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The Traedy ' of Richard the Third:

with the Landing of Farle Richmond, and the

Battell ac Bofworth FField.

2

PRI s

o] / 3 sV
204 A2 R €D ’/4’2 L

\—'T‘ — T NS e e e
S . ) - ’
eAitus Primus. Scena ‘Prima.
Ewter Richard Duke of Glofter folne, That waites vpon your Grace? .
Cla. His Maicly teadring my perfons fafety,
2% Ow is the Winter of our Difcontent, Hath appointed this Condaét,to contiey me to th'Tower
8 Made glonous Summer by this Son of Yorke: Rich. Vponwhatcaufe 3 - . ¢ '
8 Andall the clouds thatlowr’d vpon our houfe Cla, Becaufemy name s George.: e
In the decpe bofome of the Ocean buried, Réch. Alackemy Lord,chat faultis none of yours :
Now sre our browes bound with Victorious Wreathes, | He thould for#hst commit your Godfathers,
Our bruifed armes hung vp for Monruments ; O belike, his Maiefty hath fome intent, ot
Our fterne Alarums chang’d tomerry Mcetings ; Thatyowthould be new Chrifined inthe Tower,
Our dreadfull Marches, to delightfull Meafures, But what'’s the maceer Clarewce,may I know?
Grim-vifag'd Warre, hath fmooth’'d us wrinkled Front: Cla. YeaRicbard,when1know ; but Iproteft
And now, in ftead of mounting Barbed Steeds, AsyetIdonor: Batasl canlearne,
To frighe the Soules of fedriull Aduerfaries, He hearkens after Prophefics and Dreames,
He capers nimbly ina Ladies Chamber, | Andfrom the Croffesrow pluckes theletier G ;
Tothe lafcimous pleafing of a Lute. And fayces,a Wizard told him,chat by G,
But 1, that am not fhap’d for fporuiue trickes, His iffue difinherited thould be.
Nor made to court anamorous Looking-glafle: And for my name of George begins with G,
I, thatam Rudely flampc, and want loues Maiefty, It followes in his chought that 1am he.
To Rrut before 2 wonton ambling Nymph : Thefe (as I learne)and fuch liketoyes as thefe,
I, that am curtail’d of this faire Proporuon, Hath moouw'd his Highnefle to commit me now.
Cheated of Feature by diffembling Nature, Rich, Why this it is,when men are rul'd by Women
Deform’d, vn-fim(h’d, {eat before my time "Tis notthe King that fends you.to the Tower,
Tnto this breathing World, {carfe halfe made vp, My Lady Grey his Wife, Clarence tis thee,
Andthat fo lamely and vnfa(hionable, That tempts himto this hatth Extremiry.
That dogges barke atnie, as T haleby chem, Was it notthee, andthatgoodman ofWorﬂxiy,
Why I (in thisweake piping time of Peace) Authony Woodsnlle het Brother there,
Hauz no delight to paffe away thetime, Thacmade him fend Lord Haffmgs to the Tower 2
Voleffe to fee my Shadow in the Sunne, From whence chis prefent day heis deliuered ?
And defcant on mine owne Deformity. We are not {afe ( laremce, we are not fafe.
And therefore,fince [ cannot proue 2 Louer, Cla. By heauen,1 thinke there is no man fecure
To entertanc thefe faire well {poken dayes, But the QueenesKindred,and night-walking Herslds,
I am determined to prouc a Villaing, Thattrudge beewixe the King,and Miftris Shere, -
And haietheidle pleafurcs of thefe dayes, Hcard you not whatan humble Suppliant
Plots haue 1 laide, Inda&tions dangerous, Lord Haftuugs was,for her delivery ?
By drunken Prophefies, Libels,and Dreames, Rich. Humbly complsining to her Reitie,
To fet iny Brother Ciarence and the King Got my Lord Chamberlaine his libertic.
In deadly hate, the oneagainft the other : Lle tell you what,I thinke itis our way,
Andf King Edwardbe astrue and iuft, . If we will keepein faveur withthe King,
As I am Subtle, Falie,and Treacherous, Tobeher men,and weare her Liuery,
This day fhould Clarence clofely be mew™d vp: The icalous ore-worne Widdow,and her {elfe,
Abouta Prophefie,which fayes that G, Since that our Brother dub’d them Gentlewomen,
Ot Edwards heyres the murtherer (hall be, Aremighty Gofsips in sur Monarchy.
Diue thoughts downc to my foule,herc Clarence comes. bra. 1befeech your Graces bothto pardon me,
His Maicfty hath feaighely giuenin charge,
Ewter Clarcnce, and Brakenbury gnarded, Thatno man thall haue private Conference
Brother,good day : What meanes tius armed guard (Of what degree focucr) with your Brother.
chb./
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Rich. Euen fo,and pleafe your Worlhip Brakenbury,
You may partake of any thing we fay :
We fpeakeno Treafon man ;%Vc fay the King
Is wife and vertuous, and his Noble Queene
Well ftrooke 1n yeares, faire,and not 1ealious.
We fay, that Shores Wife hatha (Prmy Foot,
A cherry Lip, aboany Eye, a pafsing pleafing tongue:
And that the Queenes Kindred are inade gentle Folkes,
How fay you fir? can you deny all this ?
Bra. With this (my Lord) my {cifc haue nought to
doo.
Rick, Naught to do with Mifisis Shere?
1 tell thee Fellow, he that doth nsught with her
(Excepting one) were beft to do it fecretly alone.
‘Bra. What one, my Lord ?
Rich, HerHusband Knaue,would’t thoubetray me?
Bra. 1dobefecch yourGrace
To pardon me, and withall forbeare
Your Conferenee with the Noble Duke,

(is. Weknow thy charge Brakewbury,and wil obey.

Rich, We arethe Queenes abiets,and muft obey.
Brother farewell, 1 will vato theKing,
And whatfoe’re youwill imploy mein, -
Wereit to call King Edwards Widdow,Sifter,
1 will performe it to infranchife you.
Meane time, this deepe difgrace in Brotherhood,
Touches medecpes then you can imagine,

(la. 1knowit pleafechneitherof vs well,

Rich, Well,your imprifonment (hall not belong,
I will dehuer you, or elfelye for you:
Meane time, haue patience.

Cla. 1muft perforce : Farewell.

Simpie plaine {larewce, I do loue thee fo,

That I will fhortly fend thy Soule to Hesuen,

1f Heauen will take the prefentat our hands.

But who comes heere? the new delincred Haftings?

Ewter Lord H. aﬂing:.

Haft. Good time of day vnto my gracious Lord.
Rich. As much vntomy good Lord Chamberlaine :
Well are you welcome tothis open Ayre,
How hadh your Lordfhip brook'd impnfonment?

Haft. Withpatience(Noble Lord)as prifoners muft:

But I {hall liue (iny Lord) to giue them thankes
That were the caule of my imprifonment,

Rich. Nodoubt,uo doubt,and fo thall Clerence too,
For they that were your Encones,are his,
And haue preuail’d as much on him,as you,

Haft. Morepitty,that the Eagles fhould bemew'd,
Whiles Kites and Buzards play at libesty,

Rich. What newes abroad ?

Haft. No newes fo bad abroad,as this athiome -
The King 18 fickly,weake,and melancholly,
And his Phyfitians feare him mightily.

Rich, Now by S.Iohn,that Newes is bad indeed.
Obhehathkeptaneuill Dict long, -
And ouer-much confurn'd his Royall Pecfon:
‘Tis very greeuous co be thought vpon.
Where is he, inlusbed ?

Mafl. Heis.

Rish. Go youbefore,and 1v ill followyou,

Extt Haflings.

He cannot liue Thope, and muft not dye,
Till George be pack’d with poft-horfe vp to Heauen.

- *

T be Life and Death of Richard the Third.

Exst Clar,
Rich Go treade the path that thou fhalt ne're return:

Ileinto vrge his hatred more to Clarence,

With Lyes well ftecl’d with weighty Arguments,
And if I faile not in my deepe incent,

Clarencehath not another day to liue :

Which done, God take King Edwardto his mercy
And leaue the world for me to bufslein, -’
For then, lle marry Warwickes yongeft daugheer,
What though I kill'd her Husband,and her I'Flther,
Thereadieft way to make the Wench amends,

Is to become her Husband,snd her Father :

The which will 1,not all fo much fot loue,

As foranother fecret clofe intent,

By marrying her, whichI muft reach vnto,

Butyet I run before my horle to Market :

Clarence fhill breathes, Edward fill liucs and raignes,
When they are gone, then mut I count my gaines. Exit

P+ g

Scena Secunda,

Enter the Coar f¢ of Henric the fixt wish Halberds to guard i,
Lady Anne being the CMourner.

eAmws. Set downe,fet downe your honourable Joad,
IfHonor may be fhrowdedin a Herfe;
Wiil' I a-while obfequioufly lament
Th'vaumely full of Verwuous Lancafter,
Pooie key-cold Figure of aholy King,
Pale Athes of the Houfe of Lancafter;
Thou bloodleffe Rerunant of that Royall Bloed,
Beitlawfull that 1inuocate thy Gheft,
Tohearethe Lamentations of ponte Anse,
Wite to thy Edward, to thy flaughisred Sonne,
Stab’d by the teltetame hand that made thefe wounds,
Loc,in shefe windowes that let forth thy life,
I powre the belpleile Balme of my poore eyes,
O cuifed be the hand that made theic holes
Curled the Heate, that had the heartto do it :
Chnifed theBlood, that let this blood from hence :
Mote diretull hap betide that hated Wretch
That makes vs wretched by the death of thee,
ThenTcan wifh toWolues,to Spiders,Toades,
Or any creeping venom'd thing that liues.
Tfeuer he haue Childe, Abortiue be it,
Prodigeous, and yntimely brought to lighe,
Whofe vgly and vnnaturall Afpect
May fright the hopefull Mother at the%iew,
And that be Heyse to his vnhappineffe,
1f ever he haue Wife,let her be made
More miferable by the death of him,
Then I am made by my young Lord,and thee.
Comenow towards Chertfey withyour holy Lode,
Taken from Paules, to beinterred there.
And ftill as you are weary of this waight,
Reft you,whiles 1 lament King Henries Coarle.

Enter Kchard Duke of Glofta:

‘Rich, $tay youthat beare the Coarfe, & ferit down,

An, What blacke Magtian coniures vp this Fiend,
To flop deuoted charitable deeds ¢

Rich. Villames fet downe the Coarfe,or by S.Paul,

Ile make a Coarfe of im that difobeyes. o
en,

Li 88—1.ii 37

H28




il

" The Ltﬁ’ and Death of Richard the Third.

17%

Gen. My Lotd tand backe,end let the Coffin pafic, ,

Rich, Vamanner'd Dogge,

Stand’R thou when I commaund :

Aduance thy Halbert higher thenmy breft,

Orby S, Paul Ile firike thee to my Foote,

And fpurne vpon thee Begger for thy boidoefle.
Anwe. What do you tremble? are you all affraid 2

Alas, I blame you not, for you are Mortall;

And Mortall eyes caanot endure the Diucll.

Auant thou dreadfull miniter of Heil ;

Thou had'ft but power ouer his Mortali body,

His Soule theu canit not haue: Therefore be gone,
Rich. Sweet Saine, for Charity,be not fo curft,
Ax». FouleDiuell, :

For Gods (akehence, 2nd trouble vs not,

For thou haft made the happy earth thy Hell :

Fill'dic with curfing cries,and deepe exclaimes :

If zhou delight to view thy heynous deeds,

Behold this patterne of thy Butcheries, )

Oh Gentlemen, {ee,{ee dead Hewries wounds,

Qpen their congeal’d mouthes, and bleed afreth,

Blufh blufh, thou lumpe of fowle Deformitie:

For tisthy prefence that extiales this blood

From ccld and empty Veines where no biood dwels,

Thy Deeds inhumane and ynnaturall,

Prouokes this Deluge moft vanaturall.

O God! which this Blood mad'ft, rcuenge his death:

Q Farth! which this Blood drick’(t, reuenge his death,

Either Heau™ with Lightning ftrike the murth'rer dead s

Or Earth gape open wide, and eate him quicke,

Asthou doft (wallow vp this good Kings blood,

Which his Hell-gouern'd armic hath butchered.
Rich, Lady,you know no Rules of Charity,

W hich renders good for bad, Bleffings for Curfes.
An. Vilaine,thou know’ft nor law of God nor Man,

No Beaft (o fierce,but knowes {ome touch of pitey.
Kieh. Bur I know none,and therefore am no Beaft,
Ans. O wonderfull,when diuels tell the truth!
Rich. Mote wonderfull,when Angels are fo angry :

Vouchfafe (divine perfetion of « Woman)

Of thefe {uppofed Crimes,to giue me leaue

By circumftance, bot to acquit my {eife.
An. Vauchfafe (defus’d infeQion of man)
Of thefe knowne euils, but to giue me leaue
By circumflance, to curfe thy curfed Selfe.
Rich. Fairer then tongue can name thee,let me haue
Some patient leyfure to excufe my feife.
#n. Foulet then heart can thinke thee,
Thou can'ft make no excufe currant,
Buttohang thy felfe.
Rich. By fuch difpaire, ] thoulgd accufle my felfe.
An, Andby difpairing (halt thou ftand excufed,
For doing werthy R/engcancc on thy fcife,
That did'® vnworthy flaughter vpon otirers.
Rich, Say that1flew them not,
An, Then fay they were not flaine :
But dead they are, and diuellifb flaue by thee.
Rich. 1 did not kill your Husband.
An. 'Why thenhe is aliue,
Rich. Nay,he is dead, and {laine by Edwardshands,
A, Inthy foule throacthou Ly'ft,
Queence LMargares faw '
Thy murd'rous Faulchion fmeaking in his blood :
The which, thou once didd'ft bend againft her breft,
But that thy Brothers beate afide the point.

L

Rich. 1was prouoked by her land’rous tongue,

That laid their guile, vpon my guiltleffe Shoulders,

An. Thoa was't praonoked by thy bloody minde,

Thatneuer dream’® on ought buc Duccheries:

Did'f thou not kill thisKing 2
Ruch. Tgrauntye,

Ax. Do'ft grant me Hedge-hogge,

Then God graunt metoo -

Thoumay'it be damnied for that wicked deede,

O he was gentie, milde,zod vertaous.

Rich.The better for the King of heauen that bath him,

An. Heisinheanzn,where thoy fhaitneves come,

Rich. Lethim thanke me, ti:at holpe to fend him thi-
ther:

For he was fitter for that place chenearth
Anr, Andthou vnfic for any plaee but heil,

Rich. Yesone place eife,if you wiil heare niensmeit,
An. Some dung =on.

Rech. Your Bed-chamber,

edn. Ulref becide the chamber whersthoulyef,
Rick, Sew:llit Madam ull [ lye with you.

An. 1hopefo.

Kich. 1know fo, But gentleLadv Anne,

To ieaue th:sLeene encounter of our wiites,

And fall fomething intna flower method.

Is not the caufer ot the timele(le deaths

Ofthefle Plantageners Fenrse and Edward,

As blamefuli as the Eacecusioner,

An. Thouwas’s the caufe,and moft accurl! effe&,
Rich. Yourbeauty wastl:c caufe of that effe@ :

Your beauty, that did haont meinmy (leepe,

To vndertake the death of all the werld,

So I might live cne houre in your fweet befome,

An. 1fIthought that, Frclithee Hemicide,

Thele Nailes thould reat that beauty from my Cheekes.
Rich. Thefe eyes could not endure § beauties wrack,

You thould not blemifhiit, 1f 1 Rood by ;

Asall the world is cheared by the Suane,

So Iby thac: It is my day, my hfe.

Ax. Blacke night ore-fhade thy day, 8 death thy Life
Rick. Curfe not thy felfe faire Creature,
Thoa art both,
An, 1would I were, to bereueng’d on thee,
Rich, Itisaquarrell moft vanaturall,
To be reueng’d on him that loueth thee. :
An, Ttisa quarrell iuft and reafonable,
Tobe reueng'd on him that kill'd my Husband.
Rich, He thatbereft the Lady of thy Husband,

Did ic to helpe theeto a becter Husband,

An. His better doth not breath vpon the earch,

Rich. He liues,that Loues thee betzer then be could.

An, Name him.

Ricb, Plantagenet.

An, Why that was he,

Rieh, The{clfefame name, but one of better Nature.

An. Whereishe?
ich. Heere:

Why doft thou {picac me,
An, Would ic were mortall pogv{'on, for thy fake.
Rich. Neuer came poyfon from (o fweetaplace.

. An. Neuer hung poyfon on a fowler Toade,

Out of my fight, thou doft infe@ mine cyes. ‘
Rich. Thine eyes ((weer Lady)haue infe&ed mine,
An, Would they wew Bafiliskes,to firike thee dead.
Rech, Twouldthey were,that I might dye atonces

For new. they kill me with aliving deaths

Spits at bim.

Thofe eyes of thine, from mine haue drawne fale Tqr;s j
or
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Sham’d their Afpedts witl: ftore of childifh drops ¢
Thele evesywinchnever (hed remoriefull teare,
No,whet my Fathier Yorke,and Fdivard wepr,
To heare the pictious moane that Rutland made
When black-fac’d Cliffer d fhooke his {word at him.
Nor whenthy warlikeFather ikea Childe,
Told the {ad #oric of my Fati:ers death,
And twenty tunes, made pauteto fob and weepe:
Thatall the Randers by had wet their cheekes
Like Trees bedath d withrasne. Inthat fad time,
My manly eyes did fcornean humble teare :
And wiat thele forrowes could not thence exhale,
Thy Beaucy hath,and made them blinde with weeping.
1 neuer fued to Friend, nor Enemy :
My Tonsue could neuer learne fweet finoothing word.
But now. thy Beauty 1s propos'd my Fee,
My proud heait fues, and prompts my tongue to fpeake,
She lookes fcornfully at bim,
Teach not thy lip fuch Scorne ; fo, 1t was made
For hiffing Lady, not for fuch conzempt.
1f thy reuengefull heart cannot forgiue,
Loc heere Lend thee this fharpe-pornted Swio d,
Which 1f :hou pleale to hide inthis troe breft,
Audlet the Soule forth that adereth thee,
1layitnaked ro the deadly firoke,
And humbly begye the de «th vpon my knee,
Ielayes i breft open fbe offers at with bus fword.
Nay dono: paule. For I did kill King Henrse,
But’twas thy Beauty that proucked me
Nay now dupatch: "Twas] that {1abb’! yorg Faward,
But ‘cwas thy Heauenly tace thac fecme o
She fals 1lse Sword.
Take vp the Sword againe,or take vp me.
A, Avte Ditfembler, chough I with ¢hy deach,
1 wilinot be thy Executioner.
Rich. [nen bid me killmy (elfe,and I will doic.
n Thauealready,
A: b, Tharwasinthyrage,
Spesncitagaine,and euen with cheword,
Th s nand,winch for thy loue, did killthy Loue,
Shall'ur 2! 7 loue,kiil afarre truer Loue,
[o bth thveir deachs fhalethou be gcceflary.
efs. 1'vould] knewthy hears,
Rich. "I sfigu’d mmy tongue
Ax. | feare me,bathare falfe,

‘Rich, [oenneuer Man was tiue,
An, Vel well puevp your Sword.
Ruch, Say1lenmy Peacers made,
om. Thatthal thou know heereafier,
Rirh, Guetall e ia hope.
Ax. AllmenThoypeluefo,
Vouchfafe to weare this Rioy
Rich. Loc! e iow my Fingincompaffeth toy Finoer,
Euven fo thy Breftinclofeth my pooretieare:
Weare both of them, for both of therw a> ¢ tlane,
Audif thy poote dedoted Serusnt may
But beg one fanonr atthy gracicus han,
Thou doft confirme by happinddie for cuer
An. Whatisae?
Rich Thatitmay pleafe s ouleruedivefe ad defignes,
To thmthithath moR caule 1o be a Moaruer,
And prefently repayrsto Cioslne Houfeo
Where fafter | have iclemnly mrerr'd
At Cher:fey Monult 1y thus Noble King,
And wer bis Graue with my Repentanc Teares)

-— ——— .
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1 will wairb allexpedient duty fee you,
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For diuers voknowne Reatons, I befeech you,
Grant methis Boon.
An. Wuth all my heart,and much it ioyes me too,
Tofee you are become o penitent,
Treffel and Barkley,go along with ine,
Rich.  Bid mefarwell.
~An. 'Tis more then you deferue ;
But fince youteach me how to flaceer you,
Imagine | haue faide farewell already,
Exit twe with Amme.
Geme. Towards Chertfey, Noble Lord ?
Rich, Notto White Friars,there attend my comming
Extt (oarfe
Was euer woman in this humour weo'd ?
Was euer woman in this humour wonne ?
Ile haue her,but Iwill nockeepe her long.
Whae? I that kill’d her Husband,and his Fathet,
To take her inher hearts extreamet hate,
W th curfes in her imouth, Teares in her eyes,
The bleeding witnefle of my hatred by,
Hauing God,her Confcience,and the?: barsagainft me,
And ], no Frieuds to backe my fuite withall,
But the plaine Diuell,and differibling lookes ?
And yec to winne her? All the world tonothing,
Hah!
Hath fhe forgor alreadie thar braue Prince,
Edward, her [ord, whom I(1omne three monthes fince)
Stab'd in my angry mood, at Tewkesbury?
A fweeter, and 2 loucher Gentlemnan,
Frani'd in the prodigalinty of Nature :
Yong, Valiant, Wile,and (no doubt)right Royal,
The {pacious World cannot againe affoord :
And will fhe yetabale her ey=s on me,
That cropt the Golden prime of this {weet Prince,
Andmade her VW iddow to a wofull Bed?
Onme, whefe All notequals Fdiwacds Moytie ?
On me, that halts,and ammifhapen thus 2
My Dukedomec, to aBegy erly denier!
I dommiftake my perfon all ths while::
Vporn my lite {he hndes{alchough I cannot)
My fclte to be s marw’llous proper man,
Ile beat Charges for s Looking-glaffe,
And entertaine a icore or two of Taylors,
To ftudy falhions to adorne my bady ¢
Sice lam crept in fauour with my felfe,
I will maintaine it with fome lictle cofl,
Rat firfk e turne yon Fellow in his Graue,
And chenretutne lamenting tomy Loue,
Shine out faire Sunne, till  haue boughe a glafle,

That Imay feemy Shadow as I paffe. exit.

. —~—

Scena Tertia,

> e

Enter the QO weene 2Mother, Lord Riwers,
and LordGray.

Rim.Haue paticnce Madam, ther’s no doub: his Maieily
Will {foone recouer hisaccutiom’d health,
Gray. 1nthat you brooke itill,ic makes himworle,
Therefore for Gods fake entertaine good comtore,
And cheere his Grace with quicke and merty ¢y cs
O, Ifhe were dead,what would bendeon mcfc
Y&y,

I. it
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Ifhe were dead, what would betide onme 7
Gray. Noothetharme, but loffe of fuch a Lord.
9». Theloffeof fuch a Lord,includes al! harmes.
oray. The Heauens haue bleft you with 2 goodly Son,
To be your Comforter, when he is gone.

Qn. Ah!beisyong;and hisniinorny

Is put vnto the truft of Richard Glonfier,

A man that loues not me, nor none of you.

Ryu. Isitconcluded he fhallbe Protector?

Hu. Tt is derermin d,noc concluded yet s

But fo it muft be, if the King mifcarry.

Enter Buckingbam and Derby,

Grar Here comes the Lord of Buckingham & Derbyv. |
Buc Goodume of day vnto your Royall Grace.
Der. God make your Matefty 10yful,as you haue bin
Qs«. The Countefle Richmond,good my L.of Derby.
To your good prayer, w Ii fcaifely tay, Amen.
Yet Derby,notwith(tanding thee's your wife,
And loues not me, be you good Lord affur'd,
I hate not you for her proud arrogance.

Der. 1dobefeech you,either not beleene
Theenuious flanders of her falfe Accufers:
Or if fhe be accus’d on true reporr,
Beare with her weaknefle,which I thinke procecds
From wayward fickneffe,and no grounded malice.

" You enuy my aduancement,and my friends:

- Our.Brother 1s imprifon’d by your meanes,

-Qu. Saw you the King to day my Lord of Deréy.
Der. Butnow the Duke of Buckingham and 1,
Are come from vifiting his Maiefty, ,
Que. Whatlikelyhood of his amendment Lords.
Bue, Madam good hope,his Grace fpeaks chearfully.
Qu. God grant him health,did you confer wich him?
Buc, 1 Madam hedefires to make attonement
Betweenc the Duke of Gloufter,and your Brothers,
And betweene them, and my Lord Chamberlaine,
And fent to warne them to his Royall prefence.
2u. Would all were well but chatwill neuer be,
Ifeare our happinedle 1s at the height.

Enter Richard,

‘“ Rich, They domewrgng.and I will notindureit,
Who is it that complaines voto the King,
Thar I(forfooth) am fterne,and loue them not ?
By holy Fun/, they loue his Grace but lightly,
Thatfill his ¢ares with fuch diffentious Rumors.
Becaule I cannot flatcer,and looke faire,
Smile inmens faces,{mooth,deceiue,and cogge,:
Ducke with French nods,and Apifh curtefie,
Imuftbe held a rancorous Enemy.
Cannot a plaineman liue,and thinke no harme,
But thushis fimple cruth muft be abus’d,
With filken,(lye,infinuating Iackes?
Grey. Towhoinall this prefence fpeaks your Grace ?

. Rech. To thee, that haft aor Honefly,nox Grace :
'| When baue Liniuc'd chee? When done thee wrong ?.
| Orthee? or thee? orgny of your Fadtionér -
.| A plaguevpon you dll. His Royall Grace ..
(Whom God preferne bevcer then you would wifh)
Cannorbe quiet fearfe abeathing whale,.. . \* -
But yox mut trouble hitm with Jewd complaints,-

#, - Broeher of Gloufteryyou miftake the matter s
The Kingon is 6wne Royall difpofition, .

L Py
e

. cpme .

i Thatin your outward a&ion fhewesic felfe
Againft my Children, Brothers,and my Selfe,
Makes him to fend, that he may learne the ground.

Rich. 1cannptrell,the world is growne fo bad,
Thac Wreos make prey, where Eagles dare not pearch,
Since eueric Iacke became a Gentleman, .
There’s many a gentie perfon made a Jacke.

Qwn. Come, come,we know your mesning Brother
(Glofler
God grant we neuer may haue nzede of you.

Rich. Meanetime,God grants thac I haue need of you. | ;

My felte difgrac’d, and the Nobulitie
Held in contempt, while great Promotions
Arc daily griento ennoble thofe
1 hatfcarfc fome two dayes fince were worth a Noble,
QOw. By him thatrais’d me to this caretull heighe,
From that contented hap which 1 inioy’d,
Ineuer did incenfe his Maieftie
Againft the Duke of Clarence but haue bin
Ancarneft aduocate to piead for him.
My Lord you do me thamefullinurie,
Falfely to draw me in thele vile fuipe&s,
Rich. Youmay deny that you were not the meane
Of my Lord Haffings lake nnpiifonment. o
Rim. She may my Lord,toremmem—
Kich. Shemay Lord Risers. why who knowes not fo?
She may do more fir then denying that:
She may helpe you to many faire preferments,
Andthen deny herayding hand therein,
And lay thole Honors on your high defert.
Whatr may thenot, the may, I matry may (he,
Ris. What marry may fhe ?

Ric, Whatmarrie may (he ? Marrie with aKing,
A Butcheller,and a handiome Rripling too,

I wis your Grandam had a worfer match.

Hu. My Loid of Gloufter,] haue too long borre
Your biaut vpbraidings,and your bitier fcoffes :
By heauen, I will acquaint his Maieftic
Ot thofe groffe taunes thac oft I haue endur'd.

1 had racher bea Countrie feruant maide
Then a great Queene, with this condition,
Tobe (o baited, fcorn’d, and flormed ar,
Small 10y haue }in being Englande Queene,

L4

E

Enter old Oueene Margaret,

Ma+, Andlefoed be chat fmall, God I befeech him,
Thy honor,(tate,and feate,is due to me.
Rich. What? threat youme with telling of the King?
[will avouch’e in prefenceofthe King :
I darc aduenture to be feac ve ¢hTowre.
"Tis tivue to fpeake, NELO
My paines are quite forgot.
Margaret. Out Diyell,
I do remember them too well : .
Thou killd’® my Husband Nmwwin the Tower,
And Edwardty poore Son,at Tewkesburie,
Rich, Ereyou were Queene,
1,0t your HusbagdKing :
I was a packeshorfe ins hus gresc affaires :
A weeder aucof his proud Aduerfaries,
A liberall rewarder of his Friends,
Toroyalize his blood,I fpent mine owue,

"

i.

| (And detgrowok'd by any Sutorclie) . ... | Mayare. Iand much better blood :
Ayming (belike)at your intesiour hatred,: Then his,ar chine. .
L. iii. 6 --126
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 Rich. Inall whichsime,you snd your Husband Grg

Were fa&ious,for the Houfe-of Lewcafier ;

And Riwers, o were you : Was not your Hasband,,

Jo UMergaress Battaile,at Ssine A/Bmws,flaine ?

Let me put in your mindes, if you forget

What you haue beene ere this, and whatyou are :

Withall,what 1 haue beene,and what Iam,

.M. A murth’rous Villaine, snd fo full thou srt,

Rich. Poore (larence did forf{ake his Father warwscke,
1,and forfwore himfelte (which Iefu pardon.)

Q.M. Which God reucnge.

Rich.  To fight on §dwards partie, for the Crowne,

And for his meede,poore Lord,he is mewed vp:

1 would to God my heart were Flint like Edwards,

Or Edwards foft and pitaifull like mine ;

1 am too childifh foolifh for this World.

2.1 High theeto Hell for fhame, & leaue this World

Thou Cacodemon,there thy Kingdome is.

Rin. My Lord of Glofter¢in thofe bufie dayes,

Which here you vrge,to proue vs Enemics,

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

Sofhould we you,if you thould be our King.

Rech, 1€1{hquld be? T had ratherbe a Pedler:

Farre be it from my heart,the thought thereot.

Qw. Asliuieioy (my Lord ) as you fuppote

You fhould enioy,were you this Countries King,

As little ioy youmay tuppole in me,

That 1 enioy,being the Queene thereof.

O M. A litcle ioy enioyesthe Quecne thereof,

For . am (hee,and altogether ioyleflc :

1canne longer hold me patient.

Heare me you wranghng Pyrates,that fall out,

1n fharing that which you haue pil’d fromme :

Which off you trembles not,that lookes on me ?

If not,tht [am 7 teene,you bow like Subicéts;

Yet that by you depos'd,you quake Itke Rebells,

Ah gentle Villaine,doe not turne aw 1y, (hipht?
Rich Foule wrinckled Witch,what mak'@ thou in my
.M. But repetition of whatthou haftmarr’d,

Tha: x1il | ehake,before [ lex thee goe.

Ri-h. Wert thounot baniihed, oupaine of death?

31,1 was: but I doe find more paine wy baniti nene,

Then death can yeeld me here by my abode,

A Husband and 1 Sonne thou ow it to me,

And thoua K:ngdome; all of you,allegeance:

This Sorrow that [ hane, by night is yours,

And all che Pieafures you viurpe,are mine.

Rich. The Curle my Nable Father layd onthee,
When thou did@ Crown his Warlike Brows with Daper,
And with thy {cornes drew't Riuers from bis cyes,
And then to dry them,gad'(t the Duke a Clowet,

Steep'd i the taultlefle blood ot prettie Ruiland :

His Curles then,from bitterneffe of Scule,

Denounc'd againft thee,arc all falne vpon thee::

. And God not we hath plagu’d thy bloody deed.

Hu. Soiuft1s God,to nght the innocent.,
Huff. O,'twasthe foulelt deed toflay thae Babe,

Aund the moft mercilefle,that ere was hesrd of,
Riw,Tyrants them{clues wept when it wes reported,
Dorf- No man but prophecied reuenge for ic.

Back Northumberland,then prefent,weps to feeit.
9. M. What? were you (natling all before I came,

Ready to catch cach other by thethroat,

Aund turne you all your hatred now on me ?

D1d Yorkes deead Cutfle preuatle fo much with Heauen,

That Henrses ceath, my loucly Bdwards death,

[ § R——

TheirKingdomes loffe,my wofull Bani(bment,
Should all but anfwer foe that peewith Brae ?
Can Curfes pierce the Clouds,and epter Heauen ?
Why then giue way dull Clouds to my quick Curfes,
Though not by Warre, by Surfet dye your King,
As ours by Murther,to make him s King,
Edward thy Sonne,that now is Prince 0¥Walea,
For Edward our Senne,that was Prince of Wiles,
Dye in his youth,by like vntimely violence,
Thy {elfe a Queene,for me that was a Queene,
Out-live thy glory,like my wretched Telfe :
Long may’t thou liue,to wayle chy Childrens death,
And {eeanother,as I feetheenow,
Deck’din thy Rights,as thou art ftall'd in mine,
Long dye thy happie dsyes,before thy deach,
And after many length ned howres of griefe,
Dye neyther Mother, \Wife,nor Eaglands Queene.
Rewers and Dorfet, you were Randers by,
And fo waft thou,Lord Heftings when my Sonne
Was flab’d with bloody Daggers:God,1 pray him,
That none of you may liue hus natusall age,
But by fome vnlook'd sccident cut off.
Rich.Haue done thy Charmie,}) hateful wither'd Hagge. | |
Q.M. And lcaue out thee? tay Dog, for § (halt heare me,
It Heauen haucany grievous plague in (tore,
Exceeding thofe that I can with vponthee,
O let thein keepe i till thy finnes be ripe,
And then hurle downe their indignation
On tliec,the troubler of the poore Worlds peace,
Tle Worme of Confaence (Ll begnaw thy Soule,
Thy Friends {-s:pect for Trayeors while thou liu'ft,
Andtakedeepe Fraytors torthy deareft Friends :
Nof{leepe clotz vp that deadly Eye of thine,
Valeffe it be wlzle fome tormenting Dreame
Affnahts thee with a Hell of ougly Deuills.
Thou eiu:fh mark’d, abortiue rooting Hogge,
Thou that vait feal'd m thy Natwoicse
The {laue of Nature,and the Sonne of Hell :
Thou flander of thy heauie Mothers Wombe,
Thou loathed Iffue of thy Fathers Loynes,
ThouRagee of Honor, thou detefted—-
Rich. (Murgares,
Q M. Richard.
O M. 1cll theenot.
Kich, I cry thee metcie then : for 1did thinke,
That thou hadft call’d meall thefe bitter names,
Q M. Why fo 1 did,but look’d for no reply,
Oh let me make the Period to my Curfe.
Rich. 'Tis done by me,and ends in CMagaret.
Qw.Thus haue you breatl'd your Cutfe againft your felf,
Q .M.Poore painted Qeen,vain flounfh of my fortuoe,
Why ftrew ft thou Sugar onthat Bottel'd Spider,
W hofe deadly Web enfnsteth thee about
Foole toole,thou whet'ft a Knife to kill thy felfe :
The day will come, that thou fhale wifh for me,
To helpe the eurfe this poyfonous Bunch-backe Tosde.
Hajt.Falle boding Woman,end thy frantick Cutle,
Leafttochy hmnc,tiou fnouc our patience,
.9.m.Foule fhame vpon you,you haue all mou'd mine.
Ri,Were you wel feru'd,you would be taught your duty.
Q.M To ferue me well,you all fhould do me duty,
Teach me tobe your Queene,and you my Subiedis:
O ferue me well,and teach your felues that duty.,
Dorf. Difpute not with her,fhee is lunsticke.
QEM. Peace Mafter Marquefle,you are malapert,
Your fire-new ftampe of Honor is fcarce cusrant.

~

Rnc[). Hl.

o
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O that your yong Nobility could iudge

What ‘twere to lofec it,and be miferable.

They that ftand high, haue many blafts to fhakechem,

And if they fall, they dafh themfelers co peeces,

Rich. Good counfaile marry, leatne it, learne it Mar-
uefle. '

Der. Tttouches you my Lord,as much as me.

Rich. I,and muchmore : but T was borne fo high:

Our ayerie buildeth in the Cedars top,

And dallies with the winde, and fcornes the Sunne,
Mar. And turnes the Sun to fhade :alas,alas,

Wineffe my Sonne, now in the fhade of death,

Whole bright out-fhining beames, thy cloudy wrath

Hath in eternall datkoe{e tolded vp,

Your ayery buildeth in our eyeries Neft :

O God that feelR ir, do not fuffer it,

Asitis wonne with blood, loft be it fo.

Bac. Deace,peace for fhame : Tfuor, for Charity,
M.ar. Vrgeneither charity,nor thametome:

Vachatitably with me haue you deale,

And fhamefully rr+ hopes (by you) are butcher'd,

My Charity 13 outiage, Lite my (hame,

And in that fhame, (il live my forrowes rage. °
Buc, Haue done hauedone,

Mar. O Princely Buckingham, Ie kifle thy hand,

Infigne of League and amity with thee:

Now faire befall thee,and thy Noble honfe :

Thy Garments ste not {fpotted with our blood

Nor thou within the compaffe of my curfe.

Buc. Norno one heere : for Curles neuerpaflc

The lips of thofe that breath them in the ayre.

Mer. 1 willnotthickebut they afcendthe sky,

And there awake Gods gentle fleeping peace,

O Buckingham, take heede of yonder dogge:

Looke when he fawnes, he bites; and when be bites,

His venom toeoth will rankle co the death,

Hauenotto do with hum, beware of him,

Siane, death,and hell baue fee their markes on him,

And all theit Mimifters attend on hin,

Rieh. Whatdoth the fay,my Lord of Buckingham,
Buc, Nothing that I refpect my gracious Lord,
Mar. What doft thou fcorne me '

Fot my gentle counfell ?

And fooch the diueli that I warne thee from.

O but remember this another day ¢

When he fhall fplic thy very heatt with forrow :

And fay (poore Margaret Jrias a Propheteffe :

Liue each of you the fubie@s to his hate,

Andhe to yours,and all of youto Gods. Exit,
Buc, My haire doth (tand an end to heare her cutfes,
Rim. Andfodoth mine, I mufe why fhe’s acibertie,
Rich. 1cannotblame her, by Gods holy mother,

She hath had too mach wrong,and I repent

My part thereof, that I haue done to her.

Mar. I neuer did ber any.co my kaowledge.
Rich, Yatyouhaueall t{w vantage of her wrong:

I was too hot, to do fomebody goocf, . ‘

Thaeis too cold in thinking of it now ¢

Marry as for Clirence, hess well repayed::

He is frank'd vp to facting for his paines,

God pardon them, that sre the caufe thereof,

Ris. A vettuous,snd a Chriftianslike conclufion

To pray for them that have done fcath to vs,

Rich. So do1 euer, being well aduis'd,
Speakes to bimfelfe,

For had I curft now, I had curft my felfe.

-

|

|

Enter Cateshy,

Cates, Madarh, his Maiefty doth cull for you,
And for your GGrate, and youts my gracious Lord,
n. Catesby 1come, Lords will you go with mee.
Rty Wewaitvpon your Gracey
Exennt all bus G M er,
Rich, 1do the wrong,and firt begin o brawle,
The fecret Mifcheefes thae I fet abroaeh,
Ilay vnto the greeuous tharge of orhers.
Clarence,who I indeede haue caft in darknefle,
I do beweepe to many fimple Gulles,
Namely to Derby, Haftings, Buckingham,
And tell them "tis the Queene,and her Allies,
That Qtirre the King againft the Duke my Brather,
Now they beleeue it, and withall whet me
Tobereueng'd on Rewers, Dorfer,Grey.
Butthen I figh, and with apeece of Scripture,
Tell them that God bids vs do good for enill 3
And thus I cloath my naked Villanie
With odde old ends, lolne forth of holy Wric,
And feemea Samnt, when moft I play the deuiil,

Enter two murikerers.

But foft, heere come my Exccutioners,
How now my hardy ftout refolued Mares,
Are younow going to difpatch this thing ?

Uil.We are my Lord,and come to haue the Warrane,
That wemay be admicted where he is.

Ric, \Wellthought vpon, T have it heare about mes
\Vi:en you haue done, repayre to Croséy place;
But firs be fodaine in the execution,
Witha!l obdurate, do not heare him pleade;;
For Clarence s well fpoken, and pernappes
May moue your hearts to pitty, if you marke him,

Ui, Tut,ut,my Lord, we will not ftand to prate,
Talkers areho good dooers, be atfurd :
We goto vic bar hands,and not our tongues, _

Rich. Your eyes drop Mill-Rones,_when Fooles eyes
fall Teaves :
I like you Lads,ebout your bufineffe ftraight,
Go,go,difpatch,

Ui, Wewillmy Noble Lord,

Scena Quarta.

' Enter Clarense and Keeper.
Keep. Why lookes your Grace fo heauily to day,
Cla. O,1 haue paft amiferablenighe,
So full of fearefull Dreames, of vgly fights,
Thacas I ama Cheiftian faichfull man,
I would not fpend another fuch a nighe
Though ‘twere to buy a world of happy daies:
So full of difmall terrar was the time.
Keep. What was your dream my Lord, I pray youtel me
Cla.Me thoughts that I had broken from the Towes,
And wasembark’d to croffe to Burgundy,
And in my company my Brother Gloufter,
Who from my Cabin tempted me to walke,

* Vpon the Hatches : There we look’d toward England,

Ang cited vp a thoufand beauy times,
ra

During|
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During the warres of Yorke and Lancafter
Thathad befalne vs,As we pac'dalong
Vpon the giddy footing of the Hatches,
Me thought that Gloulier (tumbled,and in falling
Strookeme (that thought to flay him)ouer-boord,
Into thegumbling billowes of the maine.
O Lord, methoughe what paine it was to drowne,
What dreadfull noife of wazter in minc eares,
What (ights of vgly death within mice eyes.
‘Mec thoughts, I faw 2 thou(and fearfull wrackes:
‘A thoufand menthat Filhes gnaw’dvpon:
iWedges of Gold,great Anchors, hespes of Peasle,
‘Ineftimable Stones, vnvalewed Jewels,
Allfcatered ifi the bottome of the Sea,
Some lay in dead-mens Sculles, and in the holes
Where cyes did onceinhabic, there were crept
(As’twere in fcorne of eyes) refleting Gemmes,
‘That woo'd the {limy bottome of the deepe,
And mock'd che dead bones chat lay fcatered by,
Keep. Had you fuch leyfureinthe time of death
Togaze vpon thefe fecrets of the deepe 7
¢ Clas Methought I had,and oftendid I firiue
Toyeeld the Ghoft : but fill cthe enuious Flood
Stop’d in my foule, and would not let it forth
“To find theempty, vatt,aad wand'ring syre:
But fincther'd it within my panting bulke,
Who almoft burft, to belch it in the Sea.
Keep, Awak'd younotin this fore Agony?
Clar, No,no,my Dreame was lengthen'd afcer life,
O then, began the Tempe(t to my Soule.
1 paft (me thoughr) the Mclancholly Flood,
With that fowre Ferry-man which Poets write of,
Vnto the Kingdome of perpetuall Night.
The firft chat there did greet my Stranger-foule,
Was my great Father-in-Law,renowned Warwicke,
Who fpakeslowd : What {courge for Periurie,
Can this datke Monarchy affoord falfe (Tarence?
And fo he vanifh’d. Then came wand'ning by,
A Sivrdow like an Angell,with biight hayre
Dabbel'd in blood,and be thriek’d out alowd
Clarence is come, falfe feeting.perius’d Clarcnce,
That (tabb’d me in the field by Tewkesbury :
Seize on him Furies, take him vato Torment.
Wich that {me thought)a Legion of foule Fiends
Inuiron'd miz, and howled in mine eares
Such hiddzous cries thas with the very Noife,
[ {trembling) wak d, and for a {eafon after,
Could not belceue, but thae [ wasin Hell,
Stch ternble Iimprefsion made my Dreame,
Kesp. No maruell Lord,though itaffrighted you,
Iamaffraid {me thinkes ) to heare you tellir.
Cla. AhKeeper,Keeper,I haue done thefe things
(That now giue enidence againft my Soule)
For Edw.rds (ake, and {ee how he requits mee.
O God!\f my despe prayres cannot appeale thee,
But thou wilt be aueng'd on my mildeeds,
Yet execute thy wrath inme alone :
O fpare my guiltlefle Wife,and my poore children,
Keeper, 1 prythee ficby mea-whale,
My Soule is heavy,and I faine would fleepe.
Keep .} will my Lord, God giugyour Grace good reft.

Enter Brakenbury the Lieutenant.

‘Bra. Sorrow breakes Seafons,and repofing hLouces,
Makes the Night Morning,and the Nooa nidenighe -

[o—

_ The Life and Death of Richard the Third,

Princes haue but their Titles for their Glories,
An outward Honor, for sninward Toyle;
Andfor vofelc [ maginations ’
They often feele aworld of reftleffe Cares :
So that betweene their Titles,and jow Name,
Theic’s nothing differs,but the outward fame,

Enter two e 3 srtherers.

1.Mur. Ho,who'sheere?
Bra. Whatwouldft thou Fellow ? And how came’ft
thou hither,
2. CHur. 1would fpeak with Clerence, and I carme hi.
ther on my Legges, ‘
Bra. What fo breefe?
1. 'Tis beccer (Sir) then to be tedious :
Let him fee our Commiffion,and talke no more,  Reads
‘Bra. Iaminthis, commanded to deliuer
The Noble Duke of Clarence co your hands.
I will not reafon what 1s meant heereby,
Becaufel will be guiltlefle from the micaning.
There liesthe Duke afleepe,and there the Keves,
leto theKing,and figmfie to him, ‘
That thus I haue refign’d.to you my charge.
1 Youmay fir, tis a point of wifedome g
Faryou well. )
2 What, fhall we flab him as he flcepess
1 No: hec'l fay ‘twas done cowardly,when he wakes
? Why hefhall neucr wake, vatill the great Iudge.
ment day. .
1 Why then hee'l fay, we fab’d him fleeping.
2 Thevrgingof thatword Judgement, hath breda
kinde of remorfe in me,
1 What? art thou affraid ?
3 Notto kill him, hauing 2 Warrane,
But to be Jamn'd for killmg him, fromthe which
No Warrant can defend mc.
1 Ithoughc thou had ft bin refolute,
3 Solam,tolethimiiue. ‘
1 Iebacke to the Duke of Gloufter,and tell him fo. J
1 Nav,Iprythee ftay s hicle:
Thope thus paifionate humor of mine,will change,
It vas wont to hold mebur while one tels twenty,
1 How do'(tthoufeelechy felfe now?
3 Some certaine dregges of confcience are yet with-
in mee,
1 Remember our Reward when the deed’s done.
2 Come,he dies: 1 had forgotthe Reward,
1 Where's thy conlcience now.
2 O, inthe Duke ot Glouiters purfe.
1 Whenhee opens hus purle to give vs our Reward,
thy Conftience flyes ous,
2 "Tis no macter,let it goe : There's few o none will
entertaine if.
1 Whatifit cometothee againe ?
3 Jlenot ineddle withit, itmakes a manaCoward :
A man cannot fteale, buticaccufeth him s A man caunot
Sweare, butit Checkes him: A man cannot lye with his
Neighbours Wife, but it deteéts him, ‘Tisa blufhing
fhamefac’d {pirit, that mutinies in a mans botome : It
filles aman full of ObRacles. It made me once reflore a
Purfle of Gold that (by chance) Ifound : Ttbeggarsany
rman chat keepes it : Itis turn’d out of Townesand Cic.
ties for a dangerous thing, and euery man that mesns to
hue well, endeuours to truft to himf{clfe, snd liue yvith.

oat it
Tt Tis

r
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1 "Tis cucn now atmy elbow, perfwading me not to
kill che Dkue.

» Take the divellin thy minde,and belceue himnot :
! {e would infinuare with thc but to thake thee figh,
1 1am ftrong fram'd,he cannoc prevaile with me.
z Spokelikea tall man,thac refoeds chy reputation,
Come,fhall we fall to worke?
1 Takehimon the Coftard, withthehiltes of thy
Sword,and chen throw hins into the Malmefey-Butte in
thenext roome.
3 Oexcellent deuice; and make afop ofhim,
1 Soft,he wakes,
2 Srrike,
1 No,wec'l reafon with him.
Cls. Whercart thou Keepet? Giue me a cup of wine, |
2 You thall haue Wine enough my Lord ancn,
Cls. InGodsname,what arz thou?
1 A man,3s you are.
Cla. BstnotasTamRoyall,
1 No: youas weare, Lovall.
Cla. Thy voice is Thunder,but thy looks are humble.
1 My voice1s now the Kings,my lookes mine owne,
Cls. How darkly,and how deadly doft thou fpeake?
Youreyes do menace me : why looke you pale?
W ho fent you hither? Wherefore do you come ?

2 T0,t0,100cmemms

Cla, Tomurtherme ?

Both. LI.

Cla, Youf{carfcly haue thehearts to tell e fo,
Andtherefore cannot haue the hearts todo 1t
Wherein my Friends have 1 offended you ¢

1 Offended vs you haue not,butthe King.

Cla, 1{hallbercconcil’d co him againe,

3 Ncuer my Lord, therefore prepareto dye.

Cls. Atc youdrawne forth among a world of men
To flay the innocent? What is my oftence ?
Where is the Euidence that doth accufeme ?
What lawfull Queft haue giuen their Verdit vp
Vntothe frowning Tudge? Or who pronounce’d
The bitter fentence of poore Clarence death,
Before Ibe conuit by courfeof Law ?
To threaten me with death, is moft vnlawfull.
I chargeyou, as you hope for any goodnefle,
Tt youdepartyand lay no hands onme:
The deed you vndertake is damnable,

t Whacwe will do,we do vpon command.

2 And he that hath commanded,is our King.

Cla, Erroncous Vaffais,the great King of Kings
Hathn the Table of his Law commanded
Thacthou fhaic do ne murcher. Will youthen

Spurne at his Edi&,and fulfill a Mans ?
Take heed : for he holds Vengeance in hishand,
To hurle vpontheir heads that breake bis Law.
2 And chat fame Vengeance doth he burle on thee,
For falfe Forfwearing,and for murthet too
Thou did'ft recciue the Szcrament, to fight
In quarrell of the Houfe of Lancafter,
1 Andlike 2 Traitor to the name of God,
Did'ft breake that Vow,and with thy treacherousblade
Vnrip'(t the Bowels of thy Sot:’rargnes Sonne,
2 Whom thou was’t {worne to cheiith and defend.
r How canftthouvrge Gods dreadfull Lawtovs,
Whenthou halt bioke it in fuch decre degree ?
Cla. Alas!for whofe fake did I that sll deedc ?

For £dward, for my Brother, for his fake.
He fends you not to murther me for this :

o

Forinthat finne, heis as deepess 1.

1fGod will be auenged for the deed,

O know you yet,he doth it putliquely,

Take not the quarrcil from his powrefull arme .
Heneeds no indire®, o Jawleffe coutfe,

To cut off thote that haue offended him,

1 Who madetheethen a bloudy minifter,
Wolien gallanc pringing braue Plantagener,

That Princely Nouice was (hucke dead by thee?

Cla. My Brothersloue,the Diuell,and my Rage.

1 Thy Brothers Loue,our Duty, and thy Fauls,
Prouoke vs hither now,to flaughrer thee,

Cla. Ifyouv dolove my Brother,hatz notmes

Tambhis Brosher, and I Joue him well,
Ifyouare hyr'd formeed, go backeagaine,
And I'will fend you to my Brother Gloutlers
Who fhall reward you better for my life,
Then Edward will for tydings of my death.

2 Youare decciu’d,

Your Brother Gloufter hatesyou,

Cla, Ohoo,helouesme, and heholds me deere:
Go youto him from me,

1 Ifowewill,

Cla. Tellhun,whenth2tour Princely Father Yorke,
Blet his three Sonnes with his victorious Arme,
He little thought of this diuided Friendihip :

Bid Gloufier thinke on this, and he will weepe.

r 1 Milflones,as he leffoned vs to weepe.

Cla. Odonotflander him,for heis kinde,

1 Right,as Snow in Harueft:

Come, you deceiue your felfe,
"Tishe that fends vs to deftroy you heere,

Cla. Itcannotbe,for he bewept my Fortune,
And hugg’d me in his armes,and fwore with fobs,
That he would labour my deliuery,

1 Why fohe doth, when he delivars you
From this earths thraldome, to the ioyes of heauen,

2 Mahepeace with God,for you muft dic my Lord.

Cla Haue you that holy feeling in your oules,
To courfaile me to make my peace withGed,

And are you yet to your owne foules {o blinde,
Thatyouwill warre with God,by murd’ring me,
O firs confider, they that {ec you on
Todo this deede, will hate you for the deede,

2 Whatthallwedo?

Clar, Relent,and faue your (oules :

Which of you, ifycu were aPrinces Sonne,
Being pent from Liberry,1s Iamnow,

Ifewo fuch marcherers as your felues cathe to you,
Would notintreac for life, as you would begge
Were you in my diftreffe,

1 Relent? no:"Tis cowardly and womanifh,

Cls. Nottorelent, is beatly,fanage, diuelhith 3
My FEriend, 1 {py fome pitcy in thy lookes ;
O, if thine eye be nota Flatterer,
Come thou onmy fide, and intreate for mee,
AbcggmiPrmcc,x\-hat beggerpituesnor, .

2 Lookebehinde you,my Lord.

1 Takethat,and that,ifail this will not do, Stabs bim.

Ile drowne you in the Malmefey -But within, Exw.
2 Abloody deed,and defperately difpatche:

How faine (Lke Frlare)would 1 wath my hands

Ofthis moft greeuous murther, Enter 1.Murtherer

1 How now? what mean’tt thou thac thou help’ft me
not? By Heauen the Duke fhall know hiow flacke you
haue beene,
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“3.tMwr.] would he knew thac I had fau'd hisbrother,
ake thou the Fee,and tell him what 1 fay, .
550: Irepent me that the Duke is flaine, Exit,
[ 1.Mwr, Sodonotl: go Cowardasthouart.
 Well,Ile go hide the body in fome hole,
Till thac the Duke giue order for his buriall :
'And when [ haue ovy meede, I willaway,
For this will out,snd then I muft not ftay.

i

Exst

. Aetus Secundus, Scaena Prima.
4 : ‘
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N Flowrify.

E Enter the Kiug ficke 1be Queent, Lord e M arqueffe
, Derfer, Rimers, Haftmgs, Casesby,
Busckingham, Weedwll,

E King. Why fo: now haue I done a good daies work.
 You Peeres,continue this vniced League:
1, every day expe& an Embaffage
[ From my Redeemer, toredeeme me hence.
F Aad more 1o pesce my foule (hall part to heauen,
Since I haue made my Friends at peace on earth.
Dorfet and Rmr:,u{e each ashers hand,
D:ffemble not your hatred, Sweare your loue,
kew.By hesuen,my foule is purg'd from grudging hate
And with my hand I feale my true hearts Loue.
_ Haft. Sothriue I,as Itruly fweare the like.’
King. Takeheed you dally not before your King,
Lefthe chat is the fupreme King of Kings
Confound yoar hidden falthood, and award
Either of you to be the others end.
. Haft, So profper I,as [{weareperfe loue.
Rs. Andl,as]loue Haffmgs with my heart,
Kiyg. Madem,your felfe is not exempe from this :
Nor youSonne Drrfer, Buckingbam nor you ;
You Kaue benefaltious one againft the ocher.
Wife,loue Lotd Haffings,let himkiffe your hand,
And what you do,do it vafeignedly.
Ou. There Haffings,1 wilfncucr more remember
Qur forme. hatred,fo thrine I,and mine.
Kmg. Dorfer, imbrace him:
Haftings, loue | ord Marquefle,
Dor. Thus interchange ofloue,T heere proteft
Vpon my pare,fhall be inuiolable,
Haff, Aud {ofwearel.
King. Now Princely Buckmgham fesle this league
With chy embracements to my wiues Allies,
Aud make me happy in your vairy.
Bwe. When eber Buckmgham doch turne his hate
Vpon your Grace, but with all dutious loue,
Doth cherith you,and yours, God punilh me
" § With hate in thofe where I expe@ moft loue,
When haue mefi need to imploy a Friend,
And maft affured chat he is a Friend,
Deepe,hollow,treacherous,and full of guile,
Be he ynte me : This do I begge cf heauen,
When I am cold in loue,to you,or yours. Embrace
Kewg. A pleafing Cordiall, Drincely Buckingham.,
Tsthis chy \row, vato my fickely heare:
There wanteth now our Brother Glofter heere,
To make the bleffed period of this peace,
Buc. Andingoodtime,
Heere comes Sit Richard Rascliffe,and the Duke,

&
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Enter Rascleffe, and Glofier,

Rich.Good mortow to iny Seueraigne King & Queen
And Princely Peeres,a bappy time of day.
King, Happy indeed,as we haue fpent the day:
Glofter, we haue done deeds of Charity,
Made peaceof enmity, faire loue of hate,
Betweene shefe fwelling weang incenfed Peeres.
Rich. A bleffedlabour my moft Soueraigne Lord:
Among this Princely heape, if any heere
By fallcintelligence, or wrong furmize
Hold meaFoe: IfIvnwillingly,orinmy rage,
Haue ought committed thatis hardly borne,
To any in this prefence, I defire
To reconcile me to his Frieadly peace s
"Tis death to me tobe at enmtie :
I hate it,and defire all good mens loue,
Fir® Madam, I intreate true peace of you,
Which I will purchafe with my dutious feruice.
Of you my Noble Cofin Buckingham,
If euer any grudge were lodg'd betweene vs,

" Ot you and you, Lord Risrs and of Derfes,

Thatg all without delert haue frown’d onme :
Of you Lord woedwsll, and Lord Scales of you,
Dukes,Eailes, Lords, Gentlemen,indecd of all,
I do not know that Englifhmanaliue,
With whom my foule 15 any iot at oddes,
More then the Infant that is borne to nighe:
1thanke my God for ey Humility,
Qwu. Aholy day fhall this be kept heereafter
] would to God all finfes were well compounded,
My Soucraigne Lord, I do befeech your Highndfle
To take our Brother Clarerce to your Grace,
Rich  Why Madam,haue J oftted loce for this,
To be fo flowted in thisRoyall prefence?
Who knowes not thatthe gentle Duke is dead?
You do him iniurie to fcorne his Coarfe.
King, Who knowes not heis dead ¢
Who knowes heis?
QOs. All-feeing heanen, whata warld is this ?
Kuc, Looke 1fopale Lord Dorfer,as the reft?
- Dor, 1 my good Lord,and no man in the prefence,
But hisred colour hath forfooke his cheekes.
Kmg. 13 Clarence dead ¢ The Order was reverft,
Rich. Buthe (pooreman) by your firlt ordes dyed,
And that a winged Mercurie did beare:
Some tardie Cripple bare the Countermand,
That came too lagge to fee him buried.
God grant, that fome lefle Noble,and lefle Loyall,
Neerer in bloody thoughts,and not inblood,
Deferue not worfe then wretched Clarence did,
Aad yet go currant from Sufpition.

T}Jt]
all fars,

Enter Earle of Derby. .
Der. Aboonemy Soueraigne for my {eruice done.
King. 1pretheepeace,my foulc s full of forrow.
Der. 1will not nife, vnlefle your Highnes heare me,
Kimg Then (ay stonce,whatisit thou requefts
Der. The forfest (Soueraigne)of my feruants hfe,
Who {lew to day a Riotous Gentleman,
Lately acterdant on the Duke of Norfolkes
Kimg. HaueIatongue to doome my Brothers death?
And fhallthac tongue gine pardon to a flaue?
My Brother kill'd no man, his faule was Thought.
And yet his punifbment was bitter death,
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Who (ued tome for him ? Who (in my wrath) Told me,the King ptouokd to 1t by the Quecene,
Kncel’d and my feee, snd bid me beaduis’d? Deuis'd impeachments toimprifor him ;
Who {poke ot Brother-hood? who {poke of loue ? And when my Vackle old me {o he wepe,
Wha told me how the poore foule did forfake And pittied me,aad kindly kit iny cieche:
The mighty Warwicke,and did fight for me? Bad me¢ rely on hiin, as oh ny Faher,
Who told me inthefieldat Tewkesbury, Andhewould lone me deerely as a childe,
W hen Oxford had me downeyhe refcued me: Dut Al thar Decet (hould iteale fuch gentle fhape,
Ard {3id deare Brother hiue,and be aKing ¢ And with a vercuous Vizor hide decpevice,
\Vho told me,when we both lay in che Field, Heis my fonac, Land dreiean my fheue,
Frozen(almoft)to death,how he did lap me Yer from my dugges he drew notthes deceit,
Euen in s Garments,and did giuc himfelfe Bey. Thinke youmy Vihlcdid diffemble Grandam?
(All tain and naked) to the numbe cold night ? Dut. 1Boy.
All this from my Remembrance, brutith wrath Boy, I cannot thinkeir, Hearke, ahatnoife is thise
Sinfully pluckt, and not a man of you
Had fo much graceto put it inmy minde. Enter the Queene waily har hare abowt her ears,
Buc when your Carters,ar your wayting Vaflails Riners & Ded ez after her,
Haue doae a drunken Slaughaer,and defac’d
The precious Image of our deerc Redeemer, LQu. Ahlwho (halliunder me 1o wule and weepe?
You ftrarght are on your knees for Pardon, pardon, To chide iny Fortune,and torment ny Selfe.
And [ (vniufily too) moult grant it you, Ile ioyne with blacke difpuircagain(tmy Soule,
But fur my Brother, not a man would fpeake, Andto my fe;fe becomean encnie.
Nor I (vngracious) {peske vnto my fclf[:: Dt \What meanes this Scene of rude impatience ¢
For h.arpooreSoule, Theproudelt of youall, Q4. Tomakeanaltot Tragicke violence.
Haue bia behoiding to himin hishfe « Edward vy Lord, thy Sonne,oar King is dead.
Yet none of you, would onze begge for his life. Why grow the Brauches,whenthe Rooteis gone?
O God! I feare thy witice wa!l take hold Why wither not the leaues that waacchewr fap ?
On me, and you; and mine,and yours for this. ifyouwr It live,Lament - 1fdys, bebreefe,
Conie f1affings helpe me to my Cloffer, That our {wift-winged Soules may catchthe Kings,
Ah poore Clarence. Exeant fome weth K. Oneen. | O:hke obedient Su%icﬂs follow him,
Rich. Thisisthe fruits of rathnes: Marke you nos, To hus new Kingdome of nere-changing nighe, ,
How that the guilty Kindred of the Queene Dwt, Ah {5 much intecelt haue m thy forsow,
Look’d pale,when they did beare ot Clarence deaih. As T had Tideinthy Noble Husbaud :
O!they did vrge st flill vnto the King, T haye bewept a worthy Husbands death, be
God will reuengeit, Come Lords will you go, And hu'd wich fookiag on lus Iimages:
To comfort Edward with our company, But now two Mirrors of bis Princely femblance, ‘L
I'nc. We watvpon your Grace, exewnt, | Arecrack'd inpicces, by mabgnant death, :

And I for coménehsue but cne flfe Glafle,
- N ——= | Thargreeuesine, waen i fecm, (hamein him,
Thou art a Widdow. yet -howarta Mocher,
SC'EII[Z Secun({d, Aud haft the confort of thy Childien teft,
But dezch hach foarch’d my o fosband from mine ‘Armes,
And pluciir tw Crueches from my fecble bands,
Clarence ani Edward, O, what canle haue ],

Evter the old Dmtcheffe of Yorke, with tke rwo (Ttane being untamorry ofary roane)
children of Ciarencs, Tooucr-gothy wors, and drow e thy cnes. 1
Loy, Ah Aunt’ you w-y taotloroldr Fathers death :
Idw, Good Grandam tcll vs.is our Father dead ? How can we ayde yorwith our Kunared reares ?
Durch, NoBoy. Daagh. Out fatherl. fic dillrefe was lete vamean'd,
‘angh, Why do weepe fo oft> And beate your Breft? | Your widdow-dciour, | kewi{ Levnwept.
Andcry, O Clarence, my vnhappy Sonne. 2u. Guemenohelpeinba nenration,
Boy, Why do you looke ®n vs,and fhake your head, I am not barren to bring {rrch Complaines:
Andcall vs Orpham,Wretches,C:ﬂawaycs, AltSpringsreduce their currents to mine eyes,
Ifthaz our Noble Father were alie ? That]being govern'd by the watenie Moone,
Dut, My prerty Cofins,you nuftake meboth, May fen d forch plenteous teates to drowne the World.
I do lament che ficknefle of the King, Ah, for my Husband.for n.v ‘eere Lord Edwad.
Asloath tolofe him, not your Fathers death: Chil. Ah for our Father for our decre Lotd Clarence.,
[t were loft forrow to waile one that’s loft. Dut. Alas for both, both nune Edward and Clarence.
‘Bor. Then you conclude,(my Grandsm) he is dead: 9u What Ray bad 1 but Edw.ar d.and hee's gone?
The King mine Vackle is too blame for it. Chid. What ftay had we but C arewce? and he’s gone.
God will reuenge it, whom I will importune Dut. What ftayes had 1,but they ? and th:‘y aregone,
\With earneft prayers,all to that eftect, Qwn. Was neuer widdow had fo decrcalofie,
Dangh. Andfowill k. Chilr Werencuer Orphans had (o deerc 2 lofTe,
Dur.Peace children peace,the King doth loue you wel. Dus. Wasneuer Mother had fo deercalofle,
Incapeable,and fhallow Innocents, Alas! I amzthe Mother of thete Greefes,
Youcannot gueffe who caus'd vour Fathers death, Their woes ace parcell'd, mineis generalls
Boy. Grandam we can: for my good Vnkle Gloftar | She foran Edward weepes,andfodo1: . 1
— 3. - , _
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1 for 8 Claremce weepes, fo dothnet (hee :
Thefe Babes for Clarence weepe, fo do not they,

Alas! you three,on ine threefold difteeft :

Powerall your teares, I am your forrowes Nurfe,

And I willpamper it with Lamentation.

Dor. Comfort deereMother,Godismuch difpleas’d,
Thac you take withpdthankfulne(le his doing.

y things, tis call’d vogracefull,
illingnefle to repay a debe, ,
abounteous hand was kindly lent : -
Mu¢hrthiore to be thus oppofite with heaucen,
Foritrequires the Royall debtitlent you,

Ruwers. Madam,bethinke you likea carefull Mother
Of the young Prince your fonne: fend Rraight for him,
Let him be Crown'd, in him your comnfort liues, .
Drowne defperate forrow in dead Edwards graue,

And plant your ioyes in living Edwards Throne.

Enter Richard, Buckingham,Derbie, I -
Shings,and Rascliffe,

Rich. Sifter haue comfort,all of vs haue caufe
To waile the dimming of our fhining Starre :
Butnone can helpe our harmes by wayling them,
Madam,my Mother, I do cry yeu mercie,

[did not feeyour Grace. Hunbly onmy knee,
1craue your Elething,
Dw. Godblefletiec,and put meeknes in thy breaft,
Louc Charity, Obedicnce,and true Dutic.
Rich, Amen,and make me dica good old man,
That is the butt-end of a Mothers bleffing ;
I maruell thather Grace did leaue it out,

Bbue. Youclowdy-Princes,& hart-forowin g-DPeeres,
That beare this heauie mutuallloade of Moane, )
Now cheere cach other,in each others Loue::

Though we haue fpent our Haruefl of this King,
Weare to reape the Haruelt of his Sonue,
The broken rancour of your high.{wolne hates,
Bue lacely fplinter'd, knit,and joyn'd together,
Mufl gendy be preferu’d,chenfhrand kepe
Me fecmeth good, that with fome lLittle Traine,
Forthwith from Ludlow, the youag Prince be fet
Hither ro London to be crown’d our King,

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

Bwc. Mauriemy Lord,leaft by amuleitude,
The new-heaf'd voound of Malice thould breake out,
Which would be fo much themore dangerous,
By how much the cflate is greene,and yet vagone-i d,
Where cuery Horlt beares his commanding Reuve,
And may direlt his courle as pleate umiclte,
As well che feare of harme, as harme apparant,
Inmy opinion, oughtto be preuented.

FPich. Thope the King enade peace with all of vs.
And the compa& s firme,and true in me.

R, And (oinme,and {o(Ithinke)inall,
Yes fince st is but greene, it fhould be put
To no apparant likely-hood of breach,
Which haply by much company might be vrg'd :
Therefore | {ay with Noble Buckingham,
| That ic ismeete fo few (hould fetch the Prince,

Haf. Andfofayl.

Rs¢5. Thenbeit (o, and go we to determine
Who they fhall be that firait fhall pofie to Lordon.
Madam,and you my Sifter, will you go

To guie your cenfures i this bufinefle, Exeunt,

P

}

Manes Buckinghans, and R ichard, )

Bxc. My Lord,who cucr iournies to the Pringe,

ForGod fake letnoc vs two Ray at home :

Forby the way, Ile fort occafion,

As Index co the (ory we lsce talk’d of,

To part the Queenes proud Kindred frein the Princs.,
Rich, My other felfe, my Couniaiies Cu:xﬁﬁory,

My Oracle, My Prophet,my decre Colis,

Lasaclulde, will go Ly vl.y dire&ion,

Toward Londou ta.. fur wee'l not fRay behinde. Exenne

- e gy e -

Scena Tertia.
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Enter ene Cotsz e ot one doe ¢, avd anether ag
the other,

1 (. Good morrow Neighbour, wl.:
faft? ;

2.Cst. promifeyou, Ifca fely know wy iclfe ;
Heare you the newes abroad ?

1. Yes,thae che King is desd,

3. lllnewes byrlady,{cldome comes the better :
Ifeare, I feare, twill prouc a giddy world.

Enter anather Ctizen,

3. Neighbours,Godfpeed,

1. Giue you good motrow fir, °

3+ Doththe newes hold of good king Edwards death?

2, lfir, itis too true,God helpe the while,

3. Then Mafters looketo fee a troubleus world.

1. No,no,by Gods good graze,bis Son fhall seigne.

3. Woeto that Land that’s gouern'd by a Childe,

z. Inhimthercis ahupe of Gouernment,

Whichin hisnonage, countcdl vader hin,

Andin his full and ripened yeares, huafclte

No doubtfhsii iher aud 611 then gouerne well.
1. Softocd iheStuie, whan Hemyihe iine

Wascrewn'a L Paiis, Bt at wine mont'is ol d.

2+ Srood e buatefur No,no,good friends,God wot
Forthen tins Fandg was famaonfly emich'd
With politike graue Countell; then the King
tHad vertuous Vakles to protet his Grace.

1, Why fo hath this, both by his Fathier and Motlier,
2. Betterit were they all came by his Facher:
O« by hus Father there were noneatall
For emulation, who fhallnow be neereft,
W il touch vsalltoa neere,if God preuent not,
O tuil of danger is the Duke of Gloufter,
Aud che Queenes Sons,and Brothers,haught and proud::
Aind were they to be rul’d,and not to rule,
{:as fckly Land, mighe folacc as before.
1. Come,come,we fearc the worft : all will be well,
3.When Clouds are feen,wifemen put on their clokes;
\When greac leaues fall, then Wincer 1sat hand ;
When the Sun fets,who doth not looke tor mghe >
Vatimely tormes, makes men expe@ aDearch
All may be well ; but\f God fort it fo,
"Tismore thien we deferue,or Texpedt,

2. Truly, the hearts of men are full of feare:
You rannot realon ( almofl)with a mun,
Thatlookes not heauily,and full of dread.

3. Beforethe dayes of Change, fllis it fo,
By adivine infiné, nwcns mindes miftouft

ther away fo

' Enfuing
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Purfuing danger : as by proofe we fee

Thie Water fwell before a boyft'rous Rorme «
But leaue it all to God. Whitheraway?

3 Marry we were fent for to the Iuftices,

3 Andf{owasl:llebearcyoucompany.  Exewnr.

——

s -

Scena Quarta.

Exter Arch-bifbop yong Yorke, the Queene,
and the Dascheffe

Arch. Laftnight Theard they Luy at Scony Stratford,
And atNor:hampton rhey doreft to nighe :
To morrew, ornext d- y,they will be heere.
Dwe. 1long with all my hearc to fee the Prince :
I hope he is much growr.. fince la(t I Aw him.
Qu, ButTheareno, thev fay my {onne of Yorke
Ha’s almoft ouertane him 'a his growek.
Yorke. 1 Mother,but | woald not haue it fo,
Dut. Why my good Cofin,itis good to grow.
ZTor. Grandam, one night 8s we didfic at Supper,
My Vinkle Rivers talk’d how 1 did grow
More thenmy Brother, I,quothmy Vakle Gloufier,
Small Herbes haue grace,great Weeds do grow apace,
And fince,me thinkes I would not grow fo faft,
Becaufe fiveet Flowresare low,and Weeds make haft,
Dar. Good faith,good faith the fayirg didnot hold
11 him that did ob1e& the fame to thee.
He was the wretched '@ thing when he was yong,
So'ung a gr~wing,and fo leyiurely,
[hatithisrels were true, he fhould be gracious,
Yor, Andf{onodoubtheis,my gracious Madam,
Dut. Thopeheis, but zet let Mothers doube.
Yor, Now by my troth.if had beene remembred,
T conld haue giuen my Valdes Grace, 2 flout,
To touch his growth, neerer then he touche mine,
D:r, How my yorg Yorke,
I prythee let me heare it,
2or Marry (they fay) my Vnkle grew fo faft,
Thathe could gnaw 3 crult at two houres old,
T'was fuli two yeares ere I could gec a tooth.
Grandaru this would haue beene a byting Iett.
Dur, Tprythee precty Yorke who told thee this ?
Tor, Grandam,his Nurfle,
Det, His Nutfe? why (he was dead,ere§ waft borne,
Yor. M'twere not the, I cannot tell who told me.
Os, A'parlous Boy:go too,you arc too fhrew'd.
D#t. Good Madam,be not angry with the Childe.
Qs Pitchers haue cares.

Enter aMeffenger,

Arch. Heere comes s Meflenger: What Newes?
AMef. Suchnewesmy Lord,as greeues meto report,
Lu How doth the Prince ?
Mef. Well Madam,and inhealth,

. Dm. Whatisthy Newes?
¥efl. Lotd Rimers,and Lord Grey,

Are fent to Pomfret, and with them,

Sit Thomas T'angbar, Prifoners.
Dwt. Who hath committed them ?

L Mef. The mighty Dukes,Glenffer and B kingham.

2

Arch. Forwhatoftence? |
Mef, Thefumme of s}l I can, I have difcios'd :
Why ,or for what, the Nobles were commicted,
Is all vnknowne to me, my gracious Lord.
Qu, Ayeme!l{ce the ruine of my Houfe :
The Tygerrow hathfeiz’d the gentle tiinde,
Infuiung Tiranoy beginnes to Jute .
Vpontheirnocent and awelefle Throffe s
Welcome Deftrultion,Blood,and Maflacre,
Ifece(asina Map) theend nfall.
Dut. Accurfed,and vaquiet wrargliog dayes,
How many of you haue mine eyes beheld?
My Husband loft hislfe, togetthe Crowne, '
Andoften vp and dJowne my foanes were toft :
For me toioy,and weepe, therr gane and loffe,
And being feated, and Domefticke broyles
Cleane ouer-blowne, themf{clues the Conquerors,
Make warre vpon themfelues, Brother co Brochers
Blood to blood, felfe againft felfe : O prepoBorous
And franticke outrage, end thy damned fpleene,
Or letme dve, tolooke on earch nomore,
Ln. Come,rome my Boy,we will vo Sanfuary,
Madam,farwell, ‘
Dur, Stay, I will go with vou. k
Ou. Youhaue nc caufe. {
Avch. My gracious Lady co,
And thether beare your Treature and yous Goodes,
For my pact,Ilereligne vico your Grace
The Seale 1 heepe,and fo bet:deto me,
As weH Itenderyou,and all of yours,

Go,lle condu& you to the Sanltuaty. Exennt

Actus Tertius,  Scena Prima.

14

e ———— e - -

The Trampets fourd,
Enteryoug Prince,the Dukes of Glocelter, and Buckingbam,
Lord (w dsnal, wetk otkers. .

Brc. Welcome {weete Prince to London,
Toyour Chamber.
Rich. Welcome deere Cofin, my thoughts Souersign
The wearie way hath made you Melancholly,
Prin. No Vnkle, butour croifes on the way,
Haue made ic tedious, wearifome,and heavie.
I want more Vnkles heere to welcome me,
Rich.Sweet Prince, the vntzinted vertue of your yeers
Hath not yet d:v'd inco the Worlds deceit :
No more canyaudifiinguith of'a man,
Then of his on:vard fhew, which God he knowes, i
Scldome orneuss iumpeth with the heare.
Thofe Vinkies which you want,weie dangerous:
Your Grace atiended to their Sugred words,
Butlook’d nor on the poyfon of their hearts =
God keepe you from them,and from fuch falfe Friends,
Prim. God keepeine froim falfe Friends,
Butthey wercaone,
Rich. My Lord,the Maior cf London comes to greet
youa hES
‘ Enter Lord AMajor.

Lo\ Maior, God bleflc your Grace, with healthand
happie daves,
Fro. ] thanke you,good my Lord,and thank youall l }

e ~
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L’ 1 thought my Mother,and my Brother Zerke,

Would lcag,ere this,haue met vs on the way,
Fic,whata Slug is Haffngs that he comes not
Totell vs,whether they will come,orno,

Xnter Lord Haflings,

Bweck, And ingocd time, heere comes the fweating
Lotd,

Prince, Welcome,my Lord: what, will our Mether
come?

Haft. Onwhat occalion God heknowes,not I3
The Qxl(cenc your Mother,and your Srother Torke,
Haue taken San&tuarie : The tender Prince
Would faine haue come with me,to meet your Grace,
But by his Mother was perforee.with-held.

Bwck. Fie,whatanindire& and pecuith courfe
Y3 this of hers? Lord Cardinall,will your Grace
Perfwade the Qyeenc,to fend the Duke of Yorke
Y o his Piisgcely Brother prefently ?

If fhe denie, Lord Hastmgs goe with him,
And from her icalous Armes pluck him perforce,
Card. My Lotd of Buckingham,if my weake Oratorie
Can from bis Mother winue the Duke of Yorke,
Anon expe& him here: but if fhe be obdurate
To milde entreatics,God forbid
We thould infringe the holy Priviledge
Of blefled San&uarie : not for all this Land,
| Would I be guiltie of fo greata finne.

‘Buck. Youaretao fenceleile obftinate,my Lord,
Too cecemonious, and traditionall,

Weigh it but with the groffeneffe of this Age,
You breake not Sanltuarie,in feizing him 2

The benefic thereof is alwayes granted

T chofe,whofe dealings haue deferu’d the place,
And thofe who haue the wit to clayme the place s
This Prince hathneyther clayin’d it,nor deferud i,
And therefore,in mine opinion,cannot haue it,
Thea taking him from thence,thatis not there,
You breake no Priviledge,nor Charter there

Oft haue I heard of San&tuarie mea,

Bat SanRusrie children,ne’re ull now,

Card My Lord,you fhall o're-rule my mind for once.
Come on,Lord I7aflsigs, will you goe with me?

Haf}. 1goe,myLord.  Exu Cordina and Haftings.

Pruce. Good Lotds,make all che {peediehaft you may.
Say, Vnckle Gloceffer, if our Brother come,

Where thall we foiourne,till our Coronation?

Glo.Whete it think’ft beft vato your Royall felfe,
If I may counfaile you,fome day or two
Your Highnefe thall repofe youat the Tower:

Then where you pleafc,and fhall be thought meft fic
For your beft health,and recreation,

Prisce. 1doenotlike the Tower,of anyplace:
Did Iuliws Cefar build that place, my Lord?

Buck, He did,my gracious Lord,begin that place,
Which fince,fucceeding Ages have re-edify’d.

Primce. lsitvponrecord? orclicreported
Succeffiuely from agetoage,he buleie?

Back. Vpon record,my gracicus Lord.

Prince. But {2y moy Loz it werenot regiftred,

Me thinkesthetruth fhould liaz fremagetoage,
As'twere retayl'd to all peferive,
Euen to the generall ending <2y,
Gle. So wife,fo young,they {3y dn¢ncuet ’uelong,
Prince. What fiy you,Vockle?

Glo. Ifay,withour Cnarafters,Fame lives long,
Thus,like the formall Vice,Iniquitie,
I morallize two mesnings in one word, ‘

Prince. That Iwismst Cefar was a famous man,
W ith what his Valour did enrich his Wi,
His Wit fet downe,to make his Valous lue s
Death makes no Conqueft of his Conqeeror,
Fornow he liues in Fame,though not in Life,
lle tell youwhat,my Coufin Backingham,

Buck, What,my gracious Lord?

Primee. And if [ lnevnull I beaman,
Ile win our ancient Right in France againe,
Or dye a Souldier,as 1 liu'd a King.

Glo. Short Summets lightly haue a forward Spring.

Enter young Yorke, Haflings,and Cardanadl,

PBsck, Now in good time, heere comes the Duke of
Yorke.
. ?;inre. Richard of T orke, how fares our Noble Bro-
er
Yorke. Well,my desre Lotd,fo mutt I call you now.
Prurce. 1,Brother,to our griefe,as it is yours :
Too late he dy'd,that might haue kept that Title,
Which by his death hath lo® much Maieftie.
Glo. How fares our Coufin,Noble Lord of Yorke?
Yorke. 1 thanke you,gentle Vockles O my Lotd,
You faid,thac idle Weeds are faft in growth
The Prince,my Brother,hath out-growne me farre,
Glo. He hath,my Lord,
Yorke. Andthercforeis heidle?
Glo. Ohmy faire Coufin,I muft not fay fo.
Torke. Thenhe s more beholding to you,then I,
Glo. He may command me as my Scucraigne,
But youhaue power in me,as 1n 2 Kiniman.
Yorle. Iprayyou,Vackle,gue methis Dagger.
Glo. My Dagger,little Coufin? with all my hear,
Prince. A Begger Brother ¢
Yorke. Of my kind Vnchle thae I knowwill giue,
And being but a Toy,whichis no griefe to gine.
Glo  Agreater gite then tha,Ile giue my Coufin,
Torke. A greater gite 2 O,thac’sthe Sword toiit
G/, I,gentle Coufin,wereit light enough,
Yorke, O then I fee,you will pare but with light gifes, ]
In weightier things you'le {3y 3 Begger nay.
Glo. Itistoo weightie for your Grace to weare,
Torke. ITweighichghely wereic heauier,
Cla. What,would you haue my Weapon,little Lord?
Yorke. I would that L mughe thanke you, asyas,you
call me.
Glo. How?
2orke. Little,
Prince, My Lordof Yorke will ftill be croffe ip talke:
Vuckle,vnurGrace knowes how to beare with him.
Yorke. Youmeaneto besreme, not to beare withme :
Vuckle,my Brother mockes both you and me,
Becaufechat I am little like an Ape,
Hethinkes that you fhould beare me on your fhouldecs,
Buck, With whata fharpe prouided wit he reafons
To mittigate the fcorne e gines hus Vinckle,
He prettily 2nd aptly taunes himfelfe :
So cunning,and fo young,is wonderfull,
Glo. My Lord,wilt pleafe you pafle along ?
My {elfe,and my goad Coulin Bucksngham,
Willto your Mother,to entteat ot her
To mecet you at the Tower.and welcoine you,

Torke. What.

-
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Yorke. What,will you gee vnto the Tower,my Lord? |
Prowce, My Lord Prece@or will haue it {o.

Torke. 1f{hall not {leepe in quict atthe Tower,

Glo. Why,what fhoald you feare?

Torke. Marry,my Vnckle Clarence angry Gholt :

| My Graandam told me he was murther'd chere,

Priuce. 1feareno Vnckles dead.

Glo. Not none that liue,i liope.

Prince. And if theyhue,T hope I need not feare,
But comeiny Lord : and with a heau:c heate,
Thinkingon them,goe ! votothe Tower.

A Senes.  Exewnt Pronce,Yorke,Faflmzs and Do fer.

AManet Richard, Buckingbam,and Careshy,

Buck, Thinke yousmy Lord,thic little prating 700
Was not incenfed by s fubtile Mother,
To tauntand fcorne you thus opprobrinufiy ?

Gle. Nodoubt,no doubc. Oh’tis a peikious Boy,
Bold,quicke ingenious,forward capable:

Hee is all the Mothers, trom the top to toe.

Fuck. Welllet themrefl: Come hither (atesby,
Thou art fworne as deepely to effet what weintend,
As clofely to conceale what we impart :

Thou know'R} our reafans veg'd vponthe woy,
W hat think’'t thou ? 1s it not an cafic matter,

To make William Lord Faffmgs of our minde,
For the inftaliment of this Nobie Duke
[n the Seat Royali of this famous Ile?
Cates. He for hisfathers fake foloucs the iuce, |
That he will not be woane tooughtagainit i, I
Buck. What think’'ft thou then of Sruns - VU0
not hee ?
Cates, Heewilldoeallinallas F7ofe e loth, !
Buck, Weilthen,nomorebut th s: !
Goe gentle (asesby, and as 1c were farre off, ‘|
Sound thou Lord Hastings,
How he doth fland affected to our purpote,
And {ummoa him to mosrow to the Tower
To fit about the Coronation,
If thou do'ft finde him traltable to vs,
Encourage himysnd tell him all ourreafons
If he be leaden,ycie,cold, vnwilling,
Be thou fo too,and fo breake off the calke,
And giue vs notice of his inclination:
For we tomorrow hold diuided Councels,
Wherein thy feife fhale highly be employ'd.
Rich. Commend me to Lord iwifiiam: tell him Cacesby,
* {His ancient Knot of dangesous Aduerfaries
To mocrow are let blood st Pomfret Caftle,
And bid my Lotd for 1oy of this good sewes,
Giue Miftreffe Shore one gentie Kiffe the more.
Buck, Good Caresby,goe effcct this buiine(le foundly.
Castes. My good Lords both,withall the heed 1 can
Rich. Shall we heare from you,Caresby,cre we flecpc? |
Cates. You fhall, my Lord.
Ruch. At Creséy Houie there fhall you find vs both.
Exit Casesby.

b4

Buack, Now,my Lord,
What (hall wee doe, if wee perceiue
Lord Haffmgs will not yeeld to our Complots ?
Rich. Chop oft his Head :
Something wee will dctermine :
And looke when ] am King clsyme thou of me
‘The Eatledome of Herctord,and all the moueables
IWh““f the King,my Brother,was poffeft,

+ If ouwsllprefe 'y take Horfe with tim,

PoTo Gvnrdie dange: thac his Soule divaes,

. H.s Honerand my felte re at the one,

! Wiere nothing can procecde,that toucneth vs,
. Whereof I hall not haue intelligence :

. Andfor bus Dreames, I wonder hee's fo firple,

' Where he hall fee the Bore will vie vs kindly.

187
Bsck. lle clayme that promife at your Graces hand,
Rich. And looke to baue it yeelded wich all kindne(le.
Come, let vs (uppe betimes, that aftecwards
W ee may digelt our complots in fome forme,
Excunt

P——tt o e

Scena Secunda.

Ewter 4 e Aleffenger totie Dosre o Haftmgs,

Meff. My Lord,my Lo a.
Hait, Who knockes ?

CAMeff. One from the Lord Stan.2y
Haff. What is'ta Clocke?

Meff. Vporthe ftroke of foure,

Enter Lord Haftmgs,

Hait, Cannct my Lord Srawley (leepe thele tedious
N:ghes?

AfeT. Soitappeares,by that T haueto fay:
it he commends himi to y our Noble felfe,

I1.#. Whatthen?

Ateff. Thencertifies your Lord(hip. tha this Night
He dieamt, thie Bore had rafed cf hus Helnie
Bendes,hie iy t! »reare two Councels hepe;

\ dliatmaybelerernan’iacche one,
Wihich may makeyouand bimroruc actyother.
Thorefore hefendsto hnow y ~i: § orafiups pleafure,

Sudwith i fpeed polt with him towa:d the North,

151, Gae te low,gec,returne vato thy Lord,
B.dhimnot fene the teperated Councell :

And at the other,ismy good triend Caresby ;

Teli himhis Feares are fhallow,without inflance.

To wuft the mock'ry of voquiet flumbers.

To flye the Bote,before the Bore purfues,
Wete toincenfe the Bore to follow vs,

And make purfuit,where he did meane no chafe,
Goe,bid thy Mafteruife,and come to me,

And we will both together to the Tower,

M. lle poe,my Lord,and tell bum what vou fay.
Ex"o
Exter Caseshy,

Cates. Many good morrowes to my Noble Lord,
4ast. Good morrow Casesby,you arc early flirring:
What newes,what newes,in this our tott’ring State 2
Cates. ltisa recling World indeed,my Lord:
And I beleeue will never ftand vprighr,
Till Risbard weare the Garland of the Realine,
Haft. How weare the Garlard?
Docft thou meane the Crowne ?
Cares. 1,mygood Lord.
Haft e haue this Crown of mine cut fré my fhoulders,
Before Ile {ee the Crowne fo toule mui-plac'd :
But canft thou guefle,that he doth aymeat it ?

Cates, I.}
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Cases. 1,0n mylife, and hopes to find you forward,
Vpon his parcie for the gaine thereof :

And thercupon he fends you this good newes,
That this fame very day your encmics,
The Kindred of the Queene,muft dye at Pomfret,

Hafl. Indeed I am no mourner for that newes,
Becaule they haue beene flill my aduerfaries :

But,that Ile giue my voicc on Richards fide,
Tobarre my Matters Heires in true Defcent,
God knowes I will not doc it,to the death,

Cases. God keepe your Lordfhip in that gracious
minde.

Haft. But] fhalllaugh at thisa twelue-month hence,
"That they which brought me inmy Maflers hate,
‘Iliveto looke vpontheir Tragedie.

“Well Catesby,ece a fort-night mak«me older,
Ile fend fome packing,thatyet thinke noton e,

Cates. "Tisavilecthing to dye,my gracious Lord,
When men are vaprepar’d,and looke not for e,

Haff. O monftious,monfirous! and to falls it out
With Remers,Uanghan,Grey 2 and {o twill doc
With fome men elfe,that thinke themfcluss as {afe
Asthouand I who(as thot know'ft) are éeare
To Princely Richard,and to Bucksngh.am.

Cates. The Princes both make highaccount of yeu,
For they account his Flcad vpon the Biidye.

" Haff, 1know they doe,and I haue well deferu’d i,

Enter Lord Stanley.

Come on,come on,where is your Bore.fpeare man?
Feare you the Pore,and goe fo viprouided 2
Star. My Lord good merrow,good morrow (usesay:
You may ieaft on, but by the holy Road,
1doe notlike thefe feuerall Councels 1.
Haf. My Lord.] held my Lifeas deare as yours,
Aad neusr in my. dayes, I docproteft,
Was ic fo precious to me;as "sisnow :
Thinke you,but that I know our faze fecure,
I would be fo triumphant as T au?
St4.The Lords at Poiniret whi chev rode fromn London,
Woere iocund,and {uppos’d their flates were L,
And they indeed had no cavfetoneftrugt:
But yet you fee,how {oone the D{y o'rc-cafl,
This fudden ftab of Rancour I mitdoubr:
Pray God (I tay) [ proue a needlefle Ceward.
What,thall we toward the Towzr? the day is ipent,
Haf?. Come,come,hauc withyou:
Wot you what, my Lodd,
To day the Lords you talke of,are beheaded,
sta.They,for their truth, might better we .z their Heauds
Then fome tiac haue accus’d chiewweare their Hats,
But come,my Lord,let’s away.

Enter a Pur[nin.e-t,

fore, Tic talke with thic good fetle v,

Exst Lord Stanley,and Cate.0p.

How now,Sirtha ?how goes the Woild with thee?
Pr{ The better thiat your Lorafhip pleafe to acke.
Haft. 1tellthee man,’us better with menow,

Then when thou met't rne laft, where now we meet -

Theawas ] going Prifoner ro the Tower,

Py the fugge(t:on of the Queenes Allyes,

Butnow I telithec (keepeit to thy {clfe )

This day thofe Enemies arc put to dearh,

Haft, Goeonbe

'y s
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AndIin better flate then ere I was.
Pur(. God hold it, to your Honors good content.
Haft. Gramercic fellow : there,drinke that for me,

Throwes bim his Purfe,
Purf. 1 thanke your Honor, Exit Purfasnars,

Enter a Prcft.

Prieff. Well met,my Lord,Iam glad to fze your Ho.
nor,

Hast. 1thankethee,good Sit Jobn, withall my heare,
Iaminyour debt,for your laft Exercife :
Come thenexe Sabboth,and I will content you

Prieft. 1le waie vpon your Lordfhip,

Enter 'Bnclgngam.

Iwe. W hat,talking with a Prieft, Lord Chamberlaine >
Your friends at Pomnfret they doe need the Pueit,
Your Honos hathno fhh.uing worke in hand.

Ha?. Good faith,and when I met this holy man,
Then.en you talke of camé into my minde,
Wlat goe youtoward the Tower ¢
Aue, ldoe,mylord,butlong T cannot flay wlere:
I Nretuine before your Lerdfhip,thence.”
73 . Nay nke enough,for 1 tay Dinner there.
buc. AndSuppertoo,aithoupli thou hnow' it not,
Come willyorgoce?

H 4, He™watvpon your Lordfhip. E:enwn:,

Scena Tertra,

Enter Sir Ruh nd k veiflowirh Bulberds,car rymg
the Nobies 1o death at ;‘omfrc!.

Rusers. Sit Ruchard Rarchifle let me tell thes this,
To day thalt thoubehnlaa S biett die,
Fer Feathiror Dutieand for Leyalue.

(rep. Goedbleflethe Prince fromalithe Pack of you,
A Knot you are,of damned Blood-fuckers.

Targh, Touhwe, tihac fhall ery woe for this heere-
after, .

Ras. Dufpatchthe limit of your Lives is oue,

Rouers. O Powtict,Pomfiec! O thoubjoody Prifon!
Fatall and conecns to Nobie Decres:
Wit n e Cu tne Clatire of thy Walls,
Frrardihe hecond nere was hacke o death s
Avdtai nore tacder to thy miimal seat,
Weegs ot ceor gu'tiette blocd to dninke.

Grer. Mow Mag-rtr Ca.te s faine vpon our Heads,
W, fhee e-clain’a on Haftwgs youana 1,
For#anding by, when Rubard ab'd her Sonne,

Fers, Thencur’d fhee Richard,
Then curs’a fhee Buckinzham,
Theacues’si thee Hashn s, Ob seinember God,
To heare her praycr for them,as now tor vs:
And for my nitter,and her Princely Sonnes,
Be fatisfy’d Jeare God,with our true blaod,
Which,as thouknow ft vniugtly oaft be (pilt,

Rar Malkshatiethe houre ot death s exprare,

Riners. Cowme Grey come Fngh.om.ict vs te-c embrace,
Farzwell vatill we mest againe 1n Fleauen,

Eovewrt.
Soen
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11 13w good Strawberries in your Garden there,

Thelife

0
Scena Ouarta,

———— -

e
—

Enter Buckinel,im D arby,Haftigs Tilt op of Ly,
Norfolke. Kasclnfe, Lowel,wstk others,
at & Table.

Iaff, Now Nokble Deeres,the canle why we are met,
Isto determine of the Ceronmation
1n Gods Name {peake,when is the Royall day ?

Buck, 1sallthings ready for the Royail tume

Darb. Itis,and wants but nomhation

Ely. Tomorrow then Tindgeahapyie! +

Buck Who knowes the Lord D ctectors i ta even?
Whois moftinward with the N ble Duke?

&ly. YourGrace,we thinhe, (b celd fooncit know Fis
minde,

Baucky, Weknow cazhot'.cre Taces: forour Hearts,
He knowes no maorc of mine,tt 2n ] of yours,
Or I of his,my Loy 1,thcnyou of mine :
Lord Haftimgc,you and he are neere in loue.

Haft. I thanke his Grace, I knnw ke loues me well .
But fo: his purpofe in the Coronation,
I hauve not founded him nor hedchaer’d
His gracions pleafure any wav tierein:
B.ac you,my Honorable Lords,may name the time,
Andinthe Dukes behalfz Iic give iny Voics,
Which I prefume hee'le tahe1a gontie part,

Enter Glowce :er,

Ffr. Inhappic time,here comes the Duke himfelfe.
Fich M rNoble Lords,and Coviing ali oood inoiroas
I bauebeerlong ailesper: bued cruft,
My abience doth negleét no great defigne,
Which by my prefence might haue beene concluded.
Buck, Had yo :not come vpon your Qumy Lord,
W.lliam,Lord Haffmgshad pronounc'd your part; l
1 meane your Voice,tor Crowning of the K.ne,
Rieh Thénmy Lotd Haffros,no man mielie be bolder, \
His Lord{hup knowes me well,ind foues me well,
My Lord of Ely,when I was latt Holborne,

i doe bzfeech you,fend for fome of them,
&ly. Mary and will,my Lord,with all my heart,
Exnt Bylkap.
Rich. Coufin of Buckingham,a word wich you,
Casesby hath founded HafZmzs in our bufinefs:,
And findes the tefhie Gentlenan o hor,
That he will lofe bhis Head ere giue confene
His Mafters Child,as worfhipfully he tearmes it,
Shall lofe the Royaltic of Englands Throne.
Buok; Withdraw your felfe a while, Ile goe with you.
Exeunt,
Darb.We haue not yet fer downe this day of [riumph:
Tomorrow,in my indgement,is too fudden, °
For I my {elfe 4m not {o well prouided,
Asclic I would be,were the day prolong’d:

Enter the Bifbop of Ely.

Ely. Where is my Lord, the Duke of Glofter ?
I haue fent for thefe Strawberries,

)

Ha.this Grace looks chearfully & fmooth this morning,

and ‘Deathof Richard the ‘T});c{:_ )

. Tor !t toofond,might haue prevented this :

L ——— - -

Tlicre's fome conceit or other Iikes hunwelt,
When thar he bids good motrow with fucl fpirs,
1 thunke chere’s neuer aman in Chrificndome
Can lefTer hide his Joveyor hate,then e,
For by his Face traighe thall you know - Heae
Darb. What of his Hearcpeiceive youin as § ace,
By any liuciyhood he thew dto day ?
Hf. Mary,that withno man here he isoffended:
For were he,he had {hewne 1z in his Lookes.

Enter Ricoard,anc Lo bon, b1,

Kich. 1pray youall,tell me what they deferue,

That doe cenfpire my death with druelhi () Piots
Of damned Witcheraft,and that have presait’d
Voniny Body with theur Helhifh Charmes.
174/, The tenderlouc I beare sy ou Grace,my Lord,

Makes me moft forward,inthis Princelv prefeace,
To doome sh’Offendors,wholoe're they be :
L f:v,my Lord,they have deferued death.

kich Thenbe your eyes the witnefle of their ewill,
Looke how I ambzwirch’d : behnld,mine Aime
[+ Wke ablafted Sapling,wither’dvp :
Andthis is Edwards \Wife,that monttrous Wiech,
Conforted withthat Harlot,Strumpet Shore,

it by therr Witchcerafe thus hane marked me,

7148, 1f they haue done this Jced,my Noble Lord,

Lich 12 thou Protector of this dsmned Strumper,
Talk ttthouto meof Ifs ¢ thouare a Trayror,
O:iF with his Head 5 now by Sainc Paw/ I fweare,
{ wil notdine voull I fee the fame,
Lonell and Rereliffe,looke thatitbe done :
I"ae relt that loue me, rife, and {ollow me.

Exennt,

CAisser Lowell and Ratcliffe, with the
Lord Haftings,

H.ff. Woe,woe for England, not 2 whit for me,

Caaly did dreame,the Bore didrowfe our Helmes,

Ad 1 did fcorneit,and difdane to flye :

Th ¢z umes to day my Fout-Cloth-Horfe did tumble,

At Hiarzed, when he look’d vpon the Tower, :

As lothitobeare me to the flaughter-houfe,

O now I'nesd the Pric,that fpake tome :

Inow repent Ttold the Purfuluane,

As too tnumphing how mine Enemies

Todav at Pomfiet bloodily were butcherd,

And [ my felte {ecure,in grace and fauour,

Ol Margaret, Margaret,;now thy heauie Curfe

Is hphted on poore Haftings wretched Head,
Ra.Come,come,di’patch,the Duke would be at dinners

Makea thort Shate he longs to fee your Head.

114ff. O momentarie grace of mortall men,

Which we more hunt for,then the grace of God!

W:o builds his hope inayre of your good Lookes,

Liueslikea drunken Sayler on a Maf,

Readie with every Nod to tumble downe,

Into the facail Bowels of the Deepe, .
Lou. Conie,come,difpatchy s bootleffe to exclaime,
Hait. Obloody Rickard: miferabie England,

I prophecie the fearefull't time to thee,

That euer wretched Age hathlook'd vpon,

Come,lead metc the Block,beare him my Head,

They fmilc atme, who thortly fhall be dead.

Exonnt,
{
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Eniov Richard,and Buckseghem in retten Armewr,
) snarneloms sll-fanonred.
Riche d. “ome Coufin,
Caaft thou quake,and change thy colour,
Murther thy breath in middle of a word,
And then againe begin,and fRop agame,
As if thou were diftraughe,aud mad with terror?
Bwck, Tut, I can councerfest the deepe Tragedian,
Speake,and looke backe,and prie or euery fide,
Tremble and flartae wagging of 2 Straw's
Intending deepe fufpition, gaftly Lookes
Areat my feruice,like enforced Smiles ;
And both are rcadicin their Offices,
At any tine to grace my Seratagemes,
Buc what, is Catesby gone ?
Rech. He 15,3nd fee he brings che Maior along.

Evter the Maior and Caeshy,
Bucg. Lord Maior.
Rich. Looke tothe Draw-3ridge there,
Back. Hearke,s Drumme.
Rich, Catesby,o’re-tooke the Walls,
Back, Lord Maior,the reafon we hauefent.
Rich, Lookeback,defend thee,here ate Enemues.
Bwck. God and our Ionocencie defend,and guard vs,

Enter Lonell and Rasclsffe,with Haftings Flead.

Rich. Be panient,thev are fricuds: Rarc/iffe,and Lowel,
Lowel Here :sthe Head of thatignebic Trayuor,
The dangerous and ntutpected H/fsnss.

Rich. So deare ] lou'd the maa,that Imuli weepe :
Itooke him for the plainelt harmelefle Creature,

That breath d vpon the Earth,a Chinfhan,

Made him my Booke,wherein my Souie recorded
The Hiftorie of all her fecret thoughts,

So lnooth he dawb’d his Vice with fhew of Vertue,
That his apparant openr Guilt omiteed,

1 meane,his Connzifation with Shoies Wife,

He l.'d frommall ate. vder of fuipedts.

Turk. \Weil,well,ie was the couendt fhicltied Traveor
That eusr i'd. ’
Would yon tnagie,oraimoft belecue,

Wert not.rizac by _reat pretervation

We liue to ol i that che fubnill Traytor

This day 113 | '~t-e4, 10 the Councell.Houfe,
T o murther me,and iny good Lord of Glofters

Muor, Hadhiedone fo?

Rich, Wihar? thinke you we are Turkes,or Infidels?
Or that we would, againit the forme of Law,

Procecd thus rafhly in the Viliaines death,
But that the extreme perill of the cafe,
The Peace of England, and our Perfons fafetie,
Enforc ¢ vstothis Execution,

Maior, Now faite befali vou,he deferu’d his dcath,
And your gcod Cigaces both haue well proceeded,
To warnc 1.1z Traytors from the like Attempts,

Buck, ineuer ock'd for better at his hands,
Aftarie once tell .o wich Miftreffe Shore
Yet had we not dezer min’d he fhould dye,

Vauil your Lord %y care 1o fee hisend,
Whichnov: the i g h: e o7 thefe our friends,
Something co2inl our mearings,baue prevented ;
Becaufe,my T.ord,l would haueh2d yoru heard
The Traytcs 1peake,and cimore. - corfefle

The manner aud the purpofe of tus Treafons:

e

That youmight well haue fignify’d the fame
Vnto the Citizens, whe haply ceey
MifconRet vs in him,and Wayle his death.
AMa.But,my good Lord,your Graces words fhal ferue,
As well as ] had feene,and heard him fpeake :
And doe not doube,right Noble Princes both,
But lle acquaint our dutrous Citizens
With all your juft proceedings in this cafe,
Ruh. And tothat end we wifh'd your Lordthip here,
T'suoid che Cenfures of the carping Wotld,
Bwck, Which fince you come too late of out intent,
Yet witneffe what you heare we did intend :
And fo,my good Lotd Maior,we bid farwell,
Exit Masor.
Rich. Goe after,afcer, Coufin Buckingbam.
The Maior towards Guild-Hall hyes hin in all pofte :
There,at your meeteft vantage of the time,
Inferre the Baftardie of Edwards Children::
Tell them,how Edward put to deatha Citizen,
Onely for faying,he would make his Sonne
Heire to the Crowne,meaning indeed lus Houfe,
Which by the Signe thereof,was tearmed {o,
Moreouer,vrge his hatefull Luxurie,
And beathall sppetite in change of Luft,
Which @retcht vnto their Seruants,Daugheers, Wiues,
Euen where his raging eye,or fauage heart,
Without controll lufted to makea prey,
Nay,for a need,thus farre ¢ome neere my Perfon:
Tell them,when that my Mother went with Cluld
Of that infatiate Eaw 172; Noble Yorke,
My Prncely Fadier,tnen bz Warres 1o France,
And by true compurtation ot the time,
Found,that the litue wac ot las begere
Which well appeared intus Lincaments,
Being notaing hice ¢ e Nuble Doty Farkier.
Yet touchtlus {pannely,as s we.r tatie cf,
Becaufe,my Lord,you know iny Motlier hues.
Buck. Donbruor,myl ord,lle play the Orater,
Asif theGolden T eetor whien I plead,
Were for my {elte . and to,my Lord,adue.
RichIf you thrue wel,bring them to Baynards Caltle,
Where you fhi:ll fir.dc me well accompanied
With reuciend Fatliers,and well-learned Bifhops.
Buck. 1goe,and towards threeor foure a Clocke
Looke for thie Newes that the Guld-Hall affvords,
Exut Buclpgham.
Rich, Goe LoscH withall {peed to Dattor Shaw,
Gocethou to Fryer Peuker, bid :hem both

Mcee me within this houre at Baynards Caflle,  Exsr.
Now will 1 goe to tehe lome prune order,

To draw the Brats o Claremce out of fighe,

Avdto giue order,:i.at no manner perfon

Haucany umerecouric vato chie Princes. Exennt,

i
i Ewter a Sermener.

1 Ser. Hereis che Indi&ment of the good Lord Haflmgs,
Which in a fet Hand fairely isengrofs'd,

Fhat it may be to day read o're 1n Pasies.

And macke how well che fequell hangs together :
Eleuen houres I haue fpent to write it ouer,

For yefer-night by Catesby was it fent me,

The Precedent was full as long a doing,

And yet within thefe fiue houres Haffngs liv'd,
Vntainted,vnexamin’d free,at hbertie,

Here's a good World the while,

| Whoisfo geoffe, that cannoc fec this palpable dcuiceY>
et
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Yet who fo bold,but fayes he feesicnot?
. Bad is the World,and all will come to rought,
When gchill dealing muft be feene in thoughe,  Exk.

Enter Richard and Buckngirams at fewerall Doores.

Rich. How now,hew now,what fay the Citizens ?
‘Buck. Now by the holy Mother of our Lord,
The Citizens are mum,{ay nota word.
Rich, Touchtyou the Baftardic of Fdwerds Children ?
Buck_ 1d1d,withhis Contra& with Lady Lacy,
And bis Contradt by Deputicin France,
Th'vafaciate greedinefle of his defire,
And his enforcement of the Citie Wiues,
His Tyrannic for Trifles, his owne BaRardie,
As being gor,your Father thenin France,
And his refemblance,being not lihe the Duke,
Withall I did inferre your Lineaments,
Beingthe right Jdea of your Father,
Bothin your forme,and Nobleacfle of Minde :
Layd openall your Victories in Scotiand,
Your Difcipline in Warre, Wifdome in Peace,
Your Bount:e,Vertue faire Humulitie :
Indeed,left nothing fitting for your purpofe,
Vatouche,or fleightly bandled in difcousfe.

1 bid them: that did loue their Countries good,
Cry,God faue Richard,Englands Royall King.

‘Rech. And did theyfo?

Bxck. No,fo Godhelpeme,they fpake notaword,
But like dumbe Statues or breathing Stoncs,
Star’d cach on other,and look’d deadly pale :
Which when I aw,I reprehended them,
And ask d the Maior,what meant this wilfull filence?
His anfwer was,the people were ot vied
Tobe {poke to,but by the Recorder.
Taenhe was vrg'd totell my Tale againe:
Thus (ayth the Duke,thus hath the Duke inferr’d,
But nothing fpoke,in warrant from himfelfe.
When he had done,fome fullowers of mine owne,
. JAtlower end of the Hall,hurld vp their Caps,
And fome tenne voyces cry’d,God faue King Richard :
And thus I tooke the vantage of thote few.
Thankes gentle Citizens,and friends, quoth I,
This generali applaufe,and chearefull thowe,
Argues your wifdome,and your loue to Rechard :
And cuer: here brake off,and came away.

Rich. \What tongue-lefe Blockes were they,
Would they not {peake?
Will not the Maior then and his Brethren, come ?

Buck. The Maior iwhere at hand: intend {ome feare,

Benot you fpoke with,but by mighiic fuit: )
Aindlookeyouget a Prayer-Booke i your hand,
And ftand betweene two Church-men,good my Lord,
For on that ground Ile make a holy Defcant :
And be not ealily wonne to our requefls,
Play the Maids part,till anfwer nay,and take it.

Ruch, 1 goe : and if youplead as well for them,
AsI can {ay nay to thee for iny felfe,
No doubt we bring it to 2 happie iffue.

Buck. Go,go vp to the Leads,the Lord Maior knocks,

Enter the CMajior, and Citszens,

Welcome, my Lord, T dance attendance here,
I thinke the Duke will not be fpoke withall,

And whenmy Oratorie drew toward end, d

T T - ——— e — o p—— o~ oo

Enter Cﬂe;.{y,

Buck, Now Careshy , what tayes your Lord to me
requeft ? ’
Catesby, Hedoth enereat your Grace ,my Noble Lotd,

To vifit him to mosruw,or nexe day

He is within,with two right seuerend Fackiers,

Dininely bent to Mcdirarion,

And i1 no Worldly fuites would he be mou'd,

To draw him frow his holy Exercile,

Buck, Retvrne,good Careséy to the gracious Duke,

Tell hin,my {elfe,che Maior 20d Aldernien,

Indeep~ defignes,inmarzet or great momecat,

No lefle impeiting then our generall good,

Are come to haue tome conierence weth his Grace,
Catesty. lle Gignifiefo much vnto lim ftracghe, Evig,
Buck. Ahha,my Loid,this Prirce s natan Edward,

Heisnotiulling onalewd Loue-Bed,

But on his Knees,at Mediration :

Not dallying wih a Brzce of Careizans,

But meditating with two deepe Diuines::

Not{leeping,ro engeoflchisidle Rody,

But praysag.toennch his warchfull Soule.

Happie were England would this verrucus Prince

Takeon his Grace the Soucrarganie thereof,

But fure I feare we fhall not winnz him to iz,

M.usor. Marry God defend his Grace fhould fay vs
nay.

Buck; 1fearehe will: here Catesby comes againe.

Enter Cateshy.

Now Cateshy, what fayes his Grace?

Catesby. He wonders to what end you haue afiembied
Such troopes of Citizens,to come to him,
His Grace nor being warn'd thereof before :
He feares,my Lord.youmeane rio gosd to him.

Buck. Sorry 1 ain,my Noble Couiin fhould
Sufpedt me,chat I meane no godd to him :
Bv Heauen, we come to him in perfic loue,
A-d e once more returne,and tell bis Grace,
W hen holy and deuout Religious men
Are at theit Beades,’ris much co draw them thenge,
So{weet s zealous Contempiauon,

Exut,

Enter Richard aloft, betwezne two Bifbops. i
Masor, See where ius Grace ftands,tweene two Clergie
men.
Buck. Two Preps of Vertue, for a Chriftian Prince,
To ftay him from the fall of Vanitie :
And fee 2 Booke of Prayer inhis hand,
True Ornaments to know a holy man,
Famous Plantagenet,;moft gracious Prince,
Lend fauourable eateto ourrequefis,
And pardon vs the interruption
Of thy Deuotion,and right Chr:flian Zeale,
Rich. My Lord,there needes no fuch Apologie:
I doe befeech your Grace to pardon me,
Who earneft in the feruice of my God,
Deferr’d the vifitation of my friends.
But leauing this,what is your Graces pleafure?
Buck_ Euen that(Thope Jwhich pleafeth God aboue,
And all good men,of this vngouern'd lie,
Rich, 1do~ fulpe& 1 haue done fome offence,
That feemes difgracious in the Cities eye,
And that you come to reprehend oy ignorance,
2 Bﬂ(‘\, Yo\l!
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| Fult,if all Obftacles were cuzaway,
JAnd that my Path were euen to the Crowue,

1So mightie, and {o manie my defes,

102 et/

The Life and Death of Richardshe Third,

Buck, Youhaue,myLord:

Would it might plcafe your Grace,

On our entreaties, to amend your fault,

Fich. Elfe wherefore breathe Iin a Chriftian Land,

Buck, Know then,it is your fault,that you refigne

The Supreme Seat, the Throne Maxefhcall,

The Sceptred Office of your Anceftors,

Your State of Fortune,and your Deaw of Birth,

The Lineall Glory of your Royall Houfe,

Tothe corraption of a blemifhe Stcck;

Whiles in the milduefle of your fleepic thoughts,

Which here we waken to our Countnies good,

The Noble lle doth want his proper Limmes :

His Face defac’d with sharres of {nfamic,

His Royall Stock grafft with ignoble Piants,

And almof(t thouldred in the fwallowing Gulfe

Of darke Forgetfulnefle,and decpe Objuion,

Which to recure,we heartily folicite

Your gracious {clfe to take onyou the charge

And Kingly Gouernmeat of this your, Land :

Not as Prote&or,Steward, Subftitute,

Or lowly Fa&tor,tor anothers gaine

Pat as fucceflively from Elood to Bload,

Your Right of Birth,your Empynie,your cwne.

For this,conforted withthe Civizens,

Your very Worlhplull 20d louing friends,

And by their vehement infligation,

In this iuft Caufe come ! to tnonie your Grace,
«h. Tzanncttell it to depaicin filence,

Or birterly to fpeake in your reproofe,

Beft fitteth my Degree,or your Condition,

If not to anlwer, you might haply thinke,

Tongue-ty’d Ambition not replying,yeeided

To beare the Golden Yoake of Soucraigntie,

Which fondly you would here impofe on me.

If to reproue you for this fuit of yours,

So feafon’d with your faithfull loue to me,

Then onthe other fided check'd m{‘fncnds.

Therefore to fpeake,andso auoid the fu th,

And then in fpzaking,not to incmge the i @,

Definjciuely-thus L an{wer you,

Your loue deferuts my thackes, but my defere

Vamericable, thuanes your high requeft.

As the ripe Reuenue,and due of Birth :
Yet fo much is my pouertie of {pirtr,

Thas.I would rather hide me from my “sreaineflc,
Being a Barke to brooke no mightie Sca;

Then in my Greatnelle couet to be hid,

And in the vapour of my Glory fiuother'd.

But God be thank’d,there is no need of me,

And much I nced to helpe you,wese there need:: .

The Royall Tree hath left vs Royall Fruit,

Which mellow'd by the ttealing howres of time,
Will yeell,become the Seat of Maichie, -

And make(no doubrt) vs happy by his Reigne,

Onhim [ Ly that,yon would lay on me, .
TheRightand Fortunc of hishappie Starres, -
Which God defend that I fhould wring fram him,
Byck .My Losed chis argues Confrience inyourGrace,
But the refpedls thercof are nice, and triviall,

All circymnitances wvell confidered,

You fay,thac kdwaerd is your Brothers Sonne,

So oy we too,but not by Edwards W ife:

-~

For fir was he contra& to Lady Lucie, .
Your Mother liues a Witnefle to his Vow;
And afterward by fubRituce betrath'd
To Bona,Sifter to the King of France.
Thefeboth put off,a poore Petitiongr,
A Care-cras’d Mother to amany Sonnes,
A Beautic-waining,and diftreffed Widow,
Eueninthe after-noont of her beft dayes,
Made prize and purchafe of his wanton Eye,
Seduc’d the pitch,and height of hisdegree,
To bafe declenfion,and loath’d Bigamue.
By her,in his vnlawfull Bed,he got
This Edward,whom our Manners call the Prince,
More bitterly could I expofiulate,
Saue that for reucrence to fome aliue,
I giuea fparing limit tomy Tongue,
Then good,my Lord,take to your Royall felfe
This proffer'd benefic of Dignities
1f not to blefle vs and the Land withall,
Yet to draw forth your Noble Anceftnie
From the corruption of abufing times,
Vato a Lineall true desiued courfe,

Mair, Do good my Lord,your Citizens entreat you.

Luck, Refufe not,mightic Lord,this proffes d loue,

Catesb, O make them ioyfull, ¢ raut thewr Lawfull fuie,

Rich. Alas,why would you heape this Case on me?
1 am vofit for State,and Maie fic :

1 doe befeech youtake it not anufle,
I cannot,nor I will not yeeld to you.

Buck, Ifyourefufeit,as inloue and zeale,
Lothtodepofe the Child,your Brothers Sonne,
Aswell we know your tendernefle of heart,

And gentle,kinde,cffeminate remorfe,
Which we haue noted in you toyour Kindred,
And cgally indeede to all Eftates ;
Yetknow, where you accept our fuit,or no,
Your Brothers Sonne (hall neuer reigne our King,
But «ve will plant fome other in the Throme,
To the difgrace snd down. .fall of your Houfe :
Andinthisrefolution here we leaue you,
Come Citizens,we will entreat no more, - Exesws. |
{atesh Call him apaine,fweet Prince,accepttheir fuic:
If youdenie them, all the Land will ruc ie,
Rich. Will you enforce me to a world of Cares,
Cail them againe, am not made of Scones, .
Put pcnczraglc to your kinde entreatics,
Albeitagainf® my Confcience and my Soule,
. Eater Buckinghams,and the yeft,
Coaufin of Buckingham, aud fage graue men, -
Since you will buckle fortune on my back,
To beare her burthen,where ] will or no,
I muf haue patience o eaduvethe Load :
Butif black Scandall, or foule-fag’d Repraach, -
Attend the fequell of your Impafisiong - ...
Your meere enforcement (hall scquittance me
From all the imputg blots and Raynes thereof;
ForGod dothknow,and yoymay partly fee,
How farre J am fram the defire of this.
Maier. God blefle your Grace, wee ice ic, aad will
fay it,
Rich, To faying fo,you fhall but fay the tengh,
Buck. Then I {alute you with this Royall Tule,
Long huc King Richard Englands worthie King,
AR Amen,
Bk To morrow may it pleafe you to be Crown’d,
&ich. Luen wheneyou pleafe,for you will haue it fo.
) Buck, To

[
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Buck. Tomorrowthen we will attend your Grace,  1f thou wilt out-frip Death,goe crofie thie Seas,

And fo mofl ioyfully we take our leaue. Aud liue with Recbmond from the reach of Hell.
‘Rich. Come,lecvs to our holy Worke againe Goe hye thee,hye thee from this flaughter-houf,,
Farcwell my Coufins,farewell gentle friends.  Exewrs. | Left thouencreale the number of the dead,
And make me dyc the thrall ot Margarers Curie,
-—==—-  ~— | NorMother, Wife,nor Englands counted Queens,
. Stanley Full of wife care,is this your countiaiie,Madame:
Af{l{f Q&idr[uj‘. SCC}];Z T}'lﬂ]d. Take all the fwift aduantage of the bowres:
You fhall haue Lettir< finim me to my Sonne,
— R | inyouvrbehalfe,tomect younnthew.y s
Benotrane tardie by vowiledrine
Exter the Queenc, Anne Ducheffe of Gloncefter, the Duels. Yorke. Osli difoerlng \Y inae o Miferie,
Ducheffe of Yorke aud Marguee Dorfer, O my accurfed Wonheioe Red of Dezth -
A Cockatrice haft thou hateheinathe Wi,
Dnch.Yorke. Who mectes vs heere ? Wohole vnanorded Eye is murthe o,
My Necce ‘Plant igenee, Stanley. Come,Madame,come 1o all hafte via; fent.
Led in the hand of her kind Aunt of Clofter® Amne. And [withall rawillingnefle will goe,
Now,for my Life,(hec’s wandrng totiie Tower, O would to God thatthe incivf ue Verpe
On purce hesres lour,to grece thic teuder Prince. Of Goldea Metzaliihar st round my Brow,
DJ':ghtcr,wcll met. Were rrd hot Stezle to feare e to the Braines,
Aune. God giue your Graces both, a happie Anoynted lezme be a1th deadly Venome,
And aioytull ume of day. And dye cre men can !'ay,(}od {aue the Qyeene,
Qu. Asmuchtoyou.good Si8er: whither away? L. Goe,goe,poore foule, envie not thy glory,
Anne. No farther then the Tower,and as 1 cuelle, To teed my humor,wi(h thy telfe no harme.
Vponthe like dewotion as yeur felucs, Anne. No:why? When he thacis my Husband now,
To gratulate the gentle Princes there, Came to me,as 1 follow'd Henrsts Corle,
Q. Kiad Sifter thankes, wee'ie enter all togethers W sen fearce tive blood was well wafht from his nands,
W luch iffued from my other Angell Husband,
Enter the Lientenarte. And that deare Saine,which then | weeping follow’d :
O,when I fay 1lock d on Richards Face,
And in good time, here the Licutenant comes. This was my Wilh: 3e chou {quoth 1) accurfl,
Mafter Licutcnant, pray you,by your lesue, Formaking me,fo young,fo old a Widow :
How doth the Prince,and n'y young Sonne of Yerke?- - | And when thon wed'},let forrow haunt thy Bed 5
Lizu. Rightwell, deare Macame : by your patience, And be thy Wife,itany be fo mad,
I may nox {uffer you to vifit them, More mifcrable, by the Life of thee,
T he King bath fici@ly charg'd the contrary. . Then thou haft made me,by my deare Lotds dcath,
En. TheKing? who's thar? Loe,ere [ canrepeat this Corie againe,
Lin. I meane the Lord Prote&or. Wichin {o fmall atinre, my \Womans heare
Lm. The Lord protect umtiom that Kingly Title. | Groffely grew captiue to his honey words,
Hath be fet bounds betweene their loue,and me? And prow’d che [ubic& of mine owne Soules Curfe,
I amtheir Mother,who fhall barrc me from them ? Which hitherto harh held mine eyes from reft -
Duch,Yorke, 1 am their Fathers Mother, 1 will fee | Forncuet yet onc howre in his Bed
them, Did Ienioy the golden deaw of {lcepe,
Awme. Their Aunt T amin law,in loue their Mother: But withhis umorous Dreames was thll awak’d,
Then bring meto their fights, 1le beare thy blame, Befides,he hates me for my Fucher rarmicke,
And take thy Office from thee,on my penill, And will (no doubrt) fhortly be rid of me.
Lieu. No,Madame,ro; Imay not leaucit fo : Dn. Poore heart adicy,l pirtre thy complaining,
I am bound by Oath,and therefore pardon me. I eAmne. Nomore, then with my foule I mourne for
Exst Liemtenant, yours,
Dorf. Farewell,thou wofull welcommer of glory.
Enter Stw ey, eAne. Adicu, poore foule, that tak't thy leaue
of it,
Stanley. Let rae but meet you Lzdies one howre henee, D».T.Gothouto Richmond & good fortune guide thee,
And Ile falute your Grace of Yorke as Mother, Go thouto Richard,and good Angels tend thee,
And reucrend looker on of two faire Quecnes, Go thou to Santuarie,and good thoughts pofleffe thee,
Come Madame,you muft ftraight to Wetlminfier, Ito my Graue,where peace and reft lye with mee,
There tobe crowned Richards Royall Queene. : Eightic odde yecres of forrow haue I feene, o
Lu. Abhscutmy Lace afunder, And each howres ioy wracke with a weeke of teene.
That my pert heatt may haue fome fcope to bear, . Stay,yetlooke backe with mz vnzo the Tower.
Orelfe | {woone with this dead-killing newes. Pitty,you ancient Stones,thofe tender Babes,
Awne. Defpighefull tidings,O vnplealing newes, Whom Enuie hath immur’d within your \Walls,
Def. Be of good cheare: Mother, how fares your Rough Cradle for {uch little prectie ones,
Grace? Rude ragged Nutfe,old fullen Play-fellow,
Qs. O Derfes, fpgzkc not to me, get thee gone, For tender Princes: vfe my Babies well ;
Death and Deftru&ion dogges thee ac thy heeles, So foolifh Sorrowes bids your Stones farewell,
Thy Mothers Name is ominous to Children,

Exenm.
) - {3 Stﬁfl
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Scena Secunds. =

3

Sownd & Sewwsr, Enter Richard in pempe, 8:;:.
kingbaw,Caresby,Rascirfe, Lonel.

| Rich. ‘Stand all spart, Coufin of Buckingham.
Buck; My gracious Soueraigne,
Rich, Giue methy hand, Sonnd.
Is King Richard {eated :
But fhall we weare thefe Glories for a day?
Or fhall they laft,and we reioyce inthem?
Buck, Stllliue they,and for euer les themlaft,
Rech. Ah Buckingham,now doce I play the Touch,
To tri¢ it chou be currant Gold indeed :
Young Edward lives,thinke now what I would fpeake.
Buck, Say on my louing Losd,
Rsch. 'Why Buckingbam, 1 fay 1 would be King,
Buck. Why (o youare,my thrice-renowned Lord,
Rich. Ha? sm I King ?tis {o; but Edward liues.
Buck, True,Noble Prince.
Rxh. O bicter ¢onfequence!
That Edwed Rill thould lie true Noble Prince.
Coufin,thou waft ne¢-wont to be fo dull,
Shall I be plaine ? I with the Baftards dead,
Amd I would haue it fuddenly perform’d,
What fay'@t thounow? {peake fuddenly, be briefe,
Buck, YourGrace may doe your pleafure,
Rich. Tur,tut,thou artall Ice,thy kindneffe freeves:
Say,haue I thy confent,that they (hall dye?

Bwe.Giue e fome licle breath,fome pawfe,deare Lord,
Before 1 pofitiuely fpeake in this: -
Twill refolue you herein prefently. Exit Bk,

Cateshy. The King isaagry,{eche gnawesbis Lippe.
Rsch, 1will conuerfe with Iron-witted Fooles,
And vorefpe@iue Boyes : noue are for me,
‘That looke into me with confiderate eyes,
gigh'nacbing Buckinghans growes circumipect.

oy.
;"ge. My Lord.

Rich. Know'( thou not any,whom corrupting Gold
Wil tempt vato a clofe exploit of Death?

Page. 1know adifcontented Gentleman,
Whoie humble meanes match not his haughtie fpisic :
Gold were as good as twentie Orators,
Aud will (no doabt) tempt him to any thing.

Rech. Whatis his Name ?

Page, His Name,my Lord,is Torref,

Rech, 1partly know theman : goe call him hither,
Boy. Evit,
The dcepe reuoluing wittic Buckerham,
Nomoare fhall be thererchbn. ro my counfales
Hathhe folang held out w thme,vmys'd,
And ftops henow foi brearth > Weli,be it fo.

»

Enter Stanley,

How now,Lord Starley what's the newes? .

Stanley. Know my louing Lord,the Marqueffe Dorfes
As | heare, is fled to Richmond,
Inthe parts where heabides,

Rech. Come hither Cateshy, rumorit 2bgnad,

That Anxe my Wife is very gricuous ficke,

“Thus high,by thy aduice,and thy affiftance, .

I will cake order for her keeping clofe.

Inquire me out fore theane poore Gentlerpan,
Whom I will marsy firsight to Clerence Daugheer:
The Boy is foolifh,and I feare not him,

Looke how thou dream’ft : I fay sgaine, giue our,
That Anwe,my Queene,is ficke,and like to dye,
About it,for it Rands me much vpon

To ftop all hopes,whofe growth may dammage me,
1 muﬂge marryed to my Brothers Daugheer,

Ot elfe my Kingdome {tands on brittle Glafle :
Murther her Brothers,and ther. matry her,
Vncertaine way of gaine. ButIsmin

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

Enter 'f)rrcl.

Is thy Name Tyrrel ?

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

Ruch, Artthouindeed?

Tyr. Proueme,my gracious Lord.

Rich, Dar’t thourefolue tokill a friend of mine ?

Tyr. Pleafeyou: .

Bu: I had rather kill two enemies.

Rich. Why thenthou haftit: twodeepe enemies,
Foes tomy Relt,and my (weer {leepes difturbers,
Arethey that 1l would haue thee deale vpon:
7yrrel,] meane thofe Baftards i the Tower,

Tyr. Letme haue qpen meanes to come to them,
And foone le 1:d vou fiom the teare of them.

Rich, Thou fing’ft fweet Muiique:

Hearke,come hither Zyrrel,

Goe by this token:: rife,and lend thine Eare,  #bifers,
There is nomore but {o: fayitis done,
And I willloue thee,and prefeiic thee for it,

Tyr. Twill difpacch ic flraighe, Exst.

Enter Buckingham.

Buck, My 1.otd,1 haue confider'd inmy minde,
The late requelt that you did found me in.

Rech. Welllevthatreft : Dorfet is fled to Reclmond.

‘Buck. 1hezrcthe newes,my Lord,

Kich. Stanley, hee 1s your Wiues Sonne : well, loske
vnto it,

Buck. My Lord,I clayme the gift ,my due by promife,
For which your Hovor and your Faith is pswn'd,
Th'Earledome of Hestford,and the moueables,

Which yau haus promifed I (hall poflefle.
Rich Stanley looke to your Wife : if the conuey
Lecters to Kienmond, you (hall anfwer e,
Trck, Whac fayces your Highnelle to my iuft requeft 2
.Ruh. 1doe remember me, Fenry the Sixt
Dt prophecie,ihat Richmond (hould be King,
When Richmond was a little pecuif}p Boy,
A King perhaps. .

Buck, May i¢ pleale you to refolue me in my fuit,

Ruch. Thoutroublet me,l em not inthe vaine, Exst.

Buwek. Andisicthus? repayes he my deepe feruice
With fuch contempt > made Y him King for this ?
O let me thinke on Haftings and be goue
To Brecnock,while my fearefull Headison,  Exis.

Enter Tyrrel.

Tyr. Thetyrannous and bloodic A& is dene,

The moft arch deed of pittious maffacre ™
at
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O thus (quoth Digbron) lay the gentle Babes :
Thus,thus (quoth®vrreff) girdling one another
Within their Alablafter innocent Armes:

Theit lips were fouse red Rofes on aflalke,

And i thewr Sumner Beauty kift each other.

A Bookeof Prayeeson thew pillow lay,

Whirh one (quoth Foncit) almoft chang’d my minde:
But oh the Diuelt, there che Villame Gopt ¢

When ‘I:riton thus told on, we finothered

The melt replemfhed {weet worke of Nature,

That from the pnme Cression ere Mcframed,
Henceboth are gone a1ch Confaunce and Remoife,
They could not{peake, and 1o I lefrthem both,

To beare this ty dings to the bloody King,

Enter Ricihard.

And heere he comes. All health my Soneraigne Lord.
Ric. Kinde Turreld, am I happy inthy Newes,

Tir. 1f7>haue done the thing you gauc in charge,
Begetyour happinefle, be happy then,

Foritisdone.

Rich. Butdid'ft thou fec them dead.

T, 1did my Lord.

Rich. Andboried gentle Torel,

Tsr. The Chaplainc of the Tower hath buried them,
But whicre (§ lay the truth) Tdonot know.

Rich, Cotne to me Tsriel {oone,and after Supper,
When thou fhalt tell the procefle of their deach,
Meane ume,but thinke how [ may do the good,

And be inberitor of thy defize.

Farewell csll chen.

7sr. 1humbly take my leaue.

Rich, TheSonne of Clarence haue Ipentvp clofe,
His daughter meanly haue I matcht it marninge,
The Sonnes of Edward (lcepe in Abrabawss bolome,
And _Aune my wife hath bid this world goodmght,
Now for { know the Britain® Rschmond aymes
At yong Elizabeth my brothers daugher,

And by that knot lookes proudly on the Crowne,
To her go L,aiolly thrwing wooer,

Enter Ratcliffa,

Ras. My Lotd,

Rich. Good ot bad newes,that thou com’ftin fo
bluntly ?

Ras.Bad news my Lord, CMowrton is fled to Richmond,
And Buckingham backe with the hardy Welthmen
Isin thefield,and ftill his power encreafeth,

Reh. Ely with Richmond troubles me more neere,
Then Buckingham and his rath Jeuted Strength,
Come, 1 hauelesrn'd, that fearfull commenting
Is Ieaden feruitor to dull delay,

Delay leds impotent and Snaile-pac’d Beggery

‘I Thenficric expedition ve my wing,

Ioues Mercury,and Herald for e King :

Go mufter men : My counfaileis my Sheeld,
Wemuftbe breefe, when Traitors zrauc the Field.

Exeuss,

\

T ——
T hat euer yec this Land was guilty of : ! .
Dughton anz Forreff,who 1 did fuborne \ Scena 7_'5)11‘1 .
To do this p ecce of ruthfull Butchery, ;
Albeit they were flefht Villanes, bloody Dogges, —— ——
Mcelted with tenderneffe,and milde compaffion,
“Wept hike to Chuldren, intheir deaths fad Story. Enter old Queene Margarer.

Mar. Sovow profperity begins to mellow,
And drop inze the rotten moutch of death:
Heere in thefe Confines {lily have [ lurke,
To watch the waining of minc enemues.
A dire induction,am L wunefle to, ]
Aod will 1o France,hoping the confequence
\\ 1l proue as bucter,blacke, and Tragicall,
Wiihdraw thee wretched dlurgarer, who comes Lieere ?

Enter Datcheffe and Queene,

QOn. Alimy poorc Princes! ah my tender Babes ¢
My vablo vew Flowres, new appearing fiwcets :
If yet your geiale foules flye in the Ayre,
Aud benot fixtin doome perpetnall,
Houer about me aith your ayery wings,
And heare your mothers Lamentation,
Mar. Houer aboucher, fay that right for right
Hath dim'd your Infantmorne,to Aged night
Dat. So many mifcries haue craz’d my voyce,
That iy woe-wearicd tongue s {hilland mute.
Edward Flantagenet, vihy art thou dead ?
Mar, Plantagenet doth quit Plartagenet,
Edwardfot Edward, payes a dywng debe.
. Wiltthou,O God, fiye from fuch gentle Lambs,
And throw themin the intrailes of the Wolfe 7
When didft tiou fleepe, wher fuch a deed was done ?
Atar. Wlenboly Harry dyed,and my fweet Sonae.
Dut Dead life,blind fight, poore mortall living ghoft,
Woes Scence, W orlds fhame,Graues due, by life viurpt,
Breefe abftralt and record of tediaus dayes,
Reftthy vnreft on Englandslawfull earth, -
Volawtully made drunke with innocent blood,
Qu. Ahtbhatthou would'tt zffoeneafloord a Grane,
As thou canft yeelda melancholly feate;
Then would I mde my bones ncireft themheere,
Ah who hathany c2ufe to mourne but wee ?
Mar. 1£20dient forrow be mof reuerent,
Giue mine the bencfit of figneurie,
And letmy grecfes frowne ontive vpper hand
1f forrow can admit Society.
1 bad an Edward,ull a Recbardkill'd him
I had z Husband, till 2 Richard kill'd him :
Thouhad R an Edward, till a Richard kill'd him :
Thouhad't a Richerd, ull a Rechard kill'd him.
Dat. 1had a Richard too,and thou did'ft kill him 3
1had a Rutlandteo, thou hop'ft ro kill him, .
Mar, Thouhad'@ a Clarence coo,
And Richard ki)l him.
From forththe kennell of chy wombe hath crept
A Hcll-hound that doth hunt vs allto death:
Thar Dogge, thathad his teeth before hiseyes,
To worry Lambes, end lap their gentle bleod ;
That foule defacer of Gods handy wotke :
Thatreignesin gauled eyes of weeping foules :
That excellent grand Tyrant of the earth,
Thy wombe let locfe ta chefe vs to our graues.
O vpright,iuft,and true~difpofing God,
How do I thanke thee,thas this carnall Curre

Praye J
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Prayes on the iffue of his Mothers body,
And makes her Pue-fellow with others mone,
Dut, Oh Harries wife, criumph notin my woes :
God witne(fe with me, I haue wept for thine.
Mar, Beare with me: I am hungry for reuenge,
And now I cloy me with beholding it.
Thy Edward he is dead, thatkill'd my Edward,
The other Edward dead, to quit my Edward:
Yong Yorke,he is but boote, becaufe both they
Macchtnot the high perfe&ion of my loffe.
Thy Clarence heisdead, that flab’d my Edward,
And the beholders of this franticke play,
Th'adulterate Haffings, Riuers Uanghan,Gray,
Vntimely fmother’d in their dusky Graues,
Richard yetlines, Hels blacke Intelligencer,
Onely referu’d theirFadtor, to buy foules,
And fend them thither : But ac hand,at hand
Infues bis pittious and vnpictied end.
Earth gapes,Hell burnes, Fiends roare, Saints pray,
To haue him fodainly conuey’d fromhence :
Cancell his bond of life, deere God I pray,
That I may live and fay, The Dogge is dead.
9x. Othoudid'ftprophefie,the timewould come,
That I fhould wifh for thee to helpe me curfe
That bottel'd Spider,that foule bunch-back'd Toad.
Mar. 1call’d thee then,vaine flourifh of my fortune:
T call’d thee then,poore Shadow,painted Qeen,
The prefentation of but what I was;
The flattering Index of a direfull Pageant;
One heaw'da high,to behuil’d downe below :
A Mother onely mockt with two faire Babes ;
A dreame of what thou waft, s garifh Flagge
T be the ayme of euery dangerous Shot;
A figne of Dugnity,a Breath,a Bubble;
A Queencinieat, onely tofillthe Scene, -
Where is thy Husband now? Where be thy Brothers 2
Where be thy two Sonnes? Wherein doft thou Joy ?
Who fues,and kneeles,and fayes,God fauethe Quecne ?
Where be the bending Peeres that flattered thee?
%V:lcxc be the thronging Troopes that followed thee?

in il thig,and fee what iow thou art.
For happy foc,aWWow?
For ioviull Mather, one that wailes the name :
For one being fued too, e that humbly (ves:
For Queene, avery Cayufte, crown'd with care :
For (hethau fcorn'd at me, now fcorr’d of e s
For fhe being feared of all,now fearing one::

|For the commanding all, obey’d of none.

Thus hath the cour(e of Tuthce whitl’d sbout,
And lefc thee buta very prey to time, .
Hauing no more but Thought of what thou waft.
To tortare thee the more,being what thou arg,
Thou didf v({urpe my place, and dof thou not
Viuspe the iuft proportion of my Sorrow ?
Now thy proud Necke,beare, halfe my burthen’d yoke,
From which,euen heere 1 flip my wearied head,
And leaue che burthen of it all,on thee,
Farwell Yorkes wife, and Queene of fad mifchance,
Thefe Englifh woes, (hall make me fmile in France.
9n. Q thou well skill'din Curfes (tay a-while,
Andteach me how to curfe nung encmies.
21ar. Forboareto fleepe the night,and faft the day
Compare dead hapgincﬂ’c,with living woe :
Thinke that thy Babes were {weeter then chey were,
And hethar flew them fowler then heis:
Bett'ring thy loffe, makes the bad caufer worfe,

—

Reuoluing this,will teach thee how to Cusfe.!

Zs. My words are dull, O quicken them with thine.

Mar. Thy wees will make them fharpe,

And pierce like mine. Exit Margaret.

Du:. Why fhould calamity be full of werds ?

Q. Windy Atturnies to their Clients Woes
Ayery fucceeders of intzfline ioyes, ’
Poore breathing Orators of miferies,

Let them haue Icope, though what they will imparr,
Helpenothing els, yetdothey eafe the hare,

Dat. 1ffothen, benot Tongue-ty'd:go withme,
Andin the breath of bitter words, let’s fmother
My damned Son,that thy two fweer Sonnes fmother’d,
The Trumpet founds, be copious in exclaimes.

Enter King Richard,and his Traine.
Rich, Who intercepts me in my Expedition ?
Dat, O fhe, that might haue intercepted thee
By Rrangling thee in her acenrfed wombe,
From all the {laughters{ Wretch)that thou haft done.
Qu, Hid'@ chou that Forhead with a Golden Crowne
Where't fhould be branded, if that right were righe ?
The flaughter of the Prince that ow'c that Crowne,
And the dyre death of my poore Sonnes,and Brothers.
Tell me thou Villaine-flaue, whereare my Children ?
Dxt. Thou Toad, thou Toade,
Whereis thy Brother Clarence ?
And little Ned Plantagenet Ins Sonne ?
2n. Whetes the genile Rewers,Uanghan,Gray ¢
Dut. Whercis kinde Haftmgs?
Rich. A flounifb Trumpets,ftrike Alsrum Drummes :
Let not the Heaucns heare thele Tell-tale women
Raile on the Lords Annointed, Strikel fay,
Flowrifb. eAlarvms,
Either be paticar,and intreat me fayre,
Or with the clamorons report of Warre,
Thus will 1 drowne your exclamations.
Dxs. Artthou my Sonne?
Rich, 1,1thanke God my Father,and your felfe,
Dmt. Then pauently heare iy 1mpatience.
Ricb. Madam,] haue atouch of y our condition,
That cannot brooke the accent of reproofe.
Dut, O let me fpeake. 'L
Rich, Dothen,but Ile not heare, '
Dut: 1 will be milde, and gentle in my words.
Rich. Andbreefe(good Mother)for Iamin haft,
Dur. Arcthoufo hafly? 1 haue {taid for thee
(G~d knowes)in torment and in agony,
Rich. And came [not at laft to comfort you?
Dat. Noby the holy Rood,thou know’ft it well,
Thou cam’f} on carth, to make the earch my Hell.
A greeaous burthen was thy Birth to me,
Tetchy and wayward was thy Infancie. '
Thy School-daies frightfull,defp’rate,wilde,and furious,
Thy prime of Manhood,daring,bold,and venturous;
Thy Age confirm'd, proud, fubtle,{lye,and bloody,
More milde, but yet more harmfull ; Kinde in hatred :
What comfortable houre canft thou name,
That euer grac’d me with thy company ?
Rich. Faith none,but Hwwfre Hower,
That call'd your Grrace
To Breakefalt once,forth of my company.
If I be fo difgracious in your eye, )
Let me march on,andnot offend you Madam.
Strike vp the Dromme,

Dms. 1 prythee heare me fpeake,
Rich.

/e
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" Ruch, You fpeske too bitcerly,
Dut. Heareme aword:

 Eor I {hall neuer fpeake to thee againe,

Rech. So,

Dwt. Enther tou wilt dye,by Godsiuft erdinance
Ere from this warre thou turne aConqueror :
Or Fwith grecfe and extreame Age (hall perifh,
And neuer more behold thy face againe.
Theretore take with thec iny moft greenous Curfe,
Which i the day of Batrell yre thee more

! Thenall the compleat Armour thatthouwear it

My Prayers on the aduer(= pa.ty Aahe,
And there the littte fou, 5 ot £ dwards Children,
Whifper the Spinits ot bz T nemics,
And promife them Succetle ard Vidtory =
Bloody thou art, bloody will bz eivvend .
Shame ferues chy hic, 2ud oty death sezend, B,
Y. Though farmore evife - et et feife ipinceo curle
Abudesinme, [ oy Amento =,
Rich, Stay Madam T miiit .caword with you,
Ku. Thauenomaie s of the Royali Biood
For thee o flavheer. Formy Daughters(Richard)
They fhall be praying "Nunne, not weeping Qucenes:
And thereforelenell nat oy by e chair liues,
Rich, Youhaucadrghter call'd Elrz iherh,
Verwuous and Faire, Royallan Gracious?
QOun. Andmultfhedye forthis? Oletherlive,
Aud e corrupt her Manners, taine her Beauty,
Slander my Sclfe,as falfe to Edwardsbed :
Throw ouer herthevaile of Infamy,
So (he may live vnfcat'd of bleeding flaugher,
Iwill ontetle fhe was not Ldwards daughzer.
Kich. Wrong not her Ryech, fhe 1sa Royall PrincefTe,
Ou Tofaucherlife, ety fre1snnt fo,
Keeh, Heehfeis 0500 selgn herbyith,
Qu Andon-ly 2l itetg,dycd het Brothers.,
Rien, Locatiléw Buth,glod flarres were oppolite.
L. No,rocheirliues,ill friends were contrary,
Pyen! Allvaavoyded sthe doome of Defliny,
QOx. True:when 1uoyded grace makes Dettiny,
My Babes were dethin’d to a fairer death,
If grace had bie(tthee with 3 fairer Iife,
Rich, Youfpeake asifthat T had{laine my Cofins?
2u. Cofinsindecd, and by their Ynckle couzend,
OfComfort.Kingdome Kindred,Freedome; Life,
Whofke hand (ocucr lanch’d their tender hearts,
Thy head(all indire@ly)gane direion.
Ne doubt the murd’tous Knifc wasdulland blune,
Till it was whetted on thy ftone-herd heart,
To reuell intheIntratles of my Lambes,

Butthat fill vie of grecfe, makes wilde preefe tame,
My tongue fhould to thy cares not name my Boyes,
Till thatmy Nayles were anchor'd i thine eyes : -
And Tin fucha defp’rate Bay of death,

Like a poore Barke, of L.iles and tackhing reft,
Rufh all to peeces on thy Rocky bofome,

Richs Madam,fothie ] in my enterprize
Anddangerous facceflc of bloody warres,
AsTintend more gnodtoyou and yours,

Then cuer you and yours by me were harm'd.

2. What good is'couer’d with the face of heauen,
To be difcouered,that can do me good.

Rich. Th'aauancement of your children,gentle Lady
Qn. Vp to fome Scaffold,thereto lofe their heads,
Rech. Vntothe dignity and heighe of Fortane,

The highImperisll Type of ths earths glory,

i :‘A’

g
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Q». Flatter my forrow with report of at:

Tell me,what State,what Dignrty,what Honor,
Canft thou demife to any clulde of mine.

Rich. Euen all L hauc; Liand my felfeand all,

Will I withall indow a childe of thine:

So in the Lethe of thy ang 1y foule,

Thoudrowne the {ad remembrance ot thole wronys,
\Which thou fuppnfett | Fau= donc totucee,

Qu. Debreeteleatthre e procefle of th.y kindneffe
Laftloneertelling then v hoidnzlic date

Rich, Toenkoow,

Thaccommy Soule, 1 Hotethy Davehier,

Cu. My drwgnters Mother thinkes it wich her foule,

Rweh. Whatdo you thinke?

e, Tratthoudoltlouc my danghter fram thy foule
Sofrom thy Soules loue dilit thout uchet Biothers,
And froin my hearts loue, I do thanke thector .

Kuch, Benot (o hafty to contound my meaning 2
I meane that with my Soule Tlone thy daughrer,

And dointend to make her Queene of Engiand,
Ou Wellthen,who dolt y meane fhallbe her King.
Rich., Euen he thatmakesher Quceae :
Who elie houldbee?
Lig. “hat,thou?
FRich. Euenfo: How thinke you of it 2
#, How canft thou woo her?
Rich, Thaelwould learne of you,
As onc being beftacquainted with her humour.
#. And wiltthoilcarne of me ?
Rich. Madam,with a1’ my heart, .
., Sendtober by the manihaeflew her Brothers,
A paire of bleeding hearcs : the,eon tigraue
Edward and Torke, then haply will the weepe :
Therefore prefent to her,as fometime Aargares
Didto thy Father, {teept.n Putlands blood,
Ahand-kercheete, which fay to her did dreyne
The purple fappe fromm her fweet Brothers body,
And bid her wipe her weeping eyes withall,
If this inducement moue her not to loue,
Send hera Letter of chy Noble deeds:
Tell her,thou mad'it away her Vinckle Claremce,
Her Vinckle Rimers, 1 (and for her fake)
Mad'f quicke conueyance with her good Aunt Awwe,

Kb, Youmocke me Madam, this not the way
To wiyourdaughter,

2n. Thereisno other way,

Vnlefle thou could’t put on fome other thape,
And notbe Richbard,that hath done all chis.

Kic, Saythat 1 didall thisfor loue of her,

Qu. Naythenindeed fhe cannot choofe but hate thee
Havuing bought loue, with fuchablocdy fpoyle,

Rech. Lookewhat isdone, cannotbe now smended :
Men {hall deale vnaduredly fometimes,
Which after-houres giues leyfure torepent,
Jf I did take the Kingdome from your Sonnes,
To makeamends, lle giue it to your daughter :
1f1 haue kilPd theiffue of your wombe,

To quicken your encreale, I will beger

M:ne yflue of your blood, vpon your Daughter:
A Grandams name is little lefle in loue,

Thenis the doting Title of a Mother ;

They arc as Children but one fieppe below,
Euen of your mettall,of your very bicod :

Of all one paine, faue for a night of groanes
Endur’d ofPhcr, for whom you bid hike fotrow,
Your Children were vexation to your youth,

. o

.
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But mine (hall be s comfort to your A _g;,_ ’Il;y Crowt—!e_vfu-rp'd, difgxa—é’d h?s_xhgly Glory:
1ffomething thou would'ft fweare to be beleew'd,

The loffe you haue, is buta Sonne being King,

And by that loffe,your Daughter 1s made Qyeene. Sweare then by fomething, that theu haft not wrong'd,
1 cannot make you what amends I would, Rich, Thenby my Selfe,
Thereforeaccept fuch kindnefleas I can. QOw. ThySelfe,is {elfe-mifvs'd.

Derfet your Sonne, that with a fearfull foule Rich. Now by the World,

Leads difcontented fleppes in Forraine foyle, Sn. "Tis full of thy foule wrongs,

This faire Alhance, quickly fhall call home Rich, My Fathers death, o

Tohigh Promotions,and Ercat Dignity. Q. Thylifchathit dithonor’d.

The King that calles your beauteous Daughiter Wife, Rich. Why then,by Heauen.

Familiarly (hall call thy Dorfet,Brother : Qu, Heanens wrongismoftofall: .

Againe fhally-ou be Mother toa King : 1f thou didd f& feare to breake an Oath with him,
And alt the Ruines ot diftreffefull Times, The vuity the King my husband made,

Repayt'd with double Riches of Content, Thou had ftnot broken, nor my Brothers died.
Wgat? we haue many goodly dayes to fee : 1fthou had @ fear'd to breake an oath by him,
Theliquid drops of Teares that you have thed, Th'imperiall mettall, circling now thy head,

Shall come againe, transform’d to Orient Pearle, Had grac'd the tender tempies of my Child, .
Aduantaging their Loue,with intereft Andboth the Princes had bene breathing heere,
Often-times double gaine of happinefie. W hich now two tender Bed-fellowes for duft,

Go then (my Mother)to thy Daughter go, Thy broken Faith hath made the prey for Wormes,
Make bold her bafhfull yeares,with your experience, What can'@t shou fweare by now,

Prepare her eares to heare 2 Woers Tale, Rich. Thetime to come,

Put in hertender heart, th'afpiring Flame 24, Thatthou haft wronged in che time ore-paft:
OfGolden Soueraignty : Acquatat the Princefle For I my {elte haue many teares to wafh

With the fwect filent hourcs of Mariiage ioyes: Heereafter time, for ime palt,wrongd by thee,

And when this Arme of mine hath chaflifed The Childrentiue,whole Fathers thou haft flaugheer'd,
The petey Rebell, dull-brain’d Ruckrgharm, Vngouesn'd youth, to waile it with theirage:

Bound with Triumphant Garlands will | come, The Parents live,whole Children thou haft butcher'd,
And leade thy daughter to a Conquerors bed: Old barren Plants, to waile it with their Age,

To whom [ will retatle vy Conquel wonne, Sweare not by rime to come, for thac thou hatt

And fhe halbe fole Vidtorefle,Cafars Cfar. Miivs'deie v d, by tinesll-vs’d repaft,

Qs What were I befl to {ay, her Fathers Brother Kich. As1cnund o profper,andrepent:

Woild be her Lovd ? O« fhall [ fay her Vakle ? So thriue 1 nmy dangerous Aflayies
Orhethatflewher Brothiersand her Vohles? Of hoftile Armes - My felfe, my felfe confound :
Vader what Tizle hxll 1 woo far thee, Heauen,and Uortune barie me happy houres:

That God,he Lavi.oy Honor,and her Leue, Day,yecld me not thy light; nor Night,thy reft,

Can mzke feeme pleafing to hertendery cares? Be oppolite ail Plancts afgood lucke

Rich 1nferre fac Englands peace by t..is Alhance. Tony proceeding, if with deere hearss loue,
@x  Whoschfhe fhall purchafe with tullafhing warre. | Immaculate deuotion,holy thoughts,

Rh. Tellner,the Xmg thar may command, intieats. | 1teadernot thy beauticus Princely daugheer.
Qu. Thac acher haads,whichthekags King forbids, | Inher, contils my Happineile,and thine s

R.zh, Say fne(hailibea Highand M-ghrv Qreene. Withcuc her, followes to my felfe, and thee;
An. Tovaiethe Title,as her Mothe doth. Her felfe,the Land,atd many aChriftian foule,
Rich. Say Iwilllous her euethiflingly. Death, Defolation,Ru.ne,and Decay :
QOw. Bithow loag thall thatuutle cuer iafi? It cannot be auoyded, but by this:
1 R.ch. Sweetdyintorce,vnto her tawre liues end. It will not be auoyded, butby this,
Qu, Buthow long tairely thall her fweer hfelaft ? Therefore deare Mother (1 mufl call you fo)
Rizh. Aslong 3s Heauenand Neture lengthens it Be the Attutney of my loue toher:
Qu, AsiongasHelland Rschardlikes ofit. Pleade what I wlibe, net what T have beene;
Rech. Say,l her Soueraizne,am her Subie@ low. Not my deferts, bur what I wall deferue s
Ow. But fhe your Subicét,lothes fuch Soueraignty. Vige the Neceffity and ftate of times,
Rich. Becloquentin my bebalfeto her. And benot peeuifh found,in great Defignes,
Qu Anhoneftrale fpeeds beft,being plainly told. Qu, Shall I be tempted of the Diucl thus?
Rich. Theaplanly ro her, tell my loung tale. Rich. 1,itthe Diuclltempt youto do good,
Qu. Pluacandnot honel},is too harih a fiyle. Du. Shall I forget my felfe,to be my felfe.
Rich, YourRealcns are too fhallow,and to quicke. Ruh, 1,if your lelfes remembrance wrong your felfe,
L. O no,my Rerfons aretoo deepe and dead, Qu. Yerthoudidft kil my Children.
T 00 Jeeje and dead (poore Infants in their graues, Rich, Butin your daughtcrs wombe 1bury them,
Harpe oa il fhall [ull beart-finngc breake. Where in that Neft of Spicery they will breed
Rich. Harpenot onthat firing Madam, tharispaft, Selues of themfrlues, to your recomforture.
Now by my George,my Garter,and my Crowne. 2u, Shalll go winmy daugheerto thy will?
Ox Prophan'd, dithonor'd,and the third viurpe, Rich. Andbeahappy Mother by the deed.
Kich. 1{weare. Y, 1go,wntctomevery fhortly,
u. By nothing, for this isno Oath : Andyou fhal vaderfland from mehermind.  Exst Q
TrvGeorge prophan’'d; hath loft his Lordly Horor; Rich. Beare her my true loucs kiffe,and fo farewell.
‘l'l'hy Garcer blemifh’d, pawo’d his Knightly Vertue ; Relenting Foole,and {hallow.changing Woman. "
How
» o —————
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i How now, what ncwes ?
Ewnter Ratcliffe,

Rat. Moft mightie Soueraigne,on the Welterne Coaft
Rideth a puiffane Nauie : to our Shores
Throng many doubtfull hollow-hearted friends,
Vinarm'd,and vorefola’d to beat them backe,
*T1s thoughe,that Riehmond is their Admurall :
And there they hull,expeting bur the aide
Of Buckmgham to welcome them afhore.
Rich Some light-toot fuiend poit to § Duke of Norfolk:
Ratciiffe thy (elfe, ot Catesby where 1s hee ?
{st. Here,my good Lord.
Ruch. Casesby, fiye tothe Duke,
cat. 1 will,my Lord,with all conuenient hafte.
Rich. Casesby come hither,pofie to Salisbury:
When thou com’ft thither: Dull vooundfull Villaine,
Why ftay'ft thou here,and go'ft not to the Duke ?
Cas.Fiett,mighty Licge icll me your Highneffe pleaiure,
What from your Grace | fhall delser to him.
Rich. Otrue,good (aresby bid bim leuie firaight
The greateft itrengeh and povser that he can make,
And meet me {uddenly at Salisbury,
Cat, 1goc, Evir.
Rar. What, may it pleafe you, fhallIdoe at Salis-
busy ?
Ry:cb. Why. what would'ft thou doe there, before ]
oe?
F ‘Rat. Your Highoefle told me I (hould pofte before,
‘Ricb. My minde s chang'd:

Enter Lord Stanley,

Stanley, what newes with you ?

StaNove good my Liege,to pleafe you wich y hearing,

Nor none fo bad,but well may be reported.

Rich. Hoyday.a Riddle,neither good norbad:

What need'ft thou runne fo many miles about,

When thoumaye(t tell thy Tale che neereft way ?

Once more,what newes ?

Stam, thbmong is on the Scas,
Rech, Therelet himn finke,and be the Seas on him,

W hite-liuer’d Runnagate,what doth he there? -
Stan. 1know not,mighue Soucraigne,but by guefle,
Rich. Well,as you gueffc,

Stan. Sute’d vp by Dorfet, Buckmgbam,and Aforton,

He makes tor England,here to clayme the Crowne.
Rich, Isthe Chayre emptie? isthe Sword vnfway'd ?

Is the King dead ? che Empire vipoffe(t ?

What Heire of Yorke is there aline,but wee ?

And who isEnglands King,but ircat Yorkes Heire ?

['hentellme,what makes he vpon the Seas ?

Stan, Volefle for thac,my Liege,l cannot gueffe,
Kuch. Vniefle for that he comesto be your Liege,

You cannot guefle wheretore the Welchman comes,

Thou wilt reuolt,and five to him, 1 feare.

Stan. No,my goond Lord,thercfore miftruft me not.

Rich. Where is thy Power then,to beac him back ¢

Where be thy Tensnts,and thy tollowers ?

Arcthey nor now vpon the Wefterne Shore,

Safe-conducting the Rebels from their Shippes ?

Stan. No, my good Lord, my fiends sre in the

North.

Rich. Cold friends to me: what do they int the Nortt:,

l When they fhould ferue thesr Soueraigneia che Weft?

\

\
|

}
f

———

Stan. They haue not been commandcd.migbty King:

Pleafeth your Maieftie to giue me lcaue,
Ile mufter vp my friends,and meet your Grace,
Where,and what time your Maiettie (hall pleafe.
Rich. I,thou would'ft be gonc,to 10yne with Rechmend:
But lie nottiuft thee.
Stan. Moft mightie Soueraigne,
You haue no caufe to hold my friendfhip doubefull,
[ neuer was,nor neuer will be falfe,

Rucb. Goethen,and mufter men:but leaue behind
Your Sonne Grorge Stanley : looke yout heart be firme,
Or elfe liis Heads affurance is but fraile. -~

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

Exit Stanley.

[

Enter a Meffenger.

M. My gracious Souersigne,now in Deuonﬁ;ir:,
As 1 by friends am well sduertifed,
Sir Edward ((ewrsney,and the haughtie Prelace,
Bithop of Exeter,his elder Brother,
With many moe Confederates,ase in Armes,

Enter anotber Maffonger,

Mefl. In Kent,my Licge,she Guiifords sre in Armes,
And cuery houre more Competitors

Flocke to the Rebels,and thew power growes firong,
Esnter ansther ¥ ¢ffenger.

M:f. My Lord,the Armie of great Buckimgbam,
Rsch, Ous on ye,O wles,nothing but Songs of Desth,
He fireketh bim.
There,take thou that till thou bring better newes,
Mefl. Thenewes Ibhaue totell your Maieftie,
Is,that by fudden Floods,and fall of Waters,
Buckingbams Armie is difpers’d and fcatter'd,
And he himfelfe wandred away alone,
No man knewes whither.
Rxch, 1erytheemercie:
These is my Purfe,to cure that Blow of thine,
Hath a0y well-aduifed fricod proclaym'd
Rewaerd 2o him that brings the Traytos in ?
Mef. Such Proclamation hath becn made,my Lord,

Enter amather Meffenger.

Mef]. Sit Themas Lenel,s0d Lord Marquefle Derfer,
"T1s {aid my Liege,in Yorkethire are in Armes s
But chis good comfort bring I to your Highnetle,
The Brittaine Nauieis difpers’d by Tempeft,
Richmond in Dorfecfhire fent outa Boat
Vito the fhore,to aske thofe on the Banks,
1f they were his Affiftants, yes,arno?
Who anfwer'd him,they came from Backagham,
Vpon hus partie : he miftrufting them,
Hovs'd fayle,snd made his courfe againe for Brittaine,
Ricb. March on,match on,fince we are vp 1o Armes,
1f not to fight with forraine Enemies,
Yet to beat downe thefe Rebels here at home,

Enter Cateshy.

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

g
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Is with i mighty power Landed at Milford,
Iscolder Newes, but yet they muftbetold,
Rich. Awaytowards Salsbury,while we reafon here,
ARoyail batteil might be wonne and loft:
Somc one take order Buckiogham be brought
To Salsbury, the reft match on withnfe.  Fiors/b. Exonst

Scena @”m.

. — e —

Entir Derby,and Sur Chriftcpher,

Der, Sic Chroftopher,tell Kichmond this from me,
Thatin the Rye ot the moft deadly Bore,
My Soane Grerge Stanley is franke vp inhold :
If I reucls, oft goes yong Georges head,
The feare of that,holds off my prefent ayde.
So get thee gonc : commend me tothy Lord.
Withall fay, thetghe Quicene hath heartly confented
He thould etpoufe Elszsbesh hu dangiicr.
Buttell me,whesg is Princely Richmond now?
Chri. AtDenbroke,or at Hertford \Wett in Wiles,
Der. What men of Name refort to nin,
Chre, Sir Walter Heroert, a tenowned Souldics,
Sir Gulbe t Taibaty Sic Willgam Stanley,
Oxford, tedoubred Pembro’ « Siv Lomes {lunt,
And Rece ap Thomas, witha valiant Crew,
And many other of greztname an-d worth:
And towards Lonidon do they bend their power,
1f by the way they be not foughe withall.
Der. Well hye theeto thy Lord : 1kiffe his hand,
My Leteer will refolue hum of my nunde.

Farewell, Exeunt

untus. Scena Prima.

Aelus

Enter Buckingham with Haloe-d led
to Execution

Bme, \Willnot g Ruchardlecme fpesne with him?

‘Sher. No a.y ¢)od I ora,thcrefore be pauent.

Buc,- Hoflirgs. and Edwards childien,Gray & Romers,
Holy King Henry,and chy farre Soanc Edwacd, -
Vaazhan, and.all that havemilcarried .
By vnder-hand corrupted foule in:uttice,
If that your moody difconteated toules,
Do throu,h the clowds beholditus present houre |
"Luen forrizenne mocke my deftru&ion.
Thisis Ali-lollo duy (Fellow isitnoe?

Sher. Ttus,

Bue.Why then Al-foules day,is my bodies doomfday
Thisis the day,v. luch in King Edwards time
I wfh'd migne fall on me,when I was found
Falfc to his Children,and his Wiues Allies,
This 15 the dgy.wherein T withr to falt
By the falfe Faith of him whom moft I erufted.
This, this All-foules day to my fuarfull Seule,
Is the determin’d refpit of my wrongs .
That hugh All-fecr,which ] dallicd wirh,

y —

i

Hath turn’d my fained Prayeroa my head,

And giuen in esrne},what I begg'dinieft.

Thus doth he force the fwards of wicked men

To turne their owne points in their Mafters bofomes.
Thus Mergarsss curie falles hesuy on my necke :

- When he (quoth fhe)(hall fplic thy heart with forrow,

Remember #4argaret wasa Prophetefle :

| Come leade me Officers tothe blocke of thame,

Wrong hath but wreng,and blame the due of blame.
Exenwt Buckingham with O fficers.

—

Scena Secunda.

Enter Richmond, Oxford Blunt, Hovbers, and
others with drum and colowrs, -

Richm Fellowes in Armes.and my moft louing Frends
Bruis'd ynderneath the yoake of Tyranuy,|
Thus farre into the bowels of the L-n4,

Haue we marcht on withcut impeainent

And Licere recewue we from our I aihier Standey

Lines of taire comtortand encouragerent -

The wretched, bloc fy ard viure e o Boaze,
{Thatfpoyl'd your Summai Freld- « d tinefull Vines)
Swilles yourwarmblooi Like waih & makes tus trough
In your embowel d Lofomes . flas foule Swine

Is row eueninthe Centry ot thas |ie,

Ne'retoths Towne ot Leicener,as we learne ;

From Tamworththiiber,is but vue duyesmarca,
InGodsname checerely on, comagious I siends,

To reape the Maruelt of perpetuall peace,

Ry this 0ne bloody tryall of (harpe Wane,

Oaf. Euzry mans Confucnce s 1t suiand mea,
To fightaganft thus gmlty Homiaide,

Her, 1 doubenotbut his Friends will turne to vs.

Biunt.He hathno firends,but what are triends for fear,
Whickin his deereft ae~de «all Ay e trom tum,

Ruhm Alltcrourvairage,therinGodsamnemarch,
True Hopeiis fw it and ﬂ,cs with Swallowes wings,
iirgsitmakes Gousyand weane? creatures Kings,

Excumi Omnes,

Enter Kimg Richardin s Arm:e with Nurfulke, Rate ffe,
andthe Earle of Swrrey,

Ruch Here pitch our Teur,cuen here i1 13w orth field,
My Lord ot Suirey,why lo- ke youfofad e
Sar. My heart 1s ten times hghter then my lookes,
Reh, My Lotd ot Moriulke,
Ner. Heuemoft gracious Liege.
Ruch. Norfolhe,we muft haue knockes :
Ha, muft wenot?
Nor, Wemuftboth gise and take my louing Lord.
Rich, Vp withmy Tent,heere wil I lye to night,
But where to morrow ? Well.all’s one for that.
Who hach defcried the number of che Traitors 2
Nor. Six of feuen thonfand is their vemoft power,
Rich. 'Why our barraha tebbles that account:
Befides,the Kingsr:ame is a Tower of frength,
Whicli thev vpon the adverle Factinn want,
Vp withthe Tent : Come Noble Genileraen,
Lec vs furuey the vantage of the . rourd,
Call for fome men of {ound dircétron s

Let's
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Lec’s lacke no Difciphine, make no delay,
For Lords, to morrow is a bufie day. Exenns
Exier Kichmond, Sr Wiilsam Branden O x.
ford, and Dorfer.
Richm. The weary Sunne, bachinadeaGo'denier,
And by the bright Tradtot his fiery Carre,
Giues token of a yoodly day tomorrow.
St #sBsam Branden, you thall beare my Srandard -
Giue mefome Inkeand Paper 1n my Tent
le draw the Forme wnd Medcll ot our Batraie,
Limie cach Leader tobus {zuerali Cliarge,
And parcinw( proportion our fmali Po ae;
My Lord ot Ox{ord, you S ##1llsam b ander,
Aad your Sie Walter Herbert itay witiime
i Tuelade of Pembroke keepes his Repsinen:
Good Captaine Blunt, beare my goodni;hu eoinm,
Andby the fecond houre in the Mornuig .
Decfire the Farle tofee me i my Tene:
Yetone thing more (good C.praine ) do forme :
Where is Lord Stanley quanny d, do you know?
‘Biunt. Volefle | have miftane his Colours much,
(Which well Tamaflurd I hauenot done)
His Regiment lies halfe a Mile at leaft
South, from the mighty Power of the King.
Richm. 1f without persil it be poffible,
Sweet Biuns,make fome good meanes to fpesk with him
And giue hini from me, this mo(t needfull Note.
Blunt, Vponuwmy life,my Lord, Ile vndertakee,
And fo God giue you quict reft to mghe,
Richm. Good night good Captaine b/mut -
ComeCertlemnen
Letvs condult vpor to morrowes hufinefle ;
[atomy Tent, the Dew 1s rawe and cold.
They withdraw mictbeTent.

Lmer Rochard,Rascufie, Norfolke & (atesby,

Rich. Whatis'taClocke?

Car. TtsSupper ume my Lord, it's nine a clocke.

Kimng. Iwilinot fup tonighr,

Giue me fowme Inuc and Paper:

What, is my Besuer ealier thenitwas?

Aad all my Acmour faidinto my Tent?
Cat, Trismy Licgc : and all thingsareinreadinefle.
Rich. Good Norfolke,hye thectothy charge,

Vie careluil Watch, chaofe trufty Centinels,
Nor. 1 go my Lord.
Rech. Sar withthe Laike to morrow,gentle Norfolk.
Nor. T warrant youa my Lotd. Exie
Rich. Ratchiffe.
Rat. My Lozd.
Rich, Send outa Purfuiusnt at Armes

To Stanleys Regiment :bid himbring his power

Before Sun-rifing, leaft his Sonnc George fall

Into the blinde Caue of eternall nighe.

Fill me aBowle of Wine: Giue me a Watch,

Saddle white Surrey for the Ficld to morrow:

Look that my Staues be found, & not too heauy.Rare/iff.
Rat. My Lord. :
Rich.Saw'lt the melancholly Lord Northumberland?
Rat. Thomas the Earle of Surrey, and hunfelfe,

Much about Cockfhut tiswe, from Troope to Troope

Went theough the Army,chearing vp the Souldicis.
Kimg. So,lam fatisfied : Giue mea Bowle of Wine,

I'haue not chat Alacrity of Spirit,

TR " s A, o

Nox cheere of Minde that I was wone to haue.
Set it downe. Is Inke andPaper ready ?
Rat, Itis my Lord.
Rich, Bid my Guard watch, Leaue me,
Ruscliffe, about the mid of ight cometomy Tene
Andhelpetoarmeme. Leauemelfay.  Exit Ratclif.

Enter Derby to Rychmond m b Tent,

Der. Fortune,and Vi&tory fic on thy Helme.

Rech. All comfore that the darke night canaffoord,
Be to thy Perfors, Noble Fatherin Law. '
Tellme, how tares our Noble Mother 2

Der, 1by Attourney, ble(le thee frorathy Mother,
Who prayes continually for Richmonds good:
Somuch torchat. Thefilent houres feale on,

And flakie daskeneffe breakes within the Eatt.
In breefe, for (o the feafon bids vs be,

Prepare thy Battell carly in the Morning,
Andputthy Fortune to th’Arbitrement

Of bloodyv ltroakes,and mortall (taring Warre :
I,3s I my, thac whichl would. I cannet,

With beit. duancage will decere thetime,
Adaydethee nthis doubifull fhocke of Armets,
But on thy Gde | may notbe too forward,
Lealtbeng feene, thy Brother, tender George

Be execnted 1 hisFathers fighe,
Fairewellseteleyture, and the fearfull time

Cuts e'fihe ceremonious Vowes of Loue,
Aadampieenrerchange of fiveer Difcourfe,
\V" b fo long fundied Fricids fhould dwell vpon:
‘;od giucvs leyfure forthefe rires of Loue,
Once oiote Adieu, be vahane,and fpeed well.

Ricbm. Good Lords condut Limto his Regiment:
e trive wick aoubled noife, to tuhe a Nap,
Leftleaden {limaber peize me downe to morrow,
When I fhoutd moounc with wings of Viory :

Once more, good might kinde Lerds and Gentlemen.
Exennt. Maret Ricbmond,

O thou, whofe Captaine I .ccount my felfe,
Lookc o my Forceswitha graciouseye :
Put:ntheir handsthy bruifing Irons of wrath,
Thatthey may crufh downe with a hesuy fall,
Th'vurping Helmets of our Aduerfaries ;
Makevs thy numflers of Chafticement,
That we may praife thee in thy viGory :
Tothee I do commend my watchfull foute,
Erelletfall the windowes of inine eves :
Siceping,and wahing, oh defend me fill.

Enter the Ghoft of Promce Edward, Sennete

Henry tke fixt,

Ch to &s. Letme fic heauy on thy foule to morrow :
Tin-kehow thou (tab’t mein my prime of youth
AtTeukesbury : Diipaire therefore,and dye.

Choft to Richm. Be chearefull Richmond,
Forthewronged Soules
Ot butcher’d Princes, fight in thy behalfe :

King fenries 1{fue Richmond camforts thee.
Luter the Ghoft of Henry the fixs,

Chaff. \When I was mortall, my Anncinted body
By theewas punchedfulf of holes ;

Thinke onthe Tower, and me: Difpaire,snd dye,
Harry the fixe, bids thee difpaire,and dye,

ToRichm, Vertuous and holy be thou Conquerer ¢
Harry thac prophefied thou fhould'Rt be King,

Doth comfort theeinfleepe : Liue,and Rourifh,

t Enter

Sleeps.
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wier: the Gbofl of Clotense, ' - ; -

Ghoff. Let ywc fic heavy 11 thy toirlk to morrow.
Ithat was wafh'd to death with Fulfonre Wane: - ~
Poore (Tarence by thy guile betray’d to desth:
Tomosrow inthebatuelthinkeonme, -
Andfallthy edgclefle Sword,difpairc and dye. "

To Ricbm. Thou off-Ipring of the houfc of Lancafier
The wronged heyres of Yarke do prayfor thee,
Good Angels guard thy bateell, Liue and Flounth,

Enter the Ghofls of Rimers Gray und ¥ anghan.

Ris Lec me fic heauy 1n thy foule-tomorrow,

Riuers that dy’de at Pomfret : difpaire,and dye,
. Grey. Thinke vpon Grey, and let thy foule difpaire.
| Vaugh. Thinke vpon Paughan,and with guilty feare
[ Let fall thy Lance, difpaire and dye.
Alto Rechm. Awake, :

- And chinks our wrongs in Richerds Bofome,
Will conquerhim. Awake,and win the day.

' Enter 1the Ghoft of Lord Haftosgs.

Gbo. Bloody andl guilty : guiluly aw:fe
Andinabloody Battell end thy dayes.
Thiake on Lord Haftings: difpaire,and dye.
" Haft. to Rich. Quiet votroubled foule,
Awalmggevake :

Arqee, fighe,and conquer, for faire Englands fake. -
. Emterebe Gbosts of the two yong Princes.
Gbofts. Dr¢ame on thy Coufins

Smothered in the Tower :

Let vs be laid within thy bofome Rickard,

And weigh thee downe to ruine,(hame,and death,

Thy Nephewes foule bids thee difpaire and dye.
Ghofts to Richm. Sleepe Richmeond,

SleepeinPeace,and wake in foy,

Good Angels guatd thee from che Boares annoy,

Liue, and beget ahappy race of Kings,

Edwards yohappy Sonnes, do bid thee flourifh.,

- Emter the Ghoit of s Anne bus W sfe.
Ghoft te Rich. Richbard, thy Whfe,

That weeighed Awae thy Wife,

Thatneuer flept a quicc houre with thee,

Now filles thy {leepe with perturbations,

To morrow jn the Batgaile, thinke on e,

And fall thy edgeleffe Sword, difpaire and dye:
Ghaft 12 Richms. Thou qnict {oule,

Sleepe thoua quict fleepe:

Dicame of Succefle,and Happy Viltory,

Thy Aduerfaries Wife doth pray for thee.

Enter the GhoSt of Buckingham.
Ghoft toRech. The firlt was '

Thac help'd thee to the Crowne:

The laft was Ithat felzthy Tyraony.

0, in the Battaile think oa Buckingham,

And dye in terror of thy gultinefle.

Dreame on, dreame on, of bloody deeds and death,

Fanting difpaire  difpatring yeeld thy breath.
Ghaft t0 Richm, 1dyed for hope

Ere I couid lend thee Ayde;

But chieers thy heart, snd be thou not difinayde:

t God,and goed Angelsfighton Richmonds fide,

b And Rishard fall i haight of all us pride.

) Ruchard flures owt of bis dreame.
Riclpc Gipe me anothzr Horfe, bind vo my Wounds:

Haue mercy fefu. Soft, I did bucdreame.

O coward Confeience! how doft thou atflitme ?

The Lightsburneblew, Itisnotdead npdmght.

J'Cold fearefyll dyops Gand on my embling flefh.

£ 4
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What? do1 fearemy Selfe 3Therc'snone eifeby, - -
Ricbardloues Richard,thatie, 1amI, - Lard
Is there a Murtherer heere? No ; Yes, T am :

Then fiye; What from my Selfe ? Gresteeafon : why ?
Left IReuenge, What? my Selfe vpdn my Selfe ?
Alacke, loue my Selfe. Wherefore ? Por any good
That I my Selfe, have done vato my Selfe? '
Ono, Alas, I rather hatemy Selfe, )
For hatefull Deeds committed by my Selfe.

Tama Villaine : yet I Lye, 1 am not, '
Fooley of thy Sclfe fpeake well : Foole, do not flatter.
My Confcience hath a thoufand feuersll Tongues,

And euery Tonguebringsin a {cuerall Tale,

And euerie Tale condemnes me fora Villaine 3
Periunie,in the high' Degree,

Murther, flerne murther, in the dyr'R degree,

All feuerall finnes, all vs d in each degiee,

Throng all to'th'Barre, crying all, Guilty Guilty,

"I Ifhall difpaire, there is ne Creature loues me 3

And if] die, nofoule fhall pittie me.
Nay,wherefore fhould they ? Since that 1 my Selfe,
Finde in my Selfe, no pittie to my Selfe.

Me thought, the Soules of all that T had murther'd
Caracto my Tent, and euery one did threat

To morrowes vengeance on the head of Richard.

Enter Ratcliffe.

Rat, My Lord.
Kmg Who'sthere?
Rat, Rarchfferny Lord,%is1: the early Village Cock
Hach twice done {alutation to the Morne,
Yout Friends are vp, and buckle on their Armour,
King. O Razcliffe. 1 feare,] feare,
Rar. Nay good my Lord, be not affraid of Shadows.
Kmg. By the Apoftle Pau/,(hadowes to mghe
Haue ftroke more terror to the {oule of Richard,
Then can the fubftance of ten thoufand Souldiers
Armed in proofe, and led by ihallow Ricbmend.
'Tisnot yetneere day. Come go withme,
Vnder our Tents lle play the Eafe.dropper,
Toheareifany meane to thninke fromme,

Exernt Richard & Ratliffe,

Entershe Lords to Richmond fitsng
wt bas Tent,

Richm. Good morrow Richmond,
 kich. Cry mercy Lords and watchfull Gentlemen,
That you havetane atardic fluggard heere ¢
Lords. How haue you {leptmy Lord?
Rich, Thelweeteltflecepe,
And fare@ boading Dicames,
That cuer entred 1na drowfie head,
Haue I fince your departure had my Lords.
Me thought their Soules,whofe bodies Ruch.murther'd,
Came to my Tent,and cried on Vigtory 3
I promife you my Heart is very iocond,
In the remembrance of o fairc adreame,
How farre into the Morning isit Lords ?
Ler, Vponthe ftroke of foure.
Rich. Why then *ns time to Arme,and give direction.
His Oration tobu Sowldrars.
More then 1 baue (aid, louing Countrymen,
The leyfure and inforcement of the me
Forbidsto dwell vypon: yet remember this, God'
o
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God, and our good caule, fight vpon our fide,

The Prayers of holy Saints and wronPcd foules,
Like highrear’d Bulwarkes, 1and before our Faces,
(Richard excepe) thofe whom wefightagaintt,
Had rather haue vs win, then himchey follow,

For, what is he they follow ? Truly Gendemen,

A bloudy Tyrant, and a Homicide .

Onerais’din blood,and oncin Llood eftablifh'd ;
One that made mesnes to come by what he hath,
And flaughter’d thofethac were the meanes to help him -
A bafefoule Stone, made precious by the fogle

Of Englands Chaire, where hes faliely fer:

One that hath euer beene Gods Enerny.

Then if you fight againt Gods Encmry,

God wiil inftice ward you as hisSoldiers,
Ifyoudo fweare to put a Tyrant downe,

You (cepein peace, the Tyrant being flaime :

1fyou do fight againft your Ceuntries Foes,

Your Countrics Fat fhall pay your paines the hyre.
Ifyou dafightin {afegard ot your wiues,

Your wings (hell welcome home the Conquerors,
1fyoudofrce your Children from the Sword,

Your Childrens Children quits it in your Age.
Theninthename of God snd alk thefe rights,
Aduance your Standards, draw your willing Swords.
Forme, the ranfome of my bold attempt,

Shall be this cold Corpes on the earth's cold face.
Bucif I thrive, the gaine ofiny atzempt,

Theleaft of you (hall (hare his part thereof.

Sound Drummes and Trumpets boldly, and chezrefully,
God,and Saint George, Richmond, and Viétory.,

Enter King Rschard, Ratcliffe and Catesby.

K.\Vhat faid Northumbesland as touching Richmond?
Rar. Thathe wasneuertrained vp in Armes.
Kimg, e (aid the truch : and what faid Surrey then?
Rar. He{mil'd and fald, the becter for our purpofe.
King. Hewasln therighe, and feindeed it is.

Tellthe clocke there. ( locke firskes.

-{ Giue me a Kalender : Who faw the Sunne to day?

Rat. NotImy Lotd.

King. Then he dildaines to (hine : for by the Booke
He fhould haue brau'd the Eaftan houre sgo,
A blacke day willitbe to fomebody. Ratcisffe.

Rar. My Lord.

King. The Sun will not be feeneto day,
The sky doth frowne, and lowre vpon our Army.
I would thefe dewy teares were from the ground.
Not fhineto day 7 Why, whar is that tome
More then to Richmond ? For the felfe.fame Heauen
Thatfrownes on me, lookes fadly vpon him.

Enter Norfolke.

Ner.Atme,arme, my Lotd: the foe vaunts in thefeld.
Kisg, Come,buftic,bufile. Caparifonmy hor(®

Call vp Lord Stawley, bid hirm bring his power,

I will leade forth my Soldiers to the plaine,

And thus my Battell thal be ordred.

My Foreward fhall be drawne in length,

Confifting equally of Hotfe and Faot:

Our Atchersq(hall be placed inthe mid'Q ;

Jobm Duke of Noifolke, Thomas Eatle of Surrey,

Shall haue the leading of the Foot and Horfe.

They thus dize&ted, we will filow

- —— Ay < —

In the maine Battell, whofe pmflan ce on cither fide
Shall be well-winged with our cheefe Horfe ¢
This, and Saine George 1 boote,
- What think'it thou Notfolke,
Nors A good diredtion warlike Soueraigne,
This found 1 on my Tent this Morning.
Tockey of Norfolke, be not fo bold,
For Dickon thy mafler « bowghs and fold.
Kmg. A thing deuwied by :hcénemy.
Go Genclemen, cuery inan to his Charge,
Let not our babling Drcammes affright our foules:
For Confcience ;s aword that Cowards vie,
Deus’d at firlt co keepe the firong in awe,
Our {trong armes be our Confcrence, Swords our Law.
Matcch on, toyne brauely, let vs too r pell mell,
If not to heauen, then hand in hand to Hell.
What fhall I fay more then I haueinferr'd?
Remember whom you are 15 cope withall,
A fortof Vagabonds, Rafcals,and Run-awaves,
Afcum of Bottaines,and bafe Lachey Pezanes,
Whom their o're-cloyed Country vomrs forth
To defperate Aduentures,and affur’'d Deftrudtion,
Youlleeping faie they bring you to vnret :
Youhautng Lands, and ble(t with beauteous wi
They would refiraine the ore, diftame the ether, |
And who doth leade them, buca pa'try Fellow >
Long keptinBritaine at our Mochers cofd,
A Muke-fop,onethatneverio hus Iife
Felitomachi cold, ac over fhoocsin Snow:
Let’s whip thele raglers o'ie the Seas againe,
Iafh bence thefc oucr-weeming Ragges of France,
Thele fanmm(h'd Bepgess, s cary of thair Lines,
Who {but tor dieaming on thi, tond exploit)
Feor want of meanes (poore Racs jhad hang dthemlelues,
Lfwe be conquered, lecimen conquervs,
And nor thefe baftard Britames, wh:om our Fathers
Hauc o their owne Land beaten, bobb'd,and thump’d,
And onRecard, lcfe them the heires of thame.
Snall thefe enioy our Lands? Iye witls our Wiies ?
Rau:i(h our daugheers? Drurs afsrre of
Hearke, I heatetheis Drumme,
Right Gendlemen of England, fight boldly yeomen,
Diaw Archers draw your Arrowes to th.c head,
Sputre your proud Horfes hard,and nide inbicod,
Amaze the welkin with vourbroken {taucs,
Enter 4 Meffenger,
What fayes Lord Stowey, w il he bring his power?
AMef. My Lord,he doth deny to come.
Kmg. Off with his foune Ceorges head.
Nrr, My Lotd,the Fnemy is puft the Marth
After che bacraile, let George Stanley dye.
Kig. Athoufand hearts are great within my bofom,
Advance our Standards, {et vponour Foes,
O.rr Ancient word of Courage, faire S.Gearge
Infpire vs with the fpleene of fiecy Dragous :
Vponthem, Victorie fits on our helpes.

-

S,

Alarnm,excurfions. Enter Cateshy,

Cat. Refcue my Lotd of Norfolke,
Refcue, Refcue:
The King ena&ts more wondersthen s man,
Daring an oppofite to cuery danger :
His horfe isflaine, and all on fooc he fi hteg
Sccking for Richmond 1n the throat of death ;
Refcue faire Lotd ot clfe the day is loft.

Enter

eI it
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Enter Richard.

Rich. AHoxfe, s Hotle, my Kingdome fors Hotfe.
Cates. Withdraw my Lord, lle helpe you to a Horfe
Rxch. Slaue,{ haue fet my life vpon a cafl,

And 1 will Randthe hazard of the Dye:

1 thinke there be fixe Richmonds in the field,

Fiuehaue I {laine to day, 1n ftead of him.

A Hotle,a Horfe, my Kingdonie for a Horfe.

Alatwm, Enter Richard and Richmond, they figet, Richard
% flamne.

Retreat avd Flowrs/b, Ewter Richmond, Derby bearirg the
Crowne, wsth dixers atber Lords.

Richm. Godjand your Armes
Be prais’d ViQorious Friends ;
The dsy 15 ouss, the bloudy Dogge is dead.
Der. Couragious Richmond,
Well hat thou acquit thee : Loe,
Heere thele long viurped Roysities,
Fromthe dead Temples of thus bloudy Wretch,
Haue I pluck’d off, to grace thy Browes withall,
W eare 1t,and make much ofit.
Rickm. Great Godof Heauen, fay Amen to all.
Butcell me, is yon% George Stanleyhung?
Der. Heis my Lord, and fafe in Leicefter Towne,
Whither (1f yowpleafe) we may wichdraw vs.
Richm. Wnat men of name are {lane on ert! er fide?

T be Life and death of Richard the Third.
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Der. Iebn Duke of Notfolke, Walter Lord Fersis,

Sir Rebert Brokgnbury,and Sit wilkiam Branden. -
Richm. Intesre cheie Bodies, ss become theis Bisths,

Proclaime s pardon tothe Soldiers fled,

That in fubmifsion will recutne to vs,

And then as we haue tane the Sacrament,

Wewillvnite the White Rofe,and the Red.

Smile Hesuen vpon this faire Coniun &ion,

Thai long haue frown’d vpon their Enmity :

What Traitor heares me, and {fayes not Amen?

England hath long beene mad, and fcari’d her felfe;

T he Brother blindely fhed the Brothers blood ;

The Father, rafhly flaughtered his owne Sonney

‘The Sonne compell’d, beene Butcher to the Sire

All e dimded Yorke and Lancafter,

Dhiuided, 1n their dire Diuvifion.

O aow, let Richmend and Elizabeth,

The true Succeeders of each Roysll Houfe,'

By Gods faire ordinance, conioynetogether ¢

And letthy Heires (Godif thy will be fo)

Earich the ume to come, with Smooth-fac’d Pesce,

With fmiling Plenty, and faire Profperous dayes.

Abate theedge of Traitors, Gracivus Lord,

That would reduce thele bloudy dayes againe,

And make poore England weepe in Streames of Blood;;

Let them nothive to tafte this Laods increafe, )

That would with Trealon, wound this faire Lands peace.

Now Ciuill wounds are ftopp’d, Peace lives sgen ;

Thac fheway long lwe heete, God fay, Amen.  Exesm
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