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Dead Aarch.

Euter the Fuserall of King Henry the Fift, attended on b
the Duke of Bedford, Regent of France ; the Duke
of Gloftsrs Protettor; the Duke of Exeter war-
wicke, the Bilbop of Winchefter, and
the Duke of Somerfet.

Bedford.
B2 Vo be § heauens with black,yield day tonight;
§ “omets importing change of Times and States,
o B Scandifh your cryftall Trefles in the Skie,
"And with them {courge the bad reuolting Stars,
That haue confented vnto Henries death::
King Henry the Fift,too famous to live long,
England ne're loft aKing of {o much worth,
loft. England ne’re had a King vntill his time:

Vertue he had, deferuing to command,
His brandiftht Sword did blinde men with his beames,
His Armes fpred wider then a Dragons Wings::
His fparkling Eyes,repleat with wrathfull fire,
More dazled and droue back his Enemies,
Then mid-day Sunne,fierce bent againft their faces.
What fhould I {ay? bis Deeds exceed all fpeech:
Hene’re lift vp his Hand,but conquered.

Exe.We mourne in black,why mourn we not in bloed?
Hesry is dead,and neuer (hall reuiue:
Vpona Woodden Coftin weattend;
And Deaths dithonourable Viflbrie,
We with our flately prefence glorifie,
Like Captiues bound to a Triumphant Carre,
What? fhall we curfe the Planets of Mifhap,
That plotted thus our Glories ouerthrow?
Or {hall we thinke the fubtile-witted French;

Coniurers and Sorceress, that afraid of him,

By Magick Verfes haue contriu’d his end, :
" Winch. He was a King,bleft of the King of Kings.

Vto the French,the dreadfull Tudgement-Day

So dreadfull will not be,as was his fight.

The Bartailes of the Lord of Hofks he foughe :

The Churches Prayers made him {o profperous.

Gloft, The Church? where is it?

Had not Church-men pray’d,

His thred of Life had not fo foone decay’d.

None doe you like, but an effemninate Prince,

' Whom like 3 Schoole-boy you may ouer-awe.

Finch. Gloffer,what ere we like,thou art Prote®or,
And laokeft to command the Prince and Realme:
Thy Wife is prowd, {hic holdeth thee in awe,

More then God or Religious Church-men may,
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- Awake,awake,Englifh Nobilitie,

~ Croptarethe Flower-de-Luces in your Armes

Gloff, Name not Religion, for thou low'ft the Fleth,
And ne're throughout the yeere to Church thou go’ft,
Except it be to pray againft thy foes,

Bed.Ceafe,ceafe thefe Jarres, & reft your minds in peace:
Let’s to the Alcar: Heralds wayt on vs;

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

Since Armes auayle notynow that Henry's dead,
Pofieritie await for wretched yeeres,

When at their Mothers moiftned eyes,Babes fhall fu ck,
Our Ile be made 2 Nourifh of falt Teares,

And none but Women left to wayle the dead,

Henry the Fift, thy Ghoft I inuocate :

Profper this Realme, keepe it from Ciuill Broyles,
Combat with aduerfe Planets in the Heauens;

A farre more glorious Starre thy Soule will make,

o
Then fuljus Cafar,or brighte---

Enter a Meffenger.
AMeff. My hoenourable Lords health to youall :

Sad tidings bring I to you out of France,

Of loffe, of flaughter,and difcomficure ;

Guy en,Champaigne,Rheimes,Orleance,

Paris Guyfors,Poictiers,arc all quite loft,

Bedf. What {ay’ft theu man,before dead Hemry's Coarfe?
Speake {oftly,or the loffe of thofe great Townes
Will make him burlt his Lead and rife from death,

Glost. 1s Paris loft? is Roan yeelded vp?e

If Henry were recall'd to life againe,

Thefe news would caufe him once more yeeld the Ghof,
Exe. How were they loft £ what trecherie was vs'd2
Meff. Notrecherie, but want of Men and Money,

Amongft the Souldiers this is muttered,

That here you maintaine feuer§ll Fa&ions ;

And whil'ft a Field (hould be dilparche and fought,

Youare difputing of your Generals,

Onewould haue lingring Warres,with little coft 5

Another would fiye {wift,but wanteth Wings ;

A third thinkes,without expence at all,

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

Let not {louth dimme your Honors,new begor ;

Of Englands Coat,one halfe is cut away,

Exe. Wereour Teares wanting to this Funerall,
Thefe Tidings would call forth her flowing Tides.

Bedf. Methey concerne,Regent I am of France :
Giueme my ftecled Coat,Ile fight for France,
Away with thefe difgracefull wayling Robes ;
Wounds willIlend the French,in ftead of Eyes,
To weepe their intermiffiue Miferies,

Enter
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Enter to thews another /Mef’éager

Me(l. Lords view thefe Letters, full o bsdvmfc” nce.
Prance is reuolted from the Engl H.'L quite,
Excepe fome petty fowncs,of no import.
The Dolphin Charles is crowned King in Rheimes :
The Baftard of Orleance with him is ioyn’d:
Reynold Duake of Aniou, doth take his part,
The DJLP of Alanfon ﬂvf th to his fide,
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g he Dolphin ctown'd King?all flye to him?

| O whither (hall we flye from this rcnﬂnch 2

i u!aﬁ". We vl not flye,bue to our enemies throats.,
! Bedford, it thou be {lacke, Ile fight it ouz,
|
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Bed. Glofier, why doubtft thou of my forwardnefle?
An ‘ery haue I mufierd in m}i‘tﬂOU”‘..ta,

| Wherewith already France is ouer-run.

Enter axother Meffeng
(Atef. My gracious L ord~‘
Wh erewith you now bedew l\ ng He wries bear tfe,
I moft informe you ofa difmall ﬂ;’ e,
Betwistthe tout Lord Talbor, and che Freach,
Whar?wherein 7 a!aa, ouercame, 15t 1o
3.03ef.O0 not wherein Lord Talbor was o’'techrown:
The citcumtance 1le tell you more at large.
The tenth of At 1guﬂ' laft, this dreadfull L or:]
Retyring from the Siege of Or! leance,
Hauing full fcarce fix thouﬁmd in his troupe,
By threc and twentie thoufand of the French
Woas raund incompafled,and fecvpon:
No leyfure had he to enranke his men,
Hewanted Pikes to {et before his Archers:
In ftead whereof, fharpe Stakes pluckc out of Hedges
They pitched in the ground contufedly,
To keepe the Horfemen off, from breaking in,
'More then three houres the fight continued:
Whete valiane Tulbot, aboue humancthouge}t,
Enaéted wonders with his Sword and Lance.
Hundreds he {ent to Hell,and none dutft tand him:
Here,there,and eucry where enrag’d,he {lew.
The French exclaym'd, the Deuill was in Armes,
All the whole Army tood agaz’d on him.
dls Souldiers {pying his vndaunted Spirir,
A Twlbot,a Talbot cry’'d out amaine,
And rufhr into the Bowels of the Bartaile,
Here had the Conqueft fully been feal’'d vp,
If Sit fobn Falftaffe had not phy’d the Coward.
He being in the Vauward, plac’c behinde,
W'lthpurpoic torelizue aml follow thcm
Cowardly fled,not hauing ftruck one froake.
Hence grew thc generall wrack and maffacre :
Enclofed were tlley with their Enemies.
A bafe Wallon,to win the Dolphins grace,
Thrult Talbor with a Speare into :'nc Back,
Whomall France,with their chiefe affembled firength,
Durft not prefume to looke once in the face.
Bedf. s Taloot flaine thenz I will lay my felfe,
For living idly here, in pompe and eafe,
Whil'tt fucha Worthy Leader,wanting ayd,
Vitohis daftard foe-meniis b»trav d.
3. Meff. Ona,hcl ues, but is tooke Prifoner,
And Lord Scales with hm'r and Lord Hungerford :
Moft of the reftflaughces d ,or tooke Jikewife.
Bedf, His Ra ufome there is none bue I (hall pays
lle hale the Do'lphm nc:aolf)n” from his Throne,
His Crowne fhall be the Rﬂulo neof my fllend
Foure of their Lords 1le change for one of ours.
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to -s.rlr.c' to your laments,
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Farwell my le’cers to my I‘asL-JW;H I,
Bonfires in France iorththh I am to make,
To keepe our great Saint Georges Feaft withall.
Ten thoufand Sohlmera with me I will take,
Whofe bloody deeds thall makeall Europe quake.

3. Mef]. So you had need, for Orleance is befieg’d,
The Englith Armv is growne wcakc and fainc:
The Earle of S.gh:bury craueth {upply,
And hardly keepes his men from mutinie,
Since they fo few,watch fuch a multicude.

Exe, Re mcm::*r: Lords your Cathes to Hesry {worne:
Eyther ro quell t )olpn-n veterly,
O: bring him in ﬁf edience to your yoake.

Bedf. 1doerememberit,and here take my leaue,
To goe about my prepara ion. Exit ,B‘mram

(“Z.;ﬂ‘ e tothe Tower withallthe haf I can,
Toview th’Artillerie and Mu-fuon,
And then I will proclayme young Henry Kings

Exit Gloffer.
. To Elcam will I,where theyoung King is,

Being oriwn d his fpecwau g ¢onr=mm,
And for his fafetie there Ile bel deuif Exir.
winch. Eachhathhis Plaze and Fa nr.“mn to attends
am icFr out; for menothing remaines :
’\n long I'w ﬂl not be Iack ourt of Ofice,
I'he King from Eltam Iintend to fend,
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And fit at chiefeft Sterne of publique Wc‘:lc@
Exir.
Seund a Floxrifh,
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Enter Charles, Alanfon, and Rei
: ;.

b Dram asd Sould
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Charles, Mars hi is true -nvum_,,;uen as in the
SointheEarth,toth day isnot knowne,
Late did he fhine vPon the Englith fide s
Now we are Victors,vpon vs he fmiless
Wiat Townes of any moment,but we haue #
At pleafure here welye,neere Orleance:
Ocherwhiles,the fami(ht Englifh,like pale Ghofts,
Faintly befiege vs one houre ina moneth,
Al They want their Porredge, & their fat Bul Beeues: |
Eyther they muft be dycted like Mules,
Amt haue their Prouender ty’d to their moud e85
Or pitteous rhc; will looke,like drowned Mice.
Reigneir,Levs rayfe the SzeOe why live we idly here?
Talbot is taken,whom we wont to feare:
Remayneth none but mad-brayn’d Sa/sbary,
And hc may well in freccing fpend his gall,
Nor men nor Money hath he to make Warre
Charles. Sound,found Alarum,we wil lru{h onthem.
Now for the honour of the forlorne French
Him I forgiue my death,that killech me,
When heleckine goe hack one foot,or flye, Exeant.
Here Alarsm, they are beaten back_ by the
Evnglifb,with great lnffe. ‘

Heauens,

Enter Charles, Alanfon,and Reigancir.

Charles. Who euer faw the like?what men haue 12
Dogges,Cowards,Daftards: [ weuld ne’re haue fled;
But that they left me ‘midft my Enemies.

Reigneir, S‘zh@éﬂrr]ls dc.prmas Homicide,
He Fchut'l as one weary of his life :
The other Lords,like Lyons wanting foode,
Doe rufh vpon vs as their hungry prey.

k 3

Alanf. Froy- |

Sl




Amfefm. Fro}ffmd a Coun;reyman of ours,records,
England all Olixers and Rowlands breed,

During the time Edward thc third did raigne
Morc truly now may this be venﬁeu

For none but §2m/6xs and Goliaffes

It fendeth forth to skirmith : one to tenne ?

Leane raw-bon’d Rafcals,who would €re fuppofe
They had fuch courage and audacitie?

Charles. Let'sieauethis Towne
Forthey are hayre-brayn’d Slau 15,
And hunger w il enforce them tobe moreea
Of old I know them ; rather wich their Teeth
The Walls chey’le teare downe, then forfake the Siege.

Reigner. 1 thinke by fomeodde Gimmors or Deuice
Their Armesare fct,t.&e Clocks, ftill to firike onj
Elfe ne’re could they hold out {oas they doe:

By my confent,wee’le euen let them alone.

Alanfon. Beit fo.

2

gcere

Enter the Baftard of Orleance,

¢ . a

Baftard. Where’s the Prince Dolphin ? I haue newes
for him,
Dolph. Baftard of Orleance,thrice welcometovs,
Baff, Me thinks s j!om' looks are fad,yonr chear appal’d.
Hath the late ouerthrow wrought this offence ?
Benotdifmay’d,for {uccour is at hand ;
A holy Maid hither with me I bring,
Which by a Vifion fent to her from Heauen,
Ordayned is to rayfe chis tedious Siege,
And driue the Englifh forth the bounds of France :
The fplr]tofdeepe Proph cie (he hath
Exceeding the nine Sibyls of old Rou.c.
What's pa”r and what’s to come, the can defery.
Speake {hall I call herin¢ bclecuem} words,
For they are certaine,and vnfallible,
Dolph. Goe call her in: but ficft, o try her skill,
Reignier ftand thou as Dnlphin inmy place;
Qgcf’c}on her pro owdly,let thy Lookes be fterne,
y this meanes fhall we found what skill theh dth.

Enter foane Pruzel.

Reigneir. Faire Maid, is'c thou wilt doe thefe won-

drous 1c"“‘ ?

Puzel, Reignier,is't thou that thinkef to beguile me?

Where is the Dolphin ? Come, come from behi: nde,

I know thee well,rhough neuer feene before,

Bcn ot amaz’d,there’s nothing hid from me;

Ia private will T talke wich thee apare:

Stand back you Lords,and giue vs leauea while.
Reigneir. She takes vpon her brauely at firft dafh.
Puzel. Dolphir [am by birth a Shepheards Daughter,

| My wic yatrayn’d in any kind of Are:

! Heauen and our L. ady gracious hath it pleas’d

To fhine on my fonwmptxblc eitate,

Loe,whileft  wayted on my tender Lambes,

And to Sunnes par‘} g heat difplay’d my chcckr:sJ

Gods Mother deigne edtoa ppeare to me,

i And in a Vifion full of Maieftie,

Will'd me fe Vocati:‘

And free my Countrey from C Jl@u.ltlc ;

Hfrav le (he pr omis’d,and affu 1i’d fuccelfe,

In compleat Glory fhee reveal'd her felfe :

And whereas T was b .nJ,\ and {wart before,

V lear es,which fhee iafus’d on me,

which you may {ec.
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to leaue my baf

T wit U
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|

Thefir /f Part of Henyy the Sixt.

Aske me what queftion thau canft nom'me
And I will anfwer vnprcmedmtcd
My Courage tric by Combat,if thou dar't,
And thou fhalt finde that I exceed my Sex.
Refolue on this,thou fhalt be fortunate,
If thou receiue me for thy Warlike Mate,
Dolph. Thouhaft aftonifht me with thy high termes:
Onely this proofe Ile of thy Valour make,
In fingle Combat thou fhalt buckle with me
And ifthou vanquifheft,thy words are true,
Otherwife I tenounce all confidence,
Puzel. 1am prepar’d: here is my keene-edg’d Sword,
Decke with fine Flowersde-Luces on each fide,
The whichat Touraine,in S, Katherincs Cl mrch yard,
Out of a great deale of old Iron,I chofe forth,
Dolph. Then come aGods name,] feare no woman,
Puzel. And while I liue,llene’re flye from a man,
Herethey fight ,and loane de Puxel ouercomes.
Dolph. Stay,fay thy hands, thou arcan Amazon,
And fighteft with the Sword ofDeéom.
Puzel, Chrifts Mother helpes me, elle I were ton
wmkc.
Dolph.Who €'re helps thee, tis thou that muft help me:
.npducnr}y I burne with thy defire,
iy heart and hands thou baft at once fubdu’d,
Excellent Puzef,if thy name be {o,
Lec me thy {eruant,and not Soueraigne be,
*Tis the French D.:lphm {ueth to thee thus.
nzel. T muftnot yeeld to any rights of Loue,
For my Profeflion’s facred fram nLOUE :
When I haue chafed all thy Foes from hence,

Then will I think “'*‘. on arecompence.
Dolph. Meane time looke gracious on thy proftrate
T‘h‘r:

r. My Lord me !umk sis very long intalke
4lan{ Doubtlefle he fhriues this womantoh erir.;-wu-.,

I{e ne’re could he olcn: protract his fpeech.

Reigneir. Shall wee difturbe bi im, fince hee keepesno |
meane?

Alan He may meane more thenwe ponr men do Tmovu.
Thefe women are (hrewd tempters with their tongues,

Reigneir. My Lord,where are yon?what deuife you on?

Shall we mua o’re Oflcance, orno ?

Puzel. Why no, 1fay:diftruftfull Recreants,
Fighttill thelaft gafpe: Ile be your guard.

"Dl ph. What {hee fayes, Ile confirme : wee’le fighe
1t OUE.

Puzef. Affign’d am Ito bethe Englith Scourge,
Thisnight the Siege affuredly Ile rayle
Expect Saint Clartins Summer, Halcyons dayes,
Since 1 haue entred into thefe Warres,
Glory is likea Ciscle in the Water,
Which neuer ceafeth to enla arge it Mrc',
Till by broad fpreading, it difperfe to naugh.
With Henries death,the Englifh Circle ends,
Difperfed are the gloncs it lrJLIudtd :
Now am I like that prowd infalting Ship,
Which Cefar and his fortune bare at once.

Dolph. W as Mabomet infpired witha Doue?
Thou with an Eagle artinfpired then.
Helen,the hlothcr of Grear foz’[’.ﬂnrirc
Nor yet S.Phalips daughrers were like thee.
BlwhtStarre of Vewus falne downe on the Earth,
How may I reuerently worfhip thee enough ?

eAlanfon, Leaue off ¢ eiavcs, and let vs rayle the
Siege,

Reigneir. Wo. |
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Aeszezr anan ,do y what thou canft to faue ourho onors, | Infpight of Pope,or d;c‘a ies of g,hurd'\

Drmg them from Orlc nce,and be immortaliz’d. ave by the Cheekes m.d 1 vp and downe,
Dolph. Prefently wee'le try: come,let’s away about it, winch. Gleffer , thou w .l LM“JCI'C this before the
No Prophet will Lerufh,if {hee proue falfe. Exennt, Pope.
(‘[of} Winchefter Goofe, I ery ,aRope,a Rope,
Euter Glofter with bes Se eYHing - men. Now beat them bence,why doe you et them ftay 2
l Thee [le chafe hence,thou Wolie in She epes array,
Gloff. 1am come f'-‘rmv the Tower this m”- [ Out Tawney-Coates,out Scai! aHygocm-.

Since Henries d 'mh 1 tedre therc is Conucyance: {
Where be thele War \!ﬂrx :w*rfcy wait not here
Open »H Gates,'tis G

-

Jere u/'oj. ers men beat ont the Cardsnalls sen,
and enrer inthe b ’m; -barly the M aior
of Lenden,ana bus Officers,

A

ks fo %r@&r}ohﬂv 2

/

. WWarder. Wlm cncb ,you may not be let in,
I.A-’jdﬁi- Villaines anfwer *‘o" {73 the Lord Prote&or?
1. Warder. The Lord protet hi

Maior, Fye Lords that you being fupreme M:

Thus contumelioufly ﬂ‘mmd breake the Peace e

(0 we anfwer him, g[Z Pcue Mzior, thou know @ little of my « NTODOS:
L s’

We doeno otherwife then wee are Here’s Beanford,that regards nor God nor Kine 13,
Glost. W ho willed you?or whefe will “ yds but mine? | Hath here dx“:a/n d the Tower to his vle.
There’s none Proreq or of the Realme but i : winch. Here’s Gl'rh‘w aFoe to Citizens,
Breake vp the Gates, liebe yours '“rr:z-;ﬂr.r:; Onethat ill motions Warre,andinever Peace,
Shall I be fowred [h us by dunghili Groomes2 ()'a'fr-charg%r*b vour heu Purle wizhla;&efnma :
Glofters men rufb at the Tower Gates, and Wosdnile Thnr {eckes to ouerthrow Religion, :
the Lieutenant [peakes within, | Becaufe heis Protedtorof the Rc*‘mu
Woodnle. What noyle is this? what Traytors have '’ ;\l.\{ would haue Armaur here oot of the Tower,
wee here? | T o( rowne himf{elfe King,and fupprefie the Prince.
Gls5E. Lieutenant,is it you whofe voyce T heare? { Gloff. Twillnot anmu thee with words, but blowes,
Open the Gates, h"re s Glaffer thac would enter, } 7 skirmifb againe.
woeduile. Haue patience Noble Duke,l may no: open, { Maior. Naughtrefts forme,inthis cumultuous frife,
The Cardinall of Winchefler forbids But to make opzn Proclamation,
From him I haue expreffe commandement Come Officer as lowd 25 ¢’re thou cenfd, c**: 2
That thounor none of thine fhall be let in. Il manner of men, affembled beve in Armes this day,
Gloft, Faint-hearted twooduile,prizeft him’fore me? againff Gods Peace and the Kings, wee charge and com mﬂ;m’
Arrogant #incheffer that H‘.LlPh[ ’rL!(.(c, ym in his Highne(le Nanse, te fcg,b}fe to your feserall dwel.
Whom Henry our lam aoucramne ne’re could brooke? 'im: places, and not to weare, bandle, or v @4;:] Sword, iWea
Thou art no friend to God. ,ortothe King F@r’] or Dag T(r/Lf;,[ijJr,,v¢¢r{1’ vpon paine nf&wm
Open the Gates,or 1lef] hut thee out f}mlt]y Gloff. Cardinall,Ilebe no buzl erofthel
Serningnesn. Oi“ 1the Gates vnto the Lord Proteior, Sut we (hall meer,and brezke ourminds at I“r
Or wee’le burlt them open,it that you come not quickly, winch, Gloffer wee lg meet to my coft.be ‘U e:
} Thyh eart-blood T will haue for this da iyes worke, }
Enter to the Proteclor at the Tower Gates Wincheffer J Maior. 1le call for Clubs,if you will not away:
and bés men in Tawney Coates. This Cardinall’s more baughtie then the Deutll.
Gloff. Maior farewell : thou doo’® bur what thou
WincieSt. How now ambitions Pmpheir,what meanes may’}‘f.
this? winch. Abhominable Gloffer,ouard thy Head,
Gloft. Picl'd Prieftydoo’ft thou command me to be | ForTintend to haue it ere long. Exennt.
{hut ouc? : * Major, Seethe Coaft clear’d, and then we will depart,
winch. 1doe,thoumoft viurping Proditor, Good God,thefe Nobles thould {uch ftomacks beare,
And not Protedtor of the King or Realme, I my {elfe ight not once in fortie yeere, Exeunt.
Glof. Stand back thou manifeft Confpirator,
Thou that contrived’(t to murther our dead Lord, Enter the Mafter Gunrer of Orleance, and
Thouthat giu’t Whores Indulgences to finne, hbis Boy.
He canuas thee in thy broac d Cardinalls Har, M.Gunner.Sirrha,thou know’(t how Orleancei isbefieg’d,
If thou PlOCEﬁ‘d in this thy infolence, And how the Fno ith haue the Suburbs wornne,
winch, Nay ,ftand thou back ,Iwill not budgeafoot: Bay. Fuhrr 1 know ,and oft haue (hot atthem,
This be Danmcus be thou curted Cain, How e’re vntommatc I mifs’d my ayme. ’
Toflayt yBroMer Abel if thou wile, M.Ganner.But now thou fhalt not.Be thou rul® d by me:
(“{o #. Lwillnot {lay thee, bur Tle driue thee back : Chiefe Mafter Gunner am I of this Towne,
Thy Scarlet R Pr;bu, asa Childs bearing Cloth, % Something I muft doe to procure me grace:
Ile er to carry thee out of this place. The Princes efpyals haue informed me,
Winch, Doe what thoudar(t, I beard thee to thy | How the Englifh,in the Suburbs clofe emrcnrht
face. : Went thmugnafcuet Grate of Iron Barr
Gloff. What? am 1 dar’d, and bearded to my face? Inyonder Tower,to ouct-peere the (_.;m,
raw men; for all chis priviledged place, And thence fﬁlc'mcr how with moft aduantage
Blew Coats to Tawny Coats, Prieft,beware your Beard, Thf"y may vex vs with Shot or with Affault,
I meaneto mzbgm: and to cuffe you foundly. To intercepr this inconuenience,
Vnder my feet I flampe thy Cardinalls Hat: A Peece of Ordnance’gainit it 1 haue plac'd,

{ _ And
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And euen thefe three dayes haue Iwatche,

£ I could fee them. Now doe thou watch,
For] can ftay no longer,

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

And thou fhalt finde me at the Gouernors. Exir.
Boy. Father,I warrant you,take you no care,
| Ile neuer trokble you,if I may fpye them. Exit.

Eunser Salisbrry and Talbot onthe Trirers,
with otbers.

Salish. Talbor my life, my ioy,againe return’d ?
How wert thou handled,being Prifoper 2
Difconrfe I prethee on this Turrers top.

Talbot. The Eatle of Bedford had a Priloner,
Call’d the braue Loid Ponton de Saxi
For him was I exchang’d,and ranfom’d,

But with a bafer man of Armes by farre,

Once in contempt they would haue barter’d me ;
Which I difdaining,{corn’d,and craved death,
Rather then I would be fo pil'd efieem’d :

In fine, redeem’d I was as [ defir'd.

But O,the trecherous Falfaffe wounds my heart,
Whom with my bare fifts I would exccute,

If I now had him brought inte my power.

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

T4l With {coffes and {cornes,and contumelious taunts,
| In open Market-place produc’e they me,
Tobeapublique fpectacleto al.I :

Here,fayd they,is the Terror of the French,
The Scar-Crow that affrights our Children fo.
Then broke I frem the Gfficers that led me,
And with my nayles digg'd ftones out of the ground,
To hurle at the beholders of my fhame.
My grifly countenance made others fye,
None durft come neere,for feare of fuddaine death.
In Iron Walls they deem’d me nor fecure:
So great feare of my Name*mong(t them were {pread,
That they fuppos’d I could rend Barres of Steele,
And fpurne in picces Pofts of Adamant,
Wherefore a guard of chofen Shot T had,
That walkt abouc me euery Minute while :
And if Idid buc @irre out of my Bed,
Ready they were to thoot me 10 the heart.
Enter the Boy with a Linjtock,
Salib. T grieue vo heare what torments you endur'd,
But we will be reueng’d {ufficiently,
Now itis Supper time in Orleance:
Here,through this Grate,I count each one,
And view the Frenchmen how they fortifie :
Let vslooke in,the fight will much delight thee:
Sit Thomas Gargrane,and Sic #willians Glanfdale,
Let me haue your expreflc opinions,
Where is beit place to make our Bart'ry next ?
Gargrase. 1 thinke at the North Gate,for there flands

{ Lords.

Glanfdale. And T heere, at the Bulwarke of the

oy,
Bridge,

Talb, For ougit Ifee,this Citie muft be famithe,
Or with light Skirmifhes enfeebled.  Here they [bot, and
Salubury falls downe.
Salish. O Lord hane mercy on vs,Swretched finners.
Gargrene, O Lotd haue mercy on me,wefull man,
Talb.What chance is this,that fuddenly hath croft vs ?
Speake Salishary 3 at leaft, if thou canft, fpedke:

Thefirft Part of Henry the Sixct. et

How far'ft thou,Mirror of all Martiall men ?
One of thy Eyes,and thy Checkes fide flruck off ?
Accurfed Tower, accurfed farall Hand,
That hath contriu’d this wofull Tragedie.

In thirteene Barteailes,Salisbury o’'recame :

Henry the Fift he firft trayn’d to the Warres,
Whil'ft any Trumpe did found,or Drum firuck vp,
His Sword did ne're leaue firiking in the field.

Yet liu'ft thou Saliséaury? though thy fpeech doth fayle,
One Eye thou haft to looketo Heauen for grace,
The Sunne with one Eye vieweth all the World,
Heauen be thou gracious to none aliue,

If Salishury wants mercy at thy hands.

Beare hence his Body,I will helpe to bury it.

Sit Thomas Gnrgmw,haﬁ thou any life?

Speake vnto Talbet, nay,locke vp to him.
Salubury cheare thy Spiric with this comfore,
Thou fhalt not dye whiles----

He beckens with his hand,and {miles on me:
Aswho fhould fay, When I am dead and gone,
Remember to auenge me on the French.
Plantaginet | will, and like thee,

Play on the Lute,beholding the Townes burne:
Wretched (hall France be onely in my Name,

Here an Alarnm,and it Thunders and Lightess.
What ftirre is this 7 whattumult’s in the Heauens ?
Whence commeth this Alarum,and the noyfe?

Egter a Meffenger.
Mef /My Lord,my Lord,the French haue gather’'d head,
The Dolphin,with one feane de Puze/ joyn'd,
A holy Prophetefle, new rifen vp,
Is come witha great Power,to rayfe the Siege.
Here Salisbury liftesth bimfelfe vp,and g raanes,
Talb. Heare, heare,how dying Salubury doth groane,
Tt irkes his heart he cannet be reueng’d,
Frenchmen,le be a Safubury vo you,
Puzel or Puffel, Dolphin or Dog.fifh,
Your hearts e fftampe out withmy Horfes heeles,
And make 2 Quagmire of your mingled braines,
Conuey mze Salzsbary into his Tent,
And then wee'le try what thefe daftard Frenchmen dare,
Alaram. Exeunt, /

e b

Herean Alarum againe,and Talbot purfucth the Dolphin,
and drisseth bins: Then enter loane de Puzel,
drining Englifbmen before her,
Then enter Talbot.

Taio. Where is my ftrength, my valour,and my force 2
Our Englith Troupes retyre,I cannot [tay them,
A Woman clad in Armour chafeth them.

Enter Puzel,

Here here fhee comes, Ile haue abowt with thee:
Deuill,or Deuils Dam,Ile coniure thee:
Blood will I draw on thee, thou art a Witch,
And ftraightway giue thy Soule to him thou feru’t,

Puzel. Come, come, ‘tis onely I that muft difgrace
thee. Herethey fight.

Talb. Heauens,can you {uffer Hell {o to preuayle?
My breft Ile burft with ftraining of my courage,
And from my fhoulders crack my Armes afunder,
Buc I will chaftife chis high-minded Strumpet.

They fight againe.

Puzel. Talbot farwell,thy houre is not yet come,

I muft goe Victuall Orleanee forthwith:
A fhort .Alarum: then enter the Towne
with Sonldiers.

O’re-|
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| O're-take me if thou canft, I fcorne thy ftrength, '
goc,goc, cheare vp thy hungry-ftarued men, ’
lelpe Salisbury to make his Tefament "
This Day is oés,as many more fhall bc’. Exit, Aﬁ%!’ SE’CWM[HJ'. SCE’?’Z@ Tﬂﬂiﬂ.
Talb. Mythoughts are whirled like 2 Potters Wheele,
I know not where I 2m,nor what I doe
A Witch by feare,not force,like Hamnibal,
Driues back our troupes,and conquers as fhe lifts : Enter & Sergeast of i Bawnd with two Sentinels.
So Bees with {moake, and Doues with neyfome flench,
Are from their Hyues and Houfes driuen away. Ser. Sirs, take your places,and be vigilant :
They call'd vs,for our fiercenefle,Englifh Dogges, If any noy{e or Souldier you perceiue
Now like to Whelpes,we crying runne aWays | Neere tothe walles, by fome apparant figne
A (bort Alarum. Lec vs hane knowledge at the Court of Guard.
Hearke Countreymen, eyther renew the fight, Sent. Sergeant you fhall. Thus are poore Seruitors
Or teare the Lyons out of Englands Coat | (When othersfleepe vpon their quiet beds)
Renounce your Soyle, giue Sheepe in Lyons ftead : Conftrain’d to watchin darknefle, raine, and cold.;
Sheepe run not halfe {o trecherous fromthe Wolfe,
Or Horfe or Oxen trom the Leopard, Enter Talbot, Bedford, and Burgundy, with fcaling
As youflye from your oft-fubdued {laues, Ladders : Their Drummes beating &
eAlarum.. Here another Skirmifb, Dead  March,
Iewill not be, retyre into your Trenches:
Youall confented vnto Salisbaries death, Tal. Lord Regent, and redoubted Bargundy,
For none would ftrike a firoake in his reuenge, By whofe approach, the Regions of Arroys,
Pazel is entred into Orleance, Wallon, and Picardy, are friends to vs :
In fpight of vs,or ought that we could dos. Thisbappy night, the Frenchmen are (ecure,
O would I were to dye with Salubury, Huning all day carows’d and banquetted,
The thame hereof, will make me hide my head. Embrace we then this opportunitie,
Exit Talbot, As fitting beft to quittance their deceite,
Alarum, Retreat, Flosrifb. Contriu’d by Art, and balefull Sercerie.
Bed.Coward of France,how much he wrangs his fame,
Enter on the walls, Puzel, Dolphin, Reigneir, Difpairing of his owne armes fortitude,
eAlanfon, and Sonldiers, To ioyne with Witches, and the helpe of Hell,
Bar. Traitors haue neuer other ¢otnpany,
Puzel. Aduance our wauing Colours on the Walls, But what's that Puzell whom they tearme fo pure?
Refcu'd is Orleance from the Englith. Tal. A Maid, they fay.
Thus Joane de Puzel hath perform®d her word, Bed, AMaid? And be fo martiall ?
Dolph. Diuineft Creature, Affres’s Daughter, Bur. Pray Godfhe proue not mafculine ere long:
How fhall I honour thee for this fuccefle ? If vnderneath the Standard of theFrench
Thy promifes are like 4denis Garden, She carry Armour, as fhe hath begun, Y
That one day bloom’d,and froitfull were the next. Tal, Well, let them practife and conuerfe with fpirits,
France,triumph in thy glorious Prophetefle, God is our Forrefle, in whofe conquering name
Recouer’d is the Towne of Orleance, Let vsrefolue to fcale their flinty bulwarkes,
More bleffed hap did ne’re befall our State. Bed, Afcend brave Talbor, wewill follow thee.
Reigneir, Why ring not out the Bells alowd, T4l. Notaltogether : Better farre I guefle,
Throughout the Towne ? ' That we do make our entrance feuerall wayes :
Dolphin command the Citizens make Bonfires, That if it chance the one of vs do faile, f
And feaft and banquet inthe open fireets, The other yet may rife againft their force,
To celebrate the ioy that God hath giuenvs, Bed. Agreed;Ile toyond corner.
Alzuf: All France will be repleat with mirth and ioy, Bar. AndlI to this,
When they fhall hearc how we haue play’d the men. Tal. Andheere will Talbot mount,or make his graue.
Doiph. "Tis Ioane,not we,by whom the dayiswonne: | Now Salisbury, for thee and for the right
For which,I will diuide my Crowne with her, Of Englifh Henry, (hall this nght appeare
And all the Priefts and Fryers in my Realme, Hew much in duty, I am bound to both,
Shall in proceffion fing her endleffe prayfe. Sent. Arme, arme, the enemy doth make affault.’
A ftatelyer Pyramis to her Ile reare, Cry,S.George, AT albot,
Then Rbodophe's or CMenphis euer was.
In memorie of her,when fhe is dead, The Erench leape ore the walles in their fbirts. Enterr
Her Afhes,inan Vine more precious [enerall wayes, Baftavd, Alanfon, Reignicr,
Then the rich-iewel'd Coffer of Darius, I halfe veady, and balfe vaready.
Tranfported,(hall be at high Feftinals
Before the Kings and Queenes of Frauce, Alan. How now my Lords ? whatall vareadie fo 2
No longer on Saint Dennzs will we cry, Baft. Vnready?Iand glad we feap’d fo well,
But Joane de Puzel fhall be France’s Saint. Reig. Twas time (1 trow) to wakeiand leaue our beds, |
Come in,and let vs Banquet Royally, Hearing Alarums at our Chamber doores.
After this Golden Day of Vitorie. Alan. Ofall exploits fince firft I follow’d Armes,
Elonrifb. Exennt. Neze heard I of 2 warlike enterprize
: More |
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More venturous,or defperate then this.
Bajt. 1thinke this Talbot be a Fiend of Hell.
Reig. 1fnot of Hell, the Heauens fure fanour him,
Alanf Here commeth Charles,I maruell how he fped?

s

Ester Charles and Fpane.
Baft. Tut,holy Joane was his defenfiue Guard.
Charl. Isthisthy cunning thou deceitfull Dame?

Didft thou ac firft, 10 flacter vs withall,

Make vs partakers of a little gayne,

That now our lofle might be ten times fo much?
Toane. Wherefore is Charles impatient with his friend?

Atalltimes will you hauve my Power alike?

Sleeping or waking,muft I Rill preuayle,

Or will you blame and lay the favlt on me?

Improuident Souldiors,had your Watch been good,

This fudden Mifchiefe neuer could haue falne.

Charl. Duke of Alanfon,this was your defaul,

That being Captaine of the Warch to Nighe,

Did looke no better to that weightie Charge.

Alanf. Had all your Quarters been as fai‘cly kept,

As that whereof I had the gouernment,

Wehad not beene thus fhamefully furpriz’d,

Beff. Mine was {ecure.
Reig. And fo was mine, my Lord.
Charl. And formy felfe,moft part of all this Night

Waithin her Quarter,and mine owne Precindt,

I was imploy’d in pafling to and fro,

About relieuing of the Centinels,

Then how,or which way,fhould they firft breake in 2
Toaxe. Queltion(my Lords) no further of the cafe,

How or which way ; *tis fure they found fome place,

But weakely guarded,where the breach was made::

And now there refls no othes fhift but this,

To gather our Souldiors, {catter'd and difperce,

And lay new Plat-formes to endammage them.

Exeunt.

Alaram. Enter aSenldier crying, & Talbot,a Talbot :
they flye,leaning their Clothes bebind,
Soxld. llebe {o bold totake what they haue left :
The Cry of Tatbot ferues me foraSword,
ForI haue loaden me with many Spoyles,
Vfing no other Weapon but his Name, Exit,
Enter Talbot, Bedford, Burgundie.
Bedf. The Day beginsto breake and Night is fled,
Whofe pitchy Mantle ouer-vayl'd the Earth.
Here found Retreat,and ceafe our hot purfuit, . Retreat.
Talb. Bring forth the Body of old Salésbary,
And here aduance ic in the Market-Place,
The middle Centure of chis curfed Towne.
Now haue I pay’d my Vaw vnto his Soule:
For euery drop of blood was drawne from him,
There hath at leaft fiue Frenchmen dyed conighe,
And that hereafter Ages may bebold '
What ruine happened in reuenge-of him,
Within their chiefeft Teniple lle ereét
A Tombe,whercin his Corps thall be inters’d s
Vpon the which,that euery one may reade,
Shall be engrau’d the facke of Orleance,
Thetrecherous manner of his mourncf}LlI death,
And what a terror he had beene to France.
Bur Lords,in all our bloudy Maffacre,
I mufe we met not with the Dolphins Grace,

e

Thefuft Parvof HemytheSint, R

His new-come Champion, vertuous Zedre of Acre,
Nor any of his falfe Confederates.

Bedf."Tis thought Lord Tufbor,when the fight began,
Rows’d on the fudden from their drowfie Beds,
They did amongft the troupes of armed men,
Leape o’re the Walls for refugein thefield,

Burg. My felfe,as farre as I could well difcerne,
For {moake,and duskie vapours of the night,
Am fure I fcar’d the Dolphin and his Trull,
When Arme in Arme they both came fwiftly running,
Like to a payre of loning Turtle~-Doues,
That could not liue afunder day or night,
After that things are fet in order here,
Wee'le follow them with all the power we haue.,

S

Enter a CMef[enger.
Me([. Allhayle,my Lords:which of this Princely trayne
Call ye the Warlike Talbor, for his Aé&s
So much applauded through the Realme of France ?

Talb. Here is the Talbor, who would {peak with him ?

Meff. Thevertuous Lady,Countefle of Ouergne,
With modeftie admiring thy Renowne,

By me entreats (great Lord) thou would’ft vouchfafe
To vifit her poore Cafile where the lyes,

That fhe may boaft fhe hath beheld the man,

Wholfe glory fills the World with lowd report.

Burg. Isiceuenfo? Nay,then I fee our Warres
Will turne vinro a peacefull Comick fport,

When Ladyes craue to be encountred with,
Youm.y not (my Lord) defpife her gentle fuic,

Talb. Ne've truft me then: for when a World of men
Could not preuayle with all their Oratorie,

Yec hatha Womans kindnefle ouer-rul’d : 1
And thesefore tell her, I returne great thankes,

And in fubmiflion will artend on her.

Will not yotr Honors beare me company ?

Bedfs - No,truly,’tis more then manners will :
And 1 have heard it fayd ,Vobidden Guefts
| Arcoften welcommeft when they are gone,

Talb. Well then,alone (fince there's no remedie)
Imeane to proue this Ladyes courrefie, 4
Come hither Captaine, you perceiue my minde.

Whilpers.

Capt. 1doemy Lord, and meane accordingly.

Exennt.

S e N

Enter Connteffe,
(ount. Porter,remember what I gaue incharge,
And when you haue done fo,bring the Keyes to me.
Port. Madame,I will, Exit.
Connr. The Pletis layd, if all chings fall out righe,
I fhall as famous be by this exploit,
As Scythian Tomyris by Cyrus death,
Great is the rumour of this dreadfull Knighs,
And his atchieuements of no leffe account :
Faine would mine eyes be witneffe with mine eares, 4
Ta giuetheir cenfure of thefe rare reports,

Enter Meffenger and Talbot,

M. Madame,according as your Ladyfhip defir'd,
By Meflage crav’d, fo is Lord Talbot come,

(omnt. And heiswelcome: what? js this the man 2

Meff. Madame, it is,

Count. Isthisthe Scourge of France?
Is this the Talbor,{o much fear’d abroad ?
That with his Name the Mothers ftill their Babes?

I{ee Report is fabulous and falfe.
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{ Lthought I fhould haue feene fome Heren/, es, Bue onciyw:sh your patience,that we may
{ A {econd Hefor, for his grim afpeét, Tafte of yout Wlﬂf”lf‘ dfee what Cates s youhaue,

And large proportion of his ﬁrorﬂg knit Limb For Souldiers ftomacks qlwwes ferue them well.
Alas,this is 2 Child, a illy Dwasfe : Cowns. With all my heart, and thinke me hovored,
11t cannot be, this weake and writhled thrimpe To feaft fo greata Warriorinmy Houfe,  Exemsr.

{ Shonlc i {trike fuch terror to his Enemies.

e e —

o, T am but thad

In du ._-fipnil"c*n:sp;'ovi:;ymcy:“!rthmx 1S s
Ler him that is a true-borne Gentle eman,
And ftands vpon the honor of his birth,

Talb. Madame, 1 haue beene bold to trouble you: f Euter Richard Plantagence,Warwick,Somer/et,
But fince your L =3—’Jh?p is not ac leyfure, ! Paole, ¢ »rffaf/)cr.r.
Ile fort fome other time to vifit you. :
What meanes fnc_mw P } Yorke, Grew Lords and Gentlemen,
ieher be goes | Wiat meanes this filence ?
ny Lord [mur formy I | Darenomananfwer in a Cafe of Truth ¢
f your abr 'mrda-p . ¢ff. Within the Temple Hall we weretoo jowd,
¢ that ﬂuL s.inawrang beleefe, The Garden here is more conuenient,
her Talbot’s heve, : ' York. Then {ay at once,if I maintain’d the Tsuch :
ter Porter with Keyes. | Or elle was w;'av.mﬁw o Somerfet in th'error?
then art thou Prifoner. | - S#ff, FaithIhaue beene aTruant inthe La
r ; And neuer yet could ILLm\,n:‘, willto ie,
| And cherefore framethe Law voro my v\'l‘.
, f S-ﬂ*?ﬂ Tudge you, my Lord of Warwicke, then be-
Long time thy {l | tweene vs
For in my Gallery thy 1 war.Between two Hawks,which flyes the hi P
bvc now Lm fubfiaice fh; % Betweentwo Dogs which hach the deepermou
yne thefe | :-Between ewo Blades,which beares the better temper,
i | Between two Horfes,which doth beare him i;-’;",k i
| ecn two Girles, which hath the merryeft eye, !
‘ e perhaps {ome (hallow J;H'n of Judgement : :*
‘, enice fharpe Quullets of the Law, |
‘ | F&";thl aim no witer then a Daw. §
x Tus,vuc,bere is 2 mannerly forbearance: 1
| | Therruthappeares fonaked on tmy fide,
ut Talbots (hadow, | That any pmb ind eye may find it out.
1'((‘;:&'?"16. ‘ Sem. And onm y fide icis fowell apparrell’d,
thouthe man 2 | So cleare,fo fhi n’fw,‘-nuh, enidens,
€de, 1 ihlti.\;';“ l"'s mimer throu 33’11 a blind-mans Cyc,
1haue I fubflance too. York, Since youare tongue-ty’d,and {oloth to fpeake, |
| : -
l
|

If he tuppoie thar 1} .lm"p leaded truth,
~‘ ‘ramie here, From off this Br mrp awhite Rofz with me.
’én\r, {uch a fpacious Som. Lethimthatisno Coward, nor no Flateerer,
Your Roofe were not fufficient to contayn't, But date maintaine the partic of [1'»’tru:h,

Pluck a red Rofe from off this Therne with me,
War. 1loueno Colotirs: and without all colour

Of bafe infinuating flatterie,

I pluck chis white 1 x\..ic' w uixﬁmmg exet.

C

Saff. Tpluckthis red Rofe,with young Somerfet,

4

And lay wit hall,T chinke he held r_l.c;,guz.

::;:';u\.[.-'n" lerchant tu. thenonce,

Lyc: ?
},ou prefently.

wes (Tre f\e "'D,.:: eale

ou } Md ANE P are you now !1(«1‘1wgdcu

o ke g T L DLk BT

‘How fay yo Vernom, S t.)y Lordsand Gentlemen ,2and pluckno more
That Talbot isbut fhadow of himfelfe ? Till you conclude, that he vpon whofe fide
Thefe are his fubftance, finewes «sr;-'r:c‘.~1‘,d firength, The faweft Rofes are ¢1 opt f,umrhe’[“;,
With which he ywm:h your rebellious Neckes, Shall yeeld che other in the t right apinion,
Ragzeth your Cities,and fubuerts your Townes, Som. Good »5_1 er Pernan it iswell obiedted :
And in amementmakes them defolate. If I haue fewelt,I fubfcribe in filence,
Connt. ViGtorious 7”.:[5‘.:"'113"1",:,." my abufe, Yor ’4 An EI
11 finde thou art no leffe then Fame hath bruired, Vernon. Then tﬂru.ctuth ,and }“u-uneﬁc fche Cafe,
And more then may be gathered by thy fhape, | T pluck this pale and Maiden Bloflome here,
Let my prefumption not proucke thy wrath, szm.n'ny chld on the white Rofe fide.
For I am forry, that with reuerence Som. Pricknotyourfingeras ynm luck it off,
11 did not entertaine thee as thou art, Leaft bleedit 1‘7,Vr3u\ o¢ paint the wh ire inm.i”m
Talb. Benot difmay’d, faire L"c"v normifcenfer And fall onmy fide {o againft your w
{ The minde of 7 Mbm 3 yon did mitake Vernon. 1f 1, myL ml or my opinio
{ The outward compotfition of his body. Opinion thall be Surgeon to my hurt,
What you haue done,hath not offended mie : And keepe me on the fide where fill T am;
| Nor other fatisfaction doe I craue, Som; Well,well ,come on,whe elfe? ,
| Lawyer. V-

s - - e, e
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Law]er, Vialeffe my Studie and my Bookes befalle, |
The argument you held,was wrong inyou; {
In figne whereof, plucka white Rofe too, \
Yorkg. Now Somer(er;whereis your argument ?
Sem. Herein my Scabbard, rne\.ummc,c}ht
Shall dye your white Rofeina bloody re d
To'fk‘ feane time your cheeksdo counsexfeit our Rofes:
For pale they looke with feare,ss witneffing
The truth on our fide,
Som. No Pla nek :
*Tis not for twﬁ.‘ou. anger, that thy checkes
Blufh for pure {hame,to conntet feit out Roft €s,
And yet thytongue U\l” not confe fict.wr_'r(‘r.
TarQ. Hath not thy Rofe a Canker, Somerfer ?
Sem. Hathnott ..y?n:c-aT orne, P/;!.izt.gé’,iet?
Yorke. 1,(barpe and picrcing to maintaine his truch,
Whiles dw conix,n\mn Canker eates his falfchood.
Som. Well, altiﬂ‘dnl’lu]uu(@\‘s’ are my bleeding Rofes,
That {hall maincaine whar { haue faid is true,
Where faliz P/ﬂiffJFC/n dare not be feene
Yorke. Now by this Maiden Bloffome in my hand,
I {corne theeand my fafhion pecuill: Boy:
Suff. Turnenot thy fcornes this way r/z'rf/m'f;'(‘r
Prowd ‘Poole, 1 will, and f{corne both him and

*.‘3,‘:"“

coO
<O

,us

Yoy RE
thee,
Suff. 1le turte my part thereof into thy throat,
Som, Awa vﬂ\v,yﬁnod LTq.mW? de la Poole,
We gracethe Y u)i.n,.ﬂ,oy conuecling wrn him.
PVM w.Now b} Gods will thou \"u!t-‘ him. 5{‘,}]’)?9['
H!SGF"U4YIL‘.L swas Lyouel Duke of t’,.srﬁmr
Third Sonne to the third Edwaerd King of Engla nd
Sprmr* ceftleffe Yeomen from {o deepe a Roor ?
Yorke. e beares him on the place’s Priutledge,
Or du:ft not for his cranen hearr fay thus,
Som. By him that made me, lle maintaine my words
On any Plat of Ground in € nrx!icndome.
W as not thy Facher, Richard,Earle nf‘Cwmch"nc,
FOTTfLamil executed in our lare f..'n;\; dayes?
And by his Treafon, fand’@ nor thou attainted,
Corrhi‘»tcd and C\'C npz from ancient Gmtry e
His Trefpas yet liues guiltie in thy blood,
And till thou be reftor’d,thsuarra ‘leu.mn.
Yorke. My Facher was atrached, nor atcainted,
Condemn’d to dyc for Treafon,but no Traytor;
And thatIle prouecon better men then Sasmrje:,
Were growing time once ripened tomy will
For your partabccr Poole, and you your feife,
Ile note youin my | Bocke of Memorie,
To fcourge youfor this apprehenfion;
Looketo it well, and fay you are well warn’d.
Sem, Ab,thou fhalt finde vs ready for thee fill ;
| And know vs by thefe Colours tor thy Foes,
Fore \me .my friends in {pight of thee fhall weare.
Torke. And by my Soule,zhis pale and angry Rofe,
ﬁe—"CngmL.z nce of my blood-drinking hate,
WillI for euctc')ami ;ny Faction weare,
Vnull ic wither with me to my Graue,
Or founrifh to the height of my Degree.
Suff. Goe forward,and be choak'd with thy ambitien;
And £ xf‘mell vneill I meet thee next. Exit.
Som. Haue with thee Posle : Farwell ambitious Ri-
chard. Exit.
Torke. How I am biau'd, and muft perforce endure.
ic ?
warw. This blot that they obiedt againft your Houfe,
Shall be whipt our in the nest Parhiament,

]
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Call'd for the Truce of Wmciuﬂw and Glouceffer :
And if thou be not then created ZYorke,
I will not live to be accounted warwicke.
Mecane time,in fignall of my loue to thee,
Againft prowd Semer(et,and william Poole,
Will1 vpon thy partie weare this Rofe.
And here I prophecie: this brawle to day,
Growne to this faction inthe Temple Garden,
Shall fend betweene the Red-Rofe and the Wh;rc,
A thoufand Soules to Death and deadly Night.
Torke. Good Mafter Uernon,] am bound to you,
That you on my behalfe would pluck Flower,
Fer. Inyour behalfe ftill will I weare the fame,
Lawyer, Andfowill],
Yorke. Thankes gentle,
Come, let vs foure to Dinner: I dare fay,
This Quarrell will drinke Blood another day.
Exeunt,

Enter Mortimer, brought in a Cha j re,
and Iaylors.

ert. Kind Keepers of my weake decaying Age,
Lctdying <A ortimer here reft himfelfe.
Eger likea man new haled from the Wrack,
So fare my Limbes with long Imprifonment
And thefe gray Locks,the Purfuinants of death,
Neffor-like aged,inan Age of Care,
Arguethzend o £ Edmnnd Mortiser.
Thefe Eyes like Lampes,whote wafting Oyle is fpent,
Waxe dimme,as drawing to their E ﬂuécrnke
Weske Shmlqc.s ouer. Lomc with burtt iening Griefe,
And pytn-lefie Armes Jike to a withered V«m
That droupes his {appe-lefie Branches tothe ggonrd
Yet are thele Feer,whofe ftrength-leffe ftay is pumme,
(Vnableto :pp(,rr this Lumpe of Lms}
Swift-winged with defre to get a Graue,
As witting I no other comfort haue,
But tell me,Keeper, will my Nephew come?

Keeper. K;Lﬁﬁ,fﬂ Plantagener my Lord, will come :
We fent vito the Temple,vnto his Chiamber,

And anlwer was return'd. thac he will core,

Mort. Pnough' rny Soule fhall chen be fatisfied,
Poore Gentleman,his wrohe doth equall mine,
Since Henry Mox mmr’; fird hcg,n toreigne,

Betore whole G slory I was greatin -\rﬂms

This loathfome 1equ’m‘ tion haue I had;

And euen fince then,hath Richard beene obfcur'd,
Depriu’d of Henor and Inher “kmc.

But now,the Arbitrator of Def ;mres

Tuft Death,kinde Vmpire of mens miferies,
With fweet enlargement doth difmifle me hence :
I would his troubles likewife were expir 'd;

That {o he might recouer what was loft,

Enter Richard,
Keeper. My Lord,your louing Nephew now is come,
Mor. Richard Plantagenet,my friend, is he come ?
Rich. 1,Noble Vnckle,thus ignobly vs'd,
Your Nephew,late dcfnied Richard,comes.
Mort. Dire& mine Arines, | may embrace his Neck,
And in his Bofome fpend my latcer gafpe,
Oh tell me whenmy Llppes doe touch his Cheekes,
That I may kindly giue one fainting Kiffe,
And now declare {weet Stem from Terkes great Stock,

Why didft thou fay of late thou wert dcipls d?

Rich. Firfy

T e .
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i Rich. Firftleane thine aged Back againft mine Arme,
i And in that eafe,Ile tell thee my Dilfeafe,

: This day in argument vpon a Cafe,

| Some words there grew twixt Somer(ét and me :
Among which tearmes,he vs°d his lauifh tongue,
And did vpbrayd me with my Fathers death;
Which obloquie fet barres before my tongue,

Elfe with the like I bad requited him.

Therefore good Vnckle, for my Fathers {ake,

In honor of a true Plantagenet,

And for Alliance fake, declare the caufe

My Father,Earle of Cambridge,loft his Head,

Mort, That caufe(faire Nephew)that imprifon’d me,
And hath detayn’d me all my flowring Youth,
Within a loathfome Dungeon, there to pyne,

Was curfed lnftrument of his deceafe.

Rich. Difcouer more at large what canfe chat was,
For I am ignorant,and cannor guefle.

Mert. 1 willif that my fading breath permit,

And Death approach not,ere my Tale be done,
Henry the Fourth,Grandfacher to this King,
Depos’d his Nephew Richard , Edwards Sonne,
The firft begotten, and the lawfull Heire

Of Edward King the Third of that Defcent.
During whofe Reigne, the Percies of the North,
Finding his V{urpation moft yniuft,
Endeuvour’d my aduancement to the Throne,
The reafon mow’d thefe Warlike Lords to this,
Was,for that (young Richard thus remou’d,
Leauing no Heire bcgotrcn of his Body)

I wasthenext by Bicth and Parentage ;

For by my Mother, I deriued am

From Lionel Duke of Clarence,third Sonne
ToKing Edward the Third ; whereas hee,
From John of Gaunt doth bring his Pedigtee,
Seing but fourth of that Heroick Lyre.
Burmarke: as in this haughtie great attempt,
They laboured,to plant the rightfull Heire,
1lott my Libertie, and they their Liues,

Long after this,when Heury the Fift

(Succ eeding his Father B«ﬂingbroak;) did reignes;
Thy Father,Earle of Cambridge,then deriu'd
From famous Edmund Langley,Duke of Yorke,
Marrying my Sifter,thar thy Mother was ;
Againe,in pitty of my hard difizefe,

Leuied an Army,weening to redeeme,

And haue inftall’d me in the Dizdeme::

Bur as the reft,{o fell that Noble Earle,

And was beheaded. Thus the CMortimers,
Inwhom the Title refted,were fuppreft.

Rich. Of which,my Lord,your Honor is the laft,

Moert. True;and thoufeeft,that I no Iffue have,
And that my fainting words doe warrant death:
Thou art my Heire; the reft,I wilh thee gather
But yet be wary in thy ftudious care,

Rich.Thy graue admonifhments preuayle with me:
But yet me thinkes,my Fachers execution
Was nothing leffe then bloody Tyranny,

Mort, With filence Nephew,be thou pollirick,
Strong fixed is the Houfe of Lancaffer,

And like a Mountaine,not to be remou’d.
Bue now thy Vnckle is femouing hence,
As Princes doe their Courts, whenthey are cloy’d
With long continuance ina (etled place,

Rich.O Vackle,would fome part of my young yecres

Might but redeeme the pafflage of your Age.

Mert. Thou do'ft then wrong me,as § {laughtererdoth,
Which giueth many Wounds,whenone will kill,
Mourne not,except thou forrow for my goed,
Oanely giue order for my Funerall,
And fo farewell, and faire be all thy hopes;
And profperous be thy Life in Peace and Warre.  Dyes.
Rich. And Peace;no Warre,befall thy parting Soule.
In Prifor: baft thou fpenta Pilgrimage,
And like 2 Hermite ouer-paft cthy dayes,
Well, I will locke his Councell 1n my Breft,
And what I doe imagine, let thas reft,
Keepers conuey him hence,and I my felfe
Will fec his Buryall better then his Life,
Here dyesthe duskie Torch of < Hortimer,
C hoake with Ambition of the meaner fort,
And for thofe Wrongs,thofe bitter Iniuries,
Which Semerfer hath offer’d to my Houfe,
I doubt not,but with Honor to redreffe.
And therefore hafle I to the Parliament,
Eyther to be reftored to myBlood,
Or make my will th’aduancage of my good.

Exit.

Exit.

|  Aitus Tertius. Scena Prima.

Flowrifb. Enter Kimg,Exeter,Glofter Winchefter Warwick,

Somerfet Suffolk ,Richard Plantagenet. Glofler offers
topur up a Bill:Winchefter [narches it teaves it.
Winch. Cow’t thouwich deepe premeditated Lines?

| With written Pamphlets,fludioufly denis'd 2

Hunsfrey of Glefler,if thou canft accufe,
Or ought intend’tt to Jay vnto my charge,
Doe it without inuention,fuddenly,

As I with fudden,and cxtemporall fpeech,
Purpofe to anfwer what thou canft obiect.

Glo. Prefumptuous Prieft,this place cdmands my paticce,
Ot thoufhould't finde thou haft dis-honor'd me,
T hinke not, although in Writing I preferr’d
The manner of thy vile outragious Crymes,
That therefore T haue forg’d,or am not able
Derbatim to rehearfe the Methode of my Penne.
No Prelate,fuch is thy audacious wickednefle,
Thy iewd,pefliferous,and diffentious prancks,
As very Infants prattle of chy pride.

Thou art a moft pernitious Viurer,
Froward by nature,Enemieto Peace,
Lafcivious,wanton, more shen well befeemes
A man of thy Profeffion,and Degree.
And for thy Trecherie,what’s more manifeft 2
Inthat thou layd’ft a Trap to take my Life,
As wellat London Bridge,as acthe Tower,
Pefide,1 feare mie,if thy thoughts were fifted,
The King,thy Soueraigne,is riot quite exempt
From enuious mallice of thy fwelling heart.

winch, Gloffer,1 doe defie thee, Lords vouchfafe
To giue me hearing what I {ball reply.
If I were couetous,ambitious,or perueife,
As he willhaueme : howam I fopoore?
Or how haps it,I {ecke not to aduance
Or rayfe my felfe? but keepe my wonted Calling,
And for Diffention,who preferreth Peace
More then I doe ? except I be prouck’d.
No,my good Lords,it isnot that offends,
Icis not that,that hath incens’d the Duke:
Itis becaufe no one (hould {fway buc hee,
No one.but hee, thould be about the King
And that engenders Thunder in his breaft,

1 And
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Andmakes him rorethele Accufations
But he fhall know I amas goed.

Glost, As good?

Thou Baftard of my Grandfather,
winch. 1,Lordly Sir: forwhatare you,I pray,
But one imperious inanothers Throne?

Gloff. AmInotProteétor,fawcie Priet?

Wwch. And amnotIaPrelate of the Church?

Glost. Yes,asanOQut-law ina Caftle keepes,
And vieth it,t0 patronage his Theft.

winch. Voreuerent Gloceffer,

Gloff. Thouart reuerent,

Touching thy Spirituall Funétion,not thy Life.
winch, Rome fhall remedie this,

warw. Roamethither then,

My Lord,it were your dutie to forbeare.
Som. 1,{eethe Bifhop be not cuer-borne:
Merthinkes my Lord (hould be Religious,
:And know the Office that belongsto fuch,
Warw. Me thinkes his Lordhip thould be humbler,
It ficteth not a Prelate'{o to plead.
Som. Yes,when his holy Stateis toucht foncere,
warw, State holy,or vihallow’d,what of that ?
Is not his Grace Protetorto the King ?

Rich, Plantagenet](ec muft hold his tongue,
Leaftitbe faid Speake Sirrha when yeuthould :
Muft your bold Verdiét entertalke with Lords ?
Elfewould 1 have a fling at #incheffer.

King, Vnckles of Glgfter,and of wincheffer,
The fpeciall Warch-men of our Englifh Weale,
I would prevayle,if Prayers might preuayle,

To ioyne your hearts in loue and amitie.
Oh,what a Scandall is it to our Crowne,
Thac two fuch Noble Peeres as ye (hould iarre?
Beleeue me,Lords,my tender yeeres can cell,
Ciuill diffention is a viperous Worme,
That gnawes the Bowels of the Commmon-wealth,
A uoyfe within, Downe with the
Tawny-Coats,

King. What'tumulcs this?

warw. AnVprore, I dare warrant,
Begun through malice ot the Bithops men.

A neyfe againe, Stones, Srones.

forth,

Enter e W ainy.

Meaior. Ohmy good Lords, and vertuous Henry,
Pitty the Cicie of London, pitty vs :
The Bifhop,and the Duke of Glofters men,
Forbidden late to carry any Weapon,
Haue fill'd their Pockets full of peeble ftones;
And banding themfelues in contrary parts,
Doe pelt {o faft at one anothers Pate,
That many haue their giddy braynes knocke out :
Our Windowes are broke downe in euery Street,
And we,for feare,compell’d to fhut our Shops.

Enter iz skirusi{b with bloody Pates.
King. We chasge you,onallegeance to our felfe,
To hold your flaugatring hands,and keepe the Peace:;
| Pray’ Vnckle Gloffer mictigate chis (rife,
{ 1.Serning. Nay,if webe forbidden Stones,wee’le fall
{ to it with our Teeth,
) ~ .
{  2.Serning. Doe what ye dare,weare as refolute,
5 Skirmifh agaswe,
i Gloft. Y ou of my houfehold, leane this peenith broyle,

1 And fet this ynaccuflom’d fighc afide,
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3.Sern. My Lord,we know your Graceto beaman
Iuft,and ypright ; and for your Royall Birth,
Inferior to none,but to his Maieftie :
And ere that we will fuffer fucha Prince,
So kinde a Father of the Common-weale,
To be difgraced by an Inke-horne Mate,
Wee and our Wiues and Children all will fight,
And haue our bodyes flaughtred by thy foes,
1.Sern. I,andthe very parings of our Nayles
Shall pitchi a Field when we are dead.
Begin againe.,
Glsft, Stay,ftay,lfay:
Andif you loue me, 35 you fay you doe,
Let me perfwade youto forbeare a while,
King. Oh,how this difcord doth affliét my Soule.
Can you,my Lord of Winchefler, behold
My (ighes and teares, and will not once relent 2
Who fhould be pittifull,if you be not 2
Orwho fheuld ftudy to preferre a Peace,
If holy Church-men take delight in broyles?
warw. Yeeld my Lord Protetor,yeeld winchefler
Except you meane with obftinate repulfe
To {lay your Soueraigne,and defiroy the Realme,
You fee what Mifchiefe,and what Murther too,
Hath beene enadted through your enmirie:
Then be acpeace,excepr ye thirft for blood,
wirch. He fhall fubmit,or T will neuer yeeld,
Glof?. Co;npn(ﬁ onon the King commands me ﬁﬂu?c,
Or { would fee hisheart out,ere the Prieft
Should euer get that priviledge of me,
Warw. Behold my Lord of Winchefter,the Duke
Hath banifht moadic difcontented fury,
As by his {moothed Browes it doth appeare ;
Why looke you flill fo {terne,and tragicall ?
Gloff. Here winehefter, offer thee my Hand,
King. Fie Vackle Beanford, 1 haue heard you preach,
That Mallice was a great and grieuous finne;
And will not you maintaine the thing you teach?
Byt preue a chicfe offender in che fame,
warw. Sweer King: the Bithop hath a kindly gyrd:
For {hame my Lord of Winchefter relerit 3
Whar,fhall a Child inftruét you what to dee ?
winch. Well Duke of Glofter, I wili yeeld to thee
Loue for thy Loue,and Hand for Hand I giue,
Gloff. 1,but I feare me with a hollow Heart,
See here my Friends and le ning Countreymen,
This token ferueth for a Flagge of Truce,
Betwixt our felues,and all our followers :
So helpeme God, as I diffemble nor,
winch. Sohelpe meGod,as Iintend it not,
King. Ohloning Vockle,kinde Duke of Glofter,
How ioyfull am I made by this Contra,
Away my Mafters, treuble vs no more,
But joyne in friendfhip,as your Lords haue done,
1. Sern. Conrent,lle to the Surgeons,
2. Sern, And fowill T,
3.Serw, And L will fee what Phyfick the Tauerne sf-
fords. Exennt,
Warw.Accept this Scrowle,moft gracious Soueraigne,
Which inthe Right of Richard Plantagenet,
We doe exhibite to your Maieftie,
Glo.Well vig’d,my Lord of Warwick:for fweet Prince,
And if your Grace marke euery circumftance,
Youhaue great reafan to doe Richard right,
Efpecially for thofe oceafions
At Eltam Place I told your Maieftie,

3

King. And
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King. And thofe occafions,Vackle,were of force :
Therefore my loning Lords,our pleafure is,
That Richard be reftored to his Blood,
Warw, Let Richard be reftored to his Blood,
So fhall his Fathers wrongs be recompenc’e.
Winch. As will the reft,lo willeth wincheffer.
King. If Richard will be true,not that all alone,
But all the whole Inheritance I giue,
That doth belong vnto the Houfe of Zorte,
From whence you {pring, by Lineall Defcent.
Rich. Thy humble feruant vowes obedience,
And humble feruice,till the point of death.
King. Stoope then,and fet your Kneeagainf my Foot
And in reguerdon of thac dutie done,
I gyrt thee with the valiant Sword of Yorke »
Rife Richard,like a true Plautageset,
And rife created Princely Duke of Yorke.
Rich. Aud (o thrive Richard, as thy foes may fall,
And as my dutie fprings,{o perifh they,
That grudge one thought againft your Maiefty.
Af. Welcome high Prince,the mighty Duke of Zorke.
Som. Perith bafe Prince,ignoble Duke of Yorke.
Gloft. Now will it beft availe your Maieflie,
To crofle the Seas,and to be Crown’d in France :
The prefence of a King engenders love
Among(this Subietts and his loyall Friends,
Asitdif-animates his Enemies.
King. \When Glofer fayes the word,King Henry goes
For friendly counfaile cuts off many Faes,
Gloft. Your Ships alreadieare in readinefie,
Senet.  Flowrilb.  Exeunt,

2

3

‘ AManet Exerer.

Exet. I,we may march in England,or in France,
Not feeing what is likely to enfue:

This late diffention growne berwixt the Peeres,
Burnes vnder fained afhes of forg’d loue,

And will at1aft breake out into a flame,

As fefired members ror but by degree,

Till bones and flefh and finewes fall away,

So will this bafe and enunious difcord breed.

And now I feare that fatall Prophecie,

Which in the time of Henry, nam’d the Fift,

Was in the mouth of cuery fucking Babe,

That Henry borne at Monmouth fhould winne all,
And Henry borre at Windfor,loofe all :

Which is {o plaine, that Exeter doth wifh,

His dayes may finifh, ere that hapleffe time. Exit,
Scwena Secunda.

Enter Pucell di(guis d, with foure Sonldiors with
Sacks vpon their backs.

Pucell. Thefe are the Citie Gates,the Gates of Roan,
Through which our Pollicy muft make a breach.
Take heed,be wary how you place your words,
Talke like thevulgar {ore of Market men,

That come to gather Money for their Corne,

If we baue entrance,as 1 hope we fhall,

And that we finde the flouchfull Watch but weake,
Ile by a figne giue notice to our friends,

That Charles the Dolphin may encounter thems.

Sonidrer. Our Sacks fhall be ameaneto fack the City,
And we be Lords and Rulers ouer Roan,
Therefore wee’le knock.

watch, (bela.

Pucell. Peafawns ia pownre gens de Franrce,

Poore Market folkes that come to fell their Corne,

Watch. Eunter,goe in,the Market Bellis runig,

Pucell. Now Roan, 1le fhake thy Bulwarkes to the
around, Exennt,

Entzr Charles, Baftard, Alanfon,

Charles, Saint Denns blefle this happy Stratageme,
And once againe wee'le fleepe fecure in Roan,

Baftard. Here eatred Prcell,and her Pra@ifants :
Now fhe is there, how will he fpecifie ?

Here is the beft and {afeft paffage in,

Reiz. By thrufting outa Torch from yonder Tower,
Which once difcern’d,(hewes that her meaning is,

No way to that(for weaknefle)which the entred.
" Euter Pucell on the top, thrufting ont
Torch bursing.

Pucell. Behold,thisis the happy Wedding Torch,
That ioyneth Roan vnto her Countreymen,

Burt burning fatall to the Talbonites.

Baffard. See Noble Charles the Beacon of our friend,
The burning Torch in yonder Turree flands.

(harles. Now fhineit like a Commer of Reuenge,

A Prophet tothe fall of all our Foes.

Reig. Deferreno time,delayes haue dangerous ends,
Enter and cry, the Dolphin, prefently,
And then doe exccution on the Watch.

Knock.

Alarnm.,

An Algrnm. Talbot in an Excurfion.
Talb.France,thou (halc ruethisTreafon wich thy teares,
If Talbot bue furnine thy Trecherie,
Pucell that Witch,that damned Sorcerefle,
Hath wrought this Hellith Mifchiefe vnawares,
That hardly we efcap’t the Pride of France.
Ar Alarum : Excurfions. Bedford bronght
in ficke in @ Chayre.

Exit,

Enter Talbot and Buygonie withont : within, Pucell,
Charles,Baftard and Reignesr on the walls.
Prucell, God morrow Gallants,want ye Corn for Bread?
I thinke the Duke of Burgonie will faft,
Before hee’le buy againeat fuch a rate,
“T'was tull of Darnell : doe youlike the tafte ?

Burg. Scofte onvile Fiend,and fhameleffe Curtizan,
Itruft ere long to choake thee with thine owne,

And make thee curfe the Harueft of that Corne.

Charles, Your Grace may ftarue (perhaps) before that
time,

Bedf. Oh letno words,but deedes, renenge this Trea-
{on. ;
Pucell. What will you doe,good gray-beard
Breake a Launce, and runne a-Tile at Death,

Within a Chayre.
Talb. Foule Fiend of France,and Hag of all defpight,
Incompafs’d with thy lufifull Paramours,
Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant Age,
And twit with Cowardife aman halfe dead ?
Damfell,lle haue a bowt with you aggine,
Ot elfe let Talbot perifh with this fhame.
Pucell. Are ye fo hot, Sir: yet Pucell hold thy peace,
If Talbor doe bur Thunder, Raine will follow.
They whifper together m counfel,
God fpeed the Parliament: who thall be the Speaker 2
12 Talb.Dare




108 C

Talb. Dare yee come forth,and meet vs in the field ?

Pucell. Belike your Lordfhip takes vs then for fooles,
To tryif thatour owne be ours, ot no.

t Talb. 1{peakenottothat rayling Hecate,
i But vnto thee Alanfor, and the relt,
{ Will ye,like Souldiors,come and fight it ouc?
Alanf. Seignior no.
Talb. Seignior hang:bafe Muleters of France,
Like Pefan: foot-Boyes doethey keepe the Walls,
And dare not take vp Armes,like Gentlemen,
Pucell. Away Captaines,let’s get vs from the Walls,
For Talbot meanes no goodnefle by his Lookes,
| God b’'uymy Lord, we came but to tell you
Thatwee are here, Exeunt from the walls.
Talb. Andthere will webe too,ere it be long,
| Orelle reproach be Tulbots greateft fame,
| Vow Burgonie, by honor of thy Houfe,
| Pricke on by publike Wrongs fuftain’d in France,
{ Either to get the Towne againe,or dye,

And 1,as {ure as Englilh Henry liues,

And as his Father here was Conqueror;

As f{ure as in this late betrayed Towne,

Great Cordelions Heart was buryed ;

So fure I fweare,to get the Towne,or dye.

Burg, My Vowes are equall partners with thy
Vowes.

{  7Talb. But cre we goe,regard this dying Prince,
The valiant Duke ot Sedford : Come my Loxd,
We will beftow youin fome better place,

Fitter for fickne(le,and for crafie age.,

Bedf. Lord Talbot,doe not {o dithonour me
Here will I fit,before the Walls of Roan,

And will be partner of your weale or woe.

Burg. Couragious Bedford, let vs now perfwade you.

Bedf. Not tobe gone fromhence : foronce Iread,
That flout Pendragon,in his Lieter fick,

Came to the field,and vanquifhed his foes,
Me thinkes I fhiould reuiue the Souldiors hearts,
Becaufe I euer found them as my {eife.

Talb. Vndaunted [piritina dying breaft,
Theabeit fo: Heauens keepe old Bedford (afe.
And now no more adoe, braue Bargowie,

But gather we our Forces out of hand,
And fet vpon our boafting Enemie.

Exit.

eAn Alarum : Excnrfions, Enter Sir Iohn
Falftaffe, and & Captaine.

Capt. Whither away Sir Jobn Falftaffe,in fuch hafte?
Falff. Whither away ?to faue my {elfe by fligh,
We are like to haue the ouerthrow againe,

Capt. What? will you flye,and leaue Lord Talber?

F:zé’/?. Lall the Talbots in the World,to faue my life.
Exit,

Capt. Cowardly Knight,ill fortune follow thee,

Exit.

Retreat. Excurfions. Pucell, Alanfon, and
Charles flye.

Bedf. New quiet Soule,depart when Heauen pleafe,
For I haue feene our Enemies ouerthrow,
What is the troft or firength of foolithman »
i They that of late were daring with their {coffes,
! Are glad and faine by flight co faue themfelues.
i| Beaford dyes,and i carryed in by two in bis Chaire.
i
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An Alarsm. Ewter Talbot, Birgonie, and i?
the reff.
Talh. Loft,and recouered ina day againe,
This is a double Honor, Bargenie :
Yet Heauens haue glory for this Viétorie.
Burg. Warlike and Martiall Talbor, Burgonie
Infbrines thee in his heart,and there ere@s
Thynoble Deeds,as Valors Monuments,
Talb. Thanks gentle Duke: but where is Pucel now 2
I thinke her old Familiar is afleepe.
Now where’s the Baftards braues,and (haries his glikes 2
What all amort? Roan hangs her head for griefe,
That fuch a valiant Company are fled,
Now will we take fome order in the Towne,
Placing therein fome expert Officers,
And then depart to Paris, to the King,
For there young Henry with his Nobles lye.
Burg. What wills Lord Talbot plealeth Bargonie.
Talb. Butyer before we goe,let’s not forger
The Noble Duke of Bedford,late deceas’d,
But {ee his Exequies fulfill’d in Roan,
A brauer Souldier never couched Launce,
A gentler Heart did neuer fway in Coure,
But Kings and mightie{t Potentates muft die,

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

Scena Tertig.

Enter Charles,Baf? f::'de!.mﬁm,‘Pmef-' G
Puceli. Difmay not (Princes) acchis accident,
Nor grieue that Roan is fo tecovered ;
Care isno cure,but rather corrofiue,
For things that are not to be remedy’d.
Let frantike Talbor triumph for a while,
And like a Peacock fweepe along his tayle,
Wee'le pull his Plumes,and take away his Trayne,
if Dolphm and the reft will be but rul’d,
Charles. We haue been guided by thee hitherto,
And of thy Curning had no diffidence,
One fudden Foyle fhall never breed diftruft,
Baftard, Search out thy wit for fecrer pollicies,
And we will makethee famous through the Werld,
Alanfs Wee'le fet thy Statue in fome holy place,
And haue thee reuerenc’s like a bleffed Sainr,
Employ thee then, fweet Virgin, for our good.
Pucell. Then thus it muft be, this doth Jeare deuife ;
By faire perfwafions, mixt with fugred words,
We will entice the Duke of Burgonie
To leaue the T4lbot,and to follow vs.
Charles, Tmarry Sweeting, if we could doe that,
France were no place for Henryes Warriors,
Nor {hould that Nation boaft it fo with s,
Bur be extirped from owr Prouinces,
Alan(For euer fhould they be expuls’d from France,
And not haue Title of an Earledome here,
Pucell. Y our Honors fhall perceiue how I will worke,
To bring this matter to the wifhed end.
Drumnse (ounds afarre off.
Hearke,by the found of Drumme you may perceie
TheirPowers are marching vato Paris-ward.
Here (ound an Englifb March.
There goes the Talbor,with his Colours fpred,
And all the Troupes of Englifh after him.
French
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French March.
Now inthe Rereward comes the Duke and his:
Fortune in fauor makes him lagge behinde.
Summon a Parley,we will talke with him.
Trumpets [ound a Parley.
Charless A Parley withthe Duke of Burgonie.
Burg. Who craues a Parley with the Burgonie?
Pucell. The Princely (harles of France,thy Countrey-
man.
Burg. What fay’ftthou Charles? for Iam marching
hence.
Charles. Speake Pucell, and enchaunt him with thy
words.
Pucell. Braue Burgonie,yndoubted hope of France,
Stay,let thy humble Hand-maid {peake to thee.
Burg. Speake on,but be not ouer-tedious,
Pusell. Looke onthy Country,losk on fertile France,
And fee the Cities and the Townes defac’s,
By wafting Ruine of the cruell Foe,
As lookes the Mother on her lowly Babe,
When Death doth clofe his tender-dying Eyes,
See,{ee the pining Maladie of France :
Behold the Wounds, the moft vnnarurall Weounds,
Which thou thy felfe haft giuen her wofull Breft.
Oh turne thy edged Sword anotherway,
Strike thofe that hurt,and hure not thofe that helpe :
One drop of Blood drawne from thy Countries Bofome,
Should grieue thee more then fireames of forraine gore.
Returnethee therefore with a floud of Teares,
And wafh away thy Countries ftayned Spots.
‘Burg. Either fhe hath bewitcht me with her words,
Or Nature makes me {uddenly relent.
Prucell.Befides,all French and France exclaimes on thee,
Doubting thy Birth and lawfull Progenie.
Who ioyn’'ft thou with,bur with a Lordly Nation,
That will not truft thee buc for profits fake ?
When Tlbot hath fet footing once in France,
And fathion'd thee that Inftrument of 11,
Who then,but Englifly Henry,will be Lord,
And thou be thruft out, ke a Fugitive ?
Call we ro minde,and marke bur this for proofe:
Was not the Duke of Orleance thy Foe ?
And was he not in England Prifoner?
But when they heard he was thine Enemic,
They fet him free,without his Ranfome pay'd,
In fpight of Burgonie and all his friends,
See then,thoufight'ft againft thy Countreymen,
And ioyn'ft with them will be thy {laughter-men.
Come,come,returne ; returne thou wandering Lord,
Charles and the reft will eake thee intheir armes.
Burg. I am vanquifhed :
Thefe haughtic wordes of hers
Haue batvréd me like roaring Cannon-fhot,
And made me almoft yeeld vpon my knees.
Forgiue me Countrey,and fweet Countreymen:
And Lords accept this heartie kind embrace,
| My Forces and my Power of Men are yours.
So farwell Talbez,lle no longer truft thee,
Pucell, Donelike a Frenchman : turne and turne a-
gaine,
Charles. Welcome braue Duke,thy friendfhip makes
Vs§s ﬁ'eﬂ"_.
Bastard. And doth beget new Courage in our
Breafis.
Alanf. Pucell hath brauely play’d her part in this,
And doth deferue 2 Coronet of Gold,

a8

Charles. Now letvs on;my Lords,
And ioyne our Powers,

And feeke how wemay preiudice the Foe, Exeunt.

Scena Quarta.

Enter the King Gloucefter wincheffer, Yorke,Suffolke,
Semerfet WWarwicke,Exeter : To thems,with
his Souldiors, Talbot,

Talb. My gracious Prince, and honorable Peeres,
Hearing of your arriuall in this Realme,
I haue 2 while giuen Truce vnto my Warres,
To doe my dutie tomy Soueraigne.
Tn figne whereof, this Arme,that hath reclaym’d
To your obedience, fiftie Fortrefles,
Twelue Cities,and feven walled Townes of frength,
Befide fiue hundred Prifoners of efteeme ;
Lets fall his Sword before your Highnefle feet:
And with fubmiffiue loyaltie of heart
Afcribes the Glory of his Conqueft got,
Firft to my God,and next vato your Grace,
King. Tsthis the Lord Tulbor, Vuckle Gloncefer,
That hath fo long beene refident in France?
GInft. Yes,it it pleafe your Mzicfiie,my Lieges
King. W elcome braue Capraine,and victorious-Lord:
W aen [ was young (as yet 1am not old)
T doe remember how my Father faid,
A ftouter Champion neuer handled Sword.
Long fince we were refolued of your truth,
Your faichfull feruice,and your toyle in Warre:
Yet neuer have you tafted our Reward,
Ot beene reguerdon’d with {o much as Thanks,
Becaufe ill now,we neuer faw your face.
Therefore ftand vp,and for thefegood deferts,
We here create you Earle of Shrewsbury,
And in our Ceronation take your place,
Sewet. Flourify. Exennt,
CManet Persion and Baffet.

Vern, Now Sir,to you that were fo hot at Sea,
Difgracing of thefe Colours that I weare,
In honor of my Neble Lord of Yorke]
Dar’t thou maintaine the former words thou fpak’ft ?
Baf. Yes Sir,as well as you dare patronage
The enuious barking of your fawcie Tongue,
Againft my Lord the Duke of Somerfet.
Tern. Sirrha,thy Lord Thonour asheis.
Bafl. Why,what is he? as good a man as Zorke.
Vern, Hearke ye: not fo: in witnefle take ye thag.
Strikes biw.
Baff. Villaine , thou knoweft
The Law of Armes is {uch,
That who {o drawes a Sword, tis prefent death,
Or elfe this Blow thould broach thy deareft Bloud,
ButIle vnto his Maieftie, and craue,
I may haue libertie to venge this Wrong,
When thoufhalt fee, Tlemeet thee to thy coft, ‘
Vern, Well mifcreant,Ilebethere as fooneas you,
And aftermeete you, fooner then you would.
Exceunt,
Is &
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Abtus szgm'm. Scena Prima.

Enter King, Glocefter, Winchefler, Yorke, Suffolke, Somer-

[et, warwicke, Talbot ,and Gosternor Exeter,

Glo. Lord Bifhop ferthe Crowne vpon his head.
Win. God faue King Heéary of that name the fixe,

Glo. Now Gouernour of Paris take your oath,

That you eleét no other King but him;
Efteeme none Friends, bot fuch as are his Friends,
And noneyour Foes, but{uch as fhall pretend
Malicious pra&ifes sgainft his State :
This fhall ye do, fo belpe you righteous God.
Enter Falftaffe.

Fal, My graciousSoueraigne,as I rode from Calice,
To hafte votoyour Coronation :
A Letter was deliner'd tomy hands,
Writ to your Grace, from th'Duke of Burgundy.

Tal. Shame to the Duke of Burgundy, and chee :

Ivow'd (bafe Knight) when Idid meete the next,
To tearethe Garter fromthy Crauenslegoe,
Which I haue done, becaule (vaworchily)
Theu was’t inftalled in that High Degree,
Pardon me Princely Hewry, and thereft

This Daftard, at the bateell of Poikiers,

When (butinall) I was fixe thoufand firong,
And that the French were almoft ten to one,
Before wemnet, or that a firoke was giuen,

Like toatruftie Squire, did run away.

In which affault, we loft twelue hundred men.
My felfe, and diuers Gentlemen befide,

Were thete furpriz’d, and taken prifoners,

Then iudge (great Lords) if I haue done amiffe:
Or whether that fuch Cowards oughtto weare
This Omament of Knighthood, yeaorne?

Gle. To fay the truth, this fa&t was infamous,
Andill befeeming any common man 3
Much more aKnight, a Capraine, and a Leader.

Tal, When firft this Order was ordain’d my Lords,
Knights of the Garter were of Noble birth
Valiant, and Vertuous, full of haughrie Courage,
Such as were growne to credit by the warres :
Not fearing Death, nor thrinking for DiftrefTe,
But alwayes refolute, in moft extreames,

Hethen, that isnot furnifh’d in this forr,
Dothbut vfurpe the Sacred name of Knight,
Prophaning this moft Honourable Order,

And {hould (if I were worthyto be Iudge)

Be quite degraded, likea Hedge-borne Swaine,
That doth prefume to boaft ot Gentle blood.

K. Staine to thy Countrymen, thou hear’ft thy doom:
Bz packing therefore, thou char was’ca knight ;
Henceforth we banifh thee on paine of death.

And now Lord Proteétor, view the Letrer
Sent from our Vinckle Duke of Burgundy.

Glo. What meanes his Grace, that he hath chaung’d

his Stile ?

No morebut plaine and bluntly ? (7o tke King.)
| Hath he forgoche is his Soueraigne ?
[‘Or doth this chorlifh Superfcription
Pretend fome alteration in good will ?
What's heere ? 7 hane vpon efpeciall canfe,
eMow d with compaffion of my Countries Wracke,
Together with the pirtifill complasnts
Of fneh as your eppreffion feedes vpon,

i

Thefifi PaitefHonptheSint, .
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Forfaken your pernitions Fastion,

And isyidwith Charles, the rightfall king of Framee.

O monftrous Treachery : Can this be fo?

That inalliance, amity, and oathes,

There fhould be found fuch falfe diffembling guile?
King, What? doth my Vnckle Burgundy reuolt
G/o. He dothmy Lord, and is beceme your foe,
Kmg, 1sthat the worft this Letter doth containe?
Glo. Itis the worft, and all (my Lord) he writes,
King. Why then Lord Talbet there fha! talk wich him,

And giue him chalticementfor this abufe,

How f{ay you (my Lord)are you not content?

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

King. Then gather firength, and march ynto him

firaight:

Let him perceiue how ill we Erooke his Treafon,

And what offence it is to flout his Friends,

Tal. 1 gomy Lord,inheare defiring ftill
You may behold confufion of your foes.

Enter Vernon and Baffir.

Ver. Grantme the Combate, gracious Soueraigne,

Baf. And me (my Lord)grant me the Combate too.

Yorke. This is my Seruant, heare him Noble Prince,

Som, And this is mine ((weet Henry) fauour him.

King. Bepatient Lords, and give them leaue to fpeak.
Say Gentlemen, what makes youthus exclairme,

And whercfore crave you Combate ? Or with whom ?
Ver.Withhim (my Lord) for he tiathrdone me wrong,
Baf.And I with bim, for he hath done me wrong,
King, What is that wmngs,wherof'you both complain

Firftlet meknow, and then 1le anfwer you.

Baf. Croffing the Sea, from England into France,
This Fellow heere with enaious carping tengue,
Vpbraided me about the Role I weare,

Saying, the fanguine colour of the Leaues

Did reprefent my Mafters bluthing cheekes

When ftubbornly he did repugne the truth,

About a certaine queflion inthe Law,

Argu’dbetwiztthe Duke of Yorke, and him:

W ith other vile and ignominious tearmes,

In contutacion of which rude reproach,

And in defence of my Lords worthineffe,

I crauethe benefit of Law of Arimes.

Uer. Andthat is my petition (Noble Lord:)

For though he feeme with forged queint conceite

Toletaglofie vpon hisbold intent,

Yecknow('my Lord) I was prouok’d by him,

Andhefirfi tooke exceprions ac this badge,

Pronouncing that the paleneffe of this Flower,

Bewray'd the faintnefe of my Mafters heart.

Torke. Willnot this malice Somerfet be left ?

Som. Your private grudge my Lord of York,wil out,
Though ne’re fo cunningly you fmother it.

King. Good Lord, what madnefle rules in braine-

ficke men, i

When for {o flighr and friuolous a caufe, i

Such factious zmulations fhall arife ?

Good Cofins both of Yorke and Somerfet,

Quiet your felues (I pray) and be at peace,

Yorke. Letthis diffencion firft be tried by fighe,
And then your Highnefle (hall command a Peace,

Sem. The quarrell toucheth none but vs alone,

Betwixt our {elueslet vs decide itthen,

Yorke. Thereis mypledge, accept it Somerfee,

Fer. Nay, letivreft whereitbegan ac firfR,

Baf.
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Bafl. Confirme it fo, mine honourable Lord.

Glo, Confirme itfo i Confounded be your firife,
And perifh ye with your audacious prate,
Preflumptuous yaflals, areyounot afham’d
With this immodeli clamorous cutrage,
Totroubleand difturbe the King, and Vs ¢
Aad youmy Lords, me thinkes you do not well
To beare with their peruerfe Obie&ions :

Much lefle totake occafion from their mouthes,
‘| Toraifcamuriny berwixt your felues,
Let me perfwade you take abetter courfe.
Exet, It greeues his Highne(lz,
Goodiny Lords, be Friends.

King. Come hither youthat would be Combatants ;
Hencetorth I charge you, as you loue our fauour,
Quite to forget this Quarrell, and the caufe,
Andyou my Lords: Remember where we are,

In France, amengft afickle wauering Nation :
fchey perceyue diflfention in ourlookes,
And that within our felues we difagree;
How will their grudging ftomackes be prouok’d |
To wilfull Difobedience, and Rebell ?
Befide, Whatinfamy will chere arife,
When Forraigne Princes (hall be certified,
That foratoy, a thing of no regard,
King Henrics Peeres, and cheefe Nobility,
Deftroy’d themfelues, and loft the Realme of France
Oh thinke vponthe Cengqueft of my Father,
My tender yeares, and let v not forgoe
That for a trifle, thar was bought with blood,
Let me be Vimper inchis doubtfull ftrife :
I fee no reafon if T weare this Rofe,
That any one fhould therefore be fufpitious
I wore incline ro Somerfet, than Yorke :
Both are my kinfmen, and oune them both.
As well they may vpbray’d me with my Crowne,
Becaufe (forfooth ) the King of Scots is Crawn’d,
But your difcretions bzreer can perfwade,
ThenIamableto infiru@® orteach:
And therefore, as we hither came ‘in peace,
Solet vs (1ill continve peace, and loue.
Cofin of Yorke, we infticute your Grace
To be our Regent in thefe parts of France:
And good my Lord of Somerfer, vnite
Your Troopes of horfemen, with his Bands of foote,

i

And like true Subie@s, {fonnes of your Progenitors,
Go cheerefully together, and digeft
Your angry Choller onyour Enemies.
Our Selfe, my Lord Protetor, and the reft,
After fomerefpit, will recurne to Calice ;
From thenceto England, where I hope ere long
Tobe prefented by your Vi&ories,
With Charles, Alarfon, and that Traiterous rout.
Exeunt. Manet Yorke Warwick ,Exeter Vernon.
war. My Lord of Yorke, I promife youtheXing
Pretrily (me thought) did play the Orator.) \
Yerke. Andf{ohedid,butyet 1likeirnor,
In thathe weares the badge of Somerfet.
war. Tufh, that was buchis fancie, blame him not,
Idare prefume (fweet Prince) he thought no harme,
York. Andiflwifhhedid. Butlettreft,
Other affayres mult now be managed.
Flonrifb, Maner Exeter.
Exet. Well didt thou Richard to fupprefle thy voice :
For had the paffions of thy hearc burft out,
1 feare we fhould haue feenc decipher’d there

|
|
|
|

Fxenut,

Morerancorous [pight, more furious raging broyles,
Then yet can be imagin'd ot {uppos’d:
But howfoete, nofimple man that fees
This iarring difcord of Nobilitie,
This (houldering ofeach other inthe Coure,
This factious bandying oftheir Fauourices,
But that it doth prefage fome ill euent.
*Tis much, when Sceprers arein Childrens hands ;
Butmore, when Enuy breeds vnkinde deuifion,
There coimes the ruine, there begins confufion,  Exsr. :
Enter Talbot with Trumpe ana Dramime,

befire Bardeanx,

Talb. GototheGates of Burdeaux Trumpeter,
Summon their Generall vatothe Wall, Sennds,
Enter ge;fﬁﬁffﬁ!‘ﬁf?.

Englith Zohn Talbot (Capraines) call youforth,
Servant in Armes to Harry King of England,
And thushe would. Openyour Citie Gates,
Be humble to vs, call my Soueraigne yours,
And do him homageas obedient Subieéts,
And Ile withdraw me, and my bloody power.
Butifyou frowne vpon this proffer’d Peace,
You tempt the fury of my chree attendants,
Leane Famine, quartering Steele, and climbing Fire,
Who in a moment, eeuen with the earth,
Shall lay your fYately, and ayre-brauing Towers,
1fyou forfake the offer of their loue, '

~Cap. Thou ominous and fearefull Owle of death,
Our Nutions terror, and their bloody fcourge,
The period o."thy Tyranny approacheth,
On vs thou canft not enter but by death
For I proteft we are well fortified,
And ftrong enough to iffue out and fight.
If thouretire, the Dolphin well appointed,
Stands with the fnares of Warre totangle thee.
On either hand thee, there are fquadrons pitch,
To wall thee from the liberty of Flight;;
And no way canft thou turne thee forredrefle,
But death doth front thee wich apparant fpoyle,
And pale deffru&tion meets thee in the face :
Ten thoufand French baue tane the Sacrament,
Toryuetheir dangerous Artillerie
Vponno Chriftian foule but Englith T#lbo: »
Loe, there thou fland(t a breathing valiant man
Ofan inuincible vnconquer'd fpiric :
Thisisthe lateft Glorie of thy praife,
ThatIthy enemy dew thee withall:
For ere the Glafle that now begins to runne,
Fini(h the proceffe of his fandy houre,
Thefe eyes chat fee thee now well coloured,
Shall fee thee withered, bloody, pale, and dead.

Drumafarre off.
Harke, harke, the Dolphins drumme, a warning bell,
Sings heauy Muficke to thy timérous foule,
And mine fhall ring thy dire departure out.
7 al. HeFables not,[ heare the enemie :

Out fome light Horfemen, and perufe their Wings.
O negligent and heedlefle Difcipline,
How are we park’d and bounded in a pale?
A littic Heard of Englands timorous Deere,
Maz’d with ayelping kennell of French Curres.
1f we be Englifh Deere, be then in blood,
Not Rafcall-like to> fall downe with a pinch,
But rather moodie mad : And defperate Stagges,

Exit

Turne
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Turne on the bloody Hounds with heads of Steele,
And make the Cowards ftand aloofe at bay :

Sell euery man his life as deere as mine,

And they fhall finde deere Deere of vs my Fri enda.
God,andS. George, Tatbot and Englands righe,
Profper our Colouss in this dangerous fight.

Euter # U/’lfe{]}ﬂgcr that mests Vorke. Enter Torke
with Trzmpet, and many S ovldiers

Yorke. Arenotthe fpeedy {couts return’d againe,
That dog’d the mighty Army of the Dolphin?

Meff. They areretur’d my Lord, and give itou,
That he is march’d to Burdeaux with his power
Tofight with Talbot as he march’d along.

By your efpyals were difcouered

Two mightier Troopes then that the Dolphin led,

Which ioyn’d with him, and made their march for
(Burdeaux

Yorke, A plaguevpon that Villaine Somerier,
That thus delayes my promifed fupply
Ofhorfemen, that were lenied for this fiege.
Reaowned Twlbot doth expett my ayde,
AndIamlowted by a Traitor Villaine,

And casnot helpe the noble Cheualier :
God comfort himin this neceffiry :
Ifhe mifcarry, farewell Warres in France,

Enter another XMeffenger.
2. Me(. Thou Princely Leader of our Englifh ftrength,

Neuer fo needfull onthe earth of France,

Spurre to therefcue ofthe Noble Talbot,

Who now is girdled with a wafte of Iron,

And bem’d about with grim deftruction :

To Burdeaux watlike Duke, to Burdeaux Yorke,

Elfe farwell Talbot, France,and Englands honor.

Yorke, O God,that Somerfet who in proud hears
'Doth ftop my Cornets, were in Talbots place,

So fhould wee faue a valiant Gentleman,
By forfeyting a Traitor, snd a Coward :
Mad ire,and wrathfull fury makesme weepe,
That thus we dye, whileremifle Traitors {leepe.

Mef. O fend fome fuccourto the diftret Lord.

Yorke, Hedies, weloofe : 1 breake my warlike word:
We mourne, France {miles : We loofe, they dayly ger,
All long of'this vile Traitor Somerfet.

CMef. Then God take mercy on brave Taibots (oule,
And an his Sonne yong Jobs, who two houres fince,

I met in trauaile toward his warlike Father;
This feuen yeeres did not Talber fee hisfonne,
And now they meete where both their linesare done.

Torke. Alas, what ioy (hall noble Talbot haue,
To bid his yong fonne welcome to his Graue :
Away, vexation almoft ffoppes my breach,

That fundred friends greete in the houre of death,
Lucie farewell, no moremy fortune can,

But curfe the caufe I cannot ayde the man,

Maiue, Bloys, Poyticrs, an d Toures, are wonne away,
Long all of Semerfet, and his delay.

Mef. Thus while the Vulture of fedition,
Feedes in the bolome of {uch great Commanders,
Sleeping negleétion doth betray to lofle :

The Conqueft of our fcarfe-cold Conqueror,
That euer-living man of Memorie,

Henrie the fift : Whiles they each other croffe,
Liues, Honours, Lands, andall, burrie to loffe.

Exit

-
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' And Talbet perifheth by yeur default.

Enter Somer[et with bis Armie,

Sem. It is voolate, I cannotfend them now :
This expedition was by Yorke and Tulbot,
Too rafhly plotted. All our generall force,
Might with a fally of the very Towne
Bebuckled wich : the ouer-daring Ta/bor
Hath fullied all his gloffe of former Honor
By this vnheedfull, defperate, wilde aduenture
Yorke {et him on to fight,and dyein fhame,
That 7albot dead, great Yorke might beare che name,
Cap. Heereis Sir#pilliam Lucie, who withme
Set from our or¢-matcht forces forth for ayde.
Som. How now Sit Willian, whether were you fent ?
Ls.\Whether my Lord, from bought & fold L, Tulber,
Whoring’d abourwith beld aduegfitie,
Cries out for noble Yorke and Somerfer,
To beate affayling death from his weake Regions,
And whiles the honourable Captaine there
Drops bloody fwet from his warre-wearied limbes,
And in aduantage lingring lookes for refciie,
Youhis falfe hopes, the truft of Englands honor,
Keep= off aloofe with worthleffe emulation :
Letnot your private difcord keepe away
The leuied {uccours that fhould lend him ayde,
Whileherenowned Noble Gentleman ~
Yeeld vp his life voto 2 world of oddes.
Orleance the Baftard, Charles, Burgundie,
Alanfen, Reignard, compafle him abour,

Som, Yorke fet him on, Yerke fhould haue fent him

ayde,

Luc. And Yorke as faft vpon your Grace exclaimes,
Swearing thar you with-hold his levied hoaft,
Collected for this expidition.

Som.Xork lyes : He might haue {ent, & had the Horfe:
Towe him little Dutie, and leffe Loue,

And take foulefcorne to fawne on him by fending.

Lx. Thefraud of England, not the force ot France,
Hath now intrapt the Noble-minded Tis/bot
Neuer to England fhall he beare his life,

But dies betraid to fortune by your firife.

Sem. Come go, I will difpatch the Horfemen firaic :
Within fixe houres, they will be at his ayde.

Ln, Too late comes refcue, he is tane or {laine,

For flye he could not, if he would haue fled :
And flye would Talbot neuer though he migh.
Som. 1fhebedead, braue Talksr thenadicu.
L#. HisFame liuesinthe world . His Shame in you.
Exennt,

i Enter Talbot and bis Sonwe.

Tal, Oyong Iobn Talbet,1 didfend for thee.
To tutor thee in firatagems of Warre,
That Talbots name mighe be in thee reviu’d, 1
When faplefle Age, and weake vnable limbes
Should bring thy Father to his drooping Chaire.
But Omalignant and ill-boading Starres,
Now thou art come vnto a Feaft of death,
A terrible and vnauoyded danger ;
Therefore deere Boy, mount on my (wifteft horfe,
AndIle direct thee how thou fhalt efcape
By fodaine flight. Come, dallynot,be gane.

Idhw. 1smy name Talbot ? and am I your Sonne?

Shall |




st

{ And fhall I flye? O, if you loue my Mother,

| Difhonor not her Honorable Name,

| To make a Baftard, and a Slaue of me :

| The World will fay,he is not Zaibots blood,

! That bafely fled, when Noble Ta/bot ftood.
Talb. Flye,to reuengemy death,if [ be {lzine,
Iohn. Hethat fiyes {o,will ne're rerurne againe,
Talb. 1f we hoth fay,we bothare fure to dye.
lobn. Then let me ftay,and Father doe you flye

Your loffeis great,{o your regard (hould bej;

My worth voknowne,no lofle is knowne inme,

Vpon my death, the French can lictle boaft

Inyours they willyin you all hopes areloft,

Elight cannot {tayne the Honor you haue wonne,

But mine it will,that no Exploit haue done.

You fled for Vantage, cuery one will fweare :

Buc if I bow,they’le fay it was for feare.

There is no hopethat euer I will fay,

Ifthe fir@ howre I (heinke and run away :

Here onmy knee I begge Mortalitie, -

Rather then Life preferu’d with Infamie.

Talb, Shallall thy Mothers hopes lye in one Tombe
Iohn, 1 racher then lie hame my Mothers Womibe,
Talb. Vpon my Blefling I command thee goe.
Tohn, To fight Iwill,butnor to flye the Foe.

Talb. Part of thy Father may be fau'd n thee.

Iohn, No part of him,but willbe thame in mee.

Talb. Thou neuer hadft Renowne,nor canft not lofe it,
Tohn. Yes,your renowned Name: fhall flight abufeic?
Talb.Thy Fathers charge thal cleare thee from y ftaine,
Ioha, You cannot witnefle for mc,".:eiﬂg {laine,

1f Death be fo apparant,then boch flye,

Talb. And leave my followers hereto fight and dye 2

My Age was neuer tainted with fuch fhame.

Lok, Aud fhall my Youth be guiltie of {uch blames

Nomore can i be feuered from your fide,

Then can your felfe,your felfe in twaine dinide :

Stay,goe,doe what you will the like doe I ;

For liue I will not,if my Father dye.

Talb. Then hereltake my leaue of thee, faire Sonne,

Borne to eclipfe thy Life this afternoone:

Come,fide by fide, together liue and dye,

And Soule with Soule from France to Heauen flye. Exiz,

Alarum : Excurfions, wherein Talbots Soune
& bemmid abont | and Talbot
refcues him.
Talb. Saint George,and Viétory; fight Souldiers fight:
The Regent hath with Talbor broke his word,
And left vs to the rage of France his Sword.
Where is fobn Talber? pawfeand take thy breath,
I gaue thee Life,and re(cu’d thee from Death.
Jobn, O twice my Father,twice am I thy Sonne:
The Life thou gaw’ me firft, was loft and done,
Till with thy Warlike Sword,defpight of Fate,
| Tomy determin’d time thou gau'ft new date.
Talb. W hen {t6 the Dolphins Creft thy Sword fruck fire,
It warm’d thy Fachers heart with prowd defire
Of bold-fac’t Viétorie, Then Leaden Age,
Quicken’d with Youthfull Spleene,and Warlike Rage,
Beat downe Alanfon, Orleance, Bargundse,
And frem the Pride of Gallia refcued thee.
! Theirefull Baltard Orleance, that drew blood
From thee my Boy, and had the Maidenhood
Of thy firft fight, I fooneencountred,
And interchanging blowes,T quickly fhed
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Some of his Baftard blood,and in difgrace
Befpoke him thus : Contaminated,bale,
And mis-begotten bload,I{pill of thine,
Meanc and right poore, for that pure blood of mine,
Which thou did{t force from Talbos,my braue Boy.
Here purpofing the Baftard to defiroy,
Came in firong refcue. Speake thy Fathers care:
Art thou not wearie, Jobz ? How do’ft thou fare ?
Wil thou yet jeaue the Batraile,Boy,andflie,
Now thou art feal’d the Sonne of Chiualrie?
Flye,to reuenge my death whenIam dead,
The helpe of one (tands me in little ftead,
Oh,too much folly is it,well I wot,
To hazard all our lives in one {mall Boat,
1f 1 to day dye not with Frenchmens Rage,
To morrow thall dye withickle Age.
By me they nothing gaine, and if I ftay,
"Tis but the fhortning of my Life one day.
In thee thy Mother dyes,our Houfeholds Name,
My Deaths Renenge,thy Youth,and Englands Fame s
All thefe,and more,we hazard by thy ftay;
All thefz are faw'd, if thou wiltflye away.
loba, The Sword of Orleance hath not made me fmart,

Thefe words of yours draw Life-blood from my Heart,
On that aduantage, bought with fuch a thame,
To faue apaltry Life,and flay bright Fame,
Before young Talbot from old Tulbst fiye,
The Coward Horfe that beares me, fall and dye :
And like me to the pefant Boyes of France,
To beShames {corne,and fubieét of Mifchance,
Surely,by all the Glorie youhaue wonne,
And if Tflye, am not Tafbots Sonne,
Then talke no more of flight,itisnoboot,
If Sonne to Tulber,dye at Talbots foor.,

Talb. Then follow thouthy defp’rate Syre of Creer,
Thou Jearss thy Life to me is fweet :
If thou wilt fight, fight by thy Fathers fide,
And commendable prou’d, let’s dye in pride.

Exit,

eAlaram., Excurfions, Ester old
Talbot led.

Talb.\Where is my other Life? mine owne s gone,
O,where’s young Tulbot ? where is valiant fohn ?
Trivmphant Death, fmear’d with Captiuitie,
Young Talbots Valour makes me {mile at thee.
When he percein’d me fhrinke,and on my Knee,
His bloodie Sword he brandifht ouer mee,

And like a bungry Lyon did commence
Roughdeeds of Rage,and fterne Impatience:
Bur when my angry Guardant ftood alone,
Tendring my tuine, and affayl’d of none,
Dizzie-ey’d Furie,and great rage of Heart,
Suddenly made him from my fide to ftart
Into the cluftring Battaile of the French:
And inthat Sea of Blood, my Boy did drench
His ouer-mounting Spirit ; and there di'de
My fcarus,my Bloffome,in his pride.

Enterwith Iobn Talbot, borne.
Sern.O my deare Lord,loe where you: Sonneisborne,
7al.Thouantique Death,which laugh'ft vshere to {corn,
Anon fromthy infulting Tyrannie,
Coupled in bonds of perpetuiric,

Two Talbots winged through the lither Skie,
Inthy defpight (hall fcape Mortalitie,
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O thou whofe wounds become hard fauoured death,

Speake to thy father, ere thou yeeld thy breath,

Braue death by fpeaking, whither he will orno:
Imagine him a Frenchmian, and thy Foe.

Poore Boy, he fmiles, me thinkes, as who fhould fay,
Had Death bene French, then Death had dyed to day,
Come, come, and lay him in bisFathers arraes,

My {pirit canno longer beare thefe haraies.

Souldiers adieu : T have what I would haue,

Now my old armes are yong fob» Talbots graue,  Dyes

Egter ( harles, Alanfow, Burgundie, Baffard,
and Pucsl.,

Char. Had Yorke and Somerfet brough refcue in,
We fhould haue found abloody day of this,
Baft. How the yong whelpe of Taibots raging wood,

Did fleth hispunie-fword in Frenchmens blood.
Puc. Once Iencountred him, and thus I faid ;

f

ThouMaiden youth, be vanquifht by a Maide,
But with a proud Maicfiicall high fcorne
He anfwer’'d thus : Yong Tulber wasnot borne
Tobe thepillage of aGiglot Wench:
So ruthing in the bowels of the French,
He left meproudly, asviworthy fight.

Brir. Doubtleffe he would haue made anoble Knight:
See where be lyes inherced in the armes
Of the moft bloody Nurfler of his harmes.

Baft. Hew them to peeces,hack their bones affunder,
Whofe life was Englands glery, Gallia’s wonder.

Char. Oh no forbeare : Forthat which we haue fled
During the life, let vs not wrong it dead.

Euter Lucie.

Lw, Herald, condué me to the Dolphins Tent,
Toknow who hach obtain'd the glory of the day.

Chare Onwhat fubmiffiue meflage art thou fent ?

Lucy. Submiflion Doelphin? Tis 2 meere French word:
We Englith Warriours wot not what it meanes.
I come to know what Prifoners thou haft tane,
And to furuey the bodies of the dead.

Char. For prifoners askft thou? Hell our prifon is.
But tell me whom thou feek’t ?

Lue. But where's the great Alcides of the ficld,
Valiant Lord T4/bst Earle of Shrewsbury 2
Created for his rare {fuccefle in Armes,
Great Earle of 2u/bfora, waterford, and Palence,
Lord Talbot of Goodrir and Frebinfield,

{ Lord Strange of Blackmsre, Lord Perdon of Alton,

Lord C‘?'om;%ia!.! of Wingefield, Lord Furninall of Sheffesld,
The thrice victorious Lord ofif':;lc'mérvdgc,
Knight of the Noble Order of S. George,
Worthy S. ¢ Michael, and the Golden Fleece,
Great Mar{hall to Henry the fixt,
Of all his Warres withinthe Realme of France,
Pauc, Heere's a filly ftately ftile indeede :
The Turke that twoand fifiie Kingdomies hath,

§ Wirites not {o tedions a Stile as this,

Him that thou magnifi't with all thefe Titles,
Stinking 2nd fly-blownelyes heere at aur feete,
Lucy. Is Talber {laine, the Frenchmens only Scourge,

{ Your Kingdomes terror, and blacke Nemefis ?

Oh were mine.eye-balles intoBullets turn’d,
That I inrage might fhoot them at your faces.

{ Oh,that I could burt call thefe dead ro life,
| It were enoughito fright the Realme of France.

Were buthis Picture left among@ you here,
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It would amaze the prowdeft of youall.
Giue me their Bodyes,that I may beare them hence,
And giue them Buriall,as befeemes their worth,
Pucel. 1 thinkethis vpflart is old Talbors Ghoft,
He {peakes with fuch a proud commanding fpirir:
For Gods fake let him haue himn, t8 keepe them here,
They would but ftinke, and putzifie the ayre.
Char. Go take theirbodies hence, ,
Lucy. 1le beare them hence:but from their athes fhal
bereard
A Pheenix that {hall make all France affear’d.
{har. So weberid of them, do with him what y wile.
And now to Paris in this conquering vaine,
All will be ours, now bloody Talbots {laine, Exit.

Scena fecunda.

SENNET.
Enter King, Glocefler, and Exeter,

King. Haueyou perus’d the Letters from the Pope,

The Emperor,and the Earle of Arminack?

Géo. 1haue my Lord, and theirintent is this,

They humbly {ue voto your Excellence,

Tohauea godly peace concluded of,

Betweenc the Reslmes of England, and of France.
Kirg. How doth your Grace affe& their motion ?
Glo, Well(my good Lord} and as the only meanes

To ftop effufion of our Chriftian blood,

And ftablifh quietnefle on cuery fide,

King. Imarry Vinckle,for I alwayes thought

It was bothimpious and vnnaturall,

That fuch immanity and bloedy frife

Should reigne among Profeflors of one Faith.

Glo. Befidemy Lord, the foonerto offe@,

And furer binde this knot of amirie,

Tke Eatle of Arminacke neere knic to (hares,

A man of great Authoritie in France,

Proffers his onely daughter to your Grace,

Inmarriage, with a large and fumptuous Dowrie,
King. Marriage Vinckle? Alas my yeares are yong:

And fitter is my Qudie, and my Bookes,

Than wanton dalliance with a Paramour.

Yet call th’Embafladors, and as you pleafe,

Solet them haue their anfweres cuery one;

I fhallbe well conrent with any choyee

Tendsto Gods glory, and my Countries weale,

Enter winchefter, and thyee Ambaffaders.

Exet, What,ismy Lord of winckeffer inflall’d,
And call'd vato a Cardinalls degree 2
Then I perceiue, that will be verified
Henry the Fift did fometime prophefie,
Ifonce he come to be a Cardinal],
Hee’l make his cap coequall with the Crowne,
King. My Lords Ambafladors, your feuerall {uites
Haue bin confider’d and debated on,
Your purpofe is both good and reafonable :
And therefore are we cercainly refolu’d,
To draw conditions of 2 friendly peace,

Which |

.
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| Which by my Lord of Winchefter we meane
Shall be tranfported prefently to France.r
Glo. And tor the proffer of my Lord your Mafter,
I haue inform®d his Highnefle {0 at large,
As liking of the Ladiegwertuous gifts,
Her Beauty, and thewalew of her Dower,
He dothintend fhe {halt e Englands
King. Inargumentand proofe of which contra,
Beare her this lewell, pledge of my affe@tion,
And fo my Lord Protector feethem guarded,
And fafely brought to Dozer, wherein thip’d
Commit them to the fortune of the {ea.
win. Staymy Lord Legate, you (hall firfi receine
The fumme of money which I promifed
Should be deliuered to his Holinefle,
For cloathing me inthefe graue Ornaments.
Legat, 1 will attend vpon your Lordfhips leyfure,
win. Now Winchefter will not fubmit;I trow,
Or be inferiour to the proudeft Peere;
Humfrey of Glofter, thou {halt well perceiue,
That neither in birth, or for authoritie,
The Bifhop will be ouer-borne by thee :
Ile either make thee floope, and bend thy knee,
Or facke this Country with a mutiny. Exeunt

uecne,

T armeh e
Exennt,

Scena Lertia.

Enter Charles, Burgundy, s/ lanfon, Baftard
Bl s 3
Reignier, and loue,
Char. Thefe newes (my Lords)may cheere sur droo-
ey ping {pirits o
*Tis faid, the ftout Parifians do reuolt
b ] 3 %
And turneagaine voto the warlike French.
Alan. Theomarch to Paris Royall Charles of France,
Andkeepenot backe your powers in dalliance.

Pucel, Peacebeamong themif they turnetovs,

Elfe ruine combate with their Pallaces,
Enter Scont.

Scont. Succefle vnto our valiantGenerall,
And happineffe to his accomplices.

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

Scont. The Englith Army that divided was
Into two parties, is now conioyn’d inene,
And meanes to giue you battell prefently.

Char, Somewhat too [odaine Sirs, the warning is,
But we will prefently prouide for them,

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

Pucel. Ofall bafe paffions, Feare is moft accurft,
Command the Conqueft Charfes, it thall bethine :
Let Henry fretyand all the world repine.

Char, Thenonmy Lords, and France be fortunate,

Exsunt, Alarum, Excur fions.

Enter Ione de Pucell,

Puc. TheRegent conquers, and the Frenchmen flye.
Now helpe ye charming Spelles and Periapts,
And ye choife fpirits that admenith me,

And giue mexfignes of future accidents.
You fpeedy helpers, thatare fubftitutes *

Thurder,

Vnder the Lordly Monarch of the North,
Appeare, and 2yde me in this eoterprize.
Enter Fiends.
This {peedy and quicke appearance argues proofe
Of your accuftom’d diligence to me.
Now ye Familiar Spirits, thatare cull'd
Out of the powerfull Regions vnder earth,
Helpe me this once, that France may get che field.
They walke, and [peake nat.
hold menot with filenee ouer-long :
e I was wont to feed you with my bleod,
1lelop amember off, and giue it you,
In earneft of a further benefit
So you do condifcend ro helpe me now.
They bawg their beads,
No hope to haue redreflez My body fhall
Pay recompence, if you will graunt my fuite.
T hey [bake their beads,
Cannot my body, nor blood-facrifice,
Intreate you to your wonted furtherance 2
Then take my foule; my body, foule,and all,
Before that England giue the French the foylel)
Théy depart.
See, they forfake me. Now thetime is comz,
That France muft vale her lofty plumed Creft,
And let her head fall into Englands lappe.
My ancient Incantationsaretoo weake,
Andhell too firong for me to buckle with:
Now France, thy glory droopcth to the duft,

Exit,

Excurfiens. Burgwndie and Yorke fight bandto
band. French flye.

Yorke. Damfell of France, I thinke I haue you faft,
Vnchaine your {pirits now with {pelling Charmes,
And try if they can gaine yourliberty.
A goodly prize, fit for the diuels grace.
See how the vgly Witch doth bend her browes,
As if with-Circe, the would change my (hape.
prc, Chang’d toa worfer fhape thou canft notbes.
Tor. Ohy (harles the Dolphinis a proper man,
No (hape buc his can pleafe your dainty eye.
Puc. Aplaguing mifcheefe light on Charles, and thee,
And may ye both be fodainly farpriz’d
By bloudy hands, in fleeping on your beds.
Yorke. Fell banning Hagge, Inchantreflehold thy
tongue.
Puc. Iprethee gine me leaue to curfe awhile.
Yorke, Curfe Mifcreant,when thou comft to the ftake
Exennt.
eAlarum, Enter Suffoike with Margaret
i# bs band,

Suff. Be what thou wilt, thoa art my prifoner,
Gazes on her,

Oh Faireft Beautie, do not feare, nor flye :
For 1 will touch thee but with reuerend hands,
1 kiffe thefe fingers for ecernall peace,
Andlay them gently on thy tendex fide.
Who art thou, {ay ? that T may henor thee.

CMar, Margaret my name, and davghter toa King,
The King of Naples, who fo ere thouart.

Suff. An EarleTam, and Suffolke am I calld.
Be not offended Natures myracle,
Thou art alozred to be tane by me :
So doth the Swan her downie Signets faue,
Oh ftay:
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Keeping them prifoner vnderneath his wings »
Yetif this feruile viage once offend,
Go,and be free againe,as Suffolkes fiiend,
Oh ftay : T haue no power tolet hery paffe,
My hand would free her, but my heart fayes no,
As playes the Sunne vpon the glaffie ftreames,
Twinkling another counterfected beame,
So (eemes this gorgeous beauty to mine eyes,
Faine would I woe her, yet T dare not fpeake :
Ile call for Pen and Inke, and write my minde :
Fye Dela Pole, difable not thy felfe :
Haft nota Tongue? Isfhe notheere ?
Wilt thoube daunted ata Womans fighe ?
I : Beauties Princely Maiefty is fuch,
’Confounds the tongue, and makes the fenfes rough,
CMar. Say Earle of Suffolke, ifthy name be {o,
What ranfome muft I pay before I paffe?
For I perceiueI amthy prifoner,
Suf. How canft thou tell fhe will deny thy {uite,
Before thou make a triall of her loue ?
M. Why {peak’ft thou nor? Whatranfommuft I pay?
Suf. ‘She’s beautifull ; and therefore to be Wooed :
Sheis a Weman 5 therefore to be Wonne.
(Mar, Wiltthouaccept ofranfomc,yca orno?
Suf. Fond man,remember that thou haft a wife,
Thenhow canddargaret be thy Paramour ?
Mar, 1 werebeft to leauehim, for he will not heare.
Suf. Thereallis marr'd : therelies a cooling card.
Mar, Hetalkes at randon : fure the man is mad.
Snf. And yert a difpenfation may bee had.
Mar. AndyetI would that you would an{wer me?
Ssf. Ile win this Lady Margaret. Forwhom?
Why for my King : Tufh, that's a woodden thing.
Mar. Hetalkes of wood : Itisfome Carpenter.
Suf. Yetfo my fancy may be fatisfied,
And peace eftablifhed betweene thefe Realmes.
But there remaines a fcruplein that too
Forthough her Father be the King of Naples,
Duke of Aniaw'and CMayne, yet is he poore,
And our Nobility will fcorne the match,
Mar. Heareye Capraine ? Are you notat leyfure?
Saf. It{hallbe fo, difdaine they ne’re fo much:
Henry is youthfull, and will quickly yeeld.
Madam, I haue a {ecret to reueale,
Mar. Whatthough I beinthral’d,he feems a knighe
And will not any way dithonor me.
Suf. Lady, vouchfafe to liften what Ifay.
Mar. Perhaps I fhall be refeu’d by the French,
And then I need not craue his curtefie.
Saf. SweetMadam, giue me hearing in a caufe,
ar. Tufh, women haue bene captivate ere now.
Suf. Lady, wherefore ralke you fo ?
Mar, Icry you mercy, 'tis buc Quid for O so.
Suf.. Say gentle Princefle, would younot fuppofe
Your bondage happy, to bemadea Queene?
Mar. To beaQueene in bondage, is more vile,
Than is aflaue,in bafe feruility :
For Princes thould be free.
Suf. And {o fhall you,
iIfhappy Englands Royall King be free.
Mar. Why what concernes his freedome vnto mee ?
Suf. Ilevndertake tomake thee Henries Queene,
To puta Golden Scepter in thy hand,
Andfecaprecious Crowne vpon thy head,
Ifthou wilt condifcend to be my—
Mar. What?

She i going

Thefirft Partof Henrythe Sixt.

{ Suf. Hislone,

e

Mar. 1amvnworthyto be Henries wife,

S#f. No gentle Madam, I vnwerthy am
To woe{o faire 2 Dame to be his wife,

And haue no portion in the cheice my felfe.
How {ay you Madam, are ye faicontent ?

Mar. Andif my Father pleafe, I am content.

Suf. Then call our Capraines and our Colours forth,
And Madam, at your Fathers Caftle walles,
Wee'l craue a parley, to conferre with him,

Sound.  Enter Reignier onthe twalless
See Reignier {ee, thy daughter prifoner,

Reige Towhom?

S»f. Tome,

Reig. Suffolke, what remedy ?

I ama Souldier, and vnapt to weepe,
Or to exclaime on Fortunes ficklenefle.

Suf. Yes, there is remedy enough my Lord,

Confent, and for thy Honor giue coufent,
Thy davghter (hall be wedded to my King,
Whom I with paine haue wooed and wonne thereto :
And this her eafie held imprifonment,
Hath gain’d thy daughter Princely libertie.
Reig, Speakes Suftolke as he thinkes ?
= Suf. Faire Margaret knowes,
That Suffolke doth not flatter, face,or faine,
Reig. Vponthy Princely warrant,I defeend,
To giue thee anfwer of thy iuft demand.
Saf. And heere I'will expeét thy comming,

A

Trumpets found, Enter Reignier,

Reig. Welcome braue Earleinto our Territories,
Command in Amior what your Honor pleafes,
Swuf. Thankes Reignier,happy for {o {weet a Childe,
Fit to be made companion with é’I‘iing :
What anfwer makes your Grace vato my fuite?
Reig. Since thou doft daigne to woe herlittle worth
To bethe Princely Bride of fuch a Lord 2
Vpon condition 1 may quietly
Enioy mine owne, the Conntry Maive and Anisn,
Free from oppreffion, or the firoke of Warre,
My daughter fhallbe Henries, if he pleafe.
$uf. Thatis herranfome, I deliuer her,
Aund thofe two Counties [ will vndertake
Your Grace (hall well and quietly enioy.
Resg. And Jagainein Hmrz'e.r'Royall name,
As Deputy voro that gracious King,
Giue thee her hand for figne of plighted faich,
Suf. Reignier of France, I gine thee Kingly thankes,
Becaufe thisis in Trafficke of 2 King.
And yer me thinkes [ could be well content
To bemine owne Atturney in this cafe.
Ile ouer then to England wich this newes,
And make this marriage to be folemniz’d:
So farewell Reignier, {etthis Diamond fafe
In Golden Pallaces as it becomes.
Reig, Idoembracethee,asI would embrace
The Chriftian Prince King Henrie were he heere,
Mar.Farewell my Lord, good wifhes praife, & praiers,
Shall Suffolke euer haue of Margares, Shee 15 going.
Suf. Farwell fweet Madam: bur hearke you Margaret,
No Princely commendations to my King ¢
Mar. Such commendationsas becomes a Maide,
A Virgin, and his Seraant, fay to him,
Suf, Words fweetly plac'd, and modeftie dire@ed,
But
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But Madame, I muft trouble you againe,
No louing Token to his Maiefiic ?
CMar. Yes,my good Lord, 2 pure vnfpotted heart,
Neuer yet taint wich loue, I fend the King.
Suf. And this withall. Kiffeber.
Mar. That for thy felfe, I will not fo prefume,
To fend fuch peeuith tokens to 2 King. s
S#f. Oh wert thou for my felfe : bue Suffolke Ray,
Thou mayeftnot wander in that Labyrinth,
There Minotaurs and vgly Treafons lurke;
Solicite Henry with her wonderous praile.
Bethinke thee on her Vertues that furmount,
Mad naturall Graces that extinguith A,
Repeate their femblance often on the Seas,
That whenthou cony’f to kneele at Henries feete,
Thou mayelt bereaue him ofhis wits with wonder, Exit

Enter Yorke warwicke,Shepbeard, Pucell.
Yor. Bring forth that Sorcerefle condemn’d to burne,
Shep. Ah fone, this kils thy Fathers heartouc.right, ",
Haue I (ought euery Country farre and neere,
And now it is my chance to finde thee our,
Muft I behold thy timelefle cruell death :
Ah Jone {weet daughter fome, Ile die with thee.
Pucel. Decrepit Mifer, bafeignoble Wretch,
I amdefcended of a gentler blood .
Thou art no Father, nor no Friend of mine.
Shep. Outyout: My Lords,and pleale you, 'tis not {o
I did beget her, ali the Parifb knowes ¢
Her Mother liveth yer, cantefifie
She was the firft fruite of my Bachler-fhip.
war. Gracelefle, wilt thou deny thy Parentage ?
Yorke. This argnes what her kinde of life hath beene,
Wicked and vile, and {c her d2ath concludes,
Shep. Tye Tone, that thou wilt be {o obftacle:
God knowes, thon art a collop of my flefh,
And for thy fake haue I fhed many a teare ;
Deny me not, I prythee, gentle Joze.
Pucell., Pezant avant. You haue fuborn’d this man
Of purpole, to obfcure my Noble birth.
Shep, *Tis true,Tgaue aNoble to thePrieft,
The morne that I was wedded to her mother.
Knecle downe and take my blefling, good my Gytle.
Wilt thou not floope ? Now curfed be the time
Of'thy natiuitie : I would the Milke
Thy mother gave thee when thou fuck’ft her breft,
Had bin a little Razs-bane for thy {ake.
Or elfe,when thou didf keepe my Lambes a-field,
1 wifh fome rauenous Wolfebad eaten thee,
Doeft thou deny thy Father, curfed Drab ?
O burne her, burne her,hanging is too good. Exit,
Yorke. Takeheraway, for {he hath lin'd roo long,
Tofill the world with vicious qualities.
Puc Firft let me tell you whom you haue condemn’ds
Not me, begotten of a Shepheard Swaine,
Butiffued from the Progeny of Kings.
Vertuous and Holy, chofen from aboue,
By infpiration of Celeftiall Grace,
To worke exceeding myracles on eartb.
I neuer had to do with wicked Spirits.
But you that are polluted with your luftes,
Stain’d with the guiltleffe bload of Innocents,
Corrupt and tainted with a thoufand Vices :
Becaufe you want the grace that others haue,
' You iudge it firaight a thing impofsible
To compafle Wonders; but by helpe of diucls,
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No mifconceyued, Zone of Aire hathbeene
A Virgin from her tender infancie,
Chafte, and immaculare in very thoughe,
Whofe Maiden-blood thus igoroufly effus’d,
Will cry for Vengeance, at the Gates of Heauen,
Yorke. 1,1 : away wich her to execution,,
war. Andhearkeye firs: becaufe fheis a Maide,
Spare for no Faggots, let there be enow : :
Place barrelles of pitch vpon the fatall flake,
That {o her tortute may be fhorined,
Pue. Will nothing turne your vorelenting
Then Zowe difcouet thine infirmity,
That warcanteth by Law, to be thy priviledge.
I am with childe ye bloody Hemicides :
Murther not then the Fruite within my Wombe,
Although ye hale me to aviolent death, o
Tor,Now heauen forfend, the holy Maid wich child ?
war. - The greateft miracle that ere ye wronghs,
Is all your ftriét precifenc{le cometo this?
Torke, Sheandthe Dolphinhaue biniugling,
I did imagine what would be her refuge.
War. Well go too,we’ll baue no Baftards liue,
Efpecially fince (barles muft Father it,
Puc. Youare deceyw’d, my childe is none ef his,
It was Alanfon thatinioy’d my loue,
Yorke, eAlanfonthat notorious Macheuile ?,
It dyes,and ifit had a thoufand liues,
Pue, Oh giue me leane, 1 haue deluded you,
*Twas neyther Charles,nor yct the Duke 1 nam’d,
But Reignier King of Naples that prenayl'd.
War. A married man, thac’s moft intollerable,
Tor. Why here’s a Gyrle:I think fhe knowes ot wel:
(There were fo many) whom {he may accufe.
War, Ivsfigne {he hath beene liberall and free,
Ter. Andyet forfooth fheisa Virginpure.
Scrumpet, thy words condemne thy Brat,and thee,
Ve nointreaty, for it is in vaine. :
Pu.Thenlead mehence:with whom I lezue my curfe.
May neuer glorious Sunne reflex his beames
Vpon the Countrey where you makeabode:
But darknefle, and the gloomy (hade of death
Inuiron you, till Mifcheefe and Difpaire,
Driue youto break your necks, or hang yous felues.Exis
Enter Cardinall,
Yorke. Breake thou in peeces, and confumeto athes,
Thou fowle accurfed minifter of Hell.
Car. Lord Regent, I do greete your Excellence
With Letters of Commiffion from the King.
For know my Lotds, the States of Chriftendome,
Mouwd with remorfe of thefe out-ragious broyles,
Haue earnefilyimplor’d a generall peace,
Berwixt our Nation, and the afpyring French;
And heere athand, the Dolphin and his Traine
Approacheth, to conterre about fome matter.
Yorke. Is all our trauell turn’d to this effe&t,
After the {laughter of fo many Peeres,
So many Captaincs,Gentlemcn,ﬂnd Soldiers,
Thatin this quarrel} haue beene ouerthrowne,
And fold their bodyes for their Countryes benehi,
Shall we atlaft conclude effeminate peace ?
Haue we not loft moft part of all the Townes,
By Treafon, Falfhood, and by Treacherie,
Our great Progenitors had conquered:
Oh Warwicke, Warwicke, I forefce with greefe
The veter loffe of all the Realme of France.
War. Bepatient Yorke, if we conclude a Peace
m
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Tt fhall be wish fuch firi& and fevere Couenants,
Aslittle fhall the Frenchmen gaine thereby.

Enter Charles, Alanfon, Baftard, Reignier.

Char. Since Lords of England, it jgthus agreed,
That peacefull cruce fhall be proclaim’d in France,
We come tobe informed by your f{elues,

What the conditions of that league muft be.]

Torke. Speake Winchefter,for boyling choller chokes
Thehollow paflage of my poyfon’d voyce,

By fighs of thefe our balefull enemies.

win, Charlés,and thereft,itisena&ed thus:

That in regard King Fenry gives confent,

Of meere'compafiion, and of lenity,

To eale your Countrie of diftreffefull Warre,
And fuffer you'to breath in fruicfull peace,

You thall become true Liegemen to his Crowne,
And Charles,vpon condition thou wilt fweare
To pay him tribute, and fubmicthy felfe,
Thoufhalt be plac’d as Viceroy vnder him,

And Rill enioy thy Regall dignity.

eAlan. Muft he be chen as fhadow of himfelfe ?

Adorne his Temples with aCoronet,
And yetin fubftance and authority,
Retaine but priviledge of a prinate man ?

This proffer is abford, and reafonleffz,

(har. “Tisknownealready thar I am pofieft
With more then halfe the Gallian Territories,
And therein reuerenc’d forheir lawfull King,
Shall I for lucre of the reft vn-vanquitht,

Detraét fo much from that prerogatiue,
As tobe call’d but Viceroy of the whole ?
No Lord Ambaffador, Ile rather keepe
That which T haue, than coucting for more
Be caft from pofsibility ofall.

Yorke. Infuliing Charles,haft thou by fecter meanes
Vs'd interceffion te obtaine a league,

And now the matter growes to compremize,
Stand’ft thoualoefe vpon Comparifon.

Either accept rhe Title thou viurp’@t,

Of benefit proceeding from our King,
Andnot ofany challenge of Defert,

Or we will plague thee withinceffane Watres.

Reig. My Lord, you do not well in ebftinacy,
Tocamll in the courle ofthis Contra&:

Ifonce it bemeglected, tento ene
We fhall not finde like opportunity.

Alan. To fay theeruch, it is your policie,
To faue your Subie&s from fuch maffacre
And ruthlefleflaughters as are dayly feene
By our proceeding in Hoftility,

And thercfore take this compatofa Truce,
Although you breake it, when your pleafure ferues,
War. How fayft thou Charles?
Shall our Condition fland ?
( bar. IcShall:
Onely referu’d, you claime no intereft
In any of our Townes of Garrifon.

Yor. Thenf{weare Allegeance to his Maiefly,

As thou art Knight, neuer to difobey,

Nor be Rebellious to the Crowne of England,

Thou nor thy Nobles, to thetCrowne of England. ¢
So,now difmiffe your Army when ye pleafe :

Hang vp your Eufignes, let your Drummes be @ill,

For heere we entertaine a folemne peace, Exennt
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Aflus Quintus.

Enter Suffolks in confevence with the King,
g[occﬂer,ﬁnd Exeter,

King. - Your wondrousrare defcription (noble Earle) |
Ofbeauteous Margaret hath aftonith’d me s
Her vertues graced with externall gifts,
Dobreed Louesfetled paffions in my heart,
And like as rigour of tempeftuous guftes
Prouokes the mightie® Hulkeagainft thetide, ¥
Soam [ driuen by breath of her Renowne,
Either to fuffer Shipwracke, or arriue
Where I may haue fruition of her Loue.
Suf. Tufhmy good Lord, this fuperficiall tale,
Isbut apreface of her worthy praife s
The cheefe perfections of that louely Dame,
(Had I fufficient skill to vter them)
Would make a volame of inticing lines,
Able to rauifh any dull conceit.
And which is more, fheis not fo Diuine,
So full repleate with choice of all delights,
But with as humble lowlineffe of minde,
Sheis content to beat your command :
Command I meane, of Vertuous chafte intents,
To Loue, and Honor Henry as her Lord.
King. Andetherwife, will Henry ne’re prefume ¢
Therefore my Lord Prote&or, giue confent,:
That Marg'rer may be Englands Royall Qgeene.
Glo. Sofhould I giue confentto flatter finne,
You know {my Lord ) your Highnefle is betroath’d -
Vuto another Lady of efieeme,
How fhall we then difpenfe with that contraé,
And not deface your Honor with reproach?
Suf. As dothaRuler with volawfull Qaches,
Or one that at a Triumph, hauing vow’d
Totry his ftrength, forfaketh yet the Liftes
By reafon of his Aducrfaries 6ddes.
A poore Earles daughter is vnequall oddes,
And therefore may be broke without offence,
Gloncefter. Why what (1 pray) is Ciargaret more
then that ?
Her Fatheris no better than an Earle,
Although in glorious Titles he excell,
Suf. Yesmy Lord, her Fatheris aKing,
The King of Naples, and Ierufalem,
And of fuch great Authoritic in France,
Ashisalliance will confirme our peace,
And keepe the Frenchmenin Allegeance.
Gls. Andf{othe Earle of Arminacke may doe,
Becaufe heis neere Kinfmanvoto Charles,
Exer Befide,his wealth doth warrant a liberal dower,
Where Reignier {ooner will receyue, than giue,
Suf. ADowremy Lords? Difgrace not fo your King,
That he fhould be fo abie&, bafe,and poore,
To choofe for wealth, and not for perfe& Loue.
Henry is ableto eorich his Queene,
Andnotto feeke 3 Queenc to make himrich,}
So worthleffe Pezants bargaine for their Wiues,
As Market men for Oxen, Sheepe,or Horfe,
Marriage is a marter of more worth,
Thentobe dealt in by Atturney-fhip :
Not whom we will, but whom his Grace affets,
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Muft be companien of his Nuptiall bed,

And therefore Lords, fince he affedts her moft,

Mof of all thefe reafons bindeth s,

In our opinions {he thould be preferr’d,

For what is wedlocke forced? but a Hell,

An Age of difcord and continuall firife,

Whereas the contrarie bringeth bliffe,

And is a patterne of Celeftiall peace.

Whom fhould we match with Henry being a King,

But (Margaret, thatis daughtertoa King :

Her peerclefle feature, ioyned with her birth,

Approues her fit for none, but for a King.

Her valiant courage, and vndaunted {pirit,

(More then in women commonly is feene)

Will anfwer our hope iniffue of 2 King,

For Henry, fonne ynto a Conqueror,

Islikely to beget more Conquerors,

Ifwith a Lady offo highrefolue,

(Asis faire Margarer) he belink’d inloue.

Then yeeld my Lords,and heere conclude with mee,

That Margares fhall be Queene, and none but fhee,
King. Whether it be throngh force of your report,

My Noble Lord of Suffolle : Or for that

My tender youth was neuer yet attaing

With any paffion-of inflaming Ioue

I cannot tell : but this Iam affur'd,

19§90,
Ifeele fuch fharpediffention inmy breaft,
Such fierce alarums both of Hopeand Feare,
As Iam ficke with working of my thoughts, :
Take therefore (hipping, pofte my Lord to France,
Agree to any couenants, and procure
That Lady AMargaret do vouchfafe to come
To croffethe Seasto England, and be crown’d
King Henries faithfull and annointed Queenc.
For your expences and fufficient charge,
Among the people gather vp a tenth,
Be gone I fay, for till you do returne,
Lreft perplexed with a thoufand Cares,
And you (good Vinckle) banith all offence :
If you do cenfure me, by whatyou were,
Not what youare, I know it will excufe
Fhis fodaine execution of my will.
And fo conduét me, where from company,
I may reuolue and ruminate my greefe,
Glo. I greefe | feare me, both at firft and laft,
Exit Glocester.
Suf. Thus Suffolke hath prevail’d,and thus he goes
As did the youthfull Paris once to Greece;
With hope to finde the like euent in loue,
But profperbetter than the Troian did :
Margaret fhall now be Queene, and rule the King:
But I will rule both her, the King,and Realme.

Exit,

Exit
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