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Rich. Buen {o,and pleafe your Worlhip Brakenbary,
{ Youmay partake of any thing we fay :
| We fpeakeno Treafon man ; We fay the King
Is wife and vértuous, and his Noble Queene
Well ftrooke in yeares, faire,and not iealious.
W e fay, that Shores Wife hath a pretty Foor,
A cherry Lip, abonny Eye, a palsing pleafing tongues
And that the Queenes Kindred are made gentle Folkes,
How fay you fir? can you deny all this ?
Bra. With this (my Lord) my {elfe haue neught to
doo.
Ricls Nanght to do with Miftris Shere?
I tell chiee Fellow, he that doth naught with her
(Excepting one) were beft to do it fecretly alone.
Bra. Whatone,myLord?
Rich, Her Husband Knaue,would’ft thoubetray me?
Bra. 1dobefecchyourGrace
To pardon me, and withall forbeare
Y our Conferenee with the Noble Duke.
(’a. Weknow thy charge Brakenbury and wil obey:.
Rick, Wearethe Queenes abiects,and muft obey:.
Brother farewell, I will vntotheKing,
And whatfoe’re you will imploy me in,
Wereit to call King Edwards Widdow,Sifter,
I will performe it to infranchife you.
Meane time, this deepe difgrace in Brotherhood,
Touches medeeper then you can imagine,
{l. 1know it pleafeth neither of vs well.
Rich. Well,your imprifonment fhall not be long,
I will deliuer you, or elfe lye for you :
Meane time, haue patience.
Cla. 1muft perforce : Farewell. Exit Clar.
Richk Go treade the path that thou fhalt ne've return:
Simple plaine (arence, I do loue thee fo,
That I will fhortly fend thy Soule to Heauen,
If Heauen will take the prefent at our hands.
But who comes heere? the new delivered Haffings?

Enter Lord Haflings.

Haft. Good time of day vnto my gracious Lord.
Rich. Asmuch vntomy good Lord Chamberlaine:
Well are you welcome to this open Ayre,
How hath your Lordfhip brook’d imprifonment?
Haft.  With patience(Noble Lord)as prifoners muft:
| But I fhall live (my Lord) to giue them thankes
i That were the canfe of my imprifonment.
Rich. Nodoubt,no doubt,and fo thall Clerence too,
For they that were your Enemies,are his,
And haue preuail’d as much on him,as you,
| Haft. Morepitty,that the Eagles (hould be mew'd,
| Whiles Kites and Buzards play at liberty,
Rich. Whatnewesabroad?
Haft. No newes fo bad abroad,as this at liome:
TheKing is fickly,weake,and melancholly,
And his Phylitians feare him mightily,
Rick, Now by S.Iohn,that Newes is bad indeed.
O he hath kept an euill Diet long,
And ouer-much confum’d his Royall Perfon:
"Tis very greeuous to be thought vpon.
Where, is be, in bis bed ?
Haft. Heis.
Rich. Goyoubeforesand Iwill followyou,
Exit Hqﬁ:’ngf.

He cannot fiue Thope, and muft not dye,
ill George be pack’d with poft-hor(e vp to Heauen,
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Ileinto vrge his hatred more to Clarence,

With Lyes well fteel'd with weighty Arguments,
And if Ifaile notin my deepe intent, :
Clarence hath not another day to liue :

Which done, God take King Edward to his mercy,
And leaue the world for me to bufsle in.

For then, lle marry Warwickes yongeft daughter,
What though I kill'd her Husband,and her Father.
Thereadicft way tomakethe Wench amends,
Is to become her Husband,and her Father -

The which will I,not all fo much for loue,

As for another fecret clofe intent, '

By marrying ber, which I muft reach vnto:

But yet I run before my horfe to Market -

Clarence (till breathes, Edward ftill liues and raignes,
When they are gone, then muft I count my gaincs; Exit

Scena Secunda,

Enter the Coarfe of Henie the fixt with Halberds so gnard if,
Lady Anne being the CMowrner,

eAhne. Set downe,fet downe your honourable load,
IfHonor may be fhrowded in a Herfe s '
Whil't I a-while obfequioufly lament
Th'vatimely fall of Vertuous Lancafter.
Poore key-cold Figure of a holy King,
Pale Athes ofthe Houfe of Lancafter ;
Thou bloodleffe Remnant of that Royall Blood,
Beit lawfull that I inuocate thy Ghoft, :
To heare the Lamentations of poore .Anne,
Wife to thy Edward, to thy flaughtred Sonne;
Stab’d by the felfefame hand that made thefe wounds.
Loe,in thefe windowes that let forth thy life,
I powre the belplefle Balme of my poore eyes,
O curfed be the hand that made thefe holes
Curfed the Hearr, that had the heart to do it :
Cnrfed cheBlood, that let this blood from hence :
More direfull hap betide that hated Wretch
That makes vs wretched by the death of thee,
ThenT can with to Wolues,to Spiders, Toades,
Or any creeping venom'd thing that liues,
Ifeuer he haue Childe, Abortiue be it,
Prodigeous, and vatimely brought to light,
Whole vgly and vnnaturall Afpe&
May fright the hopefull Mother at the view,
And that be Heyre to his vnhappineffe,
If euer he haue Wife, let her be made
More miferable by the death of him,
Then I am made by my young Lord and thee,
Come now towards Chertfey withyour holy Lode,
Taken from Paules, to be interred there. :
And ftill as you are weary of this waight,
Reft you,whiles I lament King Hewries Coasfe.

Enter Richard Duke of Glofter.

Rich, Stay youthat beare the Coarfe, & fetit down.

«An, What blacke Magitian coniures vp this Fiend,
To ftop deuoted charitable deeds ?

Rich, Villaines fet downe the Coarfe,or by S. Paul,
Ile make a Coarfe of him that difob eyes.

Gen. }
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Gen. My Lord frand backe,snd let cthe Coffin pafle,
Rich, Vnmanner'd Dogge,

Stand’ft thou when I commaund :

Aduance thy Halbert higher thenmy breft,

Or by §.Paul Ile ftrike thee to my Foote,

And fpurne vponthee Begger for thy boldneffe.
«Anne, \What do you tremble? are you all affraid ?

Alas, Iblame you not, for yon are Mortall,

And Mortall eyes cannot endure the Diuell.

' Auant thon dreadfull minifter of Hell ;

Thou had'ft but power ouer his Mortall body,
His Soule thou eanft not haue: Therefore be gone,
Rich. Sweet Saint, for Charity,benot fo curft,
A, Foule Diuell;
For Gads {akehence, and trouble vs not,
For thou haft made the happy earth thy Hell :
Fill'd it with curfing cries,and detpe exclaimes :
If thou delight to view thy hieynous deeds,
Behold this pacterne of thy Butcherses.
Oh Gentlemen, {ee,{ee dead Henries wounds,
Open their congeal’d mouthes, and bleed afrefhi,
Blufh,blufh, thou lumpe of fowle Deformitie:
For 'tis thy prefence that exhales this blood
From cold and empty Veines whereno blood dwels,
Thy Deeds inhumane and vonaturall,
Prouckes thisDeluge moft vnnaturall.
O God! which this Blood mad'}, reuenge his death:
O Earth! which this Blood drink’}, reuenge his death,
Either Heau'n with Lightning ftrike the murch'rer dead :
Or Earth gape open wide, and eate him quicke,
Asthou doft {wallow vp this good Kings blood,
Which his Hell-gouern’d arme hath butchered,
Rich, Lady,youknowno Rules of Charity,
Whichrenders good for bad, Bleffings for Curfes.
An. Villaine thou know'ft not law of God nor Man,
No Beaft {o fierce,but knowes fome touch of pitey.
Rieh, ButI know none,and therefore am no Beaft.
Ar. Owonderfull, when diuels tell the truth!
Rich. More wonderfull, when Angels are foangry :
Vouchfafe (dinine perfeétion of a Woman)
Of thefe fuppofed Crimes;to giue meleaue
By circumitance, but to acquit my felfe.
An. Vouchfafe (defus’d infection of man)

1 Of thefe knowne euils, but to giue me leaue

By circumf{tance, to curfe thy curfed Selfe. :
Rich. Fairer then tongue can name thee,let me haue
Some patient leyfure to excufemy felfe.
An. Fouler-thepheart can thinke thee,
Thou can’ft make no excufe currant,q
Buttohang thy felfe.
Rich. By fuch difpaire, I fhould accufe my felfe.
An. Andby dilpairing (haltthou Rand excufed,
For doing werthy Vengeance on thy felfe,
That did’/ vaworthy {langhter ypou others.
Rich, Say that]{lew them not.
A, Then{ay they were not flaine :
But dead they are, and diuellifh flaue by thee.
Rich. 1 did notkill your Husband.
An. Why then he is aliue.
Rich. Nay,heisdead, and {laine by Edwardshands,
Ar. Inthyfoulethroat thou Ly'ﬁ'
Queene (Margaret faw
Thy murd'rous Faulchion fmoaking inhisblood :
The which, thou once didd’ft bend againft herbreft,
But that thy Brothers beateafide the point:
Rich. 1was proucked by her {land’rous tongue,

3

} That laid their guilt, vpon my guiltleffe Shoulders.
An. Thouwas’t proucked by thy blecdy minde,

That neuer dream’ft on oughe but Butcheries:

Did'ft thou not kill chis King ?

Rich, Igrauntye,
Ar. Do'ft grant me Hedge-hopge;

Then God graunt metoo

Thou may'ft be damned for that wicked deede,

O he was gentle, milde,and vertuous,

Rich.The better for the King of heauen that'hath him,
| Awx. Heisinheaven,where thou fhalt newer come.

| Rich. Lethim thanke me, that holpe tofend him thi-

ther:

For he was fitter for that place then earth.

Ar. And thou vnfit for any plare,bue hell,

Rich. Yesoneplace elfe,if you will heare mename it.
Az, Some dungeon,

Rieh. Your Bed-chamber,

e4n. Illreft betide the chamber wherethoulyeft,
Rich. Sowillit Madam,till I lye with you.

An. Thopefo.

Rich. 1know fo. But gentle Lady Auwe,

To leaue this keene encounter of our wittes,

And fall foemething intoa flower method,

Isnot the caufer of the timelefle deaths

Ofthefle Plantagenets, Henrie and Edward,

Asblamefull asthe Execurioner, ‘

An., Thouwas’t the caufe,and moft aceurft effe,
Rich. Yourbeaiity was the caufe of thateffe& :

Your beauty, that did havnt meinmy {leepe,

To vndertake the death ofall the world,

So I might liue one hotre in your {fweet bofome,”

An. IfIthoughtthat, Iteltthee Homicide, -

Thefe Nailes fhould rent thiat beauty from my Cheekes.
Rich. Thefe eyes could not endure ybeauties wrack,

You fhould notblemifh it, if I flood by ;

Asall the world is cheared by the Sunne,

So Ibythat : It is my day, my life.

Ax. Blacke night ore-fhadethy day,8 death
Rich. Curfe not thy felfe faire Creature,

Thou art both,

| An 1would I were, to bereuenpg’d onthee,

|, Rich, Itisaquarrell moft vonarurall,

To be reveng’d on him that1oucth thee.

An., Itisaquarrellinft andreafonable,

Tobe reueng’d on him tharkil’d my Husband.
Rich. Hethatberefithe Lady of thy Husband,

Did it to helpe thee to a betcer Husband,

«An. His better doth not breath vpon the edrth.
Rich, He liues,that loues thee becter then he could,
An. Name him. e

Rich, Plantagenet,

s, Why that was he,

Rieh, Thefelfefame name,but one of better Nature.
An. Whereishe? £
Rieb. Heere: e Spitsat bim.

Why doft thou fpit at me.- SS9 3
An, Would'it were mortall poyfon, for thy fake.. *
Rich, Neuer came poyfon from {o {weetaplace.

» »«An. Neuer hung poyfon on a fowler Toade,

Our of my fight; thou doftinfe& minceyes. .« = -
Rich. Thineeyes ((weet Lady)have infeltedmine. .
«n. Would they were Bafiliskes,to firike thee dead.
Rick, Twould they were that I mightdye atonce:

Fornow they kill me wich a living death, ~* .«

Thofe eyes of thine, from mine haue drawne fale Teares; g

thy life. |

Forf-
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Sham’d their Afpe&s with ftore of childifb drops:
Thefe eyes;which never fhed remorfefull teare,
No,when my Father Yorke,and Edward wepr,
To heare the pittious moane that Rutland made
‘When black-fac’d Clifford (hooke his fword at him.
1 Nor whenthy warlike Fatherlike a Childe,
Told the fad Qorie of my Fathiers death,
Aand twenty times, made paule to {ob and weepe:
! Thatall the Randers by had wet their checkes
Like Trees bedafh’'d withraine. Inthat{adtime,
My manly eyes did fcerne an humble teare :
And what thefe forrowes could not thence exhale,
Thy Beauty hath,and made them blinde with weeping.
1 never fued to Friend, not Enemy ¢
My Tongue could neuer learne {weet {inoothing word.
Bat now thy Beauty is propos’d my Fee,
My proud heart {ues, and prompts my tongue to {peake.
She lookes [cornfully at bim.

Teach not thylip fuch Scormefor it was made
For kiffing Lady, not for fuch contempt.
If thy renengefull heart cannot forgiue,
Loe heere I lend thee this fharpe-pointed Sword,
Which if thou pleafe to hide inthis true bref,
Andlet the Soule forth that adoreth thee,
1lay it naked to the deadly firoke,
And humbly begge the death vpon my knee,

Helayes bis breft open.[be offers ar with his [fword.
Nay do not paufe: For I did kill King Henrie,
But "twas thy Beauty that prouoked me.
Nay now difpatch : “TwasI that ftabb’d yong Edward,
{ Bac’twas thy Heauenly face that fet me on.

She fals the Sword.
Take vp the Sword againe,or take vp me.,
An, _Arife Diffembler, though I wifh thy death,

I will not be thy Executioner,

Rich. Then bid mekill my {clfe,and Iwill doit.

An. Thauealready.

Rich. That was inthy rage:

1 Speakeiragaine,and euen with the word,

This hand,which for thy loue, did killthy Loue,
{ Shallforthy louekill afarre truer Loue,

To bothsheirdeaths fhale thou be acceffary.

eAn. 1would I knew thy heart,

Rich. Tis figur'd mmy tongue.

An. 1feare me;both arefalfe,

Rich, . Then neuer Man wastrue,

An, Well,well,putyp your Sword.

Rich. Say then myPeace is made,

eAn. Thatfhalt thou know heereafter,

Rich. But hallIlivein hope.

An, AllmenIhope live{o.

Vouchfafe to weare this Ring.

Rich. Looke how my Ring incompaffeth thy Finger,
Euen fothy Breft inclofeth my poore heare
Weare both of them, for both of them are thine,
Andifthy poore deuoted Seruant may
But beg one fauour acthy gracioushand,

Thou doft confirtme his happinefle for euer.

An, Whatdsit ?

Rich. Thatitmay pleale you leauethefe (ad defignes,
'To him that hath moft.caufe to be a Moumer,

And prefently repayre to.Crosbie Houfe 2

Where (after I haue folemnly interr’d

At Chertfey Monaft'ry this Noble King,

And wet his Graue withmy Repentant Teares)
Y will with all expedient duty fee you,

RSk

!

For diuers vnknowne Reafons, I befeech you,
Grant me this Boon.
An. Withall my heart,and much it ioyes me too,
To {ce you arebecome fo penitent.
Treffel and Barkley,go along with e,
Rich, Bid mefarwell.
An, *Tis more then you deferue s
But fince you teach me how to flatter you,
Imagine 1 haue (aide farewell already.
Exit tws with Anme.
Gent. Towards Chertfey, Noble Lord ?
Rich, Notto White Friars,there attend my comming
Exit (oarfe
Was euter woman in this humour woo’d?
Was euer woman in this humour wonne ?
Ile haue her,but Iwill notkeepe her long,
Whar? I thac kill'd her Musband,and his Father,
To take her in her hearts extreameft hate,
With curfes in her mouth, Teares in her eyes,
The bleeding witnefle of my hatred by,
Hauing God,her Confcience,and thefe barsagainft me,
And I, no Friends to backe my fuite withall, .
But the plaine Diuell,and diffembling lookes ?
And yet to winne her? All the world tonothing,
Hah!
Hath fhe forgot alreadie that braue Prince,
Edward;her Lord, whom I(fome three monthes fince)
Stab’d in my angry mood, at Tewkesbury?
A fweeter, and a louelier Gentleman,
Fram'd in the prodigallity of Nature :
Yong, Valiant, Wife,and (no doubt)right Royal,
The {pacious World cannot againe affoord :
And will {he yet abale her ey=s on me,
That cropt the Golden prime of this fweet Prince,
And made her Widdow to 2 wofull Bed ?
On me, whole All not equals Edwards Moytie ?
On me, thac halts,and am mifhapen thus 2
My Dukedome, to & Beggerly denier !
I do miftake my perfon all this while:
Vpon my life fhe findes(alchough I cannot )
My felfe to be a maru’llous proper man.
Ile beat Charges for a Looking-glafle,
And entertaine a fcore or two of Taylors,
To fludy falhions to aderne my body ¢
Since lam crept infavour with my felfe,
I will maintaine it withfome little coff,
But firft Ile turne yon Fellow in his Graue,
Andthen returne lamenting tomy Loue,
Shine out faire Sunne, till I baue bought a glaffe,

That Imay feemy Shadow as I paffe. exst.

Scena Lertia,

Enter the Queene Mother, Lord Riners,
and Lord Gray.

Ris.Haue patience Madam, ther’s no doubt his Maiefly
Will foone recouer hisaccuftom’d health,

Grap. Inthatyoubrookeit ill it makes himworfe,
Therefore for Gods fake entertaine good comfort,
And cheere his Grace with quicke and merry eyes

Qu, Ifthewere dead,what would beride onme?

G réye l




Ifhe ‘wcredcad what would betide on me
Gray. No other harme, but loffe of fuch a Lord.
Qu. Thelofleof fucha Lord,includes all harmes.
Gray. The Heauens hauve b]cﬁ you with a goodly Sen,
Tobe your Comforter, when he is gone.

#. Ah! heisyong ;andhis minority
Is put vnto the truft of Rmh::m' Glonfter,
A man that loues not me, nor nene of you,
Fi#». Isitconcluded he fhall be Proteétor?
HBu. lvisdetermin’d,not concluded yets
But {o it muft-be,1fthe Ixmﬁ mifcarry.

Enter Buckingbam and Derby,

Gray Here comes the Lord of Buckingham & Derby.
Buc. Good time of day vnto your l\oya Il Grace.
Der. God make your Maiefty ioyful,as you haue bin
Qu. The Countefle j{:rbmom{ good my L.of Derty.
To your good prayer, wll { Lar{eiy fay,Amen.
Y et Derby,nowwithtanding fhee’s your wife,
-And loues not me, be you good Lord affur’d,
T hate not you for lm pxoud arrogance.
Der. 1dobefeechyou ,cither not belecue
The enuious flanders of hcn falfe Accufers:
Or if fhe be accus'd on true repore,
Beare with ber weaknefle,which Ithinke proceeds
From wayward ficknefle and no grounded malice.
Qu, Saw youtheKing to day my Lord of Derby.
Der. Butnow the Dukc of B uckmbnam and I,
Are come from vifiting his Maieft
QOng. What hkc]vhood of his amcndmcnt Lords.
Buc, Madam good hope,his Grace fpeaks chearfully.
Qu, God grant him bealth,did you confer with him?
Bm:. I Madam Jhedefires to makc attonement!
Betweene the Duke of Gloufter,and your Brothers,
And betweene them, and my Lord Chamberlaine,
And fent to warne them to his Royall prefence.

9. Would all were well,but that will neuer be,

Ifeare ous happineffeis at the hcnght.
Enter Richard,

Rich, They dome wrong,and I will not indure i,
Who is it that complaines vnto the Kin
Thar I(forfooth) am fterne,and loue thcm not ?
By holy Pasl, they loue his Grace butlightly,
That fill his eares with {uch diffentious Rumors,
Becaufe I cannot flatcer,and looke faire,
Smile in mens faces,fmooth,deceiue,and cogge,
Ducke with French nods,and Apifh curtefie,
I imuft be held a rancorous Enemy.
Cannot a plaine man live,and thinke no harme,
But thushis fimple truth muﬁ be abus’d,
With filken,flye,infinvating Tackes?
Grey. Towhoinall this prcfcnce {peaks your Grace?
Rich. Tu thee, that haft nor Honefty,nor Grace :
When haune I iniur d thee? When done thee wrong ?
Or thee? or thee? or any of your Faétion ¢
A plague vponyou all, His Royall Grace
(Whom God preferue better then you would wifh)
Cannot be quict fcacfe a breathing while,
But you muft trouble him with lewd complaints.
Yu, Brother of Gloufter,you miftake the matter s
The King on his owne Royall difpofition,
( And not prouck’d by any Suror elfe)
Ayming (belike)ar your intetjour hatred,:
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| Thatin your outward a&ion fncwes itfelfe
A omnﬁ my Children, Brothers,and my Selfe,
Makcs him to fend, that he may learne the ground

Rich. 1cannot tcll the world is growne fo bad,
That Wrens make prey, where Eagles dare not pearch,’ |
Since euerie lacke became a Gentleman,

There’s many a gentle perfon made a lacke.

O#u. Come, come,we know your meaning Brother
Yone: ey my aduancemcm and my friends:  (Glofter
God grant we neuer may imuc n=ede of you.

Rich.Meanetime,God grants that I haue need of you.
Our Brother is impril‘on d by your meanes,

My felfe difgrac’d, and the Nobilitie

Held in contempt, while great Promotions

Are daily giuen to ennoble thole

That {carfe fome twe dayes fince were worth a Noble.

Qun. By him thatrais’d meto this carefull height,

From that contented hap which Linioy’d,
I never did incenfe his Maieftie
Againft thie Duke of Clarence,but haue bin
An earneft aduocate to plead for him.
My Lotrd you do me thamefull iniurie,
Falely to draw me in thefe vile {ufpe@s.
Rich! You may deny that you were not the meane
Of my Lord Haflings late imprifonment.

Rim. Shemay my Lord,fore————

Rich, Shemay Lord Riners, why who knowesnot fo?
She may do more fir then denying that:

She may helpe you to many faire prctermcn:s
And then deny her aydtng hand cherein,

And lay thofe Honors on your high defer.
What may (he not, {he may s I marry may fhe,

Ri#, What marry may the?

Ric. Whatmarrie may fhe? Marrie with a King,
A Batcheller,and a handiome ftripling too,

I wis your Grandam had a worfer match.

Du. My Lord of Gloufter,I haue toolong borne
S blutic vpbra:dmgs and your bitter {coffes :
By heauen, I will acquaint his Maieftie
Of thofe groffe taunts that oft I haue endur’d,

1 had rather bea Countrie feruant maide
Then a great Queene, with this condition,
To be {o baited, fcorn’d, and flormed at,
Small ioy haue] in being Englands Queene.

Enter old Queenk Margaret,

Mar, And lefned be thae fiwall, God I befeech him,
Thy honor,Rtate,and feate,is due to me.,
Rich. What’ shreat youme with telling of the King 7
I will auouch’t in prefence ofthe King :
I dare aduenture to be fent to th’Towre.
"Tis time to {peake,
My paines are quite forgot.
Margaret, Out Diuell,
I do remember them too well :
Thou killd' my Husband Henriein the Towér,
And Edward my poore Son,at Tewkesburie,
Rich, Ere yon were Q_ucene,
I,er your Husband I\mg
Iwasa packe-horfe in his great affaires :
A weeder out of his pmud Aduerfaries,
A liberall rewarder of his Friends,
Toroyalize his blood,I fpent mine owue,
Margarer. 1and much better blood
Then his,or thine.

g
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Rich. Inall which time;you and your Husband Grey

Were faltious,for the Houfe of Lancaffer;

And Risers,{o were you : Was not yoiir Husband,

Ia UMargarets Bateaile,at Saint Albons (laine ?

Let me put in your mindes, if you forget

Whatyou haue beene ere this, and whatyou are:

Withall,what I haue beene,and what Lam,

9.4. A murth’rous Villaine, and fo fill thou art.

Rich. Poore (larence did forfake his Father warwicke,
I,and forfwore himielfe(whichIefu pardon.)

. M. Which God reuenge.

Rich, To fight on Edwards partie, forthe Crowne,
And for his meede,poore Lord,he is mewed vp:

1 would to God my heart were Flint,like Edwards,

Or Edwards {oft and piteifull,like mine 3

I am too childith foolifh for this World.

2.M . Hightheeto Hell for (hame, & leaue this World
Thou Cacodemon,there thy Kingdome is.

Rin. My Lord of Glofter: in thofe bufie dayes,
Which here you vrge,to proue vs Enemies,

We follow’d then our Lord,our Soueraigne King,

So fhould we you, if you (hould be our King.

Rich, If1{hould be? I had rather be 2 Pedler :
Farre be it from my heart,the thought thereof.

Qn, Aslittleioy (my Lord ) as you fuppole

You fhould enioy,were you this Countries King,

As little ioy you may {uppofe in me,

That I enioy,being the Queéne thereof,

Q.. A little ioy enioyesthe Queene thereof,

For I am fhee,and aJcogether joyleffe :

I can ne longer hold me patient.

Heare me,you wrangling Pyrates,that fall out,

In fharing that which you haue pill’d from me ;

Which.off you trembles not,that lookes on me ?

If not,that Tam Queene,you bow like Subiets;

Yet that by you depos’d,you quake like Rebells,

Ah gentle Villaine,doz wpt turne away, (fight?
Rich: Foule wrinckied Witch,what mak’ft thou in my
2.4, But repetition of whatthou halt marr’d, |

That will 1 make,defore I [es thee goe.

Rich. Wert thounot banithed; on paine of death
M. I'was: but I doc find more painein banithment,

Then death can yeeld me here,by my abode,

A Husband aud a Sonne thou ow't ro me,

Aad thouaKingdome; all of you,allegeance

1 This Sorrow that I haue, W right isyours,

And all the Plealures you i "irpe,are mine.

Rich. Tie Curfe m®Naple Father layd on thee,
When thou did Crown his Warlike Brows with Paper,
And withthy fcornes drew’(k Rivers frem his eyes,
Andthento dry thewq,gan'ft the Duke a Clowe,

Steep’d in the fauktécuic blood of prectie Rutland

§ His Curies then, from bitterneffe of Soule,

Denounc’d againft thee,are all falne vpon thee :

And God,not we,hath plagw’d thy bloedy deed.

Zu. Soiuftis God,to night the innocent.
Haff. Oytwas the fopleft deed to {lay that Babe,

And the mofi mercileffe,that ere was heard of,

Rin,Tyrants them{elues wept when it was reported,
Dorf. No man but prophecied reuenge forit.

Back. Norrhamberlasd,then prefent,wept to fee it
2. M. What? were you fnaling all before I came,

| Ready to carch each other by the throat,

And turne you all your hatred now on me ?

Did Yorkes dread Curfe preuaile fo much with Heauen,

That Henries death, my louely Edwards death,

E e
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Their Kingdomes lofle,my wofull Banifhment,
Should all but anfwer for that peehifh Bra 2
Can Curfes pierce the Clouds,and enter Heauen ?
Why then giue waydull Clouds to my quick Curfes,
Though not by Warre, by Surfet dye your King,
As ours by Murther,to make bima King.
Edward thy Sonne,that now is Prince of Wales,
For Edward our Sonne,that was Prince of Wales,
Dye in his youth,by like vntimely violence,
Thy felfe a Queene,for me that was a Jueene,
Out-live thy glory,like my wretched felfe - .
Long may’ft thou lie,to wayle thy Childrens death,
And fee another,as I fee thee now,
Deck’d in thy Rights,as thou art ftall’d in mine;
Long dyethy happie dayes,before thy deatls,
And aftermany length'ned howres of griefe,
Dye neyther Mother, Wife,nor Englands Queene.
Riuers and Dorfet, you were {tanders by,
And fo wait thou,Lord Haffings,when my Sonne
Was ftab’d with bloody Daggers:God,I pray him,
That none ofiyou may liue his naturall age,
But by fome vnlook’d accident cut off,
Rich.Haue done thy Charme,y hateful witherd Hagge.
Q.M. And leaue out thee? ftay Dog, for ¥ fhalt heareme,
It Heauen haue any grieuous plague in ftore,
Exceeding thofe that I can wifh vpon thee,
O let them keepe it,till thy finnes be ripe,
And then hurle downe their indignation
On thee,the troubler of the pooge Worlds peace,
The Worme of Confcience flill begnaw thy Soule,
Thy Friends fufpect for Traytors while thou liv’ft,
And take deepe Traytors for thy deareft Friends :
No {leepe clofe vp that deadly Eye of thine,
Vnleffe it be while fome tormenting Dreame
Affrights thee with a Hell of ougly Deuills.
Thou eluifh mark’d, abortive rooting Hogge,
Thouthat waft feal’d in thy Nativitie
The flaue of Nature,aa4 the Sonne of Hell :
Thou {lander of thy keaunie Mothers Wombe,
Thou loathed Iflue of thy Fathers Loynes,
ThouRagge of Honor, thou detefled--
Rich. tHMargaret,
Q.M. Richard.
Q.M. 1call thee not.
Ricn. I cry thee mercie then : for Idid chinke,
That thou hadft call’d me all thefe bitter names,
Q.M. Why fo 1did,but look’d for no reply,
Oh let me make the Period to my Curfe,
Rich-"Tis done by me,and ends in Margaret.
Ou.Thus haue you breath’d your Cutfe againft your felf,
©.M.Poore pairited Qgeen,vain fourifh of my fortune,
Why ftrew'ft thou Sugar on that Boteel'd Spider,
Whofe deadly Web enfnareth thee about 2
Foole foole,thou whet'fta Knife to kill thy felfe ;
The day will come, that thou thalt with for me,
To helpe thee cutfe this poyfonous Bunch-backe Toade.
Haft Falfe boding Woman,end thy frantick Curfe,
Leaft to thy harme,thou moue our patience,
2.m.Fople fhame vpon you,you haue all mon’d mine.
Ri,Were youwel ferw'd,you would be taught your duty.
.M To ferue me well,you all fhould do me duty,
Teach me tobe your Queene,and youmy Subiedts:
O ferue me well,and teach your felues that duty.
Dorf. Difpute not with her,fhee is lunaticke.
L. M, Peace Mafter Marquefle,you are malapert,
Your fire-new ftampe of Honor is fcarce currant.

——

Rich 'Ha,
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O th at your yong Nobility could 11.dge
What~ wc e mloicxt and be mn..m ble.
| They that fand high, baue many blats to fhake them,
And if they fall, thcy dafh themfelues to pEcues)
Rick. Good counfaile marry, learne it, learne it Mar-
quefle.
Dor. Tttouches youmy Lord,as much as me.
Rieh. 1,4nd muchmore : but I was borne fo high:
Our ayerie b "'unde hin the Cedars  top,
And dallies with the winde, and fcornes the Sunne,
7a7. And turnes the Sunto {hade :alas,alas,
Witneffe my Sonne, now in the fhade of dcath
Whofe bright oiit-fhining beames, thy cloudy wrath
Hath in eternall darknefTe toidcd VPe
Your ayery buildeth in our syeries Neft :
O God that feeft it, do not {uffer it;
Asitis wonne with bloed, loft be it fo,
Bue. Peace,peace for [ha.ne Ifnot, for Charity,
Mar. Vroe neither charity,nor fhame to ine:
Vncharitably wnth me haue you deal,
And fhamefully my hopes (by you) are butcher'd,
My Charity is outrage, Life my fhame,
_Aud in that thame, (hll live my forcowesrage,
Bac. Hauve dore,hauedone,
Mar, O Princcly Buckingham, Ile kiffe thy hand,
In figne of League and amity with thee s
Now fzire befall theejand thy Noble hoisfe s
Thy Garments are not fpotted with our blood 2
| Nor thouwithin the eomp"ﬂe of my curfe.
Buc. Norno one heere : for Curfes neuer paffc
The lips of thofe that breath them in'theayre.
#tar. - will not thinke but they/afcendthe sky,
And there awake Gads gentlefleeping peace.
O Lm.mnonam take heede of yonder dogge:
Looke whea he fawnes, he bites; and when he bm:s,
His verom tooth wul! rankle to the death, ;
Hauenotto dowith him, beware of him;
Sinne, death,and hell haue fec theirmarkes on’him
And all their Minifters attend onbim,
Rich, Whatdoth fhe fay,my Lord ofBud\mgham.
Buc, Nothing that I refpedt my gracious Lord,
2ar. W hat doﬂ thou fcorde me
For my gentle counfell ?
And foot 1the diell that ¥ warne thee from,
O bus résvember this another day :
Vy*'hen he fhall {plit thy very heartwith forrow :
And {3y (po yre Margaret )was a Prophctcffc 3
Liue eachofyouthe s fubiedts to kis h 1ite,
fAndhetoyo urs,and all of yourto Gods. Bxit,
Buc, My haire dothiftand an end to heare her curfes,
Rifl, —A nd fo dotly mine, T mufe why (he’s at ibertie,
Rict. 1cannotblame hcr, by Gods holy mother,
She hath ha" too muchwrong,and I Tepent
My part thereof, that I haue done to her.,
Mar. 1neuer didheraiy to my knowledge.
Rich. Yes you haueall the vantage other wrongs
Twas t66 hot, rodo fomebod y good
Thatistéo coldin zbml..nb ofit now:
Mairy #s for Clarence, heiswell repayed:
He isTrank’d vp tofatting for his: p'ﬁ!n#sa
God pardoen them; that are the caufeeherécf. :
Rig. A vmmoua,aﬂd Chiiltian-like conclafion iz
To pragfor them that have done fcath tovs,
Right So do T euer;being well aduis’d.
Speakesto éfmﬁ;fe.
For had I curft now, I had curt my felfe.

4

——————————

Enter Catesby;

Cates, Madam, his Maiefty doth call for you,
And foryour Grate, and yours my gracicus Lord,
9. Catesty 1come, Lords mll yoi go with mee.
Kz#. We wait vpon your Grace,
Exennt all bwr Glofer,
Rich, 1do the wrong,and firft begin to brawle,
The fecret Mifcheefes that I fet abroash,
1 lay vnto the g reenious charge of others,
Clarence, who I indeede have caft in darknefle,
I do beweepeto many ﬁmplv Gulles,
Namely to Dc’n’:], Haftings, Buckinghans,
And tell chem *tis the Queene,and her Allies,
That flirre the King againft the Duke my Brother,
Now they belecue it, and withall whet me
To bereusng’d on Riuers, Dorfer,Grey.
Bucthend figh, and with a peece of Scripture,
Tell chemthat God bids vs do good for euill 5
And thus I cloath my naked Villanie
With odde old ‘“*‘lda, ftolne forth of holy Writ;
And (eeme a Saint, when moft | playthe c,eunil.

Enter two murtherers.

But foft, heere come mi Exectitioners,
How now my hardy flout re(blued Mates,
Are younow going to difpatch this thing ? :

TVil.We are my Lord;and come'to hauc the ’Narranc, |
That we may be admitted where he is.

Ric. Well thought vpon, Thaue itheareaboutme
Whea you haue doue, repayre to Croséy pl ace;
But firs be fodaine in the execution, GH3
Withall obdurate, donot heare hith pleade;
For.Clarence is well fpoken, and pfmappcc
May moue your hearts to pitty, if you marke him,

Uil. Tut tut,my Lord, we will notftand toprate,
Talkers ate no g6od dooels be affurd’
We goto vie ourhands and not ot tc‘ngues.

Rich, Youreyes drop Mill-ftones; when Foo!cs eyes
fall Teares :
I like you Lads,about your bufineffe ﬁra.nht, :
Go,go dnfpatch

Uil. ‘Wewillmy Noble Logd,”

&

Scena Ouarta.
s

Enter Clarence and Keeper:
Kesp. Why lookes your Grace fo hieauily te day
Cla. O,lhzue paftamiferablenigh,
So full of fearefal [l Dreames, of valy: fights,
Thatas I ama Chrithan fahhml\ A
I would not {pend another fuch a nigl
Though’twere to buy a world of hagpy daies:
So full of difinall terror was the time. -
Keep. What was your dream my Lotd T pray. ydu tel me
Cla e t‘mughts that I had'broken from .he Towcrf
And wasembark’d ro croffe to Burgune ly,
And inmy compsny my Brother (JlJuﬁtr
Who from my Cabin tempted me to walke
Vpon the Hatches ; There we look’d toward England,
And-cited vp a thoufand heauy times;
s
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:During the warres of Yorke and Lancafter
“That had befalne vs, Aswe pac’dalong
Vpon the giddy footing of the Hatches,
Me thought that Gloufter ftumbled,andin falling
'Strooke me (that thought to ftay him)ouer-boord,
Into the cumbling billowes of the maine.
O Lord, methought what paine it was to drowne,
What dreadfull noife of water in mine eares,
W hat fights of vgly death .withi‘n mire eyes.
‘Me thoughrts, I {aw athouland fearfull wrackes:
A thoufand men that Fifhes gnaw’d vpon :
Wedges of Gold,great Anchors, heapes of Pearle,
‘Ineftimable Stones, vovalewed Tewels,
All feattred in the bottome of the Sea,
Somelay in dead-mens Sculles, and in the holes
Where eyes did once inhabir, there were crept
(As’twere in {corne of eyes) refleéting Gemmes,
That woo’d the flimy bottome of the deepe,
:And mock’d the dead bones that lay fcattred by,
Keep. Had youfuch leyfureinthe time of death
Togaze vpon thefe fecrets of the deepe ?
' Cla. Methought I had,and often did I firiue
'To yeeld the Ghoft : but flill the enuious Flood
Stop’d in my foule, and would not let it forth
‘To find the empty,vaft,and wand’ring ayre:
‘But fmether’d it within my panting bulke,
Who almoft burlt, to belch it in the Sea.
Keep, Awak’d younotinthis fore Agony?
. Ghars N6,n0,my Dreame waslengthen’d afcer life,
O then, began the Tempeft to my.Soule.
‘I paft:(me thought) the Melancholly Flood,
E With thac.fowre Ferrg-man which Poets write of,
' Vato the Kingdome of perpetuall Night.
Ehe fir® thac there'did grees my Scranger-foule,
 Was my great Father-in-Law,renowned Warwicke,
Who {pakealowd : What fcourge for Periurie,
| Can this-darke Monarchy affoord falle (Zarence?
And fo he vanifh’dy; Then came wand’ring by,
A Shadow like an Angelf;with bright hayre
 Dabbel'd i blood,and he thriek'd out alowd
Clarence is come, falle fleeting,periur’'d Clarence,
 That (tabb’d e in the field by Tewkesbury :
Scize on him Furies, take him vnto Torment.
ich that (me thought)a Legion of foule Fiends
uiron’d me, and howled in mine eares
ucirhrddesus criessthat with the-very Noife,
(crembling) wak’d, and for a feafon after,
Gould not beleeueyburghat I was in Hell,
SLFh terrible Imprefsion made my Dreame.
S Keap, No maruell Lord,though it affrighted you,
E] am affraid (me thinkes) to heare you tell it.
Cla. AhKeeperKeeper,I haue donethefe things
L { Thacmbwgiuic cuidence againft my Soule)
i For Edwards {ake, and fee how he requits mee.
O God! if my deepe;prayres cannot appeafethee, '
' But thou wilc be aueng’d on.my mifdeeds,
 Yet execute thy weath in me alone s
'O fpare my guiltlcﬂ'e Wifesand my. poore children,
Keeper, I prythee fitby mea-while,
My Soule is heauy;and I faine would {leepe,
~ Keep.Lwill my Lord, God giue your Grace good reft.

Entér Brakenbury the Licutenant.

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

P
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Princes haue but their Titles for their Glories,
An outward Honor, for an inward Toyle,
And for vofelt Imaginations

They often feele aworld of reftlefle Cares :
So that betweene their Titles,and low Name,
There’s nothing differs,buc the outward fame.

Enter two .3 urtherers.

1.Mur. Hoywho'sheere?
Bra. Whatwould'ftthou Fellow,? And how camm’ft
thou hicher,
2. CMur. Iwould fpeak with Claresce, and I caroe hie
ther on my Legges.
Bra. What {o breefe?
r. 'Tis betcer (Sir) then to be tedious :
Let him fee our Commiflion,and talke no more,
Bra. I amin this, commanded to deliver
The Noble Duke of Clarence to your hands.
I will notreafon what is meant heereby,
Becaufe Iwill be guiltlefle from the nicaning.
There lies the Duke afleepe,and there the Keyes,
Ileto theKing,and fignifie tohim,
That thus I haue refign'd to you my charge.
1 Youmay fir, tis a point of wifedome 5
Far you well.
2 What, (hall we ftab him as heflcepes,
1 No: hee'l fay ‘twas done cowardly,when he wakes
2 Why he [hall never wake; vntill the greas Iudge-
ment day.
3 Why then-hee’l fay, we ftab’d him (leeping,
2 Thevrging of that word Tudgement, hath breda
kinde of remorfe in me.
Y What? artthou affraid ?
2: Not to kill him, hauing a Warrane,
But to be damn’d for killing him, from the which
No Warrant can defend me,
1 ltheughethouhad 't bin refolute,
2 Solam,tolethim liue.
1 lle backe to the Duke of GlouRter,and tell him fo,
¢ Nay,Iprythee ftay alittle:
Thope this paflionate humor of mine,will change,
1t was wont to hold me but while one tels twenty,
1 How do'ftthoufeele thy felfe now ?
2 Some certaine dregges of confcience are yet with-
in mee.
1 Remember our Reward, when the deed’s done.,
2 Come,he dies: 1 had forgotthe Reward.
¥ Where’s thy confcience now.
2 O, inthe Duke of Gloufters purfe.
t When hee opens his purfe to giue vs our Reward,
thy Confcience fly¢s out, i : ‘
2 ’Tisno macger,let it goe : There’s few'or none will
entertaineit. o el
1 What ifiveome tothee againe ?
2- Menotmeddle withit, irmakes 2. mana Coward :/
A man cannot fteale, buticaccufeth him: A man cannot,
Sweare, but it Checkes him : Amhan cannot lye with his’
Neighbours Wife, butitdeced¢ him. ’Tisa blufhing
fhamefac’d (pirit, that mutinies iha’mans bofome = 1]
filles a man full of @bfRacles, Tt made me once reflore a
Purffe of Gold that (by chance) I found : Itbeggarsany
man that keepes it : Itisturn’dout of Townesand Cit-’
ties for a dangerous thing, and etiery manthat means to

liye well, endeuours to cruft to himfelfe, and liue vvith.
outit.

Reads

Exst.
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kill the Dkue.
2 Take the diucllin thy minde,and belecue him not:
He weuld infinuate wich thee but to make thee figh.
1 Iam firong fram'd,he cannot prenaile with me,
2 Spokelikea tall man,that refpels thy reputation,
Come,fhall we fall to worke?
1 Takehimonthe Coftard, withthehiltes of thy
Sword,and then throw him into the Malmefey-Butte in
the nextroome.
2 O cexcellent deuice; and make a fop of him,
1 Soft,he wakes.
2 Strike.
1 No,wee’l reafon with him.
Cla. Whetreart thou Keeper? Giue me 2 cup of wine,
2 You fhall haue Wine enough my Lord anen,
Cls. InGodsname,what arz thon ?
1 A man,asyou are.
Cls. But notas]amReyall,
1 Nor you as we are, Loyall. :
Cla. Thy voice is Thunder,but thy ldoks are humble.
¥ My voiceis now the Kings,my lookes mine owne,
Cla. How darkly,and how deadly doft thoun fpeake?
Your eyes do menace me : why looke you pale ?
Who {ent you hicher? Wherefore do you come ?
2 T0,t0,t0s—————
Cla, To murtherme ?
Both. 1,1.
Cla. Youfcarfcly haue the hearts to tell mie (o,
And therefore cannot baue the hearts todo it,
Wherein my Friends haue I offended you 2
1 Offended vs you haue not,butthe King.
Cla. 1fhsll be reconeil’d to him againe.
2 Neuer my Lord, therefore prepare to dye:
¢la. Ase you drawne forch among a world cfmen
To {lay the innocent? What is my oftence ?
Where is the Evidence that doth accufeme ?
What lawfull Quelt haue giuen their Verdict vp
Vnto the frowning Iudge? Or who proncunc’d
The bitrer {fentence of poore Clarence death,
Before 1be conuidt by courfe of Law ?
To threaten me with deach, is moft volawfull,
I charge you, as you hope for any gooduefle,
That you depart,and lay no hands onme:
The déed you vadertake is damnable.
1 What we will do,we do vpon command.
2 And he that hath commanded,is our King.
Cla. Erroneous Vaflals,the great King of Kings
Hathin the Table ofbis Law cormmanded
That thou fhalt do no murther. Will youthen
Spurnc at his Edi&,and fulfill 2 Mans?
Take heed : for he holds Vengeance in his hand,
To hutle vpon their heads that breake his Law,
2 And that fame Vengeance doth he hurle on thee,
"t For falfe Forfwearing,and for murther too s
Thoudid R receiue the Sacrament, to fight
In quarrell of the Houfe of Lancafter,
1 Andlikea Traicor to the name of God,
Did’ft breake that Vow,and with thy treacherdus blade,
Varip'[t the Bowels of thy Sot’raignes Senne.
2 Whom thou was’t {warne to cherith and defend.
v How canftthouvrge Gods dreadfull Law tovs;
Whieri thou haft broke it it fuch decre degree ?
Cla. Alas! for whole fake did I thatill deede ?
For Edward, for my Brother, for his fake.
He {ends you not to murther me for this ¢

1 “Tiseucnnow a.:myeibow,pcrfwading me notro | Forinthatfinne, heisasdeepeas].

1fGod will be auenged for the deed,
O know you yet,he dothi it publiquely,
Take notthe quarrcll from his powrefull drme §
He needs no indireét,or lawlefle courfe,
To cut off thofé that naue offended him,
1 Who madetheethien a bloudy minifter,
When gallant {pringing biane Plantageser,
That Princely Nouice was {trucke dead by thee?
Cla. My Brothers loue,the Diuell,and my Rage.
1 Thy Brothers Loue,our Duty, and thy Faales,
Proueke vs hither now,to {laughter thee.
Cla. Ifyou do loue my Brother,hate notme:
Iam his Brother, and I loue him well,
If youare hyr'd for meed, go backe againe,
And [ will {erid you fo my Brother Glouftér:
Who (hall reward you better for my life,
Then Edward will for tydings of my death.
2 Youare deccin’d,
Your Brother Gloufter hates you.
Cla. Ohno,beloues me; and heholds me deere s
Go youto him from me,
1 I{owewill, .
Cla. Telhim,when thatour Princely Father Yorke,
Bleft his three Sonnes with his vitorious Arme,
He little thought of this dinided Friendfhip
Bid Gloufter thinke on this, and he will weepe,
1 I Milftones,as he leffoned vs to weepe.
C/2. Odenot{landerbim,for heis kinde,
1 Right,as Snow in Harucft:
Come; you deceiue youar felfe,
"Tishe that fends vs to deftroy you heere,
Cla. Itcannotbe,for he bewept my Fortune,
And hugg’d me in his armes,and {wore with fobs;
That he would labour my deliuery.
1 Why {ohedatch, when he deliusts you
From this earths thraldome, to the ioyes of hezuen,
2 Make peace with God,for you muft diemy Lerd.
+ Cla. Haue you that holy feeling in your foules,
To counfaile me to make my peace with Ged,
And are youyet to your owne foules fo blinde,
That you will warre with God,by murd’ring me,
O firs confider, they thatfet you on
Todo this deede, will hate you for the deede.
2 What fhall we do? \
C/ar, Relent,and faue your foules s
Which of you, if you were a Princes Sonhey
Being pent from Liberty,as I am now,
If rwo fuch martheters 4as your felues came to you;
Would notintreat for life, as you would begge
Were you in my diftreffe, :
t Relent? no: "Tis cowardly and womanith,
Cla. Notto relent, is beatly,fauage,divellifh 3
My Friend, I {py fome pitty in thy lookes 3
O, ifthine eye be notaFlatterer;
Come thou onmy fide, and intreate fot mee,
Abegging Prince,what begger pitties not.
2 Lookebéhinde your,my Lord.
1 Take that,and that,ifall this will not do, Stabs bins,
Ile drowne you in the Malmefey-But within, Exit,
2 Abloody deed,and defperately difpatche s
How faine (like Pslare)would I wath my hands
Ofthis moft greeuous murther. Enter 1.\ urtherer
1 How now? what mean’ftthou that thou help’ft me
not? By Heauen the Duke fhall knew how flacke you
haue beene, )
r3 3 IA/




' 2. Mur.] would he knew that I had fau’d hisbrother,
Take thouthe Fee,and tell him what 1 fay,
For I repent me thatthe Dukeiis {laine.

1.Mur.. SodonotI: go Cowardasthouart.
Well,Ile go hide the body in fome hole,
Till that the Duke giue order for his buriall:
And when T haue my meede,I will away,
For this will our,and then I muft not flay.

Exit,

Exit

Aftus Secundus. Sceena Prima.

Flourifh.
Enter the King ficke the Dutene, Lord e Marqueffe
Dorfer, Riners,Haftings, Catesby,
< Buskingham, Woodsill,

' King. Why fo:now haueIdonea good daies work,
You Peeres,continue this vnited League:
I, cuery day expectan Embaflage
From my Redeemer, to redeeme me hence,
And mote to'peace my foule fhall pare to heauen,
Since I haue made my Friends at peace on carth.
Dorfet and Risners,take each others hand,
Diflemblenot your hatred, Sweare your loue,
Kin By heauenmy foule is purg'd from grudging hate
And with my band 1{eale my true hearts Loue,
Haff. Sothriue I,as Ltruly {weare the like.
King. Take Heed you dally not before your King,
Left be thatis the fupreme King of Kings
Confound your hidden falthood, and award
Either of you to be the othersend.
Haft, So profperI,asI{weare perfeétloue,
Ri. AndI,asIloue Haffings with my hearr,
King. Madam,your (elfeisnot exempe from this :
Nor you Sonne Dorfer, Buckingham nor you ;
You haue bene fadtious one againft the other.
Wife,loue Lord Haffings,ler him kiffe your hand,
And what you do,do it vafeignedly.
Lu. There Haftings,1 will neuer more remember
Our former hacred, {o thriue 1,and mine.
King. Dorfet;imbrace him:
Haftings,loue Lord Marquefle,
Dor. This inter¢hange of loue,I heere proteft
Vpon my pace,fhall beinuiolable,
Haff. And fo {wearel.
King.' Now Princely Backngham,(cale§ this league
With thy embracements to my wiues Allies,
And make me happy in your vnity.
Bue. Wheneuer Buckinghan doth turne his hate
Vpon your Grace, burwith all datious loue,
Doth cherifh you,and yours, God punifh me
With hate in thofe where T expeé@ moft loue,
When I haué moft need ta imploy a Friend,
And moft affured that he is a Friend,
Deepe,hollow,treatherous,and full of guile,
Behe vnto me : This do I begge of heauen,
When I am cold in lone,toyou,or yours, Embrace
King. ‘A pleafing Cordiall, Princely Buckingham.,
Is this thy Vow, vnto my fickely hearts
iThere wantech now our Brother Glofter heere,
To6 makethe bleffed period of this peace.
Bue. Andingood time,
! Heere comes Sir Richard Rarcliffe,and the Duke,

-

The Life zz_ngf “sz?iéf/rj of Richardthe Third. . £

Enter Ratcliffe, and Glofler,

Rich.Good morrow to my Soueraigne King & Queen
And Princely Peeres;a happy time of day.
King; Happyindeed,as we haue (pent the day:
Glofter, we haue done deeds of Charity,
Made peaecof enmity, faive lone of hate,
Betweene thefe (welling wrong incenfed Peeres.
Rich. A bleffed labour my moft Soueraigne Lord:
Among this Princely heape; ifany heere
By falfe intelligence, or wrong furmize
HoldmeaFoe: IfIvnwillingly,orinmy rage,
Haue ought committed that is hardly borne,
To any in this prefence, T defire
To reconcile me to his Friendly peace :
"Tis death to me tobe at enmitie:
I bate it,and defire all good mens loue,
Firt Madam, I intreate true peace ofyou,
Which I will purchale with my dutious feruice.
Of you my Noble Cofin Buckingham,
If euer any grudge were lodg’d betweene vs,
Of you and you, Lord Rivers and of Dorfes,
That all without defert haue frown’d on me :
Of you Lord #ooduill, and Lord Sealés of you,
Dukes,Earles, Lords, Gentlemen,indeed of all,
I do not know that Englifhman aliue,
With whom my foule is any iot at oddes,
More then the Infant that is borne to night:
I tharke my God for my Humility,
Ow#. A holy day fhall this be kept heereafter :
I would to God all firifes were well compounded,
My Soueraigne Lord, 1do befeech your Highneffe
To take our Brother Clarence to your Grace,
Rich: 'Why Madam,haue [ offred loue for this,
To be fo flowted in this Royall prefence?

Who knowes not thatthe gentle Dukeis dead?  They
You do him iniurie to {corne his Coarfe. all ffars,

King, Who.knowes not heis dead ¢
| Who knowesheis?
Ou. All-leeing heauen, what 2 world is this?
Buc, Looke IHopale Lord Dorfer,as the reft?
Dor, I my good Lord,and noman inthe prefence,
But hisred colour hath forfooke his cheekes.
King. 1s Clarence dead 2 The Order was reuerft.
Rich. Buthe (poore man) by your firft order dyed,
And that a winged Mercurie did beare :
Some tardie Cripple bare the Countermand,
That came too lagge to fee him buried.
God grant, that fome leffe Noble,and leffe Loyall,
Neerer in bloody thoughts,and not inblood,
Deferue not worfe then wretched clarence did,
And yet go currant from Sufpition.

Enter Earle of Derby.

Der, Aboonemy Soueraigne for my feruice done.

King. 1 pretheepeace,my foule is full of forrow.

Der. 1will notrife, vnleffe your Highnes heare me,

King. Then fay atonce,what is it thou requefts.

Der. The forfeit (Soueraigne)of my {eruants life,
Who flew to daya Riorous Gentleman,

Lately attendant on the Duke of Norfolke,

King, Hauelatongue to doome my Brothers deach?
And fhall that tongue giue pardon to a flaue?
My Brather kill'd no man his faule was Thought,
| And yet his punifhment was bitter death,
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Whoa {ued to me for him ? Who (in iy wrath)
{ Kneel’d and my feet, and bid me be aduis’d ?
Who fpoke ot Brother-hood? who fpoke of loue?
Who told me how the poore foule did forfake
The mighty Warwicke,and did fight for me?
Who'told me inthefield at Tewkesbury,
When Oxford had me downe, he refcued me:
And faid deare Brother liue,and be aKing 2
Who told me,when:we both lay in the Field,
Erozen(almoft)to death,how he did lap me
Euen in his Garments,and did giue himfelfe .
(Allthin and naked) vo the numbe cold night ?
All this from my Remembrance, brutith wrath
Sinfully plucke, and not a man of you

Had fo much grace to put ic :nmy minde.

But when your Carters,or your wayting Vaffalls
Haue done a drunken Slaughaer,and defac’d
The précious Iimage of our deere Redeemer,

You ftraight are on your knees for Pardon, pardon,
AndI (vniuftly too) muft grant it you.

Butfor my Brother, nota manwould fpeake,

Nor I (vngracious) fpeake vnto my felfe

For him poore Seule, Theproudeft of youall,

Haue bin beholding to himin hislife :

Yetnone of you, would onee begge for his life,

O God! I feare thy iuftice will take hold

On me, and you; andmine,and yours for this.

Come Haffings helpe me to my Cloflet,

Ah poore Clarence. Exeunt fome with K. Qneen.
Rich. Thisisthe fruits of rafhnes: Marke you not,
How that the guilty Kindred of the Queene

Look’d pale;when they did beare of Clarence death.
O! they did vrge ix fill vnto the King,

God will renengeit. Come Lords will you go,

To comfort Edward with our company,

Bue. We waitvpon your Grace, exennt.

st P

Scena Secunda.

s 8o
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Enter the old Dutche(fz of Yorke, with thetwo
children of Clarence.

Edw. Good Grandam tell vsiis our Father dead ?
Durch, No Boy.
Dargh. Wiy doweepe {o oft? And beate your Breft?
And cry, O Clarence, my vnhappy Sonne.
Boy. Why doyonlooke on vs,and (hake your head,
Andcall vs ()rphans,‘,N’retchcs,Caﬂawayes,
{If thac our Noble Father were aliue ?
Dut, My pretty Cofins,you miftake me both;
I dolament the fickneffe of the King,
Asloath tolofe him, not your Fathers death:
It were loft forrow to waile one that’s loft.
Boy. Then you conclude,(myGrandam) he is dead:
The King mine Vackle is too'blame for it.
God will reuenge ic, whom I will importune
With earneft prayers,all to that effeét,
D;mgh. Andlowill I,
Dur Peace children peace, the King doth loue youwel.
Incapeable,and fhallow Innocents,
You cannot guefle who caus’d your Fathers death.
Boy. Grandamwe can: for my good Vnkle Glofter

e e,

Told me,the King prouok’d to it by the Queene,

Deuis’d impeachments co imprifon him ;
And when my Vnckle told me fo;he wepr,
And pirtied me;and kindly kit my cheeke:
Bad me rely on him, as on my Father,
And he would loue me deerely asa childe,
Dut. Ah!thatDeceit fhould feale fuch gentle thape,
And with a vertuous Vizor hide deepe vice,
He is my fonne; I and cherein my fhame,
Yet from my dugges he drew not this deceit,
Boy. Thinke you my Vokle did diffemble Grandam ?
Dut, 1Boy.
Boy. I cannot thinkeit. Hearke,what noife is this?

Enter the Oneene with ber baire aboxt ber ears,
Riwers ¢ Dorfer after her,

Dau. Ah'who {hall hinder me to waile and weepe
To chide my Fortune;and torment my Selfe.
Ile ioyne with blacke difpaire againft my Soule,
And to my felfe,become an enemie.
Dut, What meanes this Scene of rude impatience 2
Q#, Tomakeana& of Tragicke violence.
Edward my Lord, thy Sonne,our King is dead.
Why grow the Branches, whenthe Rooteis gone?
Why wither not theleaues that wanc their fap?
Ifyouwill live,Lament : if dye, be breefe,
That our fwift-winged Soules may catch the Kings,
Or like obedient Subiells follow him,
To his new Kingdome of nere-changing night,
Dut, Ah {fo much intereft hauein thy forww‘
AsThad Titleinthy Noble Husband :
Ishane bewepta worthy Husbarids death,
And liv’d with looking on hisTmages:
But now two Mitrors of his Princely femblance,
Are crack’d in picces, by malignant death, ‘
And I for comfort;have but one falfe Glaffe,
That greeuesme, when 1 {ee my fhame in him,
Thou art a Widdow: yet thoun arta Mother,
And haft the comfort of thy Children left,
Burt death hath fhatch’d my Husband from mine Armes,
And plucke two Crutches from my feeble hands,
Clarence,and Edward. O, what caufe haue I,
(Thine being but a moity of my moane )
Toouer-go thy woes, and drowne thy cries,
Bay. Ah Aunt! youwept not for our Fathers death
How can we ayde you with our Kindred ceares ?
Dasgh. Our fatherlefle diftrefle was lefi vamoan'd,
Your widdow-dolour, likewife be vawept.
Qy. Giue meno helpeinLlamentation,
I 2am not harren to bring forth complams:
All Springs reduce their currents to mine eyes,
That I being gouern’d by the waterie Moone,
May fend forth plenteous tearesto drowne the World.
Ah, for my Husband, for niy deere Lord Edward.
Chil. Ahfor our Farther, for our deere Lord Clarénce.
Dut. Alas for both,both mine Edward and Clarence.
2u. What ftay bad 1 but Edward and hee’s gone ?
Chil. What (tay had we but Clarence? and he’s gone.
Dut. What flayes had I,buc they ? and they are gone,
#. Wasneuer widdow had fo decre alofle,
Chil. Wereneuer Orphans had (o deerealoffe.
Dz, Wasneaer Mother had fo deerealoffe,
Alas! I am the Mother of thefe Greefes,
Their woes are parcell'd, mineis generall,
She for an Edward weepes,and fodo L ¢ /

— - - !
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1 for a Clarence weepes, fo dothnot fhee :
Thefe Babes for Clarence weepe, fo do not they.

Alas! you three,on ine threefold diftreft :

Power all your teares, I am your forrowes Nurfe,

And I will pamper it with Lamentation.

Dor. Comfert deere Mother,Godismuch difpleas’d,
That youtake with vathankfulnefle bis doing.

In common worldly things, tis call’d yngratefull,
With dull vawillingnefle to repay a debe,

Which with a beunteous hand was kindly lent :
Much mete to bé thus oppofite with heauen,

For it requires the Royall debt it lent you,

Riuers. Madam,bethinke you like a carefull Mother
Of'the young Prince your fonne: fend ftraight for him,
Let him be Crown’d, in' him your comfort liues,
Drowne defperace forrow in dead Edwards graue,

And plant your ioyes in lining Edwards Throne.

Enter Richard, Buckinghars,Derbie, Hu-
Jlings and Rascliffe.

Rich. Sifter haue comfort,all of vs have caufe
To waile the dimming of our fhining Starre :

But none can helpe our harmes by wayling them,
Madam,my Mother, I docry you mescie,
[did not fee your Grace. Humbly on my knee,
I crave your Bleffing,

D#t, Godblefiethee,and put meeknes in thy breaft,
Loue Charity, Obedience,and true Dutie.

Rich, Amen,and make me diea good old man;
That is the butt-end of a Mothers bleffing ;

I maruell that her Grace did leaue it out.

Bue. Youclowdy-Princes,& hart-forowing=Peeres,
That beare this heanie mutuallloade of Moane;
Now cheere each other,in each others Loue :
Though we haue fpent our Harueft of this King,

W e are to reape the Harueft of his Sonne,
The broken rancour of yeur high-{fwelne hates,
Buc lacely fplinter’d, knit,and ioyn'd together,
Muft gently be preferw’d,cherifhroand kept :
Me{e¢meth good, that with fome little Traine,
Forthwith from Ludlow, the young Prince be fet
Hither to London to be crown’d our King,

Risers. Why with fome little Traine,
My Lord of Buckingham ?

“Buc, Marrie my Lord,leaft by a multitude,

The new-heal’d wound of Malice fhould breake out,
Which would be fo much themore dangerous,
By how much theeftate is greene,and yet vagouern'd,
Where euery Hotfe beares his commanding Reine,
And may diret his cour{e as pleafe himfelfe,
As well the feare of harme, as harme apparant,
Inmy opinion, cught to be preuented.

Rich. Thopethe King made peace with all of ys,
And the compa& is firme,and true in me.

Ris, Aud foinme,and fo (I thinke)in all,
Yer finceiris buc greene, it fhould be put
To no apparant likely-h#od of breach,
Which haply by much company might be vrg'd :
Therefore I fay with Noble Buckingham,
That it ismeete {o few thould fetch the Prince,

Haft, AndfofaylL

Rieh. Thenbeit fo, and go we to determine

Who they fhall be that fraic (hall poftzto Londen.

{ Madam,and you my Sifter, will you go

To giuc your cenfures in this bufineffe. Exeunt,
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Manet Buckingham, and T\icédrd.—h
Bac. My Lord,who cuer iournics to the Prince,

ForGed fake lez not vs two ftay at home :

Forby the way, Ile fort occafion,

As Index o the ftory we late talk’d of,,

To part the Queenes proud Kindred from the Price,
Rich, My other felfe, my Counfailes Confiftory,

My Oracle, My Prophet,my deere Cofin,

I,as a childe, will go by thy dire&ion,

Toward London then,tor wee'l not ftay behinde. Exeune

Scena I ertia,

Enter ane Citizen at one dosre, and another at
the other,

. 1.(it. Good morrow Neighbour, whether away fo
aft?

2.Cit. I promife you, Ifcarfely know iny felfe :
Heare youthe newes abroad ?

1. Yes,that the King is dead,

2. 1llnewes byrlady,{eldome comes the betters
Ifeare, I feare, twill proue 2 giddy weorld.

Enter asother Citizen,

3. Neighbours,God fpeed,

1. Giue you good morrow fir.

3+ Doth the newes hold of good king Edwards death?

2, 1fir, itis roo true,God helpe the while,
3. Then MafRers looketo (ee a troublous world.
1. No,no,by Gods good grace,his Son fhall reigne.
3. Woe tathat Land that’s gouern'd by a Childe,
2. Inhimthereis a hope of Gouernmeit,
Whichin hisnonage, counfell vnder him,
Andin his full and ripened yeares, himfelfe
No doubt fhall then,and till then gouerne well.
1. Softood the State,when Henry the fixt
Was crown’d in Paris, bur 2¢ nine months old.
3. Stood the State {o ? No,no,good friends,God wot
For then this Land was famoufly enrich’'d
With politike graue Counfell; then theKing
Had vertuous Vnkles to proteét his Grace.
1, Why fo hath this, beth by his Father and Mother,
3. Better it were they all came by his Father
Or by his Father there were noneatall
For emulation, who fhallnow be neereft,
Will touch vsall too neere,if God preuent not.
O full of danger is the Duke of Glonfter,
And the Queenes Sons,and Brothers,haught and proud:
And were they to be rul’d,and not to rule,
This fickly Land, might folace as before,
1. Come,come,we feare the worft : all will be well.
3.When Clouds are feen,wifemen put on their clokes;
When great leauesfall, then Winter isac hand 3
Whea the Sun {ets,who doth not looke for night ?
Vatiniely Rormes, makes men expeéta Dearth :
All may be well ; butif God fort it fo,
"Tismore then we deferue,or 1expedt.
2. Truly, the hearts of men are full of feare:
You cannot reafon (almoft)witha man,
Thatlookes not heauily,and full of dread.
3. Before the dayes of Change, fill is it fo,
By 2 diuine inflint, rens mindes miftruft
Enfuing
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[‘eruu'g danger : as by proofe we fce
The Water {well before a boy@'rous forme :
Eut leaveic all to God. Whitheraway?

3 Marry we werefent for to the Inflices,

3 And {o was1: Ile beare you company, Exeunt,

Scena Quarta.

EnterArch-bifbop yong Yorke, the Queene,
and the Datcheffe.

Arch. LaftnightI heard they lay at Stony Seratford,
Andat Northampton they do reft to night :
Tomorrow, ornext day,cheywill'be heere.

Dat. ] long with all my hearcto fee the Prince:

I hope heis much growne ince laft I faw him.
#, Butlheareno,they fay my fonne of Yorke
Ha’s almoft ouertane him in his growth.

Yorke. 1Mother,but I would not haue it fo,

Dut. Why my good Cofin,itis good to grow.

Tor. Grandam, onenight aswe dad fic at Suppcr
My Vnkle Riuers ralL d how I didgrow
More thenmy Brother, I.quothmy Vinkle Gloufter,
Small Herbes haue grace,great \Necd» do grow apace,
And fince,me tnmkcs I WOLId not grow fo faft,
Becaufe fwcec Flowres are {low; :md \’Vccdsmake haft,

Dut. Good faith,good faith :hc {aying didnot hold
In him thac did obxeci: the fame to thee.

He was the wretched’ft thing when he was yong,
So long a growing,and fo leyfurely,
That ifhis rulc were ttue he fhould be gracious,

Yor. Andfono doubt heis ,my gracious Madam.

Dnut, 1hopeheis, butyet let MDL wers doubr.

Tor, Now Lymv troth,if [ had beene remembred,
I conld haue given my Vnkles Grace a flouc,

To touch his r—mw:h neerer then he toucht mine.

Dat, Huw myyong .-.on\c, & L BN
; Ivac‘wce lev me heareit, ' ’

Yor. Marry (they fay) my Viokle grew fofaft,
Thathe could gnaw a cruft atewo houres old,
"Twas full two yeares ere:T conld gécatooth.
Grandam;this wounld hauve beene 2 byting Ieft.
| D#t. Ipsytheepretty Yorke,who told thee this?
2-Yory Grandam,his Nurffe,
D, His Nuefe? why (he'was dead seref waft borne,
Zor. Y twere not the, I cannot tell who told me.
Qn, Aparlous Boy:go too,you are too fhrew'd
Dut. Good Madam be not angry with'the Clnlde
Qw, Picchers haue eates.t o !

\

En!cr a CMeffenger,

Arch. Heere comes a Mefferiger: What Newes ?
“Mef. Suchnewesmy Lord;as grccues meto’ Teports
Ou_ How doth-the Prlmc > :
Mef. Well Madam,and inhealth,
Dut. Whatisthy ?\Iewes?
22¢ff. Lord Riuers;and Lord Gr ey,
Are fent to Pomfret, and with them,
Sit Thomas Tasigbam, Prifoners,
Dut. Who bathrcommicted them ? ;
Mef. Themighty Dukes,Glonffer and Brickingham.

\.

Arch. Fotwhat offence ?

HMef. Thefummeof all T ean, Thaue difclos'd :
Why ,or for what, the Nobles were committed;
Is all vnknowne to me, my gracious Lord,

Q\tf; Ayeme!I fcg the ruine of my H"oufe:
The Tygernow hath{eiz’d the gentle Hinde,
]nﬁhtm» Inanny bcomnes to Iutt
Vpenthe irnocent md awelefle Throne:
Welcome Deftru&tion,Blood,and Maffacre,
Ifec(asina Map) theend of all.

Dut. Accurfed,and vnquiet wrangling dayes,
How many of you haue mine eyes beheld ?
My Husband left hislife, to get'the Crowne,
And often yp and downe my fmmcs were toft
For me to ioy,and weepe, their gaine and loffe,
And being featcd and Domefticke broyles
Cleane ouer—blownc themf{elues the Conquerors,
Make warre vpon themf{elues,Brother to Brother;
Blood to blood, felfeagainft felfe : O prcpo&omus
And franticke ourrage end thy damned fpleene,
Or let me dye, tolooke on ca.th no more:

. Comc come my Boy,we will to San&uary.
Madmm farwcll

Dut. Stay,1will go with you:

Gu. You haue no c-!ufm

Arch. My gracious Lady go,
And thether beare your Treafure and your Goodes,
For my part,Ile reﬁgne vntoyour'Grace
The Seale I keepe,and fo betide to me,
Aswell I tenderyou,and all of yours.

Go,Ile condu&t you to th' SanQuarys Exeunt

Aitus Tertius,

Sceena T” 1A

i

"i

The Trumpets fonnd,
Enter youg Prince,the Dukes of Glocefter, and Ewlﬂ\m‘gbem,
Lord [}’rdzmﬁ withothers.

Bre. Welcome {weete Prmcc to London,

Toyour Chamber. ;

Rich: Welcome deere C'of'n , my thoughts' aucrai'gn
The wearie way hath made you Mela ncholl‘y.

“Prin. NoVnkle, butour cfoffes on the way,

Haue made it :edjous ,wearifome,and heauie.
I want more Vnkles heere to welcome me, :

Rich.Sweet Prince, the vntainted vertue'of your yecrs
Hathnot yet ditvd into the Waorlds deceig :
No more canyoudiflinguifh of a man; =203 -
Then of his outward fhew, which God hc knowe!,
Seldome or neuer iumpeth With the hearr.

Thofe Vikles which you want,were dangerots ¢
Your Graceattended to their Suorcd wo:ds,
Butlo6k’d noteri the poyfon of cheir hearts :

God keepe you frém them,and from fuch/falfe I-ncndsg §

Prin, God ketpe me f:om falfe Fnends :
Butthey werenone;

Rich. M}r Lcrd the Maxor ofLoqdon comes m greet,
you;

h

T5% 1 Bypey Lom’ U:.rar

Lo Maior, God blr:ﬂ'qom Srace, w:zh healthand |
happie dayes,

Prin. 1thanke you,good rm;' Lord,and t:th. you all /
1
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1 thought my Mother,and my Brother Zorke,
Would long,ere this,haue met vs on the way,
Fie,what a Slug is Haffsngs,that he comes not
Totell vs,whether they will come,orno.

Enter Lovd H. aﬂiﬂg:.

Buck; And in good time, heere comes the fweating
Lord.

Prince, Welcome,my Lord : what, will eur Mother
comes »

Haff. Onwhat occafion God he knowes,not 13
The Queene your Mother,and your Srother Zorke,

Haue taken San&uarie : The tender Prince
Would fainc haue come with me,co meet your Grace,
But by his Mother was perforce with-held.

Euck, .Fie;whatan indire@ and peeuifh courfe
Is this of heérs? Lord Cardinall,will your Grace
Perfwade the Queene,to fend the Duke of Yorke
Vnto his Princely Brother prefently ?

If {he denie, Lord Haftings goe with him,

And from heriealous Armes pluck him perforce, ‘
Card. My Lord of Buckingham if my weake Oratorie

Can from his Mother winne the Duke of Yorke,

Anon expeét him here : but if the be obdurate

To milde entreatics,God forbid

We fhould infringe the holy Priviledge

Of blefled San&uarie : not for all chis Land,

Would I be guilsie of fo great a finne.

Buck. Youaretoo fenceleffe obftinate,my Lord,

Too ceremonious, and traditionall.
Weigh it but with the groffenefle of this Age,
You breake not Sanctuarie, in feizing him »
The benefic thereof is-alwayes granted
To thofe;whofe dealings haue defesu’d the placey
And thole who haue the wit o clayme the place 2
This Prince hath neyther claym'd it,nor deferwd it,
And therefore,in ming opinion,cannet have it,
Then taking him from thence,that is not there,
Yoti breake no Priuviledge,nor Charter there &
Oft haue I heard of Sanétuarie men,
But San&uarie children,ne’re till now,
Card. My Lord,you {hall o’re-rulemy mind for onge.
Come on,Lord Haftings,will you goe with me ? '

Haft. dgoewmy Loid., . Exit Cardinall and Haftings. |

Prince,Good Lordsymake.all che fpeedic haft youmay.
Say, Vinckle Glacefter,if our Brother come, : :
{1 Where thall wefoiourne,till our Corenation ?

132 /Glo.Whete it think’ft beft voto yourRoyall felfe,
If I may counfaile you,fome day ortwo
Your Highnefle (hall repofe you at the Tower
Then where you pleafe,and thallbe thought moft fig
For your beft health,and recreation, '

Pringe.. 1 doe not like the Tower,of anyplace:
Did Zwlius €afir build that place, my Lord 2

Buck. Hedidymy gracious Lord,begin that place,
Whighfineei{icceeding A ges haue re~edify’d.

Prinee. lsitvponrecord?orelfe reposted
Succeffiuely from agetoage,hebuiltit? ...

~Brcks ¥ pon fecord,my gracious Lord.

Prince. But {ay,my Lotrd,it werenot regiftred, ..
Me thinkes the cruch fhould live from age to age,
As’twere retayl’d to all pofteritie,

Euen to the generall ending day,
lo. So wife,fo young,they fay doeneuet liue long,
Princev::What fay you,Vnckle ?

&

Glo. 1{ay,without Chara&ers;Fame liues long,
Thus,like the formall Vice,Iniquitie,
I morallize two meanings in onc word,
Prince. That fulises Cafar wasa famous man,
With what his Valour did enrich his Wi,
His Wit fer downe,to make his Valour liue :
Death makes no Conqueft of his Congquera,
For now he lines in Fame,though notin Life,
Ile tell you whar,my Coufin Buckinghapz,
Buck. What,my gracious Lord ?
Prince. And if I live votill I be a man,
Ile win our ancient Right in France againe,
Or dye a Souldier,as I liw'd aKing,
Glo, Short Summers lightly hauea forward Spiing.

Enter young TYorke, Haffings,and Caidinall.

Buck, Now in good time, heere comes the Duke of
Yorke.
1 Prinse. Rishard of Yorke,how fares our Noble Bro-
ther? :
Yorke, Well,my deare Lord,fo mu@t I call you now.
Prince. 1,Brother,to our griefe,as it is yours :
Too late he dy’d,that might haue kept that Title,
Which by his death hath 1o much Maieflie.
Glo. How fares our Coufin,Noble Lord of Yorke?
Yorke. I thanke you,gentle Vnckle, O my Lord,
Youfaid,thac idle Weeds are faft in growth :
The Prince,my Brother,hath out-growne me farre, .«
Gla. He hath,my Lord,
Yorke. And thereforeis heidle?

Glo. Ohmy faire Coufin,I muft not fay fo.
Torke. Then heismore beholding to you,then T,
Glo. Hemay command me as my Souetaigne,
But you haue power in me, as in a Kinfinan.
Yorke. Ipray you,Vuckle,giue me this Dagger.
Glo. My Dagger,little Confin? wich all my heart,
Prince.. A Begger,Brother ¢
Yorke. Of my kind Vnckle,that I know will giue,
And being bue a Toy,which isno griefe to giue,
Glo. A greater gifc then that,Ile gine my Coufin, .
Yorke. A greater gift ? O,tha’sthe Sword todt. ;-
Glo. 1,gentle Confin,were itlight eaough,
Yorkze O thenI fee,you will pare but with light gifts,
In weightier things you'le fay a Begger nay. '
Glo. Itistoo weightie for your Grace to weare.
Yorke. 1 weigh it lighely were it heauiers .,
Clo. What,would you haue my Weapon,little Lord ?
Lorke. X would that I might thanke you, as, as,you
call me:. : , BHE T
Glo. How?
Torkz:; Lirtle, &4
Prince, My Lord of Yerke will ftill be croffe ineatke::
Vockle,your Grace knowes how to beare with him.
Torke. Y oumeaneto beareme, not to beare with me s
Vickle,my Brother mockes both you and me,
Becaufe that I am litele, like an Apeyinn 3 X :
Hethiakes that youfhould bease me.on your ﬂ:quidcrs.lﬂ
Buck, Withwhata {harpe prouvided wit he reafonis: |
To mittigate the {corne he giues his Vinckle,

aCl

| He prettily and aptly raurics himfelfe ;

So cunning,and fo young,is wondexfull,:

Glo, My Lord,wilg pleafe you paffealong? - -2
My felfe,and my good Coufin Biseckgurharms; 4
Will to your Mother;16 éntreac of her

ff’fomcet;,'ﬁu atthe Tower,and welcomeyot, . %
' Yorke. What,
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Torke, What wxli you goe vnto the Tower,;my Lord?
Prince, My Lord Prote&or will have it fo.
Torke. 1(hall not {leepe in quiet at the Tower,
Glo, Why,what thould you feare¢
Yorks. Marry,my Vickle Clarence angry Ghoft :
L My Grandam told me he was murther'd there,

Prince. 1feareno Vnckles dead.

Glo. Nor noné that liue,I hope.

Prince. And if they liue,1 bopc I need not feare.
But comemy Lord : and with a heauie heart,
Thinking on them,goe | vnto the Tower.

A Smfr. Exepnt Prince,Yorke, Hafftngs,and Dorfet.

Manet Richard, Buckinghams,and Catoshy.

Buck, Thinke you,my Lord,this littl prating Torke

Jas not incenfed by his{ubtile Mother,

To taunt and feorne you thus opprobrioufly ?

le. No doubt,no doubt: Oh’tis apci,dous Boy,
Bold »quicke,ingenious forward,capable
Hee is all the Mothers, from the top to toe.

Brck. Well,let them reft: Come hither (atesty,
Thou art {worne as deepely to effe&t what we intend,
As c]ofely to conceale what we impart :

Thou know'( our reafons vrg’d vpon the way.
What chink’f} thou ? is it not an eafie matter,

To make William Lord Haffings of our minde,
For the inftallment of this Noble Duke

Inthe Seat Royall of this famous Jle ?

Cates. He for his fachers fake {o loues the Prince,
That he will not be wonne to onghtagainfthim,

Buck. What think’ft thou then of Stanley 2 Wll
not hee?

Cates, Hee W1!1 doeall inall as Haftings doth,

Back. Wellthen, no more but this:

(Goe gentle (aresby, and as it were farre off,
Sound thou Lord Haitings,

How he doth fland :&Pfcr}cd to our purpole,
And {ummon him to morrow to the Tower,
To fit about the Coronation.

If thou do’f} finde him tratable to vs,
Encoumgc him,and tell himall ourreafons:
If he be leaden,ycie,cold v;.wwlnu,

Be thou fo too,and fo breake off the talke,
And giue vs notice of his inclination :

For we to morrow hold divided Councels,
Wherein thy felfe fhalt highly be employ’d.

Rich. Commend me to Lord william: tell him Cﬂméj,
His ancient Knot of dangerous Aduerfaries
To morrow areé let blood at Pomfret Caftle,

Andbid my Lord,for ioy of this good newes,
Giue Miftrefle Shore one gentle Kiffe the more.
Buck, Good Cﬁzre;éy,noe effeét this bufineffe foundly.
Cates. My good I mda both,with allthe heed I can.
Rich. Shall we heare from you, Catesby,exre we flecpe?
Cates. You {hall, my Lord.
Rich. At Crosby Houf {e,there (hall youfind vs beth.
Exit Catesby.
Buck, Now, my Lord,
What thall wee doe, if wee perceiue
Lord Haftings will not yeeld to our Complots ?
Rich, Chop off his Head:
Something wee will determine =
And mol{c when I am King ¢layme thou of me
The Earledomeof Hereford sand all themoueables
Wheteof the King,my Brothcr,wa; pofiefts

Buck, lleclaymethat prcm;(e at your Graces hand,
Rich, And looke to haue it ycelded with all kindneffe. |
Come, let vs {uppe betimes, that afterwards -

Weemay digelt out complots in fome forme,
Exennt.

Scena Secunda.

et ————— 28 e A ey

Enter a e Meffenger to the Doore of Haffugs.

tMeff. My Lord, my Lord.
Haft, Who hncrsz

CHefl. One from the Lord Stanley.
Haft. What is’ta Clocke?

Meff. Vpor: the ftroke of foure,

Enter Lord Haftivgs,

Hast, Cannotmy Lord ‘i'tszsffy {leepe thefe tedious
Nights? -

Mef]. Soitappeares,by that T haueto fay :
Firft,he commends him to yourNoble felfe,

Haff. Whatthen?

Atef]. Thencertifies your Lordfhip, that this Night
He dreamt, the Bore had rafed off his Helme :
Befides,he fayes there are two Councels kepr;

And that may be derermin’d at the one,

W hich may make you and him to rue atth’ather.
Therefore hefends to know your i.ordﬂﬂps pleafure,
If you will prefently take Horfe with him,

And with all fpeed pof’t with him toward th he North,
To fhun the danger that his Soule diuines.

Hast, Goe feilow goe,returne vato thy Lord,

Bid him not fearé the fcpcrateo‘ Councell :

His Honor.and my {elfe are at the one,

And at the other,is my good friend Cateséy 5

W here not 1ing can proccedc that toucheth ve,

Whereof I fhall not haue intel lligence :

Tell him his Feares are fhallow_without inflance.

Aud for his Dreames,I wonder hec s {o fimple,

To truft the mock’ry of vaquiet lumbers.

To flyethe Bore,before the Borc purfues,

Were toincenfethe Bore to follow vs,

And make puri‘uit,whcre he did meane no chafe,

Goe,bid thy Mafterrife,and come to me,

And we will both togcthm to the Tower,

Where he (hall fee the Bore will vicvs k cindly.

Mcf]. lle goe,my Lord,and tell him what you {2y,
Exit,
Exter Cﬂtexiy.

Cates. Many good morrowes to my Noble Lord,
Hait. Good morrow Catesby,you are early ftirring:
What newes what newes,in this our tott” ring State ?
Cates. Irvisa recling World indeed,my Lord:
And 1 beleeue will never fand vpughr
Till Richard'weare the Garland of the Realme,
Haft. Howweare theGarland 2
Doeft thou meane the Crowne 2
Cates. 1,mygood Lord.
Haf?Jle haue this Crown of mine cut frd my fhoulders,
Before lle fec the Crowne fofoule mif-plac'd :
But canft thou guefle,thache deth aymeatic?

o e

Cares, I..{
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" Cates. I on .ny lxﬁ and hopec to find you forward
|V pon his partie,for the gaine thereof :
{ Andt hereupon he fends you this good newes;

s e

Pomfret:
Hafl. Indeed I am no mourner for that newes,
I my-aduerfaries:
But,that Ile giue my voice on Richards fide,
To barre my Mafters Heires in true Defcent,
God knowes I will notdoe it to the death,

Cates, God keepe your _ordﬂnp in that gracious
minde.

Haff. Burl fhalllaugh at chis atwelue-month hence,
That Lhcy which brought me in my Mafters hate,
I liue to looke vpont thcer f*cdxc.
Well Catesby,exe a fore- mght make me older,
le fend fome packing,that yet thinke noron's.

Cates. "Tisavilething to dyeymy gracious Lord,
When men are voprepar'd,and looke not for it,

Haff. O monftrous;monftrous! and fo falls it out
With Riwr.r,T’./’m;gla.m,(}'r;y s and {otwill doe
With fome men elfe,that chinke themfelues as {afe
As thou and I,who(as thou know’#t) are deare
To Princely chbard and vo Buckingham.

Cates. The Princes both make hwh account of you,
For they account his Head vpon the Bridge.

Haff. 1know they doe,and 1 haue well deferu’d it,

Enter Lord Stanley.

Come on,comc on,where is your Bore.fpeare man ?
Feare you the Bore,and goe fo vnprouich d?

Starn. My Lord oood morrow,good morrow ((atesby:
Youmay ieaft on, but by the miy {\oc.d
I doe not like thefe feuerall Councels, 1.

Haft. My Lord.I hold my Life as deareas yours,
And neuer in my dayes,l doe proteft,
Was it fo precious to me;as’tis now :
Thinke you,but that I know our ftate {ecure,
I would be foitriumphantas Tam?

Sta.The Lords at Pomfrer, whé they rode from London,

Were iocund,and {uppos 'd their ftates were fure,

{And they mdccd had no caufe to wniftroft

But ycc you {ee,how foone the Day o’reac :111
This fudden ftab of Rancour I mifdoubr:
Pray God (I {ay) I prouc a ncedlefle Coward.
What,fhall we toward the Tower? the day is {pent,
Haf}. Come,come,haue with you:

1Wor you what, my Lord,

To day the'Lords you tall\c ofyare beheaded,

Sta. They,for their cruth,might better weartheir Heads,
Then fonie that haue accus’d them, weare their Hats,
But come,my Lord,let’s away:

Enter a Pur[ninant.

Haﬂ Goe oni before, Tletalke with this good fellow,
L Exit Lord Stanley ,and Cateshy.
How now,er;ha? how goesthe Worldwith thee ?
Pur(, The becter,that your Lordfhip pleafe to aske,
Haf?. 1 ell thee man tis better with menow,

{ Then when thou met’ft me lafi;where now we meet ¢

Then was I going Prifoner to the Tower,
By the funge[’non of the Queenes Allyes,
But now rell thee (keepe ittothyfelfe) -
This day thofe Enemies arcput to death,

£
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‘AndIin betrer ftate then ered was,
Purf. God hold ir, to your Honors good content.
Haft, Gramercie fellow: there,drinke that for me,
Throwes inm bis Prrfe,
Purf. -1 thanke your Honor, Exit Pur(uinant,

Enter a Prieff,

Prieff. Well mer,my Lord,I am glad to fee your Ho-
nor,

Haft. 1thanke thee,good Sir Jobu,with all my hearr.
Iam in your debt,for your laft Exercife :
Come the next Sabboth,and I will content you.

Prigjt. 1le wait vpon your Lordfhip.

Enter 'I)’ml{in‘gfmm,

Bue. What,talking with a Pricft,Lord Chamberlaine ?
Your friends at Pomfret ;they doe n-‘ed the Prieft,
Your Honor hath no fhriving worke in hand,

Haft. Good faith,and when I met this b holy man,
The men you talke of,came into my minde,
What ,goe you toward the Tower ? ¢
B:/c I doe,my Lord,but long I cannot ftay there:
1all |emrnf bttowvou Lmd{hm thence.
Hwﬁ Nay like Pnouvh for 1 Hw Dinner there.
Bac. And ‘Suppcrtoo although thou knew'# itnot,
Come, wﬂ] you goe ?

Haft, lle waitvpon your Lordihip. Exeunt.

Scena Tertia,

Enter Sir Richard Ratcliffe,with Halberds,car rying
the Nobles to death at Pomsfrer.

Risers. Sir Richard Ratcliffe,let me tell thee this,
To day fhalt tliou behold a Subie& die,
For Truth,for Dutie,and for Loyaltie.
Grey. God bleffe the Prince fromall the Pack of you,
A Knot you are,of damned Blood-{uckers.
Vangh. Ycu liue, that fhall cry woe for this beere-
after,
Rat. Difparch,the limit of your Liues is out.
Riners. O Pomfrer,Pomfrer! O thou bloody Prifon !
Fatall and ominous to Noble Peeres :
Within the guiltie Clefure of thy Walls,
Richard the Second here was hacke to ricath
And for more {lander to thy difmall Seat,
Wee give to thee our guiltleffe blood to drinke,
Grey Now Margarets Curfe is falne vpon eur Heads,
When fhee exclaim’d on Haitings. you,and I,
For ftanding by, when Rishard fab’d her Sonnc.
Riuers. Then curs'd thee Richard,
Then curs’d fhee Buckinghams,
Then curs’d fhee Haffings. Oh remember God,
To heare her prayer for them,as now for vs ;
And for my Sifter,and her ancly Sonnes,
Be facisfy’d,deare Cod ,with our true bload
Which,as rhouknow ﬂ' ,voinitly muft be {pilt,
Rat. Makc hafte,the houre of death is expiate.
Risers. Come Grey,come .Vm‘ghan let vs here embrace,
Farewell,yntill we meer againe in Heaucm
» Exeuwnt,

k Scena |
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Scaena % aria.

Enter Buckingham Darby,Hastings Bilbop of Ely,
Norfolke, Rarcliffe, LoneR,with others,
at a Table.

Haff. Now NoblePeeres,the caufe why we are met,
Isto determine of the Coronation :
In Gods Name {peake,when is the Rovall day ?

Buck, Isall things ready for the Royall time ?

Darb. Itis,and wants but nomioation.

Ely. Tomorrow thenI iudge a happie day.

Buck.Who knowes the Lord Protectors mind herein?
Who is moft inward with the Noble Duke?

Ely. YourGrace,we thinke, (hould fooneft know his
minde,

Buck, Weknow each others Faces: for our Hearts,
He knowes no more of mine,then I of yours,
Or I of his,my Lord,then you of mine:
Lord Haftings,you and he are neere in love.

Haft, 1thaoke his Grace,I know he loues me well:
But for his purpofe in the Coronation,
I have not founded him,nor he deliver’d
His gracious pleafure any way therein :
But you,my Henorable L'ords,may name the time,
And inthe Dukes behalfe 1le giue my Voice,
Which I prefume hee’le take in gentle part.

Enter Gloncefter,

Ely. Inhappie timehere comes the Duke himfelfe.
Rich.MyNable Lords,and Coufins all,g00d morrow:
I haue beene long a fleeper: bue I trufl,
My abfence doth negleét no great defigne,
Which by my prefence might haue beene concluded,
Buck, Had younot come vpon your Q_my Lord,
William,Lord Haffingsshad pronounc’d your pare;
I'meane your Yoice,for Crowning of the King,
Rich.Then my Lord Haffigs,no man mighe be bolder,
His Lordlbip knowes me well,and lones me well,
My Lord of Ely,when I was laft in Holborne,
I faw good Strawberries in your Garden there,
I doe befeech you,fend for fome of them.
€ly. Mary and will,my Lord,with all my heart,
Exit Bifbaop,
Rick, Coufin of Buckingham,aword with yotu,
Catesby hath founded Hastings in our bufinefle,
And findes the teftie Gentleman o hot,
That he will lofe his Head,ere giue confent
His Mafters Child,as worfhipfully he tearmes it,
Shall lofe the Royaltie of Englands Throne.
Buck, Withdraw your felfea while,1le goe with you,
Exepnt.
Darb.\Weliauenot yet fet downe this day of Triumph:
To morrow,in my iudgement,is too {udden,
For I my {elfe am not {o well prouided,
Asclfe I would be,werethe day profong’d.

Enter the Bifbop of Ely.
Ely. Where is vy Lotd, the Duke of Gloffer ?

I have fent for thele Strawberries,
Ha.His Grace looks chearfully & fmooth this morning,
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There’s fome conceit or other likes him well,

When that he bids good morrow with fuch fpirit.

I thinke there’s neuer aman in Chriflendome

Can leffer hide his loue;or hate,then hee,

For by his Face fraighc fhall you know his Heart.
Darb.What of his Heart perceine youin his Face,

By any liuelyhood he thew’d to day 2 Z

Haf?. Mary,that withno man here he is offended:
For were he,he had fhewne it in his Lookes.

Enter Richard,and Buckingbam.

Rich, 1pray youall,tell me what they deferae,
That doe confpire my death with dinellifh Plots
Of damned Witcheraft,and that haue preuail’d
Vpon my Body with their Hellith Charmes.

Haft. The tenderloune I beare your Grace,my Lord,
Makes me moft forward,in this Princely prefence,
To doome th’Offendors,whofoe’re they be':
I fay,my Lord,they haue deferued death.

Rich. Then be your eyes the witneffe of their euill
Looke how I am bewitch’d : behold,mine Arme
Islike a blafied Sapling,wither'd vp :

And this is Edwards Wife,that monftrous Witch,
Conforted with that Harlor,Strumpet Shore,
Thac by their Witcheraft thus haue marked me,

Haff, 1t they haue done this deed,my Noble Lord.

Rich. 1f? thou Protector of this damned Strumpet,
Talk'ft chou to me of Ifs ¢ thouarea Triyror,
Off with his Head ; now by Saint Paw/ T fweare,
I will notdine,vatill [ fee the fame,

Lonell and Ratclsffe,looke that it be done ;
The reft that loue me, rife, and follow me.

Exennt,

CManet Lonell and Ratcliffe, with the
Lord Haftings,

Haft. Woe,woe for England, not a whit for me,
For I,t00 fond,might haue preuented chis :

Starley did dreame,the Bore did rowfe our Helmes,

And 1 did fcorne it,and difdaine to flye:

Three times to day my Foot-Cloth-Horfe did flumble,

And Rtarced,when he look’d vpon the Tower,

As loth to beare me to the flaughrer-houfe.

O now Ineed the Priet,that {pake tome :

Inow repent Trold the Parfuivane,

As too uriumphing, how mine Enemies

To day at Pomfiet bloadily were butcher’d,

And I my felfefecure,in grace avd fauour,

Oh Margaret, Margaret;now thy heavie Curfe

Is liphted on poore Hastings wretched Head,
Ra.Come,come,difparch,the Duke would be at dinnefs

Makea hort Shrifi,he longs to fee your Head,

Haft, O momentarie grace of mortall men,
Which we more hunt for,then the grace of God!
Who builds his hope inayre of your good Lookes,
Liueslike a drunken Sayleron 3 Maft,

Readie with enery Nodto tumble downe,
Into the farall Bowels of the Deepe.
Lon. Comejcome,difpatch,’tis bootlefTe ro éxclaime,
Hait, Q bloody Richard: miferable England,
I prophecie the fearefull'ft time to thee,
That euer wrerched Age hathlook’d vpon.
Come,lead mé to the Block,beare him my Head,
They fmile at me, who fhortly (hall be dead,
- Exemnt,
f .E'mr/

e
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Enter Richar d and ?uclf\nr’mm in votten Ar mmr
maruellons ill jﬂduﬂ;?#!’J

Richard. Come Coufin,
©Caaft thou quake,and chan
Murther Li)}fbrf:tb in mide
And Ihf.n*',:mc begin,and
As if thou w

Buc '& Tu
Speake,and lo

Tremble and ,_:7 o

Anc bo hzlcn d
At any time to grace
But what, is Catesby
?

Rich. He is,and {ec hebrings the Maior along,

g;mic.‘

Ezuter the Maior,and Caterby.
Buck, Lord Maior. '
Rich. Looke tothe Draw-3ridge the
Buck. Hearke,a Drumme,
Rich. Catesby,o’re-looke the Wal
Buck, Lord Maijor,the reafon we haue fent.
Rich. Looke back,defend thee,here are Enemies.
Buck. God and our Innocencie defend,

IC,

and guard vs,
L=
Enter Lonell and Ratcliffe,with Haftings Head.
w3 J o

1d Loue

'tur

Rich, Be p'\uear they are friends: Ratcliffe an

Lonell. Here is the Head of thatignoble Tra
The dln"Frou and vnufpc&uh H’m. ings.

Rich. Sodeare I lon’d the man, 1.1[ : Tmuft weepe :
Itooke him for the tml ineft harmelcfle Creature,
That breath’d vpon the Eatth,a Chriftian,

Made him my uuo ce,wherein my Soule recorded
The Hiltorie of all ber {ecret thodghts,

So fmooth he dawb’d his Vice with fhew of Vertue,
That his apparant pper -u'-l:omi'ted
I '1.1\.\,;;(',‘%,?@‘- : with Shores §
He‘z.dd from all f {ufpeéls.

Bck. Wel
That eues liv'c

(X7

\].

Would you im cue,
Wert uQ..NC&BCLfJ"*“,, ‘ ation

to tell it,chat the {ubeill Trayto
This day had plotted, inthe Qouacml I‘ «ﬁvc,

Dt

T o murther me,and my good Lord of Glofer.
Maior. Had he
Rich, What? thinke you we are Turkes,or Infidels?

Or that we would, 2 Wlt‘ﬁ the forme of Law,

Proceed thus.cafhly in the Villaines death,

Bug that the extreme perill of the cafe,

The Peace of England, and our Perfons {afetie,

e
,‘J,".C (’ L

Enforc’d vs to this Execu t,im.

Maior, [‘-—\eo‘.z' faire befall you,he deferu’d his death,
And your good Graces both 111'1’3 we 1 :;c:edcu,
To warne falfe 1 uytur“ from the empts,

Buck, 1neverlook’d for bertera im hands,
After he once fell in with Miftrefle Shore :

Yet had we not lere ermin’d he {hould dye,
Vnt”i your, Lordfhip came o fec l‘fi end,
L'q”b’ thefe
ainlt eur meanings, h:m teuen r;,d 3
Lord,] would haue ha {yn 164K

,-f:’;_:;ndum rou(“'c- nfe iﬂ

'CME“"

le
toe louing | rmmﬂhm,

s the a,wsmh theltred Traytor

| Becanfe,my L«

T he li fé and TDM% 0 K/mrd the Third. & :

That youmight well haue fi fignify’d the fan
Vato the Citizens,who hapl y may
Mifconfter vs in h;m ,and wayle ¢ his death,

Ma,But,my good Lom\your Graces words ﬂza.l ferue, "
Aswell as] had {eene,and heard him ip ake
And doe not duubz,uvn:NoDL .vrmc:*‘ both,

But lle acquamcb't dutious Cit s
With all your iuft proceedings sczi"c_,

Rich. And tothat end we wifh’d your Lordfhip here,
T’2uoid the Cw“uce of the carping World,

Buck, Which {ince you come tf‘o late of our
Yet witnefle what you heare we did intend :
And {o,my good Lord Maior,we bid farwell,

Exit Maier,

Rich. Gog after,after, Coufin ‘!‘w cingham.

The Maior towards Guild-Hall hy shimina 1 poftes
Timre at your meetefl vantage of mcnmc,

Inferre the Baftardic of Edwards Children s

Tell themyhow Edward put to death a Citizen,
Onely forlaym ,be would make his Sonne

Heire to the Crowne,meaning indeed his Hou

W bich by the Signe thereof, was tearmed {0,
Moreouer ;vrgeh *J',CCE-Luleu'c, '

And omhun appetite in change of Luft,

s

1
‘”. thi

n«rn >~
JLIRN
LY i’

W J.me etchr vnto their Seruants,Dau y‘\tms Viues,
Euen where his raging eve, :,.‘ntm;clrw

'\Vt("mzr controll. lufred to make a prey.

Nay,fr aneed,thus farre come neere my Perfon:

T'ell them,when that my Mother went wich Child

Of that infatiate Edward; NobleZorke,

My Princely Father,then had Warres in France,
And 'ﬂy true computation of the time,
Found,chat the Iflue was not his begot™

Which well appeared in his Lineaments,

Being nothing like the Moble Duke,my Father:

Yec this fparingly,as’twere farre off,

ord,you know my Mother lives.

Doubt not,my Lord, ile play the Orator,

Asif the Golden Fee,tor which 1 plead,

Were for my {elfe : and fo,my Lord,adue,
RichIf you thriue wel,bring rhcmm Baynards Caftle,
here you fhall finde me well accoi npanied

With reuerend Fathers,and well- learned By (hops.

Buck. 1 goe,and towards three or foure a Clocke
Looke for the Newes that the Guild-Hall affoords,

Exit Buckinghara.

Rich. Goe Louell with all fpeed to Doétor Shaw,
Goe thou to Fryer Pesker, bid them both
Meet me within this houre at Baynards Caftle,
Now will I goe to take (ome privie order,

['odraw thr Brats of Clarence out of fight,
And to piue arder,thatno ma.mcrperfm
Haue any rime recourie yneo the Princes.

n
Busk.

Exit.

Exeunt,

Enter a Serinener.

Ser. Hereis the Indictment of the mmd Lord Haftings,
Whichin; fC[Hmdiamh is engr
Thar 1t may be to d: vnsuuxc in Panles.
And mark:

1 1

he fequell hangs togethe
Eleuen houres { haue 1“% o write it ouer;
For yefter-night it ient me,
The Precedent was
And yet within thefe ﬁ e
Vnt3mtcd._wcymmnﬁ fre
Here's a good World the whxic«

Who is {o grofle, that cannot {ee this palpabl

W W \.” Kl

N
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Yet who fo bold,but fayes he fees it not.?
Bad is the World,and all will come to hought,
When fuchill dealing mult be feene in thought, Exie,

Enter Richard and Buckingham at fenerall Doores.

Rich, How now,how now,what fay the Citizens ?
Buck, Now by the holy Mother of our Lord,
The Citizens are mum,{ay not 2 word,
Rich. Touchtyouthe Baftardie of Fdwards Children?
Buck, 1did,withhis Contract with Lady Lacy,
And his Contraét by Deputie'in France,
Th'vnfatiate greedinefle of hisdefire,
And his enforcement of the Citie Wiues,
His Tyrannie for Trifles, his owne Baftardie,
As being got,your Father then in France,
And his refemblance,being not like the Duke,
Withall,I did inferre your Lineaments,
Being the right Jdea of your Father,
Both in your forme,and Noblenefle of Mindé :
Layd open all your Victories in Scotland,
Your Difcipline in Warre,Wifdome in Peace,
Your Bountie, Vertue faire Humilitie :
Indeed,left nothing fitting for your purpofe,
Vatoucht,or {leightly handled in difcourfe,
And when my Oratorie drew toward end,
I bid them that did loue their Countries good,
Cry,God faue Richard Englands Royall King.
Rich. Anddidtheyfo?
Buck. No,fo God helpeme,they {pake not 2 word,
But like dumbe Statues,or breathing Stones,
Star’d each enother,and look’d deadly pale :
| Which when I faw,I reprehended them,
And ask’d the Maior,what meant this wilfull filence?

His anfwer was,the people were not vied

Tobe fpoke to,but by the Recorder.

| Thenhe was vrg'd to tellmy Taleagaine:,

Thus {ayth the Duke thus hath the Duke inferr’d,

But nothing {poke,in warrant from himfelfe.

When he had daneé,fome follewers of mine owne,

At lower end of the Hall,hurldvp their Caps,

And fome tenne voyces cry’d,God faue Kirig Richard :

And thus I tooke the vantage of ‘thole few,

Thankes gentleCitizens,and friends, quoth I,

This generall applaufe,and chearefull fhowr,

| Argues your wifdome,and yourloue to Richard :

A And cuer here brake off,and came away. i°

| Rich. Whattongue-lefle Blockes werethey,

{Would they not fpeake? ' el

| Will not the Maier then,and his Brethren,come ?

Buck. The Maior is here at hand:intend fome feare,

{Benot you fpoke with,but by mightie fuit; .

| And looke yourget a Prayer-Booke in your hand,

{ And ftand betweenie two Chut¢h-men,good my Lord,

For on that grotitid Tle make 2 holy Defcant : "

{ And be not cafily ' wonné to ourrequefts, bl

Play the Maids pare, @till an{wer nay,and rakeit. "~ 4
Rich, 1 goe:andif'youplead as well for them,

As T can fay may to thee for my felfe, d o)

No doubt webring itto a happie iffue. . A
Brck: Go,go vp to the Leads,the Lord Maior knocks.

Enterthe Maior,and Citizens, o

Welcome, my Lotd, I dance attendance here,

* He feares,my Lord,you meane no good to him.

I thinke the Puke will not’be fpoke withall.

Ewter Catesby.,

Buck, Now Catesby , what f{ayes your Lord to my
requeft ?
Cateshy. Hedoth entreat your Grace,my Noble Lord,

To vifit him to morrow,or next day : :

He is within,with two right reuerend Fathers,

Diuinely bent to Meditation,

And in no Worldly {uites would he be mou'd,

To draw him from his holy Exercife.

Buck, Returne,good Caresby,to the gracious Duke,

Tell himymy (elfe,the Maior and Aldermen,

In decpe defignes,in matter of great moment,

No lefle importing then our generall good,

Are come to haue fome conterence with his Grace.
Catesby. Ilefignifie fo much vnto him Rraight, Exit.
Buck, Ah ha,my Lord,this Prince is not an Edward,

He is not lulling on a lewd Loue-Bed,

But on his Knees,at Meditation :

Not dallying with a Brace of Curtizans,

But meditating with two deepe Diuines:

Not fleeping,to engrofle hisidle Body,

But praying,to ensich his watrchfull Soule.

Happie were England,would this vertuous Prince

Take on his Grace the Soueraigntie thereofy

But (ure I feare we (hall not winne him to it,

Maior, Marry God defend his Grace thould fay vs
nay. :

Buck, 1fearehe will: here Careshy comes againe.

Enter Catesby.
Now Catesby, what {ayes his,Grace? BT
Catesby. He wonders to what énd you haue affembled.
Such troopes of Citizens,to cometo him,
His Grace not being warn’d thereof before ¢

Buck. Sorry I an,my Noble Coufin fhould
Sufpect me,thaz I meane no good to him:
By Heauen,we come to him in perfic loue,
And fo once more retucne, and tell his Grace,
When holy and deuout Religiousmen * .
Are at their Beades,is much to draw them thence,
So {weet is zealous Contemplation. :

Exit,"

Enter Richard aloft, betweene two Bifbops. 3
Muior. Sec where his Grace flands;tweene two Clergid
men. ' & :

Buck, Two Props of Vertue,for 2 Chriftian Prince, .
To ftay him from the fall of Vanitie : i g
And fee 2 Boake of Prayer in his hand, .

True Ornaments to know a holy man, e

Famous Plaxtagenet,moft gracious Prince, o

Lend fauourable earte to eur requefls, e

And pardon ystheinterripeion Y

Of thyDevotion,and right Chriftian Zeale, -
Rich. My Lotd,there needés no fuch Apologie s 4

| Idoe befeechiyotir Grace'to pardon me,

Who earneft in the feruice of my God,
Deferr’d the vifitatioh of 'my friends.
But leauing this,what is yout Graces pleafure?
Buck, Euen that(1hope jwhich pleafeth God aboue, |
And all good men,of this vngouern’d Ile,
Rich, 1doe fufpe&@ I hane done fome offence,

| That feemes difgraciousiinthe Cities eye,

-

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance.
{2 _ Buck, 'Ya}l}
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Buck, Youhaue,my Lord :
Would it might pleafe your Grace,
On our entreaties, to amend your faule,

Rich, Elfe wherefore breathe Iina Chriftian Land,
Buck; Know then,it is your fault,that you refigne
The Supreme Seat, the Throne Maielticall,; ,
TheSceptred Office of your Anceftors,
Your State of Fortune,and your Deaw of Birth,
The Lineall Glory of your Royall Houfe,
Tothe corruption of ablemifht Stock ;
Whiles in'the mildnefle of your fleepic thoughs,
Which here we waken to our Countries good,
The Noble Tle doth want his proper Limmes :
His Face dgfac’d with skarres of Infamie,
| His Royall Stock grafft with ignoble Plants,
*And almoft fhouldred in the {wallowing Gulfe
Of darke Eorgetfulneffe,and deepe Obliuion,
Which to recure,we heartily folicite {
| Your gracious {elfe to take on you the charge
And Kingly Gouernment of this your Land :
Not as Proteétor,Steward, Subfiruce,
Or lowly Faltor,for anothers gaine ;
| Put as fuccefliuely,from Blood to Blood,
{ Your Right of Birth,your Empyrie.your owne.
{ For this,conforred with the Citizens,
{ Your very Worfhipfull and louing friends,
And by their vehement infligation,
1 An this iuft Caule come I to moue your Grace,
~ Rieh. Tcannot tell if to depare in filence,
1 Or biteerly to fpeake inyour reproofe,
Beft ficteth my Degree,or your Condition.
| If not to anfwer, you mighe haply thinke,
Tongue-ty’d Ambition,not replying,yeclded
il Tobeare the Golden Yoake of Soueraigntie,
‘Which fondly you would here impofe on me.
If to reproue you for thisfujt of yours,
So feafon’d with your fajthfull loue to me,
Then onghe other fide L ¢heck'd my friends,
Thercfore €0 {peake,and to auoid the fisft, -
§f And then in{peaking,not to incurre the Jaft,
i| Dgfinitively thus Tanfweryou, =~~~ B
Your loue deferucs my thankes, but my defert
Vaomeritable, fhunnes your high requeft. .
Firft,if all ObRacles were cucaway, . ..
And that my Path were cuen to the Crowne,
As the rige Reuenue,and dueof Birth ;
Vet fo.n:';u;'c_h_']‘; my poueric of fpinte,
So mightie, and fo manie my defes, »
{4 Thar ] wqg)kgi__rac-her hide me from my Greagnefle,
Being a Barke ro brogke Romightie Seas '
Then in my Greatnefle couet to be hid, s 5T &
| And in the vapour of my.Glory fmo;hcr’a,_ ,
ButGod be thank’d,there is noneed of me, rerein
{ And much I'n¥ed to helpe yop,were thereneed : ¥
§ The Royall Tree Hath left vs Royall Fruit, ibiogbt 23
{ Whichmellaw'dby the Bealing howres of time, .
{ Willwelkbegome the Seat of Maicttie, + e

Lpmye

e

e

b e any .

o

o
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§ On him I Lay that,you wouldlay onme, -,
The Right and Fortune o,f~hi_g,b§ppic Starresy ;.-
{ Which God defend that Ifhpald wring fromhim, .«

ot S

| But the relpeéts thereof are nice, and triuiall,
All circum@ances well confidered. . .

{ You fay chac Edward is your Brothers Sonne,
§ So fay we tao,but not by Edwards Wife:
brioY-ds i

Lhe Life aud Dearh of Richardthe Third.

| Aswell we know your tendernefle of heart, .

- Bnek: My, Lord,his argues Conicience in your Grace,

I L =

For firft was he contra& to Lady Lacie,

Your Mother liues a2 Witneffe to his Vow

And afterward by {ubftitute betroth'd

To Bona,Sifter to the King of France.

Thefe both put off,a poore Petitioner,

A Care-cras’d Mother to amany Sonnes,

A Beautie-waining,and diftreffed Widow,

Eueninthe after.noone of her bef dayes,

Made prize and purchafe of his wanton Eye,

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

To bafe declenfionsand loach’d Bigamie.

By her,i his vnlawfull Bed he got

This Edward,whom our Manners call the Prince.

More bitterly could Lexpoftulate,

Saue that for reuerence to fome aliue, -

I giue a fparing limit to my Tongue.

Then good,my Lord,take to your Royall felfe

This proffer'd benefit of Dignitie: .

1f not to blefle vs and the Land withall;

Yet to drgw forth your Noble Anceftrie

From the corruption of abufing times,

Vnto a Lineall true derived courfe, B
Maior,Do good my Lord,your Citizens entreat you.
Buck; Refufe not,mightie Lord,this proffer’d love,
Catesb, O make them ioyfull, grane their lawfull {uie,
Rich. Alas,why would.you heape this Care on me?

Iam vofit for State,and Maieftie :

I doe befeech you take it pot amiffe,

I cannot,nor I will not yeeld to you.

Buck, It yourefuleic,asinloueandzeale,

Lothto depofe the Child,your Brothers Sonne,

And gentle,kindg,effeminate remorfe, - -
Which we haue noted in you to your Kindred,
And egally indeede toall[ Eftates: . - .~
Yet know,where youaccepeour {uit,or.no,

- '| YourBrothers Sonne (hall-neuer reigne our King,

But we will plant fome other.in the Thrane,
To the difgrace and downe-fall of yous Haufe :
And in this refolution bere we leaveyou, | AW
Come Citizens, we will entreatnomores, | Exeynt, , ;|
(4rech Call him againe,fweet Prince,acceptcheir fuit:;
If you'denie them, allthe Land willrueir, oy e d
Rich. Will you enforce me toa world of Cares; . ;. |
Call them 2gaine,I am not made of Stanes,
But penetrableto yourkinde entreaties, ;.
Albeitagainft my Confcience and my Soule,
.. Enter ?Hf&ii_fgbdﬂ!,ﬂﬁd the reft. [
Coufin of Buckingham, and fage gragemmen, v o
Since you will buckle fortune on my, Back, .
To beare her burt_lyn,wbcml will orne, . |
I'muft haue patience to endyre the Loadr: -
But if black Scandall,or foule-fac'd Reproach,
Atcendithe fequell of your Impofition, < . .
Your meere enforcement fhall acquittanceme -

| Fromall the impuse blots and ftayngs thereofs” i

] I"-T',-,

1 ForGod doth,k,ho;w,andyo}x:n_a)kpégglyfég, ;: Troelq

§ And mike (o doubr) vs hap y.byhisReigne, - . . . | How farfeIam fromthedefire of thig, ‘.~ . U0

; Maior. God blefle your Grace, wee. fee it, and will
ay it. T b A
Rich: In faying {a,youfhall but {ay.thereueh, ..

- Buck. ThenIfalute you withthis Royall Title,
Long lueKing Richard,Englands worthieKing,

All. Amen. 2

Buck,Ta morrow may i pleafe youtobe Crown'ds -

Rich. Euen whemyon pleafe,foryou wilkhaueit fo.
> Buck. To,

-
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Buck. To morrow then we will atcend your Grace,
And {o moft ioyfully we take our leaue,

Rich. Come,letysto our haly Worke againe.
Farewell my Coufins,farewell gentle friends. Exennt,

i

Actus Quartus.  Seena Prima.
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Enter the Queene, Anne Duche(t of Gloucefter, the
Drichefle of Yorke and Margneffe Dorfet,

Duch.Yorke. Who meetes vs heere ?
My Neece Plantagenet,
Led inthe hand of her kind Aunt of Glofter?
Now,for my Life,fhec’s wandring to the Tower,
On pure hearts lousyto greet the tender Prince.
Daughter,well met.
Anne. God giue your Graces both, a happie
And a ioyfull cime of day.
Qu, As muchtoyou,good Sifter: whitheraway?
Anne. No farcher then the Tower,and as I gueile,
Vpon the like denotion as your felucs,
To grawlate the gentle Princes there,

Q#, Kind Sifterchankes, wee'le enterall together:

Eniey the Lieutenant,

And in good time, here the Licutenant comes,
Mafier Lieutenant, pray you,by your leaue,
How doth the Prince,and my young Sonne of Yerke ?

Lizs. Right well,deare Madame : by your patience,
I may not {uffer you tovifit them,

The King bach ftri@ly charg'd the contrary.

n. The King? who's that?

Lies. 1 meane the Lord Protector.

2u. The Lord proteét him from chat Kingly Title.
Hath he fer bounds betweene their love,and me 2
I am their Mother,wbo fhall barre me from them ?

Duch, Yarke, 1 am their Fathers Mother, 1 will fee
them,

Awne.Their Aunt I am in law,in love their Mother:
Then bring me to their fights, Ile beare thy blame,
And rake thy Office fromthee,on my perill.

Lien. No,Madame, vo; Imay not leaveit fo :
I am bound by Oath,and therefore pardon me.
Exit Liewtenant,

Enter Stanley.

Stanley. Let e but meet you Ladies one howre hence,
And Ile falute your Grace of Yorke as Mother,
And reverend looker on of two faire Queenes,
Come Madame,you muft ftraight to Weltminfter,
There to be crowned Richards'Royall Queene.
Hu. Abhycurmy Lace afunder,
That my pent heart may haue fome {cope to beat,
Or elfe I {fwoone with this dead-killing newes.
Anre. Defpightfull ridings;O vnpleafing newes.
Dorf, Be of good cheare: Mother, how fares your
Grace ?
Qu. O Dorfet, {peake not to me, get thee gone,
Death and Deitruttion dogges thee at thy heeles,
hy Mothers Name is ominous to Children.

If thou wilt out-firip Death,goe crofle the Seas,
And liue with Richmond, fromthe reach of Hell.
Goe hye thee,hye thee from this flaughcer-houfe,
Left thou encreale the pumber of the dead,

And make me dye the thrall of Margarets Curfe,
Nor Mothet, Wife,nor Englands counred Queene,

Stanley Full of wife care,is this your counfsile,Madame:

Take all che {wift aduantage of the howres:
You fhall hane Letters fromme to my Sonne,
In your behalfe,to meet youon'the way :
Be not ta'ne tardie by vawife delay,
Dugh. Yorke. Qill difperfing Winde of Miferie,
O my accurfed Wombe,the Bed of Death :
A Cockatrice haft thou hatcht to the World;
Whofe vnauoided Eye is murthergus, :
Stanley.. Come,Madame;conie, 1 in all hafte was (ant,
Amne, And Iwith all vowillivgnefle will goz,
O would to God,that the inclufise Verge
Of Golden Mettall,that muft rouad my Brow,
Were red hot Steele,to feare me to the Braines,
Anoynted let me be with deadly Venote,t
And dye ere men can {ay,God faue the Queene, 7 -
4. Goe,goe,poore foule,I envie not thy glory,
To feed my humor,wifh thy felfe no harme. ©

Anne. No:why? When he thatis my Husband now,

Came to me,as I follow’d Henries Cotfe,

When fearce the blood was well wafht frot his hands, -

Which iffued from my other Angell Husband,

And that deare Saint,which then [ weeping follow'd s
O,when I fay Ilook’d on Richards Face,

This was my With: 3e thou (quoth I) accurfh,

For making me, (o young,fo old a Widow :

And when thou wed’R,let forrow haunt thy Bed s
And be thy Wife,if any be fo mad,

More miferable, by the Life of thee,

Then thou haft made me,by my deare Lords death,
Loe,cre [ canrepeat this Curfe againe,

Within fo fmall atime, my Womans heart
Groffely grew captiue to his honey words,

And prou’d the fubie&t of mine owne Soules Curle,
Which hitherto hath held mine eyes from reft :

'For neuer yet one howre in his Bed

Did 1 enioy the golden deaw of fleepe,
But with his timorous Dreames was fhll awak’de
Befides,he haces me for my Father iwarwicke,
And will (no doubt) (hortly berid of me.
Du. Pooreheartadieu,] pirtie thy complaining.

eAnne, No more, then with my foule I mourne for

yours.
Dorf. Farewell,thou wofull welcommer of gloty.

eAnne. Adien , poore foule, that tak’ft chy leaue

of i,

Du.Y.Go thou to Richmond & good fortune guidethee,

Go thouto Richard,aad good Angels tend thee,

Go thou vo Sanétuarie,and good thoughts poflefle thee,

1 to my Graue,where peace and reft lye with mee.

Eightic odde yeeres of forrow haue I feene,

And each howres ioy wrackt witha weeke of teene.
Du. Stay,yet looke backe with me voto the Tower.

Picty,you ancient Stenes,thofe tender Babes,

Whom Enuie hath immur’d within your Walls,

Rough Cradle for {uch little prettic ones,

Rude ragged Nutfe,old {ullen Play-fellow,

For tender Princes: vie my Babies well ;

So foolifh Sorrowes bids your Stones farewell,

Exesmnt.
{3
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Scena Secunda,

e e e

Sewnd & Sennet, Enter Richardin pompe,Buc-
kingbam,Caresby,Ratclife Lonel.
- :g 3 /y Jj P}

Rich. Standall apart. Coufin of Buckingham,
_ Buck; My gracious Soueraigne,
Rich. Giue methy hand, Seund.
Thus high,by thy aduice,and thy affiftance,
Is King Richard feated:
But fhall we weare thefe Glories fora day?
Or fhall they laft,and we reioyceiin them?
Buck. Stilllive theysand for euer let them laft.
Rich. Ah BuckinghamnowdoeT play the Touch,
To trieif thou be currant Gold indeed
Youge Edward lives,thinke now what I would {peake.
Buck. Sayonmy loying Lord,
Regtre \Why Buckingham,]1 fay I would be King.
Buck. Why fo you are,my thrice-renowned Lord,
Rich Ha:? am I King ? tis fo : but Edward liues.
ZBuck. True,Noble Prince.
Rich.- Q bitcer confequence !
 That Edward (il fhould line trae Noble Prince.
| Coufin,thotwaft not wont.te be fo dull.
 Shall I be plaine ?. I wilh the Baftards dead,
And I'would have it fuddenly perforny'd.
What fay’ thou now ? {peake fuddenly,be briefe.
Buck, YourGracemay doe your pleafure,
Rich, Tur,tut,thou art all Ice,thy kindnefle freezes:
Say,haue I thy confent,thac they thall dye ?
Bac.Giue me fome litle breath,fome pawf{e,deare Lord,
‘Before 1 pofitiuely fpeake in this:
I will refolue you herein prefently, Exit Bock.
Catesby, The King is angry,fee he gnawes his Lippe.
Rich, Iwill conuerfe with Iron-witted Fooles,
' And vnrefpe&tiue Boyes : none are for me,
That looke into me with confiderate eyes,
High-reaching Buckingham growes circum{ped.
Boy. :
Page. My Lord.
Rich. Xnow’(t thou not any,whom corrupting Geld
Will tempt vito a clofe exploit of Death?
Page. 1know a difcontented Gentleman,
Whofe humble meanes match not his haughtis fpiric :
Gold were as good as twentie Orators,
And will (no doubt) tempt him to any thing.
Rich. What is his Name ?
Page. His Name,my Lotd,is Térrell,
Reenr, 1partly know theman : goe call him hither,
Boy, Exit,
The deepe reuoluing wittie Buckingham,
Nomore fhall be the neighbor to my counfailes.
Hath he folong held out with me,vntyr’d,
And ftops he now for breath? Well,be it {o.

Enter Stanley,

How now,Lord Stanley, what's the newes?
Stasley. Know my loving Lord,the Marqueffe Dorfer
As I heare, is fled to Richmond,
In the parts where he abides,
Rich. Come hither Calesby, rumor it abroad,
That Anse my Wife is very grieuous ficke,

T he Lifeand Death g

And foone lle rid you from the feare of them.

Richardthe Third,

I will take order for her keeping clofe.
Inquire me out fome meane poore Gentleman, "
Whom I will marry ftraight to Clarence Daughter:
The Boy is foolith,and I feare not him.

Looke how thou dream’fi : I {ay againe, giue out,
That Anne,my Queene;is ficke,and like to dye,
Abous it,for it fflands me much vpen

To ftop all hopes,whofe growth may dammage me,
Imultbe marryed to my Brothers Daughter,

Or elfe my Kingdome ftands on brittle Glaffe -
Murther her Brothers,and then marry her,
Vncertaine way of gaine. ButIam in

So farre in blood,that finne will pluck on finge,
Teare-falling Pittie dwells not in this Eye,

Enter Tyrrel.

Is thy Name Tyrrel ?

Tyr. Lames Tyrrel,and your moft obedient fubie&,

Rich, Arcthouindeed?

Zyr. Proueme,my gracious Lord, :

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

Tyr. Pleafe you:

But I had rather kill two enemies,

Rich. Why then thou haft it : two dcepc enemies;
Foesto my Reft,and my fwect fleepes difturbers,
Are they that I would haue thee deale,vpon :

Tyrrel,I meane thofe Baftards in the Tower,
Tyr. Letmehaue open meanes tocome to them,

Rich, Thou fing’ft fweet Mufique ;
Hearke,come hither Tyrrel,
Goc by this token: rife,and lend thine Eare, Whifpers,
There i1s nomore but fo : fayitis done,
And I'will loue thee,and preferre thee for it,

Tyr. Twilldifpatch it firaighe, Exir,

Linl
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Enter Bucki g

Buck, My Lord,] haue confiderd in my minde,
The late requeft that you did found me in.

Ricto. Well let thatreft : Darferis fled to Richmond.

Buck. Iheare the newes,my Lord,

Rich. Stanley, heeis your Wiues Sonne : well; loske
vnto it.

Buck. My Lord,I clayme the gift,my due by promife,
For which your Honor and your Faith is pawn’d,
Th’Earledome of Hertford,and the moucables,

Which you haue promifed I {hall poflefle. .
Rich, Stanley looke to your Wife : iffhe conuey
Lettersto Ricbmo;ad,you thall anfwer it,
Bnck. What fayes your Highnefle to my inft requeft ?
Rich, 1 doe remember me, Henry the Sixg
Did prophecie,that Richmond fhould be King,
When Richmond wasa little peenifh Boy,
A King perhaps. i

DBuck, May it pleafe yau to refolue me in my fuit,

Rich, Thou troubleft me,] am net inthe vaine, Exiz.

Buck, Andis it thus? repayes he my deepe feruice
With fuch contempt ? made L him King for this ?

O let me thinke on Haffings,and be gone

To Brecnock,while my fearefull Head is on, Exit,
Enter Tyrrel.
Tyr. Thetyrannous and bloodie A& is dosie,
- The moft arch deed of pistious maffacre

That

&
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That euer yet this Land was guilty of :

Dighton and Forreft,who I did fuborne

To do this p eece of ruchfull Butchery,

| Albeit they were flefht Villaines, bloody Dogges,
Melted with tenderneffe,and milde compaffion,
‘Wept like to Children, in their deaths {ad Story.

O thus (quoth Dighton) lay the gentle Babes :
Thus,thus (quoth Farreft) girdling one another
Withintheir Alablafter innocent Armes:

Their lips were foure red Rofes on a fRalke,

‘And in their Summer Beauty kift each other,

A Booke of Prayers on.their pillow lay,

:Whichone (quoth Forrest) almoft chang’d my minde:
But oh the Diuell, there the Villaine Gopt :

(When Dighton thus told on, we {mothered

‘The moft replenithed {weer worke of Nature,

That from the prime Creation ere the framed,
Henceboth are gene with Confcience and Remorfe,
They could not{peake, and (o T left them both,

To beare this tydings o the bloody King.

Enter Richard.

And heere he comes. - All health my Souveraigne Lotd.

Ric.Kinde Tirrell,am I happy inthy Newes,

Tir. Iftohaue done the thing you gaue in charge,
Beget your happineffe, be happy then,
Foritisdone. :

Rich. Bucdid'fthoufee them dead.

Tir, 1did my Lord.

Rich.. Andburied gentle Tirrell.

Tr.. The Chaplaine of the Tower hath buried them,
But where (to fay the truth) I donot know,

Rich. Come to m¢ Tirrel {oone,and after Supper,
When thou fhalt tell the proceffe of their death,
Meane time,but thinke how I may do the good,

And be inheritor of thy defire.
Farewell till then,

Tir. Thombly take my leaue.

Rich, TheSonne of Clarence haue Ipent vp clofe,
His daughter meanly haue I matcht in marriage,
The Sonnes of Edward {leepe in Abrabams bofome,
And Aune my wife hath bid this world good night,
Now for I know the Britaine Richmond aymes
At yong Elizabeth my brochers daughter,

And by that knot lookes proudly on the Crowne,
To her go Laiclly thriviog wooer.

Enter Rarcliffe.

Rat.. My Lord,
Rich. Good orbad newes,that thou com’ftin fo
bluntly ?

Rat.Bad news my Lord, CMonrton is fled to Richmond,
And Buckingham backt with the hardy Welthmen
1sin thefield,and Rill his power encreafeth,

Rich, Ely with Richmond eroubles me more neere,
Then Buckingham and his rath leuied Strength,
Come, I hauelearn’d, thar fearfull commenting
Is leaden feruitor to dull delay,
Delay leds impotent and Snaile-pae’d Beggery:
Then fictie expedition be my wing,
Toues Mercury,and Hetald for a King :
Go mufter men : My counfaileis my Sheeld,
Wemuft be breefe,when Traitors brave the Field.

Exenns,

e

of Richardthe Third.
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Scena T ertia,

Enter old Queene Margarer.

Mar. Sonow profperity begins to mellow,
And drop into the rotren mouth of death :
Heere in thefe Confines {lily have I lurke,
To watch the waining of mine enemies.
A dire induétion,am [ witnefle to,
And will to France,hoping the confequence
Will proue as birter,blacke, and Tragicall,
Withdraw thee wretched 2ergarer, who comes heere 2

e g
Enter Datcheffe apd Queene,

Q#, Ahmy poore Princes! ah my tender Babes

My vnblowed Flowres, new appearing fweets :

Ifyet your gentle {oules flye in the Ayre,

Aund be not fixt in doome perpetuall,

Houer about me with your ayery wings,

And beare your mothers Lamentation. y
Mar. Houer aboucher, {ay that right forright

Hath dim’d your Infant morne,to Agednight..

Dut. So many miferies baue craz’d my voyce,
‘That my woe-wearied tongue is flill and mute.
Edward Plamtagenet, why art thou dead ?

Mar, Plantagener doth quit P!ummgmﬁ?;

Edwardfor Edward, payes a dying debr,

Lu. Wilt thou,O God, flye from fuch gentle Lambs,

And throw themin the intrailes of the Wolfe ?

When didft thou fleepe, when fuch a deed was done 2
Mar. Whenholy Harry dyed,and my fweet Sonne.
Dut. Dead life,blind fight, poore mortall living ghoft,

Woes Scene, Worlds (hame,Graues due, by life viurpt,

Breefe abfract and record of tedious dayes,

Reit thy vareft on Englands lawfull earth,

Vaolawtully made drunke with innocent blood,

Q. Ahthatthou would’t affoone affoord a Graue,

As thou canft yeelda melancholly feate:

Then would I hide my bones,not reft them heere,

Ah who hath any caufe to mourne bur wee ?

WMar. Ifanciencforrow bemoft reuerent,

Giuc mine the benefit of figneurie,

And letmy greefles frowne on the vpper hand

If forrow can admit Society.

I had an Edward,till a Richard kill'd him :

I had aHusband, till a Richard kill’d him ;

Thou had'Rt an Edward, tilla Richard kill'd him
Thou had'} a Richard, vill a Richard kill'd him.

Dut. 1bad a Richard too,and thou did’ft kill him s
Ihad a Rutlandtoo, thou hop’f o kill him.

Mar. Thouhad'ft a Clarence too,

And Richard kill'd him.

From forththe kenoell of thy wombe hath crept
A Hell-hound that doth hunt vs all to death:
That Dogge, thathad his teeth before hiseyes,
To worry Lambes, and lap their gentle blood :
That foule defacer of Gods handyworke:
Thatreignesin gaunled eyesof weeping foules :
That excellent grand Tyrant of the carth,

Thy wombe let loofe 1o chafe vs to our graues.
O vprighe,iuft,and true-difpofing God,

How do I thanke thee,that this carnall Cugre
ngwi’
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Prayes on the iffue of his Mothers body,
And makes her Pue-fellow with others mone,
Dut, Oh Harries wife, triumph not in my woes :
God witnefle with me, I haue wept for chine.
Mar, Beare with me: Tam hungry for renenge;
And now I cloy me with beholding it.
Thy Edward he is dead, thatkill'd my Edward,
The other Edward dead, to quit my Edwara:
Yong Yorke,he is but boote, becaufe both they
Matche not the high perfetion of miy loffe.
Thy Clarence heis dead, that ftab’d my Edward,
And the beholders of this franticke play,
Thadulcerate Haffmgs, Riners Uanghan,Gray,
Vintimely fmother’d in their dusky Graues,
Richard yet lines, Hels blacke Intelligencer,
Onely refern’d theirFactor, to buy foules,
And fend them thither : Butat hand,ac hand
Infues his pittious and vnpittied end.
Earth gapes,Hell burnes, Fiends roare, Saints pray,
To haue him fodainly conuey'd from hence :
' Cancell his bond of life, deere God I pray,
That I may live and {3y, The Dogge is dead.
9x. O thou did'{t prophefie,the time would come,
That | fhould wifh for thee to helpe me curfe
That botrel'd Spider,that foule bunch-back’d Toad.
Mar. 1 call’'d chee then,vaine flourifb of my fortune:
T call'd chee then,poore Shadow,painted Quecn,
The preflentation of but what I was;
The fattering Index of a direfull Pageant;
One heau’d a high, to be hurl’d downe below s
| AMother oncig' mockt with two faire Babes 3
{ A dreame of what thou waft, s garifh Flagge
To be the ayme of cuery dangerous Shot ;
A figne of Dignity,a Breath,a Bubble;
A Queeneinieaft, onely tofill the Scene,
Where is thy Husband now? Where bie thy Brothers ?
Where be thy two Sonnes? Wherein doft chou Joy ?
Who {ues,and kneeles,and fayes,God {aue the Queene ?
Where be the bending Peeres that flattered thee?
Where be the thronging Troopes that followed thee?
Decline all this,and fee what now thou arr.
Forhappy Wite,a mo(t diftreffed Widdow :
For ioyfull Mother, one that wailes the name :
For one being fued too,one that humbly fues :
For Queene, a very Caytifte, crown’d with care :
For thethat fecorn’d at me, now fcorn’d of me ;
For fhe being feared of all,now fearing one::
For fhe commanding all, obey’d of none.
Thus hath the courfe of Tuftice whirl’d about,
And left thee buca very prey to time,
Hauing no more but Thought of what thou waft.
To torture thee the more,being what thou are,
Thou didft v{urpe my place, and doft thou net
Viurpethe iuftproportion of my Sarrow ?
Now thy proud Necke,beares halfe my burthen’d yoke,
From which,enen heere 1flip my wearied head,
And leaue che burthen of it all,on thee,
Farwe!l Yorkes wifc, and Queene of fad mifchance,
Thele Englifh woes, {hall make me {inile in France.
. O thouwell skill'd in Curfes,{tay a-while,
Andteach me how to curfe mine encmies.
Mar. Forbeare tofleepethe night,and faft the day :
Compare dead happineffe,with lining woe :
Thinke that thy Babes were fweeter then they were,
And hethar {lew them fowler thenhe is:
Bett'ring thy loffe, makes the bad caufer worfe,

The Life and Death of Righardthe Third.

Reuoluing this,will teach thee how to Curfe.!
26, My wordsare dull, O quicken them with thine.
Mar. Thy woes will make them fharpe,
And pierce like mine. Exit Margares,
Dat. Why {hould calamity be full of words ?
Qn. Windy Atwrnies to their Clients Woes,
Ayery fucceeders ofintefline ioyes,
Poore breathing Orators of miferies,
Let them haue [cope, though what they will impart,
Helpe nothing els, yetdozhey eafe the hare.
Dat. 1f{othen, benot Tongue-ty'd:go with me,
And in the breath of bitter words, ler’s fiother
My damned Son,that thy two {weet Sonnes {mother’d,
The Trumpet founds, be copious in exclaimes.

Enter King Richard,and bis Traive.

Rich. 'Who intercepts me inmy Expedition ?

Dute Q fhe, that might have intercepred thee
By frangling thee in ber aceurfed wombe,

From all the {laughters{ Wretch)that thou ha(t done.

Q#. Hid'ft thou that Forhead with a Golden Crowne
Where't {hould be branded, if that right were right ?
The flaughter of the Prince that ow’d that Crowne,
And the dyre death of my poore Sonnes,and Brothers.
Tell me thou Villaine-flave,where are my Children ?

D#t. Thou Toad, thou Toade,
Whereis thy Brother Clarence ?
And little Ned Plantagenet his Sonne ?

2. Wheteis the gentle ’Zﬁmr:_,'vmgbnn,Gr@ ?

Dut. Whereis kinde Haftings?

Rich. A flourifh Trumpers,firike Alarum Drummes:
Let not the Heauens heare thefe Tell-tale women
Raile on the Lords Annointed, Strikel fay,

Flonrifh, eAlarnms,
Either be patienc,and intreat me fayre,
Or with the clamorous report of Warre,
Thus will I drowne your exclamations.
Duat. Arcchou my Sonne?
Rich, 1,1thanke God,my Father,and your felfe,
Dut. Then patiently heare my impatience.
Rich. Madam,] haue a touch of your condition,
That cannot brooke the accent of reproofe,
Dxt, Oletme fpeake.
Rich. Dothen,but Ile not heare,
Daut: 1will be milde, and gentle in my words,
Rich. And breefe (good Mother)for 1amin haft,
Daut. Artthoufo haRy? I haue faid for thee
(God knowes)in torment and in agony,
Rich, And came I notat laft to comfort you ?
Dut. Noby the holy Rood,thou know’ft it well,
Thoucam’ft on earth, to make the earth my Hell,
A greeuous burthen was thy Birth to me,
Tetchy and wayward was thy Infancie.
Thy School-daies frightfull,defp'raté,wilde,and farious,
Thy prime of Manhood,daring,bold;and venturous:
Thy Age confirm’d, proud,fubtle,flye,and bloody,
More milde, but yer more harmfull ; Kinde in hatred :
What comfortable houre canft thou name,
That euer grac’'d me with thy company ?
Rich. Faith none,but Humfrey Hower,
That call’d your Girace
To Breakefaft once,forth of my company.
IfI be fo difgracious.in your eye,
Letme march on,and not offend you Madam.
Strike vp the Dromme,
Dut, 1 prytheeheare me fpeake,
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Rich; You fpeake toobitterly,
D#t. Heare me aword :
For I fhaHl neuer fpeake to thee againe,
Rich. So.
Due. Either thou wilt dye,by Godsiuft ordinance

‘Ere from this warre thou turne aConqueror:

Or I with greefe and extreame Age fhall perifh,

And neuer more behold thy face againe.

Therefore take with theemy moft greeuous Curfe,

Which in the day of Baccell tyre thee more

| Then all the compleat Atmour thac thou wear't.

| My Prayers on the aduerf= party figh,

And there the lictle foules of Edwards Children,

Whifper the Spirits of thine Enemies,

And promife them Succefle and Viétory «

Bloody thouart, bloody will be thy end :

Shame ferues thy life, and doth chy death attend.  Ewit.

2u.Though far more caufe,yet much lefle {piric to curfe

| Abidesinme, I fay Amentoher.:

Rich, .Stay Madam,I muft talke a word withyou,

Zu, 1 haueno more fonnes of the Royall Blood

For thee to {laughter. For my Daugheers( Richard)

They fhall be praying Nunnes,not weeping Queenes :

And therefore leuell not to hit cheir lives,

Rich,. You haue a daugheer call'd Efizaberh,

Vertuous and Faire, Royall and Gracious ?

Qu. Andmuft the dye for this? O let her liue,

And He carrupt her Manners, (taine her Beauty,

Slander my Selfe,as falfe to Edwardsbed :

Throw ouer her thevaile of Infamy, -

So fhe may liue vofcarr’d of bleeding {lau ghter,

I will confeffe fhe was not Edwards daughter. .
Rich. Wrong not her Byrch,(heisa Royall Pringefle,
Q. Tofaueher life; 1le fay {he is not {o.

Rich. Herlifeisfafeft onely in herbyrth,

Q#. And onely in that fafery,dyed her Brothers.
Rich, Loeat theirBirth;good ftarres were oppofite.
Q#. Nojro theirliues,ill friends were contrary,®

R 4eh! All vnauoydedis the doome of Defliny

Qs. Teue:whenauoyded gracemakes Dettiny,.

My Babes were deftin’d to a fairer death, ]

1 1f grace hadbleft thee'with a fairer life. ity

{ Rich, Youfpeake as'if thae I had flaine my Cofins?

|  9s. Cofins indeed, and by-their Vnckle couzend,

} Of Comfort,Kingdome,Kindred,Freedome, Life,

| Whofe hand foeuer lanich'd their tender hearts,

| Thy head(all indire&ly)gaue dire&ion.

No doubt the murd’rous Knife wasdulland blunt,

Till it was whetted on thy ftone-hard hearr,

To reuell in theIntrailesiaf my Lambes. (o

But that fiill v{e of greefe, makes wilde greefe tame; -+

My tongue fhouldtd thy eares not name my. Boyes, - ..

{ Till that my-Nayles wiere anchor’'diin chine eyes :.

{ And Tin {iichra defp’rate Bay of death; | »

| Like 2 poore Barke, of failes and tackling reft,

Ruifh-allto peeces on thy Rocky bofame.

Rich, Madam, fo:tbriue I in My entesprize

Andgangerons fucceffe of bloody warres,

As lintendimore good1éyou and yeiirs,

Then cuer yau and yours by me wete harm'd.. i
L2u. What goodis couer’'d with.the face of heauen,

To be difcovered,that can dé e goad.. A

Rich, Th'adugncementof your children,gentle Lady

. “Q#.3Vp té fome Scaffold,thereto tofe their heads.

wh.:Viato the dignity and height of Fortune,

The highFmperiall Typeofthisearths glory.

&

Qu. Flatter my forrow with report of jc:
Tell me,what State,what Digsnity,what Honor,
Canft thou demife to any childe of mine,
Rich., Euen allIbaue; I and my felfe and all,
Will I wichall indow a childe of thine:
So in the Lethe of thy angry foule,
Thou drowne the fad remembrance of thofe wrongs,
Which thou fuppofeft I haue done to thee.
2. Bebreete,leatt thatthe proceffe of thy kindneffe
Laftlonger telling then thy kindnefle date.
Rich. Then know,
That from my Saule, I loue thy Daughter,
LQu, My daughters Mother thinkes it with her foule.
Rich. Whatdo you thinke ? :
Zu. Thatthoudoft loue my daughter from thy foule
So from thy Soules loue didft thou loue her Brothers,
And from my heares loue, I do thanke thee forit, - *
Rich. Be notf{o hafty to confound my meaning's
I meane that with my Soule I loue thy daughter,
And dointend to make her Queene of England, "~
Zu Wellthen,who doft §meane fhallbe her'King.
Rich. Euen he that makes her Queene ;
Who elfe fhould bee ?
Gy, What,thou?
Rich. BEuen fo: How thinke you ofit
Q4, How canft thou woo herp
Rich. ThacIwould learne of you, .
As one being beftacquainted with her humour
QOn. Andwilcthoulearne of me?
Rich, Madam,with all my heart.
O#, Sendtoherby themanthat flew her Brothers,
A paire of bleeding hearts : thereon ingraue
Edward and Torke, then haply will fhe weepe :
Therefore prefent to her,as fometime Aargare
Didto thy Father,fteeptin Rutlandsblood,
A hand-kercheefe, which fay to her did dreyrie
The purple fappe from her fweet Brothers bedy,
And bid her wipe her weeping eyes withall.
If this inducement moue her not to loue,
Send hera Letter of thy Noble deeds:
Tell her,thou mad’ftaway her Vnckle Clarence,
Her'Vinckle Riuers, T (and for her fake)
Mad'ft quicke conueyance with her good Aunt Fiwe,
Rish, Youmocke me Madam; this not the way
To winyour daugheer, :
2#. There isno other way,
Valefle thou could'ft put on fome other fhape,
And notbe Richard;thag hath done all this, =
Ric, Saythatldidall this for loue of her,
Qui* Naythenindeed fhe caunot choofe but hate thee
Hauing:bought loue, with fuchabloody fpoyle. -
Rich. Lookewhatisdone, cannetbe now amended :
Men thall deale vnaduifedly fometimes,
Which after-houres gives leyfure to repent.
If T did takethe Kingdome from your Sonnes,
Tomakeamends, Ile giue ic to your daugheet :
IfT haue kill’d the iffue of your wombe,
To quicken your encreafe, T will beget -
Mine yflue of your blosd, vpon your Daughter:
A Grandamsname is lictle leffe in loue,
Thenisthe deting Title of a Mother;
They ate as Children but one fteppe below,
Euen of your mettall ,of your very blood :
Ofall one paine, faue for a nightof groanes
Endur’d of her, for whom you bid like forrow;
Your Children were vexation to your youth,

But
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But mine fhall be a comfort to your Age,
The loffe you haue, is buta Sonne being King,
And by that loffe,your Daughter is made Queene.
I cannot make you what amends I would,
Therefore accept {uch kindnefle as I can,
Dorfer your Sonne, that with'a fearfull foule
Leads difcontented fteppes in Forraine foyle,
This faire Alliance, quickly fhall call home
Tohigh Promotions,and great Dignity.
The King that calles your beauteous Daugliter Wife,
Familiarly (hall call thy Dorfet,Brother :
Againe fhallyou be Mother to a King s
And all the Ruines of diftreflefull Times,
Repayr'd with double Riches of Content,
W hat?we haue many goodly dayes to fec :
Theliquid drops of Teares that you haue thed,
Shall come againe, transform’d to Orient Pearle,
Aduantaging their Loue,with incereft
Often-times double gaine of happinefTe.
Go then (my Mother)to thy Daughter go,
Make bold her bafhfull yeares,with your experience,
Prepare her cares to heare a Woers Tale.
Put in hertender heart, th'alpiring Flame
OfGolden Soueraignty : Acquaint the Princefle
With the fweet filent houres of Marriage ioyes:
And when this Arme of mine hath chaftifed
The petty Rebell,dull-brain’d Buckiugham,
Bound with Triumphant Garlands-will 1 come,
And leade thy daughter to a Conquerors bed :
To whom I will retaile my Conquelt:wonne,
And fhe fhalbe fole Victorefle,Cefars Cafar.

Qu. What were I beft to fay, her Fathers Brother
Would be her Lord ? Ot fhall I fay her Vnkle ?
Or hethat {lew her Brothers,and her Vnkles ?
Vuder what Title fhall I woo for thee,
That God,the Law,my Honor,and her Loue,
Can make feeme pleafing to her tender yeares?

Rich, 1nferre faire Englands peace by this Alliance.

Rich, Say fhefhallbea Highand Mighty Queene.
Hu. Toyaile the Title,as her Mother doth,
Rich. Say I willloue her cuerlaftingly.
Ox. But how long fhall that title euer laft 2
Rich, Sweetly in forceynto her faire lines end.
9n, Buthow long faircly (hall her fweet lifelaft ?
Rich. Aslong as Heauenand Nature lengthens it.
Qu, AslongasHelland Richardlikes of it.
Rich. Say,I her Soueraigne;am hier Subieé low.
Qs, Butfhe your Subiect,lothes fuch Soueraignty.
Rich. Be cloquentin my behalfeto her,
Q. Anhoneft tale fpeeds beft,being plainly rold.
Rich. Then plainly;to her, tell my louing tale.: -
Qu, Plaineand not honef,istoo harfh a fiyle.
Rich, YourReafonsare too fhallow,and to quicke.
9u. O no,my Reafons aretoo deepe and dead;
Too decpe and dead (paore Infants)in their graues,®
Harpe on it {till fhall I,till heart-firings breake.
' Rich. Harpenoton thatiring Madam, that is paft.
Now by my George,my.Garter,and my Crowne.
Qu, Prophaw’d, difhonor’d,and the-third viurpe,
Rich. 1 {wease . idy.. \ s
s, By nothing, forthisisnoOath :
Thy George prophan'd, bath loft his Lordly Henor;
Thy Garter blemifl'd, pawn’d hisKnightly Vertue;

i

Qn  Which (he thall purchafe with ftil lafting warre.
Rich. Tellher,the King that may command, intreats.
#. That ather hands,which the kings King forbids.

Thy Crowne viurp’d, difgrac’d his Kingly Glory:
1f{fomething thou would't fweare to be beleew'd,
Sweare then by fomething, that theu haft not wrong’d,
Rich, Thenbymy Sclfe,
QOu. Thy Selfe,is felfe-mifvs'd,
Rich. Now by the World,
9#. *Tis full of thy foule wrongs.
Rick, My Fathers death,
Qu, Thylifehathit difhenor’d,
Rich. Why.then,by Heauen,
#, Heanens wrong is moft ofall :
1f thou didd ft feare to breake an Oath with him,
The vnity the King my husband made,
Thou had'ft not broken, not my Brothers died.
Ifthou had’ fear'd to breake an oath by him,
Th’'Imperiall mettall; circling now thy head,
Had grac’d the tender temples of my Child,
And both the Princes had bene breathing heere,
Which now two tender Bed-fellowes for duft,
Thy broken Fzith hath made the prey for Wormes.
What can’ft thou fweare by now,
Rich, Thetime to come.
9u. Thatthou haft wronged in the time ore-paft:
For I my felfe haue manyteares to wath
Heereafter time, for time paft,wrong’d by thee,
The Children live,whoie Facthersthouhaft {laughtes’d,
Vngouern'd youth, to waile it with theirage:
The Parents live,whofe Children thou haft butcher’d,
Old barren Plants, to waile it with their Age,
Sweare not by time to come, for that thou hatt
Mifvs'd ere vs'd, by times ill-vs'd repaft,
Rich. As1entendto profper,andrepent:
So thriue I inmy dangerous Affayres
Of hoftile Armes: My felfe, my felfe confound s
Heauen,and Fortune barre me happy houres:
Day,yeeld me not thy light; nor Night,thy reft.
Beeppofite all Planets of good luscke :
Tomy proceeding, if with deere hearts lous, ™
Immaculate deuotion,holy thoughts,
I tepdernot thy beautious Princely daughter,
In her, confifts my Happinefle,and thine :
Without her, followes to my felfe, and thee ;
Her felfe, the Land,and many a Chriftian foule,
Death, Defolation,Ruine,and Decay =
It cannot be auo yded, burby this :
It will not beauoyded, butby this,
Therefore deare Mother (Imuft call you fo)
Be the Atturney of my loueto her: Sabk
Pleade what I willbe; not what'l hauebeene;
Not my deferts,buc what I will deferue:
Vrgethe Neceffityand ftate of times,
And benot peeuifh found,in great Defignes,
O, Shall I be tempred oftheDiuel thus? -
Rick. I,ifthe Diuelltempt yowto de good,
2a. Shall I forgermy felfe,to bemy felfe.
Rieh. 1,if your{elfes remembrance wrong your felfe,
2n. Yerthoudidft kil my Children, i
Rich. Butin your daughtcrs wombe I bury them,
Where in that Neft of Spicery they will breed
Sclues of themfelues, to yourrecomforeure, 1o
u. Shall L.gowinmy daughrer cothy will? . -
Rich. And beahappy Mother by the deed.
Du.: Ygo,writetomevery fhorrly, ’ ™
And you {hal vnderftand fromme her mind. " Exit Qg
Rick. Beare her my true loues kiffe,and fo farewell.
Relenting Foole;and thallow.changing VWWoman.:
How,l '
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How now, what newes ?
Enter Ratcliffe,

Rat. Moft mightie Soueraigrie,on the Wefterne Coalt
Ridetha puiﬂ‘anf Nauie : to our Shores
Throng many doubtfull hollow-hearted friends,
Vnarm’d;and vorefoln’d to beat them backe,
"Vis thought thac Richmond is their Admirall :
And there they hull,expe@ing bur the aide
Of Buckiugham,to welcome them afbore.

Rich.Some light-foot friend poft to § Duke of Norfolk:

Rascisffe thy felfe, ot Catesby,where is hee ?

(at. Here,my good Lord.

ich. Catesby, flye tothe Duke.

Cat. 1 W)H,:ily Lord with all conuenient hafte.

Rich. Catesby come hither,pofle to Salisbury:
When thou com’ft thither: Dull vnmindfull Villaine,
Why ftay’ft thou here,and go’ft not to the Duke ?

O .Firlbmighty Liege,tell me your Highnefle pleafure,

What from your Grace [ fhall deliuer to him.

Rich. Otrue,good (ateshy,bid him leuie fraight
The greateft irength and power that he can make,
And meet me fuddenly at Salisbury,

Cat, 1 goe. Exit.

Rar. What, may it pleafe you, fhallldoe at Salis.
bury ?

Rich. Why,what would'(t thou doe there, before 1
goe?

Rat. Your Hi

; ghnefle told me I (hould pofie before,
Rich. My mindeis chang'd:

-

Exter Lard Stanley,

Stranley, what newes with you ?
Sta.None;good my Liege,to pleafe youwith § hearing,
Nor nonefo bad,but well may be reported.
Rich. Hoyday,a Riddle,neither good norbad:
What need’ft thou runne {o many miles abour,
When thou mayef tell thy Tale the neereft way ?
Once more,what newes ?
Stan, Richmond is onthe Seas,
Rich, Therelct him finke,and be the Seas on him,
White-liuer’d Runnagate,what doth he there ?
Stan, 1knownot,mightie Soueraigne,but by gueffe,
Rich. Well,as you gueffe.
Stan. Stire’d vp by Dorfet, Backingham,and Morton,
He makes for England,here to clayme the Crowne.
Rich. Isthe Chayre emptie? isthe Sword vofway'd ?
Isthe King dead ? the Empire vopofle(t?
What Heire of Yorkeis there alive,but wee?
‘And who is Englands King,but great Zorkes Heire ?
Then tell me,what makes he vpon the Seas ?
Stan. Vnlefie for that,my Liege,I cannot gueffe.
Rich. 'Vnlefle for that he comes to be your Liege,
You cannot gueffe wherefore the Welchman comes.
Thou wilt resolr,and flye to him,1 feare.
Stan. No,my good Lord,therefore miftmuft me not.
Rich. W here is thy Powerthen,to beathimback ¢
Where be thy Tenants,and thy followers:?
Are they not now vpon the Wefterne Shore,
Safe-conducting the Rebels from their Shippes ?
Stan. No,my good Lord, my friends. are in the
North.
Rich. Cold friends rome: what do they inthe North,
When they fhould feruetheir Soueraigne in the Weft 2

o e PR

Stan. They haue not been commanded;mighty Kine:
Pleafeth your Maieftie to give me leawe, =~ °
He mufter vp my friends,and meet your Grscc,
Where,and what time your Maicftie (hall pleafe,

Rich. I,thon would'ft be gone,to ioyne with
But Ile noteruft chee,

Stan. Moft mightie Soueraigne,

You haue no caufe to hold my friendfhip doubtfull,
[ neuer was,nor neuer will be falfe, '

Rich, Goethen,and mufter men:but leane behind
Your Sonne George Stanley : looke your heart be ﬁ':mc,
Or elfe his Heads afTurance is but fraile.

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

- Exit Stanley, g i

y

Richmond:

Enter a CHMeffenger.
D>

)

As 1 by friends am well aduertifed,

Sir Edward ((onrtney,and the haughtie Prelate,
Bifhop of Exeter,his elder Brother,

With many moe Confederates,are in Armes,

Mefj. My gracious Soueraigne,now in Deuonfhite,

Enter another CMe(fenger,

Mef. Tn Kent,my Liege,the Guilfords are in Armes,
And euery houre more Comperitors
Flocke ta the Rebels,and their power growes ftrong,

Enter aother M effenyer,

Mefl. My Lord,the Armie of great Bauckingham.
Rech. Out onye,Owles,nothing but Songs of Death,
He ffriketh bins.
There,take thou tha till thou bring better newes,
Meff. Thenewes I haue to tell your Maiethie,
Is,that by fudden Floods,and fall of Waters,
Buckinghams Armie is difpers’d and fcacter'd,
And he himfelfe wandred away alone,
No man knowes whither.
Rich. 1cry thee mercie :
Toere is my Purfe,to cure that Blow of thine,
Hath any well-aduifed friend proclaym’d
Reward to him that brings the Traytor in ?
Mef]. Such Proclamation hath been made;my Loxd,

Enter anather CMefenger.

Mef]: Siv Themas Louell,and Lord Marqueffe Dorfer,
"T1s {aid my Liege,in Yorkcthirearein Armess
Butthis good comfort bring I to your Higbnefle,

The Brittaine Nauie is difpers’d by Tempeft.

Richmond in Dorfetfhire {fenvoat a Boat

Vato the thore,to aske thofe on the Banks,

If they were his Affiftancs, yéa,orno ?

Who anfwer'd him,they came from Backingham,
Vpon his partie : he miftrufling them,

Hoys'd fayle,and made his'‘courfe againe for Prittaine,

Rich, March en,march on,fince we arevp in Armes,
If not to fightwith forraine Enemies, .

Yet to beat downe thefe Rebels here at home,

Enter Catesby.

Cat. My Licge,the Duke of Buckingham is taken,
That is the beft newes : thatthe Earle of Richmond

-

I
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Is with m:ghty power Landed at Milford,
I'scolder Newes; but yet they muftbe rold.

Rich, Awaytowards 33]5011!\! while we reafon here,
A Royall batreil mxght bewonne and loft:
Some one take order Buckingham be brought
ToSalsbury, thereft ‘march on with me. Flori[b.Exennt

Scena narta.

Entsr Derby ,and Sir Chriffopber,

Der, Sit Chriffopher tell Richmond this from me,
Thatin the (tye of the moft deadly Bore,
My Sonne George Stanley is franke vp in hold
IfI reuolt, off goes yong Grorges head,
The feare of Lhat, holds off my prefent aydc.
So get thee gone : commend me to thy Lord.
Withall fay, that the Queene hath heartily confented
He fhould cipoui; Elizabeth hir daughter.
But tell me,where is Princely R:chmond now ?
Chri. AtPenbroke,or at Hertford Weft in Wales,
Ders Whatmen of Name refort to him.
Chri, SirWalter Herberr,a renowned Souldier,
Sir Gilbert Talbot, Sic William Stanley,
Oxford, redoubred Pembroke, Six Lames Blunt,
And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant Crew,
And many other of great narne and worth:
And towards Lm\dou do rhcy bend their povier,
If by the way they be not fought withall.
Der. Well hyc theeto tb; Lord : Tkiffe his hand,
My Letrer will Il refolue him of my minde.

Farewell. Exenunt

Aectus Quintus.  Scena Prima.

———

e

Enter Buckingham with Halberdsled
to Execation.

Baue, WillnotKing Richard let me (pcahe with him?
Sher. No my good Lord,tl herefore be paucnt
Buc., Htjfznrr: and Edivards children sGray & Riners,
Holy King I"[.:mj, and thy faife Sonne Edward,
Varnghan, :md all that have mifcatried
By vnder-hand cosrupted foule ininflice,
Ifchat your moody difcontented foules,
Do through the clowds beholdithis prefent houre
Euen for renenge mocke my deftruétion.
This is All-foules day (Fellow)is it not?
Sher. Itis.
Buc. W hy then Al-foules dayiis my bodies doomquy
Thisisthed uay, whichanXKing Edwardrtime
T wifh'd might fall on me,when I wasfound
Falle to hx,.(Jlnldrr:n,and hrs Wiues Allies,
This is the day,wherein I wilht to fall
By the falfe Faith of him whémmoft I trufied.
This, this All-foules day to my fearfull Soule, ;
s the:determin’d refpit of my wrobgs < 4
Thathigh All-feer,which I dallied with,

Son

|

Hath turn’d my fained Prayer on my head,

And giuen in earneft,what I begg’din Jcﬂ'

Thlb doth he force thc {weords ofw:ckcd men

To turne their owne points in their Mafters befomes.

Thus Margarets curfe falles heany on my necke :

When he (quoth the){hall {plit thy heart with forrow,

Remember ddargarer wasa nropnctcfrr' :

Come leade me Officers to the blocke of (hame,

Wrong hath but wreng,and blame the due of blame.
Exennt Buckingham with O ffiers,

e i

Scena Secunda.

———

Enter Richmond,Oxford Blunt, Herbert, and
others with dram and colowrs,

Richm Fellowes in Armes,and my moft louing Fiénds
Bruis’d vnderneath the voal{c of Tyranny |
Thus farre into the bowels of the Land,
Haue we marcht en without impediment 3
And heere receiue we from our Father Stanley
Lines of faire comfortand encouragement :
The wretched, bloody,and vm:pm" Boare,
(That ipov 'd your Summer Fields,and fruicfoll Vines)
Swilles yo arm blood like wath; & makes his trough
In your cmbown d bofomes : This foule Swine
I's now euen inthe Centry of this Ifle,
Ne'reto the Towne ot'Lc:ccﬁPr as we learpe :
From Tamworth thither,is but one dayes march.
Ix Gods name cheerely. on, couragious Friends,
Toreapethet Jﬂruci of perperuall peace,
By this one bloody tryall of .hnpc Warre,
Oxf. Euery mans Confcience is a thowiand me
To fight againft this guilty Homicide.
Her. Tdoubtnot but his Friends will turne to vs.
Blunt . He hath nofriends,but what are friends for fear,
Which i his deereft necde vnll fiye from him,

Richm. All for our vantage,then in Gods name march,
True Hope is {wift, anéd QyCS wxrh Swallowes wings,
Kings u:makcs Gods and meaner creatures Kings,

Exennt Qummnes,

Enter King Richard in s Armes with Norfolke, Ratechiffe,
axdtbe Earle of Swrrey,

Rich Here pitch our Tenr,enen herein Bofworth field,
My Lotd of Surrey,why locke youfa fad ?
Suar. My heart is ten times lighter thien my lookes,
Rich. My Lord of Notfolke,
Nor. Heeremoft gracious Liege.
Rich. Norfolke,we muft haue l’nockes :
Ha, muft wenot ?
Nor. Wemuft both give and take my louing Lotd.
Rich., Vp with my Tent,heere wil T lye to night,
But where tomorrow ? Well,all’s one forthat.
Who hathdefctied the number of the Traitors 2
Nor. Six or feuen thoufand is their vemoft power,
Rich. Why our Barralia trebbles thataccount:
Befides,the Kingsname is a Tower of ftrength,
Which lhcy vpon the aduerfe Fadtion want,
Vp with the Tent : Come Noble Gentlemen,
Let vs {uruey the vantage of the ground,
Call for fome men of found direétion :

Let’s
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Ile draw the Forme and Mod

Limit each Leader to his :TLZ(,‘:‘:\H

And part in iuf} proportion our fmal ;A oW
My Lord of Ox sf:.n i( ym: T‘Si-: .

And rour Six Falter Herbert flay v a’: me :
The }:'.3, e of Pembroke keepes his Acvimﬁ”ltg

Good Capraine Blunt, ueﬂn my goodnight ¢0 him,
Andby the fecond houre in the \Lom.uh
Decfire the Earle toa fee me in my Tent
Yet one thing more (good Ca mgiﬂr') dc orme :
Whmc 15 L«)*d .S’ma[sy quarter'd, do you know?
Blunt. Vnlefle I haue m;[kmm his Colours much,

his
(Which well Tamaffur'd I haucnot done)
His Regiment lieshalfe a Mile at leaft
South, t;om the mighty Power of the King.

Rickms, Vv.thoucph.rl'l it be poffible,
Sweet Blunt,make fome good meanes to fpcais wizh him
And give him from me, this moft needfull Note.

Bzumt Vpon my li fc ,my Lord, Ile vndertakeit,
And fo God giue you qumtm’r tomght\

Richm. Good night good Captaine Bluut :
Come Gentlemen,
Let vs confult vpon to morrowes Bufinefle ;
Intomy Tent, the Dew is rawe and cold.

They withdraw into the Tent.

Enter Richard,Rascliffe, Norfolke ;&5 ((atesby,
Rich, Whatis'ta Clocke?
Cat. Its Supper time my Lord,it’s nine a clocke.
Kmg. Iwillnot{up to night,
Giue me fome Inke and Paper:
What, is my Beauer eafier thenic was?
And all my Armour laidinto my Tent ?
Cat. Ivismy Liege: and all thingsare inreadineffe.
Rich. Good Normzke hye thec;c thy charge,
Vie carefull Watch, choo'e tquy Centinels,
Nor. Igomy Lord,
Rich. S:ir withthe Larke to morrow,gentle Norfolk.
Nor, 1 warrant you my Lord., Exit
Rich. Ratcliffe.
Rat. My Loxd.
Rich, Send out 2 Purfuivant at Armes
To Stanleys Regiment :bid himbr ing his power
Before Se‘n—"'ﬁna, leaft his Sonne Gesrge fall
Into the blinde Caue of eternall night.
Fill me a Bowle of Wine : Giue me a Watch,
Saddle white Surrey.for the Field to morrow:
Look that my Staues be four nd,& not too heauy.Rarcliff.
Raz. My Lord,
RichSaw’} the me ancholly Lord Not 1mbcrla:1d?
Rat. Thomasthe Earl leof Surrey, and ln felfe,
Much about Cockfhuc time, from Troope to [mo;m
Went through the Army, ch‘:n ing vp the Souldiers.
King. So, I amifatisfied : Giue me a Bowle of Wine,

I haue not that Alacrity ofSpmt\,
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t’s lac:,em T}Nlnf line, make no de) :f.;,' ; Nle.r cheere of Minde that :7 was wont to haue,
] 1 1 1 ‘ - - ] -
f rds, to morrow is 2 bufie day. Exeuns | Setit downe. IsInkeand aper ready ?
i | i
Euter Richmond, Sir Williams Brandon Ox. 3 Rick ! 1ard wateh, Leaue me,
: | 4= =
ferd,and Dorfer. i R.;:r!—:ycj about the mid of mght wme tomy Lent
Richm. Theweary Suns ,hath madea Golden fet, : And helpe toarmeme. Leaueme ] fay, Exjt Rarclif.
And by the bright Tradi rf his fiery Carre, i
Giues token of 2 goodly day tomorrow, Enter Derby to Rechmord in his Tens.
Sir williams Evandon, y all beare my Standard : _
! Giue me fome Inkear er inmy Tent: 1 Yer. Fortune,and Viétory fic on thy Helme i
i

ffoord,
n, Noble Fatherin Law. |

e, how fares our Noble Mother ? i
Der. 1by Attourney, bleffe thee frora thy Mother, |
“/ ho prayes continually for Richmonds good:

omiuch for that. ] hie filent houres ‘}mic on, ﬁ
And flakie darkenefle breakes within the E ”‘} |
In breefe, for fo the {eafon bids vsbe, 4 '
Prepare thy Battell carly in the ’Viomi T
And mmy Fortuneto th'Arbitreme

Rich. All s.orz-ha;tm‘mnadﬂx’xe muin £an 2
Be to thy Perfor
T

cll me

Of bloody “mamesgaré mortall ({1.. g VV tre
I,as 1 may, that whichI would, I ca nm
With t}cﬂsu\mnm‘:“whi deceiue thetime i

»“ﬁ.m.avdr:m e inthis doubifull fhocke of +‘.rmes¢
Buc on thy fide jr' nay not be too forward,
Lealt being feene, thy Brother, tender George

=
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Be executed luJ Fathers 'r”’!v

Farewe 9 s the leyfure, and mLé ft’-ﬂtﬁl” time

Cuts eff hccrrﬂr onious Vowes of Loue,

And ample enterchange of fweet Dlicomfc,

W hich if' long fundred Friends fbcu!duwcllvpon*

God giue vs leylure forthefe rires of Loue,

Oncemore Adieu, be valiant,and fpeed well. [
Riebm, Good Lord« condm,l him to his i\c”nmcm :

Ile ftrive with troubled noife, to take a Nap, t

L (t leaden flumber peize me downe to morrow,
Vhen] ﬂmnl I mounc with wings of Victory :

Oncc more, good night kinde Lords and Genclemen.

Exeunt. Manet Richwond,

O thou, whofe Capeaine I account my felfe,

Looke on my Forces witha graciouseye :

Patincheir handsthy br ruifing Irons of wr ath,

Int thr) may cr }ﬁ downe wuh a heauy fall, A

Thief. irping Helmets of our Aduerfaries ;

Make vs thy minifters of Chafticement

That we ,,,,.nf'-~=v‘ ¢ :Ilccl n thy vu,’lory -

Totheeld o comme: nd my watchfill foule,

Erc] letfall the Wsi,mwea of mingeves s
Sleeping,and waking, oh defend me fill. .S‘f::p:.'
Enter the G /-uﬁ of Prince Edward, Sonme ta
Henry the fixt,
Gh.te Ri. “gmﬂ fit heauy on thy foule to morrow;

Thinke how thou (tab’ft me in iy prime of youth
At Teukesbury : Difpaire therefore,and dye.

Ghaft 1o Richm. Be chearefull Richmond,
Forthe wronged Scules
Of butcher’d szccz fight in thy behalfe :
King Henries (iur-Ruhmnm. camforts thee.

_ Enter the Ghoff of Hesry the fixt.

Choff. When I was mortall, my Anncinted body
b) thee was punchied full of holes ;
Thinke on the Tower, and me : Dllpmrf and dye,
Harry the fixe, bids thce difpaire,and dye,

To Richm. Vertuousand ho iy be thoun Lonqucmr
}']a???) thar F“ '\hc {hoi 1 ‘ﬁ !"H.‘ l\lll(’
| Doth comfort thee in {leepe : Liue, mdﬁ\)uri’hn
t

t
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Enter the Ghoft of Clarence.
Ghoft. Let me fic heavy in thy toule to morrow,
I that was walh’d to deach with Fulfome Wine :
Poore ((larence by thy guile betray’d to death:
To morrow in she baccell t Wch onme,
And fallct 1y edgelefle Sword,difpaire and dye
To Richm. Tlmu off-fpring of the houfe of Lancafter
The wronged heyres of Yorke do pray for thee,
Good Angf Is guard thy battell, Liue and Flourifh.
Enter the Ghefts of Riners ,Gray, and F anghan.
Rin Let mefit heany 1n thy foule to morrow,
Riuers that dy’de at Pomfret : difpaire,and (*y"
Grey. Thinke vpon Grey, and let thy {oule difpaire.
Vangh. Thinke vpoh Panghan,and with ruxlxy tearc
Lec fall thy Lance, difpaire and dye.
Al to Richm. Awake,
And thinke our wrongs in Richards Bofome,
Will conquer him, Awakr and win the day.
¢ Enter the Ghoft of Lord Haftings.
Gho. Bloody and guilty: guiltily awake,
Andinabloody Battell end thy daycs
Thianke on Lord Haftings: difpaire,and dye.
Haft. ro Rich. QJict vitroubled foule,
Awake, awake :
Arme, fight,and conquer, for faire Englands fake.
Entertbe Ghosts of the twoyong Princes.
Ghofts. Dieame on thy Coufins
Smotncrcd in the Tower :
Let vs be laid within thy bofome Richard,
And weigh thee downe to ruine,(hame,and death,
Thy Nephewes foule bidsthee dupalre and dye.
Ghofts to Richm. Sleepe Richmond,
SleepeinPeace,and w akein Toy,
Good Angels guard thee from the Boares annoy,
Liue, and be get a happy race of Kings,
Edwards vnhappy Sonnes, do bid thee fourifh.
Enter the Ghost of aAnne buis Wife.
Gheft to Rich. Richard, thy Wife,
That wretched Anne thy Wite,
Thatneuer flept a quiet “houre with thee,
Now filles thy {leepe with perturbations,
To morrow in the Battaile, thinke on me,
And fall chy edg:lcﬁ% Sword, difpaire and dye;
Ghaft to Richns. Thou quiet foule,
Sleepe thoua quiet (leepe:
Dreame of Succefle, and Happy Vic‘lory,
Thy Aduerfaries Wife doth pray for thee,
Enter the Ghoit of Buckingham,
Ghof? to Rich. The firft was I
That help’d thee to the Crowne :
Thelaft was I that fel: thy Tyranny.
O, in the Batraile *}nk on Buckingham,
And dye in terror of thy gmlnncﬂe
Dreame on, dreame on, of fbloody deeds and death,
Fainting dnpalre difpairing yeeld thy breath.
Ghoft to Richm. 1dyed for hope
Ere I could lend thee Aydes
But checere thy heart, and be thou not difmayde
God,and good Angés{'ght on Richmonds fide,
And R:cm: d f3ll in heighe of all his pride.
Richard ffarts ont of his dreame.
Rich.. Giue me another Horfe, bind vp my Wounds :
Haue mercy [efu. Soft, Idid buc dreame.
O coward Confcience! how deoft thou affliét me 2
| The Lights burne blew. It is not dead midnight,
J Cold fearefull drops ftand on my trembling flefh.

i
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What? do I feare my Selfe ? There’s none elfe by ‘
Richard loues Richard,thatis, 1 am 1. '
Isthere a Murtherer heere? Na ; Yes,Tam:

Then fiye ; What from my Selfe ’Grtat reafon : why?
Left I Rcuenﬂ:’ Whar? my Selfe vpon my Selfe ? b
Alacke, 1loue my Selfe. Wherefore ? For any good
That 1 my Selfe, have done vnto my Selfe?

O no. Alas I zatncr hatemy sel‘rc

For hatefull Deeds committed by my Selfe.

Iama Villaine : yet I Lye, Iam not,

Foole, of thy Selfe fpeake well : Foole, do not flacter,
My Confcience hath a thoufand {f:ucra ITongues,
And euery Tonguebringsin a feuerall Tale,

And euerie Tale condemnes me for a‘ﬁlhmc 3
Periurie, in the high P{Dtgrcc,

Murther, lerne murther, in the dyr’f degree,

All feuerall finnes, all vs d in each deqtec

Throngall to’th’ B.u'c crying all Gu;lty Guilty,

1 {hall dl!paxrc, there isne Crcaturc loues me 3

And if] die, no foule fhall pittie me.

Naymwhfrcfore fhould they ? Since that T my Selfe,
Finde in my Selfe, no pittie to my Selfe.

Me thoughc the Soulcs of all that I had murther’d
Cameto my Tent, and euery one did threat
Tomerrowes vengeance on the head of Richard.

Enter Ratcliffe.

Rat, My Lord.
King Who's there ?
Ras, Rarcliffemy Lord,is 1 : the early Village Cock
Hath twice done {alutation to the Morne,
Your Friends are vp, and buckle on their Armour,
King. O Rarcliffe.] feare,]1 feare,
Kat. Nay goed my Lord, be not affraid of Shadows.
King. By the Apoftle Pan/(hadowes to mghe
Haue ftroke more terror to the foule of Richar J
Then can the fubftance of ten thoufand Souldiers
Armed in proofe, and led by thallow Richmond.
‘Tisnotyet neere day. Come go with me,
Voder our Tents 1le play the Eale.dropper,
To heare if any meane to {hrinke from me,

Exeunt Ric lﬁﬁrdcfl‘ K.ﬂ[tﬂ},

Enterthe Lords to Richmend firting
i bis Tent.

Richm. Good morrow Richmond.
kb, Cry mercy Lords, and watdhfull Gentlemen,
Thatyou hauetane a tardie (luggard heere ¢
Lords. How haue you {leptmy Lord?
Rich. Thefweeteft {leepe,
And faireft boading Dreames,
Thateuer entred in a drowfie hcad
Haue I (ince your departure had my Lords.
Me thought thew Soules,whofe bodies Rick.murther'd,
Came to my Tent,and mcd on Viétory :
I promife you my-Heart is very iocond,
Inthe remembrance of fo faire a drcame,
How farre into the Moring isit Loxds ?
Lor, Vponthe firoke of foure,
Rich. Why then ’tis rime to Arme,and giue direction,
Hyis Oration to bes Sowldsers.
More thenT have (aid, louing Coumrymcn
The leyfure and mforcemc ng of the time
Forbidsto dwellvpon : yet remember this,

God :
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{ God, and our oooh caufe, fight vypon our fide,

The ,l,hgycrs of holy Saints and wronged {oules,

Like lug rear’d Bulwarkes, and betore our F;ccsa

(Richard except ) thofe whom wcﬁgnc againii,
Had rather haue vs win, then him they fo low,

For, what is he they follow ? Truly G" emen,

A b'nud/ Tyrant, and a Homicide:

Onerais’din blood, and onein blood eftablifk’d 3

One that made meanes to come by what he nnxh,

And flaughter’d thofe thae were the meanes to help him:

A bafefoule Stone, made precious by the foyle

OfEnglands Chaire, where he is faltely fer s

One that hath euer beene Gods Enemy.

Theni svou ﬁohr againft Gods ::mmv

God wi ilin iuflice "'aid you as h i3 Soldiers.

] liyonda {weare to put a Tyrant downe,

You{icepeinp heTymm bcmbf‘am‘“

Ifyoudo fightaga -\ﬂ"‘ our Countries Foes,

Your Countries f.nllpqunurnam:sxhﬁ!xyrm

irvon do fﬂm in{ n,qrd of your'wiues,

Ym r wines (hall welcome home the Conquerors.

If you do free your Children from the Sword,

Your Childrens Children quitsitin your Aﬂc

Theninthename of God and all thefe rwbm

Aduance your Stan dards, dr raw your wi l.mn ‘)woms.

!ur'ne,; ra nnrr,c "Fm-v bold 3trﬁmft

Shall be this cold Corpes on the earth’s cold face.

Burifl :hi’nsc, the ganﬂ of my attempr,

The leatt of you (hall {kare his parethereof.

Sound Drummes and Trumpets boldly, and cheerefully,

God,and Saint George, szurramf, and Viltory.

face.t

l»"\.

Enter King Richard, Rateliffe and Catesby.

IC. What (2id Northumberlandas touching Richmond?
. Tha K hc was neuer trained vp in Armcs.
.ci:iw g, He faid the uuux ind what faid Surrey then?
Rat. He(mil’d and faid, .the bester for our purpo(e.
King. Hewasin theright,andfe indeed itis.
Tellthe clocke there (locke firikes,
Giue me a Kalender : Who faw the Sunne to day ?
Rat. N tImy Lord.
King. Then [1" difdaines to fhine : for by the Booke
He (hould haue brawd the Eaftan houre Jgo
A blackeday willitbe mmrmaocy Rarcliffe.
Rat. My Lord.
King. The Sun will not be [eencto day,
The kx doth frowne, and lowre vpon our Army.
I would thefe dew y teares V\UCJO[‘D the mouud
Not fhinetoday? W hy, what is that to me
1 E\/mr;, then to Richmond ? For the felfe-fame Heauen
Thatfrownes on me, lookes fadly vpon him.

at
3,
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Enter Norfolke.

Nor,Armejarme,my Lord: the foe vauuts in the field.
Kizg, Come, buftle, bufile. Capjrifon ny horfe,
Callvp s Lord St/ anley, bid him bring | ms power,
I will 1:* ade forth my Soldiers to the plaine,
And thus my Battell (hal be ordred.

My F vcwtrdﬂul be drawne in length,
(“O,ﬂ],(ﬁ_g\,qll’lllv of Hor{e and Foot:

13

Our Archers fhall be placed inthe mid’@ ;
Jobn Duke of Notfolke, Thomas Earle of Surrey,
Shall haue the leading of the Boot and Horfe.
The] t”u tCLJ) we \:Vu !LC W

n
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The i\mo enacts more wond

His hot (e is {lai ine, and all on foot he ngrs;
SC‘»]\[UC’Y‘.‘WRLLJGIO;]N u‘ the throat of ‘death ¢

203
In the maine ‘uqu.ul‘ whole p nce on either fide
Shall be wellawinged with our cheefeft Horle :
T ]‘1151 and Saint GE“‘J ge to o boote.
¢ think’it thou Norfolke,
_j\/gr‘, A goc vd diveétion warlike Souerai gne,
This found 1"\11 my Tent this Morning.
Tockey of f Norfolke, be not [o bold,
For Dickon thy maifter is bought and fald.
King. A thing deuifed by the Enen*;
Sentlemen, euery man to his Charge,
Let net our babling Dreames affright our foules:
For Confcience is a word that Lowarcu vie,
Deuis’d at firlt tokeepe the firong in awe,
Our (trong armes be our Confcience, Swords our Law.
March on, ioyne brauely, let vs too’t pell mell,
Ifnot to h‘_‘mc: then hand in hand to Hell:
What (hall I fay more then T haue inferr’d?
Remember whom you are 1o cope withall,
A fort of Vagabonds, Rafcals,and Run-awayes,
A fcum of Brittair ws,m'd bafe L CtCﬂE‘v {'czmcs,
their o n(’-«‘1ovcu( ountry vomits forth
To defperate Aduentures,and affuc’d Def tru&ion,
You 1.@!1’" {afe, they bring you to vnreft:
You hm'm‘ me, and bleft with baurcou; wines,
T newwonhf:e aine the one, diftaine the other,
And who doth l¢ade them, but a pa'try Fellow 2
Long kqw in B !:ag"v’ at our Moihers coft,
A Milke- mp,unc{mtnene tinhis life
Fele fo much cold, 35 ouer {hooes in Snow -
LcL s whip thele firaglers o’re the Seas againe,
Lafh hence thefe oucr-weening Ragoes of France,
Thefe famifh’d Beggers, weary of their lives,
Who (bu: for dreamis ig on this fond ex )lmr)
For want okmennmkpnm‘ Raws) !n-ﬂun' ’d themielues,
I fwebe muqumcd, let men conquer vs,
And ot thefe ballard Britaines, w?—nm our Fathers
Haue in their owne Land [‘cntn bobb’d,and thum !
And on Record, left them the heires of fhame
Shall thefe enioy our Lands? lye with our Wiues ?
Rauifh our danghters? Drsm afarve
Hearke, I heare their Drumme, !
Right Genrlemen of England, fight boldly yeomen,
Dl‘iw Archers draw y(mrurrow._, to the hc’ad, .
Spurre your proud Horfes hard,and ride in blcod, f
Amaze the welkin with vour broken faues.
Enter a Meffenger.
hat fayes Lord Stanley, wiil he bring his power ?
Mef. My Lord,he dath deay to come. ’
King. GH with his fonne G wrr:l ead,
fuor My Lord,the Enemy is paft the Matfh
After the Latr:n.::. let George S!J?-,a} dye.
Kiug. Athouland hearts ate greabwithin my bofom,
Adua"c;r our Standards, iet vponour Foes,
Our Ancient word uf(,nm.ii:\., faireS. George
In!; ire vs with the fpleenc of fiery Diagons :
Vponthem, Victorie {its on aur helpes.
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Alarum,excurfions, Enter Catesy.

Cat, Refcue my ?Lord of Norfolke,
Refcue, Refcue :
ersthen aman,

Daring an oppofite to euery danger :

elfe the day isloft.
t2
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Rich. A H orf
Cates, ‘~"s’:uu‘.i‘]v-
Rich, Slaue, I haue f:
And I will H?-ﬂu the hs
1 thinke there be i
Fiuchaue I {lainet
A Horfe,a Horfe,

Alatum, Enter Ri

5 ] ] e ]
Crowue, with dsuers other Lovds,

rious Friends ;

rs,the D[f) idy Dogge is dead.
'L _;: sRic u@m.d

r:ueh?\_:ciz,;ru: : Loe,

Jw"" altie

are .t,d.m.- make uun h ofit.

Butcell me, is yong ch?‘?c‘ Sta upv ming : ?

by

mond, Der “ Lerdrmrf the

this w‘uu’ iy Wretch,
m grace thy Browes with ALL

Rickm. Great Godof Heauen, fay Amen to all;
| 9

‘ um Lord, and fafe in L"'uﬁ?rw!mvm
.‘ic‘i':“. (if ,'c«m leafe) we may withdraw vs.
Rich aine on either fide?

D]
LA,

'h f)f“

‘Diuided, in their dire D?u'::fionw

O dow ,} Richmond and Eliz.abeth,

The true Succeeders of each I\n; all Houfe,
By Gods faire ordinance, conioynetogether :
Andlett ny Hﬂrwa’ sodif thy will be fo)

Enrich the tithe to come, with Smooth-fac’d Pe

] = ) 5 5 )
With {miling Plenty, and faire [ m{}mwm-lwc;,

ge ot 1raitors, Gracious Lord.

Abarethee
That would reduce theie bloudy dayes ag:
And ”1_“]\:‘ poore E ng ‘
Let " emnotline to L,{]f(‘lp\i j,, ¥ {)\H(l -’m

That would with Trealon,wound this faire .L.;mdg D
Now Ciuill wounds ﬂtifub p'd, Peaceliues agen -
23

the m ay Lg nu.‘i;ccm,.. God uy, Amen,

= in Streames of Biood ;
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