Thelife anddeat King Richar

the Second.

Abtus Primus , Scena Prima.
M 2

Enter King Richard, Tohn of Gannt , with other Nobles
and Atrendants,

King Richard.

1. d Jobw of Gasnt,time-honoured Lancafter,
Haf thou according tothy oath and band

% Brought hither Henry Herford thy bold fon:
Heere to make good §boiftrouslate appeale,
Which then ourleyfure would net let vs heare,

Againft the Duke of Notfolke; Thomas Mowbray ?
Gannt, 1hauemy Liege.

King. Tell me moreouer, haft thou founded him,

If he appeale the Duke on ancient malice,

Or worthily as a good fubiedt {hould

On fome knowne ground of treacherie inhim,

Ganat. Asneereas] could fift him on that argument,
On fome spparant danger feenein him, :

-Aym¢d at your Highnefe, no inucterate malice.

Kin. Thencall them to our prefence face toface,

| And frowning brow to brow, eur felues will heare

| Th'accufer, and the accufed, freely fpeake;

High ftomack d are they both, and full ofire,

Inrage, deafe as the fea; hafticas fire.

Enter Bullingbrooke and Mowbray.

Bul. ‘Many yeares of happy dayes befall _
My gracious Soucraigne, my moft louing Liege.
Mow. Each day @ill betterothers happinefle,
Vntill the heauens enitying earths good hap,
Adde an immortalltitle to your Crowne.
King. Wethanke you both, yet one but flatters vs,
As well appeareth by the caufe'you come,
| Namely, to appeale each other of high treafon.
| Coofin of Hereford, what doft thou abiect
| Againft the Duke of Notfolke, Thomas Miwbray ?

Bul. Firf¥; heauen be the tecord to my fpeech,
Inthe deuotion ofa fubie&sloue, ;
Tendering the precious {afetie of my Prince,
And free from other misbegotten hate,
| Come I appealant tothis Princely prefence.
Now Thomas Mowbray do 1 turne to thee,
And marke my greeting well : for what I {peake,
My body fhall make good vpon this earth,
{ Or my divine foule anfweritin heauen. - °
Thow art a Traiver; and aMifcreant;
Too good to bé'fo, and too bad to liue;
Since the more faite and chriftall is the skie;

Thevglier feeme the clondesthatin it flye:

Oncemore, the more td aggravate thenote, -

With afoule Trairors name ftuffe I thy throte,

And wifh (fo pleafe my Soueraigne) ere I moue, | |

What my tong {peaks,my right drawn fword may proue
Mow, Letnotmy cold wordsheere accufe my zeale:

"Tis net the triall of a Womans watre,

Thebicter clamour of two cager tongues,

Can arbitrate this caufe betwixt vs twaine s

Theblood is hot that muft be ¢aol'd for this,

Yet can I not of fuchtame patieace boaft, * -

As to behufht, 2hd noughtar all to fay.

Firft the faire reterence of your Highneffe curbes mee,

From giuing reines and fpurresto my free {peech,

Which elfe would poft, vntill ic had recurn’d

Thefe tearmes of trealon, doubly downe his throat,

Setting afide his bigh bloods royalty,

AndIethim be no Kinfinan to my Liege,

I do defie him, and I fpitat him,

| Call him a flanderous Coward, and a Villaine s
‘| Which te mainzaine, I would allow him oddes,

And meete him, were Itide torunne afoote,

Euento thefrozenridges of the Alpes,

Or any other ground inhabitable,

Where euer Englithman dur@ fec his foete,

Mecane time, let this defend my loyaltie, -

By all my nopes moft falfely doth helie, &
Bnl.Pale trembling'Coward, there I thiow my gage,

Difclaiming heere the kindred ofa King, "

And lay afide my high bloods Royalty,

Which feare, not reuerence makes thee to excepe.

If guilty dread hath left thee fo much @rength,

| As to take vp mine Honors pawne, then Roope.

By that,and all the rites of Knighr-hood elfe,
Will Imake good againft thee arme to arme,
Whart I haue fpoken, or thoa'canft devife,
Mow. 1 takeic vp, and by that fword I fweare,
Which gently laid my Knight-hood on my fhoulder,
le an{wer thee in‘any faire dégree,
Or Chinalrous defigne of knightly triall :
And when Imount, aline may I net light,
If1 be Traitor, of vniufily fight,
King.What doth eur Cofintay to Mowbraies charge?

It muft be greatthat caninherite vs,

So muchras ofathought of illinhim.
Bul.Looke whatT {aid,my life fhallproueit true,
That Mewbray hath recein’d cight thoufandNobles,
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| Inname oflendings for your Highnefle Soldiers,:
! The which he hath detain’d for lewd cmployments,
Like a fal(e Traitor, and initrious Viltaine,-
Befides I {ay,and will in batcaile proue,
Orheere, or elfewhere to the furtheR Verge
That cuer was furuey’d by Bnglith eye, -
That all the Treafons for thefe cighteene yeeres
Complorred, and contriuedin this Lagd,
Ferch'd from falfe CifonfBray cheir firft bead and fpring, .
Further I {ay, and furcher will mzintaing & we
Vpon his bad life, to make all chis good.
That he did plot the Duke of Gloufters death,
Suggeft his loone beleeuing aduerfaries,
And confequently, like a Traitor Coward,
Sluc’d ouchis innocent foule through fireames of blood,:
| Whichblood, like facrificing 4bels cries,
(Euen from the toongleffe cauernes of the earth)
To mefor iuftice, and rough chafticement :
And by the glorious worth of my difcent,
This arme (hall do it, or this life be {pent.
King, How higha pitch hisrefolution foares :
Themas af Nasfolke, what fayeft thou to this ?
AMow. Oh lec my Soucraigac turne away his face,
And bid his eares a little while be deafe,
Till I haue told this {lander of his blood,
How God, and good men, hate {0 foule a lyar.
King. Mowbray, impartiall are our eyes and cares,
Were he my brother, nay our kingdomes heyre,
As heis but my fathers brothers {onne;
Now by my Scepters awe, I make a vow,
Such neighbour-neerenefle to our facred blood,
Should nothing priviledge him, nor partialize
The vn-ftooping firmeneflc of my vpright foule,
He is our fubiect ( Mowbray) foart thou,
Bree fpeech, and fearcleffe, I to thee allow. v
Mow. Then Bulmghrooke, aslow asto thy heart, :
Through the falfe paflage of thy throat; thoulyefts
Threc parts of that veceipt 1 had for Callice,
Disburft I to his Highnefle fouldiers ;

rtai

-} -Good Vinckle; let chis end where it begugg -

“Throw downe (my fonne) the Duke of Norfolkes

Theother part referu’d I by confent,

For thatmy Soueraigne Liege was in my debe, i

Vpon remainder of a deere Accompr,
Since laf} T went to France to fetch his Queene
Now fwallow downe that Lye. For Glonflers death,
I{lew himnot ; but (to minc owne difgrace)
Negleéted my {worne duty in that cafe :
For youmy noble Lord of Lancafter,
T hehonourable Father tomy foe,
Once I did lay an ambu(h for your life,
A trefpafie that doth vex my greeued foule:
But ere Flaft recein’d the Sacrament,
1 did confeffcir, and exadly begg'd
Your Gracespardon,and T hope I had it,
This is my fault : as for the reft appeal’d,
Itiffues from the rancour of a Villaine,
A recreant, and moft degenerate Traitor,
{ Whichin my felfe I boldly will defend,
And interchangeably hurle downe my gage
¥pon this ouer=weening Traitors foote,|
To proue my felfe a loyall Gentleman,
Euenin thebeft blood chamber'd in bis bofome. ]
{ In haft whereof, moft heartily I pray
Your Highnefle toaffigne our Trial] day:
King. Wrath-kindled Gentlemen be sul'd by me ;
Let’s purge this choller without lettin gblood:
This we prefcribe, thoughno Phyfitien,

Deepe malice makes too deepe incifion.
Forger, forgiuc, conclude, and beagreed,s,
Our Doétors fay, Thisis notime to bleed, 5

Wee'l calme the Duke of Norfolke ; yofjidﬂr fon,
Gaunt. Tobeamake-peace fhall becomemy age,’
age,
King .~ And Norfolke, throw downe hfsg o
- Gannty- WWhen Harrie when? Obediéncebids,
Obediencebids Ithouldnot bid agen, + &
King. Norfolke, throw downe, we bidde; thereis
no boote.
Mow My felfe I throw(dread Souaraigne)at thy foot,
My life thou fhalt command, but not my fhame,
The onemy dutic owes, but my faire name
Defpightof death, that liues vpon my graue
To darke difhonours vie, thou fhalt not haue.
Tamdifgrac’d, impeach’d, and baffel’d heere,
Pierc'd to the foule with (landers venom’d {peare :
The which no balme can cure, buc his heare blood
Whichbreach’d this poyfon,
King. Rage muft be withftood :
Giue me his gage : Lyons make Leopards tame.
Mo,Yea, but not change his fpots:take bur my (hame,
And I refigne my gage, My deere, deere Lord,’ 4+
The pureft trealure wortall times afford 2
Is {potlefle reputation : that away,
Menare but gilded loame, or painted clay.
A Tewellin a ten times barr’d vp Cheft,
I's abold {pirit, inaloyall breft.
Minc Honor ismy life ; both growin one:
Tzke Honor fromme, andmy life is done.
Then (deere my Liege) mine Honor let me trie,
Inthat I liueyand for that will I die.
- King. . Coofin, throw dewne your gage,
Doyoubegin,
Bul. Ohheauen defend my foule from fuch foule fin,
ShallIfeeme Crefi-falne in my fathers fighe,
Or with pale beggar-feareimpeach my highe
Before thisout-dar’d daftard ? Fre my toong,
Shall wound mine honor with fuch feeble wrong;
Or found (o bafe a parle : my teeth fhall ceare
The flauifh motiue of recanting feare,
Andfpititbleeding in hishigh difgrace,
Where fhame doth harbour, euen in CHMowbrapes face.
Exit Gannt.
King. We werenotberne to fue, but to command,
Which fince we cannot do to make youfriends,
Bereadic, (as your lives fhall anfwerit)
At Coucntree, vpon S. Laméberts day :
There (hall your fwordsand Lances arbitrate
The {welling difference of your fetled hate :

| Since we cannot attone yous, you fhall fee

Iuftice defigne the Vidtors Chivalrie.
Lord Marfhall, command our Officers at Armes,’
Bereadic to dire& thefe home Alarmes, Exetnt.

Scana Secunda.

Enter Gannt, and Duschefle of Gloscefler,
Gasnr, Alas, the part I had in Gloufters blood,
Doth morefelicite me then your exclaimes,
To ftirre againft the Butchers of his life.:
Bue
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But fince corre@ion lyeth in thofe hands
Wihich made the faulvthat we cannot corredt,
Put we our quarrell to'the willof heauen, "~
Who when they feethe houres ripe on'earth,
Will raigne hot vengearce on offenders heads.
Dut. Findesbrotherhood in thee no fharperfpurre?
Hath loue in thy-old blood nio living fire ?
Edwards fesen fonnes (whereof'thy felfe art one)
Were as feuen violles of his Sacred blood,
Or feuen faire branches {pringing from one toote’:
Some of thofe feuen ave dride’by natures courfe,
Some of thofe branches by the deftinies cu :
Bui Thomas, mydeere Lord; mylife,my Gloufter,
1 @ne Violl full'of édwards Sacred blood,
Oneflourithing branchofhis mofi Royall reote
I's crack’d, and all the precieus liquor fpilt;
Is hackt downe, and his fummer Jeafes all vaded
By Enuies hand, and Murdeisbloody Axe.
Ah Gannt! His blood wasithine, that bed, that wombe,
That mettle, that felfe-mould that fathion’d thee,
Made him a man: and though thou liw'ft, and breath’ft,
Yet art thou {laine in him : thou doft confent
In fome large meafure to thy Fathers deach,
Inthat thou feeft thy wretched brother dye,
Who was the modell of thy Fathers life,
Callitnot patience (Gamnr) itis difpaire,
'In {uff ring thus thy brother to be {laughterd,
Thou (hew’fithe naked pathway to thy life,
Teaching (terne murther how to butcher thee :
That which in meane men we intitle patience
Is pale cold cowardice in noble brefts :
What fhall I fay, to fafegard thine awne life,
The beft way is to venge my Gloufters death.

His Deputy annointed in his fight,

Hath caus’d his death, the which if wrongfully
Let heauen reuenge : for I may neuer lift

An angry arme againfl his Minifter.

Daut. Where then (alasmay I)complaint my felfe 2

Gax, Toheauen,the widdowes Champion te defence

Dut, Why then I will: farewell old Gannz,

Thou go’ft to Couentrie, there to behold

Our Cofine Herford, and fell Mowbray fight :
O fit my husbands wrongs on Herfords {peare,
That it may enter butcher Mowbrayes breft :

Or if misfortune mifle the firf carreere,

Be Mowbrayes finnes fo heauy in his bofome,
That they may breake his foammg Counrfers backe,
Andthrow the Rider headlong inthe Lifts,

A Caytiffe recreant to my Cofine Herford:
Farewell old Gasnt, thy fometimes brothers wife
‘| With her companion Greefe, muft end her life.

Gan. Sifter farewell : T muft to Couentree,
As much good ftay with thee, as go with mee,

Dut, Yet one wotd more : Greefe boundeth where it
Nort with the emptie hollownes but weight:  (falls,
I take my leaue, before I haue begun,

For forrow-ends not, when it feemerh done.
Comimend me to my brother Edmund Yorke.
Loe, thisis all : nay, yet depart not fo,

Thoeugh this beall, do not o quickly go,’

I fhall remember more, Bid him, Oh,what?
With all good {peed at Plafhie vifit mee.
Alacke, and what fhall goed old Yorkethere {ec
But empty lodgings, and vofurnifh’d walles,
Vn-peopel’d Offices, vntroden ftones ?

Gannt Heauens is the quarrell : forheauens fubfiitute |
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And what heare there for welcome,i but my grones ?
Therefore commend me, let himnot come there,

e

“To fecke out {forrow, that dwels euery where :

Defolage, defolate will I hence, and dye,

The laft leaue of thee, takes my weeping eye.  Exennt

Scena Tertia.

Enter CMarfball, and Agmerle,
Mar. My L. Aumerle,is Harry Herford arm'd.
Aum. Yea,atall points, and longs te enter in,
AMar. The Duke of Notrfolke, fprightfully and bold,
Stayes but the fummons of the Appealants Trompert,
Aun, Why then the Champions, are prepar’d,and ftay
For nothing buc his Maiefties approach. Flourifb,
Enter King, Gaunt, Bulky, Bagot, Greene, &
athers : Then Mowbray in Ar-
wior, and Harrold.
Rich. Marfhall, demand of yonder Champion
The caufe ofhis arriuall heere in Armes,
Aske bim his name, and orderly proceed
To fweare himinthe iuftice of his caufe.
Aar. InGods name,and the Kings fay who ¥ art,
And why thou com’ft thus koightly clad in Armes?
Againft what man thou com’[t,and what’s thy quarrell,

| Speaketruly on thy knighthood, and thine cath,

As fo defend thee heauen, and thy valour.

(Mow. My nameis Tho, Mowbray,Duke of Notfolk,
Who hither comes engaged by my oath
(Which heauen defend a knighe thould violate)
Both to defend my loyalty and truth,
ToGod, myKing, and bis fucceeding iffue,
Againft the Duke of Herford, that appeales me:
And by the grace of God, and this mine arme,
To proue him (in defending of my {elf=)
ATraitorto my God, my Xing, and me,
And as L truly fight, defend me heawen,

Tucket. Enter Hereford, and Harold,

Rich. Marfhall : Askeyonder Knight in Armes,
Both who he is, and why hecommeth bither,
Thus placed in habiliments of warre :
And formerly according toour Law

| Depofe him intheiuftice of his caufe.

Mar. Whatisthyname? and wherfore comft ¥ hither
Before King Richard in his Royall Lifts ?
Againft whom com’ft thou? and what’sthy quarrell?
Speake like a true Knight,fo defend thee heauen.
Bul. Harryof Herford, Lancafter, and Derbie,
Am1I: whoready heere do fland in Armes,
To proue by heauens grace, and my bodies valour,
In Lifts, on Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolke,
That he’s a Traitor foule, and dangercus,
To God of heauen, King Richard, and to me,
And asT truly fight, defend me heauen.
Mar, On paine of death, no perfon be fobold,
Or daring hardie as totouch the Liftes,
Exceptthe Marfhall, and fuch Officers
Appointed to direét thefe faire defignes.
Bul. Lord Marfhall, lec me kiffe my Soueraigns hand,
And bow my knee before his Maieflic :
For Mowbray and my felfc arc like twomen,
That vow a long and weary pilgrimage,

0 ~ Then
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Then let vs take a ceremonious leaue

And louing farwell of our feuerall friends.

Aar, The Appealant in all duty greets your Highnes,

And craues to kifle your hand, and take his [eaue,
Rich. We will defcend, and fold him in oar armes.

Cofin of Herford, as thy caufeisinft,

So be thy fortune in this Royall fight :

Farewell, my blood, which ifto day thou (head,

Lament we may, but not reuenge chee dead.

Bull. Ob letnonoble eye prophanca teare

For me,ifl1be gor’d with < owbrages {peare ;

As confident, asis the Falcons flight

Againftabird,do I with Moewbray fight.

My louing Lord, I take my leave of you,

Of you (my Noble Cofin) Lord wdumerle ;

Not ficke, although I haue to do with death,

Butluftie, yong, and cheerely drawing breath.

Loe, asat Englifh Feafts, fo I regreete

The daintieft Iaft, to make the end moft fweer.

Ohthou the earthy author of my blood,

Whofe youthfull {piritin meregenerate,

Doth with a two-fold riger lift mee vp

To reach ac victory aboue my head,

Adde proofe vnto mine Armour with thy prayres,

And with thy blefsings ficele my Lances point,

Thatit may enter Mowbrayes waxen Coate,

And furnifh new the name of /ohn 4 Gaunt,

Euenin the lufty hauiour of his {onne.
Gannt.Heauenin thy good canfe make thee profp’rous

Be fwiftlike lightning in the execution,

And let thy blowes doubly redoubled,

Fall like amazing thunder on the Caske

Of thy amaz’d pernicious enemy.

Rouze vp thy yoathfull blood, be valiant,and live,
Bul, Mineinnocence, and S.Gesrge to thrive,
Mow. How euer heauen or fortune calt my loe,

There liues, or dies, trueto Kings Richards Throne,

A loyall, iuft, and vpright Gentleman:

Neuer did Captiue with a freer heart,

Caft off his chaines of bondage, and embrace

His golden vncontroul’d enfranchifement,

More then my dancing foule doth celebrate

This Feaft of 3ate=ll, with mine Aduerfarie:

Moft mighty Liege, and my companion Peeres,

Take from my mouth, the wifh of happy yeares,

As gentle, and as iocond,as to ieft,

Go 1o fight: Truth, hath a quiet breft.

Rich. Farewell, my Lord, fecurely I efpy

Vertue with Valour, couched in thine eye::

Order the triall Marfhall, and begin.

CMar, Harrie of Herford, Lancafter, and Derby,

Receiue thy Launce, and heauen defend thy righe.
Bal. Strongasatowreinhope, I cry Amen.
Mar. Go bearethis Lance to Themas D. of Norfolke,
L.Har. Harry of Hevford, Lancafter,and Derbie,

Stands heere for God, his Soueraigne, and himfelfe,

On paine to be found falfe, and recreant,

To prouc the Duke of Norfolke, Zhomas Mowbray,

A Traitorto his God, his King, and him, '

And dares him to fec forwards to the fighe.:

3. Har, Here (tandeth Tho: Mowbray Duke of Norfolk
Oan paine to be found falfe and recreant,
Both to defend himfelfe, and to approue
Heury of Herford, Lancaffer, and Derby,
ToGod,his Soueraigne, and to him diﬂoya]l:
{ Couragioufly and with a free defire

T
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Attending but the fignall to begin. A charge founded |

Mar. Sound Trumpets,and et forward Cembatants:
Stay, the King hath chrowne his Warder downe.

Rich, Letcthem lay by their Helmets & their Speares,
And both returne backe to their Chaires againe :
Withdraw with vs, and let the Trumpets found,
While we returne thefe Dukes what we decree.

A long Flowyifh.
Draw neere and lift
What with our Councell we haue done,
For that our kingdomes earth fhould not be foyld
Withthat deere blood which it hath foftered,
And for our eycsdo hate the dire afpet
Of ciuill wounds plowgh’d vp with neighbers fwords,
Which fo reuz’d vp with boyfirous vnran'd drummes
With harfh refounding Truaipets dreadfull bray, i
And grating thocke of wrathfull yron Armes,
Might from our quict Confines fright faire peace
And make vs wade euen in our kindreds blood -
Therefore, we banith you eur Territories.
You Cofin Herford, vpon paine of death,
Till twice fine Summers haue enrich’d our fields,
Shall notregreet our faire dominions,
Buttreade the firanger pathes of banifhment,

Eul. Yourwill be done: This muft my comfort be
That Sun chat warmes you heere, thall fhine on me:
And thofe his golden beames to you heere lent,

Shall point on me, and gild my banithment.

Rich. Norfolke : for thee remaines 2 heauier dombe
Which I with fome vowillingnefle pronocunce, ?
Theflye {low houres fhall not determinate
The datelefle limit of thy deere exile ;

The hopeleffe word, of Neuer to returne,
Breath I again{t thee, vpon paine of life.

Mow. A heauy fentence, my moft Scueraigne Liege,
Andall volook’d for fromyeur Highnefle mouch: i
A deerer merit, not fo deepe amaime,

Asto be caft forth in the common ayre

Faue I defcrued at your Highnefle hands.

The Language I haue learn’d thefe forty yeares
(Mynatiue Englith) now I mufi forgo,

Andnow my tongues vieistomeno niore,

Then an voftringed Vyall, or a Harpe,

Or like a cunning Inftrument cas'd VP»

Or being open, putinto his hands

That knowes no touch to tupe the harmony.
Within my moutli you hage engaol'd my tongue,
Doubly percullift with my reeth and lippes,

And dull, vnteeling, barren ignorance,

Is mademy Gaoler to attend on me ;

I am too old to fawne vpona Nurfe,

Too farrein yeeres to be a pupillnow :

Wehatis thy fentence then, but fpeechlefle death,
Which robs my tongue from breathing natiue breach ?

Rich, It bootsthee not to be compafsionate,
After our fentence, plaining comes too late,

CHow. Then thus I turne me from my countries lighe }
To dwellin folemne fhades of endleffe night,

Ric. Returneagaine, and take an oath with thee,
Lay on our Royall fword, your banifht hands;
Sweare by the duty that you owe to heauen
(Our part therein we banifh with your felues)

To keepe the Oath that we adminifter :

You ueuer fhall (fohelpe you Truth, and Heauen)
Etmbrace each others loue in banifhment,

Nor euer looke vpon each others face,
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Nor euer write, regreete, or'reconcile

This Iewrmgtempcﬁ efysut home-bted hate,
Nor cuer by aduifed purpofe meéte,

To plot, contriue, or complot any ill,

‘Gainft Vs, our Stite, ‘otr Sublc&s, or our Land,

Bull T fweare.

Mowi And T, to'keepédll this,

Bul. Notfolke;{o fare, as to mine énémie,

By this time (‘hadthe King pcrmmed vs)
One of our foules had wandred inthe ayre,
Banifh’d this fraile fepulehreof ‘our flefth,
Asnow our flefh is banifh'd from this Lfmr
Confefle thy Treafons; ere thou flye this Realme,
Since thiow haft farre to g9, beare notalong
The clogging burthen of a guilty foule.

r_/Uan: No .)H!lmg!zrake Ifeuer I were Traitor,
My name be blotted from thie booke of Life,

And I from heauen banifh’d,as fromhence
But what thou art, heauen, thou, and [ do know,
And all toe foone (T feare) the King {hall tue.
Farewell (my Liege) now no way canTfiray,
Saue backe to England, all the worlds my way.

Rich. Vacle, even in the plafles of thinc eves
Ifcc thy greeuced heart: thyiad afpedt,

Hatli from the number ‘of'his banifh’d yearés
Pluck’d foure away : Six'frozen Winters fpent,
Returne with welcome home, from banifhment:

Bul. How long a time lyesin one little word
Foure lagging Wmters and foure wanton fprings
End in a word, fuchisthe breath of Kings.

Gannt, 1thankemy Liege, thatin rcmrd of me
He fhortens foure yeares of my fonnes cxnic -
Buelittlevancage fhall I feape thereby.

Forerc.the fixe yeares that he hath to fpend

Can changetheir Moones, and bring their times about,
My oyle- dride Lampe, and cime- -bewafted light

Shall be extinét with age, and endleffenight:

My inch of Taper, will be burnt, and donc,

And blindfold death, notlet me fee my fonne.

Rich. ' Why Vncle, thou haft many yeeres to liue,

Gaunr. But not a minute (King ) that thou canft giue;
Shortenmy dayes thou canft with fudden forew,

And plucke nigims fromme, butnot lend amorrow :
Thou canft helpe time to furrow me with age,

1 Sut ftop no wrinkle in his pilgrimage :

Thy word is currant wich him, for my death,

|But dead, thy kingdome cannot buy my breath.

Rie. Thy fonneis banifh'd vpon good aduice,
Wheretothy tongue a party-verdiét gaue,

1 Why at ourTuftice feem’fithou thento lowre ?

Gawn. Things fweet totaft, proucindigeftion fowre:
Youvrg’d measaIudge, butThad rather
you weuld have bid me argue like a Father.
Alas,Tlook’d when fome of you (hauld fay,

I wastoo firi¢tto meke mine cwue away:
But you gaue leaue ro my vawilling tong,
Againft my will, ro do my felfe this wrong.

Rm’a Cofinefarewell : and Vacle bid himfo s

Six yeares we banifh him, and he fhall go.
Flourgfb

An, Cefine farewell s whatprefencemuft not know
| From where you do remaine, let paperfhow.,

MMar, 'My’Lord no leaustake I, for Twill ride
Asfarrens land will letmeg by your fide.! | «

Gannt.Oh to what purpofc doft thon hord thy words,
That thou terurnft no greeting to thy/friends ?

8’.’”. -

Exit,

Thelife mm’ deatlpvj i%/mm’ the fecond.

3 Off goes his bonnet o an Oyfter-wench, o/ 1.
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Bull. Thatie too few to take myleané of you,

When thetongues officefhould be prodigall,

Te breathth "abundant dolour of the heire,
Gas. Thy greefeis but thy ablence fora time: :
Bull, loy abfent, greefeis prefent for that time. " 195

Gan. Whatis fixe Winters, they are quickely gone: |

Bul. Tomen in ioy, but grcef‘c makesone hoare ten,

Gan. Callitatravellthat thou tak’fi for pleafure,

.Bm' My heart will 11gh when I milcall it fo,
Which ﬁndes itan inforced Pilgrimage.

Gan. The {ullen paffage of thy weary ﬂcppcs
Efteemea foyle, whereinthouarcto fec’ - sats
The precious Iewell ofthy home recurnesd * © 7¢ ¢ “f_lf‘

Bal. Ohwho canhold a fire i his hand >
By thinking on the froftie Camcafis? 7"
Orc nythc hungry edgeof apperite; ' © 3IC
by bare imagination ot a Feaft ? 3G 3 -
Or Wallow naked in December fiiow’ 7 01 :
by thinking on fantafticke fummers hc"t’e’ 4E Ex
Oh no, the qppre‘xcnﬁou ofthe good™ : i had
Giues bu the greater feclmg tothe worfe : :
Fell forrowes tooth, doth euer ranckle more i
Then when it bites, butlum.mh not the fore, ™ e

(iasn. (,om y COMC { InU .(‘ll) ile Oilﬂf’ theeon [hy VV:IV :

Had I thy vouth and caufe, 1 would nor flay.
Eul]

My Mather, and iy Nurfe, which beag cmneyet 3

Where ere T wander, boaft of ehis I cany

Though banifly'd, yet a crug-borné En oixfhman

Scend Quarta....

Enter King, A: fm‘f"r/c,Crccm and Bagot.
Rich, We did obferue. Cofine _fidm'fr[c,
How far breught you high Hcr ford on his Wiy 21.
Aums. 1 br our“‘\thml\ Herford (if you call him fo)
butto the next h:&,n way,and there I lefehim, -
Rich. And fay, what ftore of parting tears were (hed?
Aum, Faitha aone former except thedNartheaft wind
Which then grew bitterly againft our face,
Awak’d che fleepie rhewme,and fo by chance
Did grace our hollow pa\tmg with a teare;
Jvch What {2id our Cofin when youparted with hjm?
An. Farewell: and for my hart Jifdain fd)& my tongue
Should fo prophane the word, thattaughc me craft
To counterfeit opprefs;on offuch greefc
That word feem’d buried inmy forrowes graue.
Marry,would the word Parwell haue lenochm d houres.:
And added yeeres tohis fherc bamﬂﬁment,
He thould haue hada voliimie of Farwels;

but fince it would not, he had noneof me.: /.2 1M

Rich. Heis our Colin(Cofin) but’tis doube;
When time fhall call himhome from banifliment, -
Whether our kinfman cometo fee his friehdsy

[ Our felfe, and Bufby : heere Bagorand Greewe

Obferw’d his Courtfhip to [hE\.Olann pr:o?l
How he did {ceme to dineinto their hearts;

S
With hamble,z ndtmmhatcourtcﬁc ‘ r

W hat reuerence he did throw away on {lauess.

Wooing poore Craftef-men, with che craftoffoules, -

And patient vader-bearing ofh:s Fortune,i [ .:
As’twere tobanifh their affects wich himseoz

c2
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hen Englands ground farewell: fwc&tfoxladlcw, '




Lhe bifeand death of Rithardshafecord.

Abrace of Dray-men bid God fpeed him well; -

| And had the tribute of his fupple knee, .

With thankes my Countrimen, my louing friends,
As were.our England in reuerfion his,

Aund he our {ubicéts next degree in hope. :

. Gr.. Well,he is gone,& with him go thefe thoughts :
Now for the Rebels, which ffand out in Ireland,
Expedient manage muft be made my Licge
Ere further leyfure, yeeld them further meanes
For their aduantage, and your Highnefle lofle,

Ric. 'We will our felfe in perfon to this warre,
And for our Coffers, withtoo great a Court,
' And liberall Largefle, are growne fomewbat light,
' We are inforc’d to farme our royall Realme,
| The Reuennew whereof (hall furnifh vs
For our affayresin hand : if that come fhore
 Our Subftitutes at home fhall haue Blanke- charters :
. Whereto, when they (hall know what men arerich,
' They thall fubferibe them for large fummes of Geld,
| And fend them after to fupply our wants:
| For we will make for Ircland prefently.

'+ Enter Bufby,

Bafby, what newes ?

Bu. Old lohn of Gannt isverie ficke my Lord,
Sodainly taken, and hath fent poft hafte
To entteat your Maielty to vific hims

Kic. Where lyes he?

Bu. AtEly houle.

Ric. Now putit (heauen) in his Phy(itians minde,
To helpe him to his graue immediately
Thelining ofhis coffers thall make Coates
To decke our fouldiers for thefe Trith warres.
Come Gentlemen, let’s all go vifit him:
Pray heauen we may make haft; and come too late, Exit.

<)

e A tlus Secundus. Scena Prima.

s B

Enter Gannt, ficke with Terke,

Gas, WilltheKing come, thar I may breath my laft
In whollome counfell to his ynfiaid youch ?

Tor.Vexnotyour feife, nor firiue not with your bretls,
For all in vaine comes counfell te his care.

Gas. Ohbut (chey {ay) thetongues of dying men
Inforce attention like decpe harmony ; '
Where words are {carle, they are feldome {pent in vaine,
For they breath truth, thac breath their words in paine..
He that no moremuft (ay, is liten’d more,
| Then they whom youth and eafe haue taught to glofe,
‘More are mens.ends markr, theo their lives before,
"The fetting Sun,and Mufickess the clofe
. As the laft rafte of fweetes, is fweeteft laft,
Writinremembrance, more then things long paft;

i Thougl Richard my liues counfell would not heare,
i My dcaths fadrale, may yet vadeafe his eare.

| Zor. No,itisflopt with other flact’ring founds
‘As praifes of his ftate : then there are found
La}::iuious Meeters,to whefe venom {ound

‘The open eare of youth doth alwayes liften,
Report of fafhions in proud: lealy,

' Whofe manners fill our tardie apifh Nation
Limpes after in bafe imitation.

=S

Where doth the world thzull fosth a vanity,

Soitbe new, there’s norefpedt hawvaley o 1+,

That is not quickly buz’d inte his eates 2,0 o) ..

Thatalltoo late comes counfcll ta be heards.

Where will doth mutiny with wits regard:

Direét not him, whofe way himfclfe will cheofe,

Tis breath thou lackft, and chat breath wile theu loofe.
Gaunt. Methinkes IamaProphet new infpir'd,

And thus expiring, do foretell of him,

His rafh fierce blaze of Ryot cannot laft,

For violent fires foone burne out themfelues,

Small (howres laft long, but fodaine ftormes are thort,

He tyres betimes, that fpurstoo faft betimes;

With eager feeding, food deth cheake the feeder -

Light vanity, infatiate cormorant,

Confuming meanes foone preyes vpon it felfe.

This royall Throne of Kings, this’ fgcprrcd Ifle,

This carth of Maiefy, this feate of Mars,

This other Eden, demy paradife,

This Fortreffe buile by Natuse fer her felfe,

Againft infeétion, and the hand of warte :

, This happy breed of men, this little world,

This precious Rone, fecin the filuer fea,

Which ferues it in the office of 'a wall,

Oras a Moate defenfiue to a houfe,

Again{t the enuy ofleffe happier Lands,

This blefled plot, this earth, this Realme,chis England,
This Nurfe, this teeming wombe of Royall Kings,
Fear'd by their breed, and famous for their birth,
Renowned for their deeds, as farre from home,

For Chriftian feruice, and true Chiualrie,

Asis the fepulcher infiubborne Tury

Ofthe Worlds ranfoine, blefled Ciaries Sonne.

This Land of fuch deere foules, this deere-deere Land,
Decre for her repitation threugh the world,

Is now Leas’d out (I dye pronouncing it )

Like te a Tenement or peliing Farme.

England bound in with the triumphant fea,
Wholerocky fhore beares backe the envieus fiedge
fwatery Neptune, is now beund in with thame,

With Inky blottes, and rotten Parchment bonds,
That England, that was wont to conquer others,
Hath made a thamefull conqueft of it felfe,
Ah! would the feandall vanith wich my life,

How 'nappj; thien were my enfuing death? -

Enter King, Qgeme,u{#merle,ﬁuﬂy,Gr:mt,
Bagot, Ros, and Willowghby.
Zor. TheKing is come, deale mildly with his youth,
For young hot Colcs, being rag’d,do ragethemore,

24, How fares our noble Vincle Lancafter
Ré. What comfert man? How ift with aged Gasmnt ?
Ga. Ohbow that name befits my compofition :
Old Gaunt indeed, and gaunt inbeing old :
Within me greefehath kept o tedions faft,
And who abflaynes from meate, that is nor gaunt ?
For fleeping England long time have I watchr,
Woatching breeds leannefie, leanneffe is all gaunt,
The pleafure that (ome Fathers feede vpon,
Is my (rict falt, T meane my-Childrens lookes,
And therein fafting, haft thou made me gaunt:
Gauntam I forthe graue, zauntasa grauey
Whofe hollowstombe inheritg naught but bones.
Ric, Can fickewen play fonicely wich their names?
Gax. No, milery makes fport to mocke it felfe :

Since thou doft {ecke to killmy name in mec; ~
I
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11 mocke my name (great King) to flatter chee.
Ris, Should dying men flacter chofe thacliue?

Gax. No,no,men living flatcer thofe that dye.
Rich. Thounow adying, fayft thou flaccertt me.
Gaw. Ohno,thou dyeft, though I the ficker be.
Rich, Tamin health, I breath, I fee theeill,
Gan. Now he that made me, knowes I {ee theeill s
Hlin my felfe to {ee, and in thee, fecing ill,
Thy death-bedis noleffer then the Land,
W herein thou lyet in reputation ficke,
And thou too care-lefle patient as thou art,
Commit’ft thy’anointed body to the cure
Of thofe Phyfitians, that fir wounded thee,!
A thoufand flatcerers fit within thy Crowne,
Whofe compaffeis no bigger thenthy head,
And yet incaged in {o fmalla Verge,
The wafte is no whit leffer thenthy Land :
Oh had thy Grandfire witha Prophets cye, .
Seene how his fornes {onne,fhould defiroy his fomnes,
From forth thy reach he would haue laid thy fhame,
Depofing thee before thon wert‘poﬂ"e(’r,
Which art poffeft now to depofe thy felfe.
Why (Cofine) were thouRegent of the world,
It wete a (hame to lec his Land by leafe:
But for thy world enioying but this Land,
Is it not more then {hame, te (hameitfo?
Landlotd of England art thou, and not King:
Thy ftate of Law, is bendfiaue to the law,
nd
g Rich., And thou, alunaticke leane-witted foole,
Prefuming onan Agues priuiledge,
Dar’ft with thy frozen admonition
M:ke pale our checke, chafing the Royall blood

Now by my Seates right Royall Maieflie, |
Wer't thou not Brother to great Edwards {onne, :?
This tongue that runs foroundly in thy head,
rﬁhouid run thy head from thy vareuerent fhoulders.
Gan. Oh{pare menot, my brothers Edwards fonne,
For that T was his Father Edwards (onne
That blood already (like the Pellican)
Thou haft tapc out, ard drunkenly carows’d.
My brother Gloucefter, plaine well meaning foule
(Whem faire befall in heauen ‘mong t happy foules)
May be a prefident,and witnefle good,
That thou refpectt not fpilling Edwards blood :
Ioyne with the prefent ficknefle that I haue,
And thy vokindnefle be like crooked age,
To crop at once a too-long wither'd lowre,
Liue in thy thame, but dye not fhame with thee,
Thefe words heereafter, thy tormentors bee,
Conuey me to my bed, then to my graue, ,
Loue they to liue, that loue and honor haue. Exit
Rich. And let them dye, that age and fullens haue,
Forboth haft thou, and both become the graue.

Tor. 1dobeleech your Maicftie impute his words
To wayward ficklineffe, and ageinhim s
He loues you onmy life, and holds you deere’
As Harry Duke of Herford, were he heere.

Rich. Right,you fay true : as Herfords loue, {o his;
Astheirs, {omine :and all be as it is.

Enter Northumberland,
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With fury, from hisnatiue refidence ? f

Nor. My Liege, olde Gaunt commends himto your
Maijeftie,

" Rich. What fayes he?
Nor, Nay nothing, allis faid :
His tongucis now a ftringlefle inftrument,
Words, life, and all, old Lancalter hach {pent.
Yer. Be Yorkeche next, that muft be bankrupt fo,
Though death be poore, it ends 2 mortall wo.
Rich. Theripefi fruit firft fals, and fo doth he,
His time is fpent, our pilgrimage muft be
So much for that, Now for our Irith warres,
We muf fupplant thoferough rug-headed Kernes,
Which liue like venom, where no venom elfe
Bt onely they, haue priuviledge to liue.
And for thefe great affayres do aske fome charge.
Towards our afsiftance, we do feize tovs
The plate, coine, reuennewes, and moueables,¢
Whereof our Vicle Gaunt did ftand pofleft.
Yar. How long {hzll I be patient? Ohhewlong
Shall tender dutie make me {uffer wrong ?
Not Glenffers death, nor Herfords banifhment,
Nor Gawntes rebukes, nor Englands private wrongs,
Nor the preuention of poore Bullingbrooke,
About his marriage, nor my owne difgrace
Haue euer made me fowre my patient checke,
Or bend one wrinckle on my Soueraignes face :
I am the laft of noble Edwards (onnes,
Of whom thy Father Prince of Wales was firft,
In warre was neuer Lyon rag’d more fierce :
In peace, was neuer gentle Lambemore milde,
Then was that yong and Princely Gentleman,
His face thouhatt, for enen fo look’d he
Accomplifh’d with the number of thy howers:
But when he frown’d, it was againt the French,
And notagainft his friends: hisneble hand
Did win what he did {pend : and {pentnoc that
Which his triumphant fathers hand had won:
His hands were guilty of no kindreds bleod,
But bloody with the enemies of his kinne:
Oh Richard, Torkz is too farre gone with grecfe,
Or clfe he neuer would compare betweene.
Rich, Why Vncle,
What’s the matter?
Yor. Ohmy Liege, pardon meif you pleafe,if not
I pleas’d notto be pardon’d, am content wich all :
Seeke you to feize, and gripe into your hands
The Royalties and Rights of banifh’d Herford 2
Is not Gaunt dead? and doth not Herford liue p
‘Wasnot Gasat iuft? and is not Harry true?
Did not the one deferue ® haue an heyre?
Is ot his heyre a well-deferuing fonrje ?
Take Herfords rights away, and takg fromtime
His Charters, and his caltomarie rightss
Letnot to morrow then infue to day,
Benot thy {elfe. For how artthou aKin
But by faire fequenceand fuccefsion?
Now afere God, God ferbid I fay true,
If you do wrongfully feize Herfords right,
Call inhis Letcers Pacents that he hath
By his &trurneyes generall, to fue
His Liuerie, and denie his offer’d homage,
Youplucke a thoufand dangers on your head,
You loofe athoufand well-difpofed hearts,
Aud pricke my tender patience to thofe thoughts
Which honor and allegeaiice cannot thinke,
Ric. Thinke what you will : we feife into our hands,
His plate, his goeds, his money, and hislands.
Tor. 1lz not be by thewhile: My Liege farewell,
c3 What
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‘Bereft and gelded of his patrimonie.

{ What will enfue heereof, there’s none can tell,

|
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Burt by bad cou: fes may be vnderftood,
That their euents can neuer fall out good, Exit,
Richs Go Bufbie tothe Earle of Wx!ffbire freight,
Bid him repaire to ¥sto &/ houle,
To fee this bufipefle : to moriow next
We will for Ireland,and 'tis time, I trow :
And we créatein abfence of our felfe
Our Vncle Yorke, Lord Gouernor of England s
For he is juft, and alwayes leu'd vs well.
Come on otit Queene, to morrow muft we parr,
Be merry, for our time of fay is fhort.
oM anet North. willonghby, & Rl
Nor. Well'Lords, the Duke of Lancafer is dead.
Raff. And living too, for now his fonne is Duke,
wil. Barely intitle, notin revennew.
Nor, Richly inboth, ifiufticehad her right.
Roff.My heartis great : butit muft break with filence,

Flourilb,

b Et'c be disburthen’d with 2 liberall tongue.

NorNay [peake thy mind: & let him ne'r {peak more
That {peakes thy words againe'to do thee harme.

wil. Tends thatthou’dft {peake to th’Du.of Hereford,
Ifit be fo, out with it boldly man,
Quicke is niine eare to beare of good towardshim.,

Roff. No good atall that T can do for him,
Vinleffe you call it good to pitie him,

Nor. Now afore heauen;’tis fhame {uch wrongs are
borne,

In him aroyall Prince,and many moe

Of noble blood inthis declining Land;

| The King ishot himfelfe, but bafcly led

b

By Flatrerefs, and what they will informe
Meerely in hate ’gainft any of vsall,

That will the King feuerely profecute

'Gainft vs, out lines, our children, and our heires, ]

Ref. The Commonshath he pil'd with greeuous taxes
And quiteloft their hearts : the Nobles hath he finde
For ancient quarrels, and quite lof their hearts.

wil. And daily new exaltions are deuis’d,

As blankes, beneuolences, and I wornot what :
But what 0/Gods name doth become of this?

Nor, Wars hathnot walted it, for ward he bath not,
But bafely yeelded vpon comprimize,

That which his Anceflors atchien’d with blowes :
More hath he fpent in peace, then they in warres.

Ref. TheEarle of Wiltfhire hath the realme in Farme,

wil. TheKings growne bankroptlike abroken man.

Nor. Reproach, and diffolution hangeth ouer him,

Rof. Hehath not monie for thefe Irifh warres

“(His burthenous taxations notwichftanding)

But by the robbing of the banifh’d Duke.
~ Nor. Hisnoble Kinfman, moft degenerate King :
Buc Lords, we hieare this fearefull tempeft fing,
Yetfeckeno fhelter to auoid the fforme:
We (e the winde fit fore vpon our failes,
And yer we firike not, bue fecurely perith
Rof. We (ee the very wracke that we muft fuffer,
And vnauoyded is the dangernow
For fuffering fo the caufes of our wracke.
Nor. Not{o: euen through the hollow eyes of death,

| I (piclife peering : but I dare not fay

How neere the tidings ofour comfort is, ‘
#il. Nay let vs fhare thy thaughts, as thou doft ours
Rof. Beconfidentta fpeake Northumberland,

We three, are but thy felte, and [peaking fo,

-

Thy words are but as thoughts, therefore bebold, i
Nor. Then thus: Thave from Portle Blan]

A Bay in Britaine, recein’d intelli gence,

That Harry Duke of Herford, Rainald Lotd Cobbam,

Thaclate broke from the Duke of Exeser,

His brother Archbifhop; late of Canrerbury,

Sit Thomas Erpingham, Six Lebn Rainftos,

Sir Iobn Nerberie, Siv Robert Waterton & Francts Qsioint

All thefe well furnifh’d by the Duke of Britaine, :

With eight tall fhips, three thoufand men of warre

Are making hither with all due expedience,

And fhortly meane to teuch our Northerne {hore :

Perhaps they had ere this, but that they ftay

The firft departing of the King for Ireland.

Ifthen we {hall {hake off our flauifh yoake,

Impe out our drooping Countries broken wing,

Redeeme from broaking pawne the blemiflvd Crowne

Wipe oft the duft chat hides our Sceprers gile, :

And make high Maicftie locke iike it felfe,

Away with me in pofte to Rauenspurg h,

Butit'you faint, as fearing to do {o,

Stay, aud be fecret, and my felfe will go.
Ref. To horfe, to horfe, vrge doubts to them § feare,
wil, Hold out my horfe, and I will fir[ be there,

Exennt,

Scena Secunda.

Enter Qscene, Bulby, and Bagot,
Bufh. Madam, your Maiefly is too muchfad,
You promis’d when you parted wich the Kiong,
To lay afide felfe-harming heauinefle,
And entertaine a cheerefull difpofition.
Q. TopleafetheKing,1did:to pleale my felfe
I cannot deit; yerI know no caufe
Why 1{hould welcome fuch a gueft as greefe,
Saue bidding farewell fo (o fweet a gueft
As my {weet Richard; yét againe me thinkes,
Somevnbarne forrow, ripe in fortunes wombe
Is comming towards mc, and my inward foule
With nothing trembles, at {omething it grecues,
More then with parting from my Lord the King.
Bafk. Each fubftance of a greefe hath twenty fhadows
Which fhewes like greefe it felfe, but is not f{o :
For forrowes eye, glazed with blinding teares,
Diuides one thing intire,to many obieéts,
Like perfpectiues, whichrightly gaz’d vpon
Shew nothing but confufion, ey’d awry,
Diftinguifh forme : fo your fweet Maieftie
Looking awry vpon your Lords departure,
Finde fhapes of grcefe, more then himfelfe 1o waile,
Which look’d on asit is, is naught bur fhadowes
Of what itisnot : then thrice-gracious Queene,
More then your Lords departure weep not,more’s not
Or ifit be, ’tis with falfe forrowes eie, ({eene;
Which for things true, weepe things imaginary,
Ou. Itmay be fo : but yet my inward {oule
Perfwades me it is otherwile : how ercit be,
I cannet but be fad ; {o heauy fad,
Asthough on thinking on no thoughe I thinke,
Makes me with heauy nothing faint and fhrinke.
~ Bufk. "Tis nothing but coriceit {my gracious Lady.)
Qucene. l




Qx "Tis norhmg Jeffe : conceit is Rill deria d
From fome fore-facher greefe, mine is nocfo,
For nothing hath begot my fomething grecfc
Or fomcdmng, hathche nothingthat I greeue,
*Tis in reverfion that I'do poffefie,
But what it is, that is not yet knowne, what
I cannot name, *tis namelefle woe I wot.
Enter Greene.
Gree. Heauen {aueyour Maiefty, and wel met Gentle-
I hope theKing is not yet ﬂnpt for Ireland. (men:
On Why hop ft thou fo? Tis better hopeheis:
For his defignes craue haft, hishaft good hope,
Then wherefore doft thouhopehe is not fhipe ?
Gre. Thathe our hope, might haueretyr’d his power,
and driven into difpaire an enemies hope,
Who (trongly hath fet footing inthis Land.
Thebam{l’d Bullingbroske rcpealcs him{elfe,
And with vp- lifted Armesiis {afe arrin’d
At Rauenfpurg.
Q#. Now God in heauen forbid.
Gr. O Madam ’tis too true: and that is worfe,
The L.Nosrthumberland,his yong fonne Henrie Percie,
The Lords of Roffe, Beanmon.s, and Wi.'!evgbéy,
With all their powrefull friends are fled to him.
Bufb. Why hauqou faotproclaim’d Nonhumbcrland
And the reft of the renolted fadtion, Traitors ?
Gre. We haue: whercupon the Earle of Worcefter
Hath broke his ftaffe, refign’d his Stcwardfhro,
And al the houfheld feruants fled with him to Ballinbrock,
Q#, So Greene, thou artthe midwife of my woe,
And B:f![inérao/f\c my forrowes difmall heyre :
Now hath my foule brought forth her prodegie,
And I 2 gasping new delivered mother,
Haue woe to woe, {orrow to {orrow foyn’d.
Bufh. Difpaire not Madam.
Qn. Who fhall hinder me ?
I will difpatre,and be at enmitie
With conzening hope; heisa Flatterer,
A Parafite, a keeper backe of death,
Who ocmlv would diffolue the bands of life,
; thlChf alie hopes linger in extremity. “y
Enter Torke ¥
Gre. Heere comesthe Duke of Yorke,
Qu. Withfignesof warre about hisaged necke,
Oh full of carefull bufinefle are his lookes :
Vncle, for heauens fake fpeake comfortable words:
Yer.Comfort’s in heauen, and we are on the earth,
Wnerc nothing liues but croﬂcs care and greefe «
Your husband hc is gone to faue farre off;
Whilft others come to make him loofe at home 3
Heere am 1 left to vnder-prophis Land,
{ Who weake with age, cannot fuppors,my felfe:
Now comes the ficke hourethat bis furfet made,
Now fhall he try his friends that flattered him,
Enter a [erpant,
Ser. My Lord your fonne was gone before I came,
Yor. He was: whyfo:goallw hlch way it will :
TheNobles they are fled,the Commons they are cold,
And will Ifeare renolt on Herfords fide.
Sirra, get thee to Plathie to my fifter Glofter,
Bid her fend me prefently athoufand pourd
Hold, take my Ring.
Ser. My Lord, 1 had forgor
Totell your Lordihip; o dw i came by,and ‘call’'d there,
But | #h.ll greeueyou toreporcchereft,
Tor., What is't knaug?
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Ser. Anhoure re before T came; the Durcheﬁ'c di'de,
Tor. Heauwn for hismercy, whacatide of woes

' Comerufhing onthis wofull Landat once ?

I know notwhat to do: I would to heauen
(Se my vntruthhadnot prouok’d him to it)
The King had cut off my head with my brothers;
What, are there poftes difpatcht for Ireland ?
How thall we do for money forthefe warres?; /¢ -
Come fifter (Cozen I would fay) pray pardon me.
Gofellow, get thee home, peouide fome Catts,
Andbring away the Armout thatis there,y
Gcn:lcmen will you mufter men?
If 1 know how or which way 10 order thefe aﬁ'axrﬂ
Thus dxforderlv thruft into my hands, © 1385
Neuer beleeue me. Bothare my Kitiimen,
Th’one is my Soueraigne, whom both? my oath
And dutie bids defend : th’other againe’
Is my kinfman,whom the King hath wrotig'd,
Whom confcience, and my kmdred bidstoright:
Well, fomewhat we muit do : Come Cozen,
Ile d:fpofc efyoun. Gentlenien,go muftervp your men,
And meet me prefently at Barkley Caftle:
{fhould to Plafhy too: but time will netpermit; -
Allis vneuen, and euery thing isleftacfix and fewen. Exit.
Bufb. The winde fits Fa;rc for newesto go to Irelnnd
Butnone returnes: -For vs toleuy power
Proportionable to th’enemy, isall impofsible.
Gr. Befidesour nesicnefleto theKing inloue,
Is neere the hate of thefe lone not the King . :
Ba Andthat’s the wadering Commons,for theirlote
Lies in their purfes, and who fo empties them
By fo much fils their heares with deadly hate,
Bufb. Wherein the l\'ng ftands generally condemn’d
Bag. Ifindgementlye in them, thenfo do we,
Becaufe we haue beene euer ncere the PR
Gr. Well: I will forreﬂﬁve ﬂralgh: to Bnﬁoll Caﬂle
The Earle anlltﬂmciiaIrcad;e there,
Bulb. Thither will I with you,for lictle office
Will the hatefull Commons perfo.me for vs,
Except like Curres, to tearevs all in peeces -
Willyou go along Wlth vs?
Bag. Nn I will to Ireland to his Maieftie:
Farewell, if hearts prefages benocvamc
We three here part, thatneu’r {hallmeete againe.
Bu. Thav’s as Yorke thrives to beate back Bullinbroke
Gr. Alaspoore Duke, the taske he vndertakes’
T's numbring fands, and drmkmg Oc¢eans drie,
Where one on his ﬁde fights,thoufands will Hyc.
Bufb. Farewell & once, for once, for all, and euer,

- Well,wemay meete agaire,

Bag, Ifearemeneuer, Exit,

Scena Tertia.

Lm‘f’r the Duke of Hereford, and Northews=
berland.

Bul. How farreis it my Lord to Berkley now?
Nor. Beleeue me noble Lord,
Tam a firanger hieere in Gloufterfhire
Thefehigh wildehilles, and rough vneeuen waies,
Drawes out our miles, and makes them wearifomes
And yet ourfaire dif courfe hach beene as fugar,
Mak in
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Making the hard way {weet and dele@able :
BucI bethinke me,what a wearie wa
From Rauenfpurgh to Cottfhold will be found,
In Roffe and Willewghby wanting your companie,
Which I proteft hach very much beguild
The tedioufnefle,and procefle of my travell :
Bur theirs is {weetaed with the hope to haue
The prefent benefit that [ poffefie;
And hope ta oy, is hrtle leffe in ioy,
Thenhope enipy’d: By this.the wearie Lords
Shall make their way feeme fhort,as m:ne hath dene,
By fight of what ] have,your Noble Companie.
Buil. Of much lefTe value is my Companie,
Then your good words : but who comes here 2
Enter H. Percie,
North, 1t is my Sonne, young Harry Percie,
Sent from my Brether #orceffer : Whence focuer.
Harry,how fares your Vnckle
Percie. 1hadthought, my Lord, o haue learn’d his
| health of you,
.- North. Why,is he not with the Queene?
~ Percie. No,my good Lord,he hath forfook the Courr,
Broken his Staffe. of Office,and difperft
The Houfchold of the King.
. WNorth, What was his reafon ?
He was not {o refolu’d,when we laft fpake together,
Percie. Becaufeyour Lord(hip was proclaimed Traitor.
But hee, my Lord; is gone to Rauenipurgh,
To offer feruice to the Duke of Hereford,
And fent me ouer by Barkely, to difcouer
What power the Duke of Yorke had levied there,
Then with dire@ion to repaire to Rauenfpurgh,
Nerth,- Haue you forgot the Duke of’Hercford{Boy,)
Percie. No,my goed Lord; for that isnot forgot
Which ne’re I did remember ; to my kaowledge,
I'never in my life did lookeop:him.
North. They learne tosknaw him now : this is the
Duke. , ol ]
Percies My gracious Lord,I tender you my feruice;
Suchas itis,being tender,raw,and youog,
Which elder dayes fhall ripen,and confirme
To more approued feruice,and deferr,
Ball, I thankethee gentle Percse and be fure
I count.my felfe in pothing elfc fo happy,
Asina Seule remembring my good Friends :
And as my Fortune ripens wich thy Loue,
It fhall be flill chy true Loues recompence,
My Heart this Couenant makes,my Hand thus feales it
North. How farreisitto Barkely ? and what flirre
Keepes good old 2orke there,with his Men of Warre ?
Percie. There [tands the Coftle,by yond tuft of Trees,
Mann'd with three hundred men,as I have heard,
And in it are the Lords of Yorke, Barkely, and Seymor,
Noune elfe of Name, and noble eftimate.
Enter Rofle and willonghby.
North. Here come the Lords of Roffe and Willongbby,
Bloody with {purring fierie red with hafte.
Ball. Welcome my Locds,I wot your loue purfues
A banitht Traytor ; ll my Treafurie
Is yet but vafels thankes, which more enrich'd,
Shall be your loue, and labours recompence.
Roff. Your prefence makes vs rich,moft Noble Lord,
Willo, And farre furmounts our labour to atcaine ir,
FBull. Euermore thankes,ch’Exchequer of the poore,
Which till my infant-fortune comes to yeeres,
Stands for my Bountie : but who comes here ?

Lo A .

Enter Barkely.
North. Itis my Lord of Barkely, as I gheffe.
Bark, My Lord of Hereford,my Meflage isto you,
Bull, My Lord,my Anfwere is to Lancafter,
AndIam come to feeke that Name in England,
And I muft finde that Title in your Tongue,
Before I make reply to sught you fay.

Bark; Miftake me not, my Lord,’tis not my meaning

To raze ene Title of your Honor out.
To you,my Lord,I come (what Lord youwill)
From the moft glorious of this Land, 7
The Duke of Yorke,to know what pricks youon
Tortake aduaatage of the abfent time,
And fright our Natiue Peace wich felfe-borne Armes.
Enter Yorke,
Bull. 1{hallnot need tranfport my words by you,
Here comes his Grace in Perfon, My Noble Vickle,
Terk. Shew me thy humble heart,and not thy knee,
Whofe dutie is deceiuable,and falfe,
Bull. My gracious Vnckle.
York, Tutytur,Grace me no Grace,nor Vnckle me,
Tamno Traytors Vnckle; and that word Grace,
In anvngracious mouth,is but prophane.
Why haue thefe banifh’d,and forbidden Legges,
Dar'd once to touch a Duft of Englands Gyound 2
But more then why, why haue they dar'd to march
So many miles vpon her peacefull Boforne,
Frighting her pale-fac'd Villages with Warre,
And oftentation of defpifed Armes ?
Com'it thou becaufe th’anoynted King is hence?
Why foolifh Boy,the King is left behind,
And in my loyall Bofome Iyes his power,
Were I buc now the Lord of fuch hot youth,
As when braue Gaust,thy Father,and my feife
Refcued the Black Prince,that yong tMars of men,
From forth the Rankes of manythoufand French
Oh then,how quickly thould this Arme of mine,
Now Prifoner to the Palfie, chattife thee,
And minifer corre&ion to thy Faulr,
Bull. My gracious Vnckle,let me know my Fault,
On what Condition ffands it,and wherein ?
York. EueninCondition of the worl} degree,
In groffe Rebellion,and detefted Tresfon
Thouart 2 bani(h’d man,and here art come
Before th’expiration of thy rime,
Inbrauing Atmes againft thy Seueraigne.
Bull. Aslwasbanifh’d,I was banifh’d Hereford,
But as T come, I come for Lancaffer.
And Noble Vinckle,I befeech your Grace
Locke on my Wrongs with an indifferent eye::
You are my Facher, for methinkes in you
I {ec old Ganunt alive. Oh then my Father,
Will you permit,thar I fhali ftand condemn’d
A wandring Vagabond ; my Rights and Royalties
Plucke frommy armes perforce,and giuen away
Tovpftart Vrhrifts 2 Wherefore was Iborne 2
If that my Coufin King be King of England,
It muft be graunted, I am Duke of Lancafter.
You hauea Sonne, Aumerle,my Noble Kinfman, -
Had you firft died,and he beene thus trod downe,
He fhould haue found his Vckle Gagne a Father,
Torowzehis Wrongs,and chafe them to the bay.,
Iamdenyde to foe my Liucrie here,
And yetmy Letters Patents giue me feaue:
My Fathers goods are all diftraynd,and {old,
And thefe,and all,are all amiffe imployd.

What |




What would yeu haue me doe? I am a Subie&t,

And challenge Law : Attorneyes are deny'd mej

And therefore perfonally I lay my.claime

To my Inheritanceof free Dufcent.
North. TheNobleDukehath been too muchabus’d,
Raff. Ttftands your Grace vpon,to doe himright,
willo, Bafemen by his endowments are made great.
Tork, My Lordsof Eagland, let me tell youthis,

I haue had feeling of my Cofens Wrongs,

And labour’d all I'could to doe him right :

But in this kindto ¢come inbrauing Arimes,

Be his owne Caruer,and cut out his way,

Tofind out Righe with Wrongs,it may not be ;

And you that doe abert him in this kind,

Cherifh Rebellion,and are Rebelsall,

But for hisowne ; and for the right of thar,
Weeall haue firongly {worne to giue him ayd,
And let him neu’r fec foy,that breakes that Qath,

Tork, Well,well,I feectheiffueof theie Armes,
I cannot mend it,I muft needes confefle,

Becaufe my power is weake, andall ill left :
But if T could;by him that gaueme life,

1 would attach you all,and make you ftoope
Vnto the Soueraigne Mercy of the King.
But fince I cannot,be it knowwne to you,

I doe remaine as Neuter. So fare youwell,
Vnlefle you pleafe to enter in the Cafile,
And there repofe you for this Night.

Baull. Anoffer Viockle,that wee will accept:
But wee muft winne your Grace to goe with vs
To Britow Caftle,which they {ay is held
By Bufbie, Bager ,and their Complices,
| The Caterpillers of the Commenwealth,

Which I haue fworne te weed.and plucke away,
York, Itmay bel will go with you: but yet lle pawfe,
ForI am loth to breake our Countries Lawes :
Nor Friends,nor Foes,to me welcome you are,
Things paft redrefle,are now with me patt care, Exewat.

Scena Quarta.

Enter Salisbury, and a Captaine,

Capt. My Lord of Salisbury,we haue flayd cen dayes,
And hardly kept our Countreymen together,
And yet we heare no tidings from the King 5
Therefore we will difpet{e our felues : farewell.

*'Sal. Stay yet another day,thou truftie Welchman,
The King repofeth all his confidence inthee,

Capt. "Tisthought the King is dead,we will not ftay
The Bay-trees inour Countrey all are wither'd,

And Meteors fright the fixed Starres of Heauen 3
The pale-fac’d Moone lookes bloody on the Earth,
And leane-look’d Prophets whifper tearefull change
Rich men looke fad ,and Ruffians dance and lcapc,
The one in feare;to loofc what they enioy,

The other to enioy by Rage,and Warre:

Thefe fignes fore-tun the dedth of Kings,
Farewell,our Countreymen are gone and fled;

As well affus’d Richard their King is dead, - E#its
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North. The Noble Duke hath fwerne his comming is ;

Sal. Ah Richard, witheyes of heavie mind,
I fee thy Glory,like a thooting Starre,
Fall to the bafe Earth,from the Firmament :
Thy Sunne fets weeping in the lowly Weft,
W itnefling Stormes to comé,Woe,and Voreft :
Thy Friends are fled,to waitvpon thy Foes,
And croffely to thy good,all fortune goes.  Exit,

e A ctus Tertius. Scena Prima.

Enter BuBiugbrooke,YorkeyNorthumberiayd,
Roffe,Percie Willoughby with Bufhie

and Greene Prifoners,

Ball. Bring forth thefe men:
Basfhie and Greene, I will not vex your foules,
(Smnce prefently your foules muft part your bodies)
With too much vrging your pernitious liues,
For twereno Charirtie : yetto wath your blood
From off my hands, bere in the view of men,
I will wnfold fonie caufes of your deaths.
You haue mis-led a Prince,a Royall King,
A happie Gentleman in Blood,and Lineaments,

.By youvnhappied,and disfigui’d cleane :

Y ou haue inmanner with your (infull houres

Made a Divorce betwixt his Queene and him,

Broke the poffeffion of a Royall Bed, _

And flayn’d the beauric of a faire Queenes Cheekes,
With teares drawn {10 her eyes, with your foule wrongs.
My felfe a Prince,by fortune ef my birth, : 3
Neere to the King in bleod,and necre in loue,

Till you did make him mifl-interprete me,

Haue (toopt my neck vader your iniuries,

And figh’d my Enghifh breath in forraine Clouds,
Eating the bicter bread of banifhment ;

While you haue fed vpon my Seignories, .
Dif-park’d my Parkes,and fell'd my Forreft Woods;
From mine owne Windowes torne myHoufehold Coat,

| Raz'd out my Imprefle,leaving me no figae,
Saue mens opinions,and my lining blood,

To thew the Wotld 1 am aGentleman.

This,and much mere,much more then twice all this,
Condemnes you to the death : {ee them delivered ouer
Toexecution,and the hand of death,

Biifbie. More welcomeisthe firoake of death to me,
Then Bullingbrooke to England. '

Greene. My comfort is,that Heauen will take our foules,
And plague Iniuftice with the paines of Hell.

Bull. My Lord Nertbumberland fee them-difpatch’d :
Vackle,you fay the Queene is as your Houfe, :
For Heauens {ake fairely lec her be entreated,

. Tell her I fend'to ber my kind commends
Take fpeciall care my Greezings be deliner'd,

York. AGentleman of mine I haue difpacch’d
With Letters of your lone,to her at large.

Bul. Thankes gentle Vnckle : come Lords away,
To fight with Glendsare, and his Complices ;

A whileto worke,and after holliday. ]
Exennt,
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Fai i 3¢ s W A glorious Angell : then if Angels EF ;
_ g Weake men muft fall,for Heauen {hil} guatdstherighe, -
1 11is : Enter Salubury., b
3 'Sfeﬂdr Secmzzfzz. . | Welcomemy Lord, how farre oftlyesyour Power?
I i S50 ‘Salizb. Norneere,nor farther off, my gracious Lord,
— = i == | Then this weakearme ; difcomfort guidesmy tongue,
i And bids me ipeake of nothing but defpaire :
Dratms : Flosrifl, and ((olosirs, One day too late,I feare (my Noble Lord)
Hath clouded all thy happie dayes on Earth s
Enter Richard, Aumerle,Carlile;and Souldiers. Oh call backe Yefterday,bid Time retutie,
, Ard thou fhalt haue twelue thoufand ﬁghcing men:

Rich. Barkloughly Caftle call you this at hand ? To day,to day,vnhappie daytoo latg

Aun. Yea,my Lord: how broeks your Gracetheayre, | Orethrowes thy Toyes,Friends,Fortune,and thy State;
 Afteryour late toffi ngon the breakmg Seas 2 For all the Welchmen hearing thou were dead, .

Rieh, Needs muft [ like it well : 1 weepe for iny Are gone to Bﬂ!!ing&raa@,difperﬁ,and fled,

To ftand vpon my Kingdome once agaive. Anm. Comfortmy Liege, why lookes your Grace fo
Deere Earth, T doe [aluce thee wich my hand, pale?
Though Rebels wound thee with their Hor{es hoofes : Rich. Butnow the blood of twentie thoufand men
Asalong parted Mother with her Child, Did triumph in my face,and they arefled,
Playes fondly with her reares,and files in meeting 3 Aundtill fo much blood thither come againe,
So weeping fmiling,greet I thee my Earth, Haue Inot reafon tolooke pale,and dead ?
' And doe thee fanor with my Royall hands. | All Soules that will be fafe, flye from my fide,
Feed ot thy Soueraignes Foe, my gentle Earth, For Time hath fer a blotvpon my pride,
Nor with thy Sweetes,comfort his rauenous fence: eAnm. Comfort my Liege remember who youare.
Buc let thy Spiders, that fuck vp thy Venome, Rich. Thad forg-:t my felfe. AmInot ng?
And heavie-gated Toades Iye in their way, Awake thou {lugpard Maieftie,thou fleepefi :
Doing annoyance to the trecherous feate, Is not the Kings Name fortie thoufend Names >
Which wich vfurping fleps doe trample thee, Arme,arme my Name :-a pupie fubie ftrikes
Yeeld ftinging Metcles to mine Enemics ; At thy great glory. Looke not to the ground,
And when they fromthy Bofome pluck a Flower, " | YeFauorites of aKing: are weenot highe
Guard st T prethee with alurking Adder, ; High be ourthoughts: Tknow my Vnckle Zorke
{1 Whofe double tonguemay with amorall touch” ™ ™° Hatl Powerenough to ferue our turne,
{ Throw death vpon thy Soueraignes Enemies. A But who comes here 2 Enter Scroope.
Mock not my fenceleffe Conuration, Lords; ' ,'_. Seraope. More health and happinefle betide my Liege,
§ This Earth fhall have 2 feeling,and thefe Stones , - | Then canmy care-tun’d tongue deliver him,
{ Proucarmed Souldiers,ere her Natine King ¥ Rich.! Mine eareis open,and my heart prepard:
1 Shall faleer vnder foule Rebellious Armes, % The worft is worldly loffe,thou canft yafold: 34 *
Car.Feare notmy Lord,that Power that made you K‘l'ug Say,Is myKingdome doft?why twas my Care:
Hath power to Keepe you King,infnight of all. And what lofle isit toberid of Care? :

Aum. Hemeanes,my Lord,that we are too remiffe, Striues Bullingbroske to beas Great as wee 2 |

| Whilelt Ballingbroske :hiroigh our fecuritie, Greater he fhall not be: If hee ferue God, ‘J‘
il Growes (trong and great, in {ub(tance and in friends, Wee'l ferue him too,and be his Fellow {o.

Rich. Difcamforrable Coufin knowell thou not, Reuolt our Subie@s? That we cannotmend, vl
That which the fearchiiig Eyeof Heauen is hid ‘ They breakecheirFaithrs God,as well as ys's : ‘
Behind the Globe that Lights the lower World, . | Cry Woe,Defts uction,Ruine;Lofle,Decay,

| Then Theeuesand Robbersraunge abroad vafeene, 0 1| The worftis Death,and Death will haue his day.

InMurthere and in Out-rage bloody here; Seronpe. Glad am I,that your Highnefle is fo arm’d i
But'when from vnder this Terveftriall Ball To beare thetidings of Calamitie. i
He fires the prowd tops of the Eafterne Pines, : Like an vnfeafonable Rormie day, wr
And darss his Lightniog throagh etry guiltie hole, Whichmike the Siluer Rinefs drowne their Shores,
Then Mirchers, Treafons,and detefted finnes As 11 the World wercall §iffolwd to teares =

{The Cloake of Night being pluckt from off their backs) | Sohigh,aboue his Limics,fwells the Rage 1 '1
Stand bare and naked,trembling at themfelues, OF bulingbrooke, conering your fearefiill Land ?n
So when this Theefe,this Traytor Bullingbrooke, Wich hird bright Steele,and hearts harder then Steele: |
Who all this while hath reuell’d in the Night, White Beares haue arav’d their thin and haireleffe Scalps !
Shall fee vsrifing in our Throne,the Eaft, Againftthy Maieftie and-Boyes with WomensVoyccs,: «1
His Treafohs will fit blufhing in his face, Striue to fjieake bigge, and clap their female ioints . |
Not able to.endure the fighe of Day ; 1 Infiffe vnwieldie Armes ¢ aganft thy Crowne A Ex
But felfe-affrighted, tremble ac his finne. Thy very Beadf-men learne to bend their Bowes '
Not oIl the Water in the rough rude Sea Of double, farall Eugh: againft thy Stace

{ Can waih the Balme from an anoynted King ; | Yea Diflaffé-Women manage ruftie Bills;

The breath of worldly men cannot depafe - || Againft thy Seac both young and old rebell,

The Deputie ele@®ed by the Lord: ™ | A And all goes worfe then I haue powertotell.

For cuery.man that Ballingbrooke hath preit, Rich. Too well,toowell thon tell’ft 2 Tale foill.

Tolift fhrewd Steele againft our Golden Crowne, Where is the Earle of Wiltthire? where is Bagor?

Heauen for his Richard hath in heauzn ly pay What is:become.of Bufhieiwhere is Gregre? 2.
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That they haue Jet the dangerous Enemie
Meafure our Confines with fuch peacefull fteps?
1€ we preuaile, their heads fhall pay for it,
I warrant they haue made peace with Bulliungbrooke.
Scrogpe. Peace haue they made with him indecde (my
Lord.)
Rich. Oh Villains,Vipers,damn’d without redemption,
Dogges,eafily woon to fawne on any man,
Snakes in my heart blood warm’d, that fing my heart,
Three Tudafles,each one thrice worfe then fudas,
Would they make peace? terrible Hell make warre
Vpon their fpotted Soules for this Offence.
Scroope. Sweet Loue(1 {ee) changing hispropertie,
Turnes to the fowrelt,and moft deadly hate :
Againe vncurfe their Soules ; their peaceis made
With Heads,and not with Hands:thofe whom you curfe
Haue felt the worft of Deaths deftroying hand,
And lye full low,grau’d in the hollow ground.
Anm, 1s Bufhie, Greene, and the Earle of Wiltthire
dead 2
Scroope. Yea all of them at Brifow loft their heads.
Aum, Where is the Duke my Father with his Power ?
Rich. Nomatter where; of comfort noman fpeake:
Let’s talke of Graues,of Wormes,and Epitaphs,
Make Duft our Paper, and with Raynie eyes
Write Sorrow on the Bofome of the Earth.
Let’s chufe Executors,and talke of Wills ;
And yetnot {o; for what can we bequeach,
Saue our depofed bodies to the ground ¢
Our Lands,our Liues,and all are Bullingbrookes,
And nothing can we call our owne,but Death,
And that {mall Modell of the barren Earth,
Which ferues as Pafte;and Couer to our Bones :
For Heauens fake let vs fic vpon the ground,
And tell {ad fiories of the death of Kings :
How fome haue been depos'd, fome {laine in warre,
Some haunted by the Ghofts they haue depos'd,
Some poyfon’d by their Wiues,fome fleeping kill’d,
All murther’d, For within the hollow Crowne
That rounds the mortall Temples of a King,
Keepes Death his Court,and there the Anrique firs
Scoffing his State,and grinning at his Pompe,
Allowing him a Breath,a lictle Scene,
To Monarchize,be fear’d,and kill with lookes,
Infufing him with felfe and vaine conceir,
As ifchis Flefh,which walls about our Life,
Were Brafle impregnable: and humor’d thus,
Comes at the laft,and with a little Pinne
Bores through his Caftle Walls,and farwell King,
Couer your heads,and mock not flefh and blood
With {olemne Reuerence: throw away Refpedt,
Tradition,Forme,and Ceremonious dutie,
For you haue but miftooke me all this while :
I liue with Bread like you, feele Want,
Tafte Griefe,need Friends : {ubieéted thus,
How can you fay ro me, I am a King ?
Carl.My Lord,wife men ne’re waile their prefent woes,
But prefently preuent che wayes to waile :
To feare the Foe,fince feare oppreffeth firength,
Giues in your weakenefle, (trength vnto your Foe 3
Feare,and be{laine,no worfe can come to fight,
And fight and die,is death deftroying death,
Where fearing,dying, payes deach {eruile breath.
Awm. My Fatherbath a Power,enquire of him,
Andlearne tomake a Body of a Limbe.
Rich.Thou chid’ft me well: proud Bullingbroske I come
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To change Blowes with thee,for our day of Doome: *
Thisague fit of feare is ouer-blowne,
An eafie taske it is to winne our owne,
Say Scrogpeywhere lyes our Vnckle with his Power ?
Speake fweetly man although thy lookes be fowre,
Scrospe, Men iudge by the complesion of the Skie
The ftate and inclination of the day ;
So may you by my dull and heauie Eye:
My Tongue hath but a heauier Taleto fay :
I play the Torcurer,by {mall and {mall
Telengthen out the wor(t,that muft be fpoken.
Your Vnckle Yorke is ioyn’d with Bullingbrooke,
And all your Northerne Cattles yeelded vp,
And all your Southerne Gentlemen in Armes
Vpon his Fa&tion,
Rich, Thouhaft faid enough.
Befhrew thee Coufin,which didt Iead me forth
Of that {weet way T was in,to defpaire :
What {ay you now ? What comfort haue we now #
By Heauen Ile hate him euerlaltingly,
That bids me be of comfort anymore,
Goe to Flint Caftle,there Ile pine away,
A King,Woes {laue, thall Kingly Woe obzy 3
That Power I haue,difcharge,and let’em goe
To eare the Land,that hath fome hope to grow,
ForThauenone, Letnoman {peakeagaine
To alter this,for counfaile is but vaine.
Anm. My Liege,one word.
Rich. He does me double wrong,
Thac wounds me with the flatceries of his tongue,
Difcharge my followers : let them hence away,
From Richards Night o Bullmgbrookes faire Day.

Exennt.

Scena Tertia.

Enter with Drum and Colonrs, Bullingbreoke,
Torke,Nortlbumberiand, Attendants.

Bull. Sothat by thisintelligence we learne
The Welchmen are difpers’d,and Salisbury
Is gone to meet the King,who lately landed
With fome few priuace friends,vpon this Coaft.

North, The newes is very faire and good,my Lord,
Richard,not farre from hence,hath hid his head,

Tork, Itwouldbefeeme the Lord Northumberland,
To fay King Richard: alack the heavie day,
When fucha facred King fhould hide his head.

North, YourGrace miftakes : enely tobe bricfe,
Left I bis Title out.

York, Thetimehathbeene,
Would you have beene {o briefe with him,he would
Haue beene {o briefe with you,to thorten you,
Fortaking fo the Head,your whole heads length.

Bull, Miftake not (Vnckle) farcher thenyouthould,

Tork. Take not(geod Coufin)farther then you thould,
Leaft you miftake the Heauens are ore your head.

Bukl. 1know it(Vinckle)and oppofc not my felfe
Againft their will, Bur who comes here?

Enter Percie.

Welcome Harry:what,will not this Caftle yeeld?

Per. The Cafile royally is mann’dymy Lord,

Againft thy entrance,
Baull. Roy-
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Bull. Royally 2 Why,it containes noKing ? Armies of Peftilence, and they fhall ftrike

Per. Yes (my good Lord) Your Children yet vnborne,and vnbegor,
It doth containe a King : King Richard lyes That life your Vaffall Hands again(t my Head,
Within the limits of yond Lime and Stone, And chreat the Glory of my precious Crowne,
And with him,the Lord Aumerle, Lord Salisbary, Tell Bullingbrooke, for yond me thinkes he is,
Sir Stephen Scroope, befides a Clergie man That euery ftride he makes vpon my Land,
Of holy reuerence 3 who,I cannot learne. Is dangerous Treafon : Heis cometo ope

North. Oh,belike it is the Bifhop of Caslile, The purple Teftament of bleeding Warre

Bull. Noble Lord, But ere the Crowne he lookes for liue in peace,
Goce to the rude Ribs of that ancient Cafile, Ten thoufand bleody crownesof Mothers Sonnes
Through Brazen Trumper fend the breath of Parle hall ill become the fower of Englands face,
Into his ruin’d Eares, and thus deliuer : Change the complexion of her Maid-pale Peace
Henry Bullingbreoke vpon his knees doth kiffe To Scarlet Indignation, and bedew
King Richards hand,and fends allegeance Her Paftors Grafle wich faithfull Englith Blood.
And true faith of heart tohis Royall Perfon: hither come North. TheKing of Heauen forbid our Lord the King
'Euen at his feet,to lay my Armes and Power, Should fo with ciuvill and vacinill Armes
Prouided,that myg Banithment repeal’d, Be rufh’d vpon: Thy thrice-noble Coufin,
And Lands reftor’d againe,be freely graunted : Harry Bullingbrooke,doth humbly kiffe thy hand,
If not,lIle vie th’aduantage of my Power, And by the Honerable Tombe he fweares,
And lay the Summers duft with fhowers of blood, That ftands vpon your Royall Grandfires Bones,
Rayn’d from the wounds of {laughter’d Englifhmen; And by the Royalties of both your Bleods,
The which,how farre off from the mind of Ballmgbrooke | (Currents that {pring from one moft gracious Head)
It is, fuch Crimfon Tempeft fhould bedrench And by theburied Hand of Warlike Gaunt,
The frefh greene Lap of faire King Richards Land, And by the Worth and Honor of himfelfe,
My ftooping dutie tenderly fhall fLew. Comprifing all that may be fworne, or faid,
Goe fignifie as much,while here we march His comming hither hath no further fcope,
Vpon the Graffie Carpet of this Plaine: Then for his Lineall Royalties,and ro begge
Let’s march without the noy(fe of threatning Drum, Infranchifement immediate on his knees :
That from this Caftles tatter'd Battlements Which onthy Royall partie graunted once,
Our faire Appointments may be well perus'd, His glittering Armes he will commend to’Ruft,
Me thinkes King Richard and my felfe fhould meet His barbed Steedes to Stables,and his heart
Withno leffe terror then the Elements " To faithfull feruice of your Maijeftie :

.| Of Fire and Water,when their thundring fmoake This {weares he.as he is a Prince, is iuft,
T At meeting teares the cloudie Cheekes of Heauen : Andas [ am aGentleman, ] credic him,
Be hethe fire,Ile be the yeelding Water; Rich. Northumberland,{ay thus: The King returnes,
TheRage be his,while on the Earth I raine His Noble Coufin is right welcome hither,
My Waters on the Earth, and not on him. | And all the number of his faire demands
March on,and marke King Richard how helookes. | Shalibe accomplifh’d without contradié&ion :
Parle without, and anfwere within : then a Flowyifh. | With all the gracious vterance thou haft,
Ewnter onthe Walls,Richard,Carlile, Anmerle,Scroop, | Speake to his gentle hearing kind commends.

Salisbury.
See,fee, King Richard doth himfelfe appeare
As doth the blufhing difcontented Sunne,

Wedoedebale our felt‘c(Cbuﬁn)rioe we not,
To looke {o poorely,and ro fpeake (o faice ?
Shall we call back Nsrthumberland, and {end

From out the fierie Portall of the Eadt, Defiance to the Trayror,and {o die ?
When he perceiues the enuious Clouds are bent Anm.No,good my Lord,let’s fight with gentle words,
Todimme his glory,and to (ftaine the tract Tilltime lend friends,and friends their hclpeful Swords.
Of his bright paflage to the Occident, Rich. OhGod,oh God,that erethis tongue of mine,
Tork, Yetlookes helikeaKing : behold his Eye { That layd the Sentence of dread Banifhment
(Asbrightasis the Eagles) lightens forth On yond prowd man,thould rake it off againe
Controlling Maieftie : alack,alack,for woe, Withwords of footh : Ohthat I were as great
That any harme thould Raine fo faire a thew, Asismy Griefe,or lefler then my Name,
Rich. Wee are amaz’d,and thus long haue we ftood Orthat I could forget what 1 haue beene,
To watch the fearefull bending of thy kaee, Or not remember what I muft be now :
Becaufe we thought our felfe thy lawfull King : Swell'ft thou prowd heart? Ile giue thee [copeto bea,
And if we be,how dare thy ioynts forget Since Foes haue {cope to beat both thee and me.
To pay their awfull dutie to our prefence ? Anm. Northumberland comes backe from Bulling-
If we be not,fhew vs the Hand of God, | brooke.
That hath difmifs’d vs from our Stewardfhip, Rich. What muft the King doe nowsmuft he fubmit?
For well wee know,no Hand of Blood and Bone The King fhall doeit: Muft he he depos’d 2
Can gripe the {acred Handle of our Scepter, The King fhall be contented : Muft he loofe
Vnlefle he doe prophane, fteale,or viurpe. . The Name of King ? o' Gods Name let it goe.
And though youthinke,that all,as you hawe done, Ile giue my Iewels for a fett of Beades,
Haue torne theit Soules,by turning them from vs, My gorgeous Pallace,fora Hcrmitagc,
And weare barren, and bereft of Friends : My gay Apparrell,for as Almes-mans Gowne,
Yet know,my Mafter,God Omnipotent, My figur’d Goblets,for a Difh of Wood,
4 Is muftring in his Clouds, on our behalfe, My Scepter,fora Palmers walking Staffe,
My
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My Subieéts,for a payre of carued Saints,

And my large Kingdome,for a little Graue,

A little lictle Graue,an obfcure Graue.

OrIle be buryed in the Kings high-way,

Some way of common Trade,where Subiedts feet
‘May howrely trample on their Soueraignes Head
'For on my heart they tread now,whileft I liue;
| And buryed once,why not vpon my Head ?
eAumerle,thou weep’(t (my tender-hearted Coufin)
Wee’le make foule Weather with defpifed Teares:
Our fighes,and they, fhall lodge the Summer Corne,
And make a Dearth in thisrenolting Land,

Or thall we play the Wantons with our Woes,

And make fome prettie Match,with thedding Teares ?
As thus : to drop them (till vpon one place,

Till they haue fretted vs a payre of Graues,

Withinthe Earch : and therein lay’d there lyes

Two Kin{men,digg’d their Graues with weeping Eyes?
Would not this ill,doe well 2 Well,well,I fee

I talkebut idly,andyou mock at mee,

Moft mightie Prince,my Lord Northumberland,

What {ayes King Bullingbrooke? Will his Maiettie
Giue Richard leaue to live,till Richard die 2
You make a Legge,and Bullingbrooke {ayes 1.

Noerth., My Lord,inthebafz Court he doth attend
To {peake with you, may it pleale you to come downe,

Rich. Downe,downe I come,like gliR’ring Phaston,
Wanting the manage of vnruly Tades,

In the bafe Court? bafe Court,where Kings grow bafe,
To comeat Traytors Calls,and doe them Grace.

Inthe bafe Court come down: down Court, down King,
Fornight-Owls (hrike,where mofiring Larks fhould fing.

Bull. What fayes his Maieftie ?

North. Sotrow,and griefe of heart
Makes him {peake fondly,like a frantick man;
Yet heis come,

Bull. Srand all aparr,
And fhew faire dutie to his Maieftic,
My gracious Lord,

Rich. Faire Coufin,

Youdebafe your Princely Knee,

To make the bafe Earth prowd with kiffing it.
Me racher had,my Heart might feele your Loue,
Then my vopleasd Eye {ee your Courtefie,

Vp Coufin,vp, your Heart is vp,I know,

Thus high at leaft,although your Knee be low.

Bull, My gracious Lord, I come but for mine
awne, :

Rich. Your owne is yours , and I 2m yours, and
all.
Bull. Sofarre be mine,my moft redoubted Lord,
As my true feruice fhall deferue your loue,

Rich. Well you deferv'd :

They well deferue to haue,
That know the firong’ft, and {ureft way to get,

Vickle giue me your Hand : nay,drie your Eyes,
Teares {hew their Loue,but want their Remedies.
Coufin,1 am too young to be your Father,
Though you are old enough to be my Heire.
What you will haue,Ile gine and willing to,

For doc we muft,what force will haue vs doe.
Set on towards London:
Coufin, isit {fo?

Bull. Yea,my good Lord,

Rich. Then Imuftnot fay,no,

Flonrifbs Exennt.

Scena Quarta.

——

Enter the Qneene, and two Ladies.

O#.What fport fhall we devife here in this Garden, |
To driue away the heauie thought of Care?

La. Madame,wee’lc play at Bowles.

Qn. Twill make me thinke the Worldis full of Rubs,
And thac my fortune runnes againft the Byas,

L4. Madame,wee’le Dance.

Du. My Legges can keepe no meafurein Delighe,
When my poore Hearr no meafure keepes in Griefe.
Therefore no Dancing{Girle) fome other {port,

La. Madame,wee’letell Tales,

Lu. Of Sorrow, or of Griefe ?

La. Of eyther,Madame.

ZGn. Of neyther,Girle.

For if of loy,being altogether wanting,

It doth remember me the more of Sorrow:

Or if of Griefe,being altogether had,

It addes more Sorrow to my want of Joy :

For what 1 haue,I need not to repeat;

And what T want,it bootes not te complaine,

La. Madame,lle fing.

Gr.’Tis well that thou haft caufe ;

But thou fhould’t pleafe me better,would’ft thou weepe.
La. Icould weepe,Madame, would it doe you good.
Fu. AndI could fing,would weeping doc me good,

And neuer borrow any Teare of thee,

Enter a Gardiner and twe Sernants,

But ftay,here comes the Gardiners,

Let’s Rep into the fhadow of thefe Trees.

My wretchednefle,vnto a Rowe of Pinnes,

They'le talke of State: for euery one doth fo,

Againfta Change; Woe is fore-runne with Woe,

Gard. Goebindethou vp yond dangling Apricocks,
Which like varuly Children,make their Syre
Stoupe with oppreffion of their prodigall weight :

Giue fome {upportance to the bending twigges.

Goethou,and like an Executioner

Cut off the heads of too faft growing {prayes,

That looke too loftie in our Common-wealth ¢

All muf be euen,in our Gouernment.

Youthus imploy’d, I will goe root away

The noyfome Weedes,that without profit fucke

The Soyles fertilitie from wholefome flowers.

Ser. Why fhould we,in the compafle of aPale,
Keepe Law and Forme,and due Proportion,

Shewing asin a Modell our firme Eftate ?

When our Sea-walled Garden, the whole Land,

Is fuil of Weedes,her faireft Flowers choakt vp, |

Her Fruit-trees all vopruin’d,her Hedges ruin’d,

Her Knots diforder’d,and her wholefome Hearbes

Swarming with Caterpillers.

Gard. Hold thy peace.

He that hath fuffer’d this diforder’d Spring,

Hath now himfelfe met with the Fall of Leafe.

The Weeds that his broad-fpreading Leaucs did fhelter,

That feem’d,in eating him,to hold him vp,

Are pull’dvp,Root andall,by Bullingbraoke =

I'mcane,the Earle of Wiltlhire,Buflie,Greene.
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Viagare they dead ?
srd. They are,
| 2000 Lallingbrooke hath feiz’d the wafleful] King.
Oh, what piity is iz, that ke had not {o tim’d ]

And dreft his Land.as we this Garden,at time ()ch:l‘c,

And wound the Barke,the skin of our Feuiz- trecs,

Leait being ouer-proud with Sap and Blood,

Withteo much riches ic confound it felfe ?

Hadhe done fo, to great and growing men,

They might haue lird to beare, and he to tafte

Their fruites of dutie. Superfluous branches

We lop away,that be aring i';ougiies may live:

Had he done fo, him(clfe had borne the Crowne,

Which wafte and idle houres_hath quitethrows downe,
Ser. What thinke you the King fhall be depos’d ?
Gar. Deprelt heis already, and depos’d

"Tis doubted he will be. Letters came laft night

Toadeere Friend of the Duke of Yorkes,

Thae tell blacke tydings,

On.0h Lam preft co death through want of {peaking:
Thou old Adams likenefTe, fet 1o drefle this Garden :
How dares thy harfh rude tongue found this vopleafing
What Eue? what Serpent hath tuggefied thee, (newes
Tomake afecondfall of curfed man?

_f Why do’ft thou fay, King Richardis depos'd,

Dar'ft thou, thou little better thing then earth,

Diuine his downfall? Szy, where,when,and how

Cam'fi thou by this ill-tydings ? Speake thou wretch.
Gard. Pardon me Madam, Licle ioy haue I

Tobrearh thefe newes; yet whac I (ay,is tree 5

King Richard, he is in the mi ghty hold

Ot Bullingbreoke, their Forrunes both are weigh'd :

Inyour Lovds Scale, is nothing but himfelfe,

And rome few Vanities, that make him lighe:

Burinthe Ballance of greac Bullingbrooke,
Befides himicife, are all the Englifh Peeres,
And with that oddes he weighes King Richard downe.
Pofte youto London, and you'l finde iz fo,
I {peake ne more, then euery one doth know.
2. Nimble mifchance, that ast o light of foote,
Duthnot thy Embaffage belong tome ?
And am I laft that knowes it 2 Oh thou think'ft
To ferue me laft, that [ may longefl keepe
Thy lorrow in my breaft, Come Ladies goe,
To meetat London, Londons King in woe.
What was I borne to this z that my {ad looke,
Should gracethe Triumph of great Ballingbrooke.
(,;ard’ne:r, for telling me this newes of woe,
I would the Plants thou graft'lt, may neuer grow. Ewit.
G Poore Queen, {o that thy State might be no worle,

—————

I would my skill werc fubieétro thy curfe:

Heere did fhe drop ateare, heerein this place

{le{eca Banke of Rew, fowre Herbe of Grace:
£

Rue, ewn for ruth heere fhorely thall be feene,

Intheremembrance of a Weeping Queene,: -Exit,

Atus Quartus. Seeena Prima.

——

Enter astothe Parliament, Bullingbrooke, Aumerle, Noy-

tolimberland, Percie. Fitz-Water, Surrey,{ arlile, Abbot
of Weftminfter. Heranld, Officers,and Bagos.

Buyﬁgéwaﬁ\e, Call forth Bagets

————

s ,4—?——-—%.-_....“—;-—\___#-___'”__— {
Now Bager, fteely fpeake thy minde,

What thou do’ft know of Noble Gloufers death ;
Who wrought it with the King, and who perform’qd
The bloody Office of his Timeleffe end.
Bag, Then fet before my face, the Lord Anmerle,
Bul. Cofin,ftand forth,and locke vpon that man,
Bgg. My Lord Aam_er!ﬁ, I know your daring tongue
Scornes to vnfay, whatit hath once deliuer’d,
Inthat deadtime, when Gloufters death was plotted,
I'heard you fay, Is not my arme of length, 4
Thatreacheth from the refifull Englifb Court
As farre as Callis, to my Vukles head,
Amongft much other talke, that very time,
I heard you fay, that you had rather refufe
The offer ofan hundred thoufand Crownes,
Thew Bullingbrookes returne to England ; adding withall,
How bleft this Land would be,in this your Cofins death,
Aum. Princes,and Noble Lords -
What anfwer (hall I make to this bafe man
Shall I fo much difhonor my faire Scarres,
On equall termes to giue him chaflicement ?
Either I muft,or haue mine honor foyl'd
With th’Actaindor of his fland’rous Lippes.
There is my Gage, the manuall Seale of death
That markes thee out for Hell. Thou lyeft,
And will maintaine what thou haft f2id, is falfe,
Inthy heart blood, though being all too bafe
To flaine the temper of vy Knighily fword.
Bul. Bagor forbeare, thou fhalt not takeit
Aum, Excepting one, I would he were the
In all this prefence, that hath mow’d me fo,
Fitz. 1f thatthy valour fland on fympathize
Thereis my Gage, Awmerle, in Gage tothine
By that faire Sunne, that fhewes me where thou (tand’ft,
I heard thee fay (and vauntingly thou fpakftit)
That thou wer' canfe of Noble Gloufters dexch,
Ifthou denieftit, twenty times thou Iyeft,
And I will turne thy falfhood to thy harr,
Where it was forged with my Rapiers point,
Aum. Thou dar'R not (Coward) five to fee the day.
Fitz, Now by my Soule, 1would it were this heure,
Aum. Fitzwarer thou are damin'd to hell for this.
Fer, Ausmerle, thou lye'lt this Honor is astrue
In this Appeale, as thou are all vniuft »
And thatthouare foy there T throw my Gage
To proue jt on thee, to th'extreameft point
Ofmomllbrcathing. Seizeir,if thondarft,
“um. Andif do not, may my hands rot off,
And neuer brandifh more reuengeful! Sceele,
Quer the glittering Helmet of my Foe.
Surrey. My Lord Fitz water :
I de remember well, the very time
eAumerle, and you did talke.
Fitz, My Lord,
"Tis very true : You were in prefence then,
And you can witnefle with me, this is true,
Swrrey. As fal(e, by heauen,
AsHeauenit felfe is true,
Fitz. Surrey,thou Lyeft,
Surrey. Difhonourable Boy
That Lye, fhall lie fo heauy on my Sword,
That it fhall render Vengeance, and Reuenge,
Till cheuthe Lye-giver, and thac Lye, doe lye
In earth as quier, as thy Fathers Scull,
In proofe whereof, there 1s mine Honors pawne,
Engageit to the Triall, if thou dar'ft,

vp.
beft
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Fitzw. How fondly do’f¥ thou fpurrea t'omard Horfe?

If I dare eate,or drinke, or bfeathe,or livey - !

I dare meete Swrrg ina W,ldcmcﬁe,

And fpicvpon him, whileft I'fay he Lyes,

And Lyes,and Lyes : thereismy Bond of Faith,
Tortye thee tomy firong Correction. o1 -

As 1 intend to thrive in thisinew World,?
_Aumerleis gniltie of my ttuelAppeale.

Befides,I heard the banifh’d Norfolke ay,

That thou Anmerle didlidend two of thy men,

To execute the Noble Duke ar Cailis.
i Aunm. Somehoneft Chriftian truft me withaGage,
 That Norfolkglyes: here doe I throw downe this,

If he may be repeal’d,totriehis Honer,
 Bull. Thefe differences thall all reft vader Gage,
Till Norfolkebe repeal’d « repeal’d he fhallbe;
And(though mine E ncmxc)achor d againe
Toall his Lands and Seignosies: w hen hee’s return 'd,
Againlt Anmerle we willenforcehis Tryall

Cm{ That honorable day fhallne're be feene,
Many a time bath banifb’d Vorfalke foughe
For lefu Chrift, in glorious EhiiBiinGela
Streaming the Enfigne of the Chriftian Croffe,
Againft black Pwan Tutkes,and Saracens:

And toyl'd with workes of Warre, retyr'd himf{elfe
To Italy,and there at Venice gaue

His Body to that pleafant Countries Earth,

And his pure Soule vnto his Capraine Chuift,
Vinder whofe Colours he had fought fo long.

Bull. Why Bifhop,is Norfolke dead ?

Carl. Asfureas] line,my Lord,

Bull. Sweet peace condut his fweet Soule
To the ¥ ofome of good old Abraham.

Lords Appealants your differéces (hal all reft vader gage,
Till we affigne you to your dayes of Tryail.
Fnter Torke.

Yorke. Great Duke of Lancafter,] come tothee
From plume-pluckt Richard, who with willing Soule
Adopts thee Heire,and his high Scepter yeelds
To the poffeflion of thy Royall Hand.

Afcend his Throne,defcending now from him,
\ Andl;mg live Henry,of that Namethe Fourth.
Buk. . in Gods Name. Il¢ afcend the Regall Throne.

(m'/ Mary, Heauen forbid.

Worft in this Royall Prefence may 1 fpeake,
Yerbeft befeeming me to {peake the truth.
Would God,that any in this Noble Prefence
Were enongh Noble,to be vpright Tudge

Of Noble Richard : then true Noblenefle would
Learne him forbearance from fo foule a Wrong,
What Subieét can giue Sentence on his King 2 s
And who fits here that is not Richards bub:c& 2
Theeues are not iudg’d,but they are by to heare,
Althoughapparant guilt be feene in them

And {hall the figure of Gods Maieftie,

His Captaine,Steward,Deputie eleét,
Anoynted,Crown’ d,plmtcd many yeeres,

Be iudg’d by fubieétyand inferior breathe,

And he himfelfe not prc{emP Oh,forbid it,God,
That ina Chriftian Climate,Soules refin’ de
Should (hew o heynous,black,obfcene a decd.

1 {peaketo Subiets,and a Subieét fpeakes,
Stirr’d vp by Heauen sthus boldly for his King,
My Lord of Hereford here,whom you call King,
Is a foule Traytor to prowd Herefords Kicg.
And if you Crowne him, lec me prophecie,

)
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The blood of Englifh fhallmanure the ground, .

And future Ages groane for his foule Act.:

Peace fhall goe ﬂccpe with Turkes and Infidels;

And in this Seat of Peace,tumulcuows Warres

Shall Kinne with Kinne,and Kinde with Kinde confound.

Diforder,Horror,Feare,and Matinie

Shall hereinhabite,and this Land be call'd

The field of Golgotha,and dead mens Sculls.

Oh,if yowreare this Houfe, againft this Houfe

Te will thewofullef Diuifion proue,

That euer fell vpon this curfed Earth.

Preuent it,cefift it;and lecitnot befo,

Leaft Child,Childs Children cry aoamﬂ you, Woe.
North. Well haue vouargu'd Sir:and for your paines,

Of Capitall Treafon we arzeft you here,

My Lord of Weftmin(ter,be it your charge,

To keepe him fafely,till his day of Ttya}i.

May it pieafe you, Lords,to grant the Commons Suic?
Bull, Fetch hither Richard,that in common view

He may furrender: {fowe fhall proceede

Without fufpition.
Yorke. 1 will be his Condu&. Exiz,
Brll, Lords,you that here are vnder our Arreft,

Procure your Sureties for your Dayes of Anfwer:

Little are we beholding o your Loue,

And little look'd forar. your helping Hands.

Ester Richard and Yorke.

Rich. Alack,why am1 fent for toa King,
Before I haue fthooke off the Regall thoughrs
Wherewith I reign’d ? T hardly yethaue learn’d
Toinfinuate flarter,bowe,and bend my Knee,
Giue Sorrow leaue a while,to tuture me
To this fubmiffion, Yer I well remember
The favors of thefe men : were they not mine?

| Dldthgynotfomeu'necry, Allhayletome?

So Indas did to Chrift ¢ but hein I‘.WC‘UC
Found truthinall but one; 1,in twelue thoufand,nonc.
God faue the I{ing: will no man fay,Amen ?
Am [ both Prieft.and Clarke? well then, Amen.
God faue the King,alchough 1be not hee:
And yet Amenyif Heaven doe thinke him mee.
To doe what feruice, am T {ent for hither 2
Yorke. To doethatoffice of thine owne good will,
Which tyred Maieftie did make thee offer:
The Refignarion of thy State and Crowne
To Hmry ﬁnﬂmgérao!\e
Rich.Giue me che Crown.Here Coufin,feize § Crown
Here Coufin,on this fide my Hand,on tha.fide thine,
Now is this Golden Crowne like a deepe Well,
That owes two Buckets,filling one another,
The emptier ener dancmo in the ayre,
The other downe, vnfc:cnc and full of Water:
That Backer downc, and full of Tearesam I,
Drinking my Griefes,whil’(t you mount vp on high.
Bull. 1 thoucht you i bseen willing to rﬂﬁgne.
Rich.My Crovwne I am but fill my Griefes are mine:
Y ou may my Glories and my State depofe,
But not my Griefes; ftill am I King of thofe.
Bull. P 1 of your Cares you giue me with your Crowne:
Rich.Y our Cares fer vp,donot pluck my Cares downes
My Care,is loffe of Care,by old Care done,
Your Care,is gainc of Care by new Care wonné:
The Cares I giue,] haue, though given away,
They tend the menc,yct ftill with me they ftay:
Bull, Areyou contented torefigne the.Crowne?
d 2 Rich. 1
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Rich. I,no3no0,1: forl muft nothingbees !

Therefore no,no, for I refigne to thee,

Now, matke me how I will vondoe my {elfe;

I giue this heauie Weight from off my Head;
And this ynwicldie Scepter from my Hand,, -
The pride of Kingly fway from out my Heart,
With mine owne T eares I wath away my Balme,
With mine owne Hands I give away my Crowne,
With mine owne Tongue deniemy Sacred Stave,
With mine owne Breath releafe all durious Oathes;
All Pompe and Maicflie I doe'for{weare:

| My Manors,Rents, Reuenues, I forgoe;;

My Aéis,Decrees, and StatutesT denie

God pardoniall Oathes that are broke to'inee,
God keepeall Vowes vnbroke are made to'thee.
Make me,that nothing haue;with nothing gricu'd,
And thou with all pleas’d,thac haft all atchien’d,
Long may*fkthou live in Richards Seat to fir,
And foone:lye Richard inan Earthie Pic.

God [aue King Henry, vn-King'd Richard (ayes,
And {end him many yeeres of Sunne-fhine dayes.
What more remaines ?

North., No more : but that you reade
Thefe Accufations, andthefe grienous Crymes,
Committed by your Perfon,and your followers,
' Againft the Stare,and Profit of chis Land ;

That by confefling them,the Soules of men
May deeme, that you are worthily depos’d.

Rich. MuftTdoce{o? and muft I raucll out
My weau'd-vp follyes ? Gentle Northumberland,
If thy Offences were vpon Record,

Would it not fhame thee,in fo faire a troupe, < u¢
To reade a Leture of them ? If thon would'ft,
There fhould’ft thou finde one heynous Atticle,
Contayning the depofing of a King,

And cracking the {trong Warrant of an Qath,
Mark’d with a Blot,damn’d in the Booke of Heauen,
Nay,all of you,that fland and looke vpon me,
Whil't that my wrerchedneffe doth bait my felfe,
Though {ome of you,with Pifate,wafh yourhands,
Shewing an outward pittie: yet you Pilates

Haue here deliuer’d me to my {fowre Croffe,

And Water cannot walh away your finne.

North. My Lord difpatch,reace o’rethefe Articles.

Rich. Mine Eyes are full of Teares,I cannot fee:
And yet {ale-Water blindes them not fo much,

But they can {ee a fort of Traytors here,
Nay,if I turne mine Eyes vpon my felfe,

I finde my felfe a Traytor with thereft:
ForI haue giuen here my Soules confent,
T?vndeck the pompous Body of'a King ;
Made Glory bafe ; a Soueraigntie,a Slaue ;
Prowd Maieltie, a Subielt; Scate,aPefant.

North. My Lord.

Rich, 'No Lord of thine,thou hnught—infuhing man;
No,nornomans Lotd : [ have no Name,no Title;
No,not that Name was gitien e at the Font,

But’tis v{urpt : alack che heauie day,

That J haue worne fomany Winters ont,

And know not now,what Name to call my felfe,
Obythac T were 1 Mockerie, King of Snow,
Standing before the Sunne of Buyllingbraoke,

To melt my felfe awayin Warer-drops,

Good King,grear King, and yer not greatly good,
And if my word beSterling yet in England,

Let it command a Mirror hither firaigh,

>

T e e e

e e e e

‘Thatit may (hew.me whavaFace I haue,
Since it is Bankgupt of his:Maieftie.
Bull. Goe fome of youw,and fesch a Looking-Glaffe,
North.Read o're this Paper,while y Glaffe doth come.
Rich Fiend,thot tormentsme,ere I cometo Hell,
Bull. Vrge it no more,my Lord Nerzbhumberiand,
North.The Commons will not then be fatisfy’d,
Rich. They (hall be fatisfy’d= 1le reade enotigh,
WhenI doe {ee the very Booke indeede;
Where all my finnes are writ,and that’s my felfe.
Enteronewsth a Glaffe.
Giue me thatGlaffe,and therein will I reade,
No deeper wrinckles yet ? hath Sorrow Reucke
Somany Blowes vpon this Face of mine,
And made no deeper Wounds 2 Oh ﬂatc’ring Glafle,
Like tomy followers inprofperitie, ‘
Thou do’ft beguileme. Was this Facejthe Face
That euery day,vnder his Houfe-hold Roofe,
Did keepe tenthoufand men? Wasshisthe Face,
That like the Sunne,did make beholders winke 2
Is this the Face,which fac’'d fo many follyes,
That was at laft ouc-fac’d by Bullingbrooke ?
A brittle Glory fhineth in this Face,
As brittle as theGlory, is theFace,
Forthereit is, cracke in an hundred thivers,
Marke Glent King,che Morall of this {port,
How foone my Sorrow hath defiroy’d my Face.
Bull, Thefhadow of your Sorrow hath deftroy'd
The fhadow of your Face,
Rieh. Say that agaive,
Thefhadow of my Sorrow : ha,let’s fee,
"Tis very true, my Griefe lyes all within,
And thefe externall manner of 1 aments,
Are meerely thadowes,to the vnfeene Griefe,
That fwells with filence in che tortur’d Soule,
There Iyes the fubflancé: and I thanke thee King
For thy great bountie,that not onely giv’f
Me caule to wayle, but teacheft me the way
Howto lamentthe caufe, Ile begge one Boone,
And then be gone,and trouble youno more,
Shall I obraineit 2
Ball. Nameit,faire Coufin,
Rich, Faire Coufin? Tam greater then a King:
ForwhenIwasa King,my flatterers
Werz then but fubiects; being now a fubieét,
Ihaue a King here to my flaccerer :
Being fo great,] haue noneede to begge.
Bull, Yetaske.
Rich. And fhall I have 2
Bell, Youfhall,
Rich, Then giue me leaue to goe.
Ball, Whither ?
Rich, Whither youwill,{o T were from your fights,
Bull. Gocfome of you,conuey him to the Tower,
Rich, Oh good: conuey: Conueyers are youall,
Thatrife thus nimbly by a true Kings fall,
Bull.On Wednefday next,we folemnly fet downe
Qur Coronation: Lords,prcparc your felues. Exennt,
Abbat. A wofull Pageant haue we here beheld,
Carl. The Woes to come,the Children yetvnborne,
Shall feclethis day as fharpe to them as Thorne,
eAum.Youboly Clergie-men, is there no Plot
Torid the Realme of this pernicious Blot,
e4bbat. Before 1 freely {peake my minde hereing
You (hallnot onely take the Sacrament,
To bury mine intents,butalfo to effed

‘Whae
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What euer I (hall happcin to deuife.
I fee your Browes are full of Difcontent,
Your Heart of Scrrow,and your Eyes of Teares.

 Come home with me to Supper,Ile laya Plot
Shall fhesw vs all a merry day.

Exennt.

e et e et

Aetus Quintus. Scena Prima.

Enter Queene and Ladies.
Qw. This way the King will come: this is the way
To fulins Cafsrs ill-ereted Tower:
To whofe flint Bofome,my condemned Lord
Is doom’d a Prifoner,by prowd Bullingbrooke.
Here let vs ref,if this rebellious Earth
Haue any refting for her true Kings Queene.
Enter Richard. and Guard.
But {oft, but fee, or rather doe not fee,
My faire Rofe wither : yer looke vp; behold,
That you in pittie may diffolue to dew,
And wafhhim frefh againe witn true-loue Teares,
Ah thou,the Modell where old Troy did (tand,
Thou Mappe of Honer,thou King Rickards Tombe,
And not'King Richard : thou moft beauteous Inne,
Why (hould hard-fauor’d Griefe belodg'd inthee,
When Triumph is become an Ale-houfe Guefl,
Rich. Toynenot with griefe,faire Woman, do not fo,
To make my end too fudden : learne good Soule,
To thinke our former State a happie Dreatne,
From which awak’d,che truth of what weare,
Shewes vs but this. Iam fworne Brother(Sweer)
To grim Neceffitie; and heeand I
Will keepe a League rill Death, High thee to France,
And Cloyfter thee in fome Religious Houfe :
Our holy lives muft winnea new Worlds Crowne,
Which our prophane houres here haue ftricken downe,
9u. \What,is my Richard both in {hape and minde
Transform’d,and weaken'd ¢ Hath Ballingbrooke
Depos’d thine Intellet ? hath he beene in thy Heart ?
The Lyon dying,thrufleth forth his Paw,
And wounds the Earth,if nothing elfe,with rage
Tobeo're-powr’d : and wilt thon,Pupill-like,
Take thy Correction mildly, kific the Rodde,
And fawne on Rage with bafe Humilitie,
‘Which art 2 Lyon, and a King of Beafts ?
Rich. A King of Beafts indced: if aught but Beafts,
I had beene Rilla happy King of Men,
Good(fometime Queene)prepare thee hence for France:
Thinke Iam dead,and that euen here thoutak'ft,
As from my Death-bed,my laft living leaue,
In Winters tedious Nighes it by the fire
With good old folkes, and let them tell theeTales
Of wofull Ages,long agoe betide :
And ere thoubid gond-night,to quit their griefe,
Tell thou the lamentable fall of me,
And fend the hearers weeping to their Beds :
For why? the {enceleffe Brands will fympathize
The heauie accent of thy mouing Tongue’
And in compallion,weepe the fire out :
And fome will mourne in afhes, fome coale-black,
For the depofing of arightfull King.
 Emter Northumberland,
North.My Lord,the mind of Bullingbrooke is chang’ds

Y ou muft to Pomfret,not vato the Tower.
And Madame,there is order ta'ne foryou:
Wich all Cwift fpeed,youmuft away to France,
Rich. Northumberiand,thou Ladder wherewithall
The mounting Bellingbrooke afcends my Throne,
The time fhall not be many houres of age,
More then it is,ere foule finne, gathering head,
Shall breake into corruption: thou thalt thinke,
Though he diuide the Realme,and giue thee halfe,
Tt is too little,helping him to all 3
He fhall thinke, that thou which know’ft the way
To,plant vnrigh:full Kings,wilt know againe,

| Beingne're fo little vrg'd another way,

To pluck him headlong from the v{urped Throne.
The Loue of wicked friends conuerts to Feare ;
That Feare,to Hate 3 and Hate turnes one,or both,
To worchie Danger,and deferued Death,
Norch. My guilt be on my Head;and there an end:
Take lcaue,and part,for you muft part forchwith.
Rich. Doubly divorc’d?(bad men) ye viclate
A two-fold Marriage ; twixt my Crowne,and me,
And then betwixt me,and my marryed Wife.
Let me va-kif= the Oathtwixt thee,and me;
And yet not {o,for with a Kifle ‘twas made.
Part vs, Nosthumberland : I,towards the North,
Where fhiuering Cold and Sickneffe pincs the Clyme::
My !
She came adorned hither like fweec May
Sent back like Hollowmas, ot (hort'(t of day,
94, And muft we be divided ? muft we pare?
Rich, I,hand from hand(my Loue)and heart fi6 hear:
Qs Banifhvs both,and fend the King wich me,
« North, Thatwere fome Loue,but lictle Pollicy,
Du. Then whither he goes,thither let me goe.
Rich.So two together weeping makeone Woe.
Weepe thou for me in France; LLfor thee heere :
Better farre off, then neere,be ne’re the neere.
Goe,count thy Way with Sighes; I,mine with Groanes.
Q#. Solongeft Way (hall haue the longeit Moanes.
Rich.Twice for one ftep lle groane,y Way being {hoit,
And peece the Way out with a heauie heart.
Cotmne,come,in wooing Sorrow let’s be bricfe,
Since wedding it there is fuch length in Griefe :
One Kiffe (hall top our mouthes, and dumbely part
Thus gine I mine,and thus take Irhy heart.
Qn. Giue memine owneagainestwereno good part,
To take on me to keepeyand kill thy heart,
So,naw I haue mine owne againe,be gone,
That 1 may ftriue ro kill ic wich agroane.
Rich.We make Woe wanton with this fond delay :
Once more adieu; the reft,ler Sorcow fay. Exeunt,

Scena Secunda,

Enter Yorke,and bis Driche(fe.

Duch.My Lord,you told me you would tell thereft,
When weeping made you breake the ftory off,
Of our two Coufing comming into London,

Yorke. Where did I leave ?

Duch. Acthatfad foppe,my Lord,
Whete rude mif-gouern’d hands, from Windowes tops,
Threw dult and rubbifh on King Richards head,

ds Torke. Then :

reene to France : fromwhence,{ct forch in pompe, |
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" Yorke. Then,as1 faid, the Duke,great Ballingbrooke,
Mounted vponahot and fiérie Steed, S
Which his afpiring Rider {eem’d to know,
With flow; but ftately pace, kept on his courfe s
Whileall tongues cride, God faue thee Eullingbrooke.
You would bave thought the very windowes {pake,
So many greedy lookes of yong and old,
Through Calements datted their deliring eyes
Vpon his vifage: and that all the walles,
With painted Imagery bad faid az once,
Tefu preferue thee, welcom Bullingbrooke,
Whillt he, from one fide to the other toming,
Bare-headed, lower then his proud Steeds Iiécke,
Befpake them thus : I thanke you Countrimen :
And thus @ill doing, thus he pat along.
Dusch. Alaspoore Richard,where rides he the whil@?
Yorke. AsinaTheater, the eyes of men
Aftera well grac’d Ator leaues the Stage,
Arcidlely bent on him that enters nex,
Thinking his prattle ro be tedious »
Euen {o, or with much more contempr, mens cyes
Did {cowle on Richard :no man ¢ride, God fave him
No ioyfull tongue gaue him his welcome home,
But duft was throwne vpon his Sacred head,
Which with {uch gentle forrow he fhooke off,
His face full combating with teares and fmiles
(The badges ofhis greefe and patience)
That had not God (for fome firong purpofe) fieel'd
The hearts of men, they muft perforce hane melted,
And Barbarilime it felfe haue pittied him.
But heauen hatha hand inthefe events,
To whofe high will we bound our calme contents.
To Bullingbreoke, are we fwo‘rne Subieéts now,
Whofe State,and Honor, I for aye allow.
Eunter s Aumerle,
Dyut. Heere comes my {onne Aumer/e,
Yor. Anmmerlethat was,
But that is loft, for being Richards Friend,
And Madam, you muft cali him Retlund now:
Tamin Parliament pledge for his trath,
And lafting fealtie to the new-made King,
Dyt. Welcome my fonne : who are the Violets now,
That firew the greene lap ofthe new-come Spring 2
Aum, Madam, 1 know nor,nor I greatly care not,
God knowes, T had as liefe be none,as one.
Yorke.Well, beare you well in this new-{pring of time
Leaft yoube cropt before you come to prime,
What newes from Oxford?Hold thofe Tufts & Triumphs?
Awm. Foroughtlknow my Lord,they do.
Yorke. YouwillbethereIknow.
Awms. 1fGod prevent not, [ purpofe fo,
Yor.What Seale is that that hangs without thybofom?
{ Yea,look’t thou pale > Let me fee the Writing,
Aum. My Lotd, tisnothing,
Torke, WNo matter then who (ees it,
I will be fatisfied, lec me fee the Writing,
Awm. 1debelzech your Grace topardon me,
It is 2 matter of fmall confequence,
Which for fome reafons T would not haue feene.
Yorkes Which for fome reafons fir,I meaue to fees
Ifeare, I feare. :
Dut. What (hould you feare ?
| “Tis nothing but fome bond, that he is enter'd into
For gay apparrell,againft the Triumph.
Yorke. Bound to himfelfe? What doth he with aBond
That he is bound to'? Wife,thou art a foole, :
3 S
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Boy, let me fee the Writing,
Awum. 1dobefeechyou pardon me,I may not (hew i,
Yor, Iwillbe fatisfied:let me fee it I fay.  Sratches it
Treafon, foule Treafon, Villaine, Traitor,$laue,
Dut. What's the matter, my Lord ?
Torke. Hoa, who’s within there? Saddle my horfe,
Heauen for his mercy : what treachery is heere ?
Dat. Why,whatis’t my Lord ?
Torke. Giue memy boots, I fay : Saddle my horfe :
Now by my Honor, my life, my troth,
I will appeach the Villaine,
Dne. What isthe matter ?
Yorke. Peace foolith Woman, *
Dut. 1will notpeace, 'What is the matter Sonne?
Anm. GoodMotherbe content, it is no more
Then my peore life muft anfwer,
Dut, "Thy life anfiver ?
Enter Sernant with Boots.
Tor. Bring me my Boots, I will ynto the King,
Dur. Strike him Aumerle. Poore boy, §art amaz’d,
Hence Villaine, neuer more come jn my fighe,
Tor. Giue me my Boots,I fay,
Daut. \Why Yorke, what wile thoudo?
Wilt thonnot hide the Trefpaffe of thine owne ?
Haue wemore Sonnesp Or are we like to haue ?
Is not my teeming date drunke vp with time?
And wiltthou plucke my faire Sonne from mine Age,
And rob me of a happy Mothers name ?
Ishenotlikethee? Is he not thine owne p
Tor, Thou fond mad woman :
Wilt thou conceale this darke Confpiracy?
A dozen of them hecr. haue rane the Sacrament,
Andinterchangeably fet downe their hands
Tokill the King at Oxford,
Dz, Hefhall benone:
Wee'l keepe him heere : then what is that to him 2
Tor. Awayfond woman : were hee twenty times my
Son, I would appeach him,
Dut. Hach thou groan’d for him as T'haue done,
Thou wouldeft be more piteifull :
Butnow 1 know thy minde ;thou do’'fl fufpect
ThatI haue bene difloyai] co thy bed,
And that he is a Baftard, not thy Senne s
Swect Yorke, fweet husband, be not of that minde :
Heisas like thee,as aman may bee,
Not like to me, nor any of my Kin,
AndyetIlouehim,
Yorke. Make way, voruly Woman, Exit
Dat. After Aumerle, Mount thee vpon his horfe,
Spurre poft, and get before him to the King,
Andbeggethy pardon, ere he do accufe thee,
Ie not be long behind : though Ibe old,
I doubt not butto ride as fait as Yorke:
And neuer will Irife vp from the ground,
Till Bullingbrooke haue pardon’d chee: Away be gone, Exit

Scoena Tertia,

Enter Bullingbrooke, Percie,and other I ords.
Bul. Canno man tell of my vnchriftie Sonne?
"Tis foll threemonthes fince T did fee himlag,
Ifany plague hang ouerys, tis he,
I would to heanen{my Lords)he might be found:
Enquireat London,’mengft the Tauernes there :

For
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For there (they fay) he dajly doth frequent,

{ With voreftrained loofe C \,ompamons

Euen fuch (they fay) as ftand in narrow Lanes,

And rob our Wazch, and beate our paﬂ‘cngcrs
Which he, yong wantou, and effeminate Boy
Takes on the point of Honor, to fupport
Sodiffolute a crew,

Per,My Lord, fome two dayes fince I {aw the Prince,
Andtold him of thefe Triumphes held at Oxford.

Bzl. And what faid the Gallant ?

Per. His anfwerwas : hewsould vnto the Stewes,
And from the common’ft crearure plucke a Gloue
Andweare it as a faucur, and wi-n that
He would vnhorfe the luflieft Challenger.

B#nl. Asdiffolute asdefp’rate, yet through both,

I {fce fome fpm\cs of better nope : which elder dayes
May happily bring forth, But who comes heere ?
Cuter Awmerle,

Aum, Whereis the King ?

Bul. What meancs ou"(.,ofn that hee (tares
And lookes fo w:HFIy

Anm.God fave } our Grace.I do befeech your Maiefty
To haue fome conference with your Grace alone.

Bul. Withdraw your felues.and leaue vs here alone :
What is the matter with our Cofin now ?

Aurz. For euer may iy knees yrow to the earth,
My tongue cleauc to my roofe within my mouth,

Vil efea“1r10n ere I rife,or {peake.

Bul. Inteaded, or committed was chis faulc ?

If on the firft, how heynous ere it bee,
To win thy after loue, T p°rdon thee.

Aum. Then gine me leaue,that I may wrne thekey,
That no man cmcr,t ill my tale me done.

B!, Have thy defize Yorke within,

To» My Llcm: bcwa" looke to thy felfe,

hou hafta Traitor inthy prcfﬂnce there.

Bul. Villaine, Ile make thee (afe,

Aum. Scay thy reuengefull hand, thou haft no caufe
to feare.

Yorke. Openthe doore, fecure foole- hardy King :
Shall 1 for Iouc ‘pewkcrrﬁafan to le face?

Open the docre, or I will breake it open,
Euter Yorke.

Bul. What is the matter(Vokle){peak,tecouer breath,
Tell vs haw neereis danger,

That we may arme vs to encounter it.

ZTor. Perufe this writing heere,and thou fhalt know
Thereafon that my hafte forbids me {how.

Aum. Remember as chouread’ft, thy promife paft :
I do repent me, reade not my name there,
My heact is not confederate with my hand.
Tor, Ttwas (villaine) ere thy hand did fetit downe.
I toreit from the Traitors bofome, King .
Feare,and not Loue, begets his penitence 3
Forget to pitty him, leaft thy pitey proue
A Serpent,that will fiing thee to the heart, -
Bul, Ohl heinons,firong and bold Confpiracie,
O loyall Father of a uc’zchxrm Sonnes
Thou fheere, immaculare,and iluer tountaine,
From whence this freame, threngh muddy pam”
Hath had bis current, and defil’d himfelfe,:
Thy ouerflow of good, conuerts to bad,
And thy abundant goodnefle (hall excufe
This deadly Mor,m thy um‘cﬂ’no {onne.

Yorke. Sofhall my Verrun be h1s Vices bawd,

And he fhall fpend mine Honour,with his Shame s
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As thriftlee Sonnes, their fcramnr‘ Fathers Goldy

Mine honor liues, whenhis dithonor dies,

Or my tham'd life, in his dithonor lies :

Thou kill’'ft mein hls life, giuing him breath,

The Traitor liues, the true man’s put to death.

Datcheffe withia,
Dut. Whathoa{my Liege)for heauens fake }ctmc"n

Byl What fhrill.voic'd Qupp iant,makes this eagercry?
Dut. A woman, and thine Aunt (great King) tis .

Speake with me, pitty me, open the dore,

A Begger begs, that neuer begg’d before,

Bul, Our Scene1salter’d from a {erious thmﬁ

And now.chang'd to the Begger,and the Ki ing.

My dangerous Lol:-s,lew ut ‘\.omcr in,

Iknow fhe’s come, to pray for your foule fin,

Yorke: 1fthoudo pardon, w fmioc uer pray,

More finnes for this torgiuenefle pxofner 1ays

Thisfefter’d ioynt cut off, thereft refis found,

This leralone,will all the reft confound.

Euter Dutcheffe.
Dut, OKing, beleeue not cthishard-heartedman,

Loue, loving not it {¢lfe, none other can.

Fer. Thoufranticke wowmr‘, \r:h'v doft §make he

Shall thy old dugges, ence more a Traitor reare ?
Dut, Sweet Yorkebe m:imt)hcare m: gentle Liege.
Bal. Rife vp good Aunt,

Dut. Notyet I thee befeech,

For euer will I kneele vpon my koees,

And neuer fee day, that the happy fees,

Till thou giue ioy . varill thou bid me io y

Byuardr‘mdv Rutland, my tranf fgrefling Boy.

Aum, Vn'ou‘y mr}mcw;myreq Ibmdmy knee.
farke Againft them both,my true ioynes bended be,
Dut. Pleades he in earneft? Looke vpon his Face,

His eyes do drop no teares:his prayres are inieft :

His words come from his mouth, ours from our breft.

He prayes wcfdmtly and would be denide,

Wepray with heart, and foule,and all befide :

His weary ioynts woui gladly rife, I know,

dur knees fhall kneele, till to the groundt they grows

His prayers are full of .b.l!e hypocrifie,

Ours of true zeale, and deepe integritie s

Our prayers do out-pray his,then fet them hauve

That mercy,which rrue prayers oughr to haue.
l’z . Good Aunt ftand vp.
Dut. MNay,d mmi'y (and vps

Bm Pardeo firt, and afterwards ftand vp,

ndif I were thy Nuzrfe,thy tongue to teach,

Pardon fheuld bethe firft word of thy fpeach.

I neuer long’d to heare word till now :

Say Pdldul!(hlll et pitty teach thee how,

Theword is {hort: but not {o thort as fwezt,

No word like Pardon,for Kings mouth’s fo meet.
Torke. Soeake it in French(King ){ay Parden’ne moy.
Dt Doft thouteach pardon, Pardon to deftroy?

Ah my fowre husband,my hard-hearted Lord,

That{et’s the word it {t h\,,ugamﬁ the word.

Speake Pardongas “tis currant in our Land,

The chopping French we do not vnderﬂand.

Thine eycbegins to fpeake, fec thy tongue there,

Orin thy pzttcous heart, plantthou thine eare,

That 1ea1mu how our plaints and prayres do pearce,

Pitty may moue thee, Pardon to reheatfe.

Bul. Good Aunt fland vp.
Dut. I donot iuc to ftand,

Pardonis all the {uite 1 hauein h;md,

5

Bul,
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Bul, 1pardon him,as heauen {hall pardonmee,
Dut. Ohappy vantage of a kneeling knee :
Yetam I ficke for feare : Speake it againe,
Twice faying Pardop, doth not pardon twaine,
But makes one parden ftrong,
Bul. 1pardonhim with all my hart,
Dut. A Godonearth thou are,
Bul. Butfor our trufty brother-in-Law,the Abbot,
With all the ret of that conforted crew,
Delrution ftraight thall dogge them at the heeles :
Good Vnckichelpeto order feverall powres
To Oxford,or where ere thefe Trzitors are
They fhallnot live within this world I fweare,
But I will haue them, if I once know where.
Vnekle farewell, 2nd Cofin adieu:
Your mother well hath praid,and proue you true,
Dnt/Come my old fon,I pray heauen make thee new.
Exennt.

-

Enter Extonand Servants.,
Ext. Didft chounot markethe King what words hee
{pake? _

Haue Ino friend will rid me of this living
Wasitnot fo?

Ser. Thofe were his very words,

Ex, HaueIno Friend?(quoth he:)he (pake it twice,
And vrg'dit twice togecher, did he not ?

Ser. He did,

Ex, And (peaking it, he wiftly lock’d on me,
Aswho(hould fay, I would thou wer't the man
Thatwould divorce this terror from my heart,

feare:

The Lifeand Death of Richard the Second, |

Meaning the King at Pomfret : Come, let’s goe ;
I am the Kings Friend,and will rid his Foe, Exit,
Scana Quarta.

Exnter Richard,

Rich, Thauebin ftudying, how to compare
This Prifon where I liue, vatothe World :
And for becaufe the world is populous,

And heere is nota Creature, but my felfe '

I cannot doit: yet Iic hammer’t out.

My Braine, lle proue the Femaleto my Soule,

My Soule, the Father:and thefe two beger

A generation of ftill breeding Thoughts;

And thefe fame Thoughts, people this Little World
In humors, like the people of this world,

For nothought is contented. The better fore,

As thoughts of things Diuine, are illltcrm'i:u

With {cruples, and do fet the Faith it felfe

Againft the Faith:as thus: Come litle ones: & then again,

Itisas hard to come, as fora Camell

o thred the pofterne of a Needles eve.
i

Thoughts tending to Ambition,.they do pior:

Vnlikely wonders s how thele vaine weake nailes

May teare a paffagethrough the Flinty ribbes

Ofthis hard world, my ragged prifon walles:

And for they cannot, dye in their owne pride.

Thoughts tending to Content,flatter themfelues,
L B

That they are not the firft of Fortunes flaues,

Nor fhallnot be the laft. Like filly Beggars,
Who fitting inthe Stockes, refuge their fhame
That many haue, and others muft fit there ;
And in this Th ought, they finde a kind of eafe,

Bearing their owne misfortune on the backe
Offuch as haue before indurd the like,
Thus play I in one Prifon, many people,

And none contented, Sometimesam IKing ;
Then Treafon makes me wifh my felfe aBeggar,
And foTam. Then crufhing penurie,
Perfwades me, I was better whena King :
Then am 1 king’d againe : and by and by,
Thinke that Tam vn-king’d by Bublingbrooke,
And ftraight am nothing. But what ere am,
Nor Iynorany man, that but man is,

With nothing fhall be pleas’d, till he be eas’d
Withbeing nothing, Muficke do Ihearep
Ha, ha? keepe time : How fowre fweer Muficke is,
When Timeis broke, and no Proportion kept 2

Sois itin the Muficke of mens liues s

And heere haue [ the daintine(fe of eare, '

To heare time broke in a diforder’d firing :

But for the Concord of my State and Time,

Had noran eareto heare my true Time broke,

I wafted Time, and now doth Time wafle me :

For now hath Time made me his numbring clocke ;
My Thoughts,are minutes ; and with Sighes they iarre,
Their warches on vito mine eyes,the oucward Watch,
Whereto my finger, like a Dialls point,

Is pointing flill, iv cleanfing them from teares,

Now fir, the found that tels what houre it Sy

Are clamorous groanes, that firike vpon my heare,
Which is the bell : {o Sighes,and Teares,and Grones,
Shew Minutes,Houres,and Times : but iny Time
Runs poafting on, in Bullingbroskes proud ioy,

While I ftand fooling heere, his iacke o'th'Clocke,
This Muficke mads me, let it {found no more,

For though ic haue holpe madmen to their wis,
Inwe icfeemes, it will make wife-inen mad ;
Yerbleffing on his heart char giuesitme;

For’tisa fiane ofloue, and loue to Richard,
Isaftrange Brooch, in this all-hating world,

Enter Groome.
Groo, Haile Royall Prince.
Rich. Thankes Noble Peere,

The cheapeft of vs, is ten groates too deere,

Whatart thou ? Andhow com’ft thou hither?

Where no mao euer comes,but that fad dogge '
Thatbrings me food, to make misforcune fine ?

Groo. I was a poore Groome of thy Stable (King)
When thou wer’ King:who trauelling towards Yorke,
With much adoo, ar length have gotten leaue
Tolooke vpon my(fometimes Royall) mafters face.
O how it yern'd my heart, when I beheld
In London freecs, that Coronation day,

When Bullingbraske rode on Roane Barbary,
That barfe, that thou {o ofien haft beftrid,
Thachorfe, that I fo carefully haue dreft,

Rick. Rodeheon Barbary? Tellme gentle Friend,
How wenthe ynder him ?

Groo. So proudly,as ifhe had difdain’d the ground.

Rich. So proud, that Bullingbrooke was on his backe;
That Iade hath eate bread from my Royall hand,

This hand hath made him proud with clapping him.
Would he not ffumble? Would he not fal] downe
(Since Pride muft haue 2 fall) and breake the necke
Of that proud man, that did viurpehis backe ?
Forgivenefle horfe : Why do1 raile on thee,

Since thou created to beaw’d by man

Was'tborne to beare? I wasnot madea hetfe,

Mufick
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And yctlbcarc a burthen likean A[TC, The manner of their cgk'mg may appeare ;
| Spur-gall'd, and tysd byiauncing Bullingbraiké. ' -Aclatge difeourfed in this paperhere. ~
Enter Kecper withg Difb. o Bl We thank thee gentle Perey for thyrpaines,
| Keep. Feltawiigive plageHeereicnodangeifiay, = < I And ro thiwerth will adde rightworthy gaines,
:Q Rich. " 1fchoulous me s ¥iave thou ey Eaway., | © e Buter Fitmomghers, S04
I Gros, What'my %!fgiié“d'ﬁﬁot;thut“-ff;;'h’ﬁrt”{})all" ‘Fitz. My Lérd’ 1 haue from'Oxford (eht fo London,
fay. , _ Exit. | The heads of Broccas,and Sir Bener Seel 3 -
Keep. My Lord, wilk pleafe ypu to fall too 2 & Two ofthe dangerous conforted Traitors,
Rich. | Taftejaf it firl}, as théuwer't wéngtp doo. - & That fought at Oxford, thy dire ouerthrow. +
€ Keep. My Lord I darenot : Sir Pierce of Exton, Bul. Thy paines Fitzxwaters fhall not be forgor,
Who lately came from th'King ¢omunrands the contrary.” Right Noble is thy merit, well Iweor.
Rich, The diuell eake Hewric of Lancaftérand thee ;7 - Euter Percy and Carlile,
Patience is ftale, and T am weary ofi. g 6 “Per. The grand Confpirator, Abbot of Weftminfler,
Keep, Helpe,helpe,belpe.si With clog of Confcience, and fowre Melancholily,
Hath yeclded vp bis body to the graue :
Enter Exton and Serwants, Butheere is Carlile, living to abide,
Ri, How now?what meanes Deathinthis rude affale® Thy Kingly doome,and fentence of his nride,
Villaine, thine owne hand yeeldsthy deachs infirument, Bal. (arlile,this is your doome :
Go thou and fill another roome in hell, Choofe out fome fecret place, fome reuerend roome
Exton ffrikes him downe. | More then thou haft, and with it ioy thy life:
That hand thall burne in neaer-quenching fire, So as thou liv’{t in peace, dye free from (rife:
Thac ftaggers thus my perfon.. Exton, thy fierce hand, For though mine enemy. thouhaft euer beene,
Hath with the}iings blood, flain’d the K.mgs own land. High fpal‘kes of Honorin thee have I {eene.
Mount, moupt my {oule, thy feate is vp on high, Enter Extonwith a Coffin,
Whil't my grofle fle(h finkes d?wnward,hc ere todye. Exton, Great King, withirs chis Coffin I prelear
Exton. Asfull of Valor, as of Reyall blood, Thy buried feare. Heerein all breathleffe-lies 5
Bothhaue I {pile : Oh would the deed were good. The mightieft of thy greateftenemies 7 X
For now the diuell, that teld me [ did well, Richard of Burdeaux, by me hither brought:
Sayes, that this deede is chronicled in hell, Bul, Extom, Ithanke'theenot, for thonha® wrou pht
% This deadKing to the living King Ile beare, Ardeede of Slaughter, withthy fatali hand, hilsoe
Takehence the reit,and giue them buriall heeres  &xir, Vpon my head, and all chisfamous Land. !/ A |
Ex.From yourownemouthmy Lord did Tthis deed! :
i —— S Bul, They louenot poyfon,that do poyfonneede, ! |

SC‘&E‘?Z&Z '%z'nm. Nordo I Lhcc:/though I did wifh him deady
¥ Ihate the Murtherer, loue him murthered:
The guilt of confcience take'thou for thy labouy,

Flourifb. - Enter Bullingbrooke,Yovke, with But neither my good word, nor Princely fauour,
other Lords ¢ atrendants, With (aine go wander through the (bade of night,

Bul. Xinde Vnkle Yorke, thelatelt newes we heare, Aund neuer fhew thy head by day, ror light.
Is that the Rebels haue. confum’d with fire Lords, I proteft my fouleis full of woe,
Qur Towne of Ciceter in Gloucefterfhire, ” That blood fhould fprinkle me, to make me grows
But whether they be tane or flaine, we hearenor. Come mourne with me, for that T do lameng,

Enter Northumberland, And puton {ullen Blacke incontinenc:

Welcome my Lord : Whatis the newes ? Ile makea voyage to the Holy-land,

Nor. Firftro thy Sacred State, wifh1all happineffe: | To wafh this blood off from my guilty hand,
The next newes is, I haue to London fent l March {adly after, grace my mourning heere,
The heads of Salsbury Spencér, Blunt and Kenr: | Inweeping after this vitimely Beere. Bcennit,

FINIS.




