eAttus Primus.

Scaena Prima.

Dead Mach.

Enter the Funerall of Keng Henry the Eift, attended on by
the Dwke of Bedford, Regevt of France ; the Dwke
of Glofter,Pretelltor; the Duke of Exeter war-
wicke, the Bilbop of winchefter, and

. the Duke of Somerfer.

Bedford.
¥ Vg be y heauens with black vield day tonight;
$ “omets importing change of Times and States,
3randifh your ciyitall Trefles in the Shie,
¥ And with them (coui ge the bad reuolung Stars,
That haue confented vito Henries deatn
King Henry the Fift,too famous to liue long,
England ne're lofta King of fo mach worth,
Glofi. England ne’re had a King voull his time:

Vertue he had,deferuing to command,
His brandifht Sword did blinde men with his beames,
His Armes fpred widerthen a Dragons Wings: )
His fparkiing Eyes,replcat with wrachfull fire,
More dazled and droue back his Enemies,
Then mid-day Sunne,fierce bent againt their faces,
What fthould I fay? bis Deeds exceed all fpeech:
He ne're hfc vp his Hand,but conquered.

Exe, W e mourne in black, wiry mourn we not in blood?
Hewry s dead,and neuer (hall reuiue:
Vpoua Woodden Coffin weariend;
And Deaths dithoncurble Viftore,
We with out flatcly prefence glonfie,
Like Captiues bound to a Triuwr phant Carre,
Whart? fhall we cufe th> Planets of Mithap,
That plotted thus our Glories oucrthrow?
Or fhall we thinke the fubale-witted French,
Con,uices and Sorceress, that afiard of him,
By Magick Verfes haue contriu’d bis 2nd,
Wch. He wasa King,ble® of the King of Kings,
Vito the French,the dreadfull ludgement-Day
So drcadfull will not be,as was his fight,
The Battailes of the Lord of Hofts Le foughe :
The Churches Prayers made him fo profperous
Gloff, The Church? where 15 it?
Had not Church-men pray’d,
His thred of Life had not fo foone decay’d,
None doe you like, but an effeminatc Prince,
Whom like a Schoole-bay you may ouer-awe.

3 nch. Gloffer,what ere we like thou art Prote@or,
And lookef(t to command the Prince and Realme,
Thy Whlt is prowd, fhe holdeth thee inawe,
More thea God or Rehigious Church-men may,

|

Gloff. Name not Religion, for thou lou'fi the Fleth
Andne're throughout the yeere to Church thou go’(}’
Except it be to pray againft thy foes, |

Bed.Ceafe,ceafethefe Jarres, & reft your minds in peace:
Let’s to the Altar: Heralds waytonvs;

In ftead of Gold,wee'le offer vp our Armes,

Since Armes ausyle notnow that Heary's dead,
Poftenitie await for wretched yeeres,

Whenattheir Mothers mniftned eyes,Babas fhall fuck
Our Ilebe made a Nounfh of falt Teares, ’
And none but Women left to wayle the dead,

Henry the Fift. thy Ghoft I inuocate :

Piofper this Realme, keepe it from Ciuill Broyles,
Combat with aduerfe Planets inthe Heauens

A farre mote glorious Scarre thy Soule will make
Then Zultus ( efar ot bright---- ’

Euter a Mffesger.
Mefl. My hanourable Lords health o youull:

Sad ti ings bring Tto you oue of France,

Of lufle of flaugh.c,and dilcomfiture :

Guyeo Chanmpuone,Rhcimes Ouleance,

Paris Guytors,Paidtiais, e all quite loit,

Bedf. VWit iy ft thou mian,betore dead Henry's Coarfe?

Speake fotddvyor the lefle of thofe great Towaes

Will make him burft hus Lead and rite from death.
Clest. 1s Pans lofi? is Roan yeelded vp?

1€ Herny were recall’'d to Iife agane,

Thefe news would caufe him once more yeeld the Ghoft.
Exe. How were they loft 2 whattrecherie was vs'd¢
Mefl. Notrechenie, but want of Men and Money.

Amongft the Souldicrs this 1s mutcered,

That here you maintamne teuerali Factions ;

Andwhil ft 4 Field fhould be difparcht and foughe,

Youare difputing of your Generals,

Onewould hauc I'naning \Varres,with little coft

Another would fiye iwift,but wanteth Wings ;

A third thinkes,without expence at all,

By guilefull faire words,Peace may be obtayn’d.

Awake,awake,Englifh Nobilitie,

Let not flouth dimme your Honors,new begot ;

Crope agethe Flower-de-Luces in your Atmes

Of Englands Coat,one halfe 15 cut away.

Exe. Wereour Teares wanting to this Funerall,

Thefe Tidings would call forth her flowing Tides.
Bedf. Me they concerne,Regent [ am of France:

Giue me my ftecled Coat,Ile fight for France.

Away with thefe difgracefull wayling Robes

Wounds willIlend the French in ftead of Eyes,

To weepe their intermifliue Miferies.

Enter
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Ester to thews aetber Mcffenger.
Meff. Lords view thefe Letters full ot bad mifchance.
France 1s revolted from the Englifh quite,
Except fome petty Townes, ot no import.
The Dolphin Charles is crowned King 1n Rheimes:
The Baftard of Orleance with lum is joyn'd :
Reynold D ike of Aaiou, doth take his part,
The Dake of Alanfon flycth to hus fide, Exrt,
Eve. The Dolplun crown’d King2all flyve toum? |
O whither fhail we (1 /¢ from chis reproach 2
Gloff. AV w-linot ve,but to onr oz nies thiroate,
Bedjordpt thoudidiseke, e Aphuoue,
Ced. GloZor, why doubift thou of my forwardnede?
An Army haue Fmaler d mmy thoughis,
Wizwewithalready Sranie is ouer-1un,

Enter avother 31 ;) iracr.

CU:f. My guacicus Lords, to a-wde to veoriiments,
Wherewith younow be few K nng Heares hieaite,

[ muftinforme you ota difimaii nghi,

Berwixtthe itout vord 7uidot, and vic French,
W:me What? vhicrein Ta/bet auercame,1s’tlo ?
3.3 no s wherem Lord Tafbot was o'rethrown:

The circumftance e el you more aclarge,

The tenih ot Avguitlaft, this dreadfuil Lord,

Retyring from the Sicge of Orleance,

Haung full fcaice fix thonfand in lus woupe,

By thrce and tweatie thoutand of the French

Was raund incompaffed,and fet vpon:

No lejfure had he to enranke hismen,

Hewanted Pikesto fecbefore his Arcliers:

Inftead whereof, tharpe Stakes pluckr out of Hedges

They pltchcd 11 the ground confufedly,

Tokeepethe Horfemen eff.fraar breaking in,

‘Morethicarthiee houres the fight contnucd:

Where vairant Talbot, aboue humane thoughe,

Inacted wonders wirh his Sword and Lance.

Hundicds he fent co Helljand noue durft @and him:

Here,there,and cuery where enran’d,he flew.

[he French exclaym'd, the Denill was in Arines,

All the whole Army ftood agaz’d on him.

His Souldicrs fpying bis vadaunted Spinir,

A Talést,a Talbot,cry’d out amaine,

And ruftht intothe Bowels of the Battaile.

Here had the Conquelt fully beenfeal'd vp,

If Sue Jokn Falffafe nad not play’d the Coward.

He beingin the Vauward, plac’c behinde,

With purpofe to relieue and follow them,

Cowardly fled,not haning ftruck one firoake,

Hence grew the generallwrack and mafTacre :

Enclofed were tth with their Encmves.

A bale Wallon,to win the Dolphins prace,

Thruft Talbor with a Speare into the Back,

Whom all France,with their chiefe affembled @rength,

Durft not prefume to looke once 1n the face.

Bedf. 1s Talbot flaine thenz? 1 will flay my {clfe,
For liuing 1dly here, inEompc and eafe,

Whil'{t fuch a worthy Leader,wanting ayd,

Vato his daftard foc-men is betray'd.

3. Meff. O na,he hues, but is tooke Prifoner,
And Lord Scales with himyand Lord Hungerford
Motft of che reft flaughter’d,or tooke hikewnfe,

Bedf. His Ranfome there is none but 1 fhall pay,
Ile hale the Dolphin headlong from his Throne,
His Crowne fhall be the Ranfome of my friend :
Foure of their Lords Ile change for one of ours,

T befrft Part of Henrythe Sixt.
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Farwell my Mafters,to my Taske will I,
Bonfires in France forchwith I am o make,
To keepe our great Saint Georges Feaft wichall.
Ten thoufand Souldicrs with me I will take,
Whofe bloody deeds thall make all Europe qu.ke,
3. Mefl So you had nzed, for Orleance is befieg*d,
The Lnglifh Army is growne wdake and faint :
The Earle of S.lisbury craueth fupply,
And hardly kecpes i inen from fauunie,
Since they fo fer,warch fucii a multicude.
Eve Remember Lords your Cathes to Hewry fworne
Eytherto quell the Dolphinvizerly,
Oi bringlim m ot edirnceta your yoake.
Ledf, Tdoercwenberit,andhere tahe my leaue,
To goc about my p-eparaton, kxit Bediord,
Gloff. iletothe Tower with all e balt I can,
Toview th'Artil'erie aad hunidon,
Aadtcn! will rroclayme young Henry King.
Exit Glsfler.
Exe. ToEltamwill T,wheretheyoung King is,
seing ordayn’d his fpeciail Gouernor,
And for lus fafetie there e beft densfe, Exit,
wmch. Each hathhis Place and Fun@ion to attend:
T am lcft out;; for me nothing remaines :
Bitlong I wili not be Tack out of Ofhces
TheKing from Eltam Tintend o fend,
And fit ar chsefai Scerne ot publique Weale,
L.

Sound a Tlow 1D,

Futer Charles, Alunfon, and Reigneir, w.ircline
with D) wum and Sonldiers.

Charles. dars histruc mouing,cuen as in the Heauens,
So i the Earth,to this day is not knowne,
Lace did he fhine vpon the Englifh fide:
Now weare Vi&ots,vpon vs he fmles,
AV aat Townes of any moment,but we hauc 2
At pleafure here we lye, neere Orleance::
Otherwhiles,the famithe Englith like pale Ghofts,
Faintly beficge vs one bonre ina moncth,
A‘a.They want chen Porredge,& their fat Bul Becues:
Eyther they mult bedyeted like Mules,
And baue their Prouender ty’d to their mouthes,
Or pitteons they will looke like diowned Mice.
Reigner Let's rayfe the Siege:why hue we idly here?
Talbat is taken, whom we wont to feate: /
Remayneth none but mad-brayn’d Salubary,
And he may wellin fretting {pend his gall,
Nor mennor Moncy hath he to make Warre.
Charles. Sound,found Alarum,we will rufh ontl:iem,
Now for the honour of the forlorne French:
Hun I forgiue my death,that killeth me,
When he fees me goe back one foot, or flye,  Exewns.
Here Alarums, they are beaten back_by the
Euglib,wih great Inffe.

" Enter Charles, Alanfon,and Resmen.
Charles. Who cuer faw the hke>what men haue 1?
Dogges,Cowards,Daftards: I wonld ne’re baue fled,
But that they left ne ‘'midt my Eneniies,
Reigneir. Salubury is 3 defperate Homicide,
He fighteth as one weary of his life :
The other Lords,hike Lyons wanting foode,
Doe rufh vpon vs as their hungry prey.
k 3 Alanf. Froy-

-
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Alanfon, Fropfard, 2 Countreyman of ours,records,
England all O/iwers and Rowlands breed,
During the time Edward thethird did raigne :
More truly now may this be verified;;
For none but Samfons and Gofraffes
It fendeth forth o skirmith : one to tenne ?
Leane raw-bon'd Rafcals,who would ¢’re fuppofe,
They had {uch courage and audacitie?
Charles. Let'sleauethis Towne,
Forthey are hayre-brayn’d Slaues,
And hunger will enforce them tobe more cager:
Of old I know them; rather wich their Teeth
The Wallsthey’le tearc downe,then forfake the Siege,
Resgmesr. 1 thinke by fome odde Gimmors or Deuice
Their Armes aze fet,like Clocks,fill to firike on;
Elfe ne're could they hold out fo as they doe :
By my confent,wee’le cuen let them alone.
Alanfon. Beitfo.

Enter the Baftard of Orleance.

Baftard. Whese's the Prince Dolphin? Ihaue newes
for him. :
Dolph. Baftard of Orleance,thrice welcometovs,
Baft, Me thinks your looks are fad,your chear appal’d.
Hath the late ouerthrow ewrought this cffence ?
Benet difmay’d,for fuccourisathand :
A holy Maid hither with me I bring,
Which by a Vifion {ent to her from Heauer,
Ordayned is to ray(c this tedious Sicge,
And driue the Englifh forth the bounds of France :
The fpirit of deepe Prophecie fhe hath,
Exceeding the nine Sibyls of old Rome:
What's paft,and what’s to come, the can defery.
Speake,fhall I call herin¢ belecue my words,
For they are certaine,and vnfallible,
Dolph, Goe call her in: but firRR, to try her skill,
Reigmer ftand thou as Dolphininmy place;
Queftion her prowdly,lec thy Lookes be ferne,
By this meanes fhall we found what shill ihe hath,

Enter laane Puzel,
Reigacir. Faire Maid, is'c thou wilt doe thefe won-

drous feats 2

Puzel, Reigmer,is’t thou thatthinke(t to begu:le me?

Where is the Dolphin > Come, come from behinde,

I know thee well,chough neuer feene before,

Be not amaz’d,there’s nothing hid from mc;

In prinate will Italke wih thee apare:

Stand back you Lords,and giue vs leaue 2 while.
Reigneir. She takes vpon her braucly at fuft dafh,
Puzel. Dolphin,lamby birth 2 Shepheards Daugheer,

My wic vntrayn’d in any kind of Are:

Heauen and our Lady gracious hath it pleas’d ’

To {hine on my contemptible eftate,

Loz, whileft I wayeed on my tender Lambes,

And to Sunnes parching heat difplay’d niy checkes,

Gods Mother deigned to appeare to me,

And ina Viiion il of Maiefhie,

Whll'd me o lezue my bale Vocation,

t And free my Countrey from Calamirie:

: Her ayde fhe promis’d,afd affur d fucceffe,

i Incompleat Glory fhee reucal’d her felfe

And whereas I was black and fwart before,
With thofe cleare Rayes,which fhee infus’d on me,
That beautic am 1 ble® with,which you may fec.

Aske me what queftion thou'canft paffible,
And I wili anfwer vnpremeditated :

My Coursge tric by Combat,if thou dar't,
Andthou fialt finde that I exceed my Sex,
Refolue on this,thou (halt be fortunate,

If thou recesue me for thy Warlike Mate,

Delph. Thouhaft aftonifht me with thy high termes:
Onely this proofe Ile of thy Valour make,

In fingle Combat thou fhalt buckle with me ;
Andifthou vanquitheft, thy words are true,
Otherwife I renounce all confidence,

Puzel, Tam prepar'd: here is my keene-edg’d Sword,
Decke with fine Flower.de-Luces on each fide,
Thewhichat Touraine,in S.Karbermes Church.yard,
Out of a greet deale of old Iron, I chofe forth,

Dolph. Then ceme a Gods name, 1 feare no woman,
Puzel. And whilellive,lle ne’re flye from a man,
Herethey fight ,and leane de Puzel owercomes.

Dolph. Stay,fiay thy hands, thou artan Amazon,
And fighteft withthe Sword of Debora.

Puzel, Chrifts Mother helpes me, elfe I were ton
weake, ‘

Dolph.Who c're helps thee,tis thou that muft helpme ;
Impauently I burne with thy defire,
My hearc and hands thou haft ac once fubdu’d,
Exccllent Puzel,if thy name be fo,
Leceme thy (cruant,and not Soueraigne be,
"Tis the French Dolphin {ueth to thee thus.

Puzel. T muftnotyeeld to any rights of Loue,

Fot my Profcffions facred from aboue:
When Thaue chzfed all thy Foes from heace,
Then will Ithinke vpon arecompence.

Doiph. Meane ume looke gracious on thy proftraie |
Thrall. J

Kezgmer. My Lord me thinkes iz very long in tatke. |

Alu.f Doubelfe he (hriges this woman co her fmock,
Eite neie could he folong prozra& lus {peech,

Reiguesr. Shall wee difiuibe bim, fince hee kecpesno
mcane?

Al He may meane more then we poor men do hnow,
Thefe women are fhrewd tempters withtheir tongues,

Reignesr. My Lord,where are you?what deuife you on?
Shail we gine o're Orleance,orno ?

Puzel. \Why no,Ifay: diftruittull Recreants,
Fightullthelaft gafpe: lle be your guard.

Dolph, What fhee fayes, 1le confiume : wee’le fight
it ouc.

Puzel. Affign'damItobeche Dnglith Scourge,
Thisnighe the Siege athinedly ileniyte:

Expe Saint Ciartins Summr Fiil yons dayes,
Since I haus entred mtothele Waires.

Glory is Lkea Circle inthe Water,

Which neucr ceafech to enlarge it felfe,

Till by broad fpreading, it difperfe to naughe,
With Henrses death, the Enghifh Circle ends,
Difpeifed are the glories it included :

Now am I like that prowd infulting Ship,

W hich Cafar and his fortune bare atonce.

Dolph, ‘W as Mabemet infpired witha Doue ?
Thou with an Eagle artinfpired then.

Helensthe Mother of Great (onflantine,

Nort yet S.Phi/ips daughters were like thee.
Bright Starre of Pensu falne downe on the Earth,
How may I reuerently warfhip thee enough?

eslanfon, Leauc off delayes, and let vs rayfe the
Siege,

Reignesr. Wo.
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Reigneir.Woman,do what thou canft to faue our honors, |
Driue them from Orleance,and be immortahz’d.

Dolph. Prefently wee'letry : come,let’s away about it,
No Prophet will L erufd,if fhee prouc falfe. Exennt,

Enter Glofter with hu Sersumg -men.

Since Hewrjes death, Lfcare there is Conueyance :
Where be thefe Warders that they wau net hee?
Open the Gates, tis Gloffer that cal's,
1. Warder. Who's theresthat knocks foimperioufly 2
Gloff. 1. Man. Tt is the Noble Duke of Gloficr.
2. W arder. Who erehebe,you may not be let 1,
1.Mun. Villaines,acfwer you {o the Lord 1 s Sor?
1. Warder. The Lord prote@ him,fo we anivar o,
Wedoeno otherwife then wee are wiil'd,
Gloit.Who willed yowor whefe wall tand's bag maac?
There's none Prote&or of ihe Realzme buc 1
Breake vpthe Gares ile bevourws »annize;
Shall I be flowted thus by duepiil Groomes2

Glofiers men vuh 1z the Tower Gates, avd 13 osduile

the Lieutenant [peakes withn,

Woodw le. What noyle s this 2 what Traytors haue
wee here?
Gloil, Lientenant,is it you whnfe voycz 1 heare?
Openthe Gates, here’s Glojfer thae would entes,
Wooduile. Haue patience Noble Duke,l may no: cpan,
The Cardinall of Winchefter forbids:
From im I haue exprefle commandement,
That thou nor none of thine th:ll be let 10,
Gloft. Faint-hearted iooduile, prizeft hiny’fore me?
Arrogant Hnchefler that haughtie Drelace,
Whom Henry our late Soucraigne ne’re could brooke?
 Thou are no friend to God,or to the King :
Open the Gates,or lle fhut thee out (hortly.
Serumgmen. Open the Gaes vato the Lord Protefior,
Or wee'le burf them open,if that you come not quickly.

Enter to the Proteitor at the Tower Gates w'nchefler
and bss men sn Tawney Coates.

Wincheit. How now ambitious Pampherr,what meanes
this?

Gloff. Picl'd Priel,dqo’ft thou command me to be
fhut out?

#inch. 1doe,thoumoftviucping Proditor,

And not Protector of the King or Realine,

Gloff. Stand back thou manifeft Confpirator,

Thou that contrived’ft to murther our dead Lord,
Thouthat giu't Whores Indulgences to finne,

lle canuas thee in thy broad Caglinalls Hat,

If thou proceed 1n thi. thy infolence.

Winch. Nay,ftand thou back,I will not budgea foot :
This be Damafcus, be thou curicd Cusn,

To {lay thy Brother Abel,if thou wilz,

Gleff, 1 willnot flay thee, bue e dijue thee back :
Thy Scarlet Robes, asa Chiids bearing Cloth,

Ilc vfe,to carcy thee out of this place.

c Winch. Doc what thou dar'lt, I beard thee co thy
ace, .
Gloff. What?am 1 dar’d, and bearded to my face?
Draw men, for all chis priuiledged place,

Blew Coats to Tawny Costs, Prieft,beware your Beard,
I Tnc totugpe ic,and to cuffe you foundly.

Vnder my feec I ffampe thy Cardinalls Hat:

\ -
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Gloff. Tam come to (uruey the Tower this day; ’

| Wentthrough afecret Grate of Iron Barres,

29
In {pight of Pope,or dignities of Church,
Here by the Cheekes lle drag thee vp and downe.

winch. Glasfter, thou wilt anfivere this before the
Pope.

Cloff. WincheferGoofe,Icry,a Rope.a Rope, A
Now beac them hence,why doc you let them Ray 2
Thee Ile chafe hence,thou Wolte in Sheepes array,
Out Tawney-Coates,out Scatlet Hypocsite.

Heie Gloffers men Seat oxt the Cardinalls men,
and eater i the burly-burly the AMaror
of Lindom,and ki Officers,

AM.or. Fye Lords that you being {upreme Magiftraces, |
Ti-us centumchoufly thould breahe the Pesce.
Clft. Peace Mxuer, thou know'f little of my wrongs:
Hesc’s Beanford that regards nor God nor King,
Hath heie diftrayn’d the Towerto his vic,
twinch Here's Gloffer ,aFoe to Citizens,
Ounethat (hli motions Warre,and neuer Pesce,
O’re-chargieg your free Purfes withlarge Fines;;
That {eckes to ouerchrow Religion,
Decaufe heisProteétor of the Realme;
Andwould haue Armour herc ot of the Tower,
To Crownc himfelte King,and {fuppreffe the Prince,
Glof. 1 willnot anfwer thee with words, but blo wes,
Here they skormijb agame.
Aaror. Naugint refts for me,inthis cumultuous frife,
sut to make open Proclamation,
Come Officer,as lowd as e've thou canft,cry ¢
Al mamner of wien, affsmbled bere in Armes this day,
agamft Gods Peace and the Kmys, wee charge and command
yo#,sn bis HighnefJe Name, to repayre to your [eserall dwd-
Img places, and not to weare handle, or vfe any Sword, wea-
pont,or Dag ger hence forward upon pasxe of death,

3ut we (hall meer,and breaks ourmirds atlarge,
tnch., Gloffer wee'le meet to thy coft.be fure:
Thy heart-blood I will haue for this dayes worke,

This Cardinall’s more baughtie then the Deuill.
Gloff, Maior farewell : thou doo’ft but what thou

may (.

#winch. Abhominable Gloffer,guard thy Head,
ForIintend to haue st ere long. Exennt,

Masor. See the Coalt clear'd, and then we will depart,
Goad God,thefe Nobles fhould fuch ftomacks beaee,
I my felfe fight noz once in fortie yeere, Exemnt,

Enter the Mafter Gunxar of Orleance, and
bis Boy.
M.Gunmer.Sittha,thou know’t how Orleanceis befieg'd,
And how the Englith haue the Suburbs worne,
« Boy. Facher 1 know,and oft haue (hot at them,
How ¢’re vnfortunate,I mifs'd my ayme.
M.Gunner.But now thou (halt not.Be thou ruPd by me:
Chicfe Mafter Gunner am I of this Towne,
Something I muft doe to procure me grace :
The Princes efpyals haue informed me,
How the Englifh, in the Suburbs clofe entrenche,

In yoader Tower,to ouer-peere the Citie,

And thence difcouer, how with moft aduantage
They may vex vs with Shot or with Affaule,

To intercepe this inconuenience,

-

A Peece of Ordnance’gain® it L haue plac’d,

G/off. Cardinall,Ilebe no breaker of the Law: !

Maor, lie call for Clubs,if you will not away: ]

.
¥
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And euen thefe three dayes have I watcht,
1€ I could feethem. Now doc thou watch,
For I can Ray no longer,

If thou fpy'ft any, runoe and bring me word,

And thou fhalt finde me at the Gouernors. Exit.
Boy. Father,I warrant you,take you no care,
1 Ile ncuer trouble you,if [ may fpye chem. Exit.

Enter Salisbary and Talbat onthe Turrets,
with others.

Salib. Talbor,mv }ifc my ioy,againe return’d ?
How wert thou handled bemng Priloner?
Or by what meanes got's thouto berelcas’d?
Difceur{e I prethec on thus Turrets top.

Talbot. The Earlc of Bedtord had a Prifouner,
Call'd che braue Lovd Ponton de Santrayte,
For him was I exchang’d,and ranfom d,
But with a bafer man of Armics by farre,
Once in contempt they would haue bariei'd ime
Which I difdaining,fcorn’d,and ci1aued death,
Rather then I wouldbe fopil delteem’d:
In fine, redeem’d I wasas I d=Gr'd.
But O,the trecherous Fa/fsffe wounds my heart,
Whom with my bare fitts 1 would exccue,
If I now had himbrongheinto my power

Salisb. Yet tell'ft thou not, how thou wert enter-
tain’d.

Tal, With {coffes and {cornes and contwnelious taunts,
In open Market-place produc ¢ they e,

Tobea publique fpeétacletoall:

Here,layd they,is the Terror of the Fiendh,

The Scar-Crow that affrights our Cluidren to.

Then broke I fromthe Gfficais that led me,

And with my naylss digg'd (tones out of the ground,

To hurle at the beholders of my (hame,

My grifly countenance made otners ye,

None durf} come neere,for feare of tuddane death.

In Iron Walls they deem’d me noc fecute::

So great feare of my Name'mong(t chem were fpread,

That they fuppes’d I could rend Barres of Stecle,

And fpurnein piezes Pofts of Adamane,

Wherefore 2 guaid of chofen Shot I had,

That walkt about me euery Minute while :

Andif 1d1d but ftirre out of my Bed,

Ready they weretothoot me to the hease,
Enscr the Boy wib a Linfeck.

Salish. I gricue to heare what corments you
But we will be reueng d fufficiently,

Now itis Supper time in O:leance:
Here,through this Grate, 1 count each one,
And view the Frenchaien how they fortifie s
Let vs looke in,the fight will much delight thee:

Sit Thomas Gargrase,and Sit william Glanfdale,

Let me hauc your exprefle opiniouns,

V¥here 13 beit place tomake our Batt'ry nexe?

e grawe. I thinke atthe Nerch Gate,for there ftands
$ords.

Glanfdale. Aad 1 beere, at the Bulwarke of the
Bridge,

Talh, For ought I fer,this Citie muft be famifhe,

Here they fbot, and
Salisbury falls downe.
Selish. ©O Lord hane mercy on vs, wretched finners.
Garerase. O Lotd haue mercy onme,wofull man,
Talb. W hat chance is this that fuddenly hath croft vs ?
Speake Salishary ; at leatt, it thou candt, fpeake:

ender’d,

|

How far'ft thou,Mirror of 2!l Martiall mea ?
One of thy Eyes,and thy Cheekes ide fruck off 2
Accurfed Tower, accuried fatall Hand,
That hath contriu’'d this wofull Tragedie.,
Tn thirteene Battailes,Salubury o'tecame:
Henry the Fift he fitft trayn’d to the Warres,
Wl ft any Trumpe did found,or Drum ftruck vp,
His Sword did ne're leaue firiking in the field.
Yet liu {t thou Salssbury? though thy fpeech doth fayle,
Onc Eve thou haft to looke to Heauen for grace.
The Sunne with one Eye viewethall the World,
Heauen be thou gractous tononealiue,
If Salisbury wants mercy at thy hands.
Beare hence his Body,l will helpe to bury it.
Sit Thomas Gargrase,haft thou any life?
Speake vnto 7 lbet, nay,looke vp to him.
Saiubury cheare thy Spiric with this comfore,
Thou fhalt not dye whiles----
He beckens wich his hand,and fmiles on me :
Aswho fhould fay, When I am dead and gone,
Remember to auenge me onthe French.
Plantagmer T will, and like thee,
Play on the Lute,beholding the Townes burne:
W retched fhall France be onely in my Name.

Here ar: Alarwm,and 18 Thanders and Lightens.
What ftirre :s this 2 whattumule’s in the Heauens 2
W hence commeth this Alarum, and the noyfc?

Entcr a Meffenger.
Me[.:My Lord my Lord,the French haue gather’d head.
The Dolphin,with one loane de Puzel woyu d,
Aholy Prophetcfle, ew rifen vp,
Is come witha greac Power,totayfe the Siege.
Here Salssbury lifieth b:mfeife vp,and graares.

Talb. Heare, heare,how dying Salnbrry doth groane,
Tcirkes his hearc he cannot be rcueng'd. .
Frenchmen, lle be a Salisbury to you.

Pwzel ot Puffel, Dolphun or Dog-fith.

Your hearts 1le fampe out with my Horles hecles,

And make a Quagmure of your mingled braines,

Conuey me Sa/ubury into his Tent,

And then wee'le try what thefe dattard Frenchmen dare.
Alarum, Exeunt.

Herean Alarum agame,and Talbot pwrfueth the Dolphin,
anddriueth bim : Then enter loane de Pruxel,
drining Engli/bmen before ber,

, Then enter T alvos.
Talb.Where is my ftrength, my valour,and my force 2
Our Englifh Troupes retyre,1 canno ftay them,
A Woman clad 10 Armour chafeth thenr,
Enter Puxel.
Here,here thee comes. 1le haue abowt with thee:
Deutll,or Deuils Dam,1le coniure thee:
Blood will I draw onthee, thou art a Witch,
And ftraightway giue thy Soule to him thou feru’t,
Puzel, Come, come, ‘tis onely I that muft difgrace
thee. Here they fight.
Talb. Heauens,can you fuﬁfr Hell fo to prevayle?
My breft lle burft with ftraining of my courage,
And from my {houlders crack my Armes afunder,
But I will chaftife this high-minded Strumpet.
They fight againe.
Puzel. Talbot farwell,thy houre 1s notyet come,
1 muft goe Vi&tuall Orleance forthwith:
A [bore Alarum : shen enter tbe Towne

wath Sowidsers. .
O’re-
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O're-take me if thou canR, fcorne thy fRrength,
Goe,goe, cheare vp thy hungry-tarued men,
Helpe Salubury vo make his Teftament,
This Day is ours,as many more fhall be,
Talb. Mythoughts are whirled like 2 Potters Wheele,
I know nat where I am,nor what I doe :
A Witch by feare,not force,like Hannsbal,
Driues back our troupes,and conquers as (he lifts :
So Bees with finoake, and Doues with noyfome flench,
Arc from their Hyues and Houfes driuen away.
They call'd vs,for our fiercenefle,Englith Dogges,
Now like to Whelpes,we crying runne away, .’
A [hort Alarum,
Hearke Countrevmen, eyther renew the fight,
Or teare the Lyons out ot Englands Coat ;
Renounce your Soyle giue Sheepe in L:&ons ftead :
Sheepe runnot halte fo trecherous fromthe Wolfe,
‘Ot Horle or Oxen trom the Leopard,
As youflye from your oft-tubducd flanes,
e ilaum. Here asotler Skirmfb,
Tt will not be,rarvie nto your Trencives:
You all coni=ited vivto Sulisburses death,
Fornone would {ti,keaflioahe s his reuenge.
Pazel 15 coticd meo Orleance, !
In {p.ghe of vs,0r ought chat we could doe.
O would Twerc to dye with Salusbary,
The fhame hereof,will make me hide aiy head.
Exit Talbot.
Alarum, Retreat, Flowrifb.

Enter on the walls, Puzel, Dolphin, Reigneir,
eAlanfon, and Sonldiers. .
Puzel. Aduance our wauing Colours on the Walls,
Refcw'd is Orleance from the Englifh.
Thus Zeane de Puzel hath perform’d her word,
Dd/ph. Dinceft Creature, Affrea's Daughter,
How fhall I honcur thee for this fuccefle ?
Thy promifes are like Adowis Garden,
That one day bloom’d,and fruitfull were the next.
France,triumeh in thy glorious Prophetefle,
Recouer’d 15 tlic Towne ot Orleance,
Morc bleffed hap did ne’re befall our State.
Rerzzeer, Why 1ing not out the Bells alowd,
Throughout the Towne ?
Dolphin command the Citizens make Bonfires,
And teaft and banquet inthe open fireets,
To celebrate theioy that God bath giuen vs,
Alauf. All France will be repleat with mirth and ioy,
When they (hall heaic how we haue play’d the men,

For which,1 will diutde my Crowne with her,
And all the Priefts and Fryers in my Realme,
Shall in proceffion fing ber endleffe prayfe.
A ftatelyer Pyramis to her lle reare,
Then Rbodophe's or CMemphis cuer was.
In memorie of her,when fheis dead,
Her Afhes,in an Vine more precious
Then therich-iewel'd Coffer of Darims, ¢
Tran{porced,(hall be ac ngh Feftivals
Before the Kings and Queenes of Frauce,
Nolonger on Suint Demnss will we cry,
Buc Joane de Puzel fhall be France’s Saine,
Come in,and let vs Banquer Royally,
After this Golden Day of Viftorie.

Fiosrsfb. Exeunt,

k

E xst.

Dolph. "Tis Joane,not we,by whom the day is wonne :

| Neze heard I of 2 warlike entesprize

Astus Secundus. Scena Prima.

Enter & Sergea;u of 4 Band,with two Sewtinels.

Ser. Sirs, take your places,and be vigilane :
1f any noyfe or Souldicr you perceiue
Neere to the walles, by fome apparant figne ~..
Let vs haue knowledge at the Court of Guaed,

Sens. Sergeant you fhall. Thus are poore Seruitors
(When others{leepe vpon their quiet beds)
Conftrain’d to watch in darkncile, raine, and cold.)

Enter Talbot, Bedford, and Burgundy, with fealing
Ladders : Thewr Drummes beasing a
Dead AMarch,

Tal. Lord Regent, and redoubted Bargundy,
By whofe approach, the Regions of Arsgs,
Wallon,and Picardy, are triendstovs::
This happy might, the Frenchmen are fecure,
Hauing all day carows’d and banquetted,
Embrace we then this opportunitie,
Asfitting beft to quittance thewr dcceite,
Contriu’d by Art, and baletull Sorcerie.
Bed.Coward of Frunce,how much he wrongs his fame,
D:fparring of his owne armes fortitude,
To1oyne with Witches, and the helpe of Hell,
Bur. Trastors haue neuer other company,
But what’s that Puzell whom they tearme fo pure?
Tal. AMaid, they fay.
‘Bed, AMaid? And be:o martiall?
Bur. Pray God fhe proue not mafculineere long:
If vaderneath the Standard of theFrench
She carty Armour, as fhehath begun, -
Tal\WVell, et them pralile and tonuetfe with {pirits,
God is our Forirefle, in whofe conquering name
Let vsrefolue to fcale theis flinty bulwarkes,
Bed. Afcend brave Talboz, we will follow thiee,
Tal. Not altogether : Benver farre I guefle,
That we domoke our entrance feverall waycs:
Thatif it chance the oneof vs do faile,
The other yet may rileagain@t theic torce,
Bed. Agreed;lletoyond corner.
Tur. AndItotchis,
Tal. Andheere will Talbos mount,er make his graue.
Now Salisbury, for thee and for therighe
Of Englith Henry, fhall this night appeare
How much in duty, I am bound to both. ‘
Sent. Arme, arme, the enemy doth make affaunks.
Cry,SuGeorge, ATalbot,

$

T'he Erench leape ore the walles in their fbirts. Extef
Jewerall wayes, Baftard, Alanfon,Resgwier,
halfe ready, and halfe vaready,

Alan, How now my Lords? what -!i_ vnrelaldic foe
Baft. Vnready?! and glad we fcap'd fo well,
Resg. Twas time (1 trow) to wakewend lesue our beds,
Hearing Alasrums at our Chamaber doores.
Alan. Ofall exploitsfince firR ] follow'd Armes, |

Morel
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Moere venturous,or defperate then this. .
Baf. ]ihinke this Talbot be 2 Fiend of Hell.

Raﬁ If not of Hell, the Heauens fure fauour him.
Alanf. Here commeth Charles,] matucll how he fped?

Enter Charle; and loane.
Baf. Tuat,holy foane was his defenfiue Guard.
Cbarl. Ischisthy cunning,thou decentfull Dame?
Didft thou at ficfi,ro flatter vs withall,
LMake vs partakers of a little gayne,
T That now our loffe mighc be ien times fo much?
. Joane. Wherefore is Charles impauent with his friend?
At alltimes will you hauc my Power alike?

 Sleeping or waking,muft I fhill preuayle,
Or will you blame and lay the fault on me?
Improuident Souldiors,bad your Watch been good,
This fudden Mi{chicfe never could haue falae.

Charl. Duke of Alanfon,this was your default,
That being Captaine of the Watch to Nigh,
Did looke no better to that weightue Charge.

Alanf, Had all your Quarters been as {afely kepr,
As that whereof I had the goucrnment,
Wehad aot beene thus thamefully furpr:z'd.

Baff. Minewas fecure.

Rejg. And fo was mine, my Lord.
1 Cherl. Audformy felfe,mott pare of all this Nighe

Within her Quarter,and mine owne Preciugét,

I was imploy’d in paflfing to and fro,
About relieving of the Centinels.
Then how,or which way,{hould they firft breake in 2

Toawe. Queftion(my Lords) no furcher of the cafe,
| How or which way ; tis fure they found {ome place,

But weakely guarded,where the i;rcach was made:
And now there refts no other fhift but this,
To gather our Souldiors, fcatrer’d and difperc’e,
And lay new Plac-formes to endammage them.
Exeunt.

Alsrum. Enter aSouldiercrying, a Talbot, 4 Talbos :
- shey flye,leaumg thesr Clothes bebind,

Sonld, 1lebce fo bold torake what they haue left
The Csy of Taibet {erues me fora Sword,
For I haue loaden me with many Spoyles,
Vfing no other Weapon but his Name, Exit.

Enter Talbor, Bedford, Burgundie.
Bedf. TheDay beginsto breake,and Night is fled,
Whofe pitchy Mantle oser-yayl'd the Earth.
Here found Retreat,and ceale our hot purfuit,  Retrear.

Talb. Bring forth the Body of old Sa/sbary,

And here aduanceitin the Market-Place,

The middle Centure of this curfed Towne.
Now haue [ pay’d my Vow vnto his Soule:

For euery drop of blaod was drawne from him,
There hath at leaft fiue Frenchmen dyed tonighe.
And that bereafeer Ages may bebold

What ruine happened 1n reuenge of him,
Wizhin their chiefeft Temple Hle cre&t

A Tombe,whercin his Corps ihall beinterr’d :
Vpon the which,that euery one may reade,
Shall be engrau'd the facke of Oilesnce,

The trecherous manoer of his mournefgll death,
And what a terror he had beene to France.

But Lords,in all sur bloudy Maflacie,

I mufle we me: not with the Dolphuns Grace,

. &y

His new-come Champion,vertuous Jeawe of Acre,
Norany of bis falfe Confederates. ‘
Bedf.'Tis thought Lord Talber,when the fight began,
Rows’d on the fudden from their drowfie Beds,
They did amongft the treupes of armed men,
Leape o're the Walls for refuge in the field,
‘Rurg. My felfe,as farre as I could well difcerne,
| Forfmoake,and duskie vapours of the night,
Am fure I {car’d the Dolphin and his Trull,
When Arme in Arme they both came fwiftly running,
Like to a payre of louing Turtle-Doues,
That conld not live afunder day or mghi,
After thar things are fet in order here,
Wee'le follow them with all the power we haue,

Enter a (AMeffenger.

Me(]. Althayle,my Lords:which of this Princely trayne
' Call ye the Warlike Talboe, for his A&ts
[ So much applauded through the Realme of France ?
v Tafb. Hereisthe Talbor, who would fpeak with him ?

Mef]. Thevertuous Lady,Countefle of Ouergue,
With modeflic admiring thy Renowne, ,
By me entreats (great Lord) thou would'ft vouchfafe
Towifit ber poore Cafile where the lyes,
That fhe may boaft the hath beheid the man,
Whofe gloiy fills the World with lowd report,

Burg. Isiteuen fo? Nay,then I fee our Waires
Will turne vnro a peacefull Comick fport,
When Ladyes craue to be encountred with,
Youmay not (my Lord) defpife her gentle fuit,

Tatb. Ne'reruft mac then: for wheo 2 World of inen
Could not preuayle wich all their Orateriz,
Yet natha Womans hindneflc over-tul'd :
And therctore rell her, I returne great thankes,
Andin{basfficn will attend on her.
Willnot your Honoss beare me company ?

Bedf. Mo, traly,’tis more thenmaoners will .
And I haue heard 1z fayd, Vnbidden Guelts
' Areoten wd'. ommeft when they are gone,
. T.aie. Welithen,alone (lince there's no remedic)
[ I'mcane 1o prouc this Ladyes courtetic,
Cowe hithier Capiaine, yuu perceiue my minde.

' whafpers.
Capt. Taoewmy Lord, aud meane accordingly.
Exennt,

i

Enter Counteffe.

(ount. Porter,remember what [ gaue in charge,
And when you hauedone fo,bring the Keyes 1o nie,
Port. Madame,I will. Erst.

Connr. The Plotis layd, ifall things fall vut nght,
1 fhall as famous be by this explot,
As Scythian Tomyris by Cyrue death,
Great is the rumour of this dreadfull Knighe,
And his atchicuements of no leffe account :
Faine would mine eyes be witneffe with mine eares,
To giuctheir cenfure of thefe rarc reports.

Enter Maffenger and T albet,
Meff. Madame,according as your Ladyfhip defir'd,
By Meflage crau’d, fois Lord Zalbot come,
(onnt. And heis welcome: what? is this the man 2
Meff. Madame, it is,
Comnt. 1sthisthe Scourge of France?
1s this the Talbot,fo much fear’d abroad ?
That with his Name the Mothers ftill their Babes?
Ifec Report is fabulous and falfe.
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Ithought I fhould haue feene fome Herewles,
A fecond Heftor, for his grim afpeét,
And large proportiomo%his ftrong knic Limbes,
Alas,thisisa Child, a filly Dwarfe :
It cannot be, this weake and wrighled thrimpe
Should ftrike fuch terror to his Enemies.
Talb. Madame, [ haue beene bold to trouble you:
But fince your Ladyfhip' is not at leyfure,
1le fort fome other time to vifit you,
Count, \What meanes he now ?
Goe aske him,whither he goes?
Mef. Stay my Lord Taibot, for my Lady craucs,
To knowvs the caufe of your abrupt departure ?
Talb, Marty,for that fhee’s in a wrong beleefc,
1 goeto certific her Talbot’s here,
Exter Porter with Keyes.
Connt. 1f thou be he,then arc thou Prifoner.
Talb. Prifoner ? to whom ?
Coant. To me,biood-thirftic Lord:
And for that caufe I trayn’d thee to my Houfe.
Long ume thy fhadow hath been thrall to me,
For id my Gallery thy Picture hangs : -
But now the fubftance (hall endure the like,
Aud I will chayne thefe Legges and Armes of thine,
That haft by Tyrannie thefemany yeeres
Wafted our Countrey,{lnine our Citizens,
And fent our Sonnes and Husbands captiuate,
Talb. Hahs,ha.
Cosnnt. Laughe(t thou Wretch ?
Thy mirth fhall turne to moane, .
7al6. 1laughto fee your Ladyfhip fo fond,
To thinke,that you haue oughe but Twalbors (hadow,
Whereon to pratife your feueritie.
(ownt. Why?.art not thou the man #
Talb. Tamindcede,
Const. Thenhaue I fubftance too.
Talb, No,no,Iam but thadow of my felfe :
Youare deceiu’d, my fubftance is not here 5
For what you fee,is but the fmalleft part,
Aud leaft propottion of Humanitie:
Itell you Madame,were the whole Frame here,
It is of fuch a (pacions loftie pitch,
YourRoofe were not fufficient to contayn’t,
Count. This isaRiddling Merchant for thenonce,
He will be here;and yet heisnot here :
How can thefe contrarieties agree?
Talb, Thatwilll fhew you prefently.
Winds his Horne, Drsmmes frske vp,a Peale
of Ordenance:Enter Sonldiors.
How fay you Madame? arc you now perfwaded,
That Talber is but (hadow of himfelfe?
Thefeare his {ubflance,finewes,armes,and ftrength,
With which he yoaketh your rebellious Neckes,
Razeth your Cities,and fubuerts yogr Townes,
And in amoment makes them defolate.
Count. Vitorious Talber,pardon my abufe,
I finde thou art no lefle then.Fame hath bruited, -
And more then may be gathered by thy fhape,
Let my prefumption not proucke thy wrath,
For1am forry, that withreuerence
1did not entertaine thee as thou art. ‘-'
Talb. Benot difmay'd, faire Lady,nor mifconRer
The minde of Talbet,s.you did miftake
The outward compofition of his body, -
What you haue done,hath not offended me : .
Nor other facisfadtion doe I craue, '

e
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But onely with your patience,thac we may

Tafte of your Wine,andfee what Cates youhaue,

For Souldiers ftomacks alwayes ferug themn well.
Cownt. With all my heart, and thinke me honored,

Tofeaft (o greata Warriorinmy Houfe.  Exeaws,

Enter Richard Plantagenct, W arwick, Somerfer,
Poele, and athers.

Yorke. ‘Great Lords and Gentlemen,
What meanes this filence ?
Dare no man anfwer in a Cafe of Truth?

Suff. Within the Temple Hall we weretoo lowd,
The Garden here is more conuenient,

Tork. Then fay atonce,if I maintain’d the Truth:
Or clie was wrangling Somerfet in th'error?

Suff. FaithThauebeene aTruant inthe Law,

And neuer yet could frame my willtoit,
And therefore frame the Law voto my will.

Sem. Tudge you, my Lord of Warwicke, then be-
tweene vs,

w, r.Retween two Hawks,which flyes thehigher pitch,
Between two Dogs,which hath the deeper mouth,
Between two Blades,which beares the betterremper,
Between two Horfes,which dothbearc him bef?,
Between two Girles, which hath the mervyeft eye,

1 haue perhaps fome fhallow'fpint of Iudgemenc:
Buat in thefe nice fharpe Quullecs of the Law,
Good faith I 4m no wifer then a Daw,
York, Tut,tit,here is 2 mannerly forbearance:
The tructh appeares o naked on my fide,
That any purblind eye may find it out.
Sem. And on'my fide itis fo well apparrell’d,
So cleare, fo fhining,and fo euidens,
That it will glimmer through a blind-mans eye,
Tk, Since youaretrongue-ty'd,and foloth to fpeake,
In dumbe fignificants proclayme your thoughts:
Let him that is a true-borne Gentleman,
And Rands vpon the honor of his birth,
If he fuppofe that I Haue plesded truth,
From oft this Bryer pluck a white Rofe with me,
Soms. Let himthatisno Coward, nor no Flacterer,
But dare maintaine the pattie of the truth,
Pluck ared Rofe from off this Thorne withme,

#war. Tloueno Colours: and withoutall colour
Of bafe infinuating flatterie,

I pluck this white Rofe with Flantagesst.

Suff. Ipluckthisred Rofe,with young Somerfet,
And fay with )T thinke he held the right,

Pe1 non, Stay Lords and Gentlemen,and pluck no more
Till you conclude, thathe vpon whole fide
The feweit Rofes are cropt from the Tree,

Shall yeeld the other in the right opinion.

Som. Good Mafter Pernonm,it is well obieGed
If I hauefeweft,I fubferibe in filence.

York. Andl. .

Vernon, Then for the truth,and plainnefle of the Cafe,
I pluck this pale and Maiden Bloﬂ'gmc here,

Giving my Verdict on the white Rofe fide.

Som. Prick notyour finger as you pluck ic off,
Leaft bleeding,you doe paint the white Rofered,
And fall onmy fide {o again(t your wills

Vernon. If 1,my Lord,for my opinionbleed,
Opinion fhall be Surgeon to my hurt,
And keepe me on the fide where ftill T sm,

Som, Wellywell ,come on,who elfe? -

Lawye,Va-
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Lawyer. Vuleffemy Studie and my Bookes be falfe,

The 3: gument you held,was wrong in you;
In figne whereof,1 pluck a white Rofe too,
Yorke. Now Somerfer,where s your argument ?
Sem. Herein my Scabbard, meditating that
Shall dye your white Rofe in a bloody red.
York Meaoe time your cheeks do councerfeit our Rofes:
For pale they looke with feare,as witne(ling
The truth on our lide,
Som. No Plantagenct :
"Tis not for feare,buz anzer, that thy checkes
Blafh for pure (hame,ro countertait our Rofes,
Anu yet thy tongue will noc confdllethyertcr,
Torke. Huthnotthy Rotea Canker, Sumierfer ?
Sem. Hathnot thy RofeaThotne, Plamt agenet ?
Yorke. 1,(harpe and preccing to maintaine bis truth,
Whiles thy confuming Canker eates his falfehood.,
Som.\\ ell,lle find friends to weare my blecding Rofes,
That thall maintaine what } haue {aid is true,
Where falfe Plantageres dare not be {cenc.

Terke, Now by this Maiden Bloffome in my hand,
1 fcorne theeand thy fathion peevifh Boy. -

Suff. Turne not thy fcotnes this way Plantagenet.

Torke, Prowd Poole, 1 will, and {corne both him and
thee.

SxF. Iletur:e my part thereof intothy throat,

Som. Away,aw.y,g00d #slluosde La Poole,
We grace the Yeoman,by conuerfing with hun.
warw Now by Gods will thou wrony 't him, Somser et :
His Grandfather was Lyows! Duke of Clarence,
Third Soanc to the third Edward King of Fng'and::
Spring C.eftlefle Yeomen from {o deepea Root?
Yorke. tlebeares himon the place’s Priuiledge,
Or ducft not for his craven ieare {ay thus.
Som. By him that made me, Hle muntaine my words
Oy Plit ot Gro3ad 'n Chniftendome,
Was noz thy Fa Ler.Rickard, Earle of Cambridge,
For Treafon caccuted inour late Kingis dayes ¢
A1d Dy his Treafon, iland R not thou erzain-ed,
Corrupted,and cxempt fromanaent Gentry 2
His [re pas yec iwes gulaieinthy hlood,
And till thoa be reftoi"d,thu area Yeano,
Yorie. My Father was atzached,nor actainted,
Condemn (todye for T‘cn’on,buz no Trayeor ;
And that lie prouc od better men then Somserfer,
Were grownig time once npened iomy will.
For your partancr Pocle ard yru your felfe,
)le note youn my Bocke of Memorie,
To {coutge yeuror this apprehenfion ;
Louketo 1t well,and fuy youare we!l warn'd.
Sem. Ah,thou fhalt Rude vs ready for thee Rill ¢
And know v. by thefe Celours for thy Foes,
Forthefe my friends in {p.ght of thee fhall weare,
Yorke. And by my Soulc,this pale and angry Rofe,
As Cognizance of my blood.drinking hate,
Will I for cuer,and my Faction weare,
Vnull it withe: with me toiny Graue,
Ot flourith to the height of my Degree. :
Suff. Goe forward,and be choak'd with thy ambition:
And {o farwell,votill I meetthee next. Exit.
Som. Haue with thee Posle : Farwell smbitious Ri-
ehard, Exn,
_ Yorke. How I'am brau'd, and muft perforce endure
ity
warw. This blot that they obie& again{t your Houfe,
$hall be whipt out in the nex: Parliament,
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Call'd for the Y'roce of Winchefler and Cimcefler :
And if thou benot then created Yorke,
1 will not hue to be accounted swaorwicke.
Meaoe ume,in fignall of my loue ro thee, .
Againft prowd Semerfer,and willrem Posle,
Will ] vpon thy paruie weare this Rofe,
Andhere [ prophecie: this brawle to day,
Growne to this fationin the Temple ({uden,
$hall fend betweene the Red-Rofe and the White,
A thoufand Soules to Death and deadly Nighe.
Torke. Good Mafter Uernon,1 am bound to you,
That you on my behalfe would pluck a Flower,
Fer. Inyour behalfe (ilt will 1 weare the fame.
Lawyer, Andfowilll,
Yuke. Thankes gentle,
Couwe, let vs foure to Dinner: I darefay,
This Quarrell will diinke Blood another day.

Exennt,

Ewnter Mortswer bronsht m 4 Ch.ayre,
and laylors.

Mert, Kind Keepers of my weake decaying Age,
Let dying tMortmeer here reft himfelte.
Eoer. hke s mannew haled from the Whrack,
So fate my Lin,bes with lorg Imprifonment ;
And thefe gray Locks,the Puifu uants of death,
Nefor-hikesged,inan Age of Care,
Arguethe end of Edmund Mortumer.
Thefc Eyes,like Lampes,whofe wafling Oyle is fpent,
Waxe dimme,as diawing to thair Exigent,
Weske Shoulders,oucr-borne wuliburthening Griefe,
An ) pytr.lefle Armes,like to a wihered Vine,
1t droupes lus {appe-le(le Sranches tothe ground,
Yetare thele Fect,whofe firength-lcfle fay is nume,
(Vaableto fupport this Lumpe of Ciay) '
S..:ft-winged wich defirc to ger a Graue,
A, wi ting L uo other comfort haue.
B.t el mejiveeper, will my Neplew conie?

Keeper. R.chard Plantageme,iny Lord, will come .
We fent vnto the Femple,vnto bis Chan.ber,

And aniwer was return’d,chache will ceue.

Mort. Enough: my Soule hall theu be fatishied.
Poore Gentleman,his wrong doth equall niine.
Since Henry Monmomth [itlt begantoieigne,

Betore whofe Glory 1 was gieatin Armes,

This loathfome fequefiration haue  had;

And cuen fince then, hath Riclard beene oblcur'd,
Depsiv'd of Honor and Inheritance.

But now,the Atbitrator of Defpaires,

Tuft Death kinde Vmpire of mens miferies,
With fwe. ¢ enlargement doth difmiffe me hence-:
I would his troubles likewife were expir'd,

That fo he might 1ecouer what was loft.

Enter Richard.
Keeper. My Lord,your louing Nephew now is come,
Mor. Rscbard Plantagenet, my fuiend, s hecome?
Rich, 1,Noble Vnckle,thus ignobiy vs'd,
Your Nephew,late defpifed Richard.comes.
aore. Dire@ mine Arines, | may ensbrace hus Neck,
And in his Bofome {pend my lacter gafpe,
Oh tell ine when my Lippes doe touch his Cheekes,
That Imay kindly giue one fainting Kifle,
And now declarc 'weet Stem from Yerkes great Stock,

Why did# thouay of Jatc thou west detpts’d ;ub' Fid
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Ruch. Firft,leane thine aged Back againft cune Arme,
And in that eafe,[le tell thee my Difeate.
This day in argument vpon aCafe,
Some words there gtew ‘twixt Semer(et and me :
Among whuch tearmes,be vs'd his laviflr congue,
And did vpbrayd me with my Fathers death;
\V hich obloquie fet barres before my tongue,
Elfe wich the like | had requited him.
Therefore good Vnckle, for my Fathers fake,
In honor of a true Plantagenet,
And for Alliance take, declare the canfe
My Father,Earle of Cambridge,loft bis Head,
lors, That caufe(raire Nephew)that imprifon'd me,
And hath detayn’d me all my Rowring Youih,
Within a loathfone Dungeon, there to pyne,
Was curfed Inttrument of his deceafe.
Rich. Ducouer more at large what caufe that was,
For [ am ignorant,and cannor gucfle.
atere. 1 will,if tnaumy fading breath permir,
And Death approach niot cre my lale be done,
Henry the Fourth,Grandtather tothis King,
Depos’d kis Nephew Kechard Edwards Sonac,
The firft begoten, ant the lawfull Heire
Ot Edward King, he Third of that Defcent.
During whofe Reigne, the Percses of the North,
Frnding his Vfurpation moft voiutt,
Endeuour’d my aduanzemzat to the Throne.,
The eaton mou'd thefe Warlike Lords to his,
Was for that (young Recbard thus remou’d,
Leauing no Heire begotten of his Body)
I wasthe next by Bith and Parentage :
Fot by my Mother, [ deriued am
From Lienel Duke of Clarence,third Sonne
ToKing Edward the Third ; whereas hee,
From Zehn of Gaunt doth bring his Pedigree,
3eing but fourth of that Heroick I yre,
But marke : as in this haughtie great ateempr,
They laboured,to plant the mghtfull Heire,
1loft my Libertie, and they their Lives,
Long atter this,when Hemry the Fift
(Succeeding his Father Bulmgbreoke ) did reigne :
Thy Father,Earle of Cambridge,then deriu'd
From fanious Edns:ad Langley,Duke of Yorke,
Marryicg my Sitter,that thy Mother was 5
Acane,in pitty of my bard diftee(le,
Leuicd an Army,weening to redeeme,
And haue inftall'd me in the Diademe :
Bur asthe reft,{o fell that Noble Earle,
And was beheaded. .Thus the CMorsemers,

_}inwhom the Title refted,were fuppreft.

Rech. Of which,my Lord,your Honor isthe [aft,

Mort. True;and thou feeft,that I no Iffue haue,
And that my fainting words doe warrant death;
Thou art my Heire; the reft, 1 wifh thee gather:
But yet be wary in thy fludious care.,

Ruch.Thy graueadmonithments preuaylc with me:
But yet me thinkes,my Fathers execution
Was nothing lefle then bloody Tyranny,

Mort, With filence,Nephew,be thou pollitick,
Strong fixed is the Houfe of Lancaffer,
And hke a Mountaine,not to be remon’d.-
But now thy Viackle is remouing hence,
As Princes doctheit Courts, whenthey are cloy'd
Withlong continuance in a fetied place,

Rich.O Vnckle,would fome part of my young yeeres
Might but redeeme the paffage of your Age.

-

More. Thou do'it thex;ﬁ;éng mc,as }‘_ﬂauyuc: ¥y 'lati\,

Which giueth mang Wounds,whenone will k'l
Mourne not,except thou forrow formy goud,
Onely giue order for my Funcrall.

And {ofarewell, and faire be Wl thy hopcs,

And profperous bethy Life 12 Devceand \Warre.  Zyee.

Rich. And Peacr,no \Warre herill thy parung Soule,

In Prifor: haft thou fpenta Pily unage,
And hike a Hermite ouer-pafl thy dayes,
Well, T will locke his Councell in my Breft,
And what I doe imaginc, let chatreft,
Keepers conuey hum henceyand Liny felfe
Will (ec lus Buryall better then lus Life, Lar.
Here dyesthe duskie Torch of <Afor sumeer,

“hioakt with Ambition of the meaner fort,
And for thofe Wrongs,thoie bitcer Tniurnies,
Winch Semerfet hath offer’d oy Houte,
I déubt not but with Honos o redrefle.
And therefore hafte I to the Durhament,
Eyther to be reftored to my Bioud,
Or makeny will th'aluancage of my good. v

Adtus Tertus. Scena Prima.
Flourilb. Enter King Evecer Glnfter Winchefcr #arwech,
Somer[er, Seiflolk K:cirard Plansagenet. Glofecr offer:
toput vp .z Eli-Winchefler fmatches st teares st.

Wuinch. Cew'tt thouwili deepe premeditated hines?
\With written Pamphiets,(tudioufly dems'd 2
Humfrey of Gloferf thou canlt accufe,
Or ought intend 1t to lay voto my charge,
Doe it without inuention,fuddenly,
As I with fudden,and extemporall fpeech,
Purpofe to anfwer what thou canft obie&,

Glo.Prefumptuous Prie(t,this place cGmands my paticce,

Or thou fhould'®t finde thou haft dis-honor'd me,
T hwke nee, although in Wrinng [ preterr'd
The manner of thy vile outragious Crymes,
Thatthercfore I haue forg’d,or am not able
Uerbatim to 1ehearfc the Mcthode of my Penne.
Na Prelate fuchis thy audacious wickedne(le,
Thy iewd, pethiferous,and diffentious prancks,
Asvery Intancs prattle of thy piide.
Thou art 3 melt pernitious Viurer,
Froward by nature, Enemiie to Peace,
Lafcivious,wanton, more then well befeemes
A man of thy Piofeflion,and Degree,
And for thy Trecherie,what’s morc manifeft 2
Inthatthou layd’it a Trap to take my Life,
As well at Lowdon Bridge,as atthe Tower,
Befide,1 feare nue,if thy thoughts wese fiteed,
The King.thy Soueraigne,is not quite exempt
From encious mallice of thy fwelling heart,

#vmch. Glofter,] doe defiethee, Lords vouchlafe
To giue me hearing what ] fhall reply.
I€ I were couctous,ambitious,or perucrfe,
Ashe willhaueme: how am I fo poore?
Or how haps it,I fecke not to aduance
Gr rayfe my {elfe? but keepe my wonted Calline,
And for Diffention,who preferreth Peace
Morethen 1 doe? except I be prouok’d.
No,my good Lords,jt is not that offends,
Icisnot thag,that hath incens’d the Duke:
Itis becaufe no one thould fway but hee,
Noone,but hee, fhould be sbont she King 3
And chat engeaders Thunder in his beeaft,

" P
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And makes him rore thefe Accufacions forth,
But he fhall know I amas good.

Gloit. As good?

Thou Baftard of my Grandfather.
wianch, 1,Losdly Sir: for what are you,I pray,
B.t onc imperions inanothers Throne ?

Gloff. AmInotProte&or,fancie Prieft?

Winch. And amnotIaPrelate of the Church?

Gloit. Yes,asanOut-lawina Caftle keepes,
And v{eth it g0 patronage his Thefz.

" winch. Voreucrent Gloceffer,

. Glof. Thou art reuerent,

Touching thy Spirituall Fun&ion,not thy Life,
s#inch. Rome (hall remedie chis,

p.rwe, Roame thither then,

My Lord,it were your dutie vo forbeare.

Som. I,ice the Bifhop be not ouer-borue:
Me thinkes my Lord thoulc be Religious,
And know rhe Office that belangsto fuch,

Warw. Mc thinkes his Lerdthip fhould be humbler,
It fittech not a Prelate fo to plead.

Som. Yes,when his holy Statess toucht fo neere,

#arw, State holy,or vnhallow’d,what of that ?
1s not hus Grace ProteGorto the King ?

Rich, Plantagenet I ee muft hold his cangue,
Leafticbe faid,Speake Sinhawhenyouthould :
Muft your bold Verdict entertalhe with Lords 2
Elfr would Uhaue a fling at Finckeffer,

King. Vackles of Glaﬂer,and of i el effer,
The fpecial! Warch-men of our Fagnth Weale,
I wou!d preuayle,if Prayers gl preusyle,

To ioy.eyous he utsinloue and amitie.
Oh,what ; Scandallisitto our Crowne,
THittwo (ach Noble Pecres as ye (hoal ! iarre?
Belecue m=,Lords,my tender yeeres can eell,
Ciwil Qiffeation is a viperous Warme,
That gnawes the Bowel, of the Co.nmon.wealth.
A woyfe withing Dewne wih the
Tayny-Coats,

Kz, What tumulc’s chis?

warm. AnVprorge, I dare warrant,
Beun through malice of the Bifbops men.

A noyfz againe, Stones, Stones.

Enter L MU aior.

Magr. Ohmy good Lords, and vertuous Hewry,
Pitey the Citie cf London, pityvs:
The Bifhop.ard the Duke of Glufters men,
Forbiddea et carry sny Weapon,
Haue fil'd their tockets full of peeble flones;
And banding v';emfelues in contrary parts,
Docpele fo ER at one anothers Pate,
That in~ny haue iheir gidd¥ braynes knocke out:
Our Vi n.lowes aze broke downe in euery Street,
Anc o -, for eare,compell'd to fhut our Shops.

Fa: r.as rmy (& with bloody Pates.

A c.\We o or,evou,onallegeance to our felfe,
Tohow y nr ', vatring hands,and keepe the Peace:
Pray’ Vactie 5/-2er mtnigate this {r-fe,

r.Seruig. '1ay,ifwebe foibidden Stones,weele fall
*yit withour Teeth,

~.Seruing. Doe what ye dare,we are as refolute,

. Sharm'h agams,
Y o1 of my houfehold,ieauc this peeuifh broyle,
wnaccuftom’d fight afide,
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3.Sers. My Lord,we know yourGracetobeaman
Iuft,and vpright; and for your Royall Birth,
Inferior to none,but to his Maiethe :
And ere that we will fuffer fucha Prince,
So kinde a Father of the Common-weale,
To be difgraced by an Inke-horne Mate,
Wee and our Wiues and Children all will fight,
And haue our bodyes flaughtred by thy foes,
1 Sers. 1and the very parings of our Nayles
Shal] pitchia Field when we are dead,
Begin againe,
Gloff, Stay,Qtay,Ifay:
Andf you loue me, as you fay you doe,
Let me perfwade youto forbearea while,
Kmg. Oh,how this difcord doth zffh& my Soule.
Canyou,my Lord of Winchefler, behold
My {ighes and teares, and will not once telent ¢
Who th wuld be preafullif yoube not ¢
Or who fhould itudy to preterre a Peace,
If holy Church-mert tahe dehigit 1n broyles?
warw, Yeeldmy Lord Proteltor,yeeld winchefier,
Except you meane with obflinate repulfe
To (lay your Soueraigne,and de(iroy the Realme,
You {ce what Mifchiefe,and what Murther too,
Hathbeene cna&led through your enmitie:
Thenbeatpeace excepe ye thirft fur blood.
wmeh, He (hall fubmit,or I will never yeeld,
Glot. Compaflion on the King co nmands me foupe,
Or ] would fee his hearc out,ere the Prieft
Should eucr get that priviledge of me,
##.arw, Beholdy Lotd of Winchefter,the Duke
Hith banifht moodie difcontented fury,
As by his tmoothed Browes it Joth appeare:
Why loohe yeu full {fo derne,and eragicall ?
Gloft. Heretsrachofber 1 otler thee my Hand,
Krag. Vie Vichic Bewfard, 1 haue heard you preach,
That Mall.ce was a gieat wnd gricuous finne::
And will no: you maintaie the thing you teachi?
But preur a chiete offendar in the fame,
warw. Sweee King: the Bifhop hath akiadly gyrd.
For fhaine my Lord of Wincheferrelent;
What,fhalla Child mftruet vou what to doe??
vemch. AV U DGLe (TG uter, Twillyeeld tothee
Loge forthy Lone,» d Hunvifor Hand ) giue,
C:o2 1,butliearemewiziva Lallow Heare,
Sec here my Friends and loning Cevntreymen,
This token ferueth for a Flagge of Truce,
Betwixt our felues,and all our followers :
So helpe me God,as I diffemblenot,
wimch. 5o helpeme God,as Tintend it not,
Kmg. Ohloning Vackle,kinde Duke of Glolter,
How icyfull a:n { ma-le by this Contra,
Away my Mafters, rouble vs nomore,
Bur ioyne in Y‘nc'xdﬂnp,as your Lords haue done,
1.Sers. Concent,lie tothe Surgeons,
2. Seru. Andlowilll. :
3.Serm. A d [ will fee what Phyfick the Taucrne sf-
fords. Exemnt,
1arw. Accept this Scrowle,moft gracious Soucraigne,
Whichinthe Right of Richard Plantagenct,
We dae exhibite to your Masefhe, .
Glo.Well vrg'd,my Lord of W arwick:for fweet Prince,
And 1f your Grace marke cuery arcumftence,
Youhaue great reafon to doe Rubard right,
Fipeaully for chofe occafions
At Eltam Place | told your Maieftie,
King. And l

-
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Kmg. And thofe occafions,Vinckle,were of force :
Therefore my louing Lords,our pleafure is,
That Kechard be reftored to his Bload,

w.rw. Let Richard beeRored to his Blood,
$o {h.ll tus Fathers wrongs be recompencr,

Winch, As will the reft fo willeth winchefier.

Kiag. If Richard will be true,not that all alone,
Butall the whole Iahcritance I giue,
Thac doth belong vato the Haufe of 2ovke,
From whence you fpring, by Lineall Defcent.

Rich. Thy humble {zruant vowes obedience,
Aund humble fcrusce,till the point of death.

Kz Stoope then,and {et your Knee again@ my Foor,
And in reguztdon of that duue done,
I gyre thee wirh the valiane Sword of Torke »
Rifc Riehard,like 1true Plantagenet,
i A trife created Princely Duke of Yorke.

Rerry, A o thrive Richardy as cl.y foes may fall,
And as my dutie fpiinas,fo perith they,
That grudge one thought 2gainft yrur Maiefty.

Ad. Welcome! ioh Prance,the mighty Duke of Yorle.
Sum, Periihba‘e Prine, ignoble Duke of Torke.

L N 't i beftauaile yoor Maieftie,
P e (Seasand to be Crowid in France
Thepro! al~of 2 xing engenders loue

Am:‘,ni\(’. his subiects and hisloyall Friends,
As it dii-amimates his Fncemies.
Ky \Vhen Glojier {ayes the word,King Hewry socs,
For tiendly counfaile cuts oft many Foes.
Gyt YcurStapsalicadieare in readinefic,
Sewgt.  Tlosrits.  Exewnt,

Manes Exeter,

Exer. J,we may march in England,or in France,
Not fecing what is hikely to enfue:
Thas late diffention growne betwixt the Peeres,
Burnes vnder fuined afhes of forg'd loue,
Acd will aclaft breake out 1nco 2 flame,
As feitred members rot but by degree,
Trilbones and ficth and fincwes fall away,
So will this bafe aud enious difcord brecd.
And now I feare that fatall Prophecie,
Which inthe time of Henry, nanvd the Fift,
Was in the mouth of cuery fucking Babe,
That Hesry borne at Monmouth fhould winne all,
And Henry boree at Windfor,loofe all :
Whichiis fo plaine, that Exerer doch with,

His dayes may finifh, ere that hapleflc time. Exit.

Sceena Secunda.

P ————

Enter Pwcell difgnis'd, with foure Sonidior: with
Sacks vpon thesr backs.

Pucell. Thefe are the Citic Gates,the Gates of Roan,
Through which our Pollicy muft make a breach.
Take heed,be wary how you place your words,
Talke hike chevulgar fort of Market meu,

That come to gather Money for their Corne,

If we haue entrance,as 1 hope we fhall,

And that we finde the flouthfull Watch but weake,
lle by afigne giue nouice to our friends,

That Charles the Dolphin may encounter them,

.

Sowldier. Our Sacks fhall beameane to fack thz Cucy
And we be Lords and Rulers ouer Roan,
Therefore wee'ic knock,

warch, (Cbela.

Pucell. Peafauns la psunre gens de Frannce,

Poore Market folkes that come to {ell their Corne,

Warch. Enter,goeir the Matket bellis runy.

Pucell. Now Roan, ile fhake thy Bulwarkes to the
ground, . Exensr,

Exter Charies, Bafiard, Alanfon,

Charlee, Sainc Dewnu blefle this happy Strataceme,
And onc= againe wee'le fleepe {ecure s Roan,

Baftard. Here entred Prcel. 2nd her Practiancs :

Now (he 1s there, how will the fpeaific ?
Here is the beft and (afc pailage.n,

Resz. By thruthiog outa Torch from yonder Tower,
Which once difcern’d,fhewes that her meaning is,

No way to that(tor weakneffe ywhich the entred,
~ Euter Pxcel onthe top, thrafting ont a
Torch burning.
Pucell. Behold,thisis the happy Wedding Torch,
That ioyneth Roan énto her Countreymen,
But burring fatall o the Tatbonstes.
Baflad, See Neble Charles the Beacon of our friend,
The burning Torch in yonder Turret Rands.

(harles. Mow (hiae it like a Commert cf Reuenge,
A Prophet ta the fall of all our Foes.

Kerg. Deterre no tive,delaye: haue dangerous ends,
Enzerand cry, the Dolphm, prefently,
And then doc excention on the Watch.

Kwoch.

Alaram,

An Aldrum. Tabbot sn an Exctrfiom.

Tal6.France,thou fhalc rue thisTreafon with thy teares,
If Talbot but furuiue thy Trecheric, -
Prcell that Witch,that damned Sorcerefle,
Hath wrought this Hellsth Milchiefe viiawares,
Thac hardly we efcap't the Pride of France.,

An Alarum : Excurfions. Bedford broughe
in ficke in a Chayre.

Exit,

Enter Talbot and Eurgonie withont : within. Pxcell,
Charlet,Bajtard and Rergmerr on the walls.
Pueell. God inorrow Gallants,want ye Corn for Bread?
I thivke the Duke of Burgonie will fait,
Before hee'le buy agameat fuch a rate.
"T'was full of Darnell : doc you like the tafte ?
Burg. Scoffeon vile Fiend,and fhamelefie Currizan,
Ttruft ere long to choake thee with thine owne,
And make chee curie the Harueft of that Corne.
Charles, Your Grace may ftarue (perhaps) betore that
time,
Bcdf, Ob letno words,but decdes,seuenge this Trea-
fon.
Pucel. What will you doe,good gray-beard?
Breahea Lauuce,and sunne a-Tilcat Death,
Withina Chayre.
74/, Foule Fiend of France,and Hag of all defpighe,
Incompals’d wich thy lufitull Paramours,
Becomes itthee to taunc his valiant Age,
And twit with Cowardife 2 man halfe dead ?
Damfellylle haue s bowt with you againe,
Or elfe let Tulbot perifh with this thame.
Puced. Are ye fo hot,Sir: yet Pweell hold thy peace,
If Tutbot doe Lut Thunder,Raine wili follow.
They whifper togather m counfell,
God fpeed the Parliament: who thall be the Speaker 2
ls Talb Dare

———
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Taib. Dare ;!e come forth,and meet vs in the field ?
Pucel. Belike your Lordhip cakes vs then for foolgs,
To try if chat our owne be ours,or no.
Talo. 1{peakenotto that rayling Hecate,
But vato thee Alanfon, and the reft,
Wil ye,like Souldiors,come and fight it ouc?
Alanf. Scignior no,
Talb. Scignior hang:bafle Muleters of France,
Like Peian: %oot-Boycs doc they keepe the Walls,
And dare not take vp Armes,like Gentlemen,
Pucell. Away Captaincs,let’s get vs from the Walls,
For Talbot meanes no goodnefle by his Lookes,
God b'uy my Lord, we came but to tell you
That wee are here. Exeunt from the isalls.
Talb. Andthere will webetoo,erecbe long,
Or cite reproach be Talbots greaceft fame.
Vow Burgome, by honor of thy Houfe,
Pricke on by publike Wrongs fuftain’d in France,
Either to get the Towne againe, or dye,
And §,as {ure as Englifh Henry liues,
And as his Father here was Conqueror;
As fure as in this late betrayed Towne,
Great Corde/sons Heart was buryed ;
So fure I {weare,to gec the Townc,or dye.

Burg. My Vowces are equull parmais with thy
Vawes.

Talb. But ere we goe,regard this dying Prince,

The valiant Duke of 3edford : Come my Lord,
We will beftow you in fome better place,
Fitter for Gicknelle,and for crafie age, -

Bedf. Lord Talbot,doe not {o difhonourme :
Here will I fir,before the Walls ot Roan,

And will be partner of your weale or woe,

Burg. Couragious Bedford, let ys now periwade you.

“Bedf. Nottube gene fromhence: foronce Lread,
That fout Pendrages,in his Litter fick,

Came to the field,and vanquithed s fues,
Me thinkes 1 fhould rewiue the Souldiors hearts,
Becaufe I euer found them as my felte,

Talb. Vndaunted fpiaitina dying breat?,
Then beit fo: Heauens keepe old Bedfera {afe,
And now no more adae, braue Bargoure,

But gaclier we our Forces out of haad,

And fet vpon our boaiting Encmue. Exit

e An Alarsm : Fxcurfions Enter Sir Iohn
Falftaffe, ard & Captasne.

Capt, Whither away Sir Join Falftaffe,in fuch hafte?
Falff. Whitheraway?to {auciny [elte by flight,
Weare like to haue the ouerthrow againe,

Capt. What? will you flye,ard icave Lord Talbos?

Ezf. 1all the Talbors 1n the World,to faue my Life.
Exn,

Cape. Cowardly Knigie,ll fortune follow thee,

Exs,

etreas. Excrifions. Puccll, Alanfon, and
Charies fiye,

Bed’. Now quict Soule,depare when Heauen pleafe,
For I haue feene our Enemies ouerthrow,

What is the truft or ftrength of foolith man?

They that of late were daring with their {coffes,

Atc glad 2nd faine by flight to faue themfelues.

Ledford dycs,and s carryed va by tiwo sn ks Chaure.

The firft Part of Henry the Sixt.

LAn Alarssm, Enr;r Talboc, Borgonsey and
toe reft.

Talb. Loft,and recouercdji}n aday sgaine,
This is a double Honor, Burgenie :
Yet Heauens haue glory for this Viorie,

‘Burg., Watlike and Martiall Talbor, Burgonse
Infbrines thee in his heart,and there erets
Thy noble Deeds,as Valcrs Monuments,

Talb. Thanks gentle Duke: but where is Puce! now 2
Ithinke her old Familiar is afleepe.
Now where’s the Baftards braues,and (harles his glhkesz
Whatall amort? Roan hangs her head for gricte
That fuch a valiant Company are fled. ’
Now will we take fome order in the Towne,
Placing therein fome expert Officers,
And then depart to Paris, to the King,
For there young Henry with his Nobleslye,

Buwrg. What wills Lotd 7 albet,pleaflcth Bargonse.

Talb. But yet hefore we goe,let’s not forgc't
The Noble Duke of Bedford,late deceas'd,
Bu fee his Exequies tulfill'd in Roan,
A brauer Souldier neues couched Launce,
A gentler Heart did neuer (way in Court.

But Kings and mightieft Potentates muft dic,

For that’s the end of humane miferie, Exennt,

Scena Tertia.

————— e

Enter Charles,Bafard, Alunfon, PuceA.
Pucell. Difmay not (Princes) at this acaident,
Nor grieue shat Roan 1s{o recouered .
Care1sno cure,but rather corrofiue,
For things thatarenotto be remedy’d,
Lec frantihe Talber tiiumph forawhile,
And like a Peacock fweepe along his tayle,
Weele pull his Plumes,and tskc away his Trayne,
If Dolplin and the re(t will be buc rul’d,
Charles. Wehaucbeen guided by tiree hitherto,
And of thy Curiing had no diffidence,
Onc judden Foyic fhall neuer breed diftruft,
Bafiard, Secarchoucthy wit for fecret pollicies,
And we will make thee fanious through the Wozld,
Alanfi Wee'le et thy Statuc in fome holy place,
And haue thee reverenc’t likc a bleffed Sawnt,
Employ thee then, fweet Virgio, for our good.
Puced. Then thus it mutt be, this doth Jeane deuife
By faire periwafions, mixt with fugred wosds,
W e will entice the Duke of Burgonie
To leaue the Zalbae,and to follow vs.
Charles, Imarsy Sweeting, if we could doe that,
France were no place for Hemryes Warniors,
Nor fhould that Nation boaft it fowich s,
But be extirped from our Prouinces.
Alan(_For euer {hould they be expuls’d from France,
And not haueTitle of an Earledome here.
Pucell. Your Honors fhall perceiue how I will worke,
To bring this matter to the wifhed end.
Drumme [ounds afarre of

-

Hearke,by the found of Drumme you may perceiue
Their Powers are marching vito Paris.ward.

Here found an Englif March.
There goes the Talber, with his Colours fpred,
Andall the Troupes of Englifh after him.

Frerch

e
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French March,
Now inthe Rereward comes the Duke and his:
Fortune in fauor makes himlagge behinde.
Summon a Parley,we will talke with him,
Trumpets found a Parley.
Charless A Parley with the Duke of Burgomic.
Burg. Who craues a Parley with the Burgonie?
Pucell. The Piincely ( harles of France,thy Countrey-
man. .
Burg. What fay’'ltthou Charles? for 1 am marching
hence.
Charles. Speake Pacell, and enchaurt him with thy
words,
Pucell. Braue Bargouie,vndoubted hope of France,
Stay,let thy humble tHand-maid fpeake co thee.
‘Burg. Speake on,but be not oucer-tedious,
Pucell. J.ooke onthy Country,loak on tertic I'rance,
And {ce the Cities and the Townes defac’s,
By waftting Ruine ot the cruell Foe,
As lookes the Mother onher lowly Babe,
When Death doth clofe his tender-dying Eyes,
See,fee the pining M.iadic of France
Behnld the Wounds, the moft vanarurall Wouonds,
W hich thoachy telfe halt giuen her wofull Brell,
b turne thy edged Sword anotherway,
Strike thofc that hurtyand hurenot thole that helpe
One drop of Blood drawne fromthy Countries Bofome,
Should gricue thee inoie then Rreames of forraine gore.
Returnetheetherefore witha floud ot Teares,
And walh away thy Countries layned Spots.
Burg. Either flichath bewitcht me with her words,
Or Nature makes me {uddenly relent,
Pucell Befides,all Frenchand France exclaimes on thee,
Doubuing thy Birtliand lawi!l Progenie,
Whoiovn ft thou with butwith a Lordiy Natien,
That will not erult thee but for profits fake ?
Wien 7w/b:: hats fet foating oncein France,
And faflion’d thec that Inftrument of 111,
Who then,bat Eaghfh Fewry, will be Lord,
And thou be thrufl out, ike a Fugitive ?
Call we 1o minde,and marke buc this for preofe:
Was not the Duke of Orleance thy Foe ?
And was he not in England Prifoner?
But when they heard he was thine Enemie,
They fet him free,without his Ranfome pay'd,
In {pight of Bargonie and all his friends,
Seethen,thoufight' it againft thy Councreymen,
And ioyn'ft with them will be thy flaughter-men,
Come,come,returnc recurne thou wandering Lotd,
Charles and the reft will eake thee intheir armcs.
Bawrg. I am vanquiflied :
Thefe baughtie wordes of hers
Haue batt’red me like roaring Cannon-fhot, .
And made me almoft yeeld vpon my hnees.
Forgiue me Countrey,and fweet Countreymen:
And Lords accept this heartie kind emnbrace,
My Forces and my Power of Men are yours.
So farwell Talbor,lle no longer truft thee,
Pucel, Done like a Frenchman : turne and turne a-
aine,
2 Charles. Welcome braue Duke,thy friendfhip makes
vs fre(h. . .
Baftard. And doth beget new Courage in our
Breafts,
Alanf. Pucell hath brauely play’d her part in this,
And doth deferuc a Coronet ot Gold,

~ —_—

!
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Charles. Now letvs onymy Lords,
And ioyne our Powers,
And fecke how wemay preiudice thic Foe

109

' Evennt,

Scana Quarta.

bis Sosldsors, Talkot,

Hearnng ot your arriuall in this Realme,
I haue 2 while giuca Truce vito my Warr
To doc my dutie to my Soueraigne.

To your obedience, fiftie ForerefTes,

And with fubmiffiue loysltie of heart
Afcribes the Glory of hus Conqueit got,

VWaenT was young (as yet Iam not old)
T doc remember how my Father faid,

Long fince we were refolued of your tru
Yet neuer haue you tafted our Reward,
Becaufe cill now,we neuer faw your face.
\Wehere create you Eatle of Shrewsbury,
And in our Ccronation take your place,
CHManct Vernonw and Baffet,
7er., Now Sir,to you that were fo hot

i honor of my Noble Lord of Yorkeg

Againft my Lord the Duke of Somerfet.

Baff, Villaine, thou knoweft
The Law of Armes is fuch,

Or clfe this Blow thould broach thy deare
But Ile voto his Maicflie, and craue,
I may haue hiber:ie to venge this Wrong,

And aftermeete you, fooner then you wo
Ezxeunt,

f
) -

I3

Ewter the Keng ,Glouce/ler j3'incheffer,Yorke,Suffolke,
Somerfet (2 arwicke, Exeter : Tothem,with

Talh. My gracious Prince, and honorable Deercs,

('S"

In figne whereof, this Arme,that hath reclaym’d

Twelue Cities,and feuen walled Townes of firength,
Befide fiuec hundred Prifoners of efteeme ;
Lets fall his Sword before your Highinefle feet:

Firft to my God,and nextvaro your Grace,

Kz, Isthis the Lord Talbor, Vnckle Gloucefer,
That hath fo long beene refidenc in France?

«.Inf}. Yes,it 1t pleafe your Mareftie,my Lieges

Kirg. Welcome braue Capraine,and vi&urious Lord.

A ftouter Champion neuer handled Sword,

h,

Your faithfull feruice,and your royle in Warre
Or beene reguerdon’d with fo much as Thanks,

Therefore ffand vp,and for thefe good deferts,

Senct, Flonrs, Exemnt,

stSea,

Difgracing of thefe Colours that I weare,

Dar’ft thou maincaine the former words thou fpakft ?
B4 YesSirjas well as you dare patronage
The cnuious barking of your fawcic Tongue,

Uern. Sirrhaythy Lord Thonour as heis.

Baff. Why,what ishe? as good a man as Yerke.

Pern. Hearke ye:not {o: in witne{fe take ye that,
Strikes hims.

Thatwho fo drawes a Sword,’tss prefent death,

{t Bloud.

When thoufhalt fe2,Ile meet thee to thy cofts ‘
Vern. Well mifcreant,lle be there as fooneas you,

uld.

Enrer
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Aetus Quartus.  Scena Prima. |

-—

Enter King, Glocefter, Winchefler, Yorke, Suffolke, Somer-
[et, wWarwicke, T albot .and Gosernor Exeter,
Glo. Lord Bifhop fet she Crowne vpon his head.
W, God fave King Hewry of chat name the fixe.
Gls. Now Goucrnour of Paris take your oath,
That you ele@ no other King but him;
EReemt nene Friends, bus fuch as are his Friends,
And none your Foes, butfuch as (hall pretend -
Malicious practifes sgaintt his Stace :
This (hail ye do, {o helpe you righteous God.
‘ Enter Falflaffe.
Fal. My graciousSoucraigne,as I rode from Calice,
To hafte vnto your Coronation :
. A Letter was deliucr’d tomy hands,
Writ to your Graze, trom th'Duke of Burgundy.
Fal. Shameto the Duke of Burgundy, and thee :
Ivow'd(bale Knight) when T did meete the nexe,
To teare the Gareer from thy Crauens legge,
hich I haue done, becaule (vnworthily)
Thou was’t inftalled in that HighDegree,
Pasdon me Princely Hew:y, and thereft
This Daftard, ac the battell of Parctrers,
When (but in all) I was tixe thoufand firong,
And that the French were alinoft ten to one,
Before we met, or that a firoke was giuen,
Like to atruft:e Squire, did runaway.
In which 3fzult, we loft twelue hundred men,
My felfe, and diuers Gentlemen befide,
Woere thete furpriz’d, and taken prifoners,
Then 1udge (great Lords) if L haue done amife::
Or whether that fuch Cowards ought to weaie
This Ornament of Knighthood, yeaorno?
Gls. To fay the truth, this fa&t wasinfamous,
Andill befeeming any common man;
Much more aKnight,a Capraine, and a Leader,
Tal,, When firft this Order was ordain’d my Lords,
Knights of the Garter were of Noble bir'h;
Valiant, and Vertuous, fuil of haughiie Courage,
Such as were grownz to credsz by the warres :
Not fearing Death, nor thrinhing tor Dithefle,
But alwayes refolute, inmoft extreames.
| Hethen, thatisnot furmifh’d in this fort,
Dothbutviurpe the Sa~red name of Knighe,
Prophaning thi, moft Honovrable Order,
And fhould (if [ were wor hyto be Indge)
Be quite degraded, likea Hedge borne Swaine,
That doth prefome 10 boaft ot Geatle bl..od.
K. Stamecothy Countrymen, thou hear'tt thy doom:
B packing therefore thourhat was’taknighe: !
Henceforth we banmth thee on paine of death.
And now Lord Protector, view the Lettes
Senttrocyour Vnckle Duke of Burgurdy. !
Glo. Wintnreanes his Grace, that he hath chaung'd

Lus Sane?
Nomorebur plu e and blunt'y ? (Torhe King )
Hath he forgoibe, il Scuerugne 2

Ot doth this chu LY Supericnption
Pretend fomeaite:ztion in good will 2
What's heere ? { bave vpom efpecsall canfe,
e ow d with compa/fion of sy Conntraes wracke,
Togerher with she paresfull complawnss

Of fush as yosr apprefiion feedss vpan,

_’h‘g‘Hmew .

' Proncuncing that the palenefe of this Flower,

Forfakes your pernstions Falliom, o

And seydd with Charles, the v of Frawev,

O monfireus Treachery : Can this befe?

That inalliance, smity, and oathes, -

There fhould be found fuch falfe diffembling guile ?
King, What? doth my Vnckle Burgundy reuote ?

Gio. He doth my Lord, and is become your foe.

Keng. Jsthatthe worft this Lester doth contamne ?

Gle. ltis the worft, and all (my Lord) he wriges,

Xing.Why then Lord Ta/bet there fhal talk with him,
And giue him chafticement for this abufe, '

How fay you (my Lord) are you not content?

Tal. Content, my Liege? Yes: But y 1 am preuented,
I fhould haue begg’d I might haue bene employd.

Kimg. Then gather ftrength, and march vnto him

fraighe:

Let him perceiue how ill webrooke bis Treafon,

And what offence it is to fisut bis Friends,

Ta«l. JgomyLord,inheare defiring fhll
You may behold confution ef your foes.

Eunter Fernom ard Toffit.

Per. Grantme the Combate, gracious Soueraigne,

Baf: Andme (iny Lord)grant me the Combate too.

Yerke. This ismy Servant, heare him Noble Prince,

Som, And this is mine ((weet Henry) fauour hun,

Kmg. Bepagent Lords, and giue themvleaue to fpeak.
Say Gentlemen, what makes youthus exclame,

And wherefore craue you Combate ? Or with whom ¢
Per. Wih him (my Lord) for he hiath done me wrong.
Baf. And I with him, for he hath done me w tong.
King W hatis that wrong,wherof you both complain

Firfl let me know, and then Lie anfwer you.

Baf. Croffing the Sca, from England into France,
This Fellow heere withenuious carping tongue,
Vpbraided me about the Rofelweare,

Saying, the fanguine colour of the Leaues

Did reprefentmy Matters blithing checkess

When ttubbomly he did repagne the truch,

Abou acerraine quefhion inthe Law,

Argu'dberwixtthe Duke of Yoike, and hun:

With ether vile and ignom nlous tearmes.

In contutation of which rude reproach,

And in defence of my Lords worthuneffe,

I1cauethebencht of Law of Arimes.

Ver. And that is my petition {Noble Lord:)

For though he teeme with forged queint conceite

Tofetaglofie vpon hysbold intent,

Yet kaow({my Lord) I was prouok’d by him,

Ardhe firft tocke exceprions ac this badge,

Bowray'd the fainciefle of niy Mafters hesre,
Yo ke, Wil not this malice Somerfet be left?
Som. Yourpritate grudge my-Lord of York,wil out,
Though ne’re fo cuiningly you fmother it.
Kiag. Good Lord, what madneffe rules in braine-
fickemen,
When for (o flighr and frivolous s caufe,
Such fatious 2mnulations thall anfe ?
Good Cofins both of Yorke and Somerfes,
Qut:cr youriclues (1 pray ) and be at peace.
Yorke, Letthis diffention firft be tried by fighe,
And then your Highnefle thall command a Peace,
Som. The qustrelltoucheth none but vy alone,
Betwixe our felues le vs Seaidestthen,
Torke. Theiers my pledge, accepr it Somerfet,
“or. Nay, lecitselt where it began at firt.

B4f.
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PBafl. Cenfirme it {o, mine honourable Lord. »
Glo, Confirn.2itio ?Confounded be your Rrife,
Andperifhye wn h your audacious prate,
Preflumptnous vaflals, are you not atham’d
1Vith this iimmodeft clamorous outrage,
To troubleand difturbe the Kiﬂg,ﬂnd%'s 4
And youmy Lords, me thinkes you do not well
To beare with their peruerfe Obie&ions :
Much leffe to take occafion from their mouthes,
To raife a mutiny betwixt your felues,
Let me perfwade you take a better courfe.
Exere Irgreeues his Highne(le,
Good iny Lords, be Friends.

King. Comehither you that would be Combatants: |

Hencetorth I charge you, 2s you loue our fauour,
Quite to forget this Quarrell, and the caufe.
Andyoumy Lords: Remember where we are,
InFrance, amongft a fickle wauering Nation :
Ifthey perceyue diffention in our lookes,
Andthat within our felues we difacree;

How will their grudging ftomackes be prousk’d
To wilfull Difobedience, and Rebell ?

Belide, Whatintairy will there arife,

When Fonaigne Princes (hall be certificd,

That for atoy, a thing of no regard,

King Flenries Peeres, and cheele Nobility,
Deitioy'd chemfelues, and loft the Realme of France ?
Ohthinke yponthe Cenqueft of my Father,

My teader yeares, and let ve not forgos

That for a trifley that was bought with blood,
Let me be Vimper inthis doubtfull ftrife :

[ fee no reafondf | wearc this Rofe,

That any one (hould therefore be (ufpitious

I more incline to Some-fet, than Yorke :

Both are my kintmen, and [lone them both.
Aswell they may vpoiay’d me with my Crowne,
Becaufe (forfooth ) th.e King of Scots 1s Crown'd,
But yeur difcretions bereer can perfwade,
Then] smabieto nfiru¢t orteach:

And therefore, as we hither came inpeace,

Solet vs fhill continue peace, and leue,

Cofinof Yorke, we intticute your Grace

To be our Regent in thefe parts of France:

Aud good my Lo:d of Somerfet, vaite

Y our Troopes of horfemen, with his Bands of foore,
And like true Subieéts, fonnes of your Progenitors,
Go cheercfully together, and digeft

Yourangry Choller onyour Enemies.

Our Selte, my Lord Prote&or, and the reft,
After fomerefpit, will returne to Calice s

From thenceto England, where 1 hope eiclong
Tobe prefented by your Viories, '
With Cbarles, Alanfon, and that Traiterous rout.

Exemnt.  Manet Yorke Warwick ,Exeter Vernon.

war. My Lord of Yorke, I promife youthe Xing
Pretuly (me thought} did play the Orator.)
Torke. Andfohedid, but yet Hikeitnot,
In that he weares the badge of Somerfet.
twar. Tufh, thac was buchis fancie, blame himnot,
Idare prefume ({weet Prince) he thought no harme,
York. Andifiwifhhedid. Butictitreft,
Oiheraffagres mult now be managed.
Floarib, Manct Exeter,
;Exet Well diditthou Fichard o fuppreffe thy voice:
For had the patfions of thy h=arc burft out,
I feare we fhould haue feene decipher’d there

Fxewnt,

Morcrancorous fpight, wore furiov raging broyles,
Then yet csn be imagin'd or fuppos’d :

Buc howfoere, no fimple manthat fecs

This iaering difcord of Nobilitie,

This thouldering of each other in the Coure,

This factious bandying of their Fauourites,

But thatit doth prefage fomell euent.

*T1s much, when Scepters arean Childrens hands :
But more, when Enuy breeds vnkinde deuilion,

There comes the ruine, there begins confufion,  Exir.

Enter Talbot with Trumpe and Dramme,
before Bardeanx.

Talb. Gotothe Gates of Burdeaux Teumpeter,
summon theit Generall vnto the Wall, Sennds,
Enter Gener ali aloft.
Englith Zobn Talbor (Captaines) call you forth,
Scruant in Armes to Harry King of Enaland,
And thushe would, Open your Citie Gates,
Be humble to vs, call my Soversigne yours,
And do him homage as obedient Subiects,
And [le withdrav me, snd my bloody power.
Butifyou frowne vpon thisproffer'd Peace,
You tempt the fury of my three attendants,
Leane Famine, quartering Sceele, and climbing Fire,
\Who in 2 moment, eeuen withthe eacth,
Shall lay ynur ftately, and ayre-brauing Towers,
Ifyouforfake the offer of their loue, -
Cap. Thou ominous and fearefull Owle of death,
Our N tions terror, and their bloody feourge,
he period of thy Tyranny approacheth,
On vsthoucan(t noc enter but by death :
For I proteft we are well fortified,
And ftrong enough to iffuc out and fight.
1fthoureure, the Dolphin wetl appointed,
Stands with the (nares of Warrz totangie thee.
O cither hand thee, there are f{quadrons pitche,
To wall th-¢ from the iberty ot Flight;
And no wav canft thou turne thee for redrefle,
Bat death doch fronc thee with spparant fpoyle,
Andpale deftruétion meets thee in the face :
Ten thoufaad Freuch haue tane the Sacrament, ~
Toryuetheir dangerous Artillerie
Vpon no Chriftian foule but Englifh Tlbor :
Loe, there thou fRandt a breathing valiant man
Of annuincible ynconquer’d fpiric :
Thisisthe lateft Glotie of thy praife,
That ] thy enemy dew thee wichali:
For ereche Glafle that now begins to runne,
Finith che procefle of his fandy houre,
Thefe eyes that (ee thee now well coloured,
Shail fec thee withered, bloody, pale, and dead,
Dram afarre off.
Harke, harke, the Dolphins drumme, a warning bell,
Sings hcau‘{}Muﬂcke to thy timorous fpule,
And minefhall ring thy dite departure out. Exit
7 «l. HeFables not,] heare the enemie :
Outforue hight Horfemen, and perufe their Wings.
O negligent and heedlefle Difcipline,
How are we patk’dand bounded in a pale?
A htele Heard of Engiands timorous Deere,
Maz'd with ayelping kennell of ¥rench Cusres,
If webe Englith Deere, be then in blood,
Not Rafeall-like to fall downe with a pinch,
But rather mpodic mad : And delperate Stagges, r
urne

P
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'Y -ancon the blcody Hounds with heads of Scecle,
i A vi make the Cowards ftand aloofe at bay :
, % Te.ery man hislife as deere as mine,

Aud they thall finde deere Deere of vs my Friends,
t Lodyaud S Geo ge, Tadbor and Englands right,

+ Urofper our Colours in this dangesous fight.

i Lnter a Meffenger that meits Yorke. Buter Yo ke
with Trampet, asdmany Soldsers 4

Torke. Arcnotthefpeedy fcouts retnm’d againe,
That dog'd the mighty Army ot theDolphin?

Meff. They arerecurn’d my-Lotd, snd giue it out,
That he is march’d to Burdeaux with his power
Tofight with Twlbet 3s hemarch'd along.

By your eipyals were difcouered .

} Two migi.rier Troopes then thatshe Dalphin led,

. Waichioyn'd with lum, and made their masch for
{Burdeaux

"Yorke. A plaguevpon that Villaine Somerfer,
That thus delayes my promfcd fupply
Of horfemen, that were levied for this ficge.
Renowned Talbet doth expe& my ayde,

And I smlowted by a Traitor Villamne,
And cannot helpe thenoble Cheualicc s
God comfort himin this neceflity

1t he mifcasry, farewell Warresin France,

Enter aworber Meffenger.
2. Mef. Thou Princely Leader of our Englifh ftrcagth,

Neuer fo needfull on the earth of France,

Spurte to thereicue of the Noble Talbor,

\Who now is girdled with a wafte of fron,

And heni'd about with grim deftruction

Te Burdeaus warlike Duke, to Burdeaux Yorke,

Elfe farwell Tulbot, France,and Englands honor.

Torke. O God, that Somerfet who m proud heart
Doth flop my Cornets, were in Tulbots place,

So fhounld wee fauc avaliant Gentleman,
By forteyting a Traitor, snd a Coward :
Magd irc,and wrathfull fury makes me weepe,
That thus we dye, while remile Traicors fleepe.

tMef. Ofend fome fuccourta the diftceft Leord.

2orke. Hedies, weloole : 1 breake my warlike word:
We mourne, France fmiles : We loofe, they deyly ges,
All long ofthis v:le Traitor Somerfer. .

Mef, Then Gud take mercy on braue Talbots foule,
Arnd on his Sonne yong fobs, who two houres fince,
Imet intrauale toward his warlike Father;

This feuen yeeres did not Tulbot fee hisfonne,
And now they meete where both their hues are done.

Torke. Alas, whatioy fhall noble Tulbor hauc,
To bid his yong fonne welcome to his Graue :
Away, vexation.almoft floppes my breath,

That fundred friends greete inthe houre of death,
Lwcie fareweli, no more my fortune can,

But curfe the caufe I cannot ayde the man,

Mane, Bloys, Tevtsersy and Towres, are wonne aw sy,
Longail of Somerfes, and his delay.

M:zf. Thus while the Vulture of fedition,
Feedesin the bolome of fuch great Commandets,
Sleeping negleétion dothibetray to lotle :

The Conqueit of our [carfe-cold Conqueror,
That euer-ling man of Memonie,

Henrse the fift : Whiles chav cach c ther croffe,
Liues, Henonrs; Land,, 5ad ad huiris o loffe.

Exit

Enser Somerfes with bs Armic, !

Sem. Itis toalate, I cannotfend them now :
Tlus expedition was by Torke and Talbor,
Too rafhly plotted. Ali our generall force,
Might with a fally of the very Towne
Bebuckled with : the ouer-daring Talbo
Hath fullicd all his gloffe of former Houor
By thisvnheedfull, defperate, wilde aducenure
Torke {et him on to fight,and dye in fhame,
That Talbot dead, great Yorke might bearc :the name.
"Cap. Heereis Sit rwilliame Lucie, who with me
Set from our ore-maccht forces forth for ayde.

Som. How now Sit William, whethes were you fent?

Lu.\Vhether my Lord,from bought & fold L, 7uléar,
Whoring’d about with bold sduerfitie,

Cries out tor noble Yorke and Somerfer,
Tobeate affayling death from his weake Regions,
And whiles the honourable Capraine there

Drops bloody fwet fiom his warre-wearied limbes
And in aduantage lingring lookes for refcue,
Youhis falfe hopes, the trult of Englands hono,
Keepe off aloofe with worthlefle emulazion ;
Letnoc your priuate difcord keeps away
Thelcuied fuccours that thould lend him ayde,
Winle he renowned Noble Gentleman

Yeeld vp his life vato a world of oddes..

Orleance the Baftard, Charles, Barguadie,
Alanfon, Reignard, compafle him abour,

And Talbe: perifheth by your default.

Som, Yorke fet himon, Yoike fhould haue fent im

ayde, )

Lac. And Yorke as faft vpon vour Grace exclaimes,
Swearing that you with-hold his leuied hoaft,
Colle&ed for chis expidicion.

Som.York lyes : He might haue fenr, & had the Horfe:
Towe him lirtle Dutie, and letfe Loue,

And take foule {coraeto fawne on him by fending.

Ls. The fraud of England, not the force ot Frange,
Hath now intrapt the Noble.minded 7ot :

Neuer co England fhall he beare his Iife,
But dies betraid to forcune by your flnte,

Sem, Come go, I will difpacch the Horfemen firaic
Withn fixe houres, they will be at his ayde.

I#, Too lete comes refcue, heistane or flaine,

For fiye he could not, if he would haue fled :
And flyewould Talbes neuer though he pught.
Som. Ifhebedesd, braue Twbst then adicu,
Lw. HisFame lines in che world . His Shame in you.
Exennt,

) Exter Talbot and bis Sowme,

Tal. Oyong lehn Talbet, ] didfend for thee
To tutor thee in Rratagemsof Warre,
That Talbets neme might be in thee reuin'd,
When fapleffe Age, and weake vnable limbes
Should bring thy Father ta his drooping Chaire.
But Omalignant and ill-boading Starres,
Now thou art come vnto a Feaft of deach,
A terrible and vnavoyded danger :
Thercfore deere Boy, mount on my {wifteft horfe,
And lle dire€t thee how thou fhalt elcape
By fodaine flight. Come, dally not, be gone.
John, Ismy name Tailce? and am | your Sonne?
Shalt

s
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And fhall I flye? O, if you leue my Mother,
Difhonor not her Honorable Name,
To makr a Baftard, and a SLiue of me :
The Woild will fay he is not Taibss blood,
That bately fled,when Noble T«/bot Rood.
Tath. Flye,toreuenge my deach,f [ be {laine.
lobs, He tifat Qyex o, will ne'rererurne againe.
Talb. If weboth flay, we bothare furc todye.
Iobn. Then lst me fay,and Father doe you flye:
Your loffeis great, (o your regard fhould be;;
My worth vauknowne,no lotle 1s knowne 1n e,
Vpon iy death, the French can hiitle boait
In yours they willyin you all hopes are loft.
Flight cannot (tayne the Honor you haue wonue,
But minc 1t will,that no Exploit haue done
You fled for Vantage, every one will fweare :
B ic if Ibow,they’le fay ic was for feare.
There is no hope that cucr Iwili tlay,
Ifthe irfhowre I hrinhe and runaway
Here onmy knee I begae Mortahie,
Racher then Lfe proiriw’d with Infamie.
Talb. Shdldlthy Mothers hopes lye in cne Tombe?
Iobn, 1 rathierchen fHe fhame my Motheis Wombe,
T /6. Vpon my Blefling | command thee goe.
Jelm, T o fghe Iwill,bucnot to flye the Foe,
Twib. Partof thy Futher may be fau'd m thee.
I+l No part of him,but willbe fhame 1n mee.
7./6. Thou necer hadft Renowne nor canft not lofe ir,
Iobn. Ycs,your renowned Name: (hall flightabufeic?
7 /6. Ty Fathers charge thal cleare thee frony flame,
Iohn, Y ou cannot witneffe for me being {laine,
1f Deach Be (o apparant,then boch flye.
Talb. And leauemy followershereto fightand dye 2
: My Age was neuer taited with fuch fhame.
Iobs. And fhal! my Youth be gmltie of fuch blaaie?
No more can § be feuered from your fide,
Then can your ielfc,your felfe 10 twaine dinde :
Stay,goe,doe what you will the l:ke doe I
For hue I will not,if my Father dye.

Tal/b. Thenhereltake my leaueof thee, faire Snane,
Borne to eclipfe thy Lif= this afternoone:
Come,fide by fide, together liuz and dye,
And Soule with Soule from France to Heauen flye. Ease,

Alarum : Excurfions, wheresn Talbots Sonne
14 bemms'd abont |, and Tulbet
refewes bum.,
Tadb. Saint Geerge,and Vickory; fight Souldiers,fight:
The Regent hach with Telbor broke his word,
And left vs to the rage of France his Sword.
Whe ¢ is Jobn Talbot > pawfe,and take thy breath,
1 gaue thee Life,and refcu’d thee from Death.
fobw, Otwice my Father,twiceam I thy Sonne:
The Life thou gauw't me ficft, was loft and done,
Tiil with thy Warlike Sword,defpighe of Fate,
To my determin’d time thou gau'Rt new date,
Talb.When fr6 the Dolphins Creft thy Sword Rruck fire,
It warm’d thy Fathers heart with prowd defire
Of bold-fac’t Vidtorie, Then Leaden Age,
Quucken’d with Youthfull Spleene,and Warlike Rage,
Beat downe Alanfow, Orleance, Burgundie,
And from the Pride of Gallia refcued thee,
Theircfull Baftard Orleance, that drew blood
Fromthee my Boy, and had the Maidenhood
Of thy firft figh, [ foone encountred,
And interchanging blowes,I quickly thed

| .

Some of his Batterd blood,and in difgrace
Beipoke um thus : Contaminsted,bafe,
Aud mis-begocten blood, (pill of thire,
Meane and right poore, for that pure blsod of miae,
W hich thou didft force trom Talber 0y brsue Boy.
Here purpofing the Baitard to defRroy,

Came in ftrong refcue. Speake thyFathers care:

Ast thou now wearie, Zobn > How do’it thou fare 2

Wili thou yet seanc the Battasie,Boy,snd the,

Now thou art feal’d the Sonne of Chiualne?
Flye,toreucngemy death when I am dead,

The heipe of one ftands me in little ftead.

Ol too much folly s it well I wor,

Tohaward all our huesiwn one {m2ll Boar,

1t Leodiydye norwil. boe < hoens Rage,
Tomorrow] fhall dye withimicale Age.

By me they nothing gunz, aud 1t 1 flay,

"Tis but the (hortming ot n v Life one day.

Iin chee thy Mother dyes,our Houvicholds Name,

My Deaths Reuenge,thy Youth,and Englands Fame s
Allthefe,and more we hszard by thy ftay;

All thefe are faw'd,1f thou wilt flye away.

Iohm. The Sword of Orleance mth not made me {mart,
Theie words of yours draw Life-blood from my Hearc,
Onthat aduantage, boug! t with fuch a (hame,

To faue a paitry Life,and fliy bright Fame,
Belore young Talbot from old Tatbst Aye,
The Coward Horfe that beares me fall and dye :
And hke me to the pelant Boyes of France,
To be Shaes fcorne,and tubiedt of Mifehance,
Surely,by all the Glorie yoahaue wonne,
Andsf 11lye,T am not Talbets Sonne.
Then talke no more of flight,icisnoboot,
If Sonne to Talbot,dye at Tatbots foot.
Zalb, Then follow thouthy defp’rate Syre of Creet,
Thou Zearus thy Life tome is fweet :
If thou wilc hghe, fight by thy Fathers fide,
And commendable prou’d, lec’s dye in pride.

Exu,

eAlirum. Excarficns, Esier oid
Talbot led.

T alb.Where is my other Life? mine owne is gone.
O,where's young Talbor ? where is vaiiant Joba ¢
Triumphant Death, (mear'd with Capriuitie,
Young 7albors Valour makes me finile at thee.
When he percein’d me thrinke,and on my Knee,
His bloodie Sword he brandifht ouer mee,

And like a hungry Lyon did commence
Roughdeeds of Rage,and fierne Impatience s
Bt when my angry Guardant ftood alone,
Tendring my ruine, and affayl'd of none,
Dizzic-cy’d Furie,and great rage of Hesre,
Suddenly made kiim from my fide to ftart
Into the clultring Batraile ot’tbe French:
Andin that Sea of Blood,my Boy did drench
His ouer-mounting Spirit ; and there di'de
My Icarus,my Bloflome,in his pride.

Enter with Iobn Talbot,borne.
Sern. O my deare Lotd,loe whereyour Sonne isbornes
Tal. Thou sntique Death,which laugh'ft vs here to foom,
Anon from thy infulting Tyrannie,
Coupled in bonds of perpetuitie,
Two Talbots winged through the lither Skie,
Inthy defpight (hall fcape Mostslitic,

”

.

IV.v. 13—1V. vii. 22

467

——ad



i ;‘.r““

; l‘+ . .— e~

O thot whofewounds bevoroe hard faoused death,

{Speake to thy father, exethou yeeld thy breath, -

Braue death l(ra’ki‘ng,whhhex hewill orno:
Imagine him s Frenchman, andthyFoe, . ‘
Poore Boy, he fmiles, me thinkes, 23 who (hould fay,’
Had Death benc French, then Deathi had dyed to day,
Come, come; and fay him in his Fachers armes,
My fpiric can no looge beare thefe harmes.
Souldiers sdies ¢ T haue what I would hauve,
Now my old armes sce yong lobn Talbots graue,

' Egter (harles, Alanfon, Burgundic, Beftard,

Dyes

and Pucell,

Char. Had Yorke and Somerfet broughe refcue in,

We thou'd hane found a bloody day of this.

Baft. How the yong whclgc of Talbots raging wood,

Did flefh hispunie-fword in Frenchmens blood.

Pac. Once I encountred him, and thus I faid

Thou Maiden youth, be vanquifht by 2 Maide.

But with s proud Maiefticall high fcorne

He anfwer'dthus : Yong Tw/ber wasnot borne

Tobe thepillage of aGiglot Wench:

So rufhing in the bowels of the French,

He lefi meproudly, asvoworthy fight.

Bwr. Doubtlefle he would haue made wnoble Knight:

See where he lyes inherced in the armes

Of the raoft bloody Nurfler of his harmes.

Baff. Hew themto peeces,hack their bones affunder,

Whote life was Englands glory, Gallia s wonder,
Char. Oh no forbeare : For that whichwe haue fled

During the life, let vs not wreng it dead.

Emer Lucie.
Ls. Herald, conduct me to the Dolphins Tzat,

To know who hath obtain'd the glory of the day.
Cher. On what tubwiffive meflage art chou fent ?
Lucy. Submiffion Dolphin® Ticameere French word:

We Englith Warriours wot not waar it meancs.

I come to know what Prifoners chouhaft tane,

And to furuey the bodies of the dead.

Char. For prifoners askit chou? Hell our prifon is,

But tell ine whom thou feek't
Lxc. But where'sthe great Alcidesof the ficld,

Val.aur Lord Talbot Earle of Siewsbury 2

Created for his race fuccefle in Armes,

Great Fatle of Wajbfird, Waterford, and Valence,

1 ord Taibot of Geodrig and #rohinfie'd,

Lotd Strange of B lackmere. Lord Verdon of Aiton,

Lord (romwell of Wingeficid 1.oxd Furnmal of Sheffeild,

The thrice viQotious Lord of Falconbradge,

Knight of the Noble Order cf S, George,

Worthy S. CMichael, and the Golden Flesce,

Great Marfhall to Henry the fixe,

Ofall his Wartes wichinthe Realme of France,

Pur. Heere'saiilly flotely fhie indeede :

The Turke that two and fiftie Kingdomes hath,

Writes not fo tedious a Stile asthis,

Him that thou magnifi'ft with all cheie Titles,

Sunking and fly-blowne lyes heere ac our fecte,

Lucy. 1s Tatbot flaine, the Frenchmens only Scourge,

Your Kingdomes terror, and blacke Nemefis ?

Oh were mine eye-balles inte Bullezs turn’d,

That I inrage might fhoot them at your faces.

Oh,that I could but call chefe dead talife,

It were enoughto fright thie Realme of France.

Were but his Pi&uss left among t you here,

_ Tefnft Partf Heury theSixt.
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Itwould srpezeche.prowdofRof yousll” - .7~ .
Giue me their Bodyes,that 1 maymv thembence, -
And giue them Buriall,as befeermos their worth,

Pwcel. 1thinkethis vpRastis old Zalbees Ghoft,
He fpeskes with fuch s proud commanding fpiric:
For Gods fake let him haue him, to keepe them here,
They would but finke, snd putrifie the ayre.

Char, Go tske theirbedics hence,

Lscy. Hebeare them hence:bat from their athes fhal

“bereard

A Pheenix that fhall make all France affear’d.

(bar. Soweberid of them, do with him what § wile.
And now to Paris in this conquering vame,

All will be ours, now bloody Talbets {laine. Exit.

m——

Scena fecunda.

SENNET.
Enrer King, Glocefler, and Exeter,

Kimg, Haueyou perus'd the Letters from the Pope,
The Emperor,and the Earle of Arminack?
Gl. 1haue my Lord, and theirintentis this,
They humbly fue vato your Excellence,
To haue a godly peace concluded of,
Betweene the Realmes of England, and of France.
Kmg. How doth your Grace affe their motion ?
o, Well{my good Lord)and as the only meanes
To fiop ¢Hufion of sur Chritian bleod,
And {tabhth quietucfle on euery fide,
K: g. Tmarry Vackle,for I alwayes thought
It was bethimprous and vanacurall,
Tha fuch immapity and bl,ody firife
Should reigne among Profeflors of one Faith.
Gls. Befidemy Lord, the foonerto effe&,
And {urer binde this krot of amitic,
The Earle of Arminacke neerc knit to (barles,
A man of great Authoritie m France,
Profters his onelv danghterto your Grace,
Inmarnage, with alarge and fumptuous Dowric.,
Kmng. Mariage Vockle? Alas my yeares are yong :
And ficter is my fludie, and my Bookes,
Than wanion dalliance with a Paramour.
Yet call ch'Embaffadors, and as you pleafe,
Solet them haue their anfweres cuery one:
1 fhallbe well contens with any choyce
Tends to Gods glory, and my Countries weale,

Enter winchefter, and thres Ambafluders.

Exet. What,ismy Lord of winchefer inflall’d,
And call’d vato a Cardinails degree ?° F
Then perceiue, that will be verified
Henry the Faft did fometime J:ropheﬁc.

Ifonce he come to be a Cardinall,
Hee'l make his cap coequall withthe Crowne,
King. My Lords Ambaffadors, your fewerall fuites
Haue bin confider’d and debated on,
Your purpofe 1s both good and reafonable :
And therefore ste we certanly refolu’d,
To draw couditions of 2 friendly peace,

Which {
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hich by my Lord of Winchefter we meane
Shall be eran(ported prefently to France..
Glo. Andtor the proffer of my Lord your Mafter,

I haueinform’d lus Highneffe (o at large,

As hking of the Ladies vertuous gifts,

Her Beauty, and the valew of her Dower,

He dothintend fhe thall be Englands Queene,

Kig. Inargumentand proofe of which contra@,
Beare her this lewell, pledge of my affeétion,

And{o my Lord Proteor fee them guarded,

And fafely brought to Doner, wherem thip’d
Committhem to the fortune of the fea. Exeunt,
Wm. Staymy Lord Legate,you fhall firft recciue
The fumme of money which I prounfed

Should bz deliuered to his Holineffe,

For cloathing me inthefe graue Ornaments.

Legar, Twill attend vpon your Lordfhips leyfure,
1. Now Winchielter will not fubmixt,I trovs,
Or be inferiour to the proudelt Peere;

Humfrey of Glofter, thou fhalt well perceiue,

That neitherin birch, or tor authornue,

The Bifhop will be oucr-borne by thee :

1le eicher make thee loope, and bend thy knee,

Or facke this Country with a mutmny. Exeurt

Scoena Tertia.

Enter Charles, Bnr'zrmdy, eAlonfox, Bafl.ard,
Resgnser, and lone,

Chbar. Thefetewes (my Lords)may cheere our droo-
ping fpints:

"Tss fard, the (tout Panfians do reuolt,
And tsrne againe vnco the warlike French.

Alan. Thenmaich to Panis Royall Charles of France,
Andkeepenot backe vour powers in dajhance.

Pucel. Peacebeamongt them if they turnctovs,
Elfe suine combate with their Pallaces,

Enter Scent,

Scont. Succefle vnto our vahantGenerall,
And happinefle to his accomplices.

Char. What tidings fend our Scouts?] prethee {peak,

Scout. The Englith Army that divided was
Into two parties, 1s now conioyn’d inone,
And meanes to giue you bateell prefently.

Char. Somewhat too fodaine Sirs, the warning is,
But we will piefeutly prouide for them.

Bar. 1uuftthe Ghoft of Twlbot isnotthere :
Now heis gone my Lord, you neede notfeare,

Pace]. Ofallbafe paffions, Fearc is mott accurft,
Command the Conqueft Charles, it thall be thine :
Let Hesry fretyand all the world repine,

Cbar, Thenonmy Lotds, and France be fortunate,

Exennt. Alarsm, Excurfions.

Enter lonede Puccll,

. Pwe. TheRegent conquers, and the Frenchmen fiye.
Now helpe ye charming Spelles and Penapts,

And ye choife fpirits that admonifh me,
And giue mexfignes of future sccidents,

_ Thundet.
You fpeedy helpers, tﬁs\uc fubftitutes :

ﬂeﬁrﬁ Partof Henyy the Sixe. - - 119

Vnder the Lotdly Monarch of the North,
Appeare, and syde me inthis eaterprize.
Enter Frends.
This{pecdy and quicke appearance argues proofe
Of your accuftom’d diligence to me.
Now ye Famnhar Spirics, that are cull'd
Outof the powerfull Regrons voder earth,
Helpe me this o.1ce, that France may get the field,
They walke, and [eaks wot,
Ol hold menot with filence oucr-long :
Whierz | was wont to feed you with my bleod,
e lop amember off, and giue it you,
In caricht of a furtherbenefic:
So youdo condifcend to helpe me now.
They bang their beads,
No hope tohaucredreflez My body fhall
Pay recompence, ifyou will praunt my {uite,
T hey fhake thesr heads,
Cannot my body, nor bloed-{acufice,
Intreate you to your wooted furcherance ¢
Then tahen.y foulc ; my body, {oule,and all,
Before thae L land giue ciic Fiench the foylel
Toey depart.
Sce, they forfake me. Now thetime is come,
That France muft vale her lofty plumed Creft,
Andlet her head fall into Englands lappe.
My ancient Incantationsate too weake,
And heil too firong for me to buck'e wich:
Now Ffance, thy glory droopcth o the duft. Exit.

Lcurfions. Bwrgundie amf?‘ e fight bandto
band, French fiye.

Yorke. Damfell of France, 1 thinke I haue yéu faft,
Vicha.ce your fpirits now with fpelling Charmes,
Ardtryf they can gaine yourliberty. .

A gooalyprize, fit forthe duels grace, .
Sechowthe vgly Witch doth bend her browes,
As if with Crrce, fhe would change my fhape.

Puc. Chang’dtoa worfer fhapethou canft notbes

Yer. Oh,(harles the Dolphinis a proper man,
No fhape but his can pleafe your dainty eyea

And may ye bothbe todainly furpriz’d
By bloudy hands, in fleeping on your beds,
Yorke. Fell banning Hagge, Inchanueflehold thy
tongue.
Puc. 1 prethee giue me leaue to curfe awhile.
Torke. Curfe Mifcreantywhen thoucomftto the ftake
Exennt.
eAlarnm, Enter Suffolke with Margares

si1 bzs hand,

Saff. Be whatthou wilt, thou art my prifoner.
Gazes om her,
Oh Faireft Besutie, do not feare, nor flye:
For I will touchthee but with reucrend hands,
I kiffe thefe fingers for eternall peace,
And lay them gently on thy tender fide.
Who art thou, {ay ? that I may honor thee,
Mar, Margares myname, and danghtertoaKing,
The King of Naples, who fo ere thouart.
Suff. AnEarle]am,and Suffolke amI call'd.
Benot offended Natures myracle,
Thou art alotted to be tane by me :
So doth the Swan her downie Signets fave,

Puc. A plagmng mifchecte light on Charles, and thee,

Oh flay:

} —
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Keepm‘g them prifoner mdemesth his wings »
Yetif this feruile viage once offend,
Go,and be free aguine,as Suffolkes friend,  She is going
Oh ftay : I haue ne power to let hen paffe,
My hand-would free her, but my beare fayes no,
As playes the Sunne vpon the glaffie fireames,
Twinkling another counterfected beame,
So feemes this gorgeous beauty to mine eyes,
Faine would I woe her, yet I dare not fpeake :
Ite call for Pen and Inke, and writeny minde :
Fye De la Pole,drfable not thy felfe :
Haft nota Tongue? Isfhenptheere?
Wilt thou be daunted ata Womans fight ?
1: Beauties Princely MaieRy is fuch, .
*Confoundsthe :o'ngu:, and makes the feafes rough,
CMar. Say Earle of Suffolke, ifthy name be fo,
What ranfome muft I pay before 1 paffe?
For I perceiue I amthy prifoner,
Swf. How canft thoutell fhe will deny thy fuice,
Before thoumake a triall of her loue ?
M Why {pealC’ft thou nor» What ranfommut I pay?
. She'sbeautifull 5 and therefore to be Wooed :
Sheis s Woman ; therefore to be Wonne,
Mar, Wiltthouaccept ofranfome,yea orno?
Sxf. Fond man, remember that thou hatt a wife,
Thenhow can Margaret be thy Paramour ?
Mar, 1werebeftto leaue him, for he willnot heare.
Saf. Theréallis marr'd :cherelies a cooling card.
Mar, Heralkes atrgndon : {ure the manis mad.
Saf. Andyetadifpciifation may bee had.
Mar. Andyet I would that you would anfwer me}
Suf. Ile win this Lady Afargarer. Frt whom?
Why for my Kiug : Tufh, that's a woodden thing.
Mer, Hetalkes of wood : Itis fome Carpenter.
Suf. Yetfomy fancy may be fatisfied,
And peace eftablithed becweene thefe Realmes.
Bu: &crc remaines a fcrupleinthat oo :
Farthough her Futher be the King of Naples,
Duke of Anien and CMupne, yet is he poore,
And our Nobility will fcorne the match,
Mar. Heare ye Capraine > Are you not at leyfure?
Saf. Itfhall be o, di!dainc they ne’re fo much:
Henry is jouthfull, snd will quickly yeeld,
Madam, I hauc a fecret to reucale.
Mar. Whatthough T be inthral’d,he fcems a knight
And will not any way dithoner me,
Suf. Lady, vouchfafeto hiften what I fay.
Mar. Pechaps [ fhall be refeu’d by the French,
And then T need not crang his curtefie.
Suf. SweetMadam, giie me hearingin a caufe,
Mar. Tufh, women baue bene captinate ere now,
Suf. Lady, wherefore talke you fo?
Mar, 1cry you mercy, 'tis but D wd for Quo.
Suf. Say gentle Princefle, would younot fuppofe
Yost bondage happy, to br made a Queene?
Mar. To bea Queene in bondage, is more vile,
Thanis 1{laue, in bafe fecuiliry -
For Princes thoulu be free.
Suf. Andfo fhall yon,
Ifhappy Englands Royall King be free.
AMar, Why what concernes his freedome vnto mee ?
Suf. Hevadertake tomake thee Henries Queenc,
To puta GoldenScepter in thy hand,
And fetaprecious Crowne vpon thy head,
I[fthou wilt condifcend to be my — — s
Adar. What?

ns ﬁﬂ’irf?ﬂmtbe&'xt.w

S«f. Hisloue, * T
Mar, 13mvoworthyto be Hewries wife,
Suf. No gentle Madam, I voworthy am
To woe o faire a Dame to be his wife,
And haue no portion in the choice my felfe.
How fay you Madam, are ye fo content ?
Mar, AndifmyFather pleafe, I amcentent.
Suf. Then call our Captaines and our Colours forth,
And Madam, st your Fathers Cafile walles,
Wec'l craue a parley, to conferre with him,
Sond.  Enter Reignier on the ryalles,
See Resgnier fee, thy daughter prifoner.
Reg. Towhem? g
Sxf. Tome,
Rergo Suffolke, what remedy-
IamaSouldicr, and vnapt to weepe, ..
Or to exclaime on Fostunes fickleneffe.
Suf. Yes, tHere is remedy enough my Lord,
Confent, and for thy Honor giue confent,
Thy daughter fhall be wedded to my King,
Whom I with paine haue wooed and wonne thereto s
Andthis her eafie held imprifonment,
Hath gain'd thy daughter Princely libertie.
Reig. Speakes Suftolke as he thinkes 7
e Suf. Faire Margaret knowes,
Thac Suffulke doth not flatter, face,or faine.
Reig.  Vpon thy Princely warrane,I defcend,
To giue thee anfwer of thy it demand. .
Saf. And heere 1 will expe thy comming,

Trumpets found, Enter Resgnser.

Reig. Welcome braue Eatleinto oiir Territories,
Command 1n Anjow what your Honor pleafes,

Suf. Thankes Rerguser,happy for (o fweet a Childe,
Fit to be made companion witha King -
What anfwer makes your Grace vito my fuite ?

Kerg. Since thou doft daigne to woe her hitele worth,

To bethe Princely Bride of fucha Lord :
VYpon condition 1 may quictly

Enioy mine owne, the Country AMuaive and Avjon,
Freefrom oppreflion, or the (troke of Warre,
iy daughter fhallbe Henrres,if he pleafe,
Suf. Thatis herranfome, T dehuer her,
And thofe two Counties  will vndertake
Your Grace fhall well and quietly enjoy.
Resg. And [againein Henrses Royall name,
As Deputy voto that gracious King,
Giue thee her hand for figne of plighted fasth,
Suf. Rergmer of Fiance,1gine thee Kingly thankes,
Becaufe thisis in Trafhcke of a King.
Andyet me thinkes I could Be well content
To bemine owne Atturney inthis cafe.
Ile ouer then o England with this newecs.
And make this marriage to be folemniz’d:
So farewell Resgnisr, fet this Diamond fafe
In Golden Pallaces as it becomes.
Resg. 1doembracethee,as | would embrace
The Chriftian Prince King Flenrie were he heere,

Mar Farewellmy Lord,good withes praife, & praiers,
Shall Suffolke cuer haue of Margaret. Shee is gosng.

suf. Farwell {weet Madam: buc hearke you Margares,
No Princely commendations to my King 2

Mar. Suchcommendationsasbecomes a Maide,
A Virgin, and his Seruaat, {ay tg him.

Suf. Words fweetly plac'd, dnd modeftie dire@ed,

Bue
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But Madame, I muft trouble you againe, No mifconceyued, Jawe of Asire hathbeene ' y
No louing Tokento his Maicflic ? . A Virgin from hee tender infancie,

tMar. Yes,my good Lord, a pure vnfpotted heart, Chafte, and immaculate in very thoughe,
Neuer yet taine with loue, I fend the King. Whofe Maiden-blood thus r:goroufly efus’d,

Sxf. Andthis wichall. Kiffeher. | Will erg for Vengeance, at the Gares of Heauen.

Mar. That for thy fclfe, I will not fo prefume, Tearke. 1,1: away wiih her to exccution,
To fend fuch pecuith tokens to a King. 1 #rar. Andhearke ye firs: becaufe ftheis a Maide,

Sxf. Oh wert thou for my felfe : buc Suffolke Ray, Spare for no Faggots, let there be enow )

Thou mayeft not wander in that Labyrinth, Place barrelles of pizch vpon the fatall fake,
There Minotaurs and vgly Treafons lurke, That fo her tortute may be fhortned,
Solicite Henry with her wonderous praife. Puc. Whlinothing turne your virelenting heagts ?
Bethinke thee on her Vertues thac fuimount, Then Jeme difcouet thine infirmicy,
Mad naturall Graces that extinguifth Ate, Thac warraniteth by Law, to be thy priuiledge.
Repeate their femblance often on the Seas, T aro with childe ye binody Homtcides -
That whenthou coni't to knecle at Henries fecte, Murther not then the Fruite within my WombBe,
Thou mayelt bereaue him of his wits with wonder, &xit | Althonghye haleme to a vjolent death,
7er.Now heauen forfend, the holy Maid wich child ?
Enter Yorke iwarwicke,Shepheard, Pacell. war, The greateft miracle thaz erd’ ve wrougha,

Yor. Bring forth that Sorcereflz condemn’d toburne. | Isall your fteict precifencfle cometo chis?

Shep, Ah.fone,this kuls thy Fathers heart out-right, Yorke. Sheand the Dolphinhaue biniugling,
Haue I fought cuerg Country farre and neere, } did imagine what ‘would be her refuge, R
And now it ts my chance to finde chee out, war. Well gotoo,we'll haue noBaftards live, .
Muft 1beliold thy timicleffe cruell death » Efpecially fince (haries mu@t Father it.

Ahlene {weet daughzer Jome, 1le dic with thee. Puc, Youare deceyu’d, my childeis none of his,

Pucel. Decrepit Mifer, bafeignble Wretch, Tt was Alanfon thatimoy’d my loue,

J amdefcended of a gentler blood . Yorke, e4lanfomthat notorious Macheuile 2,
Thouart no Father, nor no Friend of mine. Itdyes,and if ithad a thoufand liues,

Shep. Our, out: My Lords,and pleafe you, 'tis not {o Pue Oh giue me leaue, I haue deluded you,

I did begether, all che Panifh knowes : "Twas ueyiher Charles,nor yet the Duke 1 nam'd,
Her Mother liueth yer, can tefhific But Retgsrer King of Naples that prevayl'd.
She was the firft friice of my Bachler-fkip, wer., Amarried man, that’s moft incollerable.,

war. Gracelefle, wilt thou deny thy Parenrage ? Tor. Why here’s a Gyrle:I think the knowes nec we !

Yorke. This argues what her kinde of hife bath beene, | (There were fo many) whom fhe may accufe. -
Wicked and vile, and fo her death concludes. war. ivsfignefhehathbeene liberall and free.

Shep. Tye Ione, tharthou wilt be fo obRacle: Tor. And yet forfooth fhe isa Virginpuie.
Godhnowes,thouarta collop of my flefh, Strumpet, thy words condemne thy Brat,and 1. v, L
And for thy fake baue I fhed many ateare: Vienointreaty, foritis in vaine.

Deny me not, I prythee, gencle Jone, Pu.Thenlead mehence: with whom 1 leaue my curfe.

Pucell, Pezantavant. You haue fuborn’d thisman May neuer glorious Sunne reflex his beames
Of parpcfe, to obfcure my Noblebiith, Vpon the Countrey where you makeabode:

Shep. *Tis true,1gaue a Noble to the Prieft, But darknefle, and the gloomy fhade of death
The morne that I was weddedto her mother, Inuiron you, uill Mifcheefe and Difpaire,

Kneele dovwne and take my blc(ﬁng. good my Gyrle, Driue you to break your necks, ar hang your felites, Exit
Wiltthou not ftoope ? Now curfed be the ume Enter Cardinall, :
Ofthy natiuitie : 1 would the Milke Yorke. Breake thouinpeeces, and confumetoathes,
Thy mother gaue thee whenthou fuck’t her bret, Thou fowle accuricd minifter of Hell.

Had binalittle Racs-bane for thy fake. Car. Lord Regemy, T do greere your Excellence

Or elfe,when thou didft keepe my Lambes a-field, With Letters of Commiffion from the King.

1 wifh fome rauenous Wolfe had eaten thee. For know my Lords, the States of Chriffendome, !
Doceftthou deny thy ather, curfed Drab ? Mouwd with remorfe of thefe out-ragious breyles, 1
O burne her, burne her,hanging is too good, Exit, | Haue carnefllyimplor'd a generall peace, |

Torke. Take heraway, for (he hath liw’d too long, Becwixe our Nation, and the alpyring French
Tofill the world with vicious qual:ties, And heere athand, the Dolphin snd his Trainc

Pxc Fitft lec me tell you whom you haue condemin’d; | Approacheth, to conferre about fome matter. g !
Not me, begotten of a Shepheard Swaine, Yorke, 1sall our trauell turn’d to chis effe &, .
But iffued from the Progeny of Kings. After the {laughter of fo many Peeres, f
Vertuous and Holy, chofen from aboue, So many Capraines, Gentlemen,and Soldiers,

By infpiration of Celeftiall Grace, Thatin chis quarrell haue beene ouerthrowne,
To worke exceeding myracles on earth, And fold their bodyes for their Countryes benefie,
Ineuer had to do with wicked Spirits. Shall we at[aft conclude effeminatepesce?
But you that are polluted with your lufies, Haue we not loft moft parg of all the Townes,
Stain’d with the guiltlefle blood of Innocents, By T:eafon, Falthood, and by Trescheie,.
Corrupt and tainted with a thoufand Vices : Our great Progenitors had conquered:
Becaufe you want the grace that others have, Oh Warwicke, Warwicke, I forefee with greefe
| You iudge it firaightathing impotsible - The veeer loffe ot all the Resime of France. Con
To compafle Wonders, but by helpe of diueis. war, Bepatient Yorke, if we conclade a Peace .
l ” é i m - E 1
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Tt fhall be with fuch Rrié& and feuese Couengors,

—————

" | Ashictle fhall the Frenchmen gaine thereby.

Enter Cl;trlo: sAlanfon Baftard, Resgnier,

Char. Since Lords of England, itis thus agreed,
That peacefull truce fhall be proclaim’d in France
We come tobe informed by yeur felues, :
W hat the conditions of that league mufl be. .
. Yorke. Speake Winchefter,for boyling cheller chokes
The hollow paffage of my poyfon’d voyce,

By fight oftgc(e our balefull enemies.
win, Charles,and the reft, jtis enaled thus:
-That inregard King Henry giues confent,
Of meere compsdfion, and of lenity,
To ea(cyour ouguie of diftreffetull Warre,
And fufier you to breathiin fraicfull peace,
You fhall becometrue Liegemen to his Crowne.
And Charles, vpon condition thou wilt fweare
To pay him tribute, and fubmit thy felfe,
Thou (halt be plac’d as Viceroy vnder him,
And ftill enioy ¥y Regall dignity.
eAlan. Muft he bechen as (hadow of himfelfe ?
Adorne his Temples with aCoronet,
And yetin fubftance and authority,
Retaine but primledge of'a priuate tnan ?
This proffer is ablurd, and reafonle(fe.
(Cbar. 'Tisknownealready that T am poffeft

. | With more then halfe the Gallian Territories,

And therein reugrenc’d for.cheir lawfull King,

Shall I fot lucre of the reft vn-vanquifhe,

Detra& fo much from that prerogative,

As tobe call’d but Viceroy of the whole ?

No Lord Ambaffador, lleracher keepe

That whichT haue, than coueting for more

Be caf} from pofsibility of all. :
Torke. Infuliing Charles, hait thouby fecretmeanes

Vs'd interceflion te obtaine aleague,

And now the matter growes to compremize,

Stand'(t thou 2iocfe vpon Comparifon.

Either accept the Tadle chou viurp’@,

OFfbenefit proceeding from our King,

And not of any challenge of Deferr,

Or we will plague thee with inceffant Warres.
Reig. My Lord, you do not wellin obftinacy,

To cawll in the courfe ofthis Contradt:

Ifonce it bencgleéted, tento one

We fhall not finde like opportunity.
Alan. To fay thetruth, it is your policie,

"To {aug your Subietts from {uch mzflacre

Aund ruthlefl~flaughters as are dayly f{eene

By our proceeding in Hoftility,

And therefore také this compat of a Truce,

Although you breake it, when your pleafure {erues,
war. How {ayft thou Charles?

Shall our Condiuton ftand ?
(har. Irshalls

Oncly refern’d, you cJainre no intereft

1n any of our Townes of Garrifon,
Yor. Then (wweaze Ailegeance to his Maiefly,

Asthouart Knighe, uever to difubey,

Nor be Rebellious to the Crowne of England,

"Thou nor thy Nobles, to theC:awne of England.s

So,now dilmiffe your Army whefye pleafe:

Hang vp your Enfignes, lec your Drummes be ftill,

For heere we entertaine a foleinne peace. Exoum

|

1

Thefofi Dartof Hemy the .

!

! Andnotdefaceyour Honor withieproach?

Aetus Quintus.

Enter Suffolks in conference with the Kin
Glocefler ,and Exerer,

Kimg. Your wondrous rare defcription (noble Eulc)
Ofbeaurcous Margares hath aftonith’d me;
Her vertues graced with externall gifts,
Dobreed Loues fetled paffions in my heart,
And like asrigour of tempefluous guftes:
Provokes the mightie(t Hulke sgainft the tide,
Soam I driuen by breath of her Ig(enowue,
Either to fuffer Shipwracke, ot arriue
Where I may haue fruition of her Loue.
Suf. Tufhmy good Lord, this fuperficiall ale,
TIsbut apreface of her worthy praife ;
The cheefe perfections of that loucly Dame,
(Had Ifufficient skill to vezer them)
Would make a volume of inticing lines,
Able to rauith sny dull conceit.
And whichis more, theis not fo Diuine,
So full repleate with choice of all delights,
But with as humble lowlinefle of miade,
She is content tobe at your command:
Command I meane, of Vertuous chafte intents,
To Loue, and Honor Henry as her Lord.
King, Andotherwife, will Hemry ne'reprefume:
Thetctore my Lord Prereftor, gine confent,
Thar Marg rasmay be Foglands Royall Queene.
Glo. Sofhould I gure confenttoflatter inne,
You hnow oy Luid) vour Highneffe 1s Letroach'd
Vito another Ladv ot clteeme,
How fhall wethen ¢ fpenfc v . h that contrad,

Suf. As doths Ruler wath vnlawfull Oathes,
Or one thac at a Triumph, hauing vow'd
Totry hus ftrengch, fostake.h yet the Littes
By reafon of hus Aduc:faries oddes.
Apoore Earles daughrer 1s vnequall oddes,
Andtherefore may {N: broke without effence,
Gloucefler, Why wl.at (i p1ay) 1s CMargaret niore
thenthot?
Her Fatheris no better than 2n Eatle,
Althoughin glorious Titles he excell.
Suf. Yesmy Losd, herFatherisaKing,
The King of Naples, and Te1niziem,
And of {uch great Authonitic in France,
Ashisalliance wi'l confirme our peace,
Andkeepe the Frenchmenin Allegeance.
Gls. (And fothe Earle of Arminacke may doe,
Becaufe heisneere Kinfman voto Charls.
Exet Befide,hus wealth doth wargant 3 liberal dower,
Where Reignier fooner will receyue, than give.
Su«f. ADowremy Lords? Difgracenot fo yourKing,
That he fhould be fo abie&, bafe,and poore,:
To choofe for wealth, and notfor perfe& Loue.
Hexwryis ableto enrich his Queene,
Andnotto feeke a Queene to make himrich,’
So worthleffe Pezants bargrine for their Wiues,
As Markec men for Oxen, Sheepe,or Horfz,
Macriage is amattes of more worth,
Thento be dealt in by Atturney-thip :
Not whom we will, but whom his Grace sffeQs,

Muft |
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Muft be companion of his Nuptiall bed. Ifecle fuch tharpe diffention inmy breatt, B

And therefore Lords, nce heafe&s her mo Such ficrce slarums both of Hope and Feare,

Moftofall thefereafons bindethws, - - As 1am ficke with working of my thoughts.

In our opinions the thould bepreferr’d, - - Take therefore fhipping, pofte my Lord to France,

For what is wedlocke forced? but « Hell, Agree to any couenants, and procure

An Age of difcord and continuall ftrife, 1 Tt.ac Lady AMargaret do vouchfafe to come

Whereas the concrarie bringeth bliffe, . To croffethe Scasto England, and be ctown'd

And s a patterne of Celeftiall peace. King Henyses faithfull and annointed Qugene.

Whom {hould we match with Hewry being aKing,’ For your expences and {ufficient charge,

But ¢ Margaret, that is daughter to aKing : Among the people pather vpa tenth,

Her peerelefle teature, ioyned with her birch, Be gone I fay, for till you do returne,

Approues her fic for none, but for aKing. 1reft perplixed with a thouland Carers,

Her valiant courage, and vondaunted fpiric, And you (good Vackle) banith all offence:

(More then in women commouly is {eene) - If you do cenfure me, by what you were,

Will anfwer out hopeiniffue of 2 King, Not what youare, L know it well excufe

For Henry, fonne vnto 2 Conqueror, Phis fodainc execution of iny will.

Islikely to baget more Conquerors, And {o condu&t me, where fromn company,

Ifwith a Lady of fo high refolue, I may reuolue and ruminate my yiccte, Exit.

{Asis faire Margaret) he belink’d in loue. Glo. 1 greefe ] feareme, both a firft and 1t

Then yeeld my Lords,and heere conclude with mee, Exu cloc. iler,

That Margaret (hall be Queene, and none but thee, Suf. Thus Suffoike hath preuail'd.and thus he pocs
King, Whether itbe throngh force of your report, | As did the youthfail Paris once to Greece,

My Noble Lord of Suffolke : Or for that With hope to finde the like euent i loue,

My tender youth was ncuer yet ateaine But profperbettet than the Troian did \

With any paffion of inflaming loue , Margares thalt now be Qicene, and rule the King ’

I cannot tell : but this Iam affur'd, But I will suleboth her, ticKing,and Realine ) AT

FINIS.
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