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The third Part of Henry the Sixe,
with the death of the Duke of
Y ORKE.

e laram.
Enter f)[amt‘zgenet,gdwm‘d ,Richard,Norfolke, Monins -
ague, warwicke, and Senldiers.

Wwarwicke, :
f’@ gg.‘ﬁ:’ondcr how the E}’ i’ng efcap’daour hz’gd;%?
Facif ko P/.While we purfu’d the Horfmen of  Notth,
é@g He {lyly ftole away,and left his men:

N W hereat the great Lord of Northumberland,
Whofe Warlike eares could neuer brooke retreat,
Chear’d vp the drouping Army,and himfelfe,

Lotd Clifford and Lord Stafford all a-breft
Charg’d our maine Bartailes Front: and breaking in,
Were by the Swords of common Souldiers {laine.
Edw. Lord Staffords Father, Duke of Buckingham,
Is either flaine or wounded dangerous.
I cleft his Beauer with a down-right blow :
That thisis true (Facher) behold his blood,
Mount. And Brother here’s the Earle of Wiltfhires
Whom I encounired as the Battels ioyn’d, (biood,
Rich, Speake tnoufor me,and tell them what I did.
Plan, Richard hath béft deferu'd of all my fonpes
Butis your Grace dead, my Lord of Somerfer 2
Nor, Suchhope haue ali che line of Zobn of Gannt,
Rich. Thus do Ihopete fhake King Henries head,
Warw. And {odoe I,viCtorious Prince of Yorke,
Before 1 fce thee feated in that Throne,
Which now the Houfe of Lancafter viurpes,
I vow by Heauen,thefle eyes thall neuer clofe.,
This is the Pallace of the fearefull King,
And this the Regall Seat : poffefle it Zorke,
For this is thine, and not King Hewries Heires,
Plant. At me then,fweer warwick , and I will,
For hither we haue broken in by force.
Norf. Wee'leall aflit you: he thart fiyes,fhall dye:
Plant. Thankes gentle Norfolke, ftay by me my Lords,
And Souldiers ftay and lodge by me this Night.
) They goe vp.
warw. And whenthe King comes, offer him no violence,
Vnleffe he fecke to thruft you out perforce.
Plant The Queene this day here holds her Parliament,
But lictle chinkes we (hali be of her counfaile,
By words or blowes here lec vs winne our right.
Rich. Atm’d as weare,let’s (fay withinthis Houfe,
warw. The bloody Parliament thall this be call’'d,
Vnleffe Plantagenet,Duke of Yorke,be King,

R,

)

o Attus Primus. Scoena Prima.

And bathfull Hesmry depos’d,whole Cowardize
Hath made vs by-words to our enemies.
Plant. Then leave menot,my Lords berefolute,
I'meane totake pofleflion of my Right.
warw. Neither the King nor he that loues him bell,
The prowdeft hee that holds vp Lancafer,
Dares ftirre a Wing,it #7arwick_{hake his Bells.
He plant Plantagenet, root him vp -vho dares:
Refolue thee Richard, clayme the Englifh Crowne.

Flowrifl. Enter King Henry,C !fjﬁ?‘ﬁ' | Northumberjand,
weftmerland, Exeter, and the veff.

Henry, My Lords,Jooke where the fturdie Rebell fits,
Euen in the Chayre of State : belike he meanes,
Backe by the power of Warwicke, that falfe Peere,
To a‘fpi;:c virro the Crowne,and reigne as King,
Earle of Norchumberland, he flew thy Father,
And thine,Lord (Vifford.& youbotli have vow’'d reuenge
On him,his {onnes, his fauorites,and his friends.
Northemb, 1f 1be not,Heauens be reneng’d on me,
Clifford. The hopethereof, makes-Clifford mousne in
Steele,
weftm. Waat,(hall we fuffer this? lets pluck him down,
My heart for anger burnes, I cannot brooke it.
Henry. Be patient,gentle Earle of Weftmerland,
Clifford. Patienceis for Poultroones,fuch as he;
He du:ft not fit there,had your Father liv'd,
My grasious Lérd Here in the Patliament -
Lec vs affayle the Family of Zorke.
North Well haft thou fpoken,Coufin be it {o.
Henry, Ahknow you not the Citie fauours them,
And they haue troupes of Souldiers attheir beck 2
#eftm. Bur when the Duke is {laine, they’le quickly
flye.
Henry, Farre be the thoughe of this from Henries heart, P
To makea Shambles of the Parliament Houfe,
Coufin of Exeter, frownes,words,and threats,
Shall be the Warre that Hewry meanes to vie.
Thou factious Duke of Yorke defcend my Throne,
And kneele for grace and mercie at my feet,
I am thy Soucraigne,
Yorke. 1am thine.
Exer, Forfhame come downe,henadethee Duke of
Yorke, ;
Yorke. It was my Inheritance,as the Earledome was,
Exer. Thy
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Exet. Thy Father was a Traytor to the Crowne.

Warw.Exeter thou art a Traytor to the Crowne,

In following this vlurping Henry.

(lifford. Whom fhould hee follow, but his naturall

King ?

P%’urw. True (Vifford,that’s Richard Duke of Yorke,
Henry. And fhall I Rand,and thou fitin my Throne ?
Yorke. 1t muftand {hall be fo,content thy felfes
warw. Be Duke of Lancafter,lec him be King.
#eftm. Heis both King,and Duke of Lancalter,

And that the Lord of Wellmerland fhall maintaine.
Warw. And Warwick fhall difproue it. You forget,

That we are thofe which chas’d you from the field,

And {lew your Fathers,and with Colours {pread

Marcht through the Citie to the Pallace Gates,

Northumb. Y es warwicke,I remember it to my griefe,

And by his Soule,thou and thy Houfe thall sue i,
weftm. Plantagenet,of thee and thefe thy Sonnes,

Thy Kin{men,and thy Friends,Ilc haue more liues

Thendrops of bloud were in my Fathers Veines.

(lff. Vrgeitno more,left thatin fead of words,

I {end thee,arwicke, {uch a Meflenger,

As fhall reuenge his death, beforc I ftirre.
warw. Poore Clifford, how I {corne his worthlefle

Threats.

Plant. Will you we fhew our Title to the Crowne ?

If not,our Swozds fhall pleade it in the field.

Hemry, What Title haft chou Traytor to the Crowne?

My Father was as thou art,Duke of Yorke,

Thy Grandfather Roger Adortimer Earle of March.

I am the Sonne of Henry the Fift,

Who made the Dolphin and the French to ftoupe,

And feiz’d vpon their Townes and Prouinces,
warw. Talkenot of France,fith thou haft loft it all,
Henry. The Lord Prote&orloft it,and not 1 :

When I was crown’d,I was but nine moneths old,

Rich. Youare old enough now,

And yet me thinkes you loofe:

Father teare the Crowne from the V{urpers Head.
Edward. Sweet Father doe fo,fet it on your Head:
Mount. GoodBrother,

Astliou lou'ftand honoreft Armes,

Let’s fight it out,and nat fland cauilling thus,

Richard. Sound Drummes and Trumpets, and the
King will fiye.
Plant. Sonnes peace.

- Henry. Peace thou, and giue King Henry leaue to
cake.

J warw, Plantagenet {hal fpeake firt: Heare him Lords,

And be you (ilent and atrentiue too,

For he that intetrupts him, thall not live.

Hen. Think't thou,that I will leaue my Kingly Throne,

Wherein my Grandfire and my Father fac?

No:firft (hall Warre vopeople this my Realme;

I,and their Colours often borne in France,

And now in England,to our hearts great forrow,

Shall be my Winding-fheet. Why faint you Lords 2

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

Warw, Proue it Hesry,and thou fhalt be King.

Hen. Henry the Fourth by £onqueft got the Crowne.
Plam, *Twas by Rebellion againft his King.

Henry, 1know not what to {ay,my Titles weake:

Tell me,may not a King adoptan Heire 2
Plans, What then 2
Henry. Andif he may,then am I lawfull King :

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

Whofe Heire my Father was,and I am his,

Plant. He rofeagainft him,being his Soueraigne,
And made him to refigne his Crowne perforce.

Warw. Suppofe,my Lords,he did it voconftrayn’d,
Thinke you twere preiudiciall to his Crowne ?

Exet. No: for he could not fo refigne his Crowne

But that the next Hzire fhould fucceed and reigne, :
Henry. Artthou againft vs,Duke of Exeter ?

Exet. Hisistheright,and therefore pardonme.

Plant. W hy whifper you,my Lords,and anfwer not ?

Exet. My Confcience tells me he is lawfull Kine.

Henry. All will reuolt from me,and turne to hf?n.

Northumb. Plantagenet for all the Clayme thoy lay’ft
Thinke not,that Henry fhall be fo depos’d. g

warw. Depos’d he (hall be,in defpight of all,

Northumb. Thou art deceiv’d :

*Tis not thy Southerne power

Of Effex Notfolke,Suffolke,nor of Kent,

Which makes thee thus prefumptuous and prowd,

Can fet the Duke vp in defpight of me,

Cliffords King Henry,be thy Title right or wrong,
Lord C/ifford vowes to fight in thy defence : z
May that ground gape,and fwallow mealjue,

Where I fhall kneele to him that {lew my Father.
Henry. Oh Clifford,how thy words reuiue my heart,
Plant. Henry of Lancaﬂcr,reﬁgnc thy Crowne:

What mutter you,or what confpire you Lords?
warw. Doeright vnto this Princely Duke of Yoike,

Or I will fill the Houfe with armed men,

And ouer the Chayre of State,where now he fits,

Write vp his Title with v{urping bload,

He fLampes with bis foot ,and the Souldiers
Shew themfelsies.

Henry. My Lotd of Warwick,heare but one word,

. Letme for this my life time reigne as King,

Plart Confirme the Crowne to me 3nd to mine Heires,
And thou fhale reigne in quiet while thou liv'it,

Henry. 1am coutent: Richard Plantagener
Enioy the Kingdome after chy deceafe.

Clifford. What wrong is this vnto the Prince, your

Sonne 2

warw. What good is this to England,and himfelfe ?

weftm. Bafe fearefull,and defpayring Henry.

Clifford, How haft thou iniuc’d both thy felfe and vs?

weftm. 1 cannot Ray to heare thefe Articles.

Nerthumb. Nor T,

Clifford. Come Coufin, let vs tell the Queene thefe
Newes,

weftms. Farwell faint-hearted and depenerare King,
Inwhofe cold blood no fparke of Honor bides.

Northumb Be thou a prey ynto the Houfe of Torke,
And dye in Bands, for this vamanly deed.

Clff. Indreadfull Warremay’ft thou be ouercome,
Ot liue in peace abandon’d and defpis’d.

Warw. Turne thisway Hesry,and regard them not.

Exeter. They feeke reuenge, and therefore will not

! yeeld. .

Henry, Ah Exeter. !

Warw. Why fhould you figh,my Lord 2

Henry. Not for my felfe Lord wanwick but my Sonne
Whom I vanaturally fhall dif-inherite, :
Butcbe it as it may: I'nere entayle
The Crowneto thee and to thine Heires for euer,
Conditionally, that heere thou take an Oath,
To ceafe this Ciuill Warre : and whil’t 1 liue,




| To honor me as thy King,and Soueraigne:
| And neyther by Treafon nor Hoflilitie,
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To feeke to put me dewne,and reigne thy felfe,

Plant, This Oach I'willingly take,and will performe.

#warw, Long live King Henry : Plantagenet embrace

him,

Henry. And long live thou, and thefe thy forward

Sonnes.

Plant. Now Yorkeand Lancaffer are reconcil’d,

Exets Accurlt behe that feekes to make them foes.
Senet. Here they come downe.,

Plaxt. Farewell my gracious Lord,Ile to my Cafile,

#warw.: And lle keepe London with my Souldiers.

Norf. And Ito Norfolke with my follower:,

Monnt, And I vatothe Sea,from whence I came.

Heury. And I with griefe and {orrow to the Court.

Enter the Queene,
Exeter, Heere comesthe Queene,
Whofe Lookes bewray heranger:
lle fteale away.
Henry. Exerer{o will 1.
Oseene. Nay,goe not from me,T will follow thee,
Henry. Bepatient gentle Queene, and' [ will ftay.
Queene. W ho can be patient 1n fuch extreames 2
Ahwretched man,would 1 had dy’de 2 Maid 7
And neuer feene thee,neuer borne thee Sonne,
Seeing thou haft prou’d fo vanaturall a Father,
Hath he deferu’d to loe{e his Birth-right thus ?
Hadft thou but lowd him halfe fo well as I,
Or felt that paine which I'did for him once,
Or nourifht him,as T did with my blood ;
Thou would'ft have left thy deareft heart-blood there,
Rather then hauemade that {auage Duke thine Heire,
And dif-inherited thine onely Sonne. )
Prince. Father,you cannot dif-inheriteme: - ui
If you be King,why thonld not I fucceede?  2r - i+
Henry. Pardonme Margaret,pardonme (weet Sonide,
The Earle of Warwick and the Duke enforc’c me,
Zuee. Enforc’t thee? Are thou King and wilt be forcie? !
I fhame to heare thee fpeake: ah timorous Wretch,
Thou haft vndone thy felfe,thy Sonne,and me,
And giu'n vato the Houfe of Yorke {uch head,
As thou (hale reigne but by their fufferance.
To entayle him and his Heires vavo the Crowne,
What is it,but to make thy Sepulcher,
And creepe into it farre before thy time ?
Warwick isChancelor,and the Lord of Callice,
Sterne Falcowbridge commands the Narrow Seas,
The Duke is made Prote&tor of the Realme,
Andyet fhale thou be fafe? Such fafetie findes
The trembling Lambe,inuironned with Woltes,
Had Ibeene there;which am a filly Woman,

] The Souldiers thould haue tofs’d me on their Pikes,

Before I would haue granced to that A&

But thou preferr’t thy Life before thine Honor.
And fecing thou do’ft, I here diuorce my felfe,
Both from thy Table Henry,and thy Bed,

Vntill that A& of Parliament berepeal'd,
Whereby my Sonne is dif-inherited.

The Northerne Lords,that haue forfworne thy Colours,
Will follow mine,if once they fee them fptead :
And {pread they (hall be,to thy foule difgrace,
And vtter ruine of the Houfe of Yorke:

Thus doe Ileauc thee: Come Sonne, let’s away,
Our Armyis ready ; come,wee’le after them,

|

|

|

Henry. Stay gentle Margaret,and heare me fpeake.
Qeene. Thou halt fpoke too muchalready: gerthee
one,
= Henry. Gentle Sonne Edward,thou wilt ftay me?
Qseese. 1,to be murther'd by his Enemies.
Prigce. When I returne wich vi€orie to the field;
Ile fee your Grace: till then,Ile follow her.
Quzene, Come Sonne away, we may not linges thus,
Henry, Poore Queene, ‘
How loue to me, and to her Sonne,
Hath made her breake out into termes of Rage,
Reueng'd may fhe be on that hatefull Duke,
Whofe haughrie fpirit,winged wich defice,
Will coft my Crowne,and like an emptie Eagle, -
Tyre on the flefh of me,and of my Sonne,
The loffe of thofe three Lords vorments my heart
Ile write vnto them, and entreat them faire 3
Come Coufin,you fhall be the Meflenger.

Exet, AndI,Thope,fhallreconcilethemally | Exi,
Flourifb, Enter Richard, Edward, and
Mountague,

Richard. Brother,though I bee youngeft, giue mee
leaue,

Edward. Ne,can better play.the Orator,

Mount. But I bauc reafons ftrong and forceable,

Enter the Dukg of Yorke.

Yorke. Whyhow now Sonnes,and Brother, ata firife ?
What 1s your Quarrell ? how began it firft?
Edward. No Quarrell,but a flight Contention,
Yorke, About what 2
Rich. About that which concernes your Geace ad vs,
The Crowne of England Father,which is yours,
Yorke. Mine Boy?not cill King Henry be dead,
Richard. Your Right depends not onhis life;or death.
1 Edward.Now you are Heire,therefore edioy it now:
By giuing the Houle of Lancaffer leaue to breathe,
it will out-runne you,Father,in the end.
Torke, 1 tocke an Oath, that hee fhould quietly
reigne.
Edward Bur for a Kingdome ang Oath may be broken;
I would breake a thoufand Qathes,to reigne one yeere.
Richard. No:God forbid your Grace (hould be for-
{worne,
© Yorke. 1 (hall beif I clayme by open Warre,
Richard, Ile proue the contrary, if you'le heare mee
fpeake.
Yorke.: Thou canft not,Sonne : it is impoffible,
Richard.. AnQathis of no moment,being not tooke
Before a true and lawfull Magiftrate,
That hath auchoritie ouer him that f{iveares.
Henty had none,butdid viurpe the place.
Then {eeing 'twas he that made youto depofe,
Your Qath,my Lord,is vaine and friuolous.
Therefore to Armes : and Father doe but thinke,
How {weet a thing it is to weare 2 Crowne,
Within whofe Circuit is Elizinms,
And all that Poets faine of Bliffe and Toy.
Why doe we linger thus? I cannot reft,
Vntill the White Rofethat I weare, be dy’de
Euen in theluke-warme blood of Henries heart,
Yorke, Richard ynough:Twillbe King,or dye.
Brother,thou {halt to London prefently,
And whet on 77arwick tothis Enteérprife,

Thou
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You Edward fhall veto my Lord Cebham,
With whom the Kentithmen will willingly rife.

| In them I truft: for they are Souldiers,

Wittie,courteous,liberall,full of fpirit.

While you are thus imploy’d, what refteth more?
But that I {eeke occafion how torife,

And yet the King not priuie to my Drift,

Nor any of the Houfc of Lancaffer.

Eunter Gabriel.

But fay, what Newes? Why comm’ft thou in fuch
ofte? ~
Gabriel. The Queene,
| With all the Northerne Earles and Lords,
Intend here ro befiege you in your Catfile,
She is hard by,with twentic thoufand men:
And therefore fortifie your Hold,my Lord,
Yorke. I,withany Sword.
What ? think’ft thou,that we feare them?

_ ,, T he third Pare of Henry the Sixt.
| Thou Richard (halctothe Dukeof Norfolke, |
| And tell him priuily of our intent.

Edward and Richard, you {hall Ray with me,
My Brother Aountague (hall pofte to London.
Let Noble warwiche,{obbam, and the reft,
W hom we haue lefc Protectors of the King,
With powrefull Pollicie firengthen themfelues,
And truft not fimple Hanry ,nor his Oathes.

Mount. Brother, I goe: Ile winne them,feare it not,
And thus moft humbly I doe take my leane.

Exit CMonntague,

Enter ¢t Mortimer ,and bis Brother,
&
York. Sit Tohn,and Sic Hugh Mortimer,mine Vackles,

You are come to Sandall ina happie houre.
The Armic of the Queene meane to befiege vs.

Iobs. Shee fhall not neede, wee'le meete her in the
field.

Yorke. What,with fiuc thoufand men ? ,

Richard. 1,with fiue hundred,Father, for aneede,
A Woman's generall: what thould we feare ?

A March afarve off.

Edward. Thearetheir Drummes :
Let’s fer our men in order,
And iffue forth,and bid them Batraile fraight,

Yorke.Fiue mento twentic: though the oddes be great,
1 doubrt not, Vnckle,of our Viétorie.
Many a Battaile have I wonne in France,
When as the Enemie hach beene tenne toone:
Why fhould I not now haue the like fuccefle ?

Alarums. Exig,

Enter Rutland,and his Twtor.

Rutland. Ah,whither (hall I fiye,to {cape theirhands ?
Ah Tuzor,looke where bloody C/ifferd comes.

Eunter ( f{,’ﬁ?’d.

Clifford. Chaplaineaway.thy Priefthood faues thy life.
As for the Brat of this accurfed Duke,
Whoefe Father flew my Father he fhall dye.

Twtor. And I,my Lord,will beare him company.

Clifford. Souldigrs,away with bim,

Tutar. Ah Clifford, murcher not this innocent Child,
Leaft thoube hatedboth of God and Man,  Exi.

¢lifferd. Hownow? is he dead alreadie ¢
Or is it feare,that makes him clofe his eyes?
Ile openthem.

Rutland. Solooksthe pent-vp Lyon o're the
That trembles voder his devouring Pawes:
And fo he walkes,infulting o’re his Prey,

And {o he comes,to rend his Limbes afunder,
Ah gentle C/ifford kill me with rthy Sword,
And not with fuch acruell threatning Looke.
Sweet Clifford heare me {peake,before 1 dye:
I am too meane a fubieét for thy Wrath,
Bethiou reueng’d on men,and let me liue,
Clifford. Jn vaine thou fpeak’ft poore Soy:
My Fathers blood hath ftopt the paffage
Where thy words thould enter,

Rutland, Then ler my Fathers blood open it againe,
He is a man,and (Vifford cope with him.

Clifford. HadIthy Brethren here, theirliues and thine
Were not reuenge fufficient for me :

No,if I digg’d vp thy fore-fathers Graues,
And hung their rotten Coffins vp in Chaynes,
It could not {lake mine ire,uor eafe my heart.
The fight of any of the Houle of Yorke,

Is as a furie to torment my Soule ;

| Andtill Iroot out their accurfed Line,

And leaue not one aliue, I liue in Hell.
Ther=fore---

Rutland.Oh let me pray,before I take my death:
To thee I pray;{weet C/ifford pitty me.

Clifford. Suchpitcy as my Rapiers point affords.
Rutland. Ineuer did thee harme: why wile thou flay
me ? ;

Clifford. Thy Father hath,

Rutland. But’twas ere I was borne,
Thou haft one Sonne, for Lis fake pitty me,
Leaftinreuenge thereof,fith Ged is iuff,
Hebe as mifezably flaine as L.
Ah;let mre line in Prifon all my dayes,
And when I.giue occafion of offence,
Then let me dye,for now chou haft no caufe,

(lifferd. No caufe? thy Father flew my Father:there-
fore dye.

Rutland. Diy faciant landis femma fit 1 a tue,

Clifferd. Plauntagenet, I come Plantagenet »
And this thy Sennes blood cleaning to my Blade,
Shall ruft vpon ruy Weapon,till thy biood
Congeal'd with this,doe make me wipe off both. Exit.

eAlarums. Enter Richard, Duke of Yorke.

Yorke. The Army of the Queene hath got the field
Vnckles both are flaine, in refcuing me;

And all my followers, to the eager foe
Turne back,and flye,like Ships before the Winde,
Or Lambes purfu’d by hunger-ftarued Wolues,
My Sonnes,God knowes whathath bechanced them:
But this I know,they haue demean’d themfelues
Like men borne to Renowne, by Life or Death.
Three times did Richard make a Lane to me,
And thrice cry’de,Courage Fathcr,ﬁght itouts
And full as oft came Edward tomy fide,
With Purple Faulchion,painted to the Hile,
Inblood of thofe that had encountred him :
And whenthe hardyeft Warriors did reryre,
Richard cry’de,Charge,and giue no foot of ground,
And cry’de,A Crowne,or elic a glorious Fonibe,

Wretch, L
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A Scepter,oran Earchly Sepulchre.
With this we charg’d againe : but out alas,

We bodg'd againe, as 1 haue feene 2 Swan

With bootlefle labour {wimme againft the Tyde,

And fpend her firength with euer-matching Waues,

i

A [bors Alarum within.
Ah hearke,the farall followers doe purfue,
And [ am faint,and cannot fiye their furie:
And were I firong,I would not thunne their furie,
The Sands are numbred,thar makes vp my Life,
Here muft I flay,and here my Life muft end.

Enter the Qucene Clifford, Northamberland,
the young Prince,and Sonldiers.

Come bloody Cliford, rough Northumberland,

1 dave your quenchlefle furie comorerage :

I am your 3utr,and 1 abide your Shor.
Northumb, Y celd to our mercy,proud Plantagenst,
Clifford. 1,to{uch mercy,as his ruthleffe Arme
With downe-right payment,fhew’d voto my Father,
Now Phaeton hathtumbled from his Carre,
And made an Euening at the Noone-tide Prick.
Yorke. My afhes,as the Pheenix,may bring forth
A Bird,that will reuenge vpon youall :
And in that hope,I throw mine eyes to Heauen,
Scarning what ere you can afflict me with,
W hy come younot? what,multitudes,and feare 2
Cliff. So Cowards fight,when they can flye no further,
So Doues doe peck the Faulcons piercing Tallons,
So defperate Theeues,all hopelefle of their Liucs,
Breathe out Inueftiues ‘gainft the Officers.
Yorke. Oh (Usfford, but berhinke thee once againe,
And in thy thought ore-run my former time :
And if thou canft,for bluthing,view this face,
And bite thy tongue,that flanders him with Cowardice,
Whofe frowne hath made thee faintand flye ere this,
Clifford. I will not bandie with thee word for word,
But buckler withthez blowes twice two for one,
Queene. Hold valianc C/ifford, for a thoufand caufes
I would prolong a while the Traytors Life: ‘
Wrath makes him deafe; {peake thou Northumberland.
Northumb.Hold Clifford doenot honor himyfo much,
To prick thy finger,though to wound his heare,
What valour were it,when a Curre doth grinne,
For one to thruft his Hand betweene his Teeth,
When he might {fpurne him with his Foot away ?
It is Warres prize,to take all Vantages,
And tenne to one,is no impeach of Valour.
Clifferd. 1,1, fo firiuves the Woodcocke with the
Gynne,
Nortbumb. So doth the Connie flruggle in the
Net.
Tork.Sotriumph Theeues vpon their conquer’d Booty,
So True men yeeld with Robbers,{o o’re-matchz.,
Northsamb. What would your Grace haue done vnto
him now 2
geene. Braue Warriors,Clifford and Northumberland,
Come make himftand vpon this Mole-hill here,
That raught at Mountaines with out-firerched Armes,
Yet parted butshe fhadow wich his Hand.
What,was it youthat would be Englands King 2
Was’t you thatretiell'd iv our Parliament,
And madea Preachment of your highDefcent ?
Where are your Melle of Sonnes,to back you now,,
The wanton Edward,and the lufie George ? :
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And where’s that valiant Crook-back Prodigic,

Dickie,your Boy,that with his grumbling voyee

Was wont to cheare his Dad in Mutinies?

Or with the reft,where is your Darling, Rutland ¢

Looke Yorke,I ftayn’d chis Napkin with the blood

That valiant Clsfford,with his Rapiers point;

Made iffue from the Bofome of the Boy:

And if thine eyes can water for his death,

I giue thee this to drie thy Cheekes withall.

Alas poore Yorke, but thac I hate thee deadly,

I thould lament thy miferable Rate.

I prythee grieue,to make me merry,Yorke.

What,hath thy fierie heart fo parche chine entrayles,

That not a Teare can fall for Rutlands death?

Why art thou patient,man? thou fhould’ft be mad:

And I,to make chee mad,doe mock thee this.

Stampe,raue,and fret,that I may fing and dance,

Thou would'ft be fee’d,I {ee,to make me fpore

Yorke cannot fpeake,vnleffe he weare a Crowne.

A Crowne for Zorke ; and Lords,bow lowe to him :

Hold you his hands,whilet I doe {et it on,

I marry Sit,now lookes he like aKing :

I,thisis he that rooke King Henries Chaire,

And this is he was his adopted Heire.

ut how is itsthat great Plantagener

Iscrown’d fo foone,and broke his {olemne Oath?

As I bethinke me,you fhould not be King,

Till our King Hesry had fhooke hands with Death.

And will you pale your head in Eewries Glory,

And rob his Temples of the Diademe,

Now in his Life,againft your holy Gath ?

Ohtis 2 fault too too vnpardonable,

Off with the Crowne;and with the Crowne,his Head,

And whileft we breache,taketime to doe him dead,
Clifford. That is my Office, for my Fathers fake.
Quecse. MNay flay, lev’s heare the Orizons hee

mekes.
Yorke, Shee-Wolfe of France,

But worfe then Wolues of France, ;

Whofe Tongue more poyfons then the Adders Tooth <

How ill-befeeming is it inthy Sex,

To trivmph like an Amazonian Trull,

Vpon their Woes,whom Fortune captinates ¢

Buz that thy Face is Vizard-like,vnchanging,

Made impudent with v{e of evill deedes,

I would affay,prowd Queene,to make thee blufh.

To tell thee whence thou cam’,of whom deriv’d,

Were fhame cnough, to thame thee,

Wertthounot thamele(fe, ,

Thy Father beares the type of King of Naples,

Of both the Sicils,and Ierufalem,

Yet not fo wealthic as an Englith Yeoman,

Hath that poore Monarch taught thee to infule?

It needes not;nor it bootes thee not,prowd Queene,

Vnlefle the Adage muft be verify’d,

That Beggers mounted,runne their Horfe to death,

"Tis Beautie that doth oft make Women prowd,

But God he knowes,thy fhare thereof is fmall.

"Tis Vertue,that doth make them moft admir'd,

The contrary,dath make thee wondred at.

“Tis Gouernment that makes them feeme Diuine,

The want thereof,makes thee abhominable.

Thou art as oppofite to euery good,

As the Antipodes are votovs,

Or as the South to the Seprentrion.

Oh Tygres Heart,wrapt in a Womans Hide,

S~
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How could'ft thou drayne the Life-blood of the Child,
Tobid the Father wipe his eyes withall,
And yet be {eene to beare a Womans face ?
Woinen are {oft,milde, pitcifull,and flexible;
Thou.ﬂcunr:,obduratc,ﬂmtie,mugh,xernoriclcﬂ’c.
Bidft thou me rage? why now thou haft thy with.
Would'ft haue me weepe? why now thou haft thy will.
For raging Wind blowes vp inceffant fhowers,
And when the Rage allayes,the Raine begins,
Thefe Teares are my (weet Rutlazds Obfequies,
And euery drop cryes vengeance for his death,
'Gainft thee feli C/ifferd, and thee faife French-woman,
Norrhumb. Belbrew me,bat his paffions moues me fo,
That hardly canI check my eyes from Teares,
Torke. That Face of his,
The hungry Caniballs would not haue toucht,
Would not haue ftzyn’d with blood:
But you are more inhumane,more inexorable,
Oh,tenne times more then Tygers of Hyrcania.
See,ruthlefle Queene,a haplefle Fathers Teares:
This Cloth thoudipd’ft in blood of my {weet Boy,
And I with T'eares doe walh the blood away.
Keepe thou the Napkin,and goe boaft of this,
And if thou tell'ft the heauie ftorieright,
Vpotimy Soule,the hearers will fhed Teares:
Yea,euen my Foes will {hed faft-falling Teares,
And fay,Alas, it was a pittious deed.
There,take the Crowne,and with the Crowne;my Curlfe,
And in thy need,{uch comfort come to thee,
As now I reape at thy too cruell hand.
Hard-hearted Clifford,take me from the World,
My Soule to Heauen,my Blood vpon your Heads.
Northum’.Had he been {laughter-man to all my Kinne,
I fhould not for my Life buc weepe with him,
To fee how inly Sorrow gripes his Soule.
Daeen, What,weeping ripe,my Lord Northumber/and ?
Thinke butvpon the wrong hedid vs all,
And that will quickly drie thy melting Teares,

Death.

QOuneene. And heere’s to right our gentle-hearted
King.

Yorke. Open thy Gats of Mercy, gracious God,
My Soule flyes through thele wounds, to feeke ourt thee,

LDucese.Off with his Head,and {et it on Yorke Gates,
So 2orke may ouer-looke the Towne of Yorke,

Flourifb. Exit.

A March, Euter Edward, Richard,
ard their power,

Edward. 1 wonder how our Princely Father fcap’es
Or whether he be fcap’c away,or no,
f From Cliffords and Northumberlands purfuit ?
{ Had he been ta’ne,we (hould haue heard the newes;
| Had hebeene {laine,we fhould haue heard the newes:
{ Orhad he'fcep’t,me thinkes we (hould haue heard
i The happy tidings of hisigood efcape.
| How fares my Brother? why is he fo fad?
{  Rickard. 1cannot toy,vntill I berefolw’d
{ Where our right valiant Father is become.
o I faw him in the Bartaile range about,
t And wateht him how he fingled Clifferd forth,
| Me thoughe he bore himin the thickeft troupe,
As doth a Lyon in a Heard of Neat,
Or as a Beare encompals’d round with Dogges :
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Clifford. Heere's for my Oath, heere’s for my Fathers

Who hauing pincht a few,and made them ¢ry,

The reft and all aloofe,and barke at him,

So far'd our Father with his Enemies,

So fled his Enemies my Warlike Father:

Me thinkes 'tis prize enough tobe his Sonne.

Seehow the Morning opes her golden Gates,

And takes her farwell of the glorious Sunne,

How well refembles it the privae of Youth,

Trimm’d like a Yonker, prauncing to his Loue ?
Ed. Dazlemine eyes,or doe ] {ee three Sunnes ?
Rich.Three glorious Sunnes,eachone 2 perfect Sunne,

Not feperated with the racking Clonds,

But feuer’d ina pale cleare-fhining Skye.

Sce,(ce,chey ioyne,embrace,and feeme to kiffe,

As if they vow’d fome League inuiolable,

Now are they but one Lampe,one Light,one Sunne::

In this,the Heauen figures fome euent.
Edward. *Tis wondrous ftrange,

The like yet neuer heard of.

Ithinke it cites vs(Brother)to the field,

That wee,the Sonnes of braue Plantagenet,

Each one alreadic blazing by our meedes,

Should notwithftanding ioyne our Lights together,

And ouer-fhine the Earth,as this the World,

Whatere it bodes, hence-forward will I beare

Vpon my Targuet three faire fhining Sunnes.
Richard. Nay beare three Daughters:

By your leaue, I fpeake it,

Youlouethe Breeder better then the Male,

Enter one blowing.

But what art thou,whofe heauie Lookes fore-tell
Some dreadfull ftory hanging on thy Tongue ¢
Mef. Ah,one thatwas a wofull lookeron,
When as the Noble Duke of Yorke was flaine,
Your Princely Father,and my louing Lord.
Edward. Oh (peake no more, for I haue heard too
mu:h,
Richard. Say how he dy’de,for Iwill heare it all.
Mef]. Enuironed he was with many foes,
And ftood againft them, as the hope of Troy
Againft the Greekes,that would haue entred Troy,
Bot Hercules himfelfe muft yeeld to oddes:
And many ftiroakes,thongh with a lictle Axe,
Hewes downe and fells the hardet-tymber'd Oake,
By many hands your Father was {ubdu’d,
Bitonely flaughtred by the irefull Arme
Ot vo-relenting ¢/ifford,and the Queene:
Who crown’d the gracious Duke in high defpighe,
Laugh’d in his face : and when with griefe he wepr,
The ruthleffe Queens gave him,to dry his @heekes,
A Napkin,fteeped in the harmeleffe blood
Of {weet young Rutland,by rongh Chfford (laine ;
And after many fcornes, many foule taunts,
They tooke his Head,and on the Gates of Yorke
They fet the fame,and there it doth remaine,
The faddeft fpectacle that ere I view'd.
Edward.Sweet Duke of Yorke,our Prop to lesne vpon,
Now thou art gone,wee haue no Staffe;nio Stay.
Oh Clifford,boy R ’rous Cliffard thou haft flaine’
The flowre of Europe,for his Cheualrie,
And trecheroufly hatt thow vanquifhe him,
For hand to hand he would haue venquiths thee.
Now my Soules Pallace is hecome a Prifon:
Ah,would fhe breake fram hence, that this my body

Might ‘
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nnrh. in the ground be clofed vp inreft :
For neuer henceforth (hall Tiey againe:
Neuer, ol neuer fhall I {fee more ioy.

Rich. 1 cannot weepe: for all my bodies moyfure
Scarfe feruesto oumch my Furnace-burning hart :
Nor can my :owbuL vuloadcmv hearts great burchen,
For felfe-fame winde thac T fhould (peake withell;

Is kindling coales that fires all my breft,

And burnes me vp with flames, that tears would quench,
To weepe, is to make lefle the depth of greefe:

Teares then for Babes; Blowes,and }icuenge for mee,
Richardy 1 beare thy name, Tle venge thy death,

Or dye renowned by attempring it.

Ed. His name that valianc Duke hath left with thee:
His Dukedome, and his Chaire with me is left.

Rich. Nay,ifthoube that Princely Eagles Bird,
Shew thy defcent by gazing 'gainft the Sunnc
For Chaire and Dulmd:;me Throneand K ingdome fay,
Either chat is thine, or elfe thou wer't not his.

Moarch. Enter Warwicke,Mar quefle Monntacute,
and their Army.
Warwicks H ownow faire Lords ? What faire? What

wes abroad?

Rich, e’lt] ord of Warwicke,if we fhould tecompt
Our bdleﬂnl newes,and at each WOF(!’% deliverance
Stab Poniards in JLI‘ flefh, till all were told,

The words would adde more ‘u”’lhﬁl then thp woundse
O valiant Lord,the Duke of Y orke is flaine,

Edw, O Warwicke, Warwicke, that Plantagesce
Which held thee deereiy, as his .c:uﬁh.s Redemption,
Is by the fterne Lord Flz%rd done to death.

#war. Tendayes ago, I drown'd thefe newesin teases,
And nowto addc more meafure to your woes,
Icome to tell youthings fith then befalne,

After the blood}r Fray st Wakefield foughr,

Where your braue Fa ather breath’d his 1atc£“t gaspe,
Tydm“ $, 25 fwftly as the Poftes could rmmc
MVerel mougur me of your Loffe, and his Dcnam
Tthenin London, keeper of the King,

Mufter'd my oolc,urs, gathered flockes of Eriends,
Marchttoward S. Albons,to iqzercepmhc Queene,
Bearing the King in my behalfealong :

For bv my Sccu:s I wasaduertifed

That {he was commmr’ with a full intene

Todath our late Dccrcc in Parliament,

Touching King Henries Oath,and your Succefsion :
Clmr:Tale to uul“, weat S, Albons met,

Our Battailes joyn d and both fides hfrcely fought :
But whether ’cwas the coldnefle of the King,

Who look’d full gently on his warlike Queene,
Thatrobb’d my Soldiers of their heated Spleene.
Or whether "twas report of her fuccefle,

Or more then common feare of Cliffords Rigour,
Who thunders to his Captiues,Blood and De ath,

I cannot iutlge : butto conclude withy gruth,

Their Weapons like to Lightning, came and went :
Gur Sounldierslike the Jmht..Omcs lazie flight,
Or like alazie Threfher with a Flaile,

Fell gently dewne,asifthey ’rruchct yeir Friends,
1 cheer’dthem vp withi inftice of our Canfe

With plomlle of high Pay, and great Rew ards

Bugf all in vaine, mcvh ad no heare to fight,

And we (in them) no mpc to win the dav,

Sothat we fled :the King vnto the Queene,

Lord Geerge, your Bwshm‘ Nerfolke, and my Ss:lt'e.9
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Inhafte , polt halte, are.come toioyne with you:
Forin the Marches heere we h‘:ﬂl(}} ou were;
N‘m(“}u ?;HGLh r ITBI](J to ﬁ"’! L ﬂ”al 1e,

Ed. "’h reis the Du ¢ of Notfo lke, gentle Warwick?
And when came Geogvge from Burg ‘J"Lnj to Lnglg nd?

war, Somefix rml* off meDuh s with the Soldiers,
And for your Brother be was lately fent
From your kinde Aunt Dutcheflz uf Burgundie,

With ayncor'*ou]d ers to this needfull Warre,

Rich, Twasoddes belike,when valiant Warwick fled;
Ofchaue The g..lcsm P"rf"‘ '
But ne’re till now, his all of Retire.

war, Nornow my Scmmm Richard,doffthouheare: |
For thou (balt know this fireng righthand of mine,
Can plucke the Diadem from faint Henries hiead,

And wring theawefull Scepter from his Fift,
Nere he as famous, and as bold in Warre;
Asheis fam'd for Mild ; Peace,and Prayer.

Rich. 1know it well Lord Warwick,blame menot,
'Tisloue beare thy g‘oucs make me fpeake :

But in this troubloustime, what’s to be done ¢
Shall we go throw:away our Coates of Steele,

And wr ap our bodies in blacke mourning Gownes;
Numb’ring our Aue-Maries with our Beads ?

Or (hall we on the Helmiets of our Foes

Tell our Deuotion with reuengefull Armes ?

If for thelaft,fay I, and toit L ords,

War, ‘Nhyt werefore Warwick cameto feek you out,
And therzfore comes my Brother Donatague '
Attend.me Lords, the p yroud infulting Q_cene
With Clifford, and the h Jwhcl\ur'num_)ulanf‘

And of their Feather, many moe ,,.u-,d Birds,
H.me, wrought the eafje-melt ting King ,like Wax
He {wore confcnc te your St XLL:ﬂtOh
His Oath enrolled inthe Parliament,
Andnow to Lor‘dm il the crew are gone,
1 ofrufhatc bothhis Oath,and what befide
May make cainft rvl. h onhﬂ of Lancafter,
Thc:irp 'v“:\f thinke thoufand {hong
Now, if the hPl"n: of I "7 J* Jand my felfe,
With all the Friends that "FV“” braue l*a[l"orMu[ch
Among’ftthe louing Welllimen can’ft procurt
Will bur amount to fiue and twenty thoufand,
Why Via, to London will we march,
And once againe, beftride our foaming Steeds, 1
And once againe cry Charge vpon our Fozs,
But neuer once againe turne backe and ﬂyc.

Rich. T,now me thinks I heare great Warwick 1Eeak

Ne're may he live tofeea Sun-ﬂnne day,
Thatcries Retire, if Warwicke bid him ftay.
Ed. Lord Warwicke, on thy fhoulder will 1leane,

“.,,r_s_, ﬂl:{-‘v
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| And whenthou fail(t(as God forbid the houre)

Mull Edward fall, which pcn 1 heauen forefend,
war. No longer Earle of March,bur Duke of Yorke:
The next dcorcc is Englands Royall Throne:
ForKing of whnd ’ha It thoube proclaim’d
Ineuery Burrough as we pafie along,
And he that throwes notvp bis cap forioys
Shall for the Fault make forfeit of his head
King Edward, valiant Richard Mountagne :
Sray weno len{:cr, drcammg of Renowne,
But found che T rumpetssand about our Ta: ke.
Rich. Then Clifford, were thy heatt as hard as Steele,
As thouhaft thewne ic flistie b) thy docd,s
I come to pierceit, or to gine thee mine.

Ed. Then firike vp Dru ms,God and S George for vs.
P .:W'm‘_ fu
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Enter a L/‘?/[t[]cﬂger_
war. Hownow? what newes ¢
Mef. The DukeofNorfolke fends you word by me,
The Queencis comming witha puiffant Hoaft,
And craues your company,for fpeedy counfell.
#ar., Why then it forts, braue Warriors;let’s away,
Exeunt Omsues.

Flonrifb,  Enterthe King the Dueene, Cliffard, Northusms=
andYoung Prince, with Drumme and

Trumpeties.

Ba. Welcome my Lord, to this braue town of Yorke,
Yonders the head of that Arch-enemy,
That feught to be incompaft with your Crowne.
Dothnot the obieét cheere your heart,my Lord,
K. I,astherockes cheare themthat feare their wrack,
To fee thisfighe,itirkes my very foule :
With-hold reuenge (deere God) 'tis not my fault,
Nor wittin gly have I iﬁﬂ'ing‘d my Vow,
Clif. My gracious Liege, this too much lenity
And harmfull pitty muft belayd afide:.
To whom do Lyons caft their gentle Lookes 2
Not to the Beaft, thac would viurpe their Den,
Whofe hand is that the Forreft Beare doth licke 2
Not his that{poyles her yong before her face.
Who fcapes the lurking Serpents mortall fling ?
Not he thac fecs his foorvpon her backe,
The {malleft Worme will turne, being troden on,
AndDoues will pe cke in fafegard of their Brood,
Ambitious Yorke, did leucll at thy Crowne,
Thou {miling, while he knit his angry browes,
He buta Duke, would haue his Sonne a King,
And raife hisiffue like a louing Sire,
Thou being a King, blelt with 2 goodly fonne,
Did'ft yeeld confent to difinherit him :
Which argued thee a moft vnlouing Father,
Vunreafonable Creatures feed theit young,
And though'mans face be fearefull to their eyes,
Yet in protection of their tender ones,
Who hathnot {eene them euen with thofe wings,
Which fometime they have vs’d with fearfull flight,
Mazke warre with him that climb’d voto their neft,
Offering their owne lives intheir yongs defence?
For (hame,my Liege, make them your Prefident :
Were it not pitty that this goodly Boy
Shouldloofe his Birth~right by his Fathers fault,
And long hicereafter fay vnco his childe,
What my great Grandfather, and Grandlfire gor,
My carelefle Father fondly gaue away,
Ah, whata fhame were this? Looke onthe Boy,
And lethis manly face, which promifeth .
Succeffefull Fortune fteele thy melting heart,
Tohold thineowne,and leaue thine owne with him,
King. Full well hath Clifford plaid the Orator,
Inferring arguments of mighty force :
But Chfford tell me, did’ft thouneuer heare,
That things ill got,had eaer bad fuccefle,
And happy alwayes was it for that Sonne,
Whofe Father for his hoording went to hell :
Ile leaue my Sonne my Vertuous deeds hehinde,
And would'my Facher had left me no more:
For all the reftis held at {uch a Rate,
As brings a thoufand fold more care to keepe,
Then in pofieffion any iot of pleafure.
Ah Cofin Yorke, would thy beft Friends did know,
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How it doth greeue me thar thy head is heere.
Qu.My Lord cheere vp your fpirits,our foesare nye,
And this {oft courage makes your Followers fainc ;
You promift Knighthood to our forward fonne,
Vnfheath your {word,and dub him prefently.
Edward kneele downe.,
King. Edward Plantapense, arife a Knight,
And learne this Leflon; Draw thy Swerd in right,
Prin, My gracious Father,by your Kingly leaue,
Ile draw itas Apparantto the Crowne,
Andin that quarrell,vfe it to the death,
Clif. Whythatis fpoken like 2 toward Prince.,

Enter a Meffenger .
Mefl. Royall Commanders, be in readineffe,

For with a Band of thirty thoufand men,

Comes Warwickebacking of the Duke of Yorke,

Andinthe Townes as they do march along, w

Proclaimes him King, and many flye to him,

Darraigne your battell,for they are at hand.
clif. Twould your Highne{le would depart the field,

The Queene hath beft fucceffe when you are abfent.

1 Ox, Igood my Lord,andleaue vs to our Fortune,
King. Why, that'smy fortune toe,therefore Ile Ray.
North, Beit withrefolution then to fight,

Prin. My Royall Father,cheere theie Noble Lords,

And hearten thofe that fightinyour defence:

Vafheath your Sword,good Facher: Cry $.George.

March, Enter Edward,Warwicke,Richard, Clavence,
Norfolke, Mowntaguz,and Soldiers.

Edw. Now periur’d Henry, wilt thou kneel for grace?
And fet chy Diadem vpon my head?

Or bide the mortall Fortune of the field.

Qu, Gorate thy Minions, proud infulting Boy,
Becomes it thee to be thusbold in termes,

} Before thy Soueraigne,and thy lawfull King ?
{ €4, IamhisKing,aod he fhould bow his knee :
ﬁ? I was adopted Heire by his confent.

Cla. Sincewhen,his Oath is broke: foras1 heare,
You thatare King, though he do weare the Crowng,
Haue caus’d him by new A& of Parliament,

To blot out me,and put his owne Sonne in.

Clif. And reafontoo,

Whe fhould fucceede the Father, but the Sonne,
Rich, Areyou there Butcher? O, cannot {peake.
Clif. 1 Crooke-back;here I fand ro anfwerthee,

Or any he,the proudeft of thy fort,

Rich. "Twas youthatkill'd yong Rutland,was it not?

(lif. 1,and old Yorke,and yer not fatisfied.

Rich. For Gods fakeLords giue fignall to the fight.

war. What fay’ft thou Henry, B
| Wilt thou yeeld the Crowne? (you fpeak?
Qn, Why how now long-tongu’d Warwicke, dare

Whenyouand I, met at S.e4/bons [aft,
| Your legges did better fernice then your hands,

i = » 9 5 g
| war, Then twas my turne to fly, and now ’tis thine :

Clif: Youfaid fo much before,and yet you fled.

#ar. “Twas not yout valor Clifford droue me thence.

{  Nor.No,nor your manhood thatidurft make you flay.

| Rich. Northumberland,Thold thee reuerently, :
Breake off the parlcy for fearfe I canrefraing

| The execurion of my big-fwolne heart

} Vpon that Clifford,chat cruell Child-killer.

Cif. Tlew thy Father,cal'ft thou him a Child

Rich,

ey ma e o
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Rich, Ilike 2 Daftard,and a
As thou didd’® kill our tender Brother Rutlanc
But ere Sunfet, [lemake thee curfe the deed.

8 =
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; -‘1¢ them then,orels hold clofe thy lips.

]\mr I prythee give no limits to my Tongae,
Iam ll,.nn and priuiledg’dto fpeake,

Clif My Liege,the wound thatbred this meeti ne fiere,

Cannot be cur rd by Words;therefore be @ill;

Rich. Then Executioner vnfheath thy fword:
By him that made vs all, I am refoluw’d,
That Cliffords Manhood ;lyes vpon his tongue.

Ed. Say Henry,(ballI haue my right,orno:

A thoufand men haue broke their Fafts to day,
That ne’re fhalldine, vnleffe thou yeeld the Crowne,
war, 1f thon ﬂeny,thut Blood vpon thy head,

For rke iniuflice put’s his Armour on.
Pr. :,a.’ 1f thatbe right,which Warwick faiesis right,
Thereisno vvronggbutcuyrvthmg;suighr.
#war. Who cuergot thee,there thy Mother fftands,

For wel vam,mou nafl thy Mothers tongue,

9x. Bucthouart ncqu like thy Sirenot Damme,
But like a foule'mifhapen Stygmaricke,
Mark'd by the Ddh')ua to bc qutdtd
Asvenome Toades, or L !z‘udsdrwmwl &in ngs.

Rich ;rq*mfN‘pleq hid with Englifh gilz,
Whofe Father beares the Title of a K'nn
(f\.e 1fa Chaanell fhould be call'd the Sea)

Sham ft thou not, knowing whence thou art extraught,
To let thy tongue dete thy bafe-borne heare.

&d. A wifpeof iraw were wolth thoufand Crowns,
To make this fhameleffe Callet know her {elfe :
Helen of Greece was fayrer farre then thou,
Although Lhy Husband may be Mewelans ;
And nc’t vas Agamemnons Brother wrong 'd
By that falfe Woman,as this King by thee,

Jis Father reuel’d in :hc ncmt of h ance,

And tam’d the King,and made the f) ipmn ftoope:
And hadhe r""Lch’L. according to his State,
He might haue | ;q:: that glory tothis day,

(,

But nhcnl tookeabegger vo his bed,
Andg racd thy poore Sire with his Bridall day,

Euen then that Sun-fhine brew’d a thowre for hi i,
That wafht his Fathers fortunes forth of France,
And heap’d {edition on his Crowneachome :
For what hath broacly’d this camule but thy Pride ?
Had'ft thou bene mecke,oar Title ftill had {lept,
And wein pitty of the an.e King,
Had {lipt our Claime, vatill another Age,
Cla.But when we fa w, our Sunfhine made
And that thy Summer urc.:’ vsno increafe,
We fecthe Axe to thy vfurping Roote:
And though the edge hath fom ething hit eur felue
Yecknow thou, fince we haue ‘ngun to firike,
Wee'l neuer lcaw, till we haae hewne thee downe,
Orbath’d thy growing, with our heated bloods,
Edw. Andinthis refolution, I defieciice,
Notwilling any longer Conference,
Since thou denied’@ the gentle King to fpeake.’
Sound Trumpets, let our bl wdv Lolosars wali€,
And either ‘v’ndmu, or elfe aGraue.

)
d‘zl_!f.. 3ray Edward,

he mne
thy Spring,

Ed. No wrangling Woman, wee'l no longe
Thefe words w;li colt ten thoufand linesthis da 1y
Exeunt omuess

rftay,

— e ———

Alarnm, Excarfions. Enter Warwicke.
war, Fore-(pent with Toile, as Ranners withaRace |
1 lav me downe'alistiewhiletobreath : 3
For firokes "ecciu"i and manyblowes repaid,
Haue robb’d my {tronﬂ knit finewes of their (s

rengthy .
And fpight of Ffpight; needs mft £ reft a=while;

Eater Edward ranning, .
Ed, E.ml C;C ntle heaueny or firil ke vngentle death,
For this worl r' awnes, and Edvards Sunnéisclowded,
war, How now my Lotd, what happe? whathopeof
ood? ] \
Euter Clarence .
Cla, Outhapislofle, eurhm;c but ,auh;x'(p'urc

Our rankes are brioke; :xmuumcm lowesys,

What counfaile g"u"yul ?whether thall we flye?
Ed. Boetleffeisfiight, they followvs with Wings,

Aud weake weare;and cannot thun purf mLcu

Enter Richard:

Rich. Ah Wariwicke Wiy haft witlic ”w'nmy felfe?
Thv Brothers Blood the thirfty eattlvhach dr runk;
Broach’d with the Steely ; oint of Gliffords Launce s
And in the very pangs of death, he cryde,

Liketoa di (mall Clangor heard from farre,

Warwicke, reuenge; bmﬂwr reuenge my-death,

So vndunmtht Ll)el!/r;f'mexrmcf.is,

l'nar fain’d their Ferlockes in his fimeaking blood,
The Noble Gentlemanrgaue vpthie gho (tp:

w74r. Then let the earth be dwnkm with our blood:
Ile kill my Horfe,becaufe I willnot fl yes:

Why {tand we like {oft-Hearted sﬂomen heere,

Wayling ourloffes, w hiles'the Foe doth L;rf‘
And looke vpon, as if the Tragedie

Wer C'L).aw ini c{s,L o.mtn'cttmaAdoxs.

Heere on my kne e, 1 vow to Godaboue,

Ile nener pawle againe, neuer ftand fill,

Till either death hath clos’d thefe eyes of mine,
Or Fortune giuenme meafure ochucngc.

Ed, Oh Warwicke,Idebend mykneewich thine,
Andin this vow do chaine my foule to thine::

And ere my knee rife from the Earchs cold face;
]throw my hands, mine eyes, myhtnrttothcno
hou ‘c::c'vg .srhi nluu:m downe of Kings:

Jefeeching thee (n with thy will ic (}ands)
That to my Foes this bon)f muftbe prey,

et that thy brazen gates of heaten ma 1y ope;
And gmci"'cc p:![f'zgc to my finfull foule.
Now Lords, take leaue vntill we meete againe,
Where ereit be, in heauen,or in earth,

Rich, Brothet,

Giue me thy hand,’and gentle Warwicke;

Let meimbrace thee in my weary armes :

I that did neser weepe, now melt with wo,

That Winter fhould cuc off our Spring-timié {o:
War. Away,away:

Oace more fweet Lotds farwell.

Cla, Yetlervsaltogetherto our Tro'\nc‘;
And gite them leaue to flye, thav will not ftay:
And cmi them Pillars chat will ftand to vs
Andif we thriue, prorm{e them fuch rewdrds
As Victors weare at the Olympian Games;
This may plant courage in dheir quailing breafls,
Foryer is hopc of Liteand \’1=.,g0:;
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Foreflow nolonger, make we hence amaine,

Exenat

Excurfions. Enter Richard and Clifford.
Rich, Now Clifford,] have fingled thee alone,
‘Suppofe this arme is for the Duke of Yorke,
| And this for Rutland, both bound to renenge,
' Wer'tthouinuiron'd with 2 Brazen wall,
E  clif, Now Richard,1 am with thee heerealone,
t This is the hand chac ftabb’d thy Father Yorke,
i And this the hand,that {lew thy Brother Rutland,
| And heré’sthe heart, that triumphs in their death,
i And cheeres thefe hands, that (lew thy Sire and Brother,
I To execute the like vpon thy felfe,
¢ And fohaneatthee.

They Fight jwarwickecomes, Cliffordflies.
Rich. /Nay Warwicke,fingle out fome other Chace,

For I my {elte will hunt this Wolfe to death.  Exewnt.

eAlarum. Enter King Henry alone.

| Hen, Thisbattell fares liketo the mornings Warre,
‘When dying clouds contend, with growing light,
What time the Shepheard blowing ofhis nailes,
' Can neitber call it perfeét day, nor night,

‘Now {wayes it this way, like a Mighty Sea,
‘Fore’d by the Tide, to combat with the Windes
Now {wayes it that way, likethe felfe-fame Sea,
Forc’d toretyre by furie of the Winde.
Sometime, the Flood preuailes; and than the Winde :
Now,one the better : then,another beft ;!

Both rugging te be Vittors, breft to breft:
| Yet neither Conqueror, nor Conguered,

Sois the equall poife of this fell Warre.

Heere on this Mole-hill will I fit me downe,
To whom God will,there be the Victorie:

For (Margaret my Queene,and Clifford too

Haue chid me from the Batecll : Swearing both,
They pro(per beft of all when I am thence.
Would I were dead, if Gods goed will were {0
| For what is in this world, but Greefe and Woe.
Oh God! methinkes it were a happy life,

To be 0 better then a homely Swaine,
To.fic vpon ahill, asT donow,
To carue out Dialls queintly,point by point,
‘Thereby to feethe Minutes how they runne :
t How many makes che Houre full compleate,
How many Houres brings about the Day,
How many Dayes will finifh vp the Yeare,

How many Y eares,a Mortall man may live,
Whenthis is knowne,thento dwside the Times:
So many Houres, muft I tend my Flocke ;
So many Houres, muft I take my Reft:
So many Houres, mu@t I Contemplate :

So many Houres, muft I Sport my felfe:
Somany Dayes, my Eweshaue bene with yong:
So many weekes, cre the poore Fooles will Eane:
So many yeares, ere I {hall theere the Fleece::

So Minutes,Houres,Dayes,Monthes,and Yeares,
Paft ouer to the end they were created,
Would bring white haires, voto a Quiet graue,
Ah! what a life were this? How fweet? how lovely?
Giues not the Hawthorne bufh 3 {weeter thade
To Shepheards, looking an their filly Sheepe,
Then doth arich Imbroider’d Canopie

ToKings, that feare their Subiets treacherie ?
Oh yes, it doth; a thoufand fold it doth.
And to conclude, the Shepherds homely Curds,

T he third Part of K ing Henry the Sixt.

His cold thinne drinke out of his Leather Bottlé, iF
His wonted {leepe, vnder a frefh trees thade,

Allwhich (ecure, and fweetly he enioyes,

Is farre beyond a Princes Delicaces

His Viands fparkling in a Golden Cup,

His bodie couched in a curious bed,

When Care, Miftruft, and Treafon waits on him.

Alarum. Enter a Sonne that hath kill'd bis Father, at
oxe doore : and a Father that hath kill'd bss Somne q Aro-
ther doore.

Son, 11l blowes the winde that profits no body
This man whom hand tohand I {lew in figh, :
May be poflefled with fome fiore of Crownes,

Aud Ithat (haply) take them from him now,

May yet (erenight) yeeld both my Life and them

To fome man eife, as this dead man doth me.

Who’s this» Oh God! Itis my Fathers face,

Whom in this Conflict,I (vnwares)haue kill'd -

Oh heauy times! begetting fuch Euents,

From Londen, by the King was I preft forth,

My Father being the Earle of Warwickes man,

Came on the parcof Yorke, preft by his Mafter :

And I, who at his hands receiu’d my life,

Haue by my hands,of Life bereaved him,

Pardon me God, 1 knew not what I did

And pardon Father, for I knew not thee.

My Teares (hall wipe away thefe bloody markes :

And no more words, till they haue flow’d their £l
King. O pitteous{peacle! O bloody Times!

Whiles Lyons Warre,and battaile for thcirDcmms;

Poore harmlefic Lambesabide their enmity.

Weepe wretched man : Ile ayde thee Teare for Teare

And let our hearts and eyes, like Ciuill Warre, d

Be blinde with teares,and break ore-charg’d with griefe

Enter Fatherybearing of his Soune, g

Fa. Thou that o ftoutly hath refited me,

Giue me thy Gold, if theu haft any Gold :

For I haue bought it with an hundred blowes,

Butlet me fee.: Is this cur Foe-mans face ?

Ah,nono,no, it is mine onely Sonne.

Ah Boy, if any life be leftin thee,

Throw vp thine eye :fec,fee,what (howres arife,

Blowne with the windic Tempeft of my heart,

Vponthy wounds, that killes mine Eye,and Heat,

O pitty God,this miferable Age! ~

What Stragems? how fell? how Butcherly?

Erreoneous, mutinovs, and vanaturall,

This deadly quarrell daily doth beget?

O Boy! thy Father gaue thee life too foone,

And hath bereft thee of thy lifetoo late.

King. Wo aboue wo:greefe,more thé common greefe}

O that my death would flay thefe ruthfull deeds :

O pitty, pitty, gentle heauen pitty :

The Red Rofe and the-White are on his face,

T he fatall Colours of our ftriving Houfes:

The one, his purple Blood right well refembles,

The other his pale Cheekes (me thinkes)prefenteth 1
/i

Wither one Rofe,and let the other flourith :

Ifyou contend, a thoufand lines mutt wither.

Son. How willmy Mother for a Fathers deach
Take on with me, and ne’re be fatisfi'd ?

Fa. How will my Wife for laughter of my Sonne,
Shed feas of Teares, and ne’re be fatisf?d >

King How will the Country,for thefe woful chances,

Mif-thinke|
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| Mif-chioke the King, and notbe fatisfied 2 -
Son. Was cuerfonne, fo rew’d a Farhers death ?
Fath, Was euer Father {fo bemoan’d bis Sonne ?
Hen. Was euer King fo greewd for Sabieéts woe?,

Much is your forrow; Mine,ten times {o much.

F Sow. Ile beare thee hence, where Imay weepemy fill.
Fath. T hefe armes of mine fhall be thy winding fheet:

My heare ((weet Boy) fhall be thy Sepulcher,

Por from my heart, thine Image ne’re (hall go,

My fighing breft, fhall be thy Funerall bell ;

Andeo obfequious will thy facher be,

Men for the loffe of thee,haning no more,

As Priam was for all his Valiant $onnes,

Ile beare theé hencesand lec them fight thacwili,

For I hate murchered where I fhould not kill: Exift
Hen. Sad-hearted-men; much oucrgone with Care;

Heere fits a King, more wofull'then youare.

Alsrams, Excurfions. Enter the Sueen,the
Prince and Excter,

Prin. Fly Father,flye : forall your Friends are fled,
And Warwickerages like a chafed Bull ¢ -
Away, for death doth hold vs io purfuice.

Q. Mountyoumy Lord, towards Barwicke poft 4.

maine ;

Edward and Richardlike a brace of Grey-hounds,
Hauing the fearfull flying Harein figh,
With fiery eyes,fparkling for very wrath,
And bloody fteele grafpt in their yrefull hands
Are at our backes,and therefore hence amaine.

Exst. Away: for vengeance comesalong with them,
Nay, ftay not to expoftulate, make fpeed,
Or elfe come after, Ile away before.

Hen. Nay take me with thee,good {weet Exeter :
Not that I feareto ﬂay, butloueto go
Whether the Queene intends. Forward,away,  Exewnt

eA lowd glarum. Enter Clifford Wonndsd.

Clif. Heere burnes my Candle out; Iheereit dies,
Which whiles it lafied, gaue King Henrylight,
O Lancafler! I feare thy oucrthrow,
More then my Bodies parting with my Soule:
My Loueand Feare, glew’d many Friends to thee,
Andnow I fall. Thytough Commixtures melts,
[mpairing Henry, (trength’ning mifproud Yorke 3
And whether flye the Gnats, bucto the Sunne?
And who {hines now, but Henries Enemies ?
O Phocbus! had'ft thou neuer given confent,
That Phactor fhould checke thy fiery Steeds,
\T’ny burning Carre neuer had fcorch’d the earth,
And Henry, had'ft thou fway’'d as Kings (hould do,
Or as thy Father,and his Facher did,
Giuing no ground vnto the houfe of Yorke,
They neuer then had (prung likeSommer Flyes s
I, and ten thoufand in chis luckleffe Realme,
Hed left no mourning Widdowes for our death,
And thou this day,had’(t kept thy Chaire in peace,
For what doth cherrifh Weeds but gentle ayre?
And what makes Robbers bold, but too much lenity ?
Bootlefle are Plaints,and Curelefle are my Wounds ¢
No way to flye, nor Rrengch to hold out flight :
The Foeis mercileffe, and will nor pitty :
For at their hands T haue deferu’d no pitty.
The ayre hath got into my deadly Wounds,

\

And much effute of blood, doth make mc‘f{.l;
Come Yorke,and Richard Warwicke,and the refd
I ftab’d your Fathers bofoines; Split my brefi.

Alaxnm & Restrear. Enter Edward Warwicke, Richard, ahd
Soldiers,Montague ¢ Clavenve, '

&d.Now breath we Lords,good fortune bids vs paufe,
And fmooth the frownts of War,with peacefull lockes :
Some Troopes putfite the bloody-minded Queente;
Thatled calme Henry; though he were aKing,

As doth a Saile, fill'd withafrecting Gut -

Command an Argofieto ftemmethe Waues.

Bue thinke you(Lords)that Clifford fled with them?
war. No, ts impofsible he thould cfcape:

(For though before his face I fpeake the words)

Your Brothér Richard markt him for the Graue,

And wherelocreheis, hee’s furely dead.  (Uifford gromes

Rich.W hofe foule is that which takes hir heauy Icaue?
A deadly grone, like life and deaths departing.

See who it s,

Ed. Andoow the Battailes ended,
IfFriend er Foe, ler him be gently vfed.

Rich. Reuoke that doome of mercy,for’tis Chifford,
Who not contented that he loppd the Branch
In hewing Rutland, when hisleaues put forth,

But {er his murth’ring knife vnto'the Roote,
From whence that tender {pray did fweetly {pring,
I meane our Priacely Facher,Duke of Yorke, -
war. From off the gates of Yorke, fetch down jhead,
Your Fachers head,which Clifford placed theres
In {tead whereof, let this fupply theroome,
Meafure for meafure, muft be anfivered.

Ed,Bring forth that fatall Schreechowle to our houfe,
That nothing fung but death, to veand ours : '
Now death fhall Rop his difmall threatning found,
And his ill-boading tongue,no more fhall fpeake.

war. 1thinkeisvnderftandingisbereft:

Speake Clifford doft thou know who fpezkes to thee ?
Darke cloudy death ore-fhades his beames oflife,
And he nor fees, nor heares vs,what we fay.

Rich. O would he did, and fo (perhaps Jhe doth,
"Tis but his policy to counterfet,

Becaufe he would auoid fuch biccer taunts
Which in the time of death he gaune our Father,
Cla 1t fo thou think ',
Vex him with eager Words,
Rich. Clifford,aske merey,and obtaine no grace,
Ed, Clifford repent in bootlefle penitence.
war. Clifford, deuife excufes for thy faules.

Cls. While we deuife fell Torstures for thy faults.

Rich. Thou didd’(t loue Yorke,and [ am fento Yorke,

Edw. Thou pittied’(t Rutland,I will pitry thee.

Cla. Where’s Captaine (W argaretyto fence you now?

War. They mocke thee Clifferd,
Sweare as thou was’t wont,

Ric. What,not an Oach? Nay then the world go’s hard
When ¢/ifford cannot {pare his Friends an oath 4
Iknow by that he’s dead,and by my Soule,

If this right hand would buy twe boures life,

That Ifin all defpight) might rayle ac him, :
This hand (hould chop it off : & with'the iffuing Blood
Stifle the Villaine,whofe vnftanched thirft

Yorke,and yong Rutland could not fatisfie

War. 1, but he’s dead. Of with the Traitors head,
Andreareitin the place your Fathers flands,
And now to Londop with irivmphantmarei,
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-And Gearge of Clarence j wurwicke as our Selfe,

1 To{ecthefb Honoss ia pofle(lion,

t To greez mine owne Lard wich my wifhfull fighe :

i No Harry, Harry; 'tisno Land of thune,

1 Thy place is fill’d, thy Scepter wrung from thes,

{ Thy Balme wathz off, wherewith thou was, Annoiated :
1 No bending knee will call thee Caférnow,

i No humble futers preafe to fpeake for right :

| For Wile men {ay, it is the wilet courfe.

Thereto becrewned Englands Royall King :
From whence, fhall Warwicke cutthe Sea to France,
And aske the Ladie Bonafor thy Queene :

i1 So fhalt thou (inow both thefe [Lands rocether
S )

And hauing France thy Friend, thou {haltnot dread
The [cattred Foe, that hopes o tife againe :
L For thoughthey cannot greatly.fting to hurt,
-Yetlooketohauethem buz to offend thine eares :
Firft,willIfeeche-Coronation,
And then toBritanny Ile cfoffe the Sea,
To effect this marriage, {o it pleafe my Lord.

£d. Euen as thonwilefweet Warwicke, let it bee:
Fot inthy fhoulder do Tbuilde my Seate ;
And newer will Tviadertake the thing
Wherein.thy counfaile-and confent is wanting:
Richard, Iwill'create theeDuke of Gloucefter,

Shall do, 2ud yndo ashim pleafech befl.
Rich. Letmebe Duke of Clarence, George of Glofter,
For Glofters Dukedome is too ominous,
war.. Tur, that’s afoolifh obferuation :
Richard, be Duke of Glofter.: Now to London,
xeunt

Enter Sinklo,and Humfreywith Croffe- bowes

T he third Partof King

|

| Toheare-and fee her plaints, ber Brinith Teares.,

intheir hands.
e ! (our felues:

Sink. Vader this thicke growne brake, wee’l (hrowd
Eor through this Laund anon the Deere will come,

Andinthis couert will we make our Stand,

| Culling the principall of all the Deere.

Hum. 1le ftay abotte the hill fo both may (hoot.
Sikka-Thaticannot be, the noife of thy Croffe-bow
Will {carre the Heard,and fo my thoot is loft :

§ Hecre ftand we both,and ayme we atthe beft s

th

And for the time (hall net feeme tedious,

Ile tell thee what befell me on a day,
Inthis felfe-place, where now we meane to fland.
Sinks1 Heere comes a man, lec’s flay till he be paft:
Ewter the King with a Prayer booke,
Hen, FramScotland am I (tolne even of pure loue,

No, not amag comes.farredreffe of thee -
For how canThelpethem,and not my felfe ?

Senk, I, Heere’s a Deere,whofe skin’sa Keepers Fee:
This is the.quondam King ; Lets {eize vpon him.

Jen. Let me embracethe fower A duerfaries,

Hum. Why linger we?Let vs lay hands vpon him,
Sink, Forbearc a_while,wee’l hearea little more.
Hen. MygQueene and Son are gone to France foraid:

And (as [ hieare)che great Commanding Warwicke

I: thither gonejto craue the French Kings Sifter

To wife for Edward, Ifthisnewes be true,

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

For Warwickeis afubcle Orator :

And Lewss a Price foone wonne with meuing words =
By this accountthen, Adargaret may winne him,
Fot{he’sa woman to be pittied much :

Her fighes will make a batt’ry in his breft,

Her teares will pierce into 2 Marble heart ;

=

{ The Tyg=r will be milde, whiles fhe dothmour

o

Henrythe Sixt.
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And Nero-wili be tainted with remorfe,

I, bucfhee’s cometo begge,; Warwicketo giug :
Shee on his left ide, craung ayde for Henrse 5
He on his right; asking awife tor Edwpard.
Shee Weepes, and {ayes, her Hemry is depas’d:
He Smiles, and {ayes, his Edward is inRaul’d;"
That the (poore Wietch) for greefe canfpeake no more;
Whiles Warwickeé tels his Title, imoatlis the Wirong;
Inferreth argumenes of mighey Rrengthy. i1 - .
And in conclufjonwinnes the: King from hef,
With promife of bis Sifter; and what elfe,
To ftrengthen and fupportKing Edwardsiplace,
O Margarer; thus/twill be and thou{poore foule) |
Artthen forfaken,ssthouwent Ffotlorne. . !
Hum, Say,whatastithonsallclt of Kings & Queers?
King.More then I {eeme,and leffe then] wasbomro
A man e Jeaft, for'lefle IThould not be ;- '
nd men may talke of Kings,and why not I ?
Hum, 1,but thou talk’f, as ifthou werta King,
Kingo Wy fo T am (imMinde)and.chat’s enoughs,
Hwn, Burifthou be a King,where isthy Crowne:?
King, My Crowneisinmy heart,nor.onmy head :
Not deck’d with Diamondisand Indianfiones:
Nor to be feene : my Crowne, is call'd Content,
A Crowne.iris, that ildome Kings enioy. .
Hum. Well, ifyoubea King crown’d with Content;
Your Crowne Contentandyou,muft-be contented
To goalonig with vs, For(aswe thinke) ]
You arethe king King Edward hith deposd :
And we his fubiceéts,fworneinall Allegeance,
Will apprehend you,as his Enemie,
King. Butdid youneuet {weare,and bredkean Oath, |
Hmw. No,neuer {uchan Qath,nor will not now,
King Where did you dwell when ] was K.of England?}
Hum. Heereinthis Country,where we now remaine.
King. 1wasannointedKing at nine monches old,
My Fathér,and my Grandfather were Kings :
And you were {worne true Subie@s vato me:
And tell me chen,baue younot broke yourOaches ?
SinNoyfor we were Subie@s,bus while youwer king
King. Why? AmIdead? Dol notbreach a Man?
Ah {imple mén,you know not what you {weate : !
Looke,as I blow thisFeather from my Face, ,
And as the Ayre blowes it to me againe,
Obeying with my winde when I do blow,
And yeelding to another,whenit blowes,
Commanded alwaycs by the greater guft ;
Such is the lightnefle of you, common men.
But do not breake your Oathes, for of that finne,
My milde intreatie (hall not make you guiltie.
Go where you will, the king fhall be commanded;
And be you kings, command,and Ile obey,
Sinklo. Weare true Subie&s to the king,
King Edward, :
King. Sowould youbeagaine to Henrie,
Ifhe were feated as king Edward is.
Sinklo.. We charge you inGods name & the Kings,
To go with vs vnto the Officers,
Kizgs InGods name lead,your Kingsname be obeyd,
And what God will,chat let your King performe,
And whathe will, I humbly yeeld vnto.

Exennt

Enter K.Edward, Glofter,Clarence, Lad- Gray, :

King. Brother of Glofler,at S: Albons field

This

——




Tthe winde :
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ﬁ is Lad yca Husband,Sir Richard Grey,was ﬂamc

ES Land then feiz’d 'on by the Conqueror,
fer fuic is now,to repcﬂcfie thofe Lands,
\-\’ iém‘n wee m]u(’ricc cannot well deny,
Becaufe in Quarrell of the Houfe of Yorke,
}'I he ort'ny Gentleman did lofe his Life.
Rich.Your Highnefle (hall doe well to graunt Her {uic ;
It were difhonor to deny it her.
King. Tt wereno lefle,but yet Ilemake apawle,
R a’: Yea,isic {o:

T e

{1 icL the Lady hach a thing to graunt,

Before the King will graunt hier humble fuit.
(larence. Heeknowes the Game, how trize hee keepes
Rick. Silence.
King. Widow,we will confider ofyour fuit,
And come fome othcr time'to Khow our mmde.
id. Right gracious Lord,] cannovbrooke delay
wid. Rigl Lord,1 brooke delay
Mayic plca(e your Highfiefe to refolue menow,

| And whae your pleafureis;fhall fatisfic me.

Rich, 1 Widow?then IIe warrant you'all your Lands,
And if whar'pleafes him,fhall pleafure you :

1 Fight clofer,or good faith you'le catch a Blow,

Clarence. 1 Icare her not;valefle fhe chance to fall,
Rich " Godforbid that for hee’le take vanrages.
King.'How many Chi ldren haft thou, Widow ¢ tell

| me.

Clarence. Ythinke he meanes to begge 2 Child of her.
Rm’; Nay then whip me : hee’le rathcr giue hertwo,
7id, Three,my moft gracious Lord.
Rich. You ﬂmll haue tomc if you'le be rul’ dby"rdm.
King. "Twere pittie mcy {houxd lofe their ‘Fathers |
Latids.
wid, Bépittifull,dread Lord,and grauntitchen.
King. Lords give vs leaue, Ile trye this W’is’;pwcs
wit. 18
Rich. T,good leaue haue your, for yon will hau&feaue, .
Till Youth takeleaue,and leave you to the Crutch.
Ksng. Now tell . me; Madame , doe you loue your

“
\

! Children ?

#d. 1,full as dearely as T loue my {elfe.

King. And would you not doe much to doe them
good?

#id, To doe them' good, T would fuftayne fome
harme,

Kinp, "Then get your Husbands Lands, to doe them
goad.

wid. Thcre"ore I came vnto your Maieftie.

Kixg., Ile tell you how thefe Lands are tobe got.

So thall youbind me to your Higl meffe fcfrmcc.
. What feruice wilt thou doe me;if 1'giue them?
W hat you command,that refls in'me to doe.

But you will takeé exceptions to my Boone,
\30;3?16!0&!5 Lmd,c.weptl cannot doe it.
I,butchoucanft doe what I meane to aske.

Wi M/n

Wid, Why “‘u:n I will doe what your Grace com-
mands. «

Rich. Hee plyes her hard, and much Raine weares the
Marble.

Clar. Asred asfive 2 nay chen,her Waz muft melt,
wid. Why{toppesmy Lord ? fhall I not hearc my
Taske?
King. An eafic Taske,’tis but toloue a King.
wid. That'sfoone pcrfo:m d,becaufe 1am aSubiet.
(ing. Why then, thy husban..k, Lands I frecly giue

thee.
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wid, 1rtake my leaue withm nwrh o aq‘,rh-, (o5,
Rich. The Macch is made,thee {eales fr'with a Cuifie.d
Ium But ftay thee; cis the fruits of logeI meane,
Iifzd The fruics of Lo'z_ I '7*ca"\e ,my loui ing L;eo;, =
King, 1;but]feare me in another fence,
What Lo"c think’ft thou, I fue fomuchto get?
Wid. h!vlouc t..;dm:..,mv humblethanks MUY prayers,
That loué which Vertuebe egges,and Vertue graunts,
King. No;by my troch,T did not meane fuch loue,
Wid. W fiy chen you meane not,as I'thought you did. |
King. But now voupmt!y may pr’rﬁcwe my minde,
Widi "My minde will dever grannt whac 1 Iperceiug
YourHig hneffe aymes at,if T ayme arighe,
King. "o tell thee plaine,l aymeto lyc with thee.
wid, Totell you plaing,l had ratherlye in Prifon,
King. Why then thou fhalt not haue thy Husbands
Lands. .
wid. Whythen min¢Honeliie fhall be my Dower,
For by that1offe,1 will not putchafe them,
King.- Therein thou wrong’ft thy Children mxght!ly
wid, Herein your Highn tfrc‘~'rnnﬂs both t'ncm & 'me:
But mightie Lord, fhs metry m:lmauon :
Accords not with the {adnefle of my {uic :
Pleafe youdifmiffe me,eyther with 1,01 no,
King. Lif :hou wilt fay Tto my requcﬁ
No,if chcu do’ft fay No'to my demand,
W‘m’. Thea'No, mV Lord.my fuitisatanend,
Rich. The W 1dow likes him not, fhee knits her
Browes,
Clarence. Hee is the ‘blunteft Wooer
dome,
King. Her Looks doth argueher replete with Modefty,
Her Words-doth thew lier Wit incomparable,
AlLher perfetions challenge Soueraigntie,
Oneway,orother,fhee is fora King,
And thee {hall be my Loue,or elfe my Queene.
Sa)‘*‘,fh:lt King Edward take thee for his Queene ?
wid. 'Tisbeteer faid then done,my gracious Lord:
I ama{ubieét fit ro iealt withall,
But farre vnfit to be a Soueraigne,
King. Sweet Widow,by my State I {weare to thee,
I fpeake no more then what my Soule intends,
And that is,to enioy thee for my Loue,
Wid, Andthatismorethen I willyeeld vnto:
1know,l am too meane to be your Queene,
And yettoo good to be your Concubine,
King. You cauill, Widow,I did meane my Queene,
wid, *Twill grieue your Grace, my Sonnes fhould call
you Father.
Kirg. Nomore,then when my Daughters
Call thee Mother.
Thou art a Widow,and thou haft fome Children,
And by Gods Mother,1 being but a Batchelor,
Haue other- fome.Why, tisa hanpy thing,
To be the Father voro many Sonnes::
Anfwer no more,for thou fhalt be my Queene.
Rich. The Ghoft y Father now hath done his Shrift. ’
Clarence. When hee was made a Shriver, twas for fhift.

King. Brothers, you mufe what Chat wee two haue
had.

in Chriften-

Rich, The Widow likés it not, for fhee lookes very
{ad. 3

King. Yould thinke it ftrange, if I {hould marrie
her,

Clarence. To who,my Lord?
King. V\lhy ¢ u;.-,ncg;omv&e}im

Rich, That/
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Rich, Thatwould betenne dayes wonder at the leaft,
Claresce. That’sa day longer thena Wonder lafls.
Rich. By {omuchisthe Wonderin extremes.

' King. Well,ieaft onBrothers: I can tell youboth,
Fe: {uit s graunted for her Husbands Lands,

Enter a Noble man,

Nob. My gracious Lord, Henry your Foe is taken,
| And brough: yoflr Prifonerto your Pallace Gate,
" King. Scethar hebeconuey’d vntothe Tower ;
And goe wee Srothers to the man that tooke him,
To queftion of his apprehenfion, -

Widow goe youalong: Lords v{e her honourable,
' Exennt,
. Manet Rishard,

Rich, 1,Edward will vfe Women honoupably:
Would he were walted,Marrow,Bones,and all,
| That from his Loynes no hopefull Branch may {pring,
To croffe me from the Golden time 1 looke for :
And yer,betweene my Soules defire,and me,

The luftfull Edwards Title buryed,

Is Clarence, Henry,end his Sonne young Edward,
Audall the vnlook'd-for Iffue of their Bodies,

To take their Roomes,ere I can place my felfe:

A cold premeditation for my purpofe.

Why then I doe but dreame on Soueraigntie,

Like one that fands vpon a Promontorie,

And {pyes a farre-off fhore,where hee would tread,
Wifhing his foot were equall with his eye,

And chides the Sea,that funders him from thence,
Say'ng hee’le lade it dry,to haue his way

So doe | wifh the Crowne,being fo farre off, _
And {o I chide the meanes that keepes me from it, i
And fo (Ifay)Ile cut the Caufes off, .
Flattering me with impoffibilities : A

Valefle my Hand 2nd Strength could equall chem.
Well fay there is no Kingdome then for Richard :
What other Pleafure can the World affoord ¢

Ile make my Heauen in 2 Ladies Lappe,

And decke my Body in gay Orgaments,
And’witch {weet Ladies with my Words and Lookes,
Oh miferable Thought! and more vnlikely,
Tnentoaccomplifh twentie Golden Crownes.
Why Loue forfwore me in my Mothers Wombe :
And for I fhould not deale in her foft Lawes,
Shee did corrupt frayle Nature with fome Bribe,
To fhrinke mine Arme vp like a wither’d Shrub,
Tomake an enuious Mountaine on my Back,
Where fits Deformitic to mocke my Body 3

To (hapemy Legges of an vnequall fize,

To dif-proportion me in euery pars s

Like to a Chaos, or an vn-lick’'d Beare-whelpe,
Thar carryes no impreflion like the Damme.

And am [ then aman to be below’d?
Ohmon(:ous fault,to harbour {uch a thought,
Then fince this Earth affoords no Ioy to me,

But to command, to check,to o’re-beare fuch,

As are of better Perfon then my felfe : ‘
Ile make my Heauen,to dreame vpon the Crowne,
| And whiles I live,t’account this World but Hell,
Vutill my mis-fhap’d Trunke, chac beares this Head,
Be round impaled with a glorious Crownes

And yet Tknow not how to get the Crowne,

} For many Liues fand betweene me and home ;

O
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My Eyes too quicke,my Heart o’re-weenes too mych,

And Llike one loft in a Thornie Wood,

That rents the Thornes,and is rent with the Thornes,

Secking a way,and fteaying from the way,

Not knowing how to finde the open Ayre,

But royling defperately to finde it out,

Torment my felfe,to catch the Englifh Crowne:

And from that torment I will free my felfe,

Or hew my way out with a bloody Axe,

Why I can {mile;and murcher whiles I fusile,

And cry,Content,to that which grieues my Hearr,

And wet my Checkes with arcificiall Teares,

And frame my Face to all accalions,

Ile drowne more Saylers chem the Mermaid {hall,

1le flay more gazers then the Bafiliske, :

Ile play the Oracor as well as Neflor,

Deceive more flyly then P7iffes could,

And likea Synon,take another Troy,

I can adde Colours to the Camelion,

Change (hapes with Prozens, foraduantages,

And fet the mustherous CMackhesill to Schoole.

Can I doe this,and cannot get a Crowne ?

Tut,were it farther off;Ile plucke icdowne. - Exis,

; Flasrifls.

Enter Lewis the French King, bis Sifter Towa, bis

Admirall, cal'd Bourbon : Prince Edward,
oLusene Margaret,and the Earle of Oxcford,
Lewss fivs,and riferh vp ay aine,

Lewss, Faire Queene of England,worthy Margares,

Sitdowne with vs : jt ill befits thy State,
And Birth, that thou thould'f ftand,while Lew:s doth fic,
Marg, No,mightic King of France: now Margares
Muft firike her fayle,and learne a while to ferue,
Whese Kings command. Iwas (I muft confefle)
Great Albions Queene,in former Golden dayes:
But now mifchance hathtrod my Title downe,
And with dif-honor layd me on the ground,
Where I muft take like Seat voto my fortune,
And to my bumble Seac conforme my {elfe,
Lewss. Why fay, faire Queene, whence {prings this
deepe defpaire ?
Marg From fuch a caufe,as fills mine eyes with ceares,
And flops my tongue,while heart is drown’d in cares.
Lewis, What ere it be,be thou Rill like thy felfe,
And fic thee by our fide. Seats ber by bixs,
Yeeld not thy necke to Fortunes yoske,
Buc let thy dauntleffe minde ftill side in trivmph,
Ouer all mifchance.
Be plaine,Queene Margaret,and tell thy griefe,
It (hall be eas’d,if France can yeeld reliefe.
Marg. Thofe gracious words
Reuiue my drooping thoughts,
And giue my tongue-ty’d forrowres leaue to fpeakes
Now therefore be it knowne to Noble Lewss,
That Henry,{ole poffefior of my Loue,
Is,of a King,become a banifht man,
And forc’d te liue in Scotland a Forlarne 3
While prowd ambitious Edward,Duke of Yorke,
Viurpes the Regall Title,and the Seat
Of Englands true anoynted lawfull King,
This is the caufe that I, poore (Margaret,
With this my Sonne,Prince Edward, Henries Heire,
Am come to craue thy iuft and lawfull ayde:
And if thou faile vs,all our hope is doge,
Scotland hath will to helpe,but cannot helpe::
Ous
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Our People,and our Peeres,are both mis-led,
Our Treafure feiz’d,our Souldiors puc to flight,
And (as thou {ee} ) our felaes in heauie plight,
Lewis, Renowned Queene,
With patience calme the Storme,
While we bethinke 2 meanes to breake it off.
Marg. Themore wee ftay, the fironger growes our
Foe.
Lewis. The mdre I ftay, the more Ile fuccour thee.
Marg, O,but impatience waiteth on true forrow.
And fee where comes the breeder of my forrow.

Enter warwicke.

Lews, What's hee approacheth boldly to our pre-
{ence?
Marg, Our Earle of Warwicke, Edwards greatelt
Friend.
Lewis. Welcome braue warwicke, what brings thee
to France ? Hee defcends.. Shee ariﬁvtb,
Marg. Inow begins a fecond Storme to rife,
For this is hee that moues both Winde and Tyde.
warws From worthy Edward,King of Albion,
My Lord and Soueraigne,and thy vowed Friend,
I come (in Kindaefle, and vnfayned Loue)
Firft,to doe greetings to thy Royall Perfon,
And thento craue a League of Amitie:
And laftly,to confirme that Amitie
With Nuptiall Knot,if thou vouchfafe to graunt
That vertuous Lady Boua,thy faire Sifter,
To Englands King,in lawfull Marriage.
Marg. 1f that goe forward, Henries hope is done.
warw. And gracious Madame, Speaking to Bowa,
In our Kings bebalfe,
1 am commanded,with your leaue and fauor,
{ Humbly to kiffe your Hand, and with my Tongue
Totell the paffion of my Soueraignes Heart;
Where Fame,late entring at his heedfull Eares,
Hath plac’d thy Beauties Image,and thy Vertue.
Marg. King Lewis,and Lady Boza,heare me {peake,
Before you anfwer Warwicke. His demand
Springs not from Edwards well-meant honeft Loue,
But from Deceit, bred by Neceffitic:
Forhow can Tyrants fafely gouerne home,
Vnleflc abroad they purchafe greac allyance?
To proue him Tyrant,this reafon may {uffice,
That Henry lineth ftill : but were hee dead,
Yet here Prince Edward ftands King Henrses Sonne.
Looke therefore Lewss,that by this League and Mariage
Thou draw not on thy Danger,and Dis-honor :
For though Vi{urpers {way the rule a while,
Y et Heau’ns are iuft;and Time {uppreffeth Wrongs,
warw. Iniurious (Margaret,
Edw. And why not Queene?
Warw. Becaufe thy Father Henry did viurpe,
And thou nomore art Prince,then fhee is Queene,
Oxf. Then warwicke difanulls great fobs of Gaunt,
Which did fubdue the greateft part of Spaine ;
And after Jobn of Gaunt, Henry the Fourth,
Whofe Wifdome wasa Mirror to the wifeft :
And after that wife Prince, Henry the Fift,
Who by his Prowe{le conquered all France:
From thefe,our Henry lineally defcends.
Warw.Qxford, how haps it in this fmooth difcourfe,
You told not,how Henry the Sixt hath loft
All that,which Henry the Fift had gotren::

&
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Me thinkes thefe Peeres of France fhould finile at that,
But for the reft: youtelia Pedigree
Of threefcore and two yeeres,afilly time
To make prefcription for a Kingdomes wortch,
Oxf.Why Warwicke can(t thou {peak againft ihy Liege,
Whom thou obeyd'{t thirtie and {ix yeeres,
And not bewray thy Treafon with a Blufh 2
Warw. Can Oxford,thatdid ever fence therighe,
Now buckler Falfehood with a Pedigree ?
For fhame leaue Henry,and call Edward King,
Oxf. Call him my King, by whofe iniurious doome
My elder Brother,the Lord e Aubrey Fere
Was done to death ? and more then fo,my Father,
Euen inthe downe-fall of his mellow’d yeeres,
When Nature brought him to the doore of Death?
No Warwicke,no: while Life vpholds this Arme,
This Arnine vpholds the Houfc of Lancafter,
warw. And I the Houfe of Yorke.
Lewis.Queene Margaret Prince Edward,and Oxford,
Vouchfafe at our requeft,to ftand afide,
While I v(e further conference with warwicke,
They ffand aloofe.
AMare. Heauens graunt, that warwickes wordes be-
witch him not,
Lew,Now iFarwicke tell me euen vpon thy confcience
Is Edward your true King ? for I were loth
To linke wich him,that werenot lawfull chofen,
warw. Thereon I pawne my Credic, and mine Ho-
nor. :
Lewis. Butishee gracious in the Peoples eye?
Warw. The more,that Henry was vnfortunate,
Lewzs, Then further : all diffembling fev afidey
Tell me for truth,the meafure of his Loue
Vato our Sifter Bona.
War. Such it feemes,
As may befeeme 2 Monarch like himfelfe.
My felfe haue often heard him fay,and {weare,
That this his Loue was an externall Plang,
Whereof the Root was fixt in Vertues ground,
The Leaues and Fruit maintain’d with Beauties Sunne,
Exempt from Enuy, but not from Difdaine,
Valeffe the Lady Bona quit his paine.
Lewss, Now Sifter,ler vs heare your firme refolue.
Bona. Your graunt,or your denyall,fhall be mine.
Yet I confefle, that often ere this day, Speaksto War.
When I haue heard your Kings defert recounted,
Mine eare hath tempted indgement to defire.
Lewis, ThenWarwicke,thus :
Our Sifter fhall be Edwards.
And now forthwith fhall Articles be drawne, _
Touching the Toynture that your King muft make,
Which with her Dowrie fthall be counter-poys'd:
Draw neere,Queene Margaret ,and be a witnefle,
That Bona (hall be Wife to the Englifb King.
Pr.Edw. To Edward, but not to the Englith King.
Marg. Deceitfull Warwicke,it was thy deuice,
By this alliance to make void my {uit :
Before thy comming,Lewss was Henries friend.
Lewis. And fillis friend to him,and AMargaret,
But if yonr Title to the Crowne be weake,
Asmay appeare by Edwards good fuccefle;
Then’tis but reafon,that I be releas’d
From giuing ayde,which late I promifed.
Yet fhall you haue all kindneffe at my hand,
That your Eftate requires,and mine can yeeld.

wWarw, Hearynow liues in Scotland,at his eafe; }
Where/
-
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¢ And yours,

{ Did I put Henry from his N; ir,
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Where }mumg nothing, ﬂ"‘innf’ canhe lofe,
And as for you your felfe e (our quoendam Queene
You haue a Father able tomaintaine you,

And berter twere, you troubled lum then France,

Mar, I‘cau“lfrmn c :"nuﬁn::,c,.f.ﬂ\ "arwicke,
Proud fetrer vp, fmd ler downe of I Kings,

I will not hence;till \Vlth my Talke: r-l Teares
(Both full of T iLLlI) 1make King Lewis behold
hy {lye conueyance,and thy Lords falfe loue,
1 L’ff blor g A horse Within,
For both of you are Birds of felfe-fame Feather.
Lewes. Warwicke,this is fome pofte to vs,or thee,
Enter the Pofte,
Poft. My Lord Ambaflzdor,
T 'iwfr Letters are for you.

n
xsi‘

Speakes to Warwich

Sent from your Brother :rm‘cﬁc ﬂtanzqgu..
{ Thele from our King,vnto your ﬁ‘alci’:v To Lewss,
And Madam,thefe for you: To Margaret
T -om whom, Iknow not,
They allreade their Letters.
Oxf. 1like it well, that our f';h\, Queene and Miflris
Smiles at her newes, while Warwicke frownes at his,
Prince Ed. Nay marke how Lews ﬁanmcp as hewere

mmkd. I hope,al I’s for the b eft,
Lew, Warwicke,what are thy Newes 2
fai rc”n..b e.
AMar, Mine fuch,as fill my heart with vohop’d ioyes,
Wars full of forrow,
Lew, What? has your Kir lffl.nmu:u the Lady
And new to {ooth your Io;a‘*rv and his,
Sends me a Paper tups.fi\’\adflucl) tience ?
Isthis th’Alliance that he feckes with France ?
Dare he prti'umr* to {corne vsin this manner ?
Mar. Ttoldy our Maiefly as much before
This proueth [H:,zf Loue,and ‘.“";h-w:‘.r},‘;; imrz':f?y.

and nearts u]l& onient,
y Grey¢
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war. King Lewss, 1 heerepr m.ﬁ in fight of fheanen,
And bythe I\m e I haue ofheauenly bliffe,
That1 :Mnf‘.e.c trom this mi{deed of Edwards;
No howws nors me,

0

But moft himfe be could fee his fhame,
Did I forget,t ‘. i” the Houfe of Yorke
MyE at‘Pr came yatimel ly to his death ?
Did I let pafle th’abufe done tor my
Did T 1111}33'c}1’m with IH:E

'ij
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‘owne #

H:gh[ ?

with Shame?

Shame on him(el fe, for my Deferc is Honor,

And to repaire my Hanm loft for him,

I heere renounce him,and returne to Le:v’ry

My Noble Queene, l"t forwer gradges paffe

And henceforch, I am thy true Seruitour -

I will reuenge bis wrong to Lady Bona,

Andi m‘mt Henry in his former ftate.
CMar, Warw ‘”1'\.7

Thele words have turn’d m 1y Hate, to Loue,

And I forgiue, and qui ite forget rnd uultf

And ioy that thou becom’t Kin g Henries F riend,
War. Somuch his Friend, ,,Hl.» vnmannmd

That if !x.no Lewis vouch{afe to tu ith vs

With fome fr:w; dands of chofe olo-ours

And arzlcdcrdon d :1..[! & l aft,

e

2
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‘1le vndertake to Land them on our Coaft,

And force the Tyrant from his feat by Warre,
"Tisnot his new-made Bride thall fuccour him,

{ Andas for Clgrence, as my Letters tell me,

Hee's very likely s now to fall from him, |

For matching more for wanton Luft, Lhen Honer,

e
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O¢ tlmn for ﬂu_nglh and fafety - ofour Ce g

Bona. Deere Brother,how fhall Bova be reuen
But by thy helpeto this d.ﬁt effed Queene ?

May, T\wowncc.l rince,how QﬁUPumc Henry liue,
Valeffe thou refcue him from foule dif; {paire?

Bona. My q‘mrrcl and this Englifh Queens,are one

War, Andmio h" ;r L ,5am ,ioynes with yours,

Lew, And mine,with hers 3ndthmc ,and Marg
Therefore,at Jaf}, “ rmel y.zmrciulu d
You {hall haue ayde.

Mar, Letme ¢ ‘*.aac umble thankes for allar ence,
Lew. Then F! ands nl(iu’“n geryrecurne in 1‘,~.\‘(
Aﬁd Ef.‘]i t..ul-. - iu., Lh,{ i"pl 1. tf LNg,

That Lewss of France, is fending ouer Maskers
To reuell it with him;and his new Bride:
Thou feeft what's pa {t,gofeare thy King withall,

Bona. Tell him,in nopchm* | prouc a widower fhertly,
I wearethe Willow Garland for his fake,

Mar. Tellhim,my movrning weeds are laydeafide,
And lamreadyto put Armor on,

War, Tellhim from me,that he hath done me wrong,
And therefore Ile vn. Clownc him, er’c be long.
There’s thy reward, be gone.

Lew. But W QIWIU.\,

Thou and Oxford, with fiue thoufand men
Shall croffe the Seas,and bid falfe Edward battaile:
And 23 occaflion {erues, this Noble ¢ Jueen
AndPrince, fhall follow with a freth 5 Supply.,

Yet ere thou go, but anfwer me one doubt

What Pl cdge haue we of thy firme Loyalty ?

lf/ ar. This (hall affure my conftant Loyalty,
That if our Queenc,and this young Prince ag: cc,
llei ioyne mine cldeft davghter, audmvloy
Tohim forthwfth,.nhol} Wedlocke bands,

Mar. Yes,1agree,andtha inke you for your Motion,
Sonne Fmrmf/ (he is Faire and Vertuous,

Therefore delay not, giue thy handto Warwicke,
And with thy hanf] s thy faichirreuocab! le,
Thatonely Warwickes daughter {hall be thine.
Prin.td, Yes,I accept her,for fhe well deferues it,
And heere to pled; gemy Vow, T giue my hand,
4”':' intes bis hand to Wa

Lew.Why Ray wenow ? Thel e fol diers thalb
Andthou Iord Bourbon,our High Admirall
Shall waft them ouer with our I\(,vﬂll Fleete
1long till Edward fall | by Warres mifchanc &‘,
For mocking Marriage with a Dame of Fragce.

Exeunt.  Manet Warwicke,

War, 1 camefrom Edward as Ambaflador,
But I returne his {worne ar mmor I
Maccer of Marri age was the charge he
But dreadfull Warre fhall anfwer his d
Had he none elfe to make a ale but me ?
Thennonebut I ﬂ,Autumrlmlc“ to Sorrows
Ewdutrw(ﬂsf’cfﬁu 1at rais’d him to the Crowne,
And Ile be Cheefe to brin g him downe againe
Not tha at I pitty Henries mif fery,

But fecke Rcucwc on Edwards mockery.

p'd,
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Arers,

.E..w‘r Poft.
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Enter Richard, C lavence, S
M,

merfet, and

H’J!(‘f HE,

Rich,' Now tell me Brother Cluresce what thinke you
Ofthis new ! Marriage with the Lady Gray?
mrh not o Lror.ur made 2 worthy choice?
Cla. Alas,youknow,tis farre from hence vo France,
How

T
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How could he (tay till Warwicke made returne ?
Som. My Lords,forbeare thistalke : heere comes the
King,
Flourifb.
Enter King Edward, Lr:w)r Grey,Penbrooke, Staf-
{ ford, [Lzﬁmw fonre fand on one fde,
/!("’ fonre on the other.

Rich. And his well-chofen Bride.
Clarence, I minde totell him plainly what I thinke,
King. Now Brother of Clarence,
How like you our Choyce,
That you ftand penfiue,as haife malecontent ?
Clarence. Aswell as Lewss of France,
Or the Earle of Warwicke,
Whichare fo w::akcof courage,and in iudgement,
That they'le take no offence at our abufe,
King. Suppofe they take offence without 2 caufe :
They are but Lewss and #arwicke,I am fdward
Your King and #arwickes, and muft haue my will.
Rich, And fhall haue your will, becaufe our King :
Yet haftie Marriage feldome proueth well,
King. Yea,Brother Richard,are you offended too ?
Rich, Not I : no:
God forbid,that I fhould wifh them feuer'd,
Whom God hath ioyn'd together:
I,and twere pictie, to funder them,
That yoake fo well together.
King. Setting your skomﬂs and your miflike afide,
Tell me fome r_eafon swhy the Ladv Grey
Should not become my Wife,and Englands Queene?
And you 100, Somer[et and Ao #utague,
S[ml ¢ freely what you thinke,
Clarence. Then this is mine opinion :
That King Lewis becomes your Encmic,
For mocking him'about the Marriage
Of the Lady Bona.
Rich. And #Warwicke,doing what you gaue in charge,
Is now dis-honored by this new fvhrrmgc.

King. What,if bo th Lewss and #arwick be appeas’d,”
By hvh inuention as I can deuife ?

Monne Y et,to haue ‘o_;r 'd with France in fuch alliance,
Would morehaue firength’ned this our Commonwrza‘m
‘Gainft forraine flormes,then any home-bred Marriage.

Hast. Why,knowes not Mosnsague that of it felfe,
England is fafe,it true within ic {elfe ?

Mornt. Butthe fafer,when’tis back’'d with France.

Hast. "Tis better vfing France,then trufting France ;
Let vs beback’d witl 1God and with the Seas,
Which behath giu'n (Orfcncc impregnable,
And with their helpes,oncly defend our felues :
Inthem,and in our {clues,our fafetie lyes.

Clar. For this one lpe(‘-.h, Lord Haftings well deferues

To haue the Heire of the Lord [[wr{gerﬁrd

King, I,what of that? it was my will,and graunt,
And for this once,my Will (hall ftand for Law.

Rich,And yet me thinks,your Grace hath not done well,
To giue the Heire and Daughter of Lord Scales
Vito the Brothes of your loumg Bride ;

Shee better would haue fitted me,or C/(trcm“e :
Butin your Bride you burie Brotherhood.
Clar. Orelfe youwould not have beftow’d the Heire
Of the Lord Bonsil on yournew Wiues Sonne,
And leaue your Brothers to goe .;Wﬁ’ed\, elfewhere,
King. Alas,poore L./'{“"C’”Ct" is it for 3 Wife
| Tp;g thou art malecontent 2 IWIA.PE'OIJLL thee.

|
i
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Clavense. In chufing for your felfe
You thew'd your mdgcmcnt .
Which being thallow, you fhall gite me leaue
To playthe LLOF& in mine.owne behalfe ;
And to that end,I {hortly minde to leaue you,
King. Leaveme,or tarty, Edward will be King
And not be ty’d vneo his Brothers will.
Lady Grey. My Lords, before it pleas’d his Maieftie
To rayfe my State to Title of *_‘“"neene,
Doe me but right,and you muf all confefle,
That I was not igwo\ﬁ- of Delcent,
And meaner then my felfe haue had like fortune,
3ut as this Title honors me and mine,
So your diflikes,to whom I would be pleafing,
Doth cloud my ioyes with danger, and with forrow.
King My Loue,f rbeate to fa wne vpon their frownes:
What danger,or what forrow can befall thee,
So long as Edward is thy conftant friend,
And their true Soueraigne,whom they muﬁ obey ?
wa,\ shom they (hall obr'y,and loue thee too,
Vilefle they fecke for hatred at my hands:
Which if they doe,yet will 1 keepe thee fafe,
And they (hall feele the vengeance of my wrath.
Rich. 1heare, yet fay not much,bue thinke the more,

Eutera Poffe,

Kings Now Meflenger,what Letters,or what Newes
from France?
Poft. My Soueraigne Liege,no Letters, & few yyords,
But fuch asf(wzchout your {peciall Pardon)
Dare not relate,
King. Goe too,wee pardor thee :
Theretore,in briefe,tell me their wortds;

" As neere as thou canft gueffe them,

What an{wer makes King Lewss vnto our Letters 2

Post. Atmy depart,thefe were hisvery words ;
Goe tell falfe Edward,che {uppofed King,
That Lewis of France is fending ouer Maskers,
To reuell it with him,and hisnew Bride,

King. Is Lewis fo éraue? belike hethinkes me Hm;‘)‘
Buc what faid Lady Bdma to my Marriage ?

Po/t" Thefe were her words, vee'red with mild difdaine ;
Tell him,in hope hee’le proue a Widower fhortly,
Tle weare the Willow Garland for his fzke,
Kizg. 1blameust her; the could fay little icﬂ e:
She 'md t'nf: wrong. Butwhat {aid Henries Queenc ?
For I haue heard,that {he was there in place.
Poff. Tell mquum h fhe) ¢

My mourning Weedes are done
And Iam read:e to put Armouron,

King. Belike fhe minds to play the Amazen.
But what {aid #arwicke to thefe injuries ?

Poff. He,more incens’d againft your Maieftie,
Thenall the reft,difcharg’d me with thefe words:
Tell him from me that he hath done me wrong,
And therefore Ile vacrowne him,er’t be long.

King.Ha?durft the Traytor br\.ath out {o prowd words?

Well. T will arme me,being thus fore-warn’d :
They {ball haue Warres,and pay for their prefumption.
Puc fay,is Warwicke mends with Margares?

Poft. 1, gracious Soucraigne,

They are lo link’d in frlcndﬁl'ﬂ
That yong Prince Edward marryes ¥ ?*“mcz\‘. ﬁ’anghtct

Clarence. Belike,the elder;
Clarence will hane the younger,

1 = ——— e -
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TTow Brother ] King farewell 3nri fit you f-.nf,

For Twill hence to l&nrmc(ﬁ other Danghtfn,

That though I wanta Kingdome, yetin Marriage

I may not proue inferior to your felfe.

You that lowte me,and Warwicke, follow me,
Exit Clarence and Somerfet followes.

Not I

‘55*54.
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Rich.
My thoughts syme at a further marter :
1 Hay not for the loue of Edward,buz the Crowne.
King. Clarszce and Somer et boah;; onc to Warwicke ?
Yetar 1\1 arm’d againft che worft can happen
And hafteis nc’cd‘ul[ in this defp’rate cale,
Pembrooke and Stafford, you inour behalfe
Goe leuie menjand make prepare for Warre 3
They are alreadic,or quickly will be landed:
My felfc in perfon will ﬁralgm follow you.
Exesnt Pembroeke and Stafford.
Bucere I goe,Haffings and Mountague
Refolue my doubt : you twaine,of all the reff,
Are neere to Warwicke,by blou d,,mu by allydmr: :
Tell me,if you loue Warwicke more thc:n me;
IF it be fo,then both depart to him:
rather wilh you foes,then hollow friends,
Bur if youmindeto nold your true sbedience,
Giue me affurance with fome friendly Vow,
That I may neuer haue youin fufpect,
eMonnt. So God helpe e Mountague, as hee proue
true.
Hast., And Hastings,as hee fanours Edwards rnulc
King. Now,Brother Richard,will you ihml by vs?
Kwu, E,m dmplohz of all zim; thall withftand you.
King. Whyfo: thenam] fure of Vitories
Now therefore let vs henceyand lofe no howte,
Till wee meet warwicke,with his forseine powre.
Exennt,

g

Enter Warwicke and Oxford in England,
with French Seuldiors.
Warw, Trultme,my Lord, all hitherto goes well,
The common people by numbers fwarme co vs.
Eunter Clavence and Somerfet.
But {ee where Somerfes and Clarence comes :
Speake fuddenly,my Lords,are wee all friends?
C/ar. Feare not that,my Lozd,
Warw, Then gentle Clarence,welcome vnto Warwicke,

And welcome Somerfet : 1 hold it cowardize,
To reft miftruftfull, wherea Noble Heart
Hath pawn’d an open Hand, in figne of Loue;
Elfe mighe I thinke,that ( Jarence, Edwards Brother,
Were but a fained friend to ourprocec-dings :
But welcome {weet (Tarence;my Danghter {hall be thine,

Andno »,v,wisz* refts ? bur in L\Jxohte Couerture,
l"n) Brother being careleffely encamp’d,
His Souldiors Iurhu: inthe Towne aboutq
And bur attended by a finple Guard,
Wee may furprize and take him at our pleafure,
Our Scouts haue found the aduenture very eafie s
That as P¥yffes, and fout Diemede,
Wich fleight and manhood fole to Rbefiu Tents,
And Dwuv‘nt from thence the Thracian fatall Steeds » :
Sowee, w»‘i coucr’d with the Nighes black Mantle,
At ynawares may beat downe Edwards Guard,

M1
all

{ And {eize himfelfe : I fay not,flaughter him,
For Iintend but onely to furprize him,

You that will follow me to chis attempt,

-

of i\\jl” Henrythe Sixt
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Applaud the Name of 7; Henry,with L youe ¢ Leader.
lery all ery, Heuty.

n,let’s on our way in ﬁ lent {ort,

ucud° od and Szint George,

F« enut.

the

Why

For Ihrmca_; eand his

Enter three watchmes to gnard the Kings Tent.
1. watch.Come on my Maflers,each man take his ftand,
The King by this,is fet him downe to {leepe.
3. watch, What,will he notto Bed ?
1.%atch, Why,no:forhe hath made a folemne Vow,
Neuver to lye and take his naturall Reft,
Till warwicke,or him{elfe,be qmrc mpmeﬁ}
2. Watch. To morrow then belike fhall bethe day,
If Hum‘zr&e be fo neere as men report.
3. #atch, But fay,I pray,what Noble manjs th
Th"t with the I\mg here refteth in his Tent ?
1. #Watch, "Tis the Lord Haffings,the Kings chiefeft
friend,
3.Wasch. O,is it fo? but why commands the King,
That his chiefe followers iodge in Townes about him,
While he himfelfe keepes in the cold field ?
2.arch, "Tis the more hononr,becaufe more dange-
10Us

l‘

:V,:fcb I,but gine me Wmﬂnp, and quiemefle,
I hk“ it better Ll 1¢na d:ngnoua honor,
Xf wrarwicke knew in what eftare he ftands,
"Tis to be doubted he would waken him.
Y. #¥atch, Vnleffe our Halberds did fhute vp his pal-

10e
J-‘D

s

o
2. Wwatch, 1:wherefore elfe guard we hi s Royall Tent,
But to defend his Perfon from N;nhtﬂfops ?

Enter 17 mew:f:e‘ Clarence,Oxford, Somerfes,
and French S m:!J:ar‘.r,f lent .fr[l@

warw. This is his Tent,and fee where ftand his Guard:
Courage my Mafters: Honornow, erneuer :
But follow me,and Edward fhall be ours.
v Watch, Who goes there?
2.Watch, Stay,orthou dyeft.
Warwicke “and the ref cry all, Warwicke,Warwicke,
and fet vpon the Guard zmn] yeerying, Arme, Armse,
Warwicke awd the reft jaffmv:r;r thess,

Thz Dramme "2, jm;ﬁfr*tg Tr*impﬁf j; a‘ndzm*
Euter Warwicke, fD”F'”TJf‘ and the *c’:’" bringing the K ,.lu,w;r'
okt 15 bas Gowne, Jitsing ina LIM'?E A'cmru
and Hafting fycf aser the Stage,

Som. What are they thac flyethere?

Wiars. Rz»ka:d and Hm‘?mu let them goe, heere is
the Duke. '

K.Edw. The Duke?

Why H‘»mw@ when wee parted,
Thou call’dft me King,
Warw. L,but the cafe is aim‘cﬁ

When you m(gr:cﬁmf inmy Embaffade,
Thenl dw aded you from h»mg !{s g,
And come now to create you Duke of Yorke.
Aias how fhould you gouerne any Kingdome,

That knownot how to vfe Embaffadors,
Nor how to be contented with one W W{
Nor how to vfe your Brothers Br omfrlyg
Norhow to ftu idie forthe Peoples Welfare,
Nor how to fhrowd your felfe from Enemie

52
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K.&dw. Yea,Brother of Clarence,
Art thou heretoo?
Nay then I {ee,that Edward needs muft downe,
Y et Warwicke, in defpight of all mifchance,
| Of thee thy felfe,and all thy Complices,
Edward will alwayes beare himfelfe as King
Though Fortunes mallice ouerthrow my State,
My minde exceedes the compafle of her Wheele,
warw, Then for his minde, be Edward Englands King,

Takes off bis Crowne.

") But Henry now (hall weare the Englith Crowne,
And betrue King indeede: thou but the thadow:
My Lord of Somerfet, at my requeft,
See that forthwith Duke Edward be conuey’d
Vnto my Brother Arch-Bifhop of Yorke :
When 1 haue fought with Pembrooke,and his fellowes,
Ile follow you, and tell what anfwer
Lewis and the Lady Bona fend to him,
Now for a-while farewell good Duke of Yorke,
They leade bins ent forcibly.
K.E4d.What Fates impofe that men muft needs abide;
Itboots not to refift both winde and tide. Exeunt,
Oxf. What now remaines my Lords for vs to do,
But march to London with out Soldiers ?
War. 1that'sthe firft thing that we haueto do,
Tofree King Henry from imprifonment,

And fec him feated in che Regall Throne, exsts

Enter Riners,and Lady Gray,

Ri#. Madam,what makes youinthis fodain change?
Gray. Why Brother Rezers,are you yet to learne
What lare misfortune is befalne King Edward ?
Rin, What loffe of fome pitche bateell
Againl warwicke? ¢
Gray. No,butthe loffe of his owne Royall pétfon,
Rin. Thenismy Soueraigne {laine ?
Grap. Lalmoft {laine,for he is taken prifoner,
Either betrayd by falfhood ofhis Guard,
Or by his Foe {urpriz’d at ynawares :
And as I further haue to vnderftand,
Is new committed to the Bifhop of Yorke,
Fell Warwickes Brother, and by that our Foe,
Rin, Thele Newes I muft confeffe are full of greefe,
Yer gracious Madam, beare it as you may,
Warwicke may loofe, thet now hath wonne the day.
Gray. Till then,fairc hope muft hinder lives decay:
And I the rather waine me from difpaire
For loue of Edwards Of.{pring in my wombe:
Thisis it that makes me bridle paffion,
And beare with Mildneffe my misfortunes croffe s
L1, for this T drawin many 2 teare,
And ftop therifing of bleod-fucking fighes,
Leaft withmy fighes or teares, I blaft ordrowne
King Edwards Fruite, true heyre to th’Englifh Crowne,:
Riz, ButMadam, ‘
Where is Warwickethen become
Gray. Taminform’d thathe comes towards London,
To fec the Crowne once more'on Henries head,
Guefle thou'the reft, King Edwerds Friends muft downe,
But to preuent the Tyrants violence,
(For truft not him that hath once brokenFaith)
1le hence forchwith voto the SanQuary,

3

To faue (at leat Jthe heire of Edivards right
There thali T tel fecure from force and fraad :

i Come therefore let vs flye, while we may flye,
& 1€ Warwicke take vs,we are fure to dye,

Xt

Enter Richard Lord Haftings and Sir 1#illiam
Starley.

Rich. Now my Lovd Haftings,and Six willians Stanley
Leaue off to wonder why I drew you hicher, ‘
Idto this cheefet Thicker of the Parke, '
Thus Rand the cafe : you know our King,my Brother, "

Is prifener to the Bifhep here,at whofe hands

He hath good viage,and great liberty,

And often buratcended with weake guard,

Come hunting this way to difport himfelfe.

I haue aduertis'd him by fecret meanes,

Thatifabout this houre he inake this way,

Vader the colour of his v{uall game,

He thall heere finde his Friends with Horfe and Men,

To fet bim free from his Caprivitie,  **" :

Enter King Edward, and a Hustfman
with bins,

Huntfman, This waymy Lord,
For this way lies the Game.
Kirg Edw. Nay this way man,
See where the Huntimen ftand.
Now Brother of Glofter, Lord Haftings,and thereft,
Stand youthus clofe to fteale the Bithops Deere ?
Rich, Brother,the time and cafe,requireth hatt,
Your horfe ftands ready at the Parke-corner.
King Ed. Butwhether (hall we then?
Haft. ToLynmy Lord,
And fhipt from thence to Flanders,
Rich. Wel ucft belecue me,for that was my meaning
K.Ed, Stanley,l will requite thy forwardneffe,
Rich. But wherefore flay we? ‘tisno time to talke,
K.Ed, Huntfman, what fay'ft chou?
Wilt thou goalong ¢
Huntf. Better dofo,then tarry and be hang’d.
Rich. Come then away,lets ha no more adoo,
K.Ed, Bifhop farwell,
Sheeld thee from parwickes frowne,

And pray that I may re-poffefle the Crowne, exenint
Flowrift. * Enter King Henrythe fixt, Clarence, Parwicke,
Somerfet, yowng Henry; Oxford, Mosntague,

and Lientenan:.

K.Hen. M.Lieutenant,now that God and Friends'
Haue fhaken Edward from the Regall fearte, B
And turn’d my captiue flate to libertie,

My feare to hope,my forrowes vato ioyes,

Atour enlargement what are thy due Fees ?
Lien.Subi¢¢ts may challenge nothing of their Seu’raing

Bue,ifan humble prayer may preuaile, P

I then craue pardon of your Maieftie, R

K.Hen. For what, Lieutenant ? For well vfing me2: i §
Nay,be thou {ure, lle well requite thy kindweffe.
For that it made my imprifonment, a pleafure:
1, fuch apleafure,asincaged Birds
Conceiue; when after many moody Thoughs,
At laft, by Motes of Houfhold harmonie; ¥
They quite forger cheir loffe of Libertie:

gel i But}

i
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But ®arwicke after God,thou (et’t me free, .
And chiefely therefore,1 thanke God,and thee,
He was the Author,thou the InGrument.
Therefore that I may conquer Forrunes {pight,
By liuing low, where Fortune cannot hurt me,
And that the people of this blefled Land
May not be punifht with my thwarting ftarres,
W arwicke ,although my Head ftill weare the Crowne,
1 here refigne my Gouernment to thee,
For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds.
Wwarw. Your Grace hath (till beene fam’d for vertuous,

Andnow may {eeme as wife as vertuous,
By {pying and auoiding Fortunes malice,
For few men rightly temper with the Starres::
Yet in this one thing let me blame your Grace,
For chufing me,when Clarence is in place.
- Clar. NoWarwickethouart worthy of the {way,
T'o whem the Heaw'ns in thy Natiuitie,
Adiudg'd an Oliue Branch,and Lawrell Crowne,
As likelyto be bleft in Peace and Warre :
And therefore I yeeld thee my free confent.

warw, And I chufe Clarence orely for Protector.

King Warwick and Clarence,gine me both your Hands:

That no diffention hinder Gouernment :
I make you both Protectors of this Land,
While I my felfe will Iead a priuate Life,
And in deuotion fpend my latter dayes,
To finnes rebuke,and my Creators prayfe.
Warw.. What anfwetes Clarexce to his Soueraignes
will 2
Clar. That he confents, if Warwicke yeeld confent,
For on thy fortune I repofe my felfe.
warw.Why then,though loth,yet muft 1 be content s
Wee'le yoake together, like 2 double fhadow
To Henries Body,and {upply his place;
I meane,in bearing weight of Gouernment,
While he enioyes the Honor,and his cafe.
And Clarence,now then it is more then needfull,
Forthwith that Edward be pronounc’d a Traytor,
And all his Lands and Geaods confifcate.
Clar. Whatelfe ? and that Succeffion be determined,
Warw, 1 ,therein Clarence fhall not want his parr.
King. But with the firft,of all your chiefe affaires,
Let me entreat (for I command no more)
That Margaret your Qusene,and my Sonne Edward,
Be fent for,to returne from Fraace with {peed :
tFor till I feethem here, by doubtfill feare,
My ioy of libertie is halfe eclips'd.
. Clar. It {hall bee done,, my Soueraigne , with all
fpeede. '
King. My Lord of Somerfet,what Youth is thae,
Of whom you feeme to hauefo tender care?
Somer(. My Licge, itis young Hexry, Eatleof Rich-
‘mond. ;
- King, Come bither,Englands Hope :
S5t ‘Layes bis Hand.on bis Heaa,
If fecret Powers {uggeft but truch
To my diuvining thoughts,
 This pretcic Lad will proue our Countries blifle,
‘His Lookes are full of peacefull Maieftie,
v His Head by nature fram’d to weare a Crowne,
. His Hand to wield a Scepter, and him{elfe
Likely in time to bleffe a Regall Throne: .. . .
| Make much of him,my Lords ; for this is hee
Mufthelpe you more,then you are bure by mee,

s

|

1
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Now ioync your Hands, & with your Hands your Hearts, |
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Enter a Poffe.

Warv, What newes, my friend ?

Pofte. That Edward is elcaped from your Brother,
And fled (as hee heares fince) to Burgundie.

Warw. Vnfauorie newes: but how made he efcape ¢

Pofte. He was conuey'd by Richard Duke of Gloftez,
And the Lord Haftsngs,who attended him
In fecret ambufh,on the Forreft fide,
And from the Bifhops Hunt{men refcu’d him :
For Hunting was 15 dayly Exercife.

warw. My Brother was too careleffe of his charge,
But let vs hence,my Soueraigne,to prouide
A faluc for any fore,that may beride. Exeunt.
e Manet Somser[et, Richmond,and Oxford,

Sem.My Lord,I like not of this flight of Edward::

For doubtlefle, Burgundie will yeeld bim helpe,
And we fhall haue more Warres befor't be long.
As Henries late prefaging Prophecie
Did glad my heart,with hope of this young Richmond :
So doth my heare mif-giue me, in thefe Conflicts,
What may befall him,to his harme and ours,
Therefore, Lord Oxford,to preuent the worft,
Forthwith wee'le fend him hence to Brittanie,
Till ftormes be paft of Ciuill Enmicie,

Oxf, 1: for it Edward re-poflefle the Crowne,
*Tis like that Richmend,with the reft,(hall downe.

Som. It{hall be {o: he (hall to Brittanie,
Come therefore,let’s about it fpeedily, Exeunt,
Flokrift. Enter Edward, Richard, Haflings,

and Sowldiers,

. Edw Now Erother Richard,Lord Haffings;and the reft,
Yet thus farre Fortune maketh vs amends,
And fayes,that once more I {hall enterchange
My wained Rate,for Henries Regall Crowne.
Well haue'we pals’d, and now re-pafs’d the Seas,
And brought defired helpe from Burgundie,
What then remaines,we being thus arrin’d
From Rauenfpurre Hauen,before the Gates of Yorke,
But that we enter,as into our Dukedome ?
Rich. The Gates made faft ?
Brother, I like not this,
For many men that ftumble at the Threfhold,
Are well fore-told,that danger lurkes within. -
Edw,Tufh man,aboadments muft not now affright vs:
By faire or foule meanes we muft enter in,
For hither will our friends repaire to vs.
Haft, My Liege, lle knocke once more,to fummon
them,
Enter on the Walls, rhe Maior of Yorke,
and his Brethren,
eMaior. My Lords,
We were fore-warned of your comming,
And fhut the Gates,for fafetie of our felues 3
Fornow we owe allegeance vito Hewry, -
Edw. But,Mafter Maior,if Henry be your King,
Yet Edward,at the leaft,is Duke of Yorke.
l‘ ‘TL/"Mazar. True, my goad - Lotd, I know you forno
effe.
dw. Why,and I challenge nothing but my Dukedonve, |
Asbeing well content with that alone.

Rich. But}
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Rich, But when the Fox hath once got in his Nofe,
Hee'le foone finde meanes to make the Body follow.
Hast: Why,Mafter Maior,why and you in 2 doubt ?
Open the Gates,we are King Henries friends.
. Maior. 1, {ay you fo ? the Gates fhall then be opened.
? He defeends.
Rich. A wile fout Captaine,and foone perfwaded.
Haft.The good old man would faine that all were wel,
So’twere not long of him: but being entred,
Tdoubt not I,but we fhall foone perfwade
Both him,and all his Brothers,vnco reafon;

Enter the CMaior,and two o Aldermen,

Edw. So,Mafter Maior: thefe Gates muft not be fhut,
But in the Night,or in the time of Warre,

What, feare not man,but yeeld me vp the Keyes,

Takes bas Keyes.
For Edward will defend the Towne,and thee,

And al] thofe friends,that deine to follow mee.

March. Enter Mountgomerie,with Drumme
and Souldiers.
Rich. Brother,thisis Sir John Mountgomerie,
Ourtruftie friend, vnlefe I be deceiu’d,
Edw. Welcome Sir Jokw : but why come you in
Armes ?
Monnt. To helpe Ring Edward in his time of (torme,
As cuery loyall Subic ought to doe.
&dw. Thankes good Mountgomerie -
But we now forger our Title to the Crowne,
And orely clayme our Dukedome,
Till God pleafe to fend the re.
Mawns. Then fare you well,for I will hence againe,
I came to ferue aKing,and notaDuke:
Drummer firike vp,and let vs march away,
Ths Drunmse begins to inarch,
Edw. Nay ftay,Sir John,a while, and wee’le debate
By what fafe meanes the Crowne may be recouer'd,
Monnt. What talke youof debating ? in few words,
If you’le not here proclaime your fcife our King,
Ile leaue yourto your fortune,and be gone,
To keepe them back,that come to fuccour yolu,
Why thall we fight,if you pretend no Title?
Rich. Why Brother, wherefore ftand you on nice
points ?
Edw. When wee grow fironger,
Then wee'le make oug Clayme :
Till then,’tis wifdome to conceale our meaning,
Haft. Away with fcrupulous Wit, now Armes muft
rule,
Rich.And feareleffe minds clyme {ooneft vito Crowns,
Brother,we will proclaime you out of hand,
The bruijc thereof will bring you many friends,
Edw.Thenbeitas you will: for ‘tis my right,
And Henry but yfurpes the Diademe.
Moxnt. 1,now my Soueraigne fpeaketh like himfelfe,
And now will I be Edward: Champion.
Haj.Sound Trumper,Edward (hal be here proclaim’ds

Come,fellow Souldior, make thou proclamation,
Flearifb,  Sesund,
Soul. Edward she Foursh, by the Grace of God, King of
Englawd and France,and Lord of Ireland, cbe.
Monnt. And whofoere gainfayes Kin g Edwards right;

By this I challenge him to fingle fight.
Throwes downe liés Gannties.:

AU, Long liue Edward the Fourth, , i
{Pole :

Edw. Thankes braue Momrzgomery,
And thankes vato you all :
If foreune ferue me,lle requite this kindne(Te,
Now for this Night,let’s harbor hese in Yorke:
And when the Moming Sunne thall rayfe his Carre
Aboue the Sorder of this Horizon,
Wee'le forward towards Warwicke,and his Mates;
Feor well I wot,that Henry is no Souldier.
Ah froward Clarence, how euill it befeemes thee,

i Yo flatwer Henrr, and forfake thy Brother?

Yet as wee may,wee’le meee both thee and Warwicke, |
Come on braue Souldiors : ‘doubt not of the Day, i
And that once gotten,doubt not of large Pay. Exenns.

Flotrifb. Enter the King,W;zrwicl(c,Mam:mgwl
Clarence,Oxford,and Somerfes. :

Wwar. What counfaile,Lords? Edward from Belgia,
With haftie Germanes,and blunt Hollanders,
Hath pafs'd in fafetic through the Narrow Seas,
And with his troupes doth march amaine to London,
And many giddie people flock to him,
King. Let's leuie men,and beat him backe againe,
Clars Alittle fire is quickly trodden ouie,
Which being fuffer’d,Riuers cannot quench.
War. In Warwickihire I haue true-hearted friends;
Not mutinous inpeace, yet bold in Warre;
Thofe will Imufter vp : ahd thou Sonnc Clarewce
Shalt @irre vp in Suffolke Norfolke,and in Kent;
The Knights and Gentlemen,to come with thée,
Thou Brother Monns agne,in Buckingham,
Northampron,and in Leiceterfhire, thale find
Men well enclin’d to heare what thou command'(t.
And thou,brane Oxford, wondrous well belowd,

'~ In Oxfordthire fhalt mufter vp thy friends.

My Soueraigne,with the louing Citizen3,
Like to his lland,gyrt in with the Ocean,
Ormodeft Dyancircled with her Nymplis,
Shall reft in London,till we come to him 3
Faire Lords take leaue,and fland not to reply:
Farewell my Soueraigne.
King. Farewell my Heltsr,and my Troyes true hope.
Clar. In figne of truch, I kiffe your Highneffe Hand,
King. Well-minded Clarexce,be thou forturiate.
Mosnt. Comfort,my Lord,and fo I take my leaue,
Oxf. AndthusI feale my truth,and bid adicu,
King. Sweet Oxford,and my loving Mountagne,
And all at once,once more 2 happy farcwell.
War. Farewell,(weet Lords,lec’s meet at Couentry,
Exennt.
King. Hereatthe Pallace will I ret 4 while,
Coufin of Exerer,what thinkes your Lord(hip:?.-
Me thinkes,thc Power that Edward hath in fieldy
Should not be able to encounter mine,
Exer, The doubtis,that he will feduce the reft,
King. That’s not my feare,my meed hath got me fame:
I haue not ftopt mine eares to their demands,
Nor pofted off thieir {uites with flow delayes,
My pittie hath beene balme to heale theirwounds,
My mildnefle hath allay’d their fwelling griefes,
My mercic dry’d their water-flowing teares.
I haue not been defirous of their wealth,
Nor much oppreft them with great Subfidies;
Nor forward of reuenge;though they much err’d,
Then why fhould chey loue Edward more then me?
No Exeter thele Graces challenge Grace + _
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he Lambe will never ceafe to follow him.
! Shont withus, ‘}‘Lc:m.g?c'r A Lawcaft
! Exet. Hearle,hearke, my Lord ;. what Shouts are
tu,.c Fe

! Enter Edward and bis Sonldiers,

Edw. Seize owthe ;mr"wtac *d Hewry,beare him hence

| And onceagaine proclainevs King of England,

Y ouare the Founrithat .nakcs {iail Brookes to flow,

Nowifteps thy Spring,my Seafhall {uck them dry,

f And iwm] fomuchtheh 'ml er,by their ebbe,

Hence with hifnto the Tow er, let him not {peake,
Exit with King Henry.

L And Lords, towards Couentry berid we our courfe,

{ Where peremptorie #Farw: icke nOW remaines :

'I he Sum.u thines hot ,and if we vfe uclav

Co‘ BitingWinter marrés.our hop’ d-for H“) J

| Rich. Aw;y betimes before his forces 1oyne,

"A 1d take the grears growne Traytor vnawares:

Brauc Warriors, m.mh awnaine towards Couentry,

Exennt,

p

; Euter pparwicke,, the Maior of Conentry, two
Meffengers sand athers wpom the Wwalls,

rwar. W here is the Poft that came from valiant Oxford ¢

How farre henteis thy Lord;niine honeft fellow?

Me([ p: Bythisat Duufmore marching bitherward,

War. How farre off is our bro:hcr Mounrague?
Where is the Poft that came from /lfiafmtmm ?

Meff" 2. 'Byithiis at Daintry,witha pmﬂan: troope.

Euter Somernile.

War. SapSomernsle what fayes my louing Sonne ?
And by thy gucﬁ‘e,how nigh is Clarence now ?

Somerz. At Somtham Idid leaue himwich his forces,
And doe expect.him here fome two howres hence.

War. TheniClarence isathand, I heare his Drumme,
Somern, It isnothis,myLord, ‘here Southiar n lyes :
The Drum your Honor heares,marcheth from #arwicke.

war. Who (hould that berbelike vnlook’d for fncnds.
.sSomersa They areac hand,and youdhall quickly know,

Murch.. Flourih. vEnter Edward Richard,
and Souldiers.
Edw.. Goe;Trampet,to the Walls,and found a Parle.
Rich. See how the {utlysvarwicke mansthe Wall.
war. Ohxynbid {pight,is {portfull Edward come?
Whete flept our Seouts,or how are they/feduc’d,
That weeould heare no newes of his repayre.
Edw, Now Imrwm@ wilt thou opé theCitie G
‘Speake gentle words and'humbly bend thy Knee,
Call Edmdrd King, andat bishands begge Mctcys
And he fhall par donthee thefe Outra "cs‘?‘ ‘
; War.. Nay rather, wilcthoudraw my forces hcncc,
| Gonfefle:who et theewpiand pluckethee downe,
1 Call z,a.rwm(g Ratron,and be pe"'utcnt
| And thou (haluflillremaide the Duke of Yorke,
Rucht dzhought at leaftdre-would haue faid the Ki ing,
| Or did hemake the Teaftagainft his will 2
war. 1s notaDukedeme;Sirya goadly gife ?
Rich. 1,by my taith;forapeore Earlétogiue,
1le doe thee ferutce forfogood a gift,
Wary "Twias I that gaue the Kmﬂdomf‘ to thy Bro-
ther.
Edw. Why then’tismine,if bat by @rarwickes nifes

Lates,
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ar, Tnou art no ﬂz/,u for fo
And Weakeling, i7armicke takes his gift

And Henry is my King , Way wicke his Sl..QlL

Edw. Butpwarwickes King is Edwards Prifoner=
And gallant Warwicke, :VJL but an{wer this,
What is L'nc' Bof*v,'ms?n the Head is off ?

Rz’cl;, las,that #arwicke had mo more fore-caft,
But whiles be thought toifteale the fingle Ten,

[hc King was{lyly finger'd from the Deck:

You left poore Hesry at the Bzﬂ.:,po Pallace,

And tenne to one you'le meet him in the Tower,

Edw. ’Tis euen {o,yct you are Warwicke fhll,

Rich. Come me!c».;c’,
Take the time, kneele downe, kneele downe:
Nay when? anc now,or elfe the Iron cooles,
war.. 1 had rather cbop this Hand off aca blow,
And withthe other,fling it at thy face,
Then beare folowa fayle,to firike to thee,
Edw, Saylc how thou cam.‘,
Haue Winde and Tyde thy friend,

This Hand,falt wound 1bouttm,7~nle black | hayre,
Shall. Whllc thy Head is warme, and new cut oft
Write in the duft this Sentence with thy blooc 1
Wind-changing #arwiske now can change nomore.

Euter Oxfordswith Drumme ana Colonrs.,

war. Oh chearefull Colours,fee where Oxford comes.
Oxf. Oxford,Oxford, for Lancafter.
Rich. The Gates are open,letivs entet too,

Edw. So other foes may fet vpon our backs,
Stand we in good arsay : for they no doubt
Will-iffue out againe, and bid vs bartaile;

If not,the Citie being but of {mall defence,
\"fc J”qmc.\ly rowze the Traitors inthe fame,
War. Oh welcome Oxford,for we want thy helpe,
Enter Mowntague with Diumme and Colors.

Momnt, Mountague, Mountague for Lancaffer.

Rich.Thou and thy Brother both fhall 'lm) this Treafon
Euen withthe deareft blood your bodies beare.

Edw. The hardermatchrt, the greater Vidtorie,
My minde prefageth happy ;Dfamﬁ.md Conqueft.,

f
Enter Somer(ct,with Drume and Colonrs,

Som, Semerfat,Somerfer for Lavvafter.
Richy Two of thy Wame,both Dukes of Somerfer,
Haue fold their Liues vnto the Houfe of Yorke,

And-thoudhalcbe the third,if this Sword hold.
Eunter Clarence,with Drumme and Calowrs,
war.And loe,where Gearge of Clarence fweepesalong,
Of force \.am.vh ‘o bid his Brother Batraile :
With whom,in vpright zeale to righe ,preuailes
Morethen the nature of a BrmLus Loue,
Come Clarence,come : thou wilt,if Warwicke call.
(lar.Father of Warwick, knc\wy »u what this meanes?
Looke here,I throw my infamie at thee
I will not ruinate my F'ithcrs Houfe,
Whowgaue hisblood to lyme the ftones together,
And fer vp Lancafter. \Why,troweft thou, V’zm’u ke,
That Clarenceisioharth,{fo blunt,vnnarurall,
To bend the fatall Infeumierics of Warre

Againft
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Againft his Brother;and his lawfull King.
Perhaps thou wilt obie&t my holy Oath ¢
To keepe that Oath,were more impietie,
Then Zepbah,when'he facrific'd his Dauohter
I am {o forry for my Trefpas made,
. That to deferue well at my Brothcts hands,
I here proclayme'ry felfe thy mortall foe':
| With refolution; Whére(oe’re I meet thiee,
((As I will meet zhcc if thon Rirre abroad )
i To plague thee,for thy foule mis-leading me.
And fo,prowd- hcarted warwicke; T defie thee,
And to my Brother turne my blufhing Cheekes,
Pardon me Edward,1 will makeamends :
And Rickard,doe notfrowne vpon my faults,
For I will hcnccforth be nomore vnconftant.
Edw.Now weléomié more,and ten times moré bcIcu d,
Then if chouneuer had@ defcru dour hate.
Rich. Welcome good Clarence,this is Brother-like,
Warw; Oh pnﬂ"mp Traytor,periurd and yniuf,
Edw. W hat Warwicke,
Wile thou leaue the Towne,and fight 2
Or fhall we beat the Stones about thine Eares ?
warw, Alas;Famvnot coop'd here for dcfcnce
[ will away towards Barnec prefently,
And bid thee Battaile, Bdward,if thou dar'ft.
Edw. Yes Warwicke,Edward dares,and leads the way:
Lords.to the field: Saint George and Victorie. ' Exennt.
March. Warwicke and bis compam‘c folowes.

gAlzzmm, and Excurfions, .E:ster Edward bringing
L forth Warwicke wonnded,

Edw. So,lye thou there: dyethou,and dyé our feare,
For Warwicke was a Bugge that fear’ d vsall.
Now AMountague fit faPt T fecke for el 1ee,
That Warwickes Bones may keepe thine. companie,
Exit,
Warw, Ah,whoisnigh? cometome,friend,or foe,

And tell me who is Victor,Yorke,or Warwicke ¢
Why aske Ithat ? my mangled body thewes,
My blood,my want of firength,my ficke heart thewes,
ThatImuft yeeld my body to the Earth,
And by my fall,the conqueft to my foc,
Thus yeelds the Cedarto the Axes edge,
Whofe Armes gaue [helter tothe Princely Eagle,
Vinder whofe fhade the ramping Lyon {lept,
Whofe top-branch ouer-peer’d fowes fpreading Tree,
And kept low Shrubs from Winters pow’rfull Winde.
Thefe Eyes,that now are dim’d with Deaths black Veyle,
Hauebeene as piercing as the Mid-day Sunne,
To fearch the fecret Treafons of the World
The W’rmckles in my Browes,now fill’d with blood,
Weredik'ned oft'to Kingly Sepuichers
For who lin’d King,but I could dngge hisGraue ¢
And who durft fmile,when warwicke bent his Brow ?
Loe,nowmy Glory fmcar d induftand bloed,
My Parkes,my Walkes,my Mannors that T had,
Euen now for{ake me ; and of all my Lands,

Is nothing left me but my bodies length.
Why,what is Pompc,Rulc,Reignc,buc Earth and Duft?
And liue we how we can,yet dye we muft,

Enuter Oxford aud Somer[et.
Som:. AhWarwicke,Warwickeywert thou as we are,

Wemight recouer all our Lofle againe :

)

The Queene from France hath brought a puxﬂ'ant powcr.
Euen now we heard'the newes : ‘ah,could’ft thou fiye, - |
®arw. Why then I would not Hyc. Al Bosintaghee,’

| If thou be there,fweet Brother,take my'Hand,

And with cthy Lippes keepe inmy Soule a while.
Thou low’t me not: for,Brother,if thou didft;*
Thy teares woulth wath this cold congealed blood,
That glewes my prpes and will not ltt me fpcake

{ Come quickly Mountague,or I9m dead,

Som. AhWarwicke, .Mannmgue hath breath’d his' laﬁ
And to'the lateft gafpe,cry d out for warmicke :
And {3id,Commend me to my valiant Brother. ;
And more he Would have faid,and more he fpokc, ,
Vhich founded likea Cannon ina Vaule,
That mought not be diftinguifhr: burac Iaﬁ
I well might heare, deliuered with a groane,
Oh farewell Warwicke.
Warw. Sweet reft his Sonle’:
Flye Lords,and faue your felaes,
For Warwicke bids you all fatewell, to meet in Heaucn.
Oxf. Away,away tomeét the O\uccncs ereat power: |
Here they beare away his Body. }:‘xe#nt

Flosirsfb: Enter Ki ing Edward in trmmpb wm'a A
Richard,Cl. irenc‘e Jand the reffd L
King.Thus faree our forrunc keepes ar vpward conric,
And we are grac’d with wreaths of Victorie's '
But in the midft of this bright-fhining Day,
I fpy a black fufpicious threarning Cloud,
That will encounter with cut glorious Sunne,
Erc he attaine his eafefuli Wefternc Bed :
I meane smy Lords,thofe powers that the Queene
Hath rays’d in Gallia,haue arriued our Coaft,-

| And,aswe heare, m:;lrch on to fight with vs,

Clar. Alittle galc will foone difperfe that Cioud
And blow it to the Source from whence it came;

Thy very Beames will dry thofe Vapours vp, ™
For enery Cloud engenders not a Storme,

Rich. The Queeneis valued thirtie thoufand ftrong,
And Somerfet with Oxford fled to her : :
If fhe haue time to breathe,be well affur'd -

Her faction will be full as ffrong as ours.

King, Weareaduertis'd by our louing friends,

That they doe hold their courfe toward Tewksbury.
We hauing now the beft ac Barner field,

Will thicher ftraighe, for willingnefle rids way,

And as we march, our rength will be augmented :

In euery Countie aswe goe along,

Strike vp the Drumme,cry courage,andaway.  Exesnt.

Elonrifb. Muarch. Enter the Queene, young
Edward, Somer(et, Oxford, and
Saonldiers.

Qu, Great Lords,wife men ne’r fit and waile their lofe,
But chearely feeke how to redrefle theirharmes.
What though the Maft be now blowne onér-boord,
The Cable broke,the holding-Anchor loft,

And halfe our Saylrs fvvallow dinthe food?

Yet liues our Pilot flill, Is'tmeet,that hee

Should Ieaue the Helme,and like a feamu.l Lad,

With tearefull Eyes adde \Water to the Sea,

And giue more firength to thae which hath too much;,
Whiles in hlsmoane,che Ship {plits on the Rock,’
Which Induftrie and Courage mighe haue fau'd?

Ah what a fhame,ah what a fault were this.

Say Warwicke was our Anchor: what of that?

q3 And[
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And Méﬁmagu} our Top-Mafd: what of him?

Why is not Oxferd here,another Anchor?
And Somerfet, another goodly Maft 2
The friends of France our Shrowds and Tacklings2
And thoi)gh voskilfull,why not Ned and I,
For once allow’d the skilfull Pilots Charge?
We will not from the Helme,to fic and weepe, :
Bur keepe our Coutlfe (shough the sough Winde fayno)
Frem Shelues.and Rogks,that threatenys with Wirack,
As good to chide the Wates,as {fpeake them faire,
And what is Edward,but a ruthlefle Sea?
What Claresce,buca Quick-fand of Deceit ?
And Richard buta raged fatall Rocke?
All thefe,the Enemies to.our poore Barke.
Say you can {wim,alas’tis but a while:
| Tread on the Sand,why there you quickly finke,
Beftride the Rock,the Tyde will wa(b you off,
 Or elfe you famith,that’s a three-fold Death,
This fpeake I((Lords) o let you vnderftand,
If cafe fome one of youwould flye fromyvs,
' That there’s no hop’d-for Mercy with the Brothers,
More then with ruthleffe Waues,with Sands and Rocks.
| Why courage then,what cannot be auoided,
i "Twere childith weakenefle to lamenc, or feare,
. Prince, Me thinkes 2a Woman of this yaliant Spirit,
 Should,if 3 Coward heard her fpeake thefe words,
J Infufe his Breaft with Magnanimitie,
- And make hith; naked, foyle a man at Armes.
I {peake not this,as doubting any here ;
{For did I but fufpeét a fearefull man,
‘He thould haue Icaue to goeaway betimes,
 Leaft in our need he might infet anocher;
! And make him of like {pirit to himfelfe.
If any luch be here,as God forbid,
' Let him deparc,before we neede bis helpe,
Oxf. Womenand Children of i higha courage,
And Warriors faint,why ’twere perpetuall (hame,
Oh braue young Prince: thy famaus Grandfather
Doth live againe in thee ; long may’ft thou live,
To beare his Image,and renew his Glories.
Som. And hechac will not figh for fucha hope,
Goe home ta Bed,and like the Owle by day,
If he asife, be mock’d and wondred at.,
Zu. Thankes gentle Somerfer,{weet Oxford thankes,
Priace. Andtake his thankes, that yet hath nothing
elfe,
Enter a CMeflonger,

Mef]. Prepare you Lords,for Edward is at hand,
Readie to fight: therefore be refolute.
Oxf. Ithoughene lefle : it is his Policie,
To hafte thos faft,to finde vs vnprouided,
Som. Buvhee's decein’d,we are in readinefle,
#. This cheares my heart,to fee your forwardnefTe,
OxfHere pitch our Bateaile,hence we will not budge.

Flonyifbyand march. Enter Edward, Richard,
Clarence,and Senldiers.

Edw.Braue followers,yonder ftands the thornie Woad,
Which by the Heauens affiftance,and your ftrength,
Muft by the Roots be hew’ne vp yet ere Nigh,

Ineed not adde more fuell to your fire,
For wellI wot, ye blaze, to burne them out s
Giue fignallto the fightyand to it Losds,

[
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Our {laughe’red friends.che Tackles : what of thefe 2., |

2u.Lords,Knights,and Gentlemen,what I ﬁ:ou]dfay,!

My teares gaine-fay,: for.euery word Ifpeake, »

Ye fee I drinke the. water.of my eye.,

Therefore no more but this : Henry your Soueraigne

Is Prifoner to the Foe,his State viurp’d,

His Realme a {laughter-houfe, bis Subieés flaine,

His Statutes cancelld,and his Treafure fpent :

And yonder is the Wolfe,that makes this fpoyle,

You fight in Tuflice: ther in Gods Name, Lords,

Be valiant,and giue fignallto the fight,
Alarum,Retreat,Excurfions, & xennt,

Flonrilb. Entsr Edward, Richard, Qweene, Clarence,

Oxford, Somerfer..

Edw. Now herea period of tumultuous Broyles,

Away with Oxford to Hames Caftle firaighe :

For Somerfet,off with his guiltie Head.-

Goe beare them hence, I will not heare them fpeake,
Oxf. Formy part,Ile not trouble thee with words,
Sem. Nor 1,but foupe with patience to my forture,

Exennt.
. So partwe fadly in this treublous World,

To meet with Toy in fweet Ierufalem.

Edw. Is Proclamationmade, That who'finds Edward,

Shall haue a high Reward,and he his Life?

Rech. Itis,and loe where youthfull Edward comes,

Enter the Prince,

Edw, Bring forth the Gallant,lec vs heare him fpeake,
What? can fo young a Thorne begin to prick?
Edward what {atisfa&ion canft thou make,
For bearing Armes, for flirring vp my Subies,
And all che trouble thou haft turn'd me to? :
Prince. Speake like a Subie@,prowd ambitious Zerke,
Suppefe that I am now my Fathers Mouth,
Refigne thy Chayre, and where I Rand, kneele thou,
Whil' T propafe the felfe-fame words to thee,
Which(Traytor) thou would’® haue nie anfwer to,
Qu. Ah, that thy Father had beene {o refolu’d.
Rich. That you mighe ftill haue worne the Retticoat,
And ne’re haue ftolne the Breech from Lancafter,
Prince. Letc£fop fable ina Winters Nighs,
His Currifh Riddles forts not with this place,
Rich., By Heauen,Brat,lle plagueye for that word,
H#. Tthouwaft borne to bea plague tomen,
Rich. For Gods fake,take away this Captiue Scold,
Prince. Nay,take away this fcolding Crooke-backe,
rather,
Edw. Peace wilfull Boy, or Iwill charme your tongue,
Clar. ‘Vntutor'd Lad,thou art too malapert.
Prinse. 1 know my dutie,you areall vodutifull s
Lalcivious Edward,and thou periurd George,
And thoumif-thapen Dicke,1 tell ye all,
Iam your better, Traytors as ye are,
And thou viurp’ft my Fathers right and mine,
Edw, Take that,the likenefle of this Rayler here;

Stabs hiws.
Rich. Sprawl'ft thou? take that,to end chy agonie, §
Rich. fFabs bim.
Clar. And ther’s for twitting me with periurie.
, Clar. flabs him.
u. Oh,kill metoo,
Rich. Marry,and fhall. Offers to kikl ber.

Edw. Hold,Richard,hold,for we haue done too much,

==

Rich. Why |
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Rich. Why {hould fhec liue, ro fill the Weorld with
words, 14 :

Edw, What ? dethdhee {wowne? v{e meanes forher
recouerie, f o LA v Y

Rich. Clarence excufe me toithe King my Brother :
F1le hence to London.on dderious marter, s
Ere ye come therey be fure to'heare fome newes.

Cla. What? what £, T

Rich | Tower,the Tower. <Exit,

Q#. Oh Ned,fweet Ned,{peake to thy MotherBey.
Can’ft thou not {peake? Q Traitors; Murtherers!
Theythaefabb’d Gefan,fhed no bloodarall :

Did not offend, nor wete not worthy Blame,

If chis foule deed were by, ta equall it,

He was a Man; this (iarefpe&t)a Childe,

And Men, ne're fpend their fury on a.Childe:
What's worfe then Murtherer, that I'mdy name it 2
No,no, my heart will burt,and if I fpeake,

And I will {peake,that fo.my heartmay burft.
Butchers and Villaines; blovdy Caniballes,

How fweet a Plant haue you vntimely cropt:

You haue no children (Butchers) if yrou had,

The thought of them would haue ftirr'd vp remorfe,
Bur if you euer chanceto haue 3 Childe,

Looke in his youth tohaue him fo cuv off.

As deathfmen yourhave rid this fweet yong Prince.

King. Away withsher,go beare her hence perforce.

#. Nay, neuerbeare mehence;difpatch me heere:s

Here fheath thy Sword,lle pardon thee my.deaths
W hat? wilt thou not?Fhen Claresce do icthou, .

(la. By heauven,I'will not do thee fo much eafe.

#. Good Clarence do: (weet (aresce do thoudo it.
¢/a.Did’f thou not heareme fweare I would not do it?
9a, 1,but thou yfeft to forlweare thy felfe,

*Twas Sin before, but now *tis Charicy,
What wilt {not? Whereis thar didels butcher Richard ?
Hard favor'd Richard? Richard,where art thou ?
Thou art not heere; Murcher is thy Almef-deed : |
Petitioners for Blood, thou ne’re puc’tt backe. '
Ed. Away]I fay,Icharge ye beare her hence,
Su. Socometoyou,and yours,as to this Prince.
Exit Dueene.

Ed. Where's Richard gone,

{la. To London sallin poft,and as] gueffe,!
To make a bloody Supper in the Tower.

&d. He's fodaine if athing comes in bis head.
Now march we hence, difcharge the common fore
With Pay and Thankes,and let’s away to London,
1And feeour gentle Queene how well fhe fares,

By this (I hope) fhe hath aSonne for me, Exit,
Enter Hemry the fixt, and Richard with the Lieutenant
on the walles .

Rich, Good day, my Lord,whataryour Booke {o
hard ? '
Hen. Imy good Lord : my Lord I (hould fay father,

Tis finne to flatter, Good was little betrer :

'Good Glofter,and good Deuill, werealike,

And both prepofterous: therefore, not Good Lord.
Rieh, Sirra, leaue vs to our felues,we muft conferre,
Hen, So flies the wreakleffe fhepherd from § Wolfe :

So firft the harmiefle Sheepe doth yeeld hisFleece,

And next his Throate, vnto the Batchers Knife.

What Scene ot death hath Rofsiz now to Aéte ¢
Rich. Sufpitienalwayes haunts the guilty minde,

The Theefe doth feare each buflaan Officer,

Hen. The Bird thachath binlimed ina bufh,” @ .
With trembling wings mifdoubzeth euery bufh; © -
And I'the haplefle Male to one fweet Bird, laH ;
Haue now the fatall Obie& in my.eye, Lo our
Wheremy poore yong was lim'd, was caughtzani kill'd,

Rich, Why what a peeuith Foolé iwas that of (Creet,
Thac taught his Sonne the office ofaFowle, . 5.0 !
And yet for all his wings, the Foole was drown’d:

Heu. 1 Dedaiusymy poore Boy Jearus,

| Thy Father Afinos, that deni’de our courle,

The Sunne that feat’d the wings of my fweet Boy:

Thy Brother Edward and thy Selfe, the Sea

Whofe enuious Gulfe did {wallow vp his life: rril g
Ah, kill me with thy Weapon, not with words; .
Mybreft can better brookechy Daggers poing, -~
Then can my cares thac Tragicke Hiftory. ‘

But wherefore doft thiou come? Is's formy Life:2 7 |

Rick. Think'(t thou T aman Executioner ?

Hen, A Perfecutor]am fure thouart,

If murthering Innecents be Executing,
Why then thou art an Executioner.

Reuch. Thy Sonlkill'd for his prefumptioti,

Hen, Hadftchou bin kill’d, whenfirft y did¥prefunie,
Thou bad’lt not liw’d to kill aSonne of mine
Andrhus I prophefie, that many a thoufand,

Which now miftruft ne parcell of my feare,
And many an old mans fighe, andmany 2 Widdowes,
And many an Orphans water- faading-eye, =
Men for their Sonnes, Wiues fortheir Husbarids;
Orphans, for their Parents timeles death,
Shall-rue the houre that euer thouwas't borne. .
The Owle {hriek’d at thy birth, an euill figne,
The Night-Crow cry’de, aboding luckleffe time,
Dogs howl’d and hiddeous Tempeft (hook down Trees:
The Raven rook’d hez on the Chimnies top,
And chatc’ring Pies in difmall Difcords fung :
Thy Mother relt more then a Mothers paine,
And yet broughe forth leffe then a Mothers hope,
To wir,an indigefted and deformed lumpe,
Notlike the fruit of fuch a goodly Tree.
Teeth had'fi thou in thy head,when thou was’tborne,
To fignifie, thou cam’ to bite the world :
Andifche reftbe true, which I haue heard,
Thou cam’ft e
Rich. Ileheareno more:

DyeProphetin thy fpeech,
For this (among’ft the reft) was I ordain’d,

_ Hen, 1,and for much more {laughter after this,
O God fergiue my finnes, and pardon thee. Dyes.

Rich, What? will the afpiring blood of Lancafter
Sinke in the ground? I thought it would haue mounted,
See how my {word weepes for the poore Kings death,

O may fuch purple teares bealway thed
From thofe that wifh the downfall of our houfe,
Ifany {parke of Life be yet remaining,
Dowanc,downe to hell,and fay I fent thee thicher,

Stabs bim agasne.
Ithat have neyther pitty loue,nor feare,
Indeed "tis true that Hewrie told me of :
For I haue often heard my Mother fay,
I came into the world with my Legges forward.
Had I not reafon (thinke ye)to make haft,
And {eeke their Ruine, that viurp’d our Right ?
The Midwifs wonder’d; and the Women cri'de
O lefus blefle vs,he is borne with teeth,

A .Andj

Stabbes bins,
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AndfoT was, which plainily fignified; !

Thatl fhduld {narle, and bite,and’ play the doooe =
Then fince the Heauensthaue fhap d my Body 10,,' il .-'
Let Hell maketerdok’d hy Minde tbanfwey it. A
1 haue no Brother, fam like no Brethers

Y

| And this word [Loue)which Gray-beards call Dmm:'.

Berefideotinmen like one atother,

| And not in me's fathhy felfe nlone.

'Clarende bewate, thoukecpt & mie from the Light, =
But I will fort a pncnyday forthees

For I will buzzeabroad fuch Prophefies,

That Edward (hall beffearefull of hislife,

And then topurge bis feare, 1le be thy death.
King Henry, and the Princehis Son areigone,

| Clarence thy turne isnext,and ther chereft,
1 Counting my {zlfe but bad till I be beft.

4 llethrow thy body' in anothcr roome,

1 And Tnump v Henryjiithy day oFDoomc.

Exit.

: Elowrifb.  Enter I\mq, fteem,C[mercr Richard, Haftings,

Nir, ﬁ',ddd aAtiendants,

King, Once more wefitin Englands Royall Thronc,

p Rc-purchac d with the Blood of Enenvies :

What valiant Foe-men, like to Autamnés Corne,

't Haue we mow’d downein tops of all their pride ?

Three Dukes of Semerfet, threefold Renowne,

| For hardy and vndoubted Champlons 3
il Two Cliffords,as the'Father and the Sonne,

And two Northumberlands : ewo brauer men,”

Ne're fpurr’d their Courfers at the Trumpets found.*
With them, the two braue Beares srurwick 8 Montagse,
Thatin their Chaines fetcer'd the Kingly Lyon,

It Andmade theForreft tremble when they roar'd.

of & gHeﬂUtbf Sixt 5 e

| Thushaue We fwidpt Sufpition fEom our Seatey

| And made our Footftoole of Security.

| Cdme hither Beffe, and ler mekiletny Boy:

Yong Ned, for thee, thine Vnckles,and my felfey:

Hauein eor Armors watcht:che Wineersnight,

Went all afoote jmSummers {calding heate,.

That thonmight'&t répofiefle the Crowne in peace,>

And of our Labours thou fhalt reapethe gaine.

Rich, lle blafthis Harue(t;ifgourhead wenclmd

ForyetFamnovlook’d onin r.hc world. .

| This (houlder was ordain’di(b thicke, roheauc,

And heaue it fhallfome waight, or breake my backc.

Worke thouthe fvay,and that fhalv execuire,

King. Clarence andGloffer,loue mytouely Qiermc, ]

Andkis your Princely Nephew Brothers both,’

Cla. Thedutythat 1 owe vntoyoor Maleﬂy, :

I Seale vpon the lipsiof thisifweevBabe, -~ >we- o
Cla. ThankeNoble Clarence;worthy brother thanks.
Rich. And thacIlovethe treefrdwhence y f] prang i

WitnefTe the louingkiffe I igivethe Fruite, '

To fay thetruth,(o Zudes kift his miafter,

And cried all hail swhen as he meant 2 all | harme.

King, Nowam I feated asmy-foule delights,

Haumo my Countries peace,and Brothers loues,

Cls. What will your Gracehave donewith M. rgaret,

Reynard her Father,to the King of Frdnce

Hath pawn’d the Sicils and Ierufalem,

Aund hither have they fenc it fox her. ranfome.

And now what refls, but that we fpend the time
Withtacely Trlumphcs, mirthfull Comicke fhewes,
Such as befits the pleafure of the Court, .
Sound Drums and Trumpets; farwell fowre annoy,

For heere 1 hope begins our lafling ioy.  Exdant onmes
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King.. Away with her, and waft her hence o France:
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