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' The LIFE and DEATH of

KING RICHARDII

ACT I SCENE I
TbeCOURT.

King Ricaarp,

Enter King Richard, John of Gaunt, with other
- Nobles and Attendants.

LD $obn of Gaunt, time-honour’d Lancafter, -

O Hatft thou, according to thy oath and bond,
Brought hither Henry Hereford thy bold fon,

Here to make good the boift’rous late Appeal,
- 'Which then our leifure would not let us hear,
Againft the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray ?

Gaunt. 1 have, my liege.
K. Rich. Tell me moreover, halt thou founded hlm

' “The Life and Death of King Accufation of high Treafon,
" Richard II.] But this Hiftory which fell outin the Year 1368;

comprizes little more than the and it clofes with the Murder of
Two laft Years of this Prince. King Richard at Pomfret-Caftle
The A&ion of the Dramabe- towards the End of the Year
gins with Bolmgbroke’s appeal- 1400, or_ the Beginning- of the

ing the Duke of Norfilk, on an enfumg Year. ~ Tazorarp.
B2 ,.. If
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If he appeal the Duke on ancient malice,
Or worthily, as a good Subject {hould,
On fome known ground of treachery in him ?
Geunt. As near as 1 could fift him on that argu-
ment,
On.fome apparent Danger {een 1n him
Aim’d at your Highnefs ; no invet’rate malice.
K. Rich. Then call them to our prefence; face tor
face,
And frowning brow to brow. Our {elves will hear
Th’ accufer, and th’ accufed freely {peak.—
High-ftomach’d are they Both, and full of ire;
In rage, deaf asthe fea; hafty as fire.

S CENZE IL

Enter Bolingbroke and Mowbray.
Boling. May many years of happy days befal

My gracious Sovereign, my moit loving Liege !
Mows. Each day ftill better other’s happinefs 3

Until the heavens, envying earth’s good hap,

Add an immortal title to your Crown !
K. Rich. We thank you both, yet one but flatters us,

As well appeareth by the caufe you come ;

Namely, t’appeal each other of high Treafon.

Coufin of Hereford, what doft thou objet

Againft the Duke of Nerfolk, Themas Mowbray?
Boling. Firft (Heaven-be the record to my {peech!)

In the devotion of a Subjet’s love,

"T'end’ring the precious fafety of my Prince,

And free from other mif-begotten hate,

Come I Appellant to this princely prefence.

—Now, Theinas Mowbray, do | turn to thee,

And mark my Greeting well ; for what T fpeak,

My body fhall make good upon this earth,

Or my divine foul anfwer it in heav’n,

Thou art a traitor and a mifcreant

Too



KING RICHARD 1. 5

Too good to be {o, and too bad to live;
Since, the more fair and cryftal is the {ky,
The uglier feem the clouds, that in it fly.
Once more, the more to aggravate the Note,
With a foul Traytor’s Name ftuff 1 thy throat ;
And wifh, fo pleafe my Sov’reign, ere I move,
What my Tongue {peaks, my *Right-drawn Sword
may prove.
Mowb. Let not my cold words here accufe my zeal ;
*Tis not the tryal of a woman’s war,
The bitter clamour of two eager tongues,
Can arbitrate this caufe betwixt us twain ;
The blood 1s hot, that muft be cool’d for this.
Yet can I not of {uch tame patience boaft,
As to be hufht, and nought at all to fay.
Firft, thefair Rev’rence of your Highnefs curbs me,
From giving reins and fpurs to my free fpeech ;
Which elfe would poft, untl it had return’d
Thefe terms of Treafon doubled down his throat.
Setting afide his high blood’s Royalty,
And let him be no kin{man to my Leige,
I do defie him, and I {pit at him;

Call him a fland’rous coward, and a villain ;

Which to maintain, I would allow him odds,

And meet him, were [ ty’d to run a-foot

Even to thefrozen ridges of the A/ps,

Or any other ground * inhabitable,

Where never Englifoman durit fet his foot.,

Mean time, let this defend my Loyalty; .

By all my hopes, moft fallly dath he lie.
Boling. Pale trembling Coward, there I throw my

Gage, |

Difclaiming here the kindred of a King,

And lay afide my high blood’s Royalty,

Which fear, not rev rence, makes thee to except,

If guilty Dread hath left thee fo much ftrength,

* Right-drawn.] Drawn i * Ivbabitable.] That 15, ot
a right or jllft Caule. babitable, uninhabitable,

B 3 | As



6§ KING RICHARD IL

As to take up mine Honour’s pawn, then ftoop;
By that, and all the rights of Knighthood elfe,
Will I make good agzainft thee, arm to arm,
What I have {poken, or thou canit devile.

Mewb. 1 take it up, and by that Sword I {wear,
Which gently laid my Knighthood on my fhoulder,
I’ll anfwer thee in any fair degree,

Or chivalrous defign of knightly tryal ;
And when I mount, alive may I not light,
If T be traitor, or unjuitly fight!
K. Rich. What doth our Coulin fay to Mowbray’s
charge:
It muft be great, that can inherit us
So much as of a thought of Ill in ham.
Boling. Look, what I faid, my life fhall prove it
true;
That Mowbrey hath receiv’d eight thoufand nobles,
In name of lendings for your Highnefs’ {oldiers,
The which he hath detain’d for lewd imployments ;
Like a falfe traitor and injurious villain,
Befides, Ifay, and will in battle prove,
Or here, or elfewhere, to the furtheft verge,
That ever was furvey’d by £uzlifh cye,
That all the treafons for thefe ewhteen years,
Complotted 2nd contrived in this Land,
Fetch from falfe Mowbr:y their firft head and fprma'
Further, I fay, and ﬁlrtper will maintain
Upon his bad Life to make all This good,
That he did plot the Duke of Gz’aweﬂe; S death
Saggeft his {oon-believing adverfaries ;
And confequently, like a traitor-cow ard
Siuic’d our his inn’cent {oul torough ftreams of blood ;
Which bicoed, like facrificing Abe! ’s, Cries
Even from the tonguelefs cavems of the earth,
To me, for ]uf’clce and rough chaftifement.
And by the glorious Worth of my Defcent,
This arm fhall do-it, or this life be fpent.

K. R:ch. How high a pitch his refolution foars !

gt.ft?



KING RICHARD II. 4.
Thomas of Norfolk, what fay’tt thou to this ?

Mowb. O, let my Sovereign: turn away his face,
And bid his ears a little while be deaf,

Till 1 have told this Slander of his blood,
How God and good men hate fo foul a liar.

K. Rich.. Mowbraj, impartial are our eyes and ears.
Were he our brother, nay, our Kingdom’s heir,

As he is but our father’s brother’sfon ;

Now by * my Scepter’s awe, 1 make a vow, -
Such neighbour-nearnefs to our facred blood
Should nothing priv’lege him, nor partialize
Th’ unftooping firmnefs of my upright foul.
He is our Subjeft, Mowbray, fo art thou;
Free {peech, and fearlefs, I to thee allow,

Mowb. Then, Bolinghroke, as low as to thy heart,
Through the falfe paffage of thy throat, thou lieft!
Three parts of that Receipt 1 had for Calais,
Difburft I to his Highne{s’ {oldiers;

The other part referv’d I by confent,

For that my fovereign Leige was in my debt ;
Upon remainder of a dear account,

Since laft I went to France to fetch his Queen.
Now, fwallow down that Lie.—For Gloucefter’s death,
I lew him not; but, to mine own difgrace,
‘Neglected my fworn duty in that cafe.

For you, my noble lord of Laucafter,

The honourable father to my foe,

Once did I lay an ambuth for your life,

A trefpafs that doth vex my grieved foul ;
But ere I laft receiv’d the Sacrament,

I did confefs it, and exaltly bege’d

Your Grace’s pardon ; and, 1 hope, I had it.
This is my fault ; as for the relt appeal’d,

It iffues from the rancor of a villain,

A recreant and moft degen’rate traitor ;
Which in my felf I boldly will defend,

3 My Scepter’s awe.] The reverence due to my Scepter.

Ba And
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And interchangeably hurl down my gage

Upon this overweening traitor’s foot;

To prove my felf a loyal gentleman,

Even in the beft blood chamber’d in his bofom.

In hatte whereof, moft heartily I pray

Your Highnefs to affign our tryal-day.
K. Rich-Wrath-kindled Gentlemen, be rul’d by me;

Let’s purge this Choler without letting blood :

¢+ This we prefcribe, though no phylician ;

‘Deep malice makes too deep incifion :

Forget, forgive, conclude and be agreed s

Our Doétors fay, this is no time to bleed.

Good Uncle, Ict this end where it begun ;

*e’ll calm the Duke of Norfclk, you your Son.

Geunt. To be a make-peace fhall become my age;

Throw down, my Son, the Duke of Norfolk’s gage.
K. Rich. And, Norfolk, throw dewn his.
Gaunt. When, Harry? when |

Obedience bids, I fhould not bid again.
K. Rich. Norfolk, throw down, webid; thereis no

boot. ¥

Mowh. My felf T throw, dread Sovereign, at thy

foot.

My life thou fhalt command, but not my Shame;
The one my duty owes; but ’ my fair Name,
Defpight cf death, That lives upon my Grave,
To dark difhonour’s uie thou {halt not have.

T am difgrac’d, impeach'd,
s 4

* This ez prforibe, thiugh no
% : i [-
;‘Jt.:..:ﬂff, &C. ] I Ul INAEC
one Remark, :n general, on tae
K, mes throughour this whele
piav 3 they are fo much infeneor
to the reft of the \a‘riting, that
they appear to me of z diferent
NG B L £ 3
Sany, Yy iat conhirms tais, 15,
that the COntext doss every
where exaltly (and frequently
~ much better) connelt without
lii2 interied rnvmes, cxcept In a
verv few piaces; and judt there

and baftled here,

too. the rhyming verfes are of a
much berter talte than all the
others, which rather ftrenzthens
my counjeliure. | Pork.

* Naoewt,] ‘That 15, mo ed-
wanta ¢, no ufe, in delay or re-
fufzl.

5 My fair Name, &e.] Thatis,
Ay name that lives on my grave i
d fiight of death,  This eafy pa-
{zze mott of the Editors {eem to
iave miftaken.

Pierc’d
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Pierc’d to the foul with flander’s venom’d {pear :
The which no balm can cure, but his heart-blood
‘Which breath’d this poifon. |
K. Rich. Rage muft be withftood.
Give me his gage. Lions make Leopards tame.
Mowb. Yea, but not change their fpots, Take but
. my {hame, |
And I refign my gage. My dear, dear Lord,
The pureft treafure mortal times afford, |
Is fpotlefs Reputation; That away,
Men ate but gilded loam, or painted clay.
A jewel in a ten-timeg-barr’d-up cheft,
Is a bold {pirit in a loyal breaft.
Mine Honour is my life, both grow in one
Take honour from me, and my life is done.
Then, dear my Liege, mine honour let me try ;
In That I live, and for That will I die.
K. Rich. Coufin, throw down your gage; do you
begin.
Boling. 811, heav’ndefend my foul from fuch foul fin!
Shall I feem creft-fall’n in my father’s fight,
¢ Or with pale beggar face impeach my height,
Before this out-dar’d Daftard ? Ere my tongue
Shall wound my Honour with {uch feeble wrong,
Or found fo bafe a parle, my teeth fhall tear
7 The flavith motive of recanting fear,
And fpit it bleeding, in his high difgrace,
W here thame doth harbour, ev’n in Mowbray's face.
| Exit Gaunt.
K. Rich. We were not born to fue, but to command,
Which fince we cannot do to make you-friends,
Be ready, as your lives fhall anfwer 1t,
At Coventry upon Saint Lambert’s day.

-

¥

6 Orawith pale beggar face—] 7 The flavif moiive—]  To-
i.e. with a face of fupplication, #e, for inftrument.  WaRra.

But this will not fatisfy the Ox-  Rather that which fear puts in
ford Editsr, he turns it to bag- motion.
gard Jear. WAKXBURTON.

" Thete
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There thall your Swords and Lances arbitrate

'The ﬁvelhno' diff 'rence of your fettled hate.

Since we cannot atone SOU, you {hall fee

Tuftice decide the Viftor’s Chivalry.

Lord Marfhal, bid our officers at Arms

Be ready to dirc¢t thefe home-alarms, [ Exennt,

S CENE I _
Changes 1o the Duke of Lancafter’s Palace.

Enter Gaunt and Dutchefs of Gloucefter.

Cauit, Las! * the part | had in G/0’fer’s blood

A Doth more follicit me, than your Ex-
claims,

To ftir againft the butchers of his life.

But fince corre&tion Iyeth in thofe hands,

W hich made the fauit that we cannot correlt,

Fut we our Quarrei to the Will of heav’n;

Who when it fees the hours ripe on earth,

Will rain hot vengeance on offenders’ heads.

Dutch. Finds brotherhood in thee no fharper {pur?

Hath love in thy old blood no living fire ?

Edwerd’s fev'n fens, whereof thy felf art one,

Were as {tv'n vials of his facred blood

Or {ev’n fair branches, ipringing from one root :

Some of tho'e fev’n are dry’d by Nature’s Courfe;

Some of thofe branches by the Deft’nies cut :

But Thoiics, my dear lord, my life, my Glo'fler,

Onevial, full of Edward’s facred blood,

Cne flourtfhing branch of his moft royal root,

Is crack’d, and all the precious liquor fpilt ;

Ts hocke doxm and his fummer leaves all faded,

By Envy’'s kand and Murder’s bloody axe.

Ah, Geunt! his blood was thine ; that bed, that womb,

That metal, that felf-mould that fathion’d thee ;

* Tlepat I Fad] That is, my relation of confanguinity to
Gloc: 2 HANMER,

Made

-~
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Made him a man ; and though thouliv’ft and breath’ft,
Yet art thot flain in him; thou doft confent |
In fome large meafure to thy father’s death;
In that thou feeft thy wretched brother die, .
Who was the model of thy father’s life ;
Call it not patience, Gaunt, it 1s defpair. >
In fuff’ring thus thy brother to be flaughtei’d,
Thou fhew’ft the naked pathway to thy life,
Teaching ftern murther how to butcher thee.
That which in mean men we entitle Patience,
Is pale cold Cowardife in noble breafts, e
What fhall I fay? to fafeguard thine own life,
The beft way is to *venge my Glo’fler’s death.
Gaunt. God’s 1s the Quarrel 5 for God’s-Subftitute,
His Deputy anointed in his fight,
Hath caus’d his death ; the which if wrongfully,
Let God revenge, for I may never lift
An angry arm againft his Minifter,
Dutch. Where then, alas, may I complain my felf ?
Gaunt. To heav’n, the widow’s Champion and De-
fence.
Dutch. Why then, I will: farewel, old Gaant, farewel.
Thou go’ft to Coventry, there to behold
Our Coufin Hereford and fell Mowbray fight.
O, fit my hufband’s wrongs on Hereford’s {pear,
That it may enter butcher Mowbray’s breaft !
Or, if misfortune mifs the firft career,
Be Mowbray’s fins fo heavy 1n his bofom,
That they may break his foaming Courler’s back,
And throw the rider headlong in the lifts,
* A caitiff recreant to my couflin Hereford !
Farewel, old Gaunt 3 thy fometime brother’s wife
With her companion Grief muft end her life.

¥ A caitiff vecreant— | Cai-  Huwioe Tns 2pdla; awoddia o
#iF originally fignificd a prifsners npage
next a fave, from the condition - In this paflace it partakes of
of prifoners; then a jroundrel, all thefe fignificaiions.
from the qualitics of a flave.

Gaynt.
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Gount. Silter, farewel; I mult to Coveniry.
As much Good ftay with thee, as go with me!

Duich. Yet one word more—grief” boundeth where

it falis,

Not with the empty hoilownefs, but weight:
I take my l:ave, before I have begun
For Sorrow ends not, when it feemeth done, -
Commend me to my brother, Edimund York :
1o, this is all———nay, yet depart not fo;
Though this be all, do not {o quickly go:
1 thall remember more.  Bid him——oh, what ¢
With all good fpeed at Piafbie vifit me.
Alack, - and what fhall good old York fee there
Butempry lodgings, and unfurnifh’d walls,
Ur-peopled ofhces, untrodden ftones ¢
And what hear there for welcome, but my groans ?
Therefore comend me, —let him not come there
To f2-k out forrow that dwells every where ;
All defolate, will I from hence, and die
The l2it Leave of thee takes my weeping eye. [ Exexnt,

S CENE IV
The Lijis, at Coventry.

Enzcir the Lord Marfbal, and Aumerle,

JMar. M Y lord Auwmeile, is Heiry Hereford arm’d ¢
1% 4 Awm. Yea, at all points, and longs to
enter 1.
37zr. The Duke of Nerfolk, {prightfully and bold,
Stays but the Summons of th’ Appellant’s trumpet.
Aurn. Why, tuen the Champions are prepar’d, and
ay |

Fer notn'ng but his Maje{’cy’s approach. [Ffmrz:/b.

The
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The trumpets found, and the King enters with Gaunt,

Buthy, Bagot, and others : when they are [et, Enter
the Duke of Norfolk in armour.

- K. Rich. Marfhal, demand of yonder Champion
The caufe of his arrival heie in atms ;
Afk him his name, and orderly proceed
To {wear him in the juftice of his Caufe.

Mar. In God’s name and the King’s, fay who thou

art ? [To Mowbray.

And why thou com’ft, thus knightly clad inarms?
Againft what man thou com'{t, and what thy quarrel
Speak truly on thy Knighthood, and thine Oath,
And fb defend thee heaven, and thy valour!

Mowb. My name 1S Thomas Mowébray, Duke of

Norfolk,

Who hither come engaged by miy oath,
(Which, heav’n defend, a Knight {hould violate!;
Both to defend my lL.oyalty and Truth,
To God, my King, and his fucceeding Iflue, 9
Againft the Duke of Hereford, that appeals mes
And by the grace of God, and this mine arm,
To prove him, in defending of my felf,
A traitor to my God, my King, and me;
And, as Itruly fight, defend me heav'n!

The trumpets found.  Enter Bolingbroke, Appellaiis,
in armonr.

K. Rich. Marfhal, afk yonder Knight in arms,
Both who he is, and why he comieth hither,
Thus plated in habiliments of war

And formally, according to our Law,

9 bis fucceeding Ijfue,] der, and therefore he might come
Such is the reading of the firft among other reafons for their
folio; the later editions read »y f{ake, but the old reacing is more
Iffue. Mowbray's Ifjue was, by this  juft and grammatical,
~accufation, in danger of anattain-

Depofe
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Depofe him in the juftice of his Caufe. |
Mazr. What is thy name, and wherefore com’{t thou
hither, -
Before King Richard, in his royal Lifts?  [70 Boling,
Againft whom comeft thou? and what’s thy Quarre] ?
Speak like 2 true Knight, fo defend thee heav’n!
Boling. Hariy of Hereford, Lencafter and Dardy
Am I, who ready here do ftand in arms,
To prove, by heav’n’s grace and my body’s valour,
In Lifts, on Thoinas Moewbray Duke of Norfolk,
That he’s a traitor foul and dangerous,
To God of heav’n, King Richard, and to me;
And, asI truly fight, defend me heav’n'!
Mar. On pain of death, no perfon be {o bold,
Cr daring-hardy, as to touch the Lifts,
Except the Marihal, and fuch Officers
Appointed to diret thele fair defigns.
Boling. Lord Marfhal, let me kifs my Sovereign’s
hand, B
And bow my kunee before his Majefty :
For Mowbray and my felf are like two men
That vow 2 long and weary pilgrimage ;
Then let us take a ceremonious Leave,
And loving Farewel, of our feveral friends.

Mer. Th® Appellant in all duty greets your High-

nefs, [70 K. Rich.
And craves to kifs your hand, and take his leave,

K. Rich, We will defcend and fold him in our arms.
Coufin of Hereford, as thy Caufe is right,
So be thy Fortune in this royal fight ! -
Farewel, my Blood ; which if to day thou fhed,
Lament we may, but not revenge thee dead.
Bolirg. Oh, let ho noble eye profane a tear
For me, if I be gor’d with Adowbray’s fpear.
As confident, as 1s the Faulcon’s flight
Againt a bird, do I with Mowbray fight.
My loving lord, I take my leave of you,
Of you, my noble Coufin, lord Aumerls.

Not
4
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Not fick, although I have to do with Death;

But luﬂ:y young, and chearly drawing Breath —
Lo, asat Englifb Fealts, fo I regreet

The daintieft laft, to make the end moft {weet :

Oh thou! the earthly author of my blood, [70 Gauat.
Whofe youthful {pirit, in me regenerate,

Doth with a two-fold vigour lift me up

To reach at Victory above my head,

Add proof unto mine armour with thy prayers ;

And with thy Bleflings fteel my Lance’s point,

That it may enter Mowbray's waxen Coat,

And furbith new the Name of Fobn o> Gaunt

Ev’n in the lufty *haviour of his {on. [fperous !

Gaunt, Heav’n in thy good Caufe make thee pro-

Be {wift like Lightning in the execution,

And let thy blows, doub]y redoubled,

Fall like amazing thunder on the .Caique

Of thy adverfe pernicious enemy.

Rouze up thy youthful blood, be brave and live.

Boling. Mine innocence, . God and St. George te

thrive !

Mowb, However heav’n or fortune caft my lot,
There lives, or dies, true to King Richard’s Throne,
A loyal, juft and upright Gentleman
Never did Captive with a freer heart
Caft off his chains of bondage, and embrace
His golden uncontroul’d enfranchifement,

More than my dancing foul doth celebrate

This Feaft of battle, with mine adverfary.
Moft mighty Liege, and my companion Peers,
Take from my mouth the with of happy years 3
As gentle and as jocund, as to jeft,

Go I to fight: Truth hath a quiet breaft,
‘ K. Rich,

v As gentle and as jocund, as to of {porttoo.  WarBURTON,
jeEsT,] Notfo neither. We  The fenfe would perhaps have

fhould read, to jusT, i/. 2. to been better if the authour had

tt or tourny, which was a kind written what his commentator
{ubftitutes
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K. Rich. Farewel, my lord ; fecurely I efpy

Virtue with valour couched in thine eye,
Order the tryal, Marfhal, and begin.
Mar. Harry of Hereford, Lancafter and Derby;
Receive thy Lance ; and heav’n defend thy Right!
Boling. Strong as a tower in hope; I cry Amen.
Moar. Go bear this Lance to Thomas Duke of Norfelk.
1 Her. Harry of Hereford, Lancafier and Derby;
Stands here for God, his Sovereign and Himfelf,
On pain to be found falfe and recreant,
To prove the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray,
A traitor to his God, his King, and him
And dares him to fet forward to the fight,
2 Her. Here ftandeth Thomas Mowbray, Duke of
Nerflz,
On pain to be found falfe and recreant,
Both to defend himfelf, and to approve
Heizry of Hereford, Lencafier and Derby,
To God, his Sovereign, and to him, difloyal :
. Courageoufly, and with a free defire,
Attending bur the Signal to begin, [4 Charge founded.
AMar. Sound, Trumpets; and fet forward, Com-
batants, |
~—3But ftay, the King hath thrown his warder down.
K. Rizh. Let them lay by their helmets and their
fpears,
And Both return back to their chairs again.
W ithdraw with us, and let the trumpets {found,
While we return thefe Dukes what we decree.
| 4 long Flourifb ; after which, the King
fpeaks to the Compatants.

Praw near;
And lift, what with our Council we have done.

For that our Kingdom’s earth fhould not be foil’d
With that dear blood, which it hath foftered ;

fubftitutes, - but the rhyme to obliged Shakefpeare to write jefs
which {enfe 15 tco often enflaved, and oblices us to read it.

And,
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And, for our eyes do hate the dire afpect -
Of civil wounds plough’d up with neighbour {words ;
[* And for we think, the eagle-winged pride

Of fky-afpiring and ambitious thoughts

With rival-hating Envy fet you on,

To wake our Peace, * which in our country’s cradle
Draws the {weet infant breath of gentle {leep; ]

Which thus rouz’d up with boift’rous untun’d drums,
And harfh- refounding trumpets’ dreadful Bray,

And grating fhock of wrathful iron arms,

2 Ard for we think, the eagle

awinged pride, &c.] Thefe

five verfes are omitted in the
other editions, and reftored from
the firlt of 1598. Pors.
3 To wake our Peace,
awhich thus rouz'd up ———
Might fright fair Peace,] Thus
the fentence ftands in the com-

mon reading, abfurdly enough :.

which made the Oxford Editcr,
inftead of, fright fair Peace, read,
be affrighted 5 as if thefe latter
words cculd ever, poflibly, have
been blundered into the former
by tranfcribers.  But his bufinefs
s to alter as his fancy leads him,
not to reform errors, as the text
and rules of criticifm, dire&. In
a word, then, the true origin:l
of the blunder was this:. | he
Editors, before Mr. Pope, had
taken their Editions from the Fo-
lios, in which the text ftood thus,
e the dire afpect
Of civil awwounds plough’d up with
neighbonr favords;

Which thus rouz’d 1,
rioht fair Peace.
This 1s fenfe.f %u{Mr. Pope,
who carefully examined the firft
printed plays in Quarto, (very
much to the advantage of his

Yor. IV.

L

Edition) coming to this place,
found five lines, 1n the firft Edi-
tion of this play printed in 1598,
omitted in the firft general col-
leCtion of the poet’sworks ; and
not enough attending to their
agreement with the common text, -
put them into their place. Where-
as, in truth, the five lines were
omitted by Shakefpeare himfelf,
as not agreeing to the reft of the
context : which, cn revile, he
thought fit to alter. On this ac-
count [ have put theminto hooks,
not as fpurious, but as rejefted
on the author’s revife; and, 1n-
deed, with great judgment; for,
To awake our Peace, wz.’:::'dg 172 ORY
country’s cradle
Draavs the fweet tnfant Ereath

of yentle flcer,

as pretty as it is in the image, 15 °
abfurd in the {enfe: For Peace
awake is fhll Peace, as well as
when afleep. The difference 1s,
that Peace” afleep gives one the
notion of a happy people funk
in {loth and luxury, which is not
the idea the fpeaker would raife,
and from which ftate, the {coner
it was awaked the better.
‘WARBURTON.

C | Might
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Misht from our quiet Confines fright fair Peace,
And make us wade even in our kindred’s blood :
Therefore, we banifh you our Territories.

You coufin Hereford, on pain of death,

Till twice five Summers have enrich’d our felds,
Shall not regreet our fair Dominions,

But tread the ftranger paths of Banifhment.

Be/ing. Your will be done. This muft my comfort be,
That Sun, that warms you here, fhall fhine on me:
And thofe his golden beams, to you here lent,
Shatl point or me, and gild my Banifhment.

K. Rich. Norfolt, tor thee remains a heavier Doom,
Which [ with fome unwillingnefs pronounce,

The fly-flow hours fhall not determinate
The datelefs limit of thy dear exile :
The hopelels word, of never to return,
Breathe I againft thee, upon pain of life.

Mozb. A heavy Sentence, my moft fovereign Liege,
And all unlook’d for from your Highnefs’ mouth,
A dearer merit, not {odeep a maim, *#

As to be caft forth 1n the common air,

Have I deferved at your Highne{s’ hands.
The language I have learn’d thefe forty years,
My native Exglifh, now I muft forego ;

And now my tongue’s ufe is to me no more, |
Than an unftringed viol, or a harp;

Or, like a curning Inftrument cas’d up,

Or being open, put into his hands

That knows no toucn to tune the harmony.
Witnin my mouth you have engoal’d my tongue,
Doutly portcuilis’d with my Teeth and Lips ;
And dull, unteeling, barren Ignorance

Is made my Goaler to attend on me.

+ A dearcr merity not fo deep @ 1 with fome copy would exhibit,

main, A dearer mede, and not fo decp
Hear T deferved, e, | a maant.

10 deerwe 2 merit s a phrale of  To deferve a mede or reward, 15 re-
which I know not any example. gular and eafy.

I am
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I am too old to fawn upon 4 nurfe,
Too far in years to be a Pupil nows
What is thy Sentence then, but fpeechle{'s death

Which robs my tongue from breathing nativé breath 3
K. Rich. 5 It boots thee not to be compaffionate ;

After our Sentence, Plaining comes too late, . '
Mowb. Then thus I turn me from my Country’s lig ht
To dwell in folemn thades of endlefs night.
K. Rich. Réturn agam and take an oath with ye.

1Lay-on our royal Sword your banifh’d hands 5
Swear by the duty that you 6we to heav’n, .

5 (Our part therein we banith with your felves,)
To keep the oath that we adminifter.

You never fhall, {o help you truth, and heav’n!
Embrace ea¢h otht'r s love inn Banithment ;

Nor ever look upon each other’s face,
Nor ever write, regreet, or reconcile

This low'ring témpeft of your home-bred hate ;
Nor ever by advifed purpofe meet,
To plot, contrive, of complot any Ill,

’Gainft us, our State, our Subjefls, or our Land.
Boling. 1 fear.

Mowb, And 1, to keep all this. ‘
Boling. * Norfolk,—fo far, as to mine eremy —-
By this time, had the King permltted us,
One of our foulls had wandred in the air,
Banifh’d this frail fepulchre of our flefh,

5 Compaffienate, for plaintive.  * Norfolk, — /o far, &c ] 1
‘WarsurTon. do not clearly fee what is the

 (Our part, &c.] It is a fenfe of this abrupt hne, but
queftion much dchated amongft fuppofe the meaning to be this.
the writers of the Law of Na- Hereford immediately after his
tions, whether'a banif’'d manbe oath of perpetual enmity ad-
fhll tied in allegiarice tothe ftate  drefles Norfolk, afid, fearing fomﬂ
which fent h1m iiito exile. 7w/ly mifconftru@ion, turis to the King
and Lord Chancellor C/.rendon  and fays—/s far as to mine enermy
declare for the affirmative ; Hobbs —that is, I fhould fay n thing to

and Puffendorf hold the nerratwe kim but awhat en:mie; may "U’ o
Our author, by this hne, feemsto  each cther.

be of the fame oplmon WARB ;

C 2 As
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As now our fleth is banifh’d from this Land,
Confefs thy treafons, ere thou fly this Realm ;
Since thou hatt far to go, bear not along
The clogging burthen of a guilty foul.

Mowb. No, Bolingbroke; if ever I were traitor,
My Name be blotted from the Book of life,
And [ from heaven banifh’d as from hence !
Bur what thou art, heav’n, thou, and Ido know,
And all too foon, I fear, the King fhall rue.
Farewel, my Liege. Now no way can 1 ftray,
Save back to England; all the world’s my way. 7 [ Exif.

SCENZLE V.

K. Rich. Uncle, even in the glaffes of thige eyes
I fee thy grieved heart, thy fad afpect
Hath from the number of his banifh’d years
Pluck’d four away.—Six frozen winters {pent, [70 Bol.
Return with Welcome home from Banifhment.

Boling. How long a time lies in one little word !
Four lagging Winters, and four wanton Springs,
Endin a word; fuch is the Breath of Kings.

Gaunt. 1thank my Liege, that in regard of me
He {hortens four years of my fon’s exile:

But little vantage fhall I reap thereby;

For ere the fix vears, that he hath to fpend,

Can change their moons and bring their times about,
My oyl-dry’d lamp, and time-bewafted light,

Shall be extinét withage, and endlefs night :

My inch of taper will be burnt and done::

And blindfold death not let me {ee my fon.

K. Rich. Why, uncle? thou haft many years to live.

Gaunt. But not a minute, King, that thou canft give ;
Shorten my days thou canft with {ullen {orrow,

7 all the aorld’s my  The avorld was all before them,

acay.] Pethaps Miltsn had avbere to chufe
this in his mind when he wrote  Tleir place of reff, and Provi-

thefe iines. den:e their guide.
And
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And pluck nights from me, ‘but not lend a morrow ; *
Thou cantt help time to furrow me with age,
But ftop no wrinkle in his pilgrimage ;
Thy word is current with him, for my death ;
But dead, thy Kingdom cannot buy my breath,

K. Rich. Thy fon is banifh’d upon good advice, .
Whereto thy tongue a party-verdict gave ;
Why at our juftice feem’ft thou then to low’r ?

Gaunt. Things,fweet to tafte, prove in digeftionfow’r,
You urg’d meas ajudge; but I had rather,
You would have bid me argue like a father,
O, hadit beena ftranger, not my child,
To fmooth his Fault, 1 would have been more mild :
Alas, 1 look’d, when fome of you fhould fay,

I was too firit to make mine own away :

But you gave leave to my unwilling tongue,
Againft my will, .to do my felf this wrong.

A partial (lander T fought I to avod,

And in the Sentence my own life deﬁroy’d -

K. Rich. Coufin, farewel ; and, uncle, -bid him fo :
Six years we banifh him, and he fhall go. [ Flourifb.
[ Ewit,

SCENZE VI

Aym. Coufin, farewel ; what prefence muft not know,
From where you do remain, let paper thow.

Mar. My lord, no leave take I'; for I will ride
As far as Jand will let me, by your fide.

Gaunt.Oh,towhat purpofe doft thou hoard thy words,
That thou return’ft no Greeting to thy friends ?

Boling. 1 have too few to take my leave of you,
When the tongue’s office thould be prodigal,
To breathe th’ abundant dolour of the heart.

Gaunt. Thy grief is but thy ablence for a time.

* Andpluck nights fromme, but ing evil than good.

not lend a morroww ;) It is T A partial ﬂa?:der—] That
matter of very melancholy con- 15, the regroach of partiality. This

fideration, thatall humanadvan- is a juft pi€ure of the ftruggle
tages confer more power of do- between principle and affection.

C 3 Bolzﬂg
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Bolng. Joy abfent, g orief is prefent for that time,
Gaynt. What 15 fix winters ? they are quickly gone.
Boling. To men injoy ; but grief makes one hour ten.
Gzunt. Callit a Travel, that thou tak*ft for pleafurc.
Boling. My heart will ﬁah when I mifcall it {o,”

Which finds it an inforced pllcnmaac -
Geant. The fullen paffage of thy weary {teps

Eiteem a foil, wherein thou art to fet

= The precious Jewel of thy home-returp.
[Ba.mg Nay, rather, ev’ry tedious ftride I make?®
Vi1l but remember me, what a deal of World

I wander from the Jewels that [ love,

Mauft I not ferve a Jong Apprentice- haod, -

To foreign paffages, and in'the End

Having my Freedom, boaft of Nothing elfe

But that I was a Journeyman to Grief? ¥

Gauit,

> All Places that the Eye of Heaven vifits,

Are to a wife man perts and happy havens,
Teach thy receflity' to reafon thus :
There is nio virtue like neceffity.

Thing not, the King did banifh Thee;

But Thou the ng

Woe doth the heawer fit,

Where it perceives it 1§ but faintly borne.
Go fay, I fent thee forth to purchafe honour,

* Bolino. Nay, ratker, e’ry
tedious Stride I male)l This,

and the fix Verfes which follow,
I have ventur'd to fupply from
Lﬂe oid Suerte. The Allufion,
115 tree, to an As; Jrz:tmsj??p, and
bCCGmhg 2 .f?ur nevinan, 18 1'10"‘
in the fublime Tafte, nor, as Ho-
race hizs exprefsd 1, /,irat Tra-
gicair fatis » however as there is
no Doubt of the Paffage being ¢
garﬁ'ne tne Lines are not {o
cetpt 2ble as to deferve being
quite loit. THEOBALD.
¥ —— Journeyman to Grief 7]

I 2m afraid our authour in this
place deficned avery poor quib-

ble, 2¢ seuiney nonifies both sravel

and 4 a’ Y ’§ aug) ﬁ' However, he
15 not to be cenfured for what he
him{elf rej jected.

o A F/a -£5 t/rt the Eye of

Heav'n rvﬁt.r, &c.]l The

fourteen verfes that follow, are
found in the firlt Edltlﬂn Pore.

I am inclired to be\reve that
what Mr. Theobald and Mr. Papg
have reftored were expunged in
the revifion by the authour:
it the lines inclofed in CI‘OtLhEtS
are omitted, the fenfe 1s more
coherent. Nothing is more fre-
guent among dramatick writers,
than to fhorten their dialogues
tor the ftace.

And

T Py iy Rl

- - - owr— Fiw vl
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And not, the King exil’d thee. Or fuppofe,
Devouring Peftilence hangs in our ar,

And thou art flying to 2 frefher clime.

Look, what thy foul holds dear, imagine it

To lye that way thou go’ft, not whence thou com’ft.
Suppofe the finging birds, muficians;

The grafs whereon thou tread'ft, the prefence-floor;
The flow’rs, fair ladies; andthy fteps, no more

Than a delightful meafure,

or a dance.

For gnarling Sorrow- hath lefs Pow’r to bite

The Man, that mocks atit, and fets it light.]
Boling. Oh, who can hold a fire in his hand,

By thinking on the frofty Caucafus?

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite,

By bare imagination of a feaft?

Or wallow naked in December {now,

By thinking on fantaftick Summer’s heat ?

Oh, no! the apprehenfion of the good

Gives but the greater feeling to the worfe ;

Fell forrow’s tooth doth never rankle more

Than when it bites, but lanceth not the fore.
Gaunt. Come, come, my fon, I'll bring thee on thy

way 3

Had I thy Youth, and Caufe, I would not ftay.
Boling. Then, England’s Ground, farewel ; {weet

{oil, adieu,

My mother and my nutfe, which bears me yet,
Where-e’er I wander, boaft of this I can,
Though banifh’d ; yet a true-born Enylifbman. *

¥ e yet a true-born Englifh-
man. | Here the firft a&t
oucht to end, that between the
firit and fecond ats ‘there may
be time for Fubu of Gaunt to
accompany his fon, return and

[ Exeunt.

a meflage from olbn of Gaunt,
by which the king is called to
vifit him, which vifit is paid in
the following {cene. As'the play
1s now divided, more time pafles
between the two laflt' {cenes of

fall fick.  Then the firft fcene of the firft ad, than betwcen' the
the fecond a& begins with a na-  firft aét and the fecond.

tural ccnverfation, interrupted by

C 4
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Changes to the Conrt,

Frter King Richard, and Bagot, &c. at one door
aid the Lord Aumerle, at the other.

K. Rizh. E did, indeed, obferve
W Auinerle,
How far brought you high Hereford on his way ?
Ausz, 1 broucht high Her ¢ford, if you call him fo,
But to the next- chrh -way, and there | left him.
K. Rich. And fay, what ftore of parting tears were
fhed ?

Auin. *Faith, none by me; except the north-eaft
wind,
(Which then blew bitterly againit our faces)
Awak’d the fleepy rheume ; and {o by chance
Did grace our hollow Parting with a tear.
K. Rich. What faid your coufin, when you parted
with him ?
Auin. Farewel.
And, for my heart difdained that my tongue
Should fo prophane the word, That taught me craft
To counterfeit oppreffion of fuch grief,
That words feem’d buried in my {orrow’s Grave,
Marry, would the word farewe! have lengthen’d hours,
And added years to his {hort Bamﬂunent,
He fhould have had a volume of farewels;
But, fince it would not, he had none of me.
K. Rich. Heisour kinfman, Coufin ; but ’tis doubt,
When time fhall call him home from Banifhment,
Vhether our kinfman come to fee his friends.
Cur {elf, and Bufiy, Baset here, and Green,
Obferv’d his Courtfhip to the common ptople
How he did feem to dive into their hearts,
- With humble and familiar courtefie ?

Coufin

WWhat
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What reverence he did throw away on {laves,
Wooing poor crafts-men with the craft of {miles,
And patient under-bearing of his fortune,
A "twere to banifh their Affe€ts with him,
Off goes his bonnet to an oylter-wench’;
A brace of dray-men bid, God fpeed him well !
And had the tribute of his fupple knee;
With—Thanks, my countrymen, my loving friends—
As were our England in reverfion his, |
And he our Subjeds’ next degree in hope.
Green. Well, he is gone, and with him go thele
thoughts. , |
Now for the Rebels, which ftand out in Ireland,
Expedient Manage muft be made, my Liege;
Fre further leifure yield them further means
For their advantage, and your Highnefs’ lofs,
K. Rich. We will our felf in perfon to this war;
And, for our coffers with too great a Court, -
And liberal largefs, are grown fomewhat light,
We are inforc’d to farm our royal Realm,
The Revenue whereof fhall furnifh us
For our affairs in hand ; if they come fhort,
Our Subftitutes at home fhall have blank charters,
Whereto, when they fhall know what menare rich,
They fhall fubfcribe them for large fums of gold,
And fend them after to fupply our wants 3
For we will make for Ireland prefently.

Enter Buthy.

K. Rich. Bufby, what news ? y
Bufly. O\d Fobn of Gaunt is fick, my lord,
Suddenly taken, and hath fent poft-hafte
T’ intreac your Majefty to vifit him.
K. Rich. Where lyes he?
 Bufby. AvEly-boufe. .
K. Rich. Now put it, heav’n, in his phyfician’s
mind, *

To
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To help him to his Grave immediately.

The lining of his coffers (hall make coats
To deck our foldiers for thefe frifh wars.
Come, gentlemen, let’s all go vifit him :
Pray heav’ Ny W€ Inay make ha{’ce, and come too late !

[ Exeunt.

ACT II. SCENE [
EELY-HOUSE.

Gaunt brought in, fick ; with the Duke of York.

GAUNT,

ILL the King come, that I may breathe my laft
In wholelome counel to his unftay’d youth?

Tork. Veg not your {elf, nor ftrive not with your
breath; *

For all in vain comes counlel to his ear.

Gaunt, Oh, but, they fay, the tongues of dying men
Iniorce attention, like deep harmony :
Where words are icarce, they’re feldom fpent in vain ;
For they breathe truth, that breathe their words in pain.
He, that nc more muft fay, is liften’d more
Than they, whom youth and eafe have taught to glofe,
More are men’s ends mark’d, than their lives before ;
The ferting Sun, and mufick in the clofe, |
As the fait tafte of fweets, is ﬁveez:c_ft laft ; _
VWit in remembrance, more than things long paft,
Though Ricrzrd my life’s counfel would not hear,
My deaih’s {za Tale may yet undeaf his ear.

Zorz. Fiis ear is ftopt with other flatt’ring charms,
As prailes of Lis State ; there are, befide,
Lalcivious meeters, to whofe venom’d found
The open ear of vouth duth always liften :

Report
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Report of Fafhions inproud zaly, *
Whofe manners ftill our tardy, apifh, Nation
Limps after, in bafe aukward imitation.
Where doth the world thruft forth a vanity,
(So it be new, there’s no refpe& how vile,)
That is not qulckly buzz’d into his ears ¢
Then all too late comes counfel to be heard,
Where Will doth mutiny with wit’s regard. 3
Dire& not him, whofe way himfelf will chufe ; *
?Tis breath thou lack’ft, and that breath wilt thou lofe.

Gaunt. Methinks, I am a prophet new- -infpir’d,
And, thus expiring, do foretel of him, .
His rath, fierce blaze of riot cannot laft ;
For wolent fires foon burn out themfelves. |
Small thow’rs laft long, but fudden ftorms are fhort;
He tires betimes, that fpurs too faft betimes ;
With eager feeding, food doth choak the feeder. -
Light vamty, _1nfat1ate Cormorant,
Confuming means, {oon preys upon itfelf.
This royal Throne of Kings, this fcepter’d 1fle,
This Earth of Majefty, this Seat of Mars,
This other Eden, demy Paradife,
This fortrefs, built by Nature for her felf,
Acram& infe€tion, 4 and the hand of war;
ThlS happy Breed of men, this little world,
This precious ftone fet in the flver {ea,

 Report of fafbions in proud ¥ —avhofe away hinle’f avi
Italy,] Our authour, Who chufe ;] Do not attempt t
gives to all nations the cuftoms guide him avhs, whatever thou
of Enyland, and to all ages the fhalt fay, will 1ake bis owwn courie.
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manners of hisown ; has charged
the times of Richard with a folly
not pf;rhaps known then, but
very frequent in Shakefpeare’s
tme, and much Jamented by the
wileft and beft of our ancellors.
3 Where il doth Mt 191y wit b
Wit's regard, 1 Where the
will rebels agninft the notices of
the underﬁandmg

+ Rafs. 'Thatis, bafly, wio-
Jent. |

4 Againf infection, 11
once fufpctted that for in/cétior
we might read invafion ; but the
copies all agree, and I fuppofc
Shakelpeare meant to fay, that
iflanders are fecured by their fitaa-

tion both frem war and peflence.

Which
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Which ferves it in the office of a wall,
Or as a moat defenfive to a houfe,
Againft theenvy of lels happier Lands;
This nurfe, this reeming womb of royal Kings,
6 Fear’d for their breed, and famous by their birth,
Renowned for their deeds, as far from home
For chriftian fervice and true chivalry,
As is the Sepuichre in ftubborn Fury
Of the world’s Ranfom, blefled Mary’s Son
This land of fuch dear fouls, this dear dear Land,
Dear for her reputation through the world,
Is now leas’d out, /I dye, pronouncing it)
Like to a Tenement, or peliing Farm.
England, bound in with the triumphant Sea,

'hofe rocky fhore b.ats back the envious fiege
Of watry Neptune, 1s bound in with thame,
With inky blots, and rotten parchment-bonds.
That England, that was wont to conquer others,
Hath made a thameful Conqueft of itfelf. -+
Ah! would the fcandal vanifh with my life, =
How happy then were my enfuing death ! |

S Lifsbaspizr lards.] Soread The firft folio, though printed
all the editions, except Haxzer’s, from the fecond quarto, reads as
which has L/s bsgpy. 1 believe the firt. The particles in this

Stazelpiarz, from the habit of azuthour feem often to have been

faying msre Laspier accordingto  printed by chance. Perhaps'thc
the cofiom of kis time, inad- paffage. whichappearsalittle dif-
vertently writ /g/s Fappier, ordered, may be regulated thus:

S Fear'd fer their brecd, and
ﬁzmaﬂi Dy their éfrffr.] ; rqya.’ z{‘fﬂg.f,

The firft edicon in 4to, 1593, Fear'd ﬁr thesr breed, and fa-

reads, maus for their birth,
Fezr'd by ticlr breed, and fa-  For Chriftian fervice, and true
mrus for their birth, ChlVﬂ]l’Y ’
The fecond 4t0 in 16,3, Renowned for their deeds as far
Fear'd by tieir breed, and fa- from home
ni2:us by their birth. As is the Sepulchre.

SCENE
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S CENE IL

Enter King Richard, Queen, Aumerle, Bu{h Green,
Bapot, Rofs, and Willoughby.

. York. The King is come, deal mildly with his
? youth :"
- For young hot colts, being rag’d, do: rage the more.
Queen. How fares our noble uncle, L,:zmgﬂer 2
K. Rich. What comfort, man? How is’t with aged
Gaunt ¢ | ‘
. Gaunt. Oh, how that Name befits my compoﬁtmn'
' Old Gaunt, indeed, and gaunt in being old ;
Wlthm me grief hath kept a tedious faft,
* And who abftains from meat, that is not gaunt?
For fleeping England long time have I watch’d,
3 ‘Watching breeds lcannefs, leannefs is all gaunt ;
| The pleaiure, that fome fathers feed upon,
§ Is my ftrict faft ; I mean, my children’s looks;
1 And, therein faf’ung thou haft made me gaunt;
Gaunt am | for the Grave, gaunt as a Grave,
?Whofe hollow womb inherits nought but bones.
5 K. Rich, Can fick-men play fo nicely wich their
names °
Gaunt. No, mifery makes fport to mock itfelf :
# Since thou doft feek to kill my name in me,
I mock my name, great King, to flatter thee.
K. Rich. Should dying men flatter thofe chat live 2
Gaunt, No, no, men living flatter thofe that die.
K. Rich. Thou, nowa dying, {ay'lt, thou flatter’ft
me.
Gaunt. Oh! no, thou dyeft, though I ficker be.
K. Rich. T am in health, I breathe, I fee thee ill.
Gaunt. Now he, that made me, knows, 1 fee
thee ill. |
4 1l in my {elf, but fecing thee too, ill.
Thy death-bed is no leffer than the Land,

r
e
:
i

Ay ! a
Sigd oA
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W herein thou lieft in Reputation fick 3

And thou, too carelels Patient as thou art,
Giv’ft thy anointed body to the cure

Of thofe phyficians, that firft wounded thee.
A thoufand fiatt’rers fit within thy Crown,
Whofe compals is no bigger than thy head,
And yet incaged in {o {mall a verge,

Thy wafte is no whit leffer than thy Land.
Oh, had thy Grandfire, with a prophet’s eye,
Seen how his {on’s {on fhould deftroy his fons;
From forth thy reach he would have laid thy fhame,
Depofing thee befere thou wert poffeft ;

Who art poflels’d now, to depofe thyfelf.
Why, Coufin, wert thou Regent of the world,
It were a thame to let this Land by leafe s

But for thy world enjoying but this Land,

{s it not more than fhame to thame it {o?
i.andlord of Englaid art thou now, not King :
7 Thy ftate of law 1s bondflave to the law

And Thou— -

K. Rich. And thou, a lunatick lean-witted fool,
* Preiuming on an ague’s privilege,

T ¢y itate of law 7; bondflave

to the ]aw;] Siate of laae,
1. e. #gal F'rainty. But the
O.pird Editzr alters 1t to fate
s%cr lazsy 1 €. aziolute fo’r ainly.
A doctne, which, if our poet
ever learnt at all, he learnt not
in the reign when this play was
written, Queen Elizabeti’s, but
intne reign after1it, King Fames's.
B}’ éc::zf/.:a:'e to the fa-':.v, the poet
means his being inflaved to his
favorize fubjelts. WarsurTON,

This fenument, whatever it
te, 1s obfcurely exprefled. I un-
derftand 1t differently from the
learned commentator, being per-

reafoning of Gaunt, I think, 15

this ; B}' ﬁﬁiﬂg 1’)5_}' rqyaf::'e.r to
sarm thon bafl reduced thyfelf
¢ fate beloav fovercignty, thou
art now no longer king but land-
lord of England, fubjelt to the
Jame vefrain? and limitations as
otler landiords 5 by making 1y
condition a ftate of law, a cond:-
tion upen achich the commsn rules
of law can cferate, thou art be-
come a bondilave to the law;
thou hajt made thifef amenable ts
laws from avhich thou «wert ori-
ginolly exempt.

Whether thisinterpretation be
true or no, 1t is plain that Dr.

baps notquitefo zealons forShake-  Warburton's explanation of bend-
Jpzaie's political reputation. The flawe to the la<y, is not truc.

4
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KING RICHARD IL 3

Dar’{t with thy frozen admonition -

Make pale our cheek ; chafing the royal blood
With fury from his native refidence.

Now by my Seat’s right-royal Majety,
Wert thou not Brother to Greéat Edward’s fon,
This tongue that runs fo roundly in thy head,
Should run thy head from thy unreverend thoulders,
Gaunt. Oh, fpare me not, my brother Edward’s fon,
Tor that I was his father Edward’s fon.
That blood already, like the Pelican,
' Haft thou tapt out, and drunkenly carows’d.
My brother Glo’ftery plain well-meaning foul,
(Whom fair befal in-heav’n mong’ft happy fouls !)
. May be a precedent and witnefs good
l That thou refpects not fpilling Edward’s blood.
i Join with the prefent Sicknefs that I have,
® And thy unkindnefs be like crooked age,
E To crop at once a too-long- wither'd flower.
; Live in thy fhame, but die not fhame with thee !
 Thefe words hereafter thy tormentors be !
1 Convey me to my Bed, then to my Grave :
z 9 Love they to live, that love and honour have.
!

[ Exit, borne oxt.

;

K. Rich. And let them die, that Age and Sullens
have ;

: .

é For both haft thou, and both become the Grave.
2

i

H
I

York. 1 do befeech your Majefty, impute

8 And thy unkinduefs be like diftated thus:
crocked age, And thy unbindaafs be tune’s

To crop at once a too-long awi- crooked edge

; ther'd flo’r.] Thus ftand 7o crap at once ———ss

4 thefe lines in all the copies, but That is, /et thy wakindne/s be
3 Ithink thereis an errour, Why time’s fcythe #o crop.

fhould Gaunt, already old, call ~ Edge was eafily confounded:
3 onany thing /ike age to end him? by the ear with age, and one mif-
g How can age be faid to.crop.ar. take once admitted made way:
2 once? How 15 the 1dea of ¢rook-  for another.

2 ednefs connefted with that of 9 Lswe thep. 1 Thap is, ler
q caopng? 1 {uppofe the poet them ke

...n...
rEE‘

His
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His words to wayward ficklinefs, and age. |
He loves you, on my life; and holds you dear E
L

As Harry Duke of Hereford, were he here, |

. K. Rich. Right, you fay true; as Hereford’s love, |-
{o his 3

As theirs, fo mine; and all be, as it is.

.'\J

S CENZLE I

Eiunter Northumberland.

e - s R TR wame - —rr— e ager Fragergeas s —
4 -m
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North. My 1iege, old Gaunz commends him to |
- your Majefty. g
K. Rich. What fays old Gauiit 2
North. Nay, nothing ; all is faid.
His tongue 1s now a {tringle's inftrument,
Words, life, and all, old Lancafter hath fpent.
York. Be York the next, that muft be bankrupt fo!
Though death be poor, it ends a mortal woe. .:
K. Rich. The ripeft fruit firft falls, and fo doth he;
His time is {pent, our pilgrimage muft be. 1
$o much for that.——Now for our Irifb wars; %
We muft {upplant thofe rough rug-headed Kerns,
Whuch live like venom, where no venom elfe, i
But only they, have privilege to live. |
And, for thefe great affairs do afk fome charge,
To’rds our affiftance we do feize to us.

The plate, coin, revenues, and moveables,

Whereof our uncle Gaurt did ftand pofieft. 5
York, How long fhall I be patient? Oh, how long

Shall tender Duty make me fuffer wrong ?

Not Glo’fter’s death, not Hereford’s Banifhment,

Not Gaunt’s rebukes, nor Eugland’s private wrongs,

Nor the prevention of poor Bolingbroke

About his marriage, nor my own difgrace,

Have ever mace me {fow’r my patient cheek ;

Or bend one wrinkle on my Sovereign’s face.

I'am the laft of noble Edward’s {ons,

‘ Cf
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KING RICHARD IL 33
Of whoin thy father, Prince of Wales, was firlt;

In war, was never Lion rag’d more fierce,
In peace, Was never gentle L.amb more mild,
Than was that young and princely Gentleman :
His face thou haft, for even fo look’d he,
Accomplifh’d with the number of thy hours.
But when he frown’d, it was againft the French,
And not againit his frlends; hl.S noble hand
Did win what he did fpend ; and {pent not That,
Which his triumphant father s hand had won.
His hands were guilty of no kindred’s blood,
But bloody with the enemies of his kin.
Oh, Richard! York is too far gone with grief,
Or elfe he never would compare between.
K. Rich. Why, uncle, what’s the matter ¢
York. O my Liege,
' Pardon me, if you pleafe; if not, I, pleas’d
- Not to be pardon’d, am content withal,
- Seek you to feize, and gripe 1nto your hands,
' The Royalties and Rights of banifh’d Hereford
. Is not Gaunt dead, and doth not Hereford live ?
; Was not Gaunt juft, and is not Harry true.?
- Did not the one deferve to have an heir ?
{ Is not his heir a well-deferving fon ?
© Take Hereford’s Rights away, and take from time
E His Charters, and his cuftomary Rights ;
! Let not to-morrow then enfue to day ;
| Be not thyfelf ; for how art thou a King,
\ But by fair fequence and fucceffion ?
% If you do wrongfully feize Hereford’s Ri ght,
q Call in his letters patents that he hath,
¢ By his artorneys-general to fue
4 His livery, and * deny his offer’d homage
3 You pluck a thoufand dangers on your head ;
i You lofe a thoufand well-difpofed hearts ;

% And prick my tender patlence to thofe thoughts,
§

\ * Deny his offer’d homage.] mage, by which he is to hold his
That is, refufe to admit the be- lands.

Vor 1V. D . Which
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Which Honour and allegiance cannot think. ;
K. Rich. Think what you will , we {feize into 0ur‘
hands =
His plate; his goods, his money, and his lands.
To?k I’ll not be by, the while; my Liege, farewel i
What will enfue hereof; there’s none can tell !
But by bad courfes may be underftood, ‘
That their events can never fall out good. [Exit, 1
K. Rich. Go, Bujhy, to the Larl of Wiltfhire f’cmwht
Bid him ‘repair to us to Ely-houfe, .
To fee this bufinefs done. To morrow next
We will for Irefland, and ’tis time, I trow.
And we create, in abfence of ourfelf,
Qur uncle 7or¢ Lord-governor of Eugland,
For he isjuft, and always lov'd us well. |
Come on, our Queen; to morrow muft we part;
Be merty, for our time of Stay is thort. [ Flourifh. |
[ Exeunt, King, Queen, &c

S CENZE IV

Manent Northumberland, Willoughby, and Rofs. t

North. Well, Lords, the Duke of Laicafter is dead. |
Rofs. And living too, for now his fon is Duke. ;

/71#{o. Barely in t:tle not in revenue.
North. Richlyin bOth if juftice had her right,
Rofs. My heart is great; but it mutt brealc with
filence,
Ere’t be difburden’d with a Lib’ral tongue.
North. Nay, fpeak thy mind; and let him neer
{peak more,
That {peaks thy words again to do thee harm.
Willo. Tends, what you’d fpeak, to the Duke of
Hereford ?
If it be o, out with it boldly, man:
Quick is mine ear to hear of good tow’rds him,
Rafs.. No good at all that [ ¢an do for him,

Unlefs you call it good to pity him,
Bereft
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Bereft and gelded of his patrimony. S

North. Now, afore heav’n, it’s fhame, fuch wrongs
are borne

In him a royal Prince, and many more

Of noble blood in this declining Land ;

The King is not himfelf, but bafely led

By flatterers ; and what they will inform

Merely in hate ’gainft any of us all,

That will the King feverely profecute.

*Gainft us, our lives, our children, and our heirs.
Rofs. 'The Commons hath he pill'd with grievous

Taxes, . . |

And loft their hearts ; the Nobles he hath fin’d

For ancient quarrels, and quite loft their hearts.

- Willp. And daily new-exations are devis’d;

. As Blanks, Benevolences, I wot not what ?

 But what o’ God’s name doth become of this ?

% North. Wars have not wafted it, for warr’d he hath

s, not, | .

. But bafely yiclded upon compromife

. That, which his Anceftors atchiev’d with blows s

: More hath he fpent in peace, than they in wars,

i Rofs. The Earl of #2ltflire hath the Realm in farm.,

Willo. The King’s grown bankrupt, like a broken

man.

i North. Reproach, and diffolution, hangeth over him.

{ Rofs. He hath not mony for thefe Iri/h wars, |

§His burthenous taxations notwithftanding, -

1 But by the robbing of the baniflt'd Duke.

§ North., His noble Kinfman. Moft degenerate King!

%%But, lords, we hear this fearful tempeft fing,

3 Yet {eek no thelter to avoid the ftorm :

%We {ee the wind fit fore upon our fails,

3" And yet we ftrike not, buit fecurely perifh.

§  Rofs. We fee the very wreck; that we muft fuffer;

e I, el T
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5§ ' To firike the fails, is, to contra&l them when there is. too
= much wind,
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And unavoided is the danger now,
For fuff’ring fo the caufes oF our wreck

North, Not fo; ev’n through the hollow eyes of 5
Death

I {py life peering ; but I dare not fay,
How near the ndmo's of our comfort 1s.
Wiilo. Nay, let us fhare thy thoughts, as thou doP
Qurs, i ;
Rofs. Be confident to {fpeak, Northumberland ; 5
. We three are but thyfelf, and fpeaking fo, 1
Thy words are but as thoughts, therefore be bold.
Nerth. Then thus, my friends. I have from Part
le Blanc, '
A bay 1n Bretagune, had intelligence,

That Harry Hereford, Raineld lord Cobbam,
That late broke from the Duke of Exeter,

His brother, Archbifhop late of Canterbury,
Sir Thomas Evpingham, Siv Fobia Rainfton,

Siv Yobn Norberie, Siv Robert Waterton, and Frﬂm:
CGMEF

Al thefe well furnifh’d by the Duke of Bretagne,
With eight tall (hips, three thoufand men of war,
Are making hither with all due expedience,

And fhordy mean to touch our northern fhore ;
Perhaps, they had ere this; but that they ftay
'The firlt departing of the King for Ireland.

It then we fhall thake off our flavifh yoak,

Imp out our drooping Country’s broken wing
Redeem from broking Pawn the blemifh’d Crow
Wipe OEF the duft that hides our Scepter’s gilt,
And make high Majefty look like itfelf.

Away with me in poft to Ravenfpurg 3

But it you faint, as fearing to do fo,

Stay, and be {ecret, and myfelf will go.

Refs. 'Tohorle, to horfe ; urge Doubts to them that
fear.

f1ille, Hold out my harfe, and I will firft be there
[ Exeunt
6 SCENE
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SCENE T
The COURT.

Enter Queen, Buthy, and Bagot,
Bufhy. Mﬁdam, your Majefty is much too fad :

You promis’d, when you parted with the

King,

To lay afide {elf-harming heavinefs,
ﬂnd entertain a chearful dlf ofition.

Gueen, To pleafe the Km Idid; to pleafe myfelf,
I cannot do it; yet I Know | ho caufe,
Why I {hould welcome {uch a gueft as grief;
Save bidding farewel to {o {weet a Guelt
As my fweet Richard. Yetagain, methinks,
Some unborn forrow, ripe in ) fortune’s womb,
Is coming tow’rd me; and my inward fou]
* With nothing tremblr..s at fomething 1t gneve
More than with parting from my lord “the King.

Bufby. Bach fubltance of a grief hath twenty fha-

dows,

Which thew like grief it felf, but are not fo:
Jor forrow’s eye, glazed with blinding tears,

~ Divides one thmmentue to many objeéts ;

rf%:;‘l‘f-'l‘ﬁ*ﬁ'wﬂ*ﬁ'hw,ﬂimﬂl.ﬂmmﬂ P Ta s a
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* Like Perfpeéhves, which, rightly gaz’d upon,
Shew

2 Ik nothing trembles, yet The reading, which Dr. W ar ~
ar fomethmrr arieves.] The Aurton corretts, is itielf an inno-

foilowing llnelequlres that this  vation. His conjefture gives -
fronld be read jult the contrary deed a better fenfe than that of

way, : any copy, but copies muft not be
itith £ omething trembles, yet medu.ﬂ} forfaken.
at nothing gricves. 3 Lebe Pt,rfﬁefmes, avhich
WARBURTON, rght'y gexd wpory
All the old editions read, Shew fmb’mw‘ but  confufin
my inwvard Joul ey’d nwr}r,
With ucthing trembles 3 at fome- Diftiuguif forn: ] This 1s a
thing it grieves, fine fimilitude, and the thing
D s meant
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Shew nothing but confufion; ey’d awry, 5
Diftinguifh form -So your {weet Majelty, :
Looking awry upon your lord’s departure, gﬁ
Finds (b apes of grief, more than himfelf, to wail;
Which Jook’d on, as it is, is nought but fhadows
Of what it 1s not; gracious Queen, then weep not
More than your lord’s departure; more’s not {een :
Or if it be, ’tis with falfe forrow’s eye,
Which, for things true, weeps things imaginary.
Queen. 1t may be {o; but yet my inward foul
Perfuades me otherwife. Howe'er it be, |
I cannot but be fad; {o heavy-fad, :
4 As, though, on thinking, on no thought I think,
Makes me with heavy nothing faint and fhrink.
ufty. *Tis nothing but Conceit, my gracious lady.
Oyezn. Tis nothing lefs ; Conceitis i1l deriv’d
From fome fore father grief; mine is not {0 ;
* For nothing hath begot my fomething griet;

Or

meant is this. Amongft matks- felt, 15 here very forcibly de-
mntcal recreztions, there iz one  f{crib:d.
in Ooiisy in which a figure 15 5 For nothing bath beget ny

drawn, wherein all L‘lf' rules of _/'ametéf::g grief;
Perj-5Zioc are wmepertsd & {o that, Or jometoing hath, the nothine
i **:*14 in the fame pt‘umon with that Igrfe'w

tno'e puthr:: which are drawn With thefe lines I know not well
according 10 the rules of Per- whatcan bedone. The Queen’s

~ R d

fredsue, 1t can 'ﬂrefent nothing reafoning, as 1t now ftands, 15
vai canfunnon: and o be feen in this, My trouble 1s not co.ccit,
torm, and under a recular Ap- for concert is il Az imed from
earance, 1t muwlioe leck’@ uron  {ome antecedent canfe, fome fore-
ircm 2 Conwary fiatton: or, as father grief; but with me the
Seazerizer fa.._, £7 10 aTU Y, cafe is, that either my real grief
WARBURTON.  Pain #o real caufe, or frme real

Tods: tiady i thinkizg, on  cgafe has preduced a fancy'd gridf.
#rorerez.t 4 otormel] We o That is, my grief is nor con al,
sCUd I, s tluugh I think- feconft it either has not a ca f2
' 2zt iy rrzmpomifme I lide concelt, or it has a cavfe libe
7wl cacn o cant'y,  con erd. This can hardly ftand.
¢ InVInuniaTy aru unaccount-  Let us try again, and read thus:

w I"-T r .rI X - - . '

aoie  Gepremca 0T the mind, For uothing bath begot my fore-
L] u 1 [ ]

Wi evorv cne his fomeiime t 127 grief;

Not
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Or fomething hath, the nothing that [ grieve 3
6 77is in reverfion “That I do poflefs 5

But what it is, thatis not yet known, what.

I cannot name, 'tis namelefs woe; -1 wot,

s CENE VL
Enter Green.

* Green. Heav’n fave ,yout: Majefty ! and well met,

-~ gentlemen: |
I hope, ,the King is not yet fhipt for freland.

Queen. Why hop’ft thou fo ? *tis bétter hope, he is ;
For his defigns crave hafte, his hafte good hope : -
Then wherefore doft thou hope, heds notdhipt?

Green. That he, our hope, 7 might.have retir'd hig

l Power ¢ !

And driv’n into defpair an enemy’s Hope,
Who ftrongly, hath fet footing in this Land.
The banith’d Bolingbroke repeals himielf ;

Not fomething hath the nothing numerous, |
which [ griewe, I have poflelt-him y-mofl foy
That is: My grief is not conceit ;  Can be but fhort. Meaf. for Meaf,
couceit 1s an 1MAgINAry zt?ffaﬁn{/} Is be pollelt avbat fum you need,
ﬁ‘aﬂz fome paﬂ oCcurrence. Bllt, Merch. of Venice.
on the contrary, here 1s rea/ I therefore imagine the Queen

grief aitrout a real caufe; not a -fays thus-
real canfe avith a ﬁmciﬁ;i SJorroaw. - 'Tis in rewerﬁoiz—tbat I &
This, I think, mult be the mean- toffef5mm——s |
ing ; harfh at the beft, yet better The event 15 yet in futurity—that
than contradition or abfurdity. I know with full conviction—bus
6 Ty mn ?‘E-‘Ufi'ﬁan that I do ps_?/:- ahat it 15, that 1s ﬂotjez‘ hnoaun.
Jefs, In any other iaterpretation-the
But avhat it is, that is not yet muft fay that e poff:f s what 1s
fnowwon, &c.] I am about not yet come, which, though it
to propofe an interpretation may beallowed tobe poetical and
which many will think hs.rfh, and ﬁgurative lauguage, 18 )’Ct, I
which T do not offer for certain. thmk, lefs natural than my ex-
To peféfs a wman, is, in Shake- planation. '
Speare, to infirm him fuly, to 7 M-ght baveretired bis power. ]
make b comprebend.  To te Might have drawn 1t back. A
pofifed, s, to be fully informed, Fren:b {enie. .
Of this fenfe the examples are

Dy And

—
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And with uplifted arms is fafe arriv’d
At Ravenfpurg, -
Queen. Now God in heav’n forbid !
Green. O, Madam, ’tis too true ; and what is worle,
The lord Northumberland, his young {on Percy,
The lords of Rofs, Beaumond, and Willoughby,
With all their pow’rful friends, are fled to him:
Byfby. Why have you not proclaim’d Northumberland,
And all of that revolted faétion, traitors ?
Green. We have; whereon the Earl of Worcefter
Hath broke his ftaff, refign’d his Stewardfhip ;
-And all the houfhold fervants fled with him
To Bolingbroke.
Queen. So, Green, thou art the midwife of my woe,
Avd Bolingbroke * my forrow’s difmal heir.
Now hath my foul brought forth her prodigy,
And I, a gafping new-deliver’d mother,
Have woe to woe, {orrow to forrow, join’d,
Bufby. Defpair not, Madam.
Queen. Who fhall hinder me?
I will defpair, and be at enmity
With cozening hope ; he is a flatterer,
A parafite, a keeper back of death;
‘Who gently would diffolve the bands of life,
Which falfe hopes linger, in extremity.

S CENZE VIL
Enter York.

Green. Here comes the Duke of 7urk.

Queen. With figns of war about his aged neck ;
Oh, full of careful bufinefs are his looks !
Uncle, for heav’n’s fake, comfortable words.

Yors. Should I do {o, I fhould bely my thoughts

* My frre difzal beir) The s here put for one that juzceeds,
2zthonr feems to have ufed Aeir though he fucceeds but in order of
n animproper {enfe, an Aer be-  time, notin order of defcent.
Ing one inat indirits Iy furceffi

Comfog's
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Comfort’s 1n heav’n, and we are on the earth,
Where nothing lives but Crofies, Care, and Grief.
Your hufband he 1s gone to fave far off,

Whilft others come to make him lofe at home,
‘Here am I left to underprop this Land ;

Who, weak with age, cannot fupport my felf.
Now comes the fick hour, that his furfeit made s

‘Now fhall he try his friends, that flatter’d him,

Enter a Servant.

. Serv. My lord, your fon was gone before I came.

. York. He was—why, fo—go all, which way 1t wili-—
. 'The Nobles they are fled, the Commons cold,

- And will, I fear, revolt on Hereford’s fide.

§ Get thee to Plafhie, ® to my filter Gio’fler

: Bid her fend prefently a thoufand pound:

| Hold, take my ring.

. Serv. My lord, 1 had forgot

: Totell, to day 1 came by, and call’d there;

! But I thall grieve you to report the reft.

York, What 18t ?

Serv. An hour before I came, the Dutchefs dy'd.
i Yore. Heav’n for his mercy, what a tide of woes
3 Come ruthing on this woful land at once!

i T know not what to do. I would to heav’n,

%So my * untruth had not provok’d him to it,

EgThe King had cut off my head with my brother’s.

i, g s B

| What, are there polts difpatch’d for Ireland 2

¢ How fhall we do for mony for thefe wars ?

| Come, fifter; coufin, I would fay ; pray, pardon me; =
160, fellow, ger thee home, provide fome carts,

2! [To the Servant.

; And bring away the armouir that is there.
% ' .
4 —0entlemen, will you go and mufter men ?

P
-~
4
N
[ ]

E 5 Get thee to Plafhie, nicle, p. 13, Treopavns
3 :Ijhe L(‘rdfhlp of Plajhie was a * Untruth.] 'That is, Difloye
% Iqwn of the Dutcheis of G- alty, treackery,
3 ctfiec’s g F fiex. See Hal’s Chic-
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If 1know how to order thefe affairs,

Diforderly thus thruft into my hands,

Never believe me.  They are both my kinfmen ;
The one my Sovereign, whom both my oath
And duty bids defend; th’ other again :
My kinfman 1s, One whom the King hath wrong’d ;
‘Whom confcience and my kindred bids to nght

Well, fomewhat we muft do.—Come, coufin, I'll
Difpofe of you.—Go mufter up your men,

And meet me prefently at Berkley caftle—

I thould to Plaibie too ;
But time will not permit. Al is uneven,
And every thing is left at {ix and feven.

| Exeunt York and Queen.

T e T
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S CENE VIIIL
Rufby. The wind fits fair for news to go to freland,

But none returns; for us to levy Power,
Proportionable to the enemy,
Is all impofiible.
Greer. Befides, our Nearnefs to the King in Love
Is near the Hate of thofe, love not the Klng Z
Bagot. And that’s the wav'ring Commons, for their
love
- Liesin their purfes ; and who empties them,
By {fo much fills their hearts with deadly hate.
Bufhy. Wherein the King ftands generally condemn’d,
Bagot. 1f judgment lye in them, then {fo do we ;
Becaufe we have been ever near the King.
Green. Well ; I'll for Refuge {traight to Briffol Caltle;
The Earl of Wiltfbire is already there.
Bufhy. Thither will I with you; for little office
The hateful Commons will p....rform for us

Except, like curs, to tear us all in pieces :
Wil you go mth us *

Baget. No, Dll to Jreland to his Majefty.
- Farewel
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Farewel, If heart’s Prefages be not vain,
W e three here part, that ne’er fhall meet again.
Bufhy. That's as York thrives, to beat back Boling-

3’( 0!66 .
Green. Alas, poor Duke! the tafk he undertakes

Is numb'ring fands, and drinking oceans dry ;

Where one on his {ide fights, thoufands will fly.
Bufby. Farewel at once, for once, for all and ever.
Green. Well, we may meet again.
Bagot. 1 fear me, never. [Exeunt.

SCENE IX
Changes to o wild Profpett in Glocelterfhire.
Enter Bolingbroke and Northumberland.

Boim '&'O\\ far is it, my lord, to Berkley now ?
’ h North. 1 am a ftranger here in Glo’fierfbire.

’ " Thefe high wild hills, and rouo-h uneven ways,
Draw out our miles, and make ‘them wearifome,
- And yet your fair difcourfe has been as fugar,
Makmcr the hard way fweet and dele@able.

: . But, 1 bethmk me, what a weary way,

- From Ravenfpurg to Cotfhold, will be found

' In Rofs and Willoughby, wanting your Company 3

: Which, 1 proteft, hath very much beguil’d

! The tedioufnefs and procefs of my tlavel

1 But theirs 1s {weetned with the hope to have

{ The prefent benefit that 1 poffefs ;

And hope to joy, is little lefs in joy,

3 Than hope enjoy’d. By this, the weary lords

¢ Shall make their way {eem fhort as mine hath don-,

3 By fight of what I have, your noble company.
Balzzzg Of much lefs value is my company,

Than your good words.  But who comes here ?

e e T e T T R e S A IR SN
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Enter Percy.

Nerth. It is my fon, young Harry Percy,
Sent from my brother Warcq/ter, whencefoever, ‘
— Herry, how fares your uncle *

Pergy. 1 thought, my lord, t'have learn’d his health

of you.

North. Why, is he not with the Queen ? |
Perey. No, my good lord, he hath forfook the Court
Broken his ffaff of office, and difpers’d -

The Houfhold of the King.

Nerth., What was his reafon ?

He was not {o refolv’d, when laft we fpake together.

Perey. Becaufe your lordfhip was proclaimed Traitor.
But he, my lord, is gone to Reven/purg,

To offer {fervice to the Duke of Heizford s

And fent me o'er by Berkley, to difcover

What Pow’r the Duke of Z%7% had levy’d there ;
Then with direétions to repair to Ravenjpurg.

North. Have you forgot the Duke of Hereferd, boy?

Percy. ’\o, my g ocod lord ; for that is rot torgot,
Whlch ne’er 1 did remember ; to my knowledge,

I never in my life did look on him
Neith. Then learn to know him now ; this 1s the
Duke.

Percy. My gracious lord, I tender you my fervice,

Such as it 1s, being tender, raw, and young,
Which elder davs fhall ripen and confirm
To more approved fervice and defert. .

Boliig. 1 thank thee, gentle Perey ; and be fure,

I count my {elf in nothing elfe {o happy,

As 1n a foul remembring my good friends ;

And as my Fortune r*pens with thy love,

It fhall be ftill thy tree love’s recompence.

My heart this cov’nant makes, my hand thus {eals it.

North, How far is 1t to Berkley 2 and what {tir
Keeps good old 2vr% there with his men of war 2

Perey,
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Percy. There ftands the Caftle by yond tuft of trees,
- Mann’d with three hundred men, as I have heard;
- And in it are the lords, York, Berkly, Seymour;
' None elfe of name, and noble eftimate,

Enter Rofs and Willoughby,

' North. Here come the lords of Rofs and #illoughby,
 Bloody with fpurring, fiery-red with hafte. |
{  Boling. Welcome, my lords ; I wot, your love purfues
t A banifh’d traitor ; all my Treafury

i Is yet but unfelt thanks, which, more enrich’d,

Shall be your love and labour’s recompence.
Rofs. Your prefence makes us rich, moft noble lord.

Wille. And far furmounts our labour to attain it.
Boling. Evermore, thanks, th’ exchequer of the

poor,
i Which, ’till my infant-fortune comes to years,
1 Stands for my bounty. But who now comes here ?

4

Enter Berkley.

North. 1t is my lord of Berkley, as I guefs,
Berk., My lord of Hereford, my meflage isto you,
Boling. My lord, my aniwer is to Lancaffer ,
" And [ am come to feek that Name in England,
And 1 muft find that Title in your tongue,

s oagtmie s
M P S Vs e S

" m "mr oa

"f Before I make reply to aught you fay.

4 Berk. Miftake me not, miy lord; ’tis not my meaning
4 To raze one Title of your honour out.

% Toyou, my lord, I come, (what lord you will,)

% From the moft glorious of this Land,

& The Duke of York, to know, what pricks you on

£ To take advantage of the abfent time, 9

% And fright our native peace with felf-born arms.

& 9 wmthe abfent time,] For  He means nothing more than,
Ly wnprepared.  Not an inelegant  time of the king's abjence.

{vnecdeche. WaRBURTON,

SCENE
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S C ENZE X.
Enter York,

Bcling. 1 fhall not need tranfport my words by you, _

Here comes his Grace 1n perfon

Noble Uncle !
[Rne&’ls.

York. Shew me thy humole heart, and not thy knee,
Whofe duty is deceivable and falfe.

Bolizg. My gracious uncle !

Yok, Tut, tUtl

Crace me no Grace, nor Uncle me no Uncle:

I am no traitor’s uncle ; and that word Grace,
In an ungracious mouth, 1s but prophane,
Why have thofc banifh’d, and forbidden legs
Dar’d once to touch a duft of Eugland’s ground ?
But more than wny; why, have they dar’d to march
So many miles upon her peaceful bofom,
Frighting ker pale-fac’d villages with war,
* And oftentation of defpied arms ?
Com’ft thou becaufe th’anointed King 1s hence ?
¥ hy, fooiith boy, the King is left behind;
And in my loyal bofom lies his Power.
Were I but now the lord of fuch hot youth,
As when brave Gewat, thy father, and my felf
Refew’d the Black Priuce, that young Mars of men,
From torth the ranks of many thoufand French
Ch! then, how quickly fhould this arm of miney»

1 Jf{?"f{&;r?’ aticn ;  DESPISED
ar~s¥] but fure the ofien-
tation of dei‘pif%ci arms  would
not fricht any cne.  We fnouid
read

DISPOSED arms.

7. £, forces in battie-array.War.
This alteration 1s harfh. Sir

T. Barm:rreads defpigh:ful, Mr.

Upt.n gives this paflage as a

5

preof that cur authour ufes the
pafiive pariiciple 1 an allive
fenfe. The copies all agree.
Ferhaps the old Duke means to
treat him with contempt as well
as with {everity, and to infinuate
that he defpifes his power, as be-
Ing able to matter it. In this
ferde all 1s 1ght.

Now



Now prifoner to-the palfie, chaflife thee,

‘And minifter corretion to thy fault.

* Boling. My gracious uncle, let me know my faul
4 On what condition ftands it, and wherein ? "
- Ywk. Ev’n in condition of the worft degree ;
Tn grofs Rebellion, and detefted Treafon.

‘Thou art a banifh’d man, and here art come,

| Before the expiration of thy time,

fIn braving arms again{t thy Sovereign.

. Boling. As I was banilh’d, I was banifh’d Hereford
E Butas I come, I come for Lancafler. |
And, noble uncle, I befeech your Grace,

Look on my wrongs with’an indifferent eye.

. You are my father ; for, methinks, in you.

' I fee old Gaunt alive : O then, my father !

: Will you permit, that I fhall ftand condemn’d

¢ A wand’ring vagabond ; my Rights and Royalties
t Pluckt from my arms perforce, and giv’n away

¢ To-upftart unthrifts ? + Wherefore was  born ?

¢ If that my coufin King be King of England,

- It muft be granted, 1 am Duke of Lancafter.

¢ You.have a fon, dumerle, my noble Kinfman :

: Had you firfl dy’d, and he been thus trod down,
¢ He thould have found his uncle Gaunt a father,

¢ To rowze his wrongs, and chafe them to the bay.
¢ I am deny’d to fue my livery here,

2 And yet my letters patents give me leave :

¢ My father’s Goods are all diftrain’d and fold,

| Andthefe, and all, are all amifs imploy’d.

What would you have me do? I am a Subje&,
And challenge law ; attorneys are deny’d me ;
And therefore perfonally I lay my Claim

e ek e £ e,

RN

" On avbat condition. ] It what purpofe ferves birth and Ji-
thould be, in awhat condition, neal fucceflion? I am Duke of
That is, in avhat degree of guilt. Lancafler by the fame right of
The particles in the old editions birth as the King is king of-Eig-
are of little credit, land. |

T Wherefore awas 1 barn 2] To
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To mine Inheritance of free Defcent.
North. The noble Duke hath been too much abus’d,
Rofs. It ftands your Grace upon, to do him Righ,
#illo. Bafe men by his endowments are made great,
York. My lords of Englend, let me tell you thls,
I have had Feeling of my Coufin’s wrongs,
And labour’d all T could to do him nght
But, in this kind, to come in braving arms,
Be his own carver, and cut out his way,
To find out Right with wrongs, it may not be;
And yon that do abet him in this kind,
Cherith Rebellion, and are Rebels all,
North. The noble Duke hath fworn, his Coming i
But for his own ; and, for the Right of That,
We all have ftrongly fworn to give him aid ;
And let him ne’er {ee joy, that breaks that oath.
ok, Well, well, I fee the iffue of thefe arms s
I cannot mend it, I muft needs confefs,
Becaufe my Pow’r is weak, and all ill left
Butif Icould, by him that gave me life,
I would attach you all, and make you ftoop
Unto the fovereign mercy of the King,
But {ince I cannot, be 1t known to you, :
I do remain as neuter. So, farewel.
Unlefs you pleale to enter 1n the Caitle,
And there repofe you for this night.
Boling. An offer, Uncle, that we will accept,
But we muft win your Grace to go with us
To Brifiol-Caftle, which, they fay, is held
By Bufhy, Bagst, and thelr complices ;
The caterpillars of the®Common-wealth,

Which I have {worn to weed, and pluck away.
York. 1t may be, I will go. But yet I'll paule,
For I am loath to break cur Country’s Laws.
Nor friends nor foes, to me welcome you are
Things palt Redrefs are now with me paft Care.
[ Exeunt,

SCENE
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S CENE XL
In W-ALES.

Enter Salilbury, and a Captasn.

Cap. Y lord of Salisbury, we have ftaid ten days,
Andhardly kept our Countrymen together,

And yet we hear no tidings from the King ;
Therefore we will difperfe our felves. Farewel, -

Salif. Stay yet another day, thou trulty Welfbman :
The King repofeth all his truft in thee.

Cap. *Tis thought, the King is dead: we will not
{tay. |

The Bay—t¥ees in our Country all are withet’d,

And meteors fright the fixed ftars of heav’n; .

The pale fac’d moon looks bloody on the earth ;

And lean-look’d Prophets whifper fearful Change.

Rich men look fad, and rufhans dance and leap ;

The ane, in fear to lofe what they enjoy ;

Th’ other, in hope t’enjoy by rage and war.

Thefe figns forerun the death of Kings

Farewel ; our countrymen are gone and fled,

As well affur’d, Richard their King is dead.  [Exit.

Salif. Ah, Richard, ah! with eyes of heavy mind,
I fee thy Glory, like a fhooting Star,

t Hereis afcenefo unartfullyand thought, The play was not, in.
iregularly thruft into an impro- Shakefjeare’s time, broken into
per place,that I cannot but fufpeét "aéts; the two editions publifhed
taccidentally tranfpofed ; which, before his death exhibit only a
when the fcenes were written {equence of {cenes from the be-
on fingle pages,might eafily hap- ginning to the end, without any
pen, In the wildnefs of Shake- hint of a paufe of ation. Ina
Jpeare's drama. This dialogue drama fo defultory and erratick,
was, in the authour’s draught, left in fuch a ftate, tranfpofitions
probably the fecond fcene of the might eafily be made.

enfuing a&t, and there I would  * The bay-trees, &c.] This
advife the reader to infert it, enumeration of prodigies is in

though T have not ventured on fo the higheft degree poetical and
bold a change. My conjecture firiking. "
15 not fo prefumptuous as may be

. Vo, 1V. E | . Fall
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Fall to the bafe earth from the firmament.

Thy Sun fets weeping in the lowly Weft,

Witnefling Storms to come, woe, and unreft.

Thy friends are fled to wait upon thy foes ;

And crofsly to thy Good all fortune goes. [ Exit,

Y

ACT UL SCENE L
Bolingbroke’s Canzp ar Briftol.

Enter Bolingbroke, York, Northumberland, Rofs,
Percy, Willoughby, with Buthy and Green
Piifeners.

BoLiINGBR OKE,

RING forth thefe men.
Bufby and Gieen, 1 will not vex your fouls
(Since prefently your fouls muft part your bodies)
With too much urging your pernicious lives ;
For *twere no charity : yet to wafh your -blood
From off my hands, here, in the view of men,
I will unfold fome caufes of your deaths.
You have mif-led a Prince, a royal King,
A happy gentleman in blood and lineaments,
By you unhappy’d, and disfigur’d clean.
You have, in manner, with your finful hours
Made a divorce betwixt his Queen and him ;
“Broke the Poffeflion of a royal Bed,
And ftain’d the Beauty of a fair Queen’s cheeks
With tears drawn from her eyes, with your foul wrongs.
My felf, a Prince, by fortune of my birth,
Near to the King in blood, and near in love,
Till you did make him mif-interpret me,
Have ftoopt my neck under your injuries ;

And {igh’d my Englifb breath in foreign cloudls,

Eat-
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Fating the bitter bread of Bam‘hment,

51

S

Whlle you have fed upon my Slgmones

Dif-park’d my Parks, and fell’d my foreﬁnwoods,

1 From mine own-windows torn my houfhold coat,
Raz’d out my Imprefs, leaving me no fign,

Save mens® opinions, and my living blOOd

To fhew the 'world I am a gentleman.

This, and much more, much more than twice all this,
Condemns you to the death. See them deliver’d
Texecution, and the hand of death.

Bufly.

More welcome is the ftroke of death to me,

Than Bolingbroke to England, ——Lords, farewel.
Green. My comfort is, that heav n wﬂl take our

fouls,

And plague injuftice with the pains of hell.
Boling. My lord Northumberland, fee them difpatch’d.

—Uncle,

you fay the Queen is at your houfe,

For heav’n’s fake, fairly let her be'intreated ;
Tell her, I fend to her my kind Commends ;
Take {pecial care, my Greetmo's be dehver’d

York. A gentleman of miné £ T have dlfpatch’d
With letters of your love to her'at large,

Boling. * Thanks, gentle Uncle -—-—-Come, my lords,

away,

3 From mine own awindews
torn my houfbold coat.] It
was the practice, when coloured
glafs was in ufe, of which there
are ftill fome remains in old feats
and churches, to anneal the arms
of the family in the windows of
the houfe,

* Thanks, gentle Uncle ; Come,
my Lords, away,

To ﬁght with Glendswer and
his Complices,

A while to Work, and after
Holyday. ) Tho the inter-

To

fion of all the old Coples, Ihave
great Sufpicion of its being an
Interpolation ; and have there.
fore ventur’d to throw it oat:
The firft and third Line rhime to
each other; nor, do I imagine,
this was mfual ‘but intended by
the Poet. Were we to acknowa
ledge the Line genuine, it mufk

argue the Poet -of Forgetfulnéfs
and Inattention to Hiftory. Be-
lingbroke 1s, as 1t were, yet but
juftarrived 5 heis now at Briffel;
weak in hls Numbers ; has haz

mediate Lune has taken Poflef- no Meetmg with aParhamentl

E2.

nor



52 KING RICHARD It

| T'o fisht with Glendewer and his Complices ; ]

A while to Work ; and, after, Holy-day. [ Exeunt.
SCENE IL |

* Changes to the Coaft of Wales.
Flourifh : Drums and Trumpets.

- Ent¢r King Richard, Aumerle, Bifbop of Carlifle,
| and Soldiers.

R Rich. 'Arklaugbly-mﬂle call you this at hand ?
| B Aum. Yea, my good lord; how brooks

your Grace the air,

After your tofling on the breaking Seas ?

K. Rich. Needs muft I likeit well. I weep for joy
To ftand upon my Kingdom once again.
Dear Earth, I do falute thee with my hand,
Though Rebels wound thee with their horfes® hoofs :
As a long-parted mother with her child
Plays fondly with her tears, and {miles in meeting ;
So weeping, fmiling, greet I thee my Earth,
And do thee favour with my royal hands.
Feed not thy Sovereign’s foe, my gentle Earth,
Nor with thy {weets comfort his rav’nous fenfe ;
But et thy {piders that {uck up thy venorn,
And heavy-gaited toads, lye in their way;
Doing annoyance to the treacherous feet,.
Which with ufurping fteps do trample thee.

nor 18 {o far aflur’d of the Suc-
ceffion, as to think of going to
fupprefs Infurrections before he
is planted in the Throne. Be-
{ides, we find, the Oppofition of
Glendoweer begins the Firft Part
of K. Hrry 1V 5 and Mortimer’s
Defeat by that hardy Welhman
T the Tidings of the firlt Scene
of that Play. Acgain, tho’ Glen-

x, - 1
gozeery in the very firft Year of

K. Herry 1V, began to be trou-
bléfome, put in for the Supre-

macy of /¥ales, and impriﬁ:m‘J
Morimer 5 yet it was not ’till the
{ucceeding Year, that the King
employed any Force agzinft him
THEOBALD.
This emendation, which |
think is juft, has been followed
by Sir 7. Ha-mer, butis neglec-
ted by Dr. Warburton.
* Here may be properly in-
ferted the [af {cene of the fe-
cond agt,

Yield
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Yield ftinging nettles to mine enemies; C
And, when they from thy bofom pluck a flower,
Guard it, Ipr'ythee, with a lurking adder ;

Whofe double tongue may with a mortal touch

Throw death upon thy Sovereign’s enemies.

Mock not my fenfelefs conjuration, lords;

This Earth fhail have a Feeling, and thefe ftones

Prove armed foldiers, ere her native King
Shall faulter under foul rebellious arms. __
Bifbop. 5 Fearnot, my Lord; that Pow’r, that made
you King,
Hath pow’r to keep you King, in {pight of all.
The means, that heaven yields, muflt be embrac’d
- And not neglecled; elle, if heaven would,
And we would not heav’n’s offer, we refufe
The profer’d means of {uccour and redrefs,
Aum. He means, mylord; that we are too remifs ;
Whillt Bolingbroke, through our fecurity,
Grows {trong and great, in {ubftance and in power.
K. Rich. Difcomfortable Coufin, know’ft thou not,
That when the fearching eye of heav’nis hid
* Behind the globe that lights the lower world ;
Then thieves and robbers range abroad unfecn,
In murders, and in outrage bloody, here.
But when from under this terreftrial ball
He fires the proud tops of the eaftern pines,
And darts his light through ev’ry guilty hole,
Then murders, treafons, and detefted fins,
The cloak of night being pluck’d from off their backs,
Stand bare and naked, trembling at themfelves.
50 when this thicf, this traitor Bolingbroke,

s Fear act, my Lord] Ct {uitable to the pETfO;IHgE.
this {pcech the four laittines were  * Bebind the globe, &c.] 1
reffored from the firft edition by  fheuld read,

Mr. Pope. They were, I fup- — — the Jearching eye of beav'n

pofe, omitted by the players on- is bid !
ly to thorten the fcenes, for they  Pehind the ghobe and lights the
a'¢ worthy of the authour and lpwer axor I,

I 2 Who



54_ KING RICHARD H.
Who all this while hath revell’d in the ni oht,
Whilft we were wand’nng with the Annpodes,
Shall {fee us rifing in our Throne, the eaft ;

His treafons will fit bluthing' in his face,

Not able to endure the fight of day ;

But, felf-affrighted, tremble at his fi.

Not all the water in the rough rude fea

Can wath the balm from an anointed King 3

¢ The breath of worldly men.cannot depofe
The Deputy elected by the Lord.

For every man that Bolingbroke hath preft,

To lift fharp fteel againft our golden Crown,

- Heav’n for his Richerd hath in heav’nly Pay

A glorious Angel; then if angels fight,
Weak men muft fall, for heav n {till guards the Right,

$CENE I
Enier Salifbury,

Welcome, my lord, how far off lies your Power?
Salif. Nor near, nor further off, my gracious lord,

Than this weak arm : Difcomfort guides my tongue,

And bids me fpeak of nothing but Defpair:

One day too late, Ifear, my noble lord,

Hath clouded all thy happy days on earth.

Oh, call back yefterday, bid time return,

And thou fhalt have twelve thoufand fighting men.

To day, to day,————unhappy day, too late

O’erthrows thy joys, friends, fortune, and thy flate.

For all the Welfhizen, hearing thou wert dead,

Are gone to Belingbreke, difperit and fled.

S The breatt of avoridly men.] all writers, whofe opinions are
Here 15 the dodirine of indefeafi- regulated by fathion or intereft,
ble right expreffed in the firongeft  to impute the original of every
terms, butour poetdidnot learn  tenct which t}'ev have been
it in the reign of King Fames, tanght to think falfe or fooiith.
10 WhiCR 1t 15 nCW ific practice of

1.
LIUiB.
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Aum. Comfort, my Liege, why looks your Grace

{o pale

K. Rich. But now the blood of twenty thoufand men
Did triumph in my face, and they are fled..
And till fo much blood thither come again,
Have I not reafon to look pale, and dead ?
All fouls, that will be fafe, fly from my fides
For time hath feta blot upon my pride.
Aum. Comfort, my Liege; remember, who you are.
K. Rich. 1 had forgot my felf. Am Inot King?:
Awake, thou coward Majeﬁy, thou fleepeft

Is not the King’s name forty

thoufand names ?

Arm, arm, my Name; a puny Subjet ftrikes
At thy great glory. Look not to the oround,

Ye fav'rites of a King, are we not high?
High be our thoughts. I know, my uncle Yor%
Hath pow’r to ferve our turn. But who comes here *

S CENE IV,

Enter Scroop.

Scroop. More health and happinefs betide my Liege;
Than can my ¢are-tun’d tongue deliver him! -
K Rich. 7 Mine ear is open, and my heart prepar’d.
The worlt is worldly lofs thou canft unfold,
day, 1s my Kingdom loft? why, ’twas my care,
And what lofs 1sit, to be rid of care?
Strives Bolingbroke to be as great as we ?
Greater he fhall not be 3 if he ferve God,
We’ll ferve him too, and be his fellow fo.
Revolt our Subjects ¢ that we cannot mend;

7 Mine ear is cpeon. It feems
to be the defign of the poet ' to

ratfe Ry r/md to efteem 1n his
fall, and confeq uently to intereft
the reader 1n hIS favour Hg¢
gives him only paffive fortitude,

the virtue of a confefior rather
than of a king. In his profpe-
rity we faw him imperious and
0ppreﬂ'we, but in his diftrefs he
15 wife, patient, and pious.

L 4 They
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They break their faith to God, as well as us,
Cry, Woe, Deftruction, Ruin, Lofs, Decay;
The worft is death, and death will have his day.
Scroop. Glad am I, that your Highnefs is fo arm’d
To bear the tidings of calamity.
Like an unfeafonable ftormy day,
Which makes the filver rivers drown their fhores,
As if the world were all diffolv’d to tears
So high above his limits fwells the rage
Of Bolingbroke, cov’ring your fearful Land
With hard bright fteel, and hearts more hard than fteel,
White beards have arm’d their thin and hairlefs {calps
Againft thy Majefty ; boys with women'’s voices
Strive to fpeak big, and clafp their female joints
In ftiff unwieldy arms, againft thy Crown.
® Thy very Beadimen learn to bend their bows
?Of double-fatal Ewe, againft thy State.
Yea, diftaff-women manage rufty bills.
Againft thy Seat both young and old rebel,
And all goes worfe than I have pow’r to tell.
K. Rick. Too well, too well, thou tell’ft a Tale

{o 1ll.

! Where is the Earl of Wiltfhire? where is Bagot ?

8 ‘fr.'g_;' VLYY qu’fmm learn to
bend their bowe] Such is

the rezding of all the copies,
yet I doubt whether bez Iy;ziﬁz e
right, for the fowc feems to be
mentioned here as the proper
weavon of a baimen. The
ing’s bezifmen were his chap-
lains. Tressz calls himfelf the
b:2+fr-en of his patron. Beads
mar might likewife be any men
mainizined by charty to pray
for their benefa@or. Harmer
reads ipe very becdmen, but thy

'!_ R -
12 Octler.

9 Oj' 2 bl: fataf E rwr,-—-]

What

Called {o, becaufe the leaves of

the Ewe are poifon, and the
wood 1s employed for inftruments
of death ; therefore double fatal
fhould be with an hyphen,
WARBURTON.
¥ Whare is the Earl of Wilts
fhire? ackere is Bagot !
What is bepme of Bulhy!
where is Green?] Here
are feur of them named ; and,
within a very few Lines, the
King, hearing they had made
their Pcace with Bolingbroks,
calls them TurEE Fudas's, But
how was their Peace made?

Why,
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What is become of Bufby? where is Green ?
That they have let the dang’rous enemy
Meafure our confines with fuch peaceful fteps ?
If we prevail, their heads fhall pay for it,

[ warrant, they’ve made peace with Bolingbroke.
Scroop. Peace they have made with him, indeed, my
I.ord. | |
K. Rich. O villains, vipers, damn’d without re-
demption ! . |
Dogs, eafily won to fawn on any man |
Snakes in my heart-blood warm’d, that fting my heart!
Three Fudaffes, each one thrice worfe than Fudas !
Would they make peace ? terrible hell make war
Upon their {potted fouls for this offence!
Scroop. Sweet love, I {ee, changing his property,
Turns to the fow’reft and moft deadly hate.
Again uncurfe their {ouls ; their peace 1s made

With heads, and not with hands; thofe, whom you
curfe,

Have felt the worft of death’s deftroying hand,

And lie full low, grav’d in the hollow’d ground.

Aum. 1s Bufby, Green, and th’ Earl of #i/tfbire dead ?
Scroop. Yea, all of them at Briffol loft their heads.
Aum. Whereis the Duke myFather, with his Power?

Why, with the Lofs of their have blunder’d. It feems pro-
Heads. This being explained, bable to me that he wrote, as 1
Aumerle {ays, I+ Bufhy, Green, have conjefturally alterd the
and tH Ear! of Wiltthire dead? Text, - |
So that Bagor ought to be left  Where is the Earl of Wilt
out of the Queftion: and, in- fhire ? avbere is he got ?
deed, he had made the beft of 7. e 1into what Corner of my
his way for Chefler, and from Dominions is he fuzk, and aé-
thence had efcap'd into Iriland.  feonded 2 THeoBaLD.
And fo we find him, in the 2d  This emendation Dr. Warbur-
A&, determining to do. tonadopts. Hanmerleaves a blank
Bagot, No: /°/l to Ireland, zo after Wiltfoire. 1believe the au-
bis Majefly. thour rather than tranfcriber,made
The Poet could not be guilty of a miftake. Where is be got doca
fo much torgetfulnefs and Ab~- not found in my ear like an ex-.
lurdicy, The Iranfcribers mufk  prefion of Shakefpear s,

K. Rich.
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K. Rick. No matter where; of comfort no map
freak ;

Let’s talk of Graves of Worms, and prtaphs,
Make duft our paper, and with rainy eyes
Write forrow on the bofom of the edrth!
Let’s chufe executors, and talk of wills;
And yet not fo—for what can we bequeath,
Save our depofed bodies to the ground ?
Our lands, our lives, and all are Balingbroke’s,
And nothing can we call our own, but death;
> And that fmall model of the barren earth,
3 Which ferves as pafte and cover to our bones.
For heav’'n’s fake, let us fit upon the ground,
And tell fad ftories of the death of Kings ;
How f{ome have been depos’d, {fome flain in war;
Some haunted by the Ghofts they difpoflefs’d ;
Some poifon’d by their wives, fome fleeping kill’d ;
All murther’d.—For within the hollow Crown,
Thazt rovnds the mortal templea of a King,
Keeps Death his Court ; and *there the Antick fits,
Scoffing his State, and orinning at his Pomp
Allowing him a breath, a little feene
To monarch1ze, be fear’d and kill with looks
Infufing him with felf and vain conceit,
As if this flefh, which walls about our life,
Were brafs impregnabie ; and, humour’d thus,
Comes at the laft, and with a little pin
Bores through his caftle-walls, and farewel King'
Cover your heads, and mock not fieth and blood

* Ard that fmail model of ¢7¢  to authorife.

tarreneartn.] He ufes »o- A metaphor, rot of the
de! here, as he frequently does moft fubiime kind, taken from 2
elfewhere, for tar:, portion. pie,

W ARBURTON. + There the Anti k fits.  Here

He unfs it rather for mould. is an allufion to the anmti. k or foul

That earth, which clofinz urcn of cld farces, whofe chief part.

the body, takesit. form. This isto derideand diftarb the graver
interpretas:on the next line feems  and more fplendid perfonages.

With
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With {olemn Rev’rence; throw dway refpedt;
s Tradition, form, and ceremonious duty,
For you hdve but miftook me all this while ;
1 live on bread like you, feel want like you. -
Tafte grief, need friends, like you 5 fubjected thus,
How can you faj to me, I am a King ?
Carl. My lord, wife men ne’er wail their prefent waes,
But prefently prevent the ways to wail ;
To fear thie foe, fince fear opprefleth ftrength,
Gives, in your weaknefs, ftrength unto your foes
And fo your follies fight againit four felf.
Fear, and be flain 3 no worfe cah come from fight
And fight and die, is ° death deftroying death :
Where fearing dying, pays death fervile breath.
Aum. My father hath & power, enquire of him,
And learn to make a body of a limb.
K. Rich. Thou chid’ft me well; proud Belingbroke,
I come .,
To change blows with thee, for our day of doom.
This ague-fit of fear is over-blown ;
An eafy tafk it is to win our own. o
Say, Scroop, whre lies our uncle with his Power ?
Speak fweetly, man, although thy looks be fower.
Scroop. Men judge by the complexion of the fky
The ftate and inclination of the day ; .
So may you, by my dull and heavy eye,
My tongue hath but a heavier tale to'fay.
I play the torturer, by {mall and {mall
To lengthen out the worft, that mult be fpoken,
Your uncle Yor# is join’d with Bolingbroke,
And all your northern caftles yielded up,
And ali your fouthern gentlemen inarms
Upon his faction.

s Tradizion.] This word feems 1s, to dye fighting, 1s to return the
here ufed in animproper fenfe, evil that we fufter, to deftroy
for tratitional prathices: Thatis, the deftroyers. Ionce read drars
.‘;’/;‘a *!{/bm’ cr cu'lomary éamége. dcfying dmrb, but drﬁrty*ff:g 15 as

Deuchdiflreyi-gdeattn] 1hat  weil

K. Rich,
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K. Rich. Thou haft faid enou gh, |
Bethrew thee, Coufin, which d1di’c lead me forth

(To Aumetle,

Of that fweet way I was in to Delpair.
‘What fay you now ? what comfort have we now?
By heav’n, 7I'll hate him everlaftingly,
That bids me be of comfort any more.
Go to Flint-caftle, there I'll pine away,
A King, woe’s flave, fhall kingly woe obey :
That Pow’r I have, difcharge; and let ’em go
To ear the land, that hath fome hope to grow,
For I have none. Let no man {peak again
To alter this, for counfel is but vain.

Auin. My Liege, one word.

K. Rich. He does me double wrong,
That wounds me with the flatt’ries of his tongue.
Difcharge my Foll’'wers ; let them hence, away,
From Richard’s night 1o Bolingéroke’s fair day.

[ Exeunt,
S CENZE V.

Bolingbroke’s Camp near Flint.

Enter with drum and colours, Bolingbroke, York,
Northumberland, and Attendants.

Boling. (MO that by this intelligence we learn,

The Wellbmen are difpers’d ; and Saliflury
Is gone to meet the King, who lately landed

With fome few private triends upon this Coatt.
North. The news is very fair and good, my lord,

Richard, notfar from hence, haith h1d his head.
2ork. It would befeem the lord Northumberland,

7 D[] bate f'-:rz ewerlafting’y, and prepirinz to fubmit quietly
Tiat bids mz oc ¢f comfort. | to irreftitible calamity, than thcie
This {entiment 715 dr awn from pettv and conje&ured com/orts

nature. INothing i1s more of- whichunikilful officioufnefs thinks
fesfive to a mind convinced that it virtue to adminifter,
h:s duiirefs is without a remedy,

To
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To fay, King Richard. Ah, the heavy day, '
When fuch a facred King fhould hide his head!

North. Your Grace miftakes me; only to be bricf,

Left I his Title out.

" York. The time hath been,

Would you have been fo brief with him, he would

Have been fo brief with You, to fhorten you,

* For taking fo the'Head, the whole Head’s Length;
Boling. Miftake not, uncle, farther than you fhould.
York. Take not, good coufin, farther than you fhould.

Left you miftake. The heav’ns are o’er your head,

Boling. 1 know it, uncle, nor oppofe myfclf
Acainft their will.  But who comes here ?

Enter Percy.

Welcome, Harry; what, will not this caftle yield 2
Percy. ‘The caftle royally is mann’d, my lord,

Againft your entrance. | |
Beling. Royally © why, it contains no King ?
Percy. Yes, my good lord,

O ,
It doth contain a King. King Richard lies
Within the limits of yond lime and ftone;
And with him lord Aumerle, lord Salifbury,
oir §tephen Scroop, befides a clergy-man
Of holy reverence ; who, I cannot learn.
North. Belike, it is the bithop of Car/ife.
Boling. Noble lord, ~ [7¢ North.
Go to the rude ribs of that ancient caftle,
Through brazen trumpet fend the breath of Parle
Into his ruin’d ears, and thus deliver.
Henry of Bolingbroke upon his knees
Doth kifs King Richard’s hand, and fends allegiance
And faith of heartunto his royal perfon. |
£v'n at his feet I lay my arms and pow’r,
Provided, that my banifhment repeal’d,

* For takirg fo the bead,—] out reftraint; to take wndue li.
.TO take the bead 15, 10 a8t with-  berties.

And
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" And lands reftor’d ag again, be freely granted
If not, Pl ufe th’advantage of m
And lay the fummer’s dult with fhow rs of blood,
Rain’d from the wounds of flaughiter’d Englfbmen. |
The which, how far off from the mind of Balzng&raﬁe ;
Itis, fuch crimfon tempeft thould bedrench -'
The freth green lap of fair King Richard’s Land,
My ﬁo-c)plncr duty tenderly fhall thew.

Go fignify as much, while here we march

Upon the grafly carpet of this Plain.

Let’s march without the noife of threat’ning drum,
That from this Caftle’s tatter’d battlements

Our fair appointments may be well perus'd.
Methinks, King Richard and my felf thould meet
'With no lefs terror than the elements

Of fire and water, when their thund’ring Shock,
At meering, tears the cloudy cheeks of heav’n;

Be he the fire, I'll be the yielding water ;

The rage he his, while on the earth I rain

My waters; on the earth, and not on him.

March on, and mark King Richard how he looks.

SCENE

Pa le without, and anfwer within; then a flonrif,
Enter, oir the walls, King Kichard, the Bifbop of |
Carlifle, Aumerle, Scroop and Salifbury.

York. ® See! fee! King Richard doth himfelf appear,
As doth the bluthing difcontented Sun,

Y POW'T, .

VI.

From eut the fiery portal of the Faft,
When he perceives, the envious clouds are bent

To dim his Glory ; and to ftain the tradt
Of his bright Pafiage to the Occident.

8 See! fee! K:':z Richard ds¢/
bimfelf appear ] The fol-
]omng fix hne.; are abfurdly
givento Bs/ingbrokey who is made

6

to condemn his own condutt and
difcalp the King’s. "It is p]am
thefe fix and the four fol lowing
all belon ; to Yurk, WasB.

Yet
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vet looks he like a2 King ; behold his eye,
As bright as is the Eagle’s, lightens forth
Controlling Majefty ; alack, for woe,
That any harm fhould ftain fo fair a' thow!
K. Rich. We are amaz'd, and thus long have we
ftood |
To watch the fearful bending of thy knee, [T North.
Becaufe we thought our felf thy lawful King ;
And, if we be, how dare thy joints forget
To pay their awful duty to our prefence ?
If we be not, thew us the hand of God,
That hath difmifs’d us from our Stewardthip.
For well we know, no hand of blood and bone
Can gripe the facred handle of our Scepter,
Unlefs he do prophane, fteal, or ufurp.
And though you think, that all, as you have done,
Have torn their fouls, by turning them from' us,
And we are barren, and bereft of friends,
Yet know,——My Mafter, God omnipotent,
Is muft'ring in his clouds on our behalf
Armies of Peftilence ; and they fhall ftrike
Your children yet unborn, and unbegot,
That lift your vaffal hands againft my head,
And threat the Glory of my precious Crown.
Tell Bolingbroke, (for yond, methinks, he is)
That every ftride he makes upon my Land
Is dangerous treafon. He is come to ope
The purple Teftament of bleeding War ;
But ere the Crown, he looks for, live in peace, ?

Ten

9 But e'er the Croavn, be lo-ks Peace, as Mr. Warburton juftly
for, live in Peace, obferv’d to me, is a very odd
Ten thoufand bloody Crowns of Phrafe. He fuppofes;
Mothers’ Sons But Qer the Crowcn, be looks for,
$hall il] become the Flow'r of light in Peace, |
England’s face;] Tho' I 7. e. defcend and fe:tle upon Bo-
have not difturb’d the Text here, /inghroke's Head in Peace.
I cannot but think it liable to Again, [have a fmall Quarrel to
Sufpicion. A Crown living In the third Line quoted. Would

the
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‘Ten thoufand bloody crowns of mothers’ fons

I1.

Shall ill become the flow’r of England’s face ;
Change the complexion of her maid-pale peace
To fearlet indignation ; and bedew

Her Pafture’s grafs with faithful £#ns/ifs blood.
North. The chr of heav’n forbid, our lord the Kmo
Should {o with c1V1l and uncivil arms

Be rufb’d upon! no, thy thrice-noble coufin,
Horry of Bolingtroke, doth kifs thy hand,

And by the honourable tomb he {wears,

‘That ftands upon your royal grandfire’s bones,
And by the Royalties of both your bloods,
Currents, that fpring from one moft gracious head
And by the bury’d hand of warlike Gaunt, *
And by the worth and honour of himlelf,
Comprifing all that may be fworn, or faid,

kiis Coming hither hath no farther {cope,

the Poet fay, That bloody Crowns

thould disfigure the Floav’rs that

ft:ringr on the Ground. and be-
dew the Grafs with blood ? Surely
the two Images are too fim:lar.
I have fafpeQed,
Spall il become the Floor of Eng-
land’s Face;
7, e. Shall make a difmal Spec-
tacie on the Surface of the King-
dom’s Earth. THEOBALD.

Skall il Fecome the flowT of

Englard's face;] By the
fra’r of England’s jzee, 15 meant
the choicelt youths of England,
who fhall be flaughterd in this
quarrel, or have flosdy croauns,
4 be flmcer of England’.r facey to
defign her choiceft Youth, 15 a
fine and noble expreffion. Pe-
ricles, by a fimilar thoaght, faid
that the defruétion of the Athe-
nian youth was a fatality like
catting off the Spring from the
Year. Yet the Oxjurd Lditar,

who did notapprehend the fioure,
alters the line thus,

‘¢ Shall misbecome the fiow'ry
E:,g]aua”s face.”

Which means [ know not
what. W ARBURTON,
Dr. Warburton has inferted

lright in peace n the text of his
own edition, but Jwe in peace s
more {uitable to Richard's inteu-
tion, which 15 to tell him that
tnough he fhould get the ¢ own
by rebellion, 1t will be long before
1t will Jfve in peace,be {o jezeted at
to be airm. The fow’r of Eng-
land's face, 1svery happily ex-
plained, - -and any altcration 1
therefore neediefs.
i And by the bury'd hand of
warlike Gaune] It fhould
be read juft the other way,
And by the warlike band of bu-
1y’d Gaunt. WARBURT.

I {ee no great differcnce.

T hen
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Than for his lineal Royalties, and to beg - *
Infranchifement immediate on his .knees 3
Which on thy royal party granted once,

His glitt’ring arms he will commend to ruft ;
His barbed fleeds to ftables ; and his heart
To faithful {fervice of your Majefty. |
This {wears he, as he is a Prince, is juft; -
And as I am a Gentleman, I credit him.

K. Rich. Nortbumberland, fay—Thus the King -re-
His noble Coutin is right-welcome hither, [turns;
And all the number of his fair demands
Shall be accomplifh’d without contradiction.

‘With all the gracions utterance thou halft, .—»
Speak to his gentle Hearing kind Commends.

Exit North.
We do debafe our felf, Coufin, do wenot, [7o Aum.
To look {o poorly, and to fpeak {o fair ¢
Shall we call back Northumberland, and fend
Defiance to the traitor, and fo die?
Aum. No, good my lord, let’s fight with gentle words,
Till time lend friends, and friends their helpful {words.
K. Rich. Oh God, oh God! that €’er this tongue of
mine,
That laid the Sentence of dread Banifhment
On yond proud man, fhould take it off again
With words of Sooth;* oh, that I were as great
As is my grief, or lefler than my name! |
Or that T could forget what I have been,
Or not remember what [ muft be now!
Swell'ft thou, proud heart ? I'll give thee {cope to beat,
dince foes have {cope to beat both thee and me.
Aum. Northumberland comes back from Bolingbroke.
K. Rich. What muft the King do now ? muft he
fubmit?

The King fhall do it. Muft he be depos'd ?

* With words of footh 3——] or foftnefs, a fignification yet re-
Sooth is faveet as wellas true.  In  tained in the verb to jooth.
this place footh means fzveetne/s

VoL, 1V. - . 2 The




o KING RICHARD 11

The King fhall be contented : muit he lofe

The name of King? o’ God’s name, let it go.

I’ll give my jewels for a fer of beads ; |

My gorgeous palace, for a hermitage ;

My gay apparel, for an alms-man’s gown 3

My figur’d goblets, for a dith of wood ;

- My {cepter, for a palmer’s walking fiaff;

My fubjets, for a pair of carved {aints ;

And my large Kingdom, for a hittle Grave ;

A little, little Grave ;——an obicure Grave ;

Or P’ll be bury’d in the King’s high way, 3

Some way of common Trade, where Subjects’ feet
May hourly trample on their Sovereign’s head ; +
For on my heart they tread now, whillt I live;
And, bury’d once, why not upon my head { ===
Aumerle, thou weep’{t ; my tender-hearted coufin!
We'll make foul weather with defpifed tears 3

Qur f{ighs, and they, fhalllodge the fummer corn,
And make a dearth in this revolting Land.

Or fhall we play the Wantons with our woes,
And make fome pretty match, with (hedding tears?
As thus, to drop them ftill upon one place,

Till they have fretted us a pair of Graves

3 Or Illbecuried in the King's Image with the fame Word,
bigh wvay ; - THEOBALD.
Sorzz ifay of commor Trade,—~]  Dr. Warburton has put tred
As {pecious zs this Reading ap- in his own text, but zrade wil
pears, Mr. Warburton, Mr. Bi- ferve very well in the fenfe eithe
f£s5, and I, all concurr'd in {uf~  of commerce or cuftom.

pefting it, and in the Amend- 4 — on their fovereign's head]
ment which now poflefies the Shakefpeare is very apt to deviag
Text; from the pathetick to the ridic

Semz avay of commeon Tread,—  ous. Had the fpeech of Richarl
i.e. a hich Road. He fubjoins ended at this line it had exhibit

immediately ; ed the natural language of {ub-
For on my beart they tread msze,  miflive mifery, conforming its v
awkile [ livs tention to the prefent fortunt

And we know how much it is and calmly ending its purpofes
Scakifpeare's way to diverfify the in death,
Within
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Within the earth; and therein laid, there lies
Two kinfmen, digg’d their Graves with weeping eyes.
Would not this ill do well 2~——=Well, well, I {ee” "
[ walk but idly, and youmock atme. =~ = |

[Notth. advances:

Mot mighty Prince, my lord Northumberland,
What fays King Bolingbroke 2 will his Mayelty
Give Richard leave to live, till Richard die?
You make a leg, and Bolingbroke fays; ay.

North. My lord, in the bafe court he doth attend
To fpeak with you, may’t pleafe you to come down.
K. Rich. Down, down I come; like glift’ring Phaczton,
Wanting the manage of unruly jades.

4 [ North. retires to Bol,
In the bafe court ? bafe coutt, where Kings grow bafe,
To come at traitors’ Calls, and do them grace.
In the bafe courtcome down ¢ dowh,court ; down,King 3

For Night-owls fhriek, where mounting Larks fhould
fing, |
Boling. What fays his Majefty ?
North. Sorrow, and Grief of Heart,
Makes him {peak fondly, like a frantick Man

. [Richard comes to them.
Yet is he come. -

~ Boling. Stand all apatt,

And fhew fair duty to his Majefty.-

My gracious lord | [ Kneels,
K. Rich. Fair coufin, you debafe yout princely knee,

To make the bafe earth proud with kiffing it. |

Me rather had, my heart might feel your love,

Than my unpleas’d eye {ee your courtefie.

Up, confin, up; your heart is up, I know,

Thus high at leaft, although your knee be low.

| [Touching bis own bead.

Boling. My gracious lord, I come but for mine own.
K. Rich. Your own is yours, and I am yours, and alt,
Boling. So far be mine, my moft redoubted lord,.

As my true fervice (hall deferve your love,

F 2 Kq-: Rf'fka
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K. Rich. Well you deferve.—They well deferve ¢
- have, - .
That know the ftrong’{t and {urelt way to get.

Uncle, give me your hand ; nay, dry your eyes;
“Tears thew their love, but want their remedies.
Coufin, Iam too young to be your father,
Though you are old enough to be my heir.
What you will have, I’ll give, and willing too ;
For do we muft. what force will have us do.
Set on towards Londen. Coulin, 151t {o ¢

Boling. Yea, my good lord.

K. Rick. Then I muft not fay, #o. [ Flourifo. Exeunt,

S CENZE VI
A Garden, in the Queer’s Court,

Enter Queen and two Ladies.

Qucen. HAT f{port fhall we devife here in this
garden,
To drive away the heavy thought of care ?
Lady, Madam, we’ll play at bowls,
Queen. l;".[‘will make me think, the world 1s fullof
rubs,
And that my fortune runs againft the bias,

Lady. Madam, we’li dance.

Queen. My legs can keep no meafure in delight,
When my poor heart no meafure keeps in grief.
Therefore no dancing, girl ; {fome other fport.

Lady. Madam, we’ll tell tales.

Queen. Of forrow, or of joy !

Lady. Of either, Madam.
 Queen. Of neither, girl.

For if of joys being altogether wanting,

It doth remember me the more of {forrow;

Or if of grief, being altogether had,

It adds more forrow to my want of joy. .
- - of
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for what I have, I need not to repeat,
And what I want, 1t boots not to complain.

Lady. Madam, T'll fing.

Queen. *Tis well, that thou haft caufe,

But thou fhould’ft pleafe me better, would’ft thou weep,
Lady. 1-could weep, Madam, would itdo you.good.
Queen. And I could weep, would weeping do me

g0od,

And never borrow any tear of thee.

But ftay, here comes the Gardiners. |
Let’s ftep into the thadew of thefe trees ;———
My Wretchednefs unto a row of pins,

Enter a Gardiner, and two Servants.

They’ll talk of State; for every one doth fo,
* Againft 2 Change; woe is fore-run with woe.

[-foﬁm and Ladies retire.

Guard. Go, bind thou up yond dangling Apricots,
Which, like unruly children, make their Sire
Stoop with oppreffion of their prodigal weight.

* Aoainf} a Change; awoe is
fore-run wwith wor,] DBuat
what was there, in the Gardiners’
talking of State, for matter of
{omuch wwee? Befides, this is in«
tended for a Semtence, but proves
a very fimple one. I f{uppoie
Shake/peare wrote,
~—auoe is fore-run aith MOCKS,
which has {ome meaning 1n 1t;
and fignifies, that, when great
Men are on the decline, their
~ inferiors take advantage of their
condition, and treat them withe
out ceremony. And this we find
to be the cafe in the following
fcene. But the Editors wera feci-
mg for a rhime. Tho’ had they

followed, tho’ it did not to what
went before. W ARBURTON,

There 15 no need of any emen-
dation. 'the poet, according to
the ccmmon dottrine of progno-
itication, {uppofes dejeltion to
forerun calamity, and a kingdom
to be flled with rumours of for-
row when any great difafter-is
impending. The f{enfe 15 that,

puﬂ*ﬁrémﬁh are &lzua)'f f’"f/‘:g"

mfﬁfr{' f_y pu&fifﬁf Pe‘zgﬁ szr.r{/.:‘, and
plainticve converfation, [he cone
~eit of rhymiag mocks with apri-
cocks, which 1 hope Stakefpeare
knew better how to {pell, fhows
that the commentator was re-
{olved not to let his conjellure

not been {o impatient they would  fall for want of any fupport that
have found it gingled to what. hecould giveit,

Vor. IV.

-Fg

Give
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Give fome fupportance to the bending twigs.
Go thou, and, like an executioner,

Cut off the heads of too-faft-growing fprays,
"That look. too lofty in our Common-wealth ;
All muft be even in our Government.

You thus imploy’d, 1 will go root away
The noifom weeds, that without profic fuck
The foil’s fertility from wholefom flowers.

Serv. Why fhould we, in the compafs of a pale,
Keep law, and form, and due proportion,
Shewing, as in a model, a firm ftate? s
When our Sea-walled garden, the whole Land,
Is full of weeds, her faireft flowers choak’d up,
Her fruit-trees all unprun’d, her hedges ruin’d,
Her krots diforder’d, dnd her wholefom herbs

Swarming with Caterpillars ?
Guzrd. Hold thy peace.
He, that hath fuffer’d this diforder’d Spring,
Hath now himlelf met with the Fall of leaf;
The weeds, that his broad fpreading leaves did fhelter,
That {eem’d, 1n eating him, to hold him up;
Are pull’d up, root and all, by Bolingbroke ;
1 mean, the Earl of Wiltfbire, Bufby, Green.
Serv, What, are they dead ¢
Gerd. They are,
And Belingbreke hath feiz’d the walteful King,
Y hat pity is’t, that he had not fo trimm’d
And dreft kis Land, as we this Garden drefs,
And wound the bark, the {kin, of our fruit-trees :
Left, being over proud with fap and blood,
With too much riches it confound it felf;
Had he done {o to great and growing men,
They might liave liv’d to bear, and he to tafie
Their fruits of duty. All fuperfluous branches

S ——ovUR frm fatz?] How firm? We fhould read,
could he fay curs when he 1mme- A firm flate.
diziely fudjoins, that 1t was in- WarBURTON.

We
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We lop away, that bearing boughs may live ;

1ad he done fo, himfelf had borne the*Crown,

Which wafte and idle hours have quite thrown down.
S.rv. What, think you then, the King fhall be

depos’d ? .

Gard. Depreft he is already ; and depos’d,

*Tis doubted, he will be. Letters laft night

Came to a dear friend of the Duke of 2ork,

That tell black tidings.

Queen. Oh, I am preft to death, through want of
{peaking.
Thou Adam’s likenefs, fet to drefs this garden,
How dares thy tongue found this unpleafing news ?
What Eve, what Serpent hath fuggoefted thee,
To make a fecond Fall of curfed man?
Why doft thou fay, King Rickard is depos’d ?
Dar'ft thou, thou little better Thing than earth,
Divine his downfal ¢ fay, where, when, and how
Cam’ft thou by thefe ili tidings ? Speak, thou wretch.
- Gard. Pardon me, Madam. Little joy have I
To breathe thefe ne” 33 yet, what 1 fay, is true.
King Richard, he is in the mighty hold |
Ot Bolingbroke ; their fortunes both are weigh'd ;
In your Lord’s Scale 1s nothing but himfelf,
And {fome few Vanities that make him light ;
But in the Balance of great-Bo/ingbroke,
Befides himfelf, are all the Englifb Peers,
- And with that odds he weighs King Richard down.
Polt you to London, and you’ll ind it fo;
I ipeak no more, than every one doth know.
Queen. Nimble Mifchance, that art fo light of foot,
Doth not thy Embaffage belong to me ?
And am I laft, that know it ? oh, thou think’ft
To ferve me laft, that I may longeft keep
Thy forrow in my breaft. Come, ladies, go;
Tomeet, at London, London’s King in woe.
What, was I born to this ? that my fad Look
ohould grace the triumphi of great Bolingbroke ¢
~ Fyq ~ * Gard’ner,
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Gard'ner, for telling me thefe news of woe,

I would, the plants, ° thou graft’ft, may never grow,
. [ Exeunt Queen and Ladies,
Gara. Poor Queen, fo that thy ftate might be no

worfe,

I would my fkill were fubjeét to thy Curfe.

Here did fhe drop a tear; here, in this place,

I'll fera bank of Rue, four berd of grace;

Rue, ev’n for ruth, here fhortly fhall be feen,

In the remembrance of a weeping Queen.

| Exeunt Gard. and Sere,

ACT IV. SCENE I
In LONDON.

Eitery as 10 the Parlcinent, Bolingbroke, Aumerle,
Northumberland, Percy, Fitzwater, Surry, Bifisp
of Carlifle, Abbot of Weltminlter, Hereld, Officeis,
aid Bagot. -

BOLINGBROKE.

CALL Bagot forth : now freely fpeak thy mind

W hat thou doft know of noble Glo’fer’s death -
Who wrought it with the King, and who perform’d
The bloody office of his timelefs end. 7

Bagzot. Then et before my face the lord Aumeriz.

Baling. Coufin, {tand forth, and look upon that man.

Bagot. My Lord Aumerle, Tknow your daring tongue
Scorns to unfay, what it hath once deliver’d.

In that dead time when Gls'ffer’s death was plotted,

S Iavsuld, the tlants, &c.—] been throughout this play very
This execration of the queen is diligent to reje® what he did
fomewhat ludicrous, and unfuit- not like, has yet, I know not
aole to her condition ; the gar- why, fpared the laft lines of this
aener’s rejlexion is better adapted  aft.
to the fate both of his mind and 7 bis timelefs end. |

his formne.  Mr. Poge, whohas  Timelefs for untimely, W axe,
- I heard
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I heard you fay, ¢ Is not my arm of length, -
« That reacheth from the reftful Englifo Court

« As far as Calais to my uncle’s head %
Amongft much other talk that very time,

1 heard you fay, ¢ You rather had refufe,

«« The offer of an hundred thoufand crowns,

« Than Bolingbroke return to England 3 adding,

« How bleft this Land would be in this your Coufin’s
¢ death.”

Aum. Princes, and noble Lords, |
What anfwer fhall I make to this bafe man ?
Shall I fo much dithonour my fair ftars, *

On equal terms to give him chaftifement ?
Fither I muft, or have mine honour {oil’d
Wich the attainder of his fland’rous lips.

There is my Gage, the manual feal of death,
That marks thee out for hell. Thou lieft,

And T’ll maintain what thou haft faid,. is falfe,
In-thy heart-blood, though being all too bale
To ftain the temper of my knightly {word.
Boling. Bagot, forbear; thou fhalt not take it up,

Aum. Excepting one, I would he were the beft
Inall this prefence that hath mov’d me fo.

Fitzw. 1f that thy valour ftand on fympathies,

8 ——my fair sTars, ] 1 therefore one whom, according
rather think it fhould be sTEM, to the rules of chivalry, he was
he being of the royal blood. not obliged to fight, as a nobler

WarsurTON. life was not to be ftaked in duel

I think the prefent reading un- againft a bafer. Fizzavalter then
exceptionable. 'The dirthis{up- throws.down his gage a pledge
pofed to be influenced by the of battle, and tells him that if
Jlars, therefore our authour with he ftands upon fympathiec, that
his ufual licence takes fars for 1is, upon equality of bload, the
birth, combat 1s now offered him by a

9 If that thy «walour flaxd on man of rank not inferiour to his

fympatbies,] Hereis a tran- own. Sympathyis an affeftion in-
flated fenfe much harfher than cident at once to two fubjedts,
that of ftars explained in the fore- This community of affedtion im-

going note, Aumerle has chal- plies a likenefs or equality of na-
lenged Bagor with fome hefita- 7ure, and thence our poet trans-

tion, as not being his equal, and ferred the term 7o equality of blood.
‘There -
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There is m G&ge, Aumerle, 1n gage to thine,

By that faJ: Sun, that thews me where thou ftand’ft,

I heard thee fay, and vauntingly thou fpak’ ir,

‘That thou wert caufe of noble G/o’ffer’s death.

1f thou deny’ft it, twenty times thou lieft ;

And I will turn thy falfhood to thy heart,

Where it was forged, with my rapier’s point. *
Aun. Thou dar’{t not, coward, live to fee the day,
Fitzw. Now, by my {oul, I would it were this hour,
Auin. Fitzeeater, thou art damn’d to hell for this.
Perey. Awmerle, thou lieft ; his honouris as true,

¥n tats 2ppe cal, as thou art all unjuft;

And thar thot art fo, there [ throw my Gage

To prove it on thee, to th' extreameft point

Ot mortal breathing.  Seize it, if thou dar'ft.

Azm. And if 1 do not, may my hands rot off,

And never brandith more revengetul fteel

Over the glittering helmet of my foe.
¢ fiother Lovd. 1 take the earth to the like, for{worn

HAumerle,

And fpur thee on with full as many lies

As may be hollow’d in thy treach’rous ear

From fin to fin. Here is my honour’s pawn,

Engage it to the trial if thou dar'ft.
anm. Who fetsmeelfe ? by heav’n, I'll throw at all

§ have a thoufand {pirits 1n my breaft,

T'o anfwer twenty thoufand {uch as you.

Swriey. My Lord Fitzwater, I remember well

T he very time Aumerle and youdid talk.

Firzw. MyLord, ’tis true ; you were in prefence then;

' ey rasier's point.] was not {feen in Enzland till two
Séaé:ﬁmre deferis tae manners centuries afterwards.
of the age in which his dramais ~ * This {peech I have reftored
PL:CEd very often, without ne- from the firlt edition in humbie
ceitity oradvan‘age | he edge 1imitation of former editors,
of a fword had ferved his pur- though, [ believe, againft the
pol= as well as the poinf of @ ra- mind of the authour. For i
gie-s and he had then efcaped carth 1 fuppofe we {ho:ld read,
ihe impropriety of giving the thy oath.
Exc/ L nobles a weapon which

&

ﬁnd
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And you can witnefs with me, this is true. -
Surry. As falle, by heav’n, asheav’n itfelf is true,

Fitz. Surty, thou lieft.
Surry. Difhonourable boy;
That Lie thall lye fo heavy on my {word,
That it fhall render vengeance and revenge,
Till thou the lie-giver, and that Lie, reft
In earth as quiet, as thy father’s fcull.
Inproof whereof, there is mine honour’s pawn
Engage it to the tryal, if thou dar’ft, ' |
Fitz. How fondly doft thou fpur a forward horfe
If 1 dare eat, or drink, or breathe, or live,
2| dare meet Surrey in a wildernefs,
And {pit upon him, whilft I fay, he lies, -
And lies, and lies. There is my bond of faith,
To tie thee to my ftrong correction.
As | intend to thrive 3in this new world,
Aumerle is guilty of my true appeal.
Befides I heard the banifh’d Norfolk fay,
That thou, Aumerle, didft fend two of thy men
To execute the noble Duke at Calass.
Aum. Some honeft chriftian truft me with a gage,
That Norfolk lies. Here do I throw down this,
If he may be repeal’d, to try his honour.
Boling. Thefe Diff ’rences fhall all reft under gage,
Till Norfolk be repeal’d 3 repeal’d he fhall be,
And, thQugh imine enemy, reftor’d again
To all his Signiories ; - when he’s return’d,
Againit Aumerle we will enforce his tryal.
Carl. That honourable day fhall ne’er be feen.
Many a time hath banifh’d Norfolk fought
For Jefu Chrift, in glorious chriftian field
* Idare meet Surrey in @ wil- 3 In this newworld] In this

- dermgfs.) 1 dare meet him world where I have juft begun
where no Help can be had by me to be an a&or. Surrey has, a

againft him, ~ So in Macbezh, few Lines above, called him
~—Q0 be alive apain, boy.
And dare me to the defert avith
{ ;{}' f Wor d ¢

Stream-
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Streaming the Enfign of the chriftian Crofs,
Againit black Pagans, Turks, and Saracens:
Thf:n toil’d with works of war, retir'd hlmftlf
To Italy, and there at Venice gave

His body to that pleafant Country’s earth,

And his pure foul unto his captain Chrift,

Under whofe Colours he had fought fo long
Boling. Why, Bifhop, is Naay‘al& dead ?
Carl Sure 251 live, my lord.

Beling. Sweet peace conduct his foul

To th’ befom of good Abrabam!—Lords appealants,

Your dif rences fha 1 all reft under gage,

Till we affign you to your days of tryal,

SCENE'H.

- Futer York.

York. Great Duke of Lanzaffer, 1 come to thee
From pTum_. piucke Rechard, who with willing foul
Adopts thee Heir, and his high Scepter yields -
To t‘r* Pofleffion of thy roy Al hand.

Afcand hls T I"'one defcendng NOW from him,

.....

Be! fzrzg In ch 5 nan*e Il afcend the regal thtone
Ceri, Marry, heav’ aforbid! | .
Wo*{’c in this roval prefence may I {peak,

Yet beft beeem.ncr me to fpeak the truth.
Wou‘d God, that any in this noble prefence
Were enough noble to be upright judge
Of noble Rmm;d then true Noblenefs would
1 ears him forbﬂarancc from fo foul a wrong,
VWhat Subjéét can give Sentence on' his King ?

And who (its here, that is not Richard’s Subject ¢
Thicves are not judg’d, but they are by to hear,
Although apparent Gullt be feen in them.

¥ T gi b‘r’/’ 5 ﬁfmmg me fo tba tmtb
ff"a‘ the tratf.] At might But I do not think it 1s prmted
bz read more grammatically, otherwife than as Shakefpeart

Yer beff befeems it e #0 fteak  wrote it

. And
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s And fhall the Figure of God’s Majefty, '
His Captain, Steward, Deputy ele,
Anointed, crown’d, and planted: many years,
Be judg’d by {ubject and inferior breath,
And he himfelf not prefent? oh, forbid it!
That, in a chriftian climate, foulsrefin’d
Should thew fo heinous, black, obfcene a deed,
[ {peak to Subjedts, and a Subject fpeaks;, .
Stirr’d up by heav’n, thus boldly for his King.
My lord of Hereford here, whom you call King,
Is a foul traitor to proud Hereford’s King,
And if you crown him, let me prophefie,
The blood of Englifh fhall manure the ground,
And future ages groan for this foul a&. . =
Peace fhall go fleep with Turks and Infidels,
And in this feat of peace, tumultuous wars
Shall kin with kin, and kind with kind, ccnfound.
Diforder, horror, fear and mutiny -
Shail here inhabit, and this Land be call’d
The field of Golporba, and dead men’s fculls.
Oh, it you rear this houfe againft this houfe,
[t will the wofulleft divifion prove,
That ever fell upon this curfed earth,
Prevent, relift it, let it not be fo, '
Left children’s children cry againit you, woe.

North. Well have you argw’d, Sir; and for your

palns, | |

OF capital treafon we arreft you here,
My lord of /7eftminfter, be it your charge,
To keep him fafely till his day of tryal. ¢

| May™t

> dnd foall the fgure, &c.] It muft be obferved that the Poet
Here is ancther proof that intends from the beginning to
our authour did not learn in the end to exhibit this bifhop as
Ring Fames’s court his elevated brave, pious, and venerable.
wotons of the right of kings. I~ 6 His day of mial ]
Know not any flatterer of the After this line, whatever fol-
Sznarf.; who has exprefled this lows, almoft to the end of the
dolltrine in much [tronger terms. ad, containing the .whole pro-

cels
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May’t pleafe you, lords, to grant the Common’s fuit? §
Boling. Fetch hither Ricbard, that in common vicy |
He may furrender. So we fhall proceed
Without fufpicion.
York. 1 will be his conduct. [ Exit, |
Boling, Lords, you that here are under our Arreft,
Procure your fureties for your days of an{wer. |

- Little are we beholden to your love, -
And little look’d for at your helping hands.

S C ENE IL

Enter King Richard, end York,

K. Rich. Alack, whyam I fent for to a King.
Before I have fhook off the regal thoughts
Wherewith I reign’d ? I hardly yet have learn’d
T’ infinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my knee.
Give forrow leave a-while, to tutor me
To this fubmiffion. Yet I well remember
7 The favours of thefe men: were they not mine?
Did they not fometime cry, all hail! tome?

So Tudas did to Chrift 3 but he, in twelve,
Found truth in all, but one; I, in twelve thoufand,
none.

God fave the King '——will no man fay, Amen ¢

Am I both prieft and clerk ? well then, Amea.
God fave the King, although I be not he;

And yet, Amen, if heav’n do think him me.

To do what fervice, am I fent for hither: |
York. To do that office of thine own good will,

Which tired Majefty did make thee offer,

The Refignation of thy State and Crown.

cefs of dethroning and debafing born without much lofs. The av
King Ricbard, was added after thour, I {uppole, intended (0
the firft edition of 1592, and mzke a very moving lcene.
before the {econd of 1615. 7 The favours.] The cur
Part of the addition 1s proper, ferances; the features
and part might have been for-

K. Rid
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X. Rich. Give me the Crown,——Here, coufin,
~ f{eize the Crown, |

Here,. on this fide, my hand ; on that fide, thine.

Now is this golden Crown like a deep well,

That owes two buckets, filling one another ;

The emptier ever dancing in the air, ,

The other down, unfeen and full of water -

That bucket down, and full of tears, am I;

Drinking my griefs, whilft you mount up on high.
Boling. 1 thought you had been willing " to refiga.-
K. Rich. My Crown, I am; but {till my griefs are

mine ; :

You may my Glories and my State depofe,

But not my griefs; ftill am I Kingof thofe.

Boling. Part of your Cares you give me with your
Crown, -

K. Rich. Your cares fet up, do not pluck my cares
down.

My care, is lofs of care, by old care done;

Your care, is gain of care, by new care won.

The cares I give, I have, though given away ;

They tend the Crown, yet ftill with me they ftay:
Boling. Are you contented to refign the Crown ?
K. Rich. Ay, no3—no, ay ;—for I muft nothing be;

Therefore nono; for I refign to thee,

Now, mark me how I willundo myfelf ;

I give this heavy weight from off my head ;

And this unwieldy Scepter from my hand ;

The pride of kingly fway trom out my heart ;.

¥ The emptier ever dancing.] playing with founds, Richard
This is a comparifon not eafily feems to fay here, that.bis cares
accommodated to the f{ubje®, are nor made lefs by the increafe of
nor very naturally introduced. Bolingbroke’s cares, for this rea-
The bett part is this line, in {on, that A5 care 45 the I8 of
which he makes the ufurper the care, his grief is, that his regel
empty bucket, cares are at an end, by ibe vefie-

. My care, is hfs of care, by tion of the care to awlbich be bad

old care done | Shakelpeare  been accufferied. |

often obfcures his meaning by

With



80 KING RICHARD 1L

‘With mine own tears I wafh away * my Balm
With mine own hands I give away my Crown ;
With mine own tongue deny my facred State ;
With mine own breath releale all duteous oaths
All pomp and Majefty I do forfiwear ; -
My manors, rents, revenues, I forego
My acts, decrees, and ftatutes I deny;
God pardon all oaths, that are broke to me!
God keepall vows unbroke; are made to thee! ._
Make me, that nothing have, with nothing griev’d, |
- And thou with all pleas’d, that haft all atchiev’d!
Long may’ft thou live in Rickard’s Seat to fit,
And {oon lye Richard 1n an earthy pit !
God fave King Henry, unking’d Richard {ays,
- And fend him many years of {un-fhine days!
What more remains ¢
¢ - North. No more; but that you read
Thefe accufations, and thefe grievous crimes
Committed by your perfon, and your followers,
Againft the State and Profit of this Land :
That, by confeffing them, the fouls of men
May deem that you are worthily depos’d.
K. Rich. Muft I do fo? and muft I ravel out
: My weav’d-up follies? Gentle Nesthumberiand,
If thy offences were upon record,
Would it not fhame thee, 1n o fair a troop,
To read a le€ture of them? *if thou wouldft, !
There fhould’{t thou find one heinous article,
Containing the depofing of a King;
And cracking the ftrong warrant of an oath,
- Mark’d with a blot, damn’d in the book of heav’n.
Nay, ail of you, that ftand and look upon mie,
Whilft that my wretchednefs doth bait my {elf,
Though fome of you with Pilate wath your hands,
Shewing an outward pity ; yet you Prlafes

4

v A%y Bals] Theoil of con- 2 IfF thou avouls’.] That 5
focration.  He has mentioned it if thou would’tt read over a il
b=fora. of thy own deeds,

I H ave
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Have here deliver’d me to my fow’r Crofs,

And water cannot wafh away your {in.
North. My lord, difpatch; read o’er thefe articles.
K. Rich. Mine eyes are full of tears, I cannot fee

And yet falt-water blinds them not fo much,

But they can fee 3a Sort of traitors here.

Nay, if I turn mine eyes upon mylelf,

 find myfelf a traitor with thereft ;

For [ have given here my foul’s confent,

T* undeck the pompous body of a King;

Made Glory bafe; a Sovereign a flave ;

Proud Majefty, a fubject; State, a peafant.
North, My lord
K. Rich. No lord of thine, thou haught-infulting

114n §

Nor no man’s lord 3 I have no Name, no Title

No, not that Name was giv’n me at the Font,

But "uis ufurp’d.  Alack, the heavy day,

That I have worn {o many winters out,

And know not now, what name to call myfelf! . .

Oh, that I were a mockery-King of {now,

Standing before the Sun of Balingbroke,

To melt myfelf away in water-drops !

Good King,—great King,—and yet not greatly good,

An if my word be fteding yet in Eugland, [7o Boling.

Let it command a mirror hither ftraight,

That it may fhew me what a face 1 have,

Since 1t is bankrupt of his Majetty.
Being. Go fome of you, and fetch a looking-glafs,
Norsh. Read o’er this paper, while the glafs doth

COITIE.

K. Rich. Fiend, thou torment’ft me, ere I come to
hell.

Beling. Urge it no more, my lord Northuinberland.

VASort ] A pack, a compa- fort in this fenfe was, perhaps,
7. WarnurTON., Hailer.

*1111?‘ laft who ufed the word A fort of Iufly fhepherds firive.
- Vou. IV, G North.
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Neith. The Commons will not then be fatisfy’d.  §
K. Rich. They fhall be fatisfy’d ; T’ll read enough, B
When I do {ce the very Book, indeed,
Where all my fins are writ, and that’s myfelf.

Entcr One, with a Glafs.

Give me that Glafs, and therein will 1 read.
~—No deeper wrinxles yet? hath Sorrow ftruck
So many blows uron this face of mine,
And made no deeper wounds ? oh, flate’ring Glafs,
Like to my Followers in profperity,
Thou doft beguile me. Was this face, the face
That every day under his houfhold roof
Did keep ten thoufand men ¢ was this the face,
That, like the Sun, did make beholders wink ?
Is this the face, which fac’d {o many follies,
That was at laft cut-fac’d by Bolingbreke ?
A brittle Glory {hineth in this face ;
[ Dafizes the Glafs agatuft the Groun,
As brttle, as the glory, is the face ;
For thereit is, crackt in an hundred (hivers.
Mark, filent King, the Moral of this {port;
How foon my {orrow hath deftroy’d my face.
Boling. The thadow of your {orrow hath deftroy’d
The fhadow of your face.
K. Rich. Say thatagain.
The fhacow of my forrow ! ha, let’sfee;
>Tis very true, my grief lies all within;
And thefe external manners of laments
Are merely fhadows to the unfeen grief,
That fwells with filence in the tortur'd foul ;
There lies the fudftance. And I thank thee, King,
Forthy great bounty, that not only giv’ft
Me caufe to wail, but teacheft me the way
How to lament the caufe. I’ll beg one boon;
And then be gene, and trouble you no more.
thall | obtain it ?
Bobig.
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Boln>. Nameit, fair Coufin.
K. Rich. Fair Coufin! Iam greater thana King :.
For when I was a King, my flatterers
Were then but Subjelts ; being mow a Subject
[ have a King here to my Hatterer
Being fo great, 1 have no need to beg.
Boling, Yet alk.
K. Rich. And fhall I have?
Boling. You fhall.
K. Rich. Then give me leave to go.
Beling. Whither ! | |
K. Rich. Whither youwill, fo I were from your fight,
Boling. Go fome of you, convey him to the Tower,
K. Rich. Oh, good! convey ;——=* Conveyers are
you all. _
That rife thus nimbly by a true King’s fall.  [Exit,
Boling. On Wednefday next we folemnly fet down
Our Coronation : lords, prepare yourfelves.
Let it be fo, and lo be ready all.

[ Ex. all but Abbot, Bifhop of Carlifle and Avmerle,

S CENE IV

Abbot, A woeful pageant have we here beheld.
Carl, The woe’s to come ; the children yet unborn
Shall feel this day as fharp to them as thora, 3

Aum. You holy Clergy-men, is there no Plot,
Torid the Realm of this pernicious blot.
Abbot. Before 1 freely fpeak my mind herein,

You fhall not only take the Sacrament,

* Conveyers are ye all] To fays the depofed Prince, jupplers
tivey is a term o'ten ufed in an  who rife with this wimble dexte-
il fenfe, and fo R chard under- rity by the fall of d good king.
ltands it here.  Piffsl fays of 5 Ar foarp as tharn.] This
Jealng, convey the awife it call; pathetick denunciation fhews
M 10 comver is the word for that Stakefteare ntended, to 1m-
Heht of haad, which feems to prefs his auditors with diflike of
i.bE dluded to-here. 1% are aff, the depofal of Richard,

| (2 To
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* To bury mine intents, but to effect
Whatever I fhall happen to devile.

I fee, your brows are full of difcontent,
Your hearts of forrow, and your eyes of tears.

Come home with me to fupper, and I’ll lay
A Plot, fhall fhew us all 2 merry day. ° [ Exeunt, |

Wy,

ACT V. SCENE 1.

A Street .1n LoNDON.

Euter Queen, and Ladies.

QUEEN.

HIS way the King will come : this is the way
7 To Fulius Cafar’s ill-erelted Tower ;
To whole fiint bofom my condemned lord
Is doom’d a prifoner, by proud. Baolingbroke.
¥ Here let us reft, if this rebellious earth
Have any Refting for her true King’s Queen,
Enter King Richard, and Guards.
But foft, but fee, or rather do not fee,
My fair rofe wither; yet look up ; behold,
That you in pity may dufolve to dew,
And wath him frefh again with true-love tears.
9 O thou, the model where old 774y did ftand,
[To K. Richard
Thoy,

‘_* 75 bary, 10 conceal 5 to keep faid to have been the work of
feceret. Fulius Ceefar,

b In the firlt edition thereis 3 Here ht us reff, if, &
no perfonal appearance of Ning  Hore refl, if any reft can har

Rffffmrd, {o thatali to the line bour Lere. MirToy,
at which he leaves the ftage was 9 —O thou, the modil kit
inferted afterwards. old Troy did fand] Th |

7 7o Julins Czlar’sy, &c.] The Queen ufes comparative term
Tower of Lendon s wadidionally ablolutely,  inftead of fayl}lgr
J i
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Thou map of honour, thou King Richard’s tomb,
And not King Richard, thou moft beauteous Inn,
Why fhould hard-favour’d grief te lodg’d in thee,
When T riumph is become an ale- houfe Gueft ? |
K, Rich. * Join not with grief, fair Woman, do not fo,
To make my End too fudden. L.earn, good foul,
To think our former ftate a happy dream,
From which awak’d, the truth of what we are
Shews us but this. * Iam fworn brother, Sweet,
To grim Neceffity 5 and he and I
Will keep 2 league till death. Hye thee to France,
And cloifter thee in {ome Religtous Houfe
Qur holy lives muft win a new world’s Crown,
Which our profane hours here have ftricken down.
Queen. What, 1s my Richard both in fhape and mind
Transform’d and weak ? hath Bolingbrokg depos’d
Thine intellet ¢ hath he been in thy heart? -
The Lion, dying, thrufteth forth his paw,
And wounds the earth, if nothing elfe, with rage
To be o’erpower’d : and wilt thou, pupil-like,
Take thy correction mildly, kifs the rod,
And fawn on rage with bafe humility,
Which art a Lion and a King of beafts ?
K. Rich. A King of beafts, indeed—if aught but
beafts, -

I had been {till a happy King of men.

Good fometime Queen, prepare thee hence for France s
Think, I am dead ; and that ev’n here thou tak’ft,

&

Thou avho appearefl as the gronnd  me down at once. My own part
on which the magnificence of of forrow I can bear, but thy
Troy was once ercted, fhe fays, affiftion will immediately de«

O thouy the model, &c. ftroy me. *
_WJM map of honour. ‘Thou ! I aw ﬁuam 5}'03‘56?‘,
piclure of greatnefs. To grim neceffity ;— ) E have

* Yoin not avith griefy] Do reconciled myfelf to neceflity,
Yot thou unite with grief againt I am in a ftate of amrity with
me; do not, by thy additional the confiraint whick I have {ufs
Orrows, enable grief to ftnke tajned.

G 3 As.
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As from my death-bed, my lalt living Leave,

In winter’s tedious nights {it by the fire

With good old folks, and let them tell thee Tales
Of woeful ages, long ago betid ;

And ere thou bid good Night, to quit their grief, *
Tell thou the lamentable Fall of me,

And fend the heareis weeping to their beds.

For why? * the fenfelefs brands will fympathize
The heavy accentof thy moving tongue,

And in compaflion weep the fire out;

And {ome wiil mourn 1n afhes, fome coal-tlack,
For the dezofing of a righttul King,

S C E N E L

Ester Worthumberiand atfended.

- v

Nertk. My lord, the mind of Belingbrote is chang'd:
You muit to Pezfret, not unto the Totcr.
And, Madam, there is order ta'en for you,
With all fwiit {peed, vou muft away 1o France.

K. Rich. Nerthumberlind, thou ladder wherewithil
The mounting Beifugbicke alcends my Throne,
‘The time fhali not be many hours of age
More than it 1s, ere foul {in, gath’ring head,
Shall brezk 1nto corruption ; thou fhalt think,
Though he divide the Realm, and give thee half,
It is too little, helping him to all;
And he ‘hall think, that thou, which know’ft the way
To plant unnighttul Kings, wilt know again,
Being ne’er fo littie urg’d, another way
To pluck him headlong from th’ ufurped Throne.
The love of wicked friends converts to fear ;

That fear to hate; and hate wurns one, or both,

% —— 11 gm'! their grhy‘.] To fpeech with the forEgoing line, |
reraliate their mournfai flories.  and havefpared his childifh pratté |
s For awhy ¢ 1 The about the fire.
poet fzould have ended ths

To
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To worthy danger, and deferved death.

North. My guilt be'on my head, and there’s an end,
—Take leave and part, for you muft part forthwith.
K. Rich. Doubly divorc’d ¢ Bad men, ye violate
A two-fold marriage ; ’twixt my crown and me

And then betwixt me and my married wife.
Let me unkifs the oath ’twixt thee and me.

[0 the Queen.

—And yet not fo, for with a kifs ’twas made.

Part us, Northumberland. 1, towards the North,

Where fhiv’ring cold and ficknefs pines the clime;

My Queen to France, from whence, fet forth in pomp,

Che came adorned hither like fweet May;

Sent back like Hollowmas, or fhorteft day. -
Queen. And muft we be divided ! muft we part ?
K. Rich. Ay, hand from hand, my Love, and heart

trom heart.
Queen. Banifh us both, and fend the King with me,
North. ‘That were fome Love, but little Policy.
Queen. Then whither he goes, thither let me gos -
K. Rich. So two together weeping, make one woe.
Weep thou for me in France ; I for thee here :
Better far off ; than near, be ne’er the near. 4
Go, count thy way with fighs, I mine with groans :

Queen. So longeft way fhall have the longeft means.
K. Rich. T'wice for one ftep I'll groan, the way be-
ing fhort,
And piece the way out with a heavy heart.
Come, come, in wooing. forrow let’s be brief';
sice, wedding it, there is fuch length in grief.
One kifs fhall {top our mouths, and dumbly part 5

Thus give I mine, and thus take.l thy heart. [They kifs.

4 Botter far ,31?: than near, be counties, ne'er -the ne-er; 15, ¥

neer the near,] 'T0 be ne- make no advance towards the geed
ver the ?}:gber, Or as 1t 15 ¢om- dﬂﬁ-ﬁ'&’.

monly fpoken in the mid land

G 4 Qﬂﬁ;ﬁfl
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Queen. Give me mine own again; ’twere no good
part,
To take on meto Leep, and kill thy heart. {Kifs again,
So, now I have mine own again, be gone,
That I may {trive to kil it with 2 groan.
K. Rich. We make woe wanton with this fond delay:
Onee more, adicu; the reft let forrow fay. [ Ewxeunt,

S CENE I
The Drke of Y O R K’s Palace,

Enter York, aund his Dut:befs.

Dutch. Y lord, youtold me, you would tell the
reft,
When Weeping made you break the ftory off,
Of our two Coufins coming into London.
York. Where did I leave ¢
Dutch, At that {ad ftop, my: lord,
Where rude mif-govern’d hands, from window-tops,
Threw duit and rubbith on King Richard’s head.
Yerk. Then, as I {aid, the Duke, great Bolinghrok,
Mounted upon a hot and fiery fteed,
‘Which his afpiring Rider feem’d to know,
With flow, but ftately pace, kepton his courfe ;
‘While 2l tongues cry’d, God fave thee, Bolinglroke!
You wou’d have thought, the very windows {pake,
So many greedy looks of young and old
Through cafements darted their defiring eyes
Upon his vifage ; and that all the walls
With painted imag’ry had {aid at once,
“Felu, preferve thee! welcome, Bolingbroke!
‘Whilft he, from one {ide to the other turning,
Bare-headed, lower than his proud fteed’s neck,
Belpoke them thus; I thank you, Country-men;

And thus {till doing, thus he pait along,
" Dutch,
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Dutch. Alas! poor Richard, where rides he the while ?
verk. As in-a Theatre, ‘the eyes of men,
Atrer a well-grac’d Actor legves the Stage,
Are idly bent -on him that enters next,
T hinking bis prattle to be tedious :
Fven fo, or with much more contempt, men’s eyes
Did fcowl an Richard ; no man cry’d, God fave him}
No joyful tongue gave him his welcome home ;
But duft was thrown upon his facred head ;
Which with fuch gentle {orrow he thook off,
His face ftill combating with tears and {miles,
The badges of his grief and patience ;
That had not God, for fome ftrong purpofe, fteel’d
The hearts of men, they muft perforce have melted ;
And barbari{m it felf have pitied him.
But heaven hath a hand in thefe events,
To whofe high will we bound our calm contents.
To Bolinghroke are we {worn Subjects now,
Whofe State, and Honour, [ for aye allow.

S CENZE IV,

LEater Aumerle.

Dutch. Here comes my fon Aumerle.
York. Aumerle that was,
But that is loft, for being Kichard’s Friend.
And, madam, you muit call him Rutland now.
l'am in parliament pledge for his truth,.
And lafting fealty to the new-made King.
Dutch, Welcome, my fon; who are the Violets now,
That ftrew the green lap of the new-come {pring ?
Awin. Madam, I know not, nor I greatly care :
God knows, I had as lief be none, as one.
York, Well, * bear you well in thisnew Spring of time,
Lett you be cropt before you come to Prime. |

5 Areidhy bent ] That pratice on the ftage.
15, careleflv turned, thrown with-+  * — bear you awell] That s,
out attention.  ‘This the poct condu? yourfelf awith prudence.
learned by his attendance and

York.
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What news from Oxford 2 hold thefe Jufts and Tri.

umphs ?
Aum. For aught I know, they do.
2erk. You will be there?
Aunm. It God prevent me rot, I purpofe fo.
7erk. What Seal 1s that, which hangs without th}r
bofom ¢
Yea, look’{t thou pale? let me fee the Writing. +
Aum. My lord, ’tis nothing.
Yerk. No matter then who {ees it.
I will be fatisfied, let me fee the Writing,
- Aum, 1 do befeech your Grace to pardon me,
It 15 2 matter of {inall confequence,
Which for fome reafons 1 would not have {en.
ork. Which, for fome reafons, Sir, I mean to fee,
I fear, I fear
Dutch. What fhould you fear, my lord ?
>*T1s nothing but fome bond he's enter’d into,
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