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Thctird ATEO King Henrytthixt.

vvich the deach of the Duke of -
YORKE.

eAtus Primus. Scena Prima.

Alaruns, ] And bafhful Heary depos’d,whole Cowardize,
Enter Plamtagenet, Eaward, Norfolke, Mosnt~ Hath madeus by=words to our enemies.
agne, W arwicke, and Soseldier s, Plant, Then leave mie not,my Lords be refolute,
I meane to take poffeffion of my right,

Warwicke. warw. Neither the King, nor he that loves him beft,

Wonderhow the King efcap’d our hands 2 The prowdeft he that holds up Lascafier,

PLW hile we purfudche Horfmen of § North, | Dares ftirrea Wing, if warwicke fhake his Bells.

He flyly ftole away, and left his men : lie plant Plantagenet, root him up who dares

W hereat the great Lord of Northumberland, Refolve thee Richard, clayme the Buglith Crowne.

Whofe Warlike eares could never brouke retreat,

hear’d up the drouping Army,and himfelfe. Enter King Henry, Clifford, Neorihumberland,
Lord Césfford and Lord Stafford all a-brelt Westmerland, E xeter, andthe reit.

Charg’d our maine Battailes Front : and breaking in,

Were by the Swords of common Souldiers {laine, Fenry. My Lords, looke where the fturdy Rebell fits, §
Edw. Lotd Staffords Father, Duake of Buckinghaw Even inthe Chayre of Stare : belike he meanes,
I's either flaine or wounded dangerous. Backe by the power of Warwicke, that falfe Peere,
I cleft his Beaver with a down-right blow s Toafpireunto the Crowne, and reigne as King
That this is true (Father) behold his blood. Earle of Northumberland, be flew thy Father,
CMount. And Brother, here’s the Earle of Wiltfhires | And thine,Lord (%fford, & you both have vow’d revenge
W hom I encountred as the Batcels joyn'd. (blocd, | On him, his fonaes, his favorites, and his friends.
Rich. Speake thou for me, and tell them what1did. Naorthumb. 1f 1 benot, Heavens be reveng’d on me.
Plan. Richard hiath beli deferv’d ofall my {fonnes : (lfford. The hope thereof, makes Clifford mourne in
But is your Grace dead, my Lord of Somerfet 2 Steeles

Weftm. W hat,fhall we fuffer this?let’s pluck himdown,
My heayt for anger burnes, I cannot brooke 1t.

N or. Such hope have all the line of fobn of Gannt.
Rich. Thusdo I'hopeto fhake King Hesirdes head,

warw. And {o doc 1, victorious Prince of Torke. Henry. Be patient, gentle Earleof Weftmerland.
Before I fee thee feated in that Throne, ' Clifford. Patience isfor Poultroones;and {uchishe :
Whichnow the Houle ot Larcaffer ufurpes, He durft not fit there, had your Fatherliv'd.
I vow by Heaven, thefe eyes (hall never clofe: My gracious Lord, here inthe Parliament
Thisisthe Pallace of the fearcfull King, Let us affayle the Family of Zorke. o)
And this the Regall Seat : poflefle it Torke, N orth, Well balt thou {poken,Cotfin be it fo.
Forthisisthine ,and not King Henvies Heiress Henry, A, know you not the City favours them,
Plant, Afliit methen, fweet warwicke, and 1 wills And they have troopes of Souldiers at thetr becke?
For hither we have broken in by force, westm. But when the Dakeis {laine, they’le quickly ¢
Norf. Wee'le all affift you : he that flyes,fhall dye. flye. e Y _
Plant. Thanks gentle Norfolke, ftay by me my Lords, Henry. Farre be the thought of this from Henriesheart,
And Souldiers ftay and lodge by me this Night. T o mikea Shambles of the Parliament rloufe.
They goe up, Coufin of Exeter, frownes, words, and threats,
warw. And whenthe King comes offer him no violence, | Shallbe the Warre that Henry meanes to ulc:
Vnleffe he feeke to thraft you out perforce. tou factious Duke of Yorkedefcend my Throne,
Plant. The Queene this day here holds her Pagliament, | And koeele for graceand mercie at my feet,
But little thinkes we fhall be Ufhcr .counfaile} Iam my Sovcraigne.
By words or blowes here let uswinne our right. Yorke. Iam thine.
Rieh. Arm’'d as we are, let’s ftay within this Houfe. Exet. For fhame comedowne, he made thee Duke of
Warw. The bloody Parliament (Lall chis be call'd, Yorke, _ :
Vnlefle Plantagenet, Duke of Yorke, be King, Yorke, It wasmy Inheritance, as the harledgme ‘}fai S
Xet. "Iy
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The third Part of K ing Henyy the S ixth,

&xet. Thy Father wis a Traytor tothe Crowne.
Warw. Exeterthouarta Traytorto the Crowne,

- Infollowing this ufurping Henry.

Clifford. 'Whoaithould heefollow, but his naturall

King?
warw.True Cliffrd,and that’s Richard Duke of Yorke.
Henry, And (hallI ftand,and thou fit in my Throne?
Zorke. It muft and fhall be {o, content thy felfe.

, Warw. Be Duke of Lancafter, let him be King,
westm. He is both King, and Duke of Lancalter,

And that the Lord of Weltmerland fhall maintaine.

Warw. And Warwicke (hall difprove it. You forger,

That weare thofe which chas’d you from the field,

And {lew your Fathers,and with Colours fpread

Martcht throngh the Citie to the Pallace Gates.
Northumb. Yes Warwicke, | remember it to my gricfe,

And by his Sonle, thouand thy Houfe fhall rue it.

weftm. Plantagenet, of thee andrhefe thy Sonnes,

Thy Kinfmen, and thy Friends, Ilc have more lives

Then drops of bloud were in my Fathers Veines.

(4ff. Vrge it no more, left that in fteed of words,

I fend thee, warwicke, fuch a Meffenger,

As {hall revenge his death, before I {tirre.

Warw. Poore Chifford, how Ifcorne his worthlefle

Threats.

Plant. Wil you we fhew our Titleto the Crowne?

Ifnot,our Swords fhall pleade it in the field.

Henry. What Title haft thou Traytor tothe Crowne ?

My Father was asthou art, Duke ot Yorke,

Thy Grandfather Roger (¥ ortimer Earle of March.

Iam the Sonne of Hesry the Fift,

Who made the Dolphin and the French to ftoupe,

And feiz’d upon their Townes and Provinces.

Warw, Talke not of France, fith thou haft loft it all.
Henry. The Lord Protedor loft it, andnot I :

When I was crown’d I was but nise moneths old.
Rich, Youare old enovgh now,

And yet me thinkes you lofe :

Father teare the Crowne from the Viurpers Head.
Edward. Sweet Father doc {o,{ct it on your Head.,
Mount. Good Brother, '

Asthou lov’ft and honore(t Armes,

Let’s fight itout, and not ftand cavilling thus.

Richard. Sound Drummes and Trumpets, and the

King will flye.

Plant. Sonnes peace.
Henry. Pecace thou, and give King Hemry le2ve to

{peake.

Warw, Plantageset (hall {peake firft: Hearc him Lords,

And beyou filent and attentive too,

For he that interrupts Inm, {hall not live.

Hen.Think’ft thou,that ! willleave my Kingly Throne,

W hercin my Grandfire and my Father fat 2

No: ficft hall Warreunpeople this my Realme 3

I, and their Colours often borne in France,

And now in England, to ourbearts great forrow,

Shallbe my Winding-fheet. Why faint you Lords ?

My Title’s good, and better farre then his.

Warw. But prove it Henry, and thou fhalt be King.
Hen, Henry the Fourth by-<Conqueft got the Crowne.
Plant. *Twas by Rebellion againft his King.

Henry, 1 know not what to fay, my Titles weake :

Tell me, may not a King adoptan Heire ?

Plant. W hat then?
Hemy. And if he may,thenam I fawfull King ¢

| For Richard, in the view of many Lords,
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Refign'd the Crowne to Hemry the Fourth,

Whofe Heire my Father was, and I am his.

Plant. Herofe againft him, being hisSoveraigne

And made him to refigne his Crowne perforce. |
Warw. Suppofe, my Lords, he did it unconftrayn’d,

Thioke youtwere prejudicial to his Crowne?

. Exer. No : for he could not fo refigne his Crowne,

But thatthe next Heire flould ficceed and reigne.
Henry. Art thou againtt us, Duke of Exeter ?

Exet. Hisis the right, and therefore pardon me.
Plant. Why whifper you, my Lords, and anfwer not?
Exer. My Conlcience tells mehe is lawfull King,
Hemry. All will revole from me, and turne to him.
Northkumb. Plantagener, for all the Clayme thon lay'ft,

Thinkenct, that Henry fhall be fo depos'd
Warw. Deposd he fhallbe, indefpight ofall.
Northumb. Thou art deceiv’d ;

"Tis not thy Southerne power

Of Effex, Norfolke, Suffolke, nor of Kent,

Which makes thee thus prefumptoous and prowd,

Can fet the Duke up in defpigh: of me.

Ciifford. King Henry, be thy Title right or wrong,

Lord Clifford vowes to fighe in thy defence :

May tha: ground gape, and {wallow me alive;

Where 1 {hall kneele to him that flew my Father.
Henry, Oh Cliffird, how thy wordsrevive my heart,
Plant. Hesry of Lancaller, refigne thy Crowne :

W hat mutter you, or what confpire you Lords 2
Warw. Doe rightuntothis Princely Duke of Yorke,

Or I will fillthe houfe witharmed men,

| And ore the Chayre of State, w here now he fits,
| Write up his Title with ufurping blood.

He flampes with bis foot and the Souldiers
Jhew themfelues.
Henry. My Lord of Warwick,heare but one word,
Let me forthis time reigne as King.
Plant . Confirme the Crowne to me and to mine Heiges,
And thou (haltreigne in quiet whilethou liv*At.
Hemry. 1am content : Richard Plantagenes
Enjoy the Kingdome after my deceafe.
Clsfford. "W hat wrong is this unto the Prince, your
Sonne ?
warw, What good is this to England,and himfelfe ?
Weitm. Bafe, fearefull, gnd defpairing Henry,
(tifferd.How haft thou injur'd both thy felfe and us?
Westm. I cannot ftay to heare thefe Articles.
N orthumb. Nor 1.

(éfford. Come Coufin, letustell the Queene thefe |

Newes. ‘
FVeitm. Farewellfaine- hearted and degenerate King,

. In whofe cold blood no fparke of honor bides.

Northumb, Be thonaprey unto the honfeof Yerke,
And dye in Bands, for this unmanly deed.
Ci4f. Indreadfull Warre may'ft thou be overcome,
Or live in peaceabandon’d and defpis’d.
Warw, Turne thisway Herry, and regard them not.
Exeter. They feekerevenge, and therefore will not
yeeld.
Henry, Ah Exeter.
warw. Why {hould you(igh, my Lord ?
Henry. Not for my {elfe Lord #7arwicke,but my Sonne,
Whom I unnaturally {hall dif-inherite.
But be itas it may : I here entayle
The Crowne to thee and to thine heires forever,
Conditionally, that herethou take an Oath,
Toceafe this Civill Warre : and whil't 1 Live,

Tol
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Thethird Part of K ing Henry the Sixth, 149
To honor meas thy King,and Soveraigne: | |  Hewy, Stay gentle CMargarer, and heare me foeake.
Neither by Trealon not Hoﬂjilty.' Al Queene. Thou talt {pcke too much already : et thee
Tofeeke to put medowne,and reigne thy felfe. gone. y:8
Plant. This Oath I willingly take and will performe. | Hes. Gentle Sonne £dward,thou wilt Ray with me?
war.Long live King Henry: Plantagenes embrace him. | LQue. Lo be murther'd by his Enemies. :
HM?’]. And [D[]'g livethou,& thele thy fOI’Wiﬂ'd‘ Sonnes. ! Prin, \When 1 recurne with VIIC}Or}r from the field
Plant. Now Yorkeand Lancaster are reconcil'd. | lle {ee your Grace:«ilf then,lle follow her. T
Exet. Accarft be hethat feckes tomake them foese | Qur. Come Sonne away, we may not linger thus.
Heu.Poore Queene,
Sonet. Herethey come dowse. How love to me,and to her Sonne,
lant. Farewell my gracious Lord,1le to my Caftle. Hath made her breake out into termes of Rage.
war. And Ile keepe London with my Souldiers. * | Reveng’d may (he be on that hatzfull Duke,
Norf.And I to Norfolke with my followers. « | Whofe haughty {pirit,winged with defire
t_Adount. Al’l:{ I unto d}f Sfﬂ.,ﬁ'ﬂm thrlcc I‘Camfl "’VJH CGﬁ' ﬂ‘j}-‘ Cr‘g“}nf)and Ii!\f_- an empr}, E;gif,
HenAnd I with griefe and {orrow to the Court. Tyre on the fleth of me,and of my Sonne.
The loffe of tho(e three Lords torments my heart:
Enter the Q) ucene. Ile write unto them and entreat them faire;
: ' Come Coufin,you fhall be the Meffenger.
Exer, Heere comes the Queene, Exet. And I hope,hall reconcile them all, Exit.
W hofe Lookes bewray her anger:
lle fteale aways 3 Emter Richard Edward, and
Henry. Exeters(o will I, % | Monnsaoye.
Queene. Nay,goe not from me, I will follow thees ' &
Hen. Be patient gentle Queene, and 1 will ftay. Richard, Brother ,thonghl bee youngeft , give mee
9 uee. W ho canbe patient in {uch extream es? leave.
Ah wretched man,would I bad dy’dea Maid, Edw. No, I can better play the Oraror.
And never feene thee, never borne thee Sonne, AMaoun. But 1 have reafons ftrong and forceable.
Seeing thou haft prov’d fo unnaturalla Father.
Hath he deferv’d to lofe his Birth-right thus? Enter the Duke of Yorke.,
Hadt chou butlov’d him balfe fowellasI,
Or felt that paine which I did for him once, Yer. Why how now Sonnes.and Brother, at a firife?
Or nourifht him,as I did with my blood; What is yonr Quarrell?how began it firfi?
Thou would’t have left thy deareft hmrt—blqod there, Edw. No Quarrell,but a flight Contention.
Rather then made that favage Duke thine Heire, Yor. About whate .
And dif-inherited thine onely Sonne, - " Rich. About thar which concerties your Grace and as,
Prin. Father,you cannot dif~inherite me: The Crowne of England, Father,which is yours.
If yoube King,why fhould not I fucceede? Yor. Mine Boy?notull King Hemry be dead.
Hen, Pardon m¢ CMargaret,pardon me {wect Sonne, Rich. Y our Right depends not on his life,or death.
The E:rle of Warwick and the Duke enforc’t me. Edw. Now you are Heire,theretore enjoy it nows
QOue. Enforc’t thee? Art thou King;and wilt be forc'e? | By giving the Houfe of Laneaffer leave tobreathe,
1 thame to heare thee{peake:ah timorous Wretch, It will out-runne you, Father,in the end.
Thou haft undone thy felfe,thy Sonne,and me, Yor. 1 tooke an Oath,that he (hould quietly reigne.
And giv'n unto the Houfe of Zorke fuch head, Edw, But for a Kingdome any Oath may be broken:
As thou {halt reigne but by their {ufferance. I would breake thoufand Oathes, to reigne one yeere.
Tocntaile bimand his Heires unto the Crowngy Richard. No:God forbid your Grace fhould be for-
What is it,bur to makethy Sepulcher, {worne.
And creepe into it farre before thy time? Yor. I fhall be,if I claime by open Warre.
Warwicke is Chancelor,and the Lord of Callice, Richird, Ile provethe contrary , if you'le heare mee
Sterne Falconbridge commands the Narrow Seas, fpeake. :
The Dukeis made Proteétor of the Realme, ' Zor. Thou canft not,Sonne : it is impoffible.
And yet {hale thou be fafe?Such fafety findes Rich. An Oath is of no moment,being not tooke
The trembling Lambe,invironned with Wolves. Before a true and lawfull Magiftrate,
Had I beene there,whichamafilly Woman, That hath authority over him that fweares.
The Souldiers fhould have tofs’d me on their Pikes, Henry had none,but did ufurpe the place.
Bafore I would have granted to that Act. Then fecing twas he that rr_;adc youto depofe,
But thou preferr’fi thy Life,before thine Honor, Your Qath,my Lord,is vainé and anoluu;.
And fecing thoudo'ft,1 here divorce my felfe, Therefore to Armes:and Father doe but thinke,
Both from thy Table Henry, and thy Bed, How fweet a thing itisto wearea Crowne,
Vntill that A& of Parliament be repealed, Within whofe Circuitis E4zinm,
Whereby my Sonne is dif-inherited. _ And allthat Poets faine of Bliffe and Joy.
The Northerne Lords,that have forfworne thy Colongs, | Why doe we linger thus? I cannot reft, J
Will follow mine,if oncethey fee them fpread: Vntill the White Rofethat I weare,bedy’de
And fpread they (hall be to thy foule difgrace, Evenin theluke-warme blood of }{mﬂf: heart.
And utter ruine of the Houfe of Torke. Yor. Richard ynough: I will beKing, or dye.
Thusdoe1leave thee:Come Sonne let’saway, Brother,thou fhalt to London prefently,
! Our Army is ready, come, wee’le after them. And'whet on #arwickro this Egterprlit'.- b
' on
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150 The third Part of King Hem;y the Sixth.

Thou Richard (halt to the Duke of Norfolke,
And tell him privily of our intent.

You Edward {hall unto my Lord Cobham,
With whom the Kentifhmen will willingly rife.-
In them I truft:for they are Souldiors,
Witty,courteous,liberall,full of {pirit.
Whileyon are thus imploy’d, what refteth more?
Burthat 1 feeke occafien how torife,

And yet the King not privy to my Drift,

Nor any of the Houfe of Lancafler.

Enter Gabriel.

But ftay,what Newes? Why comm’fh thou in fuch
pofter

Gabriel. The Queene,
With all the Northerne Earles and Lords,
Intend heere to befiege you in your Catlle.
Sheishard by,with twenty thoufand men:
And therefore fortifie your Hold,my Lord.

Tor. I, with my Sword.

41 What?think’{t thou,that we feare them?

Edward and Richard,you (hall ftay with me,
My Brother (M ountagne (hall pofte to London,
Let Noble warwicke, Cobbam, and the reft,
Whom we haveleft ProteGors of the King,
With powrefull Pollicy ftrengthenthemfclves,
And truft not fimple Henry,nor his Oathes,

Moun. Brother, I goe:lle winne them,feare it not.
And thusmoft humbly T doe take my leave.

; Exit Monntague.

Enter Mortimer and bis Brother.

Yor. Six Jobnyand Sir Eugh Mortimer, mine Vnckles, °
You are come to Sandall in a happy houre-
The Armie of the Queene meane to befiege us.
Ioha, Shee fhall notneede, wee'le meete her in the field.
Zor. What,with five thoufand men?
Rich, 1,with five hundred, Father,for aneede.

A Woman's Generall:what {hould we feare?

eA CMarch afarre off.
Edw.] heare their Drummes:
Let’s fct our men in order,
And iffucforth,and bid them Battaile firaight.
Zor. Fivemen to twenty:though the oddes be great,
I doubt not, Vnckle,of our Victory.
Mary a Battaile have I wonne in France,
W hen as the Enemy hath beene tenneto one:
Why (hould I not now have thelike fuccefle?
Alarum, Exit.

Enter Rutland,and bis T utor,

Rutl. Ab, whither fhall I flye,to fcape their hands?
Ah Tutor,looke where bloddy (4fford comes.

Enter C fﬁ'ard A

(4fford.Chaplainc away,thy Priefthood faves thy life.
Astor the Brat of this accufed Duke,
Whofe Father {lew my Father,he fhall dye.
Tutor. And I, my Lord,will beare him company.
CUiff. Souldiers,away with him.
Twtor. Ah C/ifford,murther not this innocent Child,
Leaft thoube hated both of God and Man. Exste

'

Clifford. How now?is he dead already?
Or is it feare,that makes him clofe his eyes?
Ile epen them.
Rwal. So looks the pent-up Lyon o’re the Wretch,
That trdmbles under his devouring Pawes:
And {o he walkes, infulting 0’re his Prey,
And {o he comes,to rend bis Limbesafunder.
Ah gentle (Uifford, kil me with thy Sword,
And not with fucha crucll threatning Looke:
Sweet Clifford heare mefpeake,beforel dye:
I am too meane a fubiec for thy Wrath,
Be thou reveng’d on men, and let me live:
« (. Tn vaine thou fpeak’(t ,poorc Boy:
My Fathers blood hath {topt the paffage
W here thy words fhould enter.
Rutl, Then let my Fathers blood open it againe,
He isa man,and (Y fford cope with him.
(. Had I thy Brethren here,their livesand thine
Were not revenge furicient for me:
No, if I digg’d up thy fore-fathers Graves,
And hung their rotten Coifins up in Chaynes,
It could not {lake mine ire, nor cafe my heart.
The fight of any of of the Houfe of Yorke,
Isasa Fury to torment my Soule:
And till I root out theiraccurfed Line,
And leave not one alive,I live in Hell.
Thereforess-=
Rutl. Oh let me pray,before Itake my death:
To thee I pray;fweet Clifford pitty me.
(iffrd. Such pitty as my Rapiers pointaffords.
Rut. 1 never did thee harme:why wilt thou flay
me?
Clif. Thy Father hath.
Rus.But "twas ere I was borne:
Thou haft,one Sonne,for his {ake pitty me,
Leaft in re venge thereoffith God is juft,
He be as miferably flaine as I.
Alilet melive in Prifon all my dayes,
And when I give occafion of offence,
Then let me dye,for now thon haft no canfe.
Cisi, No caufe?thy Father {lew my Father:therefore
dye.
: Rutl. Dij faciant laudis fumma [it ifta twe, Dess
Cli. Plantagenets] come Plantagenet:
And thigthy Sonnes blood cleaving tomy Blage,
Shall ruft uponmy Weaponstill thy blood
Congeal’d withthis, doe make me wipe offboth, &xit.

Alarum.  Enter Richard, Dukeof Torke.

Tor. The Army of the Queene hath got the field:
My Vnckles bothare flaine,in refcuing me;
And all my followers,to the cager foe
Turne back and flye,like, Ships before the Winde,
Or Lambes purfu'd by hunger-ftarued Wolves.
My Sonnes, God knowes what hath bechanced them:
But this I know,they have demean’d themfelves
Like men borne to Renowne,by Life or Death.
Three times did Richard make a Lane to me,
And thice cry’de,Courage Father,fight it out:
And full as oft came Edwardto my fide,
With Purple Faulchion,painted to the Hilt,
In bleod of thofe that had encountred him:
And when the hardyeft Warriors did retyre,
Richard cry’de,Charge,and give nofoot of ground,
And cry’de,A Crowne,or elfe a glorious Tombe,
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A Scepteryor an Earthly Sepulcher.

With this we charg'd againe:but outalds,

Webodg'd againe,as I have feene 4 Swari :

With boothleffe labour fwimme againft the Tyde,

And {pend her {trength with over-matching Waves.
oA fhort Alarsmwithin,

Ah hearke,the fatall followers doc purfue,

And I amfaint,and cannot flye their fury:

And weré I ftrong,I wouldnot {hunue their fury.

The Sarids dre numbred,that make up my Life,

Here muft I {tay,and here my Life mult end.

Enter the Queene,(lifford; Northumberland,
the young Prince,and Sonldiers.

Come bloody (ifford,rough Northumberlard;
I dare your quenchlefle fury to more ragc:
I am your But, and I abide your Shot. :

North. Yeeld to our mercy,proud Plantagenet.

C4f. 1, to fuch mercy,as his ruthleffe Arme :
With downe-right payment, fhew’d unto my Father.
Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his Carre,

And made an Eveningat the Noone-tide Prick.

Yer. My alhes,as the Pheenix,may bring forth
A Bird,that will revengeupon you alls
And in that hope,I throw mine eyesto Heaven,

Scorning what ere you canafflict me with.
Why come you not?whatymultitudes,and feare? i
Chf. So Cowards fight,when they can flye no further,
So Doves doe peck the Faulcons piercing Tallons,
So defperate Theeves,all hopelefle of their Lives,
Breathe out Invectives *gainlt the Otficers.
Tor. Oh (4fford, but bethinke thee once againe,
And in thy thought ore-run my former time:
And 1f thou canft,for blufhing,view thisface,
And bite thy tongue,that ﬂ.mger.s ~him with Cowardice,
Whofe frowne hath made thee faint and flye ere this.
Ciif. T'will not bandy with thee word for word,
But buckler with thee blowes twice two for one.
2 ues Hold valiant Cliffard, for a thoufand caufes
I would prolong a while the Traytors Life:
Wrath makes him deafe;{peake thou Northumberlard,
Norsh: Hold (lifford,doe not honor kim fo much,
To prick thy finger,though to wound his heart.
What valour wereit,whena Curre doth grinne,
Foroneto thruft his Hand betweene his Teeth, {,
When he mightfpurne him with his Footaway?
It1s Warres prize,to take all Vantages, .
And tenneto one,isno impeach of Valonr. ;
Chfford. 1, T, fo {trives the Woodcodke withthe
Gynne. .
Noortbumberland. Sodoththe Conny firuggle in the
Net.
Zor. Sotriumph Theevesupon their conquer’d Booty,
So True men yeeld, with Robbeérs {o o’re-matcht.

Norbs What wouldyour Grace have done unto him
now? '

Due. Brave Warriors, (Uiffordand Northumberland,
Come make him ftand upon thisMole-hill here,

That raught at Mountaines with out-ftretched Armes,
Yet parted birt the fhadow with his Hand.

What,was it you that would be Englands King?

Was't you that revell’d in our Parliament,

And made 4 Preachment of your high Defcent?
Whereare your Meffe of Sonnes,to back you now?
The wanton Edwiard.and the lufty George?

Tbe third Pare of K ing Hemy?be Sixth,

A.[‘}d where’s ehat val i-’lf]_t Croolk-back Prodi gy,
Dicky,yonr Boy,that with his gtumbling voyce
Nas wont to chedre his Dad in Mutiniesp
Or with thereft,where is your Darling, Rutland?
Looke Zorke,1 ftayn’d this Napkin wich the blood
That valiant c/ifford;with his Rapiers point,
Mid iffue from the bofome of the Boy,
And if thine eyes can water for his death "
I givethee this to dry thy Checkes withal. -
Alas poore Torke, but that I hate thee deadly,
I thould lament thy mifcrable ftate. 3
Iprythee gricve,to make me merry, Yorke.
What,hath thy fiery hcart_ib parcht thine entrayles,
That not a Teare can fall,for Rutlands deathp
Why art thou patient,man?thou fhould’ft be.mad:
And Ito make thee mad,doe mock theethus.
Stampe,ravesand fret,that I may fing and dance.
Thou would'ft be fes’d, ] fee,to make me {porz:
Yorke cannot{peake,unleffe he wearea Crowne.
A Crowne for Yorkejand Lords,bow lowe to him:
Hold you his hands, whileft I doefet it on.
[ marry Sir,;now lookes he likea King:
I, this is he that tooke King Henries Chaire,
And thisis he wasisadopted Heire, g
But how is it,that great Plantagenet
I'scrown'd fofoone,and broke his folemne Oathp
As I bethinke me,you (hould not be King,
Till our King Henry had fhooke hands with Death.
And will you pale your head in Henries Glory,
Androb his Temples of the Diademe,
Now 1n his Life.againt your holy Oath?
Oh’tisa faulttoo too unpardonable.
Off with the Crowne:and with the Crowne,his Head
And whilelt we breathe,take time to doe him dead,
Clifford, That is my Oifice,for my Fachers (ake,
Queene. Nay ftay, let's heare the Orizons heé
makf..ﬁ'.
Yorke. Shee-Wolfe of France,
But worfe then Wolves of France,
W hofe Tongue more poifons then the Adders Teooth:
How ill-beleeming isit inthy Sex,
To triumph like an Amazonian Trull,
Vpon their Woes,whom Fo: tune captivates?
But that thy Faceis 'V'Izard-!ikc,u:zchanging,
Made impudent with ufe of evill deedes, -
1 wouldaffay,prowd Queene,to make thee blufh. ..
To tell thee whence thou cam’ft, of whom deriv’d,
Were fhame enoughi,to thame thee,
Wert thou not fhamelefle, :
Thy Father beares the type of King of Naples,
Ofboth the Sicils,and Ierufalem,
Yet not {o wealthy as an Englifh Yeoman.
Hath that poore Monarchtaught thee to infult? .
It needes not,nor it bootes thee not,prowd Queene,
Valeflethe Adage mult be venify’d, :
T hat Beggers mounted,runne their Horfe to death.
*Tis Beauty that doth oft make Women prowd,
But God he knowes,thy {harethereof'is {mall.
*Tis Vertue-that doth.make them moft admir'd,
The contrary dothmakethee wondredat. -
*Tis Government that makes them feeme Divine,
T he want thereof,makes thee abhominable.
Thouart as oppofite to every good,
As the Antipodes arc unto vs,
Oras the South to the Seprentrion.
Oh Tygres Heart,wrapt in a Womans
2
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How could’ft thou drayne the Life-blood of the Child,
To bid the Father wipe his eyes withall;
And yet befecne to bearca Womans face?
W omen arc foft,milde,pittiful and flexible;-
Thou fterne,obdurate,flinty,rongh,remorfelefie.
Bid{t thou me rage? why now thou haft thy wifh.
Woould't have me weepe?why now thou haft thy wills
For raging wind blowes up inceffant {howers,
And whenthe Rage allayes,the Raine begins.
Thefe Teares are my fwect Rutlands Obfequics,
And every drop cryes vengeance for hisdeath,
Gainft thee fell Céfford,and thee falfe French-woman.
artbumb. Befhrew me, but his paffions move mec {0,
That hardly can Icheck my eyes from Teares.
Yor. That face of his,
The hungry Caniballs would not have toucht,
Would not have ftayn'd the rofes juft with blood:
But you are more inhumane,morc innexorable,
Oh,tenne times more then Tygers of Hyrcania.
See, ruthleffe Queene,a haplefle Fathers Teares:
This Cloth thou dipd'ft in blood of my {weet Boy,
And I with Tearesdoe wafh the blood away.
Keepe thou the Napkin,and goe boalt of this,
And ifthou tell’ft the heavy ftory right,
Vpon my Soule,the hearers will (hed Teares:
Yea,even my Foeswill fhed falt-falling T cares,
And fay,Alas, it wasa pittious deed.
There,take the Crown,and with the Crowne,my Curfe,
And in thy need,fuch comfort come to thee,
As now I reape at thy too cruellhand.
Hard-hearted (%ifford,take me from the World,
My foule to Heaven,my Blood upon yourHeads.
North. Had he been flanghter-man to all my Kiane,
I thould not for my Life but weepe with him,
To fee how inly Sorrow gripes his Soule.
Que. What wecping ripe, my Lord N orshumberlandy
Thinke but upon the wrong he did us all,
And that will quickly dry thy melting Teares.
Chifford. Heere's for my Oath,heere’s for my Fathers
Death.
Oueene. And heere’s to right our gentle-hearted
King.
Zor. Openthy Gate of Mercy,gracious God.
My Soule i".}'esthmugh thefe wounds , to fecke out thee.
Quce. Off with his Head and fet it on Yorke Gates,
So Yerbe may over-looke the Towne of Yorke.
Exennt.

A Martch. Enter Edward Richard,
1. avd their power,

Edw.T wonder how our Princely Father fcap’t:
Or whethier he be feap’t away,or no,
From Clffords and Notbumberlands purfuit?
Had he been t'ane ;we fhould have heard the newes:
Had he beene {laine,we fhould have heard the newes:
Or had he {cap’t,methinkes we fhould mve heard
The happy tidings of his good efcspe.
How fares my Brother2why is he {o fad?

Rich. T cannot joy,untillI be refolvd
Whereour right valiant Father is become.
1 faw him inthe Bateaile range about,
And watcht him how he fingled (/ifferd forth,

Met lm[aght ke bore him in the thickelt troupe,
Asdoth a Lyon ina Heard of Neat,
Or asa Beare engompafs’d round with Dogges:

Who having pincht a few,and madethemcry,

Thereft ftand all aloofe,and barke at him.

So far’d our Father with his Enemies,

So fled his Enemies my Warlike Father:

Me thinkes "tis prize enough to be his Sonne.

See how the Morning opes her golden Gares,

And takesher farewell of the gloriousSunne.

How well refembles it the prime of Youth,

Trimm'd like a Yonker, prauncing to his Love?
Ed. Dazle mine eyes,or doe I fee three Sunnes?

Rich. Three glorions Sunnes,each one apetfect Sunne,

Nor {eparated with the racking Clouds,
But fever'd in a pale cleare-thining Skie.
Sce,fee they joyne,embrace, and feeme to kiflc,
Asif they vow'd fome League inviolable.
Now are they but one Lampe, one Light,one Sunne:
Inthis,the Heaven fignresfome event.
&dw, "Tis woendrous {trange,
The like yet never heard of
I thinke itcites us(Brother )to the ficld,
That weesthe Sonnes of brave Plaszagener,
Each one already blazing by our meedes,
Should notwithftanding joyne our Lights together,
And over-fhine the Earth,as this the World.
W hat ere it bodes,hence-forward will I beare
Vpon my Targuet three faire {hining Sunnes.
Rich. Nay,bearethree Daughters:
By your leave, I fpeakeit,
Youlove the Breeder better then the Malc.

Enter ane blowing.

But whatart thou,whofe heavy Lookes fore-telt
Some dreadfull ftory hangingonthy Tongue?

~. MefJ. Ah,one that wasa wofull looker on
When as the Noble Duke of Yorke was flaine,
Your Princely Father,and my loving Lord.

Edward. Oh {peake no more , tor L have heard tdo

much.
Rich. Say how hedy’de,for I will heare it all.
Me[f. Environed he was with many foes
And floed againft them,as the hope of Troy
Againft the Greckes,thatwould have entred Troys
But Herewles himfelfe muft yeeld to oddes:
And many ftroakes,though with a little Axe,
Hewes downe and fells the hardefbtymber'd Oake,
By many hands your Father was fubdu'd, ,
But onely flanght’red by theirefull Arme
Of un-relenting Clifford,and the Queene:
Who crown’d the gracious Duke 10 high defpight,
Laugh’d in his face:and when with griefe he wept,
The ruthlefle Queene gave him,todry his Cheeke,
A Napkin,fteeped in the harmelefle bloed
Of {weet young Ratland,by rough Chfferdflaine:
And after many {cornes , many foule taunts,
They tooke his Head,and on the Gates of Yorke
They fet the fame,and there it doth remaine,
The faddeft {pectacle that ere I view'd.

Edw. Sweet Duke of Yorke,our Prop to leane upon,

Now thou art gone,wee have no Staffe,no Stay.

Oh Clifford,boyft'rous Clifford,thou haft {lainc

The flowre of Europe, for his Chevalry,

And trecheroufly halt thou vanquifht him,

For hand to hand he would have vanquithtthee.
Now my Soules Pallace is becomea Prifon:

Ah, would fhe breakefrom hence,that this my body
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Might in the ground be clofed up in reft:
For never henceforth fhall T joy againe:
Never,oh never {hall I fee more joy. :
Rich. I cannot weepe:for all my bodies moy fture
Scarfe ferves to quench my Furnace-burning heart:
Nor canmy tongue unloade my hearts great burthen,
For fclfe-fame winde that I fhould fpeake withall,
Is kindling coalesthat fires all my breft, ;
And burnes me up with flames,that tears would quench.
To weepe,is to make leffe the depth of greefe:
Teares then for Babes;Blowes,and Revengefor mee.
Richard,] beare thy name,lle venge thy death,
Or dye renowned by attemping it. N
Ed.His name that valiant Dukehath left with thee:
HisDukedome,and his Chaire with me s left.
Rich. Nay, if thou be that Princely Eagles Bird;
Shew thy defcent by gazing *gain{t the Sunne:
For Chaire and Dukedome,Throne and Kingdome fay,
Either that is thine; or elfe thou wer’t not his.

March, Enter Warwicke,Marque(fe Moyntacste,
and thesr Army., _
Warwick. How now faire Lords?What fare ? What
newes abroad? '
Rich. Great Lord of Warwicke; if we {hould recompt
Our balefull newes,and ateach wordsdeliverance
Stab Poniardsin our flefh,till all weretold,
The words would adde more anguifh thenthe wounds.
O valiant Lord,the Duke of Yorkeis {laine.
Edw, O Warwicke, Warwicke,that Plavzagenee
W hich held thee deerely,as bis Soules Redemption,
Isby the fterne Lord Chifford doneto death,
F¥ar. Ten dayes ago,I drown’d thefe newes in teares,
And now toadde more meafure to your woes,
, Icome to tell you things fith then befalne.
After the bioody Fray at Wakefield fonght,
Where your brave Father breath'd hislateft gaspe,
| Tydings,as fwiftly as the Poftes could runne,
| Were %rought me of your Lofle,and his Depart.
| Ithen in London, keeper of the King,
| Muiter’d my Soldiers,gathered flockes of Friends,
Marcht toward S Albons,to intercept the Queene,
Bearing the King in my behalfealong:
For by my Sconts,I was advertifed
That the was comming with a fullintent
Todath our late Decree in Parliament,
Touching King Henries Oath,and your Snccefsion:
Short Tale to make. weat S. Albons aiet,
Our Battailes joyn’d,and both fides fiercely fought:
But whether "twas the coldneffe of the King,
Who look’d full gently on his warlike Queene,
That robb’d my Soldiers of their heated Splecne.
Or whether "twas report of her fuccefie,
Or more then common feare of Ciiffords Rigour,
[ Who thundersto his Captives,Blood and Death;
I cannot judge:but to conclude with truth,
Their Weapons like to Lightning,came and went:
Our fouldierslike the Night-Owleslazie flight, -
Orlike alazie Threfher witha Flaile,
Fell gently downe,asif they ftrucketheir Friends.
Icheer'd themup with juftice of our Canfe,
With promife of high pay,and great Reward:
Butallin vaine,they had no heart to fight,
And we(in them )no hope to win the day,
So that we fled:the King unto the Queerfe, -
Lord George,your Brother, Norfolke,and my Selfe,

|

In hafte,poft hafte,are come to joyne with you:

For in the Marches heere we heard youwere,

Making another Head, to fight againe, ,
Ed, Whereis the Duke of N()rfblke,genr!c Warwick?

And when came G earge from Burgundy to Enoland?
F¥ar.Some fix miles off the Duke is with the Soldiers;

And for your Brother he was latel yient

From your kinde Aunt Dutchefl= of Burgundy,

V\";tlh ayde of Souldiersto thisneedfull Warre.
Rich."Twas oddes belike, when valiant Warwick fled;

Ofthave ] heard his praifes in Purfuite,

But n'ere ti] 10w, his Scandall of Retire.

_ P¥ar. Nornow wmy Scandall Kichard,doft thou heare:
For thou (halt know this firong right hand of mire,
Can plucke the Diadem from faint Henries head,

And wring the awefull Scepter from his Fift,

Were heas famous,and as bold in Warte,

Asheis fam’d for Mildneffe, Peace,and Prayer,
Rich.T know it well Lord Warwick,blame me not,

Tislove I beare thy glories makes me {peake:

Butinthis troublous time,what’s to be done?

Shall wee go throw away ourCoates of Steele,

And wrap our bedies in blacke mourning Gownes,

Numb’ring our Ave-Marieswith our Beads?

Or fhall we on the Helmets of our Foes

Tellour Devotion with revengefull Armes?

If for the laft, fay Land to it Lords.

War. Why thercfore Warwick came to feckyou out,
And therefore comes my Brothet CMountague:
Attend me Lords,the prond infulting Queene;

With C/fford, and the haught Northumberland,
And of their Feather,many moe proud Birds,
Have wrought the eafie-melting King,like Wax:
He {wore confent to your Succeffion,
His Oath enrolled in the Parliament.
And now to Londonal! the crew are gone;
To fruftrate both his Oath,and what befide
May make againft the houfe of Lancafter.
Their power(! thinke)is thirty thoufand ftrong:
Now,if the helpe of Norfolke,and my felfe,
With all the Friends that thon brave Earle of March,
Among’ft the loving Welthmen can’{t procure,
W ill butamount to five and twenty thoufand,
Why Via,to London will we march,
And once againe,beftride onr foaming Steeds,
And onceagaine cry Charge uponour Foes,
Butnever once againe turne backe and fiye.

Rich. I, now me thinks I heare great Warwick {peak;
Ne're may helive tofeea Sun-thine day, -
That cries Retire,if Warwicke bid him ftay.

Ed. Lord Warwick,onthy fhoulder will I leane,
And when thou fzilft(as God forbid the houre)
Muft Edward fall which perill heaven forefend.

war. No longer Earle of March,bot Duke of Yorke:
The nexcdegree,is Englands Royall Throre:

_For King of England fhalt thon be proclaim’d
In every Burroughaswe pafle along, b

And he that throwes notup biscap for joy,
Shall for the Fault male forfeit of his head.

King Edward,valiant Richard Monntagne:

Stay weno longer,dreaming of Renowne,
Put found the Trumpets,and about our Taske. |

Rich. Then Clifford,were thy heart as hard as Steele,

As thou haft fhewne it flinty by thydeeds,

I cometo pierce it,or to give thee mine.

£dw. Then ftrikeup Drums,God and S: George for us. |

93 '

Wlﬂ'.g
-1 §




154

The third Part of K ing Henyy the Sixth.

Enter atMeffenger.
war. How now?what newes?
¢Mef. The Duke of Norfolke fcnds you word by me,
The Queenc is comming with a puiffant Hoalt,
And cravesyonr company,for {pecdy counfell.
war. Why thenit forts,brave Warsiors,let’'s away.
E xcunt omnies.

Enter the King,the Queent, (Vifford , Novthumberland avd
Tong Prince , with Drumime and
T rumpetes,

DuesWelcome my Lord, tothis brave town of York,
Yondersthe head of that Arch-enemy,
That fought to be incompaft with your Crowne,
Doth not the object cheere your heart,my Lord.
K.1,as the rockes cheare them that feare their wrack,
To feethis fight, itirkes my very foule:
With-hold revenge(deere God)’tis not my fault,
Nor wittingly have Iinfring'd my Vow.
Clif. My gracious Licge,this too much lenity

And harmfull pitty muft be layd afide:

To whom do Lyons caft their gentle Lookes?

Not to the Beaft,that would nfurpe their Den.

W hoft hand isthat the Forrelt Beare dothlicke?
Not his that fpoiles her yong before ber face.

W ho fcapes thelurking Serpents mortall fting?
Not he thatfets his foot upon her backe-

The {inalleft Worme will turne,being troden on,
And Doves will pecke in {afegard of their Brood.
Ambitious Yorke,did levellatthy Crowne,

Thou {milling;while he knit hisangry browcs.

He but a Duke,would have hisSonne a King,

And raife his iflue like a loving Sire,

Thou Being a King,bleft witha goodly fonne,
Did'ft yeeld confent todifinherit him:

W hich argued thee a moft unloving Father.
Vnreafonable Creatures feed their young,

And though mans face be fearefull tothesr eyes,
Yet in protection of their tender ones,

W ho hath not feene them even withthofe wings,
W hich fometime they have us’d with fearfull flight,
Make warre with him that climb’d unto their nelt,
Offering their owne lives in their yongs defence?
For (hame,my Liege,make them your Prefidents
Were it not picty that this goodly Boy

Should loofe hisBirth-right by his Fathers fault,
And long heereafter fay unto his childe,

What my great Gra ndfather,and Grandfire got,

My carelefic Father fondly gave away.

Alb,whata (hame were this? Looke on the Boy,
And let his manly face, which promifeth
Succeflefull Fortane fteele thy melting heart,

To hold thine owne,and leave thine owne with him.

King. Full well bath Clifford plaid the Orator,

Inferring arguments of mighty force:

But ( Yifford tell me,did’ft thou never heare,

That thingsill got,had ever bad fuccefle.

And happy alwayes was it for that Sonne,

Whofe Father for his heording wentto hell:

Ile leave my Sonne my Vertuons deedsbehinde,
And would my Father had left me nomore:

Forall the reft is held atficha Rate, @

As brings a thoufand fold more care to keepe,
Then in poffefionany jot of pleafiire.
Ah Cofin Yorke,would thy beft Friends did know,

How it doth greeve methat thy head is heere.
Z#e.My Lord cheere up your fpirits,onr foesare nye
Andthis {oft courage makes your Followers faint: :
You promift Knighthood to our forward {onne,
Vnfheath your {word,and dub him prefently.
Edward, kneele downe. :
King. Edward Plantagenet,arife a Knight,
And learne this Leffon,Draw thy Sword inright.
1 Prin. My gracious Father,by your Kingly leave,
Ile draw itas Apparant to the Crowne,
And in that quarrell,uf¢ it to thedeath.
C/if,W hy thatis {poken like atoward Prince.

Enter a Me[Jenger.
| M. Royall Commanders,be m readinefle,
For with a Band of thirty thoufand men,
Comes Warwicke backing of the Dukeof Yorke,
And inthe Townes asthey domarch-along,
Proclaimes him Kingsand many flye to him,
Darraigne your battcll, they are at hand.
(fif. 1 would your Highneffe wonld depart the field,
The Queene hath beft fuccefie when you are abfent.

2#. 1 good my Lord,and leave us to our Fortune.

King. W hy,that’s my fortune too,therefore Ile ftay.

N orh. Be it with refolution then to fight.

Prin. My Royall Father,cheere thefe Noble Lords,
And hearten thofe that fight in your defence:
Vafheath your Sword,good Father:Cry S. George.

Mrtch. Enter Edward pvarwicke,Richard, Clarence,
N orfolke, Monnsagne,and Soldiers,

Ed. Now perjar’d Hemy,wilt thoukneel for grace?
And fet thy Diadem upon my head? :
Or bidethe mortall Fortune of the field.

0%.Go rate thy Minions, proud infulting Boy,
Becomes it thee to be thus bold in termes,

Before thy Soveraigne;and thy lawfull King?
Ed. I am his King,and he fhould bow his knee;
I wasadopted Heire by his confent.
Since when,his Oath is broke:foras I heare,
You thatare King,though he do weare the Crowne,
Have cans'd him by new A& of Parliament,
To blot out me,and put his owne Sonne in.
(/. And reafontoo,
W ho fhould fucceede the Father,but the Sonne?

Rich. Are you there Butcher?O,] cannot fpeales

ciif. 1 Crooke-back,here I ftand to anfwer thee,
Or any he,the prondeft of thy fort.

Rich.’ Twas youthat kill'd yong Rutland,was it not?

Clf.1,and old Yerke,and yetnot fatisfied.

Rich. For Gods fake Lords give fignall to the fight.

war. What {ay’ft thou Henry, {
Wiltthou yeeld the Crowne? (youfpeake?

Owee. Why how now long-tongu’d Warwick, dare
When youand Imetat S.e4lonslaft,
your legges did better fervice thenyour hands.

war. 1 hen’twas my turneto fly,and now tisthine:

Clif, You faid fo muchbefore,and yet you fled.

war.’ Twas not your valor Clifford drove me thence,
Nor.No,nor your manhood that durft make you ftay.
Rich. Northumberland,I hold thee reverently, l
Breake offthe parley, for {carfe I can refraine
ylt execution of my big-fwolne heart
pon that Céffard,that cruell Child-killer.
Clif. I flew thy Father,cal'ft thonhim a Child?

Rich
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Rich. I like a Daftard,and a treacherous Coward,
Asthou didd’ft kill our tender Brother Rutland,
But ere Sunfet,Ile make thee curfe the deed.
King. Have done with words(my Lords )and heare
me {peake.
D4, Defiethem then,or els hold clofe thy lips.
King. Iprythee give no limits tomy Tongue,
I am aKing,and priviledg'd tofpeake.
Chf-My Liege,the wound that bred this mecting heeres
Cannot be cur’d by Words;therefore be ftill.
Rich. Thea Executioner vofheath thy {word:
By him that made us all,1 am refolv’d,
That Clsffords Manhood,lyes upon his tongue.
Ed. Say Henry (hallI have my right,or no:
A thoufand men bave broke their Fafisto day,
That ne’re (hall dine,unlefle thou yeeld the Crownes
War. I€chou deny their Blood upon thy head.
For Yorke in jultice put’s his Armour on. )
‘Pr. Ed, 1f that be right, which Warwick faies is righit,
There isno wrong,but every thing is right.
War, W ho ever got thee,there thy Mother ftands,
For well I wot,thon haft thy Mothers tongue. '
L. Butthou art neither like thy Sire nor Damme,
But like a foule mifhapen Stygmaticke,
Mark’d by the Defiinies tobe avoided, _
As venome Toades, or Lizards dreadfull ftings.
Rich, Iron of Naples;hid with Englith gilt,
Whofe Father beares the Title ofta King,
(As if a Channell fhould be call’d the Sea)
Sham’ft thou not,;knowing whencethou art extraught,
Tolet thy tongue detect thy bafe-borne heart.
&d. A wilpe of ftraw were worthathoufand Crowns,
To make this (hamelefle Callet know her felfe:
Helew of Greece was fairer farrethen thou,
Although thy Husband may be (M ewelans;
Add ne’re was Agamemnons Brother wrong'd
By that falfe Woman,as this King by thee.
His Father revel’d inthe heart of France,
And tam’d the King;and madé the Dolphin {toope:
And had he match’d accordingto his State,
He might have keptthat glory to this day-
But when he tooke a begger to hisbed,
And grac'd thy poore Sire with his Bridall day,
Even then that Sun-thinebrew’d a thowre for hims
That watht his Fathers fortunes forth of France,
And heap’d fedition on his Crowne at home:
For what hath broach’d this tumult but thy Pride?
Had’[tthon bene meeke,our Title ftill had flspt,
And we in pitty of the Gentle King,
Had flipt our Claime,untill another Age.
Cla. But when we {aw,our Sunfhine made thy Spring,
Andthat thy Summer bred usso increafe,
We fetthe Axe to thy ufurping Roote: A
Andthough the edge hath fomething hit our felves,
Yet know thou,fince we have begun to firike,
Wee’l never leave,till we have hewne thee downe,
Or bath’d thy growing,with our heated bloods.
Ed. And inthis refolution,I defie thee,
Not willing any longer Conference,
Since thou dented Tt the gentle Kingto fpeake.
Sound Trumpets,let our bloody Colours wave,’
And either Vitory,or elfe a Grave.
RQu.Stay Edward:
£d. No wrangling Woman,wee'] no longer flay,
Thefe words will coft ten thoufand lives this day.
Exennt omnes,

| For ftrokes receiv’d,and many blowes repaid,

Alarum.Excufions, Eptey Warwicke.

War. Forefpent with Toile, as Runners witha Race,
Ilay me downe alittle while to breaths

Have robb’d my firong knit finewes of their firength,
And fpight of {pight, needs muft I reft a-while.

Enter Edward yamning.

Ed, Smile gentle heaven, or ftrike ungentle death,
For this world frownes,and Edwards Sunne is clowded.

#War. How now my Lord , what happe? what hope of
good?

Enter Clarence.

Cla.Ount hap islofle,our hope but {ad defpaire;
Our rankes are broke,and ruine followes us.
What counfaile give you?whither fhall we flye?

Ed. Bootlefle isflight,they follow us with Wings,
And weake we are,and cannot {bua purfuite.

Enter Richard,

Rick, Abh Warwicke,why hatt§ withdrawn thy felfc?
Thy Brothers blood the thirfty earth hathdrunk,
Broach'd with the Steely point of (iffords Launces
And in the very pangs of death,hecryde,
Like toa difmall Clangor heard from farre,
Warwickerevenge;Brother revenge my death.
So underneath the belly of their Steeds,
That ftain’d their Fetlockes in his fmoaking blood,
The Noble Gentleman gave up the ghoft.

#War. Then let the earth be drunken with our blood:
Ile kill my Horfe becaufe I will not flye: -

Why ftand we likefoft-hearted women heere,
Wayling our loffes,whiles the Foe doth Rage,
Andlookeuponsasifthe Tragedy

Were plaid in jeft,by counterfetting A&ors.

Heere on my knee, I vow toGod above,

Ile never Pawfeagaine,never ftand {till,

Till either deach hath clos’d thefe eyes of mine,

Or Fortune given me meafure of Revenge. t &

Ed. Oh Warwicke,I do bend my knee with thine,

Andin this vow do chaine my foule tothine.
And eremy knee rifefrom the Earths cold face,
I throw my hands,mine eyes, my heart to thee,
Thou fetter up,and plucker downe of Kings,
Befeeching thee(if with thy will it ftands)
Thatto my Foesthisbody muft be prey,
Yet that thy brazen gates of heaven may ope,’
And give {weet paffage to my finfull foule.
Now Lords,take leave untill we meete againe,
W here ere it be,in heaven,or in earth.

Rich. Brother,

Give me thy hand,and gentle Warwicke,

Let me embrace thee in my wearry armes:

1 that did never weepe,now inelt with wo,

That Winter {hould cut off our Spring-time {G.
War. Awayaway:

Once more {weet Lords farewell.

(la. Yet let us altogether to our Troopes.
And give themh leave to flye,that will not ftay:
And call them Pillarsthat will fland to us:

And if wethrive,promife them fuch rewards
As Victors weare at the Olympian Games.
This may plant courage in their quailing breafts
For yet is hopeof Life and Victory:

Fore- \.
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Foreflow no longerymake we henceamaine. ~ Exewnt.
Excurfions,  EnterRichard and (lifford.
Rich. Now Clifford,] have fingled thee alone,
Suppofethis armets for the Duke of Yorke,
Aud this for Rutland both bound to revenge,
Wer'tthon inviron'd witha Brazen wall.
(lif. Now Richard, I am with thee heere alone;
This isthe hand thar ftabb’d thy Father Yorke,
And this the hand that flew thy Brother Rucland,
And here’s the heart,that triumphs in their death,

To execute the like upon thy felfe;
And {o have atthee. '
T bey Figh arwicke comes,Clifford flyes.
Rich.Nay Warwicke,{inglc ont fome other Chace,
For I my {cife will hunt this Wolfetodeath. - Exeant.

eAlarum,  Enter King Hemry alones
Hen. Thisbattell fares like to the mornings Warre;

When dying clonds contend,withgrowing light,
W hat time the Shepheard blowing of his nailes,
Can neither call it perfec day,nor night.
Now {wayes it this way,likea Mighty Sea,
Forc'd by the Tide.to combat with the Winde:
Now {wayes it that way.like the{clte-fame Sca,
Forc'd to retyre by fury of the Winde.
Sometime,the Flood prevailes;and then the Winde:
Now,one the bettersthenanother befts
Both tugging to be Victors,breft tobrefl:
Yet neither Conqueror, nor Conquered.
So is the equall poife of this fell Warre.
Heere on this Mole-hill will I fit me downe,
To whom God willthere be the victory:
For CMargaret my Queene,and Chiffordtoo
Have chid me from the Battell: Swearing both,
They profper beft of all when Tam thence.
Would I were dead,ifGods good will weredo;

For whatisinthis world,but Greefe and Woe,
Oh God|me thinkes it werea happy life, ;
To be no better then a homely Swaine,

To fit upon 2 hill,as I doe now,

To carve out Dialls queintly,point by point,
Thereby to feethe Minutes how they runne:
How many males the Houre full compleate,
How many Houres bring about the Day,

How many Dayeswill finith up the Yeare,

How many Ycares,a Mortall man may live.

W hen this is known-,then todivide the Times:
So many Houres,muft I tend my Flocke;

So many Houres,muft | take my Reft:

So many Houres, muit I Contemplare:

So many Houres,muft I Sport my felfe;

Somany Dayes,my Evwes bave bene with yong:
So many weckes,erethe poore Footes will Eane:
So many yeares,ere I fhall fheere the Flecce:

So Minutes, Houres,Dayes,Monthes,and Y eares,
Palt over to the end they were created,

Would bring white haires,unto a Quict grave.
Ah! what alife werethissHow Tweet?how levely?
Gives not the Hawthorne buth a {weeter {hade
To Shepheardslooking on their filly Sheepe,
Then doth a rich Imbroider’d Canopy

To Kings, that feare their Subjects treachery?
Oh yes, itdoth;a thoufand fold it doth.

| Andto conclude the Shepherds homely Curds,

S

And cheeres thefe hands,that flew thy Sire and Brother, .-

|
|

|

His cold thinne drinke out of his Leather Buttle,
His wonted {lcepe,under a frefh trees fhade,

All which fecure,and {weetly he enjoyes,

I's farre beyond a Princes Delicates:

His Viands {parklingina Golden Cup,

His body couched ina curious bed,

When Care,Miftruft,and Treafon waits on hin,

Alaram. Enter a Sewne that hath kill'dbis Father , at
one doore:and a Father that barh killd bis Sowne at
anotber doove,

Son, 11l blowes the winde that profits no body,
This man whom hand to hand i flew in fight,
May be poffeffid with fome ftore of Crownes,
And I that (haply)take them from him now,
May yet(ere night )yeeld bothmy lifeand them
To fome man cife,as this dead man doth me.
Who's thissOh God /Tt is my Fathers face,
Whom in this Confli&, I(unwares)have kill'd:
Oh heavy timesIbegetting fuch Events.
From Londen,by the King was I preft forth,
My Father being the Ear'e of Warwickes man,
Came onthe partof Yorke;preit by his Maifter:
And },who ar his hands receiv’d my life,
Haveby my hands,of Life bercaved him,
Pardon me God, knew not what I did:
And pardon Father,for I knew not thee,
My Teares fhal wipe away thefc bloody markes:
And no more words,tilthey have fow'd their fiMl.

King. O pitteous ipectacle!O bloody Times!
Whiles Lyons warre and battaile for their Dennes,
Poore harmleffe Lambes abide their eomity.
Weepe v retched man:1lc ayde thee Teare for Teare,
And let our hearts and eyes, like Civill Warre,
Be blinde with teares, and break ore-charg'd with griefe
Enter F.ﬂr‘.‘ﬂ,fwé-'ir.g of his Somme,

Fa. Thou that fo ftoutly hath refifted me,

Give,me thy Gold,ifthou halt any Gold:

| For I have bought 1t with anbundred blowes.

{ Butlet me {ee:Is this our Foe-mans facep

J

Abh,no,u0,n0,1t is mine onely Soune.
Ah Boy,ifany life be left inthee,
Throw up thine eye:{ee,fee, what fhowres arife,
Blowne with the windie Tempelt of my heart,
Vpon thy wounds,that killes mine Eye,and Heart.
O pitty God ,this miferable Age!
W hat Stragems? how fell?how Butcherly?
Erroneous,mutinous,and vnnaturall,
This deadly quarrell daily doth beget?
O Boylthy Father gave thee life too foone,
And bath bereftthee of thy life toolate.
K. Woe above woe:griefe,more then common greefe;

O that my death would ftay thefe mhfull deeds:
O pitty,pitty,gentle heaven pitty:
The Red Rofeand the White are on his face,
The Fatall Colours of our ftriving Houfes:
The one, hispurple Blood right well refembles,
The other his pale Cheekes('me thinkes )prefenteths
W ither one Rofe,and let the other flourifh:
If you contend athoufand lives muf wither.

" Son, How will my Mother,for a Fathersdeath
Takeon with me,and n’ere be fatisf’d?

Fa. How will my Wife,for flaughter ofmy Sonne,
Shed feas of Teares,and ne’re be fatisfi'd

King. How will the Country,for thefe wofull chances,
= Mif-thinke
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Mil-thinke the King,and not be {atisfied? :
Some Was everfonne,{o rew'd a Fathers death? i
Fath. Wasever Father {o bemoan’d his Sonne? i
Ben. Wasever King fogreev’d for Subje&swoe? '

Much is your forrow;Mitie,ten times fo much.

Son. 1le beare thee hence, where I may weepemy fill.
Fath. Thefe armes of mine (hall bethy winding [heet:

My heart({fweet Boy){hall be thy Sepulcher,

For from my heart, thine image ne’re (hall go.

My {ighing breft,(hall be thy Funerall bell;

And fo obfequions will thy Fathet be,

Men for the loffe of thec,having no more,

As Priam was for all his Valiint Sonnes,

Ile beare thee hence and let them fightthat wiil,

For I have murthered where 1 fhould not kill. Exir,

Hen. Sad -hearted-men,much overgone with Care;

Heere fits a King, more wofull then youare.

eAlarwms, Excurfions, Enter the Queenjthe
Prince jand Exeter.
1
Frin. Fly Father,flye:for all yonr Friendsare fled. ;
And Warwicke rageslikea chafed Bull: |
Away,for death doth hold us in purfuite. |
Que.Mount you my Lord,towards Barwicke pofta- |
mainc:
&dward and Richard like 2 brace of Grey-hounds, l
Having the fearfull flying Harein fight, i
With fiery eyes,{parkling for very wrath, {
And bloody fteele grafpt in their yrefall hands |
Are at our backes,and therefore hence amaire. i
Exet. Away:for vengeance comes along with them. |
Nay, ftay not to expoftulate,make {peed,
Or elfe come after,ile away before.
Hen. Nay take me with thee,good fweet Excter:
Not that I feare to ftay,but lovetogoe
W hither the Queeneintends. Forward,away. Exewns. |
Alowdalarsm. Enter Clifford Wounded.

(if. Heere burnes my Candle out;1, heere it dies,
Which whiles it Iafted,gave King Hewry light.
O Lancafter! I feare thy overthrow, b
Morethen my Bodiesparting withmy Seule:
My Loveand Feare, glew’d many Friends to thee,
And now Ifall. Thy tough Commixtures melt,
Impairing Hemry, {trengti’ning mifproud Yorke;
And whither flye the Gnats,but to the Sunne?
And who (hines now,but Henres Enemies?
O Pheebusthad’ft thou never given confent,
That Phasten (hould checke thy fiery Steds,
Thy burning Carré never had fcorch’d the earth.
And Hﬁ:r],hgd’ﬁ thou fway'd as Kings fhould L{.O,
Oras thy Father,and his Father did,
Giving no ground unto the boufe of Yorke,
They never then had fprung like Sommer Flyes:
I,and ten thoufand in this luckleffe Realme,
| Had left no mourning Widdowes for our death,
| And thou this day,had'ft keptthy Chaire in peace.
| For whatdoth cherrifh Weeds,but gentle ayre?
| And what makes Robbers bold, but too much lenity?
| Bootleffeare Plaints,and Cureleffe are my Wounds?
; :Nn way to flye,nor ftrength tohold out flight:
| The Foe is mercileffe,and will nct picty:
l For attheir hands I bave deferv’d no pitty.
|

The ayrehath got into my deadly Wounds,

——————
—

| Speake Céifford,dolk thou know who {peakes to thee?

And much effufe of blood,d

| H
1 oth make mefaint:
Come Yorke,and R schard v arwicke, and the reft,

I {tab'd your Eathersbofomes;Spi
o'd your Fathers bofomes;Spist my breft.

Alariem ¢ ?E""’"',"," Emter Edward Warwicke, Richard,and

S Lbo::!‘mer.r,A!aﬂm_gnfj@‘- Clarence. ‘

Ea.Now breatbe tvcl,ol‘ds ,good for tune bids us panfe,
And {mooth the frownes of War,with peacefulllookes:
Some Troopes purfue the bloody-minded Queene,

That led calme Henry though he werea King :

Asdoth a Saile,fill’d with a freteing Guik )

Com:'n_rmd an Argofie to {temme the Waves:

But thinke you(Lords)that Clifford fled with them?
War. No, 'tis impoffible he fhould efcape:

(For though befure his face I {peakethe word)

Your Brother Richerd markt him for the Grave.

And wherefoere he is,hee’sfurcly dead.  Clifford grones

Rich, Whoft foule is that whichtakes hir heavy leave?
A deadly grone,like life and deathsdeparting.

See who 1t is. 5
Ed.And now the Battaile’s ended,
If Friend or Foe,let him be gently ufed.

Rich. Revoke that doome of mercy,for "tis Clifford,
Who not contented that he lopp'd the Branch
In hewing Rutland,when his leaves put forth,

But fet his murth’ring knife usto the Roote,
From whencethartender (pray did fweetly fpring,

I meane our Princely Father, Duke of Yorke. {
war. From off the gates of Yorke, fetchdown § head, |
Your Fathers head,which Céifford placed there: i

In ftead whereof, let this {upply the roome,
Meafure for meafure,muft be anfwered.
Ed.Bring forth that fatall Schreechowle to our houfe,
T hat nothing {ung but death,to usand ours:
Now death fhall ftop hisdifmall threatning (ound,
And his ill-boading tongue, no more fLall fpeake.

War. I thinke his underftanding is berefts

Darke cloudy death ore-fhades his beames of life,
And ke nor fees,nor heares us,what we fay.
Rich. O would he did,and{o(perhaps)hedoth,
"Tis but his policy to connterfet,
Becaute he would avoid fuch bitrer taunts
Which inthe time of death he gave our Father.
Cla. If {o thou think’ft,
Vex him with eager Words.
Rich. Chfford,aske mercy,and obtaine no grace.
Ed, Clifford,repent in bootlefle penitence.
VVar. Clfford, devife excufes for thy faults.
Cla.While we devife fcll Torturesfor thy fanlts
Rich. Thondidd’ &t love Yorke,and I am fonto Yorke. |
£dw. Thou pittied’ft Rutland, I will pirty thee.
Cla. Where’s Captaine Marzaret to fence you now? |
7Var. They mocke thee ( lfferd, |
Sweare as thou was’t wont.
Ric. W hatynotan Oath¥ Nay then the world go’s hard,
W hen (% fford cannot {pare his Friends an oaths
I know by that he’sdead,and by my Soule.
Ifthisright hand would buy but two howres life,
That I(in all defpight)might rayle at him,
This hand fhould chop it off:& with the iffuing Blood
Stifle the Villaine,whofeun{tanched thirit
Yorke,and yong Rutland could not fatisfie. !
FVVar. 1, but he'sdead. O withthe Traitors head, |
And reare it in the place your Fathers {tand, l
And now to London with Triumphant martch, '

There |




!:
|

=

I
i
n

”153

The third Part of King Henry the Sixth.

There to be crowned Englands Royall King:
From whence,fhall Warwicke cut the Seato France,
And aske the Lady Bomsforthy Queenc:
So fhalt thou finow both thefe Lands together,
And having France thy Friend,thon (halt not dread
The {cattred Foe, that hopes to rife agine:
For though'they cannot greatly {ting to hurt,
Yet looke to have them buz to offend thin eares.
Firft,will 1 fec the Coronation,
And then to Brittany Ile croffe the Sea,
To cffe this marriage,fo it pleafe my Lord.
Ed. Evenas thou wilt fweet Warwicke,let it be:
For on thy fhoulder do I builde my Seate;
And never will I undertake the thing
W herein thy counfaile and confent is wanting:
Richard, T will create thee Duke of Gloucelter,
And George of Clarence;W arwickeas our Selle,
Shall do,and undo as him pleafeth beft.
Rick.Let me be Duke of Clarence,George of Glolter,
For Glofters Dukedome is too ominous-
war. Tut,that’sa foolifl oblervation:
Richard,be Duke of Glolter:Now to London,
To fee thele Honors in pofle(fion. Exennt.
Enter Sinklo and Hamfreywith (roffe-bowes
in their bands,
(our {clves:
Sink. Vnder this thicke growne brake,wec’l fhrowd
For through this Laund anon the Decre will come,
And in thiscovert will we make our Stand,
Culline the principall of all the Deere.
Haums. 1lc {tay above the hill.{o both may fhoot,
Sénk. That cannot be,the noife of thy Crofie-bow
Will icarre the Heardsand {o my {hootis loft:

| Heere ftand we both,and ayme we at the beft:

NP

And for the time (hall not feeme tedious,
Tie tell thee what befell me onaday,
In this {elfe-place, where now we meane to {tand.
Simk.Heere comes a man,let’s{lay till he be palt:
Enter the King with & Prayer booke.

Hen. From Scotlamd am I ftolne even of purelove,
To greet mine owne Land with my wifhfull ight:
No Harry,Harry, "tis no Land of thine,

Thy place is fill'd ,thy Scepter wrung from thee,

Thy Balme wafht off,whercwith thou was Annointed:
No bending knee will call thee (/ar now,

No humble futers preafe to {peake for right:

No, nota man comes for redreffc of thee:

For how can I helpe them,and not my felfe?

Sin. T, heere’sa Deere, whofe skin's a Keepers Fee:
This is the quondam King;Let'sfeize upon him,

Heu. Let me embrace the fowre Adverfaries,

For Wife men fay,it is the wifcft courfe.

Hum. W hy linger we?Let us lay hands upon him.
Sink.Forbearea-while,wee’l heare alittle more.
Hen. My Queencand Son are gone to France for aid:

And(as 1 heare)the great COEnmandiug Warwicke

Is thither gone,tocrave the French Kings Sifter

To wife for Edward. 1 this ncwes be true,

Poore Queene,and Sonne,your labour is but loft:

For Warwicke isafubtle Orator:

And Lewis a Prince foone wonne with moving words:
By this account then, Margeretmay winne him,

For fhe’s a woman to be pitttied much:

Her figheswill make a batt’ry in hisbreft,

Her teares will picrce intoa Marble heart:

| Go where you will,the King {hall be commanded,

The Tyger will be milde,whiles fhe doth mourne;

And N ere will be tainted with remorfc,

To heare and fee her plaints;her Brinifh Tcares.

I, but {hee’s come to'begge, Warwicketogive:

Shee on _his left fide,craving ayde for Heary;

Heon hisright,asking a wife for £dward.

Shee Weepes,and fayes,her Henry isdepos’d:

He Smiles,and fayes,his Edward is inftaul'd;

That fhe (poore Wretch) for greefe can fpeake o more:

Whiles Warwicke tels his Title,{fmooths the Wrong,

Inferreth arguments of mighty ftrength,

And in conclufion winnes the King from her,

With promife of his Sifter, and what elfe,

To ftrengthen and fupport King Edwards place.

O CMargaret,thus "twill be.and thou( poere foule)

Art then forfaken,as thon went'{t forlorne.

Hum, Say,whatart thoutalk’ft of Kings & Queens?
King. More then 1 feeme,and Iefle then I wasbom to:
A man atlealt,for lefle 1 thould notbe:
And men may talke of Kings,and why not I?
hfnm.l,hurthou tall’{t,as if thou wer’ta King,
King. Why fo I am (in Minde)and that’s enough.
Hum. But if thou be a King,where is thy Crowne?
King. My Crowne is in my heart,not on my head:

Not deck’d with Diamonds, and Indian ftones:

Nor to be feene:my Crowne,is call'd Content,

A Crowne it is,that {ildome Kings enjoy.

Hum. Well,if you be aKing crown’d with Content,

Your Crowne Content,and you,mufl be contented

To goalong with us. For (as we thinke)

Youare the king,King Edward hath depos’d:

And we hisfubje@s,{worne inall Allegeance,

Will apprehend you,as his Enemy.

King. But did younever fweare,and breakean Oath.
Haum. No, never fuch an Oath,nor will notnow.
King. W here did youdwell when T was K.of England?
Husm.Heere in this Countrey, where we now remaine.
King.1 was annointed King at nine mounthes old,

My Father,and my Grandfather were Kings:

And you were fworne true Subjects untome:

And tell me then, have you not broke your Oathes?
5i.No, for we were Subjes,but while you were king.
King. Why? Am I dead?Do I not breath a Man?

Ah fimple men,you knownoet what you {weare:

Looke,as I blow this Feather from my Face,

And as the Ayre blowes it tome againe,

Obeying with my winde when I do blow,

And yeelding to another,when it blowes,

Commanded alwayes by the greater guft:

Such is the lightnefle of you,commonmen.

But do not breake your Oathe.for of that finne, ‘|

My milde intreaty fhall not makeyou guilty-

And be you kings,command,and Ile obey.
Sink, We arc trucSubjects tothe King,
King Edward.
Kng. So would you be againe to Henry,
If he were feated asKing Edward s. i
Sink. We charge you in Gods name & the Kings,
Togo with us unto the Otlicers.
King. Tn Gods namelead,your Kings name be obeyd, |
And what God will,thatlet your King performe, .
And what he will,I humbly yeeld unto. Exennt.

|
Enter K. Edward,Glofter,Clarence,Lady Gray. i
King. Brother of Glofter;at S« Albons field

. I
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This Ladyes Husband,Sir Richard Grey,was {laine,

His Land then{eiz’d on by the Congueror,

Her {uitis now,to repofieflc thofe Lands,

Which wee in Iultice cannot well deny,

Becaufe in Quarrell of the Houfe of Yorke,

The werthy Gentleman did lefe his Life. s

Rich. Your Highneffe (hall doe well to graunt her fuit:

It were difhonor to deny it her. ]

King. It were nolefle,but yet Ile makea pawie.
Rich. Yea, s it {o:

I fee the Lady hath a thing to graunt,

Before the King will graunt her humble fuit.

(a. Hee knowesthe Game,how true heekeepes the
winde? .
Rich. Silence. -
King. Widow,we will confider of yous fuit,

And come fome other time to know our mindes
#wid. Right gracious Lord,I cannot brooke delay;

May it pleafc your Highnefle to refolve me now,

And what your pleafure is:fhall fatisficme.

Rith. 1 Widow?then Ile warrant youallyour Larids,

And if what pleafes him;(hall pleafe you:

Fight clofer,or good faith you’ie catch a Blow.

Cla. 1 feare her not, unlefle {he chance to fall.
Rich. God forbid that,for hee’le tdke vantages.
King. How many Children haftthou , Widow ? tell
me.

Cla. 1thinke he meanes tobeggea Child of her.
Rich, Nay then whip me : hee’le rather give her two.
Wid. Three,my moft gracious Lord.

Rich. You fhall have foure,if you'le be rul'd by him
King. "Twere pitty they thould lofe their Fathers
Lands.
wid. Be pittifull, dread Lord,and grannt it then.
King. Lords give usleave ; Ile trye this Widowes
wit.
Rich. I, good leave have you,for youwill have leave,
Til Youth take leave,and leave you tothe Crutch. ..
King. Now tell me, Madame , doe you love your

Children? !

wid. 1, full as dearely asI love my felfe.
King. And would you notdoe much to doe them
good?
#id. To doe them good, T wounld fuftayne fome
harme. :
f;iﬂg. Then get your Husbands Lands,to doethem
ood.

2 wid, Therefore I éame unto Your Majelty.

King. Ile teil you how thefe Lands are to be got.

#id. So [hall you bind meto your Highnefle fervice.

Ksng. What fervice wilt thou doe me ,if I give them?

#id. What you command, that reftsin me to doe.

King, But you will take exceptions tomy Boone,

#id. No,gracious Lord,except I cannot doe it.

King.1,bur thou canft doe what I meane to aske.

wid, Why then Iwill doe what your Grace com-
mands.

Rich. Hee plyes hér hard, and much Raine wearesthe

Marble. :

Clar. Asred as fire?nay themher Wax muft melt.

Wid, Why ftoppes my Lord ? fhall I not heare my
Taske? _

Kiﬂag- An cafic Taske, tis butto lovea King.

Wia. That's foone perform’d,becaufe Iam a Subjed:

, King. Why then,thy Husbands Lands ¥ frecly give
thee.

wid. I take my leave with'many thoufand thanke.
Rich. The Marchis made,fhe feales it witha Curtfie.
’G? But ftay thee,’tis the fruits of love I meane.
wia. The fruics of Love, I mcane,my loving Liege.
King. 1,but I feareme in another {ence.,
What Love,think’ft thou,! fite {0 much to petp
wid. My love till deach,my hamble thanks,my prayers,
That love which Vertne begges,and Vertue grauuts.
King, No, by my troth,I did nos meane:fuchlove.
Wid. Why then you meane notasT-thought you did
King. But now you partly may perceive my minde.
W3d. My minde will never graunt what I perceive
Your Hignefle aymesat,if I ayme aright. (e
Kisng. To tell thee plaine,T ayme to Iye with thee.
#id. To tell you plaine,I bad rather lye in Prifon.
: Kc'lmg- Why then thou fhalt nothave thy Husbands
ands. § o
##id. Why then mine Honefty (hall be my Dotwver,
For by that loffe, T will not purchafe them.
King. Thereinthou wrong’ {t thy Children mightily.
#sd.Hereln your Highneffe wrongs boththem & mié;
But mighty Lord,this merry inclination
Accords not with the fadneffe of my fuit:
Pleafc you difmiffe me, either with I,or no.
King. 1, it thou wilt fay I to my requefti
No,if thou do'ft fay No to my demand,
Wid. Then No,my Lord:my fuit is at anend.
Rich, The Widow likes him not , fhes knits her
Browes.
Clarence, Hee1s thee blunteft Wooer in Chriften-
dome. .
King. Her Locks doe argue her replete with Modeity,
Her Wordsdoe thew her Wit incomparable,
All her perfetions challenge Soveraignty,
One way ,or other,fhe is for a King,
And fhee (hall be my Love,or clfe my Queene.
Say that King Edwardtake thee for his Queenc?
#id.'Tis better faid then done,my gracious Lord:
I ama {ubjectfitto jealt withall,
But farre unfit to be a Soveraigne,
King. Sweet Widow,by my State I fivgare to thee,
I fpeake no more then what my Soaleintends,
And that is,to enjoy thee for my Love.
Wid. And that is more then I will yeeld unto:
I know ,1am too meane to be your Queene,
And yettoogood to be your Concubine. _
Ksng. You cavil,Widow, [ did meane my Queene.
wid.” Fwill grieve your Grace,my fonnes {hould call
you Father. .
King, No more,then when my Daughters
Call thee Mother.
Thou arta Widow;and thou haft fome Children.
And by GodsMother,I being buta Batchelor,
Have other-fome.Why, “tisa happy thing,
To be the Father unto many Sonncs:
Anfwer ne more, for thou fhalt be my Queenc.
Rich. The Ghoftly Father now hath donc his Shrift.
(/a. W hen hee was made a Shriver, ‘twas for thift.
King. Brothers , you mufe what Chatwee two have

had. iy .
Richard, The Widow likes it not, for (hee lookes

fad. . i :
 King, You'ld thinke it {trange, if I fhould marry.
her.
Cla.To whom my Lord?
King. Why Clarence,to my felfe.

=

|

Rich. That |




|
|

i6o The third Part of Kfﬂg Henry the Sixth.

Rich. That would be tenne dayes wonder at theleaft.

Clar. That’s a day longer thena Wonder laits.

Rich. By {o mach is the Wonder in extremes.

King. Well,jealt on Brothers : T can tell you both,
Her fuit is graunted for her Husbands Lands.

Enter 4 Noble man.

Neb. My gracious Lord, Henry your Foe is taken,

_ And brought your Prifoner to your Pallace Gate.

King. See that he be convey'd unto the Tower:
And goe wee Brothers to the man thattooke him,
To quedtion of hisapprehenfion.

Widow goe you along:Lords ufe her honourably
Exennt.
Moanet Richard,
Rich. 1 ,Edward will ufe Women honourably.
W ould he were wafted,Marrow,Bones,andall, -
That from his Loynes no hopefull Branchmay fpring,
To ¢roffe me fromthe Golden time I looke for:
And-yet,betweene my Sonles defire and me,
The lulttull Edwards Tide buryed,
Is {Varence, Henryand his Sonne young Edward,
And all che unlook’d-for 1ffue of their Bodies,
To take their Roomes, ere I can place my felfe:
A cold premeditation for my purpofe.
Why thea I doe but dreame on Soveraignty,
Like one that ftands upoua Promontorie,,
And {pyesa farre-oft fhore,where he would tread,
Withing his foot were equall with his eye,
And chides the Sea,that finders him from thence,
Saying hec’le lade it dry,to have his way:
So doe I wifh the Crowne,being fofasre off, ;
Aud {o ] chide the meanesthat keepes me from it,
And {o(T fay)Ile cut the Caufes off,
Flattering me with impoffibilities:
My Eyestoo quicke , my Heart o're-weenes too much,
Vnlefle my Hand and Strength could equallthem.
Well,fay there is no Kingdome thenfor Richard:
W hat other Pleafure can the World affoord?
Ile make my Heaven ina Ladies Lappe,
And decke fny Body in gay Ornaments,
And’witch fiveet Ladies with my Wordsand Lookes.
Oh miferable Thoaght/and more unlikely,
Then to accomplifh twenty Golden Crownes.
W hy Love tor{ivore me in my Mothers Wombe:
And for I fhould not deale in her foft Lawes,
Shee did corrupt frayle Nature with fome Bribe,
To thrizke mine Arme vp like a wither'd Shrub,
To make an envious Mountaine on my Back,
Where fits Deformity to mocke my Body;
To thape my Leggesof anunequall fize,
To dif-proportion me inevery part:
Like toa Chaos,or an un-lick’d Beare-whelpe,
That carryes no impreffion likethe Damme,
And am I then a mar to be b¢lovd?
Ol mon(irous fault,to harbour fuch a thought.
Then fince this Earth affoords no Ioy to me,
But to command,to check,to o’re-beare furch,
As are of better Perfonthen my felfe:
Ile make my Heaven,todreameupon the Crowne,
And whiles I live,t"acconnt this World but Hell,
Vitill my mis-(hap’d Trunke, that beares this Héad,
Be round impaled witha glorious Crowne.
And yet T know not how to get the Crowne,
For many Lives ftand betweene meand home:

-

And I,like‘one loft in a Thorny Wood,
That rents the Thornes,and is reht with the Thornes,
Seeking a way,and {traying fromi the way,

Not knowing how to finde the open Ayre,

But toyling defperately to finde it out,

Torment my {elfe,to catch the Englifh Crowne:
And from that torment I will free my felfe,

Or hew my way ont witha bloody- Axe.

Whj I can fmile, and murther whiles I fmile,

And cry,Content,to that which grieves my Heart,
And wet my Cheekes withartificiall Teares,

And frame my Face toall occafions.

Ile drowne more Saylers then the Mermaid fhall,

Ile flay more gazers then the Bafiliske,

Ile play the Oratoras wellas Neffor,

Deceive more {lyly then Dlyffes could,

And like a Simon,take another Troy.

I can adde Colourstothe Camelion,

Change fhapes with Protens, for advantages,

And fet the murtherous CMachevill to Schoole.

Can Idoe this,and cannot geta Crowne?

Tut,were it farther off, Ile plucke it downe. Exit,

Flenrifb,

Enter Lewisthe French Kivg, bis Sifter Bona, bis
esdmirall,call d Bourbon: Prince Edward,
Queene Margaret, and the Earle of Oxford.

Lewis fits, and riferh sp agasne.

Lewis. Faire Queene of England, worthy Margaret,
Sit downe with us : it ill befits thy State,
And Birth that thou thould* (tand, while Lewis doth fit.
Mar. No,mighty King of France:now CMargaret,
Mutft ftrike her faile,and learne awhileto {erve,
Where Kings command. I was(I muft confeff)
Great Albions Queene,in former Golden dayes:
But now mifchance harhtrod my Title downe,
And with dil-hovor layd meon the ground,
W here I mufk takelike Seat unto my fortune,
And to my humble Seat conforme my felfe.
Lewis. Why fay, faire Queene, whence fprings this
deepe detpaire?
Mar. From fuch a canfe,as fills mine eyes with teares,
And ftops my tongue,while heartis drown’d in cares.
Lew.What ere 1t be,be thou ftill like thy felfe,
And fitthee by our fide. Seats ber by hims.
Yeeld not thy necke to Fortunes yoake,
Bu let thy dauntleffe mifde ftill ridein trinmph,
Overall mifchaoce.
Be pliine, Queene CMargaret , and tell thy gricfe,
It thall be cas'd,if France can yeeld reliefe.
(Mar. Thofe gracious words
Revive my drooping thoughts,
And give my tongue-ty’d {orrowes leave to fpeake.
Now therefore be it knownc to Noble Lewis,
That Henry {ole pofleflor of my Love,
Is,of aKing,become a banifht man,
And forc'd to live in Scotland a Forlorne;
W hile prowd ambitious Edward,Duke of Yorke,
Vfurpes the Regall Title,and the Seat
Of Englands true anoynted lawfull King.
This is the caufe that I, poere Margaret, ~
With this my Sonne, Prince Edward Henies Heire,
Am come to crave thy juft and lawfull ayde:
And if thou faile us,all our hope is denc.

Scotland hath will to helpe,but cannot helpe: o

i
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r Peeres, are both mis-led,
Our Treafure feiz’d, our Souldiers putto flights
And (as thou feeft) our fclves in heavy plight.
Lew. Renowed Queene,
With patience calme the Storme;, i
While we bethinkea meanes to breake it off.
Marg. The morewe {tay, the ftronger growes our
Foe.
Lew. The more 1 ftay, the more Ile fuccour thee-
Marg. O, but impatience waiteth on true Lorrows
And {ee where comes the breeder of my {orrow-

i EnterWarwicke.

Lew, What's he approacheth boldly to oar pre-
fence 2
Margs Our Earle of Warwicke, E dwards greateft
friend.
Zm:’s. Welcome brave Warwicke, what beings thee
to France? He defcesds. Sheariferh.
(Marg. Inowbeginsa {econd Storme to rife,
For thisis he that meves beth Windeand Tyde.
warw. From worthy Edward, King of eAlbion,
My Lord and Soveraigne, and thy vowed Friend,
I come (in Kindnefle, and unfayned Love)
Firf}, to doe greetings tothy Royall Perlon,
And thento crave a League of Amity :
And laftly, to confirme that Amity
With Nuptiall Knot, if thou vouchfafe tograunt
That vertuous Lady Bowa, thy faire Sifter,
To EnglandsKing, in lawfull Marriage. .
Marg. 1f thatgoe forward, Henries bope is done.
Warw. And gracious Madam, Speaking to Bona.
In our Kingsbehalfe,
I am commanded, with your leaveand favour,
Humbly to kiffe you Hand, and with my Tongue
Tq teil the paffion of my Soveraignes Heart ;
Where Fame, late entring at his heedfull Eares,
Hath plac’d thy beauties Iinage, and thy Veértue,
Marg.. King Lew:s, and Lady Bona, heare me {peake,
Before you antwer ®arwicke. His demand y
Springs not from Edwards well-meant honeft Love,

|
|

But from Deceit, bred by Neceffity :
For how can Tyrants fafely governe home,
Vhnlefle abroad they purchale great allyance ¢
Toprove him Tyrant, this reafon may {uifice,
That Hemryliveth ftill : but were he dead,
Yet here Prince Edward (tands, King Henries Sonne.
Looke thercfore Lewss, that by this League and Marriage
Thou draw not on thy Dangeryand Dis-honor :
For though V{urpers fway the rule a while,
Yet Heavens are juft,and Time fupprefleth Wrongs.
war. Injurious UMargares:
Edw. And why not Queene? .
War. Becaufe thy father Henry did ufurpe,
And thou no more art Prince, then fheis Queene.
0%f. Then Warwickedifanulls great Jobm of Gaunt,’
Which did fubdue the greateft part of Spaine 3
And after ok of Gaunt, Henry the Fourth,

Me thinkes ehefe Peeres of France (hould {mileat that.
But for the reft : you telta Pedigree

OF threefcore and two yeeres, afilly tinie

To make prefeription for a Kingdomes worth.

Q=f Why warmicke canft thoufpeake againft thy Liege
W 11Iozn thou obeyd’ft chirty and fix yeeres,

And not bewray thy Treafon witha blufh ?

war. Can Oxfard,that did ever fence the right,
Now buckler falfchood witha Pedigree ?

For fhamelcave Henryyand call Edward King.

Oxf. Call him my King, by whefe injurious dcomie
My clder Brother, the Lord Aubrey Vere |
Wasdone to death ? and more then {o, my Father,
Eveninthe downe-fall of his mellow’d yecres,

W hen Nature brought him to the doore of Death
No #Warwicke,no : whilé Life upholds this Arme,
This Arme upholds the Houfe of Lancaster.

Warw, And Ithe houfe of Zorke.

Lew. QueeneMargaret, Prince Edward, and Oxferd
Vouchfafc at ourrequeft; o fland afide,

While I ufe further confcrence with Warwicke.
They $tand alosfe.
grant, that wWarwickes words bewitch

Mar. Heavens
himnot.

Lew . Now Warwické, tell me even npon thy confcience
Is Edwardyour trueKing ? for I wereloth
Tolinke with him, that werenot lawfall chofen.

Warw. Thereon I pawne my Credit, and mine Ho-
nor,

Lew. Butishe gracious in the peoples eye ?

War. The more, that Henry wasunfortunate.

Lew. Then further : all diffembling fet afide.

| Tell me for truth, the meafure of his loye,

Vnto our Sifter Bowa,
war. Suchitfeemes, : 5
Asmay befeeme a Monarch like himfelfe. _
My felfe have often heard him {ay, and {weare,
ThatthishisLove was an externall Plant,
Whereof the Rootwas fixtin Vertues ground,
The Leavesand Fruit maintain’d with Beauties Sunne,
Exempt from Envy, but notfrom Difdaine,
Vnlefie the Lady Bona quit his paine.
Lew Now Sifter, let us heare your firme refolve.
Bona. Y our graunt, or your deny, fhall be mins,
Yet I confeffe, that often erethisday,  Speakstoppar.
When I have beard your Kings deferc récounted,
Mine eare hath tempted judgement to defire.
Lew. Then#arwicke,this ;
Our Sifter thall be Edwards.
And now forthwith fhall Articles. be drawne,
Touching the Ioynture thatyour King mult make,
W hich with her Dowry {hall be connter-poys’d
Draw neere, Queene Margaret, and be a witnefle, -
That Bona {hall be Wife to the Englifh King.
Prin. Edw. To Edward,but not to the Englifh King.
Marg. Deceitfull Warwicke,it was thy device,
By this alliance to make voyd my fuit =
Before thy comming, Lews was Henrses friend.
Lew. And fillis friend to him, and CHargarer,

Whofe Wifdome wasa Mirror to the wifeft : But if your Title to the Crownebe weake,
And after that wife Prince, Henry the Fift, Asmay appeare by Edwards good iucEcﬂ'c :
Whoby his Prowefle conquered all France + Then tis but reafon, that I be relcas'd
{ Fromthefe, our Henrylineally defcends, , From giving ayde, which late I promifed.
War. Oxford, how bhaps it 1 this {mooth difconrfe, | Yet fhallyou have aIl_Icindnech army hand,
You told not, how Hemrythe Sixt hathloft T hat your eftate requires, ﬂ.nd mine can yee!d.
All that, which Henry the Fift had gotten ; warw. Henrynow livesin Scorland, at his eafe :‘ e |
hw Cre |

——
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Where having nothing, nothing can he lofe.
. And as for you your felfe (our quondam Queene)
You have a Father ablero maintaine you,
And better “twere, you troubled him, then France.
Mar. Peaceimpudent,and (hamelgflewarwicke,Peace,
Proud fetter up, and puller downe of Kings,
I willnot henge, till with my Talke and Teares,
(Both fall of Truth) I make King Lewss behold
Thy flye conveyance, and thy Lords falfe love.
Pofteblowing a hsrn withini
For both of yoware Birds of fclfe-fame Feather.
Lew, Warwicke, thisis {fome pofte to us,or thee.
Entera Pofie.
Poffe. My Lord Ambaffador,
Thefe Letters are for you. Speaks to Warwicke.
Sent from your Brother Marqueile Monntague.
Thefc from ouy King, unto your Majelky.
And Madam, thefe for you,
From whom, I know not.
T bey all reads thesr Letiers,
Oxf. Ilikeit well, thatour faire Queencand Miftris
Smiles at her newes, while #Warwicke frownes at his.
Prmce Edw. Nay marke how Lewis ftampes as he were
netled. T hope, all’s for the befl.
Lew, Warwicke, what are thy Newes?
And yours, faire Queenc?
Mar. Mie fuch, as fillmy heart with unhop’d joyes.
#War. Mine fullof forrow, and heartsdifcontent.
Lew. What ? has your King marrycd the Lady Grey ?
And now to looth your Forgery, and his, °
Sends mea Paper to perfivade me Patience 2
Is this th’ Alliance that he feekes with France 2
Dare he'prefumeto {corne us in this manner ?
| Mar. Itold your Majefty as much before :
This proveth Edwards Love, and warwickes honefty.
War. King Lewi, 1 here proteft in fight of heaven,
Andby the hope I bave of heavenly blifle,
That T am cleere from this mifdeed of Edwards ;
No moere my King;, for he difhonors me,
But moft himfelfe, if he could fee his thame.
Did I'forget, that by the honfe of Yorke
My father came untimely to his death ?
Did I let pafie thabufe doneto my Neece 2
Did I impale him with the Regall Crowne 2
Did I put Henry from bis Native Right
And am I guerdon'd atthe laft, with Shame
Shame on himfeife, for my Defertis Honor.
And to repaire my Honor loft for him,
I heere renounce him, and returne to Henrya
My Noble Queene, let former grudges pafie,
And henceforth, 1am thy true Servitour 2 .
I will revenge his wrong to Lady Bona,
And replant Henry in his former {tate.
CH at. Warmicke,
Thefe words have turn’d my Hate, to Love,
And I forgive, andquite forget old faults,
And joy that thon becom’ft King Hemries Friend.

To Lewis.
TeM argaret.

p—

| O then for ftrength and fafety of our Cotntrya
| Bona. Decrebrother, how fhall Benabe reveng’d,
'l But bythy helpeto this diftrefled Queene ?
| Mar. RenownedPrince, how (hail Poore: Henry live,
| Vnlefle thou refcue him from foule defpaire ?
Bena. My quarrell, and this Englith Queens, are one,
War. Andmice faire Lady Bona, joynes with yours.
Lew. And mine, with hers, and thine, and Margarets,
| Thereforeat laft, T firmely am refolv’d
| You (hall have ayde.
AMar. Let me give humble thankes for all, at once,
{ Lew. Then Englands Meflenger, returne in Pofte,
| And tell falfe Edward, thy fuppofed King,
| That Lewis of France, is fending over Maskers
1 To revell it with him, 2nd his new Bride.
} Thou feeft what's paft, goe feare thy King withall.
|  Bowa.Tell him, in hcpt he'll prove a widower fhortly,
| Iwearethe Willow Garland for his fake.
‘ Mar. Tellhim, my mourning weedsare lagde afide,
|

And T am ready to pat Armor on.
War. Tellhim from me,that he hath done me wrong,
| And therefore Ile un-Crowne him, er’t be long.
There's thy reward; be gone, Exit Pofte,
Lew, But Warwicke,

Thou and Oxford, with fine thoufand men

| Shall croffe the Seas,and bid falfe Edwardbattaile:

And as occafion ferves, this Noble Queene

And Prince, fhall follew witha frefh Supply,

Yet ere thou goe, buranfwer me onedoubt «

W hat Pledge have we of thy firme Loyajty ?
#War This fhal.affure my confiant Loyalty,

| Thar if our Queene, and this young Prince agree,

Ile joyne mine eldelt dangheer, and my loy,

To him forthwith, in holy W edlocke bands. :
CMar. Yes, Iagree, and thanke you for your Motion.

| Sonne Edward, fheis Faireand Vertuous,

| Therefore delay not,give thy hand towarwicke, ;

{ And with thy hand, thy faith irrevocable,

| That oncly Warwickes daughter (hali bethine. =~

|  Pri.€d. Yes,1zccept her, for fhe well deferves it,

| And heere to pledge my Vow, Igive my hand.

{ He gives bis hand e Warmcf{t
Lew. W hy ftav we now? Thele fouldiers (halbe levied,

And thou Lord Bosrben, our High Admirall

Shait waft them over with our Royall Fleete.

I long till Edward fall by Warres mi{chance,

For mocking Marriage with a Dame of France. :

Exennt. CManer Warwicre,

War. 1camefrom Edward as Ambaffador,

But I retarne his fworne and mortall Foe :

Matter of Marriage was the charge he gave me,

But dreadfull Warre fhall anfwer Lis demand.

[ Had he none elfe to makea ftalebutme ?

| Then none bue I, thall turne his Ieft to Sorrow,

| I wasthe Cheefethat rais’d him to the Crowhe:

| And Ile be Cheefe to bring him downeagaine :

{ Not that 1 pitty Hemrres mifery,

s S

#ar. So much his Friend, I, his unfained Friend, | Butfecke Rev c]lgc on Edwards mockery.- Exit. |
That if King Lewss vouchfafe to furnith us | o
With fome féw Bands of chofen Sonldiors, Enter Richard, (ererce, Somerfer,avd ?
Ii¢ undertake to'Land them onour Coaft, CMountagne. !
And force the Tyrant from his fear by Warre, : [
*Tis not his new-made Bride fhall fuccour him, Rich. Now tell tne Brother Clarence, what thinke you f
And as for (Yarence, as my Letters tellme, Ofthis new Marriage with the Lady Grey? ;
He's very likely now to fall from hin, Hath not our Brother made a worthy choyce? |

| For matching more for wanton Luft, then Honor, (lar.Alas, you kgow, 'tis farre from hence to Frg(f;f }

.
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How could he fay till arwicke made returne 2 _

Sem. My Lords,forbeare thiS talke : here comes the
King. .

Flowyifb.
Ewter King Edward, Lady Grey, Pembrooke, Staf
ford, Hastings : fowre §tand on one fide,
and foure om the other,

Rich, And hiswell-chofen Bride: _

(lar. 1 ntind to tell him plairily what I thinke;

King. Now brother of Clarence;

How like you eur Choyce,
That you itand penfivesas halfe malecontent 2
Clar. Aswell as Lewss of France,
Or the Earle of Warwicke, i
Which are fo weake of courage,and in judgement;
That they’le take no offenceat our abufc. N
King. Suppofetheytake offence withouta caufe ¢
Theyare but Lewsisand warwicke,1 am Edward,
Your King and PParwickes, and muft have my will.

Rich. And fhalt have your will, becaule our King :
Yet hafty Marriage feldome ptoveth well.

King. Yes Brother Rithard, areyou offended too ?

Rteh. NotI:no: -

God forbid, that I fhonld wifh them fever'd,
Whom God hath joyn'd together 2
I,and ‘twere pitty, to funder them,
That yoake fo well together. ™ :

King. Setting your skornes, and your miflike afide,
Tell me fome reafon,why the Lady Grey
Should not become my Wife, and Englands Quecne ?
And you too, Somerfet and Monunsagse,

Speake frcely what you thinke.

Clar. Then this is mine opinion :
That King Lewis becomes your Encmy,
For mocking him about the Marriage
Of the Lady Bona.

Rich, And warwicke, doing what you gave in charge,
Is now dis-honored by this New Marriage.

King, What, if both Lewis and wWarwicke be appeas’d,
By fuch invention as I can devife ?

Masunt.Yet,to have joyn'd with France in fiichalliance,
Would more have firength’ned this our Cominonwealth
‘Gainft forraine {tormes, then any home-bred Marriage.

Has?, Why, knowes not Mowntague, that of it felfe,
England is fate, if true within it felfe?

MounYes,but the fafer, when'tis back’d with France,

Hast, *Tis bereer ufing France, then trufting France ;
Let usbe bacl’d with God, and with the Seas,

W hich he hath giv'nt for fence impregnable,
And withtheir helpes, onely defendour felves :
Inthem, and inous{clves;our fafety lyés.
Cla. Forthis one fpeech, Lord Hestings well deferves
Tohave the Heire of the Lord Hurgerforde
King. 1,what of that 2 it was my will,and graunt,
And for this once, my Will {hall ftand for Law.
Rich. And yct me thinks, your Grace hath not done wel
Togive the Heire and Daughter of Lord Seales
Vntothe Brother of your loving Bride ;
She better would have fitted me, or (larence:
But in your Bride yonbury Brotherhood.
a Clar. Or clfe you would not have beftow’d the Heire
Ofthe Lord Bonvil on your new Wives Sonne,
Andleave your Brothers to goe fpeede elfewhere.
King. Alas, poore Clarence: isit fora Wife
That thonart malecontent? ¥ will provide thee.

' T he third Part of K ing Henry the Sixt.

“Clar. In chufing for your felfe,
You fhew’d your judgement ;
Which being (haliow, you fhallgive me leave;
To play the Broker in mine owne behalfe;
And o that end, I (hortly mind to lcave yous
King. Leave me, or tarry, Edward will be King.
And not be ty’d unto bis Brothers wiil. :
Lady Grey. My Lords, before it pleas'd his Majclty
To raife my State to Titleofa Queene,
Doe me but right, and you muftall confeflc, ‘
That I wasnot ignoble of Defcent,
And meaner then my felfe have had lile fortune.
But as this Title honors me and mine,
So yourdiflikes, to whom I would be pleafing,
Doth cload my joyes with danger, and with{orrow.
King.My Love,forbeare to fawne upon their frownes:
What danger, or what forrow can befallthee,
Solong as Edward is thy conftaat friend,
And their true Soveraigne, whom they muft obey 2
Nay, whom they fhall obey, and love thee too,
Vnleffe they feeke for hatred at my hands :
Which if they doe, yet will I keepe thee fafe,
And they {hall feele the vengeance of my wrath,
Rich. I heare, yet fay not much, butthinke the miore.

Enter a Pofle.

King. Now Meflenger ,what Letters, or what Newes
from France? 1
Pff.My Soveraigne Liege, no Letters,and few words, |
But firch. as I (without your fpeciali pardon)
Dare not relate.
King, Goetoo, we pardon thee :
Theretore, in bricfe, tell their words,
As neere as thou canft guefle them.
W hat anfwer makes King Lews, unto our Letters ?
Post. At my depart,thefe were his very words :
Goe tell falfe Edward, the fuppofed King,
That Lews of France 1s {ending over Maskers,
To revell it with him, and his new Bride.
King. YsLewis fo brave ? belike be thinkes me Henry.
But what {2id Eady Bonato foy Marriage?
Foit.Thefe were her wordsue'red with mild difdaine:
Tell him, in hope he’ll prove 2 Widower fhortly,
Ile weare the Willow Garland for his fake.
King, 1blame not her, fhe could fay little lefle :
She had the wrong. But what{aid Hesrées Queene ?
For I heard, that fhe wasthere in place.
Poft. Teli him (quothfhe)
My mourning W cedesare done,
And 1am ready to put Armour oj.
King. Belike (he mindstoplay thie Amazon.
But what {aid #arwicke to thefe injuries?
Poif. He, more incens’d againft your Majefty,
Thenall the reft, difcharg’d me with thefc words :
Tell him from me, that he bath done me wrong,
And therefore Ileuncrowne him, er’c belong.
Kin.Ha?durft the Traytor breath out fo prowd words?
Well, I will arme me, being thus fore-warn’d:
They (hall have Warres, and pay for their prefumption.
But fay, is Warwicke friends with Margare:?
Post. I,gracious Soveraigac,
They are fo link’d in friendfhip, : _
That yong Prince dwards marryes warwicke Daughter.
(Var, Belike,theelder;
Clarence will have the yonger- :
r 2 Now ¢
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Now Brother King farewell, and fit you faft,

For I will hence to warwickes other Daughrer,

That though I want 2 Kingdome, yet in Marriage

I may not prove inferior to your felfe.

You that love me,and warwicke, follow me.

E it Clarence, and Somer[et followes. )

Rich. Not1 :

My thonghts aymeata further matter:

1{tay not for thelove of Edward, but the Crownes
King. Clirence and Semerfet both gone to Warwicke ?

Yetam [ arm’d againft the worlt can happen :

And hafte is needfull in this defp’rate cafe.

Pembrooke and Stafford, you in our behalfe

Goe lcvy men, and make prepare for Warre 3

Theyarealready, or quickly will be landed: :

My felfein perfon will ftraight follow you.

Excunt Pembrooke, aad Stafford.

Buterel goe, I{aﬁi.ﬂg: and ;1-!0;1:.14_@3

Rofolve my doubt : yourwaine, of all the reft,

Are necre to Warwicke,by bloud,and by allyance :

Tell me, if you [ove Warwicke more then me ;

Ifit be {0, then both depart to him :

I rather with you foes, then hollow friends.

But if you mindeto hold your true obedience,

Give me affurance with fome frieadly Vow,

That I'may never have you in fufpect.
CHonnt. So God helpe L ountague

trues
Haft. And Haftings, as he favours Edwards caufe,
King, Now, brather Richard, will you ftand by us?
Rich. 1,in defpight ofall that (hall withftand you.
King. Why {o : then am I fure of Victory,

N ow therefore let us hence, and lofe no howre,

Till we meet #armicke, with his forraine powre.

3

Exeunt,

Luater Warwicke, and Oxford in Eﬂgﬁnd’
with French Souldsors,

Warw. Trult me, my Lord, all hitherto goes well,
The common people by numbers {warme to us.
Enter Clarence, and Somerfer.
But {ee where Some:/fet and Clarenee comes s
Speake fuddenly, my Lords, are wee all triends 2
Clar. Fearenot that, my Lord.
#arw. Then gentle Clarence, welcome unto Warwicke,
And welcome Somerfer : 1 hold it cowardize,
To reft miftruftfull, where a Noble Heart
Hath pawn’d an open Hand, in figne of Love :
Elfc might I thinke, that (Yarence, Edwards brother,
Werebuta fained friend to our proceedings :
But welcome {weet ( larence,my daughter {hakbe thine.
And now, whatreflts? but in Nights Coverture,
Thy Brother being careleffely encamp'd,
His Souldiors lnrking in the Towne abour,
Andbut attended by a fimple Guard,
We may furprize and take him at our pleafure,
Our Scouts have found theadventare very eafie ;
Thatas PZyffes, and ftout Diemeds,
With {leight and manhood ftole to Rbefim Tents,
And brought from thence the Thracian fatall Steeds;
So we, well cover'd with the Nights blacke Mantle,
At unawares may beat downe Edwards Guard,
And feize himfelfe : T fay not, flaughter him,
For Iintend but onely to {urprize him.

| You that will follow meto this attempt,

as he proves

—_

‘l Appland the Nume of Hewry, with your Leader,
! They all cry, Henry.

| ) alery, 7

| Why then, let's on our way in filent fort,

| For Warwicke and his friends, God and Saint G eorge.

Exenm,
Enter three watchmes to Zuardthe Kings Tent.

I#atch Come on my Mafters,each man take his ftad,
The King by this,isfet Him downe to fleepe.

2. Watch. W hat, will he not to Bed 2

1. Watch. Why, no: for he hath made afolemne Vo,
) Neverto lyeand take his naturall Reft,
| Till warmicke, or himfelfe, be quite {uppreft.
! 2.%awch. To morrow thenbelike (hall be the day,
# It warmicke be fo neere as men report.
|

| _ 3.Warch. But{ay, 1 pray, what Noble man isthat,
| Thar with the King here refteth it his Tent ?
1. #arch. "Tisthe Lord Haftings, the Kings chiefcft
friend.
J 3«Waich. O, is it fo ? but why commandsthe King,
That his cheife followers lodge in Townesabout him,
While he himfelfe keepes inthe cold field ?
2.Watch. *Tisthe more honour, becanfe more dange-
rous.
3-Watch. 1,but give me worfhip, and quictneffe,
Ilike it better then a dangerous honor.
If warwicke knew in what eftate be ftands,
"T'is to be doubred he would waken him.
1, Wasch. Vnlefle our Halberds did {hut up his paf-
fage.
gz- Watch. 1 : wherefore elfe guard we his Royall Tent,
Butto defend his Perfon from Night-foes ?

Enter Warwicke, Clarence, Oxford, Somerfes,
and French Souldsers filens all,

War. Thisis his Tentsand fec where ftand his Guard:
{ Courage my Mafters: Honor now, ornever :
| Butfollow me,and Edward (hall be ours.
I. Warch. Who goesthere ?
2. Wach, Stay, orthou d}-‘cﬂ:.
Warwicke and the rest cry all, Warwicke, Warwicke, and
[esuponthe Grard, who flye, crying, eArme, edrme,
W arwicke and the rest following thems.

Tbe Drumme playing, and Trumpe: [ounding.
vEnter Warwicke, Somerfet, and the reit, bringing the King
oust sn bts Gowne, fitring in a Chaire : Ricbard
\ and Haftngs fiyes over the Stage.

Sem. Whatare they that fiye there 2 4

warw. Rickardand Haffings, letthem goe, heere is
the Duke.

King Edw. TheDuke ?

| Why #arwicke, when we parted,

hou call’dft me King.

Warw. I,butthecafeisalter'd.
When you difgrace’d me in my Embaffade,
Then I degraded you from being King,

And come now to create you Duke of Zorke.
Alas, how {hauld yon governeany Kingdome,
That know not how te ufe Embaffadors,

Nor how to be contented with one Wife,

Ner how toufe your Brothers brotherly,

Nor how to ftudy forthe Peoples Welfare,

Nor how to fhrowd your felfe from Enemios 3
. King Edw. |

o Hoy o
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K.Edw. Yea,Brother of Clarence,
Artthou heretoo?
'Nay then I {ee, that Edward needs mult downes
Y et Warwicke, indefpight of all mifchance,
Of thee thy felfe, and all thy Complices,
Edward will alwayes beare himfelfe as King :
Though Fortunes mallice overthrow my State,
My minde exceeds the compafle of her Wheele.
war. Then for his mind,be Edward Englands King. ,

e akes off bis Crowne,

But Hesry now {hall weare the Englith Crowne,
And betrueKing indeed : thon but the thadows.
My Lord of Somerfet, at my requelt,
See that forthwith Duke Edwardbe convey'd
Vnto my Brother Arch-Bifhep of Yorke:
When I have fought with Pembreske,and his fellowes,
Ile follow you,and tell what anfwer
Lewis and the Lady Bonafend to him.
Now for a-while farewell good Duke of Yorke.
They leade bim ont forcibly. :
K.Ed.W hat Fatesimpole that men muft needs abide ;
It boots not to refift both wind and tide. Exennt.
Oxf. What now remaines my Lords for us todoe,
But march to London with our Souldiers?
war. 1,that’s the firlt thing thit we have todoe,
To free King Hesry from imprifonment,
And fee him feated in the Regall Throne.
Exit,

Enter Rivers, and Lady Gray.

Rin. Madam, what makesyou in this {fodain change?
Gray. Why Brother Rivers, are you yet to learne
W hat late misfortune is befalne King Edward?
Rise. What,lofle of fome pitcht battell
Againft warwicke ?
Gray. No,but theloffle of his owne Royall perfon.
Rix. Then is my Soveraigne {laine ? .
Gray, lalmoft flaine, for heistaken prifoner,
Either betrayed by falthood of his Guard,
Or by his Foe furpriz’d at unawares :
And asI firther have to underitand.
Is new committed to the Bifhop of Torke,
Fell warwickes brother, and by that our Foe.
Rin. Thefe Newes Imult confefle are full of griefe,
Yet gracious Madam, beare it asyou may,
Warwicks may loole, that now bath wonne the day.
Gray. Tillthen, faire hope maft hinder lives decay :
And I'the rather waine me from defpaire
For love of édwards Off-{pring in my wombe :
Thisis it that makes me bridle my palfien,
And beare with Mildnefle my misfortunes croffe :
I, I for this I draw in many a teare, .
And ftop the rifing of blood-{ucking fighes,
Leaft wich my fighes or teares, I blaftor drowne
King Edwards Fruite, true heyreto th’Englith Crowne,
Kiz. But Madam,
Where is #arwicke then become
Gray. 1am inform’d that he comes towardsLondon,
Tofer the Crowne once more on Henriés bead:
Gueffe thou the reft, Kings Edwards friend muftdowne.
Butto prevent the Tyrantsviolence,
" (For truft not him that hath once broken faith)
i Ile hence forthwith unto the Sanctuary,

| g

e —

To fave (at lea (t) the heire of Edwards right :
There (hall Ireft fecure from force and frand :
Come therefore let us flye, whilewe may flye,
1f Warwicke take us, we are fure to dye. Exeunt.
&énter Richard, Lird Haitings, and Sir Willsam

S:ar:fe).

Rich, I':JGW my Lord Hxﬂiug:, and Sir #illiam Stanley
Leave off to wonder why Idrew you hither,
Into this cheefeft Thicker of the Parle.
1 hus' I}cands the cafe: you kaow oar King, my Brother,
Is prifoner to the Bifhop here, at whofe hands
He hathgood ufage, ancrgreal: liberty,
And often but attended with weakes guard,
Comes hunting this way to difport himfelfe.
| havq advertis’d him by fecrer meanes,
That ifabout this hioare he make this way,
Vnder the colour of his ufuallgame, .
He (hall_herc find his friends with Horfe and Men,
Tofet him free from his Captivity.

Enter King Edward, and 4 Hwstfiman
with bims

Hunt. This way my Lord,
For this way lies the Game.
King Edw. Nay this way man,
See where the Hantfmen ftand.
Now brother of Gloster, Lord Hastings,and the reft,
Stand you thus clofe to fieale the Bithops Deere?
Rieh. Brother, the timeand cafe, requireth haft,
Your horfe ftands ready at the Parke-corner,
King Ed. But whither (hall we then?
Haff; ToLynmy Lord,
And fhip from thence to Flanders.
Rich. Well gueft beleeve me,for that was my meaning,
King Edw. Stanley, 1 will requite thy forwardnefle.
Rich. But wherefore ftay we ? *tisno time totalke,
King Edw. Huntfman, what {ay’ft thou?
Wilt thou goe along ?
Hune. Better doe fo,then tarry and be hang'd.
Rich. Come thenaway, lets ha no more adoe,
King Edw. Bifhop farewell,
Sheeld thee from warwickes frowne,
And pray-that I may re-poffefle the Crowne.  Exewnt,
Enter King Henry the fixt, Clarence, Warwicke,
Somarfet, young Henry, Qxford, Monntagne,
and Lientenant.

King Hen. M. Lieutenant, now that Godand Friends
Haye fhaken Edward from the Regall feate,
And turn’d my captive flateto liberty,
My feare to hope, my forrowes unto joyes,
At our enlargement what are thy due Fees? A
Lien.Subjects may challenge nothing of their Sou'rains
But, if an humble prayer may prevaile,
I then crave pardon of your Majelty.
King Hen. For what,Licutenant ? For well vling me?
Nay, be thou {ure, Ile well requite thy kindneffe.
For that it made my imprifonment, a pleafure :
I, {uchapleafure,asincaged Birds
Conceive ; when after many moody Thoughts,
At laft, by Notes of Houfhold harmony,
They quite forget their loflc of liberty. a
r3 ' But
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But warwicke, after God, thou fer’ t me free,’

And chicfely therefore, | thanke God, and thee,

He was the Anthor, thouthe inftrument.
Therefore that 1 may.conquer Fortunes {pight,’

By living low, where Fortune cannot hurt me,
And that the peopleofthis bleffed Land

May not be punitht with my thwarting ftarres,
Warwicke, although my head ftill weare the Crowne,
I here refigne my Government to thee,

For thou a.t fortunate in all thy deeds.

War. Y our Grace hath {tiil beene fam’d for vertuous,

And now may feemeas wife as vertaous,

By {pyingand avoiding Fortunes malice,

For rew menrightly temper with theStarres :
Yet in this one thing let me blame your Grace,
For chufing me, when Clarenceisin place.

(lar. No warwicke, thouart worthy ofthe fway,
To whom the Heavens in thy Narivity,

Adjudg’d an Olive Branch,and Lawrell Crowne,
As likely.to be bleft in Peaceand Warre :
And therefore I yeeld thee my free confent.

Warw. And I chufc (Yarence onely for Protector .

King . #arwicke and ((larence, give me both your hands.
Now joyne your hands, and with your hands your
That no diffention hinder Governmenr : (hearts,
I make youboth Protectors of this Land,

While I my {clfe wilt leadea privace Life,
And in devotion fpend my latter dayes,
To finnes rebuie,and my Creators praife.

warw, What anfwers Clarence to his Soveraignes
will ?

Clars That he confents, if Warwickeyeeld confent,
For onthy fortunc I repofe my {elfe,

*marw. Why then, though loth, yet muft Ibe content:
We'll yoake together, likea double (hadow

To Henries Body, and (upply his place;

I meane, inbearing weight of Government,

W hile he enjoyes the honor, and his eafe,

And (larence, now then it is more then needfull,
Forthwith that Edwardbe pronounc’d a Traytor,

And all his Landsand Gnncfs confifcated.

(tar. What ¢lfe ? and that Succefiion be determined.

Warw, 1, therein Claresce (hall not want his part.

King. But with the firft, of all your cheife affaires,
Let me intreat (for I command no more)

That Margaresyour Queene,and my Sonne Edward,
Be fent for, to returne from France with (peed :

For till I {ee them here, by doubttull feare,

My joy of liberty is halfe eclips'd.

Clar. It fhallbe done,my Soveraigne, withall {peed.

King. My Lord of Somerfet, what Youthis that,
Ofwhom you feeme to have fo tender care ?

Somer. My Licge, it is young Henry, Earle of Rich-
mond.

King. Come hither, Englands Hope ;

Layes bis Hand on bis Head.
If fecret Powers fuggeft but truth
To my divining thoughts,
This pretty Lad will prove our Countries bliffe.
His lookesare full of peaccfull Majefty,
His head by naturefram’d to weare a Crowne,
His hand to wielda Scepter, and himfelfe
Likely in time to bleflea Regall Throne :
Make much of him, my Lords ; for this is he
' Muft helpe you more, then you art hurt by me.

Enter a Pofte.

Warw. What newes, my friend?
Pofte. That Edwardis efcaped trom your brother,

| And fled (as he heares fince) to Burgnndy.

warw. Vnfavory newes: but how made he efcape ?
Pofte. He was convey’d by Richard, Duke of Gloiter,
Andthe Lord Haftings, whoattended him
In fecretambufh, onche Forreft fide,
And from the Bithops Huntfmen refcu’d him :
For Hunting was his dayly Exercife.
warw. My Brother was too carelefie of his charge.
But let us hence, my Soveraigne, to provide
A falve for any {ore, that may betide. Exennt.

Manent Somer[et, Richmond, and Ozxford.

Sem. My Lord, Ilike not of this flight of Edwards :
For doubtlefle, Burgundy will yeeld him helpe,
And we {hali have more Warres befor’t belong.
As Henries late prefaging Prophecy
Did glad my heart, wich hope of this young Rickmand :
So doth my heart mif-give me, in'thele Conflidts,
W hat may befall him, to his harme and ours.
Therefore, Lord Oxferd, to preventthe wordt,
Forthwith we’ll {fend him hence to Brittany,
Till ftormes be paft of Civill Enmity.

Oxf. 1: torif Edwardre poflcfie the Crowne,
"Tis like that Richmond, with the reft, fhall downe.

Som. 1t fhalibefo: hefhall to Brittany.
Come therciore, Iet’sabout it {peedily. E xeunt.
Enter Edward, Richard, Haflings,

and Sonldsers.

Edw.Now btother Richard, Lord Haﬂing:,and thereft,
Yet thus farre Fortune maketh usamends,
And fayes, that once more I fhall enterchange
My wained ftate, for Henries Regall Crowne.,
Well have we pafs’d, and now re-pafi’d the Seas,
Andbrought defired helpe from Burgundy.
W hat then remaines, we being thus arriv’d
From Raven{purgh Haven, before the Gates of Torke,
But that we enter, as into our Dukedome 2

Rsxch. The Gares made faft ?
Brocher, 1like not chis.
For many men that ftumbleat the Threfhold,
Are well fore-told, that danger lurkes within.

Edw Tufh man, aboadments muft not now affright us:
By fairc or foule meanes we muft enter in,
For hither will our friends repaire to us.

Haff. My Licge, Ile knocke once more, to fummon
them.

Enter ow the Walls, the Mayor of Torke,’
and bis Bretlren. |

Mayor. My Lords.
We were fore-warned of your comming,
And fhut the Gates, for fafety of our felves;
For new weewe allegeance unto Henry. ;

Edw. But, Mafter Mayor, if Henry be your King,
Yet Edward, atche leaft, is Duke of Zorke.
: ﬂ.r}d’a_yor. True, my good Lord, I know you for no
effe.

£dw. W hy,and I challenge nothiag but my Dukedome,

As being well content with thatalone. :
Rich.
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Rich. Bur when the Fox hath once got in his Nofe,
He'lifoone find meanes to make the Body follow.

Hast, Why,Mafter Mayor, why {tand you in a doubt?
Open the Gaies, we are King Henries friends.

Mayar. ], 1ay you {o? the Gaces (hall then be opened.

He defcends.

Rict. A wife {lour Captaine, and foone per{waded.

Fiast, The good old man would faine that all were well.
So "twere not long of him : but being entred,
I doubt not I, but we fhall foon perfwade
Both him, and all his Brothers, unto reafon,

Enrerthe Mayor, andtwo s Aldermen.
Edw.S0, Mafter Mayor : thefe Gates muit not be fhut,
Butinthe Night, or in the time of Warre.

‘What, feare not man, but yeild me up the Keyes,

T akes bis Keyes.
For Edward willdefend the Towne, and thee,
And all thofe triends, that deine to follow me,

CMarch. Enmter Monntgomery, with Drummse
and Somldsers.
Rich. Brother, this is Sir Jobs Monuntgomery,
Our trufty friend, unlefle I bedeceiv’d. :
Edwar. Welcome Sic Iohn : but why come you in
Armes?
Honnt. To helpe King Edward in his time of ftorme,
Asevery loyall Subjed ought to doe,
&dw. Thankesgood Momwntgomery :
But we now forget our Title tothe Crowne,
Aad oncly clay me our Dukedome,
Till God pleale to fend the reft,
Monnt. Thenfare you well, for I will hence againe,
I came to fervea King, and nora Duke :
Drummer {trike up, and let us marchaway.
The Lrumme begins to March.
Edw. Nay Qtay, Sir febn,a while, and we’ll debate
By what fafe meanes the Crowne may be recover’d,
Monnt. W hattalse you of debazing ? in few words,
If you'li not here proclaime your fcife our King,
Ile leave you to your fortune, and be gone,
To keepe them backe ,that cometo fuccour you.
Why fhall we fighe, if youpretend no Title ?
Eich. Why Brother, wherefore fland you on nice
points ?
Edw. Whenwe grow ftranger,
Then we'll make our Clayme :
Tilithen, *us wifdome to conceale our meaning.
Hait. Away with ferupulous Wit, now Armes muft
rofe. .
Rie. Aud fearelefle minds clymbe fooneftunto Crowns.
Brother,we will proclaime you out of hand,
The bruit thereof will bring you many friends.
£dw. Then be it as you will : fortis my right,
Aud Henry but ufur pes the Diademe.
Mennt. 1,n0w my Soveraigue fpeaketh like himfelfe,
And now will I be Edwards Champion.
Has#-Sound Trumpety Edward (hall be here proclaim’d:
Come, fellow Souldier,make thou proclamation .
Flosrifb. A7 So#nd,
Sonl. Edward the Fomrth. by the Grace of God, King of
England and France, and Lord of Ircland, cbe.
Moung, And whofoe’re gainfayes King Edwards right,
By this I chalienge him to fingle fight
Throwes downe his Gasmlet,
4. Long live Edwardthe Fourth.

R e

Edw, Thankes brave CHom
And thankes anto youall : o
If fortune ferve me, [l requite this kindneffa.
Now for this Night, let’s harbor here in Torke:
And when the Morning Sunne (hall raife his Carre
Above the Border of this Hotizon,
We'll forward towards Warwicke, and his Mates
For well I wor, that Henry is no Souldicr, :
Ahfroward Clazence, how evill it befeemes thee,
To flatter Henry, and forfake thy Brother ?
Yetas we may, we'll meet both thee and #arwicke,
Come on brave Souldiors : doubt not of the Day,
Andtharoace gosten, donbt not of large Pay.  Exennt.

Enter the Ki 56, Warwicke, Mountague, Clarense,
Oxford, and Somerfer.

War. What counfaile, Lords ? Edward frem Belgia,
With llaﬂy Germanes, and blunt Hollanders,
Hath pafs d in fafety through the Narrow Seas,
And with his troupes doth march amaine to London,
And many giddy people flocke to hi 1.
Kimng. Let’s levy men, end beat him backe againe.
Clary Alittle fire is quickly trodden ou,
Which being fuffer'd, Riverscannot quench.
War. In Warwickfhire I have true-hearted friends,
Not mutinous in peace, yetbold in Warre,
Thofe will I mufter up : ‘and thon Sonne (larence
Shalt {tirre up in Suffolke, Norfolke, and in Kcnt,
The Knightsand Gentlemen, to come withthee,
Thou brother Mountague, in Buckingham,
Northampion, and in Lescefterflire fhalt find
Men well enclin’d to heare what thou command't
And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous well belov 'd,
In Oxfordfpire thale mufter up thy fricnds.
My Soveraigne, with the loviog Citizens,
Like to his Iiand, gyrtin withrhe Ocaan,
Or modeft Dyan, circled with her Ny mphs;
-‘Jhgllrcftin London, till we come to him :
Faire Lords take leave, and ftand not to replys
Farewell my Soveraigne.
Ksng, Farewellm y Hellorsand m y Troyes true hope.
Clar. In figne of cruth, I kiffe your Highneffe hand.
King, Well-minded Clarence, be thou fortunate.
Mosunt. Comfort, my Lord, and {o I take my leave.
Oxf. And thus I'feale my wuth, and bid adieu.
King. Sweet Oxford, and my loving CMewntagne,
And allat orice, once more a happy farewell.
wWar. Farewell,fweet Lords, let’s meetat (owensry.
Exennt,
King. Here at the Pallace will I reft a while.
Coufin of Exeter, what thinkes your Lord(hip ?
Me thinkes, the Power that Edward hath 1 ficld,
Should not beable to encounter mine.
Exet. Thedoubt is, that he will feducerhe reft.
King.That’s not my feare, my meed hath got me fame;
I have not ftopt mineeares to their demands,
Nor pofted oft their fuites with flow de’ayes,
My pitty hath beene balme to heale their wounds,
My mildnefle hath allay’d their fwelling gricfes,
My mercy dry*d their water-flowing teares.
I bave not beene defirous of their wealth,
Nor much eppreft them with great Subfidies,
Nor forward of revenge, though they much err’d.
Then why fhould they love Edward more thenme #
No Exeter, thefe Graces challenge Grace : 3
Ap
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And when the Lyon fawnes upon the Lambe,
The Lambe will never ceafeto follow him.
Shout within, A Lancater, A Lancailer.
&xe. Harke, hearke, my Lord, what Shoats are
thefe?
Enter Edward and bis Sowldiers.

Edw. Seize on the thamefac’d Hemry, beare him hence,
And onteagaine proclaims usKing of England.
Youare the Fount, that makes {mall Brookes to flow,
Now ftops thy Spring, my Sea (hall fucke them dry,
And fwell fo much the higher, by theirebbe.
Hence with him to the Tower, let himnot {peake.

Exit with King Henry.

And Lords,towards Coventry bend we our courfe,
W here peremptory arwicke now remaimcs :
The Sunne (hives hot, and if we ufe delay,
Cold biting W inter marres our hop’d-for Hay.

Rich. Away betimes, before his forees joyne,
Andrake the great-growne Traytor unawares:
Brave Warriors,march amainetowards Covensry.

Exeun,

Enter Warwicke, the Mayor of Coventry, two
Nieffengers, and others upon the Walis,

#ar W here is the Poft that came from valiant Oxford?
How farre henceis thy Lord, mine honeft fellow ?

AMeff. 1. By thisat Dun{more, marching hitherward.

war. How farre off is our Brother AMountague ?
Where is the Poft that came from €M onntague ?

¢Meff.2. By thisat Daintry, witha puifiant troope.

: Enter Somervile.

War. Say Somervile, what {ayesmy loving Sonne ?
And by thy guefie, how nigh is Clarence now 2

Somer. At Somtham I did leave him with his ferces,
And doe expedt him here fome two houres hence.

#war. Then (larence isat band, T heare his Drumme.
Somer, It is not his, my Lord, hecare Southam Iyes :
The Drum you Honor heares, marcheth from warwicke.
#ar.Who fhould that be?belike unlook’d for friends.
Somer. They are at hand, and you fhall quickly know.

Martch. Flosrilb. Enter Edward, Richard,
and Souldsers.
Edw. Goe, Trumper, tothe Walls,and found a Parle.
Rich. See how the {urly #arwicke mans the Wall,
war, Oh unbid {pight, is {portfull Edwardcome ?
Where fleptour Scouts, or how are they fedac’d,
That we could heare no newes of his repayre.
Edw. Now #arwicke, wilt thon ope the City Gates,
Speake gentle words,and humbly bend thy Knee,
Call Edward King, andat his handsbegge Mercy,
And he fhall pardon thee thefe Ontrages ?
war. Nay rather, wilt thou draw thy forces hence,
Confeffe who fet thee up, and plucke thee downe,
Call #WarwiskePatron, and be penitent,
And thou fhalt ftill remaine the Duke of Zorke.
Rich. I thoughtat leaft he would have faid the King,
Or did he make the Ieaft againft his will ?
war. Isnot a Dukedonw, Sir, a goadly gift ?
Rich, 1,by my faith, for a poore Earle to give,
Ile doe thee fervice for fo good a gift- .
lWarw- *Twhas I that gave the Kingdome to thy Bro-
Lther.
Edw. Why then *tis mine, if but by Warwickes gift,

War. Thouart noeAt/u for fo great aweight :
And Weakeling, Warmicke takes his gift againe,
And Henry is my King,Warwicke his Subject.

Edw. Butwarwickes King is €dwards Prifoner
And gallant warwicke, doe but anfwer this,

| What is the Body, when the head is off?

Rich. Alas,that Warwicke had no more fore-caft,

But whiles he thought to fteale the fingle Ten,

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

You left poore Henryat the Bifhops Pallace,

And tenne toone you'[l meet him in the Tower.
Edw. *Tisevenfo, yet yon arc Warwicke fill.
Rich. ComewWarwicke,

Take the time, kneele downe, kneele downe :

Nay when ? firike now, or elfe the Iron cooles.
war. 1 had rather chop thishand off ata blow,

And with the other, fling it at thy face,

Then beare {o low a fayle, to firike to thee,

&dw. Sayle how thou canit,

Have Windeand Tydethy friend,

This hand, faft wound about thy coale-blacke hayre,

Shall, whiles thy head is warme, and new cutoff, _

Write inthe duft this Sentence with thy blood,

W ind-changing #arwicke now can change no more.

Enter Oxford, with Drumnseand Colonrs,

war. Ohchearefull Colours, fec where Oxford comes.
Oxf. Oxford, Oxford,for Lancaster.
Rich. The Gatesare open, let us enter too.
Edw. So other foes may {etnpon ourbackes.
Stand we in good array : for Ihey no doubt
Will iffue out againe, and bid us battaile ;
If not, the City being but of fmall defence,
We'll quickly rowze the Traitors inthe fame.
war. Ohwelcome Oxford, for we want thy helpe,

Enter Mountague, with Drssmme and Colosrs,

Mosunt. Mountague, Moumagse, for Lancafter.

Rich. Thou and thy Brother both fhall buy this Treafon
Even with the dearelt blood your bodyes beare.

Edw. The harc-r matcht the greater Victory,
My mind prefageth happy gaine, and Conqueft-

Enter Somer([er, with Drumme and Colenrs.

Som. Somer(et,Somerfet, for Lancafler.

Rich. Two of thy Name,both Dukes of Semerfet,
Havef{old their Livesuntothe Houfe of Yorke,
And thou fhale bz the third, if this Sword hold. '

Enter (lavence, with Dy umme and ((olowrs,

War. Andloe, where George of (larence {weepes along
Of force enough to bid his brother Battaile :
With whom,an npright zealeto right, prevailes
More thenthenature of a Brothers love.
Come Clarence,come : thou wilt, if #Warwickecall.
Clar.Father of #arwicke,know you what this meanes?
Looke here, Ithrow my infamy atthee :
I will not ruinate my Fathers Houfe,
Who gave his blood to lyme the ftonestogether,
And fet up Lancafter. W hy, trowelt thou, Warwicke
T hat Clavence is {o har(h, {o blunt, unnarurall,

To bend the fatall inftruments of Warre ;
Aguint |
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Againft his brother,and hislawfull King.
Perhaps thou wilt object my holy Oath -

To keepe that Oath, were more impiety,

Then Jephab; when he facrific’d his Daughter.

| Tam fo forry for my Trefpas made,

Thattodeferve well at my brothers hands,

I here proclaime my felfe thy mortali foe :

With refolution, wherefoe're I meet thee,

(AsI will meet thee, if thou ftirre abroad)

To plague thee, for thy fouie mis-leading me.

Andf{o, prowd-hearted Warwicke,I defie thee,

And to my brother turne my blufhing Cheekes.

Pardon me Edward, I will makeamends:

And Richard, doe not frowne upon my faults,

For I will henceforth be no more unconftant.
Edw.Now welcome more,and ten times more belov’d

Then ifthou never hadft deferv’d our hate.
Rich. W elcome good Clarence, this is Brother-like.
warw. Oh pafling Traytor, perjur’d and nnjuft.
Edw. \What warwicke,

Wilt thou leave the Towne, and fight?

Or fhall we beat the Stones about thine Eares ?
warw. Alas,1am not coop’d here for defence :

I will away towards Barnet prefently,

And bid thee Battaile, Edward,if thou da;’ft.

Edw. Yes Warwicke, Edward dares, and leads the way:

Lords to the field: Saint George,and Victory, Exennt.

Martch, warwicke and bis company followes.

Alarum,and Excurfions. Enter Edward bringing
forth Warwicke wounded,

Edw. So,lye thouthere : dye thou,and dye our feare,
For W arwicke was a Bug that fear’d us all.

Now Mountague (it fait, I feeke for thee,

That #arwickes Bones may keepe thine company.

Exiti |
War. Ah,who is nigh ? come tome, freind, or foe,
And tell me who is Victor, Terke, or Warwicke ?
Why aske I that 2 my mangled body fthewes,
My blood, my want of {trength, my ficke heart fhewes,
That I muit yeeld my body to the Earth,
And by my fall, the conquett to my foe.
Thus yeelds the Cedar tothe Axesedge,
Whole Armes gave fhelter to the Princely Eagle,
Vnder whofe fhade the ramping Lyon {lept,
Whofetop-branch over-peer’d Joves {preading Tree,
And kept low Shrubs from Winters pow’rfull Winde.
Thefe Eyes,that now are dim'd with Deathsblack Veyle

Have becne as piercing asthe Mid-day Sunne,

To fearch the fecret Treafons of the World =

The Wrinckles in my Browes, now fill’'d with blood,
Werelil’ned oftto Kingly Sepulchers :

For wholiv’d King, but I could digge his Grave?
And who durft fmtle,when Warwicke bent his Brow 2
Loe, now my Glory finear’d in duft and blood.

My Parkes, my Walkes, my Mannors that I had,
Even now forfake me ; and of all sy Lands,

Is nothing left me, but my bodies length.

Why, whatis Pompe, Rule,Reigne,but Earth and Duft?
Andlive we how we can, yet dye we muft.

Enter Oxford and Somerfer,

Som. AhWarwicke, 7Warwicke, wert thouas we are,
We might recover all our Lofle againe :

E?;;Sﬁ?i E:Hf)]”:n 151-: f:fffffath brought a puiffant power
¢ ewes ,ah, could’(t thou flye:
| Parw. WhythenT wouldnot flye. Ah Mommagse
 If thou be there, fiyeet brother, take my hand 4
| Andwith thy Lippes keepe inmy Soule a while,
Thou lov’ft me not ; for, brother, if thou didf,
Thy reares wonld wath this cold congcaled blood,
- (Imt glc-u.-'t:s my Lippes,and will not let me {peake,
Come quickly Mountagne, or T'am dezd,
Som. AhWarwicke, Manntague hath breath’d his laft,
And tothe Jateft gafpe, ery’d out for W wicke ;
And faid, Co nmend me to my valiant Brothers
And‘mm:e he would have {aid, and morc he fpoke,
Which founded likea Cannonina Vault,
That mought not be diftinguifht: butat laft,
I well might heare, delivered witha groane,
O farewell Warmicke.
War, Sweetreft his Soule =
}"iyc Lords,and fave your féives,
For !/t:’_m wicke bids you 4ll farewell, to meet in heavein
Oxf. Away, away, to meet the Queenes great power.
Here they beare away his Body. Exennts

Floterify. Enter King Edward in trismph, with
Pron Rickard, Clarence, and thereft.
King.Thus farre our fortune keepes an upward courfe,
And we are grac'd with wreaths of Vidtory :
But in the midft of this bright-fhining Day,
1 {py a blacke fufpicious thieatning Cioud,
That will encounter with our glorious Sunue,

:I Ere he attaine his eafefull Welterne Bed:

I meane, my Lords, thofe powers that the Queene
Hath rays'd in Gallia, have arrived our Coaft,
And, as we heare, march on to fight with us.

Clar, Alittle gale will foone difperfe that Cloud,
And blow it to the Source from whence it came,

Thy very Beames will dry thofe Vapours up,
For every Clond engenders not a Storme.

Rich. The Queene is valued thirty thoufand Rrong,
And Semerfer, with Cxford, fled toher :

If {he have time to breathe, be well affut’d
Her faction will be full as ftrong asours.

King. Weareadvertis’d by our loving friends,
Thatthey doe hold their courfe toward Tewksbury.
We having now the belt at Barnet field,

Will thicher ftraight, for willingneffe rids way,

And as we martch, our firength will be augmented

In every County as we goealong,

Strike up the Diumme, cry courage, and away, Exmnz.

¢ Martch. Enterth: Ducene, young Edward,
Somerfér, Oxford, and
Souldiers.
Dn.Great Lords,wife men ne'r {it and waile their lofle

Bat chearely fecke how to redrefle their harmes.
W hat though the Malt be now blowne over-boord,
The Cable broke, the holding-Anchor loft,
Andhalfe our Saylors {wallow’d in the flood ?
Yet lives our Pilot {till. Is’t meet, that he
Should leave the Helme, and like a fearefull Lad,
With tearefull Eyes adde Warer to the Sea,
And give more ftrength to that which hath too much,
Whiles in his moane, the Ship {plits on the Rocke,
Which induftry and Courage might havefav’d 2
Ah what athame, ah what a fault ware this.

Say Warmwicke was our Anchor : whatofthat ?
: And
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And Mountague our Top-Maft : what of him ?
| Our Tlaughe’red friends, the Tackles : what of thefe ?
Why is not Oxford here, another Anchor ?

And Somerfet, another goodly Maft 2

The friends of France our Shrowdsand Tacklings ?

And thoughunskilfull, why not N ¢dand I,
Foroneeallow’d the skilfull Pilots Charge?

We willnot from the Helme, to fitand weepe,

But keepe our Courfe (though the rough Winde fay 10)
Erom Shelves and Rocks;thatthreaten us with Wracke.
As good to chide the Waves, as{peake them faire.
-And what isEdward, buta ruthleffe Sea ?

What (lavence, but a Quick-fand of Deceit?

And Rschard, but a raged fatali Rocke ?

All thefe,the Enemies to eur poore Barke.

Say you can {wim, alas tisbuta while:

Tread on the Sand, why there you quickly finke,
Beftridethe Rocke, the Tyde will wafh youoff,

Or elfe you famifh, that’sa three-fold Death.

This {peake I (Lords) to let you underftand,

If cafe fome one of you would flye from us,

Thatthere’s no hop’d-for Mercy with the Brothers,
Morethen with ruthicife Waves, with Sandsand Rocks.
Why courage then, what cannot be avoided,

*Twere childifh weakencflc to lament, or feare.

Prin. Me thinkes a Woman of this valiant Spirit,!
Should , if aCoward beard her {peake thefe words,
Infufe his Breaft with Magnanimity,

And make him, naked, foyle a manat Armes.
I{peakenot this,asdoubting any here:

For did Ibut fufpect atearefull man,

He fhould have leave to goe away betimes,
Leaft in our need he might infe another,
And make him of like {pirit to himfelfe.

If any fuch be here,as God forbid,

Let him depart, before we neede hishelpe.

0xf. Womenand Childven of fohigh a courage,
And Wagriors faint, why *twere perpetuall (hame.

Oh brave young Prince : thy famous Grandfather
Doth live againc in thee ; long may’ft thou live,
To beare his Image, and renew his Glories.
Som. And he that will not fight for fuch a hope,
Goc home to Bed, and like the Owle by day,
If he arife, be mock’d aud wondred at.
Qic Thankes gentle Semerfet, fweet Oxford thankes.
Prince. And take his thankes, that yet hath nothing
elfe.

Enter atMe[fenger,

Me[[. Prepare you Lords, for Edward isat hand,
Ready to fight : therefore be refolute.

{ Oxf. Ithoughtno lefle: it is his Policy,

To hafte thusfaft, to find us unprovided.
Som, But he’s deceiv’d, weare inreadinefle-
Que Thischeares my heart,to {ee your forwardne(fe.
0xf. Here pitch our Battaile,hence we will not budge.

Marech. Enter Edward, Richard, Clarence,
and Sonldsers,

Edw.Brave followers,yonder ftandsthe thorny Wooed
W hichby the Heavens affitance, and your firength,
Muft by the Roots be hew’ne up yet ere Night.

I need not adde more fuell to your fire,
For well I wot, ye blaze, to burne them out :
Give fignall to the fight, and toit Lords.

ES—

| PR

2. Lords,Knights,and Gentlemen,what I fhould fay,
My teares gainc-fay : for every word I fpeake,
Yee fec I drinke the water of my eye.
Therefore nomore but this : Henry your Soveraigne
IsPrifoner to the Foe, his State ufurp’d,
HisRealmea flanghter-houfe, bis Subjeéts flaine,
His Statutes cancell'd, and his Treafure {pent :
And yonder isthe Welfe, that makes this {poyle.
Youfight in [uftice : then in Gods Name; Lords,
Be valiant,and give fignallto the fight.
eAlarum, Retreat, E xcurfions, Exennm.
Enuter Edward, Richard, D ueene;Clarencey
Oxford, Somser [¢t,

Edw. Now here’sa period of tumultuous Broyles.

Away with Oxfordto Hames Cattle ftraight :

F or Semer et off with his guilty Head.

Goc beare them hence, I will not hearethem fpeake.
0xf. For my part, Ile not tronble thee with words.
Som. Nor I, but ftoupe with paticnce to my fortune.

Exewnt,
Quee. So partwe {adly inthistroublous World,

Tomeet with Toy in{weet Jersfaler.

Edw. 1s Proclamation made, That who finds Edward,

Shall have a high Reward, and he his Lifc ?

Ricbe It is,and loc where youthfull Zdward comes.

Enter the Prince,

Edw.Bring forth the Gallant, let us heare him fpeake.

| What? can {o young a Thorne beginto pricke?
| Edward, what {atisfaction canft thou make,

For bearing Armes, for ftirring up my {ubjects,
And all trouble thou halt turn’d me to?
Prin. Speake like a Subjed, prowd ambitions Yerke.
Suppofe that I am now my Fathers Mouth,
Refigne thy Chayre, and where I ftand, kneele thou,
Whil'ft I propofe the felfe-fame wordstothee,
Which (Trayter) thou would’ft bave meanfwer to.
Luee. Ah,thac thy Father had beene {orefolv'd.
. Rich. That you might ftill have worne the Petticoat,
And ne're have ftolne the Breech from Lancaffers
Print. Let «/Efop fable ina Winters Night,
His Currifh Riddles forts not with this place.
Rich. By Heaven, Brat, Ile plague ye for that word.
Que. 1thou walt borme tobea plague to men.
Rich. For Gods fake, take away this Captive Scold.
Princ. Nay, takeaway this fcolding Crooke-backe,
rather.
Edw.Peace wilfull Boy, or I will charme your tongue.
Clar. Vntutor'd Lad, thonart too malapest.
Prin. 1know my duty,you areall undutifull :
Lafcivious Edward, and thou perjux'd George,
And thou mif-fhapen Dicke, 1 tell yeall,
I am your better, [raytorsas yeare.
And thouufurp’ my Fathers right and mine,
Edw. Take that, the likeneffe of this Rayler here.
Seabs bini.,
Rich, Spraw!'ft thou ? takethat,toend thy agony-
Rich. Stabs him,
Clar. And ther’s fortwitting me with perjury.

Clar. Ssabs bins.
LBue. Oh, killme too. '
Rich. Marry,and fhall. Offers to killber.

Edw. Hold, Richard,hold,for-we have done téo-m;.cg'
Hide
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Rich: ‘Why fhould fhe iive, to fill the World with
words? !
Edw., What ? doth fhe fwowne ? ufe meanes for her
recovery.
Rich. ‘Clarence excufe me to the King my Brother:
1le hence to London ona ferious matter,
Ere ye come there, be fure to heare {ome newes.
Clar. What? what?
Rich. Tower,the Tower. Exit,
Que, Oh Ned,fweet Ned,fpeake to thy Mother Boy.
Can'it thou not {peake ? O Trastors, Murtherers !
They that ftabb’d Cafar, (hed no bloodatall :
Did not offend, nor were not worthy Blame,
If this foule deed were by, to equallit.
He was a Man 3 this (in refpect)a Child,
And Men, ne're {pend theirfury ona Child.
What's worfe then Murtherer, that [ may name it?2
No, no, my heart will burft, and if I{peake,
And T will fpeake, that {o my heart may burft.
Butchers and Villaines, bloody Canniballeg,
How {weet a Plant have youuntimely cropt :
You have no children ( Butchers)if you had,
The thought of them would have ftirr’dup remorfe;

But if you ever chance to havea Child,
Looke in his youth to have him focut off.
As deathfmen you have r1d this {weet young Prince.
King. Away wirh ber, goe beare her hence pertorce.
Que. Nay; never beare me hence, difpatch me heere :
Here theath thy Sword, Ile pardon thee my death:
What ? wilt thounot ? Then Clarewnce doe it thou.
Clar. By heaven, I willnot doe thee fo much eafe.
Qu.Good Clarence doe,{weet (Yarence do thoudo it. |
CZz.Did’it thou not heare me fweare I would not do J
!

9 ue.1 but thou ufeft to for{wearethy felfe. (ic2
*Twas finbetore, but now tis Charity. .
Whar wilt thou not? Where isthat dive!s butcher Richard
Hard favor’d Rickard? Ricbard, wtere art thou 2
Thou art not heere ; Murther is thy Almefdecd.
Petitioner for Blood, thou ne're pul’ft backe.

Edw. Away 11ay, I charge yebeare her hence.

Ques So come to you,and yours,as to this Princes

Exst Dugene,

Edw, W here’s Richard gonc.

(s, To London all in poft, and as T guefle,
To makea bloody Supper in the Tower?

&dw. He'sfodaine 1fa thing comes in his head,
Now martch we hence, dilchargethe common f{ort
With Pay and Thankes, and let’saway to London,,
And fee our gentle Queene how well fhe fares, *
By this (I hope) fhe hatha Sonne for me, Fxit.
Eriter Henry the fixt, and Richard, with the Lientenant

on the Walls,

g R{::izé. Good day, my Lord, what at your Booke fo

ard ?

Hen. Imy good Lord : my Lord I fhould {ay rather,

"Tis finne to flatter, Good was little better :

Gocd Glofter,and good devill, were alike,

And both prepofterous : therefore, not Good Lord,
Rich. Sirrha, leave us to our {elves, we muft conferre,
Hen.So flyes the wreaklefle fhepherd from the Wolfe;

So firft the harmelefle Sheepe doth yeeld his Fleece,

And next his Throate, unto the bntchers Knife.”

What Scene of death hath Ro/fiss now to A&e?

Rich. Sufpition alwayes haunts the guilty mind, J

The Theefe doth feare cach bu(h an Oticer,

_F_Icn., The Bird that hath beenc limed ina bufh
With trembling wings mifdoubteth every buth ;
And I the hapleffe Maleto one fweet Bird, 1
Have now the fatall Obje in my eye,

Where my poore yong was limb’d,was canght,and kild.
Rich. Why whata peevifh Foole was that of Creet,

T hattaughr his Sonnethe oifice of a Fowle,

Andyet for ali his wings, the tople wasdrown’d.

Hen. 1Dedelus, my poore Boy Fearss,

Thy Father CAinos, that deni’d our coutfe,

The Sunne that fear’d the wines of my fweet Boy.
Thy Brother Edward, and thy {elfe, the Sea

W hole envious Gulfe did {ivallow up hislife :
Ab, kill me with thy Weapon, not with werds,
My breft can better brooke thy Daggers point,
Then can my earcs that Tragicke Hittory.

But wherefore doft thou come ? Is’t ﬁ::ur-my Life2

Rsch. Think’ft thou I aman E xecutioner ?

Hesn. A perfecytor 1 2am fure thouart,

| If murthering Innocents be Executing,

Why then thou art an Executioner,

Rich. Thy Son T kill'd for his prefumption.

Hen. Hadftthoubin kill’d, when firft thoudid pre-
Thou had’ft notliv'd to kill aSonne'of mine ;  (fame,
AndthusT prophefie, that many a thoufand,

Which now miftruft no parcell of my feare,

And many an old mans figh, and many a Widdowes,
And many an Orphans water-ftanding-eye,

Men for their Sonnes, Wives for their Husbands fate,
And Orphans, for their Parents timeles death,

| Shall rue the houre that ever thou was't borne.

The Owle thrick’d at thy birth,an evill figne,
The Night-Crow cry’de, aboding lucklefie time,

Dogs how!'d,and hiddeous Tempelt fhook down Trees: -

The Raven rook’d her on the'Chimnies top,

And chatt’ring Pies in difinall Difcords fung :

Thy Mother telt more then a Mothers paine,

And yet brought forth lefle then a Mothers hope,

To wit, an indigefted deformed lumpe,

Not like the fruit of fucha goodly Tree-

Teeth had’(t thou in thy head, when thou was’t borne,

To fignifie,thou cam’{t to bite the world :

Andifthe reft betrue, which I have heard,

Thoucam’t
Rich. 1le heareno more :

Dye Propkbetin thy {peech, Stabs bim.

For this (among’(t the reft) was I ordain’d.
Her, 1,and for much more {laughter after this,

O God forgive my finnes, and pardon thee. Dyes.
Rich. W hat ? will the afpiring blood of Lancafter

Sinke inthe ground? I thoughe it would have mounted.

See howmy {word weepes for the poore Kingsdeath.

O may fuch purple teares be alway {hed

From thofe that wifh the downefall of our houfe.

" If any fparke oflife be yet remaining,

Downe;, downe to hell,and {ay I fent thee thither.
Stabs bims againe,

I that havencither pitty, tove, nor feare,

Indeed 'tis true that Henrie told meot :

For I have often heard my Mother {ay,

I came into the world with my Legs forward.

Had I notreafon (thinke ye) to make halt,

And fecke their Ruine, that ufurp'd our Right ?

The Midwifewonder'd, and the Women cride

O Iefusblefle us, he is borne with teeth,
- And
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And fo T was, which plaincly fignified,

That I fhould {narle, and bite, and play the dogge.:
Then fince the Heavens have fhap’d my body fo,

Let hell make crook’d my Mind to anfwer it

I haveno brother, Iam like no brother :

And this word [Love] which Gray-beards call Divine,
Be refident in men like one another,

And notinme : Iam my felfealone.
Clwrensebeware, thou keept’ft me from thelight,
But I will fort a pitchy day for thee :

For I will buzze abroad fuch Prophefies,

That Edward {hall be fearefull of his life,

And then to purge his feare, Ile be thy death,
King Henry,and the Prince his Son arc gone,

( larencethy turne is next, andthenthe reft,
Counting my {elfe but bad, tillI be beft.

Ile throw thy body inanother rooms,

And Triumph Hemry, in thy day of Doome. Exit,
Enter King , Qucene, Clarence, Richard, Hailings,

N [z, and Astendans.

King. Once more we fitin Englands Royall Throne,
Re-purchac’d with the Blood of Enemies:
What valiant Foe-men, like to Autumnes Corne,
Have we mow’d downe in topsof all their pride 2
Three Dukes of Somerfet, threefold Renowne,
For hardy and undoubted Champions:
Two Cliffords,as the Fatherand the Sonne,
And two Nerthumberlands : two braver men,
Ne're {purr’d their Courfcrsatthe Trumpets found.
With them,the two brave Beares, warwicke and diounta-
Thar in their Chaines fetter’d the Kingly Lyon,  « (gws,
And made the Forre(t tremble when they roar’d.

| Thus have we fwept Sufpition from our Seate;

And made our foctftoole of Security.
Come hither Beffe, and let me kiffe my Boy:
Yong N ed, for thee, thine Vnckles, and my felfe,
Havein our Armors watcht the Winter night,
Wentallafoote in Summers {calding heate,
Thar thou mighr'ft repoffeffe the Crowne in peace,
And of our Labours thou fhalt reape the gaine.

Rich. Il blaft his Harvelt, if your head were laid,
For yetI am not look’d onin the world.
This fheulder was ordain’d {o thicke, to heave,
And heaveit {hall fome waight, or breake my backe;
Worke thou the way, and that fhalt execute.

King. (lavenceand Goofter,love my lovely Queene,
And kis your Princely Nephew Brothers both.

(%ar. The duty that I oweunto your Majefly,
I Sealeupon the lips of this{weet Babe.

C’ar.T hankes Noble Clarence, worthy brother thanks.

&+. And that Tlove thetree from whencethou {prang't
Witnefle the Joving kiffe I give the Fruite:
To (ay the truth, {0 Zwdas kift his mafter,
And cryedall haile, when as he meant all harme.

King. Nowam1I feated as my foule delights,
Having my Countries peace, and brothers loves.

Clar. W hat will your Grace have done withMargarer?
Reynard her Father, to the King of France
Hath pawn'd the Scils and Jers/alem,
And hither have they feat it for her ranfome.

King. Away withher, and waft her henceto Frarce :
And new what refts, but that we {pend thetime
With ftately Trinmphes, mirthfull Comicke fhewes,
Such as befitsthe pleafure of the Court.
Sound Drummes and Trumpets, farewell fowre annoy,
For heere I hope begins ourlafting joy.  Exenns ommes,
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