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

WARWICK.

Wonder how the King efcap’d our Hands?
York, While we purfu’d the Horfcmen of
: the North,
# | He lily ftole away, and left his Men:
= &] Whereat the great Lord of Nerthumberland,
Whofe warlike Ears could never brook Re-
Chear'd up the drooping Army, and himfelf, (treat;
Lord Clifford and Lord Stafford all a-breaft,
Charg'd our main Battel’s Front; and breaking in,
Were by the Swords of common Soldiers flain.
Edw. Lord Stafford’s Father, Duke of Buckinghams
Is either flain or wounded dangerous.
I cleft his Beaver with a down-1ight blow ¢
That this js true, Father, behold his Blood.
Monnt. And, Brother, here’s the Earl of Wil fhiré's Blaod;
hom I encountred as the Battels join'd.
Rich. Speak thou for me, and tell them vhat I did.
Yor Iv, B2 York,
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York, Richard hath beft deferv’d of all my Sons :
But is your Grace dead, my Lord of Somer/et?

Norf. Such hope have all the Line of Fokn of Gaunt.

Rich. Thus do I hope to fhake King Henry's Head.

War. And fo do I, vi&orious Prince of York.

Before I fee thee feated in the Throne,
Which now -the Houfe of Lancafter ufurps,

1 vow by Heav’n, thefe Eyes thall never cléfe.
This is the Palace of the fearful King,

And this the Regal Seat 5 poflefs it 2ork,

For this is thine, and not King Henry’s Heirs,

Tork. Aflift me then, fweet Warwick, and I will ;
For hither we have broken in by force.

Norf. We'll all affift you; he that flies fhall die.

Tork: Thanks, gentle Norfolk ; ftay by me my Lords,
And Soldiers ftay and lodge by me this Night, | They go ups

War. And when the King comes, offer him no violence,
Unlefs he feck to thruft you out by force.

Tork, The Queen this day here holds her Parliament,
But little thinks we fhall be of her Counfel ;

By Words or Blows here let us win our right.

Rich. Arm'd as we are, let’s ftay within this Houfe,

War. The bloody Parliament fhall this be call’'d,
Unlefs Plantagener, Duke of York, be King,
Ard bafhful Heary depos'd, whofe Cowardife
Hath made us by-words to our Enemies,

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

War. Neither the King, nor he that loves him beft
The proudeft He that holds up Lancafler. ;
Dares ftir a Wing, if Warwick_(hake his Bells,

I'll plant Plantagenet, root him up who dare:

Refolve thee Richard, claim the Engli b Crown,

Enter King Henry, Clifford, Northumberland Weftmor-
* laﬁd, Exeter, and others, c ,

K. Henry. My Lords, look where the ft ’
Even in the Chair of State; belike he meanlsl,rdy Rebel A8
Back'd by the Power of Warwick, that falfe Peer:

To afpire unto the Crown, and Reign as King.’
Earl of Nerthsmberland, he ew thy Father,
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And thine, Lord Cifford, and you have both-vow’d revenge
On him, his Sons, his Favourites, and his Friends.
North, If I be nor, Heav'ns be reveng’d on me,
Cif. The hope thereof makes Cliffard movrn in Steel.
Weft, What, (hall we {uffer this? Let’s pluck him down.
My Heart for anger burns, I cannot brook ir.
K. Henry, Be patient, gentle Earl of Weftmorland.
Clif. Patience is for Poltroons, and fuch is he 3
He durft not fit there had your Father livid.
My gracious Lord, here in the Parliament
Let us afluil the Family of York,
North, Well h:ft thou fpoken, Coufin be it fo.
K. Henry. Ah, know you not-the City favours them,
And they have Troops of Soldiers at their beck 2
Weff. But when the Duke is flain, they’ll quickly fly.
K. Henry. Far be the thought of this from Henry's Heart,
To make a Shambles of the Parliament Houfe.
Coufin of Exeter, Frowns, Words, and T hreats,
Shall be the War that Hesry means to ufe.
Thou fa&tious Duke of Tork, defcend my Throne,
And kneel for Grace and Mercy at my Feer,
I am thy Soveraign.
York, Henry 1 am thine. :
Exe. For fhame come down, he made thee Duke of
York.
Tork. It was my Inheritance, as the Earldom was.
Exe. Thy Father was a Traitor to the Crown.
War. Excter 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 York.
K. Heniry. And fhall I ftand, and thou fit in my Throne ?
Tork. 1t muft and (hall be 5, content thy felf.
War. Be Duke of Lancaffer, let him be King.
Weft. He is both King and Duke of Lancafter,
And that the Lord of Wefmorland fhall mairtain.
War. And Warwick_thall difprove it.  You forget,
That we are thofe which chas’d you from the Ficld,
And fletw your Fathers, and with Colours fpread
March’d threw the City to the Palace Gates,

B 3 North.
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North. Yes, Warwick, 1 remember it to my grief.
And by his Soul, thou and thy Houfefhall rue it.
Weft. Plamagenet, of thee and thefe thy Sons,
Thy Kinfmen, and thy Friends, T'li have more lives
Thn drops of Blood were in my Father’s Veins.
Clif. Urge it no more, left that inftead of words
I fend thee, Warwick, {uch a Meflenger,
As fhall revenge his Death, before I ftir.
War. Poor Clifford! how I fcorn his worthlefs Threats.
York, Will you, we fhew our Title to the Crown$
If rot, our Swords fhall plead it in the Field.
K. Henry. What Title haft thou, Traitor, to the Crown?
Thy Father was, as thou art, Duke of Tork,
Thy Grandfucher Roger Mortimer, Earl of March.
1 am the Son of Henry the Fifth,
Who made the Dauphin and the Fresch to ftoop,
And feiz’d upon their Towns and Provinces.
War, Talk not of Erance, fith thou haft loft it all.
K. Henry. The Lord Prote&or loft it, and not I;
When I was Crown’d 1 was but nine Months old.
Rich. You are o!d enough now,
And yet methinks you lofe
Father, tear the Crown from the Ulurper’s Head.
Edw. Sweet Father do fo, fet it on your Head.
Monnt. Good Brother,
As thou lov’(t and honoureft Arms,
Let’s fight it out,.and not ftand cavelling thus,
. Rich. Sound Drums and Trumpet, and the King will
Ve
" York. Sons, Peace.
K. Henry. Peace thou,and give King Henry leave to fpeaks
War. Plantagener thall fpeak firft : Here him Lords,
And be you filent and attentive too,
For he that interrupts him, fhall not live.
K. Hewry. Thok'ftthouthatl willleave my Kinol
W aerein gny Grandfire and my Father fat %y Bl Thegol
No ; firft fhall War unpeople this my Realm;
Ay, and their Colours ofien born in France,
Aud now in England, to our Hearts great Sorrow,
Shall be my Winding-fheet : Why faint you, Lords?
My Title’s good, and better far than his. ;

War.
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War. But preve it, Henry, and thou fhal: be King.
K, Henry. Henry the Fourth by Conqueft zot the Crown.
Zork. ’Twas by Rebellion agamft his King.
K., Henry. 1 know not what to.fay, my Tule's weak
Tell me, may not a King adopt an Heir 2
York. W hat then 2
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 rofe againft him, being his Sovenign,
And made him to refign his Crown perforce.
War. Suppofe, my Lords, he did it uncontraind,
Think you ’cwere prejudicial to his Crown?
Exe, No; for he could not {o refign his Crown,
But that the next Heir fhould fucceed and reign.
K, Henry. Art thou againft us, Duke of Exerer
Exe. Hisis the right, and thercfore pardon me.
York, Why whifper you, my Lords, and anfwer not 2
Exe. My Con{cience tells me, he is lawful King.
K. Henry, All will revolt from me, and tun to him,
Dlorth, Plantagenet, for all the claim thou hay’ft
Think not, that Henry fhall be depos'd.
War. Depos’d he fhall be, in defpite of all
North, Thou art deceiv’d :
"Tis not thy Southern Power
Of Effex, Norfolky Suffolky nor of Kents
Which makes thee thus prefumptuous and proud,
Can fet the Duke up in"defpight of me.
Clif. King Henry, be thy Title right or wrong,
Lord Clifferd vows to fight in thy defence;
May that ground gape, and {wallow me alivs,
Where [ fhall koeel to him that flew my Faher.
K, Henry, Oh Clifford, how thy wordsrevive my Heart.
York. Henry of Lancafter, refign thy Crown:
What mutter you, or what confpire you, Lerds?
War. Do right unto this Princely Duke of Torks
Or [ will 61l the Houfe with armed Men,
Aond o’er the Chair of State, where now he fits,
Wrrite up his Title with ufurping Blood. .
[ He ffamps wish his footy and the Soldiers few themfelves.
B 4 K Henry.
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K. Henrg. My Lord of Warwick, hear me but one word ;
Let me for this time reign as King. ; '
York. Confirm the Crown to me, and to mine Heirs,
And thou fhale R eign in"quiet while thou liv’[t,
K. Henry. 1 am content: Richard Plantagenet,
Enjoy the Kingdom after my deceafe.
Clif. What wrong is this unto the Prince, your Son?
War. What good is this to England, ard himfelf?
Weft. Bafe, fearful, and defpairing Henry!
Clsf. How haft thou injur'd both thy felf and us!
Weft. T cannot ftay to hear thefe Articles.
North, Nor 1,
Clifv: Come Coufin, let us tell the Queen thefe News.
Weft. Farewel, faint-hearted and degenerate King,
In whofe cold Blood no fpark of Honour bides.
North, Be thou a prey unto the Houfe of Tork,
And die in Bands, for this unmanly deed.
Ciif. In dreadful War, may’ft thou be overcome,
Or live in Peace abandon’d and defpis'd.
[ Exesnt Nor. Cliff. Weftm.
War. Turn this way, Henry, and regard them peor.

Exe, They feek revenge, and therefore will not yield.
K. Henry. Ah Exeter !

War. Why fhould you figh, my Lord?
K. Henry. Not for my felf, Lord Warwick, but my Son,

Whom I unnaturally fhall difinherit,

But be itas it may; I here entail

The Crown to thee, and to thine Heirs for ever:

Conditionally, that here you take an Oath,

To ceafe this Civil War; and whilft I live,

To honour me a5 thy King and Soveraign:

Neither by Treafon nor Hoftility,

To fick to put me down, and Reign thy flf,
York. This Oath I willingly take, and will perform.
War. Long live King Henry t-Plantagenet, embrace him,
K. Henry. Andlong live thou, and thefe thy forward Sons.
York. Now York and Lancafter are reconcil’d. :
Exe. Accurft be he that {ceks to make them Foes,

Sonet, Here they come down,

York, Farewel, my gracious Lord, T’ll to my Caftle.
War. And Ill keep Londow with my Soldicrs,

Norf, |
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Norf. And I to Norfolk with my Followers.
Monnt. And I unto the Sea from whence I came. [ Exe.
K. Henry. And I with grief and forrow to the Court,
Enter the Queen, and the Prince of Wales.
Exe, Here comes the Queen,
Whofg looks bewray her anger :
I'll fkeal away.
K. Henry. Exeter {o will I: [Going.
Queen. Nay, go not from me, I will follow thee——
K. Henry. Be patient, gentle Queen, and I will ftay.
Queen. Who can be patient in {uch extreams 2
Ah wretched Man! would I had dy'd a Maid,
And never feen thee, never born thee $on,
Seeing thou haft prov’d fo unnatural a Father.
Hath he deferv’d to lofe his Birth-right thus 2
Hadft thou but lov'd him half fo much as 1 5%
Or felt that pain which I did for him once,
Or nourifht him, as I did with my Blood;
Thou wouldft have left thy deareft Heart-blood thers,
Rather than made that Savage Duke thine Heir,
And difinherited thine only Son,
Prince. Father, you cannot difinherit me:
If you be King, why thould not I fucceed ?
K. Henry. Pardon me, Margaret; pardon me, {weet Son;
The Earl of Warwick and the Duke enforc’d me.
Queen. Enforc’d thee? art thou King,and wilt be forc'd 2
I thame to hear thee {peak; ah timorous Wretch!
Thou haft undone thy felf, thy Sen, and me,
And given unto the Houfe of York fuch head,

As thou fhalt Reign but by their fufferance.

To entail him and his Heirs unto the Crown,
What is it, but to make thy Sepulchre,

And creep into it far before thy time ¢
Warwick is Chancellor, and the Lord of Calais,
Stern Faxlconbridge commands the narrow Seas,
The Duke is mage Prote&or of the R ealm,

‘And yet fhale thou be fafe? fuch fafety finds

The trembling Lamb, invironed with Wolves,
Had I been there, which am a filly Woman,
The Soldiers thould have tofs’d me on their Pikes,

But
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But thou preferr’ft thy Life before thine honour.
And feeing thou doft, T here divorce my felf,
Both from thy Table, Henry, and thy Bed,
Until that A& of Parliament be repealed,
W hereby my Son is difinherited. :
The Northern Lords, that have forfworn thy Colours,
Will follow mine, if once they fee them {pread:
And fpread they fhall be, to thy foul difgrace,
And utter ruin of the Houfe of 204,
Thus do 1 leave thee; come Son, let’s away,
Out Army is ready, come, we'll after them.
K. Henry. Stay, gentle Margaret, and hear me fpeak.
Queen. Thou haft fpoke too much already; get thee
one.
F K. Henry. Gentle Son Edward, thou wilt ftay with me?
Queen. Ay, to be murther'd by his Enemicgs.
Pringe. When I return with Vi&ory from the Field,
T'll fee your Grace; ’till then I'll follow her.,
Queen. Come, Son, away, we may rot linger thus.
“Exennt Queen and Prince.
K. Henry. Poor Queen,
How love to me, and to her Son,
Hath made her break out into terms of Rige.
R eveng’d may fhe be on that hatefu] Duke,
Whofe haughty Spirit, winged with defire,
Will coft my Crown, and like an empty Eagle,
Tire on the Fleth of me, and of my Son,
The lofs of thcfe three Lords torments my Heart;
I'll write unto them, and intreat them fair ;
Come, Coufin, you fhall be the Meffenger,
Exe. AndI hope (hall reconcile them all, [ Exit,
Enter Richard, Edward, and Mountague.
Rich. Brother, though [ be youngeft, give me leave,
Edw. No, I canbetter play the O:ator.
Adonnt. But 'have reafons ftrong and forcible.
Enter the Duke of York,
York. Why, how now Soos and Brother, ata firife 2
What 1s your Quarrel 2 how began it firft?
. Edw. No'Quarrel, but a flighe Contertion,
Yorks About what?
Rich, About that which concerns your Grace and us,
The Crown of England, Father, which is yours, Tork,
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Tork. Mine, Boy ? not ’till King Henry be dead.
Rich. Your Right depends not on his Life, or Death.
Edw. Now you are Heir, therefore enjoy it now:
By giving the Houfe of Lancafter leave to breathe,
It will out-run you, Father, in the end.
Tork. 1 took an Oath, that he fhould quietly Reign.
Edw. But for a Kingdom any Oath may be broken:
I would break a thoufand Oaths to Reign one Year,
Rich. No3; God forbid your Grace fhould be forfworn.
York. I (holl be, if I claim by open War.
Rich. I’ll prove the contrary, if you’'ll hear me fpeak,
York, Thou can’ft not, Son, it is impoffible,
Rich. An Oath is of no moment, being not took
Bcfore a true and lawful Magiftrate,
That hath Authority over him that Swears.
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 te wear a Crown,
Within whofe Circuit is Elyfinm,
And all that Poets feign of Blifs and Joy.!
Why do we linger thus? I cannot reft,
Unti) the white Rofe that I wear, be dy’d
Even in the lukewarm Blood of Henry’s Heart.
York. Richard, enough: I will be King, or die.
Brother, thou thalt to London prefently,
And whet on Warwick to this Enterprize.
Thou, Richard, fhalt go to the Duke of Norfolk,
And tell him privily of our intent,
You, Edward, (hall unto my Lord Cobbam,
With whom the Kentifhmen will willingly rife.
In them I truft; for they are Soldiers,
Witty, courteous, liberal, full of Spirir.
While you are thus employ’d, what refteth more,
Bur that T feek occafion how to rife?
And yet the King not privy to my drift,
Nor any of the Houfe of Lancafter.
Enter Gabriel,
But flay. what News? why com'ft thou in fuch poft?
Gab. The Queen,
With
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With all the Northern Earls and Lords,
Intend here to beficge you in your Caftle.
She s hard by, with twenty thoufand Men;
And therefore fortifie your Hold, my Lord.
Terk, Ay, with my Sword, ;
What, think’ft thou that we fear them?
Edward and Richard, you (hall fay with me,
My Brother Adontague thall poft to Londen.
Let noble Warwicky Cobbam, and the reft,
Whom we have left ProteGors of the King,
With powerful Policy ftrengthen themfelves,
And truft not fimple Henry, nor his Oaths.
Aent, Brother, I go: T’ll win them, fear it not,
And thus moft humbly I do tke my leave.
[ Exit Montague,
Enter Sir John Mortimer, a»d Sir Hugh Mortimer.
Tork. Sir Fohn, and Sit Hugh Mortimer, mine Uncles,
ou are come to Saundal in a happy hour.
The Army of the Queen means to befiege us,
Sir Fobn. She fhall not need, we'll meet her in the Field,
York. What, with five thoufand Men?
Rich. Ay, with five hundred, Father, for a need.
A Woman’s General; what (hould we fear ?
LA march afar off.
Edw. I hear their Drums : ‘
Let’s fec our Men in oider,
Ard iffue foreh, and bid them Battel ftreight.
Tork. Five Men to twenty, though the odds be great,
I doubt not, Uncle, of sur Vi&ory.
Many a Battel have T won in Frasce,
Wrhen as the Enemy hath been ten to one:
Why fhould I nct now have the like Succefs?
[Alarum.,
Enter Butland and his Tutor,
R, Ah, whether fhallI flie, to fcape their Hands 2
Ah, Tutor, look where bloody Clifford comes.
Eanter Clifford.
Clif. Chapliin, away, thy Priefthood faves thy Life;
As for the Brar of this accurfed Duke,
Whofe Father flew my Father, he thall dje.
Tutor, And I, my Lord, will bear him Company,

Exit,

Clif
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Clif. Soldiers, away with him.
Twror. Ah Clifford, murther not this innocent Child,

Left thou be hated both of God and Man. [Exiz,
Clif. How now ¢ is he dead already ¢

Or is it fear that makes him clofe his Eyes?

I'll open them.
Rut. So looks the pent-up Lyon o’er the wretch,

Thar trembles under his devouring Pays :

And fo he walks, infulting o’er his Prey,

And f{o he comes to rend his Limbs afunder,

Ah, gentle Clifford, kill me with thy Sword,

And not with fuch a cruel threatning Look.

Sweet Clifford, hear me fpeak before I die:

I am too mean afubje& of thy wrath,

Be thou reveng’d on Men, and let me live,
Cliff. In vain thou fpeak’ft, poor Boy:

My Father’s Blood hath ftope the paflage

Where thy Words thould enter,
Rus. Then let my Father’s Blood open it again;

He isa Man, and, Clifford, cope with him. _
Clif. Had I thy Brethren here, their Lives and thine

Were not revenge fufficient for me :

No, if I.digg'd up thy Fore-fathers 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 York,

Is as a fury to torment my Soul:

And ’dll I root out their accurfed Line,

And leave not one alive, I live in Hell,

Therefore
Knts O let me pray before T take my Death:

To thee, I pray fweet Clifford, pity me.
Clif. Such pity as my Rapier’s point affords.
Rt 1 never did thee harm; why wile thou flay me?
Clif. Thy Father hath,
Knt. But’twas €’er I was born,

Thou haft one Son, for his fake pity me,

Left in revenge thereof, fith God s juit,

He be as miferably flain as I,

Ah, let me live in Prifon all my Days,

And when I give occafion of Offence,
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Then let me die, for now thou haft no caufe. _
Clif. No caufe? thy Father flew my Father, therefore die.
Ruts Dii faciant, lawdis fumma fir ifta tne. [ Stabs hime
Clif. Plantagenet, 1come, Plantagener.

And this thy Son’s Bleod cleaving to my Blade,

Shall ruft upon my Weapon, “till thy Blood

Congeal'd with this, do make me wipe off both. [ Ewit,

Alarum, — Enter Richard Duke of York.
Tork. The Army ofthe Queen hath gotthe Field:

My Uncles both are flain in refcuing me,

And 2ll my Followers, to the eager Foe

Turn back, andfly, like Ships before the Wind,

Or Lambs purfu'd by hunger-ftarved Wolves.

My Sons, God knows what hath bechanced them :

But this I know, they have demean’d themfelves

Like Men born to Renown, by Life or Death.

Three times did Richard make a Lane to me,

And thrice cry’d, Courage, Father, fight it out:

And full as oft come Edward to my fide,

With Purple Falchion, painted to the Hile

In Blood of thofe that had encountred him;

And when the hardiet Warriors did retire,

Richard cry’d, Charge,and give no foot of Ground,

And cry’d, a Crown, or clfe a glorious Tomb,

A Scepter, or an Earthly Sepulcher.,

With this we chatg’d again ; but out alss,

Ne bodg’d again; as I have feen a Swan

With bootlefs labour fwim againft the Tide,

And fpend ber frength with over-matching Waves,

(A [bors Alarum within,

Ah hark, the fatal Followers do purfue,

And I am faint, and cannot fly their fury.

And were I ftrong, I would not fhun their fury.

The Sands are oumbred that make up my Life,

Here muft I ftay, and here my Life muit end.

Enter the Queen, Clifford, Northumberland, the Prince of

Wales, and Soldiers.

Come, bloody Clifferd, rough Northumberland,

1 dare your quenchlefs fury to more rage :

I am your Butt, and I abide your fhot.

Norih. Yield to our mercy, proud Plantagener.

Clif.
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Cif. Ay, to fuch mercy as his ruthlefs Arm
With downright payment fhew’d unto my Father.
Now Phaeton hath tumbled frem his Car,
And made an Evening at the Noon-tide Prick.
Tork. My Afhes, as the Pheenix, may bring forth
A Bird, that will revenge upon you all:
And in that hope I throw mine Eyes to Heav’n,
Scorning whate’er you can afli& me with.
Why come you not? what! Multitudes and fear?
Clif. So Cowards fight when they can fly no farther,
So Doves do peck the Falegns piercing Talons,
So defperate Thieves, all hopelefs of their Lives,
Breath out Inve&ives *gainft the Officers.
Tork. Oh, Clifford, but bethink thee once again,
And in thy thought o’er-run my former time:
And if thou canft, for bluthing, view this Face,
And bite thy Tongue that flanders him with Cowardice,
Whofe frown hath made thee faint and fly e’er this.
Clif. I will not bandy with thee Word for Word,
But buckler with thee Blows twice two for one.
Quneen. Hold, valiant Clifford, for a thoufand caufes
I would prolong a while the Traitor’s Life:
Wrath makes him deaf; fpeak thou, Northumberiand.
North. Hold Clifford, do not honour him fo much,
To prick thy Finger, though to wound his Heart.
What Valour were it, whén a Cur doth grin,
For one to thruft his Hand between his Teech,
When he might fpurn him with his foot away?
¥c is Wars prize to take all vantages,
And ten to one is no impeach of Valour.
dif. Ay, ay, fo ftrives the Wcodcock with the Gin.
North, So doth the Cony ftruggle in the Net.
Zork; So triumph Thieves upon their conquer’d Booty,
So true Men yield, ‘with Robbers o o’er-matchi.
North. What would your Grace have done unto him now 2
Queen. Brave Warriors, Clifford and Northumberland,
Come make him ftand upon this Mole-hill here,
That caught at Mountains with out-ftretched Arms,
Yet parted but the fhagow with his Hand.
What, was it you that would be England’s King?
Was’t you that revell’d in our Parliament,
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And made a Preachment of your High Defcent 2
Where are your mefs of Sons to back you now,
The wanton Edward, and the lufty George ?
And where’s that valiant Crook-back Prodigy,
Dicky, your-Boy, that with his grumbling voice
Was wont to cheer his Dad in Mutinies ¢
Or with the reft, where is your Darling Rutland 2
Look York, I ftain’d this Napkin wich the Bloed
That valiant Clifford, with his Rapier’s point,
Made iffue from the bofom of the Boy;
And if thine Eyes can water for his Death,
I give thee this to dry thy Cheeks withal.
Alss, poor York, but that I hate thee deadly,
I (hould lament thy miferable State.
I prithee grieve, to make me merry, Tork.
What, hath thy fiery Heart fo parcht thine Intrails,
That not a Tear can fall for Rutland’s Death,
Why art thou patient, Man ? thou fhould'ft be mad+
And I, to make thee mad, do mock thee thuss
Stamp, rave and fret, that I may fing and dance.
Thou would'ft be fee’d, I fee, to make me fport:
York cannot fpeak, unlefs he weir a Crown,
A Crown for York——and, Lords, bow low to hims
Hold you his Hands, whilft I do fet it on.
[ Putting & Paper Crown on bis Heads
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 fo foon, and broke his {folemn Oath ?
As I bethink me, you fhould not be King,
"Till our King Henry had (hook Hands with Death,
And will you pale your Head in Henry’s Glory,
And rob his Temples of the Diadem,
Now in this Life againft the holy Oath ¢
Oh, ‘tis a fault too too unpardonable.
Off with the Crown, and with the Crown his Head,
And whilft we breath take him to do him dead.
Clif. That is my Office, for myFather’s (ake.
Queen, Nay ftay, let’s here the Orizons he makes,
York, She-Wolf of France,
But worfe than Wolves of France, Whofe
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Whofe Tongue more poifons than the Adder’s Tooth:

-How ill-befeeming is 1t in thy Sex,

. To triumph like an Amazonian Trull,

Upon their Woes, whom Fortune captivates?

But that thy Face is Vizard-like, unchanging,

Made impudent with ufe of cvil Deeds,

1 would sffay, proud Queen, to make thee blufh.

To tell thee whence thou cam’lt; of whom derivd;

Were (hame enough to (hame thee

Wert thou not fhamelefs »

Thy Father bears the I'ype of King of Naples;

Ot both the Sicils and Ferafalem,

Yet not {5 wealchy as an Englifb Ycoman.

Hith th:t poor Monarch taugh; thee to infult?

It needs not, nor it boots thee not, proud Queen;

Unlefs the Adage muft be virify’d;

That Beggars mounted run therr Horfe to Death,

"Tis Beauty that doth oft mske Women proud,

But God he knows, toy (hare thereof is fmall,

"Tis Virtue that doth make them moft admir d.

The contrary doth make thee wondred ar,

"T1s Government that makes them feem Diviney

The want thereof makes thee abominable,

Thou art as oppofite to every gocds
s the Antipodesare unto us,

Or as the South to the Septentrion. | :

Oh Tyger's Hea't, wrapt in a Woman’s Hide,

How could’lt thou drain the Lifi-blood of ihe Child;

70 bid the Father wipe his Eyes withal,

And yetbe feen to wear 2 Woman’s Face 2

Women are foft, mild, pitful and fl-xible;

Thou ftern, obdurate, flinty, rough, remorfel:fs,

B:dft thou me rage ¢ why now thou haft thy wifh.

Would'lt have me wecp? w! y now thou haft thy will,

For raging Wind blows up inceflant Show’rs,

And when the rage albys, the Rain begirs;

Thefe Tears are my {weet Rutland's O { quies,

And every drop cries vengeance to his Dcath,

*Gainft thee, fe!l Cliifford, and thee, falle French Weman;
North. Bethrew me, but his Paffions move me fo,

Thir bardly can I check mine Eyes from Tears:
Yor. IV, € York.
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York. That Face of his, .
The hungry Cannibals would not have toucht,
Would not have ftain’d the Rofes juft with Bl
But you are more inhuman, more inexorable,
Oh ten times more, than Tygers of Hyrcanic
See, ruthlefs Queen, a haplefs Father’s Tearss
This Cloth thou dip’dft in Blood of my iweet Boy;
And I with Tears do wath the Blocd away.
Keep thou the Napkir, and go boaft of this,
And if thou tel’ft the heavy Story righe,
Upon my Soul, the Hearers will {hed Tea
Yea, even my Foes will fhed falt-falling T
And fay, alas, it was a pitcous Deed.
There take the Crown, and, with the Crown, my Curfe.
And in thy need, fuch comfort come to thee,
As now I reap at thy too cruel Hand.
Hard-hearted Clifford, take me from the World,
My Soul to Heav’n, my Blood upon your Heads.
North. Had he been Slaughter-man to all my Kin,
I thould not for my Life but weep with him,
To fee how inly Sorrow gripes his Soul.
Queen. What, weeping ripe, my Lord Novthumberland?
Thiok but vpon the wrong he did us all,
And that will quickly dry thy melting Tears,
Clif. Here’s for my Oath, here’s for my Father’s Death,
Queen. And here’s to right our gentle-hearted King.
/ ‘L_Smébi;zg bim.
Tork. Open thy Gate of Mercy, gracious God.
My Soul flies through thefe Wouads, to feekout thee, [ Diess
Queen. Off with his Head, and fet it on 2urk Gates,
So York_may overlook the Town of York. [ Exennt.

1

5
ears,

T SO EN T
‘A March. Enter Edward, Richard, axd their Poswer.

Edw Wonder how our Priacely Father fcapd ;
Or whether he be fcap’d away, or no,

Fpom Cifford's, and Northumberland's purfuit 2

Had he been ta’en we fhould have heard the News ;

Had
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Had he been {lain, we fhould have hearc the News;
Or had he feap’d, methinks we fhould hive heard
The happy Tidings of his good efcape.
How fares my Brother? why is he {o {ad?
Ricb. I cannot joy, until I be refolv’d,
Where our righe valiant Father is become,
I faw him in the Barcel range abour,
And watcht him how he fingled Clifford forth,
Methought be bore him in the thickeft Troop,
Asdoth a Lion in a Herd of Neat;
Or as a Bear encompafs’d round with Dogs,
Who having pinche a few, and made them Iy,
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 Son.
Sec how the Morning opes her Golden Gates,’
And takes her firewel of the glorious Sun,
How well refembles it the prime of Youth,
Trim’d like a Yonker, Prancing to his Love?
Edw. Dazle mine Eyes ¢ or do I fee three Suns 2
Kich. Three glorious Suns, each one a perfe@ Sun,
Not feparated with the racking Clouds,
But feverd in 5 pale clear-fhining Sky.
See, fee they join, embrace, and {eem to kifs,
As if they vow’d fome League inviolable :
Now are they but one Lamp, one Light, one Sun,
In this the Heaven figures fome Event,
“Edw. Tis wondrous ftrange,
The like yet never heard of,
I think it cites us, Brother, to the Field,
That we, the Sons of brave Plantagenet,
Each one already. blazing by our Meeds,
Should notwithitanding join our Lighes together,
And over-fhine the Earch, as this the World,
Whate'er it bodes, henceforward will I bear
Upon my Target three fiir fhining Suns,
Rich. Nay, bear three Daughters ¢
By your leave, I ip ak i,

You love the Breeder better: than the Male,

[ 83 Enter
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Enter a Meffenger.
But what art thou, whofe heavy Looks foretel
Some dreadful Story hanging on thy Tongue?
4adef. Ah, one that was a woful looker on,
When as the Noble Duke of Zork was flain,
Your Princely Father, and my loving Lord.

Edw. Oh, {peak no more ! for I have heard too much.

Rich, Say how he dy’d, for I will hear it all.

Mef. Environed he was with many Foes,

And ftood againft them, as the hope of Troy
Againft the Grecks, that would have entred T7oy.
But Hercules himfelf maft yield to odds ;

And many Stroaks; though with a little Ax,

Hews down and fells the hardeft-timber'd Oak.

By many Mands your Father was {fubdu’d,

But only {laughter’d by the ireful Arm,

Of unrelenting Clifford, and the Queen:

Who crown'd the gracious Duke in high defpight,
Laugh’din his Face; and when with grief he wept,
The ruthlefs Queen gave him, to dry his Che:k,
A Napkin, fteeped in the harmlefs Blood

Of fweet young Rutland, by rough CUifferd flain:
And after many Scorns, many foul Taunts,

They took his Head, and on the Gates of Tork,
They fet the fame, and there it doth remain,

The faddeft {peacle that e'er I view’d,

Edw. Sweet Duke of Tork, our prop to lean wpon,

Now thou art gone, we have no Staff, ne Stay,

Oh Clifford, boift’rous Clifford, thou haft flain

The Flower of Exrepe for his Chivalry,

And treacheroufly haft thou vanquifh’d him,

For Hand to Hand he would have vanquifh'd tlee,
Now my Soul’s Palace is become a Prifon:

Ab, would fhe break from heree, that this my Fody
Might in the Ground be clofed up in reft;

For never henceforth fhall I joy again,

Never, oh never fhall I fee more joy.

Rich. T cannot weep, for all my Body’s moifture
Scarce ferves to quench my Furnace-burning Heirt ¢
Nor can my Tongue unload my Heart’s great burthen,
For felf<fame Wind that I thould fpeak withal,

Is
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Is kindling Coals that fire up all my Breaft,
And burn me up with Flsmes, that Tears would quench.
To weep, is to make lefs the depth of Grief:
Teears then for Babes; Blows and Revenge for me,
Richard, 1 bear thy Name, I’l] venge thy Death,
Or die renowned by attempting it,

Edw. His Name that valiant Duke hath left with thee:
His Dukedom, and his Chair with me js left.

Rich. Nay, if thou be that Princely Eagle’s Bird,
Shew thy defcent, by gazing ’gainft the Sun:
For Chair and Dukedom, Throne and Kingdem fay,
Either that is thine, or elfz thou wert not his.

March. Enter Warwick, Margnefs of Montague, and

their 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 deliverance
Stab Poinards in our Flefh, ’till all were told,
The Words would add more anguifh than the Wounds,
O, valiant Lord, the Duke of York is {lain,

Edw. O, Warwick) Warwick ! that Plantagener,
Which held thee dearly as his Soul’s Redemption,
Is by the ftern Lord Clifford done to Death,

War. Ten daysago I drown'd thefe News in tears,
And now to add more meafure to your Woes,
I come to tell you things fith then befaln,
After the bloody Fray at Wakefield fough,
Where your brave Father fought his Jatcft Gafp,
Tidings, as {wiftly as the Poft could run,

ere brought me of your Lofs, and his depart.
Ythen in Zondon, Keeper of the King,
Mufterd my Soldiers, gather’d flocks of Friends,
March'd towards St, 4lbuns to intercept the Q ecn,
Bearing the King in my behalf along
For by my Scouts I was advertifid

at fhe was coming, with a full intent
To dafh our late Decree in Parliament,
Touching King Henry’s Oath, ard your Succeffion:
Short Tale to make, we at St, Albans met,
Our Battels join’d, and both fides fiercely fought;

i But whether “twas the coldnefs of the King,

C3 Who
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Who lock’d full gently on his Warlike Queen,
That robb’d my Soldiers of their heated Spleens;
Or whether *twas report of her Succefs,
Or more than common fear of Clifford’s Rigour,
Who thunders to his Captives Blood and Death,
1 caanot judge ; but to conclude with Truth,
Their Weapons like to Lightning, came and went:
Our Soldiers like the Night-Owl’s lazy flight,
Or like a lazy Threfher with a Flail, G
Fell gently down, as if they ftruck their Friends,
I cheer’d them up with Juftice of our Caule,
With Promifi: of high Pay, and great Reward =
But all in vain, they had no heart to fight,
And we, h:m, no hope to win the Day,
So that we fl.d; the King unto the Queen, IW e
Lord George your Brother, Norfolk, and my felf,
In hafte, Poft-hafte, are come to join with you:
For in the Marches here we heard you were,
Making another Head, to fight again,
Edw, Where is the Duke of Norfelk, gentle Warwick?
And when came George from. Burgundy vo England?
War. Some fix miies off the Duke is with the Soldiers;
And for your Brother, he was lately fent
From your kind Aunt, Dutchefs of Burgundy,
With aid of Soldiers to this needful War.
Rich. *Twas odds belike when valiant Warwick fled
Oft have I heard his Praifes in Purfuit,
But ne’er, ’till now, hisScandal of Retire.
War. Nor now my Scandal, Richard, doft thou hear
_For thou fhalt know this ftrong right Hand of mine
Can pluck the Diadem from faint Henry’s Head,
And wring the awful Scepter from his Fift,
Were he as famous, and as bold in War,
And he is fam’d for Mildnefs, Peace and Prayer.
Rich. I krew it well, Lord Warwick, blame me not,
“T'is love I bear thy Glories makes me fpeak.
But 10 this troublous time what’s to be done 2
Shall we go throw away our Coats of Steel,
And wrap our Bodies in black mourning Gowns,
Numb'ring our Ave Maries with our Beads,
Or fhall we onithe Helmers of our Foes,

= Tell
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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 AMontague:
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 {wore confent to your Succeffion,
His Oath enrolled in the Parlizment,
And now to London all theé Crew are gone,
To fruftrate both his Oath, and what befide
May make againft the Houfe of Lancaffer.
Their Power, I think, is thirty thoufand ftrong :
Now if the help of Norfolk, and my felf,
With all the Friends that thou brave Earl of March,
Amosglt the loving Welchinen, cantt procure,
Will but amount to five anid twenty thoufand,
Why Zia! to London will we tharch,
And once again beftride our foaming ‘Steeds,
And once again cry, Charge upon our Focs,
But never once again turn back and fly.
Rich. Ay, now methinks T hear great Warwick {peak;

Ne'er may he'live to fee a Sun-fhine Day,
That crys Retire, if Warwick bid him ftay.
Edw. Lord Warwick, on'thy Shoulder will I lean,
And when thou fiil'ft (as God forbid the Hour)
Mult Edward fill, which peril Heaven forfend.
War. No longer Earl of March, but Duke of York : .
The next degree is England's Royal Throne:
For King of England fhaltthou be proclim’d
In every Borough as we pafs along,
And he that throws not up his Cap for Joy,
Shall for the faule make forfeir of his He.d.
King Edward, valiant Richard, Mornrague,
Stay we no longer, dreaming of Renown,
Bat found the Truwpets, ‘and about our Task.
Rich. Then Clifford, wete thy Heart s hard ds Steel,
As thou haft fhewn it ‘flioty by thy Deeds,
I come to pierce it, ‘or to giye thee mine, _
Edw, Thenftrike up Drums, God ard St, George for us.
C 4 Enter
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Enter a Mcffenger.
War. How now? What News? 3
Aef. The Duke of Norfolk fnds you word by me;
The Queen is coming with a puiflant Hoft,
And ciaves your Company for fpeedy Counfel.
War. Why then it forts, brave Wayriors let’s away.
| Exennt omnes,
Enter King Henry, the Queen, Cliff rd, Noithun'b.rland,
and the Prince of Wales, with Drums and Ty wmpets.
Queen, Welcome, my Lord, to this brave Town of York,
Yond:r's the Head of that Arch-enemy,
That foughe to be encampaft with your Crown,
Doth not the Obje& cheer your Heart, my Lord?
K. Henry, Ay,astheR ocks cheer them that fear theirWirack;
To feethis fight it itks my very Soul:
With-hold Revenge, dear God, *tis not my fault,
Nor wittingly have | in[‘rirg’d my Vow,
Clif. My gracious Liege, this too much Lenity
And harmlefs Pity muft be lid afide:
To whom do Lions caft their gentle Looks?
Not to -he Beaft that would ufurp their Den, ]
Whofe Hand is that the Forcft Bear doth licke
Not his that fpoils her young before her Face.
Who feapes the lurking Serpent’s mortal fting2
Net e tha fets his Foot upon her Back.
The {malleft Worm will turn, being trodden on,
And Doves will peck in fafepuard of their Brood,
A nbitious Tork did Jeve! at thy Crown,
Thou fmiling, while he knit Tus angry Brows,
He but a Duke, would have his Son 2 King,
And raife his Iflue like a1 ving Sire;
Thou beirg a King, blelt with a goodly Son,
Didft yield co fent to difinherit him;
Wiiich a:gued thee a moft unloving Father,
Ut reafonable Creatures feed thejr Young,
A:d though Man* Face be feaful to their Eyes,
Yer 10 prote@ion of their tender ones,
Who hath not feen them even with thafe Wings,
Which fometimes rthey have ns’d with fearfulﬂight,
Mike Wir with him that ¢limbd nnto their Neft,
Offering their own Lives in their Young’s Defence?

For
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For Shame, my Liege, make them your Prefident:
Weie it not pity, thar this goodly Boy
Should Iofc his Birth-right by his Father’s Fault,
And long hercafter fay unto his Child,
Wihat my grear Grandfather and Grandfire got,
My cirelefs Father fondly gave away,
Ah, what a Shame was this? look on the Boy,
Aand let his manly Face, which promifeth
Succefsful Forture, fteel thy melting Heart,
To hold thine own, ard leave thine own with him.
King, Full well hath Ciyfford plaid the Orrator,
Inferring Arguments of mighty Force:
Bat, Clfford, tell me, didlt thou never hear,
Thae things ill got, had ever bad Succefs.
And happy always was it for that Son,
Whofe Father fr his hoording went to Hell:
I'll leave my Son my virtuous Deeds behind,
And would my Father had left me no more :
For all the reft is held at fuch 1 Rate,
A's brings a thoufind-fold more Care to keep,
Than in Pofleffion any jot of Pleafure,
Ah €oufin 7ork, would thy b:ft Friends did know,
EHow it doth grieve me that thy Head is here.
Queen. My Lord, cheer up your Spirits, our Foes are nigh,
And this foft Courage makes your Followers faint:
You promis’d Knighthood to our forward Sor,
Unthcach your Sword, and dub him prefently.
Edward, kneel down.
King, Edward Plantagenes, arife a Knigh,
And learn this Leffon, draw thy Sword in righe,
Prince, My gracious Father, by your Kingly Leave,
P’ll draw it as apparent to the Crown,
And in that Quarrel ufe it to the Death,
Clif. Wy that is fpoken like a toward Prince,
Enter a Meffenger.
AMef. Royal Commanders, be in readinefs,
For wirh a Band of thirty thoufaind Men
Comes Warwick, backing of the Duke of York,
Aod ip the Towns, as they do march along,
Proclaims him King, and many fly to him.
Darraign your Battel, they are near at hand.
clif.
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Clif. 1 would your Highnefs would depart the Field,
The Queen hath beft Succefs when you are abfent.

Queen. Ay, good my Lord, andleave us to our Fortune.

K. Henry. Why that’s my Fortune too, therefore I'll ftay.

North. Be it with Refolution then to fight. ‘

Prince. My Royal Father, cheer thefe Noble Lords,
And hearten thofe that fight in your Defence:

Unfheath your Sword, good Father; cry St. George.
March. Enter Edward, Warwick, Richard, Clarence,
Norfolk, Montague, and Soldiers. :

Edw. Now perjur'd Henry, wilt thou kneel for Grace,
And fet thy Diadem upon my Head;

Or bide the Mortal Fortune of the Field ?

Queen. Go rate thy Minions, proud infulting Boy,
Becomes it thee to be thus bold in Terms,

Before thy Soveraign, and thy lawful King?

Edw. 1 am his King, and he fhould bow his Knee;
¥ 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 A& of Parliament,
:Fo blot out me, and put his own Son in.

Clif. And reafon too:
Who fhould fucceed the Father, but the Son ?

Rich. Are you there, Butcher? O, I cannot fpeak-

Clif. Ay, Crook=back, here I ftand to anfwer thee,
Or any he, the proudeft of thy fore.

Rich, *T'was you that kill'd young Rutland, was it not?

Clif. Ay, and old York, and yet not fatisfy’d.

Rich. For God’s {ike, Lords, give Signal to the Fight.

War. What fay’ft thou, Henry, :
Wilt thou yield the Crown?

Queen. Why how now, long:-tongu’d Warwick, dare you
When you and 1 met at St. Albanshaft, [fpeak?
Your Legs did better Service than your Hands,

War, Then ’twas my turn tofly, and now *tis thine.

Clif. You faid {fomuch before, and yet you fled.

War. *T'was not your Valour, Clifford, drove me thence.

Nortb. No, nor your Manhood that durft make you ftays

Rich., Northumberland, 1 hold thee reverently,

Break off the Patley, for {carce I can réfrain
2

The
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The Executién of my big-fwoln Heart
Upon that Clifford, that cruel Child killer,
Clif. Iflew thy Father, callft thou hun a Child?
Rich. Ay, like a Daftard, and a treacherous Coward,
As thou didft kill our tender Brother Rutland ;
But €er Sun fet, I’ll make thee curfe the Deed.
K. Henry. Have done with Words, my Lords, and;hear
me fpeak,
Qneen, Defie them then, or elfe hold clofe thy Lips,
K. Henry. 1 prithee give no Limits to my Tongue,
I am a King, and privileg’d to fpezk.
Clif. My Liege, the Wound that bred this Meeting here
Cannot be cur’d by Words, therefore be ftill
Rick. Then, Execution, re-unfheath thy Sword :
By him that made us all; I am refilv’d
That Clifford’s Manhood Iyes upon his Tongue,
Edw. Say, Henryy fhall I have my right, or no=:
A thoufand Men have broke their Fafts to Day,
That ne’er fhall dine, unlefs thou yicld the Crown,
War, If thou deny, their Blood upon thy Head,
For Tork in juftice puts his Armour on,
Prince. 1f that be right, -which Warwick fays is right,
There is no Wrong, but every thing is right.
War. Who ever got thee, there thy Mother ftands,
For well I wot, thou haft thy Mother’s Tongue,
Queen. But thou art neither like thy Sire nor Dam,
But iike a foul mifhapen Stigmatick,
Mark’d by the Deftinies to be avoided,
As venomous Toads, or Lizards dreadful Stings.,
Rich. Iron of Naples, hid with Englifb Gilt,
Whofe Father bears the Title of 2 King,
(As if a Kennel fhould be call’d the Sea)
Sham’ft thou nor, knowing whence thou art extraught,
To let thy Torigue dete@® thy bafe-born Heart.
Edw. A Wilp of Straw were worth a thoufind Crowns,
To make this thamelefs Callet know her {elf.
Helen of Greece was fairer far than thou,
Although thy Husband may be Menelans,
And né’er was Agamemnon's Brother wrong’d
By that falfe Woman, as this King by thee.
His Father revell’d inthe Heart of France,

And
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And tam’d the King, and made the Dauphin ftoop:
And had he match’d according to his State,
He might have kept that Glory to this Day.
Bur when he took a Beggar to his Bed,
And grac’d thy poor Sire with his Bridal Day,
Even then that Sun-fhine brew’d a Shower for him,
That wath’d his Fathey’s Fortunes forth of France,
And heap’d Sedition on his Crown at home:
For what hath broach’d this tumult but thy Pride 2
Had/t thou been meek, our Title ftill had flept,
And we in Pity of the gentle King,
Had {lipt our Claim until another Age.
Cla. But when we faw our Sunthine made thy Spring,
And that thy Summer bred us no encreafe,
We fet the Ax to thy ufurping Root;
And though the Edge hath fomethiag hit our felves,
Yet know thou, fince we have begun to ftrike,
Well never leave, ‘till we have hewn thee down,
Or bath’d thee growing with our heated Bloods.
Edw. And in this Refolution I defie thee,
Not willing any longer Conference,
Since thou deny’dft the gentle King to fpeak.
Sound Trumpets, let our bloody Colours wave,
And cither Vi&ory, or eife a Grave.
Quneen, Stay, Edward
Edw, No, wrangling Weman, we'll no longer ftay.
Thefe Words will coft ten thoufand Lives this Day.
LExennt omnesa
Alarum. Excorfrons. Enter Warwick,
War. Fore-fpent with Toil, as Runners with g Race,
I lay me down a little while to breathe:
For Strokes receiv’d, and many Blows repaid,
Have rob’d my {trong-knit Sinews of their Strength,
And fpight of {pight, necds muft I reft a while,
Enter Edward running,
Edw. Smile, gentle Heav’n; or ftrike, ungentle Death ;
For this World frowns, and Edward’s Sun is clouded,
War. How now,my Lord,what hap? What hope of good 2
Enter Clarence.
Cla. Our Hap is Lofs, our Hope but fad Defpair,
Our Ranks are broke, and Ruin follows us,

What
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What Counfel give you ? whether fhall we fly?

Edw. Bootlefs is flight, they follow us with Wings,
And weak we are, and cannot fhun purfuit.

Enter Richard.

Rich. Ah Warwick, why haft thou withdrawn thy felf?
Thy Brother’s Blood the thirfty Earth hath drunk,
Broach’d with the fteely point of Clifford’s Lance:
And in the very pangs of Desth he cry'd,

Like to a difmal Clangor heard from far,
Warwick, revenge; Brother, revenge my Death,
So underneath the Belly of his Steeds,

That ftain’d their Fetlocks in his {moaking Blood,
The Noble Gentleman gave up the Ghoft.

War. Then let the Earth be drunken with our Blood
Fll kill my Horfe becaufe T will not fly:

Why ftand we like foft-hearted Women here,
Wiiling our Loffes, whiles the Foe doth rage,
And look upon, asif the Tragedy

Were plaid in jeft by counterfeiting AQors,
Here on my Kuee I'vow to God above,

I’ll never paufe again, never ftand ftill,

*Till either Death hath clos’d thefe Eyes of mine,
Or Fortune given me meafure of revenge.

Edw, O Warwick,1do bend my Knee with thine,

And in this Vow do chain my Soul to thine.
And e’er my Knee rife from the Earth’s cold Face,
I throw my Hands, mine Eyes,my Heart to thee,
Thou Setter 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 paflage to my finful Soul.

Now Lords, take leave unti] we meet again,

Where-e’er it be, in Heav’n, or in the Earth,
Rich. 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 thould cut off our Spring-time fos

War. Away, away:

Once more, {weet Lords, farewel, o
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Cla. Yet letus all rogether to our Troops;
And give them leave to fly that will not ftay;
And call themePillars that will ffand to u;;
And if we thilve, promi ife them fuch Rews
As Vi&ors wear at the Oly; apun Games.
This may plant Courage m their quailing
For yet 15 hope of Life ai d Victory
Fore-flow no longer, m ke we h,n ce amain.

Excurfions. Enter Richard 4 /‘f Ci

Rich. Now, Clifford, I have | n\n d thee
Suppofe this Arm is for the Duke of Zork,
And this for Ratland, both bound to révenge,
Wert thou environ’d with 3 Brazen Wall.

Clif. Now, Richard, 1 am with thee here alove,
This is the Hand chat ftabb’d thy Father York,
And this the Hand that flew thy B; sther Rus
And here’s the Heart that triumphs in their Death,

And cheers thefe Hands that flew thy Sire and Brother,
o execute the like upon thy felf,
And {o have at thee,
They fight, W arwick enters, ""f'rlnd flies.
Ricln Nay Warwick, fingle out fome other Chace
Fur I my felf will hunt this Wolf to death, | Exenunty
Alarum. Enter King He nry alone.
I\ Henry. This Battel fares hi k»’ to the Morning’s War,
hen dying Clouds contend with 'Jrowmg Light,
What time the Shepherd blowing of his Nai Is,
Can peither call it perﬁ& Day nor Night,
Now {ways it this way, like the felf-fame Sea,
Forc’d by the T dc t0 combat with the Wind:
Now fways it that way, like the fel(-fame Sea,
Forcd to r(’f!'f by fury uf the Wind,
Sometime, the Fl od prevails, and then the Wind,
Now, one the better g Lk
B\H;"g tugeli 24 ({0 va Vi 3 .)reaﬁ to I);Z‘Jﬂ{":s
Yet ncither Conquerer, nor conquered
So is the equal poize of this fell War,
Here on this Mole-hill will I fit me dcwr33
T'o whom God will, ther) be the-V rtmv-
For Margare: my Qn_ 'Jé Clifford too
Have chid me from {wearing both,
They profper beft of al [ sm thence, Would
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Would I were dead, if God’s gond will were fo:
For what is in this World, but Grief and Woe?
Oh God! methinks it were a happy Life,
To be no better than a homely Swain,
To fit upona Hill, as I do now,
To carve eut Dials queintly, point by point,
Thereby to fee the Minutes how they run:
cew,  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.
W hen 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,
y S0 many Weeks e’er the poor Fools wili Ean,
So many Months €’er I fhall fheer the Fleece
Sg Minutes, Hours, Days, Weeks, Months, and Years,
Paft over,. to the end they were created,
Would bring white Hairs unto a quiet Grave,
Ah! what a Life were this? how {weet, how lovely?
Gives not the Haw-thorn Bufh a fweeter fhade
To Shepherds, looking on their filly Sheep,
Than doth a rich embroider’d Canopy
To Kings, that fear their Subje@s treachery ¢
O yes, it doth, a thoufand-fold. it dath, :
And to conclude, the Shepherds homely Curds,
His cold thin drink out of his Leather Bottel,
His wonted fleep, under 2 freth Tree's fhade,
All which fecure, and fweerly he enjoys,
Is far beyond a Prince’s Delicates,
His Viands fparkling in golden Cup,
His Body couched in a curious Bed,
When Care, Miftruft and I'reafons wait on him.
Alarum, Enter a Son that had kill'd his Father at one Door,
and a Father that had kill'd his Son at another Dogy,
Son. Ill blows the wind that profits no body,
This Mao whom hand to hand I flew in fiche,
May be poffefled with fome ftore of Crowns,

Xewn
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A nd I that, laply, take them from him now,

M ay yet, e’er Night, yield both my Life and them

To fome Manelf, as this dead Man doth me.

Who's this? Oh Goed! it is my Father’s Face,

W hom in this Confl &, I, unawares, have kill'd:

Oh heavy tines ! begetting fuch everts.

From Londoen, by the King was [ preft forth,

My Father being the Earl of Warwick’s Man

Came on the part of 2ork, preft by hs Mafter:

And I, who a 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 kncw not thee,

My Tears thall wipe away thefc bloody marks:

And no more words, ’till they have flyw’d their fill,
K. Henry. O piteous fpeGtacle! O bloody times !

Whiles Lions War, and Battel for their Dens,

Poor harmlefs Lamnbs abide their Enmity,

Weep, wretched Man, I'll aid thee Tear for Tear,

And let our Heartsand Eyes, like civil War,

Be blind with Tears, and break o’er-charg’d with Grief:

Inter a Father, éebzriﬁg of his Son,

Fath. Thou that {o {toutly haft refifted me,

Give me thy Gold, if thou haft any Gold:

For I have boight it with an hundred Blowss

But let me fee: Is this our Foe-man’s Face?

Ah, no, no, 10, it is my only Son:

Ah Boy, if any Life be left in thee,

Throw up thire Eye; fee, fee, what (howers arife,

Bilown with the windy Tempeft of my Hearr,

Upon thy wotnds, that kills mine Eye and Heart:

O pity, God, this miferable Age!

What ftratagens ? how feil? how butcherly?

Erroneous, mutinous, and unnatural}

This dealy quarrel daily doth beger?

O Boy ! thy Father gave thee Life too foon;

And hach ber¢fc thee of thy Life too late, [grief;
K. Henry. Woe above woe; grief, more than common

O that my Dath would ftay thefe rueful deeds »

O pity, pity, gertle Heaven, piry.

The red Rofeand the white are on his Face,

The
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The fatal Colours of our firiving Houfes.
The one his purple Blood right well refembles,
The other his pale Checks, m: thinks, prefeiteth 3
Wither one Rofe, and let the other flourifl;
If you contend, a thoufand Lives muft with er.
Son. How will my Mother, for a Fithers Death,
Take on with me, and ne'er be fatisfy’d 2
Fath, How will my Wife, for flaughter of my Son,
Shed Seas of Tears, and ne'er be fatisfy’d ¢
K. Henry, How will the Country, for th: woful chances,
Mifs-think the King, and not be fatisfy’d?
Son. Was ever Son fo rew’d a Father’s Dath 2
Fath. Was ever Father {o bemoan’d his Son 2
K. Henry. Was ever King fo griev'd for Subje@s woe #
Much is your Sorrow ; mine, ten times fo o ch.
Son. 1'll bear thee hence, where I may weep my fill.
Eath. Thefe Arms of mine fhall be thy winding-fheet,
My heart, fweet Boy, fhall be thy Sepulcher,
For from my Heart thine Image ne’er fhall go,
My fighing Brealt fhall be thy Funeral Bell;
And {o obfequious will thy Father be,
Sad for the lofs of thee, having no more,
As Priam was for all his valiant Sons.
T'll bear thee hence, and let them fight that vill,
For I have murther'd where I fhould not kil. [Exis,
K. Henry, Sad-hearted Men, much overgone with Care;
Here fits a King, mo:e woful than you are,
Alarnms. ~Excurfions. Enter the Queen, Prince of
Wales, and Exeter,
Prince, Fly, Father, fly; for all vour Frieds are fled;
And Warwick rages like a chafed Bull:
Away, for Death doth hold us in purfuit,
Queen. Mount you my Lord, towards Berwick poft amain 3
Edward and Richard 1ike a brace of Grey-houids,
Having the fearful flying Hare in fight,
With fiery Eyes, fparkling for very wrath,
And bloody Steel grafpt in their ireful Hands,
Are at our backs, and therefore hence amain.
Exe. Away; for vengeance comes along with them,
Nay, ftay not to expoftulate, make fpeed,
Or clfe come afger, I°]1 away before,
yQLc IV' : D K; Hfﬂ!‘]o
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K. Henry. Nay, take me with thee, good {weet Exeter:
Not that 1 fear to ftay, but loveto go -
W hither the Queen intends. Forward, away. | Exenn,

Alond Alarum. Enter Clifford wounded.

Clif, Here burns my Candle out; ay, here it dies,
Which whiles it lafted, gave King Henry h{?ht'
O Lancafter! 1 fear thy overthrow,
More than my Body’s parting with my Soul:
My Loveand Fear glew'd many Frends to thee, [ Falling,
And now I fall, thy tough Commixtures melt, '
Impairing Henry, {trengthning mils-proud York;
And whither fly the Gnats, but to the Sun?
Aand who fhines now, but Henry’s Enemies ?
O Phabaus ! hadlt thou never giv'n corfene,
"That Phacton (hould check thy ficry Stecds,
Thy burning Car never had {corch’d the Earth.
And Henry, hadlt thou fway’d as Kings fhould do,
Ot as thy Father, and his Father did,
Giving no ground unto the Houfe of 2074,
They rever then had fprung like Summer Flies:
[, and tea 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 cherifh Weeds, but gentle Air ?
And what makes Robbers bold, but too much lenicy 2
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 1 have deferv’d no pity
The Air hath got into my deadly Wounds,
And much effufe of Blood doth make me faint -
Come York, and Richard, Warwick, and the reft,

I fabb’d your Father’s Bofom; fplit my Breaft, [ He faints
Alarum and Rerreat, Enter Edward, Warwick, Richardy
Mountague, Clarence, and Soldiers.

Edw. Now breathe we Lords, good Fortupe bids us pawle,
And fmooth the frowns of War with peaceful looks:
Some Troops purfue the bloody-minded Quecn,
Thar led calm Henry, though he were 2 King, °
As dcth a Sail fil'd with a freteing Guft, :
Command
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Commard an Argofie to ftem .the Waves :

But think you Lords, that Uifford fled with them 2
War. No, ’tis impoffible he (hould efcapes

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 Soul is that, which takes ber heavy leave 2

A deadly groan, like Life and Death’s departing.

' See who it js,

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,

But fet his murth’ring Knife unto the Roor,
From whence that tender fpray did fweetly fpring;
I mean your Princely Father, Duke of York,

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 meafure muft be anfwered,

Edw. Bring forth that fatal Screech-owl to our Houfe,
Thhat nothing fung but Death to us and ours :

Now death fhall ftop his difmal threatning found,
And his ill-boading Tongue no more fhall {peak.

War. I think his underftending is bereft :

Speak Clifford, doft thou know who fpeaks to thee
Dark cloudy Death o’er-(hades his Beams of Life,
And he nor fees, nor hears us, what we fay.

Rich. O would he did; and fo, perhaps, he doth,
*Tis but his policy to counterfeir,

Becaufe he would avoid fuch bitter taunts

Which in the time of death he gave our Father,

Ca. If (6 thoy thinkft,
€x him with eager words, \
Rich. Clifford, ask Mercy, and obtain no Grace,
Edw. Clifford, repent in bootlefs penitence,
War. Cliffprd, devife excufes for thy faults.
Cla. While we devife fell Tortures for thy Faulrs;
Rich. Thou didft Jove York, and I am Son to York;
£dw. Thou pitied't Rutland, 1 wijl pity thee,

' D s €la,
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Cla. Where’s Captain Margaret, to fence you now?
War. They mock thee, Ciifford,

- Swear, as thou waft wont.
Rich. What, not an Oath ! Nay, therthe World goes hard,
When Clifford cannot fpare his Friends an Oath:
I know by thzt he’s dead, and by my Soul, '
If this right hand would buy but twe hours life,
That I, in all defpight, might rail at him,
This hand fhould chop it off; and with the ifluing Blood
Stifle the Villain, whofe unftanched thirft
York, avd young Rutland, could not fatisfre.
War. Ay, but he’s dead. Off wih 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 Royil King:
From whence fhall #Warwick cut the Sea to France,
And ask the Lady Bona for thy Queen.
So fhalt thou finew both thefe Lands together,
And having France thy Friend, thou halt not dread
The fcatter’d Foe, that hopes to rifeagain :
For though they cannot greatly fting to hurt,
Yet look to have them buz to offend thine Ears.
Fuft will I {ee the Coronation,
And then to Britany Ull crofs the Ses,
To effe& this Marriagae, fo it pleafe my Lord,
Edw. Even as thou wilt, fwect Warwick, let it be;
For on thy Shoulder do I build my Seat:
And never will I undertake the thing
Wherein thy Counfel and Confeat is wanting,
Richard, 1 will create thee Duke of Glo'fer,
And George of Clarence; Warwick as our felf
Shall do, and undo, as him pleafech beft,
Rich. Let me be Duke of Clarence, ,
For Glo'fter’s Dukedom is too Ominoc;s’George of ol
War. Tut, that’s a foolith obfervitions
Richard, be Duke of Glo'ffer : Now o Londoy
To fee thefe honours in poflefiion, % [ Excent

ACH




I

esh

King Henry VI.™ 1573
B Skl 5 S BN R %N

Enter Sinklo, ani Humphry, with Crofs-bows in their
Hﬂnd."o

Sink, Nderthis ihick grown brake we’ll fhrowd our felves 3
For through this Laund anon the Deer will come,
And in this Covert will we make our ftand,
Culling the principd of all the Deer.
Hump, Ill ftay avove the Hill, fo both may fhoot.
Sink, That cannot be, the noife of thy Crofs-bow
Wili fcare the Herd, and {o my thoot is loft:
Here ftand we both, and aim we at the beft,
And, for the time fhall not {eem tedious,
L'l tell thee what befel me on a Day,
In this felf-place, where now we mean to ftand.
Sink, Here comesa Man, let’s ftay ’ill he be paft.
Enter KingHenry with a Prayer-Book,
K. Henry. From Swtland am I ftol’n even of pure love,
To greet mine own Land with my wifhful fight:
No Harry, Harry, ’tis no Land of thine,
Thy place is fil’d, thy Scepter wrung from thee,
Thy Balm watht off wherewith thou waft anointed,
No bending Knee wil call thee Cefar now,

' No humble Sutors prfs to fpeak for righe :

No, not 3 Man comts for redrefs to thee;
For how.can I help them, and not my felf?
Sink. Ay, here’sa Deer, whofe Skin’sa Keeper's Fee:
This is the guondam King; let’s feize upon him.
K. Henry. Let me embrace the four Adverfaries,
For wife Men fuy, ir s the wifeft courfc,
Hump, Why lingx we? let us lay hands upon him.
Sink, Forbear a while, we'll hear alittle more,
K. Henry. My Qe2n and Son dre gone to France for aid 2
And, as I heary the great commanding Warwick

' Isthither gone, to crive the French King’s Sifter

To Wife for Edward 1f this news be true,

' Paor Queen, and Son, your labour is but lofts

/

For Warwick_is a {ubte Orator;
D3 And
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And Lewis a Prince {foon won with moving Words:
By this account then Afurgaret may win him,
For the’s a Woman to be pitied much :
Her fighs will make a bact’ry in his Breaft,
Her Tears will pierce into 2 Marbie Heart :
The Tyger will be mild, whiles fhe doth mourn 3
And Nero will be tainted with remorfe,
To hear and fce her plaints, her brinifh Tears,
Ay, but fhe’s come to beg, Warwick_to give:
She on his left fide craving Aid for Henry;
He on his right, asking a Wife for Edward.
She weeps, and fays, her Henry 1s depos’d ;
He {miles, and (33.75, his Edward 1s inftall’d ;
That the poor wretch for grief can fpeak no more:
Whiles Warwick_tells his Title, fmooths the wrongs
Inferreth Arguments of mighty ftrength,
And in conclafion wins the King from her,
With promife of his Sifter, and what elfe,
To ftrengthen and fupport King Edward’s Place,
O Margarer, thus 'twill be, and thou (poor Soul)
Art then forfaken, as thou went’ft forlorn.
Hum. Say, whatart thou that talk't of Kings, and Queenst
K. Henry. More than I feem, and lefs than I was born tos
A Man at leaft, for lefs I fhould not be;
And Mc¢n may talk of Kings, and why not 12
Hum. Ay, but thou talk’ft as if thou wert a King.
K. Henry. Why fo I am, in Mind, and that's enough.
Hym. But if thou be a King, where is thy Crown?
K. Henry. My Crown is in my Heart, not on my Hezd:
Not deck’d with Diamonds, and Zndian Stones ;
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 Subjeds, fworn inall Allegiance,
Wil apprehend you as his Enemy,
K. Henry. But did your never {wear, and break an Qath,
Hum. No, never fuch an Oath, nor will net S
K. Henry. Where did you dwell when 1 wzs Kinp of Eng-
land? : _
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~ Hum. Here in this Country, where we now remain.
K. Henry. 1 was anointed King at nine Months old,
My Father, and my Grandfather were Kings;
And you were fworn true Subje@s unto me :
And tell me theny have you not broke your Oaths 2
Sink. No, for we were Subje&s but while you were a 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 arother when it blows,
Commanded always by the greater guft;
Such is the lightnefs of you common Men.
But do not break your Oath, for of that Sin
My mild intreaty fhall not make you guilty,
Go where you will, the King thall be commanded,
And be you Kings, command, and I'll obey.
Sink. We are true Subjes to the King,
King Edward.
K, Henry. So would you be again to Henry,
¢ If he were feated as King Edward is.
n__Sinks 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 o-
And what God will, that let your King perform, [bey’d,
, And, what he will, I humbly yield unto. [ Exennt.
) Enter King Edward, Gloucefter, Clarence, and Lady Gray.
i K. Edw. Brother of Glo'fler, at St. Alban’s Field
This Lady’s Husband, Sir Richard Gray, was {Lain,
His Land then feiz’d on by the Conqueror:
Her fuit is now, to repoflefs thofe Lands,
. Which we in Juftice cannot well deny,
' Recaufe in quarrel of the Houfe of Yor#,
The worthy Gentleman did Iofe his Life.
Glo. Your Highnefs fhall do well to grant her Suit:
It were difhonour to deny it her.
K. Edw, It were no lefs; but yet I’ll make a paufe.
j  Glo. Yea! is it fo?
I fee the Lady hath a-thing to grant,
, Before the King will grant her humble Suit,
g Clars
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Clar. He knows the Gamc, how true he kCEPS the Wmd?
Glo. Silence, :
K, Eaw, Widow, we will confider of your fuit,
And come, fome other time, to know our Mind,
Gray. Right gracious Lord, I cannot brook delay,
May 1 pleale your Highnefs to refolve me now.
And what your pleafure is, fhall fatisfie me.
Glo. Ay, Widow! then I'll warrant you all your Lands,
And if what pleales him, fhall pleafe you:
Fighr clofer, or good faith you’ll catch a blow,
Clar. I fear her not, unlefs the chance to fall,
Glo. Ged forbid that, for he’ll take vantages.
K. Edw. How many Children haft thou, Widow 2 tell me.
Clar, 1 think he means to beg a Child of her.
Glo. Nay then whip me; he'll rather give her two.
Gray. Three, my moft gracious Lord.
Glo. You fhall have four, if you'l]l be rul’d by him.
K. Edw. *Twere pity they fhould lofe their Eather’s Lands:
Gray. Be pitiful, dread Lord, and grant it then,
K. Edw. Lords, give us leave, Ill try this Widow’s wits
Glo. Ay, good leave have you, for you will have leave,
’Till Youth take lcave, and leave you to the Crutch.
K. Edw, Now tell me, Madam, do youlove your Children,
Gray. Ay, full as dearly as I love my felf.
K. Edw. And would you not do muchto doth-m good.
Gray. To do them good, I would fuftain fome barm,
K. Edw. Then get yourHusband’s Lands, to dothem good,
Gray. Therefore 1 came unto your Majelty. .
K. Edw. I'll tell you how thefe Lands are to be got.
Gray. So fhall you bind me to your Highnefs Service.
K. Edw. What Service wilt thou do me, if I give them?
Gray. What you command that refts in m= to do.
K. Edw. But you will take Exceptions 10 my Boon.
Gray., No, gracious Lord, except I cannot do ir,
K. Edw. Ay, but thou canft do what I mean to ask.
Gray. Why then I will do what your Grace commands,
Glo. He plies her hard, and much Razin wears the Marble.
Clar. As red as fire! nay, then her Wax will melr.
Gray., Why ftops my Lord? thall T not hear my Task 2
K. Edw. An eafie Task, ’tis but to love 3 King.
Gray, That’s foon perform’d, becaufe I am 2 Subje&.
& «_K, Eth




Vit

King Henry VL™ 4555

K.Edw. Why then, thy Husband’s Lands frecly give thee.
Gray. I take my leave with many thoufand Thanks.
Glo. The match is made, fhe feals it witha Curtfie.
K. Edw. But ftay thee, cis 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, 1 fue fo much to get?
Gray. My Love'till Death, my humble Thanks,my Prayers.
That Love which Virtue begs, and Virtue grants.
K. Edw. No, by my troth, I did not mean fuch Love,
Gray. Why the 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. Edw. To tell thee plain, I aim to lye with thee,
Gray. To tell you plain, I had rather lye in Prifon,
K, Edw. Why then thou fhalt not have thy Husband’s
Lands. :
Gray. Why then mine Honefty thall 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 Suit;
Pleafe you difmifs me, either with Ay, or No.
K. Edw, Ay ; if thou wilt fay Ay to my requeft ;
No; if thou doft fay No to my demand.
Gray. Ther No, my Lord ; my Suit is at an end.
Glo. The Widow likes him not, fhe knits her Brows.
Clar. He is the bluntet Wooer in Chriftendom.
K. Edw, Her Looks do argue her repleat with Modefty,
Her Words do fhew her Wit incomparable,
All her Perfetions challenge Sovereignty,
One way or other fhe is for a King,
And fhe thall 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 ;
T am a Subje& fit to jeft withal,
But far unfic to be a Sovereign,
K. Edw, Sweet Widow, by my State I fwear to thee,
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I fpeak no more than what my Soul intends,
And that is, to enjoy thee for my Love.
Gray. And that is more than I will yield unto:
I knew I am too mean to be your Queen,
And yet too good to be your Concubine.
K. Edw. You cavil, Widow, I did mean my Queen.
Gray. "Twill grieve your Grace, my Sons fhall call you
K. Edw. No more than when my Daughters [ Father,
Call thee Mother,
“Thou art 2 Widow, and thou haft fome Children,
And by God’s Mother, I being but a Batchelor,
Have other fome, Why, *tis a happy thing,
To be the Father unto many Sons:
Anfwer no more, for thou fhalt be my Queen.
Glo. The Ghoftly Father now hath done his Shrife.
Clar. When he was made a Shriver, it was for a fhift.
K. Edw. Brother, you mufe what Chat we two have had.
Glo. The Widow hikes it not, for (he looks fad.
K. Edw. You'ld think it ftrange, if I thould marry her.
Clar. To whom, my Lord?
K. Edw. Why Clarence, to my felf.
Gls. That would be ten days wonder at the leaft
Cla. That's a day longer than 2 Wonder lafts.
Glo. By fo much is the Wonder in extreams.
K. Edw. Well, jeft on, Brothers, I can tell you both,
Her fuit 15 is granted for her Husband’s Lands,
Enter a Nobleman,
Nob. My gracious Lord, Henry your Foe is taken,
And brought your Prifoner to your Palace Gate.
K. Edw. See that he be convey’d unto the Tower
And go we, Brothers, to the Man that took him,
To qucftion of his Apprehenfion,
Widow, go you along: Lords, ufe her honourably.
[ Exennt,
AManet Gloucefter.
Glo. Ay, Edward will ufe Women honourably,
Would he were wafted, Marrow, Bones, and all,
That from his Loins ro hopeful Branch may fprin -,
To crofs me from the golden time I look for:
And yet, between my Soul’s defire and me,
The laftful Edward's Title buried,

Is
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Xs Clarence, Henry, and his Son young Edward,

And all the unlook’d for Iffue of their Bodies,

To take their Rooms €er I can place my felf :

A cold premeditation for my purpofe.

Why then I do but dream on Sovereignty,

Like one that ftands upon a Promontory,

And {pys a far-off (hore, where he would tread,

Withing his Foot were equal with his Eye,

And chides the S:a that funders him from thence,

Saying, he'll lave it dry to have his way:

So do I with the Crown, being {o far off,

And fo I chide the means that keep me from it,

And fo (I fay) I’ll cut the Caufes off,

Flattering me with Impoffibilities ¢

My Eye's too quick,my Heart o’er-weens too much,

Unlefs my Hand and Strength could equal them.

Well, fay there is no Kingdom then for Richard;

What other pleafure can the World afford ?

I'll make my Heaven in a Lady’s lap,

And deck my Body in gay Ornaments,

Ard *witch {weet Ladies withmy Wordsand Looks.

Oh miferable thought! and more unlikely,

Than to accomplifh twenty Golden Crowns,

Why, Love forfworemein my Mother’s Womb:

And, for I fhould not deal in her foft Laws,

She did corrupt frail Niture with fome Bribe,

To fhrink mine Arm like to a wither’d fhrub,

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 2 Man to be belov'd?

Oh m-nftrous Fault, to harbour fuch 2 Thought,

Then fince this Earth affords no Joy to me,

But to command, to check, to o’er-bear fuch

Asare of bettcr Perfon than my felf ;

I’Il make my Heaven to dream upon the Crown,

And wtiles I live taccount this World but Hell,

Until this mif-fhap'd Trunk that bears this Head,
Be
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Be round impaled with a glorious Crown.

And yet I know not how to get the Crown,

For many Lives {tand between me and home:

And I, like one loft in a thorny Wood,

That rents the Thorns, and is rent with the Thorns,
Secking a wiy, and ftraying from the way,

Not knowing how to find the open Air,

But toiling defperately to find it out,

Torment my feif to catch the Englifb Crown;

And from that torment I wili free my felf,

O hew my way out with a bloody Ax.

Why I can fmile, and murther whiles 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 Sailors than the Mermaid fhall,

I’ll flay more Gazers than the Bafilisk,

P’ll play the Orator as well as Neffor,

Deceive more flily than V/)ffes could,

And like a Sinon, take another Troy.

I can add Colours te the Camclion,

Change fhapes with Proreus for Advantages,

And {it the murtherous Adurchevil to School.

Can I do thisy and cannot get a Crown?

Tut, were it farther off, I’ll pluck it down, [Exite

S$CHEN-E- Ik

Flourifb, -Enter King Lewis, Bona, Bourbon, Prince of
Wales, Queen Margaret, and the Earl of Oxford. Lewis
Jitsy and rifeth up again, -

K. Lew. Fair Queen of England, worthy Margares,
Sit down wih us; it ill befits thy State,
And Biith, that thou fhould’ft ftand, whiles Zewis fits.
Queen. N9, mighty Kiog of France; now Margarer k
Muit ftiike her Sail, andlearn a while ro ferve,
Where Kings command. I was, I muft confef;,
Great Albion’s Queen, in former golden Days :
But now mifchance hath trod my Title down,
And with difhonour'laid me on the Gronud,

Where
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Where I muft take like feat unto my Fortune,
And to my humble feat confirm my fclf.
K. Lew. Why fay, fair Queen, whence fprings this deep
defpair ? :
Queen. From fuch a caufe as fills mine Eyes with Tears,
And ftops my Tongue, while Heart is drowr’d in Cares.
K. Lew. W lateer it be, be thou Rl like thy felf,
And fic thee by our fide, [ Seats ber by bim.
Yicld not thy Neck to Fortune’s yoak,
Buc let thy dauntlefs Mind ftill ride in triumph
Over all milchance,
Be plain, Queen AMargarer, and tell thy Grief,
1t (hall be ess'd, if France can yield relief.
Qusen. Thole gracious Wordsrevivemy drooping Thoughts,
And give my Tongue-ty’d Sorrows lzave to {peak,
Now therefore be it known to Noble Lewis,
That Henry, fole poficflor of my Love,
Is, of a King, become a baniflh’d Mun,
And forc’d to live in Scotland 1 Forlorn;
While proud ambitious Esward, Duke of York,
Ufurps the Regal Title, and the Seat
Of England’s true anointed law ful King.
This 1s the Caufe thar I, poor Margarer,
With this my Son Prince Edward, Henry’s Hcir,
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:
Our People, and our Peers, are both mif-led,
Our Treafure {&iz’d; our Soldiers put to flight,
And, as thou feeft, our Selves in heavy plight.
K. Lew. Renowned Queen, with patience calm the Storm,
While we bethink a means to bresk it off,
Qucen. The more we ftay, the ftronger grows ‘our Foe,
K. Lew. The more I flay, the more I'll fuccour thee.
Queen. O, but impatience waiteth on true Sorrow,
And fee where comes the breeder of my Sorrow.
Eirer Warwick,
K. Lew. What's he approacheth hold

ily to our prefence?
QOwneen. Oar Earl of Warwick, Edward's greateft Friend,
K, Lew, Welcome

» brave Warwick, what brings thee to
£ranice ¢ [ He defoends.  Shearifeth,

Owneen.,
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-4 QOuten, Ay, now begins a fecond Storm to rife,

5 For this is he that moves both Wind and Tide.
War. From worthy Edward, King of Albion,
~ My Lord and Sovercign, and thy vowed Friend,
I come (in Kindnefs and unfeigned Love)
Firft to do greetings to thy Royal Perlon,
And then to crave a League of Amity;
And laftly, to confirm that Amiry
With Nuptial Knort, if thou vouchfafe to grant
That vertuous Lady Bona, thy fair Sifter,
To England’s King in lawful Marriage,
" Quneen. 1f that go forward, Henry's hope is done,

War. And gracious Madam, [ Speaking to Bora.
In our King’s behalf,

I am commanded, with your leave and favour,
Humbly to kifs your Hand, and with my Tongue
To tell the paflion of my Sovereign’s Heart;
Where Fame, late entring at his heedful Ears,
Hath plac'd thy Beauty®s Image, and thy Virtue,

QOueen. Kirg Lewis, and Lady Bona, hear me fpeak,
Before you anfwer Warwick. His demand
Springs not from Edward’s well-meant honeft Love,

But from Deceir, bred by Necefliey:

For how can Tyrants fafely govern home,

Unlels Abroad they purchace great Alliance 2

To prove him Tyrant, this reafon may fuffice,

That Henry liveth ftill; but were he dead,

Yet here Prince Edward ftands, King Henry's Son,
Look therefore Lewis, that by this League and Mariiage
Thou draw not on thy Danger and Difhonour :

For though Ufurpers {way the Rule a while,

Yet Heavens are juft, and Time fupprefleth W rongs,

War. Injurious Margaret,

Prince. And why not Queen,

War. Becaule thy Father Henry did ufurp,

And thou no more art Prince than ke is Queen,

Oxf. Then Warwick difannuls great Fobn of Gauns
Which did fubdue the greateft part of Spain; :
And after Fobn of Gaunt, Henry the Fourth,
Wofe Wifdom was a Mirror to the wifeft ;
And after that wile Prince, Henry the Fifth,
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Who by his Prowefls conquered all France:
From thefe our Henry lineally delcends.
War, Oxford, how haps it in this fmooth Difcourfe,
You told not, how Henry the Sixth hath loft
All that, which Henry the Fifth had gotten;
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
To make prefcription for a Kingdom’s worth.
Oxf. WhyWarwick, canft thou fpeak againft my Liege
Whom thou obey’dft thirty and fix Years,
And not bewray thy Treafon with a blufh 2
War. Can Oxford, that did ever fence the right,
Now buckler falthood with a Pedigree?
For fhame leave Henry, and call Edward King.
Oxf. Call him my King, by whofe injurious doom
My clder Brother, the Lord Aubrey Vere
W as done to Death? and more than fo, my Father,
Even in the downfal of his mé¢llow’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 Lancaffer.
War. And I the Houfe of York,
K. Lew. Queen Margaret, Prince Edward, and Oxford
Vouchfafe at our requedt, to ftand afide,
While I ufe farther Conference with Warwick,
[They frand aloof,
QOueen. Heavens grant that Warwick’s W ords bewitch him
not.
K. Lew. Now Warwick, tell me evenupon thy Confcience,
Is Edward your true King? for I were loth
To link with him that were not lawful chofen.
War. Thereon 1 pawn my Credit, and mire Heornour,
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
Uato our Sifter Bona.
War. Such it feems,
As may befeem a Monarch like himfelf:
My felf have often heard him fay and fwear,

Thae
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That this his Love was an external Plant,
Whereof the Root was fixd in Virtue’s ground,
T he Leaves and Fruit maintain’d with Beauty’s Sun,
Exempt from Envy, but not from Difdai ,
Unlefs the Lady Bo#a quit his pain.
K. Lew. Now Sifter, let us hear your firm refolve,
Bona. Your grant, or your denial, fhall be mine. ;
Yet I confefs, that often €’er this Day, [ Speaks re Warwick,
When Ihave heard your ‘King’s defert recounted,
Mine Ear hath tempted Judgment to defire.
K. Lew. Then Warwick, this:
Our Sifter (hall be Edwards,
And row forthwith fhall Articles be drawn,
Touching the Jointure that your King muft make,
Which with her Dowry fhall be countespois’d,
Draw near, Queen Margarer, and be 2 witnefs,
That Boxa thall be Wife to th’ Englifh King.
Prince. To Edward, but not to the Englifl King.
Qiucen. Deceitful Warmwick, it was thy device,
By this Alliance to make void my Suir ;
Before thy coming, Lewis was Henry’s Friend.
K. Lew. And ftill is Friend to him and Margaret;
But if your Title to the Crown be weak,
As may appear by Edward’s good Succefs ;
Then ’tis but reafon that I be relcas’d
From giving Aid, which late I promifed.
Yet fhall you have all kindnefs st my Hand,
That your Eftate requires, and mire can yield,
War. Henry now lives in Scotiand at bis cale,
Where having nothing, nothing can he Jofe.
And as for you your {clIf, our guondam Queen,
You have a Father able to maintain you,
And better it were you troubled him, than France.
Quneen, Peace impudent and fhamelefs Warwick, peace,
Proud fetter up, and puller down of Kings,
I will not hence, ’till with my Talk and Peties
(Both full of Truth) T make King Lewis behold
Thy {ly Conveyance, and thy Lord’s falfe Love,

[Poft blowing 4 K, iR
For both of you are Birds of felf fame Feazhir, ety

Ku LfW'




-

Vin

King Henry VI, \o&F 1585

K, Lew, Warwicky this is fome Poft to us, or thee.
Enter a Poft.

Poff. My Lord Ambaflador, e 4
Thefe Letters are for you; (7o Warwick,
Sent from your Brother, Marquefs Aontagne.

Thefe from our King unto your Majefty. {7oK, Lew:

And Madam, thefe for you, [T the Queen.

From whom I know not. [ They all vead their Leszers.
Oxf. 1 like it well, that our fair Queen and Miftrefs

Smiles at her News, while Warwick frowns at his. :
Prince. Nay, matk 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? : :
Oneen. Mine fuch as f]ls my Heart with unhop’d Joys,
War. Mine full of Sorrow, and Heart’s Difcontent.

K. Lew. What | has your King Married the Lady Graj 2
And now, to footh your Forgery and his,

Sends me a Paper to perfwade me Patience 2

Is this Alliance that he feeks with France?

Dare he prefume to fcorn us in this manner #

Queen. 1 told your Majelty as much before: :

This proveth Edward’s Love, and Warwick’s Honefty.

War. King Lewis, 1 here proteft in fight of Heaveny
And by the hope I have of Heav’nly Blifs,

That I am clear from this Mifdeed of Edward’s 5

No more my King ; for he dithonours me,

But moft himfelf, if he could fve his Shame.

Did I forget, that by the Houfe of Tork

My Father came untimely to his Death?

Did I et pafs th’abufe done to my Niece?

Did I impale him with the Regal Crown 2

Did I put Henry from his Native Right ¢

And am [ guerdon'd at th: laft with Shame 2

Shame on himfelf, for my Defert is Honour.

And to repair my Honour loft for him,

I here renounce him, and return to Henry.

My Noble Queen; let former grudges pafs;

And henceforth I am thy true Servitor:

I will revenge his wrong to Lady Bona,

And replane Henry in his former flates
Vor IV, E Rueens

o AP .
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T} have turi d my H te to Love, |
A o1V ’» 3 n.‘

ioy that thou b t King Henry's Friend.

+."So much his Priend, ay, bis Ir.xi‘.rgncd Friend,

£ Kine Lewis vouchfafe to furnifh us

ne few bg“us of chofen Soldiers,
lertake to Land them on our Coaft,
. rce the T y War.
*Tis not his new-n ur him:
nd as f( - Clarence, as my Letters tell me,
H s very likely now to fall from mm,
For matching more for wanton Luft than Honeur,
Or than for ftrength and fafety of our Country.
Bona. Dear I":m ier, how fhall Bora be reveng’d,
But by thy help to this di trefled Queen @
{xmcc. Renowned Prince, how fhall poor Henrylives
UAJLA) thou refcue him from foul d ’pa'
Jona, My quarre 1, and this En; lifb \)J(cns are one.

nt from his Seat b

ade ?Tiu’; fhall {a

1

;l.r And mine, fair L MUV boﬂl _xnfxp with yours.

L. C e, A d mine, with hers, and thine, and Azargarets
T re at laft, I firmly am refolv’d

You (ha | have And
Queen. Let megive humble than i., for all at once]
K. Lew. Then England’s Meflenger, return in Poft,
And tell falfe Edward, thy funpofed Kirx,
That Lewis of I—mncc, is fending over M askers
To revel it with him, and his new Bride.
Thou feeflt what’s paﬂ go fear thy King withal.
Bora. Tell him, In h'»rm h} il prove 2 Widower fhortlyy
T wear the Willow Garland for his fake.
Queen. Tell him, my mourning weeds are laid afide,
And 1 am ready to put’ Armer on.
War. Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong
And therefore T’ll Uncrown him e’er’t be long,
There’s thy Reward, be gone. = [ Exit Poft,
K. Lew. But Warwick,
Thou and Oxford, with five thoufand Men
Shall crefs che Seas, and bid falle Edward Battel :
And as occafion ferves, this Noble Queen
And Prince fhall follow with a freth Supply,

Yet
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Yet e’er thou go, but anfwer me one doubt :
What Pledge have we of thy firm Loyalty 2
War. This fhall affure my conftant Loyalty,
0 “Phat' if our Queen and this young Prince agree,
Fie 1) join my eldeft Daughter, and my oy,
To him forthwith, in holy Wedlock Bands,
Queen. Yes, 1agree, and thank youfor your Motion,
Son Edward, fhe is Fair and Virtuous,
Therefore delay not, give thy Hand to Warwick,
And with thy Hand, thy Faith irrevocable,
That only Warwick’s Daughter fhall be thine.
Prince. Yes, I accept her, for fhe well deferves it,
» And here to pledge my Vow, I give my Hand.
[ He gives his Hand 10 Warwick,
%Y, K. Lew, Why ftay we now ? thefe Soldiers fhall belevy'd,
And thou Lord Bowrbon, our High Admiral,
mii Shale wafe them over with our Royat Fleet,
1 long *til] Edward fal by War's Mifchance,
e For mocking Marriage with a Dame of France,
0urs LExetmt. Maner Wa[‘Wl.Cku‘
Maj  War. T came fiom Edward as Ambaflador,
But I return his fworn and mortal Foe s
Matters of Marriage was the charge he gave me;
e, But dreadful War (hall anfwer his demand,
oy Had he none elfe to make 4 ftale but me?
Then nene but T, thall turn his Jeft to Sorrow,
I was the chief that rais’d him to the Crown,
And I'll be chief to bring him' dow

n agains
Not that I picy Henry’s Mifery,
: iBue feek Revenge on Edward’s M )ckery, [Exit,
i T
116

A C T IV SCENE I
Enter Gloucefier, Clarence, Somerfet and Montague.

b
Glo, NO W tell me, Brother Clarence, what think you
Of this new Marriage with the Lady Gray:

Hath not our Brother made a worthy choice?
Clar, Algs, you know, 'tis far from hence to Frauce,
How could he ftay "cill Warwick made return 7
E 3

Wi

Soma
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Som. My Lords, forbear this talk : Here comes the King,
Flowrifh. Enser King Edward, Lady Gray as Queen, Pem:
brook, Stafford, and Haftings : Four ftand on one [ide, ani
onr on the other.
Glo. And his well-chofen Bride.
Clar. T mind to tell him plainly what I think.
K. Edw. Now, Brother of Clarence,
How like you our Choice,
That you ftand penfive as half Malecontent?
Clar, As well as Lewis of France,
Or the Earl of Warwick,
W hich are fo weak of Courage, and in Judgment,
That they’ll take no offence at our Abufe,
K. Edw. Suppofe they take offence withouta caufe:
They are but Lewis and Warwick, I am Edward,
Your King and Warwick’s, and muft have my will.
Glo. And you fhall have your will, becaufe our King}
Yet hafty Marrisge feldom proveth well,
K. Edw. Yes, Brother Richard, are you offended too
Glo, Not I; no:
God forbid that I fhould wifh them fever'd
W hom God hath join’d together.
Ay, and ’twere pity to funder them.,
That yoak fo well together.
K. Edw. Setting your Scorns, and your miflike afide,
Tell me fome Reafon, why the Lady ‘Gray
Should not become my Wife, and England’s Queen ?
And you too, Somerfet and AMontague, :
Speak freely what you think,
Clar. Then this 1s my Opinion;
That King Lewis becomes your Enemy,
For mocking him about the Marriage
Of the Lady Bona,
Glo. And I/Vﬂrwicl'\. doing what you gave in charge,
Is now difhonoured by this new Marriage. :
K. Edw. What, if both Lewis and W»zrwick be appeas'g
By fuch invention as I can devife 2
Mont. Yet to have join'd with France in fuch Allianct
Would more have ftrength’ned this our Commonwealth,
*Gainft foreign Storms, than any homc-bred Marriage. A
Hi
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the:;En(gl,md is fafe, if crue. within it f{elf 2
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Haft, Why, knows not Montague that of it {elf

Mont, Yes, bur the fafer, when ’tis back’d with France,
Haft. *Tis better ufing France, than trufting France.
Let us be back’d with God, and with the Seas,
Which he hath given for fence impregnable,
And with their Helps only defend our felves:
in them, and in our felves, our fafety lyes,
Clar. For this one Speech, Lord Haflings well deferves
To have the Heir of the Lord Hungerford.
K. Edw. Ay, what of that? it was my will and grant,
And for this once my Wil thall ftand for Law.
Glo. And yet methinks your Grace hath not done well,

. To give the Heir and Daughter of Lord Scales
" Unto the Brother of your loving Bride;

She berter 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 Bonvill on your new Wife’s Son,

* And leave your Brothers to go fpeed elfe wheres

K. Edw. Alas, poor Clarence; is it for a Wife
That thou art Malecontent ? I will provide thee,
Clar. In chufing for your felf,
You fhew’d your Judgment;
Which being (hallow, you fhall give me leave

' To play the Brother in mine own behalf;

And to thit end, I fhort'y mind to leave you.
K. Edw. Leave me, or tarry, Edward will be King;
And not be ty’d unto his Brother’s will.
La. Gray. My Lords, before it pleas’d his Majefty
To raife my State to Title of a Queen,
Do me but right, and you muft all confefs,
That I was not ignoble of Defcent,
And meaner than my felf have had like fortune, -
But as chis Title honours me and mine,
So your diflikes, to whom [ would be pleafing,
Do clond my Joys with Danger, and with Sorrow.
K. Edw, My Love, forbear to fawn upon their Frowas ;
What Danger, or whart Sorrow can befall thee,
So long as Edward is thy conftant Friend,

Aid their true S>veraign, whom they muft obey 2
E 3 NQV.
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Nay, whom they fhall obey, and love thee too,
Unslels they feck for hatred at my Hands:
Which Jf‘r'm‘y do, yct will I keep thee fafe,
And they thall feel the Vengeance of my Wrath,
Glo. I hear, yet fay not much, but think the more;
: Enter a Poft.
K. Edw. Now Meflcnger, what Letters, or what News
from France ?
Poff. My Sovereign Liege, no Letters, and few Words,
But fuch as I (without your fpecial pardon)
D:re not relate,
K. Edw. Go too, we pardon thee:

Thercfore, in brief, tell their Words;

As near as thou canft guefs them.

What anfwer makes King Zewis unto our Letters 2

Poft. At my depare thele were his very ‘Words;

Go tell falfe Edward, thy fuppofed King,

That Zewis of France is fending over Maskers,

To revel it with him, and his new Bride.

K. Edw. Is Lewis (o braye ? belike he thin
But what faid Lady Bona to my Marriage 2
Poft. Thefe were her Words, utter’d with mild Difdain
Tell him, in hope he’l] prove a Widower fhoitly,
Tll wear the Willow Garland for his fake
K. Edw, I blame not her, fhe could fay little lefs;
She had the wrong.  But what faid Henry’s Queen?
For fo I heard that the was thers iy place.
Loft. Tell him (quoth the)
My mourning Weeds are done,
And I am ready to put Armour on,
K. Edw. Belike the means o Play the Amazon,
But what faid Warwick o thefe Fojuries 2

Poft. He, more incens’d againft your Majefty
Than all the reft, difcharg®d me with thefe Words;

Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong,
And therefore I'll uncrown him e’er’t be long.

K. Edw, Ha? durft the Traitcor breitha out fo proud
Well, [ will arm me, being thus fore-warn’d s [ Words?
They fhall have Wars, and pay for their Prefum
But fay, is Warwick Friends with Margaret ¢

ks me Hem‘].
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Poft. Ay, gracious Sovereign,
They are {o link’d in Friend(hip,
That young Prince Edward marries Warwick’s Daughter,
' Clar. Belike the elder;
W Clarence will have the younger,
Now Brother King farewel, and fit you faft,
Vit For 1 will hence to Warwick’s other Daughter,
That though I want a Kingdom, yet in Marriage
" i I may not prove inferior to your {elf.
You that love me, and Warwick, follow me.
[ Exit Clarence, and Somerfst follows,
Glo. Not I: :
My Thoughts aim at a further Matter :
I ftay not for the love of Edward, but the Crown. [ 4jide.
! K. Edw. Clarence and Semerfet both gone to Warwick?
i Yer I am arm’d againft the worft can happen;
Aud hafte is needful in this defp’rate Cafe.
Pembrook and Stafferd, you in our behalf
Go levy Men, and make prepare for War
Bn They are already, or quickly will belanded :
My felf in Perfon will ftraight follow you.
Dik [ Exit Pembrook ard Stafford.
But e’er I go, Haftings and Montague
Refolve my doubt, you twain of allthe reft
. Arenear to Warwick, by Blood and by Alliance; s
» Tell me, if you love Warwick_more than me;
If it be fo, then both depart to him :
I rather with you Foes than hollow Friends.
But if you mi-d to hold your true Obedience,
Give me Affurance with [ome fuendly Vow,
That I may never have you in {ufpe&.
Mon. So God help AMontagne, as he proves true,
Haft. And Haftings, as he favours Edward’s Caufes
K. Edw. Now, Brother Richard, will you ftand by us 2
Glo. Ay, in defpight of all that fhall withftand yous.
K. Edw, Why fo; then am I fure of Vi&ory.
« Now therefore let us hence, and lofe no hour,
4+ "Till we meet Warwick, with his Foreign Power.

“ [ Exennt.

E 4 Enter
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Enter Warwick and Oxford in England, with French
Soldiers.

War. Truft me, my Lord, all hitherto goes well,

The common People by numbers {warm to us.
Enter Clarence and Somerfet,

But fee where Somerfer 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 Somerfer: 1 hold it Cowardize,
To reft miftruftful, where a Noble Heart
Hath pawn’d an open Hand, in fign of Love :
Elfe might I think, that Clarence, Ezz'wardfs Brother,
Were but a feigned Friend-to our Proceedings,
But welcome {weet Clarence, my Daughter fhall be thine,
And now, what refts? bur in Night’s Coverture,
Thy Brother being carelefly encamp’d,
His Soldiers lurking in the Town about,
And but attended by 2 fimple Guard,
We may furprize and take him at our pleafure,
Our Scouts have found the Adventure very eafie:
That as Ulyffes, and Rout Diomee
With flight and manhood ftole to Rhefus’ Tents,
And brought from thence the Thracian fital Steeds;
So we, well covered with the Night’s black Mantle,
At Unawares may beat down Edward's Guard,
And feize himfelf: | fay not, flaughter him,
For I intend but only to furprize him,
You that will follow me to this Attempr,
Applaud the Name of Henry, with vour Leader,
(They all ¢cry Henry,
Why then, It’s on our way. in filent fore,
For I/chrwicé and his Friends, God and Siint George.
[ Exeunt.

Enter the Watchmey 14 gravd the King’s Teny.
L Watch, Come on, my Mafters, each Man take hisStand
The King by this his £t him down to fleep,
2 Watch. What, will he not ¢t Bed?
1 Warch. Why no; for he hath made a {ol¢mn Vow,
Never to lye and take his patura]l Reft,
Sl Warwick, or himfelf, be quite [uppreft:

]

2 Watch,
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2 Watch. To morrow then belike hall be the Day,

Xt Warwick be {o near as Men report.

3 Warch. But fay,I pray, what Nobleman is that,

That with the King here refteth in his Tent?

I Watch, *Tisthe Lord Haftings,the King’s chiefeft Friend.
3 Watch, O, isit fo? but why commands the King,

Thar his chief Followers lodge in Towns about him,

While he himfelf keeps in the cold Field ?

2 Warch.’Tis the more Honour, becaufe the more dangerous.
3 Watch. Ay, but give me worlhip and quietnefs,

I hike it better than a dangerous Honour,

If Warwick_knew in what Eftate he ftands,

"I'is to be doubted he would waken him.

1 Warch. Unlels our Halberds did (hut up his Paflage.
2 Warch. Ay wherefore elfe guard we this Royal Tent,

But to defend his Perfon from Night-foes 2
Enter Warwick, Clarence, Oxford, Somerfet, and French

Soldiers, filent all.
War, This is his Tent, and fee where ftands his Guard:

Courage, my Mafters: Honour now or never:

But follow me, and Edward (hall be ours.

I Watch, Who goes there 2
2 Watch. Stay, or thou dieft.

[ Warwick and the reft cry all, Warwick, Warwick, and fer
#pon the Guard, who fys crying, Arms, Arms, Warwick
and the ref} following them. A

The Drum beating, and Trumpets founding,

EnterWarwick, Somerfet, and the refty bringing the King ont
ina Gown, fitting in a Chair; Glo'lter and Hattings flying
over the Stage.

Som. What are they that fly there?
Ware Richard and Haftings, let them go, here is the Duke,
K, Edw. The Duke !
Why Warwick, when we parted
Thou cal’dft me King?
War. Ay, but the cafe is alter’d.

When you difyrac’d me in my Embaflide,

Then I degraded you from being King,

And come now t create you Duke of Zork,

Alas, how fhould you govern any Kingdom,

That know not how to ufe Ambaffadors,

Nor
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Nor how to be content fﬁ with
Nor how to ufe your Brothers brotl .:riy
Now how to ftudy for the People’s Welfare,
Nor how to fhrowd your felf from Enemies.
K, Edw. Yea, Bl'GKhC)‘ of Clarence,
Art thou here too ¢
Nay then I fee, that F ward muft needs'down.
Yet Warwick, 1n sht of all Mifchance
Of thee thy felf, and all thy Complices,
Edward will alw ays felf :
Though Fortune s Malice
My Miod exceeds the
War. Then f\_n‘ his N

3

| 18 ol i
ind be Edward England’s King,
| Takes off his Crown.

But Henry now (hall wear the Engli
And be true King indeed; thou b
My Lord of Somerfer, at my requctl,
See that forthwith Du ke Edward |
Unto my Brother Archbifh
When I have fought with Pembrook, and kis Fellows,
I’ll follow you, and tell what anfwer
Lewis and the Lac ,y Bona {end to hin
Now for a while farewel good Duke (»f York
[ They lead blm ont forciblys

K. Edw. What Pates impofe, that Men muft needs abide;
It boots not to refift both Wind and Tide. | Exenits

Oxf. What now remains, my Lords, for us to do,
Bt march to Londos with our Soldiers?

War. Ay, that’s the firlt thing that we have to do,
To free King Henry from Imprifonment,
And fee him La!cd in the Regal Throne. [ Exennts

Enter Rivers, and the Lady Gray.

Riv. Madam,. what makes you in this fudden change 2

La. Gray. Why Brother Pl'wrf, are you vet to learn
What late Misfortune has befaln King Ei yd 2

Riv. What! lofs of fome pitcht Battel

Againft Warwick?

La Gray. No, but the lofs of his own Roya] Perfon.
Riv. Then is my Sovereign flain ¢
La, Gm} Ay, almoft ﬂlxﬂ, for he is taken P;i{1 er.
Either betray’d by falfhood of his Guard,

£--J /5 s
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Or by his Foe furpriz’d at unawares :
And as I further have to underftand,
Isnow commitred to the Bithop of Tork,
Fell Warwick's Brother, and by that our Foe,.
Riv. Thefe News I muft coafcfs are full of Gyief
Yet, gracious Madam, bear it as you may,
Warwick my 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 Ehbvards CHf-fpring in my Womb:
This is it that makes-me bridle in my Paffion,
And bear with mildnefs my Misfortune crofs ;
Ay, ay, for this'I draw in many a Tear,
And ftop the rifing of Blood-fucking Sighs,
Left with my Sighs or Tears, I blaft or drown
Kiog Edward's Fruit, true Heir to th’Englifh Crown,
Riv, But Madam,
Where is Warwick then become?
La. Gray. T am inform’d that he comes towards London,
To fer the Crown once more on Henry's Head :
Guefs thou the reft, King Edward's Friends muft down,
But to prevent the Tyrant’s Violence,
For truft not him that hath once broken Faith,
I'll hence forthwith unto the SanGusry,
To fave, at leaft, the Heir of Edward’s Right
There fhall T reft fecure from force and fraud:
Come thercfore Jet us fly, while we may fly,
Y Warwick take us, we are fure to die, [ Exeuns,
Enter Gloucefler, Lord Haftings, and Sir William Stanley,
Glo, Now my Lord Haftings, and Sir William Stanley,
Leave off to wonder why I drew you hither,
Ifto this chiefeft Thicke: of the Park.
Thus ftands the Cafe; you know your King, my Brother
Is Priforer to the Bifhop here, at whofe Ha: ds
He harh good Ufage, and great Liberty,
And cfien bue atrended with weak Guard,
Comes hunting this way to difport himfe!f.
] _have advertis’d him by fecret Means,
That if sbout this hour he make this Way,
Unader the colour of his ufual Gamo,
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He thall here find his Friends with Horfe and Men,

To fet him free from his Captivity. 328

Enter King Edward, and 4 Hunt[man with bim.
Hunt. 'This way, my Lord,
For this way lyes the Game.
K, Edw. Nay this way, Man,

See where the Hunt{men {tand.

Now Brother of Glo’fter, Lord Haftings and the reft,

Stand you thus clofe to {teal the Bifhop’s Deer £
Glo. Brother the time and cafe requireth haftes

Your Horfe ftands ready at the Park-corners
K. Edw. But whither thall we then 2
Haf. To Lyn, my Lord,

Ard fhip from thence to Flanders. ;
Glo. Well gueft, believe me, for that was my meaning,
K. Edw, Stanley, 1 wi 1 requite thy forwardnefs.

Glo. But wherefore ftay we? ’tis no time to talke
K. Edw. Huntfman, what fay’lt thou ¢

W ilt thou go along?

Hunt. Better do fo, than tarry and be hangd.
Glo. Come then away, lei’s ha’ no more ada.
K. Edw. Bifhop farewel,

Shield thee from Warwick’s frown, ;

And pray that I may repoflefs the Crown. [ Exennt,

Enter King Henry, Clarence; Warwick, Somerfer, young

Richmond,Oxford, Mountague,and Lieutenant of the Tower,
K. Henry. Mr. Licutenant, now that God and Fricnds

Have (haken Edward from the Regal Seat,

And turn’d my captive State to liberty,

My fear to hope, my forrows unto joys,

At our enlargement whar are thy due Fees?

Lien. Subjes may challenge nothing of theii Sov’raigns,

But, if an humble Prayer may prevail,

I then crave pardon of you Mijefty.

K. Henry. For what, Lieutenant? For well ufing me?

Nay, be thou fure, I'll well requite thy kindnefs,

For that it made my Imprifonment a Pleafure:

Ay, fuch a Pleafure, as incaged Birds

Conceive 3 when afier many moody thoughts,

At laft, by Notes of Houthold harmony,

They quite forget their lofs of Liberty.

But
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But Warwick, after God, thou fett’lt me free,
And chiefly therefore, I thank God, and thee :
He was the Author, thou the Inftrument.
Therefore that I may conquer Fortune’s fpight, 7
By living low, where Fortune cannot hurt me,
And that the People of this bleffed Land

May not be punifh’d with my thwarting Stars,
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 Stars:
Yet in this ene thing let me blame your Grace,
For chufing me, when Clarence is in place.

Clar. No, Warwick, thou art worthy of the fway,

To whom the Heav’ns in thy Nativity,
Adjudg’d an Olive Branch, and Lawrel Crown,
As likely to be bleft in Peace and Wor s

And there¢fore I yield thee my free confent.

War, And I chufe Clarence only for Prote&or.

K. Henry. Warwick_and Clarence, give me both your Hands,
Now join your Hands, and with your Hands, your Hearts,
That no diffention hinder Government:

I make you both Prote@ors ot this Land,
While I my felf will lead a private Life,
And in Devotion fpend my latter Days,

To fins rebuke, and my Creator’s praife.

War. What anfwers Clarence to his Soveraign’s Will2

Clar. That he confents, if Warwick_yield confent,
For on thy fortune I repofe my felf.

War. Why then, though loath, yet muft I be content:
We’ll yoak together, like a double (hadow
To Henry’s Body, and fupply his Place;

I mean, in bearing weight of Government,
While he enjoys the honour, and his eafe,
And Clarence, now then it is more than needful
Forthwith that Edward be pronounc’d a Traitor,
And all his Lands and Goods confifcated.
Clar.
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Clar. What elfe2 and that Succeflion be determined,
War. Ay, therein Clarence thall not want his part.
K. Henry. But with the fir {t, of all our chief Affairs,
Let me intrea:, for I command no more,
That Aargarer your Queen, and my Son Edward,
Be fent for, to réturn from France with fpeed:
For *till I fte them here, by doubtful fear,
My joy of lit rty is half eclips'd. :
Clar. It fhiall be done, my Soveraign, with all {peed.
K. Henry., My Loid of .i'ome;:/c:, what Youth is that,
Of whom you feem to have o tender care ?
Som. My Liege, it is young Henry, Earl of Richmond,
K. Henry, Come hither, England’s Hope:

1598 (

| Lays bis Hand o his Head,
If fecret Powers fuggeft but truth
To my divining Thuughtf,

This pretty Lad will prove our Country’s blifs,
His looks are full of peaccfyl Majelty,

His Head by Nature fram’d 1o wear a Crown,
His Hand to wield 2 Scepter, and himfelf
Likely in time to blefs 5 Regal Throne :
Mike much of him, my Lords;

; for this is he
Mutt help you more, than you are hure by me,

Enter a Pof?,
War. What news, my Friend?
Poft. That Edward is efcaped from your Brother,
And fled, as he hears fince, to Burgundy, ;
War. Unfavory news; but how made he efcape ?
Poft. He was convey’d by Richard, Duke of Glo'ffer,
And the Lord Haftings, who attended him
In fecret ambu(h, op the Foreft fide,
And from the Bithop’s Huntfmen refcu’d him:
For Hunting was his daily Exercifz,
War. My Brother was too carelefs of his

_ charge.
But let us hence, my Soveraign, to provide
A Salve for any Sore, that may betid-, [Exenns.

. Manet S merfer, Richmond, and Oxford.
Som. My Locd, 1 like not of this flight of Edward’s:
For doubtlefs Burgundy will yield him help,

And we (hall have more Wars before’t be long.

As Henry's late prefaging Prophecy
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Did glad my Heart, with hope of this young Richmond :

So doth my Heart, mif-give me, in thefe Confli@s

What may befal him, to bis harm and ours.

Therefore, Lord Oxford, to prevent the worff,

Forthwith we’il fend hence to Brizany,

"Till ftorms be paft of civil Enmity,

Oxf. Ay, for if Edward re-poflefs the Crown,

*Tis like that Richmond with the reft thall down,
Som. It fhall be {o; he thall to Britany.

Come therefore, let’s about it fpeedily. [ Exennt.
Enter King Edward, Glocefter, Haftings, and Soldiers.
K. Edw. Now Brother Richard, Lord Haffings, and the reft,

Yet thus far Fortune maketh us amends,

And fays, that once more I fha]l enterchange

My wained State, for Henry’s Regal Crown,

Well have we pals’d, and now repafs’d the Seas,

And brought defired help from Burgundy.

What then remains, we being thus arriv’d

From Ravenfpurgh Haven, before the Gates of Zurk,

But that we enter, as into our Dukedom ?

Glo., The Gates made faft?

Brother, I like not this,

For many Men that ftumble at the T hrefhold,

Are well fore-told, that danger lurks within,

K, Edw. Tuth Man, aboadments muft notnow affright us:

By fair or foul means we muft enter in,

For hither will our Friends repair to us.

Haft. My Liege, I'll knock once more to fummon them.
Enter on the Walls, the Mayor of York, and his Brethren,
Mayor. My Lords,

We were fore-warned of your coming,

And fthut 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 Zurk.

Mayor. True, my good Lord, I know your for no lefs.

K. Edw. Why,and I challenge nothing butmy Dukedom,
As being well content with that alone.

Glo. But when the Fox his once got in his Nofe,

He'll foon find means to make the Body follow.

Haft,
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Hoff. Why, Mafter Mayor, why ftand you in a doubt?
Open the Gates, we are King Hw:y’s Friends,
Mayor. Ay,fay you fot the Gates fhall then be opened,
[ He defeends,
Glo. A wife ftour Captain, and foon perfuaded.
Haf?. The good old Man would fain that all were well,
So *twere not long of him; but being entred,
I doubt not I, but we fhall foon perfwade
Both him, and all his Brethers, unto Reafon.
Enter the Mayor, aad 1we Aledrimen.
K. Edw. So, Mafter Mayor; thefe Gates muft notbefhu,
But in the Night, or in the time of War.
What, fear not Man, but yicld me up the Keys,
i Takes his Kep,
For Edward will defend the Town, and thee,
And all thofe Friends, that deign to follow me.
AMarch. Enter Montgomery, with Drum and Soldiers
Glo. Brother, this is Sir Fohn Montgomery,
Our trufty Friend, unlefs I be deceiv’d.
K. Edw.Welcome, Sir Fobn 3 but why come youin Arms?
Mont. To helpKing Edward in his time of ftormy
As every Loyal Subje& ought to da,
K, Edw. Thanks, good Aontgomery :
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 nota Duke:
Drummer ftrike up, and let us March away.
[The Drum begins a March
K. Edw. Nay flay, Sir Fobn, a while, and we’ll debate
By what fafc means the Crown may be recover’d,
Mont. What talk you of debating? in few Words,
If you'll not herg proclaim your felf our King,
I’ll leave you to your Fortune, and be gone,
To keep them back, that come to fuccour you,
Why fhall we fight, if you pretend no Title 2
Glo. Why Brother, wherefore ftand you on njce points?
K. Edw. When we grow ftionger,
Then we’ll make our Claim:
*Till chen, tis Wifdom to conceal our meaning,

Hdﬂ»
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Haft. Away with {erupulous Wit, now Arms muft rule,
Glo. And fearlefs minds climb fooneft unto Crowns.
Brother, we will proclaim you out of hand,
The bruit thereof will bring you ‘many Friends,
K. Edw. Then be it as you will ; for ’tis my right,
And Henry buc ufurps the Diadem., -
Mont. Ay, now my Soveraign fpeaketh like himfelf,
And now will I be Edward's Champion.
Haft. Sound Truwmpet, Edward thall be here proclaim’d ;
Come, fellow Soldier, make thou Proclamation. (Flowrifp.
Sold. Edward the Fourth, by the' Grace of God, King of
England and France, and Lord of Ireland, ac.
Mont. And whofoe’er gain-fays King Edward’s righ,
By this I challenge him to fingle Fight.
[ Throws down bis Gawntler.
All. Long live Edward the Fourth,
K. Edw. Thanks, brave Montgomery
And thanks unto you all.
If Fortune ferve me, I’y requite this Kindoefs.
Now for this Night, let’s harbour here at Yorks
And when the Morning Sun thall raife his'Car
Above the Border of this Hor zon,
We'll forward towards Warwick, and his Mates;
For well I wot, thae Henry is no Soldier.
Ah froward Clarence, how evil it befeems thee,
To flatcer Henry, and forfake thy Brocher ?
Yet as we may, we'll meet both thee and Warwick,
Come on brave Soldiers; doubt not of the Day,
And that once gotten, doubt not of large pay. [ Exeuns.

Enter King Henry,” Warwick, Montague, Clarence, Ox-
ford, and Somerfet,
War, What Counfel, Lords? Edward from Belgia,
With hatty Germans, and blunt Hollanders, .
Hath pafs’d in fafety through the narrow Seas,
And with his Troops doth march amain to London,
And many giddy People flock to him.
K. Henry, Let’s levy Men, and beat him back again,
Clar. Alittle Fire is quickly trodden out,
Which being fuffer’d, Rivers cannot quench,
Vor, IV, F War,
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War. In Warwick fbire T have true-hearted Friends,

Not mutinous in Peace, yct bold in War,

Thofe wiil I mufter up; and thou, Son Clarence,

Shalt Rir up in Suffulk, Nerfolky and in Kent,

The Koights and Gentlemen, to come with thee.

Thou Brother Adontagne, in Em’\-m{ghuzr/_{,

Northampton, and in Leicefter fbire fhalt find

Men well inclin’d to hear what thou command't.

And thou,. brave Oxford, wondrous well belov'd,

In Oxfordfbire fhalc mufter up thy Friendss

My Soveraign, with the loving Citizzns,

Like to his Ifland, girt with th’ Ocean,

Or modeft Dian, cucled with her Nymphe,

Shall reft in Lendon, ’till we come to him: s

Fair Lordstake leave, and ftand not to reply.

Farewel my Soveraign. '
K. Henry. Farewel my Heétor, and my Troy’s true hope
Clar. In fign of truth, I kifs your Highnefs Hand.
K. Henry, Well-minded Clarence, be thou fortunates
Mont. Comfort, my Lord, and fo I take my leave.
Oxf. And thus I feal my Truth, and bid adieu.

K. Henry., Sweet Oxford, and my loving Montague,

And all at once, once more a happy farewel.

War. Farewel, fwest Lords, let’s meet at Coventry.
[ Exennts
K. Henry. Here at the Palace will I reft a while.

Coufin of Exerer, what thinks your Lordfhip?

Methioks, the Power that Edward hath in Field,

Should not be able to encounter mine.

Exe, The doubt is, that he will feduce the reft.
K. Henry. That's nct my fear, my meed hath got me fame:

I have not ftopt mine Ears to their demands,

Nor pofted off their Suits with flow delays,

My pity hath been Balm to hieal their Wounds,

My mildoe(s hath allay’d their fwelling Griefs,

My mercy dry’d their water-flowing Tears.

I have not been defirous of their Wealth,

Nor much oppreft them with great Subfidies,

Nor forward of Revenge, though they much err'd,

Then why fhould they love Edward more than me?

No, Exeter, thefc Graces challenge Grace:

And
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And when the Lion fawns upon the Lamb,
The Lamb will never ceafe to follow him,
[ Shout within. A Lancafter! 4 Lancafter !
Exe. Hark, hark, my Lord, what Shouts are thefe?
Enter King Edward and his Soldjers.
K. Edw. Seize on the fhame-fac’d Henry, bear him hence,
And once again proclaim us King of England,
You are the Fount, that make fmail Brooks to flow,
Now ftops thy Spring, my Sea fhall fuck them dry,
And {well fo much the higher, by their ebb,
Hence with him to the Tower, let him not fpeak.
[Exit with King Henry.
And Lords, towards Covmtr}' bend we our Courfe,
Where peremptory Warwick now remains:
The Sun fhines 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,

& d-vV. S CENE L

Enter Warwick, the Mayor of Coventry, rwo Meffengers,
and others upon the Walls,

War. Here is the Poft that came from valiant Oxford 2
How far hence is thy Lord, mine honeft Fellow ¢
X Mef|. By this at Dunfimore, marching hitherward,
War. How far off is our Brother Montague?
W here is the Poft that 'came from Montagne ?
2 Mef. By this at Daintry, with a puiffant Troop.
Enter Somervile,
War. Say Somervile, what fays my loving Son?
And by thy guefs, how nigh is Clarence now 2
Somerv. At Southam 1 did leave him with his Forces,
And do expe@ him here fome two hours hence.
War. Then Clarence is at hand, I hear his Drum,
Somery. It is not his, my Lord, here Southan lyes:
The Drum your Honour hears, marcheth from Warwick,
F 2 War,
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War. Who fhould that be 2 Belike, unlook'd for Friends.
Somerv. They are at hand, and you fhall quickly kngw.
March. Flowrifh. Enter King Edward, Gloucefter, and Soldsers,
K. Edw. Go, Trumper, to the Walls, and founda Padle,
Glo. See how the furly Warwick mansthe Wall.
War. Oh unbid {pight, is fportful Edward come 2
Where flept our Scouts, or how are they feduc’d,
T hat we could hear no news of his repair?
K. Edw. Now Warwick, wilt thou ope the City Gates,
Speak gentle words, and humbly bend thy Knee,
Call Edward King, and at his hands beg Mercy,
And he 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 fill remain the Duke of Zork,
Glo. T thought at leaft he would have faid the King,
Or did he make the Jeft againft his will 2
War, Is nota Dukedom, Sir, a goodly Gift?
Glo. Ay, by my Faith, fora poor Earl to give :
P}l do thee fervice for fo good a Gift?
War. *Twas I that gave the Kingdom to thy Brother.
K. Edw. Why then ’tis mine, if but by Warwick’s Gift
War. Thou art no Atlas for fo great a weight
And Weakling, Warwick takes his Gift again,
And Henry is my King, Warwick his Subje&.
K. Edw. But Warwick’s King is Edward’s Prifoner:
And gallant Warwick, do but anfwer this,
What is the Body, when the Heid is off 2
Glo, Alas, that Warwick had no more fore-caft,
But whiles he thoughe to fteal the fingle Ten,
T'ke King was {lily fingerd from the Deck:
You left poor Henry at the Bifhop’s Palace,
And ten to one you’ll meet him in the Zooer.

K. Edw. ’Tis even fo, yet you are Warwick_{till,
Glo. Come Warwick, :

Take the time, knecl down, kneel down:

Nay when; ftrike now, or elfe the Iron cools.
War. 1 had rather chop this Hand off at 4 blow,

And with the other fling it at thy Face,

Than bear fo low a Sail, to ftrike to thee.

{

K, Edw
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K, Edw. Sail how thou canft,
Have Wind and Tide thy Friend,
This Hand, faft wound about thy Coal-black Hair,
Shall, whiles thy Head is warm, and ncw cut off,
Write in the Duft this Sentence with thy Blood,
Wind-changing Warwick now can chinge no more.
Enter Oxford, with Drum and Colours.
War. O chearful Colours, fee where Oxford comes,
Oxf. Oxford, Oxfordy, for Lancafter. .
Glo. The Gates are open, let us entcr too.
K, Edw, So other Foes may f{et upon our Backs.
Stand we in good Array ; for they no doubt
Will iflue out again, and bid us Battel:
If not, the City being but of fmall defence,
We'll quickly rouze the Traitors in the fame.
War. Oh welcome Oxford, for we want thy help.
Enter Montague, with Drum and Colonrs,
Monte Montague, Montagne, for Lancaffer.
Glo. Thou and thy Brother both fhall buy this Treafon
Even with the dearelt Blood your Bodies bear.
K. Edw, The harder match’d, the greater Vi&ory,
My Mind prefageth happy Gain, and Conqueft.
Enter Somerlet, with Drum and Colonrs,
Som. Somerfet, Somerfet, for Lancafler.
Glo. Two of thy Name, both Dukes of Somer/ez,
Have {old their Lives unto the Houfe of York,
And thou fhalt be the third, if this Sword hold.
' Enter Clarence, with Dyum and Colonrs.
War, And lo, where George of Clarence {weeps 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, 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 Stones together,
And fet up Lancafter. Why, troweft thou, Warwick,
T'hat Clarence is {o harth, fo blunr, unnatural,
To bend the fatal Inftruments of War
Agaioft his Brother, and his lawful King.

F 3 fPerhaps
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Perhaps thou wilt obje& my holy Oath:
Tokeep that Oath were more Impiety, A
Than Feprhah, when he facrificd his Daughter.
Iam {o forry for my Trefpsfs made, :
That to deferve well at my Brother’s Hands,
I here proclaim my felf thy mortal Foe:
With Refolution, wherefoc’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 Warwick, 1 defic thee,
And to my Brother turn my blufhing Cheeks.
Pardon me, Edward, 1 will make amends:
And Richard, do not frown upon my Faults,
For I will henceforth be no more unconftant.
K. Edw. Now welcome more, and ten times more beloy’d
Than if thou never had’ft deferv’d my Hate.
Glo. Welcome, good Clarence, this is Brother-like,
War. O palling Traitor, perjur’d and unjuft.
K. Edw. W hat Warwick,
Wilt thou leave the Town and fight 2
Or (hall we beat the Stones about thine Ears?
War. Alas, I am rot coop’d here for defence:
1 will away towards Barser prefently,
And bid thee Battel, Edward, if thou dar'lt.
K. Edw. YesWarwick, Edward dares, and leads the way:
Lords to the Field ; St. George and ViGory. | Exennt.
March. Warwick and bis Company follows.,
“Alarum and Excurfions. Enter Edward bringing forth Wat-
wick wonnded.
K. Edw. So, lye thou there; die thou, and die our fear,
For Warwick was a Bug that feard us all,
Now Montague fic faft, 1 ok for thee,
That Warwick’s Bones may keep thine Company,  [Exit
War. Ah, who is nigh? Come to me, Friend, or Foe,
And tell me who is Vi&or, Tork, or Warwick2
Why a:k I that? my mangled Body fhews,
My Blood, my want of Strength, my fick
That I muft yield my Body to the Earth,
And by my fall, the conqueft to my Foe.
Thus yields the Cedar to the Ax’s edge,
Whofe Arms gave fhelter to the Princely Eagle,

1468,
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Uuder whofe thade the ramping Lion {1-pt,
Whofe top-branch over-peer’d Fowe’s fpreading Tree,
And kept low Shrubs from Winter’s pow’rful Wind,
Thefe Eyes, that pow are dim’d wicth Death’s black Veil,
Have been as piercing as th: Mid-day Sur,
To fecarch the fecrer Treafors of the World:
The wriikles in my Brows, now fili’"d with Bl od,
Were lik'ned oft to Kingly Sepulchres:
For who liv’d Kirg, but I could diz his Grave 2
And who durft fmile, w!en Warwick bent his Brow ?
Lo, now my Glory fmeard in Duft and Blood,
My Parks, my Walks, my Manors that I had,
Even now forfake me; and of all my Lands,
. Is nothing lefe me, but my Body’s Jength,
K Why, what is Pomp, Rule, Reign, but Earth and Dufi?
. And live we how we can, yet die we muft.
i Enter Oxford and Somerfet.
Sem. Ah Warwick, Warwick, wert thou as we are,
We might recover all our Lofs again :

The Queen from France hath brought a puiflant Power,
Even now we heard the News: Ah, could’ft thou fly.
War. Why then I would not fly. At Montague,

If thou be there, {weet Brother, rake my Hand,
And with thy Lips keep in my Soul a while,
s Thou lov’lt me not ; for, Brother, if thou didft,
s Thy Tears would wafh this cold congealed Blood,
s That glews my Lips; and will not let me fpeak.
1! Come quickly Adontague, or 1 am dexd.
Som. Ah Warwick, Montague hath breath’d his 1aft,
wk And to the lateft gafp, cry’d out for Warwick :
And faid, commend me to my valiant Brother,
And more he would have faid, and more he fpake,
[t And founded like 2 Cannon in a Vault,
fy, That mought not be diftinguifh’d; but at laft,
I well might hear delivered with 2 Groan,
O farewel Warwick.
w _ War. Sweet reft his Soul;
Fly Lords, and fave your felves,
For Warwick bids you all farewel, to meet in Heaven. [ Dies.
Oxf. Away, away, to meet the Queen’s great Power,
Here they bear away his Body. [ Exennt.
i F 4 Flowrifb.
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Flourifb. Enter King Edward in trinmphy with Gloucefte
Clarence, and the reft.

K. Edow. Thus far our Fortune keeps an upward courfe, .

And we are grac’d with wreaths of ViQory;

But in the midft of this bright-fhining Day,

I {py a black fufpicious threatning Cloud,
‘That will encounter with our glorious Sun,
L’cr he attain his eafcful Weftern Bed:
I meao, my Lords, thofe Powess that the Queen
Hath rais’d in Gallia, have aisiv’d our Cozit,
And, as we hear, march on to fight with us.

Clar. A little Gale will foon difperfe that Cloud,
And blow it to the Source from whence it ¢ame ;
Thy very Beams will dry thofe Vapours up,

For every Cloud engenders not a Storm.

Glo. The Queen is valued thirty thoufand ftrong,
And Semerfer, with Oxford, fled to her
If fhe hath time to breathe, be well affur'd
Her Fa&ion will be ful] 35 ftiong as ours.

K. Edw, We are adver.is’d by our loving Friends,
T hat th y do hold their courfe toward Tewksbury.
We'having now the beft at Barnet Fjeld,

Will thither ftraight, for willingnefs rids way,
And as we march, our ftrength will be augmented,
In every Country as we go along :

Strike up the Drum, cry Courage, and away. [ Exeun
AMarch.  Enter the Queen, Prince of Wales, Somerfee,
Oxtord, and Soldiers.

Queen. Great Lords, wile Men neler fit and wail their
But chearly feck how to redrefs their Ha ms. L Lofs,
What though the Maft be now blown over-board,

The Cable broke, th- holding- Anchor loft,

And half our Sailois fwallow’d in the Flood 2

Yet lives our Pilot ftil],  Is% meet that he

Should leave th: Helm, and like a fearful Lad,

With tearful Eyes add Water to the
And give more ftrength to that whic
Whiles in Lis moan, the Ship. {plits
Which Induftry and Courage might have fav’d?
Ahiwhat a thame, ah whar a fanit weze this.
Says Warwick was our Anchor ; what of that?

Sea,-
h hath too much,
on the Rock,
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" And Montague our Top-maft; whatof lin? :
. Our flaughter’d Friends, the Tackles; what of thefe?
1 Why is not Oxford here another Anchor?
And Somerfet, another goodly Maft?
The Friends of France our Shrowds and Tacklings ?
And though unskiiful, why not Ved and I,
For once allow’d the skilful Pilot’s Charge?
We will not from the Helm to it and weep,
Bat keep our Courfe, though the rough Wind fay no,
From Shelves and Rocks, that threaten us with Wrack,
As good to chide the Waver, a5 {peak them fair.
~ And what is Edward, but a ruthlefs Sea?
What Clarence, but a Quick-find of Deceit 2
And Richard, but a ragged fatal Rock ?
All thefe, the Enemies to our poor Bark.
) Say you can {wim, alas, ’tis but a while;
Tread on the Sand, why there you quickly fink;
Beftride the Rock, the Tide will wath you off,
Or elfe you famifh, that’s a three-fold Death.
1, This fpeak I, Lords, to let you underftand,
In cafe fome one of you would fly from us,
That there’s no hop’d-for Mercy with the Brothers,
More than with ruthlefs Waves, with Sands and Rocks.
Why courage then, what cannot be avoided,
"Twere childith weaknefs to Jament or fear,
i Prince. Methinks 2 Woman of this valiant Spirit
i Should, if a Coward heard her fpeak thefe words,
Infufe his Breaft with Magnanimity,
i And make him, naked, foil a Man at Arms.
I I fpeak not this, as doubting any here :
For did I but fufpe@ 1 fearful Man,
He fhould have leave to go away betimcs,
Lelt in our need he might infe& anothcr,
And make him of like S>irit to himfelf,
If any fuch be here, as God forbid,
Let him depart before we need his help.

Oxf. Women and Children of {o high a Courage,
And Warriors faint | why “twere perpetual Shame.
Oh brave young Prince! thy faimous Grandfather
Doth live again in thee; long may’ft thou live,

To bear his Image, and renew his Glorics.

Somz,
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Som. And he that will not fight for fuch a Hope,

Go home to Bed, and hike the g)wl oy Day,

If he arife, be mock’d and wonder’d at. :
Ouneen, "Tha:;ks, gentle Somer/et, {weet O;ffom’.thanks.
Prin. Aod take his Thanks, that yet hath nothing elfe,

Enter a Meffenger.

Mef. Prepare you, Lords, for Edwardis at hand,
Ready to fight; cherefore be refolute. !

Oxf. I thought ne lefs; it is his PinCYa
To hafte thus faft, to find us unprovided.

Som. But he’s deceiv’d, we are in readinels

Qneens This chears my Hear, to {ce your forwardnefs.

Oxf. Here pitch our Battel, hence we will not budges

March. Enter King Edward, Glocefter, Clarence,

and Soldiers.

K. Edw. Brave Followers, yonder ftands the thorny Wood,
Which, by the Heav’ns Affiltance, and your Strength,
Muf, by the Roots, be hewn vp yet e'er. Night.

I'need not add more Fuel to your Fire,

For well I wor, ye blaze, to burn them out :

Give Signal to the Fight, and to it, Lords.

Queen. Lords,Knights,and Gentlemen, what I fhould fay,
My Tears gaio-fay; for every word I fpezk,

Ye fee I driok the Water of my Eye:

Therefore, no more but this; Henry, your Sovereign,

Is Prifoner to the Foe, his State ufurp'd,

His Realm a Slaughter-houfe, his Subj:&s flain,

His Statutes cancell’d, and his Treafure fpent :

And yonder is the Wolf, that makes this Spoil.

You fight in Juftice: Then in God’s Name, Lords,

Be valiant, and give Signal to the Fight.
Alarum, Retreat, Excurfions.

Enter King Edward, Glocefter, Clarence, &c. The Queen,

Oxford, and Somerfet Prifoncrs.

K. Edw. Now here’s a Period of tumultuons Broils.

Away with Oxford to Hammes Caftle ftraight :

For Somer[et, off with his guilty Head.

Go bear them hence, T will not hear them {peak.
Oxf. For my part, I'll not trouble thee with words,
Som. Nor I, but ftoop with Patience to my Fortune,

[ Exennts

QOneen.
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' Queen, So part we fidly in this troublous World,
To meet with Joy in fweet Ferufalem.
K. Edw. Is Pioclamatio) made, Tiar who tinds Edward

bt Shal] have a high Reward, and he his Lifc 2

8¢ Glo. It 15, and' lo where yruthful Edward comes.

Enter the Prince of Wales,
\, K. Edw. Bring forth the Gallint, let us hear him fpeak.
What? canfo young a2 Thorn begin to prick?
Edward, what Satisfation canft thou m:ke,
For bearing Arms, for fticring up my Subjc@s,
And all the Trouble thou haft turn’d me to ?

W Prince. Speak like a SubjcQ, proud ambitious Xork,

i Suppofe that [ am now my Father’'s Mouth,

m Refign thy Chair, and where ] ftand, kneel thou,

Whillt I propofe the felf-fame words to thee,

iWhich, Traitor, thou would’®t have me anfier tos

y  Queen. Ah! thae thy Father had been fo refolv’d.

~ Glo. That you might ftill have worn the Petticoat,

And ne’er have ftoln the Breech from Lancafter,
Prince. Let «£fep Fable in'a Winter’s Night,
His Currith Riddles fore not with his place,

i Glo. By Heaven, Brat, Ii] plague ye for that word.
Queen. Ay, cthou waft bora to be 2 Plague to Meo.

Glo. For God’s fake, take away this captive Scold.

7; Prince. Na_\',t:;keawq this{co}ding Crook-back, rather,
K. Edw. Peace, wilful Boy, orIwill chirm your Tongue.
Cla. Untutor'd Lad, thou art too malapert,

Prince, 1know my Dury, you are all undutiful :

Lafcivious Edward, "and thoa pesjur’d George,

And thou mif-thapen Dick, 1 tell ye all,

I am your better, Traitors as ye are.

And thou ufurp’ft my Fathe,’s Right and mine.

, K. Edw. Take that, thou likenefs of this Railer here,

| [ Stabs him.
Glo. Sprawl'lt thou ? take that, to-end thy Agony.

[Rich. ffabs him.

Clar. And thete’s for twitting me with Perjury.
[Clar. fabs him,
Omneen. Oh, kill metoo0!

Glo. Marry, and fhall. [Offers to kill her,
K. Edw.Hold, Richard, hold, fir we hiave done too much.
Glo.
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Glo. Why fhould the live, to fill the world with words{
K. Edw, What ? doth the fwoon 2 ufe Means for her Re
covery.
Glo. Clarence, excufe me to the King my Brother:
I’ll hence to London on a {erious Matter,
E’er ye come there, be fure to hear fome News.
Clar. What ¢ what?
Glo. Tower, the Tower. (E it
Queen. Oh, Ned, fweet Ned, {peak tothy Mother, Boy.
Car’it thou not {peak 2 O Traitors, Murderess!
They that ftabb’d Cefar, thed no Blood at all,
Did not offend, nor were not worthy Blame,
If this foul Deed were by, to equal it.
He was 2 Man; this (in refpe&) a Child,
And Men ne’er fpend their Fury on a Child,
What’s worfe than Murtherer, that T may name it2
No, no, my Heart will buift, and if I fpesk——
And I will fpeak, that fo my Heart may burft.
Butchers and Villains, bloody Cannibals,
How fweet a Plant have you untimely cropt :
You have no Children, Butchers; if you had,
Thethought of them would have ftirr'd up Remorfe;
Bur if you ever chance to have a Child,
Look in his Youth to have him fo cut off,
As deathfmen you have rid this fweet young Prince.
K. Edw. Away with her, go bear her hence by force.
Queen. Nay, never bear me hence, difpatch me here:
Hear fheath thy Sword, 1l pardon thee my Death:
What? wilt thou not? then Clarence do it thou.
Clar. By Heaven, I will not do thee fo much Eafe.
Qnéen. Good Clarence do, {wcet Clarence do thou do it
Clar. Did’ft thoa not hear me fwear I would not do it?
Qscens Ay, but thou ufeft to forfwear thy felf:
*Twas Sin before, but now "tis Charity.
What,wilt thou not2 where is that Devil’s Butcher, Richard,
Hard-favour'd Richard? Richard, where art thou?
Thou art not here: Murther is thy Almfdeed.
Petitioner for Blood thou ne’er pul’ft back,
K. Edw. Away, I fay, I charge ye bear her hence,
Qneen. Socome to you and yours, as to this Prince.

[ Exit Queen.
K. Edws

1612
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Wity K. Edw. Where’s Richard gone?
nsfrly  Cla. To London all in poft, and as I guefs,

To make a bloody Supper in the Zower.
Brotw; K. Edw. He’s fudden, if a ching comes in his head.

Now march we hence, difcharge the common fort
w, With pay and thanks, and let’s away to London,

And fee our gentle Queen how well fhe fares,

|By this, 1 hope, fhe hath a San for me. [Exennt,
Mty ~ Enter King Henry, and Glocefter, with the Lieutenans
0 on the Tower Walls,
¥ Glo. Good day, my Lord; what at your Book fo hard 2

K. Henry. Ay,my good Lord ; my Lord, I fhould fay rather,
"Tis fin to flacter, Good was little better: ‘

Good Glo'fter, and good Devil, were alike,
And both prepofterous; therefore, not Good Lord.
. Glo, Sirrah, leave us to our felves, we muft confer.
me it {Exit Lieutenant,
K Kenry. S» flies the wreaklefs Shepherd from the'Wolf,
' So firft the harmlefs Flock doth yield his Fleece,
And next his Throat unto the Butcher’s Khnife.
What Scene of Death hath Roffius now to a&?
3 Glo. Sufpicion always haunts the guilty mind,
"% The Thief doth fear each Bufh an Officer,
K. Henry. The Bird that hath been limed in a Bufh,
.. With trembling Wings mifdoubreth every Bufh ;
" And I, the helplefs Male ro one fweet Bird,
b.VfO[“Have now the fatal Objc& in my Eye,
"% Where my poor young was lim'd, was caught and kill’d,
i G, Why what a peevith Fool was that of Creet,
. That taught his Son the Office of 2 Fowl?
IE‘@ And yet, for all his Wings, the Fool was drown’d,
W¥ K, Henry, 1, Dedalus; my poor Boy, Zcaras;
WJ Thy Father, AMinos, that deny’d our courfe;
;' The Sun that feard the Wings of my fweet Boy,
_ Thy Brother Edward; and thy felf, the Sea,
/1% Whofe envious Gulf did fwallow up his Life :
Ah, kill me with thy Weapon, not with Words,
By Breaft can better brook thy Dagger’s point,
Than can my Eyes that tragick Hiftory,
" But wherefore doft thou come ? Is’t for my Life ?
w‘b Glo, Think'ft thou I am an Executioner?
it UF

0 K, Henry,
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K, Henry. A Perlecutor I am fure thou art;

If s;alez’t}ltf;;‘rg Innocents be Executing,
Why then thou art an Executioner. ;

Glo. 'f,ly Son I kill’d for his Prcimers_on. :

K. Henry. Hadft thou been kil’d when fiift thou dldﬁ‘ pres
Thou hadft not liv'd o kill 2 Son of mine : (fumg,
And thus I prophefie, thut many a thoufand,

Which now miftru rcel of my fear,

And many an old Man’s figh, and many a Widow’s,
And many an Orphan’s water-{tanding Eye,

Mea for their Sons, Wives for their Husbands fate;

16i4
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And Orphans for their Parents timel<fs Death,
Shall rue the Hour that ever thou waft born.

~

The Owl thrick’d at thy Birth, an evil fign,
The Night-Crow cry’d, aboding lucklefs time;
Dogs how!’d, and hidzous Tempeft (hook down Trees;
The Raven raok’d her on the Chimney’s top,
And chattering Pyes in difmal Difcords fung:
Thy Mother felt more than 2 Mother’s pain,
And yet brought forth lefs than a Mother’s hope,
To wit, an indigefted deform’d Lump,
Not like the Fruit of fuch a goodly Tree.
Teeth haft thou in thy Head when thou waft born,
['o fignific thou cam’ft to bite the World
Arnd, if che reft be true which I have heard,
Thou cam™ft ————nu—
Glo. V1l hear no more:
Dies Prophet, in thy Speech; [ Stabs him
For this, amongft the reft, was I ordaind,
K. Henry. Ay, and for much more Slaughter after this —
O God, forgive my Sins, and pardon thee. [ Dics
Glo. What? will th’ alpiring Blood of Lancafter
Sink in the ground? I thought it would have mounteds
S:e how my Sword weeps for the poor King’s death.
O may fuch purple Tears be alway fhed
From thofe who wifh the downfal of our Houfe.
If any {park of Life be yet remaining,
Down, down to Hel, and fay I fenc thee thither,
[Stabs him again

C
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I, that have neither pity, love, nor fear,
Indeed ’tis true that Henry told me of:

For
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% ForI have often heard my Mother fay,
I came into the World with my Legs forward.
Had I not reafon, think ye, to make hafte,
. And fcek theii Ruin, that ufurp’d our Right?
thug The Midwife wonder’d, and the Women cry’d,
O Jefus blefs us, he is born with Teeth!
,  Aud fo I was, which plainly fignificd,
That I fhould foarle, and bite, and play the Dog :
Vidwi Then fince the Heav’ns have fhap’d my Bedy fo,
Let Hell make crook’'d my Minid to anfwer it
dsfy, 1 have no Brother, I am like no Brother: R
th, And this word [ Love] which grey Beards call Divine,
, Bz refident in Men like one another,
, . And not in me: I am my felf alone.
1. Clarence beware, thou keep’ft me from the light,
)\vr;T':me I will fort a pitchy Day for thee:
“For I will buz abroad fuch Prophecies,
" That Edward thall be fearful of his Life,
" And then, to purge his fear, I'll be thy Death.
King Henry, and the Prince his Son, are gone,
Clarence, thy turn is next, and then the reft;
Counting my felf but bad, ’till I be beft.
iy I'll throw thy Body in another room,
" And triumph, Henry, in thy day of Doom. [Exie,
Emer King Edward, Oneeeny Clarence, Gloucefter, Hza
fbings, Nurfe, and Attendants.
K. Edw. Once more we fit on England’s Royal Throne,
Re-purchas'd with the Blood of Enemies:
*What valiant Foe-men, like to Aurumn’s Corn,
h‘Have We mow’d down in top of all their Pride2
I8 hree Dukes of Somerfet, threefold Renown'd,
. For hardy and undoubted Champions:
r T'wo Cliffords, as the Father and the Son,
mO‘f“"And two Northumberlands; two braver Men
dlk Ne‘er fpurr’d their Couifers ar the Trumpets found.
With them, the two brave Bears, Warwiek and Montague,
* That in their Chains ferter'd the Kingly Lion,
And made the Foreft tremble when they roar'd.
»  Thus have we fwept Sufpicion from our Scat,
#18nd mide our Footftool of Security,
~ome hither, Befs, and let me kifs my Boy:

;:pe,

Young
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Young Ned, for thee, thine Uncles, and my felf,
Have in our Armours watch’d the winter Night,
Went all a-foot in Summers fcalding heat,
That thou might’ft repoflefs the Crown in peace,
And of our Labours thou fhalt reap the Gain.
Glo. I'll blaft his Harveft, if your Head were laid,
For y¢t I am not look’d on in the World.
This Shoulder was ordain’d o thick, to heave,

And heave it fhall fome weight, or break my back;
Work thou the way, and that fhal! execute. [ Afe,
K. Edw. Clarenceand Glo'fter, love my lovely Queen,

And kifs your Princely Nephew, Brothers both.
Clar, The duty that T owe your Majefty,
I feal upon the Lips of this fweet Babe.
K. Edw, Thanks, noble Clarence, worthy Brother, thanl,
Glo. Andthat[ love the Tree from whence thou{prang'l;
Witnefs the loving Kifs I give the Fruit:
To fay the truth, fo Fudas kifs’d bis Mafter, [ e,
And cry’d, all hail, when as he meant all harm.
K. Edw. Now am I feated as my Soul delights,
Having my Country’s peace, and Brothers loves.
Clar. What will your Grace have done with Aargaret}
Reignier her Father,to the King of France
Hath pawn’d the Sicils and Ferufalem,
And hither have they fent 1t for her Ranfom.
K. Edw. Away with her, and waft her hence to Frame:
And now what refts, but that we fpend the time
With ftately T'riumphs, mirthful Comick Shows,
Such as befits the Pleafure of the Court 2
Sound Drums and Trumpets, farewel fowr Annoy,
For here, I hope, begins our lafting Joy. [ Exennt ommeh
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Enter Richard Duke of Glo'fter, folus.

O W is the Winter of our Difcontent,

i Made glorious Summer by this Sun of Zork 1

t And all the-Clouds thit lowr’d upon our
Houfe,

In the deep Bofom of the Ocean bury’d,

Now are our Brows bound with Vi&orious

epaTe

Wreaths,
dur bruifed Arms hung up for Monuments
Jur fters Alarums chang’d to merry Meetings ;
Jur dreadful Marches to delightful Meafures.
srim-vifag'd War hath fmooth’d his wrinkled Front 3
And now inftead of mounting Barbed Stecds, '
B¥ oL, N Ga To
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To fricht the Souls of fearful Adverfaries,
He capers nimibly in mber

To the lzlcivious |
But I, thar am n

'The Lz’fe and Death

Rinlehs to fee
And defcan

And hate the
Plots have [ la C
By dr ] efics, Libgels, and Dreams,
To fct my Brother Clgrence and the King
In deadly hate, the one againft the other:

dangerous,

And if King Edward be as True and Juft,
As I am Subtle, Falle and Treacherous,
This Day thould Clarence clofely be mew’d up,
About a Prophefie, which fays, that G
Of Edward's Heirs the Murtherer fhall be,
Dive Thoughts down to my Soul, here Clarence comes:
Enter Clarence, and Brakenbury, guarded.
Brother, good Day ; whait means this armed Guard
That waits upon your Grace 2
Clar. His Majelty, tendiing my Perfon’s {zfety,
Hath appoined this Condu& to convey me to th’Towers
Glo. Upon what Caufe?
Clar. B fe my Name is George,
Glo. Alack, my Lord, that Fault is none of vourss
He fhould for that commit your Godfsthers, ~ =
O belike, his Majefly hath fome intent 2

P ity

o

3

-

That




jdy, He harkens after Pro;

That you fhould be new Chrift
But what’s the Matrer,
Clar. Yea Richard,
As yer I do not; but gs

And from the Crofs-row plucks th
And fays a Wizard told him, that
His IfTue difinherited thoyld be,
And for my Name of George begi
It follows in his Thought |
Thefe, as I learn,
Have mov’d his Highs

Glo. Why this it it
*Tis not the King thar fen
My Lady Gray his W ence, 'tis fhe,
That tempts him to this harih Extremity,

Was it not fhe, and that good Mun of Worthip,
Anthony Woodvil her Brother the:e
That made him fend To:d Haj
From whence this Day he is delivered.

We ate not fafe, Clarence we are not fife,

Clar. By Heaven, I think there js no Man fecure
But the Queen’s Kindred, and Night-walking Heralds,
That trudge berwixt the Ki g :nd Miftrefs Shore.
Heard you not what an humble Suppliant
Lord Haflings was for his.del ery 2

Gl. Humbly complaining to her Deity,

' Got my Lord Chamberlain his Liberty.

Ll tell you what, I think it is our way,

If we will keep in favour with the King,
_cfm"‘To l?s her Men, and weir her Livery :

""r'd The jealous o’cr-worn Widow, and her felf.
|

- I (r v A
te the Zower ;

=
-

s

4
€

2
Since that our Brother dub’d them Gentlewomen,
Are mighty Goflips in our Monarchy.
' Brak. 1'befeech your Graces both to pardon me,
Wi Majefty hath ftraightly given in ch::rge,
atno Man fhal] have private Conference
Of what degree {oever, with your Brother.
I Glo, Bven fo, and pleafe your worthip, Brakenbary!
You may partake of ar y thing we fay &

We heak no Treathn, Man——we fay the King

G 2 Is

-
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Is wife and virtuous, and his noble Queen
Well ftrock in Years, fair, and not ):a.-ous:

We fay, that Shere's Wife hath a pretty F?nt, -

a o 2
A ch rl', L.,, a r) nny Eye, a p Ting Yrq ng longue:
That the Queen’s Kindred are made (J entle- folks.
v {ay you, Sir 2 can you mny ll this?
With this, my Lord, my felf have nought to do,
to do with Miftrefs Shore?
3 2 7 |

w, he that deth naught with her,

Knave—would’t thou betray me?
Iu ob uuﬁ 304‘ Grace

s al (,\,, ear
c D‘l!\"

’;T (\

Clar. e know thy g, Bra iy, and will obey.
Glo. We are the Queen’s Abje@&s, a‘:d muft obey.
other farewel, I will unto the King,

hatfoe’er you will enr pI )Y me 1n,

178 -7 f e
call King Edward’s Widow 5 Stiter,
" r\ tra | l!‘
th 1 ¢ £ Bratherhand
» (1S dE Cl1 DLIOEACINCOC,
§ me deeper can 1..‘.;;;:1, .

I know it plcafcs h neither of us well.
Clo. Well, your Imprifonment fhall not be long,
I will deliver you, or elfe lye for you:
Mean time have patience.
C[;zr. I muft perforce; farewel. [Ex. Brak, Cli
Go tread the pach that thou fhalt ne’er returns
Sim{)fc plain Clarence———1 doJove thee fo
That I will thortly fend th y Soul t H(au 0
If Heav’n will take the Prefent ar our Hands.
But who comes here? the new deliver’d Haftings?
Esnter Lord Hal tings.
Haff. Good 'n’**e of day unto my gracious Lord.
Glo. As much unto my good Lord Chamberlain:
e you we IL e to this open Atr,
th y our (?1,{7 brook’d Imprifonment?
Haft. With patience, ncble Lord, as Priforers mufl
But I fhall .:'m:», mv {,r»rc, to give -hcm thanks

That were the caufc of my Imprifonment,

7 ™Y
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Gle. No doubt, no doubt, and o thall Claresce too,
For they that were your Enemies are his,
And bave prevail’d as much on him, as you.
Haff. More pity, that the Eagles thould be mew’d,
Whiles Kites and Buzzards play at Liberty.
Glo. What News abroad ¢
g Haft. No News fo bad abroad ss this at home:
The King is fickly, ‘weak, and melancholy,
b, And his Phyficians fear him mighliy.
o4 Glo. Now by St. Fobu, that pews is bad indced.
O he hath kept an evil Diet long,
WX And over-much confum’d his Royal Perfon:
*Tis very grievous to be thought upon.
Where is he, in his Bed 2
Haft, He is.
il Glo. Go you before, and I will follow yours
Loy, [£xit Haltinge,
He eannot live, I hope 5 and muft not die,
"Till George be pack’d with poft-horfe up to Heav’a,
5 Pllin to urge his hatred more to Clarence,
Which lyes well fteel’d with weighty arguments,
,  Andif I fail not in my deep intent,
Clarence hath not another day tolive :
Which done, God take King Edward to his Mercy,
n  And leave the World for meé to buftle in,
For then, I'll marry Warwick’s youngeft Daughter :
What though I kill'd. her Husband, and her Father,
Bk The readieft way to make the Wench amends,
i Is to become her Hushand and her Father :
The which will I, rot all fo much for Love,
As for another fecret clofe intent,
By marrying her, which I muft reaeh unto.
i But yet I run before my Horfe to Market »
Clarence {till breaths, Edward fil] lives and reigns, §
¢, When they are gone, then muft I count my Gains, [ Exit
nd

) Ithu:

ok,
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Enter the Coarfe of Henry the Sixth, with Halberds to gnard
sty Lady Anne being the Monrner.

<nne. Set down, fet down your honourgble load,
If Honour may be fhrowded in 2 Herfe,
Whillt I a-while obfequioufly lament
The untimely fall of virtuous Lancafter.
Poor key-cold Figure of a ho'y King,
Pale Afhes of the Houfe of Lancafter
Thou bloodlefs Remnant of that R oyal Blood,
Be it lawful that I invocate thy Ghoft, .
To hear the Lamentations of poor Aupe,
Wife to thy Edward, to thy flaughtred Son,
Stab'd by the felf fame hand that made thefe wounds,
Lo, in thefe Windows that let forth thy Life,
I pour the helplefs Bilm of my poer Eyes.
O curfed be the Hand that made thefe holes!
Curfed the Heart, that had the Heart to do it !
Curfed the Blood, that let this Blood from hence,
More direful hap betide that hated wretch
That makes us wretched by the death of thee,
Than I can wifh to Wolves, to Spiders, 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 unatural Afpe&,
May fright the hopeful Mother at the view 3
And that be Heir to his unhappinefs,
If ever he have Wife, let her be made
Mere miferable by the Death of him,
- Than I am made by my young Lord, and thee.
Come now towards Chertfey with your holy Load,
"Faken from Paul’s to be interred there,
And fill as you are weary of this weight,
Reft you, whiles I lament King Henmry's Coarfe,
Enter Richard Duke of Glocefter,
Glo. Stay you that bear the Coarfe, and fzt it down.

Anne,
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Anne. What black Magician conjures up this Fiend,
To ftop devoted charitable Deeds?
Glo. Villains, fet down the Coarfe: of by St. Paul,
Pll make 2 Coarfe of him thac dif;
Gen. My Lord, ftind back, ang
Glo. Unmanner’d Dog,
Stand thou when I command:
Advonce thy Halbere higher than my Brealt,
Or by St. Panl, 1] {trike thee to my Foot,
And fpurn upon thee, Begear, for thy beldnefs. _
Anne. What do you tremble 2 are you all aftaid?
Alas, I blame you nat, for you are mortal,
And mortal Eyes cannot endure the Devj!,
Avant, thou dreadful Minifter of Hell
Thou hidftbut power over hig mortal Body,
His Soul thou canft not have; therefore be goue.
Glo. Sweet Saint, for Charity, be rot focarft.
Anne. Foul Devill
For God’s fake hence, and trouble us not,
For thou h:ft made the happy Earth thy Hell:
Fill'd it with curfing cries, and deep exclaims,
If thou delight to view thy heinous Deeds,
Behold this pattern of thy Butcheries,
Oh Gentlemen! fee| fee dead Hewry’s wounds
Open their congeal’y Mouths, and bleed a frefh.
Blufh, blufh, thon lump of fou] Deformiey ;
“or “tis thy prefence that exhales this Blood
From cold and empry Veins,where no blogd dwells.
Thy Deeds inhaman, 41d unnatural,
Provoke this Deluge moft unnatyra].
O God! which this Blood mad’ft, revenge his Deaths
O Earth! which this Bloed drink’pt, revenge his Death,
Either Heav’n with Lightning firike the Murth'rer dead,
Or Earth, gape open wide, and et him quick,
As thou doft fwallow up this good King’s Blood,
Which his Hell-governd arm hath burchered.
Gla, Lady, you know no Rules of Chariry,
Which renders good for bad, Bleflings for Cu fis,
“mne. Villairy thou knoy 't nor law of God nor Man;
No Beaft fo fierce, bue knows fome touch of pity.
Glo. But I knoyw none, and therefore am no Besft,

Anne,

VSe

the Coffin pafs,
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Anne. O wonderful, when Devils tell thc’truth!
Glo. More wanderful, when Angels are foangry:

Vouchfafe, divine perfe@ion of 3 Woman,

Of thele fuppofed Crimes, to give me leave,

By circumitance, but to acquit my felf.

Anne. Vouchlafe, diffus’d infe@ion of a Man,

Of thefe known evils, but to give me leave

By circumftance, to curfe thy curfed felf.

Glo, Fairer than Tongue can name thee, let me have
Some paticent Jeifure to excufe my felf.

«Anne. Fouler than Heart can think thee,
Thou canft make no excufe that will be currant
Unlefs thou hang thy felf.

Glo. By fuch defpair, I fhould accufe my felf,

<nne. And by defpairing fhalt thou ftand excuis’d,

For doing worthy Vengeance on thy felf;

That didft unworthy flaughter upon others.

Glo. Say, that I flew them not,

Anne. 'Ehen fay, they were not flain:

But dead they are, and, devilith Slave, by thee.

Glo. I'did not kill your Husband,

«Anne. Why then he is alive.

Glo. Nay, he is dead, and flain by Edward’s Hands.

«dnne, In thy foul Throat thou ly'ft,

Queen Margaret faw

Thy murd’rous Faulchion fmoaking in his Blood :

The which thou once didf bend againft her Breaft,

But that thy Brothers beat afide the point.

Glo. I was provoked by her fland’rous Tongue,
That laid their guilt upon my guiltlefs Shoulders,

Anpe. Thou waft provoked by thy bloody Mind,

Thar never dream?t on ought but Butcheriess

Didft thou not killthis King?

Glo. I grant ye,.

Anne, DAt grant me, i'?-:-dgc-Hog,

Then God grant me too,

Thou may’ft be damned for that wicked Deed: !

O he was gentle, mild and virtuous,

Glo. Ttebetter for the King of Heav’n that h:th him.

( 1s 10 Heav’o, whore thou fhalt never come.

Glo.
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Glo. Let him thank me that holp to fend him thicher;
For he was fitter for that place than Earth.
Anne. And thou unfit for any place but Hell.
Glo. Yes ove place elfe, if you will hear me name it,
Anne. Some Dungeon.
Glo. -Your Bed-chamber.
<mie. T Reft betide the Chamber where thou lyeft,
Glo. So willit, Madam, ’cll I lye with you,
—Anne. 1 hope fo,
Glo. I know fo. But gentle Lady Anue,
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 2
Anne. Thou waft the Caufe; and moft accurft effe@.
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 Wo Id,
Sol might live cne hour in your {weet Bofom.
Anne. 1f I thought that, I tell thee, Homigide;
Thefe Nails thould rend that Beauty from my Checks,
Glo. Thefe Eyes could not endure that Beauty’s wrack,
You fhould not blemith it, ify ftood by
As all the World 1s cheered by the Sun,
So I by that ; it is my Day, my Life,
Anne. Black night oer-thade thy Day, and death thy Life.
Glo. Curfe not thy felf; fair Creature,
Thou art both, ‘
Anne. T would T 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 1sa quarrel juft 4nd reafonable,
To be reveng'd on him that kilj'd my Husband.
Glo. He that bereft thee, Lady, of thy Husband,
Did it to help thee to a better Husband.,
Arne. His better doth not breathe upon the Earth.
« Glo. He lives, that loves thee better than he could,
Anne. Name him,
Gls, Plﬂ}?l‘,i;gc?,‘f[,
<dnnes Why that was he.

Gla.
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Glo. The felf-fame Name, but one of better Nature,
Anne, Where is he ¢
Glo. Here: [ She fpits at him.
Why doft thou {pit at me 2
Anne. Would it were mortal Poifon for thy fike.
Glo. Never came Poifon from fo fweet Place,
Anne. Never hung Poifon on a fouler Toad.
Out of my Sight, thou doft infe& mine Eyes.
Glo. Thine Eyes, fweet Lady, have infe€ed mine.
Anne. Would they were Bafilisks, to {trike thee dead,
Glo. 1 would they were, that I might diz at once:
For now they kill me with a living Death.
Thofe Eyes of thine from mine have drawn falt Tear$;
Sham’d their Afpe&s with ftore of childifh Drops:
Thefe Eyes, which never fhed remorfeful Tear,
No, ‘when my Father York, and Edward wept,
To hear the piteous Moan that Rutland made,
When black-fac’d Clifford thook his Sword at him
Nor when thy warlike Father, like a Child,
Told the fad Story of my Father’s Death,
And twenty times made Paufe to fob and weep,
That all the Standers by had wet their Cheeks,
Like Trces be-dath’d with Rain: In that fad Time,
My manly Eyes did fcorn an humble Tear:
And what thefe Sorrows could not thence exhale,
Thy Beauty hath, and made them blind with  weeping.
I never [ued to a Friend, nor Enemy
My Tongue could never learn {weet {moothing Words;
Buat now thy Beauty is propos’d my Fee,
My proud Heart fues, and prompts my Tongue to {peak.
[ She looks feornfully at him,
Teach not thy Lip fuch Scorn, 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 Sword,
Which, if thou pleafe to hide 1n this true Breaft,
And lec the Soul forch that adoreth thee,
I lay it naked to the deadly Stroke,
And humbly beg the Death upon my Knee,
[ He lays bys Breaft open, fhe offers at'it with bis Sword.s
Nay, do not paufe; for I did kill King Henry;

But
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But “twas thy Beauty that provoked me.

Nay, now difpatch: >Twas I that flabb’d young Edward,

But "twas thy heav’oly Face that fet me on.

[_S/Je_ falls the Sword,

Take up the Sword again, or take up me.

<nne. Arile, Diflembler, though I wifh thy Death,

I will not be thy Executioncr,

Glo. Then bid me kill my felf, and I will do it.

Anne, 1 have already.
Glo. That was in thy Rage:
Speak it again, and even with thy word,

This Hand, which for thy love, did kill thy Lovye,

Shill for thy love, kill a far truer Love;
To both their Deaths fhalt thou be acceflary.
Anne. 1 would I knew thy Heart.
Glo. *Tis figur'd in my Tongue.
Anne. 1 fear me, both are falfe.
Glo. Then never Man was true.
<me. Well, well, put up your Sword,
Glo. Say then, my Peace is made.
<nne. That thalt thou know hereafter.
Glo: But fhall I live in hope?
Anne. All Men I hope live fo.
Glo. Vouchfafe to wear this Ring.
Look how my Ring encompafleth thy Finger,
Even {5 thy Breaft inclofech my poor Heart:
Wear both of them, for both of them are thine,
And if thy poor devoted Servant may
But beg one favour at thy gracious hand,
Thou doft confirm this Happinefs for ever.
Anne. What is it 2

Glo. That it may pleaft you leave thefe fad Defigns
)

To him that hath mof} canie to be a Mourner,
And prefently repair to Crosby Houfe:

Where, after I have folemaly interr’d
At Chertfey Monaft'ry this noble King,

And wer his Grave with my repentant Tears,
I will with all expedient Duty fee you,

For divers unknown Reafons, I befeech you,
Grant me this Boon, e

inr
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Anne. With all my Heart, and much it joys me too,
To fee you are become {0 penitent.
Treffel and Barkley, go along with me. ,
Glo. Bid me farewel.
Apnne. *Tis more than you deferve:
But fince you teach me how to flitter you,
Imagine I have faid farewel already. | Exennt two with Anne,
Gene. Towards Chertfey, Noble Lord 2
Glo. Now to Whire-Friars, there attend my coming.
| Exit Coarfe.

Was ever Woman in this humour woo’d?

W as ever Woman in this humour won?

Pl have her but 1 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,

Having God, her Confcience, and thefe Bars againfl me,

And I no Friends to back my fuit withal,

But the plain Devil ard diffembling Looks:

And yet to win her All the World to nothing!

Hal

Hath fhe forgot already that brave Prince,

Edward, her Lord, whom I, fome three Months fince,
tab’d 1n my angry mood at Tewksbury?

A fwecter and a Jovelier Gentleman,

Fram’d in the prodigality of Nature,

Young, Valiant, Wile, ard, ro doubt, right Royal,

The fpacious World cannot apain afford :

And will fhe thus abafe her LEyes on me,

That cropt the Gelden prime of this fwect Prince,

And made her Widow to a woful Bed?

Qa me, whofe All not equals Edwards Moiety 2

On me, that halts, and am milhapen thus?

My Dukedom to a beggarly Denier,

I do miftzke my Perfon all this while:

Upon my Life the finds, although I cannor,

My {elf to be a marv’lous proper Man,

P’ll be at charges for a Looking-glafs,

And entertain a fcore or two of Tailors,

To ftudy Fafhions to adorn my Body:
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Since Iam crept in favour of my felf,

I will maintain it with fome little Cof?.

Bue firft I’ll turn yon Fellow in his Grave,

And then return lamenting to my Love.

Shine out, fair Sun, till I have boughta Glafs,

That I may fee my Shadow as I pafs, [Exiz.

8. CEN.E HL

Enter the Qneeny Lord Rivers, and Lord Gray.

Riv. Have patience, Madam, there isno doubr, his Majelty
Will foon 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.
Queen. If he were dead, what would betide on me?
Gray. No other harm, but lofs of fuch a Lord,
Quneen. The lofs of fuch a Lord includes all harms.
Gray, The Heavens have bleft you with a goodly Son
To be your Comforter when he is gone,
Queen. Abhl heis young, and his Minority
Is put unto the truft of Richard Glo’fer,
A Man that loves not me, nor none of you,
Rim. Is it concluded, he fhall be Prote@or 2
Qmeen. It is determin’d, not concluded yet:
But fo it muft be, if the King mifcarry,
Enter Buckingham and Derby.*
Gray. Here comes the Lords of Buckingham and Derby.
Buck; Good time of Day unto your Royal Grace.
Derby. God make your Miajefty joyful,as you havebeen,
Qucen. The Countefs Richmond, good my Lord of Derdy,
To your good Prayer will fcarcely fay, Amen;
Yet Derby, notwithftanding the’s your Wife,
And loves not me, be you, good Lord, aflurd,
I bate not you for her proud Arrogance.
Derby. 1 do befeech you, either not believe
The envious Slanders of her falfe Accufers:
Or if the be accus'd on true report,
Bear with bier weaknefs; which I.chink preceeds
From
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whin, Glo. I cannot te]l the World is grown {o bad,
¥ D That Wrens make prey, where Eagles dare not perch,
ol Since every Jack became 3 Gentleman,

P There’s many a gentle Perfon made a_Jack . LGlofter,
Lot Oueer. Come, come, we know your meaning, Brother
hearhl oy

You envy my Advancement, and my Friends:
" God grant we never may have need of you. :
W Glo. Mean time God grants that I have need of you,
) Our Brother is imprifon’d by your means,
| My felf difgrac'd, and the Nobility
. Held in Contempe, while great Promorions
" Are daily given to enoble thofe, G
That fcarce, fome two Days fince, were worth a Noble,
Queen, By him that rais’d me to this careful heigh,
th From that contented hap which I enjoy’d,
Inever did incenfz his Mjjefty
" Againft the Duke of Clarence, but have been
- Anearnelt Advocate to Plead for him.,
My Lo, you do me fhamefu] Injury,
Falfely to draw me in thefe vile Sufpeds.
| Glo. You may deny, that you were not the mean
Of my Lord Haftings lare Imprifonment,
Riv. She may, my Lord, for—__
Glo. She may, Lord Rivers, why who knows not {3
She may do more, Sir, than denying that :
She may help you to many fair Preferments,
il And then deny her aiding Hand therein,
: And lay thofe Honours op your high defere,
't What may fhe not? he May---ay marry may (hee-
i Riv. What marry may fhe?
Glo. What marry may (he? marry with 5 King,
A Batchelor, and a handfom Stripling too :
Wis your Grandam had 2 worfer match,
Queen. My Lord of Glo'fter, T have too long born
w Your blune Ubpbraidings, and your bitter Scoffss
By Heav’n T will acquaint his Majefty,
Of thofe grofs taunts, that of; I have endurd, -3
I had rather be 5 Country Servant Maid &
han a great Queen with this Condition,
To be o baited, fcorn’d, and ftormed at;

Small joy have Iin being England's Queen,
’ H

@ Vor.Iv, Enter
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Enter Queen Margaret. .
Q. Mar. And leflen’d be that fmall, God T befeech him:
Thy Honour, State and Seat, isdue to me. o
Glo. What! threat you me with telling of the King?
I 'will avouch’tin prefence of the King:
I dace adventure to be fent to th’ Zower.
"T'is time to [peak,
My Pains are quite forgot.
Q. Mar. Out Devil !
I do remember themtoo well:
Thou kill’dft my Husband Henry in the Tower,
And Edward, my poor Son, at Tewksburys
Glo. E’er you were Queen,
Ay, or your Husbard King,
I was a pack-Horfe in his great Affairs;
A weeder out of his proud Adverfaries,
A liberal Rewarder of his Friends;
To Royalize his Blood T fpent mine own.
Q. Mar. Ay, and much better Blood
Thao his or thine. 1
Glo. Inall which time, you ard your Husband Gray
Weere fa&tious for the Houft of Lancafter ;,
And Rivers, fo were you; was not your Husband,
In Margares's Battel, at Saint Albans {lain?
Let me put in yoar Minds, if you forger,
What you have been €’er this, and what you are;
Withal, what I have been, ard what T am.

Q. Mar. A muith’ious Villain, ard fo ftill thou art.
Glo. Poor Clarence did forfake his Father Warwick,
Ay, and forfwoie himfelf, which Jefu pardon

Q. sar. Which God revenge.

Glo. To fight on Edward’s party for the Crown,
And for his meed, poor Lord, he is mewed up:
I would to God my Heart were Flint, like Edward’s,
Or Edward’s {oft and pitiful, like mine;
I am too childith foolifh for this World.

Q. Mar. HietheetoHell for thame, and leave this Worlds
Thou Cacodzmon, there thy Kingdom is,

Riv. My Lord of Glo'fter, in thofe bufie Days,
Which here you urge, to prove us Encmies,
We follow’d then our Lord, our Sovereign King;
So fhould we yous if you fhould be our King,

Glh

Fo -

i
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gt Glo. If T fhould be |—_71 114 rather be a Pedlar;
e Far be it from my Heart, the thoughe thercof,
e K Quneen.  As little Joy, my Loid, as you f{uppofe
¢ Koy You fhould enjoy, were you this Country’s King,
As little Joy you may {uppofe in me,
That I enjoy, being the Queen thereof,
9. Mar, A litele Joy enjoys the Queen thereof;
For I am the, and altogether joylefs,
I can no longer hold me patient,
€re me, you wrangling Pyrates, that fall oue
ST fharing thar which you have pil’d from me;
Which of you trembles not that looks on me 2
If not that [ am Queen, you bow like Subje&s;
Yet that by you depos’d, you quake like Reebels,
Ah gentle Villain do not turn away.
Glo. Foul wrink]’d Witch, what mak'ft thou in my fight 7
Q. Mar, Bue repetition of what thon haft marr’d,
That will make, before I Jer thee go.
Glos Wert thou not banifhed on Pain of Death 2
Q. Mare T was; bue I do find more pain in Banithment,
ud6t Than Death can yield me here by my abode,
A Husband and a'Son thog ow’ft to me, 7o Glo,
o, And thou a Kingdom, 2] of you Allegiance; (70 the Queen.
This Sorrow that I have by Right is yours,
And all the Plegfures you ufurp are mipe,
it;  Glo. The Curfe my Noble Father laid on thee,
When thou didft ¢rown his warlike Brows with Paper,
thuet And with thy Scorns drew’t Rivers from his Eyes,
iy, And then to dry them, gav'ft the Duke 2 Clout,
— Steep’d in the faulelefs Blood of pretty Rutland ;
is Curfes, then from bitternefs of Sou]
n Denouncd againft thee, are now fall’n upon thee
And God, not we, have Plagu’d thy bloody Deed.
iy Q. Mar. 85 jul God, to right the innocent,

@

o/ No Min but prophefied revenge for i,
Buck, Mrthuvzéerland, then prefent, wept to {ee je,
Q. Mar, What! were you inarling all before | came,

Ready to catch each other by th- Throat,

H 3 And
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And turn you all your hatred now on m¢ £
Did York’s dread Cuife prevail {fo much \‘h'lth Heav'n,
That Henry’s Death, my lovely Edward’s Death,
Their Kingdom’s lof:, my woful Banithment,
Should a1l but anfwer for that peevith Brat?
Can Curfes picrce the Clouds, and enter Heaver?
Why then give way, dull Clouds, to my quick Curfes,
Though not by War, by Surfeit dye your King,
As ours by Murther to make him a King.
Edward thy Son, that now is Prince of Wales,
For Edward our Son, that was Prince of Wales,
Die in his Youth, by like untimely Violence.
Thy {cIf a Queen, for me that was a Queen,
Out-live thy Glory, like my wretched felf :
Long may’ff thou live to wail thy Childrens Death,
And fee arother, as I fee tl ee now,
Deck’d in thy Rights, as thou art ftal’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 Dorfer, you were Standers-by,
And {o walt thou, Lord Haftings, when my Son
Was {tabb'd with bloody Daggers; God, 1 pray him,
That none of you may live his natural Age,
But be by {ume unlook’d-for Accident cut off.
Glo. Have done thy Charm, thou hiteful wither’d Hag
Q. Mur, And leave out thee? Stay Dog, for thou fhalt
If Heavens have any gricvous Plague ia ftore, [ hear me.
Exceeding thof: that T can wifh upon thee,
O let them keep it, ’till thy Sins be ripe,
And then hurl down' their Indignation
On thee, thou troubler of the poor World’s peace.
The worm of Confcience ftill be-gnaw_thy Soul,
Thy Friends fufpe&@ for Traitors while thou livit,
And take deep 1raitors for thy dearelt Friends:
No flecp: clofe up thar deadly Eye of thine,
Unlefs it be while fome tormenting Dream
Affright thee with a Hell of ugly Devils,
Thou elvifh-marke, abortive rooting Haog,
Thou that waft feai’d in thy Nariviry -
The Slave of Nature, and the Son fHll 2

Thou *
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Thou flander of thy heavy Mother’s Womb,
Thou loathed Iffue of thy Father’s Loins,
Thou Rag of Honour, thou detefted
P Glo. Margares.
Q. Mar. Richard.
Glo. Ha! :
) Q. Mar, 1 call thee not.
Glo. 1 cry thee mercy then; for 1 did think
That thou had'ft cali'd 'me all thefe bitter Names.
h Q. 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 Margares,
Queen. Thus have you breath’d your Curfe againft your felf,
Q. Mar. Poor painted Queen, vain flourifh of my Fortune,
Why ftrew’ft thou Sugar on that Bortel’d Spider,
¢ Whofe deadly web enfaareth thee about 2
Fool, Fool, thou whet'ft a Knife to kill thy felf:
The Day will come that thou (halt with for me,
1, To help thee curfe this poyf{onous Bunch-back’d Toad,
Haft, Falfe boading Woman, end thy frantick Curfe,
1 Left to thy harm thou move our Patience,
jis Q. Mar. Foul thame upon you, you have all mov’d mire,
Riw. Wereyou well ferv'd, you would be taught your Duty
Q. Mar. To ferve me well, you all fhould do me Dury,
el each me to be your Queen, and you my Subjeéts «
D ferve me well, and teach yeur felves that Duty,
[t Dorfe Difpute not with her, fhe is Lunatick,
Q. Mar, Peace, Mifter Marquels, you are malapert,
Your fire-new ftamp of Honour is fcarce currant.
2 that your young Nobility can judge
¢, Vhat *twere to lofe it, and be miferable,
Chey that ftand high have many blafts to fhake them,
t, And if they fal], they dath themfelves to pieces.
Glo. Good Counfsl marry, learn it, leara it, Marquefs.
Dorf> Tt touches yo ., my Lord, ss much as me,
Glo. Ay, and much more ; but I was bora fo high 3
) ir airy buildeth in the Cedai’s top,
\nd dallies with the Wind, and fcorns the Sun,
Q. AMar. And turns the Sun to fhade; alas! alas !
Vitnels my Son now in the fhade of Deatb, ;

Vhofe bright out-fhining beams, thy cloudy Wrath y
H ; Heyh

o
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)
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Hath in eternal Darknefs folded up.

Y rv buildeth in ourairies Neit

O God, that feft ity do not fufferit,

As it is won with Blood, loft be it fo.

Buck. Peace, peace for fhame, ifnot for Charity,
_.Cé' Mar. {7'? neither Charity ror Shame to me;

Uncbaritably with me have you dalr,

And fhamefully my hopes, by you. are butchei’d.

My Charity is Quirage, Life my Swame,

And in that Shame, fill live my Sorrow’s rage,
Buck. Have done, have done.

Q. Mas. O Princely Buckingham, TH kifs thy Hand,

In fign of League and Amity wich thee!

Now faip befall thee and thy Noble Houf: s

Thy Garmerts are not fpotted with cur Blood;

Nor thou within ‘the compafs of my Curle.

Buck, Nor no oné heresy for Curfes never pafs

The Lips of thofe that bréathe them in the ‘Air.

Q. Mar, T will nét think but they afcend the Sky,

And thére awake God’s ‘gentle {leering Peace.

O Buckingham, ‘take caré of yonder Dog;

Look when he fawns he bites ; and when he bites,

His venom Tooth will rankle to th: Death;

Have not to do with him, beware of him,

Sins Death and Hell have fet their marks on him,

And all theic Minifters attend on his.

Glo. What doth fhe fay, my Lord of Buckingbam?
Back. Notng that I refpect, my gracious Lord.
Q. Mar. Wiiat, doft thou fcorn me

For my gentle Counfel?

And footh the Devil that T warn tlee from?

O but remember this another' Day |

When he fhall fplit thy very Hear: with Sorrow;

And {ay poor Margaret was a Prophetef.

Live each of you the Subje@ to his hate,

And he to yours, and all of you to God’s. [ Exits
Buck, My Hair doth ftand an end to hear her Curfes.
Riv. And fo doth mine: I muft why fhe’s at Liberty,
Glo. 1 cannot blame her, by God’s holy Mother,

She hath bad too much wrong, and I repent

My part thereof, that I have done t> her.

Dorf. Q
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Dorf. I never did her any, to my kaowledge.

Glo. Yet you have all the vantage of her wrong:
‘ 00 hot, to do fome body good,
T'hat 1s too cold in thinking of it now :
Marry, as for Clarence, he 15 well repay’d;
He is frank’d up to fatting for his pains,
God pardon them that are the caufe thereof.

Riv. A virtuous and a Chriftian-like conclufion,
To pray for them that have done fcathe to us.

@lo. So do I ever, being well advis'd, [ Afide,
i For had I curft now, I had cu:ft my felf,
il Lnter Catesby.

Catef. Madam, his Majefty doth call for you,

And for your Grace, and yours, my gracious Lord,
Queen. Careshy, 1 come; Lords, will you go with me?
Rive We wair upon your Grace,

[ Exennt all but Gloucefter,
: Glo. I do the wrong, and rft begin to brawl,
i The fecret Mifchic that I fot 3-broach,

I lay unto the grievous Charge of others.

Clarence, whom'1 indeed have caft in Darknefs,

I do beweep to many fimple Gulls,

Namely to Dersy, Haftings, 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 Rivers, Dorfet, Gray.

But then I figh, and with a picce of Scripture,

Tell them that God bids us do good fir evil:

And thus I cloath my naked Villany

With odd old Ends, ftoln foith of Holy Writ,

And feem a Saint, when moft I play-the Dewil,

Eunter twe Villains.

But foft, here come my Execationers :

!How now my hardy ftout refclved Mates,

“Are you now going to difpatch this thing 2
b1 2l We are, my Lord, ard come to have the warrant,
1That we may be admitted, where he is.

Glo. Well thought upon, I have it here about me:

When you have doge, repair to Crosby Place.

Bur, Sirs, be fudden in the Execution,

J H4 Withal

)
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Wiithal obdurate, do not hear him plead ;
For Clarence is well-fpoken, and, perhaps, '
May move your Hearts to pity, if you mark Him.
Vil, Tut, tut, my Lord, we will not ftind <o 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 fil
T ears.
I'like you:Lads, about your bufinefs ftraight.
Go, go, difpatch,
Zil. We will, my Noble Lord. [ Exenn,

illy

il N 1Y,

Enter Clarence and Keeper.

(0] Wrace o heav y to dﬂy 4
it a miferable Night,
Jr¢ oly. Siohts;
ifttan faithful Man,
i Woui i end anuther { fh a N f‘,i\f,
Though ’cwere to buy a world of happy Days
So full of difsmal T .rror was the time.

Keep. What wasyour Dream, my Lord, 1 pray you tell me,

Clar. Methoughts that I had broken from the Tower,
And was embaik’d to crofs to Burgandy,
And in my Company my Brorhe; Glo'fter,
Wio fiom my Cabin temiprted me to walk
Upon the Hatches. There we 1nok’d towsid England,
And cited vp a thous d heavy Times,
During the Wars of York and Lancafler,
Thar had befilo us. ~ As hipac’d albng
U on the giddy fonting of the Hatches,
Methought' that Glo'frer ftombled, 274 i- falling
Struck me, that thought ro ftay him, over-board,
Ioto the tumbling Billows of the Muin,
O Lord, methought, whit pain it was th drown !
What dreadful Noife of Waters in mine Ears!
W iat fights of ugly Death ‘Within mine Eyes!
Methoughts, T faw a thoufind fearfu) Wiracks
A thoufand M:n ‘that Fithes gnaw’4 upon: :
Wedges.of Gold, great Archors, h:zapsof Pearl,
Ineftimable
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Ineftimable Stones, unvalued Jewels
All fcatter'd in the bottom of the Sea:

Some lay in dead Mens Skulls, and in the holes _
Where Eyes did once inhabit, there were crept,
As ’twere in fcorn of Eyes, refl &ing Gems,
That woo’d the flimy bottom of the Deep, !
And mock’d the dead Boges that lay fcatrer’d by.

Keep. Had you fuch Lifure in the time of Death,
To gaze upon'the Secrers of the Deep?

Clar, Mctnnughr I had, and often did I ftrive
Toyicld the Ghoft; buy fil) the envious Flood
Stop’d in my Soul, and would not let it forth
To find the empty, vaft, and wand’ring Air;

But fmother'd it within my panting Bulk,
Who almoft burft o belch it in the Sea,

Keep. Awak’d you not in this fore Agony 2

Clar, No, no, my. Dream was lengthen’d after Life,
O then began the Tempeft to my Sou] ;

I paft, methoughr, the melancholy Flood,

With that four Ferry-man which Poets writes of,
Unto the Kingdom of perpetual Night,

The firft that there did greet my Stranger-foul,

is My great Father-in-Law, renowned Warwick,
Who fpake aloud ——What Scourge for Perjury
Can this dark Monarchy afford falfe Clarence?

And {o he vanifh’d,  The, came wand’sing by,
A Shadow like an Angel, with bright Hair
DabbI’d in Blood, and he fhriek’d out aloyd —-
Clarence is come, fulfe, flecting, perjurd Clarexnce,
That ftabb’d me in the Field by Tewé;éur];

Seize on him, Euries, take him unto Torment ——
With tha, methought, 2 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 fora feafon after

Could not believe but thae I was in Hell :

Such terrible Impreflions made my Dream,

Keep. No marvel, Lord, tho’ it affrighted you,

I am afraid, methinks, to hear you tell it. o

Clar. Ah Keeper, Keeper, I'hive done thefe things,

hat now give evidence againft my Soul, 5
or
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For Edward’s fake; and fee how he requites me,
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: ;
© fpare my guiltlefs Wife, and my poor Children.
Keeper, I prithee {it by me a-while,
My Soul is heavy, and I fain would fleep.
Keep. I will, my Lord, God give your Grace good reft.
Enter Brakenbury zhe Lientenant.
Brak. Sorrow breaks Seafons and repofing hours,
Makes the Night Morning, and the Noon-tide Night:
Princes have but their Titles for their Glories,
An outward Honour, for an inward Tolil,
And for unfelt Imagmations,
They often feel a world of reftlefs Cures:
So that between their Titles and low Name,
There’s nothing differs but the outward Fame,
Enter two Villains.
1 7il, Ho, whos here ?
Brak. What wou!d’t thou, Fellow? And how cim’ft
thou hither?
2 Vil. 1 would fpeak with Clarence, and 1 came hither on
my Legs.
Brak. W hat, {o brief?
1 /il "Tis better, Sir, than to be tedious:
Let him fee our Commiffion, and tilk no  more.
Brak. T am in this commanded, to deliver [ Reads.
The Noble Duke of Clarence to your Hands.
3 will not reafon what is meant hereby;
Becaufe [ will be guiltlefs from the meaning.
There lyes the Duke aflcep, and there the Keys.
F’ll to the King, and fignifie to him,
That thus I have refign’d to you my charge. [ Exit.
1 Vil, Youmay, Sir, ’tisa point of Wifdom :
Fare you well,
2 Vi, What, fhall we ftab him 25 he {leeps?
1 7il. No; he'll fay *twas. done cowardly, when he wakes.
2 Vil. Why he fhall never wake, untif the great Judg-
ment Day.
1 Vil."Why then'he'll fuy, we ftabb’d him fleeping.
2 Vil, The urging of that word Judgment, hath bred a
kind of Remorfe 1n me.

1 _s'
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C 1 ik What? art thou afrzid?
Xy 2 #ils Not to kill him, having a Warrant;
But to be damn’d for killing him, from the which
No Warrant can defend me,
ren, I Vil I thought thou hadft bean refolute,
2 /4. So I am, to le; him live,
I 72l Pllback to the Duke of Glo'fter, and tell him o,
cegodit 2 #il. Nay, prithee ftay a lictle
t. T hope this paffionate Humour of mine, will change;
us, It was wont to hold me but while one tells twenty,
Ngkt 1 Z3l. How doft thou feel thy felf now ¢
2 Zil. Some certain dregs of Confcience are yet within me,
1 7, Remember the Reward, when the Deed’s donpe,
2 Vil Come he dies: T had forgot the Reward,
I Zil. Where’s thy Confcience now?
2 Vil O, inthe Duke of Glo’fler’s Purfe.
I 7il. When he opens his Purfe to give us our Reward,
thy Confcience flies out,
2 Zil. "Tis no matter, let it go; there’s few or none will
hoy ¢ €Ntertain ir,
I 7id. What if it come to thee again?
mihity 2 73l T'll not meddle with it, it makes a Man a Coward s
Man cannot fezl, bur e accufeth him; a Man cannog
fwear, but it checks him; a Man cannot Iye with his Neigh~
bour’s Wife, bue it dete@s him, *Tis a blulhing thame-
fac’d Spirit, that mutinies in a Man’s Bofom: It fills a Man
ipfoll of Obftacles, 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 himftlf, and live withour it.

I Vik Tis even now at my Elbow, perfuading me not to
kil the Duke,
SRR Take the Devil in thy mind, and believe him not :
He would infinusre with thee but to make thee figh.
L Vil T am ftrong fram’d, he cannot prevail with me,

jed ~ 2 P¥ke Spoke like a tall Man, that refpecis thy Reputations
,; J:;Come, hall we fall to work?

I Zil. Take him on the Coftard, with the Hilt of thy

. Sword, and then throw him into the Malmfie-butt in the
Zr;r,next Room,
(

2 Vi,

1/ % p—
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2 73l. O excellent Device, and make a Sop of him.

I Vil, Soft, he wakes.

2 Vil. Strike, '

X /il. No, we'll reafon with him. !

Clar. Where art thou, Keeper? Give me a Cup of Wine,

2 Vil. You fhall have Wine enough, my Lord, anon,

Clar. In God’s Name what art thou?

1 /il A Man, as you are.

Clar. But not as I am, Royal,

1 Zil.. Nor you as we are, Loyal.

Clar. Thy Voice is thunder, but thy Looks are .humb]e.

I Vil. My Voiceis now the King’s, my Looks mine own.

Uar. 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 Vi, To, to, to

Ciar. To Murther me ?

Both. Ay, ay.

Clars You fcarcely have the Hearts to tell me fo;
And therefore cannot have the Hearts to do it.
Whereio, my Friends, bave I offended you ?

1. 7il. Offended us you have not, but the Kine.

Qar. 1 fhall be reconcil'd to him again.

2 Vil. Never, my Lora, therefore prepare to dye.

Clar. Are you drawn forth among a World of Men,
To fliy the innocent 27 W hat’s my Offence?

Where is the Evidence that doth accufe me;
What lawful Queft have given their Verdi@ up
Unto the frowninz Judge? Or who pronounc'd
The bitter Seatence of poor Cleyence’s Death?
Before I be convi@ by courfe of Law,

To threaten me with Death, is moft unlawfal,
I charge you, as you hope for any goodnefs,
That you depart, and lay no Hands on me :
The deed you undercake’is damnable, ,

1 Vil What we will do, we do upon commsnd,

2 #il:- And he that hath comminded, s our King,

Clar, Erroneous Vaflalc, the great King of Kin ..
Hath in the Table of his Law commanded, 2
That Thou fhalt do no Murther 3 WiJl you then
Spurn at his Edi&s, and fulfil 2 Man’s 2

T ake

B Sl s ey
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Take heed, for he holds Vengeance in his Hand
To hurl upon their Heads that break his Law,
2 Vil. And that fame Vengeance doth he hurl on thee
For falfe forfwearing, and for Murther too
Thou didft receive the Sacrament, to fight
In quarrel of the Houfe of Lancajter,
I /il. And like a Traitor to the name of God,
Didft break that Vow, and with thy treacherous blade,
Unrip'dlt the Bowels of thy Soveraign’s Son,
2 73l. Whom thou waft fworn to cherifh and defend:
I Zil. How canft thou urge God’s dreadful Law to us,
When thou haft broke it in fuch high degree?
Clar. Alas! for whofe fike 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,
O know you yer, he doth it publickly,
Take not the quarrel from his powerful Arm :
He needs no indire@, or lawlefs courfe,
To cut off thcfe that have offended him,
t /il. Who made thee thena bloody Minifter, -
When gallant fpringing brave Plantagenet,
That Princely Novice, was firuck dead by thee?
Clar. My Brothes’s Love, the Devil, and my Rage.
1 /il. Thy Brother’s Love, our Duty, and thy Faults,
Provoke us hither now, to flaughter thee.
Clar. 1f you do love my Brother, hate not mes
I am his Brother, and I love him well,
If you are hird for meed, go back again,
And [ will fend you to my Brother Glo’ffer:
Who fhall reward you better for my Life,
Than Edward will for tidings of my Death.
2 Vil. You are deceiv’d,
Your Brother Glo’ffer hates you.
Clar. Oh no, he loves me, and he holds me dear:
Go you to him fiom me.
I Fil. Ay, fo we will,
Clar. ‘Tell him, when that our princely Father 2ork,
Bleft his three Sons with his vi@orious Arm,
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He little thought of chis divided Friendfhip:
Bid Glo'ffer think on this, and he will weep.
x Zil. Ay, Milftones; as he leffon’d us to weep.
Clar. O do not flander him, for he is kind.
1 7il. Right, as Snow in Harveft:
Come, you deceive your felf,
*T'is he that fends us to deftroy you here.
Clar. It cannot be, tor he bewept my Fortune.
And hugg’d me in his Arms, and {wore with fobs,
That be would labour my Delivery.
1 7il. Why fo he doth, when he delivers you
From this Earch’s thraldom, to the joys of Heav'n.
2 Vil, Make peace with God,” for you muft die, my Lord.
Clar. Have you that holy feeling in your Souls,
To counfcl me to make my peace with God,
And are you yet to your owa Souls fo blind,
That you will War with God, by murd’ring me? ‘:‘
O Sirs, confider, they that fec you on
To do this deed, will hate you for the deed,

S

2 Vil, What fhall we do? e
Clar. Relent, ard fave your Souls: '
Which of you, if you were a Prince’s Son, I
Being pent from Liberty, as I am now, :
If two fuch Murtherers as your felves cime to you, g
Would not intreat for Life, as you would beg ]
Were you in my diftrefs. h

1 /il. Relent? no; ’tis cowardly and womanifh. D
Clar. Not to relent, is beaftly, favage, devilifh.
My Friend, T fpy fome pity in thy lookss: .
O, if thine Eye be not a Flatterer,
Come thou on my fide, and intrear for me, |
« A beeging Prince what Beggar pities not 2 .
2 Vil. Look behind you, my Lord. .
1 /Vil, Take that, and that; if all this will not do, li
I'll drown you in the Malmfey-Butt within, [Stﬁbeh;Z:
2 7il. A bloody deed, and defperately difpatche:
How fain, like Pilate, would I wafh my Hands :
Of this moft gri¢vous Murther, )
i E'I"’
—
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Enter firft Villain,

I /il. How now? what mean’ft thou that thou help'ft
me not ¢ By Heav’n, the Duke fhall know how flack you
have been. .

2 Zil. I would he knew, that I had fav’d his Brother:
Take thou the Fee, and tell him what I fay,

For I repent me that the Duke is flain, [Exir,

1 /il. So do notI; go Coward as thou art.

Well, I'll go hide the Body in fome hole,

"Till that the Duke give order for his Burial: :
Anid when I have my Meed, I will away; R
For this will out, and then I muft not ftay. [Exir

A C T I 80 BN BT

Flourifb.  Enter King Edward Jicky the Queen, Dorfet, Ri-
vers, Haftings, Catesby, Buckingham, 4#d Woodvil,

K, Edw.WH Y {0; now have I done a good day’s work,
You Peers continue this united League

I every Day expe& an Embaflage

From my Redeemer, to redeem me hence.

And more in peace my Soul fhall part to Heav'n,

Since I have make my Friends at peace on Farth

Haftings and KRivers, take each others hand,

Diflemble not your Hatred, fwear your Love.

Riv. By Heav’n, my Soul is purg'd from bearing Hate,
And with my Hand I feal my true Heart’s Love.

Hajt. Sothrive I, as I trucly fwear the like.

K. Edw. Take heed you dally not before the King,
Left he, that is the fupream King of Kings,
Confound your hidden falfhood, and award
Either of you to be the others end.

Haft. So profper 1, as I fwear perfe& Love.

Riv. And I, asl love Haffings wich my Heart,

K. Edw. Madam, your feIf 1s not exempt from this ;
Nor you Son Dorfet, Buckingham nor you ;

You have been factious one againft the other.

»

Wife,
»

3 1
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Wife, love Lord Haffings, let him kifs your Hand,
And what you do, do it unfeignedly.

Quneen. There Haftings, I will never more remember
Our former hatred, fo thrive I, and mine.

K. Edw. Dorfer, embrace him:

Haflizgs, love Lord Marquefs.

Dorf. This interchange of Love, I here proteft
Upon my part, fhall be inviolable.

Haft. And fo fwear L.

K. Edw. Now Princely Buckingham, fcal thou this League
With thy embracements to my Wife’s Allies,

#And make me happy in your unity.

Buck. When ever Buckingham doth turn his hate
Upon your Grace, but withall duteous Love, [ 7o rhe Queen,
Doth cherith you and yours, God punith me
With hate in thofe where I expe&@ molft love:

When I have moft need to imploy a Friend,
And moft affured that he is a Friend,
Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile,
But he unto me; this do I beg of Heaven,
Wlen I am cold in love, to you or yours.
[ Embracing Rivers, G

K. Edw. A pleafing Cordial, Princely Buckingham,
Is this thy Vow unto my fickly Hearr.

There wanteth now our Brother Glo'fter here,
To make the bleffed Period of this Peace.

Buck. And in good time,

Here comes Sir Richard Ratcliff, and the Duke.
Enter Ratchiff and Glouceft-r,

Glo. Good morrow to my Sovereign King and Queen,
And Princely Peers, a happy time of day.

K. Edw. Happy indeed, as we have fpent the day:
Glo’fter, we have done deeds of Charity,

Made Peace of Enmity, fair love of hate,
Between thefe fwelling wrong incenfed Peers,

Glo. A blefled Labour, my moft Sovereign Lord:
Among this Princely heap, if any here
By falfe Intelligence, or wrong Surmife
Hold me a Foe: If I unwillingly, or in my Rage,

Have ought committed that is hardly born,
Toany in this Prefence, I defire

To
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To reconcile me to his friendly Peace:

"Tis death to me to be at Enmity ;

I bate it, and defire all good Mens love.

Firft, Madam, I intreat true peace of you,
Which I will purchafe with my duteous Service,
Of you my noble Coufin Buckingham,

If ever any grudge were lodg’d between us.

Of you, and you, Lord Rivers and of Dorfet,
That all without defert have frown’d on me :

. Of you Lord Woodwil, and Lord Scalesof you,

Dukes, Earls, Lords, Gentlemen, indeed of all.
I do not know that Englifoman alive,
With whom my Soul is any jot at odds,
More than the Infant that is born to night;
I thank my God for my Humility,
Queen. A Holy-day (hall thisbe kept hereafter ;
I would to God all firifes were wellcompounded.
My Soveraign Lord, I do befeech your Highnefs
To take our Brother Clarence to your Grace.
Glo., Why, Madam, have Loffer’d Love for this,
To be fo flouted in this Royal Prefence?
Who knows not that the gentle Duke is dead? [Theyall fars.
You do him injury to fcorn his Coarfe,
K. Edw. Whe knows not he is dead !
Who knows he is2
Queenn All-feeing Heav’n, what a World is this?
Buck. Look I fo pale, Lord Dorfet, as the reft 2
Dorf. Ay; my good Lord; and'no Man in the prefence
But his red Colour hath forfook. his Cheeks.
K. Edw. Is Clarense dead? the Order was revers’d.
Glo. But he, poor Man, by your firft Order died,
And that 2 winged Mercary did bear: v
Some tardy Cripple bare the Countermand,
That come t00 lag to fee him buried.
God grant, that fome Jefs Noble; and i¢fs Loyal,
Nearer in bloody Thoughts, and not in Blood,
Deferve no worf: than wretched Clarence did,
And yet go currant fiom fufpicion.
Enter Earl of Derby.
Derby. A boon, my Soveraign, for my Service done,
K. Edw. 1 prithee Peaces my Soul is fuli of Sorrow,

YoL. 1V, I Derby,
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erby. T will not rife, ‘unlcfs your Highnefs hear me.

K. Edw. Then fay at oace, whst 1s it thou "f'q“"ﬁ ft

Derby. The forfeit, Soveraign, of my Servant's Life,
Who flew to day a riotous Gentleman,

Lately attendant on the Duke of Norfolk.

K. Edw. Have 1 a Tongue to doom my Brother’s Death?
And fhall that Tongue give pardon to a Slave? :
My Brother kil’d no Man, his Fault was Thought,

And yet his punithment was bitter Death.

Who fued to me for him2 Who, inmy wrath,

Kneel'd at my Feet; and bid me be advis’d ?

Who fpoke of Brotherhood 2 who fpcke in love?

W ho told me, how the poor Soul did ferfake

The mighty Warwick, and did fight for me 2
Who told me, in the Ficld at Tewksbary,

When Oxford had me down, “he refcued me?

And faid, dear Brother live, and be a King?

Who tald me, when we both lay in the Field,
Frozen almoft to.death, how he did lap me

Even in his Garments, and did give himfelf,

All thin and niked, to the ntmb cold Night?
All'this from my Remembrance, brutith wrath
Sinfully pluckr, and net a‘Man of you

Had fo much Grace to'putitin my Mind,

But when your Carters, or your waiting Vaffals
Have done ‘adrunken Slaughrer; and defac’d

The precious Image of our dear R edeemer,

Yau fraight are on your Kaces for Pardon, Pardon,
And I, unjuftly too, muft grant it you.

But for my Brother, not a Man' would fpeak,

Nor I, ungracious, {pake unto my felf

For him, poor Soul. The proudeft of you all,
Have been beholding to him in his Life’s

Yet.none of you, would once beg for his Life,

O God! I fear thy Juftice will take hold

On me,*and you; and mine, ‘and yours for this,
Come Haftings help meto my 'Clofer.

Ah poor Clarence. [ Exennt fome with the g

Glo. This is the fruits of Rathnefs: Mark
How that the kindred of the Queen

ing and Queen.
d you not,

Look'd
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. Lool'd pale, when they did hear of Clarence’s Death ¢
uth o) they did urge ic ftill unto the King,

iy God will revenge it. Come, Lords, will you go,
To comfort Edward with our Company 2

[ 6

Buck, We wait upon your Grace, [ Exennm,
's D
! 3 Lo E-NCELIL
Enter the Duschefs of York, with the 1o Children of
Clarence.

Son. Good Grandam tell us, is our Father dead?
Dutch. No, Boy.
Dangb. Why do you weep fo oft? and beat your Breaft 2
And cry, O Clarence! my unhappy Son 2
Son. Why do you look on us, and fhake your Head,
And call us Orphans, Wrerches, Caftaways,
If that our Noble Father were alive ?
Datch. My pretty Cou fins, you miftake me both,
I do lament the Sicknefs of the King,
As loth to lofe him, not your Father’s Death ;
It were loft Sorrow to wail one that’s loft, .
Son. Then you conclude, my Grandam, heis dead ;
The King mine Uncle is to blame for it,
God will revenge it, whom I will importure
With earneft Prayers; all to that effe@,
Dangh, And fo will I.

A Datch. Peace, Children, peace; the King doth love you
Incapable and fhallow [onocents, [well,
You cannor guefs who caus’d your Father’s Death.

Son, Grandam, we can'y for my good Uscle Glo’ffer
Told me, the King, provok’d to'it by the Queen,
Devis’d Impeachments to imprifon him;

And when my Uncle told me {5, he wept,
And pitied me, and kindly kift my Checek;
Bad me sely on him, as on my Father,

And he would Idve me dearly a5 a Child,

0 Duch. Ah!| that Deceit thould fleal fuch gentie Shape;
o, And with a vircuous Vizard hide“deep Vice
He is my Sop, ay, and therein my Shame,

s Xet from my Diigs he dtew notthis deceit,
2 Sorn,

.
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Son. Think you my Uncle did diffemble, Grandam?
Durch, Ay, Boy. SR e
Sen. I cannot think it. Hark, what noife is this?

Ester the Queen with ber Hair abont her Earsy Rivers

e and Dorfet after ber,
Queen. Ah! who fhall hinder me to wail and weep?

To chide my Fortune, and torment my felf?

I'll join with black Defpair againft my Soul,

And to my {:If become an Enemy
Durch, "W hat means this Scene of rude Impatience?
Qneen. To make an a& of Tragick Violence.

Edward, my Lord, thy Son, our King is dead.

Why giow the Branches, when the Root is gone?

Why wither not the Leaves that want their Sap ¢

If you will live, lament; if die, be brief;

That our fwift-winged Souls may catch the King's,

O like obedient Subjeés follow him,

To his new Kingdom of ne’er changing Night.

Durch. Ah, fo much intereft have I in thy Sorrow,

As I had Title to thy Noble Husband ;

I have bewept a worthy Husband’s Death,

And livid with 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 Shame in him,

Thou art a2 Widow, yet thou art 2 Mother,

And haft the comfort of thy Children left s

But Death hath fratch’d my Husband from mine Arms,

And plucke two Crutches from my feeble Hands,

Clarence and Edward. O, what caufe have I,

{ Thine being but a moiety of my moan)

To over-go thy Woes, and drown thy Cries.

Son. Ah Aunt! you wept not for our Father’s Death

How can we aid you with our Kindred Tears 2
Danjh. Our Fatherlefls diftrefs wasleft unmoan’d

Your Widow dolour likewife be unwept.

Oueer. Give me no help in Lamentation,

I am not barren ro bring forth Complaings »

All Springs reduce their currents to mine Eyes,

That I being govern’d by the watry Moon,

°
»
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May fend forth plenteous Tears to drown the World.

Ah, for my Husband for my dear Lord Edward —
Chil. Ah, for our Father, for our dear Lord Claresice.
Dutch. Alas, for both, both mine, Edward and Clarence.
Quneen. What ftay had I, but Edward ? and he’s gone,
Coil, What ftay had we, but Clarence? and he’s gone.
Queen. Was never Widow had 1o dear a Lofs.

Chil, Were never Orphans had fo dear a Lofs.
Dautch. Was never Mother had fo dear a lofs.

Alas! I am the Mother of thefe Griefs,

Their Woes are parcell’d, mine is general.

She for an Edward weeps, and fuo do I;

I for a Clarence weep, fo doth not fhe;

Thefe Babes for Clarence weep, fo do not they.

Alas ! you three, on me threefold diftreft

Pour all your Tears, I am your Sorrows Nurfe,

And I will psmper it with Lamentation.

Dorf. Comfort, dear Mother; God is much difpleas’d,

That you take with unthankfulsefs his doing.

In common worldly Things *tis cal'd ungrateful,

With dull unwillingnefs to repay a Debr,

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 Son; ferd ftraight for him,

Let him be crown’d, in him your comfort lives.

Drown defperate Sorrow in dead Edward’s Grave,

And plant your Joys in living Edward’s Throne.

Enter Gloucefter, Buckingham, Derby, Haftings and
Ratcliff.
Glo. Sifter, have comfort, all of us have caufe

To wail the dimming of our. thining Star:

But none can help our harms by wailing them.,

Madam, my Mother, I do cry you Mercy,

I did not fee your Grace. Humbly on my Knee

I crave your Bleffing.

Dutch. God blefs thee, and put Meeknefs in thy Breaft,

Love, Charity, Obedience, and true Duty.

I3 Gla,
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Glo. Amen, and maké me diea gCOd old Man,
That is the butt end of 2 Mother’s Blefling;

I marvel that her Grace did leave it out.

Buck. You cloudy Princes, and h;.:.rt-f\:vrrowmg Pecrs,

That bear this mutual heavy load of Moar,
Now cheer each other in each others Love;
Ti‘-(}%)gh we have ’;}}eﬁt our Harveft of this KIPIJ:
W are to reap the Harveft of his Son.

The broken rancor of your high-fwoln hates,
But lately fplinter’d, knitand join’d rogether,
Muft gently be preferv’d, cherifht and kept :
Me feemeth good, that with fome little Train,
Forthwith from L#dlow the young Prince be fet,
Hither to London, to be crown’d our King,
Riv. Why with fome little Train,
My Lord ot Buckingham ?

Bucks 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 green, and yet ungovera’d,
Where every Horfe bears his commanding Rein,

And may direct his courfe as pleafe 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& is firm and true in me.

Riv. And fo in me, and {o, I think, in al],

Yet fince it 1s but-green it {hould be put

To no apparent likelyhood of breach,

Which haply by much Company might be urg’d 5
Therefore I fay, with Noble Buckinghans,

That it is meet fo few (hould fetch the Prince,

Haft. And fo fay L.

Glo. Thenbe it fo, and go we to.determine
Who they fhall be that {teeight fhall poft to Zoydog,
Madam, and you my Sifter, will you go,

To give your Cenfures in this Bufinefs ? [ Exennt,
_ [ Manent Buckingham and Gloucefter.

Buck. My Lord, whoever journies to the Prince
For God’s fake let not us two ftay at hOme; 2L
For by the way, I'll fori occafion,

As
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As Index to the Story we lately talk’d of,
To part the Queen’s proud Kindred from the Prince.
Glo. My other felf, my Counfel’s Confiftory,
My Oricle, my Prophet, my dear Coufin,
I, as a Child, will go by thy dire&ion.
Toward Loudon then, for we’ll not fay behind.  [Exenns,

$L € ExN-IE ~1H:

Euter one Citizen at one Dovr, and another at the other.

X 2
1 Cit. Good morrow, Neighboury, whither away fo faft
2 Cit. I promife you I hardly koow my felf:
Hear you the News abroad 2
1 Cit. Yes, the King is dead.
2 Git. IIl News by’r Lady, fcldom comes the better:
I fear, I fear, *twill prove a giddy World.
Enter another Citizens
3 Cit. Neighbours, God fpeed,
1 Cir. Give you good morrow, Sir:
3 Ciz. Doth the News hold of good King Edward’s Death ?
2 Git. Ay, Sir, it is too true, God help the while.
3 Cit. Then Mafters look to fee a troublous World.
I Cit. No, no, by God’s good Grace, his Son fhall Reign,
3 Cit. Wo to that Luand that’s govern’d by a Childs ~~,
2 Ciz. In him there is 2 hope of Government:
Which in his Non-age, Counfel under him,
And in his full and ripened Years, himfelf
No doubt fhall'then, and ’till then govern well,
1 Git. So flood the State when Henry the Sixth
Was crown’d in Paris, but at nine Months old.
3 Cit. Stood the State {0 ? No, rio, good Eriends, God wot ;
For then this Land was famoufly enrich’d
With politick grave Counfel; then the King
Had virtuous Uncles to prote@ his Grace.
1 Ciz. Why {5 hath this, bothby his Father and Mother.
3 Cit. Better it were they all came by his Father;
Or by his Father there were none at all:
For Emulation, who fhall now be neareft,
Will touch us 3ll too fiear, if God prevent not,
O full of danger is the Duke of Glo'ffer,
S And
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And the Queen’s Sans, and Brothers, haught and proud :
And were they to be rul'd, and nor to rule, :
This fickly Land might folace as before. X
1 Cit, Come, come, we fear the worft, all will be well.
3 Gt. When Clouds are feen, wife Men put on their Cloaks;
When greac Leaves fall, then Winter is at hankd; ‘
When the Sun {ets, who doth not look for N:ght?
Untimely Storms make Men expe@ a Diearth:
All may‘ be well; but if God fort it {?f,
!Tis more than we deferve, or I expe&.
2 Git. Truly the Hearts of Men are full of fear:
You cannot reaflon, almoft, with a Man
That looks ot heavily, and full of dread.
3 Cit. Before the days of Change, flill is it fo;
By a divine inftin@ Mens Minds mittruft
Purfuing Danger; as by proof we fee
The Water {well before a boift rous Storm;
But leave it all to God. Whither away ?
2 Git. Marry we were fent for to the Juftices.
3 Gr. And fo was I, T'll bear you Company. ~ [Exewn.

o C E-N.E. 1Vi
Enter Arobbifbop of York, the young Duke of York, the

Qneeny. and the Dutchefs,

<Arch. Laft Night I heard they lay at Stony Stratford,
And at Morthampron they do rcft 1o Night :
To morrow or vexc day they will be here,
Dutch. I long with all my Heart to fee the Prince;
I bope he is much grown fince laft I faw him.
Queen. But 1 hear no, they fay my Son of York,
Has almoit overtaken him in his growth,
Tork. Ay, Mothzr, but I wouid not have it {o.
Durch. Wiy, my good Coufin, it is good to grow.
Tork, Grandam, one Night as we did fir a¢ Supper,
My Uncle Rivers talk’d how I did grow
More than my Brother. Ay, quot my Uncle Glo’fer,
Small Herbs have Grace, great Weeds do grow apace.
And fince, methinks I would not grow (o faft,
Becaufe {weet Flowers arc flow, and Weeds make hafte,
Dautch,

* B —
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Dutch. Good faith, good faith, the faying did not hold
In him that did obje@ the fame to thee.
He was the wretched’ft thing when he was young,
So long a growing, and fo leifurely,
That if his Rule were true, he fhould be gracious,
York. And fo no doubt he is, my gracious Madam.
Daurch. T hope he is, but yet let Mothers doubt,
Tork, Now by my troth, if I had been remembred,
I could have given my Uncle’s Grace a flout
To touch his growth, nearer thag he touch’d mine,
Dantch. How, my young York,
I prithee let me hear i,
Tork, Marry, they fay, my Uncle grew o faft,
That ke could gnaw a Cruft ar two Hours old;
"Twas full two Years e'er I could get a Tooth,
Grandam, this would have been 3 biting Jelt.
Dutch. 1 prithee, pretty York, who told thee this?2
Tork. Grandam, his Nurfe,
Durch. His Nurfe ! why fhewas dead €er thou walt born,
Tork, If twere not fhe, T cannot tell who told me.
Quneen. A parlous Boy ——Geo to, you are too fhrewd.
Dutch. Good Madam, be not angry w.th a Child,
Queen, Pitchers have Ears,
Enter a Meffenger.
Arch. Here comes 1 Meflenger: What News 2
Me/. Such News, my Lord,as grieves me to report.
Oneer. How doth the Prince?
Mef. Well, Madam, ard in Health,
Dutch. What is thy News ?
Mef. Lord Rivers, and Lord Grey,
Are fent to Pomfrer, and with them
Sir Thomas Paughan, Prifoners,
Dutch. Who hath committed them?
4ef; The mighty Dukes, Glo'fter and Buckinghams,
“rch. For what Offence?
Mef. The fum of 2l can, I have difclos’d:
Why, or for what, the Nobles were committed,
Is all unknown to me, my gracious Lord.
Queen. Ahme! 1fee the ruin of my Houfe ;
The Tiger now hath feiz’d the gentle Hind.
Infulting Tyranny begins to jut
Upon
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Wpon the innocent and awlefs Throne;
W elcome Deftru&ion, Blood and Maflacre,
T fee, as in a Map, the end of all.

Dutch. Accurfed and unquiet wrangling Days,
How many of you have mine Eyes beheld 5
My Husband loft his Life to get the Crown,
And often up and down my Sons were toft,
For me to joy and weep, their gain and lofs.
And being feated, and Domeftick broils
Clean over blown, themfclves, the Conquersrs,
Make War upon themfelves, Brother to Brother,
Blood to Blood, felf againft {clf: O prepoft’rous
And frantick Outrage! end thy damned Spleen,
Or let me die, to look on Earth no more.

Queen. Come, come, my Boy, we will to Santuarys *
Madam, farewel.

Dutch. Stay, I will go with you.

Queen. You have no caufe,

Arch. My gracious Lady, go,
And thither bear your T'reaflure and your Goods,
For my part, I’ll refign unto your Grace
The Seal I keep, and fo betide it me,
As well I tender you, and 31l of yours,
Go, I'll condu& you to the San&uary. L Exennt,

& C T8 Ci N 4§

Tbe Trmmpets fonnd, Enter Prince of Wales, the Dukes of
Gloucefter and Buckingham, _drchbifbop, with others.

Buck, Elcome {weet Prince to Londen,
¥ To your Chamber,

Glo. Welcome dear Coufin, my thoughts Sovereign,
The weary way hath made you Mcia:chgly.

Princs. No, Uncle, but our croffes on the Way
Have made it tedious, wearifom and Leavy,
k want more Uacles here to welcome me,

Gla, Sweet Prince, the untainted Virtue of

- i our Years
Hath not yet div’d into the World's deceigs =

No
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. No more can you diftinguith of a Man,

ﬂw”
NG

Do
i
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(1t

Than of his outward thew, which, God he knows,
Seldom or never jumpeth with the Hearr,
Thofe Uncles which you want were dangerous:
Your Grace attended to their fuger’d Words,
But look’d not on the poifon of their Heares:
God keep you from them, and from fich faife Friends,
Prince. God keep me from falfe Friends,
But they were none,
Glo. My Lord, the Mayorof London comes to greet you,
Enter Lord Mayor.
Mayor. ‘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 Yo,
Would long €’er this have met us on the way.
Fie, what a flug is Hafings, that he comes not
To tell us, whether they will come or no,
Ewrer Lord Haltings,
Buck. And ingood time, here comes the {weating Lord.
Prince. Welcome,my Lord ; what, will our Mother come?
Haft. On what Occafion God he koows, not I,
The Queen your Mother, and your Brother York;
Have taken San&tuary; the tender Prince
Would fain have come with me to meer your Gragce,
But by his Mother was perforce wich-held.
Buck. Fie, what an indire& and peevith courfe
Is this of hers2 Lord Cardinal, will your Grace
Perfuade the Queen to fend the Duke of York
Unto his princely Brother prefently ?
If the deny, Lord Haffings, you go with him,
And from her jealous Arms pluck him perforce.
<rch. My Lord of Buckingham, if my weak Ouratory
, Can from his Mother win the Duke of York,
Anon expect him here; but if fhe be obdurate
To mild Entreaties, God forbid
We fhould infringe the holy Privilege
Of blefTed SanQuary ; not for all this Land
 Would I be guilty of fo great Sin.
Buck. You are too fenfelefs obRinate, my Lord;
Too ceremonioys and traditional,
Weigh
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Weigh it but with the grufsnefs of tln; Age,
You break not San&@uary, in (212108 him;

'I“‘.,; !) ‘:f thereot ;S alw :)r( g;;nn;d i
lines have deferv'd the Place,

To thole whofe dealings have :
And thofe who have the wit to claim the Place 2
This Prince hath never claim'd it, nor d-“"'f"q 16,
Therefore, in mine Opinion, cannot have it
Then taking him from thence thatis not there,
You break no Privileze nor Charter there:
Oft have I heard of San&uaary Men,
But San&uacy Children, ne’er *till now. ;
Arch. My Lord, you (hall o'er-rule my Mind for once
Come on, Lord Haftings, will you go W.“h me ¢ :
Haft. I go, my Lord., [Exennt Archbifbop and Haftings.
Prince. Good Lords, make all the {peedy hafte you may.
Say, Uncle Glo’fter, if our Brother come,
Where fhall we fojourn ’eill our Corenation?
Glo. Where it {eems beft unto your Royal fe If.
If I may counfel you, fome day or two
Your Highnefs thall repofc you at the Tower :
Then where you pleafe, and fhall be thought moft fic
For your beft Health and Recreations
Prince. 1 do no: like the Tewer of any Place;
Did Fulins Cefar build that Place, my Loid ¢
Buck; He did, my gracious Lord, begin that Place,
Which fince, fucceeding Ages have re-edify’d.
Prince. Ts it upon Record? or elfe reported
Succeffively from Age to Age he built it ?
Buck. Upon Record, my gracious Lord.
Prince. But fay, my Lord, it were not Regiftred,
Methioks the Truth fhould live from Age to Age,
As ’vwere retail’d to all Pofterty,
Even to the general ending Day.
Glo. So wife, fo young, ithey fay do never live long.
Prince. What fay you, Uncle?
Glo. 1 fay, without Charalters Fame lives long,
Thus, like the formal Vice, Iniquity, [ Afide
I moralize two meanings in one Word,
Prince. That Falins Cefar was a famous Man;
With what his Valour did enrich his Wi,
His Wit fet down, to make his Valour live :

Death
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Death makes no Conqueft of his Conqueror;
For now he lives in Fame, though not in Life,
I’ll tell you what, my Coufin Buckingham,
Buck, Whar, my gracious Lord ?
Prince, And if 1 live until I be a Man,
Tl win our ancient Right in France again,
Or diea Soldier, s I liv’d a King.
Glo. Short Summers lightly have a forward Spring.
Enter York, Haftings, and Archbiflop,
Buck, Now in good time, here cemes the Duke of Tork,
Prince. Richard of York, how fires cur Noble Brother?
fin  Tork, Well, my dear Lord, fo muft I cal] you now,
' Prince. Ay, Brother, to our Grief, as it is youis;
ik Too late he dy'd that might have kepe that File,
.y Which by his Death hathi'Joft much Majefty,
Glo, How fares our Coufin, Noble Lord of Tork3
Tork. I thaok you, gentle Uncle. © my Loid,
. You faid, that idle Weeds are faft in growth:
~ The Prince my Brother hath outgrown me far,
Glo. He hath, my Lord.
i Tork. And therefore is he idle?
Glo. Oh my fair Coufin T muft not fay fo.
York, Then he is more beholden to you than I,
Glo. He may command me as my Sovereign,
B But you have power in me, as in a Kinfman,
" York. Ipray you, Uncle, give me this Dagger,
Glo. My Dagger, little Coufin? - with all my Heart,
Prince. A Beggar, Brother?
Tork, Of my kind Uncle, that' T know will give,
And being a Toy it is no grief to give,
Glo. A greater Gift than that I'l] give my Coufin,
Tork, A greater Gifc? O, that’s the Sword to it
Glo. Ay, gentle Coufin, were it light enough,
. Tork. O then I'fee you will part but with light Gift,
el 1 weightier things you’ll fay 2 Begear Nay.
Glo. It is too weighty for your Grace to wear,
' York. T weigh it lightly were it h-zvier,
" Glo. What, would you have my Weapon, little Lord?

York. I would, that I might thank you, as you call me.
Glo. How? :

York, Lirtle.
D ‘ Prince,

o
9
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Prince. My Lord of Tork wilt ever be crofs in-talk s
Uncle, y ur Grace knows how to bear with blﬂi.

7&);’{. \jx yu mean to bear me, not to bear with me:
Urcle, my Brother mocks both you and me,

Becanfe chat [ am little, like an Ape, !
hin! it vou fhould bear me on your Shoulders,
“what 3 tharp provided Wit he reafous:
Scorn. he gives his Uncle,

ptly taunts himfelf;
So cunning, and {o young, is wonderful.

Glo. My Lord, wilt pleafe you pafs along 2
My felf, and my good Coufin Buclzingbam,

Will ta your Mother, to entreat of her
To mect you at the Tower; and welcome you.

York, Whar, will you go unto the Tower, my Lord¢

Prince. N wd Prote&or will have it {o.

York. 1{ ot fleep in quiet at the Zower.

Glo. Why, what fhould you fear?

Tork. Marry, my Uncle Clarence angry Ghoft:

My Grandam told me, he’ was murther’d there,

Prince. 1 fear no Uncles:dead.

Glo. Nor none that live, I hope,

Prince. Andif I live, I hope I need not fear,

But come, my Lord; and with a heavy Heart,
Thinking on them, goI unto the Tower.
[ Exeunt Priuce, York, Haftings and Doxfét
Manent Gloucefter, B uckingham and Catesby.

Bauck, Think you, my Lord, this little prating Tork
Woas not incenfed by his fubtle Mother,

To taunt and fcorn you thus opprobrioufly 2

Glo. No doubty, no doubt: Oh %is a parlous Boy,
Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable;
He is all the Mother’s, from the top to toe,

Buke: Well, let them relt: Come hither, Cateshy,
Thot art {worn as deeply. to effe@ what we intend,
As clofely to conceal what we impares
T hou know’ft our Reafons urg’d wpon the Way
What think’ft thou ? is it not an eafie Matter. - :
To make William Lord Haftings of our Mind,
For the Inftalment of this Noble Duke,

In the feat Royal of this famous Ifle?

S

Catefs
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talk Catef. He for his Father’s fike f5'loves the Prince,

That he will not be won to ought againft him.
WS Buck, What thiok'ft thou then of Stanley ? Will not he 2
Caref. He will do all in all a5 Haftings doth,
Buck. Well then, no more but this:
il Go, gentle Caresby, and as it were far off
s Sound thou Lord Haﬂz’zzg.r,
How he doth ftand affc&ed to our Purpofe,
And fummon him to Morrow to the Tower,
To fit about the Coronation,
If thou doft find him tra&able to us,
Encourage him, and tell him all our Reafons:
If he be leaden, icy, cold, unwilling,
Be thou fo too, and fo bresk off the Talk,
ylit And give us notice of his Inclination s
For we to Morrow hold divided Councils,
Wherein thy felf thalc highly be employ’d.
Glo. Commend me to Lord William ;, tell him, Cateshy,
f: His ancient Knot of dangerous Adverfaries
To moriow are let Blood at Pomfret Caftle,
And bid my Lord, for joy of this good News,
Give Miftrefs Shore one gentle Kifs the more,
Buck. Good Catesby, go, effc& this Bufinels {oundly,
Catef: My good Lords both, with all the heed I ¢an,
Glo. Shall we hear from you, Cazesby, e'er we fleep 2

'

) Caref. You fhall, my Lord.
i v ¥ " & ;
’w), Glo. At Croshy Houfe there you fhall find us both,

ol ... B#cke Now, my Lord, [ Exit Catesby.
>" What fhall we do, if we perceive
Lord Haftings will not yield to our Complots?
Glo. Chop off his Head :
B Something we will determines
And look when T am King, claim thou of me
The Earldom of Hereford, and all the Moy eables
iy Wherecf the King, my Brother; was poffeft,
b Buck., I’ll cliim that promife at your Grace’s Hand.,
Glo. And lock to have it yielded with all kindaefs,
Come, let us fup betimes, that afrerwards
We may digeft oyr Complots in fome form, [ Exeunt,

SCENE
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SYCE"NE~4E
Enter a Mefenger to the Door of Haftings.
Mef. My Lord, my Lord.
Haft. Who knocks ?
Mef. One from the Lord Stanly.
Haff. What is’t a Clock ?
Mef. Upon the ftroak of four. :
Enter Lord Haftings.

Haft.Cannot my Lord Stanly fleep thefe tedious Nights?

Mef. So it appears by what I have to fay:
Firft, he commends him to your noble Self,
Haft. What then?
Mef. Then certifies your Lordfhip, that this Night
He dreamt the Boar had rafed off his Helm :
Befides, he fays there are two Councils kepr;
And that may be determin’d at the one,
Which may make you and him to rue at th’ ather.
Therefore he fends to know your Lordthip’s pleafure,
If you will prefently take Horfe with him,
And with all fpeed poft with him towards the North,
To fhun the danger that his Soul divines,
Haf. Go Fellow, go, return unto thy Lord,
Bid him not fear the feparated Council:
His Honour and my feif are at the one,
And at the other is my good Friend Catesby 3
Where nothing can proceed that toucheth us,
Whereof I thall not have Intelligence:
Tell him his Fearsare fhallow without inftance;
And for his Dreams, I wonder he’s fo fimple
To truft the mock’ry of unquiet Slumbers,
To fly the Boar, befire the Boar purfues,
Were to incenfe th: Boar to follow us,
And make purfuit where he did mean no chafe,
Go, bid thy Mafter rife ard come to me,
And will both together to the Tower,
Where he fhall fee the Boar will ufe us kind!y.'

Mef. Il go, my-Lord, and tell him what you fay, [ Exit

Enter

R T~ R
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Enter Catesby,
Catef. Many good morrows to o y Noble Lord.
. Haff. Good morrow, Cateiby, you are early ftirring :
vy, What News, whit News in this our tott’ring Srate ?
Catef. Itis a reeling World indeed, my Lord;
And I believe will never ftand uprighe,
"Till Richard wear the Garland of the Realm,
Haff. How ! wear the Garland 2
Doft thou mean the Crown?
Catef. Ay, my good Lord,
Haft. T'll have this Crown of mine cut from my Shoulders;

efore I'll fee the Crown fp toul mifplac’d;

But canft thou guefs thit he doth amm at it2
Catef. Ay, on my Life, and hopes to find you forward

.. Upon his Party, for the gain thereof;

‘SlehTAnd thereupon he fends you this gogd News,

That this fame very Day our Enemies,
The Kindred of the Queen, muft die at Pomfres,
Haft. Indeed I am no mourner for that News,

b, Becaufe they have been ftill my Adverfarjes;

iy But that T'f] give my Voice on. Richard’s Side,
To bar my Maftes’s Heirs in true Defcent,

Nots Sod knows T will not do it to the death. _
Cate[. God keep your Lordfhip in thas gracious Mind;
Haft, But I fhal) laugh at this 3 Twelve-month hence;

[hat they which brought me in my Maftei’s Hate,

live to look upon their Tragedy.

Well Caresty, e'er Fortnight make me older,

’ll fend fome Packing that yer think nof on’t.

Caref: °Tis a vile thing to dye, my gracious Lord,

Vhen Men are unprepar'd and look not for j,

Haff. O monftrous, monftrous ! and fo falls it ope

Nith Rivers Vangbhan, Gray; and {o *twill do

Nith fome Men elfe, that think themfelves as fafe

As thou and 1, who as thou know’ft, are dear

Fo Princely Richard and to Buckingbam, .

Cateshy. “The Princes both make high account of you-_-

Tor théy account his Head upon the Bridge. [ Ajide,

Haff. T kiow they do, and 1 have well defery’d j,

[ Vor. IV, K
/i

fous \B
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Exter Lord Stanley.
Come on, come on, where is your Bqar- fpear, Man?
Fear you the Boar, and go fo l”"P"OWded{

Stan. My Lord, good morrow, good morrow, Cateshy;
You may jeft on, but by the holy Rood,

I do oot like thefe feveral Councils, L

Huf. My Lord, Uhold my Life as dear as yours,
And never 10 my Days, T do proteft,

Was it fo precious to me as ’tls NOwW 3
Think you, but that I know the State fecure,
I would be fo triumphant as 1 am? 4

Stan. The Lords at Pomsfret, when they rode from Londum,
Werse jocurd, and fuppos d their States were fure,

And they indeed had no caufe to miftruft;

But ver vou fee how foon the Day o’er-caft,

"The fudden ftab of Rancer 1 mifdoubt,

Pray God, I fay, I prove a needlefs Coward.

What, fhall we toward the Zower? 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, let’s away.

Enter a Pur[aivant.
Haft. Go on before, T'll talk with this good Fellow
[Exennt Lord Stanley and Cateshy,
How now, Sirrah 2 how goes the World with thee?

Par(. The better, that your Lordfhip plafe to ask.

Haft. T 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 Zower,

By the Suggcﬁion of the Queen’s Allies.

But now I tchi thee, keep it to thy felf,

This Day thofe Enemies are put to death,

And I in better State.than e’er T was,
Purf: God hold itﬁ to your Honour’s good Content,
Hajk. Gramercy Fellow; there drink that for me,

(Throows bim bis Purf
Par/. 1 thank your Henour, [ Exit Purfuiva

Enn

-
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Enter a Prieff, |
fad Prieft, Well met,my Lord,I am glad to fee your Honour,
. Haft. 1 thank thee, good Sir Fobn, with all my Heart;
@ 1am in your debt for your laft Excrcife s
Come the next Sabbath, and I will content you.
Prieft. I'll wait upon your Lordfhip.
i Enter Buckingham, ;
Buck, What, talking with a Prieft, Lord Chamberlain?
Your Friends at Pomfret; they do need the Prieft,
Your Honour hath no fhriving work in hand.
Haft. Good faith, and when I met this holy Man;,
fmi The Men you talk of came into my mind.
i, What, go you toward the Zower?
Buck. I do, my Lord, but long I cannot ftay there:
I fhall return before your Lordfhip thence.
Haft. Nay, like enough, for I'll ftay Dinner there.
Buck. And Supper too, although thou know ft it not. [Afide]
f. Come, will you go?
Haff. Il wait upon your Lordfhip, [ Exennt

: SCENE 1L
al tot

i Emer Sir Richard Ratcliff, with Halberds, carrjing the
Nobles to Death 4t Pomfret.

Kb Riv, Sir Richard Rarcliff, let me tell thee this;
#' To day fhalt thou behold a Subject dye
4 For Truth, for Duty, and for Loyalty.
04 Gray. God blefs the Prince from all the pack of you,
% A Koot you are of damned Blood-fuckers.
m  Pangh. You live that fhall cry woe for this, hereafter.
Rar. Difpatch, the limit of your Lives is out.
_ Riv. O Pomfret, Pomfret! O thou bloody Prifon!
Fatal and ominous to Noble Peers,
Within the guilty clofure of thy Walls
Richard the Second here was hacke to Death
o And for more flander to thy difmal Seat,
m We give to thee our guiltlefs Blood to drink. .
k. Gray. Now Margarer’s Curfe is faln upon our Heads,
I When' the exclaim’d on Haftings, you and 1,
For flanding by, when Richard ftab’d her Son;
St K 2 Riwl
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Riv. Then curs’d fhe Rchard,

Then curs’d fthe Buckinghin,
Then curs'd fhe Haftings. O remember God ' in|

To hear her Prayer for thim, as now for us:

As for my Sifter and. ber Princely Sons, b I
Be fatisfy’d, dear God, vith our true Blood, (Lord
Which, as thou know’(t, unjufty muft be fpilt. Lod
Rat. Make hafte, the hour of Death is now expir'd. iy g
iv. Come Gray, comt Paughan, let us here embrace; i
Farewel, until we meet again in Heaven. [ Exennts 4 M
5 “CUE N7E” "1V L0

o b

Enter Bﬂuckingh;m, Derty, Haftings, Bifbop of Ely, No& 1idnds

foik, Ratcliff, Lovel, with others, at a Table. ik

= dlifer
Huft. Now Noble Pees, the caufe- why we are met U"?f“,
Is t determine of the Coropation: i
In God's Name fpeak, wken is the Royal Day? \
Bacr. Are all things rady for the Roysl time? 4
Derby. They are, and want but Nominations |l
E'y."To Morrow thenl judge a happy Day. ly
Buck, Who knows' the Lord Prote&or’s Mind herein? e
Vhe s moft inward witl the Noble Duke? .,
Ely, Your Grace,we tlink, fhould fooneft know his Mind '}
Buck. We know ¢achothers Faces ; for our Hearts, it
He kpows no more of mne than I of yours, W'E
Or I of his, my Lord, than you of mine: W
Lo:d Haftings; you andhe are near in Love. Hi
Haff. 1 thank his Graze, I know he loves me well: it
But for his purpofe in tle Coronation, W
I have not founded him, nor he deliverd ki
His bra¢ious pleafure any way therein: b,
But you, my Honourabl: Lord, may name the time, il
And in the Duke’s behial” I'll give my Voice, ki
Which 1 prefume-he’ll the in gentle part. it
Ener Gloucefter,

Ely. To happy time here comes the Duke himfelf: /8

Glo.” My Noble Lords and Coufins all, good morrow L
I have been along fleepa ;obut 1 trufk L
My abfence doth neglech no-great defign,

iy
Which|
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Which' by my prefence might have been concluded.
Buck, Had you not come upon vour Cue, my Lord,
William Loid Haflings had pronounc’d you part,
I mean your Voice for crowning cf ihe King,
Glo. Than my Lord Hafings n> Man might be bolder,
His Lordfhip knows me well, ‘and loves me well.
My Lord of Ely, when I was laft in Holbours,
it I faw good Strawberries in your Garden there,
mel do befeech you fead for fome of them.
& Ely. Marry and will, my Lords with all my heart.

[ Exit Ely,
Glo. Coufin of Buckinghans, a word with you.
Caresby hath founded Haftings in our Bufinefs,

m And finds the tefty Gentleman fo Lot,
f“’ That he will lofe his Head eer give confent

* His Matter’s Child, as wor (hipfuily be terms it,
1 Shall lofe the Royalty of England’s Throne.
" Buck, Withdraw your felf a while, 1'll go with you

[ Exennt.

) . Derby. We have not yet fet down this Dayof 1 riumph:
™ To Mor in my Judgment, is too fudden
0 row, in my Judgment, is too >
For I my felf am not fo well proviced,
P:As elle T would be were the Day prolong'd.
q Enter Bifbop of Ely.
Ely. Where is my Lord, the Duke of Glosce/fer ?
have fent for thefe Strawberries.
fo Hajt. His Grace looks chearfully ind fmooth this Morning,
There’s fome Conceit or other likes him well
When that he bids good Morrow with fuch Spirit.
! think there’s never 3 Man in. Chriltendom
¥ Can lefler hide his Love or Hate than he,
for by his Face ftraight (hall you know his Heart.
Derby, What of his Heart perceive you in his Face,
. 3y any livelihood he fhewd to Dy ¢
0 Haff, Marry that with no Man kere he is offended -
‘or were he, he had fhewa it in his looks.
Enter Gloucelter and Buckingham,
. Glo. T pray you all, tell me what they deferve,
- That do. conipire my Death with devilith Piots
|93 damned Witcheraft, and that have prevai’d
Jpon my Body, with their heliith Charms.
e K3 Haft.

°
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Fft. The tender love I bear your Grace, my Lord,

Makes me molt forward in this Princely prefence,

To doom th’Offenders, whofoe’er they be:

I fay, my Lord, they have deferved Death. .
Gls. Then be your Eyes the witnefs of their Evil,

Look how I am bewitch’d; behold mine Arm

Is like a blafted Sapling wither'd up = et

‘And this is Edward’s Wife, that monftrous Witch,

Conforted with that Harlot, Strumpet Shore,

That by their Witcheraft thus bave marked me, g
Hajt. 1f they have done this Deed, my Noble Lord———
Glo. If 2 thou Prote&or of this damned Strumpet,

Talk’ft thou to me of Iffs ? thou art a Traitor——-

Off with his Head now by Saint Paul T {wear,

I will not dine until I fee the fames

Lovel and Ratcliff, look that it be done: )

The reft that love me, rife and follow me. [ Exennty

Manens Lovel and Rarchff, with the Lord Haftingss
Huft, Wo, wo for England, not a whit for me,

. For 1, too fond, might have prevented this:

Stanly did dream the Boar did rafe our Helms,

And I did fcorn it, and difdain to fly:

Three times to day my Foot=cloth Horfe did ftumble,

And ftarted when he look’d upon the Zower,

As loath to bear me to the Slaughter-houfe.

O now 1 need the Prieft that fpake to me:

1 now repent I told the Purfuivant,

As too triumphing, how mine Enemies

To day at Pomfret blocdily were butcher’d,

And I my f{iIf fecure in Graee and Favour.

Oh Margaret, Margaret, now thy beavy Curle

Is lighted on poor Haftings wretched Head.

Rat, Come, come, difpatch, the Duke would be at dinner.

Make a fhort Shrift, he longs to fee your Head.

Haft, O momentary Grace of mortal Men,

Which we more hunt for, than the Grace of God!

Who builds his hope in Air of your gocd Looks,

Lives like a drunken S:ilor on a Maft, :

Ready with every nod to tumble down

Into the fatal Bowels of the Deep,
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Lov. Come, come, difpatch, ’tis bootlefs to exclzim.
Haft, O bloody Richard, miferable England,

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 {mile at me who fhortly th:ll be dead. [ Exeunt,
Enter Gloucefter and Buckingham in rufty Armour, mar-
vellons ill favour’d,

Glo. Come Coufin,
Can’ft thou quake and change thy colour,

. Murther thy breath in the middle of 2 Word,

And then agsin 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 ot wagging of a Straw :

Intending deep Sufpicion, gaftly Looks

. Are at my Service, like enforced Smiles;

And both are ready in their Offices,

At any time, to grace my Stratagems.

But what, is Caresby gone 2
Glo. He isy aud {ee he brings the Mayor along.

Enter the Lovd Jayor and Catesby,
Buck. Lord Mayor
Glo. Look to the Draw-bridge there,
Buck. Hark, a Drum.
Glo. Catesby, o’erlook the Walls,
Buck, Lord M.yor, the reafon we have fentm——
Glo. Look back, defend there, here are Enemics.
Buck. God and our Innocency defend and guard us.
Enter Lovel and Ratchff wirh Haltings’s Head.

Glo. Be patient, they are Friends; Rarcliff and Lovel.
Low. Here is the Head of that ignoble Traitor,

The dangerous and unfulpeGted Haffings.
Glo. So dear I lov’d the Man that T muft wecp:

I took him for the plaineft harmlefs Creature

That breath’d upon the Earth, a Chriftian:

Made him my Bock, wherein my Soul recorded

The Hiftory of all her fecret Thoughts;

So {mooth he daub'd his Vice with thew of Virtue,

. That his apparent open Guilt omitted,

K 4 I
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I mean his Converfation with Shore’s Wife,
He liv'd from all attainder of fufpeCis. {

Buck. Well, well, he was the covert’ft fhelter’d Traitos
That ever lived.

Would you imagine, or almoft believe,

Wer'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 Glofter.

Mayor. Had he done fo?

Glo. What! think you we are Turks or Infidels?
Or that we would, againft the formof Law,
Proceed thus rathly in the Villain’s Dearch,

But that-the extream peril of the Cafe,
The Peace of England, and our Perfons fafety
Enforc’d us to this Execution,

Mayor., Now fair befall you, he deferv’d hisdeath,
And your good Graces both have well proceeded,
To warn falfe Traitors from the like Attempts.

Buck, I never look’d for better at kis Hands,
After he once fell in with Miftrels Shore:

Yet had we not determin’d he fhould die

Until your Lordfhip came to fee his end,

Which now the loving halte of thefe our Friends;
Something againft our mesnings hath prevented;
Becaufe, my Lord, I would have had you heard
The Traitor fpeak, and timoroufly confefs :
The manrer and the purpofe of his Treafonss
That you might well have fignify’d the fame
Unto the Citizens, who haply may,

Mifconftrue us in him, and wail his Death,

Mayer. Bur, my good Lord, your Grace’s Words fhall
As well as I had feen and heard him fpeak: [ ferve,
And do not doubt, right Noble Princes both, '
Rut Pl scquaint our duteous Citizens,

With all your juft Proceedings in this Cafe.

Glo. And to thatend we wifh'd your Lordfhip here,
T’avoid the Cenfures of the carping World.

Buck, Which fince you come too late of our intent,

Y et witnefs what you hear we did intend:
And fo, my geod Lord Mayor, we bid farewel. [ Ex. Mayor.
Glo,
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Glo. Go after, after, Couflin Buckingham.
The Mayor towards Guild-Hall hies him in all poft:
There, at your meeteft vantage of the time,
Infer the Baftardy of Edward’s Children,
Tell them, how Edward put to death a Citizen,
Only for faying he would make his Son
Heir to the Crown; meaning indeed his Houfe,
Which by the Sign thereof was termed fo.
Moreover, urge his hateful Luxury,
And beftial appetite in change of Luft,
Which ftretch’d unto their Servants, Daughters, Wives
Even where his raging Eye, or favage Hearr,
Without controll, lufted 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 true Computation of the Time,
Found that the Iflue was not his begort :
Which well appeared in his Lireaments,
Being nothing like the Noble Duke, my Father:
Yet touch this fparingly as *twere far off,
Becaufe, my Lord, you know my Mother lives.
Buck. Doubt not, my Lord, I’ll play the Orator
As if the Golden Fee, for which I plead,
Were for my felf; and fo, my Lord, adieu,
Glo. If you thrive well, bring them to Baynard’s Caltle,
Where you fhall 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 Guild- Hall 2fFords.
: [ Exit Buckingham.,
Glo. Go, Lovel, with all fpeed to Door Shaw,
Go thou to Friar Benker, bid them both [7o Ratcl ff.
Meet me within this hour at Baynard’s Caftle, [ Exenmt,
Now will I go to take fome privy Order :
To draw the Brats of Clarence out of fight,
And to give order, that no manner of Perfin
Have any time recourfe unto the Princes. [ Exiz.

’
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Enter a Scrivener.
Seriv. Here is the Indi@ment of the good Lord Haftings,
Which in a f:t Hand fairly is engrofs’d,
That it may be to Day read o’er in Panl’s.
And mark how well the fequel hangs together :
Eleven hours I have fpent to write it Over,
For yelternight by Catesby was it {ent me,
The Precedent was full as long a doing,
And yet within thefe five hours Haftings liv'd,
Uhatainted, unexamio’d, free, at liberty.
Here’s a good World the while 5 who is fo grofs
That cannot fee this palpable Device?
Yet who fo bold, but fays, he fees it not ¢
Bad is the World, and all will come to nought,
When fuch ill dealing muft be feen in thought. [ Exit,
Enter Gloucefter asd Buckingham 4z feveral Doots,
. Gl. How now, how now, what fay the Citizens$
Buck, Now by the holy Mother of our Lord,
The Citizens are mum, fay not a word.
Glo. Touch'd you the Baftardy of Edward’s Children?
Buck, I did, with his Contra& with Lady Lucy,
‘And his Contra& by Deputy in France.
Th* unfatiate greedinefs of his defire,
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 Vitories io Scotland,
Your Difcipline in War, Wifdom in Peace,
Your Bounty, Virtue, fair Humility :
Indezd left nothing firting for your Purpofe
Untoucht, or flightly handled in Difcourfe.
And when my Oratory grew toward end,
I bid them that did love their Country’s good,
Cry, Ged fave Richard, England’s Royal King,
Glo. And did they fo? :
Buek. No, o God help me, they fpake not a Word
But like dumb Statues or unbreathing Stones, :
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Star’d each on other, and look’d deadly pale :
Which when I faw, I reprehended them,
And 1sk'd the Mayer, what meaot this wilful filence 2
His anfwer was, the People were not ufed
To be {poke to, but by the Recorder.,
Then he was urg'd to tell my Tale again:
Thus fiith the Duke, thus hath the Duke inferi’d,
But nothing fpoke in warrant from himfelf.
When he had done, fome Followers of mine own,
At lower end of the Hall, hurl’d up their Caps,
And fome ten Voices cry'd, God fave King Richard 3
And thus I took the vartage of thofe few.
Thanks, gentle Citizens and Friends, quoth I,
This general Applaafe, and chearful Shout,
Argues your Wifdom, and your love to Richard;
And even here brake off and came away.
Glo. What Tongue-lefs Blacks were they,
Would they not fpeak?
Will not the Mayor then and his Brethren come @
Buck, The Mayor is here at hand; intend fome fear,
Be no you fpoke with, but by mighty fuir ;
And look you get a Prayer-Beok in your Hand,
And ftand between two Churchmen, good my Lord,
For on that ground I’ll make a holy Deftant:
And be not eafily won to our Requefls,
Play the Maid’s part, fill an{wer nay, and take it.
Glo. I go: And if you plead as well for them,
As I can fay nay for thee to my felf,
No doubt we bring it to a happy Ifue. [ Exit Glo.
Buck, Go, go up to the Leads, the Lord Mayor knocks.
Enter Lord Mayor and Cuizens,
Welcome my Lord, I dance attendance here,
I think the Duke will not be fpoke withal.
Enter Catesby.
Buck. Now Catesby, whatfays your Lord to my Requeft 2
Catef. He doth intreat your Grace, my Noble Lord,
To vifit him to Morrow, or next Day;
He is within, with two right Reverend Fathers,
Divinely bent to Meditation,
And in no worldly Suits would he be mov'd,

‘To draw him from his boly Exeicife.
o ‘" 3

Buck.
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Buck. Return, good Caresbys 18 the gracieus Duke,
Tell him, my felf, the Mayor and Aldermen, I
In deep Defigns, in matter of great Mament, i
No lefs importing than our general Good, D
Are come to have fome. conference with his: Grace. B
Catef. Tl fignifie fo much unto him {traight. [ Exit,
Buck. Ah ha, my Lord, this Princeis not an Edward, i
He is not lulling on a lew’d Love-Bed, |
' is Koees at Meditation : Th
lying with a Brace of Curtizans, | An
But meditating with two deep Divines: , j
Not fleeping, toengrofs his idle Body, W
Rut praying, to enrich his watchful Soul. On
Hippy were England, would this virtwous Prince (
Take on his Grace the Soveraignty theeof. Z
[ fear we fhall sot win him to it. Th
JMayer. Marry, God defend, his Giace (hould fay usnay. Th
Buck. 1 fear he will; here Catesby comes again. o
Enter Catesby. Th
) ateshy, what fays his Grace? To
atef: He wonders to what end you have affcmbled ]
Such Troops of Citizens to come to hm, W
His Grace not being warn'd thereof beore: T
He fears, my Lord, you mean no gocd to him. B
Buck, Sorry I am, my noble Coufir fhould H
SufpeGme, that I mean po good to him: !
By Heav’n, we come to him in perfeC Love, 0
And fo oncemore return, and telthisGrice. . [ Exiz Catesby. W
When holy and devout Religious Men : i
Are at their Beads, ’tis much to draw them thence, 4
So {weet is zealous Contemplation, N
Enter Gloucelter above, betwewn two Bifhops. 0
Mayor. Sce where his Grace ftands’tween two Clergymen, b
Buck, Two Props of Virtue, for a Chriftian Prince, I
To ftay him from the fall of Vanity : yh
And fee 2 Book of Prayer in his Hand, Y
“True Ornaments to know a koly Man A
Famous Plantagenct, moft gracious Prince, h
Lend favourable Ear to our requefts, '
And pardon us the interrupticn 0
OF thy Devotion and right Chriftian Zeal,
Gle.
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Glo. My Lord, there needs no fuch Apology;
I do befeech your Grace to pardon me,
Who earneft in the Service of th’ high God,
Deferr’d the Vifitation of my Friends.
But leaving this, what is your Grace’s pleafure?
Buck. Even that, I hope, which pleafeth God above,
And all good Men, of this ungovern'd Ifle,
Glo. Tdo fufpe& I have done fome offence,
That feems difgracious in the City’s Eye,
And that you'come to reprehend my Ignorance.
Buck. You have, my Lord.
Would it might pleife your Grace,
On our entreaties toamend your Fault.
Glo. Elfe whercfore breath I in a Chriftian Land.
Buck. Know then, it is your Fault that you refign
The Supream Seat, the Throne Majeftical,
The Sceptred Office of your Anceftors,
Your State of Fortune, and your due of Birth,
The Lineal Glory of your Royal Houfe,
To the corruption of a blemifh’d Stock;
Whiles inthe mildnefs of your {leepy Thoughts,
Which here we waken to our Country’s good,
The noble Ifle doth want his proper Limbs:
His Face defac’d with skars of Infamy,
His Royal Stock graft with ignoble Plants,
And almoft thouldred in the fwallowing Gulf
Of dark Forgetfulnefs, and deep Oblivien.
Which to re-cure, we heartily follicit
Your gracious [elf totake on you the charge
And kingly Government of this your Land:
Not as Prote@or, Steward, Subftitute,
Or lowly Fa&or, for another’s gain;
But as fucceffively, from Blood to Blood,
Your right of Birth, your Empiry, your own;
For this, conforted with the Citizens,
Your very Worthipfel and loving Friends,
And by their veheément Inftigation,
In this juft Caufe come I to move your Graces
Gla, I cannot tell, if to depart in filencey
Or bitterly to fpeak in your reproofy e
€
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Beft fitteth my Degree, or your Condition. . A
For not to aniwer, you might haply think A
Tongue-ty’d Ambition, not replying, yiclded Er
To bear the Golden Yoak of Soveraignty, i
Which fondly you would here impofe on me. i
If to reprove you for this fuit of yours, To
So feafon’d with your faithful Love to me, by
Then on the other fide I check’d my Friends: Thi
Therefore to {peak, and to avoid the firft, Hor
And then in {peaking, not to incur the laft, f
Definitively thus I anfwer you. Ig
Your Love deferves my thanks, but my defert Th
Unmeritable, fhuns your high requett. Thi
Firft, if all Obftacles were cut away, I
And that my Path were even to the Crowny [
As the ripe Revenue, and due of Birth For
Yet fo much is my poverty of Spirit, I
Somighty, and fo many my Defets, 4
That I would rather hide me from my Greatnefsy }
Being a Bark to brook no mighty Sea ; (
Than in my Greatnefs covet to be hid, G
And in the Vapour of my Glory {methet’d. [y
But God be thank’d, there is no need of me, 14
And much I need to help you, were there need: ¥
The Royal Tree hath left us Royal Fruit, |
Which mellow’d by the ftealing hours of time, Lo
Will well become the Seat of Majefty, : s
And make us, no doubt, happy by his Reign. A
On him I lay that, you would lay on me, ]
The Right and Fortune of his happy Stars, : i
Which God defend that I (hould wring from him. |(
Buck. My Lord, this argues Conicience in your Grace; T
But the refpe@s-thereof are nice, and trivial, i
All Circumftances well confidered. T
You fay, that Edward is your Brother’s Son, b
So fay we too, but fot by Edward’s Wife : (

For firlt was he contra& to Lady Lucy,
Your Mother lives 2 Witnefs to his Vow; If
And afrerward by Subflitute betroth’d

To Bena, Sifter to the King of Frasce,
Thefe both put off, a poor Petitioner;
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A Care-craz’d Mother to a many Sons,

A Beauty-waining, and diftrefled Widow,

Even in the Afternoon of her beft Day,

Made prize and purchafe of his wanton Eye,

Scduc'd the pitch, and height of his Degree,

Tobafe Declenfion, and loath’'d Bigamy.

By her, in his unlawful Bed, he got

This Edward, whom our Manners calls 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 Self

This proffer’d benefit of Dignity :

If not to blels us, and the Land withal,

Yet to draw forth your noble Anceftry

From the corruption of abufing times,

Unto a Lineal true derived courfe,
Mayor. Do, good my Lord, your Citizens intreat you.
Buck, Refufenot, mighty Lord, this proffer’d Love.
Catef: O make them joyful, grant their lawful Suit.
Glo. Alas, why would you heap this Care on me?

I am unfit for State, and Majefty :

I do befeech you rake it not amifs,

I cannot, por I will not yield to you,
Buck. If you refufe it, asin love and zeal,

Loath to depofe the Child your Brother’s Son,

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 Suit, or no;

Your Brother's Son fhall never reign our King,

But we will plant fome other in the Throne,

To the difgrace and downsfall of your Houfe:

And in this refolution here we leave you.

Come Citizens, we will intreat no more. [ Exenntd
Care/. Call him again, {weet Prince, accept their Suit:

If you deny them, all the Land will rue it.
Glo. Will you inforce me to 2 World of Cares ?

Call them again, I ant'not made of ‘Stones, =

But
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But penctrable to your kind Entreaties, ; 0
0
:

Albeit againft my Confcience and my Soul
Enter Buckingham and the reft.
Cotfin of Buckingham, and fage, grave Meny 0
Since you will buckle Fortune on my Back, U
To bear her Burthern, whether I will or no,

1 muft have patience to endure the Load: i
But if black Scandal, or foul-fac’'d Reproach, e
Ateend the fequel of your Impofition, o
Your meer enforcement. fhall acquittance me f L
From all the impure blots and ftains thereof, Ly
For God doth know, and you may partly fee, e §
How far I am from the defire of this. Oy
Mayor. God blefs your Grace, we fee it and will fayits |1
Glo. In faying fo, you fhall but fay the truth. Ju
Buck. Then I falute you with this Royal Title, i |
Long live King Richard, England's worth\: King. il
Al Amen. ; "
Buck, To morrow may it pleafe you to be Crown’d. | dn
Glo. Even when you pleafe, for you will bave it fo. i
Buck. To morrow then we will attend your Grace, g,
And fo moft joyfully we take our leave. ¥ L
Glo. Come, let us to our holy Work again. i
Farewel my Coufins, farewel gentle Friends. [Exenns:
§i
3 b
& CT IV 5. C E-Dlob & b
Ener the Queen, Anne Dutchefs of Glouceflters the Durchefs :ﬂm
of York, and Marguefs of Dorfet. sl g:
Durch. H O meets vs here? h
; \V My Neice Plantagener, el
Led in the Hand of her kind Aunt of Glo’fer? &
Now, for my Life, fhe’s wandring to the Tower )
O pure Heart’s Lave, to greet the tender Prince’ )
Daghter, well met, 3 ki
Anne. God give your Graces bo » y
Aud a joyful time of Day. scborii g A ty
e L
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Qneen. As much o you, gosd Sifter ; whither awayt
<nae. No farther ‘than tae Tower, aud s I guefs,

Upoa the like devotion a5 your felves,

To gratulate the gentle Princes there, ‘
Queen. Kind difter thanks, we’ll enter all together,

Enter the Licutenant.

And in good time, here the Licurenant comes.

Mafter Licutenant, pray you, by your leave,

How doth the Prince, and my young Son of 2ork2?
Liews Right well, dear Madam; by your patience,

I may not fuffer you to vifit them;

The King hath ftrictly charg’d the contrary.

Queen, The King ? who's-that 2
Liew. I mean the Lord Prote@or. 7
QOwueen. The Lord prote& him from that Kingly Title,

Hath he fet bounds between their love, and me?

Lam their Mother, who fhall bar me from them?
Dutch. 1 am their Father’s Mother, T will fee them 2
<nne, Their Aunt I amiin Law, in love their Mother ;

Then bring me to their fights, T'll bear thy bleme,

And take thy Office from thee, on my peril.

Lien. No, Madam, no, I may‘not leave it fy:
I'am bound by Oath, and therefore pardon me,
: LExit Lientenant.
Emter Stanley.
Stan. Let me but meet you Fadies one hour hence,

And I’ll falure your Grace of York as Mother,

And reverend looker on of two fair Queens.

Come Madam, you muft ftraight to Weftminfter,

There to be Crowned Richard's Royal Queen,

Queen. Ah, cut my Lace afunder,
at my pent Heart may have fome fcope to bear,

Or elfe I fwoon with this dead:killing News.

Anne. Defpightful tidings; O unpleafing News. %
Dorf. Be of good Chear » Mother, how fares your Grace,
Queen. O Dorfet, fpeak not ro me, get thee goney

Death and Deftrution dogs thee at thy heels,

Thy Mother's Name is eminous to Children,

If thou wil out-ftrip Death, go crofithe Seas,

And live with Richmond, from the rezch of Hell.

2% Go hye thee, hye thee from this Slaughter-houfe,

Vor. IV, L . Left
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Left thou increafe the number of the dead, ;
And make me die the thrall of Margarer’s Curfe,
Nor Mother, Wife, nor England’s counted Queen.
Stan. Eull of wife Care is this your Counfel, Madam;
Take all the {wift advantage of the Hours;
You fhall have Lctters from me to my Son,
In your behalf, to mect you on the way:
Be not ta’en tardy by unwife delay.
Dutch. <O ill difperfing Wind of Mifery,
©O my accurled Womb, the Bed of Death:
A Cocka-rice haft thou hatch’d to the World,
Whofe unavoided Eye is Murtherous.
Stan. Come, Madam, come, I in all hafte was fent.
_Anme. And T with all unwillirgne{s will go.
O would to God, that the inclufive Verge
Of Golden Metal, that muft round my Brow,
Were red hot Steel, to fear me to the Brains,
Anointed let me be with deadly Venom,
And die e’er Men can fay, God fave the Queen.
Quneen. Go, go, poor Soul, I envy not thy Glory,
To feed my humour wifh thy felf no harm.
Anne. Nol why 2 When he that is my Husband now,
Came to me, as I follow'd Henry’s Coarfe :
When fcarce the Blood was well wath’d from his Hands,
Which iffued from my other Angel Husband,
And that dear Saint. which then I weeping follow’d:
& when, I fay, I look’d on Richard’s Faee,
This was my Wifh; Be thou, quoth I, accurft,
For making me, {o young, fo old 2 Widow:
And when thou wed'ft, let Sorrow haunt thy Bed;
And be thy Wife, ifany be fo mad,
More mifcrable, by the Life of thee,
T han thou haft made me, by my dear Lord’s Death.
Loe, ¢'er | can repeat this Curfe again,
Within fo fmall a time, my Woman’s Heart
Grofsly grew captive to his Honey words,
And prov’d the fubje& of mine own Soul’s Curfe;
W hich hitherto hath held mine Eyes from refts :
For never yet one hour in his Bed
Did I enjoy the golden dew of Sleep,
But with his eimorous Dreams was ftill awak’d,
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Befides, he hates me for my Father Warwick,
And will, no doubt, fhortly be rid of me.
Queen. Poor Heart, adieu, I pity thy complaining,
«Anmne. No more than with my Soul I mourn for yours,
Dorf. Farewel, thou woful welcomer of Glory.
Anne. Adieu, poor Soul, that tak'ft thy leave of it,
Duich. Go thou to Richmand, and good Fortune guide
thee, [ 7% Dorfet,
Go thou to Richard, and good Angels tend thee, [To Anne,
Go thou to San&uary, and good Thoughts poflefsthee,
(70 the Queen,
Ito my Grave, where Peace and Reft lye with me,
Eighty odd Years of forrow have I fren,
And each Hours joy wrack'd with 2 Week of teen.
Queen. Stay, yet look back, with me; unto the Tewer,
Pity, you ancient Stones, thofe tender Babes,
Whom Envy hath immur’d within your Walls,
Rough Cradle for fuch little pretty ones,
Rude ragged Nurfe, old fullen Play-fellow,
For tender Princes; ufe my Babies well;
So foolith Sorrow bids your Stones farewel, [Exeam,

g ENT N

Flowri[b of Trumpers. Enter Gloucelter as King, Bucking-
ham, Catesby, Ratcliff, a#d Lovel, '

K. Rich. Stand all apart———=Coufin of Buckingham———-
Buck, My gracious Soveraign, »
K. Rich. Give me thy Hand. Thus high by thy advice,
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. 8till live they, and for ever let them laft,
K. Rich. Ah Buckingham, now do I play the Touch,
To try if thou be current Gold indeed : :
Young Edward lives---think now what I would fpeak,
Buck. Say on, my loving Lord. e
K. Rich. Why, Backingham, 1(1y 1 would be King.
. Buck. Why fo you are, my thrice renowned Lord.
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K. Rich. Ha!am 1 King? ’tis fo--but Edward livess.-
Buck. True, noble Prince.
K. Rich. O bitter Confequence !
That Edward ftill thould live, True noble Prince.
Coulin, thou waft not wont to be fo dull.
Shali I be plain 2 [ with the Baflards dead,
And I would have it fuddenly peiform’d.
What fay’ft thou now ¢ fpeak {uddenly, be brief.
Buck, Your Grace may do your Pleafure,
K. Rich. Tur, tut, thou art all Ice, thy kindnefs freezess
Say, have I thy confent, that they fhall die 2

Buck. Give me fome little breath, fome paufe, dear Lord,
Before I pofitively fpeak in this:

I will refolve you herein prefently. [ Exir Buckinghams

Catef. The King is angry, fec he gnaws his Lip.

K. KRich. I will converfe with Iron-witted Fools,

And unrefpetive Boys; nore are for me,
That look into me with confiderate Eyes,
High-reaching Buckingbam grows circumipe®,
Boy.

Page. My Lord.

K. Rich, Know'ft thou not any, whom corrupting Gold
Will tempt unto a clofe exploit of Death?

Page. 1know a difcontented Gentleman,

Whofe humble means match not his haughty Spirit:
Gold were as good as twenty Orators,
And will, no doubt, tempt him to any thing:

K. Rich. What is his Name?

Page. His Name, my Lord, is Zirrel.

K. Rich. 1 partly know the Man; go call him hither,
Boy. (Exit,
The decp revolving witty Buckinghams,

No more fhall be the Neighbour to my Counfels.

Hath he {o long held out with me untir’d,

And ftops he now for Breath? Well, be it {5,
Eunter Sfanley. :

How now, Lord Stanley, what's the News 2

Stan. Krow, my loving Lord, ths | i :
As I hear, is fled t)c: Richiand, : Marquls. Rela
In the Pavts where he abidcs.

K, Richs

Tir
it |
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K. Rich. Come hither, Catesby, rumor it abroad,
That Aune, my Wif:, is very grievous Sick
I will take order for her keeping clofe.
Inquire me our fome mean poor Gentleman,
Whom I will marry ftrsighe to Clarence Daughter:
The Boy is foolith, and I fear not him,
Look how thou dream’ft— 1 fay again, give out,
That Anne, my Queen, is fick, 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 Daughrer,
el O elfe my Kingdom ftands onbrittle Glafs:

. Marther her Brothers, and than marty her!
Buiklf@'? Uncertain way of gain. ButI am in
P So far in Blood, that Sin will pluck on Sin,
ly  Tear-falling Pity dwells not in this Eye.
Enter Tirrel,

il g

efs f

Is thy Name Tirrel? :
Zir. Fames Tirrel, and your moft obedient Subje&.
K. Rich. Art thou indeed 2
Tir. Prove me, my gracious Lord. :
pg K. Rich, Dar'ft thou refolve to kill a Friend of mine?
Zir, Pleafe you:
But T had rather kill two Enemics.
it: K. Rich. Why then thou haft it ; two deep Enemies,
Foes to my Reft, and my fweet fleeps difturbers,
Are they that I would have thee deal upon 3
Ziyrel, 1 mean thofe Baftards in the Torwer.
Tir. Let me have open means to come to them,
hiks And foon '] rid you from the fear of them,
[f K Rich. Thou fing’ft fweet Mufick s
Hark, come hither Tirrel,
;, Goby this token; rife, and lend thine Ear, (#hifpers.
There is no more but fo ; fay it is dore,
Ard I will Jove thee, and prefer thee for it.
ZTir. I will difpatch it ftraight. [Exir,
Enter Buckingham,
Euck, My Lord, I have confiderd in my mind,
That late requeft that you did found me in.
K. Rich, Well, let that reft; Dorfer'is fl=d to Richmond.
1) Buck, T hear the News, my Lord.
: L 3 Kl Rid].
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K. Rich. Stanley,he is your Wife’s Son; well, lookuntoit,
Buck. My Lord, I claim the G;fr,Amy due b); Promife,
For which your Honour and your Faith is pawn’d.
Th® Earldom of Hereford, and the Moveables,
W hich you have promifed I (hall poffefs.
K. Rich. Stanley, look to your Wife; if fhe convey
Letters to Richmond, you fhall anfwer 1t. -
Buck. What fays your Highnefs to my juft requeft?
K. Rich. 1do remember me, Henry the Sixth
Did Prophefie, that Richmond thould be King,
When Richmond was a little peevith Boy.
A King perhaps. - %
Back. May it pleafe you to refolve me in my Suit,
K. Rich. Thoutrcubleft me, I am not inthe Vein. [ Exi,
Back. And is itthus? repays he my deep Se_rvnce
With fuch contempt? made I him King for this$
O let me think on Haffings, and be gone o
To Brecnock, while my fearful Head 1s on. [ Exit,
Eunter Tirrels
~ Tir. The tyrannous and bloody A& is done,
The moft Arch-deed of piteous Maffacre
That ever yet this Land was guilty of::
Dighton and Forreff, whom I did fuborn
To do this piece of ruthful Butchery,
Albeir they were fletht Villains, bloody Dogs,
M:lted with Tendernefs, and mild Compaffion,
Wept like to Children, in their deaths fad Story :
O thus, quoth, Dighton, lay the gentle Babes,
Thus, thus, quoth Forreft, girdling one another
Wirhin their Alablafter innocent Arms:
Their Lips were four red Rofes on a Stalk,
And in their Summer Beauty kifs’d each others
A Book of Prayers on their Pillow lay,
Which once, quoth Forreff, almoft chang’d my mind
But oh the Devil ———there the Villain ftopt: '
When Dighton thus told on, we {mothered
The moft replenithed fweet Work of Nature,
That from the prime Creation ¢’er fhe framed.
Hence both are gone with Confcience and R emorle;
They could not fpeak, ard fo Lieft them both,
To bear thefe Tydings to the bloody King,

Ewa
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Enter King Richard,

And here he comes.  All health, my. Sovereign Lord.
K. Rich. Kind Tirrel am I happy in thy News 3
Zir. 1f to have done the thing you gave in charge

Beget your happinefs, be happy then,

For it is done, ‘

K. Rich. But did’ft thou fee them dead ?

Tir. Idid, my Lord.

K. Rich. And buried, gentle Tirrel2

Zir. The Chaplain of the Tower hath buried them,
But where, to fay the truth, I do not kiiow.

K, Rich, Come to me Tirrel foon, foon after Supper,
When thou thalt tell the procefs of their Death,

Mean time but think how I may do thee good,

And be Inheritor of thy defire,

Farewel 'till chen,

Tir, I humbly takemy leave.

& Rich. The Son of Clarence have I pent up clofe,
His Daughter meanly have I march’d in Marriage,
The Sors of Edward {leep in Abrabam’s Bofom,

And Anne my Wite had bid this World good Night,

Now for I know the Briton Richmond aims

At young Elizabeth my Brother’s Daughter,

And by that knot looks proudly on the Crown,

To her go I, ajolly thriving Wooer.

Enter Ratcliff,

Rat. My Lord.
K. Rish. Good or bad News,that thou com*ft in fo bluntly?
Rat. Bad News, my Lord, Morton is fled to Richmeni,
And Buckingham, backt with the hardy Wel/hmen,
Is in the Field, and ftill his Power encreafth.
K. Rich. Ely with Richmond troubles me more near,
Than Buckingham and his rath levied Strength.
Come, I have learn’d that fearful commenting
Is leaden Servitor to dull delay,
Delay leads impotent and Snail'd-pac'd Beggary :
Then fiery Expedition be my Wing,
Fove's Mercury, and Herald for a Kine:
Go mufter Men ; my Council is my Shield,
We muft be bricf, when Traitors brave the Field, - [ Exesnr.

L g SCENE
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Enter Qneen Margarets e i

Ik

Q. Mar. So now Profperity begins to mellow, :_ ﬁ
'And drop into the rotten mouth of Deathi: : I
Here in thefe Counfines flily have I luikg T
To watch the waining' of mine Enemies. _ )
A dire Inda&ion am 1 witnels to, "
And will to France, hoping the Confequence 0
Will prove as bitter, black and tragical. "
Withdraw thee wretched Adargaret, who. comes here? Wm
Enter Dutchefs and Queen. l !

Queen. Ah my poor Princes ! ah my tender Babes! i
My unblown Flowers, new appearing Sweets 3 m
If yet your gentle Souls fly in the Airg T
And be not fixc in doom perpetual, i
Hover about me with your airy Wings, '”:!
And hear your Mother’s Lamentation. T*:'
O. Mar. Hover about her, fay, that right for right guip
Hath dim’d your infant Morp to aged Night. {0\
Dautch. So many Miferies' have craz’d my Voice, i)re'
That my woe-wearied Tongue is ftill and mute. "
Edward Plantagenct, why art-thou dead? I
Q. Mar. Plantagenct doth quit Plantagenet, o
Edward for Edward pays a dying Debr, J‘E
Oueen. Wilt thou, O God, fly from {uch gentle L ambs, h
‘And throw them in the Intrails of the Wolf 2 : T;[
Why didft thou {leep when fuch a Deed was done 2 ﬂ:g

Q. Mar. When Holy Henry dy’d, and my fweer Son.

Dutch. Dead Life, blind Sight, poor mostal living Ghefty |
Woes Scene, Worlds thbame, Graves due, by Life ufurpt, %1
Brief abftra@ and record of tedious Days, iz h
Reft thy unreft on England’s lawful Earth, "
Unlawfully made drunk with innocent Blood. b

Queen, Ah thatthou wouldft as foon afford a Grave
As thou canft yield a mclancholly Seat; :

Then would I hide my Bones, not reft them here. L
Ah who hath any caufe to mourn but we? ‘ hr.
}
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O. Mar. Tfancient Sorrow be maft reverent,
Give mine the benefit of Seigneurys;
And let my Griefs frown on the upper Fand,
If Serrow can admit Socicty.
I had an Edward *till a Richard kill'd him:
I had a Husband *till 3 Richard kilVd him:
Thou had’(t an' Edward, “ull a Richard killld him:
Thou had’ft a Richard *till a Richard kill’d him.
Dutch. T had a Richard too, and thou did{t kill him s
I had a Rutland too, thou holp’f to kill him,
Q. Mar. Thou hadlt a Clarence too,
And Richard kill'd him.
From forth the kenpel 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 their gentle Blood ;
That foul defacer of God's handy work,
That reigns in gauled Eyes of weeping Souls:
That excellent grand Tyrant of the Earth,
Thy Womb let loofe to chafe us to our Graves.
O upright, jult, and true difpofing God,
How do I thank thee, thar this carnal Cur
Preys on the Iffue of his Mother’s Body,
And makes Her, Pue-fellow with others moan.
Dutch. Oh Harry'sWife, triumph notin my Woes:
Gcd witnels with me, I have wept for thine.
Q. Mar. Bear withme:Tam hungry for revenge,
And now I cloy me with beholding ‘ir.
Thy Edward, he is dead that kil’d my Fdward.
The other Edward dead, to quit my Edward:
Young Zork, he is but boot, becaufe both they
Match’d not the high perfeétion of my Lofs.
Thy Clarence he is dead that ftab’d my Edward;

- And the beholders of this frantick Play,
. Th’adulterate Haffings, Rivers, Vaughan, Gray,

Untimely fmother’d in their dusky Grave.
Richard yet lives, Hell’s black Intelligencer,

Only referv’d their FaGor to buy Souls,

And fend them thither: But at hand, at hand
Infues his piteous and ur pitied End.

Earth gapes, Hell burns, Fiends roar, Saints pray,
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To have him fuddenly convey’d from hence: .
Cancel his Bond of Life, dear God, I pray, Ar
That I may live and fay, the Dog is dead. {
Oneen. O thou did@t Prophelie the time would come, (n
That I thould with for thee to help me Curfe Thi
That bottel’d Spider, that foul bunch-back'd Toad. [l
Q. Mar. 1 call'd thee then,vain flourifh of my Fortune: i
I call’d thee then, poor Shadow, painted Queen, ke
The reprefentation of but what I was; |
The flatrering Index of a direful Pageant, g
One heav'd a high to be hurl'd down below ¢ bd
A Mother only mock’d with two fair Babes; 1)
A dream of what thou waft, a garifh Flag {
To be the aim of every dang’rous Shot ; iy
A fign of Dignity, a Breath, a Bubble; b
A Queen in Jeft, only to fill the Scene, le
Where is thy Husband now 2 where be thy Brothers? B
Where be thy two Sons? wherein doft thou Joy?2 ]
W ho fues and kneels, and fays, God fave the Queen 2 I
Where be the bending Peers that flatter’d thee? ol
" Where be the thronging Troops that follow’d thee? {h
Decline all this, and {ee now what thou art,
For happy Wife, a moft diftrels’d Widow ; | |
For joyful Mother, one that wails the Name; | |
For one being {.’d to, ‘one that humbly fues ; by
For Queen, a very Caytiff crown'd with Care; B
For fhe that fcorn’d at me, now fcorn’d of me; {
For fhe being fear'd of all, now fearing one; W
For fhe commanding all, obeyed of noge, Th
Thus bath the courfe of Juftice whirl’d about, b
And lefr thee but a very prey to Time, I
Haying no more but thought of what thou waft, 1
To torture thee the more, being what thou art, ([
Thou didft ufurp my Place, and doft thou not b
Ufurp the juft proportion of my Sorrow?
Now thy proud Neck bears half my burthen’d Yoak 4 |
From which, even here I {lip my wearied Head :
And l:ave the burthen of it all on thee. : l
Farewel Zork’s Wife, and Queen of fad Mifchance L
Thefe Englifb Woes fhall make me fmile in France,
: I
Queens
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QOneen. O thou well skill'd in Curfes, ftay a while,
‘And teach me how to curfe mine Enemies.
Q. Mar. Forbear to flecp the Night, and faft the Day:
Compare dead Happinefs with living Woe;
Thiok that thy Babes were fweeter than they were,
And he that flew them fouler than he is:
Bett'ring thy lofs makgs the bad Caufer worfe,
Revolving this, will teach thee how to curfe.
Queen. My Words are dull, O quicken them with thine.
Q. Mar, Thy Woes will make them fharp,
And pierce like mine. [ Exit Margaret.
Dautch. Why fhould Calamity be full of Words?
Quneen. Windy Attorneys to their Client’s Woes,
Airy fucceeders of inteftine Joys,
Poor breathing Orators of Miferies,
Let them have fcope, though what they will impart
Help nothing elfe, yet they de eafe the Heart.
Datch. 1f fo, then be not Tongue-ty’d; go with me,
And in the breath of bitter Words, let’s fmother
My damned Son, that thy two fweet Sons fmother'd.
The Trumpet founds, be copious of exclaims,
Enter King Richard and bis Train,
K. Rich. Who intercepts me in my Expedition ¢
Dutch. O fhe that might have intercepted thee,
By ftrangling thee in her accurfed Womb,
From all the flaughters, Wretch, that thou haft done.
Queen. Hid’ft thou that Forehead with a Golden Crown,
Where't hould be branded, if that right were right 2
The flaughter of the Prince that ow’d that Crown,
And the dire death of my poor Sons and Brothers.
Tell me, thou Villain-flave, where are my Children ?
Dstch. Thou Toad, thou Toad, '
Where is thy Brother Clarence?
And little Ved Plantagener his Son3
Queen. Where is the gentle Rivers, Vanghan, Gray?
Dutch, Where is kind Haftings?
K. Rich. A flourith, Trumpets; ftrike Alarum Dsums:
Let not the Heav’ns hear thefe Tell-tale Women
Rail on the Lord’s Anointed. Strike, I fay.
[Flonrifby Alarums,
Either be patient, and intreat me fair,
: ‘ Or
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Or with the clamorous reports of War
Thus will I drown your E xclamations.

Dutch, Art thou my Son
K. Rich. Ay, I thank God, my Father, and your felf.

Durch. Then patiently hear my Impatience: :
K. Rich. Madam, I have 4 touch of your Condition, ”
"That cannot brook the accent of Reproof. o
Dutch. O let me fpeak. M
K. Rich. Do then, but Ill not hear. ":f:
Dutch. 1 will be mild and gentle in my Word:. Jx

K. Rich. And brief, good Mother, for I am in hafte. S
Dutchs Art thou fo hafty? T have ftaid for thee, i
God knows, in Tormentand in Agony.
K. Rich, And came I notat laft to comfort you? Ay
Dutch. No by the holy Rood, thou keow’ft it well,
Thou cam’ft on Eirth to make the Earth my Hell.

A gricvous burthen was thy Birth to me, g"
Tetchy and wayward was thy Infancy ; o
Thy School-days frightful, defperate, wild and furious, %
"Thy prime of Manhood, dsring, bold and venturous: ?
Thy Age confirm’d, proud, fubtle, fly and bloody, fj["‘]
More mild, but yet more harmful, kind in hatred: "
What com{ortble hour can’ft thou name, K
That ever grac’d me with thy Company? ¢

K. Rich. Faith none but Humphry Hower, i
That cail’d your Grace :
To breakfaft once, forth of my Company. |
¥f I be {b difgracious in your Eye, !
¥et me march on'and not offend you, Madam. g
Sirike up the Drum. !

Dutch. I prithee hear me {peak. 'hp

K. Rich., You {peak toa bitterly, .

Dutch. Hear me 3 Word, !
For I (hall never {peak to ‘thee again, D.Q

K. Rich. So. ;

Duich. Either thou wilt die by God’s juft Ordinance, ' h
Eter from this War thou turn a Conqueror; u
Or I with Grief and extream Age fhall perifh, \q
And never more behold thy Face again. h
Therefore take with thee my moft grievous Curfe E“
Which, in the Day of Battel, tire thee more, ’ \

Than
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Than 21l the compleat Armor that thou wea 'fi,
My Prayers on tiie adverfe Party fighr,
And there the little Souls of Edward’s Children
onfy Whifper the Spirits of thine Enemics,
- And promife them Succefs and ViGor 3
i, Bloody thou arty bloody will be thy end: e
' Shame ferves thy Life, and doth thy Death attend. [ Exiz,
Ouneen. Tho' far mere Caufe, yet much lefs Spirit to curfe
Abides in me, 1 fay Amento her. )
: K. Rich. St:y, Madam, I muft tslk a2 Word with you.
I Queen. 1 have no more Sons of the Royal Blood
he  For thee to flaughiter ; for my Daughters, Richard,
" They fhall be praying Nuns, not weeping Queens;
2 And therefore level not to hit their Lives.
)F',‘ K. Rich. You have a Daughter call’d Elizaberh,
[“lw“‘ Virtuous.and Fair, Royal and Gracious.
th Queen. And muft fhe die for this2 O let her live,
And Il corrupt her Manners, ftsin her Beauty,
Slander my {cIf us falfe to Edward’s Bed :

S Throw over her the Vail of Iofamy,

"™ 8o (he may live unfcarc’d of bleeding Slaughter,
02)" I will confefs the was not Edward’s Daughter.
i

K. Rich. Wiong not her Birth, fhe jsa Royal Princefs
Queen. To fave her Life Il fay the is not fo.
K. Rich. Her Life is fafeft only in her Birth.
Qneens And only in that fafety dy’d her Brothers.
K. Rich. Lo, at their Birth good Stars were oppofite,
Queen. No, to their Lives 1]l Friends were contrary.
Q. Rich, All upavoided is the doom of Deftiny.
Queen. Trues when avoided Grace makes Deftiny,
My Babes were deftin’d to a fiirer Death,
If Grace had bleft thee with a fairer Life.
K. Rich. You fpesk 25 if thar T had flain my Coufins 2
Queen. Coufins ind:ed, and by their Uncle cozen’d,
Of Comfort, Kingdom, Kindred, Freedom, Life.
Whofe Hands foever lanch'd their teeder Hearts,
i, Thy Head, all Indire@ly, gave Dirc®ion.
No doubt the murd’rous Knife was dull and blunt,
"Till it was whetted on thy Stone-hard Heart,
To revel in the Intrails of my Lambs.
. But that ftill ufe of Gricf makes wild Grief tame,

1 e
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My Tongue fhould to thy Ears not name my Boys,
*T1ll that my Nails were anchor’d in thine Eyes 5
And Iin fuch a defprate Bay of Death,
Like a poor Bark of Sails and Tackling reft,
Ruth all to pieces on thy Rocky Bofom.
K. Rich. Madam, fo thrive I in my Enterprize,
And dangerous {ucce(s of bloody Wars,
As I intend more good to you and yours,
Than ever you or yours by me were harm’d.
Queen. What good is cover’d with the Face of Heav'n,
To be difcover’d, that can do me good?
K. Rich. Th’Advancement of your Children, gentle Lady,
Queen, Up to fome Scaffold, there to lofe their Heads,
K. Rich. Unto the dignity and heighth of Fortune,
The high Imperial Type of this Earth’s Glory.
Omeen. Flatter my Sorrow with report of it;
Tell me, what State, what Dignity, what Honour
Canft thou devife to any Child of mine?
K. Rich. Ev’n all I have; ay, and my felf and all
Will I withal endow a Child of thine:
So in the Lethe of thy angry Soul
Thou drown the {ad remembrance of thofe Wrongs,
Which thou f{uppofeft I have done to thee.
Queen, Be brief, left that the procefs of thy kindnefs
Laft longer telling, than thy kindnefs date.
K, Rich. Then know,
That from my Soul I love thy Daughter.
Queen. My Daughter’s Mother thinks it with her Souls
K. Rich., What do you think?
Queen. That thou doft love my Daughter from thy Soul,
So from thy Soul's love didft thou love her Brothers,
And from my Heart’s love, I do thaok thee for it,
K. Rich. Be pot {o hafty to confound my meaning;
I mean, that with my Soul I love thy Daughter,
And do intend to make her Queen of England.
Oneen. Well then, who doft thou mean fhall be her King
K. Rich. Even he that makes her Queen;
Who elfe fhould be 2
Ouneen. Whar, thou !
K. Rich, Even fo; how think you of it2
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, Queen. How can’ft thou woo her?
K. Rich, That I would learn of you,
As one being beft acquainted with her Humour.
Queen. And wilt thou learn of me ?
K. Rich, Madam, with all my Heart,
QOwueen. Send to hery by the Man that flew her Brothers,
A pair of bleeding Hearts; thereon ingrave
Edward and Tork, then haply will (he weep:
Therefore prefent to her, as fometime Margaret
{f Did to thy Father, fteept in Rurland’s Blood,
A Handkerchief; which, fay to her, did drain
il The purple fap from her fweet Brothers Bodies,
iy And bid her wipe her weeping Eyes withal.
w, If this Inducement move her not to Love,
Send her a Letter of thy Noble Deeds;
. Tell her, thou mad'ft away her Uncle Clarence,
,  Her Uncle Rivers; ay, and for her fake,
Mad’ft quick Cooveyince with her good Aunt Anne.
K. Rich, You mock me, Madam, this is not the way
To win your Daughter.
Queen. There is no other way,
Unlefs thou could’ft put on fome other Shape,
And not be Richard, that hath done all this.
g K- Rich. Say, that T did all this for love of her. ¢
. Qmeen. Nay then indeed fhe cannot chufe but hate thee;
Having bought love with fuch a bloody Spoil.
K, Rich. Look, what is done, cannot be now amended:
o Men thall deal unadvifedly fometimes.
" Which after-hours give leifure to repent of.
bl If I did take the Kingdom from your Sons,
""" To make amends, I'll give it to your Daughter :
% If I have kilid the Iffue of your Womb,
' Toquicken your encreafe [ will beget
% Mine Iffue of your blood, upon your Daughter:
A Grandam’s name is little lefs in love,
i Than is the doting Title of a Mother;
b They are as Children but one ftep below,
Even of your Meral, of your very Blood:
Of all one pain, fave for a Night of Groans
Endur’d of her, for whom you bid like Sorfow,
Your Children were Vexation to your Youth,

g s
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But mine (ha'l be a comfort to your Age, vi J LR
, have is but a Son being King, 3 Qe
f your Daughter is made Queen, " 1
vou what amends I' would, Queen
| ch kindnefs as I can. I, Ri
that with a fearful Soul Jueen
sted Steps in Foreign Soil, b | i
r Alliance quickly (hall call home Jnan.
1izch Promotions and great Dignity. § [ Rich
The King that call yo i beiuseous Daughter Wife, Quen,
Familiarly fhall call thy Dorfer Brothers I Rich
Again thall you be Mother to a King; {em.
And all the ruins of diftrelsful Times, I\ Rich
Repair’d with double Riches of Content. {e,
What 2 we have many goodly Days tofee: L Rich
The liquid drepsof Iearsthat you have fhed fyn,
Shall come again, transform’d to Orient Pearls o
Advantaging their Love with Interclt |
Ofentimes double gain of Happinefs, L Fich
Go then, my Mother, to thy Daughter, go, lirby m
Make bold her bathful Years with your Experience, lien,
Presare her Eurs to hear a2 Wooer's tales g [ Rich,
Pat in her render, Heart th’ afpiring flime Quten,
Of golden Sovercignty s-acquaint the Princels [nv Geo
With:the fweet filedt hours.of Marriage Joys; iy Gar
And when this Arm of mine hath chaftifed i Cro
The pesty: Rebel, dull-brain’d Buckingham, (imeth;
Bound with triumphant Garlands will 1 come, it the
And lead thy Daughter to 2 Conqueror’s Bed; K Righ,
To whom I will retail my Conqueft won, Quen,
And the fhall be fole Vi€trefs, Cefar’s Cafar. K Righ
Ouneen, What weie 1 beft to fay, her Father’s Brother O,
Would be her Lord 2 or (halli 1 fay, her Uncle? R
Or he that flew her Brothers2 and her Uncles 2 & ) e,
Under what Title (hall I.woo for thee, K igh
That God, the Law, my Honour, and her Love, luy,

Can make feem pleafing to her: tender Years 2 I, 4
K. Rich. Yofer fair England’s Peace by this Alliance. i
Queen. Which the fhall purchale with fill lafting Ware Ry
K. Rich. Tell her, the King, that may command, intreatss § oy}
QOwneens That at her Hands, which the King’s King forbids: Th‘lmpel

K. Riche | Yoy,
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X. Rich, Say, fhe fhall he a high and mighty Queet,
Queen, To vail the Title, as her Mother doth.
K. Rich. Say, I will love her everlaftingly.
Queen. But how long fhall that Title ever laft 2
K. Rich, Swectly in force, unto her fiir life’s end.
Queen. But how long, fairly, fhall her fweet life laft 2
K. Rich, As long as"Heav’n and Narure lengthens it,
QOneen. As long as Hell and Richard likes of it.
K. Rich. Say, I, her Sovereign, am her Subje& fow,
Wi, Quneen. But fhe, your Subje&, loaths fuch Sovereignty
K. Rich. Be eloquent in my behalfto her.
Qneen. An honeft Tale fpeeds beft, being plainly told.
K. Rich. Then, plainly, to her tell my loving Tale.
Omeen. Plain and not honeft, is too harfh a Stiles
K. Rich. Your Reafons are too thallow, and too quick:
| Queen. O no, my Reafons are too deep and dead ;
"00 deep and dead, poor Infants in their Graves,
larp on it fRill fhall T, ’cill Heart-frings break,

K. Rich. Harp not oo that String, Madam, thatis paft;
low by my George, my Garter, and my Crown
ige, Queen. Profan’d, dithonour’d, and the third ufurp'd,

K. Rich. I {wear.
Queen. By nothing, for this is no Oath :
hy George profan’d, hath loft his lord'y Honour;
hy Garter blemifh’d, pawn’d his kingly Virtue,
by Crown ufurp'd, difgrac’d his kingly Glory s
{fomething thou would'ft fwear to be believ’d,
wear then by fomething that thou haft not wrong’d.
K. Rich. Then by my felf.
QOwneen. Thy {LIf is {clf-mifus'ds
K. Rich. Now by the Woild
g Queen. s full of thy foul Wrongs.
UK. Rich. My Fathes’s Death
Omneen. Thy Life hath it difhonour'd.
K. Rich. Why then, by Heav’n—r
QOueen. Heav’n’s Wrong is moft of all:
“ thou didft fear to bresk an Oath wich him;
. he Uuity the King my Husband made
W hou hadft not broken, notr my Brothers dy’di ¢

l,

4 thou hadt feard to break an Oath by hinh,
4% hTmperial Metal, circling néw thy Heads
W Vo, IV, : M
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Had gracd the tender Temples of my Child,

And both the Princes had been breatbing here, The
Which now two tender Bed-fellows for duft, Yo
Thy broken Faith hath made the prey for Worms. .
W hat canft thou fwear by Row ¢ 9

K. Rich, The Time to come. In

Qwneen. That thou haft wronged in the time o’cr-paft: iy
For 1 my felf have many Tears to wafh L
Hereafier. Time, for time-paft, wrong'd by thee. ta

The Children live, whofe Fathers thou haft flaughter’d, i

Ungovern’d Youth, to wail it with their Age.
The Parents live, whofe Children thou haft butcher'd, I

©Id barren Plants, to wail it with their Age. b
Swear not by Time to come, for that thou haft g
Mifus'd e’er us'd, by times ill-us’d o’erpaft. t
K. Rich. Aslintend to profper, and repent; it
So thrive I in my dangerous Affairs ik
Of hoftile Arms; My {clf, my felf confound, i
Heaven and Fortune bar me happy Hours, 19
Day yield me not thy Light, nor Night thy Reft, i,
Be oppofite all Planets of good Luck o
To my proceeding, if with dear Hearts Love, LR
Immaculate Devotion, holy Thoughts, (ot
I tend not thy beauteous Princely Daughter. )
In her confifts my Happinefs and thine; ey
Without her, follows to my felfand thee,
Her {:If, the Land, and many a Chriftian Soul, ir
Death, Delolation, Ruin, and Decay : i
It cannot be avoided, but by this; e
It will not be avoided, but by this: ]
Therefore, dear Mother, 1 muft call you fo, by
Be the Attorney of my Love to her; i
Plead what I will be, not what I have been ; {uy
Not my Defires, but what I will deferves Rn.J
Urge the neceffity and flate of Times; 02
And be not peevith found in great Defigns. ,
Queen. Shall I be tempted of the Devil thus? U]
K. Rich.iAy, if the Devil tempt you to do good.
Queen. Shall I forget my felf to be my felf? oy
K. Rich. Ay, if your {elf's remembrance wrong your felfs |3,
Queen. Yet thou didft kill my Children. oy
K, Rich
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K. Rich. But in your Daughter’s Womb I bury themj;
Where in that Neft of Spicery they will breed
Selves of themfelves, to your recomforture.
Queen. Shall I go win my Daughter to thy Will?
K. Rich. And be a happy Mother by the Deed,
. Queen, I go, write to me very fhortly,
t4 And you fhall underftand from me her mind. [Exit Queen.
K. Rich. Bear her my true Love's kif+, and (o farewol
4 Relenting Fool, and fhallow-changing Woman,
giit How now, what News 2
Enter Ratcliff,
i, Rate Moft mighty Saveraign, on the Weftern Coalt
Rides a puiffant Navy: To our Shores
¢ Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted Friends,
Unarm’d, and unrefolv’d to beat them back.
"Tis thought, that Richmond is their Admiral :
\And there they hull, expeing but the aid
Of Buckingham, to welcome them afhore.
K, Rich. Some light-foot Friend poft to the Duke of Nor-
dy Ratcliff, thy felf, or Careshy, where is he? (folk 2
Caref. Here, my good Lord.
K. Rich. Catesby, fly to the Duke.
Catef. I will, my Lord, with all convenient hafte.
K. Rich. Rarcliff, come hither, poft to Salisbury.
When thou comeft thicher Dull unmindful Villain,
[ 7o Catesby.
Why fltay’ft thou here, and go'ft not to the Duke ?
Caref. Firft, mighty Liege, tell me your Highnefs pleafure;
What from your Grace I fhall deliver to him.
K. Rich. O true, good Cateshy———bid him levy fRraight
The greateft Strength and Power that he can make,
And meet me fuddenly at Salisbury,
Cﬂtc:/: I go. [Exit.
Rat. What, may it pleale you, thall I do at Salisbury?
K. Rich. Why, what would'ft thou do there before I go ?
Rat, Your highnefs told me I thould poft before,
K. Rich, My mind is chang’d ;
o Enter Lord Stanley.
Stanley, what News with you 2 &
g, Stan. None good, my Liege, to pleafe you with the hear-
"Nor nong {o bad, but well may be reperted. (g,
i / M2 K. Rich,

5,
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K. Rich. Hoyday, a Riddle, neither good nor bad :
W hat need’ft thou run o many Miles about,
When thou may’(t tell thy Tale the nearelt way ¢
Once more, what News?
Stan. Richmond is on the Seas.
K. Rich. *There let him fink, and be the Seas on him,
Whhire-liver’d Run-a-gate, what doth be there? :
Stan. 1 know not, mighty Sovereign, but by guefs
K. Rich. Well, as you guefs.
Stan. Stir’d up by Dorfet, Buckingham, and Morton,
He makes tor England, hcre to claim the Crown.
K. Rich s the Chair empty 2 1s the Sword unfway’d?
Is the King dead ? the Empire unpoflefs’d ?
What Heir of York 1s there alive, but we?
And who is England’s King, but great York’s Heir
A hen tel: m:, what makes he upon the Seas?
Stan. Unlels for that, my Liege, I cannot guefs.
K. Rich. Ualefs for that he comes to be your Liege,
Y ou cannot guefs, wherefore the Welch man comes,
Thou wilt revolr, and fly to him, | fear.
Stan. No, my good Lord, therefore miftruft me not.
K. Rich. Where is thy Power then to beac him back?
Where be thy 1enants, and thy Followeri2
Arc they not now upon the Weftern Shore,
Saf: conculting the Rebels from their Stips?
Stan No, my good Lord, my Friend are in the Norths
K. Rich. Cold Friends to mc: what do they in the North,
When they fhould ferve their Sovereign in the W ft 2
Stan. Th v have not been commanded, mighty King;
Pleafcth your Majefty to give me leave,
Tl mt'ﬂcr up my Frie nds, and meet your GI'aCC,
Where, ad what time your Maje{}§~ fhall pleafe.
K. Rich. Ay, thou would'{t be gone, to join with Rich
Bur 1] ot rroft thee, (mond :
Stan. Mft mighry Sovereign,
You 1a eno caufe to h 1d my Friendthip doubtful,
I er was, nor never will be falfe.
K. Rich. G» then, and mufter Men; bur leave behind
Y 1 Son George Stanley: Look your Heart b

C e firm
O elfe his Heaa’s affurance is but frail, .
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Stan. So deal with him, as I prove true to you.
[ Exu Stanley.
Enter a Meffenger.
Mef. My gracious Sovereign, now in Devon [hire,
As1 by Filends am well advertifed,
Sir Edward Conrtney, and the haughry Prelate,
Bithop of Exerer, his eidcr Brother,
With many more Confederares are in' A ms,
Enter another Meflenger.
Mef. 1 Kent, my Liege, the Guilfordsare in Arms,
And every hour Competitors
Flock to the Rebels, and their Power growsf{trong,
Enter anoiher icflenger.
Mef: My Loid, the Army of grear Buckiagham —
K\ Richs Out on ye, Owls, nothing but Songs of Death,
[ He Jrikes hims.
There rake thou that, ’till thou bring better News.
Mef. The News I lLiave to tell your Majefty,
Is, that by fudden Flood, and fall of Waters,
Buckingham’s Army is difpers’d and fcatter’d,
And he himfelf wandred away alone,
No Man knows whither.
K. Rich, 1 cry thee Mercy ;
There is my Purfe, to cure that Blow of thine,
Hath any well advifed Friend proclaim’d
Rewird to bim that brings the Traitor in ?
Mef. Such Prockmation hath been made, my Lord,
Enter another Meffenger,
Mef. Sir Thomas Lovel, ard Lord Marquels Dorfe,
"Tis faid, my Liege, in York fbire are in Arms:
But this good comfort bring I to your Highnefs,
The Britain Na y i1s difpers'd by Fempelt,
Richmond \n Dor[et [hire {ent out a Boat
Unto the Shore, to ask thofe o the Ba ks,
If they were his Affifants, yea, or no 2
Who anfwer'd him, they came from Buckinghans
Upon his Party; he miftrufti'g them,
Hois’d Sul, and made his Coarf: again for Britain,
K. Rich. March on, march on, fince we ar¢ up in Arms,
M not to fight with Foreign E emies,

M3 Yet
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Yet to beat down thefe Rebels here ac Home.
Enter Catesby.,

Catef/. My Liege, the Duke of Backingham is taken,
That 1s the beft News ; that the Earl of Richmond
Is with a mighty Power landed at Milford,
Is colder News, but yet it muft be toid.

K. Rich. Away towards Salisbury; while we reafon here,
A Royal Batcel might be won and loft :
Some one take order that Buckingham be brought
To Salishury, the reft march on with me. [ Exennts

$§ C.E NE. 1V.

Enter Derby, and Sir Chriftopher.

Derby. Sir Chriftopher, tell Richmond this from meg,
That in the Sty of the moft deadly Boar,
My Son George Stanley is franke up in hold:
If I revolr, off goes young George’s Head,
The fear of that holds off my prefent Aid,
Soget thee gone; commend me to thy Lord.
Withal fay, that the Queen hath heartily confented
H: fhould éfpoufe Elizabeth her Daughter,
Buc tell m», where is Princely Richmond now?
Chrif. At Pembrook, or at Hertford \Welt in Wales.
Derby. What Men of Name refort to him?
Chrif. Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned Soldier,
Sir Gilbert Talbot, Sir Willians Stanley, \
Oxford, redoubted Pembrook, Sir Fames Bluns,
And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant Crew,
And many other of great Name and Worth :
And tewards London do they bend their Power.
If by the way they be not fought withal. :
Derby. Well, bye thee to thy Lord : I kifs his Hand,
My Letter will reflolve him of my Mind,

Birewel. [ Exxeunt:

1
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Enter the Sheriff, and Buckingham with Halberds led to

Execution.

B”Ck-‘ N / I LL not King Richard let me fpeak with him 2
Sher. No, good my Lord, therefore be patient.
Buck. Haftings, and Edwird’s Children, Gray ard Rivers,
Holy King Henry, and thy fair Son Edward,
Vanghany and all that have mifcarried

* By under-hand corrupted foul Injuftice,

If that your moody difcontented Souls,
Do through the Clouds behold this prefent hour,
Even for revenge mock my Deftru&ion.
This is All-Souls Day, Fellow, is it not?
Sher. ‘1t is.
Buck. Why then All-Sonls Day is my Body’s Doomfday.
This is the Day, which in King Edward’s time
I witht might fall on me, when I was found
Falfe to his Children, and his Wife’s Allies.
This is the Day wherein I wifht to fall
By the falfe Faith of him whom moft I trufted.
T his, this All-Souls Day to my fearful Soul,
Is the determin’d refpite of my Wrongs:
That high All-feer, which I dallied with,
Hath turn’d my feigned Prayer on my Head,
And given in earneft, what1 beggd in jeft.
Thus doth he force the Swords of wicked Men
To turn their own points in their Mafters Bofoms.
Thus Margares’s Curfe falls heavy on my Neck:
When he, quoth the, will fplit thy Heart with Sorrow,
Remember Azargarer was a Prophetefs :
Come lead me, Officers, to the Block of Shame,
Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame:
[ Exennt Buckingham with Officers.

M 4 SCENE
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SCENE

Enter Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Herbert, and others,
with Dyum and Colonrs.

Rickm. Fellows in Arms, and my moft loving Friends,

Brus’d underneath the Yoak of Tyrauny,

T hus far into the Bowels of the Land,

Fave we marcht on withour Impediment;

And here receive we from our Father Stanley

Liaes of fair Comfort and Encouragement:

T e wretched, bloody and ufurping Boar,

That fpoil'd our Summer-Fields,  and fruitful Vines,
Swills your warm Blood like Wafh, and makes his Trougb
In your embowell’d Bofoms; This foul Swine

Is now'even in the Center of this Ifle,

Near to the Town of Leiceffer, as we learn :

From Tamworth thither, is but one Day’s march.

In God’s Name cheerly on, couragious Friends,

To reap the Harvelt of perpetual Peace,

By this one bloody trial of tharp War.

Oxf. Every Man’s Confcience is a thoufand Mcn,
To fight againft this guilty Homicide.

Herb, 1 doubt not but his Friends will turn to us.

Blunt. He hath no Friends, but what are Friends for fetty
W hich in his deareft need will fly from him.

Richm. Allfor our vantage, then in God's Name march,
True hope is {wift, and flies with Swallow’s Wings,
Kings it makes Gods, and meaner Creatures Kings.

[Exnmt.
Enter King Richred in Ayms, with Norfolk, Ratcliff, wid
. . the Earl of Surrey.

R. Rich. Here pitchour Teney even here in ®ofsworth-field
My Lord of Swrrey, why look you fi> fad 2
- Swr. My Heart 1s ten times lighter than my Looks.

K. Rich. My Lord of Norfolk.

Nor. Here, moft gracious Liege.

K. Rich. Morfolky, we muit have knocks:

Ha, muft we not?
Nor. We muft both give and (ake, my loving Lord.
: K. Richs
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K. Rich. Up with my Tent, here will T 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 fuven thoufind is their utmoft Power.

K. Rich. Why our Battalia trebles that account:
Befides, the King’s Name 1s a Tower of Strength,
Which they :pon the adverfe Faction want.

Up with the Tent: Come, Noble Gentlemen,
Let us furvey the vantage of the Ground.

Call for fome Men of found Dire&ion:

Let’s lack no Difciphine, make no delay,

For, Lords, to Morrow is a bufie Day. [ Exeunt.
Enter Richmond, Sir William Brandon, Oxford, 4sd
3 Dorfet.

"Richm. The weary Sun hath made a Golden fet,
Aund by the bright Tra& of his fiery Car,
Cives token of a goodly Day to Morrow.
Sir William Brandon, you (hall bear my Standard:
Give me fome Ink and Paper in my Tent;
I’{l draw the Form and Model cf our Battel,
Limit each Leader to his feveral Charge,
And part in juft proportion our fmall Power.
My Lord of Oxferd, you Sir William Brandon,
And you Sir William Herbert ftay with me;
The Earl of Pembrook keeps his Regiment ;
Good Captain Blunt, bear my good Night to him,
And by the fecond hour in the Morning,
Defire the Earl to fee me in my Tent.
Yet one thing more, good Captainy do forme:
W here is Lord Stanley quarter'd, do you know ?

Blunt. Unlefs 1 have mifta’en his Colours much,
(Which well I am affur’d I have not done)
His Regiment lies, half a mile at leaft,
South from the mighty Power of the King.

Richm. 1f without Peril it be poffible,
Sweet Blunt, make fome good means to {peak wicth him,
And give him from me this moft needful Note.

' Blums. Upon my felf, my Lord, T'll undertake it.

And fo God give you quiet reft to Nighe.

Richm. Good Night, good Captain Blxnt,
Come, Gentlemen,
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Let us confult upon to Morrow’s Bufinefs;
Into my Teont, the Dew is raw and cold. :
[ They withdraw into the Tent,
Enter King Richard, Ratchff, Norfolk and Catesby,
K. Rich. What 15t a Clock? 3
Catesby. 1t’s Supper time, my Lord, it’s nine a Clock,
K. Rich. T will not Sup to Night,
Give me fome Ink and Paper:
W hat, is my Beaver eafier than it was¢
And all my Armour laid into my Tent$
Catef. Itis, my Liege; and all things are in readinefs.
K. Rich. Good Nerfolk_Liye thee to thy Charge,
Ufe careful Warch, chufe trufty Centinels,
Nor. 1 go, my Lord.
K. Rich. Stir with the Lark to Morrow, gentle Norfolk,
Nor. 1 warrant you, my Lord. [ Ewxits
K. Rich. Rarcliff.
Rat. My Lord.
K. Rich. Send out a Purfuivant at Aims
To Stanley’s Regiment; bid him bring his Power
Before Sun-rifing, left his Son George fall
Into the blind Cave of eternal Nivcht.
Fill me a Bowl of Wine; give me a Watch:
Saddle white Surrey for the Field to Morrow ¢
Look that my Staves be found, and not too heavy. Ratcliff.
Rat. My Lord.
K. Rich. Saw’ft the melancholy Lord Northumberland?
Rat. Thomas the Earl of Surrey, and himfelf,
Mauch about Cock-fhut time, from Troop to Troop
Went through the Army, cheering up the Soldiers.
K. Rich. So, I #m fatisfy’d ; give me a Bowl of Wine,
T have not that alacrity of Spirit,
Nor cheer of Mind that I was wont to have,
Set it down. Is Ink and Paper ready?
Rar. Ttis, my Lord.
K. Rich. Bid my Guard watch. Leave me.
Ratclyf, about the mid of Night come to my Tent,
And helpto Arm. Leave me, I fay, [ Exit Ratcliff.
Enter Derby to Richmond in bis Tens,
Derby. Foitune and Vi€ory fit on thy Helm.
Rich. All comfort that the datk Night can afford,

o
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Be to thy Perfon, noble Father-in-Law,
Tell me, how fares our noble Mother 2
Derby, 1, by Attorney, blefs thee from thy Mother,
Who prays continually for Richmond’s geod ;
So much for that. The filent Hours {teal on,
And fliky Darknefs breaks within the Eaft,
In brief, for {5 the Seafon bids us be,
Prepare thy Battel early in the Morning,
And put thy Fortune to th’ Arbitrement
Of bloody Stroaks, and mortal ftaring War:
I, as I may, (that which I would, I cannor)
With beft advaotage will deceive the time,
And aid thee in this doubtful thock of Arme.
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; the leifure, and the fearful time
Cuts off the ceremonious Vows of Love,
And ample enterchange of fwect Difcourfe,
Which fo long fundred Friends fhould dwell upon:
God give us leifure for thefe rites of Love,
Once more Adieu, be valiant, and fpeed well.
Richm. Good Lords, condu@ him to bjs Regiment:
T'll firive, with troublcd Noife, to take a Nap,
Left lcaden flumber poize me down to morrow,
When I fhould mount with Wings of Vi&ory :
Once more, good Night, kind Lords and Gentlemen,
[ Exennt. Maner Richmond.
O thou, whofe Captain I account my feif,
Look on my Forces with a gracious Eye:
Puc in their Hands thy brufing Irons of wrath,
That they may crufh down with a heavy fall,
Th* ufurping Helmets of our Adverfaries,
M:ke us thy Minifters of Chaftifement,
That we may praife thee in thy Victory:
Tothee 1 do commend my watchful Soul,
E’er I let fall the Windows of mine Evyes:
Sleeping, and waking, oh defend me fhill. [Sleeps.
Enier the Ghof? of Prince Edward, Son o Henry the Six:,
Ghoft, Let me fit heavy on thy Soul to morrow :

[7o K. Rich.
- Think
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Think hew thou Rabb'dft me in the prime of Youth
At Tewksbury; defpair therefore, and die. 3
Be cheerful, Richmond, [ 7o Richm,
For the wronged Souls
Of butcher'd Princes fight in thy behalf:
King Henry’s iflae, Richmond, comforts thee.
Enter the Ghoft of Henry the Ssxth.
Gheff. When [ was morial, my anointed Bedy,
| 7o K. Rich,
By thee was punched full of holes;
Thirk on th: Tower, ard me: D fpair and die.
Henry the Sixth bids thee d-fpairy and die.

Virtuous and holy, be thou Corq icror, [ 7o Richm.

Harry, that prophefied thou th uldft be King,
Doth comfort thee i flecp, bre, ava flurthy’
Enter the Ghoft of € larence.
Ghoft. ' Let me fit hcavy on thy Soul to marrow;
Lfa K. Rich.
I that was wafh’d to death in Fulf m Wine,
Poor Clarence, by thy guile berray’d to death:
To morrow in the Battel think on me,
And fu!!f t‘;zy Cdg:t{', Sxx/nrd', d ﬁ)a:r an d'('.
Thou Off-ipring of the Houfe of Lancafler, [ To Richm.
The wronged Heirs of Tork do pray f  thee,
Good Angels guard thy Battel, live and fl urith,
Enter the Ghofts of Rivers, Gray, and Vaughan,
Riv. Let me f{it heavy on thy Soul to morrow,
[ 7o K. Rich
Rivers, that dy’d at Pomfret: Defpair, and die.
Gray. Think upon Gray, and let thy Soul defpair.
; (7o K. Rich.
Vaugh. Thiok upon VPauzhan, a:d with guil'y fear

|_Ta K. Rich: )

Let fall thy Launce, defpair and die.

All. Awake, : [Ta Richm.
And thirk our wrongsin Richard’s Bafom '
Will conquer. Awake, and win the Day,

Enter the Ghojt of Lord Haftings,

Ghoft. Bloody and guilty ; guilty awake, 7 [ 7o K- Rich:
And in a bloody Ba‘tel end thy Days, :
Think on Lord Haffings; delpair and die,

Quiet
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Quiet untroubled Sou), [ 70 Richm.
Awake, awake:
Arm, fight; and conquer, for fair Englad’s fake.
Enter the Ghofis of the 1wo young Princes. :
Guofts. Dicam on thy Coufins {70 K. Rich.
Smother’d in the Tower -
Let us be laid within thy Bofom, Richard,
Aid weigh ti.ee down to ruin, fhame, and death.
Thy Nephews Souls bid thee defpair and die,
Slu}) chljmand, [Ta Richm.

S €p in Peace, and wake in Joy,

Good Angels guard thee from the Boar's annoy,
Live, and begee a happy race of Kings.
Edward’s ushappy Sons do bid thee flourifh, -
Enter the Ghoft of Anne his Wife.

Ghoft. Richardy thy Wife, [ 70 K. Rich.
Tha: wietch d Aune, thy Wife,
That never flepe 2 quiet Hour with thee,
Now fills thy {leep with perturbations,
To mo row in the Battel think on me,
And fall thy edglefs Sword, defpair and die.
Thou quier Soul, [7e Richm.
Sleep thou a quiet Sleep:
Dream of Succefs, and happy Vi&ory,
Thy Adverfaries Wife doth pray for thee,

Ewnter the Ghoff of Buckingham.

Ghoft: The firft was I, [7o K. Rich.
That help’d thee to the Crown:
The laft was I, that felt thy Tyranny.
O, in the Battel think on Buckirghans,
And die in terror of thy guiltinefs,
Dream on, dream or, of bloody Deeds and Death,
Fainting defpair; defpairing yield thy breath.
I dy’d for hope,
E'r Icould lend thee aid;
But cheer thy Heart, and be thou not difmay’d:
God, and good Angels fight on Richmond’s fide,
And Richard falls in heightof allhis Pride. [ 7he Ghofts vani b,

[ K. Richard farzs ons of bis Dream,

K. Rich. Giveme another Horfe, bind up my Wounds:

Have mercy, Ye/u Soft, I did but dream,

[To Richm.

o
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O coward Confcience! how doft thou 2fli& me?

The Lights burn blue—— It is not dead Mid-nighte——

Cold fearful Drops ftand on my trembling Flefh

What? do I fear my felf? There’s none elfe by,

Richard Yoves Richard, thatis, I am 1.

Is there a Murtherer here? Noj; Yes, [am:

Then fly 2 what from my fif? Great reafon; why?

Left I revenge. What 2 my {cIf upon my felf ¢

Alack, I love my felf. Wherefore? For any good

That I my felf have done upon my felf?

O no. Alas, I rather bate my felf,

For hateful Deeds committed by felf,

I am a Villain; yet I lie, I am not.

Fool, of thy {iIf fpeak—— well Fool, do not flatter.

My Conlfcience hath a thoufand feveral Tongues,

And every Tongue brings in a {everal Tale,

And every Tale condemns me for a Villain;

Perjury, in the high’ft degree,

Mugther, ftern Murther, in the dir’ft degree,

All feveral Sins, all us’d in each degree,

Throng all to th’ Bar, crying al, Guilty, guilty.

I fhall defpair, there is no Creature loves me;

And if [ die, no Soul fhall pity me.

Nay, wherefore fhould they 2 fince that I my felf

Find in my felf no pity to my felf.

Mcthougit, the Souls of all that 1 had murtherd

Came to-my Tent, and every one did threat

To morrows Vengeance on the head of Richard,
Enter Ratcliff,

Rat. My Lord.
K. Rich. Who's there?

Rat. Rarcliffy my Lord, ’tis I; the early Village Cock

Hath twice done Salutation to the Morn;
Your Friends are up, and buckle on their Armour.
K. Rich. O Ratcliff, 1 fear, 1 feir —

Rat. Nay, good my Lord, be not afraid of (hadows.

K. Rich. By the Apoftle Paul (hadows to night
Have ftruck more terrour to the Soul of Ricbard,
Than can the fubftance of ten thoufand Soldiers
Armed inproof, and led by fhallow Richmond,




of Richard TH.: * 70

"Tis not yet near Day, Come, go with me,
Under our Tents;, Pl play the Eaves-droppir,
To hear if any Man (hrink from me. .
[Exennt K. Richard and Ratcliff,
Enter the Lords to Richmond fitting in his Tent.
Lords. Good morrow, Richmond.
Richm. Cry you mercy, Lords, and watchful Gen-
tlemen,
That you have ta'en a tardy Sluggard here.
Lords. How have you flept, my Lord ¢
Richm. The {weetclt Sleep,
And faireft boading Dreams,
That ever entred 10 4 drowfie Head.
Have I fince your departure had, my Lords.
Methought their Souls, whofe Bodies Richard murther’d,
Came to my Tent, and cried on Viéoty.
I promife you my Heart is very jocund,
In the remembrance of o fair 2 Dream:
How far into the Morning is it, Lords?
Lords. Upon the ftroak of four.
Richm. Why then ’tis time to Arm, and give dire&ion,
More than I have faid, loving Countrymen,
The leifure :nd enforcement of the time
Forbids to dwell upon ; yet remember this;
God, and our good Caufe, fight upon our fide;
The Prayers of holy Sainte, and wronged Souls,
Like high rear’d Bulwarks, ftand Before or Faces:
Richard except, thofe whom we fight agiinfl,
Had rather hive us win, than him they follow.
For, what is he they follow? Truly Gentlemen,
A bloody Tyrant, and'a Homicide:
One rais’d in Blood, and one in Blood eftablith’d;
One that made means to come by what he hath,
And {laughter'd thofe that were the means to help him;
A bafe foul Stone, made precious by the foil
Of England’s Chair, where he is falfely fce.
One that hath ever been God’s Enemy;
Then if you fight againft God’s Enemy,
God will in juftice ward you as his Soldiers.

If
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If you do fwear to puta Tyrant down,
You flecp in Peace, the Tyrart being flain:
If you do fight againft your Countries Foes,
Your Countries Fat fhall pay your pains the hires
If you do fight in fafeguard of your Wives,
Your Wives fhall welcame home the Conquerors.
If you do free your Children from the Sword,
Your Childrens Children quits it in your Age.
Then in the Name of God and ali thefe rights,
Advance your Standards, draw your willing Swordss
For me, the ranfom 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 fhare his part thereof.
Sound Drums and Trumpets boldly, and chearfully,
God, and Saint George, Richmond, and Vi&ory.
Eunter King Richard, Ratcliff, asd Catesby.

K. Rich. What faid Northumbe:land, as touching Riche
mond}

Rat. That he was never trained up in Arms.

K. Rich. He faid the truth; and whar faid Swrrey then.

Rat. He fmil'd and faid, the better for our purpofe.

K. Rich. Hle was in the right, and fo indeed it is.
Tell the Clock there. (Clock ferikese
Give me a Kulender ——who faw the Sun to day?

Rap. Not [, my Lord.

K. Rich, Then he difdains to (hine; for, by the Book,
He thou!d have brav’d the Eaft an hour ago —
A black Day it will be to fome body, Rarcliff.

Rat. My Lord.

K. Rich. The Sun 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 (hine to day? why what is that to me
More than to Richmond? for the felf-fame Heav’n
That frowns on me, looks fadly upon him.

Enter Norfolk.
Norf. Arm, arm, my Lord, the Foes vaunt in the Fields
K. Rich. Come, buftle, buftle——Caparifon my Horfe.

Call up Lord Sranley, bid him bring his Power, »
I
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I will lead forth my Soldiers to the Plain,
And thus my Battel fhall be ordered.
My Foreward fhall be drawn 1n length,
Confifting equally of Horfe and Foor:
Our Archers (hall be placed in the midft;
Fobn Duke of Norfolky, Thomas Ear] of Surrey,
Shall have the leading of the Foot and Horfe.
They thus direGed, we will follow
“In the main Battel, whofe Puiflance on either fide
Shall be well winged with our chiefeft Horfe:
This, and S:. George to boot,
What chink'f} thou, Norfol, 2
Nor. A good Dire&ion, warlike Sovereign,
This found I on my Teat this Morning, [Giving & Serowi,

Jocky of Norfolk, be 50r Jo bold, [ Reads,
For Dickon thy Mafter is bonght and fild,
1
s Rich. A thing devifed by the Enemy,
Go Gentlemen, every Man to his Charge,
w Let not our babling Dreams affright our Sou]s,
For Conftience is 3 Word that Cowards ufe,
Devis'd at firft to keep the ftrong in awe,
it Our ftrong Arms be oy Confcience, Swords o Law,
arch on, join bravely, let us to’ pell me]l,
Ifnot to Heav’n, then hand in hand to Hejj,
{ Whae thall | fay more than I have inferr’d 2
emember whom you are to cope with,],
A fort of Vagabonds, Rafcals, Run-aways,
A lcum of Britains, and bafe Lackey-Peafants,‘
Whom their oer-cloyed Country vomirs forth
To defperate Adventures, and affur'd Deftru&ion,
ou flecping fafe, they bring you to unreft ;
ou haviag Lands, and bleft with beauteoys Wives,
hey wou!d reftrsipn the one, diftain the other.,
drd who doth Jead them, but 5 paltry Fellow 2
Ong kept in Britain at our Mother’s Cof,
milk-fop, one thae never in his Life
Felt fo much Co'd, as over Shooes in Snow :
Let’s whip thefe Stragglers o'er the Seas again,
Lath henge thefe ever-weening Rags of France,

Yo 1v, N Thefe
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. Thefe-fimifh’d Beggars, weary of their Lives,
' Who, but for dreaming- on this fond Exploit
For want of means, poor Rats, had hang’d themfelves,
If we be conquer’d, let Men conquer us,
And not thofe Baftard=Britains, whom our Fathers
Have in their own Land beaten, bobb'd and thump’d,
And on Record, lefr them the Heirs of Shame.
Shall thefc enjoy our Lands ? lye with our Wives?
Ravith our Daughters? ( Drum afar off,
Hark, I hear their Dram,
Right Gentlemen of England, fight boldly, Yeomen,
Draw, Archers, draw your Arrows to the Head.
Spur your proud Horfis hurd, and ride in Blood,
Amaze the Welkin with your broken Staves.
Enter a Meffenger.
What fays Lord Stamley, will he bring his Power?
Mef. My Lord, he doth deny to come,
K. Rich. Off with his Son George’s Head,
Nor. My Lord, the Eremy is paft the Matfh;
After the Bartel let. Géorge Sranley dye.
K. Rich. A thoufind Hearts are great within my Bofom.
Advance our Standards, fetwpon our Foes,
Our ancient word of Courage, fair St. George,
Infpire us with the fpleen of fiery Dragonss
Upon them, Vi&ory fits on our Helms. [ Exennt.
Alaram. Exenrfions. Enter Cateshy.
Catef. Refcue, my Lord of Norfolk,
Refcue, Relcue:
The King enaéts more Wonders than a2 Man,
Daring an oppofite to every Danger :
His Hoifz is flain; and all on foot he fights,
Secking for Rickmond in the throat of Death:
Refcue, fair Lord, orvelfe the Day is loft.
Alarums.  Enter King Richard.
K. Rich. A Horfe, 12 Horfe, my Kingdom for a Horfe.
Caref. Withdraw, my Lord, Il help you to a Horfes
K. Rich, Slave, I have fet my Life upon a caft,
And I will ftand the hazard of the Dies
1 think there be fix Richmonds in the Field,
Five have I {lain to Dav, inftead of him,
A Horle; a Horfe, my Kingdom for a Heorfe.
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Alarum. Enter King Richard and Richmond, they fishz,
Richard 45 flain.

Rerreat, wnd Flourifh, Enter Richmond, Derby bearing
the Crown, with divers other Lords,

Richm. God and your Arms be prais’d, Vicorious Friends ;
The Day is ours, the bloody Dog is dead,

Derby. Couragious Richmond, well haft thoy acquit theps
Lo, here thefc long ufurped Royalties,
From the dead Temples of this bloody Wretch,
Have I pluckt off, to grace thy Brows withal,
Wear it, and make vfe of ir,

Richm. Great God of Heaven, fay Amen to all,

~ But tell me, is young George Stanley living?

Derby. He s, my Lord, and fafe in Leicefter Town;
Whither, if you pleafe, we may withdraw us.
Richm. What Men of Note are flain on either Side?
Derby. Fobn Duke of Norfolk, Walter Lord Ferris,
Sir Robers Bm{mbﬂrj, and Sir Williams Brandon,
Richm. Inter their Bodies as becomes their Births,
Proclaim a Pardon to the Soldiers fled,
Thit in Submiffion will return to us:
And then, as we have ta’en the Sacrament,
We will unite the White Rofe, and the Red,
Smile Heav’n upon this fair Conjun&ion,

That long hath frown’d upon their Enmiry:

e

What Traitor hears me, and {iys not Amen?

England hath long been mad, and feard her felf:

The Brother blindly thed the Brother's Blood,

The Father rathly flaughter’d his own Son;

The Sons, compelld, been Butchers to the Sire :

All this divid-d Zork and Lancafter,

Divided in their dire Divifon.

O now let Richmond and Elizabeth,

T'e true Succeeders of each Royal Houfe,

By God's fuir O:dinarce, carjoin together »

And let their Heirs, God, if thy Will be fo,

Eorich the time to come, witn imooth-fac’d Pesce;

With miline Plenty, and fair profperous Days,

Abate the edge of Traitors, Gracious Lord, .
: N 2 That
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That would reduce thefe bloody Days again,
And make poor England weep in {treams of Blood,
Let them not live to tafte this Land’s encreafe,
That would with Treafon wound this fair Land’s Peace.
Now Civil Wounds are ftopp’d, Peace lives again;
That the may long live here, God fay, Amen. - [Exenns.
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Dramatis Perfonz.

ING Henry the Eighth.

K Cardinal Wolley, ks firft Minifter aund. g
wourste. -

Cranmery, Archbybop of Canterbury,

Duke of Norfolk.

Duke of Buckingham.

Duke of Sufiolkq

Earl of Surrey.

Lord Chamberlain.

Cardinal Campcius, the Pope’s Legat.

Capucius, Amobaffador from the Emperor Charles
the Fifih.

Gardiner, Bifhop of Winchefter,

Lord Abcrgavenny. 2

Lord Sands.

Jir Henry Guilford,

Sir Thomas Lovell.

§7r Anthony Denny.

J7r Nicholas Vaux.

the King.
Griftith, Gentleman-Ufber to. Queen Katherine.
Three Gentlemen,
Dr. Butts, Phyfician to the King.
Surveyor to the Duke of Buckingham.,
Porter and his Man.

€romwell, fir/t Servant to Wolley, afterwards to |
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Lueen Katherine, frfk Wife to King Henry, aof-
terwards Divorc'd.
Annc Bullen, belov'd by the K ingy  and afier-
Wl wards married 2o him.
An old Lady, Friend to Anne Bullen.

Patience, Woman of the Bed-Chamber 1o Queen
Kathcrine,

Several Lords and Ladies who afpear in the
dumb  Shewws.  Women attending upon the
Queen. Spirits awhich appear to ber. Scribes,
Officersy, Guards, and other Attendants.
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Come no mere to make you langhs Things now,

That bear a Weighty, and a Serions Brow, l
Sady bigh, and working, full of State and Woe; -4
Such noble Scenes, as draw the Eye to flow,

We now prefents Thofe that can Pity, here
May, if they think it well, let fall a Tear,

The Subject will deferve it.  Such as give

Their Mony ont of hope they may belicve,

May here find Trath too.  Thof¢ that come to fee
Only a fhew or two, and [o agrec,

The Play may pafs: If they be ftilly, and willing,
Lil nndertake may fee away their Shilling
Richly in two [bore Homrs. Only they b
T hat come to bear a merry, bawdy Play, : gl k
A noife of Targets: Or to fee a Fellow B
In a long Motley Coat, gnarded with Yellow,

Will be deceiv’'d : For, gentle Hearers, know i —
To rank onr chofen Truth with fuch a fhow '
As Fool, and Flght is, befide forfeiting

Ownr own Brainsy and the Opinion that we bring
That make that only true, we now intend, :
Will leave us never an underflanding Fricnd.
Therefore, for Goedne[s [ake, and as you are known
The firft and bappieft Hearers of the Town,

Be fad, as we would make ye. '1hink jye fee

The very Perfons of our noble Story,

As they were Living s Think you fee them Great,
Ard fo[[ow’d with the general ﬂ}ra;fg, and [weat
Of thoufand Eriends then, in a moment, [ce

Haow foon this Mightine[s meers Mifery.
And if you can be merry then, L'l fay,
A Man may weep npon bis Wedding Day,




Enter the Dype of Norfolk at ome Door: Ar the
other, the

Duke of Buckingham, and the Lord
Abcrgzzvenny.

B’()CI(ING‘HAM.

S]OOD morrow, and well met. How have

Since laft we fay Y'in France 2 [ye done
Nor. T thank your Grace -

| Healthful, and ever fince a frefh admirer
Cf what [ faw there,

Buck. An untimely Ague
Staid me a Prifoner in my Chamber, when

Thofe Sons of Glory, thofe two Lights of Men
Met in the vale of _r.res.

Nor, *Twixt Guynes and Ardres,
' I was then prefent, faw them falute on Horfe-back,

Beheld
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Beheld them when they lighted, how they clung
Tn 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
¥ was my Chamber’s Priloner.

Nar. Then you loft
The view of earthly Glory: Men might fay
sTill this time Pomp was fingle, but now marricd
Toone above it {elf. Each following day
Became the next Day’s Mafter, *till the laft
Made former Wonders, its. To day the Fresch,
All Clinquant, a'l in Gold, like Heathens Gods
Shooe down the Englifh; and to morrow, they
Made Britain, India: Every Man that {eood,
Shew’d like a Mine. Their Dwarfith Pages were
As Cherubinsy all gilt; the Madams too,
Not us’d to torl, d:d almoft fweat to bear
The Pride upon them, that their very labour
Was to them is a Painting. Now this Mask
Was cry’d incomparable; ard th® enfuing nighe
Made it a Fool, and Beggar. The two Kings
Equalin luftre, were now beft, now worft
As prefence did prefent them; him in Eye,
il him in praife; and being prefent both,
*Fwas faid they faw but one, and no Difcerner

Purft wag his Tongue in cenfure. When thefe Suns,
For fothey phrafc ’em, by their Heralds, challeng’d

“Fhe noble Spirits to Arms, they did perform

Beyond thought’s compafs, that former fabutous Story

Being now feen poflible enough, got credit
% h.t ‘Bevis was believ’d,
Bnck. Oh. you go far.
Nor.. As 1 belong to worthip, and affe@,
n Hooour, Honefty, the tra& of ev’ry thing
Would by a good Difeourfer lofe fome life,
Which A&ions felf was Tongue to.
Buck, Al was Royal,
Fo the difpofing of it nought rebell’d,
©xder gave each thiag view. The Office did

TiftinGly
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Diftin&y his fu]) Fun&ion; who did guide,
I mean who fct che Budy and the Limps
Of this grear fport together,
As you guc!s?

Nor. Oue certes, that Promifes no' Element
In fuch a Bufinefs.

Buck, T pray you, who, my Lord?

Nor, Al this was order'd by the gnod Difcretion
Of the right Reverend Cardmnal of 70,4,

Buck. The Devil fpeed him: No M.ns Pye is freed
From his ambitious Finger.  Wrhat had he
To do in thefe fierce Vanities? T wonder

Chalks Succ flors thei; Way 5 nor call'd upon
For high Feits done to th"Crown; neither Allied
To eminent Afhiftants; byt Spider-like
Out of his felf-drawn Web; O gives us note,
e force of his own merit makes his way,

A Gift that Heaven gives for him, which buys
A place next to the King.

Aber. 1 cannot el
What Heav’n hath given him; Iet fome graver Eye
Pierce into that: bue [ can fee his Pride
Peep through each Part of him; whence has he that,
If not from He 15 the Devil is 3 Niggaid,
Or has given him 3 before, and he begins
A new Hell in himf|f, ‘

Buck. Why the Devil,

pon this Frencl going out, took he upon him,
Wirhout the Privity o’th’ King, t'appoint

ho fhould attend on him?2 he makes up the File
Of al] the Gentry 5 for the moft part {uch
To whom: a5 great a Charge as Jitr)e Honoup

€ meant to lay upon; and his own Letter

he Honourable Beard of Ceupgil out
Muft ferch limin, he Pipers,

Abey,
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Aber. 1 do know
Kin{men of mine, three at the leaft, that have
By this fo ficken’d their Eftates, that never
They fhall abound, as formerly.
Buck. O many
Have broke their Backs with laying Manors on ’em
For this great Journey. What did this great Vanity
But minifter Communication of
A moft poor Iffue,
Nor. Grievingly, I think,
The Peace between the French and us not. values
The Coft that did conclude it.
Buck, Every Man,
After the hideous Storm that follow’d, was
A thing infpir’d, and not confulting, broke
Into a general Prophefie; that this Tempeft,
Dafhing the Garment of this Peace, aboaded
The fudden breach on't.
Nor. Which. is budded out :
For France hath flaw’d the League, and hath attach’d
Our Merchants Goods at Bourdeanx.
Aber. Is it therefore
Th* Ambaflador is filenc’d?
Nar. Marry ist.
Aber. A proper Title of Peace, and purchas’d
Ar a fupefluous rate, -
Buck. Why all this bufinefs
Our Reverend Cardinal carried.
Nor. ‘Like it your Grace,
T he State takes notice of the private Difference
Betwixt you and the Cardinal. I advife you
(And take it from a Heart that withes towards your
Honour, and plenteous Safety) that you read
The Cardinal’s Malice, and his Potency
Together: To confider further, that
What his high Hatred would affe@, wants not
A Minifter in his Power. You know- his Nature,
That he’s revengeful ; and I know, kis Sword
Hath a fharp edge: It’s long, and’t may be faid,
It reaches far, and where ’twill not exgend,
Thither he darts it. Bofom up my Counfel,
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You'll find it wholfome. Lo, where comes that Rock
That I advife your thunning,

Enter Cardinal Wolley, the Purfe born before him, certain of
the Guard, and 1wo Secretaries with Papers; the Cardinal
in his paffage fixeth bis Eye on Buckingham, and Bucking -
ham on bim, borp f#ll of difdain,

Wol. The Duke of Buckingham’s Surveyor? Ha?
Where’s his Examination 2

Secr. Here, fo pleafe you,

Wal. 1s he in Perfon ready ?

Secr. Ay, an’t pleafe your Grace.

Wol. Well, we fhall then know more, and Buckingbam (hall
leflen his big look, [Exeant Cardinal with his Train,

Bucks This Butcher's Cur is venome mouth’d, and I

ave not the power to muzzle him, therefore beft
Not wake him in his flumber. - A Beggar’s Book
Out-worths a Noble’s Blood.

Nor., What, are you chaf’d?
Ask God for temprance, - that's th’ appliance only
Which your Difeafe requires,

Buck. I read in’s Looks
Matrer againft me, and his Eye revil’d
Me as his abje& Obje&, at this inftant
He bores me with fome Trick; he’s gone to th’ King:
Yl follow and out*Rare him,

Nor. Stay, my Lord,
And let your Reafon with your Choler queftion
What ’tis you go about; to climb fteep Hills
Requires flow pace at fikt,  Anger is like
A full-hot Horfz, who being allow’d his way
Self-mettle tires him: Not 3 Man in Edgland
Can advife me, [ike you: Be to your felf,
As you would to your Friend,

Buck. I'll-to the King,
And, from a mouth of Honour, quite cry down
Th s Ipfwich Fellow?’s Infolence ;” or proclaim,

ere’s difference in no Perfons,

Nor, Be advis’d;
Heat not 2 Furnace for your Foe fo hot
That it do finge your flf, We may out-run
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By violent fwiftnefs, that which werunats:
Ard lofe by our over-running: Know you not,
The Fire that mounts the Liquor tii’t run G €r,
In feeming to augment it, waftesit: Be advis'd 5
1 fay again, there is no Englifb Soul
More ftronger to dire@ you than your felf,
If with the fap of Reafon you would quenchy
Or but allsy the fire of Paflion.

Buck. Sir,
I am thankful to you, and I’ll go along
By your P:efcription ; but this top-proud Fellow,
Who from the flow of Gal I name noty but
From fincere Motions, by ictelligence,
And proofs as clear as Founts in F#ly, when
We fce cach grain of Gravel, I do know
To be corrupt and treafonous.

Nor. Say not, treafonous.

Buck. To th King I'll ay’t,and make my vouch as ftrong
As fhore of Rock attend.  This holy Fox,
Or Wolf, or both (for he is equal rav’nous
As he is fubtle, and as prone to milchief,
As able to perform’) his Mind and Place
Infe&ing one another 3 yea reciprocally,
Onlg to thew his Pomp, as well in France,
As here at home, fuggefts the King our Malter
To this laft coftly Treaty, th’enterview,
That {wallow’d {fo much Treafure, and like a Glafs
Did break i’th’ wrenching.

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 ratifi’d
As he cry’d, Thuslet it be to as much erd,
As give a Crutch toth’ dead,  But our Count-Cardinal
Has done this, and ’tis well —for worthy Wo/fey,
Who cannot err, he did it. . Now this follows,
(Which, as I take it, is a kind of Puppy
Fo th* old Dam, Treafon) Charles the Emperaor,
Under pretence to {ee the Queen his Aunt,
(For "twas indeed his Colour; but he came
To whifper Welfey) here makes Vifizations

His




sk

-0 my Lord Abergavenny, fare ye wells

Kimg Henry VI 1727

His Fears were that the Intervieyw betwixt
England and France, might through their Amiry
Breed him fome prejudice ; for from this League
Peep’d harms, that menac’d him, He privily b,
Deals with our Cardinal, and s I trow,
Which I do well——for | am {ure the Emperor
Paid e’er he promis’d, whereby his fuit was granted -
E'er it was ask'd.  But when the W3y was made,
And pav’d with Gold; the Emperor thus defir'd,
That he would pleafe to alter the King’s courfe,
And break the forefaid Peace, Let the King know,
As foon he thall by me, thae thus the Cardingl
Does buy and fell his Honou as he pleafes,
And for his own Advantage,

Nor. I am forry
To hear this of him; and could with you were
Something miftaken in'e,

Back. No, not a Syllable:
I do pronounce him i that very Shape
He fhall appear in proof..
Ester Brandon, A Serjeant ar Arms before bimy - and ooy

three of the Guard,

Bran. Your Office, Serjeant; execute ir.

Sers. Sir,
My Lord the Duke of Buckingham, and Earl
Of Hertford, Stafford ana Northampton, I
Arreft thee of High Treafon, in the name
Of our moft Sovereign Kio

Buck, Lo you, my Lord,
The Net has fali'n upon me ; I (hall perifhy
Under device and pra&ice,

Bran. 1 am forry

o fee you ta’en from Liberty, to look on

The bufinefs prefent. °Tis his Highinefs pleafyre
ou fhall to th’ 7oy,

Buck, 1t will help me nothing

0 plead mine Tnnocence ; for thae Dye is on me,
Which makes my whit'f part black. “The will of Heav’a
¢ done in this and 4] things: [ obe e

y.

T,

Bran,
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Bran. Nay, he muft bear you Company. The King
Is pleas’d ‘voﬂu {hall to th’Zower, ‘ull you know
How he determincs furthere
Aber. As the Duke faid,
The Will of H:av'n be done, and the King’s Pleafure
By me obey’d.
Bran. Here is a warrant from
The King, tattach Locd AMontagne, and the Badies
Of the Duke’s Confeflor; Fobr de la Car,
One Gilbert Peck, bhis Counfellor.
Buck. So, fo;
Thefe are the Lambs o’ch’ Plot, no more, I hope,
Bran. A Monk o’th’ Chartrenx.
Buck. O Michael Hopkins.
Bran. He.
Buck. My Surveyor is filfe, the o’er-great Cardinal
Hath fhew’d him Gold; mv Life is fpana’d already:
I am the thadow of poor Buckinzham,
Whofe Figure even this inftant Cloud puts on,
By dark’ning my clear Sun, My Lord, farewel. [Exesnt,

5 C-F N ESNLL

Cornet.  Enter King Henry, leaning on the Cardinals Shoulder;
the Nobles and Sir Thomas Lovel; the Cardinal places him
#under the King's Feety on his right fide.

King. My Life it felfy and the beft Hart of ir,
Thanks you for this great Care : I ftood i’ch’ level
Of a full-charg'd Confederacy, and give tharks
To you that choak'd it. Lert be cali’d before us
That Gentleman of Buckingham’s in Peifon,

I’ll hear him his Conftffions juftific,
And point by point the Treafons of his Mafter
He fhall again relate.

of Nortfolk. Enter the Queen, Norfolk awd S

: Laeen, N ffolk; fhe
kneels. The King rifeth from bis 8, ] 4 Y
and placeth her bjg bzin. ' g8 m“»), e

QOneen. Nay, wemuit longer kneel ; T am 3 Suitor,
Kiﬂg'

<A noife, with crying, Room for the Queen, T fber’d by the Duke :
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King. Arife, and take place by us; half your Syje
Never name to us; you have half our Power :
The other moiety e’er you ask is given;
Repeat your Will, and take it,
Queen. Thank your Majedty.
That you would ove your felf, and in that love
Not unconfidered leave your Honour, nor
The dignity of your Office, is the point
Of my Pettion.
King. Lady mine; proceed,
Queen. I am follicited, not by a few,
And thofe of true Condition, that your Subje&s
Arein great Grievance ; there have been Commiflions
Sent down among *em, which have flaw'd the Heart
Of all their Loyalties; wherein, although, [7o \Volfeg-".
My good Lord Cardinal, they vent R eproaches
Moft bitterly on you, as putter on
Of thefe ExaQions, yet the King, our Mafter,
Whofe Honour Heav’n fhield from Soil, even he efcapes not
Language unmannerly ; yea, fuch which breaks
The fides of Loyalty, and almoft appears
In loud Rebellion.
Norf, Not almoft appears,
It doth appear; for, upon thefe| Taxations;

“ The Clothiers all, not able to maintain
“% The many to them ’longing, have pue off

The Spinfters, Carders, Fullers, Weavers, who,
Unfit for other Life, compell'd by Hunger,
And lack of other Means, in defperate mannet,
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?
Wol. Pleafe you, Sir,
Tknow but of 3 fingle part in oughe
Pertains o th State, and front bue in that file
here others tel] Steps with me, =

' & QOuneen, No, my Lord,

You know no more than others : but you frame
Y &\Vor. 1v. - s Things
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Things thit are known alike, which are not whollome
To thofe which would not know them, and yet mufk
Perforce be their acquaintances. Thefe Exaltions
(W hereof my Sovereign would have note) they are
Moft peftilent to th’ hearing, and to bear “cm,
The Back is facrifice to th’ Load; they fays
They are devis’d by you, or elfe you fuffer
Too hard an Exclamation. ;

King. Still Exation!
The nature of it, in what kind, let’s knew,
Is this Exa&tion?

Queen. 1 am much too venturous
In tzmpting of your Patience, but am boldned
Under your promis’d Pardon. The Subjects Grief
Comes through Commiffions, which compels from each
The fixth part of his Subftance, to be levied
Without delay ; and the pretence for this
Ts nam’d, your Wars in France; this makes bold Mouths;
Tongues pit their Duties out, and cold Hearts freeze
Allegiance in them 3 their Curles now '
Live where their Prayers did; and it’s come to pafs,
That traQable Obedience is a Slave
To each incenfed Will : I would your Highnefs
Would give it quick Confideration, for
There is no primer bafenefss

King. By my Life,
This is againft our Pleafure.

Wol, And for me,
I have no further gone i this, than by
A fingle Voice, and that notpaft me, but
By learned Approbation of the Judges: If I am
Traduc’d by ignorant Tongues, which neicher know
My Faculties nor Pérfon, yer will be
The Chronicles of my doing 5 let me fay,
*T'is but the fate of Place, and the rough Brake
That Virtue muft go through: We muft not flint
Our neceflary A&ions in the fear
To cope malicious Cenfurers, which ever,
As rav nous Fifhes, do a Veflel follow
That is new trimm’d ; but benefit no further
Than vainly lenging. What we oft do beft,
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By fick Interpreters, once weak ones, is

Not ours, or not allow’d 3 what worft, as oft
Hitting a grofler quality, is cry’d up

For our beft A& ; if we ftand itill,

In fear our motion will be mock’'d or carp’d at,

. We thould take root here where we fit:

Or fit State-Statues only,

King. Things done well,
And with a care, exempt themfelves from fear.
Things done without Example, in their iffue
Are to be feard. Have you a Prefident
Of this Commiffion ? T believe not any.
We muft not rend our Subje@s from our Laws,
And ftick them in our Will. Sixth part of each !
A trembling Contribiution——why we take
Fromevery Tree, Lop, Bark, and parto’th’ Timber
And though we leave it with a root- thus hacke,
The Air will drink the Sap, To every Country
Where this is queftion’d, fend our Letters, with

* Free pardon to each Man that has deny’d,

by

Than ever they were fair.  This Man fo complear,
e o Ry

The Force of this Commiffion ; pray look to’t,
I put it to your €are.
Wol. A word with you, (70 the Secretary.
Let there be Letters writ ro every Shire
Of the King®s Grace and Pardon; the griev'd Commons
Hardly conceive of me. Let it be nois’d,
That through our Interceffion, this R evokement
And Pardon comes 3 I thall anon advife you
Further in the Proceeding. LExit Secretary.
Enter Surveyor.
Queen. 1 am forry that the Duke of Buckingham
Is run in your Difpleafure,
King, It grieves many;
The Gentleman is Learn’d, and 3 moft rare Speaker,
To Nature none more bound, bis training fuch,
That he may furnifh and inftru@ great Teachers,
And never feck for Aid out of himfelf; yet fee,
When thefe fo Noble Benefits fhall prove

Not well difpos’d, the Mind growing ence corrupt,

€y turn to vicious Forms, ten times more ugly

Who

i
{
I

T
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Who was e roll’d *mongft Wonders ; and when we
! 10{t with ravilhe l:’ihmz, could not find

{is hour of Speech, a minute; He, my Lady,

th into monftrous habits put the Graces

{"hat once were his, and is become as black,

As if befmear’d in Hell, Sit :\ us, and, you fhall hear
i"his was his Gentleman in truf L, ) of him

i s to ftrike Honour fad. Bid him recount

To force-recited Pra&ices, whereof

5

We cannot feel too little, hear too mucl.

Wol. Stand forth, and with bold Spirit relate, what you,

Molt like a careful Subje&, have colle&ed
Out of the Duke of Buckingham.

King. Speak freely.

Surv. Firft, it was ufual with him every day,
It would mfeé his Speech, thatif the King
mould without Iflue dye, he’ll carry it fo

"o make the Scepter his. Thefe very Words
i' ve heard him ttter to his Son-in-law,

I r)rd A’!J:r gaveny, to whom by Oath he menac’d
enge r" n'the Cardinal.
,7;»"7«)!. Pleafe your Highnefs, note

Chis dangerous Concepuon in this Point,

Not friended by his wifh to your high Perfon ;
His Will is moft malignant, and it firetches
Beyond you to your Friends.

Queen. My learned 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 {peak oughr?
Surv. He was brought to this,
By a vain Prophefie of Nicholas Henton.
King. What was that Henton?
Surv. Sir; a Chartrenx Friar,
His Confeflor, who fed him every minute
With words of Sovereignty.

King. How know’ft thmu this 2

Sarv. Not long before your Highnefs fped to Erance,

‘e Duke being at the Rr,c, withinn the Parifh

— = =
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St Lawrence Poultney, did of me demand
~ What was the Speech among the Londoners

Concerning the French Journey. 1 reply’d,

Men fe:r the French would prove perfidious

To tie King’s danger; prefentiy the Duke

Said, *twas the fear indeed, and th ¢ he doubted
*Twould prove the verity of certain Words
Spoke by a holy Monk, that oft, fays he,

Hath fent to me, withing me to pergmit

Jobn de la Cary my Chaplain, a choice hour
To heir from him a Matter of fome moment 3
Whom after, under the € ymmiffions Seal,

He folemnly had fworn, thar what he fpoke

My Chaplain to0 no Creature living, but

Tome, thould utter, with demure Confidence,
Thuspaufingly enfu’d ; neither the King, nor’s Heirs
(Tell youthe Duke) (hall profper, bid him frive
To gain the love o’ch’Commo:alcy, the Duke

= Shall govern England——

Queen. If Lknow you well,
You were the Duke’s Surveyor, and loft your Office
On the comphaint o’th’Tenants; take good heed
You charge not in your Spleen a Noble Perfon,
And fpoil your Noble Soul; I fay, take heed;
Yes, hearrily I befeech you,

King. Let him on,  Goforward,

Surv. On my Soul, I'] fpeak but truth.
Ltold my Lord the Duke, by th’ Devil’s Illufions
The Monk might be decciv’d, and that ‘twas dang rous
Eor him to ruminate on this {o far, until
It forg’d him fome Defign, which, being believ’'d,
It was much like to do: He anfwer’d, Tu(h,
It can do me no damage; adding further,
That had the King in his 12t ficknefs f3il°d,
The Cardinal's and Sir Thomas Lovell's Heads
Should have gone off,

King. Hs ! What, {5 rank? Ah; haics
Thete's Mitchief in this Man; caaft thou fay further 3

Sarv. 1 can, my Liege, -

King, Proceed.
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Surv. Being at Greenwich,
After your Highnefs had reprov’d the Duke i
About Sir William Blumer -

King. I remember of fuch a time, being my {worn Servant,
The Duke retain’d him his. But onj; what hence?

Surv. If, quoth he, I for this Deed had been committed, |l
As to the Tower, I thought; 1 would have plaid "

The Part my Father meant to A& upon b
Th’Ulurper Richard, who being at Salisbury, I
Made {uir to come in’s prefence; which, if granted, b
(As he made femblance of his Duty) would (!
Have put his Koife into him, e

King. A Giant Traitor ! 1%

Wel. Now, Madam, may his Highnefs live in freedom, |l
And this Man out of Prifon?

Queen, God mend all. (fay'R? | L

King, There’s fomething more would out of thee; what |k

Swrv. After the Duke his Father, with the Knife=--- |l
He ftretch’d him, and with one Hand upon his Dagger, | G

Another {pread on’s Breaft, mounting his Eyes, ln
He did difcharge a horrible Oath, whofe tenour l
Was, were he evil us’d, he would out-go 10'%
His Father, by as much as a performance How
Does an irrefolate purpofe. fott
King. There’s his period, lhd
To fheath his Knife in uss he is actach’d, L
Call him to prefent Trial; if he may i
Find Mercy io the Law, is his; if none, Uik
Let him not feek’t of us: By Day and Night Wi
He’s Traitor to th’ height [ Exennts [
A

Ok

8 CENE 1L 1

Enter Eord Chamberlainy and Lord Sands, {h,

Ak
0
Cham. Is’t poflible the Spells of France fhouldjuggle U
Men into fuch ftrange Myfteries? !
Sands. New Cuftoms,
Though they be never fo ridiculous,
Nay let *em be unmanly, yet are follow’d,
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Chams. As far as I fee, all the good our Exglifh
Have got by the laft Voyage, is buc meerly
A fit or two o’th’ Face, but they are threw’d ones;
For when they hold “em, you would fwear dire@ly
Their very Nofes had been Counfellors
To Pepin or Clotharins, they keep State fo.
Sands. They have all new Legs,
And lame ones; one would take ity
That never fee *em pace before, the Spavin,
A Spring-halt, reign’d among *em.
Cham. Death ! my Lord,
Their Cloaths are after fuch a Pagan Cut too,
That {ure th*have worn out Chriftendom : How now 2
What News, Sir Thomas Lovel?
Enter Sir Thomas Lovell,
Loy, ’Faith, my Lord,
I hear of none, but the new Proclamation
That’s clap’d upon the Court Gae.
Cham, What is’c for 2
Lov. The Reformation of our travell’d Gallants,
That fill the Court with Quarrels, Talk and Tailors.
Cham. I’m glad *tis there;
Now I would pray our Monfieurs
To think an Englifh Courtier may be wife,
And never f{ee the Lonvre.
Lov. They muft either
(For fo run the Conditions) leave thofe Remnants
Of Fool and Feather, that they .got in France,

- With all their honourable Points of Ignorance

Pertaining thereupon, as Fights and Fire-works,
Abufing better Men than they can be
Odt of a foreign Wifdom, renouncing clean
The Faith they have in Tennis and tall Stockings,
Short bolftred Breeches, and thofe types of Travel,
And underftand again like hoteft Men ; -
Or pack to their old Play-fellows, there I take it,
They may, Cum Privilegio, wear away
The Lag-end of their Lewdnefs, and be laugh’d at,

Sands, " Tis time to give them Phyfick, their Dileafes
Are grown fo catching.

0 4 Cham.
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Cham, W hat a lofs our Ladies
Wil have of thefe trim Vanities 2
Lov. Ay mairy,
There will be wo indeed, Lords, the fly Whorefons
Have got a {peeding Trick to lay down Ladies:
A French Song and a Fiddle, has no Fellow.
Sands. The Devil fiddle ’em ;3
I am glad they are going,
For {ure there’s no converting em : Now
An honeft Country Lord, as I am, beaten
A loog time out of play, may bring his plain Song,
And have an hour of hearing, and by’r Lady
Held currant Mufick too.
Cham. Well faid, Lord Sands,
Your Colts Tooth is not caft yer?2
Sands. No, my Lord,
Nor fhall not, while I have a Stump.
Cham. Sir Thomas,
Whither were you a-going ?
Lov. To the Cardinal’s ;
Your Lordfhip is a Gueft too.
Cham, O, ’tis true ;
This Night he makes a Supper, anda great one,
To many Lords and Ladies; there will be
The Beauty of this Kingdom, I'll affure you.
Lowy. That Churchman
Bears a bounteous mind indeed;
A hand as fruitful as the Land that feeds us,
His Dew falls every 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 il Do&rine.
Men of his way fhould be moft liberal,
They are fet here for Examples,
Cham. True, theyare fo;
But few now give {o great oncs:
My Barge flays;
Your Lord(hip fhall along : Come, good Sir Thomas,
We {hall be late elfe; which I would not be,

Foz
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* For T was {poke to, with Sir Henry Guilford,
. This Night to be Comptrollers,

Sands. 1 am your Lordihip', [ Exennt,
S G-BaN Byl

Hantboys, A [mall Table under a Srate for the Cardinal, a
longer Table for the Gueffs, = Then entey Anne Bullen, and
divers other Ladies and Gentlemen, as Guefts ar owe Door ;
at another Door enter Sir Henry Guilford,

Guil. Ladies,
A geoeral Welcome from his Grace
Salutes ye all: This Night ke dcdicates
To fair Content, and you: None here he hopes,
In all this noble Bevy, has brought with her
One Care abroad: he would have all g5 merry,
As firll, good Company, good Wiae, good Welcome,
Can make gond People,

Enter Lord Chamberlain, Lird Sands and Eovell,

O my Lord, yaie tardy;
The very thought of this fair Company
Clap’d Wings to me,

Cham. You are young, Sir Henry Guilford,

Sands, Sir Thomas Lovell, had the Cardinal
But haif my Lay-thoughts in him, fome of thefe
Should find a runni. g Barquet, eer they refted,
I thick would better pieafe’em: By my Life,
They are a fweet Society of fair ones.

Lov. O that your Lordthip were but now Coafelfor
To one or two of thefe.

Sands. I would | were,
They thould find calie Penance,

Lov. *Faith, how eafie?

Sands. As eafie 35 2 Down Bed would afford it

Cham. Sweer Ladies, will ic pPleale you fie: Sir Harry,
Place you that fide, Il take the charge of this:
His Grace is entring, nay you muft not freeze,
Two Women placd together makes cold Weather s
My Lotd Sands, you are one will keep *em waking;
Pray fit between thefe Ladies,

Sands,
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Sands. By my Faith .
And thank )):ouryLordﬂ;ip. By your leave, {weet Ladies, %!
If I chance to talk a little wild, forgive me: il

1 had it from my Father. | F
Anne. Was he mad, Sir? : |k
Sands. O very mad, exceeding mad, in love too; Fi

But he would bite none, juft as I do now, ]

He would kifs you twenty with a breath. &,
Cham. Well faid, my Lord: Ao

So now y’are fairly feated: Gentlemen, I

The Penence lyes on you, if thefe fair Ladies if

Pafs away frowning.

Sands. For my little Cue, ,'YcL

Let me alone, Ag
Hawboys.  Enter Caydinal Wolley, and takes his State. i
Wol. Y'are welcome, my fair Guefts; that noble Lady _

Or Gentleman that is not freely merry H“

Is not my Friend. This to confirm my welcome, K

And to you all good Heaith, !
Sands. Your Grace is Noble, AN

Let me have fuch a Bowl may hold my Thanks, Cﬁ

And fave me fo much talking. ; Toy
Wol. My Lord Sands, of

I am beholding to you; cheer your Neighbour: Th

Ladies, you are not merry ; Gentlemes, Ou

Whofe faulristhis? B
Sands., The red Wine firft muft rife i

In their fair Cheeks, my Lord, then we fhall hive’em I}

Talk us to filence, L0
Anxe. You are a merry Gamefter, | The

My Lord Sands. i
Sands. Yes, if I make my Play: Iy

Here’s to your Ladifhip, and pledge it, Madam: |

For ’tis to fuch a thing K

. Anne. You cannot (hew me. Tl

[ Drum and Trumpets, Chambers difcharged. |
Sands. T told your Grace, they would talk acon. | B
Wol. W hat’s that 2 0
Cham. Look out there, fome of ye. P
Wol. Whar warlike Voice, ; ‘lm

‘And to what end is this? Nay, Ladies, fear not;
By all the Laws of War y’are privileged, Enter
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Enter a Servant,

Cham. How now, what is’t?

Ser. A noble Troop of Strangers,
For fo they {zem; they have left their Barge and landed,
And hither make, as great Ambafladors
From Foreign Princes.

Wel. Good Lord Chamberlain,
Ge, give ’em welcome; you can fpezk the French Tongue,
And pray reccive em Nobly, and condu@& ’em
Into our Prefence, where this Heav’n of Beauty
Shall fhine at full upon them. Some attend him.

LAl arife, and Tables removed,

You have now a broken Banquet, but we’ll mend j¢
A good Digeftion to you all; and once more
I fhowre a welcome on ye: welcome all,

v

Hantboys.  Enter King and others as Maskers, babited {ip,
Shepherds, ufber'd by the Lord Chamberlain, They pafs dj-
rectly before the Cardinal, and gracefully falute biyg,

A Noble Company: what are their Pleafures?
Cham. Becaufe they fpeak no Englifb, thus they pray'd
To tell your Grace, that having heard by Fame
Of this fo noble and o fair Aflembly,
This Night to meet here, they could do 1o Jefs,
Out of the great refpe& they bear to Beauty,
But leave their Flocks, and under your fair Condy&@
Crave leave to view thefe Ladies, and entreae
An hour of Revels with ’em,
Wel. Say, Lord Chamberlain,
They have done my poor Houfe grace:
For which I pay ’em a thoufand thanks,
Aod pray em take their Pleafures,
[Chufe Ladjes, King and Anne Rullen,
King. The faireft hand 1 ever touch’d: O Beauty,
. Till now I never knew thee,
Mufick, Dayce,
Wol. My Lord. L T
Cham. Your Grace.
Wol. Pray tell 'em thus much from me:
There thould be one amongft ’em by his Perfon
Mote werthy this Place than my felf, to whom,

If
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If I but knew him, with my Love and Duty
1 would furrender it.

Cham. 1 will, my Lord.

Wol. What fay they 2

Cham. Such a one, they all confefs,
There is indeed, which they would have your Grace
Find out, and he will take it.

Wal. Let me fee then,
By all your goud leaves, Gentlemen, here T'il make
My Royal Choice.

King. You have found him, Cardinal :
You hold afair Aflembly, you do well, Lord.
You are a Church-man, or Il tell you, Cardirals
I fhould judge now unhappily.

Wel. 1 am glad
Your Grace is grown fo pleafant.

King. My Lord Chamberlain,
Prithce come hither, what fair Lady’s that?

Cham. Ar’t pleafe your Grace,
Sir Thomas Bullen’s Daughter, the Vifcount Rochford,
Qune of her Highnefs’s Women.

King. By Heavn {he’s a daincy one : Sweet heart,
I were unmannerly to take you out, | 7o Anne Bullen,
And not to Kifs you. A Health, Gentlemen,
Let it go round,

Wals Sir Thomas Lovell, is'the Banquct ready

Yth' Prvy Chamber ¢
Lev. Yes, my Loid,
Wel. Your Grace,

I fcar, with Dancing is a little heated.
16"",‘% AR e

7l. There’s frefh Air, my Lord,
Ia the next Chambet. 2

King. Lcad in your Ladies every one: Sweet Partner,
1 muft nor yet forfake you; let’s be merry,
Good my Lord Cardinal: I have a dozen Healths
T'o drink to thefe fair Ladies, and a2 meafure
To lead ’em once again, and then let’s dream
Who's beft in Favour. - Let the Mufick knock it.

LExenns with Trampets,

ACT
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Eiter 120 Gentlemen at feveral Doors,

1 Gen. X\ X 7 Hither away fo faft?
2 Gen. O, God fave yes
Even to the Hall, to hea; what thall become
Of the great Duke of Buckingham.
I Gen. Il fave you
That Iabour, Sir., "All’s now done, but the Ceremony
©Of bringing back the Prifoner :

iICls

2 Gen. Were you there 2
1 Gen. Yes indeed was I,
2 Gena Pray {peak what has hapned.
I Gen. You may guefs quickly what,
2 Gen. Is he found guilty ?
I Gen. Yes, trulyis he,
And condemn’d upon’:,
2 Gen. I am forry for't,
I Gen. So area number more,
2 Gen. But pray how paft it?
t Gen. lltell you in a little, The great Duke
Came to the Bar; where, to his Accufations
He pleaded ftill Not guilty, and alledged
Many (harp R eafons to defeat the Law.
The King’s Attorney, on the contrary,
Urg’d on the Exa minations, Proofs, Confelfions
Of divers Witnefles, which the Duke defird
T'o have brought viva vace to his Face;
At which appear'd againft him, his Surveyor.
Sir Gilbers Pecke, his Chancellor, and Fobn Car
Confeflor to him, with that Devil Monk,
Hopkins, that made this mifchief,
2 Gena That was he,
That fed him with his Proplkecies.
I Gen. The {ime, ;
All thefe accus’d him ftrongly, which he fain
Would have flung from bim? but indeed he could rot,
And fo his Piers upon this Evidence,
Have 1,

w 101

[

i

14 Lim guilty of high Treafon. Much
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He fpoke, and Jearnedly for Life ; but all
Was cither pitied in him, or forgotten,
> Gen. After all this, how did he bear him{clf2
1 Gen. When he was brought again to th’Bar, to hear
His Knell rung out, his Judgment, he was ftirr'd
With fuch an Agony, he {weat extreamly,
And fomething fpoke in cheler, ill.and hafty ;
But he fell to himfelf again, and fweetly,
In all the reft, fhew’d a moft noble Patience.
5 Gen. I do not think he fears death.
1 Gen. Sure he does nof,
He never was fo Womanifh, the caufe
He may a little grieve at.
2 Gen. Certainly,
The Cardinal is the end of this.
1 Gen. ’Tis likely,
By all conjetures: Firft Kildare’s Attainder,
“Then Deputy of Zreland, who remov'd,
Earl Surrey was fent thither, and in hafte too,
Left he thould help his Father.
2 Gen. That trick of State
W s 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,
With him ten Fathom deep : This Duke as much
They love and doat on, call him Bounteous Buckingham,
The Mirror of all Courtefie.

Enter Buckingham from bis Arraignment. Tipflaves beforé
bim, the Axe with the edge rowards him, Halberdson each
fide, accompanied with Sir Thomas Lovel, Sir Nichols
Vaux, Walter Sands, ard common People, &c.

1 Gen. Stay there, Sir,
And fee the noble ruin’d Man you fpeak of.
2 Gen, Levs ftand clofcand behold him.

r\

Buck,




King Henry VIII.

Buck, All good People,
You that ‘thus far have come to pity me.
Hear what I fay, and thep 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 Lhave 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, T could with more Chriftians;
Be what they will, I heartily forgive *em
Yet let "em lock they glory not in mifChief,
Nor build their ¢vils on the Graves of great Men;
For then, my guiltlefs Blood muft cry again{t *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 Fric-ds and Fellows, whom to leaye
Is only bitter to him, only dying,
Go with me like good Angels to my end,
And as the long dgivorce of Steel falls on. me,
Make of your Prayers one fweet Sacrifice,
And lift my Soul to Heay’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 to forgive me frankly,
Buck Sir Thomas Lovell, 1 as frce forgive you
As I would be forgiven: I forgive all,
There cannot be thofe numberlefs Offences
"Gainft me, that I cannort take peace with:
No black envy fhall make my Grave,
Commend me to his Grace:
And if he fpeak of Buckingham, pray tell him, X
You met him half in Heav'n: My Vows and Prayers,
Yet are the King’s; and ’till my Soul forfake me,
Shall cry for Bleffings on him. May he live
Longer than I have time to tell his Years;

y
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TEver belov'd and loving may his Rule be s
And when old time fh il lead him to his end,
Goodnefs and he &l up one Monument.
Lov. To th*Water-fide [ muft condué& your Grace,
Then give my Charge up to Sir Nicholas Vanx,
W ho undertakes you to your end.
Vanx. Prepare there,
"The Duke is coming : See the Rarge be ready,
And fit it with fuch Furniture as fuits
The greatnefs of his Perfon.
Buck. Nay, Sir Nicholas,
Lt it alone; my State now will but mock me.
When I came hither, T was Lord High Conftable,
And Duke of Buckingham 3 now, poor Edward Bobun
Yetr I am richer than my bafe Accufers,
That never knew what Truth meant: T now feal it;
And with that Blood will make ‘em one Day groan for't.
My noble Father, Henry of Buckingham,
Who firlt raisd head againft Ufurping Rickard,
Flying for fuccour to his Servavt Banifier,
Being diftreft, was by that wretch betray'd,
And without Thial, fell; God's peace be with him.
Henry the Seventh fucceeding, truly pitying
My Father's lofs, like a moft Royal Prince
Reftor'd me to my Honours; and cut of Ruins
Made my Name once more Noble, Now his Son,
Henry the Eighth, Life, Honour, Name, and all
That made me happy, at one ftroke has taken
For ever from the World, I had my Trial,
And muft needs fay, a Noble one; which makes me
A little happier than my wretched Father:
¥et thus far are we one in Fortune, both
Fell by cur Scrvants, by thofe Men we lov'd moft:
A moft unnatural and faithlefs Service,
Heav’a has an end in all; yet, you that hear me,
This from a dying Man receive as certain :
Where you are liberal of your Loves and Counfels,
Be fure you be not loofe; for thofe you make Friends,
And give your Hearts to, when they once perceive
The leaft rub in your Fortunes, fall away

f\
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Like Water from ye, never found again,
But where they mean to fink ye; all good People
Pray for me, I muft now forfake ye; the laft hour
Of my long weary Life is come upon me:
Farewel; and when you would fay fomething that is fad,
Speak how 1 fell.
I have done ; and God forgive me.
[ Exennt Buckingham arnd Train,
.1 Gen. O, this is full of pity ; Sir, it calls,
I fear, too many curfes on their Heads,
That were the Authors.
2 Gens If the Duke be guiltlefs,
"Tis full of woe; yet I can give you inkling
Of an enfuing evil, if it fall,
Greater than this,
I Gens Good Angels keep it from us :
What may it be2 you do not doubt my Faith, Sir?
2 Gen. This Secret is fo weighty, ’twill require
A ftrong faith to conceal it.
I Gen, Let me have it
I do not talk much.
2 Gen. Tam confident;
You fhall, Sir: Did you not of late Days heir
A buzzing, of a Separation,
Between the King and Karharine ?
I Gen. Yes, but it held not;
For when the King once heard it, out of anger
He fent command to the Lord Mayor {traight
To ftop the Rumour, and allay the Tongues
That durft difperfe it.
2 Gen. But that flander, Sir,
Is a found truth now ; for it grows again
Frefher than €'er it was, and held for certain
The King will venture at it. Either the Cardinal,
Or fome about him near, have, out of malice
To the good Queen, pofleft him with a fcruple
That will undo her : To confirm this too,
Cardinal Campeins is arrivd, and lately,
As all thiok, for this bufinefs.
I Gen, "Tis the Cardinal; :
And meerly to revenge him on the Emperor,
Vor IV, P For

)
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For not beftowing on him, at his asking,

The Arch-bifhoprick of Taledo, this-is purpos’d.
5 (Gen. I think §

You have hit the mark; but it not cruel,

Thit the fhould feel the fmart of this ¢ the Cardinal

Will have his Will, and fhe muft fall.
1 Gen. *Tis woful.

K7 are too open hereto 4rgue this:

Let’s think in Private more.

s“CoEN. E b

Enter Lord Chamberlain, reading a Letter.

[ Exenm,

MT Lord, the Hor[es yonr Lordfbip [ent for, with dll
the. care 1 had I faw well chofen, riddeny ‘and furs
wiflrd. * They were young and handfome, and of the beft Brevd
in the North, When they were ready to [er out for London,
4 Man of my Lord Cardinal's, by Commijjian and main Power
took_em from me, with this redfon : His Mafter swonld be
ferv’d before a Subjett, if nor before the Kings which. [Fopp'd
onr Months, Sir.

I fear, he ‘will indeed ; well, lec him have them he will

have all, I think,

Enter tothe Lard Chamberlain, the Dukes of Norfolk
and Suffolk,

‘Nor. Well' met, my Lord Chamberlain,
Cham. Good day o both your Graces.
Suf. How is the King employ'd?
Cham. 1 left him private,
Full of fad Thoughts and Troubles.
Nor. What’s the Caufe 2 :
Cham. Tt feéms the Marriage with his Brother’s Wifes
Has crept too near his Confcience.
Suf. No, his Confcience
Has crept too near another Lady.
Nor. *Tis {o; :
This is the Cardinal’s doing; the King- Cardinal:
That blind Prieft, like the eldef Son of Fortune, ]
Turns what he 1ift. - The King will know him one Dﬂg'f
W MlB.0bs o
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Suf. Pray God he do,
He’ll never know himfelf elfe.
Nor. How holily he werks in all his Bufinefs;
And with what zeal 2 For now he has cracke the League
Between us and the Emperor, the Queen’s great Nephew;
He dives into the King’s Soul, and chere featters
Dangers, Doubts, wringing of the Confcience,
Fears, and Defpair, and all thefe for his Marriage.
And out of all thefe, to reflore 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,
i Will blefs the King; and is not this courfe pious 2
¢ _ Cham. Heav’n keep me from fuch Counfel; ’tis moft true,
i Thefe News are every where, every Tongue fpeaks ’em,
| Aod every true Heart weeps for't. ~ All that dare
s Look into thefe Affairs, fee his main end,
| The French King's Sifter. Heav’n will one day open
The King’s Eyes, that fo long have {lept upon
4 This bold bad Man. !
Sufe And free us from his Slavery.
Nor. We had need pray,
¥ And heartily, for our deliverance ;
Or this Imperious Man will work us all
From Princes into Pages; all Mens Honours
Lye like one lump before him, to be fathion’d
Into what pitch he pleafe.
Suf. For me, my Lords,
Ilove him not, nor fear him, there’s my Creed :
As I am made without him, fo I'll ftand,
(1f the King pleafe; his Curfes and his Bleffings
ouch me alike ; th’ are breath I not believe in.
Iknew him, and I know him; o I leave him
© him that made him prond, 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 2
; P 2 Chﬂ”’o_
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Cham. Excufe me, W
The King has {ent me other-where ¢ Beﬁ_dés idn
You'll find a moft unfit time to difturb him : n
Health to your Lordfhips. [ Exit Lord Chamberlain. T

Nor. Thanks, my good Lord Chamberlaio. i

The Scene draws, and difcovers the King fiting and reads i
ing penfivelys [:‘,'ftE

Suf. How fad he lookss fure he is much affliGted. I
King. Who'’s there ¢ Ha? i
Nor. Pray God, he be not angry. i
King. Who'sthere, Ifay 2 how dare you thruft yourfelves .
Into my private Meditations$ W
Who am I 2 ha¢ -
Nor. A gracious King, that pardons all Offerices f}”
Malice ne’er meant : Our breach of Duty this way, o
Is Bufinefs of Eftate ; in which, we come p’
To know your Royal Pleafure. ki
King. Ye arc too bold : er
Go t0 3 I'll make ye know your times of Bufinefs: "‘thlr

Is this an hour for temporal Affairs ¢ ha?

Enter Wolley, and Campeius the Pope’s Legat, with aCommiffione r”ﬁ
Who's there2 my good Lord Cardinal ¢ O my #Wolfe)s G;V
"The quiet of my wounded Conftience; i
Thou art a cure fit for the King ; you’re welcome, X
Mot learned reverend Sir, into our Kingdom, ‘ "
Ufe'us, and it ; my good Lord, have great care, -
I be not found a Talker. &
Wol. Sir, you cannot: L

T would your Grace would give us but an hotr ';”
Of private Conference. : &
King. Weare bufie; go. "
Nor. This Pricft has no Pride in him$ Y
Suf. Nort to fpeak of : by

I would not be fo fick though, for his place - ;AG‘
But this cannot continue, )
Nor. If it do, 1'll venture one heave at him, 2
Saf. 1 another. [ Exennt Nortfolk and Suffolks '

Wal, Your Grace has given a Precedent of Wifdom I‘i
‘Above all Piinces, in committing freely §
|

Your feruple to the Voice of Chriftendom -
Who |
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Who can be angry now 2 what envy reach you ?
The Spaniard, ty'd by blood and favour to her,
Muft now confefs, if they have any goodnefs,
The Trial juft and noble. All the Cleiks,
I mean the learned ones in Chriftian Kingdoms,
Have their free Voice. Rome, the Nurfe of Judgmere,
Invited by your Noble felf, hath fent
One general Tongue unto us, this good Man,
This juft and learned Prieft, Cardinal Campeins,
Whom once more I prefent unto your Highnefs.
King., And once more in mine Arms I bid him welcome,
And thank the holy Conclave for their Loves,
They have fent me fuch a Man I would have wifh’d for.
Cam. Your Grace mult needs deferve all Serangers loves,
You are fo Noble: To your Highnefs’s Hand
I tender my Commiffion ; by whofe virtue,
The Court of Rome commanding, You, my Lord,
Cardina] of York, “are join’d with me, their Servant,
In the impartial judging of this Bufinefs.
King, Two equal Men : The Queen fhall be acquainted
Forthwith for what you come. Where’s Gardiner ¢
Wal. 1 know your Mujefty has always lov’d hes
So dear in Heart, not to deny her thar,
A Woman of lefs Place might ask by Law,
Scholars allow’d, freely to argue for her.
King. Ay, and the beft fhe fhall have ; and my favotir
To him that does befty, God forbid elfe; Cardinal,
Prithee call Gardiner to me, my new Secretary,
I find him a fit Fellow,
Enter Gardiner,
Wol. Give me your Hand 5 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. (Palks and whifpexs.
Cam, My Lord of York, was not one Do&or Pace
In this Man’s place before him @
Wol. Yes, he was.
Cam. Was he not held a learned Man §
Wol, Yes, furely.
P3 . Cam
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Cam. Believe me, there’s an ill Opinion fpread then
Even of your feif, Lord Cardinal,

Wol. How % of me

Cam. They will not ftick to fay, you envy’d him ;
And fearing he would rife, he was fo virtuous,
Kept him a foreign Man ftill, which fo griey'd him,
That he ran Mad, and dy’d.

Wal. 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,
1f I command him, follows my appointment 3
I will have none fo near elfe. Learn this, Brother,
We live not to be grip’d by meaner Perfons.

King. Deliver this with modefty to th’Queen.

[ Exiz Gardiner,

“The moft convenient place that I can think of,
Tor fuch receit of Learning is BlacksFryars
There ye fhall meet about this weighty Bufinefs,
My Wolfey, fee it furnith’d. O my Lord,
Would it not grieve an able Man to leave
So {weet a Bedfellow 2 But Confcience, Confcience——
O ‘tis a tender Place, and I muft leave her, [ Exeunts

SCENE IL

Eunter Anne Bullen, and an old Lady.

Amne. Not for that neither---here’s the pang that pinches.
His Highnefs having liv'd {o long with her, and fhe
8o good a Lady, that no Tongue could ever
Pronounce difhonour of her; by my Life,

She never knew harm-doing :*Oh, now after

So many courfes of the Sun enthron’d,

Still growing in a Majefty and Pomp, the which
To leave, a thoufand fold more bitter, than
*Tis fweet at firlt Cacquire. After this Procefs,
To give her the Avaunt, it is a pity

Wauld move 2 Monfter.

Old L. Hearts of moft hard temper
Mele and lament for her,

A,



-

King Henry VIII. 1751

Ame. © God's Will, much better
She ne’er had know n Pomp; though’t be temposal,
Yet if that quarrel, Fortune, do divorce
It from the bearer, ’tis a fufferance, panging
As Soul and Body’s fevering.
Old L. Alas, poor Lady,
She’s Stranger 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 pesk'd up in a glift’ring Grief,
And wear a golden Sorrow.
0ld L. Our Content
Is our beft having.
Apnne. By my troth and Maidenhead,
I would not be a Queen.
Old L. Befhrew me, 1 would,
And venture Maidenhead fur’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 Hearr, which ever yet
Affe&ed Eminence, Wealth, Sovereignty
Which, to fiy footh,areBleflings ; and which Gifts
(Saving your mincing) the Capacity
Of your foft Chiverel Confcience would receive,
If you might pleafe to ftretch it.
Anne. Nay, good troth—
0ld L. Yes,troth and troth; you would not be a Queend
Aune, No, not for all the Riches under Heav’n,
0ld L. *Tis ftrange ; a three-pence bow'd now would hire
OId as [ am, to Queen it; but I pray you, (me,
W hat think you of a Dutchefs ¢ have you Limbs
To bear that load of Title 2
Anne. No, in truth.
0ld L. Then you are weakly made, pluck off a littles

~ I would not Be a young Count in your way,

For more than blufhing comes to : If your Back
Caanot vouchfife this burthen, ’tis too weak

Ever to get a Boy. 3
‘ Py g
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Aune, How do you talk !

I fwear again, 1 would not be 2 Queen
For all the World.

Old L. In faith for little England
You'll venture an emballing = 1 my felf
Would for Carnarvanfbire, although there long’d
No more to th’Crown but that. Lo, who comes here

Enter Lord Chamberlain,

Cham. Good morrow, Ladies; what wer’t worth to know
The fecret of your Conference ¢

Anne. My good Lord,

No: your demand; it values not your asking :
Our Miftrefs Sorrows we were pitying.

Cham. Tt was a gentle Bufinefs, and becoming
The a&ion of good Women, there is hope
All will be well.

Anne, Now I pray God, Amen,

Cham. Youbear a gentle Mind, and heavenly Bleflings
Follow fuch Creatures. That you may, fair Lady,
Perceive I fpeak fincerely, and high Notes
Ta’en of your many Virtues; the King’s Majefty
Commends his good Opinion of you, to you ; and
Does purpofe Honour to you no lefs flowing
Than Marchionefs of Pembrook ; to which Title
A thoufand pound a year, Annual fupport,

Out of his Grace, he adds.

Anne. 1 do not know
What kind of Obedience, I fhould tender 3
More than my All, is nothing : Nor my Prayers
Are not Words duly hallowed, nor my Wifhes !
More worth than empty Vanities; yet Prayers and Wifhes
Are all I can return, *Befeech your Lordfhip,
Vouchfafe to fpeak my Thanks, and my Obedience,
As from a blufhing Handmaid to his Highnefs;
Whofe Health and Royalty I pray for.

Cham, Lady ;

I fhall not fail Capprove the fair conceic ~ *
The King hath of you.: 1 have perus’d her well,
‘Beauty and Honour in her are fo mingled,
That they have caught the King ; and who knows vet,
Bag fiom this Lady may proceed a Gem, .
To
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To lighten all this Ifle2 T'll to the King,
And fay I {poke with you, LExit Chamberlain,
Anne. My honour’d Lord,
Old L. Why this it is: See, fee,
I have been begging fixteen Years in Court
(Am yet a Courtier beggarly) nor could
Come pat betwixt too ear'y, and too late
For any fuit of Pounds; and you, oh fate,
A very fre(h Fifh here; fie, fie, fiz upon
This compell'd fortune, have your Moutk fild up,
Before you open it. ;
<Anne. This is ftrange to me,
Old L. How taftes it ? Is it bitter ? Forty Pence, no:
There was an old Lady onge (s an old Story)
That would not be 2 Qu¢en, that would the nor,
For all the mud in Egype; have“you heard ir 2
<nne. Come, you are pleafint,
Old L. With your Theme, T could $
O’cr-mount the Lark; the Marchionefs of Pembrook?
A thoufand pounds a year, fof pure refpect?
No other Obligation? But my Life,
That promifes more thoufands : Honour's train
Is longer than his Fore-skiit; by this time
I know your Back will bear 2 Dutchefs, Say,
Are you not ftronger than you were ?
<nne. Good Lady,
Make your felf Mirth with your particalar Farcy, =
And leave me out on’t. Would T had sio being,
If this falute my Blood a jot; it faints me
To think what follows,
The Queen is comfortlefs, and we forgetful
In our long abfence; pray do not deliver,
What here y’ave heard to her.
Old L. W hat do you think me———

S CHE:-N-E 4}V,

Tiumpe's, Sonnet, and Corzets,  Buter two Fergers, Wifbﬂ’"t
Silver Wands; next them 100 Seribes inthe babuts of Dotlors -

- Afier them, the Bifhop of Canterbury alone; afier him, the
Bi[bops of Lincoln,El y>Rochefter,and St.Alaph; mext shemn,
with

[ Exeym,
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ith fome [mall diftances Jllows a Gentleman bearing the
s o i f 4 & Cardinal's Hat; then two

Purfe, with the great Seal, an
Pricfts, bearingeach 4 Silver Crof3; th'm & Gentleman-0 [ber
bare-headed, accomp anied with a Serjeant 4t Arms, bearing

a Maces, then two Gentlemen, bearing 10 Silver Pillars;
Cardinals, 10 Noblemen

after them, fide by fides the two

wvith the Sword and Mace. The King takes place under the

Cloth of States the 1twe Cardinals fit under bim 45 Fudges,

The Queen takes place fome diffance from the King. 7 be Bi-
L b fide the Conrt in mAnner of 4

fhops place them/elves on €A
Confiftory: Below thems the Scribes. The Lords fis next the
Bifhops. The reft of the Artendants fland in convenient order

about the Stages |\

Wol. W hillt our Commiffion from Reme is read,
Let filence be commanded.

King. What’s the need ¢
It hath already publickly been read,
And on all fides th’ Authority allow’d,
You may then fpare that time.

Wsl. Be't fo, proceed.

Scribe.. Say, Henry King of England, ¢

Cryer. Henry King of England, &c¢.

King. Heres

Scribe. Say, Kathering
Come irto the Court.
Cryer. Katherine, Queen of En‘gl;znd, &c.

The Queen makes 1o anfwer, rifes ont

the Conrt, comes 10 the King, and kneels at bis Feet; then
ﬁ)m@;

Sir, I defire you to do me Right and Jultice,

And to beltow your Pity on me5 for
am 2 moft poor Woman, and a Strangen

Born out of your Dominions having here

No Judge indifferent, nor no more affurance

Of equal Friend(hip and Proceeding. ~ Alas, Sir,

In what have I offended you 3 What caufe

Hath my behaviour given to your difpleafure,

That thus you fhould proceed to put me off,

And take your good Grace from me? Heav’n witnefs

I have been to you a tr

ome into the Court,

Queen of England,

of her Chair, goesabowt

ue and bumble Wife, 2
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At all times to your Will conformable:

Ever in fear to kindle your diflike,

Yes, fubject to your Countenance; glad, or forry,
As I faw itinclin'd? when was the hour

I ever contradicted your Defire?

Or made it not mine too? Or which of your Friends
Have I not ftrove to Love, although I knew

He were mine Enemy?2 What Friend of mine,
That had to him deriv’d your Anger, did I
Continue in my liking 2 nay, gave notice

He was from thence difcharg’d 2 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,

&nd prove it too, againft mine Honour oughr,
My bond of Wedlock, or my Love and Duty
Againft your Sacred Perfon; in God’s name

Turn me away; and let foul'ft Contempt

Shut door upon me, and fo give me up

. To the fharp't kind of Juftice. Pleafe you, Sir,
* The King, your Father, was reputed for

A Prince moft prudenr, and an excellent

And unmatch’d Wit and Judgment, Ferdinand
My Father, King of Spain, was reckon’d one

The wifeft Prince, that there had reign’d, by many
A year before, It isnot to be quefliond,

¥ That they had gather'd 2 wife Council to them
“ Of every R.ealm, that did debate this Bufinefs,

Who deem’d ourMarriage lawful, Wherefore I humbly
Befeech you, Sir, to {pare me, ‘il I may
Be by my Friends in Spain advis’d; whofe Counfel
I will implore. If not, th’ name of God
Yonr plesfure be fulfill'd.
Wol, You have here, Lady,
(And of your choice) thefe Reverend Fathers, Men
Of fingular Integrity and Learning:
Yea, the clc@ o'th’ Land, who are affembled
To plead your Caufe. It fhall be therefore beotlefs,
bat longer you defer the Co. £ty as well

For
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For your own quict, a5 tO reQifie
What is unfettled in the King.

Gam. His Grace
Hath fpoken well, and jultly; therefore, Madam,

I¢'s fit this Royal Seffion do proceed,
And that, without delay, their Arguments
Be now produc’d, and heard.
Queen. Lord Cardinal, to you I fpeak.
Wal. Your pleafure, Madam.
ween. Sir,I am about to weep; but thinking that
We area Quecn, or long have dream’d fo, certain
The Daughter of a King, my drops of Tears
T’ll turn to fparks of Fire.
Wol. Be patient yet —
Queen. 1 will, when you are humble, nay before,
Or God will punifh me. Ido believe,
Induc'd by potent Circumftances, that
You are mine Enemy, and make my Challenge.
You fhall 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 Soul
R efufe you for my Judge, whom yet once more
I hold my moft malicious Foc, and think not
At all a Friend to Truth.
Wwel. T do profefs
You fpeak not like your felf, who ever yet
Have ftood to Charity, and difplay’d th* effects
Of Difpofition gentle, and of Wifdom
O’er-topping W oman’s power. Madam, you do me Wroig
1 have no Spleen againft you, nor Injuftice
For you, or any; how farl have proceeded,
Or how fir fusther fhall, 1s warranted
By a Commiffion from the Confiftery,
Yea, the whole Confiftory of Rome. You charge me,
Tha- I have blown this Coal; I do denyit,
The King is prefent: If it be known to him,
That I gainfay my Deed, how may he wound,
And worthily, my Falthood ? yea, as much
As you have done my Truth. 1f he know
That I am free of your Report, he knows 1

[
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I am pot 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 thall {peak in, I do befeech .
You, gracicus Madam, to unthink your fpeaking,
And to fay no more,
Queen. My Lord, my Lord,
I am a fimple Woman, much too weak
T' oppofe your Cunning. Y’are meek,and humble mouth'd,
You fign your Place and Calling, in full feeming,
With Mecknefs and Humility ; but your Heart
Iscramm’d with Arrogance, Spleen and Pride,
You have by Fortune and his Highnefs Favours,
Gone flightly o'er low Steps,and now are mounted
Where Powers are your Retainers,and your Words,
Dometticks to you, ferve your Will, a5’t pleafe
You felf pronounce their Office, I muft tell you,
You tender more your Perfor’s Honour, than
Your high Profeﬂ?on Spiritual, That again
1 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 cursfies to the King, and offers to depars,
Cam, The Queen is obftinate,
Stubborn to Juftice, apt to accufe it, and
Difdainful to be try’d by’t; ’tis not well.
She’s going away.
King. Cill her again,
Cryers Karherine, Queen of England, come into the Court.
Ufber. Madam, you are call’'d back.
ueen. What need you note it # pray you keep your wa >
W}%n you are call’d, return, NoEr tybcyLord Ee¥p, !
They vex me paft my patience——pray you pafs onj
I will not tarry; no, nor ever more
Upon this bufinefs my appearance make
In any of their Courts.
[ Exennt Queen, and her Atendants,
King. Go thy ways, Kate,
That Man i'th’ Worid, who fhall report he has
A better Wife, Jet him in nought be trufted,

For
—

i
1B
138

| O
s




,758 The LIFE of

For fpeaking falfe in thit; thou ert aloney
If thy rare Qualities, {weet Gentlenefs,’
Thy Meeknefs Saint-like, Wife-like Government,
Obeying 1o commanding, and thy Pants
Sovereign and Pious, could fpeak thee out,
The Queen of earthly Queens: She’s Noble born;
And like her true Nobility, fhe has
Carried her felf towards me,
Wol. Moft gracious Sir,
In humbleft manner I require your Highnefs
That it (hall pleale you to declare in hearing
Of all thefe Ears (for where I am robb’d and bound,
“There muft I be unloos’d, although not there
At once, and fully fatisfy’d) whether ever I
Did broach this Bufinefs to your Highnefs, or
Laid any fcruple in your way, which might
Induce you to the queftion on’t; or ever
Have to you, but with thanks to God for fuch
A Royal Lady, fpake one, the leaft word that might
Be the prejudice of her prefent State,
Or touch of her good Perfon?
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
Having wifh’d the {leeping of this Bufinefs, never defir'd
It to be ftirr’d; but oft have hindred, of,
~ The Paflages made tow ards 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,
1 will be bold with time and your attention
"Then mark th’ inducement. Thusit came; give heed to't:
My Confcience firft receiv’d a tenderncfs,
Scraple, and prick, on certain Speeches utter’d
By the Bifhop of Bayon, then French Ambaffador,
Who had been hither fent on the debating

ktn
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And Marriage ’twixt the Duke of Orleans, and
Our Daughter 4Zary : I'th’ Progrefs of this bufinefs,
E’er a determinate refolution, he,
I mean the Bithop, did require a refpite,
Wherein he might the King his Lord advertife,
Whether our Daughter were Legitimate,
Refpe@ing 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 {mile of Heav’n, who had
Commanded Nature, that my Lady’s Womb,
If it conceiv’d a Male-child by me, fhould
Do no more Offices of Life to’t, than
The Grave does to th’Dead; for her Male-IfTue,
Or died where they were made, or fhortly after
This World had air’d them. Hence I took a thought,
This was a_Judgment on me, that my Kingdom,
Well worthy the beft Heir o’th’ Werld, fhould not
Be glad in’t by me. Then follows, that
I weigh’d the Danger which my Realms ftoed in
By this my Iffues fail, and that gave to me
Many a groaning throw ; thus hulling in
- The wild Sea of my Confcience; I did fteer
Towards this Remedy, whereupon we are
Now prefent here together;, that’s to fay,
. 1 meant to re&ifie my Confcience, which
I then did feel full fick, and yet not well,
By all the Reverend Fathers of the Land,
And De&ors learned.  Firft, 1 began in private,
With you, my Lord of Lincolz; you remember
How urder my Oppreflion I did reel,

When I i t mov'd you.
. Lin. Very well, my Liege.

King. I have fpoke long, be pleas’d your felf to fay
How far you fatisfy’d me.

Li#. So p'eale your Highnefs,
The Queft on did at firft fo Ragger me,

: ' Bearing
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Bearing a ftate of mighty moment in’t,

And confequence of dread, that | comml‘tred
The daring’ft Councel which I had to deubr,
And did intreat your Highnefs to this Courfe,
Which you are running here. :

King. 1 then mov’d you, |
My Lord of Canterbury, and got your leave :
To make this prefent Summons unfollicited.

I left ro reverend Perfon in this Ceurt,

But by particular confent proceeded

Under your Hands ard Seals; therefore go on,
For no diflike i’th’World againft the Perfon

Of our good Queen, bat the fharp thorny Points
Of my alledged Reafons, drives this forward:
Prove but our Marriage lawful, by my Life

Ard kingly Dignity, we are contented [
To wear our mortal State to come, with her b,
(Katharineour Queen) before the primeft Creature it
That’s Paragon’d o’th’ World. i

Cam. So pleafe your Highnefs, fn,
The Queen being abfent, “tis a needful fitnefs, D
That we Adjourn this Court to 2 further day; e
Mean while muft be an earneft motion th
Made to the Queen, to call back her Appeal - fon
She intends unto his Holinefs. ey |

King. 1 may perceive K, .

Thefe Cardinals trifle with me: T abhor

“This dilatory Sloth, and Tricks of Romse.

My learned and well-beloved Servant Cranmer,

Prithee return; with thy approach, I know,

My comfort comes along : break up the Court: ;
Ifay, fet on. [ Exennt, in manner as they ener d

e

ACT NI SCENLE

Enter Queen and ber Women, as at Work,

Queen. A KE thy Lute, Wench,
r My Soul grows fad with Troubls,
Sing, and difperfe "em if thou cax’ft: leave wo:kigg.
R O
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O Rpheus, with his Lute, made Trees,
And the Mountain tops, thas freexe,
Bow them(elves when be did Jong.

T0o his Mufick, Plants and Flowers

Ever [pring, as Sun and Showeys

There had made a lafting Spring.

Every thing that heard him play,

Even the Billows of the Sea,

Hung their Heads, and then lay by

In fweer Mufick is [uch Ars,

Killing Care, and Grief of Heart,

Fall afleep, or hearing dye.

Enter a Gentleman.,

Omneen. How now 2

Gent. And’t pleafe your Grace, the two great Cardinals
Wait in the Prefence.

Qneen. Would they fpeak with me 2

Gent. They will'd me fay fo, Madam.

Qneens Pray their Graces
To come near ; what can be their Bufinefs
With me, a poor weak Woman, falPn from Favour 2
I do not like their coming. Now I think on’t,
They fhould be good Men, their Affairs are Righteous;
But, 4/ Hoods make not Monks.

Enter the Cardinals W olfey and Campeius.

Wol. Peace to your Highnefs. _

Queen. Your Graces find me here part of 2 Houft-wife,
(I would be all) againft the worft may happen :
What are your Pleafures with me, Reverend Lords?

| Wal. May itpleafe you, Noble Madam, to withdraw
Into your private Chamber ; we fhall give you
" The full caufe of our coming,

Queen. Spesk it here,
There’s nothing I have done yet, o’my Confcience;
Deferves a Corner ; would all other Women
Could fp<ak this with as freea Soul, as I dos
My Lords, I care not (fo much 1 am happy
Above a number) if my Actions

Vour. 1V, Q Were
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Were try'd by every Tongue, every Eye faw ’em,
Envy and bafe Opinion {it againlt 'em,

I know my Life {o even. Tf your Bufinefs

Scek me out, and that way 1am Wife 13

Out with it boldly : Truth loves ¢pen Dealing,

Wl Tantaceft crgate mentis integritas, Kegina Sereni(fima--

Queen. Good my Lord, ne Latin
1 am not fuch a Truant fince my coming,
As rot to know the Language I have liv’d in:

A ftrange Tongue makes my caufe more firinge, fufpicious:
Pray fpeak in Englifb; here are fome will thank yon,

If you fpeak trut, for their poor Miftrefs fake 5

B:lieve me fhe has had much wrong. Lord Cardinal,

The willing’ft Sin I ever yet committed,
May be ablolv’d 1n E;zg!sfl‘.

Woel. Noble Lady,
T am forry my Integrity thould breed
(Ard Service to his Majefty and you)
So deep Sufpicion, where all Faith was meant 3
We come not by the way of Acculation,
To taint that Honour every goed Tongue bleffes 3
Nor to betray you any way C Sorrow,
You have too much, good Lady : But to know
How you ftand 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 honoured Madam,
My Lord of York, out of his noble Nature,
Zeal and Obedicnce, he flill 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 fign of Peace,
His Service and his Counfcl

Queen. To betray me.
My Lords, 1.thank you both for your good wills
Ye fpeak like honeft Men, pray God ye prove [o,
But how to muke ye fuddenly an Anfwer
In {uch 2 point of weight, 0 near mine Honoury
(More near my Life, I fear) with my weik Wit
And to fuch M:n of Giavity and Learoing 5
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In truth I koow not. - 1 was fét at work
Among my Maids, full little, God krows, looking
Either for fuch Men, or fuch Bufinefs;
For her fake that i -have been; for [ feel
The laft fic of my Greatiicfs, good your Graces,
Let me have Timeand Council for my Caufe :
Alas, T am a Woman friendlefs, hopelefs,
Wel, Madam,
.. You wrong the King’s Love with thofe Fears,
" Your Hopés and Friends are infinite,
Queens In England,
' Butlittle for my profic : Can you think, Lord,
% That any Englifp Man dare givée me Counfel 2
Or be a known Friend ’gainft his Highaoefs pleafare,
Though he be grown fo delperate to be honeft,
And live a Subje& 2 Nay forfooth, my Friénds,
They that muft weigh.out my AfliGions,
They that my truft muft grow to; live not here,
i They aré, asall my other Comforts, far hence
_ In mine own Counury, Lotds.
%  Cam, 1 would your Grace
Would leave your Gricfs, and take my Counfel,
¥ Onéen. How, Sir i
M Cam. Put your main Caufe into the King’s ProteQion,
He’s loving and'moft gracious. *Twill be much
Both for your Horlour better, and your Caufe ;
For if the Trial of the Law o’er-take yes
You'll part away difgrac'd;
Wol. He tells you righly.
. Queen. Ye tell me whar ye wifh for both, my Ruin;
¢ Is this your Chriftian Counfel 2 Oue.tipon ye,
Heav’n is above all yet ; there fits a Judge,
That no King can corrupt.
Cam. Your Rage miftakes us,
Queen. The more thame for ye holy Men I thought ye,
i Upon my Soul; ewo reverend Cardinal Virtues;
b But Cardinal Sins, and hollow Hearts, I fear ye:
Mend ’em for hame, my Lords : Is this your comfort?
;. The Cordial that ye bring a wretched Licy 2
; A Waman loft among ye, faugh’d ar, feorn’d 3
Will not wifh ye haif my Miferies,

Q3 X
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I have more Charity.  But fay 1 warn'd ye 3
Take heed, for Heav’ns (:ke take heed, Jeft at once
The burthen of my Sorrows fall upon ye.
Wel. Madam, this is a meer Diftraction,
You turn the Good we offer into Envy.

Queen, Ye turn me into nothing. Woupon yes
And all fuch falfe Profeflors. 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 bani(h’d me his Bed already,
His Love tooy long ago. I am old, my Lords,

And all the Fellowfhip I hold now with him

Is only by Obedience. What can happen

To me, above this wretchednefs 2 All your Studies

M ke me a Curfe, like this.

Cam. Your fears are wor{e.——

Queen. Have I liv’d thus long (let me fpeak my felf,
Since Virtue finds no Eriends) a Wife, a true one?
A Woman (I dare fay without Vain-glory)

Never yet branded with Sufpicion £
Have 1, with all my full Affe&tions
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Sill met the King 2 lov'd him next Heav’n, obey’d himéy i

Been, out of fondnefs, {uperftitious to him?
Almoft forgot my Prayers to content him?
Aud am I thus rewarded? *ris not well, Lords.
Bring me a conftant Woman to her Husband,
One that pc'er dresm’d a Joys beyond his pleafure:
And to that Woman, when fhe has done moft,
Yet will I add an Honour ; 2 great Patience.
Wal. Madam, you wander from the good
We aim ate
QOwneen, My Lord,
I dare not make my felf fo guiley.
To give up willingly that noble Title
Your Mafter wed me to : Nething but Death
Shill e’er divorce my Dignities.
Wel. Pray, hear me
Queen. Would 1 had never trod this Englifh Earthy
Or felt the Elatteries that grow upon it

Ye have Angels Faces, but Heav'n knows yourHeart{‘Vh‘
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What fhall become of me now ! wrerched Lady !
Iam the.moft unhappy Woman living.
Alas, poor Wenches, where are now your Fortunes 2
[To her Women,
Ship-wrack’d upon a Kingdom, where no Pity,
No Friends, no Hope, no Kindred weep for me 2
Almoft no Grave ailow’d me 2 like the Lill
 That once was Muftrefs of the Field, and flourifh’d,
Ull hang my Head, and periih.
Wol. 1f your Grace
" Could but be brought to know our Ends are honeft,
You’i] feel more comfort. Why thould we, good Lady,
h Upon what caule wrong you ? Alis, our Places,
The way of our Profeflion is againtt it ;
We are to cure fuch Sorrows, not to fow ’em.
@ For goodnefs fake confider what you do,
How you may hurt your felf, ay, utterly
Grow from the King’s Acquaintance, by this Carriage,
5 The Hearts of Princes kifs Obedience,
uf So much they love it : But to flubborn Spirits,
They fwell and grow as terrible as Storms,
I know you have a gentle, noble Temper,
A Soul as even as a Calm; pray think us,
,# Thofe we profefs, Peace-makers, Friends and Servants.
) Cam. Madam, youll find it fo:
You wrong your Virtues
i [With thefe weak Womens fears. A Noble Spirit,
, As yours was, put into you ever cafts
ui Sach doubts as falfe Coin from it. The King loves you,
j, Beware you lofe it not ; for us (if you pleafe
To truft us in your Bufinefs) we are ready
To ufe our utmoft Studies in your Service.
QOneen. Do what you will, my Lords;
Ard pray forgive me,
IThwe us’d my felf unmannerly ;
You know I am a Woman, lacking wig
h To make a feemly anfwer to fuch Perfons,
' Pry do my Service to his Majefty.
Fe has my Heart yet; and thall have my Prayers
i While I fhall have my Life. Come, Reverend Fathers,
Beftow your Counfels on me.  She now begs

aufff' Q 3 Thlt
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Lt when fhe fet footing here,

_& uave bought her Dignities & dear.

S C-ENE_ S5

ara

Enter the Duke of Notfolk, Dunke of Suffolk, Lord
and Lord Chambertain,

Nor. 1f you will now unite in your Complaints,
And force them with a Conftancy, the Cardinal
Cannot ftand under them. If you omit
The offer of this time, I cannot promife,

But that you fhall fuftain more ncw Difgraces,
With chefe you bear already.

Sur. 1 am joyful
To meet the leaft Occafion that may give me
R emembrance 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 st leaft
Serangely neglected? When did he regard
The ftamp of Noblenefs 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 him (though row the time
Gives way to us) I much fear. [If you cannot
Bar bis accefs to th’King, never attempt
Any thing on him; for he hath a witchcraft
Over the King in’s Tongue.

Nor. O fear him not,

His Spell in that is out; the King hath found
Matter againft him that for ever mars

The Hony of his Languzge. No, he’s feetleds
Not to come off, in his high Difpleafure.

Sur. Sir, ;

1 fhouid be glad to hear fuch News as this
Once every hour.

Nor. Believe it, this is trues
In the Divorce, his contrary Proceedings
Are all unfolded 5 wherein he appears,

[ Exenn,

Surrey,
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gt As I would wifh mioe Eaemy,
b Sur. How came

His Pra&ices to light ?
Il Suf. Moft ftrangely.

Sur. O how 2 how ¢
ikl  Suf. The Cardinal’s Letters to the Pope mifearried,
And came to th'Eye o’th'King, wherein Was read,
How that the Cardinal di.i intrezt his Holinefs
. To ftay the Judgment o th® Divorce; for if

Con 1 1 ] 1 : ercel
¢ Cul ¢t did take place, I do, quoth{ he; perceive
My King is tangled in Affe&tion, to

it

i ;
F:[(; A Creature of the Queen’s, Lady Anne Bullen,
- Sur. Ha’s the King this ¢
Dilict , 3 B
e Suf. Believe it

Sar. Will this work?
, Cham. The King in this perceives him, how he coails
%% And hedges his own way. But in this Poing,
¢ DI Al his tricks founder, and he brings his Phyfick
After his Patient’s death ; the King already
Hath mairied the fair Lady.
el §yur. Would he had.
gurd S#f. May you be Happy in your with, my Lord,
0 For I profefs you have it.
Sur. Now all my joy
tPlefiti Trace the Conjun&ion.
(00 ! Suf. My Amen to’t.
o time Nor, All Mens,
et Swf. There’s order given for her Coronation:
gt~ Marry this is but young, and® may be left
whelt  To fome Ears unrecounted. - But, my Lords,
She is a gallant Creature, and compleat
In Mind and Featare, I perfuade me from her
Ao Will fall fome Bleffing to this Land, which fhall
| In it be memoriz’d.
,ht’i [ikd ASur. But will the King R
fn  Digeft this Letcer of the Cardinal’s3
The Lord forbid.
Nor. Marry, Amen.
Saf. No, no:
There be moe Wafps that buz abeut his Nofe,
g Will' make this fting the fooners . Cardinal Campeiss, .
: Q4 M\ Is
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Is ftoln away to Rome, hath ta’en no leave,
Hath left the Caufé 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.
Gham. Now God incenfe him;
And lec him cry Ha, louder.
Nor. But, my Lord,
When returns Cranmer ? :
Suf. He is return’d with his Opinions, which
Have fatisfy’d the King for his Divorce,
Gather’d from il the famous Colleges
Almoft in Chiiftendoin fhortly, I believe,
His fecond Marriage fhall be publifh’d, and
Her Coronation. Katharine no more
Shall be cali’d Queen, but Princefs Dowager,
A Widow to Pr.nce Aribur.
Nor. This fame Cronmer’s
A worthy Fellow, :nd hath ta’en much pain
In the King’s Bulinefs,
Suf. He has, and we fhall fee him,
For 1t, an Archbithop,
Nor. So I hear.
Suf. *Tis fo.
Enter Wolfey and Cromwel,
The Cardinal.
Nor. Obferve, obfetve, he’s moody.
Wal, The Packet, Cromwel,
Gav’t you the King?
Crom. To his ows Hand, in’s Bed-chamber.
Wel. Lock’d he o’th’ infide of the Paper?
Crom. Prefently,
He did unfeal them, and the firflt he view’d,
He did it with a fertous Mind; a heed
W as in his Countenance.. You he bad
Attend him here this Morning.
Wol, Is he ready to come Abroad?
Crom. I think by this he is.

Wol. Leave me a while. [ Exit Cromwel:

Tt fhall be to-the Dutchefs of _Alesfon,
The French King’s Sifter 5 he fhall marry her.
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King Henry VIIL. 1769

Anne Bullen 1=--No, Ull no Anne Ballens for him,——
There’s more in’t than fair Vifage Bullen!

No, we'll no Bullens Speedily I ‘wifh

To hear from Rome the Marchionefs of Pembrook!—~——

Nor. He’s difcontentcd.

Suf. May be he hears the King
Does whet his anger to him.

Sur. Sharp enough,
Lord for thy Juftice,

Wol. [ Afide.] The late Queen’s Gentlewoman!
A Knight's Davghter! :
To be her Miftrefs’s Miftrefs! the Queen’s Queen!——1
This Candle burns not clear, ’tis I muft fnuff it,
Then out it goes——W hat though I know her virtuous |
And well-deferving 7 yet I know her for
A fpleeny Lutheran, and not wholfom to
Our Caufe! that fhe fhould lye i’th’ Bofom of
Our hard-rul’d King!——Again, there is fprung up
An Heretick, an arch one; Crammer, one
Hath crawl’d into the favour of the King,
And is his Oracle.

Norf. He’s vex'd at fomething.

Enter King, reading of a Schedule.

Sar. 1 would *twere fomething that would fret the firing
The Mafter-cord on’s Heart.

Suf. The King, the King.

King. What piles of Wealth hath he accumulated
To his own Portion! and what expence by th* hour
Seems to flow from him | 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 obferving him, Some ftrange 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; f{traight
Springs out into falt Gate, ‘then ftops again,
Strikes his Breaft hard, and then anon, he cafts
¢ His Eye againft the Mcon, in molt ftrange Poftures
""" We have feen him fet himf:lf,
King. It may well be,

There
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There is a Mutiny, in’s mind. This Morning,
Papers of State he fert me to perue

As I requird; and wot you what I fa?\md‘
There, on my Confcience put unwirtinghys
For[oth an inventory, thus importing

The feveral parcels of his Plate, his T reafures
Rich Stuffs and Ornaments of Houfhold, which
1 6 d at fuch a proud Rate, that it outpeaks

Pofl Fion of a Subjett.
Aoy, It's Heaven’s will
Some Spirit put this Paper in the Packet,
T €l i V{ i
King. 1t we did’ think
His Contempl:tiors Wer ove the Eavthy
And fix'd on fpiritual Objects, | outd fhil

Dwell in his Mufings, but F am-afidid
His thickings are below the Moon, ior worth

His ferious confidering.

He takes his Seat, whifpers Lovcl, who goes 10 Wollcy.

Wol. Heaven forgive: me—=
fiver God blels your Hig,hncfs
King. Good my Lord,
You are full of heavenly Seuff. and'bearthe Inventory
Of your beft Graces, in your Mind'; the which
You were now ru’ning o’y you have fecarce time
“T'o fteal from fpiritial leifure, a bricf {pan
To keep your earthly Audit, {are-m that
I deem you an ill Husband, and'am glad
To have you therein my Companior,
Wol. Sirs
For Holy Offices T havea time; ‘time
To thirk upon the part of Bufinefl:, twhich
1 bear ich State; and Nature does require
Her times of Prefervation, which perforce
T her frail Son, amongft my Brethren mortal,
Muft give my tendance to.
King. You have faid well.
Wel. And ever may your Highnefs yoke together,
As T will lend'you caufe, my doing well,
With my well faying.
King. ” Tis well faid agains
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King Henry VHI. r’x 271

And ’tis a kind of good Deed to fay well

And yet Words ake 1o Deeds, - My FHather lov’d you,
He faid he did, and with this Deed did crown

His Ward upon you. . Since I had my Office

I have kept you next my Heart, bave not alone
Imploy’d you where high Profits might come home,
But par’d my prefent Havings, to beftow

My Bounties upon you.

Wol. W hat fhould this mean? [ Ajide.
Sur. The Lord increafe this Bufinefs. | Afide.

King. Havel not made you
The prime Man of the State? ‘I pray you tell me,
If what I now pronounce, you have found true:
And if you may confefs i, fay withal
If you are to bound to us, or no. What fay you 2
Wal, My Sovereign, 1 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 fhort of my defires,
Yet fil’d with my. Abilities: Mine own Euads
Have been fo,, that evermore they pointed
To th’ good of your, smoft Sacred Perfon, and
The profit of the State: For your geeat Graces
Heap’d upon, me, peor; Undefcrver, I
Can nothing render. but. Allegiant, Thanks,
My Prayers to, Heav'n. for yous; my Loyalty,
Which ever has, and ever: fhall. be growing,
*Till Death, that Winrery kill it
King. Fairly anfwer’d :
A Loyal and: Obedient Subje@ is
Therein illuftrated; the Honour of it
Does pay the A& of it, as 1’th” contrary
The foulnefs is the Punifhment. I prefume,
That as my Hand: has open’d: Bounty o you,
My Heart dropp’d Love, my, Pow’s rain'd Honour, more
On you, than any; {o your Hand and Hearrt,
Your Brain, andsevery Fun&ion of your Power,
Should, notwithitanding that your bond of Duty,
As ’twere in Love’s particular, be more

To me, your Friend, than any.
Wol,
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wal, 1 do profefs, !
“That for your Highnefs good, T ever labour’d g
More than mine own; That am T, have been, and will be:
Though all the World fhould crack their duty to you,
And throw it from their Soul; though perils did
Abound, as thick as though: could make ’em, and
Appear in forms more herrid; yet, my Duty,
As doth a Rock againft the chiding Flood,
Should the approach of this wild River break,
And ftand unfhaken yours.
King. ' T'is noble fpoken;
Take notice Lords, he has a loyal Breaft,
For you have feen him open’t.  Read o'er this,
And after this, and then to Breakfaft with
What appetite you'may.
[ Exis King, frowning upon Cardinal Wolfey, the Nobles
throng after him whifpering and [miling,
Wol. What fhould this mean?
W hat fidden Anger’sthis ? How have I'reap’dit?
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. Tmutft read this Paper :
1 fear, the Story of his Anger——"Tis fo
“Fhis Paper has undone me—"Tis th® Account
©fall that World of Wealth T havedraw! together
For mine own ends, indeed to gain the Popedom,
Acd fee my Friends in Rome. O Negligence!
Fit for a Fool to fall by : What crofs Devil
Made me put this main Secret 1n the Packet
¥ fent the King? Is there no way to cure this?
No rew device to beat this from his Brains 2
1 kaow ’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——T70 the Pope}
The Letter, as I live, with all the Bufinefs :
I writ to’s Holinefs. . Nay, then farewel ;
T have touch™d the higheft point of all my Greatnefs,
And fiom tha full Menidian of my Glory, o
1 hafte now to my Scuting. I fhall fall

Like
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Like a bright Exhalation in the Evening,
And no Man fee me more, :
Enter to Wolley, the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolky the Earl
of Surrey, and the Lord Chamberlain,
Nor. Hear the King’s pleafure, Cardinal,
Who commands you
To render up the great Seal prefently
Into our hands, and to confine your felf
To Afber-honfe, my Lord of Winchefter’s,
"Till you hear further from his Highnefs.
Wal. Stay :
Where’s your Commiffion, Lords? words cannot carry
Authority fo mighty.
Suf. Who dare crofs ’em,
Bearing the King’s Will from his Mouth exprefly 2
Wel. *Till I find more than will, or words te do ity
I mean your Malice, know, Officious Lords,
I dare, and muft deny it. Now 1 feel
Of what courfe Metal ye are molded=————Envy1
How eagerly ye follow my Difgrace
As if it fed ye, and how fleek and wanton
Ye appear in every thing may bring my Ruin?
Follow your envious Courfes, Men of Malice;
You have a Chriftian warrant for ’em, and no doubt
In time willfind their it Rewards. That Seal
You ask with fuch a'Violence, the King,
Mine, and your Mafter, with his own hand gave me?
Bad me erjoy i+, with the Place, and Honours
During my life; and to corfirm his goodnefs,
Ty’d it by Letters Patents, Now,; who’ll take it?
Sur. The King that gave it.
Wol. Tt muft be him{If then.
Sur. Thou art a proud Traitor, Prieft,
Wol. Proud Lord, thou lyeft:
Within thefe forty hours, Surrey durft better
Have burnt that Tongue, than faid fo.
Sur. Thy Ambition,
Thou fearlet Sinner, robb’d this bewailing Land
Of noble Buckingham, my Father-in-Law:
The Heads of all thy Brother Cardinals,
% With
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With thee, and all thy beft parts bound togethér,
Weigh’d not a Hair of his. - Plague of your Policys
You fent me Deputy for Irelands
Ear from hus fuccour 5 ¢rom the King, from all
“That might have mercy on the faulr, theu gav’{t him:
Whil'ft your great Goodnefs, out of holy Pity,
Abfolv’d him with an Axe.
Wol. This, and all elfe
This ralking Lord can lay upon my Credit,
I an{wer, is moft falfe.  The Duke by Law
Found his deferts. How innocent I was
From aby private malice in his end,
His noble Jury, and foul Caufe can witnefs.
1€ 1 lov’d many words, Lord, 1 {flrould tell you,
You have s little Honefty, as Honours
"That-ih the way of Loyaltys and Truth
"Toward the King, my ever Royal Mafter,
Dare mate a founder Man than Swrrey can be,
And all that love his Folliess
Sur. By my Soul,
Your long Coat, Priefts protelts you,
‘Thou fhould’ft feel
My Sword ek’ Lifes Blood of thee elfe. My Lords,
Can ye endure to hear this Arrogance?
And from this Fellow? If we live thus ramely,
To be thus ]adcd by a piece of Scatlet,
Farewel Nobility; let his Grace go forward,
And dare us with his Cap, like Larks.
Wel. All Goodnefs
fs poilon to thy Stomach.
Sur. Yes, that Goodnefs
Of gleaning all the Lands-wealth into one,
Into your own hands, Card’nal, by Extortions
The goodnefs of your intercepted Packets
You writ to the Pope, againft the King; your goodnefs,
Since you provoke me, thall be moft notoriouss
My Lord of Norfalk, as you are truly noble,
As you refpec the common Go yd, the State
Of our defpis’d Nobility, our 1{Tues,
Who, if he live, will fcarce be Gentlemen,
Produce the grand fum of his Sins, the Articles

1774
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Collected from his Life. T'll ftartle you
Worfe than the facring Bell, when the brown Wench
Lay kiffing in your Arms, Lord Cardinal.

Wol. How much methinks I could defpife this Man,
But that I am bound in Charity againtt i,

Nor. Thofe Aruicles, my Lord, are in the King’s Hand:
But thus much, they are foul ones,

Wol. So much f-;lr\r
And fpotlefs (hall mine Innocence arife,
When the Kinpg krows my Truth,

Sxr. This cannot fave you:
[ thank my Memory, 1 yet remember
Some of thefe Articles, and out they fhall,
Now, if you can bluth, :nd cry Guiity, Cardinal,
You’'ll thew a littde Henedty.

Wel. Speak on, Sir,
I dare your worft Objc&ions: If T bluth,
It is to fee a Nobleman want Manners,

Sur. I had rather want thofe, than my Head;
Have at you,
Firft, that without the King’s aflent or knowledge,
You wrought to bea Legat, by which power
You maim’d the Jurifdiction of all Bifhops.

Nor. Then, thatin all you writ to Rome, or elfe
To foreign Princer, Ego ¢ Rex mens
Was [l infcrib’d; in which you brought the King
To be your Servant,

Suf. Then, that without the knowledge
Either of King or Council, when you went
Ambaffador to the Emperor, you made bold
To carry into Flanders the great Seal.

Sur. lrem, You {ent a large Commiffion
To Gregory de Caffalis, to conclude,
Without the King’s Will, or the States alowance,
A League between his Highnefs and Ferrara.

Saf. That out of meer Ambition, you have caus’d
Your Holy-Hat to be ftampd on the King’s Coin.

Swr. Then, that you have fent innumerable fubftance,
By what means got T leave to your own Confcierce,
To furnifh Rome, and to prepare the ways :
You have for Dignities, to the meer undoing
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OFf all the Kingdom. Many moreé there are
Which fince they are of you, and odious,
§ will not taint my Mouth with.
Cham. O my Lord,
Prefs not a falling Man too far; ’tis Virtue s
His Faults lye open to the Laws, let them,
Not you, correct him. My Heart weeps to {ee him
So little, of his great Self.
Sur. 1forgive him,
Suf. Lord Cardinal, the King’s further pleafure iss
Becaufe all thofe things you have done of late,
By your Power Legatine, within this Kingdom,
Fall into the compafs of a Premunire;
That therefore fuch a Writ be {ued againft you,
To forfeit all your Goods, Lands, Teaements,
Caftles, and whatfoever, and to be
Gut of the King’s Protection. This is my Charge.
Nor. And fo we'll leave you to your Meditations
How to live better. For your ftubborn an{wer
About the giving back the great Seal to us,
The King fhall know it, and, no doubr, fhall thaok you.
So fare you well, my little good Lord Cardinal. ]
[Exennt all but Wolfey,
Wol. So farewel to the little good you bear me.
Farewel, a long farewel to all my Greatnefs.
T his is the ftate of Man; to day he puts forth
The tender Leaves of Hopes, to morrow Blofloms,
And bears his bluthing Honours thick upon him:
The third Day comes a Froft, a killing Froft,
And when he thinks, good eafic Man, full furely
His Greatnefs is a ripening, nips his Root,
Aund then he falls, as I do. 1 have ventur'd,
Like little wanton Boys that {wim on Bladders,
This many Summers in a Sea of Glory,
Bu: far beyond my depth: my high-blown Pride
At length broke under me, and now has left me
Weary, and old with Service, to the mercy
Of a rude Stream, that muft for ever hide me.
Vain pomp, and glory of the World, I hate ye
I feel my Heart new open’d.  Oh how wretche
Is that poor Man that hangs oo Princes Favours?

There '
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King Henry VIIL. J.37.9%

There is betwixt that fmile we would afpire to,
That fweet Afpe& of Princes, and their ruin,
More pangs and fears than Wars or Women have:
And when he falls, he falls like Lucifer,
Never to hope again.
Euter Cromwell ffanding amaz’d,

Why, how now Cromwell 2

Crom. 1 have no power to fpeak, Sir.

Wol. What, amaz’d
At my Misfortunes? Can thy Spirit wonder
A great Man fhould decline. Nay, and you weep
Iam fall’n indeed.

Crom. How does your Grace?

Wol. Why, well;
Never {o truly happy, my good Cromwell,
I know my felf now, and I feel within me
A Peace above all Earchly Dignities,
A ftill and quiet Confcience. The King has cur'd me,
[ humbly thank his Grace; and from thefe Shoulders
This ruin’d Pillar, out of pity, taken
A load would fink a Navy, too much Honour.
O ’tis a Burden, Cromwell, *tis a Burden

{ Too heavy for a Man, that hopes for Heav’n,

Crom. I am glad your Grace
Has made that right ufe of it.
Wal. T hopeI have:
Lam able now, methinks,
Out of a fortitude of Soul, I feel,
To endure more Miferies, and greater far
Than my weak-hearted Enemies dare offer.
What News abroad?
Crom. The heavieft, and the worft,
Is your difpleafure with the King.
Wal, God blefs him.
Groms. The next is, that Sir Thomas Moor is chafin
Lord Chancellor, in your place,
Wol. That’s fomewhat fudden——
But he’s a learned Man. May he continue
Long in his Highnefs favour, and do Judtice
For Truth’s-ake, and his Confcience; that his Boncs,
Vor. v, R : R When
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When he has run his courfe, and fleeps in Bleflings,
May bave a Tomb of Orphans Tears wept on him.
W hat more ¢
Crom. That Cranmer is return’d with welcomes
Inftal’d Lord Archbifhop of Canterbary.
Wel, That’s News indeed.
Crom. Laft, that the Lady Awne,
Whom the King hath in fecrecy long married,
This day was view’d in open, 2s his Queen,
Going to Chappel ; ard the Voice is now
Oaly about her Coronation.
Wol. 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 Sun fhall ever ufher forth mine Honours,
Or gild again the noble Troops that waited
Upon my Smiles. Go get thee from me, Cromwell,
I am a poor fallen Main, unworthy now
To be thy Lord and Mafter.. Seek the King,
That Sun, I pray may never fet; I have told him,
W hat and how trie thou art ; he will advance thee:
Some little memory of me will ftir him,
I know his noble Natnre, not to lct
Thy hopeful fervice perifh too. Goed Cromwell,
Negle&t him not ; make ufe now, and provide
For thine own future fafety.
Crom, O my Lord,
Muft I then leave you ? Muft I needs fcrgo
So good, o noble, and fo true a Mafter 2
Bear witnels, all that have not Hearts of Iron,
With what a Sorrow Gremwell leaves his Lord.
The Kiog fhall have my fervice; but my Prayers
For ever and for ever fhall be your:.
Wal. Cromwell, 1 did not think to fied a Tear
In ali my Miferies; but thou haft forc’d me,
Out of thy honeft trath, to play the Womap.
Let’s dry our Eyes: And thus far hear me, Cromwelly
And when I am forgotten, as I fhal] be,
And fleep in dull cold Marble, where no mention

of
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Of me more muft be heard : Say, T taught thee;
Say, Welfey, that once trod the wiys of Glory,
And founded all the Depths and Shoals of Honour,
Found thee a way, out of his wrack, to rife in s

A furey and fufe one, though thy Mafter mift it
Mark but my Fall, and that that ruin’d me:
Cromwell, 1 charge thee, fling away Ambition,

By that Sin fell the Angels ; how can Man then
The Image of his Maker, hope to. win it2

Love thy fiIf1aft, cherith thofe Hearts that hate thee:
Corruption wins not more than Honcfty,

Still in thy right Hand, carry gentle Peace

To filence envious Tongues. Be juft, and fear not.
Let all the ends thou aim’t at, be thy Country’s,
Thy God’s and Truth’s ; then if thou fall'}, O Cromawell,
Thou fall’t 2 blefled Martyr,

Serve the King ; and prithée lead me in:

There take an Inventory of all I have,

To the Lft 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. Gaod Sir, have patience,
Wol. So I have. Farewel
The hopes of Court, my hopes in Heav’n do dwell.

[Exennts

A CEAV, o8 C .E NE L

Enter two Genrlemen, meeting ome another,

1 Gm.}?Ou’re well met once again.
2 Gen, So are you.

I Gen. You come to take your Stand here, and behold
The Lady Anne pafs from her Coronation,

2 Gen. 'Tis all my Bufinefs.. At our laft encounter,
The Duke of Buckingbam came from his Trial.

L &G 1 Gen,
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1 Gen. 'Tis very truc.
This, general Joy.
s Gen. ’Tis well; the Citizens
I am fure have fhewn at full cheir Royal Minds,
- And let *em have their rights, they are cver forward
In Celebration of this day with Shews,
Pageants, and Sights of Honour.
1 Gen. Never greater,
Nor I'll affure you better taken, Sir.
2 Gen, May I be bold to ask what that contains,
"The Paper in your Hands?
t Gen. Yes, 'tis the Lift
Of thofe that claim their Offices this Day,
By cuftom of the Coronation.
The Duke of Suffolk is the firft, and claims
To be high Steward ; next the Duke of Norfolks
He to be Earl Marfhal; you may read the reft.

2 Gen, I thank you, Sir ; had Inot knowo thofe Cuftoms,

1 fhould have been beholding to your Paper:
But I befeech you what’s become of Katharine,
The Princes Dowager? How goes her Bufinefs?
1 Gen. That I can tell you too ; the Archbifhop
OF Canterbury, accompanicd with other
Learned and Reverend F-thers of his Order,
Held a late Court at Dunftable, fix Miles off
From Ampthil, where the Princefs lay, to which
She was often cited by them, but appear’d not 3
And robe 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 Marrisge made of none effe&:
since which, fhe was removed to Kimbolton,
Where the remains now fick.
2 Gen. Alas good Lady!
The Trumpets found ; ftand clofe,

But that time offer’d Sorrow,

The Queen is coming. [ Hantboys:

/

The
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The Order of the Coronaticn.

vl - 5, 4 lively Flourifh of Trumpets,

2. Then two Fudges

3. Lord Chancellor, with the Purfe and Mace before him.

4. Quirifters finging, [ Mufick.

. §. Mayor of London, bearing the Mace, Ther Garter in
Oty his Coat of Armsy, and on bhis Head a Gilt Copper
Crown.

6. Marquefi of Dotlety bearing a Scepter of Quld, on his
Head a Demi-Coronal of Gold. With bim, the Earl of
Surrey, bearing the Rod of Silver with the Dove, Crown'd
with an Earls Corunet, Collars of SS.

nfly 7. Duke of S flolk, in bis Robe of Eftate, bis Coronet on his
el Head, bearing a long white Ward, a5 High Steward. With
k(s him the Duke of Noifolky with the Rod of Mar [balfbip,
+ & Coronet on bis Head. Collurs of §S.

w, 8 A Canopy born by four of the Cinque-ports, mnder it the

et Qmneen in her Robes in her Hair, richly adorned with Pearl,
Wity ~ Crowned. On each fide her the Bifbops of London and
~ Winch:fter,
9. The old Dutchefs of Norfolk, in a Coronal of Gold, wronght
f with Flowers, bearing the Qneen’s Train.

hid 10w Certain Ladies or Counteffes, with plain Girclets of Gold
without Flowers, .

They pafs over the Stage in Order and Statey and then Excunt,
with a great Flowrifb of Trumpets.

ot

2 Gen. A Royal Train, believe me; thefe I know;
Who's that bears the Scepter?
h 1 Gen. Marquefs Derfer,
And that the Earl of Surrey, with the Rod.
2 Gen. A bold brave Gentleman. That thould be
W 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 fwecteft Face I ever look'd on.
R 3 Sir,
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Sir, as I have a Soul, fhe 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.
t Gen. They that bear
The Cloth of Honour over her, are four Barons
Of the Cingne-Poris.
5 Gen. Thofe Men are happy,
And fo are all, are near hers
I take it, fhe that carries up the Train,
Is that old noble Lady, the Dutchefs of Norfolks
1 Gen. It s, and all the reft are Countefles.
5 Gen. Their Coronets fay fo. Thefe are Stars indeed,
And fometimes falling ones.
1 Gen. No more of that.
Enter a thivd Gentleman.
God fave you Sir.  Where have you been broiling ¢
3 Gen. Among the Croud 1'th’ Abby, where a Finger
Could nat be wedg'd in more; I am ftifled
Wiith the meer Ranknefs of their Joy.
2 Gen. You {aw the Ceremony ¢
3 Gen. 1did.
1 Gen. How was it?¢
3 Gen. Well worth the eeings
3 Gen. Good Sir, fpeak it to us.
3 Gew, As well as 1 am able. The rich Stream
Of Lords and Ladies, having brought the Queen
To a prepard place in the Quire, fell off
A diftance from her ; while her Grace fate down
To reft a while, fome half an hour, or fo,
In a rich Chair of State,: oppofing freely
The Beauty of her Perfon to the People.
Jelieve me, Sir, fhe is the goodlicft-Woman
That ever lay by’ Man ; which when the Pcople
Had the full. View: of, fucha noife arofe,
As the fhrowds make at Sea in a {tiff Tempeft,
As loud, and to as many:tunes, Hats, Cloaks,
Doublets, I think, flew up; and bad their Faces
Been lofe, this day they had been loft.  Such joy
I necer faw before.  Great-belly’d ‘W omen,
That bad not half a Week to go, like Rums

In
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In the old time of War, would fhake the Prefs
And make ’em reel before ’em. No Man living
Could fay, this is my Wife there, all were woven
So ftrangely in one piece.

2 Gen. But what follow’d?

3 Gen, At length her Grace rofe, and with modeft Paces
Came to the Altar, where fhe kneel’d, and Saint-like
Caft her fair Eyes to Heav’n, and pray’d devoutly.
Then rofe again, and bow’d her to the People:
When by the Archbithop of Canterbury,

She had all the Royal makings of a Queen;

As holy Oil, Edward Confeflor’s Crown,

The BR.od, and Bird of Peace, and all fuch Emblems
Laid nobly on her: which perform’d, the Quire
With all the choiceft Mufick cof the Kingdom,
Together {ung T¢ Dewm.  So fhe parted,

And with the fame full State pac’d back again

To York-Place, where the Feaft is held.

1 Gexn, Sir,

You muft no more call it York-Place, that’s paft.
For fince theCardinal fell, that Ticle’s loft,
*Tis now the King’s, and call’d Whirehall.
3 Gen, I know it :
Bur ’tis o lately alter’d, that the old Name
Is fre(h about me.

2 Gen. What two Reverend Bifhops
Were thofe, that went on each fide of the Queen?

3 Gen. Stokefly and Gardiner, the one of Wincheffex,
Newly preferr’d from the King’s Secretary:

The othery London.

2 Gen, He of Winchefter
Is held no great good Lover of the Archbifhop,
The virtuous Cranmer.,

3 Gen, All the Land knows that :

However yet there is no great breach, when it comes,
Cranmer will find a Friend will not fhrink from him.
2 Gen. Who may be that, I pray you?
3 Geno Thomas Gromwell,
A Man in much éfteem with th* King," and  truly
A worthy Friend.: The King has made him
R 4 Mafter
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Mafter o'th’ Jewel Houfe, ;
And one already of the Privy-Council.
2 Gent. He will deferve morc.
3 Gen. Yes, without all doubt.
Come, Gentlemen, you fhall go my way,
Which is to th’Court, and there ye fhall be my Guefts:
Someéthing I can command; as I walk thither
I'll tell ye more.
Both. You may command us, Sir. [ Exeunt,

S C:E NE /1L

Enter Kathatine Dowager, fick, led between Griffith her
Gentleman-T [ber, and Patience her Woman.

Grif. How does your Grace ?
Kath. O Griffith, fick to death:
My Legs like loaded Branches bow to Earth,
Willing to leave their Burthen: Reach a Chair—
So now methinks I feel a lictle eafe. [ Sitting down,
Didft thou not tell me, Griffith, as thou lead’{t me
That the great Child of Honour, Cardinal %olfey,
Was dead ?

Grif. Yes, Madam; but I think your Grace,
Out of the p:in you fuffer’d, gave no ear to’t.

Kath. Prithee, good Griffith, tellme how he dy’d.
If well, he ftept before me happily,

For my Example.

Grif. Well, the Voice goes, Madam
For after the {tout Earl of Nor: bumberland
Arrefted him at York, and brought him forward
As a Man forely tainted, to his Anfwer,

He fell fick fuddenly, and grew {o ill
He could not fit his Mule.

Kath. Alas, poor Man.

Grif. At laft, with cafie R oads he came to Leiceffers
Lodg’d in the Abby; where the reverend Abbot, -
With al' his Convent, honourably receiv'd him;
To whom he gave thefe Words. O Father Abbet,
‘An old Man broken with the Storms of State,

Is come to lay his weary Bones among ye;

Give him a little Earth for Charity.
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So went to Bed; where eagerly his Sicknefs
Purfu’d him {till; and three Nights after this,
About the hour of eight, which he himfelf
Foretold fhould be his laft, full of R epentance,
. Continual Medirtations, Tears and Sorrows,
e0jie  He gave his Honours to the World again,
i His blefled part to Heaven, and flept in Peace.
Kath. So may he reft,
His faults lay bury’d with him.
Yet thus far, Griffith, give me leave to {pea’ him,
And yet with Charity ; he was a Man
i OF an unbounded Stomach, ever ranking
s Him{elf with Princes.  One that by Suggellion
Ty'd all the Kingdom ; Simony was fair play,
His own Opinion was his Law. I'th’ Prefence
He would fay Untruths, and be ever double

fthy Both in his Words and Meaning. He was never,
Ch”{(" But where he meant to Ruin, pitiful.

dﬂ‘.-‘"’t His Promifes were, as he then was, Mighty;

a'ft 0%

™ But his Performance, as he now is, Nothing ;
[Fly  Of his own Body he was ill, and gave
The Clergy ill Example.
Grach Grif. Noble Madam,
ot Mens evil Manners live in Brafs, their Virtues
hedjt © We write in Water, May it pleafe your Highnefs
To hear me {peak his Good now?
Kath. Yes, good Griffuh,
I were malicious elfe,
/ Grif. This Cardinal,
wil ~ Though from an humble Stock, undoubtedly
Was fathion’d to much Honour. From his Cradle
He was a Scholar, and 2 ripe and good one;
Exceeding wife, fair fpoken, and perfuading 2
Lofty and four to them that Jov’d him not ;
L But to thofe Men that fought him, fweet as Summer.
o And though he were unfatishied in gerting,
| higi Which was a Sin, yet in beftowing, Madam,
s e was moft Princely; ever witnefs for him
"™ Thofe twins of Learning, that he rais’d in you,
dp/wich and Oxford; one of which fell with him,
Unvwilling to out-live the good that did ir,

The
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The other, though unfinifh’d, yet {o famous,
So excellent in Art, and ftill fo rifing,
That Chrifterdom fhall ever fpeak his Virtue.
His Overthrow heap’d Happine{s upon him;
For then, and not il then, he felt himfelf,
And found the Bleflednefs of being little.
And to add greater Honours to his Age
“Than Man could give him; he dy’d, fearing God.
Kuth. Afier my Death, 1 wifh no other Herald,
No other Speaker of my living A&ions,
To keep mine Horour from Corruptions
But {uch an honeft Chronicler, as Griffithe
Whom I moft hated living, thou baft made me
With thy religious Truth and Modetty,
TNow in his Afhes, Honour; Peace be with him.
Patience, be near me ftill, and fet me lower.
1 have not long to trouble thee.  Gocd Griffith,
Caufe the Muficians play me that {fad Note
1 nam’d my Koell; whilft I fit meditating
On that Celeftial Harmony, I go to.
Sad and folemn Mufick.
Grif. She is afleep: Good Wench, let’s fit down quiety
For fear we wake her. Softly, gentle Patience.

The Vifion. Enter [olemnly sripping one after anothers Jex Pers
Jonages clad in white Robes,wearing on their Heads Garlands
of Bays, and golden Vizards on_their Facess Branchesaf Bays
or Palm in their Hands. They firft Congee uxto hery thes
Dance; and at Certain Changes, the firft 1wo hold a [pare
Garland over her Head, at which the other four make reves
vend Curtfies. Then the 1wo, that beld the Garland, deliver
the fame to the other next 1o, who obferve the [ame order
in their Changes, and holding the Garland over ber Heads
Which doneythey deliver the [ame Garland vothe Laft 1wo, who
likewife obferve the [ame Orders At wbich, a3 it Were by In-

[pirations fbe makes, in ber fleep, igns ofrejo)rcing,ﬂﬂ:l holdeth

#p ber Hands to Heaven- And [0 in their Dancing wm’ﬂ),

carrying the Garland with them. The M ufick continiess

Kath. Spiits of Peace, where are'ye? are.ye all gone?
And leave me here 1 wretchednefls behind yef

*

Grifs
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; Grif. Madam, we are here,
Karh. 1t is not you I call for,
. Saw ye none enter, fince I flept?

Grif. None, Madam,
Kath. No? Saw you not even now a bleffed Troop
Invite me to a Banquet, whofe bright Faces
Caft a thoufand Beams upon me, like the Sun?
G, They promis’d me eternal Happinefs,
Hql And brought me Garlands, Griffth, which I feel
I'am not worthy y:t to wear: I fhall affuredly.
Grif. T am moft joyful, Madam, fuch good Dreams
Poflcfs your Fancy,
ot Karh. Bid the Mufick leave,
They are harfh and heavy to me, [ Mufick ceafes.
b Pat. Do you note ¢ '
How much her Grace is alter’d on the fudden 2
How long her Face 15 drawn 2 How pale fhe looks,
And of an earthy cold? Mark her Eyes.
Grif. She is going, Werch, Pray, pray————
: Par. Heaven comfort her.
Enter a Meffenger,
Mef. And’t like your Grace
Katbh. You are a fawcy Fellow,
Defcrve we no more Reverence?
Grif. You are to blame,
Knowing fhe will not lof: her wonted Greatnefs,
irH-"""“"' To ufe fo rudé Behaviour. Ga to, kneel.
: Mef. T humbly do intreat your Highpefs Pardon,
My hafte msde me unmannerly. There is ftaying
A Gentleman fent from the King; to fee you,

Kath, Admic him entrance,. Griffith.  But this Fellow
Let me ne’er fee again. (Exit Meffengere
Enter Lord Capucius.

If my fight fail me not,
You thould be Lord Ambaflidor from the Emperor,
My Royal Nephew, and your Name Capucins.
Cap. Madam, the fame, your Servant,
Kath, O my Lord,
The Times and Titles now are alter’d firangely
. With me, fince firlt you knew me.
eft* But 1 pray you,
)ftf . w}lat

\

)
1t
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W hat is your Pleafure with me?

Cap. Noble Lady,
Firlt mine own Service to your Grace, the next

The King’s requeft that I would vifit you,
Who giieves much for your weakoefs, and by me
Sends you his Princely Commendations,
And heartily intreats you take good Comfort,
Karh, O my good Lord, that comfort comes too late,
*Tis like a Pardon after Exccution;
That gentle Phyfick given in time had cur’d me:
But now I am paft ali Comforts here, but Prayers.
How does his Highnefs 2
Cap. Madam, in good Health.
Kath. So may he ever d-, and ever flourifh,

~ When I fhall dwell with Worms, and my pror Name
Banifh’d the Kingdom. Patience, 13 that Letter
I caus’d you write, yet fent away?

Pat, No, Madam.

Kath. Sir, I muft Humbly pray you to deliver
Ths tomy Lord the King.

Cap. Mot willingly, Madam.

Kath. 1n which 1 have commended to his Goodnefs
The Model of our chafte loves, his young Daughter,
“The dews of Heav'n fall thick in Ble(fings on her,
Befeeching bim to give her virtuous breeding.

She is young, and of a Noble modeft Nature,

I hope the will deferve well, and a little

To love her for her Mother’s fake, that lov’d him,
Heav’n knows how dearly.

My next poor Petition

Is, that his Noble Grace would have fome pity
Upon my wretched Women, that fo long
Have follow’d both my Fortunes, faithfully,

Of which there is not one, Idare avow,

And now I thould not lye, but well deferve
For Virtue, and true Beauty of the Soul,

For H ncfty, and decent Carriage,

A right good Husband, - let him be a Noble,
And furethofe Men are happy that thall have’em,
The laft is for my Men, they are the pooreft,
But Poverty could never draw ’em from me,

That
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That they may have their Wages duly paid *em,

And fomething over to remember me by.

If Heav’n had pleas’d to have given me longer Life
W And able Means, we had not parted thus.
 Thefe are the whole Contents, and good my Lord,
by By that you love the deareft in this Woild,
- Asyouwifh peace to Chriftian Souls departed,
o, Stand thefe poor Peoples Friend, and urge the King
onsti To do me this laft Right.

Cap. By Heav'n I will,

fdm Or let me lofe the fathion of a Man.
Pups. Karh. 1 thank you, honeft Lord. Remember me

In all humility unto his Highnefs;

Siy, his long trouble now is paffing
uit, Out of this World. Tell him, in death I bleft him,
pofeFor fo T will; mine Eyes grow dim. Farewel,
[ My Lord. Griffih farewel. Nay, Patience,

You muft not lcave me yet. I muft to Bad,

Call'in moreW vmen. When I am dead, good Wench,
dim Let me be us’d with Honour, ftrew me over

With Maiden Flowers, thatall the World may know

I was a chaft Wife to my Grave: Embalm me,
Gt Then lay me forth, although un-Queen’d, yet like
u A Queen, and Daughter to a King, inter me.
- 1. Ican no more. [ Exennt, leading Katharine,

500 oy
Iiﬂg«
urty

EacT v scaNEd
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Enter Gardiner Bifbop of Winchefter, a Page with a4 Torch
before him, met by Sir Thomas Eovel.
i
A Gard.IT’S one a Clock, Boy, is't not?
, Boy. It hath ftruck.
p Gard. Thefe fhould be hours for Neceflities,
Not for Delights; times to repair our Nature

" With comforting Repofe, and not for us

To wafte thefe times, Good hour of Night, Sir Zhemas,
i Whither fo late? £
ve",em- ' Lov,
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Lov. Came you from the King, my Lord?
Gard. 1 did, Sir Thomas, and left him at Primere
With the Duke of Suffolk;
Lov. I mult to him too,
Before he go to Bed.  I’ll take my leave,
Gard. Not yet, Sir Thomas Lovel; what’s the matter?
It feemns you are in hafte: And if there be
No great Offence belongs to't, give your Friend
Some touch of your late Bufinef; Affairs that walk,
As they {ay Spirits do, at midnight, have
In them a wilder Nature, than the Bufinefs
That feeks difpatch by Day.
Lov. My Lord, I love you:
'And durft commend a Secret to your Ear 1
Much weightier than this Word. The Queen’sin Labour,
They fay in great extremity, and ’tis fear’d :
She’ll with the Labour end.
Gard. The Fruit fhe goes with
I pray for heartily, that it may find
Good tim-, and live; but for the Stock, Sir Thomas
1 wifh it grubb’d up now.
Lov. Methinks I could
Cry the Amen, and yet my Conlcience fays,
She is.a good Creature, and {weer Lady, does
Deferve our better Wifhes.
Gard. Bur, Siry Sir
Hear me, Sir Thomas — Y are a Gentleman
Of mine own way, I know you are Wife, Religious,
And let me tell you, it will ne’er be well,
*Twill not, Sir Thomas Lovel, tak’t of me,
*Till Cranmer, Ciomwell, her two Hands, and (he,
Sleep in their Graves.
Lov. Now, Sir, you fpeak of two
The moft remaik’d 1’th’ Kingdom; as for Cromwelly
Befide that of the Jewel-houfe, is made Mafter
O’cth’ Rolls, and the King’s S:cretary. Fuither, Sify

!

Stands in the gap and trade for more Preferments,

W ith which the Time will load him. Th’Archbifhop
Is the King’s Hand, or Tongue, and who dare fpeak
One Syllable againft him?

Gard:
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ol Qard. Yes, yes, Sir Thomas,

por Lhere are that dare; and I my felf have ventur’d

To fpeak my Mind of him; and indeed this Day,

Sir, I may tell it you, I thiok I have

Incens’d the Lords of the Council, that he is,

at Prim

li." .. (For 16 I know he is, they know he'is)

LA moft Arch-heretick, a Peftilence

)EF' . Thatdoes infe& the Land; with which they mov’d,
r Frien

Have broken with the King, who hath fo fir
Given ear to our Complaint, of his great Grace
And Princely Care, forefleeing thofe fell Mifchiefs
6 Our Reafons laid before him, hath commanded
To morrow Morning to the Council Board
He be Convented, - He’s a rank W eed, Sir 7 hemas,
# And we muft root him out, From your Affairs
Qe Thinder you too long: Good Night, Sir Thomas.
ard [ Exennt Gardiner and Page.
Lov. Many good Nights, my Lord, I reft your Servant.
Enter King and Suffolk.
King, Charles, 1 will play no more to Night,
, STk My Mind’s not on’t, you are too hard for me.
Suf. Sir, I did never win of you before.
King. But little, Charles,
fys, Nor fhall not, when my Fancy’s on my Play.
1 @y Now, Lovel, from the Queen what is the News?
Lov. I could not perfonally deliver to her
What you commanded me, but by her Woman
gn L fent your Meflage, who return’d her Thanks
f, Rl In the greatelt humblenefs, and defir'd your Highnefs
. Moft heartily to pray for her.
'n‘e' King. What fay’ft thou! Ha!
.l To pray for her! What! is fhe crying out?
Hv Lov. So {aid her Woman, and that her fufPrance made
Alm-f¥ each pang a death,
o 8 King. Al‘;‘:,_gooi Lady.
e Suf. God fafely quit her of her Burthern, and
Py With gentle Travel, to the gladding of
" Your Highnefs with an Heir.
ff”';:%,;;,; King. *Tis midnight, Charles,
Td;;f!}\’ Pnt,hee to Bed, and in thy Prayers remember
@ Th eftate of my poor Queen, Leave me alone,

For
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For I muft think of that, which Company gghyl
Would not be friendly to. P
Suf. I with your Highnefs _ Nk
A quict Night, and my good Miftrefs will et
Remember in my Prayers. : o
King. Charles, Good Nights [Exit Suffolk, Julh
Well, Sir, whar follows? o
Enter Sir Anthony Denny. o
Denny. Sir, I have brought my Lord the Archbifhop, in
As vou commanded me. i)
King. Ha! Canterburyt— 1
Denny. Ay, my good Lord. S
King. *Tis true where is he, Denny ? S8 Tnth
Denny. He attends your Highnels pleafure, o il
King. Bring him to us, [ Exit Dennys "kl
Lsv. This is asout that ‘which the Bifhop fpake, i
1am happily come hither. [ Apide,
Enter Cranmer and Denny,
King. Avoid the Gallery. [ Lovel feemeth to fiay,

Ha! I have faid———be gone. [ Exeunt Lovel and Denny,
Gran. I am fearful: Wherefore frowns he thus?
*Tis his Afpc& of Terror, " All’s not well,
King. How now, my Lord 2
You do defirg to hnow, wherefore
I fent for you.
Gran. It is my Duey
Tsttend your Highnefs pleafure.
King. Pray you arife
My good and gracious Lord of Canterbury:
Come, you and I muft walk a turn together:
I have News to tell you.
Come, come, give me your Hand.
Ah my good Lord, I grieve at what I fpeak,
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’d
Have mov’d us, and our Ccuncil, that you (hall
This Morning come before us, where I know L
You cannot with fuch freedom purge your felf, i
But that "till further Trial, in thole Charges ’
' . % Which
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' Which will require your Anfwer, you muft take
Your Patience to you, and be well contented -
.To make your Houfe our Zower ; you, a Brother of us;
It fits we thus proceed, or elfe no witnefs
Would come againft you.
% Gram. T humbly thank your Highnef,
And am right glad to catch this good occafion,
Moft throughly to be winnow’d, where my ChafF
And Corn fhall fly afunder. For I know
There’s none ftands under more calumnious Tongues
Than I my felf, poor Man.
_ King. Stand up, good Canterbury;
Thy Truth and thy Integrity is rooted
lous, thy Friend,” Give me thy hand, ftand up,
iPrithee let’s walk. Now, by my holy Dame,
y What manner of Man are you?2 My Lord, I lookd
You would have given me your Petition, that
Ihould have ta’en fome pains, to bring together
i¥our felf and your Accufers, and to have heard you
{iWithout indurance further.
| Cran. Moft dread Licge,
The Good 1 ftand on, is my Truth and Honefty :
If they hall fall, I, with mine Enemies,
Will triumph o’er my Perfon; which I weigh not,
Being of thofe Virtues vacant, I fear nothing
What can be faid againft me.
King. Know you not

How your State ftands i'th’ World, with the whole World ¢
Your Enemies are many, and not fmall; their Pra&ices
Muft bear the fame proportion; and not ever
The Jaftice and the Truth o’ch’ queftion carries
The due o'th’ Verdi@ with it. At what eafe
Wight corrupt Minds procure Knaves as corrupt
To fwear againft you? Such things have been done,
You are potently oppos’d; and with a Malice
dfas great a fize, Ween you of better Luck,
4imean in perjurd Witnefs, than your Mafter,
ofe Minifter you are; whiles here he liv’d
Upon this naughty Earth? Go to, go to,
outake a Precipice for no leap of danger,
8d woo your own Deftru&ion,
il Vo L. [V. 1 S Cran,

i793




the L1FE of 0
Cran. God and your Majelty

Prote& mine Innocence, OF I fall into
The Trapis laid for me.
King. Beof good Cheer, :
They fhall no more prevail, than we give way to:
Keep comfort to you, and this Morning {ee
You do appear before thems 1f they fhall chance,
In charging you with Matgers, to commit you ;
"The belt perfuafions to the contrary
Fail not to ufe ; and with what vehemency
The occafion fhall inftruc you. If Intreaties
Will render you no Remedy, this Ring
Deliver them, and your Appeal to us
There mzke before them. Look, the good Man weeps:
He’s honeft, on mine Honour.,  God’s bleft Mother,
I {wear he 1s true-hearted, #nd a Soul
None better in My Kingdom. Get you gone,
And do as I have bid you.
He has ftrangled all his Language in his Tears
Enter old Lady.

Gent. within. Come back 5 what mean you ?

Lady. T'll sot come back, the tidings that I bring
Will make my Boldnefs Manners. Now good Angels
Ely o'er thy Royal Head, and fhade thy Perfon
Under their blefled Wings.

King, Now by thy Looks
I guefs thy Meflage. Is the Queen deliverd?
Say, Ay, and of a Boy¢

Lady. Ay, ay, my Lieges
‘And of a lovely Boy ; the God of Heav'n
Both now, and ever blefs her : *Tis a Girl,
Promifes Boys hereafter. . Sir, your Queen
Defires your Vifitation, ai d to be
Acquainted with this Strangers tis as like you,
As Cherry is to Cherry.

King. Lovell,
Lov. Sir.
King. Give her an hundred Marks.

'l to the Qucen,

[ Exit Cranmer.. [

[Exit Kinge
de]. f !
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Lady. An hundred Marks ! By this Light, I'll ha® more.
An ordinary Groom is for fuch Payment.
1 will have more, er {cold it out of him,
Said [ for this, the Girl was like to him 2 T'll
Have more, or elfe unfay't : and now, while ’tis hot,
I’ll put it to the Iffue. [ Exit Lady.

BG B NE 1.

Enter Crammer.

Cran. | hope I am not too late, and yet the Gentleman
That was fent to me from the Council, pray’d me
To make great hafte. All faft 2 What means this 2 Hoa?
Who waits there2 Sure you know me 2

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 Doctor Butts.
Cran, So.
Burts. This is a piece of Malice : T am glad
I came this way fo haply. The King
Shall underftand it prefently, [ Exit 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 Lid by fome that hate me,
(God turn their Hearts, T never fought their Malice)
To quench mine Honour ; they would fhame to make me
Wiit elfe at Door : A Fellow-Councellor
"Mong Boys, Grooms, and Lackeys!
But their Pleafures
Mutft be fulfilled, and I attend with Patience,
Enter the King and Butts ar a Window above.
Butts. Tll thew your Grace the ftrangeft fight---
King. W hat's that, Bats 2 :
S S 2
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Batss. T think your Highnefs faw this many a Day.
King. Body a me: where is it$
Butts, There, my Lord s
The high Promotion of his
W ho holds his State at door
Pages, and Foot-boys.
King. Ha ’tis he indeed.
Is this the Honeur they do one another ?
>Tis well there’s one above “em yet. 1 had thought
They had parted fo much Honefty among *em,
At leaft good Manners, as not thus to fuffer
A Man of his Place, and {o near our Favour,
To dance Actendance on their Lordfhips Pleafures,
And at the Door too, like a Poft with Packets:
By holy Aary; Butts, there’s Knavery 5
Let “em alone, and draw the Currain clofe.
We fhall hear more anon.

Grace of Canterbury,
*mongft Purlevants

‘A Conncil Table brought in swith Chairs and

the upper en
left woid above bim, as for the Areh

Stools, and placed T

ander the State.  Enter Lord-Chancellors places himfelf & i
d of the Table, on the Left Hand: A Seat being |
bi fhop of Canterbury’s fith

Seat. Duke of Suffolk, Duke of Norfolk, Surrey, Lord= e
Chamberlain, and Gardiner, feat themfelves in Order o &f

each fide. Cromwel az the lower end, as Secretar)s

Chan. Spesk to the Bufinefs, Mr. Secretary s
Why are we met in Council?
Crom. Pleafe your Honours,
"The chief Caufe concerns his Grace of Canterbsrys
Gard. Has he knowledge of it?
Crom. Yes.
Nor. Who waits there ?
Keep. Without, my Noble Lords?
Gard. Yes.
Keep. My Lotrd Archbifhop;
And has done half an hour, to know your Plealuress
Chan. Let him come in.
Kesp, Your Grace may enter now.

[ Cranmer approaches the Contncil

Tﬂé[l. \_‘
Cbﬂ”o
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Chan. My good Lord Archbifhop, I'm very fosry
To fit here at this prefent, and behold
That Chair ftand empty: But we ail are Men
In our own Natures frail, and capable
Of our Fleth, few are Angels; out of which Frai'ty
And want of Wifdom, you that beft fhould teach us,
Have mildemean’d your felf, and not a httle:
Toward the King firft, then his Laws, in filling)

The whole Realm, by your teaching and your Chaplairs,

(For fo we are inform’d) with new Opinions
Divers and dangerous, which are Herefies;
And not reform’d, may prove pernicious.

Gard. Which Reformation muft be fudden 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 {pur ’em
'Till they obey the manage. If we fuffer,

Out of our Eafinefs and childith Pity

To one Man’s Honour, this contagious Sickneff,
Farewel all Phyfick: And what follows then2
Commotions, Uproars, with a general taint

Of the whole State: As of late Days our Neighbours,
The upper Germany, can dearly witnefs,

Yet frefhly pitied 1n our Memories.

Cran. My good Lords; hitherto, in all the Progref§
Both of my Life and Office, I have labour'd,

And with no little Study, that my Teaching,
And the ftrong Courfe of my Auchority,
Might go one way, -and fafely; and the end
Was ever to do well: Nor is there living,

(I fpesk it with a fingle Heart, my Lords)

A Man that more detefts, more ftirsagainit,
Both in his private Confcience, and his Place,
Defacers of the publick Peace, than I do:

Pray Heav’n the King may never find a Heart
With lefs Allegiance in it.. Men that make
%ﬂvy, and crooked Malice, Nourifhment,

are bite the beft, I do befecch your Lordihips;
That in this cafe of Juftice, my Accufers,

Be what they will, may ftand forth Face to Face,
And freely urge againft me. ' :

1727
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Suf. Nay, my Lord,

That cannot be; you are 3 Councellot,
And by that Vertue no Man dare accufe you.

Gard. My Lord, bec: ufe we have Bufinefs of more moment,
We wil be fhort with you. 'Tis his Highnefs pleafure,
And our confent, for better Tryal of you,

From hence you be committed to the Tower,
Where being but a private Man again,

You fhall know many dare accufe you boldlys
More than, I fear, youare provided for.

Gran. Ay, my good Lord of Winchefters 1 thank you,
You are always my good Friend 3 if your Will pafs,
1 (hall both find your Lordfhip Judge and Juror,
You are fo merciful. I fee your end,

*Tis my undoing, Love and Mecknefs, Lord,
Become a Church-man better than Ambition ¢
Win ftraying Souls 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 Wrengs. I could fay more,

But Reverence to your Calling makes me modeft.
Gard. My Lord, my Lord, youarea Sectary,
That’s the plain truth ; your painted Glofs difcovers,
To Men that underftand you, words and weaknefs.
Crom. My Lord of Winchefier, you’re a little,

By your good favour, too fharp; Men fo Noble,

tow ever faulty, yet fhould find Refpe&t
For what they have been:’Tis a Cruelty
To load a falling Man.

Gard. Good Mr. Secretary,
I cry your Honour’s Mercy ; you may, worft

Of all this Table, fay fo.

Crom. Why, my Lord?
Gard. Do not I know for you a Favourer

Of this new S¢&2 ye are not found.

Crom. Not found 2

Gard. Not found, 1 fay.

Croms. Would you were half fo honeft :

Mens Prayers then would feck you, not their Fears.
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Gard. T fhall remember this bold Language.
Crom. Do.
Remember your bold Life too,
Cham, This is too much’;
Fotbear for fhame, my Lords,
Gard. 1 have done.
Crom. And 1.
Gham. Then thus for you, my Lard, it ftands agreed,
I take it, by all Voiges: that forthwith '
You be convey’d to th'Tower a Prifoner;
| There to remain “till the King's further Pleafure
Be known unto us, Are you all agreed, Lords$
All. We are.
Cran. 1s there ng other way of Mercy,
But I muft needs to th'Tewer, my Lords?
Gard, W hat other :
Would you expe& ? you are ftrangely troublefome ¢

Let fome o’th’ Guard be ready there,
Enter the Guard.

1799

Cran. For me ¢
Muft 1 go like 3 Traitor thither?

Gard, Receive him,

And fee him fafe i'th’ Tower.
| Cran. Stay, good my Lords, :
I have a littie yet to fay. Look there, my Lords;
By vertue of that Ring, I take my Caufe
Out of the gripes of cruel Men, and give it
To 2 moft Noble Judge, the King my Mafter,

Cham. This is the King’s Ring.

Gard. "Tis no counterfeit,

Suf. *Tis his right Ring, by Heav’n. I told ye all
When we firlt put this dang’rous Stone a rowling,
Twould fall upon our felves. ‘

Nor. Do you think, my Lords,

The King will fuffer but the little Fingey
Of this Man to be vex’d 2
Cham. *Tis now too certain,
How much more is his Life in value with hm #
Would I were fairly out on'ts
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Crom. My Mind gave me,
In fecking Tales and Informations :
Againft this Man, whofe Honefty the Devil
And his Difciples only envy at, :
¥eblew the Fire that burns ye; now have at ye,
Enter King frowning on them, takes his Seat.
Gard. Dread Sovereign,
How much are we bound to Heav'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 Refpe&,
His Royal Self in Judgment comes to hear
The Cauf: betwixt her and this great Offender.
King. You were ever good at fudden Commendations,
Bithop of Wincheffer. But know, 1 come not
To hear fuch Flattery now, and in my prefence,
They are too thin and bafe to hide Offences.
‘To me you cannot reach; you play the Spaniel,
And think with wagging of your Tongue to win me:
But whatfoe’er thou tak’fl me for, I’m fure
Thou haft a cruel Nature, and a bloody.
Good Man, fitdown: now let me fee the proudeft [7o Cran.
He that dares moft, but wag his Finger at thee.
By all that’s Holy, he had better ftarve,
Than bue once think, this place becomes thee not,
Sur. May it pleale your Grace,
King. No, Sir, it does not pleafe me,
T had thought I had Men of fome Underftanding,
And Wifdom, of my Council; but I find none:
W as it dilcretion, Lords, to let this Man,
This good Man, (few of you deferve the Title,)
This honelt Ma», wait like a lowfie Foot-boy
At Chamber Door, and one, as great as you are?
Why, what a thame was this? Did my Commiffion
Bid ye fo far forget your felves? I gave ye
Power, as he was a Counfellor, totry him,
Not as 2 Groom; there’s fome of ye, I fee,
More out of Malice than Integrity, '

Would
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Would try him to the utmoft, had ye mean;

Which ye fhall never have, while I do live.
Cham. Thus far,

My moft dread Sovereign, may it like your Grace,

To let my Tongue excufe all. What was purpos’d

Concerning his Imprifonment, was rather,

If there be faith in Men, meant for his Trial,

. And fair Purgation to the World, than Malice;

I’'m fure in me.

King. 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 beholdento a Subjeét, I
Am, for his Love and Service, {o to him.

Make me no more ado, but all embrace him;

" Be Friends for thame, my Lords. My Lord of Canterbaury,

I have a Suit, which you muft not dery me.
There is a fair young Maid that yet wants Bapti{m,
You muft be Godfather, and anfwer for her.

Cran. The greateft Monarch now alive may glory
In fuch an Honour; how may I deferve it,

That am a- poor and humble Subjeé to you?

King.. Come, come, my Lord, you’d fpare your Spoons:
You fhall have two noble Partners with you: the old Dutch-
efs of Norfolk, and the Lady Marquefs of Dorfes 2
Will thefe pleafe you 2
Once more, my Lord of Winchefter, I charge you
Embrace, and love this Man.

Gerd. With a true Heart,

And Brother’s love I do it.

Cran. And let Heav’n
Witnefs, how dear I hold this Confirmation.

King. Good Man, thofe joyful Tearsthew thy true Heart;
The common Voice I fee is verified
Of thee, which fays thus: Do my Lord of Cauterbury
A fhrewd turn, and he’s your Friend for ever.

. Come, Lords, we trifle time away: I long

To have this young one made a Chriftian.
As I have made ye one, Lords, one remain:
So I grow ftronger, you more Honour gain, [ Exennt.

SCENE
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sCENE IL

Noife and T wmult within s Enter Porser and bis Man, il

fe anon, ye Rafcals; do you

port. You'll leave your noi
en? ye rude Slaves, leave your

take the Court for Paris Gard
gaping.

Within. Good Mr. Porter, 1 belong to th’ Larder.

Port. Belong to the Gallows. and be hang’d,ye RoguesIs
this a Place to roar in? Eetch me a dozen Crab-tree Staves,
and ftrong ones ; thefe are but Switches to ’em: Tll fcratch &
¢ Heads; you muft be feeing Chriftnings # Do you look Hn

you
for Ale and Cakes here, you rude Rafcals?
Mun. Pray, Sir, be patient; ’tis as much impofiible, gt
g1

Unlefs we fwept them from the Door with Cannons,

To fcatter *em, as ’tis to make “em fleep

On May-day Morning, which will never be:

We may as well pulh againft Pasuls, as ftir ’em.
Port. How got they in, and be hang’d ? ;
Man, Alas, 1 know not; how gets the Tidein? s

As much as one found Cudgel of four Foot, g
You fee the poor remainder, could diftribute, n
1 made no fpare, Sir. oh
Port. You did nothing, Sir. ’ri'f
e

Man. I am not Sampfon, nor Sir Guy, nor Colebrand,
To mow ’em down before me; but if L {par’d any h
That had a Head to hit, either young or old, :
He or fhe, Cuckold, or Cuckold-maker, -
Let me ne'er hope to fee a Chine again;

And that I would not for a Cow, God fave her.

Within. Do you hear, Mr, Porter?

Port. | (hall be with you prefently, good Mr. Puppy.

Keep the Door clofe, Sirrah.
Man. What would you have me do?
Port, What fhould you do, but knock *em down by the

dozens ? Is this Merefields to Mufter in 2 Or have we fome %
i

i

{trange Indian with the great Tool, come to Court, the Wo-
men fo befiege us 2 Blefs me ! whata fry of Fornication is at
the Door? On my Chriftian Confcience, this one Chrift- !
ning will beget a thoufand, here Will be Father, God-fathery
and all together. .

Man,

i artioy
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Min. The Spoons will be the bigger, Sir; there is a Fel-
low fom-what 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 fand abou: hum are under the Line,
they need no other Penance; that Fire-Drakedid I hit three
times on the Head, and three times was his Nofe difcharged
againft me; he ftands there like a Mortar-pieceto blow us up.
There was Haberdather's Wife of fmall Wit, near him, that
rail'd upon me, ’till her pinck’d Porringer fell off her Head,
for kindling fuch a combuftion in the State. Imift the Me-
teor once, and hit that Woman, who cry’d out Clubs, when
I might fee from far, fome forty Truncheons draw to her
Succour, which were the hope o’th’ Strand, where fhe was
quarter’d ; they fell on, I made good my.Place; at length
they came to th® Broom-ftaff to me,[ defy’d ’em ftill, when
fuddenly a File of Boys behind ‘em, loofe fhot, deliver’d
fuch a thower of Pibbles, that I was fain to draw mine Ho-
nour in, and let ’em win the Work; the Devil was amongft
‘em, 1 think furely.

Port. Thefe are the Youths that thunder at a Play-houfe,
and fight for bitten Apples, thatno Audience but the Tribu-
lation of Tower-Hill, or the Limbs of Lime-FHoufe, their dear
Brothers, are able to endure. I have fome of *em in Limbo
Patrum, and there they are like to dance thefe three Days;
befides the running Banquet of two Beadles, that is to
come,

Enter Lord Chamberlain.

Cham. Mercy o’me; what a Multitude are here ¢

They grow ftill too; from all Parts they are coming,
As if we kept a Fair here? where are thefe Porters 2
Thefe lazy Kiaves? Ye've madea fine Hand, Fellows?
There's a crim Rabble let inj are all thefe

Your faithful Eriends o’th’ Suburbs? We fhall have
Greit ftore of room, no doubr, left for the Ladies,
When they pafs back from the Chriftoing?

Pert. And’t 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 ‘cm.
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Cham. As 1 live,
If the King blame me for't, Tll lay ye all
By th’ Heels, and fuddenly ; and on your Heads
Clap round Fines, for negle&: Y'are lazy Knaves,
And here ye lye baiting of Bombards, when
Ye thould do Service. Hark, the Trumpets found,
Th'are come already from the Chriftning ;
Go bresk among the Prefs, and find a way out
To let the Troop pafs fairly; or Il find
A Mar [balfeafhall hold ye play thefe two Months,
Port. Make way there, for the Princefs.
Man, You great Fellow,
Stand clofe up, or I'll make your Head ake.
Port. You i'th’ Chamblet, getup o’th’ Rail,
I'll peck you o’er the Pales elfe. [ Exennt,

S CE N Eor BE

Enter Trumpets founding ; ther two Aldermeny, Lord Mayor,
Garter, Cranmer, Duke of Noxfolk with his Mar [bal’s Staff,
Dukeof Suffolk, two Noblemen, bearing great JFanding Bowls
for the Chriftning Gifts; Then four Noblemen bearing a Can
nopy, wnder which the Dutche[s of Norfolk, God-mother,
bearing the Childrichly habited in a Mantle, &c. Train born
by.a Lady: Then follows the Marchione[s of Dorfet, the other
God-mother,and Ladies. The Troop pafs once abous the Stagt
and Garter [peaks.

Gart. Heaven,

From thy endlefs Goodnefs fend profperous Life,
Long, and ever happy, to the high and mighty
Princefs of Eng[and, Elizabeth.

. Flourifb. 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,

Heav'n ever laid up to make Parents happy.,
May hourly fall upon ye. ‘
King. Thank you good Lord Archbifhop:
What is ber Name 2 ' > i e
Cran. Elizabeth,
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Kisg. Stand up, Lord;
Wich this Kifs, take my Bleffing: God prote& thee,
Into whofe hand I give thy Life.

Cran. dAmen.

King. My noble Goffips, y'have been too prodigal,
I thank ye heartily ¢ So fhall this Lady,

When fhe has fo much Englifb. ,

Cran. Let me fpeak, Sir,

For Heav'n now bids me; and the words I utter,
Let none think Flattery; for they’ll find ’em Truth.
This Royal Infant, Heav’n Rill move about her,
Though 1o her Cradle, yet now promifes

Upon this Land, a thoufand thoufand Bleflings,

W hich time fhall bring to ripenefs: She fhall be,
(But few now living can behold that Goodnefs,)

A Patcern to all Princes living with her,

And all that fhall fucceed: Saba was never

More covetous of Wifdom, and fair Virtue,

Than this poor Soul fhall be. All Princely Graces
That mould up fuch a mighty Piece as this is,
With all the Virtues that attend the Good,

Shall Mill be doubled on her. Truth fhall nurfe her,
Holy and Heav’nly Thoughts ftill Counfel her:

She thall be lov’d and fear'd. Herown fhall blefs her;
Her Foes fhake like a Field of beaten Corn,

And hang their Heads with Sorrow:

Good grows with her.

In her days every Man fhall eat in fafety,

Under his own Vine what he plants; and fing
The merry Songs of Peace to all his Neighbours.
God fhall be truly known, and thofe about her

From her fhall read the perfe& ways of Honour,

And by thofe cliim their Greatnefs, not by Blood.

Nor fhall this Peace flecp with her; But as when

The Bird of wonder dies, the Maiden Pheenix,

Her Afhes new create another Heir,

As greatiin admiration as her felf;

So fhall fhe leave her BlefTednefs to One,

(When Heav’n (hall call her from this cloud of darknefs,)

Who frem the facred Afhes of her Honour

180§



1806 The L I FE, &c.

Shall Star-like rife, as great in Fame s the was,

And fo ftand fixd, Peace, Plenty, Love, Truthy Terrour,
That were the Servants to this chofen Infant,

Shall then be his, and like a Vine grow to him;

Where ever the bright Sun of H-av’a fhall (hine,

His Honour, and the greatnefs of his Name,

Shall be, and make new Nations, He fhall flourifh, r

And like 2 Mounrain Cedar, reach his Branches,
To all the Plains about him: Our Children’s Children
hall fee this, and blefs Heav’n.
King. Thou {pcakeﬁ W onders. 'zhf
Cran. She fhall be to the Happinefs of England,'
An aged Princefs; many days fhall fce her, W}
And yet no day without a deed to crown ite "
Would I had known no more: But {he muft die, {
She muft, the Saints muft have her; yet a Virgin, "
A moft unfpotted Lilly fhall fhe pafs i
To th’ Ground, and all the World fhall mourn her, By
King. O Lotd Archbifhop, L
Thou haft made me now a Man; never, before {0
This happy Child, did I get any thing. j
This Oracle of Comfort has fo pleas’d me, !
That when I am in Heav’n, I fhall defire M
To fee what this Child docs, and praife my Maker. )
I thaok ye all.. To you, my good Lord Mayar, Ie
And you good Brcthren, T am much beholden: L
1 have receiv’d much Honour by your prefence,
And ye fhall find me thankful. = Lead the way, Lords,
Ye mufl all fee the Queen, and the muft thank ye,
She will be fick elfe.” This day, no Man think i
H’as bufinefs at his Houfe, for all thail flays
T his little One fhall make it Holy-day. [ Exennt,

T H B8
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EPILOGULE

’Tl S ten to one this Play can never pleafe

All that ave heve : Some come to take
their eafe,

And fleep out an A&t or tawo 5 but thofe we fear
We've frighted «with our Trumpets : Jo tis clear,
They Il fay it’s naught. Others, to hear the City
Abus'd extreamly, and to evy That's witty;
Which we have not done meither; that,1 fear,
Al the expetled good wave like o heat,

For this Play at this time, is only in

The mevciful Conftrution of good Women

For fuch a-one we fhexid “em: If they [mile,
And fay "twill dos 1 know within a while,
All the beft Men ave ours; for tis ill hap,

If they hold, when their Ladies bid “em clap.
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