


. . ..... ~/"' . ~ 
,; ~'-

t ~X ; , , .. . . 

!;J..Jbti~ . t 

t . 

1ivibnep 
~bomson · 

· \tbfi~btr · -.. 











THE 

WORKS 
0 F 

Mr. lPilliam Shakejjear. 

VoLUME the FouRTH. 

CONTAINING 

King HENRY VI. Part 1II.~ ~ TnoiLus andCnESSIDA. 

RICHARD Ill. CORIOLANUS. 

King H EN n y vur. TITus ANonoNrcus. 

L 0 N D 0 N: 

Printed for Jacoh Tonfov, at Gray1-lnn 
Gate, MDCClX. 





THE 

Third Part 
0 F 

King HENRY VI, 
With the Death of the 

DUKE of TOR!(. . 

Printed in the Y EAR I 7 o9. 



Dramatis Perfonre. 
K ING Henr vi. 

F. <i ward , l> ~n tl the Kint, 11ntl Prince Df Wales. 
l>•<h oj Sornerfet, 
E4rl of Northumberland, ~ 
Ettrl •f. Oxford, Lords of King Honry' s fide. 
E11rl Df Exc er, 
EMl of Wefi:morland, 
Lml Clifford, 
Earl of Richmond, 11 Youth, afttr'IJ#Artls Kinz Henry Vll. 
Richard, Duke •/York. 
Eaward, Eldtjl Sm to tht Ds1kl of York, t~ft~rrMrds King Edward IV, 
George, Duke ofCiarenl!e, ficontl Son to the Duke of York. 
Richard, Duke ofGlouccftcr, third Son :to th1 Duke of York, •{llr'11#4rJs 
• King Richard 111. 
Edmund, E.srl of Ru·land, yoH»g•ft SoiJ to the D1~k1 of York. 
Duke of Norfolk, l 
Marquifs of Mootague, 
ERrl of Warwick, 
E•rl of Salisbury, ~ ofthe Duke of York' s lllrty. 
Ettrl •f Pembroke, 
Lord Hdlings, , 
l.ord Stafford, 
Sir John Mortimer, ( 
Sir Hugh Mortimer, S Ur~kles to the .Dukl of Yorlc. 
Sir William Stanley, t~fttr'IJ#arJs Earl of Derby. 
Lord Rivert, Brother to the L11tiy Gray. 
Sir John Monrgomery. 
Lieutt,ant •f th1 Tower. 
Mayor ofCoVtntry. 
Mayor 11nd Aldermtn of York. 
Humphry 11nd Sinklo, 1'11#11 HHNtfmm. 

Lewis, King ofFruce. 
Bourbon, .A.dmir11l of France, 

kttn Margarct.11 
Bona, Sift" to tht French King. 
L4 Jy Gray, Wid•• of Sir Richard Gra.y, •ft~r•Ar/s ~m• 11 Ed· 

ward rv. 

lo/Jim 11nd otiler .4ttentlAntt on Kint Henry, 11nJ Xing Edwarcl. 

In Part of the 7 bird Aft 
laid in France, during 
Play in England. 

the SCENE ;1 

all tlu re.fl of the 

The 

( 

L 
( 

\' 

ls 
1 
1 

\I 

V 



The Third P A R T of 

King HENRY VI. 

ACT I. SCENE I 
Alarum. Enter 'Duke ofYork, Edward, Richard, 

Norfolk, Mountag11e, Warwick, and Soldiers. 

W.A. RWIC K. 
Wonder how the King efcap'd our Hands? 

Tork_: While we purfu;d the Horftmen of 
the North, 

He Oily fiole away, and left his Men: 
Whereat the great Lord of N,;rehumberll4nd, 
Whofe warlike E.ars could never brook Re-

Chear'd up the drooping Army, and himfelf, (trear~ 
Lord Cliffori and Lord Stafford all a-breafi, 
Charg'd our main Battel's Front; and breaking in., 
Were by the Swords of common Soldiers ilain. 

Edw. Lord Stafford's Father, Duke of Buckjngham, 
Is either Jlain or wounded dangerous. 
I cleft has Beaver with a down-1 ight blow: 
That this is true, Father, behold his Blood. 

Mount. And, Brother, here's the Earl of U1Jtfhire's Bbod~ 
Whom I encountred as the Battels join'd. 

Rich. Speak thou for me, and tell them ··hat I did. 
V 0 L. IV. B ). T~rk4 



The Third Part of 

Tor~. Rich.trd h:orh befl: deferv'd of all my Sons : 
Bur is your Grace dead, my Lord of Somer[et? 

Norf. Such hope have all the Line of John of GIIHnt. 

Rich. Thus do I hope w fluke King Henry's Head. 
War. And fo do I, victorious Prince of York.:_ 

Before I fee thee feated in rhe Throne, 
Which now the Houfe of Lflncll}ier ufurps, 
I vow by Heav'n1 thefe Eyes 1hall never clofe •• 
This is the Palace of the fearful King, 
And this the Regal Seat ; poffefs it Tor~ 
For this is thine, and not King Henry's Heirs. 

York,,. Affifl: me then, fweet Warwick_, and I will; 
For hither we have broken in by force. 

Norf. We'll all affill you; he that flies 1hall die. 
York: Th~nks, gentle Norfolk_; ftay by me my Lords~ 

And Soldiers fiay and lodge by me this Night. [They f.O up. 
War. And when the Kmg comes~ oifer him no violence, 

Unlefs he feek to thruft you out by force. 
York.,. Th~ Queen this day here holds her Parliament, 

But little thinks we 1hall be of her Counfel; 
By Words or Blows here Jet us win our right. 

Rich. Arm'd a5 we are, let's fiay within this Houfe. 
War. The bloody Parlilment 1hall this be call'd, 

Unlefs Pla11tagenet, Duke of York:_, be King, 
Ard bafhful Henry depos'd, whofe Cowardife 
H4th made ~s by-words ro our Enemies. 

Tor~ 1 hen leave me not, my Lords, be re{olute, 
I mean to take poifdiion of my Right. 

War. Neither the King, nor he that loves him bell, 
The proudefi H~ that holds up Lancll}ler. 
Dares ftir ·a Wing, if Wa~wi'k_ fhake his Bells. 
l'Jj plant Planiagenet, root him up who dare: 
Refolve thee Richard, claim the Englijh Crown: 
Enter King Henry, Cliifcrd, Northumberland, Wefimor• 

land, Exeter, and others. 
K. Henry. My Lords, look where the fiurdy R.ebel fits 

E. ven in the Chair of State; be like he means, ' 
Back'd by the Power of Wm"Wick..,, that falfe Peer-
To afpire unt{) the Crown, and Reign as King.' 
Earl of N~rthllmberland, h~ ~ew .thy F~ther, · 
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And thine, Lord Cliffird, and you have both vov. •d revenge 
On him, his Sons, hts F:1vourites, and his Friends. 

Nortb. If I be nor, Hcav'ns be reveng'd on me. 
C!~f. The hope thereof m;;kes Ctijford monrn in Steel. 
Weft. What, {hall we futfer this~ Let's pluck him down. 

My Heart for anger burns, I cannot brook ir. 
K. 1/mry. Be p.1tie1t, gentle Eul of Weflmorla11d. 
Cltf. Patience 1s for Poltroons, and fuch is he : 

He durfl: not fie there had your F:~ther liv'd. 
My gracious Lord, here in the Parliament 
Let us affail the Family of York:, 

North. Well hall: thou fpd<en, Coufin be it fo. 
K. Henry. Ah, know you not the City favours thfm, 

And they have Troops of Soldiers at their beck l 
Weft. But when the Duke is Oain, 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 Threats, 
Shall be the War that Henry means to ure. 
Thou factious Duke of York., defcend my Throne, 
And kneel for Grace and Mercy at ll}y Feer, 
I am thy Soveraign. 

Tork.: Henry I am thine. 
Exe. for 1hame come down, he made thee Duke of 

York. 
York_. Ir wu my Inheritance, as the Earldom was. 
Exe. Thy Father was a Traitor to the Crown. 
War. Exeter thou art a Traitor to the Crown, 

In following this ufurping Henry. . ,. . 
Clif. Whom 1hould he follow, but h1s natural Kmg~ 
War. True, C!ifford, and that's Ri!hard Duke of York. 
K. Henry. And fl1all I fhnd. and thou .fi~ io my Throne! 
Tork. It mull: and iliall be fJ. content thy felf. 
War. Be Duke of Lanc4ier, let him be King. 
Weft. He is both King and Duke of LtCncafter, 

And that the Lord of Weftmorland 1hall maintain. 
War. And Warwicl(lhall difprove it. You forgtt, 

That we are thofe which cbas'd you from the Field, 
And flew your Fathers, and with Colours fpread 
March'd threw the City to the P~lace Gates~ 

B J North. 
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North. Yes, Warwick, I remember it to my grief. 

And by hts Soul, thou and thy Houfe {hall rue it. 
Wt:jf. Pl4ntagener, of thee and thefe thy Sons, . 

Thy Kmfmeo, and thy Friends, I'll have. mor~ h \ f$ 

Th n drops of Blood were in my Fathers Vetns. 
Cllf. Urge it no more, left that inftead of words 

I f.:nd rhee, Wanvick. (uch a Meffenger, 
As !hall reve11ee hts Death, before I O:ir. 

W.lr. Poor CLifford! how I fcorn his worthlefs Threats~ 
York; Will you, we thew our Title to the Crown~ 

If not, our Swords !hall plead it in the Field. 
K. Henry. What Title haft thou, Traitor, to the Crown? 

Thy Father was, a! thou art, Duke of York, 
Thy Grandf.rher Roger Mortimer, Earl of March. 
I am the Son of Henry the Fifth, 
Who made the D~uphin and the French to ftoop, 
And feiz'd upon their Towns and Provinces. 

War. Talk not of France, fitb thou haft loft it :alJ. 
K. Henry. The Lord Protector loll ir, and not I ; 

When l was Crown'd I was but nine Months old. 
Rich. You are o!d enough now, 

And yet methinks you lofe: 
F Jther, tear the Crown from the Ufurper's Head. 

Edw. Sweet Father do fo, fet it on your Head. 
Mount. Good Bl'other, 

As thou lov'fr and honourefi Arms, 
Let's fight it our, and not Hand cavelling thus. 

Rich. Sour;d Drums and T rurnpet·, and the King will 
fly. 

]"vrk. Sons, Peacr. 
K. Henry. Peace thou, and give King Henry leave to fpeak. 
War. PLr-mta.genet !hall fpeak firfi: Here htm Lords, 

And be you lilent and attentive too, 
For he that tnterruprs him, !hall not live. 

K. Henry. Th nk'fi thou tlur I will leave my Kinoly Throne 
\Vnerein my Grandlire and my Father fat~ 0 

' 

No; firfi Gull War unpcople cbis my Realm· 
Ay. and their Colours [len porn in France, ' 
Alld now in En(land, to our Hearts great Sorrow 
Shall ~e ~y W mding-ilieet: Why faint you, L~rds? 
My Tales good, and better far than his. 

War. 



War. But pre>ve it, Henry, and thou flul: be King. 
K. Henry. Henry the Fourth by Conquefi ~ot the Crown. 
York. 'Twas by Rebellion agamft his Kin,. 
K. Henr;. 1 know not what to fay, my Title's weak: 

Tell me, may not a King adopt an Heir I 
Tor~ What then~ 
K. Henry. And if he may, then am I lawful King: 

For Rich.crd, in the view of many Lords, 
Refign'd the Crown to Henry the Fourth, 
Whofe Heir my Father wast and I am h1s. 

York: He rofe againfl: him, being his Soveraign. 
And made him to refign his Crown perforce. 

War. Suppofe, my Lords, he did it unconllrain'd, 
Think you 'cwere prejudicial to his Crown! 

Exe. No; for he could not fo refign his Crown; 
But that the next Heir lhould fucceed and reign. 

K. HenrJ• Art thou agai.Jft us, Duke of bwer ~ 
Exe. His is the right, and therefore pardoo me. 
Yqrk_. Why whifpc:r you, my Lords, and anfwer not f 
Exe. My Confcience tells me, he is lawful King. 
K. Henry. All will revolt from me, and ttrn to him. 
North. Plantagenet, for all the claim thou tay'fr, 

Think not, that Henry fiull be depos'd. 
War. Depos'd he {hall be, in defpite of alL 
North. Thou art deceiv'd : 

Tis not thy Southern Power , 
Of Ej{cx, Norfolft, Snffolk, nor of Kent' 
Which makes thee thus prefumptuous and proud. 
Can fet rhe Duke up in dcfpight of me. 

Clif. King Henry, be thy Title right or wNng, 
Lord Clijford vows to fight in thy defence; 
May thac ground gape, and (wallow me aliv~, 
Where I lhall kneel to him that flew my F~her. 

K. Henry. Oh Clifford, how thy words re11ive my Heart. 
York. Henry of Lancafter, relign thy Crown: 

What mutter you, or what confpire you, Lcrds? 
W..lr. D.:> right unto this Princely Duke oi York.,. 

Or r will fiJI the H0ufe with armed Men, 
And o'er the Chair of State, where now he fits, 
Write up his T~tle wirh ufurping Blood. 

[He ftamp; With his foot, 11nd the SQ/diers J~ew tbemfllves. 
B -1: K HenYY. 
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K. Henry. My Lord of Warwick_, hear me but one word; 

Ltt me for this time reign as King. . . 
York_; Confirm the Crown to me, and to mme Hem, 

,hr.d thou l11~lt Reign in quiet while thou liv'lt. 
K. Henry. I am content: Richard Plantagenet, 

Enjoy the Kingdom afcer my deceafe. 
Clif. What wrong is this unto the Prince, your Son f 
War. \V bat good is this to England; ar d himfeiH 
Weft. Bafr, fearful, and defpainng Henry! 
Cttf. How hall: thou injur'd both thy fclf and us! 
Weft. I cannot fiay to hear thefe Articles. 
North. Nor I. 
Clif. Come Coufir, 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 York,.. 

And die in Bands, for this unmanly deed. 
Clif. In dreadful War, may'fi thou be overcome. 

Or live in Peace abandon'd and defpis'd. 
[Exeunt Nor. Clitf. Wdl:m. 

War. Turn this way, Henry, and regard them nar. 
Exe. They feek revenge. and therefore will not yield. 
K. Henry. t\h Exeter!-
War. Why lhould you figh, my Lord~ 
K. Henry. Not for my felf, Lord Warwick.., but my Son, 

Whom I unnaturally lhall diGnherit. 
But be it ~s it may; I here enuil 
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 ~s thy King and Soveraign: 
Neither by Treafon nor HoHility, 
To f~ek to put me down, and Reign thy felf. 

York.; This <_:>.nh I_ willingly take, and will perform~ 
War. Long hve Ktng Henry: ·Plant~tgenet, embrace him
K. Henry. And long live thou, and dl.efe thy forward So~~ 
York:_ Now York_ and L.cncafter are reconcil'd. 
Exe. Accurfi be he that fe:eks to make them Foes. 

Sonet. Here thq come down. 
York:_ Farewel, my gracious Lord~ I'll to my CdHe. 
ff'~tr. An~ I'll·keep 'Lon4oll with my Soldi,rs, 

- N.rf. 



Norf. And I to NQrfofk. with my Fol.fowers. 
Mount. And I unto the Sea from whence I came. [ E.t>e. 
K. Hmr;. And I with grief and farrow to the Court. 

Enter the Q!!een, and the Prince of Wales. 
Exe. Here comes the Queen, 

Wh~~ looks bewray her anger: 
I'll lfeaJ away. 

K. HenrJ. Extler fo will l: [Going. 
~een. Nay, go not from mr, I will follow rhee-
K. HenrJ. Be patient, gemle Queen, and I will !by. 
~een. Who can be parient in fuch exrreams? 

Ah wretched Man l would I had dy'd a Maid, 
And never feen thee, never born thee ~on, 
Seeing thou hall prov'd fo unnatural a Father. 
Hath he deferv'd to lofe his Birth-right thus? 
Hadll thou but Iov'd him half (o much as I, 
Or felt that pain which I did for him once, 
Or nourilht him, as I did with my Blood; 
Thou wouldll have left thy deardl Heart-blood ther:, 
Rather than made that Savage Duke thine Heir, 
And difinherited thine only Son. 

Pri11ce. F:1ther, you cannot difinherit me: 
If you be King, why lhould not I fucceed l 

K. HenrJ. Pardon me, Margaret; pardon me, f we et Son; 
The Earl of Warwick_ and the Duke enforc'd me. 

Q_uem. En(orc'd thee? art thou King,and wilt h>e forc'd! 
I flume to hear thee fpeak; ah timorous Wretch l . 
Thou hall undone thy felf, thy Son, and mf", 
And given unto the Houfe of York_.fuch head, 
As thou lhalt Reign but by their fufferance. 
To entail him and his Heirs unro the Crown, 
What is ir, but to make thy Sepulchre, 
.And creep into it far before thy time 1 
Warwick_ is Chancellor, and the Lord of C~Mlais, 
Stern FaNlconbridge commands the narrow Seas., 
The Duke is made Protector of the Realm, 
And yet lhalt thou be fafe ~ fuch fafety finds 
The trembling Lamb, invironed with Wolves~ 
Had I been there, which am a filly Woman, 
The Soldiers thouJd have tofs'<{ me on their Pikes; 
Before I would have granted to that ACt. 

But 



But thou preferr'fr thy Life be~orc thine honour. 
And feeing chou doll, I here d1vorce my fdf, 
Both from thy Table, HenrJ• and thy Bed, 
Until that A et of P.uliament be repealed, 
Whereby my Son is diftnherited. · · 
The Northern Lords, that have forfworn thy Colours, 
Will follow mine, if once they fee them fpre.id: 
And fpread they iliall be, to thy foul difgrace, 
And utter ruin of the Houfe of Tor~ 
Thus do I leave thee; come Son, let's away, 
Our Army is ready, come, wt'U after them. 

K. Henry. Stay, gentle Marg~tret, and hear me fpeak. 
~em. Thou hall fpoke coo much alre1dy; get tbee 

gone. 
K. Henry. Gentle Son Ed1vard, thou wilt fray with md 
Qf!een. Ay, to be murther'd by his Enemif!s. 
Prince. When I return with ViCtory from the Field, 

I'll fee your Grace; 'till then I'll follow her. 
~een. Come, Sor, away, we may rot linger thus. 

[Exeunt Q_ueen and PrinCI. 
K. Henr7. Poor Queen, 

How love to me, and to her S;>n, 
Hath made her break out into terms of R~ge. 
R eveng•d may lhe be on that hateful Duke, 
Whofe haughty Spirit, wirged with defire, 
Will cofr my Crown, :wd like an empty Eagle, 
Tire on the Flelh of me, and of my Son. 
The lofs of thc.fe three Lords torments my Heart; 
I'll write unto them, and intreat them fair; 
Come, Coulin, you fhall be the Mdfenger. 

Exe. And- I hope !ball reconcile them all. [Exit. 
Enter Rich:ud, Edward, and Mountague. 

Rich. Brother, though I be youngeft, give me leave. 
Ed1v. No, I ca1 bt tter play the O .ator • 
.l'douM. But l have r eafons firong and f,.rciblc. 

Enter the Du'<! of York. 
Tork..: Why, hoJv' now Sons and Brother, at a firife ? 

W har is yf)tH Quarrel? how began it firiH 
. Edw. No Quarrel, but a fli 5ht Conter,tion. 
Tor~ About what? 
Rich. About th4t which concerns ycur Grace and u

5
, 

The Crown of England, Fathcr, which is your~. rork. 



Tor~ Mine, Boy l not 'till King Henry be dead. 
Rich. Your Right depends not on hiS Life, or Death. 
Edw. Now you are Heir, thtrefor~ enjoy it now: 

By giving the Houfe of Lancafter leave to breathe, 
It will our-run you, .Father, in the end. 

Tor~. I took an Oath, that he lhould quietly Rei~n~ 
Edw. But for a Kingdom any Oath may be broken: 

I would break a thoufand Oaths to Reign one Year. 
Rich. No; God forbid your Grace fhould be forfworn; 
York_. I lh .' 11 be, if I claim by open War. 
Rtch. I'll prove the contrary, if you'll hear me fpeak. 
York. Thou can'fi: not, Son, it is impoffible. · 
Rich. An Oath is of no moment, bewg not took 

B· 6re a true and lawful Magifirate, 
That hath Authority over him that Swears. 
Henry had none, but did ufurp the Place. 
Then fceing 'twas he that made you to depofe, 
Your Oath, my Lord, is vain and frivolous. 
Therefore to Arms: and, Father, do but think~ 
H ow fweet a thing it is to wear a Crown, 
Within whofe Circuit is Elyjium, 
And all that Poets feign of Blifs and Joy. ' 
Why do we linger thus l l cannot refi, 
Until the white Rofe that I wear, be dy'd 
Even in the lukewarm Blood of Henry's Heart. 

Tor~. Richard, enough: I will be King, or die.· 
Brorher, thou fiult to London prefently, 
And whet on Warwick to this Enterprize. 
Thou, Richard, lhalt go to the Duke of N"Orjolk, 
And tell him privily of our intent. 
You, Edward, ih all unto my Lord Cob ham, 
With wh)m the Kentijhmen will willingly rife. 
In r hem I trufi:; for they are Soldiers, 
Winy, courreo 'JS, liberal, full of Spirir. 
While you are thus employ'd, what rcfierh mort', 
But rhat I fe.ek occafion how to rife? 
And yet the Kin~ not privy eo my drift, 
Nor any of the Houfe of Lancafter. 

Enter Gabrie!. 
But fhy what News~ why com'fi: thou in fuch polH 

GAit, The Queen, 
With 



With all the Northern Earls and Lords, 
Intend here to bdiege you in your Cafile. 
She is hard by, with twenty thoufand Men ; 
And therefore fortifie your Hold, my Lord. 

Jar~. Ay, with my Sword. . 
What, think'Il: thou that we feu them? 
Edward and Richard, you Clull fl:ay with me, 
My Brother Mont ague lhall pofl: to Londfn. 
Let noble Wanvici(, Cobham, and the refl:, 
Whom we have left Protectors of the King, 
With powerful Policy firengthen themfelves, 
And trufr ·not fimple Henry, nor his Oaths. 

Munt, Brother, I go: I 'Jl win them, fear it nor; 
And thus mofl: humbly I do t~ke my leave. 

[Exi; Montague. 
Enter Sir John Mortimer, and Sir Hugh Mortimer. 

Tork.,. Sir John, and Sir Hugh Mortimer, mine Uncles, 
You are come to Sandal in .1 happy hour. 
The Army of the Queen means to befiege us. 

Sir John. She lhall not need, we'JJ meet her in the Field. 
Tork. What, with five thoufand Men? 
Rich. Ay, with five hundred, Father, for a need,. 

A Woman's General; what lhould we fear l 

Edw. I hear their Drums : 
[A march af14r off. 

Let's fer our Men in 01 d er, 
Ard ilfue forth, and bid them Battel fl:rcight. 

Tor~ Five Men to twenty, though the odds be grear, 
I doubt not, Uncle, of our Victory. 
Many a Battel have I won in France, 
When as the Enemy hath been un to on~: 
Why lhould I nLt now have the like Succefs? 

[Alarum. 
Enter Rutland 11nd his Tutor. 

Rttt. Ah, whether lhall I flie, to fcape their Hand~ l 
Ah, Tutor, look where bloody Clijford comes. 

Enter Clifford. 

Exit. 

Clif. Chaplain, ~w~y, thy Priefihood faves thy Life; 
As fer the Brat of this accurfed Duke, 
Whofe Father flew my Father, he lhall die. 

T•tor. And I, my Lord~ will bear him Company. 
Clif. 



Ki11g Henry V I. 
Clif. Soldiers, ~way with him. 
Tutor. Ah ClijforJ, murther not this innocent Child. 

Left thou be hated both of God and Man. [Exit. 
Clif. How now f 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, 
That trembles ~~tnder his devouring Paws : 
And fo he walks. infulting o'er his Prey, 
And fo he comes to rend his Limbs afi.~nder. 
Ah, gentle Clifford, kill me with thy Sword, 
Ard not with filch :a cruel threatning Look. 
Sweet C11ford1 hear me fpeak before I die: 
I am too mean a fubject of thy wrath, 
Be thou reveng•d on Men, :and let me live. 

Cliff. In vain thou fpeak'fi, poor Boy: 
My Father's Blood hath fi:opt the paffage 
Where thy Words thould enter, 

Ru1. Then let my Father's Bl0od open it again; 
He is a Man, and, C!ijford, 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 lre, nor eafe my Heart. 
The fight of any of the Houfe of TDrk_, 
Is as a fury to torment my Soul: 
And 'till I root out their accurfed Line, 
And leave not one alive, I live in Hell. 
Therefore-

R.Ht. 0 let me pray before I take my Death: 
To thee, I pray- fweet C/ifford, pity me. 

Gif. Such .pity as my Rapier's point affords. 
Rt~t. I never did thee harm; why wilt thou flay me~ 
C/if. Thy Father hath. 
RHt. But 'twa. e'er I was born. 

Thou haft one Son, for h1s fake pity me. 
Left in revenge thereof, lith 6od is jull, 
He be as miferably flain as I. 
Ah, let me live in Prifon all my Days, 
~~~ !~e'! I give ~"~!!o~ of Olfe~'e• 

TheJt 
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Then let me die, for now thou haft no cau(e. 

Clif. No caufe l thy Father flew my Father. therefore die. 
Rut. Dii faciant, l~tsdis fummajit i.fta ttu,. [Stabs him. 
Clif. Piantagenet, I come, Pl~tntagenet. 

'And this thy ~on's Blood cleaving to my Blade~ 
Shall ruft upon my Weapon, 'tall rhy Blood 
Congeal'd with th1s. do make me wipe off both. [Exit. 

Alarum. Enter Richard Du~e of York. 
Tork._. The Army of the Queen bath got the Field: 

My Un.cles both are fi•in in refcuing me, 
And all my Followers, to the eager Fae 
Turn back, and fly, like Ships before the Wind, 
Or Lambs purfu'd by hunger•llarved Wolves. 
My Sons, God knows what bath bechanced them: 
But this I know, they have demean 'd themfel ves 
Like Men born to Renr~wn, 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, 
Wich Purple Falchion, painted to the Hilt 
In Blood of thofe that had encountred him; 
And when the hudiefl Warriors did retire, 
Ri&hard cry'd, Charge, and give no foot of Ground,. 
A ad cry'd, a Crown, or elfe a glorious Tomb, 
A Sceprer, or :10 Earthly Sepulcher. 
With this we chatg'd again; but out alas, 
'Ne bodg'd again; as I have feen a Swan 
'!Vith bootlefs labour fwim againfi the Tidr, 
lnd fpend her flrengch with over-matching Waves. 

[A fhort AtaruffJ. withi11. 
Ah hark, the fatal Followers do purfue, 
And I am faint, and cannot fly th:!ir fury. 
And were I firong, I would not lhun their fury. 
The Sands are numbred that make up my Life, 
Here mull I flay, and here my Life mull end. 
Enter the ~een, Clifford, Northumberland, the Prin&e of 

Wales, and Soldiers. 
Come, bloody Clifford, rough Northsmberland, 
1 dare your quenchlefs fury to more rage : 
I am your Butt, and I abide your 010t. 

Norrh. Yield [O_ our mercy. proud Plantagenn. 

Clif. 



King Henry VI. 
Oif. Ay, to fuch mercy as his ruthlefs Arm 

With downright payment lhew'd umo my Father. 
Now Phaeto11 hath tumbled froru his Car, 
And made an Evening at the Noon-tide Prick. 

Tor~ My Afhes, as the Phcenix, may bring forth 
A Bird, that will revenge upon you all: 
And in that hope I throw mine £yes to Heav'n, 
Scorning whate'er you cah affiitt me with. 
Why come you not? what! Multitudes and fear~ 

Ctif. So Cowards fight when they can fly no farther, 
So Doves do peck the FalcQns piercing Talons, 
So defperate Thieves, 21l hopelefs of their Lives, 
:Breath out Invectives •gainfi the Officers. 

York. 0 h, Clijford, but be think thee once againt 
And in thy thought o'er·run my former time: 
And if thou canft, for blufhing, 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. 

~een. Hold, valiant C!ijford, for a thoufand caufes 
I would prolong a while the Traitor's Life: 
Wrath makes him deaf; fpeak thou, Northu'IJ.berland. 

North. H old Clijford, do not honour him fo much. 
To prick thy Finger, though to wound his Hea1't. 
What Valour were ir, when a Cur cloth grin, 
For one to thruH his Hand between his Teeth# 
When he might fpurn him with his foot away~ 
It is Wars prize to take all vantages, 
And ten t0 one is no impeach of Valour. 

Clif. Ay, ay. fo fhives the W codcock with the Gin. 
North. So doth the Cony firuggle in the Net. 
Tork; So triumph Thieves upon their conquer'd Booty, 

So true Men yield, with Robbers fo o'er-matcht. 
N~rth. What would your Grace have done unto him now~ 
~een. Brave Warriors, Oijford and N(JrthHmberland,, 

Come make him fiand upon this Mole-hill here, 
That caught .u Mountains with out-fintched Arms. 
Yet parted but the lh ow with his Hand. 
Whar, was it you that would be England's King? 
Was·c you rhat revell'd in our Parliament, 
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And made a Preachment of your High Defcent ? 
Where are your mcfs of Sons to back you now, 
The wanton Edward, and the lufiy George ? 
And where's that valiant Croak-back Prodigy. 
Dicky, your Boy, that with his grumbling voice 
Was wont to cheer his Dad in Mutinies? 
Or with the refi, w.here is your Darling R~ttland ~ 
Look Tor~ I ll:ain'd this Napkin wi th the Blood 
That valiant Clifford, with h;s Rapier's point, 
Made ilfue £·om the bofom of the Boy; 
And if thine Eyes can water for _his Deatl<!, 
I give thee this to dry thy Cheeks withal. 
Alas, poor Tor~, but that I hate thee deadly~ 
I lhould lament thy miferable State. 
I prithee grieve, to make me merry, York: 
What, hath thy fi ery Heart fo parcht thine Intrails; 
That not a Tear can fall for RHtland's Death, 
Why art thou patient, Man! thou lhould'fi be mad: 
And I, to make thee mad, do mock thee thus; 
Stamp, rave and fret, that I may fing and dance. 
Thou would'fl: be fee'd, I fee, to make me fport: 
Tor~ cannot fpeak, unlefs he wear a Crown. 
A Crown for Tor~--and, Lords, bow low to .him: 
Hold you his Hands, whiHl: I do fet it on. 

-. 
' ' 

. .. 

.. 

. . -

[ PHtting A Paper Crown '" his He11d~ 
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, thH great P/.cnti!tgenet · 
Is crown'd fo foor.J, and broke his folemn Oath? 
As I bethink me, you lhould not be King, 
'Till our King Henry had lhook H1nds with Death~ 
And will you pale your Head in Henry's e;Joty, 
And rob his Temples of the Diadem, 
Now in this Life againfl: the holy Oath! 
Oh, 'tis a fault too too unpardonable. 
Off with the Crown, and with the Crown his Head, 
A nd whilfi we breath take him to do him dead. 

Clif. That is my Office, for my .Father's fake. 
~een. Nay fray, let's here the Orizons he maker~ 
Tor4_. She-Wolf of Franct, 

But worfe than Wolves of Fran&~, Whofe 



WhofeTongue more poi(ons than the Adder's Tooth : 
.H )W il-bderming ts It in thy S, :x:, 
. To tnulnph l1ke an Ama~ontan T rull, . 

Upon thn r Woes, whot n Fortune capt ivates~ 
But tlut thy Fo~ce is Viza rd-ltke, uncha nging, 
Made impudent with ufe of t.Vd Deed ~, 
1 would alfay, proud Q ueQn, to fl•ake rh e blulh. 
To ' tell t Jee whence thou cam'fi, of whom deriv'd; 
V/ ere tlame enough to lhame thee 
Wert thou nut lh.melds : 
Thy Fo1ther brars the fype of King of Naples, 
Or both the Sicils and Jerufalem, 
Yet not f1 weaLhy as an Englifh Yeoman. 

· H nh th1t poor M 1narch taugh thee to tnfult? 
It needs not, nor it boots thee not, proud Queen; 
Unld~ the Adage mufl be v, rify'd, 
ThH B ~ggars mounted run therr Horfe to Death• 
'Tis Heauty that dOih oft m~ke Women proud, 
But God he knows, thy fttarf ~hereof is fm all. 
'fis V rrtue tl1at doth mdke tht m mofi adm1r'd. 
The contrary doth mak~ tht:c wondred ar. 
"Tis G~wernment that makes them feem Dtvinej 
The want thtreC'f makes th·.e abominil.ble. 
Thl'u art as oppofite to every good; 
A) the Antipodes are unto us, 
Or a~ the Sourh to the Septmtrioll. 1 . 

Oh Tyger's H a t, wr~pt in a Woman's Hide, , 
How courd'll thou dratn the Lif -blood of the Child, 
l 'o bid the Father wipe ~is Ey s Withal, 
And yet be fren to wear a Womar 's FJcc ! 
Women are foft, mild, pirtful and fl x1b!e; 
Th >U flern, obdurate, fl inty, rough, remorfelds. 
B dfl thou me rage? why 110w thou hafi thy w ith. 
Would'fi have me weLp? wl y now th u haft thy will. 
For nging Wind blows up lll\.effmr Show'rs. 
And "'h ~ n the rage all1ys, the Ram beJ!ir s. 
Thcfe Tears are my fweet Rutl11nd's 0 f quies, 
And rvery drop cries Hngear c~ to his Death, 
'G~infi: thee, fell CLifford, and th e, falfe Fren,h Wr.man. 

North. Btlhrew me, b t hi~ P~ffio r s n ove mt: fo, 
Th r i.ardly can I check mine Eyes from Tears• 

VoL. IV. - C rork: 
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York. That Fo~ce of his, . 
The hungry Cannibals would not have touchr, 
Would not have fiai11'd the Rofes juH with Blood: 
13ut you are more inhuman, more inexorable, 
Oh ten times more, than Tygcrs of Hyrctmia. 
See, ruthlefs Queen, a baplefs Father's Tears: . 
Thrs Cloth thou dip'dfi in Blood of my fw.eet Boy, 
And I with Ttars do wath the Blocd away. 
Kt:ep thou the Napkin, and go boafi of this, 
And if thou rell'ft the heavy Story right, 
Upon my Soul, the Hearers will fr.ed Tears: 
Yea, even my Foes will !11ed faR-falling Tears, 
And fay, alas, it was a pmous Deed. 
There take the Crown, and, with the Crown, my Cur(e. 
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 eo Heav'n, my Blood upon your Heads. 

North. Had he been Slaughter-man to all my Ki111, 
I iliould not for my Life but weep with him, 
,To fee how inly Sorrow gripes his Soul. 

f2.!!_een. What, weeping ripe, my Lord NorthHmberland? 
Think but upon 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. 
~em. And here's to ri£ht our gentle-hearted King. 

l Stabbing him. 
York.:. Open thy Gate of Mercy, gracious God. 

My Soul flies through thefe Wounds, to feek out thee. [Dies~ 
f2.!!een. Off with his Head, and fet it on York_Gates, 

So Tork_may overlook the Town of Tork_. [ExeHnt. 

A C T II. S C E N E I. 

A March. Enter Edward, Richard, and their Power~ 

Ed1v J W ondcr how our PriAccly Father fcap'd ; 
Or whether he he fcap'd away, or no, 

Fpom Clifford's, and North#mberland's purfu;t? 
Had he been ta'e~ we ihould have heard the News; 

Had 



Had he been flain, we ihould have hearc tl .c News; 
Or had he fcap'd, methinks we lhould h~ve heard 
The happy Ttdings of his good efcape. · 
How fues my 13rmher? why is he fo fad? 

Rtcb. I cannot joy. until I be refolv'd, 
Where our right valiant Father is becomr. 
I faw him in the Barrel range about, 
And watcht him how he finglea Clijford forth, 
Merhoughr be bore him in the thickefl: Troop, 
As doth a Lion in a Herd of Neat; 
Or as a Beu encompafs'd round with Dogs, 
Who having pincht a few, and made them cry, 
The refl: fiand all aloof. and bark at him, 
So far'd our Father with his Enemies, 
So fl ed his Enemies my warlike Father: 
Merhinks 'tis prize enough to be his Son. 
See how the Morning apes her Golden Gates,· 
And takes her farewel of the glorious Sun, 
How well refembles it the prime of Youth, 
Trim'd like a Yonker, prancing to his Love? 

Ed1u. Dazle mine Eyes ? or do I fee three Suns ? 
l?.ich. Three glorious Suns, each one a perfect Sun, 

Not feparated with the racktng Cloud~, 
But fever'd in a pale dear-ihining Sky. 
See, fee they join, embrace; :md feem 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 fi-range, 
The l1ke yet never h ard of. 
I think it cites us, Brother, to the Fidd, 
Tl1at we, the Sons of or11ve Planta~n~t, 
Each one already blazmg by our . M eeds, . 
Should norwirhfta ,,du g join our Lights rog~thcr, 
And ovc1·-l11ine the Ea th, as this the World, 
\Vhate'er it bodes, henlch>rward w11l I bear 
Upon my Target three fm lhining Suns. 

Rich. · Nay, bear three Daughters: 
By your leave, I fp ak tr, 

You love: the Breeder better than the Male, 

c .a 



Enter a Mejfenger. 
But what art thou, whofe heavy Looks foretel 
Some dreadful Story hanging on thy Tongue~ 

Me[. Ah, one that was a woful looker on, 
When as the Noble Duke of York_ was !lain, 
:Your Princely Father, and my loving Lord. 

Edw. Oh, fpeak no more! for I have heard too much. 
Rich. Say how he dy'd, for I will heu it all. 
Mef Environed he was with many Foes, 

And fiood againfi them, u the hope of Troy 
Againfi the Greek!, that would have entred Troy • 
.But Hercules himfelf m1.1fr yield to odds; 
And m:my Stroaks, though with a little Ax, 
Hews dnwn and fells the hardefr-timber'd Oak. 
By many Mands your Father was fttbdu'd~ 
But only ilaughter'd by tbe ireful Arm, 
Of unrelenting Clijford, and the Queen: 
Who ctown'd the gracious Duke in high defpight, 
Laugh'd in his Face; and when with grief he wept, 
The ruthlefs Queen gave him, to dry his Check~ 
A Napkin, fieeped in the harmlefs Blood 
Of fweet young Rut/and, by rough Clifford ilain: 
And after maf'ly Scorns, many foul Taunts~ 
They took his Head~ and on the Gates of York,. 
They fet the fame. and there it cloth remain> 
The faddell: fpeB:acle that e'er I view'd. 

Edw. S 11eer Duke of York.,, our prop to lean llpon, 
Now thou art gone, we have no Staff, no Stay, 
Oh C!ifford, boifi'rous Clifford. thou hall: flain 
The Flower of Eur~pe for his Chivalry, 
And treacheroufly hall: thou vanquilh'd him, 
For Hand to Hand he would hlve vanquilh'd d.ee. 
Now my Soul's Palace is become a Prifon: 
Ab, would fhe break from hcRct, that this my Eody 
Might in the Ground be clofed up in rdl:; 
For never henceforth 1batl I joy again~ 
Never, oh never 1bafl I fee more joy. 

Rich. I cannot weep, for all my Body's moifi11re 
Starce ferves to quench my Furnace-burning Ht-lrt: 
Nor can my Tongue unload· my Heart's great burtnen, 
For felf-fa~~ Wind th~t ! !_hould fpeak wit~al, 
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Is kindling Coals that fire up all my Breafr, 
And burn me up with Flames, that Tears would quench. 
To weep, is to make lefs the depth of Grief: 
Tears then for Ba'Jes; Blows and Revenge fo:· me. 
Richard, I bear thy Name, I'll venge thy Deacb, 
Or d1e renowned by attempting it. 

Edw. Hrs Name that valiant Duke hath left wi;h th~c: 
His Dukedom, and his Chair with me is lefr. 

Rich. Nay, if thou be that Princely Eagle's Bird, 
Shew thy defcent, by gazing 'gainll the Sun: 
For Chair and Dukedom, Throne and Kingdom fay, 
Either thu is thine, or elfe thou wert not his. 

March. Enter Warwick, Marquejs af Montague, and 
their Arm]• 

W.tr. How now, fair Lords? what fare? what News abroad l 
Rich. Great Lord of Warwic~ if we thowld recount: 

Our baleful News, and at each Word's deliverance 
Stab Poinards in our Fleih, 'till all were told, 
The Words would add more anguith than the Wounds. 
0, valiant Lord, the Duke of York.._is 0Jin. 

EduJ. 0, Warwick_! Warwick.! that Plantagentt, 
Which held thee dearly as his Soul's Redemption, 
1 s by the llern Lord Ciifford done to Death. 

War. Ten days ago I drown'd thefe News in tears~ 
And now to add more meafure to your Woes, 
I come to rell you things firh then befaln. 
After the bloody Fray at Wak_:field fought, 
Where your brave Fath{r fought his larcH Gafp, 
Tidings, as fwiftly as the Poll: could n n, 
Were brought me of your Lof~, ~nd his depart. 
I then in London, Keeper of rhe Ki,..g, 
Muller'J my Soldiers, ~ather'd fL,cks of Frierrls, 
March'd towards Sr. Albans to intercept the: Q ee:', 
13eui,.,g the King in my behalf along: 
For by my Scouts I was advertifrd 
That fl1e was coming, with a full intent 
To d~lh o•1r late Decree in Parliament, 
Touching King Henry's Oath, ard your Succdii m: 
Short Tale to make, we at St. Albans mer, 
Our Battels join'd, and both fides fiercdy fougl1t; 
But whether 'twas the coldncfs of the K:ng, 1 
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Who lock'd full gently on his Warlike Queen, 
That robb'd my Soldiers of thur heated Spleen; 
Or whether 'twas report of her S c.ccds, 
Or more than common f~ar of Ciifford's Rigour, 
Who thunders to his Captives Blood and D enth, 
1 cannot judge ; but to conclude with Truth, 
Their We~ pons like to Lightning, came and went : 
Our Soldiers like the Night-Owl's lazy fl ,ghr, 

' O r lik, a lazy Thrdher with a Flail, ' 
Fell gc tly down, as if they firuck their Friends. 
I ere er 'd hem up with J ufiice of our Caufe, 
'.Vi n Pro. Jf· nf high Pay, and great Reward : 
B all in \a· n, they had uo he .. rt to fight, 
And we, 10 h m, no hope to win the Day, 
So tbat V.l il d; the King unto the Queen, 
Lord Geor[,e your Brother, Norfolk, and my felf, 
In hafie, Pofl-tiJfie, are come to join with you : 
For in the MJrches here we heard you were, 
Making another H ead, to fi~bt again, 

Edw. Where is the Duke of Norfol~ gentle Warwick? 
'And when came George from Burgundy to England~ 

War. S'lme fix mtles off the Duke is with the Soldiers; 
'And for your Brother, he was lately fent 
From your kind Aunt, Dutch fs of Burgundy, 
With aid of Soldiers to this needful W ;~r. 

Rich. 'Twas odds bcltke w hm valiant Warwick fled; 
Oft ha-ve I heard his Pr~ifes in Purfuit, 
But ne' er, ,rill now, his Scandal of Retire. 

War. Nor row my Scandal, Richard, dofi thou ·hear: 
. For thou lh ale kr o w this fl:rong right Hand of mine 
Can pluck the Diad ~m from faint Henry's Head, 
And wring the awful Sceptcr from his FtU, 
Were hr as famou•, and as bold in War, 
And he is fam'd for Mildnds, Peace and Prayer. 

Rich. I krcw it \Veil, Lord Warnnck, blame me not, 
'Tis love I bear thy Glories makes me fpeak. 
But in this troublous time what's to be done? 
Shall we go throw away our Coats of Steel, 
And wrap our Bodies in black mourning Gown!~ 
Numb'ring our Avc Mtrirs with our Beads. 
Or !hall we on the Helmets of ou!: Foes, 
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Tell our Devotion with revengeful Ari'Ils~ 
If for the lafi, fay Ay, and to it Lords. 

W.tr. Why therefore Wanvick_ came to feek you our, 
And therefore comes my Brother llfonMgue: 
Attend me Lotds, the proud infulttr.g Q1cen, 
With Clifford, and the luught Northrtmberl.'tnd, 
And of their Feather many more proud Birds. 
Have wrought the eafie-melting King, like Wax; 
He f wore confent to your Succeffion, 
Hrs Oath enrolled in the Padiamenr, 
And now to London all the Crtw are gone, 
To frufirate both his Oath, and what befide 
May make agaiofi the Houfe of Lancafter. 
Their Power, I think, is thirty thoufand firong :· 
Now if the help of Norfolk, and my felf, 
With all the Fnends that thou brave Earl ol March, 
Amo.~gfi the loving We!chrnen, canfi procure, 
Will but amount to five and twenry thouflnd, 
Why Pia ! to London wtll we march, 
And once again befiride our foaming Steeds, 
And once again cry, Charge upon our Foes, 
But never once again turn back and fly. 

Rich. Ay, now methinks I bear great Warwick_[peak; 
Ne'er may he live eo fee a Sun-lbinc Day. 
That crys Retire, if W.trwick_ bid him Llay. 

Edw. Lord Wanvick, on thy <ihoulder will I lean, 
And when thou f~iJ'fi ( o~s God forbid the Hour) 
Mull Edward fall, which peril Heaven forfend. 

l-!Tar. No longer Earl of ll1arch, but Duke of rork_: . 
The next degree is England s Royal Throne: 
For King of England lhalt thou be proclaim'd 
In every Borough as we pafs along, 
And he that throws not up his CP for Joy, 
Shall for tl~e fault make forfeit of his He .d. 
King Edward, valiant Richnrd, Momagr1e, 
Stay we no longer, drc:~ming of Renown, 
But found the Trurnpets, and about our Task. 

Rich. Then Clijford, were thy Heart as hard as Sreel, 
As thou hafl: lhc.:wn it flinty by thy ,Deed•, 
I come to pier e it, or to giye thee mine. 

Ed;v, Then firikc up btum·, God ard St. George for us: 
C. 4 · Enter 



The Third Part of 
Enter a Mr.fle11ger. 

War. How now? What NeVt~? 
Mef. The Duke of Norfolk_ ft.:nd~ you word by me; 

The Queen is comi•'g with a pudTam Hnfi, 
And c avcs your Cvmpany fur fperdy Counfel. 

War. W by then it forcs, brave W ,u riou let's a way. 
[ Exeulft omnes. 

Enter King Henry, the fJ.!!een, Clilf,rd, No1th~>n b. rland, 
a'ld the Prince of w.Jes, ?Vith Drums and TrMrnpm. 

Queen. Welcome, my Lo1d, to th•s brave Town ot l"or~, 
Yo o1d r·s the Head of th~t Arcu·enemy, 
T~'at fo '!?ht to be encompafi with your Cro9>n. 
D oth not th · O,)j et cheer your Hearr, my Lord~ 

K. Hmry. Ay,as theR.ockscheer them that feanheirWne>k; 
To ft.e rh1s figl-,c Jt i1ks my very Soul: 
WHh-nold Revenge, dear God, 'ci~ nor my faulr. 
Nor witt.ngly havt; I infrirg'd my Vow. 

Uif. My gracious lie~? e. this too much Lenity 
A 1d harmlefs Pity mufi be laid a fide: 
To whom dol I bl'ls c•ll their geflt!e Lo(.ks~ 
Not to he Beall that would ufurp thei Den. 1 
Whofe Hand is that the Fon.ll lhar doth Jick? 
Not his that fpoih h r you 1g be fort her Face. 
Who fcap"~ the lurking St rpent's mortallhng~ 
Nr c he ·h,r (m h1s Foot upt n her Back. 
The {cnalldl Worm Will ruro, being trodden on, 
And Dove\ will peck in fafeguard of their .Bwo~~ 
A obitious Yorlz did level at thy Crown, 
Th9u fmiling, while he knit Ius anrry Brows, 
He bur a Dt kf, "'ould have h1s Son a K ng, 
And raife his Hfue like a hv hg Sire; 
Thou beir.g a Ki-,g, blefi wirh a goodly Son, 
Didll yield en {ent to diftnhc. it him; 
W .ich a gued thee a moO: ur.lovin~ Father. 
U r·afon;~ble Creamres feeJ their Young, 
A d rhour.h Ma~"~'· Face be fea f I to their Eyes; 
Y r 1 1 Drr>teetion of rhtir render ore~, 
\iV 10 harh nor re"n th( m e en with th1fe Win~s, 
W 1c

1 f.•metim •hev have u~·o with fearful flight, 
M ke W A•th h m that climb•d U'lto tht rr Neft, 
9~erul$ lheu ow~ Liv~s in !~eir Young·~ Defen~~ ~ 
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For Shame, my Liege, make them your Prefident: 
Wee Jt not puy, that thts g ')odly Boy 
Should l ·1~ hts Htrrh-right by his Father's FauJr, 
And long henafrer lay unto his Child, 
Wt•at my grr a: Grar dfather and Grandfire got, 
My C1rdds Father fondly gave away. 
Ah. what a Shame was th . ~? lock on the Boy. 
And let his manly Face, whlch promifeth 
SucceM ul Fonur e, fietl thy melting Heart, . 
To hold thine own, and leave thine own with h1m. 

Kmg. Full well hath Ciifford plaid the Orator, 
Infernng A··guments of m1ghty Force: 
B Jt, Ch./ford, tell me, didfi thou never hear, 
That thwgs ill got, had ever bad Succefs. 
And happy always was it for that Son, 
Wh0fe Father f >r his hoording wenr to Hell: 
I'll leave my S0n my virtuous Deeds behind. 
And would my Father had kfc me no more: 
for all rhe reft is held at fuch a Rare, 
.As brings a thoufand-fold more Care to keep, 
Than in Po!fdli )!1 any jot of Plrafure. 
A1 Coufin rorft, would thy b fi: Friends did know, 
How it dorh gr1eve me that thy H ead is here. 

Q_ueen. My Lord, cheer up your Spi rits, our ~oes are nigh, 
And rhts foft Courage makes your Followers fa1nt: 
Yr·u p romi~'d Knighthood t•> our forward Son, 
Unth ach your S.vord, and dub him prdently. 
Edward, kneel down. 

Kmg. Edward Plantagenet, arife a Knigh~, 
And learn this Lelfor, draw thy Sword in right. 

Prince. My gracious Farh ~r, by your Kingly Leave, 
I'll draw it as apparent to the Crown, 
And in rnac Q ·mrd ufe it to the Death. 

Clif. WhY th~t is fpoken like a toward Prince. 
Enter a Meffiwger. 

Mef. Roya] Commanders, be in re2dinefi, 
For wnh a B:~nd of thirty thoufand Men 
Comes W4rwicfv backing of the Duke of York_. 
And in the Tc wns, as th~y do march along. 
Proclaims him King, and many fly to him. 
Darraigo your Battel, they arc near at hand. 

Clif. 



15 6 2. The Third Part of 
Clif. I would your Highnefs would depart the Field, 

The Queen hath beft Succefi when you .. re abf(mt. 
Oueen. Ay, good my Lord. :mdleave us to our Fortune. 
K. Henry. Why that's my Fortune too, therefore I'll fiay. 
North. Be it with Refolution then to fight. 
Prince. My Royal Father, cheer thefe Noble Lords, 

And hearten thofe that fight in yom Defence: 
Untheath your Sword, good Father; cry Sr. George. 

March. Enter Edward, Warwick. Richard~ Clarcnce, 
Norfolk, Montague, and Soldiers. 

Ed1v. Now perjur•d Henry, wilt th.ou kneel for Grace, 
And fet thy Diadem upon my Head; 
Or bide the Mortal Fortune of the Field? 

Qgeen. Go rate thy Minion~. proud infulting Boy, 
:Becomes it thee to be thus bold in Terms, 
:Before thy Soveraign, and thy lawful King~ 

E;dw. I am his King, and he thould bow his Knee; 
I was adopted Heir by his Confent; 
Since when, his Oath is broke: for as I hear, 
You that are King, though he do wear the Crown. 
Have caus'd him, by new Act of Parliament, 
To 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? 0, I cannot fpeak. 

Clif. Ay, Crook-back, here I fiand to anfwer thee, 
Or any he, the proude!t of thy fort. 

Rich. 'rwas you that kill'd young Rut/and, was it not~ 
Clif. Ay, and old York., and yet not fatisfy'd. 
Rrch. For God's fake, Lords. give Signal to the Fight. 
Wdr. What fay'fl: thou, Henry, · 

Wilt thou yield the Crown~ 
Queen. Why how now, long·tongu'd Warwic~dare you 

\V hen you :and 1 met at St . .A.Ib.ms lafl:, [fptak ~ 
Your LeJ?S did better Service than your Hands. 

War. Then 'tw~s my turn to fly, and now 'tis thine. 
Clif. You faid fo much before, and yet you flt'd. 
War. 'Twa~ not your Valour, Clijford, drove me thence. 
North. No, nor your Manhood that durfl: make you flay. 
Rich. Northumberland, I lv>ld th~c reverently, 

Break off the Parley, for [,arce I can refr~in 
The 



King Henry VI. 
The Execution of my big-fwoln Heart , 
Upon tbat Cl1ford, that cruel Child killer. · 

Clif. I flew thy FHhtr, call'H thou h101 a Child l 
Rsch. Ay, .hke a Dafiard, and a treacherous Coward. 

As thou didfi kill our tender Brother RJttltlnd: 
Bur e'er Sun ftt, I '11 make thee curfe the Deed. 

f(. Henry. Have done with Words, my Lords, and! hear 
me fpeak. 

Qf!een. Defie them then, or elfe hold dofe thy Lips. 
K. Henry. I prithee give no Limits to my TorJgue, 

I am a King, and privileg'd to fpeak. 
Clif. My Liege, th~ Wound that bred this Meeting here 

Cannot be cur'd by Word~, therefore be ll:ill. 
Rich. Then, Execution, H-m,Jbcath thy Sword: 

By him that made us dl, I am ref.lv'd 
That Ciijford's Manhood Jyes upon his Tongue. 

Edw. Say, Henry, ihaJI I have my right, or no: 
A thoufand Men have broke their Fafis to Day, 
That ne'er ihotll dine, unlefs thou yield the Crown. 

W11r. If thou deny, their Blo,..d upon thy Head, 
For York in jufi1ce puts his Atmour on. 

Prince. If that be nght, which Wnrwick fays is righr; 
There is no Wrong, but every thmg is right. 

War. Who ever got thee, there thy Mother fiands, 
For well I w ot, thou hall thy Mother's Tor gue. 

Qf!een. But thou art neither like thy Sire nor Dam~ 
But like a foul mithapen Stigmatick, 
.Mark'd by the Dtfiinies to be avoided, 
.As venomous To:~ds, or Lizards dreadful Stings. 

Rich. Iron of 1Vaples, hid with Englsjh Gilt, 
Whofe Father 15ears the Tide of a King, 
(As if a Kennel ihould be call'd the Sta} 
Sham'fi thou not, knowing whence rhou art extraugla, 
To let thy Tongue detect thy bafe-born [-fearr. 

Edw. A Wifp of Straw were worth a thouiand Crowns, 
To make this ihamelefs Callet know her fclf. 
1-Ie/(:n of Greece was fairer far than thou, 
Although thy Husband may be Menelaus, 
And ne'er \Ya~ Af!.•tmemnon's Brother wrong'd 
By that falfe Womar, as this King by thee. 
His Father rev ell' d in the H cart of Francr, 

And 



The Third Part of 
And tam·d the King, and made the Dauphin fioop: 
And had he match'd according to his State, 
He might have kept that Glory to this Day. 
But when he took a Beggar to his Bed, 
And grac'd thy poor Sire with his Bridal Day, . 
Even then that Sun-.lhine brew'd a Shower for h1m, 
Th~t walh'd his Fathees Fortunes forth of France, 
And heap'd Sedttion on his Crown at home: . 
For what hath broach\!! this tumult but thy Pnde ~ 
Hadll: thou been meek, our Tnle fiill had flepr. 
And we in Pity of the gentle King, 
Had flipt our Claim unttl another Age. . 

Cta. But when we faw our Sun.lhine m:lde thy Spnng, 
And that thy Summer bred us no encreafe, 
We fct the Ax to thy ufurping Root; 
And though the Edge hath fomethi"g hit our felves, 
Yet know thou, fince we have begun ro firike, 
We'll never leave, 'till we have hewn thee down, 
Or bath'd thee growing with our heated Bloods. 

Edw. And in th1s Refolurion I defie thee, 
Not willing any longer Coofcrence, 
Smce thou deny'dH the gentle King to fpeak. 
Sound Trumpets, let our blot•dy Colours wave, 
And either Victory, ore fc: a Grave. 

Qf!een, Stay, Edward--
. Edw No, wrangling Wl,man, we'll no longer fiay. 
Thefe Words will coft ten thoufand Lives th1s Day. 

[Exeunt omnes. 
Alarum. Excur/ionJ. Et~ter Warwick, 

War. Fore-fpent with Toil, as Runners with a Race~ 
I Iav me down a litt!e while to breathe: 
For' Strokes recc:iv'd, and many Blows repaid, 
Hwe rob' cl my ~rong-knit Sinews of their Strength, 
And it>Jght d fptght, needs mufi I refr a while. 

Enur Edward running. 
Ed11J. S niJe, gentle Heav'n; or finke, ungent1c Death. 

For this World frowns, and Edward's Sun is clouded. ' 
War. How now, my Lord,what hap~ Whathopeofgood? 

Enter Chrence. 
Cla. Our Hap is Lo(s, our Hope but fad Defpair 

Our Ranks are broke. and R.uin follows us. 
1 

What 



What Counfel give you? whether tlull we fly? 
Edw. Bootlefs is flighr, they follow us with Wings, 

And weak we are, and cannot iliun purfuit. 
Enter Richard. 

Rich. Ah Warwic~ why haft thou withdrawn thy feiH 
Thy Brother's Blood the thirfiy Earth bath drunk, 
Broach'd with the freely poiot of Clijford's Lance: 

.And in the very pangs of Death he cry'd, 
Like to a difmal Clangor heard from far, 
Warwick.., revenge; Brother, revenge my Death. 
So underneath the Belly of his Steeds, 
That fhin'd their Fetlocks in his fmoaking Blood, 
The Noble Gentleman gave up the Ghofi. 

War. Then let tl1e Earth be drunken with our Blood; 
I'll kill my Horfe becaufe I will not fly: 
Why fiand we like foft·hearted Women here, 
Wailing our Lolfes, whiles the Foe doth rage, 
And look upon, as if the Tragedy 
Were plaid in jefi by counterfeiting Actors. 
Hrre on my Knee I vow to God above, 
I'll never paufe again, never fiand fiill, 
,Tiil either Death hath clos'd thefe Eyes of mine, 
Or Fortune given me meafurc of revenge. 

Edw. 0 WArwic~ I do bend my Knee with thine, 
And in this Vow do chain my Sou) to thine. 
And e'er rnv Knee rife from the Earth's cold Face. 
I throw my Hands, mine Eyes, my Hurt to thee, 
Thou Setter up, and Plucker down of Kings, 
Befeeching thee (if with thy W ll it fiands 
That to my Foes this Body muil: be prey) 
Yet that thy br~zen Gates of Heav'n may ope; 
And give fweet palf~ge to my finful Soul. 
Now Lords, take leave until we meet again, 
Where-e'er it be, in Heav'n, or in the Earth; 

Rich. Brother, 
<6ive me thy Hand, and gentle Warwick, 
Let me embrace thet in my weary Arms: 
I th~t did never weep, now melt wi h woe, 
That Winter iliould cut off our Spring-time fo~' 

W'11r. Away, away: 
Once more, f we et Lords, larewel. .. - - - --~ - ·-- ·- - . ... 



Clll. Yet let us all together to our Troops; 
And give thtm leave to fly that will not fiay; 
And call tblm' Pillars that will fbnd to us; 
And if we th1ive, prom1fe them fuch Rewards 
As VH:l:o1s wear at tht: OlJmpian Game,, 
This m2 y plant Courag , Jn their q uail ing Brea(ls, 
For yet is hope of Luc and V1Ctory; 
Fore-ilow no lor.gcr, m~ke w~ hence amain. [Exeunt. 

Excurjidns. Emer Richard and Clifford. 
Rich. Now, Cltlfod, I have fingled thee alone. 

Suppufe this Arm is for the Duke of York, 
And this for Rutland, both bound to revenge, 
Wen thou environ'd with a Brazen Wall. 

Cltf Now, Richard, I am with thee here alone, 
This is the Hand that fiabb'd thy Father York_, 
And this the Hand that flew thy Brother Rntland, 
And here's the Heart th~t triumphs in their Death, 
And cheers th '[e Hands that flew thy Sire and Brother, 
1To execute the like upon thy fdf. 

' And fo have at thee. 
They fight, Warwick enters, Clifford flies. 

Rich. Nay Warwick, ling le out fome other Chace, 
For I my felf will hunt this Wolf to death. [ Exellnt. 

Alarum. Enter King Hmry alone. 
K. Henr7. This Battel fares like to the Morning's War, 

When dying Clouds contend with growing Light, 
What time the Shepherd blowing of his Nails. 
Can neither call it perfect Day nor Night. 
Now fways it this way, like the felf-fame Sea, 
Forc'd by the T1de m combat with the Wind~ 
Now fways 1t that way, hke the {elf-fame Sea, 
F rc'd tn retire by fury of the Wind. 
S maime, th Fl •od pr. vails, and then the Wind; 
N<lW, one he b.tter, tf.en another befi, 
B~Hh tuggj, g to be VIctors, Breafl: to Breafi. 
Yet wi her Cor quc.-:ror, 110r conquered; 
So is the tq 11al poize of this fell War. 
H.re on this Mole-hill will I fit me down, 
To whom God wi!J, there be the Victory: 
For Margaret my Queen, and Cbjford too 
Have chid me from the Battd, !wearing both, 
They profper belt of all ':N hen I am thence. Would 



Would I were dead, if God's good will were fo: 
For what is in this World, but Grief and Wod 
Oh God! methinks it were a happy Life, 
To be no better than a homely Swain, 
To fit upon a Hill, as I do now, 
To carve eut Dials queinrly, point by point, 
Thereby to fee the Minutes how they run: 
How many makes the Huur full compleat. 
How many Hours b11ng about the Day, 
How many Days will finith up the Year, 
How many Years a mortal Man may Jive. 
When this is known, then to divide the times: 
So many hours mufi I tend my Flock, 
So many hours mufi I take my rett, 
So mafly hours mull: I contemplate, 
So many hours mull I fport my felf, 
So many days my Ewes have been with young, 
So many Weeks e'er the poor Fools will Ran, 
So many Months e'er I iliall th eer the Fleece: 
So Minutes, Hours, Days, Weeks, Months. and Years, 
Pall: over, to the end they were created, 
Would bring white Hairs unto a quiet Grave. 
Ah! what a Life were this? how fweec, how lovely~ 
Gives not the Haw-thorn Bufh a fweeter thade 
To Shepherds, looking on their filly Sheep, 
Than cloth a rich embroider·d C:~nopy 
To Kings, that fear their SubjeCts treachery? 
0 yes, it cloth, a thoufand-fold it cloth, 
And to conclude, rhe Shepherds homely Curds, 
His cold thin drink out of his Leather Borrel, 
His wonted fleep, undc r a frefh Tree's flude, 
All which fecure, and f ..veedy he enjoys, 
Is far beyond a Prince's Delicates, 
His Viands fparkling in a golden Cup, 
His Body couched _in a cunous Bed, 
When Cdre, M llrufr and Trea(ons wait on l)im • 
.Alarum. Ente a Son that had ki_ll'd his Fatl1er at one Door; 

and A Fathtr rhat had kill d his ~on at aNother Door. 
Son. Ill blows the wmd that profits no body, 

This Ma•1 whom ha~d to hand I flew in fi,..ht, 
M1y be poffdfed wah fame frorc of Crowns, 

Ar:d 
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A nd I that, hply, take them from him now~ 
M ay yet, e'e• N1ght, yidd both my Life and them 
To fome M3n elf, as rhis dead M~n doth me. 
Who's this? Oh God! it is my Father's Faa, 
Whom in thil Confl et, I, Hnawares, have kiJl'd: 
Oh he.1vy rines! begttting fuch everts. 
From London, by the Kmg w~s I prell forth, 
My Father beng the Earl of Warw ick.) Man 
Came on the part of Tork, prell by h sMaller: 
And I, who a: his hands receiv'd my Lrfe, 
Ha\·e by my hnds of }Jfe b reaHd htm. 
PJrdon me, God, I knew not what l did; 
And pudon, Father, for I knew not th. e,. 
My Tears thall wrpe away thefe bloody mark~: . 
And no m1re word~, 'tlll they have fl 1w'd their 611. 

K. Henry. 0 piteous fpectacl t ! 0 it loody trme~ f 
Whiles LiJns War, and Batcel for the1r Dens, 
Poor lmmlefs Lambs abide their Enmity. 
Weep, wretched M1n, I'Jl aid thee Tear for Tear,. 
And let our Hearts and E. yes, like civ1l W ~r, 
Be blind with Tem, and break o'er-charg'd with Grief. 

Inter a Father, bearing of his Son. 
Fath. ThoL that fe> lloutly hall rdilh:d me, 

Give me thy Gold, 1f thrtu hall any Gold: 
For I have boJght it Wtth an hundred Blows, 
But lf:t me fu::: Is this our Foe-man's Face~ 
Ah, no, no, ro, it is my only Son. 
Ah Boy, if ar.y Life be lefc in thee, 
Thnw up thioe Eye; fee, fee, what fhowers uife, 
Riown Wlth the windy Tempdl: of my Hem, 
U ~O;) thy wotnd~. that k11ls mine Eye and Heart• 
0 p ty, God, this miferable Age! 
W nat ll:ratagms? how fe,l! how butcherly~ 
Erroneous, m 1 tinou~, and unnatUral~ 
Thh d taly qulrrel da .ly doth beged 
0 Boy! thy Fathe r gave thee Life too foon, 
Ancl hHh berrf~ rh r· e of tLy Life too late. [~rief· 

K. Henry. ,v.,e ahcwe woe; grief, more than cc.ltlmo~ 
0 rh1t my Death would fhy thefe rueful d~eds : 
0 pity, pity, ger.tle Hea en, pi ty. 
Tn.: red Rofe and the white are on his Face, 

The 



King Henry VI. 
The fatal Colours of our firivwg Houfes. 
The one his purple Blood ri!- ht v. ell refembles,· 
The other his pale Cheeks, mt: thinks, prtlenteth : 
Wnher one Rofe, and let the other flouria t; 
If you contend, a thoufand Ltves mull wufl er. 

Son. How wtll my Mother, f0r a f~tbers Death, 
Take on with me, and ne' er be fatisfy'd? 

F11th. How will my Wife, for flau~htei of my Son; 
Shed Se~s of Tears, and n~'er be fatisfy'd ? 

K. Henry How WJll the Country, for th~ woful chances, 
Mifs·think the King, and not be fatJSfy'd? 

Son. Was ever Son fo rew'd a Father\ Death l 
Path. Was ever Father fo bemoan d Lt< &,n ~ 
K. Henry. Was ever King fo griev'd fo, &hjeds woe! 

Much is your Sorrow; mine. ten times h> m eh. 
Son. I'll bear thee hence, where I may wc:ep my fill. 
Path. Thefe Arms of mine 1hall be thy winding-lheet, 

My heart, fweet Boy. 1hall be thy Sepulchtr, 
For from my Heart thine Image .ae'er 1hall go. 
My fighing Breaft iliall be thy Funeral Bell; 
.And fo obfequiou~ wtll thy Father be, 
Sad fM the lofs of thee, havmg no morC', 
As Priam was for '~' l his valiant Sons. 
I'll bear thee hence. and Jet them light that vill, 
For I ha1e murther'd where I lhould not kil. [E.-rit. 

K. Henry. Sad-he,rted Men, much overgonc with Care; 
Here fits a King, mo ~ woful th.1n ) ou are • 

.Alarums. Excurfi~ns. Enter tke fJ!!een, Prince of 
Wales, and Exe[er. 

Prince. Fly, Father, fly; for aiJ your Frierds are fled; 
And Warwick.. rages like a chafed Bull: 
Away, for Death dorh hold us in purfuir. 

Queen. Mount you my Lord, towards Berwi;k poll: amain : 
Edward and Richard l•kc a brace of ~rey-hoUlds, 
Havtrg the fearful flywg Hare in fight, 
With fiery Eyes, fparklwg for very wrath, 

I And bloody Steel gra(pt in their ireful Hands. 
Are at our backs, and therefore hence amaio. 

Exe. Away; for ver~eance comes along with them. 
Nay, Jlay not to expnftulate, make fpeed~ 
Or elfe come afcer, I'll away before. 

T: Y f> r,, IV. -- p K. HenrJ• 
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K. Henry. Nay, take me with thet>, good fweet Exeter: 
Not that I fear to flay, but love to go 
Whither the Queen intends. Forward, a way. [ E.xem:t . 

.A lotld .Alarum. Enter Clifford wounded. 
Clif. Here burns my Candle out; ay, here tt dies, 

Which whiles it lall:ed, gave King Henry light. 
0 L<fncafter! I fear thy overthrow, 
More than my Body's parting with my Soul: 
My Love and Fear glew'd many Fr ends ro thee, [Falling, 
And now I fall, thy tough Commixtures melt, 
Impairing Henry, flrengthning mils-proud Tort; 
And whithtr fly the Gnats, but to the Sun? 
And who fl1ines now, but Henry's Enemies! 
0 Ph(J!bus! hddll thou never giv'n corf~nr, 
That Phaeton lhould check thy fiery Stefds, 
Thy burning Car never had fcorch'd the Earth. 
And HenrJ, h.adll thou fway'd as Kings iliould do, 
C '1\ thy Father, and his Father did, 
, vi<•g no ground unto the Houfe of Tor/v 
·hty t ever then had fprung like Summer Flies : 

f, and ten thoufand in this lucklefs Realm, 
Had left no mourning Widows for our Death, 
And thou this d~y, hadfl kept thy Chair in Peace. 
For what doth chenfi1 Weeds, but gentle Air? 
And what makes Robbers bold, but too much lenity l 
Bootlefs are Platnts, and curelefs are my Wounds~ 
No w~y to fly, nor llrcngth to hold out flight; 
The Foe is mercilef~, and will not pity : 
For at their Hands I luve deferv'd no pity 
The Air hath got into my deadly Wounds, 
And much effufe of Blood cloth make me faint: 
Come Torlz.., and Richard, Warwic~, and the refl, 
I fbbl/ J your Fat het's Bcfom; fplit my Breafr. [He faints . 
.Alarum and RetreAt. Enter Edward, \Varwick, R•chard, 

Mounugue, Clarence, and Soldiers. 
Edw. Now breathe we Lords, good Fortune bids us pawfe, 

A ,d fmfloth the frowns of War with peaceful looks: 
S()me Troops purfue the bloody-minded Queen, 
Tna• led calm Henry, though he were a King. 
As dc.th a Sail 6H'd with a fretting Gufi, 
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Exettt Commard an Argofie to frem the Waves: 
But think you Lords, ·tbat Clifford fled With rh~m ~ 

[ Ex11 War. No, 'tis impoffiblc he iliould efcape: 
For though before his Face I fpeak the word, 
Your Brotht:r Rich~Crd mark'd him for the Grave; 
And wherefoe'er he is, he's furely dead. [Clifford grMnJ. 

lt.ich. Whofe Soul is char, which takes her heavy leave f 
A deadly groan, like Life and Death's departm~. 

[FAll See who it is. 
Edw. And now the Batte)'s endedt 

If Friend or Foe, let him be gently ufed. 
Rich. Revoke chat doom of Mercy, for 'cis Clijford, 

Who nor contented that he Jopp'd the Branch 
In hewing RNt!Rnd, when his leaves put forth, 
Bur fer his murrh'ring Knife unto the .Roor, 
From whence that tender fpray did fweetly fpring; 
I mean your Princely Father, Duke of York_. 

War. From otf the Gates of Tork_fetch down the headj 
Your Fat her's Head, which Clifford placed there : 
Infi:ead whereof, let his fupply the room. 
Meafure for meafure mull: be anfwered. 

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

Now death iliall flop his difmal threatning found. 
And his ill-boading Tongue no more iliall fpeak. 

War. I think his underHanding is bereft: 
Speak Clijford, dofr t})ou know who fpeaks to thee~ 
D-rk clou~y Death o'er-lhades his Beams of L1fe, 
And he nor fees, nor hears us, what we fay. 

Rich. 0 would he did; and fo, pc::rhaps, he dotb, 
'Tis but his policy to counterfeir, 
Becaufe he would avoid fuch bitter taunts 

j& Which in the time of death he gave our Fatl~er. 
Ga, If fo thou thir.kll, 

Vex him with eager words. \ 
fi Rich. CiifforJ, ask Mercy. and obtain no Grace, 

Edw, Clijford, npent in bootlefs penitence. 
W11r. Clijford, devife excufes for thy fault!. 
Cla. While we devife fell Tortures for thy 'Faulrs; 
Rich. Thou didfr Jove Tor!?, an-d I am Son to 1'flr~ 
Edw. Thou pit~d'fr RHtll'lnd, I will pity thee. 

- D ~ CIA. 
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Cla. Where's c~ptain Margaret, to fence you now~ 
War, They mock thee, Cirf!ord, 

Swear, as thou w~fl: wont. 
Rtch. What, not an Oath ! Nay, the1 the World goes hard, 

When CLifford cannot (p.ne hi> Friends an Oath: 
I know by th~t he's de~d, and by m) Soul, . 
If this right h~nd would buy but tW() hours hfe, 
That I, in all defptght, might r~il at .l~im, . . 
This hand fhould chop it off; and wnh the dfumg Blood 
Stifle the Villain, whofe un{hnched 1hi1 £1: 
Tork, ar.d young Rut/and, could not lattsfie. 

War. Ay, but he'~ dtad. Off with the Traitor'sHead, 
'And rear it in the place your Father's fiands, 
And now to London with triumphant march, 
There to be crowned Engl11na's Roy1l King: 
From whence fhall Warwick_ cut the Sea to France, 
And ask the l:ldy Bona for thy Queen. 
So ihalt tbou finew both thefe Lands together, 
'And havi 'lg Fr11nce thy Friend, thou 1halt not dread 
The fcatter'd Foe, that hopes to rife again : 
For though they cannot peatly fiing to hurt, 
Yet look to have them buz to offend thine Ears. 
Pu fr will I fee the Coronarior, 
And then to Brit1my I'll cro(s the Sea, 
;To effeCt: this Marriagae, fo it pJeafe my Lord, 

Edw. Even as thou wilt, fwett W~rwick.,, let it be; 
For on thy s.houlder do I build my Seat: 
And never w11l I undertake the thing 
Wherein thy Counfel and Confeot is w~nting. 
Richard, l will create thee Duke of Gfo'jler, 
And George of Cl4rence; lflilrwick._ as our fdf 
Shall do, and undo. as him pleafeth bell. 

Rtch., Le~ me be Duk~ of Clarence, George of Glo'jler, 
For Glo'fter s Dukedom IS too omino~s 

War. Tut, that's a foolifh obferv1rion: 
Richard, be Duke of Glo'jler : Now to London 
To fee thefc honours in poffdfion~ ' 

AC 
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A C T Ill. S C E N E I. 

Enter Sinklo, ani ljumphry, with Crofs-hows in their 
Hands. 

Sink_.U N der thi.s thick grown brake we'll ihrowd our felves; 
For thrm:gh this Laund anon the Deer will come, 

And In this Covert will we make our frand, 
Culling the princip;l of all the Deer. 

HHmp. I'll fray a>ove the Hill, fo both may lboot. 
Sin~ That cannot be, the noife of thy Crofs-bo~ 

Will fcare the Herd, :md fo my ihoot is loft: 
Here frand we both, and aim we at the beft, 
And, for the time fhall not fcem tedious, 
I'll teiJ thee what bcfel me on a Day, 
In this felf·place, wl1ere now we mean to fhnd. 

Sink_: Here come:s a Man, let's fray 'rill he be paft. 
E'nttr King H~nry with a Prayer-Book,_. 

K. Henry. From Stotland am I ftol'n even of pure love; 
To greet mine own Land with my wilhful fight: 
No Harry, Harry, 'tis no Land of thine, 
Thy place is fill'd, thy Scepter wrung from _thee, 
Thy Balm wafiu off t~herewith thou waft anointed, 
No bendi1g Knee wiU call thee C~far now, 
No humble Sutors pnfs to fpeak for right: 
No, not a Man ~omts for redrefs to thee; 
For how.can I help them, and not my feln 

Sink. A.y, here's a ::>eer, whofe Skin's a Keeper's Fee: 
This is the qHondam lCing; let's feize upon h1m. 

K. Henry. Ltt me tmbrace the four Adverfaries~ 
For wife Mtn fdy, it IS the wifeft courfe, 

H11mp. Why ling"!' we? let us lay hands npon hiJP~ 
Sirl~ Forbear a whae, we'll hear a little more. · 
¥.Henry. My Q·e~n and Son are gone to Fra'?ce for aid: 

Ard, a~ I hear, the ~nat commaodtng Warwick · 
Is thither gone, to cr:ve the French Ktng'~ Sil.le:r 
To Wife for Edward If this news be true, 
Poor Queen, and Son, your la~our is but lot\~ 
For Warwick._ is a (ubr:e Orator; ' · 
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And Lewis a Prince foon won with moving Words: 
By thi~ account then M .trgaret m~y win him. 
For the's a Woman to be pitied much: 
Her fighs wdl m4ke a batt'ry in his Breafr, 
Her Tears will pterce into a Mal b.e Heart : 
The Tyger wtll be m1ld, whiles lbe doth mourn ; 
And Nero will be tainted with remorfe, 
To hear and f~e her plaints, her brin1ih Te_:m, 
Ay, but lh e's come to beg, 'Warwzck__ to gtve : 
She 011 his left fide cr~ving Aid for Henry; 
He on his right, asking a W 1 fe f tr Edward. 
She weeps, and fay~, her Henry IS depos'd ; 
He fmtles, and fays, his EdwArd is infiall'd; 
That 1he poor wretch for gnef can fpeak no more: 
Whiles Warwh·ttells his Title, fmooths the wrong, 
I nferreth Arguments of mighty fhengt h, 
And in conclulion wins the King from her, 
With promife of his Sifier, and what elfe, 
To {hengthen and fupport King Edward's Plan•. 
0 Ma .. garet, thus 'twill be, and thot! (poor Soul) 
Art then forfaken, as thou went'fi: forlorn. 

Hum. Say, what ut thou thattalk'fi of Kings, and Queemf 
K. Henry. More than I feem, and lefs than I was born to; 

A Man at leafi, for lefs I lhould not be; 
And M.:n may talk of Kings, and why not H 

Hum. Ay, but thou talk'fi as if thou wert a King. 
K. Henry. Why fo I am, in Mind, and that'~ enough. 
Hnm. But if thou be a Kmg, where is thy Crown~ 
K. Henry. My Crown is m my Heart, not on my He?.d: 

Not decksd '.l•ith Diamonds, and Indian Stones ; 
Not to be fecn: My Crown is call'd Content, 
A Crown it is that feldom Kings enjoy. 

• Hum. Vvell, if you be a King crowr/d with Conter.t
1 

Your Crown Content, and you mull be contented 
To go along with us. For, as we thir.k, 
You are the Kin~, King Edward hath d(po~'d: 
And we his SubjeCts, fworn in all Allegiance, 
Will apprehend you as his Enemy. 

K. Henry. But did yo t never fwear, ~nd break -an o-th. 
Hum. No, never fuch an Oath, nor w11t n(\t now. 
K. Henry. Where did you dwell when I w:s King of Eng· 

h~? &~ 
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H11m. Here in this Country~ where we now remain. 
K. HenrJ. I was anointed King at nine Months old, 

My Father, and my Grandfather were Kings; 
And you were fworn true Subjetts unto me: 
And tell me then, have you not broke your Oaths~· 

Sink_. No, for we wereSubjecrs but wh1le you were a King. 
K. Henr7. Why, am 1 dead~ do I not breathe a Man~ 

Ah fimple Men, you know not what you fwe•r: 
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 a;other when it blows, 
Commanded always by the greater gufl:; 
Such is the lightnds ef you common Men. 
But do not break your 0.1th, for of that Sin 
My mild intreaty lhall not make you guilty. 
Go where you wtll, the King lhall be comm~nded, 
And be you Kings, command, and I'll obey. 

Sin~ We are true SubjeCts to the King, 
Krng Edw11rd. 

K. Henry. So would you be again to Henry, 
If be were feated as King Edward is. 
Sin~ We charge you in God's Name and in the King's 

To go with us unro 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. [Exeum. 
Enter King E.dward, GlouceHer, Clarencr, 11nd Lady Gray. 

K. Edw. Brother of GID'jltr, it St. Al~11n's Field 
This Lady's Husband. Sir Ricbar.J Gray, was !lain, 
His L1nd then feiz'd on by the Conqueror: 
Her fuit is now, to repoffefs thofe Lands, 
Which we in J uflice cannot well deny, 
Recaufe in quarrel of the Houfe of Tor~ 
The worrhy Gentleman did Jofe his Life. 

Glo. Your Highnefs lhall do well to grant her Suit: 
It were dilhonour to deny it her. 

K. Edw. It were no Id~; but yet I'll make a paufe. 
Glo. Y ta! is it fo? 

I fee the L:ldy hath a thing to grant, 
Before the King will grant her humble Suit. 

D f O.cr. 
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Clar, He knows the Game, how true he keeps the Wind~ 
Glo. S.lence. 
K. Eaw. ..N id0w, we will confider of your fuir. 

And COir<\ Jome other time, to know our Mind. 
Gray. Right grat·ious Lord, I cannot brook delay, 

May n plt·afe your Highnefs to ufolve me now. 
And what your pleafurt! is, ih.lll fatisfie me. 

Glo. Ay, Widow I then I'll warrant you all your Lands, 
Ana if wbat pleafes ham, fl1all pleafe you: 
Fight clofer, or good faith you'll catch a blow. 

Clar. I fear her not, unlefs ihe chance to faJJ. 
Glo God forbid that, for he'll take vantages. 
K. Edw. t-Iow many Children hail: thr, u, Widow~ tell me. 
Ctar. 1 think he fi1eans to beg a Child of her, 
Glo. N dy then whip me; he'll rather give her two. 
Gray. Three, my mofi: gracious Lord. 
G!o. You ihall have four, if you'll be rul'd by him. 
K Edw. • fwcre p.ty they 1houldlofe their Father's Lands: 
Gray. ~e pitaful, dread Lord, and grant it then. 
1(. Edw, Lord~, give us leave, I'll try this Widow's wit. 
Glo. Ay, good leave have you, for you will have leave, 

~Till Youth take ltave, and leave you to the Crmch. 
K. EduJ, Now tell me, Madam, do you love your Children: 
Gr.ty. Ay, full as drarly as I love my felf. 
/(, Edw. And would you not do much to do th:m good. 
Gray. To do them good, I would fufrain fome harm. 
K. Edw. Then get your Husband's Lands, to do them good, 
Gray. Therefore I came unto your Majdly. 
J(. Edw. I'll tell you how thefe Lands a1e to be got. 
Gray. So ihall you bind me to your HighneE Service: 
1(. Edw. What Servi~e wilt thou do me, if I give them f 
Gray. Wh:at you command that refls in me to do. 
K. Ed1v. But Y?U will take Exceptions 10 my Boon. 
Gray. No, gractous Lord, cxcc:pt I cannlt do it. 
K. Ed1v. Ay, but thou canfl: do what I mean to ask. 
Grill]. Why then I will do what your Grace commands. 
Glo. He plies her hard, and much Rain vears the Marble. 
Clar. As red as fire! nay, then her Wax Will melr. 
Gray. Why flops my Lor?~ fhal!I not hear my Task~ 
K. Edw. An ealie Task, tiS but to love a King. 
GrttJ• That's foon perform'd, be~aufe I ;m a Subject. 

LJ(, Edw. 
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K. Edw. Why then, thy Husband's Lands I EreeJy give thee. 
Gray. I take my leave with many thoufand Thanks. 
Gto. The match is made, 01e feals it with':l Curtiie. 
K. Edw. But flay thee, 'cis the fruit$ of Love I mean. 
Gr~ty. The frui•s of Love, I mean, my loving Liege. 
[(, Edw. Ay, bur I fear me in another fenfe. 

What Love, think'll thou, I fue fo much to get~ 
Gray. My L~ve'till J)eath, my humble Thanks, my Prayen. 

That Love wh1ch Virtue begs, and Vircue grants. 
, K. Edw. No, by my troth, I did not mean fuch Love. 

Gray. Why the.J you mean not as I thought you did. 
K. Edu,. But now you partly may perceive my Mind. 
Gray. My Mind will never grant what I perceive 

Your Htghnefs aims at, if I aim aright • 
.K. Edw. To tell thee plain, I aim to lye with thee; 
Gray. To tell ynu plain, I had rather lye in Prifon. 
l(, Edw. Why then thou thalt not have thy Husband's 

Lands. ' 
Gray. Why then mine Honefiy thall be my Dower, 

For by thn Lofi I will not purchafe them. 
K. Edw. Therein thou wrong'fl: 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; 
PJeafe you difmirs me, either with Ay, or No. 

K. Edw. Ay; if thou wilt fay Ay to my requdl.; 
No; if thou dolt fay No to my demand. 

Gray. The"\ N:>, my Lord ; my Suit is at an end. 
Glo. The Widow likes him not, the knits her Brows. 
C'ar. He is the bluotefi Wooer in Chrifiendom. 
l(.Edw, Her Looks do argue her repleat with Modelly, 

Rer Words do Chew her W1t incomparable, 
All her Perfections challenge Sovereignty, 
One way or other the is for a King, 
And ilie fhall be my Love, or elfe my ,Queen. 
S1y, that King Edward take thee for his Queen? 

Gray. 'Tis better fa id than done, my gracious Lord; 
I am a Subject fit to jell withal, 
.Uu [lr ur:fit to be a Swereign, 

K. Edw. --S.weet Widow, by my State I fw"'ar to thee, 
I 
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I fpeak no more than what my Soul intends, 
And that is, to enjoy thee for my ~ove~ 

Gray. And that is more than I wall yteld unto: 
I kn0w 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 iliall call you 
K. Edw. No more than when my Daughters [Father. 

Call thee Mother. 
Thou art a W1dow, and thou h1fi fome Children, 
And by God's Mother, I being but a Batchelor, 
Have other fome. Why, "cis a happy thing, 
To be the Father unto many Sons: 
Anfwc:r no more, for thou !halt be my Queen. 

Glo. The Ghofily Ft~ther now bath done his Shrift. 
Clar. When he was made a Sbriver, it was for a thi(r; 
K. Edw. Brother, you mufe what Chat we two have had. 

~ Glo. The Widow hkes it not, for fl1e looks fad. 
K. Edw. You'ld think it firange, if I iliould marry her. 
Clar. To whom, my Lord? 
K. Edw. Why Clarencc, to my felf. 
Gl11. That would be ten days wonder at the leafl: 
Cla. That's a day longer than a Wonder Jafis. 
Glo. By fo much is the Wonder in extreams. 
K. Edw. Well, jefi on, Brothers, I can tell you both, 

Her fuit is is granted for her Husband's Lands. 
Enter a Nobleman. 

Nob. My gracious Lord, Henry your Foe is t~ken, 
And brought your Prifoner to your P~lace Gate. · 

K. Edw. See that he be convey'd unto the Tower: 
And go we, Brothers, to the M3n that took him, 
To qutfiion of his .Apprehenfion. 
~idow, go you along: Lords, ufe her honourably. 

[Exeunt. 
M~tnet Gloucdl:cr. 

(,Jio. Ay, Edward willufe Women honourably. 
Would he were wafied, Murow, Bones, and ~ll 
That from his Loins r:o hopeful Branch may fprtn, 
To crofs me from the go!den time I look for : .J' 

And yet, between my Soul's de fire and me • 
. The lufiful Edw-trd's Title b.uicd, 

Is 



King Henry VI. 
Is Clarence. Henry, and his Son young Edwllrd, 
And :~ll the unlook'd for Iffue of their Bodies, 
To rake their Rooms e'er I c:~n place my felf: 
A cold premeditation for my put pofe. 
Wby then I do but dream on Sovereignty. 
Like one that fiands upon a Promontory, 
And fpys :1 far-off thore, where he would tread, 
Wifhing his Foot w:re equal with his Eye, 
And chides the S ·a that funders him from thence, 
Saying, he'll hve it dry ro have his way: 
So d0 I with the Crown, being fo far off, 
And fo I chide the means that kc;ep me from ir, 
And fo (I fay) I'll cut the Caufes off, 
Flattering me with Impoffibilities: 
My Eye's too quick,myHearto'er-wcenstoo much, 
Unlefs my Hand and Strength ~ould equal them. 
Well, fay there is no Kingdom then for RicharJ; 
What or her pleafure can the World afford f 
I'll make my Heaven in a Lady's lap, 
And deck my Body in gay Ornaments, 
And 'witch fweet Ladies with my Words and Looks. 
Oil miferable thought! and more unlikely, 
Than to accomplith twenty Golden Crowns. 
Why, Love forfwore me iFl my Mother's Womb: 
And, for I thould not deal in her foft Laws, 
She did corrupt frail Nature with feme Bribe, 
To fhrink mine Arm like to a wirher'd thrub, 
To make an envious Mountain oo my Back, 
Wl1ere fits Deformity to mock my Body; 
To lbape my Legs of an unequal fize. 
To difproportioR me in every part: 
Like to a Chaos, or unlick'd Bear whelp 
That curies no impreilion like the Dam. 
And ~m I then a Mln to be belov'd ~ 
Oh m ·,nfi rous Fault, to harbour fuch a Thought~ 
Then fince this Earth affords no Joy to me, 
But to command3 to check, to o'er-brar fuch 
As are of bcttc r Perfon than my felf; 
I'll make my Heaven to dre•m l' non the Crown; 
And wl iles I live t'account this World but Hell, 
Until this mif~lbap'd Trunk that bears this Head, 
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Be round impaled with a glorious Crown • 
.And yet I know not how to get the Crown, 
For many Lives !l:and between me and 10me: 
A11d I, hke one loO: in a thorny Wood, 
That rents the Thorns, and is rent with the Thorns; 
Seeking a w q, ancl fr . aying from the way, 
Not knowmg how to find the open Air, 
But tt iling defpe rattly to find it out, 
Torm~nt my fe lf to catch the Englijh Crown; 
And from thAt tormi.nt I wili free my fclf, 
Or hew my way out with a bloody Ax. 
Why I Cdn fmile. and murther whtles I fmile. 
And cry, Content, to that which grieves my Heart, 
And wet my Cheeks with artificial Tears, 
And frame my Face to all Occafions. 
rn drown more Sailors than the Mermaid fualJ, 
I'lll.hy more Gazers than the Balihsk, 
l'Il play the Orator as well as Neftor, 
Deceive more i11ly than VLJffes could, 
And like a Sinon, take anothtr Tro]• 
I can add Colours tQ the Camdwn, 
Ch1nge lhapes with Proteus for Adv;.ntages, 
And [ t th~ murtherous Matchevd to School. 
Can I do this, and cannot get a Crown? 
Tut, were it fmh.:r off. I'll pluck it down. [Exit. 

S C E N E II. 

Flottrijh. E11ter King Lewis, Bona, Bourbon, Prince of 
Wales, Q!feen Margaret, and the Earl of Oxford. Lewis 

fits, and rifeth up again. 

J(. Lew. ~:~ir Qu~en of E_ngland, worthy Margaret, 
s·t do~\0 wJ,h us; Jt Ill behh thf State. 
And Bi, th, th:~t thou ih •)uld'ft ft:wd, "h1les Lewis fits. 

Q!leen. No, m1ghty Kmg of France; now Margaret 
Mutt !hike her Sd, and learn a whtk ro ferve, 
Where Kings command. I wa~, l mull: C·>nfefs, 
Great Albion's Queen, in fofmer golden Doys : 
But now m1fchance hath trod my Title down. 
And with dtfhonour laid m~ on th~ Gronud, 

Where 



Where I mufl: take like feat unto my Fortune; 
Al.ld to my humble feat confirm my felf. 

K. Lew. Why f.~y, fa1r Q1een, whence fprings this deep 
Cilefpair I 

0Heen. FtOm fuch a caufe as fills mine Eyes with Tears, 
Andfl:ops my Tongue, while Heart is drow1 'din Ca1es. 

K. Lew. W .. ate'er it be, be thou filllltkt: 1hy felf, 
And fit thee by our fide, [Seats her hy him. 
Yidd not thy Neck to Fortune's yoak, 
But let thy dauntlefs M10d fhll ride in triumph 
Over all mifchance. 
Re pla ·o, Qleen Margaret, and tell thy Grief, 
It lh~!l b" eas d, if France can yield relief. 

fd.!tten, Thole gracious Words revive my drooping Thoughtr, 
And give my Tongue-ty d Sorrows Lave to fpeiik. 
Now therefore be it known to Nob le: Lewis, 
That Henry. foie poffdfor of my love, 
Is, of a Klllg, become a bamilt 'd M.tn, 
And forc'd to live in Scotland a Forlorn; 
Whde proud ambitious Eaw~trd, Duke of Tor~ 
Ufurps the Rtg~l Title .nd the S.:at 
Of England's true anointed h.v. ful Ktng. 
This 1s the Caufe that I, poor Martaret, 
Wah this my Son Prmce Edward, Henry's Hdr, 
Am come to crave thy jufr and lawful Aid: 
And •f thou fail us, all our hope is done, 
Scotland h:tttl W •ll to help, but cannot help: 
Our People, and our Peers, are both mJf-led, 
Our Tr afure hiz'd, our Soldiers put ro f.lJght, 
And, :IS rhou ftefl:, our Selves in heavy plight. 

K. Lew R enowned Queen, with patience calm the Storm, 
While ""e bethmk a means to break tt off. 

f23een. The n ore we fl:ay, t he fironger grows our Foe. 
K. L~w. The more I fiay, the more I'll fuccour thee. 
Qf!wt, 0, bt.. t impatience waiteth on true Sorrow. 

And ft:e where come~ the b eeder o( my Sorrow. 
E >.ter Warwick. 

K. Le2v Wh~ t 's he :.pnroac htt l' boldly to our prefence? 
J2.!!een. Our EJ.rl of W4rwick._, Ehvard s greatefi Fnend. 
K, Lew. Welcome, brave Warwtc~~ what brings thee tf) 

'[rtWCI! - - L He dejcends. She ariflth. 
Quun. 



Q!!eeu. Ay, now begins a feco~d Storm to rife .. 
For this is he that moves both Wmd and T1de. 

War. From worthy Edward, King of Alb~on, 
My Lord and. Sovereign, and .thy vowed Fnend, 
I come (in Ktndnefs and unfe1gned Love) 
Firil: to do greetings to thy Royal. Perfon, 
And then to crave a League of Amsty; 
And lafily, to confirm that Amity 
With Nuptial Knot, if thou vouchfafe to grant 
That vertuous Lady Bona, thy fair Sifrer, 
To England's Kir,~ in lawful Marriage. 

Oueen. If that go forward, Hmr]'s hope is done. 
i"V:ir. And gracious Madam, [Spea~ng to Bor.a. 

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 paffion of my Sovereign•s Heart; 
Where Fame, I te entring at his heedful Ears, 
Hath plac'd thy Beauty's Image, and thy Vtrtue. 

Qf!een. Kir.j:? Le'Jvis, and Lady Bona, hear me fpeak, 
Before you anf wer Warwick.. His 61emand 
Springs nor from Edward's well-meant honell Love, 
But from Deceit, bred by Neceffity: 
For how can Tyrants fafely govern home, 
Unlef• Abroad they purchace great Alliance! 
To prove him Tyrant, this reafon may fuflice, 
That Henry liveth frill; but were he de~d, 
Yet here Prince Edward !lands, King Henry's Son. 
Look therefore Lewis, that by this Ltague and Maniage 
Thou draw not on thy Danger and Difuonour: 
For though Ufurpcrs fway the Rule a while, 
Yet Heavens ~re jufi, and Time fupprdfeth Wrongs. 

War~ Injurious Margaret. 
Pr-ince. And why not Queen. 
War. Becaufe thy Father Henry did ufurp, 

And thou no more art Prince than fue is Queen~ 
Oxf. Then w,~~rwick difannuls great John of GaHnt 

Which did fitbdue the grearefr part of Spain; ' 
And after John of GaMnt, Henry the Fourth, 
Wofe Wifdom was a Mirror to the wirefi:; 
And after that wife Prince, HtnrJ the Fifth, 

Who 



Who by his Prowefs conquered all France: 
:From tnefe our Henry lineally de(cends. 

Wi1r. Oxford, how haps it in this fmooth Difcourfe, 
You told nor, how Henry the Sixth hath loll 
All thar, which Henr1 the Fifth had gotten; . 
Mechinks thefe Peers of France thould fmile at that. 
But for the refi; you tell a Pedigree 
Of threefcore and two Years, a liHy time 
To make prefcription for a Kingdom's worth. 

Oxf. WhyW~trwic~ canfi thou fpeak againfi my Liete 
Whom thou obey'dfi: thirty and fix. Years, 
Al'ld not bewray thy Treafon with a bluih ~ 

War. Can Oxford, that did ever fence the right~ 
Now buckler fal!hood with a Pedigree? 
For flume leave Henry, ~nd caJI Edw11rd King. 

Oxf. Call him my King, by whofe injurious doom 
My elder Brother, the Lord Aubre1 F'ere 
Was done to Death! and more than fo, my Father, 
Even in the downfal of his mellow'd Years, 
When Nature brought him to the door o( Death~ 
No Warwiclz., no; while Life upholds this Arm, 
This Arm upholds the Houfc of Lancafter. 

Wt~r. And I the Houfe of York: 
K. Lew. Queen Margaret, Prince Edward, and Oxford 

Vouchfafe ar our r(queft, to fiand afide, 
While I ufe farther Conference with Wimvick. 

[Thq ftand aloof. 
fd!!een. Heavens grant that Warwic.fs Words bewitch him 

not. 
K. Lew. Now Warwick.., tell me even upon thy Confcience, 

Is Edward your true King~ for I were loth 
To link with him that were not lawful chofen. 

War. Thereon I pawn my Credit, and rnil'e Honour. 
K. Lew. But is he gracious in the People's Eyes? 
IVar. The more, that Henry was unfortunate. 1 

K. Lew. Then further; all diffembling fet afide. 
TeU me for truth, the meafure of hi! love 
Unto oitr Sifhr Bona. 

War. Such it feems, 
As may befeem a Monarch like himfelf: 
My felf have often heard him fay and fwear., 

That 



That this his Love was an external Plant, 
Whereof the Root was fix'd in Virtue's ground. . 
l he Leaves and Fruit maintain'd with Beauty's Sun, 
Exempt from Envy, but not from Difdai , 
Unlefs the Lady Bona quit his pain. 

K. Lew. Now Sifler, let us hear your firm ref~lve. 
Bona. Your grant, or your denial, tb all be mm e. . 

Yet I confefs, that often e'er this Day, l Spe.ak:f t~ W arw:ck, 
When I h-ave heard your ·King's defert recounted, 
Mine Ear hath tempted] udgmenc to deGre. 

K. Lew. Then Warwick, this: 
Our Sifter tbaU be Edwttrd's, 
And now forthwith lhall Articles be drawn, 
Touching the Jointure that your King mufi make, 
Wh1ch with her Dowry ihall be counceipois'd, 
Draw near, Queen Margaret. and be a witnefs, 
That Bona lhall be Wife to th' En!f,lifb King. 

Priflce. To Edw11rd, but not to the Englijb King. 
f2.!!een. Deceitful WanJJick, it was thy device, 

By this Alliance to make void my Suit; 
Before thy coming. Lewis was Henry's Friend. 

K. Lew. And frill is Friend to him and Margaret; 
But if your Title to the Crown be weak, 
As may appear by Edward's good Su"eh ; 
Then 'tis but reafon that I be rekas'd 
From giving Aid, which J:m I promifed. 
Yet lhaU you have all kindnefs at my Hand. 
Th~t your Elhte requires, and mire can yield. 
~r. Henry now lives in Scotland at his t:afe, 

Where having nothing, nothing can he Jofe. .• 
And as for you your fclf, our quondam Queen, 
You have a. Father able to maintain you, 
And better It were you troubled him, than France. 

f2.!!een, Peace impudent and ihamelefs U'arwick., peace~ 
Proua fetter up, and puller down of Kings, 
I will not hence, 'till with my Talk and Tears 
(Both full of Truth) I make King Lewis behold 
Thy fly Conveyance, and thy Lord's lalfc Love. 

[ Poft blowing 4 Horn withi11. 
For both of you are Birds of fdf fame Feather. 

K. Ltw. 



King Henry VI. 
K. Lew. W.Crwicl:.: this is fome Poll to us, or thee. 

Enter a Pofl. 
Poft. My Lord Ambalfador. 

Thefe Letters are for you; [To Warwick.· 
Sent from your Brorher. Marquefs Monta~ue. 

~. Thefe from our King unto your Majefly. [To K. Lew; 
And Madam, thefe for you, [To the f2.!!_een • 
. From whom I know nor. [They all read their Letters .. 

Oxf. I like it well, that our fair Queen and Mifirefs 
Smiles at her News, while Warwick._ frowns at his. 

Prince. Nay, mark how Lewis fiamps as he were nettled~ 
I hope all's for the befi. 

K. Lew. Warwick_, what are thy News? 
And yours, f.air Queen~ 

Q_ueen. Mine fuch as fills my Heart with unhop'd Joys; 
War. Mi 'le full of Sorrow, and Heart's Difcontenr. 
K. Lew. What I has your King Married the Lady Graj ~ 

And now. to footh your Forgery and his, 
Sends me a Paper to ptrfwade me Patience~ 
Is this Alliance that he feeks with France~ 
Dare he prefume to fcorn us in this manner! 
~een. I told your Majefiy as much before: 

This proveth Edward's Love, and Warwic/Zs Honefiy.' 
War. King Lewis, I here protefi in fight of Heaven,. 

And by the hope I have of Heav'nly Blifs, 
That I am clear from this Mifdeed of Edward·~; 
No more my King; for he diihonours me, 
But moll himfelf. if he could fee his Shame. 
Did I forget, that by the Houfe of York 
My Father came untimely to his Death? 
D1d l let pafs th' abufe done to my Niccd 
Did I impale him with the Regal Crown~ 
Did I put Henry from his Native Right~ 
And am I guerdon'd at th~ lafr with Shame ? ·. 
Shame on himfelf, for my Dtfert is Honour. 
~nd to repair my Honour Jofi for him, 
I here renounce him, and return to Henr7. 
My Noble Queen, let former grudges paf~, 
An~ henceforth I am thy true Servitor: · 
I wtlJ revenge his wrong to Lady Bona, 
And replant Hmr1 in his former flate; 

VoL. IV. E iJ...uuiJ! 
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Ouren. W.:tn.vick_. 
11-..L Words havt: rurn'd my Hate to Love, 
And 1 f. rgive, and qlllte forf!Ct old F t:..h, 
And joy ;hat thou b~c( :1 'fi Ktng ~ a rfs Friend., 1 

l'Y.Jr. Sv ml'ch r,JS Friend, ay. lm uofogned fnend, 
• Th;H tf Kh L eum vouthf:tfe to furnifi1 us 

With fun t f w Bands of chofen s,)Jdiers, 
I'll u.Jderrak~ to Land them on our Coafr, 
,And force the Tyrant from his Seat by War. 
'l1s tJot his new-madt! Bride Dull fuccour him: 
And as fnr Clarence, as my Letters tdl me, 
H 's very likely now to fall from him, 
For matching more for wanton Lufl: than Honour, 
Or t aa for firengt h and f~fety of our Country. 

Bona. D ear Brother, how fhall Bona be reveng'd, 
But by thy help to this difireifed Quren? 

Oueen. Renowned Prince, how fball poor Henry live, 
U rilifs thou refcue him from foul defpai1 ? 

Bon.t. My quarrt1, and this EnJlifb Queen's are one. 
lVar. Acd mine, fair Lady Bona, )Oins wi[h yours. 
L. Lew. And mine, with hers, and thine, and Milrgareh 

T 'refore at lafi, I firmly am refolv'd 
You !hall have Aid. 

0_mn. Let me-give humble thanks for all at once: 
K. Lew. Then England's Meffenger, return in Pofi, 

And tell falfe Edward, thy fuppofed King, 
That Lewit of Ftance, is fending over Maskers 
To revel it with him, and his new Bride. 
Thou feefl: what's pafr, go fear thy King withal. 

Bona. Tell him, in hopes ht'H prove~ Widower iliortly, 
I wear the Willow G arland for his fake. 

f23een. Tell him, my mourning weeds ~re laid afide, 
And l :~m ready to put Armor on. 

War. Tell him from me, that he bath t!lone me wrong, 
And therefore I'll U ncrown him e'er 't be long. · 
TI-ere's thy Reward, be gone. [Exit Pojf. 

K. Lew. But Warwick, 
Thou and Oxford, with five thonfand Men 
Shall err fs che S as, and bid falfe Edward Battel: 
And as cccafion ferve~, this Noble Queen 
And Prince fball follow ~ith a frdh Supply, 

Yet 
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Yet e'er thou go, but anf wee me one doubt: 
What Pledge hwe we of thy firm Loyalty? 

War. This fhaU alfure my confiant Loyalty, 
Id.. Thac if our ~een and this young Pnnce agree, 
Frld, I'll join my eldefi Daughter, and my Joy, 

IJ 37. 

To him forthwith, in holy Wedlock Bands. 
Oueen. Yes, I agree, and thank you for your Motion. 

So;;):dward, the is Fair and Virtuous, 
Therefore delay not, give thy Hand to Warwick, 
And with thy Hand, thy Faarh irrevocable, 
That only W.Crwicl(_s Daughter fl1all be thine. 

Prince. Yes, I accept her, for the well deferves it, 
And here to pledge my Vow, I give my Hand. 

l He gives his Hand to Warwick; 
K. Lew. Why flay we now f rhefe Soldiers lhall be levy'J, 

And thou Lord Bourhon, our H1gh Admiral, 
liii Shalt wafc them over with our Royal Fleet. 

I long 'rill Edward fall by War's Mifchance, 
oct For mocking Marnage with a Dame of France. 

[Exeunt. lWanet Warwick, 
War. I came fi·om Edward as Ambaffador, 

But I return his fworn and mortal Foe : 
Matters of Marriage was the charge he gave me, 

· But dreadful War lhall <tnfwer his demand. 
Had h" none elfe to make a ftale but me? 
Then nene but I, ihall turn his Jefi: to Sorrow. 
I was tbe chief that rais'd him to the Crownj 
And I'H be chief to brmg him down again: 
Not that I pity Henry's Mifery, 

~But feek Revenge on Edw11rd's M:>ckery. [Exit. 

A C T IV. S C E N E I. 

Enter Glouceficr, CJarence, Somerfet and Montaguc. 

Glo. N 0 W tdl mf, Brother Clarence, what think you 
Of this new Marriage with the Lady Gr"J~ 

Hath not our Brother made a worthy choicd 
Clar. Alas, you know, 'tis lar from l1ence to Frllnte, 

How could he llay 'till W11rwic~m.ade return I 
E J Som. 
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s~m. My Lords, forbear this talk : ~ere comes the King. 

Flourifb. Enter ,l<.ing Edward, Lady Gray as f2!!een, Ptm· 
brook, Stafford, 11nd Hafiings : Fuur ftand on one fide, ~H~d 
four Qn the other. , . 
Gfo. And his well-chofen Bnde. 
C/11.r. I mind to tell htm plainly what I think. 
K. Edw. Now, Brother of Clarence, 

How like you our Choice, 
Tlut you fiand pen five as half Malecontent l 

Clar. As well as Lewis of France, 
Or the Earl of WllrWt,,k, 
Which are fo weak of Courage, and in Judgmenr, 
That they,ll take no offence at our Abufe. 

K. Ed1v. Suppofe they take offence without a caufe: 
They are but Lewis and Wanvick._, I am Edward, 
Your King and Warwicf<s, and mufl: have my will. 

Glo. And you Lhall have your will, becaufe our King~ 
Yet hally Marriage feldom proveth well. 

K. Edw. Yes, Brother Richard, are you offended too~ 
Glo. Not I; no : 

God forbid that I fuould with them fever"d 
W horn God hath join'd together. 

Ay, and 'twere pity to funder them. 
That yoak fo well together. 

K. Edw. Setting your Scorns, and your mifiike afide, 
Tell me iome Reafon. why the Lady ·Gray 
Should not become my Wife. and England's Queen ~ 
And you too, Somerfct and Montague, 
Speak freely what you tbink. 

Clar. Then this is my Opinion; 
Tha~ Kin~ Lnv_is becomes your Enemy, 
For mockxng hxm about the Marriage 
Of the Lady B~na. 

Glo. A.nd Warwic~ do!ng what you g~ve in charge, 
Is now ddhonoured by thxs new Marriage. 

K. Edw. What, if both Lewis and Warwick._ be app(al 
By fuch invention as I can devife ~ 

Mont. Yet to have join'd with France in fuch Al 
Would more have firength'ned this our Commonwealth, 
~Gainfi foreign Scorm5, than any homc•bred Marriage. 



. ~~ [ H41-. Why. kno'Ns not Montay_ue that of it felf 
; ~ EngLand is fafe, if true within it felf? 
!~~~ Mont. Ye~, but the faft.r, when 'ris back'd with Franet. 
~11101 Haft. 'fts better ufiog France, than trufiing France. 

Let us be back 'd w1th God, and with the Seas. 
Which he bath given for fence impregnable, 

od w1th their Helps only defend our fdves: 
In them, and in our fel ves, 011 r fafety I yes. 

CL4r. For this one Speech, Lord Haflings well deferves 
T o have the Hetr of the Lord Hungerjord. 

K. Ed.v. Ay, what of that ltt was my will and granr~ 
And f lr this once my Wi!llhall fiand for Law. 

r, Glo. And yet methinks your Grace hath not done well, 
To give the Hfir and Daughter of Lord Scales 

:auf:: Unto the Brother of your loving Bride; 
I, Sh,. berter would have fitted me or Clarence; 

. But in your Bride you bury Brotherhood. 
Ki' CJ11.r. Or elfe you would not have beftow'd the Weir 

Of the Lord Bonvi/l on your new Wife's Son. 
And leave your Brothers to go fpeed elfe where. 

K. Edw. Alas, poor Clarence; is it for a Wife 
That thou art Malecontent l I will provide thee. 

Clar. In chufing for your felf, 
You l11 ew'd yo ·tr J udgme rt; 

. Which being lha!low, you iball give me leave 
~~ To play the Brother in m;ne own behalf; 

And to th.t end, I ihort y mtnd to le,tve you. 
1 K. Edw. Leave me, or tarry, Edward will be King; 

And not be ty'd ur to his Br.nher's will. 
La. Gray. My Lord~, before it pleas'd his Majefiy 

To raife my State to Title of a Queen, 
Do me but right, and you muft all confefs, 
That I was not igno~le of Dtfcent, 
And me~ner than my felf have had like fortune. 
But as this T itle honours me and mine, 
So your diil1kes, to whom I would be pleafing, 
Do clo'ld my Joys with Danger, and with Sorrow. 

K. Edu1, My LoVf, forbear ro fawn upon their Frowns; 
What Danger, or wbt Sorrow can befall thee, 
So long as Edward is thy confiant Friend, 
A1 d their true S)Veraign, whom they muft obe.)· f 

E 3 Nn·. 



Nay, whom they thall obey, and love thee too, 
U ,Jtfs they feck for hatred at my H~nds: 
Which if they d~, yd will I keep thee fa£~9 
And t'1ey lhall feel the Vengeance of my Wrath. 

Glo, I hear, yet fay not much, but thwk the more. 
Enter a Pofl. 

K. Edw. Now Metftnger, what Letters, or what News 
from France? 

Poft. My ~,.. errign Liege, n~ Letter~. and few Words, 
But fuch a I (without your fpecial pardon) 
DJre no relare, 

K. Edw. Go too, we pardon thee: 
Ther\.fore, in brief. tell their Words; 
As near as thou canfi guefs them. 
What anfwer makes K10g l,ewis unto our Letters 1 

Poft. At my depart there were his very Words; 
Co tell fal~ Edward, thy fuppofed Kmg, 
That Lewis gf FrAnce is fending over Maskers, 
To revel it with him, and his new Bride. 

K. Edw. Is Le1JJis fo bra:ve? belike he thinks me Henry. 
But what faid Lady Bona to my Marriage ~ 

Poft. Thefe were her Words, utrer'd with mild Difdain: 
Tell him, in hope he'll prove a Widower lho1 tly. 

• I'll wear the W11low Garland for his fake 
K. Edw. I blame not her, the could fay little Je(s; 

She had the wrong. But what I:. id Henry'5 Queen? 
For fo I heud that lhe was there in pl.tce. 

Poft, Tell him (quoth lhe) 
My m'mrning Weeds are done, 
And I am ready to put Arrn0ur on. 

K. Ed1JJ. Behke the mems ro play the Ama:t.on, 
But what faid Warwic~to thefc fnjuries! 

Poft. He, m re incens'd againfl: your Majelly 
Than all the rdl, difcharg'J me wah thefc Words; 
Tell hi. m frnm m .. , that he harh done me wrong, 
And thereJore l'lluncrown him e'er't be long. 

K. Edw, Ha~ dud~ the Traicor breath= out fo proud 
'Vell, [ Will arm me, being thus fore-warn•d: [Words? 
Thty lhall have War~, and pay for their Prefumption, 
But fay, is Wt4rwick_ Friends with Margaret f 

Pojf, 



Pofo. Ay, gracious Sovereign, 
They are fo link'd in Friendfhip, 
That young Prince Ed1vard marries Warwick:_s Daughter. 

Clar. Bdike the elder; 
CLarence will have the younger. 
Now Brother King farewel, and fit )OU fall. 

~For I will hence to Warwick:.S other D~ughter, 
Th t though I want a Kingdom, yet in Marriage 

1\' I may not prove inferior to your felf. 
You that love me, and Warwick_, follow me. 

[Exit Clarence, and Somerf•t follows. 
Gio. Not I: 

My Thoughts aim at a further Matter: 
I flay not for the love of Edward, but the Crown. [ Ajide. 

K. Edw. Ciarence and SJmerfet both gone to WarwicH 
Yet I am arm'd againfi the worfi can happen; 
Atjd lu.fic is needful in this defp'rate Cafe. 
Pembrook_and Stafford, you in our behalf 
Go Jcvy Men, and make prepare for War; ' 
They are already, or quickly will be landed : 
My felf in Perfon will firaight follow you. 

[Exit Pembrook and S:afford. 
But e'er I go, Haftings and Montague 
Refol ve my doubt, you twain of all the reil 
Are near to Warwicfv by Blood and by Allia.xe; 
Tell me, if you hrve Warwiclz. more than me; 

. If it be fo, then both dtpa' t to him : 
I rather w1Ch you Foes than hoJl ,)w Friends. 
But if you mi d eo hold your true Obedience, 
Give me Alfur~nce with feme fnendly Vow, 
That I may never have you m fufpect. 

Mon. So God hdp Montague, as he proves true. 
Haft. And H11.ftings, as he favowrs E'dward's Caufe. 
K. Ed1v. Now, Brother Richard, Will you lland hy us ? 
Glo. Ay, in d,fpight of all that lb.all Wlthfland you. 
K. Edw. WLy fo; rhcn am I fure of Victory. 

Now therefore I t us he .ce, and lofe no hour, 
,, 'fill we meet W.mvick, with h1s Foreign Pow,r. 

[Exeunt. 

E + Enter 



15 9 z. The Third Part of 
c d · E 1 nd with Fren,h Enter Warwick 4nd Ox10r m ng a ' 

Soldiers. 
W.Zr. Trull me_, my Lord, all hitherto goes well, 

The common People by numbers fwarm to us. 
Enter Clarence aNd Somerfer. 

But fee where Somerfet an!il Clarence come; 
Speak fuddenly, my Lords, are we all Friends? 

Clar. Fear not that, my L.ord. 
lv.4r. Then gentle Clarence, welcome unto W.Z.rwick, 

And welcome Somerfet: I hold it Cowardize, 
To rell mifirufiful, where a Noble Heart 
H4th p~wn'd an open Hand~ in fign of Love: 
E.lfe might C think~ that C/arence, Edward:s Brother, 
Were but a feigned Frieod,to our Proceedmg!. 
But welcome fweet C!arence, my Dau~hter lhall be thine. 
And now, wh:a refis? but in Night's Coverturel 
Thy Brother being carelefly encamp'd, 
His Soldiers lurking in the Town about, 
And but attended by a 6mple Guud, 
We may furprize and take him at our pleafure, 
Our Scouts have fou nd the Adventure very eafie: 
That as Vlyf[es, and flout Diomede 
Wjth flight and manhood fl:ole to Rheful Tenr<, 
And brought from thence the Thracian fdtal Sretds; 
So we, weJI cov{red wtth the Night's black Mamle, 
At unawans may beat down Edward\ Guard, 
And feize hi01felf: I fay not, ilwghter him, 
For I intend but only to furprize lum. 
You that will follow me to this Atttmpr, 
Applaud the Name of Henry, with your Leader. 

[They all cry Henry. Why then, it t', on our •say in Glent fr,rr, 
For Warwsc~ and his Friends, God and S1int Georgc. 

[Exeu.11t. Et~ter the W.Jtchmen to gua~d tbe King's Tent. 
1 Watch. c~me on, my M.,fhrs, each Man tahhi5Stand, 

The King by rh1s hJS f~r him down to fleep. 
2 Watch. What, will he nor t'l Bed? 
T Warch. Why no; for he bth made a fol<mn Vow 

Never to Jye and take his natural Refi, ' 
: Tlll Wi4rwic~ or himfelf,. be quite fuppreft 
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2 Watch. To morrow then belike lhall be the DQy, 

If Warwicl( be fo near as M en report. 

lj 9; 

3 Watch. Bur fay,I pny, what Nobleman is that, 
That w ah the King here refieth in his Tent? 

I Wtuch. t r is the Lord Haftings, the King's chiefefi Friend. 
3 Watch. 0, is it fo? but why commands the King, 

That his chief Followers lodge m Towns about him, 
While he himfelf keeps in the cold Field? 

2 Watch. 'Tis the more Honour, becaufe the more dangerous. 
; Watch. Ay, but give me worlhip and quietnefs, 

I like it better than a dangerous Honour. 
If Wanvh·k__knew in what Efiate he fiand~, 
'T1s ro be doubted he would waken him. 

I Watch. U olefs our Halberds did lh nt up his Paffage. 
2 W.Jtch. Ay; wherefore elfe guard we this Royal Tent, 

But eo defend h1s Perfon from Ni~ht·foes? 
Enter Warwick, Clarence, Oxford, Somerfet, ttnd French 

Soldiers, (ilmt ~t/1. 
War. This is his Tent, and fee where fhnds his Guard: 

Couuge, my Mafiers: Honour now or never: 
But follow me, and Edward lhall be ours. 

I Watch. Who goes there l 
2. Watch. Stay. or thou diefi. 

[ Warw1ck and the rtft cr1 all, Warwick, Warwick, ~tnd {et 
upon the Guard, who fly, crying, .Arms, .Arms, Warwick 
and the refl following them. . 

The Drum beating, and Trumpets founding. 
EntrrWarwick, Somtrfer, and the rejf, bringing the King out 

in a Gown, fitting in a Chair; G!o'fier and Hafiings flying 
over the Stage. 
Som. What are they that fly there? 
War. Richard and Haflings, let them go, here is the Duke. 
K. Edw. fhe Duke! 

Why W.trwick, when we parted 
Thou cal ,'dfi me King~ 

War. Ay, hut rhe cafe is altcr'd. 
When you dif~rac'd me in my Emb.·lff~de, 
Then I degraded you from being K1nl?• 
And come now t·l create you Duke of ror~. 
Ala~, how £hould you gove· n any Kingdom, 
That know not how to ufe Ambaffadors, 



Third Part of 
Nor how to be contented with one Wife, 
Nor how to uf..: your Brothers brotherly, 
Now how to fiudy for the People's Welfare, 
Nor how to throwd yo ur fdf from Enemies. 

K. Edw. Yea, Brother of Clarenc~, 
Art thou here too l 
Nay then 1 fee, that E:bvard mufi needs' d Jwn. 
Yet Warwic~ in defp1ght of all Mifchance, 
Of thee thy lelf, and all thy rr.~mpll '-ts, 
Edward w1ll lways t eu 1irrHelt as K1ng : 
Though Fnrtun .:'s M l ice o •erthrow my State, 
My Mi nd ex • .?cds the Cnmpafs of her \Vheel. 

War. Then for his Mind be EJ.ward Engl.tna's King~ 
I Tak.!s off lm CroJJJn. 

But Henry now thall wear the Englijh C row. , 
And be true K trg indc: ed; thou buc a ShaJ ow. 
My Lord of Somerfet. at my I' gud1, 
See thac forthwith DuKe Ed.v{lrd be convey'd 
Unto my Brother Arc.hbilh p of Yo r/z: 
When I have fought with Pembroo~ and !.is Fdlows, 
I'll follow you, :md tell what an!w.: r 
LewiJ and the Lady Bo11a fend to him. 
Now for a while farcwel good Dbkc ofYork. 

[They lead him out forcibly. 
K. Ed1v. What Fates impofc, that Men mufr needs abide; 

It boors not to rdi Cl both W md and T 1de. L Exeunt. 
Oxf. What now remains, my Lords, for us to do, 

Bm march to Londo.>~ with our Soldiers? 
War. Ay, that's the firfi thing that we have to do, 

To free King Henry from lmprifonmenr, 
And lee hjm featcd in the Regal Throne. [ ExeHnt. 

Enter Rivers, and the ~.1dy Gray. 
Riv. Madlm, what makes you in tbis fuddcn change? 
La. Gray. Why Brother Rivers, are y..,n yet to learn 

\V hat late Misfortune has btfaln King E' i rd? 
Riv. What! lof5 of fome pitcht Bmd 

Againfi Warwic~? 
La. Gray. No, but the I oh of his own Royal Per fon. 
Riv. Then is my Sovereign flain ! 
L.t, Gray. Ay, almofi !1.1111, fn he j, taken p,jfJt cr. 

li:ither bcmy'd by f11fl10od of his Guard, 
Or 
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Or by hiS Foe furpriz'd at unawares: 
And as I fut ther have to underftand, 
Is now committed to the Bilhop o( Tor~ 
Fell Warwrck's Brother, and by that our Foe. 

Riv. Thefe News I muft codftfs ate full of 61icf: 
Yet, gr~ci ms Madam, bear it as you mJy, 
W.Jrwick m y lofe, that now hath won t ne Dty. 

La. Grlly. Till then f.ir hope muft hinder Life's decay. 
And I the rather wean me from D fpair 
For love of EJward's Off-fpring in my Womb: 
This is it that makes 'me bridle in my Paffit n, 
And bear with mildntfi-my Misfowme crofi: 
Ay, ay, for thi~ I draw in many a Tear, 

Cr;~ And frop the riling of Blood.fucking S1ghs, 
Left with my Sighs or Tears, I blaft o drown 
Kmg Ed2vard's Fruit, true Heir to th' Englijb Crown~ 

Riv. Bur Madam, 
Where is Warwicl(_rhen become? 

La. Gray. I am inform'd chat he comes towuds London, 
To fet the Crown once more on Henry's Head: 
Guefs thou t11e refi, King Edward's Friends mufr down. 
But to prevent the Tyrant's Violence, 
For trull: I'Ot him chat hath once broken Faith, 
I'll hence forthwith urro the s~nau.ry, 

r. To fave, at Jealt, the Heir of EdwPird's Right; 
There ihall I rdl fecure from force and fraud: 
Come thertfore let us fly, while we may fly, 
If Warwick take us, we are furc to die. [E.t't111Jt. 
Enter Gloucefler, Lord Hall:ing$o and Sir William Sranley. 

Glo. Now my Lord HaftingJ, and Sir William Stttnley, 
Le~ve off to wonder why I drew you hicher, 
Into this chiefcft Thick... f the Park. 
Thus frands the Cafe; you know your Kin§?, my Brother, 
Is Priforer to the Biil10p here, at whoft Har ds 
He harh good Uiage, a~d great Liberty, 
And c ftcn bur attended with Wfak Guard, 
Comes buncing this way to difport himfe.f. 
I hJve ad•:ertis'd him by fecret Mean~, 
That if ~bout this hotu he make this way, 
Under the colour of his ufual Gam·, 

He 
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He fuall here find his Friends with Horfe and Men, 

To fet htm free from his Captivity. 
Enter King Edward, and a Hunt{man with him. 

Hunt. This way, my Lord. 
For this way lyes the Game. 

K. Edw. Nay this way. Man, 
See where the Huntfmen ftand. 
Now Brother of G/o'fter, LordHIIjfings and the reO:, 
Stand you rhus clofe to fteal the Biiliop's Deer! 

Glo. Brother the time and cafe requireth hafie, 
Your Horfe ftands ready at the P~rk-corner. 

K. Edw. But whither fuall we then l 
Haft. To Lyn, my Lord, 

And ihip from thence to Flanders. 
Glo. Well gueft, believe me, for that was my meaning. 
K. Edu;. Stanley, I wi I nquite thy forwardnefi. 
Glo. But wherdore ftay we ~ 'tis no time to talk. 
K. Ed1v. Huntfman. v.hat fay'ft thou l 

W lit thou go along~ 
Hunt. Better do fo, than tarry and be hang'd. 
Glo. Come then away, let's ha' no more ado. 
K. Edw. Biihop farewel, 

Shield thee from Wanvick:_s f,·own, 
And pray that I may rep lfds the Crown. [Exeunt. 
Enter King Henry, Clarence, W arwtck, Somerfer, young 
Rrchmond,Oxford, Mountague,and Lieutenant of the Tower. 

K. Henr7. Mr. Lieutenant, now that ~od and Friends 
Have fr.aken Eaward from the Regal Sear, 
And turn'd my captive Srate to liberty, 
My fear to hope, my f.mows unto joys, 
At our enlar~ement what arc thy due Fees l 

Lieu. Subjects may challenge nothing of rhei1 S0v·raigns, 
But, if an humble Prayer may prevail, 
I then crave pardon of you M.jefly. 

K. Henry. For whH, Lieutenant? For well uftng md 
N .1y, be thou f.1re, I'll well requite thy kindntfs, 
For that it made my Imprifonmcnt a Pleafure: 
Ay, fuch a Pleafure, as i.ncaged Birds 
Conceive; when af.cr many moody thoughts, 
At hfl:. by Notes of Houihold harmony. 
They quite forget their lofs ofLibeny. 

But 
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King Henry VI. 
But Warwick_, after God, thou fett'fl: me free~ 
And ch1dly therefore, I tlotank God, and thee; 
He was the Author~ thou the Inihument. 
Therefore that I may conquer Fortune's fpight, ,. 
By living low, where Fortune cannot hurt me, 
And that the People of this bleffcd Land 
May not be puAiili'd with my thwarting Stars, 
Warwick, although my Head llill wear the Crown,· 
I here refign my Government to thee, 
For thou art fortuntte in all thy Deeds. 

War. Your Grace hath fiill been fam'd for virtuour, 
And now may feem as wife as virtuous, 
Hy fpying and avoiding Fortune's Malice, 
For few Men rightly temper with the Stars: 
Yet in this one thing let me blame your Grace, 
For chufing me, when Clarence is in place. 

Clt~r. No, Warwick: thou art worthy of the fway, 
To whom the Heav'ns in thy Nativity, 
Adjudg'd an Olive Branch~ ancl Lawrel Crown, 
As likely robe blefi in Peace and Wn: 
And thenfore l yield thee my free confent. 

War. And I chufe Clarence only for Protector: 
K. Henry. Warwick._ and Clarence, give me both your Hands. 

Now jow your Hand-s, and with your Hands~ your Hearts, 
That no di!fention hinder Government: 
I make you both Protectors oi this Land, 
While l my felf will lead a private Life, 
And in Devotion fpend my latter Days, 
To fins rebuke', and my Creator's praife. 

W~tr. What anfwers Cl~trence to his Soveraign's WilH 
Clar. That he confenrs, if W>irwic~ yield confenr. 

For on thy fortune I repofe my felf. 
War. Why then, though loath, yet mufi I be content: 

We'll yoak together, like a dQuble Oudow 
To Henrfs 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 confifcatcd. 

CIAr. 



Clar. What elfe? and that S ,cceffion be determined. 
War. Ay, therein Clarence 1ball not want h~s parr. . _ 
K. Remy. Bur wHh the firfr, of a' our chief Affaus, 

Let me intrea., for l command no more, 
That Margaret your Queen, and my Son Edward, 
Be fent for, to rt:turn from France wah fpeed: 
For 'till I fee them here, by doubtful fear, 
My j")y of !iD rty is half ecltps'd. . . 

Ciar. It lha!l be done, my Sovemgn, Wtth all fpeed. 
K. Henry. My Lord of Sonyerfet, what Youth is thar, 

Of whom you feem to have fo tender care! 
.Som. My Liege, it is young Hmry. Earl of RichmDnd. 
K. Henry. Come hither, England's Hope: 

L Lays his Ham:/ on his Head, 
If fecrct Powers fugge!l: but truth 
To my divinwg Thoughts, 
This pretty Lad will prove our Country's bJifs. 
His looks are full of peaceful Majefiy, 
His Head by Nature fram'd to wear a Crown, 
His Hand to wield a Sccpter, and htmfelf 
Likely in time to blefs a Regal Throne : 
Make much of him, my Lords; for this is he 
Mufi help you more, than you are hurt by m~:, 

Enter a Pojl. 
War. What new~, my Friend? 
Pojl. That Edw11rd is efnped from your Brother, 

And fled, as he hears fince, to Burgund;. 
War. U of-Ivory news; but hew made he efcape! 
Poft. He was convcy'd by RicbllrJ, Puke of Glo'fter, 

And the Lord Haftings. who attended him 
In fecret ambulb, on the Forefi fide, 
And fiom the Btlhop's Huntfmen refcu'd him: 
For Ht•ntirg was his daily Exercife. 

War. My Brother was too carelefs of his charge. 
But let m hence, my Soveraign~ to provide 
A Salve for any Sore, tbat m~y betid~. [Exmnt. 

Manet S 'merfet, Richmond, and Oxford. 
Som. My Lord, I like not of this flrght of Edward's: 

For doubtlefs B11rgundy will yield him heJp, 
.hod we lball have more Wars before't be long. 
As Henry's late prt:faging Prophecy 

Did 



Did gbd my Heart, with hope of this young Richmond: 
S,) cloth my Heart, mi!-give me, in rhefe Confliets 
What may befal him, to his h3rm and ours. 
Therefore, Lord Oxford, to prevent the worlt, 
F01thwith we'll fend hence to Britany, 
'TJII fiorms be pafi of civil Enmity. 

Oxf. Ay, for if Edw11rd rc-poffefs the Crown# 
'fis like that Richmond with the refi lhall down. 

Som. It fhall be fo; he !hall to BrittllnJ. 
Come therefore, let's about it fpeedily. [Exeunt. 

Enter King Edward, Glocefier, Hafiings, and Soldiers. 
K. Edw. Now Brother Richard, Lord Ha/lings, and the reft, 

Yet thus far Fortune maketh us amends, 
And fays, that once more I lhall enterchange 
My wained State, for HenrJ's Regal Crown. 
Wtll have we pafs'd, and now repafs'd the Seas, 
And brought defired help from Burgundy. 
What then remains, we being thus arriv'd 
From Ravenfpurgb Haven, before the Gates of YorJ:.: 
Bur that we enter, as into our Dukedom l 

Glo. The G ·tes made fafi ~ 
Brother, I like not rhi~. 
For many Men thH fiumb)e at the lhrelhold, 
Are well fore-told, that d~f.lger lurks within. 

K.Ed1v.Tulh Mao, aboadments mult notncwaffright us: 
By fair or foul means we mufi enter in, 
For hither wtll our Friends repair to us. 

Haft. My Liege, I'JJ knock once more to fummon them. 
Enter on the T-v~tlls, the Mayor ~f Y 01 k, and his Brethren. 

Mayor. My Lords, 
We were fore-warned of ynur coming, 
An.? ih ut the Gaw, for f«fety of our fdvcs; 
For now we owe Allegiance unto Henry. 

K. Edw. But, Mafier Mayor, if Henry be your King, 
Yet Edward, at the le~ll:~ is Duke of York: 

Mayor. True, my good Lord, I know your for no lefs. 
K. Edw. Why, and I challt:nge nothing but my Dukedom, 

As being well content with that alone. 
G!o. But when the Fox h;s once got in his Nofe, 

He'Jl foon find means to make the Body follow. 
Haft. 



Hoft. Why, Mafl:er Mayor, why ~and 'ou in a doubt~ 
Open the Gates, we are Kmg Henrys Fnends. 

Mayor. Ay, fay you fo~ the Gates fuall then be opened, 
[He defcends, 

Glo. A wife fl:out Captain, and foon perfuaded. 
Haft. The good old Man would fain that aiJ were well, 

So 'cwere not Jong of him; but being entred. 
I doubt not I, but we fuall foon perfwade 
Both him, and all his Brethen, unto Reafon. 

Enter the Mayor, aad tw• Aledrfllen. 
K. Edw. So, Mafl:er Mayor; thefeGates mufl: notbeJbur, 

But in the Night, or in the t•me of War. 
What, fear not Man, but yield me up the Keys, 

i[Takes his Ke;s. 
For Edward will defend the Town, and thee, 
And all thofe Friends, that deign to follow me. 

March. Enter Montgomery, with Drum and Soldiers. 
Glo. Brother, this is Sir John Montgomery, 

Our trufl:y Fnend, unlefs I be deceiv'd. 
K. Edw. Welcome, Sir .1ohn; but why come you in Arms? 
Mont. To help King Edward in his time of fiorm1 

As every Loyal Subject ought to do, 
K. Edw. Thanks, good Montgomerj: 

But we ·now forget our Title to the Crown, 
And only claim our Dukedom, 
'Till God pleafe to fend the refr. 

Mont. Then fare you well, for I will hence ~gain, 
I came to ferve a Kmg, and not a Duke: 
Drummer firike up, and let us March away.l 

[The DrHm begins a March. 
K. Edw. Nay flay, Sir John, a while, and we'll debarc 

By what fafl! means the Crown may be recover'd. 
Mont. What talk you_ of debating~ in few Words, 

If you'll not her~ procla1m your felf our King, 
I'll leave you to your Fonunr, and be gone, 
To keep them back, that come to fuccour you. 
Why thall we fighr, if you pretend no Title~ 

Glo. Why Brother, wherefore fiand you on nice points? 
X. Edw. When we grow {bonger, 

Then we'll make our Claim: 
~Till then, 'tis Wifdom to con~eal our meaning. 



I be oy. 
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Ki1Jg Henry VI. 
H.iff. Away with f~rrupulous Wit, now Arms mufi rule. 
Glo. And fearlefs minds climb foonefi: unto Crowns. 

Brother, we will proda1m you out of hand, 
The bruit thereof will bring you many Friends. 

K. Edw. Then be it as you will; for 'tis my right, 
And Henry but ufurps the Diadem. 

Mont. Ay, now my Soveraign fpeaketh like himfelf, 
And now will I be Edward's Champion. 

Haft. Sound Trumpet, Edward thall be here proclaim 'd : 
Come, fellow Soldier, make thou Proclamation. [Fiotlrijb. 

Sold. Edward the Fourth, by the Grace of God, King of 
Engbnd llnd France, and Lord of Ireland, ~c. 

Mont. And whofoe'er gain-fays King Edward's right, 
Ey this I challenge him to fingle Fight. 

[ThrBws down his Gauntlet • 
.All. Long live Edward the Fourth. 
K. Edw. Thanks, brave Montgomery; 

And thanks unto you all. 
If Fortune ferve me, I'll requite this Kindnds. 
Now for this Night, ltt 's harbour hfre at 10r~~ 
And when the Mornir.g Sun fuall raife his Car 
Above the Border of this Hor·zon, 
We'll forward towards Warwick._, ~nd his Mates; 
For well I wot, that Henry i5 no Soldier. 
Ah froward Clarence, how evil it bcfeems thee, 
To flatter Henry, and for fake tby Brorher! 
Yet as we may, we'll meet both thee and Warwic~ 
Come on brave Soldiers; doubt not of the Day, 
And that ouce gotten, doubt not of large pay. [Exeunt. 

Ox-~ ~ Enter King Henry, Warwick, Montagur, Clarence, 
· ford, and Somerfet. 

War. What Counfel, Lords! Edward from Belgia• 
With hafry Germi!lns, and blunt HtJilanders, 
Hath pafs'd in fafety through the narrow Seas, 
And with his Troops doth march amain to Lvndon, 
And many grddy People flock to him. 

K. Henry. Let's levy Men, and beat him back again.' 
Clar. A little Fire is quickly trodden out, 

Which being fu1fer'd, Rivers cannot quench. 
,VoL, IV. F 

Wm-. 



War. In "W.4rwickvfhire I have tr~e-hearted Friends, 
Not mutinous in Peace, yet bold tn Wa. , 
Thofe will I mufl:er up; a 1d th:>u, Son Clarence, 
Shllt ftir up in St~jfJJik_. Norfol~, and m K_ent, . 
The Knighrs and Gentlemen, to come wnh thee. 
Tho.1 Brother M~ntague, in Buckingham, 
Northampton, and in Lcicefter Jhire fl1 alt find 
Men well inclw'd to hear what thou command'fi. 
And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous w~ll belov'd, 
In Oxfordfhire thalt muller up thy Fnends. 
My Sovewgn, with the lovin~ Cit•zens, 
Like to his Ifland, girt with eh· Ocean, 
Or modell Dzv~n, circled wtth htr Nymph<, 
Shall rell in Lmdon, 'till we come to him : 
Fair Lords take leave, and fiand not to reply. 
Farewel my Sovera,gn. 

K. Henry. Farewet my Hetlor, and my Tro]'s true hope. 
Clar. In fi~?n of truth, I ki(s your Highnel~ Hand. 
K. Henry. Well-minded Clarence, be thou fortunate. 
Mont. Comfort, my LQrd, and fo I take my leave. 
Oxf. And thus I feal my Truth, and bid ad1eu. 
K. Henry. Sweet O:~:ford, and my loving Mont ague, 

"And all at once, once more a happy farewel. 
'War. Farewel. fweet Lords, let's meet at Coventry. 

[ Exenm. 
K. Henry. Here at the Palace wiiJ I rell a while. 

Coufin of Exeter, what thinks your Lordthip? 
Methinks, the Power that Edward hath in Field, 
Should not be able to encounter mine. 

Exe. The doubt is. that he wiJI feduce the rell. 
K. Henry. That's net my fear, my meed bath got me fame: 

I have not fl:opt mi[Je Bars to their demands, 
Nor polled off their Suits with flow dehys, 
My pity hath been Balm to heal their Wounds, 
My mildnefs hath allay'd their fwelling Griefs, 
My mercy dry'd their water-flowing Tears. 
I have not been d .. firous of their Wealt ., 
Nor much oppnfl: th('m with great Su· fidies, 
Nor forward of Revenge, thou~h they much err' d. 
Then why thould they love EdwarJ more than md 
No, Exmr, thefe ~races ~hallenge Grace: 

And 



King Henry VI. 
And when the Lion fawns upon the Lamb; 
The Lamb will never ceafe to follow him. 

16oj 

[Shout within. A Lancafl:er I a Lancafier l 
Exe. Hark, hark, my Lord, what Shouts are thefe! 

Enter King Edw:trd and his Soldiers. 
K . Edw. Sei~e on the iliame-fac'd HenrJ, bear him hence; 

And once again proclaim us King of England. 
You are the Fount, that make finall Brooks to flow, 
Now !lops thy Spring, my Sea iliall fuck them dry, 
And fwell fo much the higher, by their ebb. 
Hence with him ro the Tower, let him not fpeak. 

[Exit with King Henry. 
And Lords, towards Coventry bend we our Courte, 
Where peremptory Warwick_ now remains: 
The Sun thines 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 Trai tor unawares: 
Brave Warriors, march amain towards Coventry. [Exe11nt. 

A C T V. S C E N E I. 

Enter Warwick, the Mayo1 of Coventry, two Mej{engers, 
and otl;er s upon the Walls. 

War.WHere is the Poll: that came from valiant Oxfgrd ~ 
How far hes~:e is thy Lord, mine honefi Fellow l 

r Me./[. By this at Dunj'more, marching hitherward. 
War. How far off is our Brother Montag11e? 

Where is the Poll: that came from Montague l 
2. Mejf. By this at Daintry, with a puiffant Troop. 

Enur Somervile. 
W.cr. Sly Somervile, what fays my loving Son! 

And by thy guefs, how nigh is Ciarence now ~ 
Somerv. At Southam I did leave him with his Forces~ 

And do expect him here fome two hours hence. 
War. Then C/arence is at hand.., I hear his Drum. 
Somerv. It is not his, my Lord, here So~th.cm I yes: 

The Drum your Honour hears, marcheth ftom Warwic~ 
F ::. War. 
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Wilr. Who {hould that be~ Belike, unlook'd _for Friends. 
SomerTJ. They are at hand, and you {hall quackly kr~w. 

March. Flourijh. Er~ter King Edward, Gloucefrer, 4nd SolJ:ers. 
K. Ed1v. Go, T rum per, to the Wails. and found a Parle. 
Glo. See how the furly Warwick_ mans the Wall. 
War. Oh unbid fpighr, is fportful Ed1vard come ~ 

Where O.ept our Scouts, or how are they feduc'd, 
'1 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 lhall pardon thee thefe Outrages; 

War. Nay rather .. wilt thou draw thy Forces hence, 
Confefs who fet thee up, and pluck'd thee down, 
Call W4rwick. Patron, and be Penitent, 
And thou Lhalt fiill remain the Duke of York. 

Glo. I thought at leafi: he would have faid the King, 
Or did he make the J efi againfi his will! 

War. Is not a Dukedom, Sir, a goodly Gift? 
Glo. Ay, by my Faith, for a poor Earl to give: 

I'll do thee fervice for fo good a Gift? 
War. 'Twas I that gave the Kingdom to thy Brother. 
K. Edw. Why then 'tis mine, if but by Wierwicf<.s Gifr. 
War. Thou art no Atlas for fo great a weight: 

And Weakling. Warwick takes his Gift again, 
And Henry is my King, Warwick_ his Subject. 

K. Ed1v. But WarwicJ:.'s King is Edward's Prifoner: 
And gallant Warwick.. do but anf wer this, 
What is the Body, when the Head is off! 

Glo. Alas, that l?:trwick_ had no more fore-call, 
But whiles he thought to freal the fingle Ten, 
TJ e King was fl.ily finger'd from the Deck: 
You left poor Hmr1 at the Biihop's Palace, 
And ten to one you'll meet him in the Tower. 

K. Edw. 'Tis eveR fo, yet you are Warwick_ fiill. 
Glo. Come Warwick., 

Take the time, kned down, kneel down: 
Nay when; tl:rike now, or elfe the Iron cools. 

War. I had rather chop this Hand off at a blow.; 
And with the other flmg it at thy Face, 
Than bear fo low a Siil, to firike to thee. - - -- - - --- -

1(, EJw 



King Henry VI. 
X. Edw. S.~il how thou canfi, 

Have Wind and Tide thy Friend, 
This Hand, fall: wound about thy Coal-black Hair, 
Shall, whiles thy Head is warm, and mw cut off~ 
Write in the Dufi this Sentence with thy Blood, 
Wind-changing Warwick now can d11nge no more. 

Enter Oxford, with Drum and Colours. 

J60J 

Wt~tr. 0 chearful Colours, fee where Oxford comes. 
Oxf. Oxford, Oxford, for Lmcafier. 
Glo. The Gates are open, let liS enrer coo. 
K. Ed1u. So other Foes may fet upon our Backs. 

Stand we in good Array ; for they no doubt 
Wdl ilfue out again, and bid us Battel: 
If not, the City being but of fmall aefence, 
We'll quickly rouze the Traitors in the fame. 

War. Oh welcome Oxford, for we want thy help. 
Enter Montague, with Drum and Colours. 

Mont. Montttgue, Montague, for Lancafler. 
G!o. Thou and thy Brother both lhall buy thi$ Treafon 

Even with the dearefl Blood your Bodies bear. 
K. Edw. The harder match'd, the greater Via:ory, 

My Mind prefageth happy Bain, and Conquefl:. 
Enter Somerfet, with Drum and Colours. 

Som. Somer[et, Somerfet, for Lancaf/er. 
Glo. Two ofthy Name, both Dukes of Somerfet, 

Have fclld their Lives unto the Houfe of ror~ 
And thou lhalt be the third, if this Sword hold. 

Enter C!arence, with Drum and Colours. 
War. And lo, where George of Clarence {weeps along, 

Of force enough to bid his Brother Bartel : 
With whom an upright Zeal to right prevails 
More than the N ;tu re of a Brother's Love. 
Come Clarence, come; thou wilt, if Warwictcall. 

Clar. Father of W..rwic~ know you what this means? 
Look here, I thr.ow my Infamy at thee: 
I will not ruinate my Father's Houfe, 
Who gave his Blood to lime the Stones together, 
And fee up Lancaf/er. Why, trowell: thou, Warwick._, 
That C!arence is fo harlh, fo blunt, unnatural, 
To bend the fatal Infiruments of War 
Againfi his Brother, and his lawful King. 

F ) (Perhaps 



Perhaps thou wilt object my holy <?ath: 
To keep that 0 ath were more Impiety • . 
Than Jepthah, when he facrific'd his Daughter. 
I am fo forry for my TrefpJfs made, _ 
That to deferve well at my Brother's Hands, 
1 here proclaim my felf thy mortal Foe: 
With Refolution, wherefoe'er I meet thee, 
(As I will meet thee, if thou llir Abroad,) 
To plague thee for thy foul mif-leading me. 
And fo proud-hearted Warwick, I dcfic thee, 
And to my Brother turn my blulh ing Cheeks. 
Pardon me, Edward, I will m2ke amends: 
And Richard, do not frown upon my Faults, 
For I will henceforth be no more unconllant. 

K. Edw. Now welcome mor{', and ten times more belov'd, 
Than if thou never had'fi: deferv'd my Hate. 

Glo. Welcome, good Clarence, this is Brother-like. 
W'Plr. 0 palling Traitor, perjur'd and unjufi. 
1(. Edw. What Warwic~ 

Wilt thou leave the Town and fight l 
Or lball we beat the Stones about thine Ears? 

War. Alas, I am rot coop'd here for defence-: 
I will away towards Barnet prefently, 
And bid thee BltteJ, Edward, if thou dar'ft. 

K. Edw. Yes Warwic~ Edward dares, and leads the way: 
Lords to the .Field ; St. George and Victory. L Exeunt. 

March. Warwick ~tnd his Company folt9ws • 
.Alt~rum and Excurjions. Em er Edward bringing fDrth War· 

wick wounded. 
K. Edw. So, lye thou there; die thou, and die our fear, 

For Warwiclz was a Bug that fear'd us all. 
Now Montague fit fafi, I fetk for thee, 
That Warwick's Bones m~y keep thine Company. [Exit, 

War. Ab, who is nigh l Come to me, Friend, or Foe, 
And tell me who is Vu9:or, Tor~ or Warwi&fd 
Why a~k I that! my mangled Body 1hews, 
My Blood, my want of Strength, my fick Heart thews, 
That I mwft yield my Body to the Earth, 
And by my fall, the conqueft to my Foe. 
Thus yields the Cedar to the Ax's ed§.e. 
Whofe Arms gave 1helter to the Princely Eagle, 

Under 
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Uuder whofe ihade the ramping Lion fi pr, 
W•1ofe top-braPch over-petr'd Jove's lpreadin~ Trfe, 
And kept Jow Shrubs from W.nrer's pow'rful Wrnd. 
Thefe Eyes, that no ' ar~ dim'd wirh D t>a th s black Veil, 
Havt; been as pitrcing a~ rh Mid-day Sur, 
To La eh the fecret Tn:afor.s of the World: 
The wn klt:s Jn my Brows, now fili'd with Bl od, 
Were lik'ned ofr tt, Kingly Sepbl k hrcs : 
For who liv'i~ Ki ~. but I could di .~ his Grave ? 
A,)d who durfr fm1le, W

1 eo W.lrwic~ bent his Brow? 
Lo, now my Gl0ry fmear'd m Dull: and Blood, 
My Park<, m Walks, my Manors that I had, 
Even now forfake me; and of all my Lands, 
Is 11 thing left me, but my Body's length. 

' Why, what IS Plmp, Rule, Reign, but Earth and Dufi? 
And live we how we CJO, yet die we mull. 

Enter Oxford and Somerfer. 
Sem. Ah Warwzck, Warwick, wert thou as we are, 

W t mig'll: rtco' er all our Lofs agaio : 
The Quee:1 from France hath brought a puiffart Power, 
Even now we heHd the N ... ws: Ab, could'fi ,hou fly. 

War. Why then I would not fly. A h Montague, 
If thou be the e, fweet Brother, take my Hwd, 
And with thy Lips keep in my Soul a while. 
Thou lov'fi me not ; for, B10ther, if thou didfl-, 

Ell Thy T em would wafh this cold congealed Blood, 
That glews my Lips; and w1ll not let me fpeak. 
Come quickly Montague, or I am de:d. 

Som. Ah Warwir:k_., Montague hath hreath'd his lafi, 
f. And to the la tell: gafp, cry'd out for Warwic~: 

And faid, commend me ro my valiant Brother. 
And more he would have faid, and more he fpoke1 

[£: And founded like a Cannon in a Vault, 
That mought not be d.ifiinguiih'd; but at Jafr, 
I well might hear delivered with a Groan, 
0 farewel Warwick: 

War. Sweet refi 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 Powl'r. 
Here th~J bear 11way his Body. [Exeunt. 

F 4 Fiot~rijh. 



1608 The Third P a~t of 
F!ot~rijh. Enter King Edward in tri11mph, with Glouctfler; 

Clare:nce, and the reft. 
K. Ec!w. Thus f.u our Fortune keeps an upward courft, 

And we are orlc'd with wreaths of Victory; 
:But in the ~udll: of this bright-01 ining Day, 
I fpy a black fufpicious threarning Cloud~ 
T hac will encounter with our glorious Sun, 
l.\r he attain his eafc ful \,Y dtern Bed: 
I mean, my Lord~, thofe Powe1 s that the Queen 
Hath rais'd in Gallia, have aniv'd our Coafl-,. 
And, as we hear, march on to fight with us. 

Clar. A little Gale will foon d1fperfe that Cloud, 
And blow it to the Source fi:om whence it came; 
Thy very Beams will dry thofe Vapours up, 
For every Cloud engenders not a Storm. 

G!o. The Queen is valued thirty thoufar.d firong, 
And Somerfet, with Oxford, fled to her; 
If the hath tJme to brcuhe, be well a1Tur'd 
Her Faction will be full as fl-rong as our~. 

K. Edw. VIe are adver.is'd by our loving Friends, 
That th y do hold their cou1 fe toward Tewksbury. 
\V e hlvlr;g now the belt at Barnet Fjeld. 
Will thither firaight, for willingne(s rids way, 
And as we march, our firength wiU be augmented, 
In every Counrry as we go along: 
S:rike up the Drum, cry Courage. and away. [Exeunt. 

March. Enter the Queen, Prince of Wales, Somerftt, 
Oxford, and Soldters. 

Oueen. Great Lords, wife Men ne'er lit and wail their 
Bn;-chearJy feek how to redrefs their Ha•ms. lLofs, 
\,Yhat though the Mall: be now blown over-board, 
The Cable broke, the holdinJ;-A.nchor loft, 
And half our S1Jlo;s fwallow'J in the Flood? 
Yet lives our Pilot llill. ls't m<~t that he 
S

110uld le~ve th >' Helm, and l1ke a fearful Lad, 
WJth tearful Eyes add \Vater to the Sea, . 
And give more fhength to that which hath too much, 
Whiles in hi• m•Jan, the Ship fplits on the Rock 
Which Indulhy and Courage might have fav'd? ' 
Ah ·what a lhamt>, ah whar a fa•llt were this. 
~q, Wfl~ick was our Anchor; what of that? 

And 
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Kiug Henry VI. 

And M(mtague our Top-maR; what of I in? 
c Our fiaughter'd Friends, the Tackles; what of thefc! 
' Why is not Oxford here anothtr Anchor .~ 

And Somerjet, another goodly M:all? 
The Friends of France our Shrowd> and Tacklings l 
And though un.,hful, why not Ned and I, 
For once allow' d the skilful PJiot's Charge? 
We will not from tlte Helm to fie and w'ep, 
But keep our Courfc, though the 10ugh Wllld r.y no, 
From Shelves and Rocks, that threaten us with Wrack, 
As good to chide the Waver, as fpeak th~m fair. 
And what is Edward, but a ruthlefs Sea~ 
What Clarence, but a ~ick-find of Deceit! 
And Richt~rd, buc a ragged fatal Rock! 
All tbefc, the Enemies to our poor Bark. 
Say you can f wim, alas, 'tis but a w htle; 
Tread 0'1 the Sand, why there you quickly link; 
Bellride the Rock, the Tide will wath you off, 
Or elfe you famitb, that's a three·fvld Death. 

· , This fpeak I, Lords, to Jet you underfiand, 
In cafe fome one of you would fly from us, 
That there's no hop'd-for Mercy with the Brother~, 
More than with rmhlefi Waves, with Sands and Rocks. 
Why courage then, what cannot be avoided, 
'Twert chJJditb weaknefs to lament or fear, 

Prince. Methinks a Woman of this valiant Spirit 
Should. if a Coward heard her fpeak thefe words, 
Infu(e his Breall: with Magnanimity, 
And make him, naked, foil a Man at Arms. 
I fpeak not this, as doubting any het e: 
For did I but fufpecc a fearful Man, 
He fhould have leave to go away betimfs, 
Lell in our need he might inftcc anothtr, 
And make him of like S >irit to himfelf. 
If any fuch be here, as God forbid, 
Let him deput before we need l1is help. 

Oxf. Women and Children of fo high a Courage, 
And Warriors faint l why 'rwere perpetual Shame. 
Oh brave young Prince! rhy famous Grandfather 
Doth live again in thee; long may'fl: thou live, 
To bear his Image, and renew his G!orics. 

Som. 
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Som. And he that will not fight for fuch a Hope, 
Go home to Bed, :1nd hke the Owl by Day, 
if he arife, be mock'd and wondtr'd ar. 

Oueen. Thank~ gentle Somerfet, fweer Oxford thanks. 
fun. And take 'h1s Thanks, that yet hath nothing elfe. 

Enter a /Weffinger. . 
Mef. Prepare yo 1, Lords, far Edward IS at hand, 

Ready to fight; therefore be refolute. 
Oxf. I thought M lefs; it is his Policy, 

To lufie thus fall, to find us unprovided. 
Som. Rut he's deceiv'd, we are in readine(s 
Oueen. This chears my Hc·arr, to L~ your forwardoefs. 
O';;J. Here P•tcn our Barter, hence we will not budge. 
March. Enter King Ed ward, Glocefl:er, Clarence, 

and Soldiprs. 
K. Edw. Brave Followers, yonder fl:ands the thorny Wood, 

Which, by the Heav'ns Affiltance, and your S trength, 
Mufi, by the Roots, be hewn Bp 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 Fighr, and to it, Lords. 

Q.!!een. Lerds,Knights, and Gentleme'1, what I ihould fay, 
My fears gair-fay; for every word I fpeak, 
Ye fee I drink the W Jter of my Eye : 
Therefore, no more but this; Henry, your Sovereign, 
Is Prifomr t · the Foe, his State ufurp'd, 
His Re.2lm a Slaughter-houfe, his Subj "etS flain, 
His Staruteg cancell'd, and his Treafure fpent: 
And yonder is the Wolf, that make, thi~ Spoil. 
You fight in J uft:ice: Then in God's Name, Lords, 
Be valiant. and give S1gnal to the F•ghr. 

Alarum, Retreat. Excurjions. 
Enter King Edw:ud, Glocefie•·, Clarence, &c. The f23m, 

0Jtfo•d, and ~omerfet Prijoners. 
K. Edw. Now hert. 's a Period of tuwulcuous Broils. 

Away »- tth Oxford to H~tmmes Catl:le fl:raight: 
For Somerfot, off with his gu•lty Head. 
Go bear them hence, I will not hear them fpeak. 

Oxf. For my pm, I'll not trouble thee with words. 
Som. Nor I, but fl:oop with Patience to my Fortune. 

[ Exennt. 
Oueen. __, 



King Henry VI. 
Queen, So put we fldly in this troublous W Llrld, 

To meet with Joy in fweet Jcrufal~m. . 
K. Edw. Is PJoclamatiO 1 maJt·, T11at who !u1ds Edward 

~,· Sh~ll have a high Reward, a d he his Lift ? 
~· Glo. It is, and lo where y"uthtul Fdn;.<rd comes. 

Enter tl1e Pnnce of \V alts. 
K. Ed1v. Bring fo1th the GalLnr, let us hear h;m fp, a~. 

Wh~t? can fo young a Thorn begin to prick? 
Edward, what s~tisfaction canfi thou m.ke, 
For bearing Arm~, for fiirnng up my Suhj\ eh, 
And all the Trouble thou hJlt rurr.'d me to I 

Prince. Speak like a Subj~a:. p;oud ambiti (J US York. 
·Suppoie thac I ;;m now my father's Mouth, 
Refign rhy Chair, and where I fiaod, kneel thou, 
Wh:J£1: I propofe the fclf-fam " w 1rds to ther, 

h1ch, Traito·, thou would'il have me :wfwer to. 
£2.!!.een. Ah! tlHt thy Father had been fo rc(olv'd. 
Gto. That you might fiil! have worn the Pe:tticoar, 

And ne'er have Holn the Breech from Lancaftcr. 
Prince. Let cv£jap Fdblc in" a Winter's N1ght, 

His Currilh R!dd!t:s fore not with his place. 
· Glo. By Heaven, Brat, l'il plague ye for th~t word. 

f23een. Ay, rhou waft born to-be a Plague to Men. 
Glo. For God's fake, t.tke away rh is captive Scold. 
Prince. Nay, take away this fCoiding Crook-back, rather. 
K. Edw. Peace, wilful Boy, orlwdl chum your Tongue. 
C!a. Unturor'd Lad, thou art too malape1t. 
Prince. I know my Duty, you are all undutiful: 

Lafcivious Edu;ard, and thou per jUI 'd Gcorge, . 
And thou mif-lhapen Die~, I tell ye all, 
I am your better, Traitors a~ ye are. 
And thou ufurp'ft my Fathe 's Right and mine. 

K. Edw. Take thar, thou likcnds of this Rail er here. 
[Stabs Eim. 

Glo. Sprawl'fi: thou? take that, to end thy Agony. 
L Rich. ftabJ him. 

Clar. And there's for twicting me with Perjury. 
[ Clar.ftabs him. 

Queen. Oh, l<ill m:! too! 
Glo. Marry, and lhall. . [Offers to kill her. 
K. Edw. Hold, Richard, hofd, f.;r we have done too much. 

G!o. 
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Glo. Why fh ould {he live, to fill the world with words? 
K. Edw. What! dorh ihe fwoon? ufe Means for her Re· 

covery. 
Glo. C/arence, excufe me to the King my Brother: 

rll henf:e to London on a ferious Matter, 
E'er ye come there, be fure to hear fome News. 

Clar._ What? what! 
Glo. Tower, the Tower. [Exit. 
Oueen. Ob, Ned, fweet Ned, fpeak to thy Mother, Boy. 

Ca~ thou not fpeak? 0 Traitors, Murderers! 
They that fiabb'd C.efar, thed no Blood at all, 
Did not offend, nor were not worthy Blame, 
If this foul Deed were by, to equaltt. 
He was a Man; this (in refpect) a Child, 
And Men ne'er fpend their Fury on a Child. 
What's worf~: than Munherer, that I may name it? 
No, no, my Heart will bud1:, and if I [peak
And I will fpeak, that fo my Heart may budl:. 
Burchers and Villains, bloody Cannibals, 
How fweet a Plant have you untimely cropt: 
You have no Children, Butchers; if you had, 
The thought of them would have fiirr'd up Remorfe; 
But if you ever chance to have a Child, 
Look in his Youth to have him fo cut off, 
As deathfmen you have rid this fweet young Prince. 

K. Edw. A way with her, go bear her hence by force. 
Oueen. Nay, never bear me hence, d'ifpatch me here: 

He-;;- iheath thy Sword, I'll pardon thee my Death: 
What? wilt thou not~ then Clarence do it thou. 

Clar. By I<Ieaven, I will not do thee fo mu'h Eafe. 
f2!!een. Good Ciarence do, f we et Clarence do thou do it. 
Ctar. D1d'fi thou not hear me fweJr I would not do it ! 
~een. Ay, but thou ufdl to forfwear thy felf: 

'Twas Stn before, but now 'tis Chariry. 
Whar,wilt thou not? 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 pull'fl: b~ck. 

K. Edw. Away, I f~y, I charge ye bear her hence. 
Q!!_een. So come to you and y0urs, as to this Prince. 

[Exit Quu». 
K. Edw. 



King Henry VI. 
·Id wirh K. Edw. When•s Richard gone? 
ans for~; Cla. To London aiJ in poll, and as I guefs, 

To make a bloody Supper in rhe Tower. 
Brothf" K. Edw. He's fi1dden7 if a thing comes in his head. 

''Now march we hence, difcharge the common fort 
ws. With pay and th~nks, and let's away to London, 

And fee our gentle Queen how well the fares. 
·By this, I hope, lhe bath a SJn for me. [Exeunt. 

Motn~,' Enter King Henry, and 6Joceller, with the Liemenant 
si on the Tower Walls. 
1 ' Glo. Good day, my Lord; what at your Book fo hard? 
' K. Henry. Ay,my good Lord; my Lord, I lhouldfay rather. 

'Tis fin to flatter, Good was little better: 
Good Glojler, and good Devil, were alike-, 
And both prepofierous; therefore, not Good Lord. . 

Glo. Sirrab. leave us to our fdves, we muft confer. ir1 
[Exit LieHtenant. 

K. Kenry. S1 Bies the wreaklefs Shepherd from th~1Wolf. 
So firfi: the harmlefs Flock doth yield his Fleece, 
And next his Throat unto the Butcher•s Knife. 
Whu Scene of Death ha rh Roffius now to act? 

Glo. Sufpicion always haunts the guilty mind, 
The Thief doth fe~r each Bulh an Officer. 

K. Henry. The Bird that hath been limed in a Bulb, 
With trembling Wings mifdoubreth every Bulb; 

l And I, the helplefs Male to one fweet Bird, 01
cHave now the fatal Obj rt[ in my Eye, 
h~:Where my poor young was lim'd, was caught and kill'd; 
' Glo. Why what a peevilh Fool was that of Crtet, 

That taught his Son t.se Office of a Fowl? 
Ell~ And yet, for all his Wings, the Fool was drown'd. 

. K. Henry. I, Ded~tlus; my poor Boy, Icarus; 
d1

1 

Thy Far her, Minas, that deny•d our courfe; 
· The Sun that fear'd the Wings of my fweet Boy, 

Thy Brother Edward; and thy feJf, the Se~, 
Rtr~ Whofe envious Gulf did fwallow up his L1fe: 

Ah, kill me with thy Weapon, not with Words~ 
By Breafi can better brook thy Dagger's poinr, 
Than can my Eyes that tragick Hifiory. 
Bur wherefore dofl: thou come! Is•t for my Life! 

GID, Think'ft thou I am an Executioner I - . 



[(, Henry. A Perfccutor I am fur~ thou arr i 
If murtherwg I nnoce!'lts be Ji~ecunng, 
W r.y then thou art an Exrcuuoner. . 

Glo. Tny S,m I kill'd for h1s Prefumpnoo. . 
K. Henry. Hadfhhou been kilt'd whe.n fidl: thou d1dfi pre. 

Thou hadll not liv'd :o kill a Son of mwe: (fume, 
And thus I prophefie, that many a thoufand~ 
Which now mifhufl: no pared of my fear, 
And many a:1 old Man's figh. and many a Widow's, 
And many an Orphan's water·fhn~tng Eye, 
M':n for their Sons, Wives for theu Husbands fatr~ 
And Orphans for their Parents timclds Death, 
Shall rue the Hour that ever thou wafi born. 
The Owl ihriek'd at thy Birth, an evil fign, 
The Night-Crow cry'd, abodmg lucklcfs rime; 
Dogs howl\1, and hidwus Tempefl: !hook down Trees; 
The Raven rcok'd her on the Chimney\ top, 
And chattering Pyes in difmal Difcords fung: 
Thy Mor! er felt more than a Mother's pain, 
And yet brought forth lefs than a Mother's hope, 
To w1t, an ind!gefl:ed deform'd Lump, 
Not like the Fnut of fuch a goodly Tree. 
Teeth hall: thou in thy Htad when thou waft born, 
To fignific thou cam'fl: to bite the World: 
And, ifrhe tefi be true which I have heard, 
Thou c~m'fi ----

Glo. I'll hear no more: 
D ir, Prophet, in thy Speech; [Stabs hill. 
For this, amongfi t he reil:, was I ordain'd. 

K. Henry. Ay, and for much more Slaughter after this-
0 God,' forgive my Sins, and pardon thee. [Dies. 

Glo. What? will th' afpiring Blood of Lllncajler 
Sink in the 'ground? I thought it would have mounted. 
S e how my Sword weeps for the poor King's death. 
0 may fuch purple Tears be alway fhed 
From thofe who wifl1 tl1e downfal of our Houfe. 
If any fpa t k of Life be yet remaining, 
D-.>wn, down to Heii~ and fay I fent thee thither, 

I, that have neither pity, love, nor fear. 
[ St~Cb.t hhn again. 

Indeed 'tis true that Hmry told me of: 

For 



iti For I have often heard my Mother fay, 
I came into the World with my Legs forward. 
H.d I not reafon, think ye, to me~k .. hafl:_P, 

. And ftek thei1 Ruin, that ufurp'd our Rtght? 
tthou&. The M1dwift:· W<mder'd, and the Wom'n cry'd, 

0 J cl us blefs us, he is born with Tee h! 
l, A;1d fo I w~s, whtch plainly lignificd, 

That I 1hould ft~arle, and bite, and play the Dog : 
~idot'l Th~n lincc the Hc-av'ns llavc 1hap'd my Body fo, 

Let Hell make crook'd my Mirid to anfwer it. 
~s lltr I have no Brother, I am like no Brother: 
th, 

1 

A rod this word [Love J whJCh grey Beards call Divine, 
B:: refident in Men l1ke one anorher, 
And not 1n me: I am my felf alone. 
C/arenu beware, thou keep'fl: me from the Iighr, 

Trf.But I wjll fort a pitc~y Day for tbee: 
'For I will buz abroad fuch Prophecies, 
That Ed1Pard fbJil 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 nexr, and then the refl:; 
CountJng my felf but bad, 'till I be bd1:. 

bo l'll throw thy Body in another room, 111 
And triumph, Henrf, in thy day of Doom. [Exit. 
Enter King Edwud, f2!!eem, Clarence. Gloucefl:er. Ha .. 

frmgs, Nurfe, and .Attendants. 
K, Edw. Once more we lit on England's Royal Throne. 

[£ Re·purchas'd WHh the Blood of Enemies: 1
'What ·valiant Foe-rnen, l1ke to Aurumn's Corn, 
H~ve we mow'd down in top of all their Pride? 

hree Dukes of Somcrfet, threefold Renown'd. 
For hardy aod undoubted Champions: 
Two Citjfords. as the Farher :md the Son, 

d two Northumherlands; two braver M en 
Ne'u fpurr'd the1r Coudi:rs at the Trumpets found~ 
With them, the two brave Bears, Warwt&k._and Mo»tttgtte, 
That in their Chains ferter'd the King!)' Lior:, 
t\nd made the Forefl: tremble when they roar'd. 
Thus have we fwept Sufpicion from our s~at, 

made our Footfl:ool of S curiry. 
::ome hither, Btfs, and let me kifs my Boy: 

.Young 



Young Ned, for thee, thine, Uncles,_ and my felf, 
Have in our Armours watch d the wmter Night, 
Went .all a-foot in Summers fcalding hear, 
Th1t thou might'fr repoffefs the Crown in p_eace~ 
And of our Labours thou ilialt reap the Gatn. 

Glo. I'll blafr his Huvdt, if your Head were Ja.id, 
For ytt I am not Jook'd on in the World. 
This Shoulder was ordain'd fo thick, to heav~, 
And heave it £hall fome weight, or break my back; 
Work thou the way, and that !hall execute. [.AfiJe, 

K. Edw. Clarence and Glo'fter, love my lovely Queen, 
And kifs your Princely Nephew, Brothers both. 

Clar. The duty that I owe your Majefry, 
I feal upon the Lips of this fweet Babe. 

K. Edw. Thanks~ noble Clarence, worthy Brother, thanks, 
Glo. And that I love the Tree from wh~nce thou fprang'fi, 

Witnefs the loving Kifs I give the Fruit: 
To fay the truth, fo Judas kifs'd his M after, [ .Afidt. 
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. 

C!ar. What will your Grace have done with Margaret1 
Reignier her Father, to the Kmg of Franc6 
Hath pa wn•d the Sicils and Jerufolem, 
And hither have they fent tt for her Ranfom. 

K. Edw. Away with her, and waft her hence to France: 
And now what rdh, but that we frl)cnd the time 
With fiately Triumph~, mirthful Comick Shows, 
Such a5 befits the Pleafure of the Court~ 
Sound Drums and Trumpets, farewtl fowr Annoy, 
For here, I hope, begins our Iafling Joy. [Exeunt rJmnes. 
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THE 

L IF E and D EA T H 
OF 

RlCHAR'D III, &c. 

~ C T I. SCENE I. 
Enter Richard 'Duke ofGlo'fter, foltis. 

~~~sm~ 0 W is the Winter of our Difcontent, 
Made glorious Summer by this Sun of York_: 
And all the - Clouds tluc lowr' d upon our 

Houfe, 
In the deep Bofom of the Ocean bury'd. 

l:!l:O:~~=--.a:..:.~ Now arc our Brows bound with VIctorious 
Wreaths, 

)ur bruifcd Arms hung up for Monuments; 
)ur ficm Ahrums chang'd to lllerry Meetings ; 
Jur dreadful Marches to delightful Meafures. 
:inm Vilag'd War hath fmooth'd h1s wrinkled Front; 
~nd r:ow infiead of mounting Barbed Sreeds~ 

V o L, IV. G 2. To 
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To fright the Scu's of fearful AdH'If.nie<, 
He capers nin b!; in a La y's Chamber. 
To rh~ bfcivwus plcafing of a Lute. 
But I, that am not tbap'J for fponive Tricks, 
Nor made to court an amorocb Looking-glafs, 
r, tbt :~m ruddy fiampt, ard want Love's MJjdly, 
To {but hc.forc a w:wton ambling Nymph; 
I, that am currail'd of this fair Proportion, 
Cheated of feuure by dilfen~bling Nature, 
Defo. m'd, unfinilb'd, fe:Pt before my time 
Into tlus breathing \Votld, fcarce half n;.de llp, 
And that fo lamely and unfae1ionable, 
That Dogs bark :~.t me, as I halt by them: 
\Vhy I (m this weak piping time of P('acc) 
Have no delight to plfs away the time, 
Unlefs to fee my Shadow in the Sun, 
And clefcant on mine own Deformity. 
And rherefor~, fincc I cann0t prove :1. Lover, 
To entertai,J thefc f.air well-fpokm Days, 
I am determined to prove a Villain, 
And hate the idle Pltaf~re~ of thefe Days. 
Plots have I laid, Inducrions daq;erous, 
By drunken Prophefifs, libd~, and Dreams, 
To f~t my Brother ClMmce and the King 
In deadly hate, the one againfl: the otlJe,: 
Ard jf Kipg Ed1uard be as True and Jull-, 
As I am Sub~lr, Falfe and Treacherous, 
This Day lbould CJarcnce clofely be mew'd up, 
About a Prophefie, which fJys, tha G 
Of EduNtrd's H irs the Murtherer fl1all be. 
Dive Thoughts down to my Soul, here Clarence comes~ 

Enter Clarence, and Brakenbury, guarded. 
B~other, good Day; whu means this armed Guard 
That wait~ upon your Grace l 

Clttr. H_is- Maj~fiy, terd;ing my Perfol'l's fafety, 
Harh ~ppowed th1s Conduct: to convey me to th'Tower; 

Glo. Upon what Caufe? 
Clar. Becaufe my Nam is George. · 
Glo. A!Jck, my Lord. that Fault is none of yoms: 

He tbould for that commit your Godfathers. · 
0 ~dike, his ~ajefiy ~at? fo!ne intem, 



of Richard III. 
That you thouJd be new Chriftned in ti1e Tcu,.er. 
liut what's the Matter, Clarcrce, may I know? 

Clar. Yea Rzchard, when I know; but I rrotell: 
As yet I do not; but as I car1 lca ·n, 
He harkens after Prophef! s and Drcam5, 
And from the Ctofs.row pluck> the Letter G; 
And fays a Wizard ro:d h1m} rha• by G, 
His Ilfue difinheritcd lbould b~. 
And for my Name of Georue begins with G, 
It follows in his Thoue 1t ~hat I am he. 
Thdr, as I 1 arn, and .fi.!Ch like toys as rhefe, 
Have mov'd his Highnefi to commit me now. 

Glo. Why thh it is, w 1cn M rn are rul'd by Women. 
'Tis not the King that fends you t6 the Tower; 
My Lady Grf'.y his ~Tiff', Clarence, 'tis lbe, 
Th~t tempts him to this harih Extremity. 
W;;s it not the, :md that good M•n of \V orihip, 
.Anthony Woodvil h ::r Brothrr tht: rc, 
That made him fcnd Lo ·d H.:Jimgs to tl1e Tower; 
.From twh nee thrs Day he is delivered. 
We are not fafc, CIArence we a e not faf~. 

Cl.tr. By Heaven, I think there is no Man fecure 
But the Queen's Ktndred, and Ni,ght-wa~king HfraldJ.· 
That trudge betwixt the Ki r:g znd Mifhefs Shore. 
Heard you not what an humble Suppliant · 
Lord Hajlings V<'as for his delivery ? 

GIIJ. Hum::,Iy complaining to her Deity, 
Got my Lord Ch~mberlain his Libet ty. 
I'll tell you what, I think it is OL'r way, 

we will keep in favour wir h the Kmg, 
o be her Mco, and we<r her Livery: 

The jealous o'er-worn \¥idow, and her felf, 
Since th~t our Brother dub'd them Gentlewomen, 
Are mighty Goffips in our Monarchy. 

RraA·, I befeech your Graces both to pa1 don me, 
is M~jdl:y hah fhaightly given in chHge, 

Tbt no M~n lball have private Conference 
Of whu degree fi>ev~r, with your Brother. 

' Glo. Even~', and plcafc your wo; fl1ip, Bra~cnbttry! 
Yo ~I may part.kc of :~ny thing we fay : 
We I;>o.k O'J Tr(at:.m, Mar-we fay the Ki 1g 

G ~ Is 
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Is wife and virtuous, and his noble Queen 
WeH £hook in Years, fair, and not jealous. 
We fay, that Shcre's Wtfe hath a pretty Foot, 
A cherry Lip, a bonny Eye, a paffing pleafing Tongue: 
That the Queen's Kindred are made Gentle-folks. 
H ·)W fay you, Sir ? can you deny all this~ 

Brak.._. With this, my Lord, my fe:f have nouEht to do, 
Glo. Naught to do with Mtfl:n . .fs Shore? 

Ii tdl thee, Fellow, he that dNh naught with her, 
Excepdng one, were bell: to do it fecretly alom. 
Bra~ W~m one, my Lord? 
Glo. Her Husband, Knave~would'fi thou betray mf f 
Bra~ I do bdC'ech your Grace 

To pardon me, and wtth~.l forbear 
Your Conferences wirh the noble Duke. 

Cldr. We know thy charge, Brak_tnbury, and will obey. 
Glo. We are the Queen's Abjdts, and mull: obey. 

:U·c>:h, ·· f.1rewel, I wi!l unto the King, 
.Ard v.-ha•ft)e'er you will employ mew, 
\V~re 1t tf:J call Kwg Edu~ard's \Vidow, Si!ler, 
I wtll prrforrn 1t to wfra1 chife you. 
Mean time. this dtep difgrace of Brothnhooc, 
Toc~.-h s me dccpn than you c~n imagmc-. 

Cl.rr. I knuw it f'h.of..th neither of us well. 
Glo. \\'ell, your Imp11fonmt nt lhall not be long, 

I will cl diver you, or dfe lye for you: 
Mean t ime have patience. 

CIAr. I mufl: perforce; farewel. [Ex. Brak. Chr. 
Glo Go tread the path that thou {halt nt'er return: 

Simele pl;~in Clarcncc--I doJove thee fo, 
That I will fhordy fend thy Soul to Hea~·o, 
H Heav'n will take tl-e Pn:fcnt at our Hands. 
But who comes here? the new deliver'd Haftings~ 

Enur Lord Haftings. 
Ht~~jf. Good tin•e of day unto my gracious Lord. 
GIG. As much urto my good Lord Ch~mberlatn: 

' VJ dl are you wdc< me to this open Air, 
How hath your Lord01ip hrook'd Imprifonmcr.t? 

H•:ft. V\'1th p?.tierce, nd,Ie Lord, as PJ.ifor.ers mufi: 
Bnt I fh:t J liv~, mv I ord. to give the m thanks 
That v. ere the cat. f-: of m/ lrnprifonmem. 

Glo, 
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of Richard Ill. 
G!(l. No doubt, no doubr, and fo fhall CLarence too, 

For rhcy that were your Enemies are his, 
And have prev:;il'd as much on him, as you. 

Hrzft. More pity, that the Eagles lhould be mew'd, 
Whiles Kites and Buzzards play at Liberty. 

Glo. Whn News abroad ! 
Haft. No News fo bad abroad as this at home: 

The King is fickly, weak, and melancholy, 
And his Phyficians fear him mighrliy. 

Glo. Now by St. John, that news is bJd ind, ed. 
0 he hath kept an evil Dift I )og, 
And over·much confum'd his Royal Perfvn: 
'Tis very grievous to be thought upon. 
Where is he, in his Bed ? 

Ha/f. He is. 
Gio. Go you before, and I will follow yw; 

. [Exit Halting< 
He cannot live, I hope ; and mufl: not die, 
'Till George be pack'd with pofi-horfe up to Heav:o. 
I'll in to urge his hatred more to Clarence, 
Which Iyes well fl:eel'd with weighty arguments, 
And if I fail not in my deep inrcnr, 
Clarence hath not another day to live: 
Which done, God take King Edward to his Mercy, 
And leave the World for me to bultle in. 
For then, I'll marry Warwick) youngell Daughter: 
What though I kill'd her Husband, and her Father, 
The readiell way to make the \Vench amends, 
Is to become her Husband and her Fatbcr: 
The which wiU I, rot all fo much f,lf Love, 
As for another fecrct clofe intcm, 
By marrying her, wbich I mull rcaeh unto. 
But yet I rwn before my Horfe to Mat ket: 
C/arence llill breatbs, Edward flill lives ~nd rf'ignr., 
\V hen they are g0ne, then mull I count my G~ins. [Exit 

G4 SCENE 



S C E N E II. 

Enttr the C01tr{e of Henry the Shah, with Halberds to gu.trd 
it~ Lady Anne being the Mourner • 

.Anne. Set down, fet down your honourable load, 
If Honour may be lhrowded in a Herfe, 
Whllft I a-while obfequioufly lament 
The untimely fall of virtuous Lancafter. 
Poor key-cold Figure of a ho'y Kzng, 
Pale Alhes of the Houfe of Lane after; 
Thou bloodlefs Remnant of that Royal Blood, 
Be it lawful that I invocate thy Ghofr, . 
To hear the Lamentations of poor .Anne, 
Wife to thy Edward, to thy flaughtred Son, 
Scab'd by the felf fame hand that made thc:fe wounds. 
l.o, in thefe Windows that let forth thy Life, 
I pour the belplefs B~lm of my poor Eyes. 
0 curfed be the Hand that made thefe holes! 
Curfed the He:ur, that had the Heart to do ir ! 
Curfed the Blood, that let this Blood £om hence, 
More direful bap betide that hated wretch 
That makes us wretched by the death of thee, 
Than I can wilh to Wolves, to Spiders, Toads, 
Or any creeping venom'd thing that lives. 
If ever he havt Child, abortive be it, 
Prodigious, and untimely brought to lighr, 
Whofe ugly and unatural Afpect, 
May fright the hopeful Mother at the view: 
And that be Heir to his unhappinefs. 
If ever he have Wife, lEt her be made 
Mtrc miferable by the Death of him, 
Th1n I am made by my yollng Lord, and thee. 
Come now towards Chertjey with your holy Load, 
Taken fram Paul's to be interred there • 
.And frill as you are weary of this weighr. 
Rdl you, whiles I lamer t King Henry's Coarfc. 

Enter Richard Du~ of Gloceller. 
Glo. Stay you that bear the Coarfe, and fet it down; 



of Richard III. 
Anne. What black M~gician conjures up this Fiend, 

To flop devoted charitable Dteds? 

erds 11 p GID, V1llains, fet down the Coarfc; or by St. Paul, 
1'11 make a Coa1 fe r•f him that difnbeys. 

load, 
Gen. My Lord, fhnd back, and let rhe Coffin pafs. 
Glo. Unmanner'd Do£:, 

Stand thou when I com~and: 
Adv·nce thy H•lbcn higher than my Breaft, 
Or by Sr. P.utl, l'Jl finke thee to my Foot, 
And ipulll upon thee, Btggar, for toy boldnefs • 

.Anne. What do you tremble? are you all afi~idJ 
Alas, I blame you not, for you are mortal, 
And mortal Eyes cannot endure the Devi'. 
Avanr, thou dreadful Miniller of Hell: 
Thou hldll but power ov~r his morra!Body, 
His Soul thou canfi not have; therefore be gone. 

G!o. Sweet Sainr, for Charity, be r:ot focurft. 
An ne. Foul Devil! 

For God's fake hence, and trouble us not, 
For thou h ,fl: m de the happy Earth thy Hell: 
Fill'd it with curfing cries, a•1d deep exchim$, 
If thou delight to vtew thy heinous Deeds, 
Behold this pattern of thy Butcheries. 
Oh G,ntlc:rr!c;n .' fee! fee dead He11ry's wounds 
Open their congeal'd Mouths, and blcc:d a frelh. 
Blulh, blua1, thou lump of foul Deformity; 
For 'ris thy prdence that cxhalc;s this Blood 
From cold and empryVeins,whereno blood dwell~. 
Thy D~..eds ir.h~:~man, and unnatural, 
Provoke this Deluge moQ unrJaturaJ. 
0 God! which this Blood mad'/}, revcnf!e his De~th: 
0 Earth! which this Blood drink•!}, revenge his Dearb. 
Either Heav'n with Lightning finlce the Murrh'rer dead, 
O r Earth, g~pe open wi.:le, and eJt him quick, 
As thou dofr (wallow up this go~d Ksng's Blood, 
Which l1is Hell-gmrern'd arm h~th burchered. 

G!o, L~dy. you know no Rules of Charity, 
Which renders good for bad, Bldlir.gs for Cu.Us • 

.Anne. Villair, dwu know•fl: nor law of God nor Man; 
No Beall (o fierce, but knows fome touch of pity. 

G!o. But I know none, and thcicforc am no Beafi. 



h:: Life a!ld Death 
Ann~. 0 wonderful, when Devils tell the.,..truth! 
Glo. More wonderful, when Angeb are fo angry: 

Vouchf£fe, divine perfection of a Woman, 
Of thefe fuppofcd Crimes, to give me leave, 
By circum!tance, but to acquit my felf • 

.Annc. Vouch fafc, diff~:~s'd infection of a Man, 
Of thefc known evils, but to give me leave 
By circumfl:ance, to curfe thy curftd felf. 

Glo. Fdircr than Tongue can name thee, let me have 
Some p:lticnt leifure to excufe my felf. 

Anne. Fouler than Heart can think thee, 
Thou canfl: make no cxcufe that will be currant, 
U nlefs thou hang thy felf. 

Glo. By fuch defpair, I thould accufe my felf. 
Annc. And by defpairing lhalt thou lland excus'd, 

For doing worthy Venge~nce on thy felf; 
That didll unworthy fiwghter upon others. 

Glo. Say, that I Dew them not, 
Annc. hen fay, they were not flain: 

.But de~d they are, and, cevililh Slave, by thee. 
Glo. I did not kill your Husband. 
Annc. Why then he is alive. 
Glo. Nay, he 1~ dead, and ilain by Edward's Hands. 
Anne, In thy foul Throat thou Jy•fi, 

Queen Margaret faw 
Thy murd'rous Faulchion fmoaking in his Blood : 
The which thou once didfi: bend againfi her Breall, 
But that thy Brothers beat afide the point. 

Glo. J was provoked by l~er iland'rO'iS Tongue, 
That laid their guilt upon my guiJtlefs Shoulders • 

.An_ne. Thou w~ft provoked by thy bloody Mind, 
ThH never d1 cam'tl on onght but Butcheries: 
Didll: tho•J noc kill rh.s King? 

Glo. I gra:1t ye • 
.Am1e, D fl: gram me, Hedge-Hog, 

Then God grant me tno, 
Tho:1 may'll: be damrcd for tha wicked Deed: 
0 h~ WJs g , ll'le, m1'd and virtllous. 

Glo. Tf c better for the King ofHeav'n that h~th him. 
Am:e. H~ 1s i. Hciv'oJ, v, h~re thoc1 ibalt never come. 

G!o. 
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of Richard Ill. 
G.'o. Let him thank me that holp to fend him thither; 

For lH! WlS fit-ter for that place than Earth. 
.A-zne. And thou unfit for any place but Hell. 
G.o. Y cs o .e place elfe, if you wiU hear me name it. 
Anne. Some Dung.eon. 
Glo. Your Bed·chamber. 
Anne. I.l Rell: benJe the Chamber where thou Jyell. 
Gio. So wlil it, Madam, 'till I lye with you. 
Anne. I hope fo. 
G!o. I know fo. But gentle Lady Anne, 

To ltave this hen encounter of our Wits, 
And f•ll fomerhing into a flower method. 
Is not the Caufer of the timelefs deaths 
Of thefe Plemtagenm, Henry and Edward, 
As blameful as the Executioner! 

Anne. Thoa wail: the Caufc: and moft accurfi dfed~ 
Glo. Your -Beauty was the Caufe of that effect: 

Your Beauty that d1d haunt' me in my flcep, 
To undertake tbe Death of all the Wo .Jd, 
So 1 might l 1ve cne hour in your f we et Bofom • 

.A•me. If I thought that, I tell thee, Homicide, 
Thefe Nails !hould rend that Bfauty from my Cbetk5. 

Glo. Thefe Eyes could not endure that Beauty's wrack," 
You lhould not blemif11 ir, if I flood by; 
As all rhe World is cheered by the Sun, 
So I by that ; it is my Day, my Life • 

..Anne. Black night o'er-lhad..e thy Day, and death thy Life. 
G!o. Curfe not thy felf, fair Creature, 

Thou art both • 
.Anne. r would I were, to be ;eveng'd on thee. 
Gto. It is a quarrel mole unnatural, 

To be reveng'd on him that lovcth th,e. 
A,me. Ic is a quarrel jufl: and reafonable, 

To b_e rcveng'd un him that kill'd my Hu~band. 
Glo. He th<~t b~Hfc thee, Lady, of thy Husband, 

Did it to help thee to a bftter Husband. 
Ann:. H1s ber,cr dorh not breathe upon the Earth• 

• Glo. He live~, that lovt:s thee bmer than he could • 
.Anne. Name him. 
GLtJ, P/am.'l,_~mu • 
.dtme. Why rhat was IH·. 

Glo. 
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Glo. The {elf-fame Name, but one of better Nature. 
Anne. Where is he ? 
Glo. Here: [She [pits at him, 

Why doll: thou ·fpit at me ! 
.Anne. Would rt were mortal Poifon f>r thy flke. 
Glo. Never came Poifon from fo fweet Place • 
.Anne. Never hung Poifon on a foultr Toad. 

Out of my Sight, thou dofl: infeCt mme Eyes. 
Glo. Thine Eyes, fweet Lady, have infeCted mine • 
.Anne. Would they were Bafili~ks, to fl:nke thee dead. 
Glo. I would they were, that I might die at once: 

For now they k11l me with a hving Death. 
Thofe Ilye~ of thine from mine have drawn fait Tear~; 
Sham'd their AfpeCts with fiorc of childiili Drops: 
Thefe ~yes, which never filed remorfeful Tear, 
No, when my Father Tor~ and Edward wel?t, 
To hear the piteous Moan that Rut land made, 
When black-fac'd Clijford thook his Sword at him; 
Nor when thy warhke 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 Trees be-dafh 'd with Rain: In that fad Time, 
My manly Eyes did fcorn an humble Tear: 
And what thcfe Sorrows could not thence exhale, 
Thy Beauty bath, and made them blind with weeping. 
I never fucd to a Friend, nor Enemy; 
My Tongue could never learn f ne et fmoothing Words; 
But now thy Bea1.1ty is propo~'d my Fee. 
My proud Heart fues. and prompts my Tongue to fpeak. 

[She look! fcornfully at him. 
Teach not d1y Lip (uch Scorn. for it was made 
For kiffing, Lady, not for fuch Contempt. 
If thy revengeful Heart cannot forgive, 
Lo here I lend thee this iliarp-pointed Sword. 
Which, if thou pleafe to hide in rhis true Breafr, 
And lee the Soul forth that adoreth thee, 
I lay it naked to the deadly Stroke, 
And humbly beg the Death upon my Knee. 

[ Ht lays his Breaft open, .fbe offers at it 7Vith /;is Sword. 
Nay, do not paufe; fu~ I d1d kill King Henr ·; 

But 



ure. But 'twas thy Beauty that provoked me. 
Nay, now dtlpatch: 'Twas [ that fiabb'd young Edw~trd. 

" ' But 'twas thy heav'uly Face that fet me on. 
[She falls the Sword. 

Take up the Sword :.gain, or take up me. · 
Anne. Artk, Dttfcmbltr, though I wilh thy Death, 

I will not be thy Execut iO:J(r. 
Glo. Then btd me kill my felf, and I will do it • 
.Ann e. I have already. 
Glo. Th~t was in thy Ra~?e: 

Spe1k it again, and even with thy word, 
Thts Hwd, which for tlly love, dtd kill thy Loye, 
Sh11l for thy Jov ... , kill a far truer Love; 
To both their Deaths thalt thou be acceffary • 

.Anne. I would I knew thy Heart. 
Glo. 'Tis figur'd io my Tongue. 
Anne. I fear me, both are falfe. 
Gio. Then never Man was true • 
.Anne. Well, weJJ, put up your Sword. 
Gto. S~y then, my Peace is made . 
.Anne. That lha!t thou know hereafter. 
Glo. But lhall I live in hope~ 
.Anne. All Men I hope Jive fo. 
Glo. Vouchfafe to wear this Ring. 

Look how my Ring encompalfeth thy Finger, 
Even f.> thy Breaft inclofetb my poor Heart: 
Wear both of them, for both of them are thine. 
And if thy poor devoted Servant may 
But beg one f.1vour at thy gracious hand, 
Thou dofr confirm this Happin~fi for ever • 

.Anne. What is it? 
Gto. That it may pleafe you leave thefe fad Dc:Ggns 

To htm that h;ah mofr cattle to be a Moumer, 
And prefently repair to CroJby Houfe: 
Where, :~fter I have folemnly inrerr'd 
At Chmjey l\1onaft'ry this noble King, 
And .wer his Grave with my rcpen:ant Tears, 
I will with all expedient Duty fee you. 
Por divm unknown R..cafuns, I bQfecch you, 
Grant me: thi~ Boon. · 
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Anne. With a!l my Heart, and much it joys me too, 
To fee you are become fo penitent. 
Treffit and Bar/e.!ey, go along with me. 

Glo. Bid me farewel. 
Anne. 'Tis more than you deferve: 

But fince you teach me how to fl1tter you, . 
lm:agine I have faid farewel already. [Exeunt two wtth Anne. 

Gent. Towards Chert[ey, Nob le Lord l . 
G/1), Now to White·Friars, there attend my comxng. 

Was ever Woman in this humour woo'd~ 
Was ever Woman in this hLmour won~ 

[Exit Coarfe. 

I'll have her but I will not keep her long. 
What! I that kill'd her Husband, and his Father I 
To take her in her Heart's extreamdl: hare, 
With Curfcs in her Mouth, Tears in her Eyes, 
The bleeding wiwefs of my hatred by, 
Having God, her Confcience, and thefe Bars again{l me, 
And I no Friends to back my fuit withal, 
But the p'ain Devil ard di!fembling Looks: 
And yet to win her- All the World to nothing! 
Hat 
Hath lhe for(?ot already that brave Prince, 
F.dw11rd, her Lord, whom I, fome three Months fince, 
Srab'd in my angry mood at Tewk.!bury? 
A fwe~ter and a lovdicr Gentleman, 
Fram'd in the prodigality of Nature, 
Young, Valiant, Wife, ar.d, no doubt, right Royal, 
The fpacious World cannot again afford: 
Ard will lhe thus abafe her Eyes on me~ 
That cropr the Gcldcn prime of this f.vect Prince', 
Ar;d made her Widow to a woful Bed? 
Oa me, whofe All not equals Edward's Maiety? 
On me, that halt>, and am mithapen thu~? 
My Dukedom to a beggarly Denier, 
I do miihke my Perfon all this while: 
Upon my Life the finc1 ~, although I cannot, 
My fdfto be a IILlrv'Jous proper M:tn. 
I'll be at charges for a Lool<ing·ghfs, 
And entertain a !core or two of Tailors, 
To fiudy Falhions to adorn my Body: 

Since 
' 



o, Since I am crept in favour of my fcJf, 
I will maint~in it with fome little Cofi. 
But 6rll: I'll turn yon Fellow in his Grave, 
And then return lamenting to my Love. 
Shine out, fair Suo, 'till I have bought a GJafs, 
That I may fee my Shadow as I pafs. 

S C E N E III . . 

Enter the fl!!een, l.ord Rivers, and Lord Gray. 

[Exit. 

Riv. Have patience, Madam, there is no doubt, his Majelly 
Will foon recover his accull:om'd Health. 

Gray, In that you brook it ill, it makes him worfe, 
Therdore for God's fake entertain good Comfort, 
And cheer his Grace with quick and merry Eyes. 

Oueen. If he were dead, what would betide on me? ........... 
Gr11y. No other harm, but Iofs of fuch a Lord. 
Oueen. The lofs of fuch a Lord includes all harms. 
Gray. The Heavens have blell: you with a goodly Son 

To be your Comforter when he is gone. 
Oucen. Ah! he is young. and h1s Minority 

Is ~ unto the trufr of Richard Glo'fter, 
A lVIan that loves not me, nor none of you. 

Rim. Is it concluded, he !hall be Protector? 
Q!!een. It is derermin'd, not concluded yet : 

But fo it mull: be, if the King mifcarry. 
Enter Buckingham and Derby. 

Gray. Here comes the Lords of Buck.!,ngh~tm and DerkJ· 
Buck_; Good ume c f D,y unto your R.oyal Grace. 
DerbJ• God make your M~jefry joyful, as you have been. 

, Qf!cen. The Countlfs Richmmd, good my Lord of Der61, 
To yo:Jr good Prayer will fcarcely fay, Amen; 
Yet Derby, notwithfbnding lhe's your Wife, 
And loves not me, be you, good Lord, ~Ifur'd, 
I hate not you for her proud Arrog:mce. 

Derby. I do befeech you, either not believe 
Th~ envious Slanders of her falfe Accufers: 
Or if ll1e be accus'd on true report, 
Bear with her w akr.d~; which I think proceeds 

From 



From wayw~rd Sickocfs, and no grounded Malice. 
Omm. Saw you thr.: King to Day, my Lord of Derby! 
Derby. But now, the Duke of Buckingham and I 

Are come from vifitmg h1s Majdly. 
Orum. What likel1hood of his Amendment, Lcrds ~ 
'iiUck_. Madam, good hope, his Gr~ae fpeaks chcar~ully .. 
Ouecn. God grant him Health; d1d you conhrwtth h1m? 
BUck_; Ay, Madam, he ddires to make Atonement, 

Between the Duke of Glo'fter and your Brothers, 
And between them and my Lord Chamberlatn; 
And fent ro warn them to his Royal Prtfeocc. 

Oueen. W '1Uld all were wtll--but that will never be···· 
1 fear our Happinefs is at the height. 

Enter Glou<::e!ler. 
Glo. They do me wrong. and I wilJ not endure it, 

Who is it that complains unto the Kmg, 
That I, forfooth, ;m flern, and love th(m not! 
By holy Partl, thfy love his Grace but lightly, 
That fill his Ears wrrh fuch ddf~ntious Rumors. 
Becaufe I cannot flo~tter, :wd look fair, 
Smtle m Mens Faces, frnoorh, deceive and cog, 
Duck with French nods, ar. d Apifl1 CouJtefie, 
I muO: be held a rancorm:.s Ere.ny. 

~nnot a plain Man live and think no harm, 
BL.t thus his Jlmplc Truth mufi be abm'd 
W 1th filken, fly, infinuating Jacks? 

Gray. To whom in all this prefnce fpcaks your Gnce~ 
Gio. To thee, that haft not Homfiy nor Grace: 

Wtleo h~ve I injur'd thee? when done thee wrong~ 
Or tbcd or thee? or any of your Faction? 
A Plague upon you all. His Royal Grace, 
Whom God prefervc, better than you would wilb, 
Cannot be quiet fcarce a breathing while, 
Hut you mufl: troublf him with lewd Complaints. 

Q!!een. Brother of Glo'.fter, you mifrake the Matter: 
The King on his own Royal Difpo(ition~ 
And nor provok'd by any Suitor elfc, 
Aiming, behke, at your interior hatred, 
Th<t in your outward 'Action iliews it felf 
Againfi my Children, Brothers, and my Scl£ 
Makes bim to feod, thit he may lem~ the ground. - . 



Glo. I c~nRot tell the W orJJ is grown fo bac!, 
I of Dii That W rtns make prey, where E4glcs dare not perch. 

!C~. 
of Richard Ill. 

wd l Since every Jack became a Gentleman, 
7 here's many a gentle Perfoo made a Jack. [ G/()'fler~ Lrrd•l 

heariut 
~uwitl 

0Hwz. Come, come, we know your meaning~ Brother 
Yo'"U envy my Advancement, and my Friends: 
God grant we never may have nt ed of you. , 

ement, G/o, Mean time God grants that I have need of you. 
Our Brother is imprifon'd by your means, 
My felf difgr~c'd, and the Nobility 
Held in Contempt, while great Promorioos 

Jr.ev(l~ Are daily given to enoble thofe, 
That fcarcr, fame two Days Gnce, were worth a N~ble~ 

Onem. By him that rais'd me to this careful heJghr, 
ureu, Fr~ that contented hap which I enjoy'd, 

I never did incenfe his Majelly 
Againft the Duke of Clarence. but have been 
An earnell Advocate to plead for him. 
My Lord, you do me lhameful Injury, 
.F;tlfdy to draw me in tnefe vile Sufpetts. 

Glo. You m3y deny, that you were not the mean 
Of my Lord Haftings late Imprifonment. 

Riv. She may, my Lord, for-
G!o. She may. Lord Rivers, why who knows not fo ~ 

She may do more, Sir, than denying that: 
She may help you to many fair Preferments~ 

Gn. Ar:d then deny her aiding Hand th{rein, 
And Jay thofe Honours on your high deferr .. 
What may ilie not! ihe may·--ay marry may the··· 

Riv. What marry may lhe? 
Glo. What marry may the? marry wirh a King, 

A Batchelor, and a handfom Stripling too: 
I wis your Grandam had a worfer match. 

f2.!.!een. My Lord o[G/o'/fer, I ha•e too lonJ? born 
. Your blunt U pbraidings, and your bircer Scoff's: 

By Heav'n I will acquaint his Majelly. 
Of thofe grofs taunts. that oft I have endur'd. 
I had r.uher be a Collntry Servant Maid 
Than a great Queen with rhis Condmon, 
To be fo baited, fcorn'd, and fl:ormed ar; 
Small joy have I in being England's Queen. 

~ VoL.IV. H 

"· 



Enter ~een Margaret. 
R:_ it-far. And Ie!feo'd be that fmall, God I be1eech h1m : 

Thv Honour State and Seat, is riue to me. 
G!o. W ha/! threat you me with r~Jling of the King~ 

I wtll llvouch't in prcfence of the K1ng: 
I dare adventure to be fent to th' Towtr. 
'Tis time to fpeak, 
My Pains are quite forgot. 

Q.:._Mar. Out Devil I 
I do remember them too well : 
Thou kiiJ'dft my Husband Henry in the Tower, 
And Edward, my poor Son, at Tewk,fl11~ry. 

G!o. E'er you were Queen, 
Ay, or your Husband King, 
I \\"JS a pack-Horfe in his great A ffo~irs; 
A weedtr out of his proud Adverfaries, 
A liberal Rewarder of his Friends; 
.To Royalize his BloCld I fpent mine own. 

Q:_Mar. Ay, and much better Blood 
.Than his or thine. 

Glo. In all which time, you ard your Husband Gr~1 
Were faB:ious for the Houfc: of Lancafter ; 
And Rivers, fo were you; was not your Husband, 
In Margards B;ottel, at Saint A/bans flain;. ' 
Let me put in your Minds, if you forger, 
What you have been e'er this, and what you are; 
Withal, what I have been, ar:d what l am. 

Q:,Mar. A musth'sous Villain~ ard fo frill thou att. 
GLo. Po.1r CLarence did forfake his Father Warwick_, 

Ay~ and forfwoJe himfelf, which Jefu pardon-
..Q: Mar. Which God revenge. 
Gto. To fight on Edward's party for the Crown. 

And for his meed, poor Lord, he is mewed up: 
I would to God my He:lrt were Flinr, lske Edwara's, 
Or Edward's fofc and pitiful, like mine; 
I am too childilh foolilh for this World. 

Q: Mar. Hie thee to Hell for ilia me, and leave this World, 
Thou Cacoclremon, there thy Kingdom is. 

Riv. My Lord of G!o'fter, in thofe buGe Days, 
Which here you urge, to prove us Enemies, · 
We follow'd then our Lord, our Sovereign Kwg; 
So 1hould JIC you, it you thould be our King. 



er, 

of Richard lii. 
Glo. Ifi lhould be !-I had rather be :a Pedlar; 

Far be ic from my Heart, the thought thtreof. 
f2.!!em. As l!ttle Joy, my Lo, d, as you ,fup~ofe 

You lhould enJoy, were you rhis Country s Kwg. 
As little ] oy you may fuppofe in me, 
That I enjoy, being the Queen thereof. 
~ Mar. A little Joy enjoys the Queen the~wf; 

For I :am the, and altogether joylefs. 
I can no longer hold me patient. 
Here me, you wrangling Pyrates, that fall out 
In iharing that which you have pill'd from me ; 
Which of you trembles not that looks on me? 
If not that 1 am Queen, you bott like Subjects; 
Yet that by you depos'd, you quake like Rebels. 
Ah gentle VIllain do not turn away. 

Glo. Foul wrinkl'd Wttch, what mak'fi thou in my fight I 
.Q:_ M11r. But repetition of what thou hafi marr'd, 

That wrll I tl'ake, before I let thee go. 
Glo. W er'c thou nor banilh ed on pain of De:arh ~ 
Q_. Mdr. I was; but I do hnd more pain in Banilhmenr, 

Gr! Than Death can yield me here by my abode. 
A H usband and a Son thou ow'fr eo me, [To Glo. 
And thou a Kingdom, all of }Ou Allegiance; [To the Qf!..et~t. 
This Sorrow that I have by Right is yours, 
And all the Pleafures you uforp are mine. 

Glo. The Curfe my Noble F.nher laid on thee, 
When thou did11: crown his warlike Brows with Paper; 

1r And with thy Scorns drew'll: Rivers from his Eyes, 
And then to dry them, gav'fl: the Duke a Clout, 
Steep'd in the faulclefs Blood of pretty RHt/avd; 
His Curfes, then from binernefs ofSoul 
Denounc'd againll thee, are now fall'n upon thee; 
And God, not we, have plagu'd thy bJoody Deed. 
~Mar. SJ jufi is God, to right the innocent. 
Haft. 0, •cwas the fouJefi Deed to Qa.y that Babe, 

And the moll merci/efs that e'er was l1eard of. 
· W. Riv. Tyrants themfelves wept. when it was reported. 

Dorf. No Mm but prophetied revenge for it. 
Buck. NorthumGerla»d, then Prefent, wept to fee it. 
~Mar. What! wt re you fna l1 I! ~ 11 before I came, 

Ready to catch each othtr by th " Throat, 

H ~ And 



1he Life and Death 
And turn you all your hatr~d now on me.! , 
Did Torf<s dread Cu1 fe prevatl fo much with Heav n, T 
That Henry's D<ath, my lo\ ely Ed1vard's Death, T 
Their Kingdom's lof.. my woful Bamthment, 
Should dl bur anfwer for that petvilh Brat? 
Can Curfes pin·ce the Clouds, and wcer He~ver? 
Why then give way, dull Clouds, to my qUick Curfes. 
Though not by War, by Surfeit dye your King, 
J\s ours by Munher to make him a King. 
Edward thy Son, that now is Prince of Wales, 
For Edward our Son, that was Prince of Willes, 
Die in his Youth, by ltke untimely Violence. 
Thy fd( a Queen, for me .that was a Queen, 
Out-live rhy Glory, like my wretche<:i felf: 
Long may'ft thou live to wail thy Childrens Death, 
And fee arother, as I fee tl ee now, 
Deck'd in thy Right~, as thou ~rt fl:all'd in mine. 
Long die thy happy Days, before thy DBath, 
And afcer many length'ned hours of Grief, 
Die neither Mothtr, Wife, nor England's Queen. 
Rivers and Dorfet, you were St:~.nden-by, 
And fo waft thou. Lord Haftings, when my S >n 
Was fhbb 'd wirh bloody Daggers; God, I pray him, 
That none of you m~y Jive his natural Age, 
But be hy f me unlook'd-for Accident cut off. 

Glo. Have done thy Chum, thou hHeful wither'd Hag. 
Q; Mttr. Anci leave out thee? Stay Dog, for thou Oult 

If Heavtns have any grievous Plague io fiore, [hear me. 
Exceeding thof-. that I can with upon thee, 
0 let them keep it, 'till thy Sins !-e ripe, 
And then hurl down their Indignatton 
On thee, thou troublcr of the poor World's peace. 
The worm of Confcience fiill bl-goaw thy Soul, 
Thy Friends fufpeB: for Traitors while thou liv'fl:, 
And take deep ;rrairors for thy de at tfl: Friends: 
No fiecp dole up that deadly Eye of thine, 
Unlefs it be while fome tormenttng Dream 
J.\ !Fright thee with a Hell of ug!y Devils. 
Thou el vilh-markr, abortive rooring Hog, 
Thou that vafl: feal'd in thv Nativity 
The Slave of Nature, and the S:Jn tfHdl: 



of Richard III. 
~ b Thou n~nder of thy heavy Mother's Worn I 

b, Thou loathed Hfue of thy Father's Loins, 
Thou Rag of Honour, thou detefied----

er1 Glo. Margaret, 
0. Mar. Richard. k Cur~ ..__ 
G/1). H~! 

% 0. Mar. I call thee not. 
Glo. I cry thee mercy the.,; for I did think 

That thou had'll call'd me all thefe bitter Names. 
~~ 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 Margaret. 
Queen. T lus have you breath'd your Curfe 4gainfi your fe!f. 

eatn, Q.:, Mar. Poor plintcd Queen, vain fhuriih of my Fortune, 
Why flrew'fi thou Sugar on that Bottel'd Spider, 
Whofe deadly web enfoueth thee about? 
Fool, Fool, thou whtt'fi: a Knife to kill thy felf: 
The Day will come th~t thou fr1alt wilh for me, 
fo help thee curfe this poyfonous Bunch-!>ack'd Toad. 

Haft. Falfe boading Woman, end thy frantick Curfe, 
Lcfi to thy hum thou move our Patience. 

h1~ ~Mar. Foul flume upon you, you have all mo\·'d mine. 
Rtv, Were you well ft<rv'd, you would be tattght your Duty 
0. Mar. To ferve me well, you all ihould do me Duty, 

' c~ me to be your Queen, and you my Subjects : 
thluJ ferve me weiJ, and teach your felves that Duty. 
[~ Dorf. Difpure not with her, lhe is Llinatick. 

Q: Mar, Ptace, M.ofi~r Marquefs, you are malapert. 
"{our fire· ne N fiamp of Honour is fcarce currant. 
) that your young Nobility can judge 
Vhu 'twere to lofe it, a1d be miferablc. 
rhey that lbnd h ;gh have many blafis to lluke them, 
\11d if they f~ll, they daih themfelves to pieces. 

Glo. Good Counfel marry, learn it, learn it, Marquefs. 
Dorf. Ic touches yo ·, my Lord, ;s much as me. 
G!o, Ay, and much more; but I was born fo high ; 

) jr airy build-:th in the Ced;;1's top. 
l11d dallies wirh the Wind, and fcorns the Sun • 

.12:_ lii.lr, And turns the Sun to ih~de; alas! alas! 
V 1 'refs my Son now in the flHde of De.ab, 
i/hofe bright out-ihining beams, thy cloudy Wrata 

H 3 H~J~-1. 
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H:lt m eternal Darknefs folded up. 
Yot "tr buildeth in our airies Ndl:; 
0 God, that fceft it, do not fufferir. 
As Jt is woo with Blood, lofi be it fo. 

Buck. Pe1cc, poce fo lhame, if not for Ch rity. 
~ JV!ar. Urge netth r Charit ror Shame to me ; 

UnctJamably w~>h me have ynu de1lr, 
And llumefully my hopes, by yo u. a· e butchtt 'd. 
My Charity is Ou ra_ge, l..tfe my Stam~, 
And in thtc Sham<', Hill live m y SJrrow·~ rage. 

Buc~. Have done, have done. 
Q:_ Mar. 0 Pnncely BteckJnJ!.ham, I'll kifi thy Hand, 

In fign of League and Amlty wtth thee: ' 
Now fair befall thee and thy N bble Houf ; 
Thy Garments are not fp >tted with our Blood; 
Nor thou within the cumpafs of rry Curfe. 

Ruck.; Nor no one here; for Curfes never pafs 
The Ltps of thofe that brr~the them in the Air. 

f2.:_ Mar. r will not think but thy afcend the Sky, 
And there awakf' God's gentle flce)mg Peace. 
0 Buckf.ngham, take ore of yondet Dog; 
Look when J.e fawns he bites; .md when he bites, 
His venom Tooth will rankle to th~ De,.th; 
Have not to do wi th him, beware ::~f him, 
Sin, De~th and Hell h~ve fet their marks on him, 
And aH the r M in •fiers sttend on his. 

G./o. Whar doth lhe fay, my Lord of BuckJngbam? 
Bnck_: Not' ·n;; th~t I reipecr, my gracious Lord. 
0. Mar. .ar. dofl: thou fcor11 me 

F J-;:-my gentle Co~nfel? 
And footh the Devil that I warn tlee Erom l 
0 but remember this another Day; 
\Vhen he fhall fplit thy very Heart with Sorrow; 
And fay pnor Margaret was a Prep.et{f. 
Live each of you the SubjeCt to his hate, 
And he r.o yours. and all of you to God's. [Exit. 

Buc~ My Hair dc,th. fland an eni to hear her Curfes. 
Riv. And ft> cloth mine: I muf< why the's at Liherry. 
G/o. I cannot blame her, by Go::l's h'>ly Mother, 

S1e hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof, that I have done t:> her. 



Richard HI. 
Dorf. I never did her any, to my knowledge; 
G 1 Yet you have all the vantage of her wrong: 

oo hot, to do fome body good, 
That ~oo cold in thinkino of it now : 

'· ll ,. Marry, ;s fo : Ciarence, he ii well rep:ay'd; 
., 1 · frank'd up to f:atring [;)r his pain~, 

..s r) d ~ .. rdon them that are the caufe thereof. 

, 

1\..v. A virtuous and a Chnfiian-like conduGon~ 
To , ray fM them that have done fcathe to us. 

Glo. So dQ I ever, being well :advis'd. 
1rl For had I curfi now, I h.1d cudl: my felf. 

., Enter C:ltesby. 
Catef. Madam, his Majefty doth call for you, 

And for your Grace, and yours, my gracious Lord. 
Queen. Catesby, I come; Lords, wiiJ you go with mel 
.Riv. We w:m upon your Grace, 

[Exeunt all but Gloucefier. 
Glo. I do the wron~, and firll begin to brawl. 

The fecret Mifchitf that I fct a-broach, 
I lay unto the grievous Charge of othtrs. 
Clarence, whom I indeed have cafi in Darfmefs, 
I do beweep to many fimple Gulls, 
Namely to Derby, Haftings, Buckingham, 
And tell them, 't1s the Queen and h,r Allies 
That fiir the King againfi 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 piece of s,ripture, 
Tell them that God bids us do good [;r evil: 
And thus I cloath my naked Villany 
With odd old Ends, fioln fo1th of Holy Writ .. 
And feern a Saint, when mofi I play the Devil .. 

Enter twG VIllains, 
Rut f0ft, here come my Exec11tioners: 

r How now my hardy fiout refclved Mates, 
lA re you now going ro difpatch this thing? 

r Pil. We are, my Lord, and come to have the warrant .. 
hat we may be :~dmitted, where he is. 
Gfg. W dl thought upon, I have it here about me: 

When you have done, repair tD Crrnby Phct'. 
B~r, Sirs, be fudden in the Execution, 

H4 Withal 



The Life 4nd Death 
Withal obd urate, do not hea• him plead; 
For C!arence is well-fpoken, and, perh~p~, . . 
May move your Hearts to p1ry, if you mark h1m. 

Pi!. Tut, rut, my Lord, we will not fland to prate, 
Tdkers are no good doers; be affur'd, 
We go to ufe our Hand~, and not our Tongues. 

Glo. Your Eyes drop MiE-frones, when Fools Eyes fall 
Tears. 

I like you Lads, about your buGnefs ll:raight. 
Go, go, difpatch. 

111. We will, my N able Lord. [Exeunt, 

S C E N E IV. 

Enur Chrence and Keeper. 
K-eep. Why I) s o G ce fo he v1'y to day f 
C!4r. 0 I h<Jve ) H mtreraolt' N1ght, 

S(} ful (J tearful ._ r£.~t c , " !!ly Stghcs, 
That, as I a • '"'' ·dl::an farthful Man, 
I W:Jll d n(, r f tnd an ,t he:-- f eh a N•ghr, 
I h 11gh ' rwere eo buy a world of hppy Days: 
So • H r id~ual T .rror was the t:mc. 

Kup V ar was your Drelm, my Lord, I pr:~y you tell me. 
Clur M. rhought~ that I h1d b 0ke., from the Towtr, 

Anci was m~a k'd ro cro(s to Burgundy, , 
An { 1n my Cr)mpa..,y _my Brorher Glo'jfer, 
Wno f,om my Cab1n tcmpred me to walk 
U pan the Hatchts. There we hok'd tow"' d England, 
And cited up ~ <h ,ur1 d heavy Times, 
During the \V m of York, ~nd Lancajler·, 
T!12t had b f1l'n m. As h pac'd aJ.mg 
U on tbe giddy fo')ting pf the Hatches, 
Meth·:mghC: that Glo'jltr frumbled, a·1d i·1 falling 
Struck mr, that thou~hr to fray him, over-board, 
Into the tumbling Billows of tre MJin. 
0 Lord, mtth'mght, whJt pain it was o drown! 
What dreadful Noire of Waters in mine Ears! 
w .. ar fignt~ of ugly Death within mine Eyes! 
Meth•mghrs, T faw a rh·)uf..nd fearful Wracks; 
A rhouf.md M '0 that Filhe~ gn2w' j upon: 
Wedges ofGo!d, great Ar.chm, h~Jpsof Pearl, 

I ne fr im1ble 



him, 

of Richard Ill. 
Inell:imable Stone~, unvalued Jewels 
All fcatter'd in the bottom of the Sea: 

I to pru~ Some lay in dead Mens Skulls, and in the holes 
Whtre Eyts did once inhabir, there were crept; 
As 'rwere in fcorn of Eyes, rdl cting Gems, 
That wo,)'J the flimy bottom of the Deep. . 
Aod m 1ck'd the dtad Bones that J~y fcatter'd by. 

Jes, 

FoolsEj:! 

Keep. HJd you fuch I. ifure in the time of Death, 
To gaze upon rh~ ()ecrt:ts of the Deep? 

Clar. Metnoughr I had, and often did I {hive 
[E~ To yield tlte Gbult; bur ftiJJ the envious Flood 

Stop'd m my Send, and would not let it forth 
To 6rJd the ~mpty, vaCl-, a,., d wand 'ring Air; 
But fmoth er'd Jt within my panting Bulk, 
Who almolt budl: to belch it in the Sea. 

Keep. Awak'd you not in th1s fore Agony l 
Clar. No, no, my Dream was lengthen'd after Li(e. 

0 then bFgan the Tempefi to my Soul: 
I pafi:, merhoughr, the melancholy Flood, 
With that four Ferry-man whi,h Poets writes of, 
Unro the Kmgdom of perpct a) Nighr. 
The tirfi that there d1d greet my Stranger-foul, 
Was my great Father-in-Law, renowned Warwic~ 
WtJO fpake aloud-What Scourge fur Perjury 
Can this dark Monarchy afford falfe C!artnce? 
And fo he vanilh'd. The:-~ came wand'ring by, 
A Shddow like an Angel, with brrtzht Hair 
Dlbbl' J in Blood, and he thriek'd out ~loud
Cl..lrence i~ come. f.lf~, fleeting, perjur'd Clarenu, 
That fiabb'd rne in the Field by Tew~sbury; 
Seize on him. Furies, take him Lnto Torment
Wnh that, merhought, a Legion of foul Fiends 
Inviron 'd me, and how led in mine Ears 
Such hideous Crie~, tbar with the very Noi{e, 
I, tremblifJ~, wak'd; and for~ feafon after 
Could not believe bur that I was in Hell: 
Such terrible Impreffions made my Dream. 

Keep. No marvel, Lord, tho' Jt alfrighted you, 
I am afr~id, mcthinks, to hear you teH it. 

C!ar. Ah Keeper, Ketpcr, I hive done thefe things, 
That now give evidence againfr my Soul, 

For 
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The Life mzd Death 
For Edward's fake; and fee how he requires me-. 
0 God! if my deep Prayers cannet ~ppeafe thee, 
But thou wilt be aveng'd on my M1fdeeds, 
Yet execute thy Wrath on me alone: . 
0 fpare my guiltlefs Wife, and my poor ChJidren. 
Keeper, I pritbee lit by me a-while, 
My Soul is heavy, and I fain would fleep. 

Keep. I will, my Lord, God give your Grace good refi. 
Enter Bukenbury the Lieutenant. 

Brak.; Sorrow breaks Seafons and repoGng hours, 
Makes the Night Morning, and the Noon-tide Night: 
Princes have but tht>ir Titles for their Glories, 
An outward Honour, for an inward Toil, 
And for unfelt Imagmat1ons, 
They ofren feel a world of reftlefs Cares: 
S:> that between their Titles and low Name, 
There"s nothing d :Jfers but the outward Fame. 

Enter two j/jl/aim. 
I Ytl. Ho, who,s here 1 
Brak. What would'll: thou, Fellow l And how c~m·n 

thou hither? 
2. Pil. 1 would fpeak with Clarence, and I came hither on 

my Legs. 
Bra~. What, fo brien 
I Yt/. 'Tts better, Sir, than to be tedious: 

Let him fee our Commiilion, and talk no more. 
Bra~ I am in this commanded, to deliver [Rt.tds. 

The Noble Duke of Clarence to your Hands. 
J will not reafon what is meant herehy, 
.Bccaufe I will be guiltlefs from the meaning. 
There Jyes the Duke afleep, and there the Keys. 
ru to the Kin~, and fignifie to him, 
That thus I have refign'd to you my ch1rge. [Exit. 

I Vd. You may, Sir, 'tis a point of Wifdom: 
Fare you well. 

: Pit. What, lhall we {hb him as he fleeps? 
1 Ytl. No; he'll fay 'rwas done cowardly, when he wake~. 
1 Vll. Why he thall never wake, until the great Judg· 

ment Day. 
I Pil. Why then he'll r~y, we flabb'd him fleeping. 
2. Pi!. The urging of that word Judgment bath bred a 

kind of Remnfe 10 me. ' 



et, 

!reo, 

of Rid1ard HI. 
I Pi!. What ? art thou afraid~ 
z. 17il. N ot to ki ll him, hJvmg a Warrant~ 

But to be damn'd for ki1Jmg him, from the which 
No Warrant can defenc m,. , 

1 Pit. I though t thou hadll been refolute. 
z Vt/. So I am, to lee n1m hve. 
r Vs/, I'll back to the Duk ·f Glo'f/er, :md tell him fo~ 

'egoodr~ 2. Vz/. Nay, pmhee flay a lmlt: 
rt. I hope this paffionate H umour of mine ,,, ill change; 
~urs, It was wont to hold me but a while one tells twenty. 
Nr~~:: I PiJ. How do~ thou fed t~y fe!f now l . . , 

1 2. Pi/. Some certatn dregs of Confc1ence are yet Wtthtn me. 
I Pi/, Remember the Reward, when the Deed's done. 
l Yt/. Come he dies: I had forgot the Reward. 
I Vtl. Where's thy Confcience r~ow ~ 
2. Pit. 0, in the Duke of G/o'.fler's Purfe. 
I f?i/. When he opens his Purfe to give us our Reward; 

thy Confcience fltes out. 
2. 11!. 'Tis no matter, let it go; there's few or none will 

hlHl entertain ir. 
r Vtl. What if it come to thee again~ 

nirl 2 J7il. I'll not meddle with it, it makes a Man a Coward: 
A Man cannot fieal, but it accufeth him; a Man cannot 
fwear, but it checks him; a Mm cannot lye with his Neigh
bour's Wife, but it detects him. 'Tis a blufhing 1lumc
fac'd Spirit, that mutinies in a Man's Bofom: It fills a Mao 

[!/nll of Obfiacles. It made me once rellore a Purfe of Gold 
that. by chance, I found. It beggars any Man that keeps 
ir. It is turn'd out of Towns and Cities for a dangerous 
thiAg, and every Man that means to Jive well. endeavours 
to tru!l: himfdf, and Jive without it. 

r Pit. Tis even now at my Elbow, perfuading me not t<t 
fE kill the Duke. 

' 2 PI/. Take rhe Devil in thy mind, and believe him not: 
He would infinuue with thee but to make thee figh. 

I P'il. I am flrong fram'd, he cannot prevail wich me. 
11 2. ~/. Spoke like a tall Man, that refpects thy Reputation~ 

Come, 11Hll we fall to work? 
J~ I 10/, Take him on the Cofl:ard, wi•h the Hilt o! t11y 

Sword, and then throw him iCJto the Malmfie·butt in the next R.o:Jm, 
or:· 

:. Pi!. 
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2 Pil. 0 excellent Device, and make a Sop of him. 
I Pil. Sofr, he wakes. 
2. Pit. Stnke. 
I Ytl. No, we'll reafon with him. · . 
Clar. Where art thou, Keeper~ Give me a Cup of W tne. 
2 Ytl. You ihall have Wine enough, my Lord, anon. 
Clar. lo God's Name what art thou~ 
:r Pi/. A Man, as you are. 
Ciltr. But not as lam, Royal. 
I J7il. Nor you as we are, Loyal. 
Ckir. Thy Voice is thunder, but thy Looks are .humble. 
I Pi/. My Voice is now the King's, my Looks mtne own. 
Oar. How darkly, and how deadly dofl: thou !peak~ 

Your Eyes do menace me: Why look you pale? · 
Who fenc you hither? wherefore do you come~ 

:z. J7il. To, to, to,..__ __ _ 
C!Ar. To Murther me! 
Both. Ay, ay. \_ 
Clttr. You fcarcely l)3Ve the Hearts to tell me fo; 

And therefore cannot h~ve the Hearts to do it. 
Wherein, my Friends, have I offended you ? 

1 Pi!. Offended us you have not, but the King. 
Oar. I flail bl! reconciJ\d to him again. 
2. J7il. Never, my Lord, therefore prepare to dye. 
CIAr. Are you dr:~wn forth among a World of Men, 

To fl1y the Innocent}' What's my Offence? 
Where is the Evidence thJC doth accufe me; 
What lawful Quell: have given lheir Verdiel up l 
Unto the frowninJ Judge? Or wbo pronounc'd I. 
The bitter Sentence of poor CL~rence's Death~ A 
Before I be convi8: by courfe of Law, V 

To threaten me with Death, is mofl unlawful. 1 
1 charge you, as you hope for :~ny goqd nefs. 
Tlut you depart, an:i lay no Hands on me: 
The deed you underrake is damnable. , 

1 Ml. What we will do, we do upon comm2ncf. 
2. Vtt. And he that hath commmded,. is our K1ng. 
Clar. Erroneous Valf.tlr, the great Ktng of Kin·~ 

Hath in the Table ofhis Law commanded, 0 B 
Thlt Thou thalt do no Murrh~r; Will y ,)u then 
Spurn at his Edicts, and fulfil a M.w's ~ 



Take heed, for he holds Vengeance in his Hand 
~ · To hurl upon their Heads that break his Law. 

2 Pi/. And that fame V cngeance doth he hurl on thee 
For falfe forf wearing, and for Murrher too: 

fir Thou didll: receive'"che Slcramenr, to fight 
1 In quarrel of the Hot~fe of Lancajler. 

I Ptl. And like a Traitor to the name of God, 
Didll: break that Vow, and with thy treacherous blade, 
Unrip'dll: the Bowels of thy Soveraign's Son. 

2. 111. Whom thou wafi fworn to cheriih and defend; 
I ri/. How canfi thou urge God's dreadful Law to m, 

When thou hall: broke it in fuch high degree I 
Ol Cl4r. Alas! for whofe fake did I that ill dec:d! 

For Edward, for my Brother, for his fake. 
He knds you not to murther me for this: 
For in that fin he is as deep as I. 
If God will be avenged f.Jr the deed, 
{) know you yet, he cloth it publickJy, 
Take not the quarrel from his powerful Arm : 
He nefds no in~ire&, or 1awlefs courfe, 
To cut off th< fe that hhc offended him. 

I Vil. Who mo1de thee then a bloody Minifier, • 
When gallant fpringing brave Piantagenet, 
That PrirceJy Novice, was firuck dead by thee:.? 

Oar. My Brothe, ' s Love, the Devil, and my llage~ 
I Vti. Thy Brother's Love, our Duty, and thy FauJts, 

Provoke us hither now, to flaughter thee. 
Clar. If you do love my Brother, hate not me: 

I am his Brother, and I love him well. 
If you are hir'd for meed, go back again, 
And I will fend you to my Brother G/o'fter: 
Who fhall reward you better for my Life, 
Than Ed1JJard will for tidings of my Death. 

2. f/i/, You are deceiv'd, 
Your Brother Gio'fter hates you. 

Clllr. Oh no, he loves me, and he holds me dear: 
Go you to him from me. 

I Vi/. Av, fo we W11l. 
Clar. TtJil l1im, when that our princely Father Tor~ 

Blcfi his three Sons with his victorious Arm~ 
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He little thought of this divided Friendfuip: 
Bid Glo'fter think on this, and he will weep. 

1 Pit. Ay, M1lfr •nes; as he ldfon'd us to weep. 
Clar. 0 do not flander h1m, for he is kwd. 
I V'sl. Right, as Snow in Harvcfi: 

Come, you deceive yottr felf, 
~Tis he that fc:nds us to defi:roy you here. 

Clt~r. It cannot be, for he l.:>ewept my Forture. 
And hugg'd me in his Arm~, and fwore wnh fobs, 
That he would labour my Delivery. 

I Pit. Why fo he dorh, when he delivers you 
Fwm this Earth's thraldom, to the joys of H c:av'n. 

:z. Pit. Make peace with God, for }OU mull: die, my Lord. 
Clar. Have you that holy ft.eling 10 your Souls, 

To counfd me to make my peace with God, 
And are you yet to your own Souls [o blind, 
That you will War with God, by murd'ring me~ 
0 Sirs, confider, the:y that fet you on 
To do this deed, will hate you for the deed, 

2 Vi!. What iliall we do~ 
Clar. Relent, and fave your Souls: 

Which of you, if you were a Prince's Son, 
Being pent from Liberty. as I am now, 
If two fuch Murtherers as your {elves c•me to you, 
Would not intreat for life, u you would beg 
Were you in my difi:refs. 

1 Pll. Relend no; >ris cowardly and womanilh. 
Ctar. Not to relenr, is beafily, favage, devililh. 

My Friend, I fpy fame pity in thy looks: 
0, if thine Eye be not a Flatterer, 
Come thou on my fide, and inrreac for me, 
A bePging Prince what Beggar ptties not 1 

2 Vit. Look behind you, my Lord. 
I f/il, Take th.u, and that; if all this will not do; 

, • • [ StAIJS him. 
I 11 drown you In the Malmfey·Butt wtthin. [Exit. 

1. f/11. A bloody deed, and defperately difpatcht: 
HJw fain, like Pilau, would I wafu my Hands 
Of this mofi grievous Murther. 

Ar 



Enter firft Piilllin. 
I f/11. How now~ what mean'ft thou that thou 'help'll 

me not ? By Heav'n, the Duke thall know how flack you 
have been. 

z f7il. 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, [Exit. 

I Vil. So do not I; go Coward as thou art. 
Well, l'U go hide the Body jn fome hole, 
'Till that the Duke give order for his Burial: 
And when I have my Meed, I will away; 
For this will oHt, and then I mull not fiay. [E~:;;; 

A C T II. S C E N E I. 
F/1urijh. Enter King Edwardftck_, the fl!!_een, Dorfet, Ri

vers, Hafl:ings, Catesby, Buckingham, 11nd Woodvi1. 

K. Edw.WH Y fo; now have r done a good day's work. 
You Peers continue this united League: 

I every Day expect an Embaffage 
From my Redeemer, to redeem me hence. 
And more in peace my Soullhall part to Heav'n, 
Since I have make my Friends at peace on Earth; 
Haftings and Rivers, take e.acb others hand, 
Dilfemble not your Hatred, fwear your Love. 

Rw. By Heav'n, my S>ul is purg•d from bearing Hate, 
And with my Hand I feal my true Heart's Love. 

Haft. So thrive I, as I truely 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 fallhood, and award 
Either of you to be the others end. 

Haft. So profper I, as I fwear perfect Love. 
Riv. And I, as I love Hajlings with my Heart; • 
K. EdJv. Madam, your felf is not exempt from this t* 

Nor you Son Dor[et, Buckjngham nor you; 
You have been faClious one againfi the other. 

Wife; 
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Wife. love Lord H4lings, let him kifs your Hand, 
And what you do, do •t unfe•gnedly. 

Q_ueen. There Haftmgs. [ will neve: more remember 
Our former hatred, io thrive I. and mme. 

K. Edw. DDr{et, embrace him: 
Haftin,gs, love Lord Marquefs. 

Dorf. This interchange of Love, I here protefl: 
:Upon my part, .tball be inviolable. 

Haft. And fo f wear I. 
K. Edw. Now Princely Buckingham, fcal thou this Le2gue 

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 with all duteous Love, [To the Q!!een. 
Doth cheri.tb you and yours, God punith me 
With hate in thofe where I expeCt mofl: love: 
When I have moll need to imploy a Friend, 
And moO: a!fured that he is a Friend, 
Dtep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile-, 
But he unto me; this do 1 beg of Heaven, 
When I am cold io love, to you or yours. 

[Embracing River~, &c. 
K. Edw. A pleafiog Cordial, Princely BuckJ.ngham, 

Is this thy Vow unto my fickly i-Je;w. 
There wantetb now our Brother Glo'fter here, 
To make rhe blelfed Period of thi) Pc:ace. 

Buck.: And in good 1ime, 
Here comes Sir Richard Ratcliff, and the Duke. 

Enter Ratcldf 1111d Gloucdl: 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 (welling wrong incenfed Peers. 

Glo. A ble!fed Labour, my mofl: 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 R.age 
Have ought committed that is hardly born, • 
To any in this Prefence, I defire 

B 
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To reconcile me to his friendly Peace: 
'Tis death to me to be at Enmity ; 
I hate it, and defire ~u good Mens love. 
Firfr, Madam, I intreat true peace of you, 
Whtch I will purchafe with my duteous Service. 
Of you my noble Coufin B~tckingham, 
If ever any grudge were Jodg'd between us. 
Of you, and you, Lord Rivers and of Dorfet, 
That all without defert have frown'd on me: 
Of you Lord Woodvil, and Lord Scales of you, 
Dukes, Earls, Lord~. Gentlemen, indeed of all. 
I do not know that Englifhman alive, 
With whom my Soul is any jot at odds, 
More than the Infant that is born to night; 
I thaAk my God for my Humility. 

Oueen. A Holy-day thaJI this be kept hereafter; 
I . .;;uld to God all firifes were wellcompourded. 
My Soveraign Lord, I do befeech your Highnefs 
To take our Brother Clarence to your Grace. 

Glo. Why, Madam. have I offer'd Love for this, 
To be fo flouted in this Royal Prefence? 
Who knows not thatthe gentle Duke is dead~ [They 111/ ftari 
,You do him injury to fcorn his Coarfe. 

K. Edw. Who knows not he is dead 1 
Who knows he is? .. 

Q!!een. All·feemg Hea\''n, what a World is this~ 
B11ck_: Look I fo pale, Lord Dorjet, as the rtfi? 
Dorf. Ay, my good Lord; and no Man in the prefencc 

But his red Colour hath forfook his Cheeks. 
K. Edw. Is Ciaren&e dead? the Order was revers' d. 
Glo. But he, poor Man, by your firfi: Order died, 

·And that a winged Mercury did bear: 
Some tardy Cripple bare the Countermand, 
That come too hg to fee him buried. 
God grant, that frJme le(s Noble, and lds Loyal, 
Nea1er in bloody Thoughts, and not in Blood, 
Deferve no worle than wretched Clarence d1d, 
And yet go currant frl)m fufricion. 

Enter E.lr[ of Derby. 
Derhy. A boon, my So,·c:wgn, {or my SQrvice done. 

' r • 

K. Edw. I priLhee peact·, my Soul i~ Jull of Sorrcw. 
, VoL. IV. I Derhf. 



'1 he Life and Deatb 
'· Derby. I will not rif~, unltfs your Highnefs htar m;• 

K. Edw. Then fay at o.,ce, wh.t IS it thou r,equ.dlll. 
DerbJ. The forfeit, Soveraign, of my Servants L1fe, 

Who flew to day a riotous Gentlfman, 
Lately attendant on the Duke of Norfolk..: 

K. Edw. Have I a Tongue to doom my Brother's Death~ 
And tlull that Tongue give pardon to a Slave? 
My Brother kill'd no MJn, h1s Fault was Thoughr, 
And yet hts punilhment was bitter Death. 
Who fued to me for him~ Whn, in-my v.ratr, 
Kneel'd at my Fe t; and b1d me be adv1s'd! 
Who fpok ~ of Brotherhood~ who fpoke in love? 
Who told me, how the poor SoH} did forfake 
The mighty Warwic~ and did fight fur me! 
Who told me, in the Fi.dd at Tewksbury, 
When Oxford had me down, he rdcutd me? 
And faid, .dear Brother live, and be a Kmg ~ 
Wh:") told 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 thif"l and naked, to the numb cold Night? 
All this from my Rememorance, brutilh wrath 
Sinfully pluckr, and not a Man of you 
Had fo much Grace to put it in my Mind. 
But when your Carters, or your waiting V .Affals 
Have done a drunken Slaughrer, and defa,'d 
The precious Image of our dear Redetmer, 
You ftraight are on your Kmes for Pardnn, Pardon, 
And I, unjufHy too, mufi grant it you. 
But for my Brother, not a Mm would fpeak 
Nor I, ~ngracious, fpake unro my felf ' 
For him, poor So~l. Th.e p~oudefi of you sll, 
:Have been behold10g to h1m m his Life: 
Yet none of you, would once beg for his Life. 
0 God! I fear tlty J ufiice will take hold 
On me, .. and you; and mine, and yours for this. 
Come Haftings help me to my Clofet. 
Ah poor Clarence. [Exeunt fome with the K;ng and Oum: 

Glo. This is the fruits of Rafhneis: Mark'd you nm 
How du-e the kin~red of !he _qu~~n - , 
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r m;, Look'd pale, when they did hear of Cl4rence's Death l 

0 ! they d1d urge it fl:ill unto the King, 
God wlll revenge it. Come, Lord$, will you go, 
To comf01t Edward with our Company? 

I 6 j 1 

B1~ck; We wait upon your Grace. [ ExtHnt~ 

S C E N E Il. 

Enter the DHtchefs of York, with the two Children of 
Clarence. 

Son. Good Grand am tell us, is our Father dead~ 
Dutch. No, Boy. 
Daugb. Why do you weep fo oft? and beat your Breaft ~ 

And cry, 0 C!arence! my unhappy Son ? 
Son. Why do you look on us, and lhake your Head, 

And call us Orphans, Wretches, Callaways. 
lf that our Noble Father were alive? 

Dutch. My pretty Coufinr, you mifiake me both, 
I do lament the Sicknefs of the King, 
As loth to lofe him, not your Father's Death; 
It were lofl: Sorrow to wail or.e that's loll. 

Son. Then you conclude, my Grandam, he is dead~ 
The King mine Uncle is to bl.!me for it. 
God will revenge it, whom I will importur.e 
WJth earnefl: Prayers, all to that effect. 

Daugh. And fo will I. 
D11tch. Peace, Children, peace; the King doth love you 

Incapable and thallow Innocents, [well. 
You cannot gucfs who caus'd your Father's Dearh. 

Son. Grandam, we can; for my good Urcle GID'fter 
Told me, the King, provok'd to it by the Q!Jeen, 
Dcvis'd Impeachments t@ imprifon h1m; 
And when my Uncle told me fo, he wept, 
And pitied me, ane kindly kifl: my Cheek; 
Bad me rely on him, as on my Father, 
And he would love me dearly as a Child. 

Dutch. Ah I that Deceit ihould flea! fuch gentie ·shape~ 
'And with a virtuous Vizard hide deep VIce. 
He is my Son, ay, and rh rein my Sh me.', 
Yet f!o~ my Dugs he drew not this deceit. 

I :(, ~~~r.. 
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Son. Think you my Uncle did diffemble, Grandam ~ 
Dutch. Ay, Boy. . . . 
Son. I c:onnot chink it. Hark, what no& J$ th1s? 

Emcr the Oueen 7JJi!h her Hair about her Ears, Rivers 
..___ and Dorfet after her. 

Cueen. Ab! who fhal1 hinder m~ to wail and weep r 
To~ide my Fortune, and torment my felf? 
I'll join with black Defpair againfi my Soul, 
And to my f.If become an Enemy--

Dutch. What means this Scene of rude Impatiencd 
Qf!een. To make an aB: of Tragick Violence. 

Edward, my Lord, thy Son, our King is dead. 
Why g•o.v the Brtnches, when the Root is gone.<' 
Why wither not the Leaves that want their Sap? 
If you willliv~, lament; if die, be brief; 
Th1t our fw ifc-winged Souls may catch the King's, 
Oc like obedient Subje8:s follow him, 
To his new Kingdom of ne~er changing Night. 

Dutch. Ah, fo much interdl. have I in thy Sorrow, 
As I had Title to thy Noble Husband; 
I have bewept a worthy Husband's Death, 
And Iiv'd with looking on his Images; 
But now two Mirrors of his Princely femblance, 
Are crack'd in piece>, by malignant Death, 
And I fur comfort h~ve but one falfe Glafs, 
That grieves me when I fee my Shame in him. 
Thou art a Widow, yet thou art a Mother, 
And hafr the comfort of thy Children left; 
But Dtath hath fnarch'd my Husb~nd from miMe Arms, 
Ar:d pkckt two Crutches from my feeble Hands, 
Clarence and Edward. 0, what caufe have I, 
(Thine beirg but a moiety of my moan) 
·.eo o<cr-g<> thy Woes, and drown thy Cries. 

San. Ah Am;t! you wept not for our Father's Death• 
How can we aid you with our Kindred Tcan ~ ' 

Dau 'h. Our Fatherlefs di firefs was left unmoan'd 
Your Widow dolour likewife be unwept. ' 

Q!ieen. Give me no help in Lamentation. 
I am not barren to bring forth Complaints: 
All Spri ,gs reduce their currents to mine F. ye5, 

That I being go~ern'd by the watry Moon, 
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May fend forth plenteous Tears to drown the World. 
Ah, for my Husband-for my deu Lord Edw.1rd

Chil. Ah, for our Fa(her, for our deu Lord Clarwce. 
Dutch. Alas, for both, lnth mine, EdJlJttrd and C/armce. 
Qf!~m. What fray h~d I, but Edward? and he's gone. 
ChtL. What fiay had we, but CLarmce? and he's gone. 
Oueen. Was never Widow had fo dear a Lofs • .._, 
Ch1l. Were never Orphans had fo dear a L,,(s. 
Dutch. Was never Mother htd fo dear a lofs. 

Al~s I I am the Mother of thtfe Griefs, 
The:r Woes are parcell'd, mine is general. 
She for an Edward weeps, and [J do I; 
I f)r a Clarence weep, fo doth not fhe; 
Thefe Babfs for Ctarence weep, fo do not thfy. 
Alas I you three, on me threefold difirefr 
Pour all your Tears, I am your S')rrows N urfe, 
And I will pamper it with Lamentati<?n. 

Dorf. Comfort, dear Mothtr; God is much difplras'd, 
That you rake with unth~nkfulnef, his doing. 
In common worldly Things 'cis call'd ungrateful. 
With dull unwillingnefs to repay a Debt, 
Which with a bounteous Hand was kindly lent: 
Much more to be thus oppofire with Heav'n, 
For it reqt ires the Royal Debt it lent you. 

Rivers. Madam, betbir.k you like a cartful Mother 
Of the young Prince your Son; ferd firaight fur him, 
Lee him be crown'd, in him your comfort lives. 
Drown defperate Sorrow in dead Edw.crd's Grave, 
And plant your Joys in Jjving Edward's Thror.t'. 

Enter Gloucefier, Buckingham, Derby, Hafiings and 
Ratclitf. 

Glo. Sifier, have comfort, all of us have ca•1fe 
To wail the dimming of 0ur fhining Star: 
But none can help cur harms by wailing them. 
Madam, my Mother, I do cry you Mercy, 
I did not fee your G. ace. Humbly on my Knee 
I crave your Bleffing. 

D11tch. God blefs thee, and put Meeknefs in thy Breafr, 
Love, Charity, Obedience, and true Duty. 

I 3 Gt,. 
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Gl(}, Amen, and make me die a good old Man~ 

That is the butt end of a Mother's Bldftng; 
I marvel that her Gr~ce diJ leave it out. 

Buck..: You cloudy Princes, and hc:art-forrowing Peers, 
That bear this mutual heavy load of Moan~ 
Now cheer each other in each others Love; 
Though we have fpent our Harvefi of this King, 
W ' :~ re to reap the Harvt fi of h1s Se>n. 
The broken ra 'lcor of y0ur high·fwoln hates, 
But lately fplinter'd, knit and join'd rogether, 
M.,fi gently be preferv'd, cheriilit and kept: 
Me feemeth good, that with fome little Train, 
Forthwith from Lt1dlow the young Prince be fet, 
Hither to London, to be crown'd our King. 

Riv. Why with fome little Train, 
My Lord ot Bucl:.!:.ngham ? 
Buc~ Marry, my Lord, lefi, by a Multitude, 

The new-hcal'd wound ofM41ice lhouJd break out, 
Which would be fo much the more dangerous, 
By how much the Efiate is green, and yet ungovern'd. 
Where every H fe bem his commanding Rein, 
And may direcc his courfe as ple-fe himfelf, 
As well the fear of harm, as harm apparenr, 
In my Opinion, ought to be prevented. 

G/(}, I hope the King made Peace with a11 of us, 
And rhe compacc is· firm and true in me. 

Riv. And fo in me, and fcJ, I think, in all, 
Yet lince it is but green it Lbould be put 
To no apparent likelyhood of breach, 
\Vhich haply by ~uch Company mi~ht be urg'd; 
Therefore I fay, wtth Noble Bttckjngham, 
That it is meet fo few ihould fetch the Prince. 

Haft. And fo fay I. 
Glo. Then be it fo, and go we to determine 

Who they Lhall be that. frreight €hall pofl: to London. 
Madam, and you my Stfier, will you go, 
To give your Cenfures in this Bufinefs? [E.\'eMnt. 

[ Mttnent Buckingham and Gloucdler. 
Bt~ck. My Lord, whoev~r journies to the Prince 

For God's fake let not us two fray at home; 1 

For by the way, I'll fore occafioo, 

As 
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As Index to the StGry we lately talk'd of, 
To parr the Queen's proud Kindred from the Prince. 

Glo. My other felf, my Counfel's Confifiory, 
My Oracle, my Prophet, my d(ar C01:1fin, 
I, as a Chtld, will go by thy direction. 
Toward Londtm then, for we'll not fiay behind. [E.wtmt. 

S C E N E Ill. 

Enter one Citi::z::.en at one Dt~or, and amther at the other. 

I Cit. Good morrow, N etghbo'ur, whither away fo fall~ 
2 Crt. I promife you I hardly know my fe1f: 

Hear you the N--ws abroad! 
I Cit. Yes, the Ktng is de~d. 
2 Cit. Ill News by'r Lady, feldom comes the better: 

I fear, I fear, 'twill prove a giddy World. 
Enter amther Citi::z::.en. 

3 Cit. Neighbours, God fpeed. 
I Cit. Give you good morrow, Sir. 
3 Ctt. D:nh theN ews hold of good King Edward's Death ? 
:z. Cit. Ay, Sir, it is coo true, God help the while. 
3 Cit. Then M1ficrs look to fee a croublous World. 
I Cit. No, no, by Go~'s good Grace, his Son 1h~ll Reign. 
3 Cit. Wo to that Land that's govern'd by a Child. 
2. Ctt. In him there is a hope of Government: 

Which in his Non-age, Counfel under him, 
And in his full and ripened Years, himfdf 
No doubt lhall then, :md 'till then govern well. 

1 Cit. So fiood the State when Henry the Sixth 
Was crown'd in Paris, but at nine Months old. 

3 Cit. Stood the Sratc fo! No, no, good Friends, God wot; 
For then this Land was famouily enrich'd 
With politick grave Counfel; then the King 
Had virtuous Uncles eo protect his Grace. 

I Cit. Why fo bath this, borh by his Father and 1.\tlother. 
3 Cit. Better it were they all came by his Father; 

Or bv his Father there were none at all : 
For Emulation, who 1hall r,ow be neardl, 
WiJI touch us all tco near, if God pre\'ent not, 
0 full of danger is the Duke of Glo'fter, 

I 4 And 
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. And the Queen's S:ms, and Brothers, haught and proud: 
And were they to be rul'd, and not to rule, · 
This fickly Land might folace as before. . 

1 Cit Come come we fear the worfi, all w11l be well. 
3 Cit.' When, Cloud; are feen, w'ife Men put on their Cloak!; 

When great Leaves [Jil, then Winter is at han_d; · 
When the Sun ft:ts, who doth not look for Ntght? 
Untimely Storm~ make Men expect a Dearth: 

. All may be well; but if God fort it fo, 
~Tis more than we deferve, or I expect. 

2. Cit. Truly the Hearts of Men are full of fear: 
You cannot reafon, almofr, with a Man 
That looks not heavily, and full of dread. 

3 Cit. Before the days of Change, llill is it fo; 
By a divine infiinct Mens Minds mithufi 
Purfuing Danger; as by proof we · fee 
The Water fwell before a bodl:'rous Storm; 
But leave it all to God. Whither away! 

2. Cit. Marry we were fent for to the J ufiices. 
3 Cit. And fo was I, I'll bear you Company. [Exeunt. 

S C E N E lV. 

Enter Archbijhop ojYo1k, the young Duk,: of York, the 
Q.!!een, and the DHtchefs • 

.Arch. Lall Night I heard they lay at Stony Stratford, 
And at Northampton they do rcft to Night : 
To mPrrow Dr next day they will be here. 

Dutch. I long with all my Heart to fee the Prince; 
1 h<'v he is much grown lince lall: I faw him. 

f2!!een. But 1 i•ear no, they fay my Son of Tork, 
Has lmo( 0verraken him 10 h1s g-owth. 

Tork. Ay, Mother, bur I would not have it fo. 
Dut,h. W •y, my g.1<;d C.mfin, it is good to grow; 
urk_; Grand1m, on,e N•ght a~ '!'e did fit at Supper, 

My Uncle Rivers talk d how I drd grow 
M"re than my Jk-ther. Ay, quoth my Uncle Glo'fter~ 
Small Hc:rbs have Grace, great Weeds do grow apace. 
And fince, methmks I would not grow fo fall, 
Becaufe fwec:t Flowers are flow, and Weeds make ha.ll:e. 

Dutch. 
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Dutch. Good faith, g0od faith, the faying did not hold 
In him that did object the fame to thee. 
He was the wretched'll: thing when he was young, 
So long a growing, and fo Jcifurely, 
That if his Rule were true, he ihould be gr~cions, 

Yorlz.. And fo no doubt he is, my gracious Madam. 
Dutch. I hope he is, but yet let Mothers doubt. 
Tor~ Now by my troth, if I had been rcmtmbred, 

I could have given my Uncle's Grace a flout 
To touch his growth, nearer than he touch'd mine. 

Dutch. Ho~t, my young Tor~ 
I prithte let me hear a. 

Tor~ Marry, they fay, my Uncle grew fo fafi, 
.That he could gnaw a Crufl at two Hours old; 
'Twas full two Years e'er I could get a Tooth. 
Grandam, this would have been a biting Jell:. 

Dutch. I prithee, pretty York, who told thee this? 
York_. Grandam, his Nurfe. 
Dutch. His Nurfe! why ihe.was dead e'er thou wafl: born. 
York_. If'twcre not the, I cannot telJ who told me. 
fl.!!em. A parlous Boy -Go to, you are to~ fiaewd. 
Dutch. Good Madam, be not angry w.th a Ch1ld. 
Qf!.em. Pitchers have Ears. 

Enter a Meffinger • 
.Arch. Here comes a Me!fenger: Wlm News? 
M ef. Such New~, my Lord, as grieves me to report. 
f2.!!een. How cloth the Prince? 
Mef. Well, Madam, ar;d in Health. 
Dutch. What is thy News? 
Me.f. Lord Rivers, and Lord Grq, 

Are fent to Pomfret, :~nd with them 
Sir 7homas P"at~ghan, Prifoners. 

Dutch. Who hath committed them? 
Me.f. The mighty Dukes, Glo'fter and BHckjngham. 
Arch. For whu Offence? 

· Me f. Tha fu m of all I can, I have difclos'd: 
Why. or for what~ the Nobles were committed, 
h all unknown to me, my gracious Lord. 

f2!!w•. Ah me! l fee the ruin of my Houfe ; 
The figer now hnth feiz'd the gentle Hind. 
Infi1lting Tyranny begins to jut 
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Upon the innocent and awlefs Throne; 
W ekome DeflruCl:ion, Blood and Maffacre, 
J fee .. as in a Mlp, the end of all. 

Dutch. Accurfed and unquiet wrangling D.1ys, 
How many of you have mine Eyes beheld; 
My Husband loll: his Life to get the Crown. 
And often up and down my Sons were tofi, 
For me to joy and weep, their gain and Jofs. 
And being {eated, and Domefttck broils 
Clean over blown, them{CJves, the Conqnenr• • 
. Make War upon themfelves, Brother to Brother, 
Blood to Blood, felf againfl: fdf: 0 prepofi'rous 
And frantick 0 1tr~ge! end thy damned Spleen, 
Or let me die, to look on Earth no more. 

Qtmn. CG)me, come, my Boy, we will to SanCl:uary. 
Madam~ farewel. 

Dutch. Stay, I will go with you. 
Oueen. You have no caufe. 
Arch~ My gracious Lady, go, 

And thither bear your Treafure and your Goods, 
fo11 tny part, I'll refign unto your Grace 
The Seal I keep, and fo betide it me, 
.As well I tender you, and all of yours. 
Go, I'll condutt you to the Santtuary. [ ExeN.t. 

A C T Ill. S C E N E I. 
r.Ibe Trumpets found. Enter Prince of Wale's, the Dukp .[ 

Gloucefl:er 11nd Buckingham, Archbijhop, with others. 

8.Jlck.WE.lcome fweet Prince to Londm, 
To your Ch~ml-,er. 

Glo. Welcome dear Coufin. my thoughts Sovereign, 
The weary way hath made you Melarcholy. 

Prince. ~ o, U: ncle, bur <;>ur cro£Tes on the W ~y 
Have made tt tediOus, weartfom and Lca\ty. 
l want more Uncles here to welcome me. 

Glo. S .veet Prince, the untainted Virtue of your years 
lhth not yet div'd into the \Vorld•s deceit: 

Nt 
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No more can you difl:inguith of a Man. 
Than of his outward thew, which, God he knows~ 
Seldom or never jumpeth with the Hta1 t. 
Thofe Uncle$ which you \¥"ant were dmgcrous: 
Your Grace attended to their fitger' d \Vo1 ds, 
But look'd not on the poifon of their Hearts: 
God keep you from them, and from fi,cb falft: Friends. 

PriNce. God keep me from f,!lfe Fritnds. 
But they were none. 

Glo. My Lord, the Mayor of 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: 
, 1 thought my Mother, and my Brother Yorly 

Would long e'er this have met us on the way. 
Fie, what a £lug is Haftings, that he comes not 
To tell us, whtther they wilJ come or no. 

Enter Lord Hafl:ings. 
Buck:_ And in good time, here comes the fweating Lord. 
Prince. Welcome, my Lord ; whar. will our Mother come f 
Haft. On what Occafion God he knows~ not I, 

The Queen your Mother, and your Brother York, 
[b Have raken Sanctuary; the render Prince 
' Would fain have come with me to meet your Graee, 

But by his Mother was perforce wich·held. 
Buck. Fie, what an indirect and pw .. ifh courfe 

I. Is this of hers? Lord Cardinal, will your Grace 
Perfuade the Queen to fend the Duke of York 

))rl Unto his princely Brother prefently ?. 
1rk If tne deny, Lord Haflings, you go with him, 

And from her jealous Arms pluck him perforce • 
.Arch. My Lord of Buckjngham, if my weak Oratory 

Can from his Mother win the Duke of Yor~ 
Anon expect him here; but if lhe be obdurate 
To mild Entreaties, God forbid 
We thould infi·inge the holy Privilege 
0f blelfed SanCtuary; not for all th~s Land 

., Would I be guilty of fo great Sin. 
) Buck:_ You are coo fenfc:lcfs obRinate, my Lord, 
Too ceremonious and traditional. 

~eigh 
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Weigh it but with che grofsnef~ ?f thi~ Age~ 
You bt ak uot Sa116hury, in fr•zmg htm; 
The be1 fir thereof is always grant.:.d ,, 
To tbo~.: whofe riealings have d ... ~ ~v'd the >Plac~., 
A nd tnofe who have the wit ta c :urn the I I.~ce • 
Thts Pr-i >ce bat11 never claim'd ir, nor deferv'd it, 
Thertfore, in mtne Opi 1ion, cannot h~ e it. 
Then taking him from thence that is not there, 
You break no Pri vile~e nor Charter there: 
Oft have I heard of SanCl:uuy Men, 
But SanCtuuy Chi!Jren, ne'tr 'till now. . 

.Arch. My Lord, you Gull o'er-rule my Mtnd for once. 
Come on, Lord Haflings, will you go wtth me! . 

Haft, I f!O, my Lord. [Exeunt Archbijhop and Hafbngs. 
Prince. Good Lord>, make all the fpeedy ha fie you may. 

Say, Uncle Glo'_fter, if our Brother come, 
Where llull we fojourn 'till our Coronation? 

Glo. Where it feems befr unto your Royal fe 1£, 
If I m1y coun!el you, fnme day or two 
Your Highnefs llt3ll repof~ you at the Tower: 
Then where you pleafe, and iliall be thought mofi fit 
For your bell: Health and Recreation. . 

Prince. I do noc like the Tswer of any Place; 
Did .rultus Cttfar build that Place, my Lord~ 

Buck.: H~ d:d, my gracious Lord, begin that Place, 
Whu:h finct>, fucceedirg Ages have re-edify'd. 

Prince. Is it upon Record? or elf;! repotted 
S.Jcce!fivdy from Age to Age he built it? 

Buck. Upon Record, my gracious Lord. 
Pri~ce. But fay, my_ Lord, it were not Regifhed, 

Methwks the Truth lltould live from Age to Aoe 
As 'cwere retail'd to all Po!l:e1 i•y, 

0 
' 

E ve'l to the reneral ending Day. 
Gto. S.-> wife, fo young, •they fay do never live long. 
Prmce. What fay you, Uncle? 
Glo. I f~y. without Characters Fame lives long. 

Thus, like the formal Vice, Iniquity, [Ajdt. 
I moralize two meaning~ in one Word. 

Prilsce. That 7nlius C.tfor was a famous Man· 
With what his Valour did enrich his Wit ' 
His Wtt fet down, to make his Valour Ii~e: 

Death 
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Death makes no Conquefi: of his Conqueror; 
For now he lives in Fame. though not in Life. 
I'll tell you what, my Coufin BuckinghAm. 
Buc~ Wha , my gucious Lord l 
Prince. And if I hve until I be a M an, 

I'll win our ancient Rigat in France agam, 
Or die a Soldier, as I liv'd a King. 

Gto. Short Summers lightly have a forward Spring; 
Enter York, Hailing~, and Archbijbop. 

Euciz:. Now in good time, here C( m's the D ke of Jor~ 
Prince. Richard of Yor~ how fues cur NcbJc Brothed 

f~1 1 Yor~ Well, my dear Lord, fo mu fi: I call you now. 
Prince. Ay, Brother, to oLr Grid, :s it is }OU1s; 

H Too hte he dy'd that mig~ t I ~ve kept that Tile, 
p;: Which by his Death hath JoH mPch Majefiy. 

G/(J, How fares our Cnufi , , Noble Lord of YorlzJ 
Yor~ I thank you, gentle U nde. 0 my Lo1 d, 

You faid, that idle Weeds an. fafi in growth: 
The Prince my Brother hath outgrown me far. 

Glo. He hath, my Lord. 
York: And therefore is he idle? 
Glo. Oh my fair Coufin I mufi: not fay fo. 
1ork· Then he is more beholden to you than I. 
Glo. He may command me as my Sovereigr, 

But you have power in me, as in a Kinfman. 
York. I pray you, Uncle, give mt· this Dagger. 
Glo. My Dagger, little Coufin? with all my Heart. 
Prince. A Beggar, Brother l 
York: Of my kind Uncle, that I know wi!J give# 

And being a Toy it is no grief to give. 
Glo. A greater Gift than that I'll give my Coufin. 
Yor~. A gre:~ter Gifr? 0, that's the Sword to ir. 
Glo. Ay, gertle Coufin, were it light enough. 

w York. 0 then I fee ) ou will part buc with light Gifr, 
In weightier thmgs you'll fay a Bege-ar N y. 

Glo. It is tno weighty for your Grace to wear. 
Y(Jr~. r weigh it lightly were it h- ;vier. 
Glo. What, would you have my W.ap:m, little Lord? 
nr~. I would, th;t I m1ght thank you, as you call me. 
G/1. H)w~ 
rork. Little. 

Prinu. 
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P · My Lord of Yorl· will ever be crofs 'in talk: rmce. "- _ b h' 
Uncle, yr ur Grace knows how to bear wJt . 1m. 

York: You m tan to bear me, not to bear wnh me: 
U clt, my Brother mocks both you and me. 
Bcc;o ufc: that I am little. like an Ape, 
He thinks that you lbould bear me on your Shoulders. 

Buc'<: Wnh w hat a lharp provided Wit he rea{OllS: 
To mttigate the Scr>rn he gives his Uncle, 
He prettily and aptly taunts himfelf; 
So cunning, and fo young, is wonderful. 

Glo. My Lord, w1lt plcafe you pafs along ! 
My felf, and my ?ood Coufin Buckingham, 
Will to your Motha, to (ntreat of her 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you. 

Tor~ Whar, will you go unto the Tower, my Lord~ 
Prince. My Lord ProteCtor will have it [1. 
Tor~ I fiull not flccp in quiet at the Tower. 
Glo. Why, what lbould you fear? 
York.:. Marry, my Uncle Clarence angry Ghofi : 

My Gr:mdam told me, he was murther'd there, 
Prince. I fear no Uncles dead. 
Glo. Nor none that live, I hope. 
Prim;e. And if I live, I hope I need not fear. 

But come, my Lo1 d, and with a heavy Heart, 
'I hinking on them, go I unto the Tower. 

[Exeunt Prmce, York, Hatl:mgs and Do&t; 
Manen! <17loucetl:er, Buckingham and Catesby. 

Buc~ Thmk you, my Lord, this little pmino York. 
Was not incenfed by hiS' fnbtle Mother. b 

To taunt and fcorn you thus opptobrioufly? 
Glo. No doubt no doubt: Oh 'tis a parlous Boy 

Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable· ' 
He is all the Mother's, from the top to t~e. 

Buk.,. Well, let them refi: Come hither, Cateshy, 
Thou art fworn as deeply to effect what we intend 
As clofely to conceal what we impart: ' 
Thou know'tl: our Reafons urg'd l!lpon the Way 
What think'fi thou ~ is it not an cafie Matter ' 
To make Wtlliam Lord Haftings of our Mind 
For the Infialment of this Noble Duke 1 

~n the feat Royal of this f~~ous llle ~ , 

c~trf. 



Catef. He for his Father's fake fo'loves the Prince, 
That he will not be won to ought aga infi him •. 

Buck._. What rhink'fi tho'.l then of Stanley? \V all not he~ 
Cattf. He will do all tn all as Haftings doth. 
Buck. Well then, no more but this: 

Go, gentle C•uesby, and as it were far off 
S)und thou Lord Hajfings, 
How he doth fiand affctted to our Purpofe, 
And fitmmon hirn to Morrow to th~ Tower. 
To fit about the Coronation. 
If thou dofi find him tractable to us, 
Encourage him, and tell him all our Reafons! 
If he be leaden, icy, cold, unwilling, 
Be thou [o too, and fo break off the Talk, 

Lo., And give us notice of his Indinarion: 
For we to Morrow h0ld divided Councils, 
Wherein thy felf !halt highly be employ'd. 

Glo. Commend me to Lord Wi/liam; tell him, CateshJ• 
Hts ancier.t Knot of dangerous Adverfaries 
To morrow are Jet Blood at Pomfret Cafile, 
Ar>d bid my Lord, for joy of tills gcod News, 
Give Mdl:refs Shore one gentle K1fs the more. 

Buck._. G )Od Catesby, go, effeCt this Bufincfs foundly. 
Catef. My good Lords both, wirh a I th heed I can 
Glo. Sh~ll we hear from you, Catesby, e'er we fleep 1 

ul~ Catef. You !hall, my Lord. · , 
. Gto. At Crosby Houfe there yoll !hall find m both. 
Tl Buc~ Now, my Lord, lExit Catesby 
~'~Wh.u flull we dn, if we perceive 
Lord Ha/fings will not yield to our Complots~ 

Glo. Chop off his Head: 
B~'Someching we will determine: 

And look wM:n I am King, claim rhou of me 
The Earldom of Hereford, ~nd a!J the MO\ eables 
Wherecf the Kino, my Brothu, was pofftft. 

Buck. I'll chim th<t promife at your Grace's Hand. 
Glo. And Jo, k to have it ie dcd with all kindr.efs. 

Come, let us fup betimes, that afrcrwards 
We may dige(l our C~mplots in lame form. [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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S C E N E II. 
Enter a Me.fcnger to the Door of Hafiings. 

Me[. My Lord, my Lord. 
Haft. Who knocks? 
Me[. One from the Lord StanlJ. 
Haft. What is't a Clock? 
Me[. Upon the firoak of four. . 

Enter Lord Hafimgs. 
Hafl.Cannot my Lord Stanly fieep thefe tedious Nights? 
Me[. So it appears by what I have to fay: 

Firfi, he commends him to your noble Self. 1 

Haft. What then? 
Me[. Then certifies your Lordthip, that this Night 

He dreamt the Boar h1d rafed off his Helm: 
Befides, he fays there are two Councils kept; 
And that may be determin'd at the one, 
Which may make you and him to rue at th' othtr. 
Therefore he fends to know your Lordthip's pleafure, 
If you will prefently take Horfe with h1m, 
And with all fpeed pofl: with him towards the North, 
To thun the danger thlt his Soul divines. 

Haft. Go Fellow, go, return unto thy L01 d, 
Bid him not fe~r the fc:puated Council: 
His Honour and my felf are at the one, 
And at the other is my good Friend Catesby; 
Where nothing can proceed that toucheth us, 
Whereof I fhall not have Intelligence: 
Tell him his Fears are lhallow without inllance; 
And for his Dreams, I wonder he's fo fimple 
To trufl: the rnock'ry of unquiet Slumbers. 
To fly the Boar, bef.>re the Boar purfues, 
Were to incenfe th ~ Boar to follow us, 
And make purfuit where he did mran no chafe.· 
Go, bid thy Mafler rife ard come to me, 
And will both together to the Tower, 
Where h; thall fee the Boar will u~e us kindiy.-

Mef. Ill go, my Lord. and tell lHm what you fay. [ E.t·it. 

Enter 



Enter €atesby. 
C~tte{. Many good marrows to my Noble Lord. 
Haft. Good morrow, Cttteiby, you are early fiirring: 

icg!, What News, whit News in this our tort'ring State! 
Catef. It is a reeling W orJd indeed, my Lord; 

And I bel1eve will never fl:and uprighr, 
'T11I Rtchard wear the Garland of the R.ealni. 

Haft. How ! wear the Garland? 
Doll: thou mean the Crown~ 

Cate.f. Ay, my good Lord. 
, Haft. I '11 h3ve th1s Crown of mine cut from my ShouJders3 
N,fiefore I JI fee the Crown fo foul mifpla(.'d; 

But canll: thou guefs that he doth aim at 1t? 
Catef. Ay, on my Life, and hopes to find you forward 

. Upon his Party, for the gain thereof; . 
Ni~D'A.nd thereupon he fends you this go9d News, 

fhat th1s fame very Day our Enemies, 
Tile K1ndred of the Queen, mull: die at Pomfret. 

Haft. Indeed I am no mourner for dJat N ews
2 Bccau(e they have been fl:ill my Adve faries; 

But that I'll give my Voice on Richard's Side, 
To bar my Matl:er's Heirs i;1 true Defcenr, 
Jod knows I will not do it to the death. 

Catef. God ke-ep your Lordfhip in that gracious Mi11d. 
Haft. But I fhall laugh at this a Twelve-month hence., 

rhat they which brought me in my Maller's Hate, 
·live to look upon the:ir Tragedy • 
.Veil CatesbJ, e'er a fortnight make me older, 
'11 fend fome packmg that yet think not on'r. 

Catif. 'Tis a vile thing to dye, my gracious Lore!, 
Nhen Men are unprepar'd and look nor for ir. 

Haft. 0 monll:rous, monfhous! and fo falls it out 
.Vith Rivers Vaughan, Gray; and fo 'twill do 
Nith fome Men elfe, that think themfelves as fife 
\s thou and 1, who as thou know'ft, are dear 
fo Princely Richard and to Buck.fngham. 

Cttesby. The Princes both make l1igh account of you_ 
ior tbey account l1is Head upon the Bcidge. [ .Aftde. 

Haft. I kno91 they do, and I have well deierv'd ir. /b , . 
·, Vot. IV. K :Enter 
[t 



The Life and Death 
pnter Lord Stanley • 

Come on come on. where is your Boar-fpear, Man~ 
Fear you 'the Boar, and go fo unprovided~ 

Stan. My Lord, good morrow, good morrow. Caush]i 
You may jefi on, but by the holy Rood, 
I do not hke thefe feveral Councils, I. 

Haft. My Lord, l hold my Life as dear as yours, 
And never tn my Days, I do protefr. 
Was it fo precious to me as 'ti> now ; 
Think you, but tt1at I know the State fecure, 
I would be fo triumphant as I am~ , 

Stan. The Lords at Pomfret, when they rode from LonJo11, 
We.e joc'J. d, and fuppos d their States were fure, 
And tm y indeed had no caufe to mifirufi; 
Bur Y' r you fe::e h,>W foon the Day o'er-eaU. 
Tht fi1 'den fiab of Ranccr 1 mifdoubt, 
Pray (1od, I fay, I prove a needlef!> Coward. 
What, £hall we toward the Towed the Day is fpent. 

Haft. Come. come, have wtth you: 
Wot ye what, my Lord, 
To day. the Lnrcls you talk of are beheaded. 

St an. They. for r hen Truth, might better wear their Head~ 
Tnan fome that have accm.'d them wear their Hats. 
But come, my Lord, let's away. 

Enter a Pr~rjuivant. 
Haft. Go on before, I'll talk with this good Fellow, 

. [Exeunt Lord Stanley 11nd Catesby. 
How now, Smah! how goes the World with thee~ 

Purj. The better, that your Lordlhip plcafe to ask. 
Haft. I tell thee Man, 'tis better with me now. 

Than when th?u rne:'H me Iafi where now we meet: 
Then W2S I gomg Pnfoner to the Tower, 
By the Suggtfrion of the Qutcn's Allies. 
But now I tdl thee, keep it to thy felf, 
Th1s Day thofe Enemies are put to death 
Ard I in better State than e'er I was. , 

Pur[. Gcd hold it to your Honour's good Content; 
Haji-. Gramercy Fc:llow; there drink that for me, 

[Throws him hir 
J'ttrf. I thank your H'C~our. [l:'xit ,, .. ,ou•·•t .. •• 



Enter a Prieft. 
Prieft. Well met, my Lord, I am glad to fee your Hol'lour~ 
Haft. I thank thee, good Sir John, with all my Heart) 

I am in your debt for your lafi: .Exercife : 
Come the next Sabbath, and I will content you. 

Prieft; I'll wait upon your Lordiliip. 
Enter Buckingham. . 

Buc~ What, talking with a Priefr, Lord Chamberlain t 
Your Friends at Pomfret, they do need the Priefr, 
Your Honour harh no lhriving work in hand. 

Hlljl. Good faith, and when I met this holy Mao, 
1 The Men you talk of came into my mind. 

What, go you toward the TOwer~ 
Br~ck.: I do, my Lord, but long I cannot fray there: 

I lhall rerurn before your Lordlhip thence. 
Haft. Nay, like enough, for I'll fiay Dinner there. 
Buc~ And Supper too, although thoU: know'fi it not. [ Afide; 

Come, will you go~ 
Haft. I'Jl wait upon your Lordthip. [ExeHnt: 

S C E N E Ill. 

Enter Sir Richard Ratcliif, with Halberds, CArrjing th# 
NDbles tD Death at Pomfret. 

Ri'lJ. Sir Richard Ratcliff, let me teJJ thee this, 
To day thalt thou behold a Subject dye 
:For Truth, for Duty, and /or Loyalty. 

zl Gray. God blc:fi the Prince from all the pack of you~ 
A Knot you are of damned Blood-fuckers. 

P'augh. You Jive that lhall cry woe for this,hereafter: 
Rat. Difpatch, the limit of yout Lives is out. , 

. Ri11. 0 PDmfret, PDmfretl 0 thou bloody Prifon f 
Faral and ominous to Noble Peers. 
Within the guilty clofure of thy Walls 
RichArd the Second here was hackt to Death: 
And for more flander to thy difmal Seat, 
W.~" . ~ive to thee our guiltlefs Blood to drink~ 

I· Gr.-,. Now Margaret's Curfe is fain upon our Heads, 
When the exdaim'd on Ha/fings, you and I, 
For Handing by, when Rich~trd fiab'd her S~n, 

- Kz Ri~ 
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Riv. Then curs'd the Rchard, 
Then curs;d !he Buc'<fnghtm, 
Then curs'd fi1e Haftings. 0 remember God 
To hear her Pnyer for thtm, as now for us: 
As for my Sifrer ~nd her Princely Sons, 
Be fatisfy'd, dtar God, vith our true Blood, Lora. 

,Which, as thou know'lt, unjufiy mult be fpilt. Lord 

Rat. Make hafie, the luur of Death is now expir'd. ~~oo 
Ri-1 ... Come Gray, com1 f/attghan, let us here embrace; . ~e 

Farewel, until we meet atain in Heaven. [ ExeHnt. ~· ~ 

S C I N E I V. :, c 
n1 

Enter Buckingham, Derby, Hafiings. Bijhop ofEly, Nor· ·~:~s 
folk, Ratddf, Lotel, w.ith otherJ, at a Table. · 

Haft. ow Noble Pees, the caufe why we are met 
Is t · c. • ermine of the C Jronation: 
In God·~ Name fpeak, wlen is the Royal Day! 

buc Are all thmgs r.ady for the Royal timd 
1 ; .J]• They are, and want but Nomination. 
E J· To Morrow then I judge a happy Day. 
Buck:, Who knows the Lord ProteB:or's Mind herein? 

· h1 . mofl: inward witl the Noble Duke~ .. 
Ely Your Grace, we dink, iliould foondl: know his Mir.d. ~,. 
Buc~. We know each others Faces ; for our Hearts, 

He krows no more of m ne than I of yours, 
Or I of his, my Lord, 1lian you of mine: 
Lo, d Ha/fi,zgs. you and he are near in l;ov e. 

Haft. I thank his Gra:e, I know he loves me wtll: 
But t'Jr his p1!!rpofe in tle Coronation, 
I l,a e not founded him, nor he deliver'd 
H1s gra·cious ple~!ure any way therein: 
Rut you, my Honourabb Lord. may name the time, 
A d in the Dukt's behaF I'll give my Voice, 
W hi eh I prcfunw he'll t:ke in gentle part. 

· En;er Gloucefl.er. 
Ely. Jn happy time hfre comes the Duke himfdf. 
Glo. My Noble Lods and Couftns all, good ..... , .... nw! 

I have been a long fieepcr ; but I trull 
My abfence cotb negleet no great dcfign,. 
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Which by my prefence might have been concluded. 

Buck· Had you not come upon your Cue, my Lord, 
Wstliam Lord Haflings had pronounc'd your part, 
I mean your Voice for crowning cf .he King. 

Glo. Than my Lord Hajlings m Man might be bolder~ 
His Lordfuip knows me well, and loves me well. 
My Lord of Ety, when I was lafi in Holb~urn, 

' I faw good Strawberries in your G rd~ there, 
I do beleech you fend for fome of hLm. 

[~ Ely. Marry and w1Jl, my Lord, with all my heart. 
[Exit Ely. 

Glo. Coulin of Buckingham, a word with you. 
Cawb; hath founded Haftmgs in o~r Bufinels, 
And tinds the tefiy Glntleman fo l:ot~ 

· That he will lo[e his H .ad e'er gi'e confent 
His MaHer's Child, as wo, fuipfuhy he terms it, 
Shall lofe the Ron.lty of England's Throne. 

~ Buck.:_ Withdraw you~ felf a while• I'll go with you.' 
[Exeunt, 

Derby. We have not yet fet down this Day of lriurnph: 
· To Morrow, in my Judgmer.t, i$ too fuddw, 

For I my felf am not fo welt proviced, 
~.,As elfe I would be were the Day prolong'd. 
' Enter Bifhop of Ely. 
r Ely. Where is my Lord, the Du<e of Glouceflcr? 1

[ have fent for the{e Strawberries. 
H .. ft. His Grace looks che.ufully tnd fmooth this Morning; 

fhere's fome Conceit or other likes him well 
When that he bids good Morrow with fuch Spirit. 

~: think then:'s never a Man in Chrifiendom 
Vi Can ldfer hide his Love or Hate than he, 

:<or by his Face firaight thall you know his Heart. 
Der;hy. What oflm Heart percei·re yo\.1 in his F•cf', 

3y any livelihood he ihew'd to Dty ?. 
Hajf, Marry that with no Man hre h~ is offi!r.ded • 

;.:>r W(:re he, he had fuewo it in his looks. 
Enter Gloucefier a11a BJckingham, 

GJo. I pray you all, tell O}e wlut they defervt', 
rha do conrpire my Death with d~vilith Plots 

IU(')f damned Witchcraft, and t.hat h~ve pte\·ail'~ 
Jpon my Body, with their heJli(b Charms, 
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H.tft. The tender love I he~r y~ur Grace, my Lord, 

Make) me moll: f(o)rward in thts Pnncely prefence, 
To doom th'Offenders, whofoe'er they be: 
I fay, my Lord, they have deferved Death. 

Gto. T hen be your Eves the wttnefi of their Evil, 
Look bow I am bewitch'd; behold mine Arm 
Is like a blall:ed Sapling wither'd up : 
And this is Edward's Wife, that monO:rous Witch~ 
Conforted with that Harlot, Strumpet Shore. 
That by their Witchcraft thus have marked me. _ 

Haft. If they have done this Deed, my Noble Lord
Glo. If! thou ProteCtor of this damned Strumpet, 

Talk'fi thou to me of Hfs! thou art a Traitor-
Off with his Head-now by Saint Paul I fwear, 
I will not dine unttl I fee the &.me. 
Lovel and Ratcliff, look that it be done: 
,The refl: that love m::. rife a-ITd follow me. [ExtMnt, 

Manent Love! t1nd Ratcltff, with the Lord Haftings. 
Haft. Wo, wo l England, not a whit for me, 

·For I, too fond, migb have prevented this: 
Stanly did dream the Boar did rafe our Helms, 
And I did fcorn it, and difdain to Ay : 
Three times to day my Font-cloth Horfe did Ll:umble, 
And fl:arted when he look'd upon the T~wer, 
As loath to bear me to the Slaught~r-houfe. 
0 now I need the Pric:ll: that fpake to me: 
I now repent I told the p,, fuivant, 
As too triumphing, how mme E"emies 
To day at PDmfret blocdtly were butcher'd, 
And I my fi.lf fecure in G"ace and Favour. 
oh. MArgaret, Margaret, now thy hewy Curfe 
Is ]Jghted on poor H aftins;.s wretched Head. 

Rat, Come, come, difpatch, the Duke would be at dinner. 
M.ake a fi1ort Sltrifr, he longs to fee your Head. 

H~tft. 0 momentary <!;race of mortal Men, 
Which we more hur.t for, than the Grace of God! 
Who builds his hope in Air of your gocd Looks 
Lives like a drunhn S •ilor on a Mafi, ' 
Ready with e\·ery nod ro tumble down 
Into the fatal B~ Nels of the Deep. 



Lov. Come, come, difpatch, 'cis bootlefs to exclaim. 
Haft. 0 bloody Richard, mife•able England, 

I prophe!ie the fearful'ft time to thee, 
That ever Wrttched Age hath look'd upon. 
Come, lead me to the Block, bear him my Head: 
They fmile at me who lhortly lhJl be dead. [Exe.unt. 
Enter Gloucefter And BJckingham in ruftJ .Armour, mllr· 

vellous i/J jtwour' d. 
Glo. Come Couftn, 

Can'fi thou quake and change thy colour, 
Murther thy breath tn the middle of a Word, 
And then agoin begin, and fiop again, 
As if thou wert difiraught and mad with Terror? 

Buck. Tut, I can counterfeit the deep Tragedian, 
Speak, and look back, and pry on every fide, 
Tremble and fiart at WaJ!gmg of a Straw: 
lntendin~ deep Sufpicion, gafily Looks 
Are at my Service, like enforced Smiles; 
And both are ready in their Offices, 
At any time, to grace my Stratagems. 
But what, h Clltesby gone! 

Glo. He is, a ,d fee he brings the Mayor along. 
Enter the Lo'ld Mayor and Catcsby. 

Bucf<: Lord Mayor ---
Glo. Look to the Draw-bridge there. 
Buck:_ Hark, a Drum. 
Glo. Catesby, o'etlook the Wails. 
Buck.:_ Lot d M yor, the reafon we have fent
Glo. Look back, defend there, here are Enemils. 
Buck:_ God and our Innocency defend and guard us. 

Enter Lovel and Ratchff with HaO:ings's Head. 
Gla. Be patient, they are Friends; Ratcl.jf and Lovel. 
Lov. Here is the Head of that ignoble Traitor, 

The dangerous ;~nd unfufpected Haftings. 
GlQ, So dear I Jov'd the Man th.~t I mull weep: 

I took him f1Jr the plainefi harmlefs Creature 
That breath' cl upon the Eanh, a Cbriftian: 
~ade him my Book, wherein my S:1ul recorded 
The Hifiory of all her fecrtt Thoughts; 
S.n fmooth he daub•d his Vice with fuew of Virtue, 
Tijat his apparent op~n Guilt omitted, 
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I mean his Converfation with Shore's Wife, 
He liv'd from all attainder of (ufpeCi:s. 

Buck. Well, well. he was the covert'fi: thelter'd Traitor 
That ever lived. 
Would you imagine, or almoll: believe, 
Wer't not, that by great prefervation 
We live to tell it, that the fubtle Traitor 
This pay had plotted, in the Council-Houfe; 
To murther me and my good Lord of Glo'fter • 

.tl1ayor. Had he done (o~ 
Glo. What! think you we are Turk..,s or Infidels? 

Or that we would, agdinfl: the form of Law, 
Proceed thus ralbly in the Vtllain's Dea•h, 
But that the fXtrcam peril of the Cafe, 
The Peace of England, and our Petfons f.'lftty 
Enforc'd us to this Execution. 

Mayor. Now fair befall you, he deferv'd his death; 
And your good Graces both have well proceedtd, 
,'fo warn f~lfe Traitors from the like Attempts. 

Buck_. I never look'd for better at his Ho~.nds, 
After he once fell in wirh Millrefs Shore: 
Yet had we not determw'd he lbould die 
Until your Lordfhip c~me to fee hts end, 
Which now the loving hafie of rhefe our Friends; 
Something againfl: our meanings bath prevented; 
Bcc.wfc, my Lord, J would have had you heard 
The Traitor fpeak, and timoroufly conf(.fs · 
The m:uiPer and the purpofe of his Tn afons: 
That you might wdl have fignify'd the fame 
Unto the Citiz~ns, who haply may, 
1\l,fconll:rue us in him, and wail his Death~ 

Mayor. But, my good Lord, your Grace's Words fhall 
As we!~ as I had teen. and heard him.fpeak: [ferve, 
And do not doubt, 1'1ght Noble Prmces both 
1\ut I'll acquaint our duteous Citizens, ' 
With all your jufl: Proceedings in this Cafe. 

Glo. And to that end we wiih'd your Lordfhip here 
T'avoid the Cenfnres C'f the carping World. ' 

Bttck._. Which ftoce yo11 come 'too late of our intent 
Ytt wi·nefs what you hear we did intend: ' 
-\'1d fo, mygcodLordMayor, we bid farewel. [Ex. MaJ"· 

G/1. 
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Glo. Go after, afrer, CouGn Buckjngham. 

The Mayor towards Gmid·Ha/l h1es him in all pofi: 
There, ac your meetefl: vantage of the time, 
Infer the Bafiardy of Edward's Children, 
Tell them, how Edward put to death a Citizeo, 
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 befl:ial appttite in change of Lufi, 
Which firetch'd unto their Servants, Daughters, Wives, 
Even where his raging Eye, or favage Heart, 
Without control!, lufted to make a prey. 
Nay, for a need, thus far come near my Perfon: 
l'ell them, when that my Mother went with Child 
Of that iofatiate Edward, Noble Tor~. 
My Princely Father then had Wars in France, 
And by true Computation of the Time, 
Found that the Hfue was not his begot z 
Which well appeared m his Lireaments, 
Being nothing like the Noble Duke, my Father: 
Yet touch this fparingly as 'Lwere far off, 
Becaufe, my Lord, you know my Mnther lives. 

Buck. Doubt nor, my Lord, I'll play the Orator 
As if the Golden Fee, for which I plead, 
Were for my felf; and fo, my Lord, ;dieu. 

Gio, If you thrive well, brmg them to Baynard's Cafire, 
Whc:re you fl1all find me, we!J accompanied 
With reverend Fathers, and well-learned Bi1hops. 

Buck: I go, and towards three or four a Clock 
Look for the N cws that the Guild-Hall; 1ford~. 

[Exit Buckingham. 
Gio. Go, Love!, with all fpeed eo DoCtor Sh.tw, 

Go thou to Friar Beukfr. bid them both LTo R ard ff. 
Meet me within this hour at Baymtrd's Cafile. [Exeunt. 
Now wi!l I go to rake fome privy Order 
To draw the Brats of Clarence out of fight, 
And to give order, that no manner of Perf"'n 
Have al)y time rccourfe unto the Prine<s. [Exit. 

Enttr 
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Enter a Scriven1r. 
Scriv Here is the Indictment of the good Lord HaftiMf/, 

Whicn in a ftt Hand fairly is engrofs'd, 
That it may be to Day read o'er in P11ul's. 
And mark how well the fequel hangs together: 
E even hours I have fpent to write it over, 
For yefl:ernight by Catesby was it fent me, 
T 11e Precedent was full as long a doing, 
And yet within thefe five hours Haftmgs liv'd, 
U ntamted, une:xamio'd, free, at liberty. 
l!iere's a good World the while; who is fo grofs 
That cannot fee this palpable Device? 
Yet who fo bold, but fays, he fees it not ~ 
Bad is the World, and all will come to nought, 
When fuch ill dealing mull: be feen in thought. [Exit. 

E01ter Gloucell:er and Buckingham at feveral Doors • 
. Glo. How now, how now, what fay the Citizens~ 
Buc~ Now by the holy Mother of our Lord, 

1
The Ctt"z ·;ns are mum, fay not a word. 

Glo. Touch'd you the Bafiardy of Edward's Children~ 
Buck. I did, with his Contract with Lady Lucy, 

'And his ContraCt by Deputy in France. 
Th' unfatiare greedinefs of his defire, 
And h1s enforcement of the City Wives, 
His Tyranny for Tnfles, his own Ball:ardy~ 
As b(irg got, your Father then in France, 
And his rtftmblance, being not like the Duke; 
Withal, I d1d infer your Lineaments, 
Bemg the right Idea of your Father, 
B1th in your Form and N oblenefs of Mind : 
Laid open a11 your Victories in Scotland, 
Your D1fcipline in War, Wifdom in Peace, 
Your Bounty, Virtue, fair Humiliry: 
Indeed left nothing fitting for yowr Purpofe 
Untoucht, or flightly handled in Difcourfc. 
AtJd when my Oratory grew toward end, 
I bid them thlt did love their Country's good, 
Cry, God fave Richard, England's Royal King." 

Glo. And did they fo~ 
B~tek.:. No, fo God help me, they fpake not a Word 

But like dumb Statues or unbreathing Stones, ' 
· Star'd 
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Scar'd each on other, and look'd deadly pale: 
Which when I faw. 1 reprehended them, 
And ask'd the May<tr, what meant this wilful filence r 
H1s anfwer was, the People were not ufed 
To be fpoke to, but by the Recorder. 
Then he was urg'd to tell my Tale again: 
Thus faith the Duke, thus hath the Duke inf.·rr'J, 
B 'lt nothing fpoke in warrant from h1mfelf. 
W f•en he had done, fome Followers of mine- own, 
At lower end of the Hall, hur ' up their Caps, 
And fome ten Voices cry'd, G d favt King Rich11rd; 
And thus I took the vartag o• t hofe few. 
Thanks, gentle Cmzens and Fnends, quoth I, 
This gener~l Applall{e, and chearfu1 Shout, 
Argues your Wifdom, and your love to RichArd; 
And even here brake off ~nd came away. 

Glo. What Tongue-h~fs Blocks were they, 
Would they not fpeak? 
Will not the Mayor then and his Brethren come f 

Buck. The Mayor is here at hand; intend {ome fear~ 
Be no· you fpoke with, but by mighty fuit ; 
And look you get a Prayer-Bcok in your Hand, 
And f.land between two Churchmen, good my Lord, 
For on that ground I'll make a holy Defcant: 
And be not eafily won to our Requdl:s, 
Play the M:tia's parr, ftiJl anfwcr nay, and take it. 

Glo. I go : And if you plead a~ well for them, 
As I can fay nay for thee to my felf, . 
No doubt we bring it to a happy Iffue. [Exit Glo. 

Buck: Go, go up to the Leads, the L')rd M ay or knncks. 
Enter Lord Mayor ana Clti:ans, 

Welcome my Lord, I dance attendance kere, 
I think the Duke will not lte {poke withal. 

Enter Catr:sby. 
Buck_: Now C.1tesby, what f.~ys your Lord tl') my Rcquefi I 
Cate[. He cloth intreat your Grace, my Noble Lord, 

To vi fit hrm to Morrow, or next D2y; 
He is within, with two ri~ht Reverend Fathers, 
Divinely bent to Meditation, 
And in no worldly Suits would he be mov 'd, 
To draw ~im from hi~ ~oly Exe1cife. 
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Buck.:_ Return, good Catesby, to the ~racieus Duke, 
Tell him, my felf, the Mayor and Aldermen, 
In deep De£igos, in matter of great Moment, 
No lefs importing than our general Good, 
Are come to have fome conference with his Grace. 

Catef. I'll fignifie fo much unto him firaight. [Exit, 
Buck_: Ah ha, my Lord, this Princeis not an Edward, 

He is not lulling on a lew'd Love-Bed. 
But on his Knees at Meditation: 
Not dallying with a Brace of Curtizans, 
But medttattng with two deep Divines: 
Not fieeping, to engrofs his idle Body, 
But praying, to enrich h1s watchful Saul. 
H1ppy were England, would this virtuous Prince 
Take on his Grace the Soveraignty thaeof. 
But fure I fear we iliall not win htm to it. 

Mayor. Marry, God defend, his Grace lhould fay us nay~ 
Buck.; I fear he will; here Cv~tesby comes again. 

Enter Catesby. 
Now Catcsby, what fays his Gracd 

Catef. He wonders to what end you have afftmh!ed 
Such Troops of Citizens to come to hin, 
:His Gr~ce not being warn'd thereof btfore: 
He fears, my Lord, you mean no gocd to him. 

Buc~ Sorry I am, my noble Cou£ir fuould 
Sufpe me, that I mean no good to him: 
By Heav'n, we come to him in perfeC: Love, 
And fo oncemore return, and tellhisGnce. [Exit Catesby. 
\Vhen holy and devout Religious Men 
Are at their Beads, 'ris much to draw them thence 
So f~veet is zeabus Contemplation. ' 

Ent~r Gloucdl:7r above, betwem two Bifbops. 
Metyor. s~e where Ius ~race fl:ands 'tween tWO Clergymen; 
Buck: Two Props of Vutue, for a Chrifl:ian Prince 

~ro flay him from the fall of Vanity: ' 
And fee a Book of Prayec in his Hand, 
True Ornaments to know a holy Man. 
l::ano,ls Plantagenet, mofl: gracious Prmce, 
Lend f~vourablc EJr to our rcque!l:s, 
Ard pardon ns the interruption 
Of tby Devotion and right Chrillian Zeal, . . 
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Glo. My Lord, there needs no fuch Apology; 

I do befeech your Grace to pardon me, 
Who earnefi in the Service of th' high God, 
Deferr'd the Vifiration of my Friends. 
But leaving this, what is your Grace's pleafure ~ 
Buc~ Even that, I hope, which pleafeth God above, 

And all good Men, of this ungovern'd Ifie. 
G!o. I do fufpflt 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 ple;fe your Grace, 
On our entreaties to amend your Fault. 

G!o. Elfe whertfore bre:~th I in a Chrifiian Land. 
Buck:_ Know then, it is your Fault that you rcfign 

The Supream Seat, the Throne Majefbcal, 
The Sc{ptred Office of your Ancefiors, 
Your Stare of Fortu:1e, and your due of Birth, 
The Lineal Glory of your Royal Houfe, 
To the corruption of a blemith'd Stock; 
Whiles in the mildncfs of your ileepy Thoughts, 
Which here we waken to our Country's good, 
The noble Iile doth want his proper L1mbs: 
His Face defo~c'd wirh skars of Infamy, 
His Royal Stock gr:~ft with ignoble Pbnts, 
And almofi thouldted in the fwallowing Gulf 
Of dark Forgetfulnef>, and deep Oblivion. 
Which to re-cure, we heartily folllcit 
Your gracious felf to take on you the charge 
And kingly Governmenr of this your Land: 
Not as Protetl:or, Steward, SubfiwJte, 
Or lowly Fatl:or, for another's gain; 
But as fucceffive!y, from Bkod to Blood, 
Your right of Birrh, your Emp1ry, your own; 
For this, conferred wirh the Citizens, 
Your very Wodhipful:~nd loving Friends, 
And by their vehement Infiigation, 
In this jufi Caufe cornc 1 to move your Grace; ' 

G!o, I cannot tell, if eo depart in filence, 
Or bittedy tO fpeak io your reproof, 

Se! 
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Befl: fitteth my Degrte, or your Cond_ition. 
For not to anfwer, you might haply tht~k 
Tongue·ty'd Ambition, not replying. ytelded 
To bear the Golden Yoak of Soveraignty, 
Which fondly you would here impofe on me. 
If to reprove you for this fuit of yours, 
So feafon'd with your faithful Love to me, 
Then on the other fide I check'd my Friends. 
Therefore to fpeak, and to avoid the fidl, 
And then in fpeak~ng, not to incur the lafr, 
Definitively thus I anfwer you. 
Your Love deferves my thanks, but my defert 
U nmeritable, fuun~ your high requefi. 
Firfr, if all ObRacles were cut away. 
And that my Path were even to the Crown; 
As rhe ripe Revenue, and due o£ Birth; 
Yet fo much is my poverty of Spirit, 
So mighty, and fo many my DefeCts, 
That I would rather hide me from my <Sreatnefs; 
Being a Bark to brook no mighty Sea ; 
Than in my Greatnefs covet to be hid, 
And in the Vapour of my Glory fmethet'd. 
But God be thank'd, there is no need o£ me, 
And much r need to help you, were there need: 
The Royal Tree bath left us Royal Fruir, 
Which mellow'd by the frealing hours of time, 
Will well become the Seat of Majefry, · 
And make us, no doubt, happy by his Reign. 
On him I lay that, you would lay on me, 
The Right and Fortune of his happy Stars, 
Which God defend thlt I ihould wring from him. 

Buck_: My Lord, this argues Confcience in your Gra,ei 
Rtt the refpeets thereof are nice, and trivial, 
All Circumfranccs well confidcred. 
You fay, that Edward is your Brother's S:m, 
So fay we too, but not by Edw.trd's Wife: 
For 6r0: was he contraCt: to Lady Lttcy, 
Your Mother lives a Wirnefs to his Vowp 
And afterward by Subfiitute berrotb'd 
To Bona, Sifter to the King of Fra11ct. 
There bo:h put off, a poor Petitioner,, 



A Care-crn'd Mother to 1 many Sons, 
A Beauty-waining, and difhefftd Widow; 
Even in th.e Afternoon of her befl Day. 
Made prize and purchafe of his wanton liye; 
Seduc'd the pitch, and height of his Degree. 
To bafe Dcclenfion, and loath'd Bigamy. 
By her, in his unlawful Bed, he got 
This Edward, whom our Manners caUs the Prince. 
More bitter! y could I expofl:ulate, 
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 proff'er'd benefit of Dignity: 
If not to blefs us, and the Land withal, 
Yet to draw forth your noble Anceftry 
From the corruption of abufing times, 
Unto a Lineal true derived courfe. 

Mayor. Do, good my Lord, your Citizens intreat you; 
Buck.: Refufe not, mighty Lord, this proff'er'd Vwe. 
Catef. 0 make them joyful, grant their lawful Suir. 
Glo. Alas, why would you heap this Care on md 

J am unfit for State, and Majdl:y: 
I do befeech you rake it not amifs .. 
I cannot, nor I will not yield to you. 

Buck._. If you refufe it, as in love and zeal, 
Loath to depofe the Ch1ld your Brother's Son, 
As well we know your tendernefs of Hearr, 
And gentle, kind, effeminate remorfe, 
Which we have ncted in you to your Kindred, 
And equally indeed to all Efhtes: 
Yet know, where you accept our Suir~ or no; 
Your Brother's Son flail never reign our King~ 
Rut we will plant fome other in the Throne, 
To the difgrace and down•fall of your Houfe: 
And in this refolution here we leave you. 
Come Ciuzen~, we will intreat no more. [ ExtNnt; 

Care[. C a H him again, f wett Prince~ accept their Suit: 
If you deny them, all the Land will rue ir. 

Glo. Will you inforce me to a World of Cares 1 
Call them again. I am not made of Stones, - -

But 
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ButpemtrabJe to your kind Entreaties, 
Albeit aoainfi: my Confcience and my Sou!. 

Enter Buckingham and the reft. 
Codin of Buc~ingham, and fage, grave Men, 
Smce you will buckle Fortune on my Back, 
To bear ber Burtbern, whether I will or no. 
I mllfr have patience to endure the Load: 
But if black Scandal, or foul-fac'd Reproach, 
Attend the fequel of your lmpofition, 
Your meer enforcement ihall acquittance me 
Frorn all the impure blots and fiains thereof, 
For God doth know, and you may pmly fee, 
Ho7J far I am from the defi re of this. 

Mayor. God blefs ydur Grace, we fee it, and will fay it• 
Glo. In faying fo, you ihall but fay the truth. 
Bt1ck. Then I falutc you with this Royal Title, 

Long live King Richard, England's worthy King • 
.. 111. Amen. 
Juc~ To morrow may it ple:lfe you to be Crown'd. 
Glo. Even when you pleafe, for you wm have it fo. 
Juck_: To morrow then we will attend your Grace, 

And fo mofi joyfully we take our leave. 
Glo. Come, let us to our holy Work ag:iin. 

Farewel my Coufins, farewel gentle Friends. [Exeunt. 

A C 1 IV. S C E N E I. 

E.nter the Q!!een~ Anne Dutchefs ti{Gloucefl:er, the Dutche(s 
of York, and M.crque[s of Oorfet. • 

D~.rch.w H 0 meets us here? 
My N eice Pl~tntagenet, 

Led in the Hand of her kind Aunt of Glo'jler? 
Now, for my Life, the's wandring to the Tower 
()a pure Heart's Love, to greet the tender Princ:. 
D:.ughter, well met. 

Ann~. God ,give }:our Graces both a l appy 
And a Joyful time ot Day. 

'f!..!!teri . 
• 



Queen. As much to you, good Sifrer ; whither :~way~ 
Anne. No f:mher than toe Tower, at;d as I guefs, 

V poa the like devotion as your feh·es, 
To gra ulate the gentle Pnnces th~re. 

Qfeeen. Kwd :>dl:er thanks, w-.'11 enter all togeth{r.· 
Enter the Licutemmt. 

And in good time, here the Lieutenant comes. 
Maller Liemenant, pray you, by your lc.tve, 
How doth the Prince, and my young Son of Yorlz_? 

Lieu. Right well, dear Madam; by your patier.ce., 
I may not fuffcr you to vilit them; 
The King hath lhietly cha -g'd the contrary. 

fl.!!een. The Kmg! who's that? 
willf11 . Lzeu. I mean the Lord ProteCtor. 
1 ' f2.!!em. The Lord proteCt him from that Kingly Title~ 

Hath he fct bounds between their love, and me l 
I am their Mother, who lhall bar me from them~ 

Dutc/,. I am their Father's Mother, I will fee them? 
Anne, Their Aunt l am in Law, in love their Mother i 

Then bring me to their fights, I'll bear thy blame, 
And take thy Office from thee, on my peril. 

Lieu. No, Madam, no, I may· not leave it fw: 
I am bound by Oath, and therefore pardon me. 

') 

[£ [ E."Cit LieutenAnt~ 
m Enter Sranley. 

Stan. Let me but meet you Ladies one hour hence, 
And I'll falute your Grace of York as Mother, 

I. And reverend looker on of two fair Queens. 
Come Madam, you mull firaight to Weftminfter, 

Dsrc There to be Crowned Richard's Royal Queen. 
0_teen. Ah, cut my Lace afunder, 

That my pent Heart may have fome fcope to bear, 
Or elfe I f woon with this dead·killing N cws. 

A11ne. Dcfpightful tidings, 0 unplcafing News. . , 
Dorf. Be of good Chear: Mother, how fares your Grace. 
12f!een. 0 Dorfet, fpeak not ro m~, get thee gone, 

Death and Defl:rufrion dogs thee :lt thy heels, 
Thy Morher's Name is ominous to Childrrn. 
If thou wilt out·fhip Death, go crefs the Seas. 
And live with Richmo"d• from the rezch of Hd. 

Q!J 9o hye thee, hye thee f~om this Sla'Jghter-houfe, 
"!/OL· IV. - L Ldl: 



I.eft thou increafe the number of the dead, 
And make me die the thrall of Margaret's Curfe; 
Nor Mother, Wife, nor England's counted Queen. 

Stan. Full of wife Care is this your Counfel, Madam; 
Take all the fwift advantage of the Hours; 
You fhall have Letters from me to my Son, 
In your behtlf, to meet you on the way: 
Be not ta'en tardy by unw.fe delay. 

Dutch. 0 ill d ifperfing Wind of Mifery, 
0 my accurfed 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 • 
.Anne. And I wi th all unwillirgnefs will go. 

0 would to God, that the inclufive Verge 
Of Golden Met~!-, that mufr 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 f~y, God fave the Queen. 

Qt!.een. <!;o, go, poor Soul, I envy not thy Glory, 
To feed my humour wtlh thy felf no harm. 

Anne. No I why? When he that is my Husband now, 
Came to me, as I follow'd Henry's Coarfe: 
When fcarce the Blood was well wafh'd from his Hands, 
Which Hfued from my other Angel Husband, 
And that dear Saint. whtch then I weeping follow'd: 
6 when, I fay, I look'd on Richard's Face, 
TJ..tis was my With; Be thou, quoth I, accurll, 
For making me, fo young, fo old a Widow: 
And when thou wed'll, let Sorrow haunt thy Bed; 
And be thy W tfe, if any be fo mad, 
More miferable, by the Life of thee, 
Than thou haft made me, by my dear Lord's Death. 
l.o~, e'er I can repeat this Curfe agai"• 
Within fo finall a tim~, my Woman's Heart 
Grofsly $rew captive to his Honey words, 
And prov'd the fuhjeCl: of mine own Soul's Curfe • 
vVhich hithmo hath held mine Eyes from refr: ' 
Ft r never yet one hour in his Bed 
Did I enjoy the r,olden dew of Sleep, 
But wi1h his tim .m,)lls Dreams was fiill awak'4f. 

Bcfidct' 
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of Richard Ill. 
Belides, he hates me for my Father Warwic~ 
And will, no doubt, lhortly be rid of me. 

Q_ueen. Poor Heart, adieu, I pity thy complaining • 
.Anne. No more than with my Soul I mourn for yours, 
Dor/. Farewel, thou woful welcomer of 6lory • 
.Anne. Adteu, poor Soul, that tak'fl thy leave of it. 
Dutch. Go thou to Richmond, and good Fortune guide 

thee, [To Dorfet, 
Go thou to Rich11rd, and good Angels tend thee, [To Anne, 
Go thou to Sanctuary, and good Thoughts po!Iefs thee, 

[To the ~em, 
I to my Grave, where Peace and ReA: lye with me. 
Eighty odd Years of farrow have I fen, 
And each Hours joy wrack'd wirh a Week of teen. 

Q!!een. Sray, yet look back, wirh me, unto the T ~wer, 
Pity, you anci~nt Stones, thofe tender Babes, 
Whom Envy hath immur'd within your Walls, 
Rough Cradle for fuch little pretty ones, 
Rude ragged Nurfe, old fulleo PJay-feiJow, 
For tender Princes; ufe my Babies well; 
So foolilh Sorrow bids your Stones farewel, [E~R~t. 

S C E N E II. 

FloHrijh of TrHmpm. Enter Gloucefier AS King, Bucking-
ham, Catesby~ Ratdiff, and Lovel, 

K. Rich. Stand all apart-Coulio of Buck.Jngh~tm
Buck: My gr~cious Soveraign. 
K. Rich. Give me thy Hand. Thus high by thy advi~e. 

And thy affifbnce, is King Richard fe~ted: 
But !hall we weu thefe ~lories for a Day~ 
Or !hall they I all, and we rejoice in • hem f 

Buck. Still Jive they, and for ever ler them laO:. 
K. Rtch. Ah Buck.jngham, now do I play the Touch, 

To try if thou be current Gold indeed: 
Young Edward lives--·thwk now what I would fpc:ak. 

Buc~. Say on, my loving Lord. . , 
K. Rich. Why, BMcktngham, I fay I would be Ktng. 

1 Pt~c~ Why fo you are, my thrice reaown~ Lord. 
L ~ K. Rifk,. 
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K. Ricl~. Ha ! am I King~ 'tis fc---but EdJJhtrd lives•-
Buc~. True, noble P1 ince. 
K. Rich. 0 bitter Confequence! . 

That Edward frill lhould ltve, True noble Pnnce. 
Confi n, thou wafl: not wont to be fo dull. 
ShJlt I be plain! I wilh the Banards dtad, 
And I would have it fuddenly petform'd. 
What f,.y'fl: thou now? fpeak fuddenly, be brief. 

Buck,_. Your Grace may do your Pleafure. 
K. Rich. Tur, tut, thou art all Ice, thy kindnefs fr(ezes: 

Say, have I thy confi:nr, that they lhall die ? 
Buck. Give me fome little breath, fome pa.ufe,dear Lord, 

Before I pofitiveJy fpcak in this: 
I will refolve you herein prefently. [Exit Buckingham. 

Catef. The King is angry, fee he gnaws his Lip. 
K. Rich. I will converfe with Iron-wittcd Fools, 

And unrefpeetive Boys; nor:c are for me. 
That look into me with confiGlerate Eyes, 
High-reaching Buckj_ngham grows circumfped:. 
Boy. 

P.tge. My Lord. 
I(. Rich. Know '{l: thou not any, whom corrupting Gold 

Will rempt unto a clofe exploit of Death? 
Paf.e. I know a difcontented Gentlfman, 

Whofe humble means match not his haughty Spirit: 
Gold w~re as good as twenty Orators. 
AAd will, no doubt, tempt him to any thing. 

K. Rich. What is his Name~ 
Page. His Name, my Lord, is Tirrel. 
K. Rich. I partly know the Man; go call him hither; 

Boy. . . [Exit. 
The deep revolvmg wttty Buckjngham, 
NI) more fhall be the Neighbour to my Counfels. 
Bath he fo long held out with me untir'd, 
And fiops he now for Bre~th? Well, be it fo 

Enter Sranley. • · 
How now, Lord Stanley, what's the News? 

Stan. Kr.ow, my loving Lord, the Marquis Dor[et' 
As I hear, is fled to Richmond, ' 
In th.! Pirts whete he abides. 

K. Rich~ 
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I(. Rich. Come hither. Catesb" rumor it abroad, 
That .Anne, my Wif·, is very grievous Sick; 
I will take order for her ketpmg clofe. 
Inquire me our fome mean poor Gentleman, 
Whom I will nmry frraif:ht to Clarence Daughter: 
The Boy is fool1lh, ~nd I fear not him. 
Lcok how thou dream'fl:-I fay again, give out, 
That Anne, my Queen, is fick, and like to die. 
About it; for it fl:ands me much upon 
To fl:op all hopes, whofe growth may damage me. 
I mufl: be married to my Brother's Daughter, 
Or elfe my Kingdom !lands on brittle Glafs: 
Murrher her Brothers, and than 111arry her 1 
Uncertain w~y of gam. But I am in 
So far in Blood, that Sin will pluck on Sin, 
Tear-falling Pity dwells not in this Eye. 

Enter Tirrel. 
Is thy Name Tirrel? 

Tir. James Tirre!, and your mofl: obedient SuSjctt. 
K. Rich. Art rhou indeed ? 
Tir. Prove mr, my gracious Lord. 

1t K. Ric/;. Dar'fl: thou refolve to kill a Friend of mind 
Tir. Pleafe you: 

But I had rather kill two Enemies. 
K. Rich. Why then thou hall: it; two deep Enemies, 

Foes to my R(fr, ;nd my fwect fleeps difiurbers, 
Are they that £ would have thee deal upon ; 
Tirrel, I mean thofe Bafl:ards in the To1ver. 

Tir. Let me have open means to come to them, 
bitf.~r. And foon I'll rid you from the fe~r of them. 

[f K. Rich. Thou fiog'll: f weet Mufick : 
H~k, come hither Tirre!, 
Go by this token; rife, and lend thine Ear, 
There is no more but fo ; fav it is done, 
Ar.d I will Jove thee, and p~cfer thee for it:. 

Tir. I will difpatch it firaight. 
Enter Buckingham, 

[Whifpers. 

l111ck.:_ My Lord, I h•ve confider'd in my mind, 
That late requefl: that you did found m.e in. 

K. Ricb. W elJ, let that refi; Dorfet is ~-:d to RifbmonJ. 
1}1 BHcf?..: I hear the News, my Lord. 

L 3 K. Ricb. 
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K. Rich. St~tnley, he is your Wife's Son; well, look un~o it, 
Buck. My Lord, I claim the Gifr •. my due b~ Prom1fe, 

For which your Honour and your Fatth IS pawn d. 
Th' Earldom of Hereford, and the Moveables, 
Which you have promifed I lhall poffefs. 

K. Rich. Stanley, look to your Wife! if lhe convey 
Letters to Richmond, you fhall anfwer 1t. 

Buck_. What fays your Highnefs to my jull: requdH 
K. Rich. I do nmember me, Henry the Sixth 

Did Prophefie, that Richmond lhould be King, 
Wben Richmond was a little peevilh Boy. 
A King perhaps. . . 

Buck_; May it pleafe you to refolve ~em my _SUit. . 
K. Rich. Thou trcubldt me, I am not tn the Vetn. [Ex1t, 
Bucfe.: And is it thus~ repays he my defp Service 

With fuch contempt { made I him King for this~ 
0 let me think on Haftings, and be gone 
To Brecnoc~ while my fearful Head i5 on. [Exit. 

Enter Tirrel • 
. Tir. The tyrannous and bloody Act is done, 

The moll: Arch-deed of piteous Maffacre 
That ever yet this Land was guilty of: 
Dighton and Forrefl, whom I did fuborn 
To do this p1ece of ruthful Butchery • 
Alb~it they were fle!ht Villains, bloody Dogs, 
Melted with Tendermfs, and mild CClmpaffion, 
Wept l1ke to Chtldreo, in their deaths fad Story z 
0 1 h~s. quoth, Dighton, lay the gentle B1bes, 
Thus, thus, quoth Forre.fl, girdlmg one another 
Wirhin their Alabla!ler inn'1cent Arms: 
Their Lips were four red Rofes on a Sralk, 
Arid in thdr Summer Beauty kifs'd each other. 
A Bnnk of Prayers oR thetr Pillow lay, 
Wnich once, quoth Forreft, almoll: chang'd my mind 
Rue 0b the Devil-there the Villain fiopt: 
Wh n Dighton thus told on, we [mothered 
The moll: replenilbed fwect Work of Nature, 
That from the prime Creation e'er the framed. 
H ·.::nce bo(h are gone with Confcience and Remorfe, 
They could not fpeak, ard fo I left them both 
To bcu the[:! Tydings to the bloody King. , 
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E'nter King Ridmd, 

And here he comes. All health, my Sovereign Lord. 
K. Ri,h. Kmd Tirrel--am I happy in thy News~ 
Ttr. If to have done the thing you glve in charge 

Beget your happinefs, be happy then, 
For it is done. 

K. Rich. But did'fr thou fee them dead! 
Tir. I did, my Lord. 
K. Rich. And buried, gentle TirreH 
Tir. The Chaplain of the Tower bath buried them, 

But where, to fay the trurh, I do not know. 
K. Rich. Come to me Tirrel (oon, foon after Supper, 

When thou lhalt tell the procefs of their Death. 
Mean time-but think how 1 may do thee good, 
And be Inheritor of thy defire. 
Farewel 't11l then. 

Tir, I humbly takGI my leave. 
K. Rich. The Son of C!Arence have I pent up dofe, 

Hi~ Dawc hter meanly have I march'd in Marriage, 
The SJrS of Edwar-d fleep in .Abraham's Bofe;m, 
And .Anne my WJte had bid this World good Night. 
Now for I know the Briton Richmond aims 
At young Eli:c..abeth my Brothtr's Daughter, 
And by that knot looks proudly on the Crown~ 
To her go I, a jolly thriving Wooer. 

Enter Ratcliff. 
RAt. My Lord. 
K. Rich. GoodorbadNews,thltthoucom•fi in fo bluntly~ 
Rat. Bad News, my Lord, Morton i~ fied to Richmcn-1, 

And Buckingham, backt with the hardy Weljbmm, 
Is in the Field,. and ftill his Power encreafcth. 

K. Rich. El] with Richmond troubles m~ more near, 
Than Buckingham and his ra{b levied Strength. 
Come, I have learn'd that fearful commemmg 
Is leaden Servitor to dull delay, 
Delay leads impotent and Snail'd.pac'd Br~gary: 
Then fiery Expedition be my Wing, 
jove•-. Mercury, and Herald for a Kine: 
Go muller Men ; my Council is my Shield, 
We muft be brief, when Traitors brave the Fidd. [E.\'IH»t. 

Li SCE N .U. 
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Enter f2.!!,een Margaret. 

0. Mar. So now Profpuity begins to mellow, 
'ABddrop into the rotten mouth ofDe~th: 
Here in th& Confines flily have I lu1kt, 
,Te watch the waining of mine ~nemies. 
A dire lndu~ion am I witnefs to, 
And wtll to France, hoping the Confcquence 
Will prove as bitter, black and tragical. 
Withdraw thee wretched Marg4ret, who comes herd 

E'nur Dutchefs and fd.!!cen. 
f2!!een. Ah my poor IJrinccs ! ah my tender Babes! 

My unblown Flowers. new appearing Sweets: 
If yet your gentle Souls fly in the Air11 
And be not fixt in doom perpctu;;J, 
Hover about me with your ~iry Wings, 
And hear your Mother's Lamentation. 

Q;_,Mttr. Hover about her, fay, that right for righ~ 
Hath dim'd your infant Morn to ;,ged Night. 

Dutch. So many Mifcrics have craz'd my Voice, 
That my woe-wearied Tongue IS frill and mute. 
Edward Plantaf.enct, why art thou dead? 

0. Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet, 
EI;;;ard for Edward pays a dying Debt. 

Oueen. Wilt thou, 0 God, fly from fuch gentle LamiDs~ 
'And throw them in the lntrails of d~c Wolf ? 
Why didft thou flecp when fuch a Deed was done? 
· 0. Mar. When Holy Henry dy 'd, and my (w,er Snn. 

DUtch. Dead Life, blind Sighr, poor moJt~l living Gh(,fl:, 
Woes Scene, Worlds flumr, Graves due, by Life ufurp~, 
Brief abO:raet and record of tedious Days, 
Refi thy unrefi on England's lawful E~, th, 
Unlawfully made drunk With innocent Blood. 

Oueen, Ah that thou wouldfr as foon afford a Grave 
Asthou canO: yield a melancholly Seat; 
Then would [ hide my Bones, not refi them }1ere. 
"'h who bath any caufe to mourn but we? 
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Q:_ Mar. If ancient Sorrow be mofi rev erect, 

G1ve mine the benefit of Seigneury; 
And let my Grids frown on the upp r I a:1d, 
If Sorrow can admit Society. 
I had an Edward 'rill a Richard kill'd him: 
l had a Husband 'till a Richard kill' d b1m: 
Thou had'ft an Edward, 'till a Ric/,,trd kill'd him: 
Thou had'fi a Richard 'till a Richard kill'd him. 

Dutch. I had a Richard too, and thou didfi kill him: 
1 had a Rut/and too, thou holp'll: to kill him. 

0. Mar. Thou hadll: a Clillre"ce too, 
AndRichard kiH'd him. 
From forth the kennel 0f thy Womb hath crept 
A Hd!-hound, that cloth 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, 
Tha.t reigns in gauled Eyes ofweepin~ Souls: 
That excellent grand Tyrant of the Earth, 
Thy Womb let Ioofe to ch1fe us to our Graves. 
0 uprighr, juft, and true difpofing God, 
How clo I thank thee, that this catnal Cur 
Preys on the Iffue of hi~ Mother's Body, 
And m~kes Her, Pue-fellow with others moan. 

Dutch. Oh Harry's Wife, t' iumph not in my Woes: 
Gcd wirnefs with m,, I have wept for thir.e, 

Q; M.Jr. Bear with me: I am hungry for revenge, 
And now I cloy me with beholding ir. 
Thy Edward, he is dead that kili'd my F duJard. 
The o:h"r Edward dc~d, to quit my Edward: 
Young Yor~ he is but boor, becaufe both they 
1\hrch'd not the high perfe<frion of my Lofs. 
Thy Clarence he is de2d that llab'd my Edward; 

. A"d the beholders of this frantick Play, 
Th' adulterate Hajlings, Rivers, Vaughan, Gray, 
Untimely fmother'd in their dusky Gr~ve. 
Richard yet lives, Hell's black Inte1ligencer, 
Only referv'd th~ir FaCtor to buy Souls, 
And fend them thither: But at har.d, at hand 
lnfues his piteou~ and u: pitied Er.d. 
Earth gapes, Hell burn~. Pi~nds roar, Saints pray, 
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To have him fuddenly convey'd from hence: 
Cancel his Bond of Life, dear 6od, I pray. 
That I may live and fay, the Dog is ~ead. . 

Ouwr. 0 thou didft Prophelie the ume would come, 
Th;C I fhould wilh for thee to help me Curfe 
That bottel'd Sp1der, that foul bunch-back'd Toad. 

o. Mar. I call'd thee then, vain flourilh of my Fortune: 
I c'ili'd thee then, poor Shadow, painted Queen, 
The reprefentation of but what l was; 
The flattering Index of a direful Pageant, 
One heav'd a high to be hurl'd down below: 
A Mother only mock'd with two fair Babes; 
A dream of what thou wall:, a garifu Flag 
To be the aim of every dang'rous Shot; 
A fign of Dignity, a Breath, a Bubble; 
A Ql1een in J eft, only to fill the Scene. 
Where is thy Husband now? where be thy Brothers l 
Where be thy two S >ns? wherein doft thou Joy? 
Who fues and kneels, and fays, God fave the Queen? 
Where be the bending Peers that flatter'd thee? 
Where be the thronging Troops that follow'd thee~ 
Decline all .this, and fee now what thou art. 
For happy Wife, a moll: di{hefs'd Widow; 
Fer joyful Moth~r, one that wails the Name; 
For one being Ud to, one that humbly fues; 
For Queen, a very Caytiff cmwn'd with Care; 
For tbe that fcorn'd ~t me, now fcorn'd of me; 
For ih e being fear'd of all, now fearing one; 
For fhe commanding all, obeyed of noAe. 
Thus bath the courfe of Jull:ice whirl'd about, 
.1\nd lefr thee but a very prey to Time, 
Having no more but thought of what thou waft. 
To torture tbee the more, being what thou art. 
Thou didll: uf1rp my Place, and doll: thou not 
lJfurp the juO: proportion of my Sorrow~ 
Now thy proud Neck bears half my burthen'd Yoak 
From which, evtn here I Oip my wearied Head ' 
And Lave rhe burthen of it all on thee. ' 
Farewel Yorl{s Wife, and Queen of fad Mifchance 
Theft Englifb Woes fhall make me fmile in frAnZe. 
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f2!!een. 0 thou well skill'd in Curfes. fl:ay a while, 

And teach me how to curfe mine Enemies. 
Q: Mar. Forbear to fleep the N ight, and fall: the Day : 

Compare dead Happinefs with living Woe; 
Think that thy Babes were fweeter than they werr, 
And he that flew them fouler than he is: 
Bett'nng thy lofs mak~s the. bad Caufer worfe, 
Revolving this, will teach thee how to curfe. 

Q!!ecn. My Words are dull, 0 quicken them with thine~ 
Q=. iUar. Thy Woes will make them fharp, 

And pierce IJke mine. L Exit Margaret. 
Dutch. Why ihould Calamity be full of Words! 
Qf!cen. Windy Attorneys to their Client's Woes, 

Airy fucceeders of intefl:ine Joys, 
Poor breathing Orators of Miferies, 
Let them have fcope, though what they will impart 
Help nothing elfe, yet they da eafe the Heart. 

Dutch. If fo, then be not Tongue-ty'd; go with me~ 
And in the breath of bitter Words, let's (mother 
My damned Son, that thy two fweet Sons fmother'd. 
The Trumpet founds, be copious of exclaims. 

Enter King Richard •nd. his Train. 
K. Rich. Who intercepts me in my Expedition l 
Dut,h. 0 ihe that might have intercepted thee, 

By fl:rangling thee in her accurfed Womb, 
From all the flaughters, Wretch, that thou hall done. 

Oueen. Hid'fi: thou that Forehead with a Golden Crown, 
W~e·c ihould ~e branded, if that right were right? 
The ilaughter of the Prince that ow'd that Crown, 
And the dire de~th of my poor Sons and Brothers. 
Tell me, thou Villain-fiave, v. here are my Children! 

DHtch. Thou Toad, thou Toad, · 
Where is thy Brother Clarence? 
And li•tle Ned P/antagenet his Son? 

Qf!een. Where is the gentle Rivers, 17aughat~, GrAy~ 
Dutch. Where is kind Haftings ~ 
K. Rich. A flouriih, Trumpets; fl:rike Alarum Diums: 

Let not the Heav'ns hear thffc: T ell-rale Women 
Rail on the Lord's Anointed. Strike, I fay. 

Either be patient, and intreat me fair, 
[FioHrijb, Alarums. 

Or 
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Or with the clamorous rcp0rts of War 
Thus will I drown your Exclamations. 

Dutch. Art thou my Son ? 
K. Rich. Ay. I thank @od, my Fathc_r, :~nd your felf. 
Dutch. Then patiently hear my Impattcnce. 
K. Rich. Madam, I have ~ touch of your Condition, 

That cannot brook the accent of Reproof: 
Dutch. 0 let me fpeak. 
K. Rich. Do then. but I'll not hear. 
Dutch. I will be mild and gentle in my Wo;d•. 
K. Rich. And brief, good Mother, for I am 10 hafl:e. 
Dutch. Art th 1U fo hafly? I ha\e fiaid for thee, 

God knows, in Torment and in Agony. 
](, Rich. And came I not at Iafl: to comfort you? 
Dutch. No by the holy Rood, thou kt;ow'fi: it well, 

Thou cam'fl: on Eu·tb to m~ke the Earth my Hell. 
A grievous burthen was thy Birth to me, 
Tetchy ard wayward was thy Infancy; 
Thy School-d~ys frightful, defperate, wild and furious. 
Thy prime of Manhood, daring, bold and venturous: 
Thy Age confirm'd, proud, fubtle, fly and bloody, 
More mtld, but yet more harmful, kind in hatred: 
\VhH comior~ble hour can'Jl: thou mmc, 
That evtr grac'd me with thy Company? 

](. Rich. Faith none but Humphry HoJver, 
That call'd your Grace 
To breakfafl: once, forth of my Company. 
Jf I be fo d!ft;racious in your Eye, 
Let me march on and not offend you, Madam. 
S:rike up the Drum. 

Dutch. I r rithee hear me ft'1e~k. 
K. Rich. You fpcak roo bitterly. 
D:ttch. Hear me a Word, 

For I fiull never fpeak to thee again. 
K. Rich.. So. 
Dutch. richer thou wilt die by God's jull: Ordinance 

E'er from this War thou rurn a Conqueror; ' 
Or I with Grief and excream Age i1Hll perilh, 
And never more behold thy Face a_gain. 
Thet"efore take with thee n,y mofl: grievous Curfe 
Which, in the Day of Bmel, tire thee more, ' 

Thai 



ourr,::. 

r.ditin:, 

Than all the compleat Armor that thou wca 'fi. 
My Pr;~yers on the adverfe Party fighr. 
And there the little Souls of Edw •• rd's Chiidren 
Whifper the Spirits of thine EntmJcs, 
And promife them Succtfs ~nd V1crory, 
Bloody rhou art; bloody will be thy end: 
Shame lerv(s thy L1fe, :md doth thy Death attend. [Ex,·,; 

Q!teen. Tho' far rrcre Caufe, yet much Jds Spirit to curfe 
Ab1des in me, I fay Amen to her. . 

K. Rtch. St"y, Madam, I mull: talk a Word with you. 
bft~ Oueen. I have no more Sons of the Royal Blood 

fo7ihte to Daughter; for my Daughters, Richard, 
They frail be praying Nuns, not weeping Queens; 
And therefore level not to hit their Lives. 

hee, 

IU! 
K. Rtch. You have a Daughter caJl'd E/i~aheth, 

VHruous and Fair, Royal and Gracious. 
Oueen. And mull: ilie die for thi5? 0 let her Jive, 

A ~I'll corrupt her Manners, fl:ain her Beauty, 
Slander my f,lf c~s lalfc: to Edw11rd's Bed : 
Throw over her the Vail of Infamy, 
So l11e may live unfcarr'd of bleeding Slaughter, 
I will conftfs !he was not Edward's Daughter. 

K. Rich. W1ong not her Birth, lhe is a Ro) al Pdr. cds. 
f2!!een. To fave l1er Life I'll fay lhe is not fa. 
K. Rich. Her I~ife is fafefl: only in her Birth. 
Queen. And only in that fafety dy'd her Brother~. 
K. Rich. Lo, at their Birth gocd Scars were oppo!ire. 
fl.!!een. No, to their Lives ill Friends were contrary. 
Q:_ Rich. All una voided is the doom of Ddliny. 
!!.!!een. True; when avoided Grace makes Ddhny. 

My Babes were dcfiin'd to a fairer De:ah, 
If Grace had blefi thee with a fairer Lift.'. 

K. Rich. You fpe~k as if tlm I had flain my Codir.s ! 
Q_ueen. Coufins irdced, and by their Uncle cozcn'd, 

Of C()mfim, Kingdom, I"indrcci, Freedom, Life. 
Whofc H~nds foever lanch 'd their r.-;r:der Hearts, 
'l'hy Head, all IndireCtly, gave Dircctir;n. 
No doubt the murd'rous Knife was dull and blunt, 
'Till it was whetted on thy Swne·hnd Heart. 
To rfvc:l in the Inmils of my Lambs. 
B:Jt !hat fiill ufe of Gritf makes wild Grief came, 

My 
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My Tongue thould to thy Ears not name my Boys, 
~Tt • l that my Nails were anchor'd in thine Eyes ; 
And I in fuch a defp'rate Bay of Death, 
Like a poor Bark of Sails and Tackling refr, 
Ruth all to pieces on thy Rocky Bofom. 

K. Rich. Madam, fa thrive I in my Enterprize, 
And dangerous fuccefs of bloody Wars, 
As I intend more good to you and yours, 
Than ever you or yours by me were harm'd. 

Q:!een. Wh~t good is covex'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. 
fl!!.een. Up to fame Scaffold, there to lofe their Heads. 
K. Rich. Unto the dignity and heighth of Fortune, 

The high Imperial Type of this Earth's Glory. 
Q!!een. Flatter my Sorrow with report of it; 

Tell me, what State, what Dignity, what Honour 
Canfi: thou devife to any Child of mine~ 

K. Rich. Ev'n all I have; ay, and my fdf and all, 
Will I withal endow a Child of thine: 
So in the Lethe of thy angry Soul 
Thou drown the fad remembrance of thofe Wrongs, 
Which thou fuppofefi: I have done to thee. 

fl!!een. Be brief. left th~t the procefs of thy kindnef5 
Laft longer telling, than thy kindnefs date. 

K. Rich. Then know. 
That from my Soul I love thy Daughter. 

Qf!een. My Daughter's Mother thinks it with her Soul. 
K. Rich. What do you think l 
Qf!een. That thou daft lo1'e my Daughter from thy Soul. 

So from thy Soul's love didll: thou love her Brothers, 
And from my Heart's love, I do thank thee for it, 

K. Ricb. Be not fo hafiy to confound my meaning; 
I mean, that with my Soul I lov.e thy Daughter, 
And do intend to make her Queen of Engl•md. 

QJ!een. Well then, who daft thou mean {hall be her King. 
K. RiciJ. Even he thlt makes her Q1een; 

\Vho el(e fhould be ! 
Oueen. \Vh~~. thou! 
K: Rich. E c·n io; how think you of it~ 



f2.!!_een. How can'fi thou woo her1 
K. Rich. That I would learn of you, 

As one being bell acquainted with her Humour~ 
Q!!een. And wilt thou learn of me! 
K. Rich. Madam, with all my Heart. 
QHeen. Send to her, by the M1n that fiew her Brothers. 

A pair of bleeding Hearrs; thereon ingrave 
Edw~trd and rork, then haply will fue weep: 
Therefore prefent to her, as fometime MArg~tl'et 
Did to thy Father, fieepr in RHtl~!-nd's Blood, 
A Handkerchief; which, fay to her, did drain 
The purple fap from her fweet Brothers Bodies, 
And bid her wipe her weeping Eyes withal. 
If this Inducement move her nor to Love, 
Send her a Letter of thy Noble Deeds; 
Tell her, thou mad'O: away her Uncle Clarence, 
Her U ode Rivers; ay, and for her fake, 
Mad'fi quick CooveyJnce with her good Aunt .Anne. 

K. Rich. You mock me, Madam, this is not the way 
To win your Daughter. 

Q!fem. There is no other way, 
Unlefs thou coulci'fi put on fome other Shape, 
And not be Richard, that hath done all this. 

K. Rich. Say, that I did all rhis for love of her. 
Q_ueen. Nay then indeed fhe cannot chufe but hate thet'; 

Havmg bought love with fuch a bloody Spoil. 
K. Rich. Look, what is done, cannot be now amended: 

1;: Men lhall deal unadviftdly fomctimes. 
Which after-hours give leifure to repent of. 

0 I If I did take the Kingdom from your Sons, 
1 l To make amends, I'll give it to your Daughter: 

If I have klll'd the Hfue of your Wom,b, 
To quicken your encreafe I will beget 
Mine lffue of your blood, upon your Daughter: 
A Grandam's name is little lefs in love, 
Than is the doting Title of a Mother; 
They are as Children but one fiep below, 
liven 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 Jike Sorrow. 
Your Children were yexation to your Youth, 

But 
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But mine lha'i b~ a comfort to your Age, 
The Jgfs' y >d h 1vc is bt.. t a Son being Kw~, 
And by tlu~ I JG you r DJughcer is m1de Queen. 
I cannot m2l~e }'OLl whH amends I would, 
Therefo re aC\.Cnt fuch kindmfs as I can. 
Dorjet, your S<;n, th ; t with a ft arful S .. ml 
Lc ;;ds difcont.:-ntc d StLps in Foreign Soil, 
This fai r Al:iancc quickly !hall call home 01rm. 
To hit:h Promotions and great Di~niry. f:M 
The Kt ng thH call yo 1r beauteous D.tUghter Wife, 011m. 
Famil:arly !hall call thy Dorfet Brother: LRicb 
Agai:J iball you b.: MotLcr to a King; 
And all the ruins of dtfhelsful Times~ 
Rep:~ir'd with doub.e RiLh .s of Conttnt. 
Wh1t ~ we have many goodly Days to fee: 
The liquid drcps of fears that you have 01ed 
Shalt c ) ffiC again, transform'd to Orient Peult 
..Adv~ntaging t tltir Love With Intereff: 
Ofcentimes double gain of Happinef. 
Go then, my Mother, to thy Daughter, go, 
Mak~ bold h t• r b~lh ful Years wi{h your Experience, 
Pre ;>are h ~ r E H§ to hear a Wuoer's tale. 
Put •n her tender Heart th' afpiring fLme 
Of golden Sover(;lgnty; acquai .t the Prir.cefs 
\V Jtn the fwect filent hours of MJrriage Joys; 
And when rhis Arm cf mine hath chAfhfed 
The peay ReSel, dull-brain'd Btsckfngham, 
Bound with triumphant Garlands w11l I come, 
And lead thy D.wghter to a Conqueror's Bed; 
To whom I will retail my Conquefi won, 
And file lhaJJ be fole Vitrrefs, C4{ar's Ctt{ar. 

f!.!!een. What we1c I befl: to fay. her Father's Brother 
Would be her Lord? or !hall I fay, her Uncle? 
Or he that flew her Brother~? and her Uncles? 
Under what Title filall I woo for th::e, 
That God, tbe Law, my Honour. and her Love, 
Can make feem pleafing to her tender Years? 

K. Rich. Infer fair England's Peace by this Alliance: 
Queen. Which file iliall purchafe with fiilllafiing War. 
](. Rich. Tell her, the Kmg, that may commard, intreats. 
Q_u~en. TLa at her H an~s, v. hic:h the King's King forbids. 

K. Ri&b. 



K. Rich. Say, lhe lhall be a high and tni~hry Quech. 
Q!!m,, To vail the Title, :a her Mother cloth. 
K. Rich. Say, I will love her everhfringly. 
fl.!!cen. Bur how long lhall that Title ever lafi! 
K. Rich. Swettly in force, unto her f~ir life's end. 
~ecn. But how long, fairly, lhall her fweet life lafi r 
K. Rich. As long as Heav'n and Nature lengthens it. 
f2!!.een. As long as Hell and Richard likes of it. 
K. Rich. Say, I, her Sovereign, am her Subject low. 
f2!!cen. But 1he, yot.Jr Subject, I oaths fuch Sovereignty; 
K. Rich. Be eloquent in my behalf to her. 
Oueen. An honeil Tale fpeeds bell, being plainly told. 
K Rich. Then, plainly, to her tell my loving Tale. 
Otmn. Plain and not honefr, is too harlh a Stile. 
K: Rich. Your Reafons are too lhallow, and too q ick~ 
Oueen. 0 no, my Reafons are too deep and dead; 

·;;--deep and dead, poor Infants in their Graves, 
farp on it fiill lhall I, 'till Heart-firiogs break. 
K. Rich. Harp not on that String, Madam, that is palt 

row by my George,. my Garter, and my ( rown
Q_uecn. Profan'd, d1lhonour'd, and the third ~.&fur 'd~ 
K. Rich. I fwear. 
Qf!een. By norhiog, for this is no Oath : 

hy George profan'd, hath loO: hi~ }, , rd!y Honot:r~ 
hy Garter blemilh'd, pawn·d his kingly Virtue, 
hy Crown ufurp'd, d•fgrac'd hi> kingly Glory: 
· fomething thou would'fi: fwear to be believ'd, 
.vear then by fomething that thou hall not wrong'd~ 
K. Rich. Then by my felf-
~een. Thy fdf JS fdf mifus'd• 
K. Rich N w by the World-

so,!. Oueen. ; f•s full of thy louJ Wrongs. 
1,.- M 

K. Rich. y Far he.'~ Deaf --
Q!!een. Thy Life hatll it dilhonour'd. 
K. Rich. Why then, by Hcav'n-
Oueen. Heav'n's Wrong is moll: of all: · 

''iliou didfi fear to hreak ~n Oath wtrh him, 
he Unity the King my Ht1sband rnade 
~hou hadO: not broken, nor my Brothers dy'd.' 
. ·thou hadll: fear'd to break an Oath by him, 

T mperial Metal, dr<:ling no~ thy Head, 
'x Vot, IV~ M 
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Had grac'd tbe tender Temples of my Child, 
And both the Princes had been breathing here, 
Which now two tender Bed-fellows for dufr, 
Thy broken Faith hath made the prey for Worms. 
What c:tnfr thou f wear by gow ~ 

K. Rich. The Time to come. 
Q3een. That thou haft wronged in the time o'er-pall: 

For l my fdf h:tve many Tears to wafh 
Hereaf,er Time, for time·pafr. wrong'd by thee. 
The Children live, whofe Fathers thou haft fiaughter'd, 
Ungovern'd Youth, to wail it with their Age. 
The Parents live, whofe Children thou haft butcher'd, 
Old barren Plants, to wail it with their Age. 
Swear not by Time to come, for that thou haft 
Mifus'd e'er us'd, by times ill-us'd o'erpafi. 

K. Rich. As I intend to pr9fper, and repent; 
So thrive I in my dangerous Affairs 
Of hoftile Arms; My ftlf, my felf confound, 
Heaven :md Fortune bar me happy Hours, 
Day yield me not thy Light, nor Night thy Reft, 
Be oppofite all Planets of good Luck 
TQ my proceeding, if with dear Hearts Love, 
Immaculate Devotion, holy Thoughts, 
I tend not thy beauteous Princely Daughter. 
In her co'lfifrs my Happinefs and thine; 
Without her, follows to my felf and thee, 
Her f·lf, the Land, and many a Chrifl:ian Soul, 
Death, Defolation, Ruin, and Decay : 
It cannot be avoided, but by this; 
It will not be avoided, but by this: 
Therefore, dear Mother, I mufl: call you fo, 
Be the Attorney of my Love to her; 
Plead what I will b , not what I have been; 
Not my Ddires, but what I will deferve: 
Urge the oeceffity and fiate of Times; 
And be not pervi!h found 1n great Defigns. 

Oueen. Sh.11ll be tempted of the Devil thYs~ 
K Rich. ' y, if the Devil tempt you to do good. 
~een. S alii forget my felf to be my fclf? 
K. Rich Ay, if your felf's remembrance wrong your felf, 
fi!!.een. Yet t~ou didft kill my Children. 



of Richard III. 
K. Rich. But in your Daughter's Womb I bury them; 

Where in that N eft of Spicery they will breed 
Selves of themfelves. to your recomforture. 

f23een. Shall I go win my Daughter to thv Will? 
K. Rich. And be a happy Mother by the Deed. 
Qfleen, I go, write to me very lhortly, 

· And you lhall underfrand from me her mmd. [Exit Queen. 
K. Rich. Bear her my true Love's kif<, and fo farewcl

Relenting Fool, and lhallow-changing Woman. 
How now, what News~ 

E11ter Ratcliff. 
Rat. Mofr mighty Soveraign, on theW ell:ern Cvafl: 

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 i" their Admiral: 
And there they hull, expecting but rhe aid 
Of BuckJ.ngham, to welcome them alhore. 

K. Rich. Some light-foot Friend pofi to the Duke of Nor-
Rate/if!, thy felf, or C.uesby, where is he? (folk.J 

Catef. Here, my good Lord. 
K. Rich. Catesby. fly to the Duke. 
Catef. I will. my Lord, with all convenient hall:e. 
K. Rich. Ratclijf, come hither, poll: to Salisbury. 

When thou comelt thirher--Dull unlllindful Villain, 
[To Catesby. 

Why fiay'fi thou here, and go'll- not to the Duke! 
Cue[. Firll-, mighty Liege, tell me your HighntG pleafure, 

What from your Cirace I lhall deliver to him. 
K. Rich. 0 true, good Catesby-bid him levy firaight 

The greatefi Strength and Power that be can make, 
And meet me fuddenly at Salisbury. 

C~tef. I go. [Exit. 
Rdt, What, may it pleafe you. lhall I do at Salisbury~ 
K. Rich. Why. what would'fi thou do there before I bo ! 
Rat. Your highncf~ told me I lhould pofi before. 
K. Rich. My mind j, chang'd--

Enter Lord Stat.lty. 
Sunley, what News with you? 

Stan. None gor>d, my Liege. to pleafe you with the hea~-
or none fo bad, but well may be repcrted. (1np. 

M 2 K. RtciJ. 
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K. Rich. Hoyday, a Riddle, neither good nor bad: 

What neeJ 'n thou run fo many Miles abour, 
When thou mq'll: tell thy Tale the near~fl: way ~ 
Ooce mo,e, what News~ 

Stan. Rtchmond 1s on the Seas. 
K. Rich. Tt1ere let him link, and be the Seas on him, 

Wnirt-liver'd Run-a-gate, what do~h he there! · 
Stan. I know not, mighty Sovereign, but by guefs. 
K. Rich. Well, as you guefs. 
Stan. Sr~t'd up by Dor[et,. Buckjngham, and Morton, 

He makes or England, h e:re to cla1m the Crowr. 
K. Rteh h the: Chair empty l JS the Sword unfway'd f 

Is the Ktng dead ! the Emptre unpoffefs'd f 
What Htu of iork JS there aJ1ve, but we~ 
And who is England\ K1 ,•g, but great York's Heir~ 
,The-n tel m t whar makes he upon the Seas~ 

Sum. Unlef> fur th.lt, my Liege:, I cannot guefs. 
K. Rtch. Uulefs for that he comes to be your Lirge, 

Y .u ~;moot guefs, whcrtfore the Welch mAn comes. 
~·hou wIt revolr, and fly to nm, , fc.ar. 

Stan. No, ffi ( good L·>rd, therefore mifhull: me not. 
K. Rich. Where is tl y Power then to bLac tu m back? 

Where be thy 1 en ants, and thy Folio\\ ers? 
Are th.y not now upon t ht 'vV c:flern Shore, 
Saf con0uCl:ing t11e Rebels from their Sr ips ~ 

M, 
Stan No, IT'Y good Lo d, my Fnend are in the North. 
K. Rtch. Cold Fnends to m<:: what do they in tht> North, 

When thev thould ferve their Sovereigr. in th<. W fl:.? Me 
Stan. 1 h y have not been commanded, mtghty K•ng; lt!f; 

Pleaf::th yolll Majefl:y to give me leave, l<ld 
l'il mt ll:er up my Frj, nd~, and meet your Grace, 
Where, a d what time yo..t·· Majefiy fhall pkafe. Tn~, 

K. Rteh. Ay, thou \\oulJ'fl: be gone, to ,·oin with Rich· M~ 
I n ~ Bu• l ...,t •tun th ee. (mo,J: 

.Stan M 1ft mr! hry Sovereign, lhnt 
h d wnJ You .,a e no caufe to I my Friend!bip doubtful U;o· 

I t: was, no1 ntver will be falfe. ' . 
K. Rich. G-, then, ahd mufl:er Men; but leave bch ind H.~~ 

Y r S.,r. George Stanley: Look your Heart be firm 
Or elfe his Heao's affurance is but frail. ' Woo 

Swt. 



hld: Sran. So deal with him, as I prove true to you. 
[Ex11 Stanley~ 

Enter a Me./[enger. 
Mef. My gracious Soven·ign, now in Dwonfhire, 

As I by fa1ends am well advertt{td, 
onf1~1 Sir Edwurd <.tJurtney, :~nd •he haugh•y Prelate, 

Bilhop f Exerer, his e>dtr Brother, 
With many mure Conftderarts a•e in A ms, g;f~ 

Enter another Mef!enger. 
Me[. I 1 Kent, my L•egt, tlle Gutljords are in A•ms, 

And evuy 1our Competitors 
Flock to the Rebels, and their Powe· growsfirong. 

Enttr a11o her lvu./Jenger. 
Mef. My Lo•d, the Ar r y of gnat Buck./.ngham-
K. Rich. Out on ye, Owls, nothing but Songs of Death. 

[He ftri'<!s him. 
Tn re rak'! thou thar, 'till thou bring better News. 

Mrf. ·ne News I 1ave to tell your Majefiy, 
Is, tha. by f,adden Flood and fall of Waten, 
Buckfngham's Army IS difpers'd and fcatter'd. 
And he h1mfelf wandred away alone, 

m~ll! No Man knows whither. '' ! 
b1u K. Rich. I cry thee Mercy; 

There i~ my Purfe, to cure that Blow of thh~. 
Hath any well advJ{ed Friend procla1m'd 
R"wnd to h1m that brings the Traitor in? 

r!~~ .l'rlef. Such Procl .. mation hath been made, my Lord. 
Enter another Me/fengtr. 

Me}. Sir Thomas Love/, a. d Lord Marqucfs Dorfet, 
'Tis faid, my L•ege, in Yorkjbire are in Arms: 
But thts good comfort bring I to your Highnefs, 
The Britain Na y tS difpers'd by fempefr. 
Richmond m Dorfetjhire fent out a Roar 
Unto the Shore, to ask thofe o the Ba ks, 
If th(y were h1s Affitlant~. yea, or no ! 
Who anfwer'd him, they c~me from Buckinghlflm 
Upon his Party; he m1fhufl:i 1g them, 
Hois'd S ul, and made his C ourf again for Britain. 

K. Rich. March on, march on, fitace we are up in Arms; 
ll not to fight With Foreign E emies, 

• M ~ Yet 
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Yet to beat down thefe Rebels here u Home; 
Enter Catesby. 

C~te[. My Liege, the Duke of Buckjngham is taken; 
That JS d:e belt News ; that the Earl of Richmond 
Is wir h a mighty Power landed at Milford, 
Is colder News, but yet it mufl: be told • . 

K . Rich. Away towards Salisbury; w h1le we reafon l1ere, 
A Royal Bacrel might be won and lo fl: : 
Some one take order that Buckjngham be brought 
To Salisbury, the reft m-arch on with me. [ExeHnt. 

S C E N E IV. 

Enter Derby, and Sir Chrill:opher. 

Derby. Sir Chriftopher, tell Richmond this from m,e, 
That in the Sty of the moll: deadly Boar, 
My Son George Stanley is frankt up in hold: 
If I revolr, otf goes young George's Head, 
The feu of that holds otf my pre[ent Aid. 
So get thee gone; commend me to thy Lord. 
Withal fq, that the ~een bath heartily confented 
H:: J.bould efpoufc Eliz..abeth her Daughter. 
But tell m", where is Princely Richmond now~ th 

Chrif. At Pembroo~ or at Hertford Well: in Wales. That 
Derby. Whlt Men of Name refon to h1m? H11b 

Chrif.' Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned Soldier, ,\rxj 
Sir Gilbert Tt1Jbot, Sir WU/iam Stanley. Tbui 
Oxford, redouhred Pembroolz., Sir James Blunt, Io1t 
And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant Crew, lk~s 
And m~ny other of great Name and Worth: IV~e 
And tewards London do they bend their Power~ ~tnl1 
If by the way they be not fought withat. r~n11 

Derby. Well, hye thee to thy Lord : I kifs his Hand W1or 
My Letter will refolve him of my Mind. ' 
FueweJ. [ ExeNIIt• 

ACT 



A C T V. S C E N E I. 

Enter the Sheriff, and Buckingham with 'Halberds hd to 
Excwtion. 

Buc~w I L L not King Richard let me fpeak with him~ 
Sher. No, good my Lord, t herefot e be pat ier t. 

[
E Buc~ Haftings, and E'd1vard's Children, Gray ar.d Rivers, 

Holy King Henr7, and thy fair Son Edw11rd, 
J7aughan, and all that have mifcarried 
By under-hand corrupted foul Injull:ice, 
If that your moody difcontenred Souls, 
Do through the Clouds bthold this prefent hour, 
Even for revenge mock my De.fi: uction. 

Ill, 

J"his is All-Souls Day, Fellow, is it not~ 
Sher. It is. 
Buck. Why then All-Souls Day is my Body's Doomfday. 

G 

This is the Day, which in King E'dward's t ime 
I wiiht might fall on me, when I was found 
Falfe to his Children, and his Wift:'s Allies. 
This is the DAy wherein I wilbt to fall 
By the falfe Faith of him whom moll I trull:ed. 
This, this All-Souls Day to my fearful S:mJ, 
Is the determin'd refpite of my Wrongs: 
That high All-feer, which I dallied with, 
Hath turn'd my feigned Pnyer on my Hea~, 
And given in earncfi, what I begg'd in jeft. 
Thus doth he force the Swords of wicked Men 
To turn their own points in their Mall:ers Bofoms. 
Thus M11rgaret's Curfe f:Jlls heavy on my Neck: , 
When he~ quoth lbe, will fplit thy Heart with Sorrow, 
Remember Margaret was a Prophetefs: 
Come lead me, Officers, to the Block of Shame, 
Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame~ 

[Exeunt Buckingham with OjfoerJ. 

M4 SCENE 
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S C E N E II. 

Enter Richmond, O~ford, Blunt, Herbert, 4nd ~thers, 
with Drum and Colours. 

Richm. Fellows in Arm!, and my mofl: loving Friends, 
Brus'd underneath the Yoak of Tyranny. 
Tnu• [;~r into the Bowels of the Land, 
F ve we marcht on without Impediment; 
An here receive we from our Father Stanl1y 
L.-aes of fair Comfort and Encouragemenr: 
T 1e wretched, bloody and ufurping Boar, 
That fp01l'd our Summer·Flelds, at.d fruitful Vines, 
Swills your warm Blood like W .. lh, and makes his Trowgh 
In your embowell'd Bo(oms; Th1s £.,ul Swine 
Is now even in the Center of this lOe, 
Near to the Town of Leicefter, as we learn : 
From TaMworth thither, IS but on~ D3y's march. 
In God's Name chenly on, courag10u~ Friends, 
To reap he Harvefl: of ptrpetual Peace, 
By this one b~oody trial of fharp War. 

Oxf Every Man's Confcience is a thoufandM~n, 
To fight againfl: this guilty Homicide. 

Herb. I doubt not but his Ftiends will tnrn to us. 

G 

I' 
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Blunt. He bath no Friends. but what are Friends for fear, ( 
Wnich in his deardl: need will fly from him. fl 

Rtchm. All for our vantage, then in God's Name march, I 
True hope is fwifr, and flies with Swallow's Wings, I 
King~ it makes Gods, and meaner Creatures Kings. \ 

[Exmt. 
Enttr King Richrrd in Arms, with Norfolk, Ratcldf, 1111d 

the Earl of Surrey. 
I<.. Rich. Here pitch our T. or, even here in <l/ofworth·fo!d. 

My LorJ of SMrrey~ why look you f.> fad? 
Sur, My Htal t as ten tim, s hghtcr than my Looks. 
K. Rich. My Lord of Norfolk. 
Nor, Here. m0lJ: grac ous Liege. 
K. Rick. N6rfol~, we muU have knocks: 

Ha, mull we not? 
Nor. We mufi both give and cake, my loving Lord. 

, K. 



of Richard Ill. 
K. Rich. Up with my Tent, here will I lye to Night, 

· But where to Morrow~-- well all's one for that. 
Who ho~th d.fcrv'd the number of the Traitors? 

Nor. ix or Cven thot f. nd is their utmofi Power. 
K. Rzch. Why our Batt~lra trebles that account: 

Be tides, tl1e King's Name ts a Tower of Strength, 
Whtch rhey pon the advtrft Fad:iCin want. 
Up wi1h rhe Tent: Come, Noble Gentlemen, 
Let us furvcy the vantage of the Ground. 
Call for fome M' n of found Dirdtion: 
Let's lack no Dtfcipltnc, make no delay, 
For. Lords, to Morrow is a bufie Day. [Extunt. 

Enter Richmond, Sir William Brandon, Oxford, and 
Dorfer. 

Richm. The weary Sun hath made a Golden fer, 
And by the bright Tract of his fiery Car, 
Gives token of a goodly Day to Morrow. 
Str Wiliiam Brandon, you fhall bear my Standard: 
Give me fome Ink and Paper in my Tent; 
1'11 draw the Form and Model cf our BatteJ, 
Limit each Leader to his feveral Charge, 
And part in jufr proportion our fmall Power. 
My Lord of O:r:fcrd, you Sir Wtiliam Brandon, 
And you Sir Wt/Liam Htrbert fhy w1th me; 
The Earl of Pembroolz.. keeps his Reg1menr; 
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 Tenr. 
Yet one thing more, good Captain, do for me~ 
W h. ere is Lord Stanley q uarter'd, do yo'l know? 

Blunt. Unlefs I have mifra'eo his Coloursmuch, 
(Which well I am alfur'd I have not done) 
His Regu11cnt lies, half a mile at leaft, 
s~mthjrom the mighry Power ofthe King. 

Richm. If without Peril it be poffible, 
Swfet Blunt, make fome good mtans to fpeak wich him, 
And give him from me this moft needful Note. 

B_lu~t. Upon my ftlf, my Lord, I'll undertake it. 
And fo God give you quiet rdr to Night. 

!Uchm. Good Night, good C:\ptam Blunt. 
Come, Gentlemen, 

I 

Let 
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Let us confult upon to Morrow's Bulinefs; 
Into my Tent, the Dew is raw and cold. 

[They withdraw into the Tent. 
Enter King Richard, Ratcliff, Nor folk and Catesby. 

J(. Rich. What is'c a Cl0ck~ 
Catesby. It's Supper time, my Lord. it's nine a Clock. 
K. Rich. I wtll not Sup to Night, 

Give me fome Ink and Paper : 
What, is my Beaver ealier than it was? 
And all my Armour laid into my Tent? 

Cate[. It is, my Liege; ar:d all things are in readinefs. 
K. Rich. Good Ngrfolk_hye thee eo thy Charge, 

Ufe caref·d Watch3 chufe trufiy Centinels. 
Nor. I go, my Lord. 
K. Rich. Stir with r~. e Lark to Morrow, gentle Norfol!r..: 
Nor. I warrant you, my Lord. [Exit, 
K. Rich. Ratclijf. 
Rat, My Lord. 
K. Rich. Send out a Purfuivant at At ms 

To Stanley's Regiment; bid him bring his Power 
Before Sun-rillng, lefr his Son George fall 
Into the blind Cave of ererml Ni?ht. 
Fill me a Bow 1 of Wine; give meu a Watch: 
Saddle white Surrey for the Field to Morrow: 
Look that my Staves be found, and not too heavy. Ratcfijf. 

Rat. My Lord. 
K. Rich. S1w'fr the melancholy Lord Northumberland! 
R<lt. Thomas the Earl of Surrey, and himfelf, 

M tch about Cock·lhut time, from Troop to Troop 
W em through the Army, cheering up the Soldien. 

K. Rich. So, I :m fatisfy'd; give me a Bowl of Wine; 
J have not that alacrity of Spirir, 
Nor cheer of Mind that I was wont to have. 
Set it down. Is In~ and P~per ready? 

Rat. It is, my Lord. 
K. Rich. Bid my Guard watch. Leave me. 

Ratclrjf, about the mid of Night come to my Tent, 
And help to Arm. Leave me, I fay. [Exit Ratdiff. 

Enter Det by to Rtcbmond in his Tmt. 
D~rby. F01tune and Vietnry fit on thy Hdm. 
Rich. All comfort that the datk Night can afford, 
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Be to thy Perfon, noble Father-in-Law, 
T dl me, how fares our noble Mother~ 

Derby. I, by Atco n£y, blefs thee from thy Mother, 
Who prays continua!Jy for R1chmond's gcod; 
So much for d at. The filent Hours fl:cal on, 
And fLky Darknefs breaks within the Eafl:. 
In brief, for [:) the Seafon bids m be, 
Prepare thy Battel early in the Morning, 
And put thy Fortune t'o th' Arbitrement 
Of bloody Streaks, and mortal fl:aring War: 
I, as I way, (that which I would, I cannot) 
With be:fi advantage will deceive the rime, 
And aid thee in this doubtful thock of Arms. 
But on rhy fide I may not be too forward, 
Lefi being feen, thy Brother, render George. 
Be e:xecuced in his Father's fight. 
Farewel; the leifure, and the feat ful time 
Cuts off the ceremomous Vows of Love. 
And ample enterchange of fwect Difcourf~:", 
Which fo long fur:dred Friends thould dwell upon: 
God give us leifure for thefe rites of Love. 
Once more Adieu, be valiant, and fpeed well. 

Richm. Good Lords, conduct him to his Regimtnt: 
I'll fl:rivf', with troubled Noife, to take a Nap, 
Lefl: leaden Dumber poizc me d·Jwn to morrow, 
When I lhould mount with Wings of Vu5tory: 
Once more, gc:od Night, kind Lords and Gentlemen. 

[Exeunt. M an et Richmond. 
0 thou, whofe Captain I account my [elf, 
L.ook on my Forces with a graciou~ Eye: 
Put in their Hands thy brufing Irons of wrath, 
That they may crulh down with a heavy fall, 
Th' ufurping Helmets of our Adverfaries. 
Make us thy Mintfiers of Chafiifement, 
Th~t we :nay praife thee in thy Vitiory: 
To thee l do commend my watchful Soul, 
E'er I let fall the Windows of mine Eyes: 
Slee i"le, ar.d wakint>, oh defend me fbll. [Sleeps. 

EJ.ter the Ghoft of Prince Edward, $qn to Henry the SixJh. 
Ghojl. Let me lit heavy on thy Soul to morrow: 

[T() K. Rich. 
Think 
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Think haw thou fiabb'dfi me in the prime of Yo~th 
At Tewk!_bu.ry; dtfpalr therefore, and d1e. 
Be cheerful, Rtchmond, 
For the wronged S.,uls 
Of butcher'd Princes fight in thy bt hal r: 
King Henry's iff.1e, Richmond, comfo1 ts thee. 

[To Richm, 

Ent6r the Ghoft of H .. nry the Stxth. 
Gh1jf. When I was mvnal, my ac.omttd Budy, 

LTo K. Rich. 
By thee wa~ punch d full of holes; 
ThT•k on tht Tower, a 1d me: D <fpair and die. 
Renry th ~ S1xt 1 b1ds thet: d fpa1r, and dH. 
V1rtuo•l.IS and holy, be thou Co q ,, ror. lTo Richm. 
HArry. that prophefied thou tb uld 'ft •,e King, 
Doth comfort thc·e i fie , p. b· e, :. o fl ur lb. 

Enter the G hofi of 1 •an ncr. 
Ghojl. Let me fit h•avy on thy S, ,11 re m •rrc"u; 

l To K Ride. 
I th~t was wath'd to death iA Fulf m W•ne, 
Poor Ciarence, 'by thy gu:le heua) 'd to dtath: 
To morrow in the Battel think nn me, 
And f~li thy cdglefs Sword, fp11r ~., d·r. 
Thou Off-fpring of the HrlUfe of Lancaj}cr, [To Richro. 
The wronged Heir~ of York__ do pr~y f ,, tbte, 
Good Angels guard thy Battd, livl' and fl 'Untb. 

Enter the Ghofts of Riv' r~, G,.ay, and V aughan. 
Riv. Let me fie heavy on thy Soul to morrow, 

[_To K. Rich. 
Rivers, that dy'd at Pomfret: Defpair, :md die. 

Gray. Think upon Gray. and let thy Soul defp~ir. 
. . [_To K. Rich. 

Yau.gh. Thwk upon V..u.:;,lum, a .d w1th guil'y f{ ar 

LTo K. Rich, 
Let fall thy Launce, defpair and die. 

All. Awake, 
And thi · k our wro!'lgs in Richard's Rofrm 
Wdl conquer. A.;~kc, and win th" Day. 

[To Richm. 

ENter the Ghojl of [.ord H~!Hngs. 
Ghofl. Bloody ar d guilty; gui!ty awake, [To[(. Rich. 

And in a bloody Bnel end thy D~ys, · 
Think on Lord Haftings; delpair and die. 
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Quiet untroubled SouJ, [To Richm. 
Awak, awake: 
Arm, fighr, and conq uer, for fair Englad's fake. 

Enter the Gh9fls of the two young Princes. 
Gaofts. Dn.am on thy Coufins [To K. Rich. 

Smor!Jer'd m the To1ver: 
Let us be la•d within rhy Bofom, Richard, 
A ·d weigh rt ee down to ruin, flume, and death. 
Thy N<:phnvs Souls bid thee defpair and die. 
Slt-Lp R1chmond, [To Richm • 

. S ep in PeJcc-, and wake in Joy, 
(;Jo"d A gels guard thee from the Bear's annoy~ 
J ive, and bcgtt a happy race of Km~?s. 
Edward 's w happy Sons do bid thee 8ourifh. · 

Enter the Ghoft of Anne his Wife. 
Ghofl. Rtchard, thy W1fe, [To K, Rich .. 

Tha WJ erch d .Anne, thy Wife, 
T hat never il~pr :1 qu iet H vur with thee, 
Now fi:I~ thy Deep with perturbatwns, 
To mo row 10 the Battel thwk on me, 
And fall thy edglcE Sword, defpatr and die. 
Thrlu CJLIIet Soul, [To Richm. 
Sletp thou a cp1et Sleep: 
Drt:am of )uccefs, and happy Vitl:ory, 
Thy .Adverfarres Wife doth pray for the~. 

ENter the GIJofl of Buckwgham. 
Ghoft: The· £rfr was I, [To K. Rich. 

That htlp'd thee to the Crown: 
Th~ lafl: was I, that felt rhy Tyranny. 
0, in the BmeJ think on lJucfzingham, 
And die in terror of thy guiltinefs, 
Dream on, dream or, of bloody Deeds and D~ath; 
Fainting d fp~ir; dtfp31Cing yidd thy breath. 
I dy'J f0r hopc·~ [To R.icbm. 
E\r I could Je,-,d thee aid; 
But ch~cr thy Heart, and be thou not difmay'd: 
C 1d, and g00d Anf?els fight on Richmond's fide, 
And Richard fa lls in height of all h1s Pndr. LThe Ghoflsvanijh. 

[ K. R idlard flarts out of his DreAm. 
K. Rich. Give me another H dr, bind up my Wounds: 

Have mercy, Jeju -Soft, I did but dream. 
0 
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0 coward Confcience! how doll: thou affii8: me? 
The Lights burn blue-- It is not dra~ Mid-night
Cold fearful Drops ftand on my tre£llblwg Flelh : 
What f do I fear mv felf? Then.'s none elfe by, 

,/ 

R1chard loves Richard, that is, I am I. 
h there a Murtherer here~ No; Yes, I am: 
Then fly? what from my [df? Great reafon; why~ 
Lefl: I revenge. What~ my fdf upon my felf ~ 
Alack, I love my felf. Wherefore? For any good 
That I my felf have done upon my felB 
0 no. Alas, I ratl.er hate my fdf. 
For hm{ul Deeds commiaed by felf. 
I am a Vill-1in; yet I lie, I am not. 
Fool, of thy fdf fpeak- well Fool, do not flatter. 
My Confcicnce hath a thoufand feveol Tongues, 
And every Tongue brings in~ feveral Tale, 
And every Tale condemns me for a VJllain; 
Perjury, in the higb'ft degree, 
Mu,rther, ll:ern M·Jrther, in the dir'fi degree, 
All fevu·al Sim, all m'd in each degree, 
Throng all to th' Bar, ctyiog a 1, Guilty, guilty. 
I fiull defp~ir~ there is no Creature loves me; 
And if T die, no S:)u) lflall pity me. 
Nay, wherefore thould th:y ~ fince that I my felf 
Find in my felf no pity to my felf. 
Merhoug,Jt, the Souls of all that I had murther'd 
Came to my Tent, and every one did threat 
Tomorrows Vengeance on the head of Richard. 

Enter Ratcliff. 
R11t. My Lord. 
K R 1ch. Who's there? 
R.u. Ratclijf, my Lo~d, 'tis I; the early Village Cock 

Hath twice done SalUtatiOn to the Morn; 
Your Friends are up, and b•: ckle on their Armour. 

K. Rich. 0 Ratclijf, I fear, I fear -
Rat. Nay, good my Lord~ be not afraid of lhadows. 
K. Rich. By the Apoll:le Paul tbadows to night 

Have fl:ruck more terrour to the Soul of Richard, 
Than can the fub!hnce of ten thoufand Soldiers 
Armed in proo£ ar.d led by iliallow Richmond. 

'Tis 
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of Ridurd Ill. 
'Tis not yet near Day. Come, go wirh me, 
Under our Tents; I'll plq the Eavls-dropp.r, 
To hear if any Mm lhrink from me. . 

[Exeunt K. Richard and Ratchff. 
Enter the Lords to Richmond fitting in his Tent. 

Lords. Good morrow, Richmond. 
Richm. Cry you mercy, Lords, and watchful Gen

tlemen, 
Tl1at you have ta'en a tardy Sluggard here. 

Lords. How have you flept, my Lord I 
Richm. The f weetdl Sleep, 

And fdirefl: boadi 1g Dreams, 
That ever enrred in a drowlie Head. 
Have I fince your departure bad, my Lords. 
Merhought rhcir Souls, whore Bodies Richard murthcr'd, 
Came ro my Tent, and critd on VICtory. 
I promife you my Heart is very jocund, 
In the remembrance of fo fair a Dream. 
How far into the Morning is it, Lords~ 

Lcrds. Upon the fl:roak of four. 
F.ichm. Why then 'tis timet:> Arm, and give dircCl:ion. 

More than I have faid, loving Countrymen, 
The leifure end enforcement of the time 
Forbids to dwell upon ; yet remember this, 
God, and our good Caufe, fight upon our fide. 
The Prayers of holy Sainrc, and wronged Souls, 
Like high rear'd Bulwarks, fiand before our Faces. 
Richard except, thofe whom we fight againfi, 
Had rather have us win, than him they follow. 
For, what is he they follow? Truly Gentlemen, 
A bloody Tyrant, and a Homicide: 
One rais'd in Blood, and one in Blood efhblilh'd; 
One tllat made means to come by what he hath. 
And fllughter'd thofe that were the means to help him; 
A b:~fe foul Stone, made precious oy the foil 
Of Engl~tnd's Chair, where he is falfely (,t. 
One th1t hath ever been God's Enemy; 
Then if you fight againfr God's Enemy, 
God will in jufl:ice ward you as his Soldiers. 

If 
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If you do fwear to put a Tyrant down, 
You fieep Jn Peace, the Tyrart being flain ~ 
If you do light againfr your Couotnes Foes, . 
Your Countries Fat (hall pay your patns the hu·e., 
If you do fight in fafeguard of your \Vives, 
Your Wives fhall welcome home the Conquerors .. 
If you do free your Children from rhe Sword, 
Your Childrens Children quits it in your Age. 
Then in the Name of God and all thefe rights, 
Advance your Standards, draw your willing Swords. 
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 01trempt, 
The leaft of you !hall lbare hts part thtreof. 
Sound Drums and Trumpets boldly, and chearfully, 
God, and ~aint George, Richmond, and V tCi:ory. 

Enter King Rtchard. Ratcltlf, ~end Catesby. 
K. Rich. What faid Northumbe land, as touching RiciJ• 

mond? 
Rat. That he was never trained up in Arms. 
K. Ri&h. He faid the truth; and what faid Surrey then. 
Rat. He fmll'd .~nd faid, the better for our purpofe. 
K. Rich. He was in the right, and fo indeed it is. 

Tell the Clock there. [c:ocl:...ftrif?.!J. 
Give me a K.Iender -who faw the Sun to day? 

Rat. Nor f, my Lord. 
J(. Rich. Then he difdains to lhine; for, by the Book, 

He lbou:d have brav'd the Ealt an hour ago-
A black Day it will be to fome body, Ratclijf. 

Rat. My Lord. 
J(. Rich. The Sun will not be feen to day 

The Sky doth frown ~nd lowre up@n our Army
I would thefe dewy Tears were £·om the Ground
Not tbine to day~ why what is that eo me 
Mflre than to Richmond~ for the {elf-fame Heav'n 
That frowns on me, looks fidly upon him. 

Enter Norfolk. 
Norf. Arm, arm, my Lord, the Foes vaunt in the Field .. 
K. Rich. Come, bultle, bufile--Cap.uifon my Horfe. 

Call UI? Lord StAnlt], bid him bring his Power, 
I 



I will lead forth my Soldiers to the Plain, 
And thus my Batre11ha!J be ordered. 
My Foreward lball be drawn in length, 
Confi!hng equally of Horfe and Foot: 
Our Archers thall be placed in the midfi; 
John Duke of Norfol~ Thomas Earl of SurreJ, 
Shall have the leadmg of the Foot and Horfe. 
They rhus directed, we will follow 
In the main Barrel, whofe p~:~iffance on eirher fide 
Shall be we 11 winged with our chiefefi Horfe: 
This, and Sr. George to boor. 
WhH think'lt thou, Norfolk,} 

Nor. A good Direction, warlike Sovere!gn. 
Thrs found I on my Tent this Morning. L Gh;ing a Scrowl. 

Jocky of Norfolk, he not fo hold. [Reads. 
For Dickon thJ M11jftr is hought and fold. 

K, Rich. A thing devifed by the Ellemy. 
Go Gentlemen, eyery Man to his C:harge, 
Let nor our babling Dreams affright our Souls, 
For Confcience is a Word that Cowards ufe, 
Devis'd at firll to keep the firong in awe, 
0Jr lhong Arms be our Confcience, Swords our Law. 
Much on, ioin bravely, let us to't pell mell, 
If nor to Hea v'n, then hand in hand to Hell. 
What lhaii I fay more than I have inferr'd~ 
Remember whom you are to cope withal, 
A fore of Vagabonds, Rafcals, Run-aways, 
A fcum of Brit.tins, and bafe LKkey-Peafanrs; 
Whom their o'er-cloyed Country Vomics forth 
To dtfperJte Adventures, and ;tffur'd Delhuction.· 
You Oeeping fafc, they bring you to unrefi: 
You having Lands, and bJtft wirh beauteous Wives, 
They would reflnin the one, d1llain the other. 
Ard who doth lead them, but a paltry Fellow~ 
Long kept in Britlffin at our Mother's CoO, 
A milk·fc.•p, one t ~ at n~ver in his Life 

fo much C'o'd, as over Sh0oes in Snow: 
Let's whip th(fe Stragglers o'er the Seas a~ain, 

lh hence thefe o~·er· wccning Rilgs of Fr"""' 
V o L. !V, N T.befo 



The Life. and Death 

. The.fe·f.;milh'd Beggars, wearr of their Liv~, 
··who, but for dreami ng on th:s fond Expl01r, 

F or want of means, poor Rats, h od hang'd themfelves, 
If we l:.e conquer'd, lee Men conquer u~, 
A •1 d not thofc Bafl:arc-Britlfins, whom t>ur Fathers 
H ave in thei r own LQndbeaten, bobb'd at1d thump'd, 
And on Reccrd, left them the H eirs of Shame. 
Shall thtfe enjoy our Lands? lye with our Wive~? 
Ravith our D.augbters? [Drum afar off. 
Hark, I hear their Dn1rn, 
Right G Fntlernen of England, fight boldly, Yeomen, 
Draw, Archers, draw your Arrows ro the Head. 
Spur your proud Horfcs hJrd, and ride in Blood, 
Amaze the W dkm with your broken Staves. 

Enter a .Meffinger. 
WhJt fays Lord Stanley, wifl he btmg his Power~ 

Mef. My Lord, he doth deny to ccmc. 
K. Rich. Off with his Son George's H ead, 
Nor. My Lord, thP Enemy is pall: the Madh; 

After the Ba rtd let Ge1rge Stanley dye. 
K. Rich. A thouf.tnd HeartS are great within my Bofcm. 

Advance our Stand~rds, fer lilpon our Foe~, 
Our ancient word of Courage, fair St. 6eorge. 
Infpire us wtth the fpl~n of fiery Dragons: 
Upon rhem, V1ctory fits on our Helms. [Exetmt • 

.Alarum. Exmrjions. Enter Catesby. 
Catef. R dcue, my Lord of No,folk.: 

Refcue, Relcue: 
The K•ng en ads more Wonders than a Man; 
D1 ;ng an oprnfite to every Danger : 
r is Hc,1 f.: is fiain, and all on foot he fighs~ 
Seekmg for Ric/;mJnd in the throat of Death: 
R~fcuc, fair Lo1 d, or .elfe the D~y is loll . 

.Alarmm. Enter Kin(!, Rich~rd. 
K. Rich. ~ H u1 {e, a Horfe, my "Kmgdom tor a Horfe. 
Catef. Wnhd1aw, my Lord, l'iJ help you to a Horfe. 
K. Rich. Sla\ c, I have fet my Life upon a cafl, 

And I will fiand the h2zard of the D ie: 
I th1:~k th·re be fix Richmonds in the Field, 
fj, c htve I fiain to Da,·, wfiead of him. 
h Horfr, a Horfe, my Kingdom frlr a Hcrfe. 

AlttrHfll· 



of Richard Ill . 
.Alarum. Enter King Richard and Richmond, thqftt,ht, 

Richard is jl4in • 
.Retrelft, rtnd Flouri jh. Enter Richmond, Derby /!earing 

the Crown, with divers other Lor.ds. 

Richm. Gvd and your Arms be ~is' d, Vicrorious Friends i 
Th e D ay IS ours, the bloody Dog is dead. 

Derby. Couragious Rtchmond, well hall tho'u acquit the ~ 
Lo, here thefe long ufurpcd Royalrie~. 
From the dead Temples of this bloody Wretch, 
Have I pl t:! ckt off, to grace thy Brows withal, 
Wear it, ar.d make ufe of it. 

Richm. Great God of He.lVen, fay Amen to all.· 
llut td l me, is young George St11nley living? 

Derby . He 1s, my Lvrd, and fafe in Leicefter Town; 
Whither, if you pleafe, we may Withdraw us. 

R1c/,m. What Men of Nore are flain on either Side ~ 
Derby. John Duke of Norfol~, Wafter Lord Fern's, 

Sir Robert Brak.,:nbHry, and Sir Willinrn Br.andon. 
Rich7». Inter their Bodies as becomes their Births. 

Proclaim a PardC'ln to the Soldiers fled, · 
Th t in Submiffion will return to us: 
And then, as we have ta'en the Sacrament, 
We will unite the White Rofe, ar. d the Red. 
Smile Heav'o upon this fair Conjunction, 
That long hath frown'd upon their Ennliry: 
Wll lt Traitor hears m~, and fays not Amen? 
England hat~ long been mad, ard fca r'd her felf: 
Th.: Brother bJ,nd ly ili ed the Brother's Blood; 
The Father r~lhly fl~ ughter'd his own Son; 
The Sons, compdl'd, been Butchers to the Sire ~ 
All th iS divtd d rork and Lancafter, 
D1v,Jed m t'H:ir dne Divifion. 
0 now h-t Rrchmond ard Eli:t:.,abeth, 
'I' 'l e trne S u.-n ed ers of each Royal Houfe. 
Ry G'Jd\ fa:r 0 · di :ar> ce, co join t0gerher: 
Ard let rhei r Heirs, God, 1f thy Will be fo, 
E.n, i.;h the time to come, w1t 1 lmooth-fac'd Peace; 
Wnh fmlling Plenty, and fair pr<'foer"~Us Days. 
Ab,ue the ed11e of Traitors, G, acious Lord, 0 

N t · ! .haf 



The Life and Death 
That wou1d reduce thefe bloody Days again, 
And make poor England weep in ll:reams of Blood. 
Let them not live to tafl:e this Land's encreafe~ 
That would with Treafon wound this fair Land's Peace~ 
Now Civil Wounds are ll:opp'd, Peace lives again; 
That the may long live her.e, God fay, Amen. [Exeunt, 
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I Come no mere to make ;ou laugh; Things now, 
That bear " Weighty, and a Serious Brow, 

Sad, high, and working, full of State and Woe; 
Such noble Scenes, as arauJ the Eye to flow, 
We now prefent. Thofe that can Pity, her# 
May, if they think it well, let fall a Tear, 
The Subject will defer'lJC it. Such as give 
The1r Mony out of hope they may believe, 
May here find Truth too. Thofe that come to foe 
Only a .fbtnv or nvo, and fo agree, 
The Pia] may pafs: If they be f/ill, and 1villing, 
l'llrtnderta~ may fee away their Shilling 
Richly in two fbort HMrs, Only they 
7hat come to hear a merry, bawdy Play, 
.A noife of Targets: Or to fee a Fdlo1v 
In a long Motle;• Caat, grt.trded with Yellow, 
U~!l be deceiv'd: For, gemle Hearers, k._noJv 
To rank our chofen Truth with foch a jbow 
.As Fool, and Fight is, bejide forfeiting 
Our own Brains, and the Opinion that we bring 
That ma~ that only true, we now intend, 

. W./lleave us never an undcrjlanding Friend, 
Therefore, for Godnefs fa~. and as yort are k,no1vn 
7he jir/f and happiejl Hearers of the ToJvn, 
Re fad, .u u;e wottld mak.! ye. 1 hink )'e fer: 
The very Ftrfons of o~tr no Me Story, 
.As they wen~ Livmg ': Tl;mk.._you fee them Great, 
And jo/lt:Jw'd 1vith the general Throng, tmd fiveat 
Of thou[a1td ~riends; then, in a moment, fee 
Ho1v fqon this MigMinefi meets MifcrJ • 
.And tf you can be merry then, f'Jt foy, 
A Man may weep 11pon his Wedding DaJ· 

THE 
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King HENRY VIII. 

ACT I. SCENE I. 
Enter the Vttke of Norfolk at on~ Voor: At the 

other, the Vuke of Buckingham, and the Lord 
Abergavenny. 

BVCKINGHAM. 

0 0 D morrow, and wrJI met. How have 
Since hfl: we faw y'in Franct! [ye done ~~~:JI Nor. l th:mk your Grace : 
Healrhfol, :~nd ever fince a frdh aCJmirer 
Of what l fiw there. 

R11ck: An untimely Ague 
St2id me a Prifoner in my Chamber, when 
Thofe Sons o( Glory, thofe two Lights of Men 
Met in the vale of Ardres. 

Nor, 'TIVixt Gu;nes and Ardres, 
I was then prcfcnr, faw th:-m falutc on Horfc~hack, 

Beheld 



1 7 z. 2. The L I F B af 
Beheld them when they lighted1 how they clung 
ln their Embracement, as they grew together ; 
Which had they, 
What f1ur Thron'd ones could have weigh'd 
Sucb a compounded one~ 

B~tc~ All the whoJe. time 
l was my Chamber's Prifoner. 

Nor. Then you Jolt 
The view of earthly Glory: Men might fay 
"TtU th•s time Pomp was fingle, but now married 
To one above it fel.f. Each follo.wing day 
B ecame the next Day's Mafier, 'till the )aft 
~hde fo rmer Wo.,ders, its. To day the Frenc~ 
All Chnquant, a:J in Gold, like Heathens Gods 
Shone d0wn t 1le Englifh; and to morrow, they 
M1de fl,itain, ln.dia: Every Man that fr:ood, 
Shew'd l1kc a M .,e. Their Dwarfilh Pages were 
As Cheruhllis, all gilr; the M•d~ms too, 
Not us'd to t '"-'• l, d·d almoil: fweat to bear 
T ' <:: Prtde up n th. m, that their ve1y labour 
W as to them ~ s a Paint ing. N ow th is Mask 
w ·as c ry~d incOinpa ral>lt ; a: d th, ~nfutng night 
Made 1t a Fo0l, and Beggar. The two Kings 
J;qml in Ju!he, were now bell, now wo1Ll: 
.As pr&nce did prefent them; him in Eye, 
$·ill htm in praife; an:1 being prefent both, 
'Twa~ fa.id they faw but one, and no Difcerner 
l);-.~dl: wag his Tongue in cenfure. When thefe S ms. 
For fo they phrafe '{m, by their ~erald) , challeng'd 
The noble Spirits to Arms, they did p~rform 
'G·eyond thought's compafs, that former fabulou_s Story 
B·eing now feen poffible enough. got credit 
'lh~t B~vis wa~ believ'd. 
· Bnclz: Oh. you go far. 

Nor •. As I belong to worlhip, and afFeCt,. 
ln Hon:1ur. Hnncfly, the traa: of ev'ry thing. 
l[.1uld by a good D&ourfcr Jofe fame life. 
Whi-ch Actions felf was Tongue to .. 

!Juck. All was Royal, 
To the dif,wfing of it nought rebell"d', 
.~der g€ve ead1 thi:1g vi~w. The Oflice did 

!tHlinlHy 



Dillindly his full FunCtion; who did guide, 
I mea' who fct th~ B,,ay and the Limb~ 
Of th s p,nac fport togt ther, 
As you w.~ets ~ 

Nor. 0.1e cerres, that promifes no Element 
In flich a Bufinefs. 

BHcf?.: I pray you, who, my Lord? 
Nor. All th1s was orde,•d by the gnod D,fcrerion 

Of tbe right Reverend Cardm~l of York. 
Buc'<: The Dtv1J fpeed him: No M •n's Pye is freed 

From his amb:tious Fanger. What h4d he 
To do in thefe 6er ce Vanities? l wonder 
That fuch a Knch can wnh h1s very Bulk 
"fake up the R~ys o'th' Beneficial Sun, 
.And keep it from the Earth. 

Nor. s~uely, Sir, 
Th re's in him fiutf that puts him to thefe Ends: 
For bein~ not propr by Ancefiry, whofe Grace 
Chalks Succ 1Tors theJr w:~y; nor caiJ'd upon 
For high Fe.rs done to rh· Crown; neither Allied 
To c mhent A Bifranrs; but Sp1der-like 
Out of his felf-dr:~wn W cb; 0! gives us note, 
The force of his own mem m~kts h1s w~y, 
A Gift rha Heaven ~ives for him, which buys 
A place next to rhe Ktng. 

.A!Jer. I annot' tell 
Whar Hea\''n bth ~iven him; ltt fame graver Eye 
Pierce into that: but I can fee h1s Pride 
Peep through each part of birn; whwce has he that, 
If not from Hel; the Devll is a Niggatd, 
Or has given f~rm a11 btfore, and he begins 
A new Hell in himf If. 

Buc~ Wl1y the Devil. 
Upon this French ROing out, took he upon him, 
Wirhout the privity o'rh· Kmg, t'appomt 
Wh') iliouJd attend on him? he makes up the File 
0f all the Gentry; for the moft parr fuch 
To whom a5 ~reat a Ch~rge as I ttle Honour 
He me:~nt to Jay upon; a 1d h1s own Lettet: 
Th" Honourable Br-ard of Ceuncil out 
~utl: fe!c;~ tum in, he ~apers! 

. .... 



The LIFE of 
Aber. I do know 

Kinfmen of mine, three at the Jeaff, that have 
By this fo ficken'd their Efrates, that never 
They !hall abound, as formerly. 

B11ck_: 0 many 
Have broke their Backs with laying Manors on 'em 
For this great Journey. What did this great Vani~y 
But minifrer 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. 

Buc~ E.very Man. 
After the hideous Storm that foiJow'd, was 
A thing infpir'd, and not confulting, broke 
lnto a general Prophefie; that this Tempell, 
Dailiing the Garment of this Peace, aboade~ 
The fudden breach on•r. 

Nor. Which is budded out: 
For France bath fhw'd the Leagu~, and hath attach'4 
Our Merchants Goods at Bourdeaux. 

Aber. Is it therefore 
Th' Ambaffador is filenc'd~ 

Nor. Marry is't • 
.Aber. A proper Title Gf Peace, and purchas'd: 

At a fupet fluous rate. 
Buck_: Why all this bulinefs 

Our Reverend Cardinal carried. 
Nor. Like it you~ Grace, 

The State takes notice of the private Difference 
Betwixt you 1nd the Cardinal. I advife you 
(And take it from a Heart that wilhes towards your 
Honour, and plenteous Safety) that you read 
The Cardinal's Malice, and bis Potency 
Together: To confider further, that 
What his high Hatred would affect, wants not . 
A Minifler in his Power. You know his Nature .. 
That he's revengeful; and I know, his Sword 
Hath a lharp edge: It's long, and't may be faid, 
le reachu far, and where 'twill not extend, · 
Thither he darts it. Bofom up ~y Counfel, 

"'ou'l~ 



King Henry VIIl. 
You'JJ find it wholfome. Lo, where comes that Rock 
That I advife your Jhunning. 

Enter Cardinal Wolfey, the Purfe horn before him, cert~&in of 
tke Gu4rd, and two Secretaries with Papers; the Cardinal 
in his paffage .fixeth his Eye (In Buc_kingham, ana Bucking· 
ham on him, both full of difdain. 

Wo/. The Duke of BMc~ingham's Surveyor l Ha? 
Where•s his Examination I 

Seer. Here, fo pleafe you. 
Wol. Is he in Perfon ready! 
Seer. Ay, an't pleafe your Grace. 
'Wol. Well, we Jha!J then knpw more, and Bnckjngham tha!J 

Jelfen his big look. [Exeum Cardinal with his Train. 
Buck• This Butcher's Cur is venome mouth' d. and L 

Have not the power to muzzle him, therefore bell: 
Not wake him in his flumber. A Beggar's BQok 
Our-wonhs a Noble's .Blood. 

Nor. What, are you chaf'd~ 
Ask God for temp-ranee, that's th' appliance only 
Which your Dife:~fe requires. 

Buck_. I read in's Looks 
Matter ag:~infi: me, and his Eye revil'd 
Me as his abject Objed, at this infiant 
He bores me with fome Trick; he's gone to th' King: 
I 'JJ follow ar.d out·ltare him. 

Nor. Sray, my Lord, 
And let your Reafon with your Choler queltion 
What 'tis you go about; to climb freep Hills 
Requires flow pace at firfi. Anger is like 
A full-hot Horfe, who being aJiow'd his way 
Self-mettle tir(s him: Not a Man in Etklami 
Can adv1fe mp, like you: Be to your felf~ 
As ynu W0 '1 Id to your Friend. 

Buck: I'll to the K~ng, 
And, from a mouth of Honour, quite cry down 
Th s lp[wich Fellow's Tnfolt"nce; or procbim, 
Th~re's difference in no Perfons. 

Nor, Be advi~'J; 
Heat not a Furnace for your Foe fo hot 
J'hat it do linge your fdf. We may out-ru~ 

By 
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By violent fwifmefs, tf.at which w~ run at; . 
And lofe by our over·Jttnning: Know you not, 
Tht Fire thac mounts the L•quor ·dd't run (o'er, 
In fteming to atlglT'ent it, wafhs it: Be advi5'd; 
l fay again, there ~ no EngliftJ S{)ul 
More Hronger to .dirta: you than your ftlf., 
If with the fap of Rtafon you wouid ·qu~nch, 
Or but tliJy the lire of Paffion. 

Buc~. S1r, 
l am thankful to yen, and I'll go along 
By your P; efcriptinn; but this top-proud Fellow. 
Who from the R J'W <>f Ga 1 I name nor, but 
From fincere Motions, by iPtelligence, 
And proofs as clear as Founts in July, when 
We fee each grain ofGravd, I do know 
,To be corrupt and treafonous. 

Nor. Say not, treafonom. 
Buck. To th" Ktng r11 fay't,and make my vouch as firong 

As thore of Rock- attend. This holy Fox, 
Or Wolf, or both (for he is equal rav'nous 
As he is fubtle, and as prone to mifchie£, 
.As able to perform't) hi! Mind and Place 
Infecting one another ; yea reciprocally. 
Onl ' to thew his Pomp, as well in France, 
As here at home, [uf:!gcfis the Kwg our Mafier 
To this lafi cofily Treaty. th' enterview, 
That fwallow'ci fo much Treafure, and like a Glafs 
Did break i'th' wrercbinf!. 

Nor. Faith, and fo it did. 
Buc~ Pray give me favour, Sir-this cunning Cardinal 

The Articles o'th' Combinatton dr(;W 
As himfelf pleas'd; and they were ratlfi'd 
As he cry'd, Thus let it be-- to as much erd, 
As give a Crutch to th' dead. B •t our Count-Cardinal 
Has done this, and 'ris wdl- for worthy Wol[q, 
Who cannot err, he did it. Now this follows, 
(Which, as I take it, is a kind of Puppy 
To th' old Dam, Treafon) Charles the Emperor, 
Under pretence to fee the Queen his Aunt, 
(For 'twas indeed his Colour, bnt he came 
Ta whifp~r l~l[q) here makes Vifi ation: 

His 



His Fears were that the Interview betwixt 
England and France, might through their Amity 
Breed him 1ome prejudice; for from this League 
Peep'd harms, that menac'd him. He privily t.- • · \ 
Deals with our Cardinal, and as I trow. .:...) 
Wh:ch I do wtll-for I am fure the .Emperor 
Paid e'er he pronm'd~ whereby his fuit was granted 
E'er it was a•k'd. But when the way was made, 
And pav' d wuh Gold; the Emperor thus de fir' d-. 
That he would pleafe to alter the King's courfe, 
And break t he forefaid Peace. Let the King know; 
As foon he lhall by me, that thus the Cardina.l 
Does buy and fell his Honour a5 he pleafes. 
And for his own Advantage. 

Nor. I am forry 
To hear this of him; and could with you were 
Somtthing mifiakeo in'r. 

Buck_: No, not a Syllable: 
I do pronounce him in that very Shape 
He lhall appe-ar in proof. 
Elfter Brandon, .a Serjeant at .Arms before him; ~nd t'JlltJ ~ 

three of the GNilT d. 
Bran. Yeur Office, Serjeant; execute ir. 
Serj. Sir, 

My Lord the Duke of Buckingham, and Earl 
Of Hertford, Stafford ;~nd Northan-:pton, l 
Arrefi thee of Hi~h Tn afon. in the n .. me 
Of our mofi Sovereign Ki ng. 

Buc~. Lo you, my Lord. 
The Net has faU'n upon me; I lhall perilh. 
Under device and practice. 

Bran. I am forry 
To fee you ta'en fr0m Li~erty, to loolc on 
The bufinefs prefenr. 'Tis his H1gf.nefs pleifure 
'You ihall to th•Tower. 

B11ck. It will help me nothirg 
To plead mine Innocence; for thn !:>ye is C'ln mt; 
Wh1ch makes my whit'fi part bi3Cic. The will ofHca~'a 
lle done in this and all things: l obry. - ~ ~ --
0 my Lor~ .4berg411tflnb f~r~ ye _!eH. 



Bran. Nay, he Ptufr bear youCompany. The King 
Js pleas'd you fuall to th'Tower, 'till you know 
How he determims f urther • 

.Aber. As the Duke fiid, 
Tbe Will of I-Vav'n be done, and the King's Pleafure 
By me obey'd. 

Bran. Here is a warrant from 
The King. t'attach Lord Montague, and the Bodies 
Of the Dukt's Confeffor, John de la Car, 
One Gilbert Pec~ his Counfellor. 

Bt1ck_. So, [o; 
Thefe are the Lambs o'ch' Plot, no more, I hope, 

Bran. A 1\,lonk o'th' Chartreux. 
Buck. 0 lVlichael Hopkins. 
Bran. He. 
Buck,. My Surveyor is fJife, . th~ o'er-great Cardinal 

Hath fhew'd him Gold; mv L1fe IS fpan!1'd already: 
I am ·the thadow of poor BHck!.n,~ham, 
Whofe Figure even this inllant Cloud puts on, 
By dark'ning my clear Sun. My Lord, fuewel. [Exeunt, 

S C E N E II. 

Cornet. Enter King Henry, leaning on the C.4rdinal's Shoulder; 
the Nobles and Sir Thomas Love); rl;e Cardinal pl111ces h1m 
under the King's Feet, on his right fide. 

KiNg. My Life it fdf, and the befl: H:.>art of ir, 
Thanks you for this great Care : r fl:ood i'ch' level 
Of a fuH-charg'd Confederacy, and g 've thanks 
To you that cho~k'd it. Le[ be caJ,'d before us 
That Gentleman of Buck£ngh.tm's in P .: r f un, 
I'll hear him his Confdlions jPfl:inc, 
And point by point the Treafons of his Mafier 
He 1hall again relate. 

, .A noife, with cr;inrz, Room for the Queen, V fber 'd by the Du~6 
of Norfolk. l!nter. the ~een, Norfolk and Sutfolk; jJ;e 
kpeeis. The Kmg ri[cth from his State, takfs JJer Hp, k.jjfes 
And placeth her by him. · 

f2!!wt. Nay, we mdl: longer kneel; I ~m a Suitor. 



Ki:~ ](ing. Arife, and take place by us ; half your Suit 
Never name to us; you have half our Power: 
The other moiety e'er you ask is g1ven; 
Repeat your Will, and take it. 

Ouee11. Thank your Majdl: )' • 
Th~ you would love your feJf, and in that love 
Not uncoAfidered leave your Honour, nor . 
The digniry of your Office, is the point 
Of my Petition. 

King. Lady mine, proceed. 
Oueen. I am foiJJcittd, not my a few, 

Andthofe of true Condition, that your Subjeds 
Are in great Grievance ; there have been Commiliions 
Sent down among •cm, which have flaw•d rhe Heart 
Of aiJ their Loyalties; wherein~ although, [?q WoJfey. 
My good Lord Cardinal, .they vent Reproaches 
Moll: bitterly on you, as putter on 
Of thefe Exactions, yet the King, our Mafier, 
Whofe Honour Heav'n 1hieJd from Soil, even he efcapes not 
Language unmannerly; yea, fuch which breaks . 
The fides of Loyalty, and almofi appears 
In loud Rebellion. 

Norf. Not alrnofl: appears; 
It doth appear; for, upon thefei Taxations; 
The Clothiers all, not able to maintain 
The many to them 'longing, have put off 
The Spinficrs, Carders, Fullers, Weavers, who, 
Unfit for other Life, compell'd by Hunger, 
And lack of other Means, in defperate manner. 
Daring th' event to th'Teeth, are all in uproar,, 
And danger ferves among them. 

King. Ta.xation? 
\V herein? 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, 
I know but of a fingle part in ought: 
Pe• t~ins to th' State, and front but in that £le 
\Vhere others tell Steps with me. 

Queen. No, my Lord, 
You know no more thl'J others: but vou frame 
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Things th1t are known alike, which are not wholfome 
To thofe which would not know them, and yet mu!l 
Perforce be their acquaintance. Thefe Exactions 
(Whereof my Sovereign would have notej they are 
Mofl: pefi:ilent to th' hearing, and to bear , .. m, 
The Back is facrifice to th' Load; they fay, 
They are devis'd by you, or elfe you fuffer 
~oo hard an Exclamation. 

King. Still Exaction! 
The nature of it~ in wh~t kind, let's knGW, 
Is this Exaction~ 

f2!!een. I am much too venturous 
In tempting ol your Patience, but am holdned 
Under your promis'd Pardon. The Subjects Grief 
Come~ _through Commiffions, which compels from each 
The fixth part of his Subfl:ance, to be levied 
Without delay; and the pretence for this 
Is nam'd, your Wars in France; this makes bold Mouths; 
Tongues fpit their Duties out, and cold Hearts freeze 
Allegiance in them ; their Curfes now 
Live where their Prayers did; and it's come to pafs, 
That tractable Obedience is a Slave 
To each incenfe<i Will : I would your Highnefs 
Would give it quick Confidetation, for 
There is no primer bafenefs. 

King. By my Life, 
TLi~ is againfi: our Pleafure; 

ff!ol. And for me, 
I have no further gone in this. than by 
A fiogle Voice, and that not paft me, but 
By learned Approbation of the Judges: If I am 
Traduc'd by ignorant Tongues, which neither know 
My F.tculties nor Perfon, yet .wiH be 
The Chronicles of my doing; let me fay, 
• fis but the fate of Place, and the rough Brake 
That Virtue mufl: go through: We muft not fl:int 

· Our neceffary Actions in the fear 
To cope mlliciow Cenfurers, which ever. 
As rav'nous Fillies, do a Veffel follow 
That is new trimm'd; but" benefit no further 
Than vainly longing. WhH ~e oft do belt, 



By fick Interpreters, once weak ones, is 
Not ours, or not allow'd; what worfi, as ofc 
Hitting a grolfer quality, is cry'd up 
For our beft Ad; if we !land Hill, 
In fear our motion will be mock'd or carp'd at; 
We thould take root here whete we fit: 
Or fit State-Statues only. 

Ki11g. Things done well, 
And with a care, exempt themfelves from fear. 
Things done without Example, in their ilfue 
Are to be fear'd. Have you a Prefident 
Of this Commiffion! I believe not any. 
We mull not rend our Subjects from our Laws; 
And flick them in our WJ!l. Sixth part of each t 
A trembling Contril1ution-why we take 
From every Tree, Lop, Bark, and part o'th' Timber: 
And though we leave it with a root· thus hackt, 
The Air will drink the Sap. To every Country 
Where this is quefiion'd, fend our Letters, with 
Free pardon to each Man that has deny'd, 
The Force of this Commiffion; pray look to't, 
I put it to your Cue. 

Wol. A word with you. [To the SecretarJ. 
let there be Letters writ ro every Shire 
Of the King's Grace and Pardon; the griev'd Commons 
Hardly conceive of mr. Let it be nois'd, 
That through our Interceffion, this Revokement 
And Pardon comes ; I thall anon adviCe you 
Further in the PrQceeding. [Exit Secretar1• 

Enter SHrVIJDr. 
0!mz. I am forry that the Duke of lJMek.jngham 

Is run in your Difpleafure. 
King. It grieves many; 

The Gentleman is Learn'd, and a IDOll: rare Speaker, 
To Nature none more bound, his training fuch .. 
That he may furnilh and inll:rud: great Teachers, 
And never feek for Aid out of himfelJ; yet fee, 
When thefe fo Noble Bendits iliall prov~ 
Not well difpos'd, the Mind growing once corrupt, 
They turn to vicious Forms, ten times more ugly 
Tha'l ever they ~ere fair. This Man fo ~omplcar, 

0 " Who 



Who was cnroll'J 'mongll: Wonders; and when we 
~.I ·noft with rav101t lilt ning, could not find 
i 1ts hour of Spetch, a minute; He, my Lady. 
l Lth into monll:rous habits put the Gr~ccs 
fh1t once were his, and is become as black, 
A:; if befmear'd in Hell. Sit by us, and, you lhall hear 
( Thts was his Gentleman in trufi) of him 
T n;ngs ta Il:rike Hol'l•>Ur fad. Bid him recount 
To force-recited Practices, whereof 
lde cannot feel too little, bear too muck. 

Wot. Stand forth, and with bold Spirit relate, what you, 
Moft like a careful Subjecr, have colleB:td 
Out of the Duke of Buckfngham. 

King. Speak freely. 
Surv. Ftrft, it w~s ufual with him every d3y, 

It would infect hh Speech, that if the King 
Should without Iffue dye, he'll carry it fo 
To make the Scepter his. Thefe very Words 
I ve heard him tter to his S:m-in-i.lw, 
Lord Aberga·venny, to whom by Oach he menac'd 
1'..evenge upon the Cardinal. 

Wot. Pleafe your Highnefs, note 
This danguous Conception in this Point, 
11ot friended by his with to your high Perfon ; 
His Will is mofi malignanr. and it firetchcs 
Beyond you to your Friends. 

f2!!._een. My learned Lord Cardinal, 
Deltver all with Charity. 

King. Speak on; 
How gr >Unded he his Title to the Crown 
Upon our fail; to this point haft thou heard him, 
At any time fpeak ought? 

Surv. He was brought to this, 
Dy a vain Prophefic of Nscholas Henton. 

King. Wh:at was that Henton? 
Sttrv. Sir, a Chartreux Friar, 

His Confeffor, who fed him every minute 
V.!ith words of Sonreignty. , 

J(i~:g. How know'fl: thou this? 
S1orv. Not long before your Highncfs fpcd to Fr.mce, 

T!lC Duke being at the R(Jfe, wnh·n the Par.Jh 



J(ing Henry VIII. 
Sr. Lmvrence Pou!t»ey, did of me demand 
What wa) the Speech :smong the Londoners 
Conc•rning the French Journey. 1 reply'd, 
Men fe r the French would prove perfidious 
To til l! King's danger; prefently tht Duke 
Sard, 'cwas tl~ fear indeed, :md rh t he doubted 
'Twotdd prove the verity ef certaJ• Words 
Spoke by o1. holy M0nk, that oft, fays he, 
Huh fcnt to me, wiihing me to permit 
John de la Car, my Chaplam, a choice hour 
To ht: .. r from hrm a Matta of fome mom ent; 
Whom ~fter, under the Cc; mmiffions Seal, 
He fo!emnly had fworn, th.~r what he fpoka 
My Chaplain to no Creature liviug, but 
To m , lhould Utter, with demure Confidence, 
Thus pa ulingly enfu'd; reithn the King. nor's Heirs 
(Tell you the Duke) l11all profper, bid him flri\·c 
To gain the love o'th'Commonalry, the Duke 
Shall govern England- . 

Oul!en. If I know you well, 
Yo;wue the Duke's Surveyor, :and loll your Office 
On the complaint o'th'Tenants; cake good heed 
You ch:q~e 0'1t 1n your Sphen a Noble Perfoo, 
And fpoil your Noble Soul; I fay, take heed;, 
Yes, heartily I befcech you. 

Kint,. Let him on, Go forward. 
Surv. On my S:1ul, I'll fpeak but truth. 

I ro!d my L •rd the Duke, by th' Devil's lllulions 
Th~ M·)nk m!g.!u be decciv'd. :~r.d tho~t 'twas clang 'rot:s 
f.ot him to rurnin<tte on thi~ fo far, until 
It forg'd him fame Ddign~ which, being believ'd, 
It was much like to do: He anfwer'd, Tuth, 
It can do me no damage; adding further, 
That had th'-' King in hts lafl ficknefs rail'd, 
The Cardinal's and S1r Thomas Lovtii's Hea -s 
Sh'1uld h~ve ~one off. 

King. H,! What, fo nnk? Ah, lu-
The M·!chief in this Man; cao!l thou fay fllrth.cf l 

Surv. I can, my Liege. · 
Kmg. ~~-oceed. 

' •. 
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Surv. Being at G rtenwich, 

After your Mighnels had reprov'd the Duke 
About .)ir Wtlliam Biumer-
Km~. I remember of fuch a time, being my fworn S~rvant, 

;fhe Duke retatn'd htm his. But on ; what hence! 
Surv. If, quoth he, I for this Deed had b'en committed, 

'As to the Tower, I thought ; I would have plaid 
The Part my Father meant to Act upon 
T h'Ufurper Richard, who being at Salisbury, 
Made fuit to come in's prefence; which, if granted, 
(As he made femblance of his Duty) would 
Have put his Knife into him. 

King. A (iiant Traitor! 
Wit. Now, Madam, may his Highn(fs live in freedom, 

And this Man out of Prifon ? 
~een. God mend all. (fay'fH 
King. There's fomething more would out of thee; what 
Surv. After the Duke his Father, with t;he Knife~~· 

He fl:retch 'd him, and with one Hand upon his Dagger, 
Another fp read on's Breafr, mounting his Eyes, 
He did difcharge a horrible Oath, whofe tenour 
Was, were he evil us'd, he would our-go 
His Father, by as much as a performance 
Does an irrefolute purpofe. 

King. There's his period, 
To 1heath his Knife in us; he is attach'd, 
Call him to prefent Trial; if he may 
Find Mercy in the Law, 'cis his; if none, 

c~, 
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~~n Let him not feek't of us: By Day and Night 

He's Traitor to th' height [ExeMnt. ~'tli· 

SCENE HI. 

Enter Lord Chamberlllin, And Lord Sand!. 

Cham. Is't poffible the Spells of France 1houldjuggle 
Men into fuch fhange Myfl:eries~ 

Sands. New Cuftoms., 
Though they be never fo ridi€ulous, 
Nay let ',m be unmanly, yet are follow•d. 
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Chttm. As f.tr as I fee, all the good our Englifo 
Have got by the lafi Voyage, is bur meerly 
A fit or two o'th' Face, but they are tbrew'd ones; 
For when they hold 'em~ you would fwear directly 
Their very Nofes had been Counfellors 
To Pcpin or Clotharitu, they keep State fo. 

Sands. They have all new Legs, 
And lame ones; one would take it, 
That never fee 'em pace before, the Spavin, 
A Spring-halt, reign'd among 'em. 
~ham. Death ! my Lord, 

The1r Cloaths are after fuch a Pagan Cut too, 
That fure th'have worn out Chritl:endom: How now l 

fr:il What News, Sir Thomas Love!~ 
Enter Sir Thomas Lovell. 

Lov. 'Faith, my Lord, 
I hear of none, but the new Proclamation 
That's clap'd upon the Court Gate. 

Cbam. What h'c for ? 
Lov. The Reformation of our travell'd Gallants; 

That fill the Court with Quarrels, Talk and To~i!on. 
Chtzm. I'm glad 'cis there; 

Now I would pray our Monfieurs 
To think an Englijh Courtier may be wife, 
And never fee the Louvre. 

Lov. They mufi either 
(For fo run the Conditions) leave thofe Remnants 
Of Fool and Feather~ th~t they got in France, 
With all their honourable Points of Ignorance 
Pertaining thereupon, as Fights and Fire-works, 
Abuling better Men than they can be 
Out of a foreign Wifdom, renouncing clean 
The Faith they have in Tennis and tall Stocking~~ 
Short bolfired Breeches, and thole types of Travel, 
And underfiand again like ho 1efi Men ; 
Or pack to their old Play-fellows. there I take it, 
They may, Cum Privilegio, weu away 
The Lag-end of their Lewdnels, and be laug~'d a~. 

, Sllnds. 'Tis time to give them Phyftck~ theu D1feafes 
Are grown fo catching. 

04 Cham. 



The LIFE of 
Cham. What a lofs our Ladiec; 

Will have of th fe trim V ani ties~ 
Lov. Ay mar y, 

There will be we indeed, Lords, the i1y Whorefons 
Have got~ fpecd:n ,~ T rick to lay down Ladies: 
A French 5o 'Jg and a Fiddle. has no Fellow. 

Sands. The Devil fiddle 'em ; 
1 am glad they are going, . 
For fure there's nu converting 'em: Now 
An honefi Country Lord, as I am, beaten 
A Jor 6 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 call yet ~ 

Sands. No, my Lord, 
Nor ihall not, while I have a Stump. 

Cham. Sir Thomas, 
"V hither were you a-going? 

Lov. To the Cardinal's ; 
Your Lordfhip is a Gueft too. 

Cham. 0, 'tis true ; 
This Night he makes a Supper, and a great one, 
To many Lords and Ladies; there will be 
The Beauty of this Kingdom, I'll affure you. 

Lov. That Churchman 
B ars a bounteous mind indeed; 
A hand as fruitful as the Land that feeds us, 
His Dew falls every where. 

Cham. No doubr, he's noble; 
He had a black Mouth that faid other of him. 

Sands. He may, my Lord, 
H'as wLerewithal in him; 
Sparing would /hew a worfc fin, than ill Doctrine. 
Men of his way fhould be moll: libenJ~ 
They arc fc:t here for Examples, 

Chttm, True, they are fo; 
But ftw now give fo great ones: 
My Barge fi2ys ; 
Yo:. r Lcrdfhip fhall along: Come, good Sir Thomas, 
yYc iliall be late elfr, which I would not be, 



Ki11g Henry VIIr. 
For r was fpoke to, With Sit• llmr) Guilftrd, 
This Night to be ComptroiJer. 
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Sands. 1 am your Lordlhip' •• [ Ext !tt~ 

S C E N E IV. 
Hautboys. .A f~Mll Totblt rmdcr 11 Statt for tht Cttrtlin•l. " 

longer Table f~>r the Gut/fs. 7btn cnur Anne Bullen, turd 
divers other Ladies llna Gentle mm, 1U Gutjh At 01" Door; 
at another Door tntt:r Sir Henry Guilford. 

Guil. L2die~, 
A general \Velcome from his Gr~ce 
Salutes ye all: This Night he d;;dicatts 
To fair Content, ar;d you: None here he hopes, 
In all this noble Bevy. has hrou5ht wirh her 
One Care abroad: he would have all as merry, 
As firfr, good Complny, good Wme, sood Welcome, 
Can m:~ke go~d People. 

Enter Lord Cbttm!lerLiin, L,rd Sands tt11d l.ovell. 
0 my Lord, y'arc tardy; 
The very thought ~f thts fair Company 
Cllp'd Wtngs to me. 

Cham. You are youn~, Sir Hmry G~tilford, 
Sands. S1r 71JOi111lS Lovc/1, had the Cndtnal 

'Rut ha lf my Lay-thou#!hts in hrm, fome of ttrde 
Should find a rUI'II'li l ~ Ba ' qUet, e'er they rdh:d, 
I thi,..k would b trcr pleafe •ern: By my Life, 
They n: a fwe(t Society of fair ones. 

Lov. 0 that your Lordlhjp were but now Co-:fdfor 
To one or tY:o of there. 

S.mds. I would I wcr!', 
They fhould ~ind cafie Pcnanc • 

Lov. 'Faith, how C4fie? 
S"mds. As eaii ~s a DowR Red would ::ffimi ir. 
Cham. Sweet Ladies, will it plcaf~ y· t1 fit: S:r H11rr1; 

Pl•ce you th.lt fiJe, I'll t;akc the charge of this: 
Hrs G ·acc is emri11~, my you murt not freeze, · ' 
Two \V,)mt''l pl c'd to~tth~r mahs cold We then 
.My Lord S,mds, y u are one will k cp ·e. Wikirg; 
Pr•y fie bcn1cen thc;fe t.adi(s• 
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StenJs. By my Faith, . 
And thank your Lordihip. By your. leave, fweet Lad1es, 
If I chance to talk a little wild, forgtve rr.e: 
I had it from my Father • 

.Anne. Was he mad, Sir~ 
S~tnds. 0 very mad, exceeding mad, in love too; 

But he would bite none, j ufl: as 1 do now, 
He would kifs you twenty with a breath. 

Cha.m. Well fa id, my Lord : 
So now y' are fairly feared: Gentleme~, . 
The Penence !yes on you, if thefe fm Lad1es 
Pafs away frowning. 

Sands. For my little Cue, 
Let me alone. 

Hautboys. Enter Cardinal Wolfey, and tak,:s his St.cte. 
Wol. Y'are welcomf', my fair Guefl:s; thlt noble Lady 

Or Gentleman that is not freely mury 
Is not my Friend. This to confirm my welcome, 
And to you all good Health. 

Sands. Your Grace is Nob le, 
Let me have fuch a Bowl may hold my Thank~, 
And fave me fo much talking. , 

Wot. My Lord Sands, 
I am beholding to you; cheer your Neighbour: 
Ladies, you are not merry ; Gentlemen, 
Whofe fault is this? 

Sands. The red Wine firfl: mufl: rife 
In their fair Cheeks, my Lord, then we Chall h1ve 'em 
Talk us to filence, 

Amu. You are a merry Gamdler, 
My Lord Sands. 

Sands. Yes, if I make my Play: 
Here's to your Ladiili ip, and p)edge it, Madam: 
For 'tis to fuch a thing

.Anne. You cannot lh ew me. 
[Drum and Trumpets, Chambers difch~rged. 

SandJ. I told your Grace, they would talk aeon. 
Wol. What's that? 
Cham. Look out there, fome of ye. 
Wol. What warlike Voice, · 

'And to what end is this~ Nay, Ladies. fc:ar liot; 
By all the Llws o~ War y'are privileged. E11tn' 
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Ki1zg Henry VIII. 
Emer a Serva11t. 

Cham. How now, what is't? 
Ser. A noble Troop of Strangers, 

:For fo they f::em; they have Jefr their Barge and landed~ 
And h1ther make, as great Ambaffadors 
From Foreign Princes. 

Wot. Good Lord Chamberlain. 
G0, give 'em welcome; you can fpeak the French Tongul', 
And pray receive 'em Nobly, and condud: 'em 
Into our Prefence, where this Heav'n of Beauty 
Shall ihine at full upon them. Some attend him. 

[All arife, an4 Ta61es removed. 
You have now a broken Banquet, but we'U mend jt. 
A good Digefiion to you all; and once more 
I lhowre a welcome on ye: welcome all. 

Hautboys. Enter King and others as Mtts/:.!rs, habited like 
Shepherds, ufher'd by the Lprd Chamhrlain. They pa.fs di
rectly before the Cardinal, and gracefully folute him. 

A Noble Company: what are their Pfeaft1res? 
Cham. Becaufe they fpeak no Englifo, thus they pray'd 

To tell your Grace, that having heard by Fame 
Of this fo noble and fo fair Alfembly, 
This Night to meet here, they could do no lefs, 
Out of the great refpect they bear to Beauty, 
But leave their Flocks, :lnd under your fair Conduct 
Crave leave to view th~fe Ladies, and entreat 
An hour of Revels with 'em: 

Woi. Sny, Lord Chamberlain, 
Tht y h~vc done my p or Houfe grace: 
For which r pay 'em a rhoufand thanks, 
And pray 'em take their Plcafures-. 

[ Chufe L4dies, King and Anne Bullen. 
King. The fairefi hand I ever touch'd: 0 Beauty, 

ZTill now I never knew thee. 

Wol. My Lord. 
Cham. Your Grace. 
Wot. Pray reJI 'em rhus much from me: 

There lbould be one amongfi 'em by his Perfon 
More worthy this Place thao my felf, to whom, 
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If I but knew him, with my Love and Duty 
I would furrender it. [Whifper. 

Cham. I will, my Lord. 
Wol. What fay they f . 
Cham. Such a one, they all confefs, 

There is indeed, which they would have your Gr~ce 
Find out, and he will take it. 

Wol. Let me fee then, 
By all your govd leaves, Gentlemen, here l'Jl make 
My Royal Choice. 
. Kmg. You have found him, Cardinal: 

You hold a fair Alfeml>Jy, you do wdl, Lord. 
You are a Church-man, or I'll tell you, Czrdiral, 
I fuo 1ld judge now unhappily. r( 

Wol. I am glad l G 
Your Grace is grown fa pleafant. 

King. My Lord Chamberlain, 
Prith e come hither, what fair Lady's th~t? 

Cbam. An't pleafe your Grace, 
Sir Thomas Bullen's Daughter, the Vifcount Rochford, 
O ne of er Highnefs's Women. 

J<'ing. By Heav'n fhe'! a dainty one: Sweet heart, 
I wcre ·ur man nerly to take you our, LTo Annc Bullcn. 
And not to Kifs )OU. A Health, Gcr.tlcmcn, 
Let tt go round. 

Wol. Str 7 homas J,ovcll, inhe Banquet ready 
l'th' Privy Chamb"r ~ 

Lcv. Ye~, my Lo, d. , 
Wol. y , ur Grace, 

I fc a~, \1 rth Danci ... i> a little heated. 
King. I fear too ql'lch. 
Wol. fhcre':; frd 1l Air, my Lord. 

Io the n ~xr Cham~cr. 
[(if;g. Lead in your Lad1es every one: Sweet P::rtner, 

I muO: nor yet fnfake you; let's i e merry, 
Grod my Lord Cardinal: I have a dozen Hcalths 
To drink to thcfc fa ir Ladies, and a mc•fure 
To lead 'em once again, and then let's dtc.:m 1 

Vl/ho's bdl: in Favour. Let the MuGck knock it. 
. [Exmnt with Tr:tmpm. 

ACT 



King Henry VIII. 

A C T II. S C E N E I. 

E~~ter t1vo Gentlemen at fl'lleral Doors. 

1 Gm.WHither away fo fafi:? 
2 Gen. 0, God five ye: 

.Even to the Hall, to hea, what {hall become 
Of the great Duke o( Buckingham. 

I Gen. I'll fave you 
That labour, Sir. All's. now done, but the Ceremony 
Of bringmg back the Prifoner. 

2 Gm. Were you there? 
I Gen. Yes indeed was I • 
.2. Gen. P.ay fp~ak what has hapned. 
I Gen. You may guefs quickly what. 
2 Gen. Is he found guilty? 
1 Gen. Yes, truly is h('~ 

And condunn'd upor.'c. 
2 Gen. { am forry for'r. 
I Gen. So are a num er mote; 
2 Gen. But pray how pafi it? 
r Gen. I'll tell you in a little. The ~reat Duke 

Camt. to the Bar; where, to his Accufations 
He pleaded fiill Not guilty, and alledged 
Many fl1arp Reafons to defeat the Law. 
The King's Attorney, on the contrary, 
Urg'd on the Examinatior.s, Proofs, Confeffions 
Of divers Witnetfcs, which the Duke defir'd 
To have brought viva voce to his Face; 
.At which appear' cl againfi him, iJis Surveyor. 
Sir Gilbert Pecke, his Chancellor, and John C.Jr 
Confdfor to him, with that Devil Monk, 
lJop~ins, that made rhis mifchief. 

! Gm. That wash~, 
Tl at frd him WI£h hts Propl~ecics. 

r Gen. The f.me. 
All rhefe :1Cn1~'d h!m fhon~ly, .which he f~in 
\Vt u'd ha\·c flung 1:-om him; but indeed he could r.ot, 
A'ld fo Ius P.ns ~'pon rhis Evidence, 
Hlve found l.:m g•;ilry of h•gh Trc•fon. Much 

He 
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He fpoke, and learnedly for Life ; but all 
Was either pitied in him, or forgotten. 

z. Gen. After all this, how did he bear himfeiH 
I Gen. When he was brought again to th'Bar, to hear 

His Knell rung out, his J udgmenr, he was il:irr'd 
With fuch an Agony, he fweat extreamly, 
And fomething fpoke in choler, ill. and hafiy ; 
But he fell to himfelf again, and fweetly, 
In all the refi, thew'd a moft n::>ble Pattence. 

2 Gen. I do not think he fears death. 
I Gen. Sure he does nor, 

He never was fo Womanilh, the caufe 
He may a little grieve at. 

2. Gen. Certainly, 
The Cardinal is the end of this. 

I Gen. 'Tis likely. 
By all conjectures : Firfi Kildare's Attainder, 
Then Deputy of Ireland, who remov'd, 
Earl Surrey was Cent thither, and in hafie too, 
Lefi he fuould help his Father. 

a. wen. That trick of Scare 
Was a deep envious one. 

r Gen. At his return, 

• 

No doubt he will reqt1ice it; this is noted 
And generally, who ever the King favours, 
The Cardinal infiantly will find employment for, 
And far en'lugh from Court too. 

2. Gen. All the Commons 
Hate him pernicioufly, and 0' my Confcience, 
Wifu him ten Fathom de{P :This Duke as much 
They love and doat on, call him Bounteous Bucki,ngh11m, 
The Mirror of all Courtefie. 

Ent~r Buckingham. fnmJ his .Arraignment. Tipflaves bef•'' 
ht~n, the .Axe wuh the edge towards him, Hatberds on 1Mh 

fide, accompanied with Sir Thomas Love!, Sir Nicholas 
Vaux, W alter Sands, and common People, &c. 

I Gen. Stay there, Sir, 
And fee the noble ruin'd Man you fpeak of. 

"Gen. Let:s fiand clofe and behold him. 



Bt~et AU good People, 
You that thus far h~ve come to pity me. 
Hear what I fay, and then go home and lofe me; 
I have this day receiv'd a Traitor's J udgmenr, 
And by that name mull: die; yet Heav'n bear witnefi, 
And if I have a Confcience, let it ftnk me, 
Even as the Axe falls, if I be not faithful. 
To th'Lnr I bear no malice for my death, 
'T has done upon the Premifes, but Juflice: 
But thofe that fought it. I could wilh more Chrill:ians: 
Be what they will, I heartily forgive •em; 
Yet let 'em look they glory not in mif(hief, 
Nor build their evils on the @raves of great Men; 
For then, my gnildefs Blood mufl: cry agaiofl: 'em. 
For further life in this World I ne'cr 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 Buckingha,, 
His noble Frie.: ds and Fellows, whom to leave 
Is only bitter to him, only dyinij, 
Go with me like good Angels to my end, 
And as the long divorce of Steel falls o" me; 
Make of your Prayers or.e f weet Sacrifice, 
And lift my Soul to Heav'n. 
Lead on a God's Name. 

Lov. I do befeech your Grace for Charity~ 
If ever any malice in your Heart 
Were hid againll: me. now to forgive me frankly~ 

Buc~. Sir Thomas L~vell, I as free forgive you 
As I would be forgiven.; I forgive all. 
There cannot be rhofe numberlefs Offences 
'Gainll me, that I cattllOi take peace wich: 
No black envy lhall make my eirave. 

' Commend me to his Grace: 
And if he fpeak of Buckjngham, pray tell him; _ 
You met him half in Heav'n: My Vows and Prayerr, 
Yet are the King•s; and 'till my Soul forfake me, 
Shall cry for I:Heffings on him. May he Jive 
longer rhan I haye time to tell hi~ Years; 

Ev~ 
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Ever brlov'd ar.d loving may his Rl.le .be; 
And when old time Ot:tll l .. ad htm to hts end, 
Goodnt.fs and he fill up one Monument. 

Lo'll. To th'Water.{ide t muft conduCt your Grace, 
Then give my Charge up to Sir Nich1Jl14s f/'.mx, 
Who undertakes you to your end. 

Y.t•X· Pr~pate thet c, 
The Duke ts coming; s~e the Bar~e be ready, 
Ani fit it wtth fuch Purniture as fuits 
The greatnefs ot his Pcrftm. · 

B•c~ Nay, Sir NicJJol«s. 
L~t it alone; my State now will but mock me. 
When I came hither, I WlS Lord Higb Confiable, 
And Duke of Buclt.jngJJam; now, poor Edward Bohtm; 
Yet I am richer than my bafe Acc:ufcrs, 
That never knew what Truth meant : I now feal it; 
And with that Blood will make 'cm one Day groan for'c. 
My noble Father, Henry of Buckjnghlfm, 
Who firft r~is'd head againft Ufutping Richt~rd~ 
Flying for fucc:our to his Servant BttniJler, 
Deing dtftrcn, was by that wretch het1 ay'd, 
And without T riaJ, fell; God•s peace be with him. 
He11r] the Seventh fuc:ceeding, truly pitying 
My fath~r·s lof,, like a mofi Royal Prince 
Reftor'd me to my Honours; and out of Ruins 
M~de my Name once more Noble. Now his Son. 
JienrJ the E.lf!hth, LiCe, Honour, Name. and all 
That made me hQppv, at one fhoke has taken 
For ever from the World. I had my friaL 
And mufr netds 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 our Servants, by thofe Men we lov•d mofl: 
A mofl: unnatural and f&ithlefs Servke. 
Hea"'n h~s an end in all; yer, you that hear mf', 
This ffom a d iog Mln recdve as ceatain: 
Wh~re you are Hberal of your Loves and Counfds, 
Be fure you be not loof~; for thofe you make FrienJs, 
And give your Hearts to, when they once perceive 
The: lc4ft rub in your Fortune~, fdl away 

,, 
:m 

Like 



Like Water from ye, never found again, 
But where they mean to link ye; all good People 
Pray for me, I mull: now forfake ye; the lafr hour 
Of my long weary Life is come upon me: 
Farewel; and when you would fay fomething that is fad, 
Speak how I fell. 
I have done ; and Q;od forgive me. 

[Exeunt Buckingham and Tr11in. 
I Gen. O, this is full of pity; Sir, it calls, 

I fear, too many curfes on their Heads, 
That were the Authors. 

z. Gen. If the Duke be guiltlefs, 
'Tis full of woe; yet I can give you inkling 
Of an enfuing evil, if it fall, 
Sreater than this. 

I Gen. Good Angels koep it from us : 
What may it be~ you do not doubt my Faith, Sid 

2. Gen. This Secret is fo weighty, 'twill require 
A flrong faith to conceal ir. 

I Gen. Let me have it ; 
I do not talk much. 

2. Gen. I am confident; 
You !hall, Sir: D1d you not of late Days hear 
A buzzing, of a Separation, 
Between the King and Kath~trine l 

I Gen. Yes, but it held not; 
For when the I<:ing once heard ir, out of anger 
He fent command to the Lord Mayor firaight 
To fiop the Rumour, and allay the Tongues 
That durfi difperfe it. 

1 Gm. But that flander, Sir, 
Is a found truth now; for it grows again 
:Frelher rhan e'er it was, and held for certain 
The King will venture at it. Either the Cardinal, 
Or fome abom him near, have. out of malice 
To the good Queen, polfcfi him with a fcrup1c: 
That will undo her : To confirm this too, 
Cudinal C~tmpeius is arriv'd, and lately, 
As all think, for this bufinefs. 

I Gen. 'Tis the Cardinal; 
And meerly t() revenge him on the Emperor, 

Vot. IV. ~ . 

. , 
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For not bdl:owing on him, at his asking, 
The Arch-bifhoprick of Toledo, this is purpos'd. 

:z. Gen. I think 
You h:~.ve hit the mark; bUt i~'t not cruel, 
That fhe {bould feel the fmart of thts ~ the Cardinal 
Will have hts Will, and fbe mufr fall. 

1 Gen. 'Tis woful. 
W e are too open here to argue this: 
Let's think in Private more. 

l<trn 

:l~f 
·lll 
tl, 

[Exeunt, ~ot 

S C E N E II. 
Enter Lord Chamberlain. reading a Letter. 

M r Lt~rd, the Horfes your Lordjbip fent for, with 11/l 
the care I had I Jaw 'velt chofeh, ridden, and fur• 

nijh'd. The] were yormg and handforne, and ofthe beft-Bretd 
in the North. U'hen they were ready to Jet out for London, 
11 Man of my Lord Cardinal's, by Commi/]iorJ and main Power 
to9k._ 'em fr t;m me, wtth this reafon : His Mafter would be 
ferv' d before " Subjetl, if mt before the King, which flopp'd 
IHY Momhs, Sir. 

I fear. he will indeed ; well, let him have them ; he will 
have all, I think. 

Enter to the Lord Chamberlain, the Dr1-k!s of Norfolk 
and Suffolk. 

Nor. Well met, my Lord Chamberlain. 
Cham. Good day to both your @races. 
Suf. How is the King employ'd ~ 
Cham. I left him private, 

Full of fad Thoughts and Troubles. 
Nor. What's the Caufe r 
Cham. It feems the Marri~ge with his Brothel'S Wife, 

Has crept too near his Confcience. 
Suf. No, his Confciertce 

Has crept too near another Lady. 
Nor. 'Tis fo; · 

This is the Cardinal's doing; the King- Cardinal: 
That bli1d Prieft, like the eldefl Son of FortutJe, 
T~r~~ wh~t ~e lift. :.fhe Kmg will ~no~ ~im ~n~ Da~llf• 



Snf. Pray God he do., 
He'll never know h1mfelf elfe. 

Nor. How hoJily he werks in all his Bufinefs; 
And wnh what zeal ~ For now bt has crackr the League 
Between us and the Emperor, the Queen'~ great Nephew; 
He dives into the King's Soul, and chere fcatrers 
Dangers, Doubts, wringing of the <...onfcien e, 
Fears. aad Defpair, and all thefe for his Marriage. 
And out of all thefe, to refiore the King, 
He counfels a Divorce, a lofi of her. 
That like a J ew.el, has hung twenty Years 
About his Neck, yet never loft her Lufrre; 
Of her that loves h1m with that excellence, 
That Angels love good Men wid1; even of her., 
That, when the greatefr frroke of Fortune falh·, 
Will blefs the King; and is not this courfe pious ~ 

Ch11m. Heav'n keep me from fuch Counfel; 'tis moll: troe~ 
Thefe News are every where, every Tongue fpeaks'em., 
And every true Heart weeps for't. All that dare 
Look into tbefe Affairs, fee his main end., 
The French King's Sifrer. Heav'n will one day open 
The King's Eyes. that fo long have fiept upon 
This bold bad Man. 

Snf. 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; atl Mens Honours 
Lye like one lump before him~ to be falhion'd 
Into what pitch he pleafe. 

Snf. For me, my Lords, 
I love him not, nor fear him, therets my Creed: 
As I am made without him, fo I'll fl:and, 
If the King pleafe; his Curfes and hi$ Bleffings 
Touch me alike; th' are breath I not believe in. 
I knew him, and I know him; fo I leave h1m 
To him that made him proud, the Pope. 

Nor. Let's in; I 
And with fome other Bufinefs, put the Ktng 
From thefe fad Thoughts, that work to~ mu~~ upon him; 
MY Lord, you '11 be;u us company? 

P 2. ChAm. 



Cham. Excufe me, 
The King has fent me other-wher~: BeG~~s 
You'll find a moft unfit time to dtfiurb h•m: 
Health to your Lordlhips. [Exit Lord Chamberlain. 

Nor. Thanks, my good Lord Chamberlain. 
The Scene draws, and diftovers the King fitting and reAd• 

ing penjivety. 
Sttf. How fad he looks; fure he is much affiicted. 
King. Who's there! Ha! 
Nor. Pray God, he be not angry. 
King. Who'sthere, I fay! how dare you thrufi yourfelves 

Into my private Medications~ 
Who am I! ha~ 

Nor, A gracious king, that pardons ~11 Offences 
Malice ne'er meant : Our breach of Duty this way, 
Is Bufinefs of Efiate ; in which, we come 
1TO know your Royal Pleafure. 

King. Ye arc too bold : 
Go to; I'll mdke ye know your times of Bu6nefs: 
l s this an hour for temporal Affairs~ ha~ 
Bnter Wolfey, ~tnd Campeius the Pope's l.egat, with aCommijfon. 
Who's there~ my good Lord Cardinal ? 0 my WolfeJ• 
The quiet of my wounded Coof~ience; 
Thou art a cure fit for the King ; you're welcome, 
MoO: learned reverend Sir, into otu Kingdom, 
Ufe· us, and it ; my good Lord, have great care, 
I be not found a Talker. 

Wol. Sir, you cannot: 
I would your Grace would give us but an hot r 
Of priv~te Conferenc~. · 

King. We are bufie; go. 
Nor. This Priell: has no Pride in him~ 
0uf. Nor to fpeak of: 

I would not be fo frck though, for his place : 
But this cannot continue. 

Nor. If it do, I'll venture one heave at him. 
St!f. I another. [Exeunt Norfolk and Suffolk. 
Wol. Your Grace has given a Precedent of Wifdom 

·Above all Pt inces, in committing fn::el y 
Your fcruple to the Voice of Chrifrendom : 

Who 

I~ 



King Henry VIII. 
Who can be angry flow~ what envy reach you 1 
The S}'mit~rd. ty d by blood and favour to her, 
Muft now conf~fs, if they have any goodncf.~, 
The Trial jutl: and noble. All the C ic1ks, 
I mean the learned ones in Chnftian Kingdoms. 
Have their free Voice. Rom,, the Nurfe of Judgmer:l', 
Invited by your Noble fcl£ hath fent 
One general Tongue Uflto 4s, this good Man, 
This juft and )earned Priefr, Cardinal CamptiHs, 
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 wiil1 'd f,)r. 

C4m. Your Gra-ce mull netds deferve all Strangers loves, 
You are fo Noble: To your Highnefs's Hand 
I render my Commiffion; qy whofe vinue, 
The Court ef Rome commanding, You, my Lord, 
Cardinal of !ork._, are join'd with me, their Servant, 
In the impmial judging of this Bufinefs. 

King. Two equal Men : The Queen fhall be acquainted 
Farthwah for what you corul'. Where's G~trdiner ~ 

Wo(. I know your M~jdly has always lov'd her 
So dear in Heart, not to deny her that, 
A Woman of lefs Place might ask by Law, 
Scholars allow'd, freely to argue for her. 

King. Ay, and the bell lbe !hall have ; and my favollf 
To htm that does bdl-~ God forbid elfe; Cardinal, 
Prithee call Gardiner to me, my new Secretary, 
I 6nd him a fit Fellow. 

Enter 6ardiner. 
U'ol. Give me your Hand ; much joy and favour to you; 

You are the King's now. 
Gard. But to be commanded 

For ever by your Grace, whofe hmd has n.is'd me. 
X.ing. Come hither, Gardiner. [Walk! and whifpcrs. ~ 
Cam. My Lord ofnr~ was not ~>ne Doctor Pace 

Io this Man's place before him ! 
Wol. Yes, he was. 
Cam. Was he not held a learned M<~n i 
lfol, Yes, furdy. 



Cam. Belil!'ve me, there's an ill Opinion fpread the11 
Even of your felf, Lord Cardinal. 

Wot. How ~ of rue ~ 
Caf'JJ. They w•ll not flick to fay, you envy'd him; 

And fearing he would rife, he was fo vtrtuous, 
Kept him a fore1gn Man fl:ill, wh1ch fo griey'd him, 
That he ran Mad, and dy>d. i~e'! 

Wol. Heav'n's pea~e be with him; A 
That's Chrifrian care enough; for Jiving murmurers; l!un 
There's places of rebuke. He was a Fool. fwe 

For he would needs be virtuous. That good Fellow, ~d 
l f I command him, follows my appointment ; :~r. 
I will have none {o near elfe. Learn this, Brother, 1~ 
~e live not to be grip'd by meaner Perfons. Ok 

King. Deliver this with modefiy to th'Queen. 
[Exit GarditJcr. 

The mofl: convenient place that I can think of, 
For fuch receit of Learning is Black::Fryars : 
There ye tball meet about this weighty Bufinefs. 
My Wolfey, fee it furnith'd'. 0 my Lord, 
Would it not grieve ar able Man to leave 
So f we et a Bedfellow~ But Confcience, Confcience-
0 ~tis a tender Place, and I muft leave 'her. [Exet~nt; 

S C E N E Ill. 

Enter Anne Bullen, ~nd an old Lady. 

Anne. Not for that neither---here's the pang that pinches. 
His Highnefs having liv'd fo long with her, and the 
So good a Lady, that no Tongue could ever 
Pronounce dithonour of her; by my Life~ 
She never knew harm-doing: Oh, r.ow after 
So many courfes of the Sun enthron'd~ 
Still growing in a Majefiy and Pomp, the which 
To leave, a rhoufand fvld more bitter, than 
)Tis f we et at firfi t' acquire. After this Procefs, 
To give her the Avaunt, it is a pity 
Would move a Monfier. 

Old L. Hearts of mofi hard temper 
Melt anq lament for her. 



Ki11g Henry VIII. 
Amu. O'God's Will, much better 

She ne' er had known Pomp; though't be temporal, 
Yet if that quarrel, Fortune, do d1vorce 
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 
Mull: pity drop upon her ; verily 
I fwear 'tis better to be low 1 y born, 
And range with humble livers in Content,. 
Than to be pe-k'd up in a glifi'ring Gnef, 
And wear a golden Sorrow. 

Old L. Our Content 
Is our bell: having • 

.A.nne. By my troth and Maidenhead, 
I would not be a Queen. 

Old L. Bethrew me, 1 would, 
And venture Maidenhead Lr't, and fo would you 
For all this fpice of your Hypocrifie; 
You that have fo fair paruofWoman on you, 
Have, too, a Woman's Hearr, which ever yet 
Affected Eminence, Wealth, Sovereignty; 
Which, tO f•y footh,areBleffings; and which Gifts 
(Saving your mincing) the Capacity 
Of your foft Chiverel Confcience would receive, 
If you might pleafe to flretch it. 

17 5 I . 

Anne. Nay, good trotb--
0/d L. Ye~, troth and troth; you would not be a Queen I 
Ann e. No, not for all the Riches under Hea v'n. 
Old L. 'T1s ftrange ; a three-pence bow•d now would hire 

Old as {am, to Queen it; bur I pray you, (me~ 
\Vhat think you of a Dutchefs? have you ~imbs 
To bear that load of Title! 

Anne. N 0, in truth. 
Old L. Then you are weakly made, pluck off a little.ll 

I would not be a young Count in your way, 
For more t~ao bluihing comes to : If your Back 
Cannot vouchf1fe this burthen, 'tis too we.tk 
f.ve! to get a Boy. 



The Ll FE of 
Anne. How do you talk ! 

I fwear agam, 1 would not be a Queen 
For all the World. 

Old L. In faith for little England 
You•n venture an emballing ~ I my felf 
Would fot Carnarvan jhirt, although there long' d 
No more to th'Crown but that. Lo, who comes herd (!m 

Enter Lord Ch4mbtrlain. 
Cham. Good l'llorrow, Ladies; what wer't worth to know 

.The fecrer of your Conference~ 
Aline. My good Lord, 

N o. your demand; it values not your asking: 
Our Mifirefs Sorrows we were pitying. 

Ch11m. It was a gentle Bufinefs, and becoming 
The aa:ion of good Women, there is hope 
All will be weJI. 

Anne. Now I pray God. Amen. 
Cham. You bear a gentle Mind, and heavenly Bleffings 

Follow fuch Creatures. That you may. fair Lady, 
Perceive I fpeak fincerely, and high Notes 
Ta'en of your many Virtues; the King's MajeO:y 
Commends his good Opinion of you, to you ; and 
Does purpofe Honour to you no lefs Bowing 
Than Marchionefs of Pembrook.,; to which Tide 
A thoufand pound a year, Annual fupporr, 
Out of his Grace, he adds. 

Anne. 1 do not know 
What kind of Obedience, I fuoulq tender; 
More than my All, is nothing: Nor my Prayers 
Are not Words duly hallowed, nor my Willies 
More worth than empty Vanities; yet Prayers and Wilhes 
Are all I car; return. •Befeech your Lordl11ip, 
Vouchfafe to fpe:~k my Thanks, and my Obedience, 
As from a blufuing Handmaid to his Higbnefs; 
Whofe Health and Royalty I pray for. 

Cham. Lady ; 
I fhall not fa il t'approve the fair conceit 
The King bath of you. I ha\'e perus'd her we)!, 
'Beauty and Honour in her are io mingled, 
That they have caught the King ; and who kno'.lfS v.et1 

:B(lt ftom t!1is Lady m-y p.roceed a Gem; · 
To 



King Henry VII I. 
To lighten all this Ifle ? I'll to the King, 
And fay I fp •ke with you. [E~·it Ch~tml!erLu'n. 

Anne. My honour'd Lord. 
Old L. Why this it is: See, fee, 

I have been begging lixteen Years in Court 
(Am yet a Courtitr beggarly) nor could 
Come pat betwixt too ear!y, and too late 
For any fuit of Pounds; and you, oh fate, 
A very frelh Filh here; fie, fie, fi·e upon 
This compell'd fortune, have your Mouth fill'd up, 
Bt:fore you open it. 

Anne. This is firange to me. 
Old L. How tafl:es 1t! Is it bilter! Forty Pence, no: 

There was an bid Lady once rus an old Story) 
That would not be a Q;,leen, that would the not, 
F vr all the mud in Egypt; have ·you heard it! 

Anne. Come, you are pleafint. 
Old L. Wah your Theme, I could ~ 

O'er-mount the Lark; che Marchionefs of Pem6rook.._~ 
A thoufa!ld pounds a year, fur pure refpe8:? 
No other O!:lligarion! Bt.t my Life~ 
That promifes more thoufands: Honour's train 
Is longer than his Fore-ski1t; by this time 
I know your Back will bear a Dutche(s. Say, 
Are you not fironger than you were! 

Anne. Good Lady, 
Make your felf Minh w irh your pmicuJar Fancy. 
And leave me out on'r. Would I had no being. 
If rh is f~l ute my Blood .t jot; it faints me 
To think what follows. 
The Queen i~ comfortlcfs, and we forgetful 
In our long abfence; pr~y do not deliver, 
What here v'~ve heard to her. 

Old L. \Vhat do you rhink mr- [Exeum. 

S C E N E IV. 
Trumpe· s, Sonnet, ~tlfd Cornets. R,ter two Pirgc.rs, witb fbo/ 

Srlvcr W..mds; next them two Scrilles ;, the &llms tJf Dollors: 
Afrerthem, the Bifbop DfCant~rbury ~ltme; .afierhim,the 
B1jbops of Lincoln, E I y, R.ocb' ficr,•nd St.Afaph; nt:..:t them, 

with 



The LIP E of 
with fome [mall dtflance, follows a Gentleman bearing tl;e 
Purfe, with the gre.tt Seal, and a Cardimd's Hat; then two 
Prie/ls, bearing1ach a Stlver Crofs; then IZ Gentleman·Vfber 
bare-headed, accompamed with a Serjeant at .Arms, bearing 
a Mace; then two Gentlemen, bearing two Silver Pillars; I no 
~tfter them, fide by .fide, the two Cardinals. two Noblemen h 
with the Sword and Ma.ce. The King ta~s place under the ru11 

Cloth of Stltte; the two Cardinals fit under him as Judges. h 
The Q}!een tak_es place fome diftance fr•m the King. 7 he Bi· \t 
foops place themfelves on each fide the Ct~urt in mAnner of a '•:i. 
Conjifto'f): Below them. the Scribes. The Lords fit next the 
Bi jhops. The reft of the" .Attendtmts fland in convenient ord(r ~ .~· 
about the Stage. ! 

Wol. Whilll our Commiffion from Rt~me is read, 
Let filence be commanded. 

King. What's the need l 
It hath already publickly been read, 
And on all fides th' Authority allow'd, 
;You may then fpare that time. 

WOl. Be't fo, proceed. 
Scribe. Say, Henry Kin~ of England, come into the Court, 
Cryer. Henry King of fngland, &c. 
Kin'l,· Here. 
Scribe. Say, Katherin, Queen of England, 

Come ir.to rhe Court. 
Cryer. Katherine, Queen of England, &c. 

The Q.!~een ma~s no anfwer. rifts out of her Cbair, goesabout 
the Court, comes to the King, and k.,neels at h1s Feet; th~~~ 
[peak!; 

Sir, I ddire you to do me Right and Jufiice, 
And o ' .. fto..w your Pity on me; for 
f am a moft poor Woman, and a Stranger. 
Born o ut cf your Dominions; having here 
No J lldge tndifferent, nor no more aifurance 
Of tqual Fnendfuip and Proceeding. Alas, Sir, 
In what have I offended you~ What caufe · 
Hath my behaviour given to your difplcafure. 
That thus you fuould proceed to put me off, 
And take your good Grace from me~ Heav'n witnefs, 
I h1ve been to you a nue a~;d humble Wife, • - • f ~I 



Kiug Hen~y VIII. 
At all times to your Will conformable: 
Ever in fear to kindle your diflike, 
Yea, fubjecc to your Countenance; gbd, or forry, 
As I faw it inclin'd? when was the hour 
I ever contradicred your De fire? 
Or ma:ie it not mine too? Or which of your Friends 
Have I not {hove to Love, although I knew 
He were mine Enemy? What Friend of mine, 
That had to him deriv'd your Anger, did I 
Continue in my hking? nay, gave notice 
He was from thence difcharg 'd ~ Sir, call to mind, 
That I have been your Wif~, in this Obedience, 
Upward of twenty Years, and have been blefi 
W1th many Children by you. If in the courfe 
Aod pmcefs of this time you can report, 
And prove it too, againfi mire Honour oughr, 
My bond of Wedlock, or my Love and Duty 
.Againfl: your Sacred Perfcm; in God's name 
Turn me away; and let foul'fi Contempt 
Shut door upon me, and fo giv~ me up 
To the flurp'fi kind of J ufl:ice. Pleafe you, Sir~ 
The King, your Father, was reputed for 
A Prince moft prudent, and an excellent 
And unmatch'd Wit and Judgment. &rJi11and 
My Father, King o£ Spai11, was reckon'd one 
The wifefi Prince, thH there had rcign'd, by many 
A year before. It is not to be quellion'd, 
That they had gather'd a wife Council to them 
Of every Realm, that did debate this Bufinefs, 
Whodeem'dourMarriage lawful. WherefOJe I humbly 
Befeech you, Sir, to fpare me, 'rill I may 
Be by my Friends i!1 Spain advis'd; whofe Counfel 
I will 1mplore. If not. i'th' n01mc of God 
Your p!l~ftue be fulfill'd. 

Wol. You have here, Lady, 
(And of your choice) thefe Reverend Fathers, Men 
Of Gngular Int(grity and Learning: 
Yea, r.he d et o 'th' Land, who arc a !fern bled 
To plead yot:~r C:wfc. It ID all be t hcrefore bootltfs, 
That longer you defer the Cocrr, as wdl 

For 
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The LIFE (Jf 
'For your own quiet, as to reClifie 
What is unfettled in the King. 

C11m. His Grace 
Hath fpoken well, and jufl:ly; therefore, Madam, 
It's fit this Royal Seffi.on do proceed, 
And that, without delay, their Arguments 
Be now produc' d, and heard. 

Quee/4. Lord Cardinal, to you 1 fpeak. 
Wol. Your pleafure, Madam. 
Qf!een. Sir, I am about to weep; but thinking that 

We are a Qteen, or long have dream'd fo, certain 
The Daughter of a King, my drops of Tears 
I'll turn to fparks of Fire. 

Wol. Be po&tient yet-
fl!!een. I will, when you are humble, nay before, 

Or God will punilh me. I do believe, 
Induc'd by potent Circumfbnces, that 
You are mine Enemy, and make my Challenge. 
You {hall 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 
Refufe you for my Judge, whom yet once more 
I hold my mofi maliCious Foe, and think not 
At all a Friend to Truth. 

Wol. I do profefs 
You fpeak not like your fdf, who ever yet 
f.ave fiood to Charity, and difplay'd lh' effeB:s 
Of Dirpofition gentle, and of W 1fciom 
O'er-topping Woman's power. Madam, you do me wrong~ 
I have no Spleen againfi you, nor lnjufiice 
For you, or any; how far 'I have proceeded, 
Or how f1r fu,ther t11alJ, is warranted 
lly a Commiffi ')n from the Conft!lory. 
Yea, the whole ConGfiory of Rome. You charge me, 
Tha·I h:tve blown thi~Coal; I do deny it, 
The King is j:mfcnt: If it be kr.own to him. 
That I gainfay my Deed, how may he wound, 
And worthily, my F1lfhood l yea, as much 
A~ you have done my Truth. If he know 
Tbat I am free of your Report, he knows 



King; Henry VIII. 
I am not of your W rang. Therefore in him 
It Jyes to cure me, and the Cure is to 
Remove thefe thoughts from you. The which before 
His Highnefs lhall fpeak itJ, I do hefeech 
You, gracicus Madam, to unthink your fpeaking, 
And to fay no more. 

Q!feen. My Lord, my Lord, 
I am a fimple Woman, much too weak 
T' oppofe your CunniMg. Y'are meek, and humble mouth' d. 
You fign your Place and Calling. in full feeming, 
With Mettknefs and Humility; but your Heart 
Is cramm'd with Arrogance, Spleen anli Pride, 
You have by Fortune and his Highnefs Favours, 
Gone fiightly o'er low Steps, and now are mounted 
Where Powers are your Reraioers,and your Words, 
Dome !licks to you. ferve your Will, as't pleafe 
You felf pronounce their Office. I mufi: tell you, 
You tender more your Perfon's Honour. than 
Your high Profeffion SpirituaJ. That again 
I do r~fufe you for my Judge, and here 
Before you all, Appeal unto the Pope, 
To bring my whole Cawfe 'fore his HoJinds, 
And to be judg'd by him. 

She curtjies to the King, 4nd offers IQ depart. 
Cam. The Queen is obfrinate, 

Stubborn to J ufiice, apt to accufe it, and 
Difdainful to be try'd by't; 'tis not well. 
She's going away. 

Ring. Call her ag.ain. 
Cry er, Katherine, Qween of England, come into the Court. 
V fJ;er. Madam, you are call'd back. 
Qf!een. What nted you note it! pray you keep yourway, 

When you are call'd, return. Now the Lord help, 
Th~y vex me pall: my patie;nce-pray you pafs on; 
I w JIJ not tarry; no, nor ever more 
Upon this bu!inefs my appearance make 
In any of their Courts. 

[ ExeNnt ~een, and her Atttnda11t1, 
King. Go thy ways, Ktue, · 

That Man i'rh' World, who ihall report he has 
A better \Vife, let him in nought be trufied, 

:For 
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For fpeaking falfe in thot; thou art alone, 
If thy rare Qualities, fweet Gentlenefs; 
Thy Meekntfs Saint-like, Wife.hke Governmmt, 
Obeying in commanding, and thy Parts 
Sovereign and Pious, could fpeak thee out, 
The Queen of e:~.rthly Queens: She~ Noble born; 
And like her true Nobility, the has 
Carried her felf towards me. 

Wol. Moll: gracious Sir, 
In humblefi manner I require your Highnefs 
That it Lhall pleafe you to declare in hearing 
Of all thefe Ears (for where I am rohbfd and bound, 
There mull: 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 w~y, which might 
Induce you to the quefrion on't; or ever 
Have to you, but with thanks to God for fqch 
A Royal Lady, fpake one, the leafi 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, tbat kl'low not 
Why they are fo, but like the Village Curs, 
Bark when their fellows so. By fame of thefe 
The Queen is put in anger; y'are cxcus'd: 
But will you be more jufiify'd! You ever 
Having wi!h'd the fieeping of this Bufinefs, never dcfir'd 
It to be fiirr'd; hut oft have hindred, ofr, 
The Palfages made towards it; on my Honour, 
I fpeak my good Lord Cardinal to this point; 
And thus far clear him. 
Now, what mov'd me to't, 
I will be bold with time and your attention: 
Then mark th' inducement. Thus it came; give heed to't: 
My Confcience tirfi receiv'd a tenderncfs, 
Scruple, and prick, on certain Speechfs utter'd 
By the Biflwp of Bayon, then French Ambaffador, 
Who_ had been hit~~r fen~ on ~he debating 

And 



And Marriage 'cwixt the Duke of Orleans, and 
Our Daughter Mary : I'th' Progrefs of this bufinefs, 
E'er a determmate refolution, he, 
I mean the Bilhop, did require a refpite. 
Wherein he might the King his Lord advertife, 
Whether our Daugh er were Legitimate, 
R~fpecring this our Marriage with the Dowager; 
Somettme our Brother's Wife. This refpite 1hook 
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. Firfi, methought 
I flood not in the finile of Heav'n, "'ho had 
Commanded Nature, that my Lady's Womb, 
If it concciv'd a Male-child by me, 1hould 
Do no more Offices oE Life to't, th~n 
The @rave does to th' Dead; for her Male-Iffue~ 
Or died where they were made, or lhortly ~fter 
This World had air'd them. Hence I took a thought, 
This was a Judgment on rne, that my Kingdom, 
Well worthy the bell Heir o'th' W erld, 1hould not 
Be glad in't by me. Then follows, that 
I weigh'd the Danger which my Realms flood in 
By this my I.ffues fail, and that gave to me 
Many a groaning throw; thus hulling in 

. The wild Sea of my Confcience, I did fie er 
Towards this Remedy, whereupon we are 
Now prefcnt here together; that's to fay, 
I meant to reeti6e my Confciencr, which 
I then did feel full fick, and yet not wciJ, 
By all the Reverend Fathers of the Ltnd, 
And DC'ctors learr.ed. Firfl:, I began in privart. 
With you, my Lord of Lincoln; you remember 
How urder my Opprefiion I did reel, 
When I fi fi mov'd you. 

Lin. Very well, my Liege. 
Ku~'f.· I have fpoke long, be pleas'd your feJf to fay 

H)w far you fari~fy'd m(>. 
Li>t. Sn p1(afe your Highnefi, 

The Q:o dt Of! did ~t tirfl: fC? fiagger me, 
Bearing 
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Bearing a fl:ate of mighty moment in't, . 
And confequence of dread. that 1 commttred 
The daring'R: Councel which I had _to doubt, 
And did intreat your Highnefs to thts Courfe, 
Which you are running here. 

King. 1 then mov'd you, 
My Lord of CanterburJ, and got your leave 
To make this prefent Summons unfollicited. 
I left r.o reverend Perfon in this Court, 
But by particular confent proceeded 
Under your Hands ar.d Seals; therefore {?O on, 
For no difiike i·ch' World againfi the Perfon 
Of our good Queen, b\lt the iliarp tho,·ny Points 
Of my alledged Reafons, drives this forward: 
Prove but our Marriage lawful, by my Life 
And kingly Dignity, we are contented 
To wear our mortal State to come, with her 
(Katharineour Queen) before the primefl: Creature 
That's Paragon'd o'ch' World. 

Cttm. So pleafe your Highnefs, 
The Queen being abfent, 'tis a needful ficnefs, 
Thu we Adjourn this Court to a further day; 
Mean while mufi be an earnefi motion 
Made to the ~een, to call back her Appeal 
She intends unto his Holinefs. 

King. I may perceive 
Thefe Cardinals triRe with me: I ~bhor 
This dilatory Sloth, and Tricks of Rome. 
My learned and well-beloved Serv~nt Cranmer, 
Prithee return; with thy approach, I know, 
My comfort comes along : break t~p the Court: , 
I fay, fet on. [Exeunt, in manner as they enter d. 

A C T Ill. S C E N E I. 
Entlr Qf!_een And her H'tlmen, as at Work: 

Oueen.TA K E thy Lute, Wench, 
·-.. My Soul grows fad with Troubles, 
Sing. and difperfe 'em if thou 'a~.'ll: leave w01 king. 

SONG. 
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0 Rpheus, with his Lute, mAde Trees~ 
And the Mountllin tops, thllt free:lWe, 

Bow themfllves when he did jitJg. 
To his Mujic~ Plants and Flowers 
Ever .fPring. as Sun and Showers 
There had made a lafting Spring. 
Every thing that heard him pla]t 
Even the Billows of the Sea, 
Hung their Heads, and then lay by.· 
In jweet MuJick is foch Art, 
Kiliinj!, Care, and Grief of Heart. 
Fa/J ajleep, or hearing dye. 

Enter a Gentleman. 
Q_seen. How now~ 
Gent. And't pleafe your Grace, the two grea~ Cardinals 

Wait m the Prefence. 
Queen. Would they fpeak with me ! 
Gent. They will'd me fay fo, Madam: 
~een. Pray their Graces 

To come near; what can be their Bufinefs 
With me, a poor weak Woman, fall'n from Favour~ 
I do not like their coming. Now I thtnk on't, 
They ihould be good Men, their Affatrs are Righteous; 
But, All Hoods mak,: not Monk!_. 

Enter the Cardinals Wolfey And Campeius. 
Wol. Peace to your H1ghnefs. 
~een. Your Graces hild me here part of a Houfe-wi(e, 

(I would be all) againft the worfl: may happen : 
What are your Pleafures with me, Reverend Lords? 

Wol. May it pleafe you, Noble Madam, to withdra~ 
Into your private Chamber ; we thall give you 
:The lull caufe of our coming. 
~een. Speak it here. 

There's nothtn~ I have done yet, o'my Confcience; 
Debves a C'otner; would all other Women 
Could f,') ak this with as free a Soul, as I do: 
My Lords, I care not (fo mu<;h I am happy 
Above a ntJmber) if my Actions 

VoL. IV. Q Were 



Were try' d by every Tongue, eve1 y 1 ye fa w 'em, 
Envy and b~fe Opinion f.t =:g•i1•fi 'e:n,_ 
I know my Life fo even. If your Buhr.cfs 
S ek me out, and that way l am W tfe 10 ; 

Out wnh it boldly : Truth lovts, pen De~ling, 
Wdl. Tanta eft erg ate mentis inregrittls, Regma Serenif]im~t,·• )m~t 
Ouecn. Good Oly Lord, no Latin ; 

I a-;;; 1 nt fu~.h a Truant fincc my comine, 
•1!1 

-~. 

As rot to know the Lar guage I tJave hv'd in: r fi . .wrc 
A firar•ge Tongue makes my caw1e more:: firange, fu pic10us: He 
Prav fpeak in Englifb; here are fame wtll thank you, 
If vou fpeak truw, for tLeir poor Mifirefs fake ; 
Bdteve me the has had much wrong. Lord Cardinal, 
T 1e willing'll: Sin I ever yet committed, 
May be abfolv'd in Englifh. 

Wol. Noble Lady, 
I am forry my Integrity thouW breed 
{Ar.d Service to his Majefiy and you) 
So deep Sufpicion. where all Faith was meant~ 
We come not by the wav of Accufation, 
To taint that Honour evety g0od Tongue bleffes; 
Nor to betray you any way re Sorrow, 
You have too much, good Lady: But to know 
How you !land minded in the weighty Difference 
Between the King and you, ar.d to deliver, 
Like free and hom·fi Men, our jt.fi Opinions, 
And comforts to your Caufe. 

Cam. Mofi honoured Madam, 
My Lord nfYor~ out of his r.obk Nature, 
Zeal and Obeditnce, he flill bore your Grace, 
Forgetnng, iike a good Man, )OUr late Cenfure 
Both of his Truth and h1m, (which wa~ too far) 
Offers, as I do, in a fign of Peace, 
H1s Service and his Counfd. 

Oueen. To betray me. 
MJlords, I thank you both for your good wills, 
Ye fp,ak l1ke honefi Men, pray God ye prove to, 
But how to m.ke ye fuddenly an Anf ..wer 
In fuch a point of weight, fo near mine Honour, 
(More near mv Ltfe, I fear) with "'Y wt~k W H, 

And to fuch M..:n of G,avuy and Lcarni.Jg; 

·t~ 
\ 

.If 
Ill) 



Ki11g Henry VIII. 
n, In truth I know not. l was fet at work 

Among my Maids, full little, God kr:ows, lookin~ 
Either for fuch Men, or fuch Bufi r.ds; 
For her fake that I have been, for ( H.cl 

~· The lafl: fit of my Greatn , fs, good your Graces. 
• Let me have Time and C ()uncil for my Caufe: 

Alas, I am a Woman friendlds, hopelefs. 
Wr~l. Madam, 

~ 
, You wrong the King's Lo.ve with thofe Fears, 

, ~. Your Hopc:s and Friends are infinite. 
)' Q!.mn. In England, 

l.i Rut litt1e for my profit : Can you think, Lord, 
~:C That any E'ngltjh Man dare give me Counfel? 

Or be a known Friend 'gainfl: his Highnefs pleafure; 
Though he be grcwn fo defperate to be honelt, 
And live a SubjeCt~ Nay forfooth, my Fric:nds. 
They that mufr weigh out my AfHicbons, 
They that my trufl: mull grow to, ltve not here~ 

, They art, as all my other Comforts, far hence 
In mine own Country, Lords. 

Cam. I would your Grace 
Would leave your <3rids, and take my Gounfel. 

f2!!.een. How, Sir l 
Cam. Put your main Caufe into the King's Protection. 

He's loving and mofl: gracious. Twill be much 
Both for your Hortour better, and your Caufe: 
For if the Trial of the Law o'u·take ye, 
You'll part away difgrac'd; 

Wol. He tells you rightly. 
Qf;een. Ye tell me what ye with for both, my Ruin: 

ls th1s your Chnfl:ian Counfel ~ Out- upon ye, 
Heav'n is above all yet ; thfre fits a Judge, 
That no King can corrupr. 

Cam. Your Rage m1fl:akes us. 
~een. The more flume for ye; holy Men T thought ye; 

Upon my Soul, two reverend Cacdmal Virtues; 
But Cudinal Sins, and hollow Hearts, I f~ ar ye: 
Mend 'em for flume. my Lords : Is hi ... your comfort~ 
fhe C()rdial that ye bring a wr tched . c y ? 
~ yvoman loft among ye, la..:gb'd ar, f~orn:d ~ 
[ Will n~t with ye h~lf my Mr lenc:~!. 

,9 :r. I 
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I have more Charity. But fay I warn'd ye; 

, Take he~d, for Heav'ns fake take heed, left at once 
The burthen of my Sorrows fall upon ye. 

Wol. Madam. this is a meer Diftra8:ion, · 
You turn th!!' Good we offer into Envy. 

f2!_mn. Ye turn me into nothing. Wo upon ye; 
And all fuch falfe Profeffors. Would you have me 
(If }OU have any Jufrice, any Piry. 
If ye be any thing, t ut Churchmens Habits) 
Put my fick Caufe into his Hands that hates me~ 
Alas, h'as bamlh'd me his Bed already, 
His L,he too, long ago. I am ald, my Lords, 
And all the Fellowfutp I hold now with him 
ls only by Obedtence. What can happen • 
To me, above this wrerchednefs l All your Studaes 
M .ke me a Curfe, like this. 

Cam. Your fears are worfe.
Oueen. Have I liv'd thus long (let me fpeak my felf, 

Si ·~ Vutue finds no Friends) a Wtfe~ a true ond 
A Woman (I dare fay without Vain-glory) ~~ 
Never yet branded with Sufp1cion f r-~w 
Bave I, with all my full Affections ~u\ 
Still met the King~ lov'd him next Heav'n. obey'd him11l~re 
Bet:n, out of fondnefs, fuperfiitious to him? Crm. 
A1mofr forgot my Prayers to content him I 
And am I thus rewarded~ 'tis not well, Lords. 
Bring me a confiant Woman to her Husband, 
OJ1e that nc'er dream'd a Joy. beyond his pleafure: 
Ar.d to that Wor:10in, when the has done mofi, 
Yet will I ~dd an Honour ; a great Patience. 

Wol • .M1clam, you wander from the good 
We aim at. 

Ouem. Mv Lord, 
1 d;e not m'ake my felf fo guilty. 
To give 'JP willingly that noble Title 
Yo ll" Mafier wed me to : Nothing but Death 
ShJll t'rr divorce my Dignities. 

Wol. Pray, hear me--
0!_een. Would 1 had nevtr trod this Englifh Earth, 

Or felt the Flatterics that grow upon tt : 
Ye hHe Angels Fo~ce~, but Heav'n knows your ·Hearts. Wh~ 



What fltall become of me now l wretched Lady J 
I am the mofl: urhappy Woman JiviPg. 
AJas, poor Wenches, wnere are now your Fortunes? 

[ TD her Women, 
Ship-wrack'd up •n a Kingdom, where no Pir.y, 
No Frierd3 or, Hope, no K• dred weep fo r me! 

l\ Almofl: no vuve a'bw'd me~ l ke t! i l.~ 
11: That once was Mtfirefs vfth"' Field , !lod Hounth'd, 

I'll h:wg my Head, and penth. 
Wol. If your <Srace 

Could b~..t be brought to know our Ends are honell, 

~ 
You' 1 feel more comfort. Why lhould we, good Lady; 
Upon wha~ ca1.1fe wrong you ~ A las, our Places, 
Th~ way of our Profe ffi on is agamfi ir ; 
We are to cure fuch Sorrows, not to fow 'em. 

~ Far goodncfs fake confider what you do, 
H[)\1/ you may hurt your fdf, ay, utterly 
Grow from the King's Acquaintance, by this Carriage. 
The Hearts of Princes kifs Obedience, 

t So much they love it :But to llubborn 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, you'll fisd it fo: 

You wrong yoer Virtues 
With thefe weak Womens fears. A Noble Spirit, 
As yours was, put into you ever calls 
S11ch doubts as falfe Coin from it. The King loves you,. 
Beware you lore it not ; for us (1£ you pleafe 
To trufi us in your Bufinefs) we are re~dy 
To ufe our utmoll: Studies in your Service. 
~een. Do what you will, my Lords; 

Ar.d pray forgive me, 
If I h >ve us'd my fdf unmannerly ; 
You know I am a Woman; l:~ckwg wit 
To make a f~emly anfwer to fu ch Perfons~ 
Pray do my Service to his Majdl:y. 
He has my Heart yet; and lhall have my Prayers 
While I lhall have my Life. Come, Reverend Fathm~ 
Bellow your Counfels on m~. Sbe now begs 

Q 3 Th1t 







The LIFE of 
Is fl:oln ,way to Rome, hath ta'en no leave~ 
Hath lefc the Cauft to th'King unhandled, and 
Is pofl:ed as the Agent of our Cardin:il, 
To fecond all his Plot. I do affure you, 
The King cry'd l'la ! at this. N". 

CJutm. Now God incenfe him; Slf. ~ 
And let him cry Ha. louder. Do~wl 

Nor. Rut, my Lord, S11r. ~ 
When returns Cranmer l wrafo1 

Suf He is return'd with his Opinions, which W1L 
Have fatisfy'd the Kmg for his Divorce, !Knig 
Gatner'd from· l tht: famous Colleges ;obe h 
Almofi in , tk do.n; lhortly, I believe, ;~sCl 
His fecond 1awagt lhall be publiih'd, and Thtnol 
Her Coron4 on. Kuhartne no more Wwel 
Shall be call'd Quetn, but Princefs Dowager, lf1leen· 
A Widow to Pr nee Arrhur. 0Jt 

Nor. Tht~ fame Cr. ~ /s Our 

A worthy Fdlow, "- ... lh ta'en much pain lo 
In ht. K1ng's Bufinefs. ~!!h 

Suf. He has, and we ihall ft:e h1m. kd 
For it, an Archbifuop. 

Nor. So I hear. 
Suf. 'Tis fo. 

Enter W olfey and Cromwel. 
The Cardinal. 

Nor. Obferve, obferve, he's moody. 
Wol. The Packet, Cromwel, 

Gav't you the Kmg ~ 
Crom. 1 o hh own Hand, in's Bed-chamber: 
Wul. Look'd he o'th' infide of the Paper~ 
Crom. Prefently, 

He dtd unfeal thtm, and the firfl: he view'd. 
He did it with a ferious M iod; a heed 
\Vas in his Countenance. You he bad 
Attend him here this Morning. 

Wol. Is he ready to come Abroad~ 
Cram, I think by t~is he is. 
Wol. Leave me a while. [Exit Cromwel. 

It tball be to the Dutchefs of Almfon, [.Ajde. 
The French King's Sifte~ ; he thall marry her. 



King Henry VIII . 
.Anne 'Bullen l---No, I'll no .Anne Bullens for him,
There' more in't than fair V ifage -Butlen!
No, we'll no Bultens -Speedily I 'wtfh 
To hear from Rome--the Marchionefs of PembrDok..l

Nor. He's difcontenttd. 
Suf. May be he hears the King 

Does whet his anger to him. 
Sur. Sharp enough, 

Lord for thy J uftice. 
Wol. [ 4fide.J The late Queen's Gentlewoman! 

A Knight's Da, ghter l 
To be her Miftrefs's Mifhefsf the Queen's Queen!
This Candle burns not dear, 'tis I mull fnuff Jt, 
Then out it goes-What though I know her virtuous j 
And weU-deferving l yet I know her for 
A fpleeny Luther~n. and not wlllolfom to 
Our Caufe !-that the thould Jye i'ch' Bofom of 
Our hard-rul'd King!--Again, there is fprung up 
An Hererick, an arch one; Cranmer, 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 Schedttle. 

S11r. I would 'twere fomething that would fret the firing 
The Mafier-cord on's Heart. 

Suf. The King, the King. 
King. What piles of Wealth bath he accumulated 

To his own Portion! and what expcnce by th• hour 
Seems to flow from him 1 how i'th' name of Thrift 
Does he rake this together! Now, my Lords. 
Saw vou the Cardinal? 

Nor. My Lord, we have 
Stood here obferving him. Some firange Commotion 
Is in his Brain ; he bites his Lips and fhrts, 
Stops on a fudden, looks upon the Ground, 
Then lays his Finger on his Temple; llraight 
Springs out into fafi Gate, then flops again, 
Strikes his Brea!l: bard, and then anon, he ca!l:s 
His Eye againfi the M ron, in rnoH firange Po!lures 
.We have feen him fet himC.If. 

King. It may well be, · 
There 



The L I PE of 
There is a Mutiny in~s mind. This Morning, 
Papers of State h~ fc:nt me to r,erufc:, 
As l req11jr'd; and wot you what ~ f?und 
There, on my Confcience put unwnu::gly, 
Fo f oth an Inventory, thus importing 
The f v ~1 parcels of his Plate, his Treafure,.. 
Rich Stuffs and Ornam~ms of Houtbold, wh1ch 
1 fi d :~t fuch a proud Rate, that it out..fptaks 

Poff Iio.1 of a SubjeCt. 
Nor. It's Heaven's will, 

S me Soirit pu • P;~.p-c in the Packer, 
T o blefs ye ... - witb::l. 

Kmg. wr. '" · k 
Hi. <..on~empl tinrs w r .. : : e t 
And fix'd on fptritml 0 jdt , he ~outtt 'iil 
Dwell 10 his MuGng(, but I .. m atr a J 
His thil'king <; art bdu\V the Moon, 1·or wor h 

His fcrious conli<i rin~. 
Re td/z'!s his Sear, whijjm-s_Lovtl, who goes to Wol(cy. 
Wol. !-haven torgive m'!-

.Ever G· d 1ef Y''ur Highnefs-
King. Good my Lord, 

You ;ne full of heavtnly Stuff. and oea_ the" Inventory 
Of your befi: G~·aces, in your M•nd; the whi'ch 
You were now ru ning o'er; you have fcarce time 
To ll:cal from fpiric alle1ftre, ~ brief fpan 
To keep your earthly Aud1t, fure in tnat 
I deem you an iH Hu~band, and am glad 
To have you therein my Companion. 

Wol. Sir, 
For !-Ioly Offices I have 2: time; time ' 
To thirk upon the part of Bufincf·. ,.bich 
I bear t'th' State; and N .cure does r-tq ·•ire 
Her times of Prc:fervation. w h;ch perf rce 
I her fra.1l Son, am~,ngll: my Brethren mortal, 
Mu.fl: give my tendance to. 

J(inz. You have faid well. 
Wol." And ever maf your Highnefs yoke together, 

As I will lend you cau!c, my doing well, 
WJth my well fayine-. 

King. ~Tis well faid agaifl. 



And 'tis a kind of good Deed to fay weH, 
And yet Words a e no Deeds. My Father lov'd you, 
He faid he c:bd, and with tbis Deed did crown 
His Word upon you. Since I had my Office 
I have kept xou n xt my Heart, have not alone 
Imploy'd you where high Profits might come home, 
But par'd my pr<Jfent Havings, to bellow • 
My Bount1es upon you. 

Wul. What lhould this mean? 
Sur. The Lord increafe this Bufinffs. 
King. Have I not made you 

The prime Man of the Statd I pray you tell me~ 
If what I now pronounce, you have found true: 
And if you may confefs ir, fay withal 
If you are to bound to us, or no. What fay you l 

TVol. My Sovereign, I confefs your Royal Graces 
Showr'd on me d•ily, have been more than could 
My fi:udied purpofcs require, which went 
Beyond all Man's endeavours. My endeavours, 
Have ever come too lhort of my defires, 
Yet fili'd with my Abilities: Mine own Ends 
Have been fo, tb<~t evermore they · inted 
To th' good of your linOfr S<Kred Perfon~ and 
The profit of the Sute: For your gr.eat Graces 
Heap'd npon me, poor Undefe rver, I 
Can nothmg render but Allegiant Thanks, 
My Prayers to ffiav'n for you; my Loyalty, 
Which ever ha,.~ and ever fhall be growing, 
'Till Death, that Winner, kill it. 

King. Fairly anfwcr'd: 
A Loyal and Obedient SubjeCt is 
Therein illufhated, the Honour of it 
Does p~y the ACt of it, as 1'ch' contrary: 

[.Afule. 
LA.ftde. 

The foulnefs is the Punilhmenc. I P,refume; 
That as m~ Hand has open'd Bounty to you, 
My Heart dropp'd Love, my Pow'r rain'd Honour, mor 
On you, than any; fo your Hand and Heart, 
Your Brain, and every Function of your Power, 
Sho,I!d, notwithfl:anding that your bond of Duty, 
As 'rwere in Love's particul~r, be more 
To me, your Friend, than any. . 

Wol. 



Wo.l. I do profefs, , • L 
That for your Highnefs good, I ever labour a . _ A 
More than mine own; That am I, have been, and Will be~ b 
Though all the World fuould crack their ~uty .to you, 
And throw it from their Soul; though penis dtd 
Abo11nd, :as thick as thought could make ,em. and 
Appear in forms more hctrrid; yet, my Duty, 
As doth a Rock againfl: the chiding Flood, 
Should the approach of this wild River break,. 
And fidnd unfuakeo yours. 

King. 'T is noble fpoken; 
Take notice Lords, he has a loyal Breafl:, 
For you have f~en him open't • . Read o'er this ... 
And after this, a.nd then to Breakfafi with 
Wh~t :~ppetite you 'may. 

[Exij King, frowning upon Cardinal Wolfey, the NQb/eJ 
throng after him whifpering and fmilit~g. 

Wol. What fuould this mean f 
What f. dden Anger's tl1i5? How have I reap•d it~ 
He p. rted frowning from me, as if Ruin 
Lc:ap'd from his Eyes. So looks the chafed Lion 
Upon the daring Huntfman that has gall'd him, 
Then makes him nothing. I mufi read this Paper: 
l fear, the Story ofh1s Anger-•Tis fa
This Paper has undone m.:-'Tis th' Account 
Of all that World of Weahh I havedraw1 together 
Fo.r mine own ends, ifldeed to gain the Popedom, 
Ar,d fee my Friends in Rqme. 0 Negligence! 
Fit f0r a Fool to fall by: What cro!S Devil 
~ade me put this main Secret in the Packet 
l fent the King? Is there no way to cure this! 
No rew device to beat this from his Brains l 
l kn< w 'twill fhr him fl:ro!lgly; yet I know 
A way, if it take right, in fpight of Fortune 
V!ill bring me off_ again •. What's this-To the Poe~~ 
The- Letter, as I hve, wnh all the Bufinefs 
l writ to's Holioefs. Nay, then farewel; 
I have touch'd the hirhefi point of all my Greatnefs, 
And f.om tba full Mend1an of my Glory · 
l ha.lte oow to my Setting. I tha~l fall • 

Like 
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King Henry VIII. 
Like a bright Exhalation in the Evening, 
And no Man fee rne more. 
Enter to Wolfc.y, the Duk!s of Norfolk and Suffolk, the Ettrl 

of Surrey, and the L1rd Ch.cmberlai11. 
Nor. Hear the King's pleafurc, Cardinal, 

Who commands you 
To render up the great Seal prefently 
Into our hands, and to confine your felf 
To .Ajher-houfe, my Lord of Winchefter's, 
Till you hear further from his Highnefs. 

WDt. Stay: 
Where's your Commiffion, Lords! words cannot carry 
Authority fo mighty. 

Suf. Who dare crofs 'em~ 
Bearing the King's Will fr'om his Mouth exprefly t 

WDl. 'Till I find more than will, or words to do it, 
I mean your Malice, know, Officious Lord~, 
I dare. and mufi deny it. Now I feel 
Of what courfe Metal ye are molded---E.nvy: 
Now eagerly ye follow my D1fgrace 
As if it fed ye, and how fletk and wanton 
Ye appear in every thing may bring my Ruin~ 
Follow your envious Co rfes, Men ol Ma'ice; 
You have a Chnlhan warran t for \m, and r.o doubc 
In time wdl find their fir Rewards. That Seal 

. ' 
You ask with fuch a'V10!ence, rhe King, 
Mine, and your Mafier, with his own hand gave me 1 
Bad me erjoy i·, with the Place, and Honours 
During my l1fe; and to co1 fi rm his goodnefs. 
Ty'd it by Letters Paten·s. Now, who'll take it~ 

Sur. The Ki; g that .ewe it. 
1fq/. It mufl: be himfdf then. 
Sur. Thou art a proud Traitor, Pricfi. 
Wol. Proud Lord, thou lyefl: 

Within thefe forty hours, Sl4rreJ durfi better 
Have burnt that Tongue, than iaid fo. 

Sur. Thy Ambirior, 
Thou fcarlet S nner, robb'd this bewailing Land 
Of noble Buck.f.ngham, my Fat her-in- Law: 
The Heads of aiJ thy Broth<r Cardinals, 

With 
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With thee, and all thy befr parts bound together. 
W t1gh'd not a Hair of his. Plague of your Policy. 
You fent me Deputy for lrel~tnd~ 
Far f1 om h1s fuccour; from the King, from all 
That might have mercy on the fault, thou gav'H him: 
W hil'Jl: your great Goodnefs, out of holy Puy, 
Abfolv'd h1m with an Axe. 

Wol. This. and all elfe 
This talking Lord etn lay upon my Credit, 
I anfwer, is mofr falfe. The Duke by Law 
Found his defem. How innocent I was 
Fr0m a y private malice in his end, 
His n ble Jury, and foul Caufe can witnds. 
If ilov'd mar:y words, Lord~ I Chould tell you, 
You have as little Hunt"fry, as Honour~ 
That m the way of Loyalty, and Truth 
Toward the King~ my ever Royal Mafier, 
Dare mo.~[e a founder Man than Surrey can be, 
And ail that love his Follies. 

Sur. By my Soul, 
Your long Coat, Pnefi. proteCts you, 
Thon fhould'fi feel 
My Sword 1'ch' Life- Blood of thee elfe. My Lorcs, 
C.111 ye endure to hear this Arrogancd 
And from this Fellow~ If we hve thus tamely, 
To be thus J adcd by a piece of Scar let, 
Farewel Nobility; let h1s Grace go f01ward, 
And dare us With his Cap~ like Larks. 

Wol. All Goodnefs 
Is poilon to thy Stomach. 

Sur. Yes, that Goodnefs 
Of gleaning all the Lands-wealth into one. 
Into your own hands, Card'nal, by Extortion: 
The goodnefs of your intercepted PackftS 
Y_ ou writ to the Pope, againft the King; your goodnefs, 
Smce you provoke me, tball be moft nowrious. 
My Lord of Norfol~, as you are truly noble, 
As yon refpecr the common Go1d, the State 
Of our ddpi~'d Nobility, our Hfues, 
Who, if he live, will fcarce be Gentlemen. 
~o~uce ~he grand fum ~f hi~ Si~s, t~e Art!cles coueaed 
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King Henry VIII. 
CoHeetcd from his Life. I'Jl fiartle you 
Worfe than the facring Bell, when the brown Wench 
Lay kiffing in your Arms, Lord Cardinal. 

y'fi n11. 

Wol. How much methinks I could defpife this Man, 
But that I am bound in Charity againfi u. 

Nor. Thofe ArtiCles, my Lord, are in the King•sHand: 
But thus much, they are foul ones, 

Wol. So much fHrer 
A 'd fpotlds lhall mine Innocence arife, 
When the Ktng krows my 1 rutb. 

SHr. This cannot fa ve you: 
l th .. r:k my Memory. I yet remember 
Some of thefc Arttdes, and .out they ihdl. 
Now, if you c:w blulb, ;nd cry Guilty, Cardinaf, 
You'll thew a little H<_ndty. 

Wol. Speak on, Sir, 
I dare: your worfi Objtetions: If I blu{h, 
It is to fee a Nobleman want Mannen. 

Sur I had rath r want thole, than my Head; 
H~ve at you. 
Firft, thoit without the King's affent or knowledge; 
You wrought to be a Lc:gar, by which power 
Y.ou maim'd the Jurifdiction of all Bifhops. 

Lc:i Nor. Then, t l11H in all you writ to Rome, or elfe 
To foreign Prince,, Ego & Rex meHs 
Was fi il l wfcrib'd; in which you brought the King 
To be your Servant. 

Suj: Then, that without the knowledge 
Either of Kwg or Council, when you went 
Ambaff~dor to the Emperor, you made bold 
To c~rry into Flanders the greott Seal. 

SHr. Item, You fent a large Commiffion 
To Gregot] de Cajfaiu, to conclude. 
Without the Ktng's WiJJ, or the States alowance, 
A L~ague bctwten his Highnefs and Ferrar.t. 

~JI Suf. That out of rneer Ambition, you have cau~·d 
Your Holy-Hat to be fiamp•d on the King's Coin. 

Sur. Then, that you have fent innumerable fub.ll:ancr; 
By what means got I leave to your own Confcie1.c;e, 
To furnilh Rome, and to prepare the w.ys -
You have for Digni~it-s, ~o th~ mee~ un~omg 

Of 



Of all the Kingdom. Many more there are 
Wh1ch fince they are of you, and odious, 
I w1ll not taint my Mouth with. 

ChAm. 0 my Lord, 
Prefs not a falling Man too far; 'tis Virtue: 
t'lis Faults lye open to the Laws, let them, 
Not you, correCt him. My Heart weeps to fee him 
So little, of his great Self. 

Sur. I forgive him. 
Suf. Lord Cardinal, the King's further pleafure is, 

Becaufe all thofe things you have done of late, 
By your Power Legatine, within this Kingdom, 
Fall into the compafs of a Przmunire; 
That therefore fuch a Writ be fued againft you, 
To forfeit all your <boods, Lands, Te.lements, 
Cafiles, and whatfoever, and to be 
Out 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 anfwer 
About the giving back the great Seal to us, 
The King fhall know it, and, no doubr, tball thank you: 
So fare you well, my little good Lord Cardinal. . 

[Exeunt all but Wolfey. 

Wol. So farewel to the little good you bear me. 
Farewel, a long farewel to all my Greatnefs. 
This is the ftate of Man; to day he puts forth 
The tender Leaven>f Hopes, to morrow Bloffoms, 
.And bears his blufhing Honours thick upon htm: 
The third Day comes a Froft, a killing Froft, 
And when he thinks, good eafie Man, full furely 
His Greatnefs is a ripening, nips his Root, 
And then he falls, as I do. I have ventur'd, 
Like little wanton Boys that fwim on Bladders, 
This many Summers in a Sea of Glory, 
But f.~r beyond my depth: my higk-blown Pride 
At length broke under me, and now has lefc me 
Weary, and old with Service, to the mercy 
Of a rude Stream, that mufl: for ever hide me; 
Vain p'"lmp, and J?lory of the World, I hate ye. 
I fetl my Heart ntw open•d. Oh how wrerched 
Is th1t poor Man that hangs on PJinces Favours~ There 



There is betwixt that fmile we would afpire to; 
That fweet AfpeB: of Princes, and rheir ruin, 
More pangs and fears than Wars or Women have: 
And when he falls, he falls like Lt~cifer, 
Never to hope again. , 

Enter Cromwell ftttnding amaz.. d. 
fecn~ Why, how now CromwelH 

Crom. I have no power to fpeak, Sir. 
Wol. What. amaz'd 

At my Misfortunes? Can thy Spirit wonder 
A great Man thould decline. Nay, and you weep 
I am fall'n indeed. 

Crom. How does your Grace~ 
Wol. Why, well; 

Never (o truly happy, my good Cromwell, 
I know my (elf now, ' and I feel within me 
A Peace above all E. archly Dignities, 
A fiill and quiet Confcience. The King has cur'd me, 
I humbly thank his Gract'; and from rhefe Shoulders 
This ruin'd Pillar, out of pity, taken 
A load would fink a Navy, too much Honour. 
0 'tis a Burden, Cromwelt, 'tis a Burden 

y~l Too heavy for a Man, that I.opes for Hea.,.'n. 
a Crom. I am glad your @race 

IDI• Has made that right ufe of it. 
Wol. I hope! have: 

I am able now, methinks, 
Out of a fortitude ofSouJ, I feeJ, ·.· 
To endure more Miferies, and greater f~r 
Than my weak-hearted Enemies due offer. 
What News abroad? 

Crrnn. The heaviefl:, and the worfr, 
Is your difpleafure with the King. 

Wot. God blefs him. 
Crom. The next is, that Sir Thomas Moor is ch :i>ft ll 

Lord Chancellor, in your place. 
Wol. That's f< >mewhat fudden-

But he's a lenned Man. May he continue 
:me• Long in his Highnefs favour, and do J ull:ice 
:re r~· For Truth's-fake, and his Confcience; that his Uonc~; 
·etcnt0 V o L. IV. - · R. When 
•0url1 
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When he has run his courfe, and fleeps in Bleffings, 
May have a Tomb of Orphans Tears wept on him. 

What more? 
Crom. That Cr,anmer is return'd with welcome; 

ln{hll'd Lord Archbifhop ot Canterbury. 
Wol. That's News indeed. 
Crom. Lafr, that the Lady .Anne, 

Whom the King hath in fecrecy long married~ 
This day was view'd in open, 2s h1s Qtteen, 
Going to Chappel ; ar.d the Voice is now 
Only about her Coronation. 

Wol. There was the weight that pull'd me down. 
0 Cromwel!, 
The King has gone beyond me : All my Glories 
In that one Woman I have loft for e .. er. 
No Sun thall ever uther 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 Man, unworthy now 
To be thy Lord and Mafrer. Seek tbe King, 
That Sun, I pray may never fct 7 I have told him, 
What and how trtlC thou art ; he will advance thee: 
Some little memory of me will fl:ir him, 
I know his noble Natnrc, not to ht 
Thy h'Jpdul fervice perifl1 too. Good Crom7JJtll, 
Neglect him not; make ufe now, and provide . 
For thine own future faftty. 

Crom. 0 my Lord, 
Mufl: I then leave you ? Mufi: I needs fcrgo 
So good, fo ncble, and fo taue a M;~frer? 
Bear witnef, all that h:we not Hearts of Iron, 
With what a Sorrow Crrmnvellleaves his Lo1d. 
The King 01all have my f,nice; but my Prayers 
For ever ar.d for ever thall be your•. 

Wol. Cromwell, I did not think to lhed a Tear 
In ~11 my Miferies; but thou haft furc'd me, 
ou; of thy honell truth, to play the W cmap. 
Lets dry our Eyes: And thus far hear m", Cromwell, 
And when I am forgotten, as I ihall be, 
And 11eep in dull cold Marble, where no mwtion 

Of 



King Henry VIII. 
0( me more mufl: be heard : Say, I taught thee; 
Sa)', lf'ul[ey, that once trod the ways of Glory, 
And founded all the Depths and Shoals of HJnour, 
Found thee a way, out of his wra\k, to rife in: 
A fure, and f. fe one, thJugli thy Mafter mifr it. 
Mark but my Fall, and that that ruin'd me: 

,promwell, I charge thee, fling away Ambition, 
By that Srn fell the Angels ; how can Man then 
The Image of his Maker, hope to win it? 
Love thy ftlflafr, cherilh thofe Hearts that hate thee: 
Corruption wins not more than Hondl:y. 

con Snll in thy right Hand, carry gentle Peace 
To £ilence envious Tongues. Be Jllfl, and fear not. 
Let dl the ends thou aim'fr at, be thy Country's, 
Thy God's and Truth's; then !f thou fall'fl:, 0 Cromwell, 
Thou fall'fl: a bleffed Martyr. 
Serve the King ; and prithee lead me in : 
There take an Inventory of all I have, 
To the lafr Penny, 'tis the King's. My Robe, 
And my Integrity to Heav'n, is all 
I dare now call mine own. 0 Cromwell, Cromwell, 
Had I but ferv'd my God, with half the Zeal 
I ferv'd my King; he would not in mine Age 
Have left me naked to mine .Enemies. 

Crom. Good Sir, have patience. 
Wol. So I have. Farewd 

The hopes of Court, my hopes in Heav'n do dwell. 
[Exeunt. 

A C T IV. S C E N E I. 

Enter two Gentlemen, meeting one anotker. 

I Gen.yOu're well met once again. 
2. Gen. So are you. 

I Gen. You come to take your Stand here~ and behold 
The L~d y Anne pafs from her Coronation. 

2 Gen. 'Tis all my Bufinefs. At our lafl: encounter, 
The Duke of Bu~kfngbam came from hi~ Trial. 

R :z. 1 Gm. 



I Gen. 'Tis very true. But that time ofter'd Sorrow, 

This, general Joy. 
:z. Gen. 'Tts well; the Citizens 

I am fure have {hewn at full their Royal Minds, 
·And let 'cm have their right~, they are ever forward 
In Celebration of this day with Shtws, 
Pageants, and Stghts of Honour. 

1 Gen. Never greater, 
Nor I'll affure you better takrn, Sir. 

2 Gen. May I be bold to ask what that contains, 
The Paper in your Hands~ 

I Gen. Yes, •cis the Lift 
Of thofe that claim their Offices this Day, 
By cuftom of the Coronation. 
The Duke of Suffoi'<..is the fir{}, and claims 
To be high Steward ; next the Duke of Norfol~ 
He to be Earl Marfual; you may read the rtit 

2. Gen. I thank you, Sir ; had I not known tho(e Cuftoms, 
I mould have been beholding to yc.ur PJper: 
But I befeech you what's become of Katharine, 
~he Princes Dowaged How goes her Bllfinefs~ 

I Gen. That I can tell you too ; rhe Archbil11op 
Of Canterbury, accompanied with other 
Learned and Reverend F.thers of his Order, 
Held a late Court at DunftAbie, fix Mtles off 
From .Ampthil, where rhe Princefi lay, to which 
She wa5 often cited by them, but appear'd flot: 
And robe iliorc, for not Appearance, and 
The King's late fcruple, by the main alfent 
Of allt hefe learned l\'len, fue was Divorc'd, 
And the late Marri2ge made of none efftd:: 
Since w hi eh, fue was removed to Kimboltrm, 
Where (be remains now fick. 

z. Gen. Alas good Lady! 
The TrumpetS found; ftand ~lofe, 
The Queen is CO !~ling. - [ Ht~Htboys; 

) 
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King Henry VIII. 

The Order of the Coronation. 

I • .A lively Flouri fh of Trumpets. 
:z.. Then two Judges 
3· Lord ChancelLor, with the Pur.fe and Mace before him. 
4· Q!!m/lers ji'nging. [Mufick. 
5· Mayor of London, bearing the Mace. Then Garter in 

kJtS Coat of Arms, 11nd on his Head a Gilt Copper 
Cr~wn. 

'· Marquefs of Dorfet, bearing a Scepter of G old, on his 
Head a Demi·Coronal of Gold. With him, the Earl of 
Surrey, bearmg the Rod of Stlver with the Dove, CrowrlJ 
Wtth an Earls Corunet. Collars of SS. 

7• D11ke of S ffulk, in his Robe of Eftate, his Coronet on his 
Head, bearing a long whtte Wand, as High Steward. H'tth 
him the Duk.5 of N01folk, with the Rod of Marjh.tljhip, 
a Coronet on hts Head, Collars of SS. 

I A C..mon born bJ four of the Cu;que-ports, under it t/;e 
Queen in her Robe; in her Hatr, richly adorned with Pearl. 
Crowned. On each fide her the Bijhops of London a11d 
Wtnch ller. 

9· The old Dutchefs of Norfolk, in A Coronal of Gold, wrought 
with Flowers, beAring the Qseen's Train, 

10. Certain LAdies or Countejfes, with pl.cin Circlets of Gold 
without Flowers. 

'They pafs o'fJer the Stage in Order and State, and then Extunt, 
With a great Fiosrijh of Trum1ers. 

2. Gen. A Royal Train, believe me; thefe I know; 
Wh') 's chat bears the Scepter ~ 

J Gen. Marquefs Dorfot. 
And that the Earl of Surrey, with the Rod. 

:z. Gen. A bold brave Gentlem3n. That iliould be 
, The DJke of_ Suflol~. . 
1~ I Gen. 'T1s the fame: H 1gh Steward. 

2. Gen. And that my Lord of Norfolk f 
I Gen. Yes. 
2. Gen. Heav'n blefs thee, 

Thou haft the fweeteft Face I ever look'd on. 
R 3 Sir, 



J7S:. 
Sir, as l have a Soul, fue is an Angel; 
0111r King has all the Indies in his Ar~s. 
And more, and richer, when he fl:rams that Lady: 
I cannot blame his Confcience. 

1 Gen. They that bear 
The Cloth of H onour over her, are (our Barons 
Of the Cinque-Ports. 

2. Gen. Thofe Men are happy, 
And fo are ali, are Hear her. 
I take it, fue that carries up the Train, 
Is that old noble Lady, the Dutchefs of Norfolk. 

I Gen. It is, and all the reil: are Countt.ffes. 
z Gen. Their Coronets fay fo. Thefe are Stars indeed, 

And fometimes falling oRes. 
I Gen. No more of that. 

Enter a third Gentleman. · 
God fave you Sir. Where have yoo been broiling? 

) Gen. Among the Croud i'th' Abby, where a Finccr 
Could not be wcdg'd in more; I am fiifled 
.With the meer Ranknefs of their Joy. 

2. Gen. You faw the Ceremony l 
3 Gen. I ci1d. 
1 Gen. How was it? 
3 Gen. Well worth the feeing. 
:z. Gen. Good Sir, fpeak it to us~ 

" 3 Gen. As well as I am able. The rich Stream 
Of Lords and Ladies, having brought the Queen 
To a prrpar'd pbce in the Qrire, fell off 
A d1fiance from her; while her Grace fate down 
To rtfi a while, fame half an hour, or fo, 
In a rich Chair of State, oppofing freely 
The Beauty ofher Perfon to the People. 
Bdieve me, Sir, fhe is the goodlitfi \Vom:an 
That ever lay by Man ; which whtn the People 
Had the full View of, fuch a noife arofe, 
As the ihrowds make at Sea in a fiiff Tempefl, 
As loud, and to as many tune~. Hats, Cloaks, 
Doublets, I think, flew up, and bad their Faces 
Bew lofc, this day they had bee1 loft. Such joy 
1 nc., ·er faw before. Gr(at-belly'd Womer, 
Tha.t b•d not half a Week to go, like Rums 
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In the old time of War, would fluke the Prefs 
And make 'em reel bdore 'em. No Man Jiving 
Could fay, this is my Wtfe there, all were woven 
So ftrangely in one piece. 

2 Gen. ~ut what follow'd? 
3 Gen. Ar length .her Grace rofe, :md with moddl: Paces 

Came to the Altar, where fue knecl'd. and Saint-like 
Cafr her fatr Eyes to Heav'n, and pray'd devoutly. 
Then rofe again, and bow'd her to the People: 
When by the Archbi!hop of Canurbury, 
She had .n the Roy..~I makings of a Queen; 
As huly Oil, Edward Confeffilr's Crown, 
The Rod, and B1rd of Peace, and all fuch Emblems 
Laid nobly on her: which perform'd, the Quire 
W1th all the choic..:H Mufick cf the Kingdom, 
Together fung Te Deum. So {he parted, 
And with the fame full State pac'd back again 
To Tork;Place, where the Feafi is hdd. 

I Gm. Sir, 
You mufi no more call it Torf(Place, that's pafr. 
For fince theCardinal fell, that Title's loft, 
~Tis now the King,s, and call'd Whitehall. 

3 Gen. I know it ~ 
Bur 'cis fo lately alter'd, that the old Name 
Is frelh about me. 

2. Gen. What two Reverend Bit'hops 
Were thofe, that wenr on each fide of the Queen~ 

; Gm. Stokefly and GardineY, the one of Winchefler, 
Newly preferr'd from the King's Secretary: 
The other, London, 

2 Gen. He of Wmchefler 
Is held no great good Lover of the Archbifuop. 
The virtu'JUS Cr,~nmer. 

3 Gen. All rhe Land knows that: 
However yet there is no great breach, when it comes, 
Cranmer will find a Friend will not furink from him. 

2. Gen. Who may be that, I pray you? 
3 Gen. Thomas Cromwell, 

A Man in muc't efreem with th' King, and truly 
A worthy Friend. The Kin1! has made htm 

R 4 Mafier 
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Mafl:er o'th' J ewe! Houfe, . 
And one already of the Privy·Counctl. 

2. Gent. He will defcrve more. 
; Gen. Yes, without all doubr. 

Come, Gentlemen, you tball go my w~y, 
Which is to th'Courr, and there ye fhall be my Guefis: 
Something I can command; as I walk thither 
I'll tell ye more. 

Both. You may command us, Sir. [Exeu11t. 

S C E N E II. 
Enter Katharine Do1vager, jick._, led between Griffith her 

Gentleman-Vjber, and Patience her Woman. 

Grif. Hnw does your Grace? 
Kt~th. 0 Gri/fith, fick to death: 

My Legs like loaded Branches bow to Earth, 
Wil ing to leave their Burrhen: Reach a Chair-
Sa-llOW methinks I feel a little eafe. [Sitting dow11. 
Didfl: thou not tell me. Grilfith, as thou lead'fr me, 
That the great Child of Honour, Cardinal Woljey, 
Was dead? 

Grif. Yes, Madam; but I think your Grace, 
Out of the pain you fuffer'd. gave no ear to't. 

Kat h. Pnthee, good Griffieh, tell me how be dy'd. 
If well, he O:ept btfore me happily, 
For my Example. 

Grif. Well, the Voice goes, Madam; 
l'or after the fl:out Earl of Nor humberland 
Arrefied him at York_, and bJought him forward 
As a M4n forely tatnted, to his Anfwer, 
He fell fick fuddenly, and grew fo ill 
He could not fit h1s Mule. 

Kath. Alas, poor Man. 
Grif. At lafr, with ea fie Roads he came to Leicefter, 

Lodg'd in the Abby; where the re' erend Abbot, · 
With al' his Convent, honourably receiv'd him; 
To whom he gave thefe Words. 0 Father Abbot, 
'An old Man broken with the Storms of State, 
Is .cnm~ to lay h1s weary Bones among ye; 
~1Ve ~1m a httle Earth for Charity. 



King Henry VIII. 
So went ro Bed; where eagerly his Sicknefs 

· Purfu'd him fiill, and three Nights afrer rhis, 
About the hour of eight, which he himfelf 
Foretold ihould be his lafi, full of Repentance, 
Continual M ediutions, Tears and Sorrows, 

mJG.: He gave his Honours to the World again, 
HIS bleffed part to Heaven, and flcpt in P~ace. 

Kath. So may he refr, 
't Hr~ faults lay b· ry'd with him. 

Yet thu~ f.r, Griffith, give me leave to fpca'< him~ 
And yet with Charity; he was a Man 
Of an unbounded Stom.tch, ever ranking 
Himfelf with Princes. On,e that by SupgeUion 
Ty'd all the Kingdom; Simony was fair pl~y, 
H1s own Opinion was his Law. l'th' P efe-nce 
He wou1d fay U l'ltrwths, and be ever double 
Both in his Words and Meaning. He was never, 
But where he meant to Ruin, pitiful. 
His Promifes were, as he then was, Mighry; 

[~ But his Performance, as he now is, Nothing; 
Of his own Body he was ill, and gave 
The Cltrgy ill Example. 

Grif. Noble Madam, 
Mens evil Manners live in Brafs, their Virtues 
We write in Wa'er. May it plcafe your Highnefs 
To hear me fpeak his Good now? 

Kath. Yes, good Grif!ith, 
I were malicious elfe. 

Grif. This Cardinal, 
Though from an humble Stock, undoubtedly 
Was faa1ion'd to much Monour. From his Cradle 
He was a Scholar, ar.d a ripe and good one; 
Excec:ding wife, fair fpoken, and perfuading? 
Lofty and four to them that lov' d him not; 

LtirtJ'' But to thofe Men th:~t fi>Ught him, fweet as Sllmmer. 
AoOcu And though he were unfarisfied in gerring, 
~ill!; Which was a Sin, yer in bellowing, Madam, 
erA~1 He was mofi Princely; ever witnefs for him 

Thofe twins of Learning, that he rais'd in you, 
lp[wich and Oxford; one of which feU with him, 
Unwilling to out-live the good that did ir. 

The 



The oth~>r, though unfinifh'd, yet fo famous; 
So excellent in Art, and frill fo rifing, 
That Chnll:endom fhall e\ er fpeak hts Virtue. 
His Overthrow heap'd Happ·inef~ upon him; 
:For then, and not 'rill then, he felt h1mfelf, 
And found the Bleffednefs of betng little. 
And to add greater Honours to his Age · 
Than Man could give him; he dy'd, fearing God. 

Ku.th. After my Death, I wifh no other Herald, 
No other Speaker of my living A(:iions, 
To keep mine Honour from Corruption, 
But fuch an honell: Chromder, as Griffith. 
Whom I moft hated Jiving, thou batt made me 
With thy religious Trut~ and Modefty, 
Now in his Athes, Honour; Peace be with him. 
Patience, be near me fiill, and fet me lower. 
I have not Ion~ to trouble thee. Go( d Griffith, 
Canfe the Muficians pl:ly me th:~t fad Note 
1 nam'd my Knell; wbilll: I fit meditating 
On that Celcfi:ial Hmnony, I go to. 

Sad and folemn Mujick_. 
Grif. She is afieep: Good W cnch, 1 t 's fit down quiet, 

For fear we wake her. Softly, gentle Ptuience. 

The J/ijion. Enter folemnly tripping one after anothtr, jixPtr· 
fonages clad in 2JJhite Robes, wearing on their He•tds Garlands 
of Bays, and golden J/i~ards on their Ftzces, Branches of Ba7s 
or Palm in their Hands. They jirft Crmgee unto her, thtll 
Dance; and at certam Changes, tl~e firft two hold a [pAri 
Garl«nd o1.1er her Head, at which the other four mrJk.! rNJe· 
rend Ctmfies. 7 he4 the two, that held the Garland, delivtr 
the fame to the other next nvo, who obferve the fame order 
in their Changes, and holding the Garland over her He~J. 
U'hich done, they deliver the f.1me Garland to the !aft tWI, wh• 
lik!Jvife obftrve the fame Order; At 1vhich, as it were b; /11· 
fpiration, jbe malzes, in her Jleep ,jignsofrejoycing,an;J holdeth 
11p her Hands to Heaven. And fo in thetr Dancing v.tniftJ, 
carryinJ; the Gart.md 7JJith them. The Mujick cMtinues. 

K,Hh. Spi· it~ of Peace, where are yd arc ye all gond 
And leave m~ here in wretchdnefs bth;cd yt? • Grif· 



c. 

Grif. Madam, we are here. 
Kath. It is not you I call for, 

Saw ye none enter, fince I fiept! 
Grif. None, Madam. 
Kath. No? Saw you not even now a ble[ed Troop 

Invite me ro a Banquet, whofe bright Faces ' 
Cafi: a thouf.1nd Beams upon me, hke the Sun~ 

GOO They promis'd m:: eternal Happinefs, 
fHet~~~ And brought me Garlands, Griffieh, which I feel 

I am not worthy y t to wear: I Jlull alfuredly. 
Grif. I am mofi: joyful, Madam, fuch good Dreams 

Polf, fs your Fancy. 
Kat h . Bid the :\'1 ufick leave, 

They are harlh and heavy to me. 
Pat. Do you note . 

How much her G race is alter'd on the fudden ~ 
How lmg her F.o~ee is drawn? How plle the looks~ 
And of an earthy cold? Mark her Eyes. 

Grif. %e is going, Werch. Pray, pray,---
Pat. H eaven comfo·t her. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 
Me[. And't like your Grace,---
Kath. You are a fawcy Fdlow, 

Deft rve we no more R everence? 
Grif. You are to blame, 

a~~•t~·~ Knowing file will not lofe her wonted Greatnefi, 
Ho~ To ufe fo rude Beh.wiour. Go to, kneel. 
Br~'\ Me[. I hum bly do inrreat your Highnefs Pardon~ 

'rJ' My hafle mo~ de me unmmnerly. There is flaying 
J>H 

1 

A Gentleman fer1t from the King; to fee you. 
f111. · Kat/;, Admit him entnnce, Grifjith. But this Fellow 
G1~' Let me ne'u (ee again. [Exit Meffingtr; 

t~. Enter Lord Capucius. 
If my fight fdil me not, 
You lhould be Lord Arnbaff3dor (rom the Emperor, 
My Royal Nephew, and your Na~e C~tpucius. 

Cap. Madam, the fame, your Servant. 
l(.uh. 0 my L'ird, 

The Times arJ d T1ths now are alter'd flrangely 
With me, fince firfl: you knew me. 
But 1 pray you, 

What 
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What is your Pleafure with md 
Cap. Noble Lady, 

Firfr mine own Se·v1ce to yo1u Gra~t', the next 
Tht: King's requeO: that I would v1lit you, 
Who grieves much for your weaknefs, and by me 
Sends you hi~ Princely Commendations, 
AnJ heartily intreats you take good Comfort. 

Kath. 0 my good Lord, that comfort comes too late, 
•Tis like a Pardon afttr Execution; 
That gentle PhyGck g1ven in time had cur'd me: 
But now I am paft all Comforts here, but Pr~yers. 
How does his HighneG ~ 

Cap. M:ldam, in good Health. 
Kath. So may he ever d '• and ever flourifil, 

When I fhall dwell with Worms, Md my p~or Name 
Banitft•d the Kingdom. Patience, is that Letter 
I ctus'd you write, yet fent away~ 

Pat. No, M~dam. 
K.ath. Sir, r mull: ..humbly pray you to deliver 

Th s IJl--Rtj't-ord the King. 
Clp. Mofi wJl!inely, Madam. 
Ko~th. In which I have commended to his Goodncfi 

The Model of our chafl:e l()ves, his young Daughter, 
The dews of Heav'n fall thick in BlefHngs on her, 
Bcfeechirg l,im to f?i, ,e htr v•rtuous breeding. 
She is young, and of a Noble rnodeft Nature, 
I hope fhe will dtfer\'e we.l, and a little 
To love her for her M ;ther's fake, that lov'd him, 
Heav'n knows how dearly. 
My next po,r Petition 
Is. that his Nob le Gr:ace would have fome pity 
U P'>D my wretched Women, that fo long 
Have fo:low'd both my Fortunes, faithfully, 
Of which there is not o"e• I dare a .row, 
And now I fi10uld not lye,. but well dtferve 
For Virtue, and true Beauty of the Soul. 
For H nefiy, and decent Carri~ge, 
A right good Husband, let him be a Noblr; 
And furethofe Men are happy that filall have'ern. 
The lafl is for my Men, they are the pooreft, 
But Poverty could never dra~ 'em from me, 

That 
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That they may have thtir Wages duly paid 'em, 
And lomethmg over to remember me by. 
If Hcav'n had pleas'd to have given me longer Life 
And able Means, we had not parttd chus. 
Thtfe are the whole Contents, and good my Lord, 
By that you love the dear ell in this World, 
As y0u wifh peace to Chrillian Souls departed, 
Stand thefe poor Peoples Friend~ and urge the King 

1~: To do me this lafi Right. 
C11p. By Heav'n I will, 

me: Or let me lofe the falhion of a Man. 
PnJe!l· Kath. l th~nk you, honell Lord. Remember me 

In all hum] iry unto his H 1ghr,<. fi; 
s~y. his long trouble row is paffi ng 
Out of this World. Tell him, in death I bltft him; 

p-l()rN13 For fo I will; mine Eyes grow dim. Farewel, 
LciiU My Lord, Grijfith farewel. Nay, P11tience, 

You mufi not ltave me ytt. I mull: to B, d, 
Call in moreW• men. When I am dead, good Wench, 

deliiD Let me be us'd with Honour, flr ew me over 
With Maiden Flower•, that all theW orld may know 
I was a chafi W& to my Grave: Embalm me, 

· ()ocC. Then lay me fonh, although un-Queen'd, yet like 
Dluel::, A Queen, and Daughter to a King, inter me. . .. 

~a, I can no more. [Exeunt, leading Kathmne. 

le pitf 

ACT V. S C E N E I. 

Enter Gardiner Bi(hop of Wincheller, a Page with If Torch 
before him, met bJ Sir Thoma~ Lnel. 

G11rd.JT'S one a Clock, Boy, is't not? 
B~y. It hath {truck. 

G11rd. Thefe lbould be hours for Neceffities; 
Not f.:>r Delighrs; times to repair our Nature 
With comforting Repofe, and not for tlS 

Tn wafie thefe time!• ~~od hour~{ Nighr, Sir 7hfm4s, 
Whither fo late~ 

Lo11, 



Lov. c~me you from the Kin~, my Lord~ 
Gard. I did, Sir Thomas, and left him at Primey, 

With the Duke of Suffolk_. 
· L1v. I mull: to him too, 
Before he go to Bed. I'll take my leave. 

Gard. Not yet, Sir Thomas Lovel; what's the matterl 
It feems you are in hall:e : And if there be 
No great Offence belongs to•t, give your Friend 
SQme couch of your late Bufind~ ; Affairs that walk, 
As they fay Spirits do, at midnight, have 
In them a wilder Nature, than the Bufinefs 
That feeks difpatch by Day. 

Lo"J. My Lord, I love you: 
'And durfi commend a Secret to your Ear 
Much weightier than this Word. The Queen's in Labour, 
They fay in great extremity, alld 'tis fear~d 
She'll with the Labour end. 

Gard. The Fruit !he goes with • 
I pray for heartily, that it may find 
Good tim ~, and live; but for the Stock, Sir 7homas, 
I wi!h it grubb'd up now. 

Lov. Methinks I could 
Cry the Amen, and yet my Confcience fays, 
She is a good Creature, ar.d fwcct Lady, does 
Deferve our bett~r Willies. 

Gard. Bu~, Sir, Sir-
Hear me, Sir Thomas--y'are a Gentleman 
Of mine own way, I know you are Wife, Religious, 
And let me tell yrm, it will ne'er be well, 
'Twill not, Sir Thomas Lovel, tak't of me, 
'Till Cranmu·, Cromweli, her two H-.nds, and the, 
Sleep in their Graves. 

Lov. Now, Sir, you (peak of two 
The mofi rema1 k'd i'th' Kingdom; as for Cromwell, 
Befide that of t 1

1e J ewel-houfe, is made Mall:er 
o•ch' Rolls, and the King's S•cretary. Further, Sir, 
Stands in the gap and trade for more Preferments, 
WJth which the Time will load him. Th'Arcbbifhop 
Is the King's Hand, or Torgue, and who date fpeak 
One Syllable againfi him~ 
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Gard. Y ~s, yes, Sir Thomas, 

There are that dare; :md I my felf have ventur'd 
To fpeak my M nd of him; and indeed this Day, 
Sir, l may tell 1t you, I think I have 
Incens'd the Lords of the Council, that he is~ 
'For fo I know he is, they know he is) 
A mofr Arch-beretick, a Pefiilence 

• ••. J That does infect the Land; with which they 'mov'd, 
Fnt~.~, Have broken with the K1ng, whfl hath fo far 

tnltl Given ear to our Complaint, of his great Cirace 
And Princely Care, forefeting tho!e feU Mifchiefs 
Our Reafons Jaid before him, hath commanded 
To morrow Morning to the Council Board 
He be Convente~, He's a rank W <ed, Su 7 homas, 
And we mufi root him our. From your Affairs 

Quetn'l• I hinder you too long: Good Night, Sir Thomas. 
· [ ExeHnt Gardiner and Pllf.e. 

Lov. Many good Nights, my Lord, I refi your Servant. 
Enter King and Suffolk. 

King. Charles, I will play no more to Night. 
My Mind's not on't, you are too hard for me. 

Suf. Sir, I did never win of you before. 
ICing. But little, Charles, 

Nor !hall not, when my Fancy's on my Play. 
Now, Love!, from the Queen what is the News? 

Lov. I could noc perfonally deliver to her 
What you commanded mr, but by he:.r Woman · 

. I fent your Mdfage, who return'd her Th~nks 
Reli:i~ In the greatell humblenefs, and defir'd your Highnefs 

· Moll heartily to pray for her. 
Ki~tg. What fay'fr thou! Ha! 

-lfr\ To pray for her! What! is fhe crying out? 
a Lov. So faid her Woman, and that her futPrance made 

Alm it each pang a death. 
C~ King. Alas, good L~dy. 

M fit~ Srtf. God f~fely quit her of her Burthern, and 
F lt~~ ~ W1th gentle Travel, to the gladding of 
u:"" Your Highnefs with an Heir. 

King. Tis midnight, Charles, 
drtli6 Pri~hee to Bed, and in thy Prayers remtmber 

ho t Th efiare of my poor QJcen. Lea!e me alone; 



For I mufl: think of that, whkh Company 
Would not be friendly to. 

Sttj. I wi!b your Highnefs . . 
A qutet Night, and my good Mtfl:refs wtll 
Remember in my Prayers. 

King. Charles, Good Night: 

()Ill 

[Exit Suffolk. ·,,a 
Well, Sir, what follows~ 

Enter Sir Anthony Denny. 
Dem1y. Sir, I have brought my Lord the Archbithop, 

As vou commanded me. 
King. Ha! Canterbury!
Dmny. Ay, my good Lord. 
King. • fis true--where is he, Denny? 
Denny. He attends your Highnefs pleafure. 
King. Bring him to us. [Exit Denny. 
Lov. This is al!out that which the Bifhop fpake, 

1 :tm happily comr! hither. [ Ajde. · 
Enter Cranmer and Denny. 

King. Avoid the Gallery. [Lovelfeemeth to flay. 
Ha !--1 have faid-be gone. [Exeunt Love! and Denny. 

Crom. I am fearful: Wherefore frowns he thus~ 
'fis his Afpdt of Terror. All's not well. 

King. How now, my Lord f 
You do defir~ to ~now, wherefore 
I fent for you. 

Cum. It is my Du t v 
T'mend your Highne:fs pleafure: 

King. Pray you arife , 
My good and gracious Lord of Canter~ury : 
Come, you and I mull walk a turn together: 
I have News to tell you. 
Come, come, ~ive me your Hand. 
Ah my go<'d Lord, I grieve at what I fpeak~ 
And c.m right forry to repeat what follows, 
I have, and moll: uowilli"gly, oflate 
Heard many grievou<;, I do fay, my Lord, 
Grievous Complaints of you; which being confider\!, 
Have mov'd us, and our Ccuocil, that you iball 
This Morning come before us, where I know 
Yol:l cannot with fuch freedom purge your feJflt 
But that 'till further Trial, in thof~ ~harge~ 

Which 
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Which will require your Anfwer, you mufl: take 
Your Patience to you, and be wtll contenttd 
To make your Houfe our Tower ; you, a Brother of us~ 
It fits we thus proceed, or elfe no witnefs 
Would come againfl: you. 

: Cran. I humbly thank your Highnefs, 
And am right glad to catch this good occafion, 
Mofi throughly to be winnow'd, where my Chaff 
And Corn fhall fly afunder. For I know 
There's none fiands under more calumnious Tongue~ 
Than I my felf, poor Man. 

King. Stand up, good CtnterbNrJ; 
Thy Truth and thy Integrity is rooted 
In us, thy Friend. Give me thy hand, fl:and up. 
Prithee let's walk. Now, by my holy Dame, 
Vfhat manner of Man are you~ My Lord, I look'd 

. You would have given me your Petition, that 
I lhould have ta'en fome pains, to bring together 
Your felf and your Accufers, and to have heard you 

tthout indurance further. 
Cr~tn. Moft dread Liege, 

The Good I fiand on, is my Truth and Honefty: 
If they fhall fall, I, with mine Enemies, 
Will triumph o'er my Perfon; which I weigh not; 
Bemg of thofe Virtues vacant. I fear nothing 
What can be faid againft me. 

•' 

King. Know you not 
How your State fiands i'th' World, with the whole World! 
Your Enemie~ are many, and not fmall; their PraCtice~ 
\Iufi bear the fame proportion; and not ever 
fhe J ullice and the Truth o'th' queftion carries 
ne due o'th' VerdiCt with it. At what eafe 
\1tght corrupt Minds procure Knaves as corrupt 
fo fwear againfi you? Such things have been done. 
You are potently oppos' d; and with a Malice 
f a5 great a fize. W een you of better Luck, 

'11f mean in perjur'd Witnefs, than your Maller. 
Whore Miniller you are~ whiles here he liv'd 
Upon this naughty Earth! Go ro, go to, 
You take a Precipice for no I(ap of danger, 
~nd woo your own Deftruction. 

Vo L.Iv. · s 
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Cran. Gocl and your Majetl:y • WJ 

Protetl: mine Innocence, or 1 fall toto b()i!J 
The Tnp is laid for me. lrillh 

King. Be of good Chetr, ~JI {i 
They fiull no more prevail, than we give way to : &am: 
Keep comfort to you, and this Morning fee DrJti 
,Ycu do appear before them. If they &hall chance, 
In charging you with Matters, to commit you; 
The beft perfuafions to the contrary 
Fail not to u(e; and with what vehemency 
The occafion thall infrrua: you. lf lntreaties 
WiJt render you no Remedy, this Ring 
Deliver them, and your Appeal to us Cr111 

Th~re make before them. Look, the good Man weeps: 
He'' honefl, on mine Honour. God's blcft Mother, 
I fwear he is true-heamd, a-nd a Soul 
None better in my Kingdom~ Get you gone, 
And do as I have bid you. [Exit Cranmcr. 
He has ftr'ilngled all his Language in his Tears 

Enter old LAdy. 
Gent. within. Come back ; what mean you r 
Lady. I'll not come back, the tidir.gs that I bring 

Wilt make my Boldnefs Manners. Now good Angels 
Fly o'er thy Royal Head, and fiude thy Perfon 
Under their bldfed Wings. 

KitJg. Now by thy Looks 
I guels thy Meffage. Is the Queen deliver'd ~ 
Say, Ay. and of a Boy~ 

L~tdy. Ay, ay. my Liege; 
'And of a lovely Boy ; the God of Heav'n 
Both now. and ever blefs her : 'Tis a Girl, 
Promifes Boys hereafter. Sir, your Queen 
Defircs your V&fitation. ard to be 
Acquainted with this Stranger; 'tis as like you; 
As Cherry is to Cherry. 

King. Lovell. 
Lov. Sir. 
King. Give her an hundred Marks. 

I'll to the Qulen. - [Exit J(ing. 

Lad)' 
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ladJ· An hundred Marks ! By this Light, I'll ha' more. 

An ordinary <?Sroom is for fuch Payment. 
I will have more, er fcold it out of him. 
Said I for this, the Girl was like to him ? I'll 
Have more, or elfe unfay't: and now. while 'tis hot, 
I'll put it to the Iffue. [Exit Lady. 

S C E N E II. 

Enter <:rammer. 

Cran, 1 hope I am not too late, and yet the ®entleman 
That was fent to me from the Council, pray'd me 
To make great ha!h. All fafi: 1 What means this! Hoa ~ 
Who waits there~ Sure you know me I 

Enter Keeper. 
Keep. Yes, my Lord; 

But yet I cannot help you. 
Cran. Why? 
Keep. Your Grace mu£1: wait 'till you be caU'd for; 

Enter Dotlor Butts. 
Cran, So. 
Butts. This is a piece of Malice : I am glad 

I came this way fo hapJy. The King 
Shall undedhnd it prefently. [Exit Bum. 

Cran. • fis BHtts, 
The Krog's Phylician, as he pafi: along; 
How earnefily he cafl: his Eyes upon me; 
Pray Heav'n he found not my D1fgrace : for celfain 
This is of purpofe laid by fome that hate me, 
(God turn their Hearts, I .Qever fought their Malice) 
To quench mine Honour; they would lhame to make me 
Wait elfe at Door : A Fellow-Councellor 
•Mong Boys. Grooms, and Lackeys I 
But their Pleafures 
Mufi be fulfilled, and I attend with Patience •. 

Enter the King and Butts at a Window ~ebove. 
Butts. I'lllhew your Gra~te the firangeft light-~: 
King. What's that~ B11111 ~ -

-- - S :. B111ts; 
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BNtts• I think your Highnefs faw this many a Day. 
King. Body a me: where is it~ 
Butts. There, my Lord: 

Tht high Promotion of his Gnce of CanterbNry, 
Who holds a is State at door 'mongft Purfevams, 

Pages. and Foot-boys. 
King. Ha ~ 'tis he indeed. 

Is this the Honour they ' do one another f 
~Tis well there's one above •em yet. l had thought 
They had parted fo much H.oneH.y among 'em. 
At leafl: good Manners, as not thus to fuffer 
A Man of his Place, and fo near our Favour, 
;l'o dance A"tendance on their Lordibips Pleafures, 
And at the J)oor too, like a Pofi with Pack(tS: 
By holy Mary. Butts, there's Knavery; 
Let 'em alone, and draw the Curtaio clofe. 
~ e fuall hear more anon. 

'A Council Table brought in with Chairs and Stools, and placed 
under the State. Enter Lord-Chancellor, places himjelf at 
the tipper end qf the Table, on the Left Hand: A Seat being 
left void above him, ~s for the Archbifbop of Canterbury's 
Seat. Duk£ of Suffolk, Duk...e of Norfolk, Surrey, Lord
Chamberlain, and Gardiner, feat themftlves in Order ~n et 
each fide. Cromwel at the lower end, as Secretary. 

Chan. Speak to the Bufinefs, Mr. Secretary: 
Why are we met in Council~ 

Crom. Pleafe your Honours, 
;The chief Caufe concerns his Grace of C~nterbury. 

Gard. Has he knowledge of it! 
Crom. Yes. 
Nor. Who waits there? 
Keep. Wtthout, my Noble Lords~ 
Gi!rd. Yes. 
Keep. My Lord Archbifhop; 

And has done half an hour, to know your Pleafures. 
Chan. Let him come in. 
Ke1p, Your ~race may enter now. 

[ Cranmer npproache1 the qouncil fable. 

ChAn, 



¥ing Henry VIII. 17 97 
C!J.cn. My good Lord Arcqbifuop, I'm very forry 

To fie here at this prefent, and behold 
That Chair fl:and empty: But we all are Mm 
In our own Natures frail, and capable 
Of our Flelh. few are Angels; out of which Frai'ty 
And want of W1fdom, you th .; t bell 1bould tea'h us, 
Have mifdemean 'd your felf, and not a little: 
Toward the King firfi, then his Laws, in filling! 
The whole Realm, t>y your teaching and your Chaplair.s, 
(For fo we are inform'd) with new Op1 aons 
Divers and dangeroJs, which are Herdies, 
And not reform'd, may provt: pernicious. 

Gard. Which Reformauon mufi be fuddtn too, 
My noble Lords; for thafe that tame wild Horfes, 
Pace 'em not in their hands ro makP. 'em gentle, 
But fiop their Mouths with fiubborn Bits, and fpur 'em 
'T11l they obey the manage. If we fuffer, 
Out of our E1finefs and childifu Pity 
To one Man's Honour, this cont~gtous Sickn&~ 
Farewel all Phyfick: And wha.t follows then f 
Comll'lotions, Uproars, with a gen ral taint 
Of the whole State: As oflate Days our Neighbours; 
T'he upper Germany, can dearly witnef~, 
Yet Iretll.ly piucd 1n our Memories. 

Cran. My good Lords; hitherto, in ill! the Progref~ 
Both of my Life and Office, I have Jabour'd, ' 
And with no little Study, that my Teaching, 
And the firong Courfe of my Authority, · 
Might go one way, ·and filfely; and the end 
Was ever to do well: Nor is there li v m g. 
(l fpeak it with a fingle Heart, my Lord<) 
A Man that more detdl:s, more fiirs againfi, 
Both in his private Co· fcience, and hts Place1 

Defacers of the publit...k Peace, than I do: 
Pray Neav'n the King may never find a Heart 
With kfs Allegiance in it. Men that make 
tnvy, and crooked Malice, Nomi1hmcnt, 

are bite the bell. I do beferch your Lordihips~ 
That in this cafe of J ull:ice, my Accufers, 
Be ~hat they will, may fiqnd forth Face to Face 
An4 freely urge ~gainfi me. 

s ~ ~:;f 
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Suf. Nay, my Lord. 

That cannot be; you are a Councellor~ 
And by th•t Venue no Man dare accufe you. 

Gard. My Lord, bec.ufe we have Bufinefsof more moment. 
We wtl . be fuort with you. 'Tis his Highnefs pleafure, 
And our confent, for better Tryal of you, 
Frl)m hence you be committed to the Tower, 
Where being but a private Man again, 
You fuall know many dare accufe you boldly, 
More than, I fear, you are provided for. 

Cran. Ay, my good Lord of Winchefler, I thank you. 
You are always my good Friend; if your Will pafs, 
I lh~ll both find yonr Lordthip Judge and Juror, 
You are fo merciful. I fee your end, 
'Tis my undoing. Love and Meeknt.fs, Lord, 
Become a Church-man better than Ambition : 
Win finying Souls with Modefly again. 
Cafi none away. That I {ball clear my felf, 
Lay all the weight ye can upon my Patience, 
I make as httle doubt, :as you do Confcience 
In doing daily W rongs. I could fay more. 
But Reverence to your Calling makes me moddl. 

Gard. My Lord, my Lord, _you are a Se~ary, 
That's the pl•t., truth; your pamted Glofs dlfcovers; 
To Men that underfland you, words and weaknefs. 

Crom. My Lord of Winchefler, you're a little, 
By your good fa¥our, too (harp; Men fo NobleJ 
How ever faulty. yet (hould find Refpe& 
For what they h1ve been : 'Tis a Cruelty 
~o load a falling Man. 

Gard. Good Mr. Secretary, 
J cry your Honour's Mercy; you may, worll: 
Of all this Table, fay fo. 

Crom. Why, my Lord ? 
Gard. Do not I know for you a Favourer 

Of this new Sect~ ye are not found. 
Crom. Not found ~ 
Gard. Not fcmnd. I fay. 
Crom. Would you were half fo honell: 

M~ns Pray~rs then would feek you. not their fears. 



Gard. I !hall remember this bold Language. 
Cram. Do. 

Remember your bold Life too, 
Cham. Thts ts too much ; 

Forbear for iham~, my Lords.. 
Gard. I have done. 
Cram. And I. 
Cham. Then thus for ycm, my l.ord, it £lands agrecil, 

I take tt, by all Voices ; tlut forth with 
You be convey'd to th'Tower a Prifoner; 
There to remam 'till the King's further Pleafure 
Be known unto us. Are you all agre~, Lords J 

.All. We are. 
Cran. Is there no other way of Mercy, 

But I mufl: needs to th'Tower, my Lords~ 
Gard. What other , 

Would you expeet ~ you are fl:rangely troublefame s 
Let fome o'th' @uard be ready there. 

Enttr th~ G11ard. 
Cran. For me ~ 

Mull: I go like a Traitor thither~ 
Gard. Receive him. 

And fee him fafe i'th' Tower. 
CrAn. Sray, good my Lords, 

l have a little yet to fay. Look there, my Lords' 
By venue of that Ring, I take my Caufe 
Out of the gripes of cruel M en, and give it 
To a mofr 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 a!Ji 

When we firfr put this dang'rous Stone a rowling! . 
~Twould fall upon our felves. 

Nor. Do you think, my Lords, 
The King wtll fuffer but the little f'ingef 
Of this Man to be vex'd! 

Ch4m. •Tis now too certain, 
How much more is his Life in value with hm I 
Would l :!{_ere fair I y out on'c, 



J800 The LIFE of 
Crom. My Mind gave mt-,. 

In feeking r aks and lnformat1ons • 
Againft this Man, whofe Honefiy the Devil 
And his Difciples only envy at, , 
:V e blew rhe Fire chat burns ye; now have at ye. 
' Enter King fruwning on them, tAk.,es his SeAt. 

G11rd. 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 moll Religious: 
One that in all Obedience, makes the Church 
The chief aim of his Honour, and to ftrengthen 
That holy 0Jty of our dear Refpecc, 
His Royal Self in Judgment comes to hear 
:The Caufl! betwixt her and this great Offender~ . _ 

King. You were ever good at fudden Commendations, 
Bithop of Wmchefter. But know, I come not 
To hear fuch Flattery now, and in my prefence, 
They are too thin and bafe to H.Je 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'O. me for, I'm fure 
Thou hatl: a cruel Nature, and a bloody. 
Good Man, fit down: now let me fee the prouddt: [T1 Cran. 
He that dares motl:, but wag his Finger at thee. 
By.all that's Holy, he had better fiarve, 
Than buc once think, this place becomes thee not~ 

Sur. May it pleafe your Grace,--
King. No, Sir, it does not pleafe me, 

I had thought I had Men of fome Underfhnding~ 
And Wifdom, of my Council; but I find none: 
W a' it difcretion, Lords, to let this Man, 
This good Man, (few of you deferve the Title,) 
Tpis honefl Ma ,, wait like a lowfie Foot-boy 
At Chamber Door, and onr, as great as you are? 
Why, what a lltame was this~ Did my Commiffioa 
Bid ye fo far forget your felves! I gave ye 
Power, as he was a Counfellor, to try him, 
Not as a Groom; there's fome of ye, I fee, 
More ou~ of Malic:~ th~n Integrity, 

Would 
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Ki11g Henry VIII. 
Would try him to the utmofl:, had ye mean; 
Which ye flull never have, while I do live. 

Cham. Thus far, 
My mofl: dreaQ Sovereign, may it like your Brace, 
To let my Tongue excufe all. What was purpos'~ 
Concerning his Imprifonment, was rather, 
If there be faith in Men, meant for his Trial, 
And fair Purgation to the World, thao Malice; 
I'm fure in me. 

King. Well, well, my Lords, refpea: him : 
Take him, and ufe him well; he's worthy of it. 
I will fay thus much for him, if a Prince 
May be beholden to a Subject, I 
Am, for his Love and Service, fo to him. 
Make me no more ado, but all embrace him ; 

· Be Friends for flume, my Lords. My Lord ofCanterhllr]., 
I have a Suit, which you mufl: not der.y me. 
There is a fair young Maid that yet wants Baptifm, 
You mufi be Godforher, and anf wer fer her. 

Cran. T he greatefl: Monarch now alive may glory 
In fuch :an Htlnour; how may I d tf~.rve ir, 
That am a poor and humble SubjeCt to you~ 

King. Come, come, my Lord, you'd fpare your Spoons: 
You lhall have two noble Partners with you: the old Dutch
efs of Norfol~ and the Lady Marquefs of Dorfet f 
W tll thtfe pleafe you 1 
Once more, my Lord of Winchefter, I charge you 
Embrace, and love this Man. 

GArd. With a true Heart, 
And Brother•s love I do it. 

Cran. And let Heav'n 
Witnefs, bow dear I hold this Confirll'lation. 

King. Good Man, thofe joyful Tears fuew thy true Heart; 
The common Voice I fee is verified 
Of thee, which fays thus: Do my Lord of Canterb~r1 · 
A fhrewd turn, and hes your Friend for ever. 
Come, Lords, we trifle time away: I lor;g 
To have this young one made a Chrifl:ian. 
As I have made ye one, Lord~, one remain: 
So I grow fironger, you more Honour ~a in. [ Exe11nt. 

SCE.N E. 
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S C E N E Ill.' 
NtJifo and Tumult within: Enter Porter at~d his Man; 

Port. Yau'llleave your noife anon, ye Rafcals; do you 
uke the Court for Pam Garden~ ye rude Slaves, leave your 

gaping. 
Wsthin. Good Mr. Porter, 1 belong to th'Larder. 
Port. Belong to the Gallows. and be hang'd,ye Rogue: Is 

this a Place to roar in~ Fetch me a dozen Crab-tree Staves, 
and {l:rong ones; thefe are but Switches to 'em: I'll fcntch 
your Heads; yorl rouft be feeing Chriftnings t Do you look 
fer Ale and Cakes here, you rude Rafcals t 

Man. Pray, Sir, be patient; 'tis ~s much impoffible, 
Unlefs we fwept them from the Door with Cannons, 
To fcatter 'cm, as 'tis to make ·em ficep 
On May-day Morning, which will never be: 
We m.ty as well pufi1 agamfi: Pauls, as fiir 'em. 

Port. How got they in., and be hang'd 1 
Man. A 1as, I know not; how gets the Tide in? 

As much as one found Cudgel of four Foot, 
You fee the poor remainder, could difl:rioute. 

made no fp:are, Sir .. 
PDrt. You did nothing, Sir. 
Man. I am not Sampfon, nor Sir Guy, nor Co/ebrand~ 

To mow 'em down bef re me; but if 1 fpar'd any 
That had a Head to hit, either young or old, 
He or th~, 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. 

Wtthin. Do you hear, Mr. Porter? 
Port. I (hall be with you prefently, good Mr. Puppy. 

~cep the Door clofe, Sirrah. 
Mlfn. What would you h3ve me dot 
Port. \V hat (hould you do, but knock 'em down by the 

dozens? Is rh is Morefields to Mufier in! Or have we fome 
firange Indtan with the great Tool, come to Court, the Wo· 
~en fo beftege us? Blef~ me l w lut a fry of Fornication is a~ 
the Door~ On my Chrifhan Confcience, this one Chrifi
ning will beget a thoufand, here will be Father God-father, 
and all together. • · , - ' 
' Ma'b 4- - I 11 



King Henry VIII. 
M.m. TJ-.c Spoons will be the bigger, Sir; there is a Fel

low fom what ntar the Door, he lhould be a Brafier by his 
Fact, fx o' my C 'j .fcience twenty of the D ·•g-days now 
retgn w\ Nof."; all that Rand abou~ htm are under the Line, 
they need no other Penanct; that Fire-Drake dtd I hlt three 
times on the Head, and three timcs was hts Nofe dtfcharged 
againll: me; he Hands there like a Morc~r- ptece to blow us up. 
There was Haberdafher~s Wife of finall Wit, near htm, that 
rail'd upon me, 'rill h-r pinck'd Porringer fell off h· r Head, 
for kindling fi.tch a combufhon in the State. I miU the Me
teor once, and hit that Woman, who cry'dout Clubs, when 
I might fie from far, fome- forty Truncheons draw to her 
S tccour, wh1ch were the hope o'th' Strand, where lhe was 
quarte~'d; they fell on, I made good my Place; at length 
they came to th' Broom-fraff to me, I defy'd 'em Hill, when 
fuddenly a File of i:ioys behind 'em, loofe ihot, deliver'd 
fuch a l.hower ot Pibbles, that I was fain to draw mine Ho
nour in, and let 'em win the Work; the Devil was amongft 
'tm, I think furely. 

Port. Tht fe are the Youths that thunder at a Play-houte, 
and fight f r bitten Apple,, that no Audience bur tl e Tribu
lation of Tower-Hill, or the Limbs of Limt-Houje, 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; 
bdides the running Banquet of two Beadles, that is to 
come. 

Enter Lord Chamberlain. 
Cham. Mercy o'me; what a Mulmude are here~ 

They grow frtU too; from all Parts they are coming, 
As 1f we kept a Fair here~ where are thefe Porters ~ 
Thefe lazy Kr aves { Ye've made a fine Hand, Fellows ? 
There's a trim Rabble ht in; are :~11 thefe 
Your faithful Friends o'th' Subud.,s? We lhalJ have 
Great frore of room, no doubr, Jtfc for the Ladies. 
Wh n they pa~ back from the Chnfimng ~ 

Port. And't pleafe your Hnnour, 
We are but Men, and what fo many may do, 
Not being torn in piece~, we have done: 
An Army cannot rule 'trn. 

Cham,. 
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Cham. As I live, 
If the King blame me for't, I'll lay ye a.U 
By th' Heels, and fuddenly; and on your Heads 
Clap round Fines, for negle8:: Y'are lazy Knaves; 
And here ye lye b:1iting of Bombards, when 
Ye fhould do Service. Hark, the Trumpets found~ 
Th'are come already from the Chrifl:ning; 
@o break amoRg the Prefs, and find a way out 
To let the TrC-lop pafs fairly; or I'll find 
A M.w Jhalfea lhall hold ye play thefe two MQnths. 

Port. M1ke way there, for the Princefs. 
A<fan. You great Fellow. 

Stand dofe up, or I'll make your Head ake. 
Port. You i'th' Chamblet. get up o'th' Rail, 

I'll peck you o,er the Pales elfe. 

S C E N E Ill. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter T rumpetJ founding; then two Aldermen, Lord Mayor, 
Garter, Cranmer, Du'<! of Nor folk with his Mar jhat 1 Staff, 
Duk!ofSuffolk,two Noblemen, bearmg great jfanding Bowls 
fsrthe Chri{fning Gifts; Then four Noblemen bearing a Ca
nopy, under whtcfJ the Dutchefs of No folk, God-mother, 
bearing the Child richly habited m a Mantle. &c. Train bm• 
by a Lady: Then follows. the Marchzonefs of Dorfet, the other 
God-mother,a,d Ladtes. The Troop pafs once About the Stiljb 
and Garter fpeakf.. 

Gart. Heaven, 
From thy endlds Goodnefs fend profperous Life, 
L~ng, :1nd ever happy, to the h1gh and mighty 
Prmcefs of England, E/i;:.,abeth. 

• Flourijh. Enter King and Gu~rrd. 
Cran. And to your Royal Grace~ and the good Queen; 

My Noble P.utners, and my felf thus pray, ' 
All comfort, joy in this moll:' gracious Lady, 
Heav'n ever laid up to make Parents happy~ 
May hourly fall upon ye. 

Ki"of.· Thank you good·Lord Archbiiliop: 
What is her Name? · · · 

Cr~n. Eli:z:,abeth. 

~~~~. 

' He 
no. 
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King Henry VIII. 
Ki11g. Stand up, Lord; 

With this Kifs, take my Bldling: God protect thee, 
Into whofe hand I gtve thy Life. 

Cran. Ame11. 
King. My noble Goffips, y'have been too prodigal, 

I th1nk ye heartily: So 1hall this Lady, 
Whe 1 ilie has fo much Englijh. , 

Cran. Let me fpeak, Sir, 
for Heav'n now bids me; and the words I utter; 
Let nont: thrnk Flattery; for they'll iind 'em Truth. 
Thts lt.Jyal Infant, Heav'n flill move about her, 
Though in her Cradle, yet now promifes 
Upon thts Lard, a thoufand thoufand Bleffings, 
Which ttm( lhall bring to ripenefs: She 1hall be, 
(But few now living can behold that Goodnefs,) 
A Patrern to all Princes living with her, 
And all that lhall fucceed: Saba was never 
M'He 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, 
W1th all the Vutues that auend the Good, 
Shall ~ill be doubled on her. Truth fltall nurfe her, 
Holy and Heav'nly Thoughts fiill Counfel her: 
Shr lhall be lov'd and fear'd. Herownfhallblefsher; 
Her Foes fi1ake like a Field of beaten Corn, 
And hang their Heads with Sorrow: 
Good grows with her. 
In her d~ys every Man fhall eat in fafety, 
Under hts own Vine what he plants; and fing 
The merry SoMgs of Peace to all his Neighbours. 
God iliall be truly known, and thofe about her 
From her lhall read the perfeCt ways of Honour, 
And by thofe claim their Greatnefs, not by Blood~ 
Nor ihall this Peace !letp with her; But a~ when 
The Bird of wonder dies, the Maiden Phrenix, 
Her A01es new create at;other Heir, 
As gre~tlin admiration as her fel£; 
So !hall file leave her Bleifednefs to Onr, 
(When Heav'n lhall call her from this cloud of darknefs,) 
Who frem the faued Allies of her Honour 

Shall 



' Shall Star·ltke rife, as great in Fame ~s file w s, 
And fo frand fix-d. Peace, Pknty, L we, T rutr, Terrour1 

That were the Servants to this hof n (nf:mt, ~ 
Shall then be his, and like a Vine grow to h ·m; L 
Where ever the bright Sun c.f H av'n (lull fume, 
His Honour, and the greatnefs of his Name, 
Shall be, and make new Natiom. He fuall flourilli, 
And like a Mountain Cedar, reach bis Branches, 
To all the Pl.uns about h tm: Our Ch1ldren's Ch.ldren 
Shall fee thi~, and blrfs Heav'n. 

King. T tlOll fpcakefi Wonders. 
Cran. She iliall be to the Happincfs of England,' 

An aged Princefs; many days ilia !I fee her, 
And yet no day without a deed to crown it. 
Would I had known no more: But tbe mull die, 
She mufi, the Saints mufi have h"1; yet a Virgin, 
A m'>fi unfpotted LHly tball fue pafs 
To th' Ground, and all the W arid tball mourn her. 

King. 0 Lord Archbiihop, 
Thou hafi made me now a Man; never, before 
This happy Child, d id 1 get any thing. 
This Oracle of Comfort has fo pleas'd me, 
That when I am in Hea\ •n, I fuall defire 
To fee what thi~ Chtld do.-:, "rd praife my Maker. 
I thank ye alL TP you, my good Lord M~yar, 
And you good Brethren, I am much beholden: 
I have receiv'd much Honour by your prc:fence, 
And ye fhall find me thankful. Llad tf way, Lords, 
Ye mufi all fee th Queen, and tbe mufi thank ye, 
She will be fick elfe. This day, m) Man thmk 
H'~s ~ulioefs at h1s Houfe, _for all Olall flay: 
Thts httle One tball make 1t Holy·day. 

THE 

I 

~~ 



THE 

EPILOGUE. 
'T IS ten to one this Play can nerver pleafe 
• All that are here : Some come to take 

their eafo, 
And Jleep out an Aft or t~o ; but thofe rOJe fear 

We'rv~ frigbted rwith our Trumpets: fo 'tis clear, 

They'll fay it's n~tught. Others, to hear the City 
Abus'd extreamly, and to cry That's ~itty; 
Which we harve not done neither; that, l fear, 

All the expefled good rw' ~tre like to bear, 

For this Play at this time, is only in 
The merciful Conftruffion of good Women ; 
For Juch a one rwe jherw'd 'em: If they [mile, 
And fay 'tllJJill do; l know rwithin a while, 
All the bejl Men are ours; for 'tis ill h~tp, 
If they hold, rwhen their Ladies bid 'e'f!l clap. 
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THE 

PROLOGUE~~ 

IN Troy, ther1 !yes the Scene: From ljles of Greece 
The Princes Orgtllous, their high Blood chaj'd, 

Have to the Port of Athens font their Ships, 
Fraught with the Mmifters and lnftruments 
Of Cr~.tel War : Sixty and nine that wore 
Thezr Crownets Regal, from th' Athenian Bay 
lut forth toward Phrygia, and their Vow is made 
To ranfock Troy, wtthin whoje ftrong Immures, 
The ravifb' d Hdeo, Mendaus Q_:teen, 
With wanton Paris jleeps, and that's the Q.f!_arrel. 
To T e•1cdos they come, 
And tbe deep-drawing Barks do there difgorge _ 
Their warlike Fraughtage : Now on Dardan Plai»s, 
The frejh and yet unbruifed Greeks, do pitch 
1betr brave Pavillions. Priam's Jix·gated City, 
DardJn, and T1mbria, Helias, Chetas, Trmen, 
And Antenonid us, with mll./!y Staples, 
And correfpon/ive and fulfilling /Jolts, 
Stir up the Sons of Troy. 
Now Bxpetfation tickjmg skjttijh Spirits, 
On one and other fide, 'L 'rojan and Greek~ 
Stts all on haz:-ard, And hither am I come 
A Prologue arm'd, but not in confidence 
Of Autt;or's Pew, or Actor's Voice; but foitea 
In like Conditions, as our Argument ; 
To tell you (jatr Beholders) that our Play 
Leaps o'er the vaunt and firftlings of tho.fe Broils, 
'Brginning in the middle : ftarting then'e IIWaJ, 
To what may be digefted in a Play: · 
Lil:!, or find fault, do as your Plcafures are,' 
Now gDod, or b~td, ~tis but the chance of~ar; ' 

T :. Dramatis 



Dramatis Perfonx. 

pR;;:or, 1\ 
·l roilus, 
Paris, "' 
Deiphobus, ~ T R 0 J A N S. 

Hclenus, \ 
JEneas, 
Pandarus, 
Antenor, J 

Agamemnon, -.
1 Achilles, 

Ajax, , . 
Menelaus, 
Ulyffes, ~GREEKS 
Ndh>r, ; · 
Diomedes, \ 1 
P01troclus, I 
Thedites, 1 
Calchas, J 
Helcn, Wife to· Menelaus, in Love with Paris. 
Andromache, Wife to Hector. 
Crefiida, 'Daughter to Calchas, in Love 

TroilLs. 

c 

Trojan and Greek Soldiers, with other /Jtun,aiJHI ·., 

S C EN E Troy and the Grecian Camp· 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 
S C E N E Troy. 

Enter Pandarus and Troilus. 

T R 0 I LV S. 

--~~,1 ALL here my Varlet, I'll unarm again~ 
''i, } . 

11
' W~y fhould I war without the Walls of 

• ~0"- ~ 1roy, . . . 
"' ·:.: -- · !ll That find fuch cruel B~ttel here wathm? 
____ ~ E1ch Trojan thlt is Miller of his H earr, 

- Let him to Field, Troilus alas luth qe. 

11 P.tn. Will this Ceer ne'cr be mended? 
In(, Troi. The Gree~s are flrong, and ~kilful to ~heir firen£th, 

Fierce to their skill, and to thdr fiercenefs vahant: 
But I am weaker than a Wom:m's Tear, 
Tamer th&n Sleep, fonder than Ignorance; 
Lefs vali~nt th1n the Vtrgin in the Night. 

1 
And skille!s as unpratl:is'd Infancy. 

Y o L. IV. T l P,m, 



t8 1-t-
Pan. Well, I have told you enough of this: For my 

Pan, I'll not meddle nor make any farther. He that will 
have a Cake out of the Wheat, mufi: needs tarry the 'llli'~ 
Grinding. ':1 C1~ 

Troi , Have I not tarried~ ;!~ 1 : 
Pt~n. Ay, the Grinding; but you mufi: tarry the Boulting. nue 

7roi. Have I not tarried f :Uvi 
Pan. Ay, the Boulting; but you mufi tarry the Leav'ning. ~h 
Troi, Still have I tarried. ,Kn 
Pan. Ay, to the Leav'ning: but here's yet in the word /11, 

here•fru, the Kne~ding, the making of the Cake, the Heat· Trei, 

ing ot the Oven, and the Baking ; nay, you mufi flay the l1n, 
cooling too, or you m~y chance to burn your Lips. ~ ~ 

7roi. Patience her fdf, what Goddefs e'er fhe be, 1f.e 

Doth Jeffer blench at Sufferance, than I do : 
At Priam's Royal Table I do fit; 
And when fair Crtj]id comes iAto my Thoughts,·
So, Traitor !-When fue comes, when 1he is thence 

Pan. Well, 
She look'd yefrernight fairer than ever I faw her look, 
Or any Woman elf e. 

Troi. 1 was about to tell thee, when my Heart, 
As wcd c· ed with a figh, would rivc in twain, 
Left Hector, or my Father lhould perceive me, 
I have (a~ when the Sun doth light a Storm) 
Buried this figh, in wrinkle of a [mile: 
.But Sorrow, that is couch'd in fe.ming Gladnefs, 
Is like that Mirth Fate turns to fudden Sadnefs. 

Pan. And her Hair were not fomewhat darker th;tJ He· 
Jen's well--go to, there were no more Comparifon between 
the Women. But for my pm lhe is my Kinfwoman, I 
would not (as they term it) puife it-but I would fome 
Body had hcu d her talk yefierday, as I did : I will not 
difpraife your Sifl:er CaJTandra's Wit, but-

Troi. 0 Pandarus ! I tell thee, Pandarus
When l do tell thee, there my Hopes lye drown'd, 
Reply not in how many Fathoms deep 
They lye intrench'd. I tell tbee, I am mad 
In Creffid's Love. Thou anfwer'fi, lhe is F•ir, 
Pour'fl: in the open Ulcer of my Heart, 
Her Byes, her Hair, he~ Cheek, h.r Gate, her Voice; 

Handleft 



Handle!l: in thy Difcourfe-0 that! her Hand ! -
(In whofe Comparifon, all Whit<:s are Ink 
Writing their own Reproach) to whofe fofr fcizure 
The C1gnets Down is har01, and Spirit of Senfe 
Hard as the Palm of Ploughman. Th·s th.Ju tell'fi me; 
As true thou tell'fl: me; when I fay I love her : 
But faying thus, in{bad of Oil and Balm, 
Thou lay'fi: in every gath thlt Love h~th given me~ 
The Knife that made ir. 

Pan. I fpeek no more than Truth. 
Troi. Thou dofr not fpeak fo m 1ch. 
Pan. 'Faith, I'll not meddle in'r. Let her be as 1he is; 

if fue be fair, 'cis the bmer for her; and f11c be not, the 
has the mends in her own hands. 

Troi. Good Pandams; how nrJw, Pandarus? 
Pan, I h.1ve had my labour for my travd, ill thought on 

of her, and ill thought on of you : Gone between and be: 
tween, but fmall thanks for my labour. 

Troi. What art thou angry, Pandarus? what, with me ? 
Pan. Becaufe fue is Kin to rnc, therefore fhe's not fo fair 

as He/en; and the were not Kin to me, fl1e wou'd be as fair 
on Fr;Jtq, as He/en is on Sund•1J· llut what care I ~ l cp.re 
not and the were a Black-a-1\bre, 'tis all one to me. 

Troi. S2y I, lhe is not fair? 
Pan. I do not care whether you do or no. Shc:'s a Fool 

to fray behind her F.aher: Let her to the Qre~k_s, al'}d fo 
I'll tell her the next time { fee her : for rn y part, I'll m:!dd!e 
nor make no more i'th' matter. 

Troi. Pandarus
Pan. Not I. 
7roi. Sweet Pandar~s--
Pan. Pray you fpeak no more to me, I will leave ail as i 

found ir., ~nd there's an end. [ E.'l:it Pandarus 
[Sound A trum~ 

Troi. Peace, you uncrKious Clamours, p"ace rude Sound(~ 
Fool, on both ·fides, Helen mufr"nceds be fair, 
When with your Blood you daily paint her thus. 
I cannot fi.ht upon this Argument, 
It is too <larv'd a SubjeCt for my Sword : 
But Pandar~s- 0 God~ ! how do you plague me ! 
l cannot (:ome to Crdfid but by Pandf!rH!~ 
' ' • jr~ • T , n 
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Troilus and Creffidi 
And he's as teachy to be woo'd to woe, 
And fue is ftubborn, chafl:, againft all fute. 
Tell me, .Apollo, for thy Daphne's Love, 
What Cre./]id is. what Pandar, and what we: 
Her Bed ts India. there the Jyes, a Pearl, 
Between our Ilium, and where fue refides 
Let it be call'd the mild and \Vandnng Flood, 
Our felf the Merchant, and this falling Pand~tr 
Our doubtful Hope, our Convoy, and our Bark • 

.Alarum. Enter .iEneas. 
u£ne. Now now Prince Troilus I 

Wherefore not i'th' Field? 
Troi. Becaufe not there ; this Woman's anfwer forts,· 

:For womanifu it is to be from thence : 
:What ~ ews, v.Eneas, from the Fteld to day I 

t/.Ene. That Paris is returned home, and hurt. 
Troi. By w horn, <:/.£ne as~ 
t/.Ene. Troilus, by Mene/aus. 
Troi. L~t Ptt.ris bleed, 'tis but a fear to Scorn: 

Paris is gor'd w1th Menelaus Horn. [.Al.crum~ 
u£ne. Hark, wh11t _good Spore is out of Town to day~ 
Tr1i. B err er at home, if Would I might, were May

But to the Sport abroad-are you bound thither! 
..£ne. In all fwift h;dte. 
Troi. Come, go we then together. [ExeMnt. 

Enter Creffida and a Servant. 
Cre. 'i\'ho were thofe went by I 
Ser. Queen Hecuba and Hele11. 
Cre. And whither go they~ 

- Ser. Up to the Eafiern Tower, 
Whofe height commands as fubjed all'the Vale; 
To fee the Battel; Hector, whofe Patience 
Is as a Virtue fix'd, to day was mov'd : 
He ch:d .Ar-drom11che, and firuck his Armorer 
And like as there were Husbandry in War, ' 
Bf fore the Sun rofe, he was harnefi light 
And to the Field goes he; where ev'ry Fl~wer 
Did as a ProD'· 1 t weep what it forcfaw, 
In H1flor's Wrath. 

Cre. What was his caufe of Anger 1 

l.. • Ser. 



1' roil us and Creffida. 
Ser. The noife goes this; 

There is among the Greek.._s, 
A Lord of Tro;an Blood~ Nephew to HeElor, 
They call him .Ajax. 

Cre. Good; and what of him? 
Ser. They fay he is a very Man per fe, and fhnds alone. 
Cre. So do all Men, unlefs they are drunk~ fick, or have 

no Legs. 
Ser. This Man, Lady, bath robb'd many Beafis of their 

particular Additions, be is as valiant as the Lyon, churhih 
as the Bear, fiow as the Elephant; a Man into whom Nature 
bath fo crouded Humours, that his Valour is crufht into · 
Folly, h1s Folly f.uced with Difcretion: There is no Man hath 
a Virtue, that he hath not a Glimpfe of, no~ any Man an 
Attaint, but he carries fome Stain of it. He is melancho
ly without Caufe, and merry againfi the Hair; he bath the 
Joints of every thiog, but every thing fo out of foint

1 
that 

he is a gouty Briareus, many Hands and no ufe; or pur
blinded .Argus, all Eyes and no Sighr. 

Cre. But how fuould this Man (that makes me fmile) 
make HefltJr angry ~ 

Ser. They fay, he Yefierday cop'd H cflor in the Battel 
and firuck him down, the Difdain and Shame whereof bath 
ever fincc kept HeElor falli ng and waki ng. 

Enter Pandarus. 
Cre. Who comes h£re ~ 
Ser. Madam, your Uncle Pandams. 
Cre. Heflor's a gallant Man. 
Ser. A~ may be in the World, Lady. 
Pan. \~hat's t!ut? what's that? 
Cre. Good morrow, Uncle P.md.-zrns. 
P14n. Good morro.v, Coufin Crejjid : what do youtalkof! 

good morro~~, Alexander; how do you, Coufin? when wtrc 
you 3t !Ilium ? 

Cre. This M orning, U1de. 
Pan. What were you talking cf, when I came? \~as 

Hector arm'd and gone, t're y~ can~ e to Ilium? Helen was 
nor 11p? W;ts 01d 

Cre. Heflor wa~ gone, but Helm was not up. 
Pan. E'n fo ; Htctor was fiirri, ,g early. 
f.re. That were we talking of, and of his Anger • 
• Pan, 



Pan. Was he angry~ 
Cre. So he fays here. 
Pan. True, he was fo; I know the Caufe too, he'lllay 

abo :.. t him to Day I can tell them that; and there's Tro1lus 
will n•)t come far behind him, let them take heed of Troi· 

lus: I can tell them tbat too. 
Crc. \V' hat is he angry too~ 
Pa11. Who, Troilus! 

Troilt!S is the better Man of the two. 
Cre. Oh Jupiter; rh ere's no comparifon. 
Pa11. What not between Troilus and ·HeElor l do you 

know a Man if you fee him l 
Cn. Ay, if I ever faw him before, and knew him. 
Pan. Well, I fay Troilus is Troilm. 
Cr~. Then you fay, as I fay, 

For I am fure be is not Hector. 
Pt.n. No, nor Heflor is not Troilus, in fome degrees. 
Cre. 'fis jufl ro each of them, he is himfelf. 
Pan. flimfeiH alas poor Troilus~ I would he were. 
Cre. So he is. 
P4n. Condition I had gone bare-foot to India. 
Crc. He is not Heflor. 
P'-tt. Himfdf no~ he's not himfelf, would a were him· 

felf; well, the Gods are above, rime mull friend or end; 
well, Troilus, well, l would my Heart were in her Bo• 
dy- no, Hef1or is not a better Man than Troilus. 

Cre. Excufe me. ' 
P~n. He is Elder. 
Cre. P.rdon me, pardon me. 
Pan. Th'othcr's not come to't, you null tell me another 

Tale w h.n th'othcr's come to't: HeEl or null not have his 
Vvit tbi-; Year. 

Cre. He fh1ll nor need it, if he have his own. 
hm. Nor h:s Q ,ulities. 
Cre. No m2•t-r. 
Pan. N-.1r his I3 · a~ty. 
c,·e. 'fwould not become him, his own's better: 
J!,m. You have no T udgm~nt, N eice; Helen her fclffwore 

rh'.ther Day, that Troilus for a brown Favol!lr, (£or fo'CJS 
ill'uft confefs) not brown neither~ 

Cre. No, bu~ brvwn. 
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Pan. Faith to fay Truth. brown ard not brown. 
Cre. To f.y the Truth, true ~od not tr\Je. 
fan. She pra1s'd his Complexion above Paris. 
Cre. Why Paris hath Colour enough. 
Pan. S 1 he has. 
Cre. Then Troiltts (hould have too much; if fhe n 

him above, his Complexion is higher than h1s, he ha 
Colour enough, and the or her highu, is too fh rnr pg a 
for a good Comf>lexion. I had as lleve Helm'~ golden T oz1v 
had commanded Troilus for a copp·er Ncl e. 

Pan. I fwear to you, 
I thi nk Helen loves him better than Paris. 

Cre. Then (he's a meny Greek,_ indeed. 
Pan. N .1y, I am fure ll1e doe. She came to Lim rh'otl1er 

Day info the compa(l Window, and you know he has not 
paft three or four Hairs on his Chin. 

Cre. Indeed a T apfl:ers Arithmetic may foon bring h1s 
pmiculars rherein to a T0tal. 

Pan. Why he is very Young, nod yet will he within thr~ e 
Pound life as ml:lch as his Brother Heilor. 

Cre. Is he fo young a Man, and f) old a Lifter? 
Pan. But ro prove to you that He!en lov (' s him. fia came 

and puts me her white Hand to his cloven Chin. 
Cre. Juno have Mercy, how c~me it Cloven? 
Pan. Why, you know 'tis dimpled. 

I think his [roiling becomes him b{tter, than any Man tn 

all Phrigir.~. 
Cre. Oh, he fmi)es v:aliamly. 
Pan. Do(s he not~ 
Cre. Oh yes, and 'twere a Cloud in Autumr. 
P.tn. Why go to then- but ro prove to you that 

He/en loves Troilus. 
Cre. Troiltu ~A.- i ll fl:and to the 

Prrof, if JOu' ll prove it {o. 
P:m. Troilus~ why he dle{ms her no more, than I e-. 

fleem an addle Egg. 
Cre. If you love an ~ ddle E~11~ liS well as you Iovcanidle 

Head, you would eat Chickem l'£h' thell. ' 
P.m. I cannot chufe but Laugh to think h 0 \V (he tidied 

his Chin; indeed the has a Marvel'5 w hire Har.d, I mu it 
ncds confcfs. -

Cre.' 



T roil us And Creffida. 

Cre. Without the Rac.k. 
Pan. And {he takes upon her to fpy a white Hair on his 

Chin. 
Cre. Alas, poor Chin! many a Wart is richer. 
Pan. But there was fucb laughing, Queen Hecuba laught 

that her Eye run o'tr. 
Cre. Wuh Milftones. 
Pan. And Cajfandra taught. 
Cre. But there was more temperate Fire under the pot of 

her Eyes; Did her Eyes run o'er too? 
Pan. And Helfor taught. 
Cre. At what was all this laughing? 
Pan. Marry at the white Hair, that Helen fpied on Troiluls 

Chin. 
Cre. And 'had been a green Hair, I iliould have laught 

I 

too. 
P11d. They laught not fo much at the Hair as at his pret· 

ty Anfwer. 
Cre. What was his Anfwer? 
P,m. Quoth file, here's but two and fifty Hairs on your 

Chin, and one of them is w bite. 
Crc. This is her Quefiion. 
Ptm. Th,t's trllt, makenoquefiion ofthat: Two and fif-

ty Hairs, quoth he, and one white, that white Hair is my 
father, and all the refi: are his Sons. Jupiter, quoth 1he, 
which of thefe H.urs is Paris, my Husband~ The forked one, 
quoth he, pluc.k't out and give it him: But there was fuch 
laughing, and Helen fo bluth'd, and Paris fo chaft, and all 
the refi f> laugbt, that it pall. 

Cre. So let it now, 
For it has been a great while going by; 

Pan. Well, Coufin. 
I told you a thing Yefierday; think on't. 

Cre. So I do. 
Pan. I'll be f worn 'tis tz ue; he will weep you an 'twere a 

M2n b::>rn in .April. [Sound a Retreat. 
Cre. Ard 1'11 fpring up in his Tears, as 'twere a Nettle a· 

gai J'tf.l .M.1y. 
Pan. f-ht k, they are coming from the Field; !hall we fl:and 

np htre and fee them, as tPey pafs towards ILium~ good 
Nc:ice de, fwett Ncice Creflida. 

Cre. 
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Cre. At your Pleafure, 
Pan. Here. here, here's an exQ:ellent Place, here we may 

fee moft bravely, I'll tell you them all by their Names, as 
they pafs by, but mark TroiiHS above the refl: • 

.lEneas paf{es o11er the Stage. 
Cre. Speak not fo loud. 
Pan. That's e.-£neas; is not that a brave Man~ he'soneof 

the Flowers of TroJ, 1 can tell you~ but mark Troilus, you 
filall fee anon. 

Cre. Who's that ! 
Antenor paj[ts over the Stage. 

Pan. That's .Antenor, he has a fhrewd Wit, I can tell you, 
and he·s a Man good enough. he's one o'th' foundefr Judg
ment in Troy whofoever, and a proper Man of Perfon; when 
comes Troilus ~ I '11 thew you Trozlus anon ; if he feee me, you 
filall fee him nod at me. 

Cre. Will he give you the nod 1' 
Fan. You {ball fee. 
Cre. If he do, the Rich {ball have more. 

Ht:tl:or paiJu over. 
Pan. That's HeClor. that, that, look you, that, there's 

a Fellow. Go thy way, HeClor, there's a brave Man, Neice, 
0 brave HeClor! Look how he looks~ there's a Countenance! 

is't not a brave Man? 
Cre. 0 bnve Man! 
P~tn. Is a not~ It does a Man•sHeartgood, lookyouwhat 

hacks are on his Helmet, look you yonder, do you fee! Look 
you there f There's ne jefring; laying on, tak't off who will, 
as they fay; there be hacks. 

Cre.· Be thofc with Swords~ 
Paris p~tjfes over. 

P ~tn. Swords. any thing, h.: cares not, and the Devil come 
to h1m, it's all one; by Godslid it does ones Heart good. 
Yonder comes Paris, yonder comes P~~tris: Look ye yonder., 
Neice, is't not a gallantMantoo,is'tnot~ Why, thisisbrave 
now : Who fa id he came home hurt to Day~ He's not hurt; 
why, this will do He/en's Hea1t good now, ha~ Would I 
could fee Troilus now, you fiull fee Trqilus anO'!• 

Cre. Who's that I 



Helenus paffis over. 
P,zn. T 1at's He/emu. I muvd where Troilus is, that's He

letJuJ--I think h:o' went not forth to Day; that's Helenus. 

Cre. C;n Hdmus iisht, Uncle 1 
P.m Helemn, no-Yes, he'll fight indifferent well--I 

marvel were Troi/u; is; hark, do ycu not hear the People 
cry Trot/us~ Helemu is a Pciefr. 

Cre. What f.1eaking Fellow comes yonder? 
Troilus paj[es over. 

P .tn. Where 1 Yo :oder ~ Thar's Deiphob11s. 'fis Troilus! 
There's a 1HJ, N ~ice·-··hem -·brave Trozlus; the Pnnce 

·of Cl,ivalry. 
Cre. Peace, for fuarm, peace. 
Pan. Muk him, note him: 0 brave Troiltts: Look wdl 

upon him, N e1ce, look you how his Sword is blood1ed, and 
his Helm more l·ack'd then Heflor's, and how he leoks, and 
how he goes! 0 admirable Yomh! he ne'er faw three.and 
twenty. Go rhy way Troi/us, go thy way; had I a Slfl:er 
were a Grace, or a Daughter a Goddels, he lbould take 
his choice. 0 admirable Man! Paris? P.nis i~ dtrt to 
him, and I warnnr, Helm to change would give Mony ro 
hoot. 

Enter cammon Soldiert. 
Cr-e. Here come more. 

, Pan. Alfes, Fool<, Doles, Chaff :ond Bran, Chaff and Bran; 
Porridge after Meat. I could live and dye i'rh' Eyes of 
71·oilus. N e'er look, IH.'er look; the E~gles are gone, Crows 
and Da ws, Crows and Daws: I had rather be fuch a Man as 
Troilus, tlun .Agamemnon and all Greece. 

Cre. Th~re is among the Greek§ Achilles, a better Man 
th.ln Troilru. 

!'.ttJ. Achillu~ a Dray-man, a Porter, a very Camel. 
Cre. vV ell, well. 
Pan. Well, wdl----\Vhy, have you any Difcrttion! Have 

you any Eyes! Do you know what a Man is? Is not B•rth. 
Beauty, good Shape, Difcourfe, Mar,hood, Learning, Gen· 
tlenefs, Virtue, Youth, Liberality, and fo fo1th, the Spice 
a' cl S1lt that feafons a M~n ? 

Cre. Ay, a minc'd Man, and then to be bak'd with no 
datt: in tl:c Pyc, for then the Man's date is out. 
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Pan. You are fuch another Wcman, one knows not at what 
ward you lye. · 

Cre. Upon my Back, to defend my Belly; upon my 
Wit, to defend my W 1les; upon my Secrdie, to defend 
mine HoneHy; my Ma'k to deftnd my Be,uty, ard you to 

defend all thcfe ; and at all thefe Wards I lye at a thoufand 
Watches. 

Pan. Say one of your Watches. 
Cre, Nay. I'll watch you for that, :and rhat's one c;[ the 

chiefeft of them too; if I cannot wud what I would not 
have hir, I can watch you for telling how I to0k the blow, 
unltfs it fwell pafi biding, and then it is pafi watching. 

E11ter BoJ. 
P;tn, You are fuch another. 
Boy. S1r, my Lord would infiantly fp~ak with yo ·• 
P.m. Wherd 
Boy. At your own Houff. 
Ptm. Good Bny, tell him I come, l doubt he be hurt. 

Fare ye weU, good Niece. 
Cre. Ad it u, U lcle-
P.m. I'll be w1th you, Niece, by and by. 
Cr(. To bring, Uncle. 
Pan. Ay, a Token from Troilus. _ 
Cre. By the fme token, you are a B;;wd. [.lJtit Pan. 

Words, Vow, G1fcs, Tears, and Loves full Sacniicf, 
He offers in a:.o·htt'~ Enterprize: 
But more · n Tro:lus tlioufand fold I fee, 
Then in the Glafs of P.mdar's praife m~y be. 
Yet hold I off. \tVomen are Angels wooing, 

·Things w n arc do.ne, the Soul's joy 1 yes in doing: 
That lhr: belov'd, knows nought th:;t knows not this; 
Men prize the thing ungain'd, more than It is. 
That 01e, wa~ never yet, that tver knew . 
Love go (o fwecr, as when dditc did fue: 
Atchicvemcnt is command; ung in'd, bcfeccb: 
Thcrdore this Maxi"l out oE Love. I teach; 
That though my Hcarr Content's firm love doth bear, 
Noth:ng of that !ball from mii e Eyes .:1ppear. LExit. 

SCENE 



SCENE I I. Agamemnon's Tent in the Gre
cian Camp. 

TrNmpets. Enter Agamemnon, Nellor, Ulylfes, Dlomcdes, 
Menelaus, with others • 

.Agam. Princes; 
Wh.it Grief bath fet the J aundife on your Cheeks l 
The ample Propofition that hopes make 
In all defigns begun on .Earth below, 
Fails in the promis'd Jargenefs ; checks and difallers 
@row in the veins of Actions highefl: rear' d. 
As knots by the conflux of meeting Sap, 
Infect the found Pine, and divert his Grain 
Tortive and errant from his courfe of growth. 
Nor, Princes, is it marter new to us, 
That we come thort of our fuppofe fo far, 
That after [even years Siege, yet Troy Wails fl:and; 
Sith every Action that hath gone before, 
Whereof we have Record, Trial did draw 
Bias and thwart, not anfwering the aim, 
And that unbodied Figure of the thought 
That gav't furmifed lhape. Why then, you Princes, 
Do you with Cheeks abaili'd, behold our Works, 
And think them lhame, which are, indeed, nought elfe 
But the protractive Trials of great Jove, 
To find padiflin Conftanoy in Men? 
The finen ef~ of which Metal is not found 
In Forrune's love; for then, the Bold and Coward, 
The Wife and Fool, the Artift and unread, 
The hard and fofr. fecm all affin'd, :and kins. 
But in the Wind and Tempeft of her Frown, 
D ifl:inc9:ion with a loud and powerful Fan, 
Puffing ac al1, winnows the light away; 
And what bath Mafs, or Matter by it felf. 
Lies rich in Virtue, and unming1ed. 

Neft. With due obfervance of thy godly Sear, 
Great Agamemmm, Ne.ftor thall apply 
Thv latdl: Words. • 
I n the reproof of Chance, 
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Lies the true proof of Men : The Sea being fmooth, 
.. How many iliallow bauble Boats dare fa1l 

Upon h€r patient Bredr, making their way 
Wuh thofe of noble .Bulk ? 

' But let the Ruffian Bore~~s once enrage 
The gentle Thetis, and anon, behold, 
The firong ribb'd Bark tbro'liquid Mountains cuts, 
Bounding between the two moill Ekments, 
Like Perfous Horfe : Where's then the fawcy Boat; 
Whofe weak untimber'd fides but even now 
Co-rival'd Gre:atnefs ? Either to harbour fled, 
Or made a Toll for Neptune. Even fo, 
Doth Va'our's !hew. and Valour's worth divide 
In fiorms of Fortune. 
For, in her ray :md brightnefs, 
The Herd bath more annoyance by the Brize 
Than by the Tyger: But, when the fplitting Wind 
Makes flexible the knees of knotted Oaks, 
And Flies fled under 1l1ade, why then 
Th. thing of Courage, 
As rowz'd with nge, with rage cloth fympathiu, 
And with an accent tun'd in fdf-fame Key, 
Renres to chid~ng Fortune. 

Vlyf. Agamemnon, 
Thou great Commander, Nerve and Bone of Greece~ 
H~art of our Numbers, Soul, and only Spui ·, 
In whom the Tempers, and the Minds of all 
Should be (hut up : Hear what Vi;f!es fpeaks. 
Befides th' Applaufe and Approbation 
The which, mofi Mighty, for thy Place and Merit,[ To Aga~ 
And thou moll reverend for thy firetcht-out Life, [Te~N eH-. 
I give to both your Speeches, which were fuch, 
As Agamemnon and the Hand of Greece 
Should hold up high in Brafs; ar.d fuch again 
As venerable Neftor (hat,h'd in Silver) 
Should with a bond of Air, firong as the Axle-tree 
01 which rhe Heavens ride, knit all Gree~s E~.rs 
To his experienc'd Tongue: Yet let it pleafe both 
(Thou Great and Wife) to heal' Vlyjfes fpeak. 

Aga. Speak, Prin.:e of Ithaca: and be't of Iefs expe~; 
That matter necdh.fs, of im!)ortlefs burthen 
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Divide thy Lips; than we are confident. 
W ben rank Therfim opes his mafiiff J 1 ws, 
We Gull hear Mufick, Wit, and Oracle. 

Vtyf. Troy, yt:t upor. her Bafis, had been clown, -:tf( 

And the great Heflor's Sword had lack'd a Mafier, ;~en 
But for thefe infrances. .~l 
The fpeciality of Rule hath bten negleeted ; IV 

And look how many Grecian Tents do fiand m1 

Hollow upon th1s Plaw, fo many hollow Fa8:ions. ..\'f 
When chat the General is not like the Hive, ;'111 

To w horn the Foragers fuall all repair, ~ 
Wh.t Hony is expeeted ~ Degree bemg vizuded, .;fi, 
Th' unworthtefi lhews as fauly in the Mask. A 
The H ·av' ns themfelves, the Planets, tnd this Center, Ct 
Ob!erve degree, priority and place. 11 
Infifiure, courfc, proportion, fcafon, form, . ~~~~ 
Office and cufiom, in all line of Order: 
And tberef m is t:he glorious Planet Sol, 
ln poble Eminence, cnthron' J and fphear'd 
Amidfl: the other, whofe med'cinable Eye 
CorreCts the ill Afpefrs of Planets evil, 
And pofis like the Command'ment of a King, 
Sans ch(ck, to good and bad. But when the Planets 
In ev1l mixture to d1forder wander, 
What Plagues, and what Portents, what Mutiny? 
What raging of the Sea~ ihaking of Earth~ 
Commotion in the \Vinds? Frights, changes, horrors, 
Divert and et ack, rend and deracinate 
The unity, and married calm of States 
Quite from their fixure? 0, when Degree is lhaken, 
( W hi eh is the Ladder to all high Deftgns) 
The Enterprize is ftck. How could Communities, 
Degrees in Schools, and Brotherhoods in Citits, 
Peaceful Commerce from divid2ble Shores, 
Prerogative of Age, Crowns, Scepters, Lawrels,_ 
(But by Degree) ftand in Authentick Place ~ 
Take but degree ~way. untune that String, 
And hark what D1f<ord follows; each thing meets 
In m~er oppugnancy. The bounded Waters 
\Vould lift their Bdoms higher than the ~hores, 



And make a fop of all this folid Globe: 
Srrength would be Lord of Imbecility, 
And the rude Son would fhike his Father dead: 
Force would be Right ; or rather, Right and Wrong 
(Between whofe end!efs jar J uftice refides) 
Would lofe their Names, and fo would Jufiice too. 
Then every thing includes it felf in Power, 
Power into Will, W11l mto Appetite, 
And Appetite (an un i verfal Wolf, 
So doubly feconded with Wtll and Power) 
Mull make perforce tn univedal prey, 
And lafi, eat up himfelf. 
Great Agamemnon, 
This Chaos, wh, n Degree is fuffocate, 
Follows the choaking: 
And this negletl:ion of Degree is it, 
That by a pace goes backward, in a purpo(e 
It hath to climb. The General's difdain'd 
By him one fiep below ; he by the next ; 
That next by him beneath : So every fiep, 
Exampled by the firfi pace, that is fick 
Of his Superior, grows to an envious Feaver 

., Of pale and bloodlef<> Emulation. 
And 'tis this Feaver that keeps Troy on foot, 
Not her own Sinews. To end a Tale of length, 
Troy in our weaknefs lives, nor in her firength. 

Neft. Moft wifely hath Vty./fes here difcove1'd 
The Feaver, whereof all our Power is fick. 

Aga. The Nature of the ficknefs found, Vtyj[es, 

"
~:' What is the Remedy ? 
. Vljf: The great Achilles, whom Opmion crowns 

~~ ~~ ihe Smew, and the Fore-hand of our Hoft, 
~~ Having his Ear full of his airy Fame, 

G.rows dainty of his Worth, and in his Tent 
1~ Lres mocking our Defigns. With htm Patroclffs, 
· Upon a lazy Bed, Jhe live-long day 

Breaks fcurril J efis; 
n:lll And with ridiculous and aukward Ac9:ion, 

(Which, Slanderer, he imitation calls) 
:I~ He Pageants us. Sometime, great .Ag11memn011; 

hy toplefs Deputation he puts on ; u z. • '~[!~ 



T roil us and Creffida. 

And like a {\:rutting Player, whofe ~on~eit. 
Lies in h1s Ham-fhirg, and doth thmk It nch 
To hear the wooden Dialogue and Sound 
, fwixt his firetch'd {o()ting. and the Scaffoldage, 
(Such to-be-pitied, and o'tr-refied feeming 
He acts thy Grearnefs in) and when he fpe:~ks, 
'Tis like a Chiroe :1 mending; with terms unfquar'd; 
Wnich from the Tongue of roaring TJphon dropr, 
Would feem Hyperboles. At this fully fiuff 
The large AchiLles, on hts prefi: .. btd Jelling, 
From his deep Chdl:, laughs out a loud Applaufe: 
C ries--excellent !-'cis Agamemnon jufi.
Nuw phy me Neftor-hum, and firoke thy Beard 
As he, being drdt t > fome Oration: 
That's done ; as near a~ the extreamefi Ends 
Of Parallels; as like as Vulcan and his Wife: 
Yet w·od .Achilles fitll cri{s, Excdlcnt ! 
'Tis Neftor right! Now play him, me, Patroclus, 
Armmg to anf wer in a N igl:t-alarm---
And then, forfooth, the faint dlfLctS of Age 
Mufi be the Scene of MirtP, to cough and fpir1 

Ad with a Palfie fumbling on his Gorget, 
Sh ke in and out the Rivet-and at this fport, 
Sir Valour dic.s; crie~, 0 !--enou~h Patrodus
Or, give me Ribs of Steel, I tlutl fplit all 
In pleafure of my Spleen. And in this f.:tl1ion 
All our Abilities, G1fts, Natures, Shapes, 
Stverals and gwerals of Grace exact, 
Atchievemrr ts, P ots, Orders, Preventions, 
Excitements to the Field. or fpeech for Truce, 
Succefs or LofS, what is, or is not, ferves 
As Huff for thcfe two, to make Paradoxes, 

Neft. And in the Imitation of thde twain, 
\Vho, as Vlyflrt fays, Opinion cro r.s 
V/.n h ~n I .. pt ri~l Voice, many are infdc : 
A;ax IS grown fdf-will'd, and nears his Head. 
In fuch a Rrin, is full as oroud a place . ' 
As bro~d Achilles, and l<eet>s his Tent like him · 
]\•lakes factious Feafls, rads on our !late of Wa; 

1 • 
Bolu as ~n Oracle, and fets Therjius 
A Slave (whofe Gall co~ns S!ar.der s like a Mint) . . 



Troilus and Crcffida. 
To roach us in Comparifons with Dirt, 
To weaken and difcredit our expofure, 
How nnk foever rounded in with ddnger. 

Vlyf. fhey tax our Policy, and call Jt Cowardife~ 
Count Wifdom as no · M ember of the War, 

' Forc-llall our Prefcience, and efl:eem no Act, 

r, 

But that of Hand : The fiill and me11tal Parr~, 
That do co,;trivt how maay Htlnds iliall £hike 
\1\'hen fitnefs co~Jis them on, and know by meafi.1re 
Of their obftrvant Toil, the Enemies weight, 
Why thts hatu not a Fj ger's dign1ty; 
They call his Bed-work, M .. pp'ry, Clofct-War: 
So that the Ram, that bartus down the Wall, 
For the great fwirg and rudenefs of his pn1ze, 
They place bt:fore his Hand that made the Engine, 
Ot th fe that wi th rhe finencfs of their So• ls, 
By Reafon guide his E xecurion. 

Neft. Let thJs be g1 an red, and .Achitles Horfe 
Mahs many Thetis' Sons. [ T~tcket forJnds. 

Aga. What Trumpet f Look Menelaus. 
Men. From Troy. 

Enter ..tEneas . 
.Aga. What would you 'fore our Tent~ 
...£ne. Is this great .Agamemnon's Tent, I pray you~ 
Aga. Even this • 
...£ne. May one that is a Herald and a Piincr, 

DJ a fair Me!fage to his Kingly Ears? 
Aga. With furety fironger than .Achilles Arm, 

'Fore all the Greekijh Heads, which with one voice 
. C•ll Agam(mnorJ Head and General. 

«Ene. Fatr leave, and large fecurity. How may 
A fiunger to thofe moll I fl"'perial Lorh, 
Know them from Eyes of other Mortals~ 

A._f.4. How! 
...£ne. Ay: I ask, that I might waken Rtverence, 

' And oA the Cheek be ready with a blul11 
Modefl: as MorninJ.?. when file cold'y tycs 
The youthful Ph~bus: 
Which is that God in Office, guidirg M'n! 
Which is the high and m t,h y A,~n.memnon ~ 

u ) 



Troilus and Creffida. 
Aga. This Trojan fcorns us, or the Men of TYD1 

Are ceremonious Couniers. 
tA:,ne. Coartiers as free, :as debonair, unarm'd, 

As bendmg Angels; that's their Fame, in peace: 
But whe n they would feem Soldiers, they have Gaits, 
Good Arms, fhongJoints, true Swords, and Jove's accord, 
N othtng fo full of Heart. But peace, v£neas, 
Peace Trojan, lay thy Firger on thy Lips, 
The worthinefs of Praife diil:ains his worth, 
If that he prais 'd bimfelf, bt ing the Praife forth : 
What the repmmg E:1emy commend~, 
That breath Fame blows, that Pr.1ife foie pure tr:anfcends. 

Aga. Sir, you of Tt ay, call you your felf, tAi.ne•s! 
v£·ze Ay, Greek.._ tnat ts my Name • 
.Aga. Wuat's yo1n Affair, I pray y0u? 
v£ne. Sir, pardon, 'tts for .Agamemnon's Ears. 
Aga. He hears nou~ht privatdy 

That comes frnm Troy. 
~ne. Nor I f om Troy come not to whifper him. 

I bring a Tt umprt t > awake his Ear, 
To ftt hts Senfe on the attentive bent, 
And then tn fpeak 

.Aga. Speak frankly as t~e Wtnd, 
It is not Agamemnon's Oeepiq~ hour; 
That thou ihalt know, Tro;an, he is awake, 
He tdls thee fo him'e'f. 

v£ne. Trumpet blow loud: 
Send thy bra{; V .1icc thro' all thefe lazy Tents, 
And <very Greek__ n£ Mettle let him know 
\Vhat Troy mean~ fmly, fball be fpoke aloud. 

[The Trumpets [o1111d. 
We h;lve, great Agamcmnon, here in Troy, 
A Prince oil 'd Hef1or, Priam is his Father: 
Who in this dull and long continu'd T1uce 
Is rully grown, he bad me take a Trumpet, 
~nd to tlm pu1 pofe fpcak: Kings, Princts, Lords, 

· If t ere be one amongfi the fair'fi of Greece, 
That holds his Hor.our higher than his Eafe 
That feds his Praife, more than he fears his' Peril, 
Tl.at know~ his Valour, and knows not his Fear, 
That loves h;s Millrtfs more than in Confdiion, 



' . 
l, 

(With truant Vows to her own Lips he loves) 
And d1re avow her Beauty and her Worth, 
In other Arms than hers; to him this Challenge. 
Heflor, in view ofTrojans and of Gru~s, 
Shall make it good, or do his bell to do it. 
He bath a Lady, wifer, f~irer, truer, 
Than ever Greek., did compafs in his Arms, 
And will to Morrow with his Trumpet call, 
Midway between your Tems, and Walls of Troy, 
To row~e a Grecian that is true 10 love. 
lf any come, HeElor iliall Honour him: 
If none. he'll fay in Troy when he retires, 
The Grecian Dames are Sun-burnr, and not worth 
The fpltntcr of a Lance; even fo much • 

.Aga. This fhall be told our Lovers, Lord v.Entas. 
If none of them have Soul in ftJch a kil'ld, 
We have left them all at home: But we are Soldiers; 
And may that Soldier a me er Recreant pro' e, 
That means not, hath not, or is not in love; 
If then one is, or bath, or means to be, 
·That one meets Heflflr; if none, I'll be he. 

Neft. Tell him of Neftor; one that wa~ a M4n 
When Heflor's Granfire fuckr; he is old now, 
But if there be not in our Grecian mold, 
0.1e Nobleman, that h~th one fpark cf Fire, 
Toanfwer for his Love; t~ll him from me. 
I'll hide TDY Silver Beard in a Gold Bo~ver, 
And in my Vantbrace put this wither'd hrawn, 
And rneding hirP, will tell him, rhat mv Lady 
Was faire-r than his Grandam, and as chafl:e 
As may be in the World; h1s Youth is A >Od, 
I'll pawA this truth wiLh my thr. e drops of Bluod. 

u£ne. Now Heav'ns forbtd fuch f.:arciry cf Youth~ 
VLy.f. .Amen. 
A_~a. Fair Lord u'EnMJ, 

Let me touch your Hand: 
To our Pavillion fl1all lle:d you fi,n: 
.Achilln iliall have word ofd j, Inttnr, 
SI) lhall each Lord cf Greece from Ter.t to Tent~ 
Your felf iliall feo~fl: with us b· f re you go, 
And find the welcome of a N r,ble Foe. 

U4 

,. 
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Manent Ulyffes and N eft or. 
Vlyf. Neflor. 
Ntfl. What fays Vlyffis~ . . . _ 
Vty[ I have a young Conceptton m my Bratn, 

B e you my time to bring it to fome !hape. 
Neft. V\/ hat is't ~ 
Vlyf. This 'us: . 

Blunt w~dges rivc hnd knots; the feeded P11de 
That hath to th is maturity blown up 
I n rank .Achi!/~s. rmd1 or now be Cl opt, 
O r, tbedotcr-, bree A a N u.tfery of like evil 
To over-bulk us ali. 

l'~left vVe!l, and how now~ 
Vlyj: Thi~ Ch llengc ·hat the valiant Heel or fends, 

However ir is fp, ead in general Name, 
Rchres 111 purpofe only tO Achilles. , 

Ncft. Th,., purp )fe i, pafpicuo seven ~s Subfiance1 

W11ofe groflnefs ltttle Charact n fum up, 
And i.J the pub! Jcati~n make no firain; 
But th~t A•:hillcs, were his Brain as b:~rren 
As Banks of Lybi.z, tl.o', Apollo knows, 
'Tis d ry enrmgh, w ·n with great fpeed of Judgment, 
Ay, wtth celenty~ find H,tfor's purpofe 
Pointing on him. 

Vlyf. And wake him to the Anfwer, think you~ 
Nefl. Yes, 'tis mofi meet; whom may you elfe oppof~ 

That can f.om Herlor bring his H·mour off, 
If t ot Achi 1les? Thou~h'c be a fportful Combat, 
Yet in this Trial m .eh Opinion dwdls. 
For here the Trojans tafie our dear'fi repute 
With their fin•fi P 4):m: And t rufi to me, Vlyj[eJ, 
Our irr p• ttation fi1all be odly poiz'd 
In this wild Action. For the fucccfs. 
Although pmicula , Lhal! have a fcantling 
Of gr>Od or bad, 1 nto th~ G eneral: 
A r,d in fuch I ndtxes, ~lthoug!~ fm~ll P.-icks 
To th , ir fubflquenr Volumes, there is !een 
The bJby figure cf the G~:wt-mafs 
Of th.ngs to come at large. It is fuppo~'d, 
He tLat meets lierlor, iJTues from our 'h )ice; 
And choice being mutua! act of all o-tr Souls, 

Makes 



Makes Merit her Elt6ion, and doth boil 
As 'twere from forth IJS all; a Man dtfiill'd 
Out of our Virtues; who mifcarrying, 
What Heart from hen:e receives the conqu'ring part 
To {lee! a {hang Opi~ion to themfelves, 
Which entertain'd, Limbs are his lnfirument~, 
In no )efs workmg, tl1an are S1Nords and Bows 
DireB:ive hy the Lirr.bs. 

Vlyf. Gtve pardon to my Speech : 
Then fore 'tts meet, ~~chilles meet not Hector: 
Let us, l•ke Merchant!, thew our fowlefi Wares, 
And th1pk perchance thL y'll fell; if not, 
The lufire of the bet ler. yet to lhew, 
Shall lhew the better. Do not confenr, 
That e. er Hector and Achilles meet: 
For both our Honom, and our Shame in this, 
Are dogg'd with two firange Followers, 

Neft. I fe~ them not with my old Eyes: Whar are they~ 
Vlyf. What glory our Achilles lhares from Hector, 

Were he not proud, we all {hould wear with him: 
But he already is too infolent; 
And we were bftter parch in A.Jrick._Sun 
Than in the pride and fait fcorn of hts Eye5, 
Should he fcape Hecbr fair. If he were foil'd, 
Wny then we did our main Opinion cru fl1 
In taint of our belt .Man. No, make a Lott'ry. 
And by device let blockilh Ajax dnw 
The fort to fight with Hector: Amo g o ~t r felvcs, 
Give him allowance lS the worthier l\'lan, 
For that will PhyGck the t.,reat Mytmldor, 
Who broils 10 loud apphufe, and 1mke him fall 
His Crefi, that prouder tb11 biut Iris nends. 
If the dull brair.1.:!s Ajax come fafe . ..1ff, 
We'fi drefs him up ir. Voice~; if he fail, 
Yet go we under ou· Opini"n fl-1', 
That we have better Men. But hit or m ifs, 
Our Projects life thi1 lhape of fenfe affumcs, 
Ajax 1mp·oy'd, p!u,ks down AciJJJirs Plumes. 

Nefl. Now Vlv!Je:, I begin to rehlb. thy advice, 
And I wlll give a talle of it forthwith 
To .Agamemnon, go ·'fi'e to him !height; 

Two 

.. 



roilus and Creffida. 

Two Curs flull tame each other; Pride alone 
Muft tar the Mafhffs on, as twere their Bone. [E»eunt. 

A C T ll. SCENE I. 

SCENE the Grecian Camp. 

Enter Ajax and Therfites. 
Ajax.THerjires. 

Ther. Agamemnon-how if he had Biles-
fu:J, all over generally. [Tal'<!ng to himfelf. 

Aja.'l:. Therjim. 
Tk;. And thofe Biles did run·-·-fay fo-·--did not the 

General run, were not that a Botchy core ! 
.Aj4.'<. Dog. 
TJJer. Then there would come fome matter from him: I 

fee none now • 
.Aj~tx. Thou Bitch-Wolf's Son, canll thou not hear~ 

Feel then, [ Stri~es him. 
Thcr. The Plague of Greece upon thee, thou Mungrel 

beef-witted Lord. 
Ajax. Spnak then, you whinid'ft leaven, fpeak, I will beat 

tlr·e into har,dfomnefs. 
Ther. I lhall fooner rail thee into wit and holinefs; but I 

think thy Horfe will fooner con an Oration, than thou learn 
a Prayer with() ut Book: Them caAfi ftrike, canft thou! A 
red Murrain o'chy Jades tricks. 

Ajax. Toads-ftool, learn me the Proclamation. 
Ther. Doeft thou think I have no fenfe, thou firik'fi me 
.Ajax. The Proclamation. [thus? 
Ther. Thou art proclaim'd a Fool, I think • 
.Ajax. Do not Porcupine, do not; my Fingers itch. 
Ther. I would thou didft itch from Head to Foor, and 

l had rh~ fcrarch;ng of thee, I would make thee the loath· 
{om'ft fGlb in Greece. 

Aj.;~x. I fay, the Prodamation. 
Th,r. Th .>u grumbleft and uileft every hour on .Achilles, • 

~nd th'm. ar,t as full of envy at his greatnefs, as CerberHs is 
:lt /!rofcrpm•• s Beauty. I, that thou bark'fl: at him • 

.Ajax. 



.Aj11.x. Mifiref~ 7herfoes. 
Ther. Thou fuouldft {hike him • 
.Ajax. Cobloa£ 
1her. He would pun th~e into Shiver~ with his Fifr, ;sa 

Sa1lor breaks a Bisket • 
.Aj"'x· You wh01fon Cur. 
Ther. Do, do . 

[Bt'ating him. 

.Ajax. Thou llool for a Wirch. 
Ther. Ay. do, thou foddm -wittcd Lord; . thou h:~fi no 

more Brain than I have in my Elbows: An .Ajinico may 
tutor thee. Thou fcurvy valiant Afs, t •• ou ut hen: but to 
threfu TrojAns, aod thou art bought and fold an org t1 ofe 
of any wi1, l1ke a BArbArian Slave. If thou ufe to b ar me, 
I will begin at thy Heel, and tell what thou art by lnd.e~, 
thou thing of no Bowels, thou • 

.Ajax. You Dog. 
Ther. You fcurvy Lord. 
Ajax. You Cui. [ Be11.ting him. 
Ther. Mars his Idior; do Rudenefs, do Camel, do, do. 

Enter Achille5 And Patrodus • 
.Achil. Why, how now, .Ajax~ wheref"re do you this~ 

How now, Therjites~ what's the matter, Man~ 
Ther. You fee him there, do yvu ~ 
.Achil. Ay, what's the Matted 
Ther. Nay look upon him • 
..A.chil. So I do, what's the matter ? 
7her. Nay, but regard him well • 
.Achil. Well, why I do fo. 
Ther. But yet you look not well opon ~.im; for whofo· 

ever you take him to bC', he rs .Ajax • 
.Achil. I know that, Fool. 
7hcr. Ay, but that Fool knows not himfdf • 
.Ajax. Thcr&m I beat the". 
Ther. Lo, Jo, lo, lo, what m~dicums of wit he utters, his 

Evafions have E:m thm long. l h ~ve boh'd hi-s Brain 
more than he has be:~t my Bones: I will buy nine Sparrows 
for a Penny, and his Pia Afaur i~ I'Ot worth the ninth Put 
of a Spatrow. This Lord (.AcWln) .Aja:<:, who wears his 
wit in his Belly, and hi :~ Guts iu his H ad, l 'U tdl you 

what I fay of h;m. Lcl;il. 



• roilus and Crellida . 
.Achil. What? [ Ajax offers to firib..f him, Achilles interpofes. 
Tlm. I fay, this .Ajax-
.Achil. Nay, good .Aj~tx. 
Ther. Has not fv much wit
Achil. Nay, I mull: hold yau. 
Ther. As will fiop the Rye of Helm's Needle, for whom 

he comes to fight. 
Achil. Peace, Fool. 
Thcr. I would have peace and quLtnefs, but the Fool will 

DOt: he t!~ue, that he, look you tf;ere • 
.Ajax. 0 thou damn•d Cur, I lhall---
.Achil. W tll you fet your wir to a Fool's! 
Thcr. No, I warrant you, for a Fool's will fhame it. 
Pat. Good Words, Thcrjires . 
.Achil. What's the Quarrel? 
Ajax. I bad the v1le Owl, go learn me the tenure of the 

Proclamation, and he rails wpon me. 
Ther. T f~::rve thee not • 
..Aja.x. WeiJ, go to, f'l'l tn. 
Ther. I ferve here volt1 ,ary • 
..Achil. Your Jail s~rvi ' t: "'ns fuff,orance, 'twas not volunta• 

ry, no Man is beaten volum ry: .Aja-r: was here the volun .. 
ury. and you :1s ur.der an I mords. 

Ther. E'en f,)-·-a great de~l o! your Wit too lies iA your 
Sinews, or e]fe there be Liars: Hettor fuall have a great catch, 
if he knock out either of your Brams, he were as good crack 
a fuflv Nt,t with no K'!rnd. 

Achil. Wh.t, wnh me too, Th~:rfites? 
Ther. Thtr~'s Vlyjfes, and old Ne.ftfJr, whofe Wit was 

mfluldy t'<:r their Grandfires t.aci Nails on their Toes, yoke 
you l:ke dnfr Oxen, and make you plough up the wair. 

Achil. Wbat! whad 
Ther. Yes, good footh, to Achilles, to .Ajax, to
.Aja:'C. I fhall Clit out your Ton~ue. 
Ther. 'Trs M matter, llhall ipeak as much as thouaf[er· 

wards. 
Pa·. No more Words, Thcrjitcs. 
Ther. I will hold my peace when .Achilles Brach bids me, 

fuall I.? 
..Achil. Thert's for you, PatrsclNJ. 

Ther. 



Ther. I will fee you hang'd like Clotpoles, come a· 
ny mare to your Tents, I will keep where there is wit fiir-
ring, and leave the Fatl:ion of FoJls. [Exit. · 

Pllt. A good riddance. 
Achil. Marrylthis, Sir, is proclaim' cl through all our Hoft. 

That Hetfor, by title fifth hour of the Sun, 
Will with a Trumpet, 'cwixt our Tents atJd TroJ, 
To Morrow morning call fome Knight to Arms, 
That hath a Stomach, and fuch~a one that dare 
Mainrain I kno~ not what: 'Tis trafh, farewel • 

.Ajax. Farewell who ihall anfwer him~ 

.Achil. I know not, 'cis put to Lott'ry; otherwife 
He knew hi~ Man • 

.Ajax. 0, meaning you, I will go learn more of it. [Exit. 

SCENE II. Priam's Palace in Troy. 
Enter Priam, Hetl:or, Troilus, Paris and Nelenus. 

Pri. After fo m~ny Hours, Lives, Speeches fpem, 
Thus once again fays Neftor from the Greek.}, 
Delivtr Helen, and all damage elfe 
(As Honou·, lo{s of Time, Travel, Expence, 
W ,;ttnds, Friends, and what dfe dea,·, that is confum'd 
In not digefhon nf this Cormo ant War) 
Shall he ihuck off. HeCfor, what fay you to't? 

HeCf. Though ro Man leffcr funs the Greeks than I, 
A~ far as touches t·~y pl, ticular; yer, dread Pri11m, 
Thc:re is no L~dy d more [ ;[c(;r Bowth, 
M, re fpungy ro fuck in fhe fcnfe of fear, 
More rrady to cry out, Who knows what follows, 
Than HeEtor is; the wound of Pe~<;e is furety, 
Surety fecure; but modefl: doubt is call'd 
The Beacon of the wife; the Tent that fearches 
To th' bottom of the worfi. Let He/en go. 
S1r.ce the fidl: Sword was drawn about this Quefiion; 

lie Every Tithe S1ul 'mongll: many thoufand difmes, 
Harh been as dear as He/en, I mean of ours: 
If we have loO: (o many Tenths of ours 

6J To guard a th111g nor our~. nor worth to us 
(Had it our Name) the nlue of o:te ten; 
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What merit's in that reafon~ which denies 
The ytddiog of her up ~ 

7roi. Fie, fie, my Brother: 
Weigh you the worth and honour of a l(ing 
(Sa gs.~at 1s our dread Father) in a Scale 
Of common Ounces~ Will you with Counters fum 
The vafr proportion of his l ofinite? 
And bJckle in a wafre. moll: {athomlefs, 
With Spans and Inches fo diminutive, 
As Fea1s and Reafons? Fie for godly flame. 

He/. No marvel, tho' you bite fo tharp at Reaf.ms, 
You are empty of them. Should not our Father l~1uf 
Bear the great fway of his Affairs with Reafoo~, 
Becaufe your Speech bath none that tells him fo? 

Troi. You are for Dreams and Slumbers, Brother Priefr, 
You fur your Gloves with Rea.fon: Here are your Reafons, 
You know an E 'lemy intends you harm: 
You know, a Sword imploy•d is periUous, 
And Reafon fltes the objeCt: of all harm: 
Who marveh then, when HeienHI beholds 
A Grecian and his Sword, if he do fee 
The very wings of Reafo!} to his He I~: 
Or like a Star diforb'd.-Nay, if we talk ofReafon, 
And £lie like chidden Mercury from Jove. 
Let's thut our Gates and ileep: Manhood and Honour 
Should have hard Hems, would they but fat their Thoughts 
With th1s cram'd Rtafon: Reafon and Refpect 
Make Lovers pale, and JuOyhood dejea. 

licfl. Brother, lhe is not worth 
\Vhat (he doth cotl: the I o1ding. 

7roi. What's oughr, bnt as 'cis valu'd! 
Hell. But value d-well~ not in particular Will, 

It holds his Efl:imue :md Digniry, 
As wdl wherein 'tis precious of it felf, 
As in the prizer: 'fis made Idolatry, 
To mlke the Service greater thm the God; 
And the will dotes, tha is inclinable 
To what mfetCiouily it felf affech, 
Without fomc Image of th' affected Merit. 



Troi. I take to day a Wife, and my Eled:ion 
Is led on in the cooducc of my Will; 
My Will enkindled in mine Eyes and Ears, 
Two traded Pilots 'twixt the dangerous Shores 
OfWill andJudgment. How may I avoid 
(Although my Will difiafl: what is eleeted) 
The Wife I chofe f there can be no evaGon 
To blench from this, and to ftand firm by Honour~ 
We turn not back the Silks upon the Merchant, 
When we have fpoi\'d chem; nor the remainder Viands 
We do not throw in unrefpeetive place, 
Becaufe we now are full. h was thought meet 
Paris lll.ould do fame Vengeance on the Greek.!; 
Your Breath of full confenr bellied his SJils, 
The Seas ard Winds (old Wranglers) took a Truce~ 
And did him Service; he touch'd the Ports defir'd, 
And for an old Aunt, whom the Greek,! held Captive; 
He brought a Grecia;1 Queen. whofe yowth and !refunefs 
Wrinkles Apollo's, and makes fiale the Morning. 
Why ke(p we her? the Grecians keep our Aunt: 
Is ihe worth keeping~ why, 1he is a Pearl, 
Whofe Pnce bath launch'd :~bove a thouf.nd Ships~ 
And turn'd Crown'd Kings to Merchants. 
If you'll avouch 'twas Wtfdom, Paris went. 
(As you mull: needs, for you all cry'd, 6o, go:) 
J f you'll confds, he brought home roble Prizp, 
(As you mult needs, flf you all cl~p'd your Hands} 
And cry'd, lntl11mable; why do you now 
The iffue of your proper Wifdoms rate, 
And do a deed that Fo tune never did, 
Begger the :Efbmatior, wh.ch }OU priz'd 
Rtcher than Sea and Land~ 0 Theft moll bafe! 
That we have fl:oln what we do fear to ke~p. 
But Theives, unworthy of a thing fo fioln, 
ThH in their Country did them that Difgrace; 
We fear to warrant iil our native Place. 

E1zter Caff1ndra with her Hair abottt her Ears. 
Caf. Cry, Trojans, cry. 
Pri. What noife? wh t fluiek in this? 
Troi. 'Tis our mad Sifi ~. r, I do know her Voice, 
Caf. Cry, Trojans. · -

He D. 



Hef1. It is Caj{andra. 
Caf. Cry, Trojans, cry; lend me ten thoufar.d Eyes, 

And I will fill them with prophetick Tears. 
Heel. Pc:ace, Sifrer, Peace. 
Caf. Virgins and Boys, mid-Age and wrinkled Old, 

Soft Infancy, that nothtng can but cry, 
Add to my Clamour : Let us pay berimes 
A moiety o[ that maG of Moan to come. 
Cry, 1roj~tns, cry, praaife your Eyes with Teus, 
Troy mutt not be, nor goodly !lion !tand, 
Our Fire·brand Brother Paris burns ws all. 
Cry, Trojans, cry, a He/en and a Wo; 
Cry, cry, Troy burns, or elfe let He/en go. [Exit, 

HefJ. Now, ymuhftJI Troilus, do not the high Strains 
Of Divination in our Sifier wo1k 
Some touches of R emorfc ~ Or is your Blood 
So madly hor, that no d&ourfe of Reafon, 
Nor fear of bad Succefs in a bad Caufe, 
Can quali6e the famd 

Troi. \Vhy, Brother Heflor, 
We may not think the j ufinefs of each aB: 
Such and no other than Event doth form it; 
Nor once dcjeet the Courage of our Minds, 
Becaufe Caj[andra's mad; her brain-fick R;pturcs
Cannot difiafie the goodnefs of a Quarrel, 
Which bath our feveral Honours all engag'd 
To make it graciou~. For my private part, 
l am no more touch'd than all Priam's Sons, 
And ']ove f01 b id, there iliould be done amongfi us 
Such t :1ings as might offend the weakefi Spleen, 
To 6gbt for, and m4intain. 

P.rr. Elfe might the World convince of Levity, 
.As wdl my U ndert~kings, as your Counfels: 
nut I at eft the Gods, your full confent 
G~ve Wmgs to my PropenGon, ar:d cut off 
NI Fears attending on fo dire a Prnj ect. 
For wln t, ~la$, can tlHfe my fi r.gle Arms? 
VJ int Prop 1 nation is in one !\1an \Valour, 
T o fb nd the Pulb and E 1mi ry d ' th()fc 
Th !~ Q tarrel would cxc.td Y-t, I [ rotdr, 
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Were I alone to pafs the Difficulties, 
And had as ample Power, as I have Will, 
Paris fllould ne'er retract what he bath done, 
Nor faint in the purfuit. 

Pri. Paris, you fpeak 
Like one befotted on your fweet Delight~; 
You have the Hony fiill, but thefe the Gall, 
So to be Valiant, is rib praife at all •. 

Par. Sir, [ propofe not meerly to my felt; 
The Pleafures fuch a Beauty brings with it : 
But I would have the Soil of her f•ir Rape 
Wip'd off in honourable keeping her. 
What Treafon were it to the ranfack'd Queen, 
Difgrace to your great '1\'orths, and Shame to me; 
Now to deliver her Polfeffion up, 
On terms of bafe Compullion ? Can it be, 
That fo degenerate a firain as this, 
Should once fet foot within your generous Bofomsf 
There's not the meanefl: Spirit on our Party, 
Without a Heart to da re, or Sword to draw, 
Wf en Helcn is d fended: Nor none fo Noble, 
Whofe Life were ill befiow'd, or Death unfam'd, 
Where Helm is the S bjett. Tl-:e1, I f.ty, 
Well may wt fight for her, whom we know well, 
The W or Id's large Spaces cannot parallel. 

Hec. PAris and Troilus, you have both faid well: 
Aod on the Caufe and Quefiion, now in ~nd, 
Have glofs'd, but fuperficially; not much 
Unlike young Men, whom graver Sages think 
Unfit to hear moral Philofophy 
The Reafons you alledge. dJ more conduce 

• To the hot Paffion of diftemper'd Blood. 
Than to make up a free Determination 
'Twixt Right and Wrong: For Pleafure and ~evenge, 
Have Ears more deaf than Adders, to the voH;e 
Of any true Decilion. Nature craves 
All Dues be rendred to their Owners ' now 
What nearer Debt in all Humanity, 
Than Wife is to the Husband ! If this Law 
Of Nature be corrupted thrgugh Affection, 
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And that great Mit'lds, of partial Indulgence 
To their benummed Wills, refifl: the fame, 
There is a Law in each well-ordered Nation, 
To curb thofe raging Appetites that are 
Mofl: difobedient and refractory! 
If He/en then be Wife to Sparta's King~ Ho 
(As it is known !he is) thefe moral Laws f•ry: 
Of Nature, and of N atiom, fp"ak aloud er, 11 

To have her back return'd. Thus to perfill: nre 
In doing wrong, extenuates not wrong, , . . e: 
But makes it much more heavy. Hetfor s Optmon & (o 
Is this in way of truth ; yet ne'enhelefs. l.:!il 
My f!)ritely Brethren, I propend to you ~o t 

In relolution to keep Helen fl:ill; ~fl 
For 'tis a Caufe that bath no mean dependance, 
Upon our joint and feveral Dignities. 

Troi. Why there, you touch'd the Life of our De6gns: 
Were it not Glory that we more ~ff: 8:ed, 
Than the performance of our heaving Spleens, 
I would not wi!h a drop of Trojan Blood 
Spent more in her Defence. But, worthy BeClor, 
She is a Theam of Honour and Renown, 
A Spur to valiant and magnanimous Deeds~ 
Whole prefent C<~urage may beat down our Foes, 
And Fame, in time tu come~ canonize us. 
For I prefume, brave Hetfor would not Jofe 
So rich advantage of a promis'd Glory, 
As fmil's upon the Forehead of this Action, 
For the wide World's Revenue. 

Heel. I am yours, 
You valiant Off-fpring of great Priam11s, 
1 have a roifiing Challenge fent amongft 
Th_c du~! and faCl:ious Nobles of the Gree.~b 
W 1ll fin;·~ Amazement to their drowfie Spirits.' 
I w~s adverti~'d., their great ~aJ flept, 
Wh1lfl: Emulatton in the Army crept: 
This I prefume will wake ~im. [.Exeunt; 
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S C E N E II. The»recian Camp. 

Enter Therfites folus. 

How now; Therjites? what, loll: in the Labyrinth of thy 
Fury ? Shall the Elephant ..A.jax carry 1t thus l He beats 
me, and I rail at him : 0 worthy Satisfaction ! would it 
were otherwife; ~hat I could beat him, whilfr he rail'd at 
me : 'Sfoot, I'll )earn to Conjure and ra\fe Devils, but I'll 
fee fame iffue of my fpiteful Execrations. Then there's 
./lchilles, a rare Engineer. If Truy be not taken 'till thefe 
two undermine it, the WaiJs will fia11d 'tilJ they f.tll of 
themfeJves. 0 thou great Thunder-darter of Olympus, 
forget that thou art Jove the King of Gods; and Mercury, 
lofe all the Serpentine Craft of thy Gtduceus, if th'm uke 
not that little, little, lefs than little, wit from them that they 
have, which thort·arm'd Ignorance it felf knows, is fo 
abundant fcarce, it will not in Circumvention dehver a Fly 
from a Spider, without drawing the ma!fy Irons and cut
ting the Web : After this, the Vengeance on the whole 
Camp, or rather the Bone-acb, for thar, methinks, is the 
Curfe dependant on thofe that war for a Placket. I have faid 
my Prayers, and Devil, Envy, fay Amen. What ho l my 
Lord Achilles ? 

:Enter Patroclus. 
Parr. Who's there~ Therjites. Good Therjites, come in 

and rail. 
Ther. If I could have remembred a gilt Counter, thou 

would'fl: not have flip'd out of my Contemplation, but it is 
no matter, thy felf upon thy felf. The common Curfe of 
Mankind, Folly and Ignorance be thine in great Revenue i 
Heav'n blefs thee from a Tutor, and Difciplioe come not 
near thee. Let thy Blood be thy direction 'till thy Death, 
then if lhe dut lays thee out, fays thou art a fair Coarfe, 
I'll be fworn and (worn upol'l't, the never furowded any but 
Laz:,ars, Amm, Where's Achilles ? . 

Patr, What, art thou devout~ waft thou in a Prayer~ 
Ther. Ay, the Heav'ns hear me. 

Enur Achilles, 
'.A.chil. Who's there~ 
flltr. Therjires, !DY Lord. 
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.Achil. Where, where 1 art thou come? why, my Cheefe, 

my D1gdbon-why hafl:thounot ferved thy felf up to my 
Table, fo many Meals~ Come, what's .Agamemnon ~ 

Ther. Thy Commander~ Achilles; then tell me, Patro· 

cl1n, what's .Achilles ! 
Patr. Thy Lord, Therjites : then tell me, I pray thee, 

what's thy felf? 
Ther. Thy Knower, Patr()clus: then tell me, Patroclus, 

what art thou ? 
Patr. Thou may'fl: tell, that know'fr • 
.Achil. 0 tell, tell. 
Ther. I'll decline the whole Quefl:ion. Agamemnon com· 

mands Achilles, .Achilles is my Lord, I am Patroclus's Knower, . 

and Patroc!us is a Fool. 
P11rr. You Rafcal-
7'her. Peace, Fool, I have done • 
.Achil. He is a privileg'd Man. Proceed, Therjites. 
Ther. Agamemnon is a Fool, Achilles is a Fool, Therfiw 

is a Fool, and, as aforefaid, Patroc/Hs is a Fool . 
..Achil. Denve this ; come. 
Ther • .Agamemnon is a Fool to offer to command Achilles, 

.Achilles is a Fool to be commanded of .Agamemnon, Ther
jites is a Fool to ferve fuch a Fool~ and Patroclus is a Fool 
poftrive. 

Patr. Why am I a Fool ? 
Enter Agamemnon,. Ulyffes, Nefl:or, Diomedes, Ajax, 

and Chakas. 
Ther. Make that demand to thy Creator~ it fuffices me 

thou art. Look you, who comes here~ 
.Achil. Patroclus, I'll fpeak with no Body: Come in with 

me, Ther/ites. [Exit. 
Ther. Here is fuch Patchery, fuch Jugling, and fuch 

Knavery : all the Argument is a Cuckold and a W hare, ~ 
~ood quarrel to draw emulatious Factions, and bleed to 
Death upon : Now the dry Serpigo on the Subject, and War 
and Lechery confound all. 

Aga. Where is Achilles~ 
P.1.tr. \Vit~in his Tent, but ill difpos'd, my Lord. 
Aga. Let 1t be kAown to him that we are here. 

He fenc our Me!fengers, and we lay by 
Our Appertainments, viuting of him: 

' 
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Let him be told of, left perchance he think 
We dare not move the quefiion of our place, 
Gr know not what what we are, 

Patr. I 1hall fo fay to him. [Exit. 
Vlyf. We faw him at the opening of his Tent, 

He is not fick • 
.Ajax. Yes, Lion-lick, fick of a proud heart : you may 

call lt Melancholy, if you will favour the Man, but by my 
head, 'tis Pride; but why, why ~--let him thew us the 
caufe. A word, my Lord. [To .Agamemno,. 

Neft. What moves .Ajax thus to bay at him~ 
Vlyf. Achilles hath inveigled his Fool from him. 
Neft. Who, Therjites ~ 
VlJf. He. 
Neft. Then will .Ajax lack M~tter, if he have loll his 

Argument. 
VIJf. No, you fee he is his Argument, that h1s his Ar

gument, Achilles. 
Neft. All the better, this Fraction is more our with than 

their Fad:ion ; but it was a fl:rong Counfel that a Fool could 
difunite. 

Vlyf. The Amity that Wifdom knits not, Folly may ea-
lily untye. Enter Patroclus. 
Here comes PatrDclus. 

Neft. No Achilles with him? 
Vlyf. The Elephant hath Joint~, but none for Courtefie; 

His Legs are Legs for neceffity, n0t for flight. 
Patr • .AchilleJ bids me fay, he is much forry, 

If any thing more than your Sport and Pleafure. 
Did move your ~reatnefs, and this noble Stare, 
To call upon him ; he hopes it is no other, 
But for your health and your digefiion-fake; 
All after-Dinner's Breath • 

.Aga. Hear you, Patroc!Hs ; 
\Ve are too well acquainted with thcfe Anfwers: 
But his evafion wing'd thus fwifc with fcorn, 
Cannot outflie our Apprehenf.ions. 
Much attribute he hath, and much the reafon, 
Why we :&ribe it ro him; yet all his Virmes, 
(Not virtuoufiy of his own part beheld) 
Do in our Eyes begin to lofc their Glofs ; 
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Troilus and Creffida. 
And like fair Fruit in an unwholfom Diill, 
Are like to rot untaR:ed; go and tell him, 
We come to fp-eak with him, and you fhall not fin; 
If you do fay, we think him over-proud, 
And under-honefl:; in Self-affumption greater 
Than in the note of Judgment; and worthier than hi mfelft 
Here tend the favage Stra:1genefs he puts on, 
Difguife the holy Strength cf their command, 
And under write in an o';)f~rving kind 
His humorous prcdominan~e; yea, watch 
His pettifh line~, his ebbs, his B )WS; as if 
The paff;ge and whoie carriag;;: of this AB:ion 
Rode on his tide. Go tell him this, and add, 
That if h:: over· hold his price fo much, 
We'll none of him; hut let him, like an Engine 
Not portable, lye under this rtport. 
13:!!lg .t\ Cl: ion hither, this cannot go to War: 
A fl:1~ring Dw:uf we do allowance give, 
Before fieepin5 Gyant; tell him fo. 

Pat. I 01all) and bring his 3nfwer prefen•Iy: [Exit; 
Aga. In fccond Voice we'll not be fatisfied, 

W come to fpeak with him. VlJffes, enter you: 
[Exit Ulyffes. 

Ajax. What is he more than another t 
Aga. No mort! than what he thinks he is • 
.A;ax. ~s he fo much~ do you not think he thinks himfell 

.a better Man than I am~, 
.Aga. No queftion • 
.Ajax. Will you fubfcribe his Thought, tnd fay, he is! 
.Ag.t. No, noble Ajax, you are as £hong, as valiant, as 

wife, no lefs noble, much more gentle, :md altogether more 
traCtable. 

Ajax. Why fhould a Man be proud~ How doth Pride 
grow? I know not what it is • 

. Aga. Your ~ind is clearer, Ajax, and your Virtues the 
fatrer; be that 1s prbud, eats up himfdF. Pride is his own 
G'afs, his own Trumpet, his own Chronicle and wbate· 
nr Praifcs it !elf but in ,the Deed, devours the' Deed in the 
:Pr ai.fe. 



. Enter Ulyffes. 
Ajax. I do hate a proud Man, as I hue the engendring of 

To~ds. 
Neft. Yet he loves himfelf: Is't n~t flrange ! 
VIJf. Achilles will not to the Fidd to Morrow • 
.Aga. What's his Excufe! 
Vty[. He doth rely on none; 

But carries on the Stream of his Difpofe, 
Without obfervance or refpea: of any, 
In Will peculiar, and in Self-admiffion • 

.Aga. Why will he not, upon our fair requefi, 
Un-tent his Perfon, and fb~re the Air with us ? 

Vly[. Things fmall as Nothing, for Requefis fake only 
He makes Important : Poffeft he is with Greatnefs, 
And fpeaks not to himfelf, but with a Pride 
That quarrels at Self-breath. I magin 'd Wrath 
Holds in hi5 Blood fuch fwol'n and hot Dlfcourfe, 
That 'twixt his mental and his aCiive P.o~rts, 
Kingdom' cl Achilles in commotion rages, 

,. And batters "gainfl it felf; what fhould I fay ? 
He is fo plaguy proud~ that the death·tokens of it 
Cry no recovery. 

Aga. Let Ajax go to him. 
Dear Lord, go you and greet him in his Ter.t; 
'Tis faid he holds you well, and will be led 
At your rcquefi, a little from himfelf. 

Vlyf. 0, Agamemnon, let it not be fo. 
We'll confecrate the Steps that Ajax makes, 
When they go frotll Achilles; !ball the proud Lord, 
That bafies his Arrogance with his own Seam, 
And never fuffers matter of the World 
E'1ttr his Thoughts, fave fuch as do revol~e 
And ruminate himfelH Shall he be worlhlp'd, 
Of that we hold an Idol, more than ne~ 
No, this Thrice Worthy, and Right Valiant Lord, 
Muft not fo flale bis Palm, nobly acquir' d, 
Nor by my Will a{fubjugate his Merir, 
As amply Tit\'d, as Achilles is, by going ~o .Af.biflcs, 
That were to enlard his Fat, already, Pnde, 
And add more Coles to Cancer, when he burns 
With entertaining great Hyperion. 
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This Lord go to him~ Jttpiter forbid! Dil. 
And fay in Thunder, .A&hitles go to_ htrn . o"[. 

Neft. 0 this is well, he rubs the Vein of him: :ilfeh 
Dio. And how his filence drinks up his Applaufe. ;Ill(~ 
.Aj~tx. lf I go to him -with my armed Fif.l, I'll pafii llri'd 

him o'er the Face. iJt!e 
A.ga. 0 no, you lhall not go. ~MA 
.Ajax. And a be proud with me, I'll phefe his Pride; let ~fi 

me go to him. ~·~ 
Vlyf. Not for the worth that hangs upon our Quarrel. :1line 
.Ajax. A paultry lnfolent Fellow- ~'~ 
Neft. How he defcribes himClf. ':rf~ 
..Ajax. Can he not be fociabh~? 'u& 
V0f. The Raven chides blacknefs. 
Ajax. I'll let his Humours Blood • 
.Aga. H e will be the Phyfician, that lhouJd be the Patient • 
.Ajax. And all Men were a my Mwd
Vly[. Wit wot.ld be out of falhion, 
Ajax. A lhould not bear 1t f , . lhould tat Swords 6rR; 

.fhall Pnde carry it! 
Neft. Ar,d 'rwould, you'd carry hall. 
VLyf. A would have ten fhares • 
.Aj~tx. I will knead him, I'll make him fuppJe, he's not 

yet through warm. 
Neft. Force him with Praifes, pour in, pour in, his Am· 

bition is dry. 
Vlyf. My Lord, you feed too much on this difiike. 
Neft. Our noble General, do not do fo. · 
Dio. You mull prepare to fight without .A•hilles. 
Vl;f. Why. 'tis this naming of him cloth him harm. 

Here is a Man ----but 'ris before his Face----· 
I will be filenr. · 

Jl!cft. Wherefore iliould yuu fo ~ 
He 1s not emulous, as Achillci is. 

Vlyf. Know the whole W arid, he is as valiant • 
.Ajax. A whorfnn Dog! that lhall palter thus with us-

would he were a Trojan. 
Nefl. What a Vice were if in .Ajax now
Vlyf. If he were proud. 
Dio. Or covetous of Praif::-. 
'l.H.yf. Ay, or furly bern. 

Via. 



Di1. Or fl:range, or felf-affeCl:ed. (pofure; 
Viyf. Thank the Heav'ns, Lord, thou '-rt of' fweet Com· 

Praife him that got thee, fue that gave thee fuck : 
Fame be thy Tutor~ and thy parrs of Nature 
Thrice fam'd beyond, beyond all Erudition; 
But he that difciplin'd thy Arms to 6ght, 
Let Mars divide Eternity in twain, 
And give him half; and for thy Vi~or, 
Bull-bearing Milo luis addition yield 
To Sinewy .Ajax; I will not praifethyWifdom 
Which, like a bourn, a pale, a lhore, confines 
Thy fpacious and dilated parts; here's Neflor 
Infrrua:ed by the Antiqu&ry times: 
He mufr, he is, he cannot but be wife. 
But pardon, Father Neftor, were your Days 
As green as .Ajax, and your Brain fo temper'd; 
You thould not have the eminence of him 
But be as .Ajax • 

.Ajax. Shall I call you Father~ 
VIJf. Ay, my good Son. 
Di,. Be rul'd by him, Lord .Ajax. 
Vly[. There's no tarrying here, the Hart .Achilles 

Keeps thicket; pleafe it our General, 
To call together all this State of War; 
Frelh Kings are come to 7roy; to Morrow 
We mull: with all our main of Power fl:and fafi: 
And here's a Lord (come Knights from Eafr to Well, 
And cull their Flower) .Ajax thall cope the befr • 

.Aga. Go we to Council, let Achilles Reep; 
Light Boats may fail f wifr, though great bulks draw deep; 

(Exeunt. Mufickfounds within. 

A C T Ill. S C E N E I. 
SCENE Troy. 

E11ttr Pandarus, 4nd a Servant. 

P11n.FRiend! you! pray you a word: Do not you follow 
the young Lord Paris~ 

Ser. Ay, Sir, whe~ !!e goes before me. 



1 8 5 o Troilus and Creffida. 
fk/11 

Pan. You do depend upon him, I meant 
1111

, 

Ser. Sir, I ddo dedpend uponNthbel L~d. 1 
I n. d ;:c~, l 

Pan. You epw upon a o e ~ent eman: muu nee s 
r h pg,) 

prai•e im. :illmlk 
Ser. The Lord be pnifed~ · 111~q 
Pan. You know me, do you not t r 
Ser. F~ i th, Sir, fuperficially. /a .• 
Pan, Friend, know me better, I am the Lord Pandltr11s. H&~. 
Su. I hope lfuall know your Honour better. In. 
Pan. I do defire it. 1t, 
Ser. You are in the fiate of Gra<:e ~ lu. 
Pan. Grace, not fo, Friend, Honour and Lordihiparemy ~: 

Titles: What Mufick is this l 
Ser. I do but partly know, Sir; it is Mufick in parts. 
Pan. Know you the Muficians~ 
Ser. Wholly, Sir. 
Pan. Who play they to~ 
Ser. To the hearers. Sir. 
Pau. At whofe ple~fure, Friend f 
Ser. At mine, Sir, and theirs that love Mufick. 
P~n. Command, I mean, Friend. 
Ser. Who fuall 1 command, Srr? 
Pan. Friend, we undcrfiand not one ~nother: I am too 

courtly, and thou art too cunning. At whofe requeft do 
thefe Men play? 

Ser. That's to't indeed, Sir; marry, Sir, at the requell: of 
Paris, my Lord, who's there in Perfon; with him themor· 
tal Venus, the Heart-blood of Beauty. Love's invifible Soul. 

Pan, Who, my Coufin Creffida~ 
Ser. No, Sir, He/en; could you not find out that by her 

~ttributes! 
Pan. It fiwuld feem, Fellow, that thou haft not feen the 

Lady Crejfrda. I come to fpeak with Paris from the Prince 
7 roi/us: I will make a Complemental Affault upon hilB, for 
my Bufinefs feethes. ' 

Ser. Sodden Bufinefs, there's a fl:ew'd Phrafe indeed. 
Enter Paris and Helen. 

Pttn. Fair be to you, my Lord; and to all this {air Com; 
pany: Fa!r d~Gres in all fair meafure fairly guide them, 
efpecia:Iy to you, fair Queen, fair Thot,ghts be your fair 
P.llow. -



Helen. De:1r Lord, you are fu 1 of fair Words; 
Pan. You fpeak your fair pleafure, fwcet Queen: fair 

Prince, here is good broken Mufick. 
Par. You have broken it~ Coufin, and by my Life you 

fuall make it whole again, you fhaJJ piece it out with .. p1ece 
of your performance. Nel, he is full of Harmony. 

Pan. Truly, Lady, no, 
Helen. O, Sir-
Pall. Rude in footh, in good footh very rude. 
P.cr. Well fa id, my Lord; well, you fay fo in fits; 
Pan. I have Bufinefs to my Lord, dear Queen; my Lord, 

will you vouchfafe me a Word ? 
Helen. N ~y, this fl1all not hedge -as out, we'll hear you 

' fing certainly. 
Pan. Well, fweet Queen, you are pleafant with me; but. 

marry thus, my Lord, my dear Lord, and mofl: efieemed 
Friend, your Brother Troilus---

Relen. My Lord Pandarus, honey-fweet Lord. 
Pan. Go to, f weet Queen, go to

Commends himfelf mofi affectionately to you. 
Helen. You fhall not bob us out of our melody: 

If you do, our Melancholy upon your Head. 
Pan. Sweet Queen, fweet Queen, that's a fweet Queen. 

I' faith-
He/M. And to make a fweet Lady fad, is a fower Offence. 

Nay, that ilull not ferve your turn, that lhall it not in 
truth la. Nay I care not for fuch Words, no, no

Pan. And, my Lord, he dtfires you, that if the King call 
for him at Supper, you will make h1s excufc. 

He/en. My Lord P andarus-
; PtttJ. What fays my fweet Queen, my very, very fweet 
Queen? 

Par. What Exploit's in hand, where fups he to Night? 
Heien. Nay, but my Lord. 
Pan. What fays my fweet Queen ? my Coufin will fall out 

with vou. 
Helm. You mufi not know where ne fups. 
Par. With my difpafer Crd]idA. 
Pan. No, r.o, no fuch matter, you are wide, come, your 

difpofer i~ fick. 
Par. Well, I'll make excufe. 



T roil us and CreffidaJ 
P1111. Ay, good my Lord; why 1hould you fay lreffi~UI 

No, your poor difpofer's fick. 
Par. I fpy- . , 
P~tn. You fpy, what do you fpy ~ Come, g1ve me an In. , 

ftrumenc now, fweet Queen. 
Helen. Why this is kindly done. 
Pan. My Neice is horrible in love with a thing youhav~ 

fweet Queen. 
· Helen. She iliall have ir, my Lord, if it be not my Lord 
Paris. /1!, 

Pan. He I no, flte'll none of him, they two are twain. ~10 
Helen. Falling in afcer falling out, may make them three; 11 
Pan. Come, come, I'll hear no more of this, I'll fingyou 1,, 

a Song now. /111, 

Helm. Ay, ay, prithee now; by my troth, fweet Lord, 
thou hafl: a fine Fore-head. lu, 

~an. Ay, you may, you may- . /g, 
Rei. Lee thy Song be Love: This Love will undo us all •. 1re 

Oh, Cupid, CHpid, Cupid. .nd 
Pan. Love! ay, that it iliall, i' faith. n1 
Par. Ay, good now, Love, Love, nothing but Love. ~llr 
Pan. In good troth it begins {o. :foo 

Love, Love, nothing h11t Lo11e, flill mort: 
For O, Love's Bow 
Shoots both Buck._ and Doe: 
The Shaft confounds not that it wosnds, 
But tic~ies .fti/1 the Sore: 
Thefe Lovers cry, oh ho they dye; 
Tet that 2vhich feems they wound to kjll, 
Doth turn oh ho, to ha ha he: 
So dying Love lives /fill, 
0 ho a while, b~t ha ha ha; 

'han 
llr 

0 ho groans out f~r h;z ha ha-hey hq; I. 
T 

Helm. In Love i' faith to the very tip of the Nofe. I 
Par. He eats nothing but Doves, Love, and that breeds 1 

hot Blood, and hot Blood begets hot Thoughts, and hot '1 

TLoughts beget hot Deeds, and hot deeds are Love. ~ 
l 



Pan. Is this the Gen~ration of Lovd Hot Blood, hot 
Thoughts, and hot Deeds! why they are V1pers, Is L~y_e a 
®eneration of Vipers~ 
Sweet Lord, who's afield to Day~ 

, Par. Heflor, DeiphobusJ Helenus, .Anthenor, and all the 
gallantry of Troy. I would fam have arm 'd to Day, but 
my Nett would not have it fo. 
How chance my Brother Trotlus went not~ 

He/en. He hangs the Lip at fomething; you know all. 
Lord P .1ndarus. 

Pan. Not I, honey fweet Queen: I long to hear how they 
fped to Day: 
You'll remember your Brother's excufd 

Pt~.r. To a f:iair. 
Pan. FareweJ, fweet Queen. 
Helen. Commend me to y<iur Neice. 
Pan. I will, fweet ~een. [Exit. Sound A RetreAt. 
P~~.r. They're come from Field; let us to Priam's Hall. 

To greet the Warriors. Sweet Helm, I mull woo you, 
To heJp unarm our HeClor: His fiubborn Buckles, 
With thefe your white enchanting Fingers toucht, 
Shall more obey, than to the edge of Steel, 
Or force of Greekifh Sinews, you iliall do more 
Than all the Hland Kings. difarm great Heflor. 

He/en. 'Twill make us proud to be your Servant, Paris~ 
Yea, what he fuall receive of us in duty, 
(i;ives us more palm in Beauty than we have: 
Yea, over-fhines our [elf. 
Sweet, above thought, I love thee. [Exe11nt. 

· Enter Pandarus, and Troilus's MAn. 
Pan. How now, where's thy Mafier, at my Coufin Cref 

• jid4'S! 
Ser. No, Sir, he Rays for you to conduCt him thither. 

Enter Troilus. 
Pnn. 0, here he comes; How now, how nowr 
Troi. Sirrah, walk off. 

!No;. Pan. Have you feen my Coufin? 
,
4 

~r' Troi. No, P.mdarus: I fialk about her Door 
like a firange SJul upon the Stygian Banks 

~~: Stayirg for waftage. 0 be thou my Charon, 
And give me f wift tranfportance to thofe F~elds; 

Where 



Where I will wallow in the Lilly Beds 
Propos'd for the deferver. 0 ~entl~ Pandar'!s, 
t:rom Cupid's Shoutder pluck hxs pamted Wxngs, 
And fly with me to Crejfid. . . 

Pan. Walk here i ' eh' Orchard, I'll brmg her fl:ratght. 
[Exit Pandarus~ · 

Troi. I am giddy; Exped:ation whirles me round, 
Th' imaginary relith is fo f weet, . . 
That it enchants my Senfe; what Wlll tt be 
When that the watry Palates tafte indeed v~ 
Love's thrice reputed N ed:ar ~ Death, I fear me; 1ni, 
Sounding DcfhuB:ion, or fome Joy too fine, 
Too fubtile, potent, and too tharp in fweetnefs, 
For the Capacity of my ruder Powers; 
I fear it much, and I do fear befides, 
That I thalllofe diO:inB:ion in my Joys, 
As cloth a Bmel when they charge on he~ps 
The Enemy flying. 

Enter Pandarus. , 
Pan. She's making her ready, the'll come fl:raight; you irri. 

mufr be witty now, the does fo bluth, and fetches her Wind ~~~ 
fo iliort, as if fhe were fraid with a Sprite: I'll fetch her; it Cre, 
is the prettiefr Villain, the fetches her breath fo fhort as a Tr1 
new ta'en Sparrow. [Exit Pan. ttp 

Troi. Even fuch a Paffion cloth embrace my Bofom: ·der 
My Heart beates thicker than a feverous Pulfe, lo 
And all my Powers do their beO:owing lofe, ~ in 
Like Vaffalage at unawares encountring · Cl 

The Eye of Majefiy. ve• 

Enter Pandarus and Creffida. Jt, 
Pan. Come, come, what need you blu1h l · 1· 

Shame's a B~by; here fhe is now. fwear the Oaths now to her~ ~~ 
that you have fworn to me. What, are you gone again, you ·r 

mufr be watch'd e'er you be made tame, mufl: you~ Come 
your ways, come your ways, and you draw backward we'll .. 
put you_ i'' eh• Fi~fs: Why- do you not fpeak to her? Come Tr 
draw thts Curtarn, and let's fee your Pid:ure. Alas the day, n1 
how loath you are to offend day-light! and 'twere dark you'd 
clofe f.mner. So, fo, rub on, and kifs the Mifl:refs; how n()w, t 
a kifs in Fee-farm f build there, Carpenter, the Airisfweer. ·~ 
Nay, .you lh all fight your Hearts out t'er I part you. The 

Faul~oo. 



Faulcon has the Tercel, ferall theDucksi'th'River: Boto, 
go ro. 

Troi. You have bereft me of all Words, Lady. 
Pan. Words pay no Debts, give her Deeds: But 1he'll be· 

reave you o' th' Deeds too, if Jbe call your Activity i!l que
frion: What, billing again~ here's in witnefs whereof the 
Parties interchangeably-Come in, come in, I'll go get 
a Fire. [Exit Pan. 
~ Cre. Will you walk in, my Lord~ 

Troi. 0 Creffid~t, how ofcen have I wilht me thus! 
Cre. Wifht, my Lord! the Gods grant ;-0, my Lord. 
Troi. What fhould they grant; what makes this pretty 

abruption; what too curious Dreg efpies my f we et Lady in 
the Fountain of our Love~ 

Cre. More Dregs than Water, if my Fears have Eyes. 
Troi. Fears make Devils of Cherubins, they never fee 

truly. 
Cre. Blind fear, that feeing Reafon leads, 6ndsfafer foot

ing than blind Reafon fiumbling without fear ; to fear t~ 
worfl:, oft (Ures the worfe. 

Troi. 0 ltt my La-dy apprehend no fear, 
In all Cupid's Pageant there is prefented no Monfier. 

Cre. Nor nothing monfl:rous neither~ 
Troi. Nothing but their Undertakings, when we vow tG 

wetp Seas, Jive in Fire, eat Rocks, tame Tygers, thinking it 
harder for our Millrefs to devife Impofition enough, th2n for 
us to undergo any Difficulty impofc:d. This is the monfiro ... 
fity in Love, Lady, that the Will is infinite, and the Execu· 
tion con£in'd; that the- Defire is boundlefs, and the A Cl: ~ 
Slave to limit. 

Cre. They fay all Lovers fwear more performance than 
they are able, and yet rcferve an Ability that they never 
perform: vowing more than the perfeCl:ion of ten; and dif
charging Iefs than the tenth part of one. They that have 
the Voice of Lions, and the aet of Hares, are they not 
Monfl:ersl 

Troi. Are there fuch! fuch are not we: Praife us as we 
are tafl:ed, allow us as we prove: ·Our Head ili all go bare, 
'till merit crown it; no Perfetiion in reverfion iliall have a 
Praife in prefent; we will not name Defert before his Birth, 
Jnd being bo!n, his additi~n 1hall be bu~ble; f~'!'!: W9rd~t~ 

~·u: 



f 

fair Faith. Troilus fiull be fuch t? Crej]ida, as what Envy 
can fay wodl, iliall be a mock for h1s Truth; and what Trut& 
can fpeak truefr, not truer than Troilus. 

;I .I! Cre. Will you walk in, my Lord~ 
Enter Pandarus. 1r11. • 

· Pan. What, bluiliing frill~ have you not done talking 1~. r 
yet~ • _ 

Cre. Well, Uncle, what folly I commit, I dedicate to ';.,p 
you. ~ 

Pan. I thank you forthat; if my Lord geht a Boy of you, :1,) 
you'll give him me; be true to my Lord, if e flinch, chide 
me for it. 

Tr•i. You know now yoar Hofiages; your U nde's Word 
and my firm Faith. 

Pan. Nay, I'll give my Word for her too; our Kindred, 
though they be long e'er they are woo'd, they are confi:anc 
being won: They are Burs, I can tell you, they'll flick 
where they are thrown. 

Cre. Boldnefs comes to me now, and brings me Heart: 
Prince Troilus, I have Iov'd you Night and Day, 
For many weary Months. 

Troi. Why was my Crej]id then fo hard to win~ 
Cre. Hard to fee m won: But I was won, my Lord, 

With the firfi glance that ever-Pardon me
If I confefs much, you will play the Tyrant: 
I love you now, but not 'till now, fo much 
But I might mafier it-in faith I lye
My thoughts were like unbridled Children, grown 
Too head·firong for their Mother; fee we Fools, 
Why have I blabb'd? who fiull be true to us 
\:V hen we are fo unfecrct to our [elves? 
But though I lov'd you well, I woo'd you not, 
And yet good faith I wiiht my felf a Man: 
Or that the Women had Mens privilege 
Of fpeaking firfl:. Sweet, bid me hold my Tongue, 
Fer in this Rapture I iliall furely fpeak 
Th~ thing I iliall repent; fee, your filence 
Coming in dumbnefs, for my weaknefs draws 
My Soul ofCounfel from me. Stop my Mouth. , 

TrfJi, And iliall, albeit f\v.:et Mu fick iff ues thence. [ Kif!i,g. 
Pan. Pretty, i' fait b. · ~ 



Cre. My Lord, I do befeech you pardon me; 
'I was not my purpofe thus to beg a Kifs : 
I ~m alham'd ;-- 0 Heav'ns, what hlve I done!
For this time will .I take my lea v(', my Lord. 

Troi. Your leave, fweet Crej]id~ 
. Pan. Leave! and you take leave 'till to Morrow Morn,;; 
mg-

Cre, Pray you, content you. 
Troi. What offends you, Lady ~ 
Cre. Sir, mine ow11 Company. 
Troi, You cannot lh un your (elf. 
Cre, Let me go and try : 

I have a kind of fdf relides with you: 
! But an unkind felf, that it felf will leave; 

To be another's Fool. Where is my Wit! 
I would be gone: l fpeak I know not what. 

Tr~i. Well know they what they fptak, that fpeak ~ 
wifely. 

~ Cre Perchance, my Lord, I lhew more Craft than Lov"', 
And fell fo roundly to a large Confdli )0, 

To angle for your Thoughts : But you are wife. 
Or elfe you love not ; for to be wife and love, 

~ Exceeds Man's might, and dwells with Gods above. 
Troi. 0 that I thought it could be in a Woman ; 

And if it can, I will prefume in you, 
To feed for ay her lamp and fllmes of Love, 
To keep her Confrancy in plight and youth, 
Out·living Beauties outward, with a Mind 
That cloth renew fwifcer than BJood decays. 
Or that P,rfwali0n could but thus convi,Jce me, 
That my ioteg ity and trLth to you, 
Might be affronted with the match and weight 
Of fuch a winnowed purity in Love: 
How were I then up-Jirted! But alas, 
I am as trne as Truth's <;implicity, 
And fimpler than the Infancy of Truth. 

Cre. In that I'll war with you. 
Troi. 0 virtuous Fiehr, 

1., When right with right wars, who fuould be moft right~ 
H~True S ..va1ns in Love, fuall 1n the World to come 

Approve their t1 ut hs by Troilus ; when ~he1r R.himes, 
• VoL. IV. y Full 



Troilus and Creffida. 

Full of protefi, of oath,_ and ~ig compare~ 
Want fimil1es: Truth nrcd wnh IteratiOn, 
As tru · as Steel, as Plamage to the Moon, 
As Sun to Day, as Turtle to her Mate, 
As Iron to Adamant, as Earth to tn'Center: 
Yet after all comparifons of truth, 
(As Truth's Anthent1ck A ithor to be cited) . 
As true as Troilus, !hall crown up rhe"Verfe.' 
And fancbfie the Numbers. 

Cre. Prophet may you be : 
If I be falfe, or fwerve a h•ir from truth, 
When time is old ar.d hath forgot it fclf, 
When Water-drops have worn the Stones ofTro], 
And blind Oblivion fwallow'd Cities up, 
And mtghty States charaa:erJe(s are grated 
To dufty nothing; yet let Memory, 
From falfe to falfe, among falfe Maids in love; 
Upbraid my Falfehood; when they've faid asfalfe 
As Air, as Water, ~s Wind, as fandy Earth; 
As Fox to Lamb, as Wolf to Heifer's Calf; 
Pud to the Hind, or Step-dame to her Son; · 
Yea, let them fay, to fiick the Heart ofFa!fthood, 
As falfe as Creffid. ~ 

Pan. Go to, a Barg~in made : Seal it, feal it, I'll be the 
Witnds. Here I hold your Hand ; hfre (fly Coufin's; if 1 
ever you prove falfe to one another, fir.cc I have taken fucb 
Pains to bring vou toP,ether, let all pitiful Goers-benveen,be 
call'd, to the World's erd, after my Name : Call them all 
]>andm; let all onllant Men be Troiluffis, .all falle Wolll411 
Cre./]ida's, and all Brokers between, Panderj; fay, Amen. 

Troi. Amen. 
Cre. Amen. 
Pa;1, Amen. 

\Vhcreuron I will fl1ew y,m a Clumber, which Bed, be
caufc it !ball not fpeak of your pretty encounters, prds ic to 
Death : Away. 
And G1pid grant all Tongue-ty'd Maidens here, 
Bed, C1amber, and Pander, eo provide this geer. 



S C E N E II. The Grecian Camp. 

Enter Agamemnon, Ulyifes, Diomedes. Nefl:or, Menelaus 
and Calcbas. 

Cat. Now, Princes, for the Service I h~vedon4 you, 
Th' advantage of the. time prompts me aloud, 
To call for recompence: Appear it to your Mind, 
That through the fight I bear in things to come, 
I have abandon'd Troy, left my Poffeffioo-, 
Incurr'd a Traitor's Name, txpos'd my felf, 
From certain and poifefl: Conveniencies, 
To doubtful Fortunes, fequefiring from me all 
That Time, Acquaintance, Cufrom, and Condition; 

l"t·hde tame, and mofl: fam!liar to my Nature : 
Aod here to do you Service am become 
As new into the World, fl:range, uracquaintcd. 
I do befeech you, as in way of tafie, 
To give me now a little benefit, 
Out of thofe many Regifl:red in Promife, I 
Which you fay live to come in my behalf • 

.Aga. What wouldft thou of us, .Trqjan ! Make demand. 
Cat. You have a Trojan Prifoner, call'd Anthenor, 

. Ycfierday took : Troy holds him very detr. 
Oft have you (often have you, Thanks therefore} 
Delir'd my Crej]id in right g_reat Exchange, 

,.~:r Whom Troy hath fl:ill deny'd : But this .Anthenor, 
~~11 I know, is fuch a wrefi: in their Affairs, 
~,11 : That their Negotiations all mufl: f!Jck, 
11,t Wanting this Manage; and they will almofi: 

Give us a Prince o'th' Blood, a Son of Priam. 
In change of him. Let him be fent, great Princes.· 
And he !hall buy my D.JUghter : And her prefence 

cl!:; Shall quire !hike off all Service I have done, 
., ~ In moO: accepted p~in. , . 

.Ag~t. Let DJomedes bear t··m, 
And bring us Crejjid htther . C ale has !ball have 

er. What he reqncfr, of m: Gooa Diomede, 
b Furnilb you fair! y for this enterchange; 

W1th all, brm~ Word, 1f Hetlor wtll to Morrow 
I(; Be anfwer'd in \1s Challenge. .Aj:u.: is ready. 

Y 1. Diu~ 



Dio. Ti,is tball I undertake, and 'tis a burthen 
Which 1 am proud to be.n. 

Enter AchilJes and Patroclus, ;n their Tent. 
Vlyf. Achilles fl:ands i'ch' <..ntraAce of his. Tent; 

Pleafe it Qur General to pafs l.hangely by h1m, 
A~ if he were forgot; and Princes all, 
Lay negJ,gcnt and loofe regard upon bim: 
I will come lafr, 'tis l1ke he'll qudLon mt', 
Why fuch unp laufive Eyes are bent? why turn'd on himt , 
If fo, I have Dectfion medicinable, 
To uft: baw en our Strangercf> t~nd his Pride, 
Which his own Wtll fl1all have dtfire to drink; 
It may do good: Pnde bath no other Glafs 
To {hew ic fdf, but Pride; for fupple Knees 
Feed Arrogance, and are the proud Man's Fees • 

.Aga. We'll execute your Purpofe, and put on 
A fo rm of Strangenefs as we pafs :~long. 
So do each Lord, aPd either greet him not, 
Or el[e difdainfully, which fh~ll fl1ake him more, 
Than if not look'd on, I will lead the Way. 

Achit. What, comes the General to fpeak with me? 
You know my Mind. I'll fight no more 'gainft Tr'J· 

Aga. What fays Achilles, would he ought with us/ 
Neft. Would you, my Lord, ought wirh the GeneraB 
Achil. No. 
Ne.ft, Noth:ng, my Lord • 
.Aga. T he better • 
.Achi/. Good Day, good Day. 
Men. How do )'OU? H)w do you? 
.Acbil. What, does the Cuckold fco1n me? 
.Aja. HC' w row, P.e.;r·ocltu? 
.Ac/;i/. Good Morrow. Aj.t \·. 
Aj<J. Ha • 
.Achil. Good Morrow. 
Aja. Ay, and gcod oext D.ay tco. [Exe1111t • 
.A chit. What mean thefe Fe!lovn? Know they riot .Achillts~ 
Patr. They pafs Hrange!y: The> were U)'d to bend, 

To fend their Smiles before them to .Achil/en 
To come as humbly 2s they us·d to. creep to Holy Altars • 

.A chit. What, am l poor of lace! 
; fis certain, Grcatncfs once fa1l'n out with Fortune, 



Troilus and Creliida. 
Mufl: fall out with Men too: What the d t clin'd is, 
He lhall as foon read in the Eyes of othtrs, 
As feel in his own Fall: For Men, like Rurrec.fiics, 
Shew not their mealy Wings, but to the Suwmer; 
And not a Man, for bein~ fimpie MaR, 
HJth any Honour, but honour'd by rhofe Honours 
That arc withour him; as Place, Riches, Favour, 
Prizes of Accident, ; soft as Merit: 
Which when they f.l}l (a ~ being flippery frand.:rs) 
The love that lt:an'd on them as Drppery too, 
Doth one pluck down another, and together 
Dye in the Fall: But 'cis not fo with me. 
Forcur.e aild I are Friends, I do enjoy 
At ample point all that I did po1fcfs, 
SJve thefc Mens Looks, who do methinks find out 
Something in me not worth that rich Beholding, 
A.s they have ofre.1 given. Here is Vl)fes, 
['11 interrupt his Rtadiog.·-How now Vlyffis? 

VIJ.f. Now, great Thetis Son! 
.Achit. Whdt are you reading? 
V~.f. A firange Fdlow here 
rites me, that Mu', how dearly ever parted, 

Iow much in having, or wirhour, or in, 
:annot make boafr to have that which he Iwh; 
~or feds not what he owes, but by Reflection, 
1.s when his Virtues lhining upon others, 
leat them, and they retort that Heat again 
'o the firfr Giwr. 
Achit. This is not lhange. Vtyjfes, 

'he B"auty that is born here m the Face, 
'he l'carer kno·.1.1s nor, but commends it fdf, 
for gorng frc.Jm it (elf, but Eye to Eye ppos'd, 

to;: each other, with each others Form. 
SpecuiJtion turns not to it fel£ 

11 it hath travell'd, and is marry'd there 
h re ic m2y fee it felf; this is not Change at all. 

j V!y(. I do not fhain at the P0fition, 
is tam,Jrar; but :~t rhe Author's drifr; 

lhJ in his Circumfiance. cxprdly proves 
·n~c r:o Man j, the Lord of any thi11g, 
fho' i:1 and of him) there is much confifring, 
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t86z. Troilus and Creffida. 
'Till he communicat~ his Parts to others: 
Nor cloth he of himfelf know them for ought, 
'Tlll he behold them formed in th' Applaufe, 
Where they're exter;ded: Which like an Arcb reverb'rates 
The VoiCe again, or like a Gate of Steel, 
Fronting the Sun, receives and renders back . . 
Hts Figure, and his Htat. I was much rapt tn thts, 
And apprehended here Immediately 
The unknown .Ajax. 
H~av'm I Wbat a Man is therd A very Horfe, 
That as · he knows not N .nu re, what things are 
Mofr abjeCl: i1 Rega cl, and dear in Ufe; 
What things agatn moft dear in the Efreem, 
And poor tn Wor th: Now tball we fee to Morrow, 
And aB: rbat very Chance doth th row upon him: 
.Aj&x renown'd! 0 Heav'm, what fm1.; Men do, 
While fume M(;n J, ave to do! 
How f.Jme Men creep in ~ktttilh Fartune's Hall, 
Whtles otl ers pby che Idiots in her Ey~:s: 
How one Man eats into anorhet's Pride, 
While Pride is f alli .g in his Wantonr:cfs ! 
To fee t hefe Grecitw Lords; why, even alre~dy, 
They clap the Lubber Ajax on the Shoulder, 
As if his Foot were on brave HtClor's Breaft, 
And great Troy tbrinkmg. 

Achil. I do believe it, 
For they pall: by me, as Mifers do by Beggars, 
N eithl!r gave to me good word, nor good look: 
What, are my D.:eds forgot? 

Vlyf. Time hath, my Lord, a Wallet at his .Back, 
Wherein he pms Alms £1r O bl iv ion: 
A grtat-fiz'd Modler of Ingratitudes: 
Thofc fcr~ps are good Deeds pafi, 
Which are devour'd as f~fr as thty are made, 
Forgot as foon as done: Perftverance, dear my Lord, 
Keeps Honour bright: To have done, is to hang 
Q:lite out of f~lhion, like 3 rull:y Male 
In mo1ument~l Mock'ry: Take the inftant way, 
For Honour travels in a Streight fo narrow, 
\Vhere one but goeJ abre:.fi, keep then the Path. 
F ->r Emulation bath a thouf~nd Sons, 
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Tha one by one purfue; if you gi\ c \V ay 
Or hedge atide from the direct forth-t ighr, 
Like to an entred Tide, they alltufll by, 
And leave you hiudmofr ; 
Or like a gall•nt Horfe fall'n in fi1 fi Rank, 
Lye th~re for pavement to the abjc:cr, uear 
O'er-run and trampl'd oo: Then what they do in pref,r.t 
Tho' !.efs than yours in plfi, mufi o'er-top yowrs: 
For Time is lil c a failiiolable Hon, 
That fligh tly flukes h1s partt .g Gudl by th' Hand; 
And with Arms out-firetch'd, as he would fly, 
Crafps in the Corner; the Welc"l"le ever fmtlcs, 
And Farewel goes out fighing: 0 kt not Virt ue fcek 

' Remuneration for the thing it was; for Brauty, Wit, 
High Rirth, Vigour of Bone, Defert in Senice, 
Love, Friendiliip, Charity, are Subjects all 
To envious and calumniatmg Time: 
One touch of Nature makes the whole Wodd Kin; 
That all with one confent praife new-born Gluds. 
Tho' they are made and moulded of things pafi, -
And go to Dull, that is, a little Gilt; 
More Laud in Gilt o'er-dulled, 
The prefent Eye, praifes the prcfent Object. 
Then marvel nor, thou great and complcat Man; 
That all the Greek! begin to woriliip .Ajax; 
Since thi rgs in motion 'gin to catch the Eye, 
Than w h:n not ll1rs; the Cry went out on thee, 
And fiill it might, and yer it may again, 
If thou would'll: not entomb thy felf alive, 
And cafe thy Reputation in thy Tent; 
Whofe glorions Deeds, but in th"fe Fields of bte, 
Made emulous miH1ons'mongll: the Gods th"mfdver, 
And drave great Mars to Faction. 

AcJJi/. Of rh is my Privacy, 
I have firong Redons. 

V!y[. But •gainfi your Privacy, 
The Reafons are more poter:t anJ heroical: 
'Tis known, Achilles, th~t you are in Love 
With one of Prittm's Daughters • 

.debit, Ha I known! 
Y-t V 



Troilus and Creffida. 
Vlyf. Is that a wonder r 

The Provid.nct th•t's in a W:ltchful State, 
Knows almofl: every grain of PlMo\ Gold; 
Finds bottom 10 th' uncompreh~nlive deep, 
Keeps p'ace with thought; and, almofl: ltke the Gods, 
Does thoughts unveil1o their dumb Cradles: 
There 1s ~ Myllery (with whom relation 
Du,fi Pevtr m(;ddte) in the Soul of State; 
W hi::h h th an Op' ration more d1vine, 
Than B each of Pen can give expr l ffure to: 
All the commerce that you have had with Troy, 
As perf B:ly is ours, as yours, my Lord. 
ArJd better would it fit .Achilles much, 
To throw down Heilor, than P~lp:ena. 
l3ut ir mufi grieve young Pyrrhus now at home, 
When Fame {11 all in h1s lfland found her T • ump; 
And all the Greekj.fh Girls ihall trippmg fing, 
Great Heilor's Silter did Achilles wm; 
But our great .A.;aJ~: bravely beat down him. 
Farewd, ,my Lord-1, a~ your Lover, fpeak; 
The Fool Oides o'er the Ice rbat you lhould break. 

Patr. To this effect, Achilles, have I mov'd you; 
A Woman, impudent, and manniili grown, 
Is not mort loath'd thln an t ffe111ir.ate Man, 
In time of Action: I !land condemo'd D1r this; 
They think my little llomach to the War, 
And ynur great love to me, re fhains you thus: 
Sweet, roufe your fdf; and th~ W · ak wanton C:~pid 
Sholl from y11 11 f N ck unloofe his amorous fold, 
And l1ke ad w-dn p from the LIOn's mane, 
Be ihr.r.k ro airy A.ir • 

. - . 

.Achil. Shdll Aja.v fight wi :h Heflor! -··-
P~ttr. Ay, and po baps rccei\e rpuch Honour by him • 
.Achil. I fee my Rtputation is at Stake. 

My Fame is Ouewdly gor'd. 
Patr. 0 then beware: 

Thoft> wounds hral Jl l th~t Men do give rhernfclvcs: 
Omdiion to do w h.r is neccffJrV, 
Seals a Commillior1 to a blank of Danger, 
And Danger, lJke an Ague, fubtly taint~ 
Even then when we fit idly in the Sun. 

.Achil. 
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.Achil. Go call Tberjites hither, fweet Patroclm 
I'll ftnd the Fool to .A.jax, and dei1rc him ' 
T' invite the Trojan Lords, after the Combat, 
To Lee us .here una,m'd: I have a Womau's longing, 
An Appetite that r am fick withal. 
To fee great He£lor in the weeds of Peace, ... 

Enter Therfirts. 
To talk with him, and ro btholJ his Vdage, 
Rvtn to my full of view. A labour iav'd---

Ther. A wonder ! 
Achil What? 
Ther. djax goes up and down the Field, asking for him: 

Cl f • 
.Achil. How fo ~ 
Ther. He mufi fight fingly to Morrow with Heflor, ;nd 

is fo prophetically proud of an heroical Cudgelling, that he 
rave•, in fa ytng nothing • 

.Achil. How can that bd 
Ther. Why, he fialks up and down l1ke a Peacock, a 

fhide and a Jland; ruminates lilce an Hofiefi that h:ath no A
rirhmerick, but ht:r Bratn to ftt down h~r Reckoning; bites 
his Lipwirh a pol1tick regard, as who fhoulcl fay,therewere 
Wit in his Head. and ' rwou'd out; ard fo rhe1e is, but it 
lies as coldly in him as F1re in a Flint, which will not l11ew 
with, ut knockin~. The Man's undone for ever ; ~Jr if 
He£lor hrc~ k not his N cck •'th' Combat, he'll brcak'c him
felf in Vain-glory, H:: knows not me: I faid, Good mor
row, Aftx. And he replits, Tll:wks Agttmemnon. What 
think you of this Man, that rakts rrie for the Gc1eral? He's 
gro""n a very Land-fith ·-~languagdcfs-~--a Mo.,fh.r; a plague 
ofOpmion, a Man may wear it on both fides, like a Leather 
Jerkin • 

.Achil. Th'lu mnfi be my Amb2ff dor to him, Therjiw. 
Thcr. W ho? B--·-why h~'ll a1 Cver no Body; he profelfts 

r.or anfwering; [f) ~ 4kiog is f<,r B-=g?ars; he wears his Tongue 
in's Arms; I w 1il put on his p efence; let Patroclus make his 
demands tP me, you lh ~11 fee the P~gcant of .A.fax • 

.Achil. To him, Patroclus·-··tell him, I humbl \' de fire the 
vali 10 t Aja ... ·, to im ire the moll valorous HeElor to com.e 
ur a1m'd to my Tent, and tc> procure fafe C?nducr for h1s 

, Perfon, cf rLe Magn:nimous and moll Il!ufl:nous, fix or fe
v<n 
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Troilus and Creffida. 

ven times honour'd Captain, General of the Grecian Army, 
.Agamemnon, &c. Do this. 

Pt~tr. Jove blefs great Ajax. 
Ther. Hum-
Patr. I come from the worthy Achilles. 
Ther. Ha! 
Patr. Who moll: humbly defires you to invite Hell~r to 

his Tent. 
Ther. Hum----
Patr. And to procure fafe Coducr from Agamemnon, 
Ther. .Agamemnon!-
JJatr. Ay, my Lord. 
7her. Ha! 
Patr. What fay you to't! 
7her. God be wi'you, with all my Heart. 
Patr. Your an[wer, Sir. 
Ther. If to Morrow be a f<~ir Day, by eleven a Clock, it 

will go one way or other; howfoever, he flail pay for me 
e'er he has me. 

Patr. Your anCwer, Sir. 
Ther. FHe ye well with all my Heart. 
Aehil. Why. but he is not in this tune, is he? 
Ther. No, but he's out a tune rhus; what MuGck he will 

be in, when HeElor has knockt out his Erains, I know not. 
But l am fure none; unlefs the Fidler Apollo get his Sinews 
to make Catlings on. 

Achil. Come, thou ihalt bear a Letter to him firaight. 
Thcr. Let me carry another to his Horfe; for that's the 

more capable Creature. 
A chit. My Mind is troubled hke a Fountain fiirr'd, 

And I my fdf fee not the bottom of it. [ Exir. 
7 her. Would the Fountain of your Mind were clear ~gain, 

that I might watt:r ~n Afs at it; I had rather be a Tick in a 
~hccp, than fuch a valiant Ignorance. [Exeunt. 

ACT 
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A C T IV. S C E N E I. 

Enter at one Door lE m as with a Torch, at 1mother, Paris, Dei
phobus, Anthenor, and Diomede with Torchu~ 

Por.s E E ho, who is that there? 
Dei. It is the Lord f./.Eneas. 

u£ne. is the Prince there in Perfon ~ 
Had I fo good occ1fion to lie long. 
As you, Pnnce Paris, nothing but heav•nty bufinefs 
Should rob my Bed-mate of my Company. 

Dto, That's my Mtnd too: Good Morrow, Lord v£ne1ts. 
P.1r. A valiant Greek, u£neas, tal<e his Hand, 

Witncfs the procefs of your Speech within; 
You told, how Diomede, a whole Week, by Days 
Did haunt you in the Field. 
~ne. Health to you, valiant Sir, 

During all qudl:ion of the gentle Truce: 
But when I meet you arm'd, as black Defiance 
A~ Heart c.10 think, or t::ourage cxec.ute. 

D.o. The one and eh' other Diomede embraces. 
Our Bloods are now in calm, and fo long, health; 
But when Contention and Occafion meet, 
By .rove, I'll play the Hunter for thy Life, 
Wtrh all my Force, Purfuit and Poltcy. 

v£ne. And thou lhalt hunt a Lion that will flie 
Wirb l11S Face backward in human gen lenefs: 
Welcome to Troy- row by Anch1jes 's L1fe, 
Welcome indeed-By 17enuJ Hand I fwear, 
No Man alive can love in fuch a fort, 
fhe thing he mea11s to kill, more exceJJently. 

Dio. We fympathize. Jove, let u£neas live 
(If to my Sword his Fote be not the glory) 
A rhoufa11d compleat courfes of the Sun: 
But in mine emulous Honour let him die, 
With every Joint a wound, and that to Morrow; 

u£ne. We how each other well. 
Dzq, We do; and long to know each other worfe. 

Par. 



Troilus and Creflida. 
Par. This is the mofl: defpightfull'ft, gentle Greeting; 

The noblefr, hateful Love, that t:'er I heard of. 
What Bufinefs, Lord, fa early? 

u£ne. I was fent for to the King; but why, l k~ow not. 
Par. Hts purpofe meets you; ir was, to bnng th1s Greek 

To Cv~ichlls's Hou le, and there to render him, 
For the enfreed A nt henor, the f.Iir Cre.!Jid. 
Let's have your Company; or, if you pleafe, 
Hafie there before m. I confrantly do think 
(Or rather call my Thought a certain Knowledge) 
My Brother Troilus lodges there to Night. 
Roufe him, and give h1m nnte ~four approach, 
With the whole Quality whereof, l fear 
We lhall be much unwelcome. 

v£ne. Thn I affure you. 
TroJius . ad rather Troy were born to Greece, 
Than Crtjjid born fi·om Troy. 

Par. 'I here is no helf--; 
The bitter difpofition of the rime will have it fo. 
On, Lord, we'll follow you. 

u£ne. Good Morrow all. · [Exit £neas. 
Par. And teiJ me, Noble Diomede; fJith tell m~ true, 

Even in the S')ul of good found Fel10wlhip, 
\Vho in your thoughts mertts fair H.tlen mofr? 
My felf, or Menel11us! 

Dio. Both alike. 
He merits well to have her that cloth feek her, 
Not making any fcruple of her Soilure, 
With fuch a Hell of pain, and world of Charge. 
And you as well to keep h( r th1t defend her, 
Nor pJiating the taHc c,f her Dilhonour, 
Wich fuch a coll:;y lofs nf Wealth and Friends; 
He, Jrke a puling Cuckold, would drink up 
The Lees and Dregs of a flat tamed Prece; 
You~ like a Letcber, out of wboriih LoinS', 
Are pleas'd to brled our your Ioheritors: 
Both m ~rits p9h'd, e1ch weigh., no lefs nor more, 
But he a~ he, wirh heavier for a Whore. 

Par. You are too bitter to your Country·~ oman. 
Dio. She's bitter to her Ccur:try: Hear me, Paris, 

For every falfe drop inlm baudy Veins . 

Cre, 
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A Grecian's Life bath funk; for every Scruple 
Of her contammaced Carrion weight, 
A Troj<ln hath been fiaio. Since ihe could fpeak, 
She hath not given fo many good Word~ breath, 
As, for her, Greek.! and Trojans fuff r 'd D eath. 

Par. Fair Diomede, you do as C haprneo do, 
Difpraife the thing that you defi rc to buy: 
But we io filence hold tl11S V irtue wd l; 
W c.'ll not commend what we intend eo fdl. 
Here !yes our way. [ ExeHnt. 

Enter Troilus and Creffida. 
Troi. Dear, trou ::>le not your felf; the Morn is cold. 
Cre. Then, fw fet my Lord, I'll call my Uncle down: 

He !hall unl:dt the Gates. 
Tr1i. Trouble him not-

To Bed, to Bed-fieep kill thofe pretty Eyes. 
And give as fufc attachment to thy Senfes, 
As Infants empty of all thought. 

Cre. G cod Morrow then. 
Troi. I prithee now to Bed. 
Cre. Are you a weary of me? 
Troi. 0 Crljjida! buc that the bufie Day 

Wak'd by the Lark, has rcus'd the Rsbald Crows, 
And dreaming Night will hide our Eyes no longer, 
I would no.t from thee. 

Cre, Night hath been too brief. 
Troi. Belhrew the Witch! with venomous weights lh.e flays, 

As hideoufiy as Hell; but flies the grafps of Love, 
With Wings more momentary, fwiftcr than Thought: 
You will ea tch cold, and curfe me. 

Cre. Prithee tarry-you Men will never tarry-
0 f)olilh Crej]ida-l might have frill held off, 
And then you would have tarried. Hark, there's one up. 

Pan. 'vithin.] Wh1t's all the Doors open here? 
Troi. It is your Uncle. 

ENter Pandarus. 
Cre. A Pefiilence o:'l him ; now will he be mocking; 

I !hall have fuch a Life---
Pan. How now, how now! how go Maiden-heads? 

Hear, you Maid; where's my Cou!in Cref]iJ? 
Crt. 



Cre. Go bang your felf, you naughty mocking Uncle: 
;You bring me to do-and then you flout me too. 

Pan. To do what! to do what! let hlrfay, what: 
What have I brought you to do? 
- Cre. Come, comr, be.Ouew your Heart; you'll ne' er be 
good; nor fuffer others. 

Pan. H~, ha! alas poor Wretch; a poor Chipochia, hall 
not fiept to Night? Would he not (a naught) Man) let it 
i1eep; a Bug-bear take him. lOne k_nock.J. 

Cre. Did I not tellyou?-Would he wereknock'di'th' 
Head.-Who's that at Door?--·Good Uncle, go and fee.···· 
My Lord, come you again into my Ch:~ mber:--
:Y ou fmile and mock me, as if I meant naughtily. 

Troi. Ha, ha.-
Cre. Come, you are deceiv'd, I thirk of no fuch thing. 

How earnefily they knock-Pray you come in. [ Knu~. 
I would not for half Troy have you ft:en here. [ Exumt. 

Pan. Who's the1d what's the matter? will you beat 
d()wn the Door? How 11ow? what's the matter? 

Enter lEneas. 
u£ne. Good morrow Lord, good morrow. 
Pan. Who's there, my Lord e.-£neas? By my troth, I 

knew you not; What News with you fo e4rly! 
v.£ne. Is not Prince Troilus here? 
Pan. Here I what lhould he do here? 
..,£ne. Come, he is here, my Lord, do not deny hint: 

ll'e 
Cre 
Pt. 

'·•I ...... 
Crt, 

It cloth import him much to fpeak with m r. 
Pan. Is he here, fay you? 'ris more than I kr.ow,l'll be ~;~ 

fworn; for my own parr, I came late: What lhould he ·· .... 
do here! .' 

• v!fine. Who----nay, then :-···Come, come, you'll do him 
wrong. e'er y' are aware: You'll be fo true eo him, to be 
falfe to him: Do nor you know of l1im, but yet go fetch 
him hither, go. 

Enter Troilus. 
Troi. How now? what's the matter? 
u£ne. My Lord, I fc:uce have leifure to falute you, 

My matter is fo har1b.: there is at hand, 
Paris your Brother, and Deiphobus, 
The Gredan Diomede, and our .Anthenor 
Deliver'd to 11s, and for him forthwith, 
L'er the fir!l: Sacrific", within this Hour, We 
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We rnufr give up to Diomedes Hand 
The L~dy Crej]ida. 

Tr11i. Is it concluded fo.? 
e.£ne. By Prit~m, ~nd the general State of Tr11y. 

They are at band, and ready to effect it. 
Troi. How many Atcheivernenrs mock me l 

I will go meet tl1tm; and my Lord v.Encas, 
We met b~ chance, ycJu did not find me Lcre. , 

t-t£ne. Good, good, my Lord; the fecrtts of Nature 
Have not more Gifr in taciturnity. [Exeunt. 

Enter Pandarus and Creffida. 
Pan. h't poffible? no fooner got, bHt loft : The Devil 

take Anrhcnor; the young Prince will go mad: a Plague 
upon Anthenor; I would they had broke's Neck. 

Cre. How now~ what's the matter? who was her ? 
PAn, Ab, ahl-
Cre, Why figh you fo profoundly~ whert's my Lord? 

gone? Tell me, fwect Uncle, what's themarter? 
Pan. Would I were as deep under the Eartl:, as I am 

above. 
Cre. 0 the Gods! what's the matted 
Pnn, Prcthre get thee in; would thou had'!l: nt'er been 

b:>rn: I kntw thou would'fi be lm Death. 0 roor Gent},. 
man ! A Plague upon Anthenor. 

Cre. Good Uncle, I btfecch you, on my Knees, I bcfeech 
you wh~ t's the matter? 

Pan. Thou mull be gent, Wench, thou mufi be gone: 
thou art chang'd for Amhenor; thou mufi go to thy Father, 
and be gone from Troil;u: 'Twill be his death; 'twill be his 
bane; he cannot bear ir. 

Cre, 0 you immortal Gods! I will not go. 
P~tn. Thou mufi. 
Cre. I will not, Uncle: I have forgot my Father. 

I know no touch of Confanguinity: 
NoKin, no Love, no Blood, no Soul fo ne:~r me, 
A~ the fwcet Tro1/Ns: 0 you G ds divine! . 
Make Crcjjia's name the very Crown of Falihood, 
If cv.er the 1 ave Troilus: Time and Death, 
Dl to this Body what extrcmicy you c n; 
But the fi:f~ng Bale and building of my Love 
Is, as the very c ntre of rhc Earth, 

Drawing 



Drawing all th ings to it. I will go in and Weep. 
Pan. Do, do. 
Cre. Tear my bright Hlir, and fcratch my praifed 

Cheeks, 
Crack my clear Voice with Sobs. and break my Heart 
With founding Troilus. I will not go from Troy. [Exit, 

Enter Paris, Troilus, .!Eneas, Deiphobus, Anthenor, 
and Diomedcs. 

Par. It iq~reat M-1rning, and the Hour prefixt 
Of her deliv'ry to this valiant Greek 
Comes fafi upon: Good my Brother Troilus, 
Tell you the bdy what fhe is to do, 
And hall:e her to the purpofe. 

Troi, Walk into her Houfe: 
·I'll bring her ro the Grecian prefently; 
And to Ius Hand wre 1 I del iver her, 
Think it an Altar, and thy Brother Troilus 
A Pridl:. there offering to it his Heart. 

Par. I know what 'm to Love, 
And wou!d, as I lhall pity, I could help. 
Pleafe you walk in, my Lords. [ExeH¥t, 

Enter Pandarus and Crdftd. i~ 
Pan, Be moderate, be mod,rare. :.1ll 

Cre. Why tell you me of moderation! 
The Grief is fine, ful) perfect that I tafie, 
And no lefs in a fenfe as firoog, as t~at 
Which caufeth it. How ca '1 I moderate it? 
If I could temPorize with my Affection, 
Or brew it to a weak and colder Palate, 
The like al!~yment could 1 give my Grief; 
My Love admits no qualifying crofs, 

Enter Tr c ilus 
No more my G ief in fuch a precious Iofs. 

Pan. Here, here, here he com.es,-a fweet Duck.
c~·e. 0 TroiiNJ, Troilus! 
Pan. What a pair of Spcctao1cs is here! let me embrace 

too: Oh Heart, as the goodl)l f~yir.g is; 0 Heart, heavy 
Hearr, wh~ fimfl: thou withou_t breaking? Look where he 
:wfwers agaw ;-Bccaufe thou ~an'.fl: not eafe thy fmart by 

· - Friendthip 



llf7; 
Friend lh ip, nor by fpeaking; th ~re W:ls never a r~uer time · 
ltt us call away norhing, for we may Jive to htve n(cd of 
fuch a Verfe; we fee ir, we fee it: how now, Lambs' 

Tr~t. Cr effid, l love thee in fo {l, ange a purity ; 
That rh bldl: Gqds, as angry with my Fancy, 
M )re bnght 10 Z •a I, than the Dcvorl m w hi eh 
Cold Lips bow co their Deities, tah.c thee from me. 

Cre, Have the Gods linvy l 
Pun. Ay, Ay, Ay, Ay, 'tis too plain a Cafe. 
Cre. And is it true, that I rnufi go from TroJ ~ 
Trot, A ha eful Truth. 
Cre. What, and from Troilus too~ 
Troi. From Troy, and Troilus. 
Cref: Is it poffible ? · 
Troi. And fuddenly : while injury ofChance 

Purs back leave-raking, juflles roughly by 
All time of paufe, ru!idy beguiles our Lips 
0f all r(joyo1dure ; f>mbly prevents 
Our lock'd Embrafures; firangles our dear Vows, 
Even in the birth of our own labouring Bnath. 
We two, that with {~, mary thoufand fighs 
Did buy each otl-er, muf!: poody fell our filvts; 

fit. With the rude brevity aPd difcharge done; 
Injurious time, now, with a Robber's hafl:e, 
Crams his rich Thievery up, he knows not how.' 
As many farewds as be Stars in Heaven, 
With diO inB: Breath, t'ld conflgn'd Kilfes to them, 
He fumbles up all in one lo fe ~dieu; 
And fcants us with ~ finp,le familh 'd Kifs, 
Difl:afled with the Salt of broken Tears. 

e.-£neas within. My Lord, is the Lady ready ? 
7rci. Hark, you are call'd. Some f:3y, t~e Genius {o 

Cries, Come, to him that infl:antly mufr dxe. 
Bid them have Patience; ibe fiull come anon. 

Pa11. Where are my Ttars ~ Rain, to lay this Wind, or 
my Heart w11l be b1own up hy the Roar. 

Cre. I muft then to the Grecians? · . 

f • Trot. No remedy. , _ 
Cre. A woful Creffid, 'mongfl: the merry Greek!_ .. 
ilrDi. When fiull Wfi fC:e a~ain? ' ·tt 
. ot. IV z Hear 
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H.!ar me, my Love; be thou but true of Heart-

Cre. I true ? hQW now~ what wicke~ deem is thi 5 ~ 
Troi. N y, we mufi ufe Expofiulauon kmdly, 

For it is p mng from us : . 
I fpeak nor, be th '1u true, as fe~nng thee : 
:For I w11J throw my Glove to Death h1mfelf, 
That thert's no m~cul.,. tion in thy Heart; 
But be thou true, fay I, to hthion in 
My feqllent ProteftatJon: Be thou true, 
And I will fee thee. 

Cre. 0 you ihall be expos'd, my Lord. to dangers 
'As infinite, a~ lm!Jlinent: But I'll be true. 

Trqi. And I'll grow Friend with danger: 
Wear this Sleeve. 
· Cre. And you this Glove. 
Wh~::n lhall I ffe yo1:1 ! 

Troi. 1 will corrupt the Grecian Centinels 
To gtve thee nightly Vifitation: 
Eut yet be true. 

Cre. 0 lea v'ns ! be true again. 
Troi. H tar while I fpeak it, Love: 

The Grecian Y outbs a1 e full of fubtle Qualities; 
Th,y're loving, wdl compos'd, with gtft of Nature; 
Flowing and fwel!ing o'n with Arts and Exercife; 
How Novdrics m.y move, and Parts with Perfon
Ala•, a k d of godly J aloufic, 
Wh1ch, I beftec.h you, call a virtuous Sin, 
M,kes me afraid. 
- Crt. 0 Heav'ns, you love me r.or! 

7roi. u1e I a V1lhin then: 
In th1s I do not call your Fanh in queflion 
S maJ.'Jy as my Mtrit: I cannot Sing, 
Nor heel the high Lavolt; nor fwtctcn Talk; 
Nor play ar fubrle G~mcs; fair Virtues all-
To which the Grecians are mofi: prompt and pregnant: 
But f can tell, that in each Grace of thtfe, 
There lurks a fiill and dumb-dilcoorfive DcviJ, 
;I"hu tempts mofi: cunninglv : But be not t mpted. 

Cre. Df) not thirk~ I WJIJ. 
, T oi. No, but fomething m1y be done that we will not: 
And fomettmes we arc Dev1l~ to our felycs, 

When 



When we will attempt the frailtr of our Powers; 
Prefuming on their changeful po:ency • 

..£neas within. Nay, good ID) Lord. 
Troi. €ome k1fs, and let us p1rt. 
Paris within. Brother Troil1n. 
Troi. Good Brother, come ycu hither; 

And bring ..-£neas and the Grecim with you. 
Cre. My Lord, will you be tne? 
T_roi. Wbo I ? Alas, it is my "Y oice, my Fault; 

Wh1le others filh with Crafdor ~rear Opinion, 
I, with great truth, catch meer Simplicity: 
While fome with cunning gild thei: Copper Crowns; 
With truth and plainnefs I do welr mine bare; 

Enter JEneas. ' Paris, aNd ~iomedes: 
Fear not my Truth; the Moral o~ my Wit 
Is plain and true, there's all the reach of it. 
Welcome. Sir Diomede, here is tie Lady, 
Which for .A.nthenor we deliver pu. 
At the Port (Lord) I'll give her :o thy Hand, 
And by the way poffds thee whit lhe is. 
Entreat he~:, fair, and by my Soull fair Greef(; 
If e'er thou fiand at mercy of my Sword. 
Name Cre/lid, and thy Life lhall JC as fafe 
As Pri~tm is in /lion. 

Diom. Fair Lady Cre./]id. 
So pleafe you, fave the Thanks thi! Prince expeCI:s: 
The lufire in your Eyes, Heav'n iJ ymn Cheek, 
Pleads your fair ufage, and ro Ditmede 
)'ou lhall be Mifrrefs. and comma1d him wholly. 

Troi. Grecian, thou dofi Aot ufe me courteou!Jy, 
To lhame the Seal of my Petition towards thee 
By praifing her. I tell thee, Lore of Greece, 
She is as far high-foaring o'er thy Praifes. 
As thou unworthy to be call'd he: Servant: 
I charge thee ufe her well, even hr my Charge i 
For by the dreadf,JI Pluto, ·if thot dofi not, 
(Tho' the great bulk Achilles be thy Quard~ 
I'll cut thy Throat. 

Diom. Oh be not mov'd, Prince Troilus; 
Let me be privileg'd by my Place md Meffage; 
To qe a Speaker free ; Wh;n lam hence, . z 2. I'll 



I'll anfwer to my Lufi: : And know, my Lord, 
I'll nothing do on charge ; ro her own worth 
She iliall be priz'd: But that you fay, be'r fo: 
I'll (1Jeak it in my Spirit and H:mour--No. 

Troi. Come to the Port-1'11 ttll thee, Diomede, 
This Brave iliall oft make th(e t_p hide thy Head: 
Lady, give me yolll H ar:d-\And as we walk, 
To our own felves bend we our needful Talk. 
· [Sound Trumpet. 

Par. Hark, Hector's Trumpet l 
e,£ne. How have we fpent this Morning ! 

The Prince mufi think me tardy and nmds, 
That f wore to ride before him in the F1eld. 
· Par. 'Tis Troilus fault. Come, come to Fidd with him. 

Dio. Let us make ready fl:rait. 
IV£ ne. Yea, with a Bridegroom's frelh alacrity 

Let us addrcfs to tend on Heflor's Heels : 
The Glory of our Troy doth this day lye 
0 ~1is fair Worth, and fingl.e Chivalry. [Exet~nt, 

S C E N E II. The Grecian Camp. 

Ef!ter Ajax .Armed, Agamemnon, Achilles, P4troclus, Me· 
nelaus, Ulyffes, Nefior, Calchas, &c • 

.Aga. Here art thou in appointment fret'h and fair, 
Anticipating Time. With fiarting Courage, 
Give with thy Trumpet aloud note to Troy, 
Thou dreadful Ajax, that the appalled Aar 
May pierce the Head of the great Combatlnt, 
And hale him hither. 

Ajax. Them Trumpet, there'S my Purfe; 
Now crack thy Lungs, an<i fplit thy Bufen Pipe: 
Blow Vilhin, 'tiiJ thy fj)h-red baa; Cheek 
Out-fwell the ChoJock (f puft Aquilon: 
Come firetch thX Chdl, and let thy Eyes fpout Blood: 
Thou blowefi for Heflor. 
, Vlyj[. No Trumper anfwers. 

A.chil~ :ris but early days~ , 
Enter 

• I. 



Enter Diom{de and Crdiida; 
.Aga. Is'c not young Diomede with Gdchas Daughter ? 
Viyf. 'Tis he, I ken the manner of his Gate, 

He rifes on his Toe ; that Spirit of his 
In Afpiration lifts him frcm t ~ c Emh • 

.Aga. Is this the Lady Crej]ida ? 
Dto. E"fen lhe • 
.Aga. Moll· dearly welcome to the Greek!, fweet Lady. 
Neft. Our General doth falute you with a Kifs. 
Viyf. Yet is your Kindoefs but puticular ; 'twere better 

file were k ifi in gC!n eral. 
Neft. And very courtly Counfel: I'll begin. So much for 

Neftor. , 
.Achil. I'll uke that Winter from your Lips ; fair Lldy • 

.Achiile:. bids you welcome. 
Me11. I had good Argument for killing once. 
P~ttr. But that's no Argument for killing now; 

For thus pop'd Paris in his Hardiment. 
Vlyf Oh deedly Gall. and theme of all our Scorns-, 

For which we lof€ our Heads to gild his Horns. 
Patr. The firfi was Menela11s kifs-·-this mine··~ 

P~ttrocl11s kifTes you. 
Men. 0 this is trim. 
Patr. Paris and I kifs evermore for him. 
Me11. I'll have my kifs, Sir: Lady, by your leave. 
Cre. In killing do you render, or receive? 
Patr. Both take and give. 
Cre. I'll make my match to give, . 

The kifo; you take is better than you !?ive ; therefore no kJ!!. 
Men. I'll give you boot, I'll give you three for one. 
Cre. You are an odd Man, give eve", or give none. 
Men. An ocd Man, Lady~ every Man is odd. 
Crt. No, Paris is not; for you know 'ris true, 

TJut you are odd, and he is even with you. 
Men. Yon fillip me o'th' head. 
Cre. No, I'll be f worn. 
Viy(. It were no nutch, your Nail againH his Horn: 

lVhy I, f weet Lady, beg a kifi of you i 
Cre. You may. 
Viy[. I do defue it. 

z) 



Troilus and Creffida. 
Cre. W hy beg th n. . . . 
VlJf. Why rh 1 , f ,r nnus f.1ke ~tve me a ktfs: 

W hen H elen i a Mo~id agaw, and ht~----
• Cre. I am your de·>ror, claim it when 'us due; 

Vly(. Never's my Day1 and then a k1fs of you. 
Dio Lady, a word-!' ll bring you to your Father
Neft. A Woman of qutck Senfe. 

[ Diomedes le~~ds out Creffida, then reltmll; 
'Olyf Fir, fi e upc;n her: . 

T here's Language in her Eye, her. rheek, her Ltp: 
N q, her Foot fp eaks, her wan.on Spirits look out 
Arc:. vtryjoint, and motiveofher Body: 
O (l thele Encounters, are fo glib of Tongue. 
That give a co a fl: io~ welct:me e'er it comes; 
And wide uncbfp the Tables of their Thoughts; 
T o e\· ery tickling Reader: Set rhem down, 
For flutttih fpotls of O pportunity, 
And Daughters of the Game. 
Enter Heetor, Paris, Trail us • .t.Eneas, Helenus, and Alt111aMII1~ 

All. The Trojans Trumpet. 
A~ a. Y on de; eo m s the Troop. 
v£ne. H ail ~11 you fl:ate of Greece; what fluJI be done 

To h1m that Vietory commands? or do you purpofe, 
A Vittor lhall be known l Will you, the Knight~ 
Shall to the edge of 1111 extremity -
Purfue each other~ or thall be divided 
By any Voice, or order of the Field! Heelor had ask. 

Aga. Which WlY would HeCior have it? 
f../£ne. He cares not, he'll obey Conditions. .. 
AJ,a. 'Tls done like Het!: or, but fecurel y done; 

A little proudly, and great deal defpifing 
J"he Knight oppos'd. 

v£ne. If not Achilles, Sit·, what is your Name f 
.Achil. If not .Achilln, nothing. 
U£ne. Therefore Achilles; but whate'er, know this 

Js the <xtremity of great and little: · 
Valour and Pride excel themfelves in 1-IeCior; 
Th~t one almofi as infinit~ as all, , 
The other blank as nothing; weigh him well; 
And'that which loob like "Pride, is Curtcfie· 
This Aja.:>.: is ~alf mad~ ~f HeCfor's Blood, ' 



In love whercot. half H (ctor flays at home: 
Half Heart. h~lf H1r.d, half Hector, comts to fe ck 
This blended Knight, halt hojan and half Gretb. • 

.A.&htl. A ~ ; id.en Hattel tho.n ~ 0, I perc 1 ve you~ 
Aga. Here IS ~ Ir Diomedc: Go, gentl e- J( ,, ighr. 

Stand by our .Ajax; a~ you and Lord v:Eneas 
Confent upon the order ef their fight, 
So be it; either to. the utrermofi. 
Or elfe a breach, r he Combatants being kin, 
Half flints thetr finfe before thtir firokes -begin. 

Vlyf. Th'y are oppos'd already. 
AJax. What Trojan is that fame that looks fo heavy 1 
VLy[. The youngell Son of Priam, 

And a true Knight; they call him Troi!HJ; 
Not yet mature. yet matchlcfs, firm of Word, 
Speaktng in D,cds. and de<dl. Is in hts To .guc; 
Not foon provok'd. nor be1ng provok'd, foon calm'd. 
His Heart and Hand both open, and both free ; ~ · 
For what he has he gives, w l t thinks he 1hnvs; 
Yet givts hr not ' till Judgment gUJde his Hounty, • 
Nor d•gr ifi s an impair Thought with Brea h; 
Manly as Hector, bur more d ~n.,g ero .Is~ 
For 1/efJor in h s blaz~ of Wra1 h fubfcribes, 
To t ~ nder Objeds; but he in heat (jf ACi:i~o 
Is mOte vindico~u v e than jt alous Luv (.' • . 
They call him Troi!us, and on him ere~ 
A fecond hop ~, as fmly built as HeClor. 
Thus fays e.Aineas, one that know~ the y,,uth, 
Even to his Inches; and with private Soul, 
Did in great Ilion fhus trad1ate him to me. [Alarum~ 

..Aga. They a•e in Act'or. lHdtor and Ajaxfight. 
Nefl. Now ..Ajax hold thme own. 
Troi. He.Cfor, thou £lcep'lt, awake thee • 
.Aga. His B'ows are well difros'd; there .Aj.tx. [Tr~~mpm 
Dio. You muft no more. ce~~j~. 
eh:ne. Princes, eno11 gh. fo pleafe you • 
.Ajax. l :~m not warm ·yet, let us fight agaiR. 
Dlo. As Heaor p!caft s. 
Hea. Why then, will I no more: . 

Thou arr, gt e.ot Lord, my Fadw's Stller's Son; 
,._ Coufin German to great ?riam 's Seed : 

Z 4 'fhe 



Troilus and Creffida. 
The obligation of our Blood for.bids 
A gory Emulation 'twixt us tw.un; 
Were thy Commixion Greek._and Troj4n fo, 
That thou could'ft f~y. this Hlnd is Grecian aU, 
And this is Trojan ; the Sinews of this Leg 
All Gree~ and this all Troy: My Mother's Blood 
Runs o.1 the dt;Kter Cheek, and th ts Sinifler 
Bounds in my F.ther's: By Jove mu t1pote11t, 
Thou lhodd'J} not bear from me a Greekifb Member 
Wherein my Sword had liot imp•dfure made 
Of eur rank feud; but the jufl: Gods gaintay-. 
That any drop thou borrow ·ft frcm th} Mother, 
My famd Aunt, fl10uld by my mortal Sword 
Be drain' d. Let me fmbrace thee, Ajax: 
By h1m that Thunders, thou hall Jufty A1ms; 
Hetfor would have them fall upon him thus
Coufto, all honour to thee. 

Aja:t:. l thank thee, Hector: . 
Thou art too gentle, and too free a Man: 
I came to kill thee, Col:lftn, and bear hence 
A great addition earned in thy Death. 

HeEl. Not Neoptolemus fo mirable, 
On whofe bright Crefi, Fame with her loud'ft 0 ye!, :o.rq' 
Crie~, This i9 he, could promife to hirnfelf '1w 
A thought of added Honour torn from Heflor. M1n 

v£ne. There is expectance here from both the fides: H1U. 
What further you will do. Ntft, 

HeEl. W c'll anfwer it: ~~uri 
The i!fue is Embracement: Ajax, farcwel. i~oue 

Ajax. If I might in Entre:a1es find fuccefs, hnor" 
As leld I have .the chance; I would deft re 
My Famous Couftn to our Grecit-tn Tents. 

Dio. 'Tis Agamemno~/s Wilh, and great Achilln 
Dorh Ion~ to fee unarm'd the valiant Hector. 

HeEl. c.-£neas, call my Brother Troi!Hs to me: 
Ar·d figm6e this loving rnterview 
To the expcetors 6[ the Trojan part: 
De~ re him ho~e. Give. me thy Hand, my Coufm: 
I will go eat wnh thee, and fee your Knights. 
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Agamemnon and the reft of the Grr • 3 c~ me forward. 
'Ajax, Great .Agamemnon comes to ~ et us here, 
HeCi. The worthiefi: of them, tell mt name by name; 

But for Achzlles, mine own fearching E y(!s 
Shall fi nd him by his large and portly {jz~. 

Aga. Worthy of Arrn5; :~s welcome as to one 
That "'fOuld be rid of fuch an Enemy. 
But that's no welcome: Underfiand more cl u, 
What's pafi: aotl what's to come, is firew'd w ,h husks 
A'1d formlefs ruin of Oblivion: 
But 10 this extant mornenr, faith and troth, 
Srrain'd purely from all hollow bias drawirg, 
Bids ~hee with mofi divine (nregrity, 
From Heart of very Heart, great HeEfor, welcome. 

He£f. I thank thee, moll ImperiousAgamemnon, [_To Trci • 
.Aga. My well fam'd Lord of Troy, no lefs to you. 
Men, Let me confirm my Princely Brother's Greeting, 

You brace of warlike Brothers, welcome hither. 
H(a. Whom mufr we anfwer ~ 
v£ne. The Nob le Menrlaus. 
Beet. 0··--you my Lo1 d----by Mars his Gauntlet thatJk!, 

Mock not, that I affect th' untradtd Oath, 
Your quondam Wife fwears fiill by Yenus Glove, 
She's well, but bad me not commend her to you. 

Men. Name her not now, Sir, fl1e's a deadly Theme. 
Hect. 0 pardon--1 offend. 
N9ft. I have, thou gallant Trojan, feen thee oft 

Labouring for Defl:iny, make cruel way 
Through ranks of Greei:.}fb Youth; and I have feen thee, 
As hot as Perfeus, fpur rhy Phr;gian Steed, 
And feen thee fcouring Forfeits and Subduements, 
When thou hafr hung thy advanc'd Sword i'th'Air, 
Not letting it decline on the declined: 
That I have faid unto my'Sranders-by, 
Lo, Jupiter is yonder dealing Life. 
And I have feen thee paufe, and take thy Breath, 
When that a Ring of Greeks have hem'd thee in, 
Like an Olympian wrefiling. Thus I have feen, 
But this thy Countenance, fiill fl:ock'd in Steel, 
I never faw 'till now. I knew thy GrandGre, 
An~ once fought with him; he was a Soldier good, 

But 



Troilus and Creffida.' 
But by great M~trJ, the C•ptain of us all, 
Never l1ke thee. Let an old Man embrace thee; 
And, worthy Warrior, welcome to our Tent~ • 

..,£ne. 'T1s the old Ncftor. 
He£&. Let me embra'e thee, good old Chron.icJe; 

That hall: fo long walk'd Hand in Hand With t1me: 
Moll: reverend Neftor, I am glad to c\afp thee. 

Ne/f. I would my Arms coulcl match thee in Contentioa, 
As th t y contend with thee in Courtefie. 

Hef1. I would they could. 
Neft. Ha~ by this whrte Beard I'd fight with thee to 

Morrow. WeJJ, welcome, welcome; I have feen the time·:· 
Vlyf. I wonder now how yonder City ands, 

When we have here rhe Bafe and Pillar by us. 
Hef1. I know your favour, Lord Vl;Jfes, well! 

Ah, Sir, there's many a Greek.. and TroJ•m dead, 
Since firfl: I fay you ftlf a "d DifJmedc 
In Ilion, on your Gree~ijb Embaffie. 

Vly[. S1r, I forer.old you then what would enfue; 
My Prophefie is but half his Journey yet, 
For yonder Wall~ rhat partly front your Town; 
Yond Towers, whofe. wanton tops do bufs the Clouds; 
Mufl: k•f, their own Feer. 

Het! I mu(t not bel it ve you: 
There they fland ytt; ond modtfl:ly I think, 
The fall of every Phrygiah, Stone will coO: 
A drop of Grecian Blood ; the end crowns all~ 
Ar.d that old common Arbitrator, Time, 
Will one Day erd it. 

Vlyf. So to him we leave it. 
M of gentle, and moll val:anr Heflor, wekome; 
After the General, I befeech you next 
To feal1: with me, and fte me at my Tent. 

Ac!Jsl. I lhall forefial thee. Lord Vlyjfes. thou; 
Now HeC!or, I have fed mine Eyes on thee, 
I have with txatt view peru~·d thee, Hef19r 
Ard quoted jo nt by joint. ' ' 

Het!. ls this Achi lies! 
Achil. I am Achtl/es. 
Het!. Sund fair, I prithce, let me look on thee; 
.d1hU. Behold thy 611.. ~ 



T roil us and Creffida. 1 8 8 3 
Hell. Nay, I have done already • 
.Achil. Thou art too b;ief, I wall the fecond time, 

As 1 would buy th.c, view thet, limb by limb. 
R a. O, like a Book of Sport thou'lt read me o'er: 

But thert's more in mr than thou underfbnd'!l. 
Why doll: thou fu ,.,pptefs me with thine Eyd 

.Achil. Tell me, you Heav'ns, in which part of his Body 
Shall I defiroy him? Whether there, or there, or there, 
That I may give the local Wound a name, 
And make difii:-B: the very bre~ch, where-out 
HtClor's great Spirit flew. Anfwcr me, Heav'ns. 

Hea. It would dilcredit the blc.fr Gods, proud Man, 
To anfwer fuch a Qitefrion: Stand again, 
Think'fl: th_ou to carch my L1fc fo pleafantfy, 
As to prenominate in nice Conjea:ure, 
Where thou wilt hit me dead? 

Achil. I tell thee, ye~. 
Heff, Wcrt thou the O;acle to tell me :fi>, 

I'd not believe thee: Henceforth guard thee weJJ, 
For I'll not kill thee there, nor there, nor there, 
But by the Forge that fl:ythicd M.1rs his Helm, 
I'll kill thee every where, yea o'~:r and o'er. 
You wiftfl: Greciam, pudon me this brag, 
His Infolence draws folly from my Lips, 
But I'll endeavour Deeds to match thefe Words; 
Or may I never----

Ajar:. Do nnt eh fe thee, Coulin; 
And you, .Achilles, let thefe Threats alone 
'Till .ccident or purpofe bring you to't. 
You may have ev'ry day enough of HcClorl 
If you have Stomach. The general State, I fear, 
Can fcarce illtnat you to be odd with him. 

He[f. I pray you, Jet us fee you in the Field, 
W r:: have had pe,ting Wars. lince you rcfus'd 
,Th Grecian's Caufe • 

.Achil. Doll: thou intre~t me, lleflod 
To Morrow do I meet thee, fdl as Death, 
To Night, all Friends. · 

Rea. Thy Hand upon that match. . 
Aga. Firll, all you Peers of Greece go to my Tent, 

There in the full ~o~vi!e you ; •fterwards, · 



And Creffida: 
As Heaor's Leifure, and your Bounties fuall 
Concur together, feverall y in treat him. _ 
Beat loud the Taborins, let the Trumpets blow; 
That this great Soldier may his welcome know. 

Manent Troilus and UJylfes. 
Troi. My Lord Vtyf{es, tell me, I bef.ech you, 

In what ph~e of the Field doth Culchas keep? 
Vlyf. At MenelaHs Tent, _mofr_ Princely Troi[us; 

There Diomede cloth feafr Wlth btm to N tght; 
Who neither looks on Heav'n, nor on Earth, . 
But gives all gaze and bent of amorous view 
On the fair Creffid. 

Troi. Shall I, fweet Lord, be bound to thee fo much; 
After you part from .Agamemnon's Tenr, 
To bring me thither? 

Vtyf. You fhall command me, Sir: 
As gently tell me, of what Honour was 
This Crej]ida in TroJ; had ihe no Lover there; 
That watls her abfence? 

Troi. 0 Sir, to fuch as boafiing thew their Scars, 
A mock is due: Will you walk on, my Lord? 
She was belov'd, lhe lov'd; fhe is, and cloth. 
But frill, f we et Love is Food for Fonune's tooth. [ Exeut, 
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V. SCENE I. 
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Achilles Tmt in the Grecian Oaih 
Camn. Gm' 
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Enter Achilles and Pau·oculus. \ C( 

Sig Achii.J'LL heat hi! Blood with Greek.jjh Wine to Night; 
Patroclus, let us Feafi him to the height. 

Patr. Here comes Therfites. . 
l~~y 

Enter TherGtes. ~Bio 
Achi!. How now, thou core of Envy? ~llle111 Thou cruHy batch of Nature, whu's the News! .m

1
,b 

Ther. Why, thou Picrure of what thou feem'ft, and Idol ~ 
of ldior-worlhippers, here's a Letter for thee. ~1; 

Achil. From whence, ~ragment ~ · · 



Tber. Why, thou full dith of FooJ, from Tro7: 
Patr. Who keeps the Tent now~ 
Ther. The Surgeon's Box, or the Patient's Wound. 
Patr. Well Said, Adverfiry; and what need thefeTricks~ 

't: Ther. Prithee be filent, Boy, I profit not by thy talk, 
Thou m thought to be Achilies's Male-V~rlet. 

Patr. Male-Varlet, you R ogue? What's that? 
Ther. \i\'hy, his mafculine Whore. Now the rotted Dif

eafes of the South, Guts-griping, Ruptures, Catarrh~, loads 
o' Gravel1' th' Backs, Lethugies, cold PaHics, and the like, 
take and rake :~gain fuch prepofrerous Difcoveries, . 

Potr. Why, thou damnable Box of Envy, thou, what 
rnem'ft thou to Curfe thus? 

Ther. Do I curfe thee? 
Patr. Why no, you ruinous Butt, you whorefon iodi

fiinguiln able Cur. 
Ther. No? Why art thou then exafperate, thou idle im

rnatterial Skein of fley'd Silk; thoH green Sarcenec flap for a 
fore Eye; tbou Taffel of a Prodigal's purfe, thou? Ah, 
how the poor World is peftred with fuch Water.fl.Les, dimi~ 
nuti\ es of N a cure. 

Patr. Out G~ll! 
• Ther. FinchEgg! 

'! Achil. My fweet Patroclus, I am thwarted quite 
From my great purpofe in to morrow's Battel: 
Here is a Letter from Qtecn Hecu6a, 

I A Token from her Daughter, my fair Love, 
Both taxing me, and gaging me to keep 
An Oath t!ut I have fworn. I will not bre;k it, 
Fall Greek._, farl Fame, Honour, or go, or lhy, 
My major Vow lyes htre; this I'll obey: 

' I 

Come, come, Therjites, help ro trim my Tent. 
This Night in Bmqueting mull: all be fpenr. 
Away, Patroclus. [Exit. 

Ther. With too much BJood, and too Jittle Brain, rhefe 
two may run mad: But if with too much Brain, ar:d too 
little Blood, they do, I'll be a Curer of Mld·men. Here·s 
Agamemnon, an ho11ell: Fellow enough, and one that loves 
Quails, but he has not fo much Brain as Ear-wax; and the 
good Transformation of JHpiter there his Br"ther, the Bull, 
the primitive Statue, and oblique Met!lorial of Cuckold~, 
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a thrifty lbooting-horn in a Ch1~n,. hanging at his Brothe.r's 
Leg; to whlt Form, but tHat he ts, lbould W tt larded with 
Malice, and Malice forced with Wit turn l1im to? to an Afs 
were oothmg, he is both Afs and Ox; to an Ox were nothing, 
he is both Ox :and Afs; to be a Dog, a Mule, a Cat, a ·~ 
Fitchew, a Toad, a Lizard, an Owl, a Putcock, or ·a Her
ring without a Roe, I would not care: But to be Mene· 
laus, I would confptre againfl: Defiiny. Ask me not what 
I would be, if I were Therjites; for I care not to be the 
Lowfe of a Lazar, fo I were not Menelaus. Hoy-day, Spi· 
1·its and Fires. 
Enter Hecror, Ajax, Agamemnon, Olyffes, Nefior, And 

Diomede, with Lights • 
.Aga. We go wrong, we go wrong . 
.Ajax. No, yonder 'tis, there where we fee the light. 
Hefl. I trouble you • 
.Ajttx. No, not a whit. 

Et;ter Achilles. 
Vlyf. Here comes himfelf to guide you; 
A,·hil. Welcome brave Heflor, welcome Princes all. 
Aga. So, now fair Prince of Troy, I btd good Night, 

.Ajax commands the Guard to tend on you. 
Hefl. Thanks, and good Night to the Greek's General. 
Men. Good Night, my Lord. 

En· 

if. 
·11, c 
d·: 
•t, N 

Hefl. <Sood Night, fweet Lord Menela-us. 
Ther. Sweet Draught·--·fweet qnoth a---fweet Sink, fweet '11, 

Sewer • 
.Achil. Good Night, and welcome, both at opce, to thofe 

that go or tarry • 
.Aga. Good Night • 
.Achil, Old Ncftor tarrie5', and you too, Diomede, 

Keep Heflor Company an hour or two. 
Dio. I cannot, Lord, I have imporrant Bufinefs, 

The tide whereof ss now; Good N sgh., great Hetlor~ 
Hefl. Gtve me your Hand. · .~ [ 
Vly{. Follow his Torch, he goes to Galchas's Tent, _ l1 

I'll keep you C1mpany. [To Troilus. 
Troi. Sweet Sir. you honour me. 
Hetl. And fo good Night. 
..t.Uhil. Come, ~ome, enter my Tent. 

',, 
'• 
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!'her. Thatfame. Diomede's a falfe-?e;rted Rogue, a moft 
unjufi: Knave; 1 wlll r.o more t1ufl: lum v. hen he Jeers, than , 
I wil a Serpent when he hdf : H will (pend h1s Mouth 
and Prom•fe, like Brable..r the Hound; but wben he per

~ forms, Afironowers foretcl 't, that it is prodigious, there 
will come fome change: The Sun borrows of the Moon, 
when Diomede k{;l,ps hi\ Word. I will rather leave to fee 
Heflor, than nut ro dog J im: They fay, he keeps a Trojan 
Drab, and t.fes the fraito1 C.dchas his Tent. I'll after
Nothit g but Lechtry; all incontinc:nt Varlets. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. Calchas Tent. 

Enter Diomede. 
Dio. What :are you up here, ho l fpeak. 
Cat. Wh ·> call5? 
Dio. Diomede; Calchas, I think; where's your Daughter~ 
Cat. S·1e come:-s to you, 

Enter Troilus 11nd Ulyffes, After them Therfites. 
Vlyf. Stand where the Torch may not dif,over us. 

Enter Creffid. 
Troi, Cre.f!id, come forth to him! 
Dio. How now, my charge! 
Cre. Now my fweet Guardian; hark, a word with you. 

[Wh#ffers; 
'l'roi. Yea, fo famili:~r? 
Viyj. S.1e w11l fing to any Man at firfi fight. . 
Ther. And any Man may find her, if he can take her 

life: the's noted. 
Dio. \Vill you remembed 
Cre. Remember? yes. 
Dio, N y, but do then; and let your mind he coupled 

with your :vords. 
Troi. What ihould the remember? 
Vlyf. Lilt. . . 
Cre. Swe<:t, Honey Greek, tempt me no more to Folly. 

t Ther. Roguery
Dio. N;:y, then. 
Cre. PH tell you what. 
Dio. Fo, fo, come tell a pin, you are a for[ worn- , 

Crt. 



Cre. In Faith I cannot: what would you have me do~ 
Ther. A jugling Trick, to be fecretly open. 
Dio. What did you fwear you woul.d befl.ow on me? 
Cre. I prithee de not hold me to mme Oath; 

Bid me do any thing but that, fweet Gree~. 
Dio. Good Night. 
Troi. Hold, Patience
Vlyf. How now, Trojan~ 
f1re. Diomede. 
Dio. ~o, no, good Night: I'll be your 'Fool no more. 
Troi. Thy better mull. 
Cre. Hark, one word in your Ear. 
Troi, 0 Plague and Madnefs! 
Vly[. You are mov'd, Prince; let ns depart, I pray you, 

Left your difpleafure .lhould enlarge it felf 
To wrathful Terms: this place is dangerous ; 
The time right deadly: I befeech you go. 

Troi. Behold, I pray you
Vly.f. Nay, good my Lord go off: 

You flow to great difrraction: Come, my Lord. 
Troi. I pray thee fray? 
Vlyf. You h1ve not patience; come. 
Tr~i. I pray you fray; by Hell, and Hell's Torments, . 

I will not fpcak a word. 
Dio, And fo good Night. 
Cre. Nay, but you part in anger. 
Troi. Doth that gritve thee? 0 wither'd truth! · 
Vlyf. Why, how now, Lord~ 
Troi. By ]o11e, I will be patienr. 
Cre. Guardian -why, Greek.:.--
Di,, Fo, fo, adieu, you palter. 

' n. 
11 n 

Cre. In Faith, I do not : come hither once again: :,, ] 
Vlyf. You fluke, my Lord, at fomething; will you go/ r:, r 

You will break out. 
Troi. She firoaks his Cheek. 
Vlyf. Come, come. 
Troi. Nay, flay; by Jove. I will not fpeak a word. 

There is between my Will, and all 0ffences 
A guard of patience, ftay a little while. -' 

~'·I 

' J(, 



Ther. How the Devil Luxury with his fat Rump~ and 
Potato Finger, tickles thefc together : Fry~ Lctchery, fry. 

Dio. But will you then? 
Cre. ln Faith I will come ; never truR: me elfe.· 
D1o, Give me fome token for the furety of it. ,. 
Cre. I'll fetch you one. [Exit. 
Vlyf. You have f worn pltience. 
Troi, Fear me not, fweet Lord, 

J will not be my felf, nor hJve cognition 
Of what I feel : I am all Patience. ' 

Enter Creffida. 
Ther. Now the Pledge, now, now, now. 
Cre. Hert, Diomede, keep this Sleeve. 
Troi. 0 Beauty! where is thy Faith ! 
Vl;f. My L rd. 
Troi. I will be patient, outw1rdly I will. 
Cre. You look upon that Sleeve; behold it well:--~ 

He lov'd me :···0 falfe Wench:---Give't me again. 
Dio. Who[e was't ~ 
Cre. It JS no matter now I have't again, 

I Will not meet with you to morrow Night: 
I prithee, Diomede, v1fit me no more. 

Ther. Now lhe iharpens: \'"1ell faid Whetfrone~ 
Dio. I lhall have it. 
Cre. What, this ? 
Dio, Ay, that. 
Cre. 0 all you Gods-0 pretty, pretty Pledge; 

Thy Mafrer now Jyes thinking in his Bed, 
Of thee and me, and fighs, and takes my Gloye, 
.A.nd g1ves mcmori:ll dainty Kiffes to 1t: 
As I kifs thee. 

Dio. Nay, do not fnatch it from me. 
Cre. He that takes that, takes my Heart with~!. 
Dio. I had your Heart before, this follows tr. 
Troi. [ did f wear Patience. 
Crc, You tha!J not have ic. Diomede: 'Faith you iliall nor, 

· I'll gtvc you fomething elfe. . • 
Dio. I will have this : Whofe was It ! 
Crc. It is no martcr. 
V 0 L I V. A 4 Dil. 
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Dio. Come tell me whofe it was~ 
Cre. 'Twas one that lov'd me better than you will... , 

But now you have ir, take it. 
Dio. Whofe was it! 
Cre. By all Diana's Waiting-women yonder, 

And by her fdf, I will not tell you whofe. 
Dio. To morrow will I wear it on my Helm, 

And gr ieve his Spirit that dares not challenge it. 
Troi. Wert thou the Devil, and wor•ft it on thy Horn, 

It thould be challeng'd. 
Cre. Well, well, "tis done, 'tis pall; and yetit is not

I will not keep my word. 
Dio. Why then farewel, 

~hou never lbalt mock Diomede again. 
Cre. Yoa lball not go ;--one cannot fpeak a word, 

But it frraight fiarts you. 
Dio. I do not l ike this fooling. 
Ther. Nor I, by Pluto : But that that likes not me, plea· 

1es me bell. 
Dio. What, !hall I come ! the hour. 
Cre. Ay, come:-·-0 Jove !-•• do, come:·-·I thall be phgu'd, 
Dio. Fare we) 'till then. [Exit, 
Cre. Good Nighr: I prithee come : 

Troilus, farewel ; o.ne Eye yet looks on thee, 
But w1th my Heart, the other E. yes doth fee
Ah poor our Sex; this fault in us I find, 
The error of our Eye, direel.s our Mind. 
What Error leads, mull err : 0 then cor.dude, 
Minds f way'd by Eyes, are full of turpitude. ![Exit 

7her. A proof of firength the could not publilh. more; 
Unlefs lbe fay, mv Mind is now turn'd Whore. 

Vlyf. All's done, my Lord. · 
Troi. It is. 
Vlyf. Why fl:ay we then ! 
Troi. To make a recordation to my Soul, 

0 f every Syllable that here was fpoke: 
But tfi tell how th.efe two did eo-a&~ 
Sh~Jl I not lie in publilbiog a Truth? 
Sith yec thue is a credence in my Heart, 
.Ao efperance fo Qi;,fiinately flro~g~ 

l'',r 
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That doth invert thatr tefr of Eyes and Ears;· 
As if thofe Organs had deceptious Functions, · 
Created only to calumniate. 
yv as Crejfid here ~ 

Vlyf. I cannot conjure, Trojan~ 
Troi. She was not fure. 
Viy[. Moll fure lhe was. 

l s, r' . . 

Troi. Why~ my Negation hath no tafl:e of Madnefs~ 
V!y[. Nor mine, my Lord : Crej]id was here but now. 
Troi. Let it not be believ'd for Womaa-hood t 

Thmk we had Mothers; do not t> tve advantage 
To fiubborn Criticks. apt without a Theme 
For depravation, to fquare the vcneral Sex 
By Crejjid's Rule. Rather thir 1\ this not Creflid~ 

,. Vty[. What hath the done, Prince~ that can foil our Mo; 
thers r -

Troi. Nothing at all, unlefs that this were fl1e. 
Ther. Will he [wagger himfelf ouc on•s own Eyes? 
Troi. This fue? no, this is Dtomede's Crej]id: 

If Beauty have a Soul, this is not fl1e : 
If Souls guide Vows. if Vows are Santtimony, 
If Sanctimony be the Gods de1ight, 
lfthere be Rule in Unity it feH, 
This is not fue. 0 madnefs of Difcourfe ! 
That Caufe fets up, with and againfl: thy felf, 
By foul Authority; where Ret!on can revolt 
Without Perdition, and Lofs alfume all Reafon; 
\Vit'lout Revolt. This is, and is not Crej]id. 
Wnh·n my Soul, there doth commence a fight 
Of this fl:range Nature, that a thing inft'parate 
Divides more wider than the Sky and Earth, 
And yet the fpacious breadth of this Divifio~ 
Admits no Orifice for a poinr, as fubtle 
As .Ariachne's broken woof, to enter~ 
Inflance, 0 infi nee I ftrong as Piuto's Gates J 
Crejjid is mine, tied wirh the Bonds of Heav•n; 
Inltance, 0 inO:ance ! ftrong as Heav'n it fclf; . 
The Bonds of Heav'n are fl1p'd, diCfolv'd andloos'd, 
And with another Knot five fin~er'd tied f 

Tlie fractions of her fa1th, arts of her Love, 
Aalt 
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The fragments, fcraps, the bits, arnd greafie Reliques; 
Of her o'er-eaten Faith, are bound to Diomede. 

Vlyf. May worthy Troilus be half attach'd 
With that whtch here his Paffion cloth c:xprefs ~ 

Troi. Ay, Greek._, and that iliall be dtvulged well; 
In Charatters, as red as Mars his Heart 
J, fbrn'd with Yenus-never dtd young Man fancy 
With frJ TI.ternal, and fo fix'd a Sonl
Ha,k. Gree'z., a~ much as I do Creffida love, 
So much by weight hate I her Dtomede: 
Th1t Sleeve is mine, that he'll hear in his Helm: 
Were it a Ca~k cvrnpo~'d by rulctf.n 's Skill, 
My Sword lhould bit~ it: Not the dreadful Spout, 
Which Ship-men do the Hurricano call, 
Confiring'd in Mafs by the Almighty Finger 
Shall dizzy with more Clamour Neptune's Ear 
In his defcent, than fhall my prompted Sword 
Falling on Diomede. 

Ther. He'll tickle it for his Concupy. 
Troi. 0 Crejfid! 0 falfe Cre.ffid l falfe, falfe, falfe! . 

Let all Untruths fiand by thy fiained Name, 
And they'll feem glorious. 

Vly[. 0 contain your (elf: . 
Your Paffion draws Ears hither. 

Enter JE.neas. 
cA:.ne. I have been feeking you this hour, my Lord: 

Heflor by this is arming him in Troy. 
Ajax, your Guard, flays to conduct you home. 

Troi. Have with you, Prince ; my courteous Lord, 
adieu. 

Farewel; revolted fair: and, Diomede, 
Stand fal.l, and wear a Cafile on thy liead~ 

Vlyf. I'll bring. you to the Gates. 
7roi. Accept d1firatted Thanks. 

[Exeunt Troilus, &neas, and Ulyffes. 
Ther. Would {could meet that Rogue Diomede, I would 

croak l1ke a Raven: I would bode, I would bode: Patro• 
&!tu will give me any thing for !he int~lligen~e of this ·m 
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Whore : The Parrot will not do m'lre for an Almond, 
th1n he for a commodious Drab: Lerchery. Letchery, flill 
Wars and Letchery, nothing e1fe holds faihion. A burning 

., Dev1l take them. [Exit. 

S C E N E Ill. Troy. 
En.er He8:or and Andromache • 

.And. When was my Lord ftl ll"Uch ungently temper'd, 
To ftop his Ears' agunft admonilhm nt ~· 

. Unarm, un.um, and d~ not fight to day. 
HeEl. You train me to offend you ; get you gone. 

By the everlafiing Gods, I'll go • 
.Andr. My Dream~ will fure prove cminous to the day. 
Hea. No more, I fay. 

Efllter Calfandra. 
e~f. Where is my Broch rr HeUor ~ 
.Andr. Here Stf er, arm 'd, and bloody in intent: 

Confort with me in loud and dear Petition ; 
Pur!ue we him on Knees ; for I hoave dreamt 
Of bloody turbulence; and this whole night 
Hath nothing been but lhapes and forms of SlJughter. 

Caf. 0, 'tis true. 
Rea. Ho! bid my Trumpet found. 
Caf. No Notes of fally, for the Heav'ns, fwect Brother. 
HeEl. Be gone, I fay : The Gods have heard me, (wear. 
Caj. The Gods are deaf to hot and peevi(h Vows; 

They are polluted Offerings. more abhon'd 
Than fpotred Livers in the Sacrifice • 

.Andr. 0, be perfwadcd. do not count it holy, 
To hurt by being jufi; it were as lawful 
For us to count we ,give what's g~i::'d by Thef1s, 
And rob in the behalf of Charity. 

Caf. It is the purpofe that makes fl:rong the Vew; 
But Vows to every pur.pofe muft not ~1I)IJ: 
Unarm, fwe~t Hector. 

HeEl. Hold ·you fiill, I f~y ; 
Mine Honour keeps the wearhcr of my Fate ; 
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1 8 94 Troilus and Creffida~ 
Life every Man holds dear, but the dear Mari 
Holds Honour far more precious-dear than Life: 

Enter Troilus. 
How, now, young man; mean'ft thou to fight to day~ 

.Andr. C .ffandra, call my Father to perfwade. . 
(Exit Caffandra~ 

HeEl. No Faith,youngT7'oilus; doff thy Harnefs, ~ou~: 
I am to day i' th' vein of Chivalry: 
Let grow thy Sinews till their knots be frrong~ 
And tempt not yet the bruibes of the War. 
Unarm thee, go; and doubt thou not, brave Boy; 
I'll frand to day, for thee, and me, and Troy. 

Troi. Brother, you have a vice of Mercy in you; 
Which better fits a Lion, than a Man. 

HeEl. W hat Vice is that! Good Troilus, chide me Eor it; 
Trt~i. When many tim"'s the Captive GreciAns fall, -

Even in the fan and wind of your fair Sword, . 
,You bid them rife, and live. 

Hect. 0, 'tis fair play. 
Troi. Fools Play, by Heav'c, HeClor; 
Hea. How now~ how now~ 
Troi. For th' love of all rhe Gods, 

Let's leave the Hermit Pity with our Mothers j 
And when we have our Armours buckeld on, 
The venom'd Vengeance ride upon our Swords; 
Spur rhem to ruful work, rein them from ruth~ 

Hef1. Fie, Savage, fie. 
Troi. Hector, then 'tis Wars. 
Her1. Troilus, I would not have you fight to day; 
Troi. Who lhould with-hold me? 

Not Fate, Obedience, nor the Hand of Mars, 
Beckning with fiery Truncheon my retire: 
Not Priamru and Hecuba on Knees, 
Their Eyes o'er-galled with recourfe of Tears;_ 
Nor you, my Brother, with your true Sword drawn; 
Oppos'd to hinder me, ibould ftop my way· 
BJt by my Ruin. 

1 



Enter Priam and Calfandra. 
Caf. Lay hold upon him, Priam, hold him fafi: 

He i~ thy Crutch; now if thou lofe thy fiay" 
Thou on him leamng, and all Troy on thee; 
Fall all altogether. 

Priam. Come, Heflor, come, go back: 
Thy W1fe hath Dreamt; thy Mother hath had Vifions; 
Cafandrt~ doth forefee; and I my felf. 1 

Am like a Prophet, fuddenly enrapt, 
To tell thee that this day is Ominous: 
Thmfore come back. 

HeEl. u£neas is a-field, 
And I do fiand engag'd tq many Gree~s, 
Even in the Faith of Valour, to appear 
This Mornirg to them. 

Priam. Ay, but thou (ftalt not go. 
Heft. I mull: not break my Faith: 

You know me Dutiful, therefore, dear Sir, 
Let me not flume refpeCt; but give me leave 
'ro take that courfe by your Confent and Voice~ 
,Which you do here forbid me, Royal Priam. 

Caf'. 0, Priam, yield not to him • 
.Andr. Do nor, dear Father. 
Hefl. Andromache, I am otfended with you : 

:Upon the love you bear me; get you in. 
[Exit Andromache; 

Troi. This foolifh, dreaming, fupedhtious Girl, 
Makes all thefe bodements. 

Caf. 0 fare we!, dear HeEl or: 
Look how thou die!l; look how thy Eyes turn pale; 

&; Look how thy Wounds do bleed at many vents; 
Hark how Troy roars; how HecHba cries out; 
How poor AndrlJmache fhriJJs her Dolour forth; 
Behold DiftraCtion, Frenzy and Amazement, 
Like witlefs Anticks, one 111orher meer, 
And all cry, HeCfor, HeEfor's dead: 0 Heflor! 

Troi. Away. 
C~J. Farewel: Yet, fofc: HefJor, l take my }('ave; 

Thou do'll thy felf, and all our Troy deceivf'. [ E.\·it. 

Aa4 HeEl. 



HeE1. You are amaz'd, my Liege, at her Exclaim: 
Go in and cheer the Town, we'Jl forth and fibht; 
D) deeds of praife, ~nd tell you ~hem at N ighr. 

Priam. Farewel: The Gods wtth fafety fland aboutthee. 
[Alarum, 

Troi. They are ~tit, huk: Proud Diomede, believe -
I come to lofe my Arm, or win my S1e ve. 

Enter Panda us. 
Pand. Do you hear, my Lord? do you ben? 
Troi. What now! • 
Pand. Here's a LEtter come from yond poor_GirJ. 
Tr1i. Let me read. 
Pand. A whorfon Ptifick, a whorfon rafcally Ptifick, fo 

troubles me; and the foolilh Fortune of this Girl, and what 
or.e thing, and what another, that .I lhall J<-ave you one 
o'thefe d~ys ~ and I have a Rheum in mine Eyes too, and fuch 
an ach in my Bones. that unlefs a Man were Curfl, I cannot 
tell what to think on't. What fays lhe, there? 

Troi. Words, Words, meer Words; no Matter from the 
Heart. 
Th' Effect doth operate another way. [Tearing the Letter; 
Go Wind to Wind, there turn and change together: 
My Love with Words and Errors frill ihe feeds; 
But edifies another with her Deeds. 

Pand. Why. but hear you----
Troi. Hence, Brothel, Lacquy, Ignominy and Shame 

Purfue thy Life, and live ay with thy Name. 
[Exeunt. 

S C E NE IV. 7he Field bet·weev Troy and 
the Camp. 

Alarum_. Enter TherGtes. 

1'her. Now they are dapper-clawing one another, I'll go 
look on : Th~t dtffcmblirg abominable Varlft, Diomede, 
has got tlm f,me fcurvy, doating, foolilh young Knave's 
S!~eve of Tray, there in his Helm: I would fain fee them 
meet, thar, tbat f.tme young Trojan Afs, that loves the A~, 
Whore th~re, mjght fend · tb.tt Greekffo W hore·mafl:~rly ~ .. ~ 
V1!! in, With the Slteve, back to the diffembling luxunous 
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Drab, of a fieevelefs .Errant. O'th' t'other fide the Policy 
of thofe crafty fwearing Rafcals. that fia)e old Mouf..:-eaten 
dry Cheefe, Neftor; and that fame dog-fox Vlyffes is l"Ot 

prov'd. worth a ~lackberry. They fct me up in Policy that 
mungnJ Cur A;ax_, agamfr that Dog of as bad a kind, A· 
chilles. And now IS the Cur .Ajax prouder than the Cur .A
chrlles, and will not arm to Day. Whereupon the GrecianJ 
began to proclaim Barbarifm, and Policy grows into an ill 
Opinion. 

Enter Diomcde and Troilus. 
Soft-here comes Sleeve, and t'other. 

Troi. Fly not ; for iliould'fl: thou take the River Styx, I 
would fwim aftef. 

Dio. Thou dolt mifcaiJ Retire: 
I do not fly. but advantageous care . 
Withdrew me from the odds of Multitude; 

, Have at thee. . [They go off fi.~hting. 
Ther. Hold thy Whore, Grecian: Now for thy Whore, 

, Tr•jon: Now the Sleeve, now the Sleeve, now the Sleeve. 
Enter Hector. 

HeB. What art thou, Greek] art thou for HeElor's match? 
Art thou of Blood and Honour? 

Ther. No, no: I am a Rafcal; a [curvy railing Knave; t 
very filthy Rogue. 

HeB. I do believe thee-live. [E.\·it. 
Ther. God-a-mercy, that thou wilt belifve me; but a 

plague break thy Neck--for !righting me; what's be· 
come of the wenching Rogues? I think, they have f wal
!owed one another. I would laugh at r hat Miracle- yet 
in a forr, Lerchery eats it ft Jf: I'll fetk them. L Exit. 

rcr E11tcr Diomrde and Serv.1nt. 
Dio. Go, go, my Servant, take thou Troilus's Horfr, 

Prefent the fair Stetd to my L:~dy Crt.ffid: 
Fellow, commend my Sen ice to her Beauty: 

• Tell her, I have ch;fl:is'd the amorous Trojan, 
And am her Kright by proof. 

Ser. 1 go, my Lord. 
Emer Agamem o • 

Aga. Renew, renew, the fierce Poly,lamus 
If. Bath beat down Menon: Bafiard .11-fargme/on 
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Hath DQreus Prifoner, 
And funds, Col•ffus wife, waving his Beam, 
Upon the pa:!hed coarfes of the Kings, 
Epiftropus and Ced•s: Polyxines is flain; 
.A.mphimachus and Thous deadly hurt; 
Patr6clus ta'en or O.ain, and Pa/amedes 
SJre hurt and bruifed; the dreadful Sagittary 
Appals our Numbers, hafie we, Diomede, 
~ o Reinforcement, or we perilh all. 

Enter N ell or. 
Neft. Go bear Patroclus's Body to Achilles; 

And bid the ('lail'd-pac•d .Ajax arm for flume, 
There are a thoufand Hectors in the Field: 
Now here he fights on Galathe his Horfe, 
And there lacks work; anon he's there a-foot~ 
And there they fly or dye, )Jke fcalecl Sculls, 
Before the belching Whale: Then is he yonder; 
And there the firaying Greekf, ripe for his edge, 
F.~.ll down b::fore him, like the Mower•s Swath; 
.Here, there, and every where, he leaves and takes; 
Dexterity fo obeying Appetite, 
That what he wiJI, he does, and does fo much; 
That Proof is call'd Impoffibiliry. 

Enter Uiyffes; 
Vlyf. Oh, Courage, Courage, Princes; great .A,hillt~ 

Is arming, weeping, ·curfing, vowing Vengt:ance; 
P atroclus's Wounds have rowz' d his drowfie Blood, 
Togt:ther with his mangled Myrmidons, 
That nofelefs, handlefs, hackt and cbipr, come to himt 
Crying on Hector. .Ajax bath loll his Friend, 
And foams at Mouth, and he is arm'd, and at it, 
Roaring for Troilus, who hath done to Day 
Mad and fanrallick Execution, 
Engaging and redeeming of himfelf, 
Wnh fuch a carel~fs Force, and lorcelefs Care, 
As if that Luck in very fpite of Cunning, bad him win all. 

Enter Ajax. . 
Ajax. Troiltu, thou Coward, Troilus~ [Exit. 
Dio. Ay, there, there. 
Ncft. So, fo, we draw: together, 
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Enter Achille~. 
:Achil. Where is this Hertor ? 

Come, come .. thou Boy-killer, fhew thy Face: 
Know wLat it is to meet Achilles angry. 
HeUor, where's Hertorl I will none but Hertor. 

Enter Ajax . 
.Ajax. Troilus, thou Coward Troilus, ihew thy Head. 

Enter Diomede. 
Dio. Troilus, I f~y, where's Troiius~ 
.A;ax. What wouldft thou f 
Dis. I would correct him. 
Ajax. Were I the General, 

Thou fuould'fi have my Office, 
E'er that Correction: Trttilus, I fay, what,Troillls? 

Enter Troilus. 
Troi. Oh Toitor Diomedel 

Turn thy falfe Face, thou Traitor, 
And pay thy Life, thou oweft me for my Morfe; 

Dio. Ha, art thou there l 
Ajax. 1'116ght with him alone, fl:and, Diomede. 
Dio. He is my prize, I will not look upon. 
7roi. Colie, both you cogging Greeks, have at you both. 

[Exeunt fighting. 
Enter Hector. 

Hert. Yea, Troilns~ 0 well fought, my youngefi Brother. 
Enter Achilles • 

.Achi!. Now do I fee thee; have at thee, Hertor. 
Hert. Paufe, if rhou wilt. [F~ht • 
.Achil. I do difdain thy Courtefie, proud Trojan, 

Be happy that my Arms are out of ufe : 
My refi and negligence befriend thee r.ow, 
But thou anot~ 1halt hea.r of me again: 
~Till when, go feek thy Fortune. 

HeEl. Fare thee well; 
I would have been much more a frel11er Man, 

~. Had I expeCted thee; how now, my Brother! 
Enttr Troilus. 

Troi • .Ajax hath ta'en v£neas; !hall it be! 
No, by the flame f yonder gloriqus Hcav'n 
He lhall not ~arry- him: I'll be taken too• r: 
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1900 roilus and Creffida. 
Or bring him off: Fate, hear me what I fay; 
1 wreak nor, though thou end my Life to Day~ [Exit, 

· Enter one in .Armour. 
Reef. Stand, Rand, thou Greek, 
hou art a goodly Mark: 

No~ wilt thou not? I like thy Armour well, 
l'll·frulh it, and unlock the Rivets all, 
But I'll be Mafrer of it; wilt thou not, Be:1.ll, abide? 
Why then fly on, I'll hunt thee for thy Hide. [Exit. 

Enter Achilles with Myrmidons. 
Achil. Come here about me, you my Myrmidons. 

Mark what I fay, attend me where I wheel; 
Scnke not a Stroke, but keep your felvcs in Breath; 
And when I have the bloody Hector found, 
Empale him with your Weapons•round about r 
In felle£1: manner execute your Arms, 
Follow me, Sirs, and my proceeding Eye: 
It is decreed-Hector the Great mufr die. [£.-u, 

Enter Therfitcs, MeneJaus A»d Paris. 
71Jer. The Cuckold, ar.d the Cuckold-maker are at it: 

Now Bull, now Dog; 'loo, Paris, 'loo; nowmydoublehen'd 
Sparrow; 'loo, Paris, 'loo; the Bull has the Game: 'ware 
Horns, ho. [_Exit Paris and Menelaus. 

Enter Ba/fard. 
Bt~~fl. Turn, Slave, and fight. 
Ther. What art thou~ 
Baft. A Baftard Son of Priam's. 
Thcr. I am a Baftard too, I love Bafrards, I am a Ba

fta.rd begot, Bafl:ard infrrutl:ed, Bafrard in Mind, Bdhrd 
in Valour, in every thing Illegitimate: One Bear will not 
hire another, and wherefore iliould one Baftard? Take 
heed, the Quarrel's mofi: ominous eo us: If tbe Son of a 
Whore fight for a Whore, he temps Judgment: Farewel, 
:Uafiard. . 

Baft. The Devil take the Coward. [ ExelltJt. 
Enter Hector. 

He Cl. IVl01l: putrified Core! fo fair without:--
Thy goodly Armor thus bath cofr thy Life. 
1'-1 

JW 1s my day's work doDe; I'll take good Breath: 
Re£1: S vtord, tt1ou h~fr thy fill of Blood and Death. 

Enttr 



Enter Achilles, and his Myrmidons • 
.Achil. Look, Hector, now the Sun begins to fet; 

~ow ugly Night comes breathing at his Heels~ 
Even with the veil and darking of the Sun, 
:fo dofe the Day up, Hector's Life is done, 

[They fall upon Heetor and kj_ll him, 
Beef. I am unarm'd, forego this vamage., Greek· 
.Achil. Strike, Fellows, firike, tlus is the Man I feek. 

So, !lion, fall thou: Now, Troy, fink down: 
Here lies thy Heart, thy Sinews and thy Bone. 
On, Myrmidons, cry you all amaio, 
Achilles bath the mighty Heaor fl.ain. 
Hark, a Retreat upon our Grecian part. 

[ExiHnto 

Myr. The Troj~n Trumpets found the l1ke, my Lord • 
.A_chil. The dragon Wing of Night o'erfpreads the Earth, 

And, Stickler-like, the Armies f<:parates; 
My half fupt Sword, that frankly would have fed, 
Pleas'd with this dainty Bit, thus goes to Bed. 

• Come, rye his Body to my Horfe's Tail: 
Along the Field, I will the Troj1m trail. [Exeunt. 

-

. [So1111d Retreat. Shout. 
Enttr Agarr.emoon, Ajax, Mcnelaus, Nefior, Diomede, 

and the reft marching • 
.Aga. Hark, lurk, what fhout is that~ 
Neft. Peace, D rums. 
Sol. Achilles! .Achilles I Hcaor's ilain, Achilles! 
D10. The BrUJt i<, HeClor's i11in, and by .Achilles. 
Ajax. If it fo, yet braglefs let it be: 

Great Jfcaor was as good a Man as he . 
.Aga. M.1rch patiently along; let one be fent 

To pray .Achilles fee us at our Tent. 
If in his Death the Gods have us befriended, 
Great Troy is ours~ and our tharp \Vars are ended. 

[Exeunt; 
Enter A!.neas, Paris, Antenor 11nd Deiphobus. 

v£ne. Srand ho, yet arc we Mall:ers of the Field, 
Never go home, here fl:arve we out the Night. 

Enter Troilus, 
Troi. Htllor is flain. 
All. HeliiJr !-the Gods forbid I 
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Troi He's dead. and at the Murtherer's Hor~~·s Tail, 
In beafi:Iy fort dragg'd through the fhameful.Fteld. • 
Frown on, you H eav'ns, effect your ~age wtth fpeed, 
Sit Gods upon your Thrones, and fmtle at Tro]• 
I fay at once, let your btiefPiagues be Mercy~ 
And linger not our fure Defirutlions on. 

v£ne. My Lord, you do difcomfort all the Hofr. 
Troi. You underfi:and me not, that tell me fo: 

I do not fpeak of flight, of fear, of Death, 
But dare all imminence, that Gods and Men 
AcidreC their Dangers in. HefJor is gone: 
Who thall tell Priam fo~ or Hecub.c ~ 
Let him that will a Scrierch·Owl ay be c~ll'd, 
Go in to 7roy, and fay there, HefJor's dead: 
There is a word will Priam turn eo Stone ; 
Make Wells, and Niobes of the Maids and Wives; 
Cool Statues of the Youth; and, 'in a Word, 
Scare Troy out of it {elf. But march away, 
HefJor is dead: There is no more to fay. 
Stay yet, you vile abominable Tents. 
Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygi11n Plains: 
Let Titan rife, as early as he dare, 
I'll through and through you. And thou great fiz'd Coward 
No fpace of Earth lhJ!l funder our two Hates, 
I'll haunt thee, like a wicked Confcience .frill. 
That mouldeth Goblings fwift as :Frenfies thoughts, 
Strike a free march to Troy, with comfort go: 
Hope of revenge !hall hide our inw~rd Woe. 

Enter Pandotrus. 
Pan. But he:r you, hear you? 
Troi. Hence, Brothel, Lacky, Ignominy and Shame; 

[ Strikp him. 
I>urfue thy Life, and live aye with thy N •me. [Exeunt. 

Pan. A goodly med'dne for mine aking Bones: Oh 
World! World! World! thus is the poor Agent defpis'd: 
Oh, Traitors and R, wds; how earn(.fi:iy are you fet at Work, 
and how ill requited? why fl10uld our Endeavour be fo de· 
frr'd, and the Performance fo loath\l? What Verfe for it~ 
what infi~nce for it ?-Let. me fee ' 

Full 



Full merrily the Humble Bee doth fing; 
•Till he bath loft his Hony and his Sting; 

t~ i But being once fubdu'd in armed Tail, 
Sweet Hony and fweet Notes together fail. 
Good Traders in the Fldh, fet this in your painted Cloaths; 
As many as be here of Pandar's Hall, 
Your Eyes half 6ut, weep out 4lt Pand11r's Fall; 
Or ifyou cannot weep, yet give fome groans, 
Though not lor me, yft for your aking Bones. 
Brethren and Sifiers of the hold-door Trade. 
Some two Months hence, my Will ihall here be made: 
It fnould be now. but that my fear is this, 
Some galled Goofe of Winchtf/er would hifs ; 
'Till then, I'll fwear, and feeek about for Eafes; 
And at that time bequeath you my Difeafes. [Exetmt. 
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ramatis Perfonre . 
. M E N. 

CAius Martius Corio]anus, a Noble Roman, 
hated by the Common People. 

Ticus Lartius, 1 Generals againfl the Volfcians,and 
Cominius, J Friends to Coriolanus. 
Menenius Agrippa, Friend to Coriolanus. 
Sicinius V elutus,). Tribunes of the People, and E
Junius Brutus, J ntmies to Coriolanus. 
Tullus Aufidius, General of the Volfcians. 
Lieutenant to Aufidius. 
Toung Martius, Son to Coriolanus. 

W 0 M E N. 

Volumnia, Mother to Coriolanus. 
Virgilia, Wife to Coriolanus. 
Valeria, Friend to Virgilia. 

Roman and Vol[cian Senators, ~diles, Lil10'f11 

Soldiers, Common People, Servants to Aufidius, 
and other Attend~tnts. 

71Je S C E N E is partly in Rome and part~ 
itJ the Tertitory of the Volfcians. 



· CO RIO LA NV S. 

'A C T I. SCENE I. 
F.»uraCompany of Mutinous Citizens, with Staves, 

Clubs, and oth~r Weapons. 

I CITJZ£N. 
E F 0 RE. we proceed any further, hear me 
fpeak • 
.All. Speak, fpeak. 
I Cit. You are all refolv•d rather to die than 

to familh~ 
All. Refolv'd, refolv'd. 

I Cit. Firfr, you know, Caius MartiHJ is chiefEncmy to 
the People • 

.All. We know't. · 
· I C#. Let us kill him, and we'll have Corn at our own 
· Price. ls't a Verdict:!' 

.All. No more talking on't, Je~ be done, away, away. 
~ Cit. One word, good Cmzens. 
I Cit. We are accounted poor Citizens; the Patricians 

good: What Autho ri ty furfeits on, would relieve u~: If they 
•ould yield us but the fuperfl uity, wh tle 1t were wholfomc,. 
\Ve might guefs they relieved us humanly: But t.hey · hink 
\Ve are too dear; the leannefs that :dBict u~, the obJect of our 
ldifery, is as an Inventory to particularize thei~ Abundance; 
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Our fuffmmce is a gain to them. Let m revenge this with 
our P1kes, e'er we become Rakes : For the Gods know, I 
fpeak this in hunger for Bread, not ~n thirfi: ~or Re~enge. .., 

2 Cit. Would you proceed efpectally agatnA: Ct1Hs Mar• ~~ 
~~ ~ 

All. Againfr him 6r!l: : H~.:'s a very Dog to the Corn. ~le 
monalry. ;1: 

2 Crt. Omfidcr you what Services he has done for his 
Country~ 

1 Ctt. Vet y well :and could be content to give him good ', 
R'pon fo l"'r; bt t that h~ pays himfelf with being proud. 

AIL. Nay. but fptak not malicioufly. 
1 Ctt. I fay unto you. what he harh done famoufly, he 

did it to that end ; though foft confcienc'd Men can be con
tent to fay it was for his Country, he did it to pleafe his 
Mother. and to be p;rtly proud, which he is, even to the. "n 
almude of his Virtue. I 

2. Cit. What he cannot help in his Nature, you account a 
Vice in him : You mufl: in no 'Tiay (ay, he is Covetous. ~ C 

I Cit. If I mufl: not, I need not be barren of Accufations; !I] 

he hath Faults, with furplus. to tire in Repetition. ·~re 
r Shouts withiH. 'liO 

What Shouts are thofe ? The other fide o'lh' City is rifen, '1 · 

wty fl:ay we prating here~ To th'Capitol- Mm, 
All C f:fs • om~, come. 
I Cit. Soft--who comes here? ·~, 

Enter Menenius Agrippa. ·rm. 
1 Cit. Worthy Menenius Agrippa ; one that hath always un 

lov 'd the People. kalt 

1 Cit. He,s one honefl: enough, would all the refr were fo. :Ct 
. Men. What work's, my Countrymen. in band~ ~~tr 

Where go y~u with your Bats and Clubs~ fhe Matter-~ fo) 
Speak, I pray you. l: 

2 Cit. Our Bufinefs is not unknown to the Senate, they V.;, 
have hJd it;kling~ this Fortnighr, what we intended to do~ 
which now we'll1hew 'em in Deeds : They fay, poor Sun
ers have firong Breaths, they Jhall know we have {hong 
Arms too. 

Men. Why Mafi:ers, my good Friends, mine honeft 
Neighbours, will you undo your felvcs ~ 
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2. Cit. We cannot, Sir, we are undone already. 
Me11. I tell you, Frit-nds, mofl: daritable care 

Have the Patricians of you : for your Wants, 
Your fufferings in this Dearth, you may as well 

~· Strike at the Heav'n with your Staves, as lift them 
Againll the R~man State ; whofe courfe will on 
The way it takes, cr~cking reo thoufand Curbs 
Of more fhoog link'd afunder, than can ever 

a Appear in your Impediment. For the Dearth; 
The Gods, not the Patricians, m&ke it ; and 
Your Knees to them, not Arms, mufl: help. A lack, 
You are tranfported by Calamity 
Thither, where more attends you ; and you fl1nder 

to~ Th.e Helms ·o'th' St2te, who care for you, !Jkc Fathers, 
~1.,When you curfe them as Enemies. 
. a Cit. Care for us !--·True indeed, they nt'er car 'd for us 
ytt, Suffer ~s to familh, and thtir Store-houfcs cr3mm 'd 
with Grain: Make Edicts for Ufury, to fupp~, rt Ult:rcrs; 
repeal daily any wholfom Ace efrablithed againfi the R.ICh, 
and provide more piercing Statutes dai:y. to c!.ain up ard 
refi:rain the Poor. If the Wars cat us not up, they v. i:l, ;r.d 
there's all the love they bear us. 

Men. Either you mull 
Confefs your fdves wond'rous mdlicious, 
Or be accu~'d of Folly. I ihall cell you 
A pretty TaJe, it may be you have heard it, · 

ll!l But lince it ferves my purpofe, I will venture 
' To fcalc:'c a I in le more. 

1 C;r. Wdl, 
I'll hear it, Sir-yet you mufl: not think 

Me To fob off our D.(~r4ce with a Tale: 
But. and·t pleafe you,. deliver. . 

Men. There was a time when all the Bodtcs Members 
R.ebell'd againfl: the Belly; d_lUS accu~'d it-
That only like a Gulf it did remain . 

'midtl o'ch' Body, idle ard unJett~e, 
. cubbording rhe Vrand. never be~r1ng . _ 

Ltke labollr with the refr: where th other Idhume 1ts 

fee and hear, deviCe, infiruct, walk, ft'el, 
m~tu~lly pa~ricipate, did minilhr 
the Appetite, and Atf.cci~nb c~mmon 
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1910 Coriolanus~ 

Of the whole Body. The Belly anfwer'd.---
2. Ctt W tl1 Sir, what anf wer made the Belly~ 
Men: Str, i ihall tell you wuh a kind offmile, 

Which ne'er came fr- m the Lungs, but even thus~ 
(For look you, I m y make the Belly fmile 
As well as {peak) It tauntingly reply'd . 
To the difconcented Members, the rnutmous Parts 
That envied his Receit ; even fo mofi fitly, - -
As you malign our Senators, for that 
They are not fuch as you-

2 Cit. Your Belly's anf wer-What 
The Kingly crown 'd Head, the vigilant Eye; 
The Counfellor Heart, the Arm our Soldier, 
Our Steed the Leg, the Tongue our Trumpeter; 
With other Muniments and petty Helps 
In this our Fabrick, if that they·----

Men. What then ~-For me this Fellow fpeaks: 
Wh1t then~ what then! 

2. Cit. Should by the Cormorant Belly be rdlrain'l'; 
Who is the link o'th' Body---

Men. Well,-what then I 
2., Ctt. The former Agents, if they did complain; 

What could the Belly anfwed 
Men. I will tell you, 

If you'll bellow a fmall (of what you have little) 
Patience, a while; you'll hear the Belly's anfwer. 

2. Cit. Y'are long about it. 
Men. Note me this, good Friend; 

Your mofi grave Belly was deliberate, 
Not raib, like his Accufers, and thus anf wer'd; 
True is ir, my incorporate Friends, quoth he, 
That I rec<ive the general Food ~t firft 
Which you do live upon; and fit ie is, 
Becaufe I am the Store·boufe, and the Shop < 
Of the whole Body. But if you do remember, 
I fend it through the Rivers of your Blood 
E-ven to the Court. th'Heart, to th' feat o'th' Brain~ 
And through the Cranks and Offices of Man, 
1 he firongefi Nerves, and fmall inferior Veins 
F:-om me receive. that natural competency 
Wh~reby they . hve. And though that all at on~e; 
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,-ou; my good :Friends, (this f~ys the Belly) mark me-
2. Ctt. Ay, Sir, well, well. 
Men. Though all at once, cannot 

See, what I do deliver out to each, 
Yet I can make my Audit up, that all 
From me do back receive the Flow'r of all, 

·• And leave me but the Bran. \Vhat fay you to't? 
2. Cit. It was an anfwer--how apply you this~ 
Men. The Senators of Rome are this good Belly; 

And you the mutinous Members; for exAmine 
Their Counfels, and their Care; dig ell: things rightly; 
Touching the Weal o'ch'Comm0n, you /hall find 
No publi~~:k Benefit which you recei\'e, 
But it proceeds or comes from them to yo··, 
And no way from your fdves. What do you think~ 
"J ou, the great Toe of this 1\ ifembly ? 

:z. Cit. 1 the great Toe! Why the great Tod 
Men. for that being one o'th'lowcfr, bafdl, pooreR: 

Of this moll wife Rebellion, thou goefi formofl: 
Thou Rafcal, that art worfi in Elood to run, 
Lead'fi firft to win fame vanta~e. 
But make you ready your fiiff Bats and Clubs, 
Rsme and her Rats are at the point of Battd: 
The one fide mufl: have Bail. 

Enter Caius Martius. 
Hail• Noble Martius. 

Mar. Thanks. What's the Matter, you diiTentious Rogues~ 
That rubbing the poor itch of your Opinion, 
Make your felves Scabs. 

:!. Cit. We have ever your good Word. 
Mar. He that will give good Words to thee, will !l~tter 

Beneath abhorring. What would you have, ye Curs, 
That like not Peace, nor War I The one affi ighrs you, 
Tbe other makes you proud. He that trulls to you, 
Where he thould find you Lions, finds you Har~s ; 
Where Foxes, Geefe you arc: No furer, no, 
Than is the coal of Fire L pon the Ice, 
Or H~ilfl:one in the Sun. Your Virtue is, 
To make him worthy, whofe Off:ncc fubdues him, 
A Ad curfe that J ufl:ice, did it. Who def:rv es Gr tner.~ .. 
Peferves your Hate; and your Affe(tions re 
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A fi~k Man's Appetite, who d~fires molt that,' 
Which would eocreafe h1s Evtl. He that depends 
Upon your Favours, fwiu1s wi rh fins of Lead, 
And hews down Oaks with Rulhes. Hang ye---truft ye! 
W1th every Minute you do change a Mind, 
And call him Noble, chat 'vas now your Hate, 
Him Vile, that was your Garb.nd. \Vhat's the Matter; 
That in the feveral places of t~e City 
You cry againll: the Noble Scn::.tr. who 
(Under the Gods) keep you in awe, which elfe 
Woulci feed on one anotbcd What's •.heir feeking~ 

Men. For Corn at their own Rates, whereof they fay; 
The City is well fror'd. 

Jl..tar. Hang 'em: They fay!
They'll fit by th' Fire, ard prefume to know 
What's done i'th' Capitol; who's like to rife, 
Who thrives, and who declines: Side FaB:ions, and give out 
Conjectural Marriages; m4king Parties frrong, 
And fcebling fuch as !h.nd not in their liking, 
Below their cooled Shooes. They fay, there's Grain enough! 
Would the Nobility lay afide their Ruth, :.·· 
And let me uf~: a SNord, I'd make a Q:arry 
W 1th thoufands of thefe quarter'd Slaves, as high 
As I could pitch my Lance. 

Mm. Nay, thefe are almofr throu~hly perfuaded: 
For though abundantly they hck Difcretion, 
Yet are they paffing cowardly. But, I befeech you, 
Wh:~t fays the other Troop~ 

i'vf..tr. They are di1folv'd; hang 'em, 
They faid they were an hungry, figh'd forth Proverbs; 1 

That Hunger brok.! Stone Walls- th~tt Dogs muft eAt,- he 
That .,Mc~tt u;as made for Mouths-that the Godsfentn•~ Q 
Corn for tljc Rich Men only-With thefe lhreds 
They ven~c.-! their Complainings; which being anfwer'd, 
And a Petition r,ranted them, a frrange one, 
To break the r~cart of Gen(rofity, 
And make bo'd Power look pale; they threw their C~ps 
A~ th~y would b~ng them on the Horns o'th'Moon, · 
Shl)oting r h~ir Emulation • 

.(We111. What is granted them?· 
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M4r, Five Tribunes to defend their vulgar Wifdoms, 
Of their own choice. One's ]unius Brutus, 
Sicinius Pilutus, and I know not. S'death, 
The Rabble fb ould have firfl: unroofi the City 
E'er fo prevail'd with me ; it will in time 
Win upon Power, and throw forth greater Thero~s 
For Infurretlions arguing, 

Men. 'fh1s is firange. 
M.tr. Go get you home, you Fragments. 

Enter a Mcifenger. 
Me[. Where's C~tius Martius! 
Mar. Here--what's the Matter~ 
Me[. The News is, Sir, the Volfcies are in Arms. 
M14'f• I am glad on'r, then we fball have means to vent 

Our muUy fupedluity. See, our befi Elders-
Enter Sicinius V elutus, Junitls Brutus, Cominius, Titus 

Lartius, with other Senators. 
I Sen. Martius, 'tis true, that you have lately told us. 

The Yolfcies are in Arms. 
M ar. They have a Leader, 

T11~s .Aufidius, that will put you to't. 
I $tin envying his Nobility: 
And .were I any thing but what I am, 
I could wifb me only he. 

Com. You have fought together! 
Mar. W t re half to half the World by th' .E:us, and he 

Upon my Party, I'd revolt, to make 
Only my Wars with him. He is a Lion 
That I am proud to hunt. 

I Stn. Then worthy M~trtiHs, 
Attend upon Cominius to thefe Wars. 

Com. It is your former promile. 
Mar. Sir, it is; 

And I am confhnt: Titus Lartitn, thou 
Shalt fe~ rpe once more ftrike at THllus's Face. 
What, art thou ftdH Stand'fi out? 

Tit. No, Caius M~trtius, 
I'll lean upon one Cr11 rch, and fight with t'o:her; 
E.'ir fiay behind this Bufinefs. 

Mt11. Oh tru~ brt:d. 



Coriolanus. 
1 Sen. Your Company to th' Capitol; where I knovi 

Our greateft Friends attend us. 
Tit. Lead you on; follow Go minim, we mufi follow you1 

right worthy your Priority. 
Com. Noble Martius. 
r Sen. Hence to your Homes-be gone. [TothiCiti~:.ens; 
Ma.,.. Let th~m follow, 

The J/olfcies have much Corn : uke thefe Rats thither 
To gnaw their (£;arners. Wodhipful Mutineers, 
Your Valour puts well forth; pray folio'~:'.. . [Exeunt. 

[ C~i:::.ens fteal away. Manent Stctmus and Brutus, 
Sic. Was ever Man fo proud as is this Martills? 
B.,.u. He has no equal. 
Sic. When we were chofen Tribunes for the People
Bru. Mark'd you his Lip and Eyes? 
Sic. Nay, but his Taunts. , 
Bru. Being mov'd, he will not fpare to gird the Gods. 
Sic. Be-mock the modeft Moon. 
Bru. The prefent Wars devour him, he is grown 

Too proud to be fo vali:mt. 
Sic. Such a Nature, tickled with good Succcfs, difdairs 

the Shadow which he treads on at Noon, but I do wonder, 
his Infolence can brook ro be commanded under ComiHiusl 

Bru. Fame, at the which he aims, 
In whom already he is well grac'd, cannot 
Berttr be held, nor more attain'd than by 
A place below the fidl; for what mifcarries 
Shall be the General's fault, tho' he perform 
To the utmo{l: of a Man; and giddy cenfure 
W tll then cry out of M.1rtius: Oh, if he 
Had ~orn the Bulinefs---

Sic. Belides, if things go well, 
Optnion, that fo flicks on Martius, lhall 
Ofhts demerits rob Cominiru. 

Bru. Come; half all Cominius's Honours are to Martit~s, 
Though Ma.,.tius earn'd them not; and all his fault~ 
To Martius lhall be Honours, though indeed 
In ougtlt he merit not. 

Sic. Let's hence, and hear 
How the difpatch is made, and in what fathion; 
More than his lingularity, he goes · ' 
Vpon t~is prefent ACtion~ Jn;; 



Coriolanus~ 
BrH. Let's along; 

1?15 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II. Coriolus. 
Enter Tullus Aufidius with Senators of Coriolus~ 

I Sen. So, your Opinion is, .AuftdiNs, 
That they of Rome are entred in our Counfels, 
And know how we proceed • 

.Auf. Is it not yours? 
What ever hath been thought on in this State 
That could be broHght to bodily act, e•er Rome 
Had Circumvention? 'tis not four Days gone 
Since I heard thence-·-·thefe are the Words·· ·-1 thitlk 
I have the Letter here, yes--here it is; 
They have prefl: a Power, but it is not known 
Whether {or Eafl: or W dl:; the Dearth is great~ 
The People Mutinous; and it is rumour•d 
Cominius, Martius your old Enemy, 
(Who is of Rome worfe hated than of you) 
And TitNS Lartius, a mofl: valiant RomAn, 
Thefe three lead on this Preparation. 
Whither 'cis bent-mofl: likely, 'tisfor you: 
Confider of it. 

I Sen. Our Army's in the Field: 
We never ye~ made doubt, but Rome isready 
To anfwer us • 

.Auf. Nor did you think it folly 
To keep your great pretences veil'd, 'till when 
They needs mufl: lhew themfelves, which in the hatching 
It feem'd appear'd to Rome. By the difcovery, 
We lhall be ihortned in our Aim, whtch was 
To rake in many Towns, e'er (almofi) Rome 
Should know we are a·foot. 

i. Sen. Nob le .Arljidius, , 
Take your Commiffion, hie you to your Bands~ 
Let us alone to guard Coriolus, 
If they ftt down before's: for the remove 
Bring up your Army: Bur, I think, you'11 find 
They've not prepar•d for us. 

Auf. 0, doubt not that, 
I fpeak from Certainties. N~y more, 
Some parcels of t~eir Power are forth alreaf!y, And 



Coriolanus. 
And only hitherward. I leave your Honours. 
If we and Cai;ss Martius chance to meer, 
•Tis fworn between us, we thall ever firikea 
'Till one can do no more. 
, .All. The Gods affifi: you. 

~sf. And keep your Honours fAfe. 
1 Sen. Farewel. 
2. Sen. Farewel. 
~ll. Farewel. 

S C E N E Ill. Rome. 
[ExeNnt . 

E11ttr Volumnia and Virgilia, They {et thtm down on two U'JP 
Stools, and Sew. 

rot. I pay you, Daughter, Sing, or exprefs your felfin 
a more comfort•ble forr: If my Son were my Husband, I 
would freelier rejotce in that abfence wherein he won Honour, 
than in the Embracements of his Bed, where he thould fl1ev 
mofi love. When yet he was but teflder-bodied, and the 
only Son of my Womb; when Youth with Comlinefs pluck· 
ed all gaze his way; when for a Day of Kings Entreaties, 
a Mother lhould not fell him an Hour from her beholding, 
I, wnfidering how Honour would become fuch a Perfon, 
thu it was no betcer than PiB:ure-like to hlng by th' Wall, it!, 

if Renown made it not fl:ir, was pleas'd to let him feek Dan• ~lw 
ger where he was like to find Fame : To a cruel W arl fent Y,, 
him, from whence he rcturn'd, his Brows bound with Oak. 1'11 

I tell thee, Daughter, I fpraog no more in Joy at firfi: hear· ~~ 
ing he was a Man-child1 than now in fir£1: feeing he had pro- 1'. 
ved himfelf a M~n. 

Vir. But had he died in the Bufiners, Madam, how 
then? • 

rot. The:) his good Report fnould have been my Son; I 
therein would have found Ilfue. Hear me profefs fincert'· 
ly: had l a dozen Sons each in my love alike, and oone lefs 
dear than thine, and my good M~trtius, I had rather eleven 
dye opbly f)r their Country, than one voluptuoufiy furfeit 
out of Action. 

Enter a Gentlewoman. 
Gent. M ~d~m. the Lady P.1lerit~ is come to vi6t you. 
Jl'ir. Befeech )'Ou, give me leave to retire my felt~ 
Y,l. bdted thou fualt not: Mt .. 



Mc:thinks I hear hither your Husband's Drum~ 
I fee him pluck .Aufidius down by th' Hair: 
(As Children from a Bear) the PD!flies iliuoning him: 
Mtthinks I fee him fiamp thus-and call thus
Come on, ye Cowards, ye were got in fear 
Though you were born in Rome; his bloody Brow, 
With his mail'd Hand, then wiping, forth he goei 
Like to a Harvefi-Man, that's task'd to mow, 
Or all, or lofe his hire. 

Ylr. His bloody Brow! Oh Jupiter, no Blood, 
YoJ. Away, you Fool; it more becomes a Man 

Than gilt his Trophy. The Breall of Hecuba, 
When ilie did fuckle HeClor, Jook'd not lovelier 
Than Hector's Forehead. when it fpit lorth Blood 
At Grecian Swords contending; tell /Taleria 
We are fit to bid her Welcome [Exit Gent. 

J7ir. Heav'ns blefs my Lord from fell .Auftdius. 
YoJ. He'll beat Aufidius's Head below his Knee, 

And tread upon his Neck. 
Enter Valeria :wtth an Vjher, ~tnd a Gentlewoman; 

raJ. My Ladies both, good Day to you. . 
Vol. Sweet Madam-
VIr. 1 am glad to fee your Ladilhip--
Y.c~/. How do you both! You are manifdl: Houfe-keep. 

ers. What are you fewing here? A fine fpot in good faith. 
How does your little Son~ 

Yir. I thank your Ladilhip: W d. good Madam. 
Vol. He hld rather f,e the Swords, and hear a Drum, than 

look upon his School-mafter. 
Y.ti. A my Word, the Father's Son 2 I'll fwcar 'tis a very 

pretty Boy. A my troth I Jook'd on him a Wednefda] half 
an hour together---·h'as fuch a confin'd Countenance. I faw 
him run after a gilded Butterfly, and when he caught it, he 
let it go again, and after it again, and over and over he 
come!, and up again. and caught it again; or whether his 
fall enrag•d him, or how 'twas, he did fo fet his Teet~ 
and did tear it. Oh, 1 warrant you he mammockt it. 

YiJl. One o's F:;ther's Moods. 
/i'al. Indeed la, 'tis a Noble Child. 
Yir. A Crack, M ad am. 
Yal. Come. lay afide your fiitche ry, I muft h~ye you 

play the idle Hufwife with me thi) After12o~n~ !'}r! - -



Yir. NoJ good Madam, 
I will not out of Doon. 

Yal. Not out of Doors~ 
PQ/. She 1hall, 1he 1hall. 
Y,r. Indeed no, by your patience; I'II not over the Thre~ 

hold, 'till my Lord return from the Wars. 
Vat. Fie, you confine your felf unreafonably: 

Come, you mull: go vifir the good Lady that lyes in. 
J7ir. I will wi1h her fpeedy Strength, and vifit her with 

my Pr•yers, but I cannot go thither. 
Pol. Why, I pray you? 
Vir. 'Tis not to fave Labour, nor that I want Love. 
Yal. You would be another Penelope; yet thay fay, all 

the Yarn lhe fpun in Vlyj[es'.~ al;>fence, did but filllthaca lull 
of Moths. Come, I would your Cambrick were fenfible as 
your Finger, that you mightleaveprickingitforpity. Come, 
you 1hall ~o with us. 

Y,r. No, good Madam~ pardon me, indeed I will not 
forth. 

P4t. In truth la, go with me, and I'll tell you excellent , h 
News of y~ur Husband. IQ~ 

f/i.r. Oh, good Madam, there can be none yet. Me 
PAl. Verily I do not jell: with you; there came NewsfroRl Ma 

him lafi: Night. 
Yir. Indeed Madam \ow • 

!~t Ya/. In earnefl: it's true, I heard a Senator fpeak it. rone 
Thus ~ is---the P'olfcies have an A,rmy forth, againft whom rur/ 
Cominiul-the General is gone, with one part of our Ra111A11 rlillls 
Power. Your Lord, and Titus Lartius are fet down before 
their City Ceriolus, they nothing doubt prevailing, and to 
make it brief Wars. This is true, on my Honour, and fo, 
I pray, go with us 

Plr. Give me t:xcufe, good Madam, I will obey you in 
·fvery thing hereafter. ' 

Pol. Let her alone, Ladv. as the is now, 
She will but difeafe our better Mirth. 

Pal. In troth, I think file would: 
Fare you weJI then. Come, good fweet Lady. 
Prithee, Yirgilia, turn thy fulemnefs out a Door, 
And go along with us. 



Pirg. No: 
At a word, Madam; indeed I mull not; 
I with you Mirth, 

?Al. Well, then Farewel. 

S C E N E IV. 1ht Walls of Coriolus. 

Enter Martius, Titus LartiLs, with Drum and Colitt~rs, wit/, 
Ctptains and Soldiers: To them A Me./fenger. 

Mar. YoJJder comes News: 
A Wager they have met. 

Lart. My Horfe to yours, no. 
MAr. 'fis done. 
Lart. Agr, td. 
Mar. Say, has our General met the Enemy? 
Me(. They lye iu v1ew; but have not fpoke as yet. 
Lart. So, the good Horfe is mine. 
Mart. I'll buy him of you. 
Lart. No, I'll not fell, norgivehim: Lend him you~ I will, 

1t For half an hundred Years: Summon the Town. 
Mar. How far off lye thefe Armies l 

; Me[. Within a Mile and half. 
Mar. Then thall we hear their Larum, and they Oun. 

Now Mars, I pl'ithee make us quick in work; 
That we with fmoaking Swords may march from hence, 
To help our fielded Friends. Come, blow the blafi. 
They found a Parley. Enter two SenatorswithothersontbeWalls. 
Tullus Aufidius 1s he within your Walls? 

1 Senat. No, nor a Man that fears you Jefs than he, 
That's letTer than a little: ( Dr11m ajllr off. 

;;: Hark, our Drums 
Are bringing forth our Youth :We'll break our Walls 
Rather than they 1hall pound us up; our Gates, 
Which yet feem thur, we have but pinn'd with Ruthes; 
lhey'll open of themfelves. Hark you far off. · 

[Alarum Jar off. 
There is .Aufidius. Lift, what work he makes 
Am0ngfl: your cloven Army. 

Mar. Oh, they are at it. 
L;~rt. Their noifc be our infrrucrion. Ladders, l1o. 

- · • - Enter 



Enter the Volfcies. 
M"r· They fear us nor, but iifue forth their Cityo' 

Now put your Shields btfore your Hearts, and fight 
With Hearts more proof than Shields. 
Advance, bra-ve 7itHs, 
They do difdain us much b~yond our Thoughts, 
Which makes me fweat with Wrath. Come on, my Fellows j 
He that retires, I'll take him for a P'olftie, 
And he ihall feel mine Edge. 

Alarum; the Romans are beat back,. to their Trenches. 
Enter Martius. 

Mar. All the contagion of the South light on you, 
You flumes of Rome; you Herds ofBiles and Pl~gues; 
Plaill:er you o'er, that you may be ahhorr'd · 
Farther than feen. and one infect another 
Againll: the Wind a Mile: You C)ouJs of C5eefe, 
That bear the fiupes of Men, how have you run 
From Slaves, that Apes would beat~ P!Hto and Hell I 
All hurt behind, Backs red, and Faces pale 
With flight and agued fear? mend, and chugehome, 
Or by the Fires of l:ieav'n, I'll leave the Foe, 
And make my 'Wars on you : Look to't, come on; 
If you'll fi:and faft, we'll beat them to their Wives, 
As they us to our Trenches followed • 

.Another .Alarum, and Martius follows them to 
the Gates, and is jJJHt in. 

So, now the Gates are ope: Now prove good Seconds. 
~-r.s for the Followers, Fortune widens tneint 
Not f ..: r the Fliers: Mark me, and do the like. 

(He Enters tht G~ties~ 
1 Sol. Fool-hardinefs, not I. 
2 Sot. Nor I. 
I Sol. See, they have fhut him in. 
.AIL. To th' pot, I warrant him. 

Enter Titus Lartius. 

[ Alar11m continHeJ, 

Lart. What is become of Martius ~ 
ALL. Slain, Sir, doubtlcfs. 
I Sol. Following the fl iers at ~he very 'Etels, 

With th (m he eme:~ ; who upo1 the fudden 
C !apt to their G.Hes: he is himtclf a!one~ 
:r o anf wcr all the City. 
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Lart. Oh noble Fellow I 
!· Who fcnfit>ly out-dues his fenfdefs Sword, 
~ And wh n It bows, !lands up : Th )U art lc:fr, MartiHs~ 

A Carbuncle intire, as big as thou art, 
Were not fo rich a J ewd. Thou wafl: a Soldier 
Even to CahiHs wiili, not fitrce and terrible 

it~ Only in Hroak~, but '' 1th d y grim locks, and 
The Thunder-hke percuffion of the Sounds. 
Thou mad'fl: thine Enem1es flHke, as if the World 

rk Were feavcrous, and did trtmblt'. 
Enter Martius bleeding, ~tjffmlted by the EnemJ. 

YJ; I Sot. Look, Sir. 
LArt. O, 'tis Mt-~rtius. 

Let's fach him off~ or make remain alike. 
[They fight, and a/t enter the Cit]. 

Enter certain Roman~ with Spoils. 
1 Rom. Th:s will I carry to Rqme. . 
1 Rum. A1.d I thi~. 
3 Rom. A Murrain on't, I took this for Silver. [Exeunt. 

[Alarum continues jitlt afar off. 
Enter Martius and Titus Lu ClU', umh a Trumpet. 

Mar. See here thtfe Mova<, th~t do prlZ::' lhe1r Hours 
At a c•ack'd Drachm: Cufnio s, leade~ Spoons, 
Iro ;s of a Do1r, D >Ublets that H~ngmen w 1uld 
Bury with thofi: that wore them, thtfe bafe Slaws, 
E'er y.et the Fight be done, pack up; down wirh tuem,' 
And hark, what corfe the Gtncrdl makes! To him, 
There is rhe Man of my Soul's ho~tt, ./'Jufiitus, 
Piercing our Romans: Then Valunt Taus r.ke 
Conve;ient Numbers to make good the Ctty, 
Whi fi I, wirh thofc that have the Spirit, wdl hafie 
To help Cominius. 

Lart. Worthy Sir, thou blefd'fi ; 
Thy Exercife hath been too violeot 
For a fecond Courfe of Fight. 

Mar. Sir, praife me not: 
My Work hath yet not warm•d me. Fare you well: 
The Blood I drop, is rather Phylical . 
Than dangerous to me. To .Auftdius, thus I wlll a~pear_ 

Lart. Now the fair Goddefs rortune (a .d bghr. 
Fall deep in Love with thee. and her great Charms 

i V 0 L. IV. - - . c ' Mif~ 
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Mifguide thy Oppofers Swords: bold Gentleman l 
Profperity bt: tl.y Page. 

Mar. Thy Friend no lefs, 
Than thof:.: t11e placeth highdl: : So far,wel. m: 

Lart. Thou worthicfi Martim. /{Jr, 

Go fo11nd thy Trumpet in the Market•place, .lrrr 
Call thither all the Officers o'th' Town, or 
Where they lhali know our Mind. Away. [Exeunt. 'T 

Enter Cominius Retreating, with Soldiers. · V., 
Com. Breath you, my Friends, well fought, we are come if, 

Like Romans, neither fooliih in our Stands (off ,J;m 
Nor cowardly m Retire: Believe me, S1rs, ..::m 
We ihall be charg'd again. Whilces we have fl:ruck, ~-~ 
By interims and conveying gulls, we have heard ilk 

The Charges of our Friends. The Roman Gods ktl 
Lead their Succeffes, as we wifh our own, 
That both our Powers, with fmiling Fronts encountring, 
May give you thankful Sacrifice. Thy News~ 

. Enter a Mef[enger. 
Me/ fhe Citizens of Coriolus have iffued, 

And given to Lartius and to Martius Battel. 
I faw our Party to their Trenches driven, 
And then I came away. 

Com. Tho' thou fpeakefl: Truth, 
Methink5 thou fpeak'fr not well. How long is't fir.ce? 

Mef. Above an Hour, my Lord 
Com. 'Tis not a Mile: Briefly we heard their Drums. 

How could'ft thou in a Mile confound an Hour, 
And bring the News fo late~ 

Mef. Spies of the rolfcies 
Held me in chafe, that I was forc'd to wheel 
Three or four lVliles about, elfe had I, Sir, 
Half an Hour fince bn<lught my Report. 

Enter Maitit.s. 
Com. Who's yonder, 

That does appear as he were Flea"d? 0 Godt, 
He has the fl:amp of MartiHs, and I have 
Before time feen him thus. 

M, '• Come I too late ? 
Com. The Shepherd knows not Thunder from a Taior. 

More thaa I know the Sound of 11-tllrtiHs's Tonoue 
- - ..... ... b 



Fcom every meaner Man. 
Mar. Come I too late~ 
Com. A}', 1f you come not in tbe Blood of others, 

Bur mantled in your own. 
Mar. Oh ! lee me clip ye 

In Arms as found, as when I wo0'd in Heart; 
As merry, as when our Nuptial Day was done, 

-~ And Tapers burnt to Bedward. 

191.. 

C9m, Flower of Warnors, how is't with TitHS LartiHs ~ 
a~ Mar. As with a Man buGed about Decrees; 

Condemning fome to Death, and fvme ro Exile, 
Ranfoming him, or pitying, tlmatning eh' other 

!!1~ Holding Corioft~s in the name of Rome, 
t Even hke a fawning Grey-hound Jn the Lealh, 
~ To- Jet him !lip at will. 

Com. Where is that Slave 
Wh,"h told me they had beat you to your Trenches ? 
Where is he ? Call him hither. 

Mar. Let him alone, 
He d1d inform the truth : But fc>r our Gentlemen, 
The common file, (a Plague! Tribunes for thtm !) 
The Moufe ne'er fhunn'd the Cat, as they did budge 
:From Rafcals worfe than they • 
• Com, But how prevail'd you~ 

~ Mar. Will the time ferve to tell ! I do not thi nk
Where is the Enemy ? Are you Lords o'th' Fitld ~ 
lf not, why ceafe you till you are fo? 

Com, Martius, we have at difadvantage fought, 
And did retire to win our purpofe. 

M11r. How lies their Battel ? Know you on what fide they 
have plac'd their Men of trufi ~ 

Com, As I guefs, Martius, 
Their Bands i'th' Vawa1 d are the Ancients 
Of their bell trufi : O'er them ..Aufidrus, 
Their very heart of Hope. 

Mt:tr, I do befeech you, 
But all the Battels wh,rein we have fought, 
By th' Blood we have .lhed together, 
By th' Vows we have made 

;:To .endure Friends, that_ you directly fet me 
Agamfi Aufidi us, and hrs Antzats ; 
Aod that Y~l! no~ ~elay thee prefenr, but 

c 2. Filling 

, 



Fillmg th:! Air with Swords advanc'd, a~d Darts, 
We ptove thiS very houi.-

CrJm. Though l could wttb 
Ynu were cotJdu6:cd to a gentle Bath, 
Ar,d Balms appltcd to you, yet dare I never 
Deny yonr a~kmg; take your choice of thofe 
That bdt can aid your ACtion. 

Mar. Thofe are they 
Th.t moll are willing ; if any fuch be here, 
(A~ it · were fin to doubt) that love this Painting 
Wherein you :Re me fmeat'd; if any fear 
Lds for hts Perfon, than an ill Report : 
If any thwk, brave Death out-wetghs bad Life, 
And th~t his Country's dearer than himfelf, 
Let htm alone, (or, fo many fo minded) 
Wave th'Js to exprcfs his dtfpofition, 
And follow Martit>Js. . 

They all Sham and wave their S1vords, takt him up in their h 
.Arms, and cttft up their Caps. c 

Oh ! me :;hne, make you a Sword of me : 
If thtfc fhcws be not outward, which of} ou 
Bur is four 178/fcies ? N o::e of you, but is 

. Able to b~:H againfi the great /lufidius, 
A ~hteld as hard as his. A certain number, 
(Tfw' thanks to aJl) m'Jfi I fehct from all: 
The re:fi fhJJl bear the bufimfs in fome other Fight 
As Cauf; will be obey'd: Pleafe you to March, 
Ard four lhall quickly draw out my Command, 
Whid1 Men arc bdt inclin'd. 

C1m. Much on my Fellows : 
M"i ·e gond this ollentatioo, and you £hall 
Divide in all, with us, 
Titus Laruus having Jet a Guard upon Coriolus, 

with Drum ~nd Trumpet toward Cominius, and 
Martius, Emcrs with ~ l,ieutenant, other ,Soldiers, 
Scout. 
Lart. So, let the Porrs be guarded ; keep your Dlllti~~lf 1 if 

As I have fet ~hem down.. 1f I do fend, difpat~~ ._. 
Thofe Centuncs to our a1d, th rdi: will ferve 
For a fhort holding ; if we lofe the Field, 
We cannot keep the Town. · · - . 



LieN. Fear not our Care, Sir. 
L"rt. Hence, and lh ut your Gates upon's: 

Our Guider come, to th' Roman Camp con duet us. [Exit. 
l A/arHm as in Batttl, 

Enter Martius and Aufidiuo, at feveral Doors. 
Mar. 1'11 fight with none but thee, for I do hate thee 

Worft: th~n a Promife-breaker. 
Auf. We hate al1ke: 

Not Africk__ owns a Serpent I abhor 
More than thy Fame and Envy; Fix thy Foot. 

Mar. Let the fidl: Budger die the other's Save, 
. And the Gods doom him after. 

Auf. If I fl y, Mlrtius, hollow me like a Hare. 
M-tr. Within thefe three Hour~, Tui!Hs, 

Alor:e I fought in your Coriolus Walls, 
And n' ade wh1t work 1 pleas'd: 'Tis nor my D!ood, 

!il Wherein thou fec'fl: me ma~k'd; for thy Revenge 
Wrench up thy power to th' htghcfr. 

Auf. Were t ho ,J t he Heflcr, 
That was th Whip of your braog'd Progeny, 
Thou iliould'fr not 'fcape me here. 

[Here tl:ey fight, and certain VPl[cies come to tiJe aid of 
Aufld. Martius fights 'till thq be driven in breathlefs. 

Officicus and not Vahant!-you have 1l1am'd me 
Lln your condemned S.conds. 

'Flourijb. Alarum. A Retrettt iJ .founded. Enter at one 
Door C;miniu~. with the R· mar;s: .At .wother Door 
Martius, with his .Arm in a Scarf. 

Com. If I lhould tell th ~ e o'er, this rhy day's work, 
Thou'Jt not belitve thy Deeds: But I'll report it, 

here Senators lhall mingle Tears with Smiles; 
. ere great Patricians iliall attend, and l11 rug; 
a\ ,rh' end admire; where Ladi's l11all be frigbted, 
~~ ' nd gladly quak'd, hear more; where the dull Tribunes, 

fhat with the fully Plebeians, hr~.te thine Honours, 
.Yo~d hall fay agairdl tl,(ir H.:arts, we thank the Gods 
tf1~ Our Rome bath fuch a Soldier. 
rv: ~et cam·n rhou to a Morfd of this Fcaft, 

:iaving fully Din'd before. 
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19 2.6 Coriolanus. 
Enter Titus L:utius with his Power, from the Purfuit, 
Lart. 0 General, 

Here 1s the Steed, we the Caparifon: ·100re. 

H,jdll: thou beheld rNof• 
Mar. Pr-y now, no more: .. l·cnw . 

.l } .. 1 ·her, who ha a Ch•rter to extol her Blood, ~iliou 
~' h.:o iht: do~.s praife me, grieves me: ullo 
I ha><~ done as you have dore, thar's what I can, r1i[;s 
Induc'd :\S )OU have been, tha;'s for my Country; :.. 
He that has but effeCted his good Will, . er 

Hath overta'en mine Aet. 
Com. You !hall not be the Grave of your deferving, 

Rome muf!: know the value of her own: 
~Twc:re a Concealment worfe than a Theft, 
No lefs than a Traducement, 
To hide your doings, and to filence that, 
Which to the fpire and top of Praifcs vouch'd, 
Would feem but mode!t: Therefore, I hefeech you, 
ln fign of what you arc, not te Jeward 
What you have don~, before our Army hear me. 

Mar. I ha\'e fome Wounds upon m?, and they fmart 
To hear tbemfelves remembrcd. 

Com. Should they not, 
Well might they fefrer 'gainfl: Ingratitude, 
And tent themfdves with Death: Of all che Horfer, 
Whereof we have ta'er. good, and geed fiore, Of all 
The Treafure in the Fi( Id archiev'd, and City, 
'Ne render you the tenth, to be ta'en forth. 
Bef>re the comm:1n diftribution~ 
At your 01 ly chDice. 

Mar. I th.wk you, General: 
Bu· CJnoot ma!<e my Heart confent to take 
A Brib , to pay my S\vord: I do rc:fufe 1t, 
And !land upon my common p~tt with thvfe. 
That have behdd the rlci~g. . 
A long Flourijh. They ~rll cry, Martius! Martius! cajlr1p 

their C.1ps and Launces: CominiLs and Lartim ft.m,l 
bare. 
Afar. M ay thefe f.1me Infirumenrs, which you prophane, 1 

~c~er ~'und mere: When Drums a11d Trum~e.ts (hall 
1 rh fteld prove Flatterers, let Courts and Cmcs be 
Made all off lfe-fac'ci foGt Jr.g: 



When Steel grows fofr, as the Parafites Silk, 
Let him be made an Overture for th' Wars: 
No more, I fay, for that I have not walh'd 
My Nofe that bled, or foil'd fome debile Wretch~ 
Wh1ch without note, here's many elfe have done, 
You !bout me forth in A.cclamations hyperbolical, 
As if I lov'd my little thould be dieted 
In Praifcs, fauc'd with Lies. 

Com. Too mr.defl: are you: 
More cruel to your good Report, than grateful 
To u~, that give you truly: By your Patience, 
If againfl: yo11r f lf you be incens'd, we'll put you 
(Like one that me ns h1s proper harm) in Manacles, 
Then Reafon f:~fely with you: Therefore be it known~ 
As to us, to all the vVorld, thlt Caius Martius 
Wears this War's Garland: In token of the which; 
My noble Steed, known to the Camp, I give to him. 
With all his trim belonging, and from this time, 
For what he did before Coriolus, call him, 
W1th all th' applaufe and clamour of the Hofl, 
Caius Martius Coriolanus. Bear th' addition Nobly ever; 

Flourijb. Trumpets Jotmd, and Drums. 
Omnes. Caius Martius Coriolanus! 
Mar. I will eo wdh : 

And when my 'Face is fair, you (lull perceive 
~ Whether I blufi1, or no. Howbeit, I thank you. 

I mean to fi:ride your Steed, and at all times 
To under-crefl: your good Addition, 
To eh' fairnefs of my P0wer. 

Com. So, to our Tent: 
Where, e'er we do repofe us, we will write 
To Rome of our Succefs: You Titt~s LartitiS 
Mull: to Coriolus back; fend us to Rome 
The befi, with whom we may articulate, 
For their own good, and ours. 

Lare. I lha11, my Lord. 
LC Mar. The Gods begin to mock me; . 
· I that but now refus'd moft Princely Gifts, 

r Am bound to beg of my Lord General. 

CC4 Com 



Com. T ke'r, 'tis yours; What i~'r~ 
Mar. I f<Jtnttin. J.y h~re in Coriolus, 

At a p ,ur Md ,·s H ,Life: rle us'd me kindly. 
He cry' J ro m~: I fl w hsm Pr.tfoner: 
But tben Aufi.lllts was m 1PY Vl''W, 

And Wrath r/e,-wh.Jm'd my Pity: I requefi you 
To giVe my poor Hofl freedom. 

Com. 0 well begg'd: 
Were he the Butchtr of my S m, h · fhould 
Be free as is the Wind: Ddtv~r him, Tit us. 

Lart. M.:'lrtius, his Name. 
Mar. By .Jupiter, fvrgot: 

( am weary; yea, my Memr'y is tir'd: 
Have we no Wine hert ~ 

CrJ m. Go we to our Tent; 
The Blood upon your V1fage dries; 'tis time 
It thot~'ld he look'd to: Come. [ExeHnt. 
A llotlrifb. Cornets. Enter Tullus Aufidius 6loody, with 

two or three Soldiers, 
.Auf. The Town is ta'en. 
Sol. 'Twill be ddiver'd back on good Condition. 
Auf. Condition ! 

I would I were a Roman, for I cannot, 
Being a Volfcie, be that I am. Condition? 
What gl)od C~"ndit•on can a Treaty find 
I'th' part that is at Ma:rcy! Fivt timfs, Martius, 
I have fou• lit with thee; fo oft,n haft thou beat me: 
And wo dd'fl do fo, I think, iliould we encounter 
As often as we Ear. By rhe Elements, 
If t't r a~ain I meet him Bea• d to Beard, 
He\ mine, or I am his: Mwe EmulatiOn 
H.tth r.ot that Honour in 't it had: For w he ,e 
I hought to cruiJ1 hrm in ~n equal Force, 
True Sword to Sword; I'll prtch at him fome way, 
0 Wrath, or Craft may get him. 

Sol. rh's the Dtvil. 
Auf Rnlder, rh/ not fo fubtle: My Valour's poifon'd, 

Wah ) ly kff r ~rg Stain by him: Fo1 hm 
~hli: f1 otJt r f t fc .f; not Sletp, nor s. Ctuary, 
13ei"g ~ • .1k d, \1dr, n- r F~ne, nor Capu 1, 
~he Prayets of Priefls, nor time ofSac1,fic~: 

Embark· 

•·I no 
Stc, 

Mm 
Stc, 

Mm 



Embarkments all 0f fury, !hall life up 
Their rtJtten Pnvi lf' l! t·, and Cufiom •'gainfi: 
My hatt: eo Mamus. W nere I fi , d him, were it 
At home, upon my B other's G uard, even thet e 
Againfi the H (p, t Jble Cano, , would 1 
W,dh my fi .u ce Hand t1.'s Heart. GJ you to the City, 
Learn how t s he d, and what they are that mull 
Be Holta~Ls f 1r Rome. 

Sol. Will nor you go? 
Auf. I am attend ed at theCyprefs Grove. I pray you 

(' fis South the Ci ry Mtl) hrrng me wo1 d thither 
How the World goes, that to th ~ pace of it 
I may fpur on my Journey. 

Sot. I !hall, Si r. [ Exeun! • 

A C T II. SCENE I. 

SCENE Romr. 

Enter Menenius with Sicinius and Brutus. 

Mw.TH E Augurer tells me, we !hall have News to 
~tght. 

Bru. Good or bad? 
Jtien. Not according to the Prayer of the People, for they 

[~ love not M artius. 
Stc. Nature teaches Beafis to know their Friends. 
Men. Pray you, who does the Wolf love? 
Sic. The Lam b. 
Men. Ay, to devour him. as the hungry Plebeians would 

the noble Martius. 
Brt~. He's a La mb i 'ldeed, that baes like a Bear. 
Men. He's Bear it ;detd. that I:vcs lrke a Lamb. 

You two are old Men, tdl me one thing that I !hall ask 
you. 

Both. Well, Sir. 
Men. In what EMrmity is Mart[us poor in, that you two 

have llOt in abll ndance? 
Bru. H t '!. p·>or in no one F.tult, but ll:or'd with all. 
Sic, Efpee~ally Pride. 

Bra. 
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Bru. And toppil'!g all others in boafi. 
Men. This is firange now l Do you two know how you 

are cenfur'd here in the City, l mun us o' th' nght •hand 
File, do you? 

B~H. Why.---how are we cenfur'd~ 
Men. Bccaufe you talk of Pnde now, will you not be 

angry? 
Both. Well, well, Sir, well, 
Men. Why, 'tis no great matter; f)r a very little Thitf 

of Occ1lion will rob you of a great deal of Patience:
G•ve your difpoGtions the Reins, and be angry ~t your 
y fJ <S, (.1t tbe 1 afi} if you take it as a pleafure to you, in 
betng fo --you blame Martirn for being proud. 

Bru. We dn 1t n~t alone, Sir. 
Mm. I know you can do very little alone, for your helps 

are many, or e\fc.: your AB:;ons would grow wondrous fingle; 
your Abilities are too Infant-like, for doing much alone. 
You talk of Pride-Oh, that you could turn your Eyes 
towards the N apes of your Necks, and make but an in tenor 
furvey of your good fe ves. Oh that you could l · 
· Bru. What then, Srr? 

Atm. Why then you fbould difcover a brace of as un
meriting, proud, violtnt, tdly Mag.fir:ne•, alia; Fools, as 
any h Rome. 

Sic. Menenius, yJu are known well enough too. 
Men. I am kaown to be a humorous Parne~an, and one 

tht lovts a Cup of hot W1ne with not a drop of al'aying 
Tiber in't: Sltd tO be fomcthing imperfect in favouring the 
fidl: Complaint, ltafiy and T;r der-lrke, upon to trivial Mo· 
tion: One that converfes more with the Buttock of the 
Nicht, than with t'1e Forthe~d of the Morning. What I 
thmk I t wr, and fpend my Malice in my Breath. Meet· 
ting t o f. rch V c~ls-men as you are (I cannot call you Ly· 
crtrguf!i,s) if ti1c Drink you give me touch my Palate advu· 
·fly. l n ake a crooked Face at ir. I c.;n fay, your W orlhips 
h1ve dcli • c:r'd th..: Matter we I', when I find the Afs in CPffi· 

pound with th.:: Major part of your Syllables. And tho' I 
mull: be c mtwt to bear with thofe that fay you are Reve
'rend Grave, yet th~y lye de~dly thtt tell you have good 
F:!ccs; if you fee thi~ in the Map of my M ·crocofm, fol· 
lows it that I am known well cr:ough to· ? What harm can 

your 



Coriolanus. 1_9 3 ( 
your Bef.•m Con pcfruities glean out of this CharaCter, if I 
be know;1 well enou!;h too~ 

Bru. Come, Sir, come, we know you well enough. 
Me.z. You_ know neither me, your [elves, nor any thing; 

you are ambaious f Jr poor Knaves Caps and Legs: You 
wear out a go -d wholfvm Forenoon, 111 hearing a Caufe be
tween an Onnge-wife aod a Fau r~ t-fellcr, and th en re
journ the Controverf. c of Three Pence to a ftcond Day 
of Audtence.-When you are hearing a Matter bcuJten 
a P.uty and Party, if you chance to be pinch d wtth the 
Cholick, you make Faces like Mummers, fet up the bloody 
Flag agdinfi all Po~tience -and tn romng for a Ch.:m..,er· 
pot, difm1fs the Controverfie Bleeding, the more tnt.m· 
gled by your hearing: All the Peace you make in their 
Caufe, is calling both the Parties Knaves. You :~re :1 pair 
of ll:range Ones. 

Bru. Come, come, you are well undcdl:ood to be a per .. 
feeter Gyber for the Table, than a necdfary Bencher in the 
Capitol. 

11-:tm. Our ve;y Priefis mull become Mockers, if they 
!hall e 1counter iuch ridiculous SubjcCl:s as you are ; when 
you fpe~k bell: unto the Purpofe, it is not worth the wag
ging of your Beards, and your Beards d&rve not fo ho
nourable a Grave, as to fluff a Botcher's Cuf11ion, or to 
be intom'd in an Affes P;~ck-faddle. Yet you mufi be fay· 
ing, Martius is proud; who in a cheap Efiimation, is 
worth all your Predeceffors fince Deu,alion, though perad
venture fome of the bell: of 'em were hereditary Hangmen. 
Goo.d-e'en to your Worfhips; more of your Convcrfation 
would infefr my Brain, being the Herdfmw of the h=afily 
Plebeians. I will br bold to take my leave of you. 

[ E)l.·eun_t Brurus and Sicinius. 
Enter Volumnia, V1rgilia and Valeria. 

How now (my as fair ~s noLle) Ladies, and the Moon wcr~ 
!he Earthly, no Nobler; whither do you follow your Eyes 
fo fall:? 

1/ol. H )nourable Menenius, my Boy Marti11s approaches; 
f>r t 11e iove of J;mo let's go. 

Men. Hd! MarttH.I coming home? 
Vol. Ay, worrhy Menenius,and with mofi p:o!perousAr-

prol::arion. 
Mtn. 
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Men. Take my Cap, JHpiter, and I thank thec-hoo, 
Marttus coming home~ 

Botb. Nay, 'cis true. . 
Vol. Loo~, here's a Letter from h1m, the Sta·e hathar.o

ther, his W ifc another. and, I think. then.'s one at home 
for you. 

Men. I will make my very Houfe reel to Night: 
A Letter for me~ 

Fir. Y ts, certain, there's a Letter for you, I f~w't. 
Ment. A Letter for me? it gives me an Eltate of feven 

Years health; 1n which time I will make a L1p ·t the Phy
fician: The mofi Sovereign Prefcription in Galen is but Em
pe:riCl:ick, and to this Prefervative, of no better report than 
a Horfe-drcnch. Is he not wounded ( he was wont to come 
home woundld? 

Pir. O h no, no, no. 
rot. Oh, he i~ wounded, I thank the Gods for't. 
Men. So do I tot), 1f he be not too much; brings a Vi· 

8:ory in hi~ Pocket~ the Wounds become him. 
Vol. On\ Brows; Menenius, he comes the third time }. 

home with the Oaken Garland. \Vir 
11'!.[ Men. Hu he difciplin'd All{idjHs fourdly? 

Vol. Titus L.artius writes, they fought together, but Au· The 
jidiHs got off. Wd 

Men. And 'twas time fi>r him too, I'll warrant him that; 
and he had fiaid by him, I would not have been fo fidd ou- .n 
fed f->r all the Chefis in Coriolw, and the Gold that's in them. C1 
Is the Senate pofTefi of this? ~ow 

Vol. Gnod L1di es, let's go. Yes, yes, yrs: The Swate C 
has Letters from rhe General, wherein he g•vcs my Son the C. 
whole Name of the War, he hath in this Action out-done my 
his former Deeds doubly. ~ 

Yttl. In troth, the e's wondrous thin{?S fpoke of him. My 
If-fen. Wondrous! Ay, I warrant you, and not without An< 

his true Purchafing. Wn 
Vtr. The Gods'grant them true. But 
Vol. True? pow waw. ( 
Men. True? I'll be fworn they are true, whfre is he Wr 

wounded, God fave your pood Wor1bips? M-.rtius is eo- Th 
ming home; he has more caufe to be proud : W here is he ~< 
wcund~d! Ar 

Yol. 
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rot. I 'th' Shoulder, and i' th' left Arm, there will be 

Jarge Cicatrice to lbew the People, wh"n he iliall frand for 
his pl~ce, he receiv'd in the R.epulfe of Tarquin feven hurts 
i' th' Bodv. 

Men. One i' th' Neck, and two i' th' Thigh; there's nine 
that I know. 

rut. He had, before his lafi Expedition, twenty five 
Wounds upon h1m. 

Men. Now 'tis twenty feven, every gafh was an Ene
my's Grave. Hark, the Trumpets. [.A SJJOI~t and Flourifh. 

Vol Thefe are the Ulhus of Martius; 
Before htm he c:;rries Noife, 
And bthmd htm he leaves Tears: 
De.~th, that dark Spirir, it/s nervy Arm cloth lye, 
Which being advanc'd, declines, and then Men dye. 

A Sonnet. Trumpets Sound. Enter <;:ominius the General and 
Titus Lartms; bmveen them Coriolaous, crown'd with An 

Oaken Garland, with Captains . and Soldiers, ~+nd a Herald. 

Her. Know, Rome, that all alone Martius did fight 
Within Coriolus Gatfs, where he bath won, 
With Fame, a Name to Cazus Martrus. 
Thefe in Honour folbws, Caius Martius Ct~rioiAnus. 
W cl come to Rome, renowned Corit~lanus. 

[Sound. Flouri fo • 
.All. Welcome to Rome, renowned Coria/anus. 
Cor. No more of this, it does offend my Heart; pray 

now no more. 
Com. Look. Sir, your Mother. 
Cor. Oh! you have, I know. petion'd all the ~ods for 

my Profperity. [Kneels. 
Vol. Nay, my good Soldier, up: 

My gentle Martius, worthy Caius, 
And uy decd-atchieYing Honour newly nam'd, 
What 1s it, Coriolamu, mufi I call thee~ 
But oh, thy Wife, 

Cor. My gracious filence, hail: 
Would'fi rhou hwe Jaugh'd, had I come coffin•d home; 
That weep'fi to fee me Triumph 1 A h. my D~ar, 
Snch Eyes the Widows in Coriolus wear, 
And Mothers that lack Son~. Mm. 



Men. Now the Gods crown thee. 
Com. And live y ' U y et? O h my fwet.t bdy, pardon. 
Pol. f know not where to turn. 

Oh welcoFRe home; and welcome General, 
And v'are welcome all, 

M;n. A hundred thoufJnd welcomes: 
I could weep, and I could laugll\ 
I am l ig t1t ~nd heavy; welcome : 
A Curfe begin at the very root on's H eart 
That is not glad to fee thee. 
You are thr~e that Rome fuould dote on : 
Yet by the Faith of Men, we have 
Some Old Crab-trees here at home, 
That wlll not be grafted to your Relith. 
Yet wdcome Warriors; 
We call a Net tie, but a Nettle, 
And the fau.rc ~ of Fools, but Folly. 

Com. Ever right. 
Cor. Menenius, ever, ever. 
Her. Give waythere, and go on. 
Cor. Your Hand, and yours. 

E'er in our own Houfe I do fhade my Head, 
The goo:.l Patricians mufi: be vifired, 
F rom whom I bave receiv'd not only Greetings, 
But with them, change ofHonours. 

POl. I have lived, 
To fee inherited my very Willies, 
And the Buildings of my Fancy ; 
Only there's one thing wanting, 
Which, I doubt nut but that our Rom1 
Wtll cafi: upon thee. 

Cur. K~ow, good Mother, 
I had rather be their Servant in iny way, 
~han fway with them in theirs. 

CrJm. On, to the Capitol. [Fiot~rijh. Cm:ets. 
[ Extunt in Stat,, AS 6e{trl 

Enter Brutus ~tnd Sictnius. 
Br11. All Tongues fptak of him, and the bleared fights 

Are fpeti:acled to fee him. Your pra tling N urfe 
Inro a Rlpture lets her Baby cry, 
While lhe 'hats him: The Kitche~ ~a~kin pin~ 

Her 
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Her richeft Loc ·ram 'bout her reechy Neck, 
Clambring the Walls to 'Ye him; 
Stall~, Bulks, Windows, are fmothe1'd up, 
Leads fill'd, and Ridges hors'd 
With variable Complexions; all agreeing 
In carnc:Hnefs to fee huP. : Seld-fhown Fl11mi'fs 
Do prefs among the popular Throngs, and puff 
To win a vulgar Station; our veil'd Dames 
C1mmu the War of White and Damask 
In their nicely gawded Ched;s, to th' wanton Spoil 
Of Ph£»bus burning Kiffes ; fuch a pother, 
As if that, whatfoever, God, who leads him, 
Were fi dy crept into his human Powers, 
And gave him graceful pofiure. 

S1c. On the fudden, I warrant him Conful. 
Bru. Then our office may, during his Power, go fieep; 
Sic. He cannot temp'rately tranfport his Honours, 

From where he fhould begm and end, but will 
Lofe thofe he hath won. 

Bru. In that there's Comfort. 
Sic. Doubt not, 

The Commoners, for whom we fiand, but they 
Upon their a•1cicnt Malice, will f..•rger, 
W 1th tM lcaft Caufe, thtfe his new Honours ; 
Which that he will give them, make I as little queftion 
As he is proud to c!o't. 

Bru. I heard him [wear, 
Were he to Hand for Conful, never would he 
Appear i'th' Market-place, nor on him put 
The N aplefs Veft.ure of humility. 
Nor fhewing, as the manner i~, his Wounds 
To th'Peoplc, beg their !linking Breaths. 

Sic. 'Tts right. 
Bru. It was his word : 

(J Oh he would mifs ir, r~ther th:m carry ir, 
But by the fuit of the Gientry to him, 

M And the eefire of the Nobles. 
Sic. I wifh no better, than have him hold t~At purpofe; 

~~ and to pur it in nxecution. 
Bru. 'Tis mofi like he y.'i!J• 



Sic. It iliall be to him thtn, as our good wills; 
A fure Delhuclton. 

Brf4. So it mull: fall out 
To him, o our Authorities, for an end. 
We mutl: fuggetl: the People, in what hatred 
He ll:1ll hath held t hem; that to's Power he would 
Have made them Mules, filtnc'd their Ple .. ders, 
And difproportioned their Freedoms: holding tht.m, 
In human Acrion and Capacity, 
Of no more S ul nor fitnefs for the World, 
Than Camels m the1r War, who have t ~ eir Provand 
Only for bemng Hurtbens, and fore Blows 
For finkine w.der th,m. 

Sic. fh~s, as you f.J.y. fug,:?etl:ed, 
At fl•me ume, when his foarrng lofulence 
Shall teach the People; wh1ch time iliall not want, 
If he be put upon'r, and that's as ea fie, 
As to (et Dogs on Sheep ; we'll be his Fire 
To kindle their dry Stubble; and their Blaze 
Shall darken him for ever. 

Enter 111 MeJJenger. 
Bru. What's t~e matt-r? 
fife[. You are fent for to the Capitol: 

'T•s thought that ·Martius lhall be Conful: 
I have feen the dumb Men throng to fee him, 
And the blind to h ar hirn fpeak; Mmons flung Gloves, 
Ladies and Ma1ds their Scarfs and Handkerchiefs, 
Upon him, as he pafs'd; the Nobles btnded 
As to Jove's Statue, and the Commons made 
A Show er and Thunder, with their Caps and Shouts: 
I never fa w the J 1ke, 

Bru. Let•s to the Capitol, 
And carry with us Ears and Eyes forth' time, 
But Hearts for the Event. 

Sic. Have wirh you, [Exe11nt. 
Enter two Ofjicen, to lay Cujhions, as in the Capitol. 

.1\ice· 
~Re 
I Of 
if,lh 

I Off Come, come, they are a I moll: here; how many fland 
for Confulili.ips.? 0~1 

0,~ T h r ~ 1'1 2 11. hree, t ey 1ay; bu~ :ris thought of every one, 
Coriolamu will carry it. !:n F 

~e P 
h 

I Off. 



r Of. That's a brave Fellow, but he's vengeance proud, 
and loves not the Common People. 

z. Of 'Fairh, there have been many great Men that have 
fhtter 'd the People, who nt'er lov'd them, and there be 
m~ny that t hey have loved, they know not wherefore; fo that 
if they love they know not why, they hate upon no better 
a Ground. Therefore, for Coriolanus nether to care whe
ther they love, or hate him, manifefis the tr ue Knowledge he 
has in their D ,fpofition, and out ofhis noble Careldfmfs lets 
them plainly fee't. 

1 Of. If he did not care whether he had their love, or no, 
he waved indifferently, 'twixt doing them netther Good, 
JJor Hnm : But he feeks their Hate with greater Devotion, 
than they can render it him; and leaves nothing undone, that 
may fully difcover him their Oppofitr. Now to fcem to 
~1feet the Malice :md Difpleafure of the People, is as bad as 
that which he difiikes, to flatter them for their love. 

2. Of. He hath deferv'd worthily of his Country : And 
his Afcent is not by fuch eaGe D egrees as there, who have 
been fuppJe and courteous to the People, Bonnetted, with
out any further Deed, to have them at all into their EfH .. 
mation and Report: But he bath fo phnted his Honours in 
their Eyes, and his AB: ions in their He am, that for their 
Tongues to be filent, and not confefs fo mt eh, were a 
kind of ingr.ateful Injury ; to report orherwife, were a 

G'· Malice thar giving it fdf the Lie, would pluck Reproof 
' and Rehuke from ev'ry Ear that heard it. 

1 Of. No more ot him, he is a worthy Man : Make 
way, they are coming. 

· A Sonnet. Enter the PAtricians, And tbe TrilJIJnes ~f the Pto• 
pie, LiClors before them ; Coriolanus, Menenuis, Comini-
us rhe Confu/: Sicinius 1md Brutus take their Places bJ 
themjelves. 

,. Men. Having determin~d of the T7olfcies, 
l' And to fend for Titus Lartius; it remains, 

(Jr. As he main Point of rhis our after-meeting. 
·Winl1 To gmi6e his noble Service, that bath , 

Thu• flood for his Country. Therefore, pleafe you, 
,fe( Mofl: Reverend and Grave Elders~ ro defire 

The pre(ent Conful, and lafi General, 
YoL.IV. Dd la 



In our well-found Succeffes, to report 
A little of that worthy W ark perform'd 
By Crrius Martius CoriolanUI; whom 
We met here, both to thank, and to remember 
W nh Honours like himfelf. 

x Sen. Speak, good CominiHs : 
Leave nothing out for length, and make us think 
Rather our State's defeCtive for Requital, 
Than we to fl:retch it out. Mafiers o'th' People, 
We do requefl: your kindeft Ear, and after, 
Your loving Motion toward the common Body, 
To yield what paifes here. 

Sic. We are convenred upon a plealing Treaty, and ~0110 

have Hearts inclinable to Honour, and advance t_he Theam ~~ 
of our A[embly. .!11. 

Bru. Which the rather we fuall be blefi to do, if here· )on 
member a kinder Value of the People, than he bath hither· 
to priz'd them at. :r 

Men. That's off, that's off : I wou'd you rather had been rl 
filent : Pleafe you to hear Cominius fpeak I 

Bru. Mofi willingly: But yet my Caution was more per· k 

tinent than the Rebuke you give it. 3 

Men. He loves your People, but tye him not to be their 
Bedfellow : Worthy Cominius, fpeak. l~ 

[ Coriolanus rifts, aszd offers to go II'JPA)o ' 

Nay, keep your Place. 
1 Sen. Sir Coriolanus, never 1lume to hear 

What you have nobly done. 
Cor. Your Honour's Pardon : 

I had rather have my Wounds to heal :~gain, 
Than hen fay how I got them. 

Bru. Sir, I hope my Words dif.bench'd you not l 
Cor. No, Sir; yet ofr, 

When Blows have made me £by, I fled from Words. 
You footh'd nor, therefore hurt not : But your People, 
I love them as they weigh---

Men. Pray now, fit down. 
Cor. I had rather have one fcmch my Head i'th' Sun, 

\Vhen the Alarum were fl:ruck, than icily fit , 
To hear my Nothings monaer'd [Exit Coriolanu~ . 

!J.fln, . 



Men. Mafiers of the People, 
Your multiplying SpawR how can he flat er, 
That's thoufand to one good one~ when you now fee 
He had rather venture all his Limbs for Honour, 
Than one of's Ears ,to-hear it. Proceed, Cominius. 

Com. I fitall lack Voice; The Deeds of Corioianus 
Should not be utter'd feebly. It is held 
That Valour is the chiefefl: Virtue, and 
Mofl: dignifies the Haver : If it be, 
The Man I fpeak of cannot in the World 
Be fiogly counter-pois'd. At fixteen Years, 
When Tarquin made a Head for Romt, he fought 
Beyond the Mark of others : Our then Dietator, 
Whom with all Praife I point at, faw him fight, 
When with his Ama::;.onian Chin he drove 
The brifiled Lips before him : He befirid 
An o'er-prefl: Roman, and i'th' Conful's view 
Slew three Oppofers : Tarquin's fclf he met, 
And fl:ruck him on his Knee : In that Day's Feats, 
When he might act the Woman in the Scene, 
He prov'd beft Man i'th' Field, and for his Meed 
Was Brow bound with the Oak. His Pupil-age 
Man-enter'd thus, he waited like a Sea, 
And in the Brunt of feventeen Battels fince, 
He lurcht all Swords o'rh'Garland. For this lafi, 
Before, and in Coriolus, let me fay 
I cannot fpeak him home : He fl:opt the Fliers, 
And by his rare Example, made the Coward 
Turn Terror into Sport. As Waves before 
A Vdfel under Sail, fo Men obey'd, 
And fell below his Stem: H1s Sword (Death's Stamp) 
Where it did mark, it took from Face to Foot : 
He was a thing of Blood, whofe every Motit>n 

11
,, Was trimm'd with dying Crie\: Alone h_e cntnd 

m~· The mortal Gate o'ch'Cicy, wh1ch he p:unted 
ourr. With fuunlefs Defamy : Aidlefs came off, 

And w1th a fudden Re-enforcement {lruck 
Coriolus, like a Planet. No· all's tillS ; 

:ad~ For by and by the Din of War 'gap pierce .. • 
[ , His ready Senfe, when firr. · rtqt 1s ot\bled Spmt 
EXI~ Reqnickn'd what fn Flc01 was f~tiga,rc, 

DJ , And 
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And to the Battel came he ; where he did 
Run reekinr.t o'er the Lives of Men, as if "necc 
'Twere a p~rpetual Spoil; and 'rill we call'd 1Jp1r 

Bott1 Field and City ours, he r:ever fiood r~we 
To ea!e his Breafi with panting. !~· 1 

Men. Worthy Man! 
1 Sen. He cJnnot bur with meafure fit the Honours 

Which we devife him. 
Com. Our Spoils he kick'd at, 

And Jook'd upon things precitms, as they were 
The common Muck o'th' World: He covets Jefs 
Than Mifery it felf would give, rewards his Deeds 
With doing them, and is content 
To fpend his Time to end it. 

Me,. He's right Noble, let him be call'dfor. 
Sen. Call Coriolanus. 
Of. He doth appear. 

Enter Coriolanus. 
Men. The Senate, Coriolamn, are well pleas'd to make thee ! · 

Conful. l 
Cor. I do owe them frill my Life, and Services. 
Men. It then remains that you do fpeak to the 

pie. 
Cor. I do befeech you, 

Let me o'erleap that Cufiom ; for l cannot 
Put on the @own, fiand nakPd, and entreat them 
For my Wounds fake, ro give their Suffrages: 
Pleafe you that I may pafs this doing. 

Sic. Sir, the People mufi have their Voices, 
N{itber will they Bate one jot of Ceremony. 

Men. Put them not to't : 
Pray you go fit you to the Cufiom, 
.And take to you, as your Predeceffors have, 
Your Honour with your Form. 

Cor. Ir is a Part that I thall blufh in Aeting; 
And might well be taken from the People. 

BrH. Mark you that. 
Cor. To brag unto them, thus I did, and thus, 

Shew them th' unaking Scars, w hi eh I would hide, 
As if I had receiv'd them for the Hire - · 
Of t~ei~ Br~ath ~~Iy. 



Mew. Do not fl:and upon't: 
We recommend to you, Tribunes of the People; 
Our purpofe to them. and to our noble Corful 
Wilh we all Joy and Honour. 

Sic. To Coriolanul come all Joy and Honour. 
l Flou~"ifb Cornets. Then Exeunt. 

M11.nent Sicimus llnd Brutus." 
Bru. You fee how he intends to ufe the P~ople. 
Sic. May they perceive's Intent : He wtll require them 

Id! As 1f he did contemn, what he requeiled, 
Should be in them to give. 

~ Bru. Come, we'll 10form them 
Of our proceedings here on th' Market-place, 
I know they do attend us. [Exeunt. 

Enter [even or eight Citiz;;,ens. 
I Cit. Once if he do require our Voices, we ought not 

to deny him. 
1 Cit. We may, Sir, if we will. 
3 Cit. We have power in our felves to do it, but it is a 

power that we luve no power to dos For, if he iliew us his 
~ Wounds, and tell us his Deeds, we are to put our Tongues 

into thofe Wounds, and fpeak for them : So, if he' tells us 
his noble Deeds, we mufr alfo tell him of our noble Accep· 
tance of them. Ingratitude is monfirous, and for the Mul-

1~11 titude to be ingrateful, were to mlke a Monfier of the Mul· 
titude; of the which, we being Members, ihould bring our 
felves to be monftrous Members. 

1 Gt. And to make us no better thought of, a little help 
will ferve: For once when we ftood up about the Corn, 
he h:mCelf fiuck not to call us the many-headed Multitude. 

3 Cit. We have been call'd foof many, not that our Heads 
are fome Bro.,n. fome Black, fame Auburn, fome B~ld; 
but that cur Wits are fo divedly Colour'd; and truly, I 
think, if all our Wits were to iffue out of one Scull, they 
would flye Eafi, Wefi, North, South. and their. Con(;n~ 
of one direct Way, would be at once to all Pomts o th 

Compafs. 
il,dt!,, 1 Cit. Think yot1 fo~ Which Way do you judge my 
~~~' Wi~ would Aye f 

Dd3 3 Cit. 
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3 Cit. Nay, your Wit will not f~ foon out as another 
Man's will, 'ris firongly wedg'd up tn a Block-head: But :Cit. 
if it were at Liberty, 'cwould fure Southward. '"· . 

2. Cit. Why that way~ . rOt. 
3 Cit. To lofe it felf in a Fog, where betng three parts ~~. J 

melted away with rotten Dews, the fourth would return )rwr 
for Co11fcience fake, to help to get thee a Wife. 1u1• 

2. Git. You are never without your Tricks.-you may, 11uo 

you m~y.-- . . en. 
3 Cit. Are you all relolved to gtve your V01ces~ But 1Q1, 

that's no matter. the greater part carries it, I fay. If he (n, 

would incline to the People, there was never a worthier Man. 
Enter Coriolanus in a Gown of HuMility, with Menenius. 

Here he comes, and in the ~own of Humility, mark his 
behaviour: We are not to fray all together, but to comeby 
him where he ftands. by ones, by twos, and by threes. 
He's ro m~ke his requefis by Particulars, where every one 1 
of us has a fingle Honour, in giving him our own Voices ~ 
with our own Tongues: therefore follow me, and I'll diretl: 
you how you ihall go by him. 

All. Content, content. [Exeunt. 
Mm. Oh. Sir, you are not right; h~ve you not known 

The worthieft Men have done't~ 
Cor. What mufr I fay. I pray, Sir l 

Plague up(}n't. I cannot bring 
My Tongue to fuch a pace. Look, C)ir-my Wounds-
1 got them in my Country's Service. when 
S )llle certain of your Brethren roar'd, and ran 
From the noife of our own Drums. 

Men. Oh me the Gods! you mull: not fpeak of that, 
You mull: defire them to think upon you. 

Cor. Think upon md Hang 'em. 
I wou'd they wou'd forget me, like the Virtues 
\Vhich our Divines lofe by 'em. 

iffen. You '11 mar all. 
I'll leave you: Pray you fpcak to 'em, I pray you, 
In wholfome manner. [Exit. 

Enter two of the Citi~ens. 
Cor. Bid them wafi1 their Faces, 

And keep th 1r Teeth clean--Sn, here comes a br~ce: 
You know the Caufc, Sas, of my fiandino here. 

b r· 
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I Cit. We do, Sir; tell us what bath brou~ht you to't~ 
Cor. Mine own Defert. • 
:z. Cit. Your own Defert? 
(;or. Ay, not mine own Defire. 
I Cit. How, not your own D efird 
Cor. No, Sir, 'twas never my defire yet to trouble the 

Poor with Begging. 
J qit. You mufr think, if we give you any thing, we hope 

' to gam by you. 
Cor. Well then I pray, your Price o'th' Confullhip t 
I c~t. The Price is, tO ask it kindly. 
Cor. Kindly, Sir, I pray let me ha't: I have Wounds to 

~ew you, w htch fuall be yours in private: Your good Voice, 
S1r; what fay you~ 

2 Cit. You 1b all ha't, worthy Sir. 
Cor. A Match, Sir; there's in all two worthy Voices 

begg'd: I have your Alms, Adieu. 
l Cit. But this is fomething odd. 
%. Cit. And 'twere to give again:-But 'ds no matter. 

[Exeunt. 

Enttr two other Citi.,ens. 
Cor. Pray you now, if it may fiand with the tune of your 

Voices, that I may be Conful, I have here the cufiomary 
<!iown. 

I Cit. You have deferved NoblyofyourCountry,andyou 
have not deferved Nobly. 

C~r. Your J.Enigma. 
I Cit. You have been a Scourge to her Enemies; you have 

been a Rod to her Friends; you have not indeed loved the 
Common People. 

Cor. You tbould account me the more Virtuous, that I 
have not been common in my Love; 1 will, Sir, fhtter my 
fworn Brother, the People, to earn a clearer efiimation of thtm, 
'tis a condition they account gentle: And fince the wifdom 
of their Choice, is rather to have my Hat, than my Heart, I 
will praCtice the infinuating Nod,and be off to them moH coun
terfeitly; that is, Sir, I will counterfeit the bewitchment 
of fome popular Man, and give it bountiful to the defirers: 
Therefore, befcech you I may be Conful. 

1 Cit. We hope to find you our Friend; and therefure give 

you our Voices heartily. 
- D d 1 Cir. You 
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1 Cit. You have received many Wemnds for your Coun· 

tly. . . 
Cor. I will not feal your Knowledge wtth thewtng them. 

I will make much of your Voices, and fo trouble you no 
further. 

Both. The Gods give you Joy, Sir, heartily. [Exa~nt, 
Cor. M '>lt fweet Voiccs--

Bt tter it ;s to die, better 'to fhrve, 
Th~n crave the Hire, wnich fir!l: we do deferve. 
Why in th is W oolvsfi1 Gown ihoutd I fl:al'ld here, 
To beg of Hob ;wd Die~ that do apptu, 
Their netdl t fs Voucher? Cufiom calls me to't-
What Cu!l:om wills in all th:ng~ , ihould we do't ~ 
The Dufi on :antique Time wc. uld lye ur. fw epr, 
And mountainous E rror be too h1ghly heapr, 
F or Truth to o'er-peer. Rather than fool it !o, 
Let the high Office :nd the Ho. our go, 
To one that would do thus. I am half through, 
The one put fuff<.. s'J, the other will I do. 

E11ter three Citiz:,ens more. 
Here come more Voict ~. 
Your V~ic·~s--For your Voices I have fought, 
Watch'd for your Vuices; foryourVoices, bear 
Of Wounds, twodr zenandodd: Battels, thrice fix 
I have feen, and bLard of: :For your Voices, 
Have done many things, fome lefs, fame more: 
YourVoicts:-For indeed I would be Conful. 

I Cit. He h1s d n~ nobly, and cannot go without any 
hondl Man's Voice'. 

·:us'c 
~ M, 
Sir, 
AU. 

I Cit. Therefore let him be Conful: The Gods give him 
Joy, and make him a good Frimd to the People. .rou~ 

.All. Amen, '"men. Godfave thee,NobleConfuJ, [E.WtJI, ~1by 
Cor. Worthy Voices loor 

Enter Menen ;us, with Brutus, and Sicinius. lt:n 
Men. You have !l:ood ·your Limitation: l~,rr 

And the Tribums endue you with the Peoples Voice. lhve 
Remains, that i11 th' Official Marks invelled~ 
You anon do meet the Senate. 

Cor. Is this done~ 
Sic. The Cufiom of Requeft you have difch~rg'd: 

The People do admit you, and arc ft:mmon'd 
To 

Sir, 
)r fee 
hyil 
Br~ 

' yo 



Coriobnus. 1 945 
~o meet anon upon your Approbatior. 

Cor. Wherd at the Senate·houfe! 
S1c. There, Coriolanus. 
Cor. May I change th1Je Garments~ 
Sic. You may, Sir. 
Cor. That I'll ftrait do: And knowing my felf again, 

Repair to eh' Senate·Houfe. 
Men. I'll keep you company. Will you along f 
Bru. We fray here for the People. 
Sic. Farewel, LExeunt Coriol. and Men. 

He has it now, and by his Looks, methinks 
'Tis warm at's Heart. 

Bru. With a proud Heut he wore his humble Weeds: 
~ill you difmifs the People! 

Enter the Plebeians. 
Sic. How now, my MaO: er~, have you chofe this Man~ 
I Ot. He has our Voices, Sir. 
Bru. We pray the Gods he may deferve your Loves. 
2 Cit. Amen, Sir: To my poor unwonhy notice, 

He mock'd us, when he hegg'd our Voices. 
3 Cit. Certainly he floutfd us down-right. 
I Cit. No, 'tis his kind cf Speech, he did not mock us. 
1. Cit. Not one amongfi us, fave your felf. but fays 

He us'd us fcornfully: He thou'd have fhew'd us 
His Marks of Merit, Wounds receiv'd for's Country. 

Sic. Why fo he did, I am fure. 
Ait. No, no; no MaA faw 'ern. 
~ Cit. He faid he had Wounds, 

Which he could fhew in private: 
And with his Hat, thus waving it in Scorn. 
I wou!d be Conful, fays he: Aged Cuflom~ 
But by your Voices, will not fo permit me; 
Your Voices therefore: When we granted that, _ 
Here was··- I thank you for your Voices----thank you-·· 
Your moll: fweet Voices- ·Now you have left your Voice!; 
I have nothing further with you. Was not this Mockery! 

Sic. Why, either were you ignorant to fee't/ 
Or feeing it of fuch childith Frier.dlincfs, 
To yield your Voices? 

,;. Bru. Could you not have told him, 
:~· As you were ldfon'd; when he had no Power, 

But 
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:But was : petty Servant to the State, . 
He was ~·our Enemy. ever fpake agamft 
Your Liberties, and the Charters that you bear 
l'th' Bodr of the Weal: And now arriving 
At place of Poten,q, and fway o'th'State, 
If he !hO'lld am malignantly remain 
Fafi Foe :o th' Plebeians, your Voices might 
Be Curfcs to your felves. You !hould have faid, 
That as his worthy Deeds did claim no lds 
Than what he fl.ood for ; fo his gracious Nature 
Would think upon you for your Voices, and 
Tranil<~tf his Malice towards you, into Love, 
Standingyour friendly Lord. 

Sic. 'Ihus to have faid, 
As you vere fore-advis'd, had touch'd his Spirit, 
And try'd his Inclination; from him pluckt, 
Either Hs gracious Promife, which you might, 
As caufe had call' cl you up, have held him to; 
Or elfe it would have gall' cl his furly Nature; 
Which !aftly endures not Article, 
Tying l:im to ought; fo putting him to Rage, 
You !h~uld have ta'en th' advantage of his Choler, 
And pafl'd him unele8:ed. 

Bru. Did you perceive, 
He did ollicit you in fcee Contl mpt, 
When he did need your Loves~ And do you think 
That hi• Contempt !hall not be bruifing to you, 
When l1e hath power to cru!h ~ Why had your Bodies 
No Hwtamongyou? Or h~d you Tongues, to cry 
Againll:the Rett:orlhip of Judgment~ 

Stc. Have you, e'er now, deny'd the Asker: 
And, mw again of him that did not a~k, but mock, 
Btfl:o'" your fu'd-for Tongues? 

3 Cit He's not confirm'd, we may deny him yet. 
2 Cit. And will deny him: 

J':l fi :e hundred Voices of that S >tmd. 
· I Cit Ay ,twice five hundred, and their Friends to piece 'em. 

Bru. Get you hence ir fl:antly, and tell thofe Fner:d~, 
Thty l.ave chofe a Con(ul that wtll from them take 
Their J.ibertie<. make ti· cm of no more Voice 
Tlw1 Do :;s, that are as ofcen beat f>Jr Barki.,g, 
As therefore kt : to do Cc. Sic. 
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Sic. Let them .affemble; and_ on a fafer Judgment, 

All revoke your 1gnorant Elethon: Enforce his Prde 
And his old Hate unto you: befides, forget not, ' 
With what Contempt he wore the humble Weed, 
How in his Suit he fcorn'd you: But your Loves, 
Thinking upon his Services, took from you 
Th' Apprehenfion of his prefent portance. 
Which moil gibingly, ungravely, .he did fafhion 
After the inveterate HHe he bears you. 

Bru. Lay a fault on us, your Tribunes, 
That we labour'd (no impediment between) 
But that you muil cail your Election on him. 

Sic. Say, you chofe him, more after our Commandment, 
Than as guided by your own true Affections, and that 
Your Minds, pre-occupied with what you rather mllil: do, 
Than what you fhould, made you againfi the gra·n 
To Voice him Conful. Lay the fault on us. 

Br11. Ay, fpare us not: Say, we reac4 Lectures ;o you; 
How youngly he began to ferve his Country~ 
How long continued, :md what Stock he fprings of, 
The Noble Houfe o'th' Martians; from whence etme 
That Ancus MartiNs, N!4ma's Daughter's Son, 
Who after ~re at Hoftilius here was King: 
Of the fame Houfe Pub/ius and Ouintus were. 
That our befr Water brought byconduits hither, 
And, nobly nam'd MartiNs. fo~ twice being Cenfor, 
Was his great Anceflor. 

Sic. One thus defcended, 
That bath bdide well in his Perfon wrought, 
To befet high in Place, we did commend 
To your rcrnernbrances; but you have found, 
Scding his prefent bearing with his pafr, 
ThH he's your fixed Enemy, and revoke 
Your fudden Approbation. 

Bru. Say, you nc'er had don't, 
(Harp on that frill) buc by our putting on; 

.ne~~: And prefently, when you have drawn your Numb:r,. 
'. f:,~ R h' C . I epatr to t aptto • 
1tl~: All. We will fo; almofr all repent in their Elc~ion. 

[ Exeu11t P!tbehms. 

Bm. 
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BrH. Let them go on: 
This Mutiny were better put in hazard, 
Then fl:ay pafl: doubt for greater: 
If, as his Nature is, he fall in rage 
With their refufal, both obferve and anfwer 
;The vantage of his anger. 

Sic. To th' Capital,.._ come: 
We will be there before the fl:ream o' th' People: 
And this flull feem, as partly 'ris, their own, 
Which we have goaded onward. [Exeunt. 

A C T Ill. S C E N E I. 
SCENE Rome. 

Cornets. Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, Cominim, Titus 
Lartius, and other Senlltor s. 

Sic 
Cor. TV/l11s Aujidius then had made new Head f Cc 

Lttrt. He had, my Lord, and that it was which caus'd Mu/ 

Our fwifter Compofition. And 
Cqr. So then the Volfcies Lhnd but as at fidl, You 

Ready when time fuall prompt them, to make Road Hive 

Upon's agairr. 
Com. They are worn, Lord Confu), fo, 

That we fu:all hardly in our Ages fee 
Their Banners wave again. 

Cor. S1w you A11jdius~ 
Lart. On ftfe-guard he came ~o me, and did curfe 

Aga1nfl: the Volfcies, for they ha4 io vilely 
,Yielded the Town; he is retir'd t(J--.Antium. 

Cor. Spoke he of me? 
Lart. He did, my Lord. 
Cor. How!-what!-
Lart. How often he had met you Sword to Sword: 

That of all things upon the Earth he hated 
Your Perfon m:>!l:: That he would pawn his Fort~nes 
To hopelefs Re!l:imtion, fo he might 
Be call'd your Vanquitber. 

Car. At .Antium lives he l 
Lart. At AntiiiN· 

c 
Toe 
!ufff 
Nor 



Cor. I wHh I had a caufe to feek him there; 
To oppofe his Hatred fully. Welcome home. 

Enter Sicinius and Brutus. 
Behold, thefe ue the Tribunes of the People, 
The Tongues o' th' Common Mouth. I do defpife them: 
For they do prank them in Authority, 
Againfi: all noble Sufferance. 

Sic. Pafs no further. 
Cor. Hah!-what is that!----
Bru. It will be dangerous to go on-No further. 
Cor. What makes this Change~ 
Men. The Matter I 
Com. Hath he not pafs'd the Nobles, and the Commons~ 
Bru. Cominius, no. . 
Cor. Have I had Childrens Voices? 
Sen. Tribunes, give way; he lhall to th' Market place. 
Bru. The People are incens'd :againfl: him. 
Sic. Stop, or all will fall in Broil. 
Cor. Are thefe your Herd~ 

Mull thefe have Voices, that can yield them now, 
And fl:raight difclaim their Tengues? What are your Offices~ 
You being their Mouths, why rule you not their Teeth~ 
Have you not fet them on! 

Men. Be calm, be calm. 
Cor. It is a purpos'd thing, and grows by Plot, 

To curb the Will of the Nobility: 
Suffer'r, and live with fuch as carmot Rule, 
Nor ever will be ruled. 

,ura Bru. Call'c not a Plot; 
The People cry you mock'd them; and of late; 
When Corn was given them, gratis, you repin'd, 
Scandal'd the Suppliants for the People. call'd them 
Time-pleafers, Flatterers, Foes to Noblenefs. 

Cor. Why this was known before. 
Bru. Not to them all. 
Cor. Have you inform'd them fithence 1 
Bru. How ! I inform them f 
Com. You are like to do fuch Bufinefs. . 
Bru. Not unlike, each way, to better your1. 
Ctr. Why then lhould 1 b~ ~~nful ~ By Y<!~d ClouLds. 

- - et 
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Let me deferve fo ill as you, and make me 
Your fellow Tribune. 

Sic. You fhew too much oftbat, 
For which the People fiir; if you will pafs 
To where you are bound,_ you muft enq~ti_re your way, 
Which you are out of, WJth a gentler Spmt, 
Or ntver to be fo Noble as a Conful, 
Nor yoak with him for Tribune. 

Men. Let's be calm. 
Com. The People are abus'd, fet on; this paltring 

Becomes not Rome: Nor has Corio/anNs 
Deferv'd this fo dilhonour'd Rub, laid falOy 
r th' plain way of his Merit. 

Cor. Tell me of Corn! this was my Speech, 
And I will fpeak'c again--

Men. Not now, not now. 
Sen. Not in this Heat, Sir, now. 
Cor. Now as I Jive, I will-

My Nobler Friends, I crave their Pardons: 
For the mutable rank-fctnt{d Many. 
Let them regard me, as.-1 do not Batter, 
And therein behold themfelves: I fay again, 
In foothing them, we nourilh 'gainft our Serate 
The Cockle of Rebellion, Infolence, Sedition, 
Which we our felves have plow'd for, fow'd and fcatter'd, 
By mingling them with us, the honout'd Number, 
Who lack not Virtue, no, nor Power, but that 
Which they have given to Beggars. 

Men. W dl, no more-
Sen. No more Words, we befeech you
Cor. How!--no more! 

'As for my Country I have lhed my Blood, 
Not fearing outward force; fo lhall my Lungs 
Coin Words 'till their decay, againft thofe Meafies 
Which we difdain ihould Tetter us, yet fe~k 
The very way to catch them. 

Bn~. You fpcak o' th' People, as if you were a God 
To punifh, not a Man of their Infirmity. 

Sic. ' 'fwerc well, we let the People lmow't • 
• Men. V-Vhar, what! ·his Choled 
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Cor. Choler f were I as patient as the midnight Sleep. 
By Jo11e, 'twould be my Mind. 

Sic. It is a M10d that lhall remain a Poifon 
Where it is, not poifon any funher. 

Cor. Shall rem am? 
Hear you this Triton of the Minnoues l Mark you 
His abfolute Shall? 

Com. 'Twas from the Cannon. 
Cor. Shall!----0 God!····butmoftunwifePatricians; why 

You Grave, but wreaklefs Senators, have you thus 
Given Hydra here to chufe an Officer, 
That wuh his peremptory Shall, being but 
The Horn and Noife o' th' Monfters, wants not Spirit 
To fc.y, he'll turn your Current in a Ditch, 
And make your Channel h:sr If he have Power, 
Then vail your Ignorance: If none, awake 
Your dangerous Lenity: If you are Learned, 
Be not as common Fools; if you are nor, 
Let them have Cu{hions by you. You are Plebeians~ 
If th ty be Senators; and they are no lefs, 
When both your Voices blended; the greatefl: Ta!l:e 
Moft palates theirs. They chufe their Magifirate, 
And fuch a one as he, who puts in his Shall, 
His popular Shall, againfi a graver Bench 
Than ever frown'd in Greece. By Jove himfelf, 
It makes the Confuls bafe ; and my Soul akes 
To know when two Authorities are up, 
Neither Supream, how foon Confulion 
May enter twixt the gap of both, and take 
The one by eh • other. 

Com. Well--on to th' Market-place. 
Cor. Who ever gave that Counfel, to give forth 

The Corn o' eh' Storehoufe, gratis, as •cwas us'd 
Sometime in Greece-

Men. Well, well, no more of tha·. 
Cor. Though rbere the People had more abfolute Power: 

I fay, they noun!h'd Difobcdience, fed the ruin of the 
State. 

Bru. Why lhall the People give, 
One that fpcaks thus, their Voles? c.,.. 
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Cor. I'll give my Reafons, 

More worthy than their Voices. They know the Corn 
Was not our recompence, relting weU affur'd ' n11' 

They ne' er did Service for't, being prdl: to th' War, ili'1l 
F.ven when the Navel of the State was touch•d, j,, 
Thty would not thred the Gates: This kind of Service k. E 
Did not deferve Corn gratis. Being i' th' War, 
Thdr Mutinies and Revolts, wherein they fuew'd 
Moft Valour, fpoke not fo · them. Th' Accufation 
Which t hey have often made againfl the Senate, 
All caufe unborP, could never be the Native 
Of our fo frank Donation. Well, what then ~ 
How fl:ull this Bofom-multiplied, d1gefl: 
The Stnate's courtefie ~ Let Deeds exprefs 
What's like to be their Words--We did tequefl:it-·· 
We are the greater Poll, and in rrue fe-ar 
They gave us our D~mands.--Thos we debafe 
The nature of our Seats, ard make the Rabble 
Call our Cares, Fears; which w1ll in time 
Break open the Lock~ o' th' Senate, and bring in 
The Crows to peck the Eagles-

Men. Come, enoueh. 
Bru. Enough, with over-meafure. 
Cor. No, take more. 

What may be {worn by, hloth Divine and Human, 
Seal what l end withal. This double wodhip, 
Where one part does d1fdain with caufe, the other 
Infult without all feafon; where Gentry, Title, Wifdom, 
Canrot conclude, but by the Yea and No 
OfGeneral Ignorarce, it mufl: omit 
Real N eceffities, and give way the while 
To unflable Sligbtnefs; Purpofe fo barr'd, it follows, 
Nothing is done to purpofe. Thertfore, befeech you, 
You that will be lefs fearful than difcreet, 
That love the Fundamental part of State 
More than you doubt the change of't; that prefer 
A noble Life before a long, a.nd wilh 
To jump a Body with a dang<rous Phyfick, 
That's fure of Death without it; at once pluck out 
The MultitudinoLs Tongue, 1ft them not lick 
The fweet which is their Poifon. Your diihonour 

- Mangles 



Manghs true Judgment, and bereaves the State 
Of that lt tegrity which !hould become it: 
N.1t h;~ing t~1e Power t do the good it would 
For rh lll whtch do:h comrou] ir. 

Bru. H'as faid enough. 
Sic. H'as lpokcn ltkc' a Tuitor, and fhall anfwer 

As Tr .. itors do. 
Cor. Thnu W retcl ! d~fpight o•er-whelm thet ! .. .: 

What fl1uuld the Peopl· do with thefe bald Tribunes~ 
On whom depending. their Obedience f ih 
To th' gr< ate1 Benc'n, iq a Rebellion : 
When what' not mret, h t wh t mufi bP, was Law; 
Then were they eh fen ; in a berrer Hc1ur, 
Let what ts meet, ~ e fJtd. i• m fr be m~er, 
And throw theu P wer t'th' Dull:. 

Bru. Ma'1Jt fr Trra!on
Sic, This a Conful? No. 

Emer an lE.dile. 
Bru. The v£diles, hu; ltt htm be apprehended. 
Sic. Go call the People, in w hof- N .me my felf 

Attach thee a~ a Traiterous Inrovator: 
A Foe to th' Publick Weal. Obey, I charge thee, 
And foUow to thine anf wer. [ L~iiying hDid. on Coriolanus: 

Cor. Hence, old Goat • 
.All. We'll furety him. 
Com. Aged Sir. Hands off. 
Cor. Hence, rotten thing, or I ihall fuake thy Bones 

W Out of thy ~arments. 
Sic. Help me, CitiEens. . 

Enter a Rahble of Plebeians with the lEdiies~ 
Mm. On both fides more refpe~. 
Sic. Here's he, that would take from you all your 

r Power. 
Bru. Stize him, tA:.diles • 
.Alt. Down with h1m, down with him. 
2. Sen. Weapons, Weapon5, \V eapor.' ; . . 

[7hey all buftle al!ut Conolanu.s. 
Tribunes, Patricians, Citizer~- · .t h e- r 

,~ oJ Sicinius Brutus, Coriolanu. ( t zer s. 
~ .dlt. P ace, pc:ace, pc:ac , ihy, hJJJJ P acf~ 
~011,~ Yox.. IV. £ e 
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Men. What is about to be~--1 am out of Breath

Confufion's near-I cannot fpeak.-You-Tribunes 
To th'People---Corio/aHHS··--patience -··fptak, good Sicinius, 

Sic. Hear me, People-peace----
Ail. Let's hear our Tribune Peace; fpeak, fptak, 

fpeak. 
Sic. You are at point to lofe your Liberties: 

M~trtius would have all from you; 114artius, 
Whom late you have nam'd for Conful. 

Men. Fie, fie, fie, this is the way to kindle, not to 
quench. 

Sen. To unbuild the City, and to lay all flat. 
Sic. What is the City, but the People~ 
All. True, the People are the City. Ml*. 
BrN. By the confent of all, we were efiahlilhed tbe Peo~ w1ll 

pies Magiftrates • 
.Ait. You fo remain. 
Men. And fo are like to do. 
CAm. That is the way to lay the City A~t, 

To bring the Roof to the Fourdatior, 
And bury all, which yet diftincHy ranges~ 
In heaps and piles of Ruin. 

Sic. This dtfnves Death. 
Bru. Or let us fl:and to our Authority • 

Or let us lofe ic; we do here pronounce, 
Upon the part o'th'People, in wh()fe Power 
We were eleded theirs, Martius is worthy 
Of pr~fent D~ath. 

Sic. Therefore lay hold on him; 
Bear him to th' Rock Tarpei~~tn, and from thence 
Into Defhucrion cafl: him. 

Bru. v£diles, feize him. 
All Pie. Yield, Martius, yield. 
Mm. Hear me a word, 'befeu:h you Tribunes, hear me 

butaword-
v£di/es. Peace, peace. 
Men. Be that you feem, truly your Country'$ Friend~, 

And temp'rately proceed to what you would 
Thus violently redrefs. 

Bru. Sir, thofe cold ways, 
Thac feem like pruden~ helps, are yery poyfonous; 
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Where the difeafe is violent. Lay hmds upon him, 
And bear him to the Rock. L Cor. draws hu Sword. 

Cor. No, I'll dye here; 
There's fome among you have beheld me fighting, 
Come try · pon your felves, what you have feen me. 

Men. Down with that Sword, Tribunes withdraw a 
while. 

Bru. Lay Hands upon him. 
Men. Help M1mius, help---you that be noble, help him 

· young and old • 
.Atl. D r wn with him, down with him, [Exeunt. 

[In this Mutiny, the Tribunes, the ...Ediles, 4nd tbe 
People are beat in. 

Men. Go, ger you to your Houfe; be gone, away, 
All will be naught elfe. 

2. Sen. Get you gone. 
Com. Stand fafi. we have as many friends as Enc:mi,s. 
Men. Shall it be put to that! 
Sen. The Gods forbid: 

I prithee, noble F; iend, home to thy Houfe, 
Leave us to cure this Caufe. 

Men. For 'ris a s ~)re upon us, 
You cannot Tent your felf; begone, 'befeech you. 

Com. Come, Sir, along with us. 
1 Men. I would they were iarb~trians, as they are, 
Though in Rome litter'd; not R~mans, as th~y are not, 
Though calved in the Porch o'th' Capitol: 
Begone, put not your wonby Rage into your TongMe, 
One time will owe another. 

Com. On fa.ir Ground T could beat forty of them. 
Men. I could my felf take up a Brlce o'th• befi: of them, 

yea, th:! two Tribunes. . . 
Com, But now 'tis odds beyond Anthmeuck. 

m And Manhood is ca11'd Fool'ry when it fi:andi 
Aga1nll: a falling Fa brick. Will you hence, 
Bef0re the Tag return, whofe Rage doth rend 
Like mterrupre'd W ate• ~, and o'er-bear 
What they are us'd to bear. 

Men. Pray you, be gone: 
I'll try whether my old Wit be in requefi 

E e :. With 



Coriohnus. 

With thofe that h1ve but little ; this muU be patcht ·~~ 
W1th Cloth of any Colour. ~rh~ 
· Com. Nay. come away. ~W I 

[Exeunt Cnriolanus and Cominius. ~. )p 
I Sen. This Man has ma11'd h1s Fortune. Jea 
Men. H1s Nature is too noble f<'T the World: ~vi~ 

He would not fhmr Neptune for his Tddent, 
0 Jove. for's power to Thunder: His Heart's his Mouth: . r 
\l\ h.tc lm Breall forges, that his Tongue mufi: vent; .Jtst 

nd being ang1 y, does forget that ever #11, 

He heard the name of Death. [A noife within. .our 
H .:rt·'s goodly work. Tl!OS 

2 Sen. [ would they were a-bed. 
lVJ.en. I would they were in Tyber. 

What the vengeance, could he not ipeak 'em fair ! 
Enter Brutus 4nd Sicinius, 'Pith the Rabble agttin. 

Sic. Wh~re is th1s Viper, 
J'har would depopulate the City, and be e>·ery Man himfelfl 

Mm. You worthy Tribunes
Sic. He fnall be thrown down the Tarpeian Rock 

With rigorous H ands; he bath refilled Law, 
And therefore Law lhall fcorn him further T1 ial 
Than the feve1 ity of the Publick Power, 
Which he fo fets at noL!ght. 

1 Cit. He lhall well know the noble Tribunes are 
The Peoples Mouths, and we their Hands • 

.All. He fhall fure out. 
Men. Sir, Sir.
Sic. Peace. 
Men. Do not cry havock, wh(re you fhould but hunt 

With modefi: warrant. 
Stc. Sir, how comes it that you have holp 

To make this refcue 1 
Men. Hear me fpeak; as I do know 

The Conful's wonhinefs, fo can I name his Faults··· 
Stc. Conful !--what Conful ? 
.fofen, The Conft.l Cortolanus. 
Bru. He Conful !--
.AlL. No, no, no, no, no. 
Me11. If by the Tribunes Jcav~, 

And yours-, good Peopk, 
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I may be heard, t would crave word or two, 
The which thall tl•tn you to no further hum, 
Than fo much lofs \ f time. 

Stc. Speak britfly then, 
:For we are peremptory to difpatch 
This viperous Traitor; to eject him hence 
Were but one D~nger, and to keep him here 
Our certain Death ; therefore it is decreed 
He dies to Night. 

Men. Now the good Gods forbid, 
That our Rc:nowned R~me, whofe Gratitude 
Towards her deferved Children, is enroll"d 
In Jove's own Book, like an unnatural D1m 
Sould now eat up her own. 

·1 Stc. He's a D1feafc that muft be cut away. 
Men. Ob, he's a Limb, that has hut a Difcafe; 

Mortal, to cut It off; tn cure it, eafir. 
WhH has he done to Rome, that's worthy Death t 
Ktlling our Enemifs, the Blood he hath loft 
(Which I dare vo•Jch, ts more than that he hath, 
By many an Ounce:) he dropt it for his Country: 
And what is left, to lofe it by his Country, 
Were to us all that do't, and fufter it, 
A brand to th' end o'th' World. 

Sic. This is clean k~m. 
Bru. Meerly awry: 

When he did love h1s Cl)untry, it I o1our'd h!m. 
Aden. The fervice of the Foot, 

Being once gangreen'd, is not then refpecced 
For what btfore it was-

Bru, We'll hear no more, 
Purfue him to his Houfe, and pluck him thence, 
Lefl: his Infettion, being of a catching nature, 
Spread further. 

Men. One word mere, one word : 
This Tiger-footed-rage, when it flull find 
The harm of un~kann'd fwifrmfi, will (coo Ja•c) 
Tye leaden pourds to's Heels. Proceed by J>rocds, 
Left Parcies (as he is belov'd) break our, 
And fack great RG me with Rml.fnf, 

Bru. 
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Bru. If it were fo---
Stc. What do ye talk r 

Have we not had a tafie of his Obedience? 
o~a u£diles finore~ our felv(:s refifh.d, come---

Men. Confider this; he bath been bred i'th' Wars 
Since he could draw a Sword, and is ill-fchool'd 
In boulced Language. Meal and Bran together 
He throws without diflinetion. Give me leave, 
I'll go to him, and undertake to bring him in peace, 
Where he lhall anfwer by a lawful Form, 
In peace, to his urmofi peril. 

I Sen. Noble Tribunes, 
It is the human way: The other courfe 
Will prove too bloody, and the end of it 
Unknown to the beginning. 

Sic. Noble Mencnius, be you then as the Peoples Officer, 
M~fiers, lay down your Weapons. M:n 

Bru. Go not home. . ~ro\ 
Sic. Meet on the Market-place; we'll attend you there, Sen. 

Where, if you bring not Martirn, we'Jl proceed lefs 
In our firll way. 

Men. 1'11 bring him to you. 
Let me cl: fire your Company; he mull: come, 
Or what is worfi will follow. 

1ve 
f'll. 
~ve 

ltye 
I Sen. Pray you let's to him. 

Enter Coriolanus with No6/cs. 
[ Exe11111, :o bet 

Cor. Let them pull aJJ about mine Ears, prefent me 
Death on the Wheel. or at wild Horfis heels, 
Or pile te.n Hills on the Tarpeian Rock, 
That the Precipitation might down firetch 
Bel )W the beam of fight, yet will I fi:iiJ 
Ee thus to them. 

Enter Volumnia. 
Noble. Yo!J do the Nobl<:r. 
Cor. I m (~. my Mother 

Does not apprnve me furrber, who was wont 
To call them Woollen VafJals, things created 
To buy and feU with Groats, to iliew bare Heads 
I" Cnngregarions, to yawn, be fiill, and wonder, 
Wht'n one but of my Ordinance fi:ood up 
To fpeak 0£ Peacf', or War. I talk of you. 

Why 

Men 
,;fore 

i~e vi 
~~ thl 
~~ic 
c.r. 



Coriolanus. 

Why did you wiih me milder! Wou'd you have me 
Falfe to my Nature r Rather fay. I play 
The Man I am. 

Vol. Oh, Sir, Sir, Sir. 
I would have had you put your Power well on, 
Before you had worn it out. 

Ct~r. Let's go. 
Vol. You might have been enough the Man you are, 

With llriving lefs to be fo. Leffer had been 
The thtngs that thwart your Difpofitions, if 
You had not ihew'd them how ye were difpos'd 
E'e h~y lack'd power to crofs you. 

Cor. Let them hang. 
Vol. Ay, and burn too. 

Enter Menenius with the Senators. 
Mm. Come, come, you have been too rough, fomething 

, too rough: You muft return. and mefld it. 
Sen. There's no Remedy, 

U .lefs by not fo doing, our good City 
Cleave in the midfl, and perilh. 

Vol. Pray be counfell'd; 
I have a Heart as little apt as yours, 
But yet a Brain that leads my ufe of Anger 
To better vantage. 

Men. Well fa id, noble Woman: 
Before he ihould thus ftoop to th'Heart, but that 
The violent Fit o'th' Times craves it as Phyfick 
for the whole State, I would put mine Armour on, 
Which I can fc:~.rcely bear. 

Cor. What muft I do? 
Men. Return to th' Tribunes. 
Cor. Well, what then! what then~ 
Men. Repent what you have fpoke. 
Cor. For them! I cannot do it for the Gods, 

Mull I then do't to them~ 
Vol. You are too abfolute, 

Tho' therein you c~n never be too Noble, 
But when Extremities fpeak. I hav~ heard you fay, 
Honour and Policy. like unfever'd Friends, 
l'th' War do grow together: <5rant that, and tell me 

E e 4 In 



In Peace, what each of them by th'other lofe~ 
;That they combine not there? 

Cor. Tulh, tulh--
Men. A good Demand. 
POt. If it be Honour in your Wars, to feem 

The fame you are not, which for your bell ends 
You ad )pt your Policy: How is it lcfs or worfe 
Th1t •t lhall hold Companionfhip in Peace 
Wnh Honour, as in War; fince that to both 
le ftands in like requefl:. 

Cor. Why force you thi~? 
P'ol. Bf'cau(e, that 

Now Jt I) e you on to fp~ak to the People: 
Not hy your o .~ n Infiruction, nor by the Matter 
Whtch your Heart prcmpts you to, but with fuch Words 
That art' but roared m yo•Jr Tongue: 
;Tho' bur B.1ftards, and Syllables 
Of no Allowance, to your Bofom 's Truth. 
N•>w, rhi~ no more D fhonou s y nt 3t all, 
Than ro take in a Town with g~::r.tlc Word~, 
Which elfe would put you to your Fortun€, and 
The hazHd of much Blood. 
I would difTtmble with my Narnre, where 
My Fortunes and my Friends at Stake, nquir'd 
I fhould do fo in Honour. I am in t~is 
y ,>ur Wife, your Son: Thef.: Senators, theN obles, 
And you, will rather fil.tw our general Lowts, 
H.:>w you can frown, than fpend a Fawn upon 'em, 
For the l1herirance of their Loves and Safegard 
Of what that Want might ruin. 

Me:1. Noble Lady! 
Come go with us, fpeak f4ir: You may falve fo, 
Nor what is dangerous prefenr, but the lofs 
Of v. hat Js p. fr. 

Pol. f p uh e now, my Son, 
Got 1 th m, with rhts B mnet h thy Hand, 
A d rh11 f r ba\Jc~ fheHh'd it (here be with them) 
Thy K e 11ITt 'g he St •nes; For tn fuch Bufinefs 
A eh ,o ~~ U g ence, "' d the Eyes of th' Tgn. ra'Jt 
M r Lea ea t ar the E~ s, wavi 1g thy Head, 
w .~..h vflen thus (Crr,crlng, thy fl:ot.t Htart 

Now 



Coriolanus. 
Now humble as the ripefi Mulberry, 
That will not hold the H•rdhr g: Or fay to them, 
Thou art their lioldicr, and bu ug brtd in Br01ls 
Hall: not the foft way, w h•et• 1 h 1U uofl: confefs 
Were fit for thee to ufe, as fhey to cla•m, 
In askina th,.ir go0d Love , but thou wilt frame 
Thy fdf ([ f)otl)) ht reafter theirs fo far, 
As thou h fi P >Wt:r and Per{on. 

Men. fhiS b •t done, 
. Even as lhe fpeaks, why their Hearts were yours: 
For they have Pardons, being ask'd, as free, 
As Words to little Purpofe. 

1/ol. Pr ithee now, 
Go and be rul'd: Altho• I know thou hadft rather 
:Follow thine Enemy to a fi~.ry Gulf, 
Than flatter him in a Bower. 

Enter Cominius. 
Here is Cominius. 

Com. I have been i'th' Mnket·place, and Sir, 'tis fit 
You have flrong Party, or defend your felf 

' By Calmntf, or by Abfence: All's in Anger. 
Men. Only fai r Speech. 
Com. I think 'twill ferve, if he can thereto frame his 

Spirit. 
Pol. He mufi and will: 

Prith,e nnw fay you wdl, and go about it. 
Cor. Mufi I g· fhew them my unbarbed Sconce! ' 

Mufi I wtth my bafe Tongue give to my noble Heart 
A Lie, that it mufi bear well! I will do't: 
Yet were there hut rhis fingle Plot, to lofe 
This Mould of Martius, they to Dull fi10uld bring ir, 
And throw't againfi the Wi ,d. To the Market-place: 
You have put me now to {uch a part, w btch never 
I fiatl difchnge to th' L1fe. 

Cnn. Corn~, come, we'll prompt yoll. 
Vol. Ay, prithee now, f we, t Sor., as thou hall fa id 

My Pmft:s m ;a de thee firll: a S)ldier; f' 
To have my Praife for thi~, perform a part 
Th)u lufi J)()t done be£n·e. 

Cor, Wdl, [mHO: do't: 
Away my Dtfpofitwn, ar.d poffcfs me 



Coriolanus. 
Some Harlot's Spirit: My Throa~ of Wa.r be turn'd. 
Which quir'd with my Drum, wto a P1pe, 
Small as an Eunuch, or the Virgin Voice 
That Babtes lulls ai1cep; The Smiles of Knaves 
Tent in my Cheeks, and School-boys Tears take up 
The Glaffes of my Sight: A Beggat's Tongue 
Make motion through my Lips, and my arm'd Knees 
Who bow'd but in my 'itirrup, bend like his 
That have rec£iv'd an Alms. I will not do'r, 
Left I furceafe to honour mine owil Truth, 
And by my Bodies AB:ion, teach my Mind 
A moft inherent Bafends. 

Vat. At thy Choice then: 
To beg of thee, it is my more Dilhonour, 
Than thou of them. Come all to ruin, let 
Thy Mother rather f~:el thy Pride~ than fear 
Thy dangerous Scoutnefs: For I mock at Death 
With as big Heart as thou. Do as thou lift 
Thy V aliantnefs was mine, thou fuck'ft it from me: 
But own thy Pride thy felf. 

Cor. Pray be content: 
Mother, I am going to the Market-place: 
Ch•de me no more. I'll Mountebank their Loves, 
Cog their Hearts from them, and come home belov'd 
Of all the Trades in Rome. Look, I am going: 
Commend me to my Wife, I'll return Conful, 
Or never trufl to what my Tongue can do 
I' th' way of Flattery further. 

f/Ol. Do your Will. [Exit Volumnia. 
Com. Away, the Tribunes do attend you: Arm your felf 

To ~nfwer mildly: For thty are prepar'd 
With Accufations, as I hear, more fhong 
Th~n are upon you yet. 

Cor. The Word is, mildly. Pray you let us go. 
Let them accufe me by Invention: 1 
Will anfwer in mine Honour. 

Men. Ay, but mildly. 
Cor. W dl, mildly be it then, mildly. 

Enter Sicinius an4 Brutus. 
[Exu111t. 

Bru. In this Point char~e him home, that he affects 
Tyrannical Power: If he evade us there, 



Coriolanus. 

Inforce him with his envy to the People, 
And that the Spoil got on the ./lntiats 
Was ne'er difiributed. Whar, will he come~ 

Enter an v£dile. 
t./.Ed. He's coming. 
Bru. How accompanied ? 
t./.Ed. With old Menenius, and thofe Senators 

That always favour'd him. 
Sic. Have you a Catalogue 

Of all the Voices that we have procur'd, fet down by th' 
t./.Ed, I have; 'tisready. (Poll? 
.Sic. Have you colle&ed them by Tribes~ 
u£d. I have; 'ris ready. 
Sic . Aff~:mble prefently the People hitber, 

And when they hear me fdy, it iliall be fo, 
I' eh' right and firength o'th' Commons; be it either 
For Death, f0r Fine, or Banit11ment, then let them, 
If I fay Fi r. e, cry Fine; if D eath, cry Death, 
InGlling on the old Prerogative 
And power i' th' truth o' th' Caufe. 

u£d. I will inform them. 
Bru. And when fuch time they have begun to cry. 

Let them not ceafe, but with a dm confus'd, 
Inforce rh ~ prefent Execution 
Of what we chance to Sentence • 

..£d. Very well. 
Sic. M .ke them be !hong, and ready for this hint 

When we !hall hap to giv•t them. 
Bru. Go about it, 

Put him to Choler fireight, he bath been us•d 
Ever to conquer, and to have his word 
Of Contradiaion. Being once chaft, he cannot 
Be rein'd again to Temperance; then he fpeaks 
What's in his Heatt; and that is there, which looks 
With us to break his neck. 

Enter Coriolanus, M enenius. and Cominius, with others. 
Sic. Well, here he comes. 
Mm. Calmly I do befeech you. 
CAr. Ay. as an Hofiler, that for the poorefi peice 

Will bear the Knave by th' Volume: 
Th' Honoured Gods -

Keep 



1964 
Keep Rome in Safety, and the Chairs ol Jufiice 
Supplied with worthy Men, plant Love amongll you, 
:Through our large Temples, with the fuews of Peace. 

Cor. A r d not our Streets wnh War. 
1 Sen. A men, Amen. 
Men. A noble With. 

Enter the v£dile with the Plebeians. 
Sic. Draw near, } e People. 
v.Ed. Lift to your Tribunes: Audience; 

Peace, I f•y. · 
c.,,., FirH, hear me fpcak, 
Both Tri. Well, fay: Peace, ho. 
Yr. Shall I be charg'd no further than this prefent I 

Muft all determine herd 
Sic. I do demand, 

If you fubmit you to the Peoplts Voices, 
Allow therr Officers. and are contert · 
To fuffer hwful Cenfure for fuch Faults •· 
As iliall be prov'd upon you~ 

Cor. I am content. 

- \ 

Men. Lo, Citizens, he fays he is content: 
The warlike Service he has done, confider; think 
Upe!'l the Wounds his Body bears, which !hew 
Like G·aves i' th' holy Church-yard. 

Cor. Scratches with Briars, Scars to move 
Laughter only. 

Men. Co11 ftder f11 rther: 
That when he fpeaks not like a Citizen, 
You find him like a Soldier; do nottake 
His rough' r Adions for m•licious Sounds: 
Bur, as I f.1y, f eh as become a Soldier, 
Rather than envy you, 

Com. 'IJI.T ell, well, no more. 
Cor. What is the matter, 

That being pall: for Conful with full Voice, 
I am dilhonour'd, that the very hour 
You take t off again? 

Sic. At fwer to us. 
Cor. Say then: 'tis true, I ought fo. 
Sic. We charge you, th ~ t you have contriv'd to take 

From Rome all f.afo1'd Office, and to wind 
Your 



lto~ 

Your felf unto a Power Tyrannical, 
For which you are a Tra1tor to the People~ 

Cor. How? Traitor~ 
Men. Nay, temperately: your Promife. 
Cor. The Fires t' th' lowefi Hell, Fold in the People: 

Call me their Traitor! thou injurious Tribune! 
Within thine Eyes fate twenty Thoufand Deaths, 
In thy Hands clutch'd as many Millions, in 
Thy ly ng Tongue both Numbers, I would fay, 
Thou Iyefi: unto thee, with a Voice as free, 
As I do pray the Gods. 

Sic. Mark you this, People~ 
All. To th' Rock with him. 
Sic. Peace: 

We need not put new mmer to his Charge: 
What you have feen him d•), and heard kim fpeak. 
Beating your Officers. curfing your felves, 
Oppofing Laws with Stroak~, and here defying 
Thofe whofe great Power mufi try him, 
Even this fo Criminal, and in fuch Capital kind, 
Deferves th' excreame-fi Death. 

Bru. But fince he hath ferv'd well for Rome
Cor. What do you prate of Service? 
Bru. I talk of that, that know it. 
Cor. You~-
Men. Is this the promife that you made your Mot~~!~ 
Com. Know, I pray you.-- . 
Cor. l'll know no farther: 

Let them pronounce the fieep Tarpeian Death, 
Vagabond Exile, Fleaing, pent to linger 
But with a Grain a Day, I would not buy 
Their Mercy, at the price of one fair word, 
Nor check my Couragelor what they can give, 
To hav't with faying, Good morrow. 

Sic. For that he has 
(As much as in him Jyes) from time to time 
Envy'd againfi the People: fecking Means 
To pluck away their Power; as now at lall, 
Given hollile firoaks, and that not in the prefence 
Of dreaded J ullice, but on the Minillm 
That do diftrubute ir. In the Name o'th' People, - - - ... - ~nd 



And in the Power of us the Tribunes, we 
(Ev'n from this InHanr) banith him our City, 
In pEril of Precipitation 
From off the Rock Ttil.rpeian, never more 
To enttr our Rome's Gates. l'th' People's Name, 
I fay it thall be fo. . 

AJl. It thall be fo, it thall be fo; Let h1m away: 
He's Banilh 'd, and it thall be fo. 

Com. Hear me, my Mall:ers, and my common Friends--
Sic. He's Sentenc'd: No more Hearing. 
C.om. Let me fpeak: 

I have been Conful, and can thew from Rome. 
Her Enemies marks upon me. I do love 
My Country's good, with a refpect more tender. 
More holy, and profound, than mine own Lift', 
My dear Wife's ell:imate, her Womb's increafe. 
And treafure of my Loyns: Then if I would 
Speak that--

Si~. We know your drift. Speak what f 
Brt~. The1 e's no more to be fa id, but he is banith'd 

As Enemy to the People, and his Country. 
It thall be fo • 

.All. It tlull be fo, it th all be fo. 
Cor. You common c1y of Curs, whofe Breath I hate, 

As reek o' th' rotten Fenns; whofe Loves 1 prize, 
As t~e dead Carkaffes of unburied Men, 
That do corrupt my Air: I banith you, 
And here remain wi th your uncertainty. 
Let every f~:eble Rumour flake your Hearts: 
Your Enemies, with nodding of their Plumes, 
Fan you into D ·. fpair: Have the Power ll:tll 
To b2nith your Defenders, till at length, 
Your Ignorance (which finds not till It feels, 
M1ki:,g buc refervation 1 f your ftlves 
Still y0ur own F')t~) dtliver you 
As moll: abated Captives, to tome Nation 
That won yl>U without Bhw~, dtfpifing 
:for you the City. Thus I turn my Back; 
There is a World elfewhere. 

I • 

[ ExeNnt'Coriolanus. Cominius, And others. 
[Th~ Peoplt jhoHt, 1111d thrrnv "} thtir C14ps. 

.£di/e. 

-
} 

:tttrC 



.£dile. The Peoples Enemy is gone, is gone • 

.All. Our Enemy is banilh'd ; he is gone. Hoo, hoo~ 
Sic. ~o fee him out at @ates, and fol low him 

As he hath follow'd you; with all defpight, 
Give him deferv'd vexation. Let a Guard 
Attend us through the City • 

.All. Come, come; let's fee him out at the Gates, come. 
The Bods preferve our noble Tribunes, come. [Exeunt. 

A C T IV. SCENE I. 

SCENE without the Walls of Rome. 

Euter Coriolanus, Volumnia, Virgilia, M c:: nenius, Cominius, 
with the young NobditJ of Rome. 

Cor. COme, leave your Tears: A brief Farewel: The Beall 
With many Heads buns me away. Nay, Mother, 

Where is your ancient Courage : You were us'd 
To fay, Extremity was the Trier of Spirits, 
That common Chances common Men could bear; 
That when the Sea w•s calm, all Boats alike 
Shew'd Maflerlhip in floattng. Fortune's blows 
When mofi: fi:ruck home, being gentle wounded, craves 
A noble Cunning. You were us'd to load me 
With Precepts that would make invincible 
The Hear · h:tt conn'd them. 

Vir. oh Heav'ns! 0 H eav'ns! 
Cor. Nay, f prithee W oman-
Yol. Now the red Pefi:ilence fi:rike all Trades in R~ me, 

And Occupations perilh. 
Cor. What! what! whatl 

I lhall be lov'd, when I am lack' d. Nay, Mother, 
Refume that Spirit, when you were wont to fay, 
If you had been the Wife of Hercules, 
Six of his Labours you'd have done, and fav'd 
Your Husband fo much Sweat. Cominius, 
Droop not; Adieu: Farewel my W1fe, my Mother; 
I'll do well yet. Thou old and true Menenius, 
Thy Tears are falter than a younger Mao's,. 

,,J .And venomous to thine Eyes. My (fomeume) General, . 
71. t I have feen thee fiern, and tna11 ~aft ~ft beheld Heart-
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Hem-hardning SpeB:acle~. Tell thde fad Women; 
'T1s f md to w;ul .nevirable firoak~, 
As 'm to laugh at 'tm. My M thcr, you wotnotwell 
My haz rds fhll have b, en your fo1ace, and 
Behev•t n1 t lightly, tho' I go alo.ne, 
Ltke to a lonely D1 agoo, that hi$ Fen 
M.kes f,a,' ,l, ad talk'd of morethanfeen: YourSon 
Will, or t xceed the Common, or be caught jl(, L 
Wtth cmtclo t· s baits and praCl: ce. lr•. 

Vol. My 61 fi Son, lit. 1 
Wh1ther will you go~ Take good CominiNs ~rN. 
W irh r hee a w htle; d termi1 e on f •me courfe YJ ( 
Mo1e than a 'vi'd exp fun·, to each Chance f~:Jr 
Th.ot tbm l'th' woy efo e thee. .~Ill. 

Cor. 0 tht. God: ! Y1l. 1: 
C~Jm. I'll f, l•ow thPe a mont , devife with thee 

Wht.r.: r ,, lha' t ··dl, tl ·lt t ou m~y'fi: hear of us, 
And we ft t' . o f tnc:: tlfl e th•·l.lfi fath 
A cauk f;r t ' Rep ~1, we (h ·11 not fend 
O'er the vafi World, to r~ k a fingk Man, 
And Jo{e adv~n,agp. whi~h doth ever cool 
r rh' abfence ' nf rh<:: net der. 

Cor Fare ye wdl: 
Thou haft Year~ upnn thee, and thou art too full 
Of the War\ fuf·11s, to go rove wirh one 
That'.s y l t unhruis'd; Bring m(; but out at Gate. 
Come, mv fweet Wife, my de:ueH Motner. and 
My Fnend~ of Noble touch: Wmn r am forth, 
Bid me farewel, and f.nile. I pray you, come: 
Wh1lt: I remain 1bove the Ground, you !hall 
Ht:ar from me fiill, and never of me ought 
But what is like me formerly. 

Men. That's worthilv 
As any Eu can L>e:~r. C0me. let's not weep, 
If I cou'd fluke off but one ft:ven Years 
From thefe old A, ms and Legs, by the good Gods 
I'd with thee every for1t. 

Cor. Give me thy Hand, come. . [Exumt. 
Enter Sicmius aud Brutus, with the eA:.dile. 

Sic. B1d them all h0me, he's gone; and we'll no furth:r. 
~he Nobility are vued, whom we fee have fided 

In his behalf. · - - - · -' · - - JJrN; 



Br,, Now we have thewn our Power, 
Let us feem humbler after it is done, 
Than when it was a doing. 

Sic. Bid them home, fay their great Enemy is gone, 
And they ltand in their ancient fl:rength. 

Bru. Difmifs them home. Here comes his Mother. 
Enter Volumnia, Virgilia, .end Menenius. 

Sic. Let's not meet her. 
Bru. Why~ 
Sic. They fay 1b t's mad. 
Bru. The·r have ta'en note of us : Keep on your way. 
rot 0 1- y'are well met : 

Th' I oorded Plague o'th' Gods requite your Love. 
Men. Peace, peace, be not fv loud. . 
Vol. If th•t I could for weepin1-, you fbl'>uld hear

Nay, and you thall hear fame. Will you be gone ? 
Pirg. You lb thy too : I would I had the Power 

To fay fo to my Husband. 
Sic, Are you Mankind? 
Vol. Ay. Fool, is thar a Shame ! Note but this Fco), 

Was not a Man my Fathed Hadfl: thou Foxlhip 
To banith him that fl:ruck more blows for .Rome, 
Th~n thou hall: fpoken words----

Sic. Oh bldfed Heav'ns ! 
VoJ. More Noble Blows, than ever thou wife Words, 

And for Rome's good-I'Il tell thee what--yet go
Nay, but thou fhalt fl:ay too-- I would, my Son 
Were in Ar11bi~, and thy Tribe befo1e him, 
His good Sword in his Hand. 

Sic. What then? 
J7irg. What then? He~d make an end of thy Pofierity. 
Vol. Bafl:ards, and all. 

Good Mar, the Wounds chat he does bear for Rome. 
Men. Come, come, peace. 
Sic. I would he had conrinmd to his Cou ntty 

As he began, and not unknit, himfelf, 
The noble Knot he made. 

Bru I would h , had. 
VoJ. I would he had! -'Twas you incens'd the Rabble. 

Cm, that can judge as fitly of his Worth, 
As I can of tho[e Myfreries which Heav'n 

VoL. IV. F f Will 



Will not have arth to know. 
Bru. P: ay let's go. 
Vol. Now, pray Sir, get you gone. 

You have done a brave deed: E'er you go, bear this: 
As far as doth the Capitol exceed 
The meanefi Houfe in Rome; fo far my Son, 
This Lady's Husband here, this (do you fee) 
~horn you have Banilh'd, does exceed you all. 

Bru. Wdl, well, we'll leave you. 
Sic. Why fl:and you to be Baited 

With one trat wa;us her Wits~ 
' Vol. Take my Prayers with you. 

[Ex. Tribums 

1 wilh the Gods had rothing elfe to do, 
:But to confirm my Cu1 fes. Could I meet 'ern 
But once a Day, 1~ would unclog my He.art 
Of wh~ t lyes heavy to't. 

Men. You have rold them home, 
And by my troth you have caufe: You'U fup with me~ 

f/ol. Anger's my Meat, I fup upon my felf, 
And fo fuall flarve with feeding: Come, let's go, 
Leave this faint puling, ~od la.ll\ent as I ~o, 
In Anger, Jm;o-like :·Come, come, come. 
Fie, fie, fie. 

K1111 

[ Exeultt, ·n~e 

Anrium. Jvt:f: SCENE JI. 
Ye/, 

Enter a Roman and a Volfcie. ~ail! 
ronf Rom. I know you well, Sir, and you know me: Your 

Name, I think, is ...Adria11. R1111
• 

Vol. It is fo, Sir: truly I have forgot you. !:o, 1 

d ~~ Rom. I am a Roman, an my Services ar~ as you are, y,~ 
· .Againfi 'cm. Know you me yet? 

POl. Nicanor ? No. 
Rom. The fame, Sir. 
Vol. You had more Beard when I Ml: faw you, but 

your Favour is well-appear'd by your Tongue. What's the 
News in Rome? l have a Note from the POlfciAn State to 
find you our here. You have well favcd me a Day"s Journey. 

Rom. There hath been in Rome frrangc Infurrccti· 
or : 1 h! People againfi the Senators, Patricians, and 
Nrble,. 

1/ut. Bath been t is it ended th~n ? Our State. thinks ~t , 
toi ~/. 



fo; they are ~n a D\l)fi Warlike Prepmtion, and hope to come 
upon them m the heat of their Divilion. 

Rom. The ~a in blaze ~f it is pall:, but a fmall thini 
would make Jt flame agatn. For the Nobles receive fo 
to heart the Bani!h me ne of that worthy Corio/A.nus, that 
they are in a ripe aptnefs, to take all Power from the Peo
ple, and to pluck from them their Trib nes for ever. This 
lies glowing I can tell you, and is almofr m.ture for the 
violet t breaking our. 

Yoi. CoriolanNs Banilh'd ~ 
Rom. Ban1!h 'd, Sir. 
Vol. You will be welcome with this Intelligence, Nii. 

tanor. 
Rom. T he day fer ,~s weli for tf,er.l now. I have heard 

it faid, the 6ttdl l1me to conupt a Man·~ \V1fe, is when 
ihe's fallen out with f,er Husband. Your Nob e Tullus Aa
fidius will app.•ar weH in t!lde Wars, h1s gnat Oppofer Cori• 
Q/anus being now in no requefi of h1s Country. 

Vol. He cannot chufe. I am mofl: fortunate, thus acci· 
dentally to encounter you. You have ended my Bufintfs, 
and I will merrily accomp:my you home. 

Rom. I !hall between this and Supper, tell you moll: 
fl:range things from Rome; all tending to the good vf thei~ 
Adverfuies. Have you an Army ready, fay you~ 

Yol. A moll Royal one. The Cenrunons and their Char .. 
ges dill:inctly billetced already in the Entertainment, and to 
be on foot at an hour's wmling. 

Rom. I am joyful to hear of their readinef>, and am the 
Mao, I think, that Oull [d them in prefelit AB:ioo. So, 
Srr, heart'ly w ell met, and moll: glad of your Company. 

Pol. You rake my part from me, Sir, I have the moll 
caufe to be glad of yours. 

Rom. Well, let u~ go together. [ E ·cermt. 
Enter Coriolaous itJ mean AppaYel, dif!.uis'd and muffled. 
Cor. A goodly City 1s this A.ntium. City, 

'Tis I that made thy Widows: Many an Heir 
Of thefe fair .E:.dr fices, for my Wars 
Mave I heard groan. and drop : fhen know ~e not, • 
Left that thy Wives with Spits, and Boys With Stones, 
In pu::y Battey fl.ay me. Save you, Sir. 

Enter a Czti:I:.m. 

Cit. And you. .F f 1. 
Cr~r, 



Cor. Direct me, if it be your will, where great Aufidius 
]ifs: Is he in Anflum? (lr. 

Cit. He is, and Feaflsthe Noblesof the State, athisHou!e 1Sr. 
this Night. 

Cor, Which is hi~ Hcufe, I befeech you? l&' 
Cit. This here before you, 1~1 

Cor. Thank you, Sir: Forewel. [Exit CitiMn, 
Oh Wo1ld, thy Hippery turns! Friends now faH lworn, 
Whofe Jc,uble ~ofoms f~em to wear one Heart, 
\Vh0fe H 1urs, whofe lled, whofe Meal and Exercife 
Are fiill tC'gnhtr; who twine (as 'cwere) in Love 
Unft'parable, 11Hll within thiS Hour, 
On a d1ffenrion nf a Dcit, break out 
To b~tterell Enmity. So fellefi Foes, 
Whofe Paffior.s, and wh)fe Plots have broke their Sleep 
To take the one the oth~r, by fome chance, 
Some T lick not worth :o Egg, th all grow dear Frieods, 
And inter-join their lffues. So with me, 
My Birch-p'ace have I, and my Lovers lefr; upon 
This Entmy's Town PI enter; ifhe flay me:, 
He does f•ir Jufiict: If he give me way, 
1'11 do his Country Serv ce. [E,.·it, 

S C E N E Ill. A Hall irt Aufidius's Hor1e. 
Mujick_ plaJ!· Enter a Serving-man. 

t Str. Wwe, Wwe. Wme! What Service is here? I 
think our Ft:llows ;~re af,:tp. [Exit. 

Enter mother Serving-man. 
1 Ser. Where's CotUJ~ My M~ ller calls Lr him: Cot us. 

E1ter C)rio1anus, L Exit. 
Cor. A ~nodly Hou~e; 

1 he Feafi ftnelis; btu I appe:~r not like a Guefi. 
Enter rhe firft Servin,~-1/Utn. 

I Ser. What would you have, Fntnd ~ whence are you~ '" 
Here's no place for yoL: Pr~y go to the Door, l£xit, 

Cor. I have deferv'd no better E.nte:rtainmenr; in being 
Coriolanus. Enter fetond Servant. 

2 Ser. Wh~rce a·e Jou,Sir? Has the Porter his Eyes in 
l1is Head, lhat he gives cn!fance to fuch Companions~ 
Pray get you out. 

Col'". Aw•yf-
1 Str. Awj : Get Ylll away. 
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Cor. Now thou'rt troublefom, 
:. Ser. Are you fo brave ~ I'll have you talk'd with anon. 

Enter " third Servant. The ftlf.ft meets him. 
3 Ser. What Follow's this~ 
I Ser. A firange one as ever I lonk'd on: I cannot get him 

out o'th' Houfc : Prithce call my Mafl:er to him. 
3 Ser. What have you to do here, Fellow ~ Pray you 

avoid the Houfe. 
Cor. Let me but fl:and, I will not hurt your H_euth , 
) Ser. What are you ? 
Cor. A Gentllman. 
3 Ser. A marvellous poor or;e. 
C..'or. True ; fo I am, 
~ Ser. Pray you, po:)r Gentlemtn, tal<e up f.>me oth~r St~· 

tion, here's no place for you ; pray you avt?id : Cof"!le• 
Cor. Follow your FunCtion, ~o and batten on cold bits. 

[ Pu Jlm him away from him. 
~ Ser. What, you will not? Pnthe:: tell my M<lHer, what 

a firange Gudl: he has here. 
1 Ser. And I !hall. [ Extt [econd Ser t~ing•miffl· 
3 Ser. Where dwdl'fi thou~ 
Cor. Under the Canopy. 
) Ser. Under the Canopy l 
Cor. Ay. 
3 Ser. Where's that ! 
CBr. I'th' City of Kites and Crow~. 
3 Ser. I'th' City ot' ~ites and C~ows ? What an Afs ir: 

is ; then thou dwell'H with Ddws too? 
Cor. No, I fe1 ve not thy Mafler. · 
3 Ser. How,' Sir! Do you m,ddle with my Mafler? 
Cur. Ay, 'tis an handler Service, than to meddle with 

thy Mdlrtfs: Thou prat'fr, afld prat'fi ; ferve with thy 
Trencher : Hence. [Beats him away. 

Enter Aufidiu•, with 11 Serving-man. 
~f. Where is this FeHow? 

. 2. Ser. Here. Sir ; I'd have be~ten him h_ke ~ Dog, but for 
d1frurbing the Lords within. (N Jme? 

Auf Whence c m'fl thou? What woulc;l'll th0u ? Thy 
Why fp ak'fi not? S2eak Man: What's thy Name~. 

Cor. If, Tul'H;s, not yer thou know'lt ~e, and fe e1nf! me, 
d.oll: not t .ke me for the M1:1 I .m, nccdlity ' '· ruma"d' me 
tame my Self. F [ ~ .Auf. 
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.A.uf. What is thy N amd . 
Cor. A N 1me unmufical ~o Yol[cilfns Eau, 

And harfli in found ~o thine . 
.Auf. Sq, what's thy Name f 

Thou hall a gnm appearance, and thy Face 
Bears a Command m't; though thy Tackle's torn, 
Thou iliew'fl: a noble Vdfel: What's thy Namd 

Cor. Prepar thy Brow to frown; know'fr thou me not? 
.AHf. 11. J tb,. ot; thy Name? 
Cor. My Name 1s Caius MllrtiHs., who bath done 

To thee parti ·ul dy, a!1d to all the Jl'olfcies, 
Great Hurt and Mifc.hiefi thereto wttntfs may 
My Sirname, Coriolanus. The painful Strvice, 
The (Xtream n~ng.-;-s, and the drops of Blood 
Shed for my thankkfs Country, are requited 
But with chat Sirname; a good M,·mory 
And witnefs of the Malice al"!d Ddpleafure 
Wh1ch thou coold'/l bear me; ol'lly chat Name remains 
The Cruelty and Envy of rhe People, 
Permitted 1--y our dallard Nol,J, ~. who 
Mave all forfook me, hath r .. vour'd the reil; 
And fuffer'd me by th' voice of Slaves to be 
Moop'd out of Rome. Now this extremity 
Hath brought me to thy Hearth, nor out of hope 
(Mrllake me not} to fave my Life; for if 
I had fear'd Drath, of all the Men i'th' World 
I would have avoided thee, But in meer fpite 
To be full quit of thofe my Banilh m, 
Stand I before thee here: Then if thou hall 
A Heart of wreak in thee, that wilt revenge 
Thine own particular Wrongs, and fl:op thofe maims 
Of fl1ame feeo through thy Country, fpeed thee firai£h:, 
And make my rnifery ferve thy turn: So ufe it, 
That my revengeful Services may prove 
As Benefits to thee. Fer I will fight 
Againfl my Cankred Country, with the ft1leen 
Of all the under Fiends. Bnt if fo be, 
Thou dar'Jt not this, and that to prove more Fortuaes 
Th')u'rt ti1'd, then in a word, I alfo am 
Longer to live moll weary, and prefent 
My Throat to thee, and to thy ancient Malice: 

Whidi 

•ftri• 
M 
Once 

Orlo 
fwel· 
~run 
lt h. 
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Which not to cut, would iliew thee bur a Fool, 
Since I have ever follow'd thee with h~te. 
Drawn Tuns of Blood out of thy Country's Breall, 

- And cannot live, but to thy Shame, unltfs 
It be to do thee Service. 

I 97j 

Auf. Oh, Martius, Martius, 
Each word thou haft fpoke, hath weeded from my Heart 
A root of ancient Envy. If JupileY 
Should from yon Cloud fpeak Divine things, 
And fay, 'tis true; I'd not believe them more 
Than thee, all-noble Martius. Let me twine 
Mine Arm! about that Body, whtre :~gainO: 
My grained Alh an hundred times bath broke, 
And fcat'd the Moon with Splinters; here I de~ 
The Anvile of my Sword. and do contcO: 
As hotly and as nobly with thy Love, 
As ever in ambitious Strength, I did 
Contend againO: thy Valour. Know thou, firfl: 
I lov'd the Maid I married ; never Man 
Sigh'd truer Breath. But that I fee th ... e h<. re, 
Thou Noble thing. m01e dances my rapt Heart, 
Than when I fidl: my wedded Mifl:rds faw 
Befiride my Threfhold. Why, thou Mars, I tell thee; 
We have a Power on foot; and I had purpofe 
Once more to hew thy Target from thy Bnwn, 
Or lofe miae Arm for't: Thou haO: bear me out 
Twelve feveral times, and I luve nightly ftrce 
Dream't of Encounters 'twixt thy felf and me: 
We have been down together in my Sleep, 
Unbuckling Helms, fiO:ing each others Throat, 
And wak'd half dead with nothing. Worthy Martius, 
Had we no Q!arrel elfe to Rome, but that 
Thou art therce baaifu'd, we would mufter all 
From twelve to feventy; and pouring War 
lr:to the Bowels of ungrateful RJme, 

fort.!! 

Like a bold Flood o'er-bear. Oh come, go in, 
And take our Friendly Senators by th' Hands, 
Who now are here, taking their leaves of me, 
Who am prepar'd againfi your Terrirorics, 
though not for Rome it fe1f. Ff+ ~~ 

;. 



Cor. You blefs me. Gods • 
.Auf. Therefore, muU abfolute Sir, if thou wilt have 

The leading of thine own Revenges, take 
Th<: one half of my Commiffion, and fet down 
As befi thou art experienc'd, fince thou know'fl: 
Thy Country's Strength and Weaknli!fs, thine own ways; 
Whether to knock againfi the Gates of Rome, 
Or JUdely vifit them in parts remote, 
To fnght them. e'er ddhoy. But come in, 
Let m~ commend thee firfi to thofe that thall 
Sly yea to thy Defires. A thollf~nd welcomes, 
A nd ffi ·)re a Friend, than t:'cr an Enemy: 
y a, Martiw, that w~s much. Your Hand; mofr welcome. 

Enter two Servan!s. 
[Exeunt, 

I Ser. Here's a fl:range Alteration. 
2. Ser. By my Hand, I had thought to have fhucken him 

with a Cudgel, and yet my Mind gave me, his Clothes made 
a f.1lfe 1 eport of him. 

1 &r. What an Arm be has, he turn'd me about with his 
Finger and his Thumb. as one would fet up a Top. 

2. Ser. Nay, I knew by his Face that there was fomerhing 
"in him. He had,Sir,akir.dofFace, mc:thought--1 cannot 
tell how to t(rm it. 

I Ser. He ha (o: lookir:g, ~sit w~re ---·would I were hang· 
ed but I rhoug~t there wa~ more in him than I could think. 

l Ser. So did I, I'll be f worn: He is fimply the rarefi Man 
i'rh' World. 

1 Scr. I think he is; but a greater Soldier than he, 
You wot onf·, 

2. Ser. Who, my Mafter l 
1 Ser. Nay, it's no matter for that. 
2 Ser. Worth lix on him. 
I Ser. Nay, not fo neithtr; but I take l1im to be the great

er Soldier. 
2 Ser. Faith, look you, one canr.ot teli ho.,, to fiy that; for 

the defen{e of a Town, our Gemral is excellent, 
I Ser. Ay, and f0r a11 Affault too. 

Enter 4 third Servant. 
) Sfr. Oh Sbves:.l can tell you News; News,youRafcals, 
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Both. What, what, what? Let's partake. 
~ Ser. I would not be a RomAn of all N a dons ; I bad as 

Lieve be a condemn'd Man. 
Both. Wherefore l wherefore~ 
~ Ser. Why here's he that was wont to thwack our Gene

ral, Caius Manius. 
I Ser. Why do you fay, thwack our General? 
~ Ser. I do not f~y thwack our General, but he was al

ways goJd enough for h1m. 
z. Ser. Come, we are Fellows and Friends; he was evu roo 

hard for him, I have heard him fay fo himf- Jf. 
I Ser. He was too hard for him direB:Iy, to fay the Troth 

on't; before Coriolus, he fcoccht him and norcht him ltke a 
Carbonado. 

2 Ser. And, had he been Cannibally given, he might have 
boil'd and eaten him too. , 

I Ser. But more of thy News. 
~ Ser. Why he is fo made on here within. as if he were 

Son and Heir to Mars: Set at upper end o'th' Table; no 
Que!l:ion ask'd him by any of the S?nators, but they fland 
bald before him. Our General him[df makes a M•firefs 
of him, fanCtifies himfelf with's Hands, ~nd turns up the 
white o'th' Eye to his Difcourfe. But the bottom of the 
News is, our General is cur i'th' middle, and bur one half 
of what he was yefterday. For the other h~s h41£ by the 
inmaty and grant of the whole Table. i-h'll ~o, he fays, 
and fowle the Porter of Rume Gatts by th' Ears. He will 
mow down all before him, and leave his pa!fJge poll'd • 

.z. Ser. And he's as like to do' t as any Man I can imagine. 
3 Ser. Do'r! he will do't: For look you, Sir, he has as m:~

ny Friends as Enemies; which Frierds, S1r, as st wen·, dudl: 
not (look you, Sir) thew themfelv(S (as we term it) his 
Friends, whil!l: he's in Directitude. 

I Ser. DireB:itude l What's that! 
~ Ser. Bm when they iliall fee, Sir, his Crdt upa~ain, and 

fir ~ the Man in Blood, they wi!l out of their Burroughs (l1ke 
Conie~ after Rain) and revel all with him. 

r. 
I Ser. But when goes this forward~ 
3 Ser. To Morrow, to Day, prefently, you !hall have the 

Drum fhuck up rhis Afternoon: 'Tis as it .were a. par.cel of 
their Fe;;.ft, and to be tX('CUted e'er they w1pe theu Lsps. 

z. Str. 
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2. Ser. Why then we flull have a fiirring World again: 

This Peace is worth nothing, but to ruft Iron, encrhfe }.~ 
Tailors, and breed Ballad-makers. s~. 

I Ser. Let me have War, fay I, it exceeds Peace, aslar as BrN. 

Day does Night, it'sfprightly walking, audible, and full of 1Ctr 
vent. Peace is a very Apoplexy, Lethargy, mull'd, deaf; l·elio 
fleepy, inftnfib)e, a getter of more Baftard Children, thao !:c. 
War's a dellrover of Men. ~·· 

z. Ser. 'Tis t1, and as War in fame fort may be f:lidto be :wif 
a Ravifher, ftJ it canrJOt be denied, but Peace is a great ma. )./!, 

ker of Cuckold~. l.tb 
I Ser, Ay, ~nd it makes Men hate one another. Sic. 

3 Ser. Reafon, becaufe they then lefs need one another: 
The W .us for my Mony. I hope to fee Romans as cheap 
as fi'Bl[cians. They are rifing, they are rifing. 

Both. In, in, in, in. [ Exellnt, 

SCENE IV. Rome. 
Euter Sicinius And Brutus, 

Sic. We hear not of him, neither need we fear him, 
His Remedies are tame: the prefent Peace 
And Quietnefs of the People, wh•ch before 
Were i11 wild hurry. Here do we make his Friends 
Blulh, that the World goes well; who rather had, 
Though they themfelves did fuffer by'r, behold 
Dilfc:ntious Numbers pefiring Streets, than fee 
Our Tradefmen fingiAg in thtir Shops, and going 
About their Functions friendly. 

Enter Menenius. 
Bru. We flood to't in good time. Is this Menenins f 
Sic. 'Tis he, 'tis he: 0 he is grown mofl: kind of late: 

Hail, Str. 
r Men. Hail to you both. 

Sic. Your Coriol(mu-s is not much miO:, but with his Friends; 
the c~mmonwe llttl doth !l:and. and fo would do, were he 
more an~ry at it. 
' Men. All's wciJ, and might have been much better, if he 
could have temporiz'd. 

Sic. Where is lie, hear you? 
Men. Nay, I hear nothing: 

¥is Mother .ano his Wife bear nothing from him. 
Ettter 
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Enter threl or four Citiz-ens. 
All. The Gods prefcrve you both. 
Stc. Good. e'en, Neighbours. 
Brt4. Good-e'en to you arl, good-e'en to you all. 
1 Cit. OurSelves, our Wtves, and Children, on our Kno :s 

Are bound to pray for you both. · 
Sic. Live and thrive. 
Bru. Fartwel, kind Neighbours : 

We wttht Coriolanus had lov'd you, as we did. 
~ll. N uw the Gods keep you. 
Buth Tri. Farewd, fat ewel. [ ExeHnf. Citiz.enor. 
Sic. This i~ a happier, and more comely time, 

Than when thefe Fellows ran about the Streets, 
Crying, Confufio.n. 

Bru, Ca.ius MartitH was 
·~ A worthy Officer i'th'War, but Infolent, 

O'ercome with Pride, Ambitious pafi all thinl<ing, 
Self-loving. 

Sic. And affe:ccing one fole Throne, without :!!Iifiance~ 
Men. I thir.k not fo. 
Sic We thould by this to all our Lamentation, 

If he had gone forth Conful, found it fo. 
Bru. The Gods have well prevented it, and Rome 

Sits fafe and fiill w1thout him. 
Enter ~dile. 

v£dile.. W onhy T 1 ibunes, 
There is a Slave, whom we have put in Prifqn, 
Reports the 1/olfcies, with two fcveral Powerr, 
Are entrcd in the Roman Territories, 
.And with the deepefi Malice of the War, 
Ddl oy wh::t lycs before \m. 

Men. 'T1s Arifidius, 
Who hearing of our Martim's Banilbment, 
Thrufis forth his Horrs agarn in o rhe World, 
Which were In-fhcll'd. when Martius fiood for Rume, 

And durfi not once pe• p otlt • 
.Sic. Come, w.hat t~lk you of Martir1s? 
Rru. Go fee tlm R umourer wh1pt, it cannot he, 

The Volfcies dare break with u .• 
Men. Cannot bel 

\Ve h1vc Record that nry 
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And three Examples of the like ~ave heeD 
Wichin my Age. But reafon wnh the Fel.low 
Before you punilh him, where he heard thrs, 
Lefi you thall chance to whip your Information, 
And beat the Melfenger, who bids beware 
Of wh~t is to be dreaded. 

Sic. Tell not me: 1 know this cannot he. 
Bru. N oc poffible. 

Enter a Me./Jenger. 
Mef. The Nobles in great earndl:nefs are going 

All to the Seoate-houfc: ; fome News is come 
That turns their Countenances. 

Sic, 'Tis this Slave : 
Go whip h1m 'fore the Peoples Eyes: His railing; 
Nothing btut his Reporc. 

Me f. Yes, worthy Sir. 
The Slavt!'s Report is feconded, and more, 
More fear(u) is delivered. 

Sic. What more fe•rful f 
Mef. It is fp,,ke freely out of many Mouths, 

How probable I do not know, th•t Martius, 
Join'd with Auftdius, le•ds a Power 'gainfi R~me., 
And vows R.evenge as fpacious, as between 
The young dt and olddt thing. 

Sic. Th ~i is moft likely. 
Bru. Rai~;'d only, that the weaker fort may wilh 

Good Martt!/11 htlme again, 
Sic. The vu y trick,_ on'r. 
Mtn. Thi~ is unJ,k::ly. 

He and Auji.lius Cln no more atone, 
Than violt.:nt fi Contrariety. 

Enter Me./Jenger, 
Mef. You :are fent for ro the Senate: 

A fearful A.rmy, )e.;d by Cai11s Martius, 
AtTociared with .Aufidius, rages 
Upon our Territones, and have alrEady 
O'er-born their w~y. confum'd wirh fue, and took 
What lay before rt.cm, 

Enter Cominius. 
Com. Ob, you have made good work. 

Mm. 

C11 
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Mm. What News! What News~ 
Com. You have holp to ravifu your own Daughters, and 

To melt the City Leads upon your Pates, 
To fee your Wives diilionour'd to your Nofe~. 

Mm. What's the news~ What's the news~ 
Com. Your mples burn'd 111 thctr Cement, and 

Your Franchtfes, whereon yt u fi:ood, co~fin'd 
Into an Auger's bore. 

Mm. Pray now the News~ 
You bave made fair work, I fear me: pray, your news~ 
If Martius iliould be joyned with the P"oljci11.ns, 

Com. In H e 1s their God, he leads them like a thing 
Made by fome other Deity than Nature, 
That fuapes Man better; and they follow him 
Againfl: us Brats, with no lefs Confidence, 
Than Boys purfuing Summer Butter-flies, 
Or Butchers killing Flies. 

Men. You have made good work, 
You and your Apron-men; you thlt fl:ood fo much 
Upon the Voice of Occupation, and 
The Breath of G.ulick-eaters. 

Com. He'll f11akc your Rome about your Ears. 
Men. As Hercules did fi1ake down mellow Ftuit: 

You have made fa11 work. 
Bru. But is this true, Sir? 
Com. Ay. and you'll look rale 

Before you find it o·her. All the Regions 
Do fmilingly revolt, and who reGfl:s 
Are mock'd for valt:~.nt Ignorance, 
And perifu confl:ant Fools: W ho is't can blame him~ 
Your Enemies ard his find fomething in him. 

Mm. We are all undone, unlefs 
The N obl- Man hH e Mercy. 

Com. Who fhall ask Jt! 
The Trtbunes cannot do't for 1hame; the People 
Deferve fuch pity of him, as the Wolf 
Do's of the Shepherds: For his befl Friends, if they 
Shou'd f~y, be good to Rome, they char~'d him, even, 
A' thofe fhould do that had deferv'd hi£HatC', 
And therein iliew'd like Enemies. 

Mm. 



Men. 'Tis trur, if he were putting to myHoufe,the Brand 
T1ut would confume ir, I have not the Face 
To fay, befeLch you ceafe. You have madef~ir Hands, 
1
You and your Crafts ! you have crafted fair! 

Com. You have brought 
A trembling upon Rome, fuch as was never 
So inc~pable of hdp. 

Tri. Say not we brought it • 
.11-fen. How~ Was't we! We lov'd him; 

But, lik ~ Beafh and cowardly Nobles, 
Gave Way unto your Clufters, who did hoot 
Him oUt o'th' City. 

Com. But I fear 
They '11 roar him in again. Tullflls .Aufidius, 
The fecond Name ofMen, obeys his points 
As if he were his Officer: Defperation, 
Is all the Policy, Strength, and Defen~e 
That Rome can make ~gainfi thtm, 

Enter a Troop of Citiun t. 
Men. Here come the Clufiers.----

And is Aufidius with him~-You are they 
That made the Air unwholfome, when you caft 
Your fiinking-, greafie Caps, in hooting 
J\t Coriolanus's Exile. Now he's coming, 
And not a Hair upon a Soldiers Head 
Which will not prove a Whip: as many Coccombs 
As you threw C3ps up, will he tumble down, 
And pay you for your Voices. Tis no matter, 
tf he thou Id hurn us all into one Coal, 
We ha\·e dei".:rv'd it. 

Omnes. Faith, we hear fearful News. 
t Cit. For mine own parr, 

When I faid banifl1 him, I faid 'tW.lS Pity. 
2 Cit. And fo did I. 
) Cit. And fo did I; and to fay the truth, fo did very 

tnmy of us; that we did, we did for the belt : And tho' we 
willingly confented to h1s Bani!hment, yet it was againff 
our Will. 

Com. Y'are goodly things; you Voices 1-
.l/,:fen. You have made you good work, 

You and your Cry. Shall's to the Capitol? 
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Corn. Oh, Ay, what elfd [Exmnt. 
Sic. Bo, Mafiets, get you Home, be not difmay'd~ 

Tkefe are a Side, that wou'd be glad to have 
Thi$ true, which they fo feem to fear. Go Home, 
And fhew no fign of Fear 

I Cit. The Gods be good to us: Come, Mall:ers, Jet's 
Home. 1 ever faid we were i' th' wrong. wilen we bani!h'd 
him. 

2. Cit. So did we all; but come, let's Home. [Ex. Cit. 
Bru. I do not like this News. 
S1c. Nor I. 
Bru. Lt:t's to the Capitol; would half my W eal.th 

Would buy this for a Lie 
Sic. Pray let's go. [ Exe11nt Tribunes. 

SCENE V. A Camp. 
Enter Aufidius with his LieutenAnt • 

.Auf. Do thty frill flie to th' Roman~ 
Liet.~o I do not know what Witchcraft's in him; but 

Your S0ldiers afe him as the Grace 'fore Meat, 
Their talk at Table, and their Thanks at end: 
And you are darken'd in this Action, Sir, 
Even by your own • 

.Auf. I cannot help it now. 
Unlels, by ufirg means, I lame the Foot 
Of our de6 pn. He bears himfelf more proudly 
Even to my Perfon, than I thought he would 
When fi,{l I did embrace him. Yet his Nature 
In that's no ChangeJing, and I mult <xcufe 
What catmot be amendtd. 

Lie11. Yet I wlib, Sir 
(I mean for your particular) you had not 
Join'd in Cornmiffion wJth him; but either have born 
The AC\:ion of your fdf, or elfe to him had left it folely • 

.AHf. I undcrfland. thee well, and be thou fure, 
[o~' When he thtll come to his account. he knows not 
Aoo l~ What I can urge agaidl: him, although it feems 

And fo he th inks, a 'id is no lefs apparent 
To th' vulgar Eyc>, that he bears all things fairly, 
And 1hews good Husbandry f>r the PO/fcian State, 
Fights Dragon·like, and does atchieve as foon 

il ·~ 

A, draw h1s Sw~rd: Yet he bath Iffc und<?ne 
That 



That which ihall break his Neck, or hazard mine, 
When e'er we come to our Account. 

Lieu. Sir~ 1 befeech you, think you he'll carry Rome? 
.A.uf. All places yidd to htm e'c:r he fits down, 

And the Nobility of Rome are his : 
The Senators and Patricians love him too: 
The Tribunes are no Soldiers; and their People 
Will be as raih in the repeal, as haHy 
To expel him thence. I think he'll be to Rome 
As is the Afpny to the FiCh, who takes it 
By Soveraignty of N acure. Firfr, he was 
A noble Servant to them, but he could not 
Carry his Honours even; whethtr 'twas Pride, 
Which out of daily Fortune ever taints 
The happy Man; whether defect of Judgment, 
To fail in tlte difpofing of thofe Chances . 
Which he is Lord of; or whether Nat'ure, 
Not to be other than one thing, l'lOt moving 
From th' Cask to th' Cnihion, but commanding Pe~ace 
Even with the fame aufierity and garb, 
As he controll'd the War. But one of thefe, 
(As he hath fpices of them all) not all, 
For I dare fo far free him, made him fear'd, 
So hated, and fo baniih'd; but he has a Merit 
To choak it in the utt'rance: So our Virtues, 
Lye in the interpretation of the time, 
And Power, ur.to it felf mofr commendable, 
Harh not a Tomb fo evident as a Chair 
T·extol what it hath done. 
0 .1e Fire drives out one Fire; ooe Nail, one Nail; 
Rights by Rights fouler, Strength~ by Strengths do fail. 
Come let's awav; when, Caius, RtJme is thine, 
Thou art poor'fi of all, then lhonly arc thou mine. 

[ExeNnt. 

ACT 



A C T V. S C E N E I. 

SCENE Rome'. 

Emer Menenius, Cominius, Siciniu~, Brutus, with others. 

Men.NO, I'll not go: You hear what he hath faid 
Which was fometime his General; who lov'd him 

In a mofi: dear particular. He call'd me Father : 
But what o'that f Goyou that banifh'd him, 
A mile before his Tent, fall down and kneel 
The way into his Mercy: Nay, if he coy'd 
To hear Cominir1s fpeak, I'll keep at home. 

Com. He would not {eem to know me. 
Men. Do you h~ar ~ 
Com. Yet one time he did call me by my Name: 

I urg'd our old acquaintance, :md the drops 
That we have bled together. Coriolanus 

1t.: He would not anfwer to; forbad all Names, 
He was a kind of nothing, Titlelefs, 
'T1ll he had forg'd himfelf a Name o'th' Fire 
Of burning R1me. 

Men. Why, fo; you have made good work: 
A pair of Tribunes, that have wrack'd for Rome, 
To make Coals cheap: A noble Memory. 

Com. I minded him, how Royal 'cwas to pardon 
When it was lefs expected. He reply'd, 
It was a bare Petition of a State 
To one whom they had punith'd. 

Men. Very well, c~·uld he fay lefs ? 
c~m. I offer'd eo awaken his regard 

For's private Friends. His anfwer to me was; 
He could not fhy to pick them, in a pile 
Of noifom mufiy Chaff. He faid, 'cwas folly, 
For one poor grain or two, to leave unburnt 
And frill to nofe the Offence. 

Mm. For one poor gtain or two~ 
I am one of thofe : his Mother, Wife, his Child, 
And this brave Fellow too : we are the Grains, 
You are the mufty Chaff, and you are [melt 

A ( Above the Moon. We mufi be burnt for yoLl. 
YoL.lV. Gg 



1986 
Sic. N~y, pray be patient :If you refufe your aid 

In this lo never-needed belp, -yet do not . 
U f>braid us with our Diflrefs. But f.. re 1f you 
Would be your Country's Pleader, your good Tongue; 
More than the in!hrt Army we can make, 
Might flop otl r Counrry-man. 

Men. No: I'll not m~ddle. 
Sic. Pray you go to him. 
Mm. Wh.t fn r·uld I d :~ ! 
Bru. 0 :1ly mak e t1 ial what your Love can do 

For Rome, t•J WUd' Martius. 
Men. Wdl, and f~y th~t Martius return me. 

As Comimus rrtu ,,•d, unheard: What then f 
But as a dlfcort . r.ted Fne11d, grief thot 
Wnh his unkindnefs. Say't be fo ! 

Sic. Yet your good will 
Mufi: have tha : thmks from Rome, after the meafure 
As you inte. ded well. 

Mm. I'J I undertake it : 
1 thmk he'll boar me. Yet to bite his lip, 
And hum at ~ood Cominius, much unhearts me. 
He was not taken well, he h2d not din'd. 
The Veins unfill'd, our Blood is cold, and then 
We powt upon the Morni ,'g, are unapt 
To give or to fl>rgive; but when we have fiuff'd 
Thefe Pipes, and thefe Conveyances of our Blood 
With Wtne and feeding, we have fuppler Souls 
Than in our priell-like Fafh: therefore I'll watch him 
• fill he be dieted to my req left, 
And then I'll fet upon him. 

Bru. You know the very Road into his Kindncfi, 
AnJ cannot lofe your way. 

Men. Good faith I '11 prov him, Jk, 
Speed how it will. I fball e\r long have knowledge ~111 
Of my fucet fs. [Exit, Jm1 

Com. Ht'll never hear him. Sic. Not! 
Com. I tell you, he does fit in Gold, his Eye 

Red as 'rwnuld bmn Rome; and hi~ Tnjury 
The Goaler to his Pity. I kneel'd btfort him, 
'Twu very fainrly he f~id, Rtfe: drlrnds'd me 
Thus with his fpeechlefs hand. What he would do 

He 



He fent in Writing ~fter me ; what he would nor~ 
Bound with an Oath tO yield to his Conditions: 
So that all hope is vain, unlefs his noble Mother, 
And his Wife (who as I hear) mean to follicir him 
For Mercy to his Country : therefore Jet's hence, 
And with our fair lntreaties h~fre them on. [ExeNnt; 

S C E N E 11. A Camp. 
Enter Menenius to the W~ttch or G11ard. 

'1 W.tt. Stay : whence are you! 
2. W11.t. Stand, and go back. 
Men. You guard J1ke Men, 'ris well. But by your leave 

I am an Officer of State, and come to fpeak with Coriolanus. 
I Watch. From whence I Men. From Rume. 
I '/fat. You may not pafs, you mufi: return :our General 

will no more hear from thence. 
2. '/Yat. You'll fee your Rome embrac'd with Fire, bef->re 

You'll fpeak with Coriolanus. 
Men. Good my Friends, 

If you have heard your General talk of Rome, 
lilt. And of his Friends there, it is Lots to Blark~, 

My Name hath touch'd your Ears; it is MeneniNs. 
1 War. Be it fo, go back : the !irtue of your Name 

Is not here paffable, 
Mm. I tell thee, :Fellow, 

Thy (;eneral is my Lover : I have beeR 
The Book of his good Acb, whence Men have read 
His Fame unparallell'd, happily amplified: 
ror I have ever verified my friends, 
(Of whom he's Chief) with all the fize that veriry 
Would without lapfing fuffer: Nay, fometimes. 
Like to a Bowl upon a fubtle ground 
I have tumbled pafl: the throw ; and in his praife 

i ~cor~ Have, almofi:, flamp'd the Leafing. Therefore, Fellow, 
I mufl: have leave to pafi. 

ot I I Wat. Faith, Sir, if you had told as many Jies in his be: 
hisEj: half, as you have utter'd word ~ in your own, you lhould 

not pafs here : no, though it were as virtuous to he, •S to 
! ni!D, live chaflly. Therefore go back. 
~ ·a m: Mtn. Prithee, Ftllow, remember my Name is Menenius. 
;ewe~~ always Factionary of the party of your B~~~~al~ 

. G g 1. :z. WAI: 



2 W11t. Howfoever you have been his Li2~; as yon fay 
you have ; I am one that telling true under htm, muQ fay 
you cannot pafs. Therefore go back. 

Men. Has he din'd, can'fi thou tell~ For I would not 
fpeak with him ,till after Dinner. 

1 Wat. You are a Romm1, are you? 
Me1z. I am, as thy General is. 
1 Wat. Then you thould hate Rome, as he does. Can you; 

when you have puth'd out of your Gates the very Defendfr 
of them, a11d in a violent popular 1gnorance, given your 
Enemy your Shield, think to f10nt his Revenges with 
eafie Groans of old Women, the Virginal Palms of your 
Daughters, or with the paltied interceffion of fuch a de
cay'd Dotard, as you feem to be ? can you think to blow 
out the intended Fire your City is ready to flame in, with 

1 

fuch weak Breath as this? No, you are deceiv'd, therefore 
back to Rome, and prepare for your Execution : you are 
condemn'd, our General has fworn you out of Reprieve and 
Pardon. 

M. m. Sirrah, if thy Captain knew I were here, 
He would ufe me with Efiimation 

x Wat. Come, my Captain knows you not. 
Men. I mean thy General. 
I Wat. My General cares not for you. B:~.ck, I fay, go; 

lefi I let forth your half Pint of Blood. Back, that's th~ :o1 
utmofi of your having, back. 

Men. Nay, but Fellow, Fellow. C1ur 

Enter Coriolanus with Aufidiuf. :T 
Cor. What's the Matter~ Mt 
Me11. Now you Champion; I'll fay an Errant for you; 

you fhall know now that I am iA Efiimation ; you lhall 
perceive, that a J ack·gardant cannot Office me from my 
So.1 Coriol.znus, guefs but my Entertainment with him; if 
thou fi:and'l_t nor i'ch' State of hanging, or of fome Dc;th .::r 
more long m Speetatorlhip, ar:d crueller in fuffering, be· i 

hold now prcfently, ~nd fwoon for what's to come upon 
thee. The gloriot,s Gods fit in houJ]y Syncd about thy 
particular profpcricy, and love chee no worfe than thy old 
Fat?er Jt:lcr.emus does. 0 my Son, my Son ! thou art pre· G 
parmg Fne for us ; look thee, her c.'s \Vat er to querch it. , c 
I was hardly mov'd to come to thee ; but being 3!fured ::~ 

none 
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none but my felf could move thee, I have been blown 
out of our Gates with fighs, and Cinjure thee to pardon 
Rome, and thy petitionary Countrymen. The good God& 
afT wage thy wrath, and turn the Dregs of it upon this 
Varlet here: This, who like a Block hath denied my Ac· 
eels to thee- · 

ur. Away. 
Men. How, awav ? 
Cor. Wife, Moth~r, Child, I know net. My Affairs 

Are fervantcd to others : Though l owe 
My Revenge properly, my Remiffion lycs 
In Yolji:ian Breafis. Th<lt we have been familiar, 
Ingrate forgetfulne(<; thall poi~on, rather 
Than pity : Note how much,--thcnf.,rc be gone. 
Mine Ears againfi: your Suit~ are flrongcr than 
Your Gates againfi my Force. Yet for I loved ther, 
Take this along, I writ it for thy fake, 
And would have fent it. Another word, Menenius, 
I will not hear thee fpeak. This Man, A#fiiius, 
Was my belov'd in Rome; yet th'>U behold'fi~-

Auf. You keep a confiant temper. [ExeNnt. 
M~tnent the Guard and Menenius. 

I w~t. Now. Sir, is your name MtneniJIS? 
2. Wat. 'Tis a Spell you fee of much Power : 

You know the way home again. 
I Wat. Do you hear how we are !hent for keeping 

your Greatnefs back ? 
::. lv.tt. What Caufe do you think I have to fwodn? 
Men. I neither c~re for th' \Vorld, ror your General: 

for fuch things as you, I can fcarce think there's any, y'are 
fo flight. He that h1th a will to die by himfdf, fears it 
not fwm another : Let your General do his wodl. For 
you, be that you are, long ; and your 'Mifery encreafe with 
your Age. I fay to you, as I was faid to, Away. [E."~:it. 

1 W.u. A noble Fellow, l warrant him. 
2 Wat. The worthy Fellow i~ our General. He's th" 

Rock, the Oak'not to be wiod-fual<en. [Exit W~ttch. 
Enter Coriolanus and Aufidius. 

Cor. W c will be tore the Wails of Rome to morrow 
Set down our Hofi. My Pa• tner in this Action, 
You mufl: report to tb' J7olfti.1u Lords h1w plainly 
I have born this Bufinefs G A#lf· 
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.Auf. Only their Ends you have refpecred; flopt 
Your Ear~ ag:unfi the general Suit of Rome: . . 
Never admatted a private Whtfper, no not Wlth fuc~ F~1ends 
~hat thought them f re of you. 

Cor. Tlus lafi, old M1n, 
Whom with a crack'd H c.rt I have fent to Rome, 
Lov' d me above the meafure of a Father: 
Nay, G odded me indeed. Their latefr Refuge
Was to fend him, for whofe old Love, I have 
(Tho' I lhew'd (()w'ry to hi on) once more offer'd 
The fi1 fi Co•,d1tions, which they d1d refufe, 
And cannot now accept, to grace him only, 
That thought he could do more: A verry little 
I hcve yielded to. Frelh Embaffie, and Suits, 
Nor f 1r the State, nor private Friends heareafter 
Will I lend Ear to. Haf what ihout isthisf [ShoHt within. 
Shall I be tempted to infringe my Vow 
In the fame time 'tis made~ I will not. 

Enter V irgilia, Volumnia, V aleria~ young Martius~ with 
.Attendants. 

l\1y Wife comes foremofi, then the honour'd Mould 
Wherein this Trook was fram'd, and in her Hand 
The Grand-child to her Blood. But our AfhCtion, 
All Bond and Pcivalege of Nature break; 
Let it be Vi1tuous, to be Obfiinate. 
What is thatCoun'fieworth! OrthofeDove's Eyes-, 
Which can make Gods forfworn! I mtlt, and am not 
Of !hanger Earth than others: My Mother bows, 
As if Olympus to a Mole-hill Chould 
In Supp !Cation nod; and my young Boy 
Hath an afpecc of lntercdllon, which 
Great Nature cries, Deny not. Let the POlfli~s 
Plough Rome, and harrow Italy; I'll never 
Be fuch a Gofiing to obey InHinct: But Jl:and 
As if a Man were Author of himfelf, and knew no other Kin; 

Plrg. My Lord and Husband. 
Cor. Thcfe Eyes are not the fame I wore in Rome. 
Virg. The Sorrow that delivers us thus chang'd, 

Makes you tbink fo. 
Cor. Like a dull Accor now, I have forgot my P~rt; 

And I ~m out, even to a full Difgrace. Beft of my Fldh; 
- Forgive 



Forgive my Tyranny, but do not fay, 
For that forgive our Romans. 0 a Kifs 
Long as my ~xile, fwcet as my Revenge! 
Now by rhe Jt:alous Queen of H(av'o, that Kifs 
I came d f om thee, Dear; and my true Lip 
Hath V1rgin'd it e'er fi nce. You Gods, I pray to you, 
And the moll: noble Mother of the World 
Leave unfalut ed: Sink my Kn .:e i'th' Earth; [X,ue!s. 
Of the deep Duty, more lmprdli -.~ n fi1ew 
Than that of common Sons. 

Vol. 0 tl:and up blefi ! 
Whiltl: with no fofcer Cuthion than the Flint 
I kneel before thee, and unp roperly 
Shew Duty as mitl:aken all the while, [Kneels. 
Between the Chtld and Parent. 

Cor. What's this~ Your Knees to me! 
To your Cor.reeted Son ~ 
Then let the Pebbles on the hungry Beach 
Fillop the Stars: Then, let the mutinous Winds 
Strike the proHd Cedars 'gaintl: the fiery Sun; 
Murd'ring impoffibility to make 
What cannot be, flight work. 

Vol. Thou art roy Warrior, I hope to frame thee~ 
Do you know this Lady I 

Cor. The noble Sifier of Poplicola: 
The Moon of Rome, Chatl: as the IGcle, 
That's curdied by the 'Froll: from puretl: Sr.ow; 
And hangs on Dian's Temple: D ear Yaleria-

Vol. This is a poor Epitome of yours, 
Wh;ch by th' interpretation of full time, 
May thew like :~11 your felf. 

Cor. The God of Soldiers, 
With the confent of fupream Jov~, inform . 
Thy Thoughts with N<lblend·, that thou may'fi prQVC 

To Shame unvulnerahle, and finke i'rh' Wars. 
Like a great Se ... mnk, ll:anding every ~ny~ 
A. d faving thofe lhlt Eye thee. 

J/ol. Your Knee, Si rrah. 
Cor. That's my brave B->Y• 
Vol. E en he, your Wife, tbis Lady, and iD.f felf~ 

Are Suitcrs to you. · 9 g 1 t"~~~· 



J 99 2. 

Cor. I befeech you, Peace:. . 
Or if you'd ask, remember thts before; 
The clung I have forfworn to grant, may never 
Be held by you denial. Do not bid m~ 
Difm1fs my Soldiers, or Capitulate 
Again with Rome's Mechanicks. Tell me not 
Wherein I feem unnatural: Defire not t'allay 
My Rages and Revenges, wirh your cold er Reafons; 

Pol. Oh, no more: No more! 
You have fa id you will not grant us any thing: 
For we have nothing dfe to ask, but that 
Which you deny already: Yet we will ask, 
That if we flil in our rcquefi, the blame 
M~y hang up •n your hardnefs; therefore hear us. 

Cor. Aufidtus, and you Volfcies, mark; for we'll 
H~ar nought from Rome in private. Your Requell r 

Pol. Should we be filent and not fpeak, our Raiment 
And fiate of Bodies would bewny what Life 
We have lead fince thy Exile. Think with thy felf, 
How more unfortunate than living Women 
Are we come hirh ·1 ; fince that thy fight, which fhould 
Mak..: ourHearts fbw with Joy,Hearts dancewithComfons. 
Co.1fhains them weep, and fluke with Fear and Sorrow, 
Mlking the Mother, Wife, and Child to fee, 
The Son, the Husband, and the Father tearing 
His Country's ,..Bowels out: And to poor we, 
Thine E nmity's mofl: Capital: Thou barr'fi us 
Our Prayers to the Gods, which is a comfort 
That all but we enjoy. For how can we~ 
Alas! how can we, f,1r our Country pray, 
Whereto we are bound? Together with thy VH9:ory, 
Whereto we are bound? Alack, or we mufT Jofe 
The Country, our dear Nurfe, or elfe thy Perfon 
Our comf•>rt in the Country. We mufl: find 
An eminent Calamity, tho' we had 
Our wia1, which fide lhou'd win. For either thou 
Mufi, a~ a Foreign Recreant be led 
With Manacles through our Streets, or clfe 
Triumphantly tread on thy Country's Ruin, 
And bear the Palm, for having bravely lhed 
Thy Wife and Childrens Blood; For my felf, Sor; 

I 
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Coriolanus. 
I purpofe lOt to wait on Fortune, 'till 
Thefe W a·s determine : If I cannot perfwade thee 
Rather to !hew a noble gr ce to both parts, 
Than fcek the end of one; thou fiult no fooner 
March to affault thy Country, then to tread 
(Trufl: to't, thou thall not) on thy Mothet's Womb 
~hat bro11ght thee to this Woild. "'-

f/lrg . .Ay, and mine too, that brought you forth this Boy, 
To keep JOUr Name living to Time. 

Boy. A !hall not tread on me: I'll run away 
Till! am bigger, but then I'll fight. 

Cor. Net of a Woman's tendernefs to be, 
Require!! no Child, 1wr Woman's Face to fee: 
I have fate too long. 

Vol. Nay, go not from us thus: 
If it wm fo, that our Rcqutfl: did tend 
To fave the Romans, thereby to defiroy 
The Yolj;ies, whom you ferve,you might condemn us, 
As poyf01ous of your Honour. No, our fuit 
Is thH Y'>U reconcile them: While the J7'olft:ies 
May fay, this Mercy we have fhew'd; the Romans 
This we receiv'd, and each in either fide 
Give the All-hail to thee, and cry, be blefl: 
For making up this Peace. Thou know'fi, Great Son, 
The end of War's uncertain; but this certain, 
That if thou conquer Rome, the benefit 
Which thou lhalc thereby reap, is fuch a Name, 
Whofe repetition will be dogg'd with Curfes: 
Whofe Chronicle thus writ, The Man was Noble
Bur witl. his !aft Attempt, he wip'd it out, 
Deftroy'j his Country, and his Name remains 
To th' mfuing Age, abhorr'd. Speak to me Son: 
Thou h:fl: affected the five firains of Honour, 
To imittte the Graces of the G1ds, 
To tear with Thunder the wide Cheeks o·ch' Air, 
A1d yet to change thy Sulphur with a Bole, 
That fhould but rivc :m Oak. Why eofi not fpeak~ 
Think'fl thou it Honourable for a Noble Man 
Still to r€member Wrongs~ Daughru, fpeak you: 
He ea rei not for your weeping. Spea~ thou, Boy. 
Perhaps thy Childilhnds will move htm more ThaR 



19.94 
Tkan can our Iteafons. There is no Man in the World 
More bound to's Mother, yet here he le~s me pr_ate 
Like one i'th' Stocks. Thou haft never m thy Ltfe, 
Shew'd thy dear M(}ther any Curtefte, 
When file (poor Hen) fo r. d of no fecond Brood, 
Mas cluck'd thee to the Wars, and fafely home 
L~en with Honour. Say my R equefi:'s unjuft, 
And fpurR me back: But if it be not fo. 
Thou art not Honefl:, and the Gods will plague thee 
That thou rdl:rain'll: from me the Duty, which 
To a Mother's part belongs. He turns away; 
Down Ladies; let us flu me him with our Knees. 
To his Sir-name, Co .,iolanus, 'longs more Pride, 
Than Pity to our Prayers. Down; and end, 
This is the lall:. So, we will home to Rome, 
And die among our Neighbours: Nay, behold's. 
This Boy, that cannot tell what he would have, 
But kneel' • and holds up Hands fo r Fellowiliip, 
Does reafon our Petition with -more Strength, 
Than thou haft to deny'r. Come, let us go: 
Th1s F dlow had a Volfcian to his Mother; 
His Wife is in Cflrig/•s, and his Child 
L1k~ h m by chance; yet give us our Difpatch: 
I am hulh t until our City be afire, and then I'll fpeak a little. 
· [Holds her bJ the Hand, filent. 

Cor. I) Mother, Mother I 
W u r have y JU dond Behold. the Heav'ns do ope. 
The GJd~ look down, and this unnatural Scene 
They hugh at. Oh, my Mother, Mother: Oh! 
You have won a happy Vtttory to Rome. 
])ut For your Son, believe it, Oh believe it. 
~ofr qangerOt•fiy you have with him prevail'd, 
If not mofr M mal to him. But let it come:
.AufidiuJ, though l cannot make true Wars, 
1~11 f1ame convenient Peace. Now, good ..tbfidiHI, 
Were you in my fi:ead, would you have heard 
A Mother Jefs ! Or granted lefs, .Aufidius l 

.Auf. I wa~ mov'd withal. 
Cor. I dare be (worn you were; 

And, Sir, it is no little thing to make 
Mines Eyes to fweat ~omp.~ffion. But, go~d Sir; 

What . u. 



Coriolanus~ 1995 

What Peace you'll make, advife me: J:or my part, 
I'll not to R?me, _I'll back wtth you, and pray you 
Stand to me m thts Caufe. 0 Mother! Wife! 

.A•f. I am glad thou haO:fet thy Mercy, and thy Honour 
At difference in thee; out of that I'll work [Afide. 
My ft:lf a former Fortune. 

Cor. Ay, by and by; but we will drink together; 
And you thall bear [To Vol. Virg, tfrc. 
A better witnefs back than words, which we 
On like Conditions. will have counter-feal'd. 
Come, enter with us: Ladies, you dderve 
To have a Temple built you: All the Swords 
In Italy, and her Confedente Arms 
Could not have made this Peace. 

S C EN E Ill. Rome. 
Enter Menenius and Sicinius. 

[ Exe•nt. 

Men. See you yond Coin o'th'Capirol, yond Corner Stone~ 
Sic. Why, what of that ? 
Men. If it be poffible for you to clifplace it with your 

little Fmger, there is fome hope the Ladies o( Rgme, efpe
cially his Mother, may prevail with him. But I fay, there 
is no hope in't, our Throats are fentenc'd, and fray upon 
Execution. 

S1c. ls'c poffible that fo fhort a time can alter the condi .. 
tion of a Man. 

Men. There is difference between a Grub and a Butterfly, 
yet your Buttedly was a Grub; this MartiNs is gnlfwn from 

Oo! Man to Dragon: I:Ie has Wings, he's more th•n a creeping 

~~ir, 

thing. 
Sic. He lov'd his Mother dearly. 
Men. So did he me; and he no more remembers his 

Mother now, than an eight years old Horfe. The urtnefs 
of his Face foUl's ripe ~r~pes . When he walks, he mO\ es 
like an Engine, and the Groun~ lbrinks before his Treadingo 
He is able to pierce a Co'fl't with his Eye: Talks like a 
Knell, and his hum is a Battery. He fits in his State as a 
thing made for .Alexotnder. What he bids be done is finilh'd 
with his bidding. He wants nothing of a God, but Eter: 
mty, and a Heaven to Throne in. 

Si,. Yes, Mercy, if you report him truly. 



Coriol2mis: 

Men. I paint him in the Character. ~ark what Mercy 
his Mother flull bring from him; there IS no more Mercy 
in him, than there is Milk in a Male-Tyger; hat iliall our 
poor City find; and all this is long of you. 

Si:, The Gods be good unto us. . 
Men. No, in fuch a cafe the Gods w1ll not be good unto 

us. When we banith'd him, we refpe&:ed not them: And 
he returning to break our Necks, they refpec9: not us. 

Enter a Mcj{enf.t-r. 
,iJ,fc{. Sir, il you'd fave your LifeiBye to your Houie, 

The Plebeians h1ve g-ot your Fellow-Tribune, 
And hale him up and down, all fwearing, if 
The Roman Ladies bring oot Comfort home, 
They'll give him Death by Inches. 

Enter another Mej[enger. 
S1c, What's the News? 
ACe f. Good News, good News, the Ladies have prevail' d, 

The P'ol{cus are diflodg-'d, and 11-fartius gone: 
A rnemer Day did never yet greet Rome, 
No, not th' .E.xpuHion of the Tarquins. 

Sic. Friend, art thou certain th!s is true~ 
Is't moll certain ~ 

Me[. As certain as I know the Sun is Fire: · 
Where have you lurk'd, that you make doubt of it? 
Ne'er through an Arch fo hurried the blown Tide, 
As the recomforted throu~h th' Gates. Why, hark you: 

[Trumpets, Hautboys, Drums beat, all together. 
The Trui\;pets, Sackbuts, Pfaltertes and Flfts, 
Tabors and Cymbals, and the ihouting Romans 
Make the Sun dance. Hark you. [A jhout within. 

Men. This is good News: 
I will go meet the L2dies. This Volumr.ia. 
Is worth of Confuls, Senators, Patricians, 
A City full: Of Tribunes, fuch as you. 
A Sea and Land full; you h:~ve pray'd well to Day: 
This Morning, for ten thoufand of your Throats, 
l'd not have given a doit. Hark how they joy. 

[Sound ftm wuh the Shouts. 
· Se. Fid1, the Gods blefs you for your T1dings: 
N exr, accept my Thankfulncfi. 

Uef. Sir, we have all great caufe to give great thanks • 
• Jic, They are tear the City? /de[. 
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Me f. Aim oft at point to enter. 
Sic. We'll meet them, and help the Joy. [ Exennt. 

Enter two Senators, with Ladies paj]ing over the Stllf.t with 
other Lords. 

Sen. Behold our Patronefs, the life of Rome: 
Call all your Tribes together, praife the Gods, 
And make triumphant Fires, fhew Flowers before them: 
Unlhout the Noife that banilh'd Martius; 
Repeal him with the welcome of his Mother : 
Cry, welcome, Ladies, welcome. 

Ail. Welcome Ladies, welcome. [Exeunt. 
[A Flourijb with Drums and T'I"Hmpm. 

S C E N E IV. Antium. 
Enter Tullus Aufidius, with AttendAnts. 

Auf. Go tell the Lords o' th' City, I am here: 
Deliver them this Paper: Having read ir, 
Bid them repair to th' Market-place, where I 
Even in theirs, and in the Commons Ears, 
Will vouch the truth of it. Him I accufe 
The City Ports by this bath enter'd, and 
Intends t' appear before the People, hoping 
To purge hrmfelf with words. Difpatch. 

Enter three or four ConJPirators of Aufidius's Fatlioll. 
Mofl: welcome. 

1 Con. How is it with our @enera]? 
Auf. Even fo, as with a Man by his own Alms impoy

fon'd, and with his Charity !lain. 
2. Con. M 1ft noble Sir, if you do hold the fame intent, 

Wherein you wilh'd us Parties; we'll deliver you 
Of your great danger. 

A..r1j. Sir, I cannot tell, 
We mull: proceed as we do find the People. 

3 Con. The People will remain uncertain, whil!l: 
•Twixt you there's difference; but the fall of either 
Mak(s the Survivor Heir of all • 

.A~ef. I know it; 
And my pretext to frrike at him e~dmits 
A good Confrrucrior.. I rai~·d him, and I pawn'd 
l\:I1ne Honour for his Truth; who being f) heightcn'd, 
He wattr'd his new Plants with dews of Flattery, 
Seducing fo my Friends; and to th' d, 



He bow'd his Nature, never known before~ 
But to be rpugh~ unfwayable, and free. 

1 Con. Sir, his Sroutcefs . 
When he did ftand for Conful~ which he loft 
By lack of fl:ooping-

.ANJ. That I would have fpoke of: 
Being banifh,d for't,_ he came unto my Hear~h, 
Prefented to my Kmfe his Throat; I took him, 
Made him joint Servant with me; gave him way 
In all his own defircs; nay, let him chufe 
Out of my Files. his Projects to accomplith, 
My bdl and fre1hell: Men; farv'd his Defignments 
In mine own Perlon; hop,d to reap the Fame . 
Which he did make all this; and took fome Pride 
To do my felf this wrong; •till at the Jall, 
l feem'd his Follower, not Partner; and 
He wag'd me with his Countenance, as il 
I had been Mercenary. 

1 Con. So he did, my Lord: 
The Army marveu·d at it. and in the lafr, 
Whtn he had carried Rqme, and that we Jook·d 
For no lefs Spoil, than ~lory---

.Auf. There was it; 
For which my Sinews thall be £herch•d upon him: 

Unc 
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At a few drops of W omens Rheum, which are 
As cheap as Lies, he fold the Blood and Labour 
OE our great Action ; therefore thall he dye, Wit, 
.And I'll renew me in his fall. But hark. Tha 
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[Drums and Trumpets found, with gr1at jhouts of the People. lobi 
1 Con. Your Native Town you encer'd like a Pofi, Tog 

And had no welcomes home, but he returns We 
Splitting the Air with Neife. 

2. Con. And pnient Fools. 
Whofe Children he bath fiain, their bafe Throats tear 
With giving him Glory. 

3 Con. Therefore at your vantage, 
E.>er he exprefs himfelf; or move the People 
With what he would fay, let him feel your Sword, 
Which we will fecond, when he lies along, 
After your way. his Tale pronounc'd, thall bury 
His Reafons with his Body. 



l bury 

ANf. Say no more, here come the Lords. 
Enter the Lords of the C;ty • 

.All Lords. You tre m,J!l welcome home; 
AHf· I h.ve not dtferv'd it. 

Bur, worthy Lords, have you with heed perus'd 
Wt.at l have wdtt~n to you~ 

.A.tl. W t h ve. 
1 Lord. And grieve to hear it. 

What Fauhs he made before the lafl, I think 
Mi

5
hc have found <aft~ Fines: But there to end. 

Where he was to begin, and give away 
The bendi. . of o ur Levies, anf we ring us 
With our own Charge, maktng a Treaty where 
Thue was a yielding; this admits no excufe • 

.A.uf. He approaches, you llull h~ar him. 
Enter Coriolanus marching with Drums and ColoHrs~ the 

Commons being with him. 
Cor. Hail, Lords, I am returt1'd, your Soldier; 

No more infceted with my Country's love, 
Thtn when I parted hence, but {hll fubftfling 
Under your great Command. You are to know, 
That profperoufly I have attempted, and 
W1th bloody pa!fJge led yollr Wars. even to 
The ~atesof Rome: Ourlipoils we have brought home 
Doth more than Counterpoife a full third part 
The charges of the Action. We have made Peace 
Wtth no lefs Honour to the .AntiateJ 
Than Shame to th' Romans: And we here deliver~ 
Subfcrib'd by th' Confuls and Patricians, 
Tog~ther with the Seal o' th' Senate, what 
We have ccm:Jounded on . 

.Auf. Read 'it not, Noble Lords, 
But tell the Traitor in the highefl degree 
He hath abus'd your Powers. 

Cor. Traitor !_....-How now!
.Auf, Ay, Traitor, MartiHJ. 
Cor. Martius!-
Auf. Ay, Martius, CaiusM.trtius; dolhhou think 

I'll. grace thee with that Robbery, thy fioln name 
CeriolaNtl.r, in Coriolus~ 
Xoll Lords and Heild o: th~ State, perfi~ioufly He 



your Bulinefr, and given up, 
For certain rops of Salt, your City Rome. 
I fay your City, to his Wife and Mother, 
Breaking his Oath and Rtfolution like 
A twiLl: of rotten Silk, never admitting 
Counfel o'th' War; but at his Nurfe's Tears 
He whio'd and roar'd away your Victory, 
That Pages bluth'd at him~ and Men of Heart 
Look'd wondring each at other. 

Cor. Hear'ft thou, Mars~ 
.Auf. Name not the <!Jod, thou Boy of T cars. 
Cor. Ha! · 
..Auf. No more. 
Cor. Meafurelefs Liar~ thou hail: made my Meart 

Too great for what contains it. Boy! 0 Slave f ••• 
Pardon me, Lords, 'tis the firfi time that ever 
I was fore' d to fcold. Your Judgments, my grave Lords, 
Mufi give this Cur the Lie; and his own Notion, 
Who wem my firipcs imprefl: upon him, that 
Mufi bear my beating to his eirave, thall join 
To thrufi the Lie unto him. 

I Lord. Peace both, and hear me fpeak. 
Cor. Cut me to pieces, r'ol[cies, Men and Lads, 

Stain all your edges in me. Boy! falfe Hound!
If you have writ your Annals true, 'tis there, 
That like an Eagle in a Dove-coat, I 
Flutter'd your ~lfcies in Corio/us. 
Alore I did ir. Boy !---

.Auf. Why, Noble Lords, 
\Jiill you be ptit in mind of his blind Fmtune, 
Which was your flume, by this unholy Braggart, 
'Fore your own Eyes and Ears~ 

.Alt Con. Let him dye for'r. 
Aft People. Tear him to pieceS', do ic prefently: 

He kill'd my Son, my Daughter, he kill'd my Coulin 
Marcus, he kill'd my Father. 

z. Lord. Pence, ho-no outrage-peace
The Man is noble, and his Fame folds in 
This Orb o' th' E.art.h; his lafi Offences to us 
Shall have judicious hearing. Sund, 4ufidius, 
And trouble not the Pe.u;e. 'qr; 



Coriolanus. 2.001 

Cor. 0 that I had him, with fix Aufidittffis, or more; 
His Tribe; ro ufe my lawful Sword-

.Auf. Infolent Villain. 
All Con. Ktll, k,ll, kill, kill, kill him. 

[The Confpirators ail draw, .end k_!ll Martius, who 
Jlllls, and Aufidius ftllnds on him. 

Lords. Hold, hold, hold, hold • 
.Auf. My Noble Lords, hear me fpeak. 
I Lord. 0, Tuilus--
l. Lord. Thou hafr done a deed, whereat 

Valour will weep. 
3 Lord. Tre,ad not upon him---Mafrers all, be quiet, 

Put • p your Swords. 
Auf. My Lords, 

When you !hall know (as in this Rage 
" P1ovok'd by him, you cannot) the great danger 

~11 · Which thts Man's Life did owe you, you'll rejoice 
That he is thus cut off. Plcafe it your Honour~ 
To call me to your Senate, I ' ll deliver 
My fdf your Loysl Servant, or endure 
Your hcavidl: Cenfure. 

1 Lord. Be:u from hence his Body, 
And mourn you for him. Let him be regarded 
As the mofr Noble Coarfe, that ever Herald 
Did follow to his Urn. 

2. Lord. His own impatience 
Takes from .Aujidius a great part of blame: 
Let's make the befr ufe of it. 

Auf. My Rage is gene, 
e, And I am {huck with Sorrow: Take him up: 
'~tn, Help three o'th' chiefefr Soldiers; I'll be one. 
l1 Beat thou the Drum that it fpeak mournfully: 

Trail your fieel Ptkes. Though in this City he 
tlf: . Harh widow~d and uochildcd many a one, 
~yC~ Which to this hour bewail the Injury, 

Yet he iliall have a Noble Memory. Affift. 
~,,,.... [Exeunt, bearing the Body ofMactms. A de"d M~mh {oMnd~d. 
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Perfonre. 
M E N. 

SAturninus, Son to the late Emperor of Rome, 
and afterwards declar' d Emperor himfe!f. 

Baffianus, Broth(/r to Saturninus, in Love with 
Lavinia. 

Titus Andronicus, a Noble Roman, General againfi 
the Goths. 

Marcus Andronicus, Tribune of the People, and 
Brother to Titu~. 

Marcus, ~ 
QL ui~tus, Sons to Titus Andronicus. 

UClUS, . 

Mutius, 
Toung Lucius, a Boy, Son to Lucius. 

Alarbus, ~ 
Chiron, Sons to Tamora. 
Demetrius, 
Aaron, a Moor, Bclov'd hy Tamora. 

W 0 M E N. 

Tamora, fi!!een oftheGoths,and afterwards Mar~ 
ried to Saturninus. 

Lavinia, CJJaughter to Titus .\ndronicus. 

Senators, Judges, Officers, Soldrer;, an_d oth~r At
tendants. 

SCE N E Rome, and the Country near it: 

Tit us 

!:. 



1il' 

1itus Andronicus. 

ACT I. SCENE I. 
S C EN E Rome. 

Enter theTribunes and Senators aloft,a~ intheSenat~. 
Enter Saturninus arJd his Followers at one Voor, 
and Baffianus and his Followers at the other, with 
Vrum and Colottrs. 

S.ATV R NINVS. 

fii~~~;!Oble Patricians, Patrons of my Right, 
Defend the J ufrice of my Caufe with ArrQs: 
And Country men and loving Followers, 
Plead my fucceffi ve Title with your Swc,rds. 

I!.;J~~i~~jl I was the firH-born Son of h1m that lafi: -
loiiO:~;.:.":iiii~i:.l Wore the Imperial Diadem of RQmt: 
Then let my Father's Honours live in me, 
Nor wrong mme Age with this Indignity. 

Ba[. Romans, Fnends, followers, 
Favourers of my Right; 
I ( ever Bajfianus, C.efor's Son. 
Were gracious 10 the Eyes of Royal RQmf, 
Keep then this paffage to the Capitol ; 
And {uffer not Dithonour to approach 

h 3 



Titus Andronicus, 
Th' Imperial Seat, to V trtue Confecrate, 
To J ufhce, Contmence, and Nob1lity: 
But let 0Lfert m pure Election tbine; 
And, Romans, fight for Frtedom in your Choice; 

Enter M arcus AndronicL s aloft with the Crown. 
Mar. Princes that £hive hy Factions and by Friends, 

Ambic10u!1y for Rule and Empery; 
Know, that the People of Rome, for whom we frand 
A fpecial Parry, have by Common Voice, 
In Eltdion for the Rom,.n En·pery, 
Chofen .Andromcus, Sur-named Pius, 
For anany good and great deferts to Rome, 
A Nobler Man, a braver Warrior, 
Lives not this clay within our City Walls. 
He by the Senate is accited home, 
From weary Wars againfr the barbarous Goths, 
That With his Sons (a terror to our Foes) 
Hath yoak'd a Nation firong, train'd up in Arms. 
Ten Years arc fpent fince firfi he undertook 
This Caufe of Rome, and chafiifed with Arms 
Our Enemies Pride. Ftve times he bath return'd 
Bleeding to Rome, beanng his valiant Sons 
In C ffins from the Field. 
And n w at I .fi, laden wirh Honour's Spoils, 
R~turns tl e uo ·d Andronicus to Romr, 
R~:nowned Tztus, fh 11itbmg in Arm~. 
Let us tntrea ·, by Honour of his Name, 
Whom (worth.!}) you would have now fucceed, 
And j,, the Capttol and Senate's Righr, 
Whom you pretend to Honour and Adore, 
That you w.thdraw you, and abate your Strength; 
Difmifs you Followers, and as Suiters tbould,. 
Plead your Deferts in Peace and Humblends. 

Sat. Hnw fair the Tribune fpeaks, 
To calm my Thoughts. 

Baf. Marcus Andronicus, fo I do affie 
In thy Uprightnefs and Ioregrity: 
And fo I Love and Honour thee and thine; 
Thy Noble Brother Titus, and his Sons, 
And hu (trl whom our Thoughts are bumbled all) 
Gra~i~us La~inia, Rm11'~ ri~~ Orn~menc, 

That 

Thlt 
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ColD[ 



T'tus Andromcu 
Th1t I will here d1fmtfs y lovin~ Frierds; 
Ar to my Fortunes, and th P~. e F1vour, . 
Commit my Caufe iD ballance to t! weigh'd. 

[Ex. S'lditts~ 
Sat. Priends that h1ve. been _ - · 

Thus forward in my Right. 
I thank you all, and here difmifs you all ; 
And to the Love and Favour of my Cou~try~ 
Commit my Self, my Perfon, aad the Caufe t 
Rome, be as juft and gracious unto me, 
As I am confident and kind to thee. 
Open the Gates, and let me in. 

B~tf. Tribunes, and me, a poor Competitor: 
[They go up into the S1nate•Ho!1ji~ 

Enter a C~tptain. 
Cap. Romans, m~ke way: The go d .AndronicHs, 

Patron of Virtue, R~me's befl: Champion, 
Succefsful in the Battels th~t he fights, 
With Honour and with Fortune is rcturn'd, 
From whence he cir,umf,ribed with his Sword, 

. And brought to yoke the Enemies of Rome. 

SoHnJ Drums and Trumpets, and then enter Mutius and Mar; 
cus: .After them, tWII Men bettrmg a Co./fir~ cover'd with 
11/ack._; then Quintus and Lucius. Afur them TH"l> An· 
dronicus ; ~nd thm .Ta~pon. the Qf!wt of Goths, A larbus, 
Chiron and Demmius, with Aaron tl:t Moor, Prifo•urs, 
Soldiers, and other AttendAnts. The) fot aown the Cv./fin, and 
Titus JPeaks. 

7it. H1il, Rome, 
Via:orious in thy mourning Weeds I 
Lor, as the Bark thJt hath difcharg'd her Freight. 
Returns with precious lading to the Bav, 
From whence at firil: fue weigh'd her Anchorage, 
Cometh A.t~dronicus with Laurel Bough. 
To re~falute his Country with his Ten~; 
Tears of true Joy, for his return to R•me. 
Thou great defender of. this Capitol~ 
Stand gracious to the Rttes that ~o~e Jntend. 
Romani of five and twenty V~li~nt Sons, 
Half of the number that King Priam had, 

H h 4 B~hold 



Titus Andronicus. 
Behold th(t poor remains alive and dead! 
Thefe that SUrvive, Jet Rome reward with Love; 
Thefe that I bring unto their Iatefi Home, 
With burial among their Ancefiors. 
Herct Goths have gtven me leave to 1heath my Sword: 
Titus ur.kind, and carele(s of thine own, 
Why fuffer'ft thou thy Sons unburied yet, 
To hover on the dreadful Shoar o[Sty.·d 
Make way to lay them by their Brethren. 

[rhry ope1z the 7omb. 
There greet in filence, as the dead are wont, 
And fleep iR Peace, flain in your Country's Wars: 
0 facred Receptacle of my Joys, 
Sweet Cell of Virtue and Nobility, 
How many Sons of mine ball: thou in fiorr, 
That thou wilt never render to me more~ 

Luc. Give us the proudefi Prifoner of the Goths, 
That we may hew his Limbs, and on a Ptle, 
.Ad manes Fratrum, Sacrifice hi~ Flel11, 
Before this Earthly Prifon of their Bones, 
That fo the Shadows be not unappeas'd, 
Nor we dtfiurb'd with Prodigies on Earth. 

Ttt. I give him you, the nobldl: that furvivcs, 
The Eldefi Son of this difireffed Queen. Luc 

T~em. Stay, Rom.m Brethren, gracious Conqueror, o,r l 
Va9:orious Tttus, rue the Tears I 1hed, And! 
A Mother's Tears in Paffion for her Son: Woof. 
And if thy Sons were ever dear to thee, R:m1i 
0 think my Sons to be as dear to me. Ana~ 
Sufficeth not, th•t we are brought to RrJme, Ttt, 
To beautifie thy Triumphs, and return lh!e 
C:aptive to thee, and to thy 'Roman Yoak; 
But mull: my Sons be flaughter'd in the Streets, hPe~ 
For V2liant doir gs in their C.mntry's c~ufd ltte' 
0! if to fight for King and Common. weal, lecuu 
Were Piety in thine~ it is in thefe: Here 
.Andronicus, !lain nor thy Tomb with Blood. Here 
\V ilt thou draw near the nature of the Gods ~ No~ 
Draw near them then in being merciful; hPt 
Sweet Mercy is Nobility's true badge, 
Thrice Noble Titus, fpare my firfi-born Son. 

Tit, 



Tirus Andronicus. 
Tit. Patient your fdf, Madam, and pardon me. J 

Thtfe are the Brethren, whom you Goths behold 
Alive and dead, and for their llrc.thren fiain, 
Religioufiy they a~k a Sacrifice ; 
To this your Son is marl<t, and die he mull. 
To appcafe their groaning Shadows that are gone. 

Luc. Away with him, and make a Fire ftraight. 
And with our Swords upon a Pile of Wood, 
Let's hew his Limbs 'till they be clean confum'd, 

2.009 

[E:~eunt MutJUs, Marcus, Quintus andLuciuswith Alarbus. 
Tam. 0 cruel irreligious Piety! 
Chi. Was ever Scythia half fo barbarous? 
Dem. Oppofe me, Scythia, to ambitious Rome, 

.Alarbus go to refi, ar; d we furvive, 
To tremble under Titus's threatning Looks, 
Then, Madam, fhnd refolv'd, but hope withal~ 
The fdf-fame Gods that arm'd the Queen of TroJ• 
With opportunity of fharp Revenge 
Upon the Tlm1cian Tyrant in his Tent, 
May flvour Tt~~mcra, the Queen of Goths, 
(When Goths were Goths, and Tamora was <zyeen) 
To quit her bloody Wrongs upon htr Foes. 

Enter Mutt us, Marcus, Quintus and Lucius. 
Luc. See, Lord and Father, how we have perform'd 

Our Roman Rites, .Alarbus\ Limbs are lopr, 
And lntrails feed th~ facrificing Fire, 
Whofe Smoke, like Incenfe, doth perfume the Sky. 
Rcmaineth nought but to inter our Brethren, 
And with loud Larums welcome them to Rome. 

Tit. Let it be fo, ~nd let Andronicus 
Make this his latefr farewel to their Souls. 

['Then found Trumpm, and lay the Coffins i11 th1 y,,;. 
In Peace and Hono:.tr reO: you herr, my Sons, 
Rome's readieft Champions, rtpnfe you htr<! in rei, 
Secure from worldly Chances aod Mithaps: 
Here lurks no Treafon, here no Envy fwells, 
Here grow no damned Grudges, here no Storms, 
No Noife, but Silence and eternal Sleep: 
In p,ace and Hono1:1r nft you here, my Sons. 

Enttr 



Titus Andronicus. 

E~:ter Lavinia. 
Lav. In Peace and Honour lt ve Lord Titus long, 

My Noble Lord and F~ther, Jive in Fame: 
Lo at this fomb my tnbutary Tears 
I rendert for my Brethrens Obftquies: 
And at thy Feet I kneel, with Tears of Joy. 
Shed ol') 1h" Ea1th, for thy return to Rome. 
0 blef.; me here With thy victorious Hand, 
Whofe Fortune Rome's beft Citiz~ns applaud. 

Tit. Kiod Rome, ~. R1 

That h fl: t ms lovingly rcferv'd ·itians 
The Co d1al of mine Age, to glad mine Heart, 'M SAil 

L :wima, live, out- live thy Father's Days; 
And Fame's eternal date for Virtue's pnife. 

Mar. Lo11g live Lord Titus, my beloved Brother, 
Gracious Triumpher in the £yes of Rmse. 

Tit. Th:mks, gentle Tnbune, 
Noble Brother MarceiJ. 1 

Mar. And welcome Nephews from fuccef.ful Wan, 
You that furv1ve, and you that !leep in Fame: 
Fair Lords, your Fortunes are ahke in all, 
That in your Country's Service drew your Swords. 
But fafr:r Triumph is this Funeral Pomp 
That hath afptr'd to Solon's Happinefs, 
And triumphs over Chance in Honour's Bed. 
Titus Andrt;ni&Uf1 the People of Rome, 
Wh.)fc: Friend i~ J ullice thou hall ever been, 
Send th~e by o/e their Tribune, and their trull, 
This Palltame'r1t of white and fpotlefs Hue, 
And name thee in Election for the Empire, 
With thefe our hte deceafed Emperor's Sons: 
Re Candid.ctus then, and put it on, 
And hdp to f-r a Head on headlefs Rome. 

Tit. A better Head her Glorious Body fits, 
Than his that fhakes :f)r Age and Feeblenefi: 
\Y'hat fhould I don this Rpbe, QOd trouble you? 
Be chofe with Proclamations to D y, 
To Morrow yield up Rule, refign my Life, 
And ftt abrC1ach new Bulinefs f )r yf)u all . 
.Rome, I have been thy Soldier fony Years, 
And led my Country's St~ength fuc~efsfuJJy, 



Titus Andronicus. 

And buried one and twenty valiant Sons, 
Knighted in Field, fiain manfully in Arms, 
ln Right and Service of their Noble Country: 
Give me a Staff of Honour fJr mine Age, 
But not a Sceprer to controul the W or Id, 
Upright he held it, Lord~, that held it latl. 

Mar. Titus, thou ilialtobtain and ask the Empery~ 
G~tt. Proud and ambitious Tribune, canfi thou tell~ 
Tit. Patience, Prince Saturninus. 
Sat. Romans, do me right. 

Patricians draw your Swords, and ilieath them not 
'fill S~tturninus be Rome's Emperor: 
.Andronicus, would thou wert fhipt to H eJJ, 
Rather than rob me of the People Heans. 

Luc. Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the good 
That Noble·mind~::d Titus means to thee. 

Tit. Content thee Prince, 1 will refl:ore to thee 
The Peoples Hearts, and wean them from themfelves. 

Baf. Andronicus, I do not flatter thee, 
But honour thee, and will do 'till I die : 
My Faction, if thou fl:rengthen with thy Friends, 
I will moft thankful be; and thanks to Men 
Of noble Minds is honourable Meed. 

Tit. People of Rome, and noble Tribunes here, 
I ask your Voicet, and your Suffrages, 
Will you befl:ow them friendly on .Andronicus? 

Mar. To gratifie the good .Andronicus, 
And gratulate his fafc: Return to Rome, 
The People will accept whom he admits. 

Tit. Tribunes, I thank you, and this f~it I make, 
That you create your Emperor's ddell Son, 
Lord Saturnine; whofe Virtues will, I hope, 
RdleCt on Rome, as Titan's Rays on Earth, 
And ripen Jufbce in this Common-weal: 
Then if you will EleCt by my Advice, 
Crown him, and r .. y, Long live our Emperor: 

Mar. With Voices and AppJaufe of every fort, 
Patriciatl$ and Plebeians, we cre~te 
Lord SlltHrninus, Rome's great Emperor ; 
And fay, Long live our .... Empercr Sar_urnf~e. 

L 4 long Flcurljh ·rtli they cqme down~ 
S11t. 



Titus Andronicus. 

Sat. Titus Andronicus, for thy Favours done; 
To us in our Elecbon this Day, 
I give: thee Thanks m part of thy Deferts, 
And will wuh Deeds requ1ce tby gentlenefs : 
And for an Onfd, Titus, to advance 
Thy Name, and honourable Family, 
Lavmu~ w11l I make my Emperefs, 
Rome's Royaf Miflref,, M1ftrefs of my Heart, 
And in the facr t:d Pantheon her Efpoufe: 
Tell me, Andronicus, do-th this Molion pleafe thee~ 

Tit. It doth, my worthy Lord; and in this Match, 
I hold me l1i ,hJy honour'd of your G ace: 
And here 111 figt1r of Rome, to S-uurninus, 
King and C) .mander of our Common-weal, 
The wide W .nld's Emperor, do I Confecrate 
My Sword, my Chariot and my Prifone-rs, 
Prefenrs well worthy R•me's Imperial Lord. 
Receive them then, the Tnbute that I owe, 
Mine Honours Enfigns humbled at thy Feet. 

S.!t. Thanks, noble Tit us, Father of my Lifi. 
How proud I am of thee, and of thy Gifts. 
Rome !hall record, and when I do forget 
Tt·e leafl: of thefe unfpeakable Deferrs, 
Romans forget your Fealty to me. 

Tit. Now, Madam, are you Pnfoncr to an Emperor, 
To him thar for your Honour and your State .D:a1 
Will ufe you nobly, and your Followers. :l aoot 

S.Zt. A goodly Lady, trufl: me, of the Hue, No
1 That l would chufe. were I to chufe a-new: 

Clear up. fair Queen, that cloudy Countenance, 
Tho'~hance ofWar bath wrought this dJange of cheer, 
Tht>O com'll: not to be made a fcorn in Rome: .:rne: 
Princely thall be thy Ufige every way. 
Refl: on my Word, and let not difcontent 1n;i1 

Daunt all your Hopes: Madam, he CGmforts you, tntfe 
Can make you greater than the Qleen of Goths. [;ia'fi. 
Lavinia, you are not difpleas'd with this? OM 

Lav. Not I. my Lord, fith true Nobility But 
Warrant thefe Words in Princely Courtefie. tna 

Sat. Thanks, fwee:t Lavinia. Romans, Jet us go. .i:t : 
Ranf·mlds here we fet our Prifoners free, 

Proclaim 



our Honours, Lords, with Trumpet and Drum. 
B~f. Lord 7itus, by ypur leave this Ma1d ts mine •. 

. . [Sei~ing Lavinia. 
Tit. How, Su~ Are you m earnefi then, my Lord~ 
Baf. Ay, noble 7itus; and refolv'd Withal, 

'o do my felf this Reafi>n and tbi~ Rtght. 
[The J:.mperor Cour-ts Tarnora in dumb Jhew. 

Mar. Suum cu:que, is our Roman J uHice: 
his Prtnce in J ultJce ft izeth but hts own. 
Luc. And that he wdl, and lhall, tf Lucius live. 
Tit. Traitors, avant! where is the Emperor's «iuard ~ 

n, my Lord; Lavinia is {urpriz'd. 
Sat. Surpnz'd! by whom? 
Baf. By htm that jufl:Jy may 

:ar his Betroth'd from all the World away. 
[Exit Baffianus with Lavinia. 

J4ut, Brochers, help to convey her hence away. 
d with my Sword I'll keep the Door clofe. 
Tit. Follow, my Lord, and I'll foon brtog her back • 
. Mtet. My Lord, you pafs not here. 
Tit. What Villain, Boy, barr'll- me ~r.y way in Rome l 
M ut. Help, L rmus, help. [He kjlls him. 
Luc. My Lord, you are unjufi, and more than fo, 
wrongful Quarrel you h:~vc flain your Son. 
Tit. Nor thou, nor he, are any Sons of mine. 
y Sons would never {o Dilhonour me. 
rtitor, refiore Lavinia to the Emperor. 
Luc. Dead, if you will, but not to be his Wife, 
hat is another's lawful promis'd Love. 
Emp. No, Titt~s, no, the Emperor needs her not, 
or her, nor thr: e, nor any of thy Stock; 
I trufl: by Leifure him that mocks me once, 

dte
1
1ee never, nor thy Traiterous haughty Sons. 

1
; lnfederatcs all, thus to D•lhonour me. r 'a1 there none elfe in Rome to make a Srale of 

it Saturnine? Full well, .Andronicus, 
jO" ~ree thefe Deeds, with that pr Jud Brag of chine, 

,
11

1 
., 'at faid'fi, I beg'd rhe Empire at thy. Hands. 

·ofJ, it. 0 Monfhous! what renroachful Words are thefd 
Sat, But go thy ways, go give thar chmging Piece, 

ry , him that flourrfl1'd for her w1th his Sword; 
· Valiant Son-ir.-Law thou lhalt enjoy : One 
t US~·\ 



One fit to bandy with thy lawlefs Sons, 
To rufH.e in the Common-wealth of Rome. 

Tit. Thefe Words are Razors to my wounded Heart. 
Sat. And therefore, lovely Tamora, Queen of Goths, 

1'hat like the fiately Phabe 'mongfi: her-Nymphs, 
Doll over-thine the Gallant'fl Dames of Rome, 
If thou be pleas'd with this my fudden Choice, 
Beh ·Id I chufe thee, TAmora, for my Bride, 
And will create thee Emperefs of Rome. 
Speak, Queen of GQths, doft thou applaud my Choicd 
And here I (wear by all the RomAn Gods, 
Sith Prietl and Holy-water are fo near, 
And Tapers burn fo bright, and every thing 
In nadinefs for Hymeneus {bnd, 
I will not re-f&lnte the Streets of RQme, 
Or climb my Pala~e, 'till frcm forth thi~ place 
I lead efpous'd my Bride along with me. 

TAm. And here in fight of Heav'n to Rome I fwear, 
If Saturnine advance the Queen of Goths. 
She will a H.wd·maid be to his DeGres, 
A loving Nutfe, a Mother <o his Youth. 

Sat. A'ccnd, Fdir Q!teen~ 
Pantheon Lords, accompany 
Your noble Ernp.rl)r, ard his lovely Bride, 
Sent by the Heavens for Prince SaturniNe; 
Whofe Wtfdom bath her Fortune Conquered, 
There lhall we confummate our Spoof~ I Rites. [Exeunt, 

Tit I am not bid t') wait upon this Bride. 
Tiuu, when wert thou wont to walk alone, 
Dtlhonoured thus, and challenged ofWrongd 
Enter Marcus Andronicus, Lucius, Quinrus, and Marcus. 

A-far. 0 Tiuu fee, 0 fee w lut thou haft done! 
In a bad Quarrel {lain a Virtuous Son. 

Tit. No. foo!ilh Tribune, no: No Son of mine, 
N ' r thou, nor th~fe Confederates in the Deed, 
Thlt bath Dithonoured all our Family, 
U 1worthy Brother, and unworthy Sons. 

Luc. But let us give him Burial as becomes, 
Give J.ft~tius Burial with our Brethren. 



Tit. Traitors away, he rtfh not in this omb; 
This Monument five hundred Yen s bath Hood~ 

' Which I have fumptt:oufly re- ed ified: 
·: Here none but Soldiers, and Rome's Serviton; 

Repofe in Fame: None bafely {lain in Brawls. 
Bury him where you can, h~ comes not here. 

Mar. My Lord, this is Impiety in you, 
My Nephew Mutius's Deeds do ple2d for him, 
He mull: be bu, ed with his Brethren. 

[Titus's Sons [pea~. 
Sons. And fh 11, or him we will accompany. 
Tit. And fhalB What Villain was it fpake that Word? 

[Titus's Son fPeak.f. 
Ouin. He that would vouch in any place but here. 
Th. What would you bury him in my DtfpighH 
M~r. No, noble Titus, · but intreat of th(c, 

To pardon Mutius, and to bury him. 
l Tit. 11-fa.rcus, even thou hall: Chuck upon my Crefr, 
' And with thefe Boys mine Honour thou ha£1: wounded, 

My Foes, I do repute you every one. 
So trouble me no more, but get you gore. 

Luc. He is not himfdf, let us withdraw. 
~in. Not I, till Mutius Bones be buried. 

'[Tbe Brother And the So11s ~ul.. 
Mar. Brother, for in that Name doth Nature plead. 
Qf!in. Father, and in that Name doth Nature fpeak. 
Tit. Speak thou no more, if all the refl: will fpeed. 
Mar. Renowned Tiu~s, more than half my Soul. 
Luc. Dear F ther, Soul and Subfrance of us all. 
Mar. Suffer thy Brother llfarcus to inter 

l His noble Ntphew her . m Vmues Nefi, 
I Tl a~ died 111 Honour, and LAviniA's Caufe. 
Tho~· art a Roman, be not barbarous: 
The Greek! 1 1 on Advice did bury .Ajax 
Th.1t fL .. w bimfelf; A nd ev'n Laertes Son 
Did gr ciouilv p1caJ for his Funerals: 
L t not yr:ur 1:- Mutzus then, that was thy Joy; 
Be bar r i h • ~ ent•2rce here. 

:om~, Tit R 1f ·. Mrncus, rife-
The •' · ' :::>.~.y i~ rh1s that e'er I faw, 
T o Dtthonouted by my Sons in Rome: 

Well, 



Well, bury him, and bury me the next. 
( Thq pr~t him in the Tomb, 

Lt~c. There lye thy Bones, fwect Mtmus, with tby Friends, 
'Till we with Trophies do adorn thy Tomb. 

[The] alllzneel, andfay 
No Man fhed Tears for noble fi1utim; 
He lives in Fame, that died in V1rtut's Caufe. 

Mar. My Lord, to fiep out of there fudden Dumps, 
How cl"lmes it th•t th ~ fubtle Queen of Goths 
Is of a fudden thus advanc'd in Rome l 

Tit, I know nor, Marc m; but I know it is, 
Whether by device or no, the Heav'ns can tell : 
Is fue not then beholden to the Mm, 
That brought her for this high good rurn fo far~ 
Yes, and wlll Nobly him remunerate. 
Fiourifb. Enter the Emperor, Tamora, Chiron and Deme

trius with the Moor at one Do1r. At the other DoQr Baffia· 
nus and Lavinia 1vith others. 
Sat. SJ, Raffianus, you have plaid your Prize, 

God give you Joy, Sir, of your Gallant Bride. 
Bt~f. Ar.d you of yours, my Lord; I fay oo more, 

Nor wilh no hfs, and fo I take my leave. 
Sar. Traitor, if Rome have"L~w, or we have Power, 

Thou and thy F1etion !hall rcpenr tlm Rape. 
Baf. Rape call you it, my Lord, to ferze my own, 

My true betrothed Love, and now my \V1fe ~ 
But let the Laws of Rome determine all, 
Mean while I am po{fefi of that is mine. 

Sat. 'Tis good, Str; you are very fhort with us, 
But if we live, we'll be as {harp with you. 

Baf. My Lord, what I have done, a~ bell: I may, 
Anrwer I mutt, and fhall do wirh my Life, 
Only thus much I give your Grace to know, 
:By all the Dutte~ which I ewe to Rome, 
This noble Gentleman, Lord TitHs here, 
Is in <?pinion ard 11 Honour wrong'd, 
That w the Refcue of Lavinia, 
With his own Hand did fLy his youngdl: Son, 
In z~al to you, and highly mov'd to Wrath, 
To be comrol'd in tbat he frankly gave; ~ 
Receive him then to f&Vour, Stttarnir.e, 1l 

That 



That hath exprefi: hirnfelf in all his D~ed~, 
A Father and a Friend to thee, and Rome. 

7 it. Pnncc B111Jjiu.nus, leave to pleaJ my Defds, 
•Tis thou, and thof~:, that have ddhonour'd me: 
Rome and the Righteous Heav'ns be my Judge. 
How have llov'd and honour'd Saturnine. 

Tam. My worthy Lord, if ew.r Tamora 
Were gracious in thofe Pnncely Eyes of thinr, 

·Then hear me fpeak, indifferently, tor all; 
And at my Sui• (Sweet) pardon what is palt. 

Sat. What, Madam, be di(honoured openly, 
And bafely put it up without Revenge~ 

Tam. Not fo, my Lord, 
The Gods of Rome fore-fend, 
I fhould be Author to difhonour you, 
Bur, on mine Honour dare, I undertake, 
For good Lord Titt4s'S innocen£e in all; 
Whofe Fury not d1!fembled fpeaks his Griefs: 
Then at my Suit look gracioufly on him, 
Loft: not fo noble a F riend on vain fuppofe, 

lOt] 

" Nor with fowre looks affiict his gentle Hearr.-
My L~rd, be rul'd by me, be won at lafr, [ Afidt. 
Di!femble all your Griefs and Difcontents, 
You are but newly planted in your Throne; 

mror Left then the People and Partncians. too, 
l Upon a jufr Survey take Titus part, 

And fo fupplant us for Ingratitude, 
Which Rome reputes to be a hainous Sin~ 

u!, Yield at Intreats, and then let me alone ; 
I'll find a Day to Malfacre them all, 

!n:1;, And raze their Faction, and their Family; 
The Cruel Father, and his Traiterous Sons; 
To whom I fued for my dear Son's Life: 
And make them know what 'tis to ler: a Queen 
Kneel in the Street~, and beg for Grac~ in vain.
Come, come, fweet Emperor,- come .AndronitHs, 
Take up this good old M3n, and chear the Heart, 
That dies in Tempeft of thy angry Frown~ 

Sat. Rife, Tit#J, rife, 
My EmpreC hath prevai_l'd. 

Tit. I thank you~ MaJelly, 
Y 0 Le 1 V • 1 i .A.nd 



2.018 TitLts Andronicus. 

And her, my Lord. 
Thcfe Words, thefe I.ooks, infufc new Life in me. 
' Tam. Tmes, I am wcorporate in Rom~, 
A Roman now adopr,ed happily: 
And mull: advife the Emperor for his good. 
This Day all Quarrels die, Andronicus, AJI'ol 

And let it be my Honour, good my Lord, 
That I have reconcil'd your Friends and you. 
For you, Prince Bajfi.mus, I h:we paft 
My Word and Promife to ~he Emperor, 
That you will be more mtld and tractable. 
And fear nor, Lords; 
And you. Lavinia, 
By my Advice all humbled on your Knees, 
You ili all ask Pardon of his Majefty. 

Luc. We do, 
And vow to Heaven, and to his Highnefs, 
That what we did, was mildly, as we might, 
Tendring our Sifrer's Honour and our own. 

Mar. That on mine H)nour here I do protefi. 
S;~~t. Away. and talk not, trouble us no more. 
Tam. Nay, nay. 

~weet Emperor we mull: all be Friends. 
The Tribune ana his Nephews kneel for Grace, 
I will not be denied, Sweet-heart, look back. 

Sat. Marcus, 
For thy fake and thy Brother's here, 
And at my lovely Tamora's lntreats, 
I do remit thcfe young Mens hainous Faults. 
Stand up. Lavinia, though you ltfc me like a churl, 
I found a Friend, and fure as Death I {wore, 
I would not part a Batchelor from the Priefr. 
Come, if the Emperor's Court can feaft two Brides, 
You are my Gueft, Lt~vinia, :nd your Friends; 
This Day flull be a Lov(·day, Tamora. 

Tit. To Morrow, and it pleafe your Majdl:y, 
To hunt the Panther and the Hart with me, 
With Horn. and Ho.und, we'll give your Grace aon-jour: 

so/. Be lt fo, TltHs, and Gramercy too. [Exeunt. 

AC~ 



2.019 

A C T II. S C E N E I. 
SCENE Rome. 

Enter Aaron aloNe • 
.Aaron. N 0 W climbeth Tamora Olympus top~ 

Safe out of Fortune's iliot, and fits aloft~ 
Secure of Thunders crack, or Lightning flaili, 
Advanc'd above pale Envy's threatning reach; 
As when the golden Sun falutes the morn, 
And having gilt the Ocean with his Beams, 
Gallops the Zodiack in his glifhing Coach, 
And over-looks the highetl: piering Hills: 
So Tamora. 
Upon her Wit doth early Honour wait. 
And Virtue !loops and trembles at her Frown~ 
Then Aaron arm thy Heart, and fit thy Thoughts; 
To mount aloft with thy Imperial Mifiref5, 
And mount her Pitch, whom thou in triumph long 
Haft Prifoner held, fettcr'd in amorous Chains, 
And fall:er bound to Aaron•s charming Eyes, 
Than is Prometheus ty'd to Caucafus. 
Away with fiaviili Weeds, and idle Thoughtss 
I will be bright, and iliine in Pearl and Gold. 
To wait upon this new made E.mperefs. 
To wait, fa id I~ To wanton with this Queen, 
This Goddefs, this Semiramis, this Queen, 
This SJren, that will charm Rome's Saturnine, 
And fee his Sbipwrack, and his Common-weals. 
Holla, what Scorm is this~ 

Enter ChiroH and Demetrius. 
Dem. Chiron, thy Years want Wit, thy Wit wants Edge 

And Manners, to intrude where I am Grac'd, 
And may, for ought thou know'fi, affected be. 

Chi. Demetrius, thou d 1ft over-wecn in all, 
And fo in this-, to bear me down with Braves: 
'Tis not the o:fference of a Year or two 
Makes me lefs Gracious, or thee more Fortunate; 
I am as able, and as fit as thou, 
To fe ve, and to def~rve my Mifirefs Grace, 
An~ tha~ my Sw~rd upon thee

1 
~all approve, 
1 :z. And 

i 



2.02.0 

And plead my Paffion for Lavinia's Love, 
.Aar. Clubs, Clubs, thefe Lovers w1ll not keep the Peace. 
Dem. Why Boy, although our Mother (unAdvis'd) 

Gave you a dancing Rapier by your fide, 
Are you fo defpente grown to threat your Friends? 
Go to; have your L'ath glued within your Sheath, 
'fill you know better how to handle it. 

Chi. Mean while Sir, with the latle Skill I have, 
Full well fualt thou perceive how much I dare. 

Dem. Ay Boy, grow ye fo brave? [They draw. 
.Aar. Why now, Lords ~ 

So neu the Emperor's Palace dare you draw~ 
And maintain fuch a Q!.tarrel openly ? 
Full well I wot the ground of all this Grudge. 
I would not for a Million of Gold, 
The Caufe were known to them it moO: concerns. 
Nor would your noble Mother, for much more, 
Be fo Dilhonoured in the Court of Rome. 
For fuame put up. 

Dem. Not f, 'till I have lheath'd 
My Rapier in his Bofom, ancl withal 
ThruCl: thefe reproachful Speeches down his Throat, 
That he hath breath'd in my Dilhonour here. 

Chi. For that I am prepar'd and full refolv'd, 
Foul fpoken Coward! 
Thou thundreCl: with thy Tongue, 
And with thy Weapon nothing dar'fr perform • 

.Aar. Away, I fay. 
Now by the Gods that warlike Goths adore, 
This petty Brabble will undo us all; 
Why Lords and think you not how dangerous 
It is to ftt upon a Prince's Right! · 
What is Lavinia then become fo loofe, 
Or Baj]ianus [o degenerate, 
Th=1t for her Love fuch Quarrels may be broachr, 
Without Controulment, Jufiice, or Revenge~ 
Young Lords, beware- and lhould theEmprefs know 
This Difcord's ground, the Mufick would not pleafe. 

Chi. I care not, f, knew lh e and all the World 
I love Lavinia more th~n all the World. , 
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,prefi~1 

t p]ta:r. 

Jr!d, 

Titus Andronicus. 

Dun. Youngling, 
Learn thou to make fome better choice~ 
Lavinit~ is thine elder Brother'~ hope. 

Aar. Why are ye mad! Or know ye net in Rome 
How furious and impatient they be, 
And cannot brook Compftttors in Love? 
I tell you Lords, you do but plot your D~aths 
By this devife. 

Chi • .Aaron, a thoufand Dearhs would r propoff', 
To atchieve her whom I do love? 

.Aar. To atchieve her how ! 
Dem. Why mak'fi thou it ft> Hrangd 

She is a Woman, therefore may be woo'd, 
She is a Woman, therefore may be won, 
She is Lavinia, therefore muft be lov'd. 
What Man, more Water glideth by the l\l111 
Than wots the M11ler of, and eafie it is 
Of a cut Loaf to ileal a Shive we know: 
Tho' Ba./]ianus be the Emperor's Brother, 
Better than he have yet worn Yulcan's Badge • 

102.1 

.Aar. Ay, and as good as Sattsrninus may. 
Dem. Then why iliould he defpair, that knows to court it 

With Words, f&ir Looks, and Liberality~ 
What hafi: thou not full often llruck a Doe, 
And born her cleanly by the Keeper's Nofd 

Aar. Why then it feems fvm~ certain foatch or fo 
Would ferve your turns. 

Chi. Ay, fo the turn were ferved. 
Dem. A,tron, thou hafl: hit it. 
A11r. Would you had hit it too, 

Then fuould not we be tir'd with this ado: 
Why, hark ye, hark ye-aad are you fuch Fools 
)" o fq uare for eh is~ Would it offend you then ~ 

Chi. Faith, not me. 
Dem. Nor me, fo I were one • 
.Aar. FE>r lbame be Friends, and join for that you jar. 

'Tis Policy and Stratagem mufi do 
That you affeCt, and fo mufr you refolve, 
That what you cannot as you would atchieve, 
You mufi perforce accomplifh as you may : 
T &ke this of me, Lucrece was not more Chafie 

I i 3 Than 



T icus Andronicus., 
Than this Lavinia, Baj]ianus's Love; W:n.l 

A fpeedier courfe than liAgring Languilbment Pe 

Mufl: we purfue, and I have found the Path. Cl 
My Lords, a folemn Hunting is i~ hand, Ti 
There will the lovely Roman Ladies troop: ~M 
The Fore H. walks are wide ~nd fpacious, I rrc 
And many unfrequented Plots there are, Sa 
Fitted by kind for Rape and Villany: loml 
Single you thither then this dainty Doe, B 
And fl:rike her home by force, if not by words: Li 
This way, or not at all, fiand you in hope. l Cl' 
Come>, come, our Empre(s with her facred Wit S, 
To Villany and Vengeance confecrate, ,bd 
We will acquaint with all that we intend, 
'And fbe fball file our Engines with advice, 
That will not fuffer you to fquare your felves, 
But to your wilhes heighth advance you both. 
Th .. Emperor's Court is like the Houfe of Fame, 
The Pal;.ce full of Tongues, of Eyes, of Ears: 
The Woods are ruthlefs, dreadful, deaf and dull: 
Th:.re fpcak, and firike, bra\·e Boys, and take your turns. 
There fervc. your Lulls, 1hadow'd from Heaven's Eye, 
And revel in Lavini.t's Treafury. 

Chi. Thy Counfel, Lad, fmells of no Cowardife. 
Dem. Si fas aHt nefas, 'till I find the fireams 

To cool this Heat; a Charm to calm their Fits, 
Per Styga, per Manes vehor. [ E~·eHnt: 

S C E N E II. A Forefl. 
Enter Titus Andronicus and hiJ tkree Sons, makjng a noifo 

with Hounds and Horns, and Marcus. 
Tit •. The hunt is up, the Morn is bright and gray, 

The FJe[ds are fr·agrant, and the Woods are gnen, 
Uncouple here, and let us make a Bay. 
And wake the Emperor and his lovely Bride, 
And rouze the Prince, and ring a Hunter's Peal, 
That all the Court may Eccho with the Noife. 
Sons, let it be your chuge, as it is ours, 
To attend the Empcror'5 Perfon carefully: 
1 have been troubled in my Sle(p this .Night, 
But dawnmg Day new Comfott hath infpir'd. 

Wmd 
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' 
Wind Horns. Here a cry of Hounds, tti!Jd 1vind Horns in a 

Peal; then enter Saturninus, Tamora, Baffianus, Lavinia, 
Chiron, Demetrius, and their Attendants. 
Tit. Mmy good marrows to your Majefry, 

Madam, to you as many and as good. 
I promifed your Grace a Hunter's P -al. 

Sat. And you have rung it lufiily, my Lords, 
Somewhat too early for new marr ied Ladies. 

Baf. Lavinia, How [;;y you~ 
Lav. I fay, No: 

I have been awake two hours and more. 
Sat. Come on then,Horfe and Chariots let us have, 

And to our Sport : Madam, now fhall ye fee 
Our Roman Hunting. 

Mar. I have D ogs, my Lord, 
Will rouze the proudefi Panther in the Ch.afe, 
And climb the highefl: Promontory top, 

Tit. And I have Horfe will fvllow, where the Game 
Makes way, and run like Swallows o'er the Plain. 

Dem. Chiron, we hunt not, we, with Horfe nor Hound. 
But hope to pluck a dainty Doe to Ground. [ E.wnnt. 

Enter Aaron alont. 
Aar. He that had Wir, would think that I h1d none, 

To bury fo much Gold under a Tree, 
And never after to inherit it. 
Lc:t him that thinks of me fo abjeccly, 
Know that this Gold mufi coin a Stratagem, 
Which cunningly .effeEted, will be;et · 
A very excellent piece of Vilbny; 
And fo rcpofe fweet Go~d f1r their unrefi, 
That have their Alms out of the Emprefs Chefl. 

Enter Tamora. 
Tam. My lovely A.tron, 

Wherefore look'fi thou fo fad, 
When every thing cloth make a GlccDJl boall? 
The Birds chaunt melody on every B db, 
The Snake lies rolled in the chearful Sun, 
The green Leaves quivc~ wirh the cnoling Wind, 
And make a cheqt1e1 'd lhadow on the Ground: 
Under their fweet lhade, Aaron, let m Lir, 
And whiUl the bab:ing E.ccho mocks the Hounds, 

- -· - - I i 4 Replying 



Titus Andronicus~ 
Replying £hrilly to the weil-tun'd Horns, 
As if a double hunt were heard at cnce, 
Let us fit down and mark their yelping noife: 
And after conflitl: fuch as was fuppos'd 
The wandring Prince and Dido once fnjoy'd, 
When with a happy fiorm they were furpriz'd, 
And curtain'd with a Counfel-keeping Cave, 
We m~y each wreathed in the others Arms, 
(Our Pafiimes done) poffefs a Golden £lumber, 
Whilfi Hounds and Horns, and fwtet melodious Birds 
Be unto us, as is a Nurfe's Song 
Of Lullaby, to bring her Babe afleep. 

Aar. Madam, 
Though Venus govern your Defires, 
SAturn is Dominator over mine: 
What fignifies my deadly fianding Eye; 
My Silence, and my cloudy Melancholy, 
My Fleece of woolly Hair, that now uncurl~. 
Even as an Adder when 1he cloth unrowl 
To do Come fatal Execution? 
No, Madam, thefe are no Venereal figns, 
Vengeance is in my Htart, Death in my H~::Jd, 
Blood and Revenge are hammering in my Head. 
Hark, Tllmora, t~e Emprefs of my Soul, 
Which never hopes more Heaven than refis in thee, Ace 
This is the Day of Doom for Ba.f/ianus; If£ 
His Philomel muLl lofe her Tongue to Day, L 
Thy Sons rrake Pillage of her Chafiity, Gre 
And walh their Irlaods in Baj}ianus's Blood. For 
Seell thou this Letter, take it up I pray ther, h 
And give the King this fatal plotted Scrowl; Thi 
Now quefiion me no more, we are efpied, B 
Here comes a parcel of our hopeful Booty, l 
Which dreads not yet their Lives defiruction; Go< 

Enter Baffianus and Lavinia. 2 
Tam. Ah, my fweet Moor, 

Sweeter to me than Lif('. J 
Aar. No more, great Emprefs, Baj}ianus comes; An 

Be crofs with him, and I'll go fetch thy Sons \Vf 
To back thy Quar!el~~ w~atfoe'e! they be. [E.~it. 

n 
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Titus Andronicus. 

Baf. Whom have we here~ 
Rome's Royal Emprefs! 
Unfurniih'd of her well-befeeming Troop~ 
Or is it Dian habited like her, 
Who bath abandoned her holy Groves, 
To fee the general Hunting in this Fordl: ~ 

Tam. Sawcy Controller of our private Steps: 
Had I the Power that fome f~y Dian had. 
Thy Tt!mples ihould be planted prefently 
With Horns, as was .ACleon's, and the Hounds 
Should drive upon thy hew transformed Lim'> , 
Unmannerly Intruder as thou ur. 

Lav. Under your Patience, gentle Emprefs, 
~Tis thought you have a goodly gift in Horning, 
And to be doubted, that your Moor and you 
And fingled fo1 th to try Experiments : 
Jove ihield your Husband from hiS Hounds to n~y. 
'Tis pity they 1hould take him for a Stag. 

Baf. Believe me, Queen, your fwarth Cymmeri~n 
Doth make your Honour of his Body's hue, 
Spotted, derefied and abominable. 
\Vhy are you fequefired from all your Train~ 
Difmounted from your Snow-white goodly Steed~ 
And wandred hither to an obfcure plot, 
Accompanied with a barbarous Moor, 
If foul defire had not concluded you~ 

Lav. And being interrupted in your fport, 
Great reafon that my Noble Lor~ be rated 
For Saucinefs; I pray you ltt us hence, 
And let her joy her Raven-coloured Love, 
This Valley fits the purpofe paffing well. 

Baf.The King my Brother ihall have notice of this. 
La7J. Ay, for thefe !ltps have made him noted long. 

Good King, to be fo mightily abufed. 
Tam. Why have I patience to endure all this~ 

Enter Chiron and Demetrius. 
Dem. How now, dear Sovereign 

And our gracious Mother, 
Why does your Highnefs look fo pale and wan? 

Tam. Have I not 'reafon, think you, to ]oak pale~ 
T.befe two have ~i~'d me hither to this place, 

A 



Titus Andronicus. 

A barren and detefled Vale you fee it is. 
The Trees, tho' Summer, yet forlorn and lean, 
O'ercome with Mofs, and baleful MifTtlto. 
Here never iliines the Sun, here nothing breeds, 
Unlefs the nightly Owl, or fatal Raven. 
And when they iliew'd me this abhorred Pit, La1 
They told me, here at dead time of the Night, r~, 
A thoufand Fienrls, a thoufand hiffing Snakes, LA1 

Ten thoufand [welling Toads, as many Urchins, Dn 
Would make fuch fearful and confuftd Cries, Tofe 
As any mortal Body hearing it, A!uo 
Should fl:raight fall mad. or t>lfe die fuddenly. LA· 
No fooner had they told this hellilh Tale, Odo 
But fl:reight they told me they would bind me here, The 
Unto the Body of a dif~al Yew, 
And leave me to this miferable Death • 
.And then they call'd me foul Adulterefs, 
Lafcivious Goth, and all the bitterefl: terms 
That ever Ears did hear to fuch dfect. 
And had you not by wondrous fortune come, 
This Vengeance on me had they executed : 
Revenge it, as you love your Mother's Life, 
Or be ye not hence£orth call'd my Ch1ldren. 

Dem. This is a witnels that I am thy Son. [Stabs B•f. 
Chi. And this for me, 

Struck home to ihew my Strength. 
Lav. l come, Semira111is, nay barbarous Tamort~, 

For no Name fits thy Nature but thy own. 
Tllm. Give me thy Poniard; you lhall know, my Boys, 

Your Mother's Hand l1ull right your Mother's wrong. 
Dcm. Stay, M~dam, here is more belongs to her, 

FirH, tlm(h the C 3rn, then afrer burn the Straw: 
This M inion fl:ood upon her Chafl:ity, 
Upon her Nuptial Vow, her Loyalty, 
And with that painted hope lhe braves your Miohtinefs; 
And fi1all 01e carry this unto her Gravd 

0 

Chi. And if lhe do, 
I would I were an Eunuch. 
D ag hence her Hushand tn fame frcret Ho1<', 
And m'~.~. h's de d Trur.k Pillow to our Lufi. 
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Tam. ~ut when you_ have the Honey you defire, 
Let not th1s W afp out-hve us both to fling. 

Chi. I warrant you, Madam, we will m;1ke that fure· 
Come Mifirefs, now per force we will enjoy ' 
That nice-prcferved honefiy of yours. 

Lav. 0 Tttmora, thou bear'll: a Woman's Face
Tam. I will not hear her fpeak; away with her. 
Lav. Sweet Lords, in treat her hear me but a Word
Dem. Lifien, fair Madam, let it be your glory 

To fee her Tears; but be your Heart to them, 
As unrelenting Flints to drops of Rain. 

Lav. \V hen did the Tyger's young ones teach the Dam~ 
0 do not learn her Wrath, 1he taught it thet', 
The Milk thou fuck'fi from her did turn to Marble; 
Even at thy Teat thou hadft thy Tyranny: 
Yet every Mother breeds not Sons alike; 
Do thou intreat her, ihew a Woman Pity. 

Chi. What! 
W ouldfl: thou have me prove my :{( Jf a Bafiard ~ 

Lav. 'Tis true, 
The Raven doth not hatch a Lark: 
Yet have I heard, 0 could I fi11d it now, 
The Lion, mov'd with Pity, did endure 
To have his Princely Paws par'd all away. 
Some fay, that Ravens foll:er forlorn Children, 
The whilll: their own Birds famifh in their N efl:s: 
Oh be to me, tho' thy hard Heart fay no, 
Nothing fo kind, but fomething pitiful. 

Tam. I know not what it means; away with her. 
Lav. Oh let me teach thee for my Father's fake, 

That gave thee Life, when well he might have Dam thee: 
Be not obdurate, open thy deaf Ears. 

Tam. Hadfi thou in Perfon ne'eroffended me, 
Even for h1s fake am I now piulds: 
Remember, Boys, I pour'd forth Tears in vai11, 
To fave your Brother from the Sacrifice ; 
But fierce Andronicus would not relent: 
Therefore away with her, and ufe her as you will. 
The worfe to her, the better lov'd of me. 

Lav. 0 Tamora, 
Be call'd a gwtle Queen, 

And, 
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And with thine own Hands kill me in this Place ; 
, For 'tis not Life that I have begg'd fo long; 

Poor I was flain when Raj]ianus dy'd, 
Tam. What begg'fi thou then~ Fond Woman, let me go. 
Lav. 'Tis prefent Death I beg, and one thing more, 

That Womanhood denies my Tongue to tell: 
0 keep me from their worfe than killing Lufr, 
And namble me into fame Joathfom Pit, 
Where never Man's Eye may behold my Body: 
Do this, and be a charitable Murderer. 

Tam. So lhould I rob my fweet Sons of their Fee; 
No, Jet them fatisfie their Lufi on thee. 

Dem. Aw~y. 
For thou hall: !l:aid us here too long. 

Lav. No Gracd 
No W am an-hood~ Ah beafily Creature, 
The blot and El'lcmy of our general Name; 
ConfuGon all---

Chi. Nay, then I'll fi:op your Mouth-
Bring thou her Hu\band: [Dragging off Lavinia: 
This is the hole where Aaron bid us hide htm. [Exeunt. 

7 am. Farewel, my Sons, fee that ye make her fure; 
Ne'cr let my Heart know merry Cheer indeed, 
Till all the Andronici be made aw~y: 
Now will I hence to feek my lovely Moor, 
,And let my fpleenful Sons this Trull ddlour. [Exit. 

Enter Aaron, with Quintus and Marcus. 
Aaron. Come on, my Lords, the better Foot before, 

Str it will I bring you to the loathfom Pit, 
W! ere I efpied the Panther fall: afieep. 

~ill. My fight is very dull, what e'er it bodes. 
Mar. And mine, I promife you; were it not for flume, 

Well could I leave our Sport to fieep a while. 
[Marcus falls into the Pit. 

Ouin. Wh#t, art thou fallen? l 
W~ fubrle Hole is this, Or 
Whofe Mouth is covered with rude growing Briars? In 
Upon whofe Leaves are drops of new-lhed Blood, O! 
As frtlh as Mnrning Dew difiill'd on Flowers? a 
A very fatal Place it feems to me: 
Spe~k, Brother, haft thou hurt thee with the fa!H 

Mar. 0 B.ot With 
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Titus Andronicus. 
With the difmal'fr ObjeCt 
That ever E.ye, with fight, made Heart lament~ 

.Aar. Now will I fetch the King to find them here, 
That he thereby may have a liktly guefs, 
How thefe were they that made away his Brother. 

[Exit Aaron. 

Mar. Why dofi not eomfort me, and help me out, 
from this unhallow'd and blood-fiained Hold 

Quin. I am furprized with an uncouth fear ; 
A k11ling Sweat o'er-runs my trembling Joints; 
My Heart fufpeel:s more than mine Eye can fee. 

Mar. To prove thou haft a true divining Heart, 
.Aflron and thou, look down into the DeP, 
And fee a fearful fight of Bood and Death. 

SJ.!!in. .Aaron is gone, 
And my compaffionate Heart 
W11l not permit mine Eyes once to behold 
The thing whereat it trembles by furmife: 
0 tell me how it is; for ne' er till now, 
Was [ a Child, to fear I know not what. 

Mar. Lord Baffianus lyes ernbrewed here; 
All on a heap, like to the flaughter'd Lamb, 
In this detefied, dark, bloGid-drinl\ing Pit. 

Ouin. If 1t be dark, how do'fi thou know 'tis he~ 
Mar. Upon his bloody Finger he doth wear 

A precious Ring, that lightens all the Hole: 
Which like a Taper in forne Monument, 
Doth Chine upon the dead Man's earthly Cheeks, 
And fhews the ragged intrails of the Pit~ 
So pale did Chine the Moon on Pyramus, 
When he by night lay bath'd in Maiden-blood. 
0 Brother help me, with thy fainting Hand; 
If Fear bath made thee faint, as me it bath, 
Out of this fell devouring Receptacle, 
As hateful as Cocytus rnifiy Mouth. 
~in, Reach me thy Hand. that I may help thee our; 

Or wanting firength, to do thee fo much good, 
I may be pluck'd into the [wallowing Womb 
Of this deep Pit, poor BAjfi~tnus Grave : 
I have no firength to pluck thee to the brink. 

Mar. Nor I 110 firength to clim~ ~i!hou~ thy help: 
Q_uin. 
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~in. Thy hand once more, I will not lofe again, 

'Till thou art here alofr, or I below: 
Thou can'fi not come to me, I come to thee. [Both fall in. 

Enter the Emperor and Aaron. 
Sat, Along with me, l'Jl fee what Hole is here, 

And what he is that now is leap'd into it. 
S.1y, who art thou that lately didfl: defcend 
Into this g~ping Hollow of the Earth~ 

MAr. The unhappy Son of old .Andronicus, 
Brought hither in a mofi unlucky Hour, 
To find thy Brother Ba./]ianus dead. 

Sat. My Brother dead? I know thou dofi but jelt, 
He and his Lady both are at the Lodge, 
Upon the North-fide of this pleafant Ch~fe, 
'Tis not an hour fince I left him there. 

Mar. We know not where you left him all alive, 
But out, alas, here have we found him dead. 

Enter Tamora, Andronicus, and Lucius. 
Tam. Where is my Lord, the Ki.ng? 
Sat. Here Tamora, though griev'd with killing Grief. 
Tam. Where is thy Brother 8~Cjfianus? 
Sat. Now to the bottom dofi thou fearch my Wound, 

Poor Ba./]iavus here Iyes murthered. 
Tam. Then all too late I bring this fatal Writ, 

The complot of this timeJefs Tragedy, 
And wonder greatly that Man's Face can fold 
In pleafing fmiles fuch murderous Tyunny. 

[She giveth Saturninus a Letttr. 
Saturninus reads the Letter. 

'And if we mifs to meet him handfomly, 
Sweet Hunt[man, Baffianus, :tis we mean, 
Do thou fo much ar dig the Grave for him, 
Thou k.,now'ft oar meaning, look for tloy reward 
Among the Nettles at the Eldtr~tree: 
Which over-jhades the mouth of that fame Pit, 
Whe-re we decreed to bury Baffianus; 
Do this, and purchafe us thy lafting Friends. 

Sat. Oh Tamora, was ever heard the like! 
This is the Pit, and this the Elder-tree: 
Look, Sirs, if you can find the Huntfm1n out, 
That fhould have m trthcred BajJi.1;Jus ~ere~ 
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Aar. My gracious Lord, here is the Bag of ~old. 
Sat. Two of thy Whelps, fell Curs, of bloody kind 

Have here bereft my Brother of his Life: [To Titus. 
Sirs, drag them from the Pit unto the Prifon, 
There lt:t them bide until we have devis'd 
Some never heard-of torturing pain for them. 

Tam. What are they in this Pit? 
Oh wondrous thing I 
How eaGly Murder is difcovered? 

Tit. Htgh Emperor, upon my feeble Knee, 
I beg this boon, with tears not lightly ilied, 
That thi' fell fault of my accurfed Sons, 
Accurfed, if the faults be prov'd in them---

Sat. If it be prov'd? you fee it is apparent. 
Who found thts Letter, Tamortt., was it you f 

7 am. Andronicus himfdf did take it up. 
Tit. I did, my Lord, 

Yet let me be their Bail. 
For by my Father's reverend Tomb I vow 
They lhall be ready at your Highnefs Will, 
To anfwer their Sufpicion with their lives. 

Sat. Thou l11alt not bail them, fee thou follow me: 
Some bring the murther'd Body, fome the Murtherers. 
Let them not fpeak a word, the Guilt is plain, 
For by my Soul, were there worfe end than Death, 
That end upon them fuould be executed, 

Tam • .Andronicus, I will entreat the King, 
Fear not thy Sons, they iliall do well enough. 

Tit. Come, Lucius, c0me, 
Stay not to talk with rh-m. [ExeMnt. 

Enter Dcmetrius and Chiron, with Lavinia, her Hands 
cut off, and her Tongue cut out, and ravijb'd. 

Dcm. So now go tell, and tf thy Tongue can fpcak, 
Who 'twas that cut thy Tongue and ravilh'd thee. 

Chi. Write down thy mind, bewray thy meaning fo, 
And, if thy Scumps will let thee, play the Scribe. 

Dem. See how Wtth figns and tokens fue can r~owl. 
Chi· Go home, 

Call for f wcet W .1ter, walh thy hands. 
Dem· She bath no tongue to cal', nor h•nds to wafh ; 

A11d fo ltt's leave her to her filent ~alks. 
Chi. 



Chi. And 'twere my Caufe, I Lbould go hang my felf. 
Dem. If thou had'it Hands to help thee knit the Cord. 

[E;~eunt, 
Wtnd Horns. Enter Marcus from Hunting, to Lavinia. 
Mar. Who is this, my Niece, that fl·es away fo faiH 

CouGn~ a Word, where is your Husband f 
If l do dream, would all my Wealth would wake me; 
If { do wake, fome Planet frnke me down, 
That [ may {lumber in eternal Sleep. 
Speak, gentle Niece, what fl:em ungentle Hands 
Hath lop'd and hew'd, and made thy Body bare 
Of her two Branches, thofe fweet Ornaments, 
Whofe circling Shadows Kings have fought to ileep in, 
And might not gain fo great a Happinds, 
As half thy Love! Why do'fi: not fpeak to me~ 
Alas, a crimfon River of warm Blood, 
Like 'to a bubling Fountain fiirr'd with Wind, 
Doth rife and fall between thy rofy Lips, 
Coming and going with thy Honey Breath. 
But fure fome Tereus hath dcflour'd thee, 
And left thou Lbould'fi detect him, cut thy Tongue, 
Ah. now thou turo'fi: away thy F~ce for Shame! 
And notwithfianding all this Iofs of Blood, 
As from a Conduit with their iffuing Spouts, 
Yet do thy Cheeks look red as Titan's Face, 
Blulhing to be encountred with a Cloud,-
Shall I fpeak for thee~ Shall I fay, 'tis fo ~ 
Oh that I knew thy i'Ieart, and knt w the Beafi, 
That I might rail at him to eafe my mind. 
Sorrow concealed, like an Oven fiopt, 
Doth burn the Heart to Cindars where it is~ 
Fair Philomela, lh.e but loll: her Tongue, 
And in a tedious Sampler fewed her mind. 
But lovely Niece, that mean is cut f.om thee; 
A craftier Tereus hall: thou met withall, 
And he bath cut thofe pretty Fingers off 
That could have better fewed that Philomel. 
Oh had the Monfier feen thofe Lilly Hands 
Tremble like Afpen Leaves upon a Lure, 
And make the filken Strings delight to kifs them; 
He would not then have tou~h'd them !or ~is Life; 
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Or had he heard the heav'nl.y Harmony, 
Wh1ch that fweet Tongue bath made· 
He would have dropt his Knife and fell aileep, 
As CerberNs at the Thracian Po~t's feer. 
Come, let us go, and make thy Father blind 
For fuch a fight will blind a Father's Eye. ' 
One how's Swrm will drown the fragrant Meads~ 
What wtll whole Months of Tears thy Father's Eyes~ 
Do not draw back, for we will mou1n with thee: 
Oh could our Mourning cafe thy Mtfery. [ ExeNnt. 

A C T Ill. S C E N E I. 
Enter the JHdges and Senators, with Marcus and Quintus 

~ound, pa.J!ing fill the Stage to the pllilce of Executiow, andTi· 
tus going before, pleading. · 

Tit. HEar me, grave Fathers, noble Tribunes fiay, 
For pity of mine Age, whofe Youth was fpent 

In dangerous Wars, w hilll: you fecurd y Oept: 
For all my Blood in Rome"s great Quarrellhed, 
For all the frofiy Nights that I have watcht, 
And for thtfe bitter Tears, which you now fee 
Filling the aged wrinkles in my Cheeks, 
Be pitiful to my condemned Sons, 
Whofe Souls are not corrupted, as 'tis thought: 
For two and twenty Sons I never wept, 
Bc:caufe they died in Honour's l fty Bed. 

~ Andronicus lieth down, and the Jt~dges pafs ~] him. 
For thefe, thefe, Tribunes, in the Dufl: I wnce 
My Heart's deep Languor, and my Soul's fad Tears: 
Let my Tears fianch the :Earth's dry Appetite, 
My Sons fweet Blood will make it flume and bluth: 
0 Earth! I will befriend thee more with Rain, [ ExeMnt. 
That thall d,{bl from thefe two ancient Rums, 
Than youthful .April thall wnh all her Showers 
In Summer's drought: I'll drop upon thee fl:iJJ, 
In Wmter with warm Tears I'll melt the Snow, 
And keep eternal Spring-time on thy F2ce, 
So thou refufe to d~ir.~ my dear Son's Blood. 
~ VoL. IV. K k Enur . 
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Enter Lucius with his Sword drawn. Tit 
Oh Reverend Tribunes! gentle agtd Men! M 
Unbind my Sons, reverfe the doom of De~th. Tit 
And let me fay (that never wept befor<) LN 
My Tears are now prevailing Orators. Ti1 

Luc. Oh, Nob le Father, you lament in vain. !1ell 
The Tribunes hear you not, no Man is by, H;th 
And you recount your Sorrows td a Stone. \Vh 

Tit. Ah Lucius, for thy Brothers let me plead-- Or t 
Grave Tribunes, once more I intreat rf you-- My( 

Luc. My gracious Lord, no Tribune hears you flpeak. • d .~o 

Tit. Why, 'tis no matter, Man; if they did hear, Give 
They would not mark me: Or if they did hear, Fort 
They would not pity me. And 
Therefore I tell my Sorrows bootlefs to the Stones, In b 
Who. tho' they cannot anfwer my Di!l:refs, 
Yet in fome fort they are better than the Tribunes, 
For that they will not intercept my Tale; 
When I do weep, they humbly at my Feet 
Receive my Tears, and feem to weep with me; 
And were they bat attired in grave Weeds~ 
Rome could afford no Tribune like to thefe. 
A Stone is as foft Wax, 
Tribunes more hard than Stones: 
A Stone is filent. and offendeth not, 
And Tribunes with their TongtJes doom Men to de2th. 
But wherefore fiandefi thou with thy Weapon drawn~ 

Luc. To refcue my two Brothers from their De-ath, 
For which attempt, the Judges have pronounc'd 
My everlafiing doom of Banifhment. 

Tit. 0 happy Man, they have befriended thee: 
Why, fooliili Lucius, dofi thou not perceive, 
That Rome is but a Wildernefs of Tygers? 
Tygers mufi: prey, and Romt affords no prey 
But me and mine; how happy art thou then, 
From thefe Devourers to be banifhed? 
But who comes with 0ur Brother MArcus here~ 

ET~Jter Marcus and Lavinia. 
A!ar. Titus, prepare thy Noble Eyes to weep; 

Or 1f not fo, thy Noble Heart to break: 
,I bring confuming S~!ro~ ~g ~h!ne ~ge~ 

1it. 
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Tit. Will it confume md Let me fee it then; 
Mar. This was thy Daughter. 
Tit. Why, Marcus, fo fhe is. 
LHc. Ah me, this Object kills me. 
Tit. Faint-hearted Boy, a rife and lcok up:>n her; I 

Speak my Lavini~t., what accurfed Ha[l)d 
Hath made thee handlefs in thy Father's fight? 
What Fool bath added Water to the Sea~ 
Or brought a Faggot to bright-burning Troy~ 
My Grief was at the heighth before thou cam'fi, 
And now like N,fus it difdaineth bounds: 
(;ive me a Sword, I'll chop off my Hands too, 
For they have fought for Rome, and dl in vain: 
And they have nuni'd this woe, in feeding Life: 
In bootlefs Prayer have they been held up, 
And they have ferv'd me to effdtle:fs ufe. 
Now all the Service I require of them, 
Is, that the one will help to cut the other: 
'Tis well, La11inia, that thou haft no Hands~ 
For Hands to do Rome Service are but vain. 

Luc. Speak, gentleSifrer, who hath martyr'd thee~ 
MAr. 0 that delightful E.ngine of het Thoughts, 

That blab'd them with fuch pleafing Eloquence, 
Is torn from forth that pretty hollow Cage. 
Where like a fweet melodious Bird it fung, 
Sweet various N ot(S inchanting every Ear. 

luc. Oh fay thou for her, 
Who bath done this Deed l 

Mar. 0 thus I found her fhaying in the P.ttk. 

~ th:r: 
Seeking to hide her [elf, as doth the Deer 
That hath receiv'd fome unrecuring W oucd. 

Tit. It was my Deer, 
And he that wounded her 

r 
Hath hurt me more than had he kill'd me dead: 
For now I !land, as one upon a Rock, 
Environ'd with a Wildernefs of Sea, 

.ere! 
Who marks the waxing Tide grow Wave by Wave; 
Expecting ever when fome envious S~rge 

~eep, 
'YV ill in his brinifu Bowels f wallow hrm. 

Kk2. This 
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This way to death my wretched Sons are gone: 
Here fiands my other Son, a banith'd Man, Tit 
And here my Brother weeping at my Woes. Thy 
But that which gives my Soul the greatefi fpurn, fort~ 
Is deu Lavinia, dearer than my Soul- LH 
Had I but feen thy Pieture in this plighr, t1t 
It would have madded me. What thall I do, Hld l 
Now I behold thy lively Body fo I Tflat 
Thou haft no Hands to wipe away thy Tears, Hi!~ 
Nor Tongue to tell me who hath martyr'd thee; Can' 
Thy Husband he is dead, and for his Death Oh 
Thy Brothers are coademn'd, and dead by this. Asfa 
Look M arcus, ah Son Lucius look on her: 
When I did name her Brothers, then freth Tears 
Stood on her Cheeks, as doth the Honey dew, 
Upon a gather'd Lilly almofi wither'd. 

Mar. PerchaRce the weeps becaufe they kill'd her Husband. 
Perchance becaufe the knows him Innocent. 

Tit. If they did kill thy Husband, then be joyful, 
Becaufe the Law hath ta'en revenge on them. 
No, no, they would not do fo foul a De{d, 
Witnefs the Sorrow that their Sifier makes. 
Gentle Lavinia, let me kifs thy Lips, 
Or make fome figns how I may do thee eafe: 
Shall thy good Uncle, and thy Brother Lucius, 
And thou and I fir round about fome Founuin, 
Looking all downwards to behold our Cheeks, 
How they are fiain'd like Meadows yet not dry 
With miery flime left on them by a Flood: 
And in the Fountain lhall we gaze fo long, 
•Till the frelh tafie be taken from that clearnefs-, 
And made a Brine-pit with our bitter Tears~ 
Or fl1all we cut away our Hands like thine~ 
Or lhall we bite our Tongues, and in dumb Shows 
Pafs the remainder of our hateful Days? 
What lhall we do~ Let us that have our Tongues 
Plot fome devife of further miferies · 
To make us wondred at .in time to come. 

Lt~c. Sweet Father, ceafe your Tears, for at your Grief 
~ee how my ~rct~he~ SHle~ fou~ ~n~ ~eeps. 
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Titus Androni 
M~Cr. Patience, dear N eice, good Tit us dry thine Eyes. 
Tit. Ab Marcus, M11rcus, Brother, welll wot, 

Thy Napkin cannot drink a tear of mine, 
For thou, poor Man, haft drown•d it with thine own. 

Luc. Ah, my Lavinia, I will wipe thy Cheeks. 
Tit. Mark, Marcus, mark, I underfland her Signf, 

Had ilie a Tongue to fpeak, now would ili.e fay 
That to her Brother which I faid to thee. 
His Napkin with his true tears all hewer, 
Can do no fervice on her forrowfnl Cheeks. 
Oh what a fympathy of Woe is this! 
As far from help as Limbo is from Blifs. 

Enter Aaron alont. 
Aar. 7itus .Andronicus, my Lord the Empfror 

Sends thee this Word, that if thou love thy Sons, , 
Let M11rcus, Lucius, or thy felf, old Titus. 
Or any one of you chop off your Hand, 
And fend it to the King; he for the fame 
Will fend thee hither both thy Sons alive, 
And that fhall be the Ranfom for their Fault. 

7it. Oh gracious Emperor! oh gentle .Aaron! 
Did ever Raven fing fa like a Lark, 
That gives fweet Tydings of the Sun's uprife ~ 
With aU my Heart, I'll fend the Emperor my Hand, 
Good Aaron wilt thou help to chop it off! 

Luc. Stay, 'Father, for that noble Hand of thine, 
That bath thrown down fo many Enemies, 
Shall not be fent ; my Hand will ferve the turn. 
My Youth can better fpare my Blood than you, 
And therefore mine iliall fave my Brothers lives. 

Mar. Which of your Hands ,bath not defended Rome, 
And rear'd aloft the bloody Battel-ax, 
Writing Deftru8:ion on the Enemies Cafild 
Oh none of both but arc of high defert: 
My Hand hath been but idle, let it ferve 
To ranfome my t"o Nephews from their Death, 
Then have I kept it to a worthy ~nd • 

.AAr. Nay, come agree, whofe Hand fhall go along, 
For fear they die before their pardon come. 

M~r. My Wand iliall go. 

Kk; 



Titus Andronicus. 
Luc. By Heav'n it {lull not go. 
Tit. Sirs, flrive no more, fuch wirher'd Herbs ~s thefe 

Are meet for plucking up, and therefvre mine. 
Luc. Sweet Father, if I tball be thought thy SJn .. 

Let me redeem my Brothers both from Death. 
Mar. And for our Father's fake, and Mother's care, 

Now lft me ihew a Brother's love to thee. 
Tit • .Agree between you, I wilJ fp:;re my Hand. 
Luc. Then I'll go fetch an Ax. 
M.cr. But I will ufe the Ax. [Exeunt. 
Tit. Come hither, Aflron, I'll deceive them both; 

Lend me thy Hand, and I will give thee mine • 
.Aar. If that be call'd deceit, I will be honefi, 

And never whtl£1: I live deceive Men fo; 
But I'll deceive you in another fort, . 
And that you'll fay e'er half an hour pafs. [ Ajide, 

[He ems off Titus' s Ha11d, 
Enter Lucius aNa Marcus aglf.m. 

Tit. Now fiay your Strife; what lhall be, is difpatcht: 
Good .Aaron, give his Majdry my Hand: . 
Tell him, it was a Hand that warded him 
From thoufand Dangers.. bid him bury ir, 
More bath it merited: That let it have. 
As for my Sons, fq, I account of them, 
As Jewels pnrchas'd at an eafie Price, 
And yet dear too, becaufe I bought mine own. 

Aar. I go, .Andronicus, and for thy Hand 
Look by and by to have thy Sons with thee: 
Their Heads I mean.-Oh, how this Villany 
Doth fat me with the very thought of it. 

[Ajae. 

Let Fools do good .. and fair Men cal1 for Gract 
A~ron will have his Soul bla~k li~e his Face. ' [Exit, 

Ttt. 0 hear l I ltft this one Hand up to Heav'n, 
'And bow this feeble ruin to the Earth 
If any Power pities wretched Tears, ' 
.To that I call: What wilt thou kneel with me? 
Do then, dear Hearr, for Heav'n lhall he•r our Prayers 
Or with our fighs we'll breath the Welkin dim ' 
And llaan the Sun with Fog, as fometime Clouds 
Y\'hen they do hu~ him in rh:ir melting Bofoms, ' 

Mar! Oh, Brother, fpeak ~1th Poflibllicies, 
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And do not break into thefe two Extreams. 
Tzt. Is not my Sorrow deep, having no bottom~ 

1 hen be my Paffiom bottomlefs wid1 them. 
M 1r. But yet let Reafm govern thy Lament. 
7it. If there were Reafon for thefe Miferies 

Then into limits could I bind my W ocs; 
When Hc01v'n ~oth weep, cloth not the Earth o'er-flow~ 
If the Winds rage. doth not the Sea wax mad, 
Threatning the Welkin with his big-fwoln Face~ 
Ar.d wilt thou have a Reafon for this Coil ~ 
I am the Sea, hark how her Sighs do blow ; 
She is the weeping Welkin, I the Earth: 
Th,cn mull my Sea be moved with her Sighs, 
Then mufi my Earth with her contmual Tears 
Become a Deluge, over-fl0w'd and drown' cl: 
For why, my Bowels cannot hide her Woes, 
But like a Drunkard mull: I vomit them ; 
Then give me leave, {or lofers w11l have leave, 
To cafe their Stomachs with their bitter Tongues. 

Enter a Mej[enger with two Heads and a Hand. 
Me[. Worthy AndrtJnicus. ill art thou repay'd, 

For that good Hand thou fent'ft the Emperor; 
_l!ere are the Heads of thy two noble Sons, 
And here's thy Hand in fcorn to thee· fcnt l3ack; 
Thy Griefs, their Sports, thy Refi.>lution mockt: 
That woe is me to think upon thy Woes, 
More than Remembrance of my Father's Death. [Exit. 

M4r. Now let hot u£tn~ cool in Sicily. 
And be my Heart an ever-burning Hell; 
Thefe Miferies are more th1n may be born. 
To weep with them that weep, doth eafe fame deal. 
But SorroW' flouted at is double Death. 

Luc. Ah that this fight ibould make fo deep a Wound, 
And yet detefred Life not ibrink thereat; 
That ever Death {hould let Life bear his Name, 
Where Life bath no more lnterefr but to breathe. 

M11r. Ala~, poor Heart, that Kifs is comfJrtltfs, 
As frozen Water to a {hrved Snake. 

Tit. Wben will this fe.arful f1 umber have an end~ 
MAr. Now farewel Flattery. die .Andronicus, 

Thou doft not {lumber, fee thY two Sons Head!, 
Kk 4 Thy 



.2.040 Titus Andronicus . 
Thy warlike Hand, thy mangle~ Daugh~er here; 
Thy other baniili'd Son with thss dear S1ght 
Struck pale and bloodlefs, and thy Brother I, 
Even like a fiony Image, cold and numb. 
Ah new no more will I controul my Gritf~, 
Rend off thy Silver Hair, thy other Hand 
Gnawing wich thy Teeth, and be this difmal fight 
The clofing up of our mofi wretched Eyes; 
Now is a t1me to fiorm, why art thou fiilB 

Tit. H a, ha, ha. 
MAr. Why dofi thou laugh? it fits not with this .Hour. 
Tit. Why I have not another Tear to filed; 

Befide!, this Sorrow is an Enemy, 
Ane would ufurp upon my watry Eyes, 
And make them blind with tributary Tears, 
Then which way ihall I find Reveng{s Cave~ 
For thefe two Heads do feem ro fpeak to me, 
And threat me, J iliall never come to Blifs, 
"T1ll all thefe M fchiefs be return"d again, 
Even in their Throats that have committed them. 
Come let me fee what Task I have to do--
You heavy People circle me about, 
That I may turn me to each one of you, 
And fwear unto my Soul to right your Wrong~. 
The Vow is made, come Brother take a Head, 
And in this Wand the other will I bear, 
Llll-vinia, thou ihalt be employ'd in thefe things; 
Bear thou my Hand, fweet Wench, between thy Teeth; 
As for thee, Boy, go get thee from my fight, 
Thou ut an Exile, and thou mull: not flay. 

• 
H1e to the GDths, and raife an Army there, 
And if you love me, as I think you do, 
Let's kifs and part, for we have much to do. 

Manet Lucius. 
[ExeHnt. 

Luc. Farewel .AndrDnicus, my noble Father 
The woful'fr Man that ever Jiv'd in Rome; ' 
Farewel, pr.?nd RDme, 'till Lucius come again, 
He leaves h1s Pledges dearer than his Life; 
Farewel Lavinia, my noble Siller, 
0 would thou wert as thou to fore haft been · 
But now, nor Lucius nor La11ini11 Jives ' 
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But in Oblivion and hateful Griefs; 
If Lucius live, he will requite your Wrongs. 
And make proud Saturninus and his Emprefs 
Beg at the Gates like Tarquin and his Quem. 
Now will I to the Goths and raife a Power, 
To be reveog'd on Rome and Saturnine. [Exit Lucius. 

A Banquet. Enter Tnus, Marcus, Lavinia, ~tnd the Boy. 
Ttt. So, fo, now fit, and look you ear no more 

Than will preferve jufl: fo much Strength m m, 
As will revenge thefe bitter Woes of ours. 
M arcus, unknit that Sorrow-wreathen knot; 
Thy Niece and I, poor Creatures, want our Hards 
And cannot paffionate our ten-fold Grief. 
With folded Arms. This poor Right Hand of mine 
Is left to Tyrannize upon my Breall. 
And when my Heart, all mad with Mifery, 
Beats in this hollow Pnfon of my Fldh. 
Then thus I thump it down. 
Thou Map of Wo, that thus doft talk in Signs, 
When thy poor Heart beats with outragious beating, 
Thou canfr not ftrike it thus to make it fhll; 
Wound it with Singing, Girl, kill it with Groans; 
Or get foroe little Knife between thy Tteth, 
And juft againft thy Heart make thou a hole, 
That all the Tears that thy poor Eyes let fdll 
May run iota that Sink, md foaking in, 
Drown the lamenting Fool in Sea-falt rears. 

Mar. Fie, Brother, fie, teach her not rhus to lay 
Such violent Hands upon her tender Lif~. 

Tit. How now ! Has Sorrow made thee do:at already~ 
Why, Marcus, no Man !hould be mad but I; 
What violent Hands can 1be lay on her Lifd 
Ah, wherefore doft thou urge the name of Hands,
To bid v.Eneas tell the Tale twice o'er, 
How Troy was burnt, and he made miferable? 
0 hat~dle not the Theam, no talk of Hands, 
Left we remember ft1ll that we have none. 
Fie, fie, how Frantickly I fquare my Talk, . 
As if we ibould forget we had no Hands, 
If M11rcus did not name the word of Hands~ 

Come; 



Andronicus. 

Come, let's fall too, and gentle Girl eat this; 
Here is no Drink: Hark, Marcus, what the fays, 
I can interpret all her martyr'd Signs, . 
She fays, ihe drinks no other Drink but Tears, 
Brew'd with her Sorrows, meth'd upon her Cheeks. 
Speechlefs complaint-6 I will learn thy Thoughr. 
In thy dumb Accion will I be as perftct 
As begging Hermits in their holy Prayers. 
Thou ihall not figh, nor hold thy Stumrs to Heav'o, 
Nor wink, nor nod, nor kneel, nor m&ke a Sign, 
But f, of thefe, will wrell: an Alphabet, 
And by fiill Praccice, learn to know thy Meaning. 

Bi]· CJood Grandfire leave thefe bitter Qeep Laments, 
Make my Aunt merry, with fome pleafing Tale. 

Mar. Alas the tender Boy, in Paffion mov'd, 
Doth weep to fee his Grandfire's heavinefs. 

Tit. Peace tender Sapling, thou are made of Tears, 
And Tears will quick'y melt thy Life away. 

M arcus flrik._es the Dijh with a Knife. 
WhH dofi thou {l:rike ar, Marcus, with thy Knife ? 

Mar. At that that I have kill'd, tny Lord, a Fly. 
Ttt. Out on thee, Murderer; thou kill'fl: my Heart, 

Mine Eyes are cloy'd with view ofTyranny: 
A deed of Death doAe on the Innocent 
Becomes not Titus Brother; get thee gone, 
I fee thou att not for my Company. 

Mar. Ala,, my Lord, I have but kill'd a Fly. 
Tit. But-how if that Fly had a Father and Mothed 

How would he hang his Gender gilded Wings, 
And buz lamenting doings in the Air? 
Poor harmlefs Fly, 
That with his pretty buzzing Melody, 
Came here to make us merry, 
And thou h1fl: kill'd him. 

Mar. Pardon me, Sir, 
It was a black ill-favour'd Fly, · 
Like to che Emprcfs Moor, therefore I kill'd him~ 

Tit. 0, 0, 0, 
Then pardon me for reprehending thee, 
For thou hafl: done a Charitable Deed; 
Give me thy Knife, ! will infu)t on him~ 
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Titus Andronicus. 

Flattering my felf, as if it were the Moor, 
Come hither purpofely to poifon me. 
There's for thy felf, and that's for Tamora: Ah Sirra ~ 
Yet I think we are not brought fo low, 
But that between us, we can kill a Fly, 
That comes in likeqefs of a Cole-black Moor. 

Mar. Alas poor Man~ Grief hasfo wroug t ton him, 
He takes falfe Shadows for uue Subfiances. 
Come, t .~ke aw~y; Lavinia, go with me, 
I'll to thy Clofer, and go read with thee , 
Sad Stories, chanctd in the times of old. 
Come, Boy, and go with me, thy Sight is young, 
And thou Jhalt read, when mine btgio to dazle. [Exeunt. 

A C T IV. S C E N E I. 

Enter young Lucius and Lavinia running after him, ttnd the 
Boy jlm from her, wirh his Book.!_ under his Arm. En;er 
Titus and Marcus. 

Boy.HElp. Grand-fire, help, my Aunt Lavinia 
Follows me every where, I know not why. 

Good Uncle Marcus, fee how fwift !he comes: 
Alas, fweet Aunt, I know not what you mean. 

Mar. Stand by me, Lucius, do not fear thy Aunt. 
Tt't. She loves thee, Boy, too well to do thee harm. 
Boy. Ay, when my Father was in Rome lhe did. 
Mar.Whatmeans myNeece Lavinia by thcfeSigns~ 
Tit.F ear thou not, Lucius,fomewbat cloth lh e mean: 

See Lucius, fee, how much lb e makes of thee: 
Some whither would ihe have thee go with her. 
Ah, Boy, Cornelia never with more care 
Read to her Sons, than Jhe hath read to thee, 
Sweet Poerry, and Tully's Oratory: 
Can'fi: thou not guefs wherefore fhe plies thee thus~ 

Boy. My Lord, I know not I, nor can I guefs, 
U nlefs fome Fit or Frt:nzie do poffefs her: 
For I have heard my erand-fire fay full ofr, 
Extremity of Grief would make Men mad. 
And I have read, that HecsbA of Tr~J Ran 



Titus Andronicus. 

Ran mad through forrow, that made me to fear; 
Although, my Lord, I know my noble Aunt 
Loves me as dear as e'er my Mother did, 
And would not, but in fury, fright my Youth; 
Which made me down to throw my Books, and flie 
Caufelefs perhaps; but pardon me, f weet Aunt, 
And, Madam, if my Uncle Marcus go, 
I will moft willingly attend your Ladylhip. 

Mar. Lucius, I will. 
11t. How now,Lavinia! Marcus, what means this~ 

Some Book there is that file defires to fee, 
Which is ir, Girl, of thefe ~ Open them, Boy, 
But thou art deeoer read, and better skill'd, 
Come and make choice of all my Library, 
And fo beguile thy Sorrow, 'till the Heav'ns 
Reveal the damn'd contriver of this deed: 
What Book~ 
Why l1fcs 1he up her Arms in fequence thus? 

Mar. I think ihe rr.eans that there was more than one 
Confederate in the Face. Ay, more there wu: 
O r elfe to He•v'n the heaves them, to revenge. 

Tit. Lucius, what Book is that file tolfes fo~ 
Boy. Grand-fire, 'tis Ovid's Met~tmorphojis, 

My Mother g:~.ve it me. 
Mar. For love of her th:~.t's gone, 

Perhaps lhe cull'd it from among- -the refi~ 
Tit. "oft! fee how buGiy lhe turns the Leaves! 

Help her: What would lh e find~ Lavinia, 1hall I read~
This is the tragick Tale of Philomel, 
And treats of 7 ere us T reafon and his Rape; 
And Rape, I fear, was root of thine :mnoy. 

MAr. See, Brother, fee, note how the quotes the Leaves~ 
Tit. Lavinia, wert thou thus furpriz'd, fweet GirJ, 

Ravi{h'd and wrong'd, as Philomela wa~, 
Forc'd in the ruthlef•, vaft, and gloomy Woods? 
See, fee ; Ay, fu eh a Place there is, where we did bunt, 
(0 had we never never hunted there) 
Pattern'd by that the Poet here defcribes, 
By Nature made for Murders and for Rapes. 

Mar. 0 why lhould Nature build fo foul a Den-
Unlefs tha Gods delight in Tragedies~ - ' 
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Titus Andronicus. 2.045 

Tit. Give Signs, fweet Girl, for here are none but Friends, 
What Romttn Lnrd it was durfi do the deed; 
Or funk not Saturnine, as Tarquin erfi, 
That left the Camp to fin in Lucrece Bed~ 

Mar. Sit down, fweet N eice; Brother, fit down by me, 
.Apollo, Pa!Las, Jove, or Mercury. 
Infpire me, that 1 may this Treafon fiAd. 
My Lord, look here; look here Lavinia. 
He writeJ his N~tme with hts Staff, and gnides it with his Fm 

and Mo11th. 
This fand y Plot is plain, guide, if thou canfi, 
This after me, when I have writ my Name, 
Without the help of any Hmd at all. 
Curft be that Heart that forc'd us to this fuifr! 
W. rite thou, good N eice, and here Jifplay at Jeafi, 
What God w•ll have difcover'd for Revenge; 
Heav'n guide thy Pen, to print thy Sorrows plain, 
That we may know the Traitors, and the Truth. 
She tak._es the Staff in her Mo11th, and gnides it with her Stump1, 

and Writes. 
Tit. Oh do you read. my Lord, what lhe bath writ~ 

Stuprum, Chiron. Demetrius. 
Ma.r. What, what!- the luftful Sons of Tarmra, 

Performers of this hateful bloody deed ~ 
Tit. Magni Dominator Poli, 

Tam tent us audis [cetera! tam lent us vides ! 
lJ.Ilar. 0 h calm thee, gentle Lord; although I know 

There is enough written upon this Earth, 
To fiir a Mutiny in the mildefi Thoughts, 
And arm the minds of Infants to Exclaims. 
My Lord. kneel down with me: Lavinilf kneel, 
And kneel. fweet Boy, the Roman Hector's hope, 
And fwear with me, as with the woful Peer, 
And Father of that chafr difuonoured Dame, 
Lord Junius Brutus fware for Lucrece ~ape, 
That we will profecute (by good Advtce) 
Mortal revenge upon thefe _Tra~terou~ Goths, . 
And fee their Blood, or dte wtth thts Reproach. 

Tit. 'Tts fure enough, and you knew how. 
But if you hurt thefe Be~r-whelp~, then beware, 
The Dam w.i!! ~ake, and 1[ lhe wmd you once, She's 



Ticus Andronicus. 
She's with the Lion deeply frill in League, 
And lulls him whiHl the playeth on her Back. 
And when he ileeps will lhe do what the lift. 
You are a young Huntfman, Marcus, let it alone; 
.And come, I will go get a leaf of Brafs, 
And with a Gad of Steel will write thefe Words,. 
And Jay it by ; the angry Northern Wind 
Wtll blow thefe Sands !lke Syi1ils leaves abroad, 
And where's your Leffon then? Boy, what fay you! 

Boy. I f~y, my Lord, that if [ were a Man, 
Their Mother's Bed-chamber thould not be fafe, 
For thefe bad Bond-men to the Yoak of Rome. 

Mar. Ay, that's my Boy, thy Father hath full oft 
For his ungrateful Country done the like. 

Boy. AnCJ, Uncle, fo will I, and if I Jive. 
7it, Come, go with me into mine Armory, 

Lucius I'll £it thee, and withal, my Bov 
Shall carry from me to the Emprefs Sons, 
Prefents that I intend to fend them both, 
Come, come, thou'lt do my Melfage, wilt thou not? 

Boy, Ay, with my Dagger in their Bofom, Grandfire. 
Tit. No, Boy, not fo, I'll teach thee another Courfe. 

L~'TJinia, come; 11-farcus, look to my Houfe .. 
Lu~ius and I'll go brave it at the Court, 
Ay, m 1rry will we, Sir, and we'll be waited on. [Exeunt. 

Mar. 0 Heav'ns, can you hear a good Man groan, 
And not reJenr, or not compaffion him? 
Marcus mend him in his .E.xcafie, 
That hath more Scars of Sorrow in his Heart~ 
Than Foe·mens Marks upon his batter'd Shield, 
But yet fo jufl:, that he wiU not revenge, 
Revenge the Heav 'ns for old Andrrmicus. [Exit. 
Enter Aaron, Chiron, and Demetrius at one Door: .And at 

another Door young Lucius and another, with a bundl~ of 
Weapons, and Yerfls writ IIJ'On them. 
Chi. Demetrius, here's the S·m of Lucius, 

He hath fome Meffage to aeliver us • 
.Aar. Ay, fcJme mad Melfage from his mad Grandfather; 
Boy. My Lords, with all the humblenefs I may, 

I greet your Honours from .A11dronicus, 
And pray the Roman Gods c0nfound you b~th. 
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Titus Andronicus. 
Dem. Gramcrcy lovely Lucius, what's the News~ 
BoJ· For Villains mark'd w1th Rape. May it plc:afe you~ 

My Grandfire well advi1.'d bath fent by me, 
The goodliefi Weapons of his Armory, 
To gratifie your honourable Youth, 
Tbe hope of Rome, for fo he bad me fay: 
And fo I do, and with his Gifts prefent 
Your Lordlhips. when ever you have need, 
You may be armed and appointed well. 
And fo I leave you both, hke bloody Villains. [Exit. 

Dem. What's here, a Scrole, and written round about~ 
Let's fee. 
lnte.~er vitttfcelerifque purus, "on eget A1auri jaculis nee arcu. 

Chi. 0 'tis a V erfe 10 Horace, l know it well: 
I read it in the Grammar long ago. 

Aar. Ay j u H, a Verfe in Horace-rigbt, you have it-
Now what a thing it is to be an Afs! 
Htre's no found J efi, th' old Man bath found their Guilt, 
And fends the Weapons wrap'd about with Lines, 
That wound, beyond their feeling, to the quick: 
But were our witty Empnfs well a-foot, 
She would applaud Andronicus conceit: 
But let her reil, in her unrell a w bile. 
And now, young Lords, was't not a happy Star 
Led us to Rome, Strangers, and more than fo, 
Captives, to be advanced to this height ~ 
It did me good, before the Palace Gate 
To brave the Tribune in his Brother's hearing. 

Dem. But me more good, to fee fo great a Lord 
Bafely infinuate, and !end us Gifts • 

.A~tr. Had he not reafon, Lord Demetrius! 
Did you not ufe his Daughter very friendly? 

Dem. I would we had a thoufand Roman Dames 
At fuch a Bay, by turn to ferve our Lufi. 

Chi. A charitable wilh, and full of Love • 
.AAr. Here lacks but your Mother for to fay, Amen: 
Chi. And thtt would fhe for twenty thou(and more. 
Dem. Come, ht us go, and pr~y to all the Gods 

For our beloved Mother in her Pains • 
.At~r. Pray to the De~ils, the God~ ha~e given us over; 

. [ Fl~~Nri jh. 
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Titus Andronicus. 
Dun. Why do the Emperor's Trumpe-ts flourilh thus~ 
Chi. Belike for joy the Emperor bath a Son. 
Dem. Soft, who comes here? 

Enter Nurfe with a Blacfe.:a-moor Child. 
Nttr. Good morrow, Lords: 

0 tell mt, did you fee Aaron the Moor ? 
.Aar. Well, more or lefs, or ne'er a whit at all, 

Here Aaron is, and what with Aaron now ~ 
Nur. 0 gentle Aaron, we are all undone. 

Now help, or wo betide thee evermore-;' 
..Aar. Why, what a Caterwalli ,Jlfd )ft thou keep~ 

What doft thou wrap and fumble iv thine Arms~ 
Nur. 0 that which I would hi&-from Heav'ns Ey~, 

Our Emprefs flume, and fiattly Rome's difgrace, 
She is delivered, Lords, the is delivered • 

.Aar. To whom~ 
Nnr. I mean, lhe is brought to Bed. 
Aar. Well, God give her good refr. 

What bath he fent her~ 
Nur. A Devil. 
.Aar. Why then the is the Devil's D2me : a joyful Hfue. 
Nur. A joylefs, difmal, black and forrowful Ufue, 

Here is the Babe, as hathfome as a Toad, 
Amongfi the fairefi Breeders of our Clime, 
The Emprefs fends it thee, thy Stamp, thy Seal, 
And bids thee Chrillen it With thy Dagger's point. 

Aar. Out, you Whore, is Black fo bafe a hue~ 
Sweet Blowfe, you are a beauteous Boffom fure. 

Dem. Villain, what hafi thou done? 
Allr. Thn which thou canfi not undo. 
Chi. Thou hall: t.tndone our Mother. 
Dem. And therein, hell'lh Dog, thou hall undone

Wo to her Chance, and damn'd her loathed Choice, 
Accurs'd the off.fpring cf fo foul a Fiend. 

Chi. It lhall not live. 
.Aa r. It tball not die. 
Nur. Aaron it mull, the Mother wills it (o; 
Aar. Whar, mufi it, Nurfe? Then lee no Man but I 

Do Execution on my Flelh and Blood. 
Dem. !'11 ~roach the Tadpole on my Rapier's point: 

Nurfe, glVe It me, my Sword lhall foon .iifpatch it. 
AAr. 
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.Aar. Sooner this Sword fuall plough thy Bowels up. 
Stay, murtherous Villains, will you kill your Brother~ 
Now by the burning Tapers of the Sky, 
That fuone fa brightly when this Boy was got, · 
He dies upon my Cymttar's lharp point, 
That touches this my firfi-born Son and Heir. 
I tell you, Y ounglings, not Enceladt~s 
With all his threatning Band of Typhon's Brood; 
Nor great Alcides, nor the God or War, 
Shall feize this Prey out of h1s Fathd's Hands: 
What, what, ye faneuine lhallow-hearted Boys, 
Ye white-limb' d Wails, ye A~ehoufe painted S•gns, 
Coal-black is better than another hue, 
In that it (corns to hear another hue : 
For all the Water in the Ocean 
Can never turn the Swan's black Legs to white; 
Although fhe lave them hou1ly in the Flood. 
Tell the E.mprefs from me, I am of Age 

1
To keep mtne own, e:xcufe it how the c~n. 

Dem. WJlt th·m betray thy noble Miflrefs thus~ 
Aar. My Mifirefs is my Mifirefs; this, my felf; 

The V•gour, and the PiCture of my Youth: 
This, before all tbe World do I prt:fer; 
This, maugre .11 the World, w11l I keep fafe; 
Or fame of you iball fmoh for it in Rome. 

Dem. By this our Mother is for ever lham'd.' 
Chi. Rome will defpife h~r for this foul Efcape~ 
Nur. The Emperor in his rage will doom her Death; 
Chi. I blufh to think upon this Ignominy. 
Aar. Why there's the privilege your Beauty bears: 

Fie treacherous hue, that will betray with blulhing 
The clofe Enacrs and Counfeh of the Heart: 
Here's a young Lad fram'd' of another leer, 
Look how the black Slave fmiles upon the Father; 
As who fhonld f,y, old Lad I am thine own. 
He is your Rrother, Lords; fcnfibly fed 
0 f 'hat f;:jf-l)!ood that firft gave ltfe to you, 
And from rhat Womb where you imprifoned were; 
He is infranchifcd and come tn light: 
Nay, he i~ your Brother by the furer fide, 
Although my Seal be fiamped on his Face. 
Vo~.lV. Ll N11r; 



10)0 itus Andronicus. 

Nur. Aarow, wh1t thalli f~y unro the Empr~fi? Thd 
Dem. Advife thee, A11ron, what is to be done, Then 

And we will all fubfcribe to thy advice: Ch, 
Save thou the Child, fo we may all be fafe. De, 

Aar. Then fit we down. and let us all confult. Herf 
My Son and I will have the wind of you: Ja 
Keep there, now talk at pleafure of your f~fety. Tberf 

[They fit on the Ground. And 
Dem. How many Women faw this Child of his~ 
.Aar. Why fo, brave Lords, when we all join in league, 

I am a Lamb; but if you brave the Moor, 
The chafed Boar, the Mount-ain Lionefs, 
The Ocean fwells not fo as .Aaron fiorms: 
But fay again, how many faw the Child~ 

Nur. CorneliA the Midwife, and my [elf. 
And none elfe but the delivered Emprefs. 

Aar. The E.mprefs, the Mtdwife, and your felf.-
Two may keep Counfd, when the third's away: 
Go to the Empref5, tell her, this I fa id- [He kills her. 
Week, week, [o cries a Pig prcpu'd to th' Sptt. 

Dem. What mcan'fl: thou, A.zron.? 
Wherefore didfl: thou this? 

.Aar. 0 Lord, Sir, 'tis a deed of Policy: 
Shall fue live to betray this Guilt of ours? 
A Jong·tongu'Q babling Goffip? No, Lords, no. 
And now be it known to you my full intent: 
Not far, one Muliwu lives, my Country-man, 
His Wife but ydl:ernight was brought to Btd, 
His Ch1ld is like to her, f~ir as you are: 
~o pack with him, and give the Mother Gold, 
And tell them both the circum{hnce of all, 
And how by this their Child lhall be advanc'd, 
And be received for the Emperor's Heir, 
And fubfl:ituted in the place of mine, 
To calm this Tempefl: whirling in the Court; 
And let the Emperor dandle him for his own. 
Hark ye, Lords, ye fee I have given her Phyfick, 
And you mufi needs befl:ow her Funeral, 
The Fields are near. and you are gallant Grooms: 
This done, fee that you take no longer Days, 
But fend the Midwife prefcntly to me. 

The 
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The Midwife and the Nurfe well made away, 
Then let the Ladies tattle what they pieafe. 

Chi. Aaron, I fee thou w tit not n uH: the Air with Secrets. 
Dem. For this care of Tamora, 

Her felf and hers are highly bound to thee. [Exeunt. 
A.ar. Now to the Goths, as f wift as Swallow flies, 

There to difpofe this Treafure in mine Arms, 
And fecretly to greet the Emprefs Fritnds. 
Come on, you thick-lip'd Slave, I'll bear you hence; 
For it is you that puts us to our lbifts: 
I'll make you feed on Berries, and on Roots, 
And feed on Curds, and Whey, and fuck the Goat; 
And Cabin in a Cave, and bring you up 
To be a Warrior, and command a Camp. [Exit~ 
Enter Titus, old Marcus, young Lucius, and other Gentle• 

men with Bo1vs, a~:~d Titus bears the Arrows witb Letters 

on the end •f them. 
Tit. Come, Marcus, come Kinfmen, this is the way. 

Sir Boy, now let me fee your Archery, 
Look ye draw home enough, and 'tis there fir;;.igh ; 
Terras Ajlu.a reliqait-be you remembred, Marc•s
She's gone, {he's flc:d-Sirs, take you to your Tools, 
You, Coufins, lbdl go found the Ocean, 
And caft your Nets, haply you may fi d her in the Sea, 
Yet there's as little Jufh..:.~ as at Land----
No Publius and Sernpronius, you mnfl: do it, 
'Tis you mufl dig with Mattock and w1th Spade, 
And pierce the inmoft Ce .ter of the Earth: 
Then when you come to Plmo's Region, 
I pray you ~o deliver .him this Petitt.on, 
Tell him it 1s for J u{bce, ard fer Atd, 
And that it crJmes from old Andronicm, 
Shaken with Sorrows in ungr tdul Rome. 
Ah Ra.me! Well, well, I made thee miftrable, 
What time I threw the Pe ples Suffrages 
On him, that tlnts doth tyrannize o'er me. 
Go get you gone, and pray be careful all, 
And leave you not a Man of War ~n.fearch'd, . 
This wicked Emperor may Lave Hup d her hencr, 
And Kiniinen then we may go pipe for J u!lice. 

L 1 :z. Mar. 
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Mar. O, Publius, is not this a heavy cafe; Ma 
To fee thy noble Unkle thus difiract? Your l 

Pub. Therefore, my Lord, it highly us concerns~ Tit. 
By Day and Night t'tttend him carefully: ~' fi 
And f~ed his Humour kindly as we may, MA 
=Till t ime beget fome careful Remedy. TheE 

Mar. Ktnfmen, his Sorrows are pafi remedy. Tnat' 
J nin with the Goths, and with revengeful War, And 
Take wreak on Rome for this Ingratitude, lhelal 
And Vengeance on the Traitor Saturni11e, But g 

Tit. Publms, how now l how now, my Mafier~, 1it, 
,What have you met with her ? 

Pub. No, my good Lord, but Pluto fends you word~ 
If you will have Revenge from Hell, you 1hall: 
Mar~y fl'lr Jufiice lbe is fo imploy'd, 
He thmks with Jove in Heav'n, or fome where elfe; 
So rhat perforce you mufi needs fl:ay a time. 

Tit; He cloth me wrong to feed me with delays, 
I'll .. ive into the burning Lake below, 
And pull her out of .Acheron by the Heels. 
Marcus, we are but Shrubs, no Cedars we, 
Nt' btg-bon'd Men, fram'd of the Cyclops lize; 
Fur Metal, M4rcus, Steel to the very Back, 
Y t wrung with wron~s more than our Backs can bear; 
And fich there's no J Llfiice in Earth nor Mell, 
We wdl follicit H::! .. v'n, and move the Gods, 
To fu1d down Juftice for to wreak our wrongs: 
Come to this gear, you :are a good Archer, Marcus. 

[He gives them the .Arrows • 
.Ad Jovem, that's for you--here ad .Apol/onem-
.Ad Martem, that's for my felf; 
Hpre Rry, to P.zllas here to Mercury---
To Ca;lus and to S.ztur.u--not to Sllturnin&--
You II"Jere as good to ihoot againft the Wind. 
·r" it, Boy, Marcm-loofe when I bid: 
Of my word, I have written to e1fecr, 
There's nnt a God left unfollicited. 

Mar. KinfiT1en, !hoot all your Shafts into the Court; 
We vlll afHiB: the Emperor in his Pride. [Th? fhoot. 

Tit. Now, Mafiuc, draw; Oh wrll faid, LNciiiS: 
Guod Boy in Pirt.o's Lap, give it P.1l/ns. 



Mar. My Lord, I am a mile beyond the Moon; 
You~ Letter is with Jupiter by this. 

Tit. 1-b, ha, Publius, Pnblius, what haft thou done~ 
See, fee, thou haft {hot off one of Taurus's Horns. 

Mar. This was the fport, my Lord, wren Publius fuot; 
The Bull being gall'd, gave Aries fuch a knock, 
That down fell both the Rams Horns in the Court, 
And who fuould 6rd them but tht: Emprefs Ydla·n : 
She laugh'd, and told the Moor he fhould not chufe 
But give them to his Mafrer for a prefent. 

Tit. Why there it goes, God give your Lordfhip joy. 
Enter a Clown with a Bask!t an4 two Pig<ons. 

News, News from Heav'n; 
Marcus, the Pefi: is come. 
Sirrah, what Tydings ~ have you any Letters~ 
Shall I have Jufrice, what fays JNpiter? 

Clow. Who~ the Gibbet-maked he r~ys that he bath taken 
them down again, for the Man mull not be hang'd 'till the 

next Week. 
Tit. Tut, what fays Jupiter, I ask thed 
Clow. Alas, Sir, I know not Jupiter, 

I never drank with him in all my Life. 
Tit. Why Villain, art not thou the Carried 
Clow. Ay, of my Pigeons, Sir, nothing clfe. 
Tit. Why, didfl thou not come from Heav'n~ . 
Clow. :From Heav'n ~ Alas, Sir, I never came there. 

God forbid I fhould be fo bold to prefs into Heav"n in my 
young Days. Why I am going with my Pigeons to the 
Tribunal Plebs, to take up a mJtter of brawl bttwixt my 
Uncle and one of the E.mperials M:n. 

MAr. Why, Sir, that is as fir as can be to fcrve for yonr 
Oration, and let him deliver the P1geofls ro the Emp.ror 

froin you. Tit. Tell me, can you deliver an Oration to the Emperor 

with a Gracd 
Clow. Nay, truly, Sir, I could never f.y Gr cc in a!l my 

Life. 
Tit. Sirrah, come hither, make r;o more ado, 

But give your Pigeons to the Ern eror. 
ny me thou lhalt have J ufiice at his Hand~. 
Hold, hold-mean wh1le here's Mo y for thy Cl.arge<. 

L l ' G1ve 



Andronicus. 

Give ma a Pen and Ink. 
Sirrab, can you w1th a Grace deliver a Supplication~ 

Clow. Ay, Sir. 
Ttt. Then here is a Supplication for you : and when you 

come to him, at the firfr approach you mufi kneel, then kifs 
his Foot,lchen ddiver up your Pigeons, and then look for your 
Reward. I'll be at hand. Sir, fee you do it bravely. 

Clow. I warrant you, Sir, let me alone. 
Tit. Sirrah, haft thou a Knifd Come, let me fee it. 

Here, Mareus, fold it in the Oration, 
For thou haft made it like an humble Suppliant, 
And when thou bafr given it the Emperor, 
Knock at my Door, and tell n.e what he fays. 

Clow. God be with you, Sir, I will. 
Tit. Come, Mar.cus, let us go, PHbiius follow me. 

[Exeunt. 
Enter Emper1t and Emprefs, ttnd her two Sons; the Empmr 

brmgs the .Arrow) in his Hand that Titus jbot. 
Sat, Why Lords. 

What Wrongs are thefd was ever feen 
An Emperor of R1me thus over-born, 
Troubled, 1.. ntionted thus, and for the extent 
Of equal j ufiice, us'd in fuch Contempt~ 
My Lords, you know, as do the mightful Gods, 
(However the difiurbers of our Peace 
Buz in the Peoples Ears) there nought hath pafi, · 

m even with Law againfl: the wilful Sons 
Of old AndrotJicus. And what and if 
His Sorrow) hlve fo over-whelm'd his Wits, 
Shall we be thus 3fHicted in his wreaks. 
His fits, his frenfie, and his bitternefs? 
And now he writes to Heav'n for his redrefs. 
S.c, here's to Jove, and this to Mercury, 
This to .Apoil:J, this to the God of War: 
Sweet Scrowls to fly about the Streets of Rome. 
What's this but Libellipg againfl: the Senate, 
.And blazoning our Injufl:ice every where? 
A g'X'dly humour, is it not, my Lords? 
As who ~·ould [ay,. in Rome no Jufiice were. 
But 1f I live, h1s fc:rgncd Extafies 
Shal' be no ihclter to thefe Outrages: 
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But he and his {ball kr ow, that Jufiice lives 
In Saturninus health, w horn, if fue fleep, 
He'll fo awake, as ihe in fury iball 
Cut off the proudefi: Confpiratot that lives. 

Tam. My gracious Lord, my lovely Saturnine, 
Lord ofmy LifE", C ommander of my Thoughts, 
Calm thee, and bear the fault; of Tttus Age, 
Th' cffL<9:s of Sorrow for his v~liant Sons, 
Whofe lof5 bath pierc'd him deep, and fcarr'd his Heart ; 
And rather comfort his difirdied plight, , 
Than profecute the mc:mcfi or rhe h• 0:, 
F~r the~e Contempts. Why thu~ it iha\1 become 
Htgh Wltted Tamora to glofe with all: 
But Titus, I h ave touch'd thee to the quick, 
Thy Life-blood on't: If Aaron now be wife, 
Then is all fafe, the Anchor's io the Port. 

Enter Cltmm. 
How now, good Fellow, wouldfi thou fpeak with us~ 

Clow. Yea forfooth, and your Mifteribip be EmperiaJ. 
Tam. Emprefs I am, but yonder fits the Empcrdr. 
Clow. •Tis he: God and St. Stephen give you good-e'en, 

I have brought yQu a Letter and a couple Pigeons here. L He reads the Letter: 

Sat. Go, take him away, and bang him prefently. 
Glow. How much Mony mufi: I have~ 
Tam. Come, Sirrah, thou mufi be hang'd. 
Cio1v. Hang'd! by'r Lady, then I have brought up a Neck 

to a fair end. [ E>.·it. 
Sat. Defpightful and intolerable Wrongs, 

Shall I endure this monftrou~ V ill any~ 
I know from whence this fame Device proceeds: 
May this be born? As if his Traiterous Sons, 
'I hat dy'd by Law for Murther of our Brother, 
Ha"e by my means been butcher'd wrongfully~ 
Go, drag the Villain hither by the Hair, 
Nor Age nor Honour (hall ibape Privilege. 
For this proud mock l'll be thy Slaughter-man; 
Sly fraAtick Wretch, that holp'll to make me great, 
In hope thy felf ihould govern RDme and me. 

Ll4 Enter 



1tus Andronicus. 
Enter Nuntius .I.E.milius; 

Sat. Wh;t News with tht:e, Umi/ius! 
v.Emtl. Arm, my Lords, Rome never had more caufej 

The Goehs have gather'd htad, and with a Power 
Of h1gh refolved Men~ btnt to the fpoil, 
They hither march at11am, under the Conduct 
Of Lucius, Son to old Andromcus: 
Who threats in courfe of his r~ venge to do 
As much as ever Corioitmus dtd. 

Sat. Is warl1ke Ltscitu G..:neral of the Goths~ 
Thefe Tydings nip me. and I hang the Head. 
As flowers with Fwil, or Grafs beat down With Storms. 
Ay, now begin our Sorrows to ;:pproach. 
~Tis he the Common People love fo much, 
My fdf hath often heard thtm fay, 
(When I ha e w~lkcd like a private Mar) 
That Lucius B .. nilhment was wrongfully, 
And they have wilh'd that Lucius were their Emperor: 

Tam. Why lhould you fear? fs nor our Cuy firong~ 
Sat. Ay. but the Citlz,rs fwour LumiS, 

And will revolt from me, to fuccour h1m. En 
Tam. King. be thy Though·s imperrous like thy Name; .LMI·J 

Is the Sun dim' d, that Gnars do fly in It i' -
Th" Eagle fuffers li·tle Bi1 ds to ting, \Vhicb 
And is nor cmful what they mean thneby, And h 
:Knowing that with the Shadow of his Wings-; There! 
He can at pleafure fiint their mdody; lmperi 
Even fo may'fl: th0u the giddy Men of Rome. And \1 

Then cheer thy Spirit, for know. thou Emperor; Let h: 
I will ench~nt the old Andronicus, Got1 
With Words more fweet, and yet more d.wgerous \Vhofi 
Than baits to Filh, or Honey.flalks to Sheep, Whof 
When as the one is wourded with the bait, lngra• 
The other rotted wnh delicious Food. Be be 

Gat. But he wiiJ not intreat b1s Son for us. Like 1 

Tam. If Tamora intreat hiw, then he will, Led l 
For I an fmooth, and fill his aged Ear And 
W:th golden Promifis, that wue his Heart of. 
Almoft impregnable, his old Em de2f, L~ 
Ye~ fl10uld both Ear a~~ He~~t obey my Tongue. But. 

Ge 
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6o thou before as our Ambaffador, [To lEmilius. 
S1y, that the En1peror requdl:s a Parley 
Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting. 

Sat. u£m:i1us, do this Metfage honourably, 
.And if he Hand on Hoflage for his fafety, 
lid him demand what Pledge will pleafe him befi. 

u£mil. Your bidding iliall I do effeCtually. [Exit~ 
Tam. Now w1ll I to that old .Andronicns, 

And temper him with all the Art I have, 
To pluck proud Lucins from the warlike Goths • 
.And now, fweet Emperor, be blith again, 
.And bury all thy Fear in my Devices. 

Sat. Then go fucceEfully and pltad for me; [Exit. 

A C T V. S C E N E I. 

S C E N E .A Camp. 

Enter Lucius with Goths, with Drnm and Soldiers. 

Luc.APproved Warriors, and my faithful Friends, 
I have received Letters from great Rome, 

Which fignifie what hate they bear their Emperor, 
And how defirous of our fi ~ ht they are, 
Therefore, great Lords, be as y >Ur Titles witnefs, 
Imperious and impatient of your Wrongs, 
.\nd wherem Rome bath done you any lcathe, 
Let him make t reble Samfadion. 

Goth. Brave Slip, fprung from the great Andronictts, 
Whofe Name wa~ once our Terror, now our Comfort, 
Whofe high Exploits, and Honourable Deeds, 
[ograteful Rome requites with foul Contempt, 
Be bold in us, we'll follow where thou Jead'fl:: 
Like flinging Bees in hotcefi Summer's Day, 
j;..ed by their Maller to the flower'd Fields. 
And be aveng' d on cur fed Tamo1·a. 

Omn. And as he faith, fo fay we all with him. 
Luc. i humbly thank him, and I thank you all. 

But who ~omes here led by a lufly Gqthl 

Enttr 
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Enter a Both leading Aaton with his Child in his Arms. Thy C 
GottJ. ~"wned Lucius, from our Troops I firaid JAr, 

To gaze upon a ruinous Monafl:ery, 'Twill · 
And ::~s I earnefily did fix mine Eye For I£ 
Upon the wafted Building, fuddenly Ad1ol 
I he4rd a Child cry underneath a Wall ; Com~c 
I made unto the Noife, when foon I heard, Ruthh 
The crymg Babe conrrol'd with this Difcourfe: And tb 
Peace~ Tawny Shve, half me, and half thy Dam, Unlefs 
Did not thy Hue bewray whofe Brat thou art, Luc. 
Had Nature lent thee but thy Mother's look, I fay t 

Villain, thou might'fr have been an Emperor: .Aar 
But where tht Bull and Cow are both Milk-white, 
They never do beget a Cole-black Calf; 
Peace, V 11lain, Peace, (even thus he rates the Babe) 
For I muft bear thee to a trufl:y Goth, 
Who when he knows thou m the Emprefs Babe, 
Will hold thee dearly for thy Mother's fake. 
With this, my Weapon dra m I ruth'd upon him, 
Surpriz'd him fuddenly, and brought him hither, 
To ufe, as you t mk needful of he Man. 

Luc. Oh worthy Goth, this is the incarnate DeviJ, 
That robb'd Andronicm of his good Hand; 
This is the Pearl that pleas'd ylmr Emprcfs's Eye, 
And here's the bafe Fruit of his burning Lufi. 
Say, wall·ey'd Slave, whither would'fr thou convey 
This growing Image of thy Fiend-like Facd 
\Vhy dolt not fj>eak? what deaf? no! Not a word? 
A Halter, Sold1ers hang hitn on this Tree, 
And by his fide hi> Fruit of Bafiardy • 

.A.!r. Touch not the Boy. he is of Royal Blood, 
Lttc. Too lake the Syre fur ever being good. 

Firfl h1.,g the Child, that he may fee it fprall, 
A fight to vex the Father's Soul withal. 

A11r. G~t me a Ladder, Lt-tcim, fave the Chtld, 
And bear it frcm me to the Emprefs; 
H thou do t hi~. I'll l11 ew th~c wondrous things,.' 
That highly m~y adva11tage thee to hear; J 

If thou wilt t:ut, bc[Jll what m;;.y befall, 
I'll fpt>ak no mo•e; but V cng< arce rot you all. 

Lu:. Say en, and if it j...leafc me, which thou fpeak'ft 
Thy 
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Thy Child fiulllive, and I will fee it Nourifu'd • 
.Aar. And tf it pleafe thcd why affure thee, Lucius, 

'Twill vex thy Soul to hear what I fl1all fpeak: 
For I mull talk of Murthers, Rapes, and Matfacrcs 
A6l:s of black Night, abominable Deeds, , 
Cornplots of Mifchief, Treafon, Villanies, 
Ruthful to hear, yet piteoufly perform'd, 
And this fuall all be buried by my Death, 
Unlefs thou fwear to me my Child fhalllive. 

Luc. Tell on thy mind, 
I fay thy Chtld fuall live • 

.Aar. Swear that he flull, and then I will begin. 
Luc. Who fuould I fwear by~ 

Thou believeft no God, 
That granted, how can'fr thou believe an Oath~ 

.Aar. What if I do not, as indeed I do nor, 
Yet for I know thou art Religious, 
And haft a thing within thee called Confcie~:~ce, 
With twenty Popifh Tricks and Ceremonies 
V/hich I have {een thee careful to obferve: 
Therefore I urge thy Oath, for that I know 
An Idiot holds his Bauble for a God, 
And keeps the Oath, which by th~t cg;od he fwears. 
To that I'll urge him ;-therefore thou 1halt vow 
By that fame (flod, what <3od fo e'er it be 
That thou adorc:fr and haft in reverence, 
To fave my Boy, nouriili and bring him up, 
Or elfe I will difcovcr nought to thee. 

Luc. Even by my God I fwear to thee, I will. 
Aar. Firll: know thou, 

I begot him on thy Emperefs. 
Luc. 0 moll: infatiate luxurious Woman! 
.Aar. Tut, Lucius, this was but a Deed of Chariry, 

To that which thou ilialt hear of me anon. 
"Twas her two Sons that murdered Baj]iamu, 
They cut thy Sifier's Tongue, and Raviili'd her~ 
And cut her Hands off, and trimm'd her as thou faw'fi. 

Luc. Oh deteftable Villain! 
Call'll: thou that trimming ! 

Aar. Why fl1e wa~ waili'd, and cnt, and trimm 'd ; 
And 'twas trim fport DJr them that h1d · h~ doing of i·. 

LtiC. 
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Luc. Oh barbarous beafily Villains, like thy felf! 
AM. Indeed, I was their Tutor to inftruct them; 

That codding Spirit had they from their Mother, 
As fure a Card, as ever won the Set; 
That bloody Mind I think they learn'd of me, 
As true a Dog as ever fought at Head; 
Well, let my Deeds be Witnefs of my Worth; 
I train'd thy Brethren to that guildul hole, 
Where the dead Corps of Bajflanus lay: 
I wrote the Letter that thy F .. ther found, 
And hid the Gold within the Letter mention'd, 
Confederate wtth the Q.!;!een and her two Sons. 
And what not done that thou baR caufe to rue, 
Wherein I had no tl:roke of Mifchief in it ? 
I plaid the Cheater for thy Father's Ha:1d, 
And when I had it~ drew my (elf apart, 
And almotl: broke my Heart withextream Laughter~ 
I pried me through the Crevice of a WaJI, 
When for his Hand, he had his two Sons Heads, 
Beheld his Tears, and laugh'J fo heartily. 
That both mine Eyes were rainy like to his: 
And when I told the Emprefs of this Sport, 
She f.vooned almofl: at my pleating Tale, 
And for my Tidings, ~ave me twenty Kiffes: 

Goth. What can'll: thou fay all this, and never blulh ~ 
Aar. Ay, like a black Dog. as the faying is. 
Luc. Art thou not f >rry for thefe hainous Deeds? 
.Aar. Ay, that I had not done a thonfand more. 

Even now I curfe the Day, and yet I think 
Few come within the Compafs of my Curfe, 
Whprein I did not fome notorious Ill, 
A~ kill a Man, or elfe devife his Death; 
Raviih a M;1id, or plot the way to do ir, 
Accufe fume Innocent, and forfwear my felf, 
Set deadly Enmity between two Friends, 
Make poor Mens Cattle break their Necks, 
Set £:i:e on Barns a. d Hay.fiacks in the Night~ 
And btd the Owners quench them with their Tears~ 
Ofc have I digg'd up dead Men from their Graves' 
Ard fet r hem upright at their dear Friends Doors,' 
E \ c 1 when their Sorrow almofi w:ts forgot, 
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Titus Andronicus. 
And on their Skins, as on the Bark of Trees; 
Havt with my Knife carved in Roman Letters; 
Let not your Sorrow die, though I am Dead. 
Tut, I have done a thoufand dFeadful things, 
As willingly as one would kill a Fly, 
And nothing grieves me heartily indeed, 
But that I cannot do ten thoufand more. 

Luc. Bring down the Devil, for he muG: not die 
So fweet a Death, as Hanging prefently. 

Aar. If thel'e be Devils, would I were a Devil, 
To live and burn in everlafiing Fire, 
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So I might have your Company in HeJI, 
But to torment you with my bitter Tongue. 

Luc. Sirs, fiop his Mouth, and let him fpeak no more; 
Enter JEmilius. 

Goth. My Lord. there is a Meifenger from Rome 
Ddires to be admitted to your Prefence. 

Luc. Let him come near.-
Welcome, v.Emilius, whaes the News from Rome! 

e./.Emi. Lord Lucius, and you Princes of the Goths, 
The Romt~.n Emperor greets you all by me, 
And, for he undedhnds you are in Arms, 
He craves a Parley at your Father's Houfe, 
Willing you to demand your Hoflages, 
And they fhall be immediately delivered. 

Goth. What fays our General~ 
Luc. v.Emilius, let the Emperor give his Pledges 

Unto my Father, and my Uncle Marcus, 
And we will come: .March away. [Exeunt 

SCENE IJ. Titus's Palace in Rome. 
Enter Tarnora, Chiron and Dcmetnus, Dijguis' d. 

Tam. Thus in thefe fl:range and fad Habiliments, 
I will encounter with AndronicuJ, 
And fay, I am Revenge fent from below, 
To join with him, and right his heinous Wrongs: 
Kno~k at the Study, where they f y he keeps, 
To ruminate ftrange Plots of dire Revenge; 
Tell him Revenge is come to join with him; 
And work Confufion on hi~ Enemies. 

- [They ~ock, andTitus apptars above: 
Tit, · 



Titus Andronicus. 

Tit. Who doth moleft my Contemplation! 
' Is it your trick to make me ope the Door, 

That fo my fad DfCrees may fly away, 
And ~n my Study be to no effea? 
You are deceiv'd, for what I mean to do, 
See here in bloody Lines I have fet down; 
And what is written, fuall be executed. 

Tam. Titus, I am come to talk with thee. 
Ttt. ·N ) not a word: How can I grace my Tallr, 

WanUnf, a Ha'1d to give it Ad:ion? 
Thou halt the odds of me, therefore no more. 

T am. If thOu didll: know· me, 
Thou would'fr talk with me. 

Tit. I am not mad, I know thee well enough, 
Witnefs this wretched Stump, 
Witne!s tht. Crimfon Lines, 
Witnefs thefe Trenches, made by Grief and Care, 
Witnefs the tyriog D~y and heavy Night; 
Witnefs all Sorrow, that I know thee well 
For our proud E.mprefs, mighty Tamora : 
Is not thy coming for my otbu Hand? 

Tam. Know thou, fad Man, I am nor Tamora, 
She is thy Enemy, and I thy Ftiend; 
I :am Revenge, fent from the infernal Kingdom, 
To eafe the gnawillg Vulture of thy Mind, 
By working wreakful Vengeance on thy Foes. 
Come down and welcome me to this World's light; 
Confer with me of Murder and of Death, 
There's not a hollow Cave, or lurking place, 
No vafl Obfcurity or mifiy Vale, 
Where bloody Munher or detdb-d Rape, 
Can couch for fear, but I w1ll find tl cm our, 
And in their Ears tell them my dreadful Name, 
Revenge, whic makes the foui O.fft:nd(rs q11ake. 

Tit. Art thou Revenge? And art rhou fent to me, 
To be a Torment to mine E.nemie~? 
' Tam. I am; therefore comedown and welcome me. 

Tit. Do me fome Service, e'er I comt te> thee: 
Lo by thy fide, where Rape and Murder fl:ands, 
Now give fame furancc that thou att ReveL ge, 
Stab them, or tear them on thy Chariot Wheels, 
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And then I'll come and be thy WaPgoner, 
And whirl along with thee about t ~ Globes: 
Provide tw·o pro19e.,r Palfri ~black as Jet, 
To hale thy vengeful Wa~gon fwift away, 
And find out Murders in tMir guilty Caves. 
And when thy Car is loacden with their Heads, 
I will difmounr, and by thy Waggon Wheel 
Trot like a fcrvile ooc-man all day long ; 
E vcn from Hyperion's rifing in the Eafi, 
Until his very downfal io the ea. 
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And day by day 1'!1 do thi) heavy Ta~k, 
So t u ddhoy Rapine ani Murder there. 

Tam. Tb fe arc my Miniftcrs, and come with me. 
Ttt. Art they thy Mi, ifl:ers; what are they call'd~ 
Tflm. Rapme :nJd Mu,der, therefore called fo, 

Caufe they t;~.ke Vengeance on fuch kind of Men. 
Ttt. GofJd Lord, ho "' l"ke the Ernprefs Sons they are, 

And you the Emprefs: But we Worldly Men, 
Havt:: mif~ranl<.: m d millaktng Eyes: 
0 twe·· t Revengl', n w do 1 come tO thee, 
And if c11 e Arm's embracement will content thee, 
I Mill emhrace thee in it by and by. [ E.~it Titus from abo-u&. 

Tam. Th's clofing with him fics hi~ Luna<;y, 
What e'er 1 f"'rge tG feec hts brain-tick fits, 
Do you uphold, and maintain in your Speech' 
For nc.w he firmly takes me, for Revenge; 
And being cn.dtious in this mad Thought, 
I'll make him fend for Lucius his Son: 
And whiifi I at a Banquet hold him fure, 
I'll find fume cunnin~ PraCtice out of Hand~ 
To f~;attcr and difperfo the giddy Gotlu, 
Or at the leaft rn;~l\e them his Enemic s: 
See here he comes, :md I mufl: play my Theam. 

Enter Tltus. 
Tit. Long have I bEen forlorn, and all for thee: 

Welcome, dread Fury, to my woful Houfc:; 
Rapine and Mnrthc:r, you a r~ welcom~ too: 
How like the E.mpref, a d her Sons you arc! 
Well are you fitted, had you hut a Moor; 
Could not all Hell afford you fi1ch a Devil? 
For well I wot, the Emprefs never wag~, 
But in her Compiny there is Moor; And 



Titus Andronicus. 
And would you reprefent our Queen aright. 
It were convenient you had fuch a Devil: 
But welcome, as you are, what fiull we do~ 

T am. What wouldfi thou have us dQ, Andronicus? 
Dem. Shew me a Murtherer, I'll deal with him. 
Chi. Shew me a Villain that hath done a R.apc, 

And I am fent to be reveng'd on him. 
TAm. Shew me a Thoufand that have done thee wrong, 

And r will be revenged on them all. 
Tit. Look round about the wicked Streets of Rome, 

And when thou find'ft a Man that's like thy felf, 
Good Murder flab him, he's a Murderer. 
Go thou with him, and when it is thy hap 
To find another that is like to thee, 
®ood Rapine fl:ab him, he is a Ravither. 
Go thou with them, and in the Emperor's Court 
There is a Queen attended by a Moor ; 
Well may'fi thou know her by thy own proportion; 
For up and down lhe doth refemble thee ; 
I pray thee do on them fome violent Death ; 
They have been violent to me and mine. 

Tam. Well haft thou Lelfo!!'d us; this lliall we do; 
But wouU it pleafe thee, good Andronicus, 
To fend for Lucius thy thrice valiant Son, 
Who leads towards Rome a Band of Warlike Goths, 
A:'ld bid him come and Banquet at thy Houfe. 
When he is here, even at thy folemn Feaft, 
I will bring in the Emprefs and her Sons ; 
The Emperor himfelf, and all thy Foes, 
And at thy Mercy .!hall they £loop and kneel, 
And on them lhalt thou e~fe thy angry Heart: 
~hat fays .Andronicus to this Dtvife? 

Enter Marcus. 
Tit. M arcus my Brother, 'tis fad Titus calls; 

Go gentle M arcus to thy B other Lucim; 
Thou lhalt enljuire him out amor.g the Goths: 
Bid him repair to me, and bring wtth him 
Some of the chiefefr Princes of the Goths; 
Bid him Enc<~mp his Soldiers where they are; 
Tell him the Emperor and the Emprefs too~. 
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Feafl: at my Houfe, and he fhall Feafl: with them; 
This do thou for my love, and fo let him, 
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As he reguds his aged Father's Life. 
Mar. This will I do, and foon return again. [Exit. 
T"m. Now will I hence abol-lt thy Bufinefs, 

And take my Minifiers along with me. 
Tit. Nay. nay, let Rape and Mutder {by with me-~. 

Or elfe I '11 call my Brother back again, 
And cleave to no Revenge but Luciu1. 

Tam. What fay you, Boys, you will abide with him; 
Whiles I go tell my Lord, the Emperor, 
How I have govern'd our determin•d Jeft? 
Yield to his humour, fmooth and fpeak him fairt 
And tarry with him ·cill I return again. 

Tit. I know them all, tho' they fuppofe me mad; 
And will o•er.reach them in their own Devices, 
A pair of cur fed Hell-hounds and their Dam. [ .Afi"dt. 

Dem. Madam, depart at pleafure, leave us here. 
Tam. Farewel, Andronicus, Revenge now goes 

To lay a Complot to betray thy Foes. [Exit Tamora. 
Tit. I know thou doU, and fweet Revenge farewel. 
Chi. Tell us, Old Man, how fhaU we be etnploy'd~ 
Tit. Tut, I have work enough for you to do. 

Pt~~/ius, come hither, Caius and Yalentine. 
Enter Publ+us and Servants. 

Pub. What is your will ? 
Tit. Know ye rhefe two~ 
Pub. The Emprefs Sons 

I take them. Chiron, Demetriut. 
Tit. Fie, Publius, fie, thou art too much deceiv'd, 

The one is Murder, Rape is the other's Name; 
And therefore bind them, gentle Pub/ius, 
Caius and Yalentine, lay hands on them, 
Oft have you heard me wilh for fuch an hour; 
And now I find it, therefore bind them fure. [Exit Ticus: 

Chi. Vtllains, forbear, we are the Emprer~· Sons. 
Pub. And therefore do we wh:lt we are comm~nded. 

Stop dofe their Mouths; let th<m not [f1ea'< a Word. 
Is he fure bound~ look that ye hi r d t l " 6fr. 
Enter Titus Andronicus with" Kmf e, and La vinia with a Ba[on; 

Tit. Come, come. Lt~vinill, look, thy Foe~ ~re ~~ung ; 
V o x.. I V~ M m Sir$ 
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_ Sirs, O:op theit Mouths, tet them not fpeak to me, 

But let them hear wh:lt fearful Words I utter. 
Oh Villains, Chiron and DemetriHS! 
Here !lands the Spri · g v. hom you have frain'd with Mn.d, 
This goodly Summer with your Winter mixt: 
You k11l'd ber Husband, and for that vile Fault, 
Two of her Bro~hers were condemn'd to Death, 
My Hand cut off, and m~de a merry jefr, 
Borh her fweet Hands, her Tongue, and that more dear 
Than Hands or Tongue. her fpotlefs Chafhty, 
lnhumaA Traitors, you confir~in'd and forc'd. 
What would you fay if I ihould let you fpeak? 
Villains !-for flume you could not beg for Grace. 
Hark, Wretche', how I mean D Martyr you. 
This one Hand yet is left to cut your Throats, 
Whilfi th~t Lavinia 'twixt her Stumps doth hold 
The Bafon that receives your guilty Blood. 
You know your Mother means to feafi with me, 
And calls her felfRevenge, and thinks me mad--.-;._ 
Hark, Villains, I will grind your Bones to Dull, 
And with your Blood and it, I'll make a Pafre, 
And of the Pafre a Coffin will I rear, 
And make two Pafi1es of your ihameful Heads, 
And bid that Strumpet, your uJ:~hallowed Dam, 
Like to the Earth, [wallow her own Iocreafe. 
This is the Feafr that I have bid her to, 
And this the Banquet fl1e fl:ull fu1feit on; 
For worfe than Philomel you u~·d my Daughter, 
And worfe than Progne, I will be reveng'd, 
And now prepare your Throats: Lavinia, come, 

(He cuts their Throats, and Lavinia receives the 
Blood in ~~, Bafin. 

Receive the Blood, and when that they are dc~d 
Let me go grind their B 'llles to Powder fina!l 
And with this hateful Liquor temper it; 

1 

And in that Pact~ let their wild Heads be bak'd. 
Come, cqme, be every one officious 
To make this Banqucr, which I wiih might prove 
More fiern ard hh<1dy than the Cent~turs Feafi. 
So, now bring th< m ' in, for I'll pi ay the Cook 
A~d fee them r ady 'gainfl: the Mo~hcr comes: [ Exumt. 
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Enter Lucius, Marcus, and Goths with Aaron Prifoner. 
Lu,. U ode Marcm, fince 'tt~ my Father's rnmd 

That I repair to R1me, I am content. 
Goth. And ours with thine, befal what Fo~tune wilJ, 
Luc. Good U 11cle, take you in this barbar~..us Moor, 

Th1s ravenous Tiger, this accurfed Devil, 
Let him receive no Sufrenance, fttter him. 
'Till he be brought unto the Emp~. ror's Face, 
For Tefiimony of thefc foul proceedings ; 
And fee the Ambufh of our Friends be frrong, 
I fear the Emperor means no good to us • 

.Aar. Some Devil whifper Curfes 111 my Ear, 
A"d prompt me, that my Tougue may utter forth 
~he venomous Malice of my fw elling Heart. 

Luc. Away. inhuman Dag, unhallow'd Sbve, 
. [Exusnt Goths with Aaron. 

Sirs, help our Uncle, to coovcy him in. [Fla~rifh. 
The Trumptts fhew the f.mp eror ts at hand. 
Sound Trumpets. Enter Emperor and Emprefs, with Tri· 

bunes and otl1ers. 
S~t. What, hnh the Firmament more Suns than one l 
Luc. Wh<1t boots it thee tO c2ll thy fdf a S; n ~ 
Mar. Rome's Emperor and Nephew break the Parley, 

Thefe Quarrels mull be quiedy Delntcd: 
The Feafr is ready, which the careful Titus 

. Hath ordained to an ' honourable end, 
For Peace, for Love, for League, and good to Romt: 
Pleafe you therefore draw nigh and take your places. 

Sat. M arcus, we will. [Hautboys. 
A 7 able brought in. Enter Tit m like a Cook_, placing the M :al 

o~ the Table, and Lavinia with a f/eil over her F~ce. 
Tit. Welcome, my· gracious Lord, 

Welcome, Dread Queen, 
Welcome, ye Warlike Goths, welcome LuciHs, 
And welcome all; although the Cheer be poor, 
'Twill fill your Stomachs, pleafe you eat of it. 

S,u. Why art thou thus attir'd, Andronicus~ 
Tit. Becaufe I would be fure eo h:we all well, 

To entertain your Highnefs, anJ your £mprefs. . . 
Tllm. We are beholden to you, goo Andromcus. 
Tit. And if your Highnef, knew my Heart, you 'i re~ 

My Lord~ the ,Emperor, refolve me this~ 
· Mm• 



2.068 Andronicus. 
Was it well done of ra!b Pirginius, 
To flJy his D aughter with hts own Right-Hand, 
Becaufe fbe was enforc'd, ftain'd, and d flour'd~ 

Sat. It was, .Andronicus. 
Tit. Your Reafon, mighty Lord~ 
Sat. Becaufe the Girl thould not furvive her Shame, 

'And by her Prefence frill renew his Sonows. 
Tit. A Reafon mighty, firong, and effdcuaJ, 

A Pattern, Prefident and lively Warrant, 
For me, mofi wretched, to perform the like: 
Die, die, Lavi11ia, and thy Shame with thee, 
Aod with thy Shame thy Father's Sorrow die. [He kills her. 

Sat. What haft thou done, unnatural and unkind~ 
7 it. Kill'd her for wh~m my Tears have made me blind. 

I am as woful as Jl'irginius was, 
And have a thoufind times more Caufe t·han he. 

Sat. Whar, was lhe ravilh'di tell, who did the Deed~ 
Tit. Will't pleafe you ear, 

Will't pleafe your Highnefs feed~ 
Tam. Why halt thou Oain thine only Daughter thus i Here 
Tit. Not I, 'lwas Chiron and DemetriHs. Your 

Th, y ravith'd htr, and cut away her Tongue, L~ 
A'nd they, 'twas they, that did her all this Wrong~ That 

Sat. Go fltch them hither to us prefently. Werf 
Tit. Why there they are both, baked in that Pye, And 

Whereof their Mother daintily hath fed, For 
Eating the Flefh that fh e her ft If bath bred. Our 
~ris true, 'tis true, witnefs my Knife's iliarp Point. Oft' 

. . [He ftabs the Emprefs. And 
Sat. D1e, fran[Jck Wretch, for this accurftd Deed. LaRI 

[He flabs Tit us. The 
Luc. Can the Son's Eyes behold his Father hleed ~ To I 

,There's meed for meed, Death for a deadly D ted. Whc 
[ Lucius ft<'~bs the Emperor. And 

Mar. You fad-fac'd Mm, People and Sons cf Rem(, And 
By uprore fever'd, like a flight of fowJ, · Tha 
Scatter'd by Winds and high tempefiuous Gufis, And 
Oh let me reach you, how to knit again She, 
This fcatter'd Corn into one mutual Sheaf. Ala• 

'Thefe broken Limbs ag~in into one Bociy. ' My 
Goth. Let Rome her felf be bane unto her ftlf. Tha 

.f\nd fhe whom m· Kingdoms cu~d1~ to, 
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Like a forlorn and defperate Cafl:-away, 
Do iliame~ul Execunon on her felf. 

Mar. But if my frufl:y figns and chaps of Agr, 
Grave Witneffes of true Expuience, 
c~nnot induce you to attend ~y Words, 
Spea~, R9_me's ?ear Friend; as er'fl: 01:1r Ancefior, [To Lucius • 
When w1th hts folemn Tongue he did dlfcourfe 
To Lovc-fick Dido's fad attending Ear, . 
The Story of that baleful burning Night, 
When fubttle Greek! furpriz'd King Priam's Troy: 
Tell us wh:1t Sinon bath bewitch'd our Ears, 
Or who hnh brought the fatal Engine in, 
That gives our Troy, our Rome the civil wound. 
My Heart is not compalfr of Flint nor Steel; 
Nor can I utter all our bitter Grief, 
But floods of Tears will drown my Oratory, 
And break my very utterance; even JO the ttme 
When it iliould move you to attend me mofi, 
Ler.dtng your kind Ha11d, Commiferation. 
Here is a Captain, let him tell tbe Tale, 
Your Hearts will throb arnd weep to hear him fpeak. 

Luc. This Noble Auditory, be it known to you, 
That curfc:d Chiron and Demetrius, 
Were they that Murdered our Emperor's Brother; 
And they it were that ravilhed our Sifier: 
For their fell faults our Brothers were Beheaded, 
Our Father's Tears defpis'd, and bafely cozen'd 
Of that true Hand, that fought Rome's Quarrel out, 
And fent her Enemies into the Grave. 
Lafily, my fclf unkindly Banilhed, 
The Gates 01Ut on me, and turn'd weeping out, 
To beg relief among Rome's Enermes, 
Who drown'd their enmiry in my true Tears, 
And op'd their Arms to embrace me as a Friend: 
And I am turn'd forth, be it known to you, 
That have preferv'd her welfare in my Blood, 
And from her Bofom took the Enemy's point, 
Sheathing the Steel in my adventrous Body. 
Ala~, yoa know I am no Vmnter, T, 
My Scars can wir~ef~, dumb although they arc, 
That my Report lS JUfi, and full of Truth : 

But 
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But foft, methinks I do digrefs too muwh; M 
Citing my worthlefs Praife: Oh pardon me, 1'hy 
For when no Friends are by, Me11 praife themfelves. 0 vr 

Mar. Now is my Tongue to fpeak: Behold this Child) CoUJ 

Of this was Tamori!l delivered. L1 
The Hfue of an ureligious Moor, Ton 
Chief ArchiteCt and Plotter of thefe woes; Man· 
The Villam is alive in Titus Houfe, Sung 
Acd as he is, to wimefs thi~ is true. Man 
Now judge whit ca · 1f~ bad Tiues to revenge Mee 
Thefe wrong~, Ut) I pc k1ble, Daft Patience, In th 
Or more than any bv1ng Mao could bear. Shed 
Now you have h ard thetrutb, what fay you Rormm ~ 
H.lve we done ought am ifs? fhew us wherein, 
And from the place where you behold us now, 
The poor remaindtr of Andronic11s, 
.Will Hand in Hand all heaolong c"fi us down~ 
And on the ragged St'1n s beat out o 1r Br.sins, 
And make a murual clof , e of our Houfe: 

- Speak, Romans, fr>eak, anci if you fay we fhall, 
Lo Hand in H~nd. Luc111S l!Od I will fall. 

eAim. Come, romes •\nu Rcvrrerd Man of R6me, 
And bring our Emperor ge .tly i , ~hy Hand, 
Lucius our Emp "ror: For well I know, 
The comn o . V .... ice do cry it lhall be fo. 

Mar. Luciu.r, al hail, Rome's Royal Empero1; 
Go, go into \,ld Tttus's forrowful Houfe, 
And hither hale th.~t misbeheving Moor, 
To be adjudg'd fame di rtfui ilau~:,htering Death,~ 
As punilhme!)t for his mofl wtcked L1fe. 
Lucius all hail! Rome's gracious Governor. 

Luc. Thwks, gentle Romans, may I Govern fc; 
To heal Rome's harm, and drive away her woe. 
B 1t, gentle People, give me aim a while, 
F:>rNature puts me to a heavy Task: 
Stand all aloof; bm Uncle, draw you ne~r. 
To i11ed obfcquious Tears upon this Trunk: 
Oh take this warm Kifs on thy pale cold Lip5'; 
Tbefe frmowful drops upon thy Blood-fhin'd Fa;e; 
T~e h!l: true Duties of thy Noble Son. 
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Mar. Ay, Tear for Tear, and 1oving Kifs for Kifs, 
Thy Brotller M arcus tenders on thy Lips: 
0 were tl.e (urn of thefe that I iliould pay, 
Countkfs and infinite, yet would I pay them~ 

LNc. Come hither Boy, come, come, and learn of us 
To melt in Showers, thy Grand-fire lov'd thee weiJ; 
Many a ti:nc he dan~·d thee on his Knee ; 
Sung thee afleep, his loving Breafr thy Pillow: 
Many a matter bath he told to thee, 
Meet and agreeing with thy Infancy. 
In that re!pett then. like a loving Child, 
Shed yet hme fmall drops from thy tender Spring. 
Becaufe knd Nature cloth require it fo; 
friends iliould llffociare Friends, in Grief and Woe: 
Bid him farewel. commit him to the <fJrave, 
Do him that kindnefs, and take lt!ave of him. 

BoJ· 0 Grand-fire, <f1rand-fire1 even with all my Heart, 
Would I were dead, fo you did live again--
0 Lord, I cannot fpeak to him for weeping
My tears will cbcak me, if I ope my Mouth. 

Enter Romans with Aaron. 
Ro1lJ. You fad Andronki, have done with Wofs, 

Give Sw:ence on this execrable Wretch, 
That hat~ been Breeder of thefe dire Events. 

Luc. Set him Breafi-deep in Earth, and fdmifh him: 
There let him !land, and rave and cry for Food: 
If any ore relieves or pities him, 
For the Offence he dies: This is our Doom 
Some flav to fee him faflned in the Earth. 

Aar. b why fhould Wnth be mute, and Fury dumb? 
I am no Baby, I, that with bafe Prayers 
I fuould repent the e" il I have done: 
Ten thotfand worfe than ever yet I did, 
Would I perform, if I might have my Will: 
If one good D e(d in all my Life I d1d, 
I do repent it from very Soul. 

Luc. Some loving Fnends convey the Emperor hence; 
And giv: him burial in his Fathr.r's Grave. 
My Father, and Lavinia, fhall fvrthwirh 
Be clofcd in our Holliliold Monument: 
As for that hainous Tygre f.. Tamota, 

No 



No f1.1neral Rites, nor Man in mournful Weeds, 
No mournful Bell !hall ring her Burial; 
But throw her forth to Beafis and B1rds of Prey: 
Her Life was Bcafi-like, and devoid of Pity, 
And being fo, !hall have like want of Pity. 
See Juftice done on .At~ron that damn'd MrJor, 
From whom our heavy haps had their beginning; 
Then afterwards, to order well the State, 
That like Events may tle'er it ruinate. 

[Exeunt omnes. 

The End of the Fourth Volume. 
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