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HY.MEREY.

eAtlus Primus.

Sceena Prima.

Flourifb of Trampets : Then Hoboyes.

Ewter King, Duke Himfrey,Salisbury ywarwicke,and Bean-
ford on the one fide.

The Queene, Swffolke, Yorke, Somer(et, and Buckinghara,
: o# the other,

Suffolke.

, g; S by your high Imperiall Maicﬂy,'

: Ihad in charge at my depart for France,

VST As Procuraror to your Excellence,

A9eT To marry Princes Aargaret for your Grace s

So in the Famous Ancient City, Tonres,

In prefence of the Kings of France, and Sicill,

The Dukes of Orleance, (aiaber, Britaigne, and Alanfon,

Seuen Earles,twelue Barons,& twenty reuerend Bifhops

I haue performd my Taske, and was efpous’d,

And humbly now vpon my bended knee,

Infight of England, and her Lordly Pecres,

Deliner vp my Title in the Queene

To your moft gracioushands, that are the Subflance

Of that great Shadow I did reprefent:

The happieft Gift, that euer Ma.r'qur:ﬂ'e gaue,

The Faireft Queeneythat euer King receiu’d.
King. Suffolkearife. Welcome Queene Margarer,

I can exprefle nokinderfigne of Love

Then this kinde kiffe : O Lord, thatlends melife,

Lend me a heart repleate with thankfulneffe :

For thou haft giuen mein this beauteous Face

A world of earthly bleffings to my foule, :

If Simpathy of Loue vnite our thoughts, \ - i
Queen. GreatKing of England,8 my gracious I.o_:d:,

The mutuall conference that my minde hath had,

By day, by night ; waking, and in my dreames,

In Courtly company, or at my Beades,

With you mine e4/der liefeft Soueraigne,

Makes me the bolder to {alute my King,

With ruder termes, fuch as my wit affoords,

And ouer ioy of heart doth minifter. : : o
King. Her fight did rauifh, but her gracein Speech,

§ Her words yclad wich wifedomes Maiefty,

Makes me from Wondring, fall to Weeping ioyes,

Such is the Fulneffe of my hearts content.

 Lords, with one cheerefull voice, Welcome my Loue.

Alkneel.Long live Qu. Margare,Englands happines,

F

Saf. My Lord Protector, foit pleafeyour Grace,
Heere are the Articles of contradted peace,

Betweene our Soueraigne, and the French King Charles,
For eighteene moneths concluded by confent,

Glo. Reads. Inprimis, It z agreed betweene the French K,
(harles, and william de la Pole CMargue(le of Suffolke, Am-
baffador for Henry King of England,That the (aid Henry [bal
elporfe the Lady Margaret, aanghter vnto Resgnier King of
Naples, Sicillia, and Ierufalem, and Crowne ber LQueene of
England, ere the thirtieth of May next enfuing.

Item, That the Dutchy of Anion and the Connty
Jball be veleafed and delinered ta the King ber fatber,

King. Vnkle,how now?

Glo. Pardon me gracious Lord,
Some fodaine qualme hath ftrucke me at the heart,
And dim’d mine eyes, thac I can readeno further,

King, Vinckle of Winchefter, I pray read on.

Win. Item, It is further agreed betweene them, That the

0f Main,

Drtcheffe of Anion and Maine, [ball be releafed and delinered
otter to the King her Father, and [bee [fent aner of the King of
Englawds owne proper Coft and (harges, withons haning any
Dawrj.

King.They pleafe vs well. Lord Marques kneel down,
We heere create thee the firft Duke of Suffolke,
And girt thee with the Sword. Cofin of Yorke,
We heere difcharge your Grace from being Regent
I'th partsof France, till terme of eighteene Moneths
Befullexpyrd. Thankes Vncle Winchefter,
Glofter, Yorke, Buckingham, Somerfet,
Salisburie, and Warwicke.
We thanke you all for this great fauour done,
In entertainment to my Princely Queene.
Come, let vsin, and with all fpeede prouide

1T o fee her Coronation be perform’d.

Exit King, Queene, and Suffolke,

Manet the veft,
Glo. Braue Peeres of England, Pillars of the State,

| To you Duke Humfrey muft voload his greefe :

Your greefe, the common greefe of all the Land
What? did my brother Henry fpend his youth,
His valour, coine, and people in the warres ?

Did he (o often lodgein open field :

In Winters cold, and Summers parching heate,
To conquer France, his true inheritance ?

Queene. We thanke youall, Florifb

And did my brother Bedford toyle his wits,
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To keepe by policy what Henrie got:
\Haue you your {clues, Somer(et, Buckingham,
| Braue Yorke, Salisbury, and victorious Warwicke,
{Receiud deepe fcarresin Frarice and Normandie:
|Or hath mine Vickle Bsanford, and my felfe,
With all the Learned Counfell of the Realme,
Studied {o long, fat in the Councell houfe
Early and lace, debating teoand fro
How Franceand Frenchmen might be keptin awe,
And hath his Highveffe in hisinfancie,
Crowned in Paris in defpight of foes,
And fhall thefe Labours, and thefe Honours dye?
Shall Henries Conquelt, Bedfords vigilance,
Your Deeds of Warre, and all our Counfell dye?
O Peeres of England, fhamefull is this League,
Fatall this Marriage, cancelling your Fame,

=

3

Blotting your n2ames trom Bookes of memory,
Racing the Charradters of your Renowne,
Defacing Monuments of Conquer’d France,
Vndoing all as all had neuer bin.
Car. Nephew,what meanes this paffionate difcourfe?
This preroration with fuch circumftance s
For France, 'tis ours ; and we will keepe it fill,
Glo. 1 Vnckle, we will keepeit,if wecan:
But now itisimpofsible we fhould,
Suffolke, the new made Dukethat rules the roft,
Hach giuen the Dutchy of Asion and Mayne,
Vutothe poore King Rergnier, whole large ftyle
Agrees not with the leannefle of his purfe,
Sal. Now by the death of him that dyed for all 3
Thefe Counties werc the Keyes of Normandie :
But wherefore weepes Warwicke, my valians fonne?
War. For greefe that they are paft recouerie,
For werethere hope to conquer them againe,
My {word fhould fhed hocblood, mine eyes no teares,
Anion and Maine? My {elfe did win themboth:
Thofe Prouinces, thefe Armes of mine did conquer,
And are the Citties that [ got with wounds,
Deliver’d vp ageine with peacefull words 2
Mort Dies.
Torke. For Suffolkes Duke, may he be fuffocate,
That dims the Honor of this Warlike ifle :
France fhould hauctorne and rent my very harr,
Before I would haue yeelded to this League.
Ineuer read but Englands Kings haue had
Large fummes of Gold, and Dowries with their wines,
And our King Henry gives away his owne,
To match with her that brings no vantages.
Hum. A properieft, and neuer heard before,
That Suffelke fhould demand a whele Fifteenth,
For Cofts and Charges in tranfporting her 3
She fhould haue flaid in France, and ftery’d in France
Before
Care My Lord of Glofter, now ye grow too hort,
It was the pleafure of my Lord the King.
Hum. My Lord of Winchefter I know your minde.
"Tis not my fpeeches that you do miflike :
But ’tis my prefence that doth trouble ye,
Rancour will out, proud Prelate, inthy face
I{ee thy furie: If longer ftay,
We fhall begin our ancient bickerings:
Lordings farewell, and fay when | am gone,
Iprophefied, Francewillbe loftere long. Ewxit Humfrey.
Car. So,there goes our Protector in a rage :
"Tis knowneto you he is mine.enemy :
Nay more, an enemy votoyou all;
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And no great friend, I feare me to the King
Confider Lords, he is thenext of blood,
And heyre apparant to:the Englith Crowne:
Had Henrie got anEmpire by his marriage,
And all the wealthy Kingdomes of the Weft,
There’s reafon he fhould be difpieas’d atic
Looke toit Lords, ler not his {moothing words
Bewitch your hearts, be wife and circumfpeé
What though the common peeple fauour him,
Calling him, Humfrey the geod Dake of Gloffer,
Clapping their hands, and crying witlvloud voyce,
Tclu maintaine your Royall Excellence,
WithGod preferue the good Duke Humsfrey:
Ifeare me Lords, for all this flattering glofle,
He wiil be found a dangerous Proteétor.
Bue, Why fhould he then protect cur Seueraigne?
He being of ageto gouerne of himfelfe.
Cofin of Somerfet, ioyne you withme,
Andaltogether with theDuke of Suffolke,
Wee'l quickly hoyfe Duke Humfrey from his feat.
Car. This weighty bufinefle will not brooke delay,
lle tothe Duke of Suffolke prefently. Exit Cardinall,
Soms. Cofin of Buckinghim, though Humfriespride
And greatnefle of his place be greefe tovs,
Yer let vs watch the haughtie Cardinall,
His infolence is more intollerable
"hen all the Princes in the Land befide,
It Glofter be difplac’d, hee’l be Protetor.
Bue. Orthou, or I Somerfet will be Protedtors;
Delpite Duke Hamfrey,or the Cardinall. _
Ext Buckingham, and Somer(zs,
Sal. Pride went before, Ambition followes him.
While thefe do labour for their owne preferment,
Beheouesitvs to labor forthe R ealme,
Ineuer faw but Humfrey Duke of Glofter,
Did beare hia: like 2 Noble Gentleman:
Oft haue I feene the haughty Cardinall,
Morelike a Souldier then a man o’th’Church,
As floutand proud as he were Lord of all,
Sweare like 2 Ruffian,and demeane himfelfe
Vinlike the Ruler of aCommon-weale.
Varwicke my {onae, the comfort of my.age,
Thy deeds; thy plainnefle, and thy houfe-keeping,
Hath wonne the greate(t fanour of the Commons,
Excepting none but good Duke Humfrey,
And Brother Yorke, thy Aéts in Ireland,
Inbringing them to ciuill Difcipline :
Thy late exploits done inthe heart of Erance,
When thou wert Regent for our Soueraigne,
Haue made thee fear’d and bonor’d of the people,
Ioyne wetogether for the publike good,
In what we can, to bridle and fupprefle
The pride of Suffolke, and the Cardinall,!
Wch Somierf{ets and Buckinghams Ambition,
And as we may, cherith Duke Humfries deeds,
While they dotend the profit of the Land.
#War.' So God helpe Warwicke,as he loues the Land;
And common profit of his Countrey.!.
Zor. Andfo fayes Yorke,
For he hath greateit caufe.
Salisbury. Thenlets make haft away,
And looke vinto the maine.
Warwicke. Vntothe maine?
Oh Father, CMaine is 16ft;
That Maine;which by maine force Warwicke did winne,
And would haue kept, {o long as breath did laft:
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Main-chance father you meant, but I meant ¢ Maive,
WhichI will win from France, or elfe be {laine.
Exit Warwicke,and Saizsbary.  Manet Yorke.
Yorke, Awnion and Maine are giuen to the French,
Parisis loft, the {tate of Normandie
Stands on atickle point, now they are gone :
Suffolke concluded on the Articles,
ThePecresagreed, and Henry was well pleas’d,
To change two Dukedomies for a Dukes faire daughter,
I cannot blame them ail, whatis’cto thems
*Tis thine they giue away, and not their owne.
Pirates may make cheape penyworths of their pillage,
And purchafe Friends, and give to Curtezans,
Still reuelling like Lords till all be gone,
While as the filly Owner of the goods
Weepes ouer themyand wrings hishaplefle hands,
And fhakes his head,and trembling ftands aloofe,
Whileall is (har’d, and all is borne away,
Ready to fterue, and dare nottouch his owne.
So Yorkemuft fit, and fret, and bite bis tongue,
While his owne Lands are bargain’d for,and fold :
Me thinkes the Realmes of England,France,& Ireland,
Beare that proportion to my flefh and blood,
As did the fatall brand a4/thea burnt,
Vnto the Princes heart of (alidon :
Anion and Maine both giuen vnto the French 2
Cold newes forme : for I had hope of France,
Euenas I haue of fertile Englands foile.
A day will come, when Yorke (hall claime his owne,
Aund therefore I will take the Neuils parts,
And make a thew of loue to proud Duke Humifiey,
And when 1 {py aduantage, claime the Crowne,
For that’s the Golden marke I feeke to hit:
Nor fhall proud Lancafter vlurpe my right,
Nor hold the Scepter in his childifh Fiff,
Nor weare the Diadem vpon bis head,
Whofe Church-like humors fits not for a Crowne.:
Then Yorke be fhill a-while, till time do ferue :
Woatch thou, and wake when others beafleepe,
To prie intothefecrets of the Stare,
1 Till Henrie furfetting in ioyes of loue,
With his new Bride; & Englands deere bought Queen,
And Humfrey with the Peeres be falncatiarres:
Then will I raife aloft the Milke-white-Rofe,
With whofe {weet {fmell the: Ayre fhall be perfumn’d,
And in in my Standard beare the Armes of Yorke,
To grapple with the houfe of Lancafter,
And force perforce He make him yeeld the Crowne,
Whofe bookifh Rule;hach pull’d faire England downe,
frBse 83 Exit Yorke,
Enter Duke Humfrey and bis wife Elianor,
Elia. Why droopes my Lord like ouer-ripen’d Corn,
Hanging the head at Ceres plenteous load ?
Why doth the Great Duke Humsfrey knic his browes ,
As frowningat the Fauours of the world ?
Why are thine eyesfixt to the fullen earth,
Gazing on that which feemes to dimme thy fight?
What feeft thou there ?King Henries Diadem,
Inchac’d with all the Honors of the world ?
1ffo, Gaze on, and grouell on thyface,
+Vntill thy head bz citcled with the fame.
Put forth thy hand, reach at the glorious Gold.
What, is't too thort ? lie lengthenit with mine,
Andhauing both together heawdit vp,
‘Wee'tboth together lift our heads to heauen;§
| And nguer more abafe our fight fo low,
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Astovouchfafeone glance vnto the ground,
Hum., O Nell,{weet Nellyif thoudoft loue thy Lord

Banifh the Canker of ambitious thoughts : X

And may that thought, when I imagincill

Againft my King and Nephew, vertuous Henry,

Be my laft breathing in this mortall worid,

My troublous dreames this night, doth make me fad,
&li. What dream’d my Lord, tell me,and Ile requiteit

With fweet rehearfall of my mornings dreame2
Hum. Me thought this taffe mine Office-badge in

Court
N as broke in twaine : by whom, I haue forgor,

But as I thinke, it was by’th Cardinall,

And on the peeces of the broken Wand

Were plac’d the heads of Edmond Duke of Somerfet,

And #illiam de la Pole firt Duke of Suffolke,

This was my dreame, what it doth bode God knowes.
Eli. Tur,this was notning butanargument,

That he that breakes a fticke of Glofters groue,

Shall loefe his head for his prefumption,

Butlift to me my Humfrey, my iweete Duke::

Me chought ] fate in Seate of Maiefty,

Inthe Cathedrall Church of Weflminfler,

Aadin that Chaire where Kings & Queens wer crawnd,

Where Henrie and Dame Margaret kneel’d to me,

And on my head did fetthe Diadem.

Bum. WNay Eljnor, then mult I chide outright -

Prefumptuous Dame, ill-nurter’d Eianor,

Art thou not fecond Woman in the Realme ?

And theProteétors wifebelowd of him ?

Haft thou not worldly pleafure at command,

Aboue the reach or eompaffe ofthy thoughe ?

And wilt thou fhill be hammering'j'mach;ry,

To tumble downe thy husband, and thy felfe,

From top 6f Honor, to Difgraces feete ?

Away from me, and let me heare no more.

Elig. \What,what, my Lord? Are you {o chollericke

With Elianor, for telling but her dreame

Nexttime Ilekeepe my dreames vato m'y felfe,

And not be check’d,

Hum. Naybenotangry, Tam pleas’d againe.
Enter Meffenger,
Mef]. My Lord Prote&or,’uis his Highnes pleafure,

Youde prepare to ride voto S. Albons,

Where as the King and Queene do meane to Hawke,
Hn.1g0,Come Nel thou wiltride with vs? Ex. Hum
Eli. Yesmy good Lord,Ile follow prefently.

Follow 1 muft, .cannot go before,

While Glofter beares this bafe and humble minde,

Werel a Man, a Duke,and next of blood,

1 would remaue thefe tedious ftumbling blockes,

And fmooth my way vpon their headleffe neckes.

And being a woman, I will not beflacke

To play my partin Fortines Pageant, :

Where are you there? Sir Zobwn; nay feare not man,

Wearealone,here’s nonebuc thee,& 1. Earer Hume.
Hwme. lefus preferue your Royall Maiefty.

Elia. What {aift thou? Maiefty :1 am butGrace.
Hume. Butby the grace'of God,and Hames aduice,

Your Graces Title fhall be mulciplied,

Elia. What (aift thou man?Haft thou as yet confer’d

With A4argerie lordane the cunning Witch,

With Roger Bollingbreoke the Coniurer 2

And willthey vndertake to dome good 2

Hume, This they haue promifed to fhew your Highnes

A Spiritrais’d from depth of vnder ground,

That
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That (hall make anfwere to fuch Queftions,
As by your Grace fhall be propounded him,

Elianor. It is enough, Ile thinke vpon the Queftions:
When from Saing Albenes we doe make returne,
Wee'le fee thefe things effefted to the full,

Here Hume take this reward,make merry man
With thy Confederates in this weightie caufe.
7 Exit Elianor.

Hsme. Hume oult make merry with the Duchefle Gold:
Marry and (hall : but how now, Sir Jobn Hume ?
FSeale vp your Lips,and giueno words but Muam,
The bufinefle asketh filent {ecrecie.
Dame Elsanor. gines Gold, to bring the Witch :
Gold cannot come amifle,were the a Deuill,;
Yet haue 1 Gold flyes from another Coaft:
I dare not fay,from the rich Cardinall,
And from the great and new-made Duke of Suffolke;
Yer 1 doe finde it {o: for to beplaine,
They (knowing Dame Elianors afpiring humor)
Hauz hyred me to voder-mine the Duchefie,
And buzze thefe Coniurations in her brayne.
They fay,A crafeie Knaue do’s need no Broker,
Yet am 1 Suffolke and the Cardinalls Broker.
Hume,if you take not heed,you fhall goe neere
| To call them both a payre of craftie Knaues.
Well,foit ffands: and thus T feare at laft,
Humes Knauerie will be the Diicheffe Wracke,
‘| And her Attainture,will be Fumphreyes fall :
Sort how it will,I fhall haue Gold for all.

Exit

Enter three or foure Petitionersythe Armorers
Man beiug one,

1.Pet. My Mafters, let’s ftand clofe, my Lord Pro-
teCtor will come this way byand by, and then wee may
deliuer our Supplications i the Quill.

2. Pet. Matry the Lord proteé him, for hee’sa good
man, Tefu blefic him, 4

Enter Suffolbe,and
Enter Suffolke,and Q_fi;ene.
]

him: e be the fix fure.

and not my Lord Protector.

Seff. How now fellowswould'lt any thing with me?

| 1. Pet. Ipraymy Lord pardon me, I tooke ye for my
Lotrd Protector.

Qneene. Tomy Lord Protector 2 Are your Supplica~
tions to his Lordfhip? Let me fee them: what is thine?

1. Pet. Mine is, and’e pleafe your Grace, againft Tohn
Goodman,my Lord Cardinals Man,for keeping my Houfe,
and Lands,and Wife and all,from me,

Suff. Thy Wife too? that’s fome Wrong indeede.
PAA/hac’s yours 2 What's heere 2 Againft the Duke of
Shffolke, for enclofing the Commons.of Melforde. How
Tiow,Sir Knaue ?

2. Per.. Alas Sir, I am buta poore Petitioner of our
whole Townefhip. :

4 Peter. Againft my Mafker Thomas Horner, for faying,
1 That the Duke of Yorke was rightfull Heire to the
Crowne.

Queene. What fay'ft thou2 Did the Duke of Yorke
fay, hee was rightfull Heire to the Crowne?

Peter. That my Miftreffe was? No forfooth: my Mafter
(aid, That he was,and that the King was an Viurper.

- ye b = e

Peter. Here a comes me thinkes,and the Queene with |

». Pet. Come backe foole,this is the Duke of Suffolk,

Suff. Who is there? ‘
Enter Seruant. 5
Take this fellow in,and fend for his Mafter with a Purfe-
uant prefently.: wee'le heare more of your masterbefore
the King. Exita
Qugene. And as for youthat loue to be protected
Vinder the Wings of our Protettors Grace,
Begin your Suites anew,and {ue to bim,
Teare the Supplication.
Away,bafe Cullions : Sauffolke let them goe.
AJl. Come,let’s be gone, Exits
ugene. My Lord of Suffolke, fay,is this the guife 2
Is this the Fa(hions in the Court of England?
Is thisthe Gouernment of Britaines Ile ?
And this the Royaltic of Albions King ?
What,thall King Henry be a Pupill ftill,
Vnder the {urly Gloffers Gouernance 2
Am 2 Queene in Title and in Stile,
And muft be madea Subiect toaDuke?
I tell thee Poole,when inthe Citie Tours
Thou ran’ a-tile in honor of my Loue, b
And ftol'ft away the Ladies hearts of Frances '
I thoughic King Hepry had refembled thee,
InCourage,Courtfhip,and Proportion:
But all his minde is bent to Holineffe,
Tonumber Aune-Adaries onhis Beades:
His Champions,are the Prophets and Apoftles,
His Weapons, holy Sawes of [acred Wirit;
His Studic is his Tilt-yard,and his Loues
Arebrazen Images of Canonized Saints,
I would the Colledge of the Cardinalls
Would chufe him Pope,and carry him to Fome,
And et the Triple Crowne vpon his Head 3 |
That were a State fit forhisHolinefle. ..©
Suff. Madame be patient: as I was canfe
Your Highneffe came to England, {fo willI
In England worke your Graces full content. P
Queene. Belide the haughtie Protector haue we Beanford
The imperious Churchman;Somer(et, Buckmgham,
And grumbling Yorke : and not the leaft of thefe,
But can doe more in England then the King.
saff. And he of thefe,that can doe moft of all,
Cannot doe more in England then the Neusls :
Salishury and Warwick are no fimple Pecres.
Gueene,Not all thele Lords do vex me halfe fomuch,
As that prowd Dame,the Lord Protedtors Wife:
She fweepes it through the Court with troups of Ladies;
More like an Emprefle,then Duke Hemphreyes Wifes
Strangers in Court,doe take her for the Queene:
She beares aDukes Reuenewes on her backe,
And in her heart (he {cornes our Pouertie :
Shall I not liue to be aueng’d on her ?
Contempruous bafe-borne Callot as fhe is,
She vaunted*mongft her Minions t'other day,
The very trayne of her worft wearing Gowne,
Was better worth then all my Fathers Lands,
“Till Suffalke gave two Dukedomes for his Daughter,
Suff, Madame,my felfe haue lym'd a Bufh for her,
And plag’t a Quicr of fuch énticing Birds,
That fhe will light to liften to the Layes,
And nesermount to trouble you againe.
So lether reft : and Madame lift towe,
For I am bold to counfaile you inthis;
Althoughiwe fancienot the Cardinall,
Y et muft weioyne with him and with the Lords,
| Till wehaue broughe Duke Humphrey in difgrace.

As
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As fér the Duke of Yorke, this late ColipRIE ST [ T, o e AT S TISUeE ST T
Will make but lictle for his benefir : : _ Enter Humfrey.

|So one by one wee'le weed them all ac laft,

And you yous felfe fhall fteere the happy Helme,  Exir. Humf. Now Lords,my Choller being ouer-blowne,
With walking once about the Quadrangle,

Sonnd a Senet. ‘ I come to talke of Common-wealth Affayres.
As for your fpighttull falfe Obic&ions,
Enter the King, Duke Humfrey, Cardinall, Bucking- Proue them,and I lye open to the Law:
bam,Yorke,Salisbury warwicke, But God in mercie fo deale with my Soule,
and the Ducheffe, As Tin dutic loue my King and Countrey,
But to the matter thatwe haue in hand ;
King. Formy part,Noble Lotds,T care not which, 1 {ay,my Soueraigne,Yorke is meeteft man
Or Somerfet,01 Yorke 2ll’s one to me. Tobe your Regent inthe Realme of France,
Yorke. If Yorke haueill demean’d himfelfe in France, Suff. Before we make election, giue me leaue
Then let him be denay’d che Regent-thip. To fhew fome reafon,of no little force,
Som. 1f Somerfet be voworthy of the Place, That Zorke is moft vomeet of any man.
Let Yorke be Regenr,T will yeeld o him, Tarke. Iletell thee,Suffotke,why I am vnmeet.
warw. Whether your Grace be worthy,yea orno, Firityfor I cannot flatter thee in Pride :
Difpute not that,Varke is the worthyer, Next,if I be appointed for the Place,
(ard. Ambitious #iarwicke, let thy betters {peake, My Lord of Somerfet will keepe me here,
Warw. The Cardinall's not my better in the ficld. Without Difcharge,Money,or Furniture,
Buck, Allinthis prefence are tiy betters,warwicke. Till France be wenne into the Dolphins hands:
warw. warwicke may liue to be the beft of all, Lafttime I danc’e attendance on his will,
Salisb,Peace Sonne,and thew fome reafon Buckinghams | Till Paris was befiegd, famifht,and lof,
Why Somerfet thould be preferr’d in this ? warw, Thatcan] witnefle, and a fouler faét

Qugere, Becaufle the King forfooth will haue it (o,

Did never Traytor inthe Land commit,
Humf. Madame, the King is old enough himfelfe

Suff. Peace head-lirong warwicke,

To giué his Cenfure: Thele'are no Womer's mateers. Warw. Image of Pride,why {hould I hold my peace?
Qneene. 1f he beold encugh,what needs your Grace
To be Protellor of his Excellence ? Enter Armorer and bis dan,
Humf, Madame,l am Prote@or of the Realme,
And at his pleafure will refigne my Place, Saff. Becaufehereisaman accufed of Treafon,
Suff. Refigneit then,and leaue thine infolence. Pray God the Duke of Yorke excufe himfelfe.
Since thou wert King; as who is King,but thou ? Zorke.-Dothany one accufe Torke for a Traytor?
The Commop=-wealth hath dayly run to wrack, King. What mean’t thou, Skffolke ? tell me, what are
The Dolphin‘hath preuayl’d beyond the Seas, thefe 2
And all the Preres and Nobles of the Realine 8uff. Pleafeit your MaiefHie, thisis theman
Haue beene'as Bondemen to thy Soueraigntie, That doth accufe his Mafter of High Treafon;
Card. The Commons haft thouracke, the Clergies Bags | His words were thefe : That Richard, Duke of Yorke,
Are lanke and leane with thy Extortions, Was rightfull Heire vito the Englifh Crowne,

Seom, Thy fumptuous Buildings,and thy Wiues Attyre | And that your Maieftie was an Viurper.
Haue coft a malle of publique Treafurie, King. Say man,were thefe thy words ?
Buck. Thy Crueltie in execution Armorer. Aud’t (hall pleafe your Maieftie, I neuer fayd

Vpon Offendors, ltath exceeded Law, nor thought any fuch matter : God is my witneffe, I am
And left thee tothe mercy of the Lawv. falfely accus’d by the Villaine,
Suecne. Thy fale of Offices and Townes in France, Peter. By thele tenne bones,my Lords,hiee did fpeake
If they were knowne, as the fufpectis grear, them to me in the Garret one Night, as wee were {cow-
Would make thee quickly hop without thy Head, ting my Lord of Yorkes Armor,
Exit Humfrey. Torke. Bale Dunghill Viilaine,and Mechanicall,
Giue me my Fanne: what,Mynion,can yenot ? Ile haue thy Head for this thy Traytors {peech:
She gines the Drcheffea box ox the eare. I doe befeech your Royall Maicftie,
Lcry you mercy,Madame:was it you ? Let him haye all the rigor of the Law. :
Dwch, Was't I? yea,] it was,prowd French-woman : Armorer. Alas,my Lord,hang me if cver I {fpakethe
Could T comeneere your Beautie with my Nayles, -words : my accufer is my Prentice, and wheh I did cor~
I could fec my ten Commandements in your face, rect him for his fault the other day, be did vow vpan h?jf
King. Sweet Aunt be quiet,’swas againft her will, knees he would be even with me : I haue good witneffl
Dich. Agzinft her will,good King? looketo’t in time, | of this s therefore T beleech your Maicftie, doe not caft!
Sheele hamper thee,and dandlecthee like a Baby: away an honeft man for a Villaines accufation.
Though in this place moft Mafter weare no Breeches, King. Vnckle,what (hall we {ay to thisinlaw
| She fhall not Arike Dame Elianor voreueng’d. Humf. This doome,my Lord,if I may indge:
ji Exit Eliaor. Lec Somerfer be Regent o'te the French,
| Buck, Lord Cardinall,T will follow Eianor, Bzcaufe in Yorke chis breedes {ulpition;
| And liften after Humfrep,how he proceedes : Andlet thefe haue a day appointed them
4 Shee’s tickled now, her Fume needsno fpurres, For fingle Combat,in conuenient place,
i Sheellegallop fusre enough te her deftruéion. For he hath witneffe of his feruants malice s
] Exctt Brckingham, Thisis the Law,and this Duke Humfrayes doome.
:j — : AL Sows. T
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5 Som. 1humbly thanke your Royall Maicftie.

Armorer. And I accept the Combat willingly.

Peter. Alas, my Lord, I cannot ﬁght; for.Gods fake
pitty my cafe : the {pight of man preuaylethagainft me.
O Lord haue mercy vpon-me; I fhall neuer be ableto
fight ablow : © Lord myheart.

Humf. Sirtha,or you muft fight,or elfé be hang’d,

King. Away with them to Prifon : and the day of
Combat, fhall be the laft of the next moneth:  Come
Somer(ct, wee'le fee thee fentaway.

Flouyifla: |- Exennt.

Euter the witch, the twa Priefts, and Builingbrooke.

. Hame. Come my Maflers,the DucheflfeTtell you ex-
:peds performance of your promifes, :

Bulling. Mafter Hume,we arztherefore prouided: will
her Lady(bip behold and heare our Exorcifmes?

Hume. 1, what elfe? feare you not her courage,

Bafljng. 1haue heard herreported to be'a Woman of
an inuincible (pirit : but it fhall be conuentent, Mafter
Hume, that you be by her aloft, while wee be bufie be~
low ; and fo I pray you goe in Gods Name,and leaue vs,

Exit- Hame.

Mother Zordan, be you proftrate, and groucll on the
Earth ; Jobn Samthwell reade you,and lec vs to-our worke.

Euter Elianor aloft.

Elianor. Well faid my Mafters, and welcomeall: To
this geere,the {ooner the better.

Deepe Night,darke Night,the filent of the Night,

he time of Night when Troy was fet on fire,
The time when Sereech-owles cry,and Bandogs howle,
And Spirits walke,and Ghofts breake vp their Graues;

i That time beft fits the worke we haue in hand.

Madame,fit you,and feare not: whom wee rayfe,
Wee will make faft withina hallow’d Verge,

Here doe the ((evemonies belonging, and make the Circle,
Bullingbrooke or Southwell reades; Coniuro
te, &c. Jt Thunders and Lighteus
terribly : then the Spirit
rifeth.
Spirit. Ad fum.
witch. Afmath,by the eternall God,
Whofe name and power thou trembleft at,
Anfwere that I fhall aske ¢ for till thou fpeake;
Thou fhalt rot pafle from hence.
Spirit. Aske what thou wilc 5 that I had fayd, and
done.
Bulling. Fitft of the King : What fhall of him be-
comer
Spirit. The Duke yet liues,that Henry fhall depofe:
But him out-liue,and dye‘a violenc death, ;
Buhiing. What fates await the Duke of Suffolke ?
Spirit. By Water {hall he dye,and take his end.

Bauliing. What (hall befall the Duke of Somerfer?
Spirit. Let him thun Caftles, ;
Safer fhall he be vpon the fandie Plaines,
Then where Caftles mounted {tand.
Haue done,for more I hardly can endures
Bulling. Difcend to Darknefle,and the burning Lake:
Falfe Fiend auoide.
Thunder and Lightning. Exit Spirits

Bullin,Patience,good Lady,Wizards know their times;

Enter the Diske of Yorke and the Duke of Buckinghams
' with their Guard,and breake in;

ZTorke. Lay hands vpon thefe Traytors,and their trath :
Beldam I thinke we watcht you at an ynch,
What Madame,are you there?the King & Commonweale
Are deepely indebted for this peece of paines ;
My Lord Protector will,I doubt it not,
See you well guerdon’d for thefe good deferts. ‘
Elianor. Not halfe {o bad as thine to EnglandsKing,

Iniurious Duke,that threateft where’s nocaufe,

Buck. True Madame,none at all:what call you this¢
Away with them,let them be clapt vp clofe,
And kept afunder : you Madame fhall with vs,
Stafford take her to thee,
Wee’le fee your Trinkets here all forth-comming,
All away, Exit. ,

Torke.L.ord Buckingham,me thinks you watcht her welk:
A pretty Plot,well chofen to build vpon,
Now pray my Lord,let’s fee the Deuils Writ,
What have we here ? Reades.
The Duke yet lines,that Henry [ball depofe :
Bt bim ont-line, and dye awiolent death.
W hy this is iuft,eAie e Eacida Romanos vincere poffos
Well,to.the reft :
Tell me what fate awaits the Duke of Suffolke ?
By Water [ball be dye, and take s end.
W hat fhall betide the Duke of Somerfet?
Let him [bunne Castles,
Safer Jball be be vpen the fandie Plaines,
Then where Caftles monnted ftand,
Come, come, my Lords,
Thefe Oracles are hardly attain’d,
And hardly vnderftood.
The King is now in progrefle towards Sainc A /banes,
With him,the Husband of this louely Lady :
Thither goes thele Newes,
As faft as Horfe can carry them:
A forry Breakfaft for my Lord Protector,
Buck,Y our Grace hal giue me leaue,my Lord of York,

To be thePofle,in hope of his reward,

Yorke. ‘At your plealure,my good Lord.
Who’s within there hoe?

Enter a Seruingman.
Inuite my Lords of Salisbury and Warwick
To {uppe with me to morrow Night, Away.
Exennt.

Enter the King, Oneene, Proteftor, Cardinall, and
Suffolke,with Fanlkners hallowing.

OQutene. Beleeue me Lords, for flying at the Brooke,
I faw not becter {port thefe feuen yeeres day::
Yet by your leaue,the Winde was very high,
And tento one,old Joare had not gone out.

King. But what a point;my Lord,your Faulcon made,
And what a pytch the lew aboue the reft: :
To fee how God in all his Creatures workes,, .

Yea Man and Birds are fagne of climbing high.
Suff. No maruellyand it like your Maieftie,

My Lotd Protetors Hawkes doe towre (0 well,

They know their Mafter loves to bealoft,

And beares his thoughts aboue his Faulcons Pitchs

Gloft. My Lord, tis but a bafe ignoble minde,

That mounts no higher then a Bird can fore:
o R
Card, 1
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€ard. T thought as much, hee would be aboue the
Clouds. ’ ‘

Gleft. I my Lord Cardinall, how thinke you by that?
Were it not good your Grace could flye to Heauen ?

* ¢ King. The Treafurie of cuerlafting Toy.

Card. Thy Heauen is on Earth,thine Eyes & Thoughts
Beat ona Crowne, the Treafure of thy Hearr,
Pernitious Protector,dangerous Peere,

That fmooth’ft it fo with King and Common-weale,

Glo?. What,Cardinall ?

Is your Prieft-hood growne peremptorie?

T antaene animss Caleftibus ire, Church-men o hot p
Good Vnckle hide fuch mallice :

With fuch Holyneffe can you doe it ?

S#ff. No mallice Sir,no more then well becomes
So good a Quarrell,and fo bad a Peere,

Gloft, Aswho,my Lord?

Suff. Why,asyou, my Lord,

An’t like your Lordly Lords Protetorthip.

Gloff. \Why Swffolke,England knowes thine infolence.

Queene. And thy Ambition,Glofer.
King, 1prytheepeace,gooed Queene,
And whet not on thefe furious Peeres,
For bleffed are the Peace-makers on Earth.
Card, Levmebeblefled for the Peace T make
Againft this prowd Protector with my Sword.
Card.” Marry,when thou dar’fR,
Gloff. Make vp no fadtious numbers for the matter,
In thine owne perfon anfwere thy abufe,
Card, T,where thou dar’t net peepe s
And if thou dar’ft, this Euening,
On the Eaft fide of the Groue.
King. Hownow,my Lords?
Card. Beleeue me, Coufin Gloffer,
Had not your man put vp the Fowle fo fuddenly,
We had had more {port,
Come with thy two.hand Sword,
Gloff. True Vnckle,areye aduis'd ?
The Eaft fide of the Groue:
Cardinall,T amy with you.
King, Why how now, Vinckle Gloffer ?
Gloft Talking of Hawking; nothing elfe,my Lord,
Now by Gods Mother, Priclt,
Ile fhaue your Crowne for this,
Or all my Fence fhall fayle,
Card. Medice tespfwm,Prote&or fee to’t well,protet
your felfe.
King, The Windes grow high,
So doe your Stomacks,Lords :
How irkefome is this Mufick to my heare?
When fuch Strings iarre,what hope of Harmony ?
I pray my Lords let me compound this frife,

Enter one erying a Miracle.

Gloft. What meanes this noyfe 2
Fellow,what Miracle do'ft thou proclayme 2

One. A Miracle,a Miracle. i

Suffolke. Come to the King, and tell him what Mi-
racle,

One. Forfooth,ablinde man at Saint .4/boxes Shrine,
Within this halfe houre hath receiu’d his fight,
A man that ne’re faw invhis life before,

King. Now God be prays'd,that to belecuing Soules
Gines Lighe in Datkneffe,Comfort in Defpaire.

Gloff, Faithholy Vinckle,would’t were come to that.

The fecond Part of Hemy the Sixt.

. Inmy fleeps by good Saing .Albon -

| And many time and oft my felfe Haue heard a Voyce,

|

Enter the Maior of Saint Albones,and his Brethyen,
bearing the man betweene two in & Chayre,

Card. Here comes the Townef_men,on Proceffion,
To prefent your Highneffe with the man,

King .Great is his comfort in this Earthly Vale,
Although by his fight his finne be multiplyed.

G/loff. Stand by, my Maﬂcrs,bring himneere the King,
His Highneffe pleafure is to talke with him,

King. Good-fellow,tell vs here the circumftance,
That we for thee may glorifie the Lord,
What,haft thoubeene long blinde, and now reftor’d ?

Simpe. Borne blinde,and’t pleafe your Grace,

#ife. 1indeede was he.

Suff. What Woman s this ?

#wife. His Wife,and’t like your Worfhip.

Gloft. Hadlt thou been his Mother, thou could’ft haue
better rold.

King, Where wert thou borne 2

Simpe. At Barwick in the North, and’c like your
Grace. ;

King. Poore Soule,
Gods goodnefle hath beene greattothee:
Letnever Day nor Night vnhallowed paffe,
But fill remember what the Lord hath done,

Queene. Tell me, good-fellow,
Canv’ft thou here by Chance,or of Deuotion,
To this holy Shrine ¢

Simpe. God knowes of ptire Deuotion,
Being call'd a liandred rimes, and oftner,

Who faid; Symon,come;come offer at my Shrine,
And I will hielpe thee.

mfe. Moft true,forfooth s
To call him fo.

Card. What,art thou lame ?

Simpe. 1,God Almigbtie helpe me,

Saff. How cam’f} thou fo ?

Simpe, A fall off of a Tree.

Wife, A Plum.tree, Mafter,

Gloft. How long haft thoubeene blinde ?

Simpe. O borne fo,Mafter,

Gloft. What, and would'ft climbe g Tree ?

Sempe. But that in all my life,when I was a youth.

wife. Too true,and bought his climbing very deare.

Gloff. *Mafle,thonlouw'dft Plummes well that would’ft
venture {o.,

Simpe. Alas, good Mafter, my Wife defired fome
Damfons, and made me climbe, with danger of my
Life.

Gloff. A fubtill Knaue,but yet it fhall not ferue:

Let me {ee thine Eyes; winck now,now cpen them,
In my opinion, yet thou feeft not well,

Simpe. Yes Mafter, cleareas day, I thanke God and
Saint Albones.

Gloft. Say’@thoume fo : what Colouris this Cloake
of ?

Simpc. Red Mafter,Red as Blood, :

Gloft. Why that's well faid : What Colour is my
Gowne of?

Swmpe. Black forfooth,Coale-Black,as Tet,

EKing. Why then, thou know’ft what Colour Iet is
of?

Suff. AndyetI thinke,Iet did he neves fee.

Gloff. But l
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Gloff. But Cloakes and Gownes, before this day,a
many. '
Wife. Neuerbefore this day,in all his life,
Gloff. Tell me Sirrha,what’s my Name?
Simpc. Alas Mafter,1 know not,
Gloff. ' What's his Name ?
Simpe. 1 knew not,
Gloft. Nor his?
Simpe. No inpdeede, Mafler,
Gloft. What’s thine owne Name ?
Simpe. Sannder Simpeoxe,and ifit pleafe you Mafter.
Gloft. Then Saunder, (it there,
The lying’ft Knaue in Chriftendome,
If thou hadft beene borne blinde,
Thoumighc'ft as well haue knowne all our Names,
As thus to name the feuerall Colours we doe weare.
Sight may diftinguifh of Colours :
But fuddenly to nominate them all,
It is impoflible.
My Lords,Saint A/bore here hath done a Miracle:
And would ye not chinke it,Cunning to be great,
That could reftore this Cripple to his Legges againe.
Simpe. O Mafier,thatyou could ?
Gloft. My Mafters of Saint Albones,
Haue you not Beadles in your Towne,
And Things call’d Whippes ?
Maior. Yes,my Lord, if ic pleafe your Grace,
Gloff. Then fend for one prefently.
Maior, Sirrha,goe ferch the Beadle hither ftraight,
Exit.
Gloff. Now fetchme a Stoole hither by and by,
Now Sirrha,if youmeane to faue your felfe from Whip-
ping.leape me ouer this Stoole,and runne away,
Simpe. AlasMafter,I am not able’to fand alone:
{ You goe about to torture me invaine.

Enter a Beadlewith Whippes.

Gloft. Well Sir,we mufthaue you finde your Legges.
Sirrha Beadle, whippe him cill he lgape ouer that {ame
Stoole.

Beadle. Iwill,my Lord.

Come on Sitrha,off with your Doublet,quickly,

Simpe, Alas Mafter,what (hall I doe? I amnot able to
ftand,

Afierthe Beadle hath bit bim oxce e leapes oner
the Stoole, and rannes away : and they

follow, andery, A Miracle,
King. O God,feeft thou this,and beareft {o long ?
Lueene. It made me laugh,to fee the Villaine runne,
Gloft. Followthe Knaue,and take this Drab away.
ife. Alas Sir,we did it for pure need.
Gloft. Lerthébe whipt through cuery Market Towne,

Till they come to Barwick,from whence they came.
Exit,

Card. Duke Humfreyha's done a Miracle to day,

Suff. True: madethe Lame to leape and flye away.

Gloff. But youhaue done more Miracles then I
Youmade ina day,my Lord,whole Townes to flye,

Euter Buckingham,

King. What Tidings with our Coufin Buckingham
Buck, Suchas my heart dothtremble tovnfold :

A fort of naughtie petfons,lewdly berit,

Vnder the Countenance and Confederacie

i

Of Lady Eliaxor, the Prote&ors Wife,
The Ring-leader and Head of all this Rout,
Haue practis’d dangeroufly againft your State,
Dealing with Witches and with Coniurers,
Whom we haue apprehended in the Fa&,
Rayfing vp wicked Spirits from vader ground,
Demanding of King Henries Lifeand Death,
And other of your Highneffe Prinie Councell,
As more at large your Grace fhall vnderftand,

Card. And fomy Lord Proteor,by this meanes
Your Lady is forth-comming,yet at London,
This Newes I thinke hath turn’d your Weapons edge s
"Tis like,my Lord,you will not keepe your houre.

Gleff. Ambitious Churcheman,leaue to affli& my heart: |

Sorrow and griefe haue vanquifhe all my powers;
And vanquitht as I am,! yeeld to thee,
Or to the meanelt Groome,

Eing. O Gad,what mifchicfes work the wicked ones?
Heaping confufion on their owne heads thereby,

Queene. Gloster,fee here the Tain&ure of thy Neft,

And looke thy felfe be faultlefle,thou wert beft.

Gloff. Madame,for my felfe,to Heauen [ doe appeale,
How I haue low’d my King,and Common-weale :
And for my Wife,I know not haw it ftands,
Sorry Tam to heare what I haue heard,

| Noble fheeis: but if fhee haue fnrgm:

Honor and Vertue,and conuerst wich fuch,

As like to Pytch,defile Nobilivie ;

I banifh her my Bed,and Companie,

And giue her as a Prey to Law and Shame,

That hath dis-honored Gloffers honelt Name,

King. Well for this Night we will repofe vs here :

Tomorrow toward Loadon,back againe,

To lopke into this Bufineffe thorowly,

And call thefe foule Offendors to their Anfweres;

And peyle the Caufe in Tuftice equall Scales, ‘

Whofe Beame tands {ure, whofe rightful caufe preuailes.
Flourifb, Exeunt. :

Ester Yorke, Saliibury, and tvarwick,

Yorke. Now my good Lords of Salisbury 8 Warwick,
Our imple Supper ended,giue me leaue,
In this clofe Walke,ro fatisfie my felfe,
In crauing your opinion of my Title,
Which is infallible,to Englands Crowne.
Salisb, My Lord,[long ta heare it ac full,
Warw. Sweet Yorke begin:and if thy clayme be godd,
The Newills are thy Subieéts to command, ;
Yorke. Then thus :
Edward the third,my Lords,had (euen Sonnes :
The firft, Edward the Black-Prince,Prince of Waless’
The {econd,#3lliam of Haifield ; and the third,
Lionel,Duke of Clarence 3 next to whom,
Was Jobn of Gaunt,the Duke of Lancafter;
The ift, was Edmond Langley,Duke of Yorke;
The fixt,was Thomas of Woodftock, Duke of Glofter;
william of Wind(or was the feuenth,and laft,
Edward the Black-Prince dyed before his Father,
And left behinde him Richard, his onely Sonne,
Who after Edward the third’s death, raign’d as King,
Till Heury Bullingbrooke, Duke of Lancafter,
The eldeft Sonne and Heire of Jobs of Gaunt,
Crown’d by the Name of Hewry the fourth,
Seiz’d onthe Realme, depos'd the rightfull King,
Sent his poore Queeneto France,from whence the C;m;,
n
!
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And him to Pumfret ; where,asall you know,
Harmelefle Richard was musthered traiteroufly.
warw. Father ;the Duke hathtold the truth’;
Thus got the Houfe of Lancaster the Crowne.
Torke. Which now they bold by force,and not by right:
For Richard,the i Sonnes Heire,being dead,
The Iflue of the next Sonne fhould haue reign’d.
Salisb. Buc william of Hatfield dyed without an
Heire,
Yorke: The third Sonne, Duke of Clarence,
From whofe Line I clagyme the Crowne,
Had 1fue Phillip, a Daughter,
Who marryed Edmord Mortimer Eatle of March:
Edmond bad Tlue,Roger, Earle of March;
Roger had Hlue,Edmond, Anne,and Elianor,
Salish. This Edmona,inthe Reigne of Bullingbrooks
As T haue read, layd clayme vato the Crowne,
And but for Owen Glendonr, ha_d beene King ;
Who kepe hiin in Capriuitic, till he dyed.
Buz,to the reft.
Yorke. Hiselde(t Sifter,eAuze,
My Mother,being Heire vato the Crowne,
Marryed Richard,Earle of Cambridge,
Who was to Edmond Langley,
Edward the thirds fift Sonnes Sonne;
By her I clayme the Kingdome :
She was Heire to Roger,Eatle of March,
Who was the Sonne of Edwsond iortimer,
Who marryed Phillip, {ole Davghter
| Vnto Lionel,Duke of Clarence,
1 So,if the Iffue of the elder Sonne
Succeed before the younger, T am King,
warw. VW hat plaine proceedings is more plain then this?
Henry doth clayme the Crowne from Zohn of Gaunt,
The fousth Sonne, Yorke claymes it from the third :
o Till Liowels Iflue fayles, his fhould not reigne,
Itifayles not yer.but flourifhes in thee,
| And in thy Sonnes, faire flippes of fuch a Stock,
Then Father Salisbury, knecle wetogether,
And inthis privare Plot bewe the firft,
That (hall {alute our rightfull Soueraigne
| With biopor of his Birth-right to the Crowne.
Both. Long live our Soucrsigne Rishard, Englands
| King. ! ;
Yorke. We thanke you Lords:
Bue I amnot yourKing,till I be Crown’d,
1 And that my:Sword be ftayn’d
1 With heart-blood of the Houle of Lawncaffer :
And that’s not fuddenly to be perform’d,
1 But with aduice and filent fecrecie.
Doe you as Fdoc¢ in thefe dangerons dayes,
Wigke atthe Duke of Suffolkes infolence,
At Beanfords Pride,at Somer[ets Ambicion,
At Brckingbam,and all the Crew of them,
Till they haue fnar'd the Shepheard of the Flock,
That vertuous Prines,the good Duke Humfrey:
‘Tisthat they fecke; and they,in feeking that,
Shall finde cheir deaths,if Terke can prophecie.
Salish, My Lord,breake we off; we know your minde
at full,
warw. My heart aflures methat the Earle of Warwick
Shall one day make theDuke of Yorkea King,
Torke. And Neaill,this T doe aflure my felfe,
| Richard {hall liue to make the Earle of Warwick
The greateft man in England, bur the King,
Exennt.

2
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Sound Trumpets. Enterthe King and State,
with Guard,to banifh the Ducheffz,

King. Stand forth Dame Elianor Cobbams,
Glosters Wife :
In ight of God,and vs,your guilcis grede,
Receiuve the Sentence of the Law for finne,
Such as by Gods Booke are adiudg’d to.death.
You foure from henze to Prifon,back againe;
From thence,vnto the place of Execution
The Witch in Smithfield fhall be burnt to afhes,

And you three {hall be ftrangled on the Gallowes.
YouMadame, for you are more Nobly borne,’
Delpoyled of your Honor in your Life,
Shalljafter three dayes open Penance done,
Liue in your Countrey here,in Banithment,
With Sir John Stanly,in the 1le of Man,
Elianor. Welcomeis Banifbment,welcome were my
Death.
Gloft. Elianor;the Law thou feeft hath iudged thee,
I cannot inftifie whom the Law condemnes:
Mine eyes are full of teares, my heart of griefe,
Ah Humfrey, this difhonor in thine age,
Will bring thy head with {orrow to the ground,
I befeech your Maieftie giue meleaueto goe ;
Sorrow would follace,and mine Age wouid eafe,
King. Stay Humfrey, Duke of Glofier,
Ere thou goe, gine vp thy Staffe,
Henry will to himfelfe Proteétor be,
And Ged fhall be oy hope,my flay,my guide,
And Lanthorne to my feete:
And goe in peace, Humfrey, no leffe belon'd,
Then when thou wert Prote@or to thy King.
Qugene. 1feeno realon,why a King of yeeres
Should be to be prote@ed like a Child,
Godand King Hesry gouernie EnglandsRealme :
Giue vp your Staffe,Sir,and the King his Realme,
Gloft. My Staffe? Here,Noble Henryis my Staffe
As willingly doe ] the {ame refigne,
As cre thy Father Hewry made it mine
And even as willingly at thy feete I leau¢ r,
Asothers would ambitiou(ly receiueic,
Farewell good King: when | am dead,and gone,
May honorable Peace attend thy Throne,
Exit Gloffer:
Queene Why now is Heury King,and Margare Queen,
And Humfrey,Duke of Glofter,fcarce himfelfe,
That beares fo threwd amayme : two Pulls at once;
His Lady banifht,and a Limbe lopt oft,
This Staffe of Honor raught,there let it ftand,
Where it beft fics to be,in Hewnries hand,
S#ff.Thus droupes this loftic Pyne,& hangs his {prayes,
Thus Elzanors Pside dyes in her youngeft dayes:.
Yorke,Lords,let him goe,Pleafe it your Maicflie,
This is the day appointed for the Combat,
And ready are the Appellant and Defendant,
The Armorer and his Man,to enter the Lifls,
So pleafe your Highnefle to behold the fight.
#gene. 1, good my Lord: for purpofely therefore
Left I the Court,to fee this Quarrell try’de.
King. AGods Name fee the Lyfls and all things fi,
Here letchem end it,and God defend theriglit.
Yorke. 1 neuer faw a fellow worfe beftead,
Or more afraid to fight,thenis the Appellant,
| The [eruant of this Armorer,my Lords.
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Enter at one Doore the Armorer and bis Nengﬁen,dt‘mkmﬁ

to bims (6 much, thatbae is drunke 5 and be enters with & |

Drimme écfare bins,, and bss Staffe, with“a Sand-bagge
faftened toit - and at the other Dodre bis Man , withia
Drumme and Sand-bagge,and Premmc: drmlqng 1o bint.

1. Neighbor. Here T\ewhbour Herner;Ldrinke vo you

in a Cup of Sack ;and feare notNﬂzghbor,yoa fhall doe |

‘well enough,

2- Nengﬁor Andhere nghbour here’s a Cuppe-of
Charneco.
3. Neighbor. And herc saPotof good Double-Besse
Ncmhuur drinke,and feare not your M”.h

Armorer. Let it come yfaith, and-Lle pledge you ll,
and afigge for Peier.

1. Prent.. Here Peter I-duinke to chcc, and be:not.a.
fraid. :

2. Prest. Be merry Peter,and feare not thy Mafler,
Fight for credit of the Prent.ccs

“Peter, . thaoke you all:drinke,and pray for me,1 pray
you , for I'thiake I haue taken my laft Draught in chis
World, Here Rebin,and if 1dye,l gine thecmy Aporne;
and #:l, thou fhalt haue :my Hammer ; and here Tom,

take all the Money that Thaue. O Lordbleffeme, I pray

' God, for I amneuer able to deale with my Maﬁcl, hee
hathlearnt {o much fence already.

Salisb. Come,leaue your dnnkmﬂ and fall to blowes,
Sirrha,what’s thy Name 2

Peter. Peter for{footh.

Salish, Perer? what more ¢

Peter. Thumpe.

Saltsb. Thumpe 2 Then fee thou thumpe thy Mafter
well,

Armorer. Mafters, Iam come hither 25 it were vpon
iny Mans inftigation, to proue him a Knaue,and my felfe
an none[lman and touching the Duke of Yorke, Iwill
take my death, I neuer meant him any ill, nor the King,
nor the Queene : and therefore Perer haue at thee with a
downe-right blow.

Torke., Dxfpatch,th:s Koaues tongu"bemns to double.
Sound Trumpets, Alarum to the Combattants.

Tbey fight, avd Peter fErikes bims downe.

Armorer. Hold Peter,hold, I confefle,] confeffe Trea-
{on.

{ Zorke. Takeaway his Weapon: Fellow thanke God,
and the good Wine in thy Mafters way.
4 Peter. O God,haue I overcome mine Enemies in this
prefence? O Peter,thou haft preuayl’din right,
King, Goe,take hence that Traytor from our fight,
For by his death we doe perceiue his guilc,
And God in Juftice hath reucal’d to vs
The truth and innocence of this poore fellow,
Which he had thought to haue murther’d wronﬂfully
Come fcllow,follow vs for thy Reward.
Sosnd a flowrifh,

Exeunt.

Enter Duke Humfrey aud his Men in
Mourning Cloakés.

Glaft. Thus fometimes hath the brighteft day-a Cloud:
And after Summer,euermore fucceedes
Barren Wanter,with his wrathfull nipping Cold ;
So Cares and Ioyes abound,as Seafons fleet.
Sirs,what’s a Clock ?
Sers. Teone,my, Lord,

Gloff. Tenneis the houre that was appointed me,
To watch the comming of my punifht Duchefle :
Vaneath may fhee cmiufe the Flincie Sireers,

To treade them with her tender-feeling Feet.

Sweet Neh,ill can thy Noble Minde abrooke

The abie& People,gazing on thy face, '

With eéaunious Lookes laughing as thy fhame, _
That er(t did follow thy p—owd Chariot=W heeles,: 7.y
When thou didft ride in triumph through the fireers.
But foft,I thinke fhe cotues, and Ile prepase

My teare-ftayn’d eyes,to fee her Mifecigs.

Enter the Dﬁc!zefe %A sz‘e qbfe: med A. Taptf 3 '
burning in ber hand, with the .S'r’.wn":
and. Officers.

Sern,. So-pleafe yousGrace, wee ‘le take hcr from the

Sherife,

Gloffer. No , flirre nat for your m:cs, Jet hcr paﬂ'c

{.4‘7,

s Eljanor. Comeyou,my Lord,to fes my open (hame;’

Now thou do’t Penance too, Looke how they gaze, .,

See how the giddy multitude doe poine, |

And nodde their heads,and throw their eves on thee.

Ah Gloffer;hide thee from their batefull lookcs,

And inthy Clofet pent vp, rse my fhaine,

And banne thine Enemies,both mine and thine.
Glof?. pameﬁt,ge“tl Nell, forget this griefe.,
Elianor: Ah Glsster, teach me to forget my felfe:

For whileft 1 thinke I am thy married W ife,

And thou a Prince,Protetor of this Lands

Me thinkes [ {hould not thus be led along,‘

Mayl'd vp in (hame,with Papers on my back,

And follow’d with a Rabble, that reioyce

To fee my teares, and hieare my deepe-fet groanes.

The ruthlefle Fling doth clit my tender feer,

And when 1 Rart,the enuious people laugh,

And bid me be aduifed 1ow I treade.

Ah Hﬂmrrre},a in I beare this fhamefull yoake?

Troweit thou,that ere Ile looke vpon the World,

Or count thc*n happy,that enioyes the Sunne ?

No: Darke (hall be my Light,and Night my Day.

To thinke vpon my Pompe,(hall be my Hell.

Someume lle fay,I am Duke Hemfreyes Wife, .

And he a Prince,and Ruler of the Land : )

Yet {o he rul’'d,and fuch a Prince he was,

As he ftood by,whileft I his forlorne Ducheffe,

Was made a wonder,and a pointing ftock

To cueryidle Rafcall follower.

But be thou milde,and bluth not at my thame,

Nor ftirre at nothing till the Axe of Death

Hang ouer thee,as {ure it fhortly will.

For Suffolke he that can doe all in all

Wi ith her,that hateth thee and hates vsall,

And Torke,and impious Beasford,that falfe Prieft,

Haue all lym’d Bufhes to betray thy Wings,

And fiye thou how thou canft,they’le tangle thee,

- But feare not thou,vntill thy foot be {nay’ d

Nor neuer fecke preuention of thy foes.

Gloff. Ah Nell forbeare:thouaymeft all awry,
I muft offend,before 1 be attainted :
And had I cwentie times fo many foes,
And each of them had cwentie times thcsrpowcr,
All thefe could not. procure me any feathe,
Solong asTam lnyall,truc and crimelefTe,

\ VVould t have me refcue thee from this rcproach ?

n Why

"
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| Why yet thy fcandall were not wipt away,
1But Iindanger for the breach of Law,
Thy greatelt helpeis quiet,gentle Veil:
' I pray thee fort thy heart to patience,
Thefe few dayes wonder will be quickly worne:
- Enatér a'Herald. '
Her.] fummon your Grace to his Maiefties Parliament,
Holden at Bury,the firft of this next Moneth.
Gloff. And my confent ne’reask’d herein before ?
This is clofe déaling. Well,I will'be chere,
My Nell,I takemyleate 2 and Mafter Sherife,
Let not her Penance exceede the Kings Commiffion.
§h. And'e pleafe yoiir Graee;here my Commiffion ftayes:
And Sir Jobn Stawly is dppointed now,
To take her with him to the Ile of Man.
. Gloff. Muft you,Sir Zobn,prote&t my Lady here?
"3 Stanly. ‘Soamr] “giuen-in charge, may’t pleafe your
Grace.
{* Gloff. Entreathernot the worfe,in thatT pray
{ You vfe her well : the World may laugh againe,
| And T may lineto doe youkindnelle,if you doe it her,
| And fo Sir Jobw,farewell,
{ Elianor. What, gonemy Lord, and bid me not fare-
well?
Gloft. Witnefle my teares, I cannot ftay to (peake.
Exit Glofter.
Elianori Art thou gone to? all cotnfort goe with thee,
Fornone abides with me: myToy,is Death;
il Death,at whofe Name T oft haue beene-afear’d,
Becaufe I wifh'd this Worlds eternitie,
Stanley,1 prethee goe,and take me hence, )
I care not whither,forI begge no fauor ;
Onely conuey me where thouart commanded.”
|  Stanley. Why,Madame, thatisto the llc of Man,
There tobé vs'd according to your Stare,
Elianor, That's bad enough,for I am but reproach :
And {hall [ then be vs'd reproachfully 2
StanleyLike to aDucliefle,and D.ke Humfreyes Lady,
Accordingto that State you fhall be ys'd.
Elianor, Sherife farewell,and better then I fare,
Although thou haft beene Condu& of my thame,
Sherife. Itis my Office,and Madame pardon me,
Elianor. 1,1 farewellythy Office is difcharg’d :
Come Stanley,(hall we goe?
Stanley. Madame,your Penance done,
Throw off this Sheet,
And goe'weto attyre you for our Tourney,
Elianor. My thame will not be {hifted with my Sheet:
No, it willhang vpon my richeft Robes,
And fhew it felfe,attyre me how I can.

Goe,leade the way,I long to fee my Prifon, Exennt

Sesnd a Senst, Enser King, Jueene,Cardinall, Suffolke,
Yorke,Buckinghans,Salisbury andwarwicke,
to the Parliament.
King. 1mufe my Lord of Glofteris not come:
*Tisnot his went to be the hindmoft man,
What e’re occafion keepes him from vs now.
ugene, Can yot not fee? or will ye not obferue
The ftrangene(Te of his alter'd Countenance®
With what a Maieftic hie beares himfelfe,
How infolent of late he is become,
{ How prowd how peremptorie,and vnlike himfelfe,
We know the time (ince he was milde and affable,
And if we did but glance a farre-off Looke,
Immediately he was'vpon his Knee,

Tbe fecond Part of Henrythe Sixs. &

| *Tis to be fear’d they all will follow him,

That all the Court admir’d him for fubmiffion,
But meet him now,and be it in the Morne,
When euery onewill giue the time of day,

He knits his Brow,and fbewes-an angry Eye,
And paffech by with ftiffe vabowed Knee,
Difdaining dutie that to vs belongs.

Small Curres are not regarded when they grynne,
But great men tremble when the Lyon rores,
And Humfrey 1sno liitle Manin England,

Firft note,that he isneere you in difcent,

And fhould youfall;he is the next will mount.
Me {cemeth then,it isno Pollicie,

Refpecting what a rancorous minde he beares,
And his aduantage following your deceafe,
Thathe fhould come about your Royall Perfon,
Orbe admitted to your Highueffe Councell,

By~ flatterie hath he wonne the Commons hearts
And when he pleafe to make Commotton,

Now tis thejSpring,and Weeds are fhallow-rooted,
Sufter themnow.and they’le o’'re-grow the Garden,
And choakethe Herbes for want of Husbandry.
The reuerent care I bearevnto my Lord,

Made me colleét thefe dangers in the Duke,

If it be fond, call it a Womans feare:

Which feare,if better Reafons can fupplant,

I will fubfcribe,and fay I wrong'd the Duke,

My Lord of Suffolke, Backingham,and Yorke,
Reproue my allegation,if you can,

Or elfe conclude my words effeGuall.

Suff. Well hath your Highneffe fecne into this Duke:

And had I firft beene put to fpeake my minde,
I thinke I'fhould haue told your Graces Tale.
The Ducheﬂ’c.,byhis fubornation,
Vpon my Life began her diuellith pratifes ;
Or if he were not priuie to thofe Faults,
Yet by reputing of his high difcent,
Asnext the King,he was fucceffiue Heire,
And fuch high vaunts of his Nobilitie,
Did inftigate the Bedlam braine-fick Ducheffe,
By wicked meanes to frame our Soueraignes fall,
Smooth runnes the Water, where the Brooke is deepe,
And in his imple [hew he harbours Treafon.
The Fox barkes not,when he would fteale the Lambe,
No,no,my Soueraigne,Glonfler is a man
Vnfounded yet,and full of deepe deceit,
(ard. Did he not,contrary to forme of Law,
Deuile firange deaths,for fmall offences done ¢
Yorke Anddid henot,in his Proteétor(hip,
Levic great fummes of Money throughthe Realme,
For Souldiers pay in France,and neuer fent it 2
By meanes whereof,the Townes each day reuolted.
Buck, Tut,thefe are petty faults to faults voknowne,
Which time will bring to light in fmooth Duke Hugsfrey.
King, My Lords at once: the care you haue of vs,
Tomowe downe Thornes that would annoy our Foot,
Is worthy prayfe: but fhall I fpeake my confcience,
Our Kinfman Glofferis as innocent,
From mezning Treafon to our Royall Perfon,
As is the fucking Lambe,or harmeleffe Doue :
The Duke 15 vertuous,milde,and too well giuen,
To dreame on euill,or to worke my downefall,

Qu. Ah what’s more dangerons,then this fond affiance?
Seemes he a Doue? his feathers are but borrow’d,
Forbee’s difpofed as the hatefull Rauen,

Is he a Lambe? his Skinne is furely lent him,

For
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For hee’s cnclin'd as is the rauenous Wolues,
Who cannot fteale 2 fhape;that meanes deeit?
Take heed,my Eord,the welfare of vs all,

Hangs on the cutting thort that fraudfull man,
{ ; Sl

Enter Sonderfet.

Som. All health vito my gracious Soueraigne.

King. Welcome Lord-Somer(és: What Newes from
France? Tisir® 3 »
Soms. Thatall'your Interefiin thofe Tetritories,

Is vecerly bereft you : all isdofty abiph:

King. Cold Newes,Lord Somerfer : bueGods will be
done, ' feuzl

Yorke. Cold Newes for me: forT had hiope of France
As firmely asThope for fertile England. '

Thus are my Bloflomes blafted in'the Bad,
And Caterpillers eate my Leaues away :
But I will remedie this geare ere long,

Or {ell my Title for a glorious Graue,

£

Enter Gloncefter.

Gloff. Allhappinefle vnto my Lord the King.

Pardon,my Liege,that I haue ftay’d fo long.
Saff. Nay Glofter, know that thou art come too foone,

Vnleffe thou wert more loyallthenthouarr s
1 doe arreft thee of High Treafon here.

Gloft. Well Suffolke, thou fhalt not fee meblufh,
Nor change my Countenance for this Arrefi:
A Heartvafported,is not eafily daunted.

{ The pureft Spring is not {o free from mudde,

AsTam cleare from Treafon tomy Soucraigne.
Who can acgufe me? wherein am I guiliie?
Yorke, Tis thought,my Lord,
That you rooke Bribes of France,
And being Protector, ftay’d the Souldiers pay,
By meanes whereof,his Highneffe hath loft France,
Gloft. Isitbutthoughe fo?
What are they that thinkejr 2
I neuer rob’d the Souldiers of their pay,
Nor euer had one penny Bribe from France:
So helpe me God,as I haue watche the Night,
I,Night by Night,in ftludying good for England,
That Doyt thac ere I wreited fromthe King,
Or any Groat I hoorded to my vfe,
Be brought againt me ac my Tryall day.
No: many a Pound of mine owne proper (tore,
Becaufe I would not taxe theneedie Commons,
Haue I dif-purfed to the Garrifons,
And neuer ask’d for reftitution,
Card. It ferues youwell,my Lord,to fay fo much.
Gloff. 1 {aynomore then tritth,fo helpe me God.
Torks. Inyour Prote&orfhip, you diddeuife
Strange Tortures for Offendors,ncuer hieard of;
That England was defam’d by Tyrannie.

Gloft.W hy tis well known,that whiles I was Proteltor, |

Pictie was all the fault thae was in me :
For I fhould melt atan Offendors teares,
And lowly words were Ranfomie for their fault:
Vnleffe it were 2 bloody Murtherer; [
Or foule felonious Theefe,that fleec’d poore paflengers,
1 nener gaue them condigne punithment. ;
Murther indeede,that bloodie finne,l torsur’d
Aboue the Felon,or what Trefpas elfe, o

Sxff. My Lord,thefe faults are ¢afie;quickly anfwer'd:
But mighrier Crimes are ldy’d vato your charge; « 0.
Whereof yourandot eafily purge yous felfes iiil=

P

I doe arreft you in his Highneffe Name,® ~1°r
And herc commit you to my Lerd Cardigall
To kecpe,vntill your furcher time of Tryallt ,
King. My Lord of Glofter, tis my [peciallhiope;
That you will cleare your {elfe from all fufpence,
My Confcience tells me you are innocent..
Gloft. Ab gracious Lord,thefe dayes are dangerous:
Vertue is choakt with foule Ambition,
And Charitie chas’d hence by Rancours hand ;
Foule Subornation is predominant,
And Equirie exil'd your Highnefle Land.’
I know,their Complot is tohaue my Life:
And if my deathrmight make this Iland happy,;
And prouethe Period of their Tyrannig; 571
Twould expend it with all willingneffe,
But mine is made the Prologue to their Play::
For thoufands more,that yer fulpe& no perill;
Will not conclude their plotred Tragedie. i
Beanfords red {parkling eyesblab his hearts mallice,
And Saffolks cloudie Brow his ftormie hatey. -
Sharpe Buckinghams vnburthens with his rongue,
The ennious Load that Iyes vpon his heare :
And dogged Torke,that reaches at the Moone, -
Wheofe ouer-weening Arme 1 haue plucke back;
By falfe accufe doth levell avmy Life,
And you,my Soueraigne Lady, with the reft, !
Caufelefle haue lay’d difgraces on my head,
And with your beit endeuour haue Rirr’'d vp
My liefeft Licge tobe mine Enemie :
I,all of you hauelay’d your heads together,
My felfe had notice of your Conuenticles, .
Andall tomake away my guilclefle Life.
I ihall not wane falfe Witnefle,to condemne me,
Nor ftore of Treafons,to augmenc my guile :
The ancient Prouerbe will be well effected,
A Sraffe s quickly found to beat aDogge. -
Card. My Liege,his rayhingis intollerable,
If thofe that carc ro keepe your Royall Perfon
From Treafons fecret Knife,and Trayrors Rage,
Be thus vpbrayded,chid,and rated ar,
And the Offendor graunted {cope of fpeech,
"T will makethem coole in zeale vnto your Grace.
Suff.Hath he not twit our Soueraigne Lady here
With ignominious words,though Clarkely coucht ?
Asif [he had fuborned fome to {weare
Falfe allegations,to o’rethrow his ftate,
Qu. But I can giue the lofer leaue to chide.
Gloff.Farretruer fpoke then meant: Ilofeindeede,
Befhrew the winners, for they play’d me falfe,
And well fuch lofers may haue leaue to {peake.
Buck, Hee'le wreft the (ence,and hold vs here all day.

.Lord Cardinall,h¢ is your Prifoner.

Card.Sirs take away the Duke,and guard him fure,

Glost. Ahythus King Henry throwes away his Crutchy
Before his Legges be firme to beare his Bodys,

Thus is the Shepheard beaten from thy fide,

And Wolues are gnarling,who {hall gnaw thee fisft,
Ah thatmy feare were falfe, ab that it were 5

Fer good King Henry,thy decay I feare.  Exit Gloffers

King.My Lords,what to your wifdomes feemeth beft,
Doe,or vndoe,as if our felfe were here.

Aucene. What,will your Highnefle leaue the Parlia-
ment ?

King. 1 Margarer: my heartis drown'd with griefe,
Whofe floud begins to lowe within mine eyes;.
My Body round-engyre with miferie :

n 2
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For what's more miferable then Difcontent ?

Ah Vnckle Humsfrey, inthy face Ifee

The Map of Honer,Truth,and Loyaltie:

And yet, gaod Humfrey,is the houre to come,

That ere Lprou'd thee falfe;or fear'd thy faich,

‘What lowring Starre now envies thy eftate ?

“Thag thefe great Lords,and AZargarer our Queene,

Doefecke {ubuerfion of thy harmeleffe Life,

‘Thou neuer didft them wrong,norno man wrong:

' And as the Butcher takes away the Calfe,

And binds the Wretch,2nd beats it when it firayes,

‘Bearing it to the bloody Slanghter-houfe;

Euen {o remorfelefle haue they borne him hence :

And as the Damme runnes lowing vp and downe,

{ Looking the way her harmelefle young one wenr,

' And can doenaught bur wayle her Darlings loffe;;

:Euen fo my felfe bewayles good Gloffers.cale

| With fad vnhelpefull teares, and with dimn’'d eyes ;

Locke after him,and caanot doe him good:

So mightie are his vowed Enemies.

' His forcunes I will weepe; and "cwixt each groane,

Say,who’sa Traytor 2 Glofferhe is none, Exit.
Queene, Free Lords: :

Cold Snow melts with the Sunnes hot Beames :

Henry,my Lord,is cold in great Affaires, -

Too full of foolifh pittie : and Gloffers (hew

Beguiles him,as the mournefull Crocodile

With forrow fnares relenting paflengers ;

Or as the Snake,roll’d inaflowring Banke,

With fhining chiecker'd flough doth fting a Child,

That for the beautie thinkes it excellent.

Beleeue me Lords,were none more wifethen I,

And yec hereinI iudge mioe owne Wit gooid ;

This Gloffer {hould be quickly rid the W orldji

To rid vs from the feare we haue of him.

(ard. Thathe fhoulddye,is worthie pollicie, |
Bt yet we want a Colour for his death: )
"Tis meet hebe condemn’d by courfe of Law. ' I«

Suff. 3utinmy minde,that were no pollicies. | -
The King will labour fltill to faue his Life,

The Commons haply rife,to faue his Life;

And yet we haue but triuiall argument,

More then miftruft,thac fhewes him worthy death,
Yorke. Sothat by this,you would not haue him dye,
§sff. Ah Yorke,no man aliue,fo faineas 1.

Yorke. 'Tis Yorke thachath more reafon for his death,
But my Lotd Cardinall,and you my Lord of Suffolke,
Say as you thinke,and {peake it from yourSoules
Wer'tnot all one, anemptic Eagle were fet,

To guard the Chickenfroma hungry Kyte,

As place Duke Humfiey for the Kings Prote@or 2
Queene.So the poore Chicken fhould be fure of death.
S#ff. ‘Madame 'tis true: and wer’t not madnefle then,

To make the Fox {urueyor of the Fold 2

Who beingaceu’d a craftie Murtherer,

His guilt {hould be but idly pofted ouer,

Becaufe his purpofe is not executed,

No: let him dye,in thathe is a Fox,

By nature prou’d an Enemie to the Flock,

Before his Chaps be tayn’d with Crimfon blood,

As Humfrey prou'd by Reafonsto my Liege.

And doe not ftand on Quillets how to flay him

Beit by Gynnes,by Snarcs,by Subtletie,

Sleeping,or Waking, tis no matterhow,

So he bedead; for that is good deceit,

Which mates him fir@ that firft intends deceie.

HTEe Jecond Part of Henyyihe Sixe.
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| Lord Sffolke;you and I mufk talke of thac euent.

Lueene, Thrice Noble Suffolke,tis refolutely fpoke,
Suff. Notrelolute,except fo much were done,

For things are often {poke; and feldome meant,

But that my heart accordeth with my tongue,

Seeing the deed is meritorious, .

And to preferue my Soueraigne from his Foe,

Say but the word,and I'will be his Prieft,

Card.But Twould haue him dead,my Lord of Suffolke, }
Ere you can take due Orders for a Prieft : =8
Say you confent,and cenfure well the deed,

And Ile prouide his Executioner,
I tender fo the fafetie of my Liege,
Suffe Hereis my Hand,the deed is worthy doing,
Gscene. Andfo fay I
Yorke. AndI:andnow we thrae have fpoke it,
Itskills not greatly who impugnes our doome.

Enter.a Poffe.

Poff. Great Lords,from Ireland am I come amnaine,

To fignifie,that Rebels there are vp,

And put the Englifbmer vito the Sword,

Send Succours(Lords)and ftep the Rage betime,
Before the Wound doe grow vncurable ;

For being greene,there is great hope of helpe,

Card. A Breach that craues a quick expedient ﬂoppc.
What counfaile giue you in this weightie caufe?

Yorke. That Semerfet be fent as Regent thither :

"Tis meet that luckie Ruler be imploy’d,
Witneffe the fortune he hath had in France.

Som. 1 Yorke;with all his farre-fet pollicie,
Had beene the Regent there,in ftead of me,
He neuer would haue ftay’d inFrance o long,

Zorke.No,not to lofe it all,as thou haft done,

I rather would haue loft miy Life betimes,

Then bring a burthen of dis-henour home,

By ftaying there fo long,till all were loft.

Shew me one skarre,charaéter’d on thy Skinne,

Mens flefh preferu’d fo whole,dae feldome winne.
2u. Nay then,this fparke will proue a raging fire,

If Wind and Fuell be brought, to feed it with

No more,good 2orke; (weet Somerfet be Rill,

Thy forcune, Yorke, hadft thou beene Regenrthere,

Might happily haue prou‘d farre worfe then his.

Yorke. ‘What,worfe then naught ? nay,then a thame
take all,

Somerfér, And in cthe number 4 thee, that wifhett|
fhame,

Card. My Lord of Yorke,trie what your forzune is:
Th'vnciuill Kernes of Ireland arein Armes, ;
And temper Clay with 'blood of Englithmen.
ToIreland will youleade:a Band of men,

Colleéted choycely from each Countic fome,
And trie your hap againft the Trifbmen ¢
Yorke. Ywill;my Lord,fo pleafe his Maieftie,
Suff. Why,our Autheritie is his confent,
And what we doe eftablifh,he confirmes :
Then,Noble Yorke,take thou this Taske in hand.

Torke. Tam content: Prouide me Souldiers,Lords, :
Whiles.I take order for mine owne affaires.

Suff. A charge,Lord Torke,that I will fee perform'd,
But now returne we to thie falle Duke Humfrey.

Card. Nomereof him: for I will deale wich him,
That henceforth he fhall trouble vs no more:

And fo breake off,the day is almoft fpent,

Ze orke.){{y
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Yerke. My Lord of Suffalke,withinfoutetecne dayes \
At Briftow I expe& my Souldiers, SULA ‘
For there Ile fhippethem all for Ireland, v i il
Suff. lle feeietruly done,my Lord of Yorke, Exesnt.
Cinnn L MManet Teorke,
Yorke Now Yorke,or neuer;fteele thy fearfoll thoughts,
And change mifdoubt/to refolution ;' i
Be that thou hop'ft tobe;or what thou arr 5.
Refigne to deathjit is not worth th'enioying: *  *
Let pale-fac’t feate keepe with the meane-borne man,
And finde no hatbor ina Royall heatt. :
Fafter thé Spring-rime fhowres;comes thoght onthoght,
And not a thought,but thinkeson Digniric.
My Brayne,more bufic then thelaboring Spider,
W eaues tedious Snares to trapanine Enemies.
Well Nobles, wells’tis politikely done,
To fend me packing with an Hoaft of men:
I feare me,you but warme the ffarued Snake,
Who cherifht in your breaits,will Ring your hearts,
"Twas men [lackt,and you will giue them me
I take it kindly: yet be well affur'd,
You put {harpe Weapons ina mad-mans hands,
Whiles I in Ireland nourifh amightie Band,
1 will fRirve vp in England fome black Storme,
Shall blowe ten thoufand Soules to Heauen,or Hell s
Andthis fell Tempeft fhall not ceafe torage,
Vntill the Golden Circuit onmy Head,
Like to the glorious Sunnes tranfparant Beames,
Doe calme the furie of this mad-bred Flawe.
And for a minifter of my intent,
I haue feduc’d a head-ftrong Kentifhman,
Ishn Cade of Afhford,
To make Commotion,as full well he can,
Vnder the Title of Zobn e Mortimer. ¢~
in Ireland haue I feene this fubborne Cade
Oppofe himf{clfe againft a Troupe of Kernes,
And fought fo long till chat his thighes with Darts
Were almoft like a (harpe-quilP’d Porpentine::
And in the end being refcued,I haue {eene

Him capre ypright,like a wilde Merifco,
Shaking the bloody Darts,as he his Bells.
Full often,like a thag-hayr’d craftie Kerne,
Hath be conuerfed with the Enemie,
And vndifcouer’d,come to me againe,
And given me notice of their Villanies.
This Deuill here fhall be my fubftitute;
For that Zohn Morsimer,which now is dead,
In face,in gate,in {peech he doth refemble.
By this, I fhall perceiue the Commons mince,
How they affe& the Houfe and Clayme of Yorkes
Say he be taken,racke,and tortured ;
I know,no paine they can infliG vpon him,
Will make him fay,I mou’d him to thofe Armes.
Say that he thriue,as tis grear like he will,
Why then from Ireland come I with my firength,
And reape the Harueft which that Rafcall fow’d.
For Humfrey ; being dead,as he fhall be,
And Henry putapart: the next for me, Exit.
Enter two or three ruuning omer the Stage, from the
Murther of Duke Humfrey.
1. Runnetomy Lord of Suffolke : lec him know
We haue difpatche the Duke,as he commanded.
3. Oh,that it were to doe : what haue we done ?
Didft euer heare a man fo penitenc ? Euter Suffolke.
1. Here¢omes my Lord. 3 4

!

Saff. Now Sirshaue’you difpaccht this thing?
1. I,my good Lord,hee’s dead.
Saff. Whythat's well faid:Goe,get youto my Houle,
I will reward you for this venturous deed: i
The King and all the Peeres are here ac hand.
Haue you layd faire the Bed ? Is all things well,
According as I gaue direGions?
1. “Tis,my good Lord.
Suff. Away,begone, Exennt.
Sound Tramspets.: Enter the King the Queene,
Cardinall, Suffolke, Somer et with
51 Attendants.
King. Goe call our Vinckle to our prefence ftraight:
Say,we intend to try his Grace to day,
If he be guiltie,as 'tis publifhed.
Suff. Xlecall him prefently,my Noble Lord.  Exir.
King. Lords take your places: and I pray you all
Proceed no firaiter gainft our Vockle Gloffer,
Then from true euidence,of good efteeme,,
Hebeapprou’d in pradtife culpable. '
Busene. God forbid any Malice thould preuayle,
That faultlefle may condemne a Noble man
Pray God hemay acquithim of {uipision,
Kimg. Ithanke thee Vell, thefe wordes content mee
much.
Enter Suffolke.
How now? why look’ft thou paie? why trembleft thou?
Where is our Vnckle? what’s the matter,Suffolke ¢
Suff. Deadinhis Bed,my Lord: Gloffer is dead.
Queene, Marry God forfend.
Card.Gods {ecret Iudgement: I did dreame toNight,
The Duke was dumbe,and conld not fpeake aword.
Ring fomnds.
Zu. How fares my Lord? Helpe Lords,the King is
dead,
Som. Rere vp his Body,wring him by the Nofe,
9u.Runne,goe helpe,helpe:Oh Henry ope thine eyes,
S#ff. He doth revive againe, Madame be patient.
King. OhHeauenly God.
Hu.How fares my gracious Lord ?
Suff. Comfort my Soueraigne, gracious Henry com-
fort,
King. What,doth my Lord of Suffolke comfort me?'
Came he right now to fing a Rauens Nore,
Whofe difmall tune bereft my Virall powres:
And thinkes he,that the chirping of a Wren,
By crying comfort from a hollow breaft,
Can chafe away the firfi-conceived found ?
Hide not thy poyfon with fuch fugred words,
Lay not thy hands on me : forbeare I fay, '
Theirtouch affrights me as a Serpents fting,
Thou balefull Meffenger,out of my fighe :
Vponthy eye-balls,murderous Tyrannie
Sits in grim Maieftie,to fright the World,
Looke not ypon me,for thine eyes are wounding ;
Yet doe not goeaway ¢ come Bafiliske,
And kill theinnocent gazer with thy fight ¢
For in the fhade of death,I fhall finde ioy ;
In life,but double death,now Gloffer’s dead.
Queene. Why do you ratemy Lord of Suffolke thus ?
Although the Duke was enemie to him,
Yet he moft Chriftian.like laments his death:
And formy felfe,Foc as he wastome,
Might liquid teares,or heart-offending groanes,
Or bleod-~confuming fighes recall his Lifes

——
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I would be blinde with weeping; ficke withegrones, f By,SuffoJkenand&hc'Car,din‘alleMufard: thednes:~ * |
Looke pale as Prim-rofe withblood-drinkingdighes, .| The Commons like an angry Hine of Bees
| And all to haue the Noble Dishé aliue, -1+, if That want their Lendqﬁ,{caucr-vp and downe,
{ What know I bow the worldmay deeme.of mmep T | Andcarenorwho theyfingn his reuenge,
Foritis knowne we were buchollow Friepds ¢ 7 - 11" My felfe haue calm’d theiripleehfull mutinie,
Itmay be iudg’d I made the Duke away; (! t || Vntilbehdyrheare the-ordérofhisdeath | ' ‘
{ So fhallmy name with Slanders tongue bewounded,. /, ! King. Thatheis dead good Warwick, tis too true |

And Princes Coures be fil'd with my reproach i .« || Budhow he dyed,God:knowes; tot Hexry - 159 |

This get I by his death ' Aye me vnhappie, . '| Enterhis Chamber; view-his breachleffe Corpes,

To bea Queene, and Crown’d with infamie. And comment then vpéndhis fodainedeath, TEELE
King.  Ahwoeis mie forGiofter, wretched man. Wyr. Thatthall] do my Liege; Stay Salsburiet "/
Queen. Bewoe for me morewrerched then he is, '| Withthe rude multitude, till I returne: ; St 1afisd

What, Doft thou turneaway, and hide thy face ? | King.Q theu thatiudgef¥ all things, ftag my thoghts:

I amno loathfome Leaper; looke on me, '| My thoughts, thatlabour toperfwade my foule, 1 ! :

What? Artthoulike che:Adder waxen deafe? '| Some violenthandswerelaid on Humfries life :

Be poyfonous too, and kill thy forlorne Queene. - {| If my fufpectbe falle, forgine me God, - .

Isallthy comfortfhurinGlofters Tombe2 ~. 1 © | For iudgement onely doth belong to thie :

Why.then Dame Elranorswas neere thyiey. . Faine would I go te chafe his palielips,

Ere(t his Statue, andiwor(hipit, Wloal as | Withtwenty thoufandkiffes,and ro dinine

And make my Image but an Ale-houle figne, :| Vpon his facean Ocean of falt tedresy, lon! !

Was I for thisnye wrack’d vpon the Sea/ ", ‘ | Totell mylouevnto hisdumbe deafe trunke,

And twice by askward winde from Englands bank || And with'my fingers feelc his hand, vofeeling:

Droue backeagaine viite my Native Clime. 11 || Bucallinvaineare thefe meane Obfequies,

What boaded this ? but wetlforeswarning winhde oo A Dedpnt foreh,

Did fecme to fay, feckenot 4 Séorpions Ne@t, And to furvey his déad and eat¢hy Image :

Nor fet no footing on this vnkinde Shore. What were it but to make my forrow greater #

What did I then? Bur curft the gentle gufts, warw. Come hither gracious Soueraigne, view this

Andhethatloos'd them forch their BrazewCaues, - ‘ body.

And bid them blow towards Englands blefied {hore, King, Thatisto fee how deepe my graue is made,

Or turne our Sterne vpon a dreadfull Rocke For with his foule fled alkmy worldly folace :

Yet Alolus would not be a murcherer, For feeing him, I feé my life in death:

But left chat hatefull office vneo chee, war. As {urely as my foule intends o dine

The pretry vaulting Sea refus’dtg drowne me, With that dresd King thattooke ourftate vpen him,

Knowing that thou wouldft haue me drown’d onthore | To free vs from his Fathers wrathfall curfe, '

With teares as falt as Sea, throvgh thy vakindnefle, Ido beleeue that vielentHands werelaid

The fplicting Rockes cowr’d in the finking fands, Vpon thelife of this thrice-famed Duke.

And wouldnot dafh me'with their ragged fides, Suf. A'dreadfull Oath, fivorne witha folemn tongue:

Becaufe thy flinty heart more hard then they, . | Whatinftance giues Lord Warwicke for his vow,

Might in thy Pallace; perifly Efianor, war. See how the blobd is fetled in his face.

As farre as [ could ken thy Chalky Cliffes,: Oft haue I feene atimely-parted Ghef,

When from thy Shore, the Tempeft beate vs backe, Ofafhy femblance, meaget, pale; and bloodlefle,

I ftood vponithe Hatches inthe ftorme: Being all defcended to the labouring heart,

And when the duskic sky, began to rob Who in the Confli&thatit holds wich death,

My earneft-gaping-fight of thy Lands view, Attraéts che fame for aydance’gainft the enemy,

Itooke a coltly Tewell from my necke Which with the heart there cooles, and ne’re returncth,

A Hart it was bound'in with Diamonds, Tobluth and beautific the Cheeke againe.

Andthrew it towards thy Land : The Sea receiu’d it, But fee, his face is blacke, and full of blood :

And {o I wifh'd thy body migh=my Heart s His eye.balles further our, than when he lived,

And even with this, I'loft faire Englands view, Staring full gaftly, like a ftrangled man :

Andbid mine eyes be packing with my Heare, His hayre vprear'd, his noftrils ftretche with ftrugling :

And call’'d them bhnde and duskie'Spe&tacles, His hands abroad difplay’d, as one that grafpt

For loofing kén'of Albions withed Coaft, -~ And tugg’d for Life, and was by firength fubdude,

How often haue I tempted Suffolkes tongue Looke onthe fheets his haire (you fee) is flicking,

(Theagentof thyfoule incenftancie) His well proportion’d Beard, made ruffe and rugged,

To fit and wateh me as Afcanins did, Like to the Summers Corne by Tempeft lodged:

When he to madding Didewould vnfold It cannot be but he was murdred heere,

His Fathers AQls, commetic’din burning Troy, ~ Thelealt of all thefe fignes were probable.

Am1notwitcht like her ? Or thou not falfe like him ? Suf.Why Warwicke, who fhould do the D.to death?

Ayeme, I cannomore: Dye' Efinor, ; My felfeand Beaufordhad him in protection,

{ For Henry weepes, that thoudoft liue fo long. - And we Thope fir, are no murtherers;

' War. Butboth of you were vowed D, Humfries foes,

Noyfe within,  Enter Warwicke, and many And you (forfooth) had the good Daketokeepe:
Commans. 3 J Tis like youwould not feaft-him like a friend,
' - | And’tis well feene, he found an enemy.
, War. Itisteported, mighty Soueraigie, Qwueen: Than you belike fufpedt thefe Noblemen,

§ That good Dike Hrmfrey Traiteroufly is murdred Asguilty of Duke Humfries timele(le death.
i e r i 1¥ar,
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~ warw. Who finds the Heyfer deadsand bletding frcfh
And fees faﬁ:-by-la Butcher withansAxe, 1.1l
But will fufpeét, twas he that made the {laug obter?

But may imagine haw-the Bird was dead, :
Alchoughthe Kytefoate with vobloudied Beakc ?
Euen fo (ufpltmus isthis Tragedies 2 - =/

Qu, Areyou theBatcher,Saffolk?where’s your Knsfe?
Is Beanford rearm’d 3 Kybe2 where age his Tallons? -

Suff. 1weareno Knife,to{laugheerfleeping men,
‘But here’s a ven gefuﬂS‘mord,ruﬁcd with eafe,

That fhall be fcowred: inhis fancoeous hearty !
That{landers me with Murthers Crimfon Badge.
'Say,if thouda: tt,prowd Lord of Warw: ckfhuc
That I am faultie in Duke Humfrepes dedth. 1.

Warw., What dase; nat Warmvl;, 1F falfe Sﬂﬁ[é@ dare
him 2 <, o ;

% He, dau‘s not cnlmc his contumehom Spmt,
‘Nor ceafe to be an artogant-Controller, -
Thou0h Snffolke dare him twentie thoufand times. «
Wam Madame be ftill : with:renérence may'1 fay,
For cuery word yon fpeakein his-behalfe, ‘
Is flander to your Royall Dignitie. '} i
i Suff. Blunt-witted Lord,ignoblein: demeanor; -
If ener Lady wrong’d her Lotdfo much, '
Thy Mother tooke into her blamefull Bcd
Some fterne votutur'd Churle ; and-Noble Stock
Was graft with Crab-trec ﬂlppe whofe Fruitthouare,
And neuer of the Newni/s Noble Race.

Warw.Bat that the guilt of Murcher bucklers thee,
And I fhould rob the Deaths-man of his Fee,
Quitting thee thereby of ten thoufand fhames,

And that my Soueraignes prefencemakesme mlldC,
I would, falfe murd’rous Coward,on'thy Knee

{ Make thee begge pardon for thy paﬂ'ed fpeech,
And{ay,it was thy Mother that thou meant' ff,

That thou thy felfe walt borne in Baftardic;

And afeer all chis fearefull Homage done,

Giue thee thy hyre,and fend thy Soule to Hell,
Pernicious blood-{ucker of {lecping men.

Suff. Thou fhalc be waking,while I fhed thy blood,
If from this prefencethou dart goe with me,

Warw.Away. cuennow,or I w nll drag thee hence :
Vnworthy though thou art,lle cope with thee,

And doe fome feruice to Dukc Humfreyes Ghoft.
Exennt.

King.-What ﬁronger Breft-plate then a heartvarainted ?

Thrice is he arm’d,that hath his (&arrell inft;
And he but naked thou0h lockevpin Stce!e,
Whofe Confcience with Iniuflice is corrupted,

A noyfe within,
Queene. What noyle isthis?

Enter Suffolke and warwicke, with their
W eapons: drawne.

King. Whyhow now Lords 2
Your wrathfull Weapons drawne,
Here in our prefence ? Dare you be fo beld? ..
Why what tumultuous clamor haue we here? .
Suff. Thetraycrous mwarmick ;withthe memof Bary:
Set all vpon me, mightie Soucraigne. ; :

Entr Salisbury.
Salish. Sirs ftand aparc, the ng {hall know your
minde.

k

‘Who finds ghe Parssidge in the Puttocks  C N

Dread Lord,the €Commons fend yiou wordbyime,
Vialefle Lord Suffalke (traight be done ta deathy
Orbanifhed faite Englands Territories,

They will by vxolcncc teare him from your Pallace,

' And rorture him with grieuous lingring death.

They fay,by him the good Duke Hymfrey dy’de:

They fay,in him they Feare your Highnefle death;

And meere inftinék of Loueand Loyaltie,

Free froma ftubbprne oppofite intent,

As being thought to contradi your llkm

Makes them thus forward in his’ Banifhment. -
They fay,in care'of your moft Royall Perfon,

That if your Highneffe fhouldintend to ﬂcepe,

And charge, that noman fhould difturbe yous reft,

Inpaine of yout diflike,or paine of death;

Yet notwithflanding fuch a firaic Edict,

' Weretherea Scrpellt {eene,withforked Tongue,

That {lyly glyded towards youn Majeftie,
It were but :neceflaria golrwergmvakt:

- Leaft being fufferid inshiacharmefuil flumbet,
' The mortalkW-orme night makethe fleepe éternall.
' Andtherefore doe they cry,though you forbid;|

That they will guird jou, where you willjor no,

- Erom fuchfell Serpents as falfe Suffolke is 5

With whofe inuenomed and fatall fling,

- Yourlouing Vicklejtwentie times hiswosth;

They fay is ﬁmnwful]y bereft of life.

Cammons w:t:mz, An anfwcx from the King, my I.md
of Salisbury.-

Suff. ‘Tis hkc thc Commons, rudc vopolifht Hindes,
Could fend fuch Meflageto thelr Soueraigne :
But you,my Lord,were glad tobe unploy d,
To {hew how queint an Orator you are,
But all the Honor Sa/ésbury hath wonne,

| 1s,that he was the Lord Embaflador,

Sent from a fort of Tinkersto the King,
within. An anfwer from the King, or wee will all
breake in.
King. GoeSalishury;and tell themall from me,
I thanke them for their tender loning care 5
Aund had I not beene cited fo by them,
Yet did I purpofeas they doegnsreat:
For fure,my thoughts doe hourely prophecie,
Mifchance vnto my Srate by S#ffolkes meanes,
And therefore by his Majeftie I {weare,
Whofe farre-vnworthie Deputic Lam,
He {hall not breathe infeftion in this ayre,
But three dayes bonger,on the paine of death,
u. Oh Henry,let me pleade for gentle Suffolke.
I\mg Vngentle Queene,to call him gentle Suffolke.
No more I fay: if thou do’ft pleadefor him,
Thou wilt but 2dde encreafe voro my Wirath,
Had I but fayd, I would haue kept my Word;
But when I {weare, it is irreuocable
If after three dayes fpace thou herebee’( found,
Onany ground thatI am Ruler of,
The World fhalknot be Ranfome for thy Life.
Come Warwicke.come good Warwicke,goc with mee,
I haue great marters to impartto thee. Exit.
Q#. Mifchance and Sorrow goe along with you,
Hearts Difcontent, and fowre Atﬁn hou,
Be play-fellowes to keepe you companie :
There’s two of you, the Deuill make athird,
And three-fold {engeance tend vpon your ﬂCPS-
‘- Suff. Ceafe,gentle Quecne,thele Exegrations,
And let thy Suffolke take his heauie leaue,
Qucene, Fye |
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Queen, Fye Cowardwoman, and foft harted wretch;
Haft thou notfpirit to curfe thine enery, ‘

them?
Would curfes kill, as doth the Mandrakes grone, 1
I would inuent as bitter {earching termes,
As curfty as harfh, and horrible to heare,
Deliuer'd firongly through my fixed teeth,
With fullas many (ignes.of deadly hate,
As leane-fac’d gnuy in herloathfome caue,
My tongue fhould ftumble in mine earneft words,
Mineeyes thould {parkle like the bearen Flint,
Mine haire be fixt anendjus one diftradt s
I, euery ioynt fhould feeme to curfe and ban,
And cuen now my burthen'd heart would breake
Should I not curfe them. Poyfon be their drinke,
Gall, worfe then Gall, the dainticft chat they rafte =
Their fweeteft (hade, a groue of Cyprefle Trees :
Their cheefelt Profpe&t, murdring Bafiliskes :
Their {ofteft Touch, s fmare as Lyzards Rings:
Their Muficke, frightfullas the Serpents hiffe,
And boading Screech-Owles, make the Confor full.
All the foule terrors in darke feated hell ooy

Q. Enough fweet Suffolke,thoutormenc’ft chy felfe,
And thefe dread curfes like the Sunne’gaing glafle;
Or like an ouer-charged Gun, recoile, >
And turnes the force ofthem vpon thy felfe.

Suf. Youbad me ban, and will you bid me leaue?
Now by the ground that I am bani{h’d from,

Well could I curfe away a Winters nighe,
Though ftanding 'naked ona Mountaine top,

' Where byting cold would neuer let graffe grow,
And thinke it but a minute fpentin fpore.

Qg. Ob, Iet meintreatthee ceafe,giue me thy hand,

That I may dew it with my mournfull tea: e; :

Nor let the raine of heauen werthis place,

To walh away my wofull Monuments,

Oh, could this kiffe be printéd in thy hand,

That thonmight't thinke vpon thefe by the Seale,
Through whom a thoufand fighes are breath'd for thee,
So get chee gone, that I may know my greefe,

"Tis but furmiz’d, whiles thou art flanding by,

As one that furfets, thinking onawant:

I will repeale thee, or be well affur'd,

Aducnrure to be banifhed my felfe =

And banifhed T am, if but from thee,

Go, fpeake not to me ; euen now be gone,

Oh gonot yet. Euen thus, two Friends condemn’d,
Embrace, and kiffe, and take ten thoufand leaues,
Loather a hundred times to parcthen dye s

Yet now farewell, and farewell Life with thee.

Suf. Thusis poore Suffolke ten cimes banithed,
Once by the King, and three times thrice by thee.
"Tisnot the Land I care for, wer’t thou thence,

A Wildernefle is populous enough,

So Suffolke had thy heauenly company

For where thou arr, thereis the World i felfe,
With cuery feuerall pleafure in the World :

And where thou art not, Defolation.

I canno more : Liue thouto ioy thy lifes

My felfe no ioy in nought, bucthae thouliw’ft, -

Enter ¥V anx,

ueene. Whether

gmvmm {ofaft? What newesI
prethee ? ‘ -
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Suf. A plaguevpon them : whercforefhould T cusfle” |

" Wame, Tofignifiewnto his Maiefty, ,
That Cardinall Beanferdis ax point of death -
For fodainly a greeuous fickne(fetooke him,
That makes him gaspe, and Rare, and éatch the aire,
Blafpheming God; and-curfing men on earth.
Sometime he talkes; asif Duke Humfries Ghoft
Were by his fide : Somtetime, he calles the King,
And whifpers to his pillow, as to hims, - -
The fectets of his ouer-charged foule,
And [am fenc to cell his Maieflie, -
That euen now he cries alowd for him;

2. Go tellthis heany Meflage ¢o the King. ' Exit
Ayeme ! What is this World ? What newes are thefe ?
Buc wherefore greeue I'at an houres poore loffe,
Omitting Suffolkes exile, my foules Treafure ?

Why onely Suffolke mourne I not for thee ?
And with the Southerne clouds, contend in teares ?
Theirs for the earths encreafe, mine for my forrowes.

' Now get thee hence,the King thon knowft is comming,

Ifthou be found by me, thouart but dead.

Saf. 1f1depasc fromthee, I cannot liue,
And in thy fight to dye, what were it elft,
But like a pleafant {lumber in thy lap
Heere conld I breath my foule into the ayre,
Asmilde and gentle as the Cradie-babe, .
Dying with mothers dugge betweene it’s lips,
Where from thy fight, T (hould beraging mad,
And cry out for thee to clofe vp mine eyes :
To haue thee with thy lippes to flop my meuth
So fhouldft thou eyther curne my flying foule,
Or I fhould breathe it fo into thy body,
Andchenit liv’d in fweete Elizium,
To dyeby thee, werebut co dyeinicft,
From thee to dye, were torture more then death s

| Ohlet me fay, befall what may befall.

Ruzen. Away : Though parcing be a fretfull corofiue,
Iris applyedro a deathfull wound,
To France fweet Suffolke : Let me heare from thees
For wherefoere thou artin chis worlds Globe,
Ile haue an Zrés that fhall finde thee out.

Suf. I1go.

Q. And take my heart with thee.

Suf. Alewelllocke into the wofulft Caske,
Thac euer did containe a thing of worth,
Euen asaf{plitted Barke, fo funder we :
This way fall I to death.

2#.- This way for me. Exenm
Enter the King, Salisbury, andWarmicke,v0 the

Cardinal in bed,

King. How fare’s my Lord?Speake Beanford to thy
Soueraigne,

Ca.Ifthou beeft death, lle giue thee Englands Treafure,
Enough to purchafe fuch another Ifland,; :
So thou wilt let melive,and feeleno paine.

King. Ah,whata figneitisofeuill life,
Where death’s approach is feenc fo terrible,
war. Beanford, it is thy Soueraigne fpeakes to thee,
Bean, Bring me vnto my Triall when you will,
Dy’de he nat in his bed? Where thould he dye?
Can I make men liue where they will or no 2,
Oh torture me no more, 1 will confeffe.
Aliue againe? Then fhew me where heis,
Ile giue athoufand pound to looke vpon him,
He hath no eyes, the duft hath blinded chem.
Combe
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§ Combe downe his haire; looke,looke, it ftands vpright,
| Like Lime-twigs (et to catch iny winged foule :
; Giue me fome drinke, and bid the Apothecarie
 Bring the ftrong poyfon that I bought of him,
{  King, Oh thoueternall mouer of the heauens, -
Looke with a gentle eye vponthis Wireteh,
Ohbeate away the bulie mediing Fiend,
That layes irong fiege vnto this wretches {uale,
And from his bofome purgechisblacke difpaire.,
Wwar, Seehawthepangs of death do make him grin.
Sal, Difturbe him not, let him pafle peaceably.
King. Peacetohisfoule, if Gods good pleature be.
Lord Card’nall, if thou think’(t on heauens bliffe,
Hold vp thy hand, make fignalliof thy hope.
He dies and makes no figne :/0h God forgiue him.
War. Sobadadeath, argues,amonflrons life.
King. Forbeare to iudge, for we are finnersail,
Clofe vp his eyes, and draw the Curtaine clofg, »
Andletvs allto Meditation, © Exenpt,
eAlaraum. Fight at Sea. Ordnancegoes off.
Enter Lientenant, Saffolke, andathers.
Lien. The gandy blabbing and remorfefull days
Is crept into the bofome of the Sea:
And now loud houling Wolues aroufe the Jades
Thar dragge the Tragicke melancholy night
Who with their drowfie, flow,and flagging wings
Clcape dead-mens graues, and from their mifly lawes,
‘Breath foule contagious darknefle in the ayre :
Therefore bring forth the Souldiers of our prize,
For whilft our Pinnace Anchors in the Downes,
Heere thall they make theit ranfome on the fand,
Or with their blood ftaine this difcoloured fhore,
Maifter, this Prifoner frecly giue I thee,s _
And thou that art his Mate, make boote of this :
The other Walter whitmere 1s thy (hare,
1.Gent, Whatis my ranfome Mafter let me know,
Ma.A thoufand Crownes, orelfe lay down your head
Mate, And fo much (hall you giue,or off goes yours,
Lien. What thinke you much to pay 2000.Crownes,
And beare the name and port of Gentlemen ?
Cut both the Villaines throats, for dy you fhall :
The liues of thofe which we haueloftin fight,
Be counter-poys’d with fuch a pettie fumme,
1.Gent. Ilegiue it fir, and therefore fpare my life,
2.Gent.And o will I,and write home for it firaight,
Whitm. ]loft mine eye in laying the prize aboord;:
And therefore to reuenge it, fhalt thou dye,
And fo fhould thefe, if I might haue my will.
Lieu. Be not fo rafh, take ranfome, let him live.
Suf. Looke on my George, T amaGentleman, i
Rate meat what thouwilt, thouthalt be payed. :
whit. Andf{oam1:my name is walter whitmore.
How now?why ftarts thou2 What doth death aftright?
Suf. Thy name affrights me, in whole found is death:
A cunningman did calculate my birth;
And told methar by Water I thould dye
Yetlet not this make thee be bloody-minded,
Thy name is Gualtier, being rightly founded.
Whit. Gualtier ot walter, which it is 1 care nor,
Neuer yet did bafe dithosout blurre onr name,
But with our {word we wip’d away the blot.
Therefore, when Merchant-like IHell renerige,
Broke be my {word, my Armes torne and defac’d,

| Strike offhis head.

Andl proc[aim'd a Coward through theiwerld.

2ol

Suf. Stay Whitmore, fot thy Prifoner is a Prince,
The Duke of Suffolke, r7ikiam de la Pole, . '
Whit; The Duke of Suffolke, mdfficd vp in mgges?
Suf. 1, buttheleragges are no part of thé Duke.
- Lies, ButLoue was newer {laine as thoo fhalt be,
Obfcure and low(ie Swaine, King Henries bleod.
Saf. Thehonourable blood of Lancafier,
Muft not be fhed by fuch a iaded Groome 3,
Haft thou noc kift thy haud, and held my. Rircop ?
Bare-headed plodded by my foor-cloth Mule,
And thought thee happy when Efhooke my head.
How often hatt thou waiged at my cup, .
Fed from my Tiencher, kneel'd downe at the boord,
When] hauefealted with Queene Afargares?
Remember ity and ler it make thee Cteft-falne,
1, and alay this thy abortine Pride : .
How in our voyding Lobby hattthou ftood,
And duly wayted for my comping forch 2. ¢
This hand of mine hath writin thy behalfe,- 11 o
And therefore fhall it charme thy riotougtongue,
whir. Speak Capraine, thall I ftab the forlorn Swain.
Lien. Firftlec my words fiab him,as hehath me.
Suf. Bafe flaue, thy words are blune,and foart thou.
Liex. Conuey him hence,and on out long boats fide,
Suf.Thou dar’ft not for thy owne.
Lien. Paole, Six Poole? L ord, el ! A
1 kennell, puddle, finke,whofe filth and dirt

| Troubles the filuer Spring,where England drinkes:
| Now willI dam vp this thy yawning mouth,

For [wallowing the Treafureof the Realme. -

Thy lips that kift che Queene, {hall {weepethe ground

And thou chat {mil'dt at.good Duke Humfries death, |
Againftthe fenfelefle windes thall grin in vaine,

Whoin contempe {hall hiffe at thee againe,

And wedded be thou to the Hagges ofhell,,

For daring to affyea mighty Lord : V]
Varo the daughter of aworthle@e King, :
Hauing neyther Subieét, Wealth, nor Diadem s

By diuellifh policy art thou growne great,

And like ambitious Sylla euer-gorg’d,

With gobbets of thy Mother-bleeding heart.

By thee dwniodand Aaine were {old to France, r

The falfe reuolting Normans thorodgh thee,
Difdaine to call vs Lord, and Piccardie

Harh{laive their Gouernors, furpriz’d our Forts,

And fent theragged Souldiers wounded home.
The Princely Warwicke, and the Newils all,

Whofe dreadfull {words were neuer drawne in vaine,
As hating thee, and rifing vp in armes.. _
And now.the Houfe of Yorke thruft from the Crowné,
By thamefull miurther of a guiltle{fe King, - ,

And lofty proud incroaching tyranny,

Burnes with reuenging fire, whofe hopefull colours
Aduance our halfe-fac’d Sunne, firining to fhine;
Vnder the which is writ; Inwitss nubibus. -

The Commens heere in Kent are vp in armes,

And to conclude, Reproachand Beggerie,

Is creptinto the Pallace of our King,

Andallby thee : away, conuey him hence.

Suf. © thatI were aGod, to thoot forth Thunder . .
Vpon thefe palery,feruile,abie& Drudges : _
Small things:make bafe men proud. This Vallaine heere,
Being Capraine of a Pinnage; threatens more
Then Bargulus the firong Hlyrian Pyrate.

Drones fucke not Eagles blood, bugreb Bee-hiues:
Itisimpoffible chat I thoulddye « [ llsed) 3
x
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|| Vnuill the Queene his Mifttisbury it
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By fuch alowly Vaffall as thy felfe.

Thy words moue Rage, andnotremorfeinme :
I go of Meffage from the Queene to France :

| I chargethee waft me f{afely crofle the Channell.

Leu. Water : W, Come Suffolke; T muft waft thee
to thy death. e

Suf. Pine gelidss timsor ocoupat artua, itis thee I feare.

wal. Thou thalt have caufe to feare before I leane thee,
What, are ye danted now? Now will ye ftoope.

1.Gent. My gracious Lord intreac him,{peak him fair.

Suf, Suffolkes Imperiall tengue is fterne and rough:

| Vs'd to command, vntaughtto pleade for fanour,

(=}

| Farre be it, we fhould honor fuch as thefe

| With humble {uite: no, rather let rey head

| Stoope to the blocke, then thefe knees bow to any,
| Saue to the God of heauen, and tomy King :

| Andfooner-dance vpon abloody pole,

Then ftand yncouer’d to the Vulgar Groome.

| True Nobility, is exempt from fearc :

More can ] beare, then you dare execuce.
Lies, Hale him away, and lec him talke no mere:

| Come Souldiers, hew what cruelty ye can.

Suf. “That this my death may neuer be forget,
Great men oft dye by vilde Bezorions.

| A Romané Sworder, and Bandetto flaue
| Murder’d {weet Twlly. Brutsn Baftard hand
‘| Stab’d Iulius Cafar. Savage Iflanders

Pompey the Great,and S#ffolke dyes by Pyrats,
: Exit water with Suffolke.

Lien. And as for thele whofc ranfome wehaue fet,

Itis our pleafire one of them deparc :

and let him go.

‘ Exit Lreutenant, and she reft,
CManet the firft Gene, - Enter ¥ alter with the body.

. Wal. Therelethishead,andliveleffe bodielye,

Exitwalter.,
1.Gent. O barbarousand bloudy fpeacle,

His body will I beare vntothe King :

If he reuenge it not, yet will his Friends,

1 So will the Queene, that lining, held him deere,

Enter Benis , and Iohn Holland,

Benss. Come and gecchee a fword, though made ofa

: Lath; they haue bene vp thefe two dayes.

Hol, Theyhaue themorenecede to{leepenow then.

Benis. 1tellthee, Lacke Cade the Cloathier, meanes to
drefle the Common-wealth and turneit, andfet anew
nap vpon it. '

Hol. Sohehad need, for *tis thred-bare. Well, Ifay,
it was nener merrie world in England, - fince Gentlemen
camevp.

Benzs. O miferable Age :
Handy-crafts men,

Hol, The Nobilitie thinke {corme to goe in Leather
Aprons.

Benis, Nay more,
Workemen.

Hel. True:and yeritisfaid; Labour inthy Vocari-
on : whichis as much to fay, as let the Magiftrates be la-
bouring men; and therefore fhould we be Magiftrates.

Bewis. Thoudaft biv it :for-there’sno better figne of 2
brane minde, then a hard hand.

Hel, 1 fee them, ] fee them : There’s Beffs Sonne, the
Tanner of Wingham.o ‘

.. Bewss, Hee fhallhaue the skinnes of olrenemies, to

Vertue isnot regarded in

the Kings Councell are no good
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make Dogges Leather of.
Hol, AndDicke the Butcher.:
Bewss. Then is fin frucke'downe like an' Oxe, and ini-
quities throate cut like a Calfe,
Hs!. And Smith the Weauer.
Beu. Argo,their thred oflifeis fpun.
Hol. Come,come,let’s fall in with them,

Drumme. - Enter Cade, Dicke Butcher, Smith the Weaver,
and a Sawyer,with infinite nmmbers.

Cade, Wee lohn Cade, fo tearm’d of our fuppofed Fa-
ther. '

But. Or rather of ftealing a Cade of Herrings,

Cade. Forour enemies fhallfaile before vs, infpired
with the fpirit of putting down Kings and Princes. Com-
mand filence.

But. Silence,

Cade. My Father was a Mortimer,

EBur. He was anhoneft man, and a good Bricklayer.

{ade, Mymothera Plantagenet.

Batch. Tknew her well, the was a Midwife, |

Cade. My wife defcendud of the Laejes,

; Bur. Shewasindeeda Pedlers daughter,& f{old many
L.ACes.

Weaner. Butnew of late, not able vo travell with her
furr’d Packe, fhe wafthes buckes here at home.

Cade. Therefore am I of an honorable houfe.

Bat, 1'by my faith, the field is honourable, and there
was he borne, vndera hedge: for his Father had neuer a
houfe buc the Cage.

Cade. ValiantTam,

weaner* Amuft needs, for beggery is valiant,

Cadz. Tamableto enduremuch,

Bur, No queltion of that : for I haue feene him whipt
three Market dayes together, :

Cade. 1 feare nerther fword,nor fire,

Wea. Heneede not feare the (word, for his Coate is of
proofe.

Buz. But methinks he fhould Rand in feare of fire, bs-
ing burnt i’th hand for [tealing of Sheepe. :

Cade. Be braue then, for your Capraine is Braue, and
Vowes Reformation, There (hall be in England, feuen
balfe peny Loaues fold for a peny': the three hoopd pot,
(hall haue ten hoopes, and T'wil make it Fellony to drink
{mall Beere, Allthe Realme fhall be in Common,and in
Cheapfide thall my Palfrey goto graffe: and whenlam
King, as King I'will be, .

All, Godfave your MaicRy.

Cade, I thanke you good people. There (hall bee no
mony, all fhall eateand drinke on my fcore, and I will
apparrell them allin one Liuery, thar they may agree like
Brothers, and worlhip me their Lord.

But. The firft ching we do, let’s kill all the Law yers.

Cade, Nay, thatI meanetodo. Isnotthisa lamenta-
ble thing, that of the skin of an innocent Lambe fhould
bemade Parchment;; that Parchment being feribeld ore,
{hould vndoe aman. Some fay the Bee ftings; but I fay,
‘tis the Bees waxe: for I did but feale onceto athing,and
I wasncucr mine owneman fince. How nows Who's
there ? '

: Enter a ((learke, ,
Weaner. The Clearkeof Chartam's hee ¢an write and
reade, and caftaccompt,’
Cade, O monfirous.
Wes. Werooke him fetting of boyes Copidss -
L 0 T2 ['dde.

-
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Cade. Here's a Villaine.
Wea, Ha’s aBookein his pocket with red Letters in’t
(ade, Nay then he is a Coniurer,

Butr, Nay, he can make Obligations,and write Coure
hand.

Cade. Tamf{orry for't ;' Themanis a proper man of
tnine Henour :vnlefie I'finde him guilty,he.fhallnot die,
Come hither firrah, I muft examinethee :  What is thy
name ? :

Llearke. Emaxucll. ‘ ‘

But. They vietowrit iton the top of Letters: "Twill

gohard withyon. e

" (ade.Letmealone: Doftithou vie to/write thy name?
Or haft thou a marke torthy {elfe, like a haneft plain dea-
lingman? .. {, i Eilof o

{learke. Sir Ithanke Gad, Thaue bin foiwell brought
vp, thatLcan write myname.: v
....«4#. Hehath confeft: away with
and a Traitor.

Cade, Aweay:with him I'fay : Hanghim wich his Pen

him ¢ helsa Villaine

'{ and Inke-horne about hisnecke.

Exit one with the Clearke
\ Enter CMichavel. .|
AMich., Where’s our Geperall?
Cade. Heere Lamthouparticular fellow.
Mich, Fly, fiy,By, Sic Humfrey Staffordand his brother

| are hard by, with the Kings Forces.

Cade, Standvillaine, ftand; or Ile fell thee downe : he

| fhall be encountred with aman as good as himfelfe. He |
|is but a Knighr,isa?

wich: No. | \,
Cade. To equallhim I will make my felfea knightipre-
fently ; Rife vp Sic JohntMortsmer. Now haue at him,

Enter Sir Humfrey Stafford, andbis Brother,
with Dywm and Soldiers,

Staf. Rebellious Hinds, the filth and fcum of Kent,
Mark’d for the Gallowes : Lay your Weapons downe,
Home to your Cottages : forfake this Groome,

3 The King-is mercifull, if you reuolt,

Bro. Burangry,wrathfull, and inclin’d to blood, -
If you go forward : therefore yeeld, or dye,
Cade. Asforthefe filken-coated {laues Ipaffe not,
Itisto yougood people, that I (peake,
Ouer whom (in time to come) I hope to raigne ;
ForIamrighcfull heyre vnto the Crowne.
Seaff. Villame, thy Father wasa Playflerer,
Andthouthy felfe a Sheareman, art thounot ?
Cade, Aud Adam was aGardiner. -
' Bro. And whart ofthat?
Cade. Marty, this Edminnd Mortimer Earle ofsMarch,
married the Duke of Clarence danghter, did he noe %
Seaf. 1fi. :
Cade. By her hehadtwo childrena
Bro. That’s falfe.
Cade,; 1,there’s the queftion ; Bue I {ag, tis true s
The elder of them being put to nutfe,
Wasby abegger-woman ftolne away,
And ignoranc of his birth and parentage,
Becamea Bricklayer, when he cameto age.
His fonne am I, deny it if you can.
Bt Nay, ’tis too true, chesgfore he fhall be King.
Wea, Sir,he madea Chimney in my Fathers houfe, &
the brickes are alive avthis day to tefifie ic : therefore
deny it not.

tone birth.

!

e e e e

|

Staf. And will you credic this bafe Drudges Wordes,
that {peakes he knowes not whar.

eAll. Tmarry will we : therefore get ye gone.

Bro. licke Cade,the Doof Yotk hathtaught you this,

Cade. Helyes, for I inuented it my felfe. Gotoo Sir-
rah, tell the King from me, that for his Fathers {ake Hex-
rythefift, (inwhofe time, boyes went to Span-counter

for French Crownes) I am content he fhall raigne;buc lle |

be Protector ouer him:

Butcher. And furthermore, wee'lhaue the Lord Sayes |
head, for felling the Dukedome of Azine. '

Cade And goodrealon : forthereby is England main’d
And faine to go with a flaffe,but that my puiffance holds
itwp, Fellow-Kings, 1 tell you,that that: Lord Sy hath]
gelded the Commonwealthy and made it 2n ‘Bonuch: &
more then that, he can {peake French,and therefore hee is
a Traitor. , w ;

Staf. O grofle and miferablejgnorance;

Cade. Nayanfwer ityoucan: TheFrenchmen are our
enemies i'go too then, I ask burthis: Can he'thacfpeaks |
with the tongue of anenemy, be a good Counlcellour, or
no:? i1
All. No, no,and therefore wee’l hauehis head.,

Bro. Well, feeing gentle words will not prenayle;
Affaile them with the Army ofthe King. = ]

Staf. Herald away, and throughout every Towne;
Proclaime them Traitors that are vp with Cade,
That thofe which Qye before the battell ends,
May euen in their Wiuesand Childrens ight,
Be hang’dwp for example at their doores:: stk g
And youthat bethe Kings Friends foliow me, Exit,}

Cade. And you thattoue the Commons, followme:
Now thew your {elues men, 'tis for Libercy.

We will not leave one Lord, one Gentleman:
Spare none, but fuch as go in clouted fhooen;
For they are thrifty honeft men, and fuch

As would (but that they dare not) take ourparts.

Bat, They areallinorder,and march toward ¥s.

Cade.. But then are we in order, when we are moft out
of order: Come, march forward. a4

Alarnms tothe fight, wherein botls the Stafferds are flaine.
Enter Cade and theveft,

Cads, Where’s Dicke, the Butcher of Afhford 2<

Baut.. Heexe fir. ; g

Cade. They fell before thee like Sheepeand Oxen, &
thou behaued’(t thy {elfe, as if thou badt beene in thine
owne Slaughter-houfe: Therfore thus will Trewardthee,
the Lent fhallbee aslong againe as it is , - and thou {halc
haue a Licenfe to killfor a hundred lacking one. :

But. | defire no more.

Cade. And tofpeaketruth, thou deferu’ft no lefle,
This Monument of the vidtory will I beare, and the bo-
dies fhall be dragg’d at my horfe heeles, till I do come to
London, where we will haue the Maioss fword born be-
fore vs.

But, 1f we meane to chrive,and do good, breake open
the Gaoles, and let out the Prifoners.

Cade. Fearenotthat I warrant thee, Come,let’s march
towards London, Exennt.

Enter the King with a Supplication,and the Q neene with Suf-
folkes bead, the Duke of Bucksnghams ,andthe

Lord Say.
Qusene, Oft haue I heard that greefe foftens the mind,

And!
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Thinke therefore on reuenge, and ceafe to weepe.
But who can ceale to weepe, and loake on this.
Heere may his head lye on my throbbing breft ;

| But where’s the body that i ¢hould imbrace?

Bug. Whaeanfwer'makes your Grace to the Rebells

{ Supplication ?

King. e fend fome holy Bithop to intreaz:
For God forbid, {fo many fimple foules
Should perith by the Sword. - And I my d¢lfe,
Rather then bloody Warre fhall cot them fhort,
Wil paricy with Jacks Cadetheir Generall,
But ftay, Me read it.ouer once againe.
# Ahbarbarousvillaines: Hath this louely face,

{ Bul’d likeéd wandering Plannet ouer me,
t And could isaor inforce them to relent,

Thatwere vnworthy to behold che fame,
King, Lord Say, lackeCade hath (worne to huae thy
head.
Say. I,but Lhope your Highneffe thall haae his,
King.-How now Madam?

{ Still lamenting and mourning for Suffolkes death?

I feareme (Loue) if that I had beene dead,

| Thoiwould’ & not haue mouen'd fo much for me.

Zu. No my Loue, Itheuld not mourne, but dye for
o Enter a Meffenger,
King. How now? Whatnewes ? Why com’ft thou in

fuch hafte?
Mef. FheRebelsare in Southwatke: Fly my Lord :

i Jacke Cade proclaimes himfelfe Lord Mortimer,

Defcended fromthe Duke of €/arence houfe,

\{ And calles yourGrace Viueper, openly,

And vowestoCrowne bimfelfe in Weltminfter.
His Army is aragged mulritude
Of Hindes and Pezants, rude and mercileffe :

"1 Sit Humfrey Stafford, and his Brothers death,

Hath gioen thearheart and courage to proceede:

11 All Schollers, Lawyers,Courtiers, Gentlemen,
| They cali falfe Catterpillers, and intend their death.

+ Kin.Qhigracelefle men: they know not what they do,
“« Buck, My gracious Lotd, retire to Killingworth,
Vuorill apower be rais’d to put them downe.,

Qu. Ah werethe Duke of Suffolke now aliue,

Thefe Kentifh Rebels would be {foone appeas'd.

¢ King, Lord Say,the Traitorshateththee,
Thereforeaway with vs to Kallingworth.
Say. Somightyour Graces perfon be in danger :
The fight ofme is odiousin their eyes 2
And thereforein'this Citry will I flay,
And liue alone as {ecret as I may.

Enter anotber M, effenger.

:Meffs Tarke{adehath gotten London-bridge,
The Citizens flye and forfake their houfes :
The Rafeall people; thirlling after prey,
Toyne wich the Traitor, and they ioynily fweare
TofoylechieCityjand your Royall Courr.

“Bue. Ther linger notmy Lotd, away, take horfe,
King, Come Margaret, God our hope will fuccor vs.
D My hope is gone, now Suffolkeis deceaft.

King, Farewell'my Lozd, truft not the Kentifh Rebels
. Bue, Truftno body for feare you betraid.
"Say: The eruft I haue, is in mine innocence,
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| And makes it fearefull and degenerare,

T e i

And therefore am 1 bold and refolute., Fresnt,

Enter Lord Scales vpon the Tower walking. T hen enteys
two or thyee ( itizens below,

Seaies; Hownow? Is Javke Cade flaine ?

1.C7t..No my Lord,nor likely to be {laine :
For they haue wonne the Bridge,
Killing all thofe that withftand them :
The L. Maior craues ayd of your Honor from the Tower
To defend the City from the Rebels. :

Scales. Suchayd as I can {pare you fhall command,
But I am troubled heere with them my (elfe,
TheRebels have affay’dto win the Tower.
But geryou to Smithfield, and gather head,
And thither T will fend you Mathew Goﬁ-f" '
Fight for your King, your Countrey,and your Liues, <"
And {o farwell, for [ muft hence againe, Exeunt

Euter Lacke Cade andvhevef?, and frikes bis
SEaffe on London fFone.

Cade. Now is Mortinier Lord of this City,
And heere ficting vpon London Stone,
1 charge and command, that of the Cities cof?
The piffing Conduit runnothing but Clarret Wine
This firft y eare of our raigne.
And now henceforward it (hall be Treafon for 20y,
Thar calles me other theri Lord Mortimer, &
Enter a Soldier ruuning.
Soul. Tacke Cade, lacke Cade, ;
Cade, Knocke him downe there, They kil bins.
But. IfthisFellow be wife, hee’l neuer call yee Zacke
Cade more, I thinke he hath a very faire warning,
Dicke. My Lord, there’s an Army gathered together
in Smithfield.
Cade. Come, thenle’s go fight with them s
But firft, go and fex London Bridge on fire,
And if you can, burne downe the Tower too.
Come, let’saway. Exeunt omnes,

Alarams. < Mathew Goffess flain,and all the vef?,
Then enter Lacke Cadeswith bis C orpany,

(ade. So firs : now go forme and pull down the Sauey :
Others to’th Innes of Court, downe with them all,

Ewr. 1 have a fuite voto your Lordfhip.

Cade. BecivaLotdfhippe, thou (halt haue it for that
word.

Bur, Onely that the Lawes of England may come out
of your mouth. ;

Zobn. Mafle twill be fore Law then, for he was throft
inthe mouth witha Speare, and *is not whole yet.

Smith. Nay lobn, it wil be ftinking Law,for his breath
frinkes with eating toafted cheefe,

(ade. Thauethought vponit, it fhall bee fo, -Away,
burneall the Records of the Realme, my mouth thall be
the Patliament of England,

Iohn, Then weare like to haue biring Statutes
Vnlefle his teerh be pull’d out,

Cade, Andhence-forward all things {ball bein Com-
mon. Enter a Meffenger,

Mef. My Lord. aprize, a prize, heeres the Lord Say,
which fold the Townes in France. He that madevs pay
one and twenry Fifteenes,and one fhilling to the pound,
the laft Subfidie. ‘ '

Enter l




The Jecond Partof Henrythe Sixt.

14..1

Enter George,with the Lovd Say,

Cade. Well, heefhalibe Beheaded for it ten times «
Ah thou Say.thou Surge, nay thou Buckram Lord, now
art thou within point-blanke of our JTurifdiction Regall.
‘What canft thou anfwer to my Maielty, for giving vp of
Normandie ynto Mounfieur Bafimecn, the Dolphine of
France? Beit knowne vnro thee by thefeprefence, cuen
theprefence of Lord Aertimer, thacT amche Beefome
that muft fweepe the Court cleane of fuch filchas thou
art: Thou haft moft traiteroufly corrupted the youth of
the Realme, inierecting a Graminar Schoole : and where-
as before, our Fore-fathers had no other Bookes but the
Score and the Tally, thou haft caufed printing to be vs'd,
and contrary to the King, his Crowne, and Dignity,thou
haft built a Paper-Mill. It willbe prooucd to thy Face,
that thou heft menabout thee, thac vivally talke of a
Nowneand a Verbe, and fuch abhominable wordes, as
no Chriftian eare can endure to heare, Thou haft appoin-
ted Iuftices of Peace, to call poore men before them, a-
bout matters they werenot abletoanfwer, Morcouer,
thou haft put them in prifon, and becaufe they could not
reade, thou haft hang’d them, when {indeede) onely for
that caufe they haue beene moft worthy tolize.  Thou
doft ride ina foot-cloth,doft thounot ?

Say. What of that ?

Cade. Marry,thouought'ft nottoletthy horfe weare
a Cloake, when honefter men thenthou go intheir Hofe
and Doublets.

Dicke. And worke in their fhirt to, asmy felfe for ex-
ample, that amabutcher,

Say, YoumenofKent.

Die. Whatfay you of Kent,

Say. Nothing but this :*Tis bona terra, mala gens,

Cade. Away withhim, away with him, he fpeaks La-
tine. .

Sqy. Heareme but fpeake, and beare mee wher'e you

will :
Kent, in the Commentaries Cefar writ, -
Is term’d the ciuel' place of all this Hle:
Sweet is the Covntry, becaufe full 6f Riches,
The People Liberall, Valiant, & &ine, Wealthy,
Which makes me hope you are not void of pitty,
I fold not CMaine, 1loft not Normandie,
Yert to recouer them would loofe my life :
luftice with fauour haue 1 alwayes done,
Prayres and Teares haue mou’d me, Gifts could neuer.
When haue [ eught exatted at your hands ?
Kent tonaintaine, the King,the Realme:and you,
Large gifts haue I beftow’d on learned Ciearkes,
Becaufe my Booke preferr’d me ro the King,
And feeing Ignorance is the curfe of God,
Knowledge the Wing wherewith we flye toheauen,
Valefle you be poffeft with diuellifh {pirits,
You cannot but forbeare to murther me :
This Tongue hath parlied vnto Forraigne Kings
For your behoofe.,

Cade. Tut, when Gruck’ft thou one blow in the field?

Say. Grearmen hanereaching handssoft haue T flruck
Thefe that I neuer faw.and frucke them dead.

Geo, O monfirous Coward! What,to come behinde
Folkes ?

Say.Thefe cheekes are pale for watching for your good
Cade. Giuve himabox o’th’eare, and thac wil make’em
redagaine.

s

Sa4p. Long fitting to determine poore mens caufes,
Hath made me full of ficknefle and difeafes.

( @de. Ye fhall haue a hempen Candle then,& the help
of harcaet. -

Dicke. Why doft thouquiuer man ?

Say, The Palfie, and notfeare prouokes me.

Cade. Nay, henoddes at vs, as who fhould fay, Tle be
eucn withyou. Ile {ee ifhis head will fland fteddier on
a pole,or no: Take himaway, and behead him.

Say. Tell me: whereinhaue I offended moft ?

Haue I affeéted wealth, or honor? Speake.

Are my Chefts fill'd vp with extorted Gold ?

Is my Apparrell fumptuous to behold ?

Whom haue I iniur’'d, that ye fecke my death ?

Thefe hands are frec from guiltlefle bloodfhedding,
This breaft from harbouring foule deceitfull thoughts.
O let meliye,

Cade. [ feele remorf{e in my felfe with his words : but
Ile bridle it : he thall dye, and itbee butfor pleading fo
well for his life. Away with him, he ha’s a Familiar vo-
der his Tongue, he fpeakesnora Godsname. Goe, take |-
himaway [ {ay, and ftrike off his head prefently,and then
breake into hisSonnein Lawes houfe, Sir James Cromeer,
and ftrike off his head, and bring them both vppon two
poles hither,

All. 1cthallbe done.

Say.Ah Countrimen : 1f when you make your prair’s,
God thould be fo obdurate 2s your felues :

How would it fare with your departed foules,
And therefore yet relent, and fave my life. !

Cade. Away with him,and do as I command ye : the
proudeft Peere in the Realme, fhall not weare a head on
bis thoulders, vnlefle he pay me tribute : there fhallnot
amaid be married, but fhe thall pay to me her Mayden-
head ere they haueit : Men fhall hold of mee in Capite,
And we charge and command, that their wides be as free
as heart can with, or tongue can tell,

Dicks, My Lord,

When fhall we go to Cheapfide, and take vp commodi-
ties vpon our billes ? :

Cade. Matry prefently.

Ai, O braue.

Enterone with the beads.

Cade, Butisnot this brauer: ‘
Let them kiffe one another : For they lou'd welt
When they were alite, Now part them againe,
Leaft they confult about the gining vp
Of fome more Townes in France. Soldiers,
Deferre the {poile of the Cirie yntillnight:
For with thefe borne before vs,in fteed of Maces,
Will we ride threugh the fireets,8 at euery Corner
Haue themkifle.  Away. Exit

wAlartim, and Retveat.  Enter agains Cade,
and all bis rabblement .,

~Cade. Vp Fifh-ftreete, downe Saint Magnes corngr,
killand knocke downe, throw them into Thames

Soundaparley.

What npife is this 1 heare?
Dare any befo bold to found Retreat or Patley
When I command themkili?
(- v My Euter

a4
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Enter Buckinghbam ,andeld Clifford.
ZBue. Theere they be, that dare and will difturb thee:
Know Cade, we come Ambaffadors from the King
Vnto the Commons,whom thou haft mifled,
Awnd heere pronounce free pardon to themall,
That will forfake thee, and go home in peace.

Clif.. What fay ye Countrimen, will ye relent
- And yeeld to mercy, whil'ft "tis offered you, |
Or let arabble Jeade you to your deaths,

Who loues the King, and will imbrace his pardon,
Fling vp his eap,and {ay,God faue his Maiefty,
Who hateth him, and bonors not his Father,
Henry the fift, that made all France to quake,
Shake he his weapon at vs,and paffe by,

eAl. Godfaue the King, God faue the Xing.

Cade. What Buckingham and Clifford are ye o braue ?
And you bafe Pezants, do ye belecue him,will you needs
behang'd with your Pardons aboutyour neckes? Hath
my {word therefore broke through London gates, that
you fhould leaue mie at the White-heart in Southwarke,
Ithought ye would neuer haue giuen out thefe Armes til
you had recouered your ancient Freedome. Butyouare
all Recreants and Daftards, and delight to liae in flaverie
tothe Nobilicy. Letchem breake your backes with bur-
thens, take your houfes ouer your heads, rauith your
Wiues and Daughrters before your faces. Forme, I will
make fhift for one, and fo Gods Curfie light vppon you
all,

AR Wee'lfollow Cade,

Wee'l follow Cade.

'S

Clif. 1s (ade the fonne of Hesry the fift,
That thus you do exclaime you'l go with him,
Will he conduét you through the heart of France,
And make the meaneft of you Earles 2nd Dukes 2
Alas, he hath no home; no place o flyetoo;
Nor knowes he how to liue, but by the fpoile,
Viuleffe by robbing of your Friends,and vs.
Wer’tnot a fhame, that whiilt youliue at iarre,
The fearfull French, whom you late vanquithed
Should make a ftart ore-feas, and vanquithyou ?
Me chinkes alreadie in this ciuill brayle,
I{eethem Lording it in London firects,
Crying Uilliago yito all they meete.
Beteer ten thoufand bafe.borne Cades mifcarry,
Then you fhould floope vnro a Frenchmans mercy.,
To France, to France, and get what you baue loft
Spare England, for it is your Natiue Coaft:
Henry hath mony, you.are irong and manly ;
God en our fide,doubt not of Vi&torie,

Al A Clifford, a Clifford,
Wee'l follow the Xing,and Chifford.

Cade. Was euer Feather {o lightly blowne too & fro,
asthis multitude ? The name of Henry the fift,hales them
to an hundred mifchicfes, and makes them leaue mee de-
{olate. 1fee them laytheir heades together 1o furprize
me, My fword make way for me, for heereis no flaying:
in defpight of the diugls and hell, haue through the verie
middeft of you, and reauens and honor be wine(le,ithat
no want of refolution in mee, but onely iy Followers
bafe and ignominious treafons, makesme betake meeto
my hesles. Exir

Bauck, Whar, ishefled? Gofomeand follow him,
And he that brings his head vntothe King,
Shall haue a thouiand Crownes for his reward.
Exeunt (ome of thems,

|
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Follow me fouldiers, wee’l deuife a meane,

Toreconcile youall vato the King, Exeunt omnes.

Sound Trompets. Enter King, Oneene,and
Somer (et on the Tarras,

King. Waseuer King thatioy’dan earthly Throne,
And could command no more content then I?
Nofoonerwas I creptout of my Cradle,

But 1 was made a King,at nine months olde,
Was neuer Subiect long’dtobea King,
As1dolong and wifh tobe a Subiect, -

Enter Buckinglham and ((Tifford.

Bue. Health and glad tydings to your Maiefly.
Kin. Why Buckingham, is the Traitor Cade furpris’d ?
Or ishe but retir’d to make him firong ?

Eunter Multitudes with Halters abost their
Neckes,

Clif. Heisfled my Lord,and all higpowers do yeeld,
And hambly thus with halters on their neckes,
Expedt your Highnefle doome of life,or death.
Kirg. Thenheauen fecope thy everlafling gates,
To entertaine my vowes of thankes and praiﬁ:.
Souldiers, this day haue you redeeny’d your liues,
And thew’d how well yon loue your Prince & Countrey:
Continue flill in this (o good a minde,
And Henry thoughhe be infortunate,
Affure your felues will neuer be vnkinde ;
And fo with thankes, and pardon to youall,
I do difwiffe you te your ’Zuerall Countries,
e4h. Geodfaue the King,God faue the King,

Enter a M. effenger.
Mef, Plealeityour Grace to be aduertifed,
The Duke of Yorke is newly eomz from Ireland,
And witha puiffant and a mighty power
Of Gallow-glaffes and ftout Kernes,
Is marching hitherwardin proud array,
And fiill prochaimeth as he comesalong,
His Armes are onely to remoue from thee
The Duke of Somerfer,whom he tearmes a Traicon.
King. Thus ftands my ftate, "twixe Cadeand Yorke
difireft,
Like to aShip, that hauing fcap’da Tempeft,
Is ftraight way calme, and boorded with a Pyrate,
Butnow is Cadedriuen backe, his men difpierc’d,
And now is Yorke in Armes, to fecond him!
I pray thee Buckingham go and meete him,
And aske him what’s the reafon of thefe Armes :
Tell him, Ile fend Duke Edmund to the Tower,
And Somer (et we will commic thee thicher,
Vatill his Army be difmift from him.
Somerfer, My Lerd,
Ile yeclde my felfe to prifon willingly,
Orvntodeath, to domy Countrey good.
King. Inany cafe,benotto roughin termes,
Forhe is fierce,and cannot brooke hard Language.
Bue. Twill my Lord, and doubt not fo to deale,
As all things fhall redound vnto your good,
Kmg, Come wife,let’s in,and learne to gouern better,
For yet may England curfe my wretched raigne,
Flowrifh, Exenne,
Enter

Tt
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Ester Cade.

(ade. Fye on Ambitions: fie on my felfe, thachaue a
{word, and yet am ready to famifh. Thefe fiue daies haue
1 hid me in thefe Woods, and durft not peepe out, forall
the Couatry is laid for me : but now am [ {o hungry,that
if I might haue a Leafe of my life for a thoufand yeares, I
could ftay nolonger. Wherefore ona Bricke wall haue
1 climb’d into this Garden, to feeif | can eate Grafle, or
picke a Sallec another while,which is not amiffe to coole
amans ftomacke this hot weather : and I think this word
Sallet was borne to do me good: for many a time but for
a Sallet, my braine-pan haa bene cleft with a brown Bill;
and many a time when ! haue beene dry, & brauely mar-

ching, it hath feru’d me infleede of a quart potro drinke
in : and now the word Sallet muft ferue me to feed on.

s i Tk aen
cHier Laen,

Jden. Lerd, who would liue turmoyled in the Court,

And may enioy {uch quiet walkes as thefe ?
This {mall inheritance my Father left me,
Contenteth me, and worth a Monarchy.

I fecke not to waxe great by others warning,
Or gather wealth I care not with whatenuy :
Sufficeth, that [ haue maintaines my fate,
And fends the poore well pleafed from my gate.

Cade. Heere's the Lord of the {oile come to feize me
for a firay, for entering his Fee-fimple without leave. A
Villaine, thou wilt betray me, and ger a 1000, Crownes
of the King by carrying my headto him, buc Ile make
thee eate Iren like an Oftridge, and fwallow my Sword
like a greac pin ere thou and I part.

Iden. Why rude Companion, what{oere thou be,
Iknow thee not, why then fhould I betray thee ?

Is’t not enough to breake into wy Garden,

And like a Theefe to come torob my grounds:
Climbing my walles infpight of me the Owner,
But thou wilt braue me with thefle {awcierermes?

Cade. Brauethee? by thebeftblood thateuer was
broach’d, and beard theeto. Lookeonmee well, I haue
eate nomeate thefe flue dayes, yet come thouand thy
fiuemen, and if 1 doe not leaue you all as dead asa doore
naile, I pray God I may neuer eate grafle more.

Iden. Nay, it fhall nere be faid,while England ftands,
That eAlexander Iden an Efquire of Kent,

Tooke oddes to combate a poore famifht man,
Oppofethy fiedfaft gazing eyes to mine,
Seeifthou canft out-face me with thy lookes:

Set limbe to limbe, and thou art farre the lefler:
Thyhandisbut a finger vo my fift,

Thy legge a (ticke compared with chis Truncheon,
My foote fhall fight with all the firength thou haft,
And if mine arme beheaued 1o the Ayre,

Thy graueisdigg’d already in the earth :

As for words, whofe greatnefle an{wer’s words,
Let this my {word report swhat {peech forbeares.

Cade. By my Valour : the moft compleate Champi-
onthateuer L heard. Steele, if thou turne the edge, or
curnotout the burly bon'd Clowne in chines of Beefe,
ere thou {leepein thy Sheagh,I befeech Ioue on my knees
thou mayft be turn’d to Hobnailes.

Heere they Fz;ghi.

O1Iam (laine, Famine and no other hath {laine me,let ten \

)

thoufand diuelles come againft me, and giue me buc,che
ten mealesI haueloft, and I’dedefie themall, Wither
Garden, and be henceforth a burying place toall that do
dwellin this houfe, becaufethe vnconquered foule of
Cade is fled.

Iden. 15t Cade that 1 haueflain,thac monfirous traitor?

Sword, I will hallow thee for this thy deede,
And hang thee o’re my Tombe;when I am dead,
Ne're (hall this blood be wiped from thy point,
But thou fhalt weare it as a Heralds coate,

To emblaze the Honor that thy Mafter got.

(ade. Iden farewell, and be proud of thy victory: Tell
Kent from me, fhe hathlof her beft man, and exhorcall |
the World tobe Cowards : For 1 that never feared any;
am vanquithed by Famine, notby Valour, Dyes, |

Id How much thou wrong'ftme,heanen bemy iudge;;
Die damned Wretch, the cutle of her thatbare thee s
And as Ithruf thy body in with my {werd,

So wifth I, I might thiuft thy foule to hell.
Hence will [ dragge thee headleng by the heeles
Vnto 2 dunghill, which {hall be thy graue,
And there cut off thy moft vngracious head,
Which I will beare in triumph to the King;
Leauing thy trunke for Crowes to feed ypon, Exit,
Enter Yorke,and bis « Lrmy of Irifb, with

Druni and Colonrs.

Yor From Ireland thus comes York to claim his right,
And plucke the Crowne from feeble enries head,
Ring Belles alowd, burne Bonfires cleare and brighe
Toentertaine great Englands lawfull King.

Ah Sanita Maeftas! who would not buy theedeere 2
Let them obey, that knowes not how to Rule.

This hand was made to handle nought but Gold.

I cannot giue due a&ion to my words,

Except a Sword or Scepter ballance it

A Scepter fhall it haue,haue I a foule,

On whichIle voffe the Fleure-de- Luce of France,

Enter Backingham.

Whom haue we heere ? Buckinghamto dilturbe me ?
Theking hath fent him {ure : I moft diffemble.
Buc. Yorke,if thoumeaneft wel, Igreet thee well,
Tor. Humfrey of Buckingham,I accept thy greeting.
Artthoua Meflenger, or come of pleafure,
Buc. A Meflenger from Henry, our dread Liege,
To know the reafon of thele Armes in peace.
Or why, thou being a Subieét,as I am,
Againft thy Oath,and true Allegeance {fworne,
Should raife fo great a power without his leaue ?
Or dare to bring thy Force fo neere the Court 2
Yor. Scarfe can I fpeake, my Cholleris fo great.
Oh1 could hew vp Rockes, and fight with Flint,
Iam {o angry at thefe abiet tearmes.
Andnow like Aiax Telameonina,
On Sheepe or Oxen could I fpend my furie.
Iam farre better borne thenis the king : ;
More likea King, more Kingly in my thoughts.
But I muft make'faire weather yer a while,
Till Henry be more weake,and I more irongs
Buckingham,I prethee pardon me,
That I baue given ne anfwer all this while:
My minde was troubled with deepe Melancholly.
The caufe why I haue brought this Armie hither,

0 2 Is
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Is to remoue proud Somerfet from the King,

That Head of thine doth not become 2 Crowne -

Seditious tohis Grace, and to the Stare, Thy Hand is made to graspe a Palmers flaffe,

Bye. Thatistoo misch prefamption on thy part: And not to grace an awefull Princely Scepter.
Butifthy Armes be to no'otherend, That Gold, muft round engirt thefe browes of mine,
TheKing hath yeelded vnto thy demand : Whofe Smile and Frowne, like to Achifles Speare
The Duke of Somerfet isin the Tower. Isable with the change, to kil and cure,

Yorke. Vpon thine Honor ishe Prifoner ?

Heere is a hand to hold a Scepter vp,
Buck, Vpon'mine Honor he is Prifoner.

And with the {fame to a&e controlling Lawes :

Yorke. Then Buckingham [ do difmiffe my Powres. Giue place : by heauen thou fhalt rule no more
Souldiers, I thanke you all : difperfe your felues: O’re him, whom heauen created for thy Ruler,
Meet me tomogrow in S, Georges Field , Som. O monftrous Traitor ! T arreft thee Yorke

| You fhall haue pay, and cuery thing you wifh.
Andlet my Soucraigne, vertuous Henry,
Command my eldeft fonne, nay all my {onnes,

Of Capitall Treafon”gainft the King and Crowne
Obey audacious Traitor, kneele for Grace,
York; W old’lt haue me knecle?Firft let me ask of thee,

[ As pledges of my Fealtie and Loue, Ifthey can brooke Ibow akneetoman: -

Itefend them all as willing as I live : Sirrah, callin my fonne to be my bale :-

' Lands,Goods,Hotf{e, Ataior, any thing T baue I know ere they.will haue me go to Ward,

Is his to v{e,{fo'Somerfet may die. They’l pawne their {words of my infranchifement,
| Buc. Yorke, I commendthiskinde fubmiffion, - 2w, Call hither Clifford, bid him come amaine,
| We twaine will go into his Highnefle Tene, Tofay, if that the Baflard boyes of Yorke

: Shall be the Surety fortheir Traitor Father.,

: Enter King and s Attendants, Yorke. O blood-befpotted Neopolitan,

King. Buckingham, doth Yorkeintendno harmetovs | Out-caft of Vaples, Englands bloody Scourge,

That thus he marcheth with thee armeinarme ? The fonnes of Yorke, thy betters in their birch,

Yorke. Inall fubmiffien and humility, Shall be their Fathers baile, and bane to thofe
Yorke doth prefent himfelfevato your Highnefle. That for my Surety will refufe the Boyes.
K. Then what intends thefe Forces thou doft bring ? Enter Edward and Richard,
Zor. Toheaueche Traitor Somerf{et fromhénce,: Sce wherethey come, 1le warrant they’kmake it good,
And fight againft that monftrous Rebell cade, Enter Clifford,

Who fince I heard to be difcomfited. Dn. And here comes Clifford to deny their baile.
a1 dE Clif. Health,and all happineffe to my Lord the King,
Yor.Ithanke thee Clifford: Say,what newes with thee?
Nay, do not fright vs with anangry looke :
Wearethy Soueraigne Clifford, kneele againe ;
For thy miftaking fo, We pardon thee.
Clf. Thisis my King Yorke, I do not miftake,
But thou miftakes me much tothinkeI do,
To Bedlem with him, 1s the man growne mad.
King, 1Clifford, a Bedlem and ambitious humor
Makes him oppofe himf{elfe againft his King,

Entér Tden with Cadss bead.

Iden. 1fonefo rude,and of fo meane condition
May pafle intothe prefence of a King :
Loe, I prefent your Gracea Traitors head,
The head of Cade, whom I in combat {lew.

King. The head of Cade? Great God,how iuft art thou ?
Oh let me view his Vifage being dead,
That living wrought me fuch exceeding trouble,
Tellme my Friend, art thou the man chat {lew him 2

e e T

Iden. 1wias,an’t like your Maiefty. Chif. Heisa Traitor, let him to the Tower,

King.How art thou call’d? And what is thy degree ? And chop away that faltious pate of his.

Iden. eAlexander Iden that's my name, Qu. Heisatrefted, but will not obey:

A poore Efquire of Kenc, that loues his King. His fonnes(he fayes)thall giue theit words for him,

Biue, Sopledfeityoumy Lord,’twere not amiffe Yor. Willyou not Sonnes ?

He were created Knight for his good feruice, Edw, 1Noble Father, ifour words will ferue.

King, Iden, kncele downe, rife vp a Knight: Rich. Andifwords will not, then our Weapons (hal,
We giue thee for reward a thonfand Markes, Clif, Why what a brood of Traitors haue we heere ?
And will, that thowhenceforth attend on vs, Torke. Looke inaGlaffe, and call thy Image fo.

Iden, May lden live to merit fuch a bountie, I am thy King, and thou a falfe-heart Traitor :

And neuer liuebut true vnto his Liege, Call hither to the ffake my two braue Beares,
; That with the very thaking of their Chaines,
Enter Oueene and Somer (et . They may aftonifh thefe fell-lurking Curres,

K.See Buckingham Somerfet comes with th’%eenc, Bid Salsbury and Warwicke come tome,
Go bid her hide him quickly from the Duke. _

Qu, Forthoufand Yorkes he fhall not hide his head, Enter the Earles of Warwicke, and
But boldly fiand, and front him to his face, Saissbury,

Yor. Hownow? is Somerfetatlibertie?

Then Yorke vnloofe thy long imprifoned thoughts, (lsf-Are thefe thy Beares? Weel bate thy Bears to deagh,
And let thy tongue be equall with thy heare, And manacle the Berard in their Chaines,

ShallI endure thie fight of Somerfet ? Ifthou dar’ft bring them to the bayting place,

Falfe King,why haft thou breken faith withme, Rich. Ofthaue I{eene ahot ore-weening Curre,
Knowing how hardly 1 can brooke abnfe ? Runbacke and bite, becauie he was with-held,

King did I call thee? No: thouart not King : Who being fuffer’d wich the Beares fell paw,

Not fit to gouerne and rule multitudes, Hath clapt his taile, betweene his legges and cride,
Whichdar ft not, noner canft not rule a Traitor, And fucha peece of feruice will you do,

| . _ If
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If you oppofe your felucs to match Lord Warwicke.
Clif. Hence heape of wrath, foule indigefted lumpe,
As crooked in thy manners, as thy fhape.
Tor. Nay we fhall heate you thorowly anon,
Clif. Takeheede leaft by your heate you burne your
{clues:
King. Why Warwicke, hath thy knee forgot tobow?
Old Salsbury, (hame to thy Gluer haire,
Thou mad mifleader of thy brain-ficke fonne,
What wilc thou on thy death-bed play the Rufhian?
And feeke for forrow with thy Spectacles?
Oh where is Faith 2Oh, where is Loyalty ?
If it be banitht from the froftie head,
Where fhall it firde aharbour in the earth 7
Wilt thou go diggea grave to.finde out Warre,
And fhamethine honourable Age with blood ?
Why art thou-old, and want’ft experience? .
Or wherefore doeft abufe it, if thouhaftic?
For {hame in dutie bend thy kneeto me,
That bowes vato the graue with mickle age. i
Sal. My Lord, | haue confidered with my felfe
The Title of this moft renowned Duke,
And in my confcience, do repute his grace
The rightfull heyre to Englands Royall feate.
King. Haft thou not {worne Allegeance ynto me?
Sal. Ihaue,
Ki, Canft thou difpenfe with heauen for fuch an ozth ?
Sal, Itisgreat finne,to {wearevntoa finne :
But greater finne to keepe a finfull oath :
Who can be bound by any folemine Vow
Todo amurd’rous deede, to rob aman,
To force afpotlefle Virgins Chaflitie,
To reaue the Orphan of his Patrimonie,
To wring the Widdow from her cufton’d right, ;
And haue no other reafon for this wrong,
But that he wasbound by a (olemne Oath?
Yu, Afubrle Traitor needsno Sophifter.
King. Call Buckingham,and bid him arme himfelfe.
Yorke, CallBuckingham,and allthe friends thou haft,
I am refolu’d for death and digpitie.
Old Clif. The firft I warrant thee,if dreames proue true
war. Youwere beftto go to bed,and dreame againe,
Tokeepe thee from the Tempeft of the field.
0l4d Clif. Tam sefolun’d o bearea greater ftorme,
Thenary chou canft coniure vp to day :
And that Ile write vpon thy Burgoner,
Might I but know thee by thy houfed Badge,

war. Now by my Fathers badge, old Newils Cref,
§he rampant Beare chain’d to the ragged fafte,
This day Ile weare alofc iy Burgoner,
As ona Mountaine top, the Cedar (hewes,
That keepes his leaues infpight of any {torme,
Euenio affright thee with the view thereof.

O/d Clif. And from thy Burgonet Ile rend thy Bearc,
And tread ic vnder foot with all contempt,
Defpight thu Bearard, that protedls the Beare.

Yo.Clif. And f{o to Armesvictorious Facher,
To quell the Rebels, and their Complices,

Ruch, Fiey Charitie for fhame,{peake notin fpight,
For you {hall fup with Tefs Chyift to night.

2o Clif. Foule ftygmaticke that’s more then thou
canft cell,

Ric. 1fnot inheauen,you’l furely fup inhell. Exemnt

Enter Warwicke.

war. Clifford of Cumberland, 'tis Warwicke calles:

And if thou do(t not hide thee from the Beare,

L

Now when the angrie Trumpet founds alarum,
And dead mens cries do fill the emptic ayre,
Clifford I fay, come forth and fight with me,
Proud Northerne Lord, Clifford of Cumberland,
Warwicke is hoarfe with calling thee to armes,
Enter Yorke.
war. How now my Noble Lord? What all a-foot.
Yor, The deadly handed Clifford flew my-Steed :
But match to match I have encountred him,
And madea prey for Carrion Kytes and Crowes
Euen of the bonnie beatt he loued fo well,
Enter Clifford.
War, Ofone orboth ofvsche timeis come.
Zor. Hold Warwick: feek thee out fome other chace
For I my {elfe muft huncthis Deere to death.
#ar.Then nobly Yorke,’tis for aCrown thou fightft:
As Lintend Clifford to thriue to day,
It grecues my fouleto leave theee ynaflail'd,  Exit##ar,
Clif, What feeft thouinme Yorke?
Why doft thou paufe ?
Torke. With thy braue bearing fhould I be in loue,
But that thou art {o faft mine enemie. :
Chf. Nor fhould thy prowefle want praife & efteeme,
But that’cis fhewne ignobly,and in Treafon.
Torke. Solet it helpe me now againft thy fword,
As 1 iniuflice,andtruerightexprefleit,
Clif. My foule and bodie on the action both.
Yor, A dreadfull lay, addrefle thee inftantly.
(lsf- Lafia Corrone les enmenes.
Yor. Thus Warre hath giuen thee peace,for § are @ill,
Peace with his foule, heauen ifit be thy will,
Enter yong Clifford.
Clif. Shame and Contufion all ison the rout,
Feate frames diforder, and diforder wounds
Where it fhould guard. O Warre, thou fonne of hell,
Whomangry heauens do maketheir minifter,
Throw in the frozen bofomes of our part,
Hot Coales of Vengeance, Let no Souldier flye.,
He thatis truly dedicate to Warre,
Hath no feife-lone : nor he that loues himfelfe,
Hath not effentially, but by circumftance
The name of Valour. O let the vile world end,
And the premifed Flames of the Laft day,
Knit earth and heaven together.
Now let the generall Trumpet blow his bla g
Particularities, and pettie founds b
To ceale. Was'tthou ordain’d (deereFather)
Toloofe thy youth in peace, and to atcheeue
The Siluer Livery of aduifed Age,
And in thy Renerence, and thy Chaire-dayes, thus
Todie inRuffian bactell ? Euen ac this fight,
My heart is turn’d ro ftone : and while ’tis mine,
It (hall be fony. Yorke, not our old men fpares:
No more will I their Babes, Teares Virginall,
Shall be to me, euen as the Dew to Fire,
And Beautig, that the Tyrant oft reclaimes,
Shall to my flaming wrath, be Oyle and Flax :
Henceforth, T will not haue to do with pitey,
Meet I an infant of the houfeof Yotke,
Into as many gobbirs will I cut it
As wilde (Medea yong Abfirtis did.
In cruelty, will I feeke out my Fame,
Come thou new ruine of olde Cliffords houfe :
As did e£neas old Anchyfes beare,
So beare I thee ypon my manly fhoulders :
But then, e £neas bare alining loade
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No-ththg {oheauy as thefe woes of mine,

Enter Richard, and Somer et to fight.

Rich. Solye thou there:
For vnderneath an Ale-houfe paltry figne,)
The Caftlein S, e4/bons, Somerfer
Hath made the Wizard famous in his death :
Sword, hold thy temper ; Heart, be wrathfull @il «
Pricfts pray for enemies, but Princes kill.
Fight, Excurfions.

Enter King, Queene,and others,

QOgu. Away my Lord, you are{low, for thame away.

Kimg. Canweoutrun the Heanens ? Good Margaret
ﬁ'ay.
QOns. What are youmade of ? You’lnor fight nor fly:
Now is it manhood, wifedome,and defence,
Tolgiue the enemy way, and o fecure vs
By what we can, which can no more bue flye.

: eAlarum afarreoff.

Ifyou be rane, we then {hould fee the bottome
Of all our Fortunes : butifwe haply fcape,
(Aswell wemay, if notthrongh yourneglet)
We (hali to London get, where you are leu’d,
And where this breachnow in our Fortunes made

May readily be fopt.,
Enter Clifford.

{lif. Butthat my hearts on future milcheefe fet,
I would {peake blafphemy ere bid you flye s
But flye youmuft's Vncureable difcon fite
§ Reignes in the hearts ofall our prefent parts.
Away for your releefe, and we will live
To {ee their day,and them our Fortune giue,

Away my Lord, away. Exennt

e e e e . e e
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Alarum. Retrear. Enter Yorke, Richard, rrf'arw}:.ﬁg, :
dand Soldiers,with Drum & Colowrs.
Yorke. Of Salsbury, who can report of him,
That Winter Lyen, who in rage forgets'
Aged contufions, and all brufh of Time :
Andlike a Gallant, in the brow of youth,
Repaires him with Occafion, This happy day
Is not it {elfe, nor haue we wonne one foor,
If Salsbury be loft.
Rich, My Noble Father:
Three times to day I holpehimto his horfe,
Three times beftrid him : Thrice Iled him off,
Per{waded him from any furcher ad:
But ftill where danger was iftill there I et him,
And like rich hangings in'a homely houfe,
So was hiis Will, in his old feeble body,
But Noble ashe isylooke where he comes.y
Enter Salubury,
Sal, Now by my Sword,well haft thoufought to day:
By'th’Mafle fo did weall. Ithankeyou Rickard.
God knowes how longiitis I haue to liue ;
And it hath pleas’d him that three times to day
You haue defended me from imminent deach,
Well Lords, we haue not got that which we haue,
"Tis not enough our foes are this time fled,
Being oppofites of fuch repayring Nature.
Yorke, 1know our fafety is to follow them,
For (as I heare) the King is fled to London,
To call 2 prefent Court of Parliament :
Let vspurfue him ere the Writs go forth,
Whatfayes Lord Warwicke,fhzil we afrer them ?
War. Afterthem: nay before them ifwe can
Now by my hand (Lords) twas a glorions day.
Saint Albons bateell wonne by famous Yorke
Shall be eterniz’d inall Ageta come.
Sound Drun'me and Trumpets, and to London all,
And more fuch dayes as thefe, to vs befall, Exennt.
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