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RICHARD IIL

. |
ACTIL SCENE L
Enter Richard Dzke of Glo'fler, folus.
IEE3IE O W is the Winter of our Difcontent.
22 \-@ Made giorious Summer by this San of
B NZA I 2?)'11‘ ! ‘ ]
=32 ; _
I;Q" ~And all the Clouds that lowr'd upon our
?\.6“@1:@);?3; . Hoafe, | !
AxafSE In the deep Bofom of the- Ocean bu-
ry'd. -
Now are our Brows bound with Viftorious Wreaths,
Qur brujfed Arms hung up for Monuments ;
Our {tern Alarums chang’d to merry Meetiugs;
Ouy dreadful Marches to delightful Mealures! -
Grim-vifag'd’ War hath imooth'd his wrinkled Front s
And now imtead of mountmg Jarhed Steeds,
To fright the Sonls of fearful Adveriaries,
He capers nimbly fin 2 Lady’s Chamoer,
s A2 To



4 The Life and Death

To the lafcivious pleafing of a Lute.
But I, that am not fhap'd for-{portive Tricks,
Nor made to court an amorous Looking-glafs;
I, that am rudely ftaimpt, and want Love’s Majefly,
To ftrut before a wanton ambhing Nymph: |
1, that "am curtajfid-of this far Proporuon, ,
Cheated of Feature by diffembling Naturé;
Deform’d, unfinifh’d, fent before my time
Into this breathing World, fcarce half made up,
And that fo lamely and unfa{hionable,
"That Dogs bark at me, as I halt by them :
Why I (in this weak piping time of Peace)
Have no delight to pafs away the time,
Unlefs to fee my Shadow in the Sun,
And defcant on mine own Deformity.
And therefore, fince I cannot prove a Lover,
To entertain thefe fair well-fpoken Days,
I am determin’d to preve a Villain,
And hate the idle Pleafures of thefe Days.
Plots have I laid, Indutions dangerous,
By drunken Prophefies, Libels, and Dreams,
To fet my Brother Clarence and the King
Tn deadly hate, the one againit the other :
Ard If King Edaward be as True and Jul,
As [ am Subtle, Falfe and Treacherous,
This Day fhould Clarence clofely be mew'd up,
About a Prophefy, which fays that &
Of Edward's Heirs. the Murtherer (hall be.
Dive Thoughts down to my Soul, here Glarence comes. |
Enter Clarence grzarded, and Brakenbury.
~ Brother, good Day; what means this armed Guard
That waits upon your Grace?
Clar. His Majefty, tendring my Perflon’s fafety,
Hath appointed this Conduét to convey meto th'Towver.
Gls. Upen what Caufe! -
C/z, Becaut my Name 1s George.
Glo. Alack, my Lord, that Fault is none of yours:
He {hould for that commit your Godfathers.
O belike, his Majefty hath fome intent,
That you {hould be new Chriftned in the Torwer.
Rot what's the Matter, Clarence, may I know ?
Clar. Yea Richard, when 1 know ; bwt I proteft

As

r



of Ricaarp III 4
As yet' I do not; but asT car learn, ’
He hearlens after Prophefies andDreams,
And from the Crofs-row plucks the Letter @ 3
And faysa Wizardtold him, that by G,
His Iffue difinherited thould be.
And for my Name of George begins with G,
1t follows in his Thought that I am he,
Thefey 45 I learn, and fuch like toys as thefle,
Have mov'd his Highnefs to commit me now, “
G/lo. Why this it is, when Men are rul'd by Women,
“T'is not the King that fends you to the Toawer
My Lady Gray his Wife, Clarence, tis {he,
That tempts Kim to this harth Extremity.
Was it not fhe, and that good Man of Worthip,
Anthony Woodwil her Brother there,
That made,him fend Lord Haflings to the Toaver 2
From whenee this Day he is delivered.
We are not fafe ; Clarence, we are not fafe.

Clar. By Heaven, I think there is no Man fecure:
But the Queen’s Kindred, and Night-walking Heralds,
That tradge betwixt the King and Miftrefs Sthpre.
Heard you not what an humble Suppliant
Lord Haflings was for his delivery ?

Glo. Humbly comphining to her Deity,

Gat my Lord Chamberlain his Liberty,

VIl tell you. whiat, I thinkit is our way,

If we will keep in favour with the King,

To be her Men, and wear her Livery;

The jealous o'erworn Widow, and her felf,

Since that our Brother dub’d them Gentlewomen;
Are mighty Goflips in our Monarchy.

Brak. I befeech your Graces both to pardon me;
His Majefty hath ftraitly given in'charge, .

Thatno Man fhall have private Conference,
Of what degree foever, with your Brother.

Gio. E'en fo, and pleafe your worthip, Brakenbury,
You may partake of any thing we fay -

We fpeak no Treafon, Man —— we fay the King
Is wife and virtuous, and his noble Queen |
Well firook in Years, fair,.and not jealous,
We fay, that Shore's Wife hath a pretty Foot,
Achq ty” Lip,.abonny Eye, 2 patling pleafing T'cngue:

- Az That

-
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T hat the Queen's Kindred are made Gentle-folks.
Row fay you, Sir? can you deny all this ?
Brak. With this, my Lord, my felf have nought to do.
Glo. Nought to do with Miltrefs Sbore 7
T tell thee Fellow, he that doth nought with ker,
Excepting ave, were Geft to doit fecretly alone.
Brak. What one, my Lord?
Glh. Her Husband, Knave— would'ft thou betray me ¢
Brak. 1 do befeech your Grace

T'o pardon me, and withal forbear

Your Conferences with the noble Duke.

Clar.We know thy charge, B rakenbury, and will obey.
Glo. We are the Queen’s Abjects, and muk obey.

Brother farewel, 1 will unto the King,

And whatfoeer you will employ me 1n,

Were it to call King Edavard’s Widow, Sifter,

X will perform it to infranchife you.

Rean time, this deep difgrace of Brotherhood

Touches me deeper than you can imagmne.

Clar. Tknow it pleafeth neither of us well.
Glr. Well, your Imprifonment {hall not belong,

I will deliver you, or elfe lye for you:

Mean time have patience, - .
Clar. I muft perforce; farewsi,  [Ex.Brak. Clar.
Gh. Go-tread the path that thou {hait ne'er return 2

Simple plain Clarence —— 1 do love thee fo,

That [ will fhostly fend thy Soul to Heav'n,

1f Heav'n will take the Prefeiit at cur Hands.

But who comes here? the new deliver’d Haffings

Enter Lord Haftings.
Haft. Good time of day unto my gracious Lord.
Gh, As much unto my geod Lord Chamberlain ¢

Well are you welcome to this op:n Aix,

Fow hath yaur Lordfhip brook'd Imprifonment ?

Haft. With patience, noble Lord, as Prifoners muft :

But 1 fhali live, my Lord, to give them thanks

T hat were the caufeof my Imprifonment.

- Gh. No doubt, no doubt, and fo fhall Clarence t00,

Foi they that were your Enemiesare his,

Ard have prevail'd us muchon him, as you.

Haft. More pity, that the Baglesthould be mew’d,

Whie Kutes and Buzzards play at Laberty. -
L i
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Glo. What News abroad ?
Haft. No' Newsfo-bad- abroad as this at home:.
The King is fickly, weak and melancholy,
And his Phyficians fear him mighuly, ~
Glo. Now by St. Fohn, that news is bad indeed.
O he hath kept an evil Diet long,
And over much confum’d his Royal Perfon:

"T'is very grievous to be thought upon,
Where 1s he, in his Bed ?

Hafl. He 1s.
Gl. Go -you befere, and I will follow you.
[ Exit Haftings,

He cannot live, I hope ; and muft not die,
Till Gesrge be pack’d with paft-horfe up to Heav'n, .
I'llinto urge his hatred more to Clarence,

Which lies well fteel'd with weighty arguments, -
And if] fail not"in my deep intent,

Clarence hath not another day to live

Which done,-God take King Edward to his Mercy,
And leave the World for-me to buftle in.

For then, 'll marry Waraick's youngelt Daughter :
What thoaghl kill’d her Husband, and her Father,
The readieft way to make the Wench amends,

Is to become her Husband and her Father:

The which will 1, not all fo miich for Love, ,

As for another fecret clofe intent, ‘
By marrying her, which I muft reach unto,

But yet I run before my Horfe to Market:

Clarence ftill breathes, Edward Hlill lives and relgns, .
When they are gene, then muft I count my Gains.

{Exit,
SCENE IL

Enter the Coarfe of Henry the Sixth, awith Halberds to
gmrd ity Lady Anne being the Mourner.

Anne. Set down, fet down your honourable load,
If Honour may be fhrowded in Herfe,
Whilft I a-while ob{equioufly lJament
Th' untimely fali of virtuous. Lancafler.

Poor key-cold Figure ofa holy King, . -
A 4 Pale
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Pale Afhes of the Houfe of Lancafier ;
Thou ‘bloodlefs Remnant:of that Royal Blood, ’
Be it lawful that I invocate thy Ghnﬁ ~
T'o hear the Lamentations of poor A,
Wife to thy Edward, to thy flaughtred Son,
Stabb'd by the felf-fame hand that made thefe Weunds.
Lo, in thofe Windows that let forth thy- Life,
1 powr the helplefs Balm of my poor Eyes.
O curfed be the Hand that made thefe holes !
Curfed the Heart, that had the Heart to do it !
Curfed the Blood that let-this Blood from hence,
Mare direful hap betide that hated Wretch
That makes us wretched by the death of thee,
"Than I can wxfh to Wolves, to Spiders; Tﬁads,.
Or any creeping venom’d thing that lives.
If ever be have Child, abortive be it,
Prodigious, and untlmcly brought to light,
Whofe ugly and unpatural Afpeét,
May. fright the hopeful Mother at the view:
And that be Helr to his unhappinefs.
If ever he have Wife, let her be made
Mere miferable by the Death of him,
'Than I am made by my young Lord, and thee,
Come now towards Chers/ey with your Holy Load,
‘Taken from Paul’s to be interred there.
And fill as you are weary of this weight,
Reft you, whiles I lament King Henry's Coarfe.
Enter Richard: Dute of Gloucefter.
Glo, Stay you that bear the Coarfe, and fet it down.
Anne. What black Magician conjures up this Fiend,
To ftop devoted charitable Deeds?
. Gh. Vlllama, fet down the Coarfe ;5 or by St. Pau/,
I'il make a Coarfeof him that difobeys.
Gen. My Lord, ftand back, and let the Coffin pafs.
Ghr. Unmanner'd Dog,
Stand thou when I command :
Advance thy Halbert higher than my Breaft,
Or by St. Paul, I'll firike thee to my Foot,
And ipurn upon thee, Beggar, for thy boldnefs.
Anne. What do you tremble? are you all afraid ?
Alas, I blame you not, for you are mortal,
And mortal Eyes cannot endure the Devik,

Avagt,
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Avant, thou dreadful Mimjfter of Hell :
Thou hadft but power over his mortal Body,
His Soul thou canft not have ; therefore be gone.
Glo. Sweet Saint, for Charity be not-{o curft.
Anne, Foul Dewil ! |
For God’s fake hence, and trouble us not, . .
For thou haft made the happy Earth thy Hell :
Fill'd it with curfing Cries, and deep Exclaims.
1f thou delight to view thy heinous Deeds, |
Behold this pattern’ of thy Butcheries.
Oh Gentlemen ! fee! fee dead Henry's wounds:
Open- their congeal’d Mouths, and bleed afrefh.
Blufh, blufh, thou Jump of foul Deformity ;
For ’tis thy prefence that exhales this Blood _
Krom cold arid empty Veins, where no Blood dwells, -
Thy Deeds mhuman and unnatural,
Provoke this Deluge moft unnatural. |
(O God ! which this' Blood mad'ft, revenge his Death: -
O Earth ! which this Blood drink’it, revenge his Death.-
Either Heav’n with Lightning ftrike the Murd'rer dead,
Or Earth, gape opén: wide, and eat-him quick,
As thou doft {wallow up this good King’s Blood, -
Which his Hell-govérn’d Arm hath “butchered
Gl. Lady, you know no Rules of Charity,
Which renders good for bad, Bleffings for Curfes.
Anne: Villain, thon know'ft nor law of God nor Man 5
No Beatt fo fierce, but knows fome touch of pity:
G%. Bat I know none, and thercforeiam no Beatt,
Aunne, O-wonderful, when Devils tellthe truth!
G/o.- More wonderful, when Angels are fo angry ;-
Vouchfafe, divine perfeftion of 2 Woman,
Of thefe fuppofed Crimes, to give me leave,
By circumftance, but to acquit my felf.
Anne. Vouchfafe, diffus’d infection of a Man;-
Of thefe known Evils, but to give me leave
By circumftance, to curfe thy curfed felf.
Glo. Fairer than Tongue can name thee, let me have®
oome patient leifvre to excafe my-felf.
Anne, Fouler than Heart can think thee,
Thou canft make no excufe-that-will be-cuzrant,
Unlefs chou hang thy felf.

Gk By fuch-defpair, I theuld accafe my {elf. ‘
A, Annei-
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Anne, And by defpairing fhalt thou fland excus'd, -
For doing worthy Vengeance on thy felf;
That didft unworthy flaughter upon others,
Glo. Say that I flew them not.
Anne. 'Then fay they were not {flain:
But dead they are. and, devilith Slave, by thee.
Gl. I did not kill your Husband..
Anne. Why then he is alive.
Glh. Nay, he is dead, and {lain by Edward’s Hands.
Aune. In thy foul Throat thou ly'Rt,
Queen Margaret faw
't hy murd’rous Favlchion {moking in his Blood :
The which thou once didft bend againft her Breaft,
But that thy Brothers beat afide the Point:
G/ls. T was provoked by her fland’rous Tengue,
That laid their Guilt upon my guiltle{s Shouldess.
Anne. Thou waft provoked by thy bloody Mixd,
That never dream’ft on ought but Butcheries:
Didft thoun not kill this King ?
Gh. I grant ye. :
Anze. Dolt grant me, Hedge-hog ?
Then God grant me too, °
"Thou may’ft be damned for that wicked Deeds:
O he was gentle, mild and virtuous. |
Glo. The better for the King of Heav'n that hath him,
" Anne. He is in Heav'n, where thou fhalt never come.
GJs. Let him thank me that holp to fend him thither;
For he was ftter for that place than Earth,
Anne. And thou unfit for any place but Hell,
Glh. Vesone placeelfe, if you will hear me name 1.
Arne Some Dungeon. |
Gls. Your Bed-chamber.
ene. 11l Reit betide the Chamber where thou lyeft.
Glr.50 will 1t, Madam, till I lie with you,
#nae. 1 hope fo. .
 Gho. L know {o. But gentle Lady Aune,
M6 leave this keen encounter of our W its,
And fall fomething into a flower method.
Is not the Caufer of the timelefs Deaths
Of thele Plantagenets, Henry and Edward,
As hlamefil as the Executioner?
Anne. Thou wad the Caule, and molt azcurft e{fu%la
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Gl. Your Beauty was thie Caufe of that effeét :

Your Beauty that did haunt me in my fleep,

To undertake the Death of all the World,

So I might live one Hour in your fweet Bofom.

Aune. If [ thoought that, I tell thee, Homicide,

Thefe Nails (hould rend that Beauty from my Cheeks.
G/» ‘Thele Eyes could not endure that Beauty’swrack,

You fhould not blemifh it, if I ftood by ; |

As all the Warld is cheered by the Sun,

So I by that ; it is my Day, my Life,- [ Life.
Anue. Black night o'erfhade thy Day, and Death thy
G/, Curle not thy felf, fair Creature,

Thou art both, |
Anne, 1 would T were, to be reveng’d on thee.

Gh. It is a quarrel mofl unnatoral,

To be reveng’d on him that loveth thee.
Anne. It is a quarrel juft and reafonable,

Tobe reveng'd on him that kill'd my Husband.

G/. He that bereft thee, Lady, of thy Husband,

Did it to help thee to a better Husband.

Anne. His better doth not breathe upon the Earth,
Glo. He lives that loves thee better than he conld.
Anne. Name him,

Glo. Plantagenet.

Anne. Why that was he,

G/s. The {elf-fame Name, but one of better Nature,.
Anne. Where is he?

Glo. Here : [She fpits at him:
Why doft thou fpit at me ? '
Anune. Would it were mortal Poifonifor thy fake.
G/o. Never came Peifon from fo fweet a Place..
Anne. Never hung Poifon on a fouler Thoad.
Out of my Sight. thon doit infeft mine Eyes.
Glo. Thine Eyes, {weet Lady, have infe@ed mine..
Anne. Would. they were Baflisks to ftrike thee dead..
G/lo. I would they were, that I may dic at once:
For now they kill me with a living Death,
"Thofe Eyes of thine from min: have drawn {alt Tears ;.
Sham’d their Alpelts with flore of childih Drops:
Thele Eyes, which never thed remorieful Tear,
No, when my Father Yoré and FEdward wept,

To hear the pitcous Moan.that Rut/ard made, o
. R When
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Wihten black- fac'd C/ifford thook his Sword at him:
Nor when thywarlike Father, like a Child,
'T'old the fad Story of my Father’s Death, °
And twenty times made paufe to fob and weep,
That all the Standers-by had wet their Cheeks,
Like Trees be-dafh’d with Rain: In that fad Time,
My manly Eyes did {corn an humble Tear
And what thefe Sorrows could not thence exhale,
‘Thy Beauty hath, and made them blind with weeping,
I never {fued to Friend, nor Enemy ; |
My Tongue could never learn {weet {moothing Words ;
But now thy Beauty is propos’d my Fee, °
My proud. Heart {ues; and prompts my Tongue to fpeak.
[She looks feornfully at him.

Teach not thy Lip fuch Scorn, foy it was made
For kiffing, Lady, not for fuch Contempt.
If thy revengeful Heart cannot forgive,
Lo hereIlend thee this fharp-pointed Sword,
Which, if thou pleafe to hide in this true Breaft,-
And let the Soul forth that adoreth thee,
I lay it vaked to the deadly Stroke,
And humbly beg the Death upon my Knee,

[ He laps bis Breaft open, fhe offers atit avith bhis Saverd.
Nay, do not paufe ; for I did kill King Henry ;
But “wwas thy Beauty that. provoked me,
Nay, nowdifpatch: "T'was I that flabb’d young Edaward,
But "twaa thy heav’nly Face that fet me on.

- [Ske falls the Saxord.

Take up the Sword again, or take up me,

Anne. Arife, Diflembler, though 1 wifli thy Death,
I will not be thy Executioner.

Gl. Then bid me kill my felf, and [ will do it..

Anne. 1 have already.

Gh. That was in thy Rage :
Speak it again, and even with thy word,
This Hand, which for thy love, did kill thy Love;.
Shall for thy love, kill a far truer Love ;
"Fo both their Deaths fhalt thon be acceffary.

" Anne. T would T knew thy Heast,.
&0, 'Tis figar'd in my Tongue,

Aune, 1 fear me, both are falfe..

Gh. Then never Man was true,

wﬂﬂ 4 .
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Anne: Well, well, put up your Sword.
Glo. Say then, my Peace is made.
Anne. 'That thou fhalt know hereafter,
G/lo: But thall I live in hope 7 -
Anne. All Men I hope live fo.
Gl. Vouchfafe to wear this Ring,
Look how my Ring encompafleth thy Finger,
E’en - fo thy Breaft inclofeth my poor Heart: >
Wear both of them, for both of them are thire..
And if thy poor devoted Servant may )
But beg one Favour at thy gracious Fand,
Thou doft confirm this Happinefs for ever..
Auwne. What 181t ¥
Gl. Thatit may pleafe you leave thele fad Defigns:
To him that hath moft caufe to be a Mourner,
And prefently repair to Crashy Houfe:
Where, after I have folemnly interr'd.
At Chertfey Monaft’ry this noble King,.
And wet his Grave with my repentant Téars,
I will with all expedient Duty fee you.
For divers unknown Reafons, I befeech you,
Grant me this Boon.
Aune. With all'my Heart, and much it joys.me tos;, -
To {ee you are become fo penitent.
Traffel and Barkley, go along with me..
Glp. Bid me farewel.
Anne. *Tis.more than you deferve:
But fince you teach me how to flatter you,
Imagine I have faid farewel already.
[Exennt tavowith Anne;.
Cent. Towards Ghertfey, Neble Lord ?
Gl. Now to White-Friars, there atterd:my comingy
[£xit Coarfe.
Was ever Weman in this humour woo'd ? |
Was ever Woman in this humour won ?
P'lt have her but I will notkeep her long,
What ! I that kilPd her Husband and.his Father!
T'o take her in-her Heart's extremelt hate,.
'With Curfes in her Mouth, Tears in her Eyes,
The bleeding Witnefs of my hatred by, _
Having God, her Confcience, and thefe Bars againit e,
And I 'no Friends to back my fuit withal, fHa
s ‘.
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But the plain Devil and diffembling Looks:

And yet to win her —— All the World to nothing !
Ha' }

Hath fhe forgot already that brave Prince,
Edward, her Lord, whom [, fome three Months fince,
Stab’d in my angry moed at Teawksbary 2

A {weeter and a lovelier Gentleman,

Fram'd inthe prodigality of Nature,

Young, Valiant, Wile, and no doubt, right Royal,
The {pacious World cannot again aftord,

And will fhe thus abafe her Eyes on me,

That cropt the Golden prime of this fweet Prince,
And made her Widow to a woful Bed ?

On me, whofe All not equals Edward’s Moiety ?
On me, that halt, and am mifhapen thus?

My Dukedom to a beggarly Denier,

I do miftake my Perfon all this while:

Upon my Life the finds, although I cannot,

My felf to be a marv’lous proper Man.

I'll be at charges for a Looking-glafs,

And entertain a {core or two of Tailors,

To ftudy Fafhions to adorn my Body :

Since I am creptin favour of my felf, -
I will maintain it with fome little Coft,

But firft I'll turn yon fellow in his Grave,

Aund then return lamenting to my Love,

Shine out, fair Sun, 'till [ have bought a Gla,
That I may {ee my Shadow as I pafs, [Exit.

SCENE I
Enter the Queen, Lord Rivers, ard Lord Gray.

Riv. Havepatience,Madam, there is no doubt, his Ma-
Will foon recover his accuitom’d Health. ety

Gray. In that you brook it ill, it makes him worfe, .
Therefore for God's {fake entertain good Comtfort,
And cheer his Grace with quick  and merry Byes,

Oueen. 1f he were dead, what would betide on me?

Gray. No other harm, but lofs of {uchra Lord. .

Queen. The lofs of fuch a Lord includes all harms.

Gray 'The Heavens have bleft you with a geodly Son
, 'To be your Comforter when he-is gone. |

Queen, Ah! he Is young, and his Minority - -
: - -1
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" 15 put unto the truft of szbard Glo'fler,

A Man that loves not me, nor none of you,
Riwv. Isit concluded, he fhall be Protetor?
Queen. 1t is determin’d, not concluded yet:

But {o it muft be, if the King mifcarry.

- Enter Buckingham and Derby.
Gray. Here comethe Lords of Buckinghamand Derfy,
.Brmé Good time of Day unto your Rnyal Grace,
Derly. God make your Majefty joyful,as you have been,
.Qgem The Countels Richmond,good my Lord of Derby,

To your good Prayer will fcarcely fay, Amen;

Yet Derby, notwithltanding the’s your Wife,

And loves not me, be you, good Lord, aflur’d,

I hate rot you for her prond Arrogance
Derby. 1 do befeech you, either not believe

T he envious Slanders of her falfe Accufers: ,

Or if fhe be accus'd on true Report,

Bear with her weaknefs; which I think proceeds

From wayward Sicknefs, and no grounded Malice,

" Queen. Saw you the King to Day, my Lord of Derdy.
Derby. But now, the Duke of Buckingham and I

Are come from vifiting his Majefty. .
ueen. What likelihood of his Amendment, Lords ? -
Buck, Madam, good hape, his Grace {peaks chearfully.
Oneen.God grant him Health ;did you confer with him ?
Buck. Ay, Madam, he defires to make Atonement,

Between the Duke of GA'fler and your Brothers,

And between them and my Lord Chamberlain ;

And fent to warn them to lus Royal Prefence.

Queen. Wonld all were well - but that will never be —

I fear our Happinefs is at the height.

Enter Glouceﬂer
Gh. They do me wrong, and'T will notﬂndurﬁ it

Who Is it that complains untothe King, "

That [, forfooth, am flern, and love then not?

By holy Paul, they love his Grace but fightly, :

That fill his Ears with fuch diffentious, Rumars; -

Becapfe I cannot flatter, and look faur, -

Smile in Mens Faces, fmooth, deceive and coZ

Duck with' French Nods and Apifh Cﬂllfiﬂﬁea

I muit be held a rancorous Enemy.

Canmt a plain Man hve and think no harm,

:'f‘

' Bug
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But thus his fimple Truth muft beabus’d |

With filken, fly, infinuating Jacks? [Grace?
Gray. To whom in all .this Prefence fpeaks your
Gh. Te thee, that haft nor Horefty nor Grace:

When have I injur’d thee » when done thee wrong;: ?

Or thee! orthee ! or any of your Faltion?

A Plague upon you all. His Royal Grace,

- Whom God preferve, better than you would with,

Cannot be quiet {carce a breathing while,

But ysu muft trouble him with lewd Complaints.

Dueen. Brother of Glo'fler, you miftake the Matter:.

The King on his own Royal Difpofition,

And not provok’d by any Suitor elfe,

Aiming, belike, at your interior hatred,

"That in your eutward Aion fhews it felf.

Againft ‘my’ Children, Brothers and my Self

Makes him to fend; that he may' learn the ground.

Gh. I capnot tell the World is grown fo bad,

That Wrens make prey,. where Eagles dare not perch;

Since every Jack becamea Gentlerian,

There's many a gentle Perfon, made a Jack.  [Ghfer.

Queen. Come, come, weknow your meaning Brother

You envy my Advancement and my Friends:

God grant we never niay have need of you.

. Gl Mean time God grants that I have need of- you,

Qur Brother is imprifon’d by yeur means,

My felf difgrac’d, and the Nobility '

Held in Contempt, wlile great Promotions

Are daily given to enoble thofe,

That fcarce, fome two Days fince, were worth a Noble, .
. “¥ueen.’' By him that rais’d meto this carefol Height, :
From that cytented. hap which I enjoy’d,

I never did invenfe his Majefty |
A'gamﬁ the Di¢e of Cfaffrfce, but have been
An earneft Advécate to plead for him.

1MY Lord, you ﬁfme fhameful Injury,

Falfely to draw nie in'thefe vile Sufpe@s: -

Glo: You may deny, that you were not the mcan’

Of my Lord Haflings' late Imprifonment.

Riv. She may, my Lord; for e—— |
G/. She may, Lord Rivers, why who knowstictfo'?
She may do moare, Sir, thawdenying tha: - Sh
. a.
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She may help you to many fair Preferments,
And-then deny her aiding Hand therein,
And lay thofe Honours on your high Defert,
Whiat may fhe not? fhe m?lr e 2Y MAITY MRy oo
Riv. What marry may fhe?

" Glo. What marry may fhe? marry with a King,
A Batchelor, and a handfom Stripling too:

. 1 wis your Grandam had 2 worfer match,

Lueen, My Lord of €4'ffer, I have tep long bors:
Your blunt Upbraidings, and your bitter Scoffs:
By Heav'n I will acquaint his Majefty, *
Of thofe grofs taunts, that oft I have endur'd.
Y had rather be 2 Country Servant-Maid
Than a great Queen with this Condition,
To be fo baited, fcorn'd, and flormed at:
Small joy have I in being England's Queen.
Enter Queen Margaret,
2. Mar. Andleflen’d be that fmall, God I befeech him -
Thy Honour, State and Seat, is dueto me. |
Glo. What! threat you mewith telling of the King ¥
I will avouch’t in prefence of the King :
I dare adventure te be fent to th" Towver.
"T'is time to fpedk,
My Pains are quite forgot..
2. Mar, Out Devil!
I do remember them too well: |
Thou kill't my Musband Henry in the Toaver,
And Edavard, my poor Son, at Teadksbury,
G/l. Bre youwere Queen,
Ay, or your Husband King,
I'wasa pack-Horfe in his great Affairs;
A weeder out of his proud Adverfaries,
A liberal Rewarder of his Friends;
To Royalize his Blaod I fpent mine own.
L. Mar, Ay, and much better Blood,
Than his or thine.
Glo. Inallwhich time, you and your Husband Grzp
Were factious for the Houfe of Lancafter;
And Riwers, {o were you; was not your Husband
In Margarers Battle, at Saint 4lbans flain?
Let me put in your Minds, if you forget, ..

What you have been ere now, and whatyou are ;. _
. | Withal,,
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'Withal, what have I been, and what I am. .
9. Mar. A murth’rous Villain, and {o flill thou art,
G/o. Poor Clarence did forfake his Father Waravick,

Ay, and forfwore him{elf, which Jefu pardon meeee=
9. Mar. Which Gad revenge, .

G/, To fight on Edward’s party for the Crown,

And for his meed, poor Lord, heis mewed up:

I would to Ged my Heart were Flint, like Eduvard’s,

Or Edward’s foft and pitiful, like mine; -

I amtoe childifh, foolifh for this World. [World, -
9. Mar, Hie thee to Hell for thame, and leave this

"Thou Cacodzmon, there thy Kingdom 1s.

Riv. My Lerd of G/'ffer, in thole bufie Days,

Which here yeu urge, to prove us Enemies,

We follow’d then our Lord, our Sovereign King ;

So fhould we you, if you fhould be our King.

Gl. If I fheuld be !~ ] had rather be a Pedlar;

Far be it from my Heart, the thought thereof.

Queen. As little Joy, my Lord, as you fuppofe

You fhould enjoy, were you this Country’s King,

Aslittle Joy you may fuppofe in me,

That I enjoy, being the Queen thereof,

9. Mar. A little Joy enjoys the Queéen thereof;

For I am fhe, and altogether joylefs.

I can no longer hold me patient.

Hear me, you wrangling Pyrates, that fall out

In fharing that which you have pill'd from me;

Which of you trembles not that looks on me?

If not that I am Queen, you bow like Subjefts;

Yet that by you depos’d, you quakelike Rebels.

Ah gentle Villain do not tarn away ? [Sight ¥
Gfo. Foul wrinkl'd Witch, what mak't thon in my
9. Mas. But repetition of what thou hatt marr'd,

That will I make, before I let thee go.

Glo. Wer't thou not banifhed on pain of Death?
Q. Mar. Iwas; but I do find more pain in Banifhment

Than Death can yield me here by my abode. =~

A Husband and a Son thou ow'it to me, [7s Glo.

And thoua Kingdom, all of you Allegiance; [Tothe Queen.

This Sorrow. that I have by Right is yours,

And all the Pleafurcs you ufurp are mine. i
G4, . TheCurle my Noble Father laid on thee,

When
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When thou didft crown his warlike Brows with Paper,
And with thy Scorns drew’ft Rivers from his Eyes,
And then to dry them, gav’ft the Duke a Clout,
Steep’d in the faultlefs Blood of pretty Rut/and;
His Curfes, then-from bitternefs of Soul
Denounic’d againit thee, are now fall'n npon thee;
And God, net we, have plagu'd thy bloody Deed,
£. Mar. Sojult is God, to right the innocent.
Hafl. O, 'twasthe fouleft Deed to {lay that Babe,
And the moft mercilels that e’er was heard of.
Riwv. Tyrants themfelves wept, when it was reported.
Dorf. No Man but prophefied revenge for it.
Buck. Northumberland, then prefent, wept to fee it.
€. Mar. What! were you {narling all before I came;
Ready to catch each other by the Threat,
And turn you all your hatred now cn me ? _
Did Yor#'s dread Curfe prevail fo much with Heav'n,
That Henry's Death, my lovely Edward’s Death,
Their Kingdom’s Lofs, my woful Banifhment,
Should: all but anfwer for that peevifh Brat ?-
Can Curfes pierce the Clouds, and enter Heav’n ?
Why then give way, dull Clouds, to my quick Curfes.
Though not by War, by Surfeit die your King,
.As ours by Murther to make him a King.
Edavardthy Son, that row is Prince of Wales,
Yor. Edavard our Son, that was Prince of Wales,
Die in his Youth, by like untimely Violence.
Thy felf 2 Queen, for me that wasa Queen;
Out-live thy Glory, like my wretched felf:
Long mayft thou live to wail thy Childrens Death,
And fee another, as I fee thee now, -
Deck’d in thy Rights, asthou art fall’d in mine.
Long die thy happy Days, before thy Death,
And after many length’ned hours of Grief,
Die, neither Mother, Wife, nor England’s Queen.
Riwersand Dorfit, you were Standers-by,
And {o was thou, Lord Haftings, when my Son |
Was ftabb’d with bloocy Daggers; Ged, I pray him,
That none of you may live his natural Age, =
But be by fome unlook’d forvccident cut off,
. Glr. Have done thy Charm, thou hateful wither'd Hag.
9. Mar. And leave qut'thee? Stay Dog, for thouhalt
' hear me. L I
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If Heav'ns have any grievous Plague in flore,
Exceeding thofe that I can wifh upon thee,
O let them keep it, "till thy Sins be ripe,
And then hurl down their Indignation
Onthee, thou troubler of the poor World’s peace..
The Worm of Confcience ftill be-praw thy Soul,
Thy Friends fu{pe@ for Traiters while thou liv'ft,
And take deep Traitors for thy deareft Friends:
No Sieep clofe up that deadly Eye of thine,
Unlefs it be while fome tormenting Dream
Afiright thee with a Hell of ugly Devils.
Thou elvifh-markt, abortive rooting Hog,
‘Thou that waft feal’d in thy Nativity
The Slave of Nature, and the Son of Hell:
Thou flander of thy heavy Mother's Womb,
Thou loathed Ifle of thy Father’s Loiuns,
‘Thou Rag of Honour, thou deteflod wrirevimen
Gh. Margaret, 0
Q. Mar.' Rickard.
Gh. Ha! -
Q. Mar. 1 call thee not. -
Gls. Icrythee mercy then; for I did think
That thou hadft call'd me ali thefe bitter Names.
. 9. Mar. Why {01 did, but look'd for no reply.
Oh let me make the Period te my Curfe. |
\  Gh. "Tis dene by me, and ends in Margaret. [felf
Queen. Thus have you bredth’d your Curfeagainft yout
9 Mar.Poor pamitd Queen, vain flourith of my Fortuné,
Why ftrew’ft thou Sugar on_ that Bottel'd Spider,
Whofe: deadly web enfnareth thee dbout ﬁ
Fool, Fool, theu whet'ft a Knife to kill thy felf :
The day will come that tlioi fhalt with for me,
T'o help thee curfe this poyfonous Bunch-back’d Toad. -
Hafl. Falle boading Woman, end thy frantick Curfe,
Left to thy harm thou move our Patience. - |
9. Mar. Feul fhame upon you, you have all mov'd mine.
Riq.Were youwell fervd,youwould betaught yourDuty.
9. Mar. To {erve me well, you all fhould do me Dauty,
Teach me to be your Queen, and you my Subjedts
O ferve me well,, end teach your felves that Duty.
Dor/f. Difpute not with lier, fhe is Lunatick,
 .Mar. Peace, Mafter Marquifs, you are malap;rt.
B g - ) o
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Your fire-new ftamp of Honour is fearce currant,
0 that your young Nobility can judge
What ’twere tolofe it, and be miferable.
"They that ftand high have many blafts to fhake them,
And 1f they fall, they dath themfelves to pieces.
Gl Geod Counfel marry, learnit, learn it, Marquifs,
Dor/. 1t touches you, my Lord, as much as me,
Gl. Ay, and much more; but I was bora fo_ high;
Our airy buildeth in the Cedar’s top,
And dallies with the Wind, and {corns the Sun. .
Q. Mar. And turns the Sun to Shade; alas! alas!
Witnefs my Son now in the Shade of Death,
Whofe bright eut-thining beams, thy cloudy Wrath
Hath in cternal Darknefs folded up.
Your airy buildeth in our airies Neft;
O Ged, that {eeft it, do not fuffer it,
As 1t 1s won with Blood, loft be it {o,
Buck. Peace, peace for thame," if not fer Charity. .
L. Mgr. Urge neither Charity nor Shame to me;
Uncharitably with me have you dealt,
And fhamefully my hopes, by you, are butcher'd,
My Charity is Qutrage, Life my Shame,
And in that Shame, itill live my Sorrow’s rage.
Buck. Have done, have done. ~
L. Mar. O Princely Buckingham, I'll kifs thy Hand,
Infign of Leagueand Amity with thee:
Now fair hefall thee and thy Noble Houfe ;
Thy Garments are not fpotted with our Blood ;
Nor thou within the compafs of my Curfe.
Buck. Nor no one here ; for Curfes never pafs
The Lips of thofe that breathe them in the Air
2. Mar. 1 will not think but they afcend the Sky,
And there awake God’s gentle fleeping Peace,
O Buckingbam, take care of yonder Dog;
Look when he fawns he bites; and when hei:s
His venom Toeth will rankle to the Death ;
Have not to do with him, beware of him, ,
Sin, Deatly and Hell have fet their markson him,
And al] their Minifters attend on his.
Glo. What doth fhe fay, my Lord of Buckingham?
Buck. Nothing that I refpe®, my gracious Lord.
R Mar. What dofl thon fcorn me for my gentle
Counfel? - And:
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And footh the Devil that I warn thee from ?

O but remember this another Day ;

- When he. fhall fplit thy very Heart with Sorrow ;

And fay poor Margaret was a Prophetefs.

Live each of you the Subject to his hate,

* And he to yours, and all of you to Gods. [Exit,
Buck. Mine Hair doth ftand an end to hear her Curfes.
Riv. And {odoth mine: I mufe why fhe’s at Liberty,
Gl. I cannot blame her, by God’s Holy Mother,

he hath had too much wrong, and I repent

My part thereof, that I have done to her.

Dor/. 1 never did her any to my knowledge.
Glo. Yet you have all the vantage of her wrong.

I was too hot, to do fome Body goed,

That is too cold in thinking of it now:

Marry, as for Clarence, he is well repay’d;

He is frank'd up to fatting for his pains, -

God pardon thent that are the Caufe thereof.

Riw. A virtuous and a Chriftian-like conclufion,

'To pray for thiem that have done fcathe to us.

G/r. So do I ever, being well advis'd. [ Afide

For had I curft now, | had curft my felf.

| Euter Catesby.,
Catef. Madam, his Majefty doth call for you,

And for your Grace, and yours, my gracious Lord.
Queen. Catesby, I come; Lords, will you go with me !
Riv. Wewait upon your Grace. '

(Exeunt all bur Gloucefter
Gls. Tdothee wrong, and firft begin to brawl,

The fecret Mifchief that I fet a-broach,

I lay unto the grievous Charge of others.

Clarence, whem I indeed have calt in Darknefs,

I do beweep to many fimple Gulls,

Namely to Derly, Haflings, Buckingham;

And teil them. ’tis the Queen and her Allies

That ftir the King againft the Doke my Brother.

Now they believe it, and withal whet me

To be reveng’d on Riwers, Dorfet, Gray.

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

Lell them that God bids us do good for evil ;

And thus I clothe my naked Villany

~ With odd old Ends, ftoln forth of Holy Writ,

Ar
L A B
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And feem a Saint, when moft I play the Dews/,
- Enter tawo Villains. " .

But foft, here come my Executioners :
How now my hardy ftout refolved Mates,
Are you now going to difpatch this thing?

1 7/il. Weare, my Lord, and cometo have the warrant
That we may be admitted, where he is.

Glp; Well thought upon, I have it here about me:

| When you have done, repair to Crosby Place.
| But, Sits, he fudden in the Execution,
- Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead;

For Clarence is well-fpoken, and, perhaps,

May move your Hearts to pity, if you mark him,
Vil. Tut, tut, my Lord, we will not ftand to prate,

Talkers are no geod doers; be affur'd,

We go to ufe our Hands, and not our Tongues.

G/. Your Eyes drop Mill-ftones, when Fools Eyes fall

Tears. S .
I like you, Lads; about your bulinefs ftraight.
Go, go, difpatch.
Vil, We will, my noble Lord. [Exeant,

SCENZE IV.

Enter Clarence and Keeper.

Keep. Why looks your Grace fo heavily to-day ?
Clar. O 1 have paft a miferable Night,

So tull of fearful Dreams of ugly Sights,

That, as [ am a Chriftian faithful Man,

I would not fpend another fuch a Nigh,

Thongh “twere to buy a World of happy Days

So full of diimal Terror was the time. [ me.
Keep. What was your Dream, my Lord, I pray you tell -
Clar. Methought that I had broken from the Toaver, *

And was embark’d to crois to Burgundy,

And in my Company my Brother Glo'/fer,

Wio froin my Cabin tecnpted me to wallk

Upon the Hatches. There we look’d toward England,

Aud cited up a2 theufand heavy Times,

curing the Wars of York and Lancafler,

Phat had befal’'n us. As he pac'd along

Joon the giddy footing of the Hatches,

viethought that.G/7'ffer umbled, and in fall' ng

Struck
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Struck me, that thought to ftay him, over-board,
Into the tumbling Billows of the Main. '

O Lord, methought, what pain it was to drown!
What dreadful Noife of Waters in my Ears!
What fights of ugly Death within mine Eyes !
Methought, I faw a thoufand fearful Wracks !

A thoufand Men that Fifhes gnaw'd upon :
Wedges of Geld, great Anchors, heaps of Pearl,
Ineftimable Stones, unvalaed Jewels,

All featter'd in the bottom of the Sea :

Some lay in dead Mens Skulls, and in the holes
Where Eyes did once inhabit, there were crept,

As ‘twere in fcorn of Eyes, refleiting Gems,
That woo'd the flimy betiom of the Deep, .
Ard mock'd the dead Bonés that lay {catter’d by.

Keep. Had you fuch leifore in the time of Death,
To gaze upon the Secrets of the Deep?

Clar. Methought I had, and often did I firive
To yield'the Ghoft; but ftill the envious Flood
Stopt in my Soul, and would not let 1t forth
To find the empty, vaft, and wandring Air3
But fmother'd it within my panting Bulk,

Who almoft burft to belch it in the Sea.

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

Clar. No, no, my Dream was lengthen'd after Life.
O then began the Tempeft to my Soul :

I paft, methought, the melancholy Flood.

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

The firft that there did greet my Stranger-foul,

Was my great Father-in-Law, renowned Warawick, -
Who fpake aloud — What Scourge for Perjury -
Can this dark Monarchy afford falfe Clarence?
And fo he vanif’d, Then came wand'ring by,

A Shadow like an Angel, with bright Hair
Dabbled in Blood, and he fhriek’d oat aloud ===
Clarence is come, falfe, fleeting, perjurd Clarence,
That ftabb’'d me in the Field by Teavksbury ;

Seize on him, Furies, take him unto 'Torment--—
With that, methought, a Legion of foul Fiends
Inviron'd me, and howled in mine Ears

Such hideous Criss, that with the very Noife,
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1, trembling, wak'd;.and.for a Sesfon.afier
Could. not beliese. but tha Lwas. in Hel) s
Such terrible Imprefiion made my Dream, ,

Keep, No marvel,, Losd, tho’ caffrigheed. yoe
I am'afraid,” methinks, to hear you tell:gt, -~ -

Clar. Ah Keeper; Keeper, [ have done thefe teings, .

! That now give evidence againft my Soul, -

For Edward’s {ske; aod fee.how he requites me;
'O God! if my deep Prayers cannot appeale thee, .
But thoa wilt be avenp’d on my, Mifdeeds, -
 Yet execute thy Wrath on. me alane: -
O fpare my guiltlefs Wife, and-my poor Children,
Keeper, I’ priythee fet:by . me-a.while,

My Soul is heavy, and 1 fain would fizep..

Keep. 1 willy my Lord, God pive your Grace gaod raft, -
Enter Brakenbury the Lientennys.

Brak, Sorrow bresks Scalons and repofing Hours,
Makes the Night Morning, and the Nosn-tide Nights
Princes haye but their Titles-for their Glories,

Ao outward Honour, for an.inward Toil;
And for unfeje I maginations,

They often fecl a world of reflef: Carese

59, that between: their Titles and: low Natme,.
There’s nothing differs but the cutward Fame:

. Enter two Villains,

1 Vil Ho, wlio's here

Brak, What wanld'f thoy, Felloyw.» And.how cim'ft
thos hither? .

2 Vil, T would fpeak with Clarenge, and I came hither
on my Legs. ‘ '

Brak. What, {o brief? o |

1 Vil "Tis bezter, Siry than ta he tedipys-
Let hint {ee oy Commiflion, 20d. talk. no more.

Brak. I am in this commanded, ta deliver [Reads,
The noble Dike of Clarence 1o your' Haads,

I will not rafon whit is meant hereby,

Becaufe I will be ouiltlfs from. the meaning,

There lies the Duke afleep, and there the Keys,

Pl to the King, and fignify to him,

That thus | have.refion’d to Yyau ray charge, [Exit,
1 Vil You may, SIr, “tis. @ point of Wildom:

Fare you.well, ™

B 2 Vi

il
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3" Vil, What, fhall we flab him as he {leeps ? |
1 Vil. No 5 hef'llfay *twas dore cowardly, when he wrakee,
2 Vil. Why he fhal] never wake, until the, great Judg-
ment Day. C . |
1 Vil, Why then he'll fay we ftabb’d him f{leeping. .
2 Vil. The urging of that word Judgment, hath bred a
kind of Remorfe in me, |
1 Vil, What? art thou afraid?
2 Vil. ot to kill him, having a Warrant,
Bue to be-damn'd-for killing him, from the which
No Warrant can defend me. _
1 Vil, I thought thou basft been refolute,
s, Vil, So 1 am, to let him live, .
1 Vil, Vil back to the Duoke of Glo'fler, and tell him {o,
2 Vil, Nay, prythee flay a little:
T-hope this paflionzte Humour of mine will change;
It was wout to hold me but while one tells twenry.
1 Vil. How deft thou feel thy felf now?
2 ¥il, Somecertsin dregs of Confcienceare yet within me.,
1 Vil. Remember the Reward, when the Deed’s done,
s Vil Come he dies: I had forgot the Resward.
1 Vil, Where's thy Concieace now ?
a Vil, O, in the Duke of Glolffer's Purfe, |
i ¥il. When heopens his Purfe to give us our Reward,
thy Confcience flies out. | '
2 VI, * Tisno matter, letit go 5 there’s few or none will
entertain it,
1 Vil. What if it come to thee again ?
2 7il. 'l not meddle with it, it makesa Mana Coward
A Man cannot fiea], but it accufeth him; a Man cannot
{wear, but it checks him; a Man caonot lie with his
Neighbour’s Wife, but it detets him, ’Tis a blulbing
fhame-fac’d Spirit, that mutinies in a Man's Bolom : It.
fills a Man full of Obftacles, It made me once reflore a’
Purfe of Gold, that, by chance, I found. Itbeggarsany -
Man that keeps it. It is turn’d oot of Townsand Citics .
for a dangercus thing, and every Man that meaas to live
well, endeavours to rruft himfeif, ard }rve without I,
1 Vil. "Tis even now at ey Elbew, perfuading me not
to kili the Deuke. | . | .
2 Vil, Takethe Devilinthy mind, and ‘believe him got
He would: it finuate with thee but to make thee figh, . ,
~ | 7
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o, Vi1 am ftrong fram’d, be cannot prevail wich me.
j s Vil. Spokelike atall Man, that Erefpe&s thy Reputation,
1.Come, (hall we fall to svork § -

4 1 Vil Take him on the Coftard, with the Hilt of thy

3 Sword, and then throw himi into the Malm(y-bute in the
1 pext Room,

i 2 Vil O excellent Device, and make a Sop of him.
g 1 Vi, Soft, he wakes,

2 Vil, Suike: - -
1 Vil No, we'll reafon with kim, .
Clar, Whereart thou, Keeper ? Give me 1 Cup of Wina,
2 Vil, You fhall have Wine enough, my Lord, anon.
Clar. In God’s Name what art thou?
1 Fil, A Man, as yeu are, |
Clar. Bat not as I am, Royal,
1 Vil, Nor you as we are, Loyal,
Clar. Thy Voice is thander, but thy Looks sre humbla,
1 Vil, My Voiceisnow the King's, my Looks mincown,
Clar. How darkly, and how deadly doft thou {peak ?
Your Eyes do menace me: Why look you pale?
) Who fent you hither? Wherefore do you come?
. 2 Vil, To, (0, {0 ~smmnn

Clar. To Murder me?

Both, Ay, ay.

Clar. You fcarcely have the Hearts to tell mae {o!
And therefore cannot have the Hearts to do it,
Wherzin, mvy ‘Frieods, have I offended you }

1 Vil. Offended us you have not, but the King,

Clar, 1 thall be reconcil’d to him again.

2 Vil Never, my Lord, therefore prepare to diec,

Clar. Are you drawn forth among a Werld of Men,
To flay the innocent? What's my Offence?

Where is the. Evidence that doth accafe me?

What lawful Queft bave given their Verdic up
{Unto the frowning Judge? Or who proaounc’d
The bitter Sentence of poor Clarence’ Death ?
Before [ be convi by courfe of Law,

To threaten me with ‘Dearh, is moft unlawful,
charge you, as"you hope for any goodnefs,

That you depart, and liy no Hands on me:

he deed you undertake is damnable,

1 Vil, What wre'will do, we do upon command,’

B2 2 Vil

:

L
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2 Pil, And Lie that hatli commanded, is our King.
Clar. Errontous Vaffuls, the great King of Kings
Hath in the Table of his Law com'randed;
That Thou f{lialt’ do ne Murder; Will you then
Sourn at his Bdict, and fall a '\r]an s?
Take beed, tor he holds Vengeance in his I—Iand
‘To Hurl upon their Hkads that bresk his Law.
2 Vil. And that fame Vengeance doth he burl on thee
For falle fer{wearing, and for Murder too:
Theu didt receive the Sacrsment, to fight
In quartel of the Houfe of Lm:mﬂer
1 Vil, And like a Traitor to the name of God,
Didft break that Vow, and with thy treacherous blade,
Uorip’dlt the Bowels of thy Soveteign’s Son.
2 Vil, Whom theu waft {worn to cherith and defend,
1 Vil. How canft thou urge God’s dreadful Law to us,
hen thou haft broke it in fuch high degree :
Clnr Alas! for whofe {ske'did I that 111 decd ?
For Edward, for my Brother, for his {zke,
He {ends you niot to murder me for this:
For in that finr he is as deep as |,
1f God will be avenged for the déed,
O know you yet, he doth it publickly,
"Take not the quarrel from his powerful Arm -
He needs no wudireét, or lawlels courfe,
To cut off thele that have offended him.
1 Vil. Who made thee then 2 bloody Minifter,
When gallant {pringing brave Plantagener,
"That Princely Novice; was' ftruck dead by thee?
Clar. My Brother’s Love, the Devil, aﬂd my Rage:
v Vit. Thy Brother’s Love, our Daty, and thy Faults, |
Proveke us hitfier now; to-{laughter tlees
Clar. 1f you do-love my Brother, hate not me:.
1 am his Brother, and' I love him well.
If you are hird for meed, go back a,ain,
And 1 will fend you to my Brothier Glo'ffer
Who fhall reward you betrer for my Lite,
Then Edmward will'for tidioys of my Death.
2 Vi, You ure deceiv’d; your' Brorher Glo’fier hates. 50(?-'
Clar, Oh no, Be loves me, and be lolds me déar s
Go you to him fronr me, ‘
1 Vil Ay, {o-we will,
4 Clay.



E’
|

|
I
|

of Ricaarw Il 29

-Clar. Tell him, when that.our princely Father York,
Bleft his three Sons with his.viGorious Arm,
He' little thought of this divided Friendfhip:

' Bid Glolffer think on this,-and:he will weep.

1 Vil. Ay, Milltones;. as.he 1:flon’d usito weaps. -
Clar. O do not:{lander.him, for he is kind.
1 Vif. Right, as Saow in Harveft:

- Comé, you-deceive. your-felf,
~"Tis he that fends:us to-deftroy.yon here.

Clar. Tt cannat.he, for-he bewest.my Fortgne,
And hugg'd me in his Arms, .and {worewith {obs,
Tbat be would labour my -Delivery,

1 Vil, Why Io he doth, when he delivers yon
¥rom-this-Esrth’s thraldom, -to -the Joys of Heav'n,

2 Uil Make peace with Gad, for yapmuftdie, my Lord,

Clar. Have you that hely :feeling in.your Souls,
To counfel me to make my peace with God,
And are yeu-yet to your oan Sosls fo: blind,
That you will war.wich:Gpd, by -murdring me?
O Sirs, confider, they that {et you.on
To do this deed, will hate.you for. che. deed,

2. Vil, What fha}l we do?

Clar, Relent, and fave. your-Souls:
Which of you, if you. were.a-Brince’s Son,
Being pent.from Liberty; as.1am now,
If two fuch Murderers. as-your Llves-came o y.3.
Would not intreat for Life, as you w ouhik:beg
Were you 1n-my diftrefs.

1 Vil Relent? no; is:cowrdly aod womanifh,

Clar. Not-to selent, is:beaftly, avage,devilifh.
My Friend, -1 {py-fomepity.in:thy:looks:

O, ifthine:Eyebemot asFlatterer,
Come thou on:my:fide, aundiintreat:for-me,
A bepping Prince wiat:Beggar-vities not 3

2 Vi, Look behind you, my Lord,

1 Vil. Teke-that, and that 5 if all this-will notdo;.

| _ [ Stabs bims,
Vil drown yau in-the Malmfey-Bott within, [Exit,.

2 Vil, A blaody deed, and. defperarcly. difpatcht ..
How fain,. like Pilate, would I-.wath my ‘Haads.

Ot this.moft grievous :Murder.

E.3; Entey
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.. . Enter firff Villain, |
1 Vil. How now } what mean’ft thou that thou help’ft
me not ? |

By Heav’a, the Duke fhall know how {lack you've been,
2 Vil:'1 would he knew, that I had fav’d his Brother:

Take thou the Fee, and tell him what I {ay,

For 1 repeat me that the Doke is flain, - [ Exat,
1 Vil. So do not 1; go Coward as thouart,

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

*Till that the Duke give order for his Burial s

Aad when | have my Meed, I willa way;

For this will out, and then I muft not ftay, [Exit.

ACT I SCENE L

Floarifh. Enter King Edward fick, the Qgeen, Dorfet,
Rivers, Haftings, Catesby, Buckingham, and Woodvil.

K, Edw. ‘ 7‘ /-H Y {o; now have I done a good day’s work.,
Yoty Peers continue this united League:

1 every Day expect an Embafiage -
From my Redeemer, to redeem me hence.
And more in peace my Soul thall part to Heav’n,
Since I have madé my Friends at peace on Earth;
Haflings and Révers, take each others hand,
Diffemble not your Hatred, fwear your Love.

Rrv, By Heav’'n, my Soul is purg'd from grodging Hate,
And with. my Haed I feal my true Heart's Love,

Haf?, So thrivel, as I truly {wear the like.

K. Edw, Take heed you dally not before the King,
}.eithe, that is the fupreme King of Kings,
Canfound your hidden fallhood, and award
Either of you to be the others end,

Haf, So profper I, as | {fwear perfe&t Love.

Riv. And 1, as | love Hafings with my Heart.

K. E4w. Madam, your {clf 1s not exempt from this;
Nor ynu; Son Dorfet, Buckingham nor you;
You have been factious one againft the other,
Wife, love Lord Haftings, let him kifls your Hand,
And what you do, do it unfeignecly,
o L aun.
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Queen, These Haflings, | will never more remember
Qur tormer hatred, {o thrive I and mine, L

K. Edw. Dorfet,embrace him : Haflings,love Lord Mar

uifs, :

Da?*ﬁ This interchange of Love, I here proteft,

Upon my part, fhall be inviolable,

Haft. And fo {wear ],

K. Edw." Now Princely Buckingham.feal thou this League
With thy embracements to my Wife's Allies,

And make me happy in your uaity.

Buck., When ever Buckingham doth turn his hare
Upon your Grace, but with all duteous Love,{ To the Queen,
Doth &herifh you and yours, God pun:fh-me
With hate in thofe where 1 expet moft love;

When I have molt need to imploy a Friend,
And moft sffured that he is 2 Friend,
Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile;
Be he usto me; this do I beg of Heaven,
When 1 am celd 1n love, to you or yours,
[ Embracing Rivers, ¢h,
K, Edaw, A pleafing Cordial, Princely Buckinghass,
Is this thy Vow unto my fickly Heart,
There wanteth now our Brother. Glo'ffer here,
To make the bleffed Period of this Pcace,

Buck. And in good time,

Here comss Sir Richard Rateliff, and rhe Duke.
‘Enter Ratcl:ff and Gloucetter,

Glo. Good morrow to my Severeign King and Q1een
And Princely Peers,, a happy time of day.

K. Edw. Happy indecd, ss we have fpeqt the day:
Glofler, we have done deeds of Charity,

Made Peace of Enmity, fair Love of Hate,
Betweed thefe {welling wrong-incenfed Peers,

Glo. A blefled Labour, my moft Svereipn Lord:
Among this Princely heap, ‘if any here
By falfe Intelligence, or wrong Surmife
Hold me a Foe; It T uawiliingly, or in my Rags,

Have ought committed that is hardly bora,
To any 1o this Prefsnce, I defire

To reconcile me to his Friendly Peace:
"T1s Death to me to be at Enroitys
I Lae ity and defire all good Mens love.

B 4 Firtt,
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Firft, ’Viadam, 1 intreat.true, peace. ﬂf you,
Which T -will purchafe with oy dutecus’Service.
Of you my moblé Covfia Buthingham,
“If ever any prodge .were lodg’d between us,
Of you, and you, Lord Rivers, and of Dorfet,
"Trar af} without Belert have frawd'd on me:
Of you Lord Weoavil, -and'Liord Seales of: you,,
Dukes, Eerls, Lords, Gentlemen, indeed of .Jl
“1.do+rat krow that Enylifoman alive, T
With whom 'my Soul is any jot 4t gdds,
Mare than the [nfant-that Isborn to night;
1 thaik 'my-God 'for-my ‘Homility. '
Cliteen, A Holyday: {hall this ‘be kept hereafter;
1 11:..1.le to Godall flrifes-were well compounded.
My .Jm:rmgn Lord, 1 do'befeech your Highoels
To cake our Brother Clarenceto your Grace.
Glo, Why; Madam, ‘have 1 offer’d Love for this,
To be fo fAouted in this Royal Prefence?
Who knows sot'that the-gentle Duke is dead ?
[They all fiars,
Hau. do ‘llt{Il:mlel'}' to/fcory his Coarle.
K. Edw. ‘Who knows ot he is dead‘
Woo knows he 157
Queen, Ml-feeing - Heav'n, what a World is this?’
Buck. Look ‘I-fo pale, Liord Bﬂrfé:, as the relt’?
Dorf. Ay, my good Lord; ad no Man in the prcfenc.e
But his red- Colour hath furfcuk his Cheeks.
K, Edw. 1s- Clirence dead ? the Order was revers’d,
‘Glo. But he, poor Man, by your fist Order died,
And thata wirged Mercary did bear: -
Some:tardy Cripphe bare the ‘Countermand,
That came to lag tofee him turied,
God grant, that {fome lefs Noble, and lefs Toyal,
N:arer in b'oody Thoughts, and not in Blood,
Defeive no worie-than wrerched Clarence'did,
And yet go currantfrom-{ufpicion.
Enter Earl of Derby.,
Deréy. A bocn, my-Sovereign, for y Service done.
K. Eaw, T Pt ythEE Pfaue my Soul 15 fUH of’ SOITOW,
Derby. | will not rile uniels your Highnels Lear:me,
X Edw, Then fay at once, what s it thou requeft’R,
Derdy. The forfet, Soversign, of wy Servaat’s Life,

Who




cof Rigmard W 33

Who flew to day a riotous Gentleman,

Lately attendant on. the Duke of Norfolk. _
K. Edw,Have 1a Tongue 10 doom my Brother’s Death 2

And ‘thall that Tonpue give pardon to a*Shve?

My Brother kill'd no Man, bis Fault was Thought;

And yet his punifhment was bitger Death. t

Who {ued to me for bim > Who, in my wrath,-

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

Who ipoke of Brothethood - who fpoke.in leyed

Who told me, how the peor-Soul did forfake

The mighty Warwick, and did fight for me?

Who told me, in the Field-at Tewhsbury,

When Oxford bad ‘me down, he-refcu’d me #

And faid, dear Brotherilive and.be a-King 2~

Whe told me, when we both Jay.in the:Field,.

Frozen almoft to death, how: he did.lap me 3

Even in his Garments, and did give:him{elf,

All thin and naked, to the numb cold Night?

All this from:my Remembrance, brutith wrath-

Sinfully pluckt, and not 2 Min-of you-

Had fo much Grace to put it in my -Mind.

But when your Carters, or your waiting Vaffals-

Have done a drunken Slaughter, and defac’d

The precious Image- of our dear-Redeemer,

You.firgight are on your Knees for Pardon, Parden;.

And 1, unjuftly- too, -muft grant it -you.

But for my Brother, riot a Min would fpeak, .

Nor I, ungracious,. {pake unto my- felf

For him, poor Soul, The proude of youall,.

Have been bebolding to him in his Lite:

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

O God!.I fear thy Juftice will take holi -

On me, and you;.and.mine, and youss for this..

Come Hafiings help me-to my.Clofer.

Ah poor Clarence ! [Exennt fome withthe King and Qizap..
Glo: This-is the fruits of Rathnefs: Mark’d you not,

Flow that the kindred of the Queen -

Lool'd paie, . whem they did hear of Clarance’ Death?

O!:they did urge it fill unto the Kiag,.

God will revenge it.. Come, Lords, will you go,.

To comfort Edwsid. with cur Company |
Bpeki We wait-upen-your Grace,. [ Exenins,

] RIS SGENE:
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SCENE IL

Euter the Duatchefs of York, with the two Childyen of
Clarence,

Soi, Good Grandam tell us, is our Father dead ?
Dutch. No, Boy, |
Dangh. Why do you weep fo oft? and beat your Breat?
And cry, O Clarence! my unhappy Son! -
Son. Why d» you look on us, and fhake your Head,
And call us Orphans, Wretches, Caftaways,
If that our Nuble Father were alive?
Datch. My pretty Coufins, you miftike me both,
I do lkment the Sicknefs of the King,
As loth te lofe him, not your Fathes’s Death;
It were loft Sorrow to wail one that’s Joft. '
Son. Then you conclude, my Grandam, he is dead:
The'King mine Uncle is to blame for i,
God will revenge it, whom I will importtne
With earneft Prayers, all to that cffe@.
Dangh. And fo will I, | [well,
Duteh, Peace, Children, peace; the King doth love you
It capatle and fhallow Innocents,
You cannot guefs who cans’d your Father’s Death,
Son, Grandam, we can ; for my good Uncle Glo'ffer
Told-me, the King, provok’d to it by the Qeen,
- Devis’d Impeachments to imprifon him s
And when my Uncle told me {0, he wepr,
And pitied me, and kindly Kift my Cheek ;
Bad me rely on i, ason my Father,
And he would love me deirly as a Child:
_ Dutch, Ah! that Deceit thould {t:al fuch geatle: Shape,
And with a virtuous Vizard hide deep Vice, |
He is my Son, 2y, and therein my Shame,
Yet from my Dugs he drew not this deceit.
Son. “Think you my Uacle dic diffemble, Grandam ?
Dutch, Ay, Boy. |
Seir. ¥ cannot think it,  Hark, what noifs 15 chis?
Enter the Dueen with ber Heir abont her Ears, Rivers
' sand Drfet after ber, ‘
Queen. AhY who hill hinder me to wail and weep ?
To ¢hide my Fortune, and torment my feif?
| S | Il
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I'll join with black Defpair againft my Soul,

And to my felf become an Enemy _
Dutch, What  means this Scene of rude Impatieace?

aeen. To make an alt of Trepick Vioience.

i}fdwrd, my Lord, thy Son, our King s cflead.

{ Why grow the Branches when the Roet is gone?

i Why wither not the Leaves that want their Sap?

{1f you wiil live, Jament; if die, be brief;

‘That our fwift wingzdSouls may catch the King's,

Or like obedient Subjets follow him,

To his new Kingdom of ne’er changing Night,
Duteh, Ah, fo much intereft have I in thy Sorraw;

As T had Title to thy Neble Husband;

1 have bewept a-worthy Husband’s Death;

And liv'd ‘with looking on his Imapes;-

But now two Mirrors of his Princely femblance-

Are crack’d in pieces, by malignant Death,

And I for comfort have but one falfe Glafs,

That grieves me when [ fee my Shame in him;

Thou art 2- Widowr, yet thou art a Mother,

And haft the comfort of thy Children left;

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

Aund:pluckt two Cratches from my feeble Hands,

Clarence and Edward, O, what caufe have I,

(Thine being but a moicty of my moan):

To over-go thy Woes, and'drown thy-Cries:
Son. Ah-Aunt! yon wept not for our Father’s Daath;

How can we eid you with our Kindred Tears?
Daagh; Our Fatherlefs diftrefs was left ugmoan’d,

You Widow dolour likewife be unwept.
6lueen, Give me no help in Limentation,

I am not barren to bring forth Complaints::

All Springs-reduce their carrents to mine Eyes;.

That I being govern’d by the warry Moon,

May fend forth plenteous Tears to drown the World.

Al; for my Hasband — for my dear Lord Edward —
Cail, Ab, for-our Father; for our dear Lodd Clareace.
Duzen, Alat, forboth, both mine, Edward and Clarence:
Queen, Vrhat ftay hadl, but Edward? and he's gone, .
Chil, whar ftay had we, but Clarence? and ha's gone,
Duteh, What ftays had 1 but they 2 and they are gone..

2ueen, Was never Widow had {o dear a-Lof.

Chile.
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Chil. Were never Orphans had fo.dear . Lofs.

Dutch, Vas never Mother bad fo dear.a Lofs,.
Alas! Lam the Mother of thefe Griefs,

Their Woes.are parcelid, mine is .general,

She for an Edward weeps, and {o do.1 ;

I tor 8 Clapence weep, fo doth not.fhe;

Thefe Babes for Clarence weep, {o do not.they.
Alss! you three, on nve threefold diftreft

Pour alliyour Tears, 1am your Sorrows Narfe,
And I wiil pamper it with Lamentstion:

Dozf; Comtorr,dear Mother; God.Is much difpleas’ds.
That,you take with unthankfulacis his.doing,

In common wortldy Things “tis call'd .ungrateful,
With dull unwiliingpefs to repay a Debr,
Which with a bounteous Hand .was kindly lent :
M ch more tobe thusoppofite with. Heav'n,
For it requires the Royal Debr it lent you,

Rivers, Madam, bethink you like .a carcful Mother
Of the young Prince your Son;. fend ftraight for.him,
Let him be crowa'd, in bim your.comfort lives.
Drown cefperate Sersow- in-dead Edward’s Grave,
Aod,plaat your joys in.living Edward’s Throne, ,

Enter Gloucefter,.Buckingham, Derby, Halings.and:

‘ Ratchiff,
Glo, Sifter, bave.comfort, =ll .of us have caufe
To wail the dimming of our fhining Star:
- But none can help our Harmis by wailing them,
. Madam, ﬁty.Mo;hcr, I do.cry.yon Mercy,
1 did net fee your Grace.. EFumbly on.my. Knee
I erave your Blefling, .« |

Dutch. God blefs thee, and put Meeknefs in thy Breaft;
-Love, Charity, Obedicace, andtrueDuty,

Glo. Amen, and make me.die a good old Man,

That is the butt end of a Mother’s Bleﬂ”m_g ;.
I marvel that her Grace did leave it.out, .

Kuck, You cloudy Princes,.and heart-forrowing, Peers;,
That bear this mutual heayy. load. of Moan, ‘
Now chear each other in cach others Love;.
Though we have {pent.our Harvelt of this King,

‘We are to reap the Harveffof his Som,.
The brcken rancour of your high-fwoln hates,
But lately. fplinter'ds Koit and join'd togethes, .

'..l'
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Muft gently be preferv’d, cherifht.and kept:
Me (eemeth good, that with fome lictle Traio,
Forthwith from . Ludlew the young Prince be tat;.
Hither to London, to be crown’d our King,
Riv. Why with {fome little Train,
My Lord of Buckingham ? .
Brick. Marry, my Lord, left, by a Multitude,
The new-heal’d .wound of Malice fhould break out,
Which - would. be fo. much the more dangerous,
By how much the Eftate is.green, and.yet ungovern'd,
Where every Hor{e bears his commandisg Rein,
And may dire@ his courfe.as pleafe himfeif,
As well the fear of harmy, as harm:appareat,
In my Opinion, ought.torbe prevented,
Glo. 1 hope'the-King made- Peace awith all-ofuus, .
And the Compact.is firm.znd trae in me,
Riv, And'fo in me,.and fo, I.think, in all,
Yet fince it js but green it Thould be put
To no apparent likelihood of breach,
Which haply by -much Company might be urg’d ;-
Therefore 1 fay, -with Noble Buckingbam,
That 1t is meet {o few fhould.fetch the Prince.
Hafl..And fo fay 1, *
'Glp, Then be 1t {o, 2nd go.we to.determine
Who they fhall be that fteaight.thall poft to Leuden.
Madam, and you-my Sifter, will.you go, .
To give your Cenfures in this Bufinefs? [ Exeunt;
[ Maness Bucksngham.and Glouceftar, . -
Buck, My Lord, whoever.journies to the Pringe, =
For God’s fake let not .us two ftay at .home; .
Yoy by the way, 1l fort occafion,
As Indexto the Story.we latclyfalk’d of;
Topart the Queen’s, proud Kindred. from:the Prince; .
Glo. My other {elf, my. Gounfels Confitory,
My Oracle, my Prophet, my dear Coufin,
I; as a Child,-will go by thy direGion,
Toward London then, for-well not:ftay behind, { Exaunal.

o-CE"N'E Ili,
Enter one:Citizen at one Doory and .another gt the other. . -

G, Good-moreow, Neighbour, whither.aw ay {o:fafk
2.C%, Lipromile :vew. 1. bardly know. my. felf:

\

]
" o el e, — A [ — -

Haar:



38  The Lifer avd Dearh

Hear you the News abroad?

1 Cit, Yes, the King is dead.

2 Cit. Iil News by’r Lady, fcldom comes the better
I fear, I fear, twill prove 2 giddy World.

Enter anotber Cuizes,

3 Cit, Neighboms, God fpeed.

1 Cit. Give you good morrow, Sir.

3 Cit, Doth the News hold of good King Edward’s Death ¥

2,Cit. Ay, Sir, it is too true, God help the while,

3 Cit, Then Mafters look to fee a troublous World.

1 Cit. No, no, by God’s good Grace, hisSon fhall Reign,.

3 Cit, Wo to that Land that’s govern’d by a Child.

a Ci2. In him there 15 a hope of Government:

Which in.his Mon-age, Counfel uader him,
And if his full and ripened Years, himfelf
No doubt fhall theny and *till then povern well,

1 Cit, So {tood the State when Henry the Sixth
Was crown’d in Paris, but at nine Months old,

3 Cit,Stood the Statefo? No, no, good Friends, God wot;:
For then this Land was famoufly enrich’'d
With politick grave Counfel; then the King
Had virtuous Uncles to proteét-bis Grace.,

1 Cit. Why fo hath this, both by his Father and Mother..

3 Cit, Betterit were thiey all came by his Father;
Or by his Father there were none at all;

For Emulation, who fhall now be neareft;
Will touch us all too near, if God prevent nor,
O full of danger is the Duke of Gle'ffer,
And the Queen’s Sons, and Brothers, haughty and proud::.
And were they to be ruPd, and not to rule,

This fickly Land might folace as before.

1 Cit. Come, come, we féar the worft; all will be well.

3 Cit.When Cloudsare ften, wife Men puton their Cloaks;
When grear Leaves-fall, then Winter is-at hand;
When the Sun fers, who-doth not look for Nipht ?-
Untimely Storms make Men expect a Dearthe-

Al may be well; but it God fore it fo,
. Tis more than we deferve,, or [ exped,

2 Ciz, Troly the Hearts of Men are fu)l of fear:
You cannot réafon, almoff with 4 Man - o
That looks not heavily, and full of dieid,

3 Cit. Delore-the-days of Change,” &ill is-it & ;

'4
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By a divine inftin® Mens Minds miftruft |
' Parfuing Danger ; as by proof we lee

The Water fwell before 2 boift’rous Sterni;

 But leave it all to God. Whither away?

2 Cit, Marry we were {ent for to the Juftices,
2 Cit, And fo was I, I’ll bear youCompany, [Exemnt;

SCENE 1V,

- Enter Arenbiflop of York, the young Duke of York, ihe

Oneen, and.the Duchefs,

Arsh, Laft Night [ heard they lay at Srony-Stratford;

And at Northampron they do reft to Night:

To morrow or next day they will be here.

Datch, 1 long with all my Heart to-{ee the Prince;

I hope ke is much grown fince Iaft 1 faw bim.
é;em. But I hear no, they fay my Son of York-

Has almoft-overtaken him in his growth,

York, Ay, Mother, but I would not have it {o,
Dutech, Why, my good Coufin, it is good to grow,
York, Grandam, one Night as we did {1t at Supper,

My Uncle Rivers talk’d how'I did grow

More than my Brother. Ay, quoth my Uncle Glo/fer,

Small Herbs have Grace, great Weeds do grow apace.

And fince, methinks I would not grow fo faft;

Becaufe fweet Flowers are flow, and Weeds make hafle,
Durch. Good faich, good faith, the faying did not hol¢

Ia him that did obje& the fame to thee.

He wss the-wretched’it thing when-he was young,

So long a growing, and fo leifurely,

That if his Rule were true, he fhould be gracicus,
York. And fo no doubt he is, my gracious Madam.
Dutch. 1 hope he is, but yet let Mothers deubt:
York, Now by my troth, it 1 had been remembred;

I conld have given my Unele’s Grace a flout

To touch.his growth, nearer than he touch'd mine,.
Dutch, How, my-young Yorkt

I prithee let me hear it,

Yorl, Marry, they fay, my Uncle grew fo faft;

That he could-gaaw a Cruft at. tvso Hours old;

'Twas full two Years ere 1 could ger a Tooth,

Grandam, this would .have been a:biting Jef:
Di’:’fﬂ’?.
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Daten, 1 prithee, -pretty York, who told thee this?

York. Grandam, his Nurfe. .

Dutch. His Nurfe ! why:the was dead ere thou.waft born,

York. If twere not fhe, - cannot tell who told me.

Dueen, A parlous-Boy=—— Go to, you are too fhrewd;

Dauteh, Good Madam, be not angry with a Child,

G)yeen, Pitchers have ‘Hars.

Enter a Me[Jenger,

Arch. Here comes a M- flenger: What News 2

Mef. SuchNews, my Lord, as-grieves me to-repost.

Q) ueen. How doth-the Prince? |

Mef. Well, Madam,.and in Health,

' Dutch. What isthy News?

Mef, Lord Rivers,.and Lord Grey,
Are fentro; Pomjfret, and.with them
Sir Thomas Vanghan, Prifoners,

Dutch. Who hath committed them ? |

Mef. The Mighty. Dukes, Glo)fer- and Bauckingbam,

Arch, Forwehat Offence?

Mef. ‘The.{fum of:ailI.can, 1:bave difclos’d:
Why,.or forcwhat, the Nobles were commitied,

Is allunknown to.me, my, gracious Lord.

Dueen. Ahme! I fee the roin of my Houfe;.
The .Tiger now hath feiz’d the gentle Riad,
Infulting Tyranny begias to jat
Upon the.innocent and awle{s Throne;

Welcome Deftru@ion, Blood and - Maflacre,
I 'fee, as in a Map, .the end of ail,

Duteh. Accuried and, unguiet wrangling Days;,
How many of you have mine . Eyes beheld ;.. |
My Husband loft his- Life to get the Crown,

And often up. and down my Sons were tofly
For me.to j0y and wesp, theirgainand lofs,
And being {eated, and Domeftick broils

Clean over blown, .themf{elyes, the Conguerors;
Make War upon themfelves, -Brother- to Brother, .
Blood to Blood, felf againft {elf: O prepoft’rous -
And frantick Qutrage! end thy damned. Splesn,
Or let me die, to look on.Barth-no more.

Quern, Come, . come, my:Boy; .wewwill to:SanSttiary; .
Mada m, . fqrewcl.‘ .

Disch: Say, 1 will_go michigouy,

| L
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Buren, You haveno caufe.
_ dreh, -My gracious-Lady, .0, - *
And thisher bear ypur [Freafure and your Goods,
For my Party Dillsrefign upto your .Gmre
The Seal] ckeeg, and-fo betide it me,
As well.T teader you, and-ell ofiyones. |
Go, 'l condul you-toiche Sandtuary. * TEzeuns,

ACT Il SCENE 1.

The Trumpets ﬁumd.‘}:'mfr Prince of Wales; the Dukes of
Gloucefter :and Buckingham, Arebsifhop: with- others,

Buck, Elcome {weet Prince to Londons,
. To your Ghamber,

Gh. Welcome dear Ceufin, my thoughts.Sovereign,
The weary way hath.made you'Melancholy.

Prince. No, Uncle, :but our croffes onthe Wny
Have made it tedions, wearifomand heavy.
I want :more Uncles here.to welcume ime.

Glo. Sweet Prince, the untainted Virtue of your Years
Hath not yet divd into the Worlds-deceit -
No more can you:diftinguifh .of -a Man,
Than of his ourward .thew, swhich, God she:kasws,
Seldom oraever jumpeth with the:Heare,
Thofe Uncles:which you .want were dangerous:
Your Graceattended to their {ugar’d-Words,
But look’d not on the poifon:of -their-Hearts:
God keen-you from:them, and ‘from fuch falfe F rlerrds.

Prince, Godikeep me - from falfe Friends, |
Bur they were none. .

Glo. My Lord, tho-Mayorof Zondon comestogreetyou,

Enter. :Lord : Mayor,

M.f;ynr. God blefs your Grace with. Health and -Happy
Days. .

Prince. I thank you,.goad :my: Lord -and-thank youall:
I thought my Mather, and my Bruther’l“mﬂk
Would long:ere:this-havermetius on the-way,
Fy, what a {lyg s Haftmgs, :that-he comes not
To tell us, whether:they will .come:or no,.

Entex
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Enter Lord Haftings. -
Buck, And in good time, here comes the fweating Lord,
Prince, Welcome, my Lord; what, will onr Methercome?|
Haff, Onwhat Occafion God ha knows, not ], |
The Queen your Mother, and your Brother York, i
Havetaken Sanctoary; the tender Prince |
'Would fain have come with me to meet your Grade,
Butby his Mother was perforce withheld.
" Buck, Fy, what an indire&t and peevith courfe
Is this of hers? Lord Cardinsl, will your Grace
Perfusde the Queen to fend the Duke of Tork
_Unto his princely Brother prefently ?
If fhe deny, Lord Haflings, you gowith him,
Aund trom her. jealous Arms pluck him perforce,
Arch, My Lord of Buckingham, if my weak Orafory
Csn from his Mother win the Duke of York,
Anon expe& him here; but if [he be obdurate
To mild {nereaties, God forbid
We: fhould infringe che holy Privilege
Of bleffedSanctuary ; not forall this Lasd
Would [ be guilty of {fo great Sin,
Buck. You are too fenfelefs obftinate, my Lord,
Too ceremonious and traditional.
Weigh it but with the profsnefs of this Age,
You break nat Sanctusry, in feizing him;
The benefit thereof is always granted
To thefe whofe deafings have deferv’d the Place,
And thofe who have the wit te claim the Place:
This Prince bath never claim’d iy nor deferv’d it,
Therefore, in mine Opinton, cannot have Ir.
Then taking him from thence that is not there,
You break no.Privilege nor Charter there s
Oft have | beard of San&uary Men,
Bur Saptuary Children, ne’er’till now.,
Arch. My Lord, you fhail o’er-rule my Mind for once.
Comeon, Lord Haflings, will you go with me?
Haff. 1go, my Lord, [Exennt Adrchoifhop and Haftings,
Prince. Good Lords, make all the fpeedy hafte you may.
Say, Uncle &/’fler, if our Brother come,
Where fhall we fojourn ’rill our Coronation?
Glo,” W here it feems beft unto your Royal felf.
X I may counfel you, {ome day or two

Your
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Your Highnels fhall repofe you at the Tower: |

Then where you pleafe, and fhallbe thought moft fit

For your beft Health and Recreation,

Prince. 1 do not like the Tower of any Place;

Did Fulins Cefar build that Place, my Lord?

Buck, Be did, my gracious Lord, begin that Place,

Which fince, fucceeding Ages have re-edity’d.

Prince. 15 it upon Record? orelfe reported

Succeffively from Ageto Age he built it ?

Buck. Upon Record, my gracious Lord.
Prince, But fay, mv Lord, it were not Regifter'd,

Methinks the Truth fhouldlive from Age to Age,

As ’twere retail'd to all Pofterity,

Even to the general ending Day, -
Glo. So wife, fo young, they {ay do never live 03g,
Prince, What fay you, Uncle?

Gl, 1 fay, without Charaéters Fame lives long.

Thus, Like the formal Vice, Iniquity, [.4fide.

1 meralize two meanings in one Word.

Prince, Thst Fulius Cafar was a femous Mans

With what bis Valour did enrich his Wi,

His Wit {et down to make his Valour live:

Death makes no Conqueft of his Conqueror;

For- now he lives in Fame, though not in Life,

Vil tell you what, my Coufin Bsckingham.
Buck, What, my gracious Lord?

Prince, Ard if [ live until I bea Man,

'l wvin our ancieat Right in France again,

Or die a Soldier, as I iy’ a King,

Glo. Short Summers lightly have a forward Spring,
Enter York, Haltings, and Archbifhop.

Buck. Now 1n good time, here comesthe Dukeof York,

Prince. Richard of York, how fares our Noble Brothir 2

York, Well, my dear Lord, {fo muft I call you now.

Prince. Ay, Brother, to our Grief, as it is yours; -

Too late he died that might bave kept that Title,

Which by his Death hathloft much Majefty,

Glo. How: fares our Coufin, Noble Lord of York?
York. I thank you, gentle Uncle. O my Lord,

You {aid, that idle Weeds are taft in growth ¢

The Prince-my Brother hath outgrown me far,
Glo, He hath, my Lord.

Y&k,
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York, Andtherefore is he idle?
Glo..Qh my fair Caufin I muft not fay .
York. Thenhe is more beholden to you than 1.
Glo. He may cofnmand me as my Sovereign,
But ycu have power in me, .25 in a Kinfman,
- Tork, | pray you Uncle,.give me this Dagger,
Glo. My Dagger,little Coufin? with all my Heart,
Prince. A Beggar, Brother?
York. Of my kind Uncle, that T know will give,
Andbeing a Tay it.is no griefto give.
Glo, -A grester Gift than that I’ give my Coufin,
York, A greater Gift? O, that’s the Sword to it,
Gl. Ay, gentle Coufin, were it light-enough,
York. O then I fee you will part but with light Gift,
In weightier things you'll fay a Beggar Nay.
Glo, It is too weighty for your Graceto wear,
York, [ weygh 1t lightly were it beavier.
Glo, What, would you have my Weapon, little Lord 3
York. T would, that.1 'might thark you, as you call me,
Gl, [How?
Tork. Little.
Prince. My Lord of York will ftill be crofs in talk ¢
Uncle, your Grace knows how to bear with him.
York, You mean to bear me, not to bexr with me:"
Uncle, my Brother mocks beth you.and me,
Beceufe that [ am little, like 2 Ape,
He thinks that you fhould bear me »n yaur Shoulderg,
Buck. With what a fharp pravided Wit he rzafonse
To mitigate the Scorn he giveshic Uncle,
He prettily and aptly taunts himfelf,
So cunning and fo young, is wonderfo),
Glo. My Lord, wilt pleafe you pafs along?
My felr, and my gaod Coufin . Buchingham,
Will to your Mother, to intreat of her
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you.
York, What, will you go unto the Tower, my Lord
Prince. My Lord Prote€lor will have.it {o.
York, 1 fhall not {leep in quiet at the Tower,
Glo. Why, what fhould you fear 2
York. Marry, my Uacle Clarence’ angry Ghoft:
My Grandam told me, he was. murder’d there.
Prince. 1 fear no Uncles dead, )
Gig,
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Glo. Nor none that live, I liope: |
Prince. And if thity live, T hope [ need'not fear,
But come, my Lord, and with 2 heavy Heart;
Thinking on them, go 1 unto the Zower.
- [ EXesnt Prince, York, Haltings and: Dorfet,
Manent Gloucefter, Buckingham and Catesby. -
Buck. Think you, my Lord; ths little prating York
W s not incenfed by his fubtle Mother,
To taunt and fcorn you thus opprabrioufly 2
Glo. No daubt, no doubt: Oh ’tis a parious Boy;
Dold, quick, ngenious, forward, capaple;
Heis all the Mother’s, from top (0 toe,
Buch. Well, let them reit: Come hither, Catasby,
| Thou art {worn, as deeply to effet wwhat we intend,
" As clofely to conceal what we impart :
Thou know’ft our Reafons urg’d upon the Way,
- What think’t thou? is it not an ealy Mxter
' To make [Filliams Lord Haftings of our Mind,
' For the Inflalment of this Noble Duke,
 In the Scat Royal of this famous I{la?
~ Catef. He for his Father's fake fo Joves the Prince,
Thar he will not be won to ought againft him.
Buck. What think’it thou then of Sranley? Will nothed
Catef, He will do all'in all as Haffings doth.
Buck, Wl then, nomore than this:
- Go. gentle Caresby, and a5 it were far off
- Soupd thou Lord Haffings,
Howhe doth ftand affeéted to our Purpole,
. And fummon hiny to Morrow to the Tower,
To fit about the- Covonation,
" If thou doft find him traCtable to us,
Eacourage hiny, and tell him all our Reafons:
I he be leaden, icy, cold, unwilling,
Be thou fo tdo, and fo break off the Talk,
~ And pive us notice of his Inclination::
. For we to Mbrrow hold divided Cooncils,
- Wherein thy-felf fhalt highly be employ'd.
. Glp."Commend me to Lord William ; teil him, Cartesby,
His«ancient Knot of dangerous Adverfaries
To morrow are let Biood at Pomfres Cattle,
And bid my Lord, for joy of this good Newr,
Give Miftrels Shore one gentle Kifs-the more;

Bﬂfk ’
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Buck, Good Catesby, go, effcCt this Bufinefs foundly,
Catef. My good Lords both; with all the heed T can,
Glo, Shall we hearfrom you, Catesty, ere we {leep?
Catef. You fhall, my Lord, |
€lo. At Crosby Houfe there you fhall find us both.
Buck Now, my Lord. [ Exit Catesby.
What thall we do, if we perceive
Lord Haftings will not yield to our Complots?.
Glo. Chop off his Head: “
Something we will determige:
And look when I am King, cliim thou of me
The Barldom of Hereford, and all the Moveables
Whereof the King my Brother was poffes.
Buck, I'll eliim that promile at your Grace’s Hand.
Glo. And look to have it yiclded with all kindnefs,
Come, let us fup betimes, that afterwards
We may digelt our Complots in fome form, [ Exennt,

SCENE IL

Enter & Meffenger to the Daor of Hattings,

Mef. My Lord, my Lord.

Haff, Who knocks?

Mef. One from the Lord Stanley,

Haft. What is'ta Clock?

Mef. Upon the firoak of four.

Enter Lord Haftings,

Haf, Cannot my Lord Staxley (leepthefetedious Nights?

Mef. So it appears by what 1 have to fay:
Firft, he commends bim to your noble Self.

Haft., What then?

Mgf, Then certifies your Lordfhip, that this Night
He dreamt the Boar had rafed off his Helm :
Befides, he {ays there are two Councils kept ;
And that may be determined at the one :
Which may make you and him to rue at th'other,
Therefore he {ends to know your Lordfhip’s pleafure,
1f you will prefently take Horfe with him,
And with all fpeed poft with him towards the North,
To thun the danger that his Soul divines. *

Hafl. Go Fellow, go, rerurn unto thy Lord,
Bid him not tear the {cparated Conncil: |

: | His
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His Honour.and my felf“are at the one,

And at the other is my good Friend Catesby;
Where nothing can proceed that toucheth us,
Whereof 1 fhall- not bave Intelligence:

Tell him his Fears are fhallow without inftance
And for his Dreams, I wonder he’s {o fimple
To traft the mock’ry of unquict Slumbers.
To fly the Boar, before the Boar purfues,
Were to incenfe the Boar to fol'ow us,

Ard mske purfuit where he did meanto chafe,
Go, bid thy Mafter sife and come to me,
And we will both together to the Tower,
Where he fhall {ee the Boar will ufe us kindly.

Mef, 1’ go, my Lord, andtelihim what you fay, RAYS

Inter Catesby, '

Catef. Many good-morrows to my noble Tard.

Haft. Good-morrow, Catesby, you are early irring
What News, what News in this cur totc’ring State?

Cazef, 1t is a reeling World indeed, my Lord;

And I believe will never ftand upright,
'Till Richard wear the Garland of the Realm.

Haft. How! wear the Garland?.

Daft thou mean the Ciown ¢

Catef. Ay,. my good Lord.

Hafi. Vli have this Crown of mine cut from my Shoulders,
Before I'll fee the Crown fo foul mifplae’d; |
But canft thou guefs that he.doth aim at it?

Catef. Ay, on my L:fe, and bopes to fiad you form.rd
Upoq - hts Party, for the gain thereof;;

And thereupon he {cods you chis good News,
That thig fame very Day our Enemies,
The Kinilcd of the Queen, mult die at Pomfrer,

Hafl. Indeed 1 am no mournerfor thar News, - -
Becavfe they have been ftill my Adverfaries;

But that I'll give my Voice on - Richard’s Side,
To bar my Mafler’s Heirs in true Defeent,
God knows I wil not do it.to the Death - -
. Catef. God keep your Lordfhip in that gracious Mind.
Haf, But 1 fhall laugh at this a - Twelve-month hence,

That they which brought me in my Matter’s Hate,
I live to look ppon their Tragedy. . ,

Well Catesby, ere a Fortnight make.me older, - -.
e I'}
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I'll fend fome packing thiat- yenthink not on't.

Catef. *Tisa-vile thing to die, my: gracious. Lord,
"When Men are. unprepar’dand look not for it,

Haft. O monftrous, monftrous! and {o it falls:out”
With Riwers, Vaughzn, Gray; and-fo-’twilldo.
With fome Men elfe; that think themfielves asfafe
As thou and I,. who as. thou know’fh,. are'dear
To Princely Richard and:to: Buckivgham,

Catef. The Princes:both' make high account of you —

For they account-kis Head apoo. the Bridge. [Aﬁ:fe.
Haft, | know they-do, and I have:well delerv’d ir,
Enter Lord Stanley,

" Come on, come-on;. where is-your Boar-fpear, Man?
Fear'you the-Boar, and. go. {o unprovided?- |
Stan. My Lord good-morrow, gaﬂd-mﬂrmw, Care.rc‘;y,
You may jeft onj but by.the holy Roed;
I donot like thefe fcverql Couacils, 1.
Haft, My-Lord, I hold. my Lite as dear as yours,
Acd_ nevcr in my Days, 1 do prntl:ﬁ- |
Was it {o precious to: me as ‘tis low 3
Think you tut that. I know aur Stace fecure-, |
I would be fo triumphant as:I am?
Stan; The Lords at Posfret, when they rode from London.
Were jocund, and fuppos’d their. States were duré,
And they indeed-had no-canfe. to:miftruft;
Bat yet you fe¢ how: foort the. Day o'er-catt,
This fudden ﬂabb of Rancef, 1 mifdoubt,
Pray. God, I 1ay, I prove a needlefs Coward.
What, fhall we toward. the Tawer - the Day is.fpents
Hafi, Come, come,. have with: you:
Wot he what, my Lord,
To day, the. Londs yourtatk:of are beheaded,
Stan. They,for their Truth, might betver waar their Heads,
Than fore that haveaccus’d them wear- their Harts,
But come, my Lord, let'siaway. |
Entér zoPurfuivant,
Haﬁ Go on before,: Plitalk with this good Fellow.
[ ExeunaLord Stanley and.Catesby,
ch. fow, Sitrah? how goes the World -withthee 2,
Farf, ‘The btter that your Lord(hippleafe to a:ki -
Haft. 1 tell thee Man. tis bettar wich me now,
Tl"an when theu met’ft-me. aft where now-we: mear,h.- -
Then
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Then was I going Prifoner to the Tozver,
By the Suggeftion of the Queen’s Alliés,
But now 1 tell thee, keep it te thy felf,
This Day thofe Enemies are put to Death
And Iin better State than e’er I was. ﬂ
Purf. God hold it to your Honour’s good Context.
Hafl, Gramercy Fellow; there drink that for me.
[Throwss hin: bis Purfe.
Parf. I thank your Honour, - [Exit Purfuivant.
Eunter a Pricft.
Prieft, Well met, my Lord, [am gladto {ee yourHonour.
Haft. I thank thee, good Sir Fobn, with all my Heart,
I 'am in yourt debt for your laft Exercife ;
Come the next Sabbath, and 1 will content you.
Prieff. Tll wait upon your Lordfhip.
E rter Buckingham.
Buck. What, talking with a Prieft, Lord Chamberlan?
Your Friends at Pomfret, they do necd the Prieft,
Your Honour hath no fhriving work in hand.
Haft. Good faith, and when I met this holy Man,
The Men you talk of came into my mind.
What, go you toward the Toaver?
Buck. Ido, my Lord, but long I cannet ftay theres
L fhall return before your Lordfhip thence.
Haff. Nay, like enough, for I'll fay Dinner there.
Buck. AndSupper too, altho’ thou know‘ﬁlt not. [4fide.
Come, will you go?

Haft. I'll wait upon your Lordfhip., [Exmat.

SCENZE IIL

Enter Szr Richard Ratcliff, avith Hal?.aera’.r, carrying tRe
a Novles to Death at Pomfrer.

Riv. Sir Richard Ratcliff, let me tell thee this,
To day fhalt thou behold a Subjeét die
For Truth for Duty, and for Loyalty.
&ray. God blefs the Prince from all the paek of }*GH,
A I\not you are.of damned Bleod- fucLers |
Vaugh. You live that fhall cry wo for this hereafter.
Rat, Difpatch, thelimitef your Livesis out, -
Riv. O Pomfret, Pom ifret I O thou bloedy Prifon!
Fatal and ominous to Noble Peers.

0 | Within
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Within the guilty clofure of thy Walls
Richard the Second here was hackt to Death:
And-for more flander to thy difmal Seat,
We give to thee our guiltle(s Blood to-drink.
Gray. Now Margaret's Curfe is faln upon our Heads,
When the exclaim’d on Haflings, you and I,
For ftanding by, when Richard ftab'd her Son,
Riv. Then curs'd the Richard,
‘Then curs'd the Buckinghan,
Then curs'd the Haflings. O remember God
T'o hear her Prayer for them, as now for us:
As for my Sifter and her Princely Sons:
Be fatisfy’d, -dear God, with our true Blood,
~ ‘Which, as thou know'ft, unjultly muft be fpilt.
Rat. Make hafte, the hour-of Death is now expir'd.
Riw. Come Gray, come ¥aughan, lei us here embrace;
Farewel, until we meet againin Heaven. [ Exeunt.

SCENE IV.

Enter Buckingham, Derby, Haftings, Bifbop of Ely, Nor-
folk, Ratcliff, Lovel, avith others, at a Table.

Haft. Now Noble Peers, the caufe why we are met
Is to determine of the Coronation :
In God’s Name {peak, when is the Royal Day?
Duck. Areall things ready for the Royal time?
Derby. They are, and want but Nomination.
El. To Morrow then I judge a happy Day.
Buch. Who knows the Lord Prote&tor’s Mind herein?
YWho is moft inward with the Noble Duke ?
El;. Your Grace, we think, fhould fooneft know his
" Mimd.
Buch. We know each others Faces; for our Hearts,
IJe knows no more of mine than I of yeurs,
«Or 1 of his, my Lord, than you of mine::
Lord Haflings, you and he are near in Love.
Haf. [ thank his Grace, I know he Joves me well :
Rut for his purpote in the Coraonation,
I have not founded him, nor he deliver’d
His gracious pleafure any way therein : '
But you, my Jonourable Lord, may name the time,
And in the Duke's behalf I'll give my Voice,

Which I prefume he'll take 1n gentle part.
| | Enter
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Enter Gloucefter.
Ely. In happy time here comes the Duke himfelf.
Gl». My Noble Lords and Coufins all, good morrow}
I have been a long {leeper; but I truft
My abfence doth neglet no great defign, _
Which by my preience might have been concluded.
Buck. Had you net come upon your Cue, my Lord,
William Lord Haflings had pronounc'd your part,
I mean your Voice for crowning of the King.
Gl Than my Lord Haffings no Man might be bolder,
His Lordfhip knows me well, and loves me well.
My Lord of El, when I was laft 1n Holbours,
I faw good Strawberries in your (zarden there,
I do befeech you fend for {fome of them.
El. Marry and will, my Lord, withall my Heurt.
| [ Exit Lly,
Gh. Coufinof Buckingham, a word with you,
Catesby hath founded Haflings in our Bufinefs,
And finds the tefty Gentleman fo kot,
‘That he will lofe his Head ere give confent
His Mafter’s Child, as worfhipfully he terms 1,
Shall lofethe Royalty of Exgland’s Throne.
Buck, Withdraw your {elf a while, I'll go with you.
' [Exezmr.
Derby. We havenot yet fet down this Day of Triumph 3
To Morrow, in my Judgment, 1s too {udden,
For I my felf am not {o well provided,
As clfe I would be were the Day prolong'd,

Enter Biflop of Lly.
Ely. Where is my Lord, the Duke of Glucefer ?
I have fent for thefe Strawberries, (ing,

Haft. HisGracelooks chearfully and {mooth this Marn.
T here's fome Concelt or other likes him well
When that he bids GGood-morrow with fuch Spirit,
Ithink there’s never a.Man in Chriftendom
Can lefler hide his Love or Hate than he,
For by his Face {traight thall you know his Heart,
Derby. What of his Heart perceive you in his Face,
By any livelihood he {hew'd to Day?
Hafi. Marry that with no Man here he is offended :
For were he, he had thewn 1t in his Looks.

C2 EBiter
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| Enter Gloucefter and Buckingham.
Glo. 1 pray you all, tell me what they deferve,
"That do confpire my Death with devilifh Plots

Of damped Witchcraft, and that have prevailed

Upon my Body, with their hellith Charms.

Haft. Thetender love I bear your Grace, my Lord,

Nakes me motft forward in this Princely prefence,

'T'o doom th’ Oftenders, whofce'er they be s

I fay, my Lord, they have deferved Death.

. ‘Gh. Then be your Fyes the witnefs of their Evil,
ook how I am bewitch’a ; behold mine Arm

Is like a blafted Sapling wither'd up :

And this 18 Edwward’s Wife, that monftrous Witch

Conforted with that Harlot, Strumpet Shore,

T hat by their Witcheraft thus have marlzed me.

Hajl. It they have done this Deed, my Noble Lord —
Glo. 1f? thou Protector of this damned Strumpet,

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

OFf with his Head —— now by Saint Pax/ I twear,

1 will not dine until I fee the {ame,

Lovel and Ratcliff, look that it be done:

The reft that love me, rife and follow me, [ Exennt.
Banent Lovel and Ratchft, awith the Lord Hailings.
Haft. Wo, wo for Encland, not a whit for me,

sor 1, too fond, might have prevented this

Stanley did dream the Boar did rafe eur Helms,

And I did fcorn it, and difdain to fly;

'I'hree times to day my Foot-cloth Horfe did ftumble,

And flarted when he look’d upon the Towver,

As loth to bear me to the Slaughter-houfe.

O now I need the Prieft that{pake to me:

i now repent [ told the Purluivant,

As too triumphing, how mine Enemies

'To day at Pomfret bloodily were butcher’d,

And I my felt fecure 1 Grace and Favour.

Gh Mar-aret. Margaret, now thy heavy Curle

Is highted on poor Haflings wretched Head. LES
Rat, Come, come, difpatch; the Duke would be at Din-

Make a fhort Shrift, he longs to fee your Head.
Fqff. O momentary Grace of mortal Meén,

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

Who builds his hope in Air ef your good Looks,

s Lives
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Fives like a drunken Sailor on a Maft,
Ready with ev’ry nod to tumble down
Into the fatal Bowels of the Deep.
Lov. Lome, come, difpatgh, "tis bootlefs to-exclaims.

Haff. Oh bloody Richard, miferable England,
I prophefie the fearful’lt time to thee,

That ever wretched Age hath look'd upen.

Come. lead me tothe Block, bear him my Head:

They {mile at me who fhortly thall be dead.  [Exeuns?’
Euter Gloucelter and Buckingham 7n rufly Armour,

marvellous ill-favour'd.

G/, Come Coufin,
Cai’ft thou qsake and change thy coleur,
Murther thy Breath in the middle of a Word,
And then again‘begin, and flop again,
As1f thow wert diftraught and mad ‘with Terror?
Buck. Tut, I can counterfeit the deep Tragedian;,
Speak, and leok back, and pry on every fide,
Tremble and flart at wagging of a Straw:
Intending deep Sufpicion, ghaftly Looks
Are at my Service, like enforced Smiles ;-
And both are ready in their Officet,
At any time, to grace my Stratagems:
But what, -1s Cateshy gone?
Glo. He is, and fee he brings the Mayor alone, .
Enter the Lord Blayor and Catesby.
Buck. Lord Mayor ~——n—e
Gl. Look to the Draw-bridge there.
Buck. Hark, a Drum.
Glo. Catesby, o'erlook the Walls.
Buck. Lord Mayor, the reafon we have fent —-
Gh. Look back, defead there, here are Enemies.
Buck. Godand our Innocency defend and guard us.
Eunter Lovel and Ratclift avith Haltinos's Head.
Gls. Be patient, they are Friends; Ratc/iff and Lows
Low. Hereis the Head of that ignoble Traiter,
T he dangerous and uniufpeted Haftings.
Gh. So dear I lov'd the Man that I muft weep:
I took him for the plaineft harmlefs Creature
'That breath’d upon the Earth, a Chrittian :
Made him my Book, wherein my Soul recorded -
‘LI'he Hiftory of .all her fecret Thoughts ;.

C 3 S8
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€o {fmooth he daub’d his Vice with thew of Virtue,
That his apparent open Guilt omitted,
I mean his Converfation with Shore’s Wife,
He liv'd from all attainder of {ufpets.
Buckh. Well, well, he was the covert'ft fhelter’d Tradeor
That ever liv'd.
Would you imagine, or almoft believe,
Wer’t not, that by great prefervation
We live to tell it, that the fubtle Traitor
This Day had plotted, in the Council-houfe,
T'o murther me and my good Lord of G/ ffer.
Mayor. Had hedonefo ? -
G/. What! think you we are Turés or Infidels ?
Or that we would, againft the form of Law,
Proceed thusrathly in the Villain’s Death,
But that the extream peril of the Cafe,
'The Peace of England, and our Perfons Safety
Enforc’d us to this Execution. |
Mayor. Now. fair befall you, he deferv’d his death,
And your good Graces both have well proceeded,
T'o warn falfe Traitors from the like Attempts.
Buck. 1 never look’d for better at his Hands,
After he once fell in'with Miftrefs Shore :
Yet had we not determin’d he fhould die
Until your Lordfhip came to fee his end,
Which now the loving hafte of thefe eur Friends,
Something againft our meanings hath preveated ;
Becaufe, my Lord, I would have had you heard
'The 'I'raitor fpeak, and timorouily confefs
"I'he manner and the purpofe of his Treafons:
That you might well have fignify’d the {fame
_Unto the Citizens, who haply may
Mifcorftrue us in him, and wail his Death. [ferve,
Mavor. But, my good Lord, your Grace’s Words fhall
As well as I had feen and heard him fpeak
And do not doubt, right Noble Princes both,
But I'll acquaint our duteous Citizens,
With 21l your juft Proceedings in this Cale,
Gls. And to thatend we wifk’d your Lordfhip here,
T’avoid the Cenfures of the carping World,
Buck. Which fince you come too late of our intent,

Yet witnels what you hear we did mtend :
And
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And {o,my good Lord Mayor, webid farewel. [Ex. Mayor.
Gl. Go after, after, Coufin Buckingham.
The Mayor towards Guild-Hall hies him in all poit :
There, at your meereft vantage of the time,
Infer the Baftardy of Edward’s Children,
Tell them, how Edward putto death a Citizen,
Only for faying he would make his Son
Heir to the Crown, meaning indeed his Houfe,
Which by the Sign thereof was termed {o. ‘
Moreover, urge his hateful Luxury,
And beftial appetite in changeof Luft,
Which ftretch’d unto their Servants, Daughters, Wives,
E’en where his raging Eye, or favage Heart,
Without control, lufted to make a Prey.
Nay, for aneed, thus far come near my Perfon:
Tell them, when that my Mother went with Child
Of that infatiate Edward, Noble Yo,
My Princely Father then had Wars in France;
And by true Computation of the Time,
Found-that the Iffue wasnot his begot:
Which well appeared in his Lineaments,
Being nothing like the Noble Duke, my Father:
Yet touch this {paringly as ‘twere far off,
Becaufe, my Lord, you knew my Mother lives.
Buck. Doubt not, my Lord, I'll play the Orator
Asif the Golden Fee, for which I plead,
Were for my {elf; and fo, my Lord, adieu.
Gh. Ifyouthrive well, bring them to Baynard's Caltle,
Where you fhall find me, well accompanied
With reverend Fathers, and well learned Bifhops.
Buck. 1 go, and towards three or foura Clock
Look for the News that the Gui/d-Hallaftords.
[ Exit Buckingham.
Gh. Go, Lovel, with all {peed to Doltor Shaaw,
Go thou to Friar Beuker, bid them both [To Ratcliff.
Meet me within this hour at Bayunard's Caftle. [Exexnt,
Now will I go to take fome privy Order
To draw the Brats of Clareace out of fight,
And to give order, that no manner of Perfon
Have ary time recourfe unto the Princes. [Exit,
Eunter a Scrivener.
Scriw. Hereisthe Indictment of the gosd Liord Haflings,
C 4 Which
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Which in a {fet Hand fairly is engmfs"d,

That 1t may be to Day rcad o’er in Paal’s.

Aud mark how well the lequel hangs together:

I.leven licurs I have fpent to write it over,

For yelternight by Catesby was it {ent me,

‘The Precedent was full as long a doing,

And yet within thele five hears Hafliugs liv'd,

Untainted, unexamin’d, free, at liberty.

Flere’sa good World the while; who is {o grofs

That cannot fee this palpable Device?

Yet who fo bold, but fays, he {eos it not ?

Bed is the World, and all will ceme to nought,

\When fuch ill dealing muft be feen in thought. [Exit.
. Enter Gloucetter and Buckingham as /Ewmi Doors.
G.s. How now, how now, what fay the Citizens?
Buck. Now you the holy Mother of our Lérd,

The Citizens are mum, fay not a word,

Glo. Tottch’d by the Baflardy of Edavard’s Children:?
Buck. 1 did, with his Contra&t with Lady Lucy,

And his Contra&t by Deputy in France,

Th unfatiate greedinefs of his Defire,

And his enforcement of the City, Wives,

His Tyranfy for Trifles, his own Baftardy,

As being got, yeur Father then in France,

And his relemblancc being not like the Dule.

Withal, I did infer }our Lmeaments,

Being the right ldea of your hather,

Both in your Form and Nobleneis of Mand::

Laid open all your Vittories 1n Scstland,

Your Difciphne m War, Wifdom in Peace,

Your Bounty, Virtue, fair Humibty:

Indeed left nothing fitting for your Purpofe

Untoucht, or {lightly handled in Difcourle.

And when my Oratory grew toward end,

I b:d them that did love their Country’s good

. God fave Richard, Eungland’s Royal King.
G/ar And did they {o?
Buck. No, fo God help me, they fpake not a Word,

But like dumb Statues or unbreathing Stones,

Star’d each on other, and look’d deadly pale: .

Which when I faw, I reprehended them,

And ask’d the Mayor, what meant this wilful ﬁlence%_
* ~ 15
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Bis anfiver was, the People were not ufed
To be {poke to, but by the Recorder.
Then he was urg'd to tell my Tale again :
Thus faith the Duke, thus hath the Duke inferr'd,
But nothing {poke in warrant from himfelf.
When he had done, fome Followers of mine own,
At lower end of the Hall, hurl’d up their Caps,
And fome ten Veices cry’d, God fave King Richavd :-
And thus I took: the vantage of thole few.
Thanks, gentle Citizens and Friends, quoth I,
"Fhis general Applaufe, and chearful Shout,
Argues your Wildom, and your lovete Richard:-
And even here brake off and came away:

Glo. What Tongue:lefs Blocks were they,
Would they not {peak?
Will not the Mayor then and his Brethren come?

. Buck. The Mayor is here at hand; intend fome fear, -

Be not you fpoke with, but by mighty {uit;
And look you geta Prayer-Book in your Hand,
And fland between two Churchmen, good my Lord,
For on that ground I'll make a holy Deicant:
And be not eafily wen to our Requelfs,
Play the Maid's part, ftill anfwer nay, and take it.

Gla. I go: Andif you plead as well for them,
As I can fay nay for thee to my {elf,
No doubt we bring it to a happy Iffue.  [Exit Glo.

Buck. Go, goup to the Leads, the Lord Mayor knocis.

Eunter Lord Mayor and Citizens.
Weicome my Lord, [ dance attendance here,
¥ think.the Duke will not be fpoke withal..
Enter Catesby.

Buck. Now Cateshy,whatfays your Lord to my Requeft?:

Casef. He doth intreat your Grace, my ncble Lord, -
Te vifit him to Morrow, or next Day; -

He is within, with two right Reverend F athers,
Divinely beat to Meditation,

Aud.in no worldly Suits would he be mov'd,
To draw him from his holy Exercife.

Buck. Return, good Catesby, to the gracious Dukey.
Tell him, my felf, the Mayor and Aidermen,
Ia deep Defigns, in matter of great Moment,
No lefs. importing ihan.?cnr general Goed, . |

-§, N ¢
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Are come to have fome conference with his Grace.

Catef. Tl fignifie fo much unto him ftraighe. [Ex:;r.

Buck. Ah ha, my Lord, this Prince is not an. Edward,
He is not lulling.on a lewd Love-Bed,

But on his Knees at Meditation |
Not dallying with a Brace of Curtezans,
But meditating with twe deep Divines -
Not {leeping, to engrofs his idle Body,
But praying, to enrich his watchful Sca',
Happy were England, would this virtuous Prinee
‘Take on his Grace the Sovereignty théseof,
But fure I fear we fhall not win him to it.
Mayor, Marry, God defend, his Grace fhould fay us nay,
Buck. 1 fear he will; here Cateshy comes again.
Enter Catesby.
Now Catesby, what {ays his Grace ?
Cate/. He wonders to what end you have affembled
sucn l'roops-of Citizens to come to him,
His Grace not being warn'd thereof before :
fle fears, my Lord, you mean no good te him,
Buclk. Sorry I am, my noble Coufin fheuld
Sufpect me, that I mean no geod to him:
By Heav'n, we come to him in perfect Love,

And {o once more return, and tell his Grace. [ Exiz Catef.
Waen holy and deveut Religious Men

Are at their Beads, ’tis much to draw them thence,
So fweet 1: zealous Contemplation. -
Enter Gloucelter above, betaveen tano Bifhops.
#1ayor.oee where his Grace ttands tweentwo Clergymery,
Buck. Two Props of Virtue, fora Chriftian Prince, -
To ffay him from the fall of Vanity:
And {ee 2 Book of Prayer in his Hand,
‘Tree Ornaments to know a holy Man,
i'amous Plantagenet, moft gracious Pringe,
Lend favourable Ear to our requefts,
And pardonus the interruption .
Of thy Devotion and right Chriftian Zeal.
Glo. My Lord, there needs no fuch Apologys
1 do belecci your Grace to pardon me,
Who earneft in the Service of God,
Deferr'd the Vifitation of my Friends.
But leaving this, what is your Grace’s pleafure ?

B ﬂt‘ér
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Buck, Benthat, I hope, which pleafeth God abeve;.
And all good Men, of this ungovern'd Ile. o
G/. 1do fufpe@ I have doné fome offcnce,
That feems difgracious in the City’s Eye,
And that you come to reprehend my Ignorance.
Buck. You have, my Loid. ‘ to
Would it might pléafe your Grace,
On our intreaties to amend your Fault.
Gl Elfewherefore breathe 1in a Chriftian Land. .
Buck. Know then, it is your Fault that you refigg:
The Supream Seat, the Throne Majeftical, — ~
The Sceptred Office of your Anceftérs,
Vour State of Fortune, and your due of Birth,
The Lineal Glory of your Royal Houfe,
To the corruptiof of a blemifli'd Stock ;
Whiles in the mildnefs of your fléepy Thoughtss,
Which here we waken to our Country’s good,
The noble Ifle doth want his proper Limbs
His Face defac'd by skars of Infamy,
His Royal Stock graft with ignobie Plants,
And almoft fhouldred in the fwallowing Gulf:
Of dark Forgetfulnefs, and deep Oblivion.
Which to re-cure, we heartily folicit
Your gracious felf to take on you the charge:
And kingly Goveritment of this your Land:
Not as Protetor, Steward, Subftitute,.
Or lowly Fadtor, for another’s gain;.
But as {ucceflively, from Blood te Blood,.
Your right of Birth, your Empiry, your owni.
For this, conforted with the Citizens,
Your very worfhipful and loving Friends,
And by their veliement I nftigation,.
In this juft Caufe come I to move your Grace; .
Glo. I cannot tell, if to depart n filence,.
Or bitterly to fpeak in your reproof,
Reft fitteth my Degree, or your Condition.,
For not to anfwer, you might haply think
Tongue ty’d Ambition, not replying, yielded
To bearthe Gelden Yoak of Sovercigaty,
Which fondly you would here ‘impofe on me.
If to reprove you for this {uit of yours,
So feafon’d with your faithful Love to ime,
Then



6o’ The Life and Death

Then on the other fide I check’d my Friends,.
Thérefore to fpeak, and to avoid the firft,
And then in fpeaking not to incur the laft,
Befinitively thus I an{wer you.

Your Love deferves my thanks, but my defert
Unmeritable; fhuns your high requett.

Firft, if all Obfacles were cut away,
And that my Path were even to the €rown,

As the ripe Revenue, and due of Birth;

Yet fo thuch is my poverty of Spiric,

So mighty, and fo many my Defedls,

That I would rather hide me from my Greatnefs,.

Being 2 Bark to brook no mighty Sea;

Than in my Greatnefs covet to be hid,

And in.the Vapour of my Glary {mother'd.

Bat God be thank'd, there is no need of me,

And much I need to help you, were there need:

The Royal Tree hath left us Royal Frui,

Which mellow'd by the ftealing Hours of time,

Wiil weli become the Seat of Majelty,

And make us, no doubt, happy by his Reiga.

On him I lay that, you would lay on me,

The Right and Fortune of his happy Stars,

Which God defend that I thould wring from him.
Buck. My Lord, this argues Confcience 1n your Grace,,

But the refpects thereof. are nice, and trivial,

All Circumitances well confiderd.

You fay, that Edavard is your Brother’s Son,.

So fay we too, but not by Edward’s Wife:.

For firlt was he conirac to Lady Lucy.

Your Mother lives 2 Witnelsto his Vow,

And afterward-by. Subflitute betroth’d

To Bona, Sifter to the King of France.

T hefe both put off, a poor Petitioner,

A Care-craz’d Mother to a many Sons,

A Beauty-waining, and diftrefled Widow,

E'en in the.Afterncon of her beft Days,

Made prizeand purchafeof his wanton Eye,

Seduc'd the nitch, and height of his Degree,

'Y o bale Dec%:nﬁon, and loath’d Bigamy.

Yy, her in his uplawful Bed, he got

Lhis: Edwvard, whom our Manaers call-the Prinee.

More:
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Mere bitterly could I expoftulate, f

Save that for reverence of fome alive,
I give a {paring limit to my Tongue.
"Then, good my Lord, take toyour Royal Self
This proffer'd benefit of Dignity :
If rot to blefs us, and the Land withal,
Yet to draw forth your noble Anceftry
From the corruption of abufing times,
Unto a Lineal true derived Courfe.
Mayor. Do, good my Lord, your Citizens intreat you, .
Buck. Refufe not, mighty Lord, this profter'd. Love,
Catef. O make them joyful, grant their lawful Saic,
Glo. Alas, why would you heap this Care.on me ;.
U-am unfit for State, and Majefty :
I do befeech you take it not amifs,
I cannet, nor 1 will not yield to you.
- Busk. If you refufe it, as in love and zeal,
Loath to depofe the Child your Brother's Son,
As well we know your Tendernefs of Heart, .
And gentle, kind, effeminate remorfe,
Which we have noted in you to your Kindred;
And equally indeed to all Eftates:
Yet know, where you accept our Suit, or ne,
Your Brother’s Son (hall mever reign our King,
But we will plant fome other in the Iiirone.
To the difgrace and down-fall of your Houfe:
And in this reflolution here we leave you.
Come Cltizens, wewill intreat no more. [ BExenns:
Catef. Call him again, {weet Prince, accept their Suk =
I you deny them, all the Land will rue it.
Gls. Will you enforce me to a World of Cares ?-
Call them again, I am not made of Stones,
But penegrable to your kind Intresties,
Albei: againft my Confcience and my Soul..
Enter Backingham and the ref.
Coufin of Buckingham, and fage, grave Men,
Siace you will huckle Fortune on my Back,
To bear her Burthen, whether I will or no,
I mutt have patience to endure the Load:
Rut if black Scandal, or foul-fac’d Reproach,
Attend the fequel of your Impolition,
Your meer eatorcment fhall acquitance me
Fr M-
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From all the impure blots and ftains tﬁereuf,
For God doth know, and you may partly fee,
How farI am from the defire of this.
Mayor. God blefs your Grace, we feeit, and will fay ik
G/. Infayingfo, you thall but fay the truth.
Buck. Then I falute you with this Royal Title,
Long live King Richard, England’s worthy King.
All. Amen, ~
Buck. To-Morrow may it pleafe'ysu to be Crown'd..
G/o. E'en when you pleafe, for you will have it fo.
Buck. 'To-Morrow then we will attend your Grace,
And fo moft joyfully we take our leave.
Glo. Come, let usto our holy Work again.
Farewel my Ceufins, farewel gentle Friends,  [Exeunt.

ACTIV. SCENE L

Enter the Bueen, Anne Dutchefs of Gloucelter, the Duichefs
‘ of York, and Marguefs of Dorfet,

Dutch. XX 7 HO meets us here?
My Niece Plantagenet,
Led in the Hand of her kind Aunt of Gh'fler 2
Now, for my Life, fhe's wandring to the Toaver,
On pure Heart’s Love, to greet the tender Prince,
Daughter, well met. _
Anne. God give your Graces both a happy
And a joyful time of Day.
Queen. As much to you, good Sifter; whither away ¥
Aune. Mo tarther than the Toawer, and as I guels,
Upon the like devotion as your felves,
To gratulate the gentle Princes there.
Queen. Kind Sifter thanks, we'll enter all together.
Enter the Lientenant.
And i good time, here the Lieutenant comes.
Mafter Lieutenant, pray you, by your leave,
How doth the Prince, and my young Son of York 2
Liew, Raght well, dear Madam ; by your Patience, T
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I may not fuffer you to vifit them; = -

The King hath ftri€tly charg'd the contrary.

Queen.. The King ? who'sthat?
Lies. 1 mean the Lord Protettor. |
Queen. The Lord prote& him from that Kingly Title.

Hath he {et bounds between their love, and me?

Iam their Mother, who fhall bar me from them ¢
Dytch. 1 am their Father's Mether, I will fee them,
Anne. Their Aunt I am in law, in love their Mother:

Then bring me to their Sights, I'll bear thy blame,

And take thy Office from thee, on my Peril.

Lien. No Madam, no, I may not leave it fo :
I am bound by Qath, and therefore parden me. [ Exi# Liea
Erter Stanley.
Stan. Let me but meet you Ladies one hour hence,

And I'llfalute your Grace of Yerk as Mother,

And reverend looker on of twe fair Queens.

Come Madam, you muft ftraight to #efiminfler,

There tobe Crowned Richard’s Royal Queen,

Queen, Ah, cut my Lace alunder,
That my pent Heart may have feme {cope to beat,
Or elfe I fwoon with this dead-killing News,
Anne. Defpightful tidings, O unpleafing News!
Dor/. Be of good Chear ; Mother, how fares your Grace P
Queen. O Darfet, {peak not to me, get thee gene,

Death and Deftruétion dogs thee at thy Heels,

Thy Mother’s Name is ominous to Children.

If thou wilt out-ftrip Death, go crofs the Seas,

And live with Richmond, from the reach of Hell,

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

Left thou increafe the number of thedead,

And make me die the thrall of Margaret’s Curfe,

Nor Mother, Wife, nor England’s counted Queen.

Stan. Full of wile Care is this your Counfel, Madam;

Take all the {wift advantage of the Hours;

You thall have Letters from me to my Son,

In your behalf, to meet you on the way :

Be not ta’en tardy by unwife delay.

Dutch. O ill duperfing Wind of Mifery,

O my accurfed Womb, the Bed of Death:

A Cockatrice hait theu haich'd to the Wosld,

Whofe unavoided Eye is Murtheious. &

Stat,
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Stan. Come; Madam, come, I in all hafte was fent.
Anne. And I with all unwillingnefs will go,

© would to God, that the inclufive Verge

Of Golden Metal, that muft round my Brow,

Were red-hot Steel, to fear me to the Brains.

Anointed let me be with deadly Venom,

And die ete Men can fay, God. fave the Queen.

Dueen. Go, go, poor Soal, 1 envy not thy-Glory,

To feed my Humour with thy felf no harm.

Arne. No! why? When he that is my Husband new,

Came to me, as | follow'd Henry's Coarfe:

When fcarce the Blood was well walh’d from his Hands,

Which iffued from my other Angel Husband,

And that dear Saint, which then I weeping follew'd :

O when, | fay, Ilook’d on Richard’s Face,

This was my-With; Be thou, quoth I, accurf,

For making me, fo young; fo olda Widow :

And when thou wed'ft, let Sorrow haunt thy Bed ;-

Ard be thy Wife, if any be {o mad,

More miferable, by the Life of thee, .

Than thou haft. made me,.by my dear Lord’s Death,

Loe, ere [ can repeat this Curle again,

Within fo {fmall 2 time, my Woman’s Heart

Grofily grew captive to his Honey werds,

And prov'd the {ubje& of mine own Soul’s Curie 5

Which hicherto hath held mine Eyes from reft ;.

For never yet one hour in his Ded

Did [ enjoy the golden dew-of Sleep,

But with his timorous Dreams was ftill awak’d.

Befides, he hates me for my. Father Waravick,

And will, no doubt, fhortly be rid of me. ,
@neers. Poor Heart, adien, I pity thy complaining.
Anse. Nomore than with my Soul I. mourn for yours;
Dar/. Farewel, thou woful welcomer of Glory.

Anne. Adien, poer Soul, that tak’ft thy leave of it.
Dutch. Go thou to Richmond; and good Fortune guide
thee, {70 Dorlet.

Go thou to Richard, and good Angels tend thee, [ 7o Anne,

Go thou to Sanftuary, and good Thoughts poflels thee,

{70 the DQueem,

1 to my Grave; where Peace and Reft lie with mo,

Bighty edd Years of Sorrow have I feen,

Ard
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And each Hour’s joy wrack'd with a Week of anguith,
Queen. Stay,yet look.back, with me. unto the Foaves:

Pity, you ancient Stones, thole tender Dabes,

Whom Eavy hath immur'd within your Walls,

Rough Cradle for fuch little pretty ones,

Ruderagged Nurfe, old {ullen Play-fellow,

For tender Princes ; ufe my Babies well;

So foolifh Sorrow bids your Stones farewel:  [Exewss,

SCENE IL

Flourifo of Trumpets. Esnter Gloucefter as King, Bucl#
ingham, Catesby, Ratcliff aud Lovel.

K. Rich. Stand all apart~—Coufin of Buckingharm —

Buck. My gracious Sovereign.

K. Rich. Give methy Hand. Thus high by thy advice,
And thy afliffance, is King Richard feated
But fhall we wear thele Glories for a Day? .

Or fhall they laft, and we rejoice in them ?

Buck. Still live they, and for ever let them laft.

K. Rich. Ah Buckivgham, now do 1 play the Touch,
To try if thou be current Gold indezd : ~
Young Edward lives---think now what I would fpeak.

Buck. Say on, my loving Lord. ..

K.-Rich. Why, Buckinghauw, | {ay 1 would be King.-

Buck, Why fo you are, my thrice yenowned Lord.

K. Rich. Ha!lam I King ? "tis fo—but Edevardlives .—

Buck. True, noble Prince. |

K. Rich. O bitter Confequence !

That Edavard fill fhould live T'rue noble Prinee,
Coufin, thou waft not wont to be fo dull.

Shall I be plain? I wifh the Baftards dead,

And I would have it fuddenly perform’d.

What fay'ft thou now i fpeak fuddenly, be brief..

Buck. Your Grace may do your Pleafure,

K. Rich. Tut, tut, thouart all Ice; thy Kindnefs freezas:
Say, havel thy confent, that they fhall die? -
- Buck. Give me fome little breath, fome paufe,dear Lord,
| Before I pofitively {peak mn this:
 Iwiil refolve you herein prefently.  [Exi# Buckingham.
Catef- The King is angry, fee he gnaws his Lip.

K. Rich. I-will converie with Iron-witted Fools,

| And unrelpective Boys ; nore are for.me,
; That
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That look into me with confiderate Eyes,
Iﬁlig]breaching Buckingham grows circum{pedt.

vy.

Page. My Lord.

K. Rich. Know'ftthounot any ,whom corrupting Gold
Will tempt unto a clofe expleit of Death ?

Page. 1 know a dilcontented Gentleman,
Whofe humble means match not his haughty Spirit s
Gold were as good as twenty Orators,
And will, no doubt, tempt him to any thing.

K. Rich. What is his Name? -

Page. His Name, my Lord, is Tirrel

K. Rich. I partly know the Man ; go call him hither,
Boy. | (Exit
The deep revolving witty Buckingbam,
No more fhall be the Neighbour to my Counfels.
Hath he {o long held out with me untir'd,
And fteps he now for Breath ? Well, be it fo.

Enter Stanley.

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

Stan. Know, my loving Lord, the Marquis Dor/et,
As I hear, is fled to Richmond,
In the Parts where he abides.
. K. Rich. Come hither, Catesby, rumor it abroad,
That Anne my Wife, is very grievous Sick ;
I will take order for her keeping clofe.
Inquire me out fome mean poor Gentleman,
Whom I will marry firaight to Clarence’ Daughter:
The Boy is foolifh, and 1 fear not him.
Look how thou dreamft—1 {ay again, give out,
That Anne my Queen is fick, and like to die.
About it; for it ftands me much upon
To ftop all hopcs, whofe growth may damage me.
J muft be married to my Brother's Daughter,
Cr elfe my Kingdom ftands on brittle Glals::
Murther her Brothers, and then marry her
Uncertain way of gain. But I am 1n
So far in Blood, that Sin will plutk on S,
'Tear-falling Pity dwells not in this Eye.

Enter Tirrel.

Is thy Name Tirrel?

Tir. Fames Birrel, and your mof obedient Subject.
K. Rick
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K. Rich. Art thou indeed? -
Tir. Prove me, my gracious Lord.
K. Rich. Dartt thourefolve to kill a Friend of mine?
Tir. Pleale you 3
But I had rather kill two Enemies.
K. Rich. Why then thou hatt it; two deep Enemies,
Foes to my Reft, and my fweet fleep’s difturbers,
Are they that I would have thee deal upon ;
Tirrel, T mean thofe Baftards in the Tonvesr.
7ir. Let me have open means to come to them,
And foon I'll rid you from the fear of them.
K. Rich. Thou fing'ft {weet Mufick
Haik, come hither Tirre/, ‘
Go by this token ; rife, and lend thine Ear, [Whifers,
There is no more but fo ; fay it is done, |
And I will love thee, and prefer thee for it.
Tir. 1 willdifpotch it ftraight. {Exit,
Exnter Buckingham.
Buck. My Lord, I have confidered in my mind,
That late Requelt that you did foynd me in,
K. Rich. Well, let thatreft ; Dorfetisfled to Richmond,
Buck. 1 hear the News, my Lord.
K. Rich. Stanley, heisyour Wife'sSon ; well, look untoit,
Buck. My Lord, I claim the Gift, my due by Promife,
For which your Honour and your Faith 15 pawn’d,
Th Earldem of "Hereford- and the Moveables,
Which you have promifed I fhall poffefs. -
K. Rich. Stanley, look to your Wife; if fheconvey
Letters to Richmond, you fhall anfwer it.
Buck. What fays your Highnels to my jult requeft?
K. Rich. 1 doremember me, Henry the Sixth
Did Prophefie, that Richmond thould be King,
When Richmond was a littlg peevith Boy.
A King perhaps.
Buct. May 1t pleafe you to refolve me in my Suit ?
K. Rich, Thou troubleft me, { am not inthe Vein. [ Ex..
Buck. And is it thus ? repays he my deep Service
With fuch contempt ? made I him King for this ?
{ O let me think on Haflings, and be gone
'T'0 Brecnock, while my fearful Head is on, [Exit.
Enter Tirrel,

Tir. The tyrannous and bloody Aét is done, -
. -
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-'The moft Arch-deed of piteous Maflacre

That ever yet this Land was guilty of.

Bighton and Forrefl, whom 1 did fubern |

To do this picce of ruthful Butchery, L

Albeit they werc flefht Villains, bloody Dogs,

Melted with Tendernefs, and mild Compaffon,

Wept like to Children, in their deaths {zd Story -

O thus, quoth Dighten, lay the gentle Babes,

‘T'hus, thus, quoth Ferreff, girdling one another

Within their Alabafter innocent Arms :

T heir Lips ware four red Rofes on 2 Stalk,

And in their Summer Beauty kifs’d each other.

A Book of Prayers an their Pillow lay,

Which once, quoth Farreff, almoft chang'd my mind.

But oh the Devil— there the Villain ftopt :

When Digbton thus told on, we fmothered

‘I'he moft replenithed fwveet Work of Nature,

That from the prime Creation ¢'er fhe framed.

Hence bath are gone with Confcience and Remorfs,

- They could not fpeak, and {o I left them both,

To bearthefe Tidings to the bloody King.

Exter King Richard.

And here he comes. All health, my Sovereign Lord.
K. Rick. Xind Tirrel—— am | happy in thy News¢
ir. 1f to have done the thing you gave in charge

Beget your happinefs, be bappy then, |

+For it 15 done. .

K. Rich. But didft thou fee them dead }

7ir. Idid, my Lord.

K. Rich. And buried, gentle Tirrel?

Tir. The Chaplain of the Toaver hath buried them,
But where, to fay the Truth, I do'not know.

K. Rich. Come to me, Tirrel foon, foon after Supper..
When thou fhalt tell the procels of their Death,
Mean time— but think how I may do thee goed,

And be Inheritor of thy defire,

Farewel till then.

Tir. Thumbly take my leave.

K. Rich. The Son of Clarence have 1 pent up clefe,.
His Daughter meanly have I match'd in Marnage,
"The Sons of Edward fleep in Abrakam’s Bolom,
And Anne my Wife hath bid this World ggﬂd-Niglzf-ﬁ

| OV,
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Now, for I know the'Britin Richmorid aims |
At young E/izabeth my Brother's Daughter,
And by that knot looks proudly on the Crewn,
To her go I, a jolly thriving Wooer,
Enter Ratcliff. - f

Rat. My Lord. [blantly 2

K. Rich. Good or bad News, that thon com’t in {o

Rat. Bad News, my Lord, florten is fled to Richmond ;
And Buckingham, backt with the hardy JVelfbmen,

Isin the Field, and ftill his Power increafeth.

K. Rich. Ely with Richmsnd troubles me more near,
Than Backingbam and his rafh levied Strength, -
Come. I havelearn'd that fearful commeniing
Is leaden Servitor to dull Delay,

Delay leads 1mpotent and Snaii-pac’d Begeary :

Then fiery Expedition be my Wing.

Fowe's Mercary, and Herald for a King :

Go mufter Men ; my Councfl 1s my Shield,

We muft be brief, when Traitors brave the Field. [ Exe.

SCENE IIL

Enter &fﬂﬁﬂ' Ithargaret.

Quten. Mar. So now Profperity begins ta mellow ;
And drop into the rotten mouth of Death:

Here 1n thefe Confines flily have I lurkt,
"T'o watch the waining of mine Enemies.
A dire Induction am I witnefs to,
And wili to France, hoping the Confequence
Will prove as bitter, black and tragical.
Withdraw thee wretched Margarer, who comes here?
Eunter Datchefs and Queen.

Qyeen. ‘Ah my poor Frinces! ah my tender Babws!
My unblowa Flowers, new appearing Sweets :
If yet your gentle Souls fly in the Atr,
And be not fixt in doom perpemal,
Hover abouf me with your airy Wings,
And hear your Mother’s Lamentation.

L. Mar: Hover about her, fay, that right for right
Hatn dimm'd your infant Morn to aged Nigh,

Dutch. So many Mileries have craz'd my Voice,
That my woe-wearied Tongue is flill and mute.

Edward
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E dward Plantagenet, why art thou dead ?

9. Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet,

E dward for Edward pays a dying Debt. |
Qyeen. Wilt thou, O God, fly from fuch gentle Lambs,

And threw them in the Intrails of the Wolf ?

‘Why didft thou {leep when fuch a Deed was done? ~
8. Mar. When Holy Henry dy'd, and my fweet Son. |
Dutch.Dead Life, blind Sight, peor mortal living Ghoft, |-

W oes Scene, Worlds thame, Graves due, by Life ufurpt, |

Brief abftract and record of tedious Days,

Reft thy unreft on England’s lawtul Earth,

Unlawfully made drunk with innocent Blood.

Queen. Ah that thou wouldft as foon afford a Grave

As thou canft yield a melancholy Seat ;

Then would I hide my Bones, not reft them here.

Ah who hath any Caufe to mourn but we?

9. Mar. 1f ancient Sorrow be moft reverent,
Give mine the benefit of Signeury ;
A:d let my Griefs frown on the upper hand,

If Sorrow can admit Society.

T had an Edavard 'tlla Richard kill’'d him:

I had a Husband 'till a Richard kill'd him ¢

Thon hadft an Edward "till a Richard kill’d him:

Thou hadft a Richard 'till a Richard kill'd him. |
Dutch. I had a Richard too, and thou did{t kil him: 1

T had a Rutland too, thou holp'ft to kill hum. (him. |

& Mar. Thou hadft a Clarence too, and Richard kill'd

From forth the kennel of thy Wemb, hath crept

A Hell hound, that doth hunt us all to Death:

That Dog. that had his Teeth before his Eyes,

To worry Lambs, and lap their ventle Blood ;

That fovl defacer of God’s handy-work,

That reigns in gauled Eyes of weeping Soulsz

That excellent grand Tyrant of the Earth.

Thy Womb let loofe to ehale us to our Graves.

O upright, juit, and true difpofing God,

How do 1 thank thee, that this carnal Cur

Preys on the [flue of his Mother’s Body, -

And makes her Pue fellow with others -moan.

Dutch. Oh Harry's Wife, triumph notin my Woes:

God witnefs with me, [ have wept for thine.

Q. Mar. Bear with me: Iam bungry for revenge,

And
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And now I cloy me with beholding it.

Thy Edaward, he is dead that kil'd my Edward.

The other Edward dead, te-quit my Edward::

Young York; he is but-boot; becaufe-both they

Match'd not the high Perfettion of my Lofs.

Thy Clarence he is dead that ftabb'd my Edaward;

And the Beholders of this frantick Play,

Th' adulterate Haftings, Rivers, Vaugiran, Gray,

Untimely {fmother'd in their dusky Graves.

Richard yet lives,  Hell’s black Intelligencer,

Only referv’d their Fa&or to buy-Souls,

And fend them thicher: But at hand, at hand

Infues his piteous and unpitied End.

Earth gapes, Hell burns, Fiends roar, Saints pray,

To have him fuddenly convey’d from hence:

Cancel his Bond of Life, dear God, 1 pray,

| That I may live and fay, the Dog 13 dead.

Oueen, Othou didft Prophefy the time would come,

{ That I fhould with for thee to help me Curfe

That bottel’d Spider, that foul bunch-back’d Toad.
9. Ma. 1call'd thee then, vain flourifh of my Fortune:

I cail’d thee then, poor Shadow, painted Queen,

| The Reprefentation of but what I was;

{ The flattering Index of a direful Pageant,

1 One heav'd on high to be hurl'd down below :

1 A Mother only mock’d with two fair Babes;

Eﬂ A dream of what thou waft, a garifh Flag

1 To be the aim of ev’ry dang’rous Shot ;

A fign of Dignity, a Breath, a Bubble ;

A Queen in Jeit, only to fill the Scene.

Where is thy Husband now ¢ where be thy Brothers?

Where be thy two Sons? wherein doft thou joy !

1 Who fues and kneels, and fays, God fave the Queent?

| Where be the bending Peers that flatter’d thee?

{ Where be the thronging Troops that follow’d thee?

Decline all this, and fee now what thou art,

| For happy Wife, a moft diftrefled Widow ;

| For joyful Mother, one that wails the Name;

| For one being fu'd to, one that humbly {ues;

{ For Queen, a very Caitiff crewn’d with Care;

{ For fhe that fcorn'd at me, now {corn'd of me;

| For fhe being fear'd of ail, now fearing onc;
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For fhe commanding all, obey'd of none,

Thus hath the coarle of Juftice whirl'd about,

And left thee but a very prey. to Time;

Having no more but thought of what thou waft,

T'o terture -thee the more, being what thou art.

Thou didft ufurp my Place; and doft thou not

Ufurp the juit proportion of my Sorrow ?

Now thy proud Neck bears half my burthen’d Yoke,

From which, ev'n here I {lip my wearied Head,

And leave the Burthen of it all on thee.

Farewel Yor#'s Wife, and Queen of fad Mifchance,

Thefe Englifp Woes will make me (mile in France,
Queen. Othou well-skill'd i Curfes, ftay a while,

And teach me how to cur{e mine Enemies.

Q. Mar. Yorbearto fleep the Night, and faft the Day :

Compare dead Happinefs with living Woe ;

"Caink that thy Babes were {weeter than they were,

And he.that flew them fouler than he is:

Beit'ring thy lofs malkes the bad Caufer worfe,

Revolving this, will teach thee how to curie.

Queen. My Words are dull, O quicken them with thine.
9. Mar. Thy Woes will make them fharp,

And pierce like mine. {Exit Margaret,
Dutck. Why fhould Calamity be full of Words?
Oueen. Windy Attorneys to their Clients Woes,

Airy {ucceeders of mteftine Jovs,

Poor breathing Orators of Miferies.

Let them bave {fcope, tho’ what they will impart

Help nothing elfe, yet they do eafe the Heart.

Dutch. If{o, then be not tongue-ty’d; oo with e,

And 1n the breath of bitter Words, let’s {mother

rly damned Son, that thy two {fweet Sons {mother'd.

‘Trumpet founds, be copious in Exclaims.

- Enter King Richard and bis Traix.
E. Rich. Whointercepts me in my Expedition ?
Dutch. O the that might have ‘intercepted thee,

By ftrangling thee in her accurfed Womb,

From all the Slavghters, Wretch, that thou haft done.
Queen. Hideft thou that Forehead witha Golden Crown,

Where fheuld be branded, if that right were right,

The Slaughter of the Prince that ow’d that Crown,

And the cire Deain of my poer Sons and B{@thers:r 1]
. :
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Tell me, thou Villain:flave, where are my Childres?
Dutch. Thou Toad, thou Toad,.
Where is thy Brother Clarence 2
And little Ned Plantaganet his Son? -
Queen. Where isthe gentle Riwers, Vaughan, Gray?
Dutch, Where is kind Haflings ! - |
K. Rich. A fiounfh, Trumpets ; frike Alaram, Drums; .
Let not the Heav'ns hear thefe Tell-tale Women
Rail en the lord’s Anointed. Strike, I fay.
| [Flourife Alarums,
Either be patient, and intreat me fair,
Or with the clamorous report of War
T hus will I drown your Exclamations.
Dutch. Art thou my Son?
K. Rich. Ay, I thank God, my" Father, and your felf,
Dutch. Then patiently’hear my Impatierice. ~
K. Rich. Madam, Ihavea touch of your Condition,
That cannot brook the accent of Reproof.
Dutch. O let me {peak.
K.-Rich. Dothen, butI'll not hear.
Dutch. I will be mild and gentle in my Words.
K. Rich. And brief, goed Mothet, for I am in hafte,
Dutch. Arttheu {o hatty? I have ftaid for thee,
God knows, in Torment and in Agony:
K. Rich. And came I not at laft to comfort you ?
Dutch. No, by the holy Rood, thou knew'tt it well,
Thou am’ft on Earth to make the Earth my Hell.
A grievous-burthen was thy Birth to me,
Tetchy and wayward was thy Infancy ;
Thy School-days frightful, defperate, wild and futious,
Thy prime of Manhood, daring, hold and venturous:
Thy Age confirm'd, proud, fubtle, {ly and bloody,
More mild, but yet more harmful, kind in hatred:
What comfortable hout.cantt thou name,
That ever grac’d me with thy Company ?
K. Rich, Faith none but Humphry Hower,
That call'd your Grace
To breakfaft once, forth of my Cormpany.
If I be fo difgracious in your Eye,
Let me march on and not offend you, Madam.
Strike up the Drum.
Dutch.. 1 prithee hear me {pedk, *
D E- mrlr;.
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K. Rich. You fpeak toe bitterly,
Dutch. Hear me a2 Word,
For I fhall never {peak to thee again.
K. Rich. So.
Dutch. Either thou wilt dieby God's jult Ordinance,
Ere from this War thou turn 2 Congueror; -
Or I with Grief and extream Age fhall perifh,
And never more behold thy Face again.
Therefore take with thee my moft grievous Curfe,
Which, in the Day of Battle, tire thee more,
"Than alf the compleat- Armour that thou wear't.
My Prayers on the adverfe Party fight,
And there the little Souls of Edward’s Children
Whifper the Spirits of thine Enemies,
And promife them Succefs and Viétory.
Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end :
Shame ferves thy Life, and doth thy Deathattend. [Exi2.
Rueen. Tho' far more Caufe yet much lefs Spiritto curfe
Abides in me, I'{ay Amen to her.
K. Rich. Stay, Madam, I muft talk a Word with you,
. Queen. I haveno more Sons of the Royal Blood
For thee to flaughter; for my Daughters, Richard,
They fhall be praying Nuns, not weeping Queens;
And therefore level not to hit their Lives.
K. Rich. You havea Daughter call'd Elizabeth,
Virtuous and Fair, Royal and Gracious.
Dneen. And muft fhe die for this? O let her live,
And I'll corrupt her Manners, ftain her Beauty,
Slander my Telf as falfe to Edavard’s Bed:
‘Threw. over her the Vail of Infamy,
S0 fhe may live unfcar’d of bleeding Slaughter,
I will confefs the was not Edaward’s Daughter.
K. Rich. Wrong not her Birth, fhe is a Royal Princefs.
Queen. Tofave her Life I'll fay {he is not fo.
K. Rich. Her Life is fafeft only in her Birth.
Sueen. And only inthat fafety dy’d her Brothers.
K. Rich. Lo, at their Birth good Stars were oppoite,
Queen. No, to their Livesill Friends were contrary.
K. Rich. All unavoided is the doom of Deftiny.
Qucen. T'rue; when avoided Grace makes Deftiny.
My Babes were deftin’d to a fairer Death,
It Grace had bleft thee wich a fairer Lite.
| ’ ‘ K. Rick.
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K. Rick. You fpeak asif that 1 had flain my Coufins ?

YDyeen. Coufins indeed, and by their Uncle cozen'd,
Of Comfort, Kingdom, Kindred, Freedom, Life,
Whofe Hands foever lanced their tender Hearts,

Thy Head, all Indire&tly, gave Direlion.

No doubt the murd’rous Knife wasdull and blunt,
"Till it was whetted on thy Stone-hard Heart,

'T'o revel i~ the Intrailsof my Lambs.

But that ftill ufe of Grief makes wild Grief tame, .
My Tongue fhould to thy Ears not name my Boys,
*Till that my Nails were anchor'd in thine Eyes;

And I in fuch a defp'rate Bay of Death,

Like a poor Bark of Sails and Tackling reft,

Rufh all to pieces on thy Rocky Bofom.

K. Rich. Madam, fo thrive Tin my Enterprize,
And dangerous {uccefs of bloody Wars,

As I 1ntend more good to you and yours,
Than ever you or yours by me were harm'd.

ueen. What good is cover'd with the Face of Heav's,
To be difcover'd, that can do me good ?

K.Rich.Th'Advancementof your Children,gentleLady.

Qyeen. Upto fome Scaftold, there to lofe their Heads.

K. Rich. Unto the dignity and height of Fortune,
‘The high Imperial Type of this Earth's Glory.

Queen, Flatter my Sorrow with report of it;

Tell me, what State, what Dignity, what Honour
Canft thou devife to any Child of mine ?

K. Rich. E'en all 1 have; ay, and my felf and all,

Will I withal endow a Child of thine:

50 1n the Lethe of thy angry Soul

‘Thou drown the fad remembrance of thofe Wrongs,
Which thou {uppofeft I have done to thee.

Queen. Be brief, left that the procefs of thy kindne's
Laft longer telling, than thy kindnefs date.

K. Rich., Then know,

That from my Soul I love thy Daughter.

Queen. My Daughter’s Mother thinks 1t with her Scul,

K. Rick. What de you think? ‘

Queen. 'I'hat thou doft iove my Daughter from thy Scul.
So from t'sy Soul’s Love didft thou love her Brothers,
And from my Heart’s love, I do thank thee for it.

K. Rich. Be not {o haity to confound my meaning;

D2 I mean,
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I mean that with my Soul I love thy Daughter,
And do intend to make her Queen of Enoland.
Queen, Well then,who doft thou mean thall be her King?

K. Rich. Even he that makes her Queen;
Who elfe thould be ?

Hueen. What, thou !
K. Rich. Even fo 5 how think you of it?
Dueen. How canft thov weo her ?
K. Rick. That Fwould learn of you,
As one being beft acquainted with her Humour,
Quedn. And wilt thou learn of me?
K. Rich, Madam, with all my Heart.
Queen. Send to her, by the Man that {lew her Brothers,
A pair of bleeding Hearts ; thereon ingrave
Edaward.and York, then haply will fhe weep :
T herefore prefent to her, as {ometime Margaret
Did to thy Father, fleept in Rutland's Blood,
A Handkerchief.; which, fay to her, did drain
The purple fap from her fweet Brothers Bodies,
And bid hér wipe her weeping Eyes withal,
If this Inducement move her not to Love,
Send her a Letter of thy Noble Deeds ;|
Téll her, thou madeft away her Uncle Clarence,
Her Uncle Riwers s ay, and for her fake,
Madeft quick Conveyance with her good Aunt Anze.
K. Rich. You meck me, Madam, this 1s not the way
To win your Daughter.
Queen. 'There is no other way,
Unlefs thou could'ft put on fome other Shape,
And not be Richard, that hath done all this.
K. Rich. Say, that I did all this for love of her.
Rueen. Nay then indeed the cannot chufe but hate thee,
‘Having bought love with fuch a bleody Spoil.
K. Rich. Laok, what is done, cannat be now amended ;
Men fhall deal unadvifedly fometimes,
* Which after-heurs give leifure to repent of.
It I did take the Kingdom from your Sons,
To make amends, I'll give it to your Daughter:
If 1 have kill’d the Iffue of your Womb,
To quicken your increafe I will beget |
Mine [fluc of your bload, upon your Daughter !

A Grandam’s name is little lefs in love,
Than
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'Than is the doting Title of 2 Mother ;

Tley are as Children but one ftep below;

Even of your Metal, of your very Blood :

Of 7all one pain, fave for a Night of Groans

Endur'd of her, for whom you bid like Sorrow:

Your Children were Vexation to your Youth,

But mine fhall be a Comfort to your Age.

T'he lofs you have is but a Son being King,

And by that lofs your Daughter is made Queen.

I cannot make yeu what amends I would,

Therefore accept fuch kindnefs as I can.

Dorfet, your Son, that with a fearful Soul

Leads difcontented Steps in Foreign Soil,

This fair Alliance quickly fhall call home

To high Promotions and great Dignity.

The King that calls your beauteous Daughter Wife, .

Familiarly fhall call thy Dir/ez Brother :

Again fhall you be Mother to 2 King;

And all the ruinsof diftrefsful Times,

Repair'd with double Riches of Content.

What? we have many goodly Days to fee:

The liquid drops of ‘T'ears that you have thed

Shall come again, transform’d to Orient Pearl,

Advantaging their Love with Interelt,

Oftentimes double gain of Happinefs.

Go then, my Mother, to thy Daughter, go,

Make bold her bafhful Years with your Experience;

Prepare her Ears to hear a Wooer’s Tale.

Put in her tender Heart th’ alpiring flame

Of golden Sovereignty ; acquaint the Princefs

With the fweet filent hours of Marriage Joys;

And when this Arm of mine hath chaitifed

The petty Rebel, dull-brain’d Buckingham,

Bound with triumphant Garlands will I come,

And lead thy Daughter te a Conqueror’s Bed 5

T'o whom | will retail my Conqueft wen,

And fhe fhall be fole Viétrefs, Lzfars Cefar.
Queen. What were 1 beft to fay, her Father’s Brother-

Would be her Lord ! or fhall I fay, her Uncle ?

Or he that {lew her Brothers ? and her Uncles?

Under what Title thall I woo for thee,

That God, the Law, my Honoux, snl her Love,
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Can make {eem pleafing to her tender Years ?
K. Rich. Infer fair England’s Peace by this Alliance.
Queen. Which fhe fhall purchafe with ftill lafting War.
K Rich. Tell her,the King,that may command, intreats.
Oyeen. That,at her Hands,which the King'sKing forbids.
K. Rich. Say, fhe fhall bea highand mighty Queen.
Queen. To vail the Title, as her Mother doth.
K. Rich. Say, 1 will love her everlaftingly.
Oueen. But how Jong fhall that Tide ever laft ?
K. Rich. Sweetly in force, unto her fair life’s end.
Oueen. But how leng,fairly, fhall her fweet Life laft?
K. Rich. Aslong as Heav’n and Nature lengthens it.
Dueen. As longas Hell and Richard Likes of it.
K. Rich. Say, 1, her Sovereign, am her Subjeét low.
9ueen. But fhe, your Subjed, loaths {uch Sovereignty.
K. Rich. Be eloquent in my behalf to her.
Dyeen. An honelt Tale fpeeds beft, being plainly told.
K. Rich. Then, plainly, to her tell my loving Tale.
9yeen. Plain and not honeft, is too harfh a Stle.
K. Rich. Your Reafons are too fhallow, and tooquick.
Queen. Q no, my Reafons are too deep and dead;
Two deep and dead, poor Infants in their Graves,
Harp on it ftill fhall I, "till Heart-ftrings break.
K. R. Harp not on that String, Madam, thatis paf,
Now by my George, my Garter, and my Crown——s
Dueen. Profan'd, dithonour'd, and the third ufurp'd.
K. Rich. I{wear.
Oyeen. By nothing, for this isno Oath
Thy George profan’d, hath loft his lordly Honour,
Thy Garter blemifh’d, pawn’'d his kingly Virtue,
Thy Crown ufurp'd, difgrac'd his Kingly Glery:
1f {omething thou would’ft fwear to be believ'd,
Swear then by fomething that thou haft not wrong'c.
K. Rich. Then by my felf —
Queen. Thy felf 1s {elf mifus'd.
K. Rich. Now by the World ———
Dueen. *Tis full of thy foul Wrongs.
K. Rich. My Father’s Death ——
9ucen Thy Life hath it difhonour’d.
K. Rich. Why then, by Heav'n —
Queen. Heav'n's Wrong is mott of all:
¥f thou didft fear to break an Oath with him,

The
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"The Unity the King my Husband made
'Thou hadit not broken, nor my Brothers dy’d.
If thou hadft fear'd to break an Oatiby him,
Th’ imperial Metal, circling now thy Head,
Had grac'd the tender Temples of my Child,
And both the Princes had been breathing here,
Which now two tender Bed-fellows for duft,
‘Thy broken Faith hath -made the prey for Worms.
What canft thou fwear by now ?
XK. Rich. The Time to come.
Queen. Thatthouhalt wronged 1n the time o’erpaft:
For I my felf have many Tears to wafh
Hereafter Time, for time-paft; wrong'd by thee.
‘The Chikdren live, whofe Fathers thou haft flaughter’d,
Ungovern'd Youth, to wail it with their Age.
The Parents live, whofe Children thou haft butcher'd,
Old basren Plants, to wail it with their Age.
Swear not by Time fo come, for that thou haft
Mifus'd ere us’d, by Times ill-us’d o’erpaft.
K. Rich. As I intend to profper, and repent ;
So thrive I in my dangerous Aftairs
Of hoftile Arms; My felf, my {elf confound,
Heaven and Fortune bar me happy Hours,
Day yield me not thy Light, nor Night thy Reft,
Be oppofite all Planets of good Luck
'T'o my proceeding, if with dear Heart’s Love,
Immaculate Devotion, holy Thoughts,
I tender not thy beauteous Princely Daughter.
In her confilts my Happinefs and thine ;
Without her, follows to my felf and thee,
Her felf, the Land, and many a Chriftian Soul,
Death, Defolation, Ruin, and Decay :
{t cannot be avoided, but by this;
It will not be avoided, but by this :
Therefore, dear Mother, I muft call you fo,
Be the Attorney of my Love to her ;
Plead what I will be, not what I have been ;
Not my Defires, but what I will deferve :
Urge the neceffity and ftate of Times ;
And be not peevifh found in great Defigas.
Dueen. Shall 1 be tempted of the Devil thus? )
K. Rich. Ay, if the Devil tempt you to do good, -

Dy - Dueen.
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Qaeen. Shalll forget my felf to be my felf?
K. Rich. Ay, ifyourfelf’sremembrance wrong your felf.
Queen, Yet thou didft kill my Children.
K. Rich, But in your Daughter’s Womb I bury them ;
Where in that Neft of Spicery they will breed
Selves of themfelves, to your recomforture.
Qaceen. Shall I gowin my Daughter to thy Will2
K. Rich, And be a happy Mother by the Deed.
Queen. 1 go, write to me very thortly,
And you fhall underftand from me her mind. [Exit Queen,
K. Rich. Bear her my true Love’s kifs, and {o farewel--
Relenting Fool, and fhallow-changing Woman.
How now, what News!
Enter Ratcliff.
Rat. Moft mighty Sovereign, on the Weftern Coaft
Rides a puiffant Navy: To our Shores
Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted Friends,
Unarm’d, and unrefolv'd to beat them back.
*Tis thonght, that Richmend is their- Admiral :
_ And there they hull, expefing but the aid
Of Buckingham, to welcome them afhore. [ Nozfols.
K. Rich. Some light-foot Friend poft to the Duke of
Ratcliff, thy {elf, or Catesty ; where is he ?
Catef. Here, my good Lord.
K. Rich. Cateshy, fly to the Duke. |
Catef. T will, my Lord, with all convenient hatte.
K. Rich. Ratcliff, come hither, poftto Salisbury, .
W hen thou comeft thither-m——we Dull unmindful Villain,
[70 Catesby.
Why ftay’ft thou here, and go’lt not to the Duke!
Catef. Firlt, mightyLiege, tell me your Highnefs plea-
What from your Grace I fhall deliver to him. [ {ure,
K. Rich. Otrue, good Cageshy——b1d him levy firaight
The greateft Strength and Power that he can make,
And meet me {uddenly at Safisbyry. -
Catef. I go. [Exit.
Rat. Wtat, may it pleale you, fhall I do at Salisbury ?
K. Rich. Why, what wouldft thou do there betore 1 go ?.
Rat. Your Highrels told me I fthould poft before.
K. Rich. My Mind 15 chang’e mwemee
Enter Lord Stanley.
Stanley, what News with you!
f | 5ta.
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8¢an. Ntine, good my Liege, to pleafe you with the hear-
Nor nore fo bad,but well may be reported. [ing,

K. Rich. Hoyday, a Riddle, neither good nor bad :
What need’ft thou run fo many Miles about,

When thon may'ft tell thy Tale the neareft way ?
Once more, what News ?

Stan. Richmond is on the Seas.

K. Rich. There let him {ink, and be the Seas on him,-
White-liver’d Run-a gate, what doth hethere ?

Stan. I know not, mighty Sovereign, but by guefs.

K. Rich. Well, as yon guefs,

Stan. Stirr'd up by Dorfet, Buckingbam, and Mortan,.
He makes for England, here to claim the Crown,

- K. Rich, Isthe Chair empty ? is the Sword unfway’d? -
Is the King dead ? the Empire unpoflefs'd ?

What Heir of Yark is there alive, but we ?

And who is England’s King but greatYor#’s Heir ?:
‘Then tell me, what makes he upon the Seas ?

Stan. Unlefs for that, my Liege, I cannot guefs.

K. Rich. Unlefs for that he comes to be your Liegey,
You cannot guefs wherefore the Wefb-man comes.

"Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear.

Stan. No, my good Lord, therefore miftruft me not.

K. Rich. Where is thy Power then to beat him back #
Where be thy Tenants, and thy Followers ? .

Are they not now upon the Welftern Shore,
Safe conduéting the Rebels from their Ships?:

Stan. No, my good Lord, my Friends are in the North, .

K. Rich, Cold Friendsto me: whatdo they inthe North,
When they fhould ferve their Sovereign in the Weft ¢

Stan. They have not been commanded, mighty King;
Pleafeth your Majefty to give me leave, |
~ Plliufter up my Friends, and meet your Grace, .
ere,.and what time your Majelty fhall pleafe.

% Rich. Ay, thou would'tt be gone, to join with Rich4

Biit LH not truft thee. [mond & -
Stan. Moft mighty Sovereign,

You have no caufe to hold my Friendthip doubtful,

I never was, nor never will be falfe.

K. Rich. Gothen, and mufter Men ; but leave behind |
Your Son George Stanley : Look your Heart be firm, .
Or elfe his Head'’s affurance is but frail,

D s Stan -
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Stan. Sodeal with him, as 1 prove true to you.
[ Exit Stanley..
Enter a Meffenger.
M.f. My gracious Sovereign, now in Devonjbire,
As ] by Friends am well advertifed,
Sir Edavard Courtney, and the haughty Prelate,
B.thop of Exeter, his elder Brother
With many more Confederates are in Arms.
Entgr another Meffenger.
Mef. In Kent, my Liege, the Guildfords are In. Arms,.
And every hour Competitors
Flock to the Rebels, and their Power grows ftrong.
Enter another Meflenger.
Mef, My Lord, the Army of great Buckingham ——=
X. Rich. Out on ye, Owls, nothing but Songs of Death.
[Ht.’ ﬁ?‘f.{'ﬁ birs:
There take thou that, 'till thou bzing better News.
Mef: The News I have to teli your Majefty,
Is, that by fudden Floods, and fall of Watess,
Buckingban’s Army is difpers’d and featter'd,
And he himfelf wandred away alone,
No Man knows whither.
K. Rich: I cry thee Mercy;
There is my Purfe, to cure that Blow of thina.
Hath any well-advifed Friend proclaim’d
Reward to him that brings the Traitor in?’
Mef. Such Proclamation hath been made, my Lord.
Enter another Meffenger.
Me/. Sir Thomas Lovel, and Lord Marquels Doz /fe2;
"Tis faid, my Liege, in Yordphire are in Arms;
But this good comfort bring 1 to your Highnels,
"Fhe Britain Navy is difpers'd by Tempeti.
Richmond in Dorfet/bire lent out a Boat
Unto.the Shors, to ask thofe on the Banks,
Ifthey were his Affiftants, yea or no
Who anfiverd him, they came from Buckingbars
Upon-his Party; he miftrufling them,
Hois'd Sail, and made his Courfe again for Brifa:n.
K Rick. March on, marchion, fince we are up in Aring,
If not to fight with Foreign Enemies,
Yet to heat down.thefe Rebels here at Home.
Enter Catesby.

Catef; My Liege, the Duke of Buckingham. 1. takens.
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"That i1s the belt News; that the Earl of Richmond
Is with a mighty Power landed at M:/ford,
Is colder News, but yet it muft be told.
K. Rich. Away towards Salisbury; while we rea‘on here,
A Royal Baitle might be won' and loft :

Some one take order that Buckingham be brought
To Salisbury, the reft march on with me.  [Excant,

SCENE 1IV.
Enter Derby, and Sir CTlriilnpher.

Derby. Sir Chriflopher, tell Richmond this from me, .
That 1n the Sty of the moft deadly Boar,
My Son George Stanley is franks up in hold:
1f I revolt, off goes young George's Head,
The fear of that holds off my prefent Aid,
So get thee gone; commend me to thy Lord.
Withal fay, that the Queen hath heartily confented
He thould efpoufe E/izabeth her Daughter.
But tell me, where is Princely Richmond now ?
Chrif. At Pembroke, or at Heriford Weft 1 17 ales.
Derby. What Men of Name relort to him ?
Chrzf. Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned Soldier,
Sir Gilbert Talbot, Siv William Stanley,
Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, Sir Fames Blunt
And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant Crew,
And many other of great Name and Worth:
And towards Lsndon do they bend their Power,
If by the way they be not fought withal.
Derby. Well, hie thee to thy Lord: I kifs his Hand,

My Letter will refolve him of my Mind,
Farewell, [ Exeant,

ACT V. SCENE I

Enter the Sheriff, and Buckingham avith Halberds .,
Jed to Execution, .

Buck. Y & 7 ILL not King Richardlet me fpeak with him ?

Sher. No, good my Lord, therefore be pa-
tient.

7 | Buck.
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_ Byck. Haftings, and Edward’s Children, Gray and
Holy King Hensy, and thy fair Son Edwward, [Riwvers,
Vaughan, and all that have mifcarried
By under hand corrupted foul Injuftice !

It that your moody difcontented Souls,
Do threagh the Clouds behold this prefent heur,
Hven for revenge mock my Deftruétion,
This 1s 4/-Souls Day, Fellow, is it net ?
Sher. It is.
Buck. Why then 4//-Son/s Day is my Body’s Doom/day.
T his 1s the Day, which in Xing Edward’s time
I wifht might fall on me, when I was found
Falfe to his Children, and his Wife's Allies.

This, is the Day wherein I wifht to fall
By the falfe Faith of him whom mof I trufted.

‘This, this 4//-Souls Day to my fearful Soul,

Is the determin'd refpite of my Wrongs:
Thathigh All feer, which I dallied with,

Hath wrn'd my feigned Prayer on my Head,

And given in earneft, what I begg'd in jeft.
'Thus doth he force the Swords of wicked Men

To turn théir own paintsin their Mafters Bofoms.

'Thus Margare's Curle falls heavy on my Neck:

When he, quoth fhe, will {plit thy Heart with Sorrew,
Remember Margaret was a Prophetefs 2

Come lead me, Officers, to the Block of Shame,
Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame.

[ Exeunt Buckingham avith Officerss

SCENE IL

Enter Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Herbert, and others,
with Drum and Colours.

Richm. Fellowsin Arms, and my moft loving Friends,
Bruis’d underneath the Yoke of Tyrauny, |
"Thus far into the Bowels of the Land,
Have we marcht on without Impediment ;
And here receive we from our Father S#anley,
Lines of fair Com/ort and Encouragement:
The wretched, bloody, and ufurping Boar,
‘That fpoil’d our Summer- Fields and fruitful Vines,
owills your warm Bloed like Wath, and makes his Trou%h
' I
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In your embowelld Bofoms; This foul Swine
Lies now €’en in the Ceater of this Ifle,
Near to the Town of Leiceffer, as we learn:
From Tamworth thither, is but one Day’s march,
In God’s Name cheerly on, couragious Friedds,
To reap the Hirveft of perpetual Peace,
By this one bloody trial-of fharp War. :

Ox. Every Man’s Conicience is a thoufand Men,
To fight againft this guilty Homieide, .

Herb. 1 doubt not but his Friends will turn to ue,

Bluxt. He hathno Friends, but whatareFriends for fear; -
Which in his dearet need will fly from him.

Rick, All for our vantage, then in God’s- Name march,
True hope is fwift, and flies with Swallow’s Wings,
Kings it makes Gods, and meaner Creatures Kings.

. - [ Exennt,
Enter King Richard in Arms, with Norfolk, Ratcliff, and
the Earl of Surrey.

X. Rich. Here pitchour Tent, even here in Bofworth-fleld,
My Lord of Surrey, why look you fo fad 3

Sur. My Hearrt is ten times lighter than my Looks,

K. Rich, My Lord of Norfolk,

Nor, Here, molt gracious Liege,

K. Rich. Norfolk, we muft have: knocks:

Hi, mult we not?

Ner, We muft both give and take, my loying Lord.

K. Rich, Up with my Tent, here will] It to Night,
But where to Morrow ?— well all’s one for that,

Who hath defery’d the number of the Traitors?

Nor, Six or {even thoufand is their utmoft Power,

K, Rich. Why our Battalia trebles that account :
Befides, the King’s Name is a Tower of Strenpth,
Which they upon the adverfe Faétion want,

Up with the Tent: Come, Noble Gentlemen,
Let us furvey the vantage of the.Ground.
Call for fome Men of {ound Dire&tion:

Let’s izck no. Difcipline, make no delay,

For Lords, to Morrow is a bufy Day. [%mnt}
Enter Richmond, Str William Brandon, Oxford, and
Dorler, -

Rickm, The weary Sun- hath made a Goiden fet,
And by the bright Tract of his fiery Car,

Giyes

L ool Y
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Gives token of a goodly Day to Morrow.
Sir William Brandon, you fhall bear my Standard :
Give me fome Ink and Paper in my Tenty
I'll draw the Form and Model of our Battle,
Limit each Leader to his feyeral Charge,
And part in juft proportion our {mall Power,
My Lord of Oxford, you Sir I¥illiams Brandon,
And you Sir William Herbert {tay with me;
The Earl of Pemiroke kecps his Regiment;
Good Captain Blune, bear my good Night to him,.
And by the fecond hour ia the Morning,
Defire the Earl to {ee me in my Tenr,
Yet une thing more. good Captain, do for me:.
Where is Lord Stanley quarter’d, do you know?
Blunt. Unlels I have mifta’en his Colours much,
(Which well 1 am affur’d 1 have not done)
His Regiment lies, half a Mile at leaft,
South from the mighty. Power of the King.
Richm. If without Feril 1t be poflible,
Sweet Blunt, makefome good means to fpeak with him,.
And pive him from me this-moft ncedful Note,
Blunt. Upon my felf, my Lord, Lll undertake it..
And {o God give you quiet reft to Night.
Richm. Good Night, good Captain Blunt,
Come, Gentlemen,
Let-us counfult upon to Morrow’s Bufinefs;
Into my Tent, the Dew is raw and cold.
[ They wuthdraw into the Tens
Enter King Richard,.Ratchfl, Norfolk and Catesby.
K. Rich. What.is’t a Clock?
Catesby. It’s Supper time, my Lord, 1’s nine a.Clock..
K. Ruch. 1 will not fup to Nighr,
Give me fome Ink and Paper:.
What, is my Beaver eafier than it was?-
And all my Armour laid into my Tent?
Catesby. 1t 1s, my Liege; and all things are in readinefs.
K. Rieh, Good Norfafk, hyethee to thy Charge,
Ufe caieful Warch, choofe tzufty Centinels,
Nor. 1 go, my Lord.
K. Rien. Stir with the Lark to-Mosrow, gentla Norfolk,
Nor. L warrant you, my Lord, [ Exit,
X. Rien, Ratclifh,
Rai.
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Rat, My Lord, - .

K, Rich. Send out o Parfnivant at Arms
To Szanley’s Regiment ;. bid him briog his Power
Before Sun-rifing, lelt his Son George. fall
Into the blind Cave of eternal Nighe,

Fill me « Bowl of Wine; give me.a Watch =

Saddle white Surrey for the Field to-Morrow.:

Look that my Staves be found, and not too heavy, .
Ratelff —— .

Rat, My Lord? - [land#

K, Rich. Saw’(t thou the melancholy Lord Northumber-

Kat, Thomas Earl of Surrey, and himielf,

Muci ab.ut Cock-fhut time, from Troop to Troop
Went through the Army, cheering. up: the Soldiers,

K. Rith. So— 1am {atisfy'd; give-mea Bowl of Wine.
I have not that alacrity of Spirit,.

Nor cheer of Mind that I was went to have,
Set 1t down. Is Ink and Paper ready

Rat. It 15, my Lord.

K, Rich. Bid my-Guard watch, Leave me,
Ratchff, about the mid of Night come to my Tent,
And help to Arm me, Leave me, I fav.. [Exit Ratcliff,

Enter Dérby to- Richmond ia bis Tent:

Derby. Fortune and Victory fit on thy Helm,

Rich. All comfort that the dark Night can afford,
Be ta thy Perfon, noble Father-in-Law,

Tell me, how fares our noble Mother ?

Derby. 1, by Attorney, blels thee from thy Mother,.

Who prays continually tor Richmond’s good :
So much for that, The filent Bours {teal on;
And flaky Durknefs breaks within the Falt..
In Drief, for {o the Seafon hid¢ us be,

Prepare thy Battle early in the Morning,

And put thy Fortuns to th’ Arbitrement

Ot bloody Strokes, and moral ftaring Wars.

b, as | may, (that which I would, I cannot).
With beft advantage will deceive the time,

And aid thee in this doubtful fhock of Arms,

Bat on thy fide I may not be tco foroard,

Left being {cen thy Brother, tender George.
Be.executed 1n his Father’s Sight. '

Farewel; the leifore, and the fearful time.
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Cuts off the ceremonious Vows of Love,

And ample interchange of {weet Difcourfe,

Which fo long fundred Friends thould dwell upon

God give us letfore for thefe rites of Love.

Once more Adieu, be valiant, and fpeed well.

. Richm. Good Lords, conduét him to his Regiment;

Ill firive, with troubled Noife, to take a Nap,

Left leaden {lumber poize me down to Morrow,

When I fhould mount with Wings of Vittory:

Once more, good Night, kind Lords and Gentlemen,

. [Exeunt. Manet Rizhmond,

O thou, whofe Captain I sccount my f{elf,

Look on my Forces with a gracious Bye:

Pat in their Hands thy brui{ing Irons of wrath,

That they may crufh down, with a heavy fall,

Th ufurping Helmets of cur Adverfarics,

Make us thy Minifters of Chaltifement,

That we may praife thee in thy Victory

To thee I do commend’ my watchful Soul,

Ere I let fall the Windows of mine Eyes:

Sleeping, and waking, oh defend me (tiil, [ Sleeps,
Entey the Ghoft of Prince Edward, Sonzo Henry the Sixth,
Ghoft. Let me fic heavy on thy Seul to morrow:

| [To K. Rich,

Think how thon ftabb'dft mre in the prime of Youth

At Tewksbury ; defpair therefore, and die.

Be cheerful, Richmond, for the wrenged Souls [ 7o Richm,

Of butcher'd Princes fi>ht in thy behaif:

King Henry's iffue, Richmond, comforts thee.

Enter the Ghoft of Henry the Sixth.
Ghoff. When 1 quflinortal, mY anciuted Body
' [Tv X.Rich,

By thee was punched full of holes;

Think on the Tower, ahd me; defpair, 2nd die.

Henry the Sixth bids thee defpair, and die. =,

Virtuous aod holy, be thou Congueror,” [T Richm,

Harry, that prophefied thou fhouls’ft be King,

Doth comtfort thee in {leep; 'ive thou and Hourifh,

Enter the Ghoft of Clarence,
Gogft. Let me fit heavy on thy{Soul to morrew;
[Tﬂ K, Rifhn

1 that was walh'd to death in fulfomWine,

Pooz



~of Ricuarp Il 8¢

Poor Clarence, by thy guile bétray’d-to death
To morrow in the-Battle think on me,
And fall thy edglefls Sword ; d=fpair and dic.
Thou Offspring of the Houfe of Lancaffer, [ToRichms,
The wronged Heirs of York do pray for thee,
(ood Angels guard thy Battle, live and flourifh.
Enter tne Ghofls of Rivers, Gray and Vaughan,

Riv, Let me (it heavy on thy Soul to merrow,

[Tz K. Rich,
Rivers, that dy’d-at Pomfret: Defpair, and die,

Gray. Think vpon Gray, and let thy Soul defpair.

[To X. Rich]

Vaugh, Think upon Vaughan, and with guilty fear
. [Te K, Riche
Let fall thy Launce! defpair and die. -

Al Awake, [T6 Rich,
And think our wrengs in Richard’s Bofom
Will conquer, Awake, and win the Day.

Enter the Ghoff of Lovd Haftings,
Ghoft. Bloody and guilty ; auilty, awake; [Iv K. Rich,
And mn a bloody Bartle end thy Days,
Think on Lord Haffings 3 defpair and die,
Quiet untrcubled Seul, awake, awake. [ToRichm,
Arm, fight, and conquer, for fair England’s fake,
Enter twe Ghofts of the two youpg Princes,

Ginfts, Dream on thy Coulins {fmother’d in the Tower
. [Tﬂ KIRiChI
Let us be laid within thy Bofom, Richard,
And weigh thee down to ruin, {hame, and death,
Thy Nephews Souls bid thee defpair and die,
Sleep Ricomond, {leep in Peace, :nd wake ia Joy.

{Ts Rich.,
Good Angels guard thee from the Boar’s annoy, ~
Live, and beget a happy race of Kings.
Edward’s unhappy Sons do bid thee fourith,
Enter the Ghoft of Anne his W¥ife.

Groff, Richard, thy Wite, that wretched Aune, thy Wife,
That never flepr a quict Hour with thee, [7v K, Rich.
Now fills thy Slesp with perturbations
To morrow in- the Battle think on me,

And fall thy edgelefs Sword; defpair and die.
The @ quict Soul, fleep thon 2 quiet Skep: [To [;.)ir:hm:
- _ ream
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Dream of Succefs, and happy Victory,
Thy Adverfories Wife doth pray for thee.
Enter the Ghoft of Buckingham.
Ghoff. The firft was I, that help’d thee to the Crown:
| ' [Tv K, Rich,
The laft was I, that felt thy Tyranny.
O, in the Battle think on Buckinghans,
And die in terror of thy Guiltinefs.
Dream on, dream on, of bloody Deeds and Death,
Fainting defpair; delpairing yield thy breath,
1 dy’d for hope, erc I could lend thee aid;  [To Rich.
But cheer thy Heart, and be thou not difmay’d:
God and good Angels fight an Richmond's fid>,
And Richard fall ic height of all his Pride. [ The Ghofts vanifi.
[K. Richard flarts out of bis Dream.
X. Rich. Give me another Horfe, bind up my Wounds :
Have mercy, Fef—Soft, 1 did but dream.
O coward Confcience! how doft thou «ffl.&t me?
The Lights burn blue— Is it not dead Mid-night ——
Cold fearful Drops ftand on my trembling Flefh:
What? do I fear my felf? There’s none elfe by,
Richard loves Richard, that is, T am 1 :
Is there a Murtherer here? No; Yes, ] am:
Then fly — what from my felf? Great reafon; why?
Left T revenge. What 2 my felf upon my felt?
Alack, [love my felf, Wherefore 2 For any good
That I my {If have done unto my felf?
O no. Alas, I rather hate my {clf,
For hateful Deeds committed by my {elf.
I am a Villain; yet I lie, 1 am not,
Fool, of thy feif fpeak well — Fool, do not flatter,
My Confcience hath a thoufand fever:] Tongues,
And every Tongue brings in a feveral Tale,
And every Tale condemns me for a Villain 3
Perjury, in the high’lt degree,
Murcher, ftern Mureher, in the dir'ft degree,
. Ail feveral Sins, all us’d 1n each degree,
Throng all to th’ Bar, crying all, Guilty, guilty,
I thali defpair, there is no Creature Joves me,
And if [ die, no Soul fhall pity me.
Nay, wherefore fhould they ? fince that I my felf
¥ind in my felf no pity to my. felf, :
| Methoughts,
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Methought, the Souls of all that T had murther'd
Came to my Tent, and eVery one did threat
To morrow’s Vengeance on the head of Richard:
Enter Ratcliff,
Rat, My Lord,
K. Rich, Who'’s there ?
Rat. Ratcliff, my Lord,’tis I; the early Village Cock
Hath twice done Salutation to the Morn;
Your [riends are up, and buckle on their Armour,
K. Rich. O Rarcliff, 1 fear, T fear o
Rat. Nay, good my Lord, be not afraid of (hadows,
K. Rich. By the Apoftle Paul, Shadows to night
Have firuck more terrour to the Soul of Richard,
Than can the fubftance of ten thoufand Soldiers
Armed in proof, and led by thallow Richmond,
"Tis not yet near Day. Come, go with me,
Under our Teats; Vll play the Eaves-dropper,
To hear if any mean to fhrink from me,
[ Exeunt K. Richard and Ratcliff,
Enter the Lords to Richmond fitting s his Tent.
Lords. Goed morrow, Richmond.
Richm. Cry you mercy, Lords, and watchful Gentlo.
fmen, .
That you bave taen a tardy Sluggard here.
Lords. How have you {lept, my Lord?
Richm. The {wreeteft Sleep, and f-ireft boading Dreams,
That ever entred in a drowly Head,
Have I fince your departure had my Lords,
Methought your Souls, whofe Bodies Richard murther'd,
Came to my Tent, and cried cut Victory, '
I promifc you my Heart is very jocund,
In the remembronce of fo fair a Dream,
How far into the Morning is 1t, Lords?
Lords, Upon the firoke of four,
Richm. Why then ’tis time to Arm, and give diretion,
More than I have f{aid, loving Countrymen,
The leifure and enforcement of the time
Forbids ro dwell upon; yet remember this,
God, and our good Caule, fight vpon our fide,
The Prayers of holy Saints, arnd wronged Souls,
Like high rear'd Bulwarks, ftand belore our Faces,
Ricnard except, thofe whom we fight againf,

Had
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Had rather have us win, than bim they follow,

For, what is he they follow? Truly Gentlemen,

A bloody Tyrant, and a Homicide:

One rais’d in Blood, and one in Blood eftablifh'd;

One that made means to come by what he hath,

And flauphter’d thofe that were the means to help him;

A bafe foul Stone, made precious by the foil

Of England’s Chair, where he is falfely fct.

One that hath ever been God’s Enemy ;

Then if you fight againft God’s Enemy,

God will in jultice ward you as his Soldiers,

If you do {wear to put a Tyrant down,

You fleep in Peace, the Tyrant being flain:

It you do fight 2gainft your Countries Foes,

Your Countries Fat fhall pay your pains the hire.

1f you do fight in fafeguard of your Wives,

Your Wives fhall welcome home the Congquerors,

If you do free your Children from the Sword,.

Your Childrens Children quit it in your Age.

Then in the Name of God and all thefe rights,

Advance your Standards, draw. your willing Swords..

For me; the ranfom of my bold arrempt, ]

Shall be this cold Corps on the Earth’s cold face.

But if I thrive, the pain of my attempt,

The leaft of you fhall fhare his:part thereof.

Sound Drums and Trumpets boldly, and-chearfully,

God, and Saint George, Riclmond, and Victory!

Enter King Richard, Ratcliff, and Catesby.
K.Rich, What faid Northumberland, as touching Ritke
mond 2. |

Rat. That he was neyer trained up in Arms,
K.Rich. He faid the troth; and what {aid Surrey then?
Rat. He {mil'd and faid, the better for our purpofe.

" K, Rich, He was in the right, and {o indeed it is.
Tell the Clock there. : [Clock firikes,
Give me a Kalendar — who faw the Sun to Day?

Rat. Not I, my Lord.
K. Rich, Then he difdains to fhine; for, by the Book,
. He thould have brav’d: the Eaft an Hour ap0 e
A black Day it will be to fome bady, Raclif.
Rat. My Lerd.

K. Rich. The Sun will ot be feen to day;
' The



of Ricuarp llL 93

The Sky doth frown and lowre upon our Army—
] would thefe dewy Tears were from the Groun] e
Not fhine to day? why what is that to me
More than to Richmond? for the felf-fame Heav'n
That frowns on me, looks {adly upon him.
Enter Norfolk.
Nerf. Arm, arm, my Lord, the Foevaunts ia the Field,
K. Rich. Come, buftle, byftle— Caparifon my Horle,
Call up Lord Stanley, bid him bring his Power,
I willlead forth my Soldiers to the Plain,
And thus my Battle fhall be ordered,
My Foreward fhall be drawn in length,
Confiting equally of Horfe and Foot:
Our Archers fhall be placed in the midit;
Fobn Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Earl of Surrey,
Shall have the leading of the Foot and Horfe,
They thus dire¢ted, we will follow
In the main Battle, whofe puiffance on either fide
Shall be well winged with our chiefeft Horfe:
This, and St. George to bont, What think’ft chou, Norfolk ?
Nor, A good Direction, warlike Sovereign::
This found I on my Tentthis Morning. {Giving 4 Serewl,

Jocky of Norfolk, e not [0 bold, [Reads.
For Dickon thy Mafler is bonght and fold !

K. Rich. A thing devifed by the Enemy.
Go Gentlemen, every Man to his Charge,
Let not cur babling Dreams affright our Souls,
For Con{cience is 3 Word that Cowards ufe,
Bevis"d at firlt to keep theftrong in awe,

ur ftrong Arms be our Confcience, Swords our Law,
March on, join bravely, lat us to’c pell mell,
If not ro Heav’n, then hand in hand to Hell.
What fhall I fay more than I have inferr'd?
Remember whom you are to cope withal,

fort of Vagabonds, Rafcals, Run-aways,

frum of Brizons, and bafe Lackey-Peafants,
Whom their o’er-cloyed Country vomits forch
o defperate Adventures, and affur'd Deftru&iog,
ou {lzeping [3fe, they Ering you to unreft:
ou having Lands, aud bleft with beauteous Wives,

They
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They would reftrain the one, diftain the other,
And who doth lead them, but a paltry Fellow?
Long kept in Britain at our Mother's Colft,
A milk-fop, one that never in his Lite
Felt fo much Cold, as over Shooes in Snow,
Ler’s whip thefe Stragplers o'er the Seas again,
Lafh hence thefe over-weening Rags of France,
Thefe famifh'd Beggars, weary of their Lives,
Who, but for dreaming on this fond Exploir,
For want of means, poor Rats, had hang'd themfelves,
If we be canquer’d, let Men conquer us,
And not thofc Baftard-Britons whom our Fathers
Have in their own Land beaten, bobb’d and thump'd,
And on Record, left them the Heirs of Shame.
Shall thefe enjoy our Lands? lie with our Wives?
Ravifh our Daughters? [ prum afar off,
Hark, 1 hear their Drum,
Right Gentlemen of England, fight boldly, Yeomen,
Draw, Archers, draw your Arrows to the Head,
Spur your proud Horfes hard, and ride in Blood,
Amaze the Welkin with your broken Staves.
Enter & Melenger.
What fays Lord Stanley, will he bring his Power?
Mef. My Lord, he drth deny o come.
K. Rich, Off with his Son George’s Head.
Nor, My Lord the Enemy is paft the Marfh;
After the Battle let George Stanley die. -
K. Rich. A thoofand Heartsare great within my Bofom,
Advance ow Standards, {et upon our Foes,
Our auncient word of Courage, fair St. George,
Infpire us with the Spleen of fiery Dragons:
Ugon them, Vitory fits onour Helms, [ Exetint.
Alarum, Exeurfions. Enter Catesby.
catef, Refcue, my Lord of Norfolk, Refcue, Refcue:
- The King enatts more Wanders than a Man,
Daring an Oppofite to every Danger:
His Horfe is {lain, and all on foot he fights,
Seeking fcr Richmond in the throat of Death:
Refcue, fair Lord . or clfe the Day 1s loft.
Alarum, Enter King Richrd,
X. Rich. A Horfe, a Herfe, my Kingdom fora Horfe,

Caref. Withdraw, my Lord, I'll help you to Horfe.
K. Rich,
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K. Rich. Slave, I have fet my Life upona cafh, .
And I will (tand the hazard of the Die:
1 think there be fix Richmonds in the Field,
Five have I {lain to Day, inftead of him,
A Horfe, a Horfe, my Kingdom for a Horfe,

Alarums, Enter King Richard and Richmond, they ficht,
Richird is flain. -
Retreat, and Flourifh, Enter Richmond, Derby bearing
thoe Crown, with divers other Lords.

Richin.God and our Arms be prais’d, Victorious Friends;
The Day is ours, the bleody D. g is dead. |
Derby. Couragiovs Richmond, wellhatt thou acquit thee 2
Lo, here thefe lony ufurped Royalties,
From the "dead Templ-s of this bloody Wretch,
Have 1 pluckt off, to grace thy Brows withal,
Wear it, and make ufe of it :
Rich Great God of Heaven, fay Amen to all,
But tell me, is young George Stanley living 2
Derby. Heis, my Lord, and fafe in Letcefter Town ;
Whither, if you pleafe, we may withdraw us,
' Richm, What Men of Note are {lain on either Side?
Derby. Fobn Duke of Norfolk, IWalter Lord Ferris,
Sic Robers Brakenbury, and Sir William Brandsn.
Richm, Inter their Bodies as becomes their Births,
Proclaim a Pardon to the Soldiers fled,
That in Submiflion will return to us:
And then, as we have ta’en the Sacrament,
We will unite the White Rofe, and the Red,
Smile Heav’n upon this fair Conjunction,
hat long hath frown'd upon their Enmity:
Vhat Traitor hears me, and fays not Amen?
ngland.hath long been mad, and fear'd her felf;
The Brother blindly fhed the Drother's Blood;
The Father rafhly fluphter’d his own Son;
{he Sons, compell’d, been Butchers to the Sire:
| this divided York and Lancafier,
Divided, in their dire Divifion.
now let Ricomond and Elizabeth,
be true Succeeders of each Royal Houfe,
y God’s fair Ordinance, conjoin together :
ud let their Heirs, God, if thy Will be fo,

Enrich
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Eprich the time to come, with (mooth-fac’d Peace,
With fmiling Plenty, and fair profperous Days. -
Abate the elge of Traitors, Gracious Lord, :
That would reduce thefe bloody Days sgain,
And make poor England weep in fireams of Rlood,
Let them not live to tafte this Land’sincreafe;
That would with Treafon wotnd this fair Land’s Peace.

Now Civil Wounds are flopp'd, Peace lives again;
T hat fhe may long live here, God fay, Amen. [ Exetinty

FINTIG
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