand lives muft wither. -
Son. How will my mother, for a father’s death,
Take on with me, and ne’er be fatisfy'd ?
Fath. How will my wife, for {laughter of my fon,.
Shed feas of tears, and ne’er be fatisfy’d ?
K. Henry. How will the country, for thefe woful
. chances, '
Mif-think the King, and not be fatisfy’d ?
Son. Was ever fon, fo ru'd a father’s death ?
Fath. Was ever father, fo bemoan’d his fon ?
K.. Henry. Was ever King, fo griev'd for {ubjets’ woe?
Much is your forrow ; mine, ten times fo much.
Son. D’ll bear thee hence, where I may weep my fill.
’ Exit.
Fath. Thefe arms of mine fhall be thy winding-ﬂ[meet,
My heart, fweet boy, fhall be thy fepulchre ;
For from my heart thine image ne’er fhall go.
My fighing breaft fhall be thy funeral bell:
And fo obfequious will thy father be,
Sad for the lofs of thee, having no mare,
As Priam was for all his valiant fons.
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I'll bear thee hence, and let them fight that will 5

For I have musther'd, where I thould net kill. [ Ewxis.
K. Henry. Sad-hearted men, much overgone with care,

Here fits a King more woful than you are.

dlarums. Excurfims. Enter the Queen, Prince of Wales,
* and Exeter.

Prince. Fly, father, fly, for all your friends are fled ;
And Warwick rages ike a chafad bull :
Away ! for death deth hold us in parfuit.

Queen. Mount you, my lord, towards Berwvick poft

amain., ,

Edward and Ricbard, like a brace of grey-hounds
Having the fearful flying hare in fight,
With fiery eyes fparkling for very wrath,
And bloody fteel grafpt in their ireful hands,
Are at our backs ; and therefore hence amain.

Exe. Away; for vengeance comes afong with them.
Nay, ftay not to expoftulate, make fpeed:
Or elfe come after, kI’ll awa{h before.

K. Henry. Nay, take me with thee; good fweet Exeser s
Not that I fear to fay, but love to g§ :
Whither the Queen “intends. Forward, away! [Eweass.

A loud Alarum. Enter Clifford awounded,

Clif. Here burns my candle out; ay, here it dies,
Which, while it lafted, gave King Henry light.
O Lancafier! 1 fear thy overthrow,
More than my body’s parting with my foul,
My loveand fear giéw’d many friends to thee; [Falling,
And, now I fall, thy tough commixtures melt, '
Impairing Henry, ftrength’ning mif proud Zor#,
The common People fwarm like fummer flies ;
Apd whither fly the gnats, but to the Sun ?
And who fhines now, but Henry’s enemies ?
O Pharbys! hadft thou never giv'n conlent
That Phaeton thould check thy fiery fteeds,
‘Thy burning Car had never fcorch’d the earth :
And Henry, hadft thou fway'd as Kings fhould do,
Or as thy father and his father did, )
‘ Giving
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. Giving no grbund unto the Houfe of York,

" ‘They never then had {prung like fammer fljes. -

. I, and ten thoufand in this lucklefs Realm,

Had left no mourning widows for our death s

And thou this day hadft kept thy Chair in peace.
For what doth cherih Weeds, but gentle air?

And what makes robbers bold, but too much lenity?
Bootlefs are plaints, and curelefs are my wounds ;
No way to fly, nor firength to hold our flight.
The foe is mercilefs, and will not pity :

For at their hands [ have deferv’d no pity.

The air hath got into my deadly wounds,
And_much Effufe of blood doth make me faint :
Come York, and Richard; Warwick, and the reft ;

I ftabb’d your fathers’ bofoms ; {plitmy breaft. [ He faints.

Alarum, and Retreat. Enter Edward, Warwick, Ri-
chard, Montague, Clarence, and Soldiers.

Edw. Now breathe we, lards,good fortune bids us paufe;
And {mooth the frowns of war with peaceful loeks.
Some troops purfye the bloody-minded Queen,

‘That led calm Henry, though he were a &>
As doth e Bgil, fill’'d with a fretting guft,
Command an Argofic to flem the waves.

Bat think yon, lords, that Clifford fled with them ?

War. No, ’tis impofiible he fhould efcape: .

For though before his face I fpeak the word,
Your brother Richard mark’d him for the grave;
And wherefoc’er he is, he’s furely dead. [Clifford groaus.

Rich. Whofe foul isthatwhich takes her hearty leave?’
A deadly groan, like life and death’s departing.

See who it js.
Edw. And now the battle’s ended,
£ friend or foe, let him be gently ufed.

Rich. Revoke that doom of mercy, for 'tis Cliffords

Whe not contented that he lopp’d the branch,

In hewing Rutland when his leaves put forth; '

But fet his murth’ring knife unto the root

From whence that tender fpray did fweetly fpring

1 mean, our princely father, Duke of Yirt. -
ar.
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War. From off the gates of York fetch down the head,
Your father’s head,. which Clifford placed there =
Inftead whereof, let his {fupply the room.
Meafure for Meafure muft be anfwered. |
Edaw. Bring forth that fatal fcreech-owl to our Houf,
‘That nothing fung but death to us and ours:
Now death fhall ftop his difmal threatning found,
And his ill boading tongue no more fhall fpeak.
‘War. I think, his underftanding is bereft :
Speak, Clifford, doft thou know who fpeaks to thee ?
Dark cloudy death o’er-fhades his beams of life,
And he nor fees, nor hears us what we fay.
Rich. O, would he did! and fo, perhaps, he doth.
*Tis but his policy to counterfeit ;
Becaufe he would avoid fuch bitter taunts,
As in the time of death he gave our father.
Cla. If fo thou think'ft, vex him with eager words.
Rich. Clifford, ask mercy, and obtain no grace,
Edw. Chfford, repent in bootlefs penitence.
War. Clifford, devife excufes for thy faults.
Cla. While we devife fell tortares for thy faults, ‘
Rich. Thou didft love Yor4, and I am fon to York.
Edw. Thou pitied’ft Rutland, I will pity thee.
Cla. Where's Captain Margaret to fence you now?
War. They mock thee; Clifford, fwear as thou wafk
wont.
Ricb}; Vc;/'hat, not an oath! nay, then the world gocs |
ar » B 1
When C/ifferd cannot fpare his friends an oath:
I know by that, he‘sdl:u’ s and, by my foul,.
If this right hand would buy but two hours’ life,
‘That I in all defpight might rail at him, ~
This hand fhould chop it off; and with the iffuing blood
Stifle the villain, whofe unftanched thirft
York and young Rutland could not fatisfie. ,
War., Ay, but he'sdead. Off with the traitor’s head,
And rear it in the place your father’s ftands.
And now to London with triumphant March,
There to be crowned England’s royal King :
From whence fhall aravick cut the Sea to Fram,A .
n




King HENrY VL 139

And ask. the lady Boma for thy Q:{:een.

o fhalt thou finew both thefe lands together.

And having France thy friend, thou fhalt not dread

The fcatterd foe that hopes to rife again:

~ For though they cannot greatly fling to hurt,

Yet look to have them buz toffend thine cars.

~ Firft, will I fee the Coronation;

~ And then to Britany I'll crofs the fea,

7 effeé this marriage, fo it pleafe my lord.

" Edw. Ev'n as thou wilt, {weet Warwick, let it be;
For on thy fhoulder do I build my Seat: '

And never will I undertake the thing,

. Wherein thy counfel, and confent, is wanting.

Ricbard, 1 will create thee Duke of Glo'fer;

And George, of Clarence; Warwick as our felf
Shall do and undo, as him pleafeth beft.

. Rich. Let me be Duke of Clarences George, of Glo'flers
For Glfler's Dukedom is too ominous.

. War. Tut, that's a foolifh obfervation :

Richard, be Duke of Glo'fier: now to London,

To fee thefe honours in poffeflion. - [Exeunt.

A CT IL

SCENE, a Wodin Lancafhire.

Enter Sinklo and Humphry, with crofs-bows in their
bands.

SiNnkLoO.
NDER this thick-grown brake we'll fhroud
our felves,
_ For through this laund anon the Deer will come;
And 4n this covert will we make our Stand,
Culling the principal of all the Deer.
Hum. T'll ftay above the hill, fo both may fhoot.
Sink. That cannot be: the noife of thy crofs-bowev ”
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Will fcare the herd, and fo my fhoot is loft:
Here ftand we both, and aim we at the beft.
And, for the time fhall not feem tedious,
T1l tell thee what befel me on a day,
In this felf place where now we mean to ftand..
Hum. Here comes a man, let’s flay till he be patt.

Enter King Henry, «with a prayer-bock.

K. lHem:y. From Scotland am I flol'n ev'n of pure
ove,

'To greet mine own land with my wifhful fight =

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

Thy place is fill'd, thy fcepter wrung from thee ;

Thy balm wafht off, wherewith thou waft anointed =

.No bending knee will call thee Cefar now,

No humble fuitors prefs to fpeak for Right:

No, not a man comes for redrefs to thee;

For how can I help them, and not my felf?} |
Sink. Ay, here’s a deer, whofe skin’s a keeper's fee :

‘This is the guondam King, let’s feize upon him. |
K. Henry. Let me embrace thefe four Adverfities 3

For wife men fay, it is the wifeft courfe.
Hum. Why linger we? let us lay hands upon him.
Sink. Forbear a while, we’ll hear a little more. - |
K. Hensy. My Queen and Son are gone to Framce

for aid: |

And, as I hear, the great commanéing Warawick

Is thither gone to crave the French King's Siftex

To wife for Edward. If this news be true,

Poor Queen and Son! your labour is but loft:

For Waravick is a fubtle orator:

And Lequis, a Prince foon won with moving words.

By this account, then, Margaret may win him,

For fhe’s a woman to be pitied much:

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

Her tears will pierce into a marble heart;

The Tyger will be mild, while fhe doth mourn;

And Nere would be tainted with remorfe,

‘To hear, and fec her plaints, her brinifh tears.

‘Ay, but (he’s come $0 bog, Warwick to give: Ste.
6
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She, on his left fide, craving aid for Hemry ;
He, on his right, asking a wife for Edward.
She weeps, and fays, her Henry is depos’d;
He {miles, and fays, his Edward isinitall’d ;
That fhe, poor wretch, for grief can fpeak no more!
While Warwick tells his Title, imooths the wrong,
Inferreth arguments of mighty itrength,
And in conclufion wins the King from her;
With promife of his fifler, and what elfe,
" To ftrengthen, and fupport King Edward’s place.
O Marg’ret, thus "twill be, and. thou (poor foul)
Art then forfaken, as thou went'ft forlorn.
Hum. Say, what art thou that wli’st of Kings and |
Queens ?
K. Henry. More than I feem, and lefs than I was
- bern to;
A man at leaft, for lefs I fhould not be; :
And men may talk of Kings, and why not I?
Hum. Ay, butthou talk’ft, as if thou wert a King.
K. Henry. Why, fo I am in mind, and that’s enougE.
Hum. But if thou be a King, where is thy Crown?
K. Henry. My Crownisin my heart, not on my head:
~ Not deck’d with Diamonds and Jmdian Stonesj
Not to bt feen: my Crown is call’d Comtent ;
A Crown it is, that feldom Kings enjoy.
Hum. Well, if you be a King crown’d with Content,
Your Crown Content, and you muft be contented
To go aleag with us. For, as we think,
You are the King, King Edward hath depos'd:
And we his Subjets, {worn in all allegiance,
Will apprehend you as his enemy.
K. Heal?. But did you never fwear, and break an
oath?
Hzum. No, never fuch an oath ; nor will not now.
K. Henry. Where did you dwell, when I was King
of England?
Hum. Here, in this country, where we now remain,
K, Henry. 1 wasanointed King at nine months old,
My father and my grandfather were Kings ;
And you were {worn true Subjedts unto me: And
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And tell me then, have you not broke your oaths ?
Sink. No, we were fubjes but while you were King.
K. Henry. iWhy, am [ dead? do I not breathe, a

man

Ah, fimple men, you know not what you fwear.

Look, as I blow this feather fiom my face, =~

And as the air blows it to me again,

Obeying with my wind when I do blow,

And yielding to another when it blows,

Commanded always by the greater guft ;

Such is the lightne(s of You common men.

But do not break your oaths, for of that fin

My mild intreaty fhall not make you guilty.

Go where you will, the King fhall be commanded ;

And be you Kings, command, and I'll obey.
Sink. We are true Subjeéts to the King, King Edwvard.
K. Henry. So would you be again to Henry,

If he were feated as King Edward is. .
Sink. We charge you in God’sname, and in the King’s,

To go with us unto the officers.

- K. Hm{)ye. gn God’s name lead, your King’s name be

obey'd;
And what God will, that let your King perform ;
And what he will, I humbly yield unto. [Exexnt.

 SCENE changes to the Palace.

Enter King Edward, Gl&uceﬁer, Clarence, and Lady
ray.
K. Edw. ROTHER of G/i'fler, at St Albar’s field
Thi& l.ady‘s husband, Sir Fobn Gray, was:
ain,
His land then feiz’d on by the Conqueror:
Her fuit is now to repoflefs thofe lands,
W hich we in juftice cannot well deny ;
Becaufe, in quarrel of the Houfe of 2or#,
The worthy gentleman did lofe his life. )
Gl. Your Highnefs fhall do well to grant her fuit :
It were difhonour to deny it her. .
K. Edward. It were no lefs 5 but yet I'll make a
paufe. Gle.
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Glo. Yeal isit fo?
[ fee, the lady hath a thing to grant,
Before tic King will grant her humble fuit. -~ -~
Clar. He knows the game; how true he keeps the
wind ?
Gb. Silence.
K. Edw, Widow, we will confider of your fuit,
And come fome other time to know our mind.
Gray. Right gracious lord, I cannot brook delay.
May't pleafe your Highnefs to refolve me now ?
And what your Pleafure is, fhall fatisfy me. -
Gh. Ay, widow ? then I’ll warrant you all your

lands, o .
An if what pleafes him, fhall pleafure you :
Fight clofer, or, good faith, you’ll catch a bloy.
Clar. I fear her not, unlefs the chance to fall.
Gl. God forbid That ! for he’ll take vantages.
X. Edw. How many children haft thou, widow ? tell

me.
Clar. 1 think, he means to beg a child of her.
Gh. Nay, whip me then: he'll rather give her two.
Gray. Three, my moft gracious lord.
Gl. You fhall have four, if you’ll be rul’d by him.
K. Elewas’Twere pity they fhould lofe their father’s
: lan

Gray. Be pitiful, dread lord, and grant it then.
K. Edw. Lords, give us leave; I'll try this widow's

wit.
f Gh. .?y, good leave have you, for you will have
‘ eave ; .
Till youth take leave, and leave you to the cratch.
K. Edw. Now tell me, Madam, do you love your
children ?
Gray. Ay, full as dearly as I love my felf. .
K. Ea’e;uo.d And would you not do much to do them
? .
Gm_y.g To do them good, I would fuftain fome harm.
K. Edw. Then get your husband's lands, to do them

u goad.
| Gray. Therefore I came unto your Majefty. .
X . K. Edw.
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} \
K. Edw. D'l tell you how thefe lands are to be got.
Gray. So fhall yqu bind me to your Highnefs' fervice.
K. Edq}f;mVthat fervice wilt thou do me, if I give
t
Gray. What you command, that refts in me to do.
K. Edw. But you will take exceptions to my boon?
Gray. No, gracious lord, except I cannot do it.
K. Edw. Ay, but thou canft do what I mesn to ask.
Gray. Why, then I will do what your Grace com- .
mands.
Gl. He plies her hard, and much rain wears the
marble.

*  Clar. Asredas fire! nay, then her wax muft melt.
Gray. Why ftops my lord? fhall I not hear my task ?
K. Edas. An eafie task, ’tis but to love a King. :
Gray. That's foon perform’d, becaufe I am a Subje&t.
K. Edw. Why then, thy husband’s lands I freely give

thee. .
Gray. I take my leave with many thoufand thanks.
Gl. The match is made, fhe feals it with a curtfie.
K. Edw. Butftay thee, ’tis the fruits of love I mean.
Gray. The fruits of love I mean, my loving Licge. ‘
K. Edw. Ay, but I fear me, in another fenfe. ]

‘What leve, think’ft thou, I fue fo much to get?
Gray. My love till death, my humble thanks, my
‘prayers ;
Thaet love, which virtue begs, and virtue grants.
K. Edw. No, by my troth, I did not mean fach love.
. Why, then you mean not as I thought you did.
K. Edw. But now you partly may perceive my mind,
Gray, My mind will never grant wgnt I perceive
Your Highnefs aims at, if I aim aright.
K. Edw. To tell thee plain, I aim to liewith thee.
Gray. Totell you plain, I'd rather lye in prifon.
K. Edw. Why, then thou fhalt net have thy hus-
band’s lands.
Gray. Why, then mine honefty fhall be my dowers
For by that lofs I will not purchafe them.
K. Edw. Therein thou wrong'ft thy children mightily. |
Grey. Hetein your Highnefs wrongs both them and
me: But,

— e e
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But, mighty lord, this merry inclination
Accords not with the fadnefs of my fuit ;
Pleafe you difmifs me, or with ay, or no.
K. Edw. Ay ; if thou wilt fay, Ay, to my requeft :
No; if thou doft fay, No, to my demand.
Gray. Then, No, my lord ; my fuit isat an end.
¢ Glo. The widow likes him not, fhe knits her brows.
Clar. He is the blunteft wooer in Chriftendom.
K. Edaw. Her looksdo argue her replete with modefly.
Her words do thew her wit incomparable,
All her perfections challenge Sovereignty ;
One way, or other, fhe is for a King ;
And fhe fhall be my love, or elfe my Queen. .
Say, that King Edavard take thee for his Queen?
Gray. Tis better faid than done, my gracious lord ;
I am a Subjed fit to jeft withal,
But far unfit to be a Sovereign.
K. Edw. Sweet Widow, by my State I {wear to thee;
I {peak no more than what my foul intends 3
And that is, to enjoy thee for my love.
Gray. And that is more than Iy will yield unto ;
I know, I am too mean to be your Queen;
And yet too ‘%ood to be your Concubine.
K. Edw. You cavil, Widow ; [did mean,
Gray. *Twill grieve your Grace,
you father.
K. Edw. No more than when my daughters call theg
mother. ‘
- Thou art 2 widow, and thou haft fome children ;
- And, by God’s mother, I, being but a batchelor,
Have other Some: why, tis 2 happy thing,
To be the father unto many fons. '
Anfwer no more, for thou fhalt be my Queen,
Gb. The ghoftly father now hath done hs thrift.
Clar. When he was made a fhriver, ’twas for fhift.

K. Ea'-u;; a“liirothers, you mufe what Chat we two have

my Queen.
my fons thould call

Glo.- The widow likes it not, for fhe looks fad.
K. Edw. You'd think it ftrange, if I fhould marry
er,

Vou. V., G

. Clar.

~

-
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Clar. To whom, my lord?

K. Edw. Why, Clarence, to my felf.

G/o. That would be ten days’ Wonder at the'leaft.
Clar. That's a day longer than a Wonder lafts.
G/l. By fo much is the Wonder in extreams.

K. Edw. Well, jeft on, Brothers ; I can tell you |

both, ,
Her fuit is granted for her husband’s lands.

Enter a Nobleman.

Nob. My gracious lord, Henry your foe is taken,
And brought your prifoner to your Palace-gate.

K. Fdw. See, that he be convey’d unto the Tower:
And go we, Brothers, to the man that took him,
'To queftion of his Apprehenfion.
Widow, go youalong: Lords, ufe her honourably.

‘ [Exexnt.
Mazet Gloucefter.

‘Gl. Ay, Edward will ufe women honourably.
*Would he were wafted, marrow, bones, and all,
That from his loins no hopeful branch may fpring,
‘To crofs me from the golden time I look for.
And yet between my foul’s defire and me,

(The luftful Edaward’s Title buried) .

Is Clarence, Henry, and his fonyoung Edward
And all th’ unlook’d-for iffue of their bodies,

To take their roems ere I can place my felf.

A coid premeditation for my purpofe !

Why, then I dobut dream on Sov’reignty,

Like one that ftands upon a promentory,

And fpyes a far-off fhore where he would tread,
‘Withing his foot were equal with his eye,

And chides the Sea that fuaders him from thence,
Saying, he’ll lade it dry to have his way :

So do I wifh, the Crown being fo far off,

And fo I chide the means that keep me from ity
Aud fo (I fay) I'll cat the caufes off,

Flat'ring my mind with things impofiible.

My eye’s too quick, my heart o’erweens too much,
Unlefs my hand and ftrength could equal them.
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Well, fay there is no Kingdom then for Richard :
What other pleafure can the world afford ?

I'll make my heaven in a lady’s lap,

And deck my body in gay ornaments,

And *witch fweet ladies with my words and 16oks,
Oh miferable thou‘ﬁht! and more unlikely,

Than to aceomplith twenty golden Crowns.
Why, Love forfwore me in my mother’s womb 3
And, for I fhould not deal in her foft laws,

She did corrupt frail Nature with fome bribe

To fhrink mine arm up like a wither'd fhrub

T'o make an envious mountsin on my back,

Where fits Deformity to mock my body ;

To fhape my legs of an unequal fize;

To difproportion me in every part :

Liketo a Chaos, or unlick'd bear-whelp,

That carries no impreflion like the dam.

And am I then 2 man to be belov’d ?

Oh, monftrous fault, to harbour fuch a thought!

"Then fince this earth affords no joy to me,

Bat to command, to check, to o’er-bear fuch

As aro of better perfon than my felf;

1l make my heav'n to dream upon the Crown;
And, while live, t'account this world but Hell,

Until the mif-fhap’d trunk that bears this head,
Be round-impaled with a glorious Crown.

And yet I know not how to get the Crawn,

For many lives ftand between me and home:

And I, (like one loit in a tharny wood, ,
-'That rends the thorns, and is rent with the thorns,
Seeking a way, and ftraying from the way,

Not knowing how to find the open air,

But toiling defp’rately to fimd it out) :
‘Torment my felf to catch the Exg/ip Crown.
And from that torment I will free my felf,

Or hew my way out with a bloody ax.

Why, I can {mile, and murther while I fmile;
And cry, Content, to that which grieves my heart;
And wet my cheeks with artificial tears,

And frame my face to al(l;occnﬁons: :

2

I
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T’ll drown more failors, than the Mermaid fhall ;

I'll flay more gazers, than the Bafilisk ;

I'll play the orator, as well as Nefor ;

Deceive more flily, than Ulyfes could ;

And, like a Sinon, take another Troy:

I can add colours ev’n to the Camelion ;

Change fhapes with Proteus, for advantages;

And fet the murth’rous Macbiave/ to fchool.

Can I do this, and cannot get a Crown? - :
Tut, were it farther off, I'll pluck it down. [Exit.

SCENE changes to France.

Flourifp.  Enter King Lewis, Lady Bona, Bourbon,
Edward Prince- of Wales, Queen Margaret, and the
Earlof Oxford. Lewis fits, and rifeth up again.

K. Lew. TP AIR Queen of England, worthy Margaret,

Sit down with us; it ill befits thy State,

And Birth, that thou thould’ft ftand, while Leavis fits.
Qacen. No, mighty King of France; now Margaret

Mutt ftrike her fail, and learn a while to ferve,

‘Where Kings command. I was, I muft confefs,

Great Albiow’s Queen in former golden days:

But now mifchance bath trod my Title down,

And with difhonour laid me on the ground ;

Where I muft take like feat unto my fortune,

And to my humble Seat conform my felf.

K. Leaw. Why, fay, fair Queen, whence fprings this
deep defpair? v .
Queen. From fuch a caufe as fills mine eyes with tears ;

And ftops my tongue, while my heart’s drown’d in cares.
K. Leaw, Whate’er it be, bethou ftill like thy felf,

And fit thee by our fide. Yield not thy neck

[Seats ber by biws.

To fortune’s yoak, but let thy dauntleis mind

Still ride in triumph over all mifchance.

Be plain, Queen Margaret, and tell thy ‘%ricf ;

It be eas’d, if France can yield relief.

, Queen. Thole gracious words revive my drooping

thoughts, .  And
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And give my tongue-ty’d forrows leave to fpeak.

Nowg:h ore bguit l?x,xown to noble Le'wi:?eak

That Henry, fole poffeflor of my love,

b, of a King, become a banifh’d man,

And forc’d to live in Scotland a forlorn;

While proud ambitions Edward, Duke of Yer#,

Ufurps the regal Title, and the Seat

Of England’s true-anointed lawful King.

This is the caufe, that I, poor Margaret,

With this my fon Prince Edward, Henry's heir,

Am come to crave thy juft and lawful aid ;

And, if thou fail-us, all our hope is done.

Sctland hath will to help, but cannot help:

Our Peaple and our Peers are both mif-led,

Our Treafure feiz’d, our Soldiers put to flight,.

And, as thou feeft, our felves in heavy plight.
K. I.e-u.;i Renowned Queen, with patience calm thg

orm ;

j While we bethink a means to break it off,

Queen. 'Fhe more we-ftay, the ftronger grows our foe.

K. Leaw. The more I ftay, the more I'll fuccour thee.
ucen. O, but impatience waiteth on true forrow :
fee,. where comes the breeder of my forrow.

Enter Warwick.
K. Lew. Wh?at’s he, approacheth boldly to our Pre-

+ fence
%um. Our Earl of Warawick, Edward's greateft friend.
. Lew., Welcome, brave Waravick, what brings thee
to France? [He defeends.  She arifeth.
Queen. Ay; now begins a fecond ftorm to rife ;
For this is he, -that moves both' wind and tide.
War. From warthy Edward, King of Albion,
My Lord and Sov’reign, and thy vowed friend,
1 come (in kindnefs and unfeigned love) :
Firft to do greetings to thy royal perfon,
And then to crave a league of amity ;
And laftly, to confirm that amity
With nuptial knot, if thou vouchfafe to grant
That virtuous Jady Besa, thy fair fifter,
. G3 Te
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To Englam{‘s King in lawful marriage.
Queen. 1f That go forward, Heary's hope is done!
War. And, gracious M“dam, in our King’s behalf,
[Speating to Bon;.
Iam commanded, with your leave and tavour,
Humbly to kis your hand; and with my tongue
To tell the Dg.hon of my Sov’ reign’s heart;
Where fame, late eat’ ring at his heedful ears,
Hath plzc'd thy beauty’s image and thy virtue.
_23;:7: King Leawis, and lady Bosa, hear me fpeak,
Before you anfwer i aravick. Flisdemand
Springs not from Edzverd’s well-meant honeft love,
Baut from deceit bred Ly neceflity: .
For how can tyrants fafely govern home,
Unleis abroad they purchafe great alliance 2
To prove him tyrant, tii's. reafon may fuffice,
That Henry liveth £1ill; but were he dead,
Yet here Prince Edavard ftands, King Htmy s fon.
-Look therefore, Leauis, that by thisleague and marriage
Thou draw not on thy danger and difhonour :
For tho’ Ufurpers {way the Rule a while, :
Yet heav’nsare juft, and time fupprcﬂ'cth \yrongs,
War. Injurious Margaret! emeveree. e
Prince. And why not Queen? -
War. Becaufe thy father Henry did ufurp,
&nd kot no more art Prince, than fhe is Queen.
Oxf. Then Warwick difannuls great Febm of Gaml‘,
Which did fubdue the greateft part of Spain ;
,And, after Fobn of Gaust, Ha the fourth, - .. .
Whofe wifdom was a mirrer to the wifeft ;. =
And, after that wife Privce, Henrythe fisth, . . .
Who by his Prowefs conquered all Frasee: .
From thefe our Henry lineally defoends.  ~ -
War. Qxford, how haps it, in this fmooth difcowft,
You told not, how Hemry the fixth hath loft .
All That which Hewry the fifth.had getten? <. .. -
_ Methinks, thefe Peers of France lhould fmile . *t That. o
But, for the reft ; you tell a Pedigr
Of threefcors-and two years, a filly o
To make Prefcription for a thdon 8 SR
Oxf.
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Oxf. Why, Warawick, canft thou fpeak againft thy
Who‘mf thou’;beyedﬁ thirty and fix yeax?se, ga[Liegc,
And not bewray thy treafon with a bluth ?

War. Can Oxford, that did ever fence the Right,
Now buckler fallhood with a pedigree?

For fhame, leave Henry, and call Edward King.

Oxf. Call him my King, by whofe injurious doom
My elder brother, the lord Lubrey Vere,

Was done to death? and more than fo, my father;
Evenin the downfal of his mellow’d years,

When nature brought him to the door of death?
No, Waravick, no; while life upholds this arm,.
This arm upholds the Houfe of Lancafier.

War. And I the Houfe of York.

. K. Leaw. Queen Margaret, Prince Edward, and Oxford
Vouchfafe at our requeit to ftand afide,
While T ufe farther conference with WWarwick.

| Queen. Heav’ns grant, that Warwick’s words bewitch

f him not! [Tkey jpand aloof.
i K. Lew. Now, Warwick, tell me even upon thy con-
' {cience,. .

" Is Edaward your true King? for I were loth

. To link with him, that were not lawful chofen.

! War. Thereon I pawn my credit and mine honour.

K. Lew. Butis he graciousin the people’s eyes ?

l War. The more, that Henry was unfortunate.

K. Lew. Then further;; all diffembling fet afide,

Tell me for truth the meafure of his love

Unto our fifter Boxa.

War. Such it feems,

. As may befeem a Monarch like himfelf :

! My felf have often heard him fay, and fwear,

That this his love was an external plant,

i Whereof the root was fix'd in virtue’s ground,

The leaves and fruit maintain’d with beauty’s fun s

Knl:yt from envy, bot not from difdain,

Unlefs the lady Bowa quit his pain, ' b
K. Lew. Now, fifter, let us hear your firm refolve.
Bona. Your Grant, or your Denial, fhall be mine. -

i Yet [ confefs, that often cae this day, [Speaks tav“)rVar.

, e

4 hen
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‘When I have heard your King’s defert recounted,
Mine ear hath tempted judgment to defire.
K. Lew. Then, Warwick, this : our fifter fhall be
. Edwards. .
And now forthwith fhall articles be drawn
Touching the jointure that your King muft make,
‘Which with her dowry fhall be counterpois’d.
Draw near, Queen Margaret, and be a witnefs,
That Bona fhall be wife to th® Eng/i/b King.
Prince. 'To Edward, but not to the Eng/i/s King.
Queen. Deceitful Waravick, it was thy device
By this alliance to make void my fuit ;
Before thy Coming, Lewis was Henry’s friend.
K. Leaw. And ftill is friend to him and Margaret ;
But if your Title to the Crown be weak,
As may appear by Edward’s good fuccefs ;
Then 'tis but reafon, that I be releas’d
From giving aid, which late I promifed.
Yet fhall you have all kindnefs at my hand,
‘That your eftate requires, and mine can yield.
War. Henry now lives in Scotland at his eafe,
‘W here having nothing,> nothing can he lofe,
And as for you your felf, our guondam Queen,
You have a father able to maintain you; N
And better "twere, you troubled him than France.
Queen. Peace, impudent and fhamelefs Warawvick, peace!
Proud fetter-up and puller-down of Kings! i
T will not hence, till with my talk and tears
(Both full of truth) I make King Leavis behold
Thy fly conveyance, and thy lord’s falfe love:
Pop, blowing a born within,
For both of you are birds of felf- fame feather.
K. Lew. Warwict, this is fome Poft to us, or thee.

Enter a Poft.

Psfi, My lord Ambaffador, thefe letters are for you;
. [To Warwick.
Sent from your brother, Marquis Moszague.
Thefe, from our King unto your Majefty. E‘I’o K, Lew,
And, Madam, thefe for you ; from whom I know not.
[To the Queen. They all read their Letters.
O«f.
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Ozxf. I like it well, that our fair Queen and Miftrefs

Smiles at her news, while Waravick frowns at his. ’
Prince. Nay, mark, how Lewis flamps as he were

nettled.

I hope, all’s for the beft.

K. Leaw. Waravick, what are thy news? and yours,
fair Queen ? »

Queen. Mine fuch, as fills my heart with unhop’d joys. -
War. Mine full of forrow and heart’s difcontent.
K. Leaw. What! has your King marry’d the lady Gray?

And now, to footh your forgery and his,

Sends me a paper to perfwade me patience ?

Is this th* alliance, that he feeks with France 2 -

Dare he prefume to fcorn us in this manner ?
Queen. I told your Majefty as much before ;

This proveth Edavard’s love and Warwick’s honefty.
War. King Leawis, I here proteft in fight of heav’n,

And by the hope I have of heav'nly blifs,

That I am clear from this mifdeed of Edward’s:

No more my King ; for he difhonours.me,

Bat moft himfelf, if he could fee his thame.

Did I forget, that by the Houfe of York

My father came untimely to his death ?

Did I let pafs th® abufe done to my Niece?

Did I impale him with the regal Crown ?

Did I put Henry from his native Right?

And am 1 guerdon’d at the laft with thame ?

Shame on himfelf, for my defert is honour!

And to repair my honour loft for him, -

! I here renounce him, and return to Henry.

My noble Queen, let former grud {s,
And, hencg%rth, Iam thy tnﬁ: fcfve{toga:
I will revenge his wrong to lady ‘Bona,
And replant Henry in his former ftate.
.*den;. Warwick, thefe words have turn’d my hatete’
ove,
And I forgive and quite forget old faults; _
And joy, that thou becom’t King Henry’s friend.
War. So much his friend, ay, his unfeigned friend,

That if King Leawis vouchfafe to furnith us
G With
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With fome few. bands of chofen foldiers,
T’Il undertake to land them on our coaft,
And force the tyrant from his feat by war.
* ['is not his new-made bride fhall fuccour him,
And, as for Clarence, as my letters tell me,
He's very likely now to fall from him, .
For matching more for wanton luft than honour,
Or than for ftrength and fafety of our Country.. -
Bona. Dear brother, how fhall Boxs be reveng’d,
But by thy help to this diftreffed Queen? . - .
Queen.” Renowned Prince, how fhall peors, Hewry live,
Unlefs thou refcue him from foul defpair? . -
Bona. My quarrel, and this Exgk/s Queen’s, are one.
War. And mine, fair lady Boms, joins with yours.
K. Lew. And mine with hers, and thine, and Mar-
: aret’s. : C o
Therefore at lait I firmly am refolv’d .
You fhall have aid. . -
Queen, Let me give humble thanks for-all at once.
K. Lew. Then, England’s meflenger,. return in poft,
And tell falfe Edward, thy fuppofed King,
‘That Leavis of France is fending over maskers,
‘To revel it with him and his new bride.
Thou feeft what's paft, go fear thy King withal.
Bona. Tell him, in hope he’ll prove a widower fhortly,
T wear the willow garland for his fake. .
Queen. Tell him, my mourning weeds are laid afides
And I am ready to put armour on.
War. Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong3
And therefore I'll uncrown him'ere’t be long.
There’s thy reward, be gone.—— [Exit Poffs
K. Lew. But, Waravick, - . |
Thyfelf and Oxfird with five thoufand men |
_ Shall crofs the feas, and bid falfe Edward battle: "
And, as occafion ferves, this noble Queen
_And prince fhall follow with a freth fupply.
Yet ere thou go, but ahfwer me one doubt :
‘What pledge have we of thy firm loyalty ?
War. This fhall aflure my cenftant loyalty,
That if our Queen and this young Prince agree,
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I'll join my younger daughter and my joy (6)
To him forthwitl%,erin holy Wedlock'}iiinds.
Queen.” Yes, I agree, and thank you for your motion,
Son Edwward, fhe is fair and virtuous;
Therefore delay not, give thy hand to Warawick,
And, with thy hand, thy faith irrevocable,
That only Warawick’s daughter fhall be thine.
Prince. Yes, Iaccept her, for the well deferves it: -
Ard here to pledge my vow, 1 give my hand. '
' He giwves bis band to Warwick.
K. wa. ’}Vhy ftay we now ; thefé foldiers fhall be

evyd, : -
And thou, lord Bosxrbon, our High Admiral,
Shalt waft them over with our royal fleet.
Ilong, till Edaward fall by war’s mifchance,
Far mocking marriage with 2 Dame of France. .
[Exeunt. Manet Warwick. .
War. I came from Edward as ambafiador,
Bat I return his fworn and mortal foe :
Matter of marriage was the Charge he gave me,
Rat dreadful war fhall anfwer his demand.
Had he none elfe to make a Stale, but me?
Then none but I fhall turn his jeft to forrow.
I was the chief that rais’d him to the Crown, .
And I’Il be chief to bring him down again :
Not that I pity Henry's mifery,
But feek revenge on Edaward’s mockery. [Exit.

(6) I’ll join my clde® Daughter, and my Foy,
To him forthwithy ] Surely, this is a Miftake of the Co-
pyifts.  Hall, in the gth Year of K. Edward IV, fays, Edward,
Prince of Wales, wedded Anne Szcoxp Daughter to the
Earl of Warwick, And the Duke of clarence was in Love with
the Ex1peRr, the Lady Ifabel; and in Reality was married to -
her five Years before Prince Edward took the Lady Anne to
Wife.
_ Ard in K. Rickard 3d, Gleucefter, who martied this Lady
Anne when a Widow, fays.
Fer then Dl marry Warwick’s YounG EsT Dasughrer,
Whas the 1 kill’d her Husband and her Father?
i. e, Prince Edward, and K. Henry VI. her Father in Law.
See likewifc Holingbead in his Chronicle; p. 671 and ;‘74&
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ACT IV.

S CE N E, the Palace in England.
Enter Gloucefter, Clarence, Somerfet and Montague.

GLOUCESTER.

O W tell me, brother €larence, what think you
Of this new marriage with the lady Gray? '
Hath not our brother made a worthy choice ?
Clar. Alas, you know, ’tis far from hence to France
How could he ftay till #aravick made Return?
Sem. My lords, forbear this talk : here comes the King.

Flourifp. Enter King Edward, Lady Gray as Queen,
Pembroke, Stafford, azd Haftings : Four fiand on one
Sfide, and four on the other. ,

Gl. And his well chofen bride. .
Clar. I mind to tell him plainly what I think.
K. Edw. Now, brother Clarence, how like you our
choice,
That you ftand penfive, as half malecontent ? '
Clar. As well as Lewis of France, or th’Earl of
hich are. o el of d
Which are fo weak of courage, and in judgment,
‘That they’ll take no oﬁ'cnceg:t our ab{:‘:'e.gm
K. Edw. Suppofe, they take offence without a caufe.
"They are but Leawis and Waravick, and I am Edward,
Your King and Warwick's, and muft have my will.
G/. And you fhall have your will, becaufe our King.
Yet hafty marriage feldom proveth well.
K. Edw. Yea, %rother Richard, are you offended too?
Glo. Not I; no: God forbid, that I thould wifh
‘Them fevered whom God hath join’d together :

Pity
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Pity to funder them, that yoak fo well.

K. Edayv. Setiing your fcorns and your miflike afide,
Tell me fome reafon, why the lady Gray
Should not become my wife, and England’s Queen? -
And you too, Somer/et and Montague, :
Speak freely what you think. ,

Clar. Then this is my opinion; that King Leavis
Becomes your enemy for mocking him
Aboeut the marriage of the lady Bong.

Glo. And Warwick, doing what you gave in charge,
Is now difhonoured by this new marriage.

K. Edw. Whatifboth Leavis and Waravick beappeas’d,
By fuch invention as I can devife?

Mont. Yet to have join’d with France in fuch alliance,
‘Would more have ftrengthen’d this our Commonwealth
*Gainft foreign ftorms, than any home-bred marriage.

Haft. Why, knows not Montague, that of it {c%te'
England is fafe, if true within it felf?

5[0;::. Yes; but the fafer, whentis back’d with Framce.

Hap. *Tis better ufing France, than trufting France.
Let us be back’d with God, and with the feas,

Which he hath given for fence impregnable,
And with their helps alone defend our felves :
In them, and in our felvés, our fafety lyes.

Clar. For this one fpeech, logd Haflings well deferves
To have the Heir of the lord Hungerford. :

K. Edw. Ay, what of that ? it was my will and Grant,
And for this once my will fhall ftand for law.

Gl. Andyet, methinks, your Grace hath net done well,
'To give the heir and daughter of lord Scales
Unto the brother of your loving bride.

She better would have fitted Me, or Clarence;
Bat in your bride you bury brotherhood.

Clar. Or clfe you would net have beftow’d the heir
Of the lord Bonvill on ydur new wife’s fcn, .
And leave your brothers to go fpeed elfewhere.

K. Edw. Alas, poor Clarence! is it for a wife
That thou art malecontent ? I will provide thee. .

Clar. In chufing for your felf, you fhew'd your

judgment ;
Which
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‘Which being thallow, you fhall give me Leave
To play the broker in mine own behalf;
And, to that end, I fhortly mind to leave you.
K. Edw. Leave me, or tarry, Zdward will be King,
And not be ty’d unto his brother’s will.
Queen. My lords, before it pleas’d his Majefty
To raife my fate to Title of a Queen,
Do me but right, and you meft all confefs
That I was not ignoble of Defcent;
And meaner than my felf have had like fortune.
But as this Title honours me and mine,
So your diflikes, to whom I would be &aﬁng,
Do cloud my joys with danger and with forrow.
K. Edw. My Love, forbear to fawn upon their frowns ;
‘W hat danger, or what forrow, can befal thee,
So long as Edavard is thy conftant friend, ~
And their true Sov’reign, whom they muft obey ?
Nay, whom they fhall obey, and love thee too,
Unlefs they feek for hatred at my hands:
Which if they do, yet will I keep thee fafe ;
And they fhall feel the vengeance of my wrath.
Gh. I hear, yet fay not much, but think the more.

Enter a Pof.
K. Edw. Now, Meflenger, what letters or what news

from France ?

Pofi. My Sovereign Liege, no letters, and few words;
But fuch as I (without your fpecial pardon)
Dare not relate.

K. Edw. Go to, we pardon thee: -
So tell their words, as near as thou canft guefs them.
‘What anfwer makes King Leawis to our letters ?

Poft. At my Depart, thefe were his very words;
Go tell falfe Edward, thy fuppofed King,
That Lewis of France is fending over mafkers
To revel it with him and his new bride. :

K. Edw. Is Leawis fo brave? belike, he thinks me Henry.
But what faid lady Bora to my Marriage ?

Pof. Thefe were her words, utter’d with mild difdain:
Tell him, in hope he'll prove a widower thortly, -

I
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T’ll wear the willow garland for his fake. -

K. Edw. I blame not her, fhe could fay little lefs ;
She had the wrong. But what faid- Hewry’s Queen ?
For fo I heard, that fhe was there in place.

Poft. dTell him, (quoth fhe) my mourning weeds are

one ; - :
And I am ready to put armour on,

K. Edw. Belike, the means to play the Amazon,
Bat what faid Warawick to thefe injuries ?

Pof. He, more incens’d againgt your Majefty
Than all the reft, difcharg’d me with thefe words ;
Tell him frojn me, that he hath done me Wrong ;
And therefore I’ll uncrown him -ere’t be long.

K. Edw. Ha! durft the Traitor breath out o proud

© words?

Well, I will arm me, being thus fore-warn'd : .

They fhall have wars, and pay for their prefmptfon.‘

But fay, .ia Waravick friends with Margares ? .
Pgﬂ.f Ay, gracious Sov'reign, they’re fo link’d in

) 1P, S :
That young Prince Edward marries Waravick's daughter.
Clar. l&l:hke,) the. younger ; Claresse will have the
elder. (7 :
Now, brother King, farewel, and fit you fuft,
For I will hence to Waravick’s other daughter;
That though I want a Kingdom, yet in Marriage
I may not prove inferior to your felf. .
You, that love me and Warwick, follow me.
- [Baxi¢ Clarence ; and Somerfet follows.
Glo. Not I: my thoughts aim at a further matter: .
I flay not for love of Edwward, but the Crown. [ 4fide.
K. Edw. Clarence and Somey fet both gone to Warnuick?
Yet am I arm’d againt the worft can happen ; ‘
And hafte is needful in this defp’rate cafe:
Pembroke and Stafford, you in our behalf

(7) Belike, the Elder; Clatence will bavethe Younger.] 1 have
ventur’d to make Elder and Tounger change Places in this Line
againft the Authority of All the printed Copies. The Reafon
of it will be obvious to cvery ome, from the Pzoofs in my
Note preceding this, : ’ Go
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Go levy men, and make prepare for war

‘They are already, or will foon be landed;

My felf in perfon will ftraight follow yow. -

-+ [Ex. Pembreke and Stafford.

But ere I go, Haftings and Montague,

Refolve my doubt: you twain, of all the reft,

Are near to Waravick by blood and by alliance ;

Tell me, if you love Waravick more than me?

If it be fo, then both depart to him :

I rather with you foes, than hollow friends. - _

But if you mind to hold your true obedience,

Give me affurance with fome friendly vow,

That I may never have you in fufpe&.
Mon. So God help Montague; as he proves true!
Haf- And Haflings, as he favours Edward’s Caufe !
K. Edw. Now, brother Rickard, will you ftand by us ?
Glo. Ay, in defpight of all that fhall withftand you. '
K. Edw. Why fo, then am I fure of victery.

Now therefore let us hence, and lofe no hour,

>Till we meset Waravick with his foreign Power. [Exe.

SCEN E in Warwickihire.

Enter Warwick asd Oxford, awith French Sol;iim.

War. RUST me, my lord, all hitherto goes well;
The common people fwarm by numberstous.

Enter Clarence and Somerfet.

But fee, where Somesr/et and Clarence come;
Speak fuddenly, my lords, are we all friends ?
. Clar. Fear not that, my lord. -
- War. Then, gentlc Clarence, welcome unto Waravick ;
And welcome, Somer/fet: I hold it cowardife
To reft miftruftful, where a noble heart
Hath pawn'd an open hand in fign of love.
Elfe might I think, that Clarence, Edaward's brother,
Were but a feignéd friend to our proceedings.
But welcome, friend, my daughter fhall be thine.
And now what refts, but in night’s coverture,
Thy brother being carelefly encamp'd,
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His foldiers lurking in the towns abeut, (8)
And but attended by a fimple guard,
‘We may furprize and take him at our pleafure ?
Our fcouts have found th’adventure very eafie :
‘That as Ulyffes and ftout Diemede
With flight and manhood ftole to Rbefus’ Tents,
And brought from thence the Thracian fatal fleeds ;
So we, well cover'd with the night’s black mantle,
At unawares may beat down Edward’s guard,
And feize himfelf : I fay not, flaughter him ;
For I intend but only to furprize him ;
You, that will follow me to this attempt,
Applaud the name of Henry with your leader.
: . _[They all cry, Henry!
Why then, let’s on our way in filent fort,
For Warawick and his friends, God and Saint George !
[Exeunt.
Enter the Watchmen to guard the King's Tent.

1 Watch. Come on, my mafters, each man take his
Stand: °

The King by this has fet him down to fleep.
2 Watch. What, will he not to bed ?

1 Watch. Why, no ; for he hath made a folemn vow,
Never to Iye and take his natural Reft,

-Till Warwick or himfelf be quite fuppreft. i
2 Watch. To morrow then, belike, fhall be the day;

If Waravick be fo near, as men report.

3 Watch. But fay, I pray, what Nobleman is that,
That with the King here refteth in his tent ?

1 Waftl:.i;u;Tis the lord Hafings, the King’s chiefeft

3 Watch. O, is it fo? but why commands the King,’
That his chief followers lodge in towns about him,

(8) His Soldiers Inrking in the Town abewt.] Dr. Thirlby advie
fed the reading Towns here, very jultly, upon the Proof of this
Maffage fpoken by the Guard in the Scene immediately follow-

bt why commands the King,
Thas bis chief Foll'wers lodge in Towns abewt him, %‘Vcizile
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While he himfelf keepeth in the cold field ? 7
2 Watch. *Tis the more honour, becaufe the more .
dangerous. s
2 Watch. Ay, but give me worfhip and quictnefs ;
I like it better than a dang’rous honour.
If Waravick knew in what eftate he ftands, !
"Tis to be donbted, he would waken him. B
1 Watch. Unlefs our halberds did fhut up his paffage. -
2 Watch. Ay; wherefore elfe guard we this royal tent,
But to defend his perfon from \night-foes ?

Enter Warwick, Clarence, Oxford, Somerfet, gnd
French Soldiers, filent all. K

War. Ti:‘i]s is his tent; and fee, where ftands his
vard : o
Couragg, my mafters : honour now, or never!
But follow me, and Edward fhall be ours.
1 Watch. Who goes there ?
2 Watch. Stay, or thoudieft. ‘
[Warwick and the reft cry all, Warwick ! Warwick !
and fet wpon the Guard; awvbo fly, crying, Arms? .
Arms! Warwick and the refl following them.

The Drum beating, and Trumpets founding. ¥
Enter Warwick, Somerfet, and the refl, bringing the .
King out in a gown, fitting in a chair; Glo'fter and
‘ Haitings ffying over the Stage.
Som. What are they, that fly there? oy
Warbﬁitbarl and Haflings ; let them go, here is the
e.. . .

K. Edw. The Duke! why, Warwick, when we parted, |
"Thou call’dft me King ? Lo ' T
War: Ay, but the cafe is alter’d. f
When you difgrac’d me in my ambaflade, )
Then I degraded you from beinngin ; )
And come now to create you Duke of 2ork. P
Alas, how fhould you govern-any kingdom,.
"That know not how to ufe ambaffadors ; .
Nor how to bé contented with oné wife, o I
Nor how to ufe your brothers brotherly, - N '
or
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Nor how to ftudy for the people’s welfare,
Nor how to fhrowd your felf from enemies ?
K. Edw. Brother of Clarence, and art thou here too P
Nay, then I fec, that Edward needs muft down,
Yet, Waraick, in defpight of all mifchance,
Of thee thy felf and all thy complices,
Edward will always bear himfelf as King-:
Though fortune’s malice overthrow my itate,
My mind exeeds the compafs of her wheel. -
War. Then, for his mind, be Edward England’s
King: [Takes off bis Crown.
But Henry now lha*ll wear the Engli/s crown, :
And be true King, indeed ; thou but the fhadow.
My Lord of Somerfet, at my requett, .
See that forthwith Duke Edavard be convey’d
Unto my brother, archbithop of Yor#:
When I have fought with Pembroke and his fellowc,
I'li follow you, and tell you what reply
Leawis and Bosa fent to him :
Naw.for:a while farewel, good Duke of Yo%
,K.Edswbd What. -fates nnpofc, that men mnﬁ needs
abide; . . '
Yt hoots not to refift hoth wind and tide. *
[E:x. King Edward led eat forceably.
Ox. What now remains, my Lords, for us to do,
But march to London with our foldiers 2.
War. Ay, thata the firft ching that we have to do;
To free King . from imprifonment,
And fee hxm fea in. th@regdthm : [Exrm:;

- SCENE tbePa\lace.

-~

Riw AD&?’I ;vhat makes you in this fudden

ngx Why, brother Riwers, are you yet to learn,
What late misfortune has befaln’ kmg Edward? s -
Riv. What! lofs of fome _pitcht bastle agamﬁ War-
awick? "
ng No, but tbe lofs o£ 1:1» own wyal perfon. S

Riv.
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Riv. Thenis my fovereign flain ? i
-Queen. Ay, almoft flain, for heis taken prifoner. .
Either betray’d by falthood of his guard, 5
Or by his foe furpriz’d at unawares :
And, as I further have to underftand, ST
Is now committed to the bithop of Yor,
Fell Warwick's brother, and by that our foe.
Riv. Thefe news, I muft confefs, are full of grief :
Yet, gracious Madam, bear it as you may ; :
Warwick may lofe, that now hath won the day. )

- Queen. Till then fair hope muft hinder life’s decay.
And I the rather wean me from defpair, .

For love of Edward’s off-{pring in my womb :

This is’t, that makes me bridle in my paffion,

And bear with mildnefs my misfortune’s crofs : -

Ay, ay, for this I draw in many a tear, )

And ftop the rifing of blood-fucking fighs,

Left with my fighs or tears, I blaft or drown .

King Edward’s fruit, true heir to th’ Englis crown.’ -

Riv. But; Madam, where is Warwick then become ? -

. Queen. 1am informed that he comes towards Londes, .

‘To fet the crown once more on‘Henry's head:: - E

Guefs thou the reft, King Eduvard’s friends muft down. - ;

But to prevent the tyrant’s violence, N
(For truft not him, that once hath broken faith ;)

T'll hence forthwith unto the fan&uary, . B

To fave at leaft the heir of Edward's right. . .

‘There fhall I reft fecure from force.and fraud : . )

Come therefore, let ys fly, while:wemay flys.

If Warwicktake us, we are fure todic.  ~ [Evewnt. '
S C E N E, g Par near Middicham-Cafiie in

 Yorkfhire. -1 - B

Enter Gloucefter, Lord Haftings, ‘and Sir William »

. Stanley. - . T .

Gh. OW, my Lo Haflings, and Sir Williem
. N Stanley, | ng. [
Leave off to wonder why I drew you hither, - - . K

Into the chiefet thicket of the park. -
A ’ Thus
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*Thus flands'the cafe; youknow, our King, my brother,
Is pris’ner to the bifhop, at whofe hands, )
He hath good ufage and great liberty ;

And often but attended with weak guard

Comes hunting this way to difport himfelf.

1 have advertis’d him by fecret means,

"That if about this hour he make his way,

Under the colour of his ufual game ;

He fhaH here find his friends with horfe and men,

‘To fet him free from his captivity.

Enter King Edward, and a Huntfman with bim.’

Hunt. This way, my Lord, for this way lies the game.
K.Edw. Nay, thisway, man; fee, where the huntf-
men fland. .
Now, brother Gl’fer, Haflings, and the reft,
Stand you thus clofe to fteal the bithop’s deer ?
Gh. Brother, the time and cafe requireth hafte,
Your horfe ftands ready at the park-corner.
K. Edw. But whither fhall we then ?-
Hafi. To Lyn, my Lord,

And thip from thence to Flanders. '
Gh. Well gueft, believe me, for that was my meaning.
K. Edw. Stanley, 1 will requite thy forwardnefs.

Glo. But wherefore ftay we ? ’tis no time to talk.

K. Edw. Hunt{man, what fay’ft thou? wilt thou go
along ? .

Hunt. Better do fo, than tarry and be hang'd.

Gls. Come then away, let’s ha’ no more ado.

K. Edw. Bithop, farewel ; fhicld thee from Waravick's
frown ;

And pray, that I may repoffefs the crown. - [ Exeunt.

S CE N E changes to the Tower in London.

Enter King Henry, Clarence, Warwick, Somerfet, young
Richmond, Oxford, Montague, and Licutenant of the
Tower. ' ‘

K. Henry. R. Licutenant, now that God and friends
Have thaken Edward from the regal
feat, And
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And turn’d my captive flate to liberty,
My fear to hope, my forrows unto joys ;
At our enl ent what are thy due fees ?
Liea. Subje&ts may challenge mothing of their fove:

reigns;
But ifan humble prayer may prevail,
1 then crave pardon of your Majefty.

K. Henry. For what, lieutenant? for well ufing me?
Nay, be thou fure, I'll well requite thy kindnefs;.
For that it made my imprifonment a.pleafure :.

Ay, fucha pleafure as incaged birds -
Conceive, when after many moody thoughts,
At laft, by notes of honfhold harmony,
‘They quite forget their lofs of liberty.

But Waraick, afier God, thou fett'ft me free,
And chiefly therefore I thank God and-thee
He was the author, thou the inftrument.
Therefore that I may conquer fortane’s fpight,
By living low, where fortune cannot hurt me ;
And that the people of this blefled land

May not be punifh’d with my thwarting ftars ;
Waravick, although my head ftill wear the crown,
I here refign my government to thee,

For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds.

War. Your grace has ftill been fam’d for virtuous,

And now may feem as wife as virtuous;

By fpying and avoiding fortune’s malice ; -

For few men rightly temper with the ftars 3
Yet in this one thing let me blame your Grace,
For chufing me, when Clarence is in place.

Clar. No, Warwick, thou art worthy of the fway,
To whom the heav’ns in thy nativity
Adjudg’d an olive branch and lawrel crown,
As likely to be bleft in peace and war ;
And therefore I yield thee my free confent.

War. And I chufe Clarence only for prote&tor.

K. Hel’\"y;! Warwick and Clarence, give me both your

ands ;
Now join your hands, and with your hands, your hearts,
That no diffention hinder government.
' . I
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I make you both prote@ors of this land,
While I myfelfwﬁl lead a private life ;

And in devotion fpend my latter days,

To fin’s rebuke and my Creator’s praife.

W ar. What anfwers Clarence to his fov’reign’s will

Clar. That he confents, if Waravick yield confent ;
For on thy fortune I repofe myfelf.

War. Why then, though loth, yet muft I be conten :
We'll yoak together, like a double thadow :
‘To Henry's , and fupply his place ;

I mean, in bearing weight of government :

‘W hile he enjoys the honour, and his eafe.

And, Clarence, now then it is more than needful,
Forthwith that Edward be pronounc'd a traitor ;
And all his lands and goods confifcated.

Clar. What elfe? and that fucceflion be determin’d.

War. Ay, therein Clarence thall not want his part.

K. Henry. But with the firft of all our chief a.ﬁgirs,
Let me intreat, for I command no more,

That Margaret your Queen and my fon Edward
Be fent for, to return from France with fpeed
For till I fee them here, by deubtful fear

My joy of liberty is half eclips’d.

Clar. It fhall be done, my fov’reign, with all fpeed. .

K. Henry. My lord of Somerfet, what youth is that
Of whom you feem to have fo tender care?

Som. My Liege, itis young Henry, Earl of Richmond.

K. Henry. Come hither, Englands hope : if fecret

powers [Lays bis band on bis bead.
Suggeft but truth to my divining thoughts,
"This pretty lad will prove our country’s blifs.
His looks are full of peaceful majefty, /
His head by nature fram’d to wear a crown,
His hand to wield a {cepter, and himfelf \
Likely in time to blefs a regal throne.
Make much of him, my Lords; for this is he
Muft help you more, than youare hurt by me.

Enter a Poft,
War. What news, my friend ?

2.
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Popt. That Edward is efcaped from your brother,
Andfled, as he hears fince, to Burgurdy.
War. Unfavory news; but how made he efcape ?
Pofi. He was convey'd by Richard Duke of G/’ fler,
And the Lord Haflings, who attended him
In fecret ambufh on the foreft-fide,
And from the bithop’s huntfmen refcu’d him: -
For hunting was his daily exercife. :
War. My brother was too carelefs of his charge.
But let us hence, my fov'reign, to provide |
A falve for any fore that may betide. [Exesnt.

Manent Somerfet, Richmond, and Oxford.

Som. My Lord, Ilike not of this flight of Edevard’s :
For, doubtlefs, Burgundy will yield him help,
And we fhall have more wars before’t be long.
As Henry's late prefaging prophefy
Did glad my heart, with hope of this young Richmond 3
So doth my heart mif-give me, in thefe conflicts
‘What may befal him, to his harm and ours.
Therefore, Lord Oxfird, to prevent the worft,
Forthwith we’ll fend him hence to Britany,
Till ftorms be paft of civil enmity. -
Oxf. Ay, for if Edward re-poflefs the crown, .
*Tis like, that Richmond with the reft fhall down.
Som. It fhall be fo; he fhall to Britany.
Come therefore, let’s about it fpeedily. [Exeunt.

S C E N E changes to York.
Enter King Edward, Glocefter, Haftings, and foldiers.

K. Edw. OW, brother Richard, Haflings, and the
reft,

Yet thus far fortune maketh us amends ;

And fays, thatonce more I fhall enterchange

My wained ftate for Henry's regal crown.

Well have we pafs’d, and now repafs'd the feas,

And brought defired help from Burgundy.

What then remains, we being thus arriv’d ,

From Rawenjpurg, before the gates of York, Bt

‘ ut
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~ But that we enter, as into our Dukedom ?
Gl. The gates made faft ! brother, I like not this.
For many men, that ftumble at the threfhold,
Are well foretold that danger lurks within.
K. Edw. Tufh! man, aboadments muft not now
: affright us : :
By fair or foul means we muft enter in,
For hither will our friends repair to us.
Haji.thMy Liege, I’ll knock once more to fummon
em.

Enter, onthe Walls, the Mayor of York and bis Brethren.
Mayer. My Lords, we were fore-warned of your

coming,
And fhut the gates for fafety of our felves ;
For now we owe allegiance unto Henry.
K. Edw. But, mafter Mayor, if Henry be your King,
. Yet Edward, atthe leaft, is Duke of Yor#.
Maﬂrl. rTrue, my good Lord, I know you for no

efs.
K. Edw. Why, and I challenge nothing but m
Dukedom ; & g v
" As being well content with that alone. _
Gl. But when the fox has once got in his nofe,
He'll foon find means to make the%:)dy follow. [ 4fde.
Hapl. Why, mafter Mayor, why ftand you in a doubt ?
* Open the gates, we are King Henry's friends.
Mayor. Ay, fay youfo? the gates fhall then be open’d.
[ He defecends.
Gl. A wife ftout captain, and perfuaded foon !
Hap.-The good old man would fain that all were well,
So *twere not long of him ; but being enter’d,
I doubt not, I, but we fhall foon perfuade
Both him and all his brothers unto reafon.

Enter the Mayor, and two Aldermen.

K. Ed‘irlv. So, mafter Mayor; thefe gates muft not be
ut '

But in the night, or in the time of war. ' :

VO L. Vc H What,
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‘What, fear not, man, but yield me up the keys ;

(Takes bis Aeys.
For Edward will defend the town and thee,
And all thofe friends, that deign to follow me.

March. Enter Montgomery, with Dreum end Seldiers.

Glo. Brother, this is Sir Fobn Montgomery,
" Our trufty friend, unlefs I be deceiv'd.
K. Edw. Welcome, Sir Fobn; but why come you in
arms ?
Mont. To he}p King Edward in his time of ftorm,
‘As every loyal fubje& ought to do.
K. Edw. Thanks, Mowsgom'ry : but we now ferget
Oour title to the crown, and only claim )
Our Dukedom, till God pleafe to fend the reft.. -
Mont. Then fare you well, for I will hence again ;
I came to ferve a King, and not a Duke:
Drummer, ftrike up, and et us march away.
[The Dram begins a Mareh.
K. Edw. Nay, flay, Sir Fobn, a while; and we'll
debate,
By what fafe means the crown may be- recover’d.
Mont. What talk you of debating? in few words,
If you'll not here proclaim yourfelf our King,
T'll leave you to your fortune, and be gone
‘To keep them back that come to fuccour you.
‘Why fhall we fight, if you pretend no title ?
Glo. Why, brother, wherefore fland you on nice
points ?
K. Edw. When we grow ftronger, then we'll make
our claim :
Till then, ’tis wifdom to conceal our meaning.
Hafi. Away-with fcr g:lous wit, ‘now arms muft rule,
Glo. And fearlefs minds climb fooneft unto crowns.
Brother, we will proclaim you out of hand ;
‘The bruit thereof will bring you many friends.
K. Edw. Then be it, as you will ; for *tis sy right;
And Henry but ufurps the diadem.
Mont. Ay, now my Sov'reign fpeaketh like himfelf :
And now will I be Edawvard’s champion.,
. Hap,

’
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Haf. Sound trumpet, Edward fhall be here proclaim’d :
Come, fellow-foldier, make thou proclamation. [Flourifs.
Sold. Edward the fourth by the grase of God, King of
England and France, asd Lord of Ireland, &'c.
ont. And whofoc’er gain-fays King Edward's right,
" By this I challenge him to fingle fight,
. o Tbrows down bis Gauntlet.
All. Long live Edward the fourth ! :
~ K.Edaw. Thanks, brave Maztgomery ; and thanks to all.
If forfune ferve me, Il requite this kindnefs.
Now, for this night, let’s harbour here in York:
And'when the morning fun fhall raife his car
Above the border of this horizon, .
We'll forwaird towards W aravick, and his mates
For well I wot, that Henry is no foldier. .
Ah, ‘froward Clarence, evil it befeems thee
To flatter Henry, and forfake thy brather!
Yet as we may, we'll meet both thée and Waravick.
Come on, brave foldiers, doubt not of the day :
And, that once gotten, doubt not of large pay. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes again to London.

Enter Henry, Warwick, Montague, Clarence,
D King Oxford, and S’omerfet. ’ ’

War. HAT counfel, Lords ? Edward from Belyia,
With hatty Germans, and blunt Hollanders,
Hath pafs’d in fafety through the narrow feas; -
And with his troops doth march amain to London ;
And many giddy people flock to him.
K. Henry. Let’s levy men, and beat him back again.
Clar. A little fire is quickly trodden out,
‘Which, being fuffer'd, rivers cannot quench.
War. In Waraickbire 1 have true-hearted friends,
Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in war,
‘Thofe will I mufter up; and thou, fon Clarence,
. Shalt ftir, in Su{wlh Norfolk, and in Kent,

‘The knights and gentlemen to come with thee.
Thou, brother Moxntague, in Buckingham,
Northampton, and in Leiceflerfbire, fhalt find

) H 2 Men
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Men well inclin’d to hear, what thou command’ft.
And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous well belov’d,
In Oxfordfbire fhalt mufter up thy friends,
My Sov'reign, with the loving citizens,
(Like to his Ifland girt with th’ ocean,
Or modeft Diax circled with her nymphs,)
Shall reft in London, 'till we come to him :
Fair Lords, take leave, and ftand not to reply.
Farewel, my Sovereign. .
K. I{‘my Farewel, my Hefor, and my Troy’s true
ope. :
Clar. In fign of truth, I kifs your highnefs’ hand.
K. Henry. Well-minded Clarence, be thou fortunate {
Mont. Comfort, my Lord, and fo I take my leave.
Oxf. And thus 1 feal my truth, and bid adieu.
K. Henry. Sweet Oxford, and my loving Montague,
And all at once, once more a happy farewel.
War. Farewel, fweet Lords ; let’s meet at Coventry.
[Excune.
K. Henry. Here at the palace will I reft a while.
Coufin of Exeter, what thinks your Lordfhip ?
Methinks, the pow’r, that Edward hath in field,
Should not be able to encounter mine.
Exe. The doubt is, that he will feduce the reft.
K. Heft;yn-e That's not my fear, my meed hath got me
* 1 have not ﬁ?t mine ears to their demands,
Nor pofted off their fuits with flow delays;
My pity hath been balm to heal their wounds,
My mildnefs hath allay’d their fwelling griefs,
My mercy dry’d their water-flowing tears.
I have not been defirous of their wealth,
Nor much oppreft them with great fubfidies,
Nor forward of revenge, though they much err'd.
Then why fhould they love Edward more than me ?
No, Exeter, thefe graces challenge grace :
And when the lion fawns upon the lamb,
The lamb will never ceafe to follow him.
Shout within. A Lancafter! & Lancafter!
Exe. Hark, hark, my Lord, what fhouts are thefe ?
‘ Enter
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Enter King Edward, and bis Soldiers.

K. El:,w Seize on the fhame-fac’d Henry, bear him
- ence,
And once again proclaim us King of England.
You are the fount, that make fmall brooks to flow ;
Now ftops thy fpring, my fea fhall fuck them dry,
And fwell fo much the ‘higher, by their ebb.
Hence with him to the Tower, let him not fpeak.
[Ex. awith King Henry.

‘ And, Lords, to Coventry bend we our courfe,

Where peremptory Waravick now remains.
The fun fhines hot ; and if we ufe delay,
Cold biting winter mars our hop'd-for hay.
Gla. Away betimes, before his forces join 3
Ad take the great-grown traitor unawares :
Brave warriors, march amain towards Coventry. [ Exeunt.

A CT V.

SCENE, &fore the Town of Coventry,

‘| Enter Warwick, the Mayor of Coventry, two Mef~
Jengers and others, upon the walls.

Warwick.

HERE is the Poft, that came from valiant
Oxford ? '

How far hence is thy Lord, mine honeft fellow ?
1_Me/. By this at Dunfmore, marching hither-ward.
War. How far off is our brother Montague?

Where is the Poft, that came from Moxstagye ?
z Mef. By this at Daintry, with a pui?lgant troop.
Enter Somervile.-

War. say, "Somerwile, what fays my loving fon 2
Aud by thy guefs how nigh is Clarence now 2
. v H 3 Somerar,

.
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Somerw. At Sostbam I did leave him with his forces,
And do expe@ him here fome two hours hence.

War. Then Clarence is at hand, I hear his drum.
Somerw. Itis not his, my Lord : here Soxtbam lyes :
The drum, your Honour hears, marcheth from ¥ aravick.
Har. Who fhould that be? belike, unlook’d-for

friends. .
Somerw. They are at hand, and you fhall quickly know.

March. Flourifp. Enter King Edward, Glocefter, and
‘ o Soldiers.

K. Edw. Go, trumpet, to the walls, -and found a

arle. ' ) )

Gh. gcc, how the furly #aravick mans the wall.

War. Oh, unbid fpight! is fportful Edward come?®
Where flept our fcouts, or how are they feduc’d,

"T'hat we could hear no news of his repair ? S

K. Edw. Now, Waravick, wilt thou ope the city-gates,
Speak gentle words, and humbly bend thy kaee, '
Call Edward King, and at his hands beg mercy ?

And he fhall pardon,thee thefe outrages.

War. Nay, rather, wilt thou draw thy forces hence,
Confefs who'fet thee up and pluck’d thee down, = =
Call Warawick patron, and be penitent ?

And thou thalt flill remain the Duke of York. .

Glo. I thought, at leat, he would have faid the King ;
Or did he make the jeft againft his will 2

War. Is not a Dukedom, Sir, a goodly gift ?

Glo. Ay, by my faith, for a poor Earl to give
I’ll do thee fervice for fo good a gift.

War. *Twas I, that gave the Kingdom to thy brother.

K. Ez‘i‘v_w*.AWhy, then ’tis mine, 1t but by Waravick’s

lt. , . [ RN B - 1

War.g Thou art no At/as for fo great a weight :
And, Weakling, Waravick takes his gift again ;

And Henry is my King, Waravick his fubjett. -

K. Edw. But Warawick's King'is Edaward’s prifoner :
And, gallant Waravick, do but anfwer this, .
What is the body when the head isoff?  ~° ~°

Glo. Alas t that Waravick had no more fore-caft, B

oo ut

%
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But while he thought to fteal the fingle ten,
‘The King was {lily ﬁngr’d from the Deck:
You left poor Henry at the Bifhop’s palace,
And, ten toone, you'll meet him in the Tower.
K. Edw. Tis even fo; yet you are Warwick ftill.”
Glh. Come, Warwick, take the time, kneel down,
kneel down:
Nay, when? frike now, or elfe the iron cools.
War. Ud rather chop this hand off at a blow,
And with the other fling it at thy face,
Than bear {o low a fail, to ftrike to thee.
K. Edw. 8Sail, how thou canft; have wind and tide
thy friend ;
This hand, faft wound about thy coal-black hair,
Shall, while thy head is warm and new cut off,
‘Werite in the duft this fentence with thy blood ;
Wind-changing Warwick now can change no more.

Enter Oxford, awith drum and colours.

War. O chearful colours! fee, where Oxford comes!
Ocx. Oxford! Oxford! for Lancafier!
&lo. The gates are open, let us enter too.
K. Edw. So-other foes may fet upon our backs,
Stand we in good array ; for they, no doubt,
Will iffue out again and bid us battle :
If not, the city being of {mall defence,
We'll quickly rouze the traitors in the fame.
War. O, welcome, Oxford! for we want thy help,

Enter Montague, awith drum and celoxrs.

Mont. Montague! Montague! for Lancafer.

G/o. Thou, and thy brother both, fhall buy this treafen
Ev’n with the deareft blood your bodies bear.

K. Edw. The harder match'd, the greater vittory ;
My mind prefageth happy gain and conquet.

Enter Somerfet, -avith drum and colours.

Som. Somerfet! Somerfet! for Lancafier.
Gl. Two of thy name, both Dukes of Semer iz,
- H 4 Have
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Have fold their lives unto the houfe of Yor#,
And thou fhalt be the third, if this fword hold.

Enter Clarence, awith drum and colours.

War. Andlo! where George of Clarence fweeps alon.
Of force enough to bid his br‘gthcr battle : &
With whom an upright zeal to right prevails
More than the nature of a brother’s love,

Come, Clarence, come; thouwilt, if Warwick call.———

[4 Parley is founded; Richard and Clarence awbifper

together 3 and then Clarence takes bis red rofe out of
bis bat, and throws it at Warwick.] (9)

Clar. Father of Waravick, know you what this means
Look, here, I throw my infamy at thee : .

I will not ruinate my father’s houfe,

Who gave his blood to lime the ftones together,

Ard fet up Lancafler. Why, trow'ft thou, Warwick,
That Clarence is fo harfh, fo blunt, unnatural,

To bend the fatal inftruments of war

Againit his brother, and his lawful King?

Perhaps, thou wilt ebjeft my holy oath:

‘To keep that oath were more impiety,

Thanr?e thah's, when he facrific’d his daughter,

I am {o {orry for my trefpafs made,

That, to deferve well at my brother’s hands,

T here proclaim myfelf thy mortal foe :

‘With refolution, wherefoe’er I meet thee,

(As I will meet thee, if thou ftir abroad,)

To plague thee for thy foul mif-leading me.

Andp fo, proud-hearted Warawick, I defie thee, -
And to my brother turn my bluthing cheeks.

Pardon me, Edward, I will make amends:

And, Richard, do not frown upon my faults 3

For I will henceforth be no more unconftant.

(5) A Parley is fownded, &c.] This neceffary Note of Di-
setion, which explains the Matter in AQion, 1 reftor’d from
the old Quarto. And, without it, it is impoffible that any
Reader can guefs at the Meaning of this Line of Clarence;

Look, here 1 shrew my Infamy ar Thee.

XK. Edw.
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K. Eédw. Now welcome mere, and ten times more
belov’d, )
Than if thou never hadft deferv’d our hate.
Gl. Welcome, good Cfarmtt',dthi:l isbr(}{ll)er-like.
War. O pafling traitor, perjur’d and unju
K. Edw. Wixa%, Warwick, wilt thou leave the town
and fight ? '
Or fhall we beat the ftonesabout thine ears ?
War. Alas, I am not coop’d here for defence:
1 will away towards Barswet prefently,

~ And bid thee battel, Edward, if thoudar'ft.

K. Edw. Yes, Warwick, Edward dares, and leads the
way
Lords, tothe field; St. Georgeand vitory ! [Exeunt.

March. Warwick and bis Company follow.

SCENGE, a Ficld of Battle near Barnet.
Alarm and Excurfins. Enter Edward, Cbringing forth

Warwick avounded. .
K.Edw.C O, I§e thou there: die thou, and die our
. ear;’ '
For Warwick was a bug, that fear’d us all, Y

Now, Montague, fit faft, I feek for thee;
That Warawick’s bones may keep thine company. [Exiz.

War. Ah, who is nigh? come to me, friend, or foe,
And tell me, who is vitor, Yor#, or Warwick?
Why ask I that? my mangled body fhews,
My blood, my want of firength, my fick heart fhews,
That I muft yield my body to the earth,
And, by my Fall, the Conqueft to my foe.
Thus yields the Cedar to the ax’s edge,
Whofe arms gave fhelter to the princely eagle ;
Under whofe fhade the ramping lion {lept, :
Whofe top branch over-peer'd Fowe’s {preading tree,
And kept low fhrubs from winters pow’rful wind.
Thefe eyes, that now are dim’d with death’s black veil,
Have been-as piercing as the mid-day Sun,,
To fearch the fecret treafons of the world.

Hs The
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The wrinkles in my brow, now All’d with blood, -

Were lik’ned oft to kingly fepulchres:

For who liv'd King, but I .could djg his grave? i
‘And who durft fmile, when Warwick bent his brow 2.
Lo! now my glory fmear'd in duft and blood,

My parks, my walks, my manors that I had,

Ev'n now forfake me; and of all my lands

Ts nothing left me, but my body’s length. ,
Why, what is pomp, rale, reign, but earth and duft
And live we how we can, yet die we_muit.

Enter Oxford and Sqmerfet.’

Som. Ah, Warawick, Warwick, wert thou as we are,
We might recover all our lofs again: '
The Queen from France hath brought a puiffant Pow'r
Ev’n now we heard the news : ah, could't thou fly !
War. Why, then I would not fly. Ab, Montague,
Ifthou be there, fweet brother, take'my hand;
And with thy lips keep in my foul 2 while.
Thou lov’#t me not; for, bfother, if thot didft,
~ Thy tears would wafh this cold congéaled blood,
That glews my lips, and will not let me fpeak.
Come quickly, Montague, or Lam dead.
Som. Ah Waraick, Montague hath breath'd his laft,
And{o the lateft gafp cry’d out for Warwick :
And faid, Commend me to my valiant hrother.
And more he would have faid, and more he fpoke,
Which founded like 2 cannon in a vault,
That might not be diftinguift’d ; but at lat
1 well might hear deliver’d with a groan,
O, farewel, Warwick!
War. Sweetly rcft his foul !
Fly, lords, and fave your felves ; for Warawick bids
You all farewel, to meet again in heaven. [Dies.
Oxf. Away, away, to meet the Queen’s great power.
(They bear away bis Body, and Excunt.

SCENE
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SCENE changes to another Part of the Field.

Flourify. Enter King Edward in triumph ; avith Glo-
cefter, Clarence, and the reft.
K. Edw. HUS far our fortune keeps an upward
courfe,
And we are grac'd with wreaths of viftory.
But, in the midft of this bright-thining day,
I {py a black, fufpicious, threat’ning cloud,
‘That will encounter with our glorious Sun,
Ere he attain his eafeful weftern bed :
I mean, my lords, thofe Powers, that the Queen
Hath rais’d in Ga/lia, have arriv’d our Coaft,
And, as we hear, march on to fight with us.
Clar. A little gale will foon difperfe that cloud,
And blow it to the fource from whence it came.
Thy very beams will dry thofe vapours up ;
For every cloud engenders not a ftorm.
Glo. The Queen is valued thirty thoufand ftrong,
And Somerfet, with Oxford, fled to her.
If the hath time to breathe, be well aflur’d,
Her fa&tion will be full as ftrong as ours.
K. Edw. We are advertis'd by our loving friends,
That they do hold their courfe tow’rd Teavksbury.
We having now the beft at Barzet field, -
Will thither ftraight ; for willingnefs rids way : :
And as we march, our firength will be augmented
In every county as we go along : .
Strike up the Drum, cry, courage! and away. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes te Tewksbury.

March. Enter the Queen, Prince of Wales, Somerfet,
_ Oxford, .and Soldiers.
va:.C REAT lords, wifc men ne’er fit and wail
Y their lofs, .
But chearly feek how to redrefs their harms.
W hat though the maft be now blown over-board,.
The cable broke, the holding-anchor logt,

And
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And half our failors fwallow’d in the flood ?

Yet lives our Pilot ftill. Is't meet, that he

Should leave the helm, and, like a fearful lad,

With tear-ful eyes add water to the fea ;

And give more ftrength to That which hath too much?

While in his moan the fhip fplits on the rock,

Which induftry and courage might have fav’d ?

Ah, what a fhame! ah, what a fault were this!

Say, Warawick was our anchor ; what of that ?

And Montagse our top-maft; what of him?

Our flaughter'd frienga, the tackle ; what of thefe ?

Why, is not Oxford here another anchor ?

And Somerfet another goodly maft ?

The friends of France our fhrouds and tacklings ftill ?

And though unskilful, why not Ned and I

For once allow’d the skilful pilot’s charge ?

We will not from the helm to fit and weep,

But keep our courfe (though the rough wind fay, no,)

From fhelves and rocks that threaten us with wreck :

As goad to chide the waves, as fpeak them fair.

Ang what 8 Edward, but a ruthlefs fea ?

What Clarence, buta quick-fand of deceit ?

And Richard, buta ragged fatal rock ?

All thefe, the enemies to our poor Bark.

Say, you can fwim; alas, “tis but a while;

Tread on the fand; why, there you quickly fink:

Beftride the rock ; the tide will wath you off,

Or clfe you famith, that’s a*three-fold death.

This fpeak I, lords, to let you underftand,

In cafe fome one of you would fly from us,

That there’s no hop’d-for mercy with the brothers,

More than with ruthlefs waves, with fands, and rocks.

Why, courage, then! what cannot be avoided,

*Twere childifh weaknefs to lament, or fear.
Prince. Methinks, a woman of this valiant fpirit

. $hould, if a coward heard her fpeak thefe »
Infufe Lis breaft with magnanimity,

And make him, naked, foil a man at arms.

I fpeak not this, as doubting any here:

For did I'but fufpet a fearful man,
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He fhould have leave to go away betimes ;
Left, in our Need, he might infet another; ~
And make him of like fpirit to himfelf,
If any fuch be here, (as, God forbid !)
Let him depart before we need his help.
Oxf. Women and children of fo higha courage?
And warriors faint! why,. twere perpetual fhame.
Oh, brave young Prince! thy famous Grandfather
Doth live again 1n thee ; long may’ft thou live,
To bear hisimage, and renew his glories!
Som. And he, that will not fight for fuch a hope,
Go home to bed, and, like the owl by day,
If he arife, be mock’d and wonder’d at, :
Queen. 'lll‘ahalt‘lsks, gentle Somerfet ; fweet Oxford,
- thanks.
Prince. And take his thanks, that yet hath nothing

Enter a Meffenger.

Mefl: Prepare you, lords, for Edward is at hand
Rad{to fight;; t{)ercfore be refolute. "
Ouxf. I thought no lefs ; it is his policy,
To hafte thus éﬂ: to find us unprovided.
Som. But he's deceiv’d ; we are in readinefs. :
‘ Queen. This cheers my heart, to fee your forwardnefs.
' Oxf. Here pitch our battle, hence we will not budge.

March. Enter King Edward, Gloucefter, Clarence,
i o and Soldiers. '

K. Edw. Brave followers, yonder flands the thorny

wood, :
Which, by the heav'n’s afliftance and your ftrength,
Mauft by the roots be hewn up yet ere night.
1 need not add more fuel to your fire,
! (For, well I wot, ye blaze,) to burn them out :
Give fignal to the fE}: and to it, lords.

Queen. Lords, ights, and Gentlemen, wbat ) §
fhould fay,

My tears gain-fay ; for every word I fpeak,
Ye fee, Isiilik the water of my eye: pe
Therefore no more but this; Henry, your Sov’reign,
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Is prifoner to the foe, his State ufurp'd,

His Realm a flaughter-houfe, his fubjeéts flain,
His Statutes cancell’d, and his T'reafure fpent :
And yonder is the wolf, that makes this {poil.

You fight in joftice : then, in God’s name, lords,
Be valiant, and give fignal to the battel.

Alarm. Retreat. Excurfons. Both Parties go oat.

Re-Enter King Edward, Gloucefter, Clarence, &’c. The
Queen,  Oxford, and Somerfet, Prifiners.
K. Edw. Now here’sa period of tamultuous broils.

Away with @xford to Hammes-caftle firajght ;

For Somerfet, off with his guilty head.

Go, bear them hence; I will not hear them fpeak. .
Oxf. For my part, I'll nottrouble thee with words.
Som. Norl, but ftoop with patience to my fortune.

[Exeunt.
Queen. So part we fadly in this troublous world,

To meet with joy in fweet Ferufalem. ;

K. Edw. Is Proclamation made, that who finds E2-
ward, :

Shall have a high reward, and he his life ?

. Gl. Itis, and, lo! where youthful Edward comes. -

Enter the Prince of Wales,
K. E{:w. Bring forth the Gallant, let us hear him

) peak. .

What ? can fo young a thorn begin.to prick ¢

Edward, what fatisfa&tion canft thou make,

For bearing arms, for ftirring up my Subjeéts,

And all the trouble thou haft turn’d meto ? -

Pyrince. Speak likea Subject, proud ambitious Yerk.
Suppofe, that I am now my father’s mouth;
Refign thy Chair; and, where I ftand, kneel thou,
Whilft I propofe the felf-fame words to thee,

Which, Traitor, thou wouldft have me anfwer to.
Queen. Ah! that thy father had been fo refolv’d !
Glo. That you might ill have worn the petticoat,

And ne’er have floln the breech from Lancafer.
Prince. Let &/op fable in a winter’s night,

: His
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His currith riddlesfort not with this plage.
G/lo. By heaven, Brat, I'll plague ye for that word.
Queen. Ay, thou waft born to be a plague to men.
Glo. Ear God’s fake, take away this captive {cold.
Printle‘- Nay, take away this {colding crook-back ra-
ther. .
K. Edw. Peace, wilful boy, or I will charm yous

tongue.
Cla. U%ﬁtor’d- lad, thou art teo malapert.
Prince. 1 know my duty, you’re undutiful :
Lafcivious Edward, and thou. perjur'd Gearge,
And thou mif-fhapen Dic, I tell yeall,
I am your Better, Traitors 3s ye ate:
Axnd thou ufurp'ft my Father’s Right and mine.
Gls. Take that, thou likenefs of this railer here. -
' [Sta&-' bimo
K. Edew. And take thou that, to end thy agony.
. .. [Edw. fiabs bim.
Clar. And there’s for twitting me with perjury.

. [Clar. fabs bim.
Queen. Oh, kill me too!
Glp. Marry, and fhall.—— g?rfer: to kil ber.

K. Edw. Hold, Richard, hold ; we have done
too much.
© Gh. Whg thould fhe live, -to fill the world with
words ? - : o
K. Edw. What? deth fhe fwoon ? ule means for her
recov'ry. : :

_ Glo. Clayence, excufe me to the King my brother:
T’ll hence to London on a ferious matter. '
Ere ye come there, be fure to hear fome news.
Clar. What? what?
Glo. The Tower, man, the Towwsr !—=I'll root ’em
out. . [Exit.
Qg{eﬁ. Oh Ned, {weet Ned! fpeak to thy mother,
Joy. L . :
Casft thow not fpeak ? O traitors, murderess!
They, that.fabb)d Cz/ar, fhed no blood at all;
Did not offend, and were.not worthy blame, )
If this foul deed were by, to equal it. N - ‘
c
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He was a man; this (in refpe) a child; )

And men ne’er fpend their fury on a child. ‘

What's worfe than murtherer, " that I may name it?

No, no, my heart will burft, and if I'fpeak——

And I will fpeak, that fo my heart may burft.

Butchers and villains, bloody canibals,

How fweet a plant have you untimel cropt !

You have no children, Butchers; j you had,

The thought of them would have ftirr’d up remorfe;

But if you ever chance to have a child,

Look in his youth to have him fo cut off;

As, Deathfmen! you have rid this fweet young Prince.
K. Edw. Away with her, g0 bear her hence by force.
Queen. Nay, never bear me hence, didpatch me here:

Here fheath thy fword, I'll pardon thee my death :

What? wilt thou not? then, Clarence, do it thou. :
Clar. By heav’n, I will not do thee fo much eafe. .
Que:in. Good Clarence, do; fweet Clarence, do thon l

o it. C
Clar. Didft thou not hear me fwear, I would not do jt?
Queen. Ay, but thou ufeft to forfwear thy felf:

*Twas fin before, but now ’tis charity.

What, wilt thou not?. where is that Devil-buteher, (10)

Richard? hard-favour’d Richard, where art thou?

Thou art not here : Murther is thy Alms-deed.

Petitioner for blood thou ne’er put'ft back. g
K. Edaw. Away, Ifay; I charge ye, bear her hence.
Laeen. So come to you and yours, 2s to this Prince !

- [Exis Queen,
K. Edw. Where’s Rickard gone 3
- Clar. 'To London all in poft; and, as I guefs,
"To make a bloody fupper in the Tower. ,
K. Edw. He's fudden, if a thing comes in his head.

" (10 Where is that Devils Butcher,

Richard?] Thus all the Editions. But Devif’s Butcher, in o~
ther Terms, I think, is Kilk-devil : rare News for the Freee
thinkers, if there were any Grounds for depending on it. But
the Poet certainly wrote devil- Buscher 3 and the fisft Part of the
Compound is ta be taken adjeively, meaning, execrable, in-
Fernaly devilips, , ) i

Now

t
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Now march we hence, difcharge the common fort
With pay and thanks, and let’s away to London;
And g our gentle Queen, how well fhe fares;
By this, I hope, fhe hath a fon for me. [Exeuns,

SCENE changes to the Tower of London.

Enter King Henry, and Gloucefter, avith the Licutenant
" on Tower Walls.

| Glo.(;OOD day, my lord; what! at your book fo
G harts Y ! Yy
K. Henry. Ay, my good lord ; my lord, I fhould fay

rather ;
*Tis fin to flatter, good was little better : s
 Good Glo'fler, and good devil, were alike,
Ard both prepoft’rous ; therefore, not good lord.
Glo. Sir; leave us to our felves, we muft confer.
- , ) [Exit Licutenans.
K. Iimr}z. So flies the wreaklefs fhepherd from the
wolf, :
So firft the harmlefs flock doth yield his fieece,
And next his throat, unto the butcher’s knife.
What feene of death hath Rofeius now to aét?
Gl. Sufpicion always haunts the guilty mind ;
* The thief doth fear each buth an officer. .
} K. Henry. The bird, that hath been limed in a bufh,
i With trembling wings mif-doubteth ev’ry buth;
| And I, the haplefs male to one fweet bird,
. Have now the fatal obje& in my eye,
" Where my poor young was lim'd, was caught, and kill'd,
Glo. Why, what a peevith fool was that of Creet,
That taught his fon the office of a fowl? '
And yet, for all his wings, the fool was drownd.
VK. Henry. 1, Dedalus; my poar boy, Larass
Thy father, Minos that deny'd our courfe ;
~ The Sun, that fear’d the wings of my fweet boy,
Thy brother Edaward ; and thy felf, the fea,
Whofe envious gulph did fwallow up his life.
ﬁh, bkill me with th}; w,?i‘pon, c'l‘aot with words ;
rook th; ’s point, '
ym‘.anbettcr thy dagger's point, Thas
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Than can my ears that tragick hiftery.
But wherefore doft thou come? Is’t for my life?
Gl. Think'ft thou, I am an executioner ?
K. Henry. A perfecutor, I am fure, thou art;
If murth’ring innocents be executing,
Why, then thou art an executioner.
Gl. Thy fon I kill'd for his prefumption. |
K. Hm_-{_. Hadft thou been kill'd, when firft thou didg
refume,
Thou hadft not li¥’d to kill a fon of mine,
And thus I prophefie, that many a thoufand,
Which now miftruft no parcel of my fear,
And many an old man’s figh, and many a widow’s,
And many an orphan’s water-flanding eye, ]
(Men for their fons, wives for their husbands’ fate,
And orphans for their parengs’ timelefs death,)
Shall rue the hour that ever thou waft born.
The ow! fhriek’d at thy birth, an evil fign;
The night-crow cry’d, a boding lucklefs Tune;
Dogs howl'd, and hideous tempeft fhook down trees ;
The raven rook’d her on the chimney’s tep,
And chattering pyes in difmal difcords fung :
Thy mother felt more than a mother’s pain,
And yet brought forth lefs than a mother’s hope ;
To wit, ‘an indigefted deform’d lump,
Not like the fruit of fuch a goodly tree.
Teeth hadft thou in thy head when thou waft born,
To fignify, thou cam’ft to bite the world :
And, if the reft be true which I have heard,
‘Thou cam’ft into the World with thy Legs forward. (6112

(11) And, if the yeff ba trus which I have beard,
Thew cam’fp—e————————17 Had our Editors had bur &
Grain of Sagacity, ordue Diligence, there could have been no
Room for this abfurd Break, fince they might have ventur'd to
fill it up with Certainty too, The old Quarto would have led
them part of the way,
Thow cam’ft inte the world
And that the Verfe is to be compleated in the manner I have
givenit, is inconteRible ; forunlels we fuppofe King Henry ac-
‘ : tually
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Glo. I'll hear no more : die Prophet in thy {peech ;

. [Srads bim.
For this, amongft the reft, was I ordain’d.
K. H;:fry. Ay, and for much more flaughter after
this-—— : :
O God! forgive my fins, and pardon thee. - [Dies.
Glo. What! will th’ afpiring blood of Lancafler :
Sink in theground? I thought, it would have mounted.
See, how my fword weeps for the poor King's death!
O, may fuch purple tears be always fhed,
From thofe who with the Downfall of our Houfe.
If any fpark of life be yet remgining, -
Down; down to hell, and fay, I fent thee thither:
‘ . : [Stabs bim again,
I, that haveneither pity, love, nor fear.——
Indeed, “tis tre, that Hesry told me of :
For I have often heard my mother (a?', )
I came into the world with my legs forward.
Had I not reafon, -think ye, to make hafte,
And feek their rain that ufurp'd our right ?
The midwife wonder’d, and the women cry'd,
O, Jefus blefs us, he is born with teeth!
And fo I was; which phinly fignify’d _
That I thould fnerle, and bite, and-play the dog
Then, -fince the heav’ns have fhap’d my bedy fo,
Let hell make crook’d my mind, to anfwer it.
I had no father, I am like no father. -
I have no brother, I am like no brother ;
And this word Love, which grey-beards call divine,
Be refident in men like one another,
And not in me: I am my felf alone.

tually reproaches him with this his prepofierous Bisth, how can
Rickard in his very next Soliloquy fay?
Indeed, ’t5s srme that Henty teld me of,
For 1 have often heard my Mother fay,
‘ 1 Empe inta the World with my Legs forward,
" 1 can eafily fee, that ghis Blank was caus’d by the Nicety of the
Players, to (uppre(s an indecent Idea. But, with Submiffion,
, thiswas making but half a Cure, unlefs. they had expung’d the
_ Repetition of it out of Richard’s Specch too. .
‘ . R o Clarences
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Clarenee, beware ; thou keep'ft me from the light 3

But I will fort a pitchy day for thee:

For I will buz abroad fuch Prophecies,

That Edward fhall be fearful of his life,

And then, to purge his fear, I'll be thy death.

King Henry, and the Prince his fon, are gone;

Clarence, thy Turn is next, and then thereft ;

Counting my felf but bad, till I be beft.

D'l throw thy body in another room .

And triumph, Hesry! in the day of doom. [Exit.
S CE N E, the Palace in London.

Enter King Edward, Queen, Clarence, Glouoeﬁer,
v aftings, Nurfe, and Attendants.

K. Eduy. NCE more we fit on Englands royal
Throne,
Re-purchas’d with the blood of enemies :
What valiant foe-men, like to autumn’s corn,
Have we mow’d down in top of all their pride?
Three Dukes of Semerfet, three-fold renown'd
For hardy and undoubted champions :
Two Cliffords, as the father and the fon;
And two Northumberlands ; two braver men
Ne'er fpurr'd their Courfers at the trumpet’s found.
With them the two brave bears, Warawick and Montagus,
That in’ their chains fetter’d the kingly Lion,
And made the foreft tremble when they roar'd.
Thus have we fwept Sufpicion from our Seat,
And made our footftool of Security.
Come hither, Bef;, and let me kifs my boy :
Young Ned, for thee, thine Uncles and my felf
Have in our armours watch’d the winter-night 3
Went all a-foot in fummer’s fcalding heat ;
‘That thou might'ft re-pofiefs the Crown in peace ;
And of our labours thou fhalt reap the gain.
Glo.I'll blaft his harveft,if your head were laid,
For yet Iam notlook’d on in the world,
‘This fhoulder was ordain’d fo thick, to heave; > 4fde.
And heave it fhall fome weight, or break my back ;
Work thou the way, and that fhall execute. X Edu

4
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K. Edww. Clarence and Glo'fer, love my lovely Queen ;
And kifs your princely Nephew, Brothers both.

Clar. The duty, that I owe your Majetty,
X feal upon the lips of this fweet Babe.

.Q_amx.h Inmm’ noble Clarence ; worthy brother, (12)

t .
Gl. And that I love the tree, from whence thou
fprang’ft;

‘Witnefs the loving kifsI give the fruit.——
To fay the truth, fo Faudas kifs'd his mafter ; } Afde.
And cry’d, all hail! when as he meant all harm.9 *

K. Edw. Now am I feated as my foul delights,
Having my Country’s Peace and Brothers’ Loves.

Clar. W hat will your Grace have done with Margaret?
Reignier her father to the King of France
Hath pawn’d the Sicilsand Ferufalem ;
And hither have they fent it for her ranfom.

K. Edw. Away with her, and waft her hence to France.
And now what refts but that we fpend the time
With ftately Triumphs, mirthful Comick Shows,
Such as befit the pleafure of the Court ?
Sound, drumsand trumpets; farewel, fow’r Annoy !
For here, I hope, begins our lafting Joy. [Exeunt omnes.

(12) Thanks, neble Clarence; werthy Brother, thanks.) This

Line, ever fincethe firft Edition by the Players, has been given

) to K. Edward; but I have, with the old Quarts, reftored it to
. the Queen, from whom it comes with much more Propricty.

I
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Dramatis Perfons.

KING Edward 1V,

Edward Prince of Wales, afterwards 5 . -

Edward V. g Sons to Edward IV,

Richard, Duke of York,

George, Dwkeof Clarence, Brother to Edward w.

Richard, Dwke of Gloucefter, Brother so Edward IV, sfverwards
Ksng Richard 11I.

Cardinal, Archbifbop of York.

Dwke of Buckingham,

Duke of Norfolk.

Earl of Surrey.

Margwifs of Dotfet, Son.te qu Elizabeth.

Earl Rivers, Brotberto the Quesn.

Lerd Gray, Son te Queen Elizabeth, >

Earl of Richmond, «frerwards King Heary VII.

* Bifbep of Ely.

Lord Haftings.

8sr Thomas Vaughaa,

S¥r Richard Ratcliff, )

Lerd Lovel, } Friends to the Duke of Gloucefles,

Catesby, :

Sir James Tyrrel, a Villain,

Thomas, Lord Stanléy, Lerd Steward of K, Edward 1Vih’s
Henfebold, afterwards Earl of Desby.

Earl of Oxford,

‘l’i‘;';::;’ }Fn‘td: to the Earl of Richmond.

Sir William Brandon,

Brakenbury, Lientenant of the Tower.

Twe Children of the Duke of Clarence.

Lerd Mayor,

Sir Chriftopher Urfwick, « Prief.

Elizabeth, Queen of Edward 1V.

ueen Margaret, Widow of Henry VI,

Anne, Widow of Edward Prince of Wales, Sen te Henry VI,
afterwards married to she Duke of Gloucefter,

Dwtchefs of York, Mother to Edward IV, Cluence, and Rich-
ard 1L - - -
Shersff, Purfuivant, Citizens, Gboﬂ: of thofe murder’d by

Richard 111. with Seldiersy and other Astendants,

T%¢ S C E N E, in England.
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The LIFE and DEAT H of (1)

RICHARD I

A CT 1

S CE N E, ‘Tke Court.
Enter Richard Duke of Gloucetter, fo/us.

2% O W-is the Winter of our Difcontent
Made glorious Summer by this Sun of
York:
And all the clouds, that Jowr'd upon our
- Houfe,
- In the deep bofom of the Ocean bury*d.
Now are our brows bound with victorious wreaths,
Our bruifed arms hung up for monuments ;
Our ftern Alarums chang’d to merry meetings ;
Our dreadful Marches to delightful meafures.
Grim-vifag’d War hath fmooth’d his wrinkled front ;
And now, inftead of mounting barbed fteeds
To fright the fouls of fearful adverfaries,

(1) TheLife and Death of King Richard 11L.] This Tragedy,
tho’ it is call’d the Life and Death of this Prince, comprizes,
at moft, but the laft 8 Years of his Time: For it opens with
George Duke of. Clarence being clap’d up in the Tower, which
happen’d in the beginning of the Year 1477; and clofes with
the Death of Richard at Bofwerth-field, which Battic was fought
on the 22d of Auguft in the Year 1483, )

Vor. V. I He

-
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He capers nimbly in a lady’s chamber,

‘To the lafcivious pleafing of a lute.

But I, that am not fhap’d for fportive tricks,

Nor made to court an am’rous looking-glafs,~—

1, that am rudely ftampt, and want love’s majefty,
'To ftrut before 2 wanton, ambling Nymph ;

I, that am curtail’d of this fair proportion,
Cheated of feature by diffembling nature,
Deform’d, unfinifh’d, fent before my time
Into this breathing world, fearce ia% made-up;
And that fo lamely and unfafhionably,
‘That dogs bark at me, as I halt by them :
Why I, (in this weak ‘Pipi-ng time of peace)
Have no delight ta pafs away thetimes

Unlefs to fpy my fhadow in the Sun,

And defcant on. mine ewn deformity.

And therefore;’ fince I cannot prove a lover,
‘To entertain -thefe fair well-fpoken days,

I am determined to prove a villain,

And hate the idle pleafures of thefe days.

Plots have I laid, induétions dangerous,.

By drunken prophefies, libels, and: dreams,

‘o fet my hrother Clarennr and the King

In deadly hate, the one againf the other:
And, if King Edwardbe as true and juft,

As I amn fubtle, falfe and tieachercus, .

This day fhould Clarence clofely be-mew’d up ;

About a Prephefy, which fays, that G S

Of Edward’s Heirs the Murtherer fhall be.
Dive, thoughts, down to my foul! here Claresce comes.

Enter Clarence guarded, and Brakenbury.,

Brother, good day ; what means this armed Guard,
That waits upon your Grace?
Clar. His Majetty,
Tend'ring my perfon’s fafety, hath appoiated
This conduét to convey me to the Toaver.
Glo. Upon what cauie ? :
Clar. Becaufe my name is George.
Glo. Alack, my lord, that fault is none of yours :
He
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He fhould for That commit your godfathers.
Belike, his Majefty hath fome iatent,

That you fliould be new ehriftened im the Toq0er,
But what's the matter, Clarence, may I know »

Clar. Yea, Richard, when I know; for, | proteft,

Asyet I donot; butas I can learn,

He hearkens after Prophefies and Dreams,

And from the crofs-row plucks the letter G ;
And fays, a wizard told him, thatby G -
His Hiue difinherited fhould be. '
And, for my name of George begins with G,

It follows in his thought, that I am he. .
Thefe, as I learn, and fuch like toys as thefe,
Have mov’d his Highnefs to commit me now.

Géh. Why, this it is, when men are rul’d by women,
"Tis not the King, that fends you to the Tower;

My lady Gray his wife, Clarence, 'tis fhe,

That tempts him to this. harfh extremity.

Was it not fhe, and that good man of worthip,
Anthony Weodvil her brother there,

That made him fend lord Haffings to the Tower ?
From whence this day he is delivered.

We are not fafe ; Clarence, we are not fafe,

Clar. By heav'n, I think, there is no man fecure
But the Queen’s kindred, and night-walking heralds,
That trudge between the King and miftrefs SZore.
Heard you not, what an humble fuppliant
Lord: H;{P‘ s was to her for his delivery ?

Glo. Humbly complaining to her Deity,

Got my lord Chambeffain his liberty.

Pll tell you what ;——1I think, it is our way,
If we will keep in favour with the King, -
To be her men, and wear her livery :

The jealous o’erworn widow, and herfelf,

Since that our Brother dubb’d them gentlewomen,
Are mighty goffips in this Monarchy.

Brak. 1 beg your Graces both to pardon me

His Majefty hath ftraitly giv'n in charge,

That no man fhall have private confcrence,

Of what degree foever, ‘}vith your brother. o
3 0.
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Gl. Ev'n fo, an't pleafe your worthip, Brakenbury!

You may partake of any thing we fay :

We fpeak no treafon, man we fay, the King

1s wife and virtuous; and his noble Queen

Well firook in years; fair, and not jealous——

We fay, that Shore’s wife hath a pretty foot,

A cherry lip, a paffing pleafing tongue :

That the Queen’s kindred are made gentle-folk :

How fay you, Sir? can you deny all this? .
Brak. With this, my lord, myfeli have nought to do.
Gl. What, fcllow ? nought todo with mittrefs Shore 2

1 tell you, Sir, he that doth naught with her,

Excepting one, werc beft to do 1t fecretly.

. Brak. What one, my lord?
Glo. Her husband, knave——wouldft thou betray me ?
Brak. 1 do befeech your Grace to pardon me,

And to forbear your conf'rence with the Duke.’

Clar. t‘)Ne know thy charge, Brakenbury, and will
obey.
Gls. We are the Queen’s abjects, and muft obey.

Brother, farewel; 1 will unto the King,

‘And whatfoe’er you will employ me in,

{Were it to call King Edward’s widow fifter)

1 will perform it to infranchife you.

Mean time, this deep difgrace of brotherhood

Touches me deeper than you can imagine.

Clar. | know it pleafeth neither of us well.
Glo. Well, your imprifonment fhall not be long,

1 will deliver you, or elfe lye for you:

Mean time have patience.

Clar. 1 muft perforce ; farewel. [Exe. Brak. Clar.
Gl. Go, tread the path, that thou fhalt ne’er return :

Simple, plain Clarence! I do love thee fo,

That I will fhortly fend thy foul to heav’n,

1f heav'n will take the Prefent at our hands.

But who comes here ? the new-deliver’d Haflings ?

Enter Lord Haftings.

Haﬁ.' Good time of day unto my gracious lord.
Gle. As much unto my good lord Chamberlain:

Well
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Well are you welcome. to the open air. .
How hath your lordfhip brook’d imprifonment ?
Haft. With patience, noble lord, as pris'ners muft :
But I fhall live, my lord, to give them thanks,
That were the caufe of my imprifonment.
Glo. No doubt, no doubt; and fo thall Clarence too ;
For they, that were your enemies, are his,
And have prevail’d as much on him as you.
Haft. More pity, that the Eagle fhould be mew’d,
While kites and buzzards prey at liberty.
Glo. What news abroad ?
Haft. No news fo bad abroad, as this at home :
The King is fickly, weak and melancholy,
And his Phyficians fear him mightily.
Glo. Now, by St. Paul, that news is bad, indeed.
O, he hath kept an evil diet long,
And over-much confum’d his royal perfon:
"Tis very grievous to be thought upon.
Where 1s he, in his bed?
Hap?. Heis.
Gls. Go you before, and I will follow you.
i ‘ [ Exit Haftings.
He cannot live, I hope; and muft not die,
*Till George be pack’d with poft-horfe up to heav'n.
I'll in, to urge his hatred more to Clarence,
With Lyes well fteel'd with weighty arguments ;
And if I fail not in my deep intent,
Clarence hath not another day to live: .
Which done, God take King Edaward to his mercy,
And leave the world for me to buitle in!
For then, I’ll marry Waravick's youngeft daughter :
What though I kill'd her husband, and her father ?
The readieft way to-make the wench amends,
Is to become her husband and her father:
The which will I, not all fo much for love,
As for another fecret clofe intent,
By marrying her, which I muft reach unto.
But yet { run before my horfe to market :
Clarence Rill breathes, Edward ftill lives and reigms;
When they aregone, then muft L count my Gains. [Bxie.
: 13 SCENE
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S'CENE changes to a Street.

Enter the Coarfe of Henry the Sixth, avith Halberds to
guard it, Lady Aune being the Mourzer.
Anne. QET down, fet down your honourable load,
If honour may be fhrouded in a herfe;

Whilft I awhile obfequioufly lament

Th’ untimely Fall of virteous Lamcafler.

Poor key-cold figure of a holy King!

Pale athes of the Houfe of Lancafier?

Thou bloodlefs remnant of that royal blood!

Be't lawful, that I invocate thy ghoft,

‘To hear the lamentations of poor Amne,

Wife to thy Edavard, to thy flaughter'd fon;

Stabb’d by the felf-fame hand, that made thefe wounds, .
Lo, in thefe windows, that let forth thy life,

I pour the helplefs balm of my poor .
Curs'd be the hand, that made thefe fatal holes?
Curs'd be the heart, that had the heart to do it!
More direful hap betide that hated wretch,
‘That makes us wretched by the death of thee,
‘Than I can with to adders, fpiders, toads,

Or any creeping venom'd thing that lives!

If ever he have child, abortive be it,
Prodigions, and untimely brought to light,
Whofe ugly and unnatural afpe&

Ma frigit the hopeful mother at the view: "
An! That be heir to his unhappinefs!

If ever he have wife, let her be made
" More miferable by the death of him,
Than I am made by my y lord and thee!
Come, now tow'rds Chertfey with your holy load,
Taken from Pauls to be interred there.

And #ill, as you are weary of this weight,

Reft you, while I lament King Henry’s Coarfe.

Eauter Richard Duke of Glocefer.
Glo. Stay you, that bear the Coarfe, and fet it down.
Anne. What black magician conjures. up this &ad:r
°
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To ftop devoted charitable deeds? i
Gl. Villains, fet down the Coarfe; or, by St. Paul, -
I'll makea Coarfe of ‘him that difobeys. :
Gen. My lord, ftand back, and let the coffin pafs.
Glo. Unmanner'ddog! ftandthon, when Icommand ;
Advance thy halbert higher than my breaft,
Or, by St. Paul, I'll firike thee to my foot,
And {purn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldnefs.
Anne. What, do you tremble? are you all afraid?
Alas, I blame you not, for you are mortal ;
And mortal eyes cannot endure the devil,
Avant, thou dreadful minifter of hell!
Thou had’ft but power over his mortal body, -
His foul thou canft not have; therefore be gone.
Glo. Sweet Saint, for charity, be not fo curft.
Anne. Foul Dev’l! for God’s fake hence, trouble ys
not,
For thou haft made the happy earth thy hell:
Fill’d it with curfing cries, and deep axclaims,
If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds,
Behold this pattern of thy butcheries.
Oh, gentlemen! fee! fee, dead Henry's wounds
their congeal’d mouths and bleed afrefh.
Blufh, blufh, thou lump of foul deformity ;
For °tis thy prefence that exhales this blood
‘ Frem oeld and empty veins, where no blood dwells.
+  Thy deeds, irhuman and unnatural,
. Provoke this deluge moft unnatural.
! O Ged ! which this blood mad'ft, revenge his death: -
i O earth! which this blood drink’ft, revenge his death.
Or Heav'n with lightning firike the murth’rer dead,
Or Earth gape open wide, and eat him quick ;
As thou doft fwallow up this good King’s blood,
Which his hell-govern’d arm hath butchered
Glo. Lady, you know na rules of charity,
Which remders good for bad, bleflings for curfes.
. Anne. Villain, thou know'f nor law of God nor man ;
i No beaft fo fierce, but knows fome touch of pity,
Gh. But I know none, and therefore am ne z&ﬂ
dine. O wonderful, wllxen devils tell the truth !-—GZ
. 4
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Gls. More wonderful, when angels are fo angry =
Vouchfafe, divine perfection of 2 woman,,
Of thefe fuppofed crimes, to give me leave, .
By circumitance, but to acquit myfelf.
Anne. Vouchfafe, diffus’d infeGion of a man,
For thefe known evils, but to give me leave,
By circumftance, to curfe thy curfed felf. .
Glo. Fairer than tongue can name thee, let me have
Some patient leifure to excufe myfelf.
Anne. Fouler than heart can think thee, thou canft
make
No excule current, but to hang thyfelf.
Glo. By fuch defpair I fhould accufe myfelf.
Anne. And by defpairing fhalt thou ftand excus'd,
For doing worthy vengeance on thyfelf;
That didit unworthy (%:ughtcr upon others.
Gl. Say, that I flew them not.
Anne. Then fay, they were not flain :
But dead they are; and, devilith flave, by thee.
G/l. I did not kill your husband.
Anne. Why, then he is alive.
Glo. Nay, he is dead, and flain by Edaward’s hands.
A’mi' In thy foul throat thouly’t. Queen Marg'res
aw
Thy murd’rous faulchion fmoaking in his blood :
The which thou once didft bend againft her breaft,
But that thy Brothers beat afide the point.
Glo. 1 was provoked by her fland’rous tongue,
That laid their guilt upon my guiltlefs fhoulders.
Anne. Thou waft provoked by thy bloody mind,
"That never dreamt on aught but butcheries:
Didft thou not kill this King 2
Gha. 1'grant ye.
Anne. Doft grant me, hedge-hog? then God grant
me too,
'Thou may’ft be damned for that wicked deed!
-0, he was gentle, mild and virtuous.
G/lo. The fitter for the King of heav’n, that bath bim. .
- Anne. He is in heav’n, where thou fhalt never come.

Gh.
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Gl. Let him thank me; that help'd to fend him
thither;

For he was fitter for tha} place than earth.

Anne. And thou unfit for any place but hell. .

Glo. Yes, one place elfe, if you will hear me name it.
- Anne. Some dungeon.

Glo. Your -bed-chamber. -

Anne. 11l Reft betide the chamber, where thou lyeft *

Glo. So wilk it, Madam, till I lye with you.

Anne. 1 hope fo.

Glo. I know' fo.——But, gentle. lady Anne,
To leave this keen encounter. of our .wits,
And fall fomething into a flower method:
Is not the caufer of the timelefs deaths
Of thefe Plantagencts, Henry and Edward,
As blameful as the executioner ?

Anne. Thou waft the caufe, and moft accurft effect.

Gh. Your beauty was the caufe of that effe®t:
Your beauty, that did haunt me. in my {leep,
To undertake the death of all the world ;
So I might live one hour in your fweet bofom.

Anne. If I thought that, I tell thee, homicide,
Thefe nails thould. rend that beauty from my cheeks.

Glo. 'Thefe eyes could not endure fieet beauty’s wreck.
You fhould not hlemitfh it, if I ftood by
As all the world s cheered by the Sun
So I by That; itis my day, my life. . :
. -ff'mti fBlack night o’er fhade thy day, and death thy

ifel . : . . '

"Gh. Curfe not thyfelf, fair creature - thou art both.

Anne. I would I were, to be reveng’d on thee.

Gl. It is a quarrel moft unnatural,

”»

-To be reveng’d on him that loveth ' thee.

Anne. It is a quarrel juit and reafonable,
To be reveng'd on him that kill'd my husband.
Gl. He that bereft thee, lady, of thy husband,
Did it to help thee toa better husband.
4nne, His better doth not breathe upon- the earth.
Glo. He lives, that loves thee better than he could.
4nne, Name him, . ;

Ig Gl
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Glo. Plantagenet.

Anne. Why, that was he.

Glo. The felf-fame name, but osé of better natare,
Arne. Where is he ? .

Gl. Here: why daift thou fpit at me ?

She fpits at bim.

Anne. Would it were mortal poifon fgr thy fake!

GJo. Never came poifon from fo fweet a place.

Anne. Never hung poifon on a fouler toad.

Out of rhy fight ! thou doft infe& mine eyes.

" Gh. Thine eyes, fweet Lady, have infected mine.
Anne. Would they were bafilisks to firike theedead !
Glo. I would they were, that I might die at once:

For now they kill me with a living death. -

Thofe eyes of thine from mine have drawn falt tears 3

Sham’d their afpets with flore of childifh drops :

Thefe eyes, which never fhed remerfeful tear,

Not when my father Yor#, and Edavard y

To hear the piteous moan that Rutlaxd m 3

‘When black-fac’d C/ifford fhook his fword at him :

Nor when thy warlike father, like a child,

Told the fad ftory of my father’s death, '

And twenty times made to fob and weep,

That all the fanders-by had wet their cheeks,

Like trees be-dafh’d with rain : in that fad time,

My manly eyes did fcomn an humble tear:

And what thefe forrows could not thence exhale,

Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with weeping.

I never fued to friend," norenemy 3

My tongue could never learn fweet {moothing words ;

But now thy beauty is propos’d my fee,

My proud heart fues, and prompts my tongue to fpeak.

{84é looks Jeornfully at bim.

Teach not thy lip fuch foorn, for it was made

For kiing, lady, net for fuch contempt.

If thy fevengefill heart can not forgive,

Lo! here I lend thee this fharp-pointed fword, .-

Which, if thou pleafe to hide in this true breaft,

And let the foul forth that adoreth thee,

I lay it naked to the deadly firoke,

,..

And
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And humbly beithe death upon my knee.
[(He lays bis breapt open, foe offers at it aith bis favord.
Nay, do not paufe; for I did kill King Henry;
Bat *twas thy that provoked me. :
Nay, now difpatch: “twas I that ftabb'd young Edwards
Bat “twas thy heav’nly face that fet me on.
, [8be falls the favord.
Take up the fword again, or take up me. ’
Anne. Arife, difiembler; though I with thy death,
I will not be thy executioner.
Gho. Thenbid me kill my felf, and I will do it
Anne. 1 have already.
Glo. That was in thy rage :
Speak it again, and even with thy word,
This hlnfu which for thy love, did kill thy love,
Shall, for thy love, kill a far truer love ;
To both their deaths fhalt thou be acceflary.
Anne. I would, Iknew thy heart. .
G/, *Tis figur'd in my tongue.
Anne. 1 fearme, both are falfe,
Glp. Then never man was trae.
Anne. Well, well, put up your fword.
G/o. 8ay then, my peace is made.
Anune. That fhalt thou know hereafter.
G/o. But fhall [ live in hope ?
Anne. All men, I hope, live fo.
Gl. Vouchfafe to wear this ring.
Look, how my ring encompafleth thy finger,
Ev'n fo thy breaft inclofeth my poor heart :
Wear both of them, for both of them are thine.
And if thy poor devoted fuppliant may
But beg one favour at thy gracious hand,
Thou doft confirm his happinefs for ever.
Anne. Whatisit ¥
Glo. That it may pleafe you leave thefe fad defigns
To him, that hath more caufe to be a Mourner ;

" . And prefently repair to Crosby-place :

Where, after [ have folemnly interr'd
At Chertfey-monaft’ry this noble King,
And wet his grave with my repentant tears,
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I will with all expedient duty fee you.
For divers unknown reafons, I befeech you,
Grant me this boon.
Anne. With all my heart, and much.it joys me too,
To fee you are become fo penitent.
Traffel and Barkley, go along with me.
G/o. Bid me farewel.
Anne. Tis more than you deferve :
But fince you teach me how to flatter you,
Imagine, I havefaid farewe] already.
[Exe. tevo with Anne.
Gl. Sirs, take up the coarfe.
Gent. Towards Chertfey, noble Lord ?
Glo. No, to White-Fryars, there attend my commg

[Exeunt awith the toarje..

Was ever woman in this humour woo'd ?

\Was ever woman in this humour won ?

T’ll have her but I will not keep her long..

What! T that kill’d her husband, and his father !,

To take her in her heart’s cxtreameﬁ hate,

With curfes in her mouth, tears in her eyes,

The bleeding witnefls of Ler hatred by: .

With God, her confcience, and thefe bars againft me,.
And I no friends to back my fuit withal,

But the plain devil, and diffembling looks:

And yet to win her All the world to nothing ! -
Ha!

Hath fhe forgot already that brave Pnncc,

Edward, her Lord, whom I, fome three months ﬁnec,.
Stab’d in my angry mood at Teawdsbury ?

A fweeter and a lovelier gentleman,

Fram’d in the prodigality of nature,

Young, wife, and valiant, and no doubt, right royal,
The {pzcious world cannot again afford :——

And will fhe yet debafe her eyes on me, '

That cropt the golden prime of this fweet Prince, '
And made her widow to a woful bed ?

On me, whofe All not equals Edaward’s Moiety ?
On me, that halt, and am mis-fhapen thus ?

My Dukedom to a beggarly Denier, :
b ' L4
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1 do miftake my perfon all this while: ..

Upon my life, fhe finds, although I cannet, .
Myfelf to be a marv’lous proper man. -

.I'll be at charges for a looking-glafs, -

And entertain a {core or two of tailors,

To ftudy fafhions to adorn my body :

Since I am crept in favour with myfelf,

I will maintain it with fome little coft.

But firft I'll turn yon fellow in his grave,

And then retorn lamenting tomy love. . .

Shine out, fair fun, till I have bought a glafs, )
That I may fee my fhadow as I pafs. [Emit.

SCENE Zbang)s to the Pz;lacé.

- Enter the Queen, Lord Rivers, and Lord Gray.

Riv. AVE patience,. Madam, there’s no doubt, Is
e % Majefty :

. Will foon recover his accuftom’d health.

Gray. In that you brook itill, it makes him worfe ;

“Therefore, for God’s fake, entertain good comfort, .

And cheer his Grace with quick and merry eyes.

- Queen. 1f he were dead what would betide of me ?
Gray. No other harm, but lofs of fuch a Lord. T
Queen. The lofs of fucha Lord includes all harms. .
Gray. The heav’ns have bleft you with a goodly fon,

To be your comforter when he is gone.
Queen. Ah! he is young, and his minority -

Is put into the truft of Ricbard Glolfier,

A man that loves riot me, nor none of you. =
Riw. Isit conclnded, he fhall be protector ?- )
Queen. It is determin’d, not concluded yet :

Enter Buckingham axd Stanley., . ;

Gray. Here come the Lords of Buckingbam and Stan-
ley. (2) . ' ‘ A Buck,

(z) 'Here,come the Lovds of Buckingham and Desby.]- This is
_aBjunder of Inadverteace, which has run thro’ the whole Chain
of Lmpreffions, It could not ‘well be origjnal in Shakefpeare,
. who-
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Back. Good time of day unto your repal Grace !

Stanly. God make your Majey joyfal 23 you hure
- Queen. The Comntefs Ricbmond, good my Lord of

Stanley, .

To your good pray’r will fcarcely fay, Amen;
Yet, Stanley, notwithftanding fhe’s your wife,
" And loves not me, beyou, Lord, affurd,
I hate not you for ber atrogance.

Staxley. 1 do you, ecither not believe
The envious flanders of her falfe accufers :
Or, if fhe be accus’d on true repart,
Bear with her weaknefs ; which, Ithink, proceeds
From wayward ficknefs, and no grounded malice.

Queen. Saw you the King to da*y,Bm Lord of Stanley?

Stanley. But now, the Duke of Backingbam and I
Are come from viﬁxinibia Majefty.
Queen. What likelthood of his amendment, Lords ?

Buck, Madam, good hope; s Grace fpeaks chear- |
y.
Queen. God grant him health! did you confer with -

him?
Buck. Madam, we did; he feeks to make atonement
Between the Duke of G&'fer and your brothers,
And betwoen them and my lord chamberlain ;
And fent to warn them te his royal prefence.

Queen. "Would all were well—but that;will rever be—

1 fear, our happinefs is at the height.
Enter Gloucefter.
Gl. They do me wrong, and I will not endure it.

who was moft minutely intimate with his Hiftory and the Intes-
marriages of the Nobility. The Perfon, here called Derty, was
Themas Lotd Stanley, Loed Steward of King Edward theIVih’s
_Monfchold. But this Thames Lord Sranicy was not created Eacl
of Derby till after the Acceflion of Henry V113 and, accord-
ingly, afterwards in the Fourth and Fifth 4&: of this Play,
before the Battle of Befworrh-field, he is every where call’d
Loid Stanley. This fufficiently jultifies the Change X have
made in his Titles ; :

Who
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' Whoase they, that complain vato the King,
.~ "Thae I, Sorfonth, am fern, and dove them mot ?
By holy Pax/, they love his Grace but lightly,
~ That fill his ears with fuch diffentious remours,
Becaufe I cannot flatter, and look fair,
Smile in mens’ faces, fmooth, deceive and cog,
Duck with French nods, and apifh courtefic,
I muft be held arancorous enemy.
Cannot a plain man live and think no harm,
But thus his fimple truth muft be abus’d
By ﬁlken'i_‘ ﬂyi‘m Facks?
Gray. Towhom in is prefence {peaks your Grace?
GI? To thee, that haft nor honetty, mr?r::qeg
When have I injur’d thee ? when donethee wrong P
~ Or thee ? or thee? orany of your faltion ¢
A plague upon you all! His royal perfen,
Whom God preferve better than you would with,
Cannot be quiet fcarce a breathing while,
But you muft trouble him with lewd complaints.
Queen. Brother of Glolffer, you miftake the matter :
. The King of his own royal difpofition, :
And not provok’d by any fuitor elfe,
(Aiming, belike, at your interior hatred,
That in your outward action fhews itfelf
Againft my children, brothers, and myfelf;)
Makes him to fend, that he may learn the groand
Of your ill will, and thereby to removeit.
Glo. I cannot tell; the world is ?rown {o bad,
Than wrens make prey, where eagles dare not perch.
Since every Fack became a gentleman,
There’s many a gentle perfon madea Fack.
Queen. Come, come, we know your meaning, bro-
ther Gls’fler.
You envy my advancement and my friends :
God grant, wenever may have need of you ! v
Glo. .Mean time, God graats that-we have need of yeu,
Qur Brother is imprifoned by your means ; .
Myfelf difgrac’d; and the nobility
Held in contempt ; while many i{u- Ppromotions
Are daily given to ennoble thofe, : aE Tha
t
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That fcarce, fome two days fince, were worth a noble. -
Queen. By him, that rais’d me to this careful height, ‘

From that contented hap which I enjoy’d,

I never did incenfe his Majeity :

Againit the Duke of Clarence; bat havc been

An earneft Advocate to plead for him. .

My Lord, you do me fhameful injury,

Falfely to draw me in thefe wild fufpeéts,
Glo. You may deny that you were not the caufe

Of my Lord Haftings' late imprifonment.
Riv. She may, my Lord, for—————

¢ Glo; Shemay, Lard Rmm-—-why, who knows nogfo 7

She may do more, Sir, than denying That: -

- She may help you to many fajr prefermerits,

And then deny her aiding hand therein,

And lay thofe honours on your high defests.

‘What may the not? fhe may — ay, marry, may fhe— "
Riv. What, marry, may fhe? )
" Gl. What, marry, may fhe? marry witha King, -

A batchelor, a handfom ftripling too: N

I wis, your grandam had a worfer match.—— * - -
Queen. My Lord of Glo'fler, I have too long. borne ‘

Your blunt upbraidings, and your bitter fcoffs: -

By heav'n, I will acquaint his Majetty,

Of thofe grofs taunts I often have endur’d.

I had rather be a country fervant-maid,

Than a great Queen with this condition 5

To be thus taunted, fcorn’d and baited at. » :

Small joy have I in being England’s Queen.. ‘

Enter Queen Margaret.

. Q Mar. And leflen'd be that fmall, God, T befeech
thee!
Thy honour, ftate, and feat is due to me:
Glo. What! threat you me with telling of the King ? |
. 'Tell him, andfpare not: Look,. whac 1 have faid, (3) 4

‘Iu

(3) Tl himy 414 fpare nots: Looks what I have fid,) This |
Yexle, which was at ﬁxﬂ left our by the Play ers in their im-

yxcEion
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I will avouch in prefence of the King :
>Tis time to fp&ﬂ, my pains are quite forgot.
Q. Mar. Out, Devil! I remember thee too well:
Thou kill'dt my husband Henry in the Toawver,
And Edward, my poor fon, at Tewksbury.
G/s. Ere you were Queen, ay, or your husband King,
I was a pack-horfe in his great atfairs ;
A weeder out of his proud Adverfaries,
A liberal rewarder of his friends ;
To royalize his blood, I {pilt mine own.
Q. Mar. Ay, and much better blood than his or thine.
G/s. In all which time you and your husband Gray
Were fattious for the Houfe of Lancafler ;
And, Rivers, fo were you; was not your husband,
In Marg'ret’s battle, atSt. Albans flain ?
Let me put in your minds, if you forget,
‘What you have been ere now, and what you are :
Withal, what [ have been, and what [ am. :
Q. Mar. A murth’rous villain, and fo ftill thou art.,
Glo. Poor Clarence did forfake his father Warawick,
Ay, and for{wore himfelf, (which, Jefu, pardon !—=)
. Mar. Which God revenge! ;
G/lo. To fight on Edward’s party for the crown;
And for his meed, poor Lord, he is mew’d up:
I would to God, my heart were flint, like Edward’s;
Or Edward’s foft and pitiful, like mine;
I am too childifh-foolith for this world. - .
Q. Mar. dHie thee to hell for fhame, and leave this
- world,
Thou Cacodzmon! there thy kingdom is.
Riy. My Lord of Glo’fler, in thofe bufie days,
‘Which here you urge to prove us enemies,
‘We follow’d then our Lord, our lawful King ;
. Sa thould we you, if you fhould be our King:
Glo. If I fhould be!——I had rather be a pedlar:
Far be it from my heart, the thought thereof. )

preffion (in which the modern Editoss have follow’d them) T
have reftor'd from the old Quarts’s; and, indeed, withoutir,
tke Vesfe, which immediately follows, is hardly Senfe.

Queen,

- ]
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Queen. Aslittle joy, sy Loed, as you fuppofe
You thould enjoy, were you this couatry*s King ;
As little joy you may fi e inme,
That I enjoy, being the thereof.
Q.r Mar. Alile joy enjoys the Queen thereof ;
For I am fhe, and altogether joylefs.
I can no loryer hold me patient.
Hear me, you wrangling Pirates, that fall ont
In fharing that which you have pill’d from me ;
Which of you trembles not, that lookson me?
If not that { being Queen, you bow like fubjeéts ; i
Yet that by you 'd, you quake like rebels ?
: Alzfentle villain, do-not turn away!
. ‘I;‘olc:l wrinkled wisch, what mak'ft thou in my
. t?
T Q. Mag}. Bat repetition of what theu haft marr'd,
That will I make, before I let thee go.
A husband and a fon thou ow'ft 3o me ; [9o Glo.
And thou, a kingdom ; allof you, allegiance ;
- {To ¢he Rucen.
The forrow, that I have, by Right is yours;
Andall the pleafures, you ufurp, are mine.
Gl. The curfe my uoble father laid on thee,
‘When thou didft crown his warlike brows with paper,
And with thy fcorns drew’&t rivers from his cyes,
And then, todry them, gav't the Duke a clout,
Steep’d in the faultlefs bleod of pretty Rutland;
His curfes, then from bittemmefs of foul
Denounc’d againft thee, are now fall’n upon thee ;
And God, not we, bas plagu’d thy bleody deed.
Q. Mar. Sojuft is God, to right the innocent.
Hgp. O, ’twas the fouleft deed to flay that babe,
And the moft mercilefs, that ¢er was heard of.
Riv. Tyrants themfelves wept, when it was reported.
Der/. No msn but preph revenge for it.
- Buck. Northumberiand, then prefent, wept to fee it.
&yMar. What! were you fnarling all before I came,
Ready to cateh each other by the throat,
And turn you all your hatred now on me?
Did %or#'s dread curfe prevail fo much with heav'n,

—
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"That Henry's death, my lovely Edavard’s death,
T heir Kingdom’s lofs, my woful banifhment,
Could all but anfwer for that peevifh brat?
Can curfes pierce the clouds, and enter heav’n?
‘Why, then give way, dull clouds, tomy quick cusfes!
If not by war, by furfeit die your Kmi :
As ours by murther, to make him a King!
E daward thy fon, that now is Prince of Wales,
Faor Edward our fon, that was Prince of #ales,
Die in his youth, by like untimely violence!
Thyfelf a &een, for me that was a Queen,
Out-live thy glory, like my wretched felf !
Long may'ft thou live to wail thy children’s lofs,
And fee another, as I fee thee new, )
- Deck'd in thy rights, as thom art ftall’d in mine!
Long die thy happy days before thy death,
And after many length’aod hours of grief,
Die, neither mother, wife, nor Exglesd’s Queen!
Rivers and Dorfet, you were fanders-by, -
And fo waft thow, Lord Hafings, when my fon
‘Was fabb’d with bloady daggers; God, I pray him,
‘That none of you may live your natural age,
But by fome ualook’d accident cut off !
Gh. Have dege thy charm, then hateful wither'd hag.
Q. Mar. And leave out thee? flay, dog, for thou
thak hear me. .
If heav’ns have any grievous plague in ftore,
ing thofe that I can with upen thee,
O, let them keep it, till thy fins be ripe;
And thep hurl down their indignation
-On thee, thou trogbler of the poor world’s peace? -
. 'Thewarm of cenfcience fill thy foul;
Thy friends fufpe for traitors while thou liv't,
And take deep traitors for thy deared friends:
No fleep clofe up that deadly eye of thine,
Unleds it be while fome mﬁa&dm
Affrights theewith a bell of ugly devils !
‘Theu elvith-markt abortive, rooting hog!
Thou that waft feal’'d in thy nativity
The flave of nature, aud the fon of hell!
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Thou flander of thy heavy mother’s womb!
Thou loathed iffue of thy father’s loins !
‘Thou rag of honour, thoun detefted
Gh. Margare:.
" Q_Mar. Richard.—mmeme
Glo. Ha? v :
Q. May. I call thee not. :
Glo. I cry thee mercy then; for, I did think,
That thou had’ft call’d me all thefe bitter names.
Q. Mar. Why, foIdid; but look'd for no reply.
Oh, let me make the period to my eurfe.
Gl. "Tis done by me, and ends in Margares.
Queen. Th(\.:s have you breath’d your curfe agamft
yourfelf, - :
Q. Mar. Poor painted Queen, vain flourith of my
fortune !
Why ftrew’ft thou fugar on that bottled fpider,
Whofe deadly web enfnareth thee about ¢
Fool, fool, thou whet'ft a knife to kill thyfelf :
The day will come, that thou fhalt with for me
To help thee curfe this pois'nous bunch-back’d toad.
Haft. Falfe-boading woman, end thy frantick curfe ;
Left to thy harm thou move our patience. »
-Q. Mar. Foul fhame upon you! you have all mov’d
mine, - :
Riv. dWer«.: youwell ferv’d, you would be taught your

. Malf.y To ferve me well, youall fhould do me duty, (
Teach me to be your Queen, and you my Subjeéts : ‘
O, ferve me well, and teach your felves thatduty. -

Dor/. Difpute not with her, the is lunatick: o
Q. Mar. Peace, mafter Marquifs, you are malapert ;
Your fire-new ftamp of honour is fcarce current.
O, that.your young nobility could judge
‘What 'twere to lofe it, and be miferable! -
They, that ftand high, have many blafts to fhake them ;
And, if they fall, they dafh themfelves to pieces.
G/o. Good counfel, marry, learn it, learn it, Marquifs.
Dorf. It touches you, :my Lord, as muchas me. ‘
Gl. Ay, and much mose; but I was born fovhig?),
. ur
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Our Airy buildeth in the cedar’s top,
And dallies with the wind, and fcorns the fun.

Q. Mar. And turns the fun to fhade ;——alas! alas!
Witnefs my fon, now in the fhade of death ; -
Whofe bright out-fhining beams thy cloudy wrath
Hath in eternal darknefs folded up.

Your Airy buildeth ia our Airie’s neft;
O God, that feeft it, do not fuffer it:
As it was won with blood, fo be it loft!

Buck. Peace, peace for fhame, if not for charity.

Q. Mar. Urge neither charity nor fhame to me;
Uncharitably with me have you dealt,

And fhamefully my hopes, by you, are butcher’d.
My charity is outrage, life my fhame, '

- And in my fhame ftill live my forrow’s rage!

Buck. Have done, have done.

Q. Mar. O Princely Buckingham, I'll kifs thy hand,
In fign of league and amity with thee: C
Now fair befall thee, .and thy noble Houfe!

Thy garments are not fpotted with our blood ;

- Nor thou within the compafs of my curfe.

Buck. Nor no one here; for curfes never pafs

~ The lips of thofe, that breathe them in the air.

Q. Mar. I'll not believe, but they afcend the sky,
And there awake God’s gentle-fleeping peace,
O Buckingham, bewire of yonder dog ;
Look, when he fawns, he bites; and, ‘when he bites,

- His venom tooth will rankle to the death;

Have not to do with him, beware of him,

. Sin, death, and hell, have fet their marks upon him;

And all their minifters attend on him. :
Glo. What doth the fay, my Lord of Buckingham ?
Buck. Nothing that 1 refpe, my gracious Lord.

Q. Mar. What, doft thou fcorn me for my gentle
counfel ? ‘

And footh the devil, that I warn thee from

O, but remember this another day; - -

When he fthall fplit thy very heart with forrow ;

And fay, poor Marg'ret wasa Prophetefs.

Live each of you the fubjet to his hate, And
n
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And he to yours, and all of you to God’s! [E =i,
Buck. My hair doth ftand on end to hear her Curfes.
Riv. And fo doth mine: I wondér, fhie’s at liberty,
Glo. I cannot blame her, by God’s holy Mother;
She hath had too much wrong, and I repent
My part thereof, that I have done to her.
Dorf. 1 never did her any, to my knowledge.
Glo. Yet you have all the vantage of hex wrong :
1 was too hot to de fome body good,
That is too cold in thinking of it now.
Marry, for Clarence, he is well repay’d ;
He is frank’d up to fatting for his pains,
God pardon them, thatare the caufe thereof’!
Riw. A virtuous and a chriftian-like conclufion,
To pray for them that have done fcathe to us.
Glz- So do I ever, being well advis'd ;
For had I curft now, I had curft my felf. [ 4fide.

Enter Catesby.

Catef. Madam, his Majefty doth call for you,
And for your Grace, and you, my noble lord.
Queen. Cateshy, we come; lords, will you go with
us?
Riw. Madam, we will attend your Grace.
Exeunt all but Gloucefter.
Gl. Ido the wrong, and firft begin to brawl.
The fecret mifchiefs, that I fet a-broach,
I lay unto the grievous charge of others.
Clarence, whom I indeed have laid in darknefs,
I do beweep to many fimple gulls,
Namely to Stanley, Haflings, Buckingham;
And tell them, ’tis the Queen and her allies
That ftir the King againft the Duke my brother.
Now they believe it, and withal whet me
To be reveng’d on Riwvers, Dorfet, Gray.
But then I figh, and with a piece of Scripture,
Tell them, that God bids us do good for evil :
And thus I cloathe my naked villany
With old odd ends, ftol'n forth of holy Writ,
And feem a Saint, when moft I play the Devil.
Enter
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Enter twa Murthereys.
. But foft, here ceme. my executioners.
" How now,, my handy, flout, refolved mates,
. Are you now going to difpatch. thisdeed ?
1 ¥il. Weare, my loxd, and come te have dear;
rant,
That we may be-admitted where he is.
Glo, Well thought upon, I have it here about me ;
‘When you have done, it to Croshy-place.
But, Sirs, be fidden in the execution,.
Withal obdurate, do net hear him plead ;
For Clarence is well-fpolien, and, perhaps,
May move your hearts to pity, if you mark him.
Vil. Fearnet, my lord, we will nat ftand to prate ;
"Talkers are no good deers; be aflfur’d,
We )gao to ufe: our hands, and not our tongues,
. Gl. Youreyes drop mill-ffones, whea fools’ eyes drop
tears

1 like yau,.lhds; about your bufinefs; go.  [Ewsans.
S C E N E changes to the Towes.

Enter Clarence and Brakenbury.
_ Brak. HY looks your Grace fo- heavily to day ?
Clar. O, I have paft a miferable night,
So full of ugly fights, of ghattly dreams,
That, as I am a chriftian faithfol man,
I would not fpend another fuch a night
Though*twere to buy a world of happy days:
So full of difmal terrar was the time.
Brak. IVthat was your dream, my lord? I pray you,
. tell me.
Clar. Methought, that I had broken from the Toaver ;3
And was embark’d te crofs to Burgandy,
And in my campany my brother (glofﬂer;
Who from my Cabin tempted me to walk
Upon the Hatches. Thence we look’d tow’rd England,
And cited up 2 thoufand heavy times,
During the Wars of Yor# and Lancafier, h
at
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That had befal’n us. As we pac'd along

Upon the giddy footing of the Hatches,

Methought, that Glo’fter flumbled ; and in falling

Struck me (that fought to ftay him) over-board,

Into the tumbling billows of the main.

Lord, Lord, methought, what pain it was to drown'

‘What dreadful noife of waters in my ears!

What fights of ugly death within mine eyes!

T thought, I faw a thoufand fearful wrecks ;

A thoufand men, that fithes gnaw’d upon ;

Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl,

Ineftimable ftones, unvalued jewels.

Some lay in dead mens’ skulls; and in thofe holes,

‘Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept,

As "twere in fcorn of Eyes, refleting Gems ;

That woo'd the flimy bottom of the deep, - -

And mock'd the dead bones that lay fcatter’d by.

" Brak. Had you fuch leifure in the time of death,

To gaze upon the Secrets of the Deep ?

-Clar. Methought, I had ; and often did I ftrive

To yield the ghoft; but ftill the envious flood

Kept in my foul, and would not let it forth

To find the empty, vaft, and wand’ring air;

But fmother’d it within my panting bulk,

Which almoft burft to belch it in the fea, .
Brak. Awak’d you not with this fore'agony ?
Clar. No, no, my dream was lengthned afier life.

O then began the tempeft to-my foul :

I paft, methought, the melancholy flood,

With that grim ferry-man, which Poets write of,

Unto the Kingdom of perpetual Night.

"The firft that there did greet my ftranger foul,

Was my great father-in-law, renowned Waravick,

‘Who cry’d aloud W hat fcourge for perjury

Can this dark Monarchy afford falfe Clarence ?

And fo he vanifh’d. Then came wand’ring by

A fhadow like an angel, with bright hair

Dabbled in blood, and he fhriek’d out aloud————mw

Clarence is come, falfe, fleeting, perjurd Clarence,

‘That ftabb’d me in the ficld by Teaw#sbury;

|
|
|
i

Seize
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Scize on him, Furies, take him to your torments !~

With that, methought, a legion of foul fiends

Inviron’d me, ard howled in mine ears

Such hideous cries, that with the very noife

1, trembling, wak’d; and for a feafon after

Could not believe but that I was in Hell:

Such terrible impreflion made my dream.
Brak. Nomarvel, lord, thatit affrighted you;

I am afraid, methinks, to hear you tell it. .
Clar. Ah! Brakenbury, I have done thofe things,

That now give evidence againft my foul,

For Edward’s fake; and, fee, how he requites me !

O God! if my deep prayers cannet appeafe thee,

But thou wilt be aveng’d on my mifdeeds,

Yet execute thy wrath on me alone: '

O, {pare my guiltlefs wife, and my poor children!

I pr'ythee, Brakenbury, ftay by me;

My foul is heavy, and I fain would {leep. .
Brak. RI I;vill, my lord; God give your Grace good

eft!

Sorrow breaks feafons and repofing hours, [4fidee

Makes the night morning, and the noon-tide nighc.

Princes have but their titles for their glories,

An outward honour, for an inward toil ;

And, for unfelt imaginations,

They often feel a world of reftlefs cares:

So that between their titles, and low name,

There’s nothing differs but the outward fame.

Enter the two Murtherers., ’

1 ¥il. Ho, who's there? ‘

Brak. In God’s name, what art thou ? how cam’st
thou hither ? .

2-¥7il, I would fpeak with Clarence, and I came hither
on my legs. .

Brak. What, fo brief? '

1 ¥7il. °Tis better, Sir, than to be tedious. Let him
fee our Commiffion, and talk no more. :

Brak. [Reads] I am in this commanded, to deliver
The noble Duke of G/arence to your hands.. L

Vor.V. K I wil

'
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T will not reafon what is meant hereby,

Becaufe I will be guiltlefs of the meaning.

‘There lyes the Duke afleep, and there the keys.

T'll to the King, and fignify to him,

'That thus I have refign’d to you my Charge. [Exit.

1 Vil. You may, Sit, 'tis 4 point of wifdom: fare
you well.

2 Vil. What, fhall we ftab him as he fleeps?

1 Vil. No; he'll fay, 'twas done cowardly, when he
wakes.

2 Vil. When he wakes! why, Fool, he fhall never
wake until the great Judgment-day.

1 Vil. Why, then he'll fay, we ftabb’d him {fleeping.

2 Vil. The ur‘ging of that word, Judgment, hath bred
a kind of remorie in me.

1 Vi/. What? art thou afraid?

2 Vil. Not to kill him, having a Warrant for it: But
to be damn'd for killing him,: from the which no War-
rant can defend me. :

1 Vili' I'll back to the Duke of Gko'fler, and tell him

: 0.
2 Vil. Nay, pr'ythee, ftayalittle: I hope, this holy
“humour of mine will change; It was wont to hold me
but while one would tell twenty.

1 7il. How doft thou feel thy felf now ?

2 Vil. Faith, fome certain dregs of confcience are yet
within me. -

1 Vil. Remember the reward, when the deed’s done.

2 Vil. Come, he dies: I had forgot the reward.

1 Vil. Where’s thy confcience now ?

2 Vil. O, in the Duke of G/’fler’s purfe.

1 7il. When he opens his purfe to give us our reward,
thy confcience flyes out.

2 Vil. *Tis no matter, let it go; there’s few or none
will entertain it. ] A

"1 Vil. What if it come to thee again ?

2 7il. I'll not meddle with it; it 15 a dangerous Thing,
it makes a man a coward: a man cannot fteal, but ic
accufeth him ; a man cannot fwear, but it checks him ;
a man cannot lye with his neighbour’s wife, but it de-

te@ls’
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tefts him. ’Tis a bluthing fhame-fac’d fpirit, that mu-
tinies in a Man’s bofom : it fills one full of obftacles. I¢
made me once reftore a purfe of gold, that by chance I
. found. It.beggars any man, that keeps it. Ttis turn'd
out of towns and citjes for a dangerous thing ; and every
man, that means to live well, endeavours to truft to him-
felf, and live without it. :

1 7il. Tiseven now at my elbow, perfuading me not
to kill the Duke.

2 Vil. Take the devil in thy mind, and believe him
Dot : he would infinuate with thee but to-make thee figh.

1 7il. I am firong-framd, he cannot prevail with me,

2 Vil. Spoke like a tall fellow, that refpeéts his repu-
tation. Come, fhall we fall to work ?

1 Vil. Take him over the coftard, with the hilt.of
thy fword ; and then throw him into the malmfie-butt,
in the next room.

2 Vil. O excellent device, and make a fop of him,

1 Vil Soft, he wakes. Shall I ftrike?

2 ¥il. No, we’'ll reafon with him.

Clar. Where art thou, Keeper? give me a cup of

wine.

2 Vil. You fhall have wine enough my lord, anon,

Clar. In God’s name, what art thou ?

1 7il. A man, as you are.

Clar. But not, as T am, royal.

¥ Vil. Nor you, as we are, loyal.

Clar. Thy voiceis thunder, bt thy looks are humble.

1 Vil. My voice is now the King’s, my looks mine

own.

Clar. How darkly, and how deadly doft thou fpeak?
Your eyes do menace me: why look you pale? )
‘Who fent you hither ? wherefore do you.come ?

Both. To, to, to——

Clar. To murther me?

Both. Ay, ay. '

Clar. You fcarcely have the hearts to tell me fo!
And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it,
Wherein, my friends, have I offended you?

17il. Oftended us you h?%/e not, but the King. c

2 -

lay.
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Clar. 1 fhall be reconcil’d to him again.
2 Vil. Never, my lord, therefore prepare to die.
Clar. Are yoncall’d forth from out a world of men;
'To flay the innocent ? what's my offence ?
‘Where is the evidence, that doth accufe me ?
‘W hat lawful Queft have giv'n their verdi& u
Unto the frowning judge? or who pronounc’
"The bitter Sentence of poor Clarence’ death?
Before I be convict by courfe of law,
‘To threaten me with dfnth, is hnaloh‘. El:lawful.
T charge you, as you hope to have Redemption,
‘That youydepart, and la;)e no hands on meP
"The deed, you undertake, is damnable.
1 Vil. What we will do, we do upon Command.

2 Vil. And he, that hath commanded, is our King.

Clar. Erroneous vaffals! the great King of Kings
Hath in the Table of his Law commandetf,
‘That thou fhalt do no Murther; will you then
Spurn at his edi&t, and fulfil 2 man’s?
‘Take heed, for he holds vengeance in his hand,
“To hurl upon their heads that break his law. :
2 Vil. And that fame vengeance doth he hurl on thee
For falfe forfwearing, and for murther too:
‘Thou didft receive the Sacrament, to fight
In Quarrel of the Houfe of Lancafier.
1 7il. And, like a traitor to the name of God,
Didft break that vow; and with thy treacherous blade,
Unrip'dft the bowels of thy Sovereign’s fon. :
. 2 Vil. Whom thou wert fworn to cherith and defend.
1 7il. How canft thouurge God’s dreadful Law to us,
‘When thou haft broke it in fuch high degree?
Clar. Alas! for whofe fake did % that ill deed ?
For Edward, for my brother, for his fake.
He fends you not to murther me for this ;
For in that fin he is as deep as I.
If God will be avenged for the deed, ~
O, know you yet, he doth it publickly ;
ake not the quarrel from his powerful arm ;
He needs no indire&, nor lawlefs courfe,

- "To cut off thofe that have offended him,

e ——— ¢ - e . —a— e .
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1 7il. Who made thee then a bloody minifter,
‘When gallant-{pringing brave Plantagenet,
‘That Princely novice, was firuck dread by thee ?
Clar. My brother’s love, the devil, and my rage,
1 7il, Thy brother’s love, our duty, and thy fgl:lt,'
Provoke us hither now, to flaughter thee.
Clar. If you do love my brother, hate not me:
I am his brother, and I love him well.
If you are hir'd for Meed, go back again,
And [ will fend you to my brother G/o’fer,
‘Who will rewardy you better for my life,
Than Edward will for tidings of my death.
2 Vil. You are deceiv’d, your brother Gk’fler hates
ou.
' C.’m'.y Oh, no, he loves me, and he holds me dear:
Go you to him from me.
Both. Ay, fo we will. ’
Clar. Tell him, when that our Princely father 2or£
Bleft his three fons with his vi€orious arm,
And charg’d us from his foul to love each other,
He li:tle thought of this divided friendthip :
Bid G/o'fler think on this, and he will weep.
1 Vil. Ay, mill-ftones ; as he leffon’d us to weep,
Clar. O do not flander him, for he is kind.
1 7il. As fnow in harveft : ——you deceive your fclf;
*Tis he, that fends us to deftroy you here.
Clar. Tt cannot be, for he bewept my fortune,
And hugg’d me in hisarms, and {wore with fobs,
‘That he would labour my delivery.
1 Vil. Why, fo he doth, when he delivers you
From this earth’s thraldom to the joys of heav’n.
T2 Vi{. gdake peace with God, for you mutt die, my
ord.
Clar. Have you that holy feeling in your foul,
'T'o counfel me te make my peace with God,
And are you yet to your own fouls fo blind,
That you will war with God, by murd’ring me?
O Sirs, confider, they, that fet you on
To do this deed, will hate you for the deed.
. @ ViJ. What fhall we do?
. T K 3 Clar.

~
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Clar. Relent, aud fave your fouls.
Which of you, if you were a Prince’s fon,
Being pent from liberty, as I am now,
If two fuch murtherers, as your felves, came to you,
Would not intreat for life? ah! you would beg,
Were you in my diftrefs.——
1 7il. Relent? ’tis cowardly and womanith.
Clar. Not to relent, is beaftly, favage, devilifh,
My friend, I{py fome pity in thy looks:
O, if thine eye be not a flatterer,
Come thou on my fide, and intreat for me.
A begginiPrince what Beggar pities not ?

2 ¥il. Look behind you, my lord.
1 Vil. Take that, and that; if all this will not do,
[Stabs bim.
I’ll drown you in the malmfie-butt within. [Exits

2 Vil. A bloody deed, and defp'rately difpatch’d:
How fain, like Pilate, would [ wath my hands
Of this moft grievous guilty murther done!
Re-enter firfp Villain.
1 7il. How now ? what mean’ft thou, that thou help’ft
me not? :
By heav’n, the Duke fhall know how flack you've been.
2 ¥il. I would he knew, that I had fav’d his brother!
Take thou the fee, and tell him whatI fay;
Yor Irepent me, that the Duke is flain. [Exit.
1 Vil. Sodo not I; go, Coward, as thou art.
Well, I'll go hide the body in fome hole,
Till that the Duke give order for his burial :
And, when I have my Meed, I muft away; .
For this will out, and then I moft not fay. [Exit,



A CT IL
SCENE, the Conxt.

" Enter King Edward Jick, the Quéen, Dorfet, Rivers,
Haftings, Catesby, Buckingham, and Woodvile,

K Epwarnp,

HY, fo; now have I done a good day’s work.
You Peers, continue this united league:
I every day expe@ an embaffage

From my Redeemer to redeem me hence.

And now in peace my foul fhall part to heav'n,

Since I have made my friends at peace on earth;

Haflings and Riwvers, take each other’s hand ;

Diffemble not your hatred ; fwear your love.

Riv. hB;y heav’n, my foul is purg’d from grudging

te;

And with my hand I feal my true heart’s love.

Hafl. So thrive I, as I truly {fwear the like!

K. Edw. Take heed, you dally not before your King
Left he, that is the fupream King of Kings,
Confound your hidden falthood, and award
Either of you to be the other’s end.

Haf. So grofper I, as I fwear perfe& love!

Riv. And I, asI loveHaflings with my heart!

K. Edw. Madam, your felf is not exempt from this;
Nor your fon Dorfet; Buckingham, nor you;
You have been fatious one againft the other.
Wife, love lord Haflings, let him kifs your hand ;
And what you do, do it unfeignedly.

Queen. There, Haflings ;—1I will never more remember
Our former hatred ; fo thrive I and mine!

K. Edw. Dorfet, embrace him: Haflings, love lord

Marquifs. .

Dor. This interchange of love, I here proteft,

Upon my part, fhall be inviolable. -
K4 . Hafis
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Hapl. And fo fwear I. -
K. Edw. Now, Princely Buckingham, feal thou this
lcague
With thy %mbmcements to my wife’s allies,
And make me happy in your unity.
Buck. When ever Buckingham doth turn his hate
Upon your Grace, and not with duteous love
[To the Queen.
Doth cherifhi you and yours{ God punith me
With Hate in thofe where I expet moft love | ——
When I have moft need to employ a friend,
And moft aflured that he is a friend,
Deep, hollow, trcacherous, and fullof guile,-
Be he to me! This do I beg of heaven,
When I am cold in zeal to you or yours.
[Embracing Rivers, &F¢.
K. Edw. A pleafing cordial, Princely Buckingham,
Is this thy vow uuto my fickly heart.
There wanteth now our brother G/o’fler here,
. 'To make the blefled period of this peace.
Buck. And, in good time, here comes the noble Duke.

Enter Gloucefter, awith Ratcliff.

. Glo. Good morrow to my Sovereign King and Queen ;
‘And, Princely Peers, a happy time of day.
K. Edw. Happy, indeed, as we have {gent the day :
Brother, we have done deeds of charity ;
Made peace of enmity, fair love of hate,
Between thefe fwelling wrong-incenfed Peers.
Glo. A blefled labour, my moft Sovereign Liege:
AmonF this Princely heap, if any here
By falfe intelligence, or wrong furmife,
Hold me a foe;; if I unwittingly
Have aught committed that is hardly borne
By any in this prefence, I defire
T'o reconcile me to his friendly peace:
*Tis death to me to be at enmity;
T hate it, and defire all good men’s love.
Firft, Madam, I intreat true peace of you,
‘Which I will purchafe with my duteous fervice :
Of
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Of you, my noble coufin Buckinghasm,
If ever any grudge were lodg’d between us:
Of you, and you, lord Rivers, and of Dorfet,
That all without defert have frown’d on me:
Of you, lord Wosdwile, and lord Scales, of you ;
Dukes, Earls, Lords, Gentlemen ; indeed, of all.
I do not know that Englifoman alive,
With whom my foul is any jotat odds,
More than the infant that is born to night;
I thank my God for my humility.

Queen. A holy-day fhall this be kept hereafter ;
T would to God, all ftrifes were well compounded !
My Sovereign lord, I do befeech your Highnefs
To take our Brother Clarence to your grace.

Glo. Why, Madam, have I offer’d love for this,
To be fo flouted in this royal prefence? .
Who knows not, that the gentle Duke is dead ¥

v [They all flare..,
You de him injury to fcorn. his coarfe.
K. El‘xlw' Who knows not, he is dead! who- knows,.
eis? -
%’mg. All-feeing Heaven, what 2 world is this!’
uck. Look I fo pale, lord Dorfet, as the reft?
- Dor. Ay, my good lord ; and no man in the prefence,.
But his red celour hath forfook his cheeks.
- K. Edw. Is Clarence dead? the erder was revers'd..
G/lo. But he, poor man, by your firft order died,
And That a winged Mercury did bear '
Some tardy cripple had the countermand,
That came too lag to fee him buried.
God grant, that fome lefs noble, and lefs loyal,
Nearer in bloody thoughts, and not in blood, R
Deferve no worfe than wretched Clarence.did,
And yet go current from fufpicion!

Enter Lord Stanley:

Stanl. A boon, my Sov’reign, for my fervice done.
K. Edw. I prythee, peace ; my foul is full of fortow.
Stanl. 1 will not rife, unléfs your Highnefs hear me.

K. . Then fay at , what is it thou requeft’t:
Edw. Then fay a Icgn? W ~q.sf¢"'-.
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Stanl. The forfeit, Sov’reign, of my fervant’s life;
Who flew to day a riotous gentleman, .
Lately attendant on the Duke of Norfolk.
K. Edw. Have I a tongue to doom my brother's
‘ death ?.
* And fhall that tongue give pardon to a flave ?
My brother kill’d no man; his fault was thought ;
And yet his Punithment was bitter death.
‘Who fued to me for him? who, in my wrath,
Kneel’d at my feet, and bid me be advis'd ?
‘Who fpoke of brotherhood ? who fpoke of love ?
‘Who told me, how the poor foul did forfake
The mighty Warawick, and did fight for me?
‘Who told me, in the field at Teavksbury,
‘When Oxford had me down, he refcued me?
And faid, . Dear brother, live, and be a King?
‘Who told me, when we both lay in the field,
Frozen almoft to death, how he did lap me
Ev'n in his garments, and did give himfelf
All thin, and naked, to the numb cold night?
All this from my remembrance brutith wrath
Sinfully pluck’d, and not a man of you
Had fo much grace to put it in my mind.
Rut when your carters, or your waiting vaffals
Have done a drunken flaughter, and defac’d
"The precious image of our dear Redeemer ;
You Krait are on your knees for pardon, pardon,—
-And I, unjuftly too, muft grant it you.
But for my brother not a man would fpeak,
Nor.I, ungracious, {pake unto my felf
For him, poor foul. The proudeft of youall
Have'been beholden to him in his life:
Yet none of you would once plead for his life.
'O God! Ifear, thy juftice will take hold
On me, and you, and mine, and yours, for this.
Come, Haflings, help me to my clofet. Ah!
Poor Clarence! [Exeunt fome with the King and Queen,
Gl. Thefe are the fruits of rafhnefs : mali‘d you not,
How that the guilty kindred of the Queen
Look’d pale, when they did hear of Glarence” death ?
. o!

o
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O! they did urge it fill unto the King,
God will revenge it. Come, lords, will you go

"To comfort Edwiard with our company ? [Exeunts
Enter the Dutchefs of York, «with the tawo children of
Clarence.

Son. Good Grandam, tell us, is our father dead ?

Dutch. No, boy.

Dauila. Why do you weep fo oft? and beat your

reaft ? )
And cry, O Clarence! my unhappy fon !

Son. Why do you look on us, and fhake your head,
And call us orphans, wretches, caft-aways,

If that our noble father be alive ?

Dutch. My pretty Coufins, you miftake me both,

I do lament the ficknefs of the King,
As loth to lofe him; not your father’s death;
It were loft forrow to wail one that's Iloft.

Son. Then you conclude, my Grandam, he is dead.
‘The King mine uncle is to blame for this.

God will revenge it, whom I will importune
With daily earneft prayers.

Daugh. And fo will I.

Dutch. Peace, children, peace! the King doth love

you well. _
Incapable and fhallow Innocents!
You cannot guefs, who caus'd your father's death.

Son. Grandam, we can; for my good uncle G4'fler.
Told me, the King, provok'd to’t by the Queen,
Devis’d  Impeachments to imprifon him ; '

And when my uncle told me fo, he wept,
And pitied me; and kindly kift my cheek;
Bad me rely on him, as on my father, :
And he would love me dearly as his child.

Dutch. Ah! that deceit fhould fteal fuch gentle fhape;
And with a virtuous vizor hide deep vice ! _ »
He is my fon, ay, and therein my fhame;

Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit.
Son. Think you, my uncle did diffemble, Grandam ?
Dutch. Ay, boy. Son.
N,
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Son. T cannot think it. Hark, what noife is this 2

Enter the Queen avith ber bair about ber ears, Rivers
and Dorfet after ber.

Qgueen. Ah! who fhall hinder me to wail and weep ?

'To chide my fortune, and torment myfelf ?

T'll join with black defpair againft my foul,

And to myfelf become an enemy.
Dutch. What means this fcene of rude impatience ?
Queen. To make an att of tragick violence.

Edward, my lord, thy fon, our king, is dead.

" Why grow the branches, when the root is gone?

‘Why wither not the leaves, that want their g;?‘

If you will live, lament ; if die, be brief;

‘That our {wift-winged fouls may catch the King’s 3

Or, like obedient Subjeéts, follow him

‘To his new Kingdom of perpetual reft.

Dutch. Ah! fo much int’reft have I in thy forrow,

As I had title to thy noble husband ; '

I have bewept a worthy husband’s death,

And livid by looking on his images.

But now two mirrors of his Princely femblance

Are crack’d in pieces by malignant death;

And I for comfgrt have but one falfe glafs,

That grieves me when I fee my fhame in him.

Thou art a widow, yet thou art a mother;

And hatt the comfort of thy children left:

But death hath fnatch’d my husband from mine arms,

And plackt two crutches from my feeble hands,

Clarence and Edward. O, what caufe have I,

(Thine being but a moiety of my grief)

To over-go thy plaints, and drown thy. cries!

Son. Ah, Aunt! you wept not for our father’s death;

How can we aid you with our kindred Tears?
Daugh. Our fatherlefs diftrefs was left unmoan'd,

XYour widow dolours likewife be unwept!

Quasen. Give me no help in Lamentation,

I am not barren to bring forth complaints =

All fprings reduce their currents to mine eyes,

That I, being govern'd by the wat’ry moofi,

May

]

'
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May fend forth plenteous tears to drown the world.

Ah, for my husband, for my dear lord Edward !
Chil. Ah, for our father, for our dear lord Clzrence?
Dutch. Alas, for both, both mine, Edward amd

Clarence !

Queen. What ftay had I, but Edward ? and he’s gone.
Cbil. What ftay had we, but Clarence? and he’s gone.
Dutch. What ftays had I, but they ? and they are gone.
Queen. Was never widow, had fo dear a lofs, '
Chil. Were never orphans, had fo dear a lofs..
Dutch. Was never mother, had fo dear a lofs..

Alas! I am the mother of thefe griefs,

Their woes are parcell’d, mine are general. !

She for an Edward weeps, and fodo I;

I for a Clarence weep, fo doth not fhe;

Thefe babes for Clarence weep, and fo do I.

Alas! you three, on me threefold-diftreft

Pour all your tears; I am your forrow’s nurfe,

~ And I will pamper it with lamentations.
Dor. Comfort, dear mother ; God is much difpleas’d,

That with unthankfulnefs you take his doing.

In common worldly things ’tis call’d ungrateful

With dull unwillingnefs to pay a debt,

Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent :

Much more to be thus opioﬁte with heav’n;

For it requires the royal debt it lent you.
Riwers. Madam, bethink you, like a careful mother,

Of the young Prince your fon; fend ftrait for him,

Let him be crown'd; in him your comfort lives.

Drown defp’rate forrow in dead Edward’s grave,

And plant your joys in living Edward’s Throne.

Enter Gloucefter, Buckingham, Stanley, Haftings, and
Ratcliff,

Glo. Sifter, have comfort: all of us have caufe
To wail the dimming of our fhining flar:
But none can hel& our harms by wailing them.
Madam, my mother, I do cry you mercy;
I did not fee you.—Humbly on my knee
I crave your Blefling.
Dutcs,
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Dutch. Godblefs thee, and put meeknefs in thy breaft,
Love, charity, obedience, and true duty.

Glo. Amen, and make me die a good old man |——
That is the butt end of a mother’s Blefling; :
I marvel, that her Grace did leave it out. -

Buck. Youcloudy Princes, and heart-forrowing Peers,
That bear this mutual heavy load of moan,
Now chear each other in each other’s love;
Though we have fpent our harveft of this King,
We are to reap the harveft of his fon.
The broken rancor of your-high-fwoln hearts,
But lately fplinter’d, knit and join'd together,
Muft gently be preferv’d, cherifh’d and kept:
Me feemeth good, that, with fome little train,
Forthwith from Lud/ew the young Prince be fetch’d (4)
Hither to London, to be crown’d our King.

Riv. Why with fome little train, my lord of Buc-

kingbam ?

Buck. Marry, my lord, left by a multitude
The new-heal'd wound of malice fhould break out ;
Which would be fo much the more dangerous,
By how much the Eftate is yet ungovern’d.
Where every horfe bears his commanding rein,
And may dire& his courfe as pleafe himfelf,
As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent,
In my opinion ought to be frevent L

Gl. I hope, the King made peace with all of us 3
And the compatt is firm, and true in me.

Riv. And fo in me; and fo, I think, in all.
Yet fince it is but green, it fhould be put
To no apparent likelihood of breach,

(4) Ferthwith from Ludlow the young Princebefetct’d,] Edward,
the young Prince, in his Father’s life time and at his Demife,
kept his Houfchold at Lwdlow as Prince of Wales; under the
Governance of Anteny Woedvile Earl of Rivers, his Uncle by

- the Mother’s fide. The Intention of his being fent thither
was to fee Juftice done in the Marches 5 and, by the Authori-
ty of his prefence, to reftrain the Welfbmen, who were wild,

diffolute, and ill-difpofed, from their accuftom’d Murthers -

and Outrages. Vid, Hall, Holingthead, ¢e, A .
: ‘ Which
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‘Which, haply, by much company might be urg’d;
‘Therefore I fay, with noble PBucb'ﬂg%am, &
That it is meet fo few thould fetch the Prince.
Hap. And fo fay I.
G/lo. Then be it fo; and go we to determine,
Who they fhall be that ftrait fhall poft to Lud/ow.
Madam, and you my fifter, will you go,
To give yeour cenfures in this weighty bufinefs ? [Exeunt.
[Manent Buckingham and Gloucefter.
Buck. My lord, whoever journies to the Prince,
For God’s fake, let not us Two ftay at home;
For by the way, I’ll fort occafion,
As index to the ftory we late talk’d of,
‘To part the Queen’s proud kindred from the Prince.
Glo. My other felf, my counfel’s confiftory,
My oracle, my prophet!— My dear coufin, (5)
I, -asa child, will go by thy diretion.
‘Tow’rd Ludlow then, for we’ll not flay behind. [ Exeuns.

S CE NE changes to a Street near the Court.

Enter one Citizen at one door, and another ai the other. -
1 Ciz. OOD morrow, neighbour, whither away
: fo faft? -
2 Cit. I promife you, T hardly know my felf:
Hear you the news abroad? ~ :
1 Cit. Yes, the King is dead.
2 Cit. Il News, by’r lady; feldom comes a better :
I fear, I fear, ’twill prove a giddy world.

Enter another Citizen.

3 Cit. Neighbours, God fpeed! ~
1 Cit. Give you good morrow, Sir.

3 Cit. Doth the news hold of good King Edward™s
death?

(s) My other [elf, my €ounfels Confiftery, .
My Oracle,my Prophet,my dear Coufin!] 1 have alter’d the Point-
ing of this Paffage, by the Dire@tion of my.ingenious Friend
Mr. Warburten : becaufe, by this new Regulation, afirange and
xidiculons vAnriclimax is prevented, 2 Cit

its
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2 Cit. Ay, Sir, itis too true; God help, the while?

3 Cit. Then, mafters, look to fee a troublous world.

1 Cit. No, no, by God’s good grace his fon fhall reign.

3 €it. Wo to that Land, that's govern’d by a child !

2 Cit. In him there is a hepe of government :

Which in his non-age, counfel under him,
And, in his full and ripen’d years, himfelf,
No doubt, fhall then, and till then, govern well.

1 Cit. So ftood the State, when Henry the fixth
‘Was crown'd in Paris, but at nine months old.

3 Cit. Stood the State fo? no, no, good friends, God

wot ;
For when this Land: was famoufly enrich’d
With. politick grave counfel ; then the King
Had virtuous Uncles to prote&t his Grace.

1 Cit. Why, fo hath this, both by his father and mother..

3 Cit. Better it were, they all came by his father ;.
Or by his father there were none-at all :

For emulation, who fhall now be neareft,

Will touch us all too near, if God prevent not.

O, full of danger is the Duke of G/o'fer ;

And the Queen’s fons and brothers haughty, proud :

And were they to be rul'd, and not to rule,

This fickly Land might folace as before.
1 Cit. Come, come, we fear the worft ; all will be well.
3 Cit. When clouds are feen, wife men put on their

cloaks ;

When great leaves fall, then winter is at hand ;

‘When t%ne Sun fets, who doth not look for night ¥

Untimely florms make men expeét a dearth :

All may be well ; bat if God fort it fo,.

*Tis more than we deferve, or I expeét.

2 Cit. Truly, the hearts of men are full of fear.:
You cannot reafon almoft with a man
That looks not heavily, and full of dread.

3 Cit. Before the days of change, flill is it {o ;
By a divine inftin men’s minds miftruft
Enfuing danger ; as by proof we fee,

‘The waters {well before a boift’rous ftorm..
But leave it all to God. Whither away ¥ .
z.Cit.
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2 Cit. Marry, we Were fent for to the juftices.
3 Cit. Andfowas I, I'll bear you company. [Exeunt.

S CE N E changes to the Court.

Enter Archbifbop of York, the young Duke of York, the
Rueeny and the Dutchefs of York.

Arch. I Heard, they lay the laft night at Northampton,
At Stony-Stratfird they do reft to night:
To_morrow, or next day, they will be here,
Dutch. I long with all my heart to fee the Prince;
I hope, heis much grown fince laft I faw him.
. Queen. But I hear, not; they fay, my fon of York
Has almoft over-ta’en him in his growth.
York. Ay, mother, but I would not have it fo.
Dutch. Why, my young Coufin, it is good to grow.,
York. Grandam, one night as we did fit at {upper,
My uncle Riwers talk’d how I did grow )
More than my brother. Ay, quoth my uncle Glo*fer,
Small herbs have grace, great weeds do grow apace.
And fince, methinks, I would not grow fo faft,
Becaufe fweet flow’rs are flow, and weeds make hafte.
Dutch. Good faith, good faith, the faying did not hold
In him, that did object the -fame to thee.
- He was the wretched’ft thing, when he was young ;
| So long a growing, and fo leifurely,
| That, if his Rule were true, he fhould be gracious. .
York. And fo, no doubt, heis, my gracious Madam,
Dutch. I hope, heis; but yet let mothers doubt.
York. Now, by my troth, if I had been remember’d,
" 1 could have giv’n my Uncle’s Grace a flout
To touch his growth, nearer than he touch’d mine. .
Dutch. How, my young Yor# ? I prythee, let me hear it.
York. Marry, they fay, my uncle grew fo faft,
That he could gnaw a cruft at two hours old 5
; 'Twas full two years ere [ could get a tooth.
| Grandam, this would have been a biting jett. .
Dutch. 1 prythee, pretty York, who told thee this ?
Yort. Grandam, his nurfe.
Duseh, His nurfe! why, fhe was dead ere thou waft l}anz
ar
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York. If *twere not fhe, I cannot tell who told me.
Queen. A parlous boy—go to, you are too fhrewd.
Dutch. Good Madam, be not angry with a child.
Queen. Pitchers have ears.

- Enter a Meffenger.

Arch. Here comes a meflenger : what news?
Mef. Such news, my lord, as gricves me to report,
Queen. How doth the Prince ?
Mef. Well, Madam, and in health.
Dutch. What is thy news?
Mef. Lord Riwvers and lord Gray are fent to Pemfret,
With them Sir Thomas Vaughan, prifoners,
Dutch. Who hath committed them ?
Me/. The mighty Dukes,
Glo’fier and Buckingham.
°  Arch. For what offence ?
Mef: The fum of all I can, I have difclos’d :
Why, or for what, the Nobles were committed,
Is all unknown to me, my gracious lady.
Queen. Ah mel I fee the ruin of my houfe;
‘The tyger now hath feiz’d the gentle hind.
Infulting tyranny begins to jut
pon the innocent and awlefs throne;
Welcome, deftru&ion, blood and maffacre!
I fee, as in a map, the end of all.
Dutch. Accurfed and unquiet wrangeling days!
How many of you have mine eyes beheld ?
My husband loft his life to get the Crown,
And often up and down my {ons were toft,
For me to joy, and weep, their gain, and lofs. -
And being feated, and domeftick broils
Clean over-blown, themfelves the Conquerors
Make war upon themfelves, blood againft blood,
Self againft {felf ; O moft prepofterous
And frantick outrage! end thy damned fpleen;
Or let me die, to look on death no more. (6) 2
: ueen.

. (6) Or let me die, to losk on Earth no more.) This is theRead-
ing ofall the Copies, from the fist Edition, put out by the Pley-
. . - nh
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Queen. Come, come, my boy, we will to SanGtuary.
Madam, farewel.
Dutch. Stay, I will go with you.
Queen. You have no caufe.
Arch. My gracious lady, go,
And thither bear .your treafure and your goods.
For my part,, I'll refign unto your Grace
The Seal lteep; and fo betide it me,
As well I tender you, and all of yours !
Go, Tl condué you to the Santuary. [Exeunt,

OO RIARI G DITTR DRS4S
A C T IL

S CE N E, in London.

The Trumpets found. Enter Prince of Wales, the
Dukes of Gloucefter and Buckingham, Archbifbop,
with others. :

BuckiNGHA M.

E LCOME, fweet Prince, to Loxdon, to your
’ Chamber.
Gl Welcome, dear. Coufin, my thought's
Sovereign,
‘The weary way hath made you melancholy.
Prince. No, Uncle, but our crofles on the way
Have made it tedious, wearifom and heavy.

ers, downwards, But the old Dutchefs had no Antipathy tothe
Worlde orlooking upon the Earth in general : Her Complaints
are reftrain’d to the calamitous Days fhe had feen, the Mife-
ries and Slaughters of civil Wars at home: during the Procef(s
of which fhe had been witnefs to fo many Murthers, fuch Ha-~
vock and Deftru@ion; that fhe very reafonably withes, that fuch

. Outrage may cecafe, or that fhe may not live to behold any

13
73
{

more Friends maffacred. I have therefore reftored the Read»
ing of the old Quartein 1597 (which is copied by all the other

*, authentick Quarte’s;) by which the Thought is finely and pro-

perly improv’d.
Or les me dye, te losk on Death ne more.

1
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'] want more Uncles here to welcome me.
Gbh. Sweet Prince, th’ untainted virtue of your years
Hath not yet div'd into the world’s deceit :
Nor more can you diftinguifh of a man,
Than of his outward thew, which, God he knows, .
Seldom or never jumpeth with the heart.
Thofe Uncles, which you want, were damgerous :
Your Grace attended to their fugar’d words,
But look’d not on the poifon of their hearts:
God keep you from them, and from fuch falfe friends !
Prince. Godkeep mefrom falfefriends! but they were
none. . -
* Glo. My lord, the Mayor of Lendon comes.to greet
you.

Enter Lord Mayor.

- Magor. God blefs your Grace with health and happy
' days! -
*. Prince. I thank you, good my. lerd, and thank you
all: v
I thought, my Mother, and my brother Yor4,
Would long ere this have met us on the way.
. Fie, what a flug is Haffings ? that he comes not
To tell us, whether they will come or no.

Enter Lord Haftings.

Buc}l. .gnd in good time here comes the {weating
ord. -

Prince. Welcome, my lord ; what, will our mother

come?

Haf. On what occafion, God he knows, not B
The ‘Queen your mother, and your brother Yor#,
Have taken San&uary ; the tender Prince
Would fain have come with me to meet your Grace,
But by his mother was perforce with-held.

Buck. Fie, what an indire& and peevith courfe
Is this of hers? Lord Cardinal, will your Grace
Perfuade the Queen to fend the Duke of York
Unto his Princely Brother prefently ?

If fhe deny, lord Haflings, yougo with him, A
: nd
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\nd from her jealous arms pluck him perforce.

Arch. My Lord of Buckingbam, if my weak orator

Can from his mother win the Duke of 2or#,

Anon expe& him here; but if fhe be
Obdurate to entreaties, God forbid,

We fhould infringe the holy privilege
OfSanétuary! not for all this land
Would I be guilty of fo deep a fin.

Buck. You are too fenfelefs-obftinate, my Lo rd ;

Too ceremonious, and traditional.

Weigh it but with the groflenefs of this age,

You break not Sanétuary, in feizing him;

The benefit thereofis always granted
To thofe, whofe dealings have deferv'd the place;

And thofe, who have the wit to claim the place’;

This Prince hath neither claim’d it, nor deferv'd it ;
Therefore, in mine opinion, cannot have it.

Then taking him from thence, that is not there,

You break no Privilege nor Charter there:

Oft have I heard of San&uary-men,

But San&uary-children ne’er till now. :

4rch. My Lord, you fhall o’er-rule my mind for once,

Come on, Lord Hafings, will you go with me?

Hap. I go, my Lord.
[Exeunt Archbifbop and Haftings.

i Prince. Good Lords, make all the fpeedy hafle you

may.
1 Say, Uncle Gio'fer, if our Brother come,

Where fhall we fojourn till our Coronation ?

- Glo. Where it feems beft unto your royal felf :

If I may counfel you, fome day or two 4
Your Highnefs fhall repofe you at the Towwer : .
Then, where mpleak, and fhall be thought moft fit
For your beft health and recreation.

- Prince. I do not like the Tower of any place;
Did Fulius C/ar build that place, my Lord ?
' Buk. He did, my gracious Lord, begin that place,
* Which, fince, fucceeding ages have re-edify’d.
. Prince. Is it upon record ? or elfe reported
Succeflively, from age to age, he builtit? Buck
. HCR o



238 King Ricuarp IIL

Buck. Upon record, my gracious Lord.

Prince. But fay, my Lord, it were not regifter’d,
Methinks, the truth fhould live from age to age,

As “twere retail’d to all Pofterity ; -
Even to the general all-ending dag.

Gh. Sowife, fo young, they fay, do ne’er live long.

Prince. What fay you, Uncle?

Gl. 1fay, without chara&ers Fame lives long.
Thus, like the formal Vice, Iniquity, Afid
I moralize two meanings in one word. (7) } ¢

: Prince.

(7) Thwus like the formal Vice, Iniquity,
I moralize two Meanings in one Word.) By Vice, the Aunthor
means not 2 Quality but a Perfon. Thete was hardly an old
Play, till the Period of the Refermation, which had not in it
a Devil, and a drole Charalter, a Jeafter; éwho was to play,
upon, and work, the Devil;) and this Buffoon went by the
Name of a Vice, A Vice in a Play, badin, mime; 7o play the
Vice, badiner; Mime, & Vice, Fool, Feafier, &C. in @ Play;'
fays Corgrave. Mimo, (mimus) « Feaffer, a Vice; fays Min-
Jhew in his Spanifh Di&ionary. This Bsffoen was at firft accou -
tred with a long Jerkin, a Cap with a Pair of Afs’s Ears, and a -
Wooden Dagger, with which (like another Atlequin) he was to
make Sport in belabouring the Devil. This was the conftant
Entertainment in the Times of Popery, whilft Spirits, and
Witchcraft, and Exorcifing held their own. When the Refor-
mation took place, the Stage fhook off fome Groffities, and
encreas’d in Refinements. The Mafter-Devil then was foon
dismifs’d from the Scene; and this Buffoon was chang’d into a
fubordinate Fiend, whofe Bufine(s was to range on Earth, and
feduce poor Mortalsiato that perfonated vicious Quality, which
he occafionally fupported; as, Inigwity in general, Hypocrsfy,
Ufury, Vanity, Prodigalitys Glstteny, &c. Now as the Fiend,
(or Vice,) who petfonated Iniquity (or Hypocrify, for Inftance)
could never hope to play his Game to the purpofe but by hiding
his cloven Foot, and affluming a Semblance quite different from
his real Chara@er; hemuft cectainly put on a formal Demean-
our, meralize, and prevaricate in his Words, and pretead a
Meaning dire@ly oppofite to his genuine and primitive Intention,
1f this does not explain the Paflage in Queftion, ’tis all that 1
<an at prefent fuggeft upon it: Uanlefs what Glo’fler himfelf fays
in the preceding A&, may come in by way of Comment,

And
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Prince. 'That Fuliis Czfar was a famous man ;
With what his valour did enrich his wit,
His wit fet down to make his valour live:
Death makes no conqueft of this conqueror;
For now he livesin fame, though not in life.
I'll tell you what, my coufin Buckingham.
Buck. What, my gracious Lord ? .
Prince. AnifI live until I bea man,
I'll win our ancient Right in France again,
Or die a foldier, asI liv’d a King. '
Gl. Short fummer lightly has a forward fpring.

Enter York, Haftings, and Archbifbop.

Buck. Now in good time here comes the Duke of 2o £.
Prince. Richard of York, how fares our noble brother ?
York. Well, my dread Lord, fo muft I call you now. -
Prince.. Ay, brother, toour grief, as it is yours;
Too late he dy’d that might have kept that tide,
Which by his death hath loft much Majetty.
Glo. How fares our Coufin, noble Lord of Yor4 ?
York. Ithank you, gentle Uncle. O my Lord,
You faid, that idle weeds are faft in growth :
The Prince my brother hath outgrown me far.
Glo. He hath, my Lord.
York. And therefore is he idle ?
' Gl. Oh, my fair Coufin, I muftnot fay fo.
York. Then is he more beholden to you than I,
| Glo. He may command me as my Sovereign,
- But you have pow’r in me, as in a kinfman.
York. I pray you, Uncle, give me this your dagger,
Glo. My dagger, little coufin ? with all my heart.
Prince. A beggar, brother ?
York. Of myiind Uncle, that I know will give;;
. And being a toy, it is no grief to give.
" Gh. A greater gift than that I'll give my coufin.
" Yurk. A greatergift? O, that's the fword to it.

And thus 1 cloath my naked Villany

With old odd Ends, ftoln forth of holy Writ ;

And feem & Saint, when moft I play the Devils .
(0
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Gl. Ay, gentle Coufin, were it light enough.
York. O, thenlI fee, you'll part but with light gifts ;
In weightier things you'll fay a beégar nay.
Glo. It is too weighty for your Grace to wear.
York. I weigh it lightly, wereit heavier.
Glo. What, would you have my weapon, little Lord ?
York. I would, that I might thank you, as you call mé.
Gl. How?
York. Little.
Prince. My Lord of York will till be crofs in talk ;
Unele, your Grace knows how to bear with him.
York. You mean to bear me, not to bear with me :
Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me :
Becaufe that I am little like an ape, »
He thinks, that you thould bear me on your fhoulders.
Buck. With whata fharp-provided wit he reafons !
'T'o mitigate the fcorn he gives his Uncle, .
He prettily and aptly taunts himfelf ;
So cunning, and fo young, is wonderful.
Glo. My Lord, will't pleafe you pafs along ?
Myfelf, and my coufin Buckingham
‘Will to your mother, to entreat of her
‘To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you.
York. that, will you go unto the Toaver, my Lord?
Prince. My Lord Prote&or needs will have it fo.
Zork. I fhall not fleep in quiet at the Tower.
Gl. Why, what fhould you fear ? :
York. Marry, my uncle Claresce’ angry ghott :
My Grandam told me, he was murther’d there.
Prince. I fear no Uncles dead.
Gls. Nor none that live, I hope.
Prince. Anifthey live, I hope, I need not fear.
But come, my Lord, and with a heavy heart,
‘Thinking on them, go I unto the Toawer.
[Exeunt Prince, York, Haftings and Dorfet.

Masnent Gloucefter, Buckingham and Catesby.
Buck. Think you, my Lord, this little prating Yoré
‘Was not incenfed by his fubtle mother,
To taunt and fcorn you thus opprobrioufly ?
Gk'

|
|
|
|
(
|
|
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Gh. No doubt, no doubt: oh, 'tis a per'lous boy,
Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable ;
He’s ali the mother’s, from the top to-toe. :
Bnck. Well, let them reft : come, Gateshy, thou art
fworn . )
As deeply to effeét what we intend,
As clofely to conceal what we impart :
Thou know’ft our reafons urg’d upon theway
What think’ft thou ? is it not an eafie matter
Tomake Lord William Haflings of our mind,
For the inftalment of this noble Duke '
In the feat royal of this famous Ifle ?
Catef. He for his father's fake fo loves the Prince,
«That ke will not be won to aught againft him.
Bud.heWhat think’ft thou then of Stanly? will not
?

Catef. He will doall in all as Haflings doth, _
Buck. Well. then, no more than this : go, -gentle
Catesty, :

And, as it were far off, found thou Lord Haflings,

How he doth ftand affected to our purpofe ; :

And fummon him to morrow to the Tover,

To fit about the Coronation.

If thou doft find him tractable to us,

Encourage him, and tell him all our reafons :

If he be n, icy, cold, unwilling,

Be thou fo too; and fo break off the talk, -

And give us notice of his inclination :

For we to morrow hold divided councils,

Wherein thy felf fhale highly be employ*d.
Ghb. Commend me to Lord #itliam ; tell him, Catesby,

His ancient knot of dangerous adverfarjes

‘To marrow are let blood at Posmfres-caftle ;

i And bid my friend, for joy of this good news,
Give miftrefs Sbore one gentle kifs the more.
. Buck. Good Catesby, go, effet this bufinefs foundly,

Cate/. My good Lords both, with all the heed I can.,

f Glo. Shall we hear from you, Gatesby, ere we fleen
' Cate/. You fhall, my Lord.” ’ flcp

Yot. V. L Gle.

-—
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Gla. At Crosby-place, there you fhall find us both.
. [Ex. Cat.
Buck. My Lord, what fall we do, if we perceive,
Lotd Haflings will not yield to our complots ?
Gl Chop off his head, man ; fomewhat we will do;
And look, when Iam King, claim thou of me
The Earldom of Her¢ford, and the moveables
Whereof the King, my brother, ftood poffeft.
Buck. I'll claim that promife at your Grace’s hand.
Glo. And look to have it yielded with all kindnefs.
Come, let us fup betimes ; that, afterwards,
We may digeft our complots in fome form. [Excunt.

S CE N E, before Lord Haltings’s Houfe, .

Enter a Meffenger to the door of Haftings.

Mef. Y Lord, my Lord,=——
Hafl. [within.] Who knocks?
Me/. One from Lord Stanley.
Hafi. Whatis't o’ clock ?
M/. Upon the froak of four. .

Enter Lord Hattings.

Hafi. Cannot thy mafier {leep thefe tedious nights ?
Mef. So it appears, by what [ have to fay :
Firft, he commends him to your noble felf.
Haft. What then ?
Me/. Then certifies your Lordihig;‘tha this night
He dreamt, the Boar had rafed off his helm :
Befides, he fays, thereare two Councils held 3
And That may be determin'd at the one, :
Which may make you and him to rue at th’ other.
Therefore he fends to know your Lordthip's pleafure, .
If you will ‘ﬁrefently take horfe with him,
And with all fpeed poft with him tow’rds the north 3
To fhun the danger that his foul divies. _ .
Haft. Go, fellow, go, return unto thy
Bid him not fear the feparated Councils :
. His honour, and myfelf, are at the one;

Add,
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And, dt the other, is my friend Catesby 3
Where nothing can rooa«iootdhat toucheth 3,
Whereof I fhall not have intelligence :
Tell him, his fears are fhallaw, wanting mftance 3
And for his dreams, I wonder, he’s fo fond
To truft the mock’ry of unquiet flumbers.
To fly the boar, before the purfues,
Were to incenfe the boar to follow us; -
And make purfuit, where he did mean no chafe.
Go, bid thy mafter rife and come to me,
And we will both together to the Toawer,
Where, he fhall fee, the boar will ufe us kindly.
- Mef. I'll go, my Lord, and tell him what you fay.’ *
_ (Exie,
Enter Catesby.

Catef. Many good morrows to my noble Lord !
Hafl. Goed morrow, Catesby, you are early ftirring
What news, what news, in this our tott’ring State ?
- Catef. It is a reeling world, indeed, my Lord ;
And, I believe, will never fland upright,
Till Richard wear the garland of the realm. _
Hap. How! wear the garland ? doft thou mean the
crown ? good Lord .0
Catef. Ay, my .
Haﬁ( I'll have this crown of mine cut from my
fhoulders, :
Before I'll fee the crown fo fop! mifplac’d.
Bat canft thou guefs that he doth aim at it ? .
Cate/. Ay, onmy life ; and hopes to find you forward
Upon his party, for the gain thereof :
And thereupon he fends you this good news,
‘That this fame very day your enemies,
‘The kindred of the Queen, muft die at Pomfier.
Haft, Indeed, Iam nomourner for that news,
Beeaufe they havebeen fill my adverfaries ;
But that I'll give my voice on Rickard's fide,
'To bar my mafter’s heirs in true defcent,
God knows, I will not do it, ta the death.
Catef. God keep your Lordfhip in that gracious mind
- La Hap,
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Haff. But I fhall laugh at this a twelve-month hence, -
‘That they, who brought me in my mafter’s hate, "
I live to look upon their tragedy.
Well, Catesy, ere a fortnight make me older,
I’l fend fome packing that yet think not on’t.
Chtef. *Tis a vile thing to die, my gracious Lord,
‘When men are unprepar’d and look not for it. .
Hafi. O monftrous, monftrous | and fo falls it out
With Riwers, Paughan, Gray; and fo 'twill do
‘With fome men elfe, who think themfelves as fafe
As thou and I; who, as thou know’it, are dear
To Princely Richard and to Buckingham.
Catef. The Princes both make high account of you—
For they account his head upon the bridge. [4fide.
Hafi. I know, they do; and I have well deferv’d it.

, Enter Lord Stanley.
Come on, come on, where isyour boar-fpear, man? ‘
Fear you the boar, and go fo unprovided? - . - -
Stan. My gy_.o'rd, good morrow; and, good merrow, |
Catesby;
You may jeft on, but, by the holy rood, |
I do not like thefe feveral Councils, I.
Hafi. My Lord, I hold my life as dear as you do-yours.

.

And never in my days, I do protett,
Was it fo precious to me as "tis now ; A
Think you, but that I know our ftate fecure, :
I would be fo triumphantas Iam ¢ .
Stan. The Lords at Pomfret, when they rode from
London, o
‘Were jocund, ‘and fuppos’d, their ftates were fure;
. And they, indeed, had no caufe to miftruft;
- Bat yet, you fee, how foon the day o’er-caft. -~ : l
This fudden ftab of rancor I mifdoubt ;
Pray God, I fay, I provea needlefs coward:!
What, fhall we tow'rd the Toaer ? the day is-fpent. l
- Haft. C,o:lne, come, have with you: wot ye what, my (
Lerd? :
" 'To day the Lords, you talk of, arebeheaded.. .~ , !
Stan. ’:‘hg, Jor their truth, might better wear their |
eads, : ;

4
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‘Than fome, that have accus’d them,. weartheir hats.
.But come,- my Lord, away.

Enter a Purfuivant.

Haf!. Go on before, I’ll talk with this good fellow.
[Exeunt Lord Stanley and Catesby.
Sirrah, how now ? how goes the world with thee ?
Par/. The better, that your Lordthip pleafe to ask.
Hafi. 1 tell thee, man, ’tis better with me now,
Than when thou met’ft me laft where now we meet ;
Then I was going prifoner to the Tower,
By the fuggeftion of the Queen’s allies.
But now 1 tell thee, (keep it to. thyfelf,)
This day thofe enemies are put to death;.
And I in better ftate, than e'er I was.
.Purf. God hold it to your Honour’s good content !
* Haft. Gramercy, fellow ;.there, drink that for me.
, . [Throws bim bis purfe.
Purf. I thank your Honour. [Exit Purfuivant. -
Entera Priefl, .
Prief." Well met, -my Lord, I'm glad to fee your
Honour. -
Hap. I thank thee, good Sir ¥ohn, withall my heart 3
I'nt in your debt for your laft exercife: .
Qome the next fabbath, and I will content you. -
‘ [ He awbifers.
N Enter Buckingham.

Buck. What, talking with a Prieft, Lord Chamberlain ?
Your friends at Pomfret they do need a Prieft,
Your Honour hath no fhriving work in hand. '
Hafl. Good faith, and when I met this holy man, = -
The men, you talk of, came into my mind.
What, go you tow’rd the: Toaver? -
Buck. 1do, my Lord, but long I fhall not ftay :
Il return before your Lordthip thence. '
Haft. Nay, like enough, for I ftay dinner there,
Buck. And fupper too, altha’ thou know't it not.

.L 3 Come,

1Y



346  King Ricnarp IIL
Come, will you go? ‘
Hafi. Tl wait upon your Lordthip. [Exeunt.

S C E N E changes to Pomfret-Cafile.

Enter Sir Richard Ratcliff, avith balberds, carrying Lord
) Ri;)m’b Lord Richard Gray, and Sir Thomas Vaughan
20 Deatb.

Rat. . YOME, bring forth the prifoners.
. Riv. Sir'Richard Ratcliff, let me tell thee

this, .
To day fhalt thou behold a fubjet die
Fo& tmh’Gf:; t:tey; ;.n% for lcz:ltya.n "
ray. the Prince from e pack of you
A kn:{ ou are of damned blood-fuckers, P Yo

Vaugh. You live, that thall cry woe for this hereafter.

Rat. Difpatch; the limit of your lives is out.

Riv. O Pomfret, Pomfret! O thou bloody prifon,
Fatal and ominous to noble Peers ! .
Within the guilty clofure of thy walls
_ Richard the Second, here, was hack’d to death :
~ And, for more flander to thy difmal feat,

' We give to thee our guiltlefs blood to drink. 3

Gray. Now Marg're’s curfe is fall’n upon our heads,
When fhe exclaim’d on Haflings, you, and I,

For flanding by when Rickard ftab’d her fon.

Riw. Then curs’d the Richard, curs'd the Buckingham,

Then curs'd the Hafings. O remember, God !,

"To hear her prayer for them, as now for us:

As for my fifter and her princely fons,

Be fatisfy’d, dear God, with our true blood ;

Which, as thou know’ft, unjuftly muft be fpile.
Rat. Make hafte, the hour of death is now expir'd.
Riv. Come, Gray; come, Vaughan; let us all em~

3 .
. Farewel, until' we meet again in heaven. [Bxeunt.,

SCENE,
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S CENE, The Tower.

Buckingham, Stanley, Haftings, Bi/%ep of Ely, Catesb
& . ’Lovel, with otbeErs,. at"/i’ga{;c. Y e

Hap. "OW, noble Peers, the caufe why we are met
In Gt hame fpesk, when o theroyalday?
n God’s name , when is the y ?

Buck. Are all things ready for that royal time ?

8tanl. They are, and want but nomination,

Ely. To morrow then I judge a happy day.

Buck. Who knows the Lord Protector’s mind herein ?
Whois moft inward with the noble Duke ?

Ej. Y.o:;r Grace, we think, fhould fooneft know his

mind.

Buck. We know each other’s faces; for our hearts,
He knows no more of mine, than I of yours ;
Nor I of his, my Lord, than you of mine :
Lord Haflings, yonand he are near in love.

Hapt. Ithank his Grace, I know, he loves me well:
But for his purpofe in the Coronation, '
I have not founded him; nor he deliver'd
His gracious pleafure any way therein :
But you, my noble Lord, may name the time,
And in the Duke’s behalf I'll give my voice,
Which, I prefume, he’ll take in gentle part.

Enter Gloucefter.

Ely. In happy time here comes'the Duke himfelf.

Glo. My noble Lords and Coufins all, good morrow ;
Lhave been long a fleeper; but, I truft, -
My abfence doth negle& no great defign ; ‘

Which by my prefence might have been concluded.

Buck. Had you not come upon your cue, my Lord,
William Lord Haflings had pronounc’d your part;

I mean, your voice for crowning of the Kini. .

Gl. Than my Lord Haflings no man might be balder, .
His Lordthip knows me well, and loves me well,
My Lord of El, when I was latt in Holboars, .
I fawgoodihnwbmiesingourgarden there; -

4.
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I do befeech you, fend for fome of them. '
Ely. Mairy, and will, my lord, withall my heart.
. [Exit Ely.
6. Coufin of Buckingham, a word with you.
Catesby hath founded Haflings in our bufinefs, -
Anxd finds the tefty gentleman fo hot, :
That he will lofe his head, ere give Confent,
His Mafter’s Son, as worfhipfully he terms it,
Shall lofe the Royalty of Exgland’s Throne.
Buck. Withdraw your felf a while, I’ll go with you. -
[Exe. Glo. and Buck.
Stanl. Weh have not yet fet down this day of Tri-
umph :
To morrow, in my judgment, is too fudden ;
For I my felf am not fo well provided,
As elfe I would be, were the day prolong’d.
Re-enter Bifoop of Ely.
Ely. Where is my lord the Duke of Gloucefler 2
I have fent for thefe firawberries.
Hap. His Grace looks chearfully and fmooth this
morning ;
There’s fome conceit, or other, likes him well,
When that he bids good morrow with fuch fpisit.
I think, there’s ne’er aman in Chriftendom
Can lefler hide his love, or hate, than he;
For by his face ftrait fhall you know his heart.
Stanl. W hat of his heart perceive you in his face,
By any likelihood he fhew'd to day ?
Hafi. Marry, that with no man here heis offendeds
For were he, he had fhewn it in his looks.

Re-enter Gloucefter and Buckingham.

Gls. I pray you all, tell me what they deferve,
‘That do confpire my death with devilith plots
Of damned Witchcraft ;. and: that have prevail’d
Upon my body with their hellifh Charms.

Haf?. The tender love I bear your Grace, my lord,,
Makes me moft forward in this Princely prefence,.
‘Todoom th! offenders, whofoe’er they Ke L oy,
’ \ - 13
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ITay, mylord, they have deferved death.
' Glo. Then be your eyes the witnefs of theiY evil ;

Look, how I am bewitch’d; behold, mine arm
Is, likea blafted Sapling, wither'd up:
And thisis Edward’s wife, that monftrous witch,
Conforted with that harlet, ftrumpet Shore, .
‘That by their witchcraft thus have marked me:

Ha/?. Ifthey have done this deed, my noble lord——

Glo. If? thou Prote&or of this damned ftrumpet,
Talk’ft thou to me of Ifs? thou art a traitor e
Off with his head——now, by St. Pau/ I fwear,
I will not dine until I fee the fame.
Lowel, and Catesby,——look, that it be done: (8)
‘The reft, thatlove me, rife and follew me. [Exennt,

Manent Lovel and Catesby, awith the lord Haftings.

Hafi. Woe, woe; for England, nota whit for me !
For I, too fond, might have prevented this:
Stanley did dream, the boar did rafe our helms;

But I did fcorn it, and difdain to fly:

T hree times to day my foot-cloth horfe did ftumble,
And ftarted when he look’d upon the Toaver;
As loth to bear nre to the flaughter-houfe.

O,. now I need the dpricﬁ that fpake to me:

1 now repent, I told the Purfuivant,

As too triamphing, how mine enemies

To day at Pomfret bloodily were butcher'd,

(8) Lovel and Ratcliff, look that it be done.] There ate two
Thingsto be obferv’d, which will warrant the Variation 1 have
made uponthis Paffage. The Sceneis here in the Tower: and
Lotd Haflings was cut off on thatvery day, when Rivers, Gray
and Vanghan fuffer’d at Pomfres. How then could Ratcliff at
the fame Inftant be both in Tork ire and the Tower 7 In the
very Scene preceding This, we find him condu@ing thofe Gen-
tlemen to the Block. The Players in their Edition firt made
the Blunder, as to Rarcliff attending Lord Hafings to Deaths
$or, in the old Quarto, we find it rightly ; Exeunt: Mae
wet Catesby wirh Haftings. And in the next Scene, before the
Tower-Walls, we find Lovel and Catesby come back from the
Exceution, bringing the head of Haflings, . R

L .~ And
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And I my {elf fecure in grace and favour.

Oh, Marg’ret, Marg'ret, now thy heavy Curfe

Is lighted on poor Haffimgs’ wretched head. ’
Catef. Come, come, difpatch; the Duke would be

at dinner. '

Make a hort fhrift, he longs to fee your head.
Haf. O momentary grace of mortal men,

‘Which we more hant for than the grace of God !

‘Who builds his hope in air of your fair looks,

Lives like a drunken failor on a matt,

Ready with every Nod to tamble down

Into the fatal bowels of the deep.
Lov. Come, come, difpatch, 'tis boodefs to exclaim,
Hap. Oh, bloody Rickard! miferable Bngland!

I prophefie the fearful't time to thee,

" That ever wretched Age hath look'd upan.
Come, lead me to the block, bear him my head +
They {mile at Me, who fhortly fhall be dead. [Exeum

SCE NE changes to the Fower-walls,

Enter Gloucefter and Buckingham in rafly armonr, sars
wellous illfavonr'd. )
Gh. g YOME, Coufin, canft thou quake and chan;
thy colour,
Murther thy breath in middle of 2 word,
And then again begin, and ftop again, .
As if theu wert diftraught, and mad with terror ?
" Buck. Tut, I can counterfeit the deep Tragedian, -
Speak, and look back, and pry on every fide ; ’
. ‘Tremble and fartat wagging of a ftraw,
Intending deep fufpicion : ghattly looks:
Are at my fervice, like enforced fmiles;
" And both are ready in their offices,
Atany time to grace my ftratagems.
Gh. Here comes the Mayor. -
Buck, Let me alone to entertain him. Lord Mayor,~+

Enter the Lord Mayor, attended,

©Jo. Lock to the draw-bridge there, N
Buck,
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Biick, Hark, a dram!
Gl. Catesty, o’crloak the walls. o
Buck. Lord Mayor, the reafon we have fent—ewe
Gl. Look back, defend thee, here are enemies.
Buck. God and our innecence defend and guard us!

* Enter Lovel and Catesby with Haftings's bead.

. Glho. Be patient, they are frieads; Catesdy and Lovel,
" Lov. Here is the head of that ignoble traitor, -
hre dangerous and unfufpected Haflings.
Gho. Sodear I lov'd the man, that I muft weep::
1 took him for the plaineft, harmlefs creature,
‘That breath’d upon the earth a chriftian :
Made him my book, wherein my foul recorded
The hiftory of all her fecret thoughts;
St;lgmooth he daub'd his vic:el with ti:;w of virtue; .
‘That (his apparefit open guilt omitted, .
I mean, his convcrf:fieon %vmnh Shore's wife)
He liv'd from all attainder of Sufpeét. '
* Back. Well, well, he was the covert'ft fhelter'd trai..

| o) S,
‘Would you imagine, or almoft believe,
{Were't not, that by great vation

We live to tell it) that the fubtle traitor
"This day had plotted, in the Council- houfe;
‘To murther me and my good lord of G/'fler ? -
Mayor. What? had he fo? -
Glo. What! think you, we are Turks or Infidels 2 ;
Or that we would, againft the form of law,
Proceed thus rafhly to the villain's death ; .
- Bat that the extreme peril of the cafe,
The peace of Exgland, and our Perfon’s fafety, .
Enforc'd us to this execution
Mayor. Now, fair befall you! he deferv’d his death . ;
And your good ‘Graces both have well proceeded,
To warn igalfe traitors from the like attempts. -
I never look'd for better at his hands,
After he once fell in with miftrefs Shore.
Buck. Yet had not we determin’d he thould die, -,
Unatil your lordfhip camg to fee his end ; |, L
S ‘Which
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‘Which now the loving hafte of thefe our friends,
Something againft our meaning, hath preventeds
‘Becaufe, my lord, we would have had you heard
The traitor {peak ;- and tim’roufly confefs
The manner and the purpofe of his treafons : :
That. you might well have fignify’d the fame -
Unto the Citizens, who, haply, may
Mifconftrue us in him, and wail his death. °
May‘gr.. Bat, my good lord, your Graces word fhall-
erve,
‘As well as I had feen and heard him fpeak:
And do not doubt, right-noble Princes both,
But I’ll acquaint-our duteous citizens, . -
‘With all your juft proceedings in this cafe. : '
Glo. And to that end we wifh’d your lerdhip here, -
T"avoid.the cenfures of the carping world.
Buck. But fince you come too late of our intent,.
. Yet witnefs, what, you hear, we did intend : :
And fo, my good lord Mayor; we bid farewel. )
[Exit Mayor.-
Gl. Go after, after, Coufin Buckingham.
The Mayor towards Gui/d-Hall hies him in all poft :-
There, ‘at your meeteft vantage of the time, . .
Infer the baftardy of Edaward’s children;
Tell them, how Edwward put to death a Citizen, .
Only for faying, he would make his fon -
Heir to the Crown; meaning, indeed, his houfe,
Which by the fign thereof was termed fo..
Moreover, urgeiis hateful luxury,
And beftial appetite in change of 1uft,
‘Which ftretch’d unto their fervants, daughters, wives,
Ev’n where his ranging eye, or favage heart, [
‘Without controul, lufted to makea prey. .
Nay, for a need, thus far come near my perfon::
‘Tell them, when that my Mother went with child |
Of that infatiate Edzvard, noble York
My Princely father then had wars in France;
And, by juft oox}\rputation of the time,
Found that the Jflue was not his begot :
Which well appeared in his lincaments,

Being
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Being nothing like the noble Duke, my father:
Yet touch this fparingly, as ’twere far off,
Becaufe, my lord, you know, m{ mother lives,
Buck. Doubt not, my lord, I'll play the orator-
As if the golden fee, for which.I plead,
‘Were for my felf ; and fo, my lord, adieu.
Gh. é f ﬂ}'ou thrive- well,- bring them to Bapnards -
aftle, . :
‘Where you fhall find mre well accompanied -
With reverend fathers and. well-learned bithops. -
Buck. I go, and towards three or four o’ clock - :
Look for the news that the Gui/d-Hall affords. .
. . [Exit Buck:
Glo. Go, Lovel, with all fpeed to Do&or Shaw. -

‘

Meet me within this Hour at Bayzard’s Caftle.-
- [Exeunt Lov. and Catef. feverally:
Now will I go.to take fome privy order
‘To draw the brats of Clarence out of fight ; -
And to give order; that no fort of perfon

Have, any time, recourfe.unto the Princes, - [Exit.

Enter a Scricvener.

Scriv. Here isth’ Indi@ment of the good lord Hapings,
‘Which i a fet hand fairly is engrofs’d ;
That it may be to day-read o'er in Pauls. )
And, mari, how well the fequel hangs together :
Eleven hours 1've fpent to write it over,
For yefternight by Catesby was it fent me:
The precedent was full as long 4 doing.
And yet within thefe five hours Hafings liv’d -
Untainted, unexamin’d, free at liberty.
Here’s a good world the while ;=——who is fo grofs,
That cannot fee this palpable device? .
Yet who fo bold, but fays, he fees it not ?
Bad is the world ; and all will come to nought,
When fuch ill dealings muft be fecn in thought. [Zxie.

. . SCENE
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SCE NE changes. to Baynard’s Caffle;

Enter Gloucelter and Buckingham, at feveral doors!

Glo. OW now, how now, what fay the citizens ?
Buck. Now by the holy Mother of our Lord,

The citizens are mum, fay not a word. .
Glo. Touch’d you the baftardy of Edawards children?
Buck. I did, with his Contra& with lady Lacy,

And his Contra& by Deputy in Frasce;

Th’ unfatiate greedinefs of his defires,

And his enforcement of the city-wives;

His tyranny for trifles ; his own baftardy,

As being got, your father then in Framee,

And his refemblance, being not like the Duke. .

Withal, I did infer your lmeaments,

Being the right idea of your father, .

Both in your form and noblenefs of mind :

Laid open all your viétories in.Scot/and ; -

Your difcipline in war, wifdom in. peace,

Your bounty, virtue, fair humility :

Indeed, left nothing fitting for the purpofe -

Untouch'd, or flightly handled in difcourfe.

And when my Oratory grew tow’rd end,

I bid them, that did love their Country’s Goed,

Cry, God fave Rickard, England’s royal King!
Gl. And did they fo? =
Byuck. No, fo God help me, they fpake not a word ;,

But like dumb ftatues, or unbreathing ftones,

Star’d each on other, and look’d deadly pale:

Which when I faw, I reprehended them ;

And ask’d the Mayor, what meant this wilful filence ?

His Anfwer was, the People were not ufed .

To be fpoke to, except by the Recorder.

Then he was urg’d to tell my Tale again :

Thus f2ith the Duke, thus hath the Duke inferr'd,

Bu{‘ nothing fpoke in warrant from himfelf. o

When he had done, fome followers of mine own,

At lower end. o’th’ Hall, hurl'd up their caps,

Aand fome ten voices cry’d, God fave king Richard! 1

An

.
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And thus I took the vantage of thofe few :-
Thanks, gentle citizens and friends, quoth I,
‘This general applaufe and chearful thout
Argues your wiidom, and your love to Richard.
And even here brake off, and.came away.
Gl. What tonguelefs blocks were they, woald they-
not {peak ?
‘Will not the Mayor then-and his brethren come ?
Buck. The Mayor is here at hand ; intend fome fear 3.

Be not you fpoke with, but by mighty fuit;

And lock you get a prayer-book in your hand, -
And ftand between two Churchmen, dgood my lord 5.
For on that ground I'll build a holy defcant :
And be not eafily won ta our requefts :
Play the maid’s part, ftill anfwer #ay, and take it.
Glo. 1 go.: and if you plead as well for them,
AsI can fay mg to thee, for my felf;
No doubt, we’ll bring itto a happy iffue.  [Ex. Glo.
Buck. Go, go up to the leads, the Lord Mayor knocks.

Enter Lord Mayor, and Citizxens.

Welcome, my lord. I dance attendance here;.
I think, the Duke will not be fpoke withal.

Enter Catesby.

Buck. Catesby, what fays your lord to my requeft *
Catesby. He doth intreat your Grace, my noble lord,

Te vifit him to morrow, er next day ;

He is within, with two right-reverend fathers,

Divinely bent to meditation ;

And in no worldly fuits would he be mov'd,

To draw him from his holy exercife.

Buck. Return, fgood Catesby, to the dgcmcious Duke;

Tell him, my felf, the Mayor and Aldermen,

In dce‘y defigns, in matter of great moment,

No lefs importing than our gen’ral Good,

Are come to have fome conf’rence with his Grace.
Catef. I'll fignifie fo much unto him ftrait.  [Exi.
Buck. Ah, ah! my lord, this Prince is not an Ed-

ward ; - H
c
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He is not lolling on a lewd love-bed, .

Bat on his knees at meditation : :

Not dallying with a brace of Curtezans, -

But meditating with two deep Divines: .

Not fleeping, to engrofs his idle body, -

But praying, to enrich his watchful foul. -

Happy were England, would this virtuous Prince -

Take on his Grace the Sov'reignty thereof;

But, fure, I fear, we fhall not win him to it. _
. Mayor. Marry, God. fhield, his Grace fhould fay us

. mayl ] .
_Buck.. I fear, he will; here Catesby comes again. -

Enter Catesby.

Qateshy;. what fays his. Grace? )
Catef. He wonders to what end you have affembled
Such troops of Citizens to come to him, )
His Grace not being warn’d thereof before :
He fears, my lord, you mean no-good to him.. .
Buck. Sorry I am, my noble Coufin fhould .
Sufpe& me, that I mean no good to him: -
By heav’n; we come to him in perfect love, .
And {o once more return, and tell his Grace. . A
[Exit Catesby,
‘When holy and devout religious men
Are at their beads, ’tis hard to draw them thence, .
So fweet is zealous Contemplation. .

Enter Gloucefter abowe, betaveen two Bifbops. Catesby

réturns.

Mayor. See, -where his Grace ftands 'tween two Cler-
gymen. :
Buck. Two props of Virtue, for a Chriftian Prince,
To ftay him from the fall of Vanity :
And fee, a book of prayer in his hand,
T'rue ornaments to know a holy man.
Famous Plantagenet! moft gracious Prince,
Lend favourable ear to our requeits ;
And pardon us the interruption
Qf thy devotion and right-chriftian zeal.
Gla.

— e e — | — e
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Glo. My lord, there needs no fuch apology ;
T do befeech your Grace to.pardon me,
Who, earneft in the fervice of my God,
Deferr’d the vifitation of my friends :
But, leaving this, what is your Grace’s pleafure ?
Buck. Ev’n That, I hope, which pleafeth God ahove,
And all good men of this ungovern'd Ifle.
Gl. I do fufpe&, I have done fome offence,
That feems difgracious in the City’s eye ;
And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. :
Buck. You have, my lord : would it might pleafe your
Grace '
On our entreaties, to amend your fault.
G/lo. Elfe wherefore breathe I in a Chriftian Land #
Buck. Know then, it is your fault that you refign
~ The fupream Seat, the Throne majeftical,
- 'The fcepter’d Office of your Anceftors,
Your State of fortune, afd your due of Birth,
‘The lineal Glory of your royal Houfe,
To the corruption of a blemith’d Stock :
While in the mildnefs of your fleepy thoughts,
‘Which here we waken to our Country’s (good,
The noble Ifle doth want her proper limbs :
Her face defac'd with fcars of infamy, .
Her royal Stock graft with ignoble plants,
| And almoft fhoulder'd in the fwallowing gulph
Of dark forgetfulnefs, and deep oblivion:
. Which to re-cure, we heartily follicit
Your gracious felf to take on you the Charge
And kingly Government of this your Land :
Not as Protetor, Steward, Subftitute,
Or lowly Faétor for another’s gain ;
But as fucceflively, from blood to blood,
Your Right of Birth, your Empery, your own.
For this, conforted with the Citizens,
Your very worthipful and loving friends,
And by their vehement inftigation,
In this juft fuit come I to move your Grace.
Glo. I cannot tell, if to depart in filence,

‘Beft
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Beft fitteth my degree, or your condition.

For not to anfwer, youmight, haply, think,

Tongue-ty’d Ambition, not replying, yielded

To bear the golden yoak of Sov’reignty,

‘Which fondly you would here impofe on me.

Ifto reprove you for this fuit of yours,

So feafon’d with your faithful love to me,

Then, on.the other fide, I check’d my friends.

Therefore to fpeak, and toavoid the firft,

And then, in {peaking, not incur the laft,

Definitively thus I anfwer you.

Your love deferves my thanks; but my defert,.

Unmeritable, fhuns your high requeft.

Firfl, if all obRacles were cut away,

And that my path were even to the Crown;

As the ripe revenue and due of birth ;

Yet fo much is my poverty of fpirit,

So mighty and fo many my deféés,

‘That 1 would rather hide me from my Greatnefs,

. Being a Bark to brook no mighty Sea ;. »
‘Than in my Greatnefs covet to be hid,

And in the vapour of my Glory {mether'd.

But, God be thank’d, there is no need of me,

And much I need to help you, were there Need:

‘The royal tree hath left us roysl frait,

Which, mellow’d by the fealing hours of time, .

Will well become the Seat of Majefty ;. |

And make us, doubtlefs, happy by his Reign. - |

On him I lay what you would lay on me,

‘The Right and Fortune of his happy ftars 3 l

Which, Goddefend, that I fhould wring from him ! |
Buck. My lord, this argues confcience in your Grace.. ‘

But the refpets thereof are nice and trivial,.
All circu ces well confidered.
You fay, that Edwardis your brother’s fon ;.
So fay we too, but not by Edward’s wife:
For firft was he contraét to lady Lugy,
Your mother.lives 2 witnefs to that Vow ;.
And afterward by Subftitute betroth’d
"To Bawa, fifter to the King of Frascs..
. "Fhefe-
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Thefe both put off, a poor Petitioner,

A care-traz’d mother of 2 many children,

A beauty-waining, - and diftreffed Widow,

Ev’n in the afternoon of her beft days,

Made prize and purchafe of his wanton eye ;
8educ’d the pitch and height of all his thoughts
To bafe declenfion and loath’d bigamy,

- By her, in his unlawful bed, he got .
This Edward, whom our manners call the Prince.
More bitterly could I expoftulate, -

?av:e tha},-,fqr ri.verence of fome alive,
give a {paring limit to my tongue.
Then, good my lord, take to yogrueroyal felf
This proffer’d benefit of Dignity :
If not to blefs Us and the Land withal,
Yet to draw forth your noble Anceftry
From the corruption of abufing time,
Unto a lineal, true-derived courfe.
Mayor. Do, good my lerd, your Citizens intreat

you.
Buck. Refufe not, mighty lord, this proffer’d love.
Catef. O make them joyful, grant their lawful fuit.
Gls. Alas, why would you heap thefe cares on me ?
T am unfit for State and Majefty.
I do befeech you, take it not amifs ;
| I cannot, nor I will not yield to you.
Buck. If you refufe it, as, in love and zeal,
: Loth to depofe the Child, your brother’s fon,
(As well we know your tendernefs of heart,
And gentle, kind, effeminate remorfe,
Which we have noted in you to your kindred,
. And equally, indeed, to all eftates)
Yet know, whe'r you accept our fuit or no,
- Your brother's fon fhall never reign our King 3
But we will plant fome other in the Throne,
To the difgrace and downfull of your Houfe :
And in this refolution here we leave you.
- Come, Citizens, we will intreat no more. [Exeunt.
 Catef. Call them again, fweet Prince, accept their fuit 3
‘ If you deny them, all the Land will rue it. 6}0

| | -
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Gh. Will you inforce me to a world of cares ?
Call them again ; I am not made of ftone, [Exiz Catesby. |
But penetrable to your kind entreaties;
Albeit againft my confcience and my foul. |

Re-enter Buckingham, and the reft. |

Coufin of Buckingham, and fage, grave men,.
Since you will buckle fortune on my back
To bear her burthen, whether I will or no,,
I muft have patience to endnre the load..
But if black Scandal, or foul-fac’'d Reproach;..
Attend the fequel of your impofition, .
Your meer enforcement fhall acquittance me.
From all the impure blots and ftains thereof.
For God doth know, and you may partly fee,
How far I am fromthe defire-of this.
Mayar.f God blefs your. Gracel we fee i, and will:
ay it.
__Gh. In faying fo, you fhall but fay the trath. - '
Buck. Then I falute you with this royal Title, . |
Long live King Richard, England’s warthy King ! |
All. Amen.
Buck. To morrow may it pleafe you to be crown’d 2 ‘

Gl. Ev'ni when you pleafe, for you will have it fo.

Buck. To morrow then we will attend your Grace, .
And fo moft joyfully we take our leave.

Glo. Come, let us to our holy Work again. )
Earewel, my Coufin ; farewel, gentle friends. [(Exesnt:

g

&CT
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GLRULT QSCURTVRDIALLED
ACT IV A

SCENE, Pefore the Tower.

Enter the Queen, Dutchefs of York, and Marquefs
-of Dorfet, at one Door’s Anne, Dutchefs of Glou-
cefter, leading Lady Margaret Plantagenet, Cla:
rence’s young Daughter, .at the other. ‘

Dvurcuess.

H D meets us here? my Neice Plantagenet,
Led in the hand of her kind Aunt of G/o’ffer ? (9)

Now, for my life fhe’s wandring to the Toaver,
On pure heart’s love, to greet the tender Princes.
Daughter, well met. :
Anne. God give your Graces both
A happy and a joyful time of day. .

Queen. Sifter, well met ; whither away fo faft?
Anne. No farther than the Tower ; and, as I guefs,
Upon the like devotion as your felves, : .

To gratulate the gentle Princes there.
Queen. Kind fifter, thanks; we'll enter all together.

Enter the Licutenant.

And in good time here the Lieutenant comes.

Mafter Lientenant, pray you, by your leave, :
How doth the Prince, and my young fon of York 2 ~
- Liew. Right well, dear Madam ; by your patience,

A(9) Whomeets ushere? my Niece Plantagenet,
Led in the Hand of her kind Asunt of Glo'fter?] Here is a mani-
felt Intimation, that the Dutchefs of Glo’ffer leads in fome-
body in her hand ; but thereis no Dire@ion, or entrance mark’d
in any of the Copies, from which we can learn who it is. .1
have ventur'd to guefs, it muk he Clarence’s young Daughter.
The old Dutchefs of York calisher Neice, i.e. Grand-daughters
83 Grand-childsen are fiequently call’d Nephews, I
. may
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I may not fuffer you to vifit them ;
The King hath ftri@tly charg’d the contrary.
Queen. The King ? whe’s That ?
Lies. I mean, the Lord Proteétor.
QEeu. The Lord prote& him from that kingly title !

Hath he fet bounds between their love and me?

I am their mother, who fhall bar me from them ? ,
Dutch. I am their father’s mother. I will fee them,
Anne. Their auat ] am inlaw, in love their mother:

‘Then bring me to their fights, I'll bear thy blame, -

And take thy office from thee on my peril.

Lies. No, Madam, no, I may notleaveit fo:

I'm bound by oath, and therefore pardon me.

[Exit Lieu.
Enter Stanley.

Sian. Let me but meet you, Ladies, one hour hence,
And I'll falute your Grace of Yor# as mother )
And rev’rend looker on.of two fair Queeps.

Come, Madam, you muft ftrait to Weflminfler,
"There to be crowned Richard’s royal Queen.
Queen. Ah, cut my lace afunder, .
‘That my pent heart may have fome fcope to beat,
Or elfe T fwoon with this dead-killing news! .
Arne. Defpightful tidings, O unpleafing news !
Dor. Be.of good chear: Mother, how fares yeur
G%“D! fpeak n th
' Queen. orfet, not to me, get thee hence, .
Dgfh and deftruétion 557; thee at thy hcgels, e
Thy mother’s name is ominous to children.
If thou wilt outftrip death, go crofs the feas;
And live with Richmond, from*the reach of hell.
Go, hyethee, hye thee from this flaughter-houfe,,
Left thou increafe the number of the dead ;
-And make me di¢ the thrall of Margres’s curle 5
Nor mother, wife, nor England’s counted Queen.

Stan: Full of wife care is this yonr counfel, Madam s
Take all the fwift advantage of the time ;

You fhall have letters from me to my fon
In your behalf, tameat you on the way :

Be

g
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Be not ta’en tardy by unwife delay.
Datch. O Ill-difperfing wind of mifery !

O my accurfed womb, the bed ef death ! .

A cockatrice hait thou hitch’d to the world,

Whofe unavoided eye is murtherous.
"Stas. Come, Madam, come, I in all hafte was fene,
Anne. And I with all unwillingnefs will go.

. O, would to God, that the inclufive verge

Of golden metal, that muft round my brow,

Were red-hot fteel, to fear me to ¢he brain |

Anointed let me be with deadly venom,

And die, e(r;e men can ﬁyi C’;m} fave the Queen!
ueen. Go, go, poor foul, I envy not thy glory 3

To%eed my humour, with th;'felf no harm. Yy e

Amne. No! why ¢~ When he, that is my husband
now,

- Came to me, as I follow'd Hewry's coarfe;

‘When fcarce the blood was well wafh’d from his hands,
‘Which ifli’d from my other angel husband,

And that dear Saint, which then I weeping follow'd :

O when, Ifay, I look’d on Ricbard’s face,

This was my with; ¢ Be thou, quoth I, accursd, .

¢ For making me, fo young, fo old a widow!

* And when thou wed'ft, let forrow haunt thy bed

‘¢ And be thy wife, if any be fo mad,

¢ More miferable by the life of thee, ,

¢ Than thou haft made me, by my dear Lord"s death I

~ Lo, ere I can repeat this curfe again,

Within fo fmall a time, my woman’s heart
Grofsly grew captive to his honey words, .
And prov'd the fubjeét of mine own foul’s curfe :
Which ever fin¢e hath held mine eyes from reft.
For never yet one hour in his bed

Did I enjoy the golden dew of fleep, ‘
Bat with his tim'rous dreams was ftill awak’d.

-Befides, he hates me for my father Waravick 3
~ And will, nodoubt, fhortly be rid of me.

Queen. Poor heart, adieu, I pity thy complaining.
Anne. No more than with my foul I mourn for yours,
Der. Fasewrl, thou weful welcomer of Glory !

Anne,
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Anne. Adieu, poor foul, that tak'tt thy leave ofit!
Dutch. Go' thou to Richmond, and good fortme i

guide thee! o [7o Dorkt.

Go thou to Rickard, and good Angels tend thee !

. ' ) [7o Anre.

Go thou to San&uary, good thoughts pofiefs thee!
[To the Queen.

I to my grave, where peace and reft lye with me !

Eighty odd years of forrow have I feen,

And each hour’s joy wreck’d with 4 week of teen. (
Queen. Stay ; yet look back, with me, unto the Touwr.

Pity, you ancient fones, thofe tender babes,

‘Whom envy hath immur’d within your walls!

Rough cradle for fuch little pretty ones !

Rude ragged nurfe ! old fullen play-fellow,

For tender Princes; ufe my babies well!

So foolifh forrow bids your ftones farewel. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to the Court.

Flourifb of trumpets. Enter Gloucefter as King, Buck-
ingham, Catesby.

K. Rich. STAND all apart—Coufin of Buckingbam,—
Bwck. My gracious Sovereign !
K. Rich. Give me thy hand. Thus high, by thy
. advice, )

And thy aflitance, is King Richard feated :
But fhall we wear thefe glories for a day?
Or fhall they laft, and we rejoice in them ?

Buck. Still live they, and for ever let them laft!

K. Rich. Ah, Buckingham, now do I.play the touch,
To try if thou be currant gold, indeed : (10)
Young Edward lives—think now, what I would fp&l;.
. . Buck.

*(10) Ak Buckingham, new do I play the Towch,] Mr. War-
éurton thinks, the technical Term is abfolutely requifite bete,
and that the Poct wrote; .

' Now do 1 °ply the Touch.
i. ¢, apply the Towchffone: for that is meant by what he ealls
. Tonchs
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Buck. Say on, my loving Lord.
K. Rich. Why, Buckingham, 1 fay, I would be King.
Buck. Why, fo you are, my thrice-renowned Liege.
K. Rich. Ha! am I King ? ’tis fo—— but Edward
lives——— .
Buck. True, noble Prince.
K. Rich. O bitter confequence !
That Edavard fill thould live———true, noble Prince.
Coufin, thou wert not wont to be fo dull.
Shall I'be plain? I wifh the baftards dead ;
And I would have it fuddenly perform'd.
What fay'tt thou now ? fpeak fuddenly, be brief,
Buctk. Your Grace may do your pleafure,
K. Rich. Tut, tut, thou art all ice, thy kindnefs
freezes ;
Say, have 1 thy confent that they fhall die ?
Bu:ki Give me fome breath, fome little paufe, dear
ord,
Before I pofitively fpeak in this :
I will refolve your Grace immediately. [Exit Buck,
Cate/. The King is angry; fee, he gnaws his lip,
K. Rich. Iwill converfe with iron-witted fools,
And unrefpetive boys; none are for me,
That look into me with confid'rate eyes.
High-reaching Buckingham grows circum{ped.
0y e
Page. My Lord.
K. Ric/ivé Know'ft thou not any, whom corrupting
0 .
Would im t unto a clofe exploit of death ?
Page., I know a difcontented Gentleman,
Whofe humble means match not his haughty fpirit:
Gold were as good as twenty orators,
And will, no doubt, tempt him to any thing, ®
K. Rich. What is his name ? )

¢ Touch: So, sgain, in Timen of Athens, fpeaking of Gold,
. he fays ; ~

- 0, thow Touch of Hearts s
, i. ¢ thou Trial, Touchfione,

Vor. V. M ' Peoe.



. Are they, that I would have thee deal upon;

266 Ki;zg Ricuarp III j

Page. His name, my Lord, is Tirrel.
K. Rich. I partly know the man ; go call him hither, l
The deep-revolving witty Buckingbam |
No more fhall be the neighbour to my counfels,
Hath he fo long held out with me untir'd,
And ftops he now for breath? well, be it fo.

Enter Stanley.

How now, Lord Stanley, what's the news ?

Stan. My Lord,
"The Marquifs Dor/fet, as I hear, is fled
To Richmond, in the Parts where he abides.

K. Rich. Come hither, Catesby; rumour it abroad,
That Anne my wife is fick, and like to die.
I will take order for her keeping clofe.
Inquire me out fome mean-born gentleman,
‘Whom I will malrry firait to Clarence’ daughter.——
(The boy is foolifh, and I fear not him.)
Yook, how thou dream’ftemm——I fay again, give out,
"That Anne my Queen is fick, and like to die. j
About it; for it ftands me much upon
‘To ftop all hopes, whofe growth may damage me.
I muft be married to my brether’s daughter,
Or elfe my kingdom ftands on brittle glafs :
Murther her brothers, and then marry her!
Uncertain way of gain! but I am in
So far in blood, that fin will pluck on fin. .
"Tear-falling pity dwells not in this eye.

Enter Tirrel.

Is thy name Tirrel?
Tir. Fames Tirrel, and your moft obedient fubject.
X. Rich. Art thou, indecd ? [ He takes bim afide.
Tir. Prove me, my gracious Lord. _
XK. Rich. Dar'ft thourefolve to kill a friend of mine ?
Tir. Pleafe you, I'd rather kill two enemies.
K. Rich. Why, then thou haftit; two deep enemies,
Foes to my reft, and my fweet fleep’s difturbers,

Tirrel,
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Tirrel, I mean thofe baftards in the Tower.
Tir. Let me have open means to come to them,
- Aund foon Il rid you from the fear of them.
" K. Rich. Thou fing'ft fweet mufick, Hark, come
hither, Tirrel;

Go, by this token———rife, and lend thine €ar—
[#hifpers.
There is no more but {ommmfay, it is done,
And I will love thee and prefer thee for it.

Tir. I will difpatch it ftrait. [Exis.

Re-enter Buckingham.

Buck. My Lord, I have confider’d in my mind
. That late demand, that you did found me in.
" K. Rich. Well, let that reft; Dorfer is fled to Rich-
mond. .
Buck. I hear the news, my Lord.
. K. Rich. Stanley, he is your wife's fon; well, look
to it.
s _ Buck. My Lord, I claim the gift, my due by promife,
* For which your honour, and your faith, is pawn'd ;
TW Earldom of Hereford, and the moveables,
Which you have promifed I {hall pofiefs.
K. Rich. Stanley, look to your wife ; if fhe convey
tters to Richmond, you fhall anfwer it
Buck. What fays your Highnets to my juft requeft ?
K. Rich. I do remember me—~———Henry the fixth
Did prophefie, that Richmond fhould be King,
hen Richmond was a little peevith boy.
A King, perhaps -
Buck. My Lord,
K. Rich.” How chance, the Prophet could not at thae
time
- Have told me, I being by, that I fhould kill him 3
Buck. My Lord, your promife for the Earldom —
¢ K. Rich." Richmond # when I was latt at Exeter,
e Mayor in curtefie fhewed me the caftle,
: And call'd j¢ Rouge-mont, at which name I flarted 3
ccaufe a bard of Jreland told me once,
I thould not live long aftehl faw Richmond.
’ 2z

Buck,
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Buck. My Lord,
XK. Rich. Ay, what’s o’ clock ?
Buck. I am thus bold to put your Grace in mind
Of what you promis’d me.
K. Rich. Butwhat's o’ clock ?
Buck. Upon the ftroke of ten.
K. Rich. Well, let it ftrike.
Buck. Why, letit ftrike ? :
K. Ricb.kBemufe, that, likea Jack, thou keep'ft the
ftroke
Betwixt thy begging and my meditation.
I am not in the giving vein to day.
Buck. Why, then refolve me whe’r you will, or no.
K. Rich. Thou troubleft me, I am not in the vein.
[Exit.

" Buck. Isitev’n fo? repays he my deep fervice
‘With fuch contempt ? made I him King for this 2
O, let me think on Hafings, and be gone

‘To Breenock, while my fearful head is on. [Exit.

Enter Tirrel.

Tir.) The tyrannous and bloody aét is done ;
"The moft arch deed of piteous maffacre,
‘That ever yet this land was guilty of !
Dighton and Forreff, whom I did fuborn
‘To do this piece of ruthlefs butchery,
Albeit they were flefht villains, bloody dogs,
Melting with tendernefs and mild compafhon,
Wept like two children, in their deaths’ fad ftory.
O thus, (quoth Diglton,) lay the gentle babes ; —
"Thus, thus, (quoth Forreft,) girdling one another
‘Within their innocent alabafter arms :
‘Their lips were four red rofes on a ftalk,
And in their fummer beauty kifs’d each other.
A book of prayers on their pillow lay,
Which once, (quoth Forreft,) almoft chang'd my mind:
But, oh! the Devil there the villain ftopt :
When Dighton thus told on—-——we fmothered
‘The moft replenifhed fiveet work of nature,
That from the prime creation ¢'er the framed.

Hene:
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Hence both are gone with confcience and remorfe ;
They could not {peak, and fo I left them both,
To bear thefe tidings to the bloody King.

Enter King Richard.

And here he comes.  All health, my fovereign Lord !
K. Rich. Kind Tirrel am I happy in thy news ?
Tir. If to have done the thing you gave'in charge

Beget your happinefs, be happy then;

For it 1s done.

K. Rich. But didft thou fee them dead ?

Tir. 1.did, my Lord.

K. Rich. And buried, gentle Tirrel ?

Tir. The Chaplain of the Toaver hath buried them,

But where, to fay the truth, I do not know.

K. Rich. Come to me, Tirrel, foon, foon after fupper,

When thou fhalt tell the procefs of their death.

Mean time——but think, how I may do thee good, °

And be inheritor of thy defire. i

Farewel, till then.

Tir. I humbly take my leave. Exit.
K. Rich. Thefon of Clarence have T pent up clofe ;

His daughter meanly have I match’d in marriage: °

The fons of Edavard fleep in Abrabam’s bofom :

And Anne my wife hath bid this world good night.

Now, for I know the Britor Richmond aims

At young Elizabeth, my brother’s daughter ;

And by that knot looks proudly on the crown ;

To hergo I, a jolly thriving wooer.

Enter Catesby.

Cate/. My Lord,
K. Rich. Good or bad news, that thou com’ft in fo
bluntly ?
Catef. Bad news, my Lord ; Mortor is fled to Richmond.
And Buckingbam, back’d with the hardy #e/fmen,

| Isinthe field, and ftill his power encreafeth.

K. Rich. Ely with Richmond troubles me more near,

' Than Buckingbam and his rath-levied army.

i Come, I have learn’d, tlﬁt fearful commenting L

3 § s
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Is lcadci;flervitor to dullddfelay ;

Delay leads impotent and fnail-pac’d beggary.

Then fiery Expedition be my wing,

Fove’s Mercury, and herald for a King !

Go, mufter men; my Counfel is my fhield,

We muft be brief, wien traitors brave the field, [ Exir.

Enter Queen Margaret.

Q. Mar. So now Profperity beﬁins to mellow,
And drop into the rotten mouth of death:

Here in thefe confines {lily have I lurk’d

T'o watch the waining of mine enemies.

A dire induétion am I witnefs to;

And will to France, hoping, the confequence

‘Will prove as bitter, black and tragical.

‘Withdraw thee, wretched Masg’ret! who comes here ?

Enter the Datchefs of York, and Queen. |

Queen. Ah, my poor Princes! ah, my tender babes !

My unblown flowers, new-appearing fweets !

If yet your gentle fouls fly in the air,

And be not fixt in doom perpetual,

Hover about me with your airy wings, .
And hear your mother’s lamentation. {

Q. Mar. Hover about her ; fay, that right for right
. Hath dimm’d your infant-morn to aged night.

Dutch. So many miferies have craz’d my voice,

That my woe-wearied tongue is ftill and mute.
Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead ?

Q. Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet,
Edward for Edavard pays a dying debt.

Queen. Wilt thou, O God, fly from fuch gentle lambs, |
And throw them in the intrails of the wolf? . ‘
‘Why did'ft thou fleep, when fuch a deed was done ? '

Q. Mar. When holy Henrydy'd, and my fweet fon. 1

Dutch. Dead life, blind fight, poor mortal living ghoft,
Woe's {cene, world’s fhame, grave’s due, by life ufurp’d,
Brief abftra& and record of tedious days,

Reft thy unreft on England’s lawful earth, ;
Unlawfully made drunk with innocent blood. |
Queen.- Ah, that thou would’tt as foon afford a grave,
As
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_ As thou canft yield a melancholy feat ;
"Then wauld I hide my bones, not reft them here,
Ah, who hath any caufe to mourn but we ?
Q. Mar. If ancient forrow be moft reverent,
Give mine the benefit of Signiory ;
- And let my griefs frown on the upper hand.
- If forrow can admit fociety,
‘Tell o'er your woes again by viewing mine.
X had an Edward, till a Richard kill’d him :
I had a husband, till a Rickard kill'd him.
‘Thou had’ft an Edward, till a Richard kill'd him:
‘Thou had'tt a Richard, till a Rickard kill'd him.
Dutch. Ihada Richard too, and thou did’tt kill hiny ;
I had a Rutland too, thou holp'it to kill him.
Q. Mar. Thou had’'t a Clarence too, and Richard
kill'd him.
From forth the kennel of thy womb hath crept
A hell-hound, that doth hunt us all to death:
‘That dog, that had his teeth before his eyes,
‘T'o worry lambs and lap their gentle blood ;
‘That foul defacer of God’s handy-work
Thy womb let loofe, to chafe us to our graves.
O upright, juft, and true-difpofing Ged,
. How do I thank thee, that this carnal cur
Preys on the iffue of his mother’s body ;
And makes her Pue-fellow with others’ moan [
Dutch. Oh, Harry's wife, triumph not in my woes :
God witnefs with me, I have wept for thine.

. Mar. Bear withme, I am hungry for reven '
.An(dl' now I cloy me with beholding it.gry 8
. 'Thy Edward he is dead, that kill’d my Edward:

Thy other Edward dead, to quit my Edaward :
Young York he is but boot, becaufe both they
Match not the high perfeQion of my lofs.

Thy Clarence hais dead, that ftabb’d my Edward';
And the beholders of this tragic play,
Th’ adulterate Haflings, Rivers, Vaughan, Gray,
Untimely fmother'd in their dusky graves.
Richard yet lives, hell’s black intelligencer,
Only referv’d their fadtor to buy fouls,

M4 And
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And fend them thither: but at hand, at hand, -
Infues his piteous and unpitied end.
Earth gapes, hell burns, fiends roar, faints pray, for
' vengeance. . .
Cancel his bond of life, dear God, I pray,
That I may live to fay, thedog is dead! |
Queen. Oh! thou did'ft prophefie, the time would -
come, ;
That I fhould wifh for thee to help me curfe
That bottell'd {pider, that foul bunch-back'd toad.
Q. Mar. I call’d thee then vain flourifh of my fortune,
I call’d thee then poor fhadow, painted Queen,
‘The prefentation of but what I was;
‘The flatt’ring index of a direful Pageant ;
One heav'd on high, to be hurl’d down below :
A mother only mock’d with two fair babes ;
A dream of what thou waft; a garith flag,
To be the aim of ev’ry dang’rous fhot; .
A fign of dignity, a breath, a bubble ;
A Queen in jeft, only to fill the fcene.
Where is thy husband now ? where be thy brothers 2
‘Where be thy children? wherein doft thou joy ?
‘Who fues and kneels, and fays, God fave the Queen ?
‘Where be the bending Peers, that flatter’d thee ?
‘Where be the thronging troops, that follow’d thee 2
Decline all this, and fee what now thou art. -
For happy wife, a moft diftrefled widow ;
For joyf?ll mother, one that wails the name ;
For one being fu'd to, one that humbly fues ;
For Queen, a very caitiff crown’d with care ;
For one that {fcorn’d at me, now fcorn’d of me ; -
. For one being fear'd of all, now fearing one;
For one commanding all, obey’d of none.
‘Thus hath the courfe of juftice wheel’d about,
And left thee but a very prey to time ;
Having no more but thought of what thou wert,
‘To torture thee the more, being what thou art.
Thou did’ft ufurp my place, and doft thou not
Ufurp the juft proportion of my forrow ?
Now thy proud neck bears half my burden'd yoak ;
From
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From which, ev’n here I flip my wearied head, °
And leave the burthen of it all on thee.
Farewel, Yorks wife, and Queen of fad mifchance,
Thefe Englif woes fhall make me fmile in France.
ueen. O thou well-skill'd in curfes ! ftay a while,
And teach me how to curfe mine enemies.
Q. Mar. Farbear to fleep the night, and faft the day:
Compare dead happinefs with living woe ;
Think, that thy gabes were fweeter than they were,
And he, that flew them, fouler than he is:
Bett’ring thy lofs makes the bad caufer worfe ;
Revolving this, will teach thee how to curfe.
Queen. My words are dull, O ! quicken them with thine.
Q. Mar. Thy woes will make them fharp, and pierce
like mine. . [ Exit Margaret.
Dutch. Why fhould calamity be full of words
Queen. Windy attorneys to your client’s woes,
Airy fucceeders of inteftate joys, (11)
Poor breathing orators of miferies !
Let them have fcope, tho’ what they do impart
Help nothing elfe, yet they do eafe the heart.
Dutch. If fo, then be not tongue-ty’d; go with me,
And in the breath of bitter words let’s imother
My damned fon, that thy two fiveet fons fmother’d.
[Drum, awithin.
I hear his drum, be copious in exclaims. :

- Enter King Richard, and bis Train.

K. Rich. Who intercepts me in my expedition ?
Dutch. O, fhe, that might have intercepted thee
By ftrangling thee in her accurfed womb,

(11) Airy Succeeders of inteftine joys,) Thus the Generality -
of the Editions, from the oldeft Fo/s> Impreflion. But I can-
notuaderftand this Reading. 1 have adopted another from the
Quarte in 1597, which, I think, muft be the tme one: ’

Airy Succeeders of inteftate joys, 7
i. e. Words, tun’d to Complaints, fucceed Joys thatare dead ;-
and unbequeath’d to them, to whom they fould properly
defcend,
- M From
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From all the flaughters, wretch, that thou haft done:
Queen. Hid'it thou that forehead with a golden crown,
W here fhould be branded, if that right were right,
The flaughter of the Prince that ow’d that crown,
And the dire death of my poor fons and brothers ?
Tell me, thou villain-flave, where are my children ?
Dutch. Thou toad, thou toad, where is thy brother
Clarence ? :
And little Ned Plantagenet, his fon ?
Queen. Whereis kind Haflings, Ricvers, Vaughan, Gray ?
K. Rich. A flourifh, trumpets! ftrike alarum, drums!
Let not the heavens hear thefe tell-tale women
Rail on the Lord’s anointed. Strike, I fay.
[Flourifo. Alarums.
Either be patient, and intreat me fair,
Or with the clamorous report of war
Thus will I drown your exclamations.
Dutch. Art thou my fon ? .
K. Rich. Ay, Ithank God, my father, and yourfelf.
Dutch. Then patiently hear my impatience.
K. Rich. Madam, I have a touch of fyour condition,
That cannot brook the accent of reproof.
Datch. I will be mild, and gentle in my words.
K. Rich. And brief, good mother, for I am in hafte.
Dutch. Art thou fo hatty 2 I have ftaid for thee,
God koows, in anguifh, pain and agony.
K. Rich. And came I notat laft to comfort you ?
Duteh. No, by the holy rood, thou know’ft it well,
Thou cam’ft on earth to make the earth my hell.
A grievous burthen was thy birth to me,
Tetchy and wayward was thy infancy ;
Thy {chool-days frightful, defp’rate, wild and furious; *
Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold and venturous :
Thy age confirm’d, proud, fubtle, {ly and bloody.
‘What comfortable hour canft thou name,
That ever grac’d me in thy company ?
.K. Rich. Faith, none but Humphry Houre, that call'd
your Grace
‘To breakfatt once, forth of my company.
If I be fo difgracious in your fight,

Let

| —— . c—
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Let me march on, and not offend your Grace.

Strike up the Drum.

Dutch. Ipry'thee, hear me fpeak.
K. Rich. You fpeak too bitterly.
Dutch. Hear me a word :

For I fhall never fpeak to thee again.

K. Rich. So, A
Dutch. Either thou’lt die by God’s juft ordinance;.

Ere from this war thou turn a conqueror ;

Or I with grief and extream age fhall perifh,

And, never look upon thy face again. )

Therefore take with thee my moft heavy Curfe ;

Which, in the day of battle, tire thee more,

Than all the compleat armour that thou wear'ft ¥

My prayers on the adverfe party fight,

And there the little fouls of Edward’s children:

W hifper the Spirits of thine enemies,

And promife them fuccefs and victory-!

Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end !

Shame ferves thy life, and doth thy death attend. [Exir.
Queen. Tho’ far morecaufe, yet much lefs {pirit to curfe

Abides in me, I fay Amen to her. - [Going.-
K. Rich. Stay, Madam, I muft fpeak a word with you.
Queen. I have no more Sons of the royal blood

For thee to flaughter; for my daughters, Richard,

They fhall be praying Nuns, not weeping Queens;

And therefore level not to hit their lives.

K. Rich. You have a daughter call'd Elizabeth,

Virtuous and fair, royal and gracious, -

Queen. And muft fhe die for this? O let her live,

And I'll corrupt her manners, ftain her beauty,

Slander my felf as falfe to Edward’s bed,

Throw over her the veil of infamy :

So fhe may live unfcarr’d from bleeding flaughter,

I will confefs fhe was not Edward’s daughter. .
K. Rich. Wrong not her birth, fhe is of royal blood,
Queen. To fave her life, I'll fay, fhe is not fo.

K. Rich. Her life is fafeft only in her birth.
Queen. And only in that fafety dy’d her brothers.
K. Rich. No, at their births good ftars were oppofite.

RQueen,
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Queen. No, to their lives bad friends were contrary.
K. Rich. All unavoided is the doom of deitiny.
Queen. True; when avoided grace makes deftiny.
My bubes were deftin’d to a fairer death,
If grace had bleft thee with a fairer life.
K. Rich. You fpeak, as if that I had {lain my coufins ?
Queen. Coufins, indeed; and by their Uncle couzen’d
Of Comfort, Kingdom, Kindred, Freedom, Life:
Whofe hands foever lanc’d their tender hearts,
Thy head, all indire&tly, gave direétion. .
No doubt, the murd’rous knife was dull and blunt,
Till it was whetted on thy ftone-hard heart,
"To revel in the intrails of my lambs.
But that fill ufe of grief makes wild grief tame,
My tongue fhould to thy ears not name my boys,
Till that my nails were anchor’d in thine eyes ;
And I in fuch a defp’rate bay of death,
Like a poor bark, of fails and tackling reft,
Ruth all to pieces on thy rocky bofom.
K. -Rich. Madam, fo thrive I in my enterprize,
And dangerous fuccefs of bloody wars ;
As I intend more good to you and yours,
Than ever you or yours by me were harm’d !
Queen. What good is cover'd with the face of heav’n,
'To be difcover’d, that can do me good ?
K. Rich. Th’ advancement of yeur children, gentle
lady.
Queen. Up to fome fcaffold, there to lofe their heads.
K. Rich. No, to the dignity and height of fortune,
The high imperial type of this earth’s glory.
Queen. Flatter my forrows with report of it
Tell me, what ftate, what dignity, what honour,
Canft thou demife to any child of mine ?
K. Rich. Ev’n all I have; ay, and my felf and all,
Will I withal endow a child of thine:
So in the Lethe of thy angry foul
Thou drown the fad Remermbrance of thofe wrongs ;
‘W hich, thou fuppofeft, I have done to thee.
Queen. Be brief, left that the procefs of thy kindnefs
Lalt longer telling than thy kindnefs do.

K. Rich.

!

———
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K. Rich. Then know, that from my foul I love thy
daughter.

Queen. My daughter’s mother thinks it with her foul,

K. Rish. What do you think ?

.ng}. u'lI‘hat thou doft love my daﬁghter, from thy
o .

So from thy foul’s love, didft thou love her brothers;
And from my heart’s love I do thank thee for it.
K. Rich. Be not fo hafty to confound my meaning ;
I mean, that with my foul I love thy daughter,
And do intend to make her Queen of Englard.
.qunl.{ .Say? then, who doft thou mean fhall be her
ing
‘K. Rich. Ev'n he, that makes her Qaeen ; who elfe
fhould be ? -
Queen. What, thou!
K. Rich. Even fo; how think you of it? -
Queen. How canft thou woo her ?
K. Rich. I would learn of you,
As one being beft acquainted with her humour.
Queen. And wilt thou learn of me?
K. Rich. With all my heart. :
Queen. Send to her, by the man that {lew her brothers,
A pair of bleeding hearts; thereon engrave
Edward and York; then, haply, will fhe weep:
Therefore prefent to her, as fometime Marg'ret
Did to thy father, fteept in Rut/and’s blood,
A handkerchief; which, fay to her, did drain -
The purple tide from her {weet brothers’ bodies,
And bid her wipe her weeping eyes therewith.
If this inducement move her not to love,
Send her a letter of thy noble deeds;
Tell her, thou mad'ft away her uncle Clarence,
Her uncle Riwvers; ay, and for her fake,
Mad’ft quick conveyance with her good aunt Auuze.
K. Rich. You mock me, Madam ; this is not the way
To win your daughter. ,
Queen. There’s no other way,
Unlefs thou could’ft put on fome other fhape,
And not be Rickard that hath done all this. K. Rich
, o AN2C/2s
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K. Rich. Say, that I did all this for love of her.
Queen. Nay ther, indeed, fhe cannot chufe but hate
thee; :
Having bought love with fuch a bloody fpoil.
K. Rich. Look, whatis done, cannot be now amended ;
Men fhall deal unadvifedly fometimes,.
Which after-hours give leifure to repent of.
If I did take the Kingdom from your fons,
To make amends, I’ll give it to your daughter ».
If I have kill’d the Iflue of your womb, -
To quicken your encreafe I will beget
Mine iflue of your blood, upon your daughter::
A grandam’s name is lefs little in love,
Than is the doting title of a mother;
They are as children but one ftep below,
Even of your metal, of your very blood:
Of all one pain, fave for a night of groans
Endur'd of her, for whom you bid like forrow.
Your children were vexation to your youth,
But mine fhall be a comfort to your age.
The lofs you have, is but a fon being King;
And by that lofs your daughter is made Queen.
- T cannot make you what amends I would,
Therefore accept fuch kindnefs as I can.
Dorfet, your fon, that with a fearful foul
Leads difcontented fteps in foreign foil,
‘This fair alliance quickly fhall call home
To high promotions, and great dignity.
The King, that calls your beauteous daughter wife,
Famiiiarly fhall call thy Dor/er brother:
Again fhall you be mother to a Kings
And all the ruins of diftrefsful times
Repair'd with double riches of content.
What! we have many goodly days to fee.
"The liquid drops of tears, that you have fhed, (12}
Sh

(12) The liguid Drops of Tears, that you have [bed,
Statl come againy transform’d to orient Pearl,
«Advantaging their Love with Intereft,
Oftentimes double Gain of Happpinefs.] The great Improvement
to
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Shall come again, transform’d to orient pearl;
Advantaging their loan with intereft
©Of ten times double gain of happinefs.
Go then, my mother, to*thy daughter go;
Make bold her bathful years with your experience ;-
Prepare her ears to hear a wooer’s tale ;
Put in her tender heart th*afpiring flame
Of golden Sov'reignty 5 acquaint the Princefs
With the fweet filent hours of marriage-joys.
And when this arm of mine hath chattifed
The petty rebel, dull-brain’d Buckinghasm,
Bound with triumphant garlands will I come,
And lead thy daughter to a Conqueror’s bed 3
To whom I will retail my Conqueft won,
And fhe fhall be fole viétrefs, Ce/ar’s Cz/far.
Queen. What were I beft to fay, her father’s brother
Would be her lord ? or fhall i fay, her uncle?
Or he that flew her brothers, and her uncles *
Under what title fhall I woo for thee, -
That God, the law, my honour, and her love,
Can make feem pleafing to her tender years ¥
K. Rich. Infer fair England’s peace by this alliance.
Queen. Which fhe fhall purchafe with ftill lafting war.
K. Rich. Tell her, the King, that may command,

intreats
Bueen. That at her hands, which the King’s King
forbids, : .

K. Rich. Say, the fhall bea high and mighty Queen——
Queen. To wail the title, as her mother doth.
K. Rich. Say, I will love her everlaftingly.

to the Senfe, which my ealy Emendation’makes here, will, T
flatter my felf, convince every judicious Reader, of its being the
genuine Reading. Loveand Lene (which was the obfolete Man~
ner of {pelling Loan;) are made out of one another, only by
a Letter turn’d upfide down, Oftentimesis a_ftupid Concretion
of three Words, from the Indolence of the Editors, which
ftrangely flattens the Sentence. My Emendation gives this aps
and caly Senfe. The Tears, that you have lent 1o your AffiFions,
foallbe surn’d into Gems 5 and reguite yow by way of Intereft, wirh
Happinefs twenty times as great as your Sorrews have been.

Lueen,
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Queen. But how long fhall that title, ever, laft?
K. Rich. Sweetly in force, unto her fair life’s end.
Queen. But how. long, fairly, fhall her fweet life laft 2
K. Rich. As long as heav’n and nature lengthen it.
Queen. As long as hell and Rishard like of it. )
K. Rich. Say, I, her Sov’reign, am her Subject now -
Queen. But fhe; your Subjet, loaths fuch Sov'reignty -
K. Rich. Be eloquent in my behalf to her.
Queen. An honeit tale {peeds beft, being plainly told.
K. Rich. Then, in plain terms tell her my loving tale.
Queen. Plain, and not honeft, is too harth a ftile.
K. Rich. Your reafons are too fhallow, and too quick.
Queen. O no, my reafons are too deep and dead ;
Two deep and dead poor infants in their grave ;
Harp on it ftill fhall I, till heart-ftrings break.
K. Rich. Harp not on that ftring, Madam ; that is paft.
Now by my George, my Garter, and my Crown
Queen. Profan’d, dithonour’d, and the third ufurp’d.
K. Rickh. 1 {wear. }
Queén. By nothing, for this is no oath :
The George, profan’d, hath loft his holy honour ;
The Garter, blemifh’d, pawn’d his knightly virtue ;
"The Crown, ufurp'd, difgrac’d his kingly glory.
If fomething thou would’ft fwear to be geliev'd,-
Swear then by fomething, that thou haft not wrong’d.
K. Rich. Now by the world —
ween. "Tis full of thy foul wrongs.
. K. Rich. My father’s death—
ueen, Thy life hath that difhonour’d.
K. Rich. Then by myfelf.
Queen. Thylelf thyfelf mifufeft.
K. Rich. Why then, by heav’n ——
ueen. Heav’n’s wrong is moft of all :
If thou didft fear to break an oath with heav’n,
The unity the King my husband made
Thoeu hadft not broken, nor my brothers dyd.
If thou hadft feard to break an oath with heav’n,
T’ imperial metal, circling now thy head,
Had grac’d the tgndcr temples of my child ;
And both the Princes had been breathing here ;

Which
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 Which now, two tender bed-fellows for duft,
. Thy broken faith hath made a prey td worms,
' What canft thou fwear by now ?

K. Rich. By time to come.
Queen. That thou haft wronged in the time o’erpaft :

" For I my felf have many tears to wafh :
* Hereafter time, for time paft, wrong'd by thee.
" The children live, whofe fathers thou hat flaughter'd,

Ungovern’d youth, to wail it in their age.

"~ 'The parents live, whofe children thou hait butcher'd,

A

Old wither'd plants, to wail it in their age.
Swear not by time to come, for that thou hatt
Mifus'd ere us’d, by times ill-us’d o’er paft.
K. Rich. As I intend to profper and repent,
So thrive I in my dangerous attempt
Of hoftile arms |- my felf, my felf confound ;
Heaven and fortune bar me happy hours ;
Day ‘yield me not thy light, nor night thy reft;
Be oppofite all planets of good luck
To my proceeding ; if with pure heart’s love,
Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts,
I tender not thy beauteous Princely Daughter!
In her confifts my happinefs, and thine;
Without her, follows to my felf and thee, .
Her felf, the Land, and many a chriftian foul,
Death, defolation, ruin, and decay.
It cannot be avoided, but by thiss
It will not be avoided, but by this.
Therefore, dear mother, (I muft call you fo,)
Be the attorney of my love to her; :
Plead what I will be, not what I have been ;
Not my deferts, but what I will deferve:
Urﬁe the neceflity and ftate of times ;
And be not peevith found in great defigns.
Queen. Shall I be tempted of the Devil thus?
X, Rich. Ay, if the Devil tempt you to do good.’
Queen. Shail I forget my felf to be my felf?
K. R‘i_clhf. Ay, if your felf’s remembrance wrong your
elf. :
' Queen. But thau didft kill my children. ‘
R ' 4 K. Rich.
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K. Rich. But in your daughter’s womb I bury the
‘Where, in that neft of fpioergy, they fhall breed ™
Selves of themtelves, to your recomforture.

Queen. Shall I go win my daughter to thy will 2

K. Rich. And be a happy mother by the deed.

Queen. 1 go, write to me fhortly.

K. Rich. Bear her my true love’s kifs, and fo fare-

wel—— [Exit Dueex.
Relenting fool, and fhallow, changing, woman !

. Enter Ratchiff.

Rar. Moft mighty Sovereign, on the weftern coaft
Rideth a puiffant Navy : to our fhores
‘Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted friends,
Unarm’d, and unrefolv’d to beat them back.
*Tis thought, that Richmond is their Admiral :
And there they hull, expeing but the aid
Of Buckingham, to welcome them afhore.
K. Rich. Some light-foot friend poft to the Duke of
Norfolk,
Ratcliff, thy felf, or Catesby ; where ishe?
Catef. Here, my good lord.
K. Rich. Catesby, fly to the Duke.
Caref. I will, my lord, with all convenient hafte.
K. Rich. Ratcliff, come hither, poft to Sakisbury;
- 'When thou com’ft thither———dull unmindful viltain,
‘ To Catef.
Why ftay’ft thou here, and go'ft not to the Duke ?
Caref. Firft, mighty Liege, tell me your Highnefs”
leafure, .
What f?om your Grace I fhall deliver to him.
K. Rich. O true, good Catesby,~—bid him levy ftrait
The greateft ftrength and power he can make,
And meet me fudtfenly at Salishiry.
Catef. 1 go. [Exie.
Rar. What, may it pleafe you, thall I do at Salisbury?
K. Rich. Why, what would't thou do there, before
Igo? .
Rat. Yg;tr Highnefs told me, I fhould poft before.
K. Rich. My mind is chang’dwemeees E
ity
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Enter Lord Stanley.

Stanley, what news with you ?
Stan. None good, my Liege, to pleafe you with the
mng ;
Nor none fo bgad, but well may be reported.
K. Rich. Heyday, ariddle! neither good nor bad :
‘W hy doft thou run fo many miles about,
‘W hen thou may’ft tell thy tale the neareft way ?
Once more, what news ? )
Stan. Richmond is on the feas.
XK. Rich. Therelet him fink, and be the feas on him!
White-liver'd Runagate, what doth he there?
Stan. T know not, mighty Sov’reign, but by guefs.
K. Rich. Well, asyou guefs. ‘
Stan. Stirr’d up by Dorfet, Buckingbam, and Morton,
He makes for England, here to claim the Crown.
K. Rich. Is the Chair empty ? is the Sword unfway’d }
Is the King dead? the Empire unpoflefs’d ?
‘What Heir of Yor# is there alive, but We?
And who is England’s King, but great Yor&’s heir ?
‘Then tell me, what makes he upon the fea ?
Stan. Unlefs for that, my Liege, I cannot guefs.
K. Rich. Unlefs for that he comes to be your Licge,
You cannot guefs wherefore the #z//b-man comes.
‘Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear.
Stan. No, mighty Liege, therefore miftruft me not.
K. Rich. Where is thy Power then to beat him back ¥
‘Where are thy Tenants, and thy Followers?
Are they not now upon the weftern fhore,
Safe-conducting the Rebels from their fhips ?
Stan. No, my good lord, my friends are in the North.
K. Rich. Cold friends to me : what do they in the
North,
‘When they fhould ferve their Sov’reign in the Weft ?
- Stan. They have not been commanded, mighty King;.
Pleafe it your Majefty to give me leave,
I'll mufter L&p my friends, and meet your Grace,
Where, and what time your Majefty fhall pleafe.
K. Rich. Ay, thou would'ft fain be gone, te join with
Richmond : But
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But I’ll not truft thee.
Stan. Mighty Sovereign,
You have no caufe to hold my friendfhip doubtful ; °
I never was, nor never will be, falfe.
K. Rich. Go then, and mufter men; but leave behind
Your fon George Stanley : look, your heart be firm ;
Or elfe his head’s affurance is but frail. :
Stan. Sodeal with him, as I prove true to you !
[Exit Stanley.
Enter a Meffenger.

Mef. My gracious Sov’reign, now in Devonfbire,
As I by friends am well advertifed,
Sir Edmond Coxrtney, and the haughty Prelate,
Bifhop of Exeter, his elder brother,
‘With many more confed’rates, are in arms.

Enter another Meffenger.

" Mef. In Kent, my Liege, the Guilfords are in arms,
And every hour more competitors
Flock to the Rebels, and their Power grows ftrong.

Enter another Meffenger.

Mef. My Lord, the army of the Duke of Buckingham—
K. Rich. Out on ye, owls! nothing but fongs of
death ? [He firikes him.
There, take thou That, ’till thou bring better news.
Me/. The news I have to tell your Majetty,
Is, that, by fudden floods and fall of waters,
Buckingham's army is difpers'd and fcatter'd ;
And he himfelf wander’d away alone,
No man knows whither.
K. Rich. Oh! I cry thee mercy;
There is my purfe, to cure that blow of thine.
Hath any well-advifed friend proclaim'd
Reward to him that brings the traitor in? ’
. Me/. Such Proclamation hath been made, my Liege.

Enter another Meffenger.

Mef. Sir Thomas Lovel, and Lord Marquifs Dorfes,
*Tis faid, my Liege, in Yorkfire are in arms ; B
i ut

!
1
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But this good comfort bring I to your Highnefs,*

The Bretagne Navy is difpers’d, by tempeft.

Richmond in Dorfetfbire fent out a boat

Unto the fhore, to ask thofe on the banks,

If they were his affiftants, yea, or no; :

Who anfwer'd him, they came from Buckingbam

U'pon his Party ; he, miftrufting them,

Hois'd fail, and made his courfe again for Bresagne.

K. Rich. March on, march on, fince we are up in

arms; A :

If not to fight with foreign enemies, _

Yet to beat down thefe Rebels here at home. |

-Enter Catesby.

Catef. My Liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken,
That is the beft news; that the Earl of Richmond
¥s-with a mighty Pow’r landed at M:/ford,

Is colder news, but yet it muft be told.
K. R;‘ch. Away tow'rds Salisbury; while we reafon
ere, :
A royal battle might be won and loft :
Some one take order, Buckingham be brought
To Salisbury; the reft march on with me. [Exeunt.

S CE N E changes to the Lord Stanley’s Houfe.

Enter Lord Stanley, and Sir Chriftopher Urfwick.

Stmx.SIR Chriftopher, tell Richmond this from me; (13)
That in the fty of this moft bloody Boar,
My fon George Stanley is frankt up in hold:

(13) Sir Chriftopher, reil Richmond this from me;] The
Perfon, who is call’d Sir Chriffopher here, and who has been
ftyl’d fo in the Dramatis Perfone of all the Impreffions, 1 find
by the Chronicles to have been Chriffopher Urfwick, a Batchel-
lor in Divinity; and Chaplain to the Countefs of Richmond,
who had intermarried with the Lord Stanley. This Prieft, the
Hiftory tells us, frequently went backwards and forwards, un-
fufpefted, on Meflages betwixt the Countefs of Richmond, and
her Husband, and the young Earl of Richmond, whilft he was
preparing to make his Defcent on England, i
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If I revolt, off goes young George's head ; 10
The fear of That holds off my prefent aid. i
So, get thee gone; commend me to thy Lord. 7
Say too, the Queen hath heartily confented LB

He fhould efpoufe Elizabeth her daughter. |

But tell me, where is princely Richmond now ? }
Chri. At Pembroke, or at Hertford-weft in Wales. {:
Stan. What men of name refort to him ? i
Chri. Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned foldier, i

Sir Gilbert Talbot, and Sir William Stanley, 1

Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, Sir Fames Blunt,

And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant crew,

And many othets of great name and worth :

And towards London do they bend their Power,

If by the way they be not fought withal.
Stan. Well, hie thee to thy Lord : I kifs his hand,

My letter will refolve him of my mind. ,

Farewel. [Exeunt. |

SCENE, Salisbury.

Enter the Sheriff, and Buckingham, with balberds,
Jed to Execution.

BuckincHuaA M.

ILL not King Richard let me fpeak with him? -
_ Sher. No, good my Lord, therefore be patient. ‘

Buck. Haflings, and Edward’s children, Gray
and Riwers,
Holy King Henry, and thy fair fon Edward,
Vaughan, and all that have mifcarried
By under-hand, cerrupted, foul injuftice ;
It that your moody, difcontented, fouls
Do through the clouds behold this prefent hour,
Ev'n for revenge mock my deftruction !
This
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This is 4//-Seuls day, fellows, isit not?
Sher. Itis, my lord. .
Buck. Why, thendl/-Souls day is my body's Doomfday,

" This is the day, which in King Edavard’s time

I wifh'd might fall on me, when I was found
Falfe to his children, or his wife’s allies.

“This is the day, wherein I' wifh'd to fall

By the falfe faith of him whom moft I trufted :
This, this 4/-Sauls day to my fearful Soul,

Is the determin’d refpite of my wrongs.

That high All-feer, which I dallied with,

Hath turn’d my feigned prayer on my head,

And giv’n in earneft, what I begg'd injeft.
Thus doth he force the fwords of wicked men

‘To turn their own points on their mafters’ bofoms.
Thus Marg'rer’s Curfe falls heavy on my head :
When he, quoth fhe, fhall {plit thy heart with forrow,
Remember, Marg'ret wasa Przﬂlctefs.

Come, Sirs, convey me to the block of fhame;

- Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame.

[Exeunt Buckingham, Skeriff and Officers.
SCENE, on the Borders of Leicefter-Shire, A4
Camp.

Enter Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Herbert, and others,
with Dram and Colours.

" Richm. Y Ellows in arms, and my moftloving friends,

Bruis’d underneath the yoak of tyranny,
‘Thus far into the bowels of the Land
Haye we march’d on without impediment ;
And here receive we from our father Szanley
Lines of fair comfort and encouragement.
The wretched, bloody, and ufurping Boar
(That fpoil’d your fummer-ficlds, and fruitful vines,)
Swills your warm blood like wath, and makes his trough
In your emboweil'd bofoms; this foul fwine
Ly®€s now ev’n in the centre of this Ifle,
Near to the town of Leicefler, as we learn :
From Tauiwworth thither is but ong day’s March. I
ho n
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In God's name, cheerly on, couragious friends,

To reap the harveft of perpetual peace, \

By this one bloody trial of fharp war. )
Oxf. Ev'ry man’s confcience is a thoufand fwords,

To fight againft that bloody homicide.

" Herb. 1 doubt not, but his friends will fly to us.
Blunt. He hath no friends, but-who are friends for

fear.
Which in his deareft Need will fly from him. ‘
" Rich. All for our vantage ; then, in God’s name,
march ;
True hope is fwift, and flies with Swallow’s wings 3
Kings it makes Gods, and meaner creatures Kings.
[Exeunt.

SCENE changes to Bofworth Field.

Enter King Richard in arms, with Norfolk, Surrey,
Ratcliff, Catesby, and others.

K. Rich. ERE pitch our Tents, even here in Bof
: aorth field.
My lord of Surrey, why look you fo fad ?
Surr. My heart is ten times lighter than my looks.
K. Rich. My lord of -Norfolk,-———
Nor. Here, molt gracious Liege.
X. Rich. Norfolk, we muft have knocks: ha, muft
we not ?
Nor. We muft both give and take, my gracious lord.
K. Rich. Up with my tent, here will I'lye tonight;
But where to morrow ?~—well, all’s-one for that.
‘Who hath defcry’d the number of the traitors ?
Nor. Six, or fev’n, thoufand is their utmoft Power.
K. Rich. Why, our Battalion trebles that account :
Befides, the King's name is a tower of ftrength,
Which they upon the adverfe faGion want.
Up with the tent: come, noble gentlemen,
Let us furvey the vantage of the ground.
Call for fome men of found direction :
Ler’s want no difcipline, make no delay ;
For, lords, to morrow is a bufie day. [Excunt.

, SCENE

L S ——



King Ricuarp IIL 289

.;_ SCENE changes to another Part of Bofworth

Seeld,

Enter Richmond, Sir William Brandon, Oxford, and
, Dorfet. )

. R,‘MTH E weary Sun hath made a golden Set,

And, by the bright tra& of his fiery car,
Gives fignal of a goodly day to morrow.
Sir William Brandon, {ou fhall bear my ftandard ;
The Earl of Pembroke keep his regiment ;
Good Caﬁtain Blunt, bear my good night to him;
And by the fecond hour in the morning -

. Defire the Earl to fee me in my tent.

Yet one thing mére, good Blunt, before thou goeft ;

Where is lor Stanley quarterd, doft thou know
Blunt. Unlefs I have mifta’en his quarters much,

{Which, well I am affur’d, I have not done)

> His regiment lyes half a mile at leaft

South from the mighty Power of the King.
Richm. If without peril it be poffible, : :

* Sweet Blunt, make fome good means to fpeak with him,

And give him from me this moft needful Note,
Blumt. Upon my life, my lord, I'll undertake it.
Richm. Give me fome ink and Ppaper; in my tent

I'll draw the form and model of our battle,

. Limit each leader to his feveral me,
And part in juft proportion our ftrength,

Let us confult upon to morrrow’s bufinefs ;
In to our tent, the air is raw and cold

[Tty withdraw into the tens,

" SCENE changes back to King Richard’s Toms.

i It’s nine a clock.

- Give me fome Ink and Paper,

Enter King Richard, Ratcliff, Norfolk, and Catesby.
K. Ricb.WH AT is't o clock? )
Cate/. It's fupper time, my lord;

K. Rich. Iwill not fup to night,

Voir. V. ‘ What,
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What, is my beaver eafier than it was ?
And all my artour laid into my tent?
Catef. Itis, my Liege, and all things are in readinefs.
K. Rich. Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy charge,
Ulfe careful watch, chufe trafty centinels.
Nor. 1go, my lord.
K. Rich. Stir with the lark to morrow, gentle Nor/o/k.
Nor. 1 warrant you, my lord. [Exit.
K. Rich. Cateshy,———
Catef. My lord.
K. Rich. Send outa purfuivant at arms
*To Stanley's regiment; bid him bring his Power
Before Sun-rifing, left his fon George fall
~ Into the blind Cave of eternal Night.
Fill me a bow! of wine——give me a watch—
- {70 Ratchff,
Saddle white Szrrey for the field to morrow :
Look, that my ftaves be found, and not toe heavy.
Rarcliff,——
Rat, My lord ?
K. Rich. Saw'ft thou the melancholy lord Northum-
berland 3
Rat. Thomas the Earl of Surrey, and himfelf,
Much about cock-fhut time, from troop to troop,
Went through the army, cheering up the foldiers.
K. Rich. I am fatisfy’d ; give me a bowl of wine.
I have not that alacri'mﬁ of {pirit,
Nor cheer of mind, that I was went to havesa—
There, fet it down. Is ink agl paper ready ?
Rat. Itis, my lord. i i
K. Rich. Bid my Guard watch, and leave me.
About the mid of night come to my tent,
And help to arm mé,  Leave me now, I fay.

f e e —— o~ —

—— ————

+ . [ Exit Ratcliff,
SCENE changes back to Richtmond’s Tent.
Enter Stanley to Richmond : Lords, &e. \

‘Stan. Y;\Ortune and Vi&ory fit on thy helm!

Richm. All comfort, that the darks night can (
afford, Be
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‘Be to thy perfon, noble father-in-law !
Tell me, how fares.our loving mother ?

Stan. 1, by attorney, blefs thee from thy mothers
‘Who prays continually for Richmord’s good :
S6 much for that—The filent hours fleal on,
And flaky darknefs breaks within the Eaft.-
In brief, for {o the feafon bids us be,

Prepare thy battle early in the morning ;

And put thy fortune to th> Arbitrement

Of bloody ftrokes, and mortal ftaring war.
I, as I may, {(that which I would, I cannot}’
With beft advantage will deceive the time,
And aid thee in this doubtful fhock ‘of arms.
But on thy fide I may not be too forward,
Left (being feen) thy brother, tender George,

- Be executed in his father’s Sight.

Farewel ; the leifure, and the fearful time

Cuts off the ceremonious vows of love,

And ample enterchange of fwéet difcourfe,

Which fo-long-fundred friends fhould dwell upon.

God give us leifure for thefe Rites of love ! »

Once more, adieu; be valiant, and fpeed well.
Richm. Good lords, conduct him to his regintent:

T'll ftrive, with troubled thoughts, to take a nap; .

Left leaden flumber poize me down to morrow,

When I fhould mount with wings 6f victory : ]

Once more,. good night, kind lords, and gentlemén.

[Exeunt. Manet Richmond.

O thou! whofe Captain I a¢count my felf,

Look on my forces with a gracions eye::

Put in their hands thy bruifing irons of wrath,

That they may cruth down with a heavy fall

Th’ ufurping helmets of our advérfaries!

Make us thy Miniters of chaftifement,

That we mdy praife thee in thy vi&or'y‘.

To thee I do commend my watchful foul,

Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes :

 Sleeping and waking, oh, dofend me {ll!  {Sleeps.

N2 SCENE,

N
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SCENE, between the Tents of Richard and
- Richmond: They fleeping.

Enter the Ghoft of Prince lzdward, Son to Henry the
Sixth. .

Ghof. Y ET me fitheavy on thy foul to morrow!

7o K. Rich.
Think, how thou ftab’d’ft me in the prime of youth °
At Teacksbury ; therefore defpair and die.

Be cheerful, Richmond ; for the wronged fouls

[Te Richm.
Of butcher'd Princes fight in thy behalf: -
King Henry's iffuc, Richmond, comforts thee. -~

Enter the Ghoft of Henry the Sixth.

Gheff. When1 was mortal, my anointed body
: [7e K. Rich.

By thee was punched full of deadly holes;
Think en the Joaver, and me; defpair, and die.
Henry the Sixth bids thee defpair, and die.

Virtuous and holy, be thou Conqueror : {70 Richm.
Harry, that prophefy'd thou fhould’ft be King,
Doth comfort thee in fleep ; live thou and flourith.

Enter the Ghoft of Clarence.

_Gheft. Let me fit heavy on thy foul to morrow!

‘ - - [70 K. Rich.
1, that was wafh’d to death in fulfom wine, '
Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray'd to death :
To morrow in the battle think on me,
And fall thy edgelefs fword ; defpair and die.

Thou off-fj ring of the Houle of Lancafter, { To Richm.
‘The wronged heirs of Yerk do pray for thee;
Good angels guard thy battle ! live, and flourifh.

Enter the Ghofts of Rivers, Gray, and Vaughan,

Rivy. Let me fit heavy on thy foul to morrow !
. [7o K. Rich.
Riwars, that dy’d at Pomfret; defpair, and die.
. Gray.
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Gray. Think upon Gray, and let thy foul defpair. '

Vaagh, Think upon Vaughan, and with ooty far
angh. upon Zaughan, and with gui

Let fa.ﬁ thy launce! Ricbard, defpair and d%e. ¥
: , (7o K. Rich.
All. Awake! and think, our wrongs in Rickard’s
bofom

Will conquer him.— Awake, and win the day, .

[7o Richms
Enter the Ghofft of Lord Haftings.

Gbof?. Bloody and guilty, guiltily awake ; [7o XK. Rich.
And in a bloody battle end thy days: , :
Think on lord Hafings; and defpair and die.
’ Quiet, untroubled foul, awake, awake! [7o Richm,
- Arm, fight, and conquer, for fair England’s fake.

Enter the Ghofis of the tavo young Princes.

Gbofis. Dream on thy coufins fmother’d in the Toaver
Let us be lead within thy bofom, Richerd, (13)
[72 K. Rich.
And weigh thee down to ruin, fhame, and death!
Thy Nephews” fouls Hid thee defpair a:::id_ditl:‘.
Sleep, Richmond, fleep in peace ¢ wake in joy.. -
P P ) [7e Richm,
Good angels guard thee from the boar’s annoy !
Live, and beget a happy race of Kirhgs
_ Edward’s unhappy fons do bid thee flourith.

(13) Let s belaid within thy Bofem, Richard,] Thisis apooy
fecble Reading, which has obtain’d by Corruption, ever fince
the firft Edition put out by the Players; and, indeed, up as
high as the Quarto in 1602. Butlhave reftor’d from the elder
Quarte, publifh’d in 1597, which Mr. Pope docs not pretead to
have feens .

Let ws be Lead within thy Bofoms, Ricbgrd,
This correfponds with what is {aid in the Line immediately
following,
Andweigh thee down to Ruin, Shame, and Death I
And likewife with what the Generality of the Ghofts fay threat-
eningly to Richard 5 )
Let me fis heavy on thy Sowl to merrow !
N 3 Enter




v

294 King Ricuarp IIL

Enter the Ghoff of Anne, bis aife.
Ghop. Richard, thy wife, that wretched Awme thy

- wife, [7o K. Rich.
*That never ﬂeK;a quiet hour with thee,
Now fills thy fleep with perturbatiens :

To morrow in the battle think on me,
And fall thy edgelefs fword : defpair and die.
“Thou, quiet foul, fleep thou a quiet fleep: [7o Richm,
Dream of fuccefs and happy vilory,
"Thy adverfary’s wife doth pray for thee.

Enter the Ghofi of Buckingham.

- Ghofl. The firfk was I, that help'd thee to the Crown:
Tt was I, that felt thy tyramgy. [0 K. Rich. |
O, in the hattle think on Budiufban, '

And die in terror of thy guiltinefs.

Dream on, dream on, of bloody deeds and death :

Fainting, defpair; defpairing, yield thy breath. 7!
1 dy’d for Holpe, ereT could lend thee aid; (14) ¢
' {72 Richm.
But cheer thy heart, and be thou not difmay’d : %
God and good angels fight on Richmond’s fide, i
And Richard fall in height of all his pride. .
[Tke Ghofts warnip.

[X. Richard farts ent of his dream. |
K. Rich. Give me another horfe——bind up my .
wounds. .
Have mercy, Fefu~{oft, I did but dream.
O coward Confcience! how doft thou afli& me?
The lights burn blue——is it not dead midnight?
Cold fearful drops ftand on my trémbling flefh.

—

 (14) 14dy’d for Hope, erel conld lend thee Aid,) Allthe Edic
tions concur in this Reading, to the abfolute Detriment of the
Senfe. 1 xeflore, with the Addition of a fingle Letter;

1 dy’d for Holpe, ere I conld lend thee Aid
i. e. 1 periy’d for that Help, which 1 had intended and wyspre-
paring to lend Thee ; tho’Icould not cffentizlly give Thee so] |
Afifiance.

What! l
|

—e
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What ? do I fear my felf? there’s none elfe by ;
Richard loves Richard; thatis, I am I.
Is there a murth’rer here? no; yes, I am.
Then fly—what, from my felf? great reaton ; why ¥
Left I revenge. What? my felf on my felf ¢
I love my felf. Wherefore? for any good,
That I my felf have done unto my felt? =~
O, no. Alas, I rather hate my felf,
For hateful deeds committed by my Self.
I am a villain; yet I lie, I am not.
Fool, of thy felf {peak well —Fool, do not fldtter.
My conlcience hath a thoufand fev'ral tongues,
And ev’ry tongue brings in a fev’ral Tale,
And ev'ry Tale condemns me for a villain.
Perjury, perjury in high’ft degree,
Murther, ftern murther in the dir'ft degree,
All feveral fins, all us’d in each degree,
Throng to the bar, all crying, guilty, guilty !
I thall defpair : there is no creature loves me :
And if  die, no foul {hall pity me.
Nay, wherefore fhould they ? fince that I my felf
Find in my felf no pity to my felf.
Methought, tte foals of all that I had murther'd
Came to my tent. and every one did threat
To morrow’s vengeance on the head of Richard.

Enter Ratcliff.
Rat. My lord,
X. Rijé:. Vtho's the{e?d - .
Rat. Ratcliff, my lord. e early village-cocls
Hath twice do{; falg'tation to the mom); g
Your friends are up, and buckle on their armour.
K. Rich. Ratcliff, 1 fear, I fear—
Rat. Nay, good my lord, be not afraid of fhadows.”
K. Rich. By the Apoftle Paul, fhadows to night
Have ftruck more terror to the foul of Richard,
‘Than can the fubftance of ten thoufand foldiers
Armed in proof, and led by thallow Richmoxd,
It is not yet near day. Come, go with me;
Under our tents, I'll play the eaves-drepper ;

N 4 " Te
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To hear, if any mean to fhrink from me.
" [Exeunt K. Richard and Ratcliff.

Enter the Lords to Richmond, futing in bis Tent.

Lords. Good morrow, Richmond. :
Richm. *Cry mercy, lords and watchful gentlemen,
That you have ta'en a tardy fluggard here.
Lords. How have you flept, my lord ? )
Richm. The {weeteft fleep and faireft-boding dreams,
That ever enter’d in a drowfie head,
Have I fince your departure had, my lords.
Methought, their fouﬁ, whofe bodies Richard murther’d,
Came to my tent, and cried on Vi&ory. p
I promife you, my heart is very jocund,
In the remembrance of fo fair a dream.
How far into the morning, isit, lords ?
Lords. Upon the ftroak of four.
Richm. Why, then ’tis time to arm and give diretion.
More than I have faid, loving Countrymen,
‘The leifure and enforcement of the time
Forbids to dwell on ; yet remember this,
God and our gecd Caufe fight t:ipon our fide,
"The Pray’rs of holy Saints, and wronged fouls,
Like high-rear’d bulwarks, ftand before our faces.
Richard except, thole, whom we fight againt,
Had rather have us win, than him they follow.
For what is he, they follow ? truly, gentlemen,
A bloody tyrant, and a homicide : .
One rais’d in blood, and one in blood eftablith’d 3
One, that made means to come by what he hath,
And flaughter’d thofe that were the means to help him.
A bafe foul flone, made precious by the foil ‘
Of England’s Chair, where he is falfely fet ;
One, that hath ever been God’s enemy ;
Then if you fight againft God’s enemy,
God will in juftice ward you as his foldiers.
" If you do fweat to put a Tyrant down,
You fleep in peace, the tyrant being flain ¢
If you do fight againft your Country’s foes,
. Your Country’s Fat fhall pay your pains the Hire,

—
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¥ you do fight in fafeguard of your wives,

Your wives fhall welcomé home the conquerors.

If you do free your children from the fword,

Your childrens’ children quit it in your age.

Then, in the name of God, and all thefe rights, \
Advance your flandards ; draw your willing fwords.
For me,_ the.ranfom of my bold attempt )

Shall be this cold corps on the earth’s eold. face :

- Butif I thrive, the gain of my attempt

‘The leaft of you fhall fhare his part thereof.
Sound, drumsand trumpets, boldly, cheerfully;*
God, and Saint George! Richmond, and Viory "

Enter King Richard, Ratcliff and Catesby.

K. Rich. What faid ‘Nortbumberland, as touching:
Richmond? = -
Rat. That he was never trained up in arms.
K. Ii]iicly. He faid the truth; and what faid Surrey’
en ?
Rat. He fmil'd and faid, the better for our purpofe.
K. Rich. He was i"th'right, and fo, indeed, it js.
Tell the clock there—give me.a Kalendar. [Clock firikes.
Who faw the Sun to day?" .
Rat. Not I, my lorjl.‘
K. Rich.. Then he difdains to fhine ; for, by the book,.
He hould have bray'd the Eaft an hour 20—
A black day it will be to fome body, Ratclif.
Rat. My lord¥ |
K. Ricg: The Sun will not be feen to day ;:
The sky doth frown and lowre UPON OUT ATMY —ee
I would thefe dewy tears were from the ground e
Not fhine to day ? 'why, what is that to me '
More' than to Richmond? for the felf-fame heav’n,.
That frowns on me,_ look's fadly upon-him,

Enner Norfolk.,

Nor. Arm, arm, my lord, the foe vaunts in the field,
K. Rich. Come, buftle, buftle—caparifon my herfe.
Call up lord Stanley, bid him bring his Power ; )
T'will lead forth my foldiers to the plain, i
‘ Ny © And
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And thus my batle fhail be ordered.
My Forward fhall be drawn out all in length,
Confifting equally of horfe and foot :
Our Archers fhall be placed in the midft; -
Fobn Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Earl of Surrsy,
Shall have the leading of the foot and horfe.
They thus direGted, we our felf will follow
In the main bastle, which oa either fide
Shall be well winged with our chiefeft horfe :
"This and St. George to boot !—wemvweWhat think’#t thou,
Norfolk ?
Nor. A good direétion, warlike Sovereign.
"This paper found I on my tegt this morning.
[Giving a ferewl.
Jocky of Notfolk, & net fo bold, [Reads.
For Dickon thy mafler is bought and fold.
K. Rich. A thiog devifed by the enemy.
Go, gentlemen; go, each man to his Charge.
Let not our babling dreams affright our fouls ;
Confcience is but a word that cowards ufe,
Devis'd at firft to keep the ftrong in awe :
Our firong arms be our confcience, fwords our law.
March on, join bravely, let us to’t pell-mell,
If not to heav’n, then hand in hand to hell.
‘What fhall I fay more than I have inferr’d &
Remember, whom you are to cope withal ;
A fort of v;gabonds, of rafcals, run-aways,
A fcum of Britons, and bafé lackey-peafants, .
Whom their o’er-cloyed Country vomits forth
‘To defperate adventures and deftru&tion.
You fleeping fafe, they bring you to unreft : .
You having lands, and bleft with beauteous wives,.
'They would reftrain the one, diftain the other.
And who doth lead them but a paltry fellow, (15)
Long kept in Bretagns at his mether’s coft ?
: . A milk-
€15) And whe dath lead thom but 4 paltsy fellow,
Long kept in Britaine at ous Masher’s Coff 7] This is fpoken by
Richard, of Henry Eatl of Richmend : but they were far froam
having any commen Methes, but Emgland ; and the Earl of |
N o Richmend
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A milk-fop, one that never in his life
Felt fo much cold , asover fhoes in fnow.
Let’s whip thefe ftragglers o’er the feas again,
Latfh hence thefe over-woening xags of Frange,
their Jives ;

Who, but for dreaming on this fond exploit, °
For want of Means, poor rats, had hang’d themfelves.
If we be conquer’d, let men cnmtxocr us,
And not thofe baftard Britgns, whom our fathers .
Have in their own Land beaten, bobb’d and thump’d ;
And on record left them the heirs of fhame.
Shall thefs enjoy our lands ? lye with our wives ?
Ravith our davghters ?— hark, I hear their drum.

: [Drum afar off. -
Fight, gentlemen of Exglavd s fight, hold yesmen!
Draw, archers, draw yaur arrows to the head :
Spur your proud herfes hard, and ride in blopd :
Amaze the welkin with your broken ftaves |

.. . Euter a Meffexger. ~
What fays lord Stanley, will he bring his Power?’

Mef. My lord, hedoth deny to come.

K. Rich. Of with his fop George’s head.

Nor. My lord, the enemy is paft the marfh;

After the battle fet George Stanley die.

K. Rich. A thoufand hearts are greas within my bofory-
Advance our ftandards, fet ypon qur foes ; _
Our ancient word of caurage , fair St. George, -

Infpire us with the fpleen of fiery dragons.

Richmond was not fubfifted abroad at the Nation’s publick
Chasge. He fied with the Earl of Pembreke into Bretagny in
King Edwerd [Vth’s Reign: And many Artificesweretried both -
by that King firft, and K;j Richard afterwards, to gethim de~
liver'd up by the Freach King and Duyke of Bretagny. Buthe .
happily efcap’d all the Snazes laid for hirg. During the greateft
partof his Refidance abroad, he was watch’d and reftrain’d al=
ok like 2 Captive; and bREd by Supplies conyey’d from
the Countefs of Riskmond, his Mother, Is facsas probable thetes
fore, that we mufd sead ; " .
Leng kept in Bigvagas a5 his Mojher’s Coffs B
gragas 4 his My Upen
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Upon them! Vi&ory fits on eur helms. [Exenns.
Alarum. Excurfions. Enter Catesby. V

Cate/. Refcue, my lord of Norfolk, refcue, refcue -
The King enaéts more wonders than a man,
Daring an oppofite.to every danger!
His horfe is {lain, and:all on foot he fights,
Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death.
Refcue, fair lord, or elfe the day is loft.

Alarum. Enter King Richard..

K. Rich. A horfe! ahorfe! my Kingdom fora horfe
_ Catef. Withdraw, my lord, I'll help you to a horfe:
K. Rich. Slave, I have fet my life upon a Caft, ’
And I will ftand the hazard of the Dye:
1 think, there be fix Richmonds in the field 5
Five have I flain to day inftead of him.
A horfe! a herfe! my Kingdom fora horfe! [Exeant.

Alarums. Enter King Richard and Richmond ; they. fight
: Richard is flain. . o febts

Retreat and Flourifb. Enter Richmond, Stanley bearing
the Croawn, avith divers ather lords.

Richm. God and your arms be prais’d, vi&orious

friends,

The dayis ours! thebloody dog is dead.

Stan. Couragious Richmand, well haft thou acquit thee:
Lo, here thefe fong-ufurped royalties,
From the dead temples of this bloody wretch,
Have I pluckt off, to grace thy brows withal.
‘Wear it, enjoy it, and make much of it.

Richm. Great God of heaven, fay, Amen, toalll’
But tell me firft, is young George Stanley living?.

Stanl. He is, my lorcE and fafe in Leicefler town ;.
Whither, if you. fo pleafe, we may withdraw us.

Richm. What men of Name are flain on either fide?

Stan. Fobr Duke of Norfolk, Waksr the lord Ferris,
Sir. Rokext Brabenbusy, Siv William Brandon.

Richm. Interr their bodies as becomes their births..
Proclaim a pardon to the foldjers fled,,
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Tbat in fubmiffion will return to us..

And then, as we have ta’en the facrament,

‘We will unite the white Rofe and the red.

Smile heaven upon this fair conjunéion,

That long hath frown’d upon their enmity !

‘W hat traitor hears me, and fays not, Amen ?

England hath long been mad, and fcarr’d herfelf ;:

‘The brother blindly fhed the brother’s blood,

The father rathly ilaughter’d his-own fon,

The fons, compell’d, been butchers to the fire ;-

All this divided York and Lancafler,.

Divided in their dire divifion.

© now let Richmond and Elizabeth,

‘The true Succeeders of each royal Heafe;.

By God's fair ordinance conjoin together !

And let their heirs (God, if thy will be fo)*

Enrich the time to come with.fmooth-fac’d peace;.

‘With fmiling plenty, and fair profp’rous days.

Abate the edge-of traitors, gracious Lord !

That would reduce thefe bloody days again,

And make poor England weep in ftreams of blood.

Let them not live to tafte this land’s encreafe,

. That would with treafon wound this fair land’s peace.
Now civil wounds are ftopp’d, Peace lives agen:

"That fhe may long live here, God fay, Amen! [Excunt;

THE
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~ Dramatis "Perfonz.

K ING Henry the Eightb.

Cardinal Wolley, bis firfi Minifter and Favourite; .

Cranmer, Archbifbop of Canterbury.
Duke of Norfolk. .
Duke of Buckingham..
Duke of Suffolk. .
Earl of Surrey.
Lord Chamberlain.
Cardinal Campeius, the Pope’s Legat. )
Ca}p;ucibus, Ambaffador from the Emperor Charles 5
ifth. ' -
Sir Thomas Audleie, Lord Keeper-after Sir The. More;
and then Lerd Chancellor. ) o
Gardiner, Bifbop of Winchefter.
Bifbop of Lincoln.
Lord Abergavenny.
Lord Sands.
Sir Henry Guildford..
Sir Thomas Lovell.
Sir Anthony Denny.
8ir Nicholas Vaux.
Sir William Sands.  ~
Cromwell, firf? Servant to Wolley,. afteravards to the
IRT. .
Griftith, Gentleman-Ufber to Queen Catharins.
Three Gentlesnen.
Docior Butts, Phyfician to the King.
Garter, King at Arms.
Surweyor to the Duke of Buckingham.
Brandon, and Serjeant at Arms.
" Door-Keeper of the Council-Chamber.
Porter, and bis Man.

Queen Catharine, fir Wife to King Henry, afterwards
divorced. :
Aunne

|
|

—




Anne Bullen, belrved by the King, and afterwards mar-
ried to bim. .

An old Lady, Friend to Anne Bullen.

Padence, Woman of the Bed-chamber to Queen Catharine.

Seweral Lords and Ladies in the Dumb Shews. Wimen
attending upon the Queens Spirits, which appear to ber.
Scribes, Officers, Guards, and other Astendants.

The S CE N E lies moftly in London and Wgff-
minfler ; once, at Kimbolton,

!
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P ROLOGUE

Come no more to make yoy laugh ;- things now,
J That bear a weighty and a ferions brow,
ad, bigh, and aworking, full of flate and woe 3
Such noble feenes, as draw the eye to flow,
- Wefballprefeut. Thofe, that cgn paty, kere
May, Z‘ they think it qvell, let fall a tear ;
The fubjelt will deferve it. Such, as give
Their money out of hope they may believe,
May here find truth too. Thofe, that come 10 fee
Onby a fow or two, (and fo agree,
The Play may pafs) if they be fiill and willing,
LUl undertake, may fec away their fhilling
Richly in tavo fbort bhours. Only they,
That come to bear a merry, bawvsdy plays
A noife of targets; or to fee a fellow (1)
In a long motley coat, guarded wwith yellow 3
Will be deceiv’d : for, geptle hearers, know,.
Do rank our chofen truth quith fuch a fhow
As fool and fight is, (befsdes forfeiting
Our own brains, and t5' opinion that we bying
Do make that only true wwe now intend)
Will Jeave us ne’er an underflanding friend.
Therefore, for goodnefs’ fake, as you are kmown
Tbe firfl and bappisf bigrors of the town,
Be fad, as we would make ye. Think befowe ye (2)
The cvery perfons of our mable fory, | -
As they awere living : think, yau fee them great,
And follow'd awith the gen'sal shrong, and fweat
Of thoufand friends s Then, in a moment, fee
How foon this mightine(s meets mifery!

And, if you can be merry then, T'll fay, J
A man may weep upon bis wedding day. \
(1) or to fee 4 Fellow

In along motley Coat,] Alluding to the Foolsand Buffoons, innoj
duc'd for the Generality inthe Plays alittle before our Author’
Time: and of whom he has left us 4 fmall Taftein his own. |
(2) Think ye fee '
The very Perfons of our noble Story,] Why the Rhyme thould
have begn interrupted here, when it it was fo eaGly to be fup~
plied, I cannot conceive. It can only be acconnted for frome
the Negligence of the Prefs, or the Tranfcribers: and there
foze I have made no Scruple to replace i, The
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The LIFE of

King HENR T VIIL

A CT L
SCENE, A1 Antechamber i1 tbe Palace.

Enter the Duke o Norfolk, at one deor: at the others

the Duke of Buckingham, and the Lord Aberga-
venny. ° o

Buckincnam.

e OO0D morrow, and well met. How
8 have you done,

Since laft we faw in France?

Ner. I thauk your Grace: .
Healthful, and ever fince a frefh admirer-
= Of what I faw there.

Buck. An untimely ague

Staid me a prifoner in my chamber, when

Thole funs of glory, thole two lights of men,

Met in the vale of Arde. -

Nor. *Twixt Gyynes and drde:

I'was then prefent, faw ’em falute an horfe-back,

Beheld them when they lighted, how thci;lung‘

In their embracement, asthey grew together;

Which had they, what fous thron'd ones could have:
weigh'd Such

uch.
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Such a compounded one ?
Buck. All the whole time,
I was my chamber’s prifoner.
Nor. Then you loft '
The view of earthly glory : men might fay,
*Till this time Pomp was fingle, but now marry’d
To one above it felf. Each following day
Became the next day’s mafter, ’till the laft
Made former wonders, it’s. To day the Fremeb,
All clinquant, all in gold, like heathen gods,
Shone down the Exg/i/ ; and to morrow thy
.Made Britain, India: every man that ﬁoo?:
Shew'd like a mine. Their dwarfith pages were
- As Cherubins, all gilt; the Madams too,
Not us'd to toil, did almoft {weat to bear
‘The pride upon them ; that their very labour
Was to them as a painting. Now this mask
‘Was cry’d, incomparable; and th’ enfuing night
Made it a fool and beggar. The two Kings,
. Equalin luftre. were now beft, now worft,
_ As prefence did prefent them ;- him in eye,
Still him in praife ; and being prefent both,
*Twas faid, they faw but one; and no difcerner
Durft wag his tongue in cenfure. When thefe funs
_ (For fo they phrafe *em) by their heralds challeng’d
* ‘The noble fpirits to arms, they did Jxrform ’
" Beyond thought's compafs ; that old fabulous ftory
(Being now feen poffible enough) got credit ;
. 'That 4 Bewis was believ’d.
Buck. Oh, you go far.
Nor. AsI belong to worthip, and affe&t
In honour, honefty; the traé of every thing
Would by a good difcourfer lofe fome life,

“Which A&ion’s felf wastongue to. All was royal; (3}
T

4 The old vomantic legend cf Bevis of Southampton. This Ze- o
wis (of, Beaveis) a Saxen, was for his Prowefs created by Wi~ ¢
bam the Conqueror Earl of Sestbampton: Of whom, Cemdes -:

in his Britannia,
(3) Which A&ion’s [elf was Tengue to,
Buck, 4l was royal,

- O o R,

. Ayl -
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, To the difpofing of it nought rebell'd; :
Order gave each thing view ; The office did
Diftinétly his full funétion.
Buck. Who did guide,
t I mean, who fet the body and the limbs
Of this great fport together, as you guefs?
i Nor. One, {ure, that promifes no element
In fuch a bafinefs.
Buck. Pray you, who, my lord?
Nor. All this was order’d by the good difcretion
Of the right rev’rend Cardinal of Yor4.
Buck. The devil fpeed him ! no man’s pye is freed
y From his ambitious finger. What had he
Todo in thefe fierce vanities ? I wonder,
+ That fuch a ketch can with his very bulk
Take up the rays o'th’ beneficial fun,
And keep it from the earth.
Nor. Yet, furely, Sir,
There's in him fuff that puts him to thefe ends.
For being not propt by anceftry, whofe grace
* Chalks fucceffors their way ; nor call’d upon
For high feats done to th’ Crown ; neither ally'd
' To eminent affiftants ; but fpider-like
Out of his felf-drawn web ;——this gives us note,
The force of his own merit makes his way ;
\ A gift that heaven gives for him, which buys
| A place next to the King.
Aber. 1 cannot tell
, What heav’n hath giv'n him; let fome graver eye
Pierce into that : but I can fee his pride

)

\ Te the difpofing of it Nomght rebelld 3

4 Orlder gave each Thing View. The Office did

Diftinélly his full Fundion, Who did, &c.] . .

" Thus hitherto thefe Speeches have been regulated : but, I think,

- miftakingly. Buckingham could notwith any Propriety fay This ;

. for hewanted Information as to the Magnificence, having kept

. his Chamber with an Ague during the Solemnity. 1 havethere-

- foreventur'd to {plit the Speeches, fo as to give them Probabi-
lity, from the Perfons fpeaking ; without hazarding the Author’s

', Seafe by this new Regulasion,

f

Peep
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Peep through each part of him ; whente has he that? (3)
If not from hell, the devil is a niggard,

Or has given all before; and he begins

A new hell in himfelf. |

Buck. Why the devil,” -

Upon this French Going out, took he upon-him,
Without the privity o’th’ King, t'appoint
Who fhould attend him ? he makes up the file
Of all the gentry : for the moft patt fuch,
To whom as great a charge as little honour
He meant to lay upon: And his own letter
{The honourable board of council out)
Muft fetch in him he papers.
" Aber. 1 do know o
Kinfmen of mine, three at the leaft, that have
By this fo fickend their eftates, that never
They fhall abeund as formerly. ,

Buck, O, many )
Have broke their backs with laying mannors on ‘em
For this great journey. What did this vanity
But miniifter communication of
A moft poor iflue?

Nor. Grievingly, I think, .

The peace between the French and us not values
The coft, that did conclude it.
Buck. Every man, .
After the hideous ftorm that follow’d, was i
A thing infpir'd ; and not confylting, broke
Into a general prophefie, that this tempeft, o
Dathing the garment of this peace, aboaded i
‘The fudden breach on’t.
Nor. Which is bodded out :
For France hath flaw'd the league, and hath attach'd
Qur merchants’ goeds at Bosrdeaus.

‘Aber. Is it therefore .
Th’ ambaffador is filenc’d ?

]
O] whence has he that, !
If no: from hell ? the Devil] Thushas this Paflage bten
ed in all the Editions; but the very Inference, which is made
upoa it, dizes the Stops as 1 have sepulated them, )
. Nor,

——

1

!
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Nor. Marry, is’t.
Aber. A proper title 6f a peace, and purchas'd
At a fuperfluous rate!
. JBuck. Why, all this bufinefs
" Our rev’rend Cardinal carried.
Nor. Like it your Grace,
The ftate takes notice of the private difference
Betwixt you and the Cardinal. I advife you,
(And take it from a heart, that wifhes tow’rds you
Honour and plenteous faféty ;) that you read

. The Cardinal’s malice and his potency

Together: to confider further, that
‘What his high hatred would effe€t, wints not
A minifter in his pow'r. You know his nature,
That he’s revengeful ; and, I know, his fword
Hath a fharp edge: it’s long, and,’t may be faid,
It reaches far; and where ’twill not extend,
Thither he dartsit. Bofom up my counfel,
. You'll find it wholefome. Lo, where comes that rock,
That I advife your fhunning.

Enter Cardinal Wolley, the purfe borne before-bim, cer-
tain of the guard, and two fecretaries with Papers ;
the Cardinal in his paffage fixeth his ¢ys on Buckin-
gham, and Buckingham ox him, beth full of difdain.
Wol. The Duke of Buckingham’s furveyor? ha?

‘Where’s his examination ?

Secr. Here, {o pleafe you.
Wol. Is he in perfon ready?

Secr. Ay, an't pleafe your Grace. BN

Wol. Well, we fhall then know more 3
And Buctingbam fhall leflen this big look.

[ Exeant Cardinal and bis train.
Buck. This butcher’s cur is venom-mouth’d, and I

" Have not the pow'r to muzzl¢ him ; therefore beft

Not wake him in his flumber. A beggar’s book
Out-worths a noble’s bleod.
Nor. What, are you chaf’d?
Ask God for temp'rance ; that’s ¢h'appliance only,
Which your difeafe requires. Buck:
a:k,
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Buck. I read in's looks
Matter againt me, and his eye revil'd
Me as his abje¢t objet ; at this inftant
He bores me with fome trick, he’s gone to th® King:
T'll follow and out-ftare him.
Nor. Stay, my lord ;
And let your reafon with your choler queftion
‘W hat *tis you goabout. To climb fteep hills,
Requires flow pace at firft.  Anger is like
A full-hot horfe, who being allow’d his way,
“Self-mettle tires him : not a man in England
Can advife me, like you: be to your felf,
As you would to your friend,
Buck. I'll to the King,
And from a mouth of honour quite cry down
‘This Ipfavich fellow’s infolence ; or proclaim,
There’s diff *rence in no perfons. -
Nor. Be advis'd;;
- Heat not a furnace for ‘your foe fo hot, -
That it do finge your felf. We may out -n
By violent fwiftnefs, that which we run at;
And lofe by over-running : know you not,
‘The fire that mounts the liquor ’dll’t run o’er,
Seeming t' augment it, waites it? be advis'd :
I fay again, there is no Engli/b Soul
More ftronger to direct you than yourfelf;
If with the fap of reafon you would quench,
Or but allay, the fire of paflion.
Buck. Sir,
I’m thankful to you, and I'll go along
By your Prefcription ; but this top-proud fellow,
‘Whom from the flow of gall I name not, but
From fincere motions ; by intelligence,
And proofs as clear as founts in Fu/, when
‘We fee each grain of gravel, Ido know
‘To be corrupt and treafonous.
Nor. "Say not, treafonous.
Buuif.{ To th* King I'll fay’t, and make my vouch as
rong - :
‘As fhore of rock.~~—Attend. This holy fox,
: - ' Or

P UL Ny
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Or wolf, or both, (for he is equal rav’nous, -
As he is fubtle ; and as prone to mifchief,
As able to perform’t ;) his mind and place
Infefting one another, yea, reciprocally,
Only to fhew his pomp, as well in France -
As here at home, fuggefts the King our mafter
‘To this laft coftly treaty, th’ enterview,
That fwallow’d fo much treafure, and like a glafs
Did break i’th’ rinfing. 4
Nor. Faith, and fo it (i‘ai;d-
Buck. Pray, give me favour, Sir.~—This cunnin
Cardimfl &

\«

* 'The articles o’th’ combination drew,

As himfelf pleas’d ; and they were ratify’d,-

As he cryd, et it be——to as much end, -

As give a crutch to th* dead.  But our Court-Cardinal
Has done this, and "tis well—for worthy Wl/zy,
Who cannot err, he did it. Now this foliows,

- (Which, as I take it, is a kind of puppy

To th’ old dam, treafon ;) Charles the Emperor,
Under pretence to fee the Queen his aunt,
(For *twas indeed his colour, but he came
‘To whifpér Wolfey;) here makes vifitation:
His fears were, that the interview betwixt
England and France might through their amity
Breed him fome prejudice s for from this league
Peep’d harms, that menac’d him. He privily
Deals with our Cardinal, and, as I trow, :
‘Which I do well —for, I am fure, the Emperor
Paid ere he promis’d, whereby his fuit was granted,
Ere it wasask’d. But when the way was made,
And pav’d with gold ; the Emp’ror thus defir'd,
‘That he would pleafe to alter the King’s courfe,
And break the forefaid peace. Let the King know,
(As foon he fhall by me) that thus the ‘Cardinal
Does buy and fell his honour as he pleafes,
And for his own advantage.

Nor. I am forry :
‘To hear this of him ; and could wifh, you were
Something miftaken in't. : :

Voi V, o ’ Buck
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Buck. No, not a fyllable:

T do pronounce him in that very fhape,

He fhall appear in proof.

Enter Brandon, g Serjeant at Arms before bim, and twe
B or three of the guard.

Bran. Youroffice, Serjeant; execate it.
Serj. Sir;
My lord the Duke of Buckingham, and Earl
Of Hertford, Stafford, and Northampton, 1
Arreft thee of high treafon, in the name
Of our moft Sov’reign King.
Buck. Lo you, my lord,
The net has fall’'n upon me ; I fhall perith
Under device and prattice.
Bran. 1 am forry :
To fee you ta’en from liberty, to look on
‘The bufinefs prefent. *Tis his Highnefs’ pleafure
You fhall to th® Toaver. .
Buck. It will help me nothing
'To plead mine innocence ; for that dye is on me,
Which makes my whit'ft part black. The will of heav’n
Be done in thisand all things! I obey. ‘
O my lord Aberga’ny, fare ye well. :
Bran. Nay, he muft bear you company. The King
Is pleas'd you fhall to th’ Toaver, ’till you know
How he determines further. _
Aber. As the Duke faid,
'The will of heav’n be done, and the King's pleafure
By mé obey'd! :
Bran. Here is a warrant from ’
'The King, tattach lord Montague; and the bodies
Of the Duke’s confeflor, Fobn dc la Court
And Gilbert Pect, his chancellor. (5)

(s) One Gilbert Peck, his Counfellour.] So the Old Copies
have it, but, I, fiom the Authorities of Hall and Holingfbead,
charg’d it_to Chancellor. And ourPoet himfelf, in the Begin-
ning of the fecond A&, vouches for this Corre@ion. .
At which 3 -appear’d againft bim bis Surveyor,

Sir Gilbert Peck &is Chancellox s

Buck.

Sy
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Buck. So, fo; - )
' Thefe are the limbs o’th’ plot; no more, I hope?
Bran. A monk o'th’ Chartreux.
Buck. Nicholas Hophins? (6)
Bran. He.
Buck. My furveyor is falfe, the o’er-great Cardinal
Hath thew'd him gold ; my life is fpann’d already :
1 am the thadow of poor Buckingham,
‘Whofe figure ev’n this inftant cloud puts on,
By dark’ning my clear fun. My lord, farewel. [Exe.

"SCENE changes to the Council-Chamber.

1
Cornet.  Enter King Heury, leaning on the Cardinal's
JShoulder 5 the Nobles, and Sir Thomas Lovell ; tha
Cardinal places bimfelf under the King's feet, on bis
right fide.

King.MY life it felf, and the beft heart of it,
\ Thanks you for this great care : I ftood i'th
eve :

Of a full-charg'd confed’racy, and give thanks
‘To you that choak’d it. Let be call’d before us
That gentleman of Buckinghan’s in perfon ;
I’1l hear him his confefions juftifie, .
And point by point the treaions of his mafter
He fhall again relate.

A noife within, crying, Room for the Queen. Enter the
Queen wher'd by the Dukes of Norfolk, and Suffolk :
She kneels.  The King rifeth L/'rom bis flate, takes ber
up, kiffes and placeth ber by bim.
Queen. Nay, we muft longer kneel ; I am a fuitor.
King.{ Arife, and take your place by us; half your

uit .
Never name to us ; you have half our power :
The other moiety, ere you ask, is given ;

(6) Michael Hopkins 7] Sc all the Old Copies had it; andfo
Mr. Rowe and Mr. Pope from them. But here again, by the
Help of the Chronicles, 1 have given the true Reading,

O: Repeat
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1)
Repeat your will, and take it. ‘
Queen. Thank your Majefty.
‘That you would love yourfelf, and in that love ‘
Not unconfider'd leave your honour, nor .
‘The dignity of your office, is the point
Of my petition.
King. Lady mine, proceed.
Queen. I am follicited, not by a few,
And thofe of true condition, that your fubjeéts ‘
Are in great grievance. There have been commiffions
Sent down among *em, which have flaw’d the heart
Of all their loyalties; whereinalthough  [70 Wolfey.
(My good Lord Cardinal) they vent reproaches
Moft bitterly on you, as putter on
Of thefe exa&ions; yet the King our mafter J
mo{b honour heav’n fhield from foil) ev’n he fcapes not !

.anguage unmannerly ; yea fuch, which b
‘The fides of loyalty, and almoft appears
In loud rebellion.

. Nor. Not almoft appears, )
It doth appear; for, upon thefe taxations, i
‘The clothiers all, not able to maintain Ty
The many to them ’longing, have put off »
The fpinfters, carders, fullers, weavers; who, \
Unfit for other life, compell’d by hunger
And lack of other means, in defp’rate manner
Daring th’ event to th® teeth, are all in uproar, l
And danger ferves among them.

King. 'Taxation ?
Wherein ? and what taxation ? my Lord Cardinal, .
You, that are blam’d for it alike with us,
Know you of this taxation ?

Wol. Pleafe you, Sir, 3 !

T know but of a fingle part in aught l
Pertains to th’ fate, and front but in that file
Where others tell fteps with me.

Queen. No, my Lord, ]

You know no more than others: but you frame
‘Things that are known alike, which are not wholfome
‘To thofe which would not know them, and yet muit

: . Pertorce
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Perforce be their acquaintance. * Thefe exa&tions
{Whereof my Sov’reign would have note) they are
Mot peftilent to th’ hearing; and, ‘to bear *em,
The back is facrifice to th’ load ; they fay,
They are devis'd by you, or elfe you fufter
Too hard an exclamation.

King. Still, exation !
The nature of it, in what kind let’s know
Is this exaétion ?

Queen. I am much too vent’rous
In tempting of your patience, but am bolden’d
Under your promis’d pardon. The fubjeéts’ grief
Comes through commiffions, which compel from each
The fixth part of his. fubftance, to be levy’d
Without delay ; and the pretence for this
Is nam'd, ryour wars in France. This makes bold mouths;
Tongues {pit their duties out, and cold hearts freeze
Allegiance in them ; All their curfes now
Live where their pray’rs did; and it's come to pafs,
That tractable obedience is a flave
To each incenfed will. I would, your Highnefs
Would give it quick confideration, for :
‘There is no primer bafenefs.

King. By my life, _
‘This is againft our pleafure,

Wol. for me, :
I have no further gone in this, than by
A fingle voice ; and that not paft me, but
By learned approbation of the judges.
If I'm traduc’'d by tongues, which neither know
My faculties, nor perfon; yet will be
The chronicles of my doing ; let me fay,
*Tis but the fate of place, and the rough brake
That virtue muft go through: we muft not ftint
Our neceffary altions, in the fear
‘To cope malicious cenfurers ; which ever,
As rav’nous fithes do a veflel follow
That is new trimm’d ; but benefit no further
‘Than vainly longing. What we oft do beft,
By fick interpreters, or weak ones, is

03 Net
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Not ours, or ‘:;ot allowual *d: what :orﬁ, as oft
" Hitting a grofler quality, is cry’'d a

Forou% bcgﬁa&: ifwe};hnd full, uffear
Our motion will be meck’d or carped at,
We fhould take root here where we fit :

Or fit ftate-ftatues only.

King. Things done well,

And with a care, exempt themfelves from fear :
Things done without example, in their iflue
Are to be fear’d. Have you a precedent
Of'this commiffion ? I believe, not any.

‘We muft not rend our fubjeds from our laws,
And ftick them in our will.  Sixth part of each !
A trembling contribution !'——why, we take
From ev'ry tree, lop, bark, and part o’th’ timber s
And though we leave it with a root, thus hacke,

‘The air will drink the fap. To ev’ry county,

Where this is queftion’d, fend our letters, with

Free pardon to each man that has deny’d

The force of this commiffion : pray, look to't;

I put it to your care,

Wel. A word with you. (o the Sacretary.
Let there be letters writ to ev’ry fhire, ;
Of the King’s grace and pardon: Thegriev'd commons
Hardly conceive of me, let it-be nois'd,

That, through our interceflion, this revolement

And pardon comes; ‘I fhall ananadvife you

Further in the proceeding. [Exit Secretary.
Enter Surweyor.

Queen. I'm forry, that the Duke of Buckingbam
Is run in your difpleafure.

King. 1t grieves many ;

The gentleman is learn’d, a moft rare fpeaker,

To nature none more bound; his training fuch,
‘That he may furnith and inftru& great teachers,
And never feek for aid out of himfelf.

Yet fce, when noble benefits fhall prove

Not well difpos’d, the mind growing once corrupt,
They turn to vicious forms, ten times more ugly = .

Than

— e —— e
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Than ever they were fair. ‘This man fo compleat,
Who was enroll’d *mongft wonders, and when we,
Almoft with lift'ning ravith’d, could not find
His hour of fpeech, a minute; he, my lady,
Hath into monftrous habits put the graces
That once were his ; and is become as black,
As if befmear’d in hell.  Sit, you fhall hear
(This was his gentleman in traft) of him
Thin§s to ftrike honour fad. Bid him recount
‘The fore-recited praltices, whereof
‘We cannot feel too little, hear too much.

Wol. Stand forth, and with bold fpirit relate, what

you, )
Mot like a careful fubje®, have collected
Out of the Duke of Buckingham.
King. Speak freely. v
Surw. Firft, it was ufual with him, ev’ry diy
It would infe& his fpeech, that if the King
Should without iffue die, he’d carry it fo
To make the fcepter his. Thefe very words
I’ve heard him utter to his fon-in-law,
Lord Aberga'ny, to whom by oath he menac'd
Revenge upon the Cardinal.
Wol. Pleafe your Highne(s, note
His dangerous conception in this point :
Not friended by his with to your high perfon,
His will is moft malignant, and it ftretches
Beyond you to your friends. ‘
Queen. My learn'd Lord Cardinal,
Deliver all with charity.
King. Speak on;
How grounded he his title to the crown, .
Upon our fail? to this point hait thou heard him
Atany time fpeak aught ?
Sur. He was brought to this,
By a vain prophefy of Nicholas Hopkins. (7)
King
(7) By 4 vain Prophecy of Nicholas HEN TON.] We heard
before, from Brandon, of one Nicholas Hopkinss and now his
Nameis chang’d into Henten; fothat Brandon and the Surveyor
04 feem
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King. What was that Hopkins ?

Surw. Sir, a Chartreux Friar,

His confeffor, who fed him ev’ry minute
With words of Sov’reignty.

King. How know’ft thou this?

Swrv. Not long before your Highnefs fped to France,
The Duke being at the Rofe, within the parifh
St. Laavrence Poultney, did of me demand
What was the {peech among the Londoners
Concerning the French journey ? I reply’d,
Men fear’d, the French would prove perfidious,
To the King’s danger: c}:refently the guke
Said, ’twas the fear, indeed ; and that he doubted,
*Twould prove the verity of certain words
Spoke by a holy Monk ; that oft, fays he,
Hath fent to me, wifhing me to permit .
Fobn de la Court, my Chaplain, a choice hour
To hear from him a matter of fome moment :
‘Whom after under the Confeffion’s feal (8)

He folemnly had fworn, that, what he fpoke,
My Chaplain to no creature living, but

feem to be in two Stories, There is, however, bat one and the
fame Perfon meant, Hopkins; as I have reftor’d it in the Texr,
for Perfpicuity’s Sake: yet will it not be any Difficulty to account
for the other Name, when we come to confider, that he was a
Monk of the Convent, call’d Henten, near Briffol. Soboth Hall
and Holingfbead acquaint us. And he might, according to the
Cuftom of thofe Times, be call’d as well Nicbolas of Henten,
from the Place; as Hepkins, from his Family.
(8) wuder the Commiffion’s Seal
He folemnly bad fewern,] So all the Editions down from the
very beginning. But, what Commiffien’s Seal? That isa Quefti-
on, 1 dase fay, none of our diligent Editors ever ask’d them-
felves. The Text muft be reftor’d, as I have corre&ed it; and
honeft Holingfbead, from whom our Author took the Subftance
of this Paffage, may be call’d in as a Teftimony.—— “ The
¢ Duke in Talk told the Monk, that he had done very well to
¢ bind his Chaplain, Fetn de la Conrt, under the Seal of Con-
* feffion, to keep fecret fuch Martter.,” Vid, Life of Henry
VIIL p. 863,
"To
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To me, fhould utter; with demure confidence,
Thus paufingly enfu'd ;—Neither the King, nor’s heirs
(Tell you the Duke) fhall profper; bid him ftrive
‘To gain the love 0’th’ commonalty; the Duke
- Shall govern England. :
- Queen. If I know you well, ‘
You were the Duke’s furveyor, and loft your office
On the complaint o’th’ tenants ; take good heed,
You not in your fpleen a nobl;g:rfon,
And fpoil your nobler foul : I fay, heed ;
Yes, heartily I befeech you,
King. Let him on.
Go forward.
Surv. On my foul, I'll fpeak but truth.
I told my Lord the Duke, by th’ devil’s illufions
The Monk might be deceiv’d ; and that ’twas dang’roms
. For him to ruminate on this, until
It forg’d him fome defign, which, being believ’d,
.Jt was much like to do: heanfwer'd, Thufh, ,
It can do me no damage : adding further,
That had the King in his laft ficknefs fail’d,
The Cardinal’s and Sir Thomas Lovell’s heads
Should have gone off. '
King. Ha! what fo rank ? ah ha———
‘There’s mifchief in this man; canft thou fay further ?
. Sarw. I can, my Liege.
King. Proceed.
Survw. Being at Greenwich,
After your Highnefs had reprov’d the Duke
About Sir William Blomey s
« King. T remember
Of fuch a time, he being my fworn fervant,
The Duke retain'd him his. But on; what hence ?
Surwv. If, quoth he, I for this had been committed,
As to the Toaver, I thought; I would have plaid
The part my father meant to a&t upon
'Th’ ufurper Richard, who, being at Salisbury,
Made fuit to come in’s prefence; which, if granted,
( As he made femblance of his duty) would
Have put his knife into him.
Ogs King.
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King. A giant traitor ! .

Wol. Now, Madam, may his Highnefs live in freedom,
And this man out of prifon ?

Queen. God mend all!

King.f Th{:r?e’s fomething more woald out of thee ; what

ay’ .

Surw. After the Duke his father with the knife,~——
He ftretch’d him, aod with one hand on his dagger,
Another fpread on’s breaft, mounting his eyes,

He did diicharge a borrible oath, whofe terour
‘Was, were he evil-us'd, he would out-go -
His father, by as much as a performance
Does an irrefolute purpofe. :
King. There’s his period,
To fheath his knife in us ; he is attach’d,
Call him to prefent tryal; if he may ;

Find mercy in the law, ’tis his; if none, Q
Let him not feek’t of us : by day and night,
He’s traitor to the height. , Exennt, <

SCENE, an Apartment in the Palace.
Enter Lord Chamberlain, and Lord Sands.

Cham. Y S't poflible, the fpells of France thould juggle
Men into fuch ftrange myfteries ? !

Sands. New cuftoms,
Though they be never fo ridiculous,
Nay,%et ’em be unmanly, yet are follow'd.

Cham. As faras I fee, all the good our Exgli/s
Have got by the laft veyage, isbut merely
A fit or two o'th’ face, but they are fhrewd ones ;
For when they hold *em, you would {wear direétly
Their very nofes bad been counfellors
"To Pepin or Chtharius, they keep ftate fo.

Sands. They've all new legs, and lame ones; onme |

would take it, '

(That never faw "em pace before) the {pavin |
And {pring-halt reign’d among ’em.

Cham. Death! my Lord.
Their cloaths are after fuch & pagan cut too,

" That,

-
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That, fure, they’ve worn 6ut chriftendom : how now ?
‘What news, Sir Thomas Lovell?

Enter Sir Thomas Lovell.

. Lov. Faith, my Lord,
I hear of none, but the new proclamation
‘That’s clap’d upon the coort-gate.

Cham. What is't for ?

Low. The reformation of our travell’d gallarts,

That fill the court with quarrels, talk, and tailors.

Cham. I'm glad, ’tis there ; now I would pray our

‘Monlfieurs
To think an Engli/t courtier may be wife,
And never fee the Louwre.

Low. They mutt either :

(For fo run the conditions) leave thofe remnants
Of fool and feather, that they got in France ;
With all their honourable points of ignorance
Pertaining thereunto, as fights and fire-works ;
Abufing better men than they can be,

Out of a foreign wifdom ; clean renouncing

The faith they have in tennis, and tall ftockings,
Short-bolfter’d breeches, and thofe types of travel 3
And underftand again like honeft men,

Or pack to their old play-fellows ; there, Itakeit,
They may, cum privilegio, wear away

The lag-end of their lewdnefs, and be laugh'd at.

Sands. *Tis time to give them phyfick, their difeafes -
Are grown fo catching. _

Chars, Whata lofs our ladies ’

Wiil have of thefe trim vanities ?

Lov. Ay, marry, _

T here will be woe indeed, Lords; the {lwh orefons
Have got a {peeding trick to lay down Ladies :
A French fong and a fiddle has ne fellow.

Sands. The devil fiddle ’em ! I'm glad, they’re going :
For, fure, there’s no converting’em: now, Sirs, < . ¢
An honeft country Lord, as I am, beaten
A long time out of play, may bring his plain fong,
And have an hour of hearing, and, by’r Lady, Had

. )
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Held current mufick too. g
Cham. Well faid, Lord Sands; :
Your colt’s tooth is not caft yet ?
Sands. No, my Lord, ' 0
Nor fhall not, while I havea ftump.

yy Cham. Sit Thamas, 3

ither are you going ?

o Tt Gt |
our pisa too. i
Cham. Q, 'tis true ; l

‘This night he makes a fupper, and a great one,
To mangy Lords and Ladl};s; there will be
‘The beauty of this kingdom, I'll affure you.
Low. That churchman bearsa bounteous mind, indeed 3
A hand as fruitful as the land that feeds us,
His dew falls ev’ry where.
Cham. No doubt, he’s nobles -
He had a black mouth, that faid other of him.
Sand:.hHe may, my Lord, h'as wherewithal: im
im, (9) .
Sparing would fhew a worfe fin than ill dotrine.
Men of his way thould be motft liberal,
They’re fet here for examples. '
Cham. True, they are {o; .
But few now give fo great ones : my barge flays 3 B
Your Lordthip fhall ng: come, §ood Sir Thomas, |
‘We fhall be late elfe, which I would not be,
For I was fpoke to, with Sir Henry Guilford,
This night to be comptrollers.
Sands. I'm your Lordfhip’s. [Exeunt.

(s) h'as wherewithal in him 3 .
Sparing wemld fhew &c.] Thus this has hitherto been falfely |
pointed. The wherewithal, intended by Lotd Sands, was not
in the Cardinal’s internal Wealth, the Bounty of his Mindy I
but the Goods of Fortune, his outward Treafures, large Re- B
;gmma which would have aggravated theSin of Parfimony ia ;

1ty . »

[,

_ SCENE
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S C E N E changes to York-houfe,

Hautboys. A fmall table under a flate for the Cardinal,
a longer table for the guefs. Then enter Anne Bullen,
and divers other ladies and gentlewvomen, as guefls a;
one door 3 at another deor, enter Sir Henry Guilfor,d.

Guil. LAdies, a gen’ral welcome from his Grace
. Salutes ye all : this night he dedicates
T'e fair content and you: none here, he hopes,
In all this noble bevy, has breught with her
One ﬁm‘;e Z};ﬁoad: he woul;loliave all as merry,
As, firft-good company, geod wine, good welco
Can make good people. 8 mes (10)

Enter Lord Chamberlain, Lord Sands a;m' Lovell.

O my Lord, y’are tardy ;
The very thoughts of this fair company
Clap'd wings to me.
bam. You’re young, Sir Harry Guilford.

Sands. Sir Thomas ell, had the Cardinal
But half my lay-thoughts in him, fome of thefe
Should find a running banquet, ere they refted :
I think, would better pleafe ’em : by my life,
They are a fweet {ociety of fair ones,

Low. O, that your Lordthip were but now confeflor
To one or two of thefe. »

Sands. 1 would, I were;
They fhould find eafie penance.
. Low. *Faith, how eafie?

Sands. As eafie, asa down-bed would afford it.:

(10) sy firfk, good Company, geed Wine, &c.] As this Paf-
fage has been all along pointed, Six Harry Guilferd is made to
include All thefe under the fir# Article; and then givesus the
Drop as to what fhould follow. The Poer, I am pexfwaded,
wrote ;

s fitfk-good Company, good Wine, goed Welcome, 8c.
i. e. he would have you as merry as thefe three Things can
make You, the beft Company in the Land, of the beft Rank,
good Wine, &¢.
Cham,
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Cham. Sweet ladies, will it pleafe youfit? Sir Harsy,
Place you that fide, 1’ll take the charge of this :
His Grace is entring ; nay, you muft net freeze ;
Two women, plac’d together, make cold weather :
My Lord Sands, you arc one will keep ‘em waking ;
Pray, fit between thefe ladies. .
Sands. By my faith,
And thank your lordfhip. By your leave, fweet ladies ;
If I chance to talk a little wild, forgive me :
I had it from my father.
Anne. Was he mad, Sir?
Sands. O, very mad, -exceeding mad, in love too;
But hewould bite none; juft as. I do now, )
He'd kifs {;}u twenty with a breath.
Cham. Wéll faid, my Lord :
So now y'are fairly feated : gentlemen,
The penance lyes on you, if thefe fair ladies
Pafs away frowninigl. _
Sands. For my Iittle cure,
Let me alone.

Hautboys. Enter Cardinal Wolley, and takes bis ate.

Wol. Y’are welcome, my fair guefts; that noble lady,
Or gentleman, that is not freely merry,
Isnot my friend. This, to confirm my welcome; .
And to you all good health. [ Drinks.
Sands. Your Grace is noble :
Let me have fuch a bowl may hold my thanks,
And fave me fo much talking.
Wol. My Lord Sands, )
I am beholden to you ; ‘cheer your neighbenr ;
Ladies, you are not merry; gentlemen,
Whofe fault is this ? ‘
Sands. The red wine firft muft rife
In their fair cheeks, ‘my Lord, then we fhall have *ema
Talk us to filence. '
Anne. You're a merry gamefter,
My Lord Sands.
Sands. Yes, if [ make my play: R
Here’s to your Ladyfhip, and pledge it, Madam :

-

Fer
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For ‘tis to fuch a thing
Anne. You cannotfhew me.
Sands. 1 tok[i gour Grace, that they would talk anon.-
rum and trumpets, chambers difcharged.
Wol. What's'that? " i ’/‘ e
Cham. Look out there, fome of ye.
Wol. What warlike voice, )
And to what end is this ? nay, ladies, fearnot;
By all the laws of war y’are privileged.

Enter a Servant.

Cham. How now, whatis’t?

Serw. A noble troop of firangers, .
For fo they fezm, have left their barge and landed;

And hither make, as great ambaffadors
From foreigu Princes.

Woal. Good Lord Chamberlain, . '
Go, give 'emwelcome ; you car {peak the Freach tongues
And, pray, receive ’em nobly, and condu& ’em
Into our prefence, where this heav'n of beauty ‘
Shall fhine-at full upon them. Some attend him.

) [ 4/ arife, and tables removed.
You've now a broken banquet, but we’ll mend it.
A good digeftion to you all; and, once more, -
1 thowre a welcome on ye : welcome all.

Hautboys. Enter King and others as Maskers, habited like
Shepherds, ufber'd by the Lord Chamberlain. They pafs
direéily before the Cardinal, and gracefully falute 5};01

A noble company | whatare their pleafures ?

" Cham. Becaufe they {peak no Engli/b, thus they pray’d
To tell your Grace, that having heard by fame
OF this fo noble and fo fair affembly,
"This night to meet here, they could do no lefs,
Out of the great refpect they bear to beauty,
But leave their flocks, and under your fair condult
Crave leave to view thefe ladies, and entreat
An hour of revels with ’em.

Wol. Say, Lord Chamberlain, 3 o

They’ve done my poor houfe grace: for which I pay 'exx
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A thoufand thanks, and pray ‘em, take their pleafures;
. . [Chufe ladies, King and Anne Bullen,
Il{li,g, 'Il‘he faireft ham%l I ever touch’d! O beauty,

*Till now I never knew thee. Mufick. .
Wol. My Lord,—— [Mefet. ~ Danc
Cham. Your Grace;

T Wol. Pﬁg :;ll ‘em thus much from me:*
here fho! one amongft em by his perfon

More worthy this place than myfclf,yto wll:rl‘;x,

If I but knew him, with my love and duty

I would furrender it. : .
Cham. I will,, my Lord.

Wol. What fay they ?

Cham. Such a one, thet{ all confefs,
There is, indeed ; which they would have your Graee
Find out, and he will take it.

Wol. Let me fee then :
By 4l your good leaves, gentlemen, here I'll make
My royal choice.

King. You've found him, Cardinal: -
You hold a fairaffembly : you do well, Lord.
‘Yon are a churchman, or, {’ll tell you Cardinal,

I fhould judge now unhappily. ‘
Wol. I'm glad,

Your Grace 1s grown fo pleafant,

King. My Lord Chamberlain,

Prythee, come hither, what fair lady’s that ?

Cham. An't pleafe your Grace, Sir Thomas Bullen's
daughter, _

(The Vifcount Rockford,) one of her Highnefs® women.
King. By heaven, fhe’s a dainty one: fweet heart,

I were unmannerly to take you out, [7o Anne Bullen.

And notto kifs you. A health, gentlemen,

Let it go round.

Wol. Sir Thomas Lovell, is the banquet ready -
I’th’> privy chamber ?

Lov. Yes, my Lord.

Woel. Your Grace, ) .
I fear, with dancing is a little heated,

King. I fear, too much,

[#hifper.

Wel.

P ettt e et

—
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Wol. There's frefher air, my lord,
In the next chamber. _ )
King. Lead in your ladies every one: fweet partner,
I muft not yet forfake you; let’s be merry.
~ Good my lord Cardinal, I have half a dozen healths
To drink to thefe fair ladies, and a meafure
To lead them once again ; and then let’s dream
‘Who's beft in favour, Let the mufick knock it.
, T [Exeunt with Trumpets.

A CT 1L
S CE N E, a Street.
Enter two Gentlemen at Jfeveral Doaors.

1 GENTLEMAN,

HITHER away fo faft ?
2 Gen. O Sir, God fave ye:
‘Ev'n to the hall, to hear what fhall become

Of the great Duke of Buckingham.

1 Gen. Dll fave you
. 'That labour, Sir. All's now done, but the Ceremony
i Of bringirg back the pris'ner.
2 Gen. Were you there?
1 Gen. Yes, indeed, was I.
2 Gen. Pray, fpeak, what has happen’d?
1 Gen. You may guefs quickly, what.
2 Gen. Is he found guilty ?
1 Gen. Yes, truly is he, and condemn’d upon’t.
2 Gen. I'm forry for’t.
, 1 Gen. So are a number more.

2 Gen. But, pray, how pafs'd it?

1 Gen. D'l tell you in a little. 'The great Duke
Came to the Bar; where, to his Accufations
He pleaded fiill not guilty ; and alledg’d

. Many

-
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Many fharp reafons to defeat the law.
The King’s Attorney, on the contrary,
Urg'd on examinations, proofs, confeflions
Of divers witneffes, which the Duke defir'd
To have brought wivi woce to his Face;
At which appear’d againft him, his furveyor,
Sir Gilbert Pecke his chancellor, and Fobn Court
Confeflor to him, with that devil-Monk
Hopkins, that made this mifchief.

2 Gen. That was he,
‘That fed him with his prophecies.

1 Gen. The fame. i
All thefe accus’d him ftrongly, which he fain
Would have flung from him ; but, indeed, he could not:
And fo his Peers upon this evidence
Have found him guilty of high treafon. Kfuch
He fpoke, and learnedly for life; but all
Was either pitied in him, or forgotten.

2 Gen. After all this, how did he bear himfelf?

1 Gen. When he was brought again to th’ bar, to her
His knell rang out, his Judgment, he was ftirr'd
With fuch an agony, he fweat -extremely ;

And fomething fpoke in choler, ill and hafty; -«
But he fell to himfelf again, and fweetly
In all the reft fhew’d a moft noble patience.
2 Gen. I do not think, he fears death, -
1 Gen. Sure, ‘he doesnot,
He never was fo womanifh; the.caufe
He may a little grieve at.
2 Gen. Certain%;,
The Cardinal is the end of this.

1 Gen. *Tis likely, .

By all conjeCtures: firft, Kildare’s attainder,
Then Deputy of Ireland; who remov'd,

Earl Surrey was fent thither, and in hafte toe,
Left he fhould help his father.

2 Gen. That trick of ftate
Was a deep, envious one.

I Gen. -At his return,

No doubt, he will requite ig ; this is noted, A p
. »d,

\

!
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And, gen’rally, who-ever the King favours,
The Cardinal mftantly will find- employment for,
And far enough from court too.
2 Gen. All the commons
Hate him pernicioufly : and, o my confcienee,
With him ten fathom deep : this Duke as much

They love and doat on, call him bounteous Buckingham,
The Mirror of all courtefie.. :

Enter Buckingham from his Arraignment, (Tipflaves be-
before bim, the Axe awith the edge toward him. Hale
berds on each fide) accompanied with Sir Thomas Lo~
vell, §ir Nicholas Vaux, Sir William Sands, and
common Pegple, &c.

.1 Gen. Stay there, Sir, :

And fee the noble ruin’d Man you fpeak of.

2 Gen. Let's ftand clofe and behold him.

Buck. All good People, '

You that thus far have come to pity me,
' Hear what I fay, and then go home and lofe me:
2 I have this day receiv’d a traitor's judgment,

And by that name muit-die; yet, heav’'n bear witnefs,
And if I have a confcience, let it .fink me
Even as the axe falls, if I be ‘not faithful.
To th’law I bear no malice:for my death,
*Thas done, upon the Premifes, but Juftice:
But thofe that fought it, I could wifh more Chriftians;
Be what:they will, I heartily-fergive ‘em;
Yet let ’em look, they glory not in mifchief;
Nor build their evils onthe graves of great men;
For then, -my guiltlefs blood muft cry againft *em.
For further life in this world I ne’er hope,
Nor will I fue, although the King have mercies
More than I dare make faults. You few that lov’d me,
And dare be bold to weep for Buckinzbam, '
His moble friends and fellows, whom to leave
Is only bitter to him, only dying ; ’
Go with me, like good Angels, to my end:
And as the long divorce of fteel falls on me,
Make of your prayers.one fweet facrifice, A d

. n
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And lift my foul to heav’n. Léad on, o’ God’sname.
Low. I do befeech your Grace for charity, l
If ever any malice in your heart
Were hid againft me, now forgive me frankly.:
Buck. Sit Thomas Lowell, I as free forgive you,
As I would be forgiven: I forgive all. -
There cannot be thofe numberlefs "offences :
*Gainft me, I can’t take peace with: no black envy l
Shall make my grave. Commend me to his Grace:
And, if he fpeak of Buckingbam, pray tell him, }
You met him half in heaven: my vows and pray'rs -
Yet are the King’s; and, ’till my foul forfake me, ’
\
?

-

Shall cry for bleffings on him. May he live
Longer than I have time to tell his years!
Ever belov’d and loving may his rule be!
And when old time fhall lead him to his end,
Goodnefs, and he fill up one monument !

Lov. To th’ water-fide I muft condu& your Grace,
Then give my charge up to Sir Nicholas Vaux,
.Who undertakes you to yeur end.

Vaux. Prepare there,
The Duke is coming : fee, the barge be ready : |
And fit it with fuch furniture as fuits \
The greatnefs of his Perfon.

Buck. Nay, 8iv Nicholas, :
Let it alone; my ftate now will but mock me.
When I came hither, I was Lord high Conftable,
And Duks of Buckingham; now, peor Edward Bobus:
Yet I am richer than my bafe accufers,
That never knew what truth meant. I pow feal it;
And with that blood, will make 'em one day-groan for't.
My noble father, Henry of Buckingham,
Who firft rais'd head againt ufurping Richard,
Flying for fuccour to his fervant Bam{kr. ’
Being diftrefs’d, was by that wretch betray’d, (
_ And without tryal fell; God's peace be with him !
" Henry the Sev’nth fucceeding, truly pitying
My father’s lofs, like 2 moft royal Prince
Reftor'd to me my honours ; and, from ruins,
Made my name once more noble. Now his for,

‘ . Hesry
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- Henry the Eighth, life, honour, namé, and all

1a

‘That made me happy, at one firoak has taken

- For ever from the world. I had my tryal,

And muft needs fay, a noble one ; which makes me
A little happier than my wretched father:
Yet thus far we are one in fortune, both
Fell by our fervants, by thofe men we lov’d moft.

- A moft unnatural and faithlefs fervice!

Heav'n-has an end in all : yet, you that hear me,
This from a dying man receive as certain:
Wi ere you are, lib’ral of your loves and counfels,
Be fure, jou be not loofe ; thofe you make friends,
Ard give your hear:s to, when they once perceive
The leaft rub in ycur fortunes, fall away
Like wzter from ye, never found again,
But where thcy mean to fink ye. All good people,
Pray for me! I muft leave ye; the hﬁiour
Of my long weary life is come upon me:
Farewel; and when you would fay fomething fad,
Speak, how I fell——I've done; and God forgive me!
{Exeunt Buckingham and Train.
1 Gen. O, this is full of pity; Sir, i calls,
I fear, too many curfes on their heads,
‘That were the authors.
2 Gen. If the Duke be guiltlefs,
*Tis full of woe ; yet I can give you inkling
Of an enfuing evil, if it fali-
Greater than this.
1 Gen. Good angels keep it from us!
What may it be? you do not doubt my faith, Sir?
2 Gen. This fecret is fo weighty, "twill require

" A ftrong faith to conceal it, .

1 Gen. Let me have it ;
I do not talk much.

2 Gen. 1 am confident;
You fhall, Sir; did you not of late days hear
A buzzing of a feparation

‘Between the King and Catb’rine ?

1 Gen. Yes, but ‘it held not;
For when the King once heard it, out of anger
: . e
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He fent command to the Lord Mayor firait-
To ftop the rumour; and allay. thofe tongues,
That durft difperfe it. }
2 Gent. But that flander, Sir,
Is found a truth now ; for it grows agai
Frefher than €'er it was: and held for certain,
The King will venture at it. Either the Cardinal,
Or fome about him near, have (out of malice
To the'good Queen) poflefs’d him with a fcruple
That will undo her : to confirm this too,
Cardinal Campeius is arriv’d, and lately,
As all think, for this bufinefs.
1 Gen. *Tis the Cardinal ;
And meerly to revenge him on the Emperor,
For not beftowing on him, at his asking,
The Arch-bifhoprick of Toledo, this is purpos’d. .
2 Gen. Ithink, you've hit the mark ; but is’t not cruel,
That the fhould feel the {mart of this? the Cardinal
Will have his will, and the muft fall,
' 1 Gen. *Tis woful.
We are too open here to argue-this:
Let’s think in private more. [Exeunt.

S CE N E, an Antechamber in the Palace.

Enter Lord Chamberlain reading a letter.

Y lord, the korfes your lordbip: fent for, with all
M the care | bad, I faw avell chofen, ridden, and fur-
nifp’d, They awere young and handfome, and of the bef breed
in the North. When they were ready to fet out for London,
a man of my lord Cardinal’s, by commiffion and main
power tock ‘em from me, avith this reafon; bis mafler
would be [er’d before a fubjeft, if not before the King,
ahich flopp'd our mouths, Sir.

I fear, he will, indeed; well, let him have them;
He will have all, I think.

Enter to the Lord Chamberlain, the Dukes of Norfolk
) and Suffolk.
Nor. Well met, my Lord Chamberlain,
Cham.

;
|
\
(
(
|
|
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Cham. Good day to both your Graces.
Suf. How is the King employ’d
Cham. 1 left him private,

Full of fad thoughts and troubles.

o Nor. What's the caufe?
Cham. It feems, the marriagewith his brother’s wife

Has crept toe near his confcience.

Suf. No, his confcience

Has crept too near another lady.
Nor. Tis fo;

This is the Cardinal’s doing ; the King-Cardinal :

That blind prieft, like the eldeft fon of fortune,

Turns what helifts. The King will know him one day.
Suf. Pray God, he do! he’ll never kunow himfelf elfe.
Nor. How holily he works in all his bufinefs,

And with what zeal? for now he has crackt the league

*Tween us and th’ Emperor, the Queen’s great nephew,

+ He dives into the King’s foul, and there f{catters
- Doubts, dangers, wringing of the confcience,

Fears,. angd defpair, and all thefe for his marriage 5

And out of all thefe, to reftore the King,

He counfels a divorce ; a. lofs of Her,

; That, like a jewel, has hung twenty years

About his neck, yet never loft her luftre;

~ Of her, that loves him with that excellence,
‘That angels love good men with; even of her,
That, when the greateft ftrolke of fortune falls,
- 'Will blefs the King ; and is not this courfe pious ?’
Cham. Heav'n keep me from fuch counfel ! ’tis moft
, true,
. Thefe news are ev’ry where; ev'ry tongue fpeaks *em,
_ And ev'ry true heart weeps for’t.. All, that dare
. Look into thefe affuirs, fee his main end,
. 'The French King’s fiter. Heav’n will one day open
* 'The King’s eyes, that fo long have flept upon
This bold, bad man.
Suf. And free us from his flavery.
Nor. Wehad need pray, and heartily, for deliv’rance ;
i Or this imperious man will work us all
From princes into pages; all men’s honours

~

Lye



336 King Henxry VIIL 1
Lye like one lump before him, to be fathion'd ’
Into what pitch he pleafe.
Suf. For me, my lords,
I love him not, nor fear him, there’s my Creed:
As I am made without him, fo I'll ftand, -
If the King pleafe: his curfes and his bleﬂings
Touch me alike; they’re breath I not believe in.
I knew him, and I know him; fo I leave him
To him, that made him proud, the Pope.
Nor. Let’s in.
And with fome other bufinefs put the King |
From thefe fad thoughts, that work too much upon him ;
My lord, you'll bear us company ? ’
Cbham. Excufe me, )
‘The King hath fent me other-where : "befides, :
You'll find a moft unfit time to difturb him : |
Health to Kmr lordthips. ~ [Exit Lord Chamberlain. l
Nor. Thanks, my good Lord Chamberlain.

e Sceme draws, and difcovers the King ﬁttmg and
reading penfively. (

Suf. How fad he looks! fure, he is much aﬂh&ed.
King. Who's there? ha? ,'
Nor Pray God, he be not angry. .
King. Who's there, I fay? how dare you thruf
your felves .
Into my private meditations?
Who am [? ha? :
Nor. A gracious King, that pardons all offences, .
Malice ne'er meant: our breach of duty, this way, |’
Is bufinefs of eftate ; in which we come
To know your royal pl&fure
King. Ye are too bold:
Go to, I'll make ye know your times of bufinefs ; A
Is this an hour for temporal affairs? ha? ‘

Enter Wolfey, and Campeius the Pope’s Legat, awith
a Commiffion. 1
~ Who's there ? my good Lord Cardinal? O my #ol/ay, ,
The quict of my wounded confcucncc . Th
on - ‘
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Thou art a cure fit for a King.~——You're welcome,
Mot learned rev'rend Sir, into our kingdom ;
) [To Campeius.
Ufe us, and it: myic;od lord, have great care
I be not found a talker.
Wol. Sir, you cannot :
I would your Grace would give us but an hour
Of private Conf’rence.
King. We are bufie; go. :
[76 Norf. and Soff,
Nor. This prieft has no pride in him ?
Suf. Not to fpeak of : .
I would not be fo fick though, for his place:
But this cannet continue.
Nor. If it do,
I'll venture one heave at him,
Saf. I another.
, o [Exeant Norfolk and Suffolk,
Wol. Your Grace has giv'n a precedent of wifdom
Above all Princes, in committing freel
Your feruple to the voice of Chriftendom :
Who can be angry now ? what envy reach you?
The Spaniard, ty’d by blood and favour to er,
Muft now confefs, if they have any goodnefs,
The tryal jut and noble. All the cﬁ-rks,
I mean the learned ones, in chriftian kin doms,
Have their free voices. Rome, the nurfe of Judg-
ment, v ' -
Invited by your noble felf, hath fent
One gen'ral tongue unto us, this good man,
This juft and learned prieft, Cardinal Campeius ;
Whom once more [ prefent unto your Highnefs. ,
King. And once more in mine arms I%id him wel-

come,
And thank the holy Conclave for their loves ; ‘
They’ve fent me fuch a man I would have with'd for. -
Caa:.lYour Grace muft needs deferve all ftrangers®
oves : ‘
You are fo noble: to your Higlln,nefs’ hand

Vor. V. b4
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I tendér my commiffion; by whofé virtue, -
(The court of Rome comfrianding) you, sy lord
Cardinal of York, are join’d with me, their fervant. _
In the impartial )udgmg -of thi¥ bufidefs. -
King. ‘T'woequal men: the Queen fliall be acdlﬁaintel
Forthwuh for what you come. Where's Gardiner #
Wol. I know, your Majefty has dlwdys lov’d her
So dear in heart, not to deny her what
A woman of lefs place might ask by law;
Scholars, allow’d freely to argue for her.
King. Ay, and the beft, (he fhalt Bavé*- and my
favour
To him that doés beft, God forbid élfe Catdinal,
Prythee, call Gardiner to me, my new S¥crétary,
I find him a fit fellow.

Enter '.Gardiner '

{
WoI Give me your hand, mnch joy and _favour to ‘
ol
You arZ the King’snow. -~ oY
Gard. But to be commdnded ' |
For ever by your Grace, whofe hahd Rds rﬂs’d‘ md,
King.: Comé hither,” Gardiner. ..
[Walh and whifpers, |
Canm. My lord of York, was net one Dé&or Pact |
In this man’s place before him? ‘
Wol. Yes, e was. - B
Cam. Was he not held aJeamed man ?
Wol. Yes, furely. -
Cam. Believe me, there’s a ill opinion fpread then’
Ev’n of your felf, lord Cardinal. C
Wol. How! of me? ‘j
Cam. They will not ftick to fay, you énvy’d him ; ‘
And feaﬁng he would rife, he was fo vxmxotés |
Kept him a foreign' man’ ftill : whxch fo gnev‘d hmi -
That he ran mad and dy’d. ) ‘ |
- Woel. Heavnspbmbew:thh?m" oo '.1
That's chriftian care enough: for living Murmurers,
There’s plnccn of vaukc He Was a fool, Lo
‘For |
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For he would needs be virtuous. That good fellow,

If I command him, follows my- appdintment ;
I will have none fo near elfe. Learn this, brother,
We live not to be grip’d by meaner perfons.
King. Deliver this with modetty to'd{’ Queen, .
R - [Exit Gardiner,
‘The moft convenient place that I can think of,
For fuch receit of learning, is Black-Fryers : o
There ye thall megt about this weighty bufinefs. .
My Wolfey, fee it farnifh*d’ - O my Jord,” ;"
Would it not grieve an able m toleave .t
So fweet a bedfellow ? but, cén Cienice, confcience femmme
O, ’tis- a tender place, and Imuft leave her. .
L [Exeants
SCE NE, an Stechamber of the Qgeen’s Apar't-
o ments, . T .
v Enter Anne Bellen, odd an olid Lady. ©
Arne. OT for that neither ~——here’s the parg,

that pinches. g e
His Highnefs having livid fo long with her, and the,
8o goog a lady, that no tongue could cver

Pronounce difhonour of her ; by -my life,. = - .
She never knew harm-doing : oh, now after. - o
So many courfes of the fun, enthron’ds =~ '
Still growing in a majefty and pom W
The which to leave ’s a thoufand-fold more bitter
Than {weet at firft t'acquire ; after this procefs, .
To give her the avaunt ! it isa pity . . C
Would move a monfter. ‘

O/d L. Heats of moft hard teriper
Melt and lament for her. L L

Anne. In'God’s will, better ’ ol
She ne’et had known pomp ; though't be temporal, .-,
Yet if that quarrel, fortune, do divorce. . S e
It from the bearer, ’tis a fuf’(apcqaangiag p ot
; As foul and body’s fev’ring, = 7 o

OMlL. Ah! poorlady, - e

P2 She's

PN
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She’s firanger now again.
Anne. S%e much :h?:m f
Muft pity drop upon her; verily, !
I fwear, 'tis better to be lowly born, ‘
‘And range with humble livers in content ;
Than to be perk’d up in a glift’ring grief, .
And wear a golden forrow. .
Old L. Our content
Is our beft Having.
Anne. By my troth and maidenhead,
I would not be a Queen.
O/d L. Bethrew me, I would,
And venture maidenhead for't; and fe would you,
For all this fpice of your hypocrifie ;
You, that have fo fair parts of woman on you,
Have too a woman's heart ; which ever yet
Affefted eminence, wealth, fovereignty ;
Which, to fay footh, are bleflings: and which gifts
(Saving your mincing) the capacity
Of your foft cheveril confcicnce would receive,
If you might pleafe to ftretch it.
Anne. Nay, good troth——— )
Old IQ:;:,P troth and troth : you would not be s
Auwxe. No, not for all the riches under heav’n.
O/dL.’Tis ftrange ; a three-pence bow’d would hire
me,
Old as I am, to queen it; but I pray you,
‘What think you of a Dutchefs? have you limbs
"To bear that load of title?
Anne. No, in truth. .
Old Iix t;I‘hen you are weakly made: pluck off g
ttle: :
I would not be a young Count in your way,
For mcre than blufhing comes to: if your back
Cannot vouchfafe this %urthen. *tis too weak
Ever to get a boy. '
Anne. How do you talk !
X fwear again, I would not be a Queea

—" — e e et D Nt e e e it .
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For all the world.
@ld L. In faith, forlittle England
You'd venture an emballing: I my felf -
Would for Carnarvanfbire, though there belong'd
No mo;e tg th’ Crown but that. Lo, who comes
ere

Enter Lord Chamberlain.

Cham. Good morrow, ladies 5 what -were't worth to
know : )
The fecret of your- conf’rence ?

Anne. My good lord, -
Not your demand ; it values not your asking :

Our miftre(s’ forrows we were pitying

Cham. It was a gentle bufinefs, and becoming
The aétion of good women : there is hope,

All will be well.

Anne.. Now I pray God, amen!

Cham. You bear a gentle mind, and heav'nly blef

fings ‘
Follow fuch creatures. That you may, fair lady,
Perceive I fpeak fincerely, and high note’s
Ta’en of your many virtues ; the King’s Majefty
Commends his good opinion to you, and
Does purpofe honour to you no lefs flowing
Than Marchionefs of Pembroke ;- to which title-
A thoufand pounds a year, annual fupport,
Out of his grace headds.

Anne. 1donot know . : .
‘What kind of my obedience I fhould tender ; -
More than my all, is nothing: Nor my prayers
Are not words duly hallow'd, nor my wifhes
More worth than vanities ; yet pray’rs and withes
Are all I can return. ’Befeech your lordfhip,
‘Vouchfafe tofpeak my thanks and my obcdliJcnoe,

As from a bluthing handmaid to his Highnefs;
‘W hofe health and royalty I pray for, ;

Cb‘m- Lady’ R .

P3 I fhall
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I fhall not fail Capprove the fair conceit,
The King hath of you. I've perus'd her well ;

Beauty and honour in herare {o mingled, [ 4fide.
That :they have caught the King ; and who knows
yet, Lo

But from this lady may proceed a Gem,
To lighten all this ifle ?— I'll to the King,
And fay, I {pokewithyon,  [Exit Lord Chamberlain.

Anne. My honour’d lord.

Old L. Why, -thisitis: fee, fee!

T have been begging fixteen years in court,

(Am yet a courtier beggarly) nor could

Come pat betwixt oo early and teo Jate,

For any fuit of pounds : -And you, oh fate!

(A very freth fifh here; fie, fie upon :

"This compell’d fortune) have your mouth fill'd up,
Before you open it.

Anne. 'This is ftrange to me. .

' O/d L. How taftes it ? is-it bitter ? forty pence,
no:

There was a lady once (’tis an old flory)

‘That weuld not bea Queen, fhat would-fhe not,

For all the mud inBgypt ; -have yon:heard.it:?

Anne. -Come, youare.pleafant.

O/d L. With:yourtheme, d conld
O’ermount the lark. The Marchionefs of Pembseke !
A thoufand pounds:a year, for pure relpedt'!
No other Obligation ? IBy:my hfe,

That promifes more thoufands : .-honont’s.train
Is longer than his fore-skirt. By-thisitine,

1 know, your:back will-bear:aDuschefs. :Say,
Are you wot/ftronger than youwere?

Anne. Gord lady, .
Make your felf. mirth-with your particular-fancy,
And leave me out on’t. ’Would:] had no:being,
If this falute my bloed @ jot ; it'faints-me
To think what follows.

The Ql[:een is comforthefs, and we:forgetful
In our long abfence; pray, do not deliver
' What

|
f
|
|
[
|
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‘What here y’ave heard, to her. . B '
O/d L. What do you think me e [ & xeunt.

SCENE changes to Black-Fryers.

Trumpets, Sennet, and Caornets. Enter tao Verier.r, awith
Soort filver Wands ;3 next them, two Scribes in the
babits of Dotors: after them, the B;/bop of Canterbury
aline 5 after him, the Bifbops of Lincoln, Ely, Ro-
chetter, and St. Afaph ;5 next them, avith fome fmall
diftance, follrws a Gentleman bearing the purfe, aith
the great feal, and the Cardinals hat; then two
Pricfls, bearing each a filver Crofs; then a gentleman-
ufber baye-headed, accompanied with q ferjeant at arms,
bearing a mace; then tavo gentlemen, bearing two great
Silver pillarss after them, fide by fide, the two Cardi-
nals 3 two noblemen with the fword and mace. The King
takes place under the cloth of flates the tawo Cardinals
Sit under bim, asjudges.  The Queen takes place, fome
difiance from the King. The Bifhops place themfelves
on_cach fide the Court, in manner of a ng‘iﬂwy:
below them, the feribes. The Lards St mext the Bifbops.
The reft of the attendants  fland in convenient order a-
bout the flage. ’

Wol. Hilft our commiffion from Rome is read,
- Let filence be commanded.
King. What's the need ?
It hath already publickly been read,
And onall fides th’ authority allow’d ;
You may then fpare that time,

Wol. Be't fo ; proceed. -
Scribe. Say, Henry King of England, come into the
Court. .

Cryer. Henry King of England, &c.

King. Here. o

Scribe. Say, Catbarine Queen of England,

" Come into the Court. :

P4 . Cryer;
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Cryer. Catharine, Queen of England, &ec.

[ Tbe Queen makes xo anfaver, ﬂ'ﬁ:x oxt of ber chair, gots
about the Court, comes to the King, and kneels at bis
jéit; tbesa /)c;}d;;] . :

ueen. Sir, I defire you, do me right and jufice;

And to beftow your pit; ox; me; for g Jogices

Jam a moft poor Woman, and a ftranger,

Born out of your dominions ; having here

No 11353 indiff’rent, and no more affurance

of 01“ fi .endfhip and proceeding. , Sir,

In what have I offended you? what canfe

Hath my behaviour giv’n to Four difpleafure,

_That thus you fhoul to put me off,

And takef your grace from me ? Heaven wit-

nefs,

. I've been to you a true and humble wife,

At all times to your will conformable :

Ever in fear to kindle your diflike,

Yea, fubjec to your count’nance ; glad or forry, |

As I faw it inclin’d : when was the hour,

1 ever contradi&ed your defire?

Or made it not mine too? which of your friends

Have 1 not ftrove to love, although I knew

He were mine enemy ? what friend of mine,

"That had to him deriv’d your anger, did I

Continue in my liking ? nay, gave notice :

He was from thence difcharg’d. Sir, call to mind,

"That I have been your wife, in this obedience,

Upward of twenty years; and have been bleft

With many children by you. If in the courfe

And procefs of this time you can report,

And prove it too, ;iain(t mine honour aught,

My bond of wedlock, or my love and duty,

Againit your facred perfon; in God’s name,

Turn me away : and let the foul’ft contempt

Shut door upon me, and fo give me up

To th’ fharpeft kind of jultice. Pleafe you, Sir,

The King your father was reputed for ,

A Prince moft prudent, of an excellent A

' - And
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And unmatch’d wit and judgment. Ferdinand

My father, King of Spain, was reckon’d one

"The wifeft Prince that there had reign’d, by many

A year before. It is not to be queftion’d,

‘That they had gather'd a wife Council to them

Of ev’ry realm,’ that did debate this bufinefs,

‘Who deem’d our marriage lawful. Wherefore hum-

bly,
Sir, I bel{ech you, fpare me, ’till I may
Be by my friends in Spain advis’d ; whofe counfel
I will implore. Ifnot, i’th’ name of God,
Your pleafure be fulfill'd ! .
Wol. You have here, lady, o
(And of your choice) thefe rev’rend fathers, men
Of ﬁniu.ar integrity and learning : .
Yea, the ele&t o’th’land, who are affembled
To plead your caufe. It {hall be therefore bootlefs,
That longer you defer the Court, as well
For your own quiet, as to reiifie
What is unfettled in the King.
Cam. His Grace . . .
Hath fpoken well and juftly s therefore, Madam, .
It's fit this royal Seffion do proceed ;
And that without delay their arguments
Be now produc’d, and heard.
‘Queen. Lord Cardinal,
To you I fpeak, .
Wol. Your pleafure, Madam ?
Qyeen. Sir,
T am about-to weep ; but thinking that
‘We are a Queen, or long have dream’d fo; certain,
The daughter of a King; my drops of tears
Tl turn to fparks of fire.
Wol. Be patient yet—
ueen. 1 will, when you are humble: nay, befores
Or God will punith me. I do believe, ,
Induc'd by potent circumftances, that
You are mine enemy, and make my challenge;
You fhall not be my jndg;. For it is you
S 5

Have
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Have blown this ceal betwixt my lord and me ; .
Which God’s dew-quench | therefere, ,I fay. again,
I utterly abhor, yea, from-my-foul
Refufe you for mry judge; whem: yet ence more
I hold my moft malicious: foe, -and' think not
At all a friend to trath.
‘Wl 1 do prefefs,’
You fpeak not like your felf; who ever yet
Have ftood to charity,: and difplayid th*-effe@s
Of difpofition gentle, :ard of wifdem
O'er-topping woman’s ;power. - Madam, :you -weong

me.
T have no fpleen againft you,: nor injuflice
For you, -or any ; how far. I've procesded,
Or how far further fhall, iswarranted
By a commiffion from the Confiftory,
Yea, the whole Confift’ry of ' Rome. You charge me,
That I have blown this.coal ; Fdo:demyit.
‘The King is prefent; if’t be-known.to him
That I gainfay my deed, how-may he wonnd,
And worthily, my falfhood } yea, as-much
As you have done my truth. ‘But if-he know
‘That I am free of your report, heknows,
T am not of your'wrong. :Therefore in him
It lyes to cure me, and the cure is:to
Remove thefe thoughts from you. .TFhe which befare
His Highnefs fhall {peak in, I do befeech
You, gracious Madam, to.unthink. your fpealting ;
. And to fay fo no more.
Queen. My lord, my lord,
T am 2 fimple:woman, ‘much-too weak
‘T’oppofe your cunning. Yiou:are meek, and -humble-
- mouthd ;
You fign your place and calling,- infull feeming,
With meeknefs and humility ;but year. heart .
Is cramm’d with arregancy, dpleen, and pride.
You have by fortune, and his Highnefs’ favours,
Gone {lightly o'er low fteps ; and now are:mounted,
Where Pow’rs-are your retainers ; and your words,
- Dometticks
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Domeficks to.you,. ferve your.will, as't pleafe
Your felf pronaunce their office. 1 mutt tell you,
You tender more your perfon’s honaur, than
Your high profeffion fpiritual: That again
I do refufe you. for my judge; amd here,
Before you all, appeal unta the Pape,
‘To bring my. whole caufe "fore h&sﬁolinefs;
And to be judg'd by.him.
[She curtfes to the King, and offers. po depart
Cam. The Queen is obftinate,
Stubborn to juftice, apt Caccyfe.it, and
Difdainful to be try'd by’t; ’tis not.well.
She’s going away. . . :
King. Call her again.
Cryer.c Catharipe, Queen of England, come into the
ourt. :
Usber. Madam, you are call'd back. .
Queen. What need you note it ? pray. you, keep your

way.
‘When you are call'd, return. .Now the, Lord help,
They vex.me.paft my patience |——pray you, pals on;’
T will not tarry ; no, nor ever more -
- Upen this bufinefs my appearance make .
In any of their Courts. _
: [Exexnt Queen and ber Attendants,
King. Go thy ways, Kate;
That man i’th® world who fhall report he has
A better wife, let him in nought be trufted;
For fpeaking falfe in that. Thou art alone,
(If thy rare qualities, fweet gentlenefs,
Thy meeknefs faint-like, wife-like government,
Obeying in commanding, and thy parts
Sovereign and pious elfe, could fpeak thee out)
~The Queen of earthly Queens. She’s noble born
And, like her true nobility, fhe has
Carried her felf tow’rds me.
Wel. Mott gracious Sir,
In humbleft manner I require your Highnefs,
"Fhat it fhall pleafe you to declare, in bearing of
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Of all thefe ears (for where I'm robb’d and bound,
There muft I be unloos’d ; although not there
At once, and fully fatisfy’d ;) if 1

Did broach this bufinefs to your Highnefs, or
Laid any fcruple in youe way, which might
Induce you to the queftion on't : or ever
Haveto you, but with thanks to God for fuch

A royal lady, fpake one the leaft word,

‘That might be prejudice of her prefent flate,

Or touch of her good perfon ?

King. My lorg Cardinal,

I do excufe you ; yea, upon mine honour,

I free you from’t: youare not to be taught,

‘That you have many encmies, thdt know not
th they are fo; but, like the village curs,

Bark when their fellowsdo. By fome of thefe
The Queen is put in anger ; J"m excus’d :

But will you be more jug(;rfy‘ ? youever

Have wifh'd the fleeping of this bufinefs, never
Defir'd it to be ftirr’ ;gbut oft have hindred o
‘The paflages made tow’rds it :=—— On my honour,
I {peak my good lord Cardinal to this point; (11)
And thus far clear him. Now, what mov'd meto’s,
I will be bold with time and your attention:
Then mark’d th*inducement. Thus it came; give heed

to't.

My confcience firft receiv’d 2 tendernefs,

Scruple, and prick, on certain fpeeches utter’d
By th’ bithop of Bayon, then French ambaflador;
‘Who had been hither fent on the debating

(11) on 1y Honowr

1 fpeak, my good Lord Cardingl, to this Point.}

1n all the Editions, excepting Mr. Rowe’s, this paflage has
been pointed miftakingly, as if the King were fpeaking to the
Cardinal : but This is not the Poet’s Intention. The King,
having firft addrefs’d to Wolfey, breaks off: and declases upon
his Honour to the whole Court, that he fpeaks the Cardinal's
Sentiments upon the Point in Queftion 3 and clears him from
any Attempt, or With, to flir that Bulinefs. A

e et Nl \ g

- -

—— —

e — .
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A marriage 'twixt the Duke of Or/eans and
Our daughter Mary : I'th’ progrefs of this bufinefs,
Ere a determinate refolution, he
* (I mean the bithop) did require a refpite;;

‘W herein he might the King his lord advertife,
‘W hether our daughter were legitimate,
Refpecting this our marriage with the Dowager,
Sometime our brother’s wife. This refpite fhook
'The bottom of my confcience, enter’d me, (12)
Yea, with a fplitting power ; and made to tremble
The region of my breaft; which forc’d fuch way,
‘That many maz’d confiderings did throng,
And preft in with this caution. Firft, methought,
1 ftood not in the fmile of heav’n, which had
Commanded nature, that my lady’s womb
(If it conceiv’d a male-child by me) fhould
Yo no more Offices of life to’t, than
The grave does to the dead ; for her male-iffue
Or died where they were made, or fhortly after
This world had air'd them. Hence I took a thought,
This was a judgment on me, that my kingdom
(Well worthy the beft heir o'th’ world) fhould not
Be gladded in’t by me. Then follows, that
1 weigh’d the danger which my realm: ftood in
By this my iflue’s fail ; and that gave to me '
Many a groaning throe: thus huliing in

(12) This Refpite fbook ’

The Bolom of my Confiience,] Tho® this Reading be Senfe,
yet, 1 verily believe, the Poet wrote;

Tie Bottom of my Confcience, b

My Reafon is this. Shake/peare in all his Hiftorical Plays was
a moft diligent Obferver of Holingfhead’s Chronicle; and had
him alwaysin Eye, wherever he thought fit toborrow any Mat-
ter from him, Now Holing'ead, in the Speech which he has
given to King, Henry upon this Subje@, makes him deliver him+
felf thus. ¢ Which Words, once conceived within the fecret
# Bottom of my Conftience, ingendred fuch a fcrupulous Doubt,
% that my Confcience was incontinently accombred, vex’d,
¢ and difquicted.” Vid. Life of Henry 8th p. go7. .

The
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The wild fea of my confcience, I did. fleer
Towards this remedy, whereupan, we age.
Now prefent here together ; that’sto fay,
I mean to retifie my confcience, {which
- I then did feel full-ick; and yet not well ;)
By all the rev’rend fathers of the Jand
And do&ors learnid.  Firft, 1 began in private
With you, my losd of Lincoln ; yoy remember,
How under. my oppreffion I did re¢k,
When I firft mov'd you.
Lin. Very, well, my liege.. . )
King. T have fpoke long ; be pleas’d your felf to fay
How far.you fatisfy’d me. L o
Lin. Pleafe your Highnefs,
The queftion did at firfy fo fagger me,
"Bearing a ftate of mighty moment.in’t,
And confequence of dread ; that I committed
The daring’ft couafel,,. which L had, t0 dopbt:
And did mtreat your Highnefs to this coutfe,
Which you are running here.
King. I then mov'd you, (13) .
My lord of Ganterbury ; and got your leave
To make this prefent fummons : Unfollicited

(13) eI then mov'd Tow,
. My Lord of Cantesbury, and got your Leave

Tomake this prefent Summons un'ollicited.] Thus all the Impref-
fions. But thefe Sagacious Editors have palm’d a firange
Pieceof Noafenfeuponus, from a falle Pointing. What! did
the King move the Bifhop, nay, and fo meve him as to ger bis
Leave, and yet could the Summons be faid tobe snfollivited? 1
have refcued the Text from fuch an abfurd Contradi&tion: and,
again, done itupon the Authority of honeft Holing/head.— -
' [ moved it in Coofcfion to You, my Lotd of Linceln, then
« ghoftly Father. And forafmuchasthen you yourfelf werein
« fome Doubt, you mov’d me to ask the Counfel of all thefe
« my Lords. Whereupon 1 moved you, my Lord of Canterbury,
« ficlt to have your Licence, in as much as youwere Metropo-
« litan, to put this Matrer in Queflion ; and foIdid of All you,
« my Louds,”  Holing [head. ibid. p. go8, .

' , I
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1 left no rev’rend perfon in this Court, o
But by particular confept. proceeded - s
Under your hands and feals. Therefore go on ;

For no diflike i’th” world againft the perfon

Of our good Queen, but the fharp thorny points
Of my alledged reafons drive this forward.

Prove but our marriage lawful, by my life

And kingly dignity, we are contented

To wear our mortal ftate tocome, with her,
(Catharine our Queen) before the primeft creatire
That's paragon'd i’'th’ world. .

- Cam. So pleafe your Highnefs,

The Queen being abfent, 'tis a-peedful fitnefs
That we adjourn this Court to further day ;

Mean while- muft be an esrpeft motion

Made to the Queen, to call back her appeal =
She intends to his Holinefs. o
. King. I may perceive,

Thefe Cardinals trifie with me: T abhor

"This dilatory floth, and tricks- of ‘Resme. T
My learn'd and \well-beloved {ervant Crasmer,
Priythee, return! with thy approach, - I knew,

My comfort comes.along. -Break up the Court:
1 gy, fet on. - LE xeunt,: in.manner as.they exterd.

.

ACT



S CE NE, the Queen’s- Apariments.
- .
The Queen and her Women, as at Work.

QUEEN.

AKE thy lute, wench, my foul grows fad with
I troables :
Siﬁg. and difpexfe ‘em, if- theu canft : leave
working.

SONG.

Rpheus avith bis lute made trees;
. And the mountain-tops, that freexe, .

Boay themfelves whes be did fing.

96 bis mufick, plants and flewers
‘Ewver fprung, as fun and fbowers

There bad made a lafling fpring.
B ry thing that beard bim play,
Ex'n the fil]v«m of the fea,

Hung their Heads, and then lay by.
In fuseet mufick is fuch art,
Killing-care, and grief of héart

Fall afleep, or bearing die.

Enter a Gentleman.

Qyeen. How now ?

Gent. An’t pleafe your Grace, the two great Cardinals
‘Wait in the prefence.

Queen. Would they fpeak with me?

Gent, They will'd me fay fo, Madam.

Queen.
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Queen. Pray their Graces
, To come near ; what can be their bufinefs
. With me, a poor weak woman, fall’n from favour?
I do not like their coming. Now I think on't,

They fhould be good men, their affairs as righteous,
But a/l boods make not monks.

Enter the Cardinals Wolfey and Campeius.

Wol. Peace to your Highnefs !
Queen. Your Graces find me here part of a houfe-

wife,
(I would be all) againft the worft may happen :
‘What are your pleafures with me, rev'rend Lords ?
Wol. May’t pleafe you, noble Madam, to withdraw
Into yoar private chamber ; we fhall give you
‘The full caufe of our coming.
Bueen. Speak it here.
‘There’s nothing 1 have done yet, o’ my confcience,
Deferves a corner ; *would, all other women
Could fpeak this with as free a foul as I do!
My Lords, I care not (fo much I am happy -
Above a number) if my a&ions
Were try’d by ev'ry tongue, ev'ry eye faw ’em 3
Envy and bafe opinion fet againft ’em ;
I know my life {o even. I%' your bufinefs
Do feck me oat, and that way I am wife in,
Out with it boldly : ‘truth loves open dealing. ,
Wol. Tanta'efl erga te mentis integritas, Regina Sere
nifima,— : :
Queen. O, good my lord, no Latin; -
I am not fuch a troant, fince my coming,
As not to know the language I have liv'd in.
. A ftrange tongue makes my caufe more ftrange, fufpi-
Sot L cious
Pray, fpeak in Engli/b ; here are fome will thank you,
If you @k truth’,gfo'r their poor miftrefs’ fake. ’
Believe me, fhe has had much wrong. Lord Cardinal,
The willing'ft fin I ever yet committed, - .

May

S
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May be abfolv’d in Engli/3. -

Wol. Noble lady,
I'm forry my In:egrity fhould breed
(And fervice to his Majefty angd yon)
So deep fufpicign, where all faxtg was,meant.
We come not by the way of accufation -
To taint that honouy, every good tongue blcﬂ'es,
Nor to.betray you any way to forrow ;
You have too much, good lady : but to know
How you ftand minded i in the weighty difference
Between the King.and you: and © deliver,
Like free and honeft mcn, our jutt opmxons J
And comforts.to your caufe.

Cam. Moft honour'd Madﬁ.ﬁl
My lord of Yor#, eut of his noble nature,
Zeal ard obedrence he fill bore your Grace,
Forgetting, like a good man, your late cenfuse
Both of his truth and him ; (which,was too far)
Offers, -as I do, in a fign of peace .
His fervice and his countel.

Queen. To betray me.
My lords, ¥ thank you bath for your.gepd wills,
Ye fpeak like honeft men ; pray,Gzod, ye proye.fo !
But how to make ye fuddenly an anfwer
In fuch a point of we th,afanear mine,hopour,
(More near my life, Ifear,) with.my, weakmt, :
And to fuch men of gravity and lcarmng,
In truth, I know not. I wasfet at work

~Among my maids; full little, God. knoys, . ]poklpg h

Either for fuch men, or fuch bufinefs. |

For her fake that I have been, (for Ifeel. . -~

The laft fit of my. greatnefs) good your, Graq&s,
Let me have time and council for my
Alas! Iama woman, friendlefs, hopele(s

Wol. Madam, you wrong the ng s. love )Vlth thofe

- fears: T
Your hopes.and friepds ate mﬁmte N
. Queen, In England, .

But little for my, pmﬁ: Lan, xou :&upk,‘ lmds,

—
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That any Englj/b man dare give me counfel ?
Or be a known friend ’gaint his Highnels’ pleafure,
(Though he be grown fo defp’rate to be honett,)
And live a fubjett? nay, forfooth, my friends———e
They, that muft weigh out my afHictions,
They, that my truft muft grow to, live not here ;
They are, as all my.comforts are, far hence, -
In my own country, Lords.
Cam. I would, your Grace
Would leave your griefs, and take my counfel.
Queen. How, Sir?
Cam. Put your main caufe into the King’s protee-.
tion ; '
He’s loving and moft gracious. *Twill be much
Both for your honour better, and your caufe:
For if the tryal of the law o’er-take ye,
You'll part away difgrac’d.
Wol. He tells you rightly.
Queen. Ye tell me.what ye with for Both, my ruin :
Is this your chriftian counfel ? out upenye!
" Heav'n is.above all yet ; there fits a judge,
That no King can corrupt.
Cam. Your rage miftakes us.
Queen. The more thame for ye; holy men I thought
€,
Upon my foul, two rev’rend Cardinal virtues 3,
But Cardinal fins, and hollow hearts, I fear ye:
Mend ’em for thame, my lords: is this your comfort? .
~ The cordial, that ye bring a.wretched lady ?
A woman lgft among ye, laugh’d at, fcorn’'d @ .
T will not wifh ye half my milerics,
I have more charity. But fay, Iwarn'd ye;
Take heed, take heed, forheayn’s fake, left.at once
The burthen of my foryows-fall upoen ye.
Wel. Madam, this is a meer diftraction ;
You turn the good we offer into envy.
%yem. Ye turn-me into nothing. Wo upon ye,
And all fuch-falfe profeffors |- Woyld you bave me
(If you haveany juflice, ,.any pitys

If
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If ye be any thing, but churchmens’ habits)
Put my fick caufe into his hands that hates me 2
Alas ! h’as banifh’d me his bed already ;
His love, too long ago. I'm old, my lords 3
And all the fellowthip I hold now with him
Is only my obedience.- W hat can happen
To me, above this wretchednefs ? all your ftudies
Make me a curfe, like this!
Cam. Your fears are worfe
Queen. Have 11iv'd thus long (let me fpeak myfelf,
Since virtue finds no friends) a wife, a true one
A woman (I dare fay, without vain-glory;)
Never yet branded with fufpicion ?
Have 1, with all my full affe€tions
Still mﬁ: the King? lov'd him next heav'n, obey'd |
im ? I
Been, out of fondnefs, fuperftitious to him 2 1
!

Almoft forgot my prayers to content him ?
And am [ thus rewarded ? ’tis not well, lords.
Bring me a conftant woman to her husband, g
One, that ne’er dream’d a joy beyond his pleafure ;-
And to that woman, when. fhe-has done moft,
Yet will I add an honour ; a great patience.
Wel. Madam, you wander from the good we aim at, !
Queen. My lord, I dare not make my felf fo guilty,
To give up willingly that noble title
Your mafter wed me to: nothing but death.
Shall ¢’er divorce my dignities. .
Wol. Pray, hear me :
ueen. *"Would I had never trod this Engli/ earth,.
Or felt the flatteries that grow upon it !
Ye've angels® faces, but heav'n knows your hearts.
What thall bécome of me now ! wretched lady !
I am the moft unhappy woman living. ' ‘
Alas! poor wenches, where are now your fortunes ? i
v G ” ' . To ber vwomen.
Ship-wreck’d upon a kingdom, where no pity,
Nopﬂ'iends, nopgop! no kindred weep for me!
Almoft, no grave allow’d me! like the lilly,

That |
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*T'hat once was miftrefs of the field and flourith'd,
I'll hang my head, and perifh. 4
whol. If your Grace
Could but be brought to know, our ends are honeft; .
You'd fegl more comfort. Why fhould we, good
lady,
Upon what caufe, wrong you? alas! our places,
"The way of our profefiion is againft it:
We are to ear fuch forrows, not to fow 'em. (14) -
For goodnefs’ fake, confider what you do;
How you may hurt yourfelf; nay, utterly _
Grow from the King’s acquaintance, by this carriage.
"The hearts of Princes kifs obedience,
So much they love it: but to ftubborn fpirits,
‘They {well and grow as terrible as ftorms.
I know, you have a gentle, noble, temper,
A foul aseven as a calm ; pray, think us
Thofe we profefs, peace-makers, friendsand fervants,
Cam. Madam, youw'll find it fo: you wrong your
virtues '
With thefe weak womens® fears. A noble fpirit,
As yours was put into you, ever cafts
Such doubts, as falfe coin, from it. The King loves
you;
Beware, you lofe it not; for us (if you pleafe
To truft us in your bufinefs) we are ready
‘To ufe our utmoft fludies in your ferviee.
Queen. Do what you will, my lords; and, pray,
forgive me, .
If I have us'd myfelf unmannerly.
You know, I am a woman, lacking wit

(14) We are to cure fuch Sorrows, not te fow *em.] There is
N0 Antithefis in thefe Terms, nor any Confonance of the Mae
taphers : both which my Emendation reftores. .

We are to ear fuch Sorrews, not ro fowe *em. i. €. to weed .
them op, harrow them out. This Word with us may bederiv’d

not only from arare 10 plow 3 but the Saxen Wotd, Ear, which
fignified a Harrow, ’

To
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‘T'o makéd-a feémly anfwer to fuch perfons.
Pray, do my fervice to his Majeity.

He has my heart yet; and thall have my prayers,
While I fhalt have ry life. - Come, rev’rend fathers;

Beftow yotir counfels on me.  She now begs,
‘That little thought, when fhe fet footing here,

She fhould have bought her dignities fo dear. ~ [Exeunr. §
SC E-NE, Antechamber to the King’s Apartments,
Enter Duke of Norfolk, Dike of Suffolk, Lord Surrey,

and Lord Chamberlain.

Nor. YF you will riow unité in your complaints,
And force them with a conftancy, the Cardinal

Cannot ftand under them. "~ If you omit
The offer of this time, I cannot promife,

But that you fhall faftain more new difgraces,

With thefe you bear atready.
Sur. I am joyful ,
To meet the leaft oécafion that may give me
Remembrance of my father-in-law, the Duke,
To be réveng’d on him.
Suf. Which of the peers
. Have uncontemn’d gone by him, or at leaft
Strangely negleted? when did he regard .
The itamp of ndblenefs ifi afry perfon -
Oat of hinifel ? S :
Cham. My lords, you fpeak your pféafureés :
‘W hat he deferves of you and me, I knéow :
‘What we can do-t6 him, (though now the time
Give way to us) I much fear. If you cannot
Bar his accefs to'the King, never dtee

«Any thing on him ; for he hathy a"witchcraft

Over the King in's tongue. :

" Nor. O; fearhimnot, -~
His fpell in thait #s out; the King Kath found
Matter againft him, that for éver mars .
The honey of his language. No, he’s fetiled,

—— a2l N\ e
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Not to come off, in his moft high difpleafure,: .
Sur. I fhould be glad to hca.r iuéh néws s thxs
: Once every hour. '
. Nor. Believe it, this is true. S ’_ »
In the Divorce, his contrary procecdmgs e

Are all unfolded ; wherein he appears, ' ©
* As I would wilh mine entmy. - '
Sur.” How ¢ime
- His prattiges to light? »

Suf. Moft firangely. - SRR

Sur. How? - . *

Suf. The Cardinal’s lett\ers to the Popé mxfcam'bd
And came to th'eye o’th’ King ; wherein wis read,’
How that the Cardinal did intredt his Holinefs
: To ftay the Judgment o’th’ Divorcé; for if
It did take place, I do, quoth he, perceive
My King is tangled in affetion to
A creature of the Queéi’s, lady Aune Bullen. -

Sur. Has the’ King this? 4

Suf. Believeit. . !

Sur. Will this work ?

Cham. 'Theé King in this perceives huﬁ héw ke coaﬁs
And hedges his own way. But in this point
All his tricks founder; and he brings his phyfick
After his patient’s death ;- the King alread;

Hath married the fair lady.

Sur. *"Would he had! - B

S:f May e}'ou be happy in  your with, m‘y lord P
For, I profefs, you have it. : .

- Sur. Nowalljoy : - sl
Trace the conjunétion ! S

Suf. My Amen to't!

Nor. All mens’!

Suf. There's order given for her Coronation:
Marry, this is yet but young ; and may be lef; ;
To fome ears unrecounted. But, my lords,

She is a_gallant creatare; and compleat .
In mind and feature. fperfuadc me, from her .
“Will fall fome blefling to this land, which fhall =

}

In
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In it be memoriz’d.

Sxr. But will the King

Digeft this letter of the Cardinal's?

‘The lord forbid !

T here be more wafps, that baz about his nofe,
Will make this fling the fooner. Cardinal Cesepeins
Is fioln away to Rosve, has ta’en no leave,
Hath left the caufe o’th® King unhandled ; and
Is pofted, as the agent of our Cardinal,
To fecond all his plot. I do aflurc you,
The King cry’d, ha! at this.

Cham. Now, Godincenfe him;
And let him cry, ha, louder!

Nor. But, my lord,
When returrls Cranomes?

Suf. He is return’d with his oBi‘nions, which
Have fatisfy’d the King for his Divorce,
Gather'd from all the famous colléges
Almoft in Chriftendom ; fhortly, I believe,
His fecond marriage fhall be publifh’d, and
Her Coronation. Catbarize no more
Shall be call'd Queen ; but Princefs dowager,
Arnd widow to Prince Artbur.

Nor. This fame Cranmer's .
A worthy fellow, and hath ta’en much pain
In the King's bufinefs. . S

Suf. He has, and we fhall fec him
For it an Archbifhop. :

Nor. So I hear.

Suf. *Tis fo.

Enter Wolfey azd Cromwell.

The Candinal—w- -
Nor. Obferve, obferve, he's moody:
Wol. The packet, Cromwell,
Gave it you the King?

Crm.
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Crom. 'To his own hand, in’s bed-chamber.
Wol. Look’d he o'th’ infide of the paper ?
Crom. Prefently
He did unfeal them, and the firft he view'd,
He did it with a ferious mind ; a heed >
Was in his countenance. You he bad
Attend him here this morning.
Wol. Is he ready to come abroad ?
Crom. I think, by this he is.
Hol. Leave me a while.
[Exit Cromwell.

It fhall be to the Dutchefs of Alanfon, [ jide.
The French King’s fifter ; he fhall marry her.
Anne Bullen! no, I'll no Anne Bullens for him,———
There’s more in’t than fair vifage———2Bullen !
No, we'll no Bullens ! ——{peedily, I with
To hear from Rome ~the marchionefs of Pesx-
broke ! ——

Nor. He's difcontented.

Suf. May be, he hears the King
Does whet his anger to him.

Sur. Sharp enough,
Lord, for thy juftice! :

Wol. [Afide.] The late Queen’s gentlewoman! a

night’s daughter!
To be her miftrefs’ miftrefs ! the Queen’s Queen !——
This candle burns not clear: 'tis I muft fnuff it,
Then out it goes what though I know her vir-
tuous, :

And well deferving? yet I know her for
A fpleeny Lutheran ; and not wholefome to
Our caufe, that fhe fhould lye i’th’ bofome of
Our hard-rul’d King. Again, there is fprung up
An heretick, an arch one, Cranmer ; one,
Hath crawl’d into the favour of the King,
And is his oracle.

Nor. He’s vex’d at fomething.

‘

Voir. V. Q Enter
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Enter King, reading of a fechedule; and Lovel.
Sur. Iwould, “twere fomething that would fret the

ftring,

The mafter-cord of’s heart!
Suf. The King, the King. .
King. What piles of wealth hath he accumulated

To his own portion ! what expence by th’ hour

Seems to flow frcm him! how, i’th’ name of thrift,

Does he rake this together | Now, my lords;

8aw you the Cardinal?

Nor. My lord, we have

Stood here obferving him. Some ftrange Commotion

Is in his brain; he bites his lip, and ftarts;

Stops on a fudden, looks upon the ground,

Then lays his finger en his temple ; firait,

Springs out into faft gate, then ftops again;

Strikes his breaft hard, and then anon he cafts

His eye againft the moon; in moft ftrange poftures

We've feen him fet himfelf.

King. It may well be,

There is a mutiny in’s mind. This morning

Papers of ftate he fent me to perufe,

As I requird; and, wot you, what I found

There, on my confcience put unwittingly ?

Forfooth, an ~inventory, thus importing ;

The feveral parcels of his plate, his treafure, -
_ Rich ftoffs and ornaments of houthold, which}

1 find at fuch proud rate, that it out-fpeaks
Poflefiion of a fubject.

Nor. It's heav’'n’s will 5
Some fpirit put this paper in the packet,
To blefs your eye withal.

King. 1f we did think,
His contemplations were above the earth,
And fix'd on fpiritual obje&ts, he fhould ftill
Dwell in his mufings; but, I am afraid,
His thinkings are below the moon, nor worth

et e e N . e
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His ferious confidering. -
[He takes bis feat, whifpers. Lovel, avbs goes to Wol-
fey.
Wol.y Heav'n forgive me———
Ever God blefs your Highnefs! -
King. Good my Lord, .
You are full of heav’nly ftuff, and bear the inventory
Of your beft graces in your mind; the which
You were now running o’er; you have fcarce time
"To fteal from fpiritual leifure a brief {pan,
'To keep your earthly audit; fure, in that
I deem you an ill husband, and am glad
To have you therein my companion.
Wol. Sir,
For holy offices I have a time;
A time, to think upon the part of bufinefs
I bear i’th’ ftate; and nature does require
Her times of prefervation, which, perforce,
I her frail fon, amongft my brethren mortal,
Muft give my tendance to.
King. You have faid well.
Wol. And ever may your Highnefs yoke together,
As I will lend you caufe, my doing well
With my well faying !
King. *Tis well faid again; -
And ’tis a kind of good deed to fay well,
And yet words are no deeds. My father lov'd
ou 3 :
He faic{, he did : and with his deed did crown
His word upon you. Since I had my office,
I’ve kept you next my heart; have not alone
Imploy’d you where high profits might come home ;
But par’d my prefent havings, to beftow
My bounties upon you.

Wol. What fhould this mean ? [ Afde.
Sur. The lord increafe this bufinefs! [4fide.

King. Have I not made you
The prime man of the ftate? I pray you, tell me,
If what I now pronounce, you have found true: And
: - 2z n
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And, if you may confefs it, fay withal,
If you are bound to us, or no? what fay you?
Wol. My Sovereign, I confefs your royal graces
Showr’d on me daily have been more than could
My ftudied purpofes requite, which went .
Beyond all man’s endeavours. My endeavours
Have ever come too fhort of my defires, .
Yet, fill'd with my abilities, mine own Ends
Have been mine fo, that evermore they pointed
To th’ good of your moft facred perfon, and
‘The profit of the ftate: For your great graces
Heap’d upon me, poor un-deferver, I
Can nothing render but allegiant thanks,
My prayers to heav'n for you; my loyalty,
Which ever has, and ever fhall be growing,
*Till death, that winter, kill it. .
" King. Fairly anfwerd :
A loyal and obedient fubje&t is
‘Therein illuftrated ; the honour of it
Does pay the a& of it, as i’th’ contrary
The foulnefs is the punifhment. I prefume,
That as my hand has open’d bounty to you,
My heart dropp'd love; my pow’r rain’d honour,
more ‘
On you, than any; fo your hand and heart,
Your brain, and every fun&ion of your power,
Should rotwithftanding that your bond of Duty,
As "twere in love’s particular, be more
'I'o me, your friend, than any.
wol. 1 profefs, .
That for your Highnefs’ good I ever labour'd,
More than mine own; that.am I, have been, will be:
Though all the world fhould crack their duty to you,
And throw it from their foul; though perils did
Abound, as thick as thought could make ’em, and
Appear in forms more horrid ; yet my duty,
As doth a rock againft the chiding flood,
Should the approach of this wild river break,
And fignd un.lﬁaken yours.
King.

-
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King. *Tis nobly fpoken;
Take notice, lords, he has a loyal breaft, --

For you have feen him open’t. Read o’er this,

[Giving bim papers.
And, after, this; and then to breakfaft, with
What appetite you may.
[Exit King, frowning upon Cardinal Wolley ; the Nobles
thvong after bim, wbhifpering and fmiling.
Wol. What fhould this mean?
What fudden anger’s this? how have I reap’d it?
He parted {rowning from me, as if ruin
Leap'd from his eyes. So looks the chafed lion
Upon the daring hunt{man, that has gall’d him;
‘Then makes him nething. I muft read this paper:
I fear, the ftory of his anger————7"tis {o———
This paper bas undone me—"tis th’account
Of all that world of wealth I've drawn together
For mine own ends; indeed, to gain the Popedom,

. And fee my friends in Rome. O negligence,

Fit for a fool to fall by! What crofs devil
Made me put this main fecret in the packet

I fent the King? is there no way to cure this?
No new device to beat this from his brains?

I know, ’twill ftir him ftrongly ; yet I know

A way, if it take right, in 1gpight of fortune
‘Will bring me off again. What's this— 70 the Pope ?
The letter, as I live, with all the bufinefs

T writ to’s Holinefs. Nay, then farewel;

I've tauch’d the higheft point of all my Greatnefs;
And from that full meridian of my glory

I hafte now to my fetting. I fhall %all,

Like a bright exhalation in the evening;

And no man fee me more. -

Enter to Wolfey, the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk, the
Earl of Surrey, and the Lord Chamberlain.

Nor. Hear the King’s pleafure, Cardinal; who com-

mands you
Q3 To
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To render up the Great Seal prefently
Into our hands, and to confine your felf
To Aber-houfe, my lord of Winchefler's,
*Till you hear further from his Highnefs.

Wol. Stay :
Where’s your commiffion, lords? words cannot carry
Autherity fo mighty.

Suf. Who dare crofs em, .
Bearing the King's will from his mouth exprefly ?

2. *Till I find more than will, or words to do it,

(I mean, your malice;) know, officious lords,
I dare, and mult deny it. Now I feel
Of what coarfe metal ye are molded,——Envy :
Hew eagerly ye follow my difgrace,
As if it fed ye; and how fleek, and wanton,
Y’appar in every thing may bring my ruin.
F.llow your envicus courfes, men of malice ;
Ycu've chriftian warrant for ’em, and, no doubt,
In time will find their fit rewards. That Seal,
Ycu ask with fuch a violence, the King
(Mine 2nd your mafter) with his own hand gave me ;
Bad me enjoy it, with the place and honours,
Luring my life; and, to confirm his goodnefs,
Ty'd it by letters patents. Now, who'll take it?

Sur. The King, that gave it.

#ol. It muft be himfelf then.

Sur. Thou’rt a proud traitor, prieft.

Wol. Proud lord, thou lieft : .
Within thefe forty hours Surrey durft better
Have burnt that tongue, than faid fo.

Sur. Thy ambition,
Ttou fearlet fin, robb’d this bewailing land
Of noble Buckingbam, my father-in-law :
The neads of all thy brother Cardinals,
(With thee, -and all thy beft parts bound together,)
Weigh'd not a hair of his. Plague of your policy!
You fent me Deputy for Ireland,
Far from his fuccour; from the King; fromall,
"That might have mercy on the fault, thou gav'ft him :dtt

. Whi
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Whiift your great goodnefs, out of holy pity,
Abfolv’d him with an axe.

Fol. This, and all elfe
This talking lord can lay upon my credit, .
I anfwer, 13 moft falfe. The Duke by law
Found his deferts. How innocent [ was,
From any private malice in his end, :
His noble jury and foul caufe can witnefs.
If I lov’d many words, lord, I fhould tell you,
You have as little honefty as honour ;
That I, i'th’ way of loyalty and truth
Toward the King, my ever-royal matfter,
Dare mate a {ounder man than Surrey can be,
And all that love his follies.

Sur. By my foul,
Your long coat, prieft, prote&s you ; thou fhould'ft fecl
My fword i’th’ life-blood of thee elfe. My lords,
Can ye endure to hear this arrogance ?
And from this fellow? if we live thus tamely,
To be thus jaded by a piece of fcarlet,
Farewel, nobility; let his Grace go forward,
And dare ug with his cap, like larks.

Wol. All goodnefs
Is poifon to thy ftomach.

ur. Yes, that goodnefs

Of gleaning all the land’s wealth into one,
Into your own hands, Card’nal, by extortion :
‘The goodnefs of your intertepted packets
You writ to th® Pope, againft the King; your goodnefs,
Since you provoke me, fhall be moft notorious.
My lord of Norfolk, as you’re truly noble,
As you refpet the common good, the ftate
Of our de(%is’d nobility, our iffues,
Who, if he live, will fcarce be gentlemen ;
Produce the grand fum of his fins, the articles
Colle&ed from his life. Il ftartle you, (15)

Q4 Worfe

(1$) Worfe than the fcating Bell,——) This abfurd Reading
has only found place in Mr. Peps’s two Editions. I have
eftor’d,.

.
4
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Worfe than the facring bell, when the brown wench
Lay kifling in your arms, lord Cardinal.
wol. How much, methinks, I could defpife this
man,
But that I'm bound in charity againft it!
Nor. Thofe articles, my lord, are in th’ King®s hand :
But thus much, they are foul ones.
Wol. So much fairer,
And fpotlefs, fhall mine innocence arife;;
When the King knows my truth.
Sur. This cannot fave you:
I thank my memory, I yet remember
Some of thefe articles, and out they fhall.
Now, if you can, blufh, and cry guilty, Cardinal;
You'll-thew a little honefty. , ‘
Wsl. Speak on, Sir,
I dare your worft objetions : if I blufh,
It is to fee a nobleman warit manners.
Sur. I'd rather want thofe, than my head; have at

you.
Firft, that without the King’s affent, or knowledge,
You wrought to be a legat ; by which power -
'You maim’d the juri{dition of all bifhops. .
 Nor. Then, that in all you writ to Rome, or elfe
To foreign Princes, Ego & Rex meus
Was ftill infcrib'd ; in which you brought the King
To be your fervant. :

Suf. That without the knowledge .
Either of King or Council, when you went
Ambaflador to th’ Emperor, you made bold
To carry into Flanders the great Seal.

Sur. Ttem, You fent a large commiffion

reftor’d, from all the beft Copies, facring Bell. "That Gentle-
man, fure, fhould know, that in Reman Carhelick Countriesthe
litele Bell, which is rung to give Notice of the Hofe approach-
ing when it is carried in proceffion, as alfo in other Offices of
thag, Church, is eall’d, the Sacring, or Confecration Bell; from
he/French Woxd, Sacrer.

To
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‘T'o Gregory de Caffads, to conclude,
Without the King’s will or the flate’s allowance,
A league between his Highnefs and Ferrara.

Suf. That out of meer ambition, you have made
Your holy hat be ftampt on the King’s coin.

Sur. Then, that you have fent innumerable fub-

- ftance )
(By what means got, I leave to your own confcience)
‘To furnith Rome ; and to prepare the ways
You have for dignities, to th’ meer undoing
Of all the kingdom. Many more there are,
‘Which fince they are of you, and odious,
I will not taint my mouth with,

-Cham. O, my lord,
Prefs not a falling man too far ; ’tis virtue :
His faults lye open to the laws; let them, )
Not you, corre& him. My heart weeps to fec him
So little of his great felf. '

Sur. 1 forgive him. .

Suf. Lord Cardinal, the King’s further pleafure is,
(Becaufe. all thofe things you have done of late,
By your pow’r legatine within this kingdom,
Fall in the compafs of a Premunire)
That therefore fuch a writ be fu’d againft you,
To forfeit all your goods, lands, tenements,
Chattels, and whatfoever, and to be (16)
Out of the King’s protection. This is my charge.

Nor. And fo we'llleave you to your meditations

(16) Caftles, and whatfocver,] 1 have ventur’d to fubftitute
Chattles here, as the Author’s genuine Word, for this good
Reafon: becaufe, as our Law-books inform us, the Judgment
in a Writ of Premunire is, that the Defendant fhall 4 from |
thenceforth out of the King’s Proteition 3 and his Lands and
Tenements, Goods and CuatreLs forfeited tothe King ; and thar
his Body fhall remain in prifon at the King’s pleafure. But be-
caufe it may obje&ed, that Shakefpeare had no Acquaintance
with the Law-books, it will be proper to take notice, that this
very Delcription of the Premunire is fet out by Holingfkead in
his Life of K, Henry VIIL p. 9co.

Qs How
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How to live better.  For your ftubborn anfwer,
About the giving back the great Seal to us,
‘The King fhall know it; and, no doubt, fhall thank

you.
So fare you well, my little good lord Cardinal.
' [Exeunt all but Wolley.

Wol. So farewel to the little good you bear me.
Farewel, a long farewel to all my greatnefs!
This is the ftate of man; to day he puts forth
The tender leaves of hopes, to morrow blofloms,
And bears his bluthing honeurs thick upon him;
The third day comes a froft, a killing froft ;
And when he thinks, good eafie man, full furely
His greatnefs is a ripening, nips his root;
And then he falls, as I do. 1 have ventur'd,
Like little wanton boys, that fwim on bladders,
Thefe many fummers in a fea of glory :
But far beyond my depth: my high-blown pride
At length broke under me; and now has left me,
Weary, and old with fervice, to the mercy
Of a rude ftream, that muft for ever hide me.
Vain pomp and glory of this world, I hate ye;
1 feel my heart new open’d. Oh, how wretched
Is that poor man, that hangson Princes’ favours!
There is, betwixt that fmile we would afpire to,
That fweet alpet of Princes, and our ruin,
More pangs and fears than war or women have ;
And, when he falls, he falls like Lucifer,
Never to hope again.

Enter Cromwell, fanding amaz'd.

Why, how now, Cromawell ?
Crom. 1 have no power to fpeak, Sir.
Wel. What, amaz'd
At my misfortanes? can thy fpirit wonder,
A great man fhould decline ? nay, if you weep,
I'm fallen indeed.
Crom. How does your Grace ?

ol.
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Wel. Why, well ;
Never {o truly happy, my good Cromavell.
I know myfelf now, and I feel within me
A peace above all earthly dignities ;
A ftill and quiet confcience. 'The King has cur’d me,
I hambly thank his Grace ; and, from thefe fhoulders,
"Thefe ruin’d pillars, out of pity taken
A load would fink a navy, too much honour.
O, ’tis'a burden, Cromavell, 'tis a burden, .
‘Too heavy for a man that hopes for heav’'n. ~ -
Crom.fl’m glad, your Grace has made that right ufe
of it.
Wol. 1 hope, I have: I'm able now, methinks,
Out of a fortitude of foul I feel, ’
T’ endure more miferies, and greater far,
Than my weak-Hearted enemies dare offer.
‘What news abroad ?
Crom. The heavieft, and the worft,
Is your difpleafure with the King.
Wol. God blefs him !
Crom. The nextis, that Sir Thomas More is chofen
Lord Chancellor in your place.
Wol. That’s fomewhat fudden ———
But he’s a learned man. May he continue .
Long in his Highnefs’ favour, and do juftice
For truth’s fake and his confcience; that his bones,
‘When he has run his courfe, and fleeps in bleflings,
May have a tomb of orphans’ tears wept on him !
‘What more ? . -
Crom. That Cranmer is return’d with welcome ;
Inftall’d Lord Archbithop of Canterbury.
Wol. That’snews, indeed.
Crom. Laft, that the lady Anne,
W hom the King hath in fecrecy long married,
This day was view'd in open, as his Queen,
Going to chappel; and the voice is now
Only about her Coronation, -
Wal. There was the weight that pull’d me down. O
Cromewell, : .
The

J ).
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The King has gone beyond me : all my glories
In that one woman I have loft for ever.
No fun fhall ever uther forth my honours,
Or gild again the noble troops, that waited
Upon my fmiles. Go, get thee from me, Cromwell;
Tam a poor fall’n man, unworthy now
To be thy lord and mafter. Seek the King;
(That fun, I pray, may never fet) I've told him
‘What and how true thou art : he will advance thee :
Some little memory of me will ftir him,
I know his noble nature, not to let
Thy hopeful fervice perith too. Good Cromuwell,
Neglet him not; make ufe now,. and provide
For thine own future fafety.

Crom. O my lord,
Moutt I then leave you? muft I needs forego
So good, fo noble, and fo true a mafter ?
Bear witnefs, all that have not hearts of iron,
With what a forrow Cromawel/ leaves his lord.
‘The King fhall have my fervice; but my prayers
Forever, and for ever, fhall be yours.

Wol. Cromavell, I did not think to fhed a tear
In all my miferies ;5 but thou haft forc’d me,
Out of thy honeft truth, to play the woman ——
Levs dry our eyes : and thus far hear me, Cromwell ;
And when I am forgotten, as I {hall be,
And fleep in dull cold marble, where no mention
Of me muft more be heard : fay then, 1 taught thee ;
Say, Wolfey, that once trod the ways of glory, ’
And founded all the depths and fhoals of honour,
Found thee a way, outof his wreck, to rifein:
A fureand fafe one, though thy mafter mifs'd it.
Mark but my fall, and that which ruin’d me :
Cromawcll, I charge thee, fling away ambition ;
By that fin fell the angels; how can man then
(The image of his maker) hope to win by’t ?
Love thyfelf laft; cherifh thele hearts, that hate thee :
Corruption wins not more than honefty.
$till in thy right hand carry gentle peace,

Te
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To filence envious tongues. Be juft, and fear not.
Let all the ends, thou aim’ft at, be thy country’s,
Thy God’sl,l and Truth’s; then if thou fall't, O Crom-
aell, ‘

Thou fall’ft a blefled martyr. Serve the King ;
And, prythee, lead me ine————
There, take an inventory of all I have;
To the laft penny, ’tis the King’s. My robe,
And my integrity to heav’n, is all .
T dare now call mine own. O Cromwell, Cromavell,
Had I but ferv’d my God with half the zeal
I ferv’d my King, he would not in mine age
Have left me naked to mine enemies.

Crom. Good Sir, have patience.

Wol. So I have. Farewel
The hopes of Court! my hopes in heav’n do dwell.

[Exeunt.

A CT 1V
S CE N E, a Street in Wefltminfter, -

Enter two Gentlemen, meeting one another,

1 GENTLEMAN.

O U'R E well met once again.
2 Gen.” And fo are you. :
1 Gen. You come to take your ftand here, and
behold
The lady Anne pafs from her Coronation. -
2 Gen. Tis all my bufinefs. At our laft encounter,
The Duke of Buckingham came from his tryal.
1 Gen. Tis very true.  But that time offer'd forrow :
“This, general joy.

2 Gen.
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2 Gen. *Tis well ; the citizens, ‘
I'm fure, have fhewn at full their loyal minds,
And, let 'em have their rights, they're ever forward
In celebration of this day with fhews,
Pageants, and fights of honour.
1 Gen. Never greater,
Nor, -I'll affure you, better taken, Sir.
2 Gen. May I be bold to ask what That contains,
That paper in your hand 2
1 Gen. Yes, ’tis the lift
Of thofe that claim their offices this day,
By cuftom of the Coronation.
The Duke of Suffolk is the firft, and claims
To be High Steward ; next, the Duke of Norfol#,
To be Earl Marfhal; you may read the reft.
2 Gen. I thank you, Sir; had I not known thofe
cuftoms,
T fhould have been beholden to your paper.
But, I befeech you, what’s become of Catharine,
The Princefs Dowager ? how goes her bufinefs ?
1 Gen. That I can tell-youtoo; the Archbifhop
Of Canterbury, accompanied with other
Learned and rev’rend fathers of his order,
Held alate Court at Dunflable, fix miles
From Ampthil, where the Princefslay; to which
She oft was cited by them, but appear’d not:
And, to be fhort, for not appearance and
The King’s late {cruple, by the main affent
Of all thele learned men fhe was divorc'd,
And the late marriage made of none effect :
Since which, fhe was remov’d to Kimbolten, -
Where fhe remains now fick. o
2 Gen. Alas, good lady!
The trumpets found ; ftand clofe, the Queen is coming.
[Hautboys.

The
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The Order of the Coronation.

. A lively flouriflo of trumpets.

. Then, two Fudges.

. Lord Chancellor, avith the purfe and mace before bim.

. Choriflers finging. [Mufick.

. Mayor of London, bearing the mace. Thern Garter
in his coat of arms, and on bhis bead a gilt copper
crown.

6. Marquefs of Dorlet, bearing a feepter of gold, on bis
bead a demi-coronal of gold. With him, the Earl
of Surrey, bearing the rod of filver with the dove,

- crown'd with an Earls coronet. Collars of §§. -

7. Dyke of Suffolk, in his robe of eflate, bis coronet on
bis bead, bearing a long white wand, as High Steay-
ard. With bim the Duke of Norfolk, awith the rod
of marfbalfbip, a coronet on his bead. Collars of §S.

8. A canopy born by four of the Cinque-ports, under it
the %_ytm in her robe 5 in ber hair richly adorned with
pearl, crowned. On each fide ber, the bifbops of
London azd Winchefter. .

9. The old Dutchefs of Norfolk, in a coronal of gold,
aurought with flowers, bearing the Queen's train.

10. Certain ladies or Counteffes, with plain circlets of
gold avithout flowers. :

They pafi over the flage in order and flate, and then

Exeunt, with a great flourifb of trumpets.

NI WO N -

2 Gen. A royal train, believe me ; thefe I know;
Who's that, who bears the Scepter ?

1 Gen. Marquefs Dorfez.
And that the Earl of Surrey, with the rod.

- 2 Gen. A bold brave gentleman, That fhould be

The Duke of Suffolk.

1 Gen. *Tisthe fame: High Steward.

2 Gen. And that my lord of Nofolk.

1 Gen. Yes.

2 Gen, Heav’n blefs thee!

Thou
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Thou haft the fweeteft face I ever look’d on.
Sir, as L have a foul, fhe is an angel; -
Our King has all the Jndies in his arms,
And more and richer, when he firains that lady :
I cannot blame his confcience.
1 Gen. They, that bear
The cloth of flate above her, are four barons
Of the Cinque-Ports.
2 G";; Thofe men are happy; fo are all, are near
er.
I take it, fhe that carries up the train,
Is that old noble lady, the dutchefs of Norfo/%.
1 Gen. Itis, and all the reft are counteffes.
2. Gen.dTheir coronets fay fo. Thefe are ftars, in-
deed :
And fometimes falling- ones.
1 Gen. No more of that,

Enter a third Gentleman.

God fave you, Sir! Where have you been broiling ?
3 Gen. Among the crowd i'th’ Abbey, where a finger
Could not be wedg’d in more; I am ftifted,
With the meer ranknefs of their joy.
2 Gen. You faw the ceremony ?
3 Gen. 1did.
1 Gen. How was it ?
_ 3 Gen. Well worth the feeing,
2 Gen. Good Sir, fpeak it to us.
3 Gen. Aswell as Iam able. 'The rich ftream.
Of lords and ladies, having brought the Queen
To a prepar’d place in the choir, fell off
A diftance from her; while her Grace fat down
To reft a while, fome half an hour, or fo,
In a rich chair of ftate; oppofing freely
The beauty of her perfon to the people :
(Believe me, Sir, fhe is the goodlieit woman,
That ever lay by man;) which when the people
Had the full view of, fuch a noife arofe
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As the fhrouds make at fea in a ftiff tempeft, .
As loud, and to as many tunes. Hats, cloaks,
Doublets, I think, flew up; and had their faces
Been loofe, this day they had been loft.  Such joy
1 never faw before. Great-belly’d women,
That had not half a week to go, like rams
In the old time of war, would fhake the prefs,
And make ’em reel before ’em. No man living
Could fay, this is my wife there, all were woven
So ftrangely in one piece.

3 Gen. But, pray, what follow’d?

3 Gen. At length her Grace rofe, and with modeft

aces .

Came tg? the altar, where fhe kneel’d; and, faint-like,
Caft her fair eyes to heav’n, and pray'd devoutly.
Then rofe again, and bow’d her to the people:
When by the Archbithep of Canterbury,
Sh® had all the royal makings of a Queen ;
As holy oil, Edward Confeflor’s Crown,
The rod, and bird of peace, and all fuch emblems
Laid nobly on her: which perform’d, the choir,
‘With all the choiceft mufick of the kingdom,
Together fung T¢ Deum.  So fhe parted,
And with the fame full ftate pac’d back again
To York-Place, where the feaft is held.

1 Gen. You muft no more call it Yor-Place, that's

For ﬁng:?he Cardinal fell, that title’s loft,
*>Tis now the King’s, and call’d #biteball.
3 Gen. lknow it:
But ’tis fo lately alter’d, that the old name
Is frefh about me. )
2 Gen. What two reverend bitkops
Were thofe, that went on each fide of the Queen ?
3 Gen. Stokefly and Gardiner ; the one of Winchefler,

3+ Newly preferr’d from the King’s Secretary :

The other, London.
2 Gen. He of Winchefler
Is held no great good lover of th* Archbifhop, T
e



//




- 379
ward

0 Leicefler 3
Abbot,

d him;

v Abbot,
tate,

ves

e,
iy on him?!
wule him,

.

~Yon
'y:

. 1CC
e

- never,

cenes
{lighnefs

I were



378  King Henry VIIL

The virtuous Cranmer. .
3 Gen. All the land knows that: \
However, “yet there’s no great breach ; when’t comes,
‘Cranmer will find a friend will not fhrink from him. |
2 Gen. Who may that be, I pray you?
3 Gen. Thomas Cromawell,
A man in much efteem with th’ King, and, traly,
A worthy friend. The King has made him
Mafter o’th’ jewel-houfe,
And one, already, of the privy-council.
2 Gen. He will deferve more. :
3 Gen. Yes, without all doubt,
Come, ‘gentlemen, you fhall go my way,
Which is to th® Court, and there fhall be my guefts:
Something I can command ; as [ walk thither,
I’ll tell ye more. s _
Both. You may command us, Sir. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to Kimbolton.’

i
|
!
[
i
!
{
\
Enter Catharine Dowager, fick, Jed betwseen Grifith ber |
gentleman ufber, and Patience ber awoman.
Grif. OW does your Grace?
Cath. O Griffith, fick to death:
My legs, like loaded branches, bow to th’ earth, \
Willing to leave their burthen : reach a chair—— (
So————now, methinks, I feel a little eafe.
' Sitting dovm. l
Didft thou not tell me, Griffith, asthou led’ft me,
‘That the great child of honour, Cardinal #elfey, '
Was dead ?
Grif. Yes, Madam; but I think, your Grace, ‘
Out of the pain you fuffer’d, gave no ear to't.
Cath. Prythee, good Grifith, tell 'me how ‘he {
dy'd (

yd.
If well, he ftept before me happily,
For my example.
Grif. Well, thevoice goes, Madam.
For
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For after the ftout Earl of Northumberland
Arrefted him at Yor#, and brought him forward
(As a man forely tainted) to his anfwer,

" He fell fick fuddenly, and grew foill N
" He could not fit his mule. .

Cath. Alas, poor man!

379

Grif. Atlaft, with eafie roads he came to Leicefler 3

Lodg’d in the Abbey ; where the rev'rend Abbot,
With all his Convent, honourably receiv’d him ;

To whom he gave thefe words, ¢ O father Abbot,

& An old man, broken with: the ftorms of ftate,
s¢ s come to lay his weary bones among ye;
¢ Give him a little earth for charity !’

. Sowent to bed ; where eagerly his ficknefs

* Purfu’d him ftill, and three nights after this,

About the hour of eight, (which he himfelf

. Forctold, fhould be his Iaft) full of repentance,

|
!

!
|

s

Continual meditations, tears and forrows,
He gave his honours to the world again,
His blefled part to heav’n, ard flept in peace.

Cath. So may he reft, his faults lie gently on him!
Vet thus far, Grifith, give me leave to fpeak him,

And yet with charity; hewasa man
Of an unbounded ftomach, ever ranking
Himfelf with Princes: one, that by fuggeftion
Ty’d all the kingdom ; fimony was fair play :
His own opinion was his law. I'th’ Prefence
He would fay untruths, and be ever double
Both in his words and meaning. He was never,
But where he meant to ruin, pitiful.
His promifes were, as he then was, mighty ;
But his performance, as he now is, nothing.
Of his own body he was ill, and gave
The clergy ill example.

Grif. Noble madam,
Men’s evil manners live in brafs, their virtues
We write in water. May it pleafe your Highnefs
To hear me fpeak his good now 2

Cath. Yes, good Grifith,

I were
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I were malicious elfe,
Grif. This Cardinal, (17) -
Though from an humble ftock, undoubtedly
Was fathion’d to much honour, from his cradle; -
He was a {cholar, and a ripe and good one;
Exceeding wife, fair fpoken, and perfuading ;
Lofty and four to them, that lov’d him not;
But to thofe men, that fought him, fweet as fum-
mer.
And though he were unfatisfy’d in getting,
(Which was a fin) yet in beftowing, Madam,
He was moft princely : Ever witnefs for him
Thofe twins of learning that he rais'd in you,
Ipfwich and Oxford ! one of which fell with him,
Unwiiling to out-live the good he did it:
The other, though unfinifh’d, yet fo famous,
So excellent in art, and ftill fo rifing,
That Chriftendom fhall ever fpeak his virtue,
His overthrow heap’d happinefs upon him ;
For then, and not till then, he felt himfelf,
And found the bleflednefs of being little :
And to add greater honours to his age
Than man could give him, he dy'd, fearing God.
Cath. After my death I with no other herald,
No other fpeaker of my living actions,
To keep mine honour from corruption,
But fuch an honeft chronicler as Griffith.
Whom I moft hated living, thou haft made me,

(7) This Cardinal

Though frem an humble Stock, sndoubtedly
Was fafbion’d to much Honowr. -From his Cradle -
He was a Scholar, and & ripe, and geod one;) Thus this Paflage
has hitherto been moft abfurdly pointed. That Wolfey thould
be a ripe Scholar from his Cradle, is moft extraordinary and in-
credible. My Alteration of the Pointing, I dare be pofitive,
gives us the Poet’s Meaning 5 and exprefles that Chara&er,
which, Holingfbead tells us, Edmund Campian, in his Hiftory of
Ireland, had given of the Cardical, that be was 4 Man undoubted-
{y born to Henour,

With
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With thy religious truth and modefty,
Now in his afhes honour. Peace be with him!
Patience, be near me ftill, and fet me lower.
1 have not long to trouble thee. Good Griffitb,
Caufe the muficians play me that fad note,
I nam’d my knell ; whilft I fit meditating
On that celeftial harmony I go to.

Sad and folemn mufick.
Grif. She is afleep : good wench, let’s fit down

quiet,
For fear we wake her. Softly, gentle Patience.
Tbe Vifion. Enter folemnly ene after another, fix perfo-

nages, clad in white robes, wearing on their headsgar-

. lands of bays, and golden wizards on their faces;
branches of bays, or palm in their hands. They firft
congee unto ber, then dance; and, at certain changes,
the firfi two bold a fpare garland over her head ; at
avhich, the other four make reverend curifies. Then
the tawo, that held the garland, deliver the fame to the
other next tawos awho obferwve the fame order in their
changes, and holding the garland over her head:
Which done, they deliver the fame garland to the laf}
tawe, who likewife abferwve the fame erder: (At which,
as it woere by infpiration, fbe makes in ber fleep figns of
rejoycing, and holdeth up ber hands to beaven.) And fo -
in their dancing wvanifb, carrying the garland with
them. The mufick continues.

“Cath. Spirits of peace ; whereare ye? are ye gone?
And leave me here in wretchednefs behind ye ?
Grif. Madam, we're here.
Cath. It isnot you I call for;
Saw ye none enter, fince I flept?
Grif. None, Madam.
Cath. No? faw you not €’en now a blefled troop
Invite me to a banquet, whofe bright faces
Caft thoufand beams upon me, like the {un?
They promis'd me eternal happinefs, And
n
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And brought me garlands, Grifith, which I feel
I am not worthy yet to wear : 1 fhall affuredly.
Grif. I am moft joyful, Madam, fuch good dreams

Poflels your fancy.
Cath. Bid the mufick leave, .
*Tis harfh and heavy to me. [(Mufick ceapes. -
Pat. Do you note, :
How much her Grace is alter’d ‘on the fudden ? ’

How long her face is drawn? how pale fhe looks, |

And of an earthly cold ? obferve her eyes. f
Grif. She is going, wench. Pray, pray -
Pat. Heav’n comfort her! :

Enter a Meffenger.

M. An’t like your Grace———
Cath. Youare a fawcy fellow,
Deferve we no more rev'rence ?
Grif. You're to blame,
Knowing, fhe will not lofe her wonted greatnefs,
‘To ufe fg rude behaviour. Go to, knesl.
Mey. dI humbly do intreat your Highnefs’ par-
on: .
My hafte made me unmannerly. - There is flaying
A ‘gentleman, fent from the King, to fee you.
Cath. Admit him entrance, Griffith. But this fel-
low
Let me ne’er fee again. [Exit Meffenger.

e st it . . e e

Enter Lord Capucius.

If my fight fail not, »
You thould be lord ambaffador from the Emperor,
My royal nephew; and your name Capucius.
Cazp. Madam,. the fame, your fervant.
Cath. O my lord, y .
‘The times and titles are now alter’d ftrangely
With me, fince firft you knew me. But, I pray you,
What is your pleafure with me ?

Q
s

e~ A— o o — e, . — - _me
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Cap. Noble lady,
Firft, mine own fervice to your Grace; the next,
The King’s requeft that I would vifit you ;
‘Who grieves much for your weaknefs, and by me
Sends you his princely commendations,
And heartily intreats you take good comfort.
Catb.l O my good lord, that comfort comes too
ate;
*Tis like a pardon after execution ;
That gentle phyfick, giv'nin time, had cur'd me;
But now I’m paft all comforts here, but prayers.
Hdw does his Highnefs?
Cap. Madam, in good health,
Cath. So may he ever do, and ever flourifh,
When I fhall dwell with worms, and my poor name
Banifh’d the Kingdom ! Patience, is that letter,
I caus’d you write, yet fent away ?
Pat. No, Madam. ‘
Cath. Sir, 1 muft humbly pray you to deliver
This to my lord the King.
Cap. Moft willing, Madam. . -
Catbh. {_n which I have commended to his good-
nefs
The model of our chafte loves, his young daughter;
(The dews of heav’n fall thick in bleffings on%ler!)
Befeeching him to give her virtuous Breeding,
(She’s young, and of a noble modeft nature ; -
1 hope, fhe will deferve well) and a little
To love her for her mother’s fake, that lov’d him,
Heav'n knows, how dearly | my next poor petition
Is, that his noble Grace would have fome pity
Upon my wretched women, that fo long
Have follow’d both my fortunes faithfully ;
‘Of which there is not one, I dareavow,
(And now I fhould not lye) but well deferve,
For virtue and true beauty of the foul,
For honefty and decent carriage,
A right good husband, let him bea neble:
And, fure, thofe men are happy, that fhall have "em.
The
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The laft is for my men; they are the pooreft,
But poverty could never draw ’em from me ;
That they may have their wages duly paid ’em,
And fomething over to remember me.
If heav’n had pleas’d to’ve giv’n me longer life
And able means, we had not parted thus,
Thefe are the whole contents.  And, good my lord,
By that you love the deareft in this world,
As you with chriftian peace to fouls departed,
Stand thefe poor people’s friend, and urge the King
To do me this laft right.

Cap. By heav’n, I will ;
Or let me lofe the fathion of a man!

Cath. I thank you, honeft lord. Remember me
In all humility unto his Highnefs;
And tell him, his long trouble now is pafling
Out of this world. Tell him, indeath I bleft him ;
For fo I will—mine eyes grow dim. Farewel,
My lord——Griffith, farewel——nay, Patience,
You muft not leave me yet. I muft to bed —————
Call in more women—W hen I'm dead, good wench,
Let me be us’d with honour ; ftrew me over >
With maiden flow'rs, that all the world may know
I wasa chafte wife to my grave : embalm me,
Then lay me forth ; although un-queen’d, yet like
A Queen, and daughter to a King, interr me.
I can no more=—— [Exeunt, leading Catharine,

ACT



King Henry VIIL. 385

SRS X

SCENE, before the Palace.

Znter Gardiner Bifbop of Winchefter, a Page with
a torch before bim, met by Sir Thomas Lovell,

GarRDINER.
T*S one o clock, boy, is’t not?
Bgy. It hath ftruck.
Gard. Thefe fhould be hours for neceflities,
Not for delights; times, to repair our nature
With comforting repofe, and not for us
To wafte thefe times. Good hour of night, Sir Thomas;
Whither fo late ?
Low. Came you from the King, my lord?
. Gard. Idid, Sir Thomas, and left him at Primers
With the Duke of Suffolk.
Lov. I muft to him too,
Before he go to bed. I'll take my leave.
.~ Gard. ?ot yet, Sir Thomas Lovell; what’s the mat-
ter
. Itfeems, youarein hafte: And if there be
No great offence belongs to't, dgive your friend
Some touch of your late bufinefs. Affairs, that walk
;As they fay, {pirits do,) at midnight, have
n them a wilder nature, than the bufine(s
That feeks difpatch by day.
Lev. My lord, I love you:
And durft commend a fecret to your ear
Much weightier than this work. The Queen's in la«
ur,
They fay, in great extremity ; *tis fear’d,
Shell vech the lsbour end. , ’
Gard. The fruit the goes with ‘
Veiu V. "R Ipray
1
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I pray for heartily, that it may find
Good time, and live ; but for the ftock, Sir Thomas

I with it grubb’d up now.
Lov. Methinks, I could

Cry the Amen ; and yet my confcience fays,
She’s a good creature, and (fweet lady) does

Deferve our better withes.
Gard. But, Sir, Sir

Hear me, Sir Thomas——You're a gentleman

Of mine own way ; I know
And, let me tell you, it will

you wife, religious ;
ne’er be well,

*Twill not, Sir Thomas Lowvell, take't of me,
*Till Cranmer, Cromwell, her two hands, and fhe,

Sleep in their graves.

Low. Now, Sir, you fpeak of two
'The moft remark’d 1’th’ kingdom ; as for Cromwell,
Befide that of the jewel-houfe, he’s made mafter
. Oth’ Rolls, and the King’s Secretary : Further,
Stands in the gap and trade for more preferments,
With which the time will load him. Th® Archbithop
Is the King’s hand, and tongue ; and who dare fpeak

One fyllable againft him ?
Gard. Yes, Sir Thomas,

There are that dare; and I my f{elf have ventur'd
To fpeak my mind of him; indeed, this day,

(Sir, I may tell it you,) I think, I have

Incens'd the lords o’th’ Council, that he is

(For fo I know he is, they know he is)

A moft arch heretick, a peftilence

That does infet the land ; with which they mov’d,

Have broken with the King ;

; who hath fo far

Giv'n ear to our complaint, of his great Grace
P

And princely care, forefeeing

Our reafons laid before him ;

thofe fell mifchiefs
he hath commanded,

"T'o morrow morning to the council-board
He be convented. He’s a rank weed, Sir Thomas,

And we muft root him out.

From your affairs

I hinder you too long : goocé night, Sir Thomas.

Exeunt Gardiner and Page.
: Lev

L et

|
|
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Low. Many good nights, my lord ; I reft your Ser-

vant. [Ex. Lov.
S CE N E changes to an Apartment in the Pa-
cc.
Enter King and Suffolk,

King. HARLES, I will play no more to night s
My mind’s not on’t, you are too hard for
me.
Suf. Sir, I did never win of you before.
King. But little, Charles;
Nor fhall not, when my fancy’s on my play.

Re-entor Lovell,

Now, Lovell, from the Queen what is the news ?
Low. I could not grfonally deliver to her
‘What you commanded me, but by her woman
I fent your meflage ; who return’d her thanks
In greateft humblenefs, and begg’d your Highnefs
Mott heartily to pray for her.
King. What fay’ft thou! ha!
To pray for her! what! is fhe crying out!
Lov. So faid her woman, and that her- {uff’rance

made .

Almoft each pang a death.

King. Alas, good lady!

Saf. God fafely quit her of her burthen, and
‘With gentle travel, to.the gladding of
Your Highnefs with an heir!

King. *Tis midnight, Charles;
Pr'ythee, to bed ; and in thy prayers remember
'Th’ eftate of my poor Queen. Leave me alone;
For I muft think of that, which company
‘Woeuld not be friendly to.

Suf. I with your Highnefs
A quiet night, and my good miftrefs will
Remember in my prayers. . - :

. Ra2

King.

.
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King. Charles, a good night : Exit Suffolk,
Well:gSi:, what follows ? L

Enter Sir Aunthony Denny.

Denny. Sir, I have brought my lord the Arch-bifhop,
As you commanded me,

King. Ha! Canterbury!

Denny. Yea, my good lord.

King. *Tis true————where is’he, Denny?

Denny. He attends your Highnefs® pleafure.

King. Bring him to us. [Exit Denny.
Lov. This 1s about that, which the Bithop fpake ;
1 am happily come hither. [ 4fde.

Enter Cranmer and Denny.

King. Avoid the Gallery.  [Lovell femeth to fiay.
Ha'oor T have faide———be gone. fo
‘What!'— [Exeunt Lovell and Denny.

Cran. 1am fearful: wherefore frowns he thus ?

*Tis his afpet of terror.  All’s not well.

King. How now, my lord? you do defire to know,
‘Wherefore I fent for you.

Cran. It is my duty
T* attend your Highnefs® pleafure.

King. Pray you, rife;

My good and sracious lord of Canterbary:
Come, you and I mu& walk a turn together:
I’ve news to tell you. Come, giveme ‘yonr
Ah, my good lord, I grieveat what I {peak;
And am right ferry to repeat what follows. . -
I have, and moft unwillingly, of late ’
Heard many grievous, I dofay, my lord,
Grievous complaints of you ; which being confider'd,
Have mov'd us and our Council, that you fhall
‘This moming come before us; where I know,
You cannot with fuch freedom purge your felf,
But that, till further trinl, in-thofe charges
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“‘Which will require your anfwer, you muft take
Your patience to you, and be well contented
“To make your houfe 6ur Toaver : You a brother of us,
Tt fits we thus proceed ; or elfe no witnefs
‘Would come againft you.
Cran. I humbly thank your Highnefs,
:And am right glad to catch this good occafion
Moft throughly to be winnow’d, where my chaff
And corn fhall fly afunder. For, I know,
There’s none ftands under more calumnious tongues
Than I my felf, poor man.
King. Stand up, good Canterburys
Thy truth and thy integrity is rooted
In us, thy friend. Give me thy hand, ftand up;
Pr'ythee, lev’s walk. Now, by my holy dame,
‘What manner of man are you? my lord, I look'd,
You would have given me your petition, that
I fhould have ta’en fome pains to bring together
Your felf and your accufers, and have heard you
‘Without indurance further.
Cran. Moft dread Licge,
‘The good I ftand on is my truth and honefty :
If they fhall fall, I with mine enemies '
Will triumph o’er my perfon ; which I weigh not,
Being of thofe virtues vacant. I fear nothing
What can be faid againft me.
King. Know you not
How your flate ftands i'th® world, with the whols
world? .
Your foes are many, and not fmall ; their pralices
Mautt bear the fame proportion ; and not ever
"The juftice and the truth o’th’ quefltion carries
The due o'th’ verdi@ with it. At what eafe
Might corrupt minds procure knaves as corrupt
To fwear againft you? fuch things have been done.
You're potently oppos’d ; and with 2 malice »
Of as great fize. een you of better luck,
I mean, in perjur'd witnefs, than your maftter,
Whofe minifter you are, while here he liv’d
R3 Upos
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Upon this naughty earth ? go to, goto,
You take a precipice for no leap of danger,
And woo your own deftrution.
Cran. God and your Majefty
Prote&t mine innocence, or I fall into
The trap is laid for me!
Kirg. Be of good cheer;
They {hall no more prevail, than we give way to:
Keep comfort to you, and this morning fee
You do appear before them. If they chance,
In charging you with matters, to commit yous
‘The beft perfuafions to the contrary
Fail not to ufe; and with what vehemency
Th’ occafion fhall inftrué you. If intreaties
Will render you no remedy, this Ring
Deliver them, and your appeal to us
There make' before them. Look, the good man
weeps !
He’s honel?,’ on mine honour. - God’s bleft mother!
I {wear, he is true-hearted ; and a foul
None better in my kingdom. Get you gone,
And do as I have bid you. [Exit Cranmer.
H'as ftrangled all his language in his tears.

Enter an old Lady.

Gen. Within. Come back; what mean you? -
< Lady. I'll not come back-: the tidings that I brin
Will make my boldnefs manners. Now good ange
Fly o’er thy royal head, and fhade thy perfon
Under their blefled wings! '
King. Now, by thy looks
T guefs thy meflage. Is the Queen deliver'd?
Say, ay; and of a boy. _
Lady. Ay, ay, my Liege;
And of a lovely boy ; the God of heav’n
Both now and ever blefs her!——'tis a girl,
Promifes boys hereafter.  Sir, your Queen
Defires your vifitation ; and to be
: Cor Acquainted

—— —— —— . . | S — . ——— . o o N o o e
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Acquainted with this ftranger ; ’tis as like you,
As cherry is to cherry.
King. Lovell,——

Low. Sir. - h
King. Give her an hundred marks. I'll to the Queen.

’ ‘ [Exit King.
Lady. An hundred marks ! by this light, I'll ha’

more.

An ordinary groom is for fuch payment.

I will have more, or {cold it out of him.

Said I for this, the girl was like him? I’ll

Have more, or eife unfay’t: now, while ’tis hot,

T'll put it to the iflue. [Exit Lady.

~ SCENE, before the Council-chamber.

Entey Cranmer.

Cran.Y Hope, I'm not too late; and yet the gentle-
man,

That was fent to me from the Council, pray’d me

To mz;.‘ke great hafte. All faft ? what means this?
oa ?

‘Who waits there? fure, you know me?

Enter Door-Keeper,

D. Keep. Yes, my lord ;
But yet I cannot help you.
Cran. Why?
D. Kefep. Your Grace muft wait, "till you be call'd
or.

Enter Doc&er Butts.

Cran. So.—
Busts. Thisis a piece of malice: T am glad,

1 came this way fo happily. The King

Shall underftand it prefently. [ Exit Butts.
Cran. *Tis Butts,

R4 The .
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The King’s phyfician ; as he paft along,

How earneftly he caft his eyes upon me !

Pray heav’n, he found not my difgrace ! for certain,

This is of purpofe laid by fome that hate me, [
{God turn their hearts ! I never fought their malice)

To quench mine honour: they would thame to make me
Wait elfe at door : a fellow-counfellor,

"Mong boysand grooms and lackeys ! but their pleafures
Muft be fulfill'd, and I attend with patience.

Enter the King and Butts, at a window abovs.

Butts. Ill fhew your Grace the firangeft fight———e
King. What's that, Butts?

Butss. 1 think, your Highnefs faw this many a day,
King. Body o me: where is it?

Butts. There, my lord :

“The high promotion of his Grace of Canterbury, i
Who holds his ftate at door *mongft purfevants, |
Pages, and foot-boys.

King. Ha! 'tis he, indeed. 1
Is this the honour they do one another ?

*Tis well, there’s one above 'em yet. I thought, |
‘They’d parted fo much Honefty among ’em,

At leaft, manners; as not thus to fuffer
A man of his place, and fo near our favour,

To dance attendance on their lordfhips’ pleafures 3 {
And at the door too, like a poft with packets. |
By holy Mary, Butts, there’s knavery ; |
Let ‘em alone, and draw the curtain clofe,

We fhall hear more anon.=—ew—

SCENZR
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S C E N E, th Council.

A council-table byought in awith chairs and flools, and
placed under the flate. Enter Lord Chancellor, places
bimfelf at the upper tm:z;tbc table on the lef? band:
A feat being left woid above bim, as for the Arch-bi-
fbop of Canterbury. Duke of Suffolk, Duke of Nor-
folk, Surrey, Lord Chamberlain, and Gardiner, feat
themfelves in order on each fide. Cromwell at the
Jower end, as Secretary.

Chan. O PE AK to the bufinefs, Mr. Secretary; (18
S Why are we met in Council ? By (18)
Crom. Pleafe your Honours,
The caufe concerns his Grace of Canterbury,
Gard. Has he had knowledge of it?
Crom. Yes.
Nor. Who waits there?
D. Keep. Without, my noble lords?
Gard. Yes.
D. Keep. My lord Arch-bithop;
And has done half an hour, to know your pleafures.
Chan. Let him come in.
D. Keep. Your Grace may enter now.
Cranmer approaches the council-tables
Chan. My good lerd Arch-bithop, I'm very forry

{18) Chan. Speak to the Bufinefs,} This Lord Chancellor, tha’ 3
Chara&er, has hitherto had no place in the Dramatis Perfone.1n
the laft Scene of the fourth A&, we heard, that Sir Themas
Moye was appointed Lord Chancellor : butitis not He, whom
the Poet here introduces. Walfey, by Command, deliver’d up
the Seals on the 18th of November 15293 on the 25th of the
fame Month, they were deliverd to Sit Thomas Moere, who
furrender’d them on the 16th of May, 1532. Now the Con-
clufion of this Scene taking Notice of Queen Elizabeth’s Birth,
(which brings it down to the Year 1534) Sit Thomas Asdlie
muft neceflarily be our Poet’s Chancellor 5 who fucceeded Six

Themas More, and held the Seals many Yeats,

R To
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To fit here at this prefent, and behold

That chair fland empty : but we all are men

In our own natures frail, and capable

Of frailty, few are angels; from which frailty
And want of wifdom, you, that beft fhould teach us,
Have mifdemean’d your felf, and not a little :
Toward the King firt, then his Laws, in filling

‘T he whole realm, by your teaching and your chaplains,
(For fo we are inform’d) with new opinions

Divers and dang’rous, which are herefies ;

And, not reform’d, may prove pernicious,

Gard. Which reformation muft be fudden too,

My noble lerds; for thofe, that tame wild harfes,
Pace ’em not in their hands to make ’em gentle;
But flop their mouths with ftubborn bits, and fpur 'em,
>Till they obey the manage. If we fuffer

{Out of our eafinefs and cuildifh pity

‘To one man’s honour) this contagious ficknefs,
Farewel all phyfick: and what follows then ?
Commotions, uproars, with a gen'ral taint

Of the whole ftate : as of late days our neighbours
‘The upper Germany can dearly witnefs,

Yet frethly pitied in our memories.

Cran. My good lords, hitherto, in all the progrefs
Both of my life and office, I have labour’d
(And with no little ftudy) that my teaching,
And the ftrong courfe of my Authority,

Might go one way, and fafely 5 and the end
‘Was ever to do well : nor is there living
{I fpeak it with a fingle hcart, my lords)
A man that more detefts, more flirs againft,
(Both in his private conicience and his place)
Defacers of the publicic peace, than I do.
Pray heav'n, the King may never find a heart
‘With lefs allegiance in it ! Men that make
- Envy and crooked malice nourifhment,
Dare bite the beft. I do befeech your lordfhips,
That, in this cafe of juftice, my accufers,
Be what they will, may ftand forth face to face,

: And
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And freely urge againft me.
Suf. Nay, my lord,
That cannot be; you are a counfellor,
And by that virtue no man dare accufe you.
Gard. My lord, becaufe we’ve bufinefs of more mo-
ment,
‘We will be fhort wi'you. *Tis his Highnefs’ pleafuré,
And our confent, for better tryal of you,
From hence you be committed to the Toaver 5 .
‘W here, being but a private - man again,
You fhall know, many dare accufe you boldly, .
More than, I fear, you are provided for. .
Cran. Ay, my good lord of Winchefter, 1 thank you, . .
You'realways my good friend ; if your will pafs,
I fhall both find your lordthip judge and juror,
You are fo merciful. I fee your end,
*Tis my undoing. Love and meeknefs, lord, .
Become a church-man.better than ambition :
‘Win ftraying fouls with modefty again,
Catt none away. That I fhall clear my felf,
(Lay all the weight ye can upon my patience) .
I .make as little doubt, as you do confcience
In doing daily wrongs. I could fay more,
Rut rev’rence to your Calling makes me modeft...
Gard. My lord, my lord, you are a fetary,
‘That’s the plain truth; your painted glofs diicovers, .
‘To men that underftand you, words and weaknefs,
Crom. My lord of Winchefler, you are a little, |
Ry your good favour, too fharp ; men fo noble,
However faulty, yet fhould find refpeét
For what they have been: ’tis a cruelty -
To load a falling man.
Gard. 'Good Mr. Secretary,
I cry your honour mercy ; you may, worft
Of all this table, fay fo.
Crom. Why, my lord ?
Gard. Do not I know you for a favourer .
Of this new fe&? ye are not found. ..
Crom. Not found? :
Gard,”
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Gard. Not found, J fay.
Crom. *Would you were half fo honeft!

Mens’ prayers then would feck you, not their fears.
Gard. 1 fhall remember this bold language.
Crom. Do.

Remember your bold life too.

Cham. 'This is too much;
Porbear for fhame, my lords.
Gard. I've done,
Crom. And I,
Cbham. Then thus for you, my lord: it ftands agreed,

I take it, by all voices, that forthwith’

You be convey'd to th* Tewer a prifoner ;

‘There to remain, ’till the King’s further pleafure

Be known unto us.  Are you all agreed, lords?
All. We are.

Cran. Is there no other way of mercy,
But I muft needs to th® Jower, my lords?

Gard. What other
Would you expet? you're firangely troublefome :
Let fome o’th’ Guard be ready there.

Enter the Guard.

Cran. For me?

Mutt I go like a traitor then?
Gard. Receive him,

.And fee him fafe i’th’ Toawer,

Cran. Stay, good my lords,

T bave a little yet to fay. Look there, lords;
By virtue of that Ring, I take my caufe

Out of the gripes of cruel men, and give it
To a moft noble judge, the King my mafter;

Cham. This is the Kirg's Ring.

Sur. *Tis no counterfeit.

Suf. *Tis his right Ring, by heav’n. I told ye all,
When we firft put this dang’rous ftone a rowling,
*Twould fall upon our felves,

ANor. D’ you think, my lords, The

. — e . -
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The King will fuffer but the little finger
Of this man to be vex’d ?
Cham. *Tis now too certain.
How much more is his life in value with him?
*Would I were fairly out on’t.
Crom. My mind gave me,
In feeking tales and informations
Againft this man, whofe honefty the devil
And his difciples only envy at,
Ye blew the fire that burns ye; now have at ye,

Enter King, frowning on them; takes his feat.

Gardil Dread Sov'reign, how much are we bound te
cav’n
In daily thanks, that gave us fuch a Prince;
Not only good and wiéz but moft religious:
One, that in all obedience makes the Church
The chief aim of his honour; and to ftrengthen
That holy duty, out of dear refpe,
His royal felf in judgment comes to hear
The caufe betwixt her and this great offender.
King. You're ever good at fugden commendations,
Bithop of Winchefier. But know, I come not
To hear fuch flatt’ries now; and in my prefence
‘They are too thin and bafe to hide offences.
To me you cannot reach: you play the fpaniel,
And think with wagging of your tongue to win me:
But whatfoe’er thou tak’ft me for, I’m fare,
Thou hatt a cruel nature, and a bloody.
Good man, fit down: now let me fee the proudeft
[7s Cran.
He, that dares moft, but wag his finger at thee.
By all that’s holy, he had better ftarve,
Than but once think, this place becomes thee not.
Sur. May't pleale your Grace
King. No, Sir, it does not pleafe me.
I thought, I had had men of fome underftanding
And wifdom, of my Council; but I find none.

Was
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‘Was it difcretion, lords, to let this man,
This good man, (few of you deferve that title) -
This horeft man, wait like a lowfie foot-boy .
At chamber-door, and one as great as you are ?°
Why, what a fhame was this? did my commiflion
Bid ye fo far forget yourfelves? I gave ye-
Pow'r, as he was a counfellor to try him;
Not as a groom. Fhere’s fome of ye, Ifee, .
More out of malice than integrity,
‘Would try him to the utmoft, had ye means ;_
‘Which ye fhall never have, while I do live.
Cham. My moft dread Sovereign, may it like your-
Grace i '
To let my tongue excufe all. What was purposd .
Concerning his imprifonment, was rather,
If there be faith in men, meant for his tryal,
And fair purgation to the world, than malice ;
I'm fure, inme.
King. Well, well, my lords, refpe€ him :
Take him, and ufe him well; he’s worthy of it...
1 will fay thus much for him, if a Prince
May be beholden to a fubjeét, I
Am, for his love and fervice, fo to him.
Make me no more ado, but all embrace him :
Be friends for thame, my lords. My lord of Canterbury, .
I have a fuit which you muft not deny me,
There i3 a fair young maid, that yet wants bapti{m ;
You muft be godfather, and anfwer for her. ‘
Cran. The greateft monarch now alive may glory
In fuch an honour; how may I deferve it,
That am a poor and humble fubje& to you?
King. Come, come, my lord, you'd fpare your fpoons : -
you fhall have .
Two noble partners with you: the old Datchefs
Of Norfolk, and the lady Marquefs Dor/fer——o0
Once more, my lord of Winchefler, I charge you
Embrace and love this man.
Gard. With a true heart-
And brother’s love I do it.

Cran.
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Cran. And let heaven
‘Wi itnefs, how dear I hold this confirmation.
King. Good man, thofe joyful tears fhew thy true
heart :
"The common voice, I fee, is verify’d
Of thee. which fays thus: do my lord of Canterbury
But one fhrewd turn, and he’s your friend for ever.
Come, lords, we trifle time away: I long
T o have this young one made a chriftian.
As I have made ye one, lords, one remain:
So I grow ftronger, you more honour gain. [Exeunts

S CE N E, #he Palace-yard.

Noife and tumult within : Enter Porter and bis man.

Pore. Ou’ll leave your noife anon, ye rafeals; do you
take the Court for Paris Garden? ye rude
flaves, leave your gaping.
Within. Good Mr. Porter, I belong to th® larder.
Port. Belong to the gallows and be hang’d, ye rogue &
is this a place to roar in ? fetch me a dozen crab-tree
ftaves, and ftrong ones; thefe arc but {witches to ’em :
T'll fcratch your heads; youa muft be fceing chriftnings ?.
do you look for ale and cakes here, you rude rafcals ?
Man. Pray, Sir, be patient; 'tis as much impoffible
(Unlefs we fwept them from the docr with cannons)
‘To fcatter ’em, as ’tis to make ’em ficep
On May-day morning ; whici will never be: -
‘We may as well puth againit Pax/’s, as ftir ’em.
Port. How got they in, and be hang’d ?
Man. Alas, I know not; how gets the tide in?
As much as one found cudgel of four foot
(You fee the poor remainder) could diftribute,
I made no fpare, Sir.
Port. Youdid nothing, Sir. '
Man, I am not Sampjon, nor Sir Guy, nor Colebrand,
to mow ’em down before me; but if I fpar’d any that had
a head to hit, either young or old, he or fhe, cuckold
or
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or cuckold-maker, let me never hope to fee a chine a-
gain; and that I would not for a cow, God fave her.

Within. ﬂl})o you hgol,r, Mr;jorttler? good M, P

Port. 1 fhall be with you prefently, r. Puppy.
Keep the door clofc, firrah. PPy

Man. What would you have me do ?

Port. What fhould you do, but knock ’em down by
the dozens ? is this Morefie/ds to mufter in ? or have we
fome ftrange Indian with the great tool come to Court,
the women fo befiege us? blefs me! what a fry of forni-
cation is at the door? on my chriftian confcience, this
one chriftning will beget a thoufand ; here will be father,
god-father, and all together.

Man. The fpoons will be the bigger, Sir. There
is a fellow fomewhat near the door, he fhould be a
brafier by his -face; for, o’ my confcience, twenty
of the dog-days now reign in’s nofe; all that ftand
about him are under the line, they need no other pe-
nance; that fire-drake did I hit three times on the
head, and three times was his nofe difcharged againft
me; he ftands there like a mortar-piece to blow us up.
There was a haberdather’s wife of {mall wit near him,
that rail’d upon me 'till her pink'd perringer fell off her
head, for kindling fuch a combuilion in the ftate. I mift
the meteor once, and hit that woman, who cry’d out,
Clubs! when I might fee from far fome forty trunche-
oneers draw to her fuccour; which were the hope of the
firand, where fhe was quarter’d. They fell on; I
made good my place; at length they came to th’ broom-
ftaff with me, [ defy’d ‘em fill; when fuddenly a file
of boys behind ’em deliver’d fuch a fhower of pibbles,
loofe fhot, that I was fain to draw mine honour in,
and let *em win the Work ; the devil was amongft “em,
I think, furely.

Port. Thefe are the youths that thunder at a play.
houfe; and fight for bitten apples; that no audience but
the T'ribulation of Tower-Hil, or the limbs of Limeboufe,
their dear brothers, are able to endure. I have fome of
‘em in Limbo Patram, and there they are like to dance

thefe
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. thefe three days; befides the running banquet of two
. beadles, that is to come. .

Enter Lord Chamberlain.,

Cham. Mercy o’ me! what a multitude are here?

- They grow ftill too ; from all parts they are coming,

As if we kept a fair. Where are thefe porters ;

. Thefe lazy knaves ? ye’ve made a fine hand, fellowss
- There’s a trim rabble let in ; are all thefe

Y our faithful friends o’th’ fuburbs ? we fhall have
Great ftore of room, no doubt, left for the ladies,

When they pafs back from th’ chriftning ?

Port. Pleafe your Honour,

. Weare but men; and what fo many may do,
- Not being torn in pieces, we have done :

LAY

An army cannot rule ’em.
Cham. As I live,
If the King blame me for’t, I'll lay ye all
By th’ heels, and fuddenly; and on your heads

. Clap round fines for negle®: y’are lazy knaves ;

- And here ye lye baiting of bumbards, when

. Ye fhould do fervice. Hark, the trumpets found ;
- ‘Th® are come already from the chriftening ;

. Go break among the grefs, and find a way out

. To let the troop pafs

irly; or I'll find

- A Marfbalfea, fhall hold you play thefe two month.

Port. Make way for the Princefs.
Man. You great fellow, ftand clofe up, or I'll make

| your head ake.

Pore. You i’th’ camblet, get up o’th® rail, I'll peck

' you o’er the pales elfe. [Exeunt.

e St ab s
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S C E N E changes to the Palace.

Enter Trumpets founding 5 then tawo Aldermen, Lord Mayor,
Garter, Cranmer, Dukeof Norfolk aith bis Marfbal's
flaff, Duke of Suffolk, tawo Noblemen bearing great
Panding bowls for the chriftning gifts s then four Noble-
men bearing a canopy, under awbich the Dutchefs of
Norfolk, god-mether, bearing the hild richly babited in
@ mantle, &c. Train born by a lady : then follows the
Marchionefs of Dorfet, the other god-mother, and ladies.
The troop pafs once about the flage, and Garter fpeaks.

Gurt. Heav'n, from thy endlefs goodnefs fend long life,
And ever happy, to the high and mighty :
Princefs of England, fair Elizabeth!

Flourif. Enter King and Guard.

Cran. And to your royal Grace, and the good Queen,
M{ noble partners and myfelf thus pray ; good Qo
All comfort, joy, in this moft gracious lady,
That heav’n €’er laid up to majgce parents happy,.
May hourly fall upon ye! :

King. Thank you, good lord Arch-bithop:
‘What is her name ?

Cran. Elizabeth.

King. Stand up, lord.
With this kifs take my blefling: God protet thee;
Into whofe hand I give thy li(%.

Cj'gan. Amen. rodi

ing. My noble goffips, y'have been too igal,.

Y thank you heartiigy: {% fhall this lady, prodige!
When the has fo much Eng/ifb.

Cran. Let me fpeak, Sirs
(For Heav’n now bids me) and the words I utter,
Let none think flattery, for they’ll find em truth.
This royal Infant, (heaven ftill move about her)-
Though in her cradle, yet now promifes
Upon th_ls land a thoufand thoufand bleflings,
Which time fhall bring to ripenefs. She fhall be

(B.ﬂt l
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(But few or none living can behold that goodnefs)
A pattern to all Princes living with her,

*And all that fhall fucceed. Sheba was never

More covetous of wifdom and fair virtue,

Than this bleft foul thall be.  All Princely graces,
That mould up fuch a mighty piece as this,

With all the virtees that attend the good,

Shall fiill be doubled on her. Trath fhall nurfe her:
Holy and heav’nly thoughts ftill counfel her: ~

_ She fhall be lov’d and fe.r’d. Her own fhall blefs her ;

Her foes thake, like a field of beaten corn,
And hang their heads with forrow. Good grows with her,

. In her days, ev’ry man fhall eat in fafety,

D N—r | e -

Under his own vine, what he plants; and fing

The merry fongs of peace to all his neighbours.

Geod fhall be truly known, and thofe about her

From her fhall read the perfe& ways of honour,

And claim by thofe their Greatnefs, not by blood.

Nor fhall this peace fleep with her; butas when

The bird of wonder dies, the maiden Pheenix,

Her athes new create another heir, :

As great in admiration as herfelf;

So fhall fhe leave her bleflednefs to one,

(W hen heav'n fhall call her from this cloud of darknefs)

Who from the facred athes of her honour

Shall ftar-like rife, as great in fame as fhe was, )

And fo ftand fix'd. Peace, Plenty, Love, Truth, Terrour,,

That were the fervants to this chofen infant,

Shall then be his, and like a vine growto him;

‘Where-ever the bright fun of heav’n fhall fhine,

His honour and the greatnefs of his name

Shall be, and make new nations. He fhall flourifh,

And, like a mountain cedar, reach his branches

To all the plains about him : childrens’ children

Shall fee this, and blefs heav’n.

King. Thou fpeakeft wonders.
Cran. She fhall be, to the happinefs of England,

An aged Princefs; many days thall fee her,

And yet no day without a deed to crown it.
. *Would,
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"Woc!ld, I had knewn no more! bat the muft die, (1)

She m-£, tze Sain> mutt have heryeta Virgin;

A mott arivoued jilly fhe &all pais

To t’ ground, ard a!l the world fhall mourn her.
King. O lerd Arch-bithop,

Thou't macde me now a man; pever, before

‘This hapoy ckild, did I get any thing.

‘Tkis oracie of com fort hzs fo pleas’d me,

That wken I am in heav’n, I fhall defire

To fee what this ci:i’] does, and praife my maker.

I thank ye all.——To yor, my good Lord Mayor,

And your good brethren, [ am much beholdea: (20)

I have recz:v'd much honour by your prefence,

Ard ye frall find me thackful. Lead the way, lordsg

Ye muft all fee the Queen, and fhe muft thank ye,

She will be fick eife. This day no man think,

H’as bufinefs at kis hocfe, for ail fhall ftay ;

This little one fhall make it holy day. [Exexns.

(19) Wenid 1 bad known ne mere: but She maft die,
Bbemuft, the Saints muft have ber; yet & Virgin,
A meft wnfpotsed Lilly, &c.] Thus the Editors hitherto, in thels
Sagacity, have pointed this Paflage, and deftroy’d the true
Senfe of it. The firft part of this Sentence is 2 Wikh: The
other fhould be a forrowful Continuation of the Bithop’s Pro-
phecy. Bat, fare, Cranmer was too wife and pious a2 Man, too
well acquainted with the State of Mortality, to make it a pare
of his Lamentation that this good Princefs muft one time oz
other go to Heaven. As I point it, the Poet makes a fine
Compliment to his Royal Mifizefs’s Memory, to lament thas
the muft die without Jeaving an Heir of her Body behind her.
(20) Asd you geed Brethren,) But, the Aldermen never were
call’d Brethren tothe King. The Top of the Nobility are but
Coufins and Counfelloss. Dr. Thirlby,therefore, rightly advifed §
And your geed Brethren————————
i.c. the Lord Mayor’s Brethren; which is propesly their Style,

3558
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EPILOGUE

’ 18 ten to one, this Play can wever pleafe
All that are bere : fome come to take their eafe,
And fleep an alt or two; but thofe, ave fear,
We've frighted awith our trumpets: fo tis clear,
They'll fay, it's naught. Otbers, to bear the city
 Abus’d extremely, and to cry, That'’s witty !
' Which awe bave not done neither ; that, 1 fear,
All the expeited Good w'are like to hear
- For this Play at this time, is only in
The merciful confirultion of good wom'n ’
(For fuch a one we fpew'd’em) If they finile,
And fay, 'twill do; I know within a while
‘AUl the beft men are ours s for *tis ill bap,
df they bold, when their ladies bid’em clap.

Tbe End of the Fifth Volume.
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