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Thelifeand deathof King lohn.

oA s Primus, Scena Proma,

Enter King Iobn, Qneene Elinor, Tembroke, E| .ﬁﬁ'.‘t‘,dﬁd Sa-
lubury, with the Chattylion of France.

Kirg Tobn.
A O {ay (hartillion, what would Frence with us?
§  Char. Thus(aftergreeting)fpeakes the King
of France.
* In my bchaviour to the Majefly,
The borrowed Majefty of England heere.
Elea. A ftrange beginning : borrowed Majefty ?
Kiag fob. Silence (good mother) heare the Embaffie.
Chat. Philipof France, in right and true bebalfe
Of thy deceafed brother, Geffreyesfonne,
eArthar Plantaginet, layes molt lawfull claime
To this faire lland, and the Territories:
To Ireland, Poyétiers, Anjowe,Lovayne, Maine,
Defiring thee tolay afide the{word _
Which {wayes viurpingly thefe{everall titles,
And put the fame into yong Areliurs hand,
Thy Nephew, and right royall Soveraigne.
King Iob. W hat followes1t'we difallow of this ?
(hap. The proud controle of fierceand bloudy warre,
Tointorcetheferights, fo forcibly withheld.
K. Ioh. Here have we war for war,& bleud for bloud,
Controlement for controlement : foan{wer France.
Chat. Then take myKings defiance from my mouth,
The fartheft limit of my Embalflie.
King Iohn, Beare mine to him, and {odepart in peace,
Be thou aslightning in the eyes of France ;
Forere thou canfk report, I will bethere
The thunder of my Cannon fhall be heard.
Sohence: bethou the trumpet of our wrath,
And fullen prefage of your owne decay :
Anhonorable condu let him have, :
Pembroke looke too't : farewell (bartillion.
Exet Chat. and Pem,
&le, What now my fonne, have I notever faid
How that ambitious (onétasce wonld not ceale
Till fhe had kindled France and all the world,
Vpon the rightand parcy of her fonne?
This might have beene prevented, and made whole
With very eafie arguments of love,
Which now the mannage of two kingdomes muft
With fearefull bloudy iflue arbitrate.
K, Iokn, Qur ftrong poffeifion, and our right for s,
Eli. Your ftrong poffedion much more than your right
Or elleit muft goe wrong with you and me,
So much my confcience whifpers in your care,

W hich none but heaven, and you,and I, (hall heare;
Enter a 5‘;‘?5?‘{?}-

Effex. My Leige, here is the {trangeit controverfic
Come from the Country to be judg’d by you
ThatereI heard : fhall I produce the men?

K. Ielm, Let them approach s
Our Abbies aud our Prieries (hall pay
This expeditions charge. What menare you?

Enter Robert Fasslconbridge, and Philip.

Philip, Your faithfuli fubje@,l a Gentleman,
Borne in Northamptonfbire, and eldeft fonne
AsI fuppofe, to Faulconbridge,

A Souldier by the Honor-giving-hand
Of Cordefion Knighted in the ficld,

K. Iobn, W hat artthou?

Robere. The fonand heireto that (ame Faulconbridge.

K. Iobm. s thattheelder, and art thou the heyre?
Youcame not of on¢ mother then it {eemes.

- Philip. Moftcertaine of onemother, mighty King,
That is well knowne, and as I thinke one father :
But for the certaine knowledge of that truth,
I put you o're to heaven, and to my mother ;
Of that I doubt, asall menschildren may.

&li, Out onthec rude man,thou doft {hame thy mother,

And woeund her honor with this ditfidence.

Phil. 1 Madame? No, I have no reafon for it,
That is my brothersplea, and none of mine,
The which if he can prove, apops me out,
At leaft from faire five hundred pound a yeere
Heaven guard my mothershonor, and my Land.

K. John. A good blant fellow : why being yonger borne

Doth helay claime tothine inheritance ?
Phil. I know not why, excepttogettheland ;
But once he flandered me with baltardy :
But where I be astrue begot or no,
That ftill T lay upon my mothers head,
Butthat I am as well begot my Leige
(Faire fall the bones that tooke the paines for me)
Compare our faces, and be judge your felfe
If old Sir Robers did beget us both,
And were our father, and this fonne like him':
O old Sic Rebert father ; on my knee
I give heaven thankes I was uot like to thee.
K. Iobr. Why what amad-cap hath heaven lentus here?
Elen. He hath a tricke of Cordelions face,
The accent of his tongue affeéteth him :
Do you notreade fome tokens of my fonne
In the large compofition of this man ?
a K. Tohu,
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K. Iekn. Mine eye hath well examined his parts,
And finds them perfeét Richard : firra {peake,
W hat doth move you to claime your brothers land 2
Philip. Becaufe he hatha halfe face like my father,
With halfe that face would he have all my Laud,
A halfe-fac'd groat,five hundred pound a yearc ?
Reb. My gracious L.cige, when that my father liv'd,
Yourtbrother did imploy my father much.
Pbil, Wellfir, by this you cannot getmy land,
Yourtale muft bs how he imploi’'d my mother.
Rob. Ardoncedifpatch’d himinan Embaffie
To Germany, there with the Emperor
To treat of high affaires touching that time s
Th advantage of his abfence tooke the King,
And in the meane rime fojourn’d at my fathers ;
Where how he did prevaile, 1 fhame to{peake :
But truth istruch, large lengths of feasand fhores
Betweene my tather, and my mother lay,
As I have heard my father {peake himfelfe
When this fame lulty Gentleman was got:
Vpon his death bed he by will bequeath’d
His lands totne, and tooke it on his death
That this my mothers fonne was none of his ;
And if he were, he came into the world
Full fourteene weckes before the courfe of time :
Then goed my Liedge let me have what is mine,
My fatbers fand, as was my fathers will.
K. Iohn. Sirra,your brotheris Legiztimate,
Your fathers wife did after wedlocke beare him ¢
And if fhe did play felle, the fanlt was hers,
W hich fault lyes ofi the hazzardsofall husbands
That marry wives: tell me, how ifmy br(_)ther
Whoas you fay, tooke painesto get this {onne,
Had of your father claim’d this fonne for his,
Infooth, good friend, your father might have kept
This Calfe, bred from his Cow from all the world :
Infooth he might: then if he weremy brothers,
Mybrother might not claime him, nor your father
Being none of his, refufe him : this concludes,
My mothers fonne did get your fathers heire,
Your fathers heire muit have your fathers land.
Rob. Shall then my fathers Will be of noforce,
To difpofiefle that child whichisnothis?
Phil, "Of no more force to difpoficile me Stir,
Then was his will to get me, as 1 thinke.
Eli. 'Whether had{i thou rather be a Faslconbridge,
And like thy brother to injoy thy land :
Or the reputed fonne of Cordelion,
Lord ofthy prefence, and no lind befide.
Baft . Madam, and if my brother had my fhape
And 1 had his, Sir Reberts hislike him,
And if my legs were two fuch riding rods,
My armes, fuch eele-skins ftuft, my face {othin,
T hat in mine eare I durit not ftickea rofe,
Teft men (hould fay, looke where three farthings goes,
And to his fhape were heire toall thisland,
Would I might never ftirre from off chis place,
I would give it every foot to have this face:
1would not be fir noblbe in any cafe.
Eli. 1likethee well s wilt thou forfake thy fortunne,
Bequeaththy land to him, and follow me 2
Iam a fouldier, and now bound to Frasce,
Baft. Brother, take yotrmy land, Ile take my chance ;
Your face hath got five bundred pound a yeere,
Yet fell your face for five pence and “tisdecre.
Madame, 1l¢ follow you unto the death,

EL, ‘Nay, I would have you goe before methithe;:
Baft. Our Country manners giue our betters way,
K. Iobn, What is thy name ?
Baft, Philp my Liege, fo ismy name begun,
Philip, good old Sir Robertswiveseldeft fonne.
K., lIobn. From henccforth beare hisname
Whofe formethou beareft :
Kneele thou downe Philip, but rife more great,
Arife Sir Réebard,and Plantagenct.
Baff. Brother by th'mothers fide, give me your hand,
My father gave me honor, yours pgaveland, °
Now blefled be the houre by night or day
When I'was got, Sir Robert was away.
Ele. The very {pirit of Plantaginet :
I am thy grandame Richard, call me {o.
Baff. Madam by chance, but not by truth,whattho ;
Something about a little from the right,
Inat the window, or elfeorethe hatch:
Who dares not ftirreby day, muft walke by night,
And have ishave,how ever men doe catch :
Neere or farre off, well wonne is ftill well (hot,
And I am I, how ere I wasbegot.
K. lobw. Goe Fanlconbridge,now haft thouthy defire,
A landlefle Knight, makes thee a landed Squire :
Come Madam, and come Richard, we muft{peed
For Frauce,tor France, for it is more then need.
Baff. Brother adien, good fortune cometo thee,
For thou waft goti'th way of honefty.
Excunt all bt bastard,

B4t A foot of honor better then I was,
But many-amany foot of Land the worfe.
Well, now can I make any /eanea Lady;

Good denne Sit Rickard, Godamercy fellow,
And it hisname be George, ile call him Perer
For new made honor doth forget mens names :
‘Tistoo refpective,andtoofociable

For your converfion, now yourtraveller,
Heand his tooth-pickeat my worfhips mefie,
And when my knightly ftomacke is{udis'd,
Why then I {ucke my teeth, and catechize

My picked man of Countries : my deare fir,
Thusleaning on mine elbow I begin,

I {hall befeech you ; that isqueftion now,

And then comes anfwer like an Abfey booke :
O fir, fayes an{wer, ar your beft command,

At your employment , at your {ervice fir :

No fir, fayes queftion , I fivect {ir at yours,

And fo erean{wer knowes what queftion would,
Saving in Dialogue of Complement,

And talking of the Alpesand Appenines,

The Pyrenncan andthe river Pee,

It drawestoward fapper in conclufion {o.

But thisis worfhipfull focicty,

And fits the mounting {pirit like my felfe ;

For he is but a baftard to the time

Thar doth not fmoake of obfervation,

And fo am I whether I {macke orno :

And not alone in habit and device,

Exterior forme, outward accoutrement ;

But from the inward motion to deliver

Sweet, fweet, {weet poyfon for the ages tooth,
Which though I will not practice to deceive,
Yet toavoyd deceic I meane to learne ;

For it {ha!l (trew the footfteps of my rifing :
But who comes in{nch hafte in riding robes #

: What




T he Lifeand Death of K ing [ohn, 3

W har woman poit isthis? hath fhe no hqsbaud

T hac will take painesto blow a horne before her
O me, ‘tis my mother : how now good Lady,

W har brings you here to Court fo haltly ?

Enter Lady Faulconbridge, and Iames Gurney.

Lady. Where isthat {lave thy brother # where ishe ?
That holds in chafe mine honor up and downe-.

Bait. My brother Robert, old Six Robertsfonne
(elbrandihe Gyant, that fame mighty oan,

Is it Sir Rroberts lonne that you feeke fo ?

Lady. Sir Roberts{onne, T thou unreverend boy,
Sir Roberts fonne 2 why {corn’ {tthou at Sic Robers?
He is Sir Reberes fonne, and foart thous ;

Baft, lames Gourney, wilt thou giveus leave a Whl{c-_:'

Gonr. Good leave good Philsp.

Bajt. Pbilsp, {parrow, lames,

There’s toyes abroad, anon ile tell thee more.

Exst Tames.
Madame, I was notold Sir Roberzs{onne,

Sit Robers might have eate hispartinme

Vpon good Friday, and neere broke hisfaft :

Sir Robere could doe well, marry to confefle

Could get me,Sir Robert could not doe it ;

W e know his handy-worke, therefore good mother
To whom am I beholding for thefe limmes ?

Sir Robert never holpe to make this legge.

Ledy. Haitthou confpired withthy brothertoo,
That for thine owne gaine fhouldt defend mine honor 2
What meanes this {corne, thou moft antoward knave ?

Baft, Knight, knight good mother, Bafilifco-like
What, I am dub'd, 1 haveitonmy fhoulder
But mother, 1 am not Sir Roberts {onne,

Ihave difclaim’d Six Robert and my land,
Legitimation,name, and all is gone ;

Then good my mother, let me know my father,
Some proper man I hope, who was it mother?

Lady. Haft thoudenied thy{clfe a Faslconbridge ?

Baff. As faithfully as 1 deny the devill.

Lady. King Richard Cerdelion was thy father,

By long and vehement fhit 1 wasfeduc'd
Tomake roome for himIn my husbands bed :
teavenlay notmy trangrefiion to my charge,
That art the iffue of my deere offence

Which was {o firongly urg’d paft my defence.

Baff, Now by thislight were I to get agaie,
Madame I would not wifh a better father :

Some finnesdoe beare theirpriviledge on carth,
And {o doth yours : your fault, wasnot you folly
Needs muft yen lay your heartat his difpofe,
Subjected tribute to commanding love,

Againft whofe fury and unmatched force,

The awleffe Lion could not wage the fight,

Nor keepe his Princely heart from Richards hand -
Hethat perforce robs Lions of their hearts,

May eafily winnea womans : aye my mother,
With all my heart 1 thanke thee for my father :
Who livesand dares but fay, thoudidft not well
When I was got, ile fend his foule to hell.

Come Lady 1 will (hew thee to my kinne,

Andthey {hall fay, when Richard mebegot,

1fthou hadft faid him nay, it had beene finne ;

Whofayesit was, he lyes, I fay twas not.

Exeunt.

—
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Scena Secunds.

— SIS TSEEI D sa el s o e - o .~

Enter befere Angiers, Philsp King of France, Levwis, Dawl-
plin, Axffria, Conffance,eArthur,

Lewis. Before eAngiers well metbrave Auitria,
eArthar that great forerunner ofthy bloud,
R ichardthat rob’d the Lionof his heart,
And fought the holy Warres in Paleftine,
By this brave Duke came early to his'grave :
And for amends to hispofterity,
At ourimportance hither is he come,
To {pread his colours boy, in thy behalfe,
And to rébuke the ufarpation
Of thy unnaturall Vncle, Englith Tobn,
Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither:
Arth. Godfhall forgive you (Cordelions death
The rather, thatyou give his off-fpring life,
Shadowing their right under your wings of warre 3
I give youwelcome witha powerlefle hand,
But with a hearr full of unftained love,
Welcome before the gates of 4npiers Duke.
Lewis. A noble boy, who would not doe thee right ?
Awft. Vpon thy cheekelay I this zealous kiffe,
As feale to thisindenture of my love :

| Thacto my home I will no morereturne

Till Awgiersyand the right thon halt in France,

Together withthat pale, that white-fac'd fhore,

Whofe toot {purnes backe the Oceans roaring tides;

And cobpes from other lands her Ilanders,

Even till that England hedg'd in withthe maine,

T hat Water-walled Bulwarke, flill {ecure

And confident from forraine purpofes,

Even till that utmoft corner of the Weft

Salute thee for her King, till then faire boy

Will [ not thinke of home, but follow Armes,
(onit. O takehis mothers thankes,a widdowsthankes,

Till your ftrong hand (hall helpe to gtve him {trerigth,

=

To makeamorerequitall to your love.

Auft. The peace of heavenis theirsthat lift their fwords
Infuchajuft and charitable warre.

Kisng. Well,then to worke our Cannon fhall be bent
Againit the browes of this refifting towne,

Call for our cheefeft men of difcipline,
To cull the plots of beft advantages :

Wee'll lay before this towne our Royall bones,

» Wade to the market-place in French-mens bloud,

But we will make it fubjec to this boy.

Cenft. Stay tor ananfwer toyour Emballic,

Left unaduif d you ftaine your fivord s with bloud:
My lord Chattslion may from Ewgland bring
That right in peace which heere we urge n warre,
And then we fhall repent each drop of bloud,
That hot rafh hafte fo indire&ly {hed.

Enter Charttilion,

King, Awonder Lady; lo upon thy wilh
Our MefTenger (hatrillion isarrin’d,

What England fayes, fay breifely gentlelord,
We coldly paule for thee, Chartillson fpeake.

(bar. Thenturne your forces from this paltry fiege,
And ftirre themup againfta mightier taske :
England impatient of your juft demands,

Hath put himfelfe in Armes, the adverfe windes

a2 Whofe

A
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Whofe leifure T have {taid, have given him time
Toland his Legionsall asfooneas I :
His marchesare
His forces firong, hisfouldiers confident :
With him along 1s come the Mother Queene,
An Ace ftirring him to bloud and ftrife,
With her her Neece, the Lady Blauch of Spaine,
With them a Baltard of the King deceaft,
And all th’enfetled humors of the Land,
Rafh, ificonfiderate; ficry voluntaries,
With Ladies faces, and fierce Dragons{plecnes,
Have fold their fortunes at their native homes,
Bearing their birth-rights prondly ontheir backes,
To makea hazzard of new fortunes here :
In briefe, a braver choife of dauntlefle {pirits
Then now the Esglifh bottomes have waft 0'1C;
Did never flote upon the {wellingtide, ’
To doe offence and feathe in Chriftendome 3
The interruption of their churlifh drummes
Cuts off more circumftance, they areat hand:
Drummes beatess

To parly or to fight, therefore prepare.

Kisxg. How much unleok’d for, 1s this expedition,

Anrft. By how muchunexpected, by fo much
We muft awake indevonr for defence,
For courage mounteth with occafion,
Let them be welcome then, we are prepar’d,

Enter ]\—;'f';g raf E’r{g;’,—:‘fi;f, Baftard, Q{-ff?"-'; Blanch, Pems-
broke, and others.

K. Iokn. Peace be to France : if France in peacepermit
Our jultand lincall entranceto our owne ;
If not, bleed France, and peaccafcendto heaven.
W hiles we Gods wrathfull agent doe correct
Their prond contempt that beates his peace to heaven.
Fran. Peace be to Ensland, if that warre returne
From France to England, there to live in peace
England we love, and for that Englands fake,
W ith burdenof our armor here we {fweat:
This toyle of ours fhould bea worke of thine,
But thou from loving England art {ofarre,
That thou haft under-wrought his lawfull King,
Cutoffthe 1L‘1‘|'Li{."']i:i_ i}i"l'it;l}ti‘ii}f,
Out-faced Infant Stare, and donea rape
Vpon the maiden vertue of the Crowne :
Looke heere upon thy brether Geffreyes face,
Thefe cyes, thefebrowes, were moulded out of his ;
Thislittle abftractdoth containe that large,
Which died in Geffr<y : and the hand of time ,
Shall draw this breife intoas hugea volume :
That Geffrey was thy elder brother borne,
And this his fonne, Eagland was Geffreyesright,
And this is Geffreyes in the Nameof God :
How comes it then that thou art cali’da King,
When living blood doth in thefe temples beat
W hich owe the crowne, that thou ore-maftereft ?
K. fohn, From whom haft thouthis great commiffion
To draw my anf{wer fromthy Articles? ( France,
Fra. Fromthacfupernal judgethat ftirs good thoughts |
In any brealt of firongauthority, ‘
To looke intothe blotsand ftaines ofright,
That judge bath made me guardian to this boy,
Vder whofe warrant Iiarpeach thy wrong,
Andby whofe helpe I meane to chaflife it.

Infortunare innothing but in thee

——

King Ith. Alacke thoudoft ufurpeanthority.
Fran. Excuf¢itis to bear ufurping downe, ~
Qseen, Who isit thoudofteall in‘.irp er France$
Conff. Letme make anfwer : thy nfurping fonne,
Y_,,,Qsﬂf_m- Outinfolent, thy baftard fhall b:.'biiiu-- :
That thou maift bea Queene, and checke the world.
* Cf;i-'?. My bed wasever to thy fonne as troe
~S thine wastothy husband, and this boy
Liker in featureto his father Ge%rey
Thenthouand Jobn, in manuc:'.‘:"m’s‘-g aslike,

2 Ky
Asraine to water, or devill to his damme.
My boy a baftard ? by my fouleI thinke
His father never wasTo true begot,

It cannot be,and if thou wert his mother.
Qu. Theres agood mother boy, thar blots thy father,
(onst. There'sa good grandame boy

Thatwould blot thee, |
eAufl. Peace.

Bait. Heare the Cryer.

Auff. Whatthe devill art thoy 2

Bait. Onethatwill play the devill fir with you
f‘:nd 4 may catch your hide and youalone:

You are the Hare of whom the Proverbe goes

Whofe valor pluckes dead Lyonsby the beard -

Ile fmoake your skin-coatand I catch yon right,

Sirra looke too’t, yfaith I will, yfaithe :
Blan. O well did he become that Lyonsrobe,

Thar did difrobe the Lyon of that robe,

Baft. It iyesas fightly on the backe of him

Asgreat Aicides (hooesupon an Affe :

But Afle, Ile take that burthen from your backe,

Or lay onthat fhall make your houlders cracke.

Anft. ‘What cracker is this {ame that deafes our eares

With this abundance of fuperfluousbreath?

King Lewss, determine what we fhall doe flrait.

Lew. Women and fooles, breake off your conference.

King Jobn, thisis the very fumme of all :

3

E;.gf sndand Ireland, '/f:"i‘;:' rs, T oraine, Aaine,
In 1ight of edrthur doe I claime of thee
Wilt thou refigne them, andday downe thy Armes?
lobn. My life as{oone : I doedefic thee Frawee.
Arthur of Britane, yeeld thee to my hand,
And out of my deere love lle gi®e theemore,
Then ere the coward hand of Frauce can winne ;
Submit thee boy,
Dueen. Cometo thy grandame child.
Conft. Doe child, goe to it grandame child,
Give grandame kingdome, and it grandame wilt

=
Give ira pium, a cherry, and a figge,

There’s a good grandame.
drthwr, Good my mother peace,

Iwould that I were low laid in my grave;

I 2m not worth this coyle that's made for me.  (weepes. |
BGu.Mo, His mother (hames him fo,poore boy he |
(onst. Now fhame upon you where {he does or no.

Hisgrandames wrongs, and not his mothers fhames

Draws thofe heaven-moving pearles from his poor cies,

Which heaven fhall take in pature of a fee:

T, with thefe Criftall beads heaven fhall be brib'd

To doe him Tuftice, and revenge on you. _
94, Thou monftrous flanderer of heaven, and earth.
(onff. Thoumonfirous Injurer of heavenand earth,

| Call not me (landerer, thou and thine ufurpe I
! The Domination, Royalries, and rights . |
Of this oppreffed boy ; this isthy eldeft fonnes fonne, |

Pl
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Tfnr {innesare v Il1tcu n LE‘]'*‘ i YOOre thl\.t
The Canon of the Law is laid on him,
Being but the {¢cond generation
Removed fromthy y finne-conceiving wombe.

lobn. Bedlam have done.

Confl. Thave butthisto {ay,
That he isnot onely plagued for her finne,
Bur God hath made her finne and her, the ;.,“‘ Tue
On this removed iffue, plagued for her,
And with her plague hu finne : hisinjury
Her injurty the Beadle to her finne,
All puni{h'd in the perfen of this child,

And all for, her, a plague upon her.

9ue. Thouunadvifed fcold, I can produce

A‘.‘vll that bar uwhc:vlcur-n.u‘nh _

Conft, 1who doubtsthat,a Will: a wicked will,
A womans will, a cankred Grandames will.

Fran. Peace Lady ,paufe, or be more semperate,
It ill befeemesthis prelence to cryay ne
To thefe ill tuned repetitions 2
Some Trumpet fummon hither to the walles
Thefe men of Angiers, letus heare them fpeake,
W hofe title they e_un.h,./fr'f*- 3

or ‘-’?-rbf

Trumpet [onnds,

; "
iepon LHE wANLS .

Cirti. Whe -v“r';'d us to the walles?
};r".'ifu Tis F & d -d}
lobn, Englanitorir leites

You men of Apgiers, and my loving
Fran. Youloving menof Angiers

1l utothis gentie parle.
,therefore heare us firft =
ire advanced here
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And bur tor our 2ppre
Thatasawalie

By the compuifion of their ordinancey

By thisti »m their fixed beds of lime

Had beene difhabited, and wide havoclke made

For bloody powerto m{'m'!c“]‘ our peace.

Butontl f us your u.u“,lii.‘:,

ly with much expedient march
nnterschecke before your gates,

d your Ciries threatened cheekes ¢
_{ Ve vd {afc a parle,

ile you about

W }-.G }‘I(l‘

eafh 1““;;'1'\“ in '_.' il es,
but calme words, up in {moake,
ithlefie esror in your eares,

Which truft accordingly kind Citizens,
And let us in.  YourKing, whe
Fore-wearied in this

-y,

fe labour’d fpirits
s action of fwift 1pf=t:l:,
Craves harbourage within your City awalles.

Fras, When [ ‘.»ax e faid, make an{wer to usboth.
| Lotin thisright hand, whofe protection
Ismon-thwmi VoW dmou[u right
()fh!ml holc 1;‘ {tands yong Plax rv—ne.
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i Fran, It (halloe {o, and ar the ot [u. L .

| Command the reltro ! ..‘-...{ od and cur right.  Exesnt,
! Heere afier excur[ionsy Enter tae | Jeraic ranee

I: with Trumpets toth gaes.

|  F.Her. Youmenof Angiersopen wide your gates

. And let yong, e r: bur Duke of Bricsine 10}

| SR Sl

And King ore him, andall that he e
Furtlmdomc-[ oden equity, w
In warlike march, thefe grec
Bein ﬂl]:}hml er enemy to you
Then the conftraint oki‘ )| ;)I..L ole zeale,
In the releife of this Oppr’mlu. child,
Religioufly provokes. Be pleafed then
lopa\, th .=.tduy\ 'hich you truely owe, :
To him thar owes it, namely ,this yong Prince
And then our Armes,like to a muzled Beare,
Save inafpect, hath all offénce feal’d up =
Our Cannons malice vainely fhall be fpent
Againit th’invalnerable clouds of heaven;
Aud witha bleffed and an-vext retire,
Vithunhack'd fwords, and Helmets all unbruis'd,
We will beare home that lufty bloud againe,
Which h:a".".‘ We came [o {poutagainit your Towne,
And Jeave yc rildren, wives, md}uu ID Peaccs
!-}‘_:r:i}cu“ ly p? It pr
"T1s not the rounder ¢ _-'_x our old fac'd walles,
Can hide you from our meflengers of Warre,
Though allthefe Englifh, "n'l their dilcipline
Were it.l:'i::.‘[: ’\.1 ntheir rudecircumte It.u.-
'i'i:_r. tell us, Shail yoar Lll’l call uk Lox
it be 1‘uth— U'}U..,h\ L have challet g lj ite
;l 91... }|;[‘1||1|LI‘|\|.EI Q;
And la'}.mn bloud to our r;oi‘.L.mn ?
Cuts. Inbreife 3 ‘t,e:m the King of Eng 11».4, ubruls,
}UI".“,; d irhis right, we ir_lx .L.TQ..HL,
hen the King, and let me in.
Citi. can we not : but he that proves the King
Tohim will we prove loyall, till that time
Have we ramm'dgp our gatesagainltthe world.
fobn, Dothnotthe (rmmwt England, prove the
King ¢
And if not that, I bring yon Witn
Twice | 11

your Townts
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Fram. ASmanvyar ne bloods asthofle,

Bast. Sc '.'.:-:.'

Fran. Stand in] to contra s.x‘t':‘i';c'lim'-
Cizs. Till you compoun d .\1 ofc right is worthieft,

We for the worthieft hold .n{:u; h: from both.
Tobn.

That to their ev ;:Za‘lin g refidence,

Before the dew of ever nnn fall fhall fleete

Indreadfulleriall of our Kingdomes King.

Amen, Amen, mount Chevalicrs ro Armes.

Baff. Saint Gesrge that {windg lllw agon,

And e're {ince fir’s on’s

each usfome fence. S!

Eran,
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to you I
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Iobn. Vp higl her to the plaine, where we Uu-x th
In beit ap; r-u'nw:‘t..l:'uﬂ ”"\-""""_ ;
Baft. Speedchen to take advantage of th

'I”m.x(,ud forgive the finne of all thofe foules,

at mine } wtglh dore,
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P’ The Life and Death of K ing loh.

Who by the hand of France, this day hath made ,

Much worke for teares in many an Englith mother;

Whofe fonneslyefeattered on the bleeding ground &

Many a widdoweshusband groveling lyes,

Coldly embracing thedifcoloured earth,

And victory with little loffe doth play

Vpon the dancing banners of the French,

Who areat hand triumphantly difplayed

Teenter Conqucrors, and to proclaime

eArthur of Britaine, Englands King, and yours.
Enter Engls/l Heraldwith Trumpes.

E. Har. Rejoyce you men of Angiers, ring your bels;
King lobn, your King and Ssglands, doth approach,
Commander of this hot malicious day,

Their Armours that march’d hence £o filver bright,
Hither returneall gile with Frenchmensbloed :

There ftucke no plume in any Englifh Creft,

That isremoved by a (taffe of Franeé.,

Our colours doe returne in thofe fame hands

That did difplay them when we firft marcht forth <
And like a joily troope of Huntfmen come

Our lnfty Englifh, al' with purpied hands,

Dide in the dying {laughter of their foes.

Open your gates,and give the Victorsway.

Hub. Heralds, from off our towres we might behold
From firft to latt, the on-fet and retyre, :
Otboth your Armies, whofe equality
By our beft eyescannot be cenfured » (blowes
Blood hath bought bloud, and blowes have anfwered
Strengthmatcht with ftrength, and power confronted

F’?O i = ¢
Botharealike, and bothalike we like :
One malt prove greateft. While they gveigh (o even,
We hold eur Towne for neither : yetfor boths

Enter the pwo Kings with their powers,
at [everall dooyes. g

Jotmw. France, halt thou yet more bloudta calt away ?
Say, (hall che carrant of our right runne on,
Whofe paffage vext withthy impediment,
Shall Ieave his native channed, and ore (well
With courfe difturb’d even thy confining [hores,
Vnlefle thon lec his filver Warer, keepe
A peacefull progrefle to the Ocean.
Fran, Englandthou haft not fav'd one drop of blood
In this hot triall more than we of France,
Ratherloft more, And by this hand I fweare
That'{wayes the earth this Climate over-lookes,
Before we will lay downe our jultborne Armes,
Wee'I put thee downe, ‘gainft whom thefe Armeswe
Or adde a royall number to the dead : (beare,
Gracing the {croule that tels of this warres loffe,
With {laughter coupled to the name of Kings.
Baff. Ha Majelty : how high thy glory towres,
When the richblood of Kings is {cton fire:
“Oh now doth death line his dead chaps with fteele,
The fwords offhuldiers are his teeth, his phangs,
And now he feafts, moufing the fieth of men
In undetermind differences of Kings.
Why (tand thefe royall frontsamazed thus :
Cry havocke kings, backe tothe ftained field
You equall Potents, fiery kindled {pirits,
Thenlet confufion of one parcconfirme
The otherspeace : till then, blowes, blood, and death.
lobm. W hofe party doe the Townelinen yet admit ?

i

Eran. Speake Citizens for England, who's your King.
Hub, The King of England, when we know the King,
Fran, Know him inns, that here hold up his right, 1
Zokn. Ta us, thatare our owne great Deputy,
Andbeare poffeffion of our Perfon here,
Lord of our prefence Angiers, and if you.

Fran. A greater powre than We deniesall this,
And till it be undoubted, we doc Jocke
Our former fcruple in our firong barr'd gates =
Kings of our feare, uncill our feares refoly’d .

Be by fome certaine King, purg’d and depofd. -

Baff, By heaven, thele {croyles of Angiers flout you
And ftand fecurely on their battelments, (kings,
As ina Theater, whence they gape and point

" At your induftrious Scenes and a®s of death,
Your Royall prefences be rul'd by me,
Doe like the Matines of {ersfalems,
Be friendsa-while, and both conjoyntly bend
Your fharpeft Deeds of malice onthis Towne.
By E_'::!ﬁ and Weft let Franceand €n£[¢m’monnt
Their battering Canon charged to the mouthes,
Till their foule-fearing clamours havz braul'd downg
The flinty ribbes of this contemptuous City,
V'de play inceflantly upon thefe Iades,
Even ull unfenced defolation
Leave them as naked as the vulgar ayre :
That done, diffever your united ftrengths,
And part your mingled ccloursonce againe,
Turne face toface,and bloody point to point :
Then ina moment Fortune fhall cull forth
Out of one fide her happy Minion,
To whom in favour f{he {hall give the day,
And kiffe him witha glorious vidory :
How like you this wilde counfel mighty States,
Smackes it not fomething of the policy?

Zobn. Now by the sky that hangs above our heads,)

Iike it well- France, (hall we knit our powers,
Add lay this Angierseven withthe ground,
Then after fight whe fhall be king of it?
Baft. Andifthou halt the mettle of 2 King,
Being wrong'd as weare by this peevith Towne :
Turne thou the mouth of thy Artillery,
As we will ours, againft thefe fawcy walles,
And when that we have dafld them to the ground,
Why then defie each other,and pell-mell,
Make worke upon our felves, for heavenor hell,
Fran. Letit be fo: fay, where willyon affanle ?
Tobn. We from the Weft will fend deftru&ion
Into this Cites bofome.
eAx?, 1from the North.
Fran, Our thunder from the South,
Shall raine their drift of bullets onthis Towne, -
Baft. .O prudentdifcipline! From North ro South:
Anftriaand France (hoot in each others mouth,
Ille ftirre themtoit : come,away,away.
Hub. Heare usgreat Kings, vouchfafe awhile to flay
And I (hall (hew you peace, and faire-fac’d leagtie :
W in you this City without ftroke, or wound,
Refcue thefe breathinglives to dyein beds,
Thac heere come facrifices for the field.
Perfever not, but heare me mighty Kings.
lobn, Speake on with favour, we arc bent to hfar&
Hub. That danghter there of Spasne,the Lady Blarch
Isneere to England, looke upon the yeeres
OF Lewis the Dolphin, and that lovely mayd.
Ifluity love {hould gocin quelt ofbeauty, -

Where
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The Lifeand Deathof K ing John, - v

Whers fhould he find it fairer, than in Blwnch:

If zealous Love goe in fearch of vertue, -

Where (hould he find jc purer than in Blaxch ?

If Love ambitious,{ought a match of birth,

Whole veines bound richer bloud then Lady Blanch?
Such as (he is,in beauty,vertue;birth,

Is the yong Dolphin every way compleat,

If not compleat of;{ay heis not fhe,

And (he againe wants nothing,to name want;

If want itbbe not,that fhe is not he

He is the halfe part of a blefled man,

Left to be fintfhed by fuch as fhe,

And (hea fairedivided excellence,

Whofe fulnefle of pesfection lyes in him.

O two fuich filver Currents when they joyne,

Doe glorifie the bankesthat bound them In : é
And two {uch fhores,to two fuch ftreames made e,
Two fuch controlling bounds {hall you be, Kings,
To thefe two Princes,if you marry them :

This vnion {hall doe more than baggery can,

To our faft clofed gates s foratrhis match,

With {wifter fpleene than powder canenforce,

The mouth of paffage (hall we fling wide cpe,

And giveyou entrance : but without this match,

The Sea enraged isnot halfe fo deafe,
Lyons more confident,Mountaines and Recks,

Moere free from motion, no not death himfelfe

In mortall fury halfe {operemptory,

As we to keepe this Citie,

Baft. Heerc's a ftay,

| That (hakesthe rotten carkafle of old death

Out of his ragges. Here’s alarge mouth indeed,
That {pits forth death and mountaines,rocks,and feas,
Talkes asfamiliacly of roaring Lyons,
As Maids of thirteenc doe of Puppi-dogs.
What Cannonecre begot thislufty biond,
He fpeakes plaine Cgnnon fire,and {moake and bounce,
He gives the Baltinado with histongue
Our carcsare cudgel’d, not a word of his
Batbufters better than a fift of Framee !
Zounds,1 was never fo bethumpt with words;
Since 1 firftcall’d my brothers father Dad.
044 9n.S00,lift to this conjunction,make thismatch,
Give withonr Neece a dowry farge enough,
For by this knot,thou fhalt {o furely tye,
Thy now unfur’d affurance to the Crowne,
That yon greene Boy {hall have no Sunne to ripe,
The bloome tlat promifetha mighty fruit,
Ifec a yeelding in the lookes of Framce :
Marke how they whifper,urge them while their foules
Are capeable of this ambition,
Leait zeale now melted by the windy breath
Of foft peritions, pitty and remorfe,
Coole and congeale againetowhat it was,
Hxb, Why anfwer not thedonble Majeflies,
This friencly Treaty of our threatned towne?
Fra.Speake Ergland firlt that hath been forwardfirft
Tofpeake unto this Citie : what fay you ? .
Tob#, 1f that the Dolphin there thy Princely fonne,
Can in this booke of beauty reade,l love ’
HerDowry fhall weigh equall with a Queene;
For Anpiers and faire Toraine, Maine, Poyétiers;
And all thar we upon this fide the Sea,
(Except this Citie now by us befieg'd)
Find liable to our Crowneand dignity,
Shall gild her bridall bed and make her rich.

3

1 Intitles,honours,and promotions,

=y

As fhe in beauty,education,bloud,

Holds hands withany Princefle of the world.

Fra. Whatfay {t thou Boy ? looke in the Ladies fi¢e.
Dol. Idoe my Lord,andin her eyel find,

A wonder,or a wondrous miracle,

The fhadow of my felfe form’din her eye,

Which being but the fhadow of your fonne,

Becomes a fonne,and makes your fonne ahaddow :

I doe proteft I neverlov'd my felfe

Till now,infixed I beheld my felfe,

Drawne in theflattering table of her eye.

Whifperswith Blanch,
Baft. Drawne in the flattering tableof her eye,

Hang'd inthe frowning wrincle of her brow;

And quarter’d in her heart he doth efpie

Him{clfe Loves traitorthis 18 pitty nows

That hang’d and drawne,and quarter’d there thould be

Infuch a love,fovilea Lout as he.

Blan. My Vincles will in this refpe@ ismine,

If he fee oughtin you that makes him like,

That any thing be fee’s which moves his liking,

I can with cafe tranflate it to my will :

Or ifyou will, to {peake more properly,

I will enforce iteaflie tomy love.

Further I will not flatter you, my Lord,

That all I fee ingyou is worthy love;

Than this, that nothing doe I fee in you,

Though churlifh thonghts themfelves fhiould be your

Iudge,

That I can find, (hould merit any hate.

lobn. W hat {ay thefe yong-ones? What {ay you my
Neece? .
Blan. That{heisbound in honenr ftillto doe

What yon in wifcdome ftill vouchfateto fay.

lokn, Speake then Prince Dolphin, can you love this
Lady ?
Del, Nay aske me if T can refraine fromlove,

For I doe love her moft unfainedly. .

{ohm, Thendoel give Volgreffen, Toraine, Maine,

Poyéliers,and eAmjow, thefe tive Provinces

With herto thee, and thisaddition more;

Fall thirty thoufand Markes of Englith coyne ;

Philip of France,ifthon be pleaf’d withall,

Command thy fonneand daughrter to joyne hands.
Pran. It likesus well young Princes: clofe your hands.
Awit, And yourlippes too, for Tam well affur'd,

That 1did{o when1 was firlta (lur’d.

Fran. Now Citizens of Angiers ope your. gates,

Let in that amity which you have made,

For at Saints Adaries Chappellprefently,

Therights of marriage (hall be folsmniz’d.

Is not the Lady Censtance in this troope

I knowfhe is not for this match made up,

Her prefence would bave interrupted much;

W here is fhe and her fonne, tell me, who knowes 2

Dol. Sheis{ad andpafiionatear your Highnefle Tent.
Fran, And by my faith, this leagne that we have made,

Will give her fadnefle very little cure :

Brother of England, how may we content

This widdow Lady # In herright we came,

Which we God knowes, have turned anocher wayy

To our owne vantage:

lTobs. We will heale up all, ?
For wee’l create yong Arthur Duke of Britaine ]
And Earle of Réchmend, and thisrich faire Towne T
We |
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We make him Lord of. Callthe Lady Conffance,

Some fpeedy Meflenger bid her repaire

To our {olemnity s I eruft we (hall,

(1 nos fill up the meafure of her will}

Yet infome mealure fatisfie her fo,

That we (hall ftop her exclamation.

Goe we.as well as halt will fuffer us,

To thisunlook’d for unprepared pompe. Exennt.
Baff. Mad world,;mad Kings, mad compofition :
Jobn o (top Arthurs Title in the whiole,

| Hath willingly departed with a part,

And France, whofe armour Confeiencebuckled on.

Whoin zeaie and charity broughe to the field,

As Gods owne fouldier, rounded in the eare,

Withthat {ame purpofe-changer, that {lye divel,

That broker ,that full breakes the pate of faith,

Thatdayly breake-vow, he that winnes of all,

(_?’-"'ts é-l.;;:,,‘ f beggers, old men, yong men, maids,

Vbo having no externall thing tolofe,

b Butthe word Maid, cheatsthe poore Maide of that.

i That {inooth-fac’d Gentleman, tickling commodity,

| Commodity ,the byasof the world,

The world, who of it felfe is peyfed well,

Made to run even,upon even ground :

Tillthis advantage, this vile drawing byas,

This{way of morion, thiscommodity,

Makes 1t take head from all indifferency

Fromall dire&tien ,purpofe, courfe, intent.

And thisfame byas, this commodity,

This Bawd, this B:oker, thatall-changing-world,

Ciap’d onthe ontward eye of fickle France,

Hichdrawne bimfrom hisowne determin'd ayd,

From arefolv’d and honorable warre,

| Toa moltbafeand vile concluded peace.

And why raile [ onthis commodity ?

But for becaufe he hath not wooed me yet :

Not that 1 havexhe power toclutch my hand,

When hisfaire Angels would falute miy palme,

But for my hand, as unattempred yet,

Like a poore begger, raileth onthe rich.

Well, whiles L am a begger, I will raile,

And fay thereis no finne but to be rich,

And being rich, my vertue then fhali be,

To fay there isno vice, but beggery :

Since Ringsbreake faith upon commeodity,

Gaine be my lord, for I will worthip thee. Exit.

1

Attus Secundus.

e

Enter ((onftance, Avthuy, and Salishury.

Conft. Gone to be married ? Gene to fweare a peace?
Falfe blood ro falfe blood joyn'd, Goneto be friends ?
Shall Lewss have Blawnch, and Blesench thefe provinces 2
[t is not {0, thou haft mifpoke, mifheard, ;
Be welladvif'd, tell ore thy tale againe.
-aimnot be, thou du’lt but fay "tis fo,

{ 1trult T may not truft thee, for thy word

i Ls but the vaine breath ofa common man -
| Beleeve me, 1 doe not beleeve thee man,

} [ have 2 Kings oath to the contrary.
I

l

1
|
1
|
|

!. hou {halebe punifh’d for thus f;'jqﬁrinq me,
For Iam ficke, and capeable of feares.

e
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Oppreft with wrongs, and therefore full of fearcs, !\
A widdow, husbandles , fabject to feares, l
A woman naturally borne to feares s 1
ﬁnfl though thou now confeffe thon didft but jeft
'Wl:l? my vext{pirits, [ cannot take a Truce,: : l
But they will quake and trembleall this day,
What doft thon meane by fhaking ofthy head 2 &
Why doft thou looke fo fadly on my fonne 2 |
What meanes that hand upon that breaft of thine? ‘
Why holdesthine eye that lamentable rthewme, :
Like a proud river peering ope hisbounds? I
Be thefe fad fignes confirmers of thy words 2 T
Then{peake againe, not |l thy former tale,

But this one word, whether thy tale be true.
Sal. Astrueas I beleeve you thinke them falfe,
That give you caufe to prove my faying true.
Conff. Oh ifthouteach me tobeleeve this forrow,
Teach thou this forrow, how tomake medye,
And let beleefe,and life enconnter (o,
As doth the fury of tyme defperate men,
Whichin the very meeting fall, and dye.
Lewss marry Blamsch ? O boy, then where artthou?”
France tuiend wich England, what becomes of me?
Fellow be gone : I cannot brooke thy fight,
This newes hath made thee a moft ugly man.
§al. What other harme have I good Lady done,
But {poke the harme, that is by others done?
Cosff. Which harme withia it felfe fo heynous i,
As it makes harmefull all thatfpeake ofit.
Arthar. 1doe befeech you Madame be content.
Conft. Ifthouthat bidft me be content, wert grim
Vegly, and flandrous to thy Mothers wombe,
Full of unpleafing blots, and fightlefle ftaines,
Lame; foolih, crooked, fivart, prodigious,
Patch'd with fonle Moles, and eye-oftending markes,
I would not care, I then would be content,
For then I fhould not love thee : no,yior thou
Become thy grearbirth, nor deferve a Crowne:
But thouart faire; and at thy birth (deere boy)
Natureand Fortune joyn'd tomake thee great.
Of Natures gifts, thou may{t with Lillies beaft,
And with the haifc blowne Rofe. But Fortune,oh,
She is corrupted, chmg’.l, and wonne from thee,
Sh'adulterates hourely with thine Vnckle Zobn,
And with her goiden hand hath plucke on France
To tread downe faire refpect of Soveraignty,
And made his Majefty the bawd to theirs.
France is a Bawd to Fortune, and king fobn,
That ftrumpet Foruine, that ufurping Jahn:
Tell me thou fcllow, 15 not France forlworne ¢
Envenom him with words, or get thee gone,
And leave thofe woes alone, whic h1 alone
Am beund to under-beare. !
Sal, Pardonme Madam,
I may not eoe without yon to the kings. :
Confh. I"j!.n_j may {t,thou {(hale,I will not goe withthee,
[ will inftruct my {orrowes to be proud,
: if is-proud, and makes his owner ftoope;
: I:.:_‘,- ofmy great grc'iﬂ:,
emible : for my greite’s lo great,
Ipportes but he h_u-l)}g,- hrme ‘a;ls'th
Can hold it up : here Iand {orrow estit,
Here is my Throne, bid kings come Dow €0 1t

: iﬁ‘
To me andt

Ler kines
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Fran. “Tistrue (faire daughter) and this blefled day,
Ever in France (hall be kept teftivall :
To folemnize this day the gloriousfunne
Stayes in hiscourfe,and playes the Alchymift, ,
Turning with fplendor of his precious eye
The meager¢loddy earth to glittering gold 3
The yearely courle that brings this day about,
Shall pever fee it, buta holy day.

(onff. Awicked day, and not a holy aay.
W hat hath this day defesu’d? what hath it done,
Thatitin golden letters (hould befet
Among the hightides in the Kalender?
Nay, rather turne this day out of the weeke,
fhisday of fhame, oppreffion, perjury..
Or 1fit mix ftand fill, ‘et wives withchild
Pray that their burthens may not tall this day,
Left that their hopes I'-:_‘ur.iigi::t:ﬂ__.-’ be croit :
But (on this day) let Sea-men feare no W {QLJCC‘.
l ines breake that are not this day made;

No barga . .
Thisday ai! things begun, come to ill end, |
Yea, faith it {elte to hollow falthood change. |
Fran, By heaven Lady, you fhall have neo caufe |
| To curfe the faire proceedings of this day : |
Have I notpawn’d to you my Majeily 2 |
(enff. Youbave beguil'd me with a counterteit |
Refembliag Majelty, which being tonch’d and aride; |
Proves valuelefle : youare toriworne, forlworne
You came in Arimes to{pill mine enemies bloud,
But now in Armes, you {trengchen it with yours. i
The grapling vagor,and rough frowne of Warre |
Iscold in amity, and painted peace, g.
And our oppreifion had made up : his leagne :
Arme, arme, you heavens, againtt thefeperjurd Kings, |

g . - a |
A widdow cties, be | to me( heavens)

Letnot the
Weare out
Set armed dilcord’twixt thefe perjur'd Kings,
Heare me;, Oh, heare me. !
eAuffs Lady Conffance, peaces
{ onff. Warre, warre, no peace, peace isto meawarics |
O Lymoges, O Auftria, thon doft (hame |
Tharbloudy {poile:thou {lave,thon wre:ch,thou coward, |
Ihou little valiant, great in viilany, ,
Thou ever ftrong vpon the fironger fide ; :
Thou Fortunes Champion, that do’ft never fight
|
|

aayes 1N péace ; butere Sun-fet 9 |

But when her hamourous Ladithip is by

To teach thee fafery : thon art perjur’d too,

And footh’fk up greatneffe. W hata foole art thou, |

A ramping foole, to brag, and ftamp, and fweare, 5

Vpon my party ; thoucold blouded flave,

Haft thou nor {peke like thunder on my fide?

Beenc {worne my {onldier, bidding me depend

Vpon thy fiarres, thy fortune,and thy firengct 4

And doft thounow fall over tomy foes?

Thouweare a Lyons hide? doff it for {hame,

And hang a Calves skin onthofe recreant limbes:
AutE, Othat aman fhould {peake thofe stome, |
Phil, And hang a Calves skin on thofe fecreant ligbes
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oA1%it, Thon dar’lt not {ay fo villaine for thy life, i
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| That I haveroome with Remeto curfe:
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T be Lifeand Deatbof K ing [ohn, 9
— : |  Phil. And hang a Calves skin on thofe 1'cc:c.x::-*_"ve.5‘9.
R Tt 5 1 BrIniA {  Tohn. Weliké not this, thou doft forget thy felfe.
e A Tus £ ertins, dcena prima. ,r Euter Pand g
|  Fran. Heere comesthe boiy I f the Pope.

Pav, Haile yonannoint®d deputies of heave :z‘;
To thee King fohe my holy errand is :
I Pandulph, of faire Millane Cardinall,
And from Pope /mnocent the Legare heere,
Doe in his name religiou fly demand
Why thou againft the Church, our holy Mother,
Sowilfully doftfpurne ; and force perforce
Kcepe Stephen Langtonchofen Arfhbilhop
Ot Canterbury fr filhac holy Sea s
Thisin our forefaid holy Fathersname
Pope Innscent, T doe demand of thee.
[ekn. What earthy nameto interrogatories

Can taft the free breath of a facred King ?

Ihoucanft not (Cardinall) devife 2 name
» flighe, unworthy, and ridiculous
-harge me toanan{wer,as the Pope ¢
. | him rhis tale, and from the month of é}sg/ﬁm;l,
Adde thus much more, that no Jeatian Prieft

hall tyche or toll in our dominions
tas we, under heaven, are fupreamehead,
o under him that great fupremacy

"here we doe reigne, we will alone uphold

Without th'affiflance of a mortall hand :

o tell che {.‘ >¢, allreverence fet apart
sufurp’d authority:

Fran. Brother of England, youblafpheme in this.
Zobi. Though you, and all the Kings of Chriftendome

- led {5 groffely by this medling Prieft,
Dreading the curfe that money:may buy one,
And by the merit of vilde gold, droffe, dult,
Purchafe corrupted pardon of a mau,
Whoin thatfale fels pardon from bimfelfe :
']..E:.r.';'.ri_;h you, and all the reft o .gruii:. ly led,

I'bis jugling witch-craft with revenue cherifh,

Yet salone doe me oppofe

oo DIst

A

i€ Pope,and count hisfriends my foes;
Thari b rebha lacedid st

Then by the lawfull power thar I have,
T} o BN A PO VRN 1 ' :
1 Gou {nalrftand curlt, and excommunicate;

Pard.

And bleffed fhall he bethat doth revole
From his Allegeanceroan hererique,

And meritorious fhall that hand be call'd,
Cinonized and worfhipp’d asa Saint,
Thattakesaway by any fecret courfe

Thy hatefulllife.

Conft. O lawfull let icbhe

Good Farher Cardinall, cry thot
To my Kkeene curfes ; for without my wrohg
Thereis notonguelhath power tocurfe him right.
Pan. There’s lawand warrant (Lady) for my curfe.
Conit. And for minetoo, when law can doe no right.
Let ic be lawfull, that Law barre no wrong :
Law cannot give my chiid his kingdome hesre ;
For he that holds his kingdome, holds the law
Thereforefince Law it feife is perfec wrong,
How can the Law forbid my tongue to curfe?
Pand. Philip of France, onperill of a curfe;
Let goe the hand of that Arch-heretique,
And raife the power of France upon hishead,
V nlefle he doe fubmit himfelfe to Rome. ,

Elea  Look’ftthou pale France?do notletgo thy hand.

e

(on$t. Looketothat devill, left that France repent,
And |




\
I
iF-

e r———

L N— R oA AL A

e e e i .

10
el g : ESH
And by difioyning hands hellfofe a foule.
eAufl. King Philip, liften to the Cardinall.
Baff. And hanga Calves-skin on his recreant limbes,
Anff. Well suhian, I muft pocket vp thefe wrongs,
Becaufe, ’
Baft. Your breeches belt may carry them.
o, Philip, what failt thouto the Cardinall 2
(on. What fhould he {ay, but asthe Cardinall?
Dolps. Bethinke you father ,for the difierence
Is purchafeof aheavy curfe from Rosme,
Or thelight lofie of England,for afriend :
Forgoe the eafier.
Bla, Thatisthe curfe of Rome. ?
Con. O Lewis, ftand faft, the devilltempts thee heere
In likenefle of a new untrimmed Bride,
Bla. The Lady Conflance {peakes not from her faith;
But from her nced.
Conff, Oh, if thou grant my need,
Whichonely lives but by the death of faith,
That need , muft needs inferre this principle,

| That faith would live againe by death of need :

O thentread downe my nced,and faith mountsup,
Keepe my need up,and faith is trodden downe,
Zobn. The kind 1s moved ,and anfwers notto this.
Const. O be remov’d from him, and anfwer well:
eAuft. Doe fo king Philip, hang no more in doubt.
Baff. Hang nothing buta Calves-skin moft {weet lout.
Fran, 1amperplext,and know not what tofay.
Pan. What canftthou fay, but will perplex thee more?
If thon ftand excommunicate, and curft 2
Fran, Geodreverend father, make my perfon yours,
And tell me how you would beftow your felfe 2
This royall hand,and mine are newly knit,
And the conjuné&ion afour inward foules
Marricd in league, coupled, and link'd together
With all religious trength of facred vowes:
Thelateit breath that gave the found of words
Was deepe-fworne faith, peace, amity, true love
Betweene our kingdemesand our royall {elves,
And even before thistruce, but new befeore,
No longer than we well could walh our hands,
T o clap this royall bargaine up of peace,
Heaven knowes they were befmear'd and over-flaind
With flaughters pencill ; where revenge did paint
The fearefull difference of incenfed kiogs:
And fhall thefe hands folately purg’d of bloud 2
So newly joyn'd in love ? {o ftrong in both,
Vnyoke this feyfure, and thiskind regreet 2
Play falt and loofe with faith ? fo jeft with heaven,
Make fuch unconftant children of our felves
Asnow againe to {na:ch cur palme from palme :
Vn-{weare faith {worne, and on the mar: iage bed
Offmiling peace to march a bloody hoalt,
And makea ryot onthe gentle brow
Of true fincerity ? O holy fir
My reverend father, let it not be fo ;
Out of your grace, devife, ordaine, impofe
Somegentle order, and then we fhall be bleft
Todoe your pleafure, and continue friends.
Pand. Allforme isformelefie,Order orderlefle,
Save what is oppofite to Englands love,
Therefore to Armes,be Champion of our Church,
Or let the Church our mother breathe her curft,
A mothers curfe, on her revolting {onne,
France, thou maift hold a ferpent by the tongue,
A cafed Lion by the mortall paw,

T e Life and Death of K ing Lohn.
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! Than keepe in peace that hand whichthou doft hold,
Fran. 1may difioyne'my hand, but not my faith,

I”ar;:.:;'. Somak’fi thou faith an encmy to faizh,
And like a civill warre et oach to oath,
Tl,‘}‘ tongueagainft thy tongue, O letthy vow
Firlt made to heaven, firft be to heaven 17'. erform'd,
Thatis, to bethe Champion of our Church,
What fince thou lworft, is{fworneagaink thy felfe,
And may not be performed by thy felfe,
For that which theu haft fivorne to doe amifle.
| Isnotamiffe when it is trucly done :
And being not done, where doing tendstoill,
The truth is then moft done not doing it :
The better A& of purpofesmiftooke,
Isto miftake againe, though indire&,
Yetindirection thereby growesdired,
And falfehood, falfehood cures, as fire cooles fire
Within the fcorched veines of one new burn'd.
| Itis religion that doth makevowes kept,
Butthou haft fworne againft religion :
l By what thoufwear’(t againk the thing thou fwear’ft,
.And‘mak'ﬁ an oath the furety for thy truth,
Againit an oath the truth , thou art unfure
To {weare, {iveares onely not to be forfivorne,
Elfe what a mockery fhould it be to fiveare ?
But thou doft fweare, onelyto be forfworhe,
And molt forfworne, to keepe what thou doft fweare,
Therefore thylateg vowes, againitthy firft,
Is in thy felfe rebelliontothy felfe :
And better conqueft never canftthou make,
Than arme thy conftant and thy nobler parts
Againftthefe giddy loofe fuggeftions :
Vpon which betrer part, our prairs come in
Ifthou vouchfafethem. Butifnort,thenknow
The perill of our curfeslight on thee
So heavy, as thou {halt not fhake them off
But in defpaire,dye under their blacke weight.
Auff. Rebellion, flat rebellion.
Baff. Wil'tnotbe ?
Will nota Calves-skin {top that mouth of thine ?
Danl, Father,to Armes.
Blanch. Vpon thy wedding day ?
Againft the bloodthat thou haft married ?
What, fhall our feaft be kept with flaugbrered men >
Shall braying trumpets,and loud churlith drums
Clamors ofhell, be meafuresto our pompe 2
O husband heare me : aye, alacke, how new
Is husband in my mouth ? even for that name
Whichtill this time my tongue did neere proncunce ;
Vpon my knee I beg,goenot to Armes
Againft mine Vncle. ;
(onft. O,upon my knee made hard with kneeling,
I doc pray to thee, thou vertuous Danlphin,
Alter not the doome fore-thought by heaven.
Blan. Now [hall I feethy love, what motive may
Be ftronger withthee, thanthe name of wife ?
Cenft. That which upholdeth hins, thatthee upholds,
His honor, Oh thine honor, Lews thine honor.
Dolph, 1 mufe your Majclly dothfeeme fo cold,
W hen fuch profound refpeéts doe pull you on 2
Pand. I willdenounce acurfe upon his l_wrjd.
Fra,Thou fhaltnot need. England,1 will fall fromthee.
Conff. O faire returne of banifh'd Majefty.
Elea. O foulerevolt of French inconftancy
Eng France,thou {halt ruc this houre within this hguff- }
aff. |
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T he Lifé;.;d Z)ezztbo/ King Iohn,

Ba48.0ld Timethe clocke fetter;that bald {exton Time:
Is it as he will> well then, France (hall rue. .
Bla. The Sun’sorecalt withbloud : faire day adieu,
Which is the fide that I muft goe withali ?
Tam with both, each Army hach a hand,
And intheir rage, 1having hold of both,
They whurle a-funder, and difmember me.
Husband, I cannot pray that thou maift winne :
Vncle, I needs muft pray that thou mailt lofe :
Father, I may not wifh the fortune thine :
Grandam,I will not wifh thy withesthrive :
Who ever winnes, on that fide fhall Llofe :
Affured loffe, before the match be plaid, :
Dolph. Lady, withme, with me thy fortuie lies.
Bla. There where my fortune lives, there my life dies.
Iobn. Cofen,goe draw our puifance together,
France,1am burn’d vp with inflaming wrath,
A rage, whofe hear hath thxslc:oudmon;
T hat nothing can allay, nothing but blood,
The bleod and deereft valued bloud of Frauce,
Fran. Thy rage fhall burne thee up and thou (halt turne
To afhes, ere our blood fhall quenchthat fire :
Looke to thy felfe, thou art in jeopardy.
Iohn. No more then he that threats, To Armsle’ts hie.

Exennt.
ScznaSecunda,
eAlarums, Excurfions : Enter Bastard with

Auftria's
head. %

Baff. Now by my life,this day grows wondrous hot,
Some ayery devil hovers inthe skie,
And pour’s downe mifchicfe. Anfrias head ly there,

Enter Jobn, Arthur, Hubert,

While Pbilip breathes,

ITobm. Hubert, keepe this boy:Pbilip make up,
My Mother is affailed in our Tent,
And tane I feare.

Baff, My Lord Irefcued her.
Her Highnefle is infafety, feare younot :
But on my Leige, for very little paines
Willbring thislabour toan happy end, Exit.
Alarums, excurfions, Retreat, Enter lTobn, Eleanor, Artbur ,

Baftard, Hubers, Lovds,

Tobn. So (hallit be : your grace (hall fay behind
So ftrongly guarded : Cofen, looke not fad),
Tky Grandame loves thee,and thy Vokle will
Asdeere be to thee, asthy father was.
Arih. Othis will make my mother die with griefe.
Zoba. Cofen away for Gagland, hafte before,
And ere our comming fec thou fhake the bags
Of hoording Abbots, imprifoned angels
Setat liberty : the fat ribs of peace
Muft by the bungry now be fed upon s
Vie ourcommiffion in hisutmolt force.
Baft. Bell, Booke,and Candle,(hallnot drive me backe
Whengold and filver becks me to come on.
1 leaveyour highnefle : Grandame, I will pray
(Ifever Lremember to be holy) '
For yourfaire fafety . fo I kifle your hand.
&re. Farewellgentle Cofen,

3
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Tobn, Coz, farewell.
Ele. Come betherhittle kinfman, harke,a word,
Iohn. Come hether Huberr. O my gentle Hubers,
We owethee much : withinthis wallof flefh
There is a foule countsthee her Creditor,
And with advsntage meanes topay thy love :
And my good friend, thy voluntary oath
Lives 1n this bofome, deerely cherithed.
Give methy hand, I had a thing to fay,
But I'will fic it with fome better tune.
By heaven Fubert, 1amalmoft atham’d
Tofay what good refpeét I have of thee.
Hub. Iammuclbounden to your Majefty.
lohn. Good friend,thou haft no canfe to fay fo yet,
But thou fhalt have: and ereepe time neere fo flow,
Yetit {hall came, for me to dic):e thee good.
I had athing tofay, butlet it goe -
The Sunne 15in the heaven, and the prond day,
Attended with the pleafores ofthe world,
Is all too wanton, aud too full of gawdes.
To give me audicnce ; 1f the midnightbell
Did with bhis iron tongue, and brazen mouth
Sound onintothe drowzy race of night :
If this fame werea Church-yard where we ftand,
And thou poffefied with a thoufand wrongs -
Or ifthat {urly (pirit melancholy
Had bak’d thy bleud, and made it heavy, thicke,
Which elfe runnes tickling up and downe the veines,
Making that idiot langhter keepe mens eyes,
And ftraine their checkesto idle merriment,
A paflion hatetull to my purpofes
Or if that thou couldit fee me without eyes,
Heare me without thine eares, and make reply
Withouta tongue, ufing conceit alone,
W ithout eyes, eares, and harmefull found of words ;
Then, in defpight of brooded watchfull day,
1 would into thy bofome poure my thoughrs :
But (ah) I will nor, yet I love thee well,
And by my troth I thinke thou lowt me well.
Eiub. Sowell, that what you bid me undertake,
Though thar my death were adjun& to my A&,
By heaven I would doe it.
Jobn, Dot not I know thou wonldft ?
Good Haubert, Hubert, Hubert throw thive eye
On yon young boy : lle tell thee what my friend,
He isa very {erpent in my way,
And wherefoere this foot of mine doth tread,
He lyes before me : doft thou underftand me 2
Thou art his keeper.
Hyb. Andile keepe himfo,
That he {hall not offend your Majefty.
Iohn. Death.
Hub, My Lord.
Iobn. A Grave.
Hub, He fhallnot live.
Iobn. Enough.
I conld be merry now, Hubert, 1 love thee.
Well, lle not fay what I intend for thee
Remember : Madam, fare you well.
Ile fend thole powerso’re toyour Majefty.
Ele. My bleiling goe with thee.
Tobn. Yor LmglanaCofen,goe.
Hubert (hall be your man, attend on you
With all true duety : on toward Caflice, hod,

Exennt. |
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Scena Tertia.

Enter France, Dolphin, P andupho, ditendants,

Fra. Sobyaroaring Tempeft on the flood,

A whole Armado of convicted fale

Is feattered and difioyned from fellowfhip.
Fand. Courage and comfort; all (hall yet goe well.
Fran. W hat can goe well, when we have runne foill?

Are we not beaten? Isnot Angiers Toft?

Arthur tane prifoner ? divers deere friends {laine ?
Andblondy éngland into Ergland gone,
Ore-bearing interruption {pight of France ?

Do/, What he hath.won, that hath he fortified :
Sohot afpeed, with{uchadvige difpof’d,
Such temperate order in fo fierce a canfe,
Doth want example : who hath read; or heard
Of any kiodred-action like to this?

Fran, Wellcould I beare that &ngland had this praife,
So we could finde fome patterne of our {hame.

Enter (onflance.

Looke whe comes here ? a grave untoa foule,
Holding theternall fpirit againft her will,
In the vilde prifon of afflicted breath :
I prethee Lady goe away with me.

(onff. Lo,now:now f{eethe iflue of your peace.

Fran, Patience good Lady, comfort gentle Conffance,

Const. No, | defic all counfell , allredrefle,
But that which ends all counfell,true redrefle s
Death, death, O amaable, lovely death,
Thou odoriferous ftench : found rottennefie,
Arife forth from the couch of lalting might,
Thou bare and terror to profperity,
And I will kiffe thy deteftable bones.,
And put my eyeballs in thy vaulty browes,
And ring thefe fingers with thy houfhold wormes,
£nd ftop this gap of breath with fulfome duft,
And be a Carrion Monfter like thy feife ;
Come, grin onme, and I willthinke thou faul’{t,
And bufle thee asthy wife : Miferies love,
O come rome.

Fran. O faire affliGtion, peace.

Conit. No, no, I will not; haviagbreath tocry =
O that my tongue were inthe thunders mouth,
Then with a paffion I would fhake the world,
Aund rowze from fleepe that fell Anatomy
W hich cannot heare a Ladies feeble voyce,
Which {cornesa moderne invecation,

Pand. Lady,yon utter madnefle, and not forrows.

(enft. Thouart holy to belye me fo,
I am not mad : this baire I teare is mine,
My name 15 ((oniTance, | was Geffreyes wife,
Yong Artharis my fonne, and heis loft :
I am not mad, I would to heavenI were,
For then'tisiike I {hould forget my ftife :
O, if I could, what griefe fhould I forget ?
Preach fome Philofophy to make me mad,
And thou thalt be Canoniz'd (Cardinall;
For, being not mad, but fenfible of grecfe,
My reafonable partproduces reafon
How I may be delives’d ot thele woes,
And teaches me to kill or hang my feife :
It I weremad, T (hould forget my {onne,

o |

e

Or madly thinke a babe of clowts werehe 5
lam not mad : teo well, too we li I feele
Thedifferent plague ofeach calamity.

Eran. Bind up thofetreffes : O what love I note

In the faire multitude of thofe her haires ;
Where but by chance a filver drop hath falne,
Even to that drepten thonfand wiery fiends
Doe glew themfelves infociable gricfe,

Like true, infeparable, faithfull loves,
Sticking together in calamity.

Conft, To England, if you will.

Fran. Bindup your haires.

Conft. Yesthat I will : and wherefore will Idoit?
I tore them from their bonds, and cride alond,

O, that thefe hands could fo redceme my fonne,

Asthey have given thefe hagrestheir liberty s

Butnow I envy at their liberty,

And willagaine commit them to their bonds,

Becaufe my poore child isa prifoner.

And father Cardinall, I have heard you fay

That we {hall fee and know our friends in heaven s

If that be true, 1fhallfeemy boy againe :

For fince the birth of (e, the firlt male.child

To him that did but yefterday fufpire,

There was not fuch a gracious creature borne

But now will Canker-forrow eate my bud,

And chafe the native beauty from his cheeke,

And he willlooke as hollow as a Ghoft,

As dim and meager as an Agues fit,

And {o hee’ll dye : and rifing foagaine,

W hen I {hall meet him inthe Court of heaven *

I {hall not know him : therefore never, never

Muft I behold my pretty Arehsr more.
Pand. You hold too heynous a refpelt of greefe.
Conit. He talkeste me, thatnever had a fonne.
Fran. Youareas fond of greefe, asof your child:
(onst. Greefe fils the roomeup of my abfent child :

Lyesin his bed, walkes up and downe with me,

Puts on his pretty lookes, repcates his words,

Remembers me of all his gracieus pasts,

Stuffes out his vacant garments with his forme ;

Then, have I reafon tobe fond of griete?

Fare you well: had youfuch alofieas I,

I could give better comfort than you doe.

I will not keepe this forme upon my head,

W hen there is fuch diforder in my wit:

O Lord, my bey, my eArthur, my faire fonne,

My life, my joy, my food, my all the world : _

My widow-comfort, and my forrowes cure. Exity
Fran. I feare fome outrage,and ile foillow her. Exit,

Dol. There’s nothing in this world can make me joy.

Life is as tedious as a twice-told taie,

Vexing the dull eare of a drowfie man ;

And bitter fhame hath {poyl’d the fiveet wordstafte,

Thar it yeelds nonght but {hame and bitternefie.
Pand. Before the curing of a firong difcafe,

Even in the inftant of repaire and health,

The fitis trongelt : evils thattake leave

On their departure, moftof all fhew evill :

What have youloft by lofing of thisday?

Dol.. Alldayes of glory, joy, and bappinefle.

Pand, If you had won it, certaively you had.
No,sno: when Fortune meanesto nm}nmﬂ gUUd:
Shee lookes upon them wicha threaming cye :

"Tis {trange to thinke how much King feh» hath loft
In this which he accounts fo clearcly wonne:: 0
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Are not vougriev'd that e4rthsr is his prifoner 2
Dol. }};s hgarcii yas he is glad he hath him.
Pand. Your mind isallas youthfull as your blood:
Now heare me fpeake with a prophieticke fpirit :
For even the breach of what [ meane to fpeake,
Shall blow each duft, each ftraw, cach little rub
Qut of the path which {hall directly leade
Thy foote to Englands Throne. And there fore marke 3
John hath feiz’d drihyr,and it cannot be, )
That whiles warme life playes in that infants veines,
The mif-plac’d-foba {hould entertaine an house,
One minute, nay one quict breath of reft.
A Scepter fnatch’'d withan unruly hand,
Mutt be as boyfteroufly maintain'd as gain'd.
And he that ftands uponaflipp’ry place,
Makes nice of no vilde hold to {tay himup :
That Iobz may {tand, then e #r2hur needs mult fall,
Sobe it, for it cannot be but {o. ;

Dols But what (hallI gaine by yong eArhurs fall 2

Pand. You, in the right of Lady Blanch your wife,
May then make all the claime that e Artbur J id.

Dol And lofe it, lifcand all,as o #rthwr did.

Pard. How greene youaresand frefhin this old world?
Tobx layes you plots: the timesconfpire with you,
For he tha: {te=pes hisfafety in true blood,

Shall find bat bloedy fafety, and untrue.

This A& foevilly borne thall coole the hearts
Of all hispeople, and freeze up their zeale,

That none o fmalladvantage {hall {tep forth
Tochecke his reigne, but they will cherih it.
Nonaturall exhalation inthe skie,

Nofcope of Nature, nodiftemper’d day, o
No common wind ,no cuftomed event, :
Bat they will pluckeaway his naturall caufe,

And call them Meteors, prodigies,and fignes,
Abbortives, prefages, and tongues of heaven,
Plainely denouncing vengeance upon Jebn.

Dol. May be he will not touch yong Arehurslife,
But hold himfelfe fafe in his prifonmeat.

Paxd, OSir, when he (hall heare of your approach,
If that yong eArshur be not gorealready,

Bven at<hat newes bedies : and chenche hearts
Ofall his people (hallrevolt from him,

And kiffe the lippes of unacquainted change,
And picke ftrong matter of revolt,and wrath
Out of the bloody fingers ends of okn.

Me thinkes I {ee this hurley all on foot ;

And O, what berter matter breeds for you,
Than Thave nam’d, The baftard Faconbrsdge
Isnow in England ranfacking the Church,
Oftending Charity : If but a dozen French

Were therein Armes,they wouldbeasa Call
To traineten thoufand Englifh totheir fide;
Or,as alittle (now,tumbled about,

Anon becomes a Mountaine, O noble Dolphine,
Go with me to the King, tis wonderfull,

What may be wrought out of their difcontent,
Now that their fonles are toptull of offence,

For England go;T will whet on the King.

Dol. Strong reafons makes ftrongactions : letus go,
Ityou fay Ithe King will not {ay no. Exenng,

oA ttus %?—lt&ii‘. Scena Prima.

—

Enter Hubert and Execwtioners.
Hub. Heate mie thefe Irons hot; and looke thou ftand
Within the Arras ; when 1itrtke my foot
Vpon the bofome of the ground, ruth forth
And binde the boy, which you fhall finde with me
Faft to the chaire ; be heedfull ; hence and warch.
Exee, T hope your warrant will beare out the deed.
Hub. Vnclzaoly fcruples feare not you ¢ looke t00’e.
Yong Lad come torth ; I have to fay with you.
Enter eArihur.

eAr Good morrow Hubert.

Hub. Good morrow little Prince. :

Ar. Aslittle Prince, having fo great a Title

To be more Prince;as may be : you are fad.
Hpnb. Indeed I have beene merrier.
Art. "Mercic onme :
Me thinkes no body fhonld be fad bur 1 :
Yet I remember, when I was in Fance,
Yong Gentlemen would be as {ad as night
Onely for wantonneffe: by my Chriftendome,
So I were out of prifon,and kept Sheepe
I {hould be as as merrie as the day is long :
And {o I would be heere, but that T doubt
My Vnckle practifes more harme tome :
He isaffraid of me, and 1 of him :
Is itmy faulr, that I was Geffreyesfonne?
No indeed it’s not:and 1 would to heaven
Iwere your {fonne, {o you would love me, Hubert :

Hub. 1f I talke to him, with his innocent prate
He will awake my mercie, which lies dead :
Therefore I will be fodaine,and difpatch:

Ar. Areyoun ficke Hubert? you looke pale to day,
Infoorh I would you wereadittle ficke. -
That I might fit all night, and watch with you.

I warrane I love you more than you do me.

Hub, His wordsdo takepoflcfion of my bofome.
Reade here yong Artbur. How now foolifh rheume?
Turning difpitious torture out of doore?

I muft bebreefe, leaft refolution drop
Our at mine eyes, in tender womaniih teares.
Can younot reade it? Is itnor faire writ 2
Ar, Too fairely Hubert,for {o fould effect,
Mulft you with hot Irons, burne out bath mine eyes?

Hwb. Yong Boy,1 muft.

vrt. Andwill you?

Hub. And Iwill.

Art. Haveyou the heart? When your head didbut

ake,
I knit my hand-kercher 2bout your browes
(The beft 1 had,a Princeffe wronght it me)
And I did never aske ityouagaine : :
And with my hand,at midnight held your head ;
And like the watchfull minutes,to the houre,
Stilland anon cheer’d up the heavy rime;
Saying, what lacke you? and where lies your greefe
Or whatgood lovemay I performe for you?
Many a poore mans fonne would haue lyen ftill,
And ne're have fpokea loving word to you :
But you,at your ficke fervice hada Prince :
Nay,you may thinke my love was craftieloye,
And call it cunning: Dojand I;Jf you willy
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If heaven be pleaf’d that you muft ufe me ill,
Why then you maft. Will you put out mine eyes?
Theft eyes, that never did, nor never fhall
So much as frowne on you.
Hub, 1 have {worneto doe it :
And with hot Irons muft I burne them out.
e7. Ah, none but in this Iron Age, would decit ¢
The Iron of it felfe, though heate red hot,
Approaching neere thefe eyes, would drinke my teares,
And quench this fiery indignation,
Even inthe matter of mine innocence :
Nay, after that ,confume away in ruft,
But for containing fire to harme mine eye :
Are you more ftubborne hard, than hammer’d Iron ?
And 1f an Angell fhould have come to me,
And told me Hubers (hould put out mineeyes,
I would not have beleev’d him : notonguebut Haberts.
Hub. Come forth: Doeas I bid youdoe.
eAr. Ofave me Hubert, fave me : my eyes are out
Even with the fierce lookes of thefe bioedy men.
Hub. Giveme the Iron I {ay,and bind him heere.
<Are. Alas, whatneed you be fo boiflrous rough 2
I will not ftruggle, I will ftand ftone fill :
For heaven fake Hubert let me not be bound :
Nay heare me Huberz ,drive thefe men away,
And I will fitas quiet asa Lamb.
I willnot ftirre, nor wince, nor fpeakea word,
Nor looke upon the Iron angerly :
Theuft but thefe menaway, and Tle forgive you,
What ever torment you doe putme too.
Hub. Goe ftand within : let me alone with him,'
Exec. 1 am beft pleal’d tobe from fichadeed.
Are. Alas, I'then have chidaway my friend,
He hatha fternelooke, but a genticheart :
Let him come backe, that hiscompaffion may
Give life to yours.
Hiib. Come(Boy )prepare your felfe.
eAt. Is thereno remedy ?
Hub. None,but tolofe your eyes.
Art. O heaven : that there were but amoth inyours,
A graine, aduft, a gnat,a wandering haire;
Any-annoyance in that precious fenfe -
Then fecling what fimall things are boyfterousthere
Your vilde intent muft needs feeme horrible.
Hub. 1sthis your promife? Go too,hold your tongue.
Art, Hubert,the utterance of a brace of tongues,
Muft needs want pleading fora paire of eyes:
Let me not hold my tongue : let me not Huberr,
Or Huber:,if yon will cut ent my tongue,
So I may keepe minc eyes. O {pare mine eyes,
Though tono ufe, but {till to looke en yeu.
Loe, by my troth; the inftrument is cold,
And would not harme me.
Hub, I can heateit, boy.
4rt, No,ingood footh : the fireis dead with griefe,
Being create for comfort, to beuf’d
Inundeferved extreames : Sec elfe your felfe,
There is no malice in this burning cole,
The breath of heaven, hath blowne his {pirit our,
And ftrew’d repenrant afhes on his head.
Hub. But withmy breath I canreviue it Boy:
Art. And if you doe, you will but make it blufh,
And glow with fhame of your proceedings, Hubers ;
Nay, it perchance will fparkle in your eyes :
And, like a dogge that is compell’d to fight,
Snatch at hiis Mafler that doth tarre him on.

HESSVEE .

Allthings that you fhonld ufe to dde me wrong
?ﬂ‘)’ their offjce : onely you doe lacke

hat merey, which fierce fire, andIron extends,
Creatures of note for mercy, lacking ufes.

Hub. Well,fce to live : T will not touch thine eye
Forall the Treafure that thine Vnckle owes,
Yetam1 fiworne, and I did purpofe, Boy,

With this ame very Iron, to burne them out:

Art. Onow youlookelike Hibere. Allthis while

You were difguif’d.

- Peace : nomore. Adien,
Your Vnckle muft not know but yon are dead.
Ile fill thefe dogged Spieswith falfe ICPORTS &1
And, pretty child, fleepe doublefle, and fecure,
That Hubert for the wealth of all the world 3
Will aot offend thee, :

<Art. O heaven ! 1 thanke you Habere.,

Hub. Silence, no more : goe clofely in with me.
Much danger doe I undergee for thee, Exemm,

?

Scena Seciund.

Enter lokn ,Pembroke, S‘.cld&sr?, and orler lords.

Jobm. Heere onceagaine we fit : once againft crown’d
And lOOk’d‘UPOH, I hope, with chearefull eyes.

Pem. This once againe (but thar your highnefle pleaf'd)
Was once fuperfluous : you were Crown’d before,
And thg high Royalty was ne're pluck’d off :

The faiths of men,ne’re ftained with revolt :
Frefh expedtation troubled not the Land
Withany long’d-for-change, or better State,

Sal. Theretare, to be pofiefi’d with doubles pompe, -
To guard aTitle, that was rich before 3
Togild refined gold, to paint the Lilly ;

To throw a pertume onthe Violer,

To {mooth the yce, or addeanother hew
Vntothe Raine-bow 5 er with Taper-light
Tofecke the beauteous ey e of heaven to garnifh,
Is waltefull, and ridiculous exceffe.

Pem. But that your Royall pleafire muft bedone,
This aGe is asan ancient tale new told,

And, in the laft repeating, traublefome,
Being urged ata time unfeafonable.

Sa4’. In this the Anticke, and well noted face
Of plaine old forme, ismuchdisfigured,

And like a fhifted winde unroa faile,

It makes the courfe of thoughtsto fetch about,
Startles,and frights confideration :

Makes found opinion ficke, and truth fufpeded.
For putting on fonew a fafhion'd robe.

Pems, W henworkemen firive to doebetter than wel,

They doe confound their skill in coveroulnefle,
And oftentimesexcufing gf afault,

Doth make the fault the worfe by thexcufe:

As patches fetupona lictlebreach,

Difcredite more in hiding of the fanlt,

Than didthe fault before it was{o patch'd, :

Sal. Tothiseffe&, before you werenew érown'd
We breath'd our Councell : but it pleaf’d your highnefie
Toover-beare it ,and weareall wellpleaf d,
Sinceall,and every part of what we would

Doth makea ftand, at what your highnefie will, i
o,

2
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L5

The Lifeand i)eaté of K ing lohn. o 15

Aile Pl Lieds o i

Ioh. Some reafons ofthisdouble Coronation |
I have poffelt yonwith, and thinke them (rong,
And more, more firong, then leffe ismy feate
I fhall indue youn with : Meane time, but aske
What youwould have reform’d, that is not well,
And well (hall you perceive, how willingly
I will both heare, and grant you your requefts:
Pem. Thenl, asonetharam the tengue of thefe

| To found the purpofes of all their hearts,

Both for my felfe, and them : but chiete of all
Your {afety : for the which, my felfe and them
Send theirbelt ftudies, heartily requelt
Tk infranchifement of eArthar, whofe reftraint
Dothmove the murmuring lips of difcontent
To breake into thisdangerous arguments
If what in re(t you have, in righe you hold,
Why then your feares, which(asthey fay)attend *
The fteppes of wrong, {heuld move you tomew up
Your tender kin{man,and to choske his dayes
With barbarousignorance,and deny his youth
The rich advantage of good exercile,
That the times enemies may not have this
To grace occafions : let it be our {uite,
That you havebid usaske his liberty,
W hich for our goeds, we doe no further aske,
Than, whereupon our weale on yeu depending,
Counts it yenr weale : he have his hiberty.
Enter Hubert.
Tobn. Letitbe fo : ] doe commit his youth
To your direction : Flebert, what newes with you ?
Pem. This isthe man fhouid doe the bloody deed 2
He (hew’d his warrant te afriend of mine,
The image of a wicked heynous faule
Livesin his eye : that clofeafpet of his,
Doefhew the mood of a much troubled breaft,
And L.doe fearefully beleeve ‘tis done,
What we fofear'd he had achargeto doe,
Sal. The colonr of the King doth come, and goe,
Betweene his purpofe and bis con{cience,
Like Heralds twixt two dreadfuil batcailes fet »
Hispailion is {o ripe, 1t needs muft breake.
Pems. And when it breakes, I feare will iffue thence
The foule corruption of a fweet childs death.
Jobn. We cannot hold mortalities ftrong hand.
Good lords, although my will to give, isliving,
The foite which you demand is gone; and dead.
Hetelsus Arthwr isdeceal’d to night.
Sals Indeed we fear’d his ficknefle was paft cure.
Pem. Indeed we heard how neere hisdeach he was,
Beforethe child himfelfe felt he was ficke 5
This muft beanfwer’d either heere, or bences
Joln, Why doe you bend fuch {olemne browes on me ?
Thinke youl bearethe Sheeres of defiiny ?
Have I commandement on the pulfe of life ?
Sal, Tt isapparant foule-play,and 'tis (hame
Thatgreatnefie fhould {ogroflcly offer it 5
So thrive it inyour game,and {o farewell.
Pem, Stay yet (lord S.sze’isénr]) Ile goe with thee,

&

And find th'inheritance of this poore child
His little kingdome of a forced grave. :
That blood which ow?d the bredth of all thisTle,
Thgec footofit doth hold ; bad world the while ¢
This muft not be thus borne, this will breake out
Toall our forrowes,and erc long 1 doubt. Exetint.
Tolm, They burne inindignation: 1 repent s Enser Aef.
There isno fure foundation fet on blood :

No certaine lifeatchien’d by othersdeath :
A fearefull eyethou halt, Where is that blood,
That I have {eene inhabite in thofe cheekes?
So fonlea skie, cleeres not without a ftorme,
Poure downe thy weather : how goesallin France ?
2MMef: ¥rom France to England, never fuch a powre
For any forraigne preparation,
Was levied in the body of a land.
The Copy of your fpeed islearn'd by them :
Forwhen you {hould betold they doe preparc,
The tydings comes,that they areall aryiud,
loh. Oh where hath our mtelligence beene drunke 2
Where hath it {lept ? W here is my Mothers care £
That fuch an Army could be drawen in France,
And the not heare of it ?
Mef, My Leige, hereare
Ts ftopt with dult : the firftofApilldi‘de
Your noble mother ;and as I heare, my lotd,
The Lady Conftance ina frenize dide
Three dayes before : but this from Rumors tehgue
I idely heard : iftrue, or falfe I know not.
Tehn, Withhold thy {peed, dreadtull occafion :
O make a lcague with me,’till 1 have pical’d
My difcontented Peeres. What >Motherdead ?
How wildely then walkes my Eftatein France?
Vnder whofe condu@ came thofe powers of France;
T hat thou for truth giv’{t ous are landed heere 2
Mef. Vnder the Dolphin.
: Enter Bastard, and Peter of Pomfret,
Iobn. Thou haft made me giddy
With thefeill tydings : Now 2 W hat fayes theworld,
To your proceedings ? Doe not fecke to ftufte
My head with more il newes : for it is full:
Bast. Butif you beafeard to heare the worlt,
Then let the worft unheard, fall on your head.
Tobx. Beare with me Cofen, for I wasamaz'd
Vnder thetide ; butnow I breath againe
Aloft the flood, and can give audience
To any tongue; {peake it of what it wille
Bait. How I have {ped among the Clergy men,
The fammes I have collected (hall exprefie :
But as I travail'd hither through the landy
I find the people ftrangely fantafied,
Poffeft with rumers, tull of idle drcanes;
Not knowing what they feare, but full of feare.
And here’sa Prophet that I bronght withme
From forth the {treets of Pomfrer, whom1 found
Withmany hundreds treading on his heeles :
To whom ke fung in rude harfh founding rimes,
That ere the next Afcenfionday at noone, _
Your highneffe fhould deliver up your Crowne.
Job. Thou idle Dreamer, wherefore didftthoufo 2
Pet. Fore-knowing that thetruth will fall out{o.
Ioh. Hubert, away withhim : imprifon him, ,
And on that day at noone, whereon he fayes
I {hall yeeld up my Crowne,let him be hang'de
Deliver himto fafety, and returne,
For I muit ufe thee. O my gentle Cofen,
Hear'lt thon the newes abroad, who are arriu’'d ?
Baft.The French (my lord) mens mouths are ful ofit:
Befides I wet lord Bigor, and lord S+labsry
Witheyesas red as new enkindled fire,
And others more, going to feeke the grave
Of eArthur, whon they fay is kill'd to night, on your
Jobn. Gentle kinfman, goe (luggeftion.
And thraft thy fclte intothci{Compaﬂics, :
) 2

s
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I havea way to winne their loves againe :
Bring them before me.
Bait. 1 will{ecke them out. {
Zohn. Nay, but make hafte : the better foot befores
1 O, letme have no fubjeds enemies,
When adverfe Forreyners affright my Townes
With dreadfull pompe of ftout invafion.
Be Mercury, fet feathers tothy heeles, .
And flye (like thought) from them, to me againe. :
Baff. The (pirit of the tirae thall teach me fpeed. Exit.
Tobn, Spoke like a (prightfull Noble Gentleman.
Goe after him : for he perhaps fhall need
Some Meflenger betwixt me, and the Pecres,
And be thouy he.
Mef. With all my heart, my Liege.
fobn. My mother dead ?
Enter Mubers.

Hub. My lord, they fay five Mooneswere fcene to
Foure fixed,and the fift did whirle about (night:
The other foure, in wondrousmotion.

Iebn. Five Moones ?

Hub. Old men, and Beldames, in the ftrects
Doe propheficupon it dangeroufly 3
Yong Arshurs death is common in theirmouths,
And when they talke of him, they {hake their heads,
And whifper one another in the care. .
And he that fpeakes, doth gripe the hearers wrift,
Whilft he that heares, makes fearefull action
With wrinkled browes, with nods, with rolling cy€se
T faw a Smith ftand with his hammer (thus)
The whilf} his Irondid on the Anvilecoole, ;
With open mouth {wallowing a Taylors newes,
Who with his Sheeres, and Meafure in his hand,
Standing on flippers, which his nimble hate
Had falfely throit upon contrary feete,
Told ofa many thoufand warlike French,
That were embattailed, and rank’d in Kent,
Another leane, unwafh’d Artificer,
Cuts off bistale, and talkes of rtbsrs death.

Zoh. Why {eek’ft thouto poffefle me with thefe feares?

Why urgeit thon o oft yong Arthurs death ? ‘
Thy hand hath imurdred him : 1 had a mighty caufe
To wifh him dead, butthon hadft nene te kill him.

H.No had (my lord?) why, did you not provoke me ?
lobn. It isthecarfe of Kings, to be attended
By flaves, that take their humors for a warrant,
Tobreake the bloody heufe of life,
And on the winking of Authority
Tounderftand a Law 3 to know the meaning
Of dangerous Majefty, when perchance it frownes
More upon humer,than advif’d refpect.

Hub. Heereisyour handand Seale for what 1did.

Zoh, Ob,when the laft accompt twixt heaven and earth
Is to be made,then fhall this hand and Seale
Witnefle again{t usto damnation,

How oft the fight of meanesto doe ill deeds,
Makedeeds ill done? Had'ft notthon beene by,

A fellow by the hand of Nature mark’d,

Quoted, and fign'dto doea deed of fhame,
This murther had not come into m y mind.
But taking note of thy abherr’d Afpe@,
Finding thee fit for bloody villany :

Apt, liable to be employ’d imdanger,

I faintly broke with thee of Jrrgi:: death
Andthou, to be endeeredtoa King;
Madcit no conftience to deftroy a Prince.

—
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Hub, My lord. -

{ob. Had'ftthou but fhooke thy head,or madea paufe
WhenI fpakedarkely, what ] purpofed :

Or turn’d an eye of doube upon my face;

As bid mete]l my.tale in exprefle words ;

Deepe fhame had firuck me dumbe, made me breake off |
And thofe thy feares, might have wroughe feares in me.
Bur, thou didft underftand me by my fignes,

And didft in fignesagaine parley with finne,

Yea, without {top, didft let thy heart confent,

And confequently, thyrude hand to a&e

The deed, which both our tongues held vild to name
Out of my fight, and never fee me more -

My Nobleslcave me,and my Stateis braved,
Evenatmy gates, with rankes of forraigne powres ;
Nay, in the body efthis fiefhly Land,

This kingdome, this Confine of blood, arfd breathe
Holtility, and civill tumult reignes

Betweene my confcience, and my Cofins death,

Hub. Armeyou againft your other encmies s
lle make a peace betweene your {oule, and you,
Yong Arthar is alive : This hand of mine
Is yet a maiden, and an innocent hand,

Not painted wich the Crimfon fpots of blood:
Within this bofome, never entred yet

The dreadfull motion ofa murderous th ought,
And you have flander’d Nature in wy forme,
Which howfoever sude exteriorly,

Is yet the cover of a fayrer mind,

Thanto be butcher of an innocent child.

Tokn. Dotk Arthurlive ? O haft thee to the Peeres,
Throw this report ontheir incenfed rage,
And make them tame to their obedience.,
Forgive the Comment that my paffion made
Vpon thy feature, for my rage wasblind,
And foule immaginary eyes of bload
Prefented thee more hideons thanthon art.
Oh, anfiwer not ; but to my Cloffet bring,
The angry Lords, with all expedient hatt,
I conjure thee but flowly : run more faft.

Exeunt,

E

Scena Tertia,

Enter Arther on the walles

Art. The wallis high, and yet will Ilespe downe.
Good groand be pitifull, and burt me not:
There’s few or none doe know me, if they did,
This Ship-boyesfemblance hath difguif’d me quitc.
I am afraide; and yer Ile venture it.
It 1 getdowne, and doe not breake my limbes,
Ile find a thoufand fhifts togetaway;
As goed to dye, and goe ; as dye, and flay.
Oh mc, my Vnckles fpirit is in thefe ftones,
Heaventake my foule, and Englandkeepe my botics, Dies

Euter Pembyooks jand Salishury, and Bigot.
Sal. Lords, I will meet him at Saint Edmondsénry,
It is our fafety,and we muft embrace
This gentle offer of the perilloustime. :
Pent. Who brought that Letter from the Cardinall 2

Sal. The Count Melloone, a Noble lord of France,
Whofe private with me of the Delphines love,
Is much more generall, than thefe lines import.
B
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Bjg. To morrow morming let us meete bim then.

Saf. Orsacher then fet forward, for’twillbe
Two long dayes jeurney (lords) or ere we mecte.

Ester Baftard. .

Baff. Once more today well met, diftemper’dlords,
The King by me requelts your prefence {traight.

S/, TheKinghath difpoffeft himfelfe of us,
We will n ot lyne his thin-beftained clake
With our pure Honors : nor attend the foote
That leaves the print of blood where ere it walkes.
Returne, and tell him (6 : we know the worlt. - (beft.
Baft. What exe you thinke,good words I thinke were
Sal.Qur greifes, and not our manners reafon ROW«
Baft, Bur thereis little reafon in your gricte.
Therfore ‘twere reafon yon had manners nows
Pem. Sir, fir,impatience hath his priviledge.
Baft. "Tistrue, to hure his malter, no man elfe.
Sal. This is the prifon : W hat is he lyes heere ?
P.Oh deathmade proud with pure and princely beuty,
The earth had nota hole to hide thisdeed.
Sal. Murther,as hating what himfelfe hath done,
Doth lay it open tourge on revenge.

Big. Or when he doom’d this beauty to a grave, |
Found it too precious Princely, for a grave.

Sal. Sir Richard, what thinke you ? you have beheld,
Or have you read, or heard, or could youthinke ?
Or doz you almoft thinke, although you fee,
That youdoefee? could thought, withonr this object

| Forme fuchanother ? this is the very top,

The heighth, the Creft : or Creft unto the Creft
Of murthers Armes : thisis the bloodieft fhame,
The wildelt Savagery, the vildeft ftroke
That ever wall-ey'd wrath, or ftaring rage
Prefented to the teares of foft remor{e.
Pem, All murtherspaft,doc ftand excul’d inthis ;
And this{o fole, and {o unmatcheable,
Shall give a holinefle, a purity,
To the yet unbegottenfinne of times ;
And prove adeadly blood-fhed, buta jeft,
Exampled by this heynous fpe@acle.
Bait. It isadamned,anda bloody worke,
The graceleffe attion of a heavy hand,
Ifthat it be the worke of any hand.
Sal, If that it be the worke of any hand ?
We had a kind of light, what would enfue :
Itis the (hamefull worke of Huberts hand,
The pratice, and the purpofe of the King s
From whofe obedience I forbid my foule,
Kngeling before this ruine of fweet life,
And breathing to his breathleffe excellence
The incenfe of a Vow,aholy Vow :
Never to taftethe pleatures of the world,
Never to beinfected with delighe,
Nor converfant with Eafe, and idleneffe,

| THl T have feta glory to this hand,

By givingitthe worfhip of Revenge.
Pem.Big, Qur foules religioufly confirme thy words.
_ Enter Hubert
Hub. Lords, I am hot with halte, in fecking you,
drthur doth live, the King hath fent for you.
Sal. Ohhe isbold,and blnthes not atdeath:
Avant thou hatefull villaine, get thee gone.
Hub. Tam no villaine.
Sal. Muft I rob the Law.
B4it. Your fiyord isbright fir, put it up againe.
Sal. Nortill fheath it tn a murtherers skin,

Hub. Stand backe lord Saifbury, fland backe I fay
By heaven, Ithinke my fword’sas fharpe as yours.
I would net have you (lord) forget your felfe,

Nor tempe the danger of my true defence ;
Leaft I by marking of your rage, forget
Your Worth, your Greatnefle, and Nobility.

Big. Out dunghill : dar’ft thou brave a Nobleman 2

Hwub. Not for my life : but yet I dare defend
My innocent life againft an Emperor.

Sal.TheuartaMurtherer.

Hub.Doe not proveme {0 :

Yet Iam none. Whofe tonguefo ere fpeakes falfe;
Nottruly fpeakes : who fpeakes not truly, Lies,

Fem. Cut him topeeces.

Bafl. Keepe the peace, IMay. :
_ Sal. Stand by, or I fhiall gaul you Pawlconbridge.
~ Baff. Thou wer'tbetter ganl the divel,Salsbnr .
1f thou but frowne on me, or ftirrethy foote,

Or teach thy hafty fpleene to doe me thame,

Ile ftrike thée dead. Putup thy fwordbetime,
Or Ile fo maule you, and your tofting-Iron,
That you (hall thinke the divel is come from hell.

Big. What wilt thou dee, renowned Fawlconbridge?
Seconda Villaine, and a Murtherey 2

Hub. Lord Biget, I am none.

Bsg, Whokill'd this Prince?

Hub. *Tis not an houre fince I left him well ;
I'honour’d him, Tlov’d him, and will weepe
My date of life our, for his {weetlives lofle.

Sal, Truft not thofe cunning waters of his eyes,
For villanieis not,without {uch rhenme,

And he,long traded in it, makesit {eeme
Like Rivers of remerfe and innocency.
Away withme,all you whofe foules abhorre
Th'uncleanely {avour of a flaughter-houfe,
For Iam (tified with this {mell of finne,
Big. Away,toward Bary, tothe Dolphinthere.

P. There tell the King, he may inquire us out. Ex.Lords,

Ba, Here'sagood world:knew you of this faire worké?
Beyond the infinite and boundlefle reach of mercy,
(If thou didft this deed of death) art thoudamn’d Hubers.

Hub. Doe but heare me fir.

Baft. Ha? Ile vell thee what,
Thow’rt damn’d as blacke,nay nothing is fo blacke,
Thou art more degpe dam n'd than Prince Lucifer.
There is not yet {o ugly a fiend of hell
As thou f{halt be, if thoudid{t kill thischild:

Hub. Vpon my foule.
% Baft, Ifthoudid[t but conlent
To this moft cruell A& : doe but defpaire,
And ifthou want’{t a Cord, the {malleft thred
Thatever Spider twifted from her wombe
Willferve to ftrangle thee : ‘A rufh will be a beame
To hang theeon. Or wouldft thou drowne thy felfe,
Put but alittle water inafpoone,
And it (hall be asall the Ocean,
Enough to ftiflc fuch a villaine up:
I doe fifpe& thee very greivoully.

Hub. 1f 1 ina& , confent, or finne of thoughr,
Be guilty of the {tealing that {weet breath
Which was embounded in this beauteous clay,

Let hell want paines enough to torture mc :
I left him well,

Bast, Goe,beare him inthine armes :

Iam amaz d me thinkes,and loofe my way
Among the thornes, and dangers of this world,

b_3 Ho_tg '
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How eafie doft thou take all England up,

Fromi forth this moreell of déad Royalty ?

The life, the right, and truth of ]l this Realm

Is fled to heaven :and England now is left

To tugand fcamble;and to part D,r th’teeth -

1 "ranO'.’ ed mtereft of proud fwelling State :
Now for the bare-pickt bone Cfl\‘ld]t.tt\;

Deth dogged warre briftle hisangry crefl,

And fnarlethincthe gentle eyes of peace :

Now Powers from home, and difcontents at home
Mu:' in one line .m.a.mlt confufionwaites

As dotha Raven ona ficke-falne beaft,

The imminent decay of wrefted pompe.

Now happy he, w rhofe cloake and center can
Hold out this tet npe {t. Beare n\’v‘\\'l.l'd[l,hlld
And follow me with fpeed ; Tle to the King :

A theufand refles are brigfe in hand,

And heaven it {elfe doth frowne upon the Eand.,

| EXLN e
O

Exst.
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./ c‘fm ,O\yiszrfm Scana Prima,

Enter King Iobo, and Pandniph,arten: dants:

K. Johs. Thas have I yeclded up into your hand
The Circle of my glory.
Pand. Take :15;-;11”;‘
From this my i::;{h',. as holding of the Pope
Your Soveraig eatnefle and authordty.
Jei'f.. Now 1-.-1'}15\.,111 holy word,goe meetthe }‘m.-:'i_-,
\nd from his holineffe ufe all your power
Tu flop their marches fore we aré enflam’d :
Qur d:iwmu ted Countiesdoe revoit:.
Our people quarrell with obedience,
Swearing \”L"ls.ﬂﬂ and the love of foule
To fir anger —-:'om{ to forren um alty
Thisinundation of miftempred -umu
Reits by you onely to be qualifi
Then paufe not ; forthe pmmtrimc‘s {o ficke;
Tha tprclmtum cinesnuft be miniftred,
O; mcLLIJinh incureable enfues.
Pand, Tv wasmy breath thatblew this Tempclt up;
1-";'!(;:1 j,(n*t ftubborne ufage ofthe Pope:

Ne

C-."

But fincc uareage ntle Lo”.cmtc,
:\\h Lo ] (_ 1 .] \.]1 'qur C “fllx..l.\’H" =~ of warre,

And make faire weather in your bluftring land :
Onthis Afcention dav,remember well,
Vpon your oath of fervice to the Pore,
Got I tomake the French lay dos whe their Armes, Ewsf,
I's this Afeenfion day ? did not the Prophet
Say, that before Afeenfion day at noone,
I»n Crowne I (hould give off ? evenfol have:
Idid fuppofe it hould be on confiraine,
But (heav’n be thank’d) itis but veluntary.
Enter Bastird.
Baft. All Kenthath yeelded : nothing there bolds ou

But Dover Caflle : London hath receiv'd

Like a kind Hoft, the Dol and his powers.

Your \ml les willnot heare you, but are
Tooffer er rviceto yourenemy :

And wilde amazement burries v 1p and down

The li little n umbér (,fdo' 1‘1; 1§ !uld\

1" . Would net my lords tettirne to me agaitie

After they heard yong eArther wasalive?

T
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Mocking the ayre with colours idlel;

?/ﬂefzfe N [D.,.JEJ of King John,

Bafis They found him dead jand caft in rn rh(' ﬁrrc A
;;:1(.41}31:* Casket, where the Tewell of lif
By {fome damn’d .mdu as rob'd, and tane away.

Jobn. That villaine Hubert t:.-ld me hed ,d live.
Baft. Soonmy foule he did, for ought he knew -
But wherefore doe you droop: » why looke youfad 2

Be greatina®;as you have beenein thought »

Let not the werld fee feare and fad difteuit
Governe the motion of 2 ki inglye eye:
bc {tirring as the time, be fite m h fire,
Threaten the rhrcarner and ont-face the broy W
Of bragging horror : Rmhal:mfcu Or eyes
That borrow their behavionrs from the great;
Grow great by your example, and put on
The dauntleffe {pirit of rc[olunon.
Away, and glifter like thc god of warre
W "hen he intendeth to become the field :
Shew boldnefleand afpir ing confidence :
W hat, (hall they {eeke *Hc] yon in his denne,
And fright him there? and make himtremble there ?
Ohlet it not be faid ; forr age, and runne
To mect difpleafure far ther from the doores
Andg s_,r:lf}pla with him ere he come fo nye.

o, The Legat of the Popé hath beene with mee,
And I have madea happy peace with him,

And he hath promif’d to difmiffe the Powers -
Ltd by the Delphin.

Bast. Oh u‘-umrmusleamre :

Shall we upon the tooting of our land,
Send faire-play-orders, and ‘make comprimi(c;
Infinuation; parley, and baft truce
To Armes Invafive ? Shalla beardleffe boy,
A cockred-filken wanton brave our fields,

And flefh his {pirit in 4 warre-like foyle,

\nahnd 10 checke? Letu smy Le
c.hrl nce the Cardi: 1111 f.ﬂ urt m...-.,
OI it }!cd(leul“u ealt E_L mld
They {faw we had a pnrpuic of defence,
lobn, Hav :xh'u the ordering of this prefent time,
Baff. Away thiea withgood courage ._tt I know
Our Party may well meet a prowder fo

our 1‘](’ ’\,f.

Extunt.

Scena Secunda.

Enter (in Armes) f"”.’p iy .fful”ﬁj Ml oome, Pembroke,

Bigot, Souidiers,
¢ 4

Dol. My lord Melloone Jet this be coppied out,
And keepe it fafe for onr remembrance ¢
Retarne the prefident to thefe 1ords againe,
'i'i:::i:] aving our faire order written downe,
1\"(‘, pe 11.|lmﬂ ore thefenotes
vheretore we moL e the Sacrament,
faithes firme and inviolable.

fides it never Thall be broken.
Iphin, .1I[~c t we {weare
sle, andan un- urg'd faith
INgs: yet ._‘L.“\C ine Prince,
not glad that {uch a{ore-oftime
ould feekeaplafler by conteran'drevolr,
| healethe wveterate Cankerof one wound,

By.
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By making many : Ohit grieves my foule,
That 1 mult draw this metcle from my fide
To bea widdow-maker : ch,and there
W here honourable refcue,and defence
Cries outupon the name of Salisbary.
But fuchis the infection of the time,
Thae for the health and Phyficke of our right,
We cannot deale but with the very hand
Of fterne injuftice,and contufed wrong:
And is’t not pitty, (oh my grieved friends)
That we, the {onnes and children of this /fle,
Were borne to{ee {o fad an houre as this,
W herein we ftepafter a ftranger, march
Vpon her geatle bofome, and fill up
Her enemies rankes? I mult wichdraw, and weepe
Vpon the fpot of this inforced canfe;
To grace the Gentry of a Land remote,
And follow unacquainted colonrs heere:
W hat heere 2 O Nation that thou couldft remove,
That 2 gpranes Avmes who clippeth thee about,
W ould beare thee from the knowledge of thy felfe,
And cripple thee unto a Pagan (hore, :
W here thefe two Chriftian Armies might combine
Thebloud of malice, ina veine of league,
And not to fpend it {o un-neighbourly . -
Dolph. A noble temper doft thou thew inthis,
And great affections wraftling in thy bofome
Doth make an carth-quake of Nobility 3
Oh, what a noble combate haft fought
Betweene compulfion, and a brave refpect :
Let me wipe off this honourabie devve,
That filverly doth progrefle on thy cheekes:
My heart hath melced ata Ladiesteares,
Beingan ordinary Inundation s
Bat this etfufion of fuch maaly drops,
This thowre, blowne up by tempeft of the foule,
Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amaz'd
Than had I feene the vaalty top of heaven
Figur'd quite ore with burning Mcteors.
Lift up thy brow (renowned Selisbury)
And with a great heart heave away this ftorme :
Commend thefe warres tothofe baby-eyes
That never {aw the giant-world enrag’d,
MNor met wich Fortune, other than at feafls,
Full warme of blood, of mirth, of geffipping -
Cqme, come ; for thou fhalt thruft thy hand asdeepe
Into the purfe ofrich profperity
As Lewis himfelfe : fo (Nobles) thall you all,;i
That knit your finewestothe firength of mine:
Enter F andulpbo,
And eventhere, methinkesan Angel fpake,
Looke where the holy'Legate comes apace,
Togiveus warrant fromrthe hand of heaven;
And on our a&ionsfetthe name of right
With holy breath.
Pand, Haile noble Prince of Franmce
The nexe is this : King Jobs hath reconcil’d
Himfk1fe to Rome, his{pirit iscome in,
That {o ftood outagainit the holy Church,
The grear Metropolisand'Sea of Rome's
T_hcrcforc thy threatning colours now'wind up;
And tame the favage(pirit of wilde warre,
That like a Lyon foftered up at hand,
It may lye gently at the foot of peace,
Andbe no further harmefull than in fhew.
Delph, Y our grace fhall pardon me; T will not baeke ¢

I am too high-borne to be propertied
To be a fecnodary at controull,
Or ufefull ferving-man, and inftrument
Toany Soveraigne State throughout the world.
Y our breath firft kindled the dead coale of warres, |
Betweene this chaltiz’d kingdome and my felfe,
And brought in matter that fhould feed this five;
And now'tis farre too huge to be blowne out
With that fame weake wind, which eakindled it ;
You taught me how to know the face of right,
Acquainted me with intereft to this land,
Y ea, thruft chis enterprize into my heart,
And come ye new totell me fohn hath made
His peace with Rome ? whatis that peace tome ¢
I (by the honor of my marriage bed )
Atter yong e4rthur, claime this land for mine,
And now it is halfe conquer’'d, muft Ibacke, ,
Becaufe that John hath made his peace withRome 2
Am I Romes {lave ? what penny hath Rome borne 2
W hat men provided? what munition {ent
Tounder-prop this Aétien 2 Is’tnor I
That under-goethis chacge ? who elfe but I,
And {uch as to my claime are liable,
Sweat in this bufinefle, and maintaine this warre ?
Have I not heard thefe Iflanders (hour out
Vive le Roy,as Lhave baok’d their Townes ?
Have I not heere the belt Cards for the game
To winne this ealie match, plaid fora Crowne ?
And [hall I now give ore the yeelded Set 2
No, no, onmy foule it never {hall be faid .
Pand. Youlooke but on the out-fide of this werke,
Dalply Out-fide or in:fide; | will not retune
Tull my attempt fo much be glorified;
As to my ample hope was promiled,
Before I drew this gallant head of warre,
And cull’d thefe fiery {pirits from the world
To out-looke Conquelt, and to winge renowne
Evenin the jawesof danger, and of death.:
What lufty Trumpet thus doth {ummon us ¢
Enter Baftara.
Baff. According to the faire-play of the world,
Let me have audience : Tam {entto {peake:
My holy lord of Millane, from the King
I come to learne haw you havedealt for him ;
And,asyouanfwer, I doe know the {cope
And warrant limited unto my tongue.
Pand. The Dalphin is too wilfull oppofite
And will not temporize withmy intreaties ;
He flately (ayes, hee'linotlay downe his Armes.
Balt. By all the blond that ever fury breath'd,
The youth fayesyell, Now hease our Englifk Kingy
For thus his Royalty doth{peake inme.: -
He isprepar’d, and reafon too he fhould,
Thisapifh and unmannerly approach,
This harnefl’d Maske; and unadvifed Revell,
This unheard fawcinefle and bayilhTreopes;
The King doth {inile aty and isyvell prepar’d
To whip this dwar fifh warte, this Pigmy Armes
Erom ont the circle of his Terrigories. -
That hand whichhad the ftrength ;evenat your dore;
To cudgell you,and make youtale the hatch,
To dive like Bucketsin concealed Wiells,
Tocrowch inlitter of yout: ftable plankes,
To lye like pawnes, lock'd up in chetts and trunckes,
To hug with {wine; tofeckefwest {afety out
In yaults and prifonssand to thrill and (hake,
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Even at the crying of your Nations crow,
Thinking this voyce an armed Engli/s man.
Shallthat victorions hand be fecbled heere,
Thart in your Chambers gave you chafticement?
No : know the gallant Monarchisin Armes,
And like an Eagle, o’re hisayery towres,

To fowfle annoyance that comesneere his Neft ;
And you degenerate, you ingrate Revolts,

You bloudy Nero’s, rippitg up the wombe
Of your decre Mother-England : bluth for fhame :
For your owne Ladies, and pale-vifag'd Maides,
Like e.4mazons,come tripping after drummes :
Their thimbles into armed Gantlets change,
Their Need!'s to Lances, and their gentle hegrts
To fierce and bloudy inclination.

Dol. There end thy brave,and turne thy face in peace,
We grant thou canft out-feold us - fare thee well; |
We hold our time too precious to be fpent
With fucha brabler.

Pan, Give me leave to {peake.

Bast. No, I will fpeake.

Doel. We willattend to neither »

Strikeup the drummes, and let the tongue of warre
Pleade for our intereft,and onr being heere.

Baft. Indecdyour drummes being beaten,wil cry out;
And fo fhall you, being beaten :doebut flart  *
Aneccho withthe clamor of thy dmmme,

And evenat hand, a drumme is ready brac’d,.
That fhall reverberate all, as lowd asthine.
Sound but another; and another fhall
(As lowd asthine) rattle the Welkins eare,
And mocke the deepe mouth’d thunder : for at hand
(Not srufting to this halting Legate heere,
Whom he hath uf*d rather for fport, thanneed)
Iswarlike Jobn: and in hisforehead fits
.A bare-rib’d death, whofe office is this day
To feaft upon whoele thoufands of the French.
Dol. Strikeup our drammes, to find this danger out.
Baff. And thou fhalt find it (Dolphis) doe not doubt
: Exenuns,

Scena Tertia,

e e

Alarums. Enter Iohn ,and Hubert,

Iokn. How goes the day withus? oh tell me Hwbert.
Hwb. Badly 1 feare; how fares your Majefty 2
Zobn, This Feaver that hathtroubled me {olong,

Lyes heavy on me sioh, my heart is ficke,

Entera ﬁ-ﬂ'ﬂ}uga'.
Mef. My lord : your valiant kinfman Fawlconbridge,

Defiresyour Majefty to leave the field,

And fend him word by me , which way yougoe.
lobn. Tell himtoward Swinfled to the Abbey there.
(Mef. Beof good comfort : for the great fupply,

Thatwas expected by the Dolphin heere,

Arcwrack’d three nightsagoe on Goodwin{ands.

This newes wasbronght to Richard but even now,

The French fight coldly, and retire themfelves.

Tohn, Ayeme,thistyraot Feaver burnesme op,

And will net let me welcome this good newes,

Setontoward Swisfted : tomy Litter firaighe,

Weakenefle pofieffeth me,and I am faint. Exennt, |

Sceena Quarta,

Enter Salisbury , Pembrake, ard Bigor.
Sal. 1did not thinke the King fo ftor’d with friends.
Fem. Vp onte againe ; put fpiritin the French,
If they mifcarry : we mifcarry too. '
Sal. That mifbegotten divell Fanlconbridge,
In {pight of fpight, alone upholds the day.
Pem. They fgy King Jebn {ore ficke, hathleft the field.
Enter Meloonwounded.
Mel. Lead me tothg Revolts of England heere.
Sal. \When we were happy, we had othernames.
Pem. Ttisthe Count Meloowe.
Sal. Wounded to death.
Ael. Flye Noble énglifh, youare bought and fold,
Vithred the rude eye of Rebellion,
And welcome home againe difcarded faith,
Secke out King Jobss, and fall before hisfeet s
Fer if the French be lordsof thisloud day,
He meanes to recompence the paines you take,
By cutting off your heads: Thus hath he {worne,
And I with him, and many moe with me,
Vpon the Altar atSaint Edmondsbary,
Even onthat Ajtar, where we fwore to you
Deere Amity,and everlafting love,
Sal. May this be peffible> May thisbe true 2
CHel. Have I pot hideous death withinmy view,
Retaining but a quantity of life, '
Which bleeds away ,evenasa forme of waxe
Relolveth from his figure gainft the fire?
What in the world fhould make me now deceive,
Since I muft lofe the ufe of all deceite ?
Why fhould I then be falfe, fince it istrue
That I muft dye heere,and live hence, by truth?
1 fay againe, if Lewd doe winne the day,
He 1s for{worne, ifere thofe eyesof yours
Behold another day breake in the Ealt :
But even this night ,whofe blacke contagious breath
Already fmoakesabeut the burning Crelt
Of'the old, fecble, and day-wearied Sunne,
Even thisill night, your breathing fhall expire,

| Paying the fine of rated Treachery,

Even with a treacherous fine of all your lives
If Lewss, by your affiflance win the day.
Commend me toone Hubert, with your King ;
Thelove of him, and thisrefpe@ befides
(For that my Grandfire was an Englifhman)
A wakes my confcience to confeffeall this,
In lien whereof, I pray you beare me hence
From forth the noife and rumour of the field;
Where I may thinke the remnant of my thoughts
In peace :and part this body and my foule
With contemplation, and devout defires.

Sal. Wedoe beleeve thee,and befhrew my foule,
But Idoelovethe favour, and the forme
Of this moft faire occafion, by the which
We will untread the fteps of damned flight,
And like a bated and retired flood,
Leaving our rankenefleand irregular courfe,
Stoope low within thofc bounds we have ore-look’d,
And calmely run on in obedience,
Even to our Ocean, to our great King Joln:
My arme (hall givethee helpe to beare thee hence,

F-arj
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For I doe feethe crucll pangs of death :
Rightin thine eye. Away ,my friends, new flight,
And happy newaefle that intendss old right. Exennt.

Sceena Quinta.

Enter Dolpbin,and his Traine.
Dol. The Sun of heaven(me thousht)was loath to fet;
But {taid,and made the Wefterne Welkin blu(h,
When Engtif meafure backeward their owne ground
In faint retyre : Oh bravely came we off,
When witha Volley of our needleffe (hot,
After fuch bloody toyle,we bid good night,
And woon’d eurtott’ring coloursclearely up,
Laft inthe field,and almoft Lords of it.
Enter a Meflenger.

CMef. Where is my Prince the Dolphin ?

Dol. Heere,what newes ?
Me[.The Count e Meloone is {laine : The Enghifh Loxds
By his perfwafion are at length falne off,
And your {upply which you havewifh'd {o leng,
Are caft away,and funke on Goedwsn Sands.
Del. Ah foule fhrew’d newes.Befhrew thy very heart:
1 did not thinke to be {0 fad to night
As this hath made me, Who was he that faid
King /b did fly an houre or two before
The {tumbling night did part our weary powres ?

Me(. Who ever fpoke it; it is true my Lotd,
Dol. W cll: keep good quarter,and good care to night,
The day {hall notbeup fo foenc as I,

To try the faireadventure of to morrow. Exennt.
Sewna Sexta,

Enter Baftard and Hubert feverally.

Hyb, Whofethere? Speake hoa, {peake quickly; or I

thoot.

Baft. AFriend. Whatartthou 2

Hxb. Ofthe partof England.
Bait, Whither doft thou goe ?
Hub. W hat’s that to thee ?
Why may not I demand of thine affaires,
As well as thou of mine 2
Bail. Hubers, thinke,
Hub. Thou hafta perfect thought :
Jwillupon all hazzards well beleeve
Thou art my friend,that know’ft my tongue {o well :
Who arttheu ?
Baft, Who thou wilt :and if thou pleafe
Thou mailft be-friend me fo much,asto thinke
Icome one way ofthe Plantageness.

Hub. Vnkinde remembrance:thouand endleffe night,
Have done me fhame : BraveSouldier,pardon me,
That any accent breaking from thy tongue,

Should fcape the true acquaintance of mine eare.
B4it, Come,come : fans complement, W hat newes
5 a‘?"hoadh?
« Why here walke I,in the blacke brow of ni
To finde you out, gt e

N

Bast. Briefethen :and what’s the newes?
Hwb. O my {weet Sir,newes fitting to the night,

Blacke, fearefull,comfortlefle,and horrible.

Baft. Shew methe very wound of thisill newes,

Iam no woman,lle not fwound at it.

Hub. The King I feareis poyfon’d by a Monke,

I left him almoft {peechlefie and broke out
Toacquaint you with this evill,that yon might
The better arme you to the fodaine time,
Than if you had at leifure knowne of this.
Baff. How did he take it ? Who did rafte tohim ?
Hwb. A Monke I tell you a refolved Villaine
Whofe bowels fuddenly burlt out - The King
Yet fpeakes,and peradventure may recover.
Baft. Who didft thou leave to tend his Majelty ?
Hwb. Why know younot? The Lordsare all come
backe,
Aud brought Prince Hesry in theit company,
At whofe requeft the King hath pardon’d them,
And they are all abeut his Majeftie.

Baft. With-hold thine indignation,mighty heaven,
And tempt us not to beare above our power,
Ile tellthee Kubers halfe my power this night
Paffing thefe Flats,are taken by the Tide,
Thefe Lincolre-wafhes have devoured them,
My felfe, well mounted,have efcap’d.

Away before : Conduét me to the King,
I doubt he will be dead,or ere Icome.

S

Exenmts

Scena S eptima.

Enter Prince Henry Salssbury,and Biget.
Han, Itis too late,the life ofall his bloud
Istouch’d,corruptibly :and his purebraine
( Which fome {uppofe the foules fraile dwelling houfe)
Doth by the idle Comments that it makes,
Foretell the ending of mortality,
Enter ‘Pembraoke,

That being brought into the open ayre,
It would allay the burning quality
Of that fell poyfon which affayleth him.

Hen, Lethim be bronghtinto the Orchard heere ¢
Doth he ftillrage?

Pem. He is more patient
Than when you left him ; even now he fung.

Hen. Oh vanity of ficknefle : fierce extreames
In their centinuance,will not feele themfelves.
Death having prei'd upon the outward parts
Leavesthem invifible,and hir fiege is now
Againft the wind,the which he pricksand wounds
With many legions of firange fantafies,
Which in their throng and preflc to that Jaft hold;
Confound themfelves, Tis ftrange that death (hould fings
I am the Symet tothis pale faint Swan,
Whe chauntsa dolefull hymne to his owne death;
And from the organ-pipe of frailty fings
His foule and body their lafting reft.

Sal. Be of good comfort ( Prince ) for you are borne
To fet a forme upon that indigeft
Which hie hathleft fo (hapelefie,and fo rude.

lTobn broaght in. .

Tobn, 1marry,how my foule hach elbow-roome;

Tt

Pem. His Highneffe yet doth {peake, and holdsbeleefe,

e e T ——— .
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It would not out at windowes,norat doores,.
There isfo hot 2 Summer in my bofome,
That all my bowels crumbleup to duft :
I am a fcribled forme drawne witha pen,
Vpona Parchment ;and againft this fire
Doe I fhrinkeup.
Hea. How fares your Majeftie ?
Ioh. Poyfon’d,illfare : dead,forfooke,caft off,
And none of you will bid the Winter come
Tothruft his ycie fingersin my maw ;
Nor let my Kingdomes Rivers take their courfe
Through my burn’'d bofome : nor intreat the North
To make his bleake windes kiffc my parched lips,
And comfort me with cold.I doe not aske you much,
I beg cold comfort : and you are {o firaight
And {o ingratefull, you deny me that.
Hen. Oh that there were {ome vertue inmy teares,
That might relieve you.
folm. The faltof them is hot.
Within me is a hell,and there the poyfon
Is,asa fiend,confin'd to tyrannize, ~
On anrepreeveable condemned blood:
Enter Baftard. ;
Bait. Oh, I am{calded with my violent motion
And fpleens offpeed,to {ce your Majeftie.
fobn. Oh Cozen,thon art come to fet mine eye :
Thetackle of my heart,is crack’d and burnt,
And allthe fhrowds wherewith my life fhould faile,
Are turned to one thred, one little haire
My heart hath one poore ftring to flay it by,
Which holds but till thy newes be uttered,
And thenall this thou {eelt, is buta clod,
And module of confounded Royalty.
Baft. The Dolphinis preparing hither-ward,
W here heaven he knowes hbow we fhall an{wer him.
For ina night the beft part of my power,
As I uponadvantage did removey
Were 1a the wafbes all unwarily,
Devoured by the unexpected flood.
Sal. You breathe thefe dead newesinasdead an eare

My Liege,my Lord : but now a King,now thus.
Hen. Even {o muft I runne on ;and even {o ftop.

Whatfurcty of the world,what hope,what ftay,

When this was now a King,and now is Clay?
Bait. Artthougone fo? Idoebutftay behinde

To doe theoffice for thee,of revenge,

And then my foule fhall waite on thee to heaven,

As iton earth hath been thy fervant fill.

OW,T0W you Stars,that move in your right S pheres,
Where be your powers > Shew notw your mended faiths
And inftantly returne with me againe,

To puth deftruion and perpetuall fhame
Out of the weake doore of our fainting Land -
Straight let us fecke,or ftraight we fhall be {ought,
The Dolphinrages at our very heeles.

Sal. Ttfeemesyou know not then fo much as we,
The Cardinall Pandutph is withinat reft,
Who halfe an houre fince came from the Dolphin,
And brings from him fuchoffers ofour peace;
As we with honour and sefpec may take,
With purpofe prefently to leave this warre.

Baft. He will the rather doe it when he fees
Our felveswell finew’d so our defence.

Sal, Nay,'tis in a manner dene already,

For many carriages he hath difpatch’d

To the Sea-fide,and put his caufe and quarrell

To the difpofing of the Cardinall,

With whom your felfe,my felfe and other Lords,
If you thinke meete,this afternoone will poft

To confummate this bufinefle happily.

Bait. Leritbe{o,and yeu my Noble Prince,
With other Princes that may beft be fpar'd,
Shall waite upon your Fathers funerall.

Hen. Atworffer muft hisbody be interr'd,
Forfo he will’d it.

Baft. Thither fhall it then,

And happily may your fiveet felfe put on
The lineall ftate and glory of the Land,
Towhom with all fnbmiffion on my knee;
I doe bequeath my faithfull fervices

And true fubjection cverlaftingly.

Sal. And the like tender of our love we make
To reft withouta fpot for evermore,

Hen, 1havea kindefoule that would give thankes,
And knewes not bow to doe it,but with teares.
Baft. Ohlet us pay the time : but needfullwoe,

2

] Since it hath beene beforehand with our gricfes.

This England never did,nor never fhall

Lye at the proud foote of a Cenquerer,

But when it firft did helpe to wourd it felfe.
Now,thefe her Princesare come heme againe,

Come the three corners of the world in Armes,

And we fhall fhocke them ; Noughe fhall makeus rue,
If England to it {clfe doc reft but true. Exenn,
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