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e ttus Primus

. ScenaPrima,

Enter Richard Duke of Glofter, [olus.

Ow isthe Winter of our Difcontent, =
Made glorious Summer by this Soa of Yorke :
And all the clouds thut lows’d uponour houfe
% 1n the deepe bofome of the Ocean buried.
Now are our browes bound with Victorious Wieathes,
Our bruifed armes hung up for Monuments;
Qur fterne Alarums chang’d to merry Meetings ;
Our dreadfull Martches, to dclightfull Mealures.
Grim-vifag'd Warre,hath fmooth’d his wrinkled Eront:
And row, in fteed of mounting Barbed Steeds,
To fright the Soules of fearefull Adverfarics;
He capers nimbly in a Ladies Chamber,
Tothe lafcivious pleafingof a Luce.
Bur 1, that am not fhap'd for {pertive trickes,
Nor madeto court anamorous Looking-glafle ;
I, that am Rudely flampt, and want loves Majefty,
To ftruc beforea wanton ambling Nymph ;
I, that am curcail'd of this faire Proportion;

| Cheated of Featare by diffembling Nature, ]

Deform’d, unfinifh’d,fent before my time
Intochis breathing World, {carfe halfe made up,
And that {o lamely and unfa(hionable,

That dogges barhe at me, as L halt by them:
Why I(1n this weake piping time of Peace)
Haveno delight to pafle away thetime,

Vulefle tofee my Shadow in the Sunoe,

And defcant on mine owne Deformity.

And therefore, fince I cannotprove a Lover,

{ To entertaine thefe faire well {peken dayes;

Iam determined to provea Villaine,
And hate the idle pleafures of thefe dayes.

| Plots have I laide, Indutionsdangerous,

By drunken Prophefies,Libels, and Dreames,
To fet my Brother (Yarenge and the King

In deadly hate, the oneagainft the other ;

And if King Edward be as truc and juft,
AsTam Subtle, Falfe,and Treacherous,

This day thou!d Clarence clofely bemew’d up :
About a Prophefic, which fayes that G,

| Of Edwards heyres the murtheres (hall be.

t Dive thoughts downe tomy foule,here Clarence comes,
|

r
I &nter Clarexce, and Brakenbary, guarded.

J Brorher, good day s W hat meanesthisarmed guard

That waites upon your Grace ?
(7a. His Majcftic tendring my perfons fafety,
Hath appointed this Condud,to conpvey meto thTower.

Rich. Vpon what caule?

Cla. Becaufe my name is George,

Rich. . Alacke my Lord, that fanlt is none of yours:
He {hould for that commit your Grandfathers.
| O belike, his Majelty heth fome intent,
| That you (hould be new Chiftned in the Tower.
But what's the matter Clarewce, may 1 know 2

Céa. Yea Richard, when I'know : but I proteft

Asyetl donor: ButasIcanlearne,

He hearkens after Prophefies and Dreames,

And from the Croffe-row pluckes theietter G :
And fayes, a Wizard told hiw,that by G,

His iffue difinberited (hould be,

And for my name of George begins with G,

1f followes mn his thought that { am he.

Thefe (as 1 learne) and fichlike toyes as thefe,
Hath moov’d his Highnelic to commit me now.

‘ fﬁ:’cb.\"fll_v thisit is,w hen mei 4re sul’d by Women:
Tis not the King that fends youzo the Tower,
My Lady Grey his Wife, (Zarence tis fhe,

That temprs him to this harfh Excremity.

Was it not he, and that good man of W orhip,
Anthony Wooduslie her Brather there,
Thatwade him {end Lord Haftingstothe Tower?
From whence this prefent day he is delivered.
We are not {afe { farence, we are not fafe,

{4+ By heaven, I thinke there is no man {ecure
Butthe Queenes Kindred,and nieht-walking Heralds,
That trudge betwixt the King; and Miftris Shore,
| Heard you not what an humble Suppliant
Lord Hastings was, for his dzlivery 2

Rich. Humbly complaining tosher Déitic,
Got my Lord Chamberlaine his hberty.
lle tell you what, Ithinke it is our way,
If we will keepe in favour with the King,
Tobe her men, and weare her Livery:
The jealous ore-worne Widdow;and her {elfe,
Since that our Brother dub’d them Gentlewomen,
Are mighty Goffips in our Monarchy.

Bra. [ befeech your Graces both to pardon me,
His Majefty hath{traightly given in charge,

That no man {hall have private Conference

e N

(Of what degreefoever) with y?ur Brother.
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R ich. Evenfo ,and pleafe your Worfhip Brakenbury, Ilein to urge his hatred more to Clarence,
Youmay partake of any thing we (ay: " With Lyes well fteel'd with weighty arguments,

We fpeake no Treafon man; We {ay the King Andif I faile notin my deepe intent, S
, s wife and vertuous,and his Noble queene Clayence hath novanother day tolive: I
! Well ftrooke jn yeeres, faire and not jealious. - Which done, God take King Edwardto his mercy S
' We (ay,that Shores W ike hath a pretty Foor, And leave the world for me to bufsle in, : ™
A cherry Lip,a bonny Eye,a paffing pleafing tongue : For then, Ile marry Warwickes youngeft daughter, V1
And thatthe Quecnes Kindredare made gentle Folkes. | Whatthough I Kiil’d her Husband, and her Father, g o
How fay you fir 2 can you deny all this? The readieft way to make the Wench amends, o
Bra. With this (my Lord) my felfe have noughtto Is tobecome her busband and her Father:
'I doe. The which will I, not all fo much forlove,
Rich. Naught to doe with Miftris Shore? As for another fecret clofe intent,
Itell thee Fellow, he that doth naught with her By marrying her, which I muft reach unto.
(Excepting one) were beft to doe it fecretly alone. But yet I run before my horfe to Market :
Bra, W hat one,my Loxd ? Clarence (till breathes, Edward ftill lives and reignes,
Rich. Her Husband Kmave, would’ft thoubetray me ? | When they are gone, then muft I count my gaings. Exss
Bra. 1do befeech your Grace
To pardonme, and withall forbeare 57 .
Your Conference with the Noble Duke. ghold P
Cla. We know thy charge Brakenbury, and will obey. Scena Sec midd. h Geoneae
Rich. We are the Queenes abjeéts,and muft obey- Jpentat @
Brother farewell, I will unto the King, i e S s e Julh, iyt
And whatfoere you will imploy me in,
Wereit to call King Edwards Widdow, Sifter, Enter the (Comrfe of Hemrse the [ixt with Halberdsto guardit,
I will performe it to infranchife you. Lady Anne being the Monrner, deds
Meane time, this deepe difgrace of Brotherhood, gkeshis
Touchesme deeper then you can imagine. eA'me. Set downe, fet downe your honorable load, Hc
Cla. 1know it pleafethneitber of us well. If Honor may be fhrowded in a Herfe ; zh wlich
Rich. Well, your imprifonment fhall not be long,} Whil'ft Ia-while obfeqioufly lament it
I will deliver you, or elfe lye for you: ‘ Th’ untimely fall of Vertuous Lancafter, g
Meanetime have patience . Poore key-cold Figure of a holy King,
Cla. T muft perforce: farewell. Exit Clar. | Pale afhesof the Honfe of Lancafter;
Rich. Go tread thie path that thou (haltne’rereturn: | Theu bloodlefle Remnant of that Royall Blood,
Simple plaine Clarence, 1 do loye thee {o, Be it lawfullthat I invocate thy Ghoft, brendens
That I will thortly fend thy Souleto Heaven, To heare the Lamentations of poore Anme, Vil
| 1f Heaven willtake the prefentat our hands, Wite tothy Edward,to thy laughtred Sonne, Batoh
But who comes heere ? the new delivered Haitings? Staly’d by the felfefame hand that made the{e wounds.
Loe, inthefe windowes that let forth thy life,
Enter Lovd Hastings. Ipowre the hel plefle Balme of my poore eyes.
O curfed be the hand that made thefe holes:
Haft. Good time of day unto my gracious Lord, Curfed the heart, that had the heart todo it:
Rich. As much unto my good Lord Chamberlaine : Curfed the Blood, that let thisblood from hence:
Well are you welcometo thisopen Ayre, More direfull bap betide that hated Wretch
How hath your Lordfhip brook’d imprifonment? That makes us wretched by the death of thee,

Has?. With patience (Noble Lord) asprifoners mufi: | ThenIcanwifh to Wolves, to Spiders, Toadcs,
But I (hall live (my Lord) to give them thankes | Or any creeping  venom’d thing thatlives,

That were the caufe of iy imprifonment. | If ever hehave Childe , Abortive beit,
Rich, Ne doubt, nodoubt, and {o thall Clarence too, | Prodigeous, and untimely broughtto light,
For they that were your Enemies, are his, Whefe ugly and unnaturall Afpect I

May fright the hopefull Mother at the view,

And have prevail’d as much onhim, as you.
And that be Heyreto his unhagpincﬂ‘e.

Haft. More pitty, that the Eagles fhould be mew'd,

Whiles Kites and Buzzards playatliberty. If ever he have Wife, let her be made
Rich. What newesabroad ? More miferable by thedeath of him,
Hast, No newesfo bad abroad, as this at home: Then Iam made by my young Lord, and thee.
The King isfickly, weake and melancholly, Come now towards Chertfey with your holy Lode,
And his Phyfitians feare him mightily. Taken from Paules, to be interred there.
Rich, Now by Saint Tohn, that newes is bad indeed. And ftill as you are weary of this waight,
O he hath keptan evill diet long, Reft you, whiles I lamentKing Henries Coarfe. 1
* And over-much confinm’d his Royall Pesfon :- Whe
*Tis very grecvoustobe thoughtupon, Enter Richard Duke of Glofter. Ni,
Where 15 he,in hisbed? .,
Hait. Heis. Rish. Stay youthat beare the Coarfe, & fetit dowrié.
Rich, Go you before,and I will follow you. e, What blacke Magitian conjuresup this Fiend,
Exit Haftings. | To fop devoted charitable deeds ?
| HF cannet live I hope, :}nd muft not dye, Rich. Villains {fet downe the Corfe; or by S. Paul, LV
| Till George be pack’d with poft-horfe up to Heaven, Tle make a Coarfeof him thatdifobeyes. h
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Gen. My Lord fland backe, and let the Cpifin pafic,
Rich, Vnmanner’d Dogge,

Stand thon whenI commannd :

Advance thy Halbert higher then my breft,

Or by S. Panl Ile ftrike thee tomy Foote, °

And {purne upon thee Begger for thy boldnefle.
Amne. W hat do you tremble ? are you all affraid ?

Alas, I blame you not, for you are Mortall,

And Mortall eyes cannot endure the Divell.

Avant thou dreadfull minifter of Hell 3

'| Thou had'ft but power over his Mortall body,

His foule thou canit not have : Therefore be gone.
Rich, Sweet Saint, for Charity, be notfocurit.
Aw. Foule Divell,
For Gods f{ake hence,and trouble us not,
For thou haft made the happy earth thy Hell :
Fill'd it with carfing cries, and deepe exclaimes :
If thou delight to view thy heynous deeds,
Behold this patterne of thy Butcheries.
Oh Gentlemen, fee, {ee dead Hemries wounds,
Open their congeal’d mouthes ,and bleed afre(h.
Blufh, bluth,thou lumpe of foule Deformitic :
For "tis thy prefence that exhales this blood
From coldand emptyVeines w here no blood dwels.
Thy decds inhumane and unnaturall,
Provokes this Deluge moft nnnaturall.
O God ! which this Blood mad’{t, revenge his death :
O Earth | which this Blood drink’ft, revenge his death.
Either Heav’n with Lightning firike the murth’rer dead.
Or Eartb gape open wide, and eatchim quicke,
Asthou doft {wallow up this good Kings blood,
Which his Hell-govern’d arme hath butchered.
Rich. Lady,you know no Rules of Charity,

| Which.renders good for bad, Bleffings for Curfes.

eAn. Villaine,thou know'{t nor law of God nor Man,
No Beaft {o fierce, but knowes fome touch of pitty.
Rich, But I know none , and therefore am no Beaft,
An. O wonderfull, when divels tell the truth |
Rich. More wonderfull,when Angelsare {oangry
Vouchfafe (divine perfection of a2 Woman)
Ofthefe fuppofed Crimesyto give me leave
By circumitance, but to acquit my felfe.
eAn. Vouchfafe ( defus’d infection ofaman)
Ofthefe knowne evils, butto give me leave
By circumftance, to curfc thy curfed Selfe.
Rich, Fairerthen tongue can name thee, let me have
Some patient ley{ure to excufe my fclfe.
e Fouler then heart can chinke thee,
Thou can'ft make no excule currant,
Bur to hang thy felfe.
Rich. By fuch defpaire, I (honld accufe my felfe.
«An. And by defpairing fhalt thou ftand excufed,
For doing worthy Vengeance on thy felfz,
That did'it unworthy flaugheer upon others.
Rich. Say that [ {lew them not,
e, Thenf{ay they were not {laine :
Butdead they arc,and diveilifh flave by thee.
Rich. 1did not kill your Husband,
An, _\Vh}' then he isalive.
Rich, Nay, he isdead,and {laineby Edwards hands.
<4n, In thy toule throat thou Ly’tt,
Queene 7, argaret faw
Thy murd’rous Fanlchion finoaking in his blood
. The which, thou once didd’ft bend againit her breft,
But thatthy Brothers beatealide the point.
Rich. Twas provoked by her {land’rous tongue,

1

That laid their guilt, upon my guiltleffe Shoulders.
_eAn. Thouwas't provoked by thy bloody minde,
That never dream’ft on oughtbut butcheries s
Did'ft thou not kill this King?
Rich.1 grannt ye.
<Aw. Do'lt grant me Hedge-hogge,

Then God grant me too i

Thou may’ft be damned for that wicked deede:

O hewas gentle, milde, and vertuous,

Rich. The better for the King of heaven that hath him,

An. Heisin heaven where thou {halt never come.

Riche Let him thanke me, that holpe tq fend him thi-
ther :

For he was fitter for that place then earth,
en. And thou unfit for any place but hell.

Rich. Yes oneplaceelfe,if you will heare me name it,
«n. Some dangeon.

Rich. Your Bed-chamber.

An. Illreft betide the chamber where thou lyeft.
Rich. So will it Madam, till I lye with yous
<An. I hope {o.
Rich. 1know fo, But gentle Lady Anwe,

Te leage this keene encounter of our wits,

And fall fomething intoa flower method.,

Is notthe canfer ofthe rimelefle deaths

Ofthefe Plantagenets, Hewrie and Edward,

As blamefull as the Executioner?

An, Thouwas’t the caufe, and moft accurft effe&.
Rich. Yourbcautywas the caufe of that effe :

Your beauty,that did haunt me in my fleepe,

Toundertake the death of all the world,

So I might live one houre in your fweet bofomes
An 1t 1 thought that, I tell thee Homicide,

Thefe Nayles {hould rent that beauty from my Cheekes, §

Rich. Thefceyes could not endurg § beauties wrack,

You fhould not biemifh it, if  ftood by ;

Asall the world is cheared by the Sunne,

So 1 by that : Itis my day, my life.

An. Blacke nightore-{hade thy day,& death thy life.
Rich, Curfe notthy felfe faire Creature,

Thouare both; '
eAn, 1 would [ were, tobereveng’d onthee.
Rich. Itis aquarrell moft annatura’l,

To be reveng’d on him that loveth thee.

An, It isa quarrell jult and reafonable,

To bereveng'd on him that kill'd my Husband.
Rsch. He that bereft the Lady of thy Husband,

Did it to helpe thee toabetter husband.
e4n. His better doth not breathe upon the earth.
Rich, He lives,that lovesthee better then he could.
An. Name him.

Rich. Plantagenet,

An. W hy thatwas he,

Rich. The felfefame mame, bug one of better Nature,
An. Wlereis he?

' Heere :

W hy doft thou{pit at me.
An. Would it wére mortall poyfon, for thy fake.
Rich, Never came poyfon from fofweetaplace,

An, Never hung poyfon ona fowler Toade.

Out of my fight; thou doft infeét mine eyes. .
Rich. Thineeyes ({weet Lady) have infeGted mine,
An. Wouldthey were Bafiliskes, toftrike thee dead.
Rick. I would they were, that I might dye at once ;

For now they kilf me with a living death.

Thofe eyes of thine, from mine 1Jl:ave drawne {2t Tear;s 3

& 2 or

Spits at bim.
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Sham’d their Afpe&s with ftore of childifh drops :

Thefe cyes, which never fhed remorfefull teare,

No, when my Father Yorke, and Edward wept,

To heare the pittious moane that Rutland made

W hen black-fac’d Cliffor4 thook e bis fword at him.

Nor whenthy Warlike Father likca Childe,

Told the fad ftorie of my Fathers death,

And twenty times, made paufe to {oband weepe

That all the ftanders by had wet their cheekes

Like Trees beda(h’'d withraine: inthat fad time,

My manly eyes did {corne an humble teare: .

And what thefe forrowes could not thence exhale,

Thy Beauty hath, and made them blinde with weeping.

I never {ued to Friend, nor Enemy : .

My Tongue could never learne {weet {moothing word.

Butnow thy Beauty isproposd my Fee,

My proud heart fues, and prompts my tongue to {peake.
She lookes (cornefnlly as him.

Teach not thylip fuch Scorne ; for it was made

For kifling Lady, not for fuch contempt,

Ifthy revengefull heart cannot forgive,

Loe heere 1 lend thee this (harpe-pointed Sword,

Whichif thou pleafe to hide in this troe breft,

And let the foule fourth rhat adereth thee,

1 lay itnaked to the deadly ftroke,

And humbly begge the death upen my knee.

He layes bus breft open, [be offers at st with bis fwords

Nay do not paufe : For I did kill King Eenrie,
But *twas thy Beauty that provoked me:
Nay now difpatch : Twas I that ftabb'd yéng Edward,
But twas thy Heavenly face that {fet me on.
She fals the Sword,

Take up the fword againe, or take up me,

An. Arife Diffembler, though I wifh thy death,
I willnot be thy Exegutioner.

Rich. Then bid me kill my felfe, and I will do it.

An. 1havealready.

Rich. That was in thy rage :
Speake it againe,and even wich thy word,
This hand, which for thy love, did kill thy Love,
Shall for thy love, kill a farre truer Love, .
To both their deaths {halt thou be acceflary.

An. Twould Iknew thy heart.

Rich. "Tis figar’d in my tonguey

eAw. 1 fearc me, both are falfc.

Rich. Then never Man was true.

An,. Well, well, put up your Sword.

Rich. Say then my Peace is made.

An. “That {halt thou know heereafter.

Rich, But {hall I live in hope?

An. AllmenT hope live fo.

Vouchfafeto weare this Ring.

Rich. Looke how thy Ring1acompafieth my Finger,
Evenfo thy Breftinclofeth my poore heart:
Weare both of them, for both of them ar¢ thine.
And if thy poore devoted Servant may
But beg onc favour at thy gracious hand,
Thou doft confirme his happynefle for ever.

An. Whatisit?

Rich. Thatit maypleafe you leave thefe fad defignes,
To him that hath moft caufe to bea Mourner,’
And prefently repayre te Crosbie Houfe :
Where (after I have folemnly interrd
At Chert{ey Monait’ry this Noble King,
And wet his Grave with my Repentant Teares)
I will with all expedient duty fee you.

|

|

[

For divers nnknowne Reafons, 1 befeech yon,
Grant me this Boon. '
An. Withall my heart and muchit joyes metoo,
To fee you are become fo penitent.
Trefel and Barkley, goalong with me.
Rich. Bid me farewell.
An. *Tis more then you deferve :
But fince you teach me how to flatter yon,
Imagine I have faid farewell already. ‘
Exit two with o e,
Gent. Towards Chertfey, Noble Lord ?
RichsNow to W hite Friars, thereattend my comming
gy Exst Comfe,
Was ever woman in this humour Woo'd?
Wag ever woman in this humor wonne 2
Ile have her but I will notkeepe her long.
What ? I that kil’d her husband, and his Father,
Totake her in her hearts extreameft bate,
With curfes in ber mouth, Teares in her eyes,
The bleeding witneffe of my hatred by,
Having God, her Confcience, and thefe barsagainft me,
And I vo friends to backe my firite withall,
But the plaine Divell and diffembling lookes ?

| And yet to winne her ? All the world to nothing,

Hah 1

Hath fhe forgot already that brave Prince,
Edward, her Lord whom I (fome three moneths fince)
Stab’d in my angry mood, at Tewkesbery #

A tweeter and a lovelier Gentleman,

Fram’d in the prodigallity of Nature ¢

Yong, Valiant, Wife,and (no doubt) right Royall,
The {pacions word cannot againe afferd :

And will fheabafe her eyes onme,

That cropt the Golden prime of this fweet Prince,
And made her Widdow toawofull Bed ¢

On me, whofe All net equals Edwards Moytie 2

On me, that halts, and am mifhapen thus#

My Dukedome, toa Beggerly denter |

I do miftake my perfonail this while :

Vpon my life the findes (although I cannot)

My felfe to be amaru’ilons proper man.

lle be at Charges for alooking-glafie,

And entertaine a {core or two of Taylors,

To ftudy fathions toadorne my body:

Since I am crept in favour with my felfe,

I will maintaine it with fomelittle coft,

But firft Ile turne yon fellow in his Grave,

And then returne lamenting to my Love.

Shine out faire Sunne, till I have bought a glafle,

That I may fee my Shadowas I paffe. Exit,

Scena T ertia.

Enter the Q ucene Mother, Lord Riners,
and Lord Gray.

Rin,Have patience Madam;there’sno doubt hisMajelly |

Will foonerecover his accuftom'd health.

Gray. Inthat you brooke it ill, it makes him wosfe,
Therefore for Gods {ake entertaine good comfort,
And checre his Grace with quickeand merry eyes.

2. Ithe were dead, what wonld betide on me?
graye L
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Gray. Noother harme,but loffe of fuch a Lord-
94. The lofleof facha Lord, includes all harmes.
ray. The Heavens have ble (t you witha goodly Sen,

To be your Comforter, when he is gone.

9. Ah! heisyongs and his mmority
Is put unto the truft of Rickard Glonster,
A man that loves not me, nor none of you-

Riw. Isit concluded he fhall be protector ?

Qu. It is determin’d, not concluded yet
But o it muft be, if the King milcarry.

Enter Buckinghan and Derby.

Gray.Here comes the Lord of Backingbam & Derby.
Buc. Good time of day unto your Royall Grace.
Der. God make your Majefty joyfull,asyoun have bin.
9u. The Countefle Richmond, good my L.of Derby.
To your good prayer, will fcarfe y fay, Ameca.
Yet Derby, notwichftanding fhee's your wife,
And loves nor me, be you good Lord affn’d,
I hare not you for her proud arrogance.
Der. 1dobefeech you,cither not beleeve
The envious flanders of her falfc Accufers :
Or if {he be accns’d on truereport,
Beare with her weakneffe, which I thinke proceeds
From wayward fickneffe , and no grounded malice.
Q#. Saw youthe King today my Lord-of Derby?
Der. But now the Duke of Buckingbamand I,
Are come from vifiting his Majelty.
Ox. What likelyhood of his amendment Lords?
Bue. Madam good hope,his Grace 1‘pcakc5chearf‘u_lly-
Q. God grant bim health,did you confer with him?
Buc. 1 Madam, be defires to make attonement.
Berw eene the Duke of Gloufter, and your Brothers,
And betweene them,and my Lord Chamberlaine,
And fent to warne them ro his Royall prefence.
Du. Would all were well, but that will never be,
I feare our happinefie isat the height.

Enmter Richara.

Rich. They do me wrong, and ] will notindure it,

Who is it that complaines untothe King;

That I(forfooth) am fterne, and love them not ?

By holy Paui, they love his Grace but lightly,

That fill his eares with {uch diffentious Rumors.

Becaufe I cannot flatter, and looke faire, _

Smilein mens faces, {mooth, deceive, and cogge,

Ducke with French nods,and Apith curtefie,

Imalt be held a rancorons Enemy.

Cannota plaine manlive, and thinke no harme,

But thus his fimple cruth maft be abus'd,

With filken, {lye, infinuating Iackes ¢ ;
Grey.To whom in all this prefencefpeakes your Grace?
Rich. To thee,that halt nor honefty, nor Grace :

When have I injur'd thee ? When done thee wrong 2

Or thee ? or thee? or any of your Fadtion 2

A plague upon you all. His Royall Grace

(Whom God preferve better then you would wifh)

Cannot be quiet fcarfe a breathing while,

But you mult trouble him with lewd complaints.

9u: Brother of Glofter, youmiftake the matter :

The King on his owne Royall difpofition,

(Andnot provok’d by any Sutor elfe)

Ayming (belike) at your mterior batred ,

That in your outward action {hewes it felfe
Againft my Children; Brothers,and my Selfey
Makes him tofend, that he may learnethe ground.

Rich. I cannottell, the world is growne fobad,
That Wrens make prey, where Eagles dare not pearch.
Since everie lacke became aGentleman, 7
There’s many a gentle perfon made a Iacke.

2#. Come, come, weknow your meaning Brother
Youenvy my advancement, and my-friends :  Glofter,
God grant we never may have neede of you.

Rich.Meanc time, God grants that I have need of you.
Our Brother is imprifon’d by your meanes,

My felfe difgrac’d, and the Nobilitie

Held incontempt, while great Promotions

Are daily given toenneble thofe

That {carfe fome two'dayes fince were worth'a Noble.
2#. By him thar1ais’d me to this carefull height,

From that contented hap which I injoy’d.

I neverdid incenfe his Majeftie

Againft the Duke of (Tarence, but have bin

Anceatneft advocateto plead for him.

My Lord youdo me thamefull injurie,

Falfely to draw mein thefe vile fufpects.

Rsch. You may deny that you were not the meane
Of my Lord Haftings late imprifonment.

Riv. She may my Lord, for «———

Rich. She may Lord Rivers, why who knowes not fo?
She may do more fir then denying that :

She may helpe you to many faire preferments,

And then deny her ayding hand therein,

And lay thofe Honors on your high defert.

W hat may {he not, {hs may, 1 marrie may fhe,
Riv. What marrie may {he?

Rieh. What marrie may (he? Marrie with a King,

A batcheller,and a handfome ftripling too,
I wisyour Grandam had a worler match.
Du. My Lord of Gloufter, I have roolong borne
Your blunt upbraidings, and your bitter fcoffes :
By heaven, T will acquaint hisMajeltie
Ofthofe groffe taunts that oft I have endur’d.
1 had rather be 2 Countrie fervant maide
Then a great Queene, with this condition,
To be {o baited, {corn’d, and ftormed at,
Small joy have Iin being Englands Queene,

Enter old D weene Margaret.

¢ #ar. And lefned be that{mall, God I befeechhim,
Thy honor, ftate, and feate, isduetome. :
Rich. What ? threar you me withtelling of the King
T will aveuch’t in prefence of the King :
1 dare adventure to befent toth’ Tower.
'Tistime to {peake,
My paines arequite forgot.
. Margaret. Out Divell,
I do remember them too well =
Thou killd’ft my Husband Henrse in the Tower,
And Edward my poore Son, at Tewkesbury.
Rieh. Ere you were Queenc,
1, or your Husband King : ;
1 was a packe-horfe in his greataffaires:
A weeder out of bis proud Adverfaries.
A liberall rewarder of his Fricnds,
To royalize hig blood, I {fpent mine owne.
Margaret. Tand much better blood

Then his, or thine. 3 Rich. |
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Rich. Inall whichtime, youand your Husband Grey

! Were factious, for the houfe of Lancaster;

| And Rivers, fo were you: was not your Husband,;
| In CMargarers Battaile, at Saint eAlbons, flaine?

| Let me put in your mindes, if you forget

W hat you have beene ere this, and what youare
Withall , what I have beene and what Iam.

2.M." A murth’rous Villaine, and fo ftillthou art.

Rich. Poore ((lareace did forfake his Father #urwicke,
I[,and forfworc himfelfe (which Iefu pardon. )

2.4 Which God revenge.

Rich. To fight on Edwards partie, for the Crowne,
And for his meede, poore Lord, he ismewed up :

I wonid to God my heart were Flint, like Edwards,
Or Edwards {oft and pittifull, like mine
I am too childifh foolith for this World.
2. M. Highthee to Hell for fhame,& leave this World
Thou Cacodemon, therethy Kingdeme is.

Riv. My Lord of Glofter - in thofebufie dayes,
Which here you urgeé, to prove us Enemies,
Wetollow’d then our Lord, our Soveraigne King,
So {hould we you, if you {hould be our King.

Rich. If1 {hould be? 1 had rather bea Pedler:
Farre beitfrom my heart, the thought thereof.

Qwn. Aslitle joy (my Lord) as you fuppofe
You {hould enjoy , were you this Countries King,

As little joy you may fuppofe in me,

That I gnjoy, being the Queene thereof.

L. M. A little joy enjoyesthe Queenc thercof,

For 1 am fhe and altogether joylefle -

I can no longer hold me patient.

Heare me, you wrangling Pyrates that fall out,

In fharing that which yon have pill*d from me :

W hich of you trembles not, that lookeson me 2

If nor, that T am Queene, you bow like Subjedts ;

Yetthat by you depos’d, you quake like Reblls.

Ah gentle Villaine doe not turae away. (fight?
Rich.Foule wrinckled Witch,what mak’{t thoninmy
.M. But repetition of what thou halt marr'd,

That will I make,before I let thee goe.

Rich. Wert theu not banifhed on paine of death?

B.M. 1 was:but 1 doe find more paine in banifhment,
Then death can yeeld me here, by abode.

A Husband and a Sonnethou ow’[t to me,

And thou a Kingdome ;all of yon allegeance :

This Sorrow that I have, by right is yours,

And all the Pleafures you ufurpe are mine,

Rich. The Curfe my Noble Father layd onthee,
When thoudidft Crown his Warlike Brows with Paper,
And withthy {cornesdrew’(t rivers from his eyes,
And then to dry them,gay it the Duke a Clowt,

Steep’d inthe faultleffe blood of prettie Rutland:

His Curfes then, from bitternefle of Soule,

Denounc’d againt thee, are falne upon thee :

And God, not we, hath plagu’d thy bloody deed.
2#.S0 jult is God, to right the innocent.

Haft. O,’twas the foulelt deed to flay that Babe,

And the moft mercileffe that ere was heard of.

Rév. Tyrants themfelves wept when it was reported.

Dorf, Nomanbut prophecied revenge for it.

Buck, Northumberiand, then prefent wept to {eeit.

2.M. What? were you (narling all before I came,
Ready to catch each other by the throat,

And turne you al your hatred now on me?

Did Yorkes dread Curfe prevaile fomuch with Heaven,

That Hemies deathymy lovely Edwards death,

Their Kingdomesloffe,my wofull banifhment,
Should all but an{were for that péevifh brat?
Can curfes pierce the Cloudes and enter Heaven?
Why then give way dull Cloudes to my quicke Corfes.
Though not by warre, by Surfet dye your King,
As ours by Murther, to make him a King,
Edward thy Sonne, that now is Prince of Wiles,
For Edward our Sonne that was Prince of Wales,
Dyeinhis youth, bylike untimely violence,
Thy {eifea Queene, for me thatwasa Queenc.
Out-live thy glorie,like my wretched felfe :
Long may’{t thou live,to waile thy Childrens death,
And{ee another, as I {ee thee thee now,
Deck’d in thy Rights, as theuart flal’d in mine.
Long dye thy happie dayes, before thy death,
And after many length’ned howres of griefe,
Dye neither Mother, Wife, nor Englands Queene.
Riversand Dorfer, youwere ftanders by, '
Andfo waft thou, Lord Haffmgs, when my Sonnc
Was fab’d with bloody Daggers : Ged, 1 pray him,
That none of you may live his naturall age,
But by fome unlook’d accident cut off.
Rich.Have done thy Charme, hatefull wither’d Hagge.
Q.. And leave out thee?ftay Dog,for§ (hale heareme,
If Heaven have any grievous plague in ftore,
Exceeding thofe that I can wifhupon thee,
O let them keepe it, till thy finnes be ripe,
And then hurle downe their indignation
On thee,the troubler of the poore Worlds peace.
The worme of Conf¢ience ftill begnaw thy Sonle,
Thy Friends fufpe@ for Traytors while thou liv’{t,
Aud take deepe Traytors for thy deareft Friends:
No fleepe clofe up that desdly Eye of thine,
Vlefle it be while fome tormenting Dreame
Affrightsthee witha Hell of ougly Divells.
Thou elvifth mark’d, abortive rooting Hogge,
Thou that waft feal’d in thy Narivitie
The flave of Nature, and the Sonne of Hell :
Thou flander of thy heavie Mothers Wombse,
Thou loathed Iflue of thy Fathers Loynes,
Thou Ragge of Honor, thon detefted.
Rich. <Magarer.
,.Q.__M Richard. Rich., Ha.
2.M. 1 call thee not.
Rich. 1cry thee mercie then : for 1did thinke,
That thou hadft cali’d me all thefe bitrer names.
2. 1. Why {01 did, but look’d for noreply:
Oh let me make the Period tomy Curfe.
Rich. "Tis dene by me,and ends in Margarets
2. Thus have you breath’d your curfe againft your felf.
L. M. Poore painted Queen,vain flourith of my fortune,
W hy {trew’ft thou Sugar on that Bottel'd Spider,
Whofe deadly Web enfnareth thee about ?
Foole, foole, thou whet'ita Knife to kill thy felfe :
The day will come, that thou (halt wifh for me,
To helpe thee curfethis poyfonous Bunch-backe Toade.
Hast.Falfe boding W oman,end thy franticke Curfe,
Leaftrothy harme, thon move our patience. ;4
2 .M. Foule fhame upen you,you have all mov'd mine.
Ri. Were you wel ferv’d,yon would be tanght your duty.
2. M.To ferve me well,you all fhould doe me duty,
Teach meto be your Qneene,and you my Subjects =
O ferve me well, and teach your felvesthatduty. -
Deorf. Difpute not with her,fhe is lunaticke.
2 _M. Peace malter Marquefle, youare malapert,

Your fire-new ftampe of Honor is{carce currant. o
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O that your young Nobilitie can judge

What "rwere to lofe it, and be miferable. -

They that ftand high, have many blafts to {hake them,

And if they fall, they dafh themf{elves to peeces.

Rich. Good counfaile marty, learne it, learne it Mar-

quefle, j
Dor. [ttouches you my Lord,as much as me.
Rich. 1,and much more : but I wasborne{o high :

Our ayerie buildeth in the Cedars top,

And dallies with the winde,and fcornes the Sunne.

CHar. - And turnes the Snn to {Hade : alas, alas,
Witneffe my Soune now in the fhade of death,
Whofe bright out-fhining beames, thy cloudy wrath
Hath in eternall Darkene(le folded up.

Your ayery buildeth in onr ayeries Neft :
O God that feeft itdo not fuffer it,
As itis wenne with blood, loft be it{a.

Buc. Peace,peace forfhame : If-not for Charity.

Mar. Vrge neither charity,nor fhame tome :
Vncharirably with me have you dealt,
And fhamefully my hopes (by you) are butcher’d,
My Charity is outrage, Life my {hame,
And in that (hame, ftill live my {forrowes rage.

Bzc. Have done, have done.

Uiar. O Rrincely Buckingham, Ile kiffe thy hand,
In figne of League and amity with thee :

Now faire befall thee, and thy Noble houfe:

Thy Garments are not {potted with our blood :

Nor thou within the compafle of my curfe.

Bac. Nor no one heere : for Curfes never pafle

Thelips of thofe that breathe them in the ayre.
Mar 1 will not thinke but they afcend the sky,

And there awake Gods gentle {leeping peace.

O Buckingham, take heede of yonder dogge :
Looke when he fawnes, he bites ; and when he bites,
His venom tooth will rankle to the death s
Have not todo with him ,beware of him,
Sinne, death, and hell have {et their markes on him,
And all their Minifters artend on him.
Rich. W hatdoth (he {ay,my Lord of Buckingham 2
Zne Nothing that I refpe@ my gracious Lord.
Mar. Whatdoft thou fcorne me

For my gentle counell ?

And footh thedivell that I warne thee from.

O but remember this another day :

When he thall {plit thy very heart with forrow :

And fay (poore CMargaret) wasa Prophetefle :

Live each of you the fubjects to his hate,

And he to yours,” and,all of you to Gods, Exif,
Bsc. My haire doth ftand an end to heare her curfes.
Riv. And fodoth mine, I mufe why (he'sat liberty,
Rich. 1 cannot blame her, by Gods hely mother,

She hathhad too much wrong, and I repent

My part thereof, thar I have done to her.-

CHar. 1never did her any to my knowledge.

Rich. Yetyoy have all the vantage of her wrong:

[ was too hot, to doe fome body good,

That is too cold in thinking of it now :

Marry as for Clarence, he is well repayed :

Heis frank’d up to fatting for his paines,

God pardon them, that are the caufe thereof. :
Riv, A vertuous, and a Chriftian like conclufion,

To pray for them that have done fcath to us.

Rich, Sodol ever, being well advis'd.

Speakes to bimfelfe.

For had T curlt now, I had curft my felfe.

Enter Careshy.

(4tes. Madam, his Majefty doth call for you,’
And for your Grace, and yoursmy gracious Lord.
L. (aseshy I come, Lords will you g0 with me.
Rsv. We wait upen your Grace.
_ Exennt all bur Glofter,
Rich. T do the wrong, and firlt begin to brawle.
The fecret Mifcheefes that I {exabroach,
1 lay unto the greevous charge of others.
Clarence, whom I indeede have caft in darkneffe,
I do beweepe to many fimple Gulls,
Namely to Der by,Haftings, Buckingham,
f‘:nd tell them 'tis the Queene, and her Allies,
That ftirre the King againft the Duke my Brother.
Now they beleeve it, and witha!l whet me
Tobe reveng'd on Rivers, Dorfer,Grey.
But then 1 figh,and witha pecce of Scripture,
Tell them that God bids us doe good for evill :
And thus I cloathe my naked Villanie
With odde old ends, ftolne forth of hely Writ,
Andfeemea Saint; when mott I play the divell,

Enter two murtherers,

But {oft, heere come my executioners,
How now my hardy ftont refolved Mates,
Are younow going to difparch this thing ?

Usl.Weare my Lord, and come to have the Warran,
That we may be admitted where he is.

Rich. Well thoughtupon,I have it heere about me
When yon have done, repayre to (rosby place ;
But firs be fodaine in the execution,
Withall obdurate, do not heare him pleadt ;
For Clarence is well {poken, and perhappes
May move your hearts to pitty,it you marke him.

Pl Tur,tar, my Lord, we will not {tard toprate,i

Talkers are no gooddooers,be affur’d :
We go toufe ourhands,and not our tongues.

Rich. Your eyes drop Mill-ftones, when Fooles eyes
fall Teares. otk o2
I like you Lads, about your bufinefic ftraight.
Go, go, difpacch.

Vil, We will my Noble Lord.

Scena %Jﬂd.

Enter Clarence and Keeper.
Keep. Why lookes your Grace fo heavily to day?
(?a. O, I have paft a miferable night,
So full of fearefull Dreames, of ugly fights,
Thatas Iam a Chriftian faichfull man,
I would not {pend another fucha night
Though 'twere to buy a world of happy dayes
So full of difmall terror was the time. . i
Keep.\What was your dream my Lord.I pray youtel me.
L, c/a.Me thoughts that I had broken fromthe Tower,
And was embark’d to croffe to Burgundy,
And in my company my Brother Gloulter,
Who from my Cabin tempted meto walke,
Vpon the Hatches : There we look'd toward England,
And cited up a thoufand heavy times,

During E

= S




e

| 180

T be Life and Death of Richard the Third.

During the warres of Yorke and Lancafter
That had befalneus us. As he pac’d along
Vpon the giddy footing of the Hatches,
Me though: that Glofter ftumbled, and 1n falling
| Strooke me (that thought to [tay him) over-boord ,
Into the tumbling billowes of the maine.
O Lord, methought what paine it was todrowne,
W hat dreadfull noy{e of water in mine eares,
W hat fights of ugly death within mine eyes.
Me thoughes, I faw a thoufand rearefull wrackes :
A thoufand men that fithes gnaw’d upon :
Wedges of Gold, great Anchors, heapes of Pearle,
Ineftimable Stones, unvalewed Iewels,
Allfcatterred in the bottome of the Sea:
Some lay in dead-mens Sculles, and in the holes
W here eyes did once inhabit , there were crept
| (As ’twere in{corne of eyes) reflecting Gemmes,
That woo'd the {limy bottome of the deepe,
And mock’d the dead bones that lay fcattred by.

Keep. Had you fuchleyfurein the time of death,
To gaze upon thefe fecrets of the deepe?

¢ /4. Me thonght I had,and often did I ftrive
To yeeld the Ghoft : but ftilithe envious Flood
Stop’d in my foule, and would not let it forth
To find the empty, vaft,and wand'ring ayre :
But fmother’d it within my panting buike,
Who almoft burft, to belch itin the Sea.

Keep. Awak’d you not in thisfore Agony?

Clar. No,no,my dreame wasleagthen’d after life,
O then, began the Tempeft to my Soule,
I paft (me thought ) the Melancholly flood, -
With that fowre Ferric-man which Pocts write of,
Vnto the Kingdome of perpetuall Night.
The firft thacthere did greet my Stranger-foule,
Was my great Father-in-law renowned Warwicke,
Who fpake alowd : What fcourge for Perjurie,
Can this darke Monarchy afford falfc Clarence?
And (0 he vani(’d. Then came wandring by,
A Shadow like an Angell, with bright hayre
Dabbel’d in blood, and he fhriek’d out alowd
Clarence is come, fallc, fleeting, perjur’d Clarence,
That ftabb’d me inthe field by Tewkesbury :
Scize onhm Furics, take him unto Torment.
With that (me thought) a Legion of foule Fiends
Inviron’d me, and howled in mine eares,
Such heddeous crics, that with the very Noife,
I (trembling) wak’d, and fora feafon after,
Could not beleeve, but that T was in Hell,
Suchterrible Impreion made my Dreame.

Keep. No marvell Lord, though it affrighted you,
I am affraid (me thinkes)to heareyou tell it,

Cla. AhKeeper,Keeper, I have done thefe things
(Thatnow give evidence againft my Soule )
For Edwards{ake,and fee how herequites me.
O God ! if my deepe prayres cannot appeafe thee,
But thou wilt be aveng’d on my mifdeeds,
Yet execute thy wrath in me alone :
O (pare my guiltleffe Wife, and my poore children.
Keeper, I prythee {it by me a-while,
My foule is heavy, and I faine would flcepe.

Enter Brakenbwry the Licvtenant.

Bra. Sorrow breakes Seafons, and repofing houres,
Makes the Night Morning, and the Noon-tide night :

Keep. 1 will my Lord,God give your Grace good reft.

|

Princes bave but their Titles for their Glories,
An outward Honor, for an inward Toyle,

And for nnfelt Imaginations

They often feele a world of reftiefle Cares :

So thatbetweene their Titles,and lowname,
There’snothing differs but thie outward famc.

Entor two Murtherers.

1.4y, Ho, who's heere ?
Bra.What would'ft thou Fellow 2 And how camm’ft
thou hither.
2. Mur, 1would fpeake with (larence and I camehj-
ther on my Legges.
Bra. W hat {o breefe?
1. 'Tis betrer (Sir) then to be tedious:
Let him fee our Commiffion,and talke no more. Reads
Bra. 1am inthis,commanded to deliver
The Noble Duke of Claresseto your hands.
I will not reafon what is meant heereby,
Becaufe I willbe gutltleffc from the meaning.
There lies the Dukeafleepe, and therethe Keyes.
Ile to the King,and fignifie to him,
That thusI have refign’d toyon my charge. Exit.
1 Youmay fir, 'tis apoint of wifedome :
Fare you well.
2 What.fhall we ftab him as he {leepes.
I No: hee'lfay ‘twas done cowardly,when he wakes.
2 Why he fhall never wake , untill the greac Indge-
ment day.
1 Why then he'l fay, we Rtab’d him fleeping.
2 The urging of that word Iudgement, hath breda
kinde of remorfe in me.
t What ? art thon affraid ?
2 Not to kill him ,havinga Warrant.
But to be damn'd for Killing him, from the which
No Warrant can defend me.
I thought thou had’ bin refolure.
Sol am, to let him live.
Ile backe to the Duke of Gloufter, snd tell him fo,
Nay, 1prytheeftay alictle:
I hope this paffionate humor of mine,will change,
Tt was wont to hold me but while one tels twenty.
1 How do’[t thon feele thy felfe now ?
_ 2 Some certaine dreggs of confcience areyet with-
in me.
1 Remember our Reward, when the deed’s done.
2 Come, he dies : 1 had forgot the Reward.
1 Where's thy confcience now.
2 O, the Duke of Glofters purfe.
1 When he opens hispurfe to give usour Reward,
thy Confcience flyes out.
2 *Tisno matter,let us goe : Therc’s few or uone will
entertaine ite
1 What if it come totheeagaine ?

- N
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2 Tlenot meddle with it, it makes aman a Coward:
_A man cannot fteale, butitaccafeth him : A man cannot

Sweare, but it Checkeshim : A man cannot lye with his
Neighbours Wife, butit deteéts him. *Tis a blufhing
(hamefac'd {pirit, that mutinies inamans bofome: It
filles a man full of Obftacles. It made meonce reftore a
Purfle of Gold that (by chance) I found : Itbeggarsany
man that keepesit : It is turn’d out of Townes and Cit-
ties for a dangerous thing ,and every man that meansto
live well, endevoursto truft to himfelfe, and live with-
out it.
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f. ’Tis even now at my elbow, per{wading me not to
kill the Duke. :

2, Take the divell in thy minde,and belceve him not:
He would infinuate with thee but to make thee figh.

1 Iam ftrong fram’d, he cannot prevaile with me.

2 Spoke like a tall man, that refpectsthy reputation.
Come, flall we fallto worke ?

I Take himonthe Coftard, with the hiltes of thy
Sword,and then throw him into the Malmeley-Butte in
the next roome.

2 O excellent device; and make a fop of him.

1 Soft, he wakes.

2 Strike.

I No, we'll realon with him. <%

Cla. Whereart thou Keeper? Give mea cup of winc.

3 You (hall have Wine enough my Lotd anon.

Clar. In Gods name, whatart thon?

1 A man,as youare.

Clar. Buc not as 1 am Royall.

1 Noryonas weare, Loyall.

Cl2.Thy voyce is thunder,but thy lockes are hamble.

I My voyce is now the Kings,my leokes mine owne.

C/a, How darkly, and how deadly doeft thou fpeake ?
Your eyes doe menace me : why looke you pale ?
Whofent you hither ? W herefore doe you come ?

2 To, t0O, L0 remmmm— :
Cla. To murther me?
Botin 1,1,
Clar. You{carfely have the hearts to tell me {o,
And thercfore cannot have the hearts to doe it *
Wherein my friends have I offended you ?
1 Offended usyou have not,but the King.
Clar. 1{hall be reconcil'd to him againe.

2 Never my Lord, therefore prepare to dye.

Clar. Are youdrawne forth among aworld of men
Tof{lay the innocent? W hat is my offence ?

Where is the Evidence that doth accufe me ?
What lawfull Quelt have giventheir Verdi&up
Vnto the frowning Indge ? Or who pronounc’d
The bitter fentence of poore (Yarence death ?
Before 1 be convict by courfe of Law ,

To threaten me with death, is moft unlawfull.

I charge you, as you hope for any goodnefle,

| That you depart, and lay no hands on me :

The desd you undertake is damnable.

I What we will doe we doe upon commarid.

2 And he that hath commanded, is our King:

Cla. Erroncous Vaflals, the great King of Kings
Hath in the Table of his Law commanded :
Thatthou fhall doe no murthery Wiilyou then
Spurneat his Edic, and fulfilla Mans ? ,

Take heed : for he holds Vengeance in his hand
To hurleupon their heads that breake his Law.

2 And that fame Vengeance doth he hurle on thee,
For falfe forfwearing, and for murther too :

Thou did'{t receive the Sacramentto fight
Inquarrellof the Houfe of Lancafter.

1 And like a Trairor to the name of God, :
Did’frbreake that Vow,and with thy treacheronsblade,
Varip'ft the Bowels of thy Sou’raignes Sonne. ;

2 Whom thou was’t {worne to cherifh and defend.

I How canft thou urge Godsdreafull Law tous,
When thou haft broke it in fuch deere degree ?

lar. Alas | for whofe fake did I that ill deed?
Yor Edward, for my Brother, for his fake.
He fendsyounot to murther me for this :

e

For In that finne, he isasdeepeasI;
If God will be avenged for the deed,
Oknow you yet , he doth it publiquely ,
Take not the quarrell from his powrcfull arme ¢
He needs nondire@, or lawlefie courfe
To cutoff thofe that have offended him.
I Who made thee then a bloudy minifter,
When gallant {pringing brave Plamagenét,
That Princely Novice was ftrucke dead by thee ?
(a. My Erothers love, the Divell, and my Rage:
t Thy Brothers Love, our Duty,and thy Faults,
Provoke us hither now, to {laughter thee.
CZa. If you doe love my Brother, hate not me :
Iam his brother, and I Igve him well.
It youare hyr'd for mcc%, go backe againe,
And I will fend you tomy Brother Glonfter 3
Who fhall reward you Better for my life, -
Then £dward will for tydings of my death.
2 Youare deceivd,
Your Brother Gloufter hates you.
Cla. Ohno,beloves me,and he holds me deere :
Goyouto him from me,
1 Ifowe will.
Cla. Tell him, when that olir Princely Father Yorke
Bleft his three Sonnes with his victorious Arme,
He little thoughe of this divided Friendfhip :
Bid Gloufter thinke on this, and he will weepe.
1 1 Milftones, as heleffoned usto weepe.
Cla. O donot flander him, for heis kinde,
1 Right, as Snow in Harveft :
Come;you deceive your felfe, &
"Tis he that fends ustodeftroy you heere.
C/a. Itcaanot be, for he bewept my Fortune,
And hugg'd me in his armes,and {wore with fobs,
That he would labour my delivery.
1 Why fo he doth, when he delivers you
From thisearths thraldome, to the joyes of heaven.
2 Make peace with God, for you muft die my Lord.
( /a. Have you thatholy feeling in your foules,
To counfaile me to make my peace with God,
And are youyetto your owne foules {o blinde,
Thatyou wil warre with God,by murd’ring me?
O firs cenlider, they that fet you on
To do this deede, will bate you for the deede.
3 What {hall wedo?
Cla, Relenr,and fave your foules:
Which of you, if you were a Princes fonne,
Being pent from Liberty, asIam now, :
If two {uch murtherers as your felves came to you,
Would not intreat for life, as yon would begge
Were you inmy difirefle. i
1 Relent? no: *Tis cowardly and womanifh.
(Vs. Notto rclent, is beaitly, favage divellifh.
My Friend; Hpy fome pitty in thy lookts:
O, ifthine eye benota flatrerer,
Come thou on:my fide, and intreat for me, -
A begging Prince, what begger pitties not?
2 Lookebehinde you,my Lord. . ‘
Take that, and that, ifall thiswillnotdo,  Stabs him.
Ile drowne you inthe Malmefey-But within. E xis,
2 Abloody deed, and defperately difpatchts.
How faine (like Pilate) would I wath my hands
Of this mott greevous murther. - Enter 1. Murtberer
1 How now ? what mean’(t thou that thou help’t me
not?By heaven the Duke (hall know how {lacke you
have beene. - 3
s
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2, Mur.d would he knew that I had fav’d his brother ;
Take thou the Feg, and tell him what I fay,
For I repent methatthe Duke is flaine. Exirs
I. Mur.Sodoenot I: goc Coward as thou art.
Well, Ile goe hide the body in fome hole,
Till that the Duke give order for his buriall :
And when I have my meede, T will away; gt
For thiswill out,and then I maft not {tay. Exit,

Astus Secundus. Scena Prima.

F fcmr:ﬁ :
Entex the King ficke, the D ueene, Lord Marque(fe
Dorfet, Rivers, Hastings, Careshy,
Buckingham, Weodvsd.

King. Why fo:now have I donea good dayes worke.
You Peeres, continue this united League s
I,every day expect an Embaflage
From my Redsemer, to redeememe hence.
And more to peace my foule fhall part to heaven,
‘Since I have made my Friends at peace onearth. "«
Dorfetand Rivers,take eachothers hand,
Diffemble not your batred, Sweare your love.
Riv.By heaven,my foule is purg'd from gradging hate,
And with my hand [ feale my true hearts Love.
Hast. Sothrive I,asIeruly fwearethelike.
King, Take heed you dally not before your King,
Left he that is the fupreme King of Kings
Confound your hidden fallhood, and award
Either of youto bethe othérs end.
Haf. So profper I, as {weare perfect love.
Riv. And I as 1love Haffsngs with my heart.
King. Madam, your fclfc is notexempt from this :
Nor you Sonne Derfet, Brckixgham nor you ;
You have becne factions one againft the other,
Wife, love Lord Haftings,let him kifle your band,
And what youdoe doe it unfeignedly.
Quna There Bastings,1 willncyer more remember
Our former hatred, {o thrive I, and mine.
King. Dirfer,imbrace him :
Haitings, love Lord Marquefle.
Dor, Thisinterchange of love, 1 heere proteft
Vpon my part, (hall be inviolable.
. Haft. Andfof{weare I, 3
King. Now Princely Buakingham,feale thouthislcague
With thy embracements to my wives Allies,
And make me happy in your unity, _
Bue. Whenever Buckingham doth turne his hate
Vpon your Grace, but with all dutious love,
Doth cherifh you,and yours, God punifh me
With hate in tho{c where I expectmoft love,
When I have moft need to imploy a Friend,
And moft affured that he isa Friend,
Deepe, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile,
Be heuntome : Thisdoe I begge of heaven,
WhenI amcoldin lovesto you,or yours.  Embrace.
King. A pleafing Cordiall, Princely Buckinghams
1sthisthy Vow, untomy fickely heart .
There wantethnew our brother Glofter heere,
To make the bleffed period of this peace.
Buc. Andin good time,
Heere comes Sir Richard Ratcliffe, and the Duke.

Enter Rascliffe, and Gloffer.

Rich.Good morrow to my Soveraigne King & Queene
And Princely Pecres, a happy time of day :
_King. Happyindeed,as we have fpent the day:
Gilofter, we have done deeds of Charity,
Made peace of enmity, faire love of hate, .
Betweene thefe fwelling wrong incenfed Peeres,
Rich. A blefled labour my moft Severaigne Lord s
Among this Princely heape, if any heere
By falie intelhgence, or wrong farmize
Hold me a Foc : if Tunwillingly, or in my rage,
Haue ought committed that is hardly borne,
Toany in this prefence, I defire
To reconcile me to his friendly peace:
‘Tisdearhtome to be at enmity :
I hateit,and defireall good mens love,
Fird Madam, I intreate true peace of yon,
Which 1 will purchafe with my dutious fervice.
Of you my Noble Cofin Buckingham,
Ifever any grudge werelodg’d betweenens.
Ofyou and you, Lord Rswersand of Dorfet,
That all without defert have frown’d onme ¢
Of you Lord #ecdvidid,and Lord Seales of you,
Dukes, Earles, Lords, Gentlemen, indeed ofall-
[ doe not know that Englifhman alive,
Wich whom my foule is any jor at oddes,
More thenthe infant that is borne to night:
I thanke my God for my Humility, -
e, A holy-day fhall thisbe kept hereafter :
I would to God all ftrifes were well compounded.
Ny Sovercigne Lord, 1 doebefeech your Highneffe
To take our brother Clarenceto your Grace.
Kich. W hy Madam, have I oftred love for this,
Tobe io flowted in this Royall prefenge?
Who kuowes not that the gentle Duke isdead?  They
You dochim injury tofcorne his Coarfe. all Stars,
King. Whoknowes not heisdead ?
Who knowes heis 2
ZDue, All-{ceing heaven, what a worldis this?
Bucs Looke Ifopale Lord Derfer,astherelt?
Der. 1 my good Lord, and no man in the prefence,
But his red colour hath torfooke his checkes.
King. 1s (larence dead? The order was reverfts
Rich. But he (poore man) by your firft order dyed,
And thata winged Mercury did beare -
Some tardy Cripple bare the Countermand,
That come too lagge to fee him buried.
God grant, that fomeleffe Noble,and leffe Loyall,
Neerer in blondy thoughts, and not in blood,
Deferve not worfe then wretcled Clarence did,
And yet goe currant from fufpition.

Enter Carle of Derbys
Der. A boone my Soveraigne for my fervice done.
King. I prethee peace, my foule is full of forrow.
Der. I will notrife, unleffe your Highnes heare me.
King. Then fayat once, what is it thou requefts.
- Der. The forfeit (Soveraigne) of my fervarits life,
Whoflew to day a Riotons Gentleman,
Latcly attendant onthe Duke of Norfolke.
King. Have Ia tongue todoome my Brothers death?
And fhll that tongue give pardontoa flave?
My brother kill'd no man, hus fault was Thought,
And yet his punifhment wasbitter deathr BiLs
)

—
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Who {ued to me for him? Who (in my wrath)

Kneel’d at my fest:and bid mebe advis’d?

Who fpoke of Brotherhood? who {poke in love?
Whotold me how the poore {oule did forfake

The mighty Warwicke,and did fight for me:

Whotold me inthe Fieldat Tewkesbury,

When Oxford had me downeshe refcued me:

And faid deere Brotherlive ,and be aKing ?

Who told me, when we both lay in che Field,

Frozen (almolt) to death, how he did lap me

Evenin his Garments, and did give himfelfe

(All thinand naked )to the numbe colde night ?

All’this from my Remembrance, brutith wrath

Sinfully plucke,and not a man of you

Had fo much grace to put it in my minde.

But when your Carters, or your waiting Vaffalls

Have donea drunken Slaughter, aud defac’d

The precious Image of our deere Redeemer,

You firaightare on your knees for Pardon, pardon,
And I (unjoitly too) muft grantit you.

But for my Brother, not a man would fpeake,

NorT (ungracious) {peake unto my felfe

For him poore Soule. The proudeft of you all,

Have beene beholding to him in his life :

Yet none of you, would once begge for his life-
O God ! I feare thy juftice will take hold
On me, and you ; and mine;and yours for this.

Come Haffings helpe me to my Cloffet.

Ahpoore Clarence. Exennt fomewith K.c5+ Qyeen.

Rich. This is the fruits of rafhnes: Markt you nor,

How that the Kindred of the Queene

Look’d pale, whenthey did heare of Claremce dcath ?

O 1they did urge it ftill unto the King,

God willrevengeits €ome Lordswill you goe,
To comfort Edward with ouir company ? :

Bue. We waitupon your Grace. Exehint.

———

T e e e—

ScenaSecunda.

Enter the old Dutcheffe of Torke, with the two
children of Clarence.

Edw. Good Grandam tellus, is our Father dead 2
Dush. No Boy.

Dasngh.Why do you weepe (o oft? And beat your Breft?
And cry, O Clarence , my unhappy Sonne?

Boy. Why do youlooke onus, and thake your head,

And callys Orphans » Wretches, Caftawayes,
If that our Noble Father were alive ?
Daz. My pretty Cofins, you miftake me both,
Ido lament the fickneffc of the King,
Asloath to lofe him, not your Fathers death :
Itwere loft forrow to waile onethat’s Joit. _
Boy. Thenyouconclude, ( my Grandam ) he isdead
The King mine Vnckle isto blame for it,
God will revenge it, whom I will importune
With earnelt prayers,all to that effe &,
Daugh. And fo will I.

Duz. Peace children,peace,the King dothlove you wel,

Incapable and (hallow Innocents ;
You cannot guefie who canf’d your Fathers death,
{ &2r Grandam we can : for my good Valle Glofter

Tolc_i i, the King provok’d to it by the Queene,
Devis'dimpeachmentste imprifon him 3

| And when my Vackle told me {o, he wept,

And pittyed me, and kindly kift my checke:
Bad me rely on him, as on my Father,
And he would love me deerely asa childe.
Dut. Ah ! that deceit fhould fteale fuch gentle fhape,
And with a vertuons Vizor hide deepe vice.
He is my {onne, I, and therein my thame,
Yetfrom my dugges, he drew not this deceit.
Bey. Thinke you my Vnkledid diffemble Grandam?
Dut. 1 Boy.
Boy: 1cannotthinke it. Harke, what noife is this ?

Enter the Gueene with ber baire abont ber ear ¢1
Rivers & Dorfer after ber.

Qu. Ah ! who fhall hinder me to waile and weeepe?
Tochide my Fortune,and torment my Selfe.
Ile joyne with blacke defpaire againit my Soule,
And tomy felfe become an enemic.
Dwut. What meanes this Scene of rude impatience 2
Lu. To make anad of Tragicke violence.
Edwardmy Lord,thy Sonne,our King is dead.
Why grow the Branches,whenthe Roote is gone?
Why wither not the leaves that want their fap ?
Ifyou will live, Lament : if dye, be breefe,
That our fwift winged Soules may catch the Kings,
Or like obedient Subjecs follow him,
To his new kingdome of n¢re. changing night.
Dst. Ah,fomuch intereft have I m thy forrow,
As I'had Title inthy Noble Husband :
I have bewept a worthy Husbands death,
And liv’d with looking on his Images :
But now two Mirrors of his Princely femblance,
Are crack’d in pieces, by malignant death,
And I for comfort, have but one falle Glaffe,
That greeves me, when I fee my (hame in him.
Thou art a Widdow : yet thonart a Mother,
And haft the comfort of thy Childrendeft,
But death hath {i:atch’d my Husband from mine Armes,
And pluckttwo Crutches from my fecble hands,
Clarence,and Edward, O, what caofe have I,
(Thine being but 2 moity of my moane)
Toover-go thy woes, and drowne my criess
Boy. Ah Aunt | yon wept not for your Fathers death:
How can we ayde yon with our Kindred teares?
Dangh. Our facherlefle diftrefle wasleft unmoan'd,
Y our widdow-dolour, likewile be unwept.
Fu. Givemeno helpe in Lamentation,
I am not barren to bring fosth complaints :
All Springs reducetheir currents to mine eyes,
That I being govern'd by the waterie Moone,
May fend forth plenteousteares to drowne the Wotld.
A, for my Busband, for my decre Lord Edward,
(hit.” Ahfor our Father, for cur deere Lord Clarence,
Dst. Alasforboth, both mine Edward and Clarence,
9u. What {tay had 1but Edward? and hee’s gone.
Chil, What ftay had we but Clererce?and he’s gone.
Dwt. What ftayes had I butthey ? and they are gone.
Q. Was never widdow had fo deere a loffe.
(%il. Werenever Orphans had fo deere a loffe.
Dut. Wasnever Mother hadfo deerealofle.
Alas | I am the Mother of thefe Greefes.
Their woes are parcell'd, minc is generall.
She for an Edward weepes,andfodo] :
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I for a Clarence weepe, fodoth not (he :
Thefe Babes for Clarence weepe, {0 doe not they.
Alas ! you three, on me threefold diftreft : -
Powse all your teares, I am your forrowes Nurfe,
And I will pamper it with Lamentation.
Dar. Comfort deere Mother,God is muchdispless'd,

That you take with unthankfulnefie bis doing.
In common worldly things, 'tis call’d nngratcfuil;
With dull unwillingnefle to repay adebr,
W hich with abounteous hand was kindiy lent :
Much more tobe thus oppofite with heaven,
For it requiresthe Royall debt it lent youe

Rivers. Madam, bethinke you like a carcfull Mother
Of the young Prince your fonne : fend ftraight for him,
Lethim be Crown’d, in him your comfort ives.
Drowne defperate forrow in dead Edwards grave,
And plant your joyes in living Edwards Throne.

Enter Richard, Buckingham, Derbie, Ha-
[tings, and Ratcliffe.

Rich. Sifter have comfort, all of us have caufe
To waile the dimming ofour fhining Starre ;
But none can helpe our harmes by wayling them.
Madam, my Mother, I do cry youmercy,
Idid not {ee your Grace. Humbly onmy knee,
I crave your Blefling. Ry

Daut.God blefle thee, and put meekenefle in thy breaft,
Love Charity,Obedience, and true Dutie.

Rich. Amen,and make me die a good old man,
That is the butt-end of a Mothers blefling ;
I marvellthat her Grace did leave it out.

Bue. Youclowdy-Princes, & hart-forowing-Peeres,

That beare this heayie mutuall loade of Moane,
Now cheere each other, in each others Love:
Though we have {pent our Harvelt of this King,
W e are to reape the harveft of his Sonne.
The broken rancour of your high-{olne hates,
But lately fplintred, knit, and joyn’d together,
Muft gently be preferv’d, cherifht, and hept -
Me feemeth good, that with fome little Traine,
Forthwith from Ludlow, the young Prince be fet
Hither to London, to be crown'd our King.
Révers. W hy with{ome little Traine,
My Lord of Buckingham?
‘Bue. Marry my Lord, lealt by a mulitude,
The new-heal’d wound of Malice (hould breake out,
Which would be {o much the more dangerous,
By bow much the eftate is g cene, and yet ungovern'd,
W here every Horfe bearcs his commanding Reine,
And may direét his courfeas pleafe himfelte,
As well the feare of harme, as harmeapparant,
In my opinion,ought to be prevented.
Rich. 1hope the King made peace with all of us,
And the compadtis firme, and true in me.
Riw, And{oinme,and{o (Ithinke )inall ,
Yet finceit isbut greene,it (hould be put
To no apparant likelyhood of breach,
W hich haply by much company mightbe urg’d :
Therefore I {ay with Noble Buckingham,
That it is meete {o few fhould fetch the Prince.
Haft. Andfofay I.
Rich. Then be it{o,and gowe to determine
Who they (hall be that {traitfhall pofte to London.
Madam,and youn my Sifter, will yongo

To give your cenfures in this bufinefle? Exennt.

\

Manere Buckingbam and Richard,
Bac. My Lord, who ever journies tothe Prinne,
For Gods fake let not ustwo ftayat home :
Yor by the way, Ile fort occafion,
As Index to the ftory welate talk'd of,
To part the Queenes pround Kindred from the Pringe,
Rich, My other f{elfe, my Counfailes Confiftory,
My Oracle, My Praphet, my deare Cofin,
1, asa childe, will go by thy direction,

| Toward London then,for wee'l not {tay behinde. Exeum,

Scena Tertia.

Enter one Citizen at one doore 5 and another as
the other.

: HI.?CI;. Good morrow Neighbour , whither away fo
A
2.Cse. 1 promife yon I hardly know my felfe:
Hearcyou the Newes abroad ? :
1. Yes,the King is dead.
2. lllnewes byrlady, feldome comesthe better :
I feare, I feare, twill provea giddy world.
Entey another Cisizen.
3. Neighbours, God {pecd.
1. Give yon good merrow fir.
3. Doth the newes hold of good King Edwards death?
2+ I fir, it is too true, God helpe the while.
3. Then Malterslooketo feeatroublous world.
I. No,no,by Gods good grace, his Son (hall reige.
3. Woe tothat Landthat’s gevern’d by a Childe.
.Tn him there isa hope of Government.
W hichin his nonage, counfell ander him,
And in his full and ripened yeares, himf{elfe
No doubt (hall then,and till then governe wells
1. Softood the ftate when Henry the fixt
Wes crown’d in Paris, butat nine months old.
3. Stood the State fo ? No, no, good friends,God wot
For then this Land was famoufly enrich’d
W ith politike grave Counfell ; thenthe King
Had vertuous Vnkles to proteét his Grace.
1, Why fo haththis, both by his Father and Mother.
3+ Better it were theyall came by his Father ;
Or by his Father there were none atall :
Foremulation, who {(hall now be neerelt,
Will tonch us all too neere, if God preventnot.
O full of danger is the Duke of Glofter,
And the Queencs Sons, and Brothers, haught and prﬁlld-'
And were they to be rul'd, and not torule,
This fickly Land, might folace as before.
1. Coms, come,we feare the worft : all will be well.
3.When Cloudsare feen,wifemen put on their cloakes;
When great leaves fall, then Winter isat hand 3
W ken the Sun fets, who doth not looke for night ?
Vntimely ftormes, make men expecta Dearth:
All may be well ; but ifGed fortit {o,
*Tis more then wedeferve, or I expedt.
2. Truly, the hearts of men are full of feare :
Y ou cannot reafon (almoft) withaman,
Thatlookes not heavily, and full of dread.
3, Before the dayes of Change, flillis itfo,
By a divine inlin&, mens mindes miftruft

-
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Purfuing danger:as by proofe wee fee
The Water {well before aboyft’rous ftorme:
But leave irall to God, Whither away?

2 Marry-we were fent for to the Iuftices.

3 And fowas 1:1le beare you company. Exennt.

Scena Quarta.

Enter Arch-bifhop, yong Yorke, the Ineene,
andthe Dutcheffe.

eAvch. Laft night 1 heard they lay at Stony Stratford,
And at Northampton they doreft to night:
To aforrow,or next day,they will be heere.
Lnt.1long withall my hzart to fee the Prince:
I h{g:c heis much growne fince lalt I faw him-
9 u. But I heare no,they fay my fonne of Yorke
Ha's-almoft overtane him in his growth.
Tor. I Mother,but I would not have it {o.
Dut. Why my good Cofinjit is good to grow.
Zor, Grandam,one nightas we did fit at Supper,
My Vnkle Rivers talk’d how I did grow
More then my Brother. I,quoth my Vnkle Gloufter,

“Small Herbes have grace,great Weeds do grow apace.

And fince,me thinkes I would not grow {o faft,
Becaufe fweet Flowres are flow,and Weeds make hat.
Det, Good faith,good faith,the faying did not hold
In him that did obieé the fame tothee.
He was the wretched 't thing when he was yong;
Solonga growing and fo leifurely,
That it his rule weretrue,be thould be gracious.
Tor. And fo nodoubt he is,my gracious Madam.
Dat. T hope he is,but yet let Mothers doubs.
Yer. Now by my troth,if 1 had beene remembred,
I could have givenmy Vnckles Grace, a flout,
To touch his growth,neerer then he toucht mine.
“Dwt. How my yong Yorke,
I prytheelet me heare it.
Yor.Marry(they fay)my Vnkle grew {o faft,
That he could gnaw a crutt attwo houres old,
"Twas fulltwo yeares ere I could get atooth.
Grandam,this would have beene a byting left.
Dus. I prythee pretey Yorke,who told thee this?
Yor.Grandam, his Nuife. .
Dar. His Nurfe?why fhe was dead, ere § watk borne.
Yor. If twere not fhe, 1 cannot tell whoteld me.
Qu. A parlous Boy:go to,yon are too fhrew’d-
Dut. Good Madam;be not angry with the Childe.
9w Pitchers have eares.

Enfer a (Mﬂ}ng:r.

Arch. Heere comesa Meflenger: What Newes?
Me[. Suchnewes my Lord;as greeves me toreport.
Q. How doth the Prince?
Mef. Well Madam,andin health.
Dur. W hat is thy Newes?
Mef. Lord Rivers,and Lord Grey,

Are fent to Pomfret,and with them,

Sir Thomas Wangban, Prifoners.
Dut. Who hath commitred them? fere
Mef. Themighty Dukes,Gloaffer and Buckinghams.

eArch, For what offence?

_CMef. The fumme of all I can,I have difelos’d:
Why,or forwhat;the Nobles were committed
Isall unknowne to me,my gracious Loxd. v

Qg Aye me!l fee the rumne of my Houfe;

The Tyger now hath feiz’d the gentle Hinde,
Infulring Tiranuy beginnes to Tutt
Vpon the innocent andawelcfle Throne:
Welcome Deltrution, Blood, and Maflacre,
I'ee(as in a Map )the end ofall.

Daut. Accurfed,and unquict wrangling dayes,
How many of you have mine eyes beheld?
My Husband loft his life,to get the Crowne,
And often upand dewne my fonnes were tott,
For meto joy,and weepe,their gaine and lofle.
And being feated,and Domefticke broyles
Cleane over-blowne,themtelves(the Conquerors,)
Make warre apon themfelves, Brother to Brother;
Bloud to bloud,{¢Ife againit felfe:O prepofterous
And franticke outrage,end thy damned fpleene,
Or let me dye,to looke on earth no more.

Q. Come,come my Boy,we will toSan@uary.
Madam farewell. :

D, Stay,l willgo with you.

Qu. Youhave no canfe.

Arch. My gracious Lady go,
And thither beare your Treafure and your Goods,
For my part,lle refigne unto your Grace
The Seale I keepejand {o beride it me,
As well I tender you,and all of yours.

Go,lk conduct y@u to the Sanétuary. E xennt.

Aétus Tertins,Scena Prima,

The Trampets (ound. d
Enter yang Prince ,the Dukes of Gloce[ter , and Buckingbam,
Lord Cardinall,with orbers.

Bue, W elcome (weet Prince to London,
To your Chamber.

Rich, Welcome deere Cofin,my thovghts Soveraigne §
The weary way hath made you Melancholly.

Prin. No Vnkle,but our crofles on the way,

Have made it tedious, wearifome, and heavy.
I want more Vnkles heereto welcome me.

Rich. Sweet Prince the untainted vertue of your yeers
Hath not yetdiv'd into the Worlds deceit:
No more can you diftinguifh of a man,
Then ofhis outward thew, which God he knowes,
Seldome or mever jumpeth with the beart.
Thofe Vnkles which you want,were dangerous:
Y our Graceattended to their Sugred words,
But Jook’d not on the peifon of their hearts: :
God keepeyou from them,and from fuch falfe Fricnds.

Prin. God keepe me from falfe Friends,
But they were none. :

Rich. My Lord,the Major of London comes to greet
you "
Enter Lord Major.

Lo. tMajor. God bleffe your Grace, with health and

happy dayes. o
ngj,,_ § thanke you good my Lord,and thank you all; ﬁ
t |
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I thought my Mother,and my Brother Zorke,
Would long,ere this,have met us onthe way.
Fie,what a S[ug is Haffings,that he comes not
Totell us,whether they will come;or no-

Enter Lord Haffings.

In.'.fi’mk: And in good time, heere comes the {weating
rd.
Prince, Welcome,my Lord : what ; will our Mother

come? .

Haff. O what occafion God he knowes,not 1,
The Queeene your Mother,and your Brother Zorke,
Have taken San@uary:The tender Prince
Would faine have come with me,to meet your Grace,
But by his Mother wasperforce with-held.

Bwe, Fie,what anan indirect and peevifh courfe
Isthisof hers?Lord Cardinall will your Grace
Perfwade the Queene,to fend the Duke of Yorke
Vnto his Princely Brother prefently? j
Iffhe deny,Lord Haffings yougoe with him, J
And from her jealous Armes plack him pertorce.

(4. My Lord of Buckingham,if my weake Oratory
Can from his Mother winne the Duke of Yorke,
Anon expeé him here:but if {he be obdurate
Tomilde entreaties,God forbid
We (hould infringe the holy Priviledge
Of bleffed Sanctuary:not forall this Land,
Would I be guilty of {o greatafinne.

Bwe. You are too fencelefle obftinate,my Lord,
Tao ceremonious,and traditionall. o
Weigh it but with the groflenefie of‘tﬁ:s Age,
You breake not San&uary,in feizing him:
The benefit thereof isalwayes granted
Tothofe,whofc dealings have deferv’d the place,

And thofe who have the wit to clayme the place:
ThisPrince hath neither claim’d it,nor deferv'd it,
Therefore,in mine opinion,cannot have it. Ii
Then taking him from thence,that is not there, |
You breake no Priviledge,nor Charter there:
Ofthave heard of Sanctuary men, !
But Sanctuary children,ne’re till now. |'
Car. My Lord,you fhall o’re-rule my mind for once. |
Come en,Lord Ha/fmgt jwill you goe with me?

Haft.1goc,my Lord. Exit {ardindll and Haffings.

Prin.Good Lords,make all the fpeedy haft you may.
Say, Vnckle Gleceffer,if our Brother come,.

W here fhall we {ojorne,till our Coronation?

Gle. Where it think’ft beft unro your Royall felfe.
If1 may counfaile you,fome day or two
Your Highnefle fhall repofe you at the Tower:

Then where you pleafe,and thall bethought moft fit
For your beft health,and recreation.

Prin. I doe not like the Tower,of any place;
Did Inlius Cafar build that place,my Lord?

Buc, Hedid,my gracious Lord,begin that place,
W hich fince,{ucceeding Ages have re-edify’d.

Prin. Is icupon record?or elfe reported
Succeffively from age toage,bebuil it?

Bue. Vponrecord,my gracious Lord,

Prixn. But fay,my Lord,it were not regiftred,
Methinkes the truth (hould live from age to age,
As’twere retayl'd toall pofterity,

Evento the generall ending day.
Glo. So wife,fo young,they fay doe never live long,
Prin. W hat fay you,Vnckle?

Glo. I {ay,without Charaders,Fame lives long.
Thus,like the formall Vice, Iniquity,
Imoralize two meanings in one word.
Prin. That Imfsus ("zfar was a famous man;
Withwhat his Valour did enrich his Wit,
His Wit fetdowne,to make his Valour Jive:
Death makes no Conqueft of his Conqueror,
For now he lives in Fame,though not in Life.
Ile tell you what,my Coufin Buckingbam.
ZBuc. W har,my gracious Lord?
Frin. And 1f Ilive antill I be aman,
Ile win our ancient Right in France againe,
Or dye a Souldier,as 11iv’d a King.
Glo. Short Summers lightly havea forward Spring,

Enter young Yorke,Haftings and Cardinall,

Buck, Now in good time , heere comes the Dake of

t Yorke.

1 F.;.-nce. Richard of Yorke , how fares our NobleBro-
thers
Yor. Well,mydecare Lord,{o muftI call you now.
Prin.1, Brother:to our griefe asit is yours:
Too late he dyd,that might have kept that Title,
Which by hisdeath hathloft much Majefty.
Glo. How fares our Confin,Noble Lord of Yorke?
Zer. Ithanke yon,gentle Vnckle.O my Lord,
Youfaid,that idle W eeds are faft in growth:
The Prince,my Brother, hath out-growne me farre.
Glo. He bath,my Lord.
Zor, And therefore is he idle?
Glo. Oh my faire Coufin,] muft not fay fo.
Zor. Then heis more beholding to you,then I
Gle. He may command me as my Soveraigne,
Butyou have power inme,as in a Kin{man.
Zor. 1 pray you,Vnckle,give me this Dagger.
Glo. My Dagger,little Coufin? withall my heart,
Prin. A Begger,Brother?
Zor. Of my kind Vnckle,that I know will give,
And being a Toy,it is no griefe to give.
Glo. A greater giftthen that,Ile give my Confing
Tor. A greater gift?O,that’s the Sword toiits
Gla.I,gentle Coufin,were it light eneugh.
Yor. O then I fee,you will part but with light gifts,
In weightier things you'le faya Begger nay.
Glo. It is too weighty for your Grace to weare.
Zor. Iweigh itlightly were it heavier.
Glo, What,would you have my Weapon;little Lord?
Zor. I would that I might thanke you, asyou eall
me.
Glo. How?
Tor. Lictle.
Prin. My Lord of Yorke will ftill be croffein talke:’
Vnckle,your Grace knewes how to beare with him.
Yeor. Y ou meane to beare me,not to beare with me:
Vnckle,my Brother mockes both you and me,
Becaufe that I am little,like an Ape,
He thinkes that you (hould beare me on your {houlders
Buc. With what a fharpe provided wit he reafons:
To mitigate the {corne he gives his Vaekle,-
He prettilyand aptly taunts himfelfe:
So cunning,and {o young.is wounderfull.
Glo. My Lord,wilt pleafe you'pafle along?
My felfe, and my good Coufin Backingham,
Will to your Mother,toentreat of her

To meet you at the Tower,and welcome you.
b s Yor, What,

afide,
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Yor. What,will you goc untothe Tower,my Lord?
Pris. My Lord Protector will have it {o.
Zor. I {hall not fleepe in quiet at the Tower:
Glo. W hy,what hould you feare ?
Yor. Marry,my Vnckle Clarence angry Ghofts
My Grandam told me he was murther’d there.
Prin. I feare no Vnckles dead.
Gte. Nor none that live, I hope.
#rin. And if they live,I hope Ineed not feare:
But come my Lord:and with a heavy heart,
Thinking on them,goe I unto the Tower- i
Exeunt Frince Yorke,Hafting s ,and Dorfets

tManent Richard,Buckingham and ((atesty.

Buc. Thinke youn,my Lord,this little prating Yorke
Was notincented by his fubtile Mother,
Totaunt and fcorne you thus opprobrioufly?

Glo No doubt,no doubt:Oli tisa perillous Boy;
Bold,quicke;ingenious,forward,capable:
Hee isall the Mothers,from thetop to toe.

Bac. Well,let them reft:Coimne hither Catesby,
Thouart fwerneas deepely to effe® what we intend,
As clofely to conceale what we impart:

Thou know'ft our realons urg’d upon the way,
What think’(} thou?isit notan cafy matter,
To make #3/lsam Lord Haftings of our minde,
For the inftallment of this Noble Duke

In theSeat Royall of this famous ile?

( ates. He tor his fachers fake {o loves the Prince,
Thac he will not be wonne to ought againft him.

: Bue. W hat think’{t thou then of Seanley ? Will not
ec?

Cates. Hee will doe allin all as Haftings doth,

Bxe. VW ell then,no more but this:

Goe gentle Cateshy.and as it were firre off,
Sound thou Lord Haftings,
How he doth ftand affetted to our purpefe,
And {ummon him to morrow to the Tower,
To {itabout the Coronation.
Iftheou do’it finde him tradable tous,
Encourage him;and tell himall our reafons:
If be be leaden,ycie,cold,unwillingy
Be thoufo too,and fo breake offthe talke,
And give usnetice of his inclination:
For we to morrow hold divided Councels,
Wherein thy felfe (halt highly be employ’d.
| __ Rich. Commend me to Lord Williams:tell him({(ateshy)
| Hisancient Knot of dangerous Adverfaries
Tomorrow are let blood at Posfiet Caftle,
i And bid my Lord,for joy of thisgood newes;
| Give Miftrefle Shire one gentle Kiffe the more.
Buc. Good (atesby goe effet this bufinefle foundly.
Cater My good Lords both,with all the heed I can.
Ryich, Shall we heare from you,Catesby,ere wefleepe?
Cates. You {hali,my Lord. :
Rech. At Crosby Houle,there fhall you find us both,

Exis (aseshy.
|  Bue.Now,my Lord,
[ What (hall wee doe,if wee perceive

| Lord Haftings will not yeeld'to our Complots?

1 Rich, Chop off his Head:

| Something wee will determines .

; And looke when I am King,claime thou of me

| The Earledome of Hereford,and all the moveables
| Whereof the King,my Brother,was pofieft.

Bac. Ile claime that promife at your Graces hand.
Rich. And looke to haveit yeelded withall kindneffe:
Come, let us fuppe betimes,that afterwards y
Wee may digelt oar complots in fome forme.
Exennt,

e ———

Scena Secunda,

—————

Enter a CMe[enger to the Doare of Haffings.

Mef- My Lord,my Lord.

Heff. Who knuckes?

Hef. Onefrom the Loxd Stanley.
Hajt. Whatis'ta Clocke?

Mef. Vpon the ftroke of foure.

Enter Lords Haftings, y
Haft. Cannot my Lord Stauley fletpe thefe tedious

Nights?

CMef. Soitappeares,by that I have to fays
Firft,he commends him to your Noble felfe.

Hafte What then? ;

MMef: Then certifies your Lord(hip,that this Night
He dreamt,the Bore had rafed offhis Helme:
Beflides, he fayes thereare two Councels kept;
And that may bedetermin’dar the one,
Whieh may make you and him to rue at thother.
Therefore he fends to know your Lord (hips pleafure,
If you will prelently take Horfe with him,
And withall {peed poit with hun toward the North,
To (hun the danger that his Soule divines.

Haft (Goe fellow,goc retume unto thy Lord,
Bid him not feare the feparated Councell:
His Honnor and my {eife are at the one,
And at the other,ismy good (riend Cazesty,
W here nothing can proceede,that toucheth us,
W heréof 1 (hall net have intellicence:
Tell him his Feares are (hallow,without inftance.
And for his Dreames, wonder hee’s fo fimple,
To trultthe mock'ry of unquiet {lumbers.
To flye the Bore,before the Bore purfies,
Were to incénfe the Bore to follow us,
And make purfuit,where he did meane no chafe.
Goge,bid thy Malterrife,and cometo me,
And we will both together tott:e Tower,
Where he {hall fee the Bore will ufe us kindly.

M. Tie goe,my Lord,and tell im what you fay.

E‘A'l’fe
Enter Cateshy.

Cates. Many good morrowesto my Noble Lord.
Haft. Good morrow Catesby,you ure early ftirrings
What newes,what newes,inchis our tott’ring State
ates. Teisarceling World indeced,my Lord:
And I beleeve will never ftand upright,
Till Réchard weare the Garland of the Realme.
Haft. How weare the Garland?
Doeft thou meane the Crowne?
®Cates. 1,my good Lord.
Ha.lle have this Crown of mine cut f16 my {houlders,
Before Ile fee the Crowne {o foule mif-plac’d:
But cant thou gueffe,that be doth ayme ac 12 .
L2 Cases1) |
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Cates. 1 on my life;and hopes to find you forward,
Vpon his party,for the gaine thereof:
And thereupon he fends you this good newes,
That this fame very day your enemics,
The'Kindred of the Queene,muft dyeat Pomfret.
Haft. Indeed I am nomourner for that newes,
Becaufe they bave beene ftill my adverfaries:
But,that Ile give my voice on Richards fide,
To barre my Maifters Heires intrue Defcent,
God knowes 1 will not doe it,to the death.
Cates. God keepe your Lordfhip in that gracious
minde.
Haff. But I {hall laugh at this a twelve-month hence,
That they which brought me inmy Mailters hate,
1 live tclooke upon their Tragedy.
Well Catesby erea fort-night make me older,
Tle fend fome packing,that yet thinke not on’e!
Cates.'Tis a vile thing to dye,my gracious Lord,
When mea are unprepar'd,and looke not for it.
Haf. O monftrous,monftrous/and {o falls it out
W ith Rivers,Vasgham,Grey:and fo twilldoe
Withfome men elfe,that thinke themfelves as fafe
Asthonand I,who(as thon know’{t)arc deare
To Princely Richard;and Buckingham.
* (ates. ThePrinces both make highaccount of you,
For they account his Head upon the Bridge. ;
Haf. T know they doe,and1 have well deferv'd it.

Enter Lord Stanley,

Come on,come on,where is your Bore-{peare man?
Feare you the Bore,aud goe founprovided?
Stan. My Lord good morrow,geod morrow € ateshy:
You may jeaft on,but by the holy Rood,
I doe not like thefe feverall Councels, 1.
Haf?t. My Lord,1 hold my Lifcas deare as yours,
Andnever in my dayes,[ doe proteft,
Wasit fo precious to me,as tis nOw:
Thinke you,bur that 1 know our {tate {ccure,
I would be {o triumphantas 1am?

St.The Lordsat Pomfret,when they rode from Londo,
Were jocund and fuppos’d their {tates were fure,
And they indeed had no caufeto miftruft:

But yet you {ec,how foone the Day o're-caft.

This fudden ftab of Rancour I mifdoubt:
Pray God (1 fay)! proveaneedlefle Coward.
W hat, (hall we toward the Tower?the day is fpent. .
Haft. Come,come,bave with you:

Wot you what,my Lord,
To day the Lords youtalke of,are beheaded.

St.They,for their truth,might better wear their Heads,
Then {fome that have accus’d them, weare their Hats.
But come,my Lord,let’saway.

Enter a Par(uivant.

Haft. Goe on before;Ile talke with this good fellow.s
Exit Lord Stanley and ((atesby.

How now,Sirrharhow goes the World with thee?
Purf. The better,that your Lord(hippleafe to aske.
Haf?. 1 tell thee man, tis better with me now,

Then when thou met’ {t melaft,where now we meet:

Then was I going Prifoner to the Tower, ®

By the fuggeftion of the Queenes Allyes.

But now I tell thee(keepe it to thy felfe )

This day thofe Enemies are put to death,

i .

r AndIin better {tate then ere I was.

Purf. God hold it,to your Honors good content,
Haff. Gramercy fellow:there drinke that for me,

T bhrowes bim bus Purfe.
Purf. 1 thanke your Honor. Exit Prrfwivans,

Enter a Prieft. :

Prieff. Wellmet,my Lord,I am glad to fee yout How
nor.
Haft. 1 thanke thee,good Sir Jobm,with all my heare,
I am in your debt.for your laft Exercife:
Come the next Sabboth,and I will content you.
Prieft. le wait upon your Lordfhip.

Enter Buckingham.

Buc. What,talking with a Prieft, Lord Chamberlaine?
Yourfriends at Pomfret,they doe need the Prieft,
Your Honor hath no fhriving worke in hand.
~ Haf. Good faith,and when I'met this holy man,
The men you talke of ,came into my minde.
W hat,goe youtoward the Tower?
Bac, | doe,my Lord,but long I cannot ftay there:
I fhall returne before your Lordfhip thence.
Hajt. Naylike enough,for I flay Dibner there.
Buc. And Supper too,although thou know’ft it not.
Come,will you goe?

Haft.I]e wait upon your Lordfhip. .Exea;sr.

Scena Tertia.

— e

Enter Sir Richard Ratcliffe;with Halberdscarrying
the N obles to death at Pomsfret.

Riwers,Sir Richard Rarciiffe Jet me tell thee this,

To day fhalt thoubchold a Subje&t dy,

For truth,for Duty,and for Loyalty.

Grey. God blcfle the Prince from all the Pack of you,

A Knot you are,of damned Blood-fuckers.

; Vaugh. Youlive, that (hall cry wee for thisheere-
after.
Rat.Difparch,the limit of your Livesis out,
Riv, O Pomfret,Pomfret!O thou bloody Prifon!

Farail and ominousto Noble Peeres:

Within the guilty Clofure of thy Walls,

Richardthe Second here was hacke todeath:

And for more flander to thy difmall Seat,

We give to thee our guiltlefie blood to drinke.

Grey. Now CMargarets Carfe isfalne upon our Heads,

Whenthee exclaim’d on Haffings,you,and I,

For ftanding by,when Richard ftab’'d herSonne.

Rin, Thencurs’d thee Richard,

Thencurs'd thee Buckinghams,

Then cus’d thee Haffings. Oh remember God,

To heare her prayer for them,as now for us:

And for my Sifter,and her Princely Sonnes,

Be fatisfy’d,deare God,with our true blood,

W hich,as thou know ftunjuftly muft befpile. _
Rat. Make hate,the houre of deathis now expir'd,
Riv. Come Grey,come Paughan , let us heere embrace,

Farcwell,untili we meet againe in Heaven.

Exeant,
Scand
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Scana Quarta.,

Enter Backingham,Darby, Haftings, Bifbop of Elj,
N orfolke,Ratcliffe, Lovellyoirh others,
ataTable.

Halt. Now Noble Pecere,the eanfe why we are met,
Is to determine of the Coronation:
In Gods Name {peake,whenis the Royall day?

Bue, Isall things ready for the Royall time?

Darb. It is,and wants but nomination.

Ely. To morrow then I judge a happy day. -

Fuc, Who knowes the Lord Protectors mind herein?
Who is moft inward with the Noble Duke?

minde.
Bac. We know each others Faces:for our Hearts,
He knowes no more of mine,then I of yours,
Or I of hisymy Lord,then you of mine:
Lord Haftings,you and he are neere in love.
Haf?. 1 thanke his Grace,I know he loves me wells .
But for his purpofein the Coronation,
I have not founded him,nor he deliver’d
His gracious pleafure any way therein: )
But you,my Honorable Lord,may name the time,
And in the Dukes behalfeTle give my Voice,
Which I prefume hee’le take ingentle part.

Enter Gloncefters

&l In happy time,here comes the Duke himifelfe.
Rich. My Noble Lords;and Coufins all,good morrows
I have beene long a fleeper: but I truft,
My abfence doth neglect no great defigne,
W hich'by my prefence might have beene concluded.
Bue. Had you not come upon your Q iy Lord,
William, Lord Haftings,bad pronounc’d your part;
I meane your Voice,for Crowniog of the King.
Rich. Then my Lord Haffings, no man might be bofder,
His Lord(hip knowes me well,and loves me well.
My Lord of Elyswhen I was laft in Holborne,
I faw good Strawberries inyour Garden there,
Idoc befeech you,fend for fome of them.
Ely, Mary and will,my Lord,with all my heart.
© Exit Bifhop.
Rich. Coufin of Buckingham,a word with you,
Catesby hath founded Haftsmgs in our bufinefle,
And findes the tefty Gentleman o hot,
That he will Iofe his Head ere give confent
HisMaiflers Child,as worfhipfully he tearmes it,
Shall lofe the Roya'ty of Englands Throne.
Bue. Withdraw your felfe a while,lle goe with you,
Exennt.
Dar. We havenotyet fet downethis day of Triumph;
To morrow,in my judgement,is too fudden,
For I my felf¢ am not fo well provided,
Aselfe I would be,were theday prolong’d.

Enter the Bifbopof Ely,

&ly. Where is my Lord,the Duke of Glofter?

I have fent for thefe Strawberries. _
Ha His Grace looks chearfully & {mooth this;morning,

Ely. Your Grace, we thinke,(hould fooneft know his |

There's fome conceit or other lik es bim well
When that be bids good morrow with fisch {pirit,
I thinke there’s never a man in Chriftendome
(?an Fcﬂ'n_‘hidc his love, or hate then hee,
For by his Face ftraight hall you know his Heart.
Darb. What of his Heart perceive you in his Face,
By any livelykood he fhew’d today?
Hajff. Mary that with noman here he is offended:
For were he,he had thewneit in his Lookes.

>

Enter Richard, and Buckingham.

Rech. 1 pray yon allstell me what they deferve,

That doe confpire my death withdivellifh Plots

Ot damned Witcheraft,and that have prevail’d

Vpon my Body with their Hellifh Charmes.

Haft, The tender love | beare your Grace,my Lord,
Makes me molt forward, in this Princely prefence,
Todoome th’Offendors,whofoere they be:

1 fay,my Lord,they have deferved death.

Rich. Thenbe your eyes the witnefle of their evill,

Looke how Iam bewitch'd:behold,mine Arme

Is likea blafted Sapling,wither’d up:

And this is Edwards Wife,that monftrons Witch,

Conforeed withthat Harlot,Strumpet Shore,

That by their Witcheraft thus have marked me.
Haft. If they have done this deed,my Noble Lord.
Rich. ' £? thou Prote@or of this damned Strumpet,

Tall'ft thou to me of Ifts.chou art a Traytor,

Oft with bis Head;now by Saint Pas/I {ieare,

I will not dine,untill I fee the fame.

Lovelt and Rarchffe,looke that it be dones Exennt.

The reft that love me, rife,and follow me.

CAinent Lovelland Ratcliffe with the
Lord Haflings.

Hasfl. Woe,woefor England,not awhit for me,
For I,to0 fond,might have prevented this:
Stanley did dreame;the Bore did rowfe our Helmes,
And I did fcorneitsand difdaine to flye:
Three timesto day my Foot-Cloth-Horfe did ftumble,
And ftarted, when helook’d uponthe Tower,
As loth to beare me to the flaughter-houfe.
O now I need the Prieft,that fpake to me:
Inow repent I told the Purfuivant,
As too triumphing how mine Enemies
Today at Pomfrer bloodily were butcherd,
And I'my felfefecure,in graceand fayour.
Oh Margares, Margares now thy heavy Curfe
Islighted on poore Haffings wretched Head.

Ra,Come,come,difpatch,the Duke wovld be at dinner;

Make a (hort Shrift,he longs to fee your Head.

Haft. O momentary grace of mortall men,
Which we more bunt ter then the grace of Godi
Who builds his hope in ayre of your good Lookes,
Liveslike adrunken Sayler ona Mait,
Ready with every Nod totumble downe,
Into the fatall Bowels of the Deepe.

Lov. Come,come,difpatch. ’tis bootlefle toexclaime.

Haf?, O bloody Richard:miferable England,
I prophecy thefearefull’ft time tothee,
T hatever wretched Age hathlook’d upon.
Come,lcade meto the Block,beare him my Head,
They finileat me,who fhortly fhallbe dead,

' Exennt,

¢ 3 el
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Enter Richard,and Buckingham, in votten e Armonr,
marvellous li-favonred.
Richard, Come Confin,
Canft thou quake,and change thy colour,
Murther thy breath in middlc of 2 word,
And then againe begin,and {top againc,
Asif thou were diltranght,and mad with terror?
Bue. Tut,I can counterfeit the deepe Tracedian,
Speake,and looke backe,and pric on cvery fide,
Tremble and ftart at wagging of a Straw:
Intending deepe fufpition,gaitly Lookes:
Are at my fervice,like enforced Smiles;
And bothare ready in their Oifices,
Atany time to grace my Stratagemes.
But what,is Caresby, gone?
Rich. He is,and {ce he brings the Maior along.

Enter the Major,and Catesby.
Buck, Lord Major.
Rich. Looke tothe Draw-Bridge there.
Bue. Hearkie,a Drumme.
Rich.Caresby, o’re-looke the-Walls.
Buc. Lord Major, the reafon we have fent.
Rich. Looke back defend three,here are Enemies.
Buc. God and our Innocency defend,and guard us.

Enter Lovell and Rarcliffe jwith Haftings Head.

Rich.Be patient,they are friends:R atcliffe,and Lovell,
Lov. Here is the Head of that igneble Traitor,
The dangerous and unfufpected Haftings.
Rich. So deare Ilov'd the man,that I muft weepe:
I tooke him for the plaineft harmelefle Creature,
That breath’d upon the Earth;a Chriftian:
Made him ey Booke, wherein my Soule recorded
The Hiftory of all her fecret thoughts.
So {mooth he dawb'd his Vice with (hew of Vertue,
That hisapparant open Guilt omitted,
I meane his Converfation with Sbores Wife,
Heliv'd from all atcainder of {ufpects.
Bue. Well well,he wasthe covert(t fhelered Traitor
Thateverliv'd.
W ould you imagine.or almoft beleeve,
Wert not,that by great prefervation
Welive totell it,chat the fubtill Traitor
This day had plotted,in the Councell-Houfe,
To murther me.and my good Lord of Glofter.

Ma. Had he done {o?

Rich. What?thinke you we are Turkes,or Infidels?
Or that we would,againft the forme of Law,
Proceed thus rafhly in the Villaines death,

But that the extreme perill of the cafe,
The Peace of England,and our Perfons fafety,
Enforc’d us to this Execution.
cMa. Now faire befall you,he deferv’d his death,
And your good Graces both have well proceeded,
To warne falfe Traitors from the like Attempts.
Bue. [ never look’d for better at his hands,
After he once fell in with Miltreffe Shore:
Yer had we not determin’d he (hould dye,
Vrill your Lord(hipcameto fee his end,
W hich now the loving hafte of thefe our friends,
Something againft our meanings,have prevented;
Becaufe;my Lord,[ would have had you heard
The Traitor {peake,and timoronfly confefle
- The manner and the purpofe of his Treafons:

That you might well have fignify’d the fame
Vntothe Citizens,who haply may
Mifconfter us in him,and waile his deatk.

Ma But,my geod Lord,your Graces words (hall ferve
As wellas I had feene,and heard bim {peake: p
And doe not doubt,right Noble Princes both,

But 1le acquaint our dutious Citizens
Withall yeur jult procesdings in this cafe.
Rich. Andto that end we wifh’d your Lord(hip here
T’avoid the Cenfuresof the carping World. ’
Bx. Which fince you come too late of our intent,
Yet witneffe what you heare we did intend:
And fo,my geod Lord Major,we bid farewell.
Exit CMajor,
Rich. Goe after after, Coufin Buckingham.
The Major towards Guild- Hall hyes bim inall pofte;
There,at your meeteft vantage of the time,
Inferre the Baftardy of Edwards Childien:
Tell them,how Edward put to deatha Citizen,
Onely for faying,he would make his Sonne
Heire to the Crowne,meaning indeed his Houfe,

| Which,by the Signe thereof ,wastearmed fo.

Moreover,urge his hatefull Luxury,

And beaftiall appetite in change of Luft,

W hich ftretcht unto their Servants,Daughter, Wives,

Even where his raging cye;or favage heart,

Without controll;lufted ro make a prey.

Nay for aneed,thus farre come ncere my Perfon:

Tellthem,when that my Mother went with Child

Of that infatiate Edward,Noble Yorke,

My Princely Father,thenhad Warres in France,

And by true computation of the time,

Found,that the 1flue was not his begot:

W hich well appeared in his Lincaments,

Being nothing like the Noble Duke my Father:

Yet touch this {paringly,as twere farre off,

Becanfe;my Lord,you know my Motherlives.
Bue, Doubt not,my Lord,Ile play the Orator,

Asifthe Golden Fee,for whick I plead,

| Were for my felfe:and {o,my Lord,adue.

Rich.Ifyou thrive wel,bring them to Baynards Caftle,
Where you fhall finde me weil accompanied
With reverend Fathers,and well-learned Bifhops.

Buc.I goe,and towardsthree or foure a Clocke
Looke for the Newes that the Guild-Hall affords.

Exit Buckingham.

Rich. Goe Lovell withall fpeed to Do&or Shaw,

Goe thoun to Fryer £ enkersbid them both

Meet me within this heure at Baynards Caltle. Exir,
Now will I goe to take fome privy order, ,
Todraw the Brats of Clarence out of fight,
Andtogive order,that no manner perfon

E xetint

Have any time recour{e unto the Princes.

Enter a Scrivener.
Secr.Here is the Indi@ment of the good Lord Haffings,

W hich in a fet Hand fairely is engrofs'd,
That it may be to day read-or’¢ in Pawules.
And marke how well the fequell hangs together:
Eleven houres I have fpent to write it over,
For yefter-night by Catesby was it {ent me,
The Precedent was full as longadoing,
And yet within thefe five houres Haftings liv'd,
Vntainted,unexamin’d,free,at hiberty. :
Herc’sa good World the while;whois fo grofle,
That cannotfee this palpable device?

Yet |
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Yet who {o bold,but fayes he {eesicnot?

Bad is the World,and all will come to nought; :
When fuchill deaitng muft be feene inthought. — Exst.
Enter Richard and Buckingbam at feverall Dooves,

Rich. How now,how now,what fay the Citizens?
Buck. Now by the holy Mother of our Lord,
The Citizens are mum,fay not a wotd.
Rich, Toucht you the Baftardy of Edwards Children?
Bas. 1 did,with his Contract with Lady Lacy,
And his Contract by Deputy in France,
Th'unfatiate greedinefle of his defire,
And his enforcement of the City Wives;
His Tyranny for Trifles, his owne Baftardy,
Asbeing gotyyour Father thien in France,
And his relemblince,being not like the Duke.
Withall,I did inferre your Lineamentss
Being the right /dea of your Father,
Both in your forme,and Nobleneffc of Minde:
Layd open all your Victories in Scotland,
Your Difcipline in Warre, Wifdome in Peace,
Your Bounty,Vertue faire Humility:
Indeed, left noching fitting for your purpofe;
Vntoucht, or {leightly handled in difcourfe.
And wher my Oratory drew toward end,
I bid them that did love their Countries good,
Cry,God fave Richard,EnglandsRoyall King.
Rsch. Anddid they fo?
Bue. No,{o God helpe methey {pake nota word,
But like dumbe Statues,or breathing Stones,
Star’d each on other,and look’d deadly pale:
Which when I {faw,I reprehended them,
And ask’d the Major,what meant this walfull filence?
Hisanfwer was,the people were not ufed
To befpoke to,but by the Recorder.
| Thenhe wasurg’dtotellmy Tale againes
‘ Thus fayth the Duke,thus haththe Duke inferrd,
But nothing fpoke,in warrant from himfelfe.
| When he had done,fome followersof mine owne,
| At lower end ofthe Hall,burld up their Caps,
And fome tenne voyces cry’d,Ged fave King Richards
And thus I tooke the vantage of thofe few.
Thankes gentle Citizensyand friends,quoth I,
This generall applaufe,and chearefull {howt,
Argues your wildome,and your love to Richard:
And even here brake off,and came away.
Rich. W hat tongue-lefle Blockes were they,
Would they not fpeake?
Will not the Major then,and his Brethren,come?
Baz. The Major 1s here at hand:intend {ome feare,
Benot you {poke with,bat by mighey fuit:
Andlooke you geta Prayer-Bookein your hand,
And ftand betweene two Church-men,good my Lord,
For on that ground Ile make a holy Defcant:
And be not eafily wonne to our requeits,
lay the Maids part,ftillanfwer nay,and take jc.
Rich. T goe:and if you pléad as well for them,
As I can fay nay to thee tor my felfe,
No doubt we bring itto a happy iffue.
Bxe. Go,go up to the Leads, the Lord Major knocks.

—

Enter the Major ,and Citizans.

Welcome,my Lord,I dance attendance here,
I'thinke the Duke will not be fpoke withall.

|
'l :
!;_
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Euter Ca:u{;;.
55’31(3'. Now Lareshy,whiat fayes your Lord tomy requetp
» I 3 5
(ates. He doth entreat your Grace,my Noble Lord,
To vifit himto Morrow,or next day:
He is within,with two right reverend Fatliers,

| Divinely bent to Meditation,
And in no Worldly fuites would he be mov’d,

To draw him from his holy Exercife.
Bye. Retarne,good (atesby,to the gracious Duke,
Tell him,my fclte,the Major and Aldermen,
In deepe defignes,in matter of great moment,
No leffe importing then our generall good,
Are come 1o have fome conference with his Grace.
( ates. Il€ fignifie {o much unto him firaight., . Ewxit,

uc. Ah ha,my Lord,this Prince isnot an Edward,
He isnot lnlling on alewd Love-Bed:
But on his Knees,at Meditation:
Not dallying witha Brace of Curtizdns,
But meditating with two dcqﬁ:e Divines:
Not fleeping,to engroffe hisidle Body,
But praying,to enrich his watchfull Soule.
Happy were England,would this vertuous Prince
Take on his Grace the Soveraignty thereof.
But fure I feare we {hall net winne him toit.

tMajor. Marty God defend his Grace fhould fay us
nay.

Buc. 1 feare he will:here Cateshy comes againe,

Enter (atesby.

Now Catesby,what {ayes his Grace?
Cates. He wonders to what end you have affembled
Such troopesof Citizens,to come to him.
His Grace notbeing warn’d thereof before:
He feares,my Lord ,yon meane no good to him,
Buc. Sorry I am,my Neble Confin thould
Sufpect me,that I meanenogoodto him:
By Heaven,we cometo him in perfit love,
Andfo once more returne;and tell his Grace,
W hen holyand devout Religious men
Areat their Beades,’tis much todraw them thence,
Sofweet is zealous Contemplation.

Exst.

Enter Richard aloft Gerweene two Bilbaps.

MaSee where his Grace ftands,tweentwo Clergy mé.
Buc. Two Props of Vertue, fora Chriftian Pringe,

To ftay him from the fall of Vanity:
And f{eea Booke of Prayer in his hand,
True Ornaments to know a holy man.
Famous Plantagener,molt gracious Prince,
Lend favourable care to our requets,
And pardon us the interruption ;
Of thy Devorion,and right Chriftian Zeale.

Rich. My Lord,there needesno fuch Apology:
1 doe befeech your Graceto pardon me,
Who earnelt in the fervice of God,
Deferr’dthe vifitation of my friends.
Butleaving this,what is your Graces pleafure?

Bue. Eventhat(1hope)which pleateth God above,
And allgood men,uf this ungovern'd lle.

Rich. I doe {ufpec I have done{ame offence,
That femes difgraciousin the Citieseye,
And that you come to reprehend my ignorance.

Fuc, Yon

- r— ——
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Buc. You have,my Lord:
Would it might pleafe your Grace,
On our entreaties,to amend your fanlt.
Rich. Blfe wherefore breathe I in a Chriftian Lands
BueKnow thenjit is your fault.that you refigoe
The Supreme Seat,thie Throne Majefticall,
The Sceptred Oice of your Anceftors,
Your State of Fortune,and your Deaw of Birth,
The Lineall Glory of your Royall Houfe,
Tothe corruption of a blemifht Stock:
Whilés in the mildnefie ofyour flecpie thoughts,
(Which here we waken to'oar Countries good , )
The Noble Ile doth wanit his proper Limmes:
His Face defac’d with skarres of Infamy,
His Royall Stock grafft with ignoble Plants,
And almolt (houldred 1n the fwallowing Gulfe
Of darke Forgetfulnefie,and deepe Oblivion.
W hich to recure,we heartily folicite
Your graciousfelfe to take on you the charge
And Kingly Governement of this your Land:
Not as Protector,Steward;Subftitute,
Or lowly Fa&or,for anothers gaine;
But as {ucceffively,from Blood to Blood,
Your Right of Birth,,yéur Empyry,your owhe.
For this,conforred with the Citizens,
Your very Worfhipfull and loving friends,
And by their vehement inftigation,
In thisjutt Caufe come I tomove your Grace-
Rich. I cannot tell,if todepart in {ilence,
Or bitterly tof{peake in your reproofe,
Beft fitteth my Degree,or your Condition.
For notto anf{wer,you might haply thinke,
Tongue-ty’d Ambitionnotreplying,yeclded
To beare the Golden Yoake of Soveraigutic,
Which fondly you weuld here impofe on me.
If to reprove you for this fuit of yours,
So feafon’d with your faithfull love to me,
Then on the other Gide I check’d my friends,
Thercefore to {peake,and toavoid the firlt,
And then in fpeaking,not to incurre the laft,
Definitively thus I anfwer you.
Your love deferves my thankes,but my defert
Vnmeritable,fhunnes your highrequeft.
Firlt,ifall ObRacles were cutaway,
And that my Path were even tothe Crowne,
As the ripe Revenue, and due of Birth:
Yet fo much is my poverty of {pirit,
So mighty,and fo many my defects,
That 1 would rather hide me from my Greatnefle,
Being a Barke tobrooke no mighty Sea;
Then in my Greatneffe covet to be hid,
And in the vapour of my Glory fmother’d.
But God be thank’d.there is no need of me,
And mnoch Ineed to helpe yomwerethere need:
The Rovall Tree hathleft us Royall Fruit,
W hich mellow’d by the ftealing howres of time,
Will well become the Seat of Majefty,
And make us(no doubt)happy by his Reigne.
On bim 1 lay that,youwould lay on me,
The Right and Fortune of hishappy Starres,
W hich God defend chat I fhould wring from hia.
Bre, My Lord, thisargues Confcience in your Grace,
But the refpecs thereof are nice,and triviall,
All circumftances well confidered.
You {ay,that Edward isyour BrothersSonne,
So fay we too,but not by Edwaerds Wife:

— e

| For firft was he contract to LadyLney,

Your Motherlives a Witnefie to his Vow;

And aftcrward by {fubftitute betroth'd

To Bona,Sifter to the King of France.

Thefe both put off.apoore Petitioner,

A Care-cras’d Mother toa many Sonnes,

A Bcapry—wai_niug,and diftrefled Widow,

Evenin theafter-nooneof her beft dayes,

Made prizeand purchafe of his wanton Eye,

Seduc’d the picch,and height of his degree,

To bafedeclenfion,and loath’d Bigamie.

By her,in his unlawfull Bed,he got

This Edward, whom our Manners call the Prince.

More bitterly counld I expoftulate,

Save that for reverenceto fome alive,

I givea {paring limit tomy Tongue.

Then good,my Lord,take to your Royall {eife

This proffer’d benefit of Dignity:

If not to blefle us and the Land withall,

Yet to draw forth your Noble Anceftry

From the corruption of abufing times,

Voto a Lineall true derived courfe.
(Maior. Do good my Lord,your Citizens entreat you.
Bc. Refofe not;mighty Lord, this proffer’d love.
(ates. O makethem joyfull,grant their lawfull fuit.
Rich. Alas,why would you heape this Care on me?

I amunfit for State,and Majefty:

| 1 doe befeech you take it notamiffe,
| I cannot,nor Iwill not yeeld to you.'

Bue. If youretufe it,as in love and zeale,

Loth todepefe the Child-your Brothers Sonne,
As well we know your tendernefle of heart,
Andgentle,kinde,effeminate remorfe,

W hich we have noted in you to your Kindred,
And cqually indecde tp all Eftates:

Yet know,wkhere you accept our fuit,or no,

Your Brothers Sonne fhall never reigne our King,
But we will plant fome other inthe Throne,

To the difgrace and downe-fall of your Houfe:
And in this refolution here we leave you.

Come Citizens,we will entreat no more. Exemnt,

Cates. Call him againe,{weet Prince,accept their {uit;
If you deny them, all the Land will rue it.
Rich. Will you enforce meto a world of Cares?

Call them againe,I am not made of Stones,

But penetrable to your kinde entreaties,
Albeitagainft my Confcienceand my Soule.

Enter Buckingham and the reft.

Coufin of Buckingham,and fage grave men,
Since yon will buckle fortune on my back,

~ To beare her burthen,whether,I will or no,

I muit have patience to endure the Load:
But if black Scandall,or foule-fac’d Reproach,
Attand the fequell of your Impofiticn,
Y our meere enforcement fhall acquittance me
From all the impure blots and {taynes thereof,
For God doth know,and you may partly fec,
How farre 1 2am from the defire of this.
; Maior. God blefle your Grace,wee fee ityand will
ay it
RicksIn faying fo,you fhall but fay the truth.
Bue. Then I falute you with this Royall Title,
Long live King Richard , Englands worthy King.
All. Amen.
Buc. Tomorrow may it pleafe youto be Crown'd?
Rich. Even ¢ hen yon pleafe for you will haveit fo.

Buck. To 1
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Bwe. To morrow then we willattend yourGrace,
And {o mott joyfully we take our leave.
Rich. Come,let us to our holy Worke againe,

Farewell my Coulins, farewell gentle friends.  Exerine.

Actus Quartus.Scana Prima.

Enter the Qucene ; Anne Dﬂ;ﬂ&dﬂs’ of Gloucefter ths
Ducheffe of Yorke, and Marque[fe Dorfet,

Duch. Torke. Who meetes us heere?
My Necce Plaztagenes,
Led inthe hand of her kind Aunt of Glofter?
Now.for my Life,(hee’s wandring to the Tower,
On pure hearts love,to greet the tender Prince.
Daughter,well met.
vtr. God give your Graces botha happy
And ajoyfull time of day. :
L. As much to you,good Sifter:whither away?
~n.No farther then the Tower,and asI gucfle,
Vpon the like devotionas your felves,
To gratulate the gentle Princesthere.
2, Kind Sifter thankes,wee'le enter all together:

Euterthe Lizutenant.

And in good time, here the Lieutenant comes.
Maifter Lieutenant,pray yoa,by your leave,
How doth the Prince,and my young Sonne of 7 orke?

Lie. Right well,deare Madame:by your patience,
I may not fuffer you to vifit them,

The King hath firi&ly charg’d the contrary.

2#. TheKing?who's that?

Lien. T meane,the Lord Prote&or.

2#. The Lo:d prote@ him from that Kingly Title.
Hath be {et bounds betweene their love,and me?

I am their Mother,who fhall baire me from them?
Duoh, Yorke. 1amtheir Fathers Mother, I will fee
them.

An. Their Aunt T am inlaw,in [ove their Mother:
Then bring meto their fights,Ile beare thy blamé,
And take thy Office from thee,on my perill.

Lies. No,Madame,no;I may not leave it {o:

I am bound by Oath,and thercfore pardonme. !
Exit Licutenants

Enter § m.nrk].

" Star.Let me but meet you Ladies one howre hence,
AndIle falute your Grace of Yorke as Mother,

And reverend looker on of two faire Queencs,

Come Madame,you muft ftraight to W efiminfer,

There to be crowned Rishards Royall Queene.
Bu. Ah,cut my Laceafunder,

That my pent heart may have fome fcope to beat,

Or elfe Ifwoone with this dead-killing newes.

4n. Delpightfull tidings,O unpleafing newes.

Dor(. Beof good cheare : Mother, How farés yoor

Grace?

Q#. O Dorfet, {peake not to me,get thee gone,

Death and Deftruction dogges thee at thy hecles,

Thy Mothers Name is ominousto Children.

If thou wilt out-firip Death,goc croficthe Seas,

e —
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| Andlive with Richmond, f:0m the reach of Hell,
Goc hye thee,hyeth

e thee from this {laughter-houfe |
Left thou encreafe the numberof the dead :
And makeme dyethe thrall of ,Mergarm’C urfe
- i 3
Nor Mother, Wife,nor Englands connted Queene.
Stan, Full of wife care,is this your counfaile,Madame:
Take all the fivift advantage of thehowres:
You fhall have Letters from me to my Sonne,
In your behalfe,to meet yoa on the way:
Be not ta'ne tatdy by unwife delay,
Duc. Tor. O il difper{ing Winde of Mifery,
O my accurfed Wombe, the Bed of Death:
A Cockatrize haft thou hatche to the World,
Whofe vnavoided Eye is murtherous.
Stan, Come,Madame,come, I inall hafte was fent.
ew. And I with all unwillingneffe will goe.
O would to God,that the inclufive Verge
Of Golden Metrall,that muft round my Brow,
Were red hot Steele,to feare me to the Braines,
Anoynted let me be with deadly Veno ne,
And dye ere men can {2y,God fave the Queene.
Qs. Goe,goe,poore foule,] envienot thy glory,
To feed my humor, wih thy felfe no harme.
An. No:why?When he that is my Husband NoW,
Cameto mesas I follow’d Henries Corfe,
When fcarce theblood was well watht from his hands,
Whichiffued from my other Angell Husband,
And that deare Saint, which then I weeping follow’d:
O,when 1 fay,Tlock’d on Richards Face,
This was my With:Be thou(quoth Iaccurft,
For making me,fo young, o old a Widow:
And whenthou wed't,let forrow haunt thy Bed:
And be thy Wife,ifany be fo mad,
More miferable,by the Life of thee, |
Then thou haft made me,by my deare Lords death.
Loc,ere I can repeat this Curfe againe,
Within {o {mall atime,my W omans heart
Grofiely grew capriveto his honey words,
And prov’d the fubje® of mine owne Soules Carfe,
W hich hitherto hath held mine eyes from reft:
For never yet one howre in his Bed
Did I enjoy the golden deaw of fleepe,
But with his timorous Dreames was ftill awak’d,
Befides,he hates me for my Father #armicke,
And will(no doubt){hortly berid of me.
Zs. Poore heart adieu, [ pitty thy complairing,
An. No more , then with my foule I mournefor |
youts. :
Dorf. Farewell thon wofull welcommer of glory.
Anne. Adicu, poore foule, that rak't thy leave
of it,
Duc. Torke. Go to Richmond to Dorfes,to Ame, tothe
2 ueene,and good fortune guide thee,
Gothouto Richard,and good Angels tend thee,
Go thou to San&uary,and good thoughes poflefie thee;
I to my Grave,where peace and reft Iye with mee.
Eighty odde yecres of forrow bave 1 feene,
And each howres joy wrackt witha weeke of teene.
Q. Stay,yet looke backe with me vnto the Tower.
Pitty,you ancient Stones,thofe tender Babes,
W hom Envie hathimmur’d within your Walls,
Rough Cradle for fuch little pretty ones,
Rude ragged Nurfe,old fullen Play-fellow,
For tender Princes:ufe my Babies well;
So foolifh Sorrowes bids your Stones farewell.
Exennt,

o b
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Scena Secunda.

——— —— . — ——

Sound a Sonnet, Enter Richard in pomipe 5 we=
kingham, Cateshy, Rarcliffe, Lovels

Rich. Stand all apart. Coufin of Buckingham.
Buck.My gracious Soveraignes
Rich. ij:.r% methy hand. Sound.

Thus high,by thy advice,and thy affiltance,

Is King Richard {eared: :

But {hallwe weare thefe Glorics for aday?

Or fhall they lait and we rejoyce in them?

Buc. Still live they,and for cver let them laft.
Rich. Ah Buckingbam,now doe I play the Touch,

To try if thou be currant Gold indeed:

Young Edward lives,thinke now what I would {peake.
Buck, Say onmy loving Lord. j
Rich. Why Backinghem, | {ay I would be King.

Bue, Why {o you are, my thricesrenowned Lord,
Rich, Ha ?am I Kingg tis fo:but Edward lives.
Bic. True,Noble Prince.

Rich. O bitter confequence! _

That Edward {till (houid live true Noble Prince.

Coufin,thouwaft not wont to be fo dull.

Shall I be plaine?I wilh the Baitards dead,

And I would have it fuddenly performd.

What fay’ft thou now ? {peake fuddenly,be bricfe.

Buc. Your Grace may doe your plealure.
Rich. Tut,tut,thou are all Ice,thy kindneffe freczes:

Say, have I thy conlent,that they fhall dye?

Bu.Give me {ome little breath,fome paw{e,deare Loxd,

Before I pofitively fpeake in this: :

I will refolve you herein pr efently. Exit Buck,
{ates. The King is angry,fec he gnawes his Lippe.
Rieh. 1 will converfe with Iron-witted Fooles,

And unrefpective Boyes:noneare for me,

That looke into me with confiderateeyes,

High-reaching Buckingham growes circumi{peét,

Boy.

Page. My Lord. s

Rich. Know’{t thou not any,whom corrupting Gold
Will tempt unto a clofe exploit of Death?

Page. 1 knowa difcontented Gentleman,

W hofe humble meanes match not his haughty [pirit:

Gold were as good astwenty Orators,

And will(no doubt) tempt him to any thing.

Rick. W hat is his Name?
Pag. His Name,my Lord,is Tirvells
Rich. I partly know the man:goe call him hither,

Boy. : Exit.

The deepe revoly ing witty Buckingham, _

No more fhall be the neighbor to my counfailes.

Hath he fo long held out withme,untyr’d,

And {tops he now for breath? Well,be it fo.

Enter Stanley.

How now,Lord Seanley,what’s the newes?
Stanley. Know my loving Lord,the Marquefle Dorfes
Asl beare,is fled to Richmond,
Inthe parts where he abides.
FRich. Come hither Catesby, rumor itabroad,
That Amne my Wife is very grievous ficke,

e ——eee -
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I'will take order for her keeping clofe.

Inquire me out fome meane poore Gentieman,

W hom I will marry ftraight to Claremce Daughter:
The Boy isfoolith,and I feare not him.

Looke how thou dream’ft:1 fay agine,give out,
That Anne,my Queene,is ficke,and liketo dye.
About it,for 1t ftands me much upon

To ftopall hopes,whofe growth may dammage me.

I muft be married to my Brothers Daughter,
Or clfe my Kingdomre ftands on brittle Glaffe:
Murther her Brothers,aud then marry her,
Viicertaine way of gaine. But 12min

So farre in blood,that finne will pluck on finne,
Tearefalling Pinty dwellsnotin this Eye.

Enter T]rrcl,

Is thy Name 7yrrel?

Tiér. Tames Tyrreland your moft obedientfubjec.

Rich. Art thon indeed?

Tyr.Prove me, my gracious Lord. .

Rich, Dar’ft thoureiolve to kill a friend of mine?

Tyr. Pleafe you:
But T had racher kill two enemies.

Rich. Wy then thon haft ir:two deepe enemies,.
Foestomy Reftyand my fweet {leepes difturbess,
Are they that I would bave thee deale upen:
Tyrrel,] meane thofc Baftards in the Tower.

?r. Let me have open meanes to come to them,
And foone llerid you from the feare of them-

Rich, Thou fing’ft fweet Mufiques
Hearke,come hither Tyrrel,

Goe by this token:rife,and lend thine Eare,
There is no more but {o:fay it isd one,
And I will love thee,and preferse thee for it

Tyr. I will difpatch it ftraight. Exit,

Ewuter Buckingham,

Bxe. My Lord,] have confider’d in my minde,
The late requeft that you did fonnd me in.

Rich. Well,letthat reft:Derfer is fied to Rickmend.

Bwe. 1 heare the newes,my Lord.

Rich. Ssanfey,hee is your Wives Sonneswell,looke
untoit. .

Bwe.My Lord,I clayme the gift,my due by promife,
For which your Honor and your Faichispawn’d
Th’Earledome of Hereford,and the moveables,
Which you have promifed I {hall poffefle.

Rich. Stanley looke to your Wife:if (he convey
Letters to Richmond,you fhall an{wer it,

Buc. W hatfayes your Highnefle tomy juft requeft?

Rick.1 doc remember me,Herry the Sixt
Did prophecy,that Rickmond (hould be King,

When Richmond wasa little peevifh Boy.
A King perbaps.

Bue. May it pleafe you to refolve me in miy fuit.

Rich, Thou troubleft me, T am notin the veine, Exi:

Bae. Andis it thusrepayes he my deepefervice
Writh fuch contempt?made I him King for this?

O let me thinke on Haffings,and be gone :
To Brecnock,while iy tearefull Head is on. Exste

Enter Tyrrel.
Tyr. The tyrannousand bloody At is dones’

The molft arch deed of pittious maffacre
: Tha

P bifpers.
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That ever yetthis Land was guilty of

Dighson and Forreff;,whom I didiuporne

Todo this peece of ruthfall Burchery,

Albeit they were fletht Villaines,bloudy Dogges,
Melted with tenderneffe, and milde compaffion,
Wept like to Children,in their deaths {ad Story.

O thus(quoth Dighten)lay the gentle Babes:
Thus,thus(quoth Forref )girdling oneanother
Within their Alablafter inno€ent Armes:

Their lips were foure red Rofes ona ftalke,

And in their Sumier Beauey kift each other,

A Booke of Prayers on their pillow lay,

Which one(quoth Forrsf})almoft chang’d miy minde:
But oh theDivell,there the Villaine ftopt:

When Dighten thus told on,we {mothered

The moft replenithed fweet worke of nature,
That from the prime Creation ere fhe framed.
Henceboth are gone with Confcience and Remorfe;
They could not{peake, and fo I leftthem both,

To beare thefe tydings to the bloudy King,

Enter Richard,

And heere he comies: All health my Soveraigne Lord.

Rsc.Kinde Tirvellam I happy in thy Newes.

7sr. Iftohave done the thing you gave in charge,
Be get your happineiic, be happy then,

For it is done.

Richs But did’e(t thou fee them dead?

Frr. Idid my Lord.

Rish, And buried gentle Tirrell?

Zsr. The Chaplaine of the Tower hath buried them,
But where(ta fay thetruth)I do not know.

Rich. Come to me Tirrefl foone,and after Supper,
When thou there (halt tell the proceffe of their deathe
Meane time,but thinke how 1 may do theegood,
And be inheritor of thy defire,

Farewell cill then.

Tér. I humbly take leave.

Rich, The Sonne of Clarencehave I pent up clofe,
His daughter meanly have I matchein marriage,

The Soancs of Zdward{lcepe in eAbrabams bofome,
And dwne my wife hach bid this world good night,
Now for Iknow the Britaine Richmond aymes
Atyong Elizabeth my Brothers daughrer,

And by that knet lookes proud y on the Crowne,
To hergol, a jolly thriving wooer,

Enter Rarcliffe.

Rar. My Lord. :
¥ Rich. Good or bad newes,that thou com’ft in fo

ontly?

Kar.Bad news my Lord, Momrten is fled to Richmond
And Buekingham backt with the hardy Welfhmen
Isinthe field,and ftill his power encrealeth.

Rich. Ely with Richmond troubles me more neere,
Then Buckingham and his rah levied Strength.
Come, [ havelearn'd,that fearfull commenting
Isleaden fervitor todull delay.

Delay leadesimpotent and Snaile-pac’d Beggery:

Then fiery expedition be my wing,

loves Mercury,and Herald for a King:

Go mufter men:My counfaile is my Sheeld,

We maftbe breefe,when Traitors brave the Ficld.
Exemnt.

£
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Scena Tertia,

Lnter old Ducene Margaret,

(Har. So now profperity begins to mellgw,
And drop futo the rotten mouch of death:
Heere in thefe Confines flly have I lurkt,
To watch the waining of mine enemies.
A dire indu@ion,am I witnefle to,
Anfi will to France,boping the confcquence
Will prove as bitter, black e;and Tragicall.
Withdraw thee wrerched Margares,who comes heere?

Enter Dautchelfe and Dueene.

2. Ah my poore Princes lah my tender Babes!
M_S’ unblowne Flowers , new appearing {weetss
Ifyet your gentle foules flycinthe Ayre,

And be not fixt in doome perpetuall,
Hover about me with your ayery wings,
And heare your mothers Lamencation.

Mar. Hoverabout her,f{ay that right for right
Hath dim’d your Infant morne,to Aged nigh:.

D#ts So many miferies have craz'd my voyee,
That my woe-wearied tongueis fhill and mute.
Edward Plantagenet,why art thou dead?

Mar. Plasiagenet doth quic Plantagenct,

Edward for Edward,payes a dying debr.

2u, Wil thou,0 God,flye trom fuch gentle Lambs,
And throw them inthe intrailes of the Wolfe?
Why didft thou fieepe , when fuch adeed was donep

Mar. When holy Hesrydyed,and my {wee Sonne.

D, Dead life,blind fight,poore mortall living ghoft,
Woes Seene, Worlds fhame,Graves due, by life ufurpt,
Breefe abitrattand record of tedious dayes,

Relt thy unrelt on Englands lawfull earth,
Vnlaw fully made drinke with innocent blood:

Ru. Ah that thou would'ft affoone affoord a Grave,
As thou canit yecld a melancholly feate:

Then would 1 hide my bones,not reft them heere,
Ah who hathany caufe to mourne but wee2

(Mars it aucientforrow be moft reverent,
Give mine the benefir of Gigueury, i
And let my greefes frowne on the upper hand
If forrow can admit Society.

T had an Edward,tilla Richard Lill'd him:

I had 2 Husband,tilla Richard kill'd him:

Thon had’(t an Edwardtill a Richard kill'd him:

Thou had'ft a Richard ;till a Richard kill'd bim.
Dz 1 had a Richardtoe and thou did’ft kill him;

T hada Rwtland tvo thou holp’ft to killhim.

Mar. Thou had’ft a Clarence too,

And Richard kill’d him- :

From forth the kennell of thy wombe hath crept

A Hell-hound that doth bunt usali to death:

That Dogge, that had his teeth before hiseyes,

To worry Lambes,andlap their gentle blood:

That foule defacer of Geds handy worke:

That reignes in gauled eyes of weeping foules:

That excellent grand Tyrane of the earth,

Thy wombe letloofe to chafeus to our graves.

O upright,juft,and true-difpofing God,

How do I thanke thee,thac this carnall Curre

B e RN ——
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The Ly‘e and Deatlr of Richard the Third.

Preyes on the iffue of hisMothers body,
And makes her Pue-fellow with others monc.
Dut. Oh Harries wife, trinmph not in my woes:
God witnefle with me,I have wept for thine.
Mar, Beare with me : Tam hungry for revenge,
And now I cloy me with beholding it-
Thy Edward he is dead that kill’d my Edward,
Theother £dward dead to quit my Edward:
Yong Yorke,he isbut boote,becaufe both they -
Matcht not the high perfection of myloffe.
Thy Clarence he is dead,that ftab'd my Edward,
And the beholders of this franticke play,
Th'adulterate Haftings, Rivers,Venghan Gray
Vatimely fmother’d in their dusky Graves.

| Richardyetlives,Hels blacke lutciligencer,

Onely referv’d their Fa&or,tobuy foales,
And {end then thither:Butat band,at hand
Infizes his pittious and unpittied end.
Earth gapes,Hell burnes, Fiends reare, Saints pray,
To have him fodainly convey’d from herce:
Cancell his bond of life,deere God I pray,
That I may live and fay,The Dogge is dead.
Q. O thoudid’ft prophefie the time would come,
That I thould wifh for theeto helpe me curfe
That botrel’d Spider,that foule bunch-back’d Toad.
Mar. I call’d thee then , vaine flourifh of my fortune:
I call’d thee then,poore Shadow,painited Quecne,
The prefentation of but what I was; -
The flattering Index of a direfuil Pageant;
One heav’d a high;to be hurl’d downe below:
A Mother onely mocke with two faire Babes;
A dreame of what thou waft, a garifh Flagge
To be the ayme of every dangerous Shot;
A figneof Dignity,a Breath,a Bubble:
A Queene in leaft,onely to fill the Scene.
W here is thy Husband now? Where be thy Brothers?

| Where bethy two Sonnes? W herein doft thou loy?

W ho fues,and kneeles and fay es,God fave the Queenc?

! \Where bethe bending Peercs that flattered thee?

Where be the threnging Troopes that followed thee?

| Declineall this,and fee what now thow arts

For bappy Wite,amoft diftrefied Widdows
For joyfull Mother, one that wailesthe name:
Forone being fued te,one that humbly fues:
For Quecne, avery Caytiffe,crown’d with cares
For {he that fcorn’'d atme, now feorn’d of me:
For fhe being feared of all now fearing one:
For (he commanding all,obey’d of nories
Thus hath the courfe of Iuftice whirl’d about,
And left thee bt avery prey totime,
Having no more but Thought of what thou waft,
To torture thee the more,being whatchou art,
Thou didftufarpe my places and doft thon not
Vfurpethe jult proportion of my Sorrow?
Now thy proud Necke ;beareshalfe my burtben’d yoke,
From which,even heere I {lip my wearied head,
And leave the burthen of it all,on thee.
Farewell Yorkes wifc, and Queeneof fad mifchance,
Thefe Englith woes,{hall make me {mile in France,

Q. O thou well skill’din Curfes,{tay a-while,
And teach me hotv to carfe mine enemies.

AMar. Forbearetofleepe the night,and faft the day:
Compare dead happinefle,with living woe:
Thinke that thy Babeswere {weeter then rhey were,
And he that {lsw them foevler then he is:
Bett'ring thy loffe, makesthebad caufer worfe,

S

| Revolving this,willteach thee how to Curfe.
Q. My word aredull,O quicken them with thine,
Mar. Thy woeswill make them fharpe,

[ And piercelike mine, Exit Margares.

| Dut. Why fhould calamity be full of word:?

| Q# Windy Atturnies to their Cliens Woes,

t Ayery fucceedersof inteltine joyes,

| Poore breathing Orators of mif¢rics,

i Let them have fcope though what they will impart,

{ Helpe nothingls,yet do they cafe the hart.

| Daus. If fo then,be not Tongue-ty'd:go with me,

| And inthe breath of bitter words,let’s {mother

My damned Son,that thy two fweet Sonnes {mother'd,

The Trumpetfounds,be copious in ¢xclaimes.

_ Enter King Richard,and bis Traine,

Rich. Who intercepts me in my Expedition?

D#t. O (he,thar might have intercepted thee
By ftrangling thee in her accurfed wombe,
Fromall the {laughters(Wretch)that thou haft done.

Qu.Hid’ (t thou that Forhead with a GoldenCrowne
Where’t thould be branded, if that right were right?
The flaughter of the Prir.cethat ow’d that Crowne,
Andthe dyre death of my poore Sonnes,and Brothers.

Tellme thou Villaine-flave,whereare my Children?
Dwr. Thon Toad thou Toade,
Whereis thy Brother Clarence?
And litctle 2\ ¢d Plantagenet his Sopuc?
Qs. Where is the gentle Rivers Vanghan Grag
Daut. Where iskinde Hafting?
Rich. A fourifh Trampets, ftrike Alarum Drummes:
Let notthe Heavensheare thefe Tell-tale women
Raile onthe Lords Annointed. Strikel {ay.
P Flowrifb. Alarnms.
Eitber be patient,and intreat me fayre,
Or withthe clamorous report of Warre,
Thas will I drowne your exclamations.
| Dat. Artthonmy Sonne?
Rich, 1, I thanke Ged,my Father,and your felfe:
Dz Then patiently heare my impaticnce.
Rich. Madam,I have a touch of your condition,
| That cannot brooke the accent of reproofe.
D#t. O Jet me fpeake.
Rsch. Dothen,but e not heare.
Dut. 1 wilibe milde,and gentle in my words,
Rsch. And breefe(good Mother)for T am in haft.
Dut. Art thou fo hafty?] have {taid for thee
(God knowes)in tormentand inagény.
Rich. And came Inot at laft to comfort you?
Dz No by the holy Rood,thou know’it it well,
Thoucam'lt on earth,to make the carth my Hell.
A greevous burthen was thy Birth tome, |
Tetchy and wayward was thy Infancy. |
Thy School-daies ﬁ-ightfhll,dcfp‘ratc,\‘v'ildf,ﬂnd furicus, :
Thy prime of Manhood,daring,bold.and ventarous:
Thy Age confirm'd,prond,{ubtle,flye,and bloody,
More miidc,‘bur_vet more harmfull, Kinde in hatred:
W hat comfortable houre canft thon name,
That ever grac’d me with thy company?
Ruch. -aith none,but Hxmfrey Hower,
That call'd your Grace

To Breakefalt once,forth of my company. |
IfI befo dilgracious inyour eye, |
Let me martchon,and not offend you Madam. -
Strike up the Drumme. I

Dnt. T prythee heare me {peake.
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Rich. You fpeake too bitterly.
Dut, Hearemea word : .
ForI fhall never {peake to thee againe,
Rich. So. : _
Dut, Either thou wilt dye, by Gods juft ordinance

Ere from this warre thou turnea Congueror :

Or I with griefeand extreame Age (hall perifh,

And ngver more behold thy face againe. .

Therefore take with thee my molt greivous Curfe,,

Which in the day of Battell tyre thee more

Thenallthe compleat Armour thatthou wear'ft.

| My Prayers onthe adverfe party fights .

And there the little foules of dwards Children,

W hifper the Spirits of thine Enemies,

And promife them Succefleand Victory *

Bloudy thowart, bloudy will be thy end : :

Shame ferves thy life,and doth thy death attend.  Exif.
Quze. Though far more canfc; yet muchleic {pirit to

Abides inme, 1 fay Amento her- - y (curfe
Rich. Stay Madam, I muit talkea word.with you.
Que. 1 have no more fonnes of the Royall blood

For thee toflaughter. For my Daughters (Richard)

They fhall be praying Nunnes, not weeping Queenes:

And therefore levell not to hit their lives.

Rich. You havea daughter call’d Elizabetl,

Vertuous dnd Faire, Royalland Gracious-  +' .
Quce. And muft (he dye for this? O let her live,

And Ile corrupt ber Manners, ftaine ber Beauty,

Slander my felfe, as falfe to Edwardsbed :

Throw over her the vaile of infamy,

So the may live unfcarr'd of bleeding flaughter,

I will contgfle the was not Edwards daughter.

Rich. W rong not her Byrth, fhe is a Royall Princefie.
D uee. Tofave her life, Ile fay fhe is not fo,

Rich, Her lite is {afeft onely in her byrth.

Quer. Andonely in that fatety, dyed her Brothers.
Rich. Loe attheir Birth, good [tarres were oppofite.
Que. No, to their lives, Ul friends were contrary.
Rich. Allunavoydedisthe doome of Deftiny-

Due. True: whenavoyded grace makes Deftiny.

My Babes were deftin'd toa fairer death,

If grace had bleft thee wich a fairer life. .
Rich. You fpeake 2sifthat [ had flaine my Cofins?
Quee. Cofinsindeed, andby their Vnckleconzend, |

| Of Comfort, Kingdome, Kindred, Freedome, Life,

W hofe hand foever lanch’d their tender hearts,

| Thy head (all indirectly) gave direciion.

| No doubt the murd’rous Knife was duil and blunt,

Till it was whetted on thy ftong-hard heart,
To revellin the Intrailes of my Lambes,
But that ftiil ufe of gricfe, makes wilde gricfe tame,
My tongue fhould to thy eares not name my Boyes,
Till that my Nayles wereanchor’d in thine eyes:
And I in fuch ade(p’rate Bay of death,
Like a poore Barke, of failes and taclding reft,
Rufh all to pecces on thy Rocky bofeme.

Rich. Madam, {othrive I in my enterprize

| And dangerous {uccefle of bloody warres,

‘ AsIintend more good to youand yours,

|

Then ever yonand yours by me were harm'd.
Quee, What good is cover’d with the face of heaven,
| To bedifcovered, that can doe me good?
| Rich. Th'advancement of your children, gentle Lady
. Duee. Vp to fome Scaffold, there tolofetheir heads.
| Richs Vnto the dignity aud height of Fortune,
\

| The high Imperiall Type of this earths glory,

i
i

Quee. Flatter my forrow with report of it :
Tell me, what State, what Dignity, what Honor,
Canft thou devife toany child of mine: '

Rich. Even all 1 have ; I, and my (elfe and all,
Will I' withall indow a child of thine :
So in the Lethe of thy angry foule, :
Thou drowne the fad remembrance of thofc wrongs,
Which thou {uppofeft I have done to thee.

Qmee.Be breife, lealt that the procefle of thy kindneffe
Laft longer telling then thy kindnefle date.

Ricé_. Then know,

That from my Soule, T Jove thy Daughters

D nee. My daughters Mother thinkesit with her foule.

Rich. What doe you thinke ?

2. That thou dolt love my daughter from thy foule
So from thy {oules love didft thonlove her Brothers,
And from my hearts love, I doethanke thee for'it.

Rich. B¢ not {0 halty to confound my meaning :

I meane that with my foule 1love thy daughter,
And doe intend to make her Queene of England.

Lu. Wellthien,who doft thou mean (hallbe her King.

Rich, Even hethat makes her Queene.
Who elie fhould be 2

Luee, W hat, thou ? :

Rich. Evenfo : How thinke you of it ?

Duee. How canft thouwgoe her ?

Rich. T hat I would learne of you,

As one being belt acquainted with her humour.

D auge. And wiltthoy learne of me?

Rich. Madam, with all my heart.

Quee. Send to her.by the man that flew her brothers,
A pagre of bleeding hearts: thereon ingrave
Edward and Yorke, then haply will {he weepe :
Therefore prefentto her, asfometime (Margare

| Did to thy facher, ftecptin Rutlands blood,
| Ahand-kerchiefe, which fay to herdid dreyne

The purple fappe from her {weet brothers body,
And bid her wipe her weeping eyes withall.

If this inducement move her not tolove,

Send her a Letter of thy Noble deeds :

Tell her, thou mad 't away her Vnckle Clarence,

Her Vackle Kivers, 1 (andfor herfake) :
Mad'ft quicke conveyance with her good Aunt eAuns,
Rich.  Youmocke me Madam, this isnot the way

To win your danghter,
Duee. There isno other way,
Vnlefle thou could’(t put on fome other fhape,
And not be Richard, that hath done all chis.
Rich. Say that I did all this for love of her.
9 ue.Nay then indeed {he cannor choofe but haté thee,
Having bought love, with fuch a bloody fpoile.
Rich. Looke what is done, cannot be now amended :
Men (hall deale unadvifedly fometimes,
W hich after-houres givesleyfureto repente i
1f 1 did take the Kingdome from your Sorines,
To make amends, llegiveitto your daughter :
1£1 have kill'd the ifine of your wombe,
To quicken your encreafe, I will beget
Mineé iffize of your blaod, upon your daughter :
A Grandams name is litzle leffe in love,
Then is the doting Title of a Mother;
They are as Children but one ftep below,
Evenof your metrall, of your very blood :
OFll one paine, fave for anight of groanes
Endur’d of her, for whom you bid like forrow.
Y our Children were vexation to your youth,

—— e
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Bucmine {hall be a comfort toyour Age, . Thy Crowne ufurp’d, difgrac'd his Kingly Glory ;
The loffe you have, is buta Sonne being King, 1§ fomething thou would'it {weare to be Beleevid,
And by thar loffe, your Daughter is made Queene. Sweare then by fomething, that thou haft not wrong'd,
I cannotu:ake you what amends I would, Rich. Then by my fclfe. .
Therefore accept fuch kindneffe as I can. 2. Thy felfe, is felfe-milus'd,
| Durfet your Sonn, that witha fearetull foule Rich. Now by the W.osld. . i
i Leads difcontented fteppes in Forraine foyle, | R "Tisfull of thy fouie Wrongs. ;
i This faire Alliance, quickly fhali call home | Rich. My Fathers death. _ At
{ To high Promotions, and grear Dignity. | o2#. Thy life hathit difhonor'd. ey
" The King that calles your bewteous davghter wife, | Rich. Why then, by Heaven. : gt
| Familiarly (hall callthy Dar/e, brother | Lue. Heavens wrong ismoft ofall:
Againe fhall you be Mother toa King : | I thou didd'(t feare to breake an Oathwith him,
i Andallche Ruines of diftreffefull Times, | The vnity the King my bhusband made, g
| Repair'd with donble Riches of Content. | Thou had'ft not broken, nor my brothers died. (s, Hie
! What? we haveinany goodly dayesto fee: | 3£ thou had’it fear"d to breake an oath by him,
' Theliquid drops of Tearcs thar yon have fhed, | Thimperiall mettall, circling now thy head,
Shall comeagaine, tranform’d to Orient Pearle, Had grac’d the tender temples of my child,
Advantzging their Love, with intereft And both thePrirces had beene breathing heere,
| Often-times double gaine of happinefle. ~ Whichoow twotender Bed-folowes for duft,
, Goe then (my Mother ) tothy Danghter goe, Thy broken Faith hath made the prey for Wormes.
H Makebold her bafhfull yeares, with your experience, What can'ft thou fweaie by now?
i Prepare her eares to hearc 2 Wooers Tale. Rich. ‘Thetimeto come.
i Putinher tender hearr, th'afpiring Flame Lwue. Tha thou hafl wronged in the time ore-palt :
N OfGolden Soveraignty : Acquaint the Princefle For I'my felfe have many teares to wath
E Wi ththe fweet filent houres of Marriage joyes Heereatter time, for time patt, wrong'd by thee.
And when this Arme of mine hath chaltifed The Children live, whofe Fathers thon haft laughter'd,
' Thepetty Rebell, duli-brain’d Brckingh:m, Vagovern'd youth, to waile it with their age:
| Bound with Triamphant Garfands will I come, The Parents live, whofe Children thou haft butcher’d,
And leade thy danghiter toa Conquerors bed ; Old barren Plants, to waile it with their Age.
To whom I will retaile my Conqueft wonne, Sweare not by time to come, for that thou halt
And fhe fhall be foic Victorefle, Cefars Cafar. Mifus'd ere vs'd, by times ill-vs'd repaft. '
2ae. What were I beft to fay, her Fathersbrother Rich. AsIintend to profper, andrepent §
h Would be her Lord 2 Or (hall T i"ay her Vinkle? So thrive I in my dangerous Affaires
r Or he that flew her Brothers, and her Vikles ? Of hottile Armes: My felfe, my feife confound :
|| Vnder what, Title thall I wooe for thee, "Heaven, and Fortune barre me happy houres:
i That God, the Law, my Honor,and her Love, Day ,yeeld menot thy light 2 nor Night, thy reft.
; Can make feeme pleafing to her tender yeeres? Be oppofite all Plancts of good lucke
i Rich. Inf:rrefaire Englands peace by this Alliance. To my proceeding, if with deete hearts love,
i Du, Which fhe thall purchafe with ftill lafting warre. | Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts,
' Rich. Tell her, the King that way command, wntreats. . I tender northy beaucious Princely daughter.
ﬂ- .QH- That at her hands, which the kings King forbids | in ler._:';, confiits my happinefie, and thine ;
! Rich, Say (he thalibe a high and mighty Quccne. | Wittout her, followesto my felfe,and thee, | S, Jih
li 2#. To viile the Title, as her Mother doth, | Her felfe, the Land, and many a Chriftian foule, 8 e
h Rick. Say I willlove her everlaftingly, . * | Death, Defolation, Ruine, and Decay :
i Qu. But how jong thall that title ever laft ? It cannet be avoyded, but by this :
?i Rich, Sweetly in force, unto her faire lives end. | It will not be avoydcd, but by this.
i 2u. But how long fairely fhall her fweet life laft ? Therefore deare Mother (1 muft'call you fo)
' Rich. Aslong as heavenand Naturelengthens it Be the Atturney of my love to her :
H L. Aslong as hell and Richardlikesof 1. Pleade what I will be, not what I"have beene;;
il Rich. Say, 1 her Soveraigne, am her Subje@ low. Not my deferts, but what I will deferve,:
b 2u. Butfhe your Subjcct, lothes fich Soveraignty. | Vrgethe Neceffity and ftate of times, _
i Richs Be eloquent in my behalfe to her. And be not peevith found, in great Defignes.
i‘. Lu. An honcfttale fpeeds beft, being plainly told. LZaue. Shall I be tempted of the divellths ?
it Rich. Then plainly to her, tell my loving tale. Rics. 1, ifthe Divell tempt you to dos good,
Du, Plaine and not honeft, istoo harth a fiyle, Lse. ShallI forget my felfe,ro be myfelfe?
i Rich.” Your Realonsaretoo fhallow, andto quicke, Rich. 1,if your felfes remembrance wrong your felfe,
i L». O no, my Reafons are too deepe and dead, Lue. Yeethou didtt kill my Children.
E Too deepeand dead (poore Infants) in their graves, Rich. Butin your daughters wombe I bury them.
. Harpe on it ftill fhall I,till heart-frings breake. Where in that Neft of Spicery they will breed
; . Rsch. Harpe noton that ftring Madam, that is paft. Sclves of themfelves, to your recomforture,
| Now by my George, my Garter,and my Crowne. LDwe. Shall I goe win my daughtertothy will ?
! - Lue. Prophan'd,dithonor’d, and the third afurpt, Rich And be a happy Mother by the deed. g
’ Rrch. 1{weare. ' 2se. 1 goe, write to me very fhortly, . d Sy
.- Zae. By nothing, for thisisno Oath: And you fhall underftand from me her mind. Exit 2ue.f © "
Thy George prophan’d, hath loft his Lordly honor ; Rich. .Beare her mv trur loves kifle, and (o farewell. -
| Thy Garter blemnfh’d, pawn’d his Kingly Vertne ;) Relenting Foole, and fhallow-changing Woman.
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| When thou com’{t thither : Dull unmindfull Villaine.

| And who is Englands King, but great Yorkes heire?
+ Then tell me, whatmakes he upon the Secas ?

How now, what newes
Enter Raveliffe.

Rare. Moft mighty Soveraigne,on the Welterne Coalt
Rideth a puiffant Navy : to our Shores
Throng many doubtfull hollow-hearted friends;
Vnarm'd, and unrefolv'd to beat them backe.
“Tis thought that Richmand is their Admirall:
Andthere they hull, expeting but the ayde
Of Buckingbam, to weicome them athore. ;
Ric.Some light-foor friend poft tothe Dulkee of Norfolke
Rasciiffz thy {elfe, or ((atesky, where ishe 2
Cat. Here, my good Lord. :
Rich. Cateshy, fiyetothe Duke. _ _
Cat. 1 will, my Lord, with all convenient halte,
Rich. ( aresbycome hither, pofte to Salisbury.

Why ftay’ft thoa here,and go'(t nottothe Duke?
Car.Firftymighty Liege,tell me your highnefle pleafure

What from  your Grace 1Hhall deliver to him.

Fich. O true,good Catesby,bid him levy {traight

The greateft firength and power that he can make,

And meet me {uddenly at Salisbury. :
Cata Igoc. Exit.
Rar. What, may it pleafe you, fhallI doe at Salis-

bury?

Rich, Why,what wonld’ft thou doe there, before I

The Life and death of Richard the Third.

| And evety houre more Competitors

| goe?
Rar. Your highneffe told me I thould pofte before. '
Rich. My mind is chang'd : -
Ewter Lord Stanley
Stanley, what newes wich you ? {
Sta.None, good my Liege,to pleafe you with the hea-
Nor none {o bad, but well may be reported. (ring,

Rich. Hoyday,aRiddle, neither good nor bad :
W hat need’it thon runne {o many miles about,
When thou mayeft tell thy tale the neereft way ?
Once more, what newes ?
Stan. Richmondison the Seas. .
Rich. Therelet him finke,and be the Seas on him,
White-liver’d Runnagate, what doth he there
Stan. I know not, mighty Soveraigne, but by guefle.
Rich, Well, as you guefle.
Stan. Stiry’d up by Derfer, Buckingham, and Morton.
He makes for England, hereto claymethe Crowne.
Rich. Tsthe Chayre empty? isthe Sword unfway’d ?
Isthe King dead ? the Empire unpoffeft ?
What heire of Yorke is therealive, but we?

Stan. Vnlefle for that, my Liege, I cannot gueffe.

Rich. Vnlefle for that 11gto|11cs to be your Licge,
You-cannot gueffe wherefore the Welchman comes,
Thou wilt revole, and flye to him, I feare.

Stan. No, my good Lord, therefore miftruft me not,

Rich, W here is thy Power then, to beat him backe ?
Where be thy Tenants, and thy followers ?

Are they not now upon the Wefterne Shore,
Safe-conducting the Rebels from their Shippes ?
Staniey. No, my good Lord, my friends are in the
North.
Rich.Cold friends to me: whatdoe they in the North,
Whenthey fhould ferve their Soveraigne in the Weft?
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;‘:fw. They have not beene commanded, mighty
Pleafeth your Majeflty to give me lcave. .

5 : oo - 3
Tlc mufter up my triends, and meet your Graee,
Where, and what time your Majefty (hall pleafe.
3 Echa.[,t]mu would’ft be gone, to joyne with Richmond:
Bat Ile nottruft thee.

Stan. Moft mighty Soveraigne,

You have no caufe to hold my friendfhip donbfull,
I never was, nor never will be falfe.

Rich. Goe then, and mufter men: but leave behind
Your Sonne George Stantzy : looke your heart be firme,
Or elfe his headsaffurance is but fraile.

Stan. So deale with him, as I prove true to you.

Exit Stanley.

King

Enter a A’ffl enger.

CMefl. My gracious Soveraighe, now i Devonfhire
As [ by friendsam well advertifed, J
Sir Edward Conrtney, and the haughty Prelate,

Bithop of Exeter, hiseclder Brother,
With many more Confederates,are inarmes.

. Enter another Meflenger.
CMef[. InKent, my Liege,the Guilfordsare in Armes,
Flocke to the Rebels,and their power growes ftrong.

Enter another (e engeor,

Meffi My Lord, the Araty of great Buckinghams.
Rich. Qut on ye, Owles, nothing but Songs of Death.
He flriketh bim.
There, take thou that , till thou bring better newes;
Meff. The newes Ihave totell your Majefty, |
Is, thatby {udden Fioods, and fall of Waters, =
Buckinghams Army is difpers’d and fcatter’d,
And he himf{elfe wandred away alone,
No man knowes whither,
Rich. 1cry thee mercy ;
There is my Purfe, to cure that Blow of chine.
Hath any well-advifed friend proclaym’d
Reward to him that brings the Traytor in?
¢Meff-Such Proclamation hath beene made, my Lord.

. I

Enter another Meffenger.

Meff. Sit Thamas Lovell, and Lor8 Marquefle D orfer,
*Tis faid, my Leige,in Yorkefhircarein Armes :
But this good comfort bring I to your Higlneflc,

| The Britraine Navy is difpers’d by Tempeft. : !
1 . ~ " . 2] =
| Richmond in Dorfet{hire {ent outa Boat

Vnto the (hore, to aske thofc onthe Bankes,

Ifthey were his Afliftants, yea,orno? :

W ho anfwer’d him, they came from Buckinghans,

Vpon his party : he miltrulting them, - e

Hoys'd fayle, and made his courfeagaine for Brittaine.
Rich. March on,march on, fince weare up in Armes,

If not to fight with forraine Enemies,

Yet to beat downe thefe Rebels here at home.

B

———————rer—

|
Enter Cagesby. l

Cat. My Licge, the Duke of Bwckingham is taken, ;
That is the beft newes , that the Earle of Richmond |

Is}
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I's with a mighty power Linded at Milford,

Is colder Newes, but yet they muft be told. :
Rich. Away towards Salsbury, while we reafon here,

A Royall battell might be wonne and loft :

Some one take order Buckingham ke brought

To Salsbury, thereft march onwith me. Exennt,

e e T
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Scena Qr.mrm.

Enter Derby, and Sir Chriftopher.

Der, Sir Chrsflopher, tell Richmondthis from me,
That in the ftye ot the moft deadly Bore,
My Sonne George Stanley is frankt upin hold :
It I revolt, off goes yong Gearges head,
The feare of that, holdsoff my prefentayde.
So get thee gone : commend me to thy Lord.
Withallfay, that the Queene hath heartily confented
He (hould efpoufe Eizabeth her danghter.
But tell me, where is Princely Richwond now 2
Chri. At Penbreke,or at Hertford Welt in Wales.
Der, What men of Name refort to him.
Chri, Sir walter Herbert, a renowned Souldier,
Sir Gilbere Tatbot,Sir @illians Stanley,
Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, Six Tames Blunt,
And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant Crew,
And many other of greatname and worth :
Andtowards London doe they bend their power,
If by the way they be not fought withall.
Der. Well hye thee to thy Lord : Ikiffe hishand,
My Letter will refolve him of my mind-

Earcwell. Exeunt,

eAttus Quintus. Scana Prima,

Enter Buckingham with Halberds, led
te Execntion,

Buc. Will notKing Richardlet me {peake with him ?
Sher. Nomy good Lord, therefore be patient.
Buc. Hastings, and E dwardschildren, Gray and Rivers,
Holy King Henry, and thy faire Sonne Edward,
Vanghan, andall that have mifcarried
By under-hand corrupted foule injufliice,
Ifthat yous moody difcontented foules,
Doe through the clowds behold this prefent houre,
Euen for revenge mocke my deftruétion.
This is All-foules day (Fellow)is it not?
Sher. Itis.
Bue. W hy then All-foules day,is my bodies doom{da
This is the day, which in King Edwardstime

| I wifh’d might fall on me, when I was found
| Falfe to his Children, and his Wives Allies,

Thisistheday, wherein I wifht to fall

By the falfe Eaith of him whom moft I trufted,
This, this All-foules day to my fearfull Soule,

{ Is the determin’d refpit of my wrongs :

That high All-feer, which I dallicd with,

———.

[}

Hath turn’d my fained Prayer on my head,

Andgiven in carneft, whatl begg'd in jeft.

Thus doth he force the fivords of wicked men

To turnetheir owne points in their Mafters bofomes.

Thus Margarets curfe falies heavy on my necke :

When be (quoth fhe) thall fplit thy heart with {orrow,

Remember Aargares was a Propherefle : :

Come leade me Orficersto the blocke of (hame,

Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of biame.
Exenunt Buckingham with Officers.

W
=
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Scena Secunda.

i e e e v s

Enter Rickmond , Oxford, Flust, Herbert, and
otkers, with drum and colosers.

Rickm.Fcllowesin Armes,and my moft loving Frends
Bruis'd underneath the yoake of Tyranny,
Thus farre intothe bowsels of the Land,
Have we marcht on without impediment ;
And here receive we from our Father Sranley
Lines of faire comfort and encouragement ;
Toc wrerched, bloody, and ufurping Boare,
( That fpoyl'd your Summer Ficlds, and fruitfull Vines)
Swilles your warm blood like wafh, & makes his trough
Inyour embowel'd bofomes : This foule Swine
Is now even inthe Center of this 1le,
Ne'reto the Towne of Leicefter, aswe learne: .i
From Tamworth thither, is but onedayes march.
In Godsname cheereiy on, couragious Friends, |
To reapethe Harvelt of perpetuall peace,
By this one bloody tryall of fharpe Warre,
Oxf. Every mans Confcience is a thoufand men,
To fight again(t this guilty Homicide.

Her. 1 doubtnot but his Friends will turne to us.

Blun.He hath no friends,but what are friends for feare
W hich in hisdeeieft need will flye from him.

Rickm. All for our van-age,thenin Gods name march,
True hope is{wift, aud flyes with Swallowes wings,
Kings it makes Gods, and meaner creatures Kings.

Exeant Omnes,

Enter King Richard in Armeswith Norfolke, Ratcliffe,
E' andthe Earleof Swrrey,

Rich.Here pitch our Tent,even here in Bofivorth field;

My Lord of Surrey, why looke you fo fad?

Swr. My heartis ten times lighter then my lookes.
Rich. My Lord of Nerfolke.

2N or. Heere moft gracious Liege.

Rich. Norfolke, we muft have knockes :

Ha, mult wenot? ) {
Nor. Wemuft both give and take my loving Lord.
Rick:» Vp withmy Tent, here will I lyetonight,

| But where to morrow ? Well, all’s one for that.

| Who hath delcried the number of the Traitors?

Nor. Six or feventhoufand is their utmoft power.
R,ich. W hy our Battalia trebbles that account

Befides, the Kingsname is a Tower of ftrength,

Which they vpon the adverfe Factionwant.

| Vpwiththe Tent: Come Noble Gentlemen,

Let us {urvey the vantage of the ground.

Call for fome men of found direction ¢

—

Let's
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Let's lacke no Dif¢ipline. make no delay; _
For Lords, tomorrow isa bufie day. Exeunt.
Enwter Rickmand, Sir William Brandon, O x-

; ford, and Dorfet.

Rich. The weary Sunne, hath made a Golden fet,
And by the bright Tract of his fiery Carre,
Gives token of a goodly day to morrow.
Sir Wiliiam Brandon,you fhall beare my Standard
Give me fome Inke ard Paper in my Tent
Ile draw the Forme and Modell of our Battaile,,
Limiteach Leaderto his {everall Charge,
Aund part in jult proportion onr {inall Power.
My Lord of Oxtord, you Sir #illiam Brandon,
And you Sir Walter Herbert ftay withme:
The Earle of Pembroke keepes his Regiment;
Good Captaine Béunt, beare my goodnight £ him,
And by the {econd houre in the Morning;
Defire the Earleto {ec me inmy Tent: _
Y et one thing more (good Captaine ) doe for me
Where is Lord Stanley quarter’d, doe you know ?

Blunt. Vnlefle I have miftane his Cotours much;
(Whichwell Iam affar’d 1 have not done)

His Regiment lyes halfe a Mileat leaft :
South, from the mighty Power of the King.

Rech. 1f without perill it be poffible, :
Sweet B/unt,make lome good meanes to {peak with him
And give him from me, this moft needfull Note.

Blant. Vpen my feife, my Lord, Ile undertake it,
And fo Cod give youquict reft to night.

Rioh. Good night goad Captaine Blunt :

Come Gentlemen,
Let us confult upon to morrowes Bufinefle 5
Into my Tent,the Dew is raweand cold.

They withdraw ntoshe Tents

Enter Richard, Rarcl:ffz, W orfolke, and Catesby.

Rich. Whatis’ta Clocke?
Car. It’s Supper time my Lord, it’s nine a Clocke.
King, 1 wilinot fup to night,

Give me{ome Inkeand Paper:

What, is my Beaver cafier then it was ?

Andall my Armour laid into my Tent ? :
Car. It ismy Liege : and all thingsare inreadineffe,
Rich. Good Norfolke, hye thee to thy charge,

Vle carefull Watch, choofe trufty Centincls-

Nor. Igcemy Lord.

Rieh. Stir withthe Larke to morrow,gentle Norfolke.
Nor. I warrant youmy Lord, Exis.
Rich. Rareliffe. .
+Raz. My Lord.

Rick. Send out a Purfuivait at Armes

To Stanleys Regiment : bid him bring hispower

Before Sun-rifing, leaft his Sonne George fall

Into the blind Cave of eternall night.

Fill me a Bowle of Wine: Give mea Watch,

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morow :

Look that my (taves be found,& not too heavy, Ratcliffz.

Rar. My Lord. :
Rich, Saw’ft the melancholly Lord Northumberland ?
Rat. Thomas the Earleof Surrey,and himfelfe,
Much about Cock fhut time, from Troopeto Troope
Went through the Army, chearing up the Souldiers.
King,*So,1am fatisfied : Give me aBowle of Wiae,
I have not that Alacrity of Spirit,

% eI SR

Nor cheere of Mind that I was wont to have,
Set itdowne. Islnkeund Paper ready 2

Raz. Itis my Lord:

Rich. Bid my Guard watch: Leave me.
Ratclife, about the mid of night come to my Tent
And helpe toarme me. Leave me I fay.  Exit Retcliffz.

Enter Dar Jym Richmond in bis Tent.

Derb. Fortune, and Vidory fit onthy Helme,

Rschm. All comfort thar the darke night can affoord,
Be tothy perfon,Noble Father in Law.

Tell me, how fares our Noble Mother ?

Der. I1by Attourney, blefle thee from thy Mother,
Who prayes continually for Richmonds good :
Somuch for that. The filent houres {teals on,

And flaky darkenefle breakes within the Eaft.

In briefe, for foti e (eafon bids us be;

Prepare thy Batteli early inthe Morning,

And put thy Fortune to th’ Arbitrement

Of bloody {troakes, and mortall ftaring Warre :

I, as I may, that which I would, I cannot,

With beft advantage will deceive the time,

And ayde thee in this doubtfull thocke of Armes.
Buten thy fide I'may not be too forward,

Lealt being feene, thy Brother, tender George

Be exccuted in bis fathers fight.

Farewell: the leyfure, and the fearefull time .
Cuts offthe ceremonious Vowes 0f Love,

And ample enterchange of fweet Difcourfe,
Whichfo long fundred Friends (hould dwell upon :
God give us ley{ure forcthefe rites of Love.

Once more Adicu, be valiane, and fpeed well,

Richm. Good Lords conduct him to his Regiment :
Ile ftrive with troubled noyfe, totake a Nap,
Leftleaden flumber peize me down: to morrow,
When I {hould mount with wings of Victory :
Oncemore, good night kinde Lords and Gentlemen.

Exinnt. Manet Richmend.
O thou, whofe Capraine I account my {elfe,
Lookeon my Forces witha gracions eye ;

| Putio their hands thy bruifing irons of wrath,

Ihat they may crufh downe wichaheavy fall
Th' ufurping Helmetsof our Ad¢ erfaries :
Makeus thy mimiters of Chafticement,
That wemay praife theeinthy victory :
To thee I do commend my warchfull fovle,
Ere L let fall the windowes of mine eyes:
Sieeping,and waking, ch defend me ftill.
Enter the Ghoit of Prince Edward, Sonne to
: Henrythe fixt.

Gh.to Rs. Let me fic heavy on thy {oule tomorrow
Thinke how thou {tab’ft me in my prime of youth
At Teukesbury ; Defpaire therefore, and dye,

Ghoft to Rickm. Be chearefull Richmond,
For the wronged Soules k
Ofbutcher’d Princes, fight in thy behalfe :
King Henries ifluc Richmond comforts thee.

Enter the Ghboft of Henry the fixt. ;

Ghoit. W hen 1 was mortall, my Annointed body
By thee was punched fullofholes;
Thinke onthe Tower ,and me : De(paire, and dye,
Henry the {ixt, bids thee defpaire and dye.

To Richm. Vertous and holy be thou Conguerors
Harrythat prophefied thou (hould’t be King,
Doth comfort thee in {leepe : Live,and flourifh.

3
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Enter the Ghoit of Clarence.
Ghsft. Let me fic heavy in thy foule to morrow.
I that was wafh’d to death with Bulfome Wine :
Poore Clarence by thy guile betray’d to death:
To morrow in the battell thinke on me; r
And fall thy'cdgelefle Sword; defpaire and dye
T Richm. Thou oft-{pring of the houfe of Lancafter
The wronged heyres of Yorke doe pray for thee,
GoodAngels guard thy bateell, Liveand Flourifh.
Enter the Ghoft sof Rivers, Gray, and Vaughan.
Rsv. Let me fit heavy-inthy foule to morrow,
Rivers,that dy’deat Pomfret : defpaireyand dye.
.Grey. ThinkeuponGrey, and let thy foule defpaire.
Vadgh. Thinkeupon Paughan,and with guilty feare
Let fali thy Lanee, defpaire and dye.
Al to Richm. Awake. _
And thinke our wrongs in Richards Bofome,
Will conquer. Awake, and win the day.
Enter the Ghoft of Lord Haftings,
Ghoft. Bloody and guiity : guilty awake,
And in a bloody Battell end thy dayes.
Thinke on Lord Haftings ; defpaire, and dye.
Hait. ToRichm, Quictuntroubled {oule,
Awake,awake :
Arme, fight,and conquer, for faire Englandsfake.
Enter the Ghofs of the two yong ‘Princes.
Gheits, Dreame on thy Coufins
Smochered inthe Tower :
Let usbe laid within thy bofome Richard,
And weigh thee downeto ruine, {hame,and death
Thy Nephewes foule bids thee defpaireand dye.
Ghoits to Richm, Sleepe Richmond,
Sleepe 1n Peace, and wake in joy,
Good Angcls guard thee from the Boares annoy,
Live,and beget a happy race of Kings.
Edwards unhappy Sonnes, doe bid chee flourifh:
Enter the Ghoil of same, bis Wife.
Ghost te Rich. Richard,thy Wife,
That wretched eAnne thy Wife,
That never {lept a quict houre with thee,
Now filles thy {leepe with perturbations,
To morrow in the Battaile, thinke on me,
And fall thy edgeleflc Sword, delpaireanddye.
Ghost so Richm. Thou quict{oule,
Sleepe thoua quiet fleepe:
Dreame of Succefle, and Fappy Victory,
Thy Adverfarics Wife doth pray for thee-
Enter the Ghoits of Buckingham,
Ghost to Rich. The firlt was I
That help’d thee to the Crowne :
The laft was 1 that felt thy Tyranny.
O, in the bataile thinke on Buckingham,
And dye interror of thy guiltinefle.
Dreame on, dreame on, 0f bloody deeds and death,
Fainting defpaire ; defpairing yeeld thy breath,
Ghostso Richm. 1dyed for hope
Erel could lend thee Ayde 5
But cheere thy heart, and bethou not difmayde s
God, and good Angels fighton Richmonds fide,
And Richard fall in height ofall his pride.
Richard [Farts out of bis dreame.

Rich. Give me another horfe, bind up my Wonuds :

Have mercy Iefu. Soft, I did butdreame.

O coward Confcience ! how doftthouafflit me ?

The Lightsburne blew. Itis notdead midnight,
Cold fearefull drops ftand on my trembling fleth

What 2 doe I feare my Selfe ? There’snoneclieby, -
Richardloves Richard, that is, 1 am I.

Istherea Murtherer heere? No ; Yes, Iam:

Then flye 2 What from my felfe? Great reafon: why?
Left TRevenge. What ? my felfc upon my felfe?
Alacke, Ilovemy felfe. Wherefore? Forany good
That I my fclfe, have done unto my felfe ?

O no. Alas, Irather hate my felfe,

For hatefoll Deeds committed by my felfe.

I am a villaine : yer I Lye, T am not.

Foole, oftthy fclfe {peake well: Foole doe not Ratter,
My Confcience hath a thoufand feverall Tongues,
And every Tongue brings ina feverall Tale,

And every Tale condemnes me for a Villaine;

Perjury, in the high'ft Degree,

Murther, ftcrne murther,in the dyr’ftdegree,

All feverall finnes, all us’d ineach degree,

Throng all to’th’Barre, crying all, Guilty, Guilty,

I fhall defpaire, there is no Creatuees loves me;
Andif I dye, no {oule fhall pitty me, :
Nay,wheretore fhould they ? Sirice that I my felfe,
Findc inmy felfe, no pitty to my felfe.

Me thought, the foules of all that I had murther*d
Came to my Tenr,and every one did threat

To morrowes vengeance onthe head of Richard.

Enter Rarcliffe.

Rat, My Lord. .
Ksng. Who'sthere 2
Rar, Ratcliffe my Lord, tis I:the early Village Cocke
Hathtwice done falutation to the Morne,
Your friends are vp, and buckle on their Armour.
King, O Rarcliffe, | feare, I feare. ]
Ratc. Nay good my Lord, benot affraid of Shadows.
King. By the Apoftle Paw/, fhadowes to night
Have {troke more terror tothe {ounle of Richard.
Then can the fubftance of ten thoufand Souldiers
Armed in proofe, and led by fhallow Rickmond.
*Tisnot yct neere day. Come goe with me,
Vnder our Tents ; lle play the Eafe-dropper,
To heare ifany meane to thrinke from me.
Exeunt Rickard and Ratcliffe,

Enter the Lords to Rickmond fitting
#n bis Tent.

Lords. Good morrow Rickmond.
Rich,Cry you mercy Lords,and watchfull Gentlemen
That you gavc tane atardy {luggard hecre?
Lords, How have you fleptmy Lord?
Rsch. The fweeteft fleepe,
And faireft boading Dreames,
That ever entred in a drowfie head,
Have I fince your departure had my Lords. 12
Me thought their foules,whofe bodies Riebard murther'd
Camecto my Tent, and criedon Vitory:
I promife youmy heartis very jocond,
In the remembrance of fo fairea dreame,
How farre into the Morning is it Lords ?
Lord. Vponthe ftroke of foure. e
Rich. Why then’tis time to Arme, and give direction.
His Oratson to bis Sonldsers.
More then I have faid, loving Countrymen,
The ley(ure and inforcement of the time

Forbids to dwell upon : yet remember this
s g § God

——————— .,
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God, and our good caufe, fight upon our fide,

The Prayers of holy Saints and wronged foules,

Like high rear’d Bulwarkes, ftand before our Faces,
(Richard except) thofe whom we fight againft,

Had rather haveus winne;then him they follow.
For, wharis he they follow ? Truly Gentlemen,

A bloudy Tyrant,and a Homicide :

Oric rais'd in blood, and one in blood eftablith'd ;
One that made meanes to come by what he hath,
And flaughter'd thofe that were the meanes to help him:
A bafe foule Stone, made preciousby the foyle -

Of Englands Chaire, where heis falfely fet ¢

One that hath ever beene Gods Enemy.

Then if you fight againlt Gods Encmy,

God will in jultice ward youas his Souldiers.

If you doe fweare to put a Tyrantdowne,

You fleepe in peace, the Tyrantbeipg flame :

Ifyon doe fighragainft your Countries Foes,

Your Countries Fat thall pay your paines the hyre.
Ifyou ftoe fight in fafegard of your wives,

Your wives{hall welcome home the Conquerors.
Ifyou doe free your Children from the Sword,
Your Childrens Children quits it in your Age.

Then in the name of God and all chefe rights,
Advance your Standards ,draw your willing Swords:
For me, the ranfome of my bold attempt,

Shall be this cold Corpes on the eartlr’s cold face.
But if Ithrive, the gaine of my attempt,

The lealt of you fhall fhare his part thereof. |

Sound Drummes and Trumpet boldly,and cheerefully,
God, and Saint George, Richmsnd,and Victory.

Emer King Richard, Raseliff, and Catesby.

Kin.W hat faidNorthumberland as touching Richmond?
Ratc. That he was never trained up in Armes,
King. He faidthetruth:and what faid Surrey then 2
Ratc. He {mil'dand faid, the better for our purpofc.
King. Hewas inthe right, and foindeed it 5s.
Tellthe clocke there. (lockes Strikes.
Give me a Kalender : who fawthe Sunne today
Rate. Not I my Lord.
King. Then be difdaines to thinc : for by the Booke.
He (hould have brav’d the Eaft an houre agoe,
A blacke day will it be tofomebody. Ruscliffes
Rate, My Lord.
King. The Sun will notbe feencto day,
Thesky doth frowne, and lowre upon our Armiys
I wouldthefe dewy teares were from the ground.
Not fhine to day > Why, what is thattome
More then to Richmond ? For the felfe-fame Heaven
That frownes on me, lookes fadly upon him.

Enter Norfolke.

Nor.Arme,arme, my Lord :the foe vaunts in the field.
King. Come, buftle, buftle. Caparifon my horfe.
Callup Lord Ssenley, bid him bringdis power,
I will leade forth my Souldiersto the plaine,
And thus my Battell (hall be ordred.
My foreward fhal be drawne in length,
Confifting equally of Horfe and Foot :

| Our Archers fhallbe placed in themid'ft ;

Tobn Duke of Nosfolke, Thomas Earle of Surrey,
Shall have the leading of the Foot and horfe,
They thus directed, we will follow

—
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| Thisfound I en my Tent this Morning.

[ W hat think’tt thon Norfolke?

- s a i : —_—
{_n the maine Ba;tcli, whofe puiffance on eitber fide
Shall be well-wingd with our cheifeft Hotfe
115, and Saint Georgeto booge.

Nore A good dire@ion warlike Soveraigne,

Joc key of Narfolke, be ot fo bold,
_ For Dickon thy maister is bonght and fuld,
King. Athing deviled by the Enemy.
Goe Gentlemen, ¢very man to his Charge,
Let not our babling Dream esaffright our foules
For confcienceis a word that Cowards ufe,
Devis'd at firft ro keepe the ftrong in awe,
Our Ih‘oug_armus be our Confcience, Swords our Law.
March on, Joyne bravely, letus too’c peli mell, 1
Ifnotto heaven, then hand in hand to hell,
What (hall T {ay niore then I have infer'd 2
RCllncmi:‘c'r whom you areto cope wichall,
A fort of Vagabsuds, Rafcals; Run-aw ayes,
A {cum of Brittaines, and bafe Lackey Pezants,
Whom their o're-cloyed Country vomits forth
To defperate Adventures, and atlur’d Deftruction.
You{leeping fafe, they bring you to unreft :
You having Lands, and bleft with besutcous wives,
They would reftraine the one, diftaine the other-
And who doth Icade them,but a palery Fellow 2
Long kept in Britaine ar our Mothers colt,
A Milke-fop, onethat never in his life
Feltfo much cold, asover fhooes in Snow
et's whip thefe ftraglerso’re the Seas againe,
Lafh hence theft over-weenitfg Regges of France,
Thefe famifh’d Beggers, weary of their lives,
Who (but fordreaming on this fond exploit)
For want of mcaffes(poore Rats)had hang’d themfelves
1t we be conquered; le¥ men conquer us,
And not thefe baftard Brittaines, whom our Fathers
Have in their owne Land beaten, bobb'd, and thumpd,
And on Record, left them the heiresof fhame.
Shall thefe enjoy our Lands ? lye with our Wives ? :
Ravi(h our danghters ? Dirwm afarve off. |
Hearke, I heare their Drumme,
Right Gentlemen of England, tight boldly yeomen,
Dyaw Archers,draw your Arrowes to the head,
Spurre yout proud Horfes hard, and ride in blood,
Amazc the welkin with yourbroken ftaves.
Enter a Meffenger,
What fayes Lord Stanley, will he bring his power?
Me(. My Lord, he doth deny to come.
King. Off with hisf{onne Georges head.
Nor. My Lord, the Encmy is palt the Max(h :
After the battaile, let George Stanley dye. !
Kirg. Athoufand heartsare greac withinmy bofome,
Advance our Standards, fer upon our Foes,
Onr Aacient word of Courage, faire Saint George
Infpire us with the {plecne of fiery Dragons :
Vponthem, Victory fits on our helpes.

.

Alarum, excurions. Enter Catesby,

Cat. Refcue my Lordof Norfolke,
Refeue, Refcue :
The King enacts more wonders thena man,
Daring an oppofite to every danger:
Hishorfe is flaine, and all on foot he fights,
Secking for Richmond in the throat of death :
Refcue taire Lord, or clfc the day 1s loft.

Alarums.
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Enter Richard.

Rich. A Yorfe,a horfe, my Kingdome for a horfe.
Caze. Withdraw my Lord, lle helpe you toa horfe.
Rich. Slave, 1have fet my life upon a calt,

And I will {tand the hazard of the Dye :

I thinke there be fixe Richmonds in the field,

Five have I flaine to day,in ftead of him.

A horfe, a horfe, my Kingdome for a horfe-

Alavim. Enter Richard and Richmond, they fight
Richard is [laine.

Retreat, and Flowrilb. Entér Rickmond,Derby bearing the
(vowne, with dsversother Lorde,

Richm, God and your Armes

Be prais’d Vitorious Friends ;

The day is ours, the bloudy Dogge is dead.
Der. Couragious Richmond,

| Well haft thou acquit thee : Loe,

Heere thefe long ufurped Royaities,
Fromthe dead Temples of this bloudy Wretch,
Have I pluck’d off, to grace thy Browes withall. -
Weare it,and make much of it.

Richm. GreatGod of Heaven,fay Amentoall.
But tell me, is yong George Stanleyliving ?

Der. He is my Lord, and fafe in Leicetter Towne,
Whither (ifyoa pleafe) we may withdraw us.

Richm. W hat men of name are flaine on either fide ? f

—

<

Der. Iohn Doke of N erfolke, walter Loxrd Ferria,
Sir Robers Brokenbwry, and Sic William Brandon.
Richm. Interretheir Bodies, as become their Births,

Proclaime a pardon to the Souldiers fled,

That in {ubmiffion will retnene to us,

And then as we have tane the Sacrament,

W e will unite the White Rofe, and the Red.

Smile Heaven upon this faire Conjunction,

That long have frown’d upon their Enmity =

W hat Traitor heares me;and {fayes not Amen ?
England hath long beene mad, and fcarrd her felfe;
T he brorher blindly {hed the Brothers blood ;

The father, rathly flanghrered his owne Sonne ;
The Sonnes compell’d,beene Butchzr to the Sire :
Allthis divided Yorke and Lancaiter,

Pivided, intheir dire Divifion.

O now, let Richmondand Elizabeth,

The true Succeeders of cach Royall houfe,

By Gods faire ordinance, conjoyne together :

And let thy Heires (God if thy will be {o)

Enrich the time to come,with Smooth-fac’d Peace,
With fmiling Plenty, and faire Profperous dayes.
Abate the edge of Traitors, Gracicus Lord,

T hat would reduce thefe bloody dayesagaine,

And make poore England weepe in Streames of Blood :
Letthem not live totalte this Landsincreafe,

| That would with Treafon,wound this faire Lands peace

Now Civill wonds are ftopp'd, Peace lives agen ;
T hat fhe may long live here, God fay, Amer.

—— e —————— e e — —
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