This is a reproduction of a library book that was digitized
by Google as part of an ongoing effort to preserve the
information in books and make it universally accessible.

Google books

https://books.google.com



https://books.google.com/books?id=Y3YIAQAAIAAJ

Digitized by GOOS[Q


















Usdn ¢ 0

17440 Marlowe, Christopher, The
troublesome raigne a. lament—
able death of Edward the second.
As it was sundrie times publi-
quely acted by the Earle of Pem-
brooke his seruants. [Anr, ed.]
As it was publikely acted by the
Earl of Pembrook his seruants,
4°, f. H. Bell, 1622. Ent. 17 ap.
16117, D

University Microfilms, Inc., Ann Arbor, M



ichigan




Digitized by GOOS[(’.



- a1 L

TROVBLESOME.
RAIGNE AND LAMEN-
table death of Epvvarp. the

ﬁ:coml Kingof England

Wrzrn o
The Tragxcall fall of proud

él ORTIMER. .
And alfo thelife and death of Peirs Gdu'/?one the |

- great Earle of Cornewall, and mishty Fasiorite
- ofKing Envvax o the fecond

As it was fubhkcly aGedby the noht Honou~ -

the Earle of Pembrooke bis |
. feruams.

Verttcn by Cbr ﬁopber Marlow Gent.

| LoNDON,’ TR
* Printed "or Efenry Bell, and arc to be fold at his -
| Shop, atthe Lme-Ha/pmll Gate, neere

sztlzﬁ'eld 1622,

3



,/

v

‘e




Ty w\, AT Y
RN an&

Enter Gauellonereading ona Lester that way broughe
bsms from s the Ki mg.

Y Father is deceall,come Ga»ejlone,
And (harethe Kingdome with thy deereft friend.
Ah words that make mefurfet with delighe,
What grearer blitfe can hap 10 Gu-flon, \
Then hiue and be theFavurite ot a King?
Sweete Prince ] come: Thelethefe, thy amorous liaes
Might haueenfor (t me to haue fwum from France,
And like Leander gafpt vpon theland,
So thou would(t frmzleand take me in thinearmes.
Thefight ot London tomy exil'd eyes,
Isas Elizium to a new come foule,
Notthat1lour che City or the neny
Bucbacitharbors him 1 hold fo dccre:
The King,vpon v hofe bufome lcc me dye,
And with the world be ftili ac enmity:
What necd the Articke peopleloue (lar-light,
Towhom the funne fhines both by day and nighe.
Farewellbale ltaoping to the Lurdly Peeres,
My knees fhall bow to none but to the King,
As fOT themulmudc thararcbut{parkes

Rake vp in emberciéfeherrpoucrry,
Tants: liefanne Hirt v (llb*r*nda

Thacglauncethat my lips and 1] ycrb away:
But hownow;whit arethefc?
Enter¢hree poore men,
Poore men. Such as dclire your worfhips{eruice,
Ganeft, What canlt thoudoe?
1. Poore. Y canride,
Gaueft, But I haucno horfe. VWhat art chou?
2, Poore. A Trauecller. -
Gam/) Let me fec,thouwouldt doewell

- To waiteatmy Trencher,and tell ingliesac dinaertime,
A3 And

1)
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Ll e ot g Tme TS



ettt . it . .

ine 'Ifdg!d}
Andas1 like your difcourfing;ilchaue you.
And wbat art thou? .
3. Poore, A Souldierthat hath ferued againf} the Sco,
Gane, Why,there are Holpitals for fuch as you,
I haueno warre;and therefore Si- be gone,
Soul Farewell,and perifh by aSouldiershand,
Thar would’tt rewvard them with an Hofpitall,
Gas. 1,1, thefe nords of hismoue me as mush.
As if aGoofe shouid piay the Porcupine
And dart her Plumes,thivkicg to pierce my breft,
But yet it is no paiae to {pcake men faire,
e flatter thefe,and make them liuein hope:

-You know that I camelasely out of France,
- And yet | hauenot veind my Lord the Kings

If1 fpeede well, ile entertaine you ail.
Omnes. We thanke yourworibip.
Gaw. 1 haue [ome bulinefle,leaze me to my felfc.
Omnes. We will waits hercabout the Court.  Excim’s.
Gan. Do : thefeare not men for me,
I muft haue wanton oets,I'lcalant wits,
Mufitians that with touching of attring
May draw the pliant King which way Ipleafc:
Mufickeand Poctry is hisdelight,

" Thereforeile haue Italian Maskes by nignt,

Sweetefpeeches,Comedies,and plealing (howes,
Andintheday wien he (hall walks abroad, .
Like Siluian Nimphs my Pagcs (hall beclad,
My men likeSaryres prazing v tkeLavaes

Shall with their Goatc-feeze dance the Anticke Hay,

Sometime a louely Boy in Dians fhape,
With haire that gilds the Water as it glides,.
Crownets of Pearleabouthis naked armes,
And in his{po:tfull handsan Oliuetres,
Tohidethole partswhich men delight to fee,
Shall bath him in a Spring;and therehard by,
Onelike A7:1npeeping through the Groue,
Shall by the angry Goddefle be transformd,
And running inthe likenefle of an Hart;



of Bdward the fecond,

* By.yelpinghounds puld downe,and feemeto dye,

gﬁm tgingt a. thefebelt pleafe his Maiefly, d

My Lord, here comes the King and the Nobles

From the Parlament, ile tand afide,

- Emterthe Kingy Lancafler, Mortimer (enior,CMortimer in-
. mior, Edmond Earle of Kent,Guy Earle of Warwicke, cie.

Ed, Lancalter.

Zan. My Lord. ‘
Gawe. That Earle of Lancalter doe I abhorre.

Ed, Will you not grant methis?in fpite of thera
Ile haue my will,and chefe two Azortimers
That croffe methus, fhal! know I am difpleasd.
Mor.fe, Ifyoulouevs my Lord, bate Ganeffone?
Gane. That Villaine Afortimer ile be his death.
&dor.in. Mine Vncle here,this Earle, and I my (clfe
Were fworne to yourfather at his death, |
That Le fhould nere returneinto the Realme:

And know my Lord, cre I will breakeiny oath,
This fword of mine thar thould oftend your foes,

Shallfleepe within the fcaberd atthy neede,
And vnderneaththy Bannersmarch whowill,
For Adortimer will hang his Armor vp.
Ganeft, Mors, dien.
. Ed. Well Mortimer,ilemake thee ruethefewords,
Beleemes it theeto contradi& thy King?

Frounft thouthereat afpiring Lancafter,
,'l'be Sword fhall plaine the fnrrawes of tby browes,

And hew thefekneesthat now are growne (o (liffe,
Iwill haue Gaueffon,and you hall know, _
What danger tis to (tand again{t your King,
Gnneft, Welldoae, Ned,
Lan. My Lord,why do you thus incenfe your Peeres,
That naturally would loue and honouryou:
But for that bafe and obfcure Gaueffon,
- Foure Earledomes haue 1 befides Lancalter,
¥atby,$alisbury ,Lincolde, Leicefter,
Thefewill fell to give my Souldiers pay,
e Ganeflon fall (tay within the realme, _




The Tragedy

T hereforeif he be come, expell kim {traighe.

Ed, Baronsand Earles,your pride hath made memuge
Butnow [lefpeake,and to cheproote L hope: ’
I doeremzmber in my fathers dayes,

Lord Piercy of the Northbeing highly mcu'd,

Brauw'd Moubraympreferice otthe King,

Forwhich had uot his highnetfe low’d him well,

H:=houid bauz lolt kis head,but with his looke;

Thevndaunted {piric of Piercie was appeas'd,

And Msubray and he werereconcildes

Yetdare you brauethe King vato his face.

Brother reuengeic,and let thelerheir heads,

- Preach vpon poles for trefpaile or theix tongues.
War.O our heads,
Edw. 1yours,and thererore I would with you grant,
War, Bridleihy anger gentle JZortinser, i
Mor, in. | cannotyner 1 wili not, [mult fpeake,

Cofin, our hands I hope fhall fencc our heads,

And t:ikeoT histhat makes you threatena vss

Coamevncle let vsleaue che brainiicke King,

And henceforth parly with our naked fivords. _
Mor.fe. Wiltfhire hach men enough to [aueour heads;
war, All Warwick(hire will loue him tor my {ake,
Lanc, And Northward Gaseflone hath many friends.

Adewmy Lord,and either change your miade,

Or looke to fte the Throne where you fhould fi2

To floatein bloud,2nd ar thy wanzon head,

The glofing head ot thy bafe raiion throw e,

- Exennt Nobles. -
£dw, 1 cannot brookethefe hautie menaces: '

Am 12 King,2nd muft be ousr-rul'd?

Brother difplay my Enlignesintbe ficld,

lebandy withthe Baroxs and the Earles,

And cither dycor livewith Gaueflon,

Gaue. I can no longer keepe mefrom my Lord,
Edw, What Gauzfione,welcome,kille not my hand,

Embraceme Gaaefone as | dothee: '
Why fhou!d{t then kneele, ' ' '

" Kaowelt



of Lawardne fecond.

Know'ft thou not who I am?

Thy friend,thy fclfc,another Gawefon,

Not Hilas was more mourned for of Hercules,

Thenthou haft beencof me fincethy exile,

Gane, And lince I wentfrom hence,no foulein hell

Hath felt more torment then poore Ganefion.

Ed, 1 know it, Brother welcome home my friend,

Now letthetrecherous Aortimers confpire,

And that high minded Earlc of Lancaficr,

* Ihauemywithin that Iioy thy fighe,

And [ooner fhall the Sea orewhelmemy Land,

Then beare the Ship that thalltranfport thechence:

~ Theerecreatethee Lord high Chamberlaine,

ChiefeSecretary totie State and me,

Earle of Cornwall, King and Lord of man. :
Gawe, My Lord thefe Titles farre exceede my wort
Kexs. Brother the Ieail of thefe may well fuffice

Forone of greater birth then Gane/fon, ‘
&dw. Ceale brother For I cannot brookethefe words:

Thy worth fwect friend isfarre aboue my gifts,

Thesefore to equallit, receiue my heart,

Iffor thefe dignities thou beenui¢d,

Xle giue thee more, for but to honourthee,

Is Edwardpleas’d with Kingly regiment,

Fear(tchou thy perfon? thou fhalt haue aguard:

WantsthouGold?gotomy Treafary. - .

" Would(t thou be lou’d and fear’d? recciue my feale,

Saue orcondemne, and in our name command,

‘What fo thy mindeaffe@sor fancy likes. -

Gawne. It fhall fufficeme to enioy yourloue,
Which whiles I baue, I chinke my felfe as great
As Cefarriding inthe Romane fireete, .
With Captiue Kingsat histryumphaot Carre.
R Enterthe Bifbop of Conentry. ‘
Ed, Whithergoesmy Lord of Couentry fo fafl?

.. Bif, To celebrate your fathers exequies, '

'Bae isthat wicked Ganeflonereturnd ¢

Edw, 1 pricft,and lives tobereueng’d on thee,
o B That



The Tragedy
Thatwert the only caule of hisexile.
Gane. Tistrue,and but for reuerence of thele robes,
Thou Mhould(t not plod one foote beyond this place.
Bi. 1 did nomore then Iwas boundto do,
And Gamefton valelle thou be reclaind,
Asthenl did incenlc the Parlament,
So will I now,and thou {hait back to France.
Gawe, Sauing your reucrence,you mudt pardon me.
&4, Throw ofthisgolden Miter,rend his (tole,
And inthe chaanell chiri(ten him anew,
Kent. Ahbrother,lay not violent handson him,
Fot heele complaine vato the Sea of Rome.
Gawe. I et him complaine vnto the fea of bell,
‘He bereueng’d on him for my exile. o
Edw. No,(pare hislife,but feize vpon his goods,
Be thou Lord Bifhop,and receiue hisrents,
And make him (eruethee as thy Chaplaine,
1 giue him thee;heere vfe him asthou wile, :

- Gase, He thall to prifon,and there dyein boles.
Edw.1 tothe Towersthe Fleete, or where thou wile,
Bify. Forthisoffencebe thou accurlt of God,

Edw, Whofethere? Conuey this Pricit to the Tower.
Bifb, True,truc. . e e e
Edw. Butinthe meanctime Gaseflonaway, =
Andtake potletfion of his houfcand goods: _
Come follow rue,and thou (halt hauc my Guard
Tofeeic done, and bring thecfatcagaine. ,, . .
Gane. Whatfhould a Pric(l do with fo fairca houfe,,
A prifon may beft be(eeme bis holinefle. -~
_ Enter bosh the Mlortinzers pWarwicke
L _.and Lancfler, L
war. Tistrue,the Bithop isintheTower, -
Andgoodsandbody giuento Ganeflon.
Lan. What? will they tyrannize vpon the Church?
Ahwicked King, accurfed Gaueffon, ,
This ground which is corrupted with their (teps,
Shall be theirtimele(Te {epulchier, or mine.. fure
Mor. in, Wellylee that pecuifh Frenchman guard him
Vnlelle
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Valeflehis bre(t befword proofe he halldye; = . -
Ador.fo. How now,wky deoopes the Earle of Laveafler?
Mor .in, Wherefore is Guy of Warwick difcontent? =
Len, ThatVillaine GaneflonismadeanEarle,

Mor.fe. AnEarle!

war. L,and belides Lord Chamberlaineof the rédmc’- -

And Secretary too;and Lord of Man.
Ator. . We may not nor we will not fuffer this,
Meor. ss, Why polt we not from hence to leuie men?
Lan, My Lord of Cornewall now at euery word, -

And happy is the man, whom he vouchfafes

For vailing of hisbonnet onegood looke,

Thus armein arime,the King and he dothmarch:

Nay more,the Guard vpon his Lord(hip waites:

And allthe Court begins to flatter him, :

Jd

War, Thuslezmngonthc(houlderoftheKixig,.. L

Henods, andfcornes,and fmiles atthofe that pafle, .
Mor.fe. Doth no mantake exceptionsat theflaue?
Lan. Allftomack him,bucncnedare{peakeaword,

- Mor,in, Ahthat bewrayes their bafencile Lancafter,
Wereall the Earlesand Barons of my mind, :
Weele hale himfromthe bofomeofthe King,
Andatthe Court gate hang the Pefant vp, ‘

Who fwolae with venome of ambitious pride,

Will be theruineoftherealmeand vs, -

Enter the Bifbop of Canserbnry,

War, Heere comes my Lord of Canterburies Grace,

Lan, His countenance bewrayes he is difpleas’d.

Bifb. Firlt were hisfacred garmentsrent and torne,
Then laid they violent hands vpon him next,
Himfelfeimprifoned,and his goods alccas’d,

This certifiethe Pope,away take horfe.

Lan, My Lord,will you takearmes againft che King?

Bifb. What neede I,God himfelfe isvp in armes,
When violenceis offered to the Church.

Mor.iz. Thenwill youioyne with vsthat be his Pecres
Tobanith or behead that Gawefon?

Bib, What elfe my Lords, for it concernes me neere,

- B The

I



The Tragedy .
The Bifhopricke of Conentry is his,

- - Euterthe Queene,

Mo, in.Madame,whither walkes your maieity fo fam

Oxe, Votothe Forreft gentle Mortimer, - .
To liuein gricfe and balefull difcontent, .
Fornow my LordtheKingregardsmemor, -
But dotes vpon the fouc of Ganeflon, ST
Heclaps bis cheekes and hangs about his necke,
Smllcs in his face, and whilpers in bis eares,

And when ] come;he frownes,as who hould fay, :
Goewhitherthouwile fecing I haue Gameffor, .
Mor.fe. Isit not ftrangethat he is thusbewirchts -

AMor.iv, M adame, returne vatothe Court againe:
Thatflye ipueigling Frenchman weele exile,
Orlofecur liues: and yet ere that day come,. j
TheKing Malllofe his crowne for we haue power,
And couragetooto bereuengdeacfull - o

Bifb. Butyetlift not yout fwords again(t the ng

Lan. No, but weele lift Ganefion from hence.

War. And warre muft bethe meanes;or hele. ﬂay ﬂnll

we, Then let him (tay,for ratherthen my: Lord
Shall beoppreft with ciuill mutinies, N
lwillendurea melanchollylife, - . - -
And let him frollicke with his Minion, - - S

Bifs. My Lords,to eafe all this,but heare me fpeakc,
Weandtherelt that arehis Counfellors. -

Will meete,and with a generall confenty. - - - e
Confirme his banifbment with our bands and feales,

Lav, Whatweconfirme the King will fruftrate,
Mor,ix. Then may we lawfully reuolt from bim,
War, But ay my Lord,where fhall this mcetmgbc?
Bib. Atthenew Temple. P
Afor.in, Contents: I -
Andinthemeanetimeileintreatyouall, .
Tocrolleto Lambeth,and there ftay withme,
Laen, Cometben lets away, S
Aor.iw, Madame farewell, |
:Lc Farewell rwccthmmer,and formy fakc,
S _ Poxbeare
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Mor.sn. I, i€ words wili fcrue,lfnm,lmu[},_ T

. EmGwﬁo»MtbeEaianm. s

Gase. Edmondthemighty Prince of Lancafer, «. . .-
That hathmore Eariedomes chenan Alfecanbcare, S
-And both the Mortimerstwogoodlymeny; ... , v ..o

With Giy of Warwickethatredoubred ngh', R
Ate gone towards Lambeth, there lee them remaine,

E'»”'Noéklo ,\ - A . ‘“m.-_:

Lan, Heereisthe formeowaﬂouex:le. C

May it pleafeyour Lordihip tofub(cube your namc, v
Bify. Giuemethe Paper. - - iy TEE RSP
Lan, Quickequicke my Lord: . - .v; o

1long towritemy name. --: - N )

#ar. Bux 1longmoreto fee hxm bamlht hence, .

CHMor,in; The name of Jortivser (hall fnghabq ng,
Valetle he be declind fram that bafe Pefanr, - .- -« -

.:Enteribeé ng and Ganefton,
Edw, What ave you mou’d that Gase/lon (its hqeree
Tt is our pleafure,we will baueit{o, - - ‘
Lan, Yéur Gracedoth wellto placc hlmby-jpl.]t ﬁdc,
For nowhereclfethencw Earleis fofafe,, -, ..

Mor.fe. What man of noble bizth can brook thu f' gb;g r
Quam wale conueminnssr: i - her i bas “_“A
See what sfcornefull loake the Pcfant caﬂs. TR

Penb. CanKingly Lyons fawne on ctecpmg Antsi )
War, Ignoble Va(fall that like Phactony; ...~ S
Afpu"ﬂ vntosheguidance of the Sunne, | .,r: .
Mor iu.Their downfall is-at hand,thexrforccs dpwn,‘ i
We will not cthus be fac'd and oer-peer’d; . - * ¢ ooy
Edw, Lay | haads on that Traytor Alommr. i)
Mor.fi, Layhandsonthat Traytor Gcwc/}an. . .)_
Kent. 13 this the-duty thac you oweyour King?- - .-
War. We know our dutiesylet bim know his. Pccm, g!
Edw. Whitherwillyou beare him,{tay or yee fhall die, . -
Mor. fe. Weare natraytors,thereforechreaten not.' -
G5, No thrcaccn'not my Lard, bmpgy,(hem home,

w«clang——n BT I '4,',, |)()c fc 3~‘r~) l"\('
LR BS , ~ Mor,
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2Mor.in, Thou Villaine,wherfore'talkes thon ofa kmg,

" Fhat hardly art aGentleman by birthe - -
Edw, Werehea Peafantbeing my Mlmon,

Yle make the proudetiof you foopetobim. . .-
Lan, My Lord youmay notthus dx{oarage vs. :

Away 1(ay thh hatefull Gancftome, i~ :
Mor. [e. And with the Earleof Kexe that fauon lum
. Edw, Naythen lay violent hands vpon your King,

Here Mortimer, fit thouin Edwards throne,

Warwicke and Lancaffer,weare you-my Crowne, ~ .

Waseuer King thus ouer-rufdas 17 . 2 TS
Lan,Learnethento rulevs bettet andthe rcalme.
CMor. in, Whatwehauedone, - <7 ... -

~ Ourheart blood fhall maintaine. |
War.Think you that we can brooke this vpﬁart pride?
Edw, Angerand wrathfull fury ftopsmy fpeech,
Bifs, Why are you mou'd,be paticotmy Lord,

And fee what we your Councellors hauedone,

Morein. My Lords,now let vs all be refolute,

And cither haue our wils or lofeour lives, -
Edw, Meete you for this,proud ouer-daring Peercs,

+Eremy fweete Ganeffon hall part fromme, - - ...

This ile fhall flecte vpon the Ocean, . o

Andwanderto thevnfrequented Inde. -5
Bifs. You know that Jam Legatcto the Pope, ,‘

- Onyourallegeanceto the Seaot Rome, .. -

Subfcribe’as we hive donetohisexiles =~ .- 7 -
Mor.iu. Curle him;if he refufc, and then may we .

Depofe him and clet another King, e
Edw, 1thereit goes, but yet [ will noc yceld,

Curfe me,depofler medothcworyoucans -~ -
Lan. Then linger notmy Lord but doiit ﬁmgbt. ,
Bifs, Remember how the Bifliop was abus’d,

Either banifh him thac was thecaufe thereof, . ..

Os Iwill prefently difcharge thefc Lordsy

Of duety andalleageanceductothee, = : .0 - i
.Edw, Ithootesme not to threar, 1 muft fpeakc faxrc;

Thc l.cgate ofthe Popewill be obeyd: My ‘
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My Lord,yefhall be Chancelour of the Realme,
Thou Lancafter,high Admirall of our Fleete,
Yong Mortim:r and his Vokle(hallbe Earles,
And you Lord Warwicke,Prefidest of the North,
Andchou of Wales,it this content younot, B
Make feuerall Kingdomes of this Monarchy, =~ .. 0.
And fhare it equally among(t you all, -
So I may haue fome nooke or corner [eft,
To frolikewith my deere(t Guuefion, )
Bifs, Nothiag (hall alter vs,we arerefolu'd.
Laxn. Come,come,{ubfcribe. . :
MMor.su, Why thould you louchim,
Whom theworld hates foz. | c
Edw, Bécaufe he loues me morethen all the world:
'Ah noncbutrudeand (auage minded men,
Would feeke the ruine of my Gaueflon,
Yourthat are noblg borne (hould piety him, B
~ War. Youthatasg princely borne thould fhake him off,
For fhame fubfcribe,and let the Lowne depare, =~
forife. Vigehimmy Lord. - Lo,
-+ Bifb.. Are youcontent to banilh himthe Realmed -
- Edw; 1{eelmult,and shereforcamcontenty .
Ia (tead of Inke ilewpiteit withimy teares, . """ F 1
Mor. i, TheKingisloue-fickefor his Minion.’
Edw, Tisdone,and now.accurfed hand faltoff. .
Lan. Giueit me, llehaueit,publifhed in the freetes,
Mor, in. Ile (e himprelently difpatched away.
Bifs. Now.,is my-heprepggale. - 0 07 ) O
War, And fois mine, , + v o e
Penb. This will begood newestathecommonfort, -
Mor. [¢. Beitor no,hefhall not linger heere. |
ST e e e ~ Excunt Nobles.
Ediw, Howfat they run to haifi him Ioue, * '
They would not lirrc,were it to domegood: * " *
-Why thould a King be fubie@ to aPrieltz =
Proud Rome,that hatcheft fuch imperiall groomes,y
For thefechy fuperlhitious taper-lights, S
Wherewish thy Anichriftian Churches blazes

.

e



. The Tragedy
Iefire thy crazed buildings,and enforce
The Papall Towers;to kitlethelowly ground, . -
Withflaughrered Pric(ts may Tyéeri chanaell fwell,
Andbankes raifd higher with their fepulchers,
- Asfor the Peeres that back the clergy thus,

If IbeKing,n0: one of them fhallliue.

Enter Ganefion, BRI
Gane. My Lord,! heareit whifpered euery where

That Lam banifh’d,and muft flicthe Land,

Ed. Tis truc fweet Ganefeon,0h wereit wereit falfe,

TheLegate of the Pope will haueit fo,

And thou muft hence,orI hall be depos’d,

ButI willraigne to be reueng’d of them, _

Andtherefore fweet friend;take it patiently.

Liuewhere thou wilt, ile fend thee gold enough,

Andlongthoufhaltnot ftay, or ifthou dofl,

Ilecometo thee, my Joue hallneredecline, - -
GanéJsall my hope curn’d to this hailof griefe. ‘
Edw, Rend not my heare with thy too piercing words,

Thoufrom this Land, I from my felfe am banifhe,
Gawe. Togofromhence, grieues not poore Gaweiton,

Butto forfake you,in whofe gracious lookes, " .

‘The bleflednetle of Gaueffonremaines, ‘

Fornowhereclle feckes he felicity. : 3
Ed, And only this torments my wretched foule,

Thatwhether 1 will or no thoumult depart:

Be Gouernour of Irclmd inmy ftead, -

And there abidetill fortunccallthec home,-

Here take my PiGure,andlet me weare thine,

O might Ikeepe thee heere,as 1 do this,

Happy were 1, but now moft miferable. - - .

Gane. TisJomething tobe pittied of aKing,
Edw. Thou fhalt nothence;ile hide thee Ganeflon.
- Game, 11hall befound, and thentwillgricue me more.
Edw, Kind wordsand mutuall talke makes our gricfe
gh erefore with dumbe imbracement let vs pare, -
- Stay Gauefion,] cannot leaue thee thus,

Gase.
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Gane. For euery lookemy Lord dropsdownea teare,
Secing [ mult goe,do not renew my forrow,

Edw. Thetimeis little that thou hat to flay,

And thercfore giue meleaue o looke my f£li,
But come fweete friend,ile beare thee onthy way.

Gane, ThePeeres will frowne,

Edw, I pallenct for their anger,come lets goe,
Othat we might aswell recurne as goe.

Enter Edmond and Queene lfabell.

9v. Whither goes my Lord?

&dw. Fawne not on me french frumpet,get thee gone,

2%.0n whom but on my husband thould I fawne?

Gasue. On Mortimer, with whom vngentie Queene,

I fay no more,iudgeyoutherelt my Lord,

2, Infaying this thou wrong(t me Gaweffon,

Iltnotenough that thou corrupts my Lord,
- And arta Bawd to his affe@ions,
But thou mult callmine honour thus in queftion?

Gaxe. | meane not [o, your Grace muft pardon me.

Edw. Thou art too familiar with that U orssmer,
Andby thy meanes is Gauefion exil’d,

But I would willi thee reconcile the Lords,
Or thou fhalt ne’re bereconcil’d to me.

Lu. Your Highnetle knowes it lies not in my power.

Edw, Away then,touch me not,come Gawe/fon.

. Villaine,tis thou that rob’t meof my Lord.

Gau. Madam,tisyou thatrobme of my Lord.

Edw, Speake not vnto her,let her droopeand pine.

9w, Wherein my Lord,haue I deferu’d thefe words?
Witnelle the tearesthat Jfabella (heds,

Witnetle this heart, that ighing for thee breakes,
How deere my Lord is to poore Jfabeii.

Edw, And witneile Heaven how deere thouart tome,
Thereweepe :for till my Ganefton berepeal'd,
Aflurethy (elfethou comft notin my (ight,

Exeunt Edward and Ganefion,
9u, O miferableand diftreiled Queene,

W;md when I left (weete France and was imbark',
C : That
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That charming Circeswalking on the waues,
Had chang’d mj fhape,or thac the marriage day,
The cup of Hymen had beenefull of poylon,
Or with thofe armes that ewin’d about my necke,
I had beenc (tifled,and not Liu'd to {ee,
The King my !.ord thusto abandon me:
Like frantike Zunowill 1 fillthe carch,
With gaftly murmureof my lighs and crics,
For neuer doted Joxe on Ganim:d,
Somuchashe on curfed Gaxz/lon,
_ But that will more exafperate his wrath,,
Imuit entreat him, 1 muft fpeake him faire,
And be ameanes tocall home Gaweflon:
Andyet heele euer dote on Gauefion,
And fo am I for euer miferable.
Enterthe Noblestothe Queene.
Lane. Looke wherethe fifter of the King of France,
Sits wringing ot her hands and beats her breft, '
war, The King I feare hathillintreated her.
Pen. Hard is theheart tha:injuresfucha (aine.
Mor.in, 1 know tisloog of Ganeftou (he weepes.
Mor.fe. Why?beis gone,
Aor. su, Madame,how fares your Grace?’
9u. Ab Mortimer inow breakes theKings hate forth.
And heconfelfeth that heloues menot,
. Mar iu,Cry quittance Madawc then,&loue not hiim,
9. Noratherwill I dye athoufand deaths,
And yet I louein vaine,heclenere loueme.
Lanc. Feare yenot Madame;now his minions gone,
His wanton humourwill be quickly lefr..
 9».Ohneuer Lancalter | [am inioyn'd,
To fue vato you all for his repeale:
Thic wils my Lord,and this muft I performe,
Or elfe be banifht from his Highnetle prefence;
Lanc. For his repeale, Madame, he comes not backe,
Vauletleche feacalt vp his thip-wrack’tbody. -
svar. And tobehold fo freereaigheasthat,

“Ther’s none here;but would runne his horfe to death.
i Mor,
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Mor.in. But Madame, would veu haue vs cail him
Ou. 1 Mortimer,for till he bereftor'd, (homc?

The angry King hath banithemethe Coure,

And cheretore as thoulou’it and tendre(t me,

Bechou my Aduocate vato thele Peeres.,
Mor.in, What would you haaeme plead far Gauefon?
Mor. fe. Plead for him thae will, [am refolu’d.
Lanc, And (o am I my Lord,ditfwade the Queene.
Que. O Lancafter, let him ditlwadetheKing,

For tis againt my will hehould returne.
war. Then (peakenor for him,let the Pefant goe,
Qu, Tis for my felfc1 (peake,and not for him,
Pen. No [peaking will preuaile,and therefore ceafe,
Mor. iu. Faire Qucene forbeareto anglefor the §th,

Whichbeing caught, (trikes him that takes it dead,

1 meane that vile Torpedo, Gauefton,

That pow 1 hope flotes onthelrifh Scas,
Qu. Sweete Mortimer (it downe by meawhile, -

And I will cell thee reafons of fuch waight,

Asthou wilc foonefubfcribeto his repeale,
Mor.sx. ItisimpofEble,but{peake your mind.
Que. Then thus,but none fhall heareit bue our felucs.
Lan. My Lords albeit the Queene winne CHortsmer,

-Will you berefolute and hold with me? ,

Mor.fe. NotI again(t my Nephew,
Pen,Feare not,the Queencs words cannot alcer him,
War. No,do but marke how earnclily lie pleads.
Lan, And(eehow coldly hislookes make deniall,
#ur. Shefmiles;now for my life his mind is chang’d. -
Lan. leracherlofehis friend(hip I, then grant.
Mor. iu. Well of neceility ic mult be {o,

My Lords that | abhorre bafe Gaweiton,

1 hope your honours make no queftion,

And therefore though I plead for hisrepeale,

Tis not for his fake but for our auaile:

Nay for the realmes behoofe and for theKings.

- Lan. Fie Mortimer,difhonour notrhy felfe,

Can this betrue,twas good to banith bim?
C: And
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And is thistrue,to call him home againe? .

Such reafons make white black,and darke night day,
Mor, in. My Lord of Lancafter markethe refpect,
Lan. Innorefpe® can contraries be true.

u. Yetgood my Lord heare rwhat he can alledge.
war. Allthathe {peakesis nothingyvearesefolu’d,
AtLor.in, Doe you not wilh that Gansffon werc dead ®
Pem. I would he were, ({pcake.
Mor.iu, Why then my Lord, giue mcebut lcave o
Mor, fe, But Nephew donot play the Sophitter,
Mor, s, Thiswhich I vrgeisof a burningzeale

To mend the King,and do our Courtry good:

Know you not Gase/lon hath {tore of Goid,

Which may inIreland purchafe him {uch friends ,

As hewill front the mightieft of vsall,

And whereas he thall liue and be belou'd,

Tis hard for vs to worke his ouerthrow.

War. Marke you butthatimy Lordof Lancafter,
Mor.sn, But were he here detelted as he is,

How cafily might fome bafe {lzue be (ubornd,

To greete his Lordthip with a Poniard,

- And nonc fomuch as blame the murther, -

But rather praife him for that bravc artempr, - .

And inthe Chronicle,enrowle his name,

For purging of the Realmeof fuch a plaguc.
Penb. He (aith true,

- Lan, 1,bur how chance this was not done before?
Mor. sn. Becaufe my I.ards, it was not thought vpons

Nay more, when he (hall know it lies in vs,

T o banifh him,and then to call him home,

Twill make him vailethe top-flag of his pride,.

Andfearcto offend the meane(tnoble man.

Mor. fe, But how if he donot Nephew?
Mor,in, Then may we withf{omecolour rifeinarmes,

For how{ocuer we haue borneic out,

Tistreafonto be vp againlt the King, .

So thall wehauethepzopleonourdide, .. ;.0

Which for his fathers fake Ieaneto theKing, = - Bar
R ut
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But cannot brooke anight growne Mulkrump,
Such aoncasmy Lord of Cornewallis,
Should beare vs downeof the nobility,
And whenthe Commons and the Noblesiovne,
Tis not the King canbuckler Gansfrom,
Weele pull hiin from the (trongefthold he hath,
My Lords,if to performe this I be flacke,
Thinke meas bafe aGroome as Ganefion.

Lan, Oathat condition Lancafter will grant.

war. Andiowill Penbrooze and I,

Afor, fe. Andl.

Mor. iu,1nthis I count me highly gratified,
And Aortimer will reltac your command,

94, And when this fauour Ifabell forgets,
Thenlet her liue abandon’d and forlerne,
Butfee inhappy time my Lerd cheKing,
Hauing broughtthe Earle of Cornewall on his way,
Is newes return’d,this new es will glad him much,
Yer not fo muchasme, 1 loue him more,
Then hecan Gaseffon, would helou’dme
Buthalfe o much,thenwere I treble bleit.
Enter King Edwardmosrning,

Edw. Hees gone,and for his ablence thus Imourne,
Did neuer forrow goefo neere my heart,
As doth the want of my {ieete Gawcfton,
And could my Crowwnesreuenew bring him backe,
I wouldfrzely giue it to his enemies, |
And thinkel gain’d,hauving boughtfo deere afriend.

9. Harke how he harpes vpoa bis Minion,

Edw, My heartisasan Anuill vato [orrow,
Which beates vponit likethe Cyclops hammers,
Andwith the noifeturnes vpmy giddy brairne,
And makes me franticke for my Ganue/ffan:
Ah had fome bloudl=(Te fury rofe from Hell,
And with my Kingly Scepter (frooke me dead,
When 1 was forft to leaue my Ganeffon.

Lan, Diabls,what paffions call ycu thefe,

Qu. My gracious Lord I come to bring you newes.
Cs Ladw.
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Edw. Thatyouhauc parled with your Afortimer,
Qu. That Ganefloric vy Lord (hall be repeald.
Edw. Repeald, thencwes is too fivect to be true,
%t But will youlouemeif youfind itfo?

Edw. If it befo,what will not Edwarddo?

u.For Gancfion,but notfor Jiabell,

Edw. For thee faire Queenc,if thou louetl Gaxefon,
Hehanga golden tongue about my necke,

Secing thou halt pleaded with fo goodiuccefle.

u, Mo other lewels hang about my necke
Thenthefe my Lord,nor let me haue more wealth,
Then I may fetch from thisrich treafury:

O how a kife reuiues poore /fabe/l,

Edw. Once morercceiue my handsand let this be,
A fecond mariage twixt chy felfe and me,

Qu. Andmay it prouemore happy then the firlt,
My gentle Lord,befpeakethefe Nobles(aire,

Thar waite ateendance for 2 gracious looke,
And on their knces falute your Maiefly.

Edw, Couragious Lancafter,imbrace thy King,
Andas grotle vapours perilh by the funne,

Euen fo let hatred with thy foueraignes fmile,
Liue thou with me asmy companion,

Laze, Thisf{alutation ouer-ioyes my heart.

Edw. Watwick fliall be my chiefe(t Counfellour:
Thefe filuer haires will more adorne my Coutrt,
Then gaudic lilkes,or richimbrothery,

Chide me fweeie Warwicke,if  goealiray.

1¥ar. Slay me my Lord,when T orferd your Grace.

Eaw. Infolemne triumphs,and in publike fhowes
Penbrooke thall beare the Sword before the King.

Pen. Andwith this fiword Pewbrooke willfight for you.

Edw. But wherefore walkes yong Adersimer alide?
Be thou commander of our royall flecte,

Orifthat lofty office like thee not,
Imake thee here Lord Marfhall of the realme.

Mor. i, My Lotd,ile Mar(hall all your enemies,

AsEneland fhall be quiet;and you fafe,
8 uieHaacy Edw.



Edw, And asfor you Lord Mortimer of Chirke,
YWhofe great acchiuements in our forraigne warre
Deferues no common nlace nor meanereward:

Be you the Generall ot the levied troopes,
That now are ready to alfailcthe Scots,

Aor, fe.la chis your Grace hath highly honoured me.
" For with my nature warre doth belt agree,

2u. Now isthe King of England rich and {trong,

Hauing the loue of his renowned Pecres,
Edw. | I{abel{, nerc was my heart folight,
Clarke of the Crowane,direc our warrant forth,
For Gan:fionto Yeeland : Beamon flye
Asfalt as Iri, ot lones Mercury.
Beam. It (hall be done my gracious Lord,
Edw, Lord Mortimer we leaue you to your charge:
Now letvsin and fealt itroyally:
Againftour friend the Zarle of Cornewall comes,
Weele haue agenerall Tilt and Turnameat,
.And then his marriage (hall befolemniz’d,
For wrote you not that | haue made bim fure
Vato our Colin, the Earle of Gloiters heire,
Lm, Suchneweswehearemy Lord.
Edw, That day,if not for him,yet for my (ake,
Who in triumph willbe challenger?
Sparefor no coft,we will requite your loue.
W ar. Ta this,or ought your highnes thall commandvs.
Edw, Thankes gentle Warwicke,come lets inand reuell,
Aanest ortimers. Exennt,

Mor.fe, Nephew, I muft to Scotland,thou (taye( here.

Leaue now to oppofe thy felfe again(t the King,

Thou fee(t by nature he 1smild and caline,

And feeing his mind (o dotes on Gasefion,

L ethim without controlemient haue his will,
Themightielt Kings haue had their Minions,

Great Alexander loued Epbeftion, | ’
The conquering Hellor did for Hilu weepe,

And for Patreclus iterne Ackulles droopt:

Andnot Kingsonly,but che y@'ifc_fvi‘x_ncn,. . The :
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TheRomane Tully loued Oétanss,
Graue Socrases,wild Aicibiades:
Theale: his graceswhofe youth is lexible,
And promifeth as muchaswe can with,
Freely enioy that vainc light-hieaded Earle,
For riper yeercs will weane him from fuch coyes,
Mor, is, Yrcle his wanton humor gricues notmse,
But this I fcorne,that one fo bafely borne
Should by his Soueraignes fauour grow fo pert,
And riotitwiththe treafure of the Realme,
While Souldiers mutiny for want of pay.
Heweares a Lords reucnew on his backe,
And AMidy like heiets itin the Court,
With bafe outlandifh Cullions at his heeies,
VYholeproud fancaflike Liucries makes fuch fhew,
As if that Protens God of (hapes appear’d.
I hauenot (eene a dapper Iack fo briske,
Heweares a (hort Italian Booded Cloake,
Larded with Pcarle, and in his tufcan cap
A Iewell of more value thenthe Crowne,
VVhiles others walke below,the King and he,
From out awindow laugh at fuchas we,
And flout our traine,and ieft at our Artire:
Vnclettis thischat makes meimpatient.
_Mor. fe.But Nephew,now you fee the King is chang'd.
& Mor, s4, Then (0am ,and liue to do him {eruice,
But whiles I hauea fword,a hand,a heart,
Iwill not yeeld to any fuch vp(tare,
You know my minde,come Vicleletsaway,  exeunr,
’ _ Enter Spencer axd Balducke. (dead
Bald.Spencer fceing that our Lord th'earle of Glofters
Which of the Nobles doft thou meane to ferue?
Spen. Not Aorsimer nor any of his (ide,
Becaulfe the Kingand heare enemies,
Balducke ; learnethis of me,a faQious Lord
Shall hardly doe him(elfe good,much leilevs,
Buc hethat hath the favour of aKing,

May with oneword aduance vs while we liues -
| e



Theliberall Earle of Cornewallis the man,

On whofe good fortune Spencers hope depends,
Bald, What,meane you thento be his follower?
Spen. No,his Companion,for he loues me well,

Andwould haue once preferdmeto theKing,
Ba/d, Butheis banifht,theres fmall hope of him,
Spen. 1forawhile,but Balducke marke the end,

A friend of mine told mein fecrecy, |

Thathces repeal’d, and (ent for backe againe,

And euen now,a Poaft came from the Court,

With Lertersto our Lady from the King,

And as (he read fhe fmild, whichmakes methinke,

Icisabout her Louer Gawe/ion, -

Bald, Tislike enough,for fince he was exilde,

Shencither walkes abroad,nor comes in fighe:

But I had thoughtthe match had beene broke off,

Andthat hisbanifhmentbadchang’d her minde,
Spen. Our Ladies firlt loueis noc wauering,

My life for thinefhe will baue Gancflon,

Bald. Then hope I by her meanes to be prefer'd,

Hauing read varo her fince the wasa child,

Spen, Then Balducke you muftcalt theScholler of;

And learneto court itlike a Gentleman,

Tisnot a blacke Coat and a little Band,

A Veluet cap’d Cloakefac’d before wich Serge,

And{mellingtoaNofegayallcheday,

Or holding of a Napkinin your hand,

Orfaying along Grace at a Tables end,

Or makinglow legs toa noble many.

Or looking downeward, with youreye-lids clofe,

And faying, truely ant may pleafe your honour,

Can get you any fauour with great men,

You muft be proud,bold,pleafant,refolute,

Andnow andthen {tab, as occalion {erues,
Bald. Spencer thou know’[t ] hate fuchtoyes,

And vfe them but as meere Hy pocrifie,

Mineold Lord whiles hejiu’d was{o precife,

Thathewould take cxccptionls) atiy Buttons,

And
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And being like pins heads,blame me for the bignefle,
Which made me Curate-like in mine attirc,
Though inwardly licentious enough,
-And apt for any kind of villany.,
Iamooneofthefecommon Pedants],
That cannot fpeake without proprereaguod,
 Spen, But onc ofthofe that faith guando quidem,
And hath a fpeciall gift to formea verbe.
Bald. L caue off thisiclting,here my Lady comes.
' Enter the Lady,
Lady. Thegricfefor his exile was not fo much,
Asis the ioy ofhis returning home,
This Letter came from my (weete Gawefion,
What need(t chou louethus to excufe thy felfe?
1 know thou could(t not come and vifit me,
I will not long befrom thee though I dye:
Thisargues the entireloue of my Lord,
Whenl forfake thee,death feaze on my heart,
But ftay thee here where Gasefion fhall fleepe.
NowtotheLetter of my Lord the King,
Hewills meto repairevnto the Court,
And meetemy Ganeffon : why do [ ftay,
Secing that he talkes thus of my marriage day?
Whole there, Balducke?
Seechat my Coachbe ready,] muft hence.
Ba/d, 1t fhall bedone Madam. Exit,
Lad. And meete meat the Parke pale prefently:
Spencer, (tay you and beare.me company,
For 1 hauciovfull newestatell theeof,
My Lord of Cornewali ieacomming ouer,
Andwill be at the Courtasfooneas we,
Spe.1knewthe King would haue him home again.
Lady. Ifallthingsfort out,as I hope they will,
" Thy feruice Spencer fhall be thoughtvpon,
Spen. 1 humbly thanke your Ladifhip,
Lad, Come leade the way, Ilong ill 1am there,
Enser Edward,she Queene,Lancafier ,Morsimer,War-
wicke, Pembrooke, Kens, atgn_sdagglg Zi,



of Edward the fecond.

Edw, Thewindeisgood, I wonderwh y heftayes.
[ feareme heis wracke vpon the Sea.
w. Looke Lancafter how paflionate heis,
And (till his mind runnes on his Minion,
Lan. MyLord,
Edw. How now, what newes? is Gaweflon arrin’dp
Morsn.Nothing but Ganeffonwhat means your Grace?
You haue matters of more waight to thinkevpon,
TheKing of France fets footein Normandy.
Edw. A riflle;weele expell him whenwe pleafe:

But tell me Aorsimer, whats thy deuice,

Againltche ftately triumph we decreed? (linge
Ator,su. A homely onemy Lord, not worth the tel-
Edw. Prey theelet me know it.

Mor. in.But feeing you arefo defirous,thus it is:

A lofty Cedar tree faire flourithing,

Onwhofetop-brancheskingly Eagles pearch,

And by the barkea canker creepes me vp,

Aad gersvntothe higheft bough of all,

The Motto : e£que tandem.

Edw. And what is yours my Lord of Lancafter?
Lan, My Lord, mines more obfcure then L ortimsers,

Pliniereports, there is a flying Fifh,

Whichall the other Filhes deadly hate,

And cherefore being purfu’dic takes theaire:

No fooner is it vp,bue ther’s a Fowle

Thatfeiz>th it,this Fith my Lord I beare,

The Morto this : ¥ndique mors ¢ft,

Edw. Proud Citortimer, vogentle Lancafler?

Is thisthe loue you beare your Soueraigne?

Is thisthe Fruic your reconcilement beares?

Canyou in words make thew of amity,

Andin your fheild; difplay your rancorous minds?

What call you thisbut priuatelibelling,

Againft the Earle of Cornewall and my brother2
Ou, Sweete husband be content, they all loue you.
Edw, They loue me not that hate my Ganefion,

1am that Cedar,fhake me not too much, '
D2 And
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And youthe Eagles,fore you nerefo.high,
1 hauecthe Grefles that will pull youdowne,
And o £gue tandem (hall that canker cry,
Voto the proude(t Peere of Britrany:.
Though thou compar’(t himtoa flying Fifh,
And threatneft death whether herileor fall,
‘Fisnot the huge(t moafter of the fea,
Nor foule(t Harpie that fhall {wallow him.
Mor in, Ifin his abfence thus he fauors him;
What will he doe when as be fhall be prefent?
Lan. That (hal wefee,lookewherehis Lord(hip comes.
. Enter Gancffon, (tby friend,
Edw, My Gaueflon, welcome to Tiumonth, welcome to
Thy abfence mademe droope and pine away,
For asthe Louersof faire Danae, '
When fhe was locke vpin a brazen Tower,
Defir’d her more,and waxt outragious,
So did it farewith me: and now thy (ight-
Isfweeter farre,then wasthy parting hence,
Bitterand irkefome ro my fobbing hearr,
Ga. Sweet Lord & King,your {peech preuenteth mine,
Yet baue Iwords left to expreile my ioy:
“The Shepheard nipt with bitingwinters rage,
Frolicks not moretofee the painted Spring,
Then Ido to behold your Maielly. |
Edw. Will noze of you faluie my Ganefton?
Lan,Salute him?yes,welcome Lord Chamberlaige.
Mor,in. Welcomc is the good Earle of Cornewsll,
War, Welcome Lord Goucrnour of the lle of Man.
Pes, Welcome MalterSecretary, . :
Edm, Brother doyou heare them? S
&dw, Still will thefc Earlesand Barons vie me thus?
Gane,My Lord I cannot brooketheleiniuries,
_%ﬂf. Ayemepoore foule whenchefe begin toiarre,
Edw. Returneit to cheir throats,lle be thy warrant,
Gane, Bafc Leaden Earlesthatgloryin your birth,
Goc fit at home and eate your Tenants Becfe,
And come not here to fcoffe at Gameflox, . .
. Whote.

——
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wWhofe mountingthoughts did ncuercreepefo low,
Astobeltow alookeon fuchas you.
Lane. Yet] difdaine not to do this for you.

. Edw, Treafonytrealon : wher’s thetraytor? (der him,
Pen Here here king,conuay henceGaweflon?thei’l murs
Gawe. Thelife of thee fhall falue thisfoule difgrace.
Mor,in, Villainethy life volefle I mitle miaeaime.
Lue. Ahfurious Mortimer, what ha(tthoudone?
Mor. iv, No more then I would anfwere were he flaine.
Edw. Yes morethen thou canft anfwer though heliue,

Deare (hall you both abide this riotous deed:
Out of my prefence,come not neerethe Court.
Mor. s, Ile natbe bard the Court for Gawey?on,
Lan, Weele hale him by the eares vnto the blocke,
Edw.Looke to your owne heads, his is fure coough.
war Look to your own Crowneif you back himthus,
Edm. Warwicke, thelewords doill befeeme thy yeeres,
Edw, Nay all of them confpire to crole me thus,
Butifl liue, ile tzcad vpon theirheads,
T hat thinke with high lookes thus to treadme downe,
Come Edmond lets away and leuy men,
*Tis warre that muft abate thefc Baroas pride.
Exit the King.
War, Letsto our Caltles, for the King is mou'd,
Mor. iu. Moouw’d may he be,and perifh in his wrath.
Lan, Cofin it is no dealing with him now,
He meanes to make vs (toope by force of armes,
And therefore let vsioyntly heere protefty

To profecute that Gaueflon tothe death, ]
Mor.ix. By beauen theabic@ Villaine (hall notliue.

Wir. 1le baue his bloud,or dyein feeking it.
- Pen.Thelike oath Penbrooke takes.
- Lan, Andfodoth Lancafler:. Lo
Now fend our Heraldstodefiethe King, -~
And makethe people fiveare to puthim downes-
- . Entera Poafl,
AMor.is, Letters from,vdvhcncf? ] _
Me[len. Ftgm Scotland my Lord. o -
P FORSRESTE S e



Ane Lydgéay
Zan. Whyhow now Colin, how fares all our friends;
Mor.in, My Vinclestaken prifonerby the Scors,
LaWeelehaue him ranfom’d man,be of guod cheere,
Mor.iu.They rate hisranfomeat fiue thoufand pound
Wo fhould detray the money but the King, ’
Secing he is taken Prifoner in his warres?
Iletothe King.
Lan, Doc Colin,and llebearethee company,
war, Mcane time my Lord of Peméroke and my felfc,
Will to New-caftle heere, and gather head,
Mor.in. About itthen,and we will follow you.
Lan, Berefolute and full of fecrecy.
War. l warrantyou.
Mor. in,Colin,and ifhewillnotranfomehim,
Jlethunder fucha peale into his eares,
As neuer fubie did varo his King.
Lan. Content,ile beare my part,holla whofe chere2
Mer,in. | marry,fuch a Guard as this doth well.
Lan. Lead or: the way. '
Gward, Whither will your Lordfhips?
Mor iu. Whither elle butto the King.
Guard.His Highnelle is difpos’d to bealone.
Lan, Why,fo he may,but we will fpeake to him.,
Gward. Youmay notinmy Lord,
Mor.su. May wenot?
Edw, How now,what noife isthis?
Who haue we there,ift you?
+ Mor.in, Nay,(ay my I.ord,Tcome to bring you newes,
Mine Vnclestaken Prifoner by the Scots.
&dw, Then ranfome him.
Lan, Twasin your wares,you (hould ranfome him.
eMor.in, And you fhall ranfome him, orelfc.
Edm. What Mortimer;you will not threaten him?
Edw, Quiet your felfe, you fhall hauethe bioad feale,
To gather for him throughout the Realme.
Lan, Your Minion Gaweffer hathtaught you this.
Morin. My Lord, the Family of the Aforssmers

Arenot (o poore,but wouldthey fell their Land,
Twould
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Twould leuie men enoughtoanger you,
We neuer beg but vfe fuch prayers as thefe,

Edw. Shalll {till be haunted thus?

Mor.Nay,now youare herealone, ilefpeak my mind, -

Lan, Andfowill I,and then my Lord fareweli.

Mor, Theidle Triumphs,Maskes,lafcivious (hewes, -
And prodigall gifts beltowed on Gauefion, - ?
Haue drawne thy trealury dry,and made thee weake,
The murmuring Commons ouer-{tretched hath,

- Laen. Looke for Rebellion,iooke to be depos’d,
Thy Garrifons arc beaten out of France,
And lame and poore,lye groning at the Gates,
Thewild Oseyleswith {warmes ot Irifh Kernes,
Liues vacontrol’d within the Englifh pale,
Vato the walls of YorketheScots maderode,
And vnrefilted draue away rich fpoyles.

Mor.is. The hauty Danecommands the narrow Seas,
Whilein the Harborride thy Ships varig’d,

Lan, What forraine Prince fends thee Embafladors?

Mor. in. Who loues thee? but a fort of flateerers,

Las, Tky gentle Queene;folelilterto Valoys,
Complaines, that thou halt left herallforlorne.

Mor, ss, Thy Courtisnaked,being bereft of thofe,
That makes a King feeme glorioustothe world,
Imeancthe Peeres,whom thoufhould(t dearely loues
Libclsare caft again(t theeincthe ftrecte, ’

Ballads andrimes made of thy ouerthrow,
Lan. The Northren barderers feeing theix houfes burne

Their wiues and Children flaine,runne vp and downe i+
Curfing thename of thee and Ganeffon.

Moer, When wertthou in the field with banners fpread?
But once, and then thy Souldiers marchelike Players,
With garifh robes, not armour;and thy felfe
Bedaub’dwith Gold,rode laughing actherell,

Nodding and fhaking of thy {pangled creft,
Where womens fauour: hung like labels downe.
Len. Andthe; eforecame irythac the fleering Scots,

ToEnglands high difgrace,bauemade this ligge,
e AT TR Maids



The 1rigeay
Maids of England,fore may you mourne,
For your Lemonsyou hauelo(}; at Bannocks borne, -
With a hcaueand a ho, '
- WWhat weaneth the King of England,
Sofoone to hauewonne Scotland,

Witharombelow. .
Mor Wigmare (hall fiyeto fer my Vicle free. (more,

Lan. And whentis gone; our fwords fhall purchafe
~ Ifyoube mou’d reucngeit if youcan. . (Nobles,
Lookenext to fecvs wichour Enlignes(pread, Exewnt
Edw, Myfwelling heart with very anger breakes,
How oft haue I beene baited by thefe Peeres?
And darenot bereueng'd,far theirpoweris greacs
Yet, fhallthe crowing of thefe Cockerels,
- Affright a Lyon?Edwaerdvnfold thy pawes
And et their liues bloud flake thy furies hunger:
If1 be cruell and grow tyrannous,
Now let them thanke them(elues, and ruetoolate.
Kewt. My Lord, 1 feeyour louc to Ganefion
Will be theruine of the realme and you,
For now the wrathfull Nobles threaten warses,
And therefore Brother banith him for euer.
Edw, Artthou an cnemy to my Gaweffont
Kent, I, anditgricues methat I fauoured him.
Edw. Traitor be gone,whinethouwith 2forsimer. 5]
Kest, Sowill Liratherthen with Gawefion.
Edw. Out of my fight and treuble me no more.
;K¢ No marucll though then (cornethy noble Pecres,
When I thy Brother am reic&ed thus. Exst,
Edw, Away poore Gauefton,that haltno friend butme,
Do what they can, weele liuein Tinmoth heere,
And (o I walke with him about thewalls,
What care I though the Earles begirt vs round?
Heere comes fhe thats caufe of all thefe iarres.
Euter the Queene,thyee Ladiesy Balducke,
' and Spencer,
%c. My Lordtisthought the Earlesare vpin armes,
Edy. I,andtislikewifc thought you fauour bim. 24
| ",
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of Lawardthe fecond.

s, Thusdoyou flill fufpe® me without caufe,

La. Sweete Vncle [peakemorekindly tothe Queene.

Gas, My Lord,diffemble with her,(peake her faire.

Edw,Pardon me fweete, | forgot my felfe.

Lu. Your pardon is quickly got of Ifabe/l,

&dw, Theyonger Mortimer is growne fo braue,
Thatto my face he threatensciuill warres. |

Gax. Why do you not commit him to the Tower?

Edw, 1dare not,for the people loue him well.

Gane, Why then wecle haue him privily made away, -

Edw, Would Lancafterand he had both carrouft

- Abowleof poyfon to each others health:

Butlet them goe,and tell me what are thefe,
La, Two of my fathers{eruanes whil(t he liu'd,
Mai'tpleafe your Graceto entertainethem now.
Edw. Tellme,where walt thou borne?
Whatis thine armes?
Bald. My name is Baldnckesand my Gentry

- fetchfrom Oxford,not from Heraldry.

- Edw, The fitter art thou Balduck for my turne,
Waite on me,and Ile (ee thou fhalt not want.

Bald, ] humbly thanke your Maiefty,

Edw.Knoweft thou him Gaweflon?

Gan, I my Lord,his nameis Spescer,he is well allied,
For my fake let him waite vpon your Grace, .
Scarce fhall you find 2 man of more defert,

Edw, Then Spencer waitevpon me for his fake,
llegrace theewitha higher flilc ere long,.

Spen. No greatertitleshappen vato me,

Then to be fauoured c€your Maiefly.

Edw. Colin,this day, fhall be your marriage feaft,
And Guaucflongthinkethat I loue theewell,
Towedcheeto our Neece, theonly Heire
VYato the Earle of Glofter Jate deceafed.

Gane, 1 knowmy Lord, many will (fomackeme,:
ButIrefpe@ neither their loue nor bate. _

Edw. The head-ftrong Barons fhall not limit me,

He thac 11if} to fauour fhall be great:
| E Come



The Tragedy
Comelets away,and whenthe marriagz ends,
Haue at the Rebels,and their complices,  Exveunt omnes.
_Enter Lancaflers Alortimer 1 urwickeyPenbrooke, Ken,
Kene, My Lords, oflouc tothis our native Land,
1comectoioyne with you and leaue the King,
Acrdin your quarrelland the Realines behoofe,
Will bzthe Gift thae thalladucenturelife.
Lan, 1 feare me you are fent of pollicy,
To vadermine vs with afhew of loue.
war, Heis your Brotherstherefore haue v e caufc.
Tccaftthe worlt,and doubt of your renolt.
Edm, Mine honour (hould be hoftage of my truch.
Ifthat will not fuffice farewell my Lords.
Mor, irs. Stay Edmond, neucr was Plantagenet
Falfe of his word, and therefore trult we thee,
Pen, But whats therealon you fhould leaue himnow?
Kem, L haueenform’d the Earle of Lancafler.
Lan, Andit fofhiceth : nowmy Lords know this,
That Gan:flonisfecretlyarriv’d,
And herein Tinmoth frolickes with the King,
Let vs with thefe our follonersfcalethewalles,
And fodainely furprize them vnawares,
Mer, in. e giue theonlct.
war, Andile follow thee.
Mor.su. Thistottered Enligine of my Ancellors, .
Which fwept the defart (hore of that dead fea,
Whereof we got the name of Cliortimer,
VWWill I aduance vponthis Caftle walls,
Drums {trikealarum, raife them from their fpore,
And ring 2loud the knell of Gaueffon.
Lan.None be {o hardy as totouch the King,
But neicher fpare you Gaxe/fon nor his fricads.  Exear:,
Enter the King and Spencerte them Ganefbon Gc,
Edw. O tell me Spencer where is Ganeffon?
Spén. | feare me heis (laine my gracious Lord.,
Edw,No, here he comes,now let them {poyle and kiii:
Flie,flie my Lords, he Earles hauegot the kold,

Take (hipping and away to Scarborough,.
| Spew:
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of Edward she fecond.

Spewcer and I will poft away by Land. ,

" Gawe. O [tay my Lord,they will notiniure you,
Edw. 1 willnot truft chem, Ganefion away,
Gaue.Farewell my Lord. ’
Edw.Lady,farewell.

Ledy. Farewell fweete Vicletill we meete againe.

Edw, Farewcll fweete Ganeflon,and farcwell Neece,

Que. No farewellto poore Jfabellthy Queene?

Edw. Yesyes,for Mortimer your Louers fake.

Exennt omnesymanet Ifabella,

Oue. Heauenscan witneflel louenonebut you,
From my imbracements thus he breakes away,

O that mine armes could clofe this Ile about,

That Imight pull him to me wherc I would,

O« thatthefe tearesthat driffell from minecyes,

Had power to mollifie his (fony heart,

Thac when I bad him we might neuer pare.
Enterthe Baronsalarumwss.

Lan, I wonder how hefcapt.

Mor.in, W hofe this,the Queene?

Que.1 Mortimer, the milerable Queene,
Whofepining heart herinward (ighs haueblafled,
And body with continuall mourning wafted :
Thefe handsare tir'd, with hailing of my Lord -
From Ganefton, from wicked Gaueflon,

Andallin vaine, for when I fpeake him faire,

Heturnes away,and fmiles vpon his Minion, -
Mor. in.Ceafeto lament,and tell vs wher’s the King?

9u.Whatwould you with the King?i(t him youfeekez

Lan. No Madame, but that curfed Ganeféon,
Farrebeiit fromthe thought of Lancafer,

To offerviolenceto his Soueraigne,

We would but rid the Rcalme of Gauefion,

Tellvs where heremaines,and he fhall dye,

w. Heesgoneby watcrvato Scarboroughi,
Purfue him quickly, 2ad he cannot (cape,
TheKing hath left him,and his traineis (mall,

War. Forcllow no time,fweete Lancafter lets march,
' Ez Mor,
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Mor . How comes it that the Kingandhejs parted?
2w, Thatthis your army going feuerall wayes,
Mightbe of leTer force, and with che power
Thatheintendeth prefently o raife,
Be calily fuppreft: therefore be gone.

Mor. Heerc in the Riuerrides a Flemmill, Hoy,
Letsall aboord, andfollow him amaine,

Lan. The wind that beares him hence will 61l oyy fails,
Come, comeaboord, tis but an ho ¢s faphg,

Afor. Madame (tay you within this C o chere,
2u.No Moriimer, lle to m y Lord the King,

Mor. Nay,rather failewith vsto Scarborough,

Zx. You know the King is lofufpicious,

Asif he heare, I haue but talk’c with you,
Mine Honour will be cal'd in queftion, -
Andtherefore gentle A Zortimer be goae,

Mor. Madan, I cannot ftayto anfwer you,

But thinke of Mortimer as he deferyes, ~

2u. Sowell halt thou deferu’d fweere Mortimer,

As lfabelcould liue with thee for euer,

Iavaine Ilooke for louc at Edward, hand,

Whofceyesare fixt on none bue Ganeflon

Yet once more lle importane him with prayer,

If he be (trange and not regard my words,

My {onneand I will ouerinto France,

Andtothe King my Brother there con; plainc,

How Gasefton hath rob’d ime of his loue:

But yet I hope my forrowes will haue end,

And Gaucfton this bletled day be flaine, Exenrs,
Enter G'dﬂts'?an,purﬁua'.

Gase. Yetlofty Lords I haue efca p'd your hands,
Your threats,your Larams,and your hot purfuits,
And though diuorced from King Edwards eyes,
Yet liueth Pierce of Ganeflon vafurpriz'd,
Breathing, in hope (malgrado all your beards,

That mufter Rebels thus againt your King)
Tofec hisroyall Soueraigneonceagaine,

- Enter the Nobles,
}Var,




of Edward the fecend,

war, Vpon him Souldiers, take away his weapons.
Mor.in. Thou proud difturber of thy countries peace,
Corrupter of thy King, caufeof thefe broiles,
Bafe flatterer, yeceld, and were it not for thame,
Shame and difhonour to a Souldiers name,
Vpon my weapons poiut heere thould(t chou fall,

And welter in thy gore. ]
Lan. Monfter otmen E%a.t like the Goreekifh (trumpee

Train’d to arme<ind bloudy warres '

So many valiant Knights,

Looke for no other fortune wretch then death,

King Edward isnot here to buckler thee, -
19ar. Lancailer,why talk(t thou to chelaye?

Go Souldierstake him hence, '

For by my fword his head fhall off:

Gaucefton, (hort warning (hall (erue thy curnc:

Itis our Countries caufe,

That heere feuerely wewill execute S,

Vpon thy perfon : hang him ata bough: R

Gas. My Lord.
War. Souldicrs haue himaway:

Butfor thou wert thefauorite of 2 King,

T hou fhalt haue fo much honour at our hands.
Gawe. thankeyouall my Lords,then I pereciue.

Thatheading is one,and hanging is the other,

And deathisall.
Enter Earle of Arwndell,

Lanc. How now my Lord of Arsndell? .
Arun, My 1.ords, King Edivardgreetes you all by me.

War. e Arundell{ay your meilage. (flon,.
eArun, His Maielty hearingthat you had taken Gane-

Intreateth you by me,yetbut he may
See him before he dyes,for why, hefayes
And fends you word,he knowes that dye he (hall,

And ifyougratifichis Grace (o farre,
He will be mindfull ofthe curtefic.

War. Hownow? o
Gane, Renowned Edward, how thy name

Ej
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R euiues poore Gaweffon,
. . War. Noit needethnot,
Arsndellyne will gratifiethe King

In other matters;he meft pardonvsin this,
Souldiers away withhim. .., ‘

Gane, Why my Lordof #arwick,
Will not thele delayes beget my hopes?
I know it Lords, it is this life youaimeat,
YetgrantKing Fdwardthis. M

AMor. iv, Shaltthou appoint whatweThall grant?
Souldiers away with him:
Thus weele gratificthe King, :
Weelefend his head by thee,let him beftow
Histcares on that,forthatis all he gets,

‘Of Ganefton, or elfe his fenfelctle trunke,
Lan. Not fomy Lord, left hebeltow more coft
Inburying him,then hehazh euer earned.
eArun. My Lords,it is his Maieftiesrequeft,
 Andin thehonour of aKiog he(weares,
‘He will but talke with him and fend him backe,
War. When can you tell? Arandell no,wve wot
Hethathath checare of Realme-remits,
And driues bis Nobies tothelcexigents
For Ganefonwill if he feize him once,
Violateany promifeto poiletfebim.

Aram, Thenif you will noterufthis Grace in kecpe,
My Lords I willbe pledgefor his recurne.

Mor.in, Itis honourableintheeto offerthis,

But for we knowthouarta nobleGentleman,
We willnot wrong thee o, |
Tomakeawayatrueman tora theefe.

<e. How meanc(t thou Mortimer? thatis ouer bafc.

Mor. Away bale Graome, robber of Kingsrenowac,
Queftion'withthy com panions and mates.

Pen. My Lord 3 farssner,and youmy Lords eachone,
To gratifiethe Kings requeft cherein,
Touchingthe fending of this Gaucflan,
Becaufchis Maiefty (0 carneftly

Defires
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Defires to feethe man before his deach, - "
Iwill vpon my honour vadertake
To carry him and bring him backe againe,
Prouidcd this,that you my Lord of Arende’
Will ioyne withme.
FVar, Penbrooke, what wilt thou doe?
Caufe yet more bloud-fhed : s itnoe srough
That wehaue taken him,but muft we now
Leaue him on had-I-witt,and let him go?
Pen. My Lords,I will not ouer.wooe your Honours.,
But ifyou daretrult Penbrooke with the Prifoner,
Vpon mine Oath I will returne him backe. -
eAran. My Lord of Lanca(ler,« hat fay you in chis?
Lan. Why I fay let him goe on Penbrookes word,
- Pen, Andyou Lord Moriiner, IR
‘Mor, How fay-youmy Lord of W¥arwicke?
War, Nay, doc your pleafures,
Iknow how ¢'will prooue.
Pen, Then giuehim me, ~
Gane. Sweete Soueraigne, yet Icome .
Tofectheeere I dye, |
war, Yet not perhaps,
If Warwicks wit and policy preuaile,
Aor,in. My Lord of Penbrooke,we deliuer him you.
Returne bim on your Honour found away. Exeunt,
Manent Penbrooke, Matrewss,Ganejtonyand Pen-
" brookesmen, foure Sonldiers,
Pen. My Lord,you fhall goe with me,
My bouleis not farre hence,outof the way
A little,but our men (hall goe along,
We that haue pretty wenchesto our Wiues,
Sir, mult not comefoneeretobalketheir lips.
Mat. Tis very kindly fpoke my Lord of Penbreoke,:
Your honour hath an Adamantof power,
To drawa Prince.
Pen.So my Lord,comehither James,
I do commit chis Gaweffon to thee,
Bethou this night his Ke¢eper,in the morning W
e
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. Wewilldifcharge thee of thy charge,be gone,

Gane, Vohappy Gauceftonywhither goelt thou now?

, ~ Exst cum feruss Pen,
Herfe boy, My Lord,weele quickly beat Cobham,

. Exennt ambo,

Enter Ganefenmourning,andthe Earle of
_ Pembrookes men,

Gau. O trecherous Warwick_chus to wrong thy friend.
lam. 1{ceitisyour lifethefle armes purlue.

- Gaw. Weaponlelle muft I fall and dye in bands,

O muft this day beperiod of my life!
Centerof my bliffe,and ye be men,
Speedtothe King.
.~ .Enter Warwicke and bis company, .
War. My Lord of Penbrookesmen, -
Striue you no longer,I will haue that Gawe/Zow,
Tames.Your Lordfhip doth dithonour to your felfe,
And wrongour Lord, your honourable friend.

- War. No Tames,itis my countries caufe I follow,
Goestakethe Villaine, Souldiers come away,
Weelemake quicke worke,commend me to yourmafter
My friend,and tell him that I watchtit welly
Comelect thy fhadow parly with King Edward.

Gane. Trecherous Earle,thallnot I feethe King?
wWar. The King of Heauen perhaps,no other King,
Away. ~
yEx:m Warwicke and bis menswith Ganefton,
Adanent lames cum caterse.
Comefellowes, it booteth not tor vs to {triuey
Wewill in haft goecertifie our Lord,
Euter King Edward and Spencer with
Drams and Fifes,
Edw, 1 long to heare an anfwerefrom the Barons,
Touching my friend,my deerelt Ganefion,
Ah Spexcery not theriches of my Realme
Canranfome him,ah be is mark’ttodie,
Tknow the malice of the yonger Aortimur,
- Warwicke | know is rough, and Lawcafier
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Inexorable,and I fhall ncuer fee
My louely Picrce of Ganeflonagaine,
TheBarous ouer-beare me with their pride.

Spencer, Werel King Edward,Englands Soueraigne,
Sonne to theloucly Elenor of Spaine, : ’
Great Edward Long-fbankes l{lue :would I beare
Thefebraues,this rage,and {uffer vacontrol'd
Thefe Barons thus to beard meinmy Land,

In mineowne Realme?my Lord pardon my (peech,
Did you retaine your fathers magnanimity, -

Did you regard the honour of your name, .

You would not fuffer thus your Maielty
Becounter-buft of your Nobility. :
Strikeoff their heads; and letthem preach on poles,
No doubt fuch lefTonsthey will teach the reft, L
Asby theirpreachments they will profit much,

And learne obediencetotheir lawfull King.

Edw. Yeagentle Spencer,we haue beene coo mild,
Tookind tothem,but now hauedrawne our fword,
Andifthey fend me not my Ganefton,

Wecle fleele it ontheir creft;and powle their tops. .

Bald, Thishaughtrefolue becomesyour Maiclty,
Nottobe tied to theiraffeQion, S
Asthough your Highnefle werea Schoole-boy (lilly . -
And multbeaw’dandgouern’dlikeaChild, . ~,4

Enter Fingh Spencery an old man, father vo the young

Spencers with bis Tranchion and Souldsers.

Spen. pa. Long liue my Soucraigne the noble Edward,
In peace triumpbant,fortunatein warses, . : .

Edw.Welcome uld man, com’(t thou in Edwyrds aid?
Thentell the Prince of whence and whatthouarr.

Spew.pa. Loc with a band of Bowmen and of Pikes,
Browne Bils, and Targetires, foure hundred (trong,
Swornetodefend King Edwards royall right,
Icomeinperfon toyour Maiety, . -
Spencer,the Father of Hugh Spencer there,

Bound to your Highne(le cuer-lattingly,
For faueur doncin him,vnto vsall, |
F Edw,
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4w, ‘Thy Father Spencer?
Spen.filirn. Trueyand it like your Grace,
Thac powres (inlieu of all your goodneile ihewne)
His life my 1:0rd, before your Princely feete,
Edw. Welcometen thoufandtimes,old man againc,
Spencerythis loue, this kindnelle tothy King,
Argues thy noble nind and difpolition:
Spencer, | here createthee Earle of Wilthire,
And dayly will corich thee with our fauour,
Thatas the fun-fhine fhall refle@ ore thee:
Belide,the more to manife(t our loue, .
Becaufewe heare Lord Brufe doth fell bis Land,
And chatthee M ortimers arein hand withall,
Thou fhalt haue Crownes of vs to Qut-bid the Baroas:
And Spencer fparethem not,lay iton.
Souldiers a Largis,and thrice welcome ali.
Spen. My Lord,heere comes the Queene.
- Enterthe Qacene and ber Sonne, and
- * Lewne a Frenshman. -
Edw. Madam; what nevies?: :
#», Newes of dithonour Lord and difconten:,
Qur friend Lewne, taichtull and full of truft, -
Informeth vs by Lettersand by words,
T hat'Lord #aloys our Brother,King of France,
Becaufe your Highnetlehath beene dlacke in homage,
Hath feazed Normandy into his hands, e
Thefe be the Letters,this the Metlenger.
<" Edw, Welcome Lenwestufh Ssb,ii thisbe ail,
Ualoys and 1 will loone befriendsagaine, .
But ¢G'WSy Gaeffon : fhall Eneverieey, - %!
Neuer behold thee now? Madamiathis matter: -
Weuwill imploy you and your little fonne,
Youthallgo parley with the King of France,,
Boy,fee you beare you brauely tothe King,.
And do your meflage witha Maietly, \
Prin. Commit notto my youth,things of more waight
Tkhen fits a Princefo young as I to beare,

And fearenor Lord andfather;heatiens great bcamcso
3 . a

P’



On Atlsahouldecyfhall notlye morefafe;. -

Then fhall your:harge committed tomy truft,
9n.Ah B> ybistowardnetle makes thy Mother feare

Thou art not arkg to mmany dayes on Earch., ,
Edw. Madam{@we will that you with fpeede be fhipt,

Andthis our fonne,Lewnesthall follow you, - -

With all the bafte we can difpatch him hence,

Choofe of our Lords to bearcyou company, e

And goein peace, leaue vs in warres ac hame,

#. Vonaturallwars;where fubiects brauetheir King,

God end them once,;my Lord I take my leage, -

To make my preparation for France. :

Ewter Lord Matreuts. Sy

Edw, What Lord Afasre,doft thoucomealone? . .
. Mat. Yesmy good Lord, for Gaxeflonisdead. .1\
Edw. AhTraytors, hauethey put my fricnd to death,

Tellme Matre,died he ere chou cam’ft, ‘

Or did’ft thou (ee my fricnd to take his death?

Mas, Neither my Lord,for as he was {urpriz’d,

Begirt with weapons,and with enemiesround,

1 did your Highne(le meffage to them all,

Demanding him of them,entreating rather,

Andfaid, vponthe honour of my name,

That I would vadertaketo carry him _

Vioto your Highnetle,and to bring him backe. o
Edw, And tell me,would the Rebels deny me that? -
Spen, Proud Recreants, - '
Edw.Yea Spencer traitorsall. ~
Matre, | found them at the firltinexorable.

The Earle of Warwicke would not bidethe hearing,
Mortimer hardly, Penbrooke and Lancafier

Spake leaft :and when they flatly had denyed,
Refufing to receiuemy pledge for him,

The Earlc of Penbrooke mildly thus belpake:

My Lords,becaufc our Soueraignc iends for him,
And promifeth hefhall be fafererurn’d,

1 will this vndertake, to haue him hence,

And fechim redeliuercd co your hands. :
diccaim e Fa Edw;
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Edw. Well,and howfortunes thas hétamenor 2
Spen. Some treafon; or fome villany ¢*s gay(e.
Mat. The Earle of Warwicke feaz’d hirr: 3 his way,
For being deliuered vnto Penbrookes men @3- .
Their Lord rode home,thinking his Fifoner fafe, -
Butere he came #urnsckein ambuth lay,
And barc him to his death,and ina Trench
Stroke off his bead, and march’t vnto the Cam pe.

Spen, A bloudy part,flacly *gain(t law of armes,

Edw, O fhall I {peake,or (hall 1 figh and dye !

Spen. My Lard,referre your vengeance te the fivord s
Vpon thele Barons;harten vp your men, :
Let them not voreueng'd murtheryour friends,
Aduvance your Scandard Edward in the field,

And march to firethem from their ffarting holes.

- - Edward kneeles.and (aish,

By Earth,the common Mecther of vsall,

By Heauen and allthe moouing Orbes thereof,
By this right hand,and by my Fathers fword,
And all the Honours longing tomy Crowne,

I will haue Heads,and Liues for him as many,
Aslhaue Manors,Caftles,Toxnes and Towers,
Trechcrous Warwicke traiterous Mortmsers

1f i be Englands King,in Lakes of gore

Your headlc(fe Trunkes,your bodies will I traile,
Thatyoumay drinke your fill,and quatfein bloud;
And {laine my royall Standard with the fane,
That fomy bloudy colours may fuggeft

- Remembrance of rcuenge immoreally,

On your accurfed traiterous Progenic:

You Villaines that haue {laine my Gasneffon,
Andinhis place of Honour and cftrult,
Spencer,fwecte Spexcer,l 2dopt thee heere,

And mecrely ofour loue we docreate thee

Earle ofGlolter, and Lord Chamberlaine,
Dclpight of times,defpight of enemies.

Spen. My Lord, heer’s a Metlenger from the Barcns,
Defices acce(Te vato your Maiefly. '

Edw,
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Edw, Admithim neere.’"
Enter the Herald fromthe Barons, with
bis Coate of Armes,
Mf.Long liue King Edward Englands lawfull Lord,
Edw. So with not they Iwisthat fent thee hither,
"Thou com’t} from Afortsmer and his complices,
A rankerrout of Rebelsneuer was:
Well,fay thy Metlage.
Mcf. The Barons vp in armes,by me falute
Your Highnefle, with long lifeand happineife,
Andbid me fay as plainer toyour Grace,
hat if without effufion of bloud, .
ou will of this baue eafe and remedy,
That from your Princely Perfon you remoue
. This Spencer,as a putrifying branch,
Thatdeadstheroyall Vine whole golden Leaues
Empale your Princely head,your Diadem,
Whofebrightnetle fuch pernitious VpQlares dim,
Say they,and louingly aduife your Grace,
Tocherith Vertue and Nobility,
And baue old Seruitors in high elteeme,
And (hake off fmooth dilfembling Flatterers:
This granted, they, their bonours, and their lives,
Areto your Highnefle vow’d and confecrate,
Spen, A Traytors,will they filldifplay their pride?
Edw. Away,tarry no an{fwerebut begone,
Rebels, will they appoint their Soucraigne
His fports, his pleafures,and his company?
Yet ere thougoe, (ec how I doe diuorce Embrace
Spencer fromme: now getthecto thy Lords,  Speacer.
And tell them I will come to chaftifechem,
For murthering Gane/fon: hie thee,get thecgone,
_Edwardwith fireand fiword, followes at thy hecles,
My Lord, perceiue you how thefe Rebels (well:
Souldicrs, good hearts,defend your Soucraignesright,
For now,cuen now,wc march to makethem ftoope,
Away. : . ‘ Exexnt.
Alarwmsy Excorfions,a great Fightyand a Retreas.
F 3 Enter
¢
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Entarthe King, Spencer the fatker,Spencer the fonne,
and she Noblemenof the Kings fide,
Edw. Why dvewefound rerreat? vponthem Lords,

This day I fhall powre vengeance wirh my fword

On tholcproud Rebelsthata.  vp inarnes,

And do contiontand countermeund cheir King,
Spen.fon. ] doubr it not my Lord,tight will preuaile,
Spen. fa. Tis not amille my Leige for either part,

To brearha vhile,our men with (i cat and duft

Allchockewell neare,begmi to faint for heate,

And thisretire refrelleth horfe and man,

Spen_ fon. Heerecomethe Rebels,
Emterthe Barers, Mortsmery Lancafier, Warwicke,
Penbrooke, cum ceterss, (terers,
Mor.Looke Lancafter,yonderis Edward among his flat- .
Laen. Andtherelethim bee, till he pay dcerely for their

.company.

.War. And (hall,or Warwicks fword fhall fmite in vaine:

Edw,Whar Rebels,do you fhrinke,and found retreat?
- Mor No Edwarano,thy flactercrs faintand flye,

Lan, Th'ad beftbetimes forfaketheeand their trains,

For theile betray thee,traytorsas they are,

Spen. fou. Traytor on thy face , rebellious Lancafter,
Pen. Away bafe Vpltart,brau’lt chou Nobles thus?
Spen.fa. A nobleattemptand honourabledeede,

Isit nottrow ye,to aflemble aide,

And leviearmes againft yourlawfull King?

Edw. Forwhich erelongtheir heads fhall facisfie,

T'appeale thewrath of therr otfended King.

Mor. Then Edward thou wilt fight it to the laft,
And racher bath thy fivord in fubiects bloud
Then banifh chat pernitious company.

Edw. Itraitours all,rather then thus be orau’d,
Make Englands civill Townes huge heapes of flones,
Ang plowes togoe about our Palace gates.

War, A dcfperateand vonatorall refolution,
Alarum to the fight, Saint George for England,

Andche Baronsright,
: &dw,



Edw.S. Georgefor England,and King Edirards i
Enter £d;mrd,w§t/a the Barons m%m'm:. 4 righ,
Edw. Now lufty Lords,now not by chance of warre:
But iuftice of the quarrell and the cauf); orware, .
Vaildis your pride;methinkes you hang the heads,
Butweeleaduance them Traytos,now tistime
To beaueng'd onyou for all your braues,
And forthemurther of iny deereft friend,
Towhom right well you knew our foule was knue,
Good Pierce of Gaueflon my fweete fauorit,
Ah Rebels, Recreants, you made him away.
Edm, Brother,inregard of theeand of thy Land s
Did they remoue that Flatterer from thy Throne.
Edw, So lir,you haue{poke,away, auoid our pre‘ence,
Accurfed wrerches,waltinregard of vs,
When we had fenc our Mellengers to reqaeft
Hemightbelpar'd tocometo fpeake with vs,
And Penbrooke vndertooke for hisreturne,
That thou proud #arwicke watcht the prifoner,
Poore Peirce,and headed him *gain(t law of armes,
For which thy head fhall cuerlooke the reft,
Asmychasrthouinrageout went'(tehe reit,
War, Tyraat, | fcorne thy threats and menaces,
Tisbuttemporall thatthou can(t infli&.
Lan, Theworft isdeath,and betcer dycto liue,
‘Then liucininfamy vnder fucha King.
Edw, Away with themmy Lord ot Winchefter,
Thele lulty 7.caders Warwicke and Lanzaffer,

. 1chargeyou roundly oft vith both their heads,away,
»war,Farewell vaineworld, SR
Lan, Swecte Mortimerfarewell,

Ador. England vnkinde to thy Nobility,
Grone for this griefe,behold how thouart maimed.

Edw, Goctake that haughty AMortimer ¢o the Tower,
There (eehim fafe belowed.and for therelt,
Doce fpeed; execution onthem all,be gone,.

Ator. What Mortimer? can ragged ftony walles
Immure thy vertuc that afpires to Heauen,

No EdwardEnglands {courge, it maynotbe,  2fors
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(friends.

JMortimers hope furmounts hic fortune farre,

Ed, Sound Drums and Trumpets, marchwithmemy -
Edward this day hath ctown’d bun King anew,  Ewir.
Manent Spencer [iliwsy Lewne and Baldock,

Spen. Lewen, therrult chacwe repofein thee,
Begersthe quiet of King Eaward; Land,
Therefore be gonen halt,and withaduice,
Beftow that Trealure onthe Lords of France,
Thaccherewithall enchantedlike che Guard
That fuffcred Joxe to patlein fhowers of Gold
To Danae,all aid may be denyed
To lfabell the Queene,that now in France
Makes friends,to crotfethe Seas with her young fonae,
And (tep into his fathers Regiment, |
Lew, Thatsit thefe Barons and the{ubtill Queene
Longlecuiedat,
Bald. Yea,but Lewne thou feeft, :
Thefe Barons lay their heads on blocks together,
What theyintend the Hangman fruftrates cleane,
Lew. Haueyouno doubt my Lords, lle claps clofe,
Amoug the Lords of France with Englands Gold,
. That Jfabell fhall make her plaints in vaine,
And France(hall be obdurate with her reares.
Spen, Then make for France,amaine Lewse away,
Proclaime King Edwards warres andviQories.
: Enter Edmond, Exeunt ommnes,
Edm.Faireblowes the wind for France,blow gentle gale,
Till Edmond bearriu’d for Englands good,
Nature,yecld to my Countries caufe in this,
A Brother,no,aBuctherof thy friends,
- Proud Edward doft thou banith me thy prefence?
But Ilcto France,and cheere the wronged Queene,
And certifiewhat Edwardsloofenctle is,
Vnnaturall King to{laughter Noblemen,
And cherifhFlatterers : Mortimer 1 {tay (deuice,
Thy fweetcefcape, ftand graciousgloomy nightto his
Enter Mortimer difguifed,
AMor. Holla, who walketh there,ill you my I-ord% y
. w,
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Edm.Mertimer tis],but haththy potion wrought (o
happily?

Ador.[thathmy Lord, the Warders all aflcepe,

I thanke them,gaue melcaueto paflein peace,

But hath your Gracegot (hipping into France?
Edw, Feareitnot. Exense
Enter the Qucene and ber fonne, ’

s, AhBoy;our friends do failevs all in France:
TheLords are cruell and the King vokind,

What fhallwe doe? , ‘

Prince. Madamereturneto England,
Andpleafe my Father well, and then a Fig
For all my Vincles friendhip heerc in France,
Iwarta:.. you lle winne his Highne(Te quickly,
A Jouesmebetter thenathoufand Spencers.

QE‘; Ah Boy, thou artdeceiu’d atleaft inchis,
Tothinkethat wecan yee be cun’d cogether,
No,no,weiarretoofarre,vokind paleys,

Vnhappy Ifabell, when France reie&s,
Whither,O whither doft chou bend chy &eps?
Enter Sir Iobw of Henols.

S. Tobw, Madam,whatcheere?

Q. Ahgood Sir Jobn of Henolt,

Neuer fo cheerclefle;nor o farre difireft.

S. Iobn.1 heare (weete Lady of the Kingsvnkindneffe,
Butdroope not Madam,Noble minds contemne
Degaairc s will your Grace with meto Henolt,
Andthereflay times aduantage with your foane?
Howfay you my Lord,will you goe with your friends,
And(hake offall ourfortunes equally?

Prin. So pleafeth the Queene my Mother,meit likes,
TheKing of England,nor the Coure of France,
Shall haueme from my gratious Mothers fide,
Till I be ftrong enoughto breake aflaffe,
And then haue at the proude(t Speweers head,
Sér Iobw, Wellfaid my Lord,
Qv. Ob my {weete heare, hbow do1 mone thy wrongs?

Yet trivmphia chebope of theemy io
P ope pA Y 10Ys Al
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Ahfweet Sir Iobmeuen to the vemoltverge

Of Ewrape, or the [hore of Tanasfe,

Will we with theeto Hemolt,fowe will,

The Marquelleis anobleGentleman,

His Grace I dare prefume will welcomeme,

Buc who are thefe? : |
Emer Edmond and Mortimer.

Edm. Madam, long may youliue,

Much happier then your friendsin Ewgland do,

9. Lord Edmend and Lord Morsimer aliue,
Welcome to France :the newcswas here my Lord,
That you were dead,or very ncere your death. .

Mor. in, Lady,thelalt wastruelt of cheewaine,

But Mortimer referv’d for better hap, VR
Hath thaken offthechraldome of the Tower, -
And liues to aduanceyour Standard good my Lord,

Pris. How meane you, and the Kingmy Father lives?.
No my Lord Mortimer,not 1, 1trow.

#. Not fonne,why not? Iwculd it were no worle; .
But gentle Lords;tucndletfe weare in France,

Mor.su, Mounlierle Grand,a Noble fricad of yours,
Told vs at our arriuall allthenawes,.

How hard the Nobles,how vnkind the King
Hathihewed himfelfe, bur Madam. right makesroome, .
Wherewe2pons want,and though a2 many fricads,.
Aremadeaaay, as Wairwicke, Lancafter,

And others of our party and faclion, .

Yet haue we friends,ailure your Grace in Eogland,
Would calt vp cappes,andclaptheirhaads torioy,

To feevs thereappointed for our fues,

Edw.Would all werewell,and Edward wellseclaim’d, .
For Englands honour,peace, and quietneffe,

Mor.But by thefword,my Lord, it mult be deferu’dy
Th King will nere forfake his flattercrs.

S.lotn. My Lords of England, fiththe vngentle King:
Of France refuleth to giuveaid of armes,
Tothis diltreiTed Queene his Siller heere,
Goe you with her w0 Henolt,doubt yenots, W
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Wewill find comfort,mony, men,and friends,

. Erelong,tobidthe Englith King abafe,

How fay young Prince,what thinkeyou of the macch? -
Privn.1 thinke King Edward willoutrunnevs all,
2x.Nay Sonne,not (o, and you mult notdifcourage

Your friendschat are fo forward in your aide,

Edm. Sir John of Henolt, pardon vs I piay,

Thefe comfores that you giue our wofuli Queene,

Bind vs in kindne(le all at your commaud,

Q».Yea gentle brothersand (he God of Heauen,
Profper your happy motion good Sir /oba,

Mor, Thisnoble Gentleman forward in armes,

Was borne I fee to be our Anichorbold,

Sir Jobn of Henolt,beit thy renowne,

That England. Queene,and Nobles n difirefle,

Hauebeene by thee reftor’d «nd comtorted.

S. lobn. M .dame alung,and you my Lord with me,
That Englan s Peeres may Henolts welcomelce,

Enscr the Ksng, Matreusegheswo Spencers,with others,
Edw.Thus aftger manythreats of wrathfull warre,

Triumpheth Englands Edward with his friends,

And criumph Edwaerdwith hisfriends vocontrold,

My Lord of Glolker,doe you heare the newes?

Spen.iu, What newes my Lord?

Edw. Why man,chey (ay thereis great executior
Done throughthe R ealme,my Lord of eArandell
You hauethe note, haue you not? .

Mat, From the Lieutenant of the Tower my Lord,

Edw. 1 pray let vsfeeit what haue wethere?

Read it Spencer. Spencer reades their names.

Why fo?they bark’tapace notlong agoe,

Now on my life,theilencither barke nor bite.

Now firs,the newes from France, Glolter I trow,

The Lords of France loue Englandsgold fowell,

As Ifabellgets no aid frcm chence. :

What now remaines,haue you proclaim’d my Lord,

Reward for them can bring in Aortimer?

Spew, ivs My Lord we haucéand it hebein I:‘_ngland,A

2
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A will behad erelong I doubeit not.
x: Edw, If,doolt thou (ay? Spenceryastrue esdeath,
He is in Englands ground,our Port-malters
Arenot fo carelefTeof their Kings command. '
Entera Poafl, (chefc?

How now, what aeweswith thee ¢ from whence come

Poaft. Letters my Lord, and tidings forth of France,
To you my Lord of Glofter from Lewne, '

Edw, Reade.

: Spencer veadesshe Letters,

My duty to your Honour premifed,&c. I haue accor-
ding toinltro&ions in that behalfe, dealt with the King
of France bis Lords,and effeed thatthe Queeneall dif-
contented and difcomforeed , is gone, whither if you
aske, with Sir Jobm of Henolr, Brothertothe Marquetle,
into Flaunders : with themare gone Lord Edwond, and
the Lord Afersimer, bauing in their company diuers of
your Nationand others, and as conltant report goeth
they intend to giue King Edward battell in England, foo-
nerthen hee canlooke for them : thisis all thenewes of
Import. . |
Your Honours in all fernice . Lewne.

Edw.Ah Villaines, hath that Cordsmer éfeapt?

With him is Edmond goneallociate:

Andwill Sir Jobs of Henolt lead theround2

Welcome a Gods name Madamand your fonne,

England (hall welcome you,and all yourroute,

Gallop apacebright Plebrs through the skye,

Anddusky night in rully Iron Carre, ,

Betweeneyou both,fhorten thetime I pray,

That Imay fee that moft defired day,

When we may meetethefetraytorsin the field,

Ah nothing greeues me but my little Boy,

Isthus mifled to countenance theirils.

Comcfriends to Briflow,there to make vs flrong,

Andwindsas equall beto bring themin,

As you iniurious were to beare them forth. .

- Emer the Qneene, her fomy Edmond, Mortimer,and Sir Ign.
: "
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w. Now Lords, our louing friends and ¢oy -
W’:%ome toEnglandall witb%rofperous wind: ey
Our kindelt friends in Belgia haue we left
To copewith friends ac home : & heauy cafe,

When forceto force is knit, and fword and glaue

In ciuiltbroiles make kin and countrimen |
Slaughterthemfelues in others, and their fides

With their owne weapons goar'd,but what's the helpe?
Mifgouern’d Kings are caulc of all thiswrack,

And Edwardthouart one among them all,

Whofe loofencile hath betrayed thy Land to f; poyle,
And madc the Chanaell ouerflow with bloud

Of thine owne peoplespatron (hould(t thou be,but chow,
- ¢Mor. Nay Madam,if you be a Warrier, |
You mufl not grow (o pallionate in fpeeches,

Lords, (ith thar we are by fufferanceof Heauen,
Arriu’d and armed in this Princes right,

Heere for our Countries caufe fweare we to him
Allhomage,fealty and forwardnetle,

And forthe open wrongs and iniuries

Edwardhath doneto vs, his Queeneand Land,

We comein armes to wrecke it with the fword:

That Englands Queene in peace may repotleile

Her Dignities and honours: and withall

We may remoue thefe flatterersfrom the King,

That hauocks Englands wealth and treafury.

S. Io,Sound Trumpets my Lord, and forward let vs

Edwardwill thinkewe cometo flatter him., (march
~ Edm, I would he neuer had beene flattered more,
Entershe King, Baldocke,and Spencer the
/owu,ging abowt the Sta ge,

Spen. Fly,fly,my Lord,the Queene isouer-ftrong,
Her friends domultiply,and yoursdo fayle, .
Shape we ourcourfe to Ireland there to breath.

Edw, Whatywas I borneto flye and runne away,
Andleauethe Aortimers Conquerours behinde?

Giue me my Horfeand lets re’'nforce ourtroopes:

And in this bed of honour dye with fame. SR
L B G2 E Bad,
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Bald. O no my Lord, this Princely refolution
Fits not thetime, away,weare purfued.

Edmond alone with a Sword and Targes,

Edm, This way he fled, but [am cometoo late,
Edward,alasmy heartrelents for thee,

Proud Traytor Mortimer why doft thou chale

Thy lawfull King thy Soueraigne,withthy (word¢

Yildewretch,and why balt thouof all vokinde,

Bornearmes againf} thy Brother and thy Kiogg

Raine fhowers of Vengeance on my curfed head

Thou God,towhom iniulticeit belongs

To punifh this vonaturall reuolts

Edward, this Mertimer aimes ac thy lifes

_ O fiye him then, but Edmond calme thisrage,

Diffemble orthoudieft, for Morsimer

And Jfabeld dokifle whilethey confpire,

Andyet fhebearesafaceof loue forfooths

Fie on that loue that haccheth death and hate,

Edmend away,Briftow te Long(hankes bloud

Isfalfe, benotfound finglefor fufpeét:

Proud Mortimer pries neereinto thy walkes,
Enter the Queene,Moriimeryshe yong Prince

 4ud Sir Lohm of Henalt.

. Succesfull battell giues the God of Kings,
To them that fight in right and feare his wrath:
Since then fuccefliuely we haue preuail'd,
Thanked be Heauensgreat architect and you,
Erefarther we proceedemy noble Lords,

We heere create our welbeloued foane,
Ofloue and care vnro his royall perfon,

I.ord Warden of the R calme,and (ich the fates
Hauemadehis father fo vnfortunate,

Deale youmy Lordsin this,my louing Lords,
As 10 your wifedomes fitee(t feemes in all.

Edm. Madam,without offence if | may aske,
How will you deale with Edwardin hisfall?

Prin. Tellmegood Vkle,what Edward do you meane?

Edm Nephew,your father,! darcnotcall him Ki::‘% |
o,



HMor, My Lord of Kent,what ncedes thefe queftions
Tisnot inher controulment,nor in ours, -
Butas the Realme and Parliament (hall pleafe,

Sofhall your Brother be difpofed of.

I like notthisrelenting moode in Edmond.

Madam, tis good to looke to him betimes,
24, My Lord,the Maior of Briltow knowes our mind.
Mor. Yea-Madam,and they fcape not cafily,

That fledche ficld. .
Qu. Baldocke is with the King,

A goodly Chancellour, is he not my Lord?

3. lobn.Soarethe Spencers,the facher and thefonne,
Edm.This EdwardistheruincoftheRealme,
Enter Rice ap Howell,and ths Masor of Brifiow,

with Spencerthe fasher.
" Rice. Godlaue Qucene /fabell, and her Princely.fonne,
Madam,the Maior and Citizens of Briltow.
Infigne of loucand duty to this prefence;
Prelent by me this Traytor tothe State,,
Spencer, the Fatherto that xanton Spencer,
Thatlike the lawle(le Catitine of Rome,
Reueldin Englands wealth and Treafury..

Du. Wethankeyouall, :

CMer. in, Your louing cargin this,.

Deferueth Princely fauoursand rewards,
Bucwherc'’s the Kingand the other Spencer fled?

Rice. Spencer thelonne,created Earle of Glocefler,

Iswith thacfmooth tongu’d Scholler Baldocke gone,

- And fiptbutlate for Ircland withthe King. -1
Mor.in. Some whirkewind feech them backe, or finke

themall: - .

They fhall be ftarted thence I doubt it not.

“ Prin, Shall knot feethe King my father yet? _

- Edm, Vohappi’s Edward,chalt from Englandsbounds.
S. Iobn. Madam, what selteth, why fand yeina mufe?
9». I rue my Lordsill fortune,but alas, :

Careof my Country cald metothis warre,

JAer, Madam, haue done withcarc and fad complaine,.
= = - 77 Yous
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Your King hath wrong'd your Country and him(clfe,

And we mufl fcckero right it aswe may.
Maeane while, hauchence this Rebell to ctheblock.
. Spenpa.Rebellis he thatfightsagain(t che Prirce,
Sofought not they that foughtin Edwards right.
Mor. Takehitnaway;he prates,you Rice ap Howell,
Shall do good feruice to her Maic(ly,
Being of countenance in your Country heere,
To follow thefe rebellious Runagates,
~ Wein meane while Madam,mult take aduice,
How Baldeck,Spencer, and their complices,
May intheir fall befollowed totheirend.
Exeunt ommnes.
&nser the Abbot,Monkes, Edward, Spencer,
and Baldocke.
Ab, Haveyouno doubt my Lord, haueyouno feace,
As filent;and as carefullwe will be, |
To keepe your Royall perfon (afe with vs,
Free from fulpe& andfellinuafion
Offuch as haue your Maiefty in chafe,
Yourf{elfe,and thofe your chofen company,
As danger of this ftormy time requires.
Edw. Father,thy face fhould harbour no<deceit,
O had’ftthou cuer beenea King,thy heart
Pierc’e deepely with fence of my diftrefle,
Could not but takecompatlion of my {tate,
Stately and proud,in riches andintraine
Whilom [ was powerfull and full of pompe,
But whatis he,whom rulc and Cmpery
Hauenotin lifeor death made miferable? . |
| Come Spencerscome Baldockescome fit downe by me,
Maketryallnow of thy Philofophie, |
That in ourfamous nurferies of Arts
Thou fucked(t from Plato,and from e Ariffotle.
Father this life contemplatiueis Heaucn,
O that Imighe thislife in quict lead,
But wealasarechaft,and you my friends,
Your liues and my difhonour they purfue,

Yo




Yet gentle Monkes,for Treafare,Gold,nor Fee,
Doe you betray vs and our company,

Mon, Your Grace may (it fecure, iEnone but we do wet
of your abode, S

Spen. Not one aliue,bue fhrewdly I fufpea,
A gloomy fellow in a Mead below,
A gauca long looke aftervsmy Lord,
Andallthe Land I know isvp in armes,
Armes that purfuc our liues with deadly hate.

Bald. Wewere imbark’t for Ireland,wretched we,
With aukward winds,and with fore tempefis driuen
To fallonfhore,and here to pineinfease
Of Aortimer and his Confederates.
Edw, Mortimer,who talkes of Aortimer,

WWho wounds me with the name of Mortimer
That bloudy man? good fatheron thy lap
Lay Ithis head,laden with mickle care,
O might I neuer opethefe eyes againe,
Neuer againelift vp this drooping head,
O neuer more life vpthis dying heart}

Spen, fon. Looke vp my Lord. Baldecke,this drowline(fe
Betides no good, here euen we are betrayed.

Enter with Welch bookes,Rice ap Howellya Mower,
andthe Earle of Leicefier,

Afower, Vpon my lifethefe bethe men yefecke,

Rice.Fellow enough,my Lord I pray be {hort,
A faire Commiffion warrants what we doe.

Les. The Queenes commiflion,vrg'd by Aortimer,
Whatcannot Afortimer doe with the Queenc?
Alas,fec where he fits,and hopes vnfeene
T’efcape their hands that fecke to reaue his Lifes
T oo trueitis, quem dics vidit vewiens fuperbums,
HMunc dies videt fugiens sacentens,
But Lesffer leaue to grow fo paflionate,
Spencer and Baldocke by no other names,
Jarreft you of high treafon heere,
Stand not on Titles,butobey thearreft, o
Tisinthenameof Jfabelithe Queens, _

| H My.
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My Lord,why droope youthus?

Edw, O day | the lalt of all my blilic on carth,

Centerof all misfortune. O my Starres

Why do you lowre vnkindly on a King¢

Caine Lesfler then in //abcllasnamc,

To take mylife;my company from me?-

Heere maurip vp this panting brea(t of mine;.

Aiid take my heart in reskew of my friends,

Rice. Away with them,

Sgen.in, 1t may become thee yet,

To let vs take our farewell of his Grace.

Abb. My heartwith pitty earnes to fec this ight,

A King to beare thefe words and proud commands.
Edw.Spercer,ah {weer Spescer,thus thenmut we pare,
Spen. iu. We muit my Lord,fo will theangry Heaucass,
Edw. Nay {o will H¢ll and cruell Aorzimer s .

Thegeatle Heauenshaucnot to doin this,

Bald, My Lord, itisin vaineto grieue or itorac,
Heerc humbly ot your Grace wetake our lcaues,
OurLots arc caft, I feareme (o isthine,

Edw.In Heauen we may,in 22rch neuer Mhall we meet,
And Zciffer fay, what (hallbecoine of vs? -

Lei, Your Maielty mult goe to Killing vorth,

Edw, Muft! Tisfomewhae hard,w hen Kings mult go. .

Les, Hereisa Litter ready for your Grace,
That wai:ss your pleafure,zndtheday growes old.

‘Rice, Asgood begone as (tzy-and be benighted,

Zdw, ALitter hait thou,Lay me on a Hear(c,
And to the gates of Hell conuay me henee,

Let Plutos Bels ring out my fatall kncll,

Aond Hagshowle formy deathat Charons fliore,

For friends hath Fdward none but thefe;and thele, .

Andthefemult dyeveder a Tyrants{word. .

Rice. My Lord be going;care not for thefe,
Forwefhallfez chemfhorter by the heads.

Edw. Well,that fhallbe,thall be;pare we mult,
Sweet Spencer, gentle B.aldocke, part we mufl,

Hencc fained weedes, vnfained aremy wocs, I
i Father- .



Father, farewell : Leiffer thou Raift for me,
And goeI mult,Life farewell with my friends, ‘
Exeunt Edward and Lancaficr.

Spen. O is hegone lisNoble Edward gone,
Parted from hence,neuer to fec vs more,
RentSphere of Heauen, and fire forfake thy Orbe,
Earth meltto Aire,goneis my Soueraigne,
Gone,gone alas,ncucr to make returne,

Bald. Spencer, 1 (ecour foules are fleeting henee,
We are depriu’d the fun-fhine of our life,

Makefor a new life man, throw vp thy eyes,

And heart and hand to Heauensimmereall Thronc,
Pay Naturcsdebt with cheerefull countenance,
Reduce weall our Leflons votothis,

Todye,{weete Spencer, therefore liue we all,
Spexcerjall liue to dye,and rife co fall,

Rice. Come, come, keepethele preachments till yon
come to the place appointed.

You,& fuch as youare,haue made wife work in England,
Will your Lordthips away?
* ¢Mower.Your Lord(hip I truft will remember me2
Rice. Remember theefellow? what elfe?
Follow me¢tothe Towne.
Enter the King, Leiceffer,with 4 Bifbsp for
the Crowne.

Lei, Be patient good my Lord, ceafe to lament,
Imagine Killingworth Caftell were your Coure:
And that you lay for pleafure heere a fpace,

Not of compulfion orneceffity.

Edw, Leilter,if gentle words might comforeme,
Thy fpeecheslongagochad eas’d my lorrowes,
Forkinde and louing haftchou alwayes beene:
Thegriefes of priuate menare (oonca'laid,

But not of Kings, the Forrelt Decre being [trucke,
Runnes toan Herbe that clofeth vp thewounds,
But whentheimperiall Lyons fleflii< gor'd,

He rends,and tcares ic with his wrachfull paw,

Highly {corning,thatthc Jowly earth |
| Hz Shoeld
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Should drinke his bloud,mountsvp tothe ayre:
And foit fares with me,whofe dauntlefle mind
The ambitious .1Zortimer would fecke to curbe.
And that vanaturall Queenc falle /alel/,

That chus hath pent and mu'd mie in a prifon,
For(uch outragious pallions cloy my foule,
Aswith the wings of raucour and difdainc

Full oft am I foaring vp to Heagen,

To plainemeto the Gods againlt them bott.:
Butwhen | calito mind | am a King,
Methinkes I fhould reuenge me of my wrongs,
That Mortimer and Ifabeli haue done.

But what arc Kings,when regiment is gona,
But perfe& hadowes in afun-(hine day?

My Noblesrule, I beare the name of King,

1 weare the Crowne, but am contrould by ther,
By Afortimer,and my voconftant Queenc,
Who {pots my nupriall bed with infamy,
Whil(t ] am lodg’d within this Caue of care,
Where forrow at my elbow (tiil attends,
Tocompany my heart with {ad laments,

“Thatbleedeswithin me for this (trange exchange,

Buttell me mult Lnow refigne my Crowne,
To make viurping Mortimer aKing?
By Your Grace miltakes;it is tor Englands good,.
And Princely Edwards right,we crauethe Crowne,
Edw,No,tisfor Mortimer, not Edwaras head,
Forhees a Lambe,encompatled by Wolues,
Which in a momene will abiidge his lites
Butif proud Aortimer doe weare this Crownc,
Heazucns turne it to a blaze of quenchletle fise,.
Or likechefnaky wreath of Tifiphon,

* Engire the Templesof his hatefuli head,.

So thall not Englands Vines be perifhed,

But Edwardsname furuive,though £dward dies.
Leiff. My Lord,why walteyou thusthetimeaway,

They flay your anfwere,will you yeeld your Crowne?
Edw, Ah Leifier,weigh how hardly I canbrooke

T9



Tolofe my Crowne and Kingdome without Caufe,
Togiueambitious AMorsimer myright, '
That likea Mountaine ouerwhelmes my bliffe,
Inwhich extreames my mind heere murchered js:
But that the Heauens appoint, I mu(t obey,
Heretake my Crowne,thelifeof Edward too,
TwoXKings in England cannot raigne at once:
But ftay aw hile,let mebeKing till nighe,
That I may gaze vpon thisglittering Crowne,
So fhall my cyesreceiue theirla(t content,
My head the lateft honour dueto it, :
Andioyntly both yeeld vp their withed righe.
Continueecuerthou celeftiall Sunne, :
Let neuer (ilenc night polfeflethisclime,
Stand flill you watches of the Element,
Alltimes and feafons reftyou at a ftay,
That Edward may be {till faire Englands King:
But dayes bright beame doth vanih faft away,
And needes I muft religne my wifhed Crowne,
Inhumanecreatures,nurft with Tigers milke,
Why gapeyou for your Soucraignes ouerchrow?-
My Diadem I meanc and guiltle(lelife,
Sece Monftersfee,llc weare my Crowne againe:
What feare you not the fury of your King?
But hapletfe Edward,chou arefondly led,
They patle not for thy frownesas late they did;
But fecke to makea new elected King, -
Which fils my mind with (trange defpairing thoughts,
Which thoughts are martyred with endlefle torments,
And in thistcorment comfort finde I none,
But that I feele the Crowne vpon my head,
Andtherefore let me weare it yet a while,

Tvs.My Lord,the Parliament mult haue prefentnewes,
Andthereforefay,will you religneor no.

The King rageth,
Edw.Tlenot refigne;not whilit liue,

Traytors be gone,and ioyne youwith AMortimer,

Ele@,confpire;enflall,doeybatyou will,
N H3 Their
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Their bloud and yours fhallfeale thefe Trecheries:
Bim. Thisaniwere weelereturne,and fo farewell,

Lei,Call them agamemy Lord,and {peake them faire,
For if chey goe,the Princefhail lofe his right.

Edw Callthouthem backe, haue no ponerto fpeake.

Lei.My Lord, theKingis willing to refigas,

Bifb. If he be not,let him chule.

Edw.O would I might,but heauens and earth confpire
Tomakememiferable: heszreceive my Crowne, -
| Receiucit? no, thele innocent hands of mine
| Shallnot be guilty of fofouleacrime,
| Heofyouall that moft defires my bloud,

- And will be cald the murtherer of a King,
Takeit swhatare you moun’'d?pitty you me?
‘ Then lend for varelenting Moresmer
{ And Ifabell, whofe eyesbeing turn'd to {teele,
| Will fooner fparkle firethen fhed a teare:
Yet flay; for rather then I willlooke on them,
Heere,beere : now{weete God of Heauen,
( Make me defpife this tranfitory pompe,
Andfitforayeinthronizedin Heauen,
Comedeath, and with thy fingers clofe my eyes,
- Orif Iliuelet me forget my feife,
‘ Enter Bartley,
Bart, My Lord.
Edw, Callmenot Lord,
Away,out of my fight,ah pardon me,
Gricfe makes me Lunaticke,
Let not that Mortimer protect iny fonnc;
Morefafety there isin a Tigers [awes
Then hisimbracements: bearc thisto the Queene,
Wetwithmy teares, and dryed againewith fighs,
If-vithche fightthercof (he be not mooued,
Returne it backe,and dip itinmy bloud,
Commend me to my Sonne and bid himrule
Better thenI,yet how haue Itranfgre(t,
‘Vhleffe it bewith too muchclemency? ‘
Zrm And thusmott humbly do wetakeour leaae, .
o 3%,




Edw, Farewell; | know the next newes that they brin g
Wiil bemy death,and welcome thallitbe, ’
To wrerched mendeath is felicity .

Lei, Another Poft,what newes brings he?

Edw, Such newes as Iexpect,come Bartley come, .
And tell thy metlage to my naked breaft, L

Bart, My Lord thinke not athoughe fo villanous -
Can harbour in 2 man of noblebirth. o
Todoe your Highnefleferuiceand dcuoire,
Azd faueyou from your foes, Bartley would dyc,

Lei, My Lord;the Councell andthe Queen commands,

ThatIrchgne mycharge. e
Edw.And who mufl kecp menow,muft you myLord?
Bart, I, my moitgracious Lord,fotis decreed,
&dw, By Mortimer whofe pameis written here,

Wellmay Irent his name,that rends my hearr,

This poorereuenge hath fomething eas’d iny mind,

So may hislimbs be torne asis this Papery

Heare me immortail Zoue, and grantit too.

- Bar.Your Grace muft hence with metoBare/ey (traighe,

Edw, Whither you will,all placcs arc alike,

Andeueryedrthis fic for'bunall '

Lei, Fauour himymy.Lord as much as liethin you.
Bare Euven fo betide miy foule as I vie him.
Edw.: Myenemy hath pittied my eltace,

'And char’sthdcaufe that I amnow remou’d,

- Bar. And thinls your Gracethat Bareley wil be crucl
Edw. I knownor,but of thisam I atfured, _

That deathendsall,and I can dyebut once,.

Leicefler farewell.
Lei, Notyet my Lord, Ile beare you on yourway,

Exeunt omnés, ~ Enter Cllortimer and QOsneene Ifabdl,
Mor, 8, Faire Ifabell, now haue we our defire,
The proud corzupters of the lighe-braind King,
Haue done their horage to thelofcy Gallowes,
And ke himfclfc liesin captiuity,
Berul’d by me,and wewillrule the Realme,-

In any calctake heede of childith feare, . For
, . o

.
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For now we hold an old Wolfe by the eare,
Thac if he (lip will feaze vpon vs both,
Andgripetheforer being gript,himfclfe,
Thinketherefore Madam thatimports vs much,
To ere&t your fonne with all the fpcede we may,
And thatI be Protector ouer him,
For our behoofe, ‘twill beare the greater finay,
When as a Kings name (hall be vnder writ.
Du, Sweere Mortimer the life of Ifabed,
Bethou perfwaded that I louethee well,
And therefore fo the Prince my {onne be (afe,
Whom | efteemeas deere as thefe mine eyes,
Conclude again(l hisfacher what thou wilt,
And [ my felfe will willingly fubfcribe,
Mor. iw, Firltwould 1 beare newes he were depos'd,
Andthen let mcalone to handle him.
Enter Me(Jenger,
Mor, in. Letters;from whence?
Meffen, From Killingworth my Lord.
On. How faresmy Lord the King ?
Afeffen. In health Madam,but full of penfiuenefle,
Dw. Alaspoore foule,would I could eafe his gricfe,
Thankes gentle Winchefter,firra be gone, |
- win, TheKing hath willingly refign’d his Crowne,
9». O happy newes,fend for the Prince my fonne.
Bi.Further,or this Letter was feal’d,Lord Bart/y came,
Sothat he now is gone from Killingworth,
Andwechaue heard that Edmovd 1aid aplot,
Tofethisbrother free,no more but {o,
The Lord of Bartley isfo pittifull,
As Leicefler thavhad charge of him before,
Qwu. Thenlet fome other be his Guardian,
~ Mor.in, Let me alone;bere is the priuy Seale,
Whofe there, call hither Gurney and Matreuis,
To dafh the heauy headed Edmonds drift,
Bartley(hall be difcharg’d,the King remou'd,
Andnone but we (hall know where he lieth.

u,But Mortimer,as long as he furuiues
2 »a3 long ; ) What
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What fafety re(ls for vs,or for my fonne?
Mor.in, Speake,fhall he prefently be difpatch’d & dye?
1. Iwould he were, (o it were notby my meanes,
Enter Mitrenis and Gurney. ‘

Mor.su, Inough Marreuss, writc a Letter prefently
Vnto the Lord of Bartley from our felfe,

That he refigne theKing totheeand Gurwey,
And whentis done, we will fubfcribe our name,

Mat. It (hallbe donemy Lord.

Mor, iu.Gurzey.

Gwr. My Lord.

Mor,in, Asthouintendelt torife by Mortimer,
Who now makesFortunes wheele turne as he pleafe,
Secke all themeanesthoucan{ to makehim droope,
And neither giue him kind word nor good looke,

Gur, I warrant you my Lord.

Mor, ix. And this abouethe reft,becaufe we heare
That Edmond calls to worke his liberty,

Remoue him flill from place to placeby night,
Till at the laft he come to Killingworth,

And thenfrom thence to Barsley backe againe:
And by the way to make him fret chemore,
Speake curltly ro him,and in any cafe

Let no man comfore him,If he chance toweepe,
But amplifie his gricfe with bitcer words,

Matr. Feare not my Lord,weele do as you command,

Mor.ix. So now away,polt thither wards amaine,

Qs.Whither goes this Letter,tomy Lord the King?
Commend me humbly to his Maiefly,

And tell bim,that I labour allin vaine,
To cafe his gricfe,and workehisliberty:
And beare him this, as witneile of my louc,

Atas, I will Madam.

Exeunt Matrenis and Gurney,
“ Manest Ifabcll and Mortsmer,
Enter the young Prince,andthe Earle of Kent

valking with bim,

Mor, in.Finely diffembled,do (o ftill fivecte Queenc,
- ' l | Here
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The Tragedy |

Here comes the young Prince with the Earle ofjKene,
Dw, Something hewhifpers in hischildifh cares,
Mor,is. If he hauz fuch accelle voto the Prince,

Our plots and ftratagems wilifoone be dafhe,

Du. V(e Eimond triendly,as if all were well,
Mor.in, How tares my Honourable Lord of Kene?
Edm 1a health fweet Mortsmer:how fares your Graceg.
2u, Wellf my Lord your brother w crecnlarg'd,
Edm. 1 heare ot lace he hath depos’d himfclfe,

Dx. The more my griefe,

Aor, iu. And mine.

Edm, Abthcy doe dillemble, ,

Qu, Sweetcfonne come hizher,Imult talke with thec,
Mor. in. You being his Vocle,andthe nexe of bloud,

Doclooketo be Protector ouer the Prince.
€dm.Not I my Lord :who (hould proce@ the fonne,

But (hethat gaue him life,l meanc the Qucenc?

Prin. Mother, perfwademe nctto wearethe Crowne,

Let him be King,lam 100 young to raigne.

Qu. Bue be conter.t, feeing ivis his Highnes picafure,
Prin, Let meebut fee him firtt, and then Lwill,
Edm, 1dofweete Nephev.
2s. Brother you know it is impoilitle,
Prin, Why, is he dead?
. No,God forbid,
Edm,Iwould thofe words procceded from your heare,
Mor. iu, Incontant Edmond doclt thou fauour him,

That walt a caufe of his impriforment?

Edm, The more caufe haue I'now to makeamends. .
Alor iu.1tcH theetis not meer,that one fofalfe

Should come about the Perfon of a Prince,

My Lord,hchathbetray’d the King his brother,

Andtherefore trult him nor.

Prin, But he repents and (orrowes for it now:,

u.Come Son,and go with this gentle Lord and 13,

Prin. With you I will;but not with Mertimer.
_CMer, Why yongling, s'dainlt thou {o of Adertimer?

Then 1 will carry thee by force away., P

rit,.
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Prin, Helpe Vnkle Kent, Mortimer will wrong me.

. Brother Edmond, triue not,we are his friends,
Ifabell is neerer then the Earle ot Kent.

Edm. Silter, Edward is my charge,redeeme him.

- @u. Edward is my fonne,and 1 will keepe him.

Edm.Mortimer thall know that he hath wrong'd me,
Hence will I halt to Killingworth Caftle,

And refcue aged Edward from his foes,
Tobercueng'd on Aortimer and thee,
Exeant ommes,
Enter Matrenss and Gursey with the King,

Mas. My Lord,be not penliue,we are your friends,
Menare ordain’d to liuein mifery,
Thereforecome, dalliance dangereth our liues,

Edw. Friends,whither mult vahappy Edward goe,
Will hatefull Mortimer appoint no reft? o
Muft] ke vexed like che nightly Bird,

Whofe fight is loathfome to all winged Fowles?
When will the fury ofhis mind alwage?
When will bis heart be (atisfied wich bloud?

If mine willferue,vnbowell (trzight this breft,
And giue my heartto /fabel/ and him,
Itischechictelt markethey leuell at,

‘Gwr, Notfo my Leige,the Queenebath giuen this
Tokeepeyour Gracein fafety, - (charge,
Your paflicas makeyour dolours encreafe.

Edw. Thisvlage makesmy mifery encreafe,

But can my ayre of life continuc long,

When allmy fenfesare annoy’d with ftench?
Within a Dungeon Englands Kingiskepe,
Wherel am ftaru’d for want of fuftenance,

My dayly diet is heart-breaking fobs,

That almoft rents the clofet of my heart,
Thuslivesold Edward notrclicu’d by any,
And{o muft dye,though pittyed by many.
Owater gentle friends to coole my thirft,
Andcleere my body from fcule excrements,

Mat, Heer’s channell Watci as our charge s giuen, .
' 3 it
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8it downe,for weclebe Barbarsto your Grace.

Edw. Traytorsaway, what willyoumurcher me,
OrchoakeycurSoueraignewith puddle water?

Gur.No,butwall your frce,& (haueaway your beard,
Left you bz knowac,and fobeielcucd.

atr. Why (tiiveyou thus,your labouris fi1 vaine?
Edw. The Wreamay firiue againft the Lions (trength,
But allin vaine, {0 vainely do I ftriuc,
To fecke for mercy ata Tyrants hand,
They wafh bums it pedelle watersand fhaue
' kis beard away, :

Immo:tall powers,that knowes the painefull cares,
That waites vpon my poore diftre(led foule,
O lcueil all your lcokes vpon thc(e darin meco,
That wrongs their L eige & Soueraigace, Englands King,
O Gaueffonsit is for thec thatJamwrong'd,
For me, both thou znd both the Sprucers dicd,
Aund for your {kcs athoufand wiongs Lietake,
The Spencers Gholl; where cucr they remaine,
Wifh well to tninc;then tufh,for them lle dye.

Matr. Twixctheirs and yours (liail bz no eamity,
Conic,come away, now put the Torches out,
Wecle cater in by darkenciic:o Killingwort,

' " Enter Edmsord, .

Gur. How now,who comcs there?

Mosr. Guard rhe King fure,icis the Earle of Kent.

- Edw, O gentle brotber helpe torelcuc e,
Matr,Keepethemafund:r,chrultin the King.
E4m.Souldiers,lee me buttalkeeohim oncword.
Gwr. Lay handsvpon the Sarleforhis atfauit.
Edm.Lay down yourweapoas,traytors yeeld theKing,
Matr, Edmond, yeeld thou thy felfe,or thou (hale dye.
Edns.Bale Viliaines,wherefore do you gripe me thus?
Gur. Bind him,and fo conuey him tothe Court.
€d4m. Where is the Court but heere;hereis the King,

And [ will vifite him,why (tay you ma?
Matr. The Courtis where Lord AZortsmer remaines,
Thither fhall y our honour goc,and fo farcwell,

Exenss
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Exeunt Matrenis and Gurneyywith the Kipa
Manent Edmond andthe Sonldiers, °
Edm, O miferableis thar common weale,where Lords
Keepe Coures,and Kings are locke in Prifon |
Sewld, Wherctore (fay we? on Sirs to the Court,
Edm. llcad me whither vouwill,euento my death,

Secing thar my Brothzr cannot bereleat.
Exeunt omnes,

Enter MLortimer alome.,
Mor, in. TheKing mut dye,orWortimer goes down,
The Commens now beginto pisty him,
Yet hethac is the caule of Edwards death,
Is {urcto pay for it when his fonne s of age,
Andtherefore will I doeit cunningly,
This Letter written by a friend of ours,
Containes his deach,yet bids them faue his life,
Edwardnum occid:re nolite tsmere bonum e,
Feare nor to kill the Kingstis good hedye;
But readei: thus,ard that’sanother fenfe:
Edwardum occidere nalite timere bonnm efp,
Kill'northe King,tis good tofeare the worlt.
Vapointed as icis,thus fhall it goe,
Thatbeirg dead,if it chanceto be found,
Aatreass and ehe reft may bearethe blame,
And webe quitthat caus’dit to be done,
Wichinthis Roomeislock’d the Metlenger,
That(hallccnuey it,and performe the red,
Audbya fecrettokentnat he beares,
Shallhe be murdered when the deed is done. :
Lightberne come forth,artthou fo refoluteas thou wafl?
Light, What elfe my Lord?and farre morerefolute,
Mor,su. And haft thou calt how to accomplifh ir2
Light,1,1,and none fhall know which way hedied.
Mor.iu. But at his lookes Lighrborne thou wilirelent.
Lizbt, Relent,ha,ha,I vle muchtorelent.
CHor.in. Well, doeit brauely,and be fecret.
Light. You (hall not neede to giue inltrutions,
Tiis not the firft time I haue kill’ daman, r
2



r The Tragedy

1learn’d in Naples how to poy(on Flowers,

.To ftranglewitha Lawne thruft downe che throate,

To piercethewind-pipe with a needles point,

Or whillt one is aflecpesto take a Quill

Andblow a little pow derin his eares,

Oropen his mouth.and powre quick-filuer downc,

But yet I haue a brauer way then thefe,
Mor; What's that? (ericks.
Light. Nay,you fhallpardon me, none fhall know my
Mor, 1 carenot hows it is,{o it be not fpide,

Deliuer thisto Gurneyand L2 Zatrenss,

At euery ten miles end thou bafta Horfe,

Take this,away,and ncuer fee memore.
Lighe, No?
Mor.Nosvnleflethoubring me news of Edwardsdeath,
Lighe. Thatwill I quickly do,farewellmy Lord.
Mor.ThePrincel rule,the Queene do I command,

And witha lowly conge to the ground, '

Theproude(t Lords falute me as I patle,

Ifeale, I cancell,l dowhat I will,

Fear’d am 1 more then lou'd,let mebe fear’d:

And when I frowne make allthe Court looke pale.

Iview the Prince with eA7iffarcsa eyes,

Whofc lookes were as a breeching to a boy,

They thrut vpon me the ProteQorfhip,

And {ueto meforthat,thac I defire,

Whileatthe Councell Table,graue enough,

And not vnlikea bafhfull Puritaine,

Firlt I complainc of imbecility,

Sayingitis, onus quans graus(fimums,

Till being interrupted by my triends,

Swnfcepithat prouinciam as they terme it,

And to conclude, I am Prote&or now,

Now is all fure,the Queene and Mortimer

Shall rulc the R ealme, the King,and none rulesvs.

Mine enemies will I plague,my friends aduance,

And what I lift command,w ho dare controule,

BMasor fum qudws cwi poffit fortuna nocere,

A )
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And that this be the coronation day,

1cpleafethime, and Jfabelithe Queene,

The Trumpetsfound,I mult goe take my place,

Enter the young KingsBifhop,( hampsion,Nobles, Dueene,

Bifb. Longlive King Edward ; by the grace ot God,
King of England,and Lord of Ireland.

Cbam. It any Chriftian, Heathen, Turke,or Iew,
Dares butaffirme,that £dwards not true King,
Andwillauouch his faying with thefword, -

Iom the Champion that will combat him.,

Mor. i». None comes, found Trumpets,

King, Champion here’s tothee,

w. Lord AMortimer, now take him to your charge.
Enter Souldiers with the Earle of Kent prifoner,

Afor WhatTraytor hauewe therewith Blades & Bil:?

Sonld. Edmordthe Earle of Kent.

Xing, What hath hedone?

Sauld, A would haue taken the King away perforce,
Aswewercbringing him to Killingworth,

Mor. iu. Didyouattempt his refcue? Edmond [peaXe,

Edm. Mortimery | did;he is our King,

Aad thoucompel'lt this Prince to weare the Crowne,
Mor.sa, Stiike off his head,he fhall haue Marfhalllaw.
Edm, Strike oft my [iead,bafe Traytor | defiethcee.
King. My Lord,he is my Vnkle,and fhallliue.
Mor.in,My Lord,heis your enemy;and (halldye.
Edm, Stay Villaines,

King, Sweete Motherif [ cannot pardon him,
Intreate my Lerd Protector for hislife.

| u. Sonne be content, I dare not fpeakeaword.

Kmg Nor landyce me thiakes I fhould command,
Buc fecing I cannot, lle intreat fur him:

My Lord,ifyouwilllermy Vokleliue,

1 will requiteic when 1 come toage, :
Aor, 1, Tis for your Highueile good;and for the

Realmes. . : .

How often (hall Ibid youbeare him hence?

Edm, Artthoua King,muft 1dyeatthy commandle |
' Ador.
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Aor.in, At our command once more away with him,
Edm, Let me but (tay and fpcake, I will notgoe,

Either my Brother or hisfonnc is King,
And none of both them thirfl for Edmozs bload,

" And therfore Souldicrs whither will you hale me?

Tbey hale Edmond away,and carry himto
be beheaded.,
King, What fafety may Ilooke for at his hands,

Ifthat my Vakle fhall be murthered thus?
2u.Fearenot fiveet boy,Ile guard thee from thy foes.

Had Edmond liu'd he would haue foughtthy death,

Come fonne,wveeleride a huntingin the Parke,

King. And (hall my Vnkle Edmondride with vs?
2w, Heis a Traytor,thinke not on him, come,
Exeant ommes,
. Enter Matreuss and Gurney.

~ CMatr. Gurney, I wonder the King dyesnot,

Beingin a Vault vp to the knces in water,

Towhichthe channels of the Baftell runs,

From whencea dampe continually arifeth,

Thatwerc enough to poyfon any man,

Muchmorca King broughevp (v tenderly.

Gur, And fodo1,Matrenissyelternighe
1opened but the dooreto throw him meate,
And Iwas almoft (tifled with the fauour.

Matr, He hath a body able to endure

Morethen we caninflict,and thereforc now,

Let vs affaile his mind another while. |
Gwr. Send for him out thencc,and I will anger him,
Masr, But ftay,whofethis?

Enter Ligltborne.

Light. My Lotd Protector grectes you. ]

Gur, Whats heere? I know not how to conftrueit.

MMatr, Gurney, It was left vapointed for thenonce,

Edwardum eccidere nolite timere,

That’s hismeaning. ]
Lighe, Know you this token,I muft haue the King?

Musr, L{tay awhile, thou fhalt haue anfivere ﬂra'ilggf:
| — is
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This Villain’s fent to make away the King,
Gurney. 1 thought as much.
Matr, And when the murther’sdone,
See how he mult be handled for hislabour,
Pereat sffe. Lechimbaue theKing,
What clfe,here’s the Key es,this is the Lake,
Doe as you arc commanded by my Lord.
Light. 1 know what 1 muft doe,get you away;
Yet be not farre off, 1 fhall need your helpe,
See that in the nexe roomeI haueaFire,
And get me a Spit;and let it bered hot.
Matr, Very well,
Gur. Ncede youany thing befides?
Lisghe, Whatelfe, a Table and a Fetherbed.
Gwsr. That'sall.
Ligk. 1,1, fo whenIcall you,bringitin.
AMatr. Feare not thouthat,
Gwrn, Heer'salight to goeinto the Dungeon,
Light. So,now mult I about thisgeere, neare was
thereany
So finely handled as¢his King fhall be,
Foh,here’sa placeindecd with all my heart.
Edw, Whofe there,whatligh is that, wherefore
com’ft thou? ‘ ,
. Light, To comfort you,and bring youioyfull newes.
Edw.Smal comfort finds poore Edwardin tby lookes,
Villaine I know thou com’(t to murder me.
Light. Tomurther you my moft gracious Lord,
Farre is it from my heartto doyou harme,
The Queenefent meyto fee how you were vled,
For fhe relents at this your mifery.
And what eyes canrefraine from fhedding teares,
T o feea King, in this moft pitious ftate?
Edw. Weep'ftthou already;liftawhiletome,
Andthen thy heart were itas Garweysis,
Or as Matrewsis,hewne from she Cancafus,
Yetwill it melt,erc 1 halt:e dl:me my tale. e fink
ThisDungeon wherethey keepe me, is the linke
1 asDungeon wix y KP ) Whetein
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Wherein the filch of allthe Caltlefalles,

Light, O Villaines}

Edw, And therein mireand puddle haue I flood,
Thistendayes {pace,and left char [ thould fleepe,

One playes continually vpona Drum,

They giue me bread and water being a King,

So that for want of (lecpe and {ultenance,

My mind’s diltempered;and my bodi¢’s num'd,

And whether [ haue limbsorno I kaow not,

O would my bloud dropt outfrom euery veine,

As doth this water from my tottered robes.

Tell Jfabelithe Queene, I look’t notthus,

When forher (akel ran attilt in France,

And therevnhor(t the Duke of Cleremont, (heart,
Lighe. O fpeake no moremy Lord,this breakesmy

Lyeonthisbed and reft your felfe a while,

Edw, Thefe lookes of thinecan harbour nought bue
Ifee my Tragedy writteuin thy browes, (death,
Yet {tay a while,forbearc thy bloudy hand;
Andletmefeethe ftroke beforeit comes,

Thatand euenthen when 1 fhall lofe my life,

My mind may be more ftedfalt on my God. (thus?
Lighs. What meanes your Highneife to miftrult mee
Edw, What meanes thou to diflemble with me thus?
Light. Thefe bands were neuer (fain’d withinnocene

Nor fhallthey now be rainted witha Kings.  (bloud,

Edw. Forgiue my thouglit, for hauing fucha thoughr,
 Onelewell hauel left,receiue thou this,

Still feare I,and I know not what’s the caufe,

But eueryioynt fhakez as J giveit thees

O ifthou harbourf: murcher inthy heart,

Let chis gift change thy mind,and faue ¢hy foule,

Koowthat I am a King,oh at that name,

Ifccleahell of griefe;whereis my Crowne:

Gone,gone,and doe I remaine?

Lighs, Your ouer-watcht my Lordlye downeand reft.
€dw. But thatgriefe keepes me waking, I fhould fleepe.

For.aot thefeten dayes hauethelc eye-lids clos'ds N

S ow
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Now as1{peakethey fall, and yet with feare
Openagaine, O wherefore [its thou heere?
Lighes, If you miftruft me,llebe gonemy Lord.
Edw.No,no, for if thou mean(t to murther me,
Thou wilc returne againe,and therefore (tay.
Light. He {leepes.
Edw, O let me not dye yet,O ftay awhile,
Light. How nowmy Lord,
Edw,Something (tillbuzzeth in mine cares,
And tels meif I flecpe I neuer wake,
T his feare is that which makes metremble thus,
And therefore tellme,wherefore arethou come?
Light, Torid thec of thy life, Matrenss come,
Edw. I am too weake and feebleto refift,
Affit me fweet God,and receiue my foule,
Light. Runncfor the Table. .
Edw. O fpare me,or difpatchmeina trice.
Light, So, lay the Table downe,and ftampe onit,
But not too hard,le(t that you bruife his body.
Marr, 1 feare me that this cry will raifeche Towne,
And therefore let vstake horfe andaway.
Lighr, Tell me firs,was it not brauely done?
Gur.Excellent well, take this for thy reward.
T hen Gurney flabs Lightborne,
Come let vs calt thebody in the Mote.
And beare the Kings to Aortimer our Lord,away.
Exeunt omnes,
Enter Mortimer andc Matrenss. |
Mor. su. 1t done, Matrenss, andthe murtherer dead?
.Masr,1my good Lord, l would itwere vndone,
Mor.in, Matrevis, if thou growe(l penitent
Ilebethy ghoftly father, thereforechufe
Whether thou wilt be fecret inthis,
Or clfe dye by thehand of Aortimer.
Musr. Gurney,my Lord,is fled,and will Ifears
Betray vs bothsthercfore lecme flye.
Mor,in, Fly tothe Savages.
Marr.1 humbly thanke your Honour. L
- K a3 . ) Mor,
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Mor,iu, As for my felfe, | ftand as Towes huge tree,
And othersare but fhrubs compar'dcome, ?
All tremble at my name,and I feare none,
Letsfec who dareimpcach me for hisdeath?
Enterthe Quzenc,
Qu, A Mortimersthe King my (onne hath newes,
His father’s dead and wehaue murthered bim.
Mor i, Whatit he haue? the Kingisyctachild,
Hae, 1,1, buie he tcares his haire and virings his honds.
Angdvouwes to bereueng’d vpon vsboih,
Incothe Councell Chaiber heis gone,
To craucthe aid and{uccour of his Pceres,
Ayc me,feewhere he comes, and they with him,
Now AMortimer begins our Tragedy,
Enter the King with tke Lords.
Lords.Fgare not iny Lord, know thatyouareaKing,
King. Villaine.
¢Mor.in, How nowmy Lord?
King., Thinkenot that Tam frighted wich thy words,.
My father’s murtheredchraugh thy trechery,
Aad thou thalt dye,and on his mcurniull Herlo,
Thy hatefull and accu: [ed head fhalilye,
To witnelle to theworld,thst by thy mcaacs
His Kingly body was too foone inter'd. ‘
9u, Weepenotfwectefonne.
King. Forbid notme ro weepe,hewas my Father,
And had you lou'd himbalfefo wellas I
You could not beare his death chus patiently,
Butyoul fearc confpir’d wich Aforssmicr.
Lords, Why fpeake younotvato my Lord the King:
Moer. in,Becaufe I thinke fcorne to be accus'd,
Who isthe man dares fay I murthered him?
King. Traytour,in memy louing Father fpeakes,
And plainely faith, v'was thou that murthered(l him,
AMor.ins. But hath your Grace no other proofe then
King. Yes,if this bethe hand of Afertsmer, (thi<2
Aor, 1, Falle Gurney hath betray’d meand him(clfe.

‘Qu. 1teardas much,murther cannot be hid, )
. : o,



A “—-

Aor.in. Tis my hand,whar gacheryoy by this? -
King, That thither thoudid(l fend 2 Murtkerer,
Mor.su, What Murtherer? bring forch the mag [ e
King-Ah Aortimer,thou know'( that he j flaine,
And{o thalt thou be too: why (tayes he heeres
‘Bringhim vatoa Hurdle, drag him forh,
Hang bim I fay, and fet his quarters vPs
But bring his head backe prefently tome.
2a.For my fake(nectefonne pitry 22srtimser,
Mor, iw, Madameintreat nor,l will rather dye, i
Then fuefor life vntoa paltry Boy.
King, Hencewith the Trayror,with the Murthercr,
Mor.iu, Bafe Fortuna,now I fee,that inthy Wheele
Thercis a poinz,to which whea men af; pire,
They cumble headleng downe,thar point I toucht,
And fecing there was no nlace to mount vp higher,
Why (hould I grieue at my declining fall?
Farewell faireQueene,weepe not for Mortimer,
Thatfceraesthe VWorld,and as a Traueller -
Goesto difcouer Countrics yez vaknowne.
King, What,fuffer ycu the Traytor to delay?
2u. Asthoureceiud’(t thy life from me,
Spill not the bioud of geatle Mortimer,
King, This argues thatycu fpilt my Fachersbloud,
Els would younot intreat for _iZortimer.
Lue, 1{pill hisbloud?
King.1 Madam,you,for (o the rumour runnes,
Lge. That rumour isvatrue,for louing thec,
Isthis report rais’d on poore ffabell,
King. I donot thinke her (o vnnaturall.
Lords, My Lord, I fcare meice will prouetootrue,
King. Mother you are fufpeted for his deah,
And therefore we commit you to the Tower,
Tillfurther tryall be madethereof,
If youbeguilty,though I be your fonne,
Tainkenotto indeme flack orpituifull.
2u, Nay,to my death,fortoolong hauel liv'd,

When as my (onne thinkes lt{osabridge my daycs, King."
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' King, Away with her, her words inforcethele teares,

And I thall pitry herif fhefpeake againe,

«.Shali ] not mourne tor my beloued Lord?

And withthereft accompany him to theGraue?
Lor. Thus Madam, us the Kingswill you (hall hence,
9n He hath forgotten me.ttay,;l am his Mother.
Lords. Tha:bootesnotsthercfore geotle Madam goe,
9u_Then coine{rcetdeath,and id me of this griefe,
Lords. My Lord, heere is the head of Aoreimer.
King.Goe feecchmy Fatbers hear(c,whercit fhalllye,

And bring my Funerall Robes. Accu:fed head,

- Could1 haue rul'd thee then,as 1 doenow,

| “Thou hadft not batche this monftrous Trechery.

| Here comes the Herfe,helpe me to mourne my Lords 2

Sueece Father heere,vnto thy murchered Ghoft,

I offer vp this wicked Traytorshead,

And lecthefe teares difhilling trom mine eyes,

Be witnelle of my grieteand innocency.

. FINIS.
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