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The First Part of

King H E N R T VI.

ACT I. SCENE I.

Dead March. Enter the Funeral of King Henry the Fifth^ at^

tended on by the Duke of Bedford, Regent of France j the Duke

of Gloucefter, FroteBor the Duke of Exeter, and the Earl of

Warwick, the B'tjhop of Winchefter, and the Duke of Somerret.

Bedford.
^UNG be the heav'ns with black, yield day to

night I

Comets, importing change of times and flates,

Brandifli your cryftal trelTes in the sky,

And with them fcourge the bad revolting^ ftars

That have confented unto Henryls death

:

Henry the Fifth, too famous to Hve long,

England ne'er loft a King of j(b much worth.

Glou. England ne'er had a King until his time :

.

Virtue he had, deferving to command.

His brandifh'd fword did blind men with its beams^

.

His arms fpread wider than a Dragon's wings
j

His fparkling eyes repleat \^ith awful fire

More dazled and drove back his enemies

Than mid-day fun fierce bent againft their faces.

What
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What fliould I fay ? his deeds exceed all fpcech

:

He never lifted up his hand but conquered.

Exe. We mourn in black, why mourn we not in blood -

Henry is dead, and never (hall revive

:

Upon a wooden coffin we attend j

And death's diflionourable vidory

We with our (lately prefence glori fie.

Like captives bound to a triumphant car.

What ? fhall we curfe the planets of mifbap,

That plotted thus our glory's overthrow?

Or fhall we think the fubtle-witted French

Conj'rers and forc'rers, that afraid of him

By magick ver(e have thus contrived his end ?

Win. He was a King, blefl: of the King of Kings.

Unto the French, the dreadful judgment-day

So dreadful will not be as was his fight.

The battels of the lord of hofts he fought

;

The church's pray'rs made him fo profperous.

Glou, The church ? where is it ? had not church-men pray*d.

His thread of Hfe had not fo (bon decay'd.

None do you like but an effeminate Prince,

Whom like a fchool-boy you may over-awe.

Win. Glo'fier, whate'er we like, thou art Protestor.

And lookeft to command the Prince and realm j

Thy wife is proud, fhe holdeth thee in awe.

More than God or religious church-men may.

Glou. Name not religion, for thou lov'ft the flefli.

And ne'er throughout the year to church thou go'ft,

Except it be to pray againft thy foes.

Bed. Ceafe, ceafe thefe jars, and reft your minds in peace

:

Let's to the altar : heralds, wait oti us

Inftead of gold we'll offer up our arms.

Since arms avail not now that Henrfs dead.

^ Pofterity
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Pofterity await for wretched years.

When at their mothers moift eyes babes (hall fuck.

Our ifle be made a ' marifli of fait tears,

And none but women left to 'wail the dead.

Henyy the Fifth ! thy ghoft I invocate ;

Profper this realm, keep it from civil broils,

Combat with adverie planets in the heavens
j

A far more glorious ftar thy foul will make

Than Julm Cafar^ or bright f

SCENE 11.

Enter a Mejfenger,

Mejf, My honourable lords, health to you all ,•

Sad tidings bring I to you out of France^

Of lofs, of flaughter, and difcomfiture

;

Gutenne, Champaign, and RhetmSy and Orleans,

Paris, Guyfors, PoiBiers, are all quite loft.

Bed. What fay'ft thou man, before dead Henry's coarfe?

Speak foftly, or the lofs of thofe great towns

Will make him burft his lead, and rife from death,

Glou, Is Paris loft, and Roan yielded up ?

If Henry were recall'd to life again,

Thefe news would caufe him once more yield the ghoft.

Exe. How were they loft ? what treachery was us'd I

MeJf. No treachery, but want of men and mony.

Amongft the foldiers this is muttered.

That here you maintain fev'ral fadions ;

And whilft a field fhould be difpatch'd and fought,.

You
*murijh.

i" I can't guefs the occajion of the Hemyftk, and imperfeH fenfe^ in this place \ "'tis not

impojjible it might have been filVd up with—Francis Drake

—

tho' that ivere a terrible

Anachronifm (as bad <3jHeftor'j quoting Ariftotle /»Troil. and Crefs.^ yet perhaps^ at the

time that brave Eng)ijhman was in his glory^ to an 'Ejn^iih-hearted audience^ and pronoun^
ced by fome favourite A^or^ the thing might he popular^ though not judicious > and therefore

by fome Critid, in favour of the author, afterwards firuck out. But this is a meer Jlight

conjedlure.

7
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You are difputing of your generals.

One would have lingring wars with little cod;

Another would fly fwift, but wanteth wings

:

A third man thinks, without expence at all

By guileful fair words peace may be obtained.

Awake, awake, Engltjh nobility,

Let not floth dim your honours, new-begot;

Crop'd are the Flower-de-luces in your arms.

Of England's coat one half is cut away.

Exe. Were our tears wanting to this funeral,

Thefe tidings would call forth f her flowing tides.

Bed. Me they concern. Regent I am of France

;

Give me my fl:eeled coat, I'll fight for France,

Away with thefe difgraceful, wailing robes

;

Wounds I will lend the French, infl:ead of eyes.

To weep their intermiflive miferies.

SCENE III.

Enter to them another Mejfenger,

2 Mejf, Lords, view thefe letters, full of bad mifchance.

France is revolted from the EngUJh quite,

Except fbme petty towns of no import.

The Dauphin Charles is crowned King in Rhe'meSy

The baftard Orleans with him is join'd ;

Re'tgmer Duke of j^njou doth take his part.

The Duke of Alanfon flies to his fide. \Fxtt,

Exe. The Dauphin crowned King ? all fly to him ?

O, whither {hall we fly from this reproach ?

Glou. We will not fly but to our enemies throats.

Bedford, if thou be flack, I'll fight it out.

Bed. Glo'fter, why doubt'fl: thou of my forwardnefs?

An army have I mufl:er'd in my thoughts.

Wherewith already France is over-run.

SCENE
i" England's, *
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SCENE IV.

Enter a Third Mejfenger,

3 Meff. My gracious lords, to add to your laments

Wherewith you now bedew King Henry's hearfe,

I muft inform you of a difmal fight

Betwixt the ftout lord Talbot and the French,

Win, What ! wherein Talbot overcame ? is't fb ?

3 Mejf, O no j wherein lord Talbot was overthrown*

The circumftance Til tell you more at large.

The tenth of Augufi laft, this dreadful lord

Retiring from the fiege of Orleans^

Having fcarce full fix thoufand in his troop.

By three and twenty thoufand of the French

Was round encompaffed and let upon.

No leifure had he to enrank his men

;

He wanted pikes to fet before his archers ;

Inftead whereof fharp ftakes pluckt out of hedges

They pitched in the ground conftifedly.

To keep the horfemen off from breaking in.

More than three hours the fight continued
^

Where valiant Talbot above human thought

Ena6ted wonders with his fword and lance.

Hundreds he fent to hell, and none durft ftand him,

Here, there, and every where, enrag'd he flew.

The French exclaim'd, the devil was in arms.

All the whole army flood agaz'd on him.

His fbldiers fpying his undaunted fpirit,

A Talbot/ Talbot / cried out amain.

And rufli'd into the bowels of the battel.

Here had the conquefl fully been feal'd up,

t If Sir John Falflaffh^L^ not play'd the coward,

Vol. IV. B
t See the note on the fifth Scene of 3.
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He being in the vaward, (plac'd behind

With purpofe to relieve and follow them)

Cowardly fled, not having ftruck one ftroak.

Hence grew the gen'ral wrack and maflacre
;

Enclofed were they with their enemies.

A bale Walloon^ to win the Dauphin's grace,

Thruft Talhot with a fpear into the back.

Whom all France with their chief affembled ftrengdi

Durft not prefume to look once in the face.

Bed. Is Talhot flain then ? I will flay my felf,

For living idly here in pomp and eafe

Whilfl: fuch a worthy leader wanting aid.

Unto his dafl:ard foe-men is betray'd.

3 Mejf, O no, he lives, but is took pri(bner.

And lord Scales with him, and lord Hmgerford ^

Moft: of the refl: flaughter'd or took likewife.

Bed. His ranfom there is none but I fliall pay.

I'll hale the Dauphin headlong from his throne.

His crown fliall be the ranfom ofmy friend

:

Four of their lords Til change for one of ours.

Farewel my mafters, to my task will I

;

Bonfires in France forthwith I am to make.

To keep our great St. George's feaflc withal.

Ten thoufand foldiers with me I will take,

Whofe bloody deeds fliall make all Europe quake.

3 Mejf. So you had need, for Orleans is befleg*d.

The Engltfh army is grown weak and faint

:

The Earl of Salisbury craveth fiipply.

And hardly keeps his men from mutiny,

Since they fo few watch fuch a multitude.

Exe. Remember lords your oaths to Henry fworo

:

Either to quell the Dauphin utterly.

Or bring him in obedience to your yoak.

Bed,
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Bed. I do remember it, and here take leave.

To go about my preparation. [Exit Bedford.

Glou, I'll to the Tower with all the hafte I can.

To view th' artillery and amunition,

And theii I will proclaim young Henry King. \Ex. GloUcefter,

Exe. To Eltam will I, where the young King is.

Being ordain'd his Ipecial governor,

And for his fafety there I'll beft devife. [Exit,

Wm, Each hath his place and fundion to attend

:

I am left out ,• for me nothing remains

:

But long I will not be thus out of office

:

The King from Eltam I intend to fend.

And fit at chiefeft ftern of publick weal. \Extt.

S C E N E V.

FRANCE,
Enter Charles, Alanfon, and Reignier, marching with a drum

and Soldiers,

Char."^JCARS his true moving, ev'n as in the heav'ns

XVX So in the earth to this day is not known.

Late did he fliine upon the Englijh fide

:

Now we are vidors, upon us he fmiles.

What towns of any moment but we have ?

At pleafiire here we lye near Orleans:

^ Tho' ftill the famifli'd EngliJh like pale ghofts

Faintly befiege us one hour in a month.

Alan. They want their porridge, and their fat Bull-beeves,

Either they muft be dieted like mules

And have their provender ty'd to their mouths.

Or piteous they will look Uke drowned mice.

B 2 Talbot
^ Otherwhiks.
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Talbot is taken, whom we wont to fear

:

Remaineth none but mad-brain'd Saltsbury^

And he may well in fretting fpend his gall.

Nor men nor mony hath he to make war.

Char. Sound, found alarum : we will rufh on them

:

Now for the honour of the forlorn French:

Him I forgive my death that killeth mej
When he fees me go back one foot or fly. [Exemt,

[Here alarm, they are beaten back by the Englifh, wtth great lofi.

Enter Charles, Alanfon, and Reignier.

Char. Who ever faw the like ? what men have I ?

Dogs, cowards, daftards ! I would ne'er have fled.

But that they left me 'midft my enemies.

Retg. Salisbury is a delp'rate homicide.

He fighteth as one weary of his life :

Two other lords, like Lions wanting food,

Do rufh upon us as their hungry prey.

Alan. Froyfard a countryman of ours records,

Ejngland all Olivers and Rowlands bred.

During the time Edward the Third did reign

:

More truly now may this be verified
;

For none but Sampfons and Goltajfes

It fendeth forth to skirmifti ; one to ten

!

Lean raw-bon'd rafcals ! who would e'er iuppofe

They had fuch courage and audacity!

Char. Let's leave this town, for they are hair-brain'd flaves.

And hunger will enforce them be more eager

:

Of old I know them rather with their teeth

The walls they'll tear down, than forfake the fiege.

Retg. I think by fome odd f gimmals or device

Their arms are fet like clocks, ftill to ftrike on
j

Elfe they could ne'er hold out fo as they do

:

By
-|- Gimmals, are rings of double rounds^ from gemelli. IVheeh one within another.
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By my confent we'll e'en let them alone.

j^lan. Be it fo.

Enter the Baflard of Orleans,

Bafi, Where's the Prince Dauphin ? I have news for him.

Dau. Baftard of Orleans, thrice welcome to us.

Baft, Methinks your looks are fad, your chear appal'd.

Hath the late overthrow wrought this offence ?

Be not difmay'd, for fuccour is at hand

:

A holy maid hither with me I bring,

Which by a vifion fent to her from heav'n

Ordained is to raife this tedious fiege.

And drive the EngUJh forth the bounds of France^

The Ipirit of deep prophefie {he hath.

Exceeding the nine Sib'yh of old Rome :

What's paft and what's to come (lie can defcry.

Speak, fhall I call her in ? believe my words.

For they are certain and infallible.

Dau. Go call her in ,• but firft to try her skill,

Reignier ftand thou as Dauphin in my place,-

Queftion her proudly, let thy looks be ftern

:

By this means fhall we found what skill fhe hath.

SCENE VI.

Enter Joan la Pucelle.

Reig. Fair maid, is't thou wilt do thefe wond'rous feats ?

PuceL Re'tgmer, is't thou that thinkeft to beguile me ?

Where is the Dauphin ? come, come from behind,

I know thee well, though never feen before.

Be not amaz'd : there's nothing hid from me

:

In private will I talk with thee apart

:

Stand back, you lords, and give iis leave awhile.
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Re'tg, She takes upon her bravely at firft daft.

Pucel. Dauphin, I am by birth a (hepherd's daughter.

My wit untrain'd in any kind of art

:

Heav'n, and our Lady gracious hath it pleas'd

To (hine on my contemptible eftate.

Lo, whilft I waited on my tender lambs,

And to funs parching heat difplay'd my cheeks,

God's mother deigned to appear to me.

And in a vifion full of majefty

Will'd me to leave my bale vocation.

And free my country from calamity

:

Her aid flie promis'd, and alTur'd iuccefs.

In compleat glory (he reveal'd her (elf;

And whereas I was black and fwart before,

With thofe clear rays which {he infus'd on me,

That beauty am I bleft with which you fee.

Ask me what queftion thou canft poflible.

And I will anfwer unpremeditated.

My courage try by combat, if thou dar'ft,

And thou (halt find that I exceed my fex.

Refolve on this, thou flialt be fortunate

If thou receive me for thy warlike mate.

Dau. Thou haft: aft;oni{h'd me with thy high terms

:

Only this proof I'll of thy valour make.

In fingle combat thou flialt buckle with me
^

And if thou vanquifheft, thy words are true,

Otherwife I renounce all confidence.

Pucel, I am prepar'd ; here is my kecn-edg'd fword,

Deck'd with fine Flow'r-de-luces on each fide,

The which at Toura'tn in St. Katharine's church

Out of a deal of old iron I chofe forth.

Dau. Then come a God's name, for I fear no woman.

PuceL And while 1 live, I'll ne'er fly from a man.

Here
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Here they fight, and Joan de Pucelle (njercomes,

Dau. Stay, ftay thy hands, thou art an AmazoUy

And fighteft with the fwoid of Debora,

Pucel, Chrift's mother helps me, elfe I were too weak.

Dau, Who-e'er helps thee, 'tis thou that muft help me
Impatiently I burn with thy defire,

My heart and hands thou haft at once fiibdu'd.

Excellent Pucelle, if thy name be fo.

Let me thy fervant and not Soveraign be,

'Tis the French Dauphin fiieth to thee thus.

PuceL I muft not yield to any rites of love.

For my profeflion's facred from above

:

When I have chafed all thy foes from hence.

Then will I think upon a recompence.

Dau, Mean time look gracious on thy proftrate thrall.

Reig, My lord methinks is very long in talk.

Alan. Doubtlefs he ftirives this woman to her fmock,

Elfe ne'er could he (o long protra6t his fpeech.

Reig. Shall we difturb him fince he keeps no mean ?

^lan. He may mean more than we poor men do know

Tliefe women are fhrewd tempters with their tongues.

Retg. My lord, where are you ? what devife you on?

Shall we give over Orleans or no ?

Pucel. Why no, I fay ^ diftruftful recreants.

Fight 'till the laft gafp ; for I'll be your guard.

Dau. What fhe fays I'll confirm ; we'll fight it out.

PuceL Aflign'd I am to be the EngUJh fcourge.

This night the fiege affuredly I'll raife

:

Expert Saint Martinis lummer. Halcyon days,

Since I have enter'd thus into thefe wars.

' Glory is like a circle in the water
;

' Which never ceafeth to enlarge it felf,

' 'Till by broad Ipreading it dilperfe to nought.
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With Henry's death tht Englt/h circle ends,

Difperfed are the glories it included

:

Now am I like that proud infiilting fhip,

Which Cafar and his fortune bore at once.

Dau. Was Mahomet inlpired with a Dove ?

Thou with an Eagle art infpired then.

Helen the mother of great Conflantme,

Nor yet St. Philip's daughters, were like thee.

Bright ftar of Fenus fall'n down on the earth.

How may I reverently worfhip thee?

Alan. Leave off delays, and let us raife the fiege.

Reig, Woman, do what thou canft to fave our honours.

Drive them from Orleans, and be immortaliz*d.

Dau. Prefently try : come, let's away about it.

No prophet will I truft if fhe proves falfe. [Exemt,

SCENE VII.

Changes to London.

Enter Gloucefter, with his Serv'tng-men,

Glou.'T Am this day come to furvey the Tower

;

X Since Henry's death I fear there is conveyance

:

. Where be thefe warders, that they wait not here ?

Open the gates. 'Tis Gloucefter that calls.

I Ward, Who's there that knocks fo imperioufly ?

1 Man, It is the noble Duke of Gloucefter.

2 Ward. Who e'er he be, you may not be let in.

I Man. Villains, anfwer you fo the Lord Proted:or ?

I Ward. The Lord proted: him, fo we anfwer him.

We do no otherwife than we arc will'd.

Glou, Who willed you ? or whofe will ftands but mine ?

There's
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There's none Protedor of the realm but I.

Break up the gates, I'll be your warrantize ;

Shall I be flouted thus by dunghil grooms ?

GloucefterV men rujh at the Tower gates^ and Woodvile the

Uteutenant [peaks wtthm.

Wood. What noife is this ? what traitors have we here ^

Glou. Lieutenant, is it you whofe voice I hear ?

Open the gates, here's Gld'Jler that would enter.

Wood. Have patience, noble Duke j I may not open

;

The cardinal of W'mehefier forbids
j

From him I have exprefs commandment.

That thou, nor none of thine ftiall be let in.

Glou. VsLint-hc^ncd Woodvile, prizeft him 'fore me ?

Arrogant Wmchejler, the haughty prelate,

Whom Henry our late Soveraign ne'er could brook ?

Thou art no friend to God or to the King

:

Open the gate, or I'll (hut thee out fliortly.

Serv, Open the gates there to the Lord Prote<5l:or,

We'll burft them open if you come not quickly.

Enter to the Protethr at the Tower gates, Winchefter and his

men m tawny coats.

Win. How now ambitious umpire, what means this ?

Glou. f Piel'd Prieft, doft thou command me be fliut out ?

Win. I do, thou moft ufurping proditor.

And not protedor of the King or realm.

Glou. Stand back thou manifeft confpirator, '

Thou that contriv'd'ft to murder our dead lord.

Thou that giv'ft f whores indigencies to fin ,•

I'll canvafs thee in thy broad Cardinal's hat,

-\ Peel'd, alluding to his paven crown, a metaphor from a peeVd orange.

•\ 7'he publick fiews 'were formerly under the dijlri^ of the Bijhop of Winchefter.

Vol. IV. C
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If thou proceed in this thy itifolence.

JVm, Nay, ftand thou back, I will not budge a foot:

This be f Damafcus^ be thou curfed Catriy

To flay thy brother Abel if thou wilt. *

Here Gloucefler'^ men heat out the Cardinal's ,• and enter in the

hurhj-hur^ the Mayor of London, and his officers.

Mayor. Fie, lords, that you being fiipreme magiftrates.

Thus contumelioufly fhould break the peace.

Glou. Peace Mayor, for thou know'ft little of my wrongs

:

Here's Beauford that regards not God nor King,

Hath here diftrain'd the Tower to his ufe.

M^m. Here's Glo'fier too, a foe to citizens.

One that ftill motions war, and nercr peace,

O'er-charging your free purfes with large fines

;

That feeks to overthrow religion,

Bccaufe he is Protestor of the realm
;

And would have armour here out of the Toiver,

To crown himfelf King, and fiipprefs the PritiCe.

•\ Damafcus. N. B. About four miles from Damafcus is a high hill^ reported to be

the fame on which Czinjlew his brother Abel. Maundr. T'rav. f. 151.

* ^ if thou wilt.

Glou. I will not llay thee, btit V\\ drive thee back :

Thy fcarlet robes, as a child's bearing cloth,

I'll ufe to carry thee out of this place.

fFin. Do what thou dar'ft, I beard thee to thy face.

Clou. What? am I dar'd, and bearded to my facer'

Draw men for all this privileged place.

Blue coats to tawny. Prieft, beware thy beard,

I mean to tug it, and to cuff you foundly.

Under my feet I'll ftamp thy Cardinal's hat

:

In fpight of Pope or dignities of church.
Here by the cheeks I'll drag thee up and down.

IVin. Glo'fler^ thou'lt anfwer this before the Pope.
Glou. Winchefier Goofe, I cry a rope, a rope.

Now beat them hence, why do you let them ftay }

Thee I'll chafe hence, thou Wolf in Sheep's array.

Out tawny coats, out fcarlet hypocrite.

Here Gloucefter'j
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Glm» I will not anfwer tljee with words, but blows.

[Here the^j sUtrmtJh agam^

Mayor. Nought refts for me in this tumultupus ftrife.

But to make open proclamation.

Come, officer, as loud as e'er thou canft.

All manner ofmen ajfembled here in arms this day^ againfi God*s

peace and the Ktn^s^ we charge and command you m his Htgh^

nefs name^ to repair to your feveral dwelling placesy and not to

wear^ handle^ or ufe any fword, weapon^ or dagger hencefor'*

wardy upon pain of death,

Glou, Cardinal, Fll be no breaker of the law

:

But we fhall meet, and tell our minds at large.

Wm, GUfiery we'll meet to thy dear coft be (ure,*

Thy heart-blood I will have for this day's work.

Mayor, I'll call for clubs, if you will not away

:

This Cardinal is more haughty than the devil.

Glou. Mayor, farewel : thou doft but what thou may'ft.

Wm, Abominable GUfier^ guard thy head.

For I intend to have it ere be long. [Exeunt.

Mayor. See the coaft clear'd, and then we will depart.

Good God ! that nobles fliould fuch ftomachs bear

!

I my felf fight not once in forty year. [Exeunt,

SCENE VIII.

Changes to Orleans, in France.

Enter the Mafier-gunner of Orleans, and his Boy,

SI R R A, thou know'ft how Orleans is befieg'd.

And how the Englifh have the fubufbs won.

Boy. Father I know, and oft have fh.Qt;at them,

How e'er unfortunate I mifs'd my aim.

C 1 M. Gun.

M. Gun.
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M. Gun. But now thou (halt not. Be thou rul'd by me

:

Chief Mafter-gunner am I of this town.

Something I muft do to procure me grace.

The Prince's 'fpials have informed me.

The Engl'tJJj in the fuburbs clofe intrench'd

Went through a fecret grate of iron bars,

In yonder tow'r, to over-peer the city,

And thence difcover how with moft advantage

They may vex us, with fliot or with affault.

To intercept this inconvenience,

A piece of ord'nance 'gainft it I have plac'd,

And fully ev'n thefe three days have I watch'd

If I could fee them. Now, boy, do thou watch.

If thou fpy'ft any, run and bring me word.

And thou fhalt find me at the governor's. ]^Extt.

Boy. Father, I warrant you take you no care,

I'll never trouble you if I may fpy them.

SCENE IX.

Enter Salisbury and Talbot on the turrets^ with others.

Sal. Talbot
J
my life, my joy, again return'd ?

How wert thou handled, being prifoner ?

Or by what means got'ft thou to be releas'd ?

Difcourfe I pr'ythee on this turret's top.

Tal. The Earl of Bedford had a prifoner.

Called the brave lord Ponton de Santrade^

For him was I exchang'd and ranfbmed.

But with a bafer man of arms by far.

Once, in contempt, they would have barter'd me

:

Which I difdaining fcorn'd, and craved death.

Rather than I would be fo vilde efteem'd.

In fine, redeem'd I was as I defir'd.

But
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But O, the treach'rous Falfiaff wounds my heart.

Whom with my bare fifts I would execute.

If I now had him brought into my pow'r.

Sal. Yet tell'ft thou not how thou wert entertain'd.

Tal. With fcoflfs and fcorns, and contumeHous taunts.

In open market place produc'd they me.

To be a publick Ipedtacle to all.

Here, faid they, is the terror of the French

^

The Scare-crow that affrights our children fo.

Then broke I from the officers that led me,

And with my nails digg'd ftones out of the ground.

To hurl at the beholders of my fhame.

My grifly countenance made others fly.

None durfl: come near for fear of fudden death,-

In iron walls they deem'd me not fecure

So great a fear my name amongftr them fpread.

That they fuppos'd I could rend bars of fteel,.

And fpurn in pieces polls of adamant.

Wherefore a guard of chofen fhot I had ;

They walk'd about me ev'ry minute-while j

And if I did but ftir out of my bed.

Ready they were to flioot me to the heart.

SaL I grieve to hear what torments you endur'd^
,

But we will be reveng'd fufficiently.

Now it is flipper time in Orleans ;

Here through this grate I can count every one.

And view the Frenchmen how they fortifie

:

Let us look in, the fight will much delight thee.

Sir Thomas Gargravey and Sir Wtiltam Glanfdale^

Let me have your exprefs opinions,

Where is befl place to make our batt'ry next ?

Gar. I think at the north gate, for there ftand lords,

Glan, And I here, at the bulwark of the bridge.
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TaL For ought T fee this city muft be famifh'd.

Or with light skirmifties enfeebled.

[Here they Jhoot, and SaUsbury falls dtnwt,

Sal. O lord have mercy on us, wretched finners.

Gar. O lord have mercy on me, woful man.

Tal. What chance is this that fuddenly hath croft us ?

Speak, Salisbury • at leaft if thou canft /peak ;

How far'ft thou, mirror of all martial men ?

One of thy eyes and thy cheeks fide ftruck off!

Accurfed tow'r, accurfed fatal hand

That hath contriv'd this woful tragedy

!

In thirteen battels Salisbury o'ercame

:

Henry the Fifth he firft train'd to the wars.

Whilft any trump did found, or drum ftruck up.

His fword did ne'er leave ftriking in the field.

Yet liv'ft thou, Salisbury 7 though thy fpeech doth fail,

One eye thou haft to look to heav*n for grace. *

Heav'n be thou gracious to none alive.

If Salisbury wants mercy at thy hands !

Bear hence his body, I will help to bury it.

Sir Thomas Gargrave, haft thou any life ?

Speak unto Talbot, nay look up to him.

O Salisbury, cheat thy fpirit with this comfort,

Thou ftialt not die, while

He beckons with his hand, and fmiles on me.

As who ftiould fay, when I am dead and gone.

Remember to avenge me on the French.

Plantagenety I will ,* and Nero-Wk-Q,

Play on the lute, beholding the towns burn

:

Wretched fliall France be only in my name.

[Here an alarm, and it thunders and lightens

.

* to heav'n for grace. ^

The fun with one eye vieweth all the world.

Heav'n be thou, t^c.

What
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What ftir is this ? what tumult's in the heav'ns ?

Whence cometh this alarum and this noife ?
—

Enter a Mejfenger,

Mejf, My lord, my lord, the French have gathered head.

The Dauph'm with one Joan la Pucelle join'd,

A holy prophetefs new rifen up,

Is come with a great pow'r to raife the fiege.

[Here Salisbury Itfteth himfelf up andgroans,

Tal. Hear, hear how dying Salisbury doth groan.

It irks his heart he cannot be reveng'd.

Frenchmen, I'll be a Salisbury to you. *

Convey brave Salisbury into his tent,

And then we'll try what daftard Frenchmen dare. [^Alarum, {Exit.

SCENE X.

Here an alarum again ,• and Talbot purfueth the Dauph'm, and

dr'weth him: then enter Joan la Pucelle, driving Englifhmea

before her. Then enter Talbot.

Tal. Where is my ftrength, my valour and my force I

Our Englijlo troops retire, I cannot (lay them

:

A woman clad in armour chafeth them.

Enter Pucelle.

Here, here fhe comes. I'll have a bout with thee

;

Devil, or devil's dam, I'll conjure thee

:

Blood will I draw on thee, thou art a witch.

And ftraitway give thy foul to him thou ferv'ft.

* a Salisbury to you.

Puzel or Pujfel, Dolphin or Dog-fip,
Your hearts I'll ftamp out with my Horfes heels.

And make a quaemire of your mingkd brains.

Convey brave, Sc.

PuceL
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Pucel. Come, come, 'tis only I that muft difgrace thee.

[They fight,
*

Talbot farewel, thy hour is not yet come,

I muft go victual Orleans forthwith.

A Jhort alarum. Then enter the town with foldiers.

Overtake me if thou canft, I fcorn thy ftrength.

Go, go, cheat up thy hunger-ftarved men.

Help Salisbury to make his teftament

:

This day is ours, as many more fhall be. \Exk Pucelle.

Tal. My thoughts are whirled like a potter's wheel.

I know not where I am, nor what I do:

A witch, by fear not force, like Hannibal

Drives back our troops, and conquers as fhe lifts

:

So Bees with fmoak, and Doves with noifom ftench.

Are from their hives and houfes driv'n away.

"They call'd us for our fiercenefs EngUJh dogs,

JNow like their whelps we crying run away. \AJhort alarum.

Hark countrymen, either renew the fight.

Or tear the Lions out of England's coat

Renounce your foil, give Sheep in Lions ftead

:

Sheep run not half fo tim'rous from the Wolf,

Or Horfe or Oxen from the Leopard,

As you fly from your oft-fubdued flaves.

\Alarum, Here another skirmijh.

It will not be: retire into your trenches :

You all confented unto Salisbury's death.

For none would ftrike a ftroke in his revenge.

Pucelle is enter'd into Orleans^

* [T'hey fight.

"Tal. Heavens, can you fufFer hell fo to prevail?

My breaft I'll biirft with ftraining of my courage.

And from my fhoulders crack my arms afunder.

But I will chaftife this high-minded llrumpet.

Pucel. Talbot farewel, i^c. ^ treacherous.

« In
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In fpight of us, or ought that we could do.

O would I were to die with Salisbury /

The fhame hereof will make me hide my head. [Exit Talbot.

[Alammy Retreat^ Flourtfh,

SCENE XL

Enter on the wally Pucelle, Dauphin, Reignier, Alanfon,

and Soldiers,

Pucel. Advance our waving colours on the walls,

Refcu'd is Orleans from the Engkjh Wolves

:

Thus Joan la Pucelle hath perform'd her word.

Dau. Divineft creature, bright Afirea^s daughter.

How (hall I honour thee for this fuccefs

!

Thy promifes are like Adonis' garden,

That one day bloom'd, and fruitful were the next.

France^ triumph in thy glorious prophetefs

;

Recover'd is the town of Orleans

;

More bleffed hap did ne'er befal our ftate.

Reig, Why ring not out the bells throughout the town ?

Dauphin, command the citizens make bonfires.

And feaft and banquet in the open ftreets.

To celebrate the joy that God hath giv'n us.

Alan. All France will be replete with mirth and joy,

When they fhall hear how we have play'd the men.

Dau. 'Tis Joan, not we, by whom the day is won

:

For which I will divide my crown with her.

And all the priefts and friers in my realm

Shall in procefTion fing her endlefs praife,

A ftatelier pyramid to her 111 rear^

Than Rhodope's or Memphis ever was! j

In memory of her, when fhe is dead.

Her afhes, in an urn more gracious

Vol, IV. D Than
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Than the rich jewel'd coffer of DartHs^

Tranlported lhall be at high feftivals.

Before the Kings and Queens of France.

No longer on St. Dennis will we cry.

But Joan la Pucelle {hall be France's Saint.

Come in, and let us banquet royally.

After this golden day of vidory. [FlounJIo, Exeunt,

A C T II. SCENE I.

Continues in Orleans.

Enter a Serjeant of a Bandy with two Centinels.

Serjeant.

IRS take your places, and be vigilant

:

If any noife or foldier you perceive

Near to the wall, by fome apparent fign

Let us have knowledge at the court of guard.

Cent. Serjeant, you fhall. Thus are poorfer-

vitors

(When others deep upon their quiet beds)

Conftrain'd to watch in darknefs, rain and cold.

EjHter Talbot, Bedford, and Burgundy, with fcaling ladders,

TToeir drums heating a dead march.

Tal. Lord Regent, and redoubted Burgundy

,

By whofe approach the regions of j^toisy

Walloon^ and Picardy are friends to us;

This happy night the Frenchmen are fecure.

Having all day carous'd and banquetted.

Embrace
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Embrace we then this opportunity.

As fitting beft to quittance their deceit,

Contriv'd by art and baleful forcery.

Bed. Coward of France^ how much he wrongs his fame,

Defpairing of his own arms fortitude.

To join with witches and the help of hell f

Bur, Traitors have never other company.

But what's that Pucelle whom they term fo pure ?

Tal, A maid, they fay.

Bed, A maid ? and be fo martial ?

Bur, Pray God fhe prove not mafculine ere long.

If underneath the ftandard of the French

She carry armour as fhe hath begun.

Tal. Well, let them pra<5tife and converfe with fpirits,

God is our fortrefs, in whole conqu'ring name

Let us refolve to fcale their flinty bulwarks.

Bed. Afcend, brave Talbot, we will follow thee,

TaL Not all together : better far I guefs.

That we do make our entrance feveral ways

:

That if it chance the one of us do fail.

The other yet may rife againfl their force.

Bed. Agreed ,• I'll to yon corner.

Bur. I to this.

Tal. And here will Talbot mount, or make his grave.

Now Salisbury / for thee and for the right

Of Engl'tfh Henryy fhall this night appear

How much in duty I am bound to both.

Cent, Arm, arm^ the enemy doth make aflault.

[Cry, St. George! ^Talbot!

D 1 S C EN E
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SCENE 11.

The French leap o'er the walls m their Jlo'trts. Enter feveral wa^s^

Bafiardy Alanfon, Reignier, half ready and half unready.

Alan. How now, my lords ? what all unready fo ?

Baft, Unready ? I am glad we 'fcap'd fo well.

Retg, 'Twas time, I trow, to wake and leave our beds.

Hearing alarums at our chamber doors*

Alan. Of all exploits lince firft I follow'd arms.

Ne'er heard I of a warlike enterprizc

More venturous, or defperate than this.

Baft. I think this Talhot is a fiend of hell.

Retg. If not of hell, the heav'ns fiire favour him.

Alan. Here cometh Charles^ I marvel how he fped.

Enter Charles and Joan.

Bafi. Tut, holy Joan was his defenfive guard.

Cha. Is this thy cunning, thou deceitful dame ?

Didft thou at firft, to flatter us withal.

Make us partakers of a little gain j

That now our lofs might be ten times fb much ?

Pucel. Wherefore is Charles impatient with his friend ?

At all times will you have my pow'r alike ?

Sleeping or waking muft I ftill prevail?

Or will you blame and lay the fault on me ?

Improvident fbldiers, had your watch been good.

This {udden mifchief never could have fain.

Char. Duke of Alanfony this was your default.

That being captain of the watch to-night.

Did look no better to that weighty charge.

Alan. Had all our quarters been as fafely kept.

As that whereof I had the government.

We



King Henry VI.

We had not been thus fhamefully furpriz'd,

Bafi. Mine was fecure.

Reig. And fb was mine, my lord.

Char, And for my felf, moft part of all this night

Within her quarter and mine own precind:

I was employ'd in pafling to and fro.

About relieving of the centinels.

Then how or which way (hould they firft break in ?

PuceL Queftion, my lord, no further of the cafe.

How or which way ; 'tis iiire they found fbme part

But weakly guarded, where the breach was made

:

And now there refts no other fhift but this,

' To gather fbldiers, fcatter'd and difperft,

And lay new platforms to endamage them.

SCENE III.

Alarum, Enter a Soldier crying^ a Talbot ! a Talbot ! they

fljy leaving their cloaths behind,

Sol. I'll be lb bold to take what they have left

:

The cry of Talbot ferves me for a fword.

For I have loaden me with many fpoils,

UfJng no other weapon but his name. [Exit,

Enter Talbot, Bedford, and Burgundy.

Bed. The day begins to break, and night is fled,

Whofe pitchy mantle over-veil'd the earth.

Here found retreat, and ceafe our hot purfuit. [Retreat.

Tal. Bring forth the body of old Salisbury^

And here advance it in the market place.

The middle centre of this curfed town.

Now have I pay'd my vow unto his foul.

For ev'ry drop of blood was drawn from him.

There

29

\Exeunt,
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There have at lead five Frenchmen dy'd to-night.

And that hereafter ages may behold

What ruin happen'd in revenge of him.

Within the chiefeft temple III ered:

A tomb, wherein his corps fhall be interr'd

:

Upon the which, that every one may read.

Shall be engrav'd the fack of Orleans^

The treacherous manner of his mournful death.

And what a terror he had been to France.

But, lords, in all our bloody maffacre,

I mufe we met not with the Dauphin's grace.

His new-come champion, virtuous Joan of Arc^

Nor any of his falfe confederates.

Bed, 'Tis thought, lord Talbot, when the fight began,

Rous'd on the fudden from their drowfie beds.

They did amongft the troops of armed men
Leap o'er the walls, for refuge in the field.

Bur, My felf, as far as I could well dilcern

For finoak and dufty vapours of the night.

Am fure I fcar'd the Dauphin and his trull ,•

When arm in arm they both came fwiftly running.

Like to a pair of loving Turtle Doves,

That could not live afiinder day or night.

After that things are fet in order here.

We'll follow them with all the pow'r we have.

Enter a Mejfenger,

Mejf, All hail, my lords which of this Princely train

Call ye the warlike Talbot, for his ads

"So much applauded through the realm of France?

Tal. Here is the Talbot, who would Ipeak with him ?

MeJf. The virtuous lady, Countefs of Auvergne,

With modefty admiring thy renown,

By rae intreats, great lord, thou would'ft vouchfafe
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To vifit her poor caftlc where (he lyes

;

That (he may boaft fhe hath beheld the man
Whofe glory fills the world with loud report.

Bur. Is it ev'n fo ? nay, then I fee our wars

Will turn into a peaceful comick /port,

When ladies crave to be encounter'd with.

You can't, my lord, defpife her gentle ftit.

TaL Ne'er truft me then ,• for when a world of men
Could not prevail with all their oratory.

Yet hath a woman's kindnels over-i*ul'd

:

And therefore tell her, I return great thanks.

And in fubmiflion will attend on her.

Will not your honours bear me company ?

Bed. No, truly that is more than manners will

:

And I have heard it faid, unbidden guefts

Are often welcomeft when they are gone, -4

TaL Well then, alone, fince there's no remedy,

I mean to prove this lady's courtefie.

Come hither captain, you perceive my mind. \Wh'ffp€rs»

Capt. I do, my lord, and mean accordingly. \Exemt,

SCENE IV.

The Comtefs of Auvergne'^ Cafile.

Enter the Comtefs and her Porter,

Count. OR T E R, remember what I gave in charge,

m1 And when you've done fo^ bring the keys to me.

Port. Madam, I will. [Exit,

Count. The plot is laid : if all things fall out right,

I (hall as famous be by this exploit.

As Scythian Tom^yrts by Cyrus* death.

Great is the rumour of this dreadful Knight,

And
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And his atchievements of no lefs account

:

Fain would mine eyes be witnefs with mine ears,

To give their cenfure of thefe rare reports.

Enter Mejfenger and Talbot.

Mejf, Madam, according as your iadyfhip

By meffage crav'd, fo is lord Talbot come.

Count. And he is welcome j what ? is this the man ?

Mejf. Madam, it is.

Count. Is this the fcourge of France 7

Is this the Talbot fo much fear'd abroad.

That with his name the mothers ftill their babes ?

I fee report is fabulous and falfe.

I thought I fliould have feen fome Herculesy

A fecond HeBor, for his grim a(pe6t.

And large proportion of his ftrong-knit limbs*

Alas ! this is a child, a filly dwarf

:

It cannot be, this weak and writhled Shrimp

Should ftrike liich terror in his enemies.

TaL Madam, I have been bold to trouble you

:

But fince your Iadyfhip is not at leifiire,

ril fort fome other time to vifit you.

Count. What means he now? Go ask whither he goes.

MeJf. Stay, my lord Talbot, for my lady craves

To know the caufe of your abrupt departure.

Tal. Marry, for that fhe's in a wrong belief,

I go to certifie her, Talbofs here.

Enter Porter with keys.

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

Tal. Pris'ner? to whom?
Count. To me, blood-tliirfly lord

And for that caufe I train'd thee to my houfe,

' Long
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Long time thy fhadow hath been thrall to mCj

For in my gallery thy pi(5ture hangs

:

But now the fubftance (hall endure the like,

And I will chain thefe legs and arms of thine.

That haft by tyranny thefe many years

Wafted our country, flain our citizens.

And fent our fons and husbands captivate.

Tal. Ha, ha, ha.

Count, Laugheft thou wretch? thy mirth fhall turn to moan.

Tal. I laugh to fee your ladyftiip fo fond,

To think that you have ought but Talbofs (hadow

"Whereon to pradice your feverity.

Count. Why ? art not thou the man ?

Tal. I am indeed.

Count. Then have I ifubftance too.

Tal. No, no, I am but fliadow of my felf

:

You are deceiv'd, my fubftance is not here
j

For what you fee is but the fmalleft part

And leaft proportion of humanity

:

I tell you. Madam, were the whole frame here.

It is of fuch a fpacious lofty pitch.

Your roof were not fufficient to contain it.

Count. This is a riddling merchant for the nonce.

He will be here, and yet he is not here

:

How can thefe contrarieties agree?

Tal. That will I fhew you prefently.

Winds hh horn, drums ftr'ike up^ a peal of Ordnance:

Enter Soldiers.

How fay you, Madam ? are you now perfuaded

That Talbot is but (hadow of himfelf?

Thefe are his fubftance, finews, arms and ftrength,

With which he yoaketh your rebellious necks,

Vol. IV. E Razeth
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Razeth your cities and flibverts your towns,

And in a moment makes them defolate.

Count. Vidorious Talbot, pardon my abufe

;

I find thou art no lefs than fame hath bruited.

And more than may be gather'd by thy fliape.

Let my prefiimption not provoke thy wrath.

For I am forry that with reverence ^

I did not entertain thee as thou art.

Tal. Be not difmay'd, fair lady, nor mifconftrue

The mind of Talbot, as you did miftake

The outward compofition of his body.

What you have done hath not offended me

:

Nor other fatisfadion do I crave.

But only with your patience that we may
Tafte of your wine, and fee what cates you have.

For foldiers ftomachs always ferve them well.

Count. With all my heart, and think me honoured

To feaft fb great a warrior in my houfe. \Exeunt,

SCENE V.

Changes to London, m the Temple garden.

Enter Richard Plantagenet, Warwick, Somerfet, Suffolk,

and others.

Plan. /^Kt2it lords and gentlemen, what means this filence?

VJ Dare no man anfwer in a cafe of truth

Suf. Within the Temple hall we were too loud.

The garden here is more convenient.

Plan. Then fay at once if I maintain'd the truth

:

Or elfe was wrangling Somerfet in th' error }

Suf. Faith I have been a truant in the law.
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I never yet could frame my will to it,

And therefore frame the law unto my will.

Som. Judge you, my lord of tVarwkk^ then between us.

War, Between two hawks, which flies the higher pitch

;

Between two dogs, which hath the deeper mouth
;

Between two blades, which bears the better temper,-

Between two horfes, which doth bear him beft

;

Between two girls, which hath the merrieft eye,

I have perhaps fome fhallow fpirit of judgment

:

But in thefe nice ftiarp quillets of the law.

Good faith I am no wifer than a daw.

Plan, Tut, tut, here is a mannerly forbearance

:

The truth appears fo naked on my fide.

That any pur-bUnd eye may find it out.

Som. And on my fide it is fb well apparell'd.

So clear, fo flaining, and fo evident.

That it will glimmer through a blind man's eye.

Plan, Since you are tongue-ty'd, and fb loth to fpeak.

In dumb fignificance proclaim your thoughts

:

Let him that is a true-born gentleman

And flands upon the honour of his birth.

If he fuppofc that I have pleaded truth.

From off this briar pluck a white rofe with me.

Som. Let him that is no coward, and no flatterer.

But dare maintain the party of the truth,

Pluck a red rofe from off this thorn with me.

War. I love no colours^ and without all colour

Of bafe infinuating flattery,

I pluck this white rofe with Plantagenet,

Suf. I pluck this red rofe with young Somerfet^

And fay withal I think he held the right.

Ver. Stay, lords and gentlemen, and pluck no more,

'Till you conclude that he upon whofe fide
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The fevvefl rofes are crop'd from the tree,

Shall yield the other in the right opinion.

Som. Good mafter Vernon^ it is well objected,-

If I have fewefl, I fubfcribe in filence.

Plan, And I.

Ver. Then for the truth and plainnefs of the cafe,

I pluck this pale and maiden blolTom here,

Giving my verdid: on the white rofe fide.
*

Som. Well, well, come on, who elfe ?

Lawyer. Unlefs my ftudy and my books be falfe.

The argument you held was wrong in youj \To Somerfet.

In fign whereof I pluck a white role too.

Plan. Now Somerfet^ where is your argument ?

Som. Here in my fcabbard, meditating that

Shall dye your white rofe to a bloody red.
*

Plan. Now by this maiden bloffom in my hand,

*• the white Rofe fide.

Som. Prick not your finger as you pluck it off.

Left bleeding you do paint the white rofe red.

And fall on my fide fo againft your will.

Fer. If I, my lord, for my opinion bleed,

Opinion lhall be furgeon to my hurt,

And keep me on the fide where ftill I am.

Som. Well, well, i^c.

* a bloody red.

Plan. Mean time your cheeks do counterfeit our Rofes,

For pale they look with fear, as witnefiing

The truth on our fide.

Som. No, Plantagenet^

'Tis not for fear but anger, that thy cheeks
Blufh for pure fliame to counterfeit our Rofes,

And yet thy tongue will not confefs thy error.

Plan. Hath not thy Rofe a canker, Somerfet ?

Som. Hath not thy Rofe a thorn, Plantagemt ?

Plan. Ay, fharp and piercing to maintain his truth.

Whiles thy confuming canker eats his falfhood.

Som. Well, I'll find friends to wear my bleeding Rofes,

That fhall maintain what I have faid is true.

Where falfe Plantagemt dare not be feen.

Plan. Now by this maiden------

I
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I fcorn thee and thy ' paflion, peevilli boy.

Suf. Turn not thy fcorns this way, Plantagenet,

Plan. Proud Pool, I will and fcorn both him and thee.

Suf, ril turn my part thereof into thy throat.

Som. Away, away, good Wtlltam de la Pool
^

We grace the Yeoman by converfing with him.

War. Now by God's will thou wrong'ft him, Somerfet.

His grandfather was Lyonel Duke of Clarence^

Third fon to the third Edward King of England::

Spring creftlefs Yeomen from fb deep a root ?

Plan. He bears him on the place's privilege,

Or durft not for his craven heart fay thus.

Som, By him that made me, I'll maintain my words

On any plot of ground in Chriftendom.

Was not thy father, Rkhard^ Earl of Camhridge^

For treafon headed in our late King's days ^

And by his treafon ftand'ft not thou attainted.

Corrupted and exempt from ancient gentry ?

His trefpafs yet lives guilty in thy blood.

And 'till thou be reftor'd, thou art a yeoman.

Plan. My father was attached, not attainted,

Condemn'd to die for treafon, but no traitor ,•

And that I'll prove on better men than Somerfet^

Were growing time once ripen'd to my will.

For your partaker Pool, and you your felf,

I'll note you in my book of memory.

To fcourge you for this apprehenfion
;

Look to it well, and fay you are well warn'd.

Som, Ah, thou (halt find us ready for thee ftill,'

And know us by thefe colours for thy foes

:

For thefe my friends in Ipight of thee fliall wear.

Plan. And by my foul, this pale and angry rofe,

As cognizance of my blood-drinking hate,

.

* fajhion.



3B 7he Firjl Part of

Will 1 for ever and my faction wear.

Until it wither with me to my grave.

Or flourifli to the height of my degree.

Suf. Go forward, and be choak'd with thy ambition

:

And fo farewel until I meet thee next. \Ex'tt,

Som. Have with thee, Pool: farewel, ambitious Richard.

[Exit,

Plan, How I am brav'd, and muft perforce endure it ?

IVar, This blot that they object againft your houfe,

Shall be wip'd out in the next parHament,

Call'd for the truce of Wmchejler and Ghucejier:

And if thou be not then created Tork^

I will not live to be accounted Warwick,

Mean time in fignal of my love to thee,

Againft proud Somerfet and Wdl'tam Pooly

Will I upon thy party wear this rofe.

And here I prophefie ,• this brawl to-day.

Grown to this fadion in the Temple garden.

Shall fend between the red rofe and the white

A thoufand fouls to death and deadly night. *

SCENE VI.

FjHter Mortimer, brought m a chair, and jailors,

MorTf^ IN D keepers of my weak decaying age,

Let dying Mortimer here reft himfelf.

* death and deadly night.

Plan. Good mafter Vernon I am^ bound to you,

That you on my behalf would pluck a flow'r.

Ver. In your behalf ftill will I wear the fame.

Lawyer. And fo will I.

Plan. Thanks, gentle Sir.

Come, let us four to dinner j I dare fey

This quarrel will drink blood another day. [Exeunt.

S C E N E »

Ev'a
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Ev'n like a man new haled from the rack,

So fare my limbs with long imprifonment

:

And thefe grey locks, the purfiiivants of death,

Nefior-Xiko. aged in an age of care,

Argue the end of Edmund Mort'tmer,

Thefe eyes Hke lamps whofe wafting oil is (pent

Wax dim, as drawing to their exigent.

Weak fhoulders over-born with burthen ing grief.

And pithlefs arms, like to a withered vine

That droops his faplefs branches to the ground

:

Yet are thefe feet whofe ftrengthlefs ftay is numb,

(Unable to fupport this lump of clay)

Swift-winged with defire to get a grave.

As witting I no other comfort have.

But tell me, keeper, will my nephew come?

Keep, Richard Plantagenet, my lord, will come

We fent unto the Temple, to his chamber.

And anfwer was return'd that he will come.

Mor, Enough; my foul then fhall be fatisfy'd.

Poor gentleman, his wrong doth equal mine.

Since Henry Monmouth firft began to reign,

(Before whofe glory I was great in arms,)

This loathfom fequeftration have I had

And ev'n fince then hath Richard been obfcur'd,

Depriv'd of honour and inheritance.

But now the arbitrator of defpairs,

Juft death, kind umpire of men's miferies.

With fweet enlargement doth difmils me hence.

I would his troubles likewife were expir'd,

That fo he might recover what was loft.

Enter Richard Plantagenet.

Keep. My lord, your loving nephew now is come.
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Mor. Richard Plantagenet, my friend, is he come ?

Plan. I, noble uncle, thus ignobly us'd.

Your nephew, late defpiled Richard^ comes.

Mor. Direct mine arms, I may embrace his neck.

And in his bofom fpend my lateft gafp.

Oh tell me when my Hps do touch his cheeks.

That I may kindly give one fainting kifs.

And now declare, fweet ftem from York's great (lock,

Why didft thou (ay of late thou wert de(pis'd ?

Plan. Firft lean thine aged back againft mine arm.

And in that eafe Til tell thee my difpleafure.

This day, in argument upon a cafe.

Some words there grew 'twixt Somerfet and me

:

Amongft which terms he us'd his lavirti tongue.

And did upbraid me with my father's death
j

Which obloquy fet bars before my tongue,

Elfe with the like I had requited him.

Therefore, good uncle, for my father's fake,

In honour of a true Plantagenet^

And for alliance fake, declare the caufe

My father Earl of Cambridge loft his head.

Mor. This caufe, fair nephew, that imprifon'd me.

And hath detain'd me all my flow'ring youth

Within a loathfbme dungeon there to pine.

Was curfed inftrument of his decea(e.

Plan. Difcover more at large what caufe that was.

For I am ignorant and cannot guefs.

Mor. I will, if that my fading breath permit.

And death approach not ere my tale be done.

Henry the Fourth, grandfather to this King,

Depos'd his coufm Rkhard, Edward's fon.

The firft begotteri, and the lawful heir

Of Edward King, the third of that defcent.

During
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During whole reign the Piercks of the north.

Finding his ufurpation moft unjuft,

Endeavour'd my advancement to the throne.

The reafon mov'd thefe warlike lords to this,

Was, for that young King Richard thus reniov'd

Leaving no heir begotten of his body,

I was the next by birth and parentage

:

For by my mother I derived am
From Lyonel Duke of Clarence^ the third fon

To the Third Edward j whereas Bol'mgbreke

From John of Gaunt doth bring his pedigree,

Being but the fourth of that heroick line.

But mark as in this haughty great attempt

They laboured to plant the rightful heir,

I loft my liberty, and they their lives.

Long after this, when Henry the Fifth

After his father Bolingbroke did reign,

Thy father. Earl of Cambridge, (then deriv'd

From famous Edmund Langley Duke of Tork,

Marrying my fifter that thy mother was j)

Again in pity ofmy hard diftrefs

Levied an army, weening to redeem

And re-inftal me in the diadem

:

But as the reft, fo fell that noble Earl,

And was beheaded. Thus the Mortimers,

In whom the title refted, were fuppreft.

Plan, Of which, my lord, your honour is the laft.

Mor. True ; and thou feeft that I no ilTue have,

.

And that my fainting words do warrant death :

Thou art my heir ; the reft I wifh thee gather

:

But yet be wary in thy ftudious care.

Plan. Thy grave admonifhments prevail with me

:

But yet methinks my father's execution

Vol. IV. F Was



The firjl Part of

Was nothing lefs than bloody tyranny.

-^Mur. ^ith filence, nephew, be thou poUtick

:

Strong fixed is the houfe of Lancafier,

And hke a mountain, not to be remov'd.

But now thy uncle is removing hence.

As Princes do their courts when they are cloy'd

With long continuance in a fettled place.

Plan. O uncle, would Ibme part of my young years

Might but redeem the palTage of your age

!

Mor. Thou doft then wrong me, as that flaughter doth

Which giveth many wounds when one will kill.

Mourn not, except thou Ibrrow for my good

Only give order for my funeral.

And fb farewel ,• and fair be all thy hopes.

And profp'rous be thy life, in peace and war. [Dies.

Plan. And peace, no war, befal thy parting foul ?

In prifon haft thou (pent a pilgrimage.

And like a hermit over-paft thy days.

Well I will lock his counfel in my breaft.

And what I do imagine let that reft.

Keepers convey him hence, and I my lelf

Will fee his burial better than his life.

Here dies the dusky torch of Mortimery

Choak'd with ambition of the meaner fort.

And for thofe wrongs, thofe bitter injuries

Which Somerfet hath ofFer'd to my houie,

I doubt not but with honour to redre£.

And therefore hafte I to the Parhament

Either to be reftored to my blood.

Or make my wilj th' advantage ofmy good. \Ex'tt,

ACT



I^ng Henry VI.

ACT III. S C F N E I.

The Parliament,

Flounjh. Enter King Henry, Exeter, Gloucefter, Winchefter,

Warwick, Somerfet, Suffolk, and Richard Plantagenet. Glou-

cefter offers to put up a hill: Winchefter fnatches it, and tears it,

Winchester.
OM 'ST thou with deep premeditated lines.

With written pamphlets ftudioufly devised ?

Humphrey of Glo'fter, if thou can'ft accufe

Or ought intend'ft to lay unto my charge.

Do it without invention fuddenly

;

As I with fiidden and extemporal fpeech

Purpofe to anfwer what thou canft objedt.

Glou. Prefiimptuous Prieft, this place commands my patience,

Or thou ftiould'ft find thou haft diftionour'd me.

Think not, although in writing I prefer'd

The manner of thy vile outragious crimes.

That therefore I have forg'd, or am not able

Verbatim to rehearfe the method of my pen.

No, Prelate, fiich is thy audacious wickednefs.

Thy leud, peftif'rous, and dilTentious pranks.

The very infants prattle of thy pride.

Thou art a moft pernicious ufurer,

Froward by nature, enemy to peace,

Lafcivious, wanton, more than well befeems

A man of thy profeflion and degree.

And for thy treach'ry what's more manifeft ?

F 1 In
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In that thou laid'ft a trap to take my life.

As well at London-Bridge, as at the Tower,

Befide I fear me, if thy thoughts were flfted,

The King thy Soveraign is not quite exempt

From envious malice of thy fwelling heart.

Wm, Glo'fler I do defie thee. Lords, vouchfafe

To give me hearing what I fhall reply.

If I were covetous, perverie, ambitious.

As he will have me ; how am I fb poor ?

How haps it then I feek not to advance

Or raife my felf? but keep my wonted calling.

And for diffention, who preferreth peace

More than I do ? except I be provok'd.

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

It is not that which hath incens'd the Duke

:

It is becaul'e no one fhould fway but he ^

No one but he fhould be about the King i

And that engenders thunder in his breaft.

And makes him roar thefe accufations forth.

But he {hall know I am as good

Glou. As good?

Thou baftard of my grandfather.

Win. Ay, lordly Sir for what are you I pray,_

But one imperious in another's throne?

Glou. Am not I theti Protestor, fawcy prieft ?

Win, And am not I a prelate of the church ?

Glou. Yes, as an out-law in a caftle keeps.

And ufeth it to patronage his theft.

Win. Unrev'rend Glo'fter,

Glou. Thou art reverend

Touching thy fpiritual fundion, not thy Hfe.

Win. This Rome fhall remedy.

War, Go thither then.
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My lord it were your duty to forbear.

Som. Ay, fee the biftiop be not over-born :

Methinks my lord (hould be rehgious,

And know the office that belongs to fuch.

War, Methinks his lordfhip fhould be humbler then.

It fitteth not a prelate fo to plead.

Som, Yes, when his holy ftate is touch'd fb near.

War, State holy or unhallow'd, what of that ?

Is not his grace Protedor to the King?

Rich. Plantagenet I fee muft hold his tongue.

Left it be faid, * Speak firrah when you fhould,.

* Muft your bold verdict enter talk with lords

i

Elfe would I have a fling at W'mchefier^

K. Henry. Uncles of Glo'fier and oilVmcheJier^

The fpecial watchmen of our Engltjh weal

;

I would prevail, if prayers might prevail.

To join your hearts in love and amity.

Oh what a fcandal is it to our crown^.

That two jGich noble peers as ye fhould jar!

Believe me, lords, my tender years can tell

Givil dilTention is a vip'rous worm,

That gnaws the bowels of the common-wealth.

[A m'lfe with'm Down with the tawny coats,

IL. Henry. What tumult's this?

War. An uproar, I dare warrant.

Begun through malice of the bifhop's men.

\A nolfe againy Stones, Stones.

SCENE II.

Enter Mayor,

Mayor, Oh my good lords, and virtuous Henry

^

Pity the city Londony pity us.

The
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The Bifhop and the Duke of Glo'fier's men.

Forbidden late to carry any weapon.

Have fill'd their pockets full of peble ftones

;

And banding themfelves in contrary parts.

Do pelt fo faft at one another's pates.

That many have their giddy brains knock'd out

:

Our windows are broke down in ev'ry ftreet.

And we for fear compell'd to fliut our fhops.

Enter m skirmi/b whh bloody pates.

K. Henry, We charge you on allegiance to our felves.

To hold your flaught'ring hands and keep the peace :

Pray uncle Glo'fler mitigate this ftrife.

1 Serv. Nay, if we be forbidden ftones we'll fall to it with

our teeth.

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

[Sk'trmtJJo again,

Glou. You of my houftiold leave this peevifli broil.

And (et this unaccuftom'd fight afide.

3 Serv, My lord, we know your grace to be a man
Juft and upright and for your royal birth

Inferior to none but to his Majefty

:

And ere that we will fuffer (uch a Prince,

So kind a father of the common-weal.

To be difgraced by an Inkhorn mate,

We and our wives and children all will fight.

And have our bodies flaughter'd by thy foes.

I Serv. Ay and the very parings of our nails

Shall pitch a field when we are dead. [Begin again.

Glou. Stay, ftay I lay,

And if you love me as you fay you do.

Let me perfwade you to forbear awhile

K. Henry. O how this difcord doth afilid my foul I

Can
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Can you, my lord of Wtnchefier^ behold

My fighs and tears, and will not once relent ?

Who Ihould be pitiful, if you be not ?

Or who fhould ftudy to prefer a peace,

If holy churchmen take delight in broils ?

War. My lord Protestor yield: yield IVtnchefier

^

Except you mean with obftinate repulfe

To flay your Soveraign and deftroy the realm.

You fee what mifchief and what murther too

Hath been enacted through your enmity :

Then be at peace, except ye thirft for blood.

Win, He fhall fubmit, or I will never yield.

Glou, Companion on the King commands me ftoep,,.

Or I would fee his heart out, ere the prieft

Should ever get that privilege of me.

War. Behold, my lord of W'mchefier, the Duke

Hath banifh'd moody difcontented fury,,

And by his fmother'd brows it doth appear.

Why look you ftill fo ftern and tragical ^

Glou. Here Wmchefier I offer thee my hand.

K. Henry. Fie, uncle Beauford : I have beard you preachy

That malice was a great and grievous fin

:

And will not you maintain the thing you teach.

But prove a chief offender in the fame ?

War. Sweet King! the bifliop hath a kindly gird i

For fhame my lord of W'mchefler relent ,*

What, (hall a child inflrud you what to do ?

Win. Well Duke of Gldfier I will yield to thee^

Love for thy love, and hand for hand I give.

Glou. Ay but I fear me with a hollow laeart;,

See here my friends and loving countrymen.

This token ferveth for a flag of truce

Betwixt our fclves and all our followers

:

So
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So help me God as 1 diffemble not.

Wm, \Aftde?^ So help me God as I intend it not.

K. Henry. Oh loving unple, gentle Duke of Glo'Jler^

How joyful ami made by this contrad!

Away my mafters, trouble us no more.

But join in .friendfhip as your lords have done.

1 Serv, Content, Pll to the fiirgeon's.

2 Serv, So will I.

3 SeriK And I'll fee what phyfick the tavern affords. [Exeunt,

SCENE III.

M^ar, Accept this fcrowl, moft gracious Soveraign,

Which in the right of Rkhard Plantagenet

We do exhibit to your Majefty.

Glou, Well urg'd my lord of Warwick
j

For, Iweet Prince,

And if your grace mark ev'ry circumftance.

You have great realbn to do Rkhard right

:

Efpecially for thofe occafions

At Eltham place I told your Majefty.

K. Henry. And thofe occafions, uncle, were of force

:

Therefore my loving lords our pleafure is.

That Rkhard be reftored to his blood.

War. Let Rkhard be reftored to his blood.

So (hall his father's wrongs be recompens'd.

Win. As will the reft, fb willeth Wmchejier.

K. Henry. If Richard will be true, not that alone

But all the whole inheritance I give

That doth belong unto the houfe of Tork,

From whence you fpring by lineal defcent.

Rich. Thy humble fervant vows obedience

And faithful fcrvice 'till the point of death.

K. Henry. Stoop then, and fet yoiu: knee againft my foot.

And
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And in regnerdon of that duty done,

I gird thee with the valiant fword of 7hk.

Rife, Rkhardy like a true Plantagenety

And rife created Princely Duke of Tork,

Rkh. And fb thrive Rkhard, as thy Foes may fall.

And as my duty fprings, fb perifh they

That grudge one thought againft your Majefty.

AIL Welcome, high Prince, the mighty Duke of York.

Som. Perifh, bafe Prince, ignoble Duke of TorL \Afide.

Glou, Now will it befl avail your Majefly

To crofs the feas, and to be crown'd in France:

The prefence of a King engenders love

Amongfl: his flibjeds and his loyal friends,

As it difanimates his enemies.

K. Henry. When Glo'fter fays the word King Henry goes.

For friendly counfel cuts off many foes.

Glou, Your fhips already are in readinefs. [Exeunt.

Manet Exeter.

Exe, Ay we may march in England or in France

^

Not feeing what is likely to enfue
j

This late diffention grown betwixt the peers

Burns under feigned afhes of forg'd love,

And will at lafl break out into a flame.

As fefter'd members rot but by degrees,

'Till bones and fiefli and finews fall away
j

So will this bafe and envious difcord breed.

And now I fear that fatal prophefy,

Which in the time of Henry nam'd the Fifth

Was in the mouth of ev'ry flicking babe

That Henry born at Monmouth fhould win all.

And Henry born at Wtndfor fhould lofe all

:

Which is fo plain, that Exeter doth wifh

His days may finifh ere that haplefs time. [Exit.

Vol. IV. G SCENE
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SCENE IV.

Changes to Roan m France.

Enter Joan la Pucelle dtfguis'd^ and four Soldkrs with facks

upon their hacks.

Puce!.Tn H E S E are the city gates, the gates of Roan,

JL Through which our policy muft make a breach.

Take heed, be wary how you place your words.

Talk like the vulgar fort of market-men

That come to gather* mony for their corn.

If we have entrance, as I hope we (hall,

And that we find the flothfiil watch but weak,

I'll by a fign give notice to our friends,

That Charles the Dauphin may encounter them.

SeL Our facks fhall be a mean to (ack the city.

And we be lords and rulers over Rmn^
Therefore well knock. {Knocks.

Watch. va la 7

Pucel. Paifans pauvres gens de France.

Poor market folks that come to lell their corn.

Watch, Enter, go in, the market bell is rung.

Fucel, Now Roan I'll {hake thy bulwarks to the ground.

\Exeunt.

Enter Dauphm, Baflardy and Alanfbn.

Dau. St. Dennis bleis this happy ftratagcra.

And once again we'll fleep fecure in Roan.

Baft. Here cnter'd Pucelle and her pradifants :

Now fhe is there, how will (he fpecifie

Where is the beft and fafeft paiTage in ?

Reig. By thrufting out a torch from yonder tow'r,

Which
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Which onc& difcern'd, fliews that her meaning is

No way to that (for weaknefs) which flie enter'd.

Enter Joan la Pucelle on the top, thmjl'mg out a torch hurnwg,

Pucel. Behold this is the happy wedding torch,

That joineth Roan unto her countrymen.

But burning fatal to the Talbomtes,

Bafi. See noble Charles the beacon of our friend.

The burning torch in yonder turret ftands.

Dau, Now (hines it like a comet of revenge,

A prophet to the fall of all our foes.

Reig, Defer no time, delays have dangerous ends.

Enter and cry, The Dauph'my prefently.

And then do execution on the watch.

\An alarmy Talbot m an excurfion.

Tal, France, thou fhalt rue this treafon with thy tears.

If Talbot but furvive thy treachery.

Pucelle, that witch, that damned ibrcere^.

Hath wrought this hellifh mifchief unawares.

That hardly we efcap'd the pride of France, [Exit,

SCENE V.

j4n alarm : excurftons. Bedford brought m ftck in a chair. Enter

Talbot and Burgundy without wkhin Joan la Pucelle,

Dauphin, Bajlard, and Reignier on the walls,

Pucel. Good morrow gallants, want ye corn for bread t

I think the Duke of Burgundy will faft.

Before he'll buy again at iuch a rate.

'Twas full of darnel do you like the tafte ?

Burg. Scoff on, vile fiend and {hamelefs curtizan :

I trufl: ere long to choak thee with thine own,

And make thee curfe the harveft of that corn.

G z Dau.
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Dati, Your grace muft ftarve perhaps before that time.

Bed. Oh let not words but deeds revenge this treafon.

PiiceL What will you do, good grey beard ? break a lance,

And run a tilt at death within a chair ?

Tal. Foul fiend of France and hag of all defpight,

Incompafs'd with thy luftfiil paramours.

Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant age.

And twit with cowardife a man half dead >

Damfel I'll have a bout with you again,

Or elfe let Talhot perifh with his fhame.

Pucel, Are you fo hot ? yet Pucelle hold thy peace,

If Talbot do but thunder, rain will follow.

[They whtfper together m comfeL

God fpeed the parhament ; who {hall be the fpeaker ?

Tal. Dare ye come forth and meet us in the field ?

Pucel. Belike your lordfhip takes us then for fools,

To try if that our own be ours or no.

Tal. I fpeak not to that railing Hecate^

But unto thee Alanfon, and the reft.

J Will ye like foldiers come and fight it out ?

Alan. Seignior no.

Tal. Seignior hang : bafe muleteers of France,

Like peafant foot-boys do they keep the walls.

And dare not take up arms like gentlemen.

Pucel. Captains away, let's get us from the walls.

For Talbot means no goodnefs by his looks.

God be wi' you, my lord we came Sir but to tell you

That we are here. [Exeunt from the walls.

Tal. And there will we be too ere it be long.

Or elfe reproach be Talbofs greateft fame.

Vow Burgundy, by honour of thy houfe,

Prick'd on by publick wrongs fliftain'd in France,

Either to get the town again or die.

And
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And I as fure as Englifh Henry lives,

And as his father here was conqueror,

As fure as in this late betrayed town

Great Coeurdeltorfs heart was buried
j

So fure I fwear to get the town or die.

Burg. My vows are equal partners with thy vows,

Tal. But ere we go, regard this dying Prince,

The valiant Duke of Bedford: come my lord.

We will beftow you in fome better place, ,

Fitter for (icknefs and for crazy age.

Bed. Lord Talbot do not fb diflionour me

:

Here I will fit before the walls of Roan,

And will be partner of your weal and woe.

Burg^ Couragious Bedford, let us now perfwade you.

Bed. Not to be gone from hence : for once I read^

That flout Pendragon in his litter fick

Came to the field and vanquifhed his foes.

Methinks I fhould revive the foldiers hearts,

Becaufe I ever found them as my felf.

Tal. Undaunted fpirit in a dying bread

!

Then be it fo: heav'ns keep eld Bedford fafe.

And now no more ado, brave Burgundy,

But gather we our forces out of hand,

, And fet upon our boafting enemy. [Exh,

An alarm : excurfwns : f Enter Sir John F alflaff, and a captain.

Cap. Whither away, Sir John Falftaff, in fuch hafte ?

Fal. Whither away ? to fave my felf by flight.

We are like to have the overthrow again.

Cap. What! will you fly and leave lord Talbot?

Fal. Ay, all the Talbots in the world to fave my life. [Exit,

f FalftafF is here introduced again, who was dead in Henry the Fifth, ^£}z. Scene

ibe occafion whereof is, that this Play was written hy Shakefpear before Hen. 4. or

Hen. f . See the laji lines of Hen. f

.

Cap,
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Cap. Cowardly Knight, ill fortune follow thee.

Retreat: excurfiom. Pucelle, Alanfon, and Dauphin fiy.

Bed. Now quiet foul depart when heav'n (hall plea(e.

For I have feen our enemies overthrow.

What is the truft or ftrength of foolifh man ?

They that of late were daring with their feoffs,

Are glad and fain by flight to fave themfelves.

[DteSy and ts earned eff'm his chair.

SCENE VI.

^n alarm : Enter Talbot, Burgundy, and the reft.

Tal. Loft and recover'd in a day" again.

This is a double honour. Burgundy

;

Yet heav'ns have glory for this vi6bory^

Burg. Warlike and martial Talbot^ Burgundy

Inflirines thee in his heart, and there ered:s

Thy noble deeds as valour's monuments.

TaL Thanks, gentle Dukej but where is Pucelle now?

1 think her old familiar is afleep.

Now where's the baftard's braves, and Charles his f glikes ?

What, all a-mort ? Roan hangs her head for grief.

That (uch a valiant company are fled.

Now we will take fome order in the town,

Placing therein fome expert officers,

And then depart to Paris to the King,

For there young Henry with his nobles lyes.

Burg. What wills lord Talbot^ pleafeth Burgundy,

Tal. But yet before we go let's not forget

The noble Duke of Bedford^ late deceased,

But fee his exequies fulfill'd in Raan.

A braver foldier never couched launce,

A gentler heart did never fway in courL But

j" llike.s ov feoffs. x
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But Kings and mightieft potentates muft die,

For that's the end of human mifery. [Exeunt,

SCENE VII.

Enter Dauph'm^ Baflard, Alanfon, and Joan la Pucelle:.

PuceL Difmay not, Princes, at this accident,

Nor grieve that Roan is fb recovered.

Care is no cure, but rather corrofive.

For things that are not to be remedy'd.

Let frantick Talbot triumph for awhile.

And hke a Peacock fweep along his tail.

We'll pull his plumes and take away his train,

If Dauphin and the reft will be but rul'd.

Dau, We have been guided by thee hitherto.

And of thy cunning had no diffidence.

One ludden foil (hall never breed diftruft.

Bafl. Search out thy wit for fecret polici€«,

And we will make thee famous through the world.

Alan. We'll fet thy ftatue in fome holy place.

And have thee reverenc'd like a blefTed Saint.

Employ thee then, fw^et virgin, for our good.

Pucel, Then thus it muft be, this doth Joan devife

:

By fair perfwafions mixt with iugar'd words,

We will entice the Duke of Burgundy

To leave the Talbot^ and to follow us.

Dau. Ay marry Tweeting if we could do that,

France were no place for Henry's warriors

Nor ftiall that nation boaft it fo with us,

But be extirped from our provinces.

Alan. For ever ftiould they be expuls'd from France^

And not have title of an Earldom here.

Pucek Your honours {hall perceive how I will work,

To
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To bring this matter to the wifhed end. [Drum beats afar off'.

Hark, by the found of drum you may perceive

Their powers are marching unto Par^s ward.

[Here heat an EngHfti march.

There goes the Talbot with his colours fpread.

And all the troops of Englt/h after him. [French march.

Now in the rereward comes the Duke and his

:

Fortune in favour makes him lag behind.

Summon a parley, we will talk with him.

[Trumpets found a parley. •

SCENE VIII.

Enter the Duke of Burgundy march'mg,

Dau, A parley with the Duke of Burgundy,

Burg, Who craves a parley with the Burgundy?

Pucel. The Princely Charles of France, thy countryman.

Burg, What fay'ft thou, Charles? fori am marching hence.

Dau. Speak Pucelle, and enchant him with thy words.

Pucel, Brave Burgundy y undoubted hope of France,

.

Stay, let thy humble hand-maid fpeak to thee.

Burg, Speak on, but be not over-tedious.

Pucel. Look on thy country, look on fertile France,

And fee the cities and the towns defac'd

By wafting ruin of the cruel foe.

As looks the mother on her lowly babe.

When death doth clofe his tender dying eyes
;

See, fee the pining malady of France.

Behold the wounds, the moft unnat'ral wounds.

Which thou thy felf haft giv'n her woful breaft.

Oh turn thy edged (word another way,

Strike thofe that hurt, and hurt not thofe that help

:

One drop of blood drawn from thy country's bofom

Should
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Should grieve thee more than ftreams of common gore

;

Return thee therefore with a flood of tears,

And wafh away thy country's ftained fpots.

Burg. Either (he hath bewitch'd me with her words,

Or nature makes me fuddenly relent.

Pucel. Bcfides, all French and France exclaim on thee.

Doubting thy birth and lawful progeny.

Whom join'ft thou with, but with a lordly nation

That will not trufl: thee but for profit's fake ?

When Talbot fet footing once in France

y

And fafhion'd thee that inftrument of ill

Who then but Engltjh Henry will be lord.

And thou be thruft out like a fugitive ?

Call we to mind and mark but this for proof,-

Was not the Duke of Orleans thy foe ?

And was not he in England prifbner ?

But when they heard he was thine enemy,

They fet him free without his ranfbm paid^

In ipight of Burgundy and all his friends.

See then thou fight'ft againft thy countrymen.

And join'ft with them will be thy flaughter-men.

Come, come, return, return thou wand'ring lord,

Charles and the reft will take thee in their arms.

Burg. I'm vanquiftied. Thefe haughty words of hers

Have batter'd me hke roaring cannon-fhot,

And made me almoft yield upon my knees.

Forgive me, country and fweet countrymen

;

And lords accept this hearty kind embrace.

My forces and my pow'r of men are yours.

So farewel Talbot^ I'll no longer truft thee.

Pucel. Done like a Frenchman : turn, and turn again.

Dau, Welcome brave Duke, thy friendfliip makes us frefli.

Ba/l. And doth beget new courage in our brcafts.

Vol. IV. H Jlan.
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Alan, Pucelle hath bravely play'd her part in this.

And doth deferve a coronet of gold.

Dau. Now let us on, my lords, and join our powers,

And feek how we may prejudice the foe. [Exeunt,

SCENE IX.

PARIS,
Enter King Henry, Gloucefter, Winchefter, York, Suffolk, So-

merfet, Warwick, Exeter : To them^ Talbot with his foldiers.

Tal. "\ 4" Y gracious Prince and honourable peers,

XVx Hearing of your arrival in this realm,

I have awhile giv'n truce unto my wars,

To do my duty to my Soveraign.

In fign whereof, this arm that hath reclaim'd

To your obedience fifty fortrcffes,

Twelve cities, and fev'n walled towns of ftrength,

Befide five hundred prifoners of efteem ;

Lets fall the fword before your highnels' feet :

And with fubmiffive loyalty of heart

Afcribes the glory of his conqueft got,

Firft to my God, and next unto your grace.

K. Henr^, Is this the fam'd lord Talbot, uncle GUfler,

That hath fo lo,ng been refident in France ?

Glou, Yes, if it pleafe your Majefty, my Liege.

K. Henry. Welcome brave captain and vid:orious lord.

When I was young (as yet I am not old)

I do remember how my father faid,

A ftouter champion never handled fword.

Long fince we were refolved of your truth.

Your faithful fervice and your toil in war
5

Yet never hav^ you tailed our reward.

Or

9
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Or been reguerdon'd with fo much as thanks,

Becaufe 'till now we never faw your face :

Therefore ftand up, and for thele good deferts.

We here create you Earl of Shrewsburjy

And in our coronation take your place.

Manent Vernon and BalTet.

Ver, Now Sir to you that were fb hot at fea,

Difgracing of thefe colours that I wear

In honour of my noble lord of Tork ,•

Dar'ft thou maiatain the former words thou fpak'ft ?

Baf Yes, Sir, as well as you dare patronage

The envious barking of your fawcy tongue

Againft the Duke of Somerfet,

Ver. Sirrah, thy lord I honour as he is.

Baf. Why what is he ? as good a man as TorL

Ver. Hark ye not fb : in witnefs take you that. \Strtkes htm.

Baf. Villain, thou know'ft the law of arms is fuch

That whofb draws a Iword 'tis prefent death,

Or elfe this blow fliould broach thv deareft blood.

But rll unto his Majefty, and crave

I may have liberty to venge this wrong,

When thou fhalt fee 111 meet thee to thy coft.

Ver. Well, mifcreant, I'll be there as fbon as you,

And after meet you fooner than you would. [Exeunt,

59

{Exeunt,

H z ACT
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A C T IV. SCENE 1.

PAR IS.

Enter King Henry, Gloucefter, Winchefter, York, Suffolk, So-

merfet, Warwick, Talbot, Exeter, and Governor of Paris.

Gloucester.

O R D Bifliop, fet the crown upon his head.

fVm. God fave King Henry^ of that name

the Sixth.

Glou. Now governor of Parts take your oath.

That you eled no other King but him

Efteem none friends but fuch as are his friends,

And none your foes, but fiich as fhall pretend

Malicious pradices againft his ftate.

This fliall ye do, fo help you righteous God.

t Enter Falftaff.

Fal. My gracious Soveraign, as I rode from Calah^

To hafte unto your coronation,

A letter was deliver'd to my hands.

Writ to your grace from the Duke of Burgundy,

Tal. Shame to the Duke of Burgundy and thee

:

I vow'd, bafe Knight, when I did meet thee next.

To tear the garter from thy craven's leg,

Which I have done j becaufe unworthily

Thou waft inftalled in that high degree.

Pardon, my Princely Henry, and the reft:

This daftard, at the battle of Po'tB'ters^

When
•\ See the note on the fifth Scene of 5.
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When but in all I was fix thoufand ftrong,

And that the French were almoft ten to one;

Before we met, or that a ftroke was given.

Like to a trufty 'fquire did run away. '
-

In which affault we loft twelve hundred men,

My felf and divers gentlemen befide

Were there fiirpriz'd and taken prifoners.

Then judge, great lords, if I have done amifs ;

Or whether that fuch cowards ought to wear

This ornament of knighthood, yea or no ?

Glou. To fay the truth, this fad was infamous.

And ill befeeming any common man
;

Much more a Knight, a captain, and a leader.

TaL When firft this order was ordain'd, my lords.

Knights of the garter were of noble birth,

Valiant and virtuous, full of haughty courage.

Such as were grown to credit by the wars ;

Not fearing death, nor fbrinking for diftrefs,

But always refolute in moft extreams.

He then that is not furnilh'd in this fort

Doth but ufurp the facred name of Knight,

Prophaning this moft honourable order;

And ftiould, if I were worthy to be judge,

Be quite degraded, like a hedge-born fwain

That doth prefume to boaft of gentle blood.

K. Henvy. Stain to thy countrymen, thou hear'ft thy doom.
Be packing therefore thou that waft a Knight

;

Henceforth we banifti thee on pain of death. [Exit FalftafF.

And now, my lord Protestor, view the letter

Sent from our uncle Duke of Burgundy,

Glou. What means his grace that he hath chang'd his ftile ?

No more but plain and bluntly. To the Kmg, [Reading,

Hath he forgot he is his Soveraign ?

Or
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Or doth this chnrUfli fuperfcription

Portend fome alteration in good will ?

What's here? I have upon efpec'ial caufe^ [Reads.

Mov'd with compajfion of my country's wracks

Together with the pitiful complaints

Of fiich as your opprejfion feeds upon,

Forfaken your pernicious faBion^

Andjoin'd with Charks the rightful King of France.

0 monftrous treachery ! can this be lb ?

That in alliance, amity, and oaths,

There {lioiild be found £ich folfe dilTembling guile >

K. Henry. What! doth my uncle Burgundy revolt?

Glou. He doth, my lord, and is become our foe.

K. Henry. Is that the worft this letter doth contain ?

Glou. It is the worft, and all, my lord, he writes.

K. Henry. Why then lord Talbot there fliall talk with him,

And give him chaftifement for this abufe.

My lord, how fay you, are you not content ?

Tal. Content, my Liege ? yes : but that I'm prevented,

1 fliould have begg'd I might have been employ'd.

K. Henry. Then gather ftrength, and march unto him ftrait;

Let him perceive how ill we brook his treafbn,

And what offence it is to flout his friends.

Tal. I go, my lord, in heart defiring ftill

You may behold confufion of your foes. [Exit Talbot.

SCENE II.

Enter Vernon and Baffet.

F'er. Grant me the combat, gracious Soveraign.

Baf. And me my lord, grant me the combat too.

TorL This is my fervant, hear him noble Prince.

Som, And this is mine, fweet Henry favour him.

K. Henry,
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K. Henr<y. Be patient, lords, and give them leave to fpeak.

Say, gentlemen, what makes you thus exclaim ?

And wherefore crave you combat ? or with whom ?

J^er. With him, my lord, for he hath done me wrong.

Baf, And I with him, for he hath done me wrong.

K. Henry. What is the wrong whereon you both complain ?

Firft let me know, and then Til anfwer you.

Baf. Crofling the Tea from England into France

j

This fellow here with fharp and carping tongue

Upbraided me about the rofe I wear

Saying the fanguine colour of the leaves

Did reprefent my mafter's blufhing cheeks -

When ftubbornly he did repugn the truth

About a certain queftion in the law,

Argu'd betwixt the Duke oiTork and him

With other vile and ignominious terms.

In confutation of which rude reproach,

And in defence of my lord's worthinels,

I crave the benefit of law of arms.

P^er. And that is my petition, noble lord

'

For though he feem with forged quaint conceit

To fet a glofs upon his bold intent,

Yet know my lord I was provok'd by him.

And he firft took exceptions at this badge.

Pronouncing that the palenefs of this fiow'r

Bewray'd the faintnefs of my mafter's heart.

Tork. Will not this malice, Somerfet^ be left: ?

Som. Your private grudge, my lord of Tork^ will out,

Though ne'er {b cunningly you fmother it.

K. Henry. Good lord! what madnefs rules in brain-fick men/
When for fo flight and frivolous a caufe

Such fadious emulations fhall arife

!

Good coufins both of Tork and Somerfet^

CJuiet

/
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Quiet your felves and be again at peace.

Tork, Let this diffention firft be try'd by fight,

And then your highnefs fliall command a peace.

Som. The quarrel toucheth none but us alone,

Betwixt our felves let us decide it then.

Tork, There is my pledge, accept it Somerfet.

Ver, Nay, let it reft where it began at firft.

Baf, Confirm it fo, mine honourable lord.

Glou. Confirm it fb ? confounded be your ftrife.

And perifti ye with your audacious prate

;

Prelumptuous va^^als, are you not aftiam'd

With this immodeft clamorous outrage

"To trouble and difturb the King and us ?

And you, my lords, methinks you do not well

To bear with their perverfe objections

:

Much lefs to take occafion from their mouths

To raife a mutiny betwixt your felves

:

Let me perfwade you take a better courfe.

Rxe. It grieves his highnefs : good my lords, be friends.

K. Henry. Come hither you that would be combatants :

Henceforth I charge you, as you love our favour,

Quite to forget this quarrel and the caufe.

And you, my lords, remember where we are.

In France
y
amongft a fickle wavering nation :

If they perceive diffention in our looks.

And that within our felves we difagree.

How will their grudging ftomachs be provok'd

To wilful difobedience, and rebel?

Befide what infamy will there arife.

When foreign Princes fhall be certify'd.

That for a toy, a thing of no regard,

King Henry's peers and chief nobility

Deftroy'd themfelves, and loft the realm of France 7
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0 think upon the conqueft of my father.

My tender years, and let us not forego

That for a trifle, which was bought with blood.

Let me be umpire in this doubtful ftrife

:

1 fee no reafon, if I wear this rofe,

That any one (hould therefore be fufpicious

I more encline to Somerfet than Tork:

Both are my kinfmen, and I love them both.

As well they may upbraid me with my crown,

Becaufe, forfooth, the King of Scots is crown'd.

But your difcretions better can perfiiade,

Than I am able to inftrud or teach

:

And therefore as we hither came in peace.

So let us ftill continue peace and love.

Coufin of Tork^ we inftitute your grace

To be our Regent in thefe parts of France :

And good my lord of Somerfet^ unite

Your troops of horfemen with his bands of foot
j

And like true fubjedts, fbns of your progenitors.

Go chearfuUy together, and digeft

Your angry choler on your enemies.

Our felf, my lord Protedor, and the reft.

After fome refpite will return to Calais-,

From thence to England, where I hope ere long

To be prefented by your vidories,

With Charles, Alanfon^ and that trait'rous rout. \Rxemt,

Manent York, Warwick, Exeter, and Vernon.

War. My lord of Tork, I promife you the King
Moft prettily methought did play the orator.

Tork. And fo he did but yet I Hke it not.

In that he wears the badge of Somerfet.

War. Tufh, that was but his fancy, blame him not

Vol. IV. I \



66 Jhe Fkfi Pan of

I dare prefume, fweet Prince, he thought no harm.

Tork, And if I wifh he did But let it reft.

Other affairs muft now be managed.

Flour'ifh. Manet Exeter.

Exe. Well didft thou, Richard, to fopprelS thy voice :

For had the paffions of thy heart burft out,

I fear we fliould have feen decypher'd there

More ranc'rous fpight, more furious raging brdis,

Than yet can be imagin'd or fuppos'd.

But howfbe'er, no fimple man that fees

This jarring difcord of nobility.

This fhould'ring of each other in the court,

This factious bandying of their favourites

;

But that he doth prefage (bme ill event.

'Tis much, when fcepters are in childrens hands;

But more, when envy breeds unkind divifion

:

Then comes the ruin, there begins confiifion. [ExfL

SCENE 111.

BO U'RD EJUX.
Enter Talbot wnh trumpetsy and drum

»

Tal, O to the gates of BourdeauXy trumpeter,

vJ Summoi^ their general unto the wall. ^Sounds.

Enter General aloft,

EngUJ}.) John Talbot, captains, calls you forth.

Servant in arms to Harry Yiin^ of England^

And thus he would : open your city gates.

Be humbled to us, call my Soveraign yours.

And do him homage as obedient fubje(^.

And
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And III withdraw me and my bloody pow-r.

But if you frown upon this profFer'd peace.

You tempt the fury of my three attendants.

Lean famine, quartering ftecl, and climbing fire
j

Who in a moment even with the earth

Shall lay your (lately and air-braving tow'rs.

If you forfake the offer of their love.

Cap* Thou ominous and fearful owl of death,

Our nation's terrour, and their bloody fcourge f

The period of thy tyranny approacheth.

On us thou canfl: not enter but by death

:

For I proteft we are well fortify'd.

And ftrong enough to ilTue out and fight.

If thou retire, the Dauphin, well appointed,

Stands with the fnares of war to tangle thee.

On either hand thee, there are fquadrons pitch'd

To wall thee from the liberty of flight

;

And no way canft thou turn thee for redrefs.

But death doth front thee with apparent fpoil.

And pale deftrudion meets thee in the face.

Ten thoufand French have ta'en the facrament.

To rive their dangerous artillery

Upon no chriftian foul but EngliJJo Talbot,

Lo there thou ftand'ft, a breathing valiant man.

Of an invincible, unconquer'd fpirit

:

This is the lateft glory of thy praife.

That I thy enemy dew thee withal j

For ere the glafs that now begins to run

Finifh the procefs of his fandy hour,

~Thefe eyes that fee thee now well coloured.

Shall fee thee wither'd, bloody, pale and dead. [Drum afar off.

Hark, hark, the Dauphin's drum, a warning bell.

Sings heavy mufick to thy tim'rous foul
j

I z And
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And mine fliall ring thy dire departure out. [Exit.

Tal. He fables not. I hear the enemy

:

Out fome hght horfenien, and perufe their wings.

O negligent and heedlefs difcipHne !

How are we park'd and bounded in a pale ?

A little herd of England's tim'rous Deer,

Maz'd with a yelping kennel of French curs.

If we be EngUJh Deer, be then in blood

Not rafcal-like to fall down with a pinch.

But rather moody, mad, and defperate Stags,

Turn on the bloody hounds with heads of fteel.

And make the cowards ftand aloof at bay. *

God and St. Georgej Talbotj and England's right,

Profper our colours in this dangerous fight! \Exemt,

SCENE IV.

Enter a Mejfenger that meets York. Enter York with trum-

pet and many Soldiers,

Tork. \ RE not the ipeedy fcouts return'd again,

Jr\^ That dogg'd the mighty army of the Dauphin ?

Mejf. They are return'd, my lord, and give it out

That he is march'd to Bourdeaux with his pow'r.

To fight with Talbot ; as he march'd along.

By your efpyals were difcovered

Two mightier troops than that the Dauphin led.

Which join'd with him, and made their march for Bourdeaux^

Tork. A plague upon that villain Somerfet^

That thus delays my promifed fupply

* aloof at bay..

Sell every man his life as dear as mine,

And they fhall find dear Deer of us, my friends.

God and St. George^ &c.-

Of



King Henry VI.

of horfemen that were levied for this fiege.

Renowned Talbot doth exped my aid.

And I am lowted by a traitor villain.

And cannot help the noble chevalier :

God comfort him in this neceflity

:

If he mifcarry^ farewel wars in France,

Enter a fecond Mejfenger.

2 Me[f, Thou Princely leader of our Engltjh ftrength,

Never fb needful on the earth of France,

Spur to the refcue of the noble Talbot

Who now is girdled with a wafte of iron,

And hem'd about with grim deftrudion

:

To Bourdeaux, warlike Duke, to BourdeauXy Torkf

Elfe farewel Talbot^ France, and England's honour.

Terk. O God! that Somerfet, who in proud heart

Doth flop my cornets, were in Talbofs place :

So ihould we fave a valiant gentleman

By forfeiting a traitor and a coward

:

Mad ire and wrathful fury makes me weep,

That thus we die while rcmifs traitors fleep.

Mejf. O fend fome fuccour to the diftrefs'd lord.

Tork. He dies, we lofe I break my warlike word

:

We mourn, France fmiles : we lofe, they daily get

:

All long of this vile traitor Somerfet,

Mejff. Then God take mercy on brave Talbofs foul.

And on his fbn young John, who two hours fince

I met in travel towards his warlike father ;

This jfev'n years did not Talbot fee his fbn.

And now they meet, where both their lives are done.

TorL Alas! what joy fhall noble 7^/<^i?if have,.

To bid his young fon welcome to his grave!

Away, vexation almoft flops my breath.

That fundred friends greet in the hour of death.
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Lucy farewel, no more my fortune can.

But curfe the caufe, I cannot aid the man.

Maine, Bloys, Poititers, and Tvurs are won away,

Long all of Somerfet and his delay.

Mejf. Thus while the vulture of fedition.

Feeds in the bofom of fiich great commanders.

Sleeping negled;ion doth betray to lofs

The conquefts of our fcarce cold conqueror.

That ever-living man of memory,

Henry the Fifth. While they each other crofs.

Lives, honours, lands, and all, hurry to loj(s» [Exit,

SCENE V.

Enter Somerfet whh hh army.

Som.^^ is too late,- I cannot fend them now:
X This expedition was by Tork and Talht

Too rafhly plotted. All our gen'ral force

Might with a fally of the very town

Be buckled with. The over-daring Talbot

Hath fullied all his glofs of former honour.

By this un heedful, defp'rate, wild adventure :

Tork fet him on to fight, and die in fhame.

That Talbot dead, great Tork might bear the name.

Capt. Here is Sir Willtam Lucy, who with me
Set from our o'er-match'd forces forth for aid.

Som. How now, Sir IVtlham, whither were you fent?

Lucy, t Hither, my lord j from bought and fold lord Talbot.

Who ring'd about with bold adverlity,

Cries out for noble Tork and Somerfet,

To beat affailing death from h^ weak legions.

And
'^"^ Wtithcr my Lord? ,

-
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And while the honourable captain there

Drops bloody fweat from his war-wearied limbs,

Ami in advantage ling'ring looks for refcue

;

You, bis falfe hopes, the truft of England's honour.

Keep off aloof with worthlefs emulation.

Let not your private difcord keep away

The levied fuccours that fhaM lend him aid.

While he, renowned noble gentleman.

Yields up his life unto a world of odds.

Orleans the Bajlardy Charles, and Burgundy,

Alanfon, Relgmery compafs him about,

And Talbot periflieth by your default.

Som. Tork fet him on, Tork fhould have fent him aid.

Lucy. And Tork as faft upon your grace exclaims.

Swearing that you with-hold his levied hoft,

Colleded for this expedition.

Som. Tork lies : he might have fent, and had the horfe

:

I owe him little duty and lefs love.

And take foul fcorn to fawn on him by fending.

Lucy. The fraud of England, not the force .France

y

Hath now entrapt the noble-minded Talbot:

Never to England (hall he bear his life,

But dies betray'd to fortune by your ftrife.

Som, Come go, I will difpatch the horfemen ftrait

:

Within fix hours they will be at his aid.

Lucy. Too late comes refcue now : he's ta'en or flaic^

For fly he could not, if he would have fled

:

And fly would Talbot never, though he might.

Som. If he be dead, brave Talhot then adieu,

Lucy. His Fame lives in the world, his fhame in you.

[Exeunt*

SCENE
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SCENE VI.

Near BOURDEAUX. '

Enter Talbot and his fon,

TaLt"^ Young John Talbot^ I did fend for tKec

V>->/ To tutor thee in ftratagems of war,

That Talbot's name might be in thee reviv'd.

When faplefs age and weak unable limbs

Should bring thy father to his drooping chair.

But, O malignant and ill-boading ftars

!

Now art thou come unto a feaft of death,

A terrible and unavoided danger.

Therefore, dear boy, mount on thy fwifteft horfe.

And I'll direct thee how thou fhalt efcape

By flidden flight. Come dally not, be gone.

John, Is my name Talbot 7 and am I your fon ?

And fhall I fly ? O! if you love my mother,

Diflionour not her honourable name.

To make a bafl:ard and a flave of me.

The world will fay he is not Talbofs hloo^y

That bafely fled when noble Talbot ftood.

TaL Fly, to revenge my death if I be flain.

John, He that flies fo, will ne'er return again.

TaL if we l^oth ftay, we both are Jfiire to die.

John. Then let me fl:ay, and father do you fly:

Your lofs is great, fb your regard fliould be,-
**

My worth unknown, no lofs is known in me.

Upon my death the French can little boaft
j

In yours they will, in you all hopes are lofl:.

Flight cannot fl:ain the honour you have won,

.Eut mine it will, that no exploit have done.

You
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You fled fbr vantage, ev'ry one will fwear ;

But if I bow, they'll fay it was for fear.

There is no hope that ever I will ftay,

If the firft hour I fhrink and run away.

Here on my knee I beg mortality.

Rather than life preferv'd with infamy.

Tal. Shall all thy mother's hopes lye in one tomb i

John. Ay rather than I'll fhame my mother's womb.

Tal. Upon my blefling I command thee go.

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

Tal. Part of thy father may be fav'd in thee.

John. No part of him but will be fliame in me.

Tal. Thou never hadfl: renown, and canfl: not lofe it.
~

John. Yes, your renowned name j fhall flight abufe it ?

Tal. Thy father's charge fhall clear thee from the (lain.

John. You cannot witnels for me, being flain.

If death be fb apparent, then both fly.

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

My age was never tainted with fuch fliame.

John. And fliall my youth be guilty of fuch blame?

No more can I be fever'd from your fide,

Than can your felf, your felf in twain divide

:

Stay, go, do what you will, the like do I

;

For live I will not if my father die.

Tal. Then here I take my leave of thee, fair fon, .

Born to eclipfe thy life this afternoon

:

Come, fide by fide together live and die.

And foul with foul from France to heav'n fhall fly. [Exeunt^

Alarum : excurftonSy wherein Talbot'^ fon is hemmed about

^

and Talbot refcues htm.

Tal St. George^ and victory ! fight foldiers, fight

:

Vol, IV. K The
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The Regent hath with Talbot bfoke bis word>

And left us to the rage of France's fword.

Where is John Talbot 7 paitfe, and take thy breath,

I gave thee hfe, and refeu'd thee from death.

John. O twice my father, twice am I thy {on :

The hfe thou gav'ft me firft was loft and done,

'Till with thy warlike fword, defpight of fate.

To my determin'd time thou gav'ft new date.

TaL When from the Dauphin's creft thy fword ftruck fir6.

It warm'd thy father's heirt with proud defire

Of bold-fac'd vidory. Then, leaden age

Quicken'd with youthful fpleen and warlike rage,

Beat down Alanfon, Orleans, Burgundy

,

And from the pride of Gallta refcu'd thee.

The ireful baftard Orleans that drew blood

From thee, my boy, and had the maidenhood ,

Of thy firft Fight, I fbon encountered
;

And interchanging blows, I quickly (bed

Some of his baftard blood ; then in difgrace

Befpoke him thus : Contaminated, bafe.

And mif-begotten blood I fpill of thine.

Mean and right poor, for that pure blood of mine.

Which thou didft force from Talbot, my brave boy—

—

Here purpofing the Baftard t6 deftroy,

Came in ftrong refcue. Speak, thy father's care.

Art not thou weary, John 7 how doft thou fare ^

Wilt thou yet leave the battel, boy, and fly ?

Now thou art feal'd the fon of chivalry ?

Fly, to revenge my death when I am dead ^

The help of one ftands me in little ftead.

Oh too much folly is it, well I wot,

To hazard all Our lives ii4 mt finall boat.
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If I to-day die not with Frenchmen's rage.

To-morrow I fhall die with mickle age.

By me they nothing gain \ and if I ilay,

'Tis but the fhortning of my Ufe one day.

In thee thy mother dies, our houfhold's name,

My death's revenge, thy youth, and England's ftme :

All thefe and more we hazard by thy ftay 5

All thefe are fav'd if thou wilt fly away.

John, The fword of Orleans hath not made me finart,

Thefe words of yours draw life-blood from my heart.

On that advantage bought with fuch a fliame.

To fave a paltry life, and flay bright fame.

Before young Talbot from old Talbot fly.

The coward horfe that bears me, fall and die f

And like me to the peafant boys of France,

To be fhame's fcorn, and iubjed of mifchance.

Surely by all the glory you have won,

And if I fly, I am not Talbofs fon

:

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

If fon to Talbot die at Talbofs foot.

Tal. Then follow thou thy delp'rate Sire ofCreety

Thou Icarus, thy life to me is fweet

:

If thou wilt fight, fight by thy father's fide.

And commendable prov'd, let's die in pride. \Exemt,

SCENE VII.

Alarum. Excurfions, Enter old Talbot led.

Tal. Where is my other life ? mine own is gone.

O ! where's young Talbot ? where is valiant John ?

Triumphant death fmear'd with captivity

!

Young Talbofs valour makes me fmile at thee.

K 2 When
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when he perceiv'd me fhrink and on my knee.

His bloody fword he brandifh'd over me.

And Hke a hungry Lion did commence

Rough deeds of rage, and ftern impatience

:

But when my angry guardant flood alone,

Tendring my ruin, and affail'd of none,

Dizzy-ey'd fury and great rage of heart

Suddenly made him from my fide to ftart

Into the cluft'ring battel of the French :

And in that fea of blood my boy did drench

His over-mounting fpirit j and there dy'd

My Icarus^ my blofTom, in his pride

!

Enter John Talbot, horn,

Serv. Q my dear lord ! lo where your fbn is born.

Tal. Tnou antick death, which laugh'fl us here to fcorn.

Anon, from thy infulting tyranny.

Coupled in bonds of perpetuity,

Two Talhots winged through the f lither sky,

In thy defpight fhall fcape mortality.

O thou, whofe wounds become hard-favoured death,

Speak to thy father ere thou yield thy breath. *

Come, come, and lay him in his father's arms,

My fpirit can no longer bear thefe harms.

Soldiers adieu : I have what I would have,

Now my old arms are young John Talbofs grave.

* yield thy breath

.

Brave death by fpeaking, whether he will or no:

Imagine him a Frenchman^ and thy foe.

-* Poor boy, he fmiles, methinks, as who ihould fliy.

Had death been French^ then death had died to-day.

Come, come, ^c.

lither, fmooth, gentle.

[Dies.

ACT
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ACT V. SCENE I.

'Continues near Bourdeaux.

Enter Charles, Alanfon, Burgundy, Bafiard^ and Pucelle.

Charles.

JA D Tork and Somerfet brought refcue in,

We fhould have found a bloody day of this.

Bafi. How the young whelp of Talbofs ra-

ging brood

Did flefh his puny fword in Frenchmens blood?

\ Pucel. Once I encounter'd him, and thus ! faid t

Thou maiden youth, be vanquifli'd by a maid.

But with a proud, majeftical, high fcorn

He anfwer'd thus :
. young Talbot was not born

To be the pillage of a f giglot wench.

So left me proudly, as unworthy fight.

Bur. Doubtlels he would have made a noble Knight

:

See where he lyes inherfed in the arms

Of the mofb bloody nurfer of his harms.

Baft. Hew them to pieces, hack their bones afunder,

Whofe life was England's glory, Gallia's wonder.

Char. Oh no : forbear : for that which we have fled

During the life, let us not wrong it dead.

F^nter Lucy. <^

Luc^. Condud me to the Dauphin's tent, to know

Who hath obtain'd the glory of the day.

Char. Oil what fubmiflive meffage art thou fent?

t giglotj ^ Drab, Strumpet.

Lucy,



78 7he Firfi Part of -

Luc^. Submiffion, Dauphin ? 'tis a meer French word

We Engltflo warriors wot not what it means.

I come to know what prifoners thou haft ta'en,

And to fiirvey the bodies of the dead.

Char, For prifoners ask'ft thou ? hell our prifbn is.

But tell me whom thou feek'ft?

Lucy. Where is the great Alcides of the field.

Valiant lord Talbot, Earl of Shrewsbury ?

Created for his rare iiiccefs in arms,

Great Earl of JVaJhford, Waterfor and Valence

^

Lord Talbot of Goodr'ig and Urchmfield

;

Lord Strange of BlackmerCy lord Verdon of Alton,

Lord Cromwel of Wtngfield, lord Furnwal of Sheffe'dd,

The thrice victorious lord of Falconbr'tdge,

Knight of the noble order of St. George

,

Worthy St. Mkhael, and the Golden Fleece,

Great Marfhal to our King Henry the Sixth

Of all his wars within the realm of France,

Pucel. Here is a filly, ftately ftile indeed

:

The Turk that two and fifty kingdoms hath.

Writes not fb tedious a ftile as this.

Him that thou magnify'ft with all thefe titles,

Stinking and fly-blown lyes here at our feet.

Lucy, Is Talbot flain, the Frenchmens only fcourge,

Your kingdom's terrour and black Neme/is?

Oh were mine eye-balls into bullets turn'd,

That I in rage might (hoot them at your faces.

Oh, that I could but call thefe dead to life,

It were enough to fright the realm of France.

Were but his picture left among you here.

It would amaze the proudeft of you all.

Give me their bodies that I may bear them hence.

And give them burial, as befecms their worth.
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Pucel. I think this upflrart is old Talbofs ghoft.

He (peaks with fuch a proud commanding fpirit

:

For God's fake let him have him; to keep them here.

They would but ftink and putrifie the air.

Char, Go take their bodies hence.

Lucy, I'll bear them hence ;

But from their aflies Dauphin (hall be rear'd

A Phsenix that (hall make all France afear'd.

Char. So we be rid of them, do what thou wilt

:

And now to Parts in this conqu'ring vein

;

All will be ours, now bloody Talbofs flain. [Exeunt,

SCENE II.

Changes to England.

Enter King Henry, Gloucefter, and Exeter.

K. Henr^Tf T AV E you perus'd the letters from the Pope^,

A A The Emperor, and Earl of Armagnac ?

Glou. I have my lord, and their intent is this,

They humbly fue unto your excellence.

To have a godly peace concluded of.

Between the realms of England and of France,

K. Henry. How doth your grace affect this motion I.

Glou. Well my good lord, and as the only means

To ftop effufion of our Chriftian blood,

And ftablifh quietnefs on ev'ry fide.

K. Henry. Ay marry, uncle, for I always thought

It was both impious and unnatural.

That fuch immanity and bloody ftrife

Should reign among profelTors of one faith.

Glou, Befide, my lord, the Jfboner to effe(^

And furer bind this knot of amity,
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The Earl of Armagnac, near kin to Charles^

A man of great authority in France,

Proffers his only daughter to your grace

In marriage, with a large and fumptuous dowry.

K. Henry, Marriage, alas ! my years are yet too young

:

And fitter is my ftudy and my books,

Than wanton dalliance with a paramour.

Yet call th' ambalTadors, and as you pleafe.

So let them have their anfwers ev'ry one.

I fliall be well content with any choice

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

Enter Winchefter, and three Ambajfadors.

Exe. What, is my lord of Wmchefier inftall'd.

And call'd unto a Cardinal's degree ?

Then I perceive that will be verify'd

Henry the Fifth did fbmetime prophefie.

If once he come to be a Cardinal,

He'll make his cap coequal with the crown.

K. Henry. My lords amba{radors, your fev'ral luits

Have been confider'd and debated on :

Your purpofe is both good and reafonable;

And therefore are we certainly refolv'd

To draw conditions of a friendly peace,

Which by my lord of Wmchefier we mean

Shall be tranfported prefently to France,

Glou. And for the proffer of my lord your mafter,

1 have inform'd his highnefs fo at larffe.

As liking of the lady's virtuous gifts.

Her beauty and the value of her dower,

He doth intend fhe fhall be England's Queen.

K. Henry. In argument and proof of which contrafb.

Bear her this jewel, pledge of.my affedion.
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And fo, my Lord Protedor, fee them guarded,

And fafely brought to Dover^ where infhipp'd

Commit them to the fortune of the fea. {Exeunt.

Win, Stay, my lord Legate^ you (hall firft receive

The fum of mony which I promifed

Should be deliver'd to his hoHnels,

For cloathing me in thefe grave ornaments.

Legate. I will attend upon your lordfliip's leifiire.

Wtn. Now JVinchefier will not fiibmit I trow,

Or be inferior to the proudeft Peer.

Humphrey of Glo'flery thou fhalt well perceive

That nor in birth, or for authority.

The Bifhop will be over-born by thee
j

ril either make thee ftoop and bend thy knee,

Or fack this country with a mutiny. [Exeunt,

SCENE III.

FRANCE.
Enter Dauph'm, Burgundy, Alanfon, Bafiardy Reignier, and

Joan la Pucelle.

Dau. '

I
^ HIS news, my lords, may cheer our drooping Spirits

:

.JL 'Tis faid the ftout Partfians do revolt.

And turn again unto the warlike French.

Alan. Then march to Parts, royal Charles of France,

And keep not back your pow'r in dalliance.

Pucel. Peace be amongft them if they turn to us,

Elfe Ruin combat with their palaces.

Enter Scout.

Scout. Succefs unto our valiant general,

And happinefs to his accomplices.

Vol. IV. L Dau.
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Dau. What tidings fend our fcouts? I pr'ythee fpeak.

Scout, The Engltjh army that divided was

Into two parts, is now conjoin'd in one,

And means to give you battel prefently.

Dau. Somewhat too fiidden. Sirs, the warning is,

But we will prefently provide for them.

Burg, I truft the ghoft of Talbot is not there ;

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

Pucel, Of all bafe palTions fear is moft accurft.

Command the conqucft, Charles^ it {hall be thine

:

Let Henry fret, and all the world repine.

Dau. Then on, my lords, and France be fortunate. [Exe,

Alarm : excurfiom. Enter Joan la Pucelle.

Pucel, The Regent conquers, and the Frenchmen fly.

Now help ye charming fpells and f periapts

;

And ye choice fpirits that admonifh me,

And give me ligns of future accidents : [Thunder.

You fpeedy helpers that are fiibftitutes

Under the lordly monarch of the North,

Appear, and aid me in this enterprize.

Enter Fiends.

This fpeedy quick appearance argues proof •

Of your accuftom'd diligence to me.

Now ye familiar fpirits that are cull'd

Out of the pow'rful regions under earth.

Help me this once, that France may get the field. *

[They walk^ andfpeak not.

Oh hold me not with filence over long

:

Where I was wont to feed you with my blood,

-f-
Charms fow'd up^ from -we^aTrle, fowe. Ezek. xiii. i8. Woe to them

that fowe pillows to all armholes. to hunt fouls.

I'll
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ril lop a member off, and give it you

In earneft of a further benefit

:

So you do condefcend to help me now. \They hang their heads.

No hope to have rcdrefs ? my body fhall

Pay recompence, if you will grant my fuit.

[They fhake the'tr heads.

Cannot my body nor blood-lacrifice

Intreat you to your wonted furtherance ?

Then take my foul
^
my body, foul and all.

Before that England give the French the foil. ]They depart.

See, they forfake me. Now the time is come.

That France muft vail her lofty plumed creft.

And let her head fall into F^ngland's lap.

My ancient incantations are too weak, ,

And hell too ftrong for me to buckle with

:

Now France thy glory droopeth to the dull. \Exk,

Excurfions. Pucelle and Yoxk fight hand to hand, Pucelle

Is taken. The French fly,

York. Damfel of France^ I think I have you fall.

Unchain your fpirits now with fpelling charms, «

And try if they can gain your liberty.

A goodly prize fit for the devil's grace!

See how the ugly witch doth bend her brows.

As if, with C'lrce^ {he would change my fliape.

Pucel. Chang'd to a worfer ihape thou canft not be.

Tork. Oh, Charles the Dauphin is a proper man.

No fhape but his can pleafe your dainty eye.

Pucel, A plaguing mifchief light on Charles and thee.

And may ye both be fuddenly furpris'd

By bloody hands, in fleeping on your beds.

Tork, Fell banning hag, inchantrefs hold thy tongue.

Fucel, I pr'ythee give me leave to curfe awhile.

L 2 Tork. >
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TorL Curfe, mifcreant, when thou comeft to the ftake.

[Exeunt.

SCENE IV.

Alarm, Enter Suffolk whh Margaret m h'ts hand,

Suf, Be what thou wilt, thou art my prifbner. [Gazes on her.

Oh faireft beauty, do not fear nor fly,

For I will touch thee but with reverend hands

:

I kifs thefe fingers for eternal peace.

And lay them gently on thy tender fide.

Who art thou ? fay ^ that I may honour thee.

Mar. Margaret my name, and daughter to a King,

The King of Naples, whofoe'er thou art.

Suf. An Earl I am, and Suffolk am I call'd.

Be not offended, nature's miracle,

Thou art allotted to be ta'en by me:

So doth the Swan her downy cignets fave.

Keeping them pris'ners underneath her wings.

Yet if this lervile ufage once offend.

Go and be free again, as Suffolk's friend. [She is going.

Oh ftay ! I have no pow'r to let her pafs.

My hand would free her, but my heart fays no.

As plays the fun upon the glaffy fl:reams.

Twinkling another counterfeited beam.

So feems this gorgeous beauty to mine eyes.

Fain would I woe her, yet I dare not (peak

:

rll call for pen and ink, and write my mind.

Fie, De la Poky difable not thy felf

:

Haft not a tongue ? is (he not here thy pris'ner ?

Wilt thou be daunted at a woman's fight ?

Oh, beauty's princely majefty is fiich.

Confounds the tongue, and makes the (enfes rough.

Mar. Say, Earl of Suffolk^ if thy name be fo.

What
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what ranfom muft I pay before I pafs ?

For I perceive I am thy prifoner.

Suf, How canft thou tell flie will deny thy fiiit.

Before thou make a tryal of her love ? [^de.
Mar, Why fpeak'ft thou not r what ranfom muft I pay ?

Suf, She*s beautiful ; and therefore to be wooed :
'

She is a woman j therefore to be won. [Aftde,

Mar, Wilt thou accept of ranfom, yea or no ?

Suf. Fond man, remember that thou haft a wife,

Then how can Margaret be thy paramour ? [Afide.

Mar. 'Twere beft to leave him, for he will not hear.

Suf There all is marr'd j there lies a cooling card*

Mar. He talks at random ,• fure the man is mad.

Suf And yet a difpenfation may be had.

Mar. And yet I would that you would anfwer me.

Suf. I'll win this lady Margaret. For whom ? »

Why, for my King: *

Yet fb my fancy may be (atisfy'd.

And peace eftabliftied between thefe realms.

But there remains a fcruple in that too

:

For though her father be the King of Naples^

Duke of Anjou and Mam, yet he is poor,

And our nobility will fcorn the match.

Mar. Hear ye me, captain ? are ye not at leiftire ?

Suf It ftiall be fo, difdain they ne'er fo much

:

Henr<y is youthful, and will quickly yield.

Madam, I have a fecret to reveal.

Mar. What tho' I be inthrall'd, he feems a Knight,

And will not any way difhonour me.

Suf Lady, vouchfafe to liften what I fay.

* Why, for my King: Tufh, that's a wooden thing.

Mar. He talks of wood : it is feme carpenter.

Suf. Yet fo my fancy,

Mar,
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Mar, Perhaps I (hall be refcu'd by the French,

And then I need not crave his courtefie.

Suf. Sweet madam give me hearing in a caufe.

Mar. Tudi, women have been captivate ere now.

Suf. Say, gentle Princefs, would you not fuppofe

Your bondage happy, to be made a Queen ?

Mar, To be a Queen in bondage, is more vile

Than is a (lave in bafe fervility:

For Princes {hould be free.

Suf. And fo fhall you,

If happy England's Royal King be free.

Mar. Why, what concerns his freedom unto mc ?

Suf I'll undertake to make thee Henry's Queen,

To put a golden fcepter in thy hand.

And fet a precious crown upon thy head,

If thou wilt condefcend to be my
Mar. What?

Suf. His love.

Mar. I am unworthy to be Henry's wife.

Suf. No, gentle madam, I unworthy am
To woo fo fair a dame to be his wife.

And have no portion in the choice my felf.

How fay you, madam, are you Co content ?

Mar. And if my father pleafe, I am content.

Suf Then call our captains and our colours forth.

And, madam, at your father's caftle walls.

We'll crave a parley to confer "with him.

* captivate ere now.

Suf. Lady, wherefore talk you fo ?

Mar. I cry you mercy, 'tis but for ^o.
Suf. Say, gentle Princefs, i^c.

SCENE
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SCENE V.

Sound, Enter Reignier on the walls.

Suff. See, Relgmer^ fee, thy daughter prifoner.

Reig, To whom ?

Suf, To me.

Reig. Suffolk, what remedy?
' I am a fbldier and unapt to weep.

Or to exclaim on fortune's ficklenefi.

Suf. Yes, there is remedy enough, my lord

:

Confent, and for thy honour give confent.

Thy daughter fhall be wedded to my King ,•

Whom I with pain have woo'd and won thereto ^

And this her eafie-held imprifonment

Hath gain'd thy daughter Princely liberty, «

Retg. Speaks Suffolk as he thinks ?

Suf. Fair Margaret knows.

That Suffolk doth not flatter, face or fain.

Re'ig. Upon thy Princely warrant I defcend 5

To give thee anlwer of thy juft demand.

Suf. And here I will exped thy coming.

Trumpets found. Enter Reignier.

Retg. Welcome, brave Earl, into our territories.

Command in Anjou what your honour pleales.

Suf. Thanks, Re'igmer, happy in fo fweet a child.

Fit to be made companion of a King

:

What anfwer makes your grace unto my iuit ?

Retg. Since thou doft deign to woo her little worth,

To be the Princely bride of fuch a lord

:

Upon condition I may quietly

Enjoy mine own, the country Mam and AnjoUy
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Free from oppreflion or the ftroke of war,

My daughter (hall be Henr'y'Sy if he pleafe.

Suf, That is her ranfom, I deliver her
;

And thofe two counties I will undertake

Your grace fhall well and quietly enjoy.

Reig. And I again in Henry's Royal name,

As deputy unto that gracious King,

Give thee her hand for fign of plighted faith.

Suf, Re'tgmer of France, I give thee kingly thanks,

Becaufe this is in traffick of a King.

And yet mcthinks I could be well content

To be mine own attorney in this ca{e. [Aftde^

ril over then to England with this News,

And make this marriage to be fblemniz'd

:

So farewel Retgmer, fet this diamond fafe

Jn golden palaces as it becomes.

Relg, I do embrace thee, as I would embrace

The Chriftian Prince King Henry, were he here.

Mar. Farewel my lord : good wifties, praife and pray'rs

Shall Suffolk ever have of Margaret, [She is going.

Suf. Farewel fweet madam hark you Margaret,

No princely commendations to my King ?

Mar. Such commendations as become a maid,

A virgin and his fervant, fay to him.

Suf. Words fweetly plac'd, and modeftly directed.

But madam, I muft trouble you again,

No loving token to his majefty?

Mar. Yes, my good lord, a pure unfpotted heart.

Never yet taint with love I fend the King.

Suf. And this withal. \J^W^^ her,

^ Mar. That for thy'felf 1 will not fo prefume.

To fend fuch peevifh tokens to a King.

Suf. O wert thou for my felf-— but Suffolk ftay,

1 Thou
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Thou may*ft not wander in that labyrinth.

There minotaurs and ugly treafons lurk.

Sollicit //J?;/^); with her wond'rous praife,
^

Bethink thee on her virtues that ftirmount.

Her nat'ral graces that extinguifli art ,•

**

Repeat their femblance often on the feas.

That when thou com'ft to kneel at Henry's feet.

Thou may'ft bereave him of his wits with wonder. [Exemt.
*

SCENE VI.

Enter York, Warwick, a Shepherd, and Pucelle.

York, 13 RING forth that forcerefs condemned to burn.

-13 Shep. Ah Joan, this kills thy father's heart out-

right;

Have I fought ev'ry country far and near.

And now it is my chance to find thee out

Muft I behold thy timelels cruel death I

Ah Joan, fweet daughter, I will die with thee.

Puceh Decrepid mifer, bale ignoble wretch,

I am defcended of a gentler blood.

Thou art no father nor no friend of mine.

Shep, Out, out my lords, an pleafe you 'tis not lb,

I did beget her, all the parifti knows :

Her mother living yet, can teftify

She was the firft fruit of my batch'lorfhip.

War. Gracelefs, wilt thou deny thy parentage?

Tork. This argues what her kind of life hath been.

Wicked and vile, and fo her death concludes.

Shep. Fie Joan, that thou wilt be fo obftacle :

God knows thou art a collop of my flefh, •

And for thy fake have I (bed many a tear

;

Deny me not, I pray thee, gentle Joan^

Vol. IV. • M Pncel



go 7he Ftrfl Pan of

Pucel, Peafant, av^unt. You have fuborn'd this man
Of purpofe to obfcure my noble birth.

Shep, 'Tis true, I gave a noble to the prieft.

The morn that I was wedded to her mother.

Kneel down and take my blefling, good my girl.

Wilt thou not ftoop ? now curfed be the time

Of thy nativity i
I would the milk

Thy mother gave thee when thou (uck*dft her breafl:.

Had been a little ratsbane for thy fake

:

Or elfe when thou did'ft keep my lambs a-field,

I wifh fbmc rav'nous wolf had eaten thee.

Doft thou deny thy father, curfed drab ?

0 burn her, burn her, hanging is too good. \ExiK

Tork. Take her away, for fhe hath Uv'd too long,

To fill the world with vitious qualities.

Pucel. Firft let me tell you whom you have condemn'd.

Not me begotten of a fhepherd fwain.

But iffu'd from the progeny of Kings ;

Virtuous and holy, cholen from above.

By inlpiration of celeftial grace.

To work exceeding miracles on earth.

1 never had to do with wicked fpirits.

But you that are polluted with your lufts,

Stain'd with the guitlels blood of innocents.

Corrupt and tainted with a thoufand vices,

Becaufe you want the grace that others have.

You judge it ftreight a thing impofliWe

To compals wonders, but by help of devils.

No, mifconceived Joan of j^rc hath been

A virgin from her tender infancy,

•Chafte and immaculate in very thought ;

Whofe maiden-blood thus rig'roufly effus'd.

Will cry for vengeance at the gates of heav'n>

Tork.
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TerL Ay, ay
;
away with her to execution.

fVar. And heark ye, Sirs ; becau/e fhe is a maid.

Spare for no faggots, let there be enow

:

Place pitchy barrels on the fatal ftake.

That fb her torture may be Ihortened.

PuceL Will nothing turn your unrelenting hearts ?

Then Joan difcover thine infirmity.

That warranteth by law to be thy privilege.

I am with child, ye bloody homicides :

Murther not then the fruit within my womb^

Although ye hale me to a violent death.

Tork, Now heav'n fbrefend ? the holy maid with child ?

IVar, The greateft miracle that ere you wrought:

Is all your ftrid precifenefs come to this ?

Tork, She and the Dauphin have been juggUng fiire,

I did imagine what would be her refuge.

War. Well go to, we will have no baftards live,

Efpecially fince Charles mud father it.

PuceL You are deceived, my child is none of his^

It was Alanfon that enjoy'd my lovfe.

TorL * It dies, and if it had a thoufand lives.

PuceL O give me leave, I have deluded you

;

'Twas neither Charles, nor yet the Duke I nam'd.

But Relgnter King of Naples that prevailed.

War, A married man! that's moft intolerable.

Tork, Why here's a girl ,• I think fhe knows not well

(There were fb many) whom fhe may accufe.

War, It's fign fhe had been liberal and free.

Tork. And yet forfooth fhe is a virgin pure.

Strumpet, thy words condemn thy brat and thee.
'*

Ufe no intreaty, for it is in vain.
<

PuceL Then lead me hence ; with whom I leave my curfe.

M 2 May?

It dies———
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May never glorious fun reflex his beams

Upon the country where you make abode ;

But darknefs and the gloomy fhade of death

Inviron you, 'till mifchief and defpair

Drive you to break your necks, or hang your felves.

Tork. Break thou in pieces, and confume to aflies,

Thou foul accurfed minifter of hell.

SCENE VII.

Enter Cardinal of Winchefter.

Car, Lord Regent, I do greet your excellence

With letters of commiffion from the King.

For know, my lords, the ftates of Chriftendom,

Mov'd with remorfe of thefe outrageous broils.

Have earneftly implor'd a gen'ral peace

Betwixt our nation and th' afpiring French

;

And fee at hand the Dauphin and his train

Approaching, to confer about fbme matters^

Tork. Is all our travel turn'd to this efFed ?

After the flaughter of fo many, peers.

So many captains, gentlemen and foldiers.

That in this quarrel have been overthrown,

And fold their bodies for their country's benefit,.

Shall we at laft conclude effeminate peace

Have we not loft moft part of all the towns.

By treafon, falfliood, and by treachery,

Our great progenitors had conquered ?

Oh Warwick, IVarwkk, I forefee with grief

The utter lofs of all the realm of France.

War. Be patient, Tork-, if we conclude a peace.

It fhall be with fuch ftrid and fevere covenants.

As little lhall the Frenchmen gain thereby.
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Enter Charles, Alanfbn, Baflard and Reignier.

Char* Since, lords of England, it is thus agreed.

That peaceful truce (hall be proclaimed in France
;

We come to be informed by your felves,

What the conditions of that league muft be.

TorL Speak, Winchefier for boiling choler chokes

The hollow paffage of my poifon'd voice.

By fight of thefe our baleful enemies.

fV'm. Charles and the reft, it is enaded thus i

That in regard King Henry gives confent.

Of meer compaffion and of lenity

To ea{e your country of diftrefsful war,

And fuffer you to breathe in fruitful peace
5

You fhall become true liegemen to his crown.

And Charles, upon condition thou wilt fwear

To pay him tribute and flibmit thy felf.

Thou fhalt be plac'd as Viceroy under him.

And ftill enjoy thy regal dignity.

Alan. Muft he be then a fhadow of himfelf?

Adorn his temples with a coronet.

And yet in liibftance and authority

Retain but privilege of a private man ?

This proffer is abfurd and reafonlefs.

Char. 'Tis known already that I am poffeft

Of more than half the Gall'mn territories.

And therein rev'renc'd for their lawful King.

Shall I for lucre of the reft un-vanquifh'd,

Detrad fo much from that prerogative.

As to be call'd but Viceroy of the whole ?

No, lord ambaffador, 111 rather keep

That which I have, than coveting for more

Be caft from poffibility of all.
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7ort Infulting Charles, haft thou by fecret mQ^ni
"

Us'd interceffion to obtain a league.

And now the matter grows to compromife,

Stand'ft thou aloof upon comparifon?

Either accept the title thou ufurp'ft,

Of benefit proceeding from oui' King,

And not of any challenge of defert.

Or we will plague thee with inceffant wars.

Re^g. My lord, you do not well in obfliinacy

TTo cavil in the c^rf^ of this contra6t:

If once it be neglected, ten to one

We fliall not find like opportunity.

^lan. To fay the truth,, it: is your policy

To fave your fiibjeds from fuch maifacre

And ruthlefs {laughters, as a^e daily feen

By our proceeding in hoftility.

And therefore take this compad of a truce,.

Although you break iti ^whrn your pkaftre ferves»

[^Jicie tv the Daupbifu

War. How fay'ft thou, Charles! fhall our condition ftand?

Char. It fhall

:

Only referv'd you claim no inteiiell:

In any of our towns of garrifon.

Tork, Then fwear allegiance to his Majefty,

As thou art Knight, never to difbbey

Nor be rebellious to the crown of England:

Thou, nor thy nobles, to the crown of Englartdi

So now difhaifs your army when you pleafe :

Hang up your enfigns, let your drums be MJ,
For here we entertain a folemn peace, {ExeuniL

SCENE
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SCENE VIII.

Changes to England.

Enter SufFolk tn conference with King Henry, Gloucefter

and Exeter.

K. Henryr^l^'OVK wond'rous rare defcription, noble Earl^

X. ^ Of beauteous Margaret hath aftonifli'd me

:

Her virtues graced with external gifts,

Do breed love's fettled paffions in my heart.

And like as rigour of tempeftuous gufts

Provokes the mightieft hulk againft the tide.

So am I driv'n by breath of her renown.

Either to fiiffer fliipwrack, or arrive

Where I may have fruition of her love.

Suf, Tufh, my good lord, this fiiperficial tale

Is but a preface to her worthy praife

:

The chief perfections of that lovely dame

(Had I fufficient skill to utter them)

Would make a volume of inticing lines.

Able to ravifh any dull conceit.

And which is more, flie is not fo divine.

So full repleat with choice of all delights.

But with as humble lowlinefs of mind

She is content to be at your command

:

Command, I mean, of virtuous chafte intents.

To love and honour Henry as her lord.

K. Henry. And otherwife will Henry ne'er prefome:

Therefore, my lord protedor, give confent

That Marg'ret may be England's Royal Queen.

Glou. So fhould I give confent to flatter fin.

You know, my lord, your highnefs is betroth'd

"Unto another lady of efteem.
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How fliall we then difpenfe with the contrad.

And not deface your honour with reproach ?

Stif. As doth a ruler with unlawful oaths ;

Or one that at a triumph having vow'd

To try his flrength, forfaketh yet the lifts

By realbn of his adverfary's odds.

A poor Earl's daughter is unequal odds,

And therefore may be broke without offence.

Glou. Why what I pray is Mar^ret more than that

Her father is no better than an Earl,

Although in glorious titles he excel!.

Suf. Yes, my good lord, her father is a King,

The King of Naples and Jerufalem^

And of (iich great authority in France

That his alliance will confirm our peace,

And keep the Frenchmen in allegiance.

Glou, And fb the Earl of Arma^ac may do,

Becaufe he is near kinfman unto Charles,

Exe. Befide his wealth doth warrant lib'ral dow'r,

While Reigmer fboner will receive than give.

Suf, A dow'r, my lords \ difgrace not fo your Kir

That he fhould be fo abje6t, bale and poor.

To chufe for wealth, and not for perfed: love.

Henr<y is able to enrich his Queen,

And not to feek a Queen to make him rich.

5o worthlefs peafants bargain for their wives.

As market-men for Oxen, Sheep or Horfe.

But marriage is a matter of more worth.

Than to be dealt in by attorneyfhip

:

Not whom we will, but whom his grace afFeds,

Muft be companion of his nuptial bed.

And therefore, lords, fince he affedts her moft.

It moft of all thele reafons bindeth us.
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In our opinions flie fliould be pfeferr'd
;

For what is wedlock forced, but a hell.

An age of difcord and continual flrife ?

Whereas the contrary bringeth forth blifs,

And is a pattern of celeftial peace.

Whom fhould we match with Henry^ being a King,

But Margrety that is daughter to a King ?

Her peerlefs feature, joined with her birth.

Approves her fit for none, but for a King.

Her valiant courage, and undaunted fpirit.

More than in woman commonly is feen,

Anfwer our hope in ilTue of a King

:

For Henry, fbn unto a conqueror.

Is likely to beget more conquerors,

If with a lady of fo high refolve

As is fair Mar^ret, he be link'd in love.

Then yield my lords, and here conclude with me,

That Mar^ret fhall be Queen, and none but {he.

K. Henry. Whether it be through force of your report

My noble lord of Suffolk j or for that

My tender youth was never yet attaint

With any paflion of inflaming love,

I cannot tell j but this I am alTur'd,

I feel fuch fharp diffention in my breaft.

Such fierce alarums both of hope and fear,

As I am fick with working of my thoughts.

Take therefore fhipping ,• poft, my lord, to France,

Agree to any covenants, and procure

That lady Mar^ret do vouchfafe to come

To crofs th^ feas to England, and be crown'd

King Henry's faithful and anointed Queen.

For your expences and lufficient charge,

Among the people gather up a tenth.

Vol. IV. N



98 The Firft Part, &cc.

Be gone, I fay ; for 'till you do return,

I am perplexed with a thoufand cares.

And you, good uncle, banifli all offence

:

If you do cenfure me, by what you were,

Not what you are, I know it will excufe

This liidden execution of my will.

And fo condud me, where from company

I may revolve and ruminate my -grief. [Exh.

Glo, Ay, grief I fear me, both at firft and laft.

[Exh Gloncefter.

Suf. Thus Suffolk hath prevail'd, and thus he goes.

As did the youthful Parts once to GreecCy

With hope to find the like event in love.

But profper better than the Trojan did

:

Mar^ret {hall now be Queen, and rule the King

:

But I will rule both her, the King, and realm. \Extt,

THE
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King H E N R T VI.

ACT I. SCENE I.

Flounflo of trumpets', then hautboys. Enter King Henry, Duke

Humphry, Salisbury, Warwick, and Beaufort on the one fide.

The ^eeny Suffolk, York, Somerfet, and Buckingham on

the other,

Suffolk.

S by your high imperial majefty,

I had in charge at my depart for France^

As procurator to your excellence,

To marry Princefs Mar^ret for your grace;

So in the famous ancient city, Tours^

In prefence of the Kings of France and Sicily

The Dukes of Orleans^ Calaber^ Bretaigne^ Alanfon^

Seven Earls, twelve Barons, twenty reverend Bilhops,

I have perform'd my task, and was efpous'd :
-

And humbly now upon my bended knee.

In fight of England and her lordly Peers,

t This and the third part -were firfi written under the title of The Contention of
Tork and Laneafter : printed in 16003 ftnce vaftly'improved by the Author.

X Fide HairJ Chron. fol 66, year 25. Init.

4 Deliver
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Deliver up my title in the Queen

[Prefent'mg the ^een to the Ktng^

To your moft gracious hand, that are the fobftance

Of that great {hadow I did reprefent :

The happieft gift that ever Marquifs gave.

The faireft Queen that ever King receiv'd.

K. Henr^, Suffolk arife. Welcome, Queen Margaret

y

I can exprels no kinder fign of love

Than this kind kifs. O Lord, that lend'ft me life.

Lend me a heart repleat with thankfulnefs

:

For thou haft giv'n me, in this beauteous face,

A world of earthly bleffings to my foul.

If fympathy of love unite our thoughts.

J^. Mar. Great King of England, and my gracious lord.

The mutual conference 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 fovereign
j

Makes me the bolder to falute my King

With ruder terms j fuch as my wit affords.

And over-joy of heart doth minifter.

K. Henry. Her fight did ravifh, but her grace in fpeech,

Her words yclad with wifdom's majefty,

Make me from wondring, fall to weeping joys.

Such is the fulnels of my heart's content.

Lords, with one cheerful voice welcome my love.

Jll kneel. Long live Queen Margrety England's happinefs.

J^. Mar. We thank you all. [Flouri/h,

Suff. My lord protedor, fo it pleafe your grace.

Here are the articles of contracted peace.

Between our foveraign and the French King Charlesy

For eighteen months concluded by confent.

Glo. Reads.] Imprimis, h is agreed between the French Ktngy

Charles,
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Charles, andWi\\\2Lm de la Pole, Marqu'tfs of Suffolk, ambaffador

for Henry Kmg of England, that the fmd Henry Jhall efpoufe the

lady Margaret, daughter unto Reignier, Kmg of Naples, Sicilia,

<afW Jerufalem, andcrown her ^een of England, ere the thirteenth

ofyixj next enfmng.

Item. That the dutchy of Anjou, and the county <?/Main, [hall

he releafedand delivered to the Kmg her father. [Lets fall the paper,

K. Henry, Uncle, how now ?

Glo. Pardon me, gracious lord.

Some fudden qualm hath ftruck me to the heart.

And dimn'd mine eyes, that I can read no further.

K. Henry, Uncle of Wmchefler^ I pray read on.

Win, Item, That the Dutchies of Anjou andM2Lm Jhall he relea-

fed and delivered to the King her father^ andJhe fent over of the

King of England'^ ownproper cofl and charges, without having any

dowry,

K. Henry, They pleajfe us well. Lord Marquifs, kneel you down ;

We here create thed the firft Duke of Suffolk,

And girt thee with the (word. Coufin of J^ork,

We here difcharge your grace from being regent

I'th' parts of France, 'till term of eighteen months

Be full expir'd. Thanks, uncle W'lnchejier,

Gyfler, Torky Buckingham, and Somerfet,

Salisbury and Warwick,

We thank you all for this great favour done.

In entertainment to my princely Queen.

Come, let us in, and with all fpeed provide

To fee her coronation be perform'd.

^xeunt King, ^een^ and Suffolk.

SCENE
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SCENE II.

Manent the reft,

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.

What! did my brother Henry (pend his youth,

His valour, coin, and people in the wars ?

Did he fo often lodge in open field.

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

To conquer France, his true inheritance ?

And did my brother Bedford toil his wits

To keep by policy what Henry got

:

Have you your felves, Somerfet, Buckingham,

Brave Tork, and Salisbury, victorious Warwick,

Received deep Scars in France and Normandy:

Or hath mine uncle Bedford, and my felf.

With all the learned council of the realm.

Studied fo long, fat in the council houle,

Early and late, debating to and fro.

How France and Frenchmen might be kept in awe ?

And was his highnefs in his infancy

Crowned in Fans, in defpight of foes ?

And {hall thefe labours and thefe honours die ?

Shall Henry's conqueft, Bedford's vigilance,

Your deeds of war, and all our counfel die!

• O peers of England, (hameful is this league.

Fatal this marriage, cancelling your fame.

Blotting your names from books of memory,

Rafing the charaders of your renown,

Defacing monuments of conquer'd France,

Undoing all, as all had never been.
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Car. Nephw, what means this paflionate difcourfe ?

This peroration with fuch circumftances ?

For France y 'tis ours j and we will keep it ftilL

Glo. Ay, uncle, we will keep it if we can

But now it is impoflible we fliould.

Suffolk, the new made Duke that rules the roaft,

Hath giv'n the dutchy of Anjou and Ma'me

Unto the poor King Reignier, whofe large ftyle

Agrees not with the leanefs 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 Warwick, my valiant fbn ?

IVar. For grief that they are paft recovery.

For were there hope to conquer them again.

My fword (hould {hed hot blood, mine eyes no tears.

Anjou and Maine / my felf did win them both :

Thole provinces thefe arms of mine did conquer.

And are the cities that I got with wounds.

Delivered up again with peaceful words ?
*

Tork. France (hould have torn and rent my very heart.

Before I would have yielded to this league.

1 never read but England's Kings have had

Large lums of gold, and dowries with their wives :

And our King Henry gives away his own.

To match with her that brings no vantages.

Glo. A proper jeft, and never heard before.

That Suffolk fhould demand a whole fifteenth.

For coft: and charges in tranfporting her

:

She fliould have ftaid in France, and ftarv'd in France,

Before

* peaceful words?
York. For Suffolk's Duke, may he be fuffocatc.

That dims the honour of this warlike Hie :

franee fhould t^c.

Vol. IV. O
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Car. My lor4 of Glo'Jler, now ye grow too hot

:

It was the plcafure of my loi-<i the King.

Glo, My lord W'mcbejkt\ \ know your cniiid,

'Tis not my fpeeches that yo«a <lo mi (like,

But 'tis my prefcnce that doth trouble yoB.

Rancour will out, proud Preiate j in thy face

I fee thy fury : if I longer ftay,

We {hall begin our ancient bickerings.

Lordings farewel, and /ay when I am gone,

I prophefy'd, France will be loft ere long.

Car, So, there goes our Prote<5t:or 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, to the King.

Confider, lords, he is the next of blood.

And heir apparent to tlie Englifh crown.

Had Henry got an empire by his marriage.

And all the wealthy kingdoms of the weft.

There's reafon he fhould be difpleas'd at it.

Look to it, lords, let not his fmoothing words

Bewitch your hearts, be wife and circumfped:.

What though the common people favour him.

Calling him Hmnphry, the ^od Ihtke of Glo'fter,

Clapping their hands and crying with loud voice,,

Je/u mamtam your royttl excellence

,

With, Godpreferve thegood Duke Humphry:
I fear me, lords, for all this flattering glols.

He will be found a dangerous Protestor.

Buck. Why fhould he then protect our Sovereign^

He being of age to govern of himfelf?

Coufin of Somerfet, join you with me,

And all together with the Duke of Suffolk,

We'll quickly hoife Duke Humphry from his feat.
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Car. This weighty bu£ae(s will not brook delay,

rll to the Duke of Suffolk prefently. [Exb,

Som. Coufin of Buckingham^ though Humphry's pride

And greatnefs of his place be grief to ns.

Yet let us watch the haughty Cardinal

;

His infblence is more intolerable

Than all the princes in the land befide

:

l^Glo'fier be difplac'd, he'll be Protedor.

Buck, Or Somerfet or I will be Protedor,

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'fier

Did bear him like a noble gentleman

:

Oft have I feen the haughty Cardinal

More like a fbldier than a man o'th' church,

As ftout and proud as he were lord of all,

Swear like a ruffian, and demean himfelf

Unlike the ruler of a common>weal.

Warwick my fon, the comfort of my age!

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

Have won the greateft favour of the commons,

Excepting none but good Duke Humphry,

And brother Tork, thy adls in Ireland,

In bringing them to civil difciplincj

Thy late exploits done in the heart of France,

When thou wert Regent for our fbvereign
;

Have made thee fear'd and honour'd of the people.

Join we together for the publick good.

In what we can to bridle and fiipprefs

The pride of Suffolk, and the Cardinal,

O 2 With
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With Somerfefs and Buckingham's ambition

;

And as we may, cherifh Duke Humphr<y's deeds.

While they do tend the profit of the land.

fVar. So God help Warwick^ as he loves the land

And common profit of his country,

Tork, And fo fays Tork^ for he hath greateft caufe.

Sal, Then let's make hafte, and look unto the main. *

\Ex, Warwick and Salisbury.

SCENE III.

Manet York.

Tork. Anjou and Maine are given to the French^

Paris is loft, the ftate of Normandy

Stands on a tickle point, now they are gone

;

Suffolk concluded on the articles.

The peers agreed, and Henry was well pleas'd

To change two dukedoms for a Duke's fair daughter.

I cannot blame them all, what is't to them ?

'Tis thine they give away, and not their owm
Pirates may make cheap pennyworths of their pillage,

And purchafe friends and give to curtezans.

Still revelling like lords 'till all be gone:

While as the filly owner of the goods

Weeps over them, and wrings his haplels hands.

And fhakcs his head, and trembling ft^nds aloof^

While all is fhar'd, and all is born away^

Ready to ftarve, and dare not touch his own.

* unto the main.

IFar. \JKilo the main? Oh father, Main Is lofty

That Miiin, which by main force IVarwick did win,
And would have kept, fo long as breath did lall :

Main-chance, father, you meant, but I meant Mahi^
Which I will win from France^ or elfe be flain.

So
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So Tork muft fit, and fret, and bite his tongue.

While his own lands are bargain'd for, and fold.

Methinks the realms of England^ France^ and Ireland^

Bear that proportion to my flefli and bloody

As did the fatal brand Althea burnt,

Unto the prince's heart of Cal'tdon,

Anjou and Maine both given unto the French !

Cold news for me : for I had hope of France.y

Ev'n as I have of fertile England's foil.

A day will come when Tork fhall claim his own,.

And therefore I will take the Nevilh parts,.

And make a fhew of love to proud Duke Humphry

;

And when I fpy advantage, claim the crown ;

For that's the golden mark I feek to hit.

Nor fliall proud Lancafler ufurp my right,

Nor hold the fcepter in his childifh fift,.

Nor wear the diadem upon his head,

Whole church-like humour fits not for a crown.

Then Tork be ftill a while,, 'till time do ferve

:

. Watch thou, and wake when others be afleep,

To pry into the fecrets of the ftate

;

'Till Henry fiirfeiting 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 fweet fmell the air fiiall be perfnm'd ;

And in my ftandard bear the arms of Tork^

To grapple with the houfe of Lancafler ;

And force perforce I'll make him yield the crown.

Whole bookifli rule hath pull'd fair England d^o'^n. [Exit York..

S C E N E-
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S C E N E IV-

Enter Duke Humphry, and his Wife Eleandr.

ifeVd'^;/.X IT T H Y droops my Idrd, like over-ripen'd Cora

V Y Hanging the head with Ceres plenteous load/

""Why doth the great Duke Humphry knit his brows>

As frowning at the favour* of the world ?

Why are thine eyes fixt to the fiillen earth,

Xjazing at that which feems to dim thy fight?

What feeft thou there ? King Henry's diadem,

Inchas'd with all the honours of the world ?

if fb, gaze on, and grovel on thy face,

Until thy head be circled with the fame.

Put forth thy hand, reach at the glorious gold

:

What, 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
5

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,

Banilh the canker of ambitious thoughts :

And may that thought, when I imagine ill

Againft my King and nephew virtuous Henry

^

Be my laft: breathing in this mortal world.

My troublous dreams this night do make me fad.

Elean. What dream'd my lord ? tell me, and I'll reqtate it

With fweet rehearfal of my morning's dream.

Glo. Methought this ftafF, mine office badge in court.

Was 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
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Were plac'd clie heads ofEdmmd Duke of Somer/ety

And Wtlltam de la Pole firft Duke Suffolk.

This was the dream ^ what it doth ix)de, God knows*

Elean. Tut, this was nothing but an argument

That he that breaks a ftick of Glo'fler's grove,

Shall lofe his head for his prefumption.

But Hft to me, my Humphry^ my fweet Duke

:

Methought I fat in feat of majefty.

In the Cathedral church of Weflmmjiery

And in that chair where Kings and Querns were crown'd

Where Henry and Margaret kneel'd to me,

And on my head did fet the diadem.

Glo. Nay, Eleanor^ then muft I chide outright

:

Prefumptuous dame, ill-natur'd Eleanor^

Art thou not fecond woman in the realm.

And the Protestor's wife, belov'd of him ?

Haft thou not worldly pkafure at command.

Above the reach or compafs of thy thought ?

And wilt thou ftill be hammering treachery,

To tumble down thy husband and thy felf

From top of honour to dilgrace's feet ?

Aw^y from me, and let me hear no more.

fkan. What, what, my lord, are you fo cholerick

With Eleanor, for telling but her dream ?

Next time I'll keep my dreams unto my felf.

And not be check'd.

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

Enter Meffenger,

Mef, My lord Protestor, 'tis his Highnefs' pleafure,

You do prepare to ride unto St. Albans,

Whereas the King and Queen do mean to hawk.

Glo» I go : come Nell, thou wilt ride with us ? [Ex. GIo.

Elean.
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EleaH. Yes, my good lord, Pll follow prefently.

Pollow I muft, I cannot go before,

While Glo'fier bears this bafe and humble m.ind.

Were I a man, a Duke, and next of blood,

1 would remove thele tedious ftumbling-blocks,

-And fmootli my way upon their headleis necks.

And being a woman, I will not be flack

To play my part in fortune's pageant.

Where are you there ? Sir John -y nay fear not, man,

We are alone, here's none but thee and I.

Enter Hume.

Hume. Jefiis preferve your Royal Majefty.

Elean. What fay'ft thou? Majefty? I am but Grace.

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

Your grace's title (hall be multiply'd.

Ekan. What fay'ft thou, man ? haft thou as yet conferr'd

With Margery Jordan, the cunning witch ^

And Roger Bolmgbroke the conjurer,

And will they undertake to do me good ?

Hume. This they have promifed, to fhew your highnefs

A Spirit rais'd from depth of under ground.

That fliall make anfwer to fiich queftions

As by your grace ftiall be propounded him.

FJean. It is enough, I'll think upon the queftions

:

W~hen from St. Albans we do make return.

We'll fee thofe things effeded to the full.

Here Hume, take this reward, make merry, man,

With thy confederates in this weighty caufe. [Exk Eleanor.

Hume. Hume muft make merry with the Dutchefs' gold :

Marry and ftiall ; but how now. Sir John Hume 7

Seal up your lips, and give no words, but mum!
The bufinefs askcth filent fecrecy.

3 Dame
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Dame Eleanor gives gold to bring the witch :

Gold cannot come ami/s, 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 Eleanor's alpiring humour)

Have hired me to undermine the Dutchels,

And buz thefe conjurations in her brain.

They fay, a crafty knave does need no broker
5

Yet am I SuffoWs and the Cardinal's broker.

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

To call them both a pair of crafty knaves.

Well, fo it ftands and thus I fear at laft,

Hume's knavery will be the Dutchefs' wrack.

And her attainture will be Humphry's fall

:

Sort how it will, I fhall have gold for all. [Exit,

SCENE V.

pMer three or four Petitioners, the Armorer's man being one,

I ^^^'A^Y mafters, let's ftand clofe, my lord Protedor

XVX will come this way by and by, and then we may
deliver our fupplications in the quill.

2 Pet. Marry, the Lord proted him, for he's a good man,

Jefii blefs him.

Enter Suffolk, and ^deen.

I Pet. Here a comes methinks, and the Queen with him :

I'll be the firft fure.

Vol. IV. P 2 Pet.
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2 Pet. Come back, fool, this is th« Duke of Suffolk^ aodb

not my lord Proted:or.

Suf. How now, fellow j would'fl: any thing witL me ?

I Pet, I pray my lord, pardon me, I took ye for my locdi

Protedor.

Q. Mar, To my Lord PrateBor 7
[
reading ] Are your Hippli*-

cations to his lordfhip ? let me fee them ; wliat is thine }'

1 Pet. Mine is, and't pleafe your grace, againft John Good-

man, my lord Cardinal's man, for keeping my hx)ufe and kind%

and wife, and all from me.

Suf. Thy wife too*? thafs^ fome wrong- indeed. What's yoursTf

what's here ? [Reads.
^^

Agat7ifi the Duke of Suffolk,, for mclojlng

the Commons of Mclford. How now. Sir Knave.^

2 Pet. Alas, Sir, I am but ai poor petitioner of our whole

townfhip.

3 Pet. Agamfi tuy mafler, Thomas Horner, for faymg, thai

the Duke of York was rightful heir to the crown?

Q. Mar. What did the Duke of7i?r/^fay, he was rightful heir

to the crown ?

3 Pet. That my miftrefs was ? no, forfboth; my mafterfaid

that he was and that the King was an ufurper.

Suf Who is there ?—Take this fellow in, and fend for his

mafter with a purluivant, prefently 5 we'll hear more of your

matter before the King. [ExtP Serv.

Q. Mar. And as for you that love to be protected

Under the wings of our Prote<5tpr's grace.

Begin your fuits anew, and fiie to him. [Tears' the-fnpf^tGations,

Away, bafe cul lions : Suffolk, let them go.

/IIL Come, let's be gone. [Exeunt.

Q. Mar. My lord of Suffolk, fay, is this the guife ?

Is this the fafhion in the court o£England?

Is this the government of Britain's Ifle ?

And
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And this the royalty of ^/^^Ws King ?

What, fhall King Henry be a pupil Ml,

Under the fiirly Gld'fier''s governance?

Am I a Queen in title and in ftyle.

And muft be made a fubjed: to a Duke ?

I tell thee. Poky when in the city Tours

Thou ran'ft a tilt in honour of my love, ,

And ftol'ft away the ladies hearts of France-^

I thought King Henry had refembled thee

In courage, courtfhip, and proportion

:

But all his mind is bent to holinels.

To number Ave Maries on his beads ;

His champions are the prophets and apoftles,

His weapons holy faws of facred writ,

His ftudy is his tilt-yard, and his loves

Are brazen images of canoniz'd faints.

I would the college of the Cardinals

Would chule 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 highnels came to England^ fo will I

In England work your grace's full content.

Q. Mar. Befide the proud Protedor, have we Beauford

Th' imperious churchman; Somerfet, Buck'mghamy

And grumbling Tork ; 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 Nev'ils
;

Sal'tsyry and Warwick are' no fimple Peers.

Mar. Not all thefe lords do vex me half fo much.

As that proud dame, the lord Protedor's wife

:

She fweeps it through the court with troops of ladies,

P 2
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More like an Emprefs than Duke Humphr'fs wife.

Strangers in court do take her for the Queen
j

She bears a Duke's revenues on her back,

And in her heart fhe fcorns our poverty.

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

Contemptuous bafe-born callot as fhe is.

She vaunted 'mongfl: her minions t' other day,

The very train of her word 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 bufli for her,

And plac'd a quire of fuch enticing birds,

That {he will light to liften to their lays

And never mount to trouble you again.

So let her reftj 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 Humphry in difgrace.

As for the Duke of Tork, this late complaint

Will make but httle for his benefit.

So one by one we'll weed them all at laft.

And you your felf fhall fteer the happy helm.

SCENE VI.

To them enter King Henry, Duke Humphry, Cardinal^ Bucking-

ham, York, Salisbury, Warwick, and the Dutchefs.

K. Henry, For my part, noble Lords, I care not which.

Or Somerfety or Tork, all's one to me.

Tork. If York have ill demean'd himfelf in France,

Then let him be deny'd the Regentfhip.

Som, If Somerfet be unworthy of the place.
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Let Tork be Regent, I will yield to him.

IVar. Whether your grace be worthy, yea or no,

Difpute not that, Tork is the worthier.

Car. Ambitious Warwick^ let thy betters (peak.

War. The Cardinal's not my better in the field.

Buck. All in this prefence are thy betters, Warwick.

War. Warwick may live to be the beft of all.

Sal. Peace, fon and fliew Tome reafon, Btick'iyjghamy

Why Somerfet fliould be preferr'd in this ?

Q. Mar. Becaufe the King foiTooth will have it fo.

Glo. Madam, the King is old enough himfelf

To give this cenfure : thefe are no woman's matters..

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

To be Protedor of his excellence ?

Glo. Madam, I am Protestor of the realm.

And at his pleafure will refign my place.

Suf. Refign it then, and leave thine infolence.

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

)

The common -wealth hath daily run to wrack.

The Dauphin hath prevail'd beyond the feas.

And all the peers and nobles of the realm

Have been as bond-men to thy fov'raignty.

Car. The commons haft thou rack'd, the clergy's bags

Are lank and lean with thy extortions.

Som. Thy fumptuous buildings, and thy wife's attire.

Have coft a mafs of publick treafury.

Buck. Thy cruelty in execution

Upon offenders hath exceeded law.

And left thee to the mercy of the law.

Q. Mar. Thy fale of offices and towns in Frame

^

If they were known, as the fiifped is great.

Would make thee quickly hop without thy head. [Exit Glo.

Give
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Give me my fan
^

what, minion ? can ye not ?

[She gives the dutchefs a box on the ear,

I cry you mercy, Madam ; was it you >

Rlean. Was't I ? yea, I it was, proud French-woman

:

Could I come near your beauty with my nails,

il'd fet my ten commandments in your face.

'K. Henry. Sweet aunt, be quiet, 'twas againft her will.

Elean. Againft her will, good King ? look to't in time.

She'll hamper thee and dandle thee like a baby

:

Though in this place moft Mafter wears no breeches,

rShe (hall not ftrike dame Eleanor unrevenged. \Ex'tt Eleanor.

Buck. Lord Cardinal, I'll follow Fjleanor^

And liften after Humphry, how he proceeds

:

She's tickled now, her fume can need no fpurs.

She'll gallop faft enough to her deftru6tion.

\Extt Buckingham.

SCENE VII.

Re-enter Duke Humphry.

Qlo. Now, lords, my choler being over-blown

With walking once about the Quadrangle,

I come to talk of commonwealth affairs.

As for your fpightful falfe obje6tions.

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 country.

But to the matter that we have in hand :

I fay, my Sovereign, York is meeteft man
To be your Regent in the realm of France,

Suf. Before we make elecStion, give me leave

To fhew fbme reafbn of no little force.

That Tork is moft unmeet of any man.

York,
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Tork. I'll tell thee, Suffolk, why I am unmeet :

Firft, for I cannot flatter thee in pride

;

Next, if I be appointed for the place.

My lord Somerfet will keep me here

Without difcharge, mony, or furniture,

'Till France be won into the Dauphin's hands.

Laft time, I danc'd attendance on his will,

'Till Park was befieg'd, famifh'd and loft.

War. That I can witnefs, and a fouler fad

Did never traitor in the land commit.

Suf, Peace, head-ftrong Warwick.

War. Image of pride, why fhould I hold my peace?

Enter Horner the Armorer, and his Man Peter^

Suf. Becaufe here is a man accus'd of treafon.

Pray God the Duke oiTork excufe himfelf.

Tork. Doth any one accufe Tork for a traitor ?

K. Hmry. What mean'ft thou, Suffolk ? tell me, what are thefe ?

Pleafe it your Majefty, this is the man
That doth aceufe his mafter of high treafon :

His words were thefe ,• that Richard Duke of Tork

Was rightful heir unto the Englijh crown.

And that your Majefty was an ulurpcr.

K. Henr<y. Say, man, were thefe thy words ?

Arm. An't (hall pleafe your Majefty, I never faid nor thought

any fuch matter; God is my witnefs, I am falfly accus'd by the

villain.

Peter. By. thefe ten bones, my lord, he did (peak them to me
in the garret one night, as we were fcow'ring my lord of Tork's

armour.

Tork. Bafe dunghil villain, and mechanical,

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

;

^ do befeech your royal Majefty,

Let
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Let him have all the rigor of the law.

Arm. Alas, my lord, hang me if ever I fpake the words.

My accufer is ray prentice, and when I did corred him for his

fault the other day, he did vow upon his knees he would be even

with me. I have good witnefs of this j therefore I befeech your

Majefty, do not caft away an honeft man for a villain's ac-

cufation.

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

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

Let Somerfet be Regent o'er the Frenchy

Becaufe in Tork this breeds fiifpicion.

And let thefe have a day appointed them

For fmgle combat in convenient place 5

For he hath witnefs of his fervant's malice.

This is the law, and this Duke Humphry's doom.

Som. I humbly thank your royal Majefty.

Arm. And I accept the combat willingly.

Peter. Alas, my lord, I cannot fight; for God's fake pity

my cafe ,• the fpight f of man prevaikth againft me. O lord

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

Glo. Sirrah, or you muft fight, or elfe be hang'd.

K. Henry. Away with them to prifon ^ and the day of com-

bat fhall be the laft of the next month. Come Somerfet, we'll

fee thee fent away. [Exeunt.

SCENE VIII.

Flourtjh. Enter Mother Jordan, Hume, Southwel, and

Bolingbroke.

Hume.f^ OM^ my makers, the Dutchefs I tell you expeds

performance of your promifes.

Boling.

\ Or, (as in the later editions) of my mafter.
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Bolmg, Mafter HumSy we are therefore provided: will her

ladyfliip behold and hear our exorcifrns ?

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

Bolmg, I have heard her reported to be a woman of an invin-

cible fpirit but it (hall be convenient, Mafter Hume^ that you
be by her aloft, while we be bufie below ; and fo I pray you
go in god's name, and leave us. [_Exh Hume.] Mother Jordan^

be proftrate and grovel on the earth John Southwell read you,

and let us to our work.

Enter Eleanor above,

Elean. Well faid, my mafters, and welcome to all : to this

geer, the fboner the better.

Bolmg, Patience, good lady, wizards know their times

:

Deep night, dark night, the (ilent of the night.

The time of night when Troy was fet on fire.

The time when fcreech-owls cry, and ban-dogs howl.

When ipirits walk, and ghofts break up their graves ,•

That time beft fits the work we have in hand.

Madam, fit you and fear not ; whom we raife

We will make faft within a hallow'd verge.

[Here they perform the ceremonies andmake the circle, Boling-

brook or Southwel reads, Conjuro' te, Sfr. It thunders

and lightens terribly then the Spirit rifeth.

Spirit. Adfum.

M. Jord, Afinuth, by the eternal God, whofe name
And power thou trembleft at, tell what I ask

;

For 'till thou Ipeak, thou fhalt not pafs from hence.

Spirit, Ask what thou wilt.—That I had faid, and done!

Boling, Firft of the King : What fliall of him become ?

Spirit, The Duke yet lives, that Henry fhall depofe:

But him out-live, and die a violent death.

\_As the Spirit /peaks they write the anfwer.

Vol. IV. d Bolmg,
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Bol'mg, Tell me what fates await the Duke of Suffolk 7

Spirit, By water (hall he die, and take his end.

Bol'mg. What fhall befall the Duke of Somerfet 7

Sptrh, Let him fhun caftles.

Safer fhall he be on the fandy plains.

Than where caftles mounted ftand.

Have done, for more I hardly can endure.

Bol'mg. Defcend to darknefs, and the burning lake

:

Falfe fiend avoid. [Thunder and lightning. Spirit defcendi,

EjHter the Duke of York, and the Duke of Buckingham, with

their Guard, and break in^

York. Lay hands upon thefe traitors and their trafh

:

Beldame, I think we watch'd you at an inch.

What, madam, are you there ? the King and realm

Are deep indebted for this piece of pains

;

My lord Protedror will, I doubt it not,

See you well guerdon'd for thefe good deferts.

Elean. Not half fo bad as thine to England's King,

Injurious Duke, that threat'ft where is no caufe.

Buck. True, madam, none at all : What call you this ?

Away with them, let them be clap'd up clofe.

And kept apart. You madam fhall with us.

Stafford, take her to thee.

We'll fee your Trinkets here forth-coming all.

\Exeunt Guard with Jordan, Southwel, *

The
# , Southwel, 13c.

\ York. Lord Buckingham^ methinks you watch'd her wcll>
A pretty plot,, well chofe to build upon.
Now, pray my lord, let's fee the devil's writ.

What have we here ? \Readi.

I'he Duke yet li'ues, that Henry Jhall depofe ,

But him out-live, and die a violent death.

Why, this is juft, Aio te uEacidem Romanos vincere poj/e.

Well, to the rell

:

Tell me what fete awaits the Duke of Suffolk ?

By
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The King is now in progrefs tow'rds St. Albans,

With him the husband of this lovely lady :

Thither go thefe news, as faft as horfe can carry them :

A forry breakfaft for my lord Protestor.

BucL Your grace fliall give me leave, my lord of Tork^

To be the poft, in hope of his reward.

TorL At your pleafure, my good lord.

Who's within there, ho ?

Enter a Servrng-man,,

Invite my lords of SaUshury and Warwick^

To Jfiip with me to-morrow night. Away. ^Exeunt^ .

By water Jhall he die and take his end.

Whar (hall betide the Duke of Somcrfet ?

Let him Jhun caflles^

Safer Jhall he he upon the fandy plains^

I'han where cajlles mounted Jland.

Come, come, my lords,

Thefe oracles are hardly attain'd.

And hardly underftood.

The King is now (^c.

i" ^his repetition of the prophecies, which is altogether mnecejfary after what the fpeUa-
tors have heard in the Scene immediately preceding^ is not to be foundin the jirji editions of
this Play.

ACT
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ACT 11. SCENE L

At St. Alban's.

Es^iter Kmg Henry, ^een, Prote5ior, Cardtnaly and Suffolk,

w\th Faulkners hallow'mg.

J^. Margaret.

ELIEVE me lords, for flying at the brook,

I faw no better fport thefe (even years day
^

Yet by your leave, the wind was very high.

And ten to one old Joan had not gone out.

K. Henry » But what a point, my lord, your

Faulcon made.

And what a pitch (he flew above the refl: :

To fee how God in all his creatures works \

Yea, man and birds are fain of climbing high.^

Suf. No marvel, an it like your Majefl:y,

My lord Protestor'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 (bar.

Car, I thought as much, he'd be above the clouds.

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

Were it not good, your grace could fly to heav'n ?

K. Henry. The treafury of everlafting joy f

Car. Thy heaven is on earth, thine eyes and thoughts

Bent
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Bent on a crown, the treafure of thy heart

:

Pernicious Protestor, dangerous peer,

That fmooth'ft it fb with King and common-weal.

Glo, What, Cardinal ! Is your priefthood grown fo peremptory ?

Churchmen fo hot ? good uncle, hide fuch maHce.

Suf, No malice, Sir, no more than well becomes

So good a quarrel, and fo bad a peer.

Glo. As who, my lord ?

Suf, Why, as yourfelf, my lord,

An't Uke your lordly, lord Proted:orfhip.

Glo, Why, Suffolk, England knows thine infblence.

Q. Mar. And thy ambition, Glo'fler,

K. Henry, I pr'ythee peace, good Queen,

And whet not on thefe too-too furious peers.

For blefled are the peace-makers on earth.

Car. Let me be bleflfed for the peace I make,

Againft this proud Protedor, with my fword.

Glo. Faith, holy uncle, would 'twere come to that.^

Car. Marry, when thou dar'ft.

Glo. Make up no fadious numbers for that matter.

In thine own perfon anfwer thy abule. ^
Car. Ay, where thou dar'ft not peep

:

And if thou dar'ft, this evening.

On the eaft fide of the grove. j y

K. Henry. How now, my lords ?

Car. Believe me, coufin GUfler^

Had not your man put up the fowl fb fuddenly.

We'd had more fport^—Come with thy two-hand fword.

\Afide to Glo.

Glo. True, uncle, are ye advis'd ?™The eaft fide the grove :

Cardinal, I am with you. \Afide*

K. Henry. Why how now, uncle Glo'fierl
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Glo, Talking of hawking, nothing elfe, my lord.

Now by God's mother, prieft, I'll {have your crown for this.

Or all my fence fhall fail. [Afide.

Car, [Afide.'\ Protestor fee to't well, proted your felf

K. Henry, The winds grow high, (b do your ftomachs, lords.

How irkfome is this mufick to my heart ?

When fuch firings jar, what hope of harmony ?

I pray, my lords, let me compound this flrife.

SCENE II.

Enter One crying A Miracle.

Glo. What means this noife ?

Fellow, what miriacle do'ft thou proclaim ?

One. A miracle, a miracle

!

Suf. Come to the King, and tell him what miracle.

One, Forfooth, a blind man at St. Alban'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 beUeving fouls

Gives light in darknefs, comfort in defpair

Enter the Mayor of St. Albans, and his brethren^ hearing Simp-

cox between two m a chatr^ Simpcox'y wife following.

Car. Here come the townfmen on procefTion,

Before your highnefs to prefent the man.

K. Henry. Great is his comfort in this earthly vale.

Though by his fight his fin be multiply'd.

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

His Highnefs' pleafure is to talk with him.

K. Henry.
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K. Henry, Good-fellow, tell us here the circumftance.

That we, for thee, may glorifie the lord.

What, haft thou been long blind, and now reftor'd ?

Simp, Born blind, and't pleafe your grace.

Wife, Ay, indeed was he.

Suf, What woman is this ?

Wife, His wife, and't like your worfhip.

Glo, Had'ft thou been his mother, thou couldft have better

told.

K. Henry, Where wert thou born ?

Simp, At Berwick in the north, and't like your grace.

K. Henry. Poor foul, God's goodnefs hath been great to thee:

Let never day or night unhallowed pais,

But ftill remember what the lord hath done.

^ieen. 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 Alhan j who faid
;
Simon^ come.

Come offer at my fhrine, and I will help thee.

Wife, Moft true, forfboth j and many a time and oft

My felf have heard a voice to call him fb.

Card, What, art thou lame ?

Simp. Ay, God Almighty help me.

Suf. How cam'ft thou fo ?

Simp. A fall off a tree.

Wife. A plum-tree, mafter. - ['

Glo. How long haft thou been blind ?

Simp, O born fo, mafter.

Qlo. What, and would'ft climb a tree ?

Simp. But once in all my Hfe, when I was a youth.

Wtfe.
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W'tfe. Too true, and bought his climbing very dear.

Glo, Mafs, thou lov'ft plums well, that wouldft venture fo.

Stmp, 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 fliall not ferve :

Let's fee thine eyes, wink now, now open them.

In my opinion, yet, thou feeft not well.

Simp. Yes, mafter, clear as day, I thank God and faint Allan.

Glo, Say'ft thou me fo what colour is this cloak of?

Simp. Red, mafter, red as blood.

Glo. Why that's well faid : what colour is my gown of?

S'tmp. Black, forfboth, coal-black, as jet.

K. Henr<y. Why then thou know'ft what colour jet is of?

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

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

IV'tfe. Never before this day, in all his life.

Glo. Tell me. Sirrah, what's my name ?

Simp. Alas mafter, I know not.

Glo. W^hat's his name ?

^ Simp. I know not.

Glo. Nor his ?

Simp. No indeed, mafter.

Glo. What's thine own name ?

Simp. Saunder Simpcox^ an if it pleafe you, mafter.

Glo. SaunderJ
fit there, the lyingft knave in chriftendom.

If thou hadft been born blind.

Thou might'ft as well know all our names, as thus

To know the feveral colours we do wear.

Sight may diftinguifli colours

:

But (uddenly to nominatse them all,

It is impolfible.

My
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My lords, faint Alban 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!

Glo. My mafters of faint Albans

y

Have you not beadles in your town.

And things call'd whips ?

Ma<yor. Yes my lord, if it pleafe your grace.

Glo. Then fend for one prefently.

Ma<yor. Sirrah, go fetch the beadle hither ftraight. \_Extt.

Glo. Now fetch me a ftool hither. Now Sirrah, if you mean

to fave your felf from whipping, leap me over this ftool, and

run away,

Simp. Alas mafter, I am not able to ftaad alone: you go

about to torture me in vain.

Enter a Beadle with whips,

Glo. Well Sir, we muft have you find your legs. Sirrah beadle,

whip him 'till he leap over that fame ftool.

Bead. I will, my lord. Come on Sirrah, off with your

doublet quickly.

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

\After the beadle hath hit him once, he leaps over the fiool and

runs away ^ and they follow, and cry, A miracle.

K. Henry. O God, feeft thou this, and bear'ft fo long!

^4een. It made me laugh to lee the villain run.

Glo. Follow the knave, and take this drab aw ay.

l^^fe. Alas, Sir, we did it for pure need.

Glo. Let him be whipt through every market town, 'till they

come to Berwick, from whence they came. [Exit Beadle.

Car. Duke Humphry has done a miracle to day.

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

Vol. IV. R Glo,
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Glo. But you have done more miracles than I ;

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

»

SCENE in.

Enter Buckingham.

K. Henry, What tidings with our coufin Buckingham^

Buck, Such as my heart doth tremble to unfold

:

A fort of naughty perfons, lewdly bent.

Under the countenance and confederacy

Of lady Eleanor^ the Protedor's wife,

(The ring-leader and head of all this rout)

Have pradis'd dangeroufly againft your ftate.

Dealing with witches and with conjurers.

Whom we have apprehended in the fa<Sk,

Raifmg up wicked fpirits from under ground^

Demanding of King Henry's life and death,

And other of your highnefs' privy-council.

As more at large your grace fhall underftand.

Car, And ifb, my lord Protestor, by this 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.

Glo. Ambitious church-man, leave t' afflid my heart

:

Sorrow and grief have vanquifh'd all my powers ,•

And vanquifli'd as I am, I yield to thee,

Or to the meaneft groom.

Yi. Henry. O God, what mifchiefs work the wicked ones,

Heaping confufion on their own heads?

^leen. Glo'fter^ fee here the tainture of thy neft.

And look thy felf be faultlels, thou wert beft.

Glo. Madam, for me, to heav'n I do appeal.

How I have lov'd my King and common-weal

:

Ana
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And for my wife, I know not how it (lands.

Sorry am I to hear what I have heard
^

Noble fhe is but if fhe have forgot

Honour and virtue, and convers'd with fuch

As hke to pitch defile nobiHty

I banilh her my bed and company,

And give her as a prey to law and (hame,

That hath difhonour'd Glo'fier's honeft name.

K. Henry, Well, for this night we will rej)ofe us here;

To-morrow toward London back again.

To look into this bufinefs thoroughly,

And call thefe foul offenders to their anfwers ;

And poife the caufe in Juftice' equal fcales,

Whofe beam ftands fiire, whofe rightful caufe prevails. [Exemt,

S C E N E IV.

The Duke of YorkV Palace,

Enter York, Salisbury, and Warwick.

O W, my good lords of SaUsbury and Warwick^

-L^ Our fimple fupper ended, give me leave.

In this clofe walk to fatisfy my felf.

In craving your opinion of my title.

Which is infallible to England's, crown.

Salts, My lord, I long to hear it thus at full.

War. Sweet Tork begin ^ and if thy claim be good.

The Nev'ds are thy fubjeds to command.

TorL Then thus:

Edward the Third, my lords, had feven fbns

:

The firft, Edward the black Prince, Prince of fVales

;

The fecond, Wtlliam of Hatfield j and the third,

R 2 Lionel
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Lionel Duke of Clarence \ next to whom
Was 'Jolm of Gaunt ^ the Duke of Lancafier ,•

The fifth, was Edward Langley^ Duke of Tork

;

The fixthj was Thomas IVoodfiock, Duke of Glo'Jler

William Q){ Windfor was the feventh and laft.

Edward the black Prince dy'd before his father,

And left behind him Richard, his only fbn,

Who, after Edward the Third's death, reign'd King,

'Till Henry Bolmgbrokej Duke of Lancafter,

The eldeft fon and heir of John of Gaunt,

Crown'd by the name of Henry the Fourth,

Seiz'd on the realm, depos'd the rightful King,

Sent his poor Queen to France from whence flie came.

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

Harmlefs King Richard trait'roufly was murther'd.

War. Father, the Duke hath told the truth j

Thus got the houfe of Lancafier the crown.

TorL Which now they hold by force, and not by right

:

For Richard the firft fon's heir being dead,

The iffue of the next Ibn fhould have reign'd.

Sal. But William of Hatfield dy'd without an heir.

Tork. The third Ton, Duke of Clarence, from whofe Une

I claim the crown, had iffue Philip, a daughter.

Who married Edmond Mortimer, Earl of March,

Edmond had iffue, Roger Earl of March

:

Roger had iffue, Edmund, Anne, and Eleanor,

Sal. This Edmond, in the reign of Bolmghroke,

As I have read, laid claim unto the crown

And, but for Owen Glendour, had been King

Who kept him in captivity, 'till he dy'd.

But to the refl.

Tork. His eldeil fifter, Anne,

My mother, being heir unto the crown^

Married
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Married Richard Earl of Cambridge,

Who was Ton to Edmond Langley^

Edward the Third's fifth fon's fon ,•

By her I claim the kingdom.

She then was heir to Roger Earl of March,

Who was the fbn of Edmond Mortimer

,

Who married Ph'tltp, fole daughter

Unto Lionel Duke of Clarence.

So, if the iffue of the elder fon

Succeed before the younger, I am King.

War, What plain proceeding is more plain than this ?

Henry doth claim the crown from John of Gaunt,

The fourth fbn Tork here claims it from the third.

'Till Lionel's iffue fail, his (hould not reign
5

It fails not yet, but flourilheth in thee

And in thy fons, fair (lips of fiich a ftock.

Then father Salisbury kneel we together,

And in this private plot be we the firft,

That lhall falute our rightful Soveraign

With honour of his birth-right to the crown.

Both. Long live our Sov'raign Richard, pMgland's Kin

Tork. We thank you, lords : but I am not your King

'Till I be crown'd 5 and that my fword be ftain'd

With heart-blood of the houfe of Lancafier :

And that's not fuddenly to be performed.

But with advice and filent fecrecy.

Do you, as I do, in thefe dang'rous days.

Wink at the Duke of Suffolk's infolence.

At Beauford's pride, at Somerfefs ambition.

At Buckingham, and ail the crew of them,

'Till they have fnar'd the fhepherd of the flock,
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That virtuous Prince, the good Duke Humphry

:

'Tis that they feek ; and they in (eeking that

Shall find their deaths, if Tork can prophefie.

SaL My lord, here break we offj we know your mind.

War. My heart afTures me, that the Earl of Warwick

Shall one day make the Duke of Tork a King.

TorL And Nev'dy this I do alTure my felf

:

Rkbard (haW live to make the Earl of Warwick

Th« greatell man in England but the King. \Exeunt,

s c E N E V.

Sound trumpets. Enter King Henry and flate, with guards

to han'ijh the Dutchefs,

K. Henry.Q T AN D forth, dame Eleanor Cohham, Gb'Jler's

wife,

In fight of God and us your guilt is great,

Receive the fentence of the law for fin.

Such as by God's book are adjudg'd to death.

You four from hence to prifbn, back again ;

From thence unto the place of execution

The witch in Sm'tthfield fhall be burn'd to afhes.

And you three fliall be ftrangled on the gallows.

You madam, for you are more nobly born,

Delpoiled of your honour in your life,

Shall after three days open penance done.

Live in your country here in banifhment.

With Sir Joh'ti Stanley i n the Jfle of Man,

Elean. Welcome is exile, welcome were my death.

Glo. The law thou feeft hath judg'd thee, Eleanor^

I
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I cannot juftifie, whom law condemns.

Mine eyes are full of tears, my heart of grief.

Ah Humphry^ this difhonour in thine age,

Will bring thy head with forrow to the ground.

I befeech your Majefty give me leave to go
j

Sorrow would folace, and my age would eafe.

K. Henry. Stay Humphry, Duke of Glo'fier ; ere thou go

Give up thy ftaff, Henry will to himfelf

Protedor be, and God (hall be my hope,

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

And go in peace, Humphry , no lels belov'd.

Than when thou wert Protestor to thy King.

Q: Mar, I fee no reafon, why a King of years

Should be to be protected like a child

:

God and King Henry govern England's realm :

Give up your ftaff, Sir, and the King his realm.

Glo. My ftaff ? here, nohXt Henry, is my ftafF:

As willingly do I the fame refign,

As e'er thy father Henry made it mine
;

Aad 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. \_Ex'it Glo'fter.

Q. Mar. Why now is Henry King, and Mar^ret Queen.

And Humphry, Duke of Glo'fier, fcarce himfelf.

That bears fo {hrewd a maim ; two pulls at once
j

His lady banifh'd, and a Hmb lopt off

:

This ftaff of honour raught, there let it ftand.

Where beft it fits to be, in Henry's hand.

Suf, Thus droops this lofty pine, and hangs his fprayes,

Thus Eleanor's pride dies in her younger days.

TorL Lords, let him go. Pleafe it. your Majefty,

This is the day appointed for the combat,
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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 purpofely therefore

Left I the court, to fee this quarrel try'd.

K. Henry. A God's name fee the lifts and all things fit,

Here let them end it, and God guard the right.

TorL I never faw a fellow worle beftead.

Or more afraid to fight, than is th' appellant.

The fervant of the armourer, my lords.

SCENE vi.

Enter at one door the armourer and his neighbours, drhik'mg to him

fo much, that he is drunk ; and he enters with a drum before

him, and his flaff with a fand-bagfaflned to it and at the other

door his man, with a drum and a fand-bag, and prentices

drinkmg to him.

1 Neigh, Here, neighbour Horner, I drink to you in a cup

of fack j and fear not, neighbour, you ftiall do well enough.

2 Neigh. And here, neighbour, here's a cup of charneco.

3 Neigh, And here's a pot of good double beer, neighbour
;

drink, and fear not your man.

Arm, Let it come i'faith, and I'll pledge you all, and a fig

for Peter.

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

2 Pren. Be merry, Peter, and fear not thy mafter 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 apron j and IVdl^ thou (halt have

my hammer and here, Tom, take all the mony that I have.

O
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O lord blefs me I pray God, for I am never able to deal with

my mafter, he hath learn'd fb much to 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,

Sal. Thump 7 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 my felf an honeft man

:

and touching the Duke of Torky I 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.

Tork. Dilpatch : this knave's tongue begins to double. Sound

trumpets. Alarum to the combatants.

\The'y fight, and Vct^x fir'tkes him down.

Arm. Hold Peter
,
holdj I confefs, I confefs treafbn.

York, Take away his weapon: fellow thank God, and the

good wine in thy matter's way.

Peter, O God, have I overcome mine enemy in this preience ?

O Petery thcMi haft prevail'd in right.

K. Henr'y. 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^

SCENE VIL

Enter Duke Humphry and his Men, in Mourning Cloaks,

Glo. 'Tp HU S fometimes hath the brighteft day a cloud

;

A And after ftimmer, evermore focceeds

Vol. IV. S * Th(
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The barren winter with his nipping cold

;

So cares and joys abound, as feafons fleet.

Sirs, what's a clock ?

Serv. Ten, my lord.

GIq. Ten is the hour that was appointed me,

To watch the coming of my punifli'd Dutchels

:

t Unneath may fhe endure the flinty fl:reets.

To tread them with her tender-feeUng feet.

Sweet Nelly ill can thy noble mind a-brook

The abje£t people gazing on thy face,

With envious looks ftill laughing at thy fliame.

That erfl: did follow thy proud chariot wheels.

When thou didfl: ride in triumph thro' the ftreets.

But foft, I think fhe comes, and I'll prepare

My tear-ftain'd eyes to fee her miferies.

Enter the Dutchefs in a white Sheet^ and a Taper burning in her

handy with a Sheriff and Ojfficers.

Serv. So pleafe your grace, we'll take her from the Sheriff.

Glo. No, fl:ir not for your lives, let her pafs by.

Elean. Come you, my lord, to fee my open fhame?

Now thou doft penance too. Look how they gaze.

See how the giddy multitude do point,

And nod their heads, and throw their eyes on thee^

Ah Gh'fiery hide thee from their hateful looks.

And in thy clofet pent up, rue my fliame.

And ban our enemies, both mine and thine.

Glo. Be patient, gentle Nell, forget this grief.

Elean, Ah Glo'ftery teach me to forget my felf

:

For whilft I think I am thy marry'd wife.

And thou a Prince, Protestor of this land
,

Methinks I fliould not thus be led along,

Mail'd up in fhame, with papers on my back.

And
"t i. e,- fcarcely. 4
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And followM 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 ftart the ^ cruel people laugh.

And bid me be advifed how I tread.

Ah Humphryy can I bear this fliameful yoak ?

Trow'ft thou that e'er I'll look upon the world.

Or count them happy that enjoy the lun ?

No : dark fhall be my light, and night my day.

To think upon my pomp, fhall be my hell.

Sometime I'll fay, I am Duke Humphry's wife,

And he a Prince and ruler of the land :

Yet fo he rul'd, and fiich a Prince he was.

That he ftood 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 fliame.

Nor ftir at nothing, 'till the ax of death

Hang over thee, as fiire it fhortly will.

For Suffolk, (he that can do all in all

With her that hateth thee and hates us all)

And Tork, and impious Beauford that falfe pried.

Have all lim'd buflies to betray thy wings

;

And fly thou how thou can'ft they'll tangle thee

:

But fear thou not until thy foot be fnar'd.

Nor ever feek prevention of thy foes.

Glfl. Ah, Nelly forbear j thou aimefl: all awry.

I muft offend, before I be attainted :

And had I twenty times fo many foes.

And each of them had twenty times their power.

All thefe could not procure me any f fcathe.

So long as I am loyal, true, and crimelefs.

Wouldft have me refcue thee from this reproach ?

S z
* en'vious. -f harm.
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Why yet thy fcandal were not wip*d away,

But I in danger for the breach of law.

Thy greateft help is quiet, gentle Nell:

I pray thee fort thy heart to patience,

Thefe few days wonder will be quickly worn.

Enter a Herald*

Her. I fiimmon your grace to his Majefty's parliament holden

at Bur^^ 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 ,•

My Nell^ I take my leave : and mafter Sheriff,

Let not her penance exceed the King's commiflion.

Sher. And't pleafe your grace, here my commiffion ftays

:

And Sir 'John Stanley is appointed now,

To take her with him to the IJle of Man.

Glo. Muft you. Sir John, prote(5t my lady here ?

Stan. So am I giv'n in charge, may't pleafe your grace,

Glo. Entreat her not the worfe, in that I pray

You ufe her well 5 the world may laugh again.

And I may live to do you kindnefs, if

You do it her : and fo, Sir John, farewel

:

Elean. What gone, my lord, and bid me not farewel ?

Glo. Witnefs my tears, I cannot ftay to fpeak.

[ExH Gloucefter,

Elean. Art thou gone too ? all comfort go with thee.

For none abides with me
5
my joy is death ,•

Death, at whofe name I oft have been afraid,

Becaufe I wifh'd this world's eternity.

Stanley, I pr'ythee go and take me hence,

1 care not whither, for I beg no favour

;

Only convey me where thou art commanded.

Stan. Why madam, that is to the IJIe of Many
There



King Henry VL 141

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. No like a Dutchcfs, and Duke Humphry's lady,

According to that ftate you fhall be us'd.

Elean, Sheriff fare well, and better than I fare.

Although thou haft been conduit of my ftiame.

Sher, It is my office, madam, pardon me.

Elean. Ay, ay, farewel, thy office is difcharg'd.

Come Stanley
J

fhall we go .>

Stan, Madam, your penance done, throw off this ftieet,

And go we to attire you for our journey.

Elean. My ftiame will not be ftiifted with my ftieet

:

No, it will hang upon my richeft robes.

And ftiew itfdf, attire me how I can.

Go, lead the way, I long to fee my prifbn. [Exeunt,.

ACT III. SCENE 1.

Enter King Henry, ^een, Cardinal^ Suffolk, York, Buck-
ingham, Salisbury and Warwick, to the Parliament.

K, Henry.

Mufe my lord of Glo'fier is not come T

'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 ye not

obferve

The ftrangenefs of his alter'd countenance ?

With what a majefty he bears himfelf.

How
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How infolent of late he is become,

How peremptory and unlike himfelf

!

We know the time fmce he was mild and affable,

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.

And paffeth by with fliff unbowed knee,

Difdaining duty that to us belongs.

Small curs are not regarded when they grin.

But great men trem.ble when the Lion roars.

And Humphry is no little man in England.

Firfl note, that he is near you in defcent.

And fhould you fall, he is the next will mouttt.

Me feemeth then, it is no policy,

(Refpe<^ing what a ranc'rous mind he bears.

And his advantage following your deceafe)

That he fhould come about your royal perfon,

Or be admitted to your highnefs' council.

By flatt'ry hath he won the commons hearts

:

And when he'll pleafe to make commotion,

'Tis to be fear'd they all will follow him.

Now 'lis 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 colled thefe dangers in the Duke.

If it be fond, call it a woman's fear :

'

Which fear, if better reafons can fupplant,

I will fubfcribe, and fay I wrong'd the Duke.

My lords of Suffolk^ Buclimgham, and Tork^

Reprove
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Reprove my allegation if you can,

Or el/e conclude my words cfFedtual.

Suf, Well hath your highnefs feen into this Duke.

And had I firft been put to fpeak my mind,

I think I fliould have told your grace's tale.

The Dutchefs, by his fubornation,

Upon my life, began her devilifh practices

:

Or if he were not privy to thofe faults,

Yet by repeating of his high defcent

As next the King he was fucceffive heir.

And fuch high vaunts of his nobility.

Did inftigate the bedlam brain-fick Dutchefs,

By wicked means to frame our Sov'raign's fall.

Smooth runs the water where the brook is deep.

And in his fimple {hew he harbours treafbn.

The Fox barks not when he would fteal the Lamb*

No, no, my Soveraign, Glo'fter is a man
Unfounded yet, and full of deep deceit.

Car, Did he not, contrary to form of law,

Devife ftrange deaths for fmall offences done ?

7Wk, And did he not, in his Protedorflii'p,

Levy great fums of mony through the realm

For fbldiers pay in France, and never fent it?

By means whereof the towns each day revolted.

Buck. Tut, thefe are petty faults, to faults unknown

Which time will bring to light in fmooth Duke Humphry,

K. Henry. My lords at once ; the care you have of us

To mow down thorns that would annoy our foot.

Is worthy praife ; but fhall I fpeak my confcience ?

Our kinfman Glo'jler is as innocent

From meaning treafon to our royal perfon,

As is the fucking Lamb or harmlefs Dove

:

The Duke is virtuous, mild, and too well given
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To dream on evil, or to work my downfal.

Q. Mar, Ah ! what's 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 lhape, that means deceit ?

Take heed, my lord, the welfare of us all

Hangs on the cutting fliort that fraudfiil man.

Enter Somerfet.

Som. All health unto my gracious Sovereign.

K. Henry. Welcome, lord Somerfet-^ what news bom France 7

Som. That all our int'reft in thofe territories

Is utterly bereft you ; all is loft.

K. Henry. Cold news, lord Somerfet j but God's will be done.

York. Cold news for me : for I had hope of Francty

As firmly as I hope for fertile England.

Thus are my blolToms 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. [Aftde.

SCENE 11.

Enter Gloucefter.

Glo. All happinefs unto my lord the King

:

Pardon, my Liege, that I have ftaid fb long.

Suf. Nay, Gld'Jlerj know that thou art come too fbon,

Unlefs thou wert more loyal than thou art ,-

I do arreft thee of high treafbn here.

Glo. Well Suffolk^ yet thou lhalt not fee me blufli

Nor change my countenance for this arreft

:

A
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A heart unfpotted is not eafily daunted.

The pureft Spring is not fo free from mud.

As I am clear from treafbn to my Soveraign.

Who can accufe me ? wherein am I guilty ?

TorL 'Tis thought, my lord, that you took bribes of FrancCy

And being Protedor, ftaid the fbldiers pay,

By means whereof his Highnels hath loft France,

Glo, Is it but thought fb ? what are they that think it ?

I never robb'd the fbldiers 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,

Or any groat I hoarded to my ufe.

Be brought againft me at my tryal day.

No
J
many a pound of my own proper ftore,

Becaufe I would not tax the needy commons.

Have I disburfed to the garrifbns.

And never ask'd for reftitution.

Car. It ferves you well, my lord, to fay fo much.

Glo. I fay no more than truth, fo help me God.

York. In your Prote^torftiip you did devife

Strange tortures for offenders, never heard of^

That England was defam'd tyranny.

Glo. Why 'tis well known, that whiles I was Protedor

Pity was all the fault that was in me

:

For I fhould melt at an offender's tears.

And lowly words were ranfbm for their fault

:

Unlefs it were a bloody murtherer.

Or foul felonious thief that fleec'd poor paffengers,

I never gave them condign punifhment.

Murther indeed, that bloody fin, I tortur'd

Above the felon, or what trefpafs elfe.

Vol. IV. T Stif,
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Suf, My lord, thefe faults are eafie, quickly anfwer'd

:

But mightier crimes are laid unto your charge,

Wtiereof you cannot eafily purge your felf.

I do arreft you in his Highnefs' name,

And here commit you to my lord Cardinal

To keep, until your further time of tryal.

K. Henv'j, My lord of Gldfler^ 'tis my fpecial hope

That you will clear your felf from all fufpicion
j

My confcience tells me you are innocent.

Glo, Ah gracious lord, thefe days are dangerous r

Virtue is choak'd with foul ambition.

And charity chac'd hence by rancor's hand

;

Foul fiibornation is predominant.

And equity exil'd your Highnefs' land.

I know, their complot is to have my life

:

And if my death might make this ifland happy.

And prove the period of their tyranny,

I would expend it with all willingnefs.

But mine is made the prologue to their play :

For thoufands more, that yet fiifpedt no peril,

Will not conclude their plotted tragedy,

Beauforch red fparkling eyes blab his heart's malice.

And Suffolk's, cloudy brow his ftormy hate;

Sharp Btickmgham unburthens with his tongue

The envious load that lyes upon his heart :

And dogged Tork, 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:,

Caufelefs have laid difgraces on my head.

And with your beft: endeavours have ft:irr'd up

My liefeft liege to be mine enemy

:

Ay, all of you have laid your heads together,

(My
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(My felf had notice of your conventicles)

And all to make away my guiltlefs life.

I fhall not want falfe witnels to condemn mCj

Nor ftore of treafbns to augment my guilt

:

The ancient proverb will be well effected,

A jiajf h quickly found to beat a dog.

Car, My Liege, his railing is intoUerable.

If thofe that care to keep your royal perfon

From treafbn's fecret knife and traitor's rage.

Be thus upbraided, chid and rated at,

And the offender granted fcope of fpeech,

'Twill make them cool in zeal unto your grace.

Suf, Hath he not twit our Sovereign lady here

With ignominious words, though darkly coucht ?

As if flie had fuborned fbme 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 loie indeed,

Befhrew the winners, for they play'd me falfe ,•

And well fiich lofers may have leave to fpeak.

Buck. He'll wrefl the fenfe, and hold us here all day.

Lord Cardinal, he is your prifbner.

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

Glo. ' Ah, thus King Henry throws away his crutch

Before his legs be firm to bear his body ,•

Thus is the fliepherd beaten from thy fide.

And wolves are gnarling who fhall gnaw thee firfl.

Ah that my fear were falfe, ah that it were

:

For, good King Henry^ thy decay I fear. [Exit,

SCENE III.

K. Henry. My lords, what to your wifdom feemeth beft,

T X Do



148 T^he Second Part of

Do or undo, as if our felf were here.

Q. Mar, What, will your Highnefs leave th^ parliament ?

K. Henr^y. Ay Margaret
j
my heart is drown'd with grief,

Whofe flood begins to flow within my eyes
;

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, good Humphry^ is the hour to come,

That e'er I prov'd thee falfe, or fear'd thy faith

;

(What low'ring ftar now envies thy eftate r)

That thefe great lords, and Margaret our Queen,

Do feek fiibverfion 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 flrays,

Bearing it to the bloody flaughter-houfe

:

Even fo remorflefs have they born 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's lofs :

Even fo my felf bewail good Glo'fter'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's a traitor ? GUfler he is none. \Rxtt.

Q. Mar. Free lords, cold fnow melts with the fun's hot beams.

Henry my lord is cold in great affairs.

Too full of foolifli pity : GUfler'^ fliew

Beguiles him, as the mournful crocodile

AVlth forrow fnares relenting pafTengers

:

Or as the fnake roU'd in a flowry bank.
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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 Glo'fier fliould be quickly rid the world.

To rid us from the fear we have of him.

Car. That he (hould die, is worthy policy.

But yet we want a colour for his death

:

'Tis meet he be condemn'd by courle of law.

Stif. But in my mind, that were no policy :

The King will labour (till to fave his life.

The commons hapl'^ rife to fave his life
j

And yet we have but trivial argument,

More than miflrufl, tba. ihews him worthy death.

Tork. So that by this, you would not have him die.

Suf. Ah Tork, no man alive fo fain as I.

Tork. 'Tis Tork that hath more reafon for his death.

But my lord Cardinal, and you my lord of Suffolk,

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

Were't not all one, an empty eagle were fct

To guard the chicken from a hungry kite,

As place Duke Humphry for the King's Protestor ?

Q. Mar. So the poor chicken fliould be fure of death.

Suf. Madam, 'tis true and wer't not 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.

Noj let him die, in that he is a fox.

By nature proved an enemy to the flock, ., ;

Before his chaps be flain'd with crimfbn blood.

As Humphry prov'd by reafons to my liege
^

And do not ftand on quillets how to flay him

:
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Be it by ginns, by fnarcs, 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 refolute, except fo mnch 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 foveraign from his foe.

Say but the word, and I will be his prieft.

Car, But I would have him dead, my lord of Suffolk^

^re 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 I.
'

Tork. And I5 and now we three have fpoke it.

It skills not greatly who impugns our doom.

SCENE IV.

Enter a Pojl,

Pofi. Great lords, from Ireland am I come amain,

To fignifie that rebels there are up.

And put the Engltjhmen 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.

Car. A breach that craves a quick expedient ftop

!

What counfel give you in this weighty caufe ?

TorL That Somerfet be fent a Regent thither

:
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'Tis meet that lucky ruler be employed

:

Witne(s the fortune he hath had in France,

Som, If Torky with all his far-fetch'd policy,

Had been the Regent there inftead of me.

He never would have ftaid in France fo long.

TorL No^ not to lofe it all, as thou haft done :

I rather would have loft my life betimes.

Than bring a burthen of diftionour home.

By ftaying there fo long, 'till all were loft.

Shew me one fear charad:er'd on thy skin :

Mens flefh preferv'd fb whole, do feldom win.

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

If wind and fuel be brought to feed it with :

No more, good Tork ,• fweet Somerfet be ftill.

Thy fortune, Tork^ hadft thou been Regent there.

Might haply have proved far worfe than his.

Tork, What, worfe than nought ? nay, then a ftiame take all.

Som. And in the number, thee that wiftieft ftiame.

Car. My lord of Tork, try what your fortune is
y

Th' uncivil kerns of Ireland 2is:z in arms,

And temper clay with blood of EngUJhmen,

To Ireland will you lead a band of men.

Collected choicely, from each county fome.

And try your hap againft the Irtfhmen?

TorL I will, my lord, pleafe his Majefty.

Suf, Why, our authority is his confent.

And what we do eftablifli he confirms

Then, noble Torky take thou this task in hand.

Tork, I am content : provide me fbldiers, lords,

Whilft I take order for mine own affairs.

Suf. A charge, lord Tork, that I will fee perform'd.

But now return we to the falfe Duke Humphry.

Car, No more of him 3 for I will deal with him.

That



y^2 7he Second Part of

That henceforth he fliall trouble us no more

:

And fo break off: the day is almoft fpent

:

Lord Suffolk^ you and I muft talk of that event.

Tork. My lord Suffolk, within fourteen days

At Brijlol I exped: my foldiers,

For there Til fhip them all for Ireland,

Suf. I'll fee it truly done, my lord of Tork, \Exemt,

^ S C E N E V.

Manet York.

Tork. Now Tork, or never, fteel thy fearful thoughts.

And change mifdoubt to refolution

:

Be that thou hop'fl: to be, or what thou art

Refign to death, it is not worth th' enjoying

:

Let pale-fac'd fear keep with the mean-born man.

And find no harbour in a royal heart.

Fafter than fpring-time fhow'rs, comes thought on thought.

And not a thought but thinks on dignity.

My brain, more bufie than the lab'ring fpider.

Weaves tedious fnares to trap mine enemies.

Well nobles, well ; 'tis politickly done.

To fend me packing with an hoft of men

:

I fear me you but warm the ftarved Snake,

Who cheriih'd in your breafts, will (ling your hearts.

'Twas men I lack'd, and you will give them me j

I take it kindly : yet be well alTur'd,

You put fharp weapons in a mad-man's hands.

Whilft I in Ireland nouiifh a mighty band,

I will ftir up in England fome black florm.

Shall blow ten thoufand fouls to heav'n or hell.

And this fell tempeft fliall not ceafe to rage,

Until the golden circuit on my head,

(Like
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(Like to the glorious fun's tranfparent btams,)

Do calm the fiiry of this mad-brain'd flaw.

And for a minifter of my intent,

I have feduc'd a headftrong Kenttjh man,

John Cade of AJhfordy

To make commotion, as full well he can,

Under the title of John Morttmer.

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 Iharp-quill'd porcupine

:

And in the end being refcu'd, I have (een

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 converftd with the enemy,

And undijfcover'd come to me again.

And giv'n me notice of their villanies.

This devil here (hall be my fubftitute ^

For that John Mortimer which is now dead.

In face, in gate, in fpeech he doth refemble.

By this I fhall perceive the Commons mind, -

How they affed; the houfe and claim of Torii,

Say he be taken, rack'd and tortured

I know no pain they can infli(5t 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,

And reap the harveft which that rafcal fow'd

:

For Humphry being dead, as he fhall be.

And Henry put a-part, the next for me. [Ex'tt.

Vol. IV U SCENE
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SCENE VI.

Enter two or three running over the fiagey from the murther of

Duke Humphry.

I .T3 U N to my lord of Suffolk ^ let him know
JLV We have dilpatch'd the Duke, as he commanded.

2 . Oh that it were to do I what have- we done ?

Didft ever hear a man fp penitent ?

Enter Suffolk.

I. Here comes my lord.

Suf. Now, Sirs, have you difpatch'd this thing?

I . Ay, my good lord, he's dead.

Suf, Why, that's well faid. Go get you to my houfe,

I will reward you for this vent'rous deed

:

The King and all the Peers are here at hand.

Have you laid fair the bed ? are all things well,

According as I gave dire<^ions?

I. Yes^ my good lord.

Suf. Away, be gone. \Exeunt.

Enter Kmg Henry, the ^leen, Cardinal, Suffolk, Somerfet,

with attendants.
m

K. Henry. Go call our uncle to our prefence ftrait

:

Say we intend to try his grace to-day.

If he be guilty, as 'tis publiftied.

Suf I'll call him prefently, my noble lord. [Exit,

K. Henry, Lords take your places j and I pray you all

Proceed no ftraiter 'gainjfl: our uncle Glo'ftery

Than from true evidence of good efteem

He be approv'd in practice culpable.

Q; Mar.
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Q. Mar. God forbid any malice fhould prevail,

That fauldefs may condemn a nobleman :

Pray God he may acquit him of fufpicion.

K. Henry, I thank thee Nell, thefe words content me much.

Enter Suffolk.

How now ? why look'ft thou pale } why tremblell: thou >

Where is our uncle ^ what's the matter, Suffolk 7

Suf. Dead in his bed, my lord, Glo'fier is dead.

Q. Mar. Marry God forfend

!

Car. God's fecret judgment : I did dream to-night.

The Duke was dumb, and could not fpeak a word. \K. 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 Soveraign, gracious Henry comfort.

K. Henry. What, doth my lord of Suffolk 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 bread.

Can chafe away the firft-conceived found ?

Hide not thy poifon with luch fugar'd words.

Lay not thy hands on me
j

forbear, I fay.

Their touch affrights me as a ferpent's fling.

Thou baleful melTenger, out of my fight

:

Upon thy eye-balls murd'rous tyranny

Sits in grim majefly to fright the world.

Look not upon me, for thine eyes are wounding

Yet do not go awayj come, bafilisk,

U 2 And
\ 'this line is not in the old edition.
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And kill the innocent gazer with thy fight

:

For in the (hade of death I (hall find joy
;

In Hfe, but double death, now Gyjiefs 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.

As for my felf, foe as he was to me,

Might liquid tears, or heart-offending groans,

Or blood-confiiming fighs recal his life

;

I would be blind with weeping, fick with groans.

Look pale as primrofe with blood-drinking fighs,

And all to have the noble Duke alive.

What know I how the world may deem of me ?

For it is known we were but hollow friends

:

It may be jndg'd I made the Duke away,

So fhall my name with flander's tongue be wounded.

And Princes courts be filled with reproach

:

This get I by his death : ah me unhappy

!

To be a Queen, and crown'd with infamy.

K. Henry. Ah woe is me for Glo'fier, wretched man
Aiar. 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 poys'nous too, and kill thy forlorn Queen.

Is all thy comfort fhut in Gyfler\ tomb ?

Why then dame Margaret was ne'er thy joy.

Ered: 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
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Did leem to fay, feek not a fcorpion's neft,

Nor fet thy footing on this unkind flioar.

What did I then ? but curft the gentle gufts.

And he that loos'd them from their brazen caves

;

And bid them blow towards England's bleffed fhoar.

Or turn our ftern upon a dreadful rock

:

Yet ^olus would not be a murtherer.

He left that hateful office unto thee. *

The fplitting rocks cow'r'd in the finking (ands.

And would not dafh me with their ragged fides

;

Becaufe thy flinty heart, more hard than they.

Might in thy palace perifh Margaret,

As far as I could ken the chalky cliffs,

When from thy fhoar the tempeft beat us back,

I flood upon the hatches in the florm
^

And when the dusky sky began to rob

My earnefl-gaping fight of the land's view,

I took a coflly jewel from my neck,

(A heart it was, bound in with diamonds,)

And threw it tow'rds thy land; the fea receiv'd it^
,

And fb I wifh'd thy body might my heart.

And ev'n with this I lofl fair England's view,

And bid mine eyes be packing with my heart,

.

And call'd them blind and dusky fpedacles.

For lofing ken of Albion's wilhed coafl.

How often have I ternpted Suffolk's tongue

(The agent of thy foul inconftancy)

To fit and watch me, as Afcamus did.

When he to madding Dtdo would unfold,

* office unto thee.

The pretty vaulting fea refus'd to drown me,
Knowing that thou wouldft have me drown'd on fhoai"

With tears as fait as fea, through thy unkindncfs.

The fplitting rocks
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His father's ads, commenced in burning Troy7

Am I not witcht like her ? or thou not falfe Uke him >

Ah me, I can no more : dye Margaret^

For Henry weeps that thou didft live fo long.

Noife zv'ith'in. Enter Warwick, and many Commom.
•

PVar. It is reported, mighty foveraign.

That good Duke Humphry traiterouily is murther'd

By Suffolk, and the Cardinal Beauforch means

:

The Commons, like an angry hive of bees

That want their leader, fcatter up and down.

And care not who they fting in their revenge.

My felf have calm'd their fpleenful mutiny,

Until they hear the order of his death.

K. Henry. That he is dead, good Warwick, 't\% too true;

But how he died, God knows, not Henry:

Enter his chamber, view his breathlefs corps.

And comment then upon his fudden death.

War. That I lhall do, my liege : ftay, Salisbury

^

With the rude multitude, 'till I return.

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

My thoughts, that labour to perfuade my Ibul

Some violent hands were laid on Humphry's life

:

If my fufped be falfe, forgive me God,

For judgment only doth belong to thee.

Fain would I go to chafe his paly lips

With twenty thoufand kilTes, and to drain

Upon his face an ocean of fait 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 with Glo'fter'5 body put forth.

And to liirvey his dead and earthly image.

What
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What were it but to make my forrow greater ?

^ar. Come hither, gracious foveraign, view this bod

K. Henry. That is to lee how deep my grave is made

:

For with his foul fled all my worldly (blace

For feeing him, I fee my life is death.

War. As fiirely 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 Iblemn tongue!

What inftance gives lord Warwkk for his vow?

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

Oft have I feen a timely parted ghoft

Of afhy femblance, meager, pale, and bloodlefs.

Being all defcended to the lab'ring heart,

Who in the confiid that it holds with death,

Attrads the fame for aidance 'gainft the enemy.

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 further out than when he liv'd,

Staring full gaftly, like a ftrangled man
j

His hair up-rear'd, his noftrils ftretch'd with ftruggUng,

His hands abroad difplay'd, as one that grafpt

And tugg'd for life, and was by ftrength fubdu'd.

Look on the ilieets ; his hair, you fee, is flicking

His well-proportion'd beard made rough and rugged,

Like to the fummer's corn by tempefl lodg'd

:

It cannot be but he was murther'd here

:

The leafl of all thefe figns were probable.

Suf, Why Warwick^ who fhould do the Duke to death

My felf and Beauford had him in protedion,
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And we, I hope, Sirs, are no murtherers.

//w. But both of you have vow'd Duke Humphry^s death,

And you forfooth had the good Duke to keep

:

'Tis hke you would not feaft him hke a friend.

And 'tis well feen he found an enemy.

Mar. Then you belike iufpeft thefe noblemen.

As guilty of Duke Humphry's timelefs death.

War. Who finds the heifer dead and bleeding frefti.

And fees faft by a butcher with an ax,

But will fufped; '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 Ibar with unbloodied beak ?

^ven fo fufpicious is this tragedy.

Q. Mar. Are you the butcher, Suffolk? where's the knife

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

Suf. I wear no knife to flaughter fleeping men,

But here's a 'vengeful fword, rufted with eafe,

That (hall be fcourcd in his ranc'rous heart,
^

That flanders me with murther's crimfbn badge.

Say if thou dar'fl:, proud lord of fVarwick/hire^

That I am faulty in Duke Humphry's death.

War. What dares not Warwick^ if falfe Suffolk dare him.

Q. Mar. He dare not calm his contumelious fpirit.

Nor ceafe to be an arrogant controller.

Though Suffolk dare him twenty thoufand times.

JVar. Madam be ftill j with rev'rence may 1 fay
5

For ev'ry word you fpeak in his behalf.

Is flandcr to your royal dignity.

Suf. Blunt-wittcd lord, ignoble in demeanour,

If ever lady wrong'd her lord fo much,

Thy mother took into her hlameful bed

Some ftern untutor'd churl ; and noble ftock



King Henry VL i6x

Was graft with crab-tree flip, whofe fruit thou art,

And never of the NevU's noble race.

fVar. But that the guilt of murther bucklers thee,

And I fliould rob the death's-man of his fee,

Quitting thee thereby of ten thoufand fliames.

And that my Soveraign's prefence makes me mild,

I would, falfe murd'rous coward, on thy knee

Make thee beg pardon for thy pafled fpeech.

And fay it was thy mother that thou meant'fl:

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 fhed thy blood.

If from this prefence thou dar'ft go with me.

War, Away ev'n now, or I will drag thee hence

:

Unworthy though thou art, I'll cope with thee.

And do fome fervice to Duke Humphry's ghoft. [Exeunt*

SCENE VII.

K. Henry. What ftronger breaft-plate than a heart untainted ?

Thrice is he arm'd that hath his quarrel juft;

And he but naked (though lock'd up in fteel^

Whofe confcience with injuftice is corrupted. [A noife with'm,

Q. Mar. What noife is this ?

Enter Suffolk and Warwick, whh their weapons drawn.

K. Henry. Why how now, lords? your wrathful weapons

Here in our prefence ! dare you be fo bold ? [drawn

Why, what tumultuous clamour have we here ?

Suf. The trait'rous Warwick with the men of Bury

Set all upon me, mighty Soveraign.

Vol. IV. X Enter
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Enter Salisbury.

SaL Sirs, Hand apart, the King fhall know your mind.

Dread lord, the Commons fend you word by me,

Unlefs lord Suff'olk ftrait be put to death.

Or banifhcd fair England's territories.

They will by violence tear him from your palace.

And torture him with grievous lingring death.

They fay, by him the good Duke Humphry dy'd

;

They fay, in him they fear your Highnefs' death

;

And mere inftindt of love and loyalty,

(Free from a ftubborn oppofite intent.

As being thought to contradict your lfl<ing)

Makes them thus forward in his banifhment.

They fay, in care of your moft royal perfon.

That if your Highnefs Ihould intend to fleep.

And charge that no man fhould difturb your reft.

In pain of your diflike, or pain of death
;

Yet notwithftanding fuch a ftrange edid:,

Were there a ferpent feen with forked tongue

That (lily glided tow'rds your Majefty,
'

It were but neceffary you were wak'd

Left being fuffer'd in that harmlcfs (lumber,

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 Suff'olk is

;

With whofe invenomed and fatal fting

Your loving uncle, twenty times his worth.

They fay, is ftiamefully bereft of life.

^ Commons withm. An anfwer from the King, my lord of Sa-

hshury.

Suf. 'Tis like the Commons, rude unpoHfti'd hinds,

* Could
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Could fend fuch meffage to their Soveraign

:

But you, my lord, were glad to be employed.

To Hiew how queint an orator you are.

But all the honour Saltsbury hath won.

Is, that he was the lord ambaflador

Sent from a Ibrt of tinkers to the King*

Wtthtn. An anfwer 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 fiire my thoughts do hourly prophefie

Mifchance unto my ftate by Suffolk's means.

And therefore by his Majeily I fwear,

Whofe far-unworthy deputy I am.

He fhall not breathe infedion in this air

But three days longer, on the pain of death.

Q. Mar. Oh Henryy let me plead for gentle Suffolk,

K. Henry. Ungentle Queen, to call him gentle SuffolL

No more, I fay : if thou doft plead for him.

Thou wilt but add increafe unto m^y wrath.

Had I but faid, I would have kept my word ,•

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 {hall not be ranfom for thv life.

Come Warwick, come good Warwick, go with me
I have great matters to impart to thee. \Extt.

SCENE VIII.

Q. Mar. Mifchance and fbrrow go along with you.

Heart's difcontent and four affliction,

X 1 fie
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Be play-fellows to keep you company ,•

There's two of you, the devil make a third,

And three-fold vengeance tend upon your fteps.

Suf. Ceafe, gentle Queen, thefe execrations.

And let thy Suffolk take his heavy leave.

Q. Mar, Fie coward woman, and foft-hearted wretch.

Haft thou not fpirit to curfe thine enemy ?

Suf. A plague upon them j wherefore fliould I curfe them

Would curfes kill as doth the mandrake's groan,

I would invent as bitter fearching terms.

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 fliould fparkle like the beaten flint.

Mine hair be fixt an end like one diftradl

:

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 that they tafte.

Their fweeteft fhade a grove of cyprefs trees.

Their chiefeft profped 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 confort full.

All the foul terrors in dark-feated hell

Qj. Mar. Enough, fweet Suffolk^ thou torment'ft thy felf.

And thefe dread curfes like the fun 'gainft glais.

Or like an over-charged gun, recoil.

And turn the force of them upon thy felf.

Suf. You bad me ban, and will you bid me leave ?

Now by the ground that I am banifh'd from.
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Well could I curfe away a winter's night.

Though (landing naked on a mountain top/

Where biting cold would never let grafs grow.

And think it but a minute (pent in fport.

Q. Mar, Oh let me intreat thee ceafe, give me thy hand.

That I may dew it with my mournful tears
;

Nor let the rain of heav'n wet this place.

To wafli 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 breath'd for thee.

So get thee gone that I may know my grief,

'Tis but furmis'd whilft thou art (landing by.

As one that forfeits, thinking on a want

:

I will repeal thee, or be well affur'd

Adventure to be banifhed my felf

:

And banifhed I am, if but from thee.

Go, (peak not to me^^ even now be gone—

—

Oh go not yet Ev'n thus two friends condemn'd

Embrace and kifs, and take ten thoufand leaves,

Loather a hundred times to part than die

:

Yet now farewel, and farewel life with thee.

Suf, Thus is poor Suffolk ten times banifhed.

Once by the King, and three times thrice by thee^

'Tis not the land I care for, wert thou hence
^

A wildernefs is populous enough.

So Suffolk had thy heav'nly company.

For where thou art there is the world it felf.

With ev'ry fev'ral pleaiiire in the world

:

And where thou art not, defolation.

I can no more Live thou to joy thy Hfej

My felf no joy in ought but that thou liv'ft.

SCENE
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S C E N E IX.

Enter Vanx.

Q. Mar. Whither goes Faux fo faft ? what news, I pr'ythee ?

Faux, To fignifle unto his Majefty,

That Cardinal Beauford's at the point of death

:

For (uddenly a grievous ficknefs took him.

That makes him gafp, and ftare, and catch the air,

Blalpheming God, and curfing men on earth.

Sometimes he talks, as if Duke Humphry's ghofl

Were by his fide ,• fbmetimes he calls the King,

And whifpers to his pillow, as to him.

The fecrets of his over-charged foul

:

And I am fent to tell his Majefty,

Then even now he cries aloud for him.

Q: Mar. Go tell this heavy mefTage to the King. \Ex» Vaux.

Ay me ! what is this world ? what news are thefe ?

But wherefore grieve I at an hour's poor lofs.

Omitting Suffolk's exile, my foul's treafure ?

W^hy only, Sujfolk^ mourn I not for thee,

And with the fouthcrn clouds contend in tears ?

Theirs for the earth's increafe ; mine for my fbrrows.

Now get thee hence, the King thou know'ft is coming,

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

Suf, If I depart from thee, I cannot live.

And in thy fight to die, what were it elfe

But hke a pleafant {lumber in thy lap ?

Here could I breathe my Ibul into the air.

As mild and gentle as the cradle-babe

Dying with mother's dug between its lips.

Where from thy fight I ftiould be raging mad.

And cry out for thee to clofe up mine eyes
j

To
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To have thee with thy lips to ftop my mouth

:

So fliouldft thou either turn my flying foul.

Or I fliould breathe it fo into thy body.

And then it Hv'd in fweet Elyfmm.

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 be a fretiful corrofive,

It is apphed to a deathful wound.

To Francey fweet Suffolk ; let me hear from thee :

For wherefbe'er thou art in this world's globe,

ril have an Irh that fhall find thee out.

Suf. I go.

Q. Mar, And take my heart with thee.

Suf, A jewel lock'd into the woful'ft casket

That ever did contain a thing of worth.

Even as a fplitted bark, fo flinder we
j

This way fall I to death.

Q. Mar, This way for me. [Exeunt feverallyl

SCENE X.

Enter King Henry, Salisbury, and Warwick, to the Cardinal

m Bed,

K. Henry, T T OW fares my lord ? fpeak Beauford to thy

X X Soveraign.

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.

Where death's approach is feen fo terrible.'

fV2r, Beaufordy it is thy Soveraign fpeaks to thee.

Car,
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Can 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 (hew me where he is :

111 give a thoufand pound to look upon him ^-

He hath no eyes, the duft hath blinded them

:

Combe down his hair look, look, it Hands upright.

Like lime-twigs fet to catch my winged foul

:

Give me fome drink, and bid th' apothecary

Bring t\\t ftrong poifon that I bought of him.

K. Henry, O thou eternal mover of the heav'ns.

Look with a gentle eye upon this wretch

Oh beat away the bufie medling fiend,

That lays ftrong fiege unto this wretch's foul,

And from his bofom purge this black defpair.

IVcir. See how the pangs of death do make him grin.

Sal. Difturb him not, let him pafs peaceably.

K. Henry. Peace to his foul, if God's good pleafure be.

Lord Cardinal, if thou think'ft on heav'n's blifs,

Hold up thy hand, make fignal of thy hope.

He dies, and makes no fign ! O God forgive 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.

ACT
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A C T IV. S C E N E I.

Tloe Coafi of Kent.

Alarum, Ftght at fea. Ordnance goes off. Enter Captain^

Whitmore, and other Pirates^ with Suffolk and
others Prifoners,

Captain.
H E gaudy, blabbing, and remorfeful day

Is crept into the bolbm of the fea :

And now loud howling wolves aroufe the jades

That drag the tragick melancholy night :

Who with their drowfie, flow, and flagging

wings

Cleap dead mens graves,- and from their mifl:y jaws

Breathe foul contagious darknefs in the air

;

Therefore bring forth the foldiers of our prize

:

For whilfl: our pinnace anchors in the Downs^

Here fliall they make their ranfom on the fand.

Or with their blood fl:ain this difcolour'd fliore.

Mafl:er, this prifbner freely give I thee

And thou that art his mate, make boot of this

:

The other, Walter Whitmore, is thy fliare.

I Gen. What is my ranlbm, maflrer, let me know.

Mafi, A thoufand crowns, or elfe lay down your head.

Mate. And fb much fliall you give, or off goes yours.

ffhh. What, think you much to pay two thonfand crowrf^.

And bear the name and port of gentlemen ^

Cut both the villains throats, for die you fliall :

Nor can thofe Hves which we have loft in fight.

Vol. IV. Y Be
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Be counter-pois'd vyit;h fuch a petty fum.

1 Gent., I'll give it, Sir, and therefore fpare my Kfe.

2 Gem. And fo will I, and write home for it ftraight.

IVh'tt. I loft min^e eye in laying the prize aboard, ^^.^

And therefore to revenge it, fhalt thou die j \To Suffolk.

And fo fhould thefe, if \ wglsM; hm^ my will. j
Cap. Be not fo rafli, take ranfom, let him live.

Suf. Look on my f Geonge^ I am a gentfemaa.

Rate me at what thou wilt, thou fhalt be paid

M'^h'it. And fb am I; my name is Walter Wh'ttmore.

How now ? why ftart'ft thou ? what, doth death affright ?

Suf. Thy name affrights me, in, whofe found i5. d^atb.

A cunning man did calculate my birth.

And told, me, that by Water, I fhould die :

Yet let not this, make thee be bloody-minded^

Thy name is Gualt'iery being rightly founded.

fVhh. Gualtter or Walter^ which it is I care not.

Ne'er yet did bafe dtfhonour blur our name.

But with our fword we wip'd away the blot.

Therefore, when merchant-like I fell revenge^

Broke be my fword, my arms torn and defac'd,.

And I proclaim'd a coward through the world.

Suf. Stay Whitmore, for thy prifbner is a Prince^

The Duke of Suffolk^ Willmm de la Pole. ,

Whit. The Duke of Suffolk mufHed up in rags ?

Suf Ay^ but thefe rags are no part of the Duke.

Jove fometimes went diguis'd, and why not I ? \
Cap. But Jove was never flain, as thou fhalt be.

Suf. Obfeure and lowly fwain. King Henry's blood.

The honourable blood of Lancajlery

f In the firfi edition it is my ring.

\ This verfe is omitted in all but the firft old edition^ ivithout 'which ivbat foUiims is mt
fcnfe. lloe next line alfo^ Obfcure and loAvly fwaia—^Kiog Henrfs bloMi was faJfely

^ut into the Captain's mouth.

Mufl
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Muft not be flied by fuch a jaded groofti

:

Haft thou not kifs'd thy hand, and held my ftirrop ?

Bare-headed plodded by my foot-cloth mule.

And thought thee happy when I (hook my head ?

How often haft thou waited at my cup,

Fed from my trencher, kneel'd down at the board.

When I have feafted with Queen Margaret ?

Remember it, and let it make thee creft-faln,

Ay, and allay this thy abortive pride

:

How in our voiding lobby haft thou ftood,

And duly waited for my coming forth ?

This hand of mine hath wfit in thy behalf.

And therefore fhall it charm thy riotous tongue,

IVhh. Speak -Captain, (ball I ftab the forlorn fwain ?

Cap. Firft let my words ftab him, as he hath me.

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

Cap, Convey him hence, and on our long-boat's fide

Strike off his head.

Suf. Thou dar'ft not for thy own.

Cap. Poole, Sir Poole 7 lord ?

Ay kennel puddle fink, whofe filth and dirt

Troubles the filver fpring where England drinks

:

Now will I dam up this thy yawning mouth.

For {wallowing up the treafiire of the realm.

Thy lips that kils'd the Queen, fhall fweep the ground j

And thou that fmil'dft at good Duke Humphrfs death,

Againft the fenfelefs winds flialt grin in vain,

Who in contempt fhall hifs at thee again.

And wedded be thou to the hags of hell.

For daring to alfie a mighty lord

Unto the daughter of a worthlefs King,

Having nor fubjed, wealth, nor diadem.

By devilifti policy art thou grown great,

Y 2
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And, like ambitious Sylla, over-gorg'd

With gobbets of thy mother's bleeding heart.

By thee ^njou and Mam were fold to France ;

The falfe revolting Normans thorough thee

Difdain to call us lord j and Pkardte

Hath flain their governors, furpriz'd our forts.

And fent the ragged foldiers wounded home.

The princely Warwick^ and the Nev'ds all,

(VVhofe dreadful fwords were never drawn in vain)

Are hating thee, are rifing up in arms.

And now the houfe of Tork (thruft from the crown

By Hiameful murther of a guiltlefs King,

And lofty proud incroaching tyranny,)

Burns with revenging fire, whofe hopeful coloifrs

Advance a half-fac'd fun flriving to fhine^

Under the which is writ, Invlth nuhthus.

The Commons here in Kent are up in arms

:

And to conclude, reproach and beggary

Is crept into the palace of our King,

' And all by thee. Away, convey him hence.

Suf, O that I were a God, to fhoot forth thunder

Upon thefe paultry, fervile, abjed drudges :

Small things make bafe men proud. This villain here.

Being captain of a pinnace, threatens more

Than Bargtdus the flrong Illyrmn pyrate.

Drones fuck not eagles blood, but rob bee-hivesv

It is impoffible that I fhould die

By luch a lowly vafTal as thy felf.

Thy words move rage and not remorfe in me ^

1 go of mcffage from the Queen to France ,•

1 charge thee waft me fafely crofs the channeL

Cap. Walter

Whit. Come Suffolk I rauft waft thee to thy death.
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Suf. Geltdus t'tmor occupat artusy it's thee I fear.

IVhh, Thou fhalt have caufe to fear, before I leave thee.

What, are ye daunted now ? now will ye ftoop ?

I 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 fliould honour fuch as thefe

With humble luit ; 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
j

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 f

Come fbldiers, (hew what cruelty ye can.

Suf. That this my death may never be forgot.

Great men oft die by vile Bezontans.

A Roman fworder and Bandetto flave

Murther'd fweet Tulhj. Brutus' baftard hand

Fompey the Great and Suffolk dies by pirates.

\^Exh Walter Whitmore with Suffolk.^

Cap. And as for thefe whofe ranfom we have fer,

It is our pleafure one of them depart

Therefore come you with us, and let him go*

\Ex. Captain and the reff,.

Manet the firfi Gent. Enter Whitmore with the body.

Whit. There let his head and livelefs body lye,

Until the Queen his miftrefs bury it. \Exit Whitmore.

I Gent. O barbarous and bloody lped:acle

!

His body will I bear unto the King

:

If he revenge it not, yet will his friends.

So will the Queen that living held, hiai dear,. [Exk.

^ C ^
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SCENE II.

Southwark,

Enter Bevis and John Holland.

Bevh.t^ OME and get thee a fword though made of a lath;

they have been up thefe two days.

HoL They have the more need to fleep now then.

Bevis. I tell thee Jack Cade the clothier means to drefs the

commonwealth, and turn it, and fet a new nap upon it.

HoL So he had need, 'tis thread-bare. Well, I fay it was

never a merry world in England fince gentlemen came up.

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

cnen.

HoL The nobility think fcorn to go in leather aprons.

Bevh, Nay more, the King's council are no good workmen.

HoL True, and yet it is faid. Labour in thy vocation ; which

is as much as to fay, let the magiftrates be labouring men ; and

therefore fhould we be magiftrates.

Bevis. Thou haft hit it j for there's no better fign of a brave

mind than a hard hand.

HoL I fee them, I fee them j there's Bejl's fon, the tanner

of IVingham.

Bevis. He fhall have the skins of our enemies to make dog's

leather of

HoL And Dick the butcher.

Bevis. Then is fin ftruck down like an ox, and iniquity's

throat cut like a calf.

HoL And Smith the weaver.

Bevis. Argo, their thread of life is fpun.

HoL Come come, let's fall in with them.

Drum^
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Drum. Enter Cade^ Dick the butcher^ Smith the wecwer^ and

a fawyer^ with infinke numhers.

Catk. We John Cack^ fo tcrm'cl; of our fuppofed' fetfier-—

Ehch Or rattier of fliealing a cade of herrings.

Cade, For our enemies lhall fa;!! before us, infpired with thp

ipirit of putting down Kings and Princes ; command filence.

Dtck, Silence.

Cade, My father was a Mortimer

Typck, Hfe was an honeft man and a good bricklayer.

Cade, My ntorher a Planfagenet

Dkk. I knew her welT, fhe was a midwife,

Cade, My wife diefcendcd of the Lacks

Dkk, She was indeed a pedlar's daughter, and Ibid many laces.

Weav, But now of late not able to travel with her furr'd

pack, flie wafhes bucks here at home.

Cade. Therefore am I of an honourable houie.

Dkk, Ay by my faith the field is honourable, and there was

he born under a hedge ; for his father had neveir a houfe buc

the cage.

Cade, Valiant I am.

Weao, A muft needs, for beggary is valiant.

Cade, I am able to endure much.

Dkk, No queftion of that 5 for I have feen him wliipt three

market days together.

Cade, I fear neither fword nor fire.

Weav. He need not fear the fword, for his coat is of proof.

Dkk, But methinks he fhould ftand in fe^ of fire, beint^

burnt i'th' hand for ftealing of fheep.

Cade. Be brave then, for your captain is brave and vows re-

formation. There fliall be in England feven half-penny loaves

fold fi3r a penny ^ the three-hoop'd pot (hall have ten hoops,

and I will make it felony to drink fmall beer. All the realm fhall

be
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be in common, and in Cheapftde fhall my palfry go to graft

and when I am King, as King I will be

AIL God fave your Majefty.

Cade, I thank you, good people. There {hall be no mony,
all fhall eat and drink upon my fcore, and I will apparel them
all in one livery, that they may agree like brothers, and wor-

iliip me their lord.

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

Cade. Nay, that I mean to do. Is not this a lamentable

thing, that the skin of an innocent lamb fhould be made parch-

ment ; that parchment being fcribbled o'er, fhould undo a man ?

Some fay the bee ftings, but I fay 'tis bees wax j for I did but

feal once to a thing, and I was never my own man fince. How
now? who is there?

Enter a Clerk,

Weav. The clerk of Chatham j he can write and read, and

cad accompt.

Cade. O monflrous

!

Weav. We took him letting boys copies.

Cade. Here's a villain!

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

Cade. Nay then he's a conjurer.

Dick. Nay, he can make obligations and write court hand.

Cade. I am forry for't : the man is a proper man, of mine

honour
J

unlefs I find him guilty, he fhall not die. Come hi-

ther, firrah, I mufl; examine thee ; what is thy name ?

Clerk. Emmanuel.

Dick. They ufe to write it on the top of letters : 'twill go

hard with you.

Cade. Let me alone. Doft thou ufe to write thy name? or

haft thou a mark to thy felf like an honeft plain-dealing man ?

Clerk. Sir, I thank God I have been fo well brought up, that

I can write my name. '
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All, He hath confeft away with him ; he is a villain and a

traitor.

Cade. Away with him, I fay : hang him with his pen and

ink-horn about his neck. \Exh one with the ClerL

Enter Michael.

Mkh. Where is our general ?

Cade, Her€ I am, thou particular fellow.

Mich. Fly, fly, fly; Sir Humphry Stafford and his brother

are hard by with the King's forces.

Cade. Stand villain, ftand, or I'll fell thee down ; he fhall

be encountered with a man as good as himfelf. He is but a

Knight, is a?

Mich, No.

Cade, To equal him I will make my felf a Knight prefently
j

rife up. Sir John Mortimer, Now have at him.

SCENE III.

Enter Sir Humphry Stafford, and young Stafford, with

drum andfoldiers,

Staf. Rebellious hinds, the filth and skum of Kent^

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. But angry, wrathful, and inclin'd to blood.

If you go forward ,• therefore yield or die.

Cade. As for thefe filken-coated flaves I pafs not,

It is to you good people that I fpeak.

O'er whom (in time to come) I hope to reign j .

For I am rightful heir unto the crown.

Staf. Villain, thy father was a plaifterer.

And thou thy felf a fhearman, art thou not ?

Vol. IV. Z Cade.
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Cade. And Atiam was a gardener.

Y. Staf. And what of that ?

(oade. Marry, thk EJmond Mortimer Earl of March lEfarrkd

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,

And ignorant of his birch and parentage.

Became a bricklayer when he came to age..

His (on am I, deny it if you can.

Dkk. Nay, 'tis too true, therefore he fhall be King..

IVeav. 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. Jack Cade, the Duke of Tork hath taught you this.

Cade. He lies, for I invented it my felf. Go too. Sirrah,

tell the King from me, that for his father's fake, Henry the

Fifth (in whofe time boys went to fpan-counter for French crowns)

I am content he fhall reign, but I'll be ProtecSlor over him.

Utch And furthermore we'll have the lord Safs head, for

felling the Dukedom of Mam.
Cade. And good reafon ^ for thereby is England maim'd, and

fain to go with a ftaff, but that my puilTance holds it up. Fel-

low-Kings, I tell you, that lo^^ Say hath gelded the common-

wealth, and made it an eunuch j and more than that, he can

fpeak French, and therefore he is a traytor.

Staf. O grofs and miferable ignorance!

Cade. Nay anfwer if you can : the Frenchmen are our ene-

mies :
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mies : go too then ; I ask but this ,* can he that fpeaks 'O^^ith the

tongue of the enemy be a good counfellor or no ?

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

Y. Staf. Well, feeing gentle words will not prevail,

Alfail 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 battel ends.

May (even in their wives and childrens fight)

Be hang'd up for example at their doors j

And you that be the King's friends follow me. [Exit^

€ade. And you that love the Commons follow me.

Now fliew your felves men, 'tis for liberty.

We will not leave one lord, one gentleman ;

Spare none, but fuch as go in clouted flioone^

For they are thrifty honefl men, and fuch

As would (but that they dare not) take our parts.

• Dick. They are all in order, and march toward us.

Cade. But then are we in order, when we are moft out of

order. Come, march forward.

\_Alamr3^ to fight, ^wherein both the StafFords arefiaw*

Enter Cade and the rejl.

Cade. Where's Did, the butcher of AJhford?
Dick. Here, Sir.

Cade. They fell before thee like fheep and oxen, and thou

hehaved'ft thy felf as if thou hadft been in thine own flaughter-

houfe,- therefore thus I will reward thee : the Lent fhall be as long

again as it is, and thou fhalt have a licenfe to kill for a hundred
lacking one.

Dkk. I defire no more.

Cade. And to fpeak truth, thou dcferv'fl no lefs. This mo-
nument of the vidory will I bear, and the bodies fliall bedragg'd

Z 2 at
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at my horfe's heels 'till I do come to London^ Vhere we will

have the Mayor's fword born before us.

DicL If we mean to thrive and do good, break open the

goals, and let out the prifoners.

Cade, Fear not that, I warrant thee. Come, let's march to-

wards London, \Exemt.

SCENE IV.

B L A C K-H E AT H.

Enter King Henry with a fupplication^ and ^een Marga-

ret with Suffolk'^ head^ the Duke of Buckingham,

and the Lord Say.

Q: Mar, F T have I heard that grief foftens the mind,

v»>/ And makes it fearful and degenerate
5

Think therefore on revenge, and ceafe to weep.

But who can ceafe to weep, and look on this ?

Here may his head lie on my throbbing breaft ;

But where's the body that I fliould imbrace ?

Buch What anfwer makes your grace to. the 'rebels fuppli-

cation ?

K. Henry, I'll fend fbme holy Bifhop to intreat
^

For God forbid fo many fimple fouls

Should perifh by the fword. And I my felf^

Rather than bloody war ftiould cut them fliort.

Will parly with Jack Cade their general.

But ftay, I'll read it over once again.

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, Jack Cade hath fworn to have thy head.

Say,
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Say, Ay, but I hope your Highnefs ("hall have his.

K. Kenry. How now, madam ?

Lamenting ftill, and mourning Suffolk's death ?

I fear me, love, if that I had been dead,

Thou would'ft not half have mourn'd fb much for me.

Q. Mar, My love, I fhould not mourn, but die for thee.

Enter a Mejfenger,

K. Henry, How now? what news ? why com'ftthou in fuch hafte ?

Mef, The rebels are in Southwark
j

fly, my lord

:

Jack Cade proclaims himfelf lord Mortimer

j

Defcended from the Duke of Clarence' houfe^

And calls your grace ufurper openly.

And vows to crown himielf in fVeftm'mfler.

His army is a ragged multitude

Of hinds and peafants, 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 caterpillers, and intend their death.

K. Henry, O gracelefs men! they know not what they do.

Buck. My gracious lord, retire to Kdl'mgworth^

Until a power be rais'd to put them down.

Q. Mar, Ah ! were the Duke of Suffolk now alive^

Thefe Kentijh rebels fliould be foon appeas'd.

K. Henry, Lord Say^ the traitors hate thee.

Therefore away with us to Killmgworth.

Say. So might your grace's perfon be in danger

:

The fight of me is odious in their eyes
j

And therefore in this city will I ftay.

And live alone as fecret as I may.

Enter



1 82 The Second Part of

Enter another Mejfenger.

2 Mef. Jack Cade hath gotten London-hr'idge^

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
j

away, take horfe.

K. Henr'y, Come Mar^ret^ God our hope will Jfuccour us.

Mar, My hope is gone, now Suffolk is deceased.

K. Henry. Farewel my lord, truft not to Kenttjh rebels.

Buck. Truft no body, for fear you be betray'd.

Say. The truft I have is in mine innocence.

And therefore am I bold and refblute. [Exeunt.

S C E N E V.

LONDON.
Enter lord Scales upon the Tower walking. Then enter two

or three Qt'izens below.

Scales.T T O W now ? is Jack Cade flain ?

X JL I Cit. No my lord, nor like to be flain : for they

have won the bridge, killing all thofe that withftand them : the

Lord-Mayor craves aid of your honour from the Tower to de-

fend the city from the rebels.

Scales. Such aid as I can fpare you fliall command.

But I am troubled here with them my felf

The rebels have aflay'd to win the Tower.

But get you into Smtthfield^ gather head.

And thither will I fend you Matthew Goff.

Fight for your King, your country and your lives.

And fb farewel, for I muft hence again. [Exeunt.

Enter
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E^ter Jack Cade and the reft, and ftnkes his flaff on

London Stone.

Cade, Now is Mortmer lord of this city, and here fitting upon

London Stone, I charge and command that of the city's coft the

piffing conduit run nothing but claret wine the firft year of our

reign. And now henceforward it fhall be treafon for any that

calls me other than lord Mortmer,

Enter a foldter running.

Sol. 'Jack Cade, Jack Cade /

Cade. Knock him down there. \The^ hit him,

Weav. If this fellow be wife, hell never call you Jack Cade

more, I think he hath a very fair warning.

Dick, My lord, there's an army gathered together in Smith-

Jleld.

Cade. Come then let's go fight with them : but firft go and

fet London-Bridge on fire, and if you can, burn down the Tower

too. Come, let's away.- \Exemt omnes.

Alarum, Matthew GofF h /lam, and all the reft. Then enter

Jack Cade with his company.

Cade. So Sirs : Now go fome and pull down the Savo^ : others

to the Inns of courts, down with them all.

Dick. I have a fiiit unto your lordfhip.

Cade. Be it a lord (hip, thou {halt have it for that word.

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

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

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

Cade,
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Cade. I have thought upon it, it fhall be fo. Away, burn all

the records of the realm, my mouth fhall be the parUament of

England,

John. Then we are like to have biting ftatutes, unlefs his

teeth be pull'd out.

.Cade. And henceforward all things (hall be in comnion.

SCENE VI.

Enter a Meffenger,

Mef. My lord, a prize, a prize! here's the lord Say which

fold the town in Francey he that made us pay one and twenty

fifteens and one fhiUing to the pound, the laft fubfidy.

Enter George with the lord Say.

Cade. Well, he {hall be beheaded for it ten times. Ah thoa

Sajy thou ferge, nay, thou buckram lord, now art thou within

* point-blank of our jurifdidtion regal. What canft thou anfwer

to my Majefty for giving up of Normandy unto Monfieur Baft-

mecuy the Dauphin of France? be it known unto thee by thefe

prefcnts, even the prefence of lord Mortimer^ that I am the

befom that muft fweep the court clean of fuch filth as thou art

:

thou* haft moft traiteroufly corrupted the youth of the realm in

creding a grammar-fchool j and whereas before our fore-fathers

had no other books but the fcore and the tally, thou haft cau-

fed printing to be us'd j 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 ufiially talk of a

Noun and a Ferb, and fuch abominable words, as no chriftian

ear can endure to hear. Thou haft appointed juftices of the

peace to call poor men before them about matters they were

not able to anfwer. Moreover, thou haft put them in prifbn,

.and becaufe they could not read, thou haft hang'd them ; when

indeed.
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indeed, only for that caufe they have been moft worthy to Hve.

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 my felf for example,

that am a butcher.

Say. You men of Kent.

Dkk. What fay you of Kent 7

Say. Nothing but this : 'Tis hna terra, mala gens.

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

Say. Hear me but ipeak, and bear me where you will.

Kent^ in the commentaries C^far writ.

Is term'd the civil'ft place of all this Ifle j

Sweet is the country, becaufe full of riches.

The people liberal, valiant, adive, wealthy.

Which makes me hope thou art not void of pity.

I fold not Main, I loft not Normandy,

Yet to recover them would lofe my life

:

Juftice with favour have I always done.

Prayers and tears have mov'd me, gifts could never
j

When have I ought exadted 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 curie of God,

Knowledge the wing wherewith we fly to heav'n,

Unlefs you be poffeft with dev'lifli fpirits,

Ye cannot but forbear to murther me :

This tongue hath parHed unto foreign Kings

For your behoof

Cade. Tut, when ftruck'ft thou one blow in the field ?

Say. Great men have reaching hands 5 oft have I ftruck

Vol. IV. A a Thofe
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Thofe that I never faw, and ftruck them dead.

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

Sa'y. Thefe cheeks 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 the help of

a hatchet.

DtcL Why doft thou quiver, man ?

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

Cade. Nay, he nods at us, as who {hould fay, I'll be even

with you. I'll fee if his head will (land fteadier on a pole or no :

take him away, and behead him.

Say. Tell me, wherein have I offended moft ?

Have I affected wealth or honour ? fpeak.

Are my chefts fill'd up with extorted gold ?

Is my apparel fumptuous to behold ?

Whord have I injur'd, that ye feek my death ?

Thefe hands are free from guiltlefs blood-fliedding,

This breaft from harb'ring foul deceitful thoughts.

O let me live.

Cade. I feel remorfe in my felf with his words ^ but I'll bridle

it 5 he fhall die, an it be but for pleading fo well for his life.

Away with him, he has a familiar under his tongue, he (peaks

not a God's name. Go, take him away I fay, and flrike off his

head prefently, and then break into his fon-in-law's houfe. Sir

James Cromer^ and ftrike oft his head, and bring them both

upon two poles hither.

All. It fball be done.

Say. Ah country-men, if when you make your prayers,

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.
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Cade. Away with him, and do as I command ye : the proudeft

peer of the reahn fliall not wear a head on his fhoulders, unlefs

he pay me tribute ,• there fhall not a maid be married, but fhe

fhall pay me her maidenhead ere they have it j men fhall hold

ofme in Capite, And we charge and command, that their wives

be as free as heart can wifh, or tongue can tell.

Dkk, My lord, when lhall we go to Cheapftde, and take up

commodities upon our bills?

Cade, Marry prefently.

All, O brave.

Enter one with the heads.

Cade. But is not this brave ?

Let them kifs one another ^ 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, inftead of maces.

Will we ride through the ftreets, and at every corner

Have them kifs. Away. \Exeunt,

SCENE VII.

Alarum, and Retreat, Enter aga'm Cade, and all his Rahblement,

Cade. Up Ftjh-jireet, down St. Magnes Corner, kill and knock

'down, throw them into Thames,

A Parley founded.

What noife is this I hear ?

Dare any be fo bold to found retreat or parley.

When I command them kill ^

A a 2 Enter
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Enter Buckingham and old Clifford.

Buck, Ay, here they be that dare and will difturb thee

:

Know, Cadcy we come ambaffadors from the King
Unto the Commons, whom thou haft mif-led,

And here pronounce free pardon to them all

That will fbrfake thee, and go home in peace.

CUf. What fay ye, country-men, will ye relent,

And yield to mercy, whilft '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, Godfave his MajeJIy j

Who 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,

AIL God fave the King ! God fave the King

!

Cade. What, Buckingham and Clifford^ are ye fo brave ? and

you, bafe peafants, do ye believe him ? will you needs be hang'd

with your pardons about your necks ? hath my fword therefore

broke through London gates, that you ihould leave me at the

Whue-hart in Southwarkl I thought you would never have given

out thefe arms 'till you had recovered your ancient freedom : but

you are all recreants and daftards, and dehght to live in flavery

to the nobility. Let them break your backs with burthens, take

your houfes over your heads, ravifli your wives and daughters

before your faces. For me, I will make fhift for one, and (o

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 he conduct you through the heart of France,

And make the meancft of you Earls and Dukes ?

Alas,
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Alas, he hath no home, no place to fly to

:

Nor knows he how to live, but by the fpoil,

Unlefs by robbing of your friends and us.

Were't not a fhame, that whilftyou live at jar,

The fearful French^ whom you late vanquifhed.

Should make a ftart o'er feas, and vanquifli you >

Methinks already in this civil broil

I fee them lording it in London ftreets^

Crying V'tlliago unto all they meet.

Better ten thoufand bale-born Cades mifcarry,

Than you fliould ftoop unto a Frenchman^ mercy.

To France^ to France^ and get what you have loft

Spare Rn^and^ for it is your native coaft.

Henry hath mony, you are ftrong and manly

:

God on our fide, doubt not of victory.

All. A Gilford/ a Clifford/ we'll follow the King and Clifford,

Cade. Was ever feather fb lightly blown to and fro, as this

.

multitude ? the name of Henry the fifth hales them to an hundred

mifchiefs, and makes them leave me defolate. I fee them lay

their heads together to furprize me. My fword make way for

me, for here is no ftaying ; in delpight of the devils and hell,

have through the very midft of you j and heavens and honour

be witnefs, that no want of refolution in me, but only my fol-

lowers bafe and ignominious treafbns make me betake me to my
heels. [Exit.

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

And he that brings his head unto the King,

Shall have a thoufand crowns for his reward.

[Exeunt fome of them.

Follow me, foldiers ^ we'll devife a mean
To reconcile you all unto the King. [Exeunt omnes.

SCENE
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SCENE VIII.

Sound trumpets. Enter King Henry, ^een Margaret, and

Somerfet on the terras.

K. Henr^r^JiT ever King that joy'd an earthly throne,

V V 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 fubjed long'd to be a King,

As I do long and wifh to be a lubje^t..

Enter Buckingham Clifford.

Buck, Health and glad tidings to your Majefty.

K. Henry, Why Buckingham^ is the traitor Cade furpriz'd?

Or is he but retir'd to make him ftrong ?

Enter multitudes with halters about their necks,

Cl'tf. He's fled my lord, and all his pow'rs do yield.

And humbly thus with halters on their necks

Expert your Highnefs' doom of life or death.

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

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 a mind.

And Henry
^
though he be unfortunate,

AlTure your felves will never be unkind

:

And fo with thanks and pardon to you all,

I do difmiis you to your (everal countries.

AIL God fave the King! God fave the King^

2

Enter
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Enter Meffenger,

Mef, Pleafe it your grace to be advertifed.

The Duke of Tork is newly come from Ireland^

And with a puiflant and mighty pow'r

Of gallow-glafles and ftout kernes,

Is marching hitherward in proud array

:

And ftill proclaimeth as he comes along,

His arms are only to remove from thee

The Duke of Somerfet, whom he terms a traitor.

K. Henry, Thus ftands my ftate 'twixt Cade and Tork diftreft.

Like to a fhip that having 'fcap'd a tempeft

Is ftraitway claim'd and boarded with a pyrate.

But now is Cade driv'n back, his men dilpers'd.

And now is Tork in arms to fecond him.

I pray thee Buckingham go and meet with him.

And ask him what's the reafon of thefe arms

:

Tell him I'll fend Duke Edmond to the Tower^

And Somerfet we will commit thee thither.

Until his army be difmift from him.

Som, My lord,

I'll yield my felf to prilbn 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 lb to deal.

As all things {hall redound unto your good.

K. Henry. Come wife let's in, and learn to govern better.

For yet may England curfe my wretched reign. [Exeunt,

SCENE
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SCENE IX-

A garden in Kent.

Enter Jack Cade.

Cade. IE on ambition; fie on my felf that have a fword,

X and yet am ready to famifli. Thefe five days have I hid

me in thcfe woods and durft not peep out, for all the country is

laid for me : but now am I fo hungry, that if I might have a

leafe of my life for a thoufand years, I could ftay no longer.

Wherefore on a brick wall have I climb'dinto this garden to fee

if I can eat grafs, or pick a fallet another while, which is not

amifs to cool a man's ftomach this hot weather j and I think this

word fallet was born to do me good, for many a time but for

a t 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.

Einter Iden.

Iden. Lord, who would live turmoiled in the court.

And may enjoy fuch quiet walks as thefe?

This fmall inheritance my father left me
Contenteth me, and's worth a monarchy.

I feek not to wax great by other's waining,

Or gather wealth I care not with what envy;

Sufficed!, that I have maintains my flate.

And fends the poor well pleafed from my gate.

Cade. Here's the lord of the foil come to feizeme for a flray,

[ a fallet, i^y corruption from cselata <? helmet (fays Skinner) quia galex celatas

fucrunt. *
*

for
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for entring his fee-fimple without leave. Ah villain, thou wilt

betray me and get a thoufand crowns of the King by carrying

my head to him, but Fll 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 thou be,

I know thee not, why then fliould 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,

and beard thee too. Look on me well, I have eat no meat thefe

five days, yet come thou and thy five men, and if I do not

leave you as dead as a door nail, I pray God I may never eat

grafs more.

Iden, Nay, it fliall ne'er be faid while England ftands.

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 greatnels anfwers words.

Let this my fword report what fpeech forbears.

Cade, By my valour, the moft complete champion that ever

I 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 Jove on my knees thou may'fl: be turned into

hobnails.

Vol. IV. B b Here



T'he Second Part of

Here they fight.

O I am flain! famine and no other hath flain me, let ten thou-^

fand devils come againft me, and give me but the ten meals I

have loft, and I'd defy them all. Wither garden, and be hence-

forth a burying place to all that do dwell in this houfe, becaufe

the unconquer'd foul of Cade is fled.

Iden. Is't Cade that I have flain, that monftrous traitor ?

Sword, I will hallow thee for this thy deed.

And hang thee o'er my tomb when I am dead.

Ne'er flnall this blood be wiped from thy point.

But thou fl[ialt wear it as a herald's coat.

To emblaze the honour which thy mafter got.

Cade. Iden farewel, and be proud of thy vi(Story : tell Kent

from me fiie hath loft her beft man, and exhort all the world

to be cowards j for I that never fear'd any, am vanquiflied by

famine, not by valour. [Dies,

Iden. How much thou wrong'ft me, heav'n be my judge

Die damned wretch, the curfe of her that bare thee

And as I thruft thy body in with my fword.

So wifh I, I might thruft thy foul to hell.

Hence will I drag thee headlong by the heels

Unto a dunghill which ftiall 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^ \Exh.
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A C T V. S C E N E I.

In the fields near London.

Enter York, and hh army of Irifli, with drum and colours.

York.

ROM Ireland thus com^^York to claim his right,

And pluck the crown from feeble Henry's, head.

Ring bells aloud, burn bonfires clear and bright.

To entertain great England's lawful King.

Ah 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 ad:ion 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 ? Buckmgham to difturb me ?

The King hath fent him fure ; I muft diffemble.

Buck. Tork, if thou meaneft well, I greet thee well.

York. Humphry of Buckingham, I accept thy greeting.

Art thou a meffenger, or come of pleafure ?

Buck. A melTenger from Henry our dread Liege,

To know the reafbn of thefe arms in peace?

Or why thou being a fubjed as I am,

Againft thy oath and true allegiance fworn,

B b 2 Should
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should raife fo great a power without his leave ?

Or dare to bring thy force fo near the court ?

Tork. Scarce can I fpeak, my choler is fo great.

Oh I could hew up rocks and fight with flint,

I am fo angry at thefe abje6t terms.

And now like Ajax Telamon'ms,

On fheep or oxen could I fpend my fury.

I am far better born than is the King

:

More like a King, more kingly in my thoughts.

But I mufl; make fair weather yet a while,

'Till Henr^ be more weak and I more ftrong.

O Buckingham/ I pr'ythee 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 Somerfet from the King,

Seditious to his grace and to the ftate.

Buck. That is too much prelumption on thy part

But if thy arms be to no other end.

The King hath yielded unto thy demand

:

The Duke of Somerfet is in the Tower.

Tork. Upon thine honour is he prifbner ?

Buck. Upon mine honour he is prifbner.

Tork. Then Buckingham I do difmifs my powers.

Soldiers, I thank you all ,• difperfe your felves ,*

Meet me to-morrow in St. George's field,

You fhall have pay and ev'ry thing you wifh.

And Jet my Soveraign virtuous Henry

^

Command my eldeft fon, nay all my fons.

As pledges of my fealty and love,

I'll fend them all as willing as I Hve,-

Lands, goods, horfe, armour, any thing I have

Is his to ufe, fb Somerfet may die.
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Buck, Torky I commend this kind fubmiflion,

We twain will go into his Highnels' tent*

SCENE II.

Enter Kmg Henry and attendants^

' K* Henr^, Buck'tngham^ doth 7Wk intend no harm to us.

That thus he marcheth with thee arm in arm ?

Tork, In all fubmiflion and humility,

Tork doth prefent himfelf unto your Highnefs.

K. Henry, Then what intend thefe forces thou doft bring?

Tork. To have the traitor Somerfet ixom hence.

And fight againft that monftrous rebel Cade^

Whom fince I heard to be difcomfited.

Enter Iden with Cade'5 head,

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 ?

Iden, I was, an't like your Majefty.

K. Henry. How art thou call'd ? and what is thy degree ?

Iden. Alexander Iden, that's my name,

A poor Efquire of Kent that loves the King.

Buck. So pleafe it you, my lord, 'twere not amiis

He were created Knight for his good fervice.

K. Henry. Iden^ kneel down ^ rile up a Knight:
We give thee for reward a thoufand marks.

And will that thou henceforth attend on us.

Iden,
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Hen. May Iden live to merit fiich a bounty.

And never live but true unto bis liege.

SCENE III.

Enter ^ueen Margaret and Somerfet.

K. Henry. See Bucl^nghamy Somerfet comes with the Queen

Go, bid her hide him quickly from the Duke.

Q. Mar. For thoufand Torks he fhall not hide his head.

But boldly ftand and front him to his face.

TorL How now ? is Somerfet at liberty ?

Then, Tork^ unloofe thy long imprifoned thoughts,

And let thy tongue be equal with thy heart.

Shall I endure the fight of Somerfet ?

Falfe King, why haft thou broken faith with me.

Knowing how hardly I can brook abufe ?

King did I call thee ? no, thou art no King

:

Not fit to govern and rule multitudes.

Which durft not, no nor canft not rule a traitor.

That head of thine doth not become a 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 fiiiile and frown ( like to Achilles' fpear)

Is able with the change to kill and cure.

Here is a hand to hold a fcepter up,

And with the fame to ad 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 Tork

Of capital treafon 'gainft the King and crown

Obey, audacious traitor, kneel for grace.

TorL Would'ft have me kneel ? firft, let me ask of thee,
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If they can brook I bow a knee to man ?

Sirrah, call in my fons to he my bail

:

I know, ere they will let me go to ward.

They'll pawn their fwords for my enfranchifement.

Q. Mar, Call hither Cliffordy bid him come amain.

To fay, if that the baftard boys of York

Shall be the furety for their traitor father.

Tork. O blood belpotted Neapolitan^

Out-caft of Naples^ England's bloody fcourge f

The fons oiTork^ thy betters in their birth.

Shall be their father's bail, and bane to thofe

That for my lurety will refufe the boys.

Enter Edward and Richard.

See where they come. Til warrant they'll make it good.

Enter Clifford.

Q. Mar, And here comes Clifford, to deny their bail.

67//. Health and all happinefs to my lord the King.

Tork, I thank thee, Clifford
-y

fay, what news with thee?

Nay, do not fright me with an angry look

:

We are thy foveraign, Clifford, kneel again

;

For thy miftaking fo, we pardon thee.

Cltf. This is my King, Tork, I do not miftake.

But thou miftak'ft me much to think I do ,•

To Bedlam with him, is the man grown mad ?

K. Henr'y, Ay, Clifford, a Bedlam and ambitious humour
Makes him oppofe himfelf againft his King;

Clif, He is a traitor, let him to the Tower

^

And crop away that fadious pate of his.

Mar, He is arretted, but will not obey:

His fons, he fays, fhall give their words for him.

Tork Will you not, fons ^

E, Plan.
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E. Plan. Ay, noble father, if our words will ferve.

R. Plan. And if words will not, then our weapons rtiall.

CUf, Why, what a brood of traitors have we here ?

Tork. Look in a glals, and call thy image fb.

I am the King, and thou a falfe-heart traitor

Call hither to the (lake my two brave bears.

That with the very (baking of their chains

They may aftonifli thefe fell-lurking curs

:

Bid Salisbury and Warwtck come to me.

SCENE IV.

Enter the Earls of Warwick and Salisbury.

Cl'tf. 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, Oft have I feen a hot o'er-weening cur

Run back and bite, becaufe he was with-held,
^

Who being iuffer'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 Warwick.

Cltf. Hence, heap of wrath, foul indigefted lump.

As crooked in thy manners, as thy fhape.

Tork. Nay, we {hall heat you thoroughly anon.

Clif. Take heed leaft by your heat you burn your felves.

K. Henry. Why, Warwick^ hath thy knee forgot to bow.^.
,

Old Salisbury^ fliame to thy filver hair.

Thou mad mif-leader of thy brain-fick fbn.

What, wilt thou on thy death-bed play the ruffian,

And feek for forrow with thy fpedacles ?

Oh where is faith ? oh where is loyalty ?

If it be banifti'd from the frofty head,

» Where
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Where fliall it find a harbour in the earth ?

Wilt thou go dig a grave to find out war,

And (hame thine honourable age with blood r

Why art thou old, and want'ft experience ?

Or wherefore doft abufe it, if thou haft it ?

For fliame, in duty bend thy knee to me,

That bows unto the grave with milky age.

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

The title of this moft renowned Duke,

And in my confcience do repute his grace

The rightful heir to England's royal feat.

K. Henry, Haft thou not fworn allegiance unto me?
Sal, I have.

K. Henry, Canft thou difpenlewith heav'n for fiich an oath?

Sal, It is great fin to fwear unto a fin

;

But greater fin to keep a finful oath

:

Who can be bound by any fblemn vow

To do a murd'rous deed, to rob a man,

To force a fpotlefs virgin's chaftity,

To reave the orphan of his patrimony.

To wring the widow from her cuftom'd right,

And have no other reafbn for his wrong,

But that he was bound by a folemn oath ?

Q. Mar, A fiibtle traitor needs no fbphifter.

K. Henry. Call Buckingham, and bid him arm himfelf.

Tork. Call Buckmghanp and all the friends thou haft,

I am refblv'd for death or dignity.

Old Cl'tf, The firft, I warrant thee ; if dreams prove true.

War, You were beft go to bed and dream again.

To keep thee from the tempeft of the field.

Old Cltf. I am refolv'd to bear a greater ftorm

Than any thou canft conjure up to-day

:

And that Pll write upon thy burgonet, ~ .

Vol. IV. C c Might
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Might I but know thee by thy houfe's badge.

War. Now by my father's badge, old Nevil\ creft,

The rampant bear chain'd to the ragged ftafF,

This day I'll wear aloft my burgonet,

(As on a mountain top the cedar ftiews,

That keeps his leaves in ^pight of any ftorm,) W
Ev'n to affright thee with the view thereof.

Old Cl'if. And from thy burgonet I'll rend thy bear.

And tread it under foot with all contempt,

Defpight the bear-ward that proteds the bear. bn^i-

T. Clif. And fo to arms, victorious noble father.

To quel the rebels and their complices.

R. Flan. Fie, charity for fhame, fpeak not in Ipight,

For you fhall fup with Jcfu Chrift to-night.

T. Clif. Foul ftigmatick, that's more than thou canft tell.

R. Plan. If not in heav'n, you'll furely fup in hell. [Exeunt.

SCENE V.

The Battle at St. Albans.

Enter Warwick.

War. LIFFORD Cumherlandy 'tis Warwick calls
;

V-> And if thou dofl: not hide thee from the bear.

Now when the angry trumpet founds alarum.

And dy'ing mens cries do fill the empty air, .v

Clifford I fay, come forth and fight with me,

Proud northern lord, Clifford of Cumberland,

Warwick is hoarfe with calling thee to arms.

Enter York.

War. How now, my noble lord? what all a-foot?

TorL The deadly-handed Clifford flew my fleed

:
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But match to match I ha^e eridotiritrcd him,

And made a prey for carrion kites and crows

Even of the bonny beaft he lov'd fb well.

War. Of one or both of us the time is come.

Tork. Hold JVarwkk : feek thee out fome other chafe,

For I my felf mufl: hunt this deer to death.

War. Then nobly Tork, 'tis for a crown thou fight'ft

:

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

It grieves my foul to leave thee unafTail'd. [Exh War.

Cl'tf. What feeft thou in me, Tork ? why doft thou paufe ?

Tork. With thy brave bearing fhould I be in love,

But that thou art fo faft mine enemy.

Cl'tf. Nor fhould thy prowefs want praife and efteem.

But that 'tis fhewn ignobly, and in treafbn.

Tork. So let it help me now againft thy fword.

As I in juftice and true right exprefs it.

Cltf. My foul and body on the adion both.

Tork. A dreadful lay, addrefs thee inftantly. [Ftght.

Cltf. La fin couronne les oeumes. \Dtes,

Tork. Thus war hath given thee peace, for thou art flill

;

Peace with his foul, heav'n, if it be thy will. \Ex'it.

Enter young Clifford.

7\ C7i/! Shame and confufion! all is on the rout:

Fear frames difbrder, and diforder wounds

Where it fhould guard. O war! thou fon of hell,

Whom angry heav'ns do make their minifler,

Throw in the frozen bofoms of our part

Hot coals of vengeance. Let no fbldiers flie.

He that is truly dedicate to war

Hath no felf-love j for he that loves himfelf

C c 2 Fbth
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Hath not effentially, but by circumftance,

The name of valour. O let the vile world end,

And the premifed flames of*the laft day

Knit earth and heav'n together.

Now let the general trumpet 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 advifcd 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 (hall be ftony. Tork not our old men fparcs

:

No more will I their babes : tears virginal

Shall be to me even as the dew to fire j

And beauty, that the tyrant oft reclaims,

Shall to my flaming wrath be oil and flax.

Henceforth I will not have to do with pity.

Meet I an infant of the houfe of Tork^

Into as many gobbits will I cut it.

As wild Medea young Ahftrtm did.

In cruelty will I feek out my fame.

Come, thou new ruin of old Clifford's houfe

:

As did M.neas old Anchtfes bear.

So bear I thee upon my manly (houlders
^

But then JKneas bare a living load,

Nothing fo heavy as thefe woes of mine.

[£jf//, heartng off his Father,

Enter Richard Plantagenet and Somerfet, to fight.

R. Plan, So, lye thou there : [Somerfet is killed.

For underneath an ale-houfe paltry fign,

The caftle in St. Albans^ Somerfet

Hath
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Hath made the wizard famous in his death

Sword, hold thy temper
;

heart, be wrathful ftiU:

Priefts pray for enemies, but princes kill.

S C E N^'P^'VI.

Fight. Excurftons, Enter K'mg Henry, ^een Margaret, and others.

Mar, Away my lord, you are flow, for (hame away.

K. Henry. Can we out-run the heav'ns ? good Mar^ret ftay.

Q. Mar. What are you made of? you'll not fight nor fly

:

Now is it manhood, wifdom, and defence,

To give the enemy way, and to fecure us

By what we can, which can no more but fly. [Alarum afar off',
.

If you be ta'en, we then fliould fee the bottom

Of all our fortunes ; but if we haply fcape,

(As well we may, if not through your negledj

We fliall to London get, where you are lov'd,

And where this breach now in our fortunes made
May readily be fl:opt.

Enter CHfford. <j V-^-

Cl'if. But that my heart's on future mifchief fet,

I would fpeak blafphemy ere bid you fly

;

But fly you mufl: : uncurable difcomfit

Reigns in the hearts of all our prefent pfrt^.

Away for your reUef, and we will live
*

To fee their day, and them our fortune give.

Away my lord, away. [Ex^un^.
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SCENE VIL

Alarum, Retreat. Enter York, Richard Plantagenct, Warwick,

and Soldierly with Drum and Colours.

Tork. Of Salisbury^ who can report of him ?

That winter Hon, who in rage forgets

Aged contufions and all brufh of time
^

And like a gallant in the brow of youth.

Repairs him with occafion. This happy day

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

If Sal'tsburj be loft.

R. Plan. My noble father,

Three times to-day I holp him to his horfe,

Three times he ftrid him ,• thrice I led him off,

Pcrluaded him from any further ad:

:

But ftill where danger was, ftill there I met him,

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, by my fword, well haft thou fought to-day j

By th' mafs lb did we all. I thank you Richard.

God knows how long it is I have to live;

And it hath pleas'd him that three times to-day

You have defended me from imminent death.

Well lords, we have not got that which we have,

^Tis not enough our foes are this time fled,

Being oppofitcs of fuch repairing nature.

Tork. I know our fafety is to follow them.

For, as I hear, the King is fled to London^

To call a prefent court of parliament.

Let
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Let us purfue him ere the writs go forth.

What fays lord Warwick, fliall we after them ?

War. After tliem ! nay, before them, if we can»

Now by my hand, lords, 'twas a glorious day.

St. Alhan'% battel, won by famous Tork^

Shall be eterniz'd in all age to come.

Sound drum and trumpets, and to London all^

And more fuch days as thefe to us befall. \Exeunt.

The
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ACT 1. SCENE I.

LONDON.
Alarum. Enter Duke of York, Edward, Richard, Norfolk,

Montague, Warwick, and Soldiers.

Warwick.
Wonder how the King efcap'd our hands ?

Tork. While we purfli'd the horfemen of

the north.

He flily ftole away and left his men

:

Whereat the great lord of Northumberland,

Whofe warlike ears could never brook retreat,

Chear'd up the drooping army ; and himfelf.

Lord Clifford and lord Stafford all a-breaft,

Charg'd our main battel's front,- and breaking in.

Were by the fwords of common fbldiers flain.

Edw. Lord Stafford's father, Duke of Buckingham,

\ Firft printed under the title of 'The true Tragedy of Richard Duke of York, and the

good King Henry the Sixth j or the fecond part of the Contention of York and Laii-
cafter. i<5oo.

D d 2 Is
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Is either flain or wounded dangerous.

I cleft his beaver with a down-right blow

:

That this is true, father, behold his blood.

MoHt, And brother, here's the Earl of lViltJJoire\ blood,

Whorn I encounter'd as the battels join'd.

Rich. Speak thou for me, and tell them what I did.

Tork. Rkkard hath beft delerv'd of all my fons

:

Is his grace dead, my lord of Somerfet 7

Norf, Such hope have all the line of John of Gaunt,

Rich, Thus do I hope to lhake King Henry's head.

War. And fo do I, vid:orious Prince o^TorL

Before I fee thee feated in the throne.

Which now the houfe of Lancafier ulurps,

I vow by heav'n thefe eyes fliall never dole.

This is the palace of the fearful King,

And this the regal feat
^

poffefs it Tork^

For this is thine, and not King Henrfs heirs.

TorL Aflift me then, Iweet Warwick^ and I will;

For hither we have broken in by force.

Norf. We'll all affift you ; he that flies fliall die.

York. Thanks, gentle Norfolk ,• ftay by me my lords.

And Ibldiers flay and lodge by me this night. \They go up^

War. And when the King comes, offer him no violence,

Unlefs he feek to thruft you out by force.

Tork. The Queen this day here holds her parliament.

But httle thinks we fliall be of her council
^

By words or blows here let us win our right.

Rich. Arm'd as we are, let's fl:ay within this houle.

War. The bloody parliament fliall this be call'd,,

Unlefs Plantagenet Duke of Tork be King,

And bafliful Henry depos'd, whofe cowardife

Hath made us by-words to our enemies.

Tork. Then leave me not, my lords, be refolute

* I
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I mean to take poflelTion of my right.

ff^ar. Neither the King, nor he that loves him beft.

The proudeft he that holds up Lancafter,

Dares ftir a wing, if Warwkk fbake his bells.

I'll plant Plantagenety root him up who dare

:

Refolve thee Rkhardy claim the Engl'ijh crown,

SCENE IL
«

Enter K'mg Henry, .Clifford, Northumberland, Weftmorland,

Exeter, and others.

K. Henry. My lords, look where the fturdy rebel fits.

Even in the chair of ftate belike he means

(Back'd by the power of Warwick, that falfe peer,

)

T' afpire unto the crown, and reign as King.

Earl of Northumberlandy 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.

Clif. The hope thereof makes Clifford mourn in fteel.

fVeft. What, fliall we fuffer this? let's pluck him down,.

My heart for anger burnSj I cannot brook it.

K. Henry. Be patient gentle Earl of Weflmorland.

Clif. 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 alTail the family of TorL

North. Well hafl: 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 ?

Wefi. But when the Duke is flain, they'll quickly fly.

K. Henry. Far be the thought of this from Henry- s hearty .

To make a fliambles of the parliament houfe.

Coufin



214 7he Third Part of

Coufin of Exeter, frowns, words and threats,

'Shall be the war that Henry means to ufe.

Thou fadious Duke of Tork defcend my throne, \To the Duke,

And kneel for grace and mercy at my feet,

I am thy Soveraign.

Tork. Henry, I am thine.

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

Tork, 'Twas my inheritance, as the Earldom wasi

Exe. Thy father was a traitor to the crownr

f^^ar, Exeter^ thou art a traitor to the crown.

In following this ufurping Henry.

Clif. Whom fhould he follow but his natural King ?

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

K. Henry. And (liall I ftand, and thou fit in my throne?

Tork. It mufl and fliall be fo, content thy felf.

JVar. Be Duke of Lancafter, let him be King.

Wefi. He is both King and Duke of Lancafter,

And that the lord of Weftmorland fhall maintain.

War. And Warwick fliall difprove it. You forget.

That we are thole 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. Yes Warwick, I remember it to my grief.

And by his foul thou and thy houfe fliall rue it.

Weft. Flantagenet, of thee and thefe thy fbns.

Thy kinfmen and thy friends, I'll have more lives

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

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

I fend thee, Warwick, fiich a mefTenger,

As {hall revenge his death before I ftir.

War. Poor Clifford/ how I fcorn his worthlefs threats.

Tork. Will you, we fhew our title to the crown ?

If not, our fwords fliall plead it in the field.

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

Thy father was, as thou art, Duke of Tork

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 thcu haft loft it all.

K. Henry, The lord Protestor loft it, and not I

;

When I was crown'd I was but nine months old.

Rich, You are old enough now, and yet methinks you lolc

:

Father, tear the crown from the ulurper's head.

Edw. Sweet father do fb, fet it on your head.

Mont. Good brother, as thou lov'ft and honour'ft arms

Let's fight it out, and not ftand cavelling thus.

Rkh. Sound drums and trumpets, and the King will fly.

Tork. Sons, peace.

K. Henry, Peace thou, and give King Henry leave to Ipeak.

War. Plantagenet {hall {peak firft: hear him lords.

And be you filent and attentive too.

For he that interrupts him fhall not live.

K. Henry. Think'ft thou that I will leave my kingly throne.

Wherein my grandfire and my father fat ?

No : firft ftiall war unpeople this my realm
;

Ay, and their colours often born in France

^

And now in England to our heart's great fbrrow,

Shall be my winding flieet : why faint you, lords ?

My title's good and better far than his.

War. But prove it Henryj and thou {halt be King.

K. Henry. Henry the Fourth by conqueft got the crown.

Tork. 'Twas by rebellion againft his King.

K. Henry. I know not what to fay, my title's weak

:

Tell me, may not a King adopt an heir ?

TorL
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Tork. What then ?

K. Henry. And if he may, then am I lawful King:
For Richard in the view of many lords,

Refign'd the crown to Henry the Fourth,

Whofe heir my father was, and I am his.

Tork. He rojfe againft him, being his Soveraign,

And made him to refign his crown perforce.

War, Suppofe, my lords, he did it unconftrain'd.

Think you 'twere prejudicial to his crown ?

Rxe. No, for he could not fb refign his crown.

But that the next heir fhould fucceed and reign.

K. Henry. Art thou againft us, Duke of Exeter?

Rxe. His is the right, and therefore pardon me.

Tork. Why whifper you, my lords, and anfwer not ?

Rxe. My confcience tells me he is lawful King.

K. Henry. All will revolt from me and turn to him.

North. Flantagenet^ for all the claim thou lay'ft.

Think not that Henry (hall be fo depos'd.

War. Depos'd he fliall be in defpight of all.

North. Thou art deceived : 'tis not thy fouthern power

Of Rjjex^ Norfolk, Suffolk, nor of Kent,

Which makes thee thus prefumptuous and proud,

Can fet the Duke up in defpight of me.

67//. King Henry, be thy title right or wrong,

Lord Clifford vows to fight in thy defence,-

May that ground gape and fwallow me alive.

Where I fhall kneel to him that flew my father.

K. Henry. Oh Clifford, how thy words revive my heart.

Tork. Henry of Lancafier, refign thy crown

:

What mutter you, or what confpire you, lords ?

War. Do right unto this princely Duke o^Tork,

Or I will fill this houfe with armed men.

And o'er the chair of flate where now he fits

Write
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Write up his title with ufurping blood.

[He ftamps with his foot, and the fildiers /hew themfelves.

K. Henry. My lord of Warwick^ hear me but one word;

Let me for this time reign as King.

TorL Confirm the crown to me and to mine heirs.

And thou (halt reign in quiet while thou liv'ft.

K. Henry. I am content: Richard Plantagenety

Enjoy the kingdom after my deceafe.

67//. What wrong is this unto the Prince your fon ?

fVar. What good is this to England and himfelf?

Weft. Bafe, fearful and defpairing Henry/

Clif. How haft thou injured both thy felf and usf

Weft. I cannot ftay to hear thefe articles.

North. Nor I.

Clif. Come coufin, let us tell the Queen thefe news.

Weft. Farewel, faint-hearted and degen'rate King,

In whofe cold blood no fpark of honour bides.

North. Be thou a prey unto the houle of Tork,

And die in bands for this unmanly deed.

Clif. In dreadful war may'ft thou be overcome.

Or live in peace abandon'd and defpis'd.

\Exeunt Nor. Cliff. Weftm.

SCENE III.

War, Turn this way Henry, and regard them not.

Exe. They feek revenge, and therefore will not yield.

K.Henry, Ah. Exeter /

War. Why ftiould you figh, my lord ?

K. Henry. Not for my felf, lord Warwick^ but my fon.

Whom I unnaturally ftiall difinherit.

But be it as it may j I here entail

The crown to thee, and to thine heirs for ever ,•

Vol. IV. E e Conditi-



2|8 Third Part of

Conditionally, that here thou take an oath

To ceafc this civil war ; and whilft I live

To hoQOur «ie as thy King and Sovcraigo

:

Neither by treafon nor hoftiUty

To feek to put me down, and reiga thy felf.

Tork. This oath I wilUngly take, and wiU perform.

JVar. Long live King i^?^^)// Plantagefiety embrace hira.

K. Henry. And long live thou, and thefe thy forward fbns.

Tork. Now To^k and Lancafier are reconcil'd.

Exe. Accurft be he that feeks to make them foes.

\Sm^. Here' they come down,

Tork. Farewel my gracious lord. Til to my caftle.

I

fVar. And I'll keep LQndon with my foldiers.

Norf. And I to Norfolk with my followers.

Mont._ And I UiOto the feiv from whence I came. \Ex.

K. Henry,. And I with grief and forrow to the court..

Enter the ^leen^ and the Fr'mce af Wales^

Exe. Here comes th-e Queen, wKoiib looks bewray her anger

:

I'll fteal away.

, Ifc. Henry. So Exeter will I. [Going,

^een. Nay, go not from me, I will follow thee

K. Henry. Be patient, gentle Queen, and I will ftay.

^ieen. Who can be patient in fuch extreams ?

Ah wretched man ! would I' had dy'd a maid^

And never feen thee, never bora thee fon,

Seeing thou haft prov'd fo unnat'ral a father..

Hath he defery'd to lole his birth-righl: thus?

Hadft thou but lov.'d him. half fo much as I,

Or felt that pain which I didifor him once.

Or nouriflit him as I did with my blood-;

Thou wouldft have left, thy deareit heart-blood there.

Rather
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Rather than made that favage Duke thine heir,

And difinherited thine only Ton.

Prmce, Father, you cannot difinherit me

:

If you be King, why fhould not I fucceed ?

K. Henry, Pardon me, Margret pardon me, fweet fon,-

The Earl of Warwick and the Duke enforced me.

^een. Enforced thee ? art thou King, and wilt be forc'd ?

I (hame to hear thee (peak ^ ah tim'rous wretch I

Thou haft undone thy felf, thy (on, and me,

And given unto the houfe of Tork 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 thy fepulchre,

And creep into it far before thy time ?

Warwick is chancellor and the lord of Calms,

Stern Faulconbridge commands the narrow feas,

The Duke is make Protedor of the realm,

And yet fhalt thou be fafe ? fuch fafety finds

The trebling lamb, invironed with wolves.

Had I been there, which am a filly woman.

The foldiers fhould have tofs'd me on their pikes.

Before. I would have granted to that a<5t.

But thou preferr'ft thy life before thine honour.

And feeing thou doft, I here divorce my felf

Both from thy table, Henry, and thy bed,

Until that ad: of parliament be repealed.

Whereby my fbn is difinherited.

The northern lords, that have forfworn thy colours.

Will follow mine, if once they fee them fpread

:

And fpread they fliall be, to thy foul difgrace,

And utter ruin of the houfe of Tork.

Thus do I leave thee ; come fon, let's away.

Our army's ready, come, well after them.

E e 2 K. Henry.
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K. Hemy. Stay gentle Margarety and hear me fpeak.

^een. Thou haft fpoke too much already
j

get thee gone,

K. Henry, Gentle fon Edward, thou wilt ftay with me ?

^tjeen. Ay, to be murther'd by his enemies.

Prince. When I return with victory from the field

I'll fee your grace ; 'till then I'll follow her.

^een. Come, fon, away, we may not linger thus.

[Exeunt ^een and Prince,

K. Henry. Poor Queen, how love to me and to her (on

Hath made her break out into terms of rage.

Reveng'd may {he be on that hateful Duke,

Whofe haughty fpirit winged with defire

Will coft my crown, and like an empty eagle

Tire on the flefh of me and of my fon.

The lofs of thofe three lords torments my heart

;

I'll write unto them, and intreat them fair
;

Come, coufin, you (hall be the meffenger.

Exe. And as I hope (hall reconcile them all. [Exeunt.

SCENE IV.

Changes to Sandal-C^/f in Yorkfliire.

Enter Richard, Edward, and Montague.

Rich. RO THER, though I be youngeft, give me leave.

-L^ Edw. No, I can better play the orator.

Mont. But I have reafons ftrong and forcible.

Enter the Duke of York.

Tork. Why how now fons and brother, at a ftrife ?

What is your quarrel ? how began it firft ?

Edw. No quarrel, but a flight contention.

TorL About what?

Rich,
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Rich. About that which concerns your grace and us,

The crown of Engla^dy father, which is yours.

Tork. Mine, boy ? not 'till King Henry be dead.

Rkh. Your right depends not on his life or death.

Edw. Now you are heir, therefore enjoy it now

:

By giving th' houfe of Lancafler leave to breathe,

It will out-run you, father, in the end.

Tork. I took an oath that he fhould cpietly reign.

Edw. But for a kingdom any oath may be broken

:

I'd break a thoufand oaths to reign one year.

Ktch. No; God forbid your grace fhould be forfworn.

Torh, I fliall be, if I claim by open war.

Rich, ril prove the contrary, if you'll hear me fpeak.

Tork, Thou can'ft not, fon, it is impoffible.

Ktch. An oath is of no moment, being not took

Before a true and lawful magiftrate.

That hath authority o'er him that jfwears.

Henry had none, but did ufurp the place.

Then feeing 'twas he that made you to depofe.

Your oath, my lord, is vain and frivolous,

Therefore to arms : and, father, do but think

How fweet a thing it is to wear a crown,

Within whofe circuit is Ely/mm

And all that poets feign of blifs and joy.

Why do we linger thus ? I cannot refl.

Until the white rofe that I wear be dy'd '^-^

Even in the lukewarm blood of Henry's heart.

Tork. Richard, enough : I will be King, or die.

Brother, thou fhalt to London prefently.

And whet on Warwick to this enterprize.

Thou, Richard, fhalt to th' Duke of Norfolk go.

And tell him privily of our intent.

You, Edward, fhall unto my lord Cohham,
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With wh«m the Kenttfhmen will willingty rife.

In them I truft ; for they are fbldiers,

Witty, courteous, liberal, fiill of fpirit.

While you are thus employ'd, what refteth mor€

But that I feek occaflon how to rife ?

And yet the King not privy to my drift.

Nor any of the houfe of Lancafier,

Enter Gabriel.

But ftay, what news ? why com'ft thou in fuch port: ?

Gak The Qiieen, with all the northern Earls and lords,

Intends here to befiege you in your caftle.

She is hard by with twenty thoufand men j

And therefore fortific your hold, my lord.

Tork. Ay, with my fword. What, think'ft thou that we

fear them ?

Edward and Rkhard, you fliall ftay with me
My brother Montague fhall poft to London.

Let noble Warwkky Cobham, and the reft,

Whom we have left Protcdors of the King,

With powerful policy ftrengthen themfelvcs.

And truft not fimplc Henry nor his oaths.

Mont, Brother, I go I'll win them, fear it not.

And thus moft humbly I do take my leave. {Exk Montague.

pMer Sir John Mprtimer and S'tr Hugh Mortimer.

Tork. Sir John and Sir Hu^ Mortimery mine uncles.

You are come to Sandal in a happy hour.

The army of the Queen means to befiege us.

Str John, She ftiall not need, we'll meet her in the field.

Tork. What, with five thoufand men ?

Rich. Ay, with five hundred, father, for a need.

A woman's general ,• what fihould we fear ? \A March afar (f.

Fjdw,
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Ed^* I hear their drams : let's fet ouf hiew'inf order.

And iffue forth and bid them battel ftrait.

TorL Five men to twenty! though the odds be great,

I doubt not uncle of our vi(5tory.

Many a battel have I won in Frame,

When as the enemy hath been ten to one

:

Why fhould I not now have the like fuccefs ? [Alarm, Esftt,

s c E N E V.

Enter Rutland and hh Tutor,

Rut, Ah, whither fhall I fly to fcape their hands?

Ah, tutor, look where bloody Clifford comes.

Enter Clifford.

67//. Chaplain away, thy priefthood faves thy Hfe 5

As for the brat of this accurfed Ehike,

Whofe father flew my father, he fliall die.

Tutor, And I, my lord, will bear him company'.

C7//. Soldiers, away with him. '

Tutor, Ah Cliffordy murther not this innocent child, uJiW

Lefl: thou be hated both of God and man. \Exif,

Cl'tf, How now ? is he dead already ? or is \t 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 lb he comes to rend his limbs afiinider.

Ah gentle Clifford, kill me with thy fword.

And not with luch a cruel threatmng look.

Sweet Clifford, hear me fpeak before I dre:

I am too mean a fubjed: of thy wratli.

Be thou reveng'd on> men, and iet isie lav«.

4 CTtf,
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Cl'tf. In vain thou (peak'ft, poor boy: my father's blood

Hath ftopt the paffage where thy words Ihould enter.

Rut, Then let my father's blood open't again

:

He is a man, and, Clifford, cope with him.

Cl'if, Had I thy brethren here, their Uves and thine

Were not revenge flifficient for me

:

No, if I digg'd up thy forefathers graves.

And hung their rotten coffins up in chains.

It could not flake mine ire nor eafe my heart.

The fight of any of the houfe of Tork
,

Is as a f-iry to torment my foul

:

And 'till I root out their accurfed line.

And leave not one alive, I live in hell.

Therefore

Rut. O let me pray before I take my death

:

To thee I pray—— fweet Clifford pity me.

Cl'tf. Such pity as my rapier's point affords.

Rtit. I never did thee harmj why wilt thou flay me?

CVtf. Thy father hath.

Rut. But 'twas ere I was born.

Thou hafl: one fbn, for his fake pity me,

Left in revenge thereof (flth 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.

Cl'tf. No caufe!

Thy father flew my father, therefore die. [Clif flahs htm.

Rut. Dit factant laudis fiimma fit tfia tua / '

Cl'tf Plantagenet, I come Plantagenet,

And this thy fbn's blood cleaving to my blade

Shall ruft upon my weapon, 'till thy blood

Congeal'd with this do make me wipe off both. [J&xit.

SCENE
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S C E N E VI.

Alarum. Enter Richard T>uke of York.

Tork, The army of the Queen hath got the field

:

My uncles both are (lain 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-flarved wolves.

My fons, 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 times did Rkhard make a lane to me.

And thrice cry'd, courage father, fight it out:

And full as oft came Edward 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,

Rkhard cry'd, Charge ! and give no foot of ground j

And cry'd, a crown or elfe a glorious tomb,

A fcepter or an earthly fepulcher.

With this we charg'd again j but out alas,

We bodg'd again as I have feen a Swan

With bootleis labour fwim againft the tide.

And fpend her ftrength with over-matching waves.

[A Jhort alarum wtthm^

Ah hark, the fatal followers do purfue.

And I am faint and cannot fly their fury.

And were I ftrong, I would not ftiun their fury.

The fands are number'd that make up my life.

Here muft I flay, and here my life muft end.

Vol. IV. Enter
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Enter the ^een^ Clifford, Northumberland, the Prince of

Wales, and Soldiers.

Come, bloody Clifford, rough Northumberland,

I dare your quetichlefs fury to more rage

:

I am your butt, and I abide your fhot.

North. Yield to our mercy, proud Plantagentt,

Cl'tf. Ay, to liich meircy as his ruthlefs arm

With downright payment fliew'd unto my father*

Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his car.

And made an evening at the noon-tide prick.

Tork. My afhes, as the Phoenix, may bring forth

A bird that will revenge upon you all :

And in that hope I throw mine eyes to heav'n.

Scorning whate'er you can afflict me with.

Why come you not ? what ! multitudes and fear ?

67//. 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 invedives 'gatnft: the officers.

Tork. Oh Clifford, but bethink thee once again.

And in thy thought o'er-run my former time

;

And if thou can ft for blufliing view this face,

And bite thy tongue that flanders him with cowardife,

Whofe frown hath made thee faint and fly ere this.

Clrf. I will not bandy with thee word for word,

But buckler with thee blows twice two for one.

^een. Hold, valiant Clifford, for a thoufand caufes

I would prolong a while the traitor's life

:

Wrath makes him deaf /peak thou Northumberland.

North. Hold Clifford, do not honour him fb much.

To prick thy finger, though to wound his heart.
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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 ?

It is war's prize to take all vantages,

And ten to one is no impeach of valour.

Cl'if. Ay ay, fo ftrives the woodcock with the gin.

North. So doth the cony ftruggle in the net.

Tork. So triumph thieves upon their conquer'd booty

So true men yield, with robbers fo o'er-matcht.

North. What would your grace have done unto him

^een. Brave warriors, Clifford and Northumberlandy

Come make him ftand upon this mole-hill here,

That raught at mountains with out-ftretched arms.

Yet parted but the fhadow with his hand.

What^ was it you that would be England's King ?

Was't you that revell'd in our parliament.

And made a preachment of your high defcent ?

Where are your mefs of {bns to back you now,

The wanton Edward^ and the lufty George?

And where's that valiant crook-back prodigy,

Dkky your boy, that with his grumbling voice

Was wont to cheer his dad in mutinies ?

Or with the reft, where is your darling Rutland?

Look Tork^ I ftain'd this napkin with the blood

That valiant Clifford with his rapier's point

Made iffuc from the bofbm of the boy

:

And if thine eyes can water for his death,

I give thee this to dry thy cheeks withal.

Alas poor Torky but that I hate thee deadly,

I ftionld lament thy miferable ftate.

I pr'ythee grieve, to make me merry, Tork.

What, hath thy fiery heart lb parcht thine intrails.

That not a tear can fall for Rutland's death s

f f 2
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Why art thou patient, itlan ? thou (hould'ft be mad ;

And I, to make thee mad, do mock thee thus: fi:i«><.iU

Stamp, rave and fret, that I may fing and dance. io£i

Thou would'ft be fee'd I fee, to make me fport: ' « H
Tork cannot fpeak unlefs he wear a crown. i il

A crown for Tork and, lords, bow low to him :

Hold you his hands whilft I do fet it on. fli f'^'

\Puttmg a paper crown on his head*

Ay marry Sir, now looks he like a King:

Ay, this is he that took King Henry's chair,

And this is he was his adopted heir.

But how is it, that great Plantagenet

Is crown'd fb foon, and broke his folemn oath?

As I bethink me, you fhould not be King

'Till our King Henry had fliook hands with death.

And will you pale your head in Henry's glory.

And rob his temples of the diadem, ^

Now in this life, again ft the 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.

67//. That is my office, for my father's fake.

^een. Nay ftay, let's hear the orifbns he makes.

Tork, She-wolf of France^ but worfe than wolves of FrancCy

Whole tongue more poifons than the adder's tooth 5

How ill-befceming is it in thy fex

To triumph like an Amazonian trull.

Upon their woes whom fortune captivates ?

But that thy face is vizard-hke, unchanging,

Made impudent with ufe of evil deeds,

I would affay, proud Queen, to make thee blulh.

To tell thee whence thou cam'ft, of whom deriv'd,

Were fhame enough to fhame thee, wert thou not fliamelefs:

Thy



King Henry VL
Thy father bears the type ofKing of Naples,

Of both the SkUs and Jemfalemy

Yet not fb wealthy as an Englijh 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 (hare thereof is fmall.

'Tis virtue that doth make them moft admir'd.

The contrary doth make thee wonder'd at.

'Tis government that makes them ieem divine.

The want thereof makes thee abominable.

Thou art as oppofite to every good.

As the Antipodes are unto us.

Or as the fbuth to the Septentrton,

Oh tyger's heart wrapt in a woman's hide.

How could'll 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 ?

Women are foft, mild, pitiful and flexible,-

Thou ftern, obdurate, flinty, rough, remorfelels.

Bidft thou me rage ? why now thou haft thy wifti.

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 obJfequies,

And ev'ry drop cries vengeance to his death,

'Gainft thee fell Clifford, and thee falfe French woman.

North. Befhrew me but his paffions move me (b,

That hardly can I check mine eyes from tears.

Torh That face of his

The hungry canibals would not have topcht.
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Would not have ftain*d the rofes juft with blood:

Bi^t you are more inhuman, more inexorable,

Oh ten times more, than tygcrs of Hyrcania,

See, ruthlefs Queen, a haplefs father's tears

:

This cloth thou dip'dft in blood of my (weet boy,

And I with tears do wafh the blood away.

Keep thou the napkin, and go boaft of this^

And if thou tell'ft the heavy Story right.

Upon my foul the hearers will fhed tears

:

Yea, even my foes will fhed faft-falling tears,

And fay, alas, it was a piteous deed.

There take the crown, and, with the crown, my curfe.

And in thy need ^uch 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 (laughter-man to all my kin,

I fhould not for my life but weep with him.

To fee how inly forrow gripes his foul.

^een. What, weeping ripe, my lord Northumberlmd?

Think but upon the wrong he did us all.

And that will quickly dry thy melting tears.

CUf. Here's for my oath, here's for my father's death.

[Stabbmg him.

^een. And here's to right our gentle-hearted King.

Tork. Open thy gate of mercy, gracious God.

My foul flies through thefe wounds, to feek out thee [D/ct.

^een. Off with his head, and fet it on Tork gates
;

So Tork miiy overlook the town af TorL [Extunt.

Vctn/t ACT
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(I

A C T IL S C E N E I.

A March ^ Enter Edward, Richard, and their Power.

Edward.
Wonder how our princely father fcap'd ,•

Or whether he be fcap'd away, or no.

From Clifford's and Northumberland's purluit ?

Had he been ta'en, we fhould have heard the news j

Had he been flain, we fhould have heard the

news;

Or had he fcap'd, methinks we fhould have heard

The happy tidings of his good efcape.

How fares my brother ? why is he fb fad ?

Rich, I cannot joy, until I be refolv'd

Where our right valiant father is become.

I faw him in the battel range about.

And watcht him how he fingled Clifford forth • ^

Methought he bore him in the thickeft troop,

As doth a lion in a herd of neat ,•

Or as a bear encompafs'd round with dogs.

Who having pincht a few and made them cry,

The reft ftand all aloof and bark at him.

So far'd our father with his enemies,

So fled his enemies my warlike father

:

Methinks 'tis prize enough to be his fbn.

See how the morning opes her golden gates.

And takes her farewel of the glorious fun ;

How well refembles it the prime of youth,

Trim'd
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Trim'd like a yonkcr prancing to his love ?

Edw. Dazle mine eyes ? or do I fee three funs ?

Rich. Three glorious fiins, each one a perfe6t (iin,

Not feparated with the racking clouds,

But fever'd in a pale clear ftiining 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 (un.

In this the heaven figures fome event.

Edw. 'Tis wond'rous ftrange, the like yet never heard of.

I think it cites us, brother, to the field.

That we the fons of brave Flantagenet^

Each one already blazing by our meeds.

Should notwithftanding join our lights together.

And over-ftiine the earth, as this the world.

Whatever it bodes, henceforward will I bear

Upon my target three fair fhining funs.

Ktch. Nay, bear three daughters : by your leave, I fpeak it.

You love the breeder better than the male.

Efiier a Mejfenger.

But what art thou, whofe heavy looks foretel

Some dreadful ftory hanging on thy tongue?

Mef. Ah ! one that was a woful looker on

When as the noble Duke of Tork was flain,

Your princely father, and my loving lord.

Edw. Oh fpeak no more! for 1 have heard too much.

Rich. Say how he dy'd, for I will hear it all,

Mef. Environed he was with many foes.

And Hood againft them, as the hope of Tro^^

Again ft the Greeks that would have entred Tro'^.

But Hercules himfelf muft yield to odds
;

And many ftroaks, though with a little ax,

Hew
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Hew down and fell the hardefl timber'd oafk.

By many hands your father was fubdu'd.

But only flaughter'd by the ireful arm

Of unrelenting Cl'ffford and the Queen

Who crown'd the gracious Duke in high defpight,

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 harmle/s blood

Of fweet young Rutland^ by rough Cl'sffbrd flain :

And after many fcorns, many foul taunts.

They took his head, and on the gates of Tork

They fet the fame, and there it doth remain

The faddeft fpedtacle that e'er I view'd.

Edw. Sweet Duke of Tork, our prop to lean upon,

Now thou art gone we have no ftaff, no flay.

Oh Clifford, boift'rous Clifford, thou haft flain

The flower of Europe for his chivalry.

And trcacheroufly haft thou vanquifli'd him
;

For hand to hand he would have vanquifli'd thee.

Now my foul's palace is become a prifon

:

Ah, would flie break from hence, that this my body

Might in the ground be clofed up in reft,- >i^<3

For never henceforth fliall I joy again.

Never, oh never fliall I fee more joy.

Rkh. 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 fliould fpeak withal

Is kindling coals that fire up all my breaft, -"^

And burn me up with flames that tears would quencfo">i^ brt ^

To weep, is to make leifs the depth of grief

:

Tears then for babes j blows and revenge for me! ^

Richard, I bear thy name, I'll venge thy death, v'*^^

^¥oL. IV. G g Or
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Or die renowned by attempting it.

EJw. His name that valiant Duke hath left with thee

:

His Dukedom and his chair with me is left.

Ricb. Nay, if thou be that princely eagle's bird.

Shew thy defcent, by gazing 'gainfl: the fun :

For chair and Dukedom, throne and kingdom fay,

Either that's thine, or elfe thou wert not his.

March. EfJter Warwick, Marquis of Montague, and thetr army.

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

Rich. Great lord of Warwick^ if we fhould recount

Our baleful news, and at each word's deUv'rance

Stab poniards in our flefli 'till all were told.

The words would add more anguifh than the wounds.

0 valiant lord, the Duke of Tork is (lain.

Rdw. O Warwick ! Warwkk ! that Plantagemt

Which held thee dearly as his foul's redemption.

Is by the flern lord Clifford done to death.

War. Ten days ago I drown'd thefe news in tears

And now, to add more meafure to your woes,

1 come to tell you things fith then befaln.

After the bloody fray at Wakefield fought.

Where your brave father breath'd his latefl gafp.

Tidings, as fwiftly as the pofl could run.

Were brought me of your lofs and his depart.

I then in London^ keeper of the King,

Mufler'd my foldiers, gather'd flocks of friends,

March'd towards St. Aiham t' intercept the Queen,

Bearing the King in my behalf along

:

For by my fcouts I was advertifed

That fhe was coming, with a full intent

To dafh our late decree in parliament.

Touching King Henry's oath, and your fuccefEon

:

Short
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short tale to make, we at St. Albans met,

Our battels join'd, and both fides fiercely fought

:

But whether 'twas the coldnefs of the King,

Who look'd full gently on his warlike Queen,

That robb'd my foldiers of their heated fpleen ,*

Or whether 'twas report of her fiicceis.

Or more than common fear of Clifford's rigour.

Who thunders to his captives blood and death,

I cannot judge : but to conclude with truth.

Their weapons like to lightning came and went ;

Our foldiers like the night-owl's lazy flight,

Or like a lazy thrafher with a flail.

Fell gently down, as if they ftruck their friends,

I cheer'd them up with jufl:ice of our caufe.

With promife of high pay and great reward j

But all in vain, they had no heart to fight.

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

So that we fled the King unto the Queen,

Lord George your brother, Norfolk, and my felf^

In hafl:e, pofl; haft:e, 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 Norfolk, gentle Wcirwkk>

And when came George fvom Bm-gundy to England?

War. Some fix miles oft the Duke is with the foldiers
j

And for your brother, he was lately fent

From your kind aunt, Dutcheis -Burgundy

,

With aid of foldiers to this needfiil war,

Rkh. 'Twas odds belike when valiant Warwick fled ;

Oft have I heard his praiies in purfuit,

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

IVar. Nor now my fcandal, Rjchard, doft thou hear

For thou flialt know this ftrong right hand of mine

Gg 2
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Can pluck the diadem from faint Henrfs 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.

Rkh, I know it well, lord Warwick, blame me not^

'Tis love I bear thy glories makes 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 Ave Marks with our beads I

Or fhall we on the helmets of our foes

Tell our devotion with revengeful arms ?

If for the laft, fay ay, and to it lords.

War. Why therefore Warwick came to feek you out

And therefore comes my brother Montague.

Attend me lords : the proud infulting Queen,

With Clifford, and the haught Northumberland,

And of their feather many more proud birds,

Have wrought the eafie-melting King, like wax.

He fwore confent to your fucceflion.

His oath enrolled in the parliament :

And now to London all the crew are gone.

To fruftrate both his oath, and what befide

Ivlay make againft the houfe of Lancafier,

Their power, I think, is thirty thoufand flrong:

Now if the help of Norfolk zn^. my felf,

With .all.the friends that thou brave Earl of March,

Amongft the loving Welchmen canft procure.

Will but amount to live and twenty thoufand

:

Why Via / to London will we march.

And once again beftride our foaming fteeds,.

And once again cry charge upon our foes.

But never once again turn back and fly.

a M a ^
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Rkh. Ay, now methinks I hear great Warwick fpeak

;

Ne'er may he live to fee a fun-fliine day

That cries retire, if Warwick bid him ftay.

Edw. Lord Warwick, on thy (houlder will I lean,

And when thou fail'ft (as God forbid the hour)

Mull Edward fall, which peril heav'n forfend.

War. No longer Earl of Af^^rrr^, but Duke of 21?r^
j ^

The next degree is England's royal throne: ^

'

For King of England flialt thou be proclaimed

In every borough as we pais along

:

And he that throws not up his cap for joy.

Shall for the fault make forfeit of his head.

King Edward, valiant Richard, Montague,

Stay we no longer dreaming of renown.

But found the trumpets, and about our task..

Rich. Then Clifford ^w^te thy heart as hard as fteel.

As thou haft fliewn it flinty by thy deeds,

I come to pierce it, or to give thee mine.

Edw. Then ftrike up drums, God and St. George for us..

Enter a Meffenger.

War, How now I what news ?

Mef. The Duke of Norfolk fends you word by me.

The Queen is coming with a purffant hoft.

And craves your company for fpeedy counfel.

War, Why then it forts, brave warriors let's away.

[Exeunt omne^^.

I,

SCENE
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SCENE IIL

YORK,
Enter K'mg Henry, the ^ueen, Clifford, Northumberland, and

the Prince of Wales, with Drums and Trumpets,

^^en7^\ 7" E L COM E, my lord, to this brave town of Yorh

• V V Yonder's the head of that arch-enemy

That Ibught to be encompaft with your crown.

Doth not the object cheer your heart, my lord?

K. Henry. Ay, as the rocks cheer them that fear their wrack j

To fee this fight it irks my very foul

:

With-hold revenge, dear God, 'tis not my fault,

Nor wittingly have I infring'd my vow.

Cltf. My gracious liege, this too much lenity

And harmlels 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 that fpoils her young before her face.

Who fcapes the lurking ferpent's mortal fting ?

Not he that fets his foot upon her back.

The fmalleft worm will turn, being trodden on.

And doves will peek in fafeguard of their bix>od.

Ambitious Tbr^ did lev'cl at thy crown.

Thou {miling, while he knit his angry brows.

He but a Duke, would have his fbn a King,

And raife his iffue like a loving fire,-

Thou being a King, bleft with a goodly fbn,

Didft yield confent to difinherit him

Which argu'd thee a moft unloving father.

Unreafonable creatures feed their young,

And
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And tho' man's face be fearful to their eyes.

Yet in protedion of their tender ones

Who hath not feen them (even with thofe wings

Which Ibmetimes they have us'd with fearful flight)

Make war with him that cUmb'd unto their neft,

Offering their own lives in their young's defence ?

For fliame 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, what a fhame was this ? look on the boy.

And let his manly face, which promifeth

Succefsful fortune, fteel thy melting heart

To hold thine own, and leave thine own with him,

K'mg, 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 jfiiccefs.

And happy always was it for that fon,

Whofe father for his hoarding went to hell,

ril leave my fon my virtuous deeds behind

;

And would my father had left me no more

:

For all the reft is held at foch a rate,

As brings a thoufand-fold more care to keep,

Than in poffeflion any jot of pleafore.

Ah coufin Tork, would thy beft friends did know

How it doth grieve me that thy head is here.

^een. My lord cheer up your fpirits, our foes are

And this foft courage makes your followers faint

;

You promis'd Knighthood to our forward fon,

Unfheath your fword, and dub him prefently.
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Edwardy kneel down.

King, Edward Plantagenet, arife a Knight,

And learn this leflbn, draw thy fword in right.

Prince, My gracious father, by your kingly leave,

I'll draw it as Apparent to the crown.

And in that quarrel ufe it to the death.

67//. Why that is fpoken like a toward Prince.

Enter a Mejfenger,

Mef. Royal commanders be in readinefs.

For with a band of thirty thoufand men
Comes Warwick, backing of the Duke o^TorL

And in the towns as they do march along

Proclaims him King, and many fly to him.

Darraign your battel, they are near at hand.

Clif. I would your highnefs would depart the field

:

The Queen hath beft fuccefs when you are abj(ent.

^een. Ay good my lord, and leave us to our fortune.

K. Henry. Why that's my fortune too, therefore I'll ftay.

North. Be it with refolution then to ^^ht.

Prince. My royal father, cheer theJfe noble lords.

And hearten thofe that fight in your defence :

Unfheath your fword, good father
;

cry St. George.

S C E N E IV.

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 ?

^een. Go rate thy minions, proud infulting boy.

Becomes it thee to be thus bold in terms

Before
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Before thy Soveraign and thy lawful King ?

Edw, I am his King, and he {hould bow his knee
j

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 ad of parHament

To blot out me and put his own fon in.

Cl'tf, And reafon too :

Who (hould (ucceed the father, but the fon ?

Rkh. Are you there, butcher? O, I cannot (peak.

C7//. Ay, crook-back, here I ftand to anfwer thee.

Or any he the proudeft of thy fort.

Rkh. 'Twas you that kill'd young Rutland^ was it not ?

Cl'tf. Ay, and old Tork, and yet not fatisfy'd.

Rkh, For God's fake, lords, give fignal to the fight.

War. What fay'ft thou Henry, wilt thou yield the crown >

^een. Why how nowlong-tongu'd/^^s^rw/c^, dare youipeak?

When you and I met at St. Albarfs laft.

Your legs did better fervice than your hands.

War. Then 'twas my turn to fly, and npw 'tis thine.

Cltf. You faid fb much before, and yet you fled.

War. 'Twas not your valour, Clifford^ drove me thence.

North. No, nor your manhood that durft make you ftay.

Ktch. Northumberlandy I hold thee reverently.

Break off the parley, for fcarce I can refrain

The execution of my big-fwoln heart

Upon that Clifford, that cruel child-killer.

Cl'tf. I flew thy father, call'ft thou him a child ?

Ktch. Ay, like a dafl.ard and a treacherous coward,

As thou didft kill our tender brother Rutland'.

But ere fun fct I'll make thee curfe the deed. [fpeak.

K. Henry. Have done with words, my lords, and hear me
^ieen. Defie them then, ,

or eiie hold clofe thy jliBS-,' -

Vou lY. H h '

K^Henr^,
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K. Henry. I pr'ytliee give no limits to my tongue,

I am a King, and privileg'd to fpeak.

Cl'tf, My liege, the wound that bred this meeting here

Cannot be cur'd by words, therefore be ftill.

Rkh. Then, execution, re-unfheath thy fword

:

By him that made us all, I am refolv'd

That Clifford's manhood lyes upon his tongue.

Edw. Say Henry ^ fliall I have my right or no ?

A thoufand men have broke their fafts to-day.

That ne'er fliall dine unlefi thou yield the crown.

War. If thou deny, their blood upon thy head.

For Tork in juftice puts his armour on.

Pr'mce. If that be right which Warwick fays is right.

There is no wrong, but every thing is right.

Rkk, Who ever got thee, there thy mother (lands.

For well I wot thou haft thy mother's tongue.

^leen. But thou art neither like thy fire nor dam.

But like a foul mifhapen ftigmatick,

Mark'd by the deftin.ies to be avoided.

As venomous toads,, or lizards dreadful ftings%

Rkh. Iron of Naples hid with Engli/b gilt,

Whofe father bears the title of a King,

(As if a channel fliould be call'd the fea)

Sham'ft thou not, knowing whence thou art extraught.

To let thy tongue deted thy baie^born heart.

Edw. A wifp of ftraw were worth a thoufand crown-s^

To make this fhamelefs callet know her felf.

Helen of Greece was fairer far than thou.

Although thy husband may be Menelaus
;

And ne'er was Agamemnon^s, brother wrong'd

By that falfe woman, as this King by thee.

His father revell'd in the heart of France^

And tam'd the King, and made the Dauphin ftoop

:

And



King Henry VL 24.5

And had he match'd according to his ftate,

He might have kept that glory to this day.

But when he took a beggar to his bed.

And grac'd thy poor Sire with his bridal day.

Even then that fun-fliine brew'd a fliow'r for him.

That wafh'd his father's fortunes forth of France

y

And heap'd fedition on his crown at home

:

For what hath broached this tumult but thy pride ?

Hadft thou been meek, our title ftill had flept.

And we in pity of the gentle King
Had flipt our claim until another age.

Cla. But when we faw our fun-fhine made thy fpring,

And that thy fummer bred us no increafe.

We fet the ax to thy ufurping root^

And though the edge hath (bmething 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 thee growing with our heated bloods.

Rdw. And in this refblution I defie thee.

Not wilhng any longer conference.

Since thou deny'dft the gentle King to fpeak.

Sound trumpets, let our bloody colours wave.

And either vidory or elfe a grave.

^een. Stay Edward
Edw. No, wrangling woman, we'll no longer flay.

Thefe words will coft ten thoufand lives this day.

[Exeunt omnes,

SCENE V.

Alarum. Excurfions. Enter Warwick.

fVar. Fore-fpent with toil, as runners with a race,

I lay me down a little while to breathe

:

Hh 1 For
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For ftrokes receiv'd and many blows repaid

Have robb'd my ftrong-knit finews of their ftrength.

And fpight of (pight needs muft I reft a while.

Enter Edward runnmg,

Edw. Smile, gentle heav'n or ftrike, ungentle death

;

For this world frowns, and Edward's (iin is clouded.

fVar. How now, my lord, what hap? what hope of gO(

Enter Clarence.

CJa. Our hap is lols, our hope but fad defpair.

Our ranks are broke, and ruin follows us.

What counfel give you ? whither fhall we fly ?

Edw. Bootlefs is flight, they follow us with wings

;

And weak we are, and cannot fliun purfuit.

Enter Richard.

Rkh. Ah Warwick^ why haft thou withdrawn thy felf?

Thy brother's blood the thirfty earth hath drunk,

Broach'd with the fteely point of Cliffords lance

:

And in the very pangs of death he cry'd,

(Like to a difmal clangor heard from far)

Warwick, revenge; brother, revenge my death.

So underneath the belly of his fteeds.

That ftain'd their fetlocks in his fmoaking blood.

The noble gentleman gave up the ghoft.

War. Then let the earth be drunken with our blood

;

I'll kill my horfe becaufe I will not fly

:

Why ftand we like foft-hearted women here.

Wailing our lofTes, whiles the foe doth rage.

And look upon, as if the tragedy

Were plaid in jeft by counterfeiting adors.

Here on my knee I vow to God above.
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Pll never paufe again, never ftand ftill,

'Till either death hath clos'd thefe eyes of mine.

Or fortune given me meafiire of revenge.

Edw, O Warw'tcky I do bend my knee with thine,

And in this vow do chain my foul to 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 muft be prey)

Yet that thy brazen gates of heav'n may ope.

And give fweet pafTage to my finful Ibul.

Now lords take leave untill we meet again,

Where-e'er it be, in heav'n or on earth.

Ktch. Brother give me thy hand, and gentle Warwick

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 fb.

War, Away, away: once more, fweet lords, farewel.

Cla. Yet let us all together to our troops

And give them leave to fly that will not ftay

And call them pillars that will ftand to us ,•

And if we thrive, promife them fuch rewards,

As vidtors wear at the Ol'ymplan ' g2ivs\ts.

This may plant courage in their quailing breafts.

For yet is hope of life and vidory

Fore-flow no longer, make we hence amain. [Exeunt,

Excurjions, Enter Richard and Clifford.

Rkh. Now Clifford I have fingled thee alone,

Suppofe this arm is for the Duke of Torky

And this for Rutland, both bound to revenge,

Wert thou environ'd with a brazen waih

cnf.
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Clif, Now Richard I am with thee here alone^

This is the hand that ftabb'd thy father Tork,

And this the hand that flew thy brother Rutland^

And here's the heart that triumphs in their death,

And cheers thefe hands that flew thy fire and brother

To execute the Kke upon thy felf.

And fo have at thee.

The'^ fight. Warwick enten, CHfFord flles»

Rich. Nay Warwick fingle out fome other chafe,

iFor I my felf will hunt thi-s wolf to death. [Exeunt.

SCENE VL

Alarum, Enter King Henry alone»

K. Henry, This battel fares like to the morning's war,

When dying clouds contend with growing light.

What time the fhepherd blowing of his nails.

Can neither call it perfed: day nor night.

Now fways it this way, like the felf-fame fea

Forc'd by the tide to combat with the wind

:

Now fways it that way, like the felf-fame fea

Forc'd to retire by fury of the wind.

Sometime the flood prevails, and then the wind

Now one the better, then another befl:.

Both tugging to be vidors, breafl: 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 God will, there be the victory

:

For Margaret my Queen and Clifford too

Have chid me from the battel, fwearing both

They profper beft of all when I am thence.

Would
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Would I were dead, if God's good will were fb

:

For what is in this world but grief and woe ?

* O God ! methinks it were a happy life

* To be no better than a homely fwain,

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

^ Thereby to fee the minutes how they run

:

^ How many makes the hour full compleat,

* How many hours bring about the day,

^ How many days will finifh up the year,

* How many years a mortal man may live.

' When this is known, then to divide the times

:

* So many hours muft I tend my flock,

* So many hours muft I take my reft,

* So many hours muft I contemplate,

^ So many hours muft I fport my felf

' So many days my ewes have been with young,

* So many weeks ere the poor fools will ean,

* So many months ere I fhall (lieer the fleece:

* So minutes, hours, days, weeks, months and years

* Paft over, to the end they were created,

* Would bring white hairs unto a quiet grave.

Ah! what a life were thisf how fweet, how lovely!

Gives not the haw-thorn bufh a fweeter fliade

To {hepherds looking on their filly ftieep.

Than doth a rich embroider'd canopy

To Kings that fear their fiibje<^ls treacheiy ?

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

And to conclude, the fhepherd's homely curds.

His cold thin drink out of his leather bottle,

His wonted fleep under a frefh tree's fhade^

All which fecure and fweetly he enjoys,

Is far beyond a Prince's delicates.
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His viands fparkling in a golden cup,

His body couched in a curious bed,

When care, miftruft and treafons wait on him.

SCENE VII.

Alarum. Enter a Son that had hWd hh Father at one door^ and

a Father that had hilPd his Son at another door.

Son, III blows the wind that profits no body.

This nian, whom hand to hand I flew in fight.

May be poffeffed with fbme ftore of crowns,

And I that, haply, take them from him now.

May yet, ere night, 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 conflid: I unawares 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 York, 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 {hall wipe away thefe bloody marks

:

And no more words, 'till they have flow'd their fill.

K. Henry. O piteous fpedacle ! O bloody times

!

Whiles lions war and battle for their dens.

Poor harmlefs lambs abide their enmity.

Weep, wretched man, I'll aid thee tear for tear ^

And let our hearts and eyes, like civil war.

Be bhnd with tears, and break o'er-charg'd with grie£

3

Enter
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Enter a Father^ heanng hh Son,

Path. Thou that To 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!

Ah boy, if any life be left in thee,

Throw up thine eye
j

fee, fee what fhowers arife.

Blown with the windy tempeft of my heart

Upon thy wounds, that kill mine eye and heart.

O pity, God, this miferable agef

What ftratagems, how fell, how butcherly,

Erroneous, mutinous, and unnatural.

This deadly quarrel daily doth beget

!

O boy ! thy father gave thee life too fbon.

And hath bereft thee of thy life too late.

K. Henry, Woe above woe ,• grief, more than common grief
j

O that my death would ftay thefe rueful deeds

:

O pity, pity, gentle heaven, pity.

The red rofe and the white are on 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 hves muft wither.

Son, How will my mother, for a father's death.

Take on with me, and ne'er be fatisfy'd ?

Path, 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 rew'd a father's death ?

Vol. IV. I i fath.
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Fath. Was ever father fo bemoan'd his Ton ?

K. Henry, Was ever King fb griev'd for fubjeds woe ?

Much is your forrow mine, ten times fo much.

Son. I'll bear thee hence, where I may weep my fill.

Fath, Thefe arms of mine (hall be thy winding-fheet.

My heart, fweet boy, (hall be thy fepulcher.

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 more.

As Priam was for all his valiant fons.

I'll bear thee hence, and let them fight that will.

For I have murther'd where I fhould not kill. [Exh,

K. Henry. Sad-hearted men, much overgone with carcj

Here fits a King more woful than you are.

SCENE VIII.

Alarums, FjXcurJions, Enter the ^een. Prince of Wales,

and Exeter.

Prince. Fly, father, fly ^ for all your friends are fled
j

And Warwick rages like a chafed bull

:

Away, for death doth hold us in purfuit.

Ghieen. Mount you my lord, towards Berwick pofl amain.

Edward and Richard^ 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 j for vengeance comes along with them.

Kay, ftay not to expoftulate, make fpeed.

Or elfe come after, I'll away before.

K. Henry, Nay, take me with thee, good fweet Exeter ,•

Not
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1

Not that I fear to ftay, but love to go

Whither the Queen intends. Forward, away. [Exeunt,

SCENE IX.

A loud- Alarum, Enter CHfFord wounded,

Cl'if. Here burns my candle out
; ay, here it dies.

Which while it lafted, gave King Henry light.

O Lmcafler / I fear thy overthrow.

More than my body's parting with my foul.

My love and fear glew'd many friends to thee, \FaUmg,

And now I fall, thy tough commixtures melt.

Impairing Henry
y

ftrengthning mif-proud York j

And whither fly the gnats, but to the fiin ?

And who fhines now, but Henry's enemies ?

O Phoebus/ hadft thou never giv'n confent

That Phaeton (hould check thy fiery fteeds.

Thy burning car had never fcorch'd the earth :

And Henry y hadft thou jfway'd as Kings fhould do,

Or as thy father and his father did,

Giving no ground unto the houfe of Tork^

They never then had fprung like fummer flies.

I, and ten thoufand in this lucklefs realm.

Had left no mourning widows for our death

And thou this day hadft kept thy chair in peace.

For what doth cherifti 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 ftrength to hold out flight

:

The foe is mercilefs, and will not pity ,*

For at their hands I have deferv'd no pity.

The air hath got into my deadly wounds,

I i X And
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And much cfFufe of blood doth make me faint

:

Come Tork and Richard, Warwick and the reft,

I ftabb'd your father's bofom
;

fpHt my breaft. \He faints.

Alarum and Retreat. Enter Edward, Warwick, Richard, Mon-
tague, Clarence, and Soldiers.

Edw. Now breathe we lords, good fortune bids us paufe,

And fmooth the frowns of war with peaceful looks.

Some troops purlue the bloody-minded Queen,

That led calm Henr'y, though he were a King,

As doth a Sail fiU'd with a fretting guft

Command an Argofie to ftem the waves.

But think you lords that Clifford fled with them ?

fVar. No, 'tis impofTible he ftiould efcape

:

For though before his face I fpeak the word,

Your brother Richard mark'd him for the grave

And wherefoe'er he is, he's furely dead. [Clifford groans.

Rich. Whofe foul is that which takes her heavy leave ?

A deadly groan, like life and death's departing.

See who it is.

Edw. And now the battel's ended,

If friend or foe, let him be gently ufed.

Rich. Revoke that doom of mercy, for 'tis Clifford^

Who not contented that he lopp'd the branch,

In hewing Rutland when his leaves put forth
j

But fet his murth'ring knife unto the root

From whence that tender fpray did fweetly fpring,

I mean our princely father, Duke of Tork.

War. From off the gates of Tork fetch down the head.

Your father's head, which Clifford placed there

:

Inftead whereof let his fupply the room.

Meafure for meafiire muft be anfwered.

Edw. Bring forth that fatal fcreech-owl to our houfe.

That
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That nothing (ung but death to us and ours :

Now death fhall ftop his difmal threatning found,

And his ill-boading tongue no more fhall fpeak.

IVar. I think his underftanding is bereft

:

Speak Clifford^ doft thou know who fpeaks to thee ?

Dark cloudy death o'er-fliades his beams of Hfe,

And he nor fees, nor hears us what we fay.

Ktch, O would he did ; and fo perhaps he doth.

'Tis but his poHcy to counterfeit,

Becaufe he would avoid fiich bitter taunts

As in the time of death he gave our father.

Cla. If fo thou think'ft, vex him with eager words.

Rjch. Clifford^ ask mercy, and obtain no grace.

Kdw. Clifford^ repent in bootlefs penitence.

War, Clifford^ devife excufes for thy faults.

Cla. While we devife fell tortures for thy faults.,

Ktch^ Thou didft love Tork^ and I am fbn to Tork.

Edw. Thou pitied'ft Rutland, I will pity thee.

Cla. Where's captain Margaret to fence you now ?

War. They mock thee Clifford, Iwear as thou waft wonti"

Rich. What not an oath I nay then the world goes hard^.

When Clifford cannot fpare his friends an oath :

I know by that he's dead j 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 ilTuing blood

Stifle the villain, whofe unftanched thirft

Tork and young Rutland could not fatisfie.

War. Ay but he's dead. Off with the traitor's head^

And rear it in the place your father's ftands.

And now to London with triumphant march.

There to be crowned England's royal King :

From whence (hall Warwick cut the fea to France

y

And
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And ask the lady Bona for thy Queen.

So fhalt thou finew both thefe lands together.

And having France thy friend, thou flialt not dread

The fcatter'd foe that hopes to rife again

:

For though they cannot greatly fting to hurt,

Yet look to have them buz t* offend thine ears.

Firft will I fee the coronation.

And then to Brkany HI crofs the fea,

effect this marriage, fo it pleafe my lord.

Edw. Ev'n as thou wilt, fweet H'^arwtck, let it be
;

For on thy fhoulder do I build my feat

:

And never will I undertake the thing

Wherein thy counfel and confent is wanting.

Rkhardy I will create thee Duke of Gyfiery
And George of Clarence Warwick as our felf

Shall do and undo, as him pleafeth beft.

Kich, Let me be Duke of Clarence
^

George of Glofier,

For Glofier^s Dukedom is too ominous.

fVar. Tut, that's a foolifh obfervation

:

Rkhardy be Duke of Glofier : now to London,

To fee thefe honours in polTeffion* [Exeunt,
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ACT III. S C E N E I.

Enter Sinklo and Humphry, with crofs-hows m their hands.

S I N K L O.

NDER this thick-grown brake we'll fliroud

our felves,

For through this laund anon the Deer will

come

;

And in this covert will we make our ftand.

Culling the principal of all the Deer.

Hum, Fll ftay above the hill, fo both may fhoot.

Sink. That cannot be : the noife of thy crofs-bow

Will fcare the herd, and fo my flioot is loft :

Here ftand we both, and aim we at the beft.

And, for the time ftiall not feem tedious,

I'll tell thee what befell me on a day.

In this felf-place where now we mean to ftand.

Sink, Here comes a man, let's ftay 'till he be paft,

Rnter King Henry, with a pra'yer-book,

K. Henry. From Scotland am I ftol'n ev'n of pure love.

To greet mine own land with my wi(hful ftght

:

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

Thy place is fiU'd, thy fcepter wrung from thee.

Thy balm waftit off wherewith thou waft anointed :

No bending knee will call thee defar now.

No humble luitors prefs to (peak for right:

No, not a man comes for redrefs to thee

2 For
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For how can 1 help them, and not my felf ?

Sink. Ay, here's a deer, whofe skin's a keeper's fee:

This is the quondam King, let's feize upon him.

K. Henry. Let me embrace ^ thefe four adverfities.

For wife men fay it is the wifeft courfe.

Hum. Why Hnger we ? let us lay hands upon him.

Sink. Forbear a while, we'll hear a little more.

K. Henry. My Queen and fon are gone to France for aid

;

And as I hear, the great commanding Warwick

Is thither gone to crave the French King's fifter

To wife for Edward. If this news be true.

Poor Queen and fon ! your labour is but loft

:

For Warwick is a fiibtle orator.

And Lewis a Prince foon won with moving words

:

By this account then Margaret may win him.

For (he's a woman to be pitied much

:

Her fighs will make a batt'ry in his breaft
j

Her tears will pierce into a marble heart
^

The Tyger will be mild while (he doth mourn.

And Nero would be tainted with remorfe,

To hear and fee her plaints, her brinifh tears.

Ay, but (lie's come to beg, Warwick to give:

She on his left fide craving aid for Henry

He on his right, asking a wife for Edwards

She weeps, and fays her Henry is depos'd

He fmiles, and fays his Edward is inftall'd
;

That (he, poor wretch, for grief can fpeak no moref

While Warwick tells his title, fmooths the wrong,

Inferreth arguments of mighty ftrength,

And in conclufion wins the King from her,

With promife of his fifter, and what elfe.

To ftrengthen and fupport King Edward's place.

O Mar^ret, thus 'twill be, and thou (poor foul)

* Art
* the four adverfaries.
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Art thou forfaken, as thou went'ft forlorn.

Hum. Say, what art thou that talk'ft of Kings and Queens ?

K. Henry. More than I feem, and lefs than I was born to

;

A man at leaft, for lefs I fhould not be
j

And men may talk of Kings, and why not I ?

Hum. Ay, but thou talk'ft as if thou wert a King.

K. Henry. Why lb I am in mind, and that's enough.

Hum. But if thou be a King, where is thy crown ?

K. Henry, My crown is in my heart, not on my head

:

Not deck'd with diamonds and Indian ftones
;

Not to be feen : my crown is call'd Content^

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 along with us. For as we think.

You are the King, King Edward hath depos'd

:

And we his fubjeds, fworn in all allegiance.

Will apprehend you as his enemy.

K. Henry. But did you never fwear, and break an oath ?

Hum. No, never fuch an oath, and 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. I was anointed King at nine months old.

My father and my grandfather were Kings ,•

And you were fworn true fubjed;s unto me: •

And tell me then, have you not broke your oaths ?

Sink. No, we were lubje6ts but while you were King.
\

K. Henry. Why, am I dead ? do I not breathe a man ?

Ah fimple men, you know not what you fwear :

Look, as I blow this feather from 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,

• Vol, IV. K k Com-
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Commanded always by the greater guft;

Such is the lightnefs of you common men.

But do not break your oath, for of that fin

My mild intreaty fhall not make you guilty.

Go where you will, the King (hall be commanded.

And be you Kings, command, and I'll obey.

S'mk. We are true fubjeds to the King, King Edward.

K. Henrfj. So would you be again to Henrys

If he were feated as King Edward is.

Smk. We charge you in God's name and in the King's

To go with us unto the officers.

K. Henry. In 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. [Exemt^

SCENE II.

Enter King Edward, Gloucefter, Clarence, and Lady Gray.

K. Edw.jy ROT HER of Glo'fter, at St. Jll;an's field

JL/ This lady's husband, ^ Sir John Gray, was flain.

His land then feiz'd on by the conqueror

:

Her fiiit is now to repolTefs thofe lands.

Which we in juftice cannot well deny,

Becaufe in quarrel of the houfe of Tork

The worthy gentleman did lofe his life.

Glo. Your Highnefs {hall do well to grant her fuit

;

It were difhonour to deny it her.

K. Edw. It were no lefsj but yet I'll make a paufe.

Glo. Yea! isitfo?

I fee the lady hath a thing to grant.

Before the King will grant her humble fuit. j;^^.^^

Clar. He knows the game, how true he keeps the \rind ?

G/o.

^Fid Hall. 3>w<7/Edw. 4. /f/. f. It was hitherto falfely printed Richard.
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Glo, Silence.

' K. Edvu, Widow, we will confider of your fuit.

And come fbme other time to know our mind.

Gray. Right gracious lord, I cannot brook deby,

May't pleafe your Highnefe to relblve me ;iow i

And what your pleafure is fliall fatisfie me.

Glo. Ajy widow! then I'll warrant you sii. your Und?^

And if what pleafes him fliall pleafure you

:

Fight clofer, or good faith you'll catch a Wow.
Clar, I fear her not, unlefs flie chance ^o fall,

Glo. God forbid that, for he'll take vantages.

K. Edw. How many children liaft thou, widow i tell .me.

Clar. I think he means to beg a child pf her.

Glo. Nay whip me then : he'll rather giye her two.

Gray- Three, my moft gracious lord. ^
|

,,|/-

Glo. You fliall have foui*, if you'll be rul'd by nini.. j ^f.,; |
<

K. £dw. 'Twere pity they fhould lofe their father's lanaj.

Gray. Be pitiful, dread lord, and grant it then.

K. Ed^. Lords give us leave, I'll try this widow's wit.

Glo. Ay, good leave have ypu, for you will ha^e leave,

'Till youth take leave, and leave you to the crutch.

K. Edw. Now tell me madam, do you love your children?

Gray. Ay, full as dearly as I love my lelf.

Edw. And would you not do much tp do them good ?

Gray. To do them good, I wcuild fuftain -£bme harm.

K. Edw. Then get your husband's lands, to do .them good.

Gray. Therefore I came unto your MajeHy.
^

JC. Edw. I'll tell you how xhefb lands .aJ'e.tp be got.

Gray. So fliall you bind me to your High nels' fervice..

K. Edw. What fervice wilt thou .dp i^^? -give tjie.rri ?

Gray. What you command that refts in .me to do.

K. Edw. But you will take exceptions to my boon.

Gray. No, gracious lord, excep.tj ,c^paot dPi jt,

K k 2 K. Edw.
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K. Edw. Ay but thou canft do what I mean to ask.

Gray, Why then I will do what your grace commands.

Glo, He pHes her hard, and much rain wears the marble.

Clar, As red as fire I nay then her wax muft melt.

Gray. Why flops my lord? lhall I not hear my task?

K. Edw. An eafie task, 'tis but to love a King.

Gray. That's fbon perform'd, becaufe I am a fiibjedt.

K. Edw. Why then thy husband's lands I freely give thee.

Gray. I take my leave with many thoufand thanks.

Glo. The match is made, fhe feals it with a curtfie.

K. Edw. But ftay thee, 'tis the fruits of love I mean.

Gray, The fruits of love I mean, my loving liege.

K. Edw, Ay, but I fear me in another fenfe.

What love think'ft thou I fiie fo much to get ?

Gray. My love 'till death, my humble thanks, my prayers j

That love which virtue begs, and virtue grants.

K. Edw, No by my troth, I did not mean fiich love.

Gray. 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 what I perceive

Your Highnefs aims at, if I aim aright.

K. Ejdw. To tell thee plain, I aim to lye with thee.

Gray. To tell you plain, I'd rather lye in prifon.

K. Edw. Why then thou flialtnot have thy husband's lands.

Gray. Why then mine honefty fhall be my dower.

For by that lofs I will not purchafe them.

K. Edw. Therein thou wrong^ft thy children mightily.

Gray. Herein your Highnefs wrongs both them and me

:

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
J

if thou wilt fay Ay to my requcfl

:

No j if thou doft fay No to my demand.
•^^ Gray,
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Gray» Then no, my lord^ my fiiit is at an end.

Glo, The widow likes him not, fhe knits her brows.

Clar, He is the blunteft wooer in chriftendom.

K. Edw, Her looks do argue her replete with modefty.

Her words do fhew her wit incomparable.

All her perfedions challenge fbvereignty ^

One way or other flie is for a King,

And (he fhall be my love, or elfe my Queen.

Say that King Edward take thee for his Queen ?

Gray, 'Tis better faid than done, my gracious lord ;

I am a fiibjed fit to jeft withal.

But far unfit to be a fbveraign. '-v^

K. Edw, Sweet widow, by my ftate I Iwear to thee,

I fpeak no more than what my foul intends.

And that is, to enjoy thee for my love.

Gray, And that is more than I will yield unto

:

I know I am too mean to be your Queen,

And yet too good to be your concubine.

K. Fjdw. You cavil, widow j I did mean my Queen.

Gray, 'Twill grieve your grace my fbns fhall call you father.

K. Edw, No more than when my daughters call thee mother.

Thou art a widow, and thou haft fome children
i

And by God's mother, I being but a batchelor

Have other fome : why 'tis a happy thing.

To be the father unto many fbns.

Anfwer no more, for thou fhalt be my Queen.

Glo, The ghoftly father now hath done his fhrift.

Clar. When he was made a fliriver, it was for a fhift.

K. Edw, Brothers, you mufe what chat we two have had..

.

Glo, The widow likes it not, for fhe looks fad.

K. Edw. You'd think it ftrange, if I fhould marry her..

Clar. To whom, my lord?

K. Edw, Why Clarencey to my felf^
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Glo. That would be t?en days wonder at the lead.

Clar, That's a day longer than a wonder lafts.

Glo, By fo much is the wonder in extreams.

K. Edw. WcU, jeft on brothers, I can tell you botli.

Her fuit is granted for her husband's lands.

Enter a Nobleman, .

Noh. My gracious lord, Htnry your foe is taken.

And brought your prifoncr to your palace gate.

K. Edw. See that he be convey'd unto the Tower

:

And go we brothers, to the man that took hkn.

To queftion of his apprehenfion.

Widow, go you along : Lords, ufe her honouraWy. \Exeunt,

SCENE III.

Manet Gloucefter.

Glo. Ay, Edward will ufe women honourd>ly.

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 Edwards title buried)

Is Clarence, Henry, and his Ton young F^dwardy

And all th' unlock'd-for ifTue of their bodies.

To take their rooms ere I can place my felf.

A cold premeditation for my purpofe!

Why tken I do but di'eam on Sov'reignty,

Like one that ftands upon a promontory

And fpyes a far-off fhore whei'e he would tread,

Wiihing his foot were equal with his eye.

And chides the fea that funders him from thence.

Saying he'll lade it dry to have his way

:

So
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So dp I wifli the crown being fb far oflF,

And fb I chide the means that keep me from it.

And fo (I fay) Fll cut the caufes off,

Flatt'ring my mind with things impoffible.

My eye's too quick, my heart o'er-weens too much,

Unlefs my hand and ftrength could equal them.

Well, fay there is no kingdom then for Richard:

What other pleafure can the world afford

rll make my heaven in a lady's lap.

And deck my body in gay ornaments.

And 'witch fweet ladies with my words and looks.

Oh miferable thought f and more unlikely.

Than to accomplifh twenty golden crowns.

Why love forfwore me in my mother's womb.

And, for I {hould not deal in her foft laws.

She did corrupt frail nature with Jfbme bribe

To {brink mine arm like to a wither'd flirub,-

To make an envious mountain on my back.

Where fits deformity to mock my body
;

To fhape my legs of an unequal fize ^

To difproportion me in every part

:

Like to a Chaos, or unlick'd bear-whelp

That carries no impreflion like the dam.

And am I then a man to be belov'd ?

Oh monftrous fault, to harbour jfiich a thought \

Then fince this earth affords no joy to me.

But to command, to check, to o'er-bear fuch

As are of better perfon than my felf ,•

rll make my heav'n to dream upon the crown,

A.nd while I 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 crown.
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For many lives ftand between me and home : I «

And I, (like one loft in a thorny 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 find it out)

Torment my felf to catch the EngUJh crown.

And from that torment I will free my felf,
*

Or hew my way out with a bloody ax.

Why I can fmile, and murther while I (mile,

And cry content to that which grieves my heart,

And wet my cheeks with artificial tears,

And frame my face to all occafions :

I'll drown more failors then the Mermaid (hall,

ril flay more gazers than the Bafilisk,

I'll play the orator as well as Neflory

Deceive more flily than Uljjfes could.

And like a Sinorij take another Troy

:

I can add colours ev'n to the Camelion,

Change {hapes with Proteus, for advantages.

And fet the murth'rous Machmvel to fchool.

Can I do this, and cannot get a crown ?

Tut, were it farther off, I'll pluck it down. \Rx'tt,

SCENE IV.

Changes F R A N C E.

Flourijh. Enter K'mg Lewis, Lady Bona, Bourbon, Prince of

Wales, ^een Margaret, and the Earl of Oxford. Lewis JitSy

and rtfeth up agatn,

K. Lew\2 AIR Queen of England, worthy Margaret

^

X Sit down with us ; it ill befits thy ftate,

And
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And birth, that thou fhould'ft ftand while Lewis fits.

^een. No, mighty King of France , now Margaret

Muft ftrike her fail, and learn a while to ferve^

Where Kings command. I was, I muft confels.

Great Albion's Queen, in former golden days:

But now mifchance hath trod my title down.

And \yith difhonour. laid me on the ground.

Where I rjiuft take like feat unto my fortune,

And to my humble (eat conform my felf

K. Lew. Why fay, fair Queen, whence fprings this deep defpair ?

^een. From fiich a caufe as fills mine eyes with tears

And ftops my tongue, while my heart's drown'd in cares.

K. Lew. Whate'er it be, be thou ftill like thy felf.

And fit thee by our fide. [Seats her by him*

Yield not thy neck

To fortune's yoak, but let thy dauntlefs mind

Still ride in triumph over all mifchance.

Be plain. Queen Margarety and tell thy grief; /

It ftiall be eas'd, if France can yield relief.

^een, Thofe gracious words revive my drooping thoughts^

And give my tongue-ty'd (brrows leave to ipeak.

Now therefore be it known to noble Lewis^

That Henryy fole poffefTor of my love,

Is of a King become a banifti'd man.

And forc'd to live in Scotland a forlorn

While proud ambitious Edward Duke of Tork

Ufiirps the regal title, and the feat

Of England's true anointed lawful King.

This is the caufe that I poor Margaret,

With this my fbn Prince Edward, Henry's heir, • vrja
Am come to crave thy juft and lawful aid:

And if thou fail us, all our hope is done.

Scotland hath will to help, but cannot help

:

Vol. IV. LI Our
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Our people and our Peers are both mif-Ied,

Our treafure feiz'd, our foldiers put to flight.

And as thou feeft, our felvcs in heavy plight.

K. Lew. Renowned Queen, with patience calm the fl:orni>

While we bethink a means to break it off.

^een. The more we ftay, the ftronger grows our foe.

K. Lew, The more I ftay, the more I'll fuccour thee.

^een, O but impatience waiteth on true Ibrrow

:

And fee where comes the breeder of my^ (brrow.

SCENE V.

Enter Warwick.

K. Lew. What's he approacheth boldly to our prefence?

^een. Our Earl of Warwick^ Edward's greateft friend.

K. Lew. Welcome, brave Warwick^ what brings thee to

France ! [He defcends. She arifetht,

^ieen. Ay, now begins a fecond ftorm to rife.

For this is he that moves both wind and tide.

War. From worthy Edward^ King of Albion^

My lord and Sov'raign, and thy vowed friend,

I come (in kindnels and unfeigned love)

Firft to do greetings to thy royal perlbn.

And then to crave a league of amity

And laftly, to confirm that amity

With nuptial knot, if them vouchfafe to grant

That virtuous lady Bonay thy fair fifter.

To England's King in lawful marriage.

^een. If that go forward, Henrfs hope is done.

IVar. And gracious madam^ in our King's behalf,

[Speakmg to Bona*

I am commanded, with your leave and favour.

Humbly to kifs your handc, and with my tongue

To
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To tell the paffion of my Sov'raign's heart;

Where fame late ent'ring at his heedful ears.

Hath plac'd thy beauty's image and thy virtue.

^ueen. King Lewis, and lady Bona^ hear me fpeak.

Before you anfwer WarwkL His demand

Springs not from Edward's well-meant horteft love.

But from deceit bred by neceflity :

For how can tyrants fafely govern home,

Unlefs abroad they purchafe great alliance ?

To prove him tyrant this reafon may fuffice.

That Henry liveth ftill ; but were he dead.

Yet here Prince Edward ftands, King Henrf% fbn.

Look therefore Lewh that by this league and marriage

Thou draw not on thy danger and diflionour

;

For tho' ulurpers fway the rule a while,

Yet heav'ns are juft, and time fupprelTeth Wrongs*

War. Injurious Margaret.

Prince. And why not Queen ?

War. Becaufe thy father Henry did ufiirp.

And thou no more art Prince than fhe is Queen.

Oxf. Then Warw'rck difanuls great John of Gaunt

^

Which did fubdue the greateft part of Spain

And after John of Gamrty Henry the fourth,

Whofe wifdom was a mirror to the wifeft y

And after that wife Prince, Henry the fifth.

Who by his prowefs conquered all France:

From thefe our Henry lineally defcends.

War. Oxford^ how haips it in this fmooth difcourfe.

You told not how Henry the fixth hath loft

All that which Henry the fifth had gotten
j

Methinks thefe peers of France fhould (mile at that*

But for the reft • you tell a pedigree

Of threefcore and two years, a filly time

LI 2
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To make prefcription for a kingdom's worth.

Oxf, Why Warmkk, canft thou fpeak againft thy Hege

Whom thou obeyedft thirty and fix years.

And not bewray thy treafbn with a blufh ?

War. Can Oxford, that did ever fence the right.

Now buckler falfhood with a pedigree ?

For fliame leave Henry, and call Edward King.

Oxf. Call him my King, by whofe injurious doom

My elder brother, the lord Aubrey Vere,

Was done to death ? and more than fo, my father.

Even in the downfal of his mellow'd years^

When nature brought him to the door of death ^

No Warwick, no ; while life upholds this arm,.

This arm upholds the houfe of Lancafier.

War. And I the houfe o^Tork.

K. Lew. .Queen Margaret, Prince Edward, and Oxford

Vouchfafe at our requeft to (land afide.

While I ufe farther conference with Warwick.

[They fland aloof.

^ieen. Heav'ns grant that WarwkJ^^ words bewitch him not*

K. Lew. Now Warwick tell me even upon thy confcience.

Is Edward -^om 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. But is he gracious in the people's eyes ?

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 Bona.

War. Such it feems

As may befeem a monarch like' himfelf :

My felf have often heard him fay and fwear

4 That
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That this his love was an external plant.

Whereof the root was fix'd in virtue's ground.

The leaves and fruit maintain'd with beauty's fun.

Exempt from envy, but not from difdain,

Unlels the lady Bona quit his pain.

K. Lew, Now fifter, let us hear your firm refolve.

Bona, Your grant or your denial (hall be mine.

Yet I confels, that often ere this day, [Speaks to Warwick.

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 Edward's.

And now forthwith fhall articles be drawn

Touching the jointure that your King muft make.

Which with her dowry (hall be counterpoised.

Draw near Queen Margaret^ and be a witnels

That Bona fhall be wife to th' Englt/h King.

Pr'mce. To Edward, but not to the Engl'tjh King.

^een. Deceitful Warwick, it was thy device

By this alliance to make void my fuit

Before thy coming was //<?;/r}i's friend.

K. Lew. And flill is friend to him and Margaret •

But if your title ta the crown be weak.

As may appear by Edward's good fuccefs
j

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 eafe5

Where having nothing, nothing can he lofe.

And as for you your felf, our quondam Queen

^

You have a father able to maintain you.

And better 'twere you troubled him than France.

^ueen. Peace impudent and fhamelefs Warwkk, peace.

Proud
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Proud fetter-up and puller down of Kings.

I will not hence, 'till with my talk and tears

(Both full of truth) I make King Lewh behold

Thy fly conveyance, and thy lord's falfe love,

\Pofi hlow'mg a horn w'tthm*

For both of you are birds of felf-fame feather.

K. Lew, IVarwtcky this is fome poft to us or thee.

s c E N E vi.

Enter a Pofi,

Pojl. My lord ambaffador, thefe letters are for you ;

\To Warwick.

Sent from your brother. Marquis Montague,

Thefe from our King unto your Majcfty. \To K, Lew.

And madam, thefe for you, \To the ^een.

From whom I know not. \They all read their Letters,

Oxf. I like it well, that our fair Queen and miftrels

Smiles at her news, while Warwick frowns at his.

Pr'mce. Nay mark how Lewis ftamps as he were nettled.

I hope all's for the beft.

K. Lew. Warwick, what are thy news? and yours, fair

Queen ?

^een. Mine luch as fills my heart with unhop'd joys.

War. Mine full of forrow and heart's di(content.

K. Lew. What! has your King marry'd the lady Graj7

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?

Dare he prefume to fcorn us in this manner ?

^ieen. I told your Majefl:y as much before ,•

This proveth Fjdwardh love and Warwick's honefty^

PFcfF. King Lewisy I here proteft in fight of heav'n.

And
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And by the hope I have of heav'niy blifs,

That I am clear from this mifdeed of Edward's :

No more my King for he difhonours me.

But moil himfelf, if he could fee his fliame.

Did I forget that by the houfe of York

My father came untimely to his death ?

Did I let pais th' abufe done to my niece ?

Did I impale him with the regal crown ?

Did I put Henry from his native right ?

And am I guerdon'd at the laft with fhame ?

Shame on himfelf, for my delert is honour.

And to repair my honour loft for him,

I here renounce him, and return to Henry.

My noble Queen, let former grudges pais.

And henceforth I am thy true fervitor

:

I will revenge his wrong to lady Bona,

And replant Henry in his former ftate.

^een. Warwick, thefe words have turn'd iny hate to love.

And I forgive and quite forget old faults.

And joy that thou becom'ft King Henry's friend.

War, So much his friend, ay, his unfeigned friend.

That if King Lewis vouchfafe to furnifli us

With fome few bands of cholen foldiers,

rll undertake to land them on our coaft.

And force the tyrant from his feat by war.

'Tis not his new-made bride fhall liiccour 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 fliall Bona be reveng'd.

But by thy help to this diftreffed Queen ?

^een. Renowned Prince, how lhall poor Henry live,

Unlefs
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Unlefs thou refcue him from foul defpair ?

Bom. My quarrel and this Engliflo Queen's are one.

War. And mine fair lady Bona^ joins with yours.

K. Lew. And mine, with hers, and thine, and Margaret's,

Therefore at laft I firmly am refolv'd

You fhall have aid.

^een. Let me give humble thanks for all at once.

K. Lew. Then England's meffenger return in poft,

And tell falfe Edward, thy fuppofed King,

That Lewis of France is fending over maskers

To revel it with him and his new bride.

Thou feefl: what's pad, go fear thy King withal.

Bona. Tell him, in hope he'll prove a widower fhortly,

I wear the willow garland for his fake.

^4eeH. Tell him, my mourning weeds are laid afide,

And I am ready to put armor on.

fVar. Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong,

And therefore I'll uncrown him ere't be long.

There's thy reward, be gone. [Exit Pofi*

K. Lew. But Warwick,

Thou and Oxford with five thoufand men
Shall crofs the feas, and bid falfe Edward battel

:

And as occafion ferves, this noble Qiieen

And Prince fhall follow with a frefh fupply.

Yet ere thou go, but anfwer me one doubt

:

What Pledge have we of thy firm loyalty ?

War. This fhall alfure my conftant loyalty,

That if our Queen and this young Prince agree,

I'll join my eldeft daughter and my joy

To him forthwith, in holy wedlock bands.

^ieen. Yes I agree, and thank you for your motion.

Son Edward, fhe is fair and virtuous,

Therefore delay not, give thy hand to Warwick^

And
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And with thy hand, thy faith irrevocable.

That only fVarwkk's daughter (hall be thine.

Prince, Yes, I accept her, for flie well deferves it

:

And here to pledge my vow, I give my hand.

[He gives hh hand to Warwick.

K. Lew. Why ftay we now ? thefe foldiers fhall be levy*d.

And thou lord Bourhon^ our high admiral.

Shall waft them over with our royal fleet.

I long 'till Edward fall by war's mifchance.

For mocking marriage with a dame of France.

[Exeunt, Ma?^^^ Warwick.

War. I came from Edward as ambaffador.

But I return his (worn and mortal foe

:

Matter of marriage was the charge he gave me.

But dreadful war fhall anfwer his demand. >

Had he none elfe to make a ftale but me ?

Then none but I fhall turn his jefl: to fbrrow.

I was the chief that rais'd him to the crown.

And I'll be chief to bring him down again:

Not that I pity Henry's mifery.

But feek revenge on Edward's mockery. [Exit.

Vol. IV. M m A C T



274 Jhe third Part of

A C T IV. S C E N E I.

Changes to England.

Enter Gloucefter, Clarence, Somerlet and Montagne.

Glouc ester.

OW tell me, brother Clarence, 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 ftav 'till Warwick made return?

Som, My lords, forbear this talk : here comes the King.

Flourtjh, Enter King Edward, Lady Gray as ^een, Pembroke,

Stafford, and Haftings : Four fiand on one ftde, and four on

the other,

Glo, And his well-chofen bride.

Clar. I mind to tell him plainly what 1 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 Warwick,

Which are fo weak of courage, and in judgment.

That they'll take no offence at our abufe.

K. Edw. Suppofe they take offence without a caufe:

They are but Lewis and Warwick, I am Edward,

Your King and Warwick^, and muft have my will.

Glo. And you fhall have your will, becaufe our King.

Yet hafty marriage feldom proveth well.

K. Edw.
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K. Edw, Yea, brother Richard, you offended too ?

Glo. Not I J no : God forbid that I fhould wifti

Them fevered whom God hath join'd together.

Pity to jfunder them, that yoak fo well.

K. Edw. Setting your fcorns and your miflike afide,

Tell me fome reafbn why the lady Gray

Should not become my wife, and England's Queen ?

And you too, Somerfet and Montague

y

Speak freely what you think.

Clar. Then this is my opinion ; that King Lewts

Becomes your enemy, for mocking him

About the marriage of the lady Bona,

Glo. And Warwick, doing what you gave in charge.

Is now difhonoured by this new marriage.

K. Edw, What if both Lewis and Warwick be appeas'd.

By (uch invention as I can devife ?

Mont, Yet to have join'd with France in fiich alliance.

Would more have ftrengthen'd this our commonwealth

'Gainft foreign ftorms, than any home-bred marriage.

Hajl, Why, knows not Montague that of it felf

England is fafe, if true within it felf?

Mont, Yes, but the fafer when 'tis back'd with France,

Hafi. 'Tis better ufing France, than trufting France,

Let us be back'd with God, and with the feas.

Which he hath giv'n for fence impregnable.

And with their helps alone defend our felves

:

In them, and in our {elves, our {afety lyes.

Clar. For this one fpeech, lord Hafiings 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 fliall ftand for law.

Glo. And yet methinks your grace hath not done well.

To give the heir and daughter of lord Scales

M m 2 Unto



276 Ihe Third Pan of

Unto the brother of your loving bride;

She better would have fitted me or Clarence

But in your bride you bury brotherhood.

Clar. Or elfe you would not have beftow'd the heir

Of the lord Bonvtll on your new wife's fbn.

And leave your brothers to go fpeed elfewhere.

K. Fjdw. 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 being {hallow, you {hall give me leave

To play the broker in mine own behalf,-

And to that end I {hortly mind to leave you.

K. Edw. Leave me, or tarry, Edward will be King

;

And not be ty'd unto his brother's will.

L. Gra<y, My lords, before it pleas'd his Maje{ly

To raife my {late to title of a Queen,

Do me but right, and you muft all confe{s

That I was not ignoble of defcent.

And meaner than my felf have had like fortune.

But as this title honours me and mine.

So your diflikes, to whom I would be pleafing.

Do cloud my joys with danger and with forrow.

K. Edw, My love, forbear to fawn upon their frowns

;

What danger or what forrow can befall thee.

So long as E^dward is thy conflant friend.

And their true Sov'raign, whom they mu{l obey ?

Nay whom they {hall 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 {hall feel the vengeance ofmy wrath.

Glo. I hear, yet fay not much, but think the more.

SCENE
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S C E N E 11.

Enter a Pofi,

K. Edw. Now meffenger, what letters or what news from

France 7

Pofi. My Soveraign Liege, no letters and few words,

But fiich 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 Lewis to our letters ?

Pofi. At my depart, thefe were his very words
;

Go tell falfe Edward^ thy fuppofed King,

That Lewis of France is fending over maskers

To revel it with him and his new bride.

K. Edw. Is Lewis fo brave ? belike he thinks me Henry

^

But what faid lady Bona to my marriage ?

Pofi. Thefe were her words, utter'd with mild difdain

;

Tell him, in hope he'll prove a widower fliortly,

ril wear the willow garland for his fake.

K. Edw. I blame not her, fhe could fay little lefsj

She had the wrong. But what faid Henry's Queen ?

For fo I heard that fhe was there in place.

Pofi. Tell him (quoth fhe) my mourning weeds are done.

And I am ready to put armour on.

K. Edw. Belike fhe minds to play the Amazon.

But what faid Warwick to thefe injuries?

Pofi. He, more incens'd againft your Majefty

Than all the reft, difcharg'd me with thefe words j.

Tell him from me that he hath done m^ wrong,,

And
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And therefore I'll uncrown him ere't be long.

K. Edw, Ha! durft the traitor breath out fo proud words?

Well, I will arm me, being thus fore-warn'd

:

They fhall have wars, and pay for their prefuniption.

But fay, is Warw'tck friends with Margaret?

Pofi. Ay, gracious Sov'raign, they're fo link'd in friendHiip,

The young Prince Edward marries Warwick's daughter.

Clar, Belike the elder,- Clarence will have the younger.

Now brother King farewel, and fit you faft,

For I will hence to Warwick's other daughter.

That though I want a kingdom, yet in marriage

I may not prove inferior to your lelf.

You that love me and Warw'tck^ follow me.

\Extt Clarence, and Somerlet follows,

Glo. Not I : my thoughts aim at a further matter :

I ftay not for love of Edward, but the crown. [Afide.

K. Edw, Clarence and Somerfet both gone to Warwick?

Yet am I arm'd again ft the worft can happen
;

And hafte is needful in this defp'rate cafe!

Pembroke and Stafford, you in our behalf

Go levy men, and make prepare for war •

They are already, or will fbon be landed

;

My felf in perfbn will ftraight follow you.

\Ex, Pembroke Stafford.

But ^re I go, Haji'mgs and Montague

Refolve my ^oubt : you twain of all the reft

Are near to Warwick by blood and by alliance,-

Tell me if you love Warwick more than me?

If it be fb, then both depart to him :

I rather wifli yon foes than hollow friends.

But if you mind to hold your true obedience

Give me affaraoce wiA fome friendly vow.

That
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That I may never have you in fulpc<5t.

Mon, So God help Mofitague, as he proves true.

Haft. And Hafimgs^ as he favours Edward'^ caufe.

K. Edw, Now, brother Richard^ will you ftand by us ?

Glo. Ay, in defpight of all that fhall withftand you.

K. Edw. Why fb, then am I iiire of vidory.

Now therefore let us hence, and lofe no hour

'Till we meet Warwick with his foreign power. \Exei

SCENE III.

Enter Warwick and Oxford in England, with French Soldiers,

War. nP*RUST me, my lord, all hitherto goes well,

A The common people fwarm by numbers to us.

Fjnter Clarence and Somerfet.

But fee where Somerfet and Clarence come :

Speak fuddenly my lords, are we all friends ?

Clar. Fear not that, my lord.

War. Then gentle Clarence, welcome unto Warwick,

And welcome Somerfet: I hold it cowardize

To reft miftruftful, where a noble heart

Hath pawn'd an open hand in fign of love.

Fife might I think, that Clarence, Edward's brother.

Were but a feigned friend to our proceedings.

But welcome friend, my daughter (hall be thine.

And now what refts, but in night's coverture.

Thy brother being carelefly encamp'd.

His fbldiers lurking in the town about.

And but attended by a fimple guard.

We
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We may furprize and take him at our pleafure ?

Our fcouts have found th' adventure very eafie

:

That as Ulyjfes and ftout Diomede

With flight and manhood fl:ole to Rhefus' Tents,

And brought from thence the Thrac'tan fatal fteeds
j

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 Heniy.

Why theii, let's on our way in filent fort.

For IVarwtck and his friends, God and Saint George. [Exeunt.

s c E N E IV.

Enter the Watchmen to guard the Kw^s Tent.

1 Watch. Come on my mafters, each man take his ftand:

The King by this has fet him down to fleep.

2 Watch. What, will he not to bed ?

I Watch. Why no for he hath made a folemn vow.

Never to lye and take his natural reft,

'Till Warwkky or himlelf, be quite fuppreft.

z Watch. To-morrow then belike fhall be the day.

If Warwick be fo near as men report.

3 Watch. But fay, I pray, what nobleman is that

That with the King here rcfteth in his tent?

I Watch. 'Tis the lord Haji'mgs, the King's chiefeft friend.

3 Watch. O, is it fb ? but why commands the King

That his chief followers lodge in towns about him,
4' While
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While he himfelf keeps in the cold field ?

2 Watch. 'Tis the more honour, becaufe the more dangerous.

3 Watch, Ay, but give me worfhip and quietnefs^

I like it better than a dang'rous honour.

If Warwick knew in what eftate he ftands,

'Tis to be doubted he would waken him.

1 Watch, Unlefs our halberds did fliut 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, and French

Soldiers
J ftlent all.

War, This is his tent, and fee where ftands his guard :

Courage, my mafters : honour now or never I

But follow me, and Edward fhall be ours.

1 Watch. Who goes there?

2 Watch. Stay, or thou dieft.

[Warwick and the refi cry all, Warwick! Warwick! andfet

upon the Guard, who fly, crymg Arms! Arms! War*

wick and the reft follow'mg them.

The Drum beating, and Trumpets founding.

Enter Warwick, Somerfet, and the reji, bringing the King out

m a gown, fitting in a chair-, Glo'fter and Haftings

flying over the Stage.

Som. What are they that fly there ?

War. Richard and Haflings ; let them go, here is

The Duke.

K. Edw» The Duke! why Warwick, when we parted

Thou call'dft me King ?

War. Ay, but the cafe is alter'd.

When you difgrac'd me in my AmbafTade,

Vol. IV. N n Then
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Then I degraded you from teing King,

And come now to create you Duke of TorL

Alas, how fliould you govern any kingdom.

That know not how to ufe ambaffadors,

Nor how to be contented with one wife.

Nor how to ufe your brothers brotherly.

Nor how to ftudy for the people's welfare,

Nor how to flirowd your felf from enemies ?

K. Edw. Brother of Clarence, and art thou here too ?

Nay then I fee that Edward muft needs down.

Yet Warwick^ in defpight of all mifchance.

Of thee thy felf, and all thy complices,

Edward will always bear himfelf as King

:

Though fortune's malice overthrow my ftate,

My mind exceeds the compa(s of her wheel.

War. Then for his mind be Edward England's King,-

[Takes off hk Crown,

But Henry tiow fhall wear the Engl'tjh crown.

And be true King indeed ; thou but a {hadow.

My lord of Somerfety at my requeft.

See that forthwith Duke Edward be convey'd

Unto my brother, Archbifhop of Tork

:

When I have fought with Pembroke and his fellows,

I'll follow you, and tell you what reply

Lewis and lady Bona fent to him

:

Now for a while farewel, good Duke of TorL

[They lead him out forcibly,

K. Fudw, What fates impofe, that men muft needs abide ;

It boots not to refift both wind and tide. \Exeunt,

Oxf, What now remains, my lords, for us to do,

But march to London with our foldiers ?

War, Ay, that's the firft thing that we have to do,

To
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To free King Henry from imprifbnment.

And fee him feated in the regal Throne. \ExeunP.

SCENE Y.

Enter Rivers, and the Lady Gray.

Rw. IV ^ A D A M, what makes you in this fudden change ?

XVX Ji,a. Gray, Why brother R'wersy are you yet to team

What late misfortune has befaln King Edward?

Rw, What! lois of fome pitcht battel againft Warwick

>

La. Gray. No, but the lols of his own royal perfbn.

Rw, Then is my Soveraign flain ?

La. Gray, Ay, almofl; flain, for he is taken prifonec^

Either betray'd by falfliood of his guard,

Or by his foe lurpriz'd at unawares :

And as I further have to underftand.

Is now committed to the Bifhop of Tork,

Fell Warwick's brother, and by that our foe.

Rw, Thejfe news I muft confels are full of grief

:

Yet, gracious madam, bear it as you may ,•

Warwick may lofe, that now hath won the day.

La. Gray. 'Till then fair hope muft hinder life's decay.

And I the rather wean me from defpair.

For love of Edward's OfF-fpring 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 Ejdward's fruit, true heir to th' EngUJh crown.

Rw. But madam, where is Warwick then become ?

La. Grary; I am inform'd that he comes towards London,

N n 1^ T(j
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To fct the crown once more on Henrfs head

:

Guefs thou the reft. King Edward's friends muft dowrt.

But to prevent the tyrant's violence,

(For truft not him that once hath broken faith,)

I'll hence forthwith unto the fanduary,

To fave at leaft the heir Edward's right.

There ftiall I reft fecure from force and fraud

:

Come therefore let us fly, while we may fly

If Warwick take us, we are fure to die. [Exeunt.

SCENE VL

In TORKSHIRE.
Enter Gloucefter, Lord Haftings, and Sir William Stanley.

Glo. OW my lord Hafi'mgs, and Sir Wtll'tam Stanley^

X ^ Leave off to wonder why I drew you hither.

Into this chiefeft thicket of the park.

Thus ftands the caie
j
you know our King, my brother.

Is pris'ner to the bifliop, at whofe hands

He hath good ulage and great liberty,

And often but attended with weak guard

Comes hunting this way to difport himfelf

I have advertis'd him by fecret means.

That if about this hour he make this way

Under the colour of his ufual game.

He fhall here find his friends with horfe and men

To fet him free from his captivity.

Enter Kmg Edward, and a Hunt/man with him.

Hunt. This way, my lord, for this way lyes the game.

K. Edw. Nay this way, man, fee where the huntfmen ftand.

Now brother Gyjler^ Hafiings and the reft.

Stand
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Stand you thus clofe to fteal the bifhop's deer ?

Glo. Brother, the time and cafe requireth hafte.

Your horfe ftands ready at the park-corner.

K. Edw. But whither fhall we then ?

Hafi, To LjHy my lord,

And (hip from thence to Flanders.

Glo, Well gueft, believe me, for that was my meaniug.

K. Edw. Stanley, I will requite thy forwardnefs.

Glo. But wherefore flay we? 'tis no time to talk.

K. Edw. Huntfman, what fay'ft thou? wilt thou go along?

Hunt. Better do fo, than tarry and be hang'd.

Glo. Come then away, let's ha' no more ado.

K. Edw. Bifhop farewel, fhield thee from Warwick's frown.

And pray that I may repoffels the crown. [Exemt..

SCENE VII.

LONDON.
Enter K'mg Henry, Clarence, Warwick, Somerfet, young Rich-

mond, Oxford, Montague, and Lieutenant of the Tower.

K. Henry. R« Lieutenant, now that God and friends

Have {haken Edward from the regal feat.

And turn'd my captive ftate to liberty.

My fear to hope, my forrows unto joys,-

At our enlargement what are thy due fees ?

Lieu. Subjeds may challenge nothing of their Sov'raigns^

But if an humble prayer may prevail,

I 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 imprifbnment a pleafure

:

Ay, luch a pleafure as incaged birds
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Conceive, when after many moody thoughts^

At laft, by notes of houfliold harmony.

They quite forget their lofs of hberty.

But Warwick^ after God, thou iett'ft me free.

And chiefly therefore I thank God and thee

:

He was the author, thou the inftrument.

Tlierefore that I may conquer fortune's fpight.

By hving low, where fortune cannot hurt me.

And that the people of this bleffed land

May not be punifh'd with my thwarting ftars

;

Warwick^ 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 hath 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

:

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 Iway,

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 Protestor.

K. Henr'y. Warwick and Clarence^ give me both your hand

Now join your hands, and with your hands, your hearts.

That no diffention hinder ctovernment.

I make you both Protestors of this land.

While I my felf will lead a private life ,•

"

And in devotion fpend my latter days,

T'o fin's rebuke and my creator's praife.

War. What anfwers Clarence to his Sov'raign's will ?
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Clar. That he confents, if IVarwkk yield confent,

For on thy fortune I repofe my felf

War, Why then^ though loth, yet muft I be content

:

We'll yoak together, like a double (hadow

To Henri's body, and fiipply his place

;

I mean, in bearing weight of government.

While he enjoys the honour, and his eafe.

And Clarence
J
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 lucceflion be determin'd.

War. Ay, therein Clarence fhall not want his part.

K. Henr<y. But with the firfi: of all our chief affairs.

Let me intreat, for I command no more.

That Margaret your Queen and my fon Edward
Be fent for, to return from France with fpeed.

For 'till I fee them here, by doubtful fear

My joy of liberty is half eclips'd.

Clar. It fhall be done, my Sov'raign, with all fpeed.

K. Henry. My lord of Somerfet^ what youth is that

Ofwhom you feem to have fo tender care ?

Som. My liege, it is young Henry^ Earl of Rkhmond,

K. Henry. Come hither, England's hope : if fecret powers

[Lays his hand on his head^

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 fcepter, and himfelf

Likely in time to blefs a regal throne.

Make much of him, my lords for this is he

Mull help you more, than you are hurt by me.

Enter
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Enter a Pofi,

War, What news, my friend ?

Pofl, That Edward is efcaped from your brother.

And fled, as he hears fince, to Burgundy.

War. Unfavory news; but how made he efcape?

Pofi. He was convey'd by Richard Duke of Glo'fier,

And the lord Haji'mgs, who attended him

In fecret ambufh on the foreft fide.

And from the bifhop's huntfmen refcu'd him

:

For hunting was his daily exercife.

War. My brother was too carelels of his charge.

But let us hence, my Sov'raign, to provide

A falve for any fore that may betide. [Exeunt.

Manet Somerfet, Richmond, and Oxford.

Som. My lord, I like not of this flight of Edward's

:

Tor doubtlefs Burgundy will yield him help.

And we (hall have more wars before't be long.

As Henry*s late prefaging prophecy

Did glad my heart, with hope of this young Richmond ;

So doth my heart mif-give me, in thefe conflicts

What may befal him, to his harm and ours.

Therefore, lord Oxford, to prevent the worfl:.

Forthwith we'll fend him hence to Brifany, ,j

'Till ftorms be pafl: of civil enmity. : V
Oxf. Ay, for if Edward re-polTefs the crown,

'Tis like that Richmond with the reft fhall down.

Som. It ftiall be fo ; he fliall to Brkany.

Come therefore, let's about it ipeedily. [Exeunt,

SCENE
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SCENE VIIL

Changes to Y OKK,
Enter K'mg Edward, Glocefter, Haftings, and Soldiers.

K. Edw, TVT ^W brother Rkhardy Hafl'mgs^ and the refl,

-L^ Yet thus far Fortune maketh us amends.

And fays, that once more I {hall enterchan^e

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 Ravenfpurgy before the gates oiTwky

But that we enter, as into our Dukedom ?

Qlo. 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. 5 JviCi

Hafl, My liege. Til knock once more to fummon them. ' )

l^nter on the WaUs the Mayor of York and hh Brethren,

Mayor. My lords, we wer6 fore-warned of your coming, '

And (hut 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 at the leaft is Duke of Tork.

Ma^or. True, my good lord^ I know you for no lefs.

K. Edw. Why, and I challenge nothing but ray Dukedom, ,

As being well content with that alone.

Glo. But wli*en eke fox has once gat in his aole.

Vol. IV, O o He'll
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Hell foon find means to make the body follow. [Afide..

Haft, Why mafter Mayor, why ftand you in a doubt?

Open the gates, we are King Henry's friends.

Mayor, Ay, fay you for the gates fhall then be open'd.

\He defiends,

Glo. A wife (lout captain, and perfuaded foon.

Haft. The good old man would fain that all were well.

So 'twere not long of him ^ but being cnter'd,

I doubt not, I, but we fhall foon perluade

Both him and all his brothers unto reafon.

Rnter the Mayor and two Aldermen,

K. Rdw, So, mafter Mayor,- thefe gates muft not be fliut

But in the night, or in the time of war.

What, fear not man, but yield me up the keys,

\Takes his Keys.

For Edward will defend the town and thee.

And all thofe friends that deign to follow me.

March. Enter Montgomery, with Drum and Soldiers,

Glo. Brother, this is Sir John Montgomery^

Our trufty friend, unlefs I be deceiv'd.

K. Edw. Welcome, Sir John ,• but why come you in arms ?

Mont, To help King Edward in his time of ftorm,

As every loyal fubjed ought to do.

K. Edw. Thanks, good Montgomery : but we now forget

Our 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 let us march away.

\The Drum begins a March,

K. Edw, Nay ftay, Sir John^ a while, and we'll debate

By
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By what fafe means the crown may be recover'd.

Mo^t. What talk you of debating ? in few words.

If you'll not here proclaim your felf our King,

I'll leave you to your fortune, and be gone

To keep them back that come to fliccour you.

Why (hall we fight, if you pretend no title ?

Glo. Why brother, wherefore ftand 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 fcrupulous wit, now arms mufl rule.

Glo. And fearlefs minds climb (boneft 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 j for 'tis my right.

And Henry but ufurps the diadem.

Mont, Ay, now my Sov'raign fpeaketh like himfelf.

And now will I be Edward's champion.^

Hafi, Sound trumpet, Edward {)ci2X\ be here proclaim'd: ^n A

Come fellow-fbldier, make thou proclamation. [Flourtjh,

Sold. Edward the fourth
y

by the grace of Gody K'mg 0/ Eng- ,

land dr;/^ France, and lord of Irelsindy ^c,

Mont. And whofoe'er gain-fays King Edward's right,
; ,f.^>

l^y this I challenge him to fingle fight.

[Throws down his Gauntlet,

All. Long live Edward the fourth

!

K. Edw. Thanks, brave Montgomery j and thanks to all.

If fortune ferve me, I'll requite this kindneis. \

Now for this night let's harbour here at Tork:
;

And when the morning fun fhall raife his car

Above the border of this horizon,

We'll forward towards Warwick and his mates

;

For well I wot that Henry is no foldier.

Ah froward Clarencey evil it befeems thee

O o 2 To
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To flatter Henry, and forfake thy brother \

Yet as we may, we'll meet both thee and Waywick.

Come on brave Ibldiets, doubt aoJ of the day

;

And that once gotten, doubt not of large pay. \ExeunU

s c E N E IX.

Changes ag^'m to LONDON.
Enter King Henry* Warwick, Montague, Clarence,^ Oxford,

md Somerliet.

^ijr.'T TT T^H AT counfel, lords? Edward ivom Eelgm,

V V With hafty Germans, and blunt Hollanders,

Hath pafs'd in fafety through the narrow feas.

And with his troops doth march amain to

And many giddy people flock to him.

K. Henry, Let's levy men, and beat him back agaiov

Clar, A little fire is quickly trodden out.

Which being fuffer'd, rivers cannot quench.

• M^ar* In Wamviicl^ht I haiwe true-hearted friends.

Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in war,

Thofe will;! mufter up ^ and thou^ Son Clarence,

Shalt ftir, in Suffolk, Norfolk, and in. Ke^,

The knights, and gentlemen to come with thee.

Thou brother Montague, in Buckingham^,

Northampton., and in Lm^i'^^ir^ ftialt find

Men well inclin'd to hear what thou command- ft.

And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous, well! belov'd.

In Oxford/hire flialt, mufter up thy friends.

My Sov'raign, with the loving citistens^

(Like to his Iflaqd girt with th' Ocean,

Or modeft Dian circled with her nymphs,)

Shall reft in London, 'till we come to him;

: . X Fair
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Fair lords take laive, attd ftand not to reply.

Farewel my Saveraign,

K. Henry, Farewel my HeiioTy and my Tr^^'s true Lope.

Clar, In fign of truth, 1 kifs your Highneis' band.

K. Henry, Wetl-uvinded Claremgy be thou fortunate.

:i M^nt* Comfort, my lord, and fo I take my leave,

Oxf, And thus I feal my truth, and bid adku.

K. Henry. Sweet Oxford^ and nay loving Mmtaguey

And all at once, once more a happy farewel.

War. Farewel, fweet lords ^ let's meet at Covemry. [Exemt

K. Henry, Here ait the palace will I left a while.

Coufin of Exeter, what thinks your lordftiip .*

Methinks the ppw'r that Edward hath in field

Should not be able to encounter mine.

Exe.. The doubt is, that he will fediice the reft.

K, Henry. That's not my fear, my meed hath got tm. feme

:

* I have not ftopt mine ears to their demands,

* Nor pofted ctf their fiiits with flow delays

* My pity hath been balm to heal their wounds,

* My mildoeis hath allayed their f^^elling griefs,

* My mercy dry'd their water-flowing tears.

' I have not been defirous of their wealth,

^ Nor much oppreft them with great fiabfidies,

* Nor forward of uevenge, though they much err'd.

Th&n why fliould they love Edward more than« me >

Na, Exetwr, thefe graces challenge grace

:

And when the lion fawns upon the lamb.

The- lamb will never ceafe ti© follow him.

\Shaut w'uhm. A Laneafterf a Lancafterf

Fjxe. Hark, hark, my lord, what fhouts are thelij ?

Enter Ktng^ Edward and his Soldiers

YL, Edw, Seize on the fliame-fac'd ip/^/^^-iy, bcac him hence,

And
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And once again proclaim us King of England.

You are the fount that make fmall brooks to flow.

Now ftops thy fpring, my fea fliall fuck them dry.

And fwell lb much the higher, by their ebb.

Hence with him to the Tower^ let him not fpeak.

\Ex. with King Henry.

And lords, to. Coventry bend we our courfe.

Where peremptory Warwick now remains.

The fim fl^iines hot, and if we ufe delay

Cold biting winter mars our hop'd-for hay.

Glo, Away betimes before his forces join,

And take the great-grown traitor unawares

:

Brave warriors, march amain towards Coventry. [Exeunt^

ACT V. SCENE!
Enter Warwick, the Ma^or of Coventry, two Mejfengen and

others
y

upon the Walls.

Warwick.

HERE is the poft that came from valiant Oxford?

How far hence is thy lord, mine honeft fellow ?

.

I Mef. By this at Dunfmorey marching hither-

ward.

War. How far off is our brother Montague ?

Where is the poft that came from Montague?

iMef. By this at Daintry, with a puiffant troop. A

Enter Somervile.

War. Say Somervik, what fays my loving fon ?

And
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And by thy guefs how nigh is Clarence now?

Somerv. At Southam I c3id leave him with his forces.

And do expect him here fome two hours hence.

War, Then Clarence is at hand, I hear his drum.

Somerv, It is not his, my lord : here Southar/i lyes

:

'^''he drum your honour hears, marcheth from Warwick,

War, Who fhould that be ? belike, unlook'd-for friends,

Somerv* They are at hand, and you (hall quickly know.

March. Flourtflo, Enter King Edward, Glocefter, and Soldiers.

K. Edw. Go, trympet, to the walls, and found a parle.

Glo. See how the furly Warwick mans the wall.

'A<War, Oh unhid fpight! is fportful Edward aomt }

Where flept our fcouts, or how are they feduc'd,

That we 'could hear no news of his repair ?

K. Edw. l^lo'w Warwick, wilt thou ope the city gates.

Speak gentle words, and humbly bend thy knee.

Call Edward King, and at his hands beg mercy ?

And he 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 Warwick patron, and be penitent ?

And thou fhalt ftill remain the Duke of Tork.

Glo. I thought at leaft he would have faid the King,

Or did he make the jeft againft his will ?

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 (b good a gift.

War, 'Twas I that gave the kingdom to thy brother.

K. Edw, Why then 'tis mine, if but by Warwick's gift.

War. Thou art no Atlas for fo great a weight ;

And weakling, Warwick takes his gift again,

And Henr^ is my King, Warwick his fubjed.

Yi.Edw.
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K. Edw, But Warwk}C% King is Edward'% prifoner:

And gallant tVarwtck^ do but anfwer this.

What is the body when the head is ofF?

Glo. Alas, that Warwick had no more fore-caft,

But while he thought to fteal the fingle ten,

The King was flily finger'd from the deck

:

You left poor Henry at the bifliop's palace,

And ten to one you'll meet him in the Tower,

K. Edw. 'Tis even fo, yet you are Warwick ftill.

Glo, Come Warwick^ take the time, kneel down, kneel down

:

Nay when ? ftrike now, or elfe the iron cools.

War. rd rather chop this hand off at a blow.

And with the other fling it at thy face.

Than bear fo low a fail to ftrike to thee.

K. Edw, Sail 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.

Write in the duft this ientence with thy blood.

Wind-changing Warwick now can change m mere, \

s c E N E II.

Enter Oxford, with Drum and Colours,

War. O chearful colours, fee where Oxford comes!

Oxf. Oxford/ Oxford/ for Lancafier / )

GU. The gates are open, let us ewter too.

K. Edw. So other foes may fet Hpon our backs.

Stand we in good array fot drey no doubt :

Will ilTue out again and bid us battel :

If not, the city being of fmall defence.

We'll quickly rouze the traitors in the lame.

War, O welcome Oxfordy for we watit thy help.

Enter
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Enter Montague, with Drum and Colours.

Mont. Montage! Montage! for Lancafler.

Glo. Thou and thy brother both fhall buy this treafbn

Ev'n with the deareft blood your bodies bear,

K. Edw. The harder match'd, the greater vidory,

My mind prefageth happy gain and conqueft.

Enter Somerfet, with Drum and Colours,

Som. Somerfet / Somerfet ! for Lancafler,

Glo. Two of thy name, both Dukes of Somerfet^

Have fold their lives unto the houfe of Torky

And thou (halt be the third, if this fword hold.

Enter Clarence, whh Drum and Colours,

War. And lo where George of Clarence fweeps along,

Of force enough to bid his brother battel

:

With whom an upright zeal to right prevails

More than the nature of a brother's love.

Come Clarence
y

come,- thou wilt, if Warwick call.

Clar, Father of Warwick^ 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.

And fet up Lancafler. Why, trow'ft thou, Warwick^

That Clarence is fb harfh, fb blunt, unnatural.

To bend the fatal inftruments of war

Againft his brother, and his lawful King ?

Perhaps thou wilt objed my holy oath:

To keep that oath were more impiety.

Than Jepthah's, when he facrific'd his daughter.

I am fo forry for my trelpals made.

That to deferve well at my brother's hands.

Vol IV. P p I
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I here proclaim my felf thy mortal foe

:

With relblution, wherefoe'er I meet thee,

(As I will meet thee, if thou ftir abroad,)

To plague thee for thy foul mif-leading me.

And fo proud-hearted fFarwick I derie thee.

And to my brother turn my blufhing cheeks.

Pardon me, Edward, I will make amends

:

And Rkhard, do not frown upon my faults.

For I will henceforth be no more unconftant.

K. Edw. Now welcome more, and ten times more belov'd.

Than if thou never hadft deferv'd our hate.

Glo. Welcome, good Clarence, this is brother-like.

JVar. O paffing traitor, perjur'd and unjuftf

K. Edw. What Wawtck, wilt thou leave the town and fight?

Or fhall we beat the ftones about thine ears ?

War, Alas, I am not coop'd here for defence

:

I will away towards Barnet prefently,

And bid thee battel, Edward, if thou dar'ft.

K. Edw, Yes M^arwkk, Edward dzYt%, and leads the way:

Lords to the field St. George and victory. ' [Exepint,

March. Warwick and his Company follows.

SCENE IIL

BARNET.
Alarm and Excurfions. Enter Edward bringmg forth Warwick

wounded.

K. Edw. Q O, lye thou there die thou, and die our fear,

O For Warwick was a bug that fcar'dus all.

Now Montague fit fad, I feek for thee.

That Warwick% bones may keep thine company. \Exit.

War.
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War. Ah, who is nigh ? come to me, friend, or foe,

And tell me who is vidor, Tork^ or Warwick^

Why ask I that ? my mangled body fhews.

My blood, my want of ftrength, my fick heart (hews,.

That I muft yield my body to the earth.

And by my fall, the conqueil 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 flept,

Whofe top-branch over-peer'd Jove's fpreading tree,

And kept low flirubs from winter's pow'rful wind.

Thefe eyes that now are dim'd with death's black veil.

Have been as pietcing as the mid-day liin.

To fearch the fecret treafons of the world.

The wrinkles in my brow, now fill'd with blood,.

Were lik'ned oft to kingly fepulchres :

For who liv'd King, but I could dig his grave ?

And who durft fmile, when Warwick bent his brow ?

Lo, now my glory fmear'd in dufl and blood.

My parks, my walks, my manors that I had,

Ev'n now forlake me j and of all my lands

Is nothing left me, but my body's length.

Why, what is pomp, rule, reign, but earth and dtid ?

And live we how we can, yet die we muft.

pMter Oxford and Somer/et.

Som. Ah Warwick, Warwick^ wert thou as we arc.

We might recover all our lofs again :

The Queen from France hath brought a puiffant power.

Ev'n now we heard the news : ah, could'ft thou fly

!

War. Why then I would not fly.—Ah Montague

y

If thou be there, Iweet brother, take my hand,

And with thy lips keep in my foul a while.

P p z Thou
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Thou lov'ft me not j
for, brother, if thou didfl:.

Thy tears would waih this cold congealed blood,

That glews my lips, and will not let me fpeak.
*

Come qukkly Montague, or I am dead.

Som. Ah Warwick, Montague hath breath'd his lad,

And to the latefl: gafp cry'd out for Warwick:

And faid, Commend me to my valiant brother.

And more he would have faid, and more he fpoke.

Which founded like a cannon in a vault.

That might not be diftinguifh'd ^ but at laft

I well might hear deliver'd with a groan,

0 farewel Warwick,

War, Sweetly reft his foul

!

Fly lords and fave your felves, for Warwick bids

You all farewel, to meet again in heaven. \T)m.

Oxf. Away, away, to meet the Queen's great power.

\The'y bear away his Body, and Exeunt,

SCENE IV.

Flour'tfh. Enter King Edward tn triumph, with Gloucefter, Cla-

rence, and the refi.

K. EdwJ
I

^ H U S far our fortune keeps an upward courfe,

A And we are grac'd with wreaths of vidory.

But in the midft of this bright-fhining day,

1 fpy a black, fufpicious, threat'ning cloud.

That will encounter with our glorious fun.

Ere he attain his eafeful weftern bed

:

I mean, my lords, tho(e powers that the Queen

Hath rais'd in Gallia, 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
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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 ftie hath time to breathe, be well affur'd

Her fadion 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 Tewksbury.

We having now the beft at Barnet field,

Will thither ftraight, for wiUingnefs rids way :

And as we march, our ftrength will be augmented

In every county as we go along

:

Strike up the drum, cry courage, and away. [Exeunt,

S C E N E V.

TEWKSBURT.
March, Enter the ^^een, Prince of Wales, Somerfet, Oxford,

and Soldiers,

^4een, R E A T lords, wife men ne'er fit and wail their lols,

V«J But chearly feek how to redrefs their harms.

What though the maft be now blown over-board.

The cable broke, the holding-anchor loft.

And half our failors fwallow'd in the flood ?

Yet lives our Pilot ftill. 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 fliip fplits on the rock,

Which induftry and courage might have fav'd?

Ah what a ftiame, ah what a fault were this!

Say fVarwick was our anchor j what of that?

And
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And Montague our top-maft,' what of him?
Our (laughter'd friends, the tackle ; what of thefe ?

Why is not Oxford here another anchor ?

And Somerfet another goodly niaft ?

The friends of Franct, our (hrouds and ticklings ftill

And though unskilful, why not Ned and I

For once allow'd the skilful pilot's charge ?

We will not from the Keto to. fit and weep^

But keep our courfe though the rosugh wind fay no,

From (helves and rx^cks that threaten us with wracjc

:

As good to chick the waves, as fpeak them fair.

And what is Edward^ but a ruthl^ lea?

What Clarence^ but a quick-fand of deceit ?

.AO-d Bj.ch.Gxiy but a 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 wafli you off.

Or elfe you famifh, that's a three-fold death.

This fpcak I, lords, to let you underftand,

cafc foiaae one of you would fiy from us.

That there's no hop'd-for mercy with the brothers,

More than wich Euchlefs waves with fands and rocks.

Why courage then ! what cannot be avoided,

'Twere childifh weakjtaefs to lament, or fear.

Prr/ice. Methinks a woman of this valiant fpirit

Should, if a cowaiid heard her Ipeak thefe woxds,

Infufe his bread with magnanimity,.

And make him, naked, foil a mzn at arms,

I fpeak not this,, as doubting any bete

:

For did I but fuipcd: a- feaxful fxmiy

He fiiould have leave to gO/ aivi^ay betimes y

Left in our need he might infect aiiothfr.



Kitig Henry VI. 503

And make him of like ipint to himfclf.

If any fiich be here, as God forbid.

Let him depart before we need his help.

Oxf, Women and children of lb high a courage ?

And warriors faint! why 'twere perpetual fliame. •

Oh brave young Prince f thy famous grandfather

Doth live again in thee
;
long may'ft thou live.

To bear his image, imd 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.

^een. Thanks gentle Somerfet^ fweet Oxford thanks.

Prtn. And take his thanks, that yet hath nothing elfe.

Enter a MeJJenger,

Mef. Prepare you, lords, for Edward is at hand.

Ready to fight therefore be refolute.

Oxf. I thought no lels ; it is his policy

To hade thus faft, to find us unprovided.

Som. But he's dec^iv'd, we are in readinefs.

^een. This chears my heart, to fee your fbrwardnels.

Oxf. Here pitch our battel, hence we will not budge.

SCENE VI.

March. Enter Kmg Edward, Glocefter, Clarence, and Soldiers,,

K. Edw. Brave followers, yonder ftands the thorny wood.

Which, by the heav'ns affiftance and your ftrength,

Mufl: by the roots be hewn up yet ere night.

I need not add more fuel to your fire.

For well I wot, ye blaze, to burn them out

:

Give fignal to the fight, and to it, lords.

^een. Lords, Knights, ^nd gentlemen, what I Ihould fay

My
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My tears gain-fay j for every word I Ipeak,

Ye fee 1 drink the water of my eye

:

Therefore no more but this
j

/7<?;fr);, your Sov^raign,

Is prifbner to th^ foe, his ftate ufiirp'd.

His realm a flaughter-houfe, his (iibjedts flain.

His ftatutes cancell'd, and his treafure fpent

;

And yonder is the wolf that makes this fpoil.

You fight in juftice : then in God's name, lords,

Be valiant, and give fignal to the battle.

Alarm, Retreat, Excurjions.

Re-Enter King Edward, Glocefter, Clarence, &c. The ^een, Ox-

ford, and Somerfet Prifoners,

K. Edw. Now here's a period of tumultuous broils.

Away with Oxford to Hammes caftle ftraight

:

For Somerfet, off with his guilty head.

Go bear them hence, I will not hear them fpeak.

Oxf For my part, I'll not trouble thee with words.

Som. Nor I, but ftoop with patience to my fortune. \Exeunt,

^een. So part we fadly in this troublous world,

To meet with joy in fweet Jerufalem.

K. Ediv, Is proclamation made, that who finds Edward

Shall have a high reward, and he his life ?

Glo. It is, and lo where youthfiil Edward comes.

Enter the Pr'mce of Wales

K. Edw. Bring forth the gallant, let us hear him fpeak.

What ? can lb young a thorn begin to prick ?

Edward, what fatisfadion canft thou make,

For bearing arms, for Hirring up my fubjeds.

And all the trouble thou haft turn'd me to ?

Pr'mce. Speak like a fubjed, proud ambitious TorL

Sup-
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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.

^een. Ah ! that thy father had been fo refplv'd.

Glo. That you might ftill have worn the petticoat,

And ne'er have ftoln the breech from Lancafier,

Pr'mce. Let Mfop fable in a winter's night.

His currifli riddles fort not with this place.

Glo. By heaven, brat, Til plague ye for that word.

^een. Ay, thou waft born to be a plague to men.

Glo. For God's fake, take away this captive fcold.

Prince. Nay, take away this fcolding crook-back rather.

K. Edw, Peace, wilful boy, or I will charm your tongue.

Cla. Untutor'd lad, thou art too malapert.

Pr'mce. I know my duty, you're undutiful

:

Lafcivious Edward^ and thou perjur'd George^

And thou mif^fliapen Dkky I tell ye all,

I am your better, traitors as ye are

:

And thou ulurp'ft my father's right and mine.

Glo. Take that, thou likenefs of this railer here.

[Stabs hm,
K. Edw. And take thou that, to end thy agony.

[Edw. flahs htm,

Clar. And there's for twitting me with perjury.

[Clar. ftabs him,

^ueen. Oh, kill me too!

Glo. Marry, and fhall. l^tH her,

K. Edw. Hold Richardy hold, for we have done too much.
Glo. Why fhould fhe live, to fill the world with words ?

K. Edw. What? doth (hefwoon ? ufe means for her recov'ry.

Glo. Clarence, excufe me to the King my brother

;

I'll hence to London on a ferious matter.

Vol. IV. CL q Ere
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Ere ye come there, be (ure to hear fbme news.

Clar. What? what?

Glo. Tower, the Tower/ [i

^ieen. Oh Ned, fweet Ned! fpeak to thy mother, boy.

Can'ft thou not fpeak ? O traitors, murderers

!

They that ftabb'd Cafar fhed no blood at all.

Did not offend, and were not worthy blame.

If this foul deed were by, to equal it.

He was a man j this (in refpe6t) 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 burfl.

Butchers and villains, bloody cannibals.

How fweet a plant have you untimely cropt f

You have no children, butchers ; if you had,

The thought of them would have flirr'd up remorfe;

But if you ever chance to have a child.

Look in his youth to have him fb cut off.

As deathfmen! you have rid this fweet young Prince.

K. Rdw, Away with her, go bear her hence by force.

^een. Nay, never bear me hence, difpatch me here

:

Here flieath 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 fb much eafe.

^deen. Good Clarence do, fweet Clarence do thou do it..

Clar, Didft thou not hear me fwear I would not do it ?

^een. Ay, but thou ufefl to forfwear thy felf

:

Twas fin before, but now 'tis charity.

What, wilt thou not ? where is that Devil's butcher,

Ktchardl hard-favour'd Richard, where art thou ?

Thou art not here : Murther is thy Almsdeed.

Petitioner for blood thou ne'er put'fl back,.

K. Edw
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K. Ediv. Away, I fay, I charge ye bear her hence.

^een. So come to you and yours, as to this Prince

!

\Exk ^een.

K. Edw. Where's Richard gone ?

Clar, To London all in poft, and as I guefs,

To make a bloody (upper in the Tower,

K. Edw. He's fudden, if a thing comes in his head.

Now march we hence, difcharge the common fort

With pay and thanks, and let's away to London:

And fee our gentle Queen how well fhe fares.

By this, I hope, fhe hath a fbn for me. [Exeunt^

SCENE VII.

The Tower of London.

Enter Kmg Henry, and Glocefter, with the Lieutenant on -the

Tower Walls,

Glo. O O D day, my lord
; what, at your book fo hard ?

VJ K. Henry, Ay, my good lord
j my lord, I fhould

fay rather,

'Tis fin to flatter, good was little better

:

Good Glo'fiery and good devil, were alike.

And both prepoft'rous ^ therefore not good lord.

Glo. ^ Sir, leave us to our felves, we muft confer.

[Exit Lieutenants

K. Henry, So flies the wreaklefs fhepherd from the wolf.

So firft the harmlefs flock doth yield his fleece.

And next his throat, unto the butcher's knife.

What fcene of death hath Rofcius now to ad: ?

Glo, Sufpicion always haunts the guilty mind,

Q, q z The
« Sirrab,



3o8 The Third Part of

The thief doth fear each bufh an officer.

K. Henr^, The bird that hath been Umed in a buflij.

With trembhng wings mif-doubteth ev'ry bufh^

And I, the haplefs male to one fweet bird,

Have now the fatal objed: in my eye,

Where my poor young was lim'd, was caught, and kill'd.

Glo. Why what a peevifh fool was that of Creet^

That taught his fon the office of a fowl ?

And yet, for all his wings, the fool was drown'd.

K. Henr'y, I, Dedalus my poor boy Icarus-,

Thy father, M'mos that deny'd our courfe

The fun that fear'd the wings of my fweet boy.

Thy brother Edward; and thy felf, the fea,

Whofe envious gulph did fwallow up his life.

Ah, kill me with thy weapon, not with words

;

My bread can better brook thy dagger's point.

Than can my ears that tragick hiftory.

But wherefore doft thou come ? Is't for my hfe ?

Glo. Think'ft thou I am an executioner ?

K. Henr'y. A perfecutor I am fure thou art ;

If murth'ring innocents be executing,

W^hy then thou art an executioner.

Glo, Thy fon I kill'd for his prefumption."

K. Henry. Hadft thou been kill'd when firfl: thou didft prefume.

Thou hadft not liv'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-ftanding eye,

^ Men for their fons, wives for their husbands fate,

' And orphans for their parents timelefs death,

* Shall rue the hour that ever thou waft born.

The
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^ The owl fliriek'd at thy birth, an evil fign ^

^ The night-crow cry'd, aboding hicklefs time

;

' Dogs howl'd, and hideous tempeft fhook down trees ^

^ The raven rook'd her on the chimney's top,

^ And chattering pyes in difmal difcords fiing

:

* 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 luch a goodly tree.

Teeth hadft thou in thy head when thou waft born,

To fignifie thou cam'ft to bite the world

:

And if the reft be true which I have heardj

Thou cam'ft

Glo, I'll hear no more : die, prophet, in thy fpeech

;

[Stabs him.

For this, amongft the reft, was I ordain'd.

K. Henry, nv, and for much more flaughter after this

O God! forgive my fins, and pardon thee. [Dies,

Glo, What ! will th' afpiring blood of Lancafier

Sink in the ground? I thought it would have mounted.

See how my fword weeps for the poor King's death

!

0 may luch purple tears be alway flied

From thole who wifli the downfal of our houle.

If any Ipark of life be yet remaining,

Down, down to hell, and fay I fent thee thither^ [Stabs him again,

I, that have neither pity, love, nor fear.

In4eed 'tis true that Henry told me of

:

For I have often heard my mother fay

1 came into the world with my legs forward.

Had I not reafon, think ye, to make hafte,

And feek their ruin that ufurp'd our right ?

The midwife wonder'd, and the women cry'd

O
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0 Jefus blefs us, he is born with teeth

!

And fo I was, which plainly fignify^

That I fhould fnarle, and bite, and play the dog

:

Then fince the heav'ns have fhap'd my body fb.

Let hell make crook'd my mind to anfwer it,

1 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.

Clarence beware, thou keep'ft me from the light.

But I will fort a pitchy day for thee

:

For I will buz abroad (uch prophecies.

That EAward fhall be fearful of his life.

And then to purge his fear I'll be thy death.

King lienry^ and the Prince his fon, are gone,

Clarence thy turn is next, and then the reft
j

Counting my felf but bad, 'till 1 be beft.

rll throw thy body in another room.,-

And triumph, ^<?;^;^3/, / in the day of doom. \Extt.

SCENE VIII.

Enter King Edward, ^deen, Clarence, Gloucefter, Haftings,

Nurfe, and Attendants.

K. Edw. /'^NCE more we fit oti ^England's royal throne,

V->^ Re~purchas'd with the blood of enemies

;

What valiant foe-men, like to autumn's corn.

Have we mow'd down in top of all their pride ?

Three Dukes of Somerfet, three-fold renown'd

For hardy and undoubted champions

:

Two
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Two Cliffords^ as the father and the fbn

And two Northumberlands ; two braver men

Ne'er jfpurr'd their couriers at the trumpet's found.

With them the two brave bears, Wttrwkk and Monta^Cy

That in their chains fetter'd the Kingly Lion,

And made the foreft trembk when they roar'd.

Thus have we fwept fufpicion from our ieat.

And made our footftool of fecurity.

Come hither, Befs^ and let me kifs my boy

:

Young Nedj for thee, thine uncles and my felf

Have in our armours watch'd the winter night,
•

Went all a-foot in fummer's fcalding heat.

That thou might'll re-poffefs the crown in peace

;

And of our labours thou fhalt reap the gain.

Glo. I'll blaft his harveft, if your head were laid, \Afide^

For yet I am not look'd on in the world.

This flioulder was ordain'd lb thick, to heave,

And heave it fhall fbme weight or break my back
^

Work thou the way, and that (hall execute.

K. Rdw. Clarence and Glo^fter, love my lovely Queen,

And kifs your princely nephew, brothers both.

Clar, The duty that I owe your Majefty

I feal upon the lips of this fweet babe.

K. Edw. Thanks noble Clarence, worthy brother, thanks.

Glo. And that I love the tree from whence thou Iprang'ft,

Witnefs the loving kifs I give the fruit.

To fay the truth, fo Judas kifs'd his mafter, [^/ide.

And cry'd, all hail, when as he meant all harm.

K. Edw. Now am I feated as my foul delights.

Having my country's peace and brothers loves.

Clar. What will your grace have done with Margaret?

Relgnkr her father to the King of France

Hath
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Hath pawn'd the Skth and Jerufalem,

And hither have they fent it for her ranfom.

K. Edw. Av/^Y with her, and waft her hence to France,

And now what refts but that we fpend the time

With ftately triumphs, mirthful comick fhows.

Such as befit the pleafiire of the court ?

Sound drums and trumpets, farewel fow'r annoy,

For here I hope begins our lafting joy, [Exeunt omnes.

THE
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Duke of Buckingham.
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Sir Richard Ratcliff,
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Sir William Brandon, ^
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'Two Children of the Duke of Clarence.

Lord Mayor.

^leen of Edward IV.

^een Margaret, Widow of Henry VI.
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The SCENE in ENGLAND.
THE



The LIFE and DEATH of

RICHARD HI.

ACT I. SCENE!
The COURT.

Enter Richard Duke of Glocefter, folus,

OW is the Winter of our difcontent

Made glorious fiimmer by this Sun of Tork :

And all the clouds that lowr'd upon our houfe.

In the deep bofom of the ocean bury'd.

Now are our brows bound with vidorious

wreaths,

Our bruiied arms hung up for monuments

;

Our ftern alarums changed to merry meetings
;

Our dreadful marches to delightful meafures.

Grim-vifag'd War hath fmooth'd his wrinkled front
j

And now inftead of mounting barbed fteeds

To fright the fouls of fearful adverfaries,

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,

I, that am rudely ftampt, and want love's majefty,

To ftrut before a wanton, ambling nymph
^

Rr 2 1,
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I, that am curtail'd of this fair proportion.

Cheated of feature by diffembHng nature,

Deform'd, unfinifli'd, fent before my time

Into this breathing world fcarce half made up.

And that fo lamely and unfafhionably,

That dogs bark at me, as I halt by them :

Why 1, (in this weak piping time of peace)

Have no delight to pals away the time

Unkfs to fee my (hadow in the fun.

And defcant on mine own deformity.

And therefore, fince I cannot prove a lover.

To entertain thefe fair well-fpoken days,

I am determined to prove a villain,

And hate the idle pleafures of thefe days.

Plots have I laid, in<lu<5tk)ns dangeroos.

By drunken prophefies, libels, and dreams.

To fct my brother Clarence and the King

In deadly hate, the one againft the other:

And if King Edward he as tmt and jrift.

As I am fubtle, falfe and treacherous.

This day fhould Clarence clofely be xnew*d up.

Dive thoughts down to my foul^ 'here ^Clarence comcB.

Enter Clarence guarded, and Brakenbury.

Brother, good day what means this armed guard

That waits upon your grace ?

Clar. His Majefty,

Tend'ring my perlbn's fafety, hath appointed

This conduct to convey me to the Tower,

Glo, Upon what caufe?

Clar. Becaufe my name is George,

Glo. Alack, my lord, that fault is none of yours

:

He fhould for that commit your godfathers.

Belike,
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Belike, his Majefty httii fbme iiiteot.

That you fliould be pew chrifttied in die Tower.

But what's the matter, Clarence, may I know?

Clar. Yea, Rtchard, when I know,- for I protefl-

As yet I do not, but as I can learn.

He hearkens after prophcfies and dreams,

And from the crofs-row plucks the letter G ,*

And fays a wizacd told him, that by G
His iffue difinherited {hould be.

And for my narne of George begins with

It follows in his thought (that \ am he.

Thefe, as I learn, and iuch iikc toys as thefe.

Have mov'd his Highnefs to commit me now.

Glo, Why this it is, when men are rul'd by women.

'Tis not the King that fends you to the Tower ,•

My lady Gra'^ his wife, Clarence, 'tis fhe.

That tempts him to this harfli extremity.

Was it not fte, and that good man of worfhip,

Anthony Woodvilh^t brother there.

That made him fend lord Haft'mgs to the Tower

?

From whence this day he is delivered.

We are not fafej 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 th^ King and miftrefs Shore.

Heard you not what an humble fuppliant

Lord Hayings was to her for his delivery ?

Glo. Humbly complaining to her deity,

Got my lord Chamberlain his liberty.

I'll tell you what, I think it is our way
If we will keep in favour with the King,

To be her men, and wear her livery:

The
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The jealous o'erworn widow, and her (elf.

Since that our brother dubb'd them gentlewomen.

Are mighty goflips in our monarchy.

Brak. I beg your graces both to pardon me

:

His Majefty hath ftraitly giv'n in charge,

That no man (hall have private conference,

Of what degree foever, with your brother.

Glo. Ev'n fb, an't pleafe your worfhip, Brakenbury /

You may partake of any thing we fay

:

We fpeak no treafon, man we fay the King

Is wife and virtuous, and his noble Queen
Well ftrook in years, fair, and not jealous

We fay, that Shore's wife hath a pretty foot,

A cherry lip, a pafling pleafing tongue

:

That the Queen's kindred are made gentle-folks

:

How fay you, Sir ? can you deny all this ?

Brak, With this, my lord, my felf have nought to do.

Glo, What, fellow ? nought to do with miftrefs Shore 7

I tell you Sir, he that doth naught with her.

Excepting one, were bed to do it fecretly.

Brak. What one, my lord ?

Glo. Her husband, knave would'ft thou betray me ?

Brak, I do befeech your grace to pardon me.

And to forbear your conference with the Duke.

Clar, We know thy charge, Brakenbury, and will obey.

Glo, We are the Queen's abjeds, and muft obey.

Brother farewel, I will unto the King,

And whatfoe'er you will employ me in,

(Were it to call King Edward's widow fifter)

I will perform it to infranchife you.

Mean time, this deep difgrace of brotherhood

Touches me deeper than you can imagine.

CJar,
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Clar. I know it pleafeth neither of us well.

Glo, Well, your imprifonment (hall not be long,

I will deliver you, or elfe lye for you

;

Mean time have patience.

Clar, I muft perforce
j

farewel. \Exe. Brak.

Glo, Go tread the path that thou fhalt ne'er return

:

Simple plain Clarence 1 do love thee lb.

That I will fbortly fend thy foul to heav'n,

If heav'n will take the prefent at our hands.

But who comes here? the new-deliver'd Hafl'mgs?

Enter Lord Haftings.

Hafi, Good time of day unto my gracious lord.

Glo, As much unto my good lord chamberlain

;

Well are you welcome to the open air.

How hath your lordfliip brook'd imprifonment ?

Hafl, With patience, noble lord, as pris'ners muft

:

But I fliall live, my lord, to give them thanks

That were the caufe of my imprifonment.

Glo, No doubt, no doubt, and fo ftiall Clarence too.

For they that were your enemies are his.

And have prevail'd as much on him as you.

Hafi. More pity, that the Eagle ftiould be mew'd.

While kites and buzzards play at liberty.

Glo. What news' abroad?

Hafi, 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 perfbn

:

'Tis very grievous to be thought upon.

Where is he, in his bed ?

* St. John.



520 Kin^ Richard III.

Hajl. He is.

Glo. Go ybu before, and I will follow you. [Exk 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 Clarencey

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 Edward to his mercy,

And leave the Wbrld for me to buftle in.

For then, I'll marry IVarwkks youngeft daughter :

What though I kill'd her husband, and her father ?

The readied way to make the wench amends.

Is to become her husband and her father

:

The which will I, not all fb much fbr love.

As for another fecret clofe intent.

By marrying her, which I muft reach unto.

But yet I run before my horle to market

:

Clarence ftill breathes, Edward ftill lives and reigns

;

When they are gone, then muft I count my gains. \^x'tt,

SCENE II.

Enter the Coarfe 0/ Henry the Sixth , with halberds to guard it

y

Lady Anne bemg the Mourner,

Anne. O ET down, fet down your honourable load,

^ If honour may be fhrowded in a herfe ^

Whilft I awhile obfequioufly lament

Th' untimely fall of virtuous Lancafier.

Poor key-cold figure of a holy King!

Pale afhes of the houfe of Lancafier /

Thou bloodlefs remnant of that royal blood.
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Be't lawful that I invocate thy ghofl,

To hear the lamentations of poor Anne,

Wife to thy Edward, to thy flaughter'd fon,

Stab'd by the felf-fame hand that made thefe wounds.

Lo, in thefe windows that let forth thy life,

I powr the helplels balm of my poor eyes.

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 wifh to adders, fpiders, toads.

Or any creeping venom'd thing that lives.

If ever he have child, abortive be it.

Prodigious, and untimely brought to light,

>Whofe ugly and unnatural afped:

May fright the hopeful mother at the view

:

And 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 young lord and thee.

Come now tow'rds Cbert/ey with your holy load.

Taken from Paul's to be interred there.

And ftill as you are weary of this weight.

Reft you, while I lament King Henry'% coarfe.

Enter Richard Duke of Gloucefter.

Glo. Stay you that bear the coarfe, and fet it down.

Anne. What black magician conjures up this fiend,

To ftop devoted charitable deeds ?

Glo. Villains, fet down the coarfe ; or by St. Paul,

ril make a coarfe of him that difobeys.

Gen. My lord, ftand back, and let the coffin pafs.

Glo. Unmanner'd dog, ftand thou'wKen I command
Vol. IV, S r
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Advance thy halbert higher
x^}f^ bwft.

Or by St. Paul I'll ftrike thee to, my fpoi;.

And fpurn upon th^^, Vgg^^j fpr thy bo^adsv

Ame. VVh,at, do ypu tf^emble? J\re you ^1 ^ffvai4^

Alas, I blame you not, lipr yqu^ a^p mwtalj,

And mortal eyes cannot endure the d.eyij.

Avant, thou dreadfu,! minifter pf hell

:

Thou had'ft bpt pow'r over hist mprt^L bijidy,^

His foul thou can'ft not hs^ye ; therefore be go^je.

Glo. Sweet faint, for charity, be not fp c^rit.

Anne. Foul dev'l ! fpr Go4's faj^e heifis<?Q, trouble npt;,

For thou haft made th,^ hap^^? e^TtJi. ifhy tiel.l

Fill'd it with curfing cries, a^d deep ex<;laiin3.

If thou delight to view thy heinous creeds,,

Behold this pattern of thy butc?heries.

Oh gentlemen ! fee \ fe^ cj^d, Hemy's. wpm^d^

Open their congeal'd mouths ajid bleed afrefli,

BluQi, blufti, thou lump of foul deformity ;

For 'tis thy prefence that ex;hales this blood

From cold and empt^ veinsj, wli^re pp-blppd} dw^JIs.

Thy deeds inhuman and un^natural.

Provoke this deluge moft urin^tural.

O God! which this bloo4mad'ft, revetigf his- de.^tji

:

O earth ! which this blopd dripl^'ft^ re^en^ \\\^ death

:

Or heav'n with lightning ftrike the murth'rer dead

Or earth, gape open wide, and eat him quick,

As thou doft fw^llovv up this, good King's blood.

Which hi^. h^ll-goveirp'd a;-m Uath bwtichjered,

Glo, Lady, you know no nile;& of cha^r^ty.

Which renders good for b^d, ble;ffing& foa: ci^rfes.

Anne. Villain, thou know'ft nor Ixn of God nor maftrj

No beaft fo fierce^ but knows fome toucti of pity,

Glo. But I know none, and therefor^ w np be^,
Afine.
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Mm, O'^oti^&tM, Vhfeh devils tell the trtrth?

Glo. More wohiferful, wh6h zttgtX^ 2ttt fo aAgty

:

Vouchfafe, divine perfcdion bf a WOitiafi,

Of thfe^e fo^afed ei-ilties, to give i^c l^aV6,

By circuniftaiice, but to acquft my felf.

Vouehlafe, difFu^'d infedion of a man.

Of thefe known evils, but to giVe me leave.

By circumftance, to curfe thy cirrfed felf.

Glo. Fairer thari tongue can name thee, kt me have

Some patient leifure to excufe my felf.

Anne. Fouler than heart can think thee.

Thou canfl: make h6 excufe that will be ctoant,

Unlefs thou hang thy felf

Glo. By fuch defpair I fhould accufe my felf

Anue. And by defpairing (halt thou ftand excus'd.

For doing worthy vengeance on thy felf

;

That didft unworthy flaughter upoft others.

Glo. Say, that I flew them not.

Anne. Then fay, they were not flain :

But dead they are, and, devilifh flave, by thee.

Glo. I did not kill your husband.

Anne. Why then he is alive.

Glo. Nay, he is dead, and flaih by Edtuard's hands.

Anne. In thy foul throat thou ly'ft. Queen Mar^ret faw

Thy murd'rous faulchion fmoaking iii his blood :

The which thou once didft bend againft her breaft,

But that thy brothers beat afide the point.

Glo. I was provoked by her fland'rous tongrie,

That laid their guilt upon my giiiltlefs fliotdders.

Anne. Thou waft provoked by thy bloody mind,

That never dreamt on ought but butcheries

:

Didft tliGu not kill this King ?

Glo. I grant yc.

S f 2 Anne,
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Jme. Doft grant me, hedge-hog ? then God grant me too.

Thou may'ft be damned for that wicked deed :

O he was gentle, mild and virtuous.

Glo. The ^ fitter for the King of heav'n that hath him.

^me. He is in heav'n, where thou fhalt never come.

Glo. Let him thank me that help'd to fend him thither
;

For he was fitter for that place than earth.

Ame. And thou unfit for any place but hell.

Glo. Yes one place elfe, if you will hear me name it.

jdnne. Some dungeon.

Glo. Your bed-chamber.

^me. Ill reft betide the chamber where thou lyeft.

Glo. So will it, madam^ 'till I lye with you.

j^fine. I 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 Plantagenets^ Henry and Edward,

As blameful as the executioner ?

Anne. Thou waft the caufe, and moft accurft effed.

Glo. Your beauty was the caufe of that effed :

Your beauty that did haunt me in my fleep,

To undertake the death of all the world,

So I might live one hour in your fweet bofbm.

Anne. If I thought that, I tell thee, homicide,

Thefe nails fhould rend that beauty from my cheeks.

Glo. Thefe eyes could not endure that beauty's wrack,

You fhould not blemifti it, if I ftood by

;

As all the world is cheered by the fun.

So I by that ; it is my day, my life.

Anne. Black night o'er-fhade thy day, and death thy life.

Glo. Curfe not thy felf, fair creature, thou art both.

A/me.
^ better.
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Anne. I would I were, to be reveng'd on thee.

Glo, It is a quarrel moft unnatural,

To be reveng'd on him that loveth thee.

Anne. It is a quarrel juft and reafonable,

To be reveng'd on him that kill'd my husband.

Glo. He that bereft thee, lady, of thy husband.

Did it to help thee to a better husband.

Anne. His better doth not breathe upon the earth.

Glo. He lives, that loves thee better than he could.

Anne. Name him.

Glo. Plantagenet.

Anne. Why that was he.

Glo. The felf-fame name, but one of better nature.

Anne. Where is he ?

Glo. Here: why doft thou fpit at me? [She fphs at him.

Anne. Would it were mortal poifon for thy fake.

Glo. Never came poifon from lb fweet a place.

Anne. Never hung poifon on a fouler toad.

Out of my fight, thou dofl: infed mine eyes.

Glo. Thine eyes, fweet lady, have infected mine.

Anne^ Would they were bafilisks to ftrike thee dead,

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 fait tears
5

Sham'd their afpe6:s with ftore of childifh drops

:

t Thefe eyes, which never fhed remorfeful tear,

Not when my father Tork^ and Edward wept,

To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made.

When black-fac'd Clifford (hook his fword at him 4

Nor when thy warlike father, like a child.

Told the fad ftory of my father's death.

And twenty times made paufe to fob and weep.

That all the ftanders-by had wet their cheeks.

Like

"f llje twelve folkwing beautiful lines added after the firfi editions.
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Like trees be-dafh'd with rain : ih that ftd tirtie^

My manly eyes did fcorn an humble tear

:

And what thefe forrows could not thence exhale.

Thy beauty hath, and made them bUnd with weepilsg.

I never fued to fiiend, nor encsny
;

My tongue could never learn fweet fmoothing words

But now thy beauty is propos'.d my fee,

My proud heart fues, and prompts my tongue to fpeak.

[Ste Jooks fcornfuUy m him.

Teach not thy lip fuch fcorn, for it was made

For kiffing, lady, not for fuch contempt.

If thy revengeful heart cannot forgive,

Lo here I lend thee this fharp-pointed fword,

Which, if thou pleafe to hide in this trufe breaftj

And let the foul forth that adoreth thee,

I lay it naked to the deadly ftroke,

And humbly beg the death upon rtiy knee.

\He lays hts hreafl open, Jhe offers at \t with hk fword

Nay, do not paufe ; for I did kill King Henry ;

But 'twas thy beaXity that provoked me.

Nay, now difpatch : 't\^as I that ftabb'd young Edward,

But 'twas thy heav'nly face that fet me on. [She falls the fword.

Take up the fword again, or take up me.

Anne. Ari/e, diffembler
;
though I wi{h thy death,

I will not be thy executioner.

Glo. Then bid me kill my fclf, and I will do it.

Anne. I have already.

Glo. That was in thy rage:

Speak it again, and even with thy W6rd,

This hand, which for thy love, did kill thy love,

Shall for thy love, kill a far truer love
j

To both their deaths flialt thou be acceffary.

Anne. I would I knew thy heart.

Glo.
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Glo, 'Tis figi«^'d in i»y tongue.

^fte. I fear me, both are falfe.

Glo, Then never man was true.

Anne, Well, well, put up your fword.

Glo, Say then, my peace is made.

Anne. That fhalt thou know hejjea&ei*.

Glo. But fhall I Hve in hope ?

Anue. All men I hope live fo.

Glo. Vouch fafe to wear this ring.

Look how my uing encompaffeth 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 fervant may
But beg one favour at thy gracious hand.

Thou doft confirm his happinels for eVer.

Anne. What is it?

Glo. That it may pleafe you leave tbefe fad defigns

To him that hath more caufe to be a mourner,

And prefently repair to Crosby place :

Where, after I have fblemnly intjerr'd

At Chertfey monaft'ry this neble King,

And wet his grave with my repentant team,

I will with all expedient duty fee you.

For divers unknown reafbns, I befeeeh you.

Grant me this boon.

Anne. With all my heart, and much it joys me too.

To fee you are become fo penitent.

Trajfel and Barkley, go along with me.

Glo, Bid me farewel.

Anne. 'Tis more than you deferve

:

But fince you teach me how to flatter you.

Imagine I have faid farewel already. [Exeunt tmo with Anne.
Gent. Towards Chertfey^ aohde lord^

Glo»
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GIo, No, to Wh'tte-Frtars, there attend my coming.

[Exit Coarfe,

Was ever woman in this humour woo'd ?

Was ever woman in this humour won ?

I'll have her but I will not keep her long.

What! I that kill'd her husband and his father!

To take her in her heart's extreameft hate,

With curfes in her mouth, tears in her eyes.

The bleeding witnefs of my hatred by.

With God, her confcience, and thefe bars againft me.

And I no friends to back my fuit withal,

But the plain devil and diflembling looks

:

And yet to win her All the world to nothing

!

Ha!

Hath fhe forgot already that brave Prince,

Edwardj her lord, whom I, fome three months fince,

Stab'd in my angry mood at Tewhhur^l

A Tweeter and a lovelier gentleman,

Fram'd in the prodigality of nature.

Young, wife, and valiant, and no doubt right royal.

The fpacious world cannot again afford :

And will (he 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 Edward'^ moiety ?

On me, that halt, and am mifhapen thus ?

My dukedom to a beggarly denier,

I do miftake my perfon all this while

:

Upon my life flie finds, although I cannot.

My felf to be a marv'Ious proper man.

ril be at charges for a looking-glafs,

And entertain a fcore or two of tailors.

To ftudy fafhions to adorn my body

:

^ Since
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Since I am crept in favour with my felf,

I will maintain it with fome little coft.

But firft I'll turn yon fellow in his grave.

And then return lamenting to my love.

Shine out, fair fun, 'till I have bought a glafs.

That I may fee my fliadow as I pafs. \Exit.

SCENE III.

Enter the ^een. Lord Rivers, and Lord Gray.

Riv, T TAVE patience, madam, there's no doubt, hisMajefty

X JL Will fbon recover his accuftom'd health.

Gray, In that you brook it ill, it makes him worfe.

Therefore for God's fake entertain good comfort.

And cheer his grace with quick and merry eyes.

^een. If he were dead, what would betide of me ?

Gray. No other harm, but lofs of fuch a lord.

^een. The lofs of fuch a lord includes all harms.

Gray. The heav'ns have bleft you with a goodly fbn

To be your comforter when he is gone.

^een. Ah! he is young, and his minority

Is put unto the trufl Richard Glo^fier,

A man that loves not me, nor none of you.

Rw. Is it concluded, he fliall be Proted:or >

^een. It is determin'd, not concluded yet

:

But fo it muft be, if the King mifcany.

Enter Buckingham and Derby.

Gray. Here come the lords of Buckingham and Derby.

Buck. Good time of day unto your Royal grace.

Derby. God make your Majefly joyful as you have been.

^leen. The Countefs Richmond^ good my lord of Derhy^

Vol. IV. T t To
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To your good prayer will fcarcely fay Amen
j

Yet Derby, notwithftanding {he's your wife,

And loves not me, be you, good lord, alTur'd,

I hate not you for her proud arrogance.

Derby. I do befeech you, either not believe

The envious (landers of her falfe accufers:

Or if Ihe be accus'd on true report.

Bear with her weaknefs which I think proceeds

From wayward ficknels, and no grounded malice.

^een. Saw you the King to-day, my lord of Derby?

Derby. But now the Duke of Buckingham and I

Are come from vifiting his Majefty.

^een. What likelihood of his amendment, lords ?

Buck. Madam, good hope, his grace fpeaks chearfully.

^een. God grant him health ^ did you confer with him ?

Buck. Madam, we did, he feeks to make atonement

Between the Duke of GUjier and your brothers.

And between them and my lord Chamberlain
j

And fent to warn them to his royal prefence.

^4een. Would all were well but that will never be

I fear our happinefs is at the height.

Enter Gloucefter.

Glo. They do me wrong, and I will not endure it.

Who are they that complain unto the King,

That I, forfooth, am ftern, and love them not ?

By holy Paul, they love his grace but lightly

That fill his ears with fiich dilTentious rumors.

Becaufe I cannot flatter, and look fair.

Smile in men's faces, fmooth, deceive and cog.

Duck with French nods, and apifh courtefie,

I muft be held a rancorous enemy.

Cannot a plain man live and think no harm^
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But thus his fimple truth mufl: be abus'd

By filken, fly, infinuating jacks ?

Gra'y, To whom in all this prefence fpeaks your grace ?

Glo, To thee, that haft nor honefty nor grace

:

When have I injur'd thee ? when done thee wrong ?

Or thee ? or thee ? or any of your fadion ?

A plague upon you all. His royal perfbn.

Whom God preferve better than you would wifh,

Cannot be quiet fcarce a breathing while.

But you muft trouble him with lewd complaints.

^een. Brother of Glo'fier, 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 adion fhews it (elf

Againft my children, brother, and my felf

Makes him to fend, that he may learn the ground

\ Of your ill will, and thereby to remove it.

Glo. I cannot tell ; the world is grown fb bad.

That wrens make prey, where eagles dare not perch.

Since every jack became a gentleman,

There's many a gentle perfon made a jack.

^ieen. Come, come, we know your meaning, brother Glo

You envy my advancement and my friends

:

God grant we never may have need of you.

Glo, Mean time God grants that we have need of you.

Our brother is imprifbn'd by your means,

My felf difgrac'd, and the nobility

Held in contempt, while many fair promotions

Are daily given to enoble thofe.

That fcarce, fome two days fmce, were worth a noble.

^een. By him that rais'd me to this careful height.

From that contented hap which I enjoy'd;

T t 2

% This line is rejlofdfrom the firfi edition.
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I never did incenfe his Majefty •
.

Againft the Duke of Clarence^ but have been

An earneft advocate to plead for him.

My lord, you do me ftiameful injury,

Falfely to draw me in the(e wild fiifped:s.

Glo. You may deny that you were not the caufe

Of my lord Hafl'ings' late imprifonment.

Rtv. She may, my lord, for

Glo, She may, lord Rivers
,
why who knows not fo?

She may do more, Sir, than denying that

:

She may help you to many fair preferments.

And then deny her aiding hand therein,

And lay thofe honours on your high defert.

What may (he not ? (he may ay marry may (he

Rw. What marry may fhe ?

Glo. W^hat marry may {he ? marry with a King,

A batchelor, a handlom ftripling too :

I wis, your grandam had a worfer match.

^leen. My lord of Glo'fter^ I have too long born

Your blunt upbraidings, and your bitter feoffs

:

By heav'n I will acquaint his Majefty,

Of thofe grofs taunts I often have endur'd.

I had rather be a country fervant maid

Than a great Queen with this condition.

To be thus tauntedj fcorn'd and baited at.

Small joy have I in being England's Queen.

SCENE IV.

Enter ^deen Margaret.

Q. Mar. And le{ren'd be that fmall, God I befeech thee

:

Thy honour, ftate, and feat is due to me.

Glo. What ! threat you me with telling of the King ?

I

• mean.
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I will avouch in prefenCe of the King:

'Tis time to fpeak, my pains are quite forgot.

Q. Mar, Out devil ! I remember them too well

:

Thou kiirdfl; my husband Henry in the Tower,

And Edwardy my poor Ibn, at Tewksbury.

Glo. Ere you were Queen, ay, or your husband King,

I was a pack-horle in his great affairs
j

A weeder out of his proud adverfaries^

A liberal rewarder of his friends j

To royalize his blood I fpilt mine own.

Q. Mar. Ay, and much better blood than his or thine,

Glo. In all which time you and your husband Gray

Were fad;ious for the houfe of Lancafier j

And Rivers, fo were you; was not your husband,

In Marg'refs battel, at St. Albans {lain ?

Let me put in your minds, if you forget.

What you have been ere now, and what you are-

Withal, what I have been, and what I am.

Mar. A murth'rous villain, and fo ftill thou art.

Glo. Poor Clarence did forfake his father Warwick,

Ay, and forfwore himfelf, (which Jefu pardon)

Q. Mar. Which God revenge.

Glo. To fight on Edward's party for the crown,

And for his meed, poor lord, he is mew'd up

:

I would to God my heart were flint, like Edward'!^,

Or Edward's loft and pitiful, like rnine
j

I am too childifh, foolifh for this world.

Q. Mar. Hie thee to hell for {hame, and kave this wor

Thou Cacodaemon, there thy kingdom is.

Riv. My lord of Glo'fter, in thole bufie days,

Which here you urge to prove us enemies.

We follow'd then our lord, our Sov'reign King
5

So fhould we you, if you fliould be our King.
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Glo. If I fliould be !— I had rather be a pedlar
;

Far be it from my heart, the thought thereof.

^4een. As Httle joy, my lord, as you fuppofe

You fhould enjoy, were you this country's King,,

As Httle joy you may fuppofe in me.

That I enjoy, being the Queen thereof

Q. Mar. A little joy enjoys the Queen thereof^

For I am fhe, and altogether joylels.

I can no longer hold me patient.

Hear me, you wrangling pyrates, that fall out

In fliaring that which you have pill'd from me

;

Which of you trembles not that looks on me ?

If not that I being Queen, you bow like fubjecSts;

Yet that by you depos'd, you quake like rebels.

Ah gentle villain do not turn away ?

Glo. Foul wrinkled witch, what mak'ft thou in my fight >

Q. Mar, But repetition of what thou haft marr'd,

That will I make, before I let thee go.

A husband and a fon thou ow'ft to me, [To Glo.

And thou a kingdom,- all of you allegiance,- [To the ^ieen.

The forrow that I have, by right is yours.

And all the pleafures you ufiirp, are mine.

Glo. The curfe my noble father laid on thee.

When thou didft crown his warlike brows with paper.

And with thy fcorns drew'ft rivers from his eyes.

And then to dry them gav'ft the Duke a clout,

Steep'd in the faultlefs blood of pretty Rutland j

His curfcs, then from bitternefs of foul

Denounc'd againft thee, are now fall'n upon thee

And God, not we, has plagu'd thy bloody deed.

Q. Mar. So juft is God, to right the innocent.

Hafl. O, 'twas the fouleft deed to flay that babe,

And the moft mercilefs that e'er was heard of.
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R'tv. Tyrants theiufelves wept^ when it was reported,

Dorf, No man but prophefy'd revenge for it.

BucL Northumberland, then prefent, wept to fee it.

Mar, What ! were you fnarling all before I came.

Ready to catch each other by the throat.

And turn you all your hatred now on me?

Did Tork's dread curfe prevail fb much, with heav'n.

That Henry's death, my lovely Edward's death.

Their kingdom's lofs, my woful banifliment,

Could all but anfwer for that peevifh brat ?

Can curies pierce the clouds, and enter heav'n ?

Why then give way, dull clouds, to my quick curfes,

If not by war, by furfeit die your King,

As ours by murther to make him a King.

Edzvard thy fon, that now is Prince of Wales,

For Edward our fon, that was Prince of Wales,

Die in his youth, by like untimely violence.

Thy felf a Queen, 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 now, ^[

Deck'd in thy rights, as thou art ftall'd in mine> .

Long die thy happy days before thy death

And after many length'ned hours of grief,

Die, neither mother, wife, nor England's Queen, .

Rivers and Dorfet, you were ftanders-by.

And fo waft thou, lord Hafi'mgs, when my fbn

Was ftabb'd with bloody daggers
;
God, I pray him,.

That none of you may live your natural age.

But by fome unlook'd accident cut off.

Glo. Have done thy charm, thou hateful wither'd hag.

Q. Mar, And leave out thee? ftay dog, for thou fhak hear

If heav'ns have any grievous plague in ftore, [me.

Exceed-
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Exceeding thofe that I can wifh upon thee,

O let them keep it, 'till thy fins be ripe.

And then hurl down their indignation

On thee, thou troubler of the poor world's peace,

'

The worm of confcience ftill he-gnaw thy ioul
j

Thy friends fufpe(5t for traitors while thou liv'ft.

And take deep traitors for thy deareft friends

:

No fleep clofe up that deadly eye of thine,

Unlefs it be while fome tormenting dream

Affrights thee with a hell of ugly devils.

Thou elvifh-markt, abortive, rooting hog,

Thou that waft feal'd in thy nativity

The flave of nature, and the fon of hell:

Thou flander of thy heavy mother's womb.

Thou loathed ilTue of thy father's loins,

Thou rag of honour, thou detefted

Glo. Margaret.

Q. Mar. Rkhard,

Glo. Ha!

Q: Mar. 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.

Mar. Why fo I did, but look'd for no reply.

Oh let me make the period to my curfe.

Glo. 'Tis done by me, and ends in Margaret.

^ieen. Thus have you breath'd your curfe againft your felf.

Q. Mar. Poor painted Queen, vain flourifh of my fortune.

Why ftrew'ft thou fugar on that bottel'd fpider,

Whofe deadly web enfnareth thee about?

Fool, fool, thou whet'ft a knife to kill thy felf

:

The day will come that thou fhalt wifh for me,

To help thee curfe this poisonous bunch-back'd toad.

Hafi. Falfe boading woman, end thy frantick curfe.

Left
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Left to thy harm thou move our patience.

Q. Mar, Foul fliame upon you, you have all mov'd mine.

Riv, Were you well ferv'd, you would be taught your duty.

Q; Mar» To ferve me well, you all fhould do me duty,

Teach me to be your Queen, and you my fubje6ts

:

O ferve me well, and teach your felves that duty,

Dorf. Difpute not with her, flie is lunatick.

Q: Mar, Peace, mafter Marquifs, you are malapert
;

Your fire-new ftamp of honour is fcarce currant.

O that your young nobility could judge

What 'twere to lofe it, and be miJferable.

They that ftand high have many blafts to {hake them,

And if they fall, they dafh themlelves to pieces.

Glo, Good counlel marry, learn it, learn it, Marquiis.

Dorf, It touches you, my lord, as much as me.

Glo. Ay, and much more j but I was born (b high,

Our Airy buildeth in the cedar's top.

And dallies with the wind, and fcorns the fun.

Q: Mar. And turns the fun to fliade j alas ! alas

!

Witnefs my fbn now in the fhade of death,

Whofe bright out-fhining beams thy cloudy wrath

Hath in eternal darknefs folded up.

Your Airy buildeth in our Airies 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 fhamefuUy my hopes, by you, are butcher'd.

My charity is outrage, life my fhame.

And in my fhame ftill live ray forrow's rage.

Buck. Have done, have done.

Q. Mar, O Princely Buckmgham, I'll kifs thy hand,

Vol. IV. . U u In
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In fign of league and amity With thee t

Now fair befall thee and thy noble hdul^ j

Thy garments a^e not fpottied with 6m bbod
;

Nor thott within the compafs of ifty CUtfe.

Buck. Not no one here ; (&t cuff^s nevef pals

The lips of thofe that breathe them iti tht air.

Q. Mar. Til not believe bilt they afce*id the sky,

And there aWake God's gentk fleeping peace.

O Buckmghamy beware of yohdfer dog •

Look when he fawns, he bites and whett he bites

His venom tooth will rankle to the death
j

Have not to do With him^ beware of hii¥j,

Sin, death, and hell have fet their marks upon hiiii',

And all their minifters attend on hir^i.

Glo. What doth rtie fay, my loixl of Bidkhtgh'^ 7

Buck. Nothing that I tefpe^, riiy gracious lord.

Q. Mar. What, doft thm fcorri ^ne for n^y ge^Btle 'Coi!infeI >

And Tooth the devil that I warn thee from ?

0 but remember this another day

;

When he fliall fplit thy v^ery heart with fb'rr^W

;

And fay poor M-aygr&t was a prophetefs.

Live each of you the fiibjecSt to his hate,

And he to yours, and all of you to God's. \^xt't.

Buck. My hair doth ftand an em! to hear het curfes.

Riv. And io doth mine : I wortder flk's at Mhd^tf.

Glo. I cai^not 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. I never did her any, to my knowledge.

Glo. Yet you have all the vantage of her Wi*o^ig

:

1 was too hot to do fome body good.

That is too cold in thinking of it now.

Marry, fo'r Clarence^ he is well repay'd f

fie
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He is t frank'd up to fatting for his pains,

God pardon them that are the caufe thereof.

Riv. A virtuous and a chriftian-Iike conclufion,

To pray for them that have done fcathe to us.

Glo, So do I ever, being well advis'd
;

For had I curft now, I had curft my felf.

E^ter Catesby.

Catef, Madam, his Majefty doth call for you,

And for your grace, and you, my noble lord.

^ieen. Catesby, we come
j

lords, will you go with us ?

Rw. Madam, we will attend your grace.

[Exeunt all hut Gloucefter.

Glo. I do 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 Derby, Hajlmgs, 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 Rmers,^ Doffet^ Gray.

But then I figh, and with a piece of fcripture.

Tell them that God bids us do good for evil

:

And thus I cloathe my naked villany

With old odd ends, ftoln forth of holy writ.

And feem a Saint, when moft I play the DeviL

-j- Frank'd up to fatting.] j4 Frank is an old Englifli word for a Hogfty. 'Tis pof-

Jtbk he ufes this metaphor to Clayenee, in allufion to the Crejt of the family of York,
which was a Boar. Whereto relate thofe faracus old verfes on X^ich. ^d.

'The Cat, the Rat, and Lovel the Do^
Rtde all England under a Hog.

He ufes the fame metaphor in the lafi Scene of 4.

^ mifchief.

U u 2 Eriier

939
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E^ter two P7llams.

But fofty here come my executioners.

How now my vhardy, ftout, refolved mates,

Are you now going to difpatch this deed ?

I /^/. We are, my lord, and come to have the warrant

That we may he admitted where he is.

do. Well thought upon, I have it here about me

:

When you have done, repair to Crosh^ place.

But, Sirs, be fudden in the execution.

Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead
j

For Clarence is well-fpoken, and perhaps

May move your hearts to pity, if you mark him.

VtL Fear not my lord, we will not ftand to prate.

Talkers are no good doers ^ be affur'd.

We go to ufe our hands, and not our tongues.

Glo. Your eyes drop mill-ftones, when fools eyes drop tears.

I like you lads ,• about your bufineis
j

go. \Fjxemt.

SCENE V.

The Tower.

Enter Clarence and ^ Brakenbury.

Brak.'^T^T looks your grace fo heavily to-day?

V V Clar. O I have paft a miferable night.

So full of ugly fights, of ghaftly dreams.

That as I am a chriftian faithful man,

I would not fpend another fuch a night

Though 'twere to buy a world of happy days

:

So full of difmal terror was the time.

.

Brak. What was your dream, my lord ? I pray you tell mc.

Clar. Methought that I had broken from the Tower

^

And
* Keener,
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And was embark'd to crofs to Burgundy

^

And in my company my brother Gloflery

Who from my cabin tempted me to walk

Upon the hatches. Thence we look'd tow'rd England^

And cited up a thoufand heavy times,

During the wars of Tork and Lancnjlery

That had befal'n us. As we pafs'd along

Upon the giddy footing of the hatches,

Methought that Glo'fier ftumbled, 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 f

What dreadful noife of waters in my ears \

What fights of ugly death within mine eyes !

I thought I faw a thoufand fearful wracks

A thoufand men that fifhes gnaw'd upon

:

Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl,

Ineftimable ftones, unvalued jewels.

Some lay in dead men's skulls,- and in thofe holes

Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept

As 'twere in fcorn of eyes, refled;ing gems

That woo'd the flimy bottom of the deep,

And mock'd the dead bones that lay fcatter'd by.

Brak. Had you fiich leifure in the time of death,

To gaze upon the fecrets of the deep ?

Clar, Methought I had, and often did I ftrive

To yield the ghoft j but ftill the envious flood

Kept in my foul, and would not let it forth

To find the empty, vaft, and wand'ring air
i

But fmother'd it within my panting bulk.

Which almofi: burft to belch it in the fea.

BraL Awak'd you not in this fore agony ?

Clar. No, no, my dream was lengthend after life.
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0 then began the tempeft to my Tout

:

1 pafl:, methought, th^ n\eJancholy flood.

With that grim ferry-nift^i which poets write of.

Unto the ki^gdpn:> pf perpetual night.

The firfl that there did gr^f my ftranger-ibul,

:

Was my great father-in-law, renowned Warwkky
Who cry'd aloud Wh<\t fcQurge for perjury

Can this dark monarchy afford falfe Clarence^

And fo he vanifh'd- Then came wand'ring by

A fhadow Hke ap ^rigel, with bright hair

Dabbled in blood, and he fhriek'd. out aloud

Clarence is come, falfe, fleeting, perjur'd Clarencey

That ftabb'd me in the field by Tewksbury
;

Seize on him, Furies, take him to your torments -*«-»-^

With that, methought, a legion of foul fiends

Inviron'd me, and howled in mine ears

Such hideous cries, that with the very noife

I, trembling, wak'd^ and for a feafon after

Could not believe but that I was in hell.

Such terrible impreffion made my dream.

BraL No marvel, lord, that it affrighted you j

I am afraid, methinks, to hear you tell it.

Clar. Ah Brakenhury^ I have done thofe things.

That now give evidence againft my foul.

For Edward's fake ,• and fee kow he requites me \

f O God ! if my deep prayers cannot appeafe thee,

But thou wilt be aveng'd on my mifdeeds.

Yet execute thy wrath on me alone:

0 fpare my guiltlefs wife, and my poor children!

1 pr'ythee, Brakenbury, ftay by me.

My jfbul is heavy, and I fain would deep.

BraL I will, my lord, God give your grace good reft.

t Sorrow
\ The four folloiving lines have been added fmce the firji edition.
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f Sorrow breaks feifons and repofing hours, [Afide,

^CakeS the night morning, and the noon-tide night.

Princes have but their titles for their glories.

An outward honour, for an inward toil

Aad for unfdt imaginations,

They t>fien feel a world of reftlefs cares

:

So that between their titles, and loW mirtty

There's tiothing differs but the otitward fame.

S C E N E VI.

Enter two P^illams^

1 JAl. Ho, who's here ?

Brak, In God's name, what art thou ? how cam'ft thou hither ?

2 VtL I would fpeak with Clar^nc^^ and I came hither on

my legs.

EraL What, 1^ brief ?

I Vtl. 'Tis better, Sir, than to be tedious. Let him fee our

tommiflion, and talk no more.

Brak. [Reads.] I am in this commanded, to deliv^

The noble Duke of Clartnce to your hands.

I will not re^fon what is meant hereby,

Becaufe I will be guiltlefs of the meaning.

There lyes the Duke adeep, and there the keys.

Ill to t^ie King, and fignify to hi'm.

That thus I have refign'd to you my charge. \jRxit.

1 Jy^il, You may, Sir, 'tis a point of wifdom : fare you well.

2 yd. What, fhall we ftab him as he fleeps ?

1 FH. No j he'll fay 'ttvas done coWatdly, tthcn he wakes.

2 Vil. Why he fhall never wake until the great judgment day.

t In the common editions the Keeper is made to hold the Dialogue with Clarence, ''////

this li'ffe. And hk'rc Brakenbitfy erife^s^ p'ronddnci^g ^hefe ibliYds : *A}hich ftith to me a

reflcttion naturally refulting from the foregoing converfation, and therefore continu'-d to

Jpken by the fame perfen y as it is accordingly in the firfi edition.

I VtL
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I Vd. Why then he'll fay we ftabb'd him fleeping.

X JAl. The urging of that word, judgment, hath bred a kind

of remorfe in me.

I F'd. What? art tliou afraid?

1 VtL Not to kill him, having a warrant. But to be damn*d

for killing him, from the which no warrant can defend me.

1 Vtl. I'll back to the Duke of GUjler^ and tell him fo.

2 V'tl. Nay, pr'ythee ftay a little : I hope this " holy humour

of mine will change j it was wont to hold me but while one

tells twenty.

1 1AL How doft thou feel thy felf now ?

2 VtL Some certain dregs of confcience are yet within mc.

1 Vil. Remember the reward, when the deed's done,

2 Vd. Come, he dies : I had forgot the reward.

1 Vd, Where's thy confcience now ?

2 Vd. O, in the Duke of Glo'fler's purfe.

1 Vd. When he opens his purfe to give us our reward, thy

confcience flies out.

2 Vd. 'Tis no matter, let it go ,• there's few or none will

entertain it.

1 Vd. What if it come to thee again ?

2 Vd. I'll not meddle with it, it makes a man a cow-

ard : a man cannot fteal, but it accufeth him ; a man can-

not fwear, but it checks him a man cannot lye with his neigh-

bour's wife, but it detects him. 'Tis a blufliing fliame-fac'd

fpirit, that mutinies in a man's bofom : it fills one full of ob-

ftacles. It made me once reftore a purfe of gold, that by

chance I found. It beggars any man that keeps it. It is turn'd

out of towns and cities for a dangerous thing ,• and every man
that means to live well, endeavours to truft to himfelf, and live

without it.

I VtL ^Tis even now at my elbow, perliiading me not to kill

the Duke.

2 Vd.
*$aJfionate,
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2 Fd. Take the devil in thy mind, and believe him not

:

he would infinuate with thee but to make thee figh.

1 FtL I am ftrong fram'd, he cannot prevail with me.

2 Fil. Spoke like a tall fellow, that refpeds his reputation.

Come, fhall we fall to work ?

1 Fil. Take him on the coftard, with the hilt of thy (word,

and then throw him into the malmfie-but in the next room.

2 FiL O excellent device, and make a fop of him.

1 yd. Soft, he wakes. Shall I ftrike ?

2 yd. No, we'll reafon with him.

Clar. Where art thou. Keeper ? give me a cup of wine.

2 yd. You {hall have wine enough, my lord, anon.

Clar. In God's name what art thou?

I yd. A man, as you are.

Clar. But not as I am, royal.

I yd. Nor you as we are, loyal.

Clar, Thy voice is thunder, but thy looks are humble.

1 yd. 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 ?

2 yd. 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 ?

1 yd. Offended us you have not, but the King.

Clar. I fhall be reconcil'd to him again.

2 yd. Never, my lord, therefore prepare to die.

Clar. Are you drawn forth among a world of men,

To flay the innocent ? what's my offence ?

Where is the evidence that doth accufe me?

V o L. IV. X X What

«
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Wtiat lawful cjtleft Have giv'n their ver^ift up

Unto the fro^Vning' jud^C ? dr who pronGunc'd

The hitter fenterlce of poor Clarence'* death ?

Before I be conViift By coilrfe of IW,

To threaten me with death, is moft unlawful.

I charge yoii, as yoti hbpe to hat-e redemption.

That you depart, arid lay no hands on me

:

The deed you undertake is damnable.

1 V'tl. What we will do, we do upon command.

2 V'tl, And he that hath commanded, is our King.

Cldr. Erroneous vaflals, the great King of Kings

Hath in the table of his law commanded.

That thou {halt do no murfher ; wJll you then

Spurn at his edi6t, and fulfil a man's ?

Take heed, for he holds vengeatice m his hand

To hurl upon their heads that break his law.

2 /^/. And that farnc vengeance doth he hifrl on thee

For falfe forfwearing, and for murther too :

Thou didft receive the facrartieflt, to fight

In quarrel of the houfe of Lancafier,

1 V'tl. And like a traitor to the natne of God,

Didft break that vow, and with thy freach'rous blade,

Unrip'dft the bowels of thy Sovereign's fbn.

2 V'tL Whom thou wert fworn to cherifh and defend.

I V'tl. How canft thou urge God s dreadfiil law to us,

When thou haft broke it in fuch high degree ?

Clar. Alas ! for whofe fake did I 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, *

Tak(
• for the deed,

ib know you yet, he doth it publickly,

Take not, ^c. 'This line interpolatedfince the firfi edition^



King Hi CHARD III. 34.7

Take not the quarrel from his powerful arm:

He needs no indirect, or lawlefs courfe.

To cut off thofe that have offended him.

I JAL Who made thee then a bloody minifter,

When gallant-fpringing brave Plantagenet,

That Princely novice was ftruck dead by thee ?

Clar. My brother's love, the devil, and rny rage.

I yH. Thy brother's love, our duty, and thy fault,

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 need, go back again.

And I will fend you to my hxQth^x Glo'fier

:

Who will reward you better for my life,

Then £</w^r<5^ will for tidings of my death.

.%2 'FtL You are deceiv'd, your brother GUfler hates you,

Clar, Oh no, he loves me, and he holds me dear :

Go you to him from me.

I V'tl. Ay, fo we will.

Clar, Tell him, when that ovir Princely father Tork^

Bleft his three fons with his victorious arm,

f And charg'd us from his foul to love each other,

He, little thought of this divided friendfhip :

Bid Gyjier ithink on this, and he will weep.

I V4L Ay, milflonesj as he leiTon'd us to weep.

Clar, O do not flander him, for he is kind.

I V'tl, As fnow in harvefl : you deceive your felf,

'Tis he that fends us to deflroy you here.

Clar, It cannot be, for he bew,ept my fortune,

And hugg'd me in his arms, and fwore with fobs.

That he would labour my delivery.

I Vtl, Why fo he doth, when he, delivers you

From this earth's thraldom to the joys of heav'n.

X X 2 . 2 ViU
\ This necejfary line is rejior'dfrom the old edition.
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2 F'tl Make peace with God, for you muft die, my lord.

Clar. Have you that holy feeUng in your foul,

To counfel me to 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.

2 f/d. What fliall we do ?

Clar. Relent, and fave your fouls.
*

I Ftl. Relent ? 'tis cowardly and womanifli.

Clar. Not to relent, is beaftly, favage, devilifli.

My friend, I fpy fbme pity in thy looks :

O, if thine eye be not a flatterer.

Come thou on my fide, and intreat for me. *

1 F'd. Take that, and that j if all this will not do,

[Stabs htm,

rll drown you in the malmfey-butt within. \Extt,

2 Vd. A bloody deed, and defp'rately difpatch'd :

How fain, like Pdate, would I wafh my hands

Of this moft grievous murther.

Re-enter firfi Vdlam,

1 Vth 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 Vtl. I would he knew, that I had fav'd his brother:

* — and 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, as you would beg
Were you in my diftrefs. I'hefe lines are not in the old edition.

I Fil. Relent? ^c.

* . intreat for me,

A begging Prince what beggar pities not?

z Fil. Look behind you, my lord.

1 Fil Take that,

Take
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Take thou the fee, and tell him what I fay,

For I repent me that the Duke is flain.

I F'iL So do not I J
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 muft not ftay.

349

[Exit,

[Exit,

A C T II. SCENE!
The C 0 U RT,

Flour'tjh. EnterKmg Edward ftck^ the ^een, Dorfet, Rivers,

Haftings, Catesby, Buckingham, and WoodviL

/T. Edward.

|HY lb; now have I done a good day's work.

You Peers continue this united league

:

I every day exped: an embalTage

From my redeemer to ^ recall me hence.

And ^ now in peace my foul fhall part to heav'n,

Since I have made my friends at peace on earth
j

Haft'mgs and Rivers^ take each other's hand,

Diffemble not your hatred, fwear your love.

Riv. By heav'n, my ibul is purg'd from grudging hate.

And with my hand I feal my true heart's love,

Haji. So thrive I, as I truly fwear the like.

K. Edw. Take heed you dally not before your King,

Left he that is the j(upream King of Kings

Confound your hidden falfhood, and award

Either of you to be the other's end.

Hall.
redeem. more.
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Hafl. So profper I, as I fwear perfect love.

Rw. And I, as I love Haftings with my heart.

K. Edw, Madam, 'your felf is not exempt from this

Nor your Ibn Dorfet, Buck'mgham nor you
^

You have been fa(5tious one againft the other.

Wife, love lord Hafirngs^ let him 'kifs your hand,

Arid what you do, do it unfeignedly.

^ieen. There Hafi'mgs^ I will never more remember

Our former hatred, fb thrive I and mine.

K. Edw. Dorfet, embrace him : Hafi'mgs^ love lord Marquifs.

Dor, This interchange of love, I here proteft.

Upon my part, fhall be inviolable.

Hafi. And fo fwear I.

K. Edw. Now Princely Buckingham, feal thou this league

With thy embracertients to my wife's allies.

And make me happy in your tfnity.

Buck. When ever Buckingham doth turn his hate

Upon your grace, and not with duteous love, \To the ^een.
Doth cherifh you and yours, God punifti me
With hate in thofe where I expeift 'mbft love.

When I have moft need to imploy a frierid.

And moft affured that he is a friend.

Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile.

Be he to me this do I beg of heaven.

When I am cold in zeal to you or yours. \Emhracmg'^vf

,

K. Edw. A pleafing cordial, Princely Buckingham,

Is this thy vow unto rny fickly heart.

There wanteth how our brother Glo'fter here.

To make the bleflcd period of this peace.

Buck. And in good time, here comes the noble Duke.

Enter RatclifF and GXoixct^Qv

.

GIo. Good morrow to my Sovereign King and Queen,
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1

And Princely Peers a happy time of day.

K. Rdw> Happy ii^deed^. as. w:e li^ve fp^ni; th,^ day :

Brother, we h^ye doa^ d.eeds of charity,

Made peace of enaiity, fair love of hate,

Between thefe fwelUng wrong-incenfed Peers.

Glo, A bleffed labour, my moft Sovereign Liege

:

Among this Princely heap, if any here

By falfe intelUg^nce, or wrong furmife

Hold me a foe : if I unwittingly

Have ought committed that is hardly born

By any in this prefence, I defire

To reconcile me to his friendly peace

:

'Tis death to me to enmity

;

I hate it, and defire all good men's Ipve.

Firft, madam, I intreat true peace of yQii,

Which I will purchafe with my duteous fervice.

Of you my noble coufin Buckingham

,

If ever any gi'udge were lodg'd between us.

Of you and you, lord Rivers and of Dorfety

That all without defert have fi-own'd on me

:

Of you lord Woodv'd, and lord Scales of you.

Dukes, Earls, lords, gentlemen, indeed of all.

I do not know that EngUftjman alive.

With whom my foul is any jot at odds,

More than the infant that is born to-night

;

I thank my God for my humility.

^deen. A holy-day lhall this be kept hereafter ,•

I 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 ? \They all ftart.

You
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You do him injury to fcorn his coarfe.

K. Edw. Who knows not he is dead! who knows he is

^leen. All-feeing heaven, what a world is this ?

Buck, Look I fo pale, lord Dorfet^ as the reft ?

Dor. Ay, my good lord ; and no man in the prefence

But his red colour hath forfook his cheeks.

K. Edw. Is Clarence dead ? the order was reversed.

Glo. 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 fbme lefs noble, and leJfs loyal.

Nearer in bloody thoughts, and not in blood,

Deferve no worfe than wretched Clarence did.

And yet go currant from fufpicion.

Enter Earl of Derby.

Derby, A boon, my Sov'raign, for my fervice done.

K. Edw. I pr'ythee peace, my foul is full of forrow.

Derby. I will not rife, unlefs your highnefs hear me.

K. Edw. Then fay at once, what is it thou requeft'ft.

Derby. The forfeit, Sov'raign, 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 (hall that tongue give pardon to a flave?

My brother kill'd no man, his fault was thought,

And yet his punifliment was bitter death.

Who fued to me for him ? who, in my wrath,

Kneel'd at my feet j 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 Warwick, and did fight for me?
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who told me in the field at Tewksbury,

When Oxford had me down, he refcued me ?

And faid, dear brother Uve 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 brutifli wrath

Sinfially pluck'd, and not a man of you

Had fb much grace to put it in my mind.

But when your carters, or your waiting vaffals

Have done a drunken (laughter, and defac'd

The precious image of our dear redeemer.

You ftrait are on your knees for pardon, pardon,

And I, unjuftly too, muft grant it you.

But for my brother, not a man would Ipeak,

Nor I, ungracious, fpake unto my felf

For him, poor foul. The proudeft of you all

Have been beholden to him in his life :

Yet none of you would once plead for his hfe.

O God! I fear thy juftice will take hold

On me, and you ,• and mine, and yours, for this.

Come Hafi'mgs help me to my clofet. Ah

!

Poor Clarence / \Exemt fome with the Kmg and ^een^
Glo. Thele are the fruits of rafhnefs : mark'd you not.

How that the guilty kindred of the Queen

Look'd pale, when they did hear of Clarence" death ?

O ! they did urge it ftill unto the King.

God will revenge it. Come, lords, will you go.

To comfort Edward with our company ? [Exetmt,

Vol. IV. SCENE
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SCENE II.

Enter the Dutchefs of York, with the two children of Clarence.

Son. O O D grandam tell us, is our father dead ?

VJ Dutch. No, boy.

Daugh. Why do you weep fo oft ? and beat your breaft >

And cry, O Clarence I my unhappy fon I

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
j

It were loft fbrrow to wail one that's loft.

Son. Then you conclude, my grandam, he is dead

:

The King mine uncle is to blame for this.

God will revenge it, whom I will importune

With daily earneft prayers.

Daugh. And fo will I.

Dutch. Peace, children^ peace j the King doth love you welL

Incapable and {hallow innocents!

You cannot guefs who caus'd your father's death.

Son. Grandam, we can ; for my good uncle Gk'fier

Told me the King, provok'd to't by the Queen,

Devis'd impeachments to imprifon him ;

And when my uncle told me fb, he wept,.

And pitied me ,• and kindly kift my cheek

Bad me rely on him, as on my father,

And he would love me dearly as his child.

Dutch. Ah ! that deceit fhould fteal fuch gentle fhape,

And with a virtuous vizard hide deep vice.
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He is my fbn, ay, and therein my fliame.

Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit.

Sou, Think you my uncle did diflemble, grandam >

Dutch, Ay, boy.

Son, I cannot think it. Hark, what noife is this ?

Enter the ^een with her hair nhout her ears^ Rivers and

Dorfet after her^

^een. Ah f who fhall hinder me to wail and weep ?

To chide my fortune, and torment my felf ?

ril join with black defpair againft my foul.

And to my lelf become an enemy

Dutch. What means this fcene of rude impatience ?

^ueen. To make an a6t of tragick violence.

Edwardy my lord, thy ion, our king, is dead.

Why grow the branches, when the root is gone ?

Why wither not the leaves, that want their fap ?

If you will live, lament ,• if die, be brief
;

That our fwift-winged fouls may catch the King's,

Or like obedient fubje<Sts follow him.

To his new kingdom of perpetual reft.

Dutch. Ay, fb 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 liv'd by looking on his images.

But now two mirrors of his Princely femblance

Are crack'd in pieces by malignant death

;

And I for comfort 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 haft the comfort of thy children left

:

But death hath fnatch'd my husband from mine arms.

And pluckt two crutches from my feeble hands,

Yy z Clai
« ne'er-changing night.
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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.

Your widow dolours likewife be unwept.

^een. Give me no help in lamentation,

I am not barren to bring forth complaints :
*

Ah for my husband, for my dear lord Edward/

Ch'd. Ah, for our father, for our dear lord Clarence/

Dutch. Alas, for both^ both mine, Edward and Clarence

^een. What ftay had I, but Edward! and he's gone.

Chil. What ftay had we, but Clarence? and he's gone.

Dutch. What ftays had I but they ? and they are gone.

^een. Was never widow had fo dear a lofs.

Ch'il. Were never orphans had fb dear a lofs.

Dutch. Was never mother had fb 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 fb do I
j

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.

moan. * ujoes.

* forth complaints:

All fprings reduce their currents to mine eyes.

That I being govern'd by the watry moon,
May fend forth plenteous tears to drown the woiid.

Ah, for my husband—
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In common worldly things 'tis calPd ungrateful

With dull unwillingnefs to pay a debt,

Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent

:

Much more to be thus oppofite with heav'n;

For it requires the royal debt it lent you.

Rivers. Madam, bethink you like a careful mother

Of the young Prince your fbn ,• fend flrait 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.

SCENE III.

Enter Gloucefter, Buckingham, Derby, Haftings and Ratcliff.

Glo. Sifter, have comfort : all of us have caufe

To wail the dimming of our Ihining ftar :

But none can help 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 bleffing.

Dutch. God blefs thee, and put meeknels 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 bleffing
j

I marvel that her grace did leave it out.

Buck. You cloudy Princes, and heart-forrowing Peers,

That bear this mutual heavy load of moan.

Now chear each other in each other's love ,*

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

:
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Me feemeth good, that with fbme little train,

Forthwith from Ludlow the young Prince be fetcht

Hither to LondoHy to be crown'd our King.

Ktv, Why with fome little train, my lord of Buckingkam t

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 horle bears his commanding rein.

And may direct: his courfe as pleale himfelf,

As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent.

In my opinion ought to be prevented.

Glo. I hope the King made peace with all of us,^

And the compa(5l is firm and true in me.

Rw. And fo in me, and fo I think in all.

Yet fince it is but green, it fhould be put

To no apparent hkelihood of breach.

Which haply by much company might be urg'd ;

Therefore I fay, with noble Buckingham,

That it is meet fo few fhould fetch the Prince.

Haft. And fo fay I.

Glo. Then be it fo, and go we to determine

Who they fliall be that ftrait fhall poft to ^ Ludlow.

Madam, and you my fifter, will you go,

To give your cenfiires 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

!

I,

^ London.
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I, as a child, will go by thy dire<5tion.

Tow'rd Ludlow then, for we'll not ftay behind. [Exeunt.

SCENE IV.

Enter one Qitzen at one door^ and another at the other.

I Ctt, O OD morrow neighbour, whither away fo faft ?

VJ 1 Ctt. I promife you I hardly know my felf

:

Hear you the news abroad?

I Qt. Yes, the King is dead.

^ Ctt. Ill news by'r lady, feldom comes a better

:

I fear, I fear, 'twill prove a giddy worlds

Enter another Ctttzen.

3 Qt. Neighboui's, God fpeed.

1 Ctt. Give you good morrow, Sir.

3 Ctt, Doth the news hold of good King Edwards death ?

2 Ctt. Ay, Sir, it is too true, God help the while.

3 Ctt. Then mailers look to fee a troublous world.

1 Ctt. No, no, by God's good grace his fon {hall reigA.

3 Ctt. Wo to that land that's govern'd by a child.

1 Ctt. In him there is a hope of government

:

Which in his non-age, counfel under him,

And in his full and ripen'd years, himfelf

No doubt (hall then, and till then govern well.

I Ctt. So ftood the ftate when Hewy the Sixth

Was crown'd in Parts, but at nine months old.

3 Ctt. Stood the ftate fo? no, no, good friends, God wot;

For then this land was famoufly enrich'd

With politick grave counfel j then the King

Had virtuous uncles to proted: his grace.

I Ctt. Why fo hath this, both by his father and mother.

3 Ctt.
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3 Gt. Better it were they all came by his father;

Or by his father there were none at all :

For emulation, who fliall now be neareft,

Will touch us all too near, if God prevent not.

O full of danger is the Duke of Glofier,

And the Queen's fons and brothers, haughtyj proud:

And were they to be rul'd, and not to rule,

This flckly land might fblace as before.

1 Qt. Come, come, we fear the worft j all will be well.

3 Qt, When clouds are feen, wife men put on their cloaks

;

When great leaves fall, then winter is at hand;

When the fun fets, who doth not look for night ?

Untimely ftorms make men expec^t a dearth : -

All may be well ; but if God fort it fo,

'Tis more than we deferve, or I expedt.

2 Ch, Truly the hearts of men are full of fear

:

You cannot reafbn almoft with a man
That looks not heavily, and full of dread.

3 Cit. Before the days of change, ftill is it (b;

By a divine inftin(5t men's minds miftruft

Enfuing danger ; as by proof we fee

The water fwell before a boift'rous ftorm.

But leave it all to God. Whither away ?

1 Gt. Marry we v/ere fent for to the juftices.

3 Gt. And fo was I, Pll bear you company. [Exeunt,

S C E N E V.

Enter Archb'ijhop of York, the yomg Duke of York, the ^een,
and the Dutchefs.

Arch.T Heard they lay the laft night at Northampton^

X At Stony-Stratford they do reft; to-night

:

To-
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To-morrow or next day they will be here.

Dutch. I long with all my heart to fee the Prince

;

I hope he is much grown fmce laft I faw him.

^een. But I hear not, they fay my fon of Tork

Has almoft overta'en him in his growth.

Tork. Ay, mother, but I would not have it fb.

Dutch. Why, my good coufin, it is good to grow.

Tork. Grandam, one night as we did fit at iuppcr.

My uncle Rivers talk'd how I did grow .

More than my brother. Ay, quoth my lincle Qyfier^

Small herbs have grace, great Weeds do grow apace.

An<i fince, methinks I would not grow fo faft,

Becaufe fweet flow'rs are flow, and weeds make haHe.

Dutch. Good faith, good faith, the faying did not hold

In him that did obje6t 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 (hould be gracious.

Tork. And fo no doubt he is, my gracious madam.

Dutch. I hope he is, but yet let mothers doubt.

Tork. Now by my troth, if I had been remember'd^

I could have giv'n my uncle's grace a flout

To touch his growth, nearer than he touch'd mine. '

Dutch. How, my young Torkl I pr'ythee let me hear it,

Tork. Marry, they fay, my uncle grew fo fafl:,

That he could gnaw a crufl; at two hours old
;

'Twas full two years ere I could get a tooth.

Grandam, this would have been a biting jefl:.

Dutch. I pr'ythee, pretty Tork^ who told thee this >

Tork. Grandam, his nurfe.

Dutch. His nurie f why fl:ie was dead ere thou wafl: born.

Tork. If 'twere not fhe, I cannot tell who told me.

^een. A parlous boy go to, you are too flirewd.

Vol. IVo Z z Dutch.
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Dutch, Good madam, be not angry with a child.

^een. Pitchers have ears.

Enter a Mejfenger,

Arch, Here comes a meffenger : what news ?

Mef, Such news, my lord, as grieves me to report.

^leen. How doth the Prince ?

Mef. Well, madam, and in health.

Dutch, What is thy news ?

Mef, Lord Rivers and lord Gre'^ are fent to Pomfrety

With them Sir Thomas p^aughan, prifoners.

Dutch, Who hath committed them ?

Mef, 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.

^een. Ah me! I fee the ruin of my houfe

;

The tyger now hath feiz'd the gentle hind.

Infulting tyranny begins to jut

Upon the innocent and awlefs throne

;

Welcome deftrudion, blood and maffacref

I fee, as in a map, the end of all.

Dutch. Accurfed and unquiet wrangling days \

How many of you have mine eyes beheld

My husband loft his life to get the crown.

And often up and down my fons 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
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And firatitick outrage f end thy damned fpleen.

Or let me die, to look on earth no more.

^een. Come, come, my boy, we will to Sanduary.

Madam, farewel.

Dutch, Stay, I will go with you.

^een. You have no caufe.

Arch. My gracious lady, go.

And thither bear your treafiire and your goods*

For my part. Til refign unto your grace

The feal I keep ; and fo betide it me.

As well I tender you, and all of yours.

Go, I'll conduct you to the Sanduary. \Exeunt.

ACT III. SCENE!.
.Conttnues m London.

Hoe Trumpets found. Enter Pr'mce of Wales, the Dukes of Glou-*

cefter and Buckingham, Archh'tjhopy with others,

Buckingham.
E L C OM E fweet Prince to London^ to your

f chamber.

Qlo, Welcome dear coufin, my thoughts Sc-

veraign,

The weary way hath made you melancholy.

Prince. No, uncle, but our crolTes on the way
Have made it tedious, wearifom and heavy.

I want more uncles here to welcome me.

Glo. Sweet Prince, th' untainted virtue of your years

Hath not yet div'd into the world's deceit

;

Z z z No
t London was anciently caJPd Camera regia.
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No more can you 4iftA<>gM»ft of a ixiiap, -

Than of his outward which, God he knows-.

Seldom .o^ iftSYi^r jnnppi^t;h with the heart.

Thofe uncles which you want were dangerous

Your grace attended to their fegei(*d words.

But look'd not on the poifon of their hearts

:

God keep you from them, and from, fUeh falfe friends.

Prince. God keep me fr^^m fi^lfe friends, but they were none^

Glo, My lord, the Mayor of London comes to greet you.

Enter Lord Mayor,

Ma,yor, God blefs your grace with health and happy days.

Prince. I thank you, good my lord, and thank you all

:

I thought my mother, and my brother Tork,

Would long ere this have met us on the way.

Fie, what a Aug is Hafimgs? that he comes not

To tell us, whether they will come or no.

Enter Lord Haftings.

'^ck^ And in good time here comes the fweating lord.

Prmce. Welcome, my lord what, will our mother come ?

Hafl. On what occafion God he knows, not I,

The Queen your mother, and your brother Torky

Have t-aken San(5tuary ; 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(5t: and peevifli courfe

Is tfeis of ber-s ? I.ord Cardinal, will your grace

P-erftade the Queen to fend the D.uke of Tork

Unto his Princely brother prefently -

If fhe deny, lord Hafimgs, you go with him.

And from her jealous arms pluck him perfprce. •

•

Arch. My lord of Buckingham, if my weak oratory
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Can from his mother win the Duke of Tork^

Anon exped him here ,• but if fhe be

Obdurate to entreaties, God forbid

We fliould infringe the holy privilege

Of fanduary ; not for all this land

Would I be guilty of fb deep a fin.

Buck. You are too fenfelefs, obftinate, my lord,

Too ceremonious and traditional.

Weigh it but with the grofsnefs of this age.

You break not fan(5tuary, in feizing him
^

The benefit thereof is always granted

To thofe whofe dealings have deferv'd the place.

And thofe who have the wit to claim the place

:

This Prince hath neither claim'd it, nor deferv'd it.

Therefore, in mine opinion, cannot have it.

Then taking him from thence that is not there.

You break no privilege nor charter there

:

Oft have I heard of fanduary men,

But fanduary children ne'er 'till now.

Arch. My lord, you fhall o'er-rule my mind for once.

Come on, lord Haftmgs, will you go with me ?

Haft. I go, my lord. [Exeunt Archh'ifhop and Haftings,
*

Prince. Good lords, make all the fpeedy hafte you may.

Say, uncle Qlofter^ if our brother come.

Where fhall we fojourn ?till our coronation ?

Glo. Where it feems befl unto your royal felf ?

If I may counfel you, fome day or two

Your highnefs fhall repofe you at the Tower

:

Then where you pleafe, and fhall be thought mofl fit

For your beft health and recreation.

Pr'mce. I do not like the Tower of any place

Did Jul'ms Cafar build that place, my lord?

Buck, He did, my gracious lord, hegin tliat place.

Which
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which fince, fucceeding ages have re-edify'd.

Pr'mce, Is it upon record ? or elfe reported

Succeffively from age to age he built it ?

BucL Upon record, my gracious lord.

Pr'wce. But fay, my lord, it were not regifter'd,

Methinks the truth fhould live from age to age.

As 'twere retaiPd to all pofterity,

Even to the general ending day.

Glo, So wife, fo young, they fay do ne'er live long.

Pr'mce. What fay you, uncle?

Glo, I fay, without chara(5ters fame lives long.

Thus, like the formal vice, iniquity,

I moralize two meanings in one word.

Pr'mce. That Julius Cafar ^2,% 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 his conqueror

;

For now he lives in fame, though not in life.

I'll tell you what, my coufin Buck'mgham,

Buck. What, my gracious lord ?

Pr'mce. And if I live until I be a man,

rll win our ancient right in France again,

Or die a foldier, as I liv'd a King.

Glo, Short fummers lightly has a forward fpring.

Enter York, Haftings, and Archh'tjhop.

Buck. Now in good time here comes the Duke of TorL

Pr'wce. Richard of Tork^ how fares our noble brother ?

Tork. Well, my dread lord, fo muft I call you now.

Prince. Ay, brother, to our grief, as it is yours j

Too late he dy'd that might have kept that title.

Which by his death hath loft much majefty.

Glo. How fares our coufin, noble lord of Tork 7

TorL
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Tork, I thank 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.

TorL And therefore is he idle?

Glo, Oh my fair coufin I muft not fay fo.

Tork, Then he is more beholden to you than I.

Glo, He may command me as my Soveraign,

But you have pow'r in me, as in a kinfman.

TorL I pray you uncle, give me this dagger.

Glo, My dagger, little coufin ? with all my heart.

Pr'mce, A beggar, brother?

Tork. Of my kind uncle, that I know will give.

And being a toy it is no grief to give.

Glo. A greater gift than that I'll give my coufin*

Tork. A greater gift ? O, that's the fword to it.

Glo. Ay, gentle coufin, were it light enough.

Tork^ O then I fee you'll part but with light gifts.

In weightier things you'll fay a beggar nay.

Glo. It is too weighty for your grace to wear.

Tork. I weigh it lightly were it heavier.

Glo. What, would you have my weapon, little lord ?

Tork. I would, that I might thank you, as you call me.

Glo, How?
Tork, Little.

Pr'mce, My lord of Tork will ftill be crofs in talk :

Uncle, your grace knows how to bear with him.

Tork. 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 fhould bear me on your fhoulders.

Buck. With what a fharp provided wit he reafonsf

To mitigate the fcoin he gives his uncle^

He
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He prettily and aptly taunts himfclf;

So cunning, and fo young, is wonderful.

Glo. My lord, will't pleafe you pafs along >

My felf, and my good coufin Buckingham

Will to your mother, to entreat of her

To meet you at the Towery and welcome you.

Tork, What, will you go unto the Tower
^
my lord ?.

Pr'mce. My lord Protedor will have it fo.

Tork, I fliall not fleep in quiet at the Tower,

Glo, Why, what fhould you fear?

Tork. Marry, my uncle Clarence* angry ghoft

:

My grandam told me he was murther'd there.

Prince, I fear no uncles dead.

Xilo, Nor none that live, I hope.

Pr'mce. And if they live, I hope I need not fear.

But come my lord, and with a heavy heart.

Thinking on them, go I unto the Tower,

[Exeunt Prmce, York, Haftings and.'Dox^tu

s c E N E II.

Manent Gloucefter, Buckingham and Catesby.

Buck. Think you, my lord, this little prating Tork

Was not inccnfed by his fubtle mother.

To taunt and fcorn you thus opprobrioufly ?

Glo, No doubt, no doubt: oh 'tis a per'lous boy,

Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable,*

He's all the mother's, from the top to toe.

Buck. Well, let them reft; comt Catesbyy thou art fworn,

As deeply to effed: what we intend.

As clofely to conceal what we impart

:

Thou know'ft our reafons urg'd upon the way.

What think'ft thou ? is it not an eafie mattej:
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To make lord W'tlltam Haft'mgs 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 fb loves the Prince,

That he will not be won to ought againft him.

Buck. What think'ft thou then of Stanley 7 will not he ?

Catef. He will do all in all as Hafi'mgs doth.

Buck. Well then, no more than this : go, gentle Catesby^

And as it were far off found thou lord Hafi'mgs^

How he doth ftand afFed;ed to our purpofe

And fummon him to-morrow to the Tower,

To fit about the coronation.

If thou doft find him tradable to us.

Encourage him, and tell him all our reafbns

:

If he be leaden, 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 fclf fhalt highly be employ'd.

Glo. Commend me to lord Wdltarn tell him, Cateshy,

His ancient knot of dangerous adverfaries

To-morrow are let blood at Pomfret caftle.

And bid my friend, for joy of this good news.

Give miftrefs Shore one gentle kifs the more.

Buck. Good Catesby, go, eflPed; this bufinels foundly.

Catef. My good lords both, with all the heed I can.

Glo. Shall we hear from you, Catesby, ere we fleep ?

Catef You (hall, my lord.

Glo. At Crosby place there you fhall find us both. \Ex. Cat.

Buck. My lord, what (hall we do, if we perceive

Lord Hafi'mgs will not yield to our complots ?

Glo. Chop off his head, Man fomewhat we will do.

And look when I am King, claim thou of me

,
Vol. IV. A a a Th'Earl-
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Th' Earldom of Hereford^ and all the moveables

Whereof the King, my brother, ftood poffeft.

Buck. I'll claim that promile at your grace's hand.

Glo. And look to have it yielded with all kindncfs.

Come, let us fup betimes, that afterwards

We may digeft out complots in ibme form. [Exmm,

SCENE III.

Enter a Meffenger to the door of Haftings.

Mef.\ T Y lord, my lord.

iVl Haft, Who knocks?

Mef. One from lord Stanley,

Hafi, What is't a clock ?

Mef Upon the ftroak of four.

Enter Lord Haftings.

Hafl. Cannot thy mafter fleep thefe tedious nights ?

Mef So it appears by what I have to fay :

Firft, he commends him to your noble lelf.

Haft. What then?

Mef Then certifies your lordfliip, that this night

He dreamt the boar had rafed ofiF his helm

:

Befides, he fays there are two councils held.

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 lordfhip's plea/ure.

If you will prefently take horfe with him.

And with all fpeed poft with him tow'rds the north.

To Hiun the danger that his foul divines.

Haft. Go, fellow, go, return unto thy lord.

Bid him not fear the feparated councils

:
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His honour and my felf are at the one.

And at the other is my good friend Cateshy;

Where nothing can proceed that toucheth us.

Whereof I (hall not have intelligence

:

Tell him his fears are ihallow, without inftance
j

And for his dreams, I wonder he's fb ' fond

To truft the mock'ry of unquiet flumbers.

To fly the boar, before the boar purfues.

Were to incenfe the boar to follow us,

And make purfiiit where he did mean no chafe.

Go, bid thy mafter rife and come to me.

And we will both together to the Tower,

Where he fhall fee the boar will ufe us kindly.

Mef, I'll go, my lord, and tell him what you fay.

Enter Catesby,

Catef. Many good morrows to my noble lord.

Hafi. Good morrow, Cateshy, you are early flirring

:

What news, what news in this our tott'ring flate ?

Catef, It is a reeling world indeed, my lord j

And I believe will never fland upright,

'Till Richard wear the garland of the realm.

Hafi, How J wear the garland? doft thou mean the crown?

Cau/, Ay, my good lord.

Hafi. I'll have this crown of mine cut from my flioulders.

Before I'll fee the crown fo foul mifplac'd.

But canfl thou guefs that he doth aim at it ?

Catef. Ay, on my life, and hopes to find you forward

Upon his party, for the gain thereof,-

And thereupon he fends you this good news.

That this fame very day your enemies.

The kindred of the Queen, muft die at Pom/ret,

Hafi. Indeed I am no mourner for that news,

A a a 2 Becaufe

371
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Becaufe they have been ftill my adverfaries
;

But that I'll give my voice on Richard's fide,

To bar my mafter's heirs in true defcent,

God knows I will not do it, to the death.

Catef, God keep your lordfhip in that gracious mind.

Hafl. But I (hall 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 Catesby, ere a fortnight make me older,

I'll fend fome packing that yet think not on't.

Catef. 'Tis a vile thing to die, my gracious lord.

When men are unprepar'd and look not for it.

Hafl. O monftrous, monftrous [ and fb falls it out

With Rwers, Vau^an^ Gray ; and fo 'twill do

With fbme men elfe, who think themfelves as fafe

As thou and I, who as thou know'ft 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. [AJidi

Hafi, I know they do, and I have well deferv'd it.

Enter Lord Stanley.

Come on, come on, where is your boar-fpear, man ?

Fear you the boar, and go fb unprovided ?

Stan, My lord, good morrow, and good morrow Cateshy

;

You may jeft on, but by the holy rood,

I do not like thefe feveral councils, I.

Haf. My lord, I hold my life as dear as yours.

And never in my days, I do proteft.

Was it Co precious to me as 'tis now ;

Think you, but that I know our ftate fecure,

I would be fo triumphant as I am ?

Stan, The lords at Pomfret^ when they rode from London,



King Richard III. 973

Were jocund, and fuppos'd their ftates were fure.

And they indeed had no caufe to miftrufl: •

But yet you fee how foon the day o'er-caft.

This fudden ftab of rancor I mifdoubt,

Pray God, I fay, I prove a needlefs coward.

What (hall we tow'rd the Tower? the day is fpent.

Haft. Come, come, have with you : wot ye what, my lord,

To-day the lords you talk of are beheaded.

Stan, They, for their truth, might better wear their heads.

Than fome that have accus'd them wear their hats.

But come, my lord, away.

Enter a Purfmvant.

Haft, Go on before, I'll talk with this good fellow.

\Exeunt Lord Stanley and Catesby.

Sirrah, how now ? how goes the world with thee ?

Purf. The better, that your lord(hip pleafe to ask.

Haft. I tell thee man, 'tis better with me now.

Than when thou met'ft me laft where now we meet,-

Then was I going prifoner to the Tower,

By the (uggeftion of the Queen's allies.

But now I tell thee, keep it to thy felf.

This day thofe enemies are put to death.

And I in better ftate than e'er I was.

Purf. God hold it to your honour's good content.

Haft. Gramercy fellow there drink that for me.

\Throws htm hk purfe.

Purf. I thank your honour. \Rxtt Purfu'want,

Enter a Prieft,

Pr'ieft Well met, my lord, I'm glad to fee your honour.

Haft. I thank thee, good Sir John, with all my heart,

I'm in your debt for your laft exercife

:

Come



574 Richard III.

Come the next fabbath, and I will content you. [He whifpers.

Enter Buckingham.

Buck. What, talking with a prieft, lord chamberlain ?

Your friends at Pomfret they do need the prieft.

Your honour hath no {hriving work in hand.

Hafi. Good faith, and when I met this holy man.

The men you talk of came into my mind.

What, go you tow'rd the Tower?

Buck. I do, my lord, but long I {hall not ftay

:

I (hall return before your lordfliip thence.

Haft. Nay, like enough, for I ftay dinner there.

Buck. And fupper too, altho' thou know'ft it not. [AJtde,

Come, will you go ?

Hafi. I'll wait upon your lord (hip. [Exeunt,

s c E N E IV.

Enter Sir Richard RatclifF, with halberds^ carrying the Nobles

to death at Pomfret.

7?^^./^ OME bring forth the prifoners.

Rtv. Sir Richard Ratcliff^ let me tell thee this.

To-day ftialt thou behold a fubjed die

For truth, for duty, and for loyalty.

Gray. God keep the Prince from all the pack of you,

A knot you are of damned blood-fuckers.

Riv. O Pomfret^ Pomfret / O thou bloody prifbn f

Fatal and ominous to noble Peers.

Within the guilty clofure of thy waifs

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.

Grofy.
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Gray, Now Maturefs curfe is fall'n upon our heads,

For (landing by when Richard ftab'd her fbn.

R'ro. Then curs'd fhe Rkhardy curs'd flie Buckingham,

Then curs'd {he Hafiin^. O remcmher, God f

To hear her prayer for them, as now for us :

As for my fifter and her Princely fbns,

Be fatisfy'd, dear God, with our true blood,

Which, as thou know'ft, unjuftly muft be fpilt.

Rat. Make hafte, the hour of death is now expir'd.

Riv. Come Gray, come f^aughan, let us all embrace

Farewel, until we meet again in heaven. [Exeunt,

SCENE V.

The Tower,

Buckingham, Derby, Haftings, Btjhop <?/EIy, Norfolk,

Ratcliff, Lovel, w'rth others, at a tahle.

^^fl'^\[ noble Peers, the caufe why we are met
^ Is to determine of the coronation :

In God's name (peak, when is the royal day ?

Buck Are all things ready for that royal time ?

Derby. They are, and want but nomination.

Ely. To-morrow then I judge a happy day.

Buck. Who knows the Lord Protestor's mind herein ?

Who is mod inward with the noble Duke ?

Ely. Your grace, we think, (liould fooneft know his mind.
Buck. We know each other's faces j for our hearts.

He knows no more of mine than I of yours.

Nor I of his, my lord, than you of mine :

Lord Haft'mgs, you and he are near in love.

Haft. I thank his grace, I know he loves me well

:
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But for his purpofe in the coronation,

I have not founded him, nor he deHver'd

His gracious pleafiire 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.

El'y. In happy time here comes the Duke himfelf.

Glo, My noble lords and coufins all, good morrow

I have been long a fleeper ; but I truft

My abfence doth negled no great defign.

Which by my prefence might have been concluded.

Buck. Had you not come upon your cue, my lord,

JVdltay^ lord Haft'mgs had pronounc'd your part,

I mean your voice for crowning of the King.

Glo. Than my lord Haft'mgs no man might be bolder.

His lordfhip knows me well, and loves me well.

My lord of Ely, when I was laft in Holbourn,

I faw good ftrawberries in your garden there,

I do befecch you fend for fome of them.

Ely. Marry and will, my lord, with all my heart. [Ex. Ely.

Glo. Coufm of Btdckwgham, a word with you.

Catesby hath founded Haft'mgs in our bufinefs.

And finds the tefty gentleman fo hot.

That he will lofe his head ere give confent

His mafter's fon, as worfhipfully he terms it,

Shall lofe the royalty of England's throne.

BucL Withdraw your felf awhile, I'll go with you.

[Exe. Glo. and Buck.

' Derby. We have not yet (et down this day of triumph :

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
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Re-enter B'tjhop of Ely.

Ehj. Where is my lord the Duke of Gloucefier ?

I have fent for thefe ftrawberries.

Hajl, His grace looks chearfully and fmootli this morning.

There's fome conceit or other likes him well,

When that he bids good-morrow with fuch ipirit.

I think there's ne'er a man in Chriftendom

Can lefTer hide his love or hate than he.

For by his face ftrait fhall you know his heart.

Derb<y. What of his heart perceive you in his face.

By any ^ likelihood he {hew'd to-day ?

Hafi. Marry, that with no man here he's offended

:

For were he, he had fliewn it in his looks.

Re-enter Gloucefter and Buckingham.

Glo, I pray you all, tell me what they deferve.

That do confpire my death with devilifh plots

Of damned witchcraft, and that have prevailed

Upon my body with their hellifli charms.

Hafl, The tender love I bear your grace, my lord.

Makes me moft forward in this Princely prefence,

To doom th' offenders, whofbe'er they be

:

I fay, my lord, they have defervcd death.

Glo. Then be your eyes the witnels of their evil.

Look how I am bewitch'd j behold mine arm

Is like a blafled fapling wither'd up

:

And this is Edward's wife, that monflrous witch

Conforted with that harlot, ftrumpet Shore,

That by their witchcraft thus have marked me.

Hafl. If they have done this deed, my noble lord

Glo. If? thou protedor of this damned ftrumpet,

Talk'ft thou to me of Ifs? thou art a traitor

Vol. IV. Bb b Off
^ livelihood.
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Off with his head pow by Saint Paul I fwear,

I will not dine until \ fee the fame.

Lovel and Rdtd'^ Ibbk t'h'at it be d6ne :

The reft that love me, rife and foH'6\(r m'e. [Etx^u^,

Mhnem l.dsft\ and'KixzXi^^ with ihe ^^^Haftings.

Hafi. Woe, w'oe foi* England, 'n6t a \vhit fo^r iWe,

For I, too fond, lAifght have prevetii^ed this

:

Stanley did dream the boar did rafe our helms.

But I did fcorn it, and difdain to fly -

Three times to-day my foot-doth horfe did ftdmble.

And ftarted when he look'd upon the Toii^er^

As loth to bear me to the flaughter-houfe.

0 now I need the prieft that fpake to me

:

1 now repent I told the purfuivant,

As too triumphing, how mine enemies

To-day at; Fomfret bloodily were butcher'd.

And I my felf fecufe in griixie and favour.

Oh Mar^ret, Mar^ret, iio'^ 'thy heavy CUffe

Is lighted on pdor Raftings' Vri^tched head.

Rat. Come, come, difpatch,'the Dilke w6uld be islt dfiih^r.

Make a Aort fhrift, helotigs to fee your head.

Hafi. O momehtlary grace of mortal men.

Which we more hunt fOr than the grace t)f Godf

Who builds his hope in dir of yotir fair looks.

Lives like a drunken failor bti a itiaft.

Ready with every tiod to tumble ' do^t^n

Into the fatal bowels of the deep.

Lov, Come, come, difpatch, 'tis boOtiefs to etclaim.

Hafi. Oh hloo^y Rkhardy rtiiferable England

y

I prophefie the fearful'ft time to thee.

That ever wretched age hath look'd upon.

Come, lead me to the block, bear him my head ;

They fmile at me who lliortly 'fliall be dead. [Exemt.

S GENE
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SCENE VI.

Enter Gloucefter and Buckingham in rufiy armour, marvel-

lous tll'javour'd.

Glo, O ME coufin, canft thou quake and change thy colour,

Murther thy breath in middle of a word.

And then again begin, and ftop again.

As if thou 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 ftart at wagging of a ftraw.

Intending deep fulpicion : ghaftly looks

Are at my fervice, like enforced fmiles

;

And both are ready in their offices.

At any time to grace piy ftratagems.

But what, is Catesby gone ?

Glo, He is, and fee he brings the Mayor along.

Enter the Lord Mayor and Catesby.

Buck. Lord Mayor ^

Glo. Look to the draw-bridge there.

Buck. Hark, a drum.

Glo. Catesby^ overlook the walls.

Buck. Lord Mayor, the reafbn we have fent

Glo. Look back, defend thee, here are enemies.

Buck. God and our ippocence defend and ^uard us.

Lovel andK^x^i^ with Haflings'^ head,

Glo. Be patient, they are friends Ratcl^ffsLnd Ijovel.

Lov. Here is the head of that ignoble traitor,

The dangerous and unfufpe(^led Hafi'mgs.

Glo, So dear I lov'd the man that I muft lyeep :

B b b z ]
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I took him for the plained, harmlefs creature

That breath'd upon the earth a chriftian :

Made him my book, wherein my foul recorded

The hiftory of all her fccret thoughts
;

So fmooth he daub'd his vice with (hew of virtue,

That (his apparent open guilt omitted,

I mean his converfation with Shore's wife)

He liv'd from all attainder of fufped.

B/ick, Well, well, he was the covert'fl: fhelter'd traitor

Would you imagine, or almoft believe,

( Were't not, that by great prefervation

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 Glo'fier,

Mayor. What? hadhefb?
Glo. What ! think you we are Turks or infidels ?

Or that we would, againft the form of law,

Proceed thus rafhly in the villain's death
;

But that the extream peril of the cafe,

The peace of England^ and our perfon's fafety

Enforc'd us to this execution ?

Ma'yor. Now fair befall you, he deferv'd his death.

And your good graces both have well proceeded.

To warn falfe traitors from the like attempts.

I never looked for better at his hands.

After he once fell in with miftreis Shore.

Buck. Yet had we not determin'd he Ihould die

Until your lordfhip came to fee his end.

Which now the loving hafte of thefe our friends.

Something againft our meaning, hath prevented

;

Becaufe, my lord, I would have had you heard

The traitor fpeak, and tim'roufly confefs

The manner and the purpofe of his treafons:

That



King Richard III. 381

That you might well have fignify'd the fame

Unto the citizens, who haply may
Mifconftrue us in him, and wail his death.

Mayor. But, my good lord, your grace's word fhall ferve.

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 lordfhip here,

T* avoid the cenfiires 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. [Ex. Mayor,

Qlo. Go after, after, coufin Buckingham.

The Mayor towards Guild-Hall hies him in all poft

:

There at your "^meeteft vantage of the time.

Infer the baftardy of Edward'^ children,

Tell them, how Edward put to death a citizen,

Only for laying he would make his fon

Heir to the Crown, meaning indeed his houfe.

Which by the fign thereof was termed fb.

Moreover, urge his hateful luxury.

And beftial appetite in change of luft,

^Vhich ftretch'd unto their fervants, daughters, wives,

Ev'n where his ^ ranging eye, or favage heart.

Without control, lulled to make a prey.

Nay, for a need, thus far come near my perfon :

Tell them, when that my mother went with child

Of that infatiate Edward, noble Tork

My Princely father then had wars in France

And by juft computation of the time.

Found that the iffue was not his begot

:

Which well appeared in his lineaments,

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 my mother lives.

Bach. Doubt not, my lord. Til play the orator

As if the golden fee, for which I plead,

Were for my felf j and fb, my lord, adieu.

Glo, If you thrive well, bring them to BaynarJ's caille,

Where you fliall find me well accompanied

With reverend fathers and well-learned bifhops.

Buck. I go, and towards three or four a clock

Look for the news that the Gmld-Hall affords.

\E?ce. Buck, and Catesby fiveralh^,

Glo, 'Now will I go to take fome privy order

To draw the brats of Clarence out of fight
j

And to give order, that no Ibrt of perfbn

Have any time recourfe unto the Princes.

Enter a Scrivener,

Scrw. Here is th' Indidment of the good lord HaflmgSy

Which in a fet hand fairly is engroft'd,

That it may be to-day read o*er in Pauls,

And mark how well the fequel hangs together

:

Eleven hours I've fpent to write it over.

For yefternight by Cateshy was it fent me

:

The precedent was full as long a doing.

And yet within thefe five hours Hafi'mgs liv'd,

Untainted, unexamin'd, free, at Hberty.

Here's a good world the while who is fb 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 deaUngs mufl: be feen in thought. [Exit.

SCENE
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SCENE VII.

Enter Gloucefter dtW Buckingham atfeveml ^oor^s,

G?/g.T T OW ttow, bow now, wJiat fay the xitizens ?

X JL Buck, Naw by the holy mother of our lord.

The citizeias are mum, fay mot^a word.

Glo, Touch'd you the baflrardy of Edward's children ?

Buck. I did, with his contract with lady Lucy^

And his contradt by deputy in France

;

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 France.,

And his refemblance, being not like the Duke.

Withal, I did infer your lineaments,

Being the right idea of your father.

Both in your form and noblenefs of mind :

Laid open all your vid:ories in Scotland,

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 good.

Cry, God fave Rkhardy England's royal King.

Glo. And did they fo ?

Buck, No, fo God help me, they fpake not a word.

But like dumb flatues 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 lilence ?

His anfwer was, the people were not ufed

. To
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To be Ipoke to, except by the Recorder.

Then he was urg'd to tell my tale again :

Thus faith the Duke, thus hath the Duke inferr'd,

But nothing fpoke in warrant from himfelf

When he had done, fbme followers of mine own,

At lower end o'th' hall, hurPd up their caps,

And Ibme ten voices cry'd, God fave King Richard,

And thus I took the vantage of thofe few.

Thanks, gentle citizens and friends, quoth I,

This general applaufe and chearful (bout

Argues your wifdom, and your love to Richard.

And even here brake off, and came away.

Glo, What tonguelefs blocks were they, would they not fpeak ?

Will not the Mayor then and his brethren come ?

Bt^ck. The Mayor is here at hand
; ^pretend fbme fear.

Be not you fpoke with, but by mighty fuit
;

And look you get a prayer-book in your hand.

And ftand between two churchmen, good my lord.

For on that ground I'll build a holy defcant

:

And be not eafily won to our requefts

:

Play the maid's part, ftill anfwer nay, and take it.

Glo, I go : and if you plead as well for them,

As I can fay nay to thee, for my felf ,•

No doubt we'll bring it to a happy iffue. [Exit Glo.

Buck. Go, go up to the leads, the Lord Mayor knocks.

E^^ter Lord Mayor and Citizens.

W^elcome my lord. I dance attendance here,

I think the Duke will not be fpoke withal.

Ejnter Catesby.

Buck. Cateshy^ what fays your lord to my requeft: ?

Catef. He doth intreat your grace, my noble lord,

To
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To vifit him to-morrow, or 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, good Cateshy, to the gracious Duke,

Tell him, my felf, the Mayor and aldermen,

In deep defigns, in matter of great moment.

No iefs importing than our gen'ral good.

Are come to have fbme conf'rence with his Grace.

Catef, I'll fignifie fb much unto him ftrait. [Exk,

Buck. Ah ha, my lord, this Prince is not an Edward^

He is not lolling on a lewd love-bed.

But on his knees at meditation

:

Not dallying with a brace of curtezans.

But meditating with two deep divines

:

Not fleeping, to engrofs his idle body.

But praying, to enrich his watchful foul.

Happy were Englandy would this virtuous Prince

Take on his Grace the fov'raignty thereof.

But jfure I fear we fhall not win him to it.

Ma'yor. Marry, God fhield, his Grace (hould fay us nay.

Buck. I fear he will here Catesby comes again.

Enter Catesby.

Catesb<y, 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

Sufped: me, that I mean no good to him

:

By heav'n, we come to him in perfed love.

Vol. IV. C c c And
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And fo once more return, gad (ejj ]^\s Qf^, [^*?^ G^lf^f.

When holy and deypwp religiQW? mea
Are at their beads, 'tis hard to dra\^ ^h^^^^)

So fweet is zealous cq^^^f^pl^^iq^.

SCENE VIII.

E^ter Gloucefter a^ove, between twa B'tjhops.

Mayor. See where his Qr^ce ft^pds 'tvy^ee^i two clergy^ep>

Buck. Two props gf vjjrtue,. ft^ a ^hviftiao. Prii:\<;:^,

To ftay him from the fall pf vanity

:

And feie a Upok pf prayei: in his hand,

True ornaments to know a holy m^q.

Famous Plantagenet / moft gracioiis Prinp^,

Lend favourable ear to our requeftsj,

And pardon us the inten;uptiQn

Of thy devotion and right chriftiaA ^e4«

Glo. My lord, there needs np. fuch apology
f_

I do befeech your Grace to pardon me,

Who earneft in the f^rvice of niy Gp^,

Deferr'd the vifitation of my f^ien(Js.

But leaving this, what. is. your Grace's pleaCire ?

Btick. Ev'n that, I hope, which pleaftth God above.

And all good men, of this ungovern'd lOe.

Glo. I do fiifpcd I have done fbme offence.

That feems difgracious in the city's eye.

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance.

Buck. You have, my lord : u:ould it; might pleafe your.Gra<^,

On our entreaties to amend y^Qijr fault*

Glo. Elfe wherefore breathy I in a chriftian lanxl ?

Buck. Know thpn, it i$ ypur fault that you reiign

The fupream feat, the throne, majeftical.

The fcepter'd office, of youi: aaceftoxSa,

Your
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Your ftate of fortune, and your dittt of bir^h,

The lineal glory of yotir royal houfe.

To the corruption of a blemifti'd ftd^k.

While in the mildnefs of your flcepy thoughts.

Which here we waken to our country's goody

The noble Ifle doth want htt J)r<ypeif limBs :

Her face defac'd with fears of fdlaiiiy,

Her royal ftock graft with igrtobk plants?.

And almoft flioutder^d in the fwallowing gulf^fel

Of dark forgetfulnefs, antl deep 6brivt6fi.

Which to re-cure, we heailtily (ollicit

Your gracous felf to take 6tt you the charge

And kingly government of thi^ your land.

Not as Prote(5^0r, fteward, fubftitute,

Or lowly fador for another's gairi ,•

But as fucceflively, froftl blood to blood.

Your right of birth, your fimpiry, your 6^vt,

For this, conforted with- tlie diti:i^eris'

Your very worfhipful arid Ibving irierids-.

And by their vehement inftigatiori.

In this juft Mt come I t6 tdovt. your Gra(ie.

Glo. I cannot tHl, if to depart in filence,

Or bitterly to fpeak in your reprbof,

Beft fitteth my degree, or your conditioii.

For not to anfwer, you might Haply think

Tongue-ty'd ambition, riot rejiiying, yielded

To bear the golden yoalc df^Soyraigtity;

Which fondly you wodld" here impofe bti me.

If to reprove you for thi^ firit of yotirs.

So feafon'd with your faithful love t6 md.

Then on the other fide I chcdk'd rrty friends.

Therefore to fpeak, and tb aVoid the flrft.

And then in fpeaking, ridt inrur the laff,

C C C 2
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Definitively thus I anfwer you.

Your love deferves my thanks, but my defert

Unmeritable, fhuns your high requeft.

Firft, if all obftacles 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 defeds,

That I would rather hide me from my greatnefs,

Being a bark to brook no mighty fea ,•

Than in my greatnefs covet to be hid,

And in the vapour of my glory fmother'd.

But God be thank'd, there is no need of me,

And much I need to help you, were there need

:

The royal tree hath left us royal fruit,

Which mellow'd by the dealing hours of time.

Will well become the feat 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.

Which God defend that I fhould wring from him.

Buck. My lord, this argues confcience in your Grace,

But the refpeds thereof are nice and trivial.

All circumftances well confidered.

You fay, that Edward is your brother's fbn.

So fay we too, but not by Edward's wife

:

For firft was he contrad to lady Lucy,

Your mother lives a witnefs to that vow
;

And afterward by fubftitute betroth'd

To Bona^ fifter to the King of France.

Thefe both put off, a poor petitioner,

A care-craz'd mother of a many children,

A beauty-waining, and diftrelTed widow.
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Ev'n in the afternoon of her beft days,

Made prize and purchafe of his wanton eye,

Seduc'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.

Save that for reverence of fome alive,

I give a fparing limit to my tongue.

Then, good my lord, take to your royal 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 lord, your citizens intreat you.

Buck. Refufe not, mighty lord, this proffer'd love.

Catef. O make them joyful, grant their lawful fuit.

Glo. Alas, why would you heap thefe cares on me ?

I am unfit for ftate 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 fbn,

(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, where you accept our fuit or no,

.

Your brother's fon fhall never reign our King,

But we will plant fome other in the throne,

To the difgrace and down-fall of your houfe

:

And in this refblution here we leave you.

Gome
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Come citizens, we will intreat no more. [Eoceurrt.

Catef. Call them again, fweet Prince, accept tbefr fait

:

If you deny them, all the land wril rac it.

Glo. Will you inforce me to a world of cares ?

Call them again, I am not made of ftone.

But penetrable to your kind entreatfes.

Albeit againft my confcience and my foul.

Re-enter Buckingham and th^ refi.

Coufin of Buckm^amy 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 endure the load.

But if black Icandal, or foul-fac'd reproach

Attend the fcquel of your impofition.

Your meer enforcement {hall acquittance nte

From all the impure blots' and ftains thereof

For God doth know, and you may partly fee,

How far I am ftom the dtftre of this-.

Mayor, God blefs your grace, we fee it, and will fay it.

Glo. In faying fo, you fliall but fay the tinth.^

Buck. Then I falute you with this royal title.

Long live King Rkhmd, England's worthy King.

All. Amen.

Buck. To-morrow may it pleafe you to be crown'd ?

Glo. Ev'n when you pleafe, for yon will have it fo.

Buck, To-morrow therr we will attend your Grace;

And fo mofl: joyfully we take our leave.

Glo. Come, let us to our holy work again.

Farewel my coufin, farewei gentle frierrds: [Exemt.

ACT
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ACT YSf. SCENE!.
The r 0 JV E

Enter the ^een, Anne Dutchefs of Gloucefler, the Diitchefs

of York, and Marquefs of Dorfet.

Dutches s»

H O meets us here ? my neice Plantagenet,

Led in the hand of her kind aunt of GUfler 7

Now, far my Hfe, (he's wand'ring to theTow^r,

On pure heart's love, to greet the tender Prince.

Daughter, well met.

Anne. God give your Graces both

A happy and t joyful time of day.

^een. Sifter, well met j whither away 1<) faft ?

Anne. . No farther than the Tower^ and as I gue/s,

Upon the like devotion as your felves.

To gratulate the gentle Princes there.

^een. Kind filter thanks, we'll enter all together*

Enter the Lieutenant.

And in good time here the Lieutenant comes,

Mafter Lieutenant, pray you, by your leave,

How doth the Prince, and my young fon of York?

Lteu. Right well, dear madam
j
by your patience,

I may not fuffer you to vifit them

The King hath ftrid:ly charg'd the contrary,

^een. The King? who's that?

Laeu. I mean the Lord Protedor.

^een. The lord proted: him from that kingly title.

Hath he fet bounds between their love and me ?

I am their mother, who fliall bar me from them ?

Butch.
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Dutch, I am their father's mother, I will fee them.

Anne, Their aunt I am in law, in love their mother

:

Then bring me to their fights, I'll bear thy blame,

And take thy office from thee on my peril.

L'teu. No, madam, no, I may not leave it fo :

I'm bound by oath, and therefore pardon me. \_Exit Lieu.

Enter Stanley.

Stan. Let me but meet you ladies one hour hence.

And I'll falute your grace of Tork as mother

And rev'rend looker on of two fair Queens.

Come madam, you muft ftrait to fVeftm'mfier,

There to be crowned Richard's royal Queen.

^ueen. Ah, cut my lace afunder,

That my pent heart may have fome fcope to beat,

Or elfe I fwoon with this dead-killing news.

Anne. Defpightful tidings, O unpleafing news!

Dor. Be of good chear : mother how fares your grace

!

^4een. O Dorfet, fpeak not to me, get thee hence.

Death and deftru6tion dog thee at thy heels.

Thy mother's name is ominous to children.

If thou wilt out-ftrip death, go crofs the feas.

And live with Richmond, from the reach of hell.

Go hye thee, hye thee from this (laughter-houfe.

Left: thou increafe the number of the dead.

And make me die the thrall of Margrefs curie.

Nor mother, wife, nor England's, counted Queen.

Stan. Full of wife care is this your counfel, madam

;

Take all the fwift advantage of the time ,•

You fhall have letters from me to my fon

In your behalf, to meet you on the way

:

Be not ta'en tardy by unwife delay.

Dutch. O ill difperfing wind of mifery,

O my accurfed womb, the bed of death

:

5 A
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A cockatrice haft thou hatch'd to the world,

Whofe unavoided eye is murtherous.

Stan. Come, madam, come, I in all hafte was (ent.

Ame, And I with all unwillingnefs will go.

; :0 would to God, that the inclufive verge

Of golden metal that muft round my brow,

. Were red-hot fteel, to lear me to the brain.

Anointed let me be with deadly venom.

And die, e'er men can fay, God fave the Queen.

^een. Go, go, poor foul, I envy not thy glory

;

To feed my humour wifh thy (elf no harm.

Anne. No! why? when he that is my husband now.

Came to me, as I foUow'd Henry's coarfe
;

When fcarce the blood was well wafli'd from his hands,

Which ilfu'd from my other angel husband.

And that dear Saint, which then I weeping follow'd :

O when, I lay, I look'd on Richard's face.

This was my wi(h * be thou, quoth I, accurs'd,

.

* For making me, ib 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.

Loe, e'er I can repeat this curfe again.

Within fo fmall a time, my woman's heart

Grofly grew captive to his honey words.

And prov'd the fubjed: of mine own foul's curfe

:

Which ever fince hath held mine eyes from reft.

For never yet one hour in his bed

Did I enjoy the golden dew of fleep,

But with his tim'rous dreams was ftill awak'd.

Befides, he hates me for my father Warwick^

And will, no doubt, fhortly be rid of me.

. V o L. IV. D d d ^deen.
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^een. Poor heart, adieu, I pity thy c^piainiog.

Anne, No more than with my foul I mourn for yours.

Dor. Farewel, thou woful wekomer of glory.

Anne, Adieu, poor foul, that tak'ft thy leave of it.

Dutch, Go thou to Rkhmand, and good fortune guide thee \

[To Dorfet.

Go thou to Richard^ and good angels tend thee ! \To Anne.

Go thou to Sanduary, good thoughts po^Teft thee?

\To the ^aeen,

I to my Grave, where peace and reft lye with me \

Eighty odd years of ibrrow have I feen.

And each hour'^ joy wrack'd with a week of anguifh.

^ieen. Stay ,• yet look back, with me, unto the Tower.

Pity, you ancient ftones, tho(e tender babes

Whom envy hath immur'd within your walls f

Rough cradle for fuch little pretty ones !

Rude ragged nurfe! old follen play-fellow,

For tender Princes j ufe my babies well

!

So foolifh forrow bids your ftones farewel. \Exeunt.

SCENE II.

The Court.

Flourtjh of trumpets. Enter Gloucefter as. Kmg^ Bucking-ham,

Catesby.

K. Ktch, Q TAND all apart coufin of Buchngham
vj Back. My gracious Soveraign !

K. Rkh, Give me thy hand. Thus high, by thy advdceyi

And thy afliftance, is King Richard feated

:

But (hall we wear thefe glories for a day ?

Or (hall they laft, and we rejoice in them ?

Buck. Still live they, and for ever let them laft,

K. Rich
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K. Rich. Ah Buckinghamy now do I play the touch.

To try if thou be currant gold indeed

:

Young Edward lives-— think now what I would Ijpeak.

BmcL Say on, my loving lord.

K. Rich. Why, Buckingham, I fay I would be King.

BucL Why lb you are, my thrice renowned Liege.

K. Rich, Ha ! am I a King ? 'tis fb—" but Edward lives—

—

Buck. True, noble Prince.

K. Rich. O bitter confequence

!

That Edward ftill fhould live true noble Prince.

Coufin, thou wert not wont to be fb dull.

Shall I be plain ? I wifh the baftards dead.

And I would have it fiiddenly perform'd.

What fay'ft thou now ? fpeak |uddenly, be brief.

Buck. Yqur Grsipe do your pleaftre.

K. Rich. Tut, tutj thou art all ice, thy kindness freezes:

Say, have I thy confent that they fhall die ?

BucL Give me fbme breath, fbme little pauft, dear lord.

Before I pofitively Ipeak in this :

I will refolve your Grace immediately. [^Exh Buckingham.

Catef. The King is angry, fee he gnaws his lip.

K. Rich. I will converfe with iron-witted fools.

And unrelpedive boys ^ none are for me.

That look into me with eonfid'rate eyes.

High-reaching Buckingham grows circumfpe(^.

Boy.

Page. My lord.

K. Rich. Know'ft thou not any, whom corrupting gold

Would tempt unto a clo(e 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.

D d d 2 K. Rkh,
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K. Rich. What is his name?

Page. His name, my lord, is TtrreL

K. Rkh. I partly know the man go call him hither,

\Ex'tt Boy,

The deep-revolving witty Buckingham

No more (hall 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 fb.

Enter Stanley.

How now, lord Stanley y what's the news ?

Stan. My lord,

The Marquifs Dorfet, 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 fomc mean-born gentleman.

Whom I will marry ftrait to Clarence^ daughter

(The boy is foolifh, and I fear not him.)

Look how thou dream'ft 1 fay again, give out.

That Anne my Queen is fick'y and like to die.

About it ; for it ftands me much upon

To ftop all hopes, whofe growth may damage me.

I muft: be married to my brother'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?

Ttr^
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7/r. James Ttrrel^ and your mod obedient fubje£t.

K. Ktch, Art thou indeed? \He takes htm ajtde,

Tir. Prove me, my gracious lord.

K. Rich, Dar'ft thou refolve to kill a friend of mine?

Tir. Pleafe you, I'd rather kill two enemies.

K. Rich. Why then thou haft it ; two deep enemies.

Foes to my reft, and my fweet fleep's difturbers.

Are they that I would have thee deal upon

;

Ttrrel^ I mean thofe baftards in the Tower.

Ttr. Let me have open means to come to them,

And foon I'll rid you from the fear of them.

K. Ktch. Thou fing'ft fweet mufick. Hark, come hither

Go by this token rife, and lend thine ear \JVhifpers.

There is no more but fo fay it is done.

And I will love thee and prefer thee for it.

Ttr. I will difpatch it ftrait. [Exit.

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
j Dorfet is fled to Richmond.

Buck. I hear the news, my lord.

K.Rich. Stanley, he is your wife's Ibn ,• well, look to it.

Buck. My lord, I claim the gift, my due by promife,

For which your honour and your faith is pawn'd

Th' Earldom of Herefcrd, and the moveables.

Which you have promifed I fliall polfefs.

K. Rich. Stanley
J
look to your wife ; if fhe convey

Letters to Richmond, you {hall anfwer it.

Buck. What fays your Highnefs to my juft requeft ?

K. Rich. I do remember me Henry the Sixth

Did prophefie, that Richmond fhould be King,

When Richmond was a little peevifh boy,

3 A
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A King perhaps-*— f

Buck. My lord.

K. Rich. How chance the Prophet could not at that time

Have told me, I being by, that I {hould kill him?
Buck. My lord, your promife for the Earldom—-*

K. Rich. Richmond? when I was laft at Exeter

The Mayor in curtefie fhewed me the caftle.

And call'd it Rouge-mont^ at which name I ftarted,

Becaufe a bard of Ireland told me once,

I Ihould not live long after I faw Richmond,

Buck. My lord.

K. Rich. I, what's a clock ?

Buck. I am thus bold to put your Grace in mind

Of what you promis'd me.

K. Rtch. But what's a clock ?

Buck. Upon the ftroke of ten.

K. Rtch. Well, let it ftrike.

Buck. Why let it ftrike?

K. Rtch. Becaufe that like a Jack thou keep'ft the ftroke

Betwixt thy begging and my meditation.

I am not in the giving vein to-day.

Buck. Why then relblve me if you will or no.

K. Rtch. Thou troubleft me, I am not in the vein. \F,xit.

Buck. Is it ev'n fb ? repays he my deep fervice

With fuch contempt? made I him King for this?

O let me think on Hafiings, and be gone

To Brecnock, while my fearful head is on. [Exh.

f From hence to the mordi— Thou troubleft me, I am not in the vein

ha-ve been left out ever ftnce the firji editions, but I like them well emu^h to rtrplf^&B tbim.

SCENE



King Richard III. 399

SCENE III.

Enter Tirrel.

* Ttr/
I ^HE tyrannous and bloody a6t is done,

' The moft arch-dced of piteous maffacce

* That ever yet this lan<l was guilty of!

' Dtghton and Forrefi^ whom I did fiiborn

* To do this piece of ruthlefs butchery,

* Atbeit they were fleflit villains, bloody dogs,

* Melting with tendernefs and mild compaflion,

* Wept " like two children, in their deaths fad (lories.

* O thus, quoth Dtghtonj lay the gentle babes,

* Thus, thus, quoth Forrefi^ girdling one another

' Within their innocent alabafter arms

:

' Their lips were four red ro/es on a ftalk,

' And in their fummtr-beauty kils'd each other.

* A book of prayers on their pillow lay,

* Which once, quoth Forrefiy almoft chang'd my mind

:

* But oh the devil there the villain ftopt

:

* When Dighton thus told on we fmothered
* The moft replenifhed fweet work of nature,

* That from the prime creation e'er fhe framed.

' Hence both are gone with confcience and remorfe,

* They could not fpeak, and I left them both,

* To bear thefc tidings to the bloody King.

Enter K'mg Richard.

And here he comes. All health, my fbvercign Lord.

K. Rkh. Kind Tirrel am I happy in thy news ?

Ttr. If to have done the thing you gave in charge

Beget your happinefs, be happy then,

For it is done, K. Rkh,
^ like to.
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K. Rich, But didft thou fee them dead ? .

Tir, I did, my lord.

K. Rich. And buried, gentle Ttrrell

Ttr. The chaplain of the Tower hath buried them,

But where, to fay the truth, I do not know.

K. Ktch. Come to me Ttrrel foon, fbon after fupper,

When thou fhalt tell the procefs of their death.

Mean time but think how I may do thee good,

And be inheritor of thy defire.

Farewel till then.

Ttr, I humbly take my leave. \Exit,

K. Kich, The fbn of Clarence have I pent up clofe

:

His daughter meanly have I match'd in marriage

:

The fbns of Edward fleep in Abraham^ bofom :

And Anne my wife hath bid this world good night.

Now, for I know the Brtton Richmond aims

At young Elizabeth my brother's daughter.

And by that knot looks proudly on the crown
j

To her go I, a jolly thriving wooer.

Enter Catesby.

Catef, My lord.

K. Rich. Good or bad news, that thou com'fl in fo bluntly?

Catef. Bad news, my lord, f Morton is fled to Richmond,

And Buckingham, back'd with the hardy IVel/hmen,

Is in the field, and ftill his power encreafeth.

K. Rich. Ely with Richmond troubles me more near,

Than Buckingham and his rafli-levied army.

Come, I have learn'd, that fearful commenting

Is leaden, fervitor to dull delay ,•

Delay leads impotent and fnail-pac'd beggary.

Then fiery expedition be my wing,

Jove's Mercury^ and herald for a King.

Go
f BiJJjop of Ely.
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Go mufter men ,• my council is my fliield.

We rauft be brief, when traitors brave the field. [Exit,

SCENE IV.

Enter ^een Margaret.

Q. Mar.Q O now profperity begins to mellow,

w3 And drop into the rotten mouth of death :

Here in thefe confines flily have I lurk'd,

To watch the waining of mine enemies.

A dire indudion am I witn efs to ;

And will to FrancCy hoping the confequence

Will prove as bitter, black and tragical.

Withdraw thee wretched Mar^ret^ who comes here ?

Enter Dutchefs and ^een,

^een. 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 Edward pays a dying debt.

^een. Wilt thou, O God, fly from fuch gentle Iambs,

And throw them in the intrails of the wolf?

Why did'ft thou fleep when fiich a deed was done ?

Vol. IV. E e e Q. Mar.
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Q. Mar, When holy Henry dy'd, and my fweet fbn. *

^een. Ah that thou would'ft as fbon afford a grave

As thou canft yield a melancholly feat
j

Then would I hide my bones, not reft them here.

Ah who hath any caufe to mourn but we?

Mar. If any ancient forrow be moft reverent,

Give mine the benefit of feniority
;

And let my griefs frown on the upper hand.

If forrow can admit fociety.

I had an Edivard 'till a Rkhard kill'd him :

I had a husband 'till a Rkhard kill'd him.

Thou had'ft an Edward 'till a Rkhard kill'd him

:

Thou had'ft a Rkhard 'till a Rkhard kill'd him.

Dutch. I had a Rkhard too, and thou did'ft kill him

:

I had a Rutland too, thou holp'ft to kill him.

Q: Mar. Thou hadft 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.

To worry lambs and lap thdr 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 God,

How do I thank thee, that this carnal cur

Preys on the ilTue of his mother's body I

Dutch. Oh Harry's wife, triumph not in my woes

:

God witnefs with me, I have wept for thine.

Mar. Bear with me : I am hungry for revenge,

* and my fweet fon.

Dutch. Dead life, blind fight, poor mortal living ghoft,

Woe's fccne, world's fbame, grave's due, by life ufurp'd.

Brief abftraft and record of tedioiK days,

Reft thy unrell on England's lawful earth.

Unlawfully made driink with innocent blood.

^een. Ah that thou would'ft, ^c.

And
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And now I cloy me with beholding it.

Thy Edward^ he is dead, that kili'd my Edward:

The other EJward dead, to quit my Edward:

Young Tork he is but boot, becaufe both they
.

Match not the high perfedion of my lofs.

Thy Clarence he is dead that ftab'd my Edward

;

And the beholders of this tragic play,

Th' adulterate HaflingSy Rivers, Vau^an, Gray^

Untimely fmother'd in their dusky graves.

Rkhard yet lives, hell's black intelligencer.

Only referv'd their factor to buy fouls,

And fend them thither : but at hand, at hand

Indies 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, the dog is dead.

^een. Oh thou did'ft prophefie the time would come.

That I (hould wifh for thee to help me curfe

That bottell'd fpider, that foul hunch-back'd toad.

Q. Mar. I call'd thee then vain flourifh of my fortune,

I call'd thee then poor fbadow, painted Queen,

The prefentation of but what I was

;

The flatt'ring index of a direfiil 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 garifh flag

To be the aim of ev'ry dangerous 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 ?

Where be thy children ? wherein doft thou joy ?

Who iues and kneels, and fays, God fave the Queen ?

E e e 2 Where
• faints pray^

fo have him fuddenly conveyed away*
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Where be the bending Peers that flattered thee ?

Where be the thronging troops that followed thee ?

Dedine all this, and fee what now thou art.

For happy wife, a mod diftreffed widow
j

For joyful 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 fcom'd at me, now fcorn'd of me

;

For one being fear'd of all, now fearing one
j

For one commanding all, obey'd of none.

Thus hath the courfe of juftice wheeled 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 didft ufurp my place, and doft thou not

Ufurp the juft proportion of my forrow?

Now thy proud neck bears half my burthen'd yoak

;

From which, ev'n here I flip my wearied head,

And leave the burthen of it all on thee.

Farewel York's wife, and Queen of fad mifchance,

Thefe Engl'tfb woes {hall make me fmile in France,

^4een, O thou well skill'd in carfes, ftay awhile.

And teach me how to curfe mine enemies.

Q. Mar. Forbear to fleep the nights, and faft the days

:

Compare dead happinefs with living woe

;

Think that thy babes 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.

^een. My words are dull, O quicken them with thine.

Q. Mar. Thy woes will make them Iharp, and pierce like mine.

[Exk Margaret.

Dutch, Why {hould calamity be full of words ?

^een.
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^een. Windy attorneys to your client's woes,

Airy fucceeders of inteftine joys.

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 fb, then be not tongue-ty'd go with me.

And in the breath of bitter words, let's fmother

My damned fon, that thy two fweet fons fmother'd,

I hear his drum, be copious in exclaims.

S C E N E V.

Enter King Richard and his Train,

K. Ktch. Who intercepts me in my expedition ?

Dutch. O (he that might have intercepted thee

By ftrangling thee in her accurfed womb.
From all the flaughters, wretch, that thou haft done.

^een. Hideft thou that forehead with a golden crown,

Where ftiould 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 Ibn ?

^een. Where is kind Hafiings^ Rivers, Vaughan, Gra^ ?

K. Rich. A flourifti, trumpets ! ftrike alarum, drums

!

Let not the heavens hear thefe tell-tale women
Rail on the Lord's anointed. Strike, I fay. [Flourijh, 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, I thank God, my father, and your felf.

Dutch^
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Dutch, Then patiently hear my impatience.

K. Rich, Madam, I have a touch of your condition,

That cannot brook the accent of reproof.

Dutch. I will be mild and gentle in my words.

K. Rich, And brief, good mother, for I am in hafte.

Dutch, Art thou fo hafty ? I have ftaid for thee,

God knows, in anguifh, pain and agony.

K. Rich. And came I not at laft to comfort you?

Dutch. 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 fchool-days frightful, defp'rate, wild and furious
;

Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold and venturous

:

Thy age confirmed, proud, fubtle, fly and bloody.

What comfortable hour canft thou name.

That ever grac'd me in thy company ?
*

K. Rich. If I be fo difgracious in your fight,

l^Qt me march on and not offend your Grace.

Dutch. O hear me fpeak, for I fhall never fee thee.

K. Rich, Come, come, you arc too bitter.

Dutch, Either thou'lt die by God's juft ordinance,

lE're from this war thou turn a conqueror

Or I with grief and extream age fliall perifh,

And never look upon thy face again.

Therefore take with thee my moft heavy curfe,-

Which, in the day of battel, tire thee more,

Than all the compleat armour that thou wear'fl: f

My prayers on the adverfe party fight,

And there the little fouls of Edward's children

Whifper the fpirits of thine enemies,

And
*— in thy company ?

K. Rich. Faith none but Humphry Houre^ that call'd your grace

To breakfaft once, forth of niy company.
Ifl befo, 6?*-. ?:
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And promife them fuccefs and vidtory.

Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end

:

Shame ferves thy life, and doth thy death attend. [Exit.

^een. Tho' far more caufe, yet much lefs fpirit to curfe

Abides in me, I fay Amen to her.

K, Rkh, Stay, Madam, I muft fpeak a word with you,

^een. I have no more fons of the royal blood

For thee to flaughter j for my daughters, Richardy

They (hall be praying Nuns, not weeping Queens j

And therefore level not to hit their lives.

K. Rkh. You have a daughter call'd Eltzabethy

Virtuous and fair, royal and gracious.
;

^een. And muft (he die for this ? O let her live,.

A.nd 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 flie may live unfcarr'd from bleeding flaughter,

I will confefs (he was not Edward's daughter.

K. Rkh. Wrong not her birth, fhe is of royal blood.'

^een. To fave her life I'll fay (he is not lb.

K. Ktch. Her life is fafeft only in her birth.

^leen. And only in that fafety dy'd her brothers.

K. Ktch. No, at their births good ftars were oppofite.

^een. NO;, to their lives bad friends were contrary.

K. Rkh. All unavoided is the doom of deftiny.

^ieen. True when avoided grace makes deftiny.

My babes were deftin'd to a fairer death.

If grace had bleft thee with a fairer life.

K. Ktch. You fpeak as if that I had flain my coufins.^

^een. Whofe hands foever lanc'd their tender hearts.

Thy head, all indiredly, gave direction.

No doubt the murd'rous knife was dull and blunt^

'Till it was whetted on thy ftone-hard heart.

To
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To revel in the intrails of my lambs.

But that ftill 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 deJfp'rate bay of death.

Like a poor bark of fails and tackling reft,

Rufh all to pieces on thy rocky bofbm.

K. Rkh. Madam, fb 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.

^een. 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 your children, gentle lady.

^een. 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.

^leen. Flatter my forrows with report of it ;

Tell m,e, what ftate, what dignity, what honour,

Canft thou devife to any child of mine ?

K. Rch, 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 remembrance of thofe wrongs,

Which thou (uppofeft I have done to thee.

^deen. Be brief, left that the procefs of thy kindnefs

Laft longer telling than thy kindnefs do.

K. Rich. Then know, that from my foul I love thy daughter,

^een. My daughter's mother thinks it with her foul.

K. Rich. What do you think ?

^een. That thou doft love my daughter from thy foul.

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.
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K. Rich, Be not fb hafty to confound my meaning
;

I mean, that with my foul I love thy daughter,

And do intend to make her Queen of England.

^een. Say then, who doft thou mean (hall be her King ?

K. Rich. Ev'n he that makes her Queen, who elfe fliould be ?

^ieen. What, thou!

K. Rich. Even fo ; how think you of it *

^ieen. How canft thou woo her ?

K. Rich. I would learn of you,

As one being beft acquainted with her humour.

^een. And wilt thou learn of me?

K. Rich. With all my heart.

^ieen. Send to her by the man that flew her brothers,

A pair of bleeding hearts ,• thereon engrave

Edward and Tork ; then haply will fhe weep

:

Therefore prefent to her, as fbmetime Mar^ret

Did to thy father fteept in Rutland's blood,

A handkerchief, which, fay to her, did drain

The purple tide from her fweet 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
j

Tell her, thou mad'fl: away her uncle Clarence^

Her uncle Rivers; ay, and for her fake,

Mad'ft quick conveyance with her good aunt ^nne.

K. Rich, You mock me, madam this is not the way

To win your daughter.

^een. There's no other way,

Unlefs thou could'fl: put on fome other fliape,

And not be Richard that hath done all this.

K. Rich. Say, that I did all this for love of her.

^^een. Nay then indeed fhe cannot chufe but hate thee.

Having brought love with fuch a bloody fpoil.

Vol. IV. F f f f K. Rich.
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f Yi, Rich. Look, what is done, cannot be now amendeJ

;

Men fliall deal unadvifedly fometimes,

Which after-hours give leifiire 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 iffue of your womb.

To quicken your encreafe I will beget

Mine iffue of your blood, upon your daughter

:

A grandam's name is little lefs 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 fbn being King,

And by that lofs your daughter is made Queen.

I cannot make you what amends I would,

Therefore accept fuch kindnefs as I can.

Dorfet, your fon, that with a fearful foul

Leads difcontented fleps in foreign foil.

This fair alliance quickly fhall call home
To high promotions and great dignity.

The King that calls your beauteous daughter wife.

Familiarly fhall call thy Dorfet brother :

Again fhall you be mother to a King ;

And all the ruins of diflrefsful 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

Shall come again, transform'd to orient pearl.

Advantaging their love with interefl. Often-

•\ this longfpeecb is not in the edition of ifpS, or that of i6oij but added hy the

Author fince.
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1

oftentimes double gain of happinefs.

Go then, my mother, to -thy daughter go,

Make bold her bafliful years with your experience,

Prepare her ears to hear a wooer's tale.

Put in her tender heart th' afpiring flame

Of golden Sovereignty
5

acquaint the Princefs

With the fweet filent hours of marriage joys.

And when this arm of mine hath chaftifed

The petty rebel, duU-brain'd Buck'mgham,

Bound with triumphant garlands will I come.

And lead thy daughter to a conqueror's bed

;

To whom I will retail my conqueft won.

And (he lhall be fole vid:refs, Cafafs Cafar,

^een. What were I beft to fay, her father's brother

Would be her lord ? or {hall I fay, her uncle ?

Or he that flew her brothers, and her uncles ?

Under what title fliall 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.

^een. Which flie fliall purchafe with ftill lafting war.

K.Ricb. Tell her, the King, that may command, intreats

^een. That, at her hands, which the King's King forbids.

K. Rich. Say, flie fliall be a high and mighty Queen

^een. To ^ wail the title, as her mother doth.

K. Rkh. Say, I will love her everlaftingly.

^een. But how long fliall that title ever laft?

K. R'tch. Sweetly in force, unto her fair life's end.

^een. But how long, fairly, fliall her fweet life lafl: ?

K. Rich. As long as heav'n and nature lengthen it.

^een. As long as hell and Richard like of it.

K. Rich. Say, I her Sov'raign, am her fubjed *^ now.

^een. But flie, your fubjed;, loaths (uch Sov'reignty.

F f f z K. Rich.
^ vail, « low.
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K. Rich, Be eloquent in my behalf to her.

^een. An honeft tale fpeeds beft, being plainly told.

K. Rkh. Then, in plain terms tell her my loving tale.

^een. Plain and not honefl:, is too harfli a ftile.

K. R'tch, Your reafbns are too {hallow, and too quick.

Now by my George, my garter, and my crown

^een. Profan'd, diflionour'd, and the third ufurp'd.

K. Rich, I fwear.

^teen. 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 fbmething thou would'ft fwear to be believ'd.

Swear then by fomething that thou haft not wrong'd.

K. Ktch, Now by the world

^een. 'Tis full of thy foul wrongs.

K. R'tch, My father's death

^een. Thy life hath that difhonour'd.

K. Rich. Then by my felf

^een. Thy felf thy felf mifufeft.

K. Rich. Why then, by heav'n

^een. 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

Thou hadft not broken, nor my brothers dy'd.

If thou hadft fear'd to break an oath with ^ heav'n,

Th' imperial metal, circling now thy head,

Had grae'd the tender temples of my child ,*

And both the Princes had been breathing here,

* too fhallow, and too quick.

^ueen. O no, my reafbns are too deep and dead j

Tv/o deep and dead, poor infants in their grave,

Harp on it ftill fhall I, 'till heart-ftrings break.

K. Rich. Harp not on that firing, madam, that is paft.

Now by my George, ^c.
^kinghf ..

« him, ^ him. ^
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Which now, two tender bed-fellows for duft,

Thy broken faith hath made a prey to worms.

K. Rich, By time to come.

^een. That thou haft wronged in the time o'er-paft

:

For I my felf have many tears to wafli

Hereafter time, for time paft, wrong'd by thee.

The children live, whofe fathers thou haft flaughter*d,

Ungovern'd youth, to wail it in their age.

The parents live, whofe children thou haft butcher'd.

Old wither'd plants, to wail it in their age. *

K. Rkh. As I intend to prolper, and repent

;

So thrive I in my dangerous attempt

Of hoftile arms j my felf, my felf confound ,- #

Heaven and fortune bar me happy hours

;

Day yield me not thy light, nor night thy reft
5

Be oppofite all planets of good luck

To my proceeding j 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, defblation, ruin, and decay.

It cannot be avoided but by this ,-

It will not be avoided but by this.

Therefore, dear mother, I muft call you fb.

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 delerve

:

Urge the neceftity and ftate of times

;

And be not pecvifli found in great defigns.

* to wail it ia their age.

Swear not by time to come, for that thou hail

Mifus'd ere us'd, by times ill-us'd o'er-paft.

K. Rich. As I intend, (^c. « deftres.
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^een. Shall I be tempted of the devil thus ?

K. Rich. Ay, if the devil tempt you to do good,

^een. Shall I forget my felf to be my felf ?

K. Rich, Ay, if your felfs remembrance wrong your feif.

^een. But thou didft kill my children.

K. Rich. But in your daughter's womb I bury them;

Where in that neft of fpicery they (hall breed

Selves of themfelves, to your recomforture.

^een. Shall I go win my daughter to thy will ?

K. Rich. And be a happy mother by the deed.

^een. I go, write to me fliortly. \Exit ^een.

K. Rich. Bear her my true love's kifs, and fo farewel

Relenting fool, and fliallow-changing woman!

SCENE VI.

Enter Ratcliff.

Rat. Moft mighty Soveraign, on the weftern coaft

Rides a puiffant navy : to our (hores

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, expeding but the aid

Of Buckingham
J

to welcome them afliore.

K. Rich. Some light-foot friend poft to the Duke of Norfolk^

Ratcliff thy felf, or Catesby \ where is he ?

Catef. Here, my good lord.

K. Rich. Catesby, fly to the Duke.

Catef. I will, my lord, with all convenient hafte.

K. Rich. RatcUff, come hither, poft to Salisbury,

When thou com'ft thither dull unmindful villain, \To Catef

Why ftay'ft thou here, and go'ft not to the Duke ?

Catef. Firft, mighty Liege, tell me your Highnefs' pleafure.

What
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what from your Grace I (hall deliver to him.

K. Rich. O true, good Catesby^ bid him levy ftrait

The greateft ftrength and power he can make,

And meet me fuddenly at Salisbury,

Catef. I go. [Exit,

Rat. What, may it pleafe you, fhall I do at Salisbury 7

K. Rich, Why, what would'ft thou do there before I go ?

Rat. Your Highnefs told me I fhould poft before.

K. Rich, My mind is chang'd

Enter Lord Stanley.

Stanley^ what news with you?

Stan. None, good my Liege, to pleafe you with the hearing,

Nor none fb bad, but well may be reported.

K. Rich. Heyday, a riddle, neither good nor bad

:

Why doft thou run fo many miles about,

When thou may'ft tell thy tale the neareft way ?

Once more, what news ?

Stan. Richmond is on the feas.

K. Rich. There let him fink, and be the feas on him!

White-liver'd run-a-gate, what doth he there ?

Stan. I know not, mighty Sov'raign, but by guefs.

K. Rich. Well, as you guefs."

Stan. Stirr'd up by Dorfet, Buckingham, and Morton^

He makes for England, here to claim the crown.

K. Rich. Is the chair empty? is the fword unfway'd?

Is the King dead ? the empire unpolTefs'd ?

What heir of Tork is there alive, but we ?

And who is England's King, but great Tork'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 Liege,

You cannot guefs wherefore the Welch-man comes.

Thou
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Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear.

Stan. No, mighty Liege, therefore miftruft me not.

K. Rkh. Where is thy power then to beat him back ?

Where are thy tenants, and thy followers ?

Are they not now upon the weftern fhore ?

Conducing fafe the rebels from their {hips?

Stan. No, my good lord, my friends are in the north.

K. Rkh. Cold friends to me : what do they in the north,

When they (hould ferve their Sov'raign in the weft ?

Stan. They have not been commanded, mighty King

;

Pleafe it your Majefty to give me leave,

ril mufter up my friends, and meet your Grace,

Where, and what time your Majefty fhall pleafe.

K. /^/c^. Ay, thouwould'ftfainbe gone, to join with R/c^/;//?;^^/:

But I'll not truft thee.

Stan. Mighty Soveraign,

You have no caufe to hold my friendftiip doubtful,

1 never was, nor ever will be falfe.

K. Rkh. Go then, and mufter men ; but leave behind

Your fbn George Stanley : look your heart be firm.

Or elfe his head's aflurance is but frail.

Stan. So deal with him, as I prove true to you. [Ex. Stanley.

Enter a Mejfenger.

Mef. My gracious Sov'raign, now in Devonjhke,

As 1 by friends am well advertifed,

Sir Edmond Courtney, and the haughty prelate,

Biftiop of Fjxeter his elder brother

With many more confed'rates, are in arms.

Enter another Mejfenger.

Mef. In Kent, my Liege, the Gmlfords are in arms,

And every hour ftill more competitors

Flock
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Flock to the rebels, and their power grows ftrong.

Enter another Meffenger.

Mef. My lord, the army of the Duke of Buckingham

K. Rkh, Out on ye, owls f nothing but fongs of death ?

[He Jlr'ikes htm.

There take thou that, 'till thou bring better news.

Mef. The news I have to tell your Majefty,

Is, that by fudden floods and fall of waters,

Buckingham's army is difpers'd and fcatter'd.

And he himfelf wandered away alone,

No man knows whither.

K. Rkh. 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 ?

Mef. Such proclamation hath been made, my Liege.

Enter another Meffenger.

Mef. Sir Thomas Lovely and lord Marquifs Dorfet^

'Tis faid, my Liege, in Torkfhlre are in arms
,

But this good comfort bring I to your Highnefs,

The Britain navy is difpers'd, by tempeft.

Richmondm Dorfetfhire 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 Buckingham

Upon his party he miftrufting them,

Hois'd fail, and made his courfe again for Britain.

K. Rich. March on, march on, fince we are up in arms

;

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 j that the Earl of Richmond
V o L. IV. G g g Is
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Is with a mighty pow'r landed at Milford,

Is colder news, but yet it muft be told*

K. Rich. Away tow'rds Salisbury ; while we reafon here,

A royal battel might be won and loft :

Some one take order Buckingham be brought

To Salisbury j the reft march on with me. [Exemf,

SCENE VII.

Enter Lord Stanley, and Sir Chriftopher.

Stan, CJ I R Chriftopher, tell Richmond this from me
;

v3 That in the Sty of this moft bloody boar.

My fon George Stanley is f frankt up in hold

:

If I revolt, off goes young George's head,

The fear of that holds off my prefeot aid.

So get thee gone ,• commend me to thy lord.

Say too, the Queen hath heartily confented

He ftiould efpoufe Elizabeth her daughter.

But tell me, where is Princely Richmond now ?

Chri. At Pembroke, or at Hertford, weft in fV^les,

Stan, What men of name refbrt to him ?

Chri, Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned foldier,

Sir Gilbert Talbot, and Sir fVdliam Stanley,

Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, Sir James Blunt,

And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant crew,

And many other of great name 4nd 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.

FarewelL {Emm,

t [Trank'd up.] tee the note on AU L "Scene TP', -of t'hts flay. ACT
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ACT V. SCENE I.

SALISBURY,
Enter the Sheriff, and Buckingham whh halberds led to Execution,

Buckingham.
ILL not King Richard let mc (peak with him ?

Sher. No, good my lord, therefore be patient.

Buck, Haft'mgs, and Edward's children, Gray

and RwerSy

Holy King Henry / and thy fair Ibn Edwardy

yaughany and all that have mifcarried

By under-hand, corrupted, foul injufticef

If that your moody, difcontented fouls,

Do through the clouds behold this prefent hour,

Ev'n for revenge mock my deflrud:ion.

This is All-Souls day, fellows, is it not ?

Sher. It is, my lord.

Buck This is the day, which in King Edward's time

I wiiht might fall on me, when I was found

Falfe to his children, or his wife's allies.

This is the day wherein I wifht to fall

By the falfe faith of him whom moft I trufted :

This the determin'd refpite of my wrongs.

That high All-feer, which I dallied with.

Hath turn'd my feigned prayer on my head.

And giv'n in earneft, what I begg'd in jefl.

Thus doth he force the fwords of wicked men
To turn their own points on their mafler*s bofoms.

Thus MargVefs curfe falls heavy on my head

;

G g g z When
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When he^ quoth fhe, fhall fplit thy heart with forrow,

Remember Mar^ret was a prophetefs.

Come Sirs, convey me to the block of fhame.

Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame.

\_Exeunt Buckingham with Officers,

S C E N E n.

The Camp,

Enter Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Herbert, and others

^

with Drum and Colours.

Rkhm.T^ Ellows in arms, and my moft loving friends

-L Bruis'd underneath the yoak of tyranny.

Thus far into the bowels of the land

Have we march'd on without impediment

And here receive we from our father Stanley

Lines of fair comfort and encouragement.

The wretched, bloody and ufurping boar,

That fpoil'd your fummer-fields, and fruitful vines,

Swill'd your warm blood like wafh, and made his trough

In your embowell'd bolbms • this foul fwine

Lyes now ev'n in the centre of this Ifle,

Near to the town of Lekefier, as we learn :

From Tamworth thither is but one day's march.

In God's name cheerly on, couragious friends.

To reap the harveft of perpetual peace.

By this one bloody tryal of fliarp war.

Oxf. Ev'ry man's confcicnce is a thoufand fwords^

To fight againft that bloody homicide.

Herb. I doubt not but his friends will fly to us.

Blunt. He hath no friends, but who are friends for fear.

Which in his greateft need will fly from him,

Rkhm»
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Rtchm. AH for our vantage ^ then in God's name march.

True hope is fwift, and flies with fwallow's wings.

Kings it makes Gods, and meaner creatures Kings. \Exeunt^

SCENE III.

Bofworth Field.

Enter K'mg Richard in arms, with Norfolk, Ratcliff, and

Catesby.

K. Rich. Here pitch our tents, even here in Bofworth field.

Why how now Catesby, why look'ft thou fo fad ?

Catef. My heart is ten times lighter than my looks.

K. Rich. My lord of Norfolk.

Nor. Here, moft gracious Liege.

K. 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 to-night.

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.

}L. Rich. Why, our battailion trebles that account:

Befides, the King's name is a tower of ftrength,

Which they upon the adverfe faction want.

Up with the tent : come, noble gentlemen.

Let us furvey the vantage of the ground.

Call for fbme men of found direction :

Let's want no difcipline, make no delay.

For, lords, to-morrow is a bufie day. \Exeunt,

Enter Richmond, Sir William Brandon, Oxford, and Dorfet.

Richm. The weary fun hath made a golden fet,

And by the bright tracSl of his fiery car.

Gives fignal of a goodly day to-morrow.

Sir



422 Kirjg Richard III.

Sir Wdltam Brandon^ you (hall bear my ftaadard :

The Earl of Pembroke keep his regiment
;

Good captain Bh^nt, 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 more, good Blunt, before thou goeft

;

Where is lord Stanley quartered, dofl: thou know ?

Blunt. Unlefs I have mifta'en his colours 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.

Rkhm. 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.

Blunt. Upon my life, my lord, I'll undertake it.

f Rkhm. Give me ibme ink and paper
i in my tent

I'll draw the form and model of our battel,

Limit each leader to his feveral charge,

And part in juft proportion our fmall ftrength.

Let us confult upon to-morrow's bufineis
;

In to our tent, the air is raw and cold.

[They withdraw into the tent,

'Enter K'mg Richard, Ratcliff, Norfolk, and Catesby.

K. Rkh. What is't a clock ?

Catef. It's fupper time, my lord.

It's nine a clock.

K. Rkh. I will not fup to-night.

What, is my beaver eafier than it was ?

-|- 1 have placed thefe lines here as they ftand in the firft editions, the reft place ^em three

fpeeches before, after the words Sir William Brandon, you lhall bear my ftandard .• mter-

rupting luhat there follows : The Earl of Pembroke, (^c. I think ''em more naturaUy in-

troduced here^ when he is retiring to his teM and confidering wimt he has to do that night.

And
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And all my armour laid into my tent ?

Catef, It is, my Liege, and all things are in readinefs.

K. R'tch. Good Norfolk hie thee to thy charge,

Ufe careful watch, chufe trufty centinels.

Nor, I go, my lord.

K. Rkh, Stir with the lark to-morrow, gentle Norfolk.

Nor. I warrant you, my lord. \Rx'tti

K. Rkh. Catesby,

Catef. My lord.

K. Rkh. Send out a purfuivant at arms

To Stanley's regiment bid him bring his power

Before fun-rifing, left his Ibn George fall

Into the blind cave of eternal night.

Fill me a bowl of wine give me a watch \7o RatclifF*

Saddle white Surrey for the field to-morrow

:

Look that my ftaves be found, and not too heavy.

Ratcl'tff'—
Rat. My lord?

K. Ktch. Saw'ft thou the melancholy lord Northumherlandl

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. Ktch. I'm fatisfy'dj give me a bowl of wine.

I have not that alacrity of fpirit .

Nor cheer of mind that I was wont to have—

—

There, fet it down. Is ink and paper ready ?

Rat. It is, my lord..

K. R'tch. Bid my guard watch, and leave me.

About the mid of night come to my tent.

And help to arm me. Leave me now I fay. \Ex, RatcliC

SCENE
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SCENE III.

Richmond^ Tent,

Enter Stanley to Richraond m his Tent,

S^tan.'T^Ott\mt and vidory fit on thy helm!

X Rkhm. All comfort that the dark night can afford,

Be to thy Pcrfon, noble father-in-law.

Tell me, how fares our loving mother ?

Stan. I, by attorney, blefs thee from thy mother.

Who prays continually for Richmond's good :

So much for that The filent hours fteal on.

And flaky darknefs breaks within the Eaft,

In brief, for fo the feafon bids us be.

Prepare thy battel 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 fight.

Farewel j the leifiire, and the fearful time

Cuts off the ceremonious vows of love.

And ample enterchange of fweet difcourfe.

Which fo-long-fundred friends (hould dwell upon.

God give us leifure for thefe rights of love.

Once more adieu, be valiant, and fpeed well.

Rkhm. Good lords, condud him to his regiment

:

I'll ftrive, with troubled ' thoughts, to take a nap,

Left leaden flumber poize me down to-morrow,

* When
* noife*
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When I (liould mount with wings of vi<5tory:

Once more, good night, kind lords and gentlemen.

\Exemt, Manet Richmond.

O thou! whole captain I account my felf.

Look on my forces with a gracious eye

:

Put in their hands thy bruifing irons of wrath,

That they may crufli down with a heavy fall

Th' u(urping helmets of our adverfaries.

Make us thy minifters of chaftifement.

That we may praife thee in thy vidory.

To thee I do commend my watchful foul,

E're I let fall the windows of mine eyes

:

Sleeping and waking, oh defend me ftill. [Sleeps.

s c E N E IV.

Between the Tents of Richard and Richmond : TToey Jleepmg,

Enter the Ghofi of Prince Edward Son to Henry the Sixth.

Ghoft. T* E T me fit heavy on thy foul to-morrow ! \To K. Rich,

X—/ Think how thou ftab'ft me in the prime of youth

At Tewksbury j therefore defpair and die.

Be cheerful Richmond, for the wronged fouls ]To Richm.

Of butcher'd Princes fight in thy behalf

:

King Henry's iffue, Richmond, comforts thee.

Enter the Ghofl of Henry the Sixth.

Ghofi. When I was mortal, my anointed body \To K. Rich.

By thee was punched full of holes
^

Think on the Tower, and me
;

defpair, and die.

Henry the Sixth bids thee defpair, and die.

Virtuous and holy, be thou conqueror. \ToK\c\\m.

Harry, that prophefy'd thou fhould'ft be King,

Vol. IV. H hh Doth
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Doth comfort thee in fleep j live thou atid flourifli.

Enter the Ghofi of Clarence.

Ghofi, Let me fit heavy on thy foul to-morrow \ [To K. Rich.

I that was wafh'd to death in fulfom wine,

Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray'd to death

:

To-morrow in the battel think on me,

And fall thy edglefs (word
j

defpair and die.

Thou ofT-fpring of the houfe of Lancajler, [To Richm.

The wronged heirs of Tork do pray for thee.

Good angels guard thy battel, live and flourifli.

Enter the Ghofls of Rivers, Gray, and Vaughan.

R'ro. Let me fit heavy on thy foul to-morrow, \To K. Rich.

Rivers, that dy'd at Fomfret: defpair, and die.

Gra'). Think upon Gr^y, and let thy foul defpair. \To K. Rich.

Vaugh. Think upon Vaughan, and with guilty fear

Let fall thy launce ! Richard, defpair and die. \To K. Rich.

AIL Awake, and think our wrongs in Rkhard's bofbm

Will conquer him. Awake, and win the day. \To Richm.

Enter the Ghofi ofLord Haftings.

Ghofi. Bloody and guilty
5

guiltily awake
; ]To K, Rich.

And in a bloody battel end thy days

:

Think on lord Haft'mgs and defpair and die.

Quiet untroubled foul, awake, awake. ]To Richm.

Arm, fight, and conquer, for fair England's fake.

Enter the Ghofis of the two ^oung Prmces.

Ghofis. Dream on thy .coufins fmother'd in the Tower:

Let us be laid within thy bofom, Richard, \To K. Rich.

And weigh thee down to ruin, fliame, and death f

Thy Nephews fouls bid thee delpair and die.
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Sleep Rkhmondy fleep in peace, and wake in joy. \To Richm.

Good angels guard thee froni the boards annoy

Live, and beget a happy race of Kings.

Edward's unhappy Tons do bid thee flourifli.

Enter the Ghofl of Anne hts wife,

Ghojl. Rkhardy thy wife, that wretched Anne thy wife,

That never flept a quiet hour with thee, [To K, Rich.

Now fills thy fleep with perturbations

;

To-morrow in the battel think on me,

And fall thy edglefs Iword : defpair and die.

Thou quiet foul, fleep thou a quiet fleep : \To Richm.

Dream of fuccefs and happy viiStory,

Thy adverfary's wife doth pray for thee.

Enter the Ghofl of Buckingham.

Ghofl, The firft was I that help'd thee to the crown

:

The laft was I that felt thy tyranny. [To K, Rich.

O, in the battel think on Buckingham,

And die in terror of thy guiltinefs.

Dream on, dream on, of bloody deeds and death.

Fainting defpair defpairing yield thy breath.

I dy'd for hope, ere I could lend thee aid ,• [To Richm.

But cheer thy heart, and be thou not difmay'd :

God and good angels fight on Rkhmond's fide.

And Rkhard fall in height of all his pride. [The Ghofls vanijh,

\K. Richard flarts out of hh dream,

K. Rkh, Give me another horfe—^— bind up my wounds.

Have mercy, Jefu—— foft, I did but dream.

O coward confcience ? how dofl: thou afflid me ?

The lights burn blue is it not dea3 midnight ?

Cold fearful drops ftand on my trembling flefli.

What ? do I fear my felf? there's none elfe by,

Hhh 2 Is
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Is there a murth'rer here ? no ; yes, I am. *

My confcience 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 fhall defpair : there is no creature loves me

:

And if I die, no foul will pity me. *

Methought, the fouls of all that I had murther'd

Came to my tent, and every one did threat

To-morrow's vengeance on the head of Rkhard.

Enter RatclifF.

Rat, My lord.

K. Rich. Who's there?

Rat. RatcUff^ my lord. The early village cock

Hath twice done falutation to the morn

Your friends are up, and buckle on their armour.

K. Rkh. Ratcliff^ I fear, 1 fear

Rat. Nay, good my lord, be not afraid of (hadows.

* No 5 yes, I am

:

Then fly what, from my felf? great reafonj 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 ielf?

0 no. Alas, I rather hate my felf,

For hateful deeds committed by my felf

1 am a villain i yet I lie, I am not.

Fool, of thy felf fpeak well Fool do not flatter.

My confcience hath, (^c.

* ' no foul will pity me. •

Nay, wherefore fhould they ? fince that I my felf

Find in my felf no pity to my felf.

Methought, the fouls of, (^c.
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K. Rich, By the Apoftle Pauly fliadows to-night

Have ftruck more terror to the foul of Rtchardy

Than can the fubftance of ten thoufand foldiers

Armed in proof, and led by (hallow Richmond,

It is not yet near day. Come, go with me.

Under our tents \ I'll play the eaves-dropper.

To hear if any mean to (brink from me.

[Exeunt K. Richard J RatclifF-

SCENE V.

Enter the Lords to Richmond fitting in his Tent,

Lords. O O D morrow, Richmond.

VJ Rkhm. I cry you mercy, lords and watchful gentle-

That you have ta'en a tardy fluggard here. [men.

Lords. How have you flept, my lord ?

Richm. The fweeteft (leep and faireft boading dreams,

That ever enter'd in a drowfie head.

Have I (ince your departure had, my lords.

Methought their fouls who(e bodies Richard murther'd.

Came to my tent, and cried out Victory.

I promi(e you my heart is very jocund.

In the remembrance of (b fair a dream.

How far into the morning is it, lords ?

Lords. Upon the ftroak of four.

Richm. Why then 'tis time to arm and give diredion.

More than I have faid, loving countrymen.

The leilure and enforcement of the time

Forbids to dwell on
j

yet remember this,

God and our good caufe (ight upon our fide.

The pray'rs of holy (aints, and wronged (buls.

Like high-rear'd bulwarks (land before our faces.

Richard
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Richard except, tliofe whom we fight again fl:

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 eftabli{h*d

;

One that made means to come by what he hath.

And flaughter'd thofe that were the means to help him,

A bafe foul ftone, made precious by the foil

Of England's chair, where he is falfely fet

:

One that hath ever been God's enemy j

Then if you fight againft God's enemy,

God will in juftice ward you as his fbldiers.

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 {hall pay your pains the hire.

If you do fight in fafeguard of your wives.

Your wives ftiall welcome home the conquerors.

If you do free your children from the fword,

Your children's children quit it in your age.

Then in the name of God and all thefe rights,

Advance your ftandards, draw your willing fwords.

For me, the ranfbm of my bold attempt

Shall be this cold corps on the earth's cold face

:

But if I thrive, the gain of my attempt

The leaft of you fhall fliare his part thereof

Sound drums and trumpets boldly, chearfiilly,

God, and Saint George/ Rkhmondy and vidory?

SCENE
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SCENE VI.

E^ter King Richard, RatclifF, and Catesby.

K. Rrch,^\l^T}ri2it faid Northumberland^ as touching Richmond?

V V Rat, That he was never trained up in arms,

K. Rkh. He faid the truth and what faid Surrey then ?

Rat> He fmil'd and faid, the better for our purpofe.

K. Rkh. He was i'th' right, and fb indeed it is.

Tell the clock there give me a Kalendar. [Clock Jlr'ikeso

Who faw the fun to-day ?

Rat. Not I, my lord.

K. Rkh. Then he difdains to {hine ; for by the book,

He fhould have brav'd the eaft an hour ago

A black day it will be to fbme body, Ratcltff.

Rat. My lord ?

K. Rkh. The (un will not be feen to-day,-

The sky doth frown and lowre upon our army

I would thefe dewy tears were from the ground—

-

Not fhine to-day ? why what is that to me
More than to Rkhmond? for the felf-fame heav'n

That frowns on me, looks fadly upon him.

Enter Norfolk.

Nor. Arm, arm, my lord, the foe vaunts in the field.

K. Rkh. Come, buftle, buftle capari/bn my horic,

Call up lord Stanley, bid him bring his power,

I will lead forth my foldiers to the plain.

And thus my battel fhall be ordered.

My foreward fhall be drawn in length,

Confifting equally of horfe and foot

:

Our archers fhall be placed in the midft
j

John
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John Duke of Norfolk^ Thomas Earl of Surrey^

Shall have the leading of the foot and horfe.

They thus direded, we our felf will follow

In the main battel, which on either fide

Shall be well winged with our chiefeft horfe

:

This and St. George to boot. What think'ft thou, Norfolk}

Nor. A good diredion, warlike Soveraign.

This paper found I on my tent this morning. [G'tv'mga fcrowL

Jocky Norfolk, be not fo boldy [Reads.

- Dickon thy mafier is bought and fold,

K. Ktch. A thing 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.

Devised at firft to keep the flrong in awe.

Our flrong arms be our confcience, fwords our law.

March on, join bravely, let us to't pell mcll.

If not to heav'n, then hand in hand to hell.

What fliall I fay more than I have inferr'd?

Remember whom you are to cope withal,

A fort of vagabonds, of rafcals, run-aways,

A fcum of Britons^ and bafe lackey-peafants.

Whom their o'er-cloyed country vomits forth

To defpcrate adventures and deftrudtion.

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.

Long kept in Britain at our mother's coft?

A roilk-fop, one that never in his life

Felt fb much cold, as over fhooes in fnow.

Let's whip thefe flragglers o'er the Teas again,

3 Lafh
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Lafli hence thefe over-weening rags of France^

Thefe famifh'd beggars, weary of their lives
j

Who, but for dreaming on this fond exploit.

For want of means, poor rats, had hang'd themfelves.

If we be conquer'd, let men conquer us.

And not thofe hai^ard-Brifomy whom our fathers

Have in their own land beaten, bobb'd and thump'd,

And on record left them the heirs of fhame.

Shall thefe enjoy our lands? lye with our wives?

Ravifh our daughters ?—hark, I hear their drum. [Drum afar off.

Fight gentlemen of England, fight bold yeomen!

Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the head

:

Spur your proud horfes hard, and ride in blood

:

Amaze the welkin with your broken ftaves

!

Enter a Meffenger.

What fays lord Stanley, will he bring his power ?

Mef, My lord, he doth deny to come.

K. Rkh, Off with his fon George's head.

Nor. My lord, the enemy is paft the marfh ,•

After the battel let George Stanley die.

K. Rkh. A thoufand hearts are great within my bofom.

Advance our ftandards, fet upon our foes.

Our ancient word of courage, fair St. George,

Infpire us with the fpleen of fiery dragons.

Upon them ! Vidory fits on our helms. [Exemt,

SCENE VII.

Alarum, Excurftons. Enter Catesby.

Catef. 13 Efcue, my lord of Norfolk, refcue, refcue

:

-IV The King enads more wonders than a man.

Vol. IV. I i i Daring
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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. Rkh, A horfe, a horfe, my kingdom for a horlc.

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 :

I think there be fix Richmonds in the field.

Five have I (lain to-day inftead of him.

A horfe, a horfe, my kingdom for a horle.

Alarums, Enter King Richard and Richmond
^

they fight,

Richard is Jlain.

Retreat, and Flourijh. Enter Richmond, Stanley hearing the

Crown, with dwers other lords,

Richm. God and your arms be prais'd, victorious friends
;

The day is ours, the bloody dog is dead.

Stan. Couragious Richmond, well haft thou acquit thee ;

Lo, here thefe long 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 u(e of it.

Richm. Great God of heaven, fay Amen to all.

But tell me firft, is young George Stanley living ?

Derby. He is, my lord, and fafe in Leicefier town

Whither, if you fo pleafe, we may withdraw us.

Richm. What men of note are flain on either fide ?

Derby. John Duke of Norfolk, Walter the lord Ferris^

Sir Robert Brakenbury, Sir William Brandon,

Richm,
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Richm. Inter their bodies as becomes their births.

Proclaim a pardon to the fbldiers fled.

That in fubmiffion will return to us.

And then, as we have ta'en the facrament.

We will unite the White Rofe and the Red»

Smile heav'n upon this fair conjunction.

That long hath frown'd upon their enm.ity :

What traitor hears me, and fays not Amen?
En^and hath long been mad, and fcar'd her felf

;

The brother blindly fhed the brother's blood,

The father rafhly flaughter'd his own fon,

The fbns, compell'd, been butchers to the fire :
*

O now let Rkhmond and Elizabeth

,

The true fucceeders of each royal houfe.

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 treafbn wound this fair land's peace.

Now civil wounds are ftopp'd, peace lives agen

:

That fhe may long live here, God fay, Amen. [Exeunt.

* butchers to the fire;

All this divided York and Lancafier,

Divided in their dire divifion.

O now let, ^c.
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I Come no more to make laugh
^

things now

That bear a weighty and a fertous brow,

Sady high, and working, full of ftate and woe^

Such noble fcenes, as draw the eye to flow^

We Jhall prefent. Thofe that can pity, here

May, if they think it well, let fall a tear

The fubjeB will deferve it. Such as give

Their money out of hope they may beheve,

May here find truth too. Thofe that come to fee

Only a jhow or two, {andfo agree.

The play may pafs ) // they be flill and wiUing,

ril undertake may fee away their Jhilling

Richly in two Jhort hours. Only they

That come to hear a merry, bazvdy play

A noife of targets ; or to fee a fellow

In a long motley coat, guarded with yellow

Wdlbe deceived: for, gentle hearers, know

To rank our chofen truth with fuch a Jhow

As fool and fight is, {befide forfeiting

Our own brams, and th" opinion that we bring

To make that only true we now intend)

Wdl leave us ne'er an underfianding friend.

Therefore, for goodnefs fake, as you are known

The firfi and happieft hearers of the town,

Be fad, as we would make ye. Think ye fee

The very perfons of our noble ftory.

As they were living : think you fee them great,

Andfollowed with the general throng, andfweat

Of thoufand friends Then, in a moment^ fee

How foon this mi^tinefs meets mifery f

And if you can be merry then, I'll fay

A man may weep upon his wedding day*
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ACT I. SCENE I.

Enter the Duke of Norfolk at one door : at the other the Duke of

Buckingham, and the Lord Abergavenny.

Buckingham.
O O D morrow, and well met. How have ye done

Since laft we faw y'in France 7

Nor. I thank your Grace :

Healthful, and ever finee a frefh admirer

Of what I faw there.

Buck. An untimely ague

Staid me a prifbner in my chamber, when

Thofe ^ luns of glory, thofe two lights of men

Met in the vale of Arde.

Nor. 'Twixt Guynes and y^rde

:

I was then prefent, faw 'em falute on horfe-back.

Beheld them when they lighted, how they clung

In their embracement, as they grew together;

Which had they, what four thron'd ones could have weigh'd

Such a compounded one ?

Buck. All the whole time

I was my chamber's prifoner.

Vol. IV. K k k Nor.
» fons.
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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, its. To-day the French^

All clinquant, all in gold, like heathen gods

Shone down the Engl'ijh ^ and to-morrow they

Made Brha'm, India : every man that ftood,

Shew'd like a mine. Their dwarfifli pages were

As Cherubins, all gilt j the Madams too.

Not us'd to toil, did almoft fweat 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

Equal in luftre, were now beft, now word.

As prefence did prefent them j him in eye.

Still him in praife^ and being prelent both,

'Twas faid they faw but one, and no difcerner

Durft wag his tongue in ceofure. When thefe ^lins,

(For fo they phrafe 'em) by their heralds, challenged

The noble Ipirits to arms, they did perform

Beyond thought's compafs, that old fabulous ftory

(Being now (een poifible enough) got credit
j

That f Bevls was believ'd.

Bi/ck. Oh, you go far.

Nor. As I belong to worfliip, and affedt

In honour, honefty ; the trad: of ev'ry thing

Would by a good difcourfer lofe fome life.

Which a(5tion's felf was tongue to.

Buck. All was royal
j

To the difpqfing of it nought rebell'dy

Crder
The old romantic legend of Bevis of Southampton.
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Order gave each thing view. The office did

Diftindly his full fiirKaion. "Who did guide,

I m^an who fet the body and the limbs

Of this great fport together, as you guefs ?

Nor, One (ure, that promifes no f element

In (uch a bufinefs.

Buck. Pray you, who, my lord ?

Nor. Ail this was order'd by the good difcretion

Of the right rev'rend Cardinal of Tork.

Buck. The devil fpeed him: no man's pye is freed

From his ambitious finger. What had he

To do in thefe fierce vanities ? I wonder

That fuch a \ ketch can with his very bulk

Take up the rays o'tlV beneficial fun,

And keep it from the earth.

Nor. Yet fiirely Sir,

There's in him ftuff that puts him to thefe ends.

For being not propt by anceftry, whofe grace

Chalks fuccefTors their way ; nor call'd upon

For high feats don^ 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. I cannot tell:

What heav'n hath giv'n him • let fbme graver eye

Pierce into that: but I can fee his pride

Peep through each part of him ; whence has he that.

If not from hell ? the devil is a niggard.

Or has giv'n all before, and he begins

A new hell in himfelf

K k k 2 BucL

no rudiment or beginning.

:t ketch, from Italian Caicchio, ftgnifying a Tub, Barrel, or Hogfliead. Skinner.
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Buck, Why the devil.

Upon this French going out, took he upon him.

Without the privity o'th' King, t' appoint

Who fliould attend him ? he makes up the file

Of all the gentry for the moft part 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 f papers.

Aber, I do know

Kinfmen of mine, three at the leaft, that have

By this fb ficken'd their eftates, that never

They (hall abound as formerly.

Buck. O many

Have broke their backs with laying mannors on 'em

For this great journey. What did this great vanity

But minifter communication of

A moft poor ilTue ?

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 fbllow'd, was

A thing infpir'd 5 and not con(ulting, broke

Into a gen'ral prophefie j that this tempeft,

Dafhing the garment of this peace, aboaded

The (udden breach on't.

Nor. Which is budded out:

For France hath flaw'd the league, and hath attached

Our merchants goods at Bourdeaux^

Aher. Is it therefore

Th' ambaflador is filenc'd i

Nor,

f he papers, a verb j His own letter, by his own Jingle authority and without the con-

(urrence of the Council, muft fetch in Him whom he papers down. I don't underftand it,

unlefe this be the meaning.
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Nor, Marry is't.

Aber. A proper title of a peace, and purchas'd

At a (uperfluous rate!

Buck. 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 wiflies you

Honour and plenteous fafety) that you read

T^he Cardinal's malice and his potency

Together ; to confider further, that

What his high hatred would effed, wants not

A minifter in his pow'r. You know his nature.

That he's revengeful ; and I know his fword

Hath a (harp edge: it's long, and't may be faid,

It reaches far ^ and where 'twill not extend.

Thither he darts it. Boifom up my counfel.

You'll find it whoKbme. Lo, where comes that rock

That I advife your fhunning.

SCENE II.

Enter Cardinal Wolfey, the purfe horn before h'tm^ certain of the

guardy and two fecretar'm with papers the Cardinal in his

paffage fixeth his e^e on Buckingham, and Buckingham on

himy both full of difdain,

WoL The Duke of Buckingham's furveyor? ha?

Where's his examination ?

Seer. Here, fo pleafe you.

fVoL Is he in perfon ready ?

Seer, Ay, an't pleafe your Grace.

W?/. Well, we {hall then know more^

And
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And Buckingham {hall leffen this big look.

[Rxeura Cardinal and his train.

Buck. This butcher's cur is venom-mouth'd, and I

Have not the pow'r to muzzle him, therefore beft

Not wake him in his (lumber. A beggar's book

Out-worths a noble's blood.

Nor. What, are you chaf'd.*

Ask God for temp'rance, that's th' appliance only

Which your difeafe requires.

Buck. I read in's iook%

Matter againft me, and his eye revil'd

Me as his abjed object ; at this inftant

He bores me with fome trick, he's g|o,ne tath' King

:

I'll follow and out-ftai"e him.

Nor. Stay, my loaid,,

And let your reafon with your choler queftion

What 'tis you go about. To- climb fteep hills.

Requires flow pace at. fixft.
.
Auger is like

A full-hot horfe,, who being ailow'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 yoqr friend.

Buck, ril to the King,

And from^ a mouth of honour quite cry down

This^ Ipfivich fellow's infolence, or proclaim

There's dtff'rence in no perfbns.

Nor. Be advis'd,-

Heat not a fu^-n^cq for youv fae lb hot

That it do finge your felf. We may ouX-ruo,

By violent fwiftneJfs, that which we run at

;

And lofe by over-running : know you> not.

The fire that mounts the liqupx 'till't run o!er,

In feeming to augment it, waftcs it,: be

4 Advis'd
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Advis'd I fay again, there is nb Englt/h

Soul ftronger to dire(5t you than your felf.

If with the fap of realbn you would quench,

Or but allay the fire of paflion.

BucL Sir,

Vm thankful to you, and I'll go along

By your prefcription but this top-proud fellovV,

Whom from the flow of gall I name not, but

From fincere motions
;
by intelligence

And proofs as clear as founts in July^ when

We fee each grain of gravel, I do know

To be corrupt and treafbnous.

Nor. Say not, treafbnous.

Buck. Toth' King I'll fay't, and make my Vouch as ftrong

As fhore of rock attend. This holy for.

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

Infedting one another
j
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.

Nor. Faith, and fo it did.

Buck. Pray give me favour. Sir,---- this cunning Cardinal

The articles o'th' combination drew

As himfelf pleas'd ; and they were ratify'd

As he cry'd, let it be to as much end,

As give a crutch to th' dead. But our ^ Gourt-Cardiiial

Has done this, and 'tis well for worthy fVolfeyy

Who cannot err, he did it. Now this follows,

(Which, as I take it, is a kind of puppy

To
*» count. —
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To th* old dam, treafbn) Charles the Emperor,

Under pretence to fee the Queen his aunt,

(For 'twas indeed his colour, but he came

To whifper Wolfey) here makes vifitation :

His fears were, that the interview betwixt

England and France, might through their amity

Breed him ibme prejudice for from this league

Peep'd harms that menac'd him. He privily

Deals with our Cardinal, and as L trow.

Which I do well for I am fure the Emperor

Paid ere he promised, whereby his fiiit was granted

Ere it was ask'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 (bon he (ha 11 by me) that thus the Cardinal

Does buy and fell his honour as he pleafes.

And for his own advantage.

Nor. I am fbrry

To hear this of him and could wifti you were

Something miftaken in't.

Buck, No, not a fyllable

:

I do pronounce him in that very fhape

He fhall appear in proof.

SCENE III.

Enter Brandon, a Serjeant at arms before hm^ and two or three

of the guard.

Bran. Your office, Serjeant; execute it.

Serj. Sir,

My lord the Duke of Buckingham, and Earl

Of Hertford, Stafford, and Northampton, I

Arreft
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Arreft thee of high treafon, in the name

Of our mod Sov'reign King.

Buck, Lo you, my lord.

The net has fall'n upon me j I fliall perifli

Under device and pra<Slice.

Bran, I am forry

To fee you ta'en from liberty, to look on

The bufinefs prefent. 'Tis his Highnefs pleafure

You fliall to th' Tower.

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 this and all things : I obey.

0 my lord Aberganny, fare ye well.

Bran. Nay, he muft bear you company. The King

Is pleas'd you fliall to th' Tower^ '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 me obey'd.

Bran. Here is a warrant from

The King, t' attach lord Montague, and the bodies

Of the Duke's confeflbr, John de la Car,

One Gilbert Peck, his counfellor.

Buck. So, fbj

Thefe are the limbs o'th' plot : no more, I hope ?

Bran. A monk o'th' Chartreux.

Buck. Michael Hopkins ?

Bran. He.

Buck. My furveyor is falfe, the o'er-great Cad inal

Hath fliew'd him gold my life is (pann'd already

:

1 am the fldadow of poor Buckingham,

Vol. IV. L 1 1 Whofe
.- — k
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Whofe figure ev'n this iti{fent clbud puts' on-.

By dark'ning my clear Jfun. My lord^ farevek [Ex^hti

.
— r— '

'—^ '- ^
'
-1 / .

-

Cornet, Enter King Heary,, leantng m the Cardinal's JhouTdet^-y

the Nobles and Ji'/rr Thomas Lovel ,- the Cmdtnak flaces hirup

felf under the Km^s feety on his right fide,

King.l^/(Y hfe it felf, and the beft hearts of ic,

XVX Thanfes you foF' this greats aure : I tood leycl

Of a full-charg'd^ conffed'racy, and^ give thank*

To you that choak'd it. Let be call'd before u»

That gentleman of Buckingham's in per(b%

I'll hear him his conftflloms jufti^e,

And point by point tfee- titeafonsc of his Mafter^

He fhall again relate.

A noifcy with, crying^ Boom firr tke ^ean.. Ujfhefdi hy the Duh.

of Norfolk, Enter the ^een, Norfolk and Suffolk ,• Jhs.

kneels. The King rifeth from his^ fiatey takes, her u^j Ktjjes.and

placeth her kyjoiimj

^ieen. Nay, we mui^T long&i» kn^eJ i I^sm^ a^f«iitc«3.

King. Arife, and take place by m^; half your (Itit;^

Never name to us
j
you have half our power :

The other moiety ere you i^k is givefl ,•

Repeat your will and take it.

^4een, Thank your Majefly.

That you would love your felf, and in that love

Not unconfider'd ieav€ yKrur honour, nor

The dignity of yoiH? oflkd^ is the point

Of my petition.

King* Lady mine, proceeds . ^tieem
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^een, I am ^follicited, not by aiw.
And thofe of true condition, that your fbbjeds

Are in great grievance. There have been commiflions

Sent down among 'en^, which have flaw'd the heart

Of all their loyalties wherein although \7o Wolfey.

(My good lord Cardinal) they vent reproaches

Moft bitterly on you as putter on

Of thefe exactions, yet the King our mafter

(Whofe honour heav'n fliield from foil) efcapes not

Language unmannerly ,• yea fiich which breaks

The fides of loyalty, and almoft appears

In loud rebellion.

Nor. J^ot almoft appears.

It doth appear; for upon thefe taxations.

The clothiers all, not able to maintain

The many to them 'longing, have put off

The fpinfter«, 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.

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 ?

IVoL Pleafe you, Sir, - .

I know but of a fiogle part in ought

Pertains to th' ftate, and front but in that fik

Where others tell fi:eps with me.

^een. No, my lord,
,

You know no more than others : bur you frame

Things that are known alik^, which are not wholfome

To thofe which wo«ld not know them, and yet muft

Lll 2 Per-^
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Perforce be their acquaintance. Thefe exa<5tions

(Whereof my Sov'raign would have note) they are

Moft 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 fuffer

Too hard an exclamation.

K'mg. Still exaction ! . ^

The nature of it, in what kind let's know

Is this exaction ?

^een. I am much too vent'rous

In tempting of your patience, but am bolden'd

Under your promis'd pardon. The fubjedts grief

Comes through commiffions, which compel from each

The fixth part of his fubftance, to be levy'd

Without delay j and the pretence for this

Is nam'd your wars in France, This makes bold mouths

;

Tongues fpit 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 tra<5table obedience is a flave

To each incenfed will. I would your Highneft

Would give it quick confideration, for

There is no primer bafenefs.

Ktng. By my life,

This is again ft our pleaidire. . \ '

WoL And 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 perlbn, yet will be

The chronicles of my doing j let me fay,

'Tis but the fate of place, and the rough brake
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That virtue muft go through : we muft not ftint

Our neceffary actions, in the fear

To cope malicious cenlurers ,• which ever.

As rav'nous fiflies^ do a veffel 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

Not ours, or not allow'd : what worft, as oft

Hitting a groffer quality, is cry'd up

For our beft ad : if we ftand ftill, in fear

Our motion will be mock'd or carped at.

We fliould 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 iffue

Are to be fear'd. Have you a precedent

Of this commiflion ? I believe not any.

We muft not rend our (ubjeds 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

:

And though we leave it with a root thus hackt.

The air will drink the fap. To ev'ry country

Where this is queftion'd, fend our letters, with

Free pardon to each man that has deny'd

The force of this commiflion pray look to't,

I put it to your care.

JVol. A word with you. \To the Secretary.

Let there be letters writ to ev'ry ftiire

Of the King's grace and pardon : The griev'd commons
Hardly conceive of me j let it be nois'd.

That through our interceflion, this revokement

And



[Exit Secretary,

SCENE V.

Enter Surveyor,

^een, I'm forry that the Duke of Buckingham

Is run in your difpleafure.

King. It grieves many;

The gentleman is learn'd, a moft rate fpeaker,

To nature none more bound, his training fiich.

That he may furnirti and inftrud great teachers,

And never feek for aid out of himfelf.

Yet fee, when noble benefits (hall prove

Not well difpos'd, the mind growing once corrupt.

They turn to vicious forms, ten times more ugly

Than ever they were fair. This man fo compleat.

Who was enroU'd 'mongfl: wonders, and when we

Almoft with lift'ning ravifh'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 befinear'd in hell. Sit, you fhall hear

(This was his gentleman in truft) of him

Things to ftrike honour fad. Bid him recount

To-fore-recited practices, whereof

We cannot feel too little, hear too much.

JVoL Stand forth, and with bold fpirit relate, what yoii,

"Moft like a careful fubjed, have colleded

Out of the Duke of Buckingham,

King, Speak freely.

Surv, Firft, it was ufiial with him, ev'ry day

It would infed his fpeech, that if the King]

Should
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And pardon comes ,• I fliali anon advife you

Further in the proceeding.
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should without iffue die, he'd earry^tfo^

To make the fcepter his. Thefe very w^rds

Fve heard him utter to his fbn-in-law,

Lord Abergamy, to whom by oath he menaced

Revenge upon the Cardinal.

fVoL Pleafe your Highnefs, note

His dangerous conception in this point ;

Not friendtd by his wifli to your high perfonf.

His will is moft malignant, and it ftretches

Beyond you to your friends.

^een. My learn'd lord Cardinal,

Deliver all with charity.

King. Speak on,-

How grounded he his title to the crown

Upon our fail ? to this^ point haft thou heard him-

At any time fpeak ought ?

Surv, He was brought to this,

By a vain prophefie of Nicolas Henton,

King, What was that Henton ?

Surv. Sir, a Chartreux Vn2Lr,

His confefTor, who fed him ev'ry minute

With words of Sov'reignty.

King. How know'ft thou this ?

Surv. Not long before your Highnefs fped to Francey

The Duke being at the Rofe, within the parifli

St. Lawrence Poultreyy did of me demand

What was the fpeech among the Londoners

Concerning the French ]ox[xn^Y - ^ reply'd.

Men fear'd the French would prove perfidious-

To the King's danger : prelcntly the Duke

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
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Hath fent to me, wifhing me to permit

John de la Car my chaplain, a choice hour

To hear from him a matter of (bme moment

:

Who (after under the commiflion's feal

He fblemnly had fworn, that what he fpoke

My chaplain to no creature living but

To me fhould utter) with demure confidence

Thus paufingly enfii'd ^ Neither the King, nor's heifi

(Tell you the Duke) ihall prolper, bid him ftrive

To gain the love o'th' commonalty, the Duke
Shall govern England

^een. 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 charge not in your fpleen a noble perfon.

And fpoil your noble foul I fay take 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'rous

For him to ruminate on this, until

It forg'd him fome defign, (which, being believ'd.

It was much like to do) he anfwer'd, Tufh,

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 ?

Surv, I can, my Liege. ^

K'mg, Proceed.

Surv,



IGng Henry VIII. 457
Surv, Being at Greenwkhy

After your Highnefs had reprov'd the Duke

About Sir IVilliam Blomer—^'

King, I remember

Of (iich a time, he being my fworn fervant,

The Duke retain'd him his. But on what hence ?

Surv, If, quoth he, I for this had been committed.

As to the Towery I thought ; I would have plaid

The part my father meant to ad upon

Th'ulurper Rfchard, who being at Salisbury

^

Made fiiit to come in's prefence which, if granted,

(As he made femblance of his duty) would

Have put his knife into him.

King, A giant traitor!

fVol. Now, Madam, may his Highnels live in freedom.

And this man out of prifbn ?

^een, God mend all.

King. There's (bmething more would out of thee ; what fay'ft ?

Surv. After the Duke his father with the knife.

He ftretch*d him, and with one hand on his dagger,

Another fpread on's breaft, mounting his eyes.

He did difcharge a horrible oath, whofe tenour

Was, were he evil us'd, he would out-go

His father, by as much as a performance

Does an irre/blute purpofe.

King. There's his period.

To (heath his knife in us : he is attached.

Call him to prefent tryal ; if he may
Find mercy in the law, 'tis his j if none.

Let him not feek't of us : by day and night

He's traitor to the height. [Exeuftt^

Vol. IV. M m m SCENE
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S C E N E VI.

Eftter Lord Chamherlam, and herd Satids.

Cham, TS't poflible the fpells of France (hould juggle

JL Men into luch ftrange myfteries ?

Sands, New cuftoms.

Though they be never fb ridiculous,

Nay let 'em be unma,nly, yet are foUow'd.

Cham. As far as I fee, all the good our Ejnglijh

Have got by the lafl: voyage, is but meerly

A fit or two o'th' face, but they are {hrcwd ones ;

For when they hold 'em, you would fw^ar dire<Stly

Their very nofes had been counfellors

To Pepin or Clothar'ms, they keep ftate fo.

Sands. They've all new legs, and lame ones ; one would take it,

(That never faw 'em pace before) the Ipavin

And fpring-halt reign'd among 'em.

Cham. Death! my lord.

Their cloaths are after fiich a pagan cut coo.

That fure they've worn out 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 court gate,

Cham. What is't for ?

Lov. The reformation of our travell'd gallants.

That fill the court with quarrels, . talk and tailors.

Cham. I'm glad 'tis there j now I would pray our Monfieurs

To think an Englijh courtier may be wife,

« And
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And never fee the Louvre,

Lov. They mull cither

(For fb 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 thole types of travel.

And underftand again like honeft men
Or pack to their old play-fellows ; there, I take it.

They may, cum pr'wilegtOy 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.

Cham. What a lofs our ladies

Will have of thefe trim vanities ?

Lov. Ay marry.

There will be woe indeed, lords the fly whorefons

Have got a fpeeding trick to lay down ladies

:

A French fong and a fiddle has no fellow.

Sands. The devil fiddle 'em ; I'm glad they^re going.

For fiire 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, aad by'r lady

Held carrant mufick too.

Cham. Well faid, lord Sands,

Your colt's tooth is not caft yet ?

Sands. No, my lord.

Nor fliall not, while I have a ftiimp.

Cham. Sir Thomas,

M m m X Whither
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whither are you a-going ?

Lov. To the Cardinal's

;

Your lordfhip is a gueft too.

Cham. O, 'tis true^

This night he makes a (upper, and a great one.

To many lords and ladies ; there will be

The beauty of this kingdom, I'll affure you.

Lov. That churchman bears a bounteous mind indeed
j

A hand as fruitful as the land that feeds us.

His dew falls ev'ry where.

Cham. No doubt, he's noble;

He had a black mouth that faid other of him.

Sands. He may, my lord, h'as wherewithal in him ;

Sparing would fhew a worfe fin than ill dodtrine.

Men of his way fliould be moft liberal.

They're fet here for examples.

Cham. True, they are fb j

But few now give fo great ones : my barge flays
;

Your lordfhip {hall along : come, good Sir Thomas^

We fliall be late elfe, which I would not be.

For I was (poke to, with Sir Henry Gmlfordy

This night to be comptrollers.

Sands, I'm your lordfhip's. [Exeunt.

SCENE VII.

Hautboys. A fmall table under a fiate for the Cardtnaly a longer

table for the guejls. Then enter Anne BuUen, and divers other

ladies and gentlemen, as guefisy at one door-, at another door^

enter Sir Henry Guilford.

Gud. Ladies, a gen'ral welcome from his grace

Salutes ye all : this night he dedicates

To fair content and you : none here he hopes,

In
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In all this noble bevy> has brought with her

One care abroad : he would have all as merry.

As, firft, good company, good wine, good welcome.

Can make good people.

Enter Lord ChamberlatHy Lord Sands and Lovell.

0 my lord, y'are tardy
j

The very thought of this fair company

Clap'd wings to me.

Cham, You're young, Sir Harry Guilford.

Sands, Sir Thomas Lovell, had the Cardinal

But half my lay-thoughts in him, fome of thefe

Should find a running banquet ere they refted j

1 think would better pleafe 'em : by my life.

They are a fweet fociety of fair ones.

Lov. O that your lordfhip were but now confeflbr

To one or two of thefe.

Sands, I would I were.

They {hould find eafie penance.

Love, 'Faith, how eafie?

Sands, As eafie as a down bed would afford it.

Cham, Sweet ladies, will it pleafe you fit : Sir Harry

y

Place you that fide, I'll take the charge of this :

His Grace is entring
;
nay you muft not freeze :

Two women plac'd together make cold weather

:

My lord Sandsy you are one will keep 'em waking
j

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 j
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But he would bite none;, joft as I do now^

He'd kifs you twenty with a breath,

Cham. Well faid, my lord:

So now y'are fairly feated : gentlemen.

The penance lyes on you, if thefe fair ladies

Ta(s away frowning.

Sands. For my little cue,

1-et me alone.

Hautboys, Enter Cardinal Wolley, and takes hh fiate,,

Wol, Y'are welcome,, ray fair guefts^ that noble lady

Or gentleman that is not freely merry

Is not my friend. This to confirm my welcome*.

And to you all good health.

Sands, Your Grace is 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 neighbour

:

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 'em

Talk us to filence,

Anne. You're a merry gamefbr.

My lord Sands.

Sands. Yes, if I make my play :

Here's to your ladyfhip, and pledge it, madam

:

For 'tis to liich a thing—

-

Anne. You cannot ftiew me.

Sands, I told your Grace that they would talk anon.

[Drum and trumpets^ chambers difchanged,

WoL What's that?

Cham,
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Cham» Look out there, fbme of ye.

WoL What warlike voice.

And tjo what end is this ? nay, ladies, fear not
^

By all the laws of war y'arc privileged.

Enter a Servant.

Chim. How now, what is't ?

Ser, A noble troop of ftrangers.

For fo they feem, have left their barge, and kndcd.

And hither make, as great ambairador<s

From foreign Princes.

fVoL Good Lord Chamberlain,

Go, give 'em welcome
;
you can fpeak the French tongue.

And pray receive 'em nobly, and condud: 'em

Into our prefence, where this heav'n of beauty

Shall (hine at full upon them. Some attend him,

\All ar'tfe^ and tables removed.

You've now a broken banquet, but we'll mend it.

A good digeftion to you all ; and once more

I fhowre a welcome on ye : welcome all.

Haiitboys, Enter King and others as maskers^ habited like She:p-

herds, ujher'd by the Lord Chamberla'm. They pafs direBly be-

fore the Cardinal^ and^acefully falute htm,

A noble company f what are th^ir pleafures ?

Char/i. Becaufe they fpeak no En^fh^ - thus they pray'd

To tell your Grace, that having heard by fame

Of this fo noble and fo fair aflcmbly.

This night to meet here, they codd do no kfs.

Out of the great relpe^t they bear to beauty,

JBut leave their flocks, and under your fair conduct

Crave kave to view thefe ladies, ^nd entreat

An

463
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An hour of revels with 'em.

fTol. Say, Lord Chamberlain,

They've done my poor houfe grace : for which I pay 'em

A thoufand thanks, and pray 'em take their pleafiires.

[Chu/e lad'tesy King and Anne Bullen.

King. The faireft hand I ever touched f O beauty,

'Till now I never knew thee. \Mufick, Dance

^

WoL My lord.

Cham. Your Grace ?

W?/. Pray tell 'em thus much from me

:

There ftiould be one amongft 'em by his perfon

More worthy this place than my felf, to whom.
If I but knew him, with my love and duty

II would furrender it. \Wh'tJper.

Cham, I will, my lord.

WoL What fay they ?

Cham, Such a one, they all confefs.

There is indeed, which they would have your Grace

Find out, and he will take it.

M^ol, Let me fee then

:

By all your good leaves, gentlemen, here I'll make

My royal choice.

King, You've found liim. Cardinal

:

You hold a fair affembly : you do well, lord.

You are a church-man, or I'll tell you. Cardinal,

I fhould judge you unhappily.

Wol, I'm glad

Your Grace is grown fb pleafant.

Krng, My Lord Chamberlain,

Tr'ythee come hither, what fair lady's that ?

Cham, An't pleafe your Grace, Sir Thomas Bulkn\ daughter^

i(The Vifcount Rochford,) one of her Highnefs* women*
King.
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King* By heaven fhe's a dainty one : fweet heart,

I were unmannerly to take you out, [To Anne Bullen.

And not to kifs you. A health, gentlemen.

Let it go round.

Wol. Sir Thomas Lovelly is the banquet ready

P th' privy chamber ?

Lov, Yes, my lord.

WoL Your Grace,

I fear, with dancing is a little heated.
,

King. I fear too much.

WoL There's frefher air, my lord.

In the next chamber.

Kmg, Lead in your ladies every one : (weet partner,

I muft not yet forfake you ; let's be merry,

Good my lord Cardinal : I have a dozen healths

To drink to thefe fair ladies, and a meafure

To lead 'em once again, and then let's dream

Who's beft in favour. Let the mufick knock it.

[Exeunt with Trumpets.

A C T II. S C E N E I.

Enter two Gentlemen at feveral Doors*

1 Gentleman.
HITHER away fo faft?

2 Gen. O Sir, God fave ye

:

Ev'n to the hall, to hear what (hall become

Of the great Duke of Buckingham,

I Gen, I'll fave you

That labour. Sir. All's now done, but the ceremony

Vol. IV. N n n Of
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Of bringing back the pris'aer.

1 Gefi, Were you there ?

1 Gen, Yes indeed was L

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 condemned upon't.

2 Gen. I'm fbrry for't.

1 Gen. So are a number more.

2 Gen. But pray how paft it ?

1 Gen. ril tell you in a little. The gr^at Duke
Came to the Bar ; where, to his Accufations

He pleaded ftill not guilty, and<alledg*<l

Many (harp reafons to -defeat the law.

The King's Attorney, on the contrary,

Urg'd on examinations, proofs, confdflSons

Of divers witnelTes, which the Duke <Jefir'd

To have brought viva voce to his Face ^

At which appear'd again ft him, his lurveyor.

Sir Gilbert Pecke his chancellor, and John Car

Confeffor to him, with that devil monk
Hopkms, that made this mifchief.

2 Gen. That was he

That fed him with his prophecies.

1 Gen. The fame.

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 treafbn. Much
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 ?

I Gen, When he was brought again to th' bar, to. hear

His
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His knell rung out, his judgment, he was fticr'd

With fuch an agony, he fweat extrcamly.

And fomcthing fpoke in choler, ill and hafty j

But he fell to himfelf again, and fweetly

In all the reft fliew'd a moft noble patience.

z Gen. I do not think he fears death.

I Gen. Sure he does not.

He never was (b womanilh j the caufe

He may a little grieve at.

1 Gen. Certainly,

The Cardinal is the end of this.

1 Gen. 'Tis likely.

By all conje(5tures : firft K'tldare^s attainder.

Then deputy of Ireland ; who remov'd.

Earl Surrey was fent thither, and in hafte too.

Left he ftiould help his father.

2 Gen. That trick of ftate

Was a deep envious one.

1 Gen. At his return.

No doubt he will requite it ; this is noted.

And generally, who ever the King favours.

The Cardinal inftantly will find employment for,

And far enough from court too.

2 Gen. All the commons
Hate him pernicioufly, and o' my confcience

Wifh him ten fathom deep : this Duke as much
They love and doat on, call him bounteous Buckingbanty

The Mirror of all courtefie.

N n n 2 SCENE
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SCENE II.

Enter Buckingham from Ms Arratgnment, Ttpflaves before h'tm^

the Axe with the edge towards h'tm^ Halberds on each fide,

accompan'ted with Sir Thomas Lovel, Sir Nicholas Vaux,
Walter Sands, and common People^ &c.

1 Gen, Stay there. Sir,

And fee the noble ruin'd Man you /peak 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.

I have this day receiv'd a traitor's judgment,

And by that name muft 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,

'T has done, upon the Premifes, but Juftice ;

But thofe that fought it, I could wifli more chriftians

Be what they will, I heartily forgive 'em ,•

Yet let 'em look they glory not in mifchief.

Nor build their evils on the graves of great men
;

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 Buckingham,

His noble friends and fellows, whom to leave

Is only bitter to him, only dying

Go with me like good Angels to my end.

And as the long divorce of fteel falls on me,

Make of your prayers one fweet facrifice,

And
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And lift my foul to heav'n. Lead on a God's name.

Lov, I do befeech your Grace for charity,

If ever any malice in your heart

Were hid againft me, now forgive me frankly.

BucL Sir Thomas Lovell^ 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

Shall make my grave.—Commend me to his Grace:

And if he (peak of Buckmgham, pray tell him.

You met him half in heav'n : my vows and pray'rs

Yet are the King's j and 'till my foul forfake me.

Shall cry for bleflings 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 {hall lead him to his end,

Goodnefs and he fill up one monument.

Lov. To th' water-fide I muft condud your Grace,

Then give my charge up to Sir Nicholas Vatix,

Who undertakes you to your end.

Vaux, Prepare there,

The Duke is coming : fee the barge be ready,

And fit it with fuch furniture as luits

The greatnefs of his perfon.

Buck, Nay, Sir Nicholas

^

Let it alone my ftate now will but mock me.

When I came hither, I was Lord high conftable.

And Duke of Buckingham now, poor Edward Bohun.

Yet I am richer than my bafe accufers.

That never knew what truth meant ; I now feal it ,•

And with that blood will make 'em one day groan for't.

My noble father, Henry of Buckingham,



47c' King Henry VIII.

Who firft raisM Head againft ilfurping Rk1§dt-dy

Flying for fuccour to his fervant Bamjfer,

Being diftrefs'd, was by that wretch betray'd,

And without tryal fell; God's peace be with him?

Hemy the Sev'nth fucceeding, truly pitying

My father's lofs, Hke a moft royal Prince

Reftor*d to me my honours ; and from ruins,

Made my name once more noble. Now his Ton,

Henry the Eighth, 'name, honour, life, and all

That made me happy, at one ftroak has taken

For ever from the world. I had my tryal,

And muft needs fay, a noble one ; which makes hie

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.

A moft unnatural and faithlefs fervicef

Heav'n has an end in all : yet, you that hear me.

This from a dying man receive as certain:

Where you are lib'ral of your loves and counfels.

Be fiire you be not loofe ; thole you make friends.

And give your hearts to, when they once perceive

The leaft rub in your fortunes, fall away

Like water from ye, never found again.

But where they mean to fink ye. All good people

Pray for me ! I muft leave ye ; the laft hour

Of my long weary life is come upon me

:

Farewel ; and when you would fay fomething fad.

Speak how I fell I've done and God forgive me.

\Exemt Buckingham dndTfalrt.

1 Gen. O, this is full of pity ,• Sir, it 'calls,

I fear, too many curfes on their heads,

That were the authors.

2 Gen. If the Duke te guiltlefs,

'Tis
« Ufe^ hcnoury mme^ and all
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'Tis foil of woe yet I can give ,y»u inkling

Of an enfoing evil, if it fall.

Greater than this.

1 Gefi, Good angels keep it froni us

:

What may it be ? you do not doulDt my faith, Sir ?

2 Ge^i. This fecret is fo weighty, 'twill require

A ftrong faith to conceal it.

1 Gefj, Let me have it

I do not talk much.

% Gen, I am confident ;

jYou fliall. Sir j did you not of late days hear

A buzzing, of a feparation.

Between the King and Kath'r'me^

\ Gen, Yes, but it held not ,•

:For when the King once heard it, out of anger

He fent command to the Lord Mayor ftrait

To ftop the rumour, and allay th^ipfe tongues

That durft difperfe it.

2 Gen. But that flander. Sir,

Is found a truth nowj for it grows again

Freftier than e'er it was, and held for certain

The King will venture at it. Either the Cardinal,

Or fbme about him near, have (oat of malice

To the good Queen) poffeft him with a icf,i:^ple

That will undo her : to confirm this too.

Cardinal Campe'ms 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-biflioprick of Toledo^ this is purpos'd.

2 Gen. I think you've hit the mark j but is't not cruel.

That fhe fliould feel the fmart of this? the Cardinal

Will
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Will have his will, and (he muft fall.

I Gen. 'Tis woful.

We are too open here to argue this :

Let's think in private more. [Exeunt.

SCENE III.

Enter Lord Chamberlain, reading a letter.

MT lord, the horfes your lordjh'tp fent for, with all the care

1 had Ifaw well chofen, ridden, and furmjh'd. They were

young and handfome, and of the heji breed m the North. When
they were ready to fet out for London, a man of my lord Cardi-

nal's, by commijjion and mam power took ^em from me, with this

reafon h'ts mafter would be ferv'd before a fubjeB, if not before

the King, which flopped 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. Good day to both your Graces.

Suf. How is the King employ'd ?

Cham. I left him private,

Full of fad thoughts and troubles.

Nor. What's the caufe ?

Cham. It feems the marriage with his brother's wife

Has crept too near his confcience.

Suf. No, his confcience

Has crept too near another lady.

Nor. 'Tis fo
J

This is the Cardinal's doing j the King-Cardinal ;

That bUnd prieft, like the eldeft fon of fortune,

^ Turns
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Turns what he Hft. The King will know him one day.

Suf. Pray God he do ^ he'll never know himfelf elfe.

Nor, How holily he works in all his bufinefs.

And with what zeal ? for now he has crackt the league

'Tween us and th' Emperor, the Queen's great nephew :

He dives into the King's foul, and there fcatters

Doubts, dangers, wringing of the confcience.

Fears, and defpair, and all thefe for his marriage
j

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 ftroke of fortune falls.

Will blefs the King ; and is not this courfe pious ?

Cham. Heav'n keep me from liich counfel ! 'tis moft ti

Thefe news are ev'ry where, ev'ry tongue fpeaks 'em,

And ev'ry true heart weeps for't. All that dare

Look into thefe affairs, fee his main end.

The French King's flfter. Heav'n will one day open

The King's eyes, that fb long have flept upon

This bold, bad man.

Suf. And free us from his flavery.

Nor, We had need pray, and heartily, for deliv'rance

Or this imperious man will work us all

From Princes into pages ,• all mens honours

Lye like one lump before him, to be fafhion'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.

Vol. IV. Goo
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If the King pleafe : his curfes and his bleffings

Touch me aUke ^
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 ?

Cham, Excufe me.

The King hath fent me other-where : befides

You'll find a moft unfit time to difturb him

:

Health to your lordfliips. \Extt Lord Chamberlain,

Nor, Thanks, my good Lord Chamberlain.

7%e Scene draws, and difcovers the King fitting and readmg

penfwely,

Suf, How fad he looks \ lure he is much afflided.

King, Who's there? ha?

Nor. Pray God he be not angry.

King, Who's there, I fay ? how dare you thruft your felves

Into my private meditations ?

Who am I? 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 pleafiire.

Ktng, Ye are too bold

:

Go to; I'll make ye know your times of bufineJfs:

Is this an hour for temporal affairs ? ha ?

Enter Wolfey, and Campeius the Pope's Legaty with a

CommiJJion.

Who's there ? my good Lord Cardinal ? O my Wolfey^ /

The
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The quiet of my wounded confcience
;

Thou art a cure fit for the King. You're welcome,

Moft learned rev'rend Sir, into our kingdom,

Ufe us, and it
;
my good 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 conference.

King, We are bufie ; go.

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 cannot continue.

Nor, If it do,

rll venture one heave at him.

Suf, I another. [Exeunt Norfolk and Suffolk.

Wol, Your Grace has giv'n a precedent of wifdom

Above all Princes, in committing freely

Your fcruple to the voice of Chriftendom

:

Who can be angry now ? what envy reach you ?

The Spaniard, ty'd by blood and favour to her,

Muft now confefs, if they have any goodnefs.

The tryal juft and noble. All the clerks,

I mean the learned ones in chriftian kingdoms,

Have their free voices. Rome, the nurfe ofjudgment.

Invited by your noble ielf, hath fent

One gen'ral tongue unto us, this good man.

This juft and learned prieft, Cardinal Campems,

Whom once more I prefent unto your Highnefs.

K'mg, And once more in mine arms I bid him welcome.

And thank the holy conclave for their loves.

They've fent me iuch a man I would have wifti'd for.

Cam, YofUa: Grace muft needs deferve all firangers loves,

Oo o z You
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You are fo noble : to your Highnefs' hand

I tender my commiflion
;
by whofe virtue,

(The court of Rome commanding) you, my lord

Cardinal of Tork are join'd with me, their fervant.

In the impartial judging of this bufinefs.

Kmg, Two equal men : the Queen fhall be acquainted

Forthwith for what you come. Where's Gardmer 7

Wol. I know your Majefty has always 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 fhall have and my favour

To him that does bed, God forbid elfe. Cardinal,

Pr'ythee call Gardiner to me, my new Secretary,

I find him a fit fellow.

Enter Gardiner.

Wol. Give me your hand; much joy and favour to you ;

You are the King's now.

Gard. But to be commanded

For ever by your Grace, whofe hand has rais'd me.

King. Come hither, Gardiner. \lValks and whifpers.

Cam. My lord of Tork^ was not one dodor Pace

In this man's place before him ?

IVol. Yes, he was.

Cam. Was he not held a learned man ?

Wol Yes, furely.

Cam, Believe me, there's an ill opinion fpread then

Ev'n of your felf, lord Cardinal.

Wol, How ? of me ?

Cam, They will not ftick to fay you envy'd him ;

And fearing he would rife, he was fb virtuous.

Kept him a foreign man ftill which fo griev'd him

That
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That he ran mad and dy'd.

IVol. Heav'n*s peace be with him!

That's chriftian care enough : for living murmurers,

There's places of rebuke. He was a fool,

For he would needs be virtuous. That good fellow.

If I command him, follows my appointment,-

I will have none fb near elfe. Learn this, brother,

We live not to be grip'd by meaner perfbns.

K'mg. Deliver this with modefty to th' Queen. Gardiner.

The moft convenient place that I can think of.

For fuch receit of learning, is Black-Fryars :

There ye fhall meet about this weighty bufinefs.

My IVolfe'y^ fee it furnifh'd. O my lord.

Would it not grieve an able man to leave

So fweet a bedfellow ? but confcience, confcience

O 'tis a tender place, and I muft leave her. [Exeunt.

SCENE V.

Enter Anne BuUen, and an old Lady,

Anne, T^T ^ ^ ^^^^ neither here's the pang that pinches.

N His Highnefs liv'd fo long with her, and fhe

So good a lady, that no tongue could ever

Pronounce difhonour of her ,• by my Hfe,

She never knew harm-doing : oh, now after

So many courfes of the fun enthron'd.

Still growing in a majefty and pomp.

The which to leave, a thoufand-fold more bitter

Than fweet at firft t'acquire. After this procefs.

To give her the avaunt ! it is a pity

Would move a monfter.

Old L, Hearts of moft hard temper

Melt and lament for her.
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Anne. In God's will, better

She ne'er had known pomp j though't be temporal.

Yet if that quarrel, fortune, do divorce

It from the bearer, 'tis 4 iufPraace pan^ng
As foul and body's fey'ring.

Old L, Ah poor lady^

She's ftranger now again.

Anne. So much the more

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'il up in a glift'ring grkf,

And wear a golden forrow.

Old L. Our content

Is our beft having.

^ _Anne. By my troth and maidenhead,

1 would not be a Queen.

Old L. Befhrew me I would.

And venture maidenhead for't and fo 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

Affected eminence, wealth, fovereigntyj

Which, to fay fboth, are blcfEngs ,• and which gifts

(Saving your mincing) the capacity

Of your fbft f chiverel confcience would receive.

If you might pleafe to ftretch it.

Anne. Nay, good troth

Old L. Yes, troth and troth; you woul<i not be a Queen?

Anne. No, not for all the riches under heav'n.

Old L. 'Tis ftrange j 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
'

i. e. Tender, from Cheverillus, a young Cock, a Chick.
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To bear that load of title ?

Anne, No, in truth.

Old L, Then you are weakly made : pluck off a little :

1 would not be a young Count in your way.

For more than blufhing comes to ; if your back

Cannot vouchfafe this burthen, 'tis too weak

Ever to get a boy.

Anne, How do you talk!

I fwear again, I would not be a Queen

For all the world.

Old L. In faith for little England

You'll venture an emballing : I my felf

Would for Carnarvanjh'tre
y
though there belong'd

No more to th' crown but that. Lo, who comes here ?

Rnter Lord Chamberlain,

Cham. Good-morrow, ladies ; 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 miftrefs' forrows we were pitying.

Cham. It was a gentle bufinefs, and becoming

The adion 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 bleffings

Follow fuch creatures. That you may, fair lady^

Perceive I (peak fincerely, and high notes

Ta'en of your many virtues j the King's Majefty

Commends his good opinion to you, and

Does purpofe honour to you no lefs flowing

Than Marchionels of Pembrook ; to which title

A thoufand pound a year, annual fiipportj

Out
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Out of his grace he adds.

y^me, I do not know

What kind of my obedience I {hould tender
;

More than my all, is nothing : for my prayers

Are not words duly hallow'd, nor my wiflies

More worth than vanities
; yet pray'rs and wiflies

Are all I can return. 'Befeech your lordfliip,

Vouchfafe to fpeak my thanks and my obedience,

As from a blufliing handmaid to his Highnefs

;

Whofe health and royalty I pray for,

Cham. Lady,

I fhall not fail t'approve the fair conceit
^

The King hath of you. I've perus'd her well,

Beauty and honour in her are fo mingled \Afide.

That they have caught the King ,• and who knows yet,

But from this lady may proceed a gem
To lighten all this Ifle.^ I'll to the King,

; i
. . ,v

,

And fay I fpoke with you. \F^xtt Chamherla'm.

Anne. My honour'd lord.

Old L. Why this it is : lee, fee,

1 have been begging fixteen years in court

(Am yet a courtier beggarly) nor could

Come pat betwixt too early and too late^

For any fuit of pounds: And you, oh fate!

(A very frefli 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.

Old L. How tafles it ? is it bitter ? forty pence, no :

There was a lady once ('tis an old ftory)

That would not be a Queen, that would flie not,

For all the mud in Egypt ^ have you heard it ?

Anne, Come, you are pleafant.

^ OldU.
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Old L. With your theme, I could

O'er-mount thelark. The marchionefs o( Pemhrook/

A thoufand pounds a year, for pure refped f

No other obligation ? By my hfe

That promifes more thoufands : honour's train

Is longer tl .an his fore-skirt. By this time

I know your back will bear a Dutchels. Say,

Are you not ftronger than you were >

Anne. Good lady,

Make your felf mirth with your particular fancy,

And leave me out on't. Would I had no being,

If this fakite my blood a jot it faints me
To think what follows.

The -Qaeen is comfortlefs, and we forgetful

In our long abfence j pray do not deliver

What here y'ave heard, to her.

Old L. What do you think me r \Exeunt,

SCENE VI.

Trumpets^ Sonnet, and Cornets. Enter two Mergers, with Jhort fiU

ver wands ^ next them two Scribes m the hahtts of DoBors : af-

ter them ^ the Bijhop of C^interhmy alone; after him, the Bi-

Jhops of Lincoln, Ely, Rochefter, and St. Afaph^ next them,

with fome fmall difiance^ follows a gentleman bearing the purfe.

With the great feal, and the Cardinal's hat then two Priefts,

hearing each a filver crofs ; then a gentleman-ufloer bare headed,

accompanied with a ferjeant at arms, bearing a mace then two

gentlemen, bearing two filver pillars after them, fide by fide,

the two Cardinals, two noblemen with the fword and mace. The

King takes place under the cloth offtate the two Cardinals fit

Vol. IV. Ppp under
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under h'm asjudges. The ^ieen takes place fome dtflance from

the King, The bijhops place themfelves on each fide the courtm
manner of a confijiory: below them^ the fcrlhes. The lords fit

next the bifhops. The refi of the attendants fiand in convenient

order about the fiage,

//-^d//.^It WHILST our commiflion from Rome is read,

V V Let filence be commanded.

Kmg. What's the need ?

It hath ah'eady pubUckly been read.

And on all fides th' authority allow'd.

You may then (pare that time.

Wol. Be't fb, proceed.

Scribe. Say, Henry K^i^g England, come into the court.

Cryer. Henry King of England, &c.

King. Here.

Scribe. Say, Katherine Queen of England,

Come into the court.

Cryer. Katherine, Queen of England, &c.

\The ^ueen makes no anfwer, rifes out of her chair, goes about the

court, comes to the King, and kneels at his feet then fpeaks 5]

Sir, I defire you do me right and juftice,

And to beftow your pity on me for

I am a mod poor woman, and a ftranger.

Born out of your dominions^ having here

No judge indiff'rent, and no more alTurance

Of equal friendfhip and proceeding. Alas, Sir,

In what have I offended you? what caufe

Hath my behaviour giv'n to your difpleafure.

That thus you ftiould proceed to put me off,

And take your good grace from me ? Heaven witnefs,

I've been to you a true and humble wife,

At all times to your will conformable :

Ever
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Ever in fear to kindle your diflike.

Yea, fubjed: to your count'nance
;

glad or fbrry,

As I faw it inclin'd : when was the hour

I ever contradicted your defire ?

Or made it not mine too ? which of your friends

Have I 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 Hking ? 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, againft mine honour ought.

My bond of wedlock, or my love and duty

Againft your facred perlbn ^ in God's name
Turn me away j and let the foul'ft contempt

Shut door upon me, and fo give me up

To the fharp'ft kind of juftice. Pleafe you. Sir,

The King your father was reputed for

A Prince moft prudent, of an excellent

And unmatch'd wit and judgment. Ferdinand

My father, King of Spam, was reckon'd one

The wifeft Prince that there had reign'd, by many
A year before. It is not to be queftion'd.

That they had gather'd a wife council to them

Of ev'ry realm, that did debate this bufinefs.

Who deem'd our marriage lawful. Wherefore humbly.

Sir, I befeech you, fpare me, 'till I may
Be by my friends in Spain advis'd j whole counfel

I will implore. If not, i' th' name of God
Your pleafure be fulfill'd.

P p p 2
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WoL You have here, lady,

CAnd of your choice) the(e rev'rend fathers, men
Of fingular integrity and learning

:

Yea, the ele(5t o'th'land, who are affembled

To plead your caufe. It fliall be therefore bootlels

That longer you defer the court, as well

For your own quiet, as to redtifie

What is unfettled in the King.

Cam. His Grace

Hath fpoken well and juftly
;

therefore, madam.

It's fit this royal feffion do proceed.

And that without delay their arguments

Be now produc'd, and heard.

^een. Lord Cardinal,

To you I fpeak.

Wol. Your pleafure, madam.

^een. Sir,

I 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

I'll turn to fparks of fire.

WoL Be patient yet

^deen, I will, when you are humble nay before.

Or God will punifli me. I do believe,

Induc'd by potent circumftances, that

You are mine enemy, and make my challenge.

You fliall not be my judge. For it is you

Have blown this coal betwixt my lord and me.

Which God's dew quench! therefore I fay again,.

I utterly abhor, yea from my foul

Refufe you for my judge, whom yet once more

I hold my mod mahcious foe, and think not

At all a friend to truth.
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WoL I do profefs

You /peak not like your felf, who ever yet

Have ftood to charity, and difplay'd th' efFeds

Of difpofition gentle, and of wifdom

O'er-topping woman's power. Madam, you wrong me.

I have no fpleen againft you, nor injuftice

For you, or any; how far I've proceeded.

Or how far further fliall, is warranted

By a commiffion from the confiftory.

Yea, the whole confift'ry of Rome. You charge me.

That I have blown this coal ^ I do deny it.

The King is prefent ; if't be known to him

That I gainfay my deed, how may he wound.

And worthily, my falfhood ? yea, as much

As you have done my truth. But if he know
That I am free of your report, he knows

I am not of your wrong. Therefore in him

It lyes to cure me, and the cure is to

Remove thefe thoughts from you. The which before

His Highnefs fhall /peak in, I do befeech

You, gracious madam, to unthink your fpeaking,

And fay no more.

^ieen> My lord, my lord, I am
A fimple woman, much too weak t' oppofe

Your cunning. You are meek, and humble-mouth'd

You figQ your place and calling, in full feeming,

With meeknefs and humility j but your heart

Is cramm'd with arrogance, with fpleen and pride.

You have by fortune and his Highnefs' favours

Gone {lightly o'er low fleps, and now are mounted

Where pow'rs are your retainers ^ and your words,

Domefticks to you, ferve your will, as't pleafe

Your felf pronounce their office. I mufl tell you^

You
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You tender more your perfon's honour, than

Your high profeffion fpiritual. That again

I do refufe you for, my judge, and here

Before you all, appeal unto the Pope

To bring my whole caufe 'fore his holinefs.

And to be judg'd by him.

[She curtfies to the Kmgy and offers to depart.

Cam, The Queen is obftinate.

Stubborn to juftice, apt t'accufe it, and

Difdainful to be try'd by't; 'tis not well.

She's going away.

King. Call her again.

Cr^er. Katherme^ Queen of England, come into the court.

UJJjer, Madam, you are call'd back.

^ieen. 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 pals on^

T will not tarry
5
no, nor ever more

Upon this bufinefs my appearance make
In any of their courts. [Exemt ^een and her Attendants,

SCENE VII.

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, (weet gentleneis,

Thy meeknels faint-like, wife-like government.

Obeying in commanding, and thy parts

Sovereign and pious, could but Ipeak thee out^

The Queen of earthly Q^ieens. She's noble born,-

And like her true nobility, Ihe has

4 Carried
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Carried her felf tow'rds rne.

JVol. Moft gracious Sir,

In humbleft manner I require your Highnefs

That it fhall pleafe you to declare, in hearing

Of all thefe ears (for where I'm robb'd and bound,

There muft I be unloosed, although not there

At once, and fully fatisfy'd) if I

Did broach this bufinefs to your Highne^, or

Laid any fcruple in your way, which might

Induce you to the queftion on*t; or ever

Have to you, but with thanks to God for fuch

A royal lady, fpake one the leaft word.

That might be prejudice of her prefent (late,

Or touch of her good per(bn ?

King, My lord Cardinal,

I do excufe you
^

yea, upon mine honour,

I free you from't : you are not to be taught.

That you have many enemies, that know not

Why they are fo, but like the village curs.

Bark when their fellows do. By fome of thefe

The Queen is put in anger y'are excus'd

:

But will you be more juftify'd ? you ever

Have wifti'd the fleeping of this bufinefs, never

Defir'd it to be ftirr'd ^ but oft have hindred

The paffages made tow'rds it : on my honour

I fpeak, my good lord Cardinal, to this point

;

And thus far clear him. Now, what mov'd me to't,

I will be bold with time. and your attention:

Then mark th' inducement. Thus it came
^

give heed to't.

My confcience firfl: received a tendernefs.

Scruple, and prick, on certain fpeeches utter'd

By th' bifhop of Bayon, then French ambafladot;,

Who had been hither fent on the debating
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A marriage 'twixt the Duke of Orleans and

Our daughter Mary : Vth' progrels of this bufinefs,

Ere a determinate refolution, he

(I mean the bifhop) did require a refpite.

Wherein he might the King his lord adyertife.

Whether our daughter were legitimate
;

Refpe6ting this our marriage with the Dowager,

Sometime our brother's wife. This refpite fhook

The bofom of my confcience, enter'd me.

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

I 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) (liould

Do no more offices of life to't, than

The grave does to the dead^ for her male-iffue,

Cr died where they were made, or (hortly after

This world had air'd them. Hence I took a though

This was a judgment on me, that my kingdom

(Well worthy the bed heir o'th' world) fhould not

Be glad in one by me. Then follows, that

I weigh'd the danger which my realms flood in

By this my ifl'ue's fail, and that gave to me

Many a groaning throe : thus hulling in

The wild fea of my confcience, I did fteer

Towards this remedy, whereon we are

Now prefent here together ; that's to fay,

I meant to re(5l:ifie my confcience, (which

I then did feel full fick, and yet not well)

By all the rev'rend fathers of the land

And dodors learn'd. Firfl, I began in private
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With you my lord of Lincoln you remember

How under my oppreflion I did reel.

When I firft mov*d you.

Lin, Very well, my liege.

King, I have fpoke long j be pleas'd your felf to fay

How far you fatisfy'd me.

Lin, Pleafe your Highnefs,

The queftion did at firft fb ftagger me.

Bearing a ftate of mighty moment in't,

And confequence of dread that I committed

The daring'ft counfel which I had to doubt

:

And did intreat your Highnefs to this courfe

Which you are running here.

King, I then mov'd you

My lord of Canterbury, and got your leave

To make this prefent fummons unfbllicited.

1 left no rev'rend perfon in this court,

But by particular confent proceeded

Under your hands and feals. Therefore go on
5

For no diflike i'th' world againft the perfon

Of our good Queen, but the (harp thorny points

Of my alledged rea(bns drive this forward.

Prove but our marriage lawful, by my life

And kingly dignity, we are contented

To wear our mortal ftate to come, with her,

(Katherine our Queen) before the primeft creature

That's paragon'd i'th' world.

Cam, So pleafe your Highnefs,

The Queen being abfent, 'tis a needful fitnefs

That we adjourn this court to further dayj

Mean while muft be an earneft motion

Made to the Queen, to call back her appeal

She intends to his Holinefs. ^ _

' Vol. IV, Q.<] S ^^<?-



49^ Henry VHI.

K'wg. I may perceive

Thefe Cardinals trifle with me : I abhor

Thrs dilatory floth, and tricks of Rome,

My learn'd and well-beloved fervant Crmmer^

Pr'ythee return j with thy approach, I know.

My comfort comes along. Break up the court :

I fay, fet on. {Rxemt, in manner as they entered.

ACT III. SCENE !.

Enter ^leen and her Women, as at work.

Q^u E E

A K E thy lute, wench, my foul grows fad with trou-

bles :

Sing, and difperfe 'em if thou canft: leave working.

SONG.
ORpheus, with his lute, made treet.

And the mountam tops that freeze.

Bow themfelves when he did fing.

To his mufick, plants and flowers

Ever rofe, as fun and Jhowers

There had made a lafimg fprtng,

Ev'ry thing that heard him play,

Ev'n the billows of the fea.

Hung their heads, and then lay by,.

In fweet mufick is fuch art,

Kdling care, ^nd grief of heart.

Fall a/leepy or hearing die^

Bf^ter
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Enter a Gentleman,

^een. How now?

Gent, And't pleafe your Grace, the two great Cardinals

Wait in the prefence.

^een. Would they (peak with me?

Gent, They wilPd me fay (b, Madam.
^een. Pray their Graces

To come near ; what can be their bufinels

With me, a poor weak woman, fall'n from favour ?

I do not like their coming. Now I think on't,

They (hould be good men, their affairs are righteous.

But all hoods make not monks.

Enter the Cardinals Wolfey and Campeius.

Wol. Peace to your Highnefs.

^een. Your Graces find me here part of a houfe-wifc,

(\ would be all) againft the worft may happen

:

What are your plealiires with me, reverend lords ?

Wol. May't pleafe you, noble Madam, to withdraw

Into your private chamber ; we {hall give you

The full caufe of our coming.

^een. Speak it here.

There's nothing I have done yet, o* my confcience,

Deferves a corner ; would all other women
Could /peak 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<5tions

\\^ere try'd by ev'ry tongue, ev'ry eye faw 'em,

Envy and bafe opinion fet againft 'em ,•

I know my life fo even. If your bufmefs

Do feek me out, and that way I am wife in,-

Out with it boldly : truth loves open dealing.

Q^q q 2 WoL
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JVoL Tantaefi ergate menus integritaSyRegma SeremJ/lma.

^ieen. Good my lord, no Latm
I am not fiich a truant fince my coming,

'

As not to know the language I have liv'd in.

A ftrange tongue makes my caufe more ftrange, fufpicious

:

Pray fpeak in EngUJJj ; here are fbme will thank you

If you Ipeak truth, for their poor miftrefs' fake.

Believe me fhe has had much wrong. Lord Cardinal,

The willing'ft fm I ever yet committed

May be ablblv'd in EngUJh,

WoL Noble lady,

I'm forry my integrity fhould breed

(And fervice to his Majefty and you)

So deep fiifpicion, where all faith was meant.

We come not by the way of accufation.

To taint that honour every good tongue bleffes ,•

Nor to betray you any way to fbrrow,-

You have too much, good lady : but to know

How you (land minded in the weighty difference

Between the King and you? and to deliver.

Like free and honeft men, our juft opinions

And comforts to your caufe.

Cam. Moft honour'd madam.

My lord of Tork^ out of his noble nature.

Zeal, and obedience he ftill bore your Grace,

Forgetting like a good man your late cenfure

Both of his truth and him, (which was too far)

Offers, as I do, in a iign of peace

His fervice and his counfel.

^eeri. To betray me.

My lords, I thank you both for your good wills.

Ye fpeak like honeft men, pray God ye prove fo*

But how to make ye fuddenly an anfwer
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In fuch a point of weighty fo near mine honour,

(More near my life, I fear) with my weak wit.

And to fiich men of gravity and learning,

(In truth I know not. I was fet at work

Among my maids ; full little, God knows, looking

Either for fuch men, or fuch bufinefs.

For her fake that I have been, (for I feel

The laft fit of my greatnefs) good your Graces,

Let me have time and council for my caufe

:

Alas, I am a woman, friendlefs, hopelefs.

IVoL Madam, you wrong the King's love with thofe fears.

Your hopes and friends are infinite.

^een. In England

y

But little for my profit : can you think, lords.

That any Engltfh man dare give me counfel ?

Or be a kno\yn friend 'gainfl his Highnefs' pleaflire.

Though he be grown fo defp'rate to be honeft.

And live a fubjed? nay forfooth, my friends

They, that mufl weigh out my affli(5tions,

They, that my truft muft grow to, live not here
j

They are, as all my comforts are, far hence

In mine own country, lords.

Cam. I would your Grace

Would leave your griefs, and take my counfel.

§ueen. How, Sir ?

Cam. Put your main caufe into the King's prote(5lion^

He's loving and mod 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.

^een. Ye tell me what ye wifh for both, my ruin:

Is this your chriftian counfel l out upon ye.

Heav'n
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Heav'n is above .all yet , th«i-e fits a Judge,

That no King can corrupt.

Cam. Your rage miftakes os.

^een. The more fhame (or ye- ht)ly mten T thought ye.

Upon my foul^ tvw> rev'rend Cardinal virtires
;

But Cardinal fins, and hollow heart?9, I fear ye:

Mend 'em for (hame, my lords : is this your comfort

The cordial that ye bring a wretched lady ?

A woman loft among ye, laughed at, fcorn'd ?

I will not wifh ye half my miferies,

I have more charity. But fay I warn'd ye
;

Take heed, take heed for heav'ns fake, left at once

The burthen of my forrows fall upon ye.

JVol. Madam, this is a meer diftra6tion.

You turn the good we offer into envy.

^een. Ye turn me into nothing. Wo upon ye^

And all fuch falfe profefTors f Would you have me
(If you have any juftice, any pity.

If ye be any thing, but churchmens habits)

Put my fick caufe into his hands that hates me ?

Alas, h'as banifh'd me his bed already.

His love too, long ago. I'm old, my lords,

An4 all the fellowfliip I hold now with him

Is only by obedience. What can happen

To me, above this wretchednefs ? all your ftudies

Make me a curfe, like this.

Cam. Your fears are worfe

^een. Have I liv'd thus long flet me fpeak my felf.

Since virtue finds no friends) a wife, a true one ?

A woman (I dare fay without vain-gloryj

Never yet branded with fiifpicion?

Have I, with all my full affedions

Still met the King ? lov'd him next heav'n, obey'd him ?
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Been, out of fondnefs, fuperftitious to him ?

Almoft forgot my prayers to content him >

And am I thus rewarded ? *tis not well, lords.

Bring me a conftant woman to her husband.

One that ne'er dream'd a joy beyond his pleafore

;

And to that woman, when flie has done moft,

Yet will I add an honour a great patience.

WoL Madam, you wander from the good we aim at.

^een. 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 e'er divorce my dignities.

IVol. Pray hear me
^ieen. Would I had never trod this Engl'tjh earth.

Or felt the flatteries that grow upon it!

Ye've angels faces, but heav'n knows your hearts.

What fhall become of me now! wretched lady!

I am the moft unhappy woman living.

Alas, poor wenches, where are now your fortunes ? [To her uiQinen..

Ship-wrack'd upon a kingdom, where no pity,

No friends, no hope! no kindred weep for me!

Almoft no grave allow'd me ! like the lilly.

That once was miftrefs of the field and flourifli'd,

I'll hang my head, and perifh.

WoL If your Grace

Gould but be brought to know our end*; are honeft.

You'll feel more comfort. WKy iliould we, good lady,

Upon what caufe, wrong you? alas, our places.

The way of our profcflion is againft it

:

We are to cure fuch forrows, not to fow 'em.

For goodnefs fake conirder what you do.

How you may hurt your fdf, nay utterly

Grow from the King's acqnaintaace, by this carriage.

The



496 Kwg Henry VIII.

The hearts of Princes kifs obedience.

So much they love it : but to ftubborn fpirits,

They fwell and grow as terrible as ftorms.

1 know you have a gentle, noble temper,

A foul as even as a calm
;

pray think us

Thofe we profefs, peace-makers, friends and fervants.

Cam. Madam, you'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 j for us (if you pleafe*

To truft us in your bufinefs) we .are ready

To ufe our utmofl: ftudies in your fervice.

^ieen. D.o what you will, my lords ; and pray forgive me.

If I have us'd my felf unmannerly.

You know I am a woman, lacking wit

To make a feemly anfwer to fuch perfons.

Pray do my fervice to his Majefty.

He has my heart yet ^ and fliall have my prayers

While I fhall have my life. Come, rev'rend fathers,

Beftow your coynfels on me. She now begs,

That little thought when fhe fet footing here,

She fhould have bought her dignities fo dear.

SCENE n.

Efiter the Duke of Norfolk, T)uke of Suffolk, Lord Surrey,

and Lord Chamherlam,

TV^jr.TF you will now unite in your complaints,

X And force them with a conftancy, the Cardinal

Cannot (land under them. If you omit

The offer of this time, I cannot promife

But
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But that you {hall fuftain more new difgraces,

With thefe you bear already.

Sur. I am joyful

To meet the lead occafion that may give me
Remembrance of my father-in-law the Duke, ,

To be reveng'd on him,

Suf. Which of the Peers

Have uncontemn'd gone by him, or at leaft

Strangely neglected ? when did he regard

The ftamp of noblenels in any perfon

Out of himfelf ?

Cham, My lords, you (peak your pleafures

:

What he deferves of you and me, I know :

What we can do to him (though now the time

Give way to us) I much fear. If you cannot

Bar his accels to th' King, never attempt

Any thing on him j for he hath a witchcraft

Over the King in's tongue.

Nor, O fear him not.

His Ipell in that is out ; the King hath found

Matter againft him that for ever mars

The honey of his language. No, he's fettled.

Not to come off, in his mod high difpleafiire.

Sur. I fhould be glad to hear fuch news as th

Once every hour.

Nor, Beheve it this is true.

In the divorce, his contrary proceedings

Are all unfolded j wherein he appears.

As I would wi{h my enemy.

Sur. How came

His pradiccs to light ?

Suf. Mofi: ftrangely.

Sur, How?
"Vol. IV. R r r
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Suf. The Cardinal's letters to the Rope mifcarried.

And came to th'eye o'th' King^ wherein was ready

How that the Cardinal did intrcat his holinefs

To ftay the judgment o' th' divorce for if

It did take place, I do, quoth he, perceive

My King is tangled in afFedion to

A creature of the Queen's, lady Anne Bullet,

Sur. Has the King this ?

Suf. Believe it.

Sur, Will this work ?

Cham. The King in this perceives him, how he coafts

And hedges his own way. But in this point

All his tricks founder, and he brings his phyfick

After his patient's death j the King already

Hath married the fair lady.

Sur. Would he hadf

Suf. May you be happy in your wifh, my lord,,

For I profefs you have it.

Sur. Now all joy

Trace the conjundiori.

Suf. My Amea to't.

Nor. All men's.

Suf There's order given for her coronation

:

Marry this is but young, and may be left

To fbme ears unrecounted. But, my lords,

She is a gallant creature, and compleat

In mind and feature, I perfiiade me from her

Will fall fome blefling to this land, which fhall '

In it be memoriz'd.

Sur. But will the King

Digeft this letter of the Cardinal^s ?

The lord forbid.

Nor, Marry, Amen.
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Suf, No, no:

There be more wafps that buz about his nofe,

Will make this fting the fboner. Cardinal Camf
Is ftola away to Rome^ has ta'en no leave.

Hath left the caufe to th' King unhandled, and

Is pofted as the agent of our Cardinal,

To fecond all his plot. I do affure you.

The King cry'd ha ! at this.

Cham. Now God incenfe him;

And let him cry ha, louder.

Nor, But, my lord.

When returns Cranmer?

Suf, He is returned with his opinions, which

Have fatisfy'd the King for his divorce.

Gathered from all the famous colleges

Almoft in Chriftendom j fbon, I believe,

His (econd marriage fliall be publifh'd, and

Her coronation. Katherine no more

Shall be calPd Queen, but Princefs dowager,

A wid®w to Prince Arthur,

Nor, This fame Cranmef^%

A worthy fellow, and hath ta'en much pain

In the King's bufinefs.

Suf, He has, and we fliall fee him
For it an Archbiftiop.

Nor, So I hear.

Suf, 'Tis fb.

Enter Wolfey and Cromwel.

The Cardinal.

Nor, Obferve, obferve, he's moody,
Wol, The packet, Cromwely

Gave it you the King ?

Crom, To his own hand, in's bed-chamber,

R r r z
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PVol. Look'd he o' th' indde of the paper ? :

Crom. Prefently

He did unfeal them, and the jfirft he view'd.

He did it with a ferious mind^ a heed

Was in his countenance. You he bad

Attend him here this morning.

IFoL Is he ready to come abroad .>

Crom. I think by this he is.

fVoL Leave me a while. [Exit Comwel,

It fliall be to the Dutchefs of Alenfan^ [Aftda^

The French King's fifter he fliall marry her.

Ayine Bullen ! no, I'll no Anne Bullens for him,

There's more in't than fair vifage Bullen I

No, we'll no Bullens fpeedily I wifli

To hear from Rome the marchionefs o£ Pembrook/

Nor. He's difcontented.

Suf. May be he hears the King

Does whet his anger to him.

Sur, Sharp enough,.

Lord for thy juftice

FFol. [Aftde.'] The late Queen's gentlewoman! a Knight^s

daughter f

To be her midrefs's miftrefs ! the Queen's Queen!

This candle burns not clear, 'tis I muft fnufF it.

Then out it goes what though I know her virtuous

And well-deferving ? yet I know her for

A fpleeny Lutheran, and not whole/bme to

Our caufe! tliat flie fhould lye i'th' bofom 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 Kins:,

And is his oracle.

Nor, He's ve;s'd at fbmething^

SCENE
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SCENE III.

Enter K'mg, reading of a fchedule,

Sur. I would 'twere fomething that would fret the firing

The mafter-cord oPs heart.

Suf, The King, the King.

Ktng, What piles of wealth hath he accumulated

To his own portion! what expence by th'hour

Seems to flow from him f how i' th' name of thrift

Does he rake this together! Now, my lords,

Saw you the Cardinal ?

Nor. My lord, we have

Stood here oblerving him. Some flrange commotion

Is in his brain ; he bites his lips and ftarts,

Stops on a fudden, looks upon the ground.

Then lays his finger on his temple ftrait

Springs out into faft gate, then flops again.

Strikes his breafl hard, and then anon he cafls

His eye againfl the moon, in mofl flrange poftures

We've feen him fet himfelf.

King, It may well be,

There is a mutiny in's mind. This morning

Papers of flate he fent me to perufe.

As I requir'd j 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 fluffs and ornaments of houfhold, which

I find at fuch a proud rate, it out-fpeaks

PofTeflion of a fubjed.

Nor. It's heav'ns will.

Some fpirit put this paper in the packet,

3 To
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To blefs your eye withal.

King. If we did think

His contemplations were above the earth,

And fix'd on fpi ritual objects, he fhould ftill

Dwell in his mufings ; but I am afraid

His thinkings are below the moon, nor worth

His ferious confidering.

\^He takes bis feat^ whifpers Lovel, wha goes to Wolfey,

fVol. Heav'n forgive me .

Ever God blefs your Highneis

King. Good my lord.

You are full of heav'nly fluff, and bear the inventory

Of your be ft graces in your mind,- J:he which

You were now running o'er
j
you have fcarce time

To fteal from fpiritual leifure a brief fpan

To keep your earthly audit; fure in that

1 deem you an ill husband, and am glad

To have you therein my companion.

//W. Sir,

For holy offices I have a time

;

A time to think upon the part of bufine/s

I bear i'th' ftate and nature does require

Her times of prefervation, which perforce

1 her frail fon, amongft my brethren mortaly

Muft give my tendance to.

King. You have faid well.

JVoL And ever may your Highnefs yoke together^

As I will lend you caule, my doing well

With my well faying.

King. 'Tis well faid again,

And 'tis a kind of good deed to (ay well.

And yet words are no deeds. My father lov'd you.

He faid he did, and with this deed did crowa
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His word upon you. Since I had my ofiicfe

I've kept you next my heart, have not atone

Imploy'd you where high profits might come horrie,

But par'd my prefent havifiigs, to beftow

My bounties upon you.

fVol, What (hould this mean ?

Sur. The lord iacrea/e this bufine(i.

Kmg. Have I not made you

The prime- man of the ftate ? I pray you tell mc,

If what I now pronounce you have found true

:

And if you may confefs it, fay withal

If you are bound to us, or no ? what (ay you ?

IVoL My Sovereign, I confefs your royal graces

Showr'd on me daily have been more than could

My ftudied purpofes require, which went

Beyond all man's endeavours. My endeavours

Have ever come too fliort of my defires,

Yet fill'd with my abilities , mine own

Ends have been fuch that evermore they pointed

To th' good of your mofl facred per/on, and

The profit of the ftate : For your great graces

Heap'd upon me, poor undeferver, 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 itl

Kmg. Fairly anfwer'd:

A loyal and obedient fubje£t is

Therein illuftrated j the honour of it

Does pay the a^ of it, i'th' contrary

The foulnefs is the punifhment. I preJfume

That as my hand has open'd bounty to you.

My heart dropp'd love, my poVr rain'd honour^
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On you, than any
J

fo your hand and heart.

Your brain, and every fundion of your power.

Should, notwithftanding that your bond of duty.

As 'twere in love's particular, be more

To me, your friend, than any.

IVol. I 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 yoH,

And throw it from their foul
5 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 (land unfhaken yours.

Kmg. 'Tis nobly fpoken

;

Take notice lords, he has a loyal breaft.

For you have feen him open't. Read o'er this, \Gmng h'lm papers.

And after this ; and then to breakfaft, with

What appetite you may.

\Exlt Klng^ frowning upon Cardinal Wolfey, the Nobles throng

after him whtfper'ing and fmtling,

SCENE IV.

WoL What fhould this mean ?
'

* What fudden anger's this ? how have I reap'd it }

' He parted frowning from me, as if ruin

' Leap'd from his eyes. So looks the chafed lion

^ Upon the daring huntfman that has gall'd him,

' Then makes him nothing; I muft read this paper

:

I fear, the ftoryofhis anger 'tis fb

This paper has undone me 'tis th' account

Of
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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 negUgencel

Pit for a fool to fall by. What crofs devil

Made me put this main fecret in the packet

I (ent 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 fpight of fortune

Will bring me off again. What's this To the Pope?

The letter, as I live, with all the bufinefs

I writ to's holinefs. Nay, then farewel

I've touch'd the higheft point of all my greatnefs,

And from that full meridian of my glory,

I hafte now to my fetting. ^ I (liall fall

^ Like a bright exhalation in the evening,

' And no man fee me more.

SCENE V.

Enter to Wolfey, the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk, the Earl

of Surrey, and the Lord Chamberlam,

Nor. Hear the King's pleafure, Cardinal, who commands
you

To render up the great feal prefently

Into our hands, and to confine your felf

To Afher-houfe^ my lord of Wmcheftefs,

'Till you hear further from his Highnefs.

IVoL Stay:

Where's your commiflion, lords ? words cannot carry

Authority (b mighty.

Suf. Who dare crofs 'em,

Vol. IV. S f f Bearing
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Bearing the King's will from his mouth exprefly ?

//W. 'Till I find more than mWy or words to do

I mean your malice, know officious lords,

I dare, and muft deny it. Now I feel

Of what coarfe metal ye are molded—- Envy

:

How eagerly ye follow my difgrace

As if it fed ye, and how fleek and wantOft

Y' appear in every thing may bring my rui^ft^

Follow your envious courfes, men of malice;

You have a chriftian warrant for 'em, and

In time will find their fit rewards. That feal

You ask with fuch a violence, the Kins:

(Mine and your mafter) with his own hand gave me
Bad me enjoy it, with the place and honours,

During my life; and to confirm his goodnefs,

Ty'd it by letters patents. Now, who'll take it ?

Si^r. The King that gave it.

ffoL It muft be himfelf then.

S'ur. Thou'rt a proud traitor, prieft.

H^oL Proud lord, thou lieft

:

Within thefe forty hours Surre'^ durft better

Have burnt that tongue, than faid fo.

Sur. Thy ambition,

Thou fcarlet fin, robb'd this bewailing land

Of noble Buckingham, my father-in-law :

The heads 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, from all

That might have mercy on the fault thou gav'ft him

Whilft your great goodnefs, out of holy pity^

Abfolv'd him with an axe.
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Wol This, and all elfe

This talking lord c^n lay upon my credit,

I anfwer, is mofl: falfe. The Duke by law

Found his deferts. How innocent I was

From any private malice in his end,

His noble jury and foul caufe can witnefi.

If I lov'd many words, lord^ I (hould tell yoy,

You have as little honefty as honour
;

That in the way of loyalty and truth

Toward the King, my ever royal mafter,

Dare mate a founder man than Surrey can be,

And all that love his follies.

Sur. By my foul.

Your long coat, pried, protecSts you, thou fhould'ft feel

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 us with his cap, like larks.

WoL All goodnefs

Is poifon to thy ftomach.

Sur. Yes, that goodnefs

Of gleaning all the lands-wealth into one.

Into your own hands, Card'nal, by extortion

:

The goodnefs of your intercepted packets

You writ to th' Pope, againfl the King
;
your goodnefs.

Since you provoke me, fhall be mofl notorious.

My lord of Norfolk^ as you're truly noble.

As you refped the common good, the fti^t^

Of our defpis'd nobility, our ifTues,

Who, if he live, will fcarce be gentlemen.

Produce the gr^nd ftm of Jiis fins, the ^ticle^

Sffz '
. CoUeded
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Colleded from his life. I'll ftartle you

Worfc than the fearing bell, when the brown wench

Lay kifTing in your arms, lord Cardinal.

M'^oL How much methinks I could delpife this man.

But that Pm bound in charity againft it.

Nor. Thofe articles, my lord, are in th' King's hand

:

But thus much, they are foul ones.

JVoJ. So much fairer

And fpotlefs fhall mine innocence arife,

When the King knows my truth.

St^r. This cannot fave you :

I thank my memory, I yet remember

Some of thefe articles, and out they fhall.

Now, if you can, bludi, and cry guilty. Cardinal,

You'll {hew a little honefty.

fVol. Speak on. Sir,

I dare your worft objcd:ions: if I blufh,

It is to fee a nobleman want manners.

Sur. I'd rather want thofe than my he^d ; 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 jurifdidion of all biihops.

Nor. Then, that in all you writ to Rome, or elfe

To foreign Princes, Ego &^ Rex mem
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

Ambaffador to th' Emperor, you made bold

To carry into Flanders the great feal.

Sur, Item, You fent a large commiffion

To Gregory de Caffalis, to conclude.

Without the King's will or the State's allowance,

A
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A league between his Highnefs and Ferrara.

Suf. That out of meer ambition, you have made

Your holy-hat be ftamp'd on the King's coin.

Stir, That you have fent innumerable fubftance,

(By what means got I leave to your own confcience)

To furnifh 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 j 'tis virtue:

His faults lye open to the laws j let them.

Not you, correct him. My heart weeps to fee him

So little of his great felf.

Sur. I 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 prjemunire)

That therefore fuch a writ be fued againft you,

To forfeit all your goods, lands, tenements,

Caftles, and whatfoever, and to be

Out of the King's protedion. This is my charge.

Nor. And fb we'll leave you to your meditations

How to live better. For your ftubborn anfwer

About the giving back the great feal to us,

The King fhall know it, and no doubt fliall thank you.

So fare you well, my little good lord Cardinal.

[Exeunt all but Wolfey.

SCENE
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SCENE VI.

Wol. So farewel to the little good you bear me.
^ Farewel, a long farewel to all my greatne/s \

* This is the ftate of man
;

to-day he puts forth

* The tender leaves of hopes, to-morrow bIo(Ibms,

* And bears his blufliing honours thick upon him

:

* The third day comes a froft, a killing froft,

^ And when he thinks, good eafie man, full fiirely

^ His greatnefs is a ripening, nips his root,

' And then he falls, as I do. I have ventur'd,

' Like little wanton boys that fwim on bladders,

^ Thefe many (ummers in a fea of glory

:

^ But far beyond my depth : my high-blown pride

' At length broke under me, and now has left me
' Weaiy, and old with (ervice, to the mercy
' Of a rude ftream, that mud f<>r ever hide me.

* Vain pomp and glory of the world! I hate ye,

^ I feel my heart new open'd. Oh how wretched

' Is that poor man that hangs on Princes favours!

' There is, betwixt that fmile We would a/pire to,

^ That fweet afpe6t 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 ftanding amazed.

Why how now Cromwell?

(Cfom. I have no pow'r to /peak. Sir.

fVol What, amaz'd

At my misfortunes ? can thy fpirit wonder

A great man (hould decline ? nay, if You weep,

« their.
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Vm fall'n indeed.

Crom, How does your Grace?

IVoL Why, well;

Never fo truly happy, my good 'Cromwell.

I know my felf now, and I feel within me
A peace above all earthly daignities j

A ftill and quiet confcience. The King has cur'd me,

I humbly thank his Grace ; and fmm thde iTioulders,

Thefe ruin'd pillars, out of pity taken

A load would fink a navy, too much honour.

O 'tis a burden, Cramwelly 'tis a burden

Too heavy for a man that hopes for keav'n.

Crom. I'm glad your Grace has made that right ufe of it,

WoL I hope I have: I'm able now- methitiks,

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 \rorft.

Is your difpleafiire with the King.

fVoL God bleis him.

Crom, The next is, that Sir Thomas Moor, is chofei

Lord Chancellor in your place.

WoL That's fomewhat fudden

But he's a learned man. May he continue

Long in his Highnels' favour, and do juftice

For truth's fake and his confcience 5 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 Archbifhop of Canterbury,

WoU That^s ii€Ws indeed.

^ Crom]
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Crom. Laft, that the lady j^nne.

Whom the King hath in fecrecy long married.

This day was view'd in open, as his Queen,

Going to chappel 5 and the voice is now
Only about her coronation.

JVoL There was the weight that pull'd me down. O Cromwell^

The King has gone beyond me: all my glories

In that one woman I have loft for ever.

No lun fhall ever uftier forth mine honours,

Or gild again the noble troops that waited

Upon my fmiles. Go get thee from me, Cromwell^

I am 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 periih too. Good Cromwell^

Negled: him not^ make ufe now, and provide

For thine own future fifety.

Crom. O my lord,

Muft I then leave y.ou ? muft I needs forgo

So good, fo noble, and true a mafter ?

Bear witnefs, all that have not hearts of iron,

With what a forrow Cromwell leaves his lord.

The King- ftiall have my fervice^ but my prayers

For ever and for ever fliall be yours.

IVol. Cromwell^ I did not think to flied a tear

In all my miferies^ but thou haft forc'd me.

Out of thy honeft truth, to play the woman.

Let's dry our eyes : and thus far hear me, Cromwell,

^ And when I am forgotten, as I ftiall be,

^ And fleep in dull cold marble, where no mention

Of
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* of me mufl; more be heard : fay then I taught thee

;

' Say, IVolfey, that once trod the ways of glory,

' And founded all the depths and fhoals of honour,
^ Found thee a way out of his wrack to rife in :

' A fure and fafe one, though thy mafter mifs'd it.

' Mark but my fall and that which ruin'd me

:

* Cromwellj I charge thee, fling away Ambition,

* By that fin fell the angels ^ how can man then
* (The image of his maker) hope to win it ?

* Love thy felf laft, cherifh thofe hearts that hate thee :

* Corruption wins not more than honefty.

* Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace

' To filence envious tongues. Be juft, and fear not.

^ Let all the ends thou aim'fl: at be thy country's,

* Thy God's, and truth's ,• then if thou fall'ft, O Cromwell^

' Thou fall'ft a bleffed martyr. Serve the King

And pr'ythee lead me in

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

I dare now call mine own. O Cromwell, Cromwell^

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. \Exemt,

Vol. IV. T t t ACT



A C T IV. S C E N E I.

Enter two Qentlemen^ meeting one another^

I G E N T L E M A N.

OU'RE well met once again.

2 Qen. And lb are you*

1 Gen* You come to take your ftand here, and

behold

The lady Anne pais from her coronation.

2 G^, 'Tis all my bufinels. At our laft encounter.

The Duke Buckingham czmQ from his tryal.

1 Gen, 'Tis. very true. But that time offer'd forrow.

This, general joy.

2 Gen. 'Tis well ; the citizens

I'm fure have fhewn at full their loyal minds.

And let 'em have their rights, they're ev^r forward

In celebration of this day with fhews.

Pageants, and fights of honour,

1 Gen. Never greater,

Kor I'll aflure you better tak«i. Sir.

2 Gen. May I be bold to ask what that contains^

The paper in your hands ?

Gen. Yes^ 'tis* the li(t

Of thofe that claim their offices this day,

By cuftom of the coronation.

The Duke of Suffolk is the firft, and cliims

To be High Steward next' the Duke of Norfolky

To be Earl Marfhal
j
you may read the reft.

2 Gen. 1 thank you, Sir j had I not known thofe cuftoms,

I
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I fliould have been beholden to your paper.

But I befeech you what's become of Katharine

,

The Princefs Dowager ? how goes her bufinefs ?

I Gen. That I can tell you too j the Arch-bi(hop

Of Canterbury^ accompanied with other

Learned and rev'rend fathers of his order.

Held a late court at Dunftable, fix miles

From Ampth'tly where the Princefs lay ,• to whicli

She oft was cited by them, but appear'd not

:

And to be fhort, for not appearance and

The King's late fcruple, by the main affent

Of all thefe learned men fhe was divorc'd.

And the late marriage made of none effect :

Since which, fhe was remov'd to Ktmhohony

Where fhe remains now fick.

1 Gen. Alas good lady!

The trumpets found ,• fland clofe, the Queen is coming.

\Hauthoys^

The Order of the Coronation.

1. A lively flourtjh of trumpets,

2. Then two 'Judges.

3 . Lord Chancellory with the purfe and mace before him.

4. Chorifters fingmg. [Mufick.

5. Mayor of London, bearmg the mace. Then Garter in his

coat of armSy and on his head a gdt copper crown.

6. Marquefs of Dorfet, hearing a fcepter of gold, on his head a

demi-coronal of gold. With himy the Earl of Surrey, bearing

the rod offdver with the dove, crown'd with an Earl's coronet.

Collars of SS.

7. Duke of Suffolk, in his robe of efiate, his coronet on his hectdy

hearing a long white wandy as High Steward, With him the

T 1 1 2 Duke
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Duke of Norfolk, with the rod of marjhaljhlp^ a coronet on

his head. Collars of SS,

8. A canopy horn four of the Cinque-Ports, under it the^een
in her robe in her hair richly adorned with pearl, crowned.

On each fide her the bijhops of London and Winchefter.

p. The old Dutchefs of Norfolk, in a coronal of gold, wrought

with flowers, hearing the ^ieer^s^ train.

I o. Certain ladies or Countejfes, with plain circlets of gold without

flowers.

They pafs over the fiage in order andfiate, and then Exeunt, with

a great flourifh of trumpets.

2 Gen. A royal train believe me • thefe I know ,

Who's that who bears the fcepter?

1 Gen. Marquels Dorfet.

And that the Earl of Surrey, with the rod.

2 Gen. A bold brave gentleman. That fhould be

.The Duke of Suffolk.

1 Gen. 'Tis the fame : high Steward.

2 Gen. And that my lord of Norfolk'?

1 Gen. Yes.

2 Gen. Heav'n blefs thee.

Thou haft the fweeteft face I ever look'd on.

Sir, as T have a foul, flie is an angel
;

Our King has all the Indies in his arms,

And more and richer, when he ftrains that lady

:

I cannot blame his confcience.

1 Gen. They that bear

The cloth of ftate above her, are four barons

. Of the Cinque-Ports.

2 Gen. Thofe men are happy, fo are all are near her.

, I take it, fhe that carries up the train,;

Is
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Is that old noble lady, the Dutchefs of Norfolk,

1 Gen, It iis, and all the reft are Counteffes.

2 Gen, Their coronets fay fo. Thefe are ftars indeed.

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 croud i' th' abby, where a finger

Could not be wedg'd in more I am ftifled.

With the meer ranknefs of their joy.

2 Gen. You faw the ceremony ?

3 Gen. I did.

1 Gen. How was it ?

3 Gen. Well worth the feeing.

2 Gen, Good Sir, fpeak it to us.

3 Gen. As well as I am 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 fate down

To reft a while, fome half an hour, or ib, •

In a rich chair of ftate, oppofing freely

The beauty of her perfon to the people.

Believe me. Sir, fhe is the goodlieft woman
That ever lay by man ; which when the people

Had the full view of, fiich a noife arofe

As the flirowds 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

I 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^
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And make 'em r^el be^r^ '^m* Np m^ti living

Could fay, this i$ my wifc th^f, all Nv^r^ wovea

So ftrajjg^ly in one piece.

2 Gf;^. But pray what follow'd ?

3 Geft. At length her Grace rofe, with modcft paces

Came to the altar, where fhe kneel'd, and faint-like

Caft her fair eyes to heav'n, and pray'd devoutly.

Then rofe agaii^, ^Eid bow'4 her to tH^ people

:

When by the Arch-bifliop pf Canterbury

^

Sh' had all the royal makings pf a Queen ,*

As holy oil, Edward confeflor's crowd.

The rod, and bird of peace, all fucb emblems

Laid nobly on her : which perform'd, the choijc

With all the choiceft mufick of the kingdom.

Together fiing Te Deum, So ftue parted.

And with the fame full ftate pac'd back agaji;

To Tork-Place^ wh^r^: the fcaft: is held.

I Gen. You m^^k no- more caU, it TciffkrPlace, that's paft.

For fince the Cardinal felj;,, th^tj; titje's loft,

'Tis now the King's, and call'd WhhehalL

3 Gen. I know it ;

But 'tis fo lately alter'd, th^dd i^^m^.

Is frefh about me.

1 Gen. What two r:eyer-end bishops,

Were thofe, that: W:eat or> ej^ch, fide, of the Queen ?

3 Gen. StokeJIy and Qar^/merj. the one of Wtn<:heftef\

ISIewly preferr'd froig- tj}^_ King's Secretary :

The other, LondQn,

2 Gen. He c^f.Wimb^fief'

Is held no great good l^ViCrt of th! Ai'ob-bifbop,

The virtuous Cranmer,

3 Gen. All the land kiliP'^s tbait

:

However yet there's np greaj;brieaeh; J whfsa't con^es^

Cranmer
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Cranmer will find a friend ^ill tiot fhrifik ffoAi Irim.

2 Gen, Who may thaf be*, \ pray ybu" ?

3 Gen. Thomas Cromwell^

A man in much efteem with th' Kifrg, itt$ trtify

A worthy friend. The King has made him

Mafter o'th' jewel hou(e,

And one already of the privy-council.

2 Gen, He will defferve more.

3 Gen, Yes, without all doubf.

Come, gentlemen, you fliall go my way,

Which is to th* court, and there fhall be my guefts

:

Something I can command ; aS I walk thither

I'll tell ye more.

Both, You may command us-, Sir. [ExemK

*S C E N E II.

Enter Katherine Dowager, ftck^ ledbetween Griffith her gentk'^

man UfljeVy and Patience her woman^

Grif. T T OW does your Grace ?

JTjL Kath, O Gnffith, 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 ea{e. [Shtrng down\

Didft thou not tell me, Griffith, as thou led'ft me.

That the great child of honour, Cardinal Wolfe^^

Was dead?

Grtf. Yes Madam ; but I think your Grace,

Out of the pain you fuffer'd, gave no ear to't.

Kath, Pr'ythee, good Griffith, tell me how he dy'd.

If well, he ftept before me happily,

For my example.
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Gnf. Well, the voice goes, Madam.
For after the ftout Earl Northumberland

Arrefted him at Torky and brought him forward

(As a man forely tainted^ to his anfwer,

He fell fick fuddenly, and grew fo ill

He could not fit his mule.

Kath. Alas, poor man !

Grtf, At laft, with eafie roads he came to Leicefiery

Lodg'd in the abby,- where the rev'rend abbot.

With all his convent, honourably receiv'd him
;

To whom he gave thefe words. ' O father abbot,

* An old man broken with the ftorms of ftate,

* Is come to lay his weary bones among ye

* Give him a little earth for charity!

So went to bed- where eagerly his ficknefs

furfu'd him ftill, and three nights after this.

About the hour of eight, (which he himfclf

Foretold fhould be his laft) full of repentance,

Continual meditations, tears and forrows.

He gave his honours to the world iigain.

His bleifed part to heav'n, and llept in peace.

Kath. So may he reft, his faults lie bury'd with him!

Yet thus far, Griffith^ give me leave to fpeak him,

And yet with charity 5 he was^ .nian.

Of an unbounded ftomach, ever ranking

tlimfelf 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 ;

sBut his performance, as he now is, nothing.

Of
4
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Of his own body he was ill, and gave

The clergy ill example.

Gr'if. Noble madam.

Men's evil manners live in brafs, their virtues

We write in water. May it pleafe your Highnefi

To hear me fpeak his good now ?

Kath, Yes, good Griffith

^

I were malicious elfe.

Grtf. This Cardinal,

Though from an humble ftock, undoubtedly

Was fa(hion'd to much honour. From his cradle

He was a fcholar, and a ripe and good one

;

Exceeding wife, fair Ipoken, and perfuading-

Lofty and four to them that lov'd him not,

But to thofe men that fought him fweet as (ummer.

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

Ipfwkh and Oxford! one of which fell with him.

Unwilling 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 himlelf,

And found the bleffednefs of being little

:

And to add greater honours to his age

Than man could give him, he dy'd, fearing God.

Kath. After my death I wifh no other herald.

No other fpeaker of my living adions.

To keep mine honour from corruption,

But fuch an honefl chronicler as Griffith,

Vol. IV. U u u
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Whom I mofl: hated Uving, thoii haft made me
With thy religious truth and modefty,

Now in his aflies honour. Peace be with himf

Pauence, be near me ftill, and fet me lower.

I have not long to trouble thee. Good Griffith,

Caufe the muficians play me that fad note

I nam'd my knell j whilfl: I fit meditating

On that celeftial harmony I go to.

Sad and folemn muftck,

Gr'tf, She is afleep : good wench let's fit down quiet.

For fear we wake her. Softly, gentle Patience,

TToe Vifion, Enter fokmnly one after another, fix perfonages,

clad in white rohes, wearing on their heads garlands of

bays, and golden vizards on their faces, branches of bays or

palm in their hands. They firfi congee unto her, then dance

and at certain changes the firfi two hold a fpare garland over

her head, at which the other four make reverend curtfies. Then

the two that held the garland deliver the fame to the other

next two, who obferve the fame order in their changes, and

holding the garland over her head. Which done, they deliver

the fame garland to the lafi two, who likewife ohferve the fame

order, At which, as it were by infpiration, fhe makes m her

fleep figns of rejoycing, and holdeth up her hands to heaven.

Andfo in their dancing vanijh, carrying the garland with thenK

The muftck continues,

Kath. Spirits of peace, where are ye? are ye go-ne?

And leave me here in wretchcdnefi behind ye ?

Grif, Madam, we're her«.

Kath, It is HOt you I call for.

Saw ye none enter fince I flept >

Grif, None, madam.

Kath, No ? faw you not ev'n now a bMed troop

Invite
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Invite me to a banquet, whofe bright faces

Caft thoufand beams upon me, like the fiin?

They promis'd me eternal happinelsy

And brought me garlands, Gnffithy which I feel

I am not worthy yet to wear : I fliall afltiredly.

Gnf, I am moft joyful, madam, fiich good dreams

Poffefs your fancy.

Kath, Bid the mufick leave,

'Tis harfh and heavy to me. \Mufick ceafes^

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.

Gr'if, She is going, wench. Pray, pray, *-c

Pat. Heav'n comfort her.

Enter a Mejfenger^

Mef. And't like your Grace

Kath. You are a fawcy fellow,

Deferve we no more rev'rence ?

Gr'tf. You're to blame.

Knowing fhe will not lofe her wonted greatnefs.

To ufe fb rude behaviour. Go to, kneel.

Mef. I humbly do intreat your Highnels' pardon :

My hafte made me unmannerly. There is ftaying

A gentleman lent from the King to fee you.

Kath. Admit him entrance, Gnffith, But this fellow

Let me ne'er fee again. \_Exit MejfengeA

Enter Lard Capucius.

If my fight fail not.

You fhould be lord ambaflador from the Emperor,

My royal nephew, and your name Capucius.

U u u 2 Capt
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Cap. Madam, the fame, your fervant.

Kaib, O my lord.

The times and titles now are alter'd ftrangely

With me, fince firft you knew me. But I pray you.

What is your pleafure with me ?

Cap. Noble lady,

lirft 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.

Kath. O my good lord, that comfort comes too late,

'Tis like a pardon after execution,-

That gentle phyfick giv'n in time had cur'd me;
But now Fm paft all comforts here but prayers.

How does his Highnefs?

Cap. Madam, in good health.

Katb. So may he ever do, and ever flourifh,

When I fliall dwell with worms, and my poor name

Banifli'd the Kingdom. Pat'tence, is that letter

I caus'd you write, yet fent away ?

Pat. No, madam.

Kath. Sir, I mufl: humbly pray you to deliver

This to my lord the King.

Cap. Mod willingly, madam.

Kath. In which I have commended to his goodnefs

The model of our chafte loves, his young daughter,

(The dews of heav'n fall thick in bleflings on her f)

Befeeching him to give her virtuous breeding,

She's young, and of a noble modeft nature,

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
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Is, that his noble Grace would have fome pity

Upon my wretched women, that fb long

Have follow'd both my 'fortunes faithfully

Of which there is not one, I dare avow

(And now I fhould not lye) but well deferve.

For virtue and true beauty of the foul.

For honefty and decent carriagej

A right good husband, let him be a noble:

And iure thofe men are happy that fhall have 'em.

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 fbmething 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 wifli chriftian peace to fouls departed,

Stand thefe poor peoples friend, and urge the King

To do me this laft right.

Cap. By heav'n I will.

Or let me lofe the faihion of a man.

Kath. 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, in death 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 When I'm dead, good wench,

Let me be us'd with honour, flrew me over

With maiden flow'rs, that all the world may know
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I was a chaft wife to my grave : embalm me,

Then lay me forth,- although un-queen'd, yet like

A Qiieen and daughter to a King, inter me.

I can no more— \ExmM.^ lenimg Katharine.

A C T V. SCENE I.

Rnter Gardiner B'tjhop of Winchefter, a page wkh a tmxh before

himy met by Sir Thomas LoveL

Gardiner.

IT'S one a clock, boy, is't not?

Boy, It hath ftruck.

Gard, Thefe fhould be hours for ncceflities.

Not for delights y times to repair our nature

With comforting repofe, and not for us

To wafte thefe times. Good hour of night. Sir

Whither fo late ? [ThximaSy

Lov. Came you from the King, my lord?

Gard. I did, Sir Thomasy left him at Primer

0

With the Duke of SuffolL

Lov. I muft to him too.

Before he go to bed. I'll take my kave.

Gard. Not yet, Sir Thomas Lovel j what^s the matter ?

It feems yoii are in hafte : And if there be

No great offence belongs to't, give your friend

Some touch of your late bufinefs. Affairs that walk

(As they fay fpirits do) at midnight, have

In them a wilder nature, than the bufinefs

That
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That feeks difpatch by day.

Lov, My lord, I lov6 you :

And durfl: commend a fecret to your fear

Much weightier than this word. The Queen's in labour.

They fay in great extremity, 'tis fear'd

She'll with the labour end.

Gard, The fruit fhe goes with

I pray for heartily, that it may find

Good time, and live ; but for the ftock, Sir Thomds^

I wifh it grubb'd up tiow.

Lov, Methinks I could

>

1

Cry the Amen, and yet rny conference fays

She's a good creature, and (fweet lady) does

Deferve our better wifhcs.

Gard. But Sir, Sir

Hear me, '^vc 'Thomas y'are a gentleman

Of mine own way, I know you wiie, relvgious.

And let me tell you it will ne'er be well,

'Twill not. Sir Thomas Lovel, take't of me,

'Till Cranmer, Cromwell^ her tw^o haftds, and ftid.

Sleep in their graves.

Lov. Now, Sir, you jfpeak of two

The moft remark'd i'th' kingdofn ^ as f6r CHmwelly

Befide that of the je?wd^houfe, is made maft^r

O'th' Rolls, and the King's Secretary. Farther,

Stands in the gap and trade for more pfeferrrients,

With which the time Will load hriW. Th' Areh-bifhoJ

Is the King's handy or tongue, afid Who dare fpeak

One fyllable againft him ?

Gard. Yes, Sir Thomas^

There are that dare,- atnd I%y falf ha^e ^-^htur'd*

To fpea!k ftiy mind of htm* 5 indeed thi^ day,

Sir I may tell it you, I think I have

Incens'd
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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 infedt 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

And princely care, forefeeing thofe fell mifchiefs

Our reafons laid before him, he hath commanded

To-morrow morning to the council board

He be convented. He's a rank weed. Sir ThomaSy

And we muft root him out. From your affairs

I hinder you too long : good night. Sir Thomas,

[Exemt Gardiner and page.

Lov» Many good nights, my lord, I reft your fervant.

SCENE II.

Enter King and Suffolk.

King. CharleSy I will play no more to-night.

My mind's not on't, you are too hard for me.

Suf, Sir, I did never win of you before.

Kmg, But little, CharleSy

Nor (hall not when my fancy's on my play.

Now Lovely from the Queen what is the news ?

Lon). I could not peribnally deliver to her

What you commanded me, but by her woman

I fent your mefTage, who return'd her thanks

In greateft humblenefs, and begg'd your Highneis .

Moft 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 fufPrance made

Almoft each pang a death.

Ktng,
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Kmg. Alas, good ladyf

Suf, God fafely quit her of her burthen, and

With gentle travel, to the gladding of

Your Highnefs with an heir.

K'mg* 'Tis midnight, Charles;

Pr'ythee to bed, and in thy prayers remember

Th' eftate ofmy poor Queen. Leave me alone.

For I muft think of that which company

Would not be friendly to.

Suf. I wifli your Highnefs

A quiet night, and my good miftrefs will

Remember in my prayers.

King, CharleSy a good night : [Exit Suffolk.

Well, Sir, what follows ?

Enter Sir Anthony 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 7

Denny. He attends your Highnefs' pleafure.

King. Bring him to us. [Exit Denny.

Lov. This is about that which the bifhop fpake,

I am happily come hither. \Aftde,

Enter Cranmer and Denny.

Ktng. Avoid the gallery. [Lovel feemeth to flay.

Ha!— I have faid be gone. [Exeunt Lovel and Denny.

SCENE III.

Cran. I am fearful : wherefore frowns he thus ?

'Tis his afpedt of terror. All's not well.

King. How now, my lord ? you do defire to know
. Vol, IV. Xxx Where*
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wherefore I fent for you.

Cran. It is my duty

T' attend your Highnefs' pleafure.

King, Pray you rile.

My good and gracious lord Canterbury

:

Come, you and I muft walk a turn together

:

I've news to tell you. Come, give me your hand.

Ah my good lord, I grieve at what I /peak.

And am right forry to repeat what follows.

I have, and moft unwillingly, of late

Heard many grievous, I do fay, my lord.

Grievous complaints of you which being confider'dj

Have mov'd us and our council, that you fhall

This morning come before us, where I know

You cannot with fiich freedom purge your felf.

But that 'till further tryal, in thofe charges

Which will require your anfvver, you muft take

Your patience to you, and be well contented

To make your houfe our Tower you, a brother of

It fits we thus proceed, or elle no witnefs

W^ould 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.

K'mg. Stand up, good Canterbury

;

Thy truth and thy integrity is rooted

In us, thy friend. Give me thy hand, fland up,

Pr'ythee let's walk. Now, by my holy dame.

What manner of man are you ? my lord, I look'd

You would have giv'n me your petition, that
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I fhould have ta'en fome pains to bring together

Your felf and your aecufers, and have heard you

Without indurance further.

Cran, Moft dread Liege,

The good I ftand on is my truth and honefty :

If they (hall fall, I with mine enemies

Will triumph o'er my perfon j which I weigh not.

Being of thofe virtues vacant. I fear nothing

What can be laid againfi: me.

King. Know you not

How your ftate ftands i' th' world, with the whole world

Your foes are many, and not fmall their pradices

Mufl: bear the lame proportion ; and not ever

The juftice and the truth o'th' queftion carries

The due o' th' verdi(5t with it. At what eafe

Might corrupt minds procure knaves as corrupt

To fwcar againft you ? fuch things have been done.

You're potently oppos'd and with a malice

Of as great fize. Ween you of better luck,

I mean in perjur'd witnefs, than your mafter,

Whofe minifter you are, while here he liv'd

Upon this naughty earth ? go to, go to,

You take a precipice for no leap of danger.

And woo your own deftrud:ion.

Cran. God and your Majefty . y.

Protect mine innocence, or I fall into

The trap is laid for me.

Kwg. Be of good cheer,

They fhall 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 you

^

The beft perluafions to the contrary

XXX 2
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Fail not to iife ; and with what vehemency

Th' occaiion fhall inftrud you. If intreaties

"Will render you no remedy, this Ring

DeUver them, and your appeal to us

There make before them. Look, the good man weeps F

He's honeft on mine honour. God's blefl: mother

!

I fwear he is true-hearted, and a foul

None better in my kingdom. Get you gone.

And do as I have bid you. [Exh Cranmer.

He'as ftrangled all his language in his tears.

Emer an old Lady,

Gent, wtthm. Come back ^ what mean you ?

Lady, ril not come back : the tidings that I bring

Will make my boldnefs manners. Now good angels

Fly o'er thy royal head, and fliade thy perfbn

Under their blelTed wings!

King. Now by thy looks

I guefs thy meffage. Is the Queen deliver'd ?

Say ay, and of a boy.

Lady. Ay, ay, my Liege
j

And of a lovely boy 5 the God of heav'n

Both now and ever blefs her ! 'tis a girl,

Promifes boys hereafter. Sir, your Queen

Deiires your vifitation, and to be

Acquainted with this Granger 5 'tis as hke you.

As cherry is to cherry.

King. LovelL

Lov. Sir.

Kmg. 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 fcold it out of him.
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Said I for this, the girl was like him ? Ill

Have more, or elfe unfay't : now, while 'tis hot,

I'll put it to the ilTue. [Exit Lady,

SCENE IV.

Enter Cranmer.

Cran, T Hope I'm not too late, and yet the gentleman

X That was fent to me from the council, pray'd me
To make great hafte. All faft ? what means this ? hoa ?

Who waits there ? fure you know me ?

Enter Keeper,

Keep. Yes, my lord;

But yet I cannot help you.

Cran. Why ?

Keep, Your Grace muft wait 'till you be call'd for.

Enter DoBor Butts.

Cran, So.

Butts, This is a piece of maHce : I am glad

I came this way fb happily. The King

Shall underftand it prefently. \Extt Butts.

Cran, 'Tis Butts

^

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 fhame to make me
Wait elfe at door : a fellow-counfellor

'Mong boys and grooms and lackeys ! but their pleafiires

Muft be fulfill'd, and I attend with patience.

Enter
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Enter the King and Butts at a window abovi.

Butts, ril (hew your grace the ftraogeft fight—

-

Kmg, What's that. Butts?

Butts. I 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

,

Who holds his ftate at door 'mongft purfevants.

Pages, and foot-boysw

Kmg, H-a ! 'tis he indeed.

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 good manners, as not thus to fuffer

A man of his place and lb near our favour

To dance attendance on their lordfliips pleaflires.

And at the door too. Like a poft with packets.

By holy Mary^ Btitts^ there's knavery

Let 'em alone, and draw the curtain clofe.

"We fhall hear more aooii. —7-

S C E N E V.

council table brought in with chairs andfiools, and placed under

- the ftate. Enter Lord-chancelhr, places himfelfat the upper end

of the tabley on the left hand. Afiat being left void above him^

as for the Arch-brfloop of Canterbury. Duke of Suffolk,. Duke

of Norfolk, Surrey, Lord-Chamberlain^ and Gardiner, feat

themfelves' m order on eaxh fide, Cromwel at the lower endy

m Secretary.

Chan-. Speak to the bufine/s^ Mr. Secretary:

'Why are we met in couacil ?

Crcm. Pleafe your honours.

The



King Henry VIII. j^f

The caufe concerns his Grace of C<!f«/^r^y.

Gard, Has he knowledge of it ?

Crom, Yes.

Nor, Who waits there ?

Keep, Without, my noble lords ?

Gard. Yes.

Keep, My lord Arch-bifhop
j

And has done half an hour, to know your pleafiircs*

Chan. Let him come in.

Keep, Your Grace may enter now.

[Cranmer approaches the corned tahle^

Chan. My good lord Arch-bifhop, Pm very forry

To fit here at this prefent, and behold

That^ chair ftand 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 fliould teach us.

Have mifdemean'd your felf, and not a little

:

Tow'rd the King firft, then his laws, in filling

The whole realm, by your teaching and your chaplains,

CFor (b we are informed) with new opinions

Divers and dang'rous, which are herefies ,•

And not reform'd, may prove pernicious.

Gard. Which reformation muft be fijdden too.

My noble lords for thofe that tame wild horfes

Pace 'em not in their hands to make 'em gentle.

But ftop their mouths with ftubborn bits, and fpur 'em

'Till they obey the manage. If we fiiffer

(Out of our eafinefs and childifh pity

To one man's honour) this contagious fickneis,

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
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The upper Germany can dearly witnefs.

Yet frefhly pitied in our memories.

Cran. My good lords, hitherto, in all the progreis

Both of my life and office, I have labour'd

(And with no little ftudy) that my teaching

And the ftrong courfe of my authority.

Might go one way, and fafely and the end

Was ever to do well : nor is there living

(I fpeak it with a fingle heart, my lords)

A man that more detefts, more ftirs againft

(Both in his private confcience and his place)

Defacers of the publick peace, than I do.

Pray hcav'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 freely urge againft me.

Suf. Nay, my lord,

That cannot be
j
-you are a councellor,

And by that vertue no man dare accufe you.

Gard. My lord, becaufe we've bufinefs of more moment,

•We will be {hort wi'you. 'Tis his Highnefs' pleafure,

And our confcnt, for better tryal of you.

From hence you be committed to the Tower

Where being but a private man again.

You fliall know many dare accufe you boldly.

More than, I fear, you are provided for.

Crm. Ay, my good lord of Wmchefler^ I thank you,

You're always my good friend 5 if your will pafs,

1 fliall both find your lordfliip judge and juror.

You are fo merciful. I fee your end,

4 'Tis
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'Tis my undoing. Love and meeknefs, lord,

Become a church-man better than ambition

:

Win ftraying fouls with modefty again,

Caft: 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,

But rev'rence to your calling makes me modeft.

Gard. My lord, my lord, you are a fe6t:ary.

That's the plain truth; your painted glois difcovcrs,

To men that underftand you, words and weaknefs.

Crom. My lord of Wmchefler^ you are a little

By your good favour too lliarp ; men fb noble.

However faulty, yet ftiould find refpe(5t

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 fb.

Crom. Why, my lord ?

Gard, Do not I know you for a favourer

Of this new fed ? ye are not found.

Crom, Not found?

Gard. Not found, I fay.

Crom. Would you were half fo honed I

Mens prayers then would feek you, not their fears

Gard. I {hall remember this bold language,

Crom. Do.

Remember your bold life too.

Cham, This is too much

;

Forbear for fhame, my lords.

Gard. I've done.

Crom. And I.

Vx)L. IV. Y y y
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Cham, Then thus for you, my lord : it ftands agreed,

I take it, by all voices, that forthwith

You be convey'd to th' Tower a prifbner
^

There to remain 'till the King's further plealure

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' Tower
^ my lords ?

Gard, What other

Would you exped? you're ftrangely troublefome ;

Let fome o'th' guard be ready there.

IS^nter the Guard,

Cran, For me?

Muft I go like a traitor then ?

Gard, Receive him.

And fee him fafe i'th' Tower,

Cran, Stay, good my lords,

I have a little yet to fay. Look there, lords
j

By vertue 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 King's ring.

Stir. '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.

Nor. D' you think, my lords,

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.
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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.

s C E N E VI.

Enter K'mg frown'mg on them, takes his fecit,

Gard. Dread Sovereign, how much are we bound to hcav*n

In daily thanks, that gave us fuch a Prince

;

Not only good and wife, but moft religious

:

One that in all obedience makes the church

The chief aim of his honour, and to ftrengthen

That holy duty of our dear refped.

His royal felf in judgment comes to hear

The caufe betwixt her and this great offender.

King, You're ever good at fudden commendations,

Bifhop of Wmchefier. 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, Pm fure

Thou haft a cruel nature, and a bloody.

Good man, fit down : now let me fee the proudeft \To 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.

^ur, May't pleafe your Grace

K'mg. No, Sir, it does not pleafe me.

I thought I had men of fom€ underftanding

And wifdom, of my council but I find none.

Y y y 1 Was
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Was it difcretion, lords, to let this man,

This good man, (few of you deferve that title)

This honeft man, wait like a lowfie foot-boy

At chamber-door, and one as great as you are?

Why what a fhame was this ? did my commiffion

Bid ye fb far forget your felves ? I gave ye

Pow'r, as he was a counfellor, to try him,

Not as a groom. There's fome of ye, I fee.

More out of malice than integrity.

Would try him to the utmoft, had ye means ,-

Which ye fliall never have, while I do live.

Cham, My moft dread Sovereign, may it like your Grace

To let my tongue excufe all. What was purposed

Concerning his imprifbnment, was rather,

If there be faith in men, meant for his tryal.

And fair purgation to the world, than malice ,-.

I'm fure in me.

Kmg. Well, well, my lords refpect him :

Take him, and ufe him well,- he's worthy of it..

I will fay thus much for him, if a Prince

May be beholden to a fubje6t, I

Am, for his love and Jfervice, fb to him.

Make me no more ado, but all embrace him

;

Be friends for fhame, my lords. My lord of Canterhuryy

I have a fuit which you mufl not deny me.

There is a fair young maid that yet wants baptifm.

You muft be godfather, and anfwer for her.

Craii. The greateft monarch now alive may glory

In fuch an honour 5 how may I deferve it,.

That am a poor and humble fubjed: to you? [have

K'mg^ Come, come, my lord, you'd fpare your fpoons : you (hall

Two noble partners with you i the old Dutchefs

Of Norfolk, and the lady Marquefs Dorfet

Once
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Once more, my lord o^M^mchefier^ I charge you

Embrace and love this man.

Gard. With a true heart

And brother's love I do it.

Cran, And let heav'n

Witnefs, how dear I hold this confirmation.

Kmg, 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 flirewd turn, and he's your friend for ever.

Come, lords, we trifle time away : I long

To have this young one made a chriftian.

As I. have made ye one, lords, one remain

:

So I grow ftronger, you more honour gain. {Exeunt,

s c E N E VII.

No 'ife and tumult wtthm : Enter Porter and hts man,

Fortr^T Ou'li leave your noife anon, ye rafcals ; do you take

JL the court for Paris Garden? ye rude (laves, 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 are but fwitches to 'em : I'll fcratch your

heads
j
you muft be feeing chriftnings? do you look for ale and

cakes here, you rude rafcals?

Man, Pray Sir, be patient 'tis as much impoffible

(Unlefs we f^'ept them from the door with cannons)

To fcatter 'em, as 'tis to make 'em fleep

On M<2}'-day morning, which will never be :

We may as well pufli againft Pauls^ as ftir 'em,

Port,
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Port, How got they in, and be hang'd?

Man. Alas, I know not j how gets the tide in f

As much as one found cudgel of four foot

(You fee the poor remainder) could diftribute

I made no fpare, Sir.

Port. You did nothing, Sir.

Man, I am not Sampfon, nor Sir Guy^ nor Coiehrandj to

mow 'em down before me j but if I fpar'd any that had a head

to hit, either young or old, he or fhe, cuckold or cuckold-

maker, let me never hope to fee a chine again ; and that I

would not for a cow, God fave her.

W'lthm. Do you hear, Mr. Porter >

Port. I (hall be with you prefently, good Mr. Puppy. Keep
the door clofe, firrah.

Man. What would you have me do ?

Port. What fhould you do, but knock 'em down by the do-

zens ? is this Morefields to mufter in ? or have we fbme ftrange

Indian with the great tool come to court, the women fo befiege

us ? blefs me \ what a fry of fornication 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

penance,- that fire-drake did I hit three times on the head, and

three times was his nofe difcharged againft me j he ftands there

like a mortar-piece to blow us up. There was a haberdafher's

wife of fmall wit near him, that rail'd upon me 'till her pi^nk'd

porringer fell off her head, for kindHng fuch a combuflion in

the ftate. I mift the meteor once, and hit that woman, who
cry'd out Clubs, when I might fee fome forty truncheons

draw to her fuccour, which were the hope of the ftrand, wheye

fhe
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(he was quarter'd. They fell on ; I made good my place ; at

length they came to th' broom-ftaff with me, I defy'd 'em

ftill ; when fuddenly a file of boys behind 'cm deliver'd fuch

a fhower of pibbles, loole fhot, that I was fain to draw mine

honour in, and let 'em win the work 5 the devil was amongft

'cm, I think furely.

Port, Thefe are the youths that thunder at a play-houfe, and

fight for bitten apples j that no audience but the tribulation of

Tower-Htll or the limbs of L'tme-houfe^ their dear brothers, are

able to endure. I have fbme of 'em in Ltmbo Patrumy and there

they are like to dance thefe three days j befides the running ban-

quet of two beadles that is to come.

Enter Lord Chamherlam*

Cham, Mercy o' me ^ what a multitude are here ?

They grow ftill too j from all parts they are coming,

As if we kept a fair. Where are thele porters ?

Thefe lazy knaves ? ye've made a fine hand, fellows ?

There's a trim rabble let in are all thefe

Your faithful friends o' th' fuburbs ? we (hall have

Great ftore of room, no doubt, left for the ladies.

When they pals back from th' chriftning ?

Port. Pleafe your honour,

We are but men, and what fo many may do.

Not being torn in pieces, we have done

:

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 negled : y'are lazy knaves.

And here ye lye baiting of bombards, when
Ye fliould do fervice. Hark, the trumpets found,

Th' are
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Th' are come already from the chriftening
j

Go break among the prels, and find a way out

To let the troop pafs fairly ^ or Pll find

A Mmjhalfea {hall hold ye play thele two months.

Port. Make way there for the Princefs.

Man. You great fellow^ ftand clofe up, or I'll make your

head ake.

Port. You i' th' camblet, get up o' th' rail, Pll peck you o'er

the pales elfe. \Exemt.

SCENE VIII.

Enter trumpets founding j then two Aldermen, Lord Mayor, Gar-

ter, Cranmer, Duke of Norfolk with hh Marjhal's fiaff, Duke

of Suffolk, two noblemen bearing great ftandmg bowls for the

chrtflning g^fts then four noblemen bearing a canop'y, under

which the Dutchefs of Norfolk, god-mother, bearing the child

richly habited in a mantle, &c. Train born by a lady : then

follows the marchionefs of Dorfet, the other god-mother, and la-

dies. The troop pafs once about the ftage, and Garter fpeaks,

Gart. Heav'n, from thy endlefs goodnefs fend long life,

And ever happy, to the high and mighty

Princefs of England, fair Elizabeth.

Flourifh. Enter King and Guard.

Cran. And to your royal Grace, and the good Queen^

My noble partners and my felf thus pray

All comfort, joy, in this moft gracious lady.

That heav'n e'er laid up to make parents happy.

May hourly fall upon ye!

King. Thank you, good lord Arch-bifliop;:

What is her name?

Cran,
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Cran. Elizabeth,

King. Stand up, lord.

With this kifs take my bleffing : God proted thee.

Into whofe hand I give thy Hfe.

Cran, Amen.

King. My noble goflips, y'have been too prodigal,

I thank ye heartily: fo fhall this lady,

When fhe has fo much Englijh.

Cran. Let me fpeak, Sir,

(For heav'n now bids me) and the words I utter,

Let none think flatt'ry, for they'll find 'em truth.

This royal infant, (heav'n ftill move about her)

Though in her cradle, yet now promijfes

Upon this land a thoufand thoufand bleffings,

Which time fliall bring to ripenefs. She fhall be

(But few now living can behold that goodnefs)

A pattern to all Princes living with her.

And all that fhall fucceed. Sheha was never

More covetous of wifdom and fair virtue.

Than this bleft foul fhall be. All Princely graces

That mould up fiich a mighty piece as this,

With all the virtues that attend the good.

Shall flill be doubled on her. Truth fhall nurfe her

:

Holy and heav'nly thoughts flill counfel her

:

She fhall be lov'd and fear'd. Her own ihall blefs her ,•

Her foes fhake like a field of beaten corn.

And hang their heads with fbrrow. Good grows with her.

In her days ev'ry man fhall eat in fafety

Under his own vine, what he plants j and fing

The merry fbngs of peace to all his aeighbours.

God fhall be truly known, and thofe about her
' Vol. IV. Zr z z From
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From her fhall read the perfed ways of honour,

And claim by thofe their greatnefs, not by blood.

Nor (hall this peace fleep with her j but as when
The bird of wonder dies, the maiden Phoenix,

Her aflies new create another heir.

As great in admiration as her felf;

So fliall {he leave her bleflednefs to one,

(When heav'n fliall call her from this cloud of darknefs)

Who from the facred afhes of her honour

Shall ftar-like rife, as great in fame as flie was,

And fo ftand fix'd. Peace, plenty, love, truth, terrour.

That were the fervants to this choifen infant.

Shall then be his, and like a vine grow to him
j

Where-ever the bright lun of heav'n fliall fliine,

His honour and the greatnefs of his name

Shall be, and make new nations. He fliall flourifli.

And like a mountain cedar reach his branches

To all the plains about him : children's children

Shall fee this, and blefs heav'n.

King. Thou fpcakefl; wonders.

Cran. She fliall be to the happinefs of England^

An aged Princefs
5
many days fliall fee her.

And yet no day without a deed to crown it.

Would I had known no more : but flie mufl: die.

She mufl:, the faints mufl: have her yet a virgin,

A mofl- unfpotted lilly fliall flic pafs

To th' ground, and all the world fliall mourn her.

K'mg, O lord Arch-bifliop,

Thou'fl: made me now a man
j

never, before

This happy child, did I get any thing.

This oracle of comfort has fo pleas'd me.
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That when I am in heav'n, I fliall defire

To fee what this child does, and praife my maker.

I thank ye all to you, my good Lord-mayor,

And you good brethren, I am much beholden

:

I have receiv'd much honour by your prefence.

And ye fhall find me thankful. Lead the way, lords,

Ye muft all fee the Queen, and fhe muft thank ye.

She will be fick elfe. This day no man think

H'as bufinefs at his houfe, for all fhall ftay,

This little one (hall mal^e it holy-day.



EPILOGUE.
'

' j
^ IS' ten to one this play can never pleafe

All that are here : fome come to take their e^ife,

And fleep an aB or two j hut thofe we fear

IVfve frighted with our trumpets : fo 'tis clear

They'llfay it's naught. Others, to hear the city

Ahus'd extreamly, and to cry that's witty
;

Which we have not done neither • that Ifear

All the expeBed good w'are like to hear

For this play at this time, is only in

The merciful confiruBton of good women
;

(For fuch a one we Jhew'd 'em) If they fmile.

And fay 'twill do-, I know within a while

All the hefl men are ours for 'tis ill hap,

Jf they hold when their ladies hid 'em clap.

The End of the Fourth Volume










