Thelifeanddeath

the Second.

of King Richard

—— ¢

Attus Primus , Scena Prima.

-

Enter King Richrd, TIohn of Gawns, with otber Nobles
and Atrendants,

Kivg Richard.
X Ld John of Gannt,time-honoured Lancafter,
Haft thou according tothy oathand band
Brought hither Heary Herford thy bold fon:
Heere to make good §boiftrous late appeale,
Which thien our leyfure would not let vs heare,
Againft the Duke of Notfolke, Tbomas Mowbray ?
Gaunt, | hauemy Licge.
King. Tell me morcouer, haft thou founded him,
If he appeale the Duke on ancientmalice,
Or worthily asa good fubie&t fhould
On fome knowene ground of treacherie ia him.
Gawnt. Asncereas | could fifc him on that argument,
Onfome apparant dangeg feencinhim,
Aym‘d at your Highnefle, no inueterate malice.
K, Thencall themto our prefence face toface,
And frowning brow to brow, eut felues will heare
Thraccufer, and theaccufed, freely fpeake;
High ftomack d aie they both, and full of ie,
Inrage, deafe as thefea; haflicas fire.

Enter Bullmgbrooke and Mm&r?'

Bal. Many yeares of happy dayes befall
My gracious Soueraigne, my moft louing Liege.

Mow. Eachday thilbetter others happinefie,
Vatill the heauens enuying easths good hap,
Adde animmortalltitle to your Crowne.

King. Wethanke you both, yet one but flatters vs,
As well appeareth by the caufe yeu come,
Namely, to appesle each other of high treafon.
Coofin of Hereford, what doft thou obie&t
Againft the Duke of Norfolke, Themas Mowbray ¢

Bul. Firft, hesuen be the record tomy fpcecz,
In the deuotion of a fiibieQs loue,

Tendering the precious fafetie of my Prince,s
And free trom other misbegotten hate,

Come I appealant to this Princely prefence.
Now Thomas Mowbray do 1 turne to thee,

And marke my greeting well : for what I fpeake,
My body fhall make good vpon this carth,

Or my diuine foule anfwer it in hesuen.

Thow srta Traitor, and s Mifcreant;

Too good ta be fo, and too bad to live,

Since themore faire and chriftall is the skie,

—— - c——

§ Setting afide his high bloods royalty,

*y By thatyand sl the rites of

Or Chiualrous defigoe of knightly erisl! :

The vglier feeme the cloudes thatinit flye s

Oncemore, the more to aggrauste thegote,

With a foule Traitors name (tuffe { thy throte,

And with (fo pleale my Soueraigne) ere I moue,

What my tong fpeaks,my nighe drawn fword may proue
Mow. Letmotmy cold words heere accufe my zeale:

"Tis net the triall of a Womans wagre,

Thebicter clamour of two eager tongues,

Can arbitrate this caufe betwixt vs twaine :

Theblood is hor thatmuft be cool'd for this.

Yctcanlnot of fuchtame patience boaft,

Astobehutht, and noughtatsli to fay.

Firftthe faire reuerence of your Highneffe curbes mee,

From giuing reines snd fpurrestomy free fpcech,

Which elfe would poft, vntill it had retum’d

Thefe tearmes of treafon, doubly downe his throat,

Andlet him beno Kinfman te myLicge,

1do defic him, and 1 fpit at him,

Call him a {landerous Coward, and a Villaine

Which to mainzaine, 1 would allew him oddes,

And mecte him, were [ tide to runne afoote,

Euento thetrozen ridges of the Alpes,

Or any other ground inhabitable,

Where euer Englifhman dur(d fec his foete,

Mecane time, letchis defend my loyaltie,

By all my nopes moft falfely doth he lie.

Bwl.Pale trembling Coward,there I throw my gage,

Difclaiming heere the kindred of a King,

Andlay afide my high bloods Royalty,

Which feare, not reuerence makes thee to except,

If guilty dread hath left thee fo much firength,

Asto take vp mine Honors pawne, then floope.
&nighl;hood elfe,

Will Imake good aguinft thee arme o arme,

What 1 haue fpoken, or thou csuft deuife.

Mow. 1 takeit vp, andbythat fword I fweare,
Which gently lsid my Knight-heod on my fhoulder,
Heanfwer thee in any faire degree,

And when 1 mount, alive may I not light,
If1 be Traivor, or wniuvfily fight,

King. What doth eur Cofin lay to Mewbraies charge?
It muft be grestthat caninhente vs,
Se much as of s thougin of illiohim.

Bul.Looke what] faid,my life thallproueit true,
That Adewbray hach receiu’d eight thoufandNobles,
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1nname oflendings for your Highneffe Soldiers,

The whichhe bath detain’d forlewd employments,

Like a falfe Traitor, sud injurious Villaine,

Befides I fay, and will in bacesile ptove, -

Ot heete, or elfewhere to the furtheft Verge

That euer was fucuey’d by Englifh eye, .
Thatall the Trealons for thefe cighteenc yeeres
Complotted, and

Further 1 fay; ahd futchéd will mzinesia

Vpon his bad life, to make all this good.

That he did plot the Duke of Gloufters death,
Suggeit his foone belceuing aduerfaries,

And confequently, hike a Traitor Coward,

Slue’d out hisinnocent foule through fireames of blood,:
Which blood, like {acrificing Abels cties,

(Euen from the toongleffe cauerned of the atth)
T'o metor iultice, and rough chaRicement :

And by the glorious worth ot my difcent,

‘This arme (hall do it, or this life be fpent.

King. How highapitch bisrefolution foares :
Zhemas of Nosfolke, what fayeft thou o this ?
Mow. Oh let my Soucraigne turne away his face,
And bid his eares 2 hiecle whilebe deafe,

Tl 1 haue told this flander of hys bload,

How God, und good men, hate fo foule alyat.
King, Mowbray, imparciall are our eyes and eares,
Were he my brotiier, nay our kingdomes heyre,

As he 1s bue my fathers brothers fonne ;

Now by my Scepters awe, ] makea vow,

Such reighbour.neerenefie to our facred blood,
Shouid nouuag priviledge him, not pareialize

The vn-fonps ig firmenefle of my vprighe foule,
He s our {ub.cct ( Mowbrar) fo ace thou,

Free {peech, and teareledt, | to thee allow.

Maw. Then Bat: hicoke,aslow asto thy heart,
Through thetalte pattage of thy throar; thoulyeli:
Threz patts ¢ arrecerpt Tnad for Caliice,
Disbu:ft I o Lo Highneile fouldiers ;

The cthier past teteru’d I by confent,

For thaumy Scueraigne Liege was in my deb,
Vpon reaninder of 3 deere Accomp,

Since laft I went o France to fecch bus Quscenc:
Now fwallow §owne that Lye. For GlouQless death,
I {lew him not ; but {to minc owne difgrace)
NegleQed my fivoruc duty in thar caic :

For yeumy noblc Lord ot Lancufer,

T he honourable Farker tomy toe,

Once I didlay auanbuih foryour life,

A trefpafe thar duth vex my yrecued foule .

Butere Flatticceind e Saci unent,

Tdid confefleit, and exadlly begy d

Your Gracespardon,and Lhope Ihad e,

This sy (ault : as for the refi sppeal'd,

Tt atlues fiom the rancour of a Villaine,

A recicaut, and moit degenerate Trairor,

Which in my fclfe I boldly v.ill defend,

And interchangeably husle downe my gage

Vpon this ouct=weenng Tiaitors foote,

To proue my felfe a loyall Gentleman,

Euenin thebeft blood chamber’d in his bofome.
In h.ft whereof, moft heartly I pta

Your Highneffe toaffigne om Triall day.

Kmg. Wrath-kindled Gentlemen be rul’'d by me :
Lev's purge this choller wathout letting blood :

T:.:s weptelcribe, though no Phyficion,

c(}miucdm his Land, . -
Fetch'd fromfaifc ‘r@,t;\e'u fis@ head and fpsing. i
¢ :

Deepe malice makes too deepe incifion,
Forget, forgise, conclude, and beagresd, - -
Good Vockls o ko end wheve b,
ood Vinckle 1ec where it ,
Weell mmw«:ﬂo&e, you, yotir fon,
Gawst, Tobeamake paacefhall becomemy age,’
Throw downe {my fonne) the Duke of Noxfol{u gage.
- Kmg. And Norfolke, throw downe-:h‘!l&
= Gty N is 3 Obedignedbids,
'dmmﬁc\) ?lhl{:\;dama aget:“‘v -
King. Norfolke, throw downe, we bidde; thereis
- no boote.
Mow My felfe I throw(dread Souersigus)at thy foot,
My life chou fhalt command, bus not my fhare,

The onemy dutic owes, but my faire name
Defpight of death, that liues vpon my graue

To darke difhonours vie, thou fhalenot have.
Iam difgrac’d, impeach’d, and baffel'd heere,
Pierc’d to the foule with flanders venom’d tpeare -
The which no balme can cuge, but lus hesre blood
Whichbzeath’d this peyfon,
King. Ragemuft be withflood:
Giseme hisE ge: Lyonsmake Leopa-ds tame,
Mo, Yea, but not change his fpots:take but my thame,
\ And Lrcfigne my gage, My deere,decre Lord; | | .
The pureft treafure mortall times afford R
Ts fpotleffe reputation : that away, e
Men arebur gilded loame, or painted clay.
A Iewellinaten simes barr'd wp Chett,
Is 2 bold fpirit, inaloyall breft.
Mine Honor is my hife ; both growin ove::
Take Honor from me, snd my hife is done.
Then (deere my Liege) mine Honor lat me trie,
Inthat [ liue; 3ud for that will 1 die.
King. Coolin,throw dewne your gage,
Doyoubegin,
Bul. Ohheauen defend my foule fiom fuch fonlc hn,
Shall Ifeeme Cref-falne in my fathers fighr,
Or with pale begaar-feare impeach my hight
Beforethisout-dar’d d2flard ? Ere nvy toong,
Shall wound mine honor wiih fucli feehle wrong;
Orfound fobafe a parle : my tec. )y Mall teaye
The flaifh motie of recanuing feare,
Andipiz it bleeding inhistugh difgraze,
Where thame doth harbour, eucn in U lowbrayes face.
Exit Gannt.
King. We werenotbarne to fue, but to command,
Which fince wecarnot do to make youfriends,
Be readie, (as your lives thall anfwerit)
At Couentree, vpon'S, Lamberts day
There (hall your fwords and Lances arbitrate
Thefwelling difference of your fedled hate :
Stnce we cannor attone you, you thall {ec
JuRticedefigne che Vi&tors Chiualiie.
Lerd Marfhall, command our Officers at Armes,’
Bereadie to diret chefe home Alarmes, Exennt.

Scana Secunda.

Erser Ganmt, and Dutcheffe of Gloncefler,
Gasnt, Alas, che part I had in Glouftess blood,
Doth more folicite me then your exclames,
Te flirre againit the Butchers of us life.:

But
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But fiace corre&ionlyeth in thofe hands
W\ hich made the fault thac we cannot corre&,
' Dut we our quarrell to the will of heauen,
I \Vho when they fee the houres ripe on earth,

Vol raigne hot vengearce on oftenders heads.

Drt. Eindes brotherhood in theeno tharper fpurre?

"1ath leue 1n thy old biood no lining fire ?
Edward; {zucn fonnes (whereof thy felfe ast one)

\\'cre 2s feuen violles of his Sacred blood,
Or {euen faire branches {pringing from one roote s
{Same of thofe leuen are dride by nacures courfe,
tSome of thofc branches by the dettinies cue :
{ 1. TTomas, my deete Lord, my hife,my Gloufler,
L One Violl full of Edwards Sacred blood, :
One tiounthing branch ofhis moft Royallrocte
Isciazk’'d, and all the precious liquor (pile ;

Is hacke downe, and his fummer leafes all vaded

by Frates hand, and Murdeis bloody Are.

Ah Gaunt! His blood was thine,thar bed, that wombe,
Thar mertle; that telfe-mould that fathion‘d rhee,
Made himaman; andthough thou '}, and bica:h'®,
Y et a-t thou{lainein him: thou doft confent

Inthatthou feeft thy wretched brother dve,

\Who westhe modcllof thy Fathers iife,

Callitnot patience (Cawne ) 1t1s difpaire,

In fvffring chus thy brother to beflaugheer'd,

Thou fhew’ftthe naked pathway to thy Iife,

Teaching fterne musther how to butcherthee:

That which in mzane men we title patience

Ispale cold .owardiceinnoble brefts:

What fhall 1 {3y, vo {ategard thine owne life,

Thebeit wavistovenge iny Gloufters death,
Gasmt. He.uens isthe quarrell : for heaucns fubflitute

His Deputy annointed in his fight,

Hath caus’d hus death, the which if wrong fully

The life and deash of Richard the  fecond,

[nfomelarge mezlure to tay Fathers death, !

25
And what heare there for welcome, bt sy greves P

Thcrcfore commend me, let him not come there,

To leeke out forrow, that dwels where:

Defolate, defolute will T hence, and dye, -~

The lait leaue of thee, takes my weeping eye.

Exennt

o Scena Tertia,

- 1

Enter CMarfbakl, and Anserie.

Y 77 My L. Awmerle,1s Harry Herford sem'd.

Aum. Yea,atall points, and longs te entes in,

Mar. The Duke of Norfolke, (prightfully and bold,
Stuyes but the fummons of the Appcaﬁnts Tromper,

Ax, Wy then the Champjons, are prepar'd,and Ray
For noth:ng but his Maiefties approach. Flowrsyb,

Eater King, Gasnt, Bufby, Bagot, Greene, &
others : Then CMowbray n Ar-
mor, and Harrold.

Rich. Marhall, demand ot yonder Champion
The caule of Las arniuall heere in Armes,
Aske hun Lis pame, and ordeily proceed
To fweare him in the yultice of his caufe.

Afar. 10Gods nan.c,and the Kings fay who Yrart,
And why thou com (tithus kmghtly clad i A res?
A camft whatmaa dist com’it,and what's ehy quarrell
Speake truly onthy wunghidiood, and thine vath,
As 1o defend thee heauen, and 1ty valour.

¢ Hew, My nameis Tho, Mowbia Dike of Notfolk,
Whohither comesengaged Ly my oatn

t (Which heauen defend a knishe fhould viei )

Boch to defend my loyaley and truthiy
ToGod,my King, and hisfucceeding ilfue,

Let heauen reuenge : for I may neuer hft
Anangry sarme again{t his Minifter,
Dut. Where then (alasmay I)complaing my felfe?

o V\:hy then I will: farewcll old Gasuns,
wu'eo trg Couentrie, there to behold
ur-Cofine Herford, and fell Mowbray fight :
fic my,hus'mds wrongs on Herfords {peare,

ghatitmayenter butcher Mowbrayes breft :
Sifeaysforcune miffe the fir@ catreere,

B&owbr:ycs finnes {o hcauy n his bofome,

That they may breake hus foaming Courfers backe,

Andthrow the Rider headlong inthe Lifts,

A Caytiffe recreant to my Cotine Heiford:

Farewell old Gasnt, thy fometimes brothers wife

Withher companion Greefe, muft epd her hife.

Gan. Sifter farewell ; I muft to Couentree,
As much good ftay with thee, 25 go with mee.

Dwt, Yet one wotd more: Greefe boundeth where it

Not with the emptie hollowenes,but weight . (falls,
I take my leaue, before I haue begun,
For forrow ends not, when it feemeth done.
Commend me to my brother Edmwnd Torke.
Loc, thisis all : nay, yet depace not fo,

Though this beall, do not fo quickly go, "

I thall remember more, Bid him, Oh,what?

Withall good fpced at Plafhie vifit mee,

Alacke, and what fhall good old Yorkethere fee

L1t empty lodgings, and vnfurnifh'd walles,

Van-peopel'd Offices, vntroden flones ?

'y

- )

Gau, Tohcauen,the widdowes Champion to defence |

Againftthe Duke of Herford, that appeales mes
And by the grace ot God, and thysannc arme,
' To proue him (1n defending of my felfe)
A Tratorto my God, my Xing, and me,
| And as i truly fight, defend me heauen,
l Twckes. Emter Hereford, and Havold.,
| Rich. Marfhall : Askeyonder Knight in Armes,
. Both wha be is, and why he commeth hither,
’ Thus placed in habihments of warre :
And formerly according to our Law

| Depofe him inthe iuftice of hiscaufe.
‘ AMar. Whatisthy name? snd wherfore comi § hither
| Bethie King Richardin his Royall Lifts? *
i f‘gw‘ whom conv'ft thou? and what’s ?
' nc‘,’l\ﬁ like a true Knight, {o defend thee

15ul. Harry of Hcrgord. Lancafler, and Desbie,
% I: who ready hegere do fland jn Armes, '

To proue by heauens grace, and my bodies valour,
| In Lifts, on Thomas Afewbray Duke of Netfolke,
Thac be’s a Traicor foule, and dangeroas,
To God of heauen, King Richard, and to e,
And as I cruly fighe, defend me heauen,

Mar, On paine of desth, no pesfon be fo bold,

Or daring hardie as to touch the Liftes,
Exccpﬂﬁe Mar(hall, and fuch Officers
Appointed to direékt thefe faire defignes.

Bwl. Lord Marfhall, let me kiffemy Soucraigoshend,;

. e s

And bew my knee before his Mareftie 3
For Mowbray and my felfe are like ewo men,
That vow along and weary pilgrimage,

3

Then

»
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Then let vs take s ceremounious leaue
And louing farwell of our feuerall friends.

MarThe Appealant in all duty greets your Highnes,
Aad craues vo kiffe your hand, and take his leaue,

T\k,’- Wewill dCfCCﬂd, and fold himin our armes.
Cofin of Herford, as thy caufe is 0,
| Sobethy fortune in this Royali fighe :

Fareml{, my blood, whichifto day thou thead,
Lament we may, but not reuenge thee dead,

Bull. Oh letnonoble eye prophanea teare
For me,if1be gor'd with < owbrages fpeare:

At confident,asis the Falcons flight
Agaiaftabird,do 1 with Mowbray fight.
My louing Lord, I take my leaue of you,

you (my Noble Cofin) Lord o eamerie ;
Not ficke, although I haue to do with death,
But luftie, yong, and cheerely drawing breath,
Loe, asat Englith Feafts, (o T regreete
The daintieft laft, to make the end moft fweee,
Ohthoutlic carthy author of my blood,
Whefe youthfull {piritin meregenerate,

Doth with a two-foldrigor lift mee vp

Toreach at viCory aboue my head, |

Adde proofe vnto mine Armour with thy prayres,
And with thy blefsings ficcle ;v Lances point,
That it may enter AMowbrayes waxen Coate,

And furnifh new the name of lobn a Gaunt,

Euen in the lufty hauiour of his fonne.

Gannt.Heauen in thy good caule make thee profp'rous

Be fwift like lightning in the execution,

Andlet thy blowes doubly redoubled,

Falllike amazing thunder on the Caske

Of thy amaz’d pernicious eaemy.

Rouze vp thy youthfull blood, be valiart,and liue,

Bwl. Mincignocence, and S.Geargeto thriue.

Mow. How euer heauen ar fortune caft my lot,
There hues, or dies, true to Kings Richards Throne,

A loyall,iult, and vpright Gentleman:

Neuer did Capriue with a freer heare,

Caft off his chaines of bondage, and embrace
His golden vncontroul’d enfranchifement,
More then my dancing foule doth celebrate
This Feaft of 3arezll, with mwne Aduerfarie.
Mo@ mighty Liege, and my companion Pceres,
Take from my mouth, the wifh of happy yeares,
As gentle, and as 1ocond,as to 1eft,
Goltofight: Truch, bath a quiet breft.

Kich, Farewell, ny Lord, fecurely I efpy 3
Vertue with Valour, couched o thine eye: N
Otder the triall Marfhall, and begin. by

(Mar. Harrieof Herford, Lancafler, and Der&
Recejue thy Launce, and heaucn defend thy right. %

Bul. Strong as atowreinhope, I cry Amen.

Mar. Gobearethis Lance to Themas D. of Norfolke.

t.Hr. Harry of Hevford, Lancafter,and Derbe,
Stands heere for God, his Soueraigne, and hunfelte,
On paine to be found falfe, and recreant,

To prouc the Du'e of Norfolke, 7h mas Mowbray,
A Traitorro hisGod. his Kir.g, and him,
And dares him to fet forwards to the fighe.:
3. Har, Here ftandeth The: Mowbray Duke of Norfolk
On paine to be found filfeand recreant,
Both to defend himfelfe, and to approue
Henry of Herford, Lancaffer,and Derby,
To God,his Soueraigne, and to him difloyall:
Cauragioufly,and wich a free defise

Atending but the fignalltobegin, A charge (3n
Mar. Sound Tmmpets,andgkt forward Ceébf“;‘:
S“Iyz’ tll:c {ing:athlthrowne his Warder downe.

b, Letthem lay by their Helmets & thei
Andboth returne bacykcyto their Chaires a ai::: :Spcares,
Withdraw with vs, and let the Trumpets fiund
While we returne thefe Dukes what we decree,

A long Flowryfp.
Draw neere and Iift
What with eur Councell we haue done.
For that our kingdomies carth thould not be foyld
With that deere blood which it hath foftered,
And for our eyesdo hate the dire afpect
Of ciuill wounds plowgh'd vp with neighbers fwords
Which fo rouz’d vp withboyfireus vnrun'd drummes,
With harth refoanding Trua:pets dreadfull bray, ’
And grating thocke of wrathfull yron Armes,
Might from our quiet Cenfines fright faire peace,
Andmake vs wade euen in our kindreds blood :
Therefore, we banifh you eur Territories.
You Cofin Herford, vpon painc of death,
Tull twice fiue Summers haue enrich’d our fields,
Shall notregreet our faire dominiens,
Buttreade the firanger pathes of bam{hment,

Bul. Your will be done: This muft my camfort be
That Sun that warmes you hceere, thall (hine on me: ’
And thofe his goldenbeames to you heere lent,

Shall point on me, and gild my bani(hmeat.

Rich. Norfolke : foi thee remaines a heavier dombe
Which 1 with fome viwillingne(le prenounce, ’
The{lye flow boures fLall not determinate
The datele@e hinitof thy deere exile
The hopelefle word, ot Meuer to recurne,

Breath I againft dhiee, vronpame of hite.

Mow. Alesuylenjence, iy mef Scueraigne Licgc,

Andalvulook'dtor fromgour Hipliucfic mouth:
A deerer meut, not{odeepe amamne,
Astolecalitorthinthe common ay.e
Haue I deferued atycur Highne(iu hands.
The Language L houelearn’d thefe forty yeazcs
(Mynatiue Laghith now I mutt toigo, .
Andnow my tongues vie s tome no more R
Thenan vn({ringcd Vyall, o1 a Harpe, "j J‘*}‘«‘ﬂf .
Or bkea cunng Tofirument cas'd vp, © N
Or being open, putineo his hands
That knowes no touch to tune the harmo.y. "~
Within my moutliyou haue engaol'd my tongue,
Doubly percullift with my teeth and lippes,
And dull, vntecling, barrenignorance,
Is mademy Gaoler to attend on me :
Iam too old to fawne vpon a Nurfe,
Too farrein yeeres to bea pupill now
W haristhy fentence then, but fpeechlcfle death,
Whichrobsmy tongue from breathing natiuc breath ?
Rsch, It boots thee not to be compafsionate,
After our {=ntence, plaining comes tou late,
(Mow. Thenthus [ turne me from my countries light
Todwcilin folemne fhades of endleffe nighe,
Ric. Rerurneagaine, and take an oath with thee,
Lay on our Reyall fword, yous bamitht hands ;
Sweare by the duty that you owe to heauen
(Our part thereinwe bamth with yourfelues)
To keepe the Oath that we adminifter:
Y ou ueuer fhall (fohelpe you Truth, and Heauen)
Erbrace each others loue in banifhment,
Nor euer looke vpon each others face,

. Nor
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Nor euer write, reareete, or reconcile -
Thus lowring tempeft of your home-bred hate,
Nor euer by aduifed purpofe meete,
To plot, contriue, or complot any ill,
'Ganft Vs, our State, our Subieéts, or our Land.
‘Bull. 1{weare.
Mow. AndI, tokecpeallthis,
Esl. Norfolke,fo fare, as 1o mine encmie,
By this time (had the King permittedys)
One of out foules had wandred inthe ayre,
Banifh'd this fraile {epulchre of our flefh,
Asnow our flefh is bamfh’d from this Land.
Confeffc thy Treafons, ere thou flye this Realme,
Since thou haft farre to go, beare not along
The clogging burthen of a guilty foule.
eV ow. No Bullingbreke : 1feuer | «were Traitor,
My name be blotted from the booke of Life,
And I fiom heauenbanifh'd,as fromhence :
But whar thou are, heauen, thou, and I do know,
And all teo foone (T feare) the King fhall rue
Farewell (my Liege) now noway canl ftray,
Saue backe to England, all the worldsmy way.
Fich. Vncle, cueninthe glaffes of thinc eyes
I {ec thy greeued heart: thy fad afpect,
Hat!s from the number of his banifh’d yeares
Pluck’d foure away : Six frozen Winters fpent,
Returne withh welcome home, from ban:fhmenr.,
Baul. How long a time lyes in ane little word :
Foure lagging Winters, and foure wanton fprings
Endin a word, fuchisthe breath of Kings.
Gaunt, 1thankemy Licge,thatinregard of me
He fhortens foure yeares of my fonnesexile :
But lutle vancage l{mll | reape thereby.
For eie the fixe yeares that he hath to fpend
Can changetheir Moones, and bring their times abour,
My oyle-dride Lampe, and tinfe-bewafted light
Shall be extinét with age, and endlefle night:
My inch of Taper, will be burnt, and done,
And blindfold death, not let me fee my fonne.
Rick. Why Vncle, thou Kaft many yeeres to liues
Gaunt. But not a minute (King) that thou canft giue;
Shgsten my dayes thou canft with fudden forow,
| Plucke pights from me, butnot lend amorrow :
csnfthelpe time to furrow me with age,
Susdlopno wriokle in his pilgrimage :
Thy word is currant with hin, fer my death,
But dead, thy kingdome cannot buy my breath.
Ric. Thy fonneis banifh’d vpon good aduice,
Whereto thy tongue 2 party-verdi&t gave,
Why at our Lufhice feem’ R thou thento lowre ?
Gew. Things fweet to raft, prouein digeftion fowre::
Youvrg'd me as e Iudge, but I had rather
you weuld baue bid me argue like a Father.
Alas, Tlook’d when fome of you fhould fay,
[ wastoo firict to make mine owne away:
Butyou gauc leaue to my vawilling tong,
Againftmy will, to do my felfe this wrong.
Rech, Cofine farcwell ; and Vacle bidhimfoe
Six yeares we banifh him, and he fhali go.
Flowrsfb. .
A, Cofine farewell: what prefence nuft not know
From wherc you do remaine, let paper thow, |
Mar, My Lord. no leanotake I, for I will ride ‘
Asfarreaslond will letme, by your fide. .~ -
Gasme .Qh to what purpofe doft thou hord chy words,
Thas then tetamR no greeting to thy friegds?

€leo
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Pull. 1hauetoo few to take my keaut of you,- .
To breath th®abundant dolour of the heatt,

Gan. Thy grecfe is but thy abfence for a time.

Bull, 1oyabfent, greefeis prefent for chat time,

Gan. \Whatis fixe Winters, they sre quickely gone ?

Bul. To menin ioy, but greefe makes one houre ten,

Gen. Callitatrauell thar thou eak’ft for pleafure. .

Zui. My heare will figh, when Imifcall it fo,

Which findes it an inforced Pilgrimage,

Gan. The fullen paffage of thy weary fteppes
Efteemea foyle, wherein thou art to fet :
Theprecious Iewell of thy home returne..

‘Bw!. Oh who canholdafire in his hand
By thinking on the froft.e Camcafies ?

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite,

by bare imagnation ot a Feaft ?

Or Wallow naked in December fnow -

by thinking on fantafticke fummers heate?
Ohno, theapprehenfionof the good
Giuesbut the greater feehing to the worfe
Fell forrowes tooth, doth enerranckle more
Then whenit bites, but lanceth not the fore,

Gan.Come,come {my fon) 1~ bring thee on thy way
Had Ithy youth, and caufe, 1 wocld not ftay.

Bl Then Englands ground farewell: fweet foil adiew,
My Mucher, and niy Nurfe, which bearesmeyet:
Where ere I wandes, boaft of this T can,

Though bamfb d, yet a true-borne Englifhman.

Scena Quarta.

e

Enter King, Aumerle,Greene,and Brgot.
Rich. We did otferue. Coline Anmerle,
How tar brought you high Herfora on hus way 21
Aum. 1 broughtbigi Herford (if you callinm fo)
butto the next high way.and there Ilett him, )
Rich. And fay, what ftore of parting teais were fhed?
Aum. Faithnone for me: except the Nattheatt wind
Which then grew bitterly aganft our fxe,
Awak’d thefleepie rhewme,and fo by ¢hance
Did grace our hollow parting with ateare.

Ric, What faid our Cofia when you parted with him ?

Aw.Farewell: and for my hart difdamed y my tangue
Should fo prophane the ward, thattaughc me craft -

To counterfeic opprefsion of fuch greete, :
Thagyord feem’d buried inmy {orrowes graue,

N
Andadded yeeres tohis tharg banithment,

He thould haue had avolume of Farwels

but fince it would not, he had nene of me,

Rich, Heis our Cofin (Cofin) but’us doubt,
When time fhall eall him home from banifhment,
Whether our kinfman come to fee his friends,

Our {elfe, and Bafhy : heere Bagor and Creene
Obferv’d his Courtfhip to the .ommon people :
How he did {eeme to diue into their hearcs,
With humble,and fam:liat courtefie,
What reuecence he did v 1ow away on flaues;
Wooing proie rateel-inen, with.the crafi of foules,-
Andpaaiznt vn ler-bearing of his Fortune,
As’twereto banith their affe&s wich him,
Off goes hus bonaet to an Oyites.wench,

!
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A brace of Dray.men bid God fpeed him well,
Aad had thetsbmeof his fupple knee,
With thankes sey Countrimes, my louing friends,
As werg our Bngland in reverfion his,
Aundhg our fubsesfts nexe degree in hope.

. 26r. Well,he is gone,& with him go thefe thoughts ;
Now forthie Rebels, which land ouc in Ireland,
Exped:cnt manage muft be made my Licge
Ere further Jeyfuce, yeeldthem fusther mednes
For their aduantage, and your Highoefle l/o(fe.

Ric. We will owr felfe 1 perfon to this warre,
. And for our Coffers, withtos great a Court,
+ And Iiberail Largefle, are growne foihewhat hight,

Weareinforc’d to farme our royali Realme,

The Reuennew wheteof thall furnith vs
i For our affayres in hand :4f that come fhore
Our Subftitutes at home fhall haue Blanke-charters :

Whereto, when they fhall know what men arerich,

“They thall fubferibe them for large fummes of Geld,
;And fend them after to fupply our wants:
*For we will mhke for Ircland prefently.
- \ Eater Bufby,
. Bufby, what newes ?
Bs. Old Jekn of Gaunt is veric ficke my Lord,
.Sodainly taken, and hath fent pofthafte
Teentrcat your Masefty to vifichum,

Fie. Where lyeshe?

i Bu. AtEly houfe.

Ric. Now putit (hcauen) in his Phyfitians minde,
Tohelpe him to his graue immediately :
Thelining of his coffers (hall inake Coates
To decke our {ouldsers for thefe 1rith warres. -
Come Gentlemen, let’s all go vifit him:

| Pray heauen we may makehaft, and cometoolate, Exir.

3
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oA Elus Secundus. Scena Prima.

Enter Gauat, fick: with Yerkes

Gan. Willthe King come, that 1 inay breath my laft

’ ’In wholfome counteli to hisvnfiatd youth ?

Tor.Vex not your {clfe, nor firiue not with your bretls,
For sl in vaine conies couafeli to his care.

Gaw. Ohbut(they {ay)thetongues of dying men
Inforce attention like deepe harmony ;
Where wotds are fcarfe, they are feldome {pént in vaine,
For they bresth truth, that breath their words in paine..
He that no mare muft fay, is liften’d more, (
Then they whom youth and eife haue taught to glofe,
ore are mens ends marke ther thewr hues before,
The {cztin¥ Sun,and Mufickeis the clote

TAsthc laft talte of {wectes, is fweeteft laft,

‘Wirit in remembrante, imore then thingslong paft;
Though Richard my hucs counlell would not heare,
My deaths fad tale, may yer vodeafe his carc,

Tor. No,itisflopt with other flactring founds
Aspraifes of his flaze : then there are found

Laiciiioas Meeters, to whofe veinon: found
The open care of youth doth alwaves hiften,

Reporz ot fhions in proud [raly,
Who'e marners fhill oue tardie apith Nation

Livpes sfter in bafe imication.
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Where doth the world thruft foreh a vanuty,

Soitbe new, there’s norefpect hawe vile,

That 15 not quickly buz'd into his eares ¢

Thatalltoo Jate comes couafell to be beard,

Where will dothmutiny with wits regard:

Direét not him, whofe way himfelfe will choofe,

Tis breath thou lackft, and that breath wile thou loofe.

Gasst. Mec thinkes I am a Prophet new inipir'd,

And thus expiring, do foretell of him,

His rath fierce blaze of Ryot cannot laft,

Forviolent fires foone burne out themielues,

Small thowres lat long, but fodaine flormes are fhort,
Hetyres bezfnss, that {purstoo faft betimes; ~

With eager teeding, food deth choake the feder :
Lightvanyy, infatiate cormorant,

Confuming meanes foone preyes vpon it felfe,

This royall Throne of Kings, this fceptred 1fle,

This earth of Maiefly this fcate of Mars,

Thisother Eden, demy paradite,

This Forurefle buile by Nature fer her felfe,

Againft infe&ion, and the hand of warie :

This happy breed of men, this liuzle woild,

This preciowsfone, fetin the filuer fea,

Which ferues it 1n the office of a wall,

Or as 2 Moate defenfiue to 2 houfe,
‘Againtt the enuy of leffc happier Lands, :
This blefled plot, this earth, this Realme,this England,
This Nurfe, this teeming wombe of Royall Kings,
Feas'd by their breed, and famous for ther bieth,
Renowned for their deeds, as farie from heae,

For Chriftian feruice, and true Chiualrie,

Asisthe fepulcherin lubborne Jury

Ofthe Worlds ranfome, ble@ed < Marses Sonne.

This Land of tuch decre foules, this deere-deere Land,
Deere for herreputaiion throughthe world, ~ °
Isnow Leas’d out (I dve pronouncing it)

Like to a Tenement or pelaing Parme.

E igland bound i with the triumphant fea,
Whoteroky fhore beates hacke the enuious (iedge
Of watery Neptune, 1s nowbouna i with fhawe,
With inky blottes, and rotten Putehment bonds.
Thot Logland, that was wont o conguer uthers,
Hathwede a fhamef I conguett ofiedelfe.

Ah! would the fcandall vamin wich iy lice,

How happy thien were my enfuing deach ?

Enter Kine, mee,vdﬂmerll,l)’ﬂ/}-),Cren;e,
Ragot, Kos, end !hlloﬂfgﬁéy.
Zor. TheKing i come, dealennidly with his youth,
For voung hot Colts, being rag’d do ragethemore.
Ox, How fares our noble Vicle Lancater ?
Re. What comfore man? How it with aged Gaune ?
Ga. Oh Low thac name befits my compodition :
Old Gaunt indeed, and gaunt Inbeing old:
Within me greefehath kepew tedious faft,
And who abftaynes ffom meate, that is not gsunt ?
For {leeping England long time haue I watecht,
Watching breeds leannefie, lesnneffe is all gaunt.
The pleafure that fome Fathers feede vpon,
Isy Rridk faft, | meane my Childrens Jookes,
Andtherein fafting, haft thou made me gaunt:
Gauntam I for the graue, gaunt asa graue,
Whele hollow wombe inherits naught but benes,
Rie. Can ficke men play (o nicely with theirnames ?
Gas. No, mifery makes {port tomocke it felfe :

Since thoud. & feche to killmy ndme inrhec,

-
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I mocke my name (great King) to flattes <hee.
Rie, Should dying men flatter thofe thac fiue?
Gas. No, 5o, men living flatter thofe thac dye.
Rsch. Thounew a dying, {ayft thou flacter’st me.
Gas. Ohno,thou dyeft,choughlthe ficker be.
Rich, Taminhealth, ] breath, 1 fee thee i,

Gaw. Now he thatmademe, knowes I {ce theeullt

1l1in my felfe to fec. and inthee, feeing iil,

Thy death-bedis no lefler thenthe Land,

W herein thou lyetin reputation ficke,

And thou too cate-lefle pruentas thouare,

Commit'ftthy'anainted body to the cure

Of thofe Phy(inans, that fie wounded thee,!

A theulwd lateerers fie within thy Crowne,

Wheie compaffeis nobigger thenthy head,

Andyetincagedinfc {nallaVerge,

The wafte 1s no whit lefler thenthy Land :

Ohhad thy Grandfire w,tha U'rephets eye,

Seene ho Lis fornes {onne, Jiovld dzfiroy his {onnesy

From tordh thy reach he would haue laid thy (hame,

Depofing ihec before thow were poffeft,

Wiich are poffeft now to depofe thy felfe.

Why (Cofine) were thou Regent ot the world,

[twerea fhame tolet hus Land by lea‘e:

But for thy woild emoying but this Land,

isitnot more then fhanie, tw thameitfo?

Laindiord of Fugland art thou, and not King:

Thy ftate of Law 15 boadiiauc to the law,

And
Rich. And thon, a lunaticke leane-watted foole,

Prefuming onan Agnes priwledge,

Dar'ft withthy frozen admonition

M ke pale our checke, chafing the Royall blood

With fury, fiom hispatiue refidence

Now by my Seates nghi Royall Maieftie,

Wer't thou not Brother to great Edwards (onne,

This tongue that runs foroundly in thy head,

$btould run thy hicad from thy vareserent (houlders.
Ga:t, Oh {pare me not, nuy brothers £dwards fonne,

For that T was his Farher ards fonne ;

Thatblood alr. ady (like the Pellican)

Thot haft tapr out, 3~ d drunkenly carows'd.

My b.other Glouceficr, plaine well meaning foule

(\Whom fanc befill in beauen ‘mongft happy foules)

May be a prefid.nt,and witnefle good,

That thoutetpe@'tt not fpilling Edwards blood :

Tovne with the prefent fi koefle that I haue,

Aud thy vnkindneffe be ike crooked age,

To crop at ouce atoo-long wither'd flowre,

[iue 1n thy fhame, buc dye not fhame with thee,

Thefe words heereafter, thy tormentors bee,

Conuey me to my bed, then to my graue,

Loue they to liue, that loue and honor haue. Exit
Rich. And letthem dye, that age and fullens haue,

Forboth hait thou, and both become the graue,

Yor, 1do befeech your Maieflie impute his words

Towayward ficklinefle, and age in him:

He loues you enmy life, and holds you deere

As Harry Duke ot Herford, were heheere,

Rich. Right,youfay crue : as Herfords loue, fo his;

Astheirs, fomine :and all beasit is,

Enter Northamberlond,

Nor. My Liege, olde Gasns’ commends him to your
MaieRtie,

T be life and death of Richard the fecond.
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Rich. What fayes he?
Ner, Nay nothing, all is faid :
His tonguc is now a ftringlefle inftrument,
Words, life, and all, old Lancafter hath fpent.
Twr. Be Yorke the next, that muit be bankrupt fo,
Though death be poore, it ends a inortall wo.
Rki. Theripeft fruic firft fals, and o doth he,
His time isfpent, our pilgrimage muttbe :
So muchfor that, Now tor our Irith warres,
We muft {upplant thoferough rug-headed Kernes,
Which live hie venom, where no venom elfe
But oncly they, have priviledge to liue.
Andforthele grear affsyi es do aske (ome charge
Towards our afsiftance, we do feize tovs

| Theplate, caine, reuennewes, and meueables,’

Whereof our Vncle Gawnt did (tand pofleft.

Tor.How long fhall [ be patient? Ot howlong
Shall tender dutie make me {uffer wrong ?
Not Glesflers death, nos Herfords ban.(hment,
Nor Gasntes rebukes, nor Englands private wrongs,
Nor the preuention cfpoore Bulimgbrooke,
About his marriage, nor my owwne difgrace
Haue euer made me fowre my pattent checke,
Or bend one wrinckle on vy “oueraignes fuce :
I am thelaft of noblie £awards fonnes,
Of whom thy Father Prince of \Wales was fisfR,
In warre was neucr Lyonrag’d morce fierce s
Inpeace. wasneuer gentle La nbe more milde,
Then was thatyeng and Puncele Gentleman,
His tace thouhaft, for enen folook'd bhe
Accomplifh’d w.th the number of thy howers :
But when he frown'd, it waszgaintt che French,
And notagan his friends: hrsnoble hand
D1d win what he did fpend : and fpent not thae
Which his triumpbant fathers hand bad won:
His hands were guilty of no kindreds blood,
Butbloody with the enemies ot his kione:
Ob Rechard, Terkz 1500 faire gone with greefe,
Or elfe he never would compare betweene.

Rich. Why Vncle,
What’sthe matter? N

Yor. Ohmy Liege, pardon meif you pleafr, it rip

Tpleas’dnotro be pardon’d, am content with all 3
Seeke you to feize, and gripe into your hanas
The Royalties and Rights of bamsfh’d Herford 2
Isnot Gawnt dead? and doth not Herford liue 2
Wasnot Gasnt iufk? and is not Harry true?
D1d not the one deferue to haue an heyre?
Isnot his heyieawell-deferuing fonne ?
Take Herfords rights away, and take from time
His Charters, and his cuftomarie rights:
Letnotto morrow then infue to day,
Be not thy felfe. For how artthou aKing
But by faire fequence and fuccefsion?
Now 2fore God, God forbid I fay true,
If you do wrongfully feize Herfords right,
Callinhis Letters Patents that he hath
By his Atturneyes generall, to fue
His Liuerie, and denie his offer’d homage,
Yeuplucke a thoufand dangets on yous head,
You loofe a thoufand well-difpofed hearts,
And pricke mny tender patience to thofe thoughts
Which honor and allegeance cannot thinke.

Ric, Thinke what you will : we feife into our hands,
His plate, his goods, his money, and his lands.

Tor. lle notbe by the while : My Licge farewell,

c3 What
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What will enfuc heereof, there’s none can tell.
But by bad cou {esinay be vanderitood,
That their euents ean neuer fall out good. Exis,
Kieh, Go Bufbie to the Earle of #ilifhire fireight,
Bid him repaire to vs to &/ houfe,
To fee thisbufinefle : to monow next
Wewill for Jreland, and 'tis time, T trow :
And we create in ablence of our felfe
Our Vncle Yorke, Lord Gouernor of England s
For he isiuft, and alwayes lou d vs well.
Come on out Queene, o morrow muft we pare,
Be merry, for our time of Ray s fhorr.
eManet North. willoughby, & Rgff.
Ner. Well Lords, the Duke of Lancafter is dead.
Raff. And lwing too, for now his fonne is Duke,
#l. Barely in title, not inreuennew.
Nor, Richly in both, ifiuftice had her right.
Xof My heart is great : but it muft break with filence,

I’.Iﬂﬂﬂlb.

l Er't be disburthen’d with a liberall tongue.

Nor.Nay {peake thy mind: & Jet him ne'r {peak more
That fpeakes thy words againé to do thee barme.
Wil Tends that thou'dft fpeake to th’Pu.of Hereford,
Ifit be fo, out with it boldly man,
Quickeis mine careto heare of good towardshim,
Roff. No good atall that I can do for hum,
Voleffe you call it good to pitie him,
Bereft aud gelded of s patrimonie,
Noer.  Now afore heauen, "us fhame fuch wrongs are
borne, ‘
In him a royall Prince,and many moe
Ofnoble blood 1n this declining Land;
The King is not himfe!fe, but bafcly led
By Flatterers, and what they will informe
eerelyin hate "gainft any of vsoll,
az will the King feuercly profecute
’Gainft vs, our liues, our children, and our heires,
Rof. TheCammanshath he pil'd with grecuous taxes
And quite lofttheir hearts : the Nobies hath be finde
For anéient quarrels, and quiterloft chesr hearts.
wil. And daily new exactions are dbuis’d,
As blankes. bencuolences, and I wotnot what :
But what 0'Gads name doth become of this?
Ner, \Wars hathnot wafted it, for war'd he bath not.
But bafely yeelded vpon comprimize,
That which his Anceflors atchieu'd with blowes :
More hath be {peacin peace, then they 10 warres.
Ref. TheEarle of Wiltfhire hath the realme in Farme,
wil. The Xings growne bankrupt likea broken man.’
Nor. Reproach and ditfolutson hangeth ouer him,
Rof. Heiach vot monie tor thefe Infh warres
(His barthenous taxartons notwithflanding)
But by the robbing of the ban:th'd Doke,
Nor. Hisnoble Kinfman, m +1t degenerate King :
Rut Lords, we heare this fearefull rea peft fing,
Yecticeke no (heiter to auod the fforme:
Wefee the winde fit fore vpon our talles,
Andyer we ft: ke not, but fecuzely perith
Rof. Welcetie very wrache that we muft fuffer,
And enavoyded s the dangernow
For fuffering to the caules of our wracke,
Nor. Notfo: cuen thioughthe hoilow eyes of death,
I fpic hite peering : but 1 dare not fay
How neerethe tidings of our comfore is,
p”il. Nay let vs fharc thy thoughts, as thou doft ours
Rof. Beconfidentroipeake Northumberland,
We three, are but thy felte,and fpeaking fo,

Thy words are but ss thoughts, therefore be bold,
Nor, Then thus . I hsue from Port e Blan)
A Bay in Britaine, recein'd intelhigence,
That Harry Duke of Herford, Ramald Lord Cobhams
Thatlate broke from the Duke of Exeter, ’
His brother Archbithop, late of Canterbury,
Sit Thomas Erpingham, Siv John Rasnflom,
Sit Yobn Nerberie, Six Robert Watertom 8 Framees
All thefe well furmfh’d by the Duke of Britane,
With eigbt tall thips, threc thoufand men of warre
Are making hither with all due expedience,
Aod fhortly meane to touch our Northerne fhoge :
Perhaps they had ere this, but that they flay
The firlk departing of the King for Irejand.
Ifthen we fhall fhake off our flamth yoake,
Impe out our drooping Countries broken wing,
Redeeme from broaking pawne the bleinihy 4 Crowne
Wipeoff the duft chat hides our Scepters gle, ’
And make high Maieftic looke Iike it felfe,
Away with me in pcfte co Rasenspurg b,
Butityou faine, as fearing to do {o,
Stay, and be fecret, and my felfe will go.
Rof. Tohorfe, tohorfe, vrge doubtsto them y feare,
wil, Hold out my hotfe, and I will firft be there,
Exennt,

3
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Scena Secunda,

Enter Queene, Pulby, and Bagor,
Bufb. Madam, your Maicfty is too much fad,
You promis’d whenyou parted with the Kiog,
To lay afide felfe-haming heaainefle,
And catertaine a cheerefull difpofition.
Qn. ToplesfetteKing, 1did 1o plealemy felfe
1 otdoir: yer] know no caufe
Why 1{hould welcome fuclug gneft as greefe,
Saue brdding farewell to fo #Kcet a guclt
Asmy {weet Ruchard; yeragaine me thinkes,
Somevnborne forrow, 1ipe infortuines wombe
Is comming towards me, and my inward foule
Withnothing trembics, at fomething it grecues,
More then with parting from my Lord the King,
Bufb. Each fubftance of 1 greefe hath twenty fhadows
Which fhewes like greefe it felte, but is not fo :~
For forrowes eye, glazed wich blinding teares,
Duides one thing inuire, to many obie&s,
Like perfpectives, whichrightly gaz'd vpon
Shew nothing but contufion, ey’d awry,
Dittingwifh forme : fo your fweet Maicflie
Looking awry vpon your Lords departure,
Finde fhapes of greefe, more then himfelfe 1o waile,
Whichlook’d on as it is, is naught bur fhadowes
Ot what itis not : then thrice.gracious Queene,
More then your Lords departure weepnot,more’s not
Or ifst be, 'tis with falfe (gm‘owea cie, (feene;
Which for thingstrue, weepe things imaginary,
Qu. Itmay be fo :but yet my inward foule
Pertwades metis otherwife . how ereit be,
I cannot but be fad ; fo heauy fad,
Asthough on thinking onno thovght I thinke,
Makes me with hieauy nothing faint and thrinke.

Eufb. *Trs nothing but concuit (my gracious Lady.)
. thw.
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QOs. 'Tisnothing leffe : conceit is fhll deriu’d
From fome fore: father greefe, mine is not o,
For nothing hath begot my fomething greefe,
Or fomething, haththe nothing that [ grecue,
"Tis in reuerfion that I do pofiefle,
Butwhat it1s, thatfis net yet knowne, what
{ cannot name, "tis namelc{fe woe I wot.
Esnter Greene.,
Gree. Heauen faueyour Maiefly, and wel met Gentle-
Ihope theKing is notyet thipt for freland. men:
Qu Why hop’ft thou (0? Tis better hope heis s
Forhis defignes crauc haft, hishaft good hope,
Then wheretore doft thou hape he is not fhipe
Gre. Thathe our hope, might haue retyr'd his power,
and driueninto difpaire an enemies hope,
\Who firnngly hath fet footing inthis Land.
Thebam{b’d Bullingbrocte . cpeales Limfelte,
And with vp-lited Armes is fafe arnud
At Rasten”’
Q. New Godinheauen forbid,
Gr. OMadam "ustoo tzue: and thatis worfe,
The L.Northumberlaid his yong fonne Henrie vercse,
The Lords of Roffe, heasmend, and wilenghby,
With all their powrefull friends are fled to lum.

Bk Why haue you hrerpreclam’d Noythemberland
And the reft of the revoiied faion, Traitors ?

Gre. We haue: whercupon the Earle of W arcefter
Hath broke his Raffe, refign'd bis Steward{hip,
And al the heufhold feruants fed wich hin. to ‘Ballmbrook
Q4. So Greeme, thou a1t the midwife of my woe,
And Balimbreoke my fotrowes difmallheyre :
Now hath my fovle brouche forth her procegie,
And ] agasping vew dehincred morther,
Haue wecto v ec,loniow to forrow toyn’d.

Bafh. Dnfpaire par Madam.

Qu. Who fhall hinder me ?
Iwil difpane,and be at enmitie
With couzening hope; Leisa Flatterer,
A Tanafice, a heeper backg of death,
Who gendy weould diffc i the bands of life,
Whichtalichope, linger i extremity.

Enter Torke

Cre. Heere comesthe Duke of Yorke,

Uw. Withfignesof warte about hisaged necke,
Olr full of carefull bufineffe are tus lookes *
Vicle for heauens fake fpeake comfortable words :

Tor Comfort’s in heauen, and we are on the earth,
Where nothing lines but crofies, care and greefe y
Yourhusband he1s gone to faue farre off,

Whilit others come to make him loafe at home g

Heeream I left to vnder-prop his Land,

Who weake with age, cannot fuppore my felfe :

Now comes the ficke houre lhatih fucfet made,

Now fhall he try his friends that flattered him,
Entera fornant, - .

Ser. My Lord, yout fonae was gone before T came,

Ter He was: why o : go all which way icwill :

The Nobler they are fied,the Commons they are cojd,
And will 1 feare renolt on Herfords fide.
Sitra, get thee to Plaihic to my fifter Glofter,

Bid her fend me prefently a thouiand pound,
Hold, cake my Ring. :

Ser. My Lord, I hadforgot < | .
Totellyour Lordihip, to day I cameby,and call'd chere,
But J @hll grecae you toreportchereft,

Yor. Whatis't knaue?

7.

T be life and deaté_g&'/gcrd the fecond.

i
Ser. Anhoute before | came, the Dutcheffc di'de,
Yor. Heawnfor his mercy, what atide of woes

Come rufhing onthis wofull Land at once ?

1 know not whatto do : I would to heauen

(So my vatruth had not prouok’d him to it)

The lgng had cut off my head with my brothers,

What, are there poftes difpacche for Ireland ?

How (hall we do for mency forthefe warres

Come fifter (Cozen I would (ay) pray pardon me.

Gofellow, getthee home, poourde fome Carts,

Andbring away the Armour that is there,

Gentlemen, will you mufter men ?

It 1 know how, or which way 10 order thefe affairgs

Thus diforderly thruft intomy hands,

Neuerbeleeue me. Bothare my kinfinen,

Thone s my Soueraigne, whom both my oath

And dutic bids defend : th'other agane

Is my hin{man,whom the King hach wrong'd,

Whom concience, and my kindred bidsto rights

Well, fomewhatwe muit do: Come Cozen,

le difpofe of you. Gentlemen,go mufler vp yous men,

And meet me prefently at Barkley Cafile:

1T ould to Piafhy too : but time will not permir,

Altixvnenen, and euery thing isleft at fix and feuen. Exis
Bufb. The winde fits faire for newes to go to Ircland,

Butnonereturnes: Forvs toleuy power

Proporticnableto th’eneniy, isall impofsible,

Gr. Eciidesour ncerenctic to the King in toue,

Isneere Ciclate of thofe loue not the King .

‘La Asaibat’s the wanering Commons,for theirloue

Liesinthei- purfes, and who fo empries them,

Py fonuchtls their Lieaitswith deadly hae,

ZBufb. \\ hereinthe kieg fands generallv condemn’d
%ag. Itwdgement lven them, then fo do we,

Becaufe we haue beene cuer neere the King.

Gr. Well. 1 will forrefuge ftraight to Buftoll CaRile,

The Eatlc of Wiltfhire is alreadie shere, k
Zuh, Thither will T with you,for lietle office

Will the hatefull Commens peiforme for vs,

Exceptlihe Curres, to rearevs all in peeces :

Willyou go along with vs?

£az. No,Iwilito jreland to his Majeftie:

Farewell, it hearts prefages benor vamne,

We threehere part, thatneu'r fhall meete againe.

Bw. That’sas Yorkethriuesto beate back Balimbroke
Gr. Alaspoore Duke, the taske he vndertakes

Ts numbring fands, and drinking Oceans drie,

Where onc on his fide fighes,thoufands will flye.

Bwfb. Farewell 2t once, for once, for sll, and euer.

Well,wemay meete agaire,
Bag, Ifeare mencuer.

‘e

Exit,

Scena Tertis.

Ewter the Duke of Hereford, and Nortbumen
-berland.

Bal.-How farreis it my Lord to Berkley now?
Nor, Beleeueme noble Loed, :

Jam a fieanger heere in GlouRlerfhire, |

Thefe high wilde hilles, and. vavenen waies,

Drawes out our miles, snd makesthem wesrifome,

And yet our faire dilcourfe hath beene as fugar, -

Mak
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Maiking the hard way {weet and dele@able :
But I bethinke me,what s wearie way
From Rsuenfpurgh to Cotufhold will be found,
In Reffe and #ilenghby wanting your companic,
Which I proteft hach very much beguild
The tedioufnefle,and procefle of my travell:
But theirs is fweetned with the hope to haue
The prefent benefit that I pofleffe;
And hope to ioy, islittle lefle in icy,
Thenhope enioy’d : By this.the wearie Lords
Shall make their way feeme fhort,as mne hath dene,
By fight of what ] hane,your Noble Companic.
Buk, Ofmuch leffe value 1s my Companie,
Then your good words : but who comes herc¢
Enter H. Percee,
North. It is my Sonne, young Harry Percie,
Sent from my Brother #orcefer : Whence focuer.
Harry,how fares your Vnckle?
Percie. 1had thought, my Lord, to haue leara’d his
health of you.
North. Why,is he not with the Quecene?
Percie, No,my good Lord,he hath foriook the Court,
Broken his Staffe of Office,and difperft
The Houfehold cf the King,
Nerth, What was his reafon?
He was not forefolu'd,when we lsfi [pake together.
Percse. Becaufe your J.orufh:p vas prociaimed T.aitor.
But hee, my Lord, is gone to Rauenipurgh,
Tp offer feruice to the Duke of Herctord,
Ad fent me ouer by Barkely, to difvouer
What pewer the Duke of Yorke had levied there,
Then with direction to repaire to Rauenfpurgh,
North. Haue you forgotthe Duke of Heretord{Boy.)
Percie. No,ory good Lord; for that is not forgot
Which ne're I did remember : to my knowledge,
1 nenerin my life did leoke on him.
North. Then learnc to know him néw : this is the
Duke. '
L Percie. My gracious Lord,I tender you my feruice,
Suchas itis,being tender,raw,snd young,

~§ Which elder dayes fhall ripen,and confira:e

Tomore approucd feruice,and defert,
Bwil, Ithanke thee gentle Percre,and be fure

»§ 1 count my felfe in noching clie fo happy,

Asina Soule remembring my good Friends :

And as my Fostunesipens wich thy Loue,

Tt fiall be Bidl thy true Loues recompence,

My Heast shis Couenant makes.my Hand chus feales ic.
Norsh. .How farre is itto Barkely ? and what Rirre

Keepes good old Torke there,with his Men of Warre ?
Percie, “Theté ftands the Coflle,by yond toft of Trees,

Mann'd with sheec hundred men,as I haue heard,

And in it are the Lotds of Yerke, Barkely, and Seymor,

'] None clfc of Nsme, and noble eflimate.

‘ Enter Roffe and willoughty .

North. Hete comethe Lords of Reffe and 718eugbby,
Bloody with fputring fierie red with hafle.

Bull. Welcome my Lords,1 wot your Joue purfues
A baaitht Traytor ; .l my Treafurie
Is yet but vnfele thaokes,which niore entich'd,
Shall be your loue, and labours reccompence.

Roff. Your prefence makes vs rich,moft Noble Lotd,

Ville, And farre furmounts our labour to sttaine it.

Bull. Euermore thankes,th’Exchequer of the paore,
Which till my infsnt-fortune comes to yeeres,
Stands for my Bountie : but who comes here ¢

]

»

The Duke of Yorke,to know what pricks youon

| Ingrotie Rebellion,and dereited Treafon :

Emter Barkely.
North. 1tis my Lord of Barkely,as I ghefle.
Bark, My Lord of Hereford,my Mcfiage 1stoyou
Bull. My Lord,my Anfwere is to Lencaler,
Aud ] sm cometo feeke that Name in Fugland, -
And 1 muft finde that Title in your Tongue,
Bcfore 1 make reply to sught you fay.
Bark, Mittske me not, my Lord,’tis not my meaning
To raze one Title of your Honer out.
To you,my Lord,I come(what Lord you will)
From the moft glorious of this Land,

Torake aduantage of the sbfent time,
And fiight our Native Peace with felfe-borne Armes.
Enter Yorke,

Full, 1(hall not need tranfport my words by you,
Here comes his Grace in Perfon. My Noble Viackle,

Tork, Shew me thy humble heart,and not thy knee,
W hofe dutie is decetuable,and falle,

Bull My gracious Vackle.

York, Tutytut,Grace me no Grace,nor Vackle me,
Tamao Traytors Vnckle; and that word Grace,
In an vngracious mouth,is bug prophane.
Why have thefe bamfh’d,and forbidden Legges,
Dar'donce to touch ¢ Duft of Englands Groand ¢
Butmore then why, why t aue they dar'd tomaich
Somany miles vpon her peacefull Bofome,
Fuiighuing her pale-fac d Villages with Warre,
And oftentar:on of defpifed Armes?
Com ft thou becaufe th’ancynted King is hence?
Why foolith Boy.the King 15 left beh 1.d,
And 1 my loyall Bofome lyes his power,
Were I buz now the Lord of fuchhot youth, @
Aswhen braue Gasst thy Father,and my feife
Retcucd che Blacg Pemice thacyong s ot e,
From forth thie Rankcs of many thoutand Freach:
Oh.bhinhowquichly thould this A-me of mine,
Now Pitionertothe P Itic, chaft fe thee,
And misifier correltion to thy Faule.

Bxl. My gracious Vickfe,let me knew my Fauly,
Oun what Coadition{tindsit,and wheein ?

York. EueninCondition of the worlt degree,

Thouare a banifh’d man,and hieteart come
Jefore th’expiration of thy time,

In braving Atmes againft thy Souersigne.

Bub. A¢lwasbanifb’d,lwas banifl'd Hercford,
Butas I comne, I come for Lascafler.
And Noble Vackle,l befeechyour Grace
Looke on my Wrongs with an indifferent eye:
You are my Father, for me thinkes in you [
I {ec old Gaunt aliue. Oh then my Father,
Will you permit,that [ fhall ftand condemn’d
A wandring Vagabond; my Rights and Roysliies
Plucke trom my armes petforce,and giuen away
To vpftart Vinthrifts ¢ Wherefore was 1 borne ¢
If that my CoufinKirg,be King of England,
It muft be graunted, 1 am Duke of Lancafer.
You have a Sonne, Awmerle,my Noble Kiniman,
Had you fitft died,and he beene thus trod downe,
He fhould hsue found his Vnckle Gaunt a Faiher,
Torowze his Wrongs,and chafethemto the bay.
1am denydc to fue my Liucric here,
And yetmy Letters Patents eiue me leave:
My Jttbm goods sre all dith aynd.and fold,
And thefe,and all,are all an fic imployd.

‘Vh’i.

e ———— e
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What would you haue me doe? [ am a Subie&,
And chaltenge Law : Actomeyes are deny'd mes -
And therefore perfonally I lay my claine
Tomy Inheritance of free Difcent.
North. The Noble Duke hath been toe muchabus’d,
Roff. 1t ftands your Grace vpon,to doe himright.
wiko, Bafemenby hisendowments are made great,
Tork. My Lordsof Englind, let me tell you ths,
T hanehad feeling of my Cofens Wrongs,
Andlabour’dall I couldto doe himright:
But in this kind,to come in braving Armes,
Be his owae Caruer,and cut out his way,
Tofindout Right with Wrongs,it may not be ;
And youthat doe abert him 1 this kiud,
Cherifh Rebellion,and are Rebels all,
North. The Noble Duke hath fuorne his comming is
But for hisowne; and for the ngheof char,
Wee all haue fironaiy fvrorne to gie himayd,
Andlechimneu rfec Loy that bieakes that Oath,
Yok, Wellwell,l 1zecheffuc of the:e Armes,
I carnet mend ity I mul needes coniedle,
Becaute my power1s svecke, andail ! left:
Bueaf| couldby b thac gaue me bife,
I would 1trachyou all,and make you ftoope

i&“‘éﬂd tbeﬁmﬂdo

Vato the Soueraigne Mercy of the King,
But fince I cannor,beritkncwne to you,
1 doc remaine as Neuter, So fare yoawell,
Vnleffe you pleafe to enter inthe Cafil,
And thererepole vou for this Night.
‘Bull. Anoffer Vinckle,that wge will accept:
But wee muft winne your Graceto geewirh vs
To Brillow Cafile,which they fay is held
By th’zt,]quct,and thesr Complices,
The Caterpillers of the Commenwealdh,
Wiich [ haue fworne to weed,and plucke away.
Tork, 1tmay bel will gowith you: butyet lle pawic,
For [ am loth to breake our Countries Lawes:
Nor Firends,nor Foes,to me welcome you are,
Things patticdrefle,are now with me paft care. Cxesnt.

e e e e e ——— e

Scaena Quarta.

e e e

Enser Salubury, and a Captajne,

Capt. My Lord of Salisbury,we haue ftayd ten dayes,
And hardly Kept our Countreymen together,
And yer we heave no tidings trom the King ;
Therefore we will difperfe our felues : farewell.
Sal. Stay yet another day thou trufiie Welchman,
The King repofeth all his confidence inthee, .
Capt. "Tisthoughe the King is dead,we will noc ftay ;
The Bay-trees in our Countrey all are wither'd,
And Meteors ftight the fixed Starres of Heauen;
The pale-fac’d Moone lookes bloody on the Earh,
And lcanc-look’d Prophets whifper tearefull change;;
Richmenlooke fad,and Ruffians dance and leape,
The onc in feare,to loofe what they enioy,
The otherto entoy by Rage,and Warre:
Thefe fignes fore-run the death of Kings.
Farewell,our Countreymen are gone and fled;
As well affur’d Richard their King isdead,  Exie,

S, 2.

Sal. Ah Réchard, with eyes of heanie mind,
I fee thy Glory,like a fhooting Starre,
Fall to the bafe Earth, from the Firmament :
Thy Sunne {ets weeping in the lowly Wefl,
Wimefling Stormes to come,Woe,and Vaoreft :
Thy Friendsare fled 1o wait vpon thy Foes,
And croflely tathy good,all fertune goes.  Exit,

oActus Tertinss. ScenaPrima.

Enter ‘Bullsagbrooke, Yorke,Northumberiand,
Rofle,Pereee willonghby with Lu): 1
and Greeme Prifomers,

Bull. Bring forth thele men:
Tafbic and Greane. T wil not vex your foules,

. (Smce prefengly your foules mul pare your bodies)

With toymuch vrging your pernitious Liues,
tor'twe-c no Charitie : vetro walh vour blood
From off wy hands, hierein the view of men,
1 will ¥nfold fonie caufes of your deaths,
Youhaue. 1 'edabunce,aRoyall King,
A happie Gentleman in Bload,and Lineaments,
By youvnhapy red,and disfigus’d cleane :
Y ou haue inmanncr with y sur Antull houres
Made a Diucree beewine his Queene and him,
Broke the poficffion of a Roy.uied,
And Rayn’d the beanus of afaire Queenes Cheeke,
With tearcs drawn 16 hicr eyes,with your foule wrongs.
My {clic a Prince,by fourunc of my birth,
Neereto the King 1n blood,end neese in lous, .. -
Tl you did make bim anf-incerprete me,
Haac droprovyneck vnder your iniuriesy
And figh’d my Eael fh breach i forraine Clouds, |
Faung thebicter bread of banifhment ;
Wihile y ou haue fed vpon my Seignories,
Dii-park’d my Parkes,and tell'd iny Forreft Woods
Frommine ows ¢ Windowes toine my Houfehold Coat,
Raz'dout my Impicfle,lcamng me no figae,
Saue mens opinions,and my hiung blood,
To thew the World I am a Gentleman,
Thus,and muchmore,much more then twice g}l this, -
Condemnces youtathe death : fee themdeliuered oucr
Toexecution,and the hand of death, '
Bufbse. More welcome isthe iroake of death tome,
Then Balimgbrooke to England.
Greene, My comfort is,chat Heauen will take our foules,
And plague IniuRice with the paines of Hell, ~
Bull. My Lotd Northumberiand,feethem difpacchid :
Viackle,you fay the Queene isat yeur Houfe, |
For Heauens fake fairely lec her be entrpated,,
Tell her I fend to her my kind commendsy- -
Take fpeciall care my Greetings be deliuer'd,
Tork, AGentleman of mine | haue difpatch'd
With Letters of yourloue,to her at large. :
Bxli. Thankes gencle Vnckle: come Lords away,
To fight with Glendsare, and bis Complices ;
A whileto worke,and afees holliday, .
: Exenut,

Scena

II. i1
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Scena Secund.

5

Drums : Flowrsfb, and (ol 5,
Erter Fichard, Annicrie Carlile.aud Sonldvers.

Rich. Bakloughly Caftle call you thrs achand ?
_ Aw. Yea,my Lord: how brook: your Grace the avae,
Atteryour laze Loﬂing on thebreaking Seas ? ‘
Rich, Needs muft [ lkeit well : 1 weepe forjoy
Tottund vpen my Kingdome once againe,
Deere Earth,T dee falire thee with my hand,
Though Rebels wound thee wirh their Hoiies hoofes :
Asaiongparted Mother wirh her Claté, l
Playes fondly with her ceares and (nles 1 meeting 3
Sc weeping,fmiling,grect Ithee my Earth,

And doethee fauor with my Rayall hands. \

Feed not thy Souersignes Foe. my gentic Earth,
Nor with thy Sweetes,comfort his ravenous fence:
But ler chy Spiders, that fuck vp thy Venome,

And heavic-gated Toades [y e in theirway,

Deingannoyance tothe trechernus feate,
Which with vfurping feps dee trample thice. '
Yeeld Ringing Neitles tonine Encnies;
Andwhen ihey from thy Bofome pluck a Flower,
Guard it Tpretivee with a lncking Adder,
Whofe double tongie may withamortali touch
‘Throw death vpon thy Soucraignes Enemues.
Mock nor my fznceleffe Conturation,Lords;
This Earch ihail baue a feeling ,and thefe S<oacs
Prouearmed Souldiers,ere ber Natiue Kirg
Shall faleer wnder foule Rebellious Asmes,
Car.Feare not roy Lord,that Power that made yeu King
Hazh power to krepe you King,in ipight of all.
Awn. Hemeanesiny Lord,that we are too remiffe,
Whileft Ballincbrooke through eur fecuritie,
Growes {trong and great, in fibtance and in fitends,
Rueh, Difcemfortable Coufin knowcit thou not,
That when the featch:ng Lye of Heauenisnd
Behind the Globe thac hights the lower World,
Then Theeucs and Robbers raunge abroad vafecne,
InMurthers and inOuz-rage bloody heve
But whet from vnder this Terrefiriall Ball
Heires the prowd tops of the Eaflerne Pines,
And darts his Lighuing throagh ed'ry gulue hole,
Then Murthers, Treafens,and detefted finnes
{The Cioake of Night being plucke from off their backs)

Thelifeand death of Richard the fecond.

Stand bare and naked,trembling at themfelucs,
So when tins Theefe,this Traytor Bullmgbreoke, :
V¥ ho all this while hath reuell'd in the Night,
Shall fee vs rifing in our Throne,the E.it,

H:s Trealons will it blufhing in bis face,

Not zble to endure the fighe of Day ;

But felfe-affrighted,iremble ac his finne.

Noc:ll the Water inthe rovgh rude Sea

Caa wath thie Balme from an anoyated King ;
The breath of worldly men cannot depofe

Thic Deputie ele@led by the Loid:

For cuery man that Badirgérookshath prent,

To lift fhrewd Steele againft our Golden Crowne,
Heausn for his Rickard hath in heauonly pay

—y

- —— ——

A glotious Angcll : then if Angels fight,
Weakemen muft fall,for Heauen i) guaidstherighe,
Enter Salubury,

Welcome my Lord, how farre oft iyes ysur Powes ?
Salisb. Nor neere,nor fariher off, my gracious L ord

Then this weake arme ; difcomfort guides my tongue ¢

And b:ds me ipeake of nothirg but defpare ; ’

Onz day tes late, feare (a'y Noble Lord)

.Hath clouded all thy happie dayes on Farth «

Ok cail backe Yefterday,bid Time recurne,

Ard thou fhalthaue rweiue chevfand figheing men :
Today,to Jay,volappic day too late

Orethrowes thy *nyes,Friends, Fortunie,and thy Stare;
Forallthe Welclimen hearing thou wert dead,

Are goneto Bu!l;ng&roobg,x)ilbcr },a1.d fled,

Asm. Conife:caiy Liege, why lookes your G:ace fo
pale?

Reeh. Bacnow the blood of twentie thoufand men
Drd erivmph v my face,and they orc fled,
Araclifomuch blood thither conse ng une,

Haue Inot reafontolocke pule,and dead?
Al} Souics thar will be tafe, flyc from my fids,
Far Tune hath fet o blervponiny pride,

eAerr. onuit my Lieg e remember vho yogare,

Rih. Fhndlorcacayfel e, Amlnot King?
Aw ke dicathiggad Maesie thoufleepeti s
Isnor the K ngs Nume fo.vie thoulsad Names?
Aavegrraicmiy Name: aproie fubiedt finhes
Aty geeas glory, Lookevoutathe ground,
Yelavenesof a King: e weenothiph?
Highbeourthonglics 2T kiow my VuckleZerke
Hatb Powverenonghto taiue cu- turne,
Butwnocomeshere ¢ T nter S¢roape

Seroep Mereheaith inibanpineflc beude my Liege,
Then caimy care-ran o gue deler him

Rich. biervescpen,andmy hearepiepar'd:
The woiitis worldly lofie thou canit vatold:

Say,Is ny Knpdome lot?? why twas my Case:
Anlubatlofle sitobendof Care?

Stiiues brelyenb, ookevo beas Coreat zsweet
Greater Le b odnot b 1 hee (erue God,
Ve terez i atoo aad be b Tellow fo.
Reud v rSU e 8 se That we cannot mend,
They breskeviirTaithioGodagwellas vs
Ciy Woe,Delliattion,Ruine,Lofle,Decay,
Theworftis Deathand Death wilt haue s Loy,

Sererpe, Ghid am Tehat your Highueile . loarm d
Tobeae et fings o1 Calamitse,

L. keanvnfeafenalle finrniled.y, ‘
Whichm ke the Silier Riuers drewne theic Shores,
Astv ihe Worke were TfT i toestess

Sotgh aboneld, bome Ceellsthe Roge

OF Bt o e ccueany yon fearsfall Land

Wil cha dinighe Cicele,and heaiis harder then Stecle:
White B areshave wn’dthers thinarut hoirelcfe Scalps
Aghinit thy Marefl.e,and Poyes vith W. mzns Voyces,
Strivet dp cah=brgge, 2nd clap their female roints

It e vaweeldie Aune .t againft thy Crowne

The very Beadt-men? ainero bendiheir Bowes

Of double farn & iwh gl rhy Seate

Yaa bt TG Wor coman geraft ePills:

Agamnf thy Scatbothysung and ol rebell,

And Jl goes worfe tien ' haue power e el

Rich. Tonwcell tow well thoutell it Tale fo.ll.
Whaereisthe! o cof VWiihuse?wherer, Wagor?
What is become of w222 where i: Greere? -

ot
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{ Thatrhey haue let the dangerous Enemice
: Meaf-. ¢ our Contines with fuch peacefull fieps >
I+ we preuile,their beads fhall pay for it
I w urant they baue made peace with 'Bulbugéroo(c.
Scrorpe. Peace haue they made with him indecde (my
Lx»d)
Rich. Oh Viilams,Vipers,damn’d withoot redemption,
Dogges,ealily woon to fawne on any man,
Suakes inmy hcart blood warm’d, that thing my heart,
Three [udaffes,cach onc thrice woifc then fudas,
Would they make peace? ternibie Hell make warre
Vpon theic fpotied Soules for this Offence.
Screcpe. Sweet Lowe(l fee) changing hispropertic,
Turnes ta the fowreft,and moft deadly hate :
Againe vncurfe their Soules ; their peaccis made
With Heads,and not with Hands: tholc whom yon curfe
Haue felt the worft of Deaths deftroymg hand,
And lye full low, grau d 1n the hollow gronnd.
Anm, 13 Bufbie, Greenc, and the Earle of W tihire
dead 2
Scrospe. Yes all of them at Briftow JoRt their heads.
Asm, Where is the Duke my Father with hisPower?
Rich. Nomatrer where; of comfort noman fpeake::
Let’s talke of Graues,of W oraves,and Epitaphs,
Make Duft ous Paper, and with Raynic eyes
Wiite Sorrow on the Bolome of the Earth.
Let’s chufe Executors,and talke of Wills:
And yernot fo 5 for what can webequesth,
Saue our depofed bodies tothe ground?
Ouor Lands,our Liues,and all are Bu/imabroct,s,
And nothing can we call our owne,but Death,
And that fmall Mqdell of the barien Earch,
Which #rues as Pafle;and Couer to our Bones
For Heauens fake let vs fit vpon the ground,
And tell fad Rorics of the death of Kings :
How fomie haue been depos'd, fome flaine in warre,
Some haunted by the Ghofts they haue depos d,
Sowe poyfon'd by their Wiues, fome {lecping Lill d,
All murtherd. Forwithinthe hollow Crowne
That rounds the mortall Temples of a King,
Keepes Death his Court,and there the Annque fis
Scoffing his State,and grinning at hus Pomype,
Allowsng him a breath 2 little Scene,
To Monarchize,be fear'd,and kill with lookes,
Infuling him with felfe and vaine conce:t,
Asifthis Flefh,which walls about our Life,
Were Brafle impregnable: and humor'd thus,
Comes at the lait,and with 2 little Pinne
Bores through his Caftle Walls and farwell King,
Couer your heads,and mock not flefh 10d bleod
With{olemne Reuerence: throw away Refpet,
Tradition,Forme,and Ceremonious dutse,
For you haue but miftooke me all this while :
I lise with Bread like you, feele Want,
Tafle Gricfe,need Friends : fubie@ed thus,
How can you fay o me, I am 2 King?
Carl My Lord,wife men ne’re waile their prefent woe-
But prefently preuent the wayes to waile :
To feare thic Foe, fince feare oppretfeth firength,
Gues 1nyour weakenefTe, Rrergth vato your Foe
Feare,and be [i71ine,na worfe can come to fighs,
Andfight ard d-c,is death deRroying death,
Where fearing.dving.payesdeath feruile breath,
«Anm. My Fathernath a Power,enquire of him;
Andlearne to make 2 Body of a Limbe.
Rich.Thou chid’R i 1. cli:proud Bukimgdreske I come
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Ts change Blowes with thee,for our day of Doome:
Thisaguc fir of fearcis vuci-blowne,
An eafie taske it is to winne our owme,
Say Scroope,where lyes our Vackle with his Dower?
Speake fweetly man,aithough thy lookes be fowse,
Scrospe, Mcn iudgce by the complexion of the Skie
The ftacz and .nchinacion of the day;
Somayyou by my dulland heauie Eye :
My Toungue hath buca heavier Taleto fay -
I play the Torturer, by fmall and fmall
Tolengthen out the wor{l,that muft be fpoken
Your Vnckle Torke isioyn’d with Ewkengbrooke,
Andall your Northerne Cattles yeelded vp,
And ali yonr Southerne Gentlemen in Armes
Vpouhis Fa&tion.
Rich. Thouhaft{aid enough,
Belhrew thee Coufin,which didft lead me forth
Of that fwect way 1 was in to defpaue
What fay you now ? \What comfort haue we now 2
By Heanen Jle hate him everlaltingly,
That bius me be of co 1.fore any more,
Gocto Fline Caitlethere e pine away,
A King,Woes flauc, thall Kingly Woe obey
That Powes I hauc difcharge,and let‘em goe
To eare the Land,that hath foime hope to grow,
F'or { hane none, Letnoman fpcakc againe
Toalter this,for counfmle 1s but vaine.
<Azm. Mv Liege one word.
Kich. Hedoes me donblewrong,
Thar waunds mewulitlc fattenes of histongue,
Difcharge my followers : Jet them hence away,
From Ruchards Night,to Bulliichroskes fare Day.
Exeunt.

Sc.ena Tertia.

Enter with Dram and Colowrs, Bullmgbreoke,
Torke,Norsbumberiand, Artendants.

Bull, So that by this incelligence we learne

i The Welchmen aie diipers'd,and Salubwry

1s gone to meet the King,who lately landed
With fome few priuate ﬁ;mds,vpon,this(:oaﬂ.
Nort4, The newes s very (aire and good,my Lord,
Ruhard,not tarse from hence,hach hid his head,
York. [twould befceme the Lord Northumberland,
To fay King R:chard: alack the beaaie day,
When fuch a facred King fhould hide his bead,
North, YourGracemuftakes: onely tobe briefe,
Left T hiis Title our.
Tork. The tiave hath beene,
Would yoo bave becae o bricfe with him,he would
Haue beenc fo briefe with yoo,to thorten you,
For raking {o the Head,yonr whole heads length.
Bl Mittake not (Vnckie) farther chenyouthould,
Tk, Take not{good Coufm)farther then you theuld.
Leat you miftake the Heauens are orc your head.
Znd. 1know it{Vackle)and oppofe not my feife
Againtt their mil, But who comes here?
Enter Percee.
Welcome Harry: whac,will not this Cafile yeeld? ]
Per. The Caftle royally is mann'd,my Lord,

Aganft thy entrance,
Ball. Roy-
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. .1 Badl..Royally¢ Why,it containes noKing?_ Armies of Peflilence, and they fhall ftrike B
-} " Per. Yes (my good Lord) . \ Your Children yet vnborne,and vnbegor,
It doth containe a King: King Richard lyes That lift your Vaffall Hunds againft my Head,

Wghin the limits of yond Lime and Stone, And threatthe Glory of my precious Crowne,
-1An

with him,the Lord Awmerle,Lotd Salisbury, Tell Bullingbrooke, for yond me thinkes he is,
Sit Saephen Scroope, befides a Clergie man That every ftride he makes vpon my Land,
Of holy réuerence ; who,1 cannot learne. ) Is dangerous Treafon: Heis cometo ope
'{  Nortb. Oh,belike it is the Bithop of Cailile. The purple Tetament of bleeding Warres
Bull, Noble Lerd, But ere the Crowne he lookes for, liue in peace,
' Gore to the rude Ribs of that ancient Cafile, Ten thoufand bleody crownesof Mothers Sonnes
. | Thrqugh Brazen Trumpet fend the breach of Parle hallillbecome the flower of Englands face,
. Into his ruin’d Eares, and "hus dcliver : ‘ Change the complexion of her Maid-pale Peace
Henry Bullingbreoke vpon his knees doth kifle To Scarlet Indignation, andbedew
., '| Kipg Rickards hand,and fends sllegeance Her Paftors Graffe with faithfull Englifh Blood.
~ 1"Andtrue faith of heare to his Royall Perfon: hither come North. TheKing of Heauén forbid our Lord the King
| Euen athis feet,to lay my Armes and Power, Should fo with ciuill and vaciuill Armes
Prouided,that my Banifbment repeal’d, '| Berufl'dvpon: Thy thrice-noble Coufin,
And Lands reftor'd againe,be freely graunted : Harry Bullingbrooke,doth humbly kiffe thy Land,
If not,Ile vfe th'aduantage of my Power, ' And by theHonorable Tombe he fwcares,
And lay the Summers duft with (howers of blood, That fands vpon your Royall Grand(i.es Bones,
Rayn’d from the wounds of flaughter’d Engl:fbmen; And by the Rayalties of both your Bleods, . ~
The which,how farre off from the mind of Bullingbrooke | (Currents that fpring from one moft gracious Head)
It is, fuch Crimfon Tempeft {hould bedrench And by theburied Hand of Warlike Gawne,
The frefh grcene Lap of taire King Richards Land, And by the Worth and Honor of himfelfe,
My ftooping dutie tendeily fhall {Lew. Comprifing all that may be fworne,or f4id,
Goe fignifie as much,while here we march His comming hither hath no further fcope,
Vpon theGraffie Carpet of this Plainc: Then for his Lincall Royalties,and tobegge
Lev’s march without thegoy(e of threatning Drum, Intranchifement immediate on his knees:
That from this C4files estier'd Battlements Whichonthy Royall partie graunted once,
Our faire Appointments may be wll perus'd, His ghittering Armes he wll commend to'Ruft, )
* I Me thinkcs'king Richara and niy felfe fhould meet His baibed Steedes to S-ablec and his Leart
Withno lefle terror then the Elements To faichfull feruice of yonr Mueftre -
Of Fize and Water,when their thundring fmoake This{weares he as he:saPurice s iult, .
At meeting teares the cloudie Cheskes ot Heauwn : AndrslcmaGenteman, ! crearr Lim,
Be hetiie fire,le be the yeelding Water; wd  Ruch, Northumberland,fav cthns: The King reterues,
The Rage be his,while ou the Earth 1 raine “ His Noble Coutin ts night welcome hither,
My Waters on the Earth, 3ud not on him. Andalithe numberof his faire demands
March on,and marke King Rechard how helookes. Shallbé accomphfh’d withoue contrad.&:on:

Parle without, and anfwere within : then 2 Flowrfb. | Withallthe graciots viterance thou haft,
Enter onthe Walls, Richard,Carlile, Anwmerle,Scrosp, | Speake to bis pentic heaiing kind commends,

Salusbury. D e Wedoe debate our!cir'c((fmﬁn) ': ewenor,
See,(ee, King Richard doth himf{elfe appeare Tolooke io pooreiv.end o theslcroare?
As doth the blufhing difcontented Sunnc, Shall we call back N themberiand, and {end
From out the ficrie Poreall of the Enft, Defiance o thie Traytor,and fo die?
When he perceiues the enuions Clouds arebent . Aam.No,goodmv Lerd ler's fight with gentle words,
Todimme his glory,and to ftsinc the tract . Tilltene lend friends,and fisends then helpeful Swords.
th'lﬂ)tight paﬂ'agc to the Qcaiderit, ‘ Rich. OhGodioli God tliur erc this tongue ol mine,
Tork, Yetlookes helikeaKing : behold his Eye That iayd the Sentence 1 diead Bamithmeat
(Asbrightasisthe Ezgles) ightens forch - Oo yond prov.d man fhoc] itake v ott wgame
Controlling Maieftie : alack,alack,for woe, Withwords of footh : Onthat T wereas great
That any harme fhould ftaine {o faire a fhew, Asismy Griefe,or lefler then my Name,
Rich. Wee are amaz’d,and thus long haue we ftood Ot that I could forget what 1 haue beene,
To watch the fearefull bending of thy knee, Or not ieimember what { muft benow : .
Becaufe we thought our feife thy lawfull King Swell'tt thou prowd heart? lle giue thee fcope to beat,
And if we be,how dare thy ioynts forget Since Foes haue fcope to beat both thee and me.
To pay their awfuill dutie to our prefence ? Aum. Nortbumberland comes backe from Ballmgs
, | If webenot,(hew vs the Hand of Geod, .| brooke.
That hath difimfs'd vs from our Steward(hip, Rich. What muft the King doe nowzmuft he fubmic?
For well wee know,nc Hand of Blood and Bone The King thall doeit: Mufi he he depos’d 2
Can gripe the facred Handle of our Scepter, - The King fhall be contented: Muft he loole
Vnlefle lie doe prophane, feale,or viurpe. The Name of King ? o' Gods Name letiz goe.
And though youthinke,that all,as you haue done, He giue my lewels fora fett of Beades,
Hauc torne their Soules,by turning them from vs, My gorgeous Pallace,fora Hermitage,
And weare'barren, and bereft of Friends: My gay Apparrell,for an Almes-mans Gowne,
"~ {1 Yo know,my Mafter,God Ommipotent, My figur'd Goblets,for a Difh of Wond,
é +. - tring in his Clouds, en our behalfe, MyScepter,for a Palmers walking Staffe, M
) v
- )
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My Subielts,for a payre of carued Saints,
: And my large Kingdome, for a little Graue,
A licele hietle Graue,an obfcure Graue.
O fic be buryed in the Kings high-way,
' - v sway of common Trade,where Subicts fect
. May sowrely trample on therr Soucraignes Head
'For on my heare they tread now,whileft t hue;
P and buryed once,why noc vpon my Head ?
eAumerle thou weep it (my tender-hearted Coufin)
Wee'lemake frule \Weathar with deipifed Teares:
L Our fighes,and they, hall lede s the Summer Corne,
And make . Dzarth i thisreuclang Land,
Ot thall we plav the \Waotons with our Woes,
Aud make fone pretaie Maech,with fhedding Teares?
As thus . todrop them thil vpon one place,
Till they have frected vsa payre ot Graucs,
Withinthe Earth: and cherein Liy’d thetelves
Two Kinfinen,dieg’d ther Graues with weeping Eyes?
Would not this ], lee il 2 W\ clijwell I {ee
Tratke butdbrandyounioch acmee,
Metmighee Dirce,my Loid Northumberlard,
Vo nat fayes Keng o'y sbrochked Wil his Maeftie
Cuue Rin it Icsve to hue,till Richard die?
Yeumihes Lerge,and Bulingbroske fayes 1.
2eith, My Lordginthe bale Court hie doth atrend
Totpeak~with you, mayitpleafe yorrto come downe,
At Downe,downe T come like ghi®ring Phaeion,
Vantuag tie nanage of varuly lades,
Fitse bate Coure? bafe Courr,where Kings grow bafe,
To comeat Traytors Calls,and doe them Grace.
fnthe bale Court come down. down Court, down King,
Forroyht-Ddwls thrike, where modting Larks fhould fing.
‘706 . What {ayes his Muefhie ?
St Socrow,and griete of heart
Voles ben {peshe fondly,hike a franuck man:
Yei heis cornc.
i, Stand allapart,
Asid fhew faire dutie to his Maieftie,
My gracious Lord,
Rich. Faire Coufin,
You debafe your Princely Knee,
To makethe bafe Earth prowd with kiffing it.
Mc rather had,my Heart mighe tecle your Loue,
Then my vnpleas'd Eye fee your Courtefie,
Vp Coufin,vp, your Heart is vp,I know,
Thus high aclea},although your Knee be low,
Bull. My gracious Lord, I come but for mine
awne,

y Ruch, Your owne is yoyrs , and I amn yours, and
atl.

Bull. So farre be mine,my moft redoubted Lord,
As my true feruice fhall defeiuc your loue,

Rich. Well you deftru'd ;
They well deferue to haue,
That know the Arong'®, and fureft way to get.
Vackle gine me your Hand : nay,drie your Eyes,
Teares fhew their Loue,bur want their Remcdies,
Coufin,1 2m too young to be your Facher,
Though you are old enough to be my Heire.
What you will haue,lle giue,and willing to,
I'>r doe we muft,what force will haue vs doe,
Set on towards London:
Coufin,isit fo?

DBull. Yea,my good Lord,

Rich. Then I muft not fay,no,

Flowrifos  Exennt,

1
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Scena Quarta.
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Enter tios Oseone, and two Ladscs.

Qu.What iport fhail we dewif= herein this Garden,
To driuc away the heavic thought of Care?

La. Madame,wee lc play at Bowles,

Qs Twill make me thinke the Worldis full of Rubs,
And that my forcune runncs againft the Byas,

La, Madame,weele Dance.

D« My Lepg=s can keepe no meafure in Delighe,
When my poore Heart no meafurc keepes in Griefe.
Therefore no Duncing{Girle) fome other fport.

La, Madame,weeletell Tales,

Ou, Of Sorrow, ot ot Grie.e ?

La. Of eyther,Madame,

Gu. Of neyther,Girle.

For .f of loy,being altogether wanting,

Tt dothi remember me the mote of S srrow -
Or if of Griefe,being altogetner had,

1. addes more Sorrow tomy want of Joy:
For what Thaue,I need nottorepeat;

And what [ want,it bootes ot 1o complaine,

La. Madame,lle fing

Iu.'Tisweil thacthiou hafi caufe s
Brit thou (houl '} plesfe me bet.er,would ft thou weepe.

La. I could wrepe,Madame, would it doe you gnod.

Yn. And! could (ing,would weeping doe inc goed,
And neuer borrow any Teare of thec

Enter a Gardiner and two Serants,
But ftay,herc comes the Gardineys,
Let’s {tep into the fhadow of thele Trees.
My wretchednefle,vnto a Rowe of Pinnes,
They'le talke of State: for euery one doth fo,
Againfta Change; Woe is fore-runne with Woe,

Gard. Gocbinde thouvp yonddangling Apricocks,
Which like voruly Children,make their Syve
Sioupe with oppreffion of their prodigall weight:
Giue fome “upportance to the bending twigges.

Goe thou,and Like an Executioner

Cut off the heads of too falt growing fpraycs,
That lonke oo loftie m our Common-wealth :
All mult be even,ia our Gouernment.
Youthus imploy’d,t will goe root away

| Thenoylome Weedes,hat withour profit fucke

The Soyles fertilitie from wholefome flowers.

Ser. Why fhould we,in the compafle of a Pale,
Keepe Law and Forme,and due Proportion,
Shewing asinaModell our firme EQtate ?
When our Sea-walled Garden, the whole Land,
Is full of Weedes,her faireft Flowers choake vp,
Het Fruit-trees all vopruin’d,her Hedges ruin'd,
Her Knots diforder’d,and her wholefome Hearbes
Swarming with Caterpillers,

Gard. Holdthy peace.
He that hath {uffer’d this diforder’d Spring,
Hath now himfelfe met with the Fall of Leafe.
The Weeds that his broad-fpreading Leaues did fhelter,
Thac feem’d,in eacing hyn,to hold im vp,
Arepull'd vp,Root and all,by Ballingbrooke :
I meane,the Earle of Whltfhite,Bufbse, Greene.

d Ser.What, |
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Ser. Whataietheydead?
Gard. They arz,

And Bullingbrookehath feiz'd the waflefull King.

Oh, what pitry rs it, that he had not fo trim’d

Aaldreftius Land,as wethis Garden,at time of yeare,

And wound the Barke,the skin of our Fruit-tcees,

Leait being ouer-proud with Sap and Blood,

Withwoo wuch riches it confound it felfe ?

Hadhe done fo,to greatard growing men,

They mighe have ln’d to beare,and be to afle

Theit fruites of dutic. Supe, fiuous branches

We lop away thatbearing boughes may liue:

Had he done fo. hinfdfe had boine the Crowne,

Which wafte and1dlz houres harh quite throwr downe,
Ser. Wiitthinke youthe King fhall be depos'd 2
Gar. Depreii beis already, and depos’d

“T1s dovbtea tie wil be. Letterscame lait night

Toadeers Friend of the Dake ef Yorkes,

Thae tal blacke tydings.

# Oh 1 am preft io deaththreagh want of fpeaking:
Thou old Adams likencfle, fecto drefle this Garden :
How dares thy haifh ruge toncue found tlus vnplealing
What Euc? what Serpeat hath tugpeited thee,  (newes
To make afecend fall of curfed man?

Why do’ft thou fay, King Kichardis depos d,

Dar'ft thou, thou lirtle beuter thing thew earch,

Diuine his downfall? Say, where, hen,and hnw

Cam'tt thou by tiss ill-ty dings 2 Speake theuw wrerch.
Gard. Pardon me Madam, Liudz sayhauel

To breath thetc newes; yet what I fay,is crec

King Richerd, he is inthe mighty hold

OF Bull ngb-anke, their Fortunes both are weigh'd :

Inyour Lo-ds Scale, isnothirg but himfelfe,

Andiome few Vaties, that make him light:

B .t he Ballance of grea: Bullmgbreoke,

Befides hinfelfe, are all the Englifh Pectes,

And w:th that oddes he werahes King Ricourd downe.

Potte voato London, wd y w'l finde s fo,

I {p=ake n~ more, then cuery one doth know.
9w, Nisible mifchence, that art fo liphe of foote,

Doinaot thy Embatlage bel g tome?

And ain Taft that knewes it 2 Oh thou chink'®t

To forue me laf}, chae i may longeft keepe

Thy forrow mny breatt, Conve Ladics goey

To meet at London, Londons King in woe.

What was | borne to s tthatmy +d locke,

Should gracethe Trinmah af great bullingbrooks.

Gard’ner, for relling me this newet of woe, .

I would the Planzs thou graft’it may neuer grow. Exir.
G Poore Queen, fo that thy Staie might be no worle,

I would my skill were fubie&tto thy curfe:

Heere did fhe drop ateare, heereinthis place

e (ctaBanke of Rew, fowre Herbe of Grace:

Rue, eu'n for ruth heere fhor iy fhall be feene,

In theremembrance of a Weeping Queene.: Exit.

Abtus Quartus.  ScenaPrima.

R ]

Euter as tothe Parlament, Lukingbrooke, Anmerle, Nor-
thumbrland Fercse Fitz-Water, Surrey,(arlile, Abbot
cfwefhmmfter. Heranld, Offiaers and Bagos.

Bulliagbrooke, Callforth Bagoss

Now Bager, frecly fpeake thy minde,
What thou do’{t know of Noble Gloufters death ;
Who wrought it with the King, and who petform’d
The bloody Office of his Timreleffe end.
Bag. Thenietbefore my face, the Lord Awwerze.
Bui, Cofin,Rand forth,and looks vpon that man,
Bag. My Lord Awmerle, 1 know your daring tongue
Scornes to vafay, what it bath once deliuer’d,
Inthat deadtime, when Gloufters death wasplotted,
I heard you fay. Isnot roy arme of len:pth,
That reacheth from the refiull Englifly Coure
Asfarre as Callis, to my Vikles head,
Amongft much other talke, that very time,
1 heard you fay, that you had rather refufe
Theofter of an hundred thoufand Crownes,
Then Bullmabrookes returneto England ; adding withall,
How Dleft this Land would be,in this your Cofins death.
Aum Pinces andN bic Lords:
What anfwer fhall I maise ro this bafe man 2
Shall I fo much d:fhonor miy taire Starres,
On equall tefmes to giue him chafhicement 2
Either [ muftyor have mine hono foy] d
With th*Actaindor of his fland’rous Lippes.
There is my Gage, the manuali Seale of drath
That markes thee ot tor Hell, Thoulyeft,
And will maintaine what chou he Rt {.id, is fal%e,
I thy bearcblood, thougheirg all too bafe
To Hamethe tenper ot my Knvgh Iy fnord.
Bul Baget torbeare, theu hatc not eakeit vp.
Awse 1 x cpung one, T wonld he were the beft
L all s prefence, that hath mou'd me fo,
Fux, I tharthy valonr s danfyn pothize s
Thereis iy Gage. Asnerle in Gage todhune
By thac i #<a agthie fhawes e where thou fland’R,
Theard r'ice fay (ond vaun ingly thoa (pak i)
Thatchogwer'tca {fearNoble Glouwfler, death.
Ifchou demeftar, tweary ti wes thou Ly ef,
And L wulturne thy filfhood to thy har,
Where w was forged wiih my Rapiers puint,
Aum, Thou dar'@ ot /Cowaid) hue co fee the day.
Frrz, WNow by my Soule. I'would it were this houre,
Aum  Fiezwater thou sre damn'd to b 1 for rhis,
Per, Aumerle, thoulyc'lt this Honor is astrue
Inthis Appeale, as thou art . 1 eniaft s
And thatthouart{n,there | dizow my Gage
To proue it on thee, to th'ex reami~fl poine
Of mortall breathing. SLeizeit, f thoudar R,
Aum. And f1doast,m.y my handsrot off,
And ncuet brandifh more seueng-full Steele,
Ouer the ghttering Hidmet of 1y Foe,
Swurrey, My Lorc Furz water :
Ido remensber well, the very time
eAumerle, and yon did talke,
Fitz. My Lord,
*Tis very true : You were in prefence then,
And you can witnefle with me, this is true.
Swrrey. Asfalie, by heauen,
AsHeauenitielfeis true.
Fstz. Surrev, thouLyeft,
Swrrey. D thonourable Boy
That Lye, thalllic fo heauy on my Sword,
Thatit thall render Vengeance, and Reuenge,
Till thou the Lye-giuer, and that Lye, doc lye
In earth as quicet, as thy Fathers Scull,
In proofe whereof, there is mine Honors pawne,

Engage it to the Triall, if thou dar’fs,

Fuze
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Fuzw How fandly do’ iliou fpurre o forward Horle?
If da e -ate,ord 1nke,or bevathe, or live,

1 dare meece Surrey 1n 2 Wilderaelle,

Aad tprzvpan hirn, whilest L Gy he Lyes,

And Lyes.and Lycs - there 1s my Bond of Fasth,
Totye thee t, my Rrang Coreedtion.

As 1intead to dhriue inthis hew World,

Asumiler. cuiluie of iuy true Appeale.

Betides,Theard the banifli'd Nor ‘olke (ay,

Thu thou Auwmerie d. A lend two ot thy men,

T« executs tive Nosble Duke at Cails,

Avm. Somencnct hiifhan R mewuha Gage.
That Nerfolbelyes: hierc doe T throw dowae thys,
If ve nny berepe Pdiro e is Honor,

Bel, Thefe ciffeiences ludl WM reft veder Gag-,
T Narfalkeberepeal’d . repeal’d he (battbe
A hough nane Fuemie)reftor Jda; aine
Toulilns Lands and Seignostes. wheabee's reram’d
Aganlt Awmerle we wilen‘orcebys Tiyali.

Car! That honorable day hall ve re be feene,
Maoy a tuae hach baailn & Norfolie fouglie
For Telu Chnft, i glor ous Chintliar field
Stream.rgthe Enagne of the Chrniftian Crofle,
Aguoft black Pigane Turkes,and Saracens .
Andtoybdwith wodkesof Waire, retyo'd Lim‘el‘e
To [ualy,and there at Venice gaue
this Body to that pleaiant Couwntnies Farth,

A:xd s pure Soule voto his Capiaine Chirft,
Vader whote Chlonrs he had foughe fo long.

Buli. W1y B.(hop,is Norfolke dead?

Carl Asfureas! lLie,my Lord,

Bull Sweetpeace condul his fweet Sou'e
Tothe "ofomcof good old Abraham
Lovds arpedlants your dfferéces thelallrel v ler gage,
Thil we afligac you to your dayes of Tryall.

Enter Yorke.

2orke. Great Diukeof Lancafter,] cometothee

Fiom plume-plis-ke Rechard, who with willing Soule

deptsthee Heireand bis ngh Scepeer yeelds

T the poffetlion of thy Rsyall Hand,

Afcend fus Fhrone defcending now fromh m,

And Ding hae Henry,of Ll}u Namethe Fourth.
‘Full. 1nGods Name [le afcend the Regall Throne
Cal. Mary Heauen forbid.

Wniftir this Royall Prefence may 1 {peake,

Yetbeft beieening me to {peake the truth.

Would God,that auy i this Noble Prefence

v

Were enovgoh Noble,to be vpright Tuape

Ot Noble Richard : then true Noblencffe would
Learne him forbearance from fo foule s Wror g,
What Subie@ can giue Sentence on his King ¢
Ad who fits here thatis not Richards Subiect 2
Theenes ate not 1udg d,but they ate by to heare,
Aihough sppagant guili be feenc in them;

Ar:d fhall the figure of Gods Maicfhe,

H., Capraine,Steward,Deputic eleét,
Anynied,Crown’d,planted many yeeres,

B¢ udg'd by fubie&,and infcrior breathe,

And he hunlelfe not prefent ? Oh,forbid it,God,
Thavina Chr,(hian Climace,Soules refin’de
5tould (Few fo heynous,black,obfcene a deed.

I fpeske to Subie@s,and a Subie& fpeakes,
Surr'd vp by Heauen, thus boldly for hus King
My Ford of Hercford here,whom you call K-- g,
133 oule Traytox to prowd Herefords Kirg.
Andf you Crowne him, let me prophecie,

—— o
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. God 1aue the King: will neman fay,Amen 2

The bload of Enghifb fh.ll insnure the ground,

And furere Ages groane for his foule Act.

Peace (hal! goe fle~pe with Turkes and [1fidels,

And inzhis Seat of Prace eomuliuoss Waires

Shall Xirne with Kinte,00d Kinde weeli Kivde confound,

Miiorder,Horras, Feareand Mutune

Siall hereiuhabitz znd this Lard be rall'd

The firld of Golggotha and dead ers Sculls.

Oh,if you reare this Honfe, againf} this Houte

It will 2 e wotulle? Dinfion proue,

Th.teuer feil voon this curfed Earth,

Prcuent st re i g, 1 :d letaitnot be fo,

Leat Cin'¢ Childs Chuldren cry aganft you,\Woe.
Norch Wellhaveyonargud Sir:and for your _pl‘mtt,‘

OFf Cap-all Teerfon we arreft you here,

1y Tordof Welunfter,be it youi charge,

Tokeepehimnfalely,ull his day of Tiyall.

Mavitpleairyou Lords o grait the Cammons Suie?
Ll Feteh busiree ‘Rirbard,ihiat in comaion view

tle mry turseader : fowe fhall proceede

Wathe ur fufpivon,
Terke Twillbehis Corduft, Exiet,
‘B:.4, Lords,youthat bere ate vnder our Areft,

Itncure your Sireties fory our Dayes of Anfwer:

Litcle are we beliolding to your Loue,

Aod utile lock d for at your helping Hands.

{

1y
ng

Enter Rechard snd Yo ke,

Kb Alick,why am | fent for to aKivg,
Pefore I haue (hooke off the Regall thoughs
Whesewnth Treign'd ? T hardly y et haue learn'd
Tonfinuate flatter boweyand bend my Knee,
Gioe Sorrow leaue 2 while,to tuture me
Tothis fubmiffion, Yet ] wellremember
‘The favors of thele men ¢ werecthey notnine?
Dhdrhey not fomeume cry, All hayletome ?

So Indge did o Chnift : but heintwelue,
Found truthinall but one; 1,in twelue thoufand,none,

Am I both Prieft.and Clarke? well then, Amen.
God fuethe King,although Ibe not hee:
Aud yet Amen,if Heauen doe thinke hiim mee.
To noc what flerusce, am 1 (ent for hither ¢
Yorke. fodoc hacoffice of thine owne good will,
Wik eyied Marcthe did make thee offer:
T e Refignation of thy State and Crowne
To Hemry Bullingbrooke
Rich Gruc me the Crown.Here Coufin,feize § Crown :
Here Coufin,on this fide my Hand,on that fide thine.
Now s this Golden Crowne Like a deepe Well,
That owes two Buckets,filling one another,
Tie empuier ever dancing in '.ie ayre,
The other downe,vnfeenc,and full of Water:
ThatBacker downe,and full of Tearesam I,
Drinking my Guiefes,whil’it you mount vp on high.
Bl T thought you had been willing to refigne,
Rich. My Crowne I am.but ftill my Griefes are mine:
You may my Glories and my State depofe,
But not my Griefes; thill am I King of thofe.
Bxl.P 1tof your Cares you giue me with your Crowne.
Rich Your Cares fer vp,do not pluck my Cares downe,
My Care,is loffe of Care,by old Care done,
Your Care,is gaine of Care,by new Care wonne:
The Cares I giue,1 haue, though giuen away,
They 'tend he Crownc,yct thil with me they Ray:
Bull. Are you contentedto refigne the.Crowne?
d2 Rich. 1,
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Rick. 1,n0;n0,1: for I muft nothing bee :
Theretore no,no, for I refigneto thee,
Now, matke me how I wilk ¥ndoe my felfe.
1 giuc this heduie Wetght from off my Head,
-And this Ynwieldie Scepter frommy Hand,
The pride of Kingly fway trom out my Heart,
« With minc owne TearesT wath aw iy my Balme,
| With mine owne Hands 1 gine away my Crowne,
| With mine owne Tungue denie my Sacred Seate,
With mine owne Breach reléafe all dutions Oathes;;
All Tompe and Maieftie [ doe forfweare :
r3)\4)! Manors,Rents, Reuemyes, | forgoes -
iMy A&@s, Decrees,and Statutes I denie :
'God pardoa alf Qathes thatarebroke tomee,
;God keepeall Vowes vnbroke are made te thee.
iMake me,that nothing haue,with notlling grieu'd,
_And thou with all pleas’d that haft all archiew’d,
: Long may’f thou liue in Richards Seat to fit,
' And fone B¢ Xickard in an Earthie Pit.
:God {apc King Henry,vii-King'd Richard (ayes,
' And {end him many yeeres of Sunne-fhine daycs.
E What more remaines ?

North. Notitore : but that yon reade
Thefe Acculations, and thefe griencus Cryives,
Committed by your Perfon, atid your followers,

Againftt-e Stare,and Profitof this Land ¢
That by confefling thein,the Scules of m~u
May deemie,that you are worthily uepos d.

Rich. Muft1docefo? and mufl [ raucll ovt
My weau'd-vp follyes ? Gentle Northumber land,
If thy Offences were vpon Record,

Would it not fhame thee,in fo faire a troupe,
Toreade a Lectire of them ? If thou would’R,
There (hould'(t thou finde one heynous Asticle,
Contayning the depofing of aKing,

And cracking the (trong Warrant of an Oath,
Mark’d with a Blot,damn’d in the Booke of Heatidh,
Nay,all of you,:hat fand and looke vpon me,
Whil't that my wretchednefle doth bait my felfe,
Though fome of yor1,with Pelate,wath your hands,
Shewing an outward prttic: vei you Prlares

Haue here deliuer'd me to my towre Crofle,

And Water cannot wath away your finne.

North, My Lord difpatch,reade o're thefe Arzicles.

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

But they can fec afort of Traytors here,
Nay,if I turne mine Eyes vpon my felfe,
1finde my felfe a Traycor with thereft:
For I haue ginen here my Soules confent,
Tvndeck the pompous Body of s King ;
Made Glory bafe; a Soueraignuie,a Slaue
Prowd Maicftic, a Subieét; State,a Pefant,

North, My Loxd.

Rich. No Lord of thine,thou haught-infulting man
No,nor no mans Lord: T haueno Name,no Title;
No,not that Name v as giuen me at the Fone,

But "tis viurpc ¢ alack the heavie day,

That I haue wotne fomarry Winters ont,

And know not now,what Name to call my felfe,
Oh,that T were a Mockerie, King of Snow,
standing before the Sunne of Bullingbreske,

To mele my felfe away in Water-drops.

Good King,great King,and yetnot greatly goed,
And if my word be Stetling yet in England,

Let it command a Murror hicher flraighe,

e
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i Thatitmay fhew me whata Facelhave, =

.

’

Since 1t is Bankrupt of his Maleflie.
#ull. Goe {ome of you,and fetch a Looking-Glaffe,
Norsh.Read o’re this Paper,while § Glaffe doth come:
Rich.Fiend,thou torments me,ere 1 come to Hell,
Bull. Vige it nomore,my Lord Nortbwmberiand.
North.The Commons will notthen be farisfy’d,
Rich. They (hall be fatisty’d : lle reade enough,
\When] doe fee she very Booke indeede,
Where all my finnes are writ,and that’s my felfe,
Enter onewsth 4 Glaffe, !
Giue me that Glaffe,and therein will I reade.
No deeper wrinckles yet? hath Sorrow ftrucke
Somany Blowes vpon this Face of mine,
And made nodeeper Wounds? Oh fare’ring Glafle,
Like tomy fellowers in profperitie,
Thou do’(t beguileme, Was this Face,the Face
That euery day,vnder his Houfe-hold Roofe,
Did keepe tenthoufand men? Wasthisthe Face,
That like the Sunne,did make beholders winke 2
Is this the Facaywhich fac’d fo many follyes,
That was at laft out-fac’d by Bullimgbrooke ¥
A brittle Glory thineth in this Face,
Asbritde as theGlory,is the Face,
For thereitis, crackt inan hundred fhiaers,
Marke Glent King,che Morall of this {port,
Ho a {oone my Sorrow hath deftroy’d my Face.
Rali. The fhadow of your Sorrow hath defiroy'd
The thadow of your Face,
Rich. S.y thatagaine,
Thefhadow of my Sorrow : ha,let’s fee,
"T1s very ttue, my Griefe lyes all within,
And thefe externall mannérof I aments,
Are meerely thadowes.to the vufeene Griefe,
Thac twells with filence in the tostur d Soule,
There Iyesthe fubfance: and [tha: Lethee King
For thy great bouatie.thar not o:.0ly pur'fh
Me caufcto wayle, butteachot ine the way
How to lamentthe caufe. Iiebzgacone Boonc,
And then be gone,and trouble youno more.,
Shall ] obraine it 2 '
Bull. Nameit,faire Coufin,
Rich. Faire Coufin ? I am greacer then a King:
For when I was a King my flactertrs
Wers then but fubiccts s bung now a fubiedt,
ThaueaKing hereto my flatcerer:
Being fo greac,I haue no neede to begge,
Bull. Yetaske,
Ricle. And fhall Ihaue? '
Bul, Youfhall,
Rich, Then giue me leaue to goe.
Bull. Whither?
Rich, Whither you will Yo I were from your fighes,
Buk, Goce fome of you,conuey him tothe Tower,
Rich, Oh good: conuey: Conueyers sre yousll,
Thacrife chus nimbly by a true Kings fall,
Bwll.On Wednefday next,we {olemnly fec downe
Our Coronation: Lords,prepare your (elues.  Exenme,
Abbor. A wofull Pageant hauc we here beheld.
Carl. The Woes o come,the Children yecvnborne,
Shall feele this day as fharpe to them as Thorne.
ewm.Youhaly Clergic-men, is there no Plot
Torid the Realine of this peinicious Blot.
oAbbet, Before 1 freely {peake my minde herein,

- § You {hall not onely take the Sacrament,

To bury mine intents,but alfo to effe
What

fa
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What cuer I thall happen to devife.
1 ee your Browes are full of Difcontent,

Your Heart of Sorrow and your Eyes of Teares,
Come home with me to Supper,ile lay aPlee

Shellihew vs all a merry day., Excsunt,

emsimane ——

Atus Qg'ntm. Scena Prima.,

Enter Qucene and Ladses.
Qw. This way the King will come: this is the way
To lalius Cafars \ll-ere&ed Tower :
To whofe flint Bo('omc,my condemned Lotd
Is doom’d a Prifoner,by prowd Bullmabrooke.
Here let vsreft,if chis rebellions Eaich
Hbue any refting for her riue Kings Queene,
Inter Richard and Guard.
But foft,but fce, or rather doe not fee,
My faire Rofc wither : yeclooke vp ; behold,
That you 1n pittie may diffolue to dew,
And wathhim fre(h againe wita true-loue Teares,
Ahthou,the Modell where old Troy did ftand,
Thou Mappe ¢ “Honar,thou King Richards Tombe,
Ard not King Richard : thou moft beauteous inne,
Why thould hard-fagor'd Griefe be lodg'd in thee,
When Triuumph is become an Ale-houfe Gueft,
Rick. Toynenot with giiefe,faire Woinan, do not fo,
Tomake my end too fudden: learne good Soule,
Tothinke ous former Scate a happie Dreaine,
From which awak’d,the truch of what we are,
Shewes vs but this, Iam {worne Brother (Sweet)
To grimNeceflitie; and heeand [
Wil keepea League ull Death, High theeto France,
And Clogfter thee in fome Keligious Houfe :
Our holy liwes muft winne a new Worlds Crowne,
Which our propbane houres here haue firickea downe,
Zu.\What,is my Richard both in fhape and minde
Transform'd,and weaken'd * Hath Butlingbrooke
Depos’d thine Intelle& ? hath he beene in thy Heare ?
The Lyon dying,thrufteth forth his Paw,
And wounds the Earth,if nothing elfe,withrage
Tobeo're-powr'd : and wilt thou, Pupill-like,
Take thy Corretion mildly, kiffe the Rodde,
And fawne on Rage with bafe Humilicie,
Whicharea Lyon, and aKing of Beafts ?
Rich, AXKing of Beafts indeed: if aught but Beafts,

1 bad beene ftills happy King of Men,
Good(fometime ne)prepare thee hence for France:
Thinke 1am dead,and that euen here thoutak't,
As from my Death-bed,my laft living leaue,
In Winters tedious Niglus fit by che fire
With good old folkes, and let t‘ywcm tell thee Tales
Of wofull Ages,long agoe betide :
And ere thou bid good-night,to quit their gricfe,
Tell thou the lamentable fall of me,
And fend the hearers weeping to their Beds :
For why? the (encelefle Brands will fympathize
The heauie accent of thy mouing Tongue,
Andin compaffion,wcepe the fire out :
And fore will mouine 1n athe,fome coale-black,
For the depofing of a ightfull King,
Enter Neortbumberiaxd,
Nersh.My Lard,the mind of Bukingbroske is chang'd,

T be Life and Death of Rechard the Second.

—— ——

Youmuft to Pomfret,not vnto the Tower.
Acd Madae,there is order tane for you:
With oIl fwift fpeed,you muft away to France,
Rich. Northumberland,thou Ladder whereviichall
Th.e mounting ‘Lullingbreoke alcends my Throue,
The tune fliali not be many houres ot age,
More then it v ete foule finne, gathering head,
Shall breake inio corruption: thou fhale thinke,
Thoughhe dindc the Realine,and giue thee haife,
1c is too little,helping him to all ¢
He (hall thinbe, that thou which know’(t the way
To plantvnnghefull Kings,wilt know againe,
Being ne're fo lictle vrg'd another way,
To pluck him headlong from the vfurped Throne,
The Loue of wicked friends conuerts to Fearc ;
That Feare,to Hate ; and Hate turnes one, o1 both,
To worthie Danger,and deferued Deaths,
North. My guiit be on my Head,and there anend ;
Takeleave,and pare,for you muft part forchwith,
Rech. Doubly divorc’d?(bad men) ye violase
A two-fold Marriage : twixt my Crowne,and me,
And then betwixt me and my marryed Wife.
Let me vn-kiffe the Oath "twixt thee,and me;
And yet not {5 for with a Kifle ‘twas made.
Part vs,Northwmberland : 1,towards the North,
Where fliuer.ng Cold and Sicknefle pines the Clyme :
My Quecre to k. aace : from whence,fct fosch in pomipe,
Shecu azadorned hither like fweet May ;
Sent back like Hollowaas,o: fhort ti of day,
LQu. And mult we be dwided ? muft we pare? |
Rech. 1, hand from hand(my Louc)and heart fr6 heart,
Qu. Ban:fhvs boch,and tend the King with me,
Noreh, Thacwere tome Loue,but lidde Pollicy,
2% Thea whither he goec,thuther lecme goe.
Rich So twotogedher weepirg maheone Woe.
Weepe thou for me i France; Ttrtnee heere s
Better farie « ff, then neere,be ne're the neere,
Goe,count thy Way with Sighes; I,mine with Groanes.

Qu. Solongeft Way fhall haue the Jongelt Moanes.
Rsch.Twice for one ftep lle groane.y Way being fhort,
And pecce the Way out with a heauie heare,

Come,come,in wooing Sorrow let's be bricfe,
Since wedding it there is fuch length in Griefe s
One Kiffe (ball top our mouthes, and dumbely pare ;
Thus gioe I mine,and thus take [ thy heart,
. Giue memine owne againe:'twere no good part,

To take on me to keepe,and kil thy heart,
So,now I haue mine owne againe,be gone,
That Imay frine co kil it with agroane.

Rich.We make Woe wanton with this fond defsy :
Once more adieu; the reft,lec Sorrow fay. Exennt,

Scaena Secunda.

Enter Yorke,and bis Ducheffe.

Duch.My Lotd,youtold me you weuld tell the reft,
When weeping made you breake the ftory off,

Of ourtwo Coufins comming into London,

Yorke. Where did I leaue?

Dwnch. Atthat fad Roppe,my Lord, .
Where rude mif- gouern’d hands, from Windowes tops,
Threw duft snd t\lgbblﬂl onKing Rechards nced,

ds3 Yorke. Tuen
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Yeorke. Then,as1faid, thcpuke,dgteat Bullingbrocke, |

Mounted vponahot andfierie Steed,
Which his afpiring Rider feem'd toknow,
With flow, but ftacely pace, kept on his courfe :
While all tongues cride, God fauc thee Bullimgbrooke.
You would hane thought the very windowes fpake,
So many greedy lookes of yongandold, -
‘Through Cafements darted their defiring eyes
Vpon his vifage: and that all the walles,
With painted imagery had faid at once,
Iefu preferue thee, welcom Bullengbraoke.
Whil'ft he, from one fide to the other turning,
Bare-headed, lower then his proud Steeds necke,
Befpake them thus ; I thanke you Countrimen::
Andshus thll doing, thus he paft along,

Dutch. Alaspoore Richard,where rides he the whilft?

Torke. AsinaTheater, the eyesof men
Afterawell grac'd Actor leaues the Stage,
Areidlely bent on him that enters next,
Thinking his prattle to be tedious :
Euen fo, or with much more contempr, mens eyes
Did (cowle on Richard s no man cride, God faue him:
No ioyfull tongue gaue him bis welcomehome,
But duft was throwne vpon his Sacred head,
Which with fuch gendle forrow he fhooke off,
His face full combating with teares and finiles

|

(Thebadges of his greefe and patience)
That had not God (for fome ficong purpofc) flecl'd
The heares of men, they muft perforce haue melted,
And Barbarifme it felfe haue piztied him.
But heauen hatha hand inthefe events,
To whole high will we bound our calme contents.
Fo Bullingbrooke, are we {worne Subiclts now,
Whofe State,and Honor, I for aye allow.
Enter eAumerle,
Dut. Heere comesmy fonne Awmerle.
Yor. Aumerlethat was,
Buc thatis loft, for being Ricbards Feiend,
And Madam, you muft cali him Rwt/und now:
I am in Parhament pledge for his truch,
And latting fealtie to the new-made Kicg,
Dur, Welcaine my fonne : who are the Violets now,
That frew the grcenelap of the new.come Spring 2
Aum, Madam, Tknow not,nor I greatly care not,
God knowes, I had aslicfe be none,as one.
Torke. Well, beare you well in thisnew-{pring of time
Leaft you be cropt before youcome to prime.
Whas newes from Oxford?Hold thofe Iufts & Triumphs?
Awm, Forouvght I knowmy Lord,they do.
Yorke, You willbethere Iknow.
Aum. 1fGod prevent not, I purpofe fo,
Tor.W hat Scale is that that hangswithout thybofem?
Yea, look'itthou pale? Let e fee the Writing,
Awm. My Lord, usnothing,
Yorke, No matterthen wholeesit,
I will be fatisfied, let me fee the Writing.
Axm. 1dobefecch your Grace topardon me,
It is amatcer ot fimall con{equence,
Whieh for fome reafons I would not haue feene.
Yerke, Which for fome reafons fir,I meane to fee:
Ifeare, 1 feare.
Dut. What thould Z;ou feare?
‘Tis nothwng but tome bond, that he is enter’d into

For gay ayparrc".lglinﬂ the Triumph.
Torkg. Bound tohimfelfe? What dothhe witha Bond

)Tlm he 1s bound to? Wife,thou art a foole.

"~
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Boy, let me fee the Writing,
Asm, Idobefeech youpardon me,I may not thew i,
Tor, Iwillbe fatisfied:lecmefeeit] fay.  Swarchess

Treafon, foule Treafon, Villaine, Traitor,Slaue.

Duxt, What's the matter, my Lord ? ,

Torke. Hoa, who’s within there? Saddle my horle.
Heauen for his mercy : what treachery is heere ?

Duxt, Why,whatis'tmy Lord 2

Torke. Giue memy boots, Ifay : Saddle my hosfe :
Now by my Honor, my life, my troth,
I willappeach the Villaine,

Dat. What isthe mateer

Terke. Peace foolith Woman.,

Dut. 1will not peace, What is the matter Sonne?

Aum. GoodMotherbe content, itisno more
Then my poo -e life muft anfwer.

Dut. Thy hfeanfwer?

Enter Sernant with Boots.

Yor. Bring me my Boots, 1 will vato the King.

Dt Steike him Aumerle. Pooreboy, §art amaz’d,
Hence Villaine, neuer more come in my fight,

Tor. Giue m@dmy Boots,I fay.

Dut. Why Yorke, what wilt thoudo?

Wiltthounot hide the Trefpafle of thine owne ?

Haue we more Sonnes? Or are we like to haue ?

I not my teeming date drunke vp with time?

And wiltthou plucke my faire Sonne from mine Age, -

And rob me o;a happy Mothers name ?
Is henot like thee? Is he notthine owne?
Tor. Thoufond msd weman :
Wilc thou conceale this darke Confpiracy?
Adozenof them hecre haue tane the Sacrament,
Andinterchangeably fet downe their hands
To kil the King at Oxford,
Dut, Hethallbenone:
Wee'l keepe himheere : then what is thatto him ¢
Tor. Awayfond woman : were hee twenty times my

Son, I would agpeach him.

Dwr. Hacht thou groan’d for him as I haue dore,

Thou wouldeft be more piteifull :

Butnow 1 know thy minde ; thou do'ft fufpe&

That ! baue bene difloyall to thy bed,

And that he is a Baftard, not thy Sonnes

Swect Yorke, fweet husband, be not of thatminde :

Heisas hike thee,as 3 man may bee,

Not like to me, not any of my Kin,

Andyet1louchim,

Torke. Make way, yoruly Woman, Exit
Dut. Afcer Axmerle. Mount thee vpon his borfe,

Spurse poft, and get before him to the King,

Andbeggethy ﬁardon, erehe doaccufe thee,

1le not be long behind : though 1be old,

I doubt not butto ride as fait as Yorkes

Andneuer will Irife vp from the ground,

Tal) Bullmgbrooke haue pardon’d thee: Away be gone. Exit

-

Scena Tertia.

Enter Bullingbrocke, Percis,and otber Lords.
Bul. Canno man tell of my vathriftie Sonne?
*Tis full shreemonthes fince J did fec himlaft,
1fany plague hang ouer vs, 'tis he,
I would 1o heauen{my Lords)he might be found:
Enquuc ai L ondon,'imongft the Tauosnes there : .
or

.
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, Euenfiich (they 1ay) as land  nacrow Lanes,
And rob our Warch, and beate our paffengers,
- Whichhe, yong wanton, and effemimate Boy

- ————

i or there (chey E}SR da‘yll\; d&(ﬂ—fr—c’_quel:;,

W.thvoreflramea loote Coarpanions,

Takes on the pomnt of Honor, to fupport

y Sodiffelute s crew.

\

Per.My Lerd, fome two dayes fince I (aw the Prince,
Andeold hun of thete Triumphes held at Oxford.

Dul. Aod what faid the Gatlane ?

Per. His anfwer was : he would vnro the Stewes,
And from the common’tt creature plucke a Gloue

And weare itas a faucur, and with thac
He would vnhorfe the lefiieft Challenger,

Bul. As diffolute asdefprate, yet thiough bnzh,
I fee fome fparkes of better nope . which clder dayes
May happily bring forth, But who comes heere ?

Emter LAumerle.

Anm. Whereis the King ?

Bal. Whatmeanes our Cofingthat hee flares

And lookes fo wildely ?

Aam.God faue your Grace.l do befeech your Maielty
To haucfome conterence with your Grace alone.
> Bul. Withdraw your felues,and leaue vs herc alone

What is the matter with our Cofin now ?

Awm. For euer may my knees grow o the earth,
My tongue cleaue to my roote within my mouzh,

Vnlefle a Pardon, ere I nfe,or fpeake,

Bal. Intended, or committed was this faule ?

Ifon the firft,how heynousere itbee,
To winthy after loue, I pardon thee.

Awm. Then give me leave,that I may wurne thekey,

That no man enter, tillmy tsle me done.
Bx!. Hauethy defice.

Yor. My Liege beware, looke to thy felfe,

Thou hatt a Trastor inthy prefence there.
Bx!. Villaine, lle makethee fafe.

Awm. Stay thy reuengetull hand, thou haft no caufe

to feare,

Yorke. Openthedoore, {ccure foole-hardy King ;

Shall I for loue fpeake treafon 1o thy face?
Opeu the docre, or I will breake it open,
Enter Yorke.

Bul.What is the matce: (Vkle)peak,recouer breath,

Tell vs how neereis danger,
That we may srme vs to encounterit,

Tor. Perufc this writing heete 2nd thou (halt know

Therealon that my hafte forbids me fhow.

Aum. Rememberasthouread't, thy promife paft :

Idorepent me, reade not my namie there,
My heart is not confederate with my hand.

Tor, It was (villaine) ere thy hand did fet it downe.

1 toreit from the Traitors bofome, King.
Feare,and not Loue, begets his penitence ;
Forges to pitty him, lesft thy pitty proue
A Scrpent,that will fting thee o the heart,

Bwul. Ohheinous,ftrong and bold Confpiracie,

O loysll Father of atreacherous Sonne:

Thou fheere,immaculate,and (iluer fountaine,
From whence this fireame, through muddy paﬂ'zgcl

Hath had his current, and defil’'d himfelfe,
Thy oucrflow of good, conuerts to bad,
And thy abundant goodneffe fhall excufe
This deadly blog, in thy digreffing fonne.
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Yorke withss.

Torks, ‘So fhall my Vertue be his Vices bawd,
And he fhall fpend mine Honour,with hus Shame 3

e )

Asthnfdeffe Sannes, their {craping Frthers Gold,

Mine honot lives, when his d:thonor dies,

Or my thain'd hite, in his dithonor hes:

Thou kill’R® me in tus ife, gruing bim breath,

The Traitor liues, the true man's pue to death,
Dutrhefle venhsn,

Dut. Whathoa(mwy Liege)fer heauenstake let mein,
Bul. What (hnll.voic’d Suppliant,makes this eager cey?

Lsus. Awoman, aud thine Aunt (great King y'tis [
Speake with me, pitty me, open the dore,

A Begger begs, that neucr begg'd before,

Bul. Our Sceneasaiter'd from a terious thing,

And now cirang'd to the Begger,and the King.

My danzerous Cotin, let your Mother in,

I know jhe's come, to pray for your toule fin,

Yorke. 1fthou do pardon, whofoeuer pray,

More finnes for this forgiuene(le profper niay.

This fefter'd ioynt cuc off, the refl reiis fcund,

This letalone, will all the reft confound.

Enter Dutchefle.

Dat, OKing, beleeue nor thushard-hearted man,
Louc,louing not it felfe, vone other can.

Tor. Thoufrancicke woman, what doft § make here,
Shall chy old dugges, once norea Trartor teare ?

‘Dz¢. Sweet Yorke be patient,heare m: gentle Liege.

Zul. Rife vp good Aunt,

Dmt. Notyert I theebefeech,

For cuer will 1 kneele vpon my knees,

And neuer fee Jay, thac che happy fees,

Till thou gune 1oy . vntill choubid me oy,

By pardoung Rutland, my tranfgreffing Boy.

Asm, Vato iny mothers prayres, I bend my knee.

Torke. Againft them both.my trueioyuts bended be,

Dus. Pleadeshein earneft? Looke vpon his Face,
His eyes do drop no teares: his prayres are inieft
His words come from his mouth, ours from our bre 1.
He prayes but faintly,and would be denide,

Wepray with heare, and {oule,and all befide :

His weary ioynts would gladly rife, I know,

Our kaces thall kneele, ull co the ground they grow:

H's pr?'crs are full of falfe hypocrifie,

Ours oftrue zcale, and deepe integritie

Out prayers do out-pray his,then let them haue

That mercy,which true prayers ought to hae.

Bui, Good Aunt tand vp.

Dus. Nay,donot fay ftand vp, <t
But Pardon fir®, and afterwards ftand vp, .
Andf 1 were thy Nurfe,thy tongue toteach,

Pardon fhould be the firf word of thy fpeach,

Ineuerlong'd to heare a word till now :

Say Pardon (King,)let pitty teach thee how.

The word is fhort : but not o thort as fweet,

No word like Pardon,for Kings mouth’s fo meet.
Yorks, Speake itin French(King )fay Parden'ne sesy.
D¢, Doftthouteach pardon, Pardon to defiroy ?

Ah my fowre husband,my hard-hearted Lord,

Thatfet’s the word it fd-t]c,againﬁ the word.

Speake Pardonyas "tis currant in our Land,

The chopping French we donot vnderftand,

Thine cycbegins to fpeake, fec thy tongue there,

Or in thy pitteous heart, plant thou thine eare,

That hearing how our plaints and prayres do peazce,

Pty may mouc thee, Pardon to reheasfe.

Bal. Good Aunt,RRand vp.

Dwt, 1 do not{ueto fland,

Pardonis all the fuite 1 hauein hand. »

al.
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" 4% TheLifeand Dearbof Rickisd she Secorid,

R perdon him, s hesues thall pardoamece, o | Bearing theic owne misfortune on the backe B

- Dm. Ohsppy vantage of 2 kneeling knee v Offuch as haue before indur'd the like,
YeramI ficke tor feate : Speakeicagnine, - Thus play 1 in oae Prifon, many pesple,
Twice (aying Pardon, doth nos psrdon swaine, And none contented, Sometimes sm I King ;
‘| But makes one parden firong. Then Treafon makes me with my felfe aBeggar,

Bsl. 1pardon bim wich all iny hare. And f{o1am. Then crufhing penurie,

Dms. A Godonearth chousrt, Per{wades me, I was better when a King :

Bal, But for our trufly brather-in-Eaw,the Abbor, | Then'amIking’dagaine :and by and by,

With all the rel® of that conforted gy’ - Thinke that 1am vn-king'd by 'Bul:‘ngz;ookf,
Deftru&ion fteaight (hell dogge them atthe heeles : And Qiraightam nothing. Butwhaterelam, AMufick
Good Vnckle he&e to order {eserall powres Nor I,norany man, that but man is,
To Oxford,or where ere thefe Traitors are : With nothing (hall be pleas’d, cill he be eas’d
They fhallnot live within this world I fweare, Withbeing nothing, Muficke do 1hicare?
But 1 will hsuethem, if T once kwow where. Ha, ha? keepe tume : How fowre fweet Muficke is,
Vinckle farewell, and Cofin adieus When Timeis broke, and nio Proportion keptc?
Your mother well hath praid,and proue you true. So s rinthe Muficke of mens liues
Dm,Comemy old fon,] pray heauen make thee new. And heere haue | the daintinefTe of eare, !
- Exeunt. | Tohearc umebroke in s diforder’d firing -
. Enter Exton and Seruants, But for the Concord of my State and Time,
y L Bxt. DidR chou not marke the King what wordshee | Had nor an earc o heare my true Time Lroke,
fpake ? 1 wafted Time, and now doth Tinie wafte me :
Haue I no friend will rid e of this living feare: For now hath Time made me his numbring clocke ;
Wasitnotfo? My Thoughts,are minutes ; and with Sighes they iarre,

Sor. Thofe were his very words, Their watches on vnto mine eyes,the outward Watch,

. Ex, HaueInoFriend?(quoth he:)he fpakeittwice, | Whereco my finger, likes Dualls poine,

Andvrg'dit twice together, did henot 2 Is ponung thilly in cleanfing them from teares,

Se. Hedid, Now fir, the found thattels what houre it is,

&%, And fpeaking it,he witlylook'd on me, Are clamorous groanes, that ftrike vpon my heart,
Aswhothould fay, I would thou wer'tthe man Winchis thebell : fo Sighes,and Teares,and Grones,
Thetwould divorce this terror from my heare, Shew Minutes,Houres,and Times : but iny Time
Meaning the King at Pounfret : Come, lec's goe g Runs poalting on, in Bullingbrookes proud ioy,

1 am the Kings Friend,and will rid his Foe, Exit, | While 1 fland foohng heere, his iacke o'th'Clocke,
: This Muficke mads me, let1¢ found no more,
Sl : For though it haue holpe madmen to their wics,
Iy miecfecines, it will make wile-menmad :
Sfcfnd Q{drtd. Yeubletling on his heart that gines it me;;
’ . For’tisafizne ot love and loue to Rishard,
4 e Isaftraage Brooch, in this all-hatng world,
N Euter Richard, Enter Groome.
i . H al
Rich, 1hauebin fludying, howto compare Groo, Haile Royail Prince.
' This Prifon where ] liuc’; erm(hc World : Rich. Thankes Noble Pecre,
) And for becaufe the world is populous, The cheapeft of vs, 15 1en groates too deere,
: And heere is nota Creacure, bue my felre,' Whatart thou ? Andhow com'ft thou tnther?
I cannot do it : yet Lic hammert out. Where no man cuer comes,but that fad dogge
My Braine, 1le prouc the Femaleto mz Soule, That briygs me food, to make misfortune liue ? '
My Soule, the Eachcr: and chefe two beget Groo. 1wasa poore Groome of thy Stable (King)
A generation of fill breeding Thoughs;; Whea thou wer't King:who trauelling towards Yorke,
And thefe fame Thoughts, peoplethis Little World Wich much adoo, at length have gotcen leaue
In humors, like the people of this world, Tolooke vpon my (fometimes Ror\ll) maflers face.
{ For nothoughtis conteuted. The better fore, O how it yern’d my heart, when ] beheld
. As thoughts of things Divine, are ntermixt In Londca fireccs, that Coronation day,
! With fcruples, and do fec the Faith it felfe When Bullingbrooke rode on Roane Barbary,
) Agsinft the Faith:as thuss Comelitle ones: & then sgain, Thatborfe, thac thou fo often haft befirid,
1(&: s hard to come, as for s Camell Thachorfe, that | fo carefully haue dreft, .
To thred the pofterne of s Needles cye. Rich. Rode he on Barbary? Tell me gentle Friend,
Thoughts tending to Ambition, they do plot How wenthevnderhim?
Valikely wonders s how thefe vaine weske nailes Groo. So proudly,as ifhe had difdain'd the ground.
May teste s paffage through the Flinty ribbes Rich. So proud, that Ballingbreoke was on his backe ;
Of thishard world, my ragged prifon walles: Thac [ade hath cate bread from my Royall hand,
And fer they cannot, dye In their owne pride. This hand hath made him proud with clapping him.
Thoughts tending ro ZOntmt.ﬂlttcr themfelues, Would he not flumblc? Would he not fall downe
That they sre not the firft of Fortunes (laues, (Since Pride muft haue s fall) and breake the necke
Nor fhall notbe the laft. Like filly Beggars, Of that protid man, that did vfurpe his backe? -

Forgiueneflc horfe : Why do [ raile onthee,
-nce thou cresred tobeaw’d by man
as't borne to beare? 1 was not made ahorfe,

Who fitting inthe Stockes, f’cfu‘%e their fhame
That many haue, and others mutt fic there;
| And 1n this Th ought, they finde a kind of eafe,

And

"
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4 Hath with the Kings blood, Rain’d she

T be Life and Death of Richard the Second.

And yet I beate s burthen like an Affe,
Spur-gall'ds snd tyrd by hnuoning Saliopinedis,

13 /1
Keep. Feltowh, gine e fuee Ray,
Ruch. lfh-gnw‘!ﬁ mmm-,

fay.
yK . My Lord, wiltpleafe you to falltoo ?
Tefke of ic firRR, as thou wer t wont to doo,
Keep. My Lord [ darenot : Sir Prerce of Exton,
Who lately camefram th'Kung,commends the contrary.
Rich, The dell nke Menrw of Eamxafder,and thee ;

Exie.

‘| Patience is fale, and 1 am weary of ic,

Keep, Helpe helpe,helpe, .

Enter Exton and Scrsants.
& How now?whit nteanes Deach in thys rude affae?
Villaine, thine owne hand ezlds chy deachs infirument,
Gothou and fill anotherroonz 1 heil,
N Exton ftrikes bim dewne,
That hand fhall burae .npeuer-quenching bxe,
That Raggers thus my peifon, Exrow,thg ficrce hand,
ngs own land.
Mount, mount my {oule, thy feate s vp on bigh,

Whil'@ my groffe fle(h fiokes downward heete to dye.
‘Evton.” Asfull'of Valor, 2s of Royall bloed, |
Bpth Haue I fpile : Oh would the de¢d ware ggod.

For now the diugll, that tald me I did well,
Sayes, thag this deede is chaonicled in bell,
This dead King to the living King Ile beare,
Takehence the ref?, and giue thew buriali heere,

Scena Quinta,

Exit.

. Floxrifb, Enter Bulingbrooke,Yerke,with
stber Lords & mtendanms.
Eof. Kinde Vnkle Yorke, the Jateft newes we hicare,
s chat che Rebels haue confun’d with fire
Qur Towne of Ciceter in Gloucelterfhire,
But whether they be tane oc {laine, we heare noz.
Enter Northumberland,
Welcome my Lord : Whatis the newes?
Nor. Firftco thy Sacred State, wifh Lall happine(le:
The next newes is, L hauz *o Lon-onfent

Gros. \Whmt tﬁ'mgne&ii‘sw,d\%ﬁhunhuﬂ 1

The manaer of their taking may appeare
At latge diféowrfed in this paper hecre.

Bxl,We thank thee gentle Perey for thy paines,

And to thy worth will addg right worthy gunes,
Euter Fazamaters, =~ -
~ Frz. My Lotd; 1 haue from Oxfordfestco London,
The heads of Broccas, and Sir Bennet Szely,
Two ofthe dangeigagconforced Trahors,
ThacTougheat §8, thy drg querthrow.
Bul, Thy paines Fitzwaters (hall not be forgot,

Right Nebleis thy merne, well [ wor,

Brter Percy dud Carhile.

Per. The grand Cocfpirator, Abbot uf Wefminder,
With clog ot Confcience, and fowre Melancholly,
Hathyeclded vp his body o thegraue :

Butheere is Carlrle, liuing toabide
Thy Kyrgly doome,and fenterce of his pride,

Bul. (ariife, this 1s your coome :

Choofe out fome fecret place, fome reverend suotne
More thenthou haft, and with itioy thy Life:

High iparkes of Honort in thee haue I {eene.
Enter Extonwith a Coffin.
Exton, GreatKing,within thisCofhn] prefeme -
Thy bunied feare. Heeren all breachlcfle lies
The mighuiett of thy greateft encmies
Richard o' Burlcaux, by mehither brought.
Tul. Extom, | thanke thee not, for thou balt wroughe
Atdecde of Slaughter, with thy fatall hand,
Vpeniny head, and all this famous Land.
1 x . Fiomyour ownemouth my Lord,did I this deed.
Bul, Theyloue not poyfon, that do peyfon neede, -
Nor do 1 thee I though I did wifh him dcad,
Thate che Murtherer, lone hitn murthered.
The guilc of con{cience take thou for thy labour,
But neuhier my good word, nor Princely fauour,
With (e go wander through the (hade of nighr,
Andneuer fhew thy head by day, ror light,
Lords, I proteft my fouless full of woe,
That blood fhould {prinkle me, to make me grovs,
Come mourne with me, for that] do lament,
And puton fullenBlacke incontinent:
e makeavoyapeto the Holy-land,
To wafh thisblood off frommy guiley hand,
March facly after, grace my mourning heese,
In weeping after this vatimely Beere,

L’xcm.‘

The heads of Salsbwry Spencer, Bli-<. ,and Kens:
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So as thou liv'ft 1 peace,dye free from Rrile s {
For though mine enemy . thou balt euer becne, ]
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