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The thirdrt o chry the Sixt,

with the death of the Duke of
Y ORKLEL.

o Letts Primus.

el
Lnver T hotier ot Edvaid, Rechard, Norfolke, AMcsnt-
aucte, b arwike, and Souldsers.
S 3

ll’.;rw,f.’-\‘e.
oy & #2 Wonder how the King efcap’d our heneis ?
Q18 PLAVInle wepurfu’dithe Hortmen ot'y North,
COL¥Y He {lyly Holeaway,and lefc his mea:

Y Waercat the great Lord of Norchumberland,
Whofc Warlike eaies could ncuer brooke recreat,
Chear'd vp thz drouping Army,an.i himfeife,

Lotd Clifford and Lord Seafford ail a-bredt
Charg d our maine Bareailes Fiont: and breaking i,
Were by the Swerds of common Souldiers flaine.
Edw. Lord Stuffords Father, Duke of Buchy:rhams,
Is cither flamnc oc wounded dangerous,
1 clete his Beauer with a down-night blow ¢
That thisis true (Father) behold hisblood.
Mozns, And Brother hore's the Earle of Wilc(hires
“Whom I encounired as the Battels ioyn’d, (blood,
Rich, Speaketiou for meyand rell them what I did.
Plan, Richard bath beil ceteru d of all my fonres:
Butis your Grace dead, my Lerdof Somerfer 2
Nor. Suchhope haue all the Iine of Zebn of G,
Rich, Thus do Thopeto fhake King Henrses head,
Warw. And fodoc1,vitorious Prince of Yorke.
Before 1 fee thee {cated inchat Throne,
Which now the Houle of Lancaffer viurpes,
I vow by Heaucen,thefe eyes thall neuer clofe,
Thisis the Pallace of the tearefull King,
And this the Regall Seat : pofleflc 1t Torke,
For this is thine, and not King enrres Heires,
Plant. At mechen fweet irarnweck  and T will,
For hither we haue broken in by toice.
Norf, Wee'le all aflit you: he thac flyes,thall dye.
Plant . Thankes gentle Norfoile fay by me my Lords,
And Souldiers flay and lodge by me this Nighe.
They goe vp.

#arw. And wheathe King comes, offer hun no violence,
Vnleffc he fecke to thruft you out perforce.

Plane. The Queene thisday here holds her Patliament,
But lictle chinkes we fhall be of her counfaile,
- | By words or blowes here let vs winne our right.

Rech. Aravd as we are,let’s Ray within chus Houfe.

warw. The bloody Pashiament fhall this be call'd,
Vhnlefle Plentagenes,Duke of Yorke,be King,

[N

Scawna Prina.

e e ——————— a————— e = e

1
And balhfull & enry depos’d,w' ofc Cowardize
Hati mnade s by-wve.ds to our enemies.

Pz Toerieaae menor, iy Lords be refolute,
Imeanc to tske pefledionol my Righe,

The prowdeft hee that holds vp Larcajler,

Dares ftirre a Wing of #27arwick_{hake his Bells.
Ile plant Plantazenct root brm vp whio dares:
Refoluc thee Aiehard, clayine the Engh(hCrowne.

Flonrs Futer Kon7 Henry,Cliford, Northuméer [1nd,
sefimeriand, i icter, aind she re/t,

Henry. My 1otds loohe where the flurdic Rebell fits,
Euenin the Chayre of State : belihe he meanes,
Backe by the power of Warwsche, that falfc Pecre,
Toalprevaro the Crowne,and reigee as King,
Larle ot Nerthumberland, he flew vy Father,
Aud dhine, Lord (Wifford, & you both haue vow'd reuenge
On him,his fonaes, his fauorites,and his friends,
Nerthtsimb. 3f 1be not,Hcauens be reueng’d onme,
(/r;0:d. Thehopethereot, makes Cl/ifford mousne in
Steeles
Heftm AW nat,hall we fuffer this? lets pluck him down,
My heart for aager buraes, I cannot brooke it.
Henry. Be pauenc,gentle Earle of Wefimerland,
Chifford, Paucenceis for Poultroones,{uchas he;
He dur(t not fit there,bad your Father liu'd,
My gracious Lord here i the Pailiament
Let vs aflayle the Family of Yorke,
Noreh \Well haft thou fpoken,Coufin be it fo.
Henry, Ah kuow you not the Citic fauours them,
And they haue troupes of Souldiers attheirbeck?
; Weftm. But when the Duke is flaine, they’le quickly
c.
y]{mry. Farre be the thought of this from Hemrses heare,
To make a Shambles of the Parliament Houfe,
Coufin of Excter, frownes,words,and threats,
Shall be the Warre that Hewry meanes to ve.
Fhou faltious Duke of Yorke defcend my Throne,
And kneele for grace and mercie at my fect,
1 am thy Soueraigne.
Yorke. 1am thine,
Exet, Forfhame come downe,he tnade thee Duke of
Yorke.,
Torke. It was my Inheritance, as the Earledome was,
Exes Thy
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Bxet. Thy Father was a Traytor to the Crowne.
Warw Exeter thou art a Traytor to the Crowne,
1n following this vlurping Hesry.
(Vifferd. Whom fhould hee tollow, but his naturall
King?
g’w. True (Uifford that's Richard Duke of Yorke,
Henry. And fhall I ftand,and thou fitin my Throne ?
Yorke. 1t muftand fhall be fo,content thy felfe,
warw, Bg Duke of Lancafter,let him be King.
wefim. Heis both King,and Duke of Lancafter,

And thatthe Lord of Weftmerland thall maiutaine.
Warw. And Warwick (hall difprouc it. You forget,

That we are thofe which chas’d you from the field,

Andf{lew your Fathers,and with Colours fpread

Marchit through the Cicie 16 the Pallace Gates,

Northumb.Y es 1Parwicke,] remember it to my gricfe,

And by his Soule,thou snd thy Houfe fhall rue it
iveflm. Plantagenet ,of thee and thefe thy Sonnes,

Thy Kin(men,and thy Friends,Ile haue more liues

Then drops of bloud were inmy Fathers Veines.

(iff. Vigeitno more, left that in fead of words,
1{end thec,/Varwicke, fuch a Meffenger,

As fhall reuenge his death,before I ftirre. .
Warw. Poorc Clifford, how I fcorne his worthlefle

Threars. a
Plant. Will youwe fhew our Title to the Crowne 2

If not,our Swords {hall pleade it in the ficld.

Henry, What Title haft thou Traytor to the Crowne?

My Father was as thou art,Duke of Yoike,

Thy Grandfather Roger Mortimer Earle of March,

1am the Soane of Henry the Fift,

Who made the Dolphin and the Frenchto ftoupe,

And fciz’d vpon their Townes and Prouinces,
warw. Talkenot of France,fith thou halt loft ic all,
Henry. The Lord Protettorloftit,andnot I:

When I was crown’d,I was but nine moneths old,

Rich. Youare old enough now,

And yet me thinkes you loofe :

Father teare the Crowne from the V{urpers Head.
Edward. Sweet Father doe to,fct it on your Head. -
Momnt. GoadBrother,

Asthoulouftand honoreft Armes,

Let’s fight it out,and not Rand caustling thas,

ichard. Sound Drummes and Trumpers, and the
King will flye.
Plant. Sonnespeace,
Henry. Peace thou, and giue King Henry leaue to

{peake.
warw, Plantagenet thal {peake fist: Heare him Lords,

And be you (ilent and attentiue too,

For he thatinterrupts him, (hall noc live,

Hen. Think't thou,that 1 will leave my Kingly Throne,

W herein my Grandfire and my Father fac?

No:firft fhall Warre vopcople this iny Realme 5

1,and their Colours often borne s France,

And now in England,to cur hearts great foirow,

Shall be my Winding-fheet. \Why faint you Lords ¢

My Tude’s good,and better faire then his,

‘warw. Prouc it [eary,and thou (halt be King.

Hen. Henry the Fourth by Conqueft gotthe Crowne.

Plart, *Twasby Rebeilion againft his King.

Henry. Iknow not what to fay,my Titles weake:
Tell me,may not a King adoptan Heire?

Plane, Whatthen?

Henry, Aadif he may,thenam 1 lawfull King s
For Rechard,in the view of many Lords,

pra—
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Refign’d the Crowne to Hewry the Fourth

Wh;)fc H:_ilre my Father was,and T am his.
Plans. He rofeagairft him,being his Soucraj

And made himto rcgﬁgne his C’Itowgc pcd'oru: e
Warw. Suppofe,my Lords,he did it vaconfirayn'd

Thinke you twere preiudiciatl to his Crowne ’

Exet. No: for he could not fo refigne his Crowne

But that the next Hzire fhould fucceed and reigne, ’
Hemy. Artchou againft vs,Duke of Exezer?
Exer. Hisistheright,and therefose pardonine.
Plans. Why whifper you,my Lords,and anfwer nog
Exet. My Confcience tells me he is lawfull King, -
Henry. All will reuolt from me,and turne to hym,
Northumb. Plantagenet for all the Clayme thoy lay'tt

Thinke not,that Henry fhali be fo depos’d. a7
warw. Deposd he thali be,in defpight of all,
Nortbumb. Thou art deceiu'd ;

*T1s not thy Southerne power

Of Effex Noxfolke,Suffolke,nor of Kent,

Which makes thee thus pre{lumpruous and prowd

‘Can fetthe Duke vp in defpight of me, ’
Chfford. King Hensy,be thy Title right or wrone

Lotd Ciifford vowes to fight in thy defence : i

May that ground gape,and fwallow mealiue,

Where I thall knecle to him that flew my Father.
Henry. Oh Clifferd,how thy words reviue my heart,
Plant. Henry of Lancalter,refigne thy Crowne;

What mutter you,or what confpire you Lords ?
wwrw. Doe right vnte this Princely Duke of Yoike,

Or t witlfill the Houfe with armed men, -

Andouer the Chayre of State,where now he fits,

Write vp his Title with viurping blood,

Ie flampes wirh b foot jard the Souldsers
Shew ihemfelues,
Henry. My Lord of Waiwacl,beare but one word,

Let me for this my fife ume reigne as King,

Plant Confirme the Crowne te m= and to mine Heires,

Andthou fhale reigne in quict vihile thou ',

Henry. Yam content: Bechard Plint.genet

Enioy the Kingdome after 11y deceale.

Clfford. \What wrong 1s this vazo the Prince, your

Sonnc¢
waiw. What good is this to England,and himfelfe
weftm. Dafe fearcfull,and defpayring Hemry.
Clifford, How haft thou iniur’d both thy feifc and vs?
weftm. 1 cannot flay to heare thefc Arucles.
Nertbumb. Nor 1, .

Chifford. Come Coufin, let vs tell the Quecene thefe

Newes.

Weftm. Farwell faint-hearted and degencrate King,

In whofe cold blood no fparke of Honor bides.
Northumb.Be thou 1 prey vato the Houfe of Torke,

And dyc ir Bands,for this vamanly deed.
c.ff. Indreadfull Warre may’ft thou be cuercome,

Ot liue in peace abandon’d and defpis'd.

Wwarw. Turne this way Hesry,and regard them dot.

Exeter. They fecke reuenge, and therefore will not
yeeld.

Henry. Ah Exeter.

Warw. Why fhould you figh,my Lord 2

Henry, Not for my {elfe Lord @anvick but my Soane,

Whom I vonaturally fhail dif-inherste,

Butbe itasit may: 1 here entayle

The Crowne to thee and to thine Heires for euer,

Condicionally, that heere thou take an Oath,

To cezfe this Ciuill Warre . and whil’Rt I live,
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T o honor me as thy King,and Souersigne:
And neyther by Treafon nor Hofilitie,
To feeke to put me downe,and reiEnc thy felfe.

Plast. This Oath I willingly take,and will performe.
warw, Long liue King Henry ;: Plantagenet cinbrace
him,

Henry.” And long liue thou, and thefe thy forward

Sonnes.

Plant, Now Zorke and Lancaffer are reconcil'd,

Exete Accurlt bebethat feekes to make them foes.
Senet. Here they come downe,

Plant. Farewell my gracious Lord,Ile to my Cattle,

warw. And lle keepe Landon with my Souldiers.

Norf. And Ito Norfolke with my follower .

Mount. And I vatothe Sea,from whence I came.

Henry. And I with griefe and forrow to the Court.

Enter the Sucene.
Exeter, Heere comes thc Queenc.
Whofe Lookes bewray nerangar:
Ile fteale away.
Henry. Eveterfowill I,
Qsueene. Nay,goenot from me,I will follow thee,
Henry. Bepauent gentle Quecne, and 1 will ftay.
QOweenc. Who can be patent in fuch extreames ¢
Ah wretched man,would I had dy'de 2 Maid ¢
And neuer feene thee,neuer borne thee Soune,
| Secing thou haft prou’d fo vnraturalla Father,
Hath he deferu’d to loofe his Birch-right thus ?
Hadft thou but lou’'d him haife fowell as [,
Or felt that paine which I did for him once,
Or nounifht him,as 1 did with my blood ;
Thou would’t haue left thy deareft heare-blood there,
Rather then hauemade that favage Duke thine i {cite,
And dif-inhented dhine onely Sonne.
Prince Father,you cannot dif-inherite me-
If you be King,why fhonld not I fucceede? :
Hesry. Pardon me Margaret,pardonme fweet Sonne,
The Eatle of Warwich and the Duke enforc’t me.
Luee. Enforc't thee? Art thou King and wilt be fore'e?
I fhame to heare thee fpeake: ah umorous Wretch,
Thou haft vadon . thy fclfe,thy Sonne,and me,
And gw’n vato the Houfe of Yorke fuch head,
As thou fhalt resgne but by their fufferance,
To cotayle him and his Heires vato the Crowne,
What is it,but to make thy Sepulcher,
And creepe into ic farre before thy time ?
Warwsck 1s Chancelor,and the Lord of Callice,
Sterne Falconbridge commands the Narrow Seas,
The Duke is made Proteétor of the Realme,
And yet fhale thou be fafe ? Such fafetic findes
The trembling Lambe,inuironned with \Volues.
Had I beene there,which am a filly Woman,
The Souldiers fhould haue tofs'd me on their Pikes,
Before 1 would haue granted to that Ak
But thou preferr’t thy Life,before thine Honor.
And {eeing thou do’'R,] here diuorce my {clfe,
Both from thy Table Linry,and thy Bed,
Vtill that A& of Patliament be repeal’d,
Whereby my Sonneis dif-inhcritccr.
The Northerne Lords chac haue forfworne thy Colours,
Will follow mine,if once they fec them fpread :
And {pread they fhall be,to thy foule difgrace,
And veter ruine of the Houfe of Yorke.
Thus doe I lcauce thee: Come Sonne, let’s away,
Out Armyis ready ; come,wee'le after them,

|

Hexry. Stay gentle Margeret,and heare me fpeake.
Queene. Thou halt fpoke too muchalready: get thee
one,

B Henry. Gentle Sonnc Edward,thou wilt flagme >
Qmeene. 1,10 be musther'd by his Enemucs.
Primce, \When I recurne with viGtorie tothe ticld,

1le fec your Grace : till then,Ile follow her.
Qucene. Come Sonne away, we may niot linger thus,
Henry. Poore Qucene,

How loue to me, and te her Sonne,

- Hath made her breake out wito termes of Rage,
Reueng’d may fhe be on that batefull Duke,
Whofe haughuc {pirit,winge  with defire,

Will coft my Crowne,and like anempuie Eagle,
Tyre on the flefh of me,and of my Sonne.
The 'offc of thofe three Lords torments my heart :
Iie wiite vnto them, and entreat them faire
Come Confin,you fhall bethe Meflenger.
Exer. And[ 1hope,fhallreconailethemall.  Exie,
FElogrsf, Enter Richard, Edward, and
e onntague.
Richsrd. Brother, though I bee youngeft, give mee

leaue,

Edward, No,1can better play the Orstor,
Mount, But1haue resfons lirong and forceable.

Eater the Dukg of Terk:.

7o ke. Why how now Sonnes,and Brother, st a fhife?

What s your Quarreli? how began it firt?

Edward. No Quarrell,but a flight Contention,

Torke, About wost? .

Rich. About that which concernes your Graceand vs,
The Crowne of England Father,which is yours.

Yorhe. Mine Boy? not till King Henry be dead.

Richard. Your Right depends not on his life,or desth.

Edward Now you are Heire,therefore enioy it now:
By giuing the Houfe of Lancaffer leaue to breathe,
Tc will out-runne you,Father,in the end.

Yorke, 1 tooke an Qath, that hee fhould quietly
reigne,

Edward But fora Kingdome any Oath may.bebrokens

[ T would breakea thoufand Oathes,to reigne one yeere.
\ Fechard. No: God forbid your Grace (hould be for-

fworne,
Yorke. I (hall be,if I clayme by open Warre,

. Richard, lle proue the contrary, if you'le heare mee

cake. '

P Yorks. Thou canft not,Sonne s icis impoffible,

, Richard » An Oath is of no moment,being not tooke
Before a true and lawfull Magiftrace,
That hath auchoritie ouer him that fweares.
Henry had none,but did viurpe the place.
i Then feeing twas he that made youto depofe,
Your Oatb,my Lord, is vaine and friuolous.
Therefore to Armes : and Father doe but thinke,
How {weet a thingitis to weare a Crowne,
W ithin whofe Circult is Elrzsum,
And all that Pqets faine of Bliffe and Toy.
Why doe we linger thes? I canno reft,
Vntill the White Rafe that 1 weare, be dy’de
Euen.jn the luke.warme blood of Henrees hearts,

Yorke, Richard ynough: I willbe King,or dye.
Brotherthou fhalt to Lendon prcfeml(,,

And whet on warwick 1o this Enserprife,

Thog
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Thou Richard {haltto the Duke of Nyrfolkc,~
And cell im privily of ourintent.

You Edward fhall vr:to my Lord Cebbarms,
Withwhom the Keutithmen will willingly rife,
In them I trult: for they are Souldiors,
Wittie,courteous, hiberall full of {piric.

\Vhile you are thusimploy'd, what reteth more ?
But that | {ceke occalion how torife,

And yet the King not privizto my Drift,

Nor any of the Houfc of Lancafer.

Enter Gabreel,

But ftay, what Newes? Why commft thou in fuch
pofte?

Gebriel. The Queene,
With all the Northerne Earles and Lords,
Intend herc to befiege you in your Cattle,
She is hard by.with twentie thoufand men:
And theretore forufie yot t old,my Lord,

Yorke. I,withmySword.
What? think’@t thou,that we feare them ?
Edward and Richard, you (hall fay with me,
My Brother Afountague (hall pofle to London.
Let Noblc irarwicke,(Cobrem and the reft,
Whom we haue letr Protellors of the King,
With powtefull Pollicie Hrengthen themfelues,
And crufl not fimple Henry,nor hus Oathes.

Mosnt. Brother,1goc: e winne them, feare it not,
And thus moft humbly I doe t2l.2 my leaue.

Exit CAMoantagae,

Enter CHMortimer and bis Brother,

Tork, Sit Tohn,and Sit Hugh Mortimer,mine Vickles,

You are come to Sandall tnahappie houre,
The Armiz of the Quecne meane tobehiege vs.

Iohn, Suce fh 1l not neede, wee'le meete her in the
field.

York:. What,with fucthoufand men?

Richard. 1,with fiue hundred,Father for ancede.
A Woman's gencrali:what fhould we feage ?

A March afarre off.

Elrard Ilearetheir Drumies:
Let’s fet onr men trorder,
Andiffuc forth,a1d bid them Pateaile frraighe,

TorkeFive mien o t wenties though the oddes be grea,
I doubr not, Viikle of our Vitorie
Many a Battaile haue I vionne in France,
VWhen as the Enewie hath beene tenne ta one;
Why fhonld [not now haue the Like fuccefle?

Aliium Foxus,

Enter Futlovd, and bis Twtor.

Rutland. Ah whither (hall I fiye to fcape theirhands ?
AhTuzor,locke where bloody Clifford comes.

Enter (Iyford.

Clejord Chaplaineaw.y .thy Pricfthood faues thy life,
A foi tise Bratof thisaccurfed Duke,
Whoie Father (lew my Father he fhall dye.

Twtor. And I, my Lord,will besre him company.

Cifford. Souldiers,away with him,

Twtor. An Chfford;murther not this innocent Child,
, Leaii thou be hated both of God and Man.  Exse.

T be third Part of Hensy the Sixt.

Ciifferd. Hownowt is he dead slreadie 2
Or is it feare,that makes him clofe his eyess
Ile openthem,
Ratland. Solooks the pent-vp Lyon o're the Wietch,
Thac trembles voder his devouring Pawes:
Aud fo he walkes,infulting o’re his Prey,
And fo he comes,to rend his Limbes ajunder,
Ah gentle C/ifford kill me with rhy Sword,
And not with fuch a cruell threatning Looke.

+ Sweet Clifford heare me {peake,betore | dye:

Tam too meane a fubieét for thy Wiath,
Be thou reueng’d on men,and tec me Ine,
Cigford. Invainethou fpeak’ft poore 3oy :
My Fathers blood hath ftopt the patfage
Where thv words thould encer, )
Rutlard, Then let my Fathers blood apen it againe,
He s a waan,and (#fford cope with him.
Clifford. HadTthy Bretiwen Liere, theighues and thine
Were ot reuenge fufficient forme :
No, f [ digg’d vp thy forc-fathers Graues,
And hung theit rotzen Coffins v i Chaynes,
1t could not flake mine ire,nor eafc my heart.
The fight of any of the Houfe of Yurke,
Is as a furie to torment my Soule ;
And till Iroot out their accurfed Line,
And leauc not one aliue, 1 liue inHell.
Thersfure---
Rutland.Oh let me pray Lefore I take my death::
Tothee ] pray;fweet Chiffor d picey me.
Cirford. Suchpitty as my Rapiers paint affords,
Fuidwid, Incucs didtheet aime: why wilt theu flay
me ?
Chford. Thy Fatber bath,
Rutland. Boe'taaserc Lwa, hone,
Thouhaft one Sonne, forbisfale o, i,
Leaft i reucnge diercof ik Gow s 1 it
Hebeasonfcrably fluncas 1,
Ahletmelwem Pofon .l my dayes,
And wheal giue occation of orfence,

Then les me dye,for now thou buft no caufe, .
(Mo d. Wo caufe? thy Father flew my Faher:there-
fore dye.

Rutlzid. Dy faciant lan s fumma fit ofta tua.

Cifford. Pltaienet, 1 come Plantagenes =
And this thy Souues blood ¢leauing to my Blade,
Shail ruft vpon my Weapon,till thy blood
Congeal'd with this,doe make mewipe off both.  Exs.

edlarum. Enter Richond,Duke of Torke.

Yorke The Army of the Q-re2ne hath got the field:
My Vichics buth are flawe, in refeuing me;
Avdalling {oi'o xeis *otiie cager foe
Turne back,and flye,Lik» Ships before the Winde,
Ot Lambes purtu'd by hunger-ftarued Wolues.,

My Sonnes,God knowes what hath bechanced them:
But thius 1 know,they haue demcean’d themfelues
Like men borne to Renowne, by Lifc orDeath,
Three times did Richard mahe a Lane to me,

And thrice cry’de,Courage Father fighticone s
And full as oft came Edwa~d to my fide,

With Purple Faulchion,painied co the Hiis,
Inbiood of thote that had encountred him :

And when the hardyelt Warnors did retyre,
Richod ciy'deCharge,and gieno foot of ground,
Aud uy'de,A Crevine or clie a glotious Tombe,
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. ii. 38- -1
504

. 1v. 16




T be third Part of Henry the Sixt.

I

A Scepter,aran Eatthly Sepulchre.

Wit‘:!:hit,\g: charg'd sgaine : buc outalas,

We bodg'd againe, as 1 haue feene a Swan

With bootlei%c labour {wimme agsinft the Tyde,
And fpend her ftrength with eyer-matching Waues,
A [bors Alaram withis.
Ah hearke,the fatall followers doe purfue,

And ] am faint,and cannot flye their furie:

And were [ ftrong,T would not thunue their furie,
The Sands are numbred,that makes vp my Life,-
Here muft ] flay and here my Life muft end,

Enter the Qucene Clifford;Novsbumbgriand,
the young Prince awd Semidiers.

Come bloody Clifferd, rbugh Northamberiond,
I dare your quenchleffe fune to morc rage ;
I am your Sut,and [ abide yout Shot.
Northuwmb. Yeeld to our mercy,proud Plantagemes,
Clsfford. 1.tofuchmercy,ashis ruthlefe Arme
With downe-right payment, (hew'd vito ity Father,
Now Plaetoa hath tumbled from his Carse,
And made an Euening at the Noone-tide Prick.
Yorke. My afhes,as the Pheenix,may bring forch
A Bird,thae will reuenge vpom youall :
And in that hope,I throw mine eyes to Heauen,
Scotning what ere you can affh& me with,
Why come you not ? what,multitudes,and feare ¢
Cliff. So Cowards fight,when they can fiye no further,
S5 Doues doe peck the Faulconsﬂficrcing Tallons,
So defperate Theeuesall hopelefle of their Liues,
Breathe out Inue&@iues ‘gainft the Officers.
Yorke. Gh (Tifford, but bechinke thee once againe,
' And in thy thought ore-run my former ume :
Aad of thou canit,for bluthing, view this face,
And bite thy tongue,that flanders him with Cowardice,
Whofe frowne hath made thee fainc and flye ere this,
Chfford. 1 will nocbandie wish thee word for word,
Bue bucklos withthee blowes twice two for one.,
Qurene. Hold valiane Cisfford, for s thoufand caufes
I would prolong a while the Traysors Life:
Wrath makes hit deafe; fpeake thou Nerthamber lond.
Nortbowb Hold lemjfdoe not honor him fe much,
To prick thy fiager,though to wound his heare, -
What valour were it,when s Curre doth grinne,
When be might (pur ik b P s
i im with bis Foot away ?
Itis Warres prise go ke all V v
fenoe co one,is ne I of Valowr, °
1, 1, fo Rrives the Weoadcocke with the

W'M deth the Conals nggie in the

| Tork, So criumph Theeves their conquer’d Boot
$o True men yeeld wich s,fo o're-t:guchx. . ik
| Nurshowd. What wowld yous Grace haue done vnto
him now ? !

Qusene. Brane Waitiors,Clifferd and Northumberland,
Come make him fRand vpon this Mole-hill here,
That raught at Mouataines wich out-(resched Armcs,
Yetparted but the fhadow with his Hand,
What,was it you that would be Englands King ?
Was't you shat reuell’d ir our Pacliament,
Andmade a Preachment of your high Defcent ?
Where are your Mefle of Sonnes,to back you now
The wanton Edward,and the luftie Ovorge ?

?

l

And where's that vatianc Crogk-back Prodigie,
Dickie,your Boychat with his grumbling voyce
Was wont to cheare his Dad in Mutinies ?
Or with the reft,where is your Darling, Rurlend ?
Looke Zorke,I ayn'd this Nepkin wich the biood
That valiant Clifford, with his Kapicrs point,
Made iflue from the Bofome of the Boy:
And if thine eycs can water for hus death,
I giucthee this to drie thy Checkes withall.
Alas poore Yorke, but that 1 hate thee deadly,
T {hould la nent thy mifzrabic Rare.
1 prythee gricue,to inake a:e merry, Torke.
What,haeh thy fierie heart fo parche thine eatrayles,
That not a Teare can fall,for Ratlands death ?
Why art thou patient,man?? thou fhould’fR be mad:
And J,to make thee mad,doc mock thee thuy.
Stampe,raue,and fret,that I may (ing and dance,
Thou would'ft be fee’d,l fee,to make me fpoic
Yorke cannot fpeake,valefle he weare a Crowne.
A Crowne for Yorke ; and Lords,bow lowe to him :
Hold you his hands,whileft I doe (et it on,
I'marry Sir,row lookes he like a King :
I,this s he that tooke King Hemrees Chaire,
And thisis he was huis adopted Heire.
Buc how is it,that great Plantagenes
Iscrown’d fo foonz and broke his folemne Oath 2
As | bethinkeme you fhould not be King,
Tiil our King Hesry had fhacke hands with Death.
And will you pale your head in Eenries Glory,
Androb his Temples of the Dizdeme,
Now in lus Life,againft your holy Qach ?
Oh'us afavle coo too vapardonable,
| Qff with the Crowne;and with the Crowne,his Head,
And whileft we breathe,takctime to doe him dead.
Clifford. That is my Office, for my Fachers fake.
Queene. May fay, lets heare the Orizons hee
makes.
Yorke, Shce-Wolfe of France,
But worfe then Wolues of France,
Whofe Tongue more poyfons then the Adders Tooth ;
How ill-beiceming is it inthy Sex,
To triumph like an Amazonian Trull,
Vpon their Wors,whom Fortune captiuates ¢
Buc that thy Face is Vizard-like,vnchangung,
Madcimpudent with vfe of cuill deedes.
I wouldaffay,prowd Quecne,to make thee blufh.
To tell thee whence thou cam'R},of whom deniu’d,
Were fhame enough, to thame thee,
Werethounot {hameleffe,
Thy Fatherbeares the type of King of Naples,
Of both the Sicils,and Ierufalem,
Yet not fowealthie 85 a0 Englith Yeoman,
Hach that poore Monarch taught thee td infult #
Itneedes not,nor st bootes thee not,prowd Queene,
Valefc the Adage muft be verify'd, .
That Beggers mounted,runne their Horfe to death,
"Tis Beautie that doth oft make Women prowd,
But God he knowes,thy fhare thereof is fmall.
"Tis Vertue,that doth make them moft admir'd,
The contrary,doth make thee wondred at,
"Tis Gouernment that makes them feeme Divine,
The want thereof,makes thee abhominable.
Thou art as oppofite to euery good,
As the Antipodes are vncovs,
Or as the South to the Seprentriow.
Oh Tygres Heart,wrape in a Womass Hide,

.
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To bid the Father wipe his eyes withall,
And yee be feene to beare a Womans face ?
Women are foft,milde, pitcifull,and fAexible;
Thou.lterne,obdurate,fintie,rough,cemorfeleffe.
Bidit thou me rage? why now thou hat thy wifh.,
Would 't hane me weepe? why now thou haft thy will.
For raging Wind blowes vp inceffant fhowers,
And when che Rage allayes,the Raine begins,
Thefe Teares are my {weet Rurlands Obfequies,
And euery drop crycs vengeance for his death,
"Gamft thee feli Clifford, and thee falfc French-woman,
Northumb. B:(hrew me,but his paffions moues me fo,
Thathardly canl check my eyes from Teares,
Yorke. That Face of his,
The hungry Camballs wonid not haue touchr,
Would not haue ftayn'd with blood:
But you are more ishumane,more inesorable,
Ob,tenne times more then Tygers of Hyrcama
See,ruthlefle Queenc,a haplefle Fathers Teares:
This Cloth thoudipd’ftin blood of avy fweet Bor,
And ] wi:hTeares doe walh the blood awav,
Keepe thou the Napkin,and goe boalt of this,
And if thou tell'ft the heauvie florerighe,
Vpon my Soule,the hearers will fhed Teares:
Yea,euen my Foes will fhed taft-talling Teares,
And fay,Alas, it was a pittious deed,
There,take the Crowne,and with the Crowne,my Curle,
And 1n thy need,fuch comfort come tothee,
Asnbéw I reape 2t thy too cruell hand.
Hard-hearted C/ fford take me from the World,
My Soule to Heauen,my Blood vpon your Heads.
Northumb Had he been {laughter-man to all my Kinne,
1 thould not for my Life buc weepe with him,
Ta fee ho'w inly Sorrow gripes his Soule.
Queen, \What,weeping ripe,my Lord Nerthumberland ?
Thinke but vpon the wrong hedid vs all,
And that will quickly dric thy melting Teares,
Chifford. Heere's for my Oath, heere’s for my Fathers
Death.
QOweene. And heere’s to right our gentle-hearted
ing.
¥ Y%rk_e. Open thy Gate of Mercy, gracious God,
"My Soule flycs through thefe wounds, to fecke our thee.
Oueene. Off withlus Head,and fev it on Yorke Gates,
So Yorke may oucr-looke the Towne of Yorke,
Floursh. Ext.

A March, Enter Edward, Richard,

and their power,

Edward. 1 wonder how our Princely Father fcap'e
Or whether he be fcaptaway,orno,
From Cliffords and Northwmberlands purfuic ?
Had he beenta’ne,we fhould haue heard the newes;
Had he beene (laine,we (hould haue heard the newes:
Or had he fcap’t.me thinkes we fhould haue heard
The happy udings of his good efeape.
How fares my Brother? why ishe fo fad?

Richard. 1cannotioy,vatill I berefolu’d

Where our right valiant Fatheris become.
I faw him in the Bauaile range aboue,
And watcht him how he fingled Clrfferd forth,
Methought he bore himin the thicke®t troupe,
As doth 3 LyoninaHeard of Neat,
Or as a Beare encompafs’d round with Dogges :

How could'ft thou drayne the Life-blood of the Child, -

The third Part of Henry the Sixt.

Who hauing pincht a few,and made tbém—c_ry
The re@ Rand all aloofe,and barke at him, =
So far'd our Father with his Enemies,
So fled his Enemies my Warlike Father:
Me thinkes 'tis prize enough tobe his Sonne.
Sce how the Morning opes her golden Gates,
And takes her farwell of the glorious Sunne,
How well refembles it the prune of Youth,
Trimm'd Iike a Yonker, prauncing to his Loue ?
Ed, Dazleminecyes,ordoe [ fee three Sunnes ?
Rich.Three glorious Sunnes,eachone a perfe& Sunne
Not feperated with the racking Clouds, ?
But feuer’d in a pale cleare-(hining Skye,
See fee,they ioyne,embrace,and {ecme to kifTr
Asif they vow'd fome League inuolable,
Now are they but one Lampe,one Light,one Sunne:
In this,che Heauen figures fome euent.
Edward. ’['s v.ondrous {trange,
The like yet never heard of.
Tthinke it cites vs{Brother)to the field,
That wee the Sonncs of braue Plantagenes,
Each onealreadie blazing by our meedes,
Should notwithftanding 1oyne our Lights together,
And oucr-fhine the Earch,as this the World,
What ere 1t bodes, hence-forward will ] beare
Vpon my Targuet three faire fhining Sunnes,
Richard. Nay.beare three Davghters:
Byyourleaue, 1 fpeake ic,
Youlouethe Breeder better then the Male,

g

Enter one 6[om'ng.

But what are thou,whofc heauie Lookes fore-tell
Some dreadfull Rory hanging on thy Tongue ¢
Meff. Ab,onethat was a wofull looker on,
When as the Noble Duke of Yorke was flaine,
Your Princely Father,and my louing Lotd,
Edward. Oh {peake no more, for I haue beard too
much,
Rechard, Sy how he dy'de,for I will heare it all,
Meff. Eouironed he was with many foes,
And ftood againft them, as the hope of Troy
Againfl the Greekes,that would haue entred Troy,
But Hercules himfelfe muft yeeld to oddes:
Aud many fRroakes,though withahirtle Axe,
Hewes downe and fells the hardeft-tymber’d Ouke,
By many hands your Father was (ubdu'd,
Bat onely flaught’rod by the irefull Arme
Of yn-relenting (‘Ixﬁ'orj,'and the Queene:
Who crown®d the gracious Duke yo high defpighe,
Laugh’d in his face : snd when with griefe he wepe,
The ruthlefle Queene gaue him,to dry his Cheekes,
A Napkin,fteeped inthe narmelefle blood
Of {weet young Rutland,by rough Clifferd flaine :
And after many fcorues, many foule raunts,
They tooke his Head,snd on the Gates of Yorke
They fet the fame,and there st doth remaine,
The faddet (peQacle thatere I view'd.
Edward.SweetDuke of Yorke,our Prop to leane vpon,
Now thou ate gone,wee haue no Staffe,no Stay.
Oh Clifford,boyit'rous c/tfford chou hatt {laine
The fl wre of Furope for his Cheunlrie,
» And trecheroufly bat thou vanquitht him,
'\ For hand te hand he wor 1d haue vanquilhe thee.
Now my Soules Pull ce1sbecomea Prifon:
‘ Ah,would {he breake from hence, that this my body
Mighe |
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Mightinthe ground be clofed vp inseft :

For neuet henceforth fhall L ioy againe:

Neuer, oh neuer fhall I fee more ioy.

Rich. I cannot weepe: for all my bodies moyfuré
*Scarfe ferues to quench my Furnace-burning hare :

Nor can my tongue vnloade my heares great busthea,
For felfe-fame winde that I fhould {peake withall,

Is kindling cosles that fires all my breft,

And burnes me vp with flames, that tears would quench,
To weepe, it to make leffe the depth of greefe:

' Tesres then for Babes; Blowes,and Reuenge for mee.
Richard, ] beare thy name, Ile venge thy death,

Or dye renowned by atcempting 1,

Ed. His name thae valiant Duake hath left with thee:
His Dukedome, and his Chaire with mé is left.

Rich. Nay,ifthoube that Princely Eagles Bird,
Shew thy deicent by gazing "gainft the Sunnc: :
For Chaire and Dukedome, Throne and Kingdome fay,
Either chat isthine, or elfe thou wer't nothis.

March. Enter Warwicke,Mar queffle Mowntacute,
and ther Arwsy.
warwicks Hovinow faire Locds 2 What faire? What
newes abroad?
Ruch, Great Lord of Warwicke,if we fhould tecompt
Our balefull newes, and at each words delicrance
Stab Poniards in our flefh, till all were told,
The words would adée mere anguifh then the wounds,
O valiant Lord,the Duke of Yorke s {laine,
Edw, O Warwicke, Warwicke, that Plantagese:
Which held thee deetely, as his Soules Redempcion,
Is by the ferne Lord Clrfferd doneto death.
War. Tendayesago, [ drown d thefe newesin tcates,

And now to adde more meafure to your woes,
Ic ome to tell youthings fith then befalne.
After thebloody Fray at Wakefield foughe,
Where your braue Fatlier breath’d his latcit gaspe,
Tydings, as (wifily as the Poftes could runne,
VY cre brought me of your Lofie, and his Depare.
I thenin London, keeper of the King,
Mufter'd my Soldiers, gachered flackes of Friends,
Marcht toward S. Albons,to intercepr the Queene,
Bearing the King in my behalfe along :
For by my Scouts, 1 was 2duertif.d
That {ive was comming with a full intent
To dafh our late Deeree in Patliament,
Touching King Henries Oath,and your Succefsion :
Short Tale to make, weat S, Albons met,
Qur Bactailes ioyn’d, and both fides fiercely foughe s
But whether "swas the coldneffe of the King,
Who loek’d full gently on his warlike Queeoe,
That robb'd my Soldicrs of their heated Spleene,
Or whether "twas report of her fuccefle,
Ox more then common feare of Clsffords Rigour,
Who thunders to his Captives,Blood snd Death,
I cannot judge : bus to conclude with truth,
Their Wespons like to Lightning, cameand went :
Gur Sounldiers like the Night.Owles lazic flighr,
Or like a lazie Threfher with a Flaile,
Fell gently downe,asif they ftrucke their Friends,
1cheerdthem vp withiuitice of our Caufe,
‘With promife of high pay,and great Rewards:
Butsllin vaine, they had noheact to fight, -
And we (in them) no hope to win the day,
Sothat we fled :the King vato the Qyeene,
l Lord Grorge, your Brother, Norfolke, and sy Selfe,

Inhatle, pott hafte, are come to ioyne with you: 4
For in the Marches heere we heard you were,
Making another Head, to fight againe,
Ed.Where is the Duke ot Norfolke,gentie Warwich
And when came George from Burgundy to Fagland?
war. Some fix miles off the Dake is with the Soldiers,
And for your Brother he was lately fent
From your kinde Aunt Dutcheffe of Burguadie,
With ayde of Souldiers to this needfull Warre.
Kich, Twas oddes belike,whea valiant Warwick fled;
Oft haue T heard his praifes in Parfuite,
But ne’re till now, bis Scandall of Retire.
war. Notnow my Scandill Richard,doft thouhear:
For thou fhalt know this ftrong right hand of rmne,
Can plucke the Diadem from faint Hewrses head,
And wring the awefull Sceprer from his Fift,
Were he as famous, and as bold in Warre,
As heis fam'd for Mildnefle, Peace,and Prayer.
Rich. 1know it well Lord Warwick,blame menot,
*Tis loue I beare thy glories makeme fpeake :
But in this troublous time, what’s tobe done ¢
Shall we go throw ayvay our Coates of Steele,
And wrap our bodi¢s in blacke mourning Gownes, %
Numb’ring our Aue-Maries with our Beads ? )
Ot fhall we on the Helmets of our Foes ¢
Tell our Deuotion with reuengefull Armes ? I
1fforthelaft, fay 1, and o it Lords, .
War, Why +herefore Warwick came to feck youtomh;
And therefore comes my Brother diommiagse . S
Ateend me Lozds, the proud infultiog Queene, ‘
With Clifford, and the haught Northamberland,
And of their Feather, many moe proud Birds,
Haue wrought the eafie-melting King, ke Wax,
He fwore confent to yout Succeffion,
His Oath enrolled in the Parliament,
Andnow to Londonall the crew are gone,
To fruftrate both his Oath,and whacbefids
May make againft the houfe of Lancafter.
Their power (1 thinke)is thirty thoufand firong :
Now, if the helpe of Norfolke,and my felfe,
With all the Friends that thou braue Earle of March,
Among't the louning Welthmen can' procure,
Will but amount to fiue and twenty thoufand,
\Why Via, to London will we march,
And once againe, beBride ont foaming Steeds,
And once againe cry Charge vpon our Foss,
But ncuer once againe turne backe and flye.
Rich. T,now me thioks I hearc great Warwick fpealgy
Nec’re may he liue tofee a Sun.fhine day,

Thatcries Retire, if Warwicke bid him (ay. :
Ed. Lord Warwicke, on thy fhoulder will 1leane,
And when thou fallt(as God forbid the house) :

Mut Edward fall, which perill heauen forefend,
war, No longer Earle of March,but Duke of Yorket
The next degree,is Englands Royall Throne::
For King of England fhalt thou be praclain'd
In euery Burrough as we pafie along, “
And he that throwes not vp bis csp forioy,. .
Shall for the Faule make forfeit of ra'u beads - 2t
King Edward, valiant Richard Mowntagse s '
Stay weno longet, dreaming of Renowne,
Buc found the Trumpets,and about our Taske.
Rech. Then cmff:d, werethy heart as lwrd o8 Steelg,
As thouha@ fhewne it flintie by thy deeds, - -,
1 cometo pierceir, or to gine thee mine, -

£d.Then Qsike vp Drums,God and § Georgs for vs. -

P War (-
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Enter ¢ Meffenger,
1ar. Hownow? whatnewes ¢
Mef. The Duke of Nosfolke feuds you word by me,
The Queenc is comming with a puiffant Hosft,
And craues your company.fos fpeedy counfell.
Har. Why thenit {ores, braue Warriors let’s away,
Exexnt Onsues.

Flowrshy  Emter the King tbe Ducene, Clifford, Nortbum-
andTong Prince, with Dramme and
Trampertes.

s, Welcome my Lord,to this braue town of Yorke,
Yonders the head of that Arch-enemy,
Thatfeughtro beincompaft with your Crowne,
Dothnot the obieét cheere your heart,my Lord.

K. I,astherockes cheaze them thak feare their wrack,
. To fec this fight,icirkes my very foule :
| Wirh-hold revenge (deere God) 'tis not my fault,
: Nor wittingly haue Iinfring’d my Vew,
CLf. My gracious Liege, this too much lenity
And harmtull picty muft belayd afide :
To whom do Lyons caft theis ?cmlc Lookes ¢
Not tc the Beaft, that would viurpe their Den,
Whofe hand is that the Forreft Beure dothlicke?
. Nothis that fpoyles her yong before her face.
W ho feapes tae luthing Serpents moresll fting 2
Not he that fets his foot vpon her backe,
The fmalleft Worme will turne, being troden on,
AndDoues will peckein fafegard ol therr Bicod,
Amoitious Yorke, did lenc'l ac tiry Ciowne,
Thou fmiling, while he knithis angiy Lrowes,
He but 1y Duke, would haue bis Sonne 2 King,
And mife husiffue like a louing Sice,
Thoubeirg 2 King, bleft with a gnodly fonne,
Did’Rt yecld confent to difinberic hum :
Which argued thee a moit vnlouing Father,
Vareafonable Creatures feed their young,
And though mans face be fearefull to thicir eyes,
Yetinrroteciion of their tender ones,
Who hathnot teene them cuen with thofc wings,
Which {ometime they have vs'¢ with fearfull . ghe,
Make wacre with him that climb d vnto their neft,
Oferingtiieirowne hues intheir yongs defence?
For (hame,my Liege. make them your Prefident -
Were it noz pitty that this goodly Bey
Shouidloofe his Birth-righe by hie Fathers faule,
And long heereaftes (ay vita tits childe,
Vhatuny great Grandiad. 2, and Grandlire got,
My catciefTe Facher fondly gaue away,
AP, what a (hame were this? Looke onthe Boy,
Anglettus manly face, which pramifeth
Succeffefull Fortune feete thy niclting hearr,
Toho! | thine owne,and leaue thine owne withhim.
Kmg. Full well hath Clifferd plaid the Oratos,
Inferiing arguments of mighty torce -
But ChZrdrell me, did & thouneuer heare.
That things)ll gor,had euer bad fucceffe.
A~dhappy aiwayes was it for that Sonae,
Whofe Facher fer hishoording went to Liell :
Iie leaue my Sonne my Vertuous deeds behinde,
And would my Facher had left me no mote ¢
For allthe reftisheld ac fuchaRacs,
Asbungs athoul=nd foldinore cazeto keepe,
Tiien 10 pofleflion any 10t o pleatire.
Ah Cofin Y orke, would thy beft Friends Jid know,

How it doth greeue me that thy head is heere.
Qu.My Lord cheere vp your {pirits,our foesarenye,
And this ioft courage makes your Followers faint ;
You promift Karghthood to our forward fonne,
P Virtheath your {ward,and dub him prefently.
Edward kacele downe,
Kog. Edward Plantagenst, arife 3 Knighe,
And learnz this Leffon: Draw thy Sword s night,
Pris, My gracious Fatlier,by vour Kingly leaue,
1le draw it as Apparantto the Crowne,
Andia thac quarrell,vferctothe dearh,
Cif. Why thatus fpokenlike at-wird Prince,

Enter a Meffonger.

Mefl. Royall Commanders, be in readinefle,
For witha Ba:d of thirty thoufand men,
Comes Warwichebacking of the Duke of Yorke,
Andinthe Towres as they do march along,
Proclaimes him King, ard many flye to him,
Darra:gne your bartell,tur they ace 3t hand,

clif. Twould your Highneff» wouid depart th_c field,
The Queene hath beft fuccelle when youare abfent.

Ox. 1good my Lord,andleaue vs to our Forwune,

Kimg. W\ hy,that’'smy fortune too,therefore Ji- flay.

North, Beitwithrefolution then to fight.

Pris. My Royall Father,cheere thefe Noble Lords,
And hearten thofe that fiphtin your defences
Vatheath your Sword,good Father: Cry $.George.

Maoch. Ever Edvard Warwicke, Richard Clarense,
Norfolle, Aloantague,and Soldsers.

Edw Now periur'd Ienry, wil: thou kneel for gracc?

And fecchy Diademvpon my head?

Or bide the morta!! Fortune of the field.

‘ v Gorate thy Mintons, proud infulting Boy,
Becomes it thes te be thus bold intermes,

Betu et! y Soueragne,and thy lawfull King ?

&4 1ambisKing,and he fhould bow his knee :
I was adopted Hzire by hie conlent.

Cls. Sincewhen,his Oath s broke: foras T heare,
You thatare King, though he do weare the Crowne,
Have <aus'd him by new A&t of Parliament,

Tob'ot out me,and put his onne Sonne in.

C’f. And resfontco,

\ no thould fucceede the Father, but the Sonne,

Rich, Areyouihere Butcher? O,l esntot fpeake.

Cif. 1 Crooke-back,here 1 Rand to aufwe: thee,
Ot 30y he,the proudeft of chy fort, ,

Rich, Twas yeuthatkil’d yong Putland,was it not?

(#f. 1,and old Yorke,and - -t not fatisfied,

Rich For Gods fakeLorids e fignall to the fight.

i, Whatfay & chiou Henry, ‘

Vil thonyeeid the Crowne? (you fpeak?

Ox. Why how now long-tongu'd Warwicke, d...e
Whenyouand I, met at S.eaqlbons lalk,

Yout legges did better feruice then your hands,

War, Then twas my turne to y, and now "tis thine :

Clif. Youfaid fo much before,and yet you fled.

war. "Twas not yout valor Clrfferd droue me thence,

Nor No,nor your manhood thandurft make youflay.

Rilr, Norzhumberland,l hold thee reuerent's
Breake off the parley for fcaste I can refraine
The execution of my big-fwolne heare
Vpou that Cirflord,that craell Child. b iller

C'f. 1iiew thy Father,cal'tt th.ou bun a Child ?

Lo
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Rick, 1like a Datard,and & treacherous Coward,
As thou didd’tt kill oor tender Brother Rutland,
But ere Sunfet,1le make thee curfe the deed.
Kmz. Haue done with words (my Lotds)and heate
me {peake. .
Own. Defie themthen,or elshold clofe thy lips.
Kmg. 1prythee giueno limits tomy Tongue,
IamaKing,and priuiledg'dto fpeake,
Clif My Liege,the wound that bred this meeting here,
Cannot be cur'd by Words,therefore be hll,
Rich. Then Executioner vofheath thy fword s
By him that made vsall, I am refolu’d,
That Ciifords Manhood,lyes vpon his rongue.
Ed. Say Henry,(hall I haue my right,or no:
A thoufand men haue broke their Faits to day,
That ne’re thall dine, vnleffe thob yeeld the Crowne,
War. 1f thou deny,their Blood vpen thy head,
For Yorke in iuftice put’s his Armoz1 on.
Pr.Ed. 1fthatberight,which Warwick {aiesisrighe,
There is no vvrong,buc euery ching isright.
war. Who euer got thee,there thy Mother flands,
For well Ivvet.thou haft thy Mothers tongue.
On. Bueethonareneyther like thy Sirenot Damme,
But like a foule mifhapen Sty gmaticke,
Mark’d by the Deftinies tobe auoided,
As v=nome Toades, ot Lizards dreadfull Rings.
Rech. 1ronefNaples,hid with Englifh gile,
Whofe Father beares the Title of aKing,
(Asifa Channell fhould be call d the Sea)
Sham } thou not, knowing whence thou art extraughe,
To let thy tongue dete& thy bafe-borne heare.
éd. A wipcoftraw were worth a thoufand Crowns,
To make this fiameleffe Callet know her felfe :
Hlelen of Greece was fayrer farre then thou,
Although thy Husband may be Aenelans ;
And ne’re was Agamemnans Brother wrong’d
By that falfe Womaa,as this King by thee,
His Father reuel’d inche heart of France,
And tam’d the King,and made the Dolphin ftoope::
And had he match’d according to his State,
He might haue kept that glory to this day.
But when he tooke abegger to his bed,
Aud grac’d thy poore Sire with his Bridall day,
Euen thea thae Sun_fhine brew’d a fhowre forhim,
That wa(ht his Fathers fortunes forth of France,
And hieap’d (edition on his Crowneat home :
For what hath broaclh’d this tumule but thy Pride?
Had'ft thou bene meeke,our Title fill had flepe,
And we in pitty of the Gentle King,
Had flipt our Claime, vnrill another Age, .
Cla.But when we faw, our Sun(hine made thy Spring,
And that thy Summer bred vs no increafe,
We fecthe Axe to thewfurping Roote :
And though che edge hath fomething hit our felues,
Yet know thou, fince we haue begunrto ftrike,
Wee'l neucr Jeaue, tl} we haue hewne thee downe,
Or bath’d thy growing with our heated bloods.
Edw. Audanthistefoluuon, I defiesie,
Notwilling any longer Conference,

/] Since chou denicd’t the genile King to fpeake,
Sound Trumpets, let vur blcody Colours waue,

And either ¥iQorie, or cifc a Graue.
Su, Stay Edward,
Ed.: No wrangling Woman, wee'l no longer ftay,
Thefe words will coft ten thoufand liues shis day.
Exeunt ommwess ”

155
e e bt <o,
Alarum, Excarfions, Exter 15 arwicke.

Har. Fere-fpent with Toile, as Ruouers with a Race,
T1ay me downe alittie while to breath
For ftrokes receiu’d,and many blowes repaid,
Haue robb’d my firong ke finewes of their firength,
And (pight of {pight, needs muft [ refta-while,

Ewter Edwardvunring,

Ed. Smile gentle heauen, or flnike vogentle death,
For this world frownes, and Edwards Sunne is clowded.

war, How now my Lord, what happe> whathopeof}
good?

Enter Clarence. .

Cl4, Outhap isloffe, our hope but fad difpaire,
Our rankes are broke, and ruine followes vs,
W hat coun{aile giue you? whether thall we flye?

Ed. Bootlefleis flighe, they follow vs with Wings,
And weake we are,and cannot fhun putfuice,

Enter Richard.
Rich, Ah Warwicke,why halty withdrawn thy felfe?
Thy Brothers bload the thirfty carth hath drunk,
Broach'd with the Steely point of C/ifords Launce
And inthe very pangs of death, he cryde,
‘ Liketo a difmall Clangor heard from farre, r
Warwicke, reuenge: Erother,reuenge my death,
Sovnderneachithe belly of thetr Stzeds,
That Qain’d their Fetlockes in his finoaking blood,
The Noble Gentleman gaue vp the ghoft,
war. Thenletcthe earthbe drunken with our blood:
ekl my Horfe,becaule I wiil not flye:
Why fand we Like foft-hearted women heere,
Wayling our loffes,whiles the Foe doth Rage,
Andlooke vpon, as it the Tragedie
Were plaid mnieft, by countertetting Altors,
Heere on mv knce, 1 vow to God aboue,
Ile neuer pawf{e againe, neuer ftand #ill, i
Till eicher death hath clos’d thefe eyes of mine,
Or Fortune gruen me meafure of Reuenge.
Ed., Oh Warwicke, I do bend my knee with thine,
And n this vow do chaine my [oule ro thine :
And ere my knee rife from the Earths celd face,
1throw my hands, mine eyes, my heartto thee,
Thou fetter vp, and plucker downe of Kings:
Befeeching thee (if with thy will it flands)
That to my Foes this body muftbe prey,
Yet that thy brazen gates of heauen may ope,
And giue fweet paffage to my finfall foule,
Now Lords, take leauc vntill we meete againe,
Where creit be, in heauen, ot in earch,
Ruch. Brother,
Giue me thy hand, and gentle Warwicke,
Let meimbrace thee inmy weary armes
Ithat did neuer weepe, now meltwith wo,
That Winter fhould cut off our Spring-timefo.
War. Away,away: . N
Oacemore fweet Lords farwell.
Cla. Yetletvsaltogether to our Troopes,
And giue them leaue oo flye, thav will not RRay:
And call them Pillars that will ftand tovs -
And if we thriue, promife them fuch rewards |
As Vi&ors weare at the Olympian Games. T
Thismay plant courage in their quailing breafts,
For yetishope of Lite and ViQory s
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‘Foreflow nolonger, make we hence amaine. ~ Exewne ‘
Excwrfions. Enter Richard and Clifford.
Rich, Now Cisfford,] haue fingled thee alone,
Suppofe this arme is for the Duke of Yorke,
And'this for Rutland, both bound to reuenge,
Wer't thou inuiron’d with a Brazen wall,
clif, Now Richard,] am with thee heereslone,
This s che hand thac ftabb’d thy Facher Yorke, .
And this the hand,that {lew thy Brother Rutland,
Andhere’sthe heart, chat riumphs in their death,
And cheeres thefe hands, that flew thy Sire and Brotlter,
L To execute the like vpon thy felfe,
And fo haueatthee.
They Fight arwicke comes, Clifford flies.
Rich. Nay Warwicke,fingle out fome other Chace,
For I my {elte will hunt this Wolfeto death.  Exewnt.

oAlarum. Ester King Hewry alows.
Hen, This battell fares like to the mornings Warre,

When dying clouds contend, with growing light,
What tunc the Shepheard blowing of his nailes,
Can neither call it perfe& day, nor night,

Now {w:yzs it this way, likea Mighty Sea,
Fore’d by the Tide, to combat with the Windes
Now fwayes it that way, like the felfe-{ame Sea,
Forc’d toretyre by furie of the Winde.
Sometime, the Flood preuailes; and than the Winde :
Now,one the better : then,another beft;

Both tugging to be Vi&ors, breft to breft.

Yet neither Conqueror, nor Conquered,

Sais the equall poife of this fell Warre.

Heere on this Mole-hill will I it me downe,

To whom God will,there be the Victorie:

For (Margaret my Queene,and Cli/ford too

Haue chid me from the Bactell : Swearing both,
They profper beft of all when I am thence.
Would I were dead, if Gods good will were fo;
For what i in this world, buc Greefe and Woe.
Oh God: methinkes it were a happy life,

To be o better then s homely Swaie,
Tofitvponahill,asI donow,

To carue out Dialls queintly,point by point,
Thereby to fee the Minutes how they runne :
How many makes the Houre full compleate,
How many Houres brings about the Day,

How many Dayes will fiifhi vp the Yeare,

How mary Y eares,a Mortall man may live,
Whenthisis knowne,thento dinidethe Times:
S5 many Houres, muft I tendmy Flocke ;

So many Houres, muft I tahe my Reft:

S5 many Houres, muft I Contemplare

So many Houres, muft I Sportmy felte:

Somany Dayes, my Eweshaue benewithyong:
So many weckes, ere the poore Fooles will Lane:
Somauny yeates, ere I (hall theerc the Fleece :

So Minutes Houres,Dayes, Monthes,and Yeares,
Paft ouer tothe end they were created,

Would bring white haires, vn* > a Quict graue,
Ah! what a life were chis? How fweet? how louely ?
Giues not the Hawthorne bufh a fweeter fhade
To Shepheards. looking on their filly Sheepe,

Then doth arich Imbroider’d Canopie
ToKings, that fearetheir Subiets treachetic ?
Oh yés, it doth; a thoufand fold it duth.

Andco conclude, the Shepherds honiely Curds,

{
|
|
!
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His cold thinne drinke out ot his Leather Bottle.
His wonted {leepe, vnder s fre(h trees fhade, ’
All which [ecure, and fweetly he enioyes,
Isfarre beyond a Princes Delicates :

His Viands {parkling 1n a Golden Cup,
Hisbodie couched 1n a curious bed,

When Care, Miftruft, and Treafon waits on him,

Alerum. Emter a Somne shat bath kylld bis Fahey
onedoore : and a Fasher that barh kill dbsie Semne o .’:
ther deers. ;

Son. 1l blowes the winde that profits no body
This roan whom hand to hand I flew in fighe, '
May be poflefled with fome ftore of Crownes
And I that (haply) take them from him now, ’

May yet (crenight) yeeld both my Life and them
To (ome man cite, as this dead man doth me.
Who's this? Oh God! (tis my Fathers face,
Whom in this Confli&t,] (vnwares)haue kill'd :
Oh heauy times! begetting fuch Euents,
From London, by the King was I pref forch,
My Father being the Earle of Warwickes man,
Came on the part of Yorke, preft by his Mafter ;
And I, who athis hands receiu’d my life,
Haueby my hands,of Li‘e Lercaued him,
Pardon me God, 1 knew not what [ did :
And pardon Father, for I knew not thee.
My Teares thall wipe away tnefe bloody markes :
Andnomore words, till they haue low’d their fill,
King. O pitteous fpectacle! O bloody Times!
Whiles Lyons Warre,and batcaile for their Denes,
Poore harmlcfle Lambes abide their enmity.
Weepe wretched man : Ile ayde thee Teare for Teare,
Andletour heares and (yes, like Ciugll Warre,
Be blinde with teaies,and break ore-charg’d with griefe
Enter Father bearing of bss Soume,
Fa. Thouthat fo Routly hath refified me,
Ciue me thy Gold, 1if thou haft any Gold :
For I haue bought 1t with an hundred blowes,
Butlet me fee: Is thus our Foc-mans face ?
Ah,no,00,n0, 1t s mine onely Sonne.
Ah Loy, il any hife be leftin thee,
Throw vp thine eye :fee, fee, what fhowres arife,
Blowne with the windre Tempeft of my heart,
Vpon thy wounds, that killes mine Eye,and Heart,
O pitty God,this miferable Age!
What Stragems? hew fel!? how Buccherlyp
Erreoneous, mutinous, and vonaturall,
This deadly quarrcll daiiy dotb beger ?
O Boy! thy Father gaue thee hte too foone,
And bath berefeehee ofthy hifetoo late,

King.\Wo aboue wo:greefe,more thé common greefe

O that my deathiwould lay thefe ruthfull deeds :

O pitty, pitty, gentle heauen piny s

The Red Rofe and the White are on his face,

The fatall Colours of our friuing Houfes

The onc, his purple Blood right well refembles,
The other his pale Cheekes (me thinkes)prefenteth s
Wither one Rofe,and lct the other flourifh ;

If you contend, a thoufand lines muft wither.

Sok. How will my Mother,fora Fathersdeath
Take on with ime, and ne’te be facisfi'd?

£4. How willmy Wife for flaughter of my Sonne,
Siedfeasof Teares, and ne're be fausfi'd ?

King.How will the Country, for theic woful chances,
Mil-thin}e|

~emater o
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Mif-thinke the King, sad ot be fatisfied ? -

M‘.g:: W as cuer fonne, fo rew'd a Fathers death ?
Fash, -Was euer Father fo bemoan'd his Sonne ?
Hee, Waseaer King fo greeu’d for Subie&ts woe?,
Much is your forrow; Mine,ten cmes fo much,

Sow. lle bearethee hence, where I may weepemy fills
Fash. Thefe azmes of mine fhall be thy winding fheet:
My heart ((weet Boy) fhall be thy Sepulcher,

Fot from my hests, thine Image ne're thall go,

My fighing bref, fhall be thy Funeral bell ;

And {0 obfequious will thy tatherbe, -

Men for the lofle of thee,hauing no more,

As Priam was for all his Vahanc Sonnes,

Ile beare chee hence,and let them fighe chae will,

For 1 haue mortheted where I thould not kill. Exit
Hen. Sad-hewrted-men, much ouergone with Care;
Heere fits s King; more wofull then you are.

Alarums, Excurfions. Enter the Qneen the
Prince sad Excter,

Prm. Fly Father fiye : for all your Friends are fled,
And Warwicke rages like s chated Bull :
Away, for death doth hold vs ip purfuice.
Q. Mount youmy Lotd, towards Barwicke poft a-
maine ;

Edward and Richerdlike a brace of Grey-hounds,
Hauing the fearfull lying Harein fighe,
With fiery eyes,fparkling for very wiach,
Andbloody fteele grafptin their yretull bands
Areatour backes,and therefore hence amame.

Exst. Away: for vengeance comes along with them,
Nay, fay not to expoftulate, make fpeed,
Or elfecome after, lle away before,

Hen. Nay take ne with thee,good fiweet Exeter s
Notthar I teare to flay, bucloueto go
Whether the Queene intends. Forward,away, Exewnt

ed lowd alarum. Enter Clifford Woundeds

Clif. Heere burnes my Candlc out; I,heere it dies,
Which whilesitlafied, gauc King Henry light.
O Lancafier! I feare thy oucrthrow,
Morethen my Bodies parting with my Soule:
My Loucacd Feare, glew’d many Fricads to thee,
Andnow I fall. Thy tough Commixtures melts,
lmpaising Henry, Riengthning miiproud Yorke ;
And whether flye the Gazts, bucto the Sunne ?
And who fhines now, but Henrees Enemies ?
O Phacbus! had’ft thou neuer giuen confent,
JThat Pbacton (hould checke thy fiery Steeds,
Thy burning Carre neuer had fcorch d the earth,
And Fewry, mad’R thou {way’d as Kings fhould do,
Or as thy Father,dnd his Facher d.d,
Giuing no greuod vnto the houfe of Yorke,
They neuer then had (prung like Sommer Flyess
I, and ten thoufand in this luckleffe Realme,
Hed left no mourning Widdowes for our deathy
And chou this day,had*@t kept thy Chaite in peace,
For what doth cherrith Weeds but gentle ayre?
And what makes Robbers bold, but too much loniey ?
Bootleffe are Plaines,and Curelefle are iy Wounds s
No way toflye, nor rength 1o hold out flighe:
The Foeis mercileffc, and will nor pitty :
For at their hands I haue deferu’d no pitty,

—————

And much effute of blood, doth make me farn; : -
Corme Yorke,and Ruchard Warmecke,and the reft,
I fab’d your Fathers bofowes; Splic mny bret.

Alarim & Retveas. Enter Edward Warwseke R.chard, and
Soldsers, Montanxe ¢ Cl.rence.,

&4d.Now breath we Lords,z00d fo: unc bids vs paufe,
And fmooth the frownces of \WVar,with peacefull lookes :
Some Troopes purlue the bloody-minded Queene,
Thatled calme Feary. thoughhe were a King,

As doth aSaile, fill'd with atretung Guit

Command an Argolieto ftemirethe Waues,

B.zthunke you{Lords jthat Chittord fled with them?
sar, No,'us impofsible he thould cfcapc:

(For though before hi. face I 1}>c:}kc the words)

Your Brother. Richard mmarke him for the Graue,

And wherefoere heis, hee's furely dead. (IW

Rich W hofe Soule 18 that which takes hie heauy lcaue?
A deadly gtone, like life and deaths departing,

See whoitis,

Ed. Andnow the Battailes ended,
IfFriend er Foe, let bim be gently vfed.

Rich. Reuoke that doame of mercy,for "tis Chfford,
Who not contented that he lopp'd the Branch
In hewing Rutland, when his leaues puc forch,

But fet his murth'ring knife vito the Roote,
From whence that tender fpray did [weetly fpring,
I meane our Prisicely Facher,Duke of Yorlc,

sar. Fiomoff the gates of Yorke, fetch down Jhead,
Your Fath:rshead,which ClyFrd placed cherer
In {tead whereof, lecthis fupply the roome,

Meafure for meafute, muft be anfwered,

Ed.Bring forch that fatall Schreechowle to our houfe,
That nothing fung but death, to vs and ours :

Now death {hall fop his difnall threatmng found,
Andhisill-boading tengue,no more fhall fpeake:

tar. Ithinkess vndecltanding is berefts
Speake Clifford doft thou know who (peakes to thee ?
Darke cloudy deach ore-fhades his beames of life,

And he nor fees, nor heares vs,what we fay.

Rick. O woald he did, and (o (perhaps jhe doth,

"Tis but his policy to counterfer,

Becaule he would auoid fuch bicter taunts

Which i the time of desth hie gaue our Father,
Cla 1tfothou think'@t,

Vex him wich eager Words,

Rich cifford,aske merey,and obtaine no grace,

Ed, Clifford repentin boosleffe penitence.

#war. Chfford, deuife excufes for thy faules,

Cla. Winle we deuife fell Tortures for thy faules,

Ruch, Thou didd’ lone Yorke,and | am fonto Yorke,

Edw. Thou pittied ft Rutland, I will picey chee.

Cls. Where's Captaine (A fagares,to fence younow?

War. Theymocke thee Clifford, :
Sweare as thou .was’t wont.

Ric.What,net an Oacli? Nay then the woild go's hard
When Clifford cannot fpare his Friends an oath 3
I know by that he’s dead,sad by my Soule,

If this right hand would buy two houres hife,

That I(in all defpight) mighe rayle at him,

Thishand (hould chop it off : & with thie iffuing Blood
Suflethe Villaine,whofe vnflanched thirft

Yorke,and yong Rutland could not fatisfie

War. 1,buthe’'sdead. OF with the Traitors head,
Andreareitinche place your Fathers Rands,

The ayre hath got into my deadly Wounds, And now to lL.endon with Triumphant marck,
P3 There
R
/ § !
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Thereto becrowned Englands Royall King -
Fromn whence, fhall Warwicke cut the Sea to France,
And aske the Ladie Bon.: for thy Queenc :
So {halt thou inow both thefe Lands together,
And hauing France thy Friend, <hou fhalt not dread
The fcattred Foe, that hopes to rite 2game :
Forthough they cannet gieatly fting to hure,
Yeelooke to haue them buz o offenid thine earcs :
Firtt, will 1 fee the Coronation,
Audthento Britanny llecrofle the Sea,
To effelt this marriage, fo it pleaiemy Lord.

£d. Eucen as chouwnlt fweet Warwicke, letitbee:
Forinthy fhoulder do I buslde my Scate 5
And neuer wiil [ vidercake the thing
Wherein thy counfaile and conf_nt1svvanting:
Rechard, I will create thee Duke of Gloucefter,
And George of Clarence ; 1#armecke as our Sclic,
Shall do,and vyndo as hun pleateth bett.

Rich. Let mebe Duke of Clarence,George of Glofier,
For Glofters Dukedome 1s too onmunous,

war. Tur,that's atoohth obferuation :
Rucbard, be Duke of Glofter : Now to London,
To teetheie Honors in pofleflion. Exennt

Enser Senkio,and Humf: ey vwith Croffe- bowes
msberr hands.
(our felues:

Sk, Vnder thisthicke growne brake, wee'l hrowd

| For through this Laund snon ti:e Decie will conce,

Andinthis couert will we make our Srand,

J Togrectmine owne Land with i .

Culling the principall of all the Decre,
Hum, lle fRay aboue the Lull {o bothmay (hoot.
Siwk. That cannot be, the noife of thy Crofe-bow
Will (carre the Heard ,and fo my fhootis loft :
Heere ftand we both, and ayme we at the beft:
And for the ime (hall not feeme tedious,
lle tell thee what befell me on a day,
Intlus felfe-place, where now we meane to ftand,
Sik. Heere comes aman, let’s ftay till he be pafh:
Exter the King with a Prayer boske,
Hes. FromScouand an] ttolur cura ot ureloue,
SN HERENE

No Harry,/{ vry, "usno Land of tinne,

A Thy placess hll'd, thy Scrnter wiane fom thes,

Thy Balme wetiz i where sttt o was Aenoanzed

No bending knee will call tlee Cefurna i,

Nohumble {uters preafetoipeal.etor ighe :

No, not amaa comcs far redee(fe ot thee :

For row can 1 helpedhem and notmy feife? .
Soek, I, hecre’sa Decre, whofe skin's a Keepers Fee :

This istne quondam King 5 Let's feize vpon hum,
Hen. Let me embrace the fower Adueitancs,

For Wite men fay, itisthe wifeft courfe,
Haum. Why linger werLetvslay Lauds vpnn b,
Sink, Forbearea.while weel hearea lit' e rnnre,
Hesn. My Qucencand Sonare pone te france for ad-

And (as ] heare the greac Commanding War wicke

I thuther gone,to crzue the French Kings Sifter

To wife for Fdwavd. 1fthisnewesberue,

Poore Queene,and Sonne,your labour 1s buc loft:

For Warwirke is a fubtle Orator :

And Lewis a Prince foone wonne with mouing words :

By this account then, Aargares may winne him,

For fhe's 2 woman to be pitticd much -

Her fighes will make abatt’ry in his brefd,

Her teares will picrce inte s Marble heart

Po—

{ The Tyg=c will be milde, wailes the doth mourne ;

And Nere will be tainted michremorfe,

Toheare and fee her plaines, ber Banith Teares.

I, butfhee s come o begge, Warwicketo giue :

Shec on his left ide, crauing syde for Henrm

He on his night, asking a wite tor £dward.

Shee Weepes, and fayes, licr Henryis (icpo{d:

He Smiles, and fayes, his Edward is inftau)’d;

That fhe (poore Wrech) for greefe can fpeakenomore-

Whiles Warwicke tels hus Title, fmooths the Wiong,

Inferreth arguments of mighty Rrength,

And inconclufion winnes the King from het,

With pronufe of his Sifter, sad' whacelfe;

To frengthen and fupportKing Edwards place,

O M.aroacet, thus twill be pad thou (poore foule)

Artthentorfaken,ss thou went' forlorne.
Ham, Say, whatarethou talk'tt of Kings 8: Quecas?
Kema More then ] {eeme,and leffe then ) wasboruto -

A manacleaft, forleflc I thould not be 3 -

Ardmenmay talke of Kings,and why not I ?
Hum. 1,but thou talk’tt, as if thou wer't a King,
King. Why (o 1 sm (in Minde)snd chat’s enough,
Iwm. Bacifthou be a Kingiwhere is thy Crowne ?
Kz, My Crowneisinmy hestt,not on my head :

Not deck’d with Diamoads,and Indsan ttones

Norto be feene : my Crowne, 15 call'd Content,

| A Crowne itis, that hildome Kings cnioy,

Hum. Well, if yoube a King crown'd with Content,
Your Crowne Content,and you,muft be contented
Tuyoalong with va. Tor(as we thinke)
Youaiethekirg King Edwardjiath deposd :

And we lus fubiects (weine inall Allegeance,
Willapprciand you,as bus Eneme,

kg But Cidyouneuer fweareyand breake an Oath,

Humn, Noneuet fuchan Oath, il not now,

King Whete did you dwell when I was K.of Lneland?

Huo, Heerein this Country,where we now remaine.

King  Twasannointed King as wne monthes old,
My Father,and my Grandfather were Kings :

Aud you were fwogne true Subseéts vato me:

Andelimethien have younot broke your Oaches?
Sia.No,for we were Subietts,but while you wer king
Kmg. Why? Am1dead? Do I not breath a Man?

A himple men,you know not what you fweare 3

Looke,as [ blow this Feather from my Face,

And as the Ayre blowes it to me againe,

Obeymg with my winde when Ido blow,

And veelding toanother,when itblowes,

Commanded alwaves by the greater guit :

Sucisthe hightnefle ot vou, cemmon mien.

Eut 1o not breahe your Oathes, tor of that finne,

M - Ludennreatie fhall noe make you guilue,

G0 wuere you will, the king thall be commanded,
Anal youkings,command,aed Ilz obey,
Samkls. Weare iue Subie@s vo the king,
Kine Edward. :
hmg. Sowould yoube sgaine to Hewrse,
Ifhe were feated askin, Edward is.

Swmklo. Wecharge yoninGods name & the Kings,
To go with vs vato the Officers,

Kingy InGods namelead.your Kings name be obeyd,
And what God will,thatlet your King performe,
And what he will, I humbly yeeld vuto. Exeant

Ewter K.Edward Glofter Clw ence Lady Gray,
&g, Brother ot Glofler,at S. Albons field
Thes |

I1

-

. vl 88—11II. ii. 1

512




The third Tart of K ing Henry the Sixt.

159

ius Ladyes Husband,Sir Richard Grep,was {laine,
His Land then {ziz°d on by the Conquerer,
Hee fuit is now,torepoliefle chofe Lands,
! \Vindh wee in Tuftice cannot well deny,

Brraufein (%zn’c!l of the Houfe of 2arke,
1 ke worthy Gentleman did lofe his Life.

Rech. Ycar Highnefle (hail doe well to graunc her fuit :
It were dithonos ro deny ic her.
Kimg. Tt wereno leffe,but yet [ie makea pawle,

ich, Yea,is1t .0
I fec the Lady hath athing to graune,
Lefore the King will graunt her humble fuir,
{Varence. Hee knowesthe Game, how trus hee keepes
the winde ¢
Rich. Silence.
Kimg. Widow,we will confider of your fuir,
And corne fome other time to know our minde.
s71d. Righe gracious Lord,[ cannot brooke delay :
M.y it pleafe your ifighnefle to refolue me now,
And what yout plcafure s, ihall {atisfic me.
Rich. TWidow? then lle warrant you all your Lands,
And if what pleafes him fhall pleafure you :
Fight clofer,or good faith you'le catch a Blow,
Clavence. 1 feare hernog,valefle fhe chance tofalls
Rich. God forbid that for hee'le take vantages.
Kimg. How many Children haft thou, Widow ¢ tell

14

me.
Clarence. 1thinke he meanes to begge a Child of her.
Rich. Naythen whip me : hee'le rather giue hertwo.
wid, Three,my molt gracious Lord, ,
Rich. You (hall haue toure, if you'le be rul'd by him.

Lands.
wid, Bepittifull,dread Lord,and gravaticthen,

wit.
Rich, 1,good leaue haue you, for you will haue leaue,
Till Youth take leaue,and lcaue you to che Crutch.
King. Now tell me, Madame, doe you loue your
Children?
wid. 1,full as dearcly as1loue my {elfe.
Kmg. And would you not doe much to doe them
good?
\ ##id, To doe them good, I would fuftayne fome
mrme,
K, Then get your Husbands Lands, to doe them
ood.
b wid. Therefore I came voto your Maicltie,
Kixg. i tell you how thefe Lands are tobe got.
mwid. So fhall you bind mie to your Highnefle feruice,
Kmg. Whatferuicc wilt thou doe me if 1 giue them?
wid. What youcommand,that refts in me to doe,
Kemg. Baryou will take exceptions tomy Boone,
Wrr?. No,gracious Lord,except I cannot doeit.
King. 1.butthoucanft doe what I meane to aske.
wid. Why then I will doe what your Grace com-
mands.
Rich. Hee plyesher hard, and much Raine weares the
Marble.
Clar. Asred asfire? nay chen her Wax muft mele,
»id. Why (toppes my Lord ? fhall I noc hesse my
Taske?
k:}g. An eafic Taske,’tis but roloue 2 King.
P7id. That's foone petform'd, becaufe 1 am a Subie&,
h King. Why then, thy Husbands Lands I freely giue
thee,

-

King. "Twere pittic they fhould lofe their Fathers |

Kmg. Lotds gwe vs leaue, Ile tryc this Widowes -

!

e e e

wid, I take iny leauc w.ihinany choufand thankes.
Rick. The March is made,fhce feales it with 4 Curlie,
King. Buc ay thee,’tis the fuuits of loue I meane,
p7id, The frunes of Loue,” meane,my louing Licge,
King. 1 bucl feare mz i another fence,
What Lous think'R thoy,i tuciomuchto et
wid, My foue t1ll deatn,my humible thanks imy p:ayers,
Thatlouc which Vertee beraes and Vertue graurrs,
Kmg. No, by my trezh, T did notmeane fuchlcue,
#7d. Wiy then yo. mzaience,2s I thaagheyoudid,
Kmg. Rut now you parily may perceive iy minde,
wid, My awinde wili neuer graunt what ] percetue
Your Highueffe aymes azpf I aymearighe,
Kmg. Totell taeeplaine,lsymetolye wirh thee,
w:d. Tozell youplaine, I had ratherIvein Prifon.
Kmg. \Why then thou {hale not haue thy Husbands
Lands, -
w:4. Why then mine Hone flie fhall be my Dower,
For by that loffe,I will int purchate them,
Kmg. Therein thouwrong'ft thy Children mighrily.
wid. Herein your Highneffe wrongs both them & me:
But mighuie Lord, this metry inchination
Accords not with che fadneffe of my fuie :
Pleafe you difmuiffe me,eyiher with Iorno,
Kurg. L thou wilt fay | to my requeft;
No,f thoudo'ft fay No to my demand.
o7:d. Then No,my Lord:my fuitisat anend.
Rich. Tre Widow hkes hion not, thee knits her
Browes,
Clarence, Hee is the blunte® Wooer in Chriften.
dome,
King. Her Looks douh argue her replete with Modefly,
Hzr Words doth fhew hier Wit incomparable,
All her perfelions challenge Souerargntie,
One way ot other,theeis for 3 King,
And thee (halfbe my Loue,or el{e my Qieene.
Say ,that King Edward take chee for his Queene 2
Wid. 'Ttsic:ter faid then done,my gracious Lord:
] ama {ubiect fit to ieaft wichall,
But farre vnfitto be a Souerargne.
Kimg. Sweet Widow,by my state Ifwearc to thee, |
1{peake no nuore then what my Soule icends,
And thatis,to enioy thee for my Loue,
wid, Andthatismorethen I willyeeld vnto: )
I know,] am too meare to be your Queene,
And yettoo good to be your Concubine,
Ky, You csuill, Widow.] did meane my Queene,
W:f *T'will gricue your Grace, my Sorines thould eall
you Father.
Kimgn No rore,then when my Daughters
Call thee Mother.
Thou art 2 Widow,and thou haft fome Children,
And by Gods Mother,1being but 2 Batchelor,
Haue other-fome.Why,’tis a happy thing,
To be the Father vnto inany Soones :
Anfwer no more,for thou fhalt be my Queene.
Rich. The Ghoftly Father now hath done his Shrift.
Clarence. When hee was made a Shriuer ‘twas for (hift.
Ksng. Brothers, you mufe what Chat wee two haue
had.
Rich, The Widow likes it nct, for fhee lookes very
fad. .
King, You'ld thinke it firange, if I fhould marsle
her.
Clarence. To who,my Lord?
Kmg. Why Clarence o my felfe,

, 'R('tb.ThilJ
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Rich, Thatwould be tenne dayes wonder at che lea@l,

Clarence. That’s a day longer thena Wonder lafis,

Rich, By fomuchisthe Wooder in extremes.

King. Well,iealt onBrothers: I can tell you both,
Herfuit is graunted for her Husbands Lands.

Entera No&s’e’ man,

~ Nok. My gracious Lord, Henry your Foe is taken,

And brought your Prifoner to your Paliace Gace.

King. Scethat hebeconucy’d vatothe Towet :
And goe tvee 3rothers to the man that tooke him,
To queflion of his apprehenfion,

Widow goe youalong: Lords vfc her honeurable,
. Exeunt.
Manzt Rishard,

Rich. Y,Edward will vic \Vomen honourably:
Would he wercwvalted,Marrow,Bones,and all,
That from his Loyaes no hopefull Branch may fpring,
To cioffc me from the Golden time ! looke for :
And yec,betweene my Soules defire,and me,

The luftfull Edwards Title buryed,

Is Clarence, Henry and his Sonne young Edward,
Aud all the vilook'd-for Iffue of their Bodies,

To take their Roomes,ere I can place my felfes

A cold premcditation for my purpofe.

Why then I doe but dreame on Soucraigneie,

Like onethat flands vpon a Promontore,

Aund fpyesa tarre-off thore,where hee would tread,
Wiflung his feot were cquall witains eye,

And chides the Sea that funders nm trom theace,
Saying hesle lade it dry,to hauchis way : -
So doe I wifh the Crowne,being fo farre off,
And {o I clidethe meanes that keepes me from iz, 0
And fo (Ifay)Ile cuc the Caules off) .
Flattering me with impoffibilities : o
My Eyes top guicke,my Heart o're-weenes teo much,
Vnleffe my Hand and Strength could equall thes.
Well,fay there 1s ne Kingdome then for Richard ;
What other Pleafure can the \World affvord 2

Ite makemy Heauenina Ladizz Lappe,

And deck= my Bady in gay Ownaments,

And’witch {weee Ladies with my Words and Lookes.
Oh miferable Thought! and more vnhikely,
Taentoaccompiifis twentie Golden Crownes.
Why Loue foriwore me inmy Mothers Wombe :
And for I fhould not deale in her foft Lawes,

Shee did corrupt frayle Nature with fome Bribe,

To thrinke mine Arme vp like a wither'd Shrub,

To make an enuious Mountaine on my Back,

Where fits Deformitic to tnocke my Body;
Tothapemny Legges of an vnequall fize,

To dif-proportion me in cuery pars;

Like to a Chaos, or an va-lick’d Beare-wlieige,
That carryes no impreffion like the Damme.
Andam I then amsnto be belou’d?

Oh mon(t:ous fault,to harbour fuch athoughe,
Then fince this Earth afloords no foy to me,

But to command, to check,to o’re-beare fuch,

As are of beteer Perfon then my felte :

Ile make my Heauen,to drcame vpon the Crowne,
And whles I hiue,’account this World but Hell,
Vatill my mis-thap'd Trunke, that beares this Head,
Be round impaled with a glonious Crowine,

And yet T know not how to gt the Crowne,

For wany Liues ftand betweene me and home

o
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And L,like oue loft in a Thornie Wood,
That rents the Thornes,and is rent with the Thornes,
Secking a way,and firaying from the-way,

Not knowing how to finde the open Ayice,

But toyling defperately to finde it out,

Torment wiy felfeyro catch the Englith Crowne :
Aud from thactormeat I will free my felfe,

Or hew my way out with abloody Axe,

Why I can fuule,and murcher whiles I (mile,

And cry,Content,to that which gricues my Heart,
And wet my Cheekes with aruficiall Teares,
And frame imy Face toall occafions.

Ile drowne moreSaylers then the Mermaijd {hall,
He flay more gazets then the Bafiliske,

lle play the Orator as well as Neflor,

Deceine more {lyly then Pryfes could,

Andlike 1 synon talie another Troy,

I canadde Colours tothe Camelion,
Change (hapes with Presew, for aduantages,
And fet the murtherous (A ackemsll to- Schoole.
Can I doe this,and cannot get a Crowne ?
Tur,were it farther off, lie plucke itdowne.

Flearifp.

Ixter Lewss the French King, kis Sister Bona, bis
Admirall, cald Bowrbon : Prisce Edward,
Rueene Margares,and tbe Earle of Oxford.
Lawss firs,and rsfesh vp agasme,

EXI'Q

Fuewiz. Faire Queene of England,worthy Afargares,
Sizdownewithvs ¢ it ill befies thy Stace,
And Buth, that chou (hould [t ffand, while Lewss doth fic,
Mg, No,mighic King of France: now Aargares
Mu@ fvske ber fayle,and leazne a whilc to ferue,
Vigre Kings command, Iwas(I muft confefie) .
Grear Albions Queene,in former Golden dayes ;
B it now mifchance hath trod my Title downe,
And with dif-honor layd me onthe ground,
Where I muft take like Seat vnto my fortune,
And to my humble Seat conformgmy felfe.
Lew:s. \Why fay, faire Queene, whence {prings this
deepe defpaire?
AMarg.From fucha caufe,as fiils mine eyes with teares,
And ftops my tongue,while heare is drown’d in cares.
Lewis, Whatercitbe,bethou flill ke thy felte,
And ficthee by our fide. Seats ber §y bims,
Yeeldnot thy necke to Fortunes yoake,
But let thy dauntlefle minde flull nde intriumph,
Ouer all mifchance.
Be plaine,Queene Adargarer,and tell thy griefe,
Itfhail be eas’d,if France can yeeld sehefe.
Mg, Thole gracious words
Reuiue my drooping thoughts,
And giue my tongue-ty'd {orcowes leaue to fpeake,
tNow therefore be it knowne so Noble Lewss,
That Fienry,(ole pofielor of my Loue,
Is,of aKing,becomea banifht man,
And forc’d toliuein Scotland a Forlorne ;
While prowd ambitions Edward, Duke of Xorke,
Viurpes the Regall Tisle,and the Seat
Of Eonglands truc anoynted lawfull King,
This is the caufe thae I,poore CHMargarer, !
With this my Sonnc,Prince Edward, Hlemries Heire,
Am come o craue thy iuft and lawfull ayde :
And if thou faile vs,all our hope1s doae,
Scotland hath will to helpe,but cannot helpe

Our
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Our Peopie,and our Peeres,are both misded,

Our Treafure {eiz’d,our Souldiors put to flight,

And (as thou feeft ) our felues in heauic plighe,
Lews. Renowned Queene,

W ith patience calme the Srorme,

\While we bethinke 2 meanes to breake it off.

Aarg. Themore wee RRay, the ffronger growes our

Foe. )
Lews. The more I ftay, the more lle fuccour thee,
Marg. O,but impatience waiteth on true fotrow,

And fee where comes the breeder of my forrow.

Enter warwicke.

p Lews, What's hee spproacheth boldly to our pre-
euce ?

Marg, Our Earle of Warwicke, Edwards greatet
Friend.

Lewis. Welcome braue 17arwicke, what brings thee
to France? Hee defcends,  Shes arejesh,
. Marg. Inowbeginsa fccond Storme totife,

For this 15 hee that moucs both Winde and Tyde.
warw. From worthy Edward,King of Albion,

My Lord snd Soueraigoe,and thy vowed Friend,

I come (in Kindnefle, and vafayned Loue)

Fir},c0 doe greetings to thy Royall Perfon,

And thento crauea League of Amiiie:

And laftly,to confirme that Amitie

Wici Nuptiall Knot,if thou vouchfafe to graune

Thacvertuous Lady Bawa,thy faice Sifter,

To Englands Kingin lawfull Marrisge,

Maog. If that goe forward, Hewries hope is done,

warw. And gractousMsdame,  Speakeng to Bowa,
In our Kings behalfe,
1am commanded, with your leaueand fauor,

Humbly to kiffe your Hand, and with my Tongue
To tell the paffion of my Soucraignes Heare;
Where Fame,late entring at his heedfull Eares,
Hath plac’d thy Besuties Image,and thy Vertue, |

Muarg. King Lewis,and Lady Baws,heare mefpeake,
Before you anfwer Warwicke. His demand
Springs not from Edwards well-meant hogeft Loue,
But from Deceit, bred by Neceffities ' ‘
Forhow can Tyrants fafely gouerne home,

Valeffe abroad they puschaie great aliyance?
T'o prouc him Tyrant,this reafoa may {ufﬁce,
That Hemry limmbrfiadl: buc were hee dead,
Yet hera Prince Edward Rands, King Henrses Sonne,
Looke therefore Laws,that by this League and Mariage
Thou draw not on thy Danger.and Dis.honer :
For though V(urpere fway the rulea-while,
YerHeau'ns sse530d Time fuppreffeth Wrongs,
Warw. Iniurisus 3y
Edw. And why not Queene '
Warw. Becaulethy Father &ﬁi‘d vlurpe,
And thou no mere s Prince,shen flace is Queene,
Oxf. Then warwicce difanulls grest lobs of Gaunt,
Which did fubdae the greateft pare of Spaine;
And after Jobm of Gaupt, Hewry the Fourth, ,
Whofe Wifdogvewas 2 Mitror to the wifeR 3 .
And after that wife Prince, Hew$ the Fift,
Who by his Prowefle conquered all France::
Frotn the(c,our Howry lineally defcends,
Warw. Oxford, hew haps it in'this {mooth difcourfe,
You told not,how Hemry the Sixt hath loft
All that,which Hewry the Fift had gotten::

} Me chinkes thele Peeres of France Otodm;;g thae,

Buc for thereft: youtella Pedigree

Of threefcore snd two yeeres,atlly cime

To make prefcription for a Kingdemes worth,
Oxf. Why #arwicke canft thou (peak againft thy Liege,

Whom thou obeyd't thirtie and {ix yeeres,

And not bewray thy Treafon with 2 Blufh ?

#Warw. Can Oxford,thatdid cuer fence she righ,

Now buckler Falfchood with a Pedigree?

For fhame leaue Henry,and call Edward King,

Oxf. Call him my King, by whofe iniurious doomq

My elder Brother,the Lord e twbrey Vere

Was done to deach ? and more then fo,y Father,

Euen inthe downe-fall of his mellow’d yecres,

When Nature brought him to the doore of Death?

No W.arwicke,no: while Life vpholds this Ayme,

This Arine vpholds the Houfe of Levcafier.,

warw, And I the Houfe of Yerke.
Lewi.Queene Margaret Prince Edward,and Oxferd,

Vouchfafe a: our requeft,to ftand afide,

While I vie further conference with 07arwicke,

They fland alocfe.
AMarg. Heauens graunt, that warwickes wotdes be-
witch himnot.
Lew,Now Warwicke,tell me euen vpon thy conlcience

Is Edward your true King ? for 1 were loth

To linke with him,that were not lawfull chofen,

Wwarw. Thereon I pawne my C; ‘it, and mine Ho-
nor.

Lewis, Bueis hee gracious in the Peoples eye ?

Warw, The more,that Hewry was vnfortunace,

Lewss. Then further : all diffembling fec afide,
Tell me for truth,the meafure of his Loue
Vnto our Sifter Bona.

@er. Such it feemes, .

As may befeeme 2 Monarch like himfelfe.

My {elte haue often heard him fay,and {weare,

That this his Loue was an excernall Plant,

Whereof the Root was fixt in Vertues ground,

The Leaues and Fruit maintain’d with Beaugies Sunae,

Exempt from Enuy, but not from Difdaine,

Vhnlefle the Lady Bows quit his paine. '

Lews. Now Sifter,let vs heare your firme refolue.
Bona. Your graunt,or your denyall,(hall bemine.

Yet I confefle,that often erethis day, Speaks to War.

When I haue heard your Kings defert recounged,

Mine eare hath tempred iudgement todefise, - -

Lewse, Then Warwicke, thus :

Our Sifter thall be Edwards, .

And now forthwith fhall Articles be drawne, .

Touching the Ioynture that yous King muft make,

Which with her Dowr:e {hall be countes-poys'd:s .

Draw neere,Queene Margares and be » witnelle,

That Bene (hall be Wife to the Englifh King. .
Pr.Edw. To Edward, but not vo the Engliltxing.
Marg. Deceitfull Warmicke it was thy deaice,

By this alliance to make void my fuit :

Before thy comming, Lewss was Henrées friend,

Lewss. And ftill1s friend to him,and Adarguret, -

Bue if your Title to the Crowne be weske,:- - -

Asmay :ﬁearc by Edwards good fuccelle ;: .o

Thea tisbut reafon,that I be reless’d S

From giuing ayde,which late I promifeds - -

Yet (hall you haue all kindadfe at my hand, .

That your Effate requires,and mine cao yesld. 1

Waerw, Heerynow liues in Seotland,at his cade; )
“w paow lines in X1 Wh@a
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Where batitng nothing, ¢snhelofe, -

And ss for you your {elfe (our qaondam Qgeene)

You heue s Father able to maintajoe you,

4nd bestes "twere, you troubled bim, then France,:
Mar, Peaceimpudent,and fhameleffe Warwicke,

Proud fetter vp, snd puiler downe of Kings,

I will not hence, till with my Talke and Teates

(Both full of Truth) I make King Lewis behold

Thy flye conueyance,and thy Lords falfc loue,

’ Poft blowmg 4 horne Within,

Fae both of you sre Birds of felfe-fame Feather,
Lewes. Warwicke,thisis fome pofie to vs,or thee,
Enter the Poffs,
Peft. My Lord Ambaflader,
Thefe Letters are for you. Speakes o Warwick,,
Sent from your Brother Marquefle Montagae.

Thefe from our King,vnto y our Maiefly. To Lewss,
And Madam,thefe for you; To Margarc
From whom, I1knownot. |

Tbey alireade their Lesters.

Oxf. 1likeis well, that our faire Queene and Miftris
Smiles at het newes, while Warwicke frownes at his,
Prince Ed. an markehow Lewss Rampes as he were
nedled, Ihope,allsfor thebeft,
Lew, Warwicke,what are thy Newes ¢
And yours, faire Q‘\u;nccnc.
Maer. Mine fuch,asfill my heart with yahop’d ioyes.
Wer, Mine full of forrow, and hearts difcontent.
Lew, What? has your King married the Lady Grey ¢
Ad naw to footh your Forgery, and his,
Sends me a Paper ro perfwade me Patience ?

| Is this th’'Aliiance thae he feckes with France ?

Dare he prefume to fcorne vsin this manner?
Mar. 1 told your Maiefty ssmuch before :
This proucch Edwards Loue,and Warwickeshonefly.
war, King Lewss, 1 heeteproteft in fight of heaucn,
And by thehope [ haue of heauenly bliffe,
That I am cleere from this mifdeed of Edwards;
No more my King, for he dithonors me,
But moft himfelfe, if he could fee his (hame.
D:d 1 forget, that by the Houfe of Yorke
My Father came votimely to his death?
D:1d 7 let pafle th’abufe done to my Neece ?
Did [ impale him with the Regall Crowne ?
Did I put Heury from his Natiue Right ?
AndamIguerdsn'd at che laft, with Shame?
Shame on himfelfe, for my Deferc is Honor,
And to repaire my Honor loft for him,
I heere renounce nim,and returne to Hewry.
My Nobic Quecne, let former gradges pafle,
And henceforth, I am thy true Seruitour :
I will reuenge his wrong to Lady Bena,
And rzplant Henry inhis former Rate,
CMar. Warwicke,
Thefe words haue turn’d my Hate, to Loue,
And I forgiue, and quite forget old faults,
And ioy that thou becom'ft King Hemries Friend,
W .ar. Somuchhis Friend, I his vnfained Friend,
That ifKing Lewss vouchf{afe to furnith vs

1 With fome few Bands of chofen Soldiours,

Ile vadertake to Land them on our Coaft,

And torce the Tyrant from his feat by Warre.
"Tisnot his new-made Bride fhall fuccour him,
And as for Claremce, as my Letters tell me,

{ Hee's very likely now to fall fiom him,!

!

For matching more for wanton Luft,then Honer, -

[

|

Ot then for ﬂxen%th and fafety of our Country.
Bona. Deere Brother,how fhall Bewa be reueng’d,
But by thy helpe to this diftreffed Queene »
Mar. Renowned Prince,how (hall Poore Henry liue,
Vnlefle thou refcue him from foule difpaire
Boxa. My quarrel,and this Englifg Queens,are one.
war. And minefaite Lady Bona,ioynes wich yours.
Lew, Andmine,withhers,and thine,and Margaress,
Therefore,aclatt, I firmely amrefolu'd
You fhall haucayde.
Mar. Lct me give humble thankes for all,at once,
Lew. Then Englands Meflenger,returncin Pofte,
And tell falfe Edward, thy fuppo?cd King,
That Lewis of France, is fending ouer }faskcrs
To reuell it with him,and his new Bride.
Theu feeft what's paft,go feare thy King withall,
Boua. Tell lim,in hopehee’] proue a widower fhor:ly,
I wearethe Willow Garland for his fake,
Mar. Tellbin,my moutning weeds are laydeafide,
And Iamreadyto put Armoron,
War. Tellhim from me,that he hath done me wroag,
Andtherefore lle va-Crowne him, et’t be long.
There’s thy reward, be gone, Exit Poff.
Lew. But Warwicke,
Thou and Oxford, with fiue thoufand men
Shall croffe the Seas,and bid falfe Edward batraile:
And as occafion fcrues, this Noble Queen
AndPrince, fhall follow with a frefh Supply,
Yet erethou go, but anfwer me one doube :
What Dledge have we of thy firme Loyalty ?
#ar. Thisthallaffure my confiant Loyalty,
Thatif our Queene,and this young Prirce agree,
lleloyne mine eldcit daughter,and my loy,
Tohim forthwirh,inholy \Wedlocke bands,
diar. Yes,Izagree andchanke you for your Motion,
Somne Enivard, {he s Faire and Vertuous,
Thercfore delay not, giue thy haud to Warwicke,
And with thy hand, thy faithirreuocsble,
Thatenely Warwnickes daughter thall be thine.
Prin.£d, Yes,laccept her,tor fhe well deferues ie,
And hecreto pledge my Vow, I give my hand,
Hegiues his band to Warw.
Lo \Vizy flag we now ? Thele foldiers thalbe leuied,
And chou Lord Bourbon,our High Admirail
Shall waft them ouer with our Royall Fleete.
1loog till Edward fall by Wartes mifcharce,
For mocking Marriage with a Dame of Fragce.
Exeunt.  Moanet Warwicke.,
War. 1camefrom Edwardas Ambaffador,
But I'returne his {worne and ioreall Foe :
Ma:zter of Marriage was the charge he gaue me,
But dreadfull Warre fhall an{wer his demand,
Had he nene elfc to make a ftalc bucmie ?
Then none but I, (hall turne bis Ie@ co Sorrow,
I'was the Cheefethat rais’d him to the Crowne,
And Ile be Cheefe to bring him downe againe :
Not that I pitty Henries mifery, :
But fecke Reuenge on Edwards mockery, ° Exux.
Enter Richard, Claramce, Somserfet, and
Monntague,

Rich. Now tell me Brother Clarewce,what thinke you
Of this new Marriage with the Lady Gray?
Hath not our Brothet made a worthy choice?
Cla. Alas,youknow,tisiarre from heaceto France,
tow
]
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How could he fay ull #wrrscke made returne ?
som. My Loxds,forbesre this talke ; heere comes the
King,
Flowrfb. '
Enter King Edward Lady Grev,Penl rooke, Staf-
| ford, Haftimgs : fowre ffand on one fide,

and fowre om cbe otser.

Rich, And his wcll-chofen Bride.
Clarence. Tminde totell him plainly what I thinke.
K. Now Brother of Clarence,
Hotw like you our Choyce,
That you ftand penfiue,as halfe malecontent ?
Clarence. Aswellas Lewss of France,
Or e Earle of Warwicke,
Whicp g~ 0 weahe of courage,and in iudgement,
That thev le take no offence at our abufe,
K. Suppofe they take offence without sy cauje
They ate but Lawss and #ara ke, 1 son I divar d,
Y o King qod 27wt viels, and ot haue my will,
Rirls - And th 1T haae your will, becaufe our King :
Yet haltic Marriage feldome proueth well,
Kmg. YeaBrother Richard,ate you offended too ?
felb. Not 1: nos
G 4 1othid,that I thould wifh them feuer'd,
Whom God hathioyn'd together:
I,and twwere pittie, to funder them,
That yoake fo well together.
Kmg. Setting your skornes,and your miflike afide,
Te i metonie reafon,why the Lady Grey
Should not become my Wife,a.ud Englands Quecue?
And vou too, Somerfer, and CMomntarwe,
tpeane ficely what you thinke,
Cloence. Thenthisis mine opsion-
That King Lewss becomes your Enemie,
For moching himabourthe Marnage
Of the Lady Bona,
Rich. And Warwicke,doing what you gaue incharge,
Is now dis-honored by this new Marriage.

Kuzg. What, if both Lewss and swarwick be appeas’d,
By fuchinuentionas I can deuife ?

Maxnt Y et,to haue 1oyn’d with France in fuch alliance,
Would more haue trengthned this our Commonwealth
'Gamft forraine flormes,then any home-bred Marriage.

I1st Why knowes not dteuntague that of it felfc,
England: fafe,if true within e felfe ?

Moo, Butthe fafer,when ’tis back’d with France.

Hait. “Tisbetcer ving France,then trufting France :
Letvs beback’d with God,and with the Seas,
Which hebath giu'n for fence impregnable,
And with their helpes,onely defend our felues:
In them,and in our (clues,our fafetic lyes.

Clar. Forthis one {peech, I ord Haffings well deferues

To haue the Heire of the Lotd Hwngerford.

Kmg, I,what of that? it was my will,and graunt,
Ar.g for this once,my Will thall ftand for Law,

Rich,And yet me thinks,your Grace hath not done well,
To giue the Heire and Daughter of Lord Seales
Vito the Brother of your louing Bride ;

Sheebetter would haue fitted me,or Clarewee
Butin your Bride you burie Brotherhoad,

Of the Lord Benws? on your new Wiues Sonne,
Andleaue your Brothicrs to goe fpeede elfewhere,
Kmg. Alas,poore Clarence : isit fora Wife
That thou art malecontent ? I will prouide thee.

L

Clar. Orelf: youwould not haue beftow’d the Heire

Clarence. Inchuling for your (cH'c,——\
You thew'd your iudgement ;
Which being fhallow, you fhall giue me leaune
To play the Broker in mine owne behalic;
And to that end, 1 fhortly minde to leaue you,
King. Leaveme,ortarry, Edward will be King,
And notbe ty'd vneo his Brothers will,
Lady Crey. My Lords, before it plezs'd his Mareftie
To rayfe my Scate 0> Trle of 2 Queene,
Doe me but right,and you muft ull confefle,
That I'was not ignobie 4¢ De cene,
A..dmeanerthenmy felie hzus’ 34 like fortune.
SutastiusTirie henorsmeand u e,
So your difliizs to whom | would be plezfing, '
Doth clond my toyes with danper, and witl. 1orrow,
Kmg My Leue,forbeare to fawne vpon tha frovnes:
What danger,or what forrow can befall thee,

\ Solongas Edward is thy conftant tuend,

And their true Soueragne,whom they muft ohe s 2
Nay,whom they fhall obey,and louethee too,
Valeflc they feeke for hatred at my hands :
Which i they doe,yet will I keepe thee fafe,
And chey hall fesle the vengeance of my wrath,
Ruch. Lheare, yet fay net much, but thinke the more,

Inicr 4 I'offec,

Kirs, Now Meffenger,what Lecters,or what Newes
from France 2
Poff. My Soueraigne Liege,no Letters, 8 few words,
But tuchyas I (wethour your ipeciall pardon)
Dare not relate,
Kixg. Goe too,wee pardor: thee ¢
Theretore,in bricfe,tell me their words,
Asncere as thou canft guefle them,
Whatar{wer makes King Lewss voto our Letters
Dot Atvmy deparr,thefe were his very words
Goe tell fal(z Edward,the fuppofed Kirg, !
That Lewes of Franceis fending ouer Maskers, !
To reuell it with him,and his new Bride, ]
King. Is Lewss fo braue? belike hethinkes me Henry.
But what {aid Lady Bons to my Marriage? ’
Pof?. 1he{e were her words, vit red with mild difdaine :
Tellhim,in hope hice'le prove a Widower fhortly,
Ife weare the W llow Gacland for his fake.
Kizg. 1blame nother; fhe could fayhitcle leffe
Shehad the wrong. But what {aid Henrees Queene 2
For I'haue heard,thac fhe was there 1o place,
Poff. Tell him(quoth the)
My mourniog Weedes are done,
And [am readie to put Armouron,
King. Belike fne minds to lay the Amszon.
But what {2id #arwicke to thele1niuries ?
Pof. He,more incens’d againkt your Maieftie,
Thenall the reft,difcharg’d me with thefe words:
Teli him from me that he hath done me wrong,
And therefore Ile vacrowne him,er’t be long.
King Ha?durRR the Ttaytor breach out fo prowd words?
Well,I will arme me,being chus fore-warn'd : '
- They (hall haue Warres,and pay for their prefumption.
But fay,is Warwicke friends with Aargaris?
Poff. 1, gracious Souermgne,
They are fo link’d in friendfhip,
That yong Prince Edward macryes #arwicks Daughter.
Clarence, Belike,the elder;
No\!)

Clarence will haue the younger,
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Now Brothet King farewell,and fit yoo faft,
Por I will hence to Warwickes other Daughter, -
That though I wanta Kingdome, yet in Marrisge
I may not proue inferior to your felfe.
You that loue me,and Parwicke, follow me,
Exit Clarence and Somerfes fokewes, .
Rich. Not I:
My thonghtssynse at 2 further matter:
I ({;y not for the loue of Edwerd,but the Crowne,
Kmg. Clarence and Semerfes both gone vo Warwicke ?
Yet am] arm’d againft the worft can happen :
And hafteis needfull in chis defp’rate cafe,
Pembrooks a0d Seafford, you in our behalfe
Goe leuie men,and make prepare for Warre g
They srealreadic,or quicEly will be landed:
My felfe in perfon will ftraight follow you.
Exennt Pembroskg and Stafford,
But ere 1 goc,Heffings and Mowntagne
Refolue my doubt : you twaise,of all the reft,
Are neere t0 Parwicke,by bloud,and by allyance :
Tell me,if you loue Parwicke more then me
If i be fo,then both depart to him:
T rather with you foes,then hollow friends,
But if you minde to hold your crue obedience,
Giue me affurance with fome friendly Vow,
That I may neuer haue you in fufpect,
eMomt. So God helpe CHomuragns, ss hee proues
true.
Hast, And Hastings,as hee fauours Edwards caule,
King, Now,Brother Richard,will you ftand by vs ?
Rich. 1,in defpight of all that (ball withRand you.
Kmg. Whyfo: thenam] fure of ViQoric.
Now therefore let vs hence,and lofe no howre,
Till wee meet #arwscks,with his forreine powre,
Exemnt,

Enter Warwicke and Oxford in England,
with French Senldsors.

Warw. Truft me,my Lord, all hitherto goes well,
The common people by numbers {warme co vs.
Enter Clarence and Somer fer.
But {ee where Somerfw and Clarence comes :
Speake fuddenly,my Lords,are weesll friends?
Clar. Feate not that,my Lord,
W.arw, Then gentle Claremce,welcome vnto Warwicke,
And welcome Sosverfet - 1hold it cowardize,
To reft mitcultfull, wherea Noble Heart
Hath pawn'd an open Hand, in figne of Loue;
Elfe might I thinke,thac ( larence, Edwards Brother,
Were buta fained friend to our proceedings :
Bat welcome {weet (Tarence,my Daughter fhall be thine,
And now,what refts ? but in Nights Couerture,
Thy Brother being careleflely encamp’d,
His Souldiors lurking in the Towne about,
And but attended by a finple Guard,
Wee may furprize and take him at our pleafure,
Our Scouts haur found che sduenture very eafie
That as ¥ ffes, and Rout Diemsede,
With fleight and manhood ftole to Rbefs Tents,
And brought from thence the Thracian fatall Steedss
So wee,well couer’d with the Nighes black Mancle,
At vnawares may beat downe Fdwards Guard,
And feize himfelfe: I fay not,flaugheer him,
For I intend but oncly to furprize hias,
You that will follow me to this atcempe,

-

T be third Part of K ing Henry the Sixs

Applaud the Name of Hawry,wich your Leades,
They ol 579, Hotery,
Why then let’s on our way in ﬁl:x?t for‘:?
For Warwicke and his friends,God shd Seint Gerge,
Exrwnt,

Ewter three twatchween to guard the Kings Tent.

1. H'atch,Come on my Mafters,cach man take his ftand,

The King by this,is fet him downe to fleepe,

3. Wasch, What,will he notte Bed ?

. Watch. Why,no:for he hath made a folemne Vow,
Neuer to lye and take his naturall Reft,
Till Warwitke,or himfelfe,be quite fuppreft,

2.Watch. To morrow then belike fhall bethe dsy,
1€ sWarwscke be fo neete 8s men report.

3.Wuasch. But {ay,] pray,what Noble man is thae,
That with the King here refteth inhis Tent ?

1.#aich, "Tis the Lord Haffings, the Kings chicfeft
friend, .

3.Watch. O,is it fo? but why commands the King,
That his chiefe followers lodge ia Townes about him,
While he himfelfe keepes in thecold field ?

2.#waech, "Tis the more honour,becaufe more dange-
rous., ‘ .

3. Patch. 1,but give me werthip, snd quietnedle,
T like it beteer then a dangerous hénor,
X warwicke knew in what cftate he ftands,
‘Tisto be doubted he would waken him.
; 1. Wach, Valefle our Halberds did Gauc vp his paf.

age,
gz. watch, 1: wherefore elfe pusrd we his Royall Tent,

But to defend his Perfon from Night-foes 2 '

Enter iv.owicke, Clarence O xford, Somerfes,
and French Souldvers filent all,

svarw. This is his Tent,and {ee where ftand his Guard:
Courage my Mafters: Honor now, et neuer :
But follow me,and Edward (hall be ours,
1. Warch, Who goes there?
a.1atch. Stay,orthou dyeft.
Warwicke and the ref cry all, Warwicks, Warwicke,
and fet vpowshe Guard, whe flye erying, Arme, Arme,
Warws ke and the reft followng chem,

The Drumme playing,and Trampet foundirg.
Enter W arwiche,Somer[et ,and the reﬁ,hwgix‘i.:i King
ot 1w bes Gowne, lis1img in & Chasre - Richard
and Haftinys flyes ouer the Stage,

Som. What are they that flye chere?

Warw. Richard and Haffings : let them gos, heere is
the Duke.

K.Edw. TheDuke?
Why warwicke, when wee parted,
Thou call'dft me King.

Warw. Lbut the cafe is alter'd,
When you difgrac’d me in my Emba(fade,
Then 1 degraded you from being King,
And come now to creste you Duke of Yorke
Alas,how fhould you gouerne any Kingdome, !
That know noc how to v{e Embafladors,
Nor how to be conrented with one Wife,
Nor how to vfe your Brochers Brotherly,
Nor how to ftudse for the Peoples Welfare,
Nor how to (browd your fclfe from Encmnics ?

KEdw.Yes, [
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K.Edw,. Yea,Brother of Clarence,

Art thou heretoo? ,

Nay then 1 fee,thac Edward needs muft downe, -

Yet Warwicke,in de@i*ht of all mifchance,

1 Of thee thy felfe,and all thy Complices,

Edward will alwsyes beare himfelfe as King

Though Fortunes msllice ouerthrow my Srate,

My minde exceedes the compafle of her Wheele.

warw, Then for his minde, be Edwerd Englands King,

T akes off bis Crowns.

But Hewry now fhall weare the Englith Crowne,
And betrue King indeede: thou but the thadow,
My Lord of Somerfet, at my rejucﬁ,
Sce that forthwith Duke Edward be cohuey'd
Vato my Brother Arch-Bifhop of Yorke :
When 1 haue fought with Pemérooke,and his fellowes,
Ile follow you, and tell whae anfwer
Lewss and the Lady Bona fend to him,
Now fog a-while farewell good Duke of Yorke,
Toey leads bsm omt forcibly. .
K.Ed.Whst Fates impofe,that men muft needs abide;
Itboots not to refift boch winde and tide. Exemnt,
0xf. What now remaines my Lords for vs to do,
But msrch ¢o London with our Soldiers ?
Par. 1that’s the firk thing that we haueto doy
Tofree King Hewry from imprifonment,

And fee him feated in the Regall Throne. X9,

Ewser Riners,and Lady Gray,

Rin. Madam,whatmakes youinthis fodain change?

Gray. Why Brothers Roners,are youyet to learne
Whac late misfortune is befalne King Edward?

Ris, What loffe of fome pitcht batcell
Againlt rarwicke?

Gray. No,butthe loffe of his owne Royasll perfon,

Rin. Thenismy Soueraigne flaine ?

Gray. 1almoft flaine,for he is taken prifoner,

Either betrayd by falfhood of his Gusid,

Or by his Foe furpriz’d at vnawares ;

And as I further haue to vadesftand,

Is new committed to the Bithop of Yorke,

Fell Warwickes Brother, and by thacour Foe,

Riu, Thefe Newes I muft confefle are full of greefe,
Yet gracious Madam, beare it as you may,

Warwicke may loofe, that now hath wonne the day.

Gray. Tillthen,fairc hope muR hinder liues decays
And 1 thérather waine me from difpaire
For loue of Edwards Off-fpring in my wombe:

Thisis ic that makes me bridle paffion,

Andbeare with Mildnefle my misfostunes croffe::

L1, for this I drawin many a teare,

And ftop the rifing of blood-fucking fighes,

Leaft withmy fighes or teares, I blaft or drowne

King Edwards Fruite, true heyee to th’Englith Crowne,

Rw, But Madsen, R
Where is Warwicke then become ? v. .

Gray. 1aminform’d thathe comes towards Lendon,
To fec the Crowne once mere on Hemrses head, .
Guefle chou the reft, Kiog Edwaerds Friends maft downe,
Butto preucnt the Tyranss violence, ..
(For trufknoc him that hath emce broken Puich
‘llc hence forthwich vnto the Sanctuary, »° . -

I3

!

|

oxeimy,

To faue (at leaft jthe heire of Edward; righe :
There fball 1 re@® fecure from force and fraud ;
Come thercfore let vs flye, while we may flye,
If Warwicke take vs,we are fure to dye.

Enter Richard, Lerd Hafings and Sir twiRiam
Stanley. }

Rich. Nowmy Lord Haffings,and Sir ssv¥iam Stanly |

Leaue off to wonder why I drew you hither,

Into this theefeft Thicket of the Parke,

Thus (tand the cafe : you know our Kin »a0y Brother;
Is prifoner to the Bifzop here,at whofe hands

He hath good vfage,and great liberty,

And often but atcended with weake guard, “[
Comehunting this way to difport himfelfe,

I haue aduertis’'d him by fecret meanes,
Thatifabout this hours he wmake this way,

Vader the colaur of his vfeall game,

He fhall heere finde hit Friends with Horfe and Me,
To fethim free from his Capxiuitie,

Enmter King Ebll., odg f{mfm
with bim, _

Huntfmas. This way my Lord,
For this way lies the Game.
King Edw, Nay this way man,
See where the Huntfmen fland.
Now Brother of Glofier, Lord Haftings,and thereft,
Stand youthus clofe to fReale the Bithops Decre ?
Ruch. Brother,the time snd cafe,requireth haft,
Your horfe ftands ready at the Parke-corner.
Kimg Ed. But whethter fhall we then?
Haft. To Lyn my Lord,
And fhipt from thence to Flanders.
Rich. Wel gueft belecue me,for that was my meaning
K.Ed. Stenly,] will reqquite thy forwardneffe,
Rech. But whercfore Ray we? 'tis no time to talke,
K.Ed, Hum{man, what fay'ft chou ?
Wiltthaugoalong?
Huntf. Better do fo,then tarry and be hang’d.
Rich, Come then away,lets ha no more adoo,
K.Ed, Bithop farwell,
Sheeld thee from warwickes frowne,

And pray thac I may se-poflefle the Crowne, sxewwt
Flowrifba  Enter Ksng Henry the fixt, €larewce, Warwicky,
Somerfes, yowng Henry, Oxford, Monntagwe,

and Lientenans.

K.Hen. M.Lieutenant,now that God and Friendy
Haue (haken Edward from the Regall feate,
And turn’d my capriue flate to libertie,
My feare to hope,my forrowes yntq ioyes,
Atour enlargement what are thy due Fees?
Lien.Subi¢ts may challenge nothing of their Sou’raing
But,if an humble prayer may preuaile, ’
I then craue pardon of your Maieftie,
K.Hen, Fot what, Licutenant ? For well vfing me ?
Nay be thou {ute,lle well requite thy kindneffe,
For that it made my imprifonment, s pleafure:
1, fuch apleafure,esincaged Birds i
Conceiue; when after many moedy Thoughts,
At laft, by.Notes of Houthold harmonie, T,
They quice forgec ctheir loffe of Libwrtie. {
‘ q Bu:
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But Powsrke after God,thou (et'ft me free,
And chiefely therefore,l thanke God,and thee,
He was the Author,thou the Inftrument,
Therefore that I may conquer Fortunes fpighe,
%y huing low, where Fortune cannot hurc me,
And chat the people of this blcffed Land
May not be punifht with my thwarting Rarres,
warwicke although my Head flill weare the Crowne,
I here religne my Gouerninent to thee,
For thou ert fortunate in all thy deeds.
warw. Your Grace hath (till beene fam'd for vertuous,
And now inay feeme as wile as vertuous,
By fpying and avoiding Fortunes malice,
For few men rightly temper with the Scarres:
Yetin this one thing let me blame your Grace,
For chuhng me,when Clarence is in place.

Clar. No Harwicke,thou are worthy of the {way,
To whom the Heaw'ns in thy Natiuitie,

Adwdg’dan Olue Branchyand Lawrell Crowne,
Aslikelytobe bleft in Peace and Warre :
And therefore I yceld thee my free confent.

warw, And I chufe Clarence orely for Protector,

King Warwick and Clarence,gine me both your Hands:
Now ioyne your Hands, & with your Hands yous Hearts,
That no diffention hinder Goucrnment :

I make youboth Prote&tors of this Land,
While I my felfe will lead a priuate Life,
And mdeuotion fpend my lateer dayes,
To v acs cebuke,and my Creators prayfe.
# wrw, Whatanfweres Claresce to hus Souersignes
will?

Clir. Thathe conlents, if #arwicke yeeld confent,

For on thy fortune I repofe my felte,
warw \Vhy then thovgh loth,yet mult I be content ;
Wee'le yoake cogether,like a double thadow
To Henries Body,and fupply his place
I meane,in beating weight of Gouernment,
While he enioyes the Honor,and his cafe,
And Clarence,now then it is more then needfull,
For:hiwich that Edwerd be pronounc’d a Traytor,
And a1l his Lands and Goods confifcate,
Clar. Whatelie? and that Succeffion be determined,
warw, Itherein Clarence fhall not want his pare,
Kirg. Bt with the fir,of all your chiefe atfaires,
T et me er-reat(for [ command no more)
That A g wrer your Qeene, and my Sonne Edward,
Be fent for,to reurne trom France with fpeed :
For ulll feethem here, by doubtfull feare,
My ioy of hibertie is halte eclips’d.

Clar, It fnall bee done, my Soucraigne, with all

fpeede,
Kimz. My Lord of Somerfet,what Youth is that,
Of whom you feeme to haue fo tender care?
Somer[. My Liege, itis young Henry, Eaile of Rich-
mond.
Kmg. Come hither,Englands Hope :
Layes his Hand on hss Head,
If fecret Powers {uggeft but truch
To my diuining thoughs,
This prettie Lad will proue our Countries bliffe,
His Lookes are full of peacefull Majethre,
His Head by nature fram'd to weare a Crowne,
His Hand to wield a Scepter, and himfelfe
Likely intime to blefle a Regall Throue::
Make much of him,my Lotds ; for tius is hee
Muft helpe you moreythen you are bu-t by mee,

[ —-—
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Esuter 4 Poffe

Parw, What newes, my friend ?

Pofte. That Edward 15 efcaped from your Brother
And fled (as hee heares fince) to Burgundie. ’

Warw. Vnlauonie newes: but how made be efcapz ¢

Pofte. He was conuey’'d by Richard, Duke of Glofics
And the Lord Haftimgs,who attended him ’
In fecret ambuth,on the Forreft fide,
And from the Bithops Hunt{men refcu’'d him :
For Hunting was his dayly Exercife.

Warw. My Brother was too careleffe of his charge.
Butletvs hence,my Soueraigne,to prouide
A falue for any {ore,that may betide. Exeuns.

CManet Somerfer, Richmond and O xford,

Som.My Lord,Ilike not of this flight of Edward::

For doubtlefTe, Burgundse w1ll yeeld him helpe,
And we (hall haue more Warres befort be long.
As Henries late prefaging Prophecic
Did glad my heart,with hope of this young Richmond :
So doth my heare mif-giue me, in thefe Confli&ts,
What may befall him,to his harme and ours,
Therefore,Lord Oxford,co preuent the worft,
Forthwith wee'le fend him hence to Brittanie,
Till Rormes be paft of Ciuill Enmitie,

Oxf. 1: for it Edward re-poflefle the Crowne,
"Ths like that Richmend, with the ret,thail downe.

Som. Itfh.llbe fo. he (hall to Brittanie,
Comne thereture,let’s about it fpeedily, Exeunt.
Floursb. Emter Fdward, Richard, Huflings,

and Senisbiers,

Edw Mow Brottici Ruchard Lord Haflings,and the seft,
Yeuthus farre Fortune maketh vs ammends,
And fayes,that once more | (Ll enterchange
My wiined {Yace,for Hewries Regall Crowne.
Well haue we pafls d,and now re-pafs'd the Seas,
Andbrought delired hielpe from Burgundie,
What then remaiies,we being thus arniu’d
From Rauen{purre Haucn,bcf%rc the Gates of Yorke,
But that we enter,as into our Dukedome ?
Rich, The Gates made faft ?
Brother, 1 like not this,
Formany mea that fumble at che Threfhold,
Are well fore-told,that danger lurkes within.
Edw,Tufh man,aboadments muft ot now affright vs:
By faire or foule meances we muil cutecun,
For hither will our titends repaire to vs.
Hait, My Liege, lle kaocke once more,to fummon
them,
Enter va the Walls, the AMasor of Yorke,
and bss Brethren,
e aor. My Lords,
We were fore-warned of your coraming,
And fhut the Gates,for fafecir 3€nur felues ;
Fornow we owe ullegeance vaio Hesry,
Edw. But,Mafter Maior il Hewry be yow ¥ing,
Yet Fdward,ac the leaft,is Duke ot Yorke.
tMaor, True, my good Lotd, 1 know you forno
lefle.
Eaw. Why,and I challenge nothing but my Dukedome,
£fisbeing well content with that alone,
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Rich. But when the Fox hath once got in his Nofe,

Hee'le foone finde meanes to make the Body follow.

Fast, \Why,Mafter Maior,why ftand you in 1 doubc ?

Open the Gates,we are King Henr:es friends.

Masor. 1, 3y you {o ? the Gates fhall then be opened.
IJ?d':fcexdl.

nech. A wife fout Captaine,and foone perfwaded.

Ha.The cocd old man would faine that all were wei,

o 'twere not long ot him: but being entred,

1 doubt not I,but we (hall foone perfwade

Both him,and ail bs Brothers,yutorea® n,

| nter the (Aaior, and two o Aldermen,
Ehw. So Mafler Maior. thele Gates muft not be thue,
But 10 the Might,orin the time of Wharrc,
Whar, feare novman,butyeeld me vp chc Keyes,
Tule b5 Repes,
For Edward will defend th “owne,and chize,
And all thofe frieuds, tha: dcinc to folicw mee,

Yarch. Ento M.untgomersc,with Drsmme
and Somldsers.
X, Brother,this is Sir John Mountgomerie,
Our teuftie fend,vnlefle I be deceiu’d,
Edw. \Welcome Sir lohn : bue why come you in
Armes?
Afwut, To helpe King Edward in his time of orme,
Asenery loyall Subiect oughe to doe.
Edw. Thankes good CAHMlountgemerse :
But we now forget our Title :o the Crowne,
And orcly cl:(ymc our Dukedome,
[l God pleafe to fend the refl.
AMonunt. Then fare you well,for I will hence againe,
T came to ferue aKing,and not a Duke::
Drummer Ruke vp,and let vs maich away,
T7.6 Druwsme begms to march,
Edw. Nay ftay,Sir Jorm,a while, and wee'le debate
By what {afe meancs the Crowae may be recouer'd,
Afoxnt. \Vhat talke you of debating ? in few words,
It you'le not here proclainie your felfe our King, '
Ie leaue youto your (orrune,and be gone,
Tokeepe them back.that come to fuccour you,
Wiy fha:' wve fight,if you pretehd no Tutle ?
Kich, Why Drother, wherefore ftand you on nice
points
£aw. \Vhen wee grow ftronger,
Then wee't> make our Clayme :
Till then, tis wifdome to conceale our meaning,
]I.’ajf. Away with fcrupulous Wit, now Azmes muft
wle,
Kuk. And {earclefle tninids clyme (ooneft vnto Crowns.
Bratihier,we will preciaime you onr of hand,
The bruit thereof will bring you mary friends,
Edw.Then beitasyou will: for us my nghe,
And Henry but vlurpes the Diademe,
Mouss. 1,00w my Soueraigne fpeakethiike himfelfe,
Androw will I be Edward Champion.
Haft.Sound Trumpe:,Ldward thal be here proclaim’d:
Come,fellow Souldior, make thou proclamation,
Flewrih,  Somnd.
Senl. Edward the Fourch, byths Crace of God, King of
England and I'vance.and Lord of Ircland, e,
Mowrz, And whofoc’rc{gainfa esKing £awards righs,
By tuis I challenge hunto fingle fiphe.
Throwes downe his Gawntlet,
All. Long e Edward thic Fourth,

Edw. Thankes braue Arurtzomery,
And thankes vnto you ul} .

If fortune ferue me,le resure s kundueffe,

Now for this Night,Jec s harbor here in Yorke:

And wiien the Morng Surnc thull ray fe hus Carre
AbLouve the Sorder of this Honzon,

Wee'le forvard towards @i wicke,and his Mates;
For well [ wot,thet Henry is ne Souldier,

AL froward Clor2nce how emillix befecmesthee,

To fatter Flenry, and forfake thy Brocher?

Yer as wee may,wee le meer both thee and "earmi ke,
Counc oubraue Souldiors : douvbt tiot of the Day,
And har xnce gottey,doubtnot of laize Pay  Evennt

T lowrdfl, Enter the King Warwicke, Alewnt agwe,
Clarence,C ~ford and Somer fet

war. What counfaile,Lor.ds? Edmard irom Belgia,

With hafhiz Germanes,a.d Llins Hollanders,

Hatk pafs din fafeve thrcaghtbhe Nacrow Seae,

Anc wiil his troupes duth Macch amane to Lundor,

And many giddie people dock te him,

Kiig. Leosicuie menacd bearlainbackeagaine,
Clar, & itde five s quickiy trocden oug,

Whicn baing fufte:’d Ruuers cannot queach,

War. in Warwickfhire I haue rue-bearted Giends,

Nor munnous iv peace, yer bo'din YWarre,

Thole will Imufter vp : and thouSannc Clarence

Shale furre vp in S.ffolke Naitotke.and in Keue,

The Krightsand Gendenien o come wich thee,

Thou Broriter Mosntagwe,in Bockingham,

Northamrptor,and in Lrice@e fhire,fhalr find

Men well enchir'd co heaze what thou command'd.

And thou,braue Ov/ord, wondrous well beicu’d,

1n Oxfordthire thalt muftey vp thy fiiends,

My Scueraigne,with the loung Cicizens,

Like to his lland,gyre in with the Ocean,

Ormodeft Dyan.circled wivh her Nymphs,

Shallr=ftin London,iili we cerve to bhim ;

Farcr Lords take leane,and Rand not e reply.

Farewell my Scueraigne. {
Kwmg. Farewellmy belor,and my Teopes crue hope
Clar. I figae of trurh,] kife your Highueif: Hand.
K.ng. Weil-minded Cidfnct,g( thou forrunate.
Aoxns. Comforimy Lord and fo I cake my iraue.
Cxf. AndthusIlealemy truth,2nd bid adien,
Kmg., Sweet Orford,and my louing Afoamiapue,

And allat once,once more  happy farewe!l
war Farewell fweer L ords,led’s meet at Couentry,

Esennt.
King, Herearthe Pallace will 1 e2Ra while. i

Coulin of Exveter what thinkes your Lord/hip ?

Me thinkes,the Power that Edward hath inficid,

Shiouid 1ror be able to encounter mine.

Exer, The doubt is,that he will feduce the 1o},
King. Thai's not sy feare,my meed hach got ae fame-

1 have nor fRopt mine eares to ctheir demands,

Nor peited off their fnites with flow delayes,

My pittie bath beene balme to heale cheir wourds,

My mildnefle hath allay’d their {waziling gricies,

My mercie dry’d their water-flowing teazes.

Uhauenot been defirons of cheir wealch,

Nor much oppreft them with greac Subridies,

Nor forward of reuenge,though they much err'de

Then why (hould shey loue Edward more thes me?

No £xeser thefe Graces challenge Grace s
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Ethc?:;" lh-h.hch.ny Locd , whc‘sm are
i Ewor Rdward and s Sonidiors, -
Edw, Seize enshethameiac’d Hrnry,beare him bance,
sme vs Kiog of England, .

And onceaguine procieime .
You sre the Fonae,chac asakes fmall Brookes o flaw,

Now ftops th ,;y Seathall fuck them dry,

F And fwefl fo ;ﬁbm N:h:r,hy their ebbe, 7

; Hence with him to the Tower,let him not fpeake.

I Exis with King Henry.

And Lords,towards Couentry bend we ous courfe,

) Where perempsotic Warwicks now remaines :

The Sunne thines hot,snd if we vfe delay,

Cold biting Winter marzes-our bop'd-for Hay.
Rich. Aweay betimes before his forces loyne,

And take the grest-growne Traytor vnawases:

Braue Warriors,march asnaine towards Couentry.

Exenss,

H

Enter swarwiskg, the Maior of Cu:m;, twe
Maffengers and sthers vpon the talls,

war. Where Is the Poft that came froem valiant Oxford ¢

How farre hence is thy Lord,mine honeft fellow?

AMef1. By this at Dunfmore, marching hitherward,

war. How farre off is our Brother Monwtague ?
Where is the Polt that came from Menntagse ?

Mef 3. By chis st Dawtry,with a puiffant troope.

Enter Somernsle.

War. Say Semersue what (ayes my louing Sonne ?
Aund by thy guefle,how nigh is Clerewce now ?

Somers. At Souwsham I did leaue him with his forces,
And doe expet him here fame two howres hence.

wWar. Then Clarenceis at hand, I heare his Drumme.

Somern, Itisnot his,my Lord,here Southam lyes :
The Drum your Honor heares,marcheth from #arwicke.

war.Who fhould that berbelike vnlook’d for friends,

Somern. They are ac hand,and you (hall quickly know.

March. Flourdb, Enter Edward Richard,
and Somldsers,
Edw. Goe,Trumpet,to the Walls,and found a Parle.
Ruch, Seehow the furly wWarwicke mansthe Wall.
waor. Ohvabid [pight,is {portfull Edward come?
Where flept our Scouts,or how arethey feduc’d,
That we could heare no newes of his repayre.
Edw. Now Warwicke,wilt thou ope the Citie Gates,
Speake gentle words,and humbly bend thy Knee,
Call Edward King,and at his hands begge Mercy,
And he thall patdon thee thefe Outrages ?
.} war. Nay rather,wilt thoudraw thy forces hence,
Confeffe who fet thee vp,and plucke thee dowie,
-Call s7arwicke Patron,and be penitent,
And chou thalt fbill remaine the Duke of Yorke.
Rich. 1thoughe at leaft he would haue {aid the King,
[ Or did he make the Ieaft againft his will ?
War. s notaDukedome,Sir,a goodly gift ?
Ruch. 1,bymy faith,for a poore Earleto giue,
Ile doe thee feruice for fo good a gift,
war, 'Twas I that gaue the Kingdome to thy Bro-
ther.
Edw. Why then "tis mine,if but by werwsckes gift,

%

#ar, Thowast bo Ailufor fogresta weight:
And Weakeling, warwicke takes bis gift agaiae,
And Hewry ismy King, Warwicks his Subiect.

Edw, But warwickes King is Edwards Prifoner:
And gallant Werwicke,doc but anf{wer cthis,

What is the Bady,when the Head is off ?

Rich. Alas,that waerwicke had mo more fore-caft,
But whiles he thought to fteale the fingle Ten,

The King was {lyly finger'd from the Deck :

You left poore Hewry st the Bifhops Pallace,

And tenar to gne you'le meet him in the Tower,
Edw. "Tis euen fo,yct you are #Warwicke thll,
Rkb‘ Cwe W”t&'kf,

Take the time, kneele downe, knecle downe :

Nay when? firike now,or elfe the Iron cooles,

war. 1had rather chop this Hand off st ablow,

And with the other,fling it acthy face,

Then beare fo low a fayle,to firike to thee,

Edw, Sayle how thou canft,

Have Winde and Tyde thy triend,

This Hand,faft wound about thy coale-black hayre,

Shall,whiles thy Head is warme, and new cut oft,

Write in the duft chis Seatence with thy blood,

Wind-changing @arwicke now can change no more.,

Ewter Oxfordywsth Dramsws and Colonrs,

prar. Oh chearefull Colours,fee where Oxford comes.
Oxf. Ouxford Oxford, for Lancafter.
Rich. The Gates are open,lec vs enter too,
Edw. So other foes may fet vpon our bagks,
Stand we ingood array : for they no doube
Will iffue out a:221ne, and bid vs batuaile
If not,the Cinic beirg bat of fmall defence,
Wee'le quickly rowze the Traitors in the fame.
War. On welcon.e Oxford,for we want thy helpe.

Enter Mountague,with Drumme and Colowr s,

Mount. Mountague, Mountague,for Lancaffer.
Rich.Thou and thy Brother both fhall buy this Treafon
Euen with the deare(t blood your bodies beare,
Edw. The harctes masche,the greater ViQorie,
My minde prefageth happy gaine,and Conqueft,

Enter Somerfet,with Drumwse and Colowrs,

Som. Semerfss, Somerfet,for Lancaffer,

Rich, Two of thy Name,both Dukes of Somerfet,
Haue fold their Liues vato the Houfe of Terke,
And thou fhalt be the third, if this Sward hold,

Entar Clarence,with Drumms and Colonrs,

war And loc,where George of Clarence fweepes along,
Of force enough to bid his Brother Bartaile
With whom,in vpright zealeto right,preuailes
More then the nature of 2 Brothers Loue,
Come Clarence,come ; thou wile,t Warwicke call.
(lar.Father of Warwick,know you what this meanes?
Looke here,I throw my infamie ac thee :
1 will not ruinate my Fathers Houfe,
Who gaue his blood to lyme the (fones togecher,
And fevyp Lancaffer. Why troweft thou, Warwicke,
That Clarence is {o har(h,fo blunt vnnaturall,
To bend the fatall Infruments of Wasre
Againft

s
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Againft his Brother,and his lawfull King.
Perhaps thou wilt obie& my holy Oath :
To keepe that Oath, were more impietie,
Then Zepbah,when he {acrific’d his Daugheer.
1 ain fo forry for my Trefpas made,
| That to deterue well ac my Brotkers hands,
Ihi~ce proclayme my {elfe thy inoreall foe :
With refolution, wherefoc're I meet thee,
(As I wll meet thee, if thou (lirre abraad))
To plague thee,for thy foule mis-leading me.
And fo,prowd-heatted warwicke,1 defie thee,
And to my Brothet turne my blufhing Cheekes,
Pardon me £dward,l will make amends :
And Richard,doe not fiowne vpon my faults,
For I will hencetorth be nomore ynconftant
Edw,Now welcome more and ten times more beiou’d,
Then if thou neuer had@ deferu’d our hate.
Rich. Welcome good Clarence,this 15 Brother.like,
#arw, Oh paffing Traytor,peaiur d and vaiufd,
Edw. What #.owicke,
Wil thou leave che Towne,and fighe ¢
Or fm.ll we bea r'.2 Stones about thine Eaces ?
sarw, Alas,] amnot coop'd here for defence :
Uwiil away towards Barnet prefently,:
And byd thee Battaile, Edward, if thou dar'fh.
Edw. Yes warwicke, Edward daccs,and leads the way:
Lords to the field: Saint George,and Vidtorie.  Exemns.
March., B arwicke and his companie fokowes.

oA larum, and Evewrfions, Erter Ldward bringing
forth Warwicke wosnded, :

Edw. So,lye thou there: dye thow,and dye out feate,
For #Warwicke was a Buggethat fear’'d vsall.
Now Afountague (it falt, | fecke far thee,
[hat Warwickes Bones may keepe thine companie.
. Exst.

Waorw. Ah,whoisnigh? come to me,friend,or foc,
And tell me wha is Vi&tor,Yorke,or Warwscke ¢
Why sske Ithat? my mangled body thewes,
My blood,my want of ftrength,my ficke heart thewes,
That Imuft yeeld my body tothe Earth,
And by my fall,the conqueft to my foe,
Thus yeelds cthe Cedarto the Axesedge,
Whofe Armes gaue ihelter to the Princely Eagle,
Vnder whofe fhade the ramping Lyon flep,
Whofe top-branch ouer-peer’d /owes fpreading Tree,
And kept low Shrubs from Winters pow'rfull Winde.
Thefle Eyes,thac now are dim’d with Deaths black Veyle,
Hauebeene as piercing as the Mid-day Sunne,
To fearch the fecret Treafons of the World
The Wrinckles in my Browes,now fill'd with blood,
Wereik'ned oft to Kingly Sepulchers :
For who liu'd King,but I could digge hisGraue ?
And who durft fmile,when Warwicke bene his Brow ?
Loe,nowmy Glory fmesr'd in duft and blood,
My Parkes,my Walkes,my Mannors that 1 had,
Euen now forfake me; and of all my Lands,
Is nothing left me,but my bodies length.
Why, what is Pompe,Rule,Reigne,but Earth and Duft ?
And liue we how we ¢an,yet dye we muft,

Ewnter Oxford and Somer (et

Som. AhWarwicke,Warwicke,wertthou aswe are,
Wemight recousr all our Loffe againe:

The Queene from France hath brought a puiflant power.

Euen now we heard the newes : ah,could'ft thou fiye,
Varw, then 1 would not flye. Ab AMonntague,

If theu be there,fweet Brother,take my Hand,

And with thy Lippes keepe in my Soule 3 while,

Thou lou’t me not : for,Brother,if thou didft,

Thy tesres would wath this cold congealed blond,

That glewes my Lippes,and will not let me fpeake.

Come quickly Aountague,or ] am dead,
Som, AhWawicke, Mowntagwe hathbreath’d his laft,

And to the laze(t gafpe,cry’d out for Warmcke :

And (nd,Comnmend me to my valiant Brother.

And more he would hane faid,and more he fpoke,

W\ hich founded Likea Cannonina Vaule,

That mought not be diftinguithe : bur ac laft,

T well might heare, deliuered with a groane,

Ob farewrell Warwicke. . )
Bmarw. Swecetreft his Soule:

Flye Lords, and faue your felues,

For Warwicke brds youall farewell,to roeet in Heauen.
Cyf. Away,away,tomeet the Queenes great power.

Here they beare away bis Body. Exennt.

Floursfb. Enter King Edward in trinmph, with
Riohard,Clarence,and the reff.
King. Thus farre our fortunc keepes ar. vpward coutfe,
And we are grac’d with wreaths of Vitorie
But 1n the midit of this bright-fhining Day,
I fpy ablack tufpicious threarning Cloud,
Thac will encounter with our glorious Sunne,
Erc heattaine his eafefull Weltcrne Bed :
I meane,my Lotds,thofe powers that the Queene
Hath rays’d in Gallis,haue arriued our Coalt,
And,as we heare,march on to fight with vs,
Clar. Alictle gale will foone difperfe that Cloud,
Aud blow it to the Source from whehce it came,
Thy very Beames will dry thofe Vapours vp,
Foreuery Cloud engenders not a Storme,
Rich. The Queene is valued thistie thoufand firong,
And Somerfes,with Oxford fled to her:
It fhe hauetime tobreache,be well affur’d
Her faction will be full as firong as ours.
King, Wearesduertis’d by our louing fricnds,
That they dae hold their courfe toward Tewksbury.
W e hauing now the beft at Barnet field,
Wil thithet fraighe, for willingnefe rids way,
And ag we march,our Rrength will be augmented:
In euery Countie as we goe along,
Stuike vp the Diumme cry courage,andaway.  Exeans.

Flowrify. March, Enter the Queene, young
Edward, Semerfet, Oxford, and
Sowldiers.

Qw. Great Lotds,wife men ne'r it and waile their loffe,
Bufchearely fceke how to redrefle theirharmes.
What though the Maft be now blowne ouer-boord,
The Cable broke,the holding-Anchor loft,

And halfe out Sayl>rs fwallow’d in the flood ?

Yec lives our Piloe flill, Is't meet,thachee

Should leaue the Helme,and like a fearefull Lad,
With testefull Eyes adde Wiater to the Ses,

And giue more firength to that which hath too much,

| Whiles in his moane,the Ship fplits on the Rocks’

Which Induftrie and Courage might haue fsu'd?
Ah what 2 {lame,sh what s faule were thiss’
Say Warwicke was our Anchor: what of that/

q3

And

V.i 88—V, iv. 13

523




—

And

And

clfe.

And Mmosagne opr TogsMalt: whanef him?
%@mwm.m?sm ofsh
. . r Anchasg
Ahd;wﬁhﬂmhe.rwwﬂtmm S
The frienda gf, Frsnceour S
Andthough

€Seq?

Ester aMeffenger,

T thiod Fore ot K g By e 58 |

‘-

ats]. Drepare you Lords for Edward is at hand,
Readictofig't therefore berefolurte.

O+t lihonghtnolefle i1t is his Policie,
To hafle thu, Hritto finde vs vaprousded.

Soms. Bur hee's decein’d, we are 1n readinefle,

Q«. Tius cheares my heart,to fee your forwardnefe.

O.f Here puch our Battaile,hence we wili not budge.

Flow lhyavd march. Emter Edward, Richard,

Cloence,and Sonldsers.

t e
S

hromds snd Tackl;
nekifull,why nat Nad and 1, *
For once allpw'd the skilfull Pitots Charge?

We wil| not from ghe bl elmeto fic andweepe, -

1

":"

But keepe dur Coucle fsbeughthesough Winde foy no)

From Shelyes and Rogksthat threaton vs with Wisack,
ood tachide the Waues,as ipegke.them fgire,

what is Edward,but 3 nuhltg‘

What Ciaresce,buc a Quick-fand of Deceit?

And Ruchard butara gcd.faall Rocke?,

All thefe,the Enemies to pur poore Barke.

Say you can {wim,alas’ag butawhiles

Tread on the Sand,why there you quickly finke,

Beride the Rock,the Tyde wili wafb you off,

Or c!fe you famifh,thad’s 3 three-fold Qeath,

This {peake 1.(Lords) ro let you vaderfand,

If cafe (fome one of you would fye from vs, )

| That theze’s no hop’d-for Mercy with the Brothers,

! More then with ruchleffe Waues,with Sands and Rocks.

Why ¢ousage then,what cannot be avoided,

‘Twere childifh weakene(fe to fament, ox feare,

Princy. Me thinkes a Woman of «lus valant Spirie,
Should .f a Coward heard her {peake thefe words,
Infufe hus Breatt with Magnaniminie,
And mabe him, naked, foylc amar at Armes.
I fpeake notthiy as doubung any here:
‘For did I bue futpect a tearstull man,
He thou'd haue leave to goeeaw 1y betimes,
Leat} 1 cur nced he mighe infeét anocher,
And m b hum of like fpuitto himfeife.
It any tuch be here,as Ged foib:d,

Let hui depate,beiore we ncede lus he'pe,

Oxf Womenrand Chldrenof »riphacourape,
And Warriors fane,why ‘ewere perpetuail (han.c.
Oh braue youag Prince: thy famaus Grandfather
Doditineagame innee; long may'ft thou lie,
Toh=1-¢ his Image,and renew hus Glories.

Som. And hezhat will not fight for fuch ahope,
Goc home to Bed,and 1ike the Owle by day,
1t he ac.fe, be mnck'd and wondred ar,

Qu. Tha ke gende Semerfer,iveet Oxford thankes.

Prince. Aud tahe his thankes, that yet hath nothing

R ]

Edw.I3raue followers,yonder ftands the thornic Wood,
\Whicli by the Heauens affitance,s0d your firengih,
Muft by the Roots be hew’ne vp yet ere Night,
J ueed not adde more fuell to your fire,
For well ) wot, yeblaze, to burne them out
G .ue [ignail co the Aghtyand to it Lords,

A i;;nsrasﬁmuﬁmmmw,
My teares gsine- Qtounty MM,ZJ LR ," R

e

A AT U™

Ye fec I drinke pisannteraf mympeyiiic 020340
Therefore nomare b shis.t ey wbyr Soubriigne-:
Is Prifoner to the Foe,his Sease. AR P NI
His Realme  {bugierslinufh,bis s{laingy« ++
His Statuces capsellidond bis Trdofipe fpenc: - -
And yonder is tha Welle,that mados.chis fpoyle. . . .
You fight in Inftice 2'then 1o GodstName,Lords, - * >,
Bevaliant,and ginehgnall cotbefighn. . - . cuye!;
Alarug Rerrogt Bxowrfianso~ i Exewur, :
oL - EEEcE a8 K ¥ I
Flonrifb. Emer Edward, Richard, Qurens, Clarened,: .
.Qxfurd,Sm@m ay ' -5
vy ddAnes o
Edw, Now here g period of torambenéus Beoyles) -
Away with Oxfard o Hanes Cafilaflesighos =i - -
For Semerfes,off wuth bis guilie Headrr > oyt
Goe bepre them hence,} will not lreare them fpeake,
Oxf. Formy part,lle not trouble thee with words
Sem. Not L,bacfloupe with patience to my:fodsusie,
oo ) Exennt. .
Lx. Sopartwe fadly inthis troubldus World, .
To meet with joy 10 fweet lerufalém,: - :
Edw. Is Proclamaiivamade, Fbazwhe finds Edward,
Shall haue a lugh Rev ard,and he his Lefe?
Rech. Itis,and loe where youthfull Edward comes,

Enter the Prince,

Edw, Bring forth the Gallane,let vs hesre him fpeake,
What?. anfo youny a Thorne begin to prick ¢
I'dward what fatssfaétion canft thou make,
Forbearing Armes for firring vp my Subieéls,
And all the uoubic chou haft turn'd meto?
Prirce. Speahe like a Subiet,prowd ambitious Torke,
I Suppote thaclam now my Fathers Mouch,
R-:igne thy Chayre, and where 1 ftand,knecle theu,
Wh: 't I propale the felfe-fame words o thee,
Which/Traytor) thou would'fl haue nie anfwer to,
Ow. Ab, thatthy Facher had beene fo refolu’d.
Rich  That youmighe fhll haue worae the Petticat,
Ao nc’re haue Quloe the Breech from Lawcaffer,
Proce, Leto£fep fable ina Winters Nighe,
His Currifh Riddles forts not with thisplace.
Rech. By Heauen, Brat,le plague ye for that word.
. 1thouwaft borne to be 2 plague tomen,
Rich. ForGods fake,take away this Captiue Scold.
Proce. Nay,take away this fcolding Crooke-backe,
rather. -
Edw. Peace wilfull Boy,or1 will charme your tongue,
Clar. Vnwtor’d Lad,thouart toomalapere. " - -
Prmge. 1 know my dutic,you sre all vadutifull
Lafcinous Edward and thou periur'd Grorge,
Ard thoumil fhapen Dicke,] tell ye all;
Lam your better, Traytors as ye are,
And thou v{urp'ft my Fathers right and mine,
Edw, Takethat,the Lkenefic of this Rayler here.

Stabs bim.
Rich, Spraw!'ft thou? take that,to end thy agonie,
Rech. fabs bim.
Clar. Andther’s for twitting me with penurie.
Clar: fiubsbim.
L Oh,kill metoo. .
Rech. Marry,and fhall. Offers to kil ber.

Ldw, Held,Ricbard hold,for we haue done too much,

Rich. Why

-~
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Rich. Why fhould fhee hue, to fill the World with
words. . ‘

Edw, What? doth fhee fwowne? vfe meanes for her
recoucrie, ' ' '

Rich. Clavence exculé me to the King my Brother :
Ilehence to London on a {erious maxter,
Err yeeomnie thers, be fure to heare fome newes,

Cla. What?> what # ! ’

Rieb Tower,theTewer. Exut.

Qu, Oh Ned fweet Ned,fpeake tocthy Mother Boy,
Can'ft thounot {peake? O Traitors, Murtherers!
Thegthat fabb’'d Cafar,fhed no blood atali :

Did not offend, nor were not worthy Blame,

1f thigtoule deed were by, to equali it,

He was a Man; this (intelpe&)a Chrlde,

And Men, tie’re fpend their fury on a Childe.

What's worfe then Martherer, that I may name e ?

No,no, my heart will burt,a0df [ (peake,

And I will fpeake,that fo iny heart may burft,

Butchers and Villaines, bloudy Caniballes,

How fweet a Plant haue you vutimely cropt:

Y ou haue no children (Butchers) if you hur,

The thought of them would haue firr'd vp remorfe,

But if you euer chance to haue a Childe,

Looke in his youth to haue him fo cut off.

As death{imen youhaue rid this fweet Yong Prince,
King. Away with her,go beare her hence pesforce.
24, Ny, neuer beare me hence,difpatch me heere s

Here theath thy Sword, lle pardon thee my death:

W hat? wile thou now? L hen Clarence da 1t thou,

Ta. By heauen,I will not do thee fo much eafe.

u. Good Clarence do: {weet (Tarence do thou doit,
C/4.Did’(t thou not heate me fveare I would not do ie?
Bu. 1,bucthon vieft to forfweare thy felle.

*Twas Sinb. (ore, butnow "is Charity

What wilt { not> Whereisthat divels butcher Richard?

Hard favor'd Ruchard? Rickard,»!.ere art thou ?

Thou art not heere; Murcher is thy Almef-deed :

The Theefe doth feare each buth s Officer, -

Hen, The Bled thachacth binlimed in abufh, -

With trembling wings mifdoubteth euery bufh s’

And Ithe haplefle Male to one fweet Bixd,”

Haue now the fatallXObie in my eye,

Where my poore yong wasim'd,was caughe,and kill'd.

Rich, \Why what s peeuith Foole wasthat of Crect,
Thac taught his Sonne the office of aFowle,

Andyet forall his wings, the Foole was drown’d.

Hen. 1Dedainsymy poore Boy learsu,

Thy Father Afimes, thac deni’de our coutfe,

The Sunne that fear'd the wings of my {weet Boy.
Thv Brother Edivard, and thy Selfe, the Sea
Wholc enurous Gulfe did fwallove vp his hife:

Ah, Killme with thy Weapon, not with words,
My breft can better brookechy Daggers poin, -
Then canmy eares that Tragicke Hiftory.
Butwheicfore doft thou come? Is't for x;wy Life?

Rich. Think'tt thou T aman Exccutioner ?

Hen, A Perfecutor Iam fure thouart,
Ifmuzthering Tnnocents be Exacuting,

\Why then thiou art an Executioner. 1

Rich. Thy SonTkill'd for his prefumptior,

IHen, Had(t thoubin \ill'd,whenfirft ¥ didtt yr:ﬁmc,.
Thou had’® not Liu*d to hitla Sonne of mune N
Andrbus [ prophetie, that many a thoufand,
Whichnow anftroft ne parcell of my teare, ‘
And many an old mans fighe, and many a Widdowes, -
Andmauy an Orphans water-flanding-eye,
Mentor thveir Sonnes, Wines for their Husbands, © ¢ %
Orj haaos, for theit Parents timeles deaths, _'
Shall rue the houre that euer thou was't borne.
1he Owide fhriek’d atthy birth, an emll figne, f L
The Night-Crow cry’de, aboding tucklefle rime, .
Dogshowl'd and hiddeous Tempeft thook down Trees:
The Ravenrock'dher on the Chamuies top,

Aud chattring Pies o difmall Difcords fung :
Thy Mother fdlemorctiien a Mothers paine,

»
-~

Petitioners for Blood, thoune're puc’ft backe.
Ed. Awaylfay,Ichargeyebeare her hence,
U, Socometoyou,and yours,asto this Prince,
Exet Lucene.
Fd. Whete's Richard gone.
(4. To London ailmpoft,and as] gucfle,!
To make abloody Supper in the Tower,
£d. He's fodune it azhing comesin his head,
Now march we bence, difcharge the common fort
With Pay and Thavkes,and let’s away to London,
And fecour gentle Qureene how well the fares,
By this (1 hope) fhe tath a Sonne for me. Exit,
Enter Honry the fixt, and Richard with the Lieutenant
onthe wallys.

Rich, Good day, my Lord,whavut your Booke fo

hard? T .
Hen. 1my good Lord : my Lord I fhould fay rather,
Tis finne to flatter, Good was littlebetter:  ©

*Good Glofter,and good Dewll, werealike, ~ “s. .

And both prepofterovs: therefore, not Good Lord. <
Rich, Sirra, leauc vs to our fclues,we muft conferrés” |
Hen, So flies the wreakleffe (hepherd from § Wolfe »

So firft the harmleffe Sheepe doth yeeld his Fleece,

And next his Throate, vnto the Butchers Knife.

What Scene ot death hath Rofsims now to Alte !
Rich. Sufpitionalwayes haunts the guilty minde, {

P IR T ) -

P

And yetbiought forth lefTe chen a Mothers hope,
Towit,anmdisefied and deformed lumpe,
Nothketre finiz crtuch a.goodly Tree.
Teeth had'ft thou " thy head, when thou was'tbotne,
To figmfie, thou @'t to bire the werld
Audhtthe reltbe tzue, which Ihaue heard,
Tisou cam'{F e
Asch, 1le heage no more:
Dye Piophct inghy fpecch,
Foc tins (among'@® the re(t) was T ordain’d,
Hen. [,and for much more {laughcer after this,
O God forgiue my finnes, and pardon thee. Dyes,
Rich. What? will the afpiring blood of Lancafter
Sinke in the ground> I thought it would haue mounted,
See how my {word weepes for the poore Kings death,
O may fuch purple teares bealway fhed
From thofe that w:(h the downtall of our houfe.
If any fparke of Life be yet remaining,
Downe,dowhe to hell,and fay I fent thee thither, ,
Stabs hins agasne,
I thathaue neyther pitty loue,not fezre,
Fé{cﬁecd'ristructhar}hnm toeld mgof: 7

Sfﬂ[’éff blm. k

or I haue often heard my Mother fay,
I came into the world with my Legges fo.ward,
Had I not reafon (thinke ye)to make haft,
And fecke their Ruine, that viurp’d our Righe ?
The Midwife wonder'd, and the Women cri'de
O lefus bleffe vs,he is borne with teeth,
- - . “wr oo gl SN A.an
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Andfo 1 was,which plainly fignified,. '~ ... : ..

-| ThatI thould {narle, and bite,and play:the dogges. .«

Then finee.the Heaueps haue (hap'd my Bogy {c,

.| Let Hell make ceookd my Minde.coanfyrer it

1 haueno Brother, [ amlike no Broeher s -

And this word[Loue] which Gray-beards call D
Berefident in men like one another,

'| And not in me: Jammny felfe alone.

Clarence beware, thou keept'it me from the Light,

But I'will fore a pitchy day for thee :

For I willbuzzeabroad fuch Prophefies,

.| That Edwyrd (hall be feareful! of his life,

And thento purge his feare, I]e be thy death.

King Henry, and the Prince his Son aregone,

Clarence thy turne is next, and then the reft,

| Counting my {zlfe but bad, till [ be beft.

llethrow thy body inanother roome,

And Triumph Hemry,inthy day of Doome.

-

inine,’

Exit.

Flowrifb.  Enter King,Queene,Clarence,Richard, Ha/fsags,
Nourfe,and eAttendants,

King. Once more we fitia Eaglands Royall Threne,
Re-purchac’d with the Blood of Enemues :
"What valiant Foe-men, Jike to Autumnes Corue,
Haue we mow'd downe intops of sll their pride ¢
Three Dukes of Somerlet, thresfold Renowne,
{ For bardy and vndoubted Champions:
Two Cliffords,as the Father and the Sorne,
And two Northumberlands ; two braser men,”
Ne're fpurr’d their Courlers at the Trumpets found..
With them, the two braue Beates warwick & Montague,
That in their Chaines fetter’d the Kingly Lyon,
And made the Forref tremble when they roar'd,

Lo 0 o

| Com? hither Beffe,and let mekiffemy Boy :

| Thatthoumight'ftr

e

Thus heue we fwept Sufpition from our Seste,
And made our Footfoole of Security, ,
N
Yong Ned, for thee, thine Vinckles,and my felfe,
Haue in gur Armors wateht the Winters nighe,
Wenz all sfoote in Summers fcalding heace,
eiod'eﬂ'c the Crowne inpeace, 7 .
And of our Laboursthou fhalt reapethegaine. . »
Rich, lle bla@ his Harueft,ifyourhead weze laid,
ForyetIsmnotlook’donintheworld. -
This fhoulder was ordain'd fo thicke, tohesue,
And heaue ivfhall fome waighe, ér breske my backe,
Worke thouthe way,and thac fhelt execute, (-
King. Clarenczand Glofier,loue my louely Queene, °
And kis your Princely Nephew Brothers both,
Cla. The dutyshat 1owe vnto your Maieily, . -
I Sealevpon the lips of this (weet Babe, -
Cls. Thanke Nobie Clarence,wotthy brother thisoks:
Rich. Andthatllonethe tree frd whence) fprang’k :
Witnefle the louing kiffe [ giue the Fruize,
To fay the truth,{o Judas kit his mafler,
And cried all haile,when as he meant all harme. |
King, Nowam I feated asmy foule delights,
Hauing my Countries pesce,and Brothers Joues,
Cla.What will your Gracehaue done with Margares,
Reynardbier Father,to the King of France
Hath pawn’d the Sicils and Ierufalem,
And hither haue they fent it for her ranfome.
Kirg, Away with her,and wafi her hence to France:
And now what refls, but that we fpend the time
With ftately T ciumphies, mirthfull Comicke fhewes,
Suchas befies the pleature of the Court,
Sound Drums and Trumpets, farwell fowre snnoy,
Forheerc 1 hope beginscur lafting 10y.  Exeant emwes
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